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Foreword 

 

“The books that the world calls immoral are books that show the world its own shame.” 

Oscar Wilde 

 

 

 

This collection of banned books was inspired by Florida’s House Bill 1467, which aims 

to police which books would be allowed in public schools. Schools in Manatee and Duval 

counties are hiding, removing, or covering up all of their books just to be on the safe side. A 

teacher charged with distributing “obscene” books to minors could be charged with a third-

degree felony. Since no one knows what precisely would qualify as obscene, there are entire 

schools with empty shelves.  

A "media specialist" (and not a teacher) would be tasked with deciding what's allowed 

and what isn't: by default, everything is banned, and books would be approved on an individual 

basis. If that doesn’t make you confused, bewildered, and perhaps a little angry – well, maybe 

this collection of banned books (and the introductions I prepared for them) will show why 

censorship has always been a losing game, a coward’s last defense. 

I was born in the Soviet Union. My grandma spent seven years in Stalin’s Gulag camp. 

My home country, which I haven’t visited since 2003 and likely never will, kills journalists for 

sport. Let’s just say I have low tolerance for censors and bullies. I always low-key wondered 

how I could help, what – if anything – I could contribute, and I got this idea after reading a few 

too many accounts of the consequences of Florida’s book ban. (They aren’t setting up book 

bonfires just yet, but we live in an age where the unthinkable becomes improbable becomes 

news.)  

If I were the pretentious kind, I’d say that I’m a friend of freedom, a lover of libraries, a 

keeper of knowledge – but I’m not, so I won’t, though I sort of did. Heh. I’m just a guy with a 

computer and a little too much time on my hands. I’m good at editing huge volumes of 

information, and my sole accomplishment here is meta-compiling old books using publicly 

available resources. If I could do it, so can you. 

At first, I thought this banned book compendium would take just one all-nighter: find the 

most famous public domain books that had been banned in the past, splice them all together, add 

some formatting, a few words about each book, etc… That was idealistic of me: I suddenly 

understood why the only other collection I found stopped at 18 books. I went with 32. Working 

nights and weekends, this project took well over a week, even though Project Gutenberg and 

Wikipedia had already done all the heavy lifting. Still – worth it. 

There are two often-banned pieces of literature I couldn’t fit in: Chaucer’s Canterbury 

Tales and Shakespeare’s plays. They require so many footnotes (which would have to be very 

carefully interlinked) that adding them here was beyond my capacity. Fortunately, you can find 

them for free right here, on Project Gutenberg: Canterbury Tales; Shakespeare.  

https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/2383
https://www.gutenberg.org/browse/authors/s#a65


Each banned book in this 8,622-page monster of an anthology is preceded by a short text: 

a summary of the book, why it was controversial, and who tried (or succeeded in) banning it. 

That’s followed by a link or two that will lead you to sites with other relevant information on the 

topic. 

Incidentally, it’s quite disturbing how much information is hidden behind the paywalls of 

academic journals. The research published (presumably) for the public good, often in taxpayer-

funded universities, gets locked away where an average reader can’t read it without paying $25 

or more. (Good luck finding anything useful and accessible on Nicholas I’s “terror of 

censorship.”) Some of the links I’ve included lead to hobbyist blogs that have remarkably useful 

and in-depth information. Those sites were created by average people like you and I, and they 

dispense their knowledge freely. Some food for thought… 

I’ve learned a fair bit while assembling this collection. Before I started this project, I had 

no idea just how much influence Anthony Comstock (he of the 1873 Comstock Act) had with all 

his puritanical purges. I didn’t know that his successor, John S. Sumner of the New York Society 

for the Suppression of Vice (NYSSV), kept the work going until 1950, which is still within 

living memory. And I certainly had no clue that Boston remained a hotbed of censorship well 

into the 20th century, to the point where “Banned in Boston” was a coveted distinction that was 

almost guaranteed to boost a book’s sales. 

Some of the incidents I describe in those mini-introductions sound ridiculous. For 

example, the time Oklahoma’s Mothers United for Decency couldn’t explain why their Smut 

Mobile featured the Mad magazine. Or the time Australia kept banning and un-banning James 

Joyce’s Ulysses. Or the time Lewis Carroll’s Alice in Wonderland got banned in China because 

“animals should not use human language.” We can condescendingly chuckle at those displays of 

idiocy, but each of them is a canary in the coal mine of literacy. 

There always were, and are, and will remain authoritarian despots, power-drunk 

bureaucrats, puritanical activists, and others like them who hate unusual books, who think they 

know better than you, who try to dam the flow of progress. Ironically, their efforts often bring 

even more attention to the books they seek to hide. 

There are some who would argue that e-books will end censorship once and for all. 

Well… That’s true if you manually pass them around as EPUB files. If, however, you download 

them directly on Kindle (or Nook, or elsewhere), the same centralized system can delete your e-

books just as fast, just as easily. That already happened once: in 2009, Amazon realized it didn’t 

have the right to sell George Orwell’s 1984 and Animal Farm in the US. It proceeded to 

immediately delete those e-books from all their customers’ Kindles and Kindle apps. The irony 

of that Orwellian move is overwhelming, and though Amazon apologized profusely and 

promised not to do that again (unless they must), that showed just how easy it would be to censor 

an e-book if the push came to shove.  

Ergo this file: I’m uploading the whole collection on Kindle as a cheap e-book because 

that’s the fastest way to ensure wide distribution. ($2.99 was the lowest price they allowed me to 

set.) You can download the Kindle version here: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BV96DX8R 

I’ll also try to spread the free PDF version all over the web. Save it, make a copy, send it to your 

friends – and read it yourself: the books within may not be your cup of tea, but once upon a time 

they were bestsellers, and they pissed off The Powers That Be so much that they continued to be 

banned centuries and even millennia after they were published. Books that inspire so much angst 

across eons make for some interesting reading. Besides, Lysistrata is hilarious and Mark Twain 

is a national treasure. 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BV96DX8R


One could argue that we as a culture can be defined not by what we permit but by what 

we prohibit. Banned books, banned art, banned objects: they’re the negative space in the self-

portrait that is our civilization. One of my favourite authors, Claire North, had this insightful gem 

in her Notes from the Burning Age: “Before the burning, it was considered heretical for women 

to behave in a manner considered male. Then these words changed – ‘female’, ‘male’. They have 

changed again since that time. What is our new morality? What is our new heresy?” What 

indeed. 

Next time there’s a book ban (or a Nazi-like book bonfire), there’s a good chance 

something from this collection will be included. Save it. Pass it on. Historically speaking, 

literacy is a rare privilege. Public libraries have existed for just a couple of centuries. Public 

schools, even less than that. Knowledge is fragile, and critical thinking is powerful. There are 

those who would love for them both to go away, and fast. Read. Resist. Rage. 

If you want to help, go to this Project Gutenberg page and start there. I’m not affiliated 

with them, but they fight the good fight as they digitize thousands of public domain texts. If you 

want to do more, start stockpiling controversial books (modern or classic) for safekeeping. Build 

a little lending library on your streetcorner. Pay very close attention to proposed book bans in 

your area, and protest like hell if they happen. As you will see below, quite a few bans were 

overturned when the appalling apparatchiks got overwhelmed by their community’s outrage. 

Shame still works, if only for the time being. 

If there’s a large-scale book ban in progress in some other part of the world, get involved 

by mailing books to students and local activists. Send money. Send emails. Send the good vibes 

and share social media articles, if that’s all you have the time and the inclination for. Just don’t 

be silent. 

If you have an idea for other public domain digitization projects, and if you’d like my 

help, you can reach me here: https://grigorylukin.com/contact-me/  

So long, and happy reading. 

 

 

 

Grigory Lukin (rhymes with “glory” and “sin”) 

Quebec City, Canada 

February 2023 

 

  

https://www.gutenberg.org/help/
https://grigorylukin.com/contact-me/


Adam Bede (by George Eliot (Mary Ann 

Evans)) 

 

Adam Bede was the first novel published by Mary Ann Evans under the pseudonym 

George Elliott in 1859. The plot is founded on a story told to George Eliot by her aunt Elizabeth 

Evans, a Methodist preacher, and the original of Dinah Morris of the novel, of a confession of 

child-murder, made to her by a girl in prison. The novel follows the lives of four characters in the 

fictional community of Hayslope—a rural, pastoral, and close-knit community—in 1799. The 

novel revolves around a love "rectangle" among the beautiful but self-absorbed Hetty Sorrel; 

Captain Arthur Donnithorne, the young squire who seduces her; Adam Bede, her 

unacknowledged suitor; and Dinah Morris, Hetty's cousin, a fervent, virtuous and beautiful 

Methodist lay preacher. 

Adam Bede’s flawed but realistic characters follow their hearts, though there are no 

happy endings. There’s raw emotion, there are lovestruck people acting like lovestruck people 

always do, there is infanticide. The novel was attacked as “the vile outpourings of a lewd 

woman’s mind.” Shortly afterwards, the book was withdrawn from British circulation libraries. 

 

Want to know more? 

George Eliot: The genius who scandalised society, BBC 

 

  

https://www.bbc.com/culture/article/20191119-george-eliot-radical-writer-novels
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Book First 

 

Chapter I The Workshop 

With a single drop of ink for a mirror, the Egyptian sorcerer undertakes to reveal to any chance 

comer far-reaching visions of the past. This is what I undertake to do for you, reader. With this 

drop of ink at the end of my pen, I will show you the roomy workshop of Mr. Jonathan Burge, 

carpenter and builder, in the village of Hayslope, as it appeared on the eighteenth of June, in the 

year of our Lord 1799. 

The afternoon sun was warm on the five workmen there, busy upon doors and window-frames 

and wainscoting. A scent of pine-wood from a tentlike pile of planks outside the open door 

mingled itself with the scent of the elder-bushes which were spreading their summer snow close 

to the open window opposite; the slanting sunbeams shone through the transparent shavings that 

flew before the steady plane, and lit up the fine grain of the oak panelling which stood propped 

against the wall. On a heap of those soft shavings a rough, grey shepherd dog had made himself a 

pleasant bed, and was lying with his nose between his fore-paws, occasionally wrinkling his 

brows to cast a glance at the tallest of the five workmen, who was carving a shield in the centre 

of a wooden mantelpiece. It was to this workman that the strong barytone belonged which was 

heard above the sound of plane and hammer singing— 

Awake, my soul, and with the sun 

Thy daily stage of duty run; 

Shake off dull sloth... 

Here some measurement was to be taken which required more concentrated attention, and the 

sonorous voice subsided into a low whistle; but it presently broke out again with renewed 

vigour— 

Let all thy converse be sincere, 

Thy conscience as the noonday clear. 

Such a voice could only come from a broad chest, and the broad chest belonged to a large-boned, 

muscular man nearly six feet high, with a back so flat and a head so well poised that when he 

drew himself up to take a more distant survey of his work, he had the air of a soldier standing at 

ease. The sleeve rolled up above the elbow showed an arm that was likely to win the prize for 

feats of strength; yet the long supple hand, with its broad finger-tips, looked ready for works of 

skill. In his tall stalwartness Adam Bede was a Saxon, and justified his name; but the jet-black 

hair, made the more noticeable by its contrast with the light paper cap, and the keen glance of the 

dark eyes that shone from under strongly marked, prominent and mobile eyebrows, indicated a 

mixture of Celtic blood. The face was large and roughly hewn, and when in repose had no other 

beauty than such as belongs to an expression of good-humoured honest intelligence. 



It is clear at a glance that the next workman is Adam’s brother. He is nearly as tall; he has the 

same type of features, the same hue of hair and complexion; but the strength of the family 

likeness seems only to render more conspicuous the remarkable difference of expression both in 

form and face. Seth’s broad shoulders have a slight stoop; his eyes are grey; his eyebrows have 

less prominence and more repose than his brother’s; and his glance, instead of being keen, is 

confiding and benign. He has thrown off his paper cap, and you see that his hair is not thick and 

straight, like Adam’s, but thin and wavy, allowing you to discern the exact contour of a coronal 

arch that predominates very decidedly over the brow. 

The idle tramps always felt sure they could get a copper from Seth; they scarcely ever spoke to 

Adam. 

The concert of the tools and Adam’s voice was at last broken by Seth, who, lifting the door at 

which he had been working intently, placed it against the wall, and said, “There! I’ve finished 

my door to-day, anyhow.” 

The workmen all looked up; Jim Salt, a burly, red-haired man known as Sandy Jim, paused 

from his planing, and Adam said to Seth, with a sharp glance of surprise, “What! Dost think 

thee’st finished the door?” 

“Aye, sure,” said Seth, with answering surprise; “what’s awanting to’t?” 

A loud roar of laughter from the other three workmen made Seth look round confusedly. 

Adam did not join in the laughter, but there was a slight smile on his face as he said, in a gentler 

tone than before, “Why, thee’st forgot the panels.” 

The laughter burst out afresh as Seth clapped his hands to his head, and coloured over brow 

and crown. 

“Hoorray!” shouted a small lithe fellow called Wiry Ben, running forward and seizing the 

door. “We’ll hang up th’ door at fur end o’ th’ shop an’ write on’t ‘Seth Bede, the Methody, his 

work.’ Here, Jim, lend’s hould o’ th’ red pot.” 

“Nonsense!” said Adam. “Let it alone, Ben Cranage. You’ll mayhap be making such a slip 

yourself some day; you’ll laugh o’ th’ other side o’ your mouth then.” 

“Catch me at it, Adam. It’ll be a good while afore my head’s full o’ th’ Methodies,” said Ben. 

“Nay, but it’s often full o’ drink, and that’s worse.” 

Ben, however, had now got the “red pot” in his hand, and was about to begin writing his 

inscription, making, by way of preliminary, an imaginary S in the air. 

“Let it alone, will you?” Adam called out, laying down his tools, striding up to Ben, and 

seizing his right shoulder. “Let it alone, or I’ll shake the soul out o’ your body.” 

Ben shook in Adam’s iron grasp, but, like a plucky small man as he was, he didn’t mean to 

give in. With his left hand he snatched the brush from his powerless right, and made a movement 

as if he would perform the feat of writing with his left. In a moment Adam turned him round, 



seized his other shoulder, and, pushing him along, pinned him against the wall. But now Seth 

spoke. 

“Let be, Addy, let be. Ben will be joking. Why, he’s i’ the right to laugh at me—I canna help 

laughing at myself.” 

“I shan’t loose him till he promises to let the door alone,” said Adam. 

“Come, Ben, lad,” said Seth, in a persuasive tone, “don’t let’s have a quarrel about it. You 

know Adam will have his way. You may’s well try to turn a waggon in a narrow lane. Say you’ll 

leave the door alone, and make an end on’t.” 

“I binna frighted at Adam,” said Ben, “but I donna mind sayin’ as I’ll let ’t alone at your 

askin’, Seth.” 

“Come, that’s wise of you, Ben,” said Adam, laughing and relaxing his grasp. 

They all returned to their work now; but Wiry Ben, having had the worst in the bodily contest, 

was bent on retrieving that humiliation by a success in sarcasm. 

“Which was ye thinkin’ on, Seth,” he began—“the pretty parson’s face or her sarmunt, when 

ye forgot the panels?” 

“Come and hear her, Ben,” said Seth, good-humouredly; “she’s going to preach on the Green 

to-night; happen ye’d get something to think on yourself then, instead o’ those wicked songs 

you’re so fond on. Ye might get religion, and that ’ud be the best day’s earnings y’ ever made.” 

“All i’ good time for that, Seth; I’ll think about that when I’m a-goin’ to settle i’ life; bachelors 

doesn’t want such heavy earnin’s. Happen I shall do the coortin’ an’ the religion both together, 

as ye do, Seth; but ye wouldna ha’ me get converted an’ chop in atween ye an’ the pretty 

preacher, an’ carry her aff?” 

“No fear o’ that, Ben; she’s neither for you nor for me to win, I doubt. Only you come and 

hear her, and you won’t speak lightly on her again.” 

“Well, I’m half a mind t’ ha’ a look at her to-night, if there isn’t good company at th’ Holly 

Bush. What’ll she take for her text? Happen ye can tell me, Seth, if so be as I shouldna come up 

i’ time for’t. Will’t be—what come ye out for to see? A prophetess? Yea, I say unto you, and 

more than a prophetess—a uncommon pretty young woman.” 

“Come, Ben,” said Adam, rather sternly, “you let the words o’ the Bible alone; you’re going 

too far now.” 

“What! Are ye a-turnin’ roun’, Adam? I thought ye war dead again th’ women preachin’, a 

while agoo?” 

“Nay, I’m not turnin’ noway. I said nought about the women preachin’. I said, You let the 

Bible alone: you’ve got a jest-book, han’t you, as you’re rare and proud on? Keep your dirty 

fingers to that.” 



“Why, y’ are gettin’ as big a saint as Seth. Y’ are goin’ to th’ preachin’ to-night, I should 

think. Ye’ll do finely t’ lead the singin’. But I don’ know what Parson Irwine ’ull say at his gran’ 

favright Adam Bede a-turnin’ Methody.” 

“Never do you bother yourself about me, Ben. I’m not a-going to turn Methodist any more nor 

you are—though it’s like enough you’ll turn to something worse. Mester Irwine’s got more sense 

nor to meddle wi’ people’s doing as they like in religion. That’s between themselves and God, as 

he’s said to me many a time.” 

“Aye, aye; but he’s none so fond o’ your dissenters, for all that.” 

“Maybe; I’m none so fond o’ Josh Tod’s thick ale, but I don’t hinder you from making a fool 

o’ yourself wi’t.” 

There was a laugh at this thrust of Adam’s, but Seth said, very seriously. “Nay, nay, Addy, 

thee mustna say as anybody’s religion’s like thick ale. Thee dostna believe but what the 

dissenters and the Methodists have got the root o’ the matter as well as the church folks.” 

“Nay, Seth, lad; I’m not for laughing at no man’s religion. Let ’em follow their consciences, 

that’s all. Only I think it ’ud be better if their consciences ’ud let ’em stay quiet i’ the church—

there’s a deal to be learnt there. And there’s such a thing as being oversperitial; we must have 

something beside Gospel i’ this world. Look at the canals, an’ th’ aqueduc’s, an’ th’ coal-pit 

engines, and Arkwright’s mills there at Cromford; a man must learn summat beside Gospel to 

make them things, I reckon. But t’ hear some o’ them preachers, you’d think as a man must be 

doing nothing all’s life but shutting’s eyes and looking what’s agoing on inside him. I know a 

man must have the love o’ God in his soul, and the Bible’s God’s word. But what does the Bible 

say? Why, it says as God put his sperrit into the workman as built the tabernacle, to make him do 

all the carved work and things as wanted a nice hand. And this is my way o’ looking at it: there’s 

the sperrit o’ God in all things and all times—weekday as well as Sunday—and i’ the great 

works and inventions, and i’ the figuring and the mechanics. And God helps us with our 

headpieces and our hands as well as with our souls; and if a man does bits o’ jobs out o’ working 

hours—builds a oven for ’s wife to save her from going to the bakehouse, or scrats at his bit o’ 

garden and makes two potatoes grow istead o’ one, he’s doin’ more good, and he’s just as near to 

God, as if he was running after some preacher and a-praying and a-groaning.” 

“Well done, Adam!” said Sandy Jim, who had paused from his planing to shift his planks 

while Adam was speaking; “that’s the best sarmunt I’ve heared this long while. By th’ same 

token, my wife’s been a-plaguin’ on me to build her a oven this twelvemont.” 

“There’s reason in what thee say’st, Adam,” observed Seth, gravely. “But thee know’st thyself 

as it’s hearing the preachers thee find’st so much fault with has turned many an idle fellow into 

an industrious un. It’s the preacher as empties th’ alehouse; and if a man gets religion, he’ll do 

his work none the worse for that.” 

“On’y he’ll lave the panels out o’ th’ doors sometimes, eh, Seth?” said Wiry Ben. 

“Ah, Ben, you’ve got a joke again’ me as ’ll last you your life. But it isna religion as was i’ 

fault there; it was Seth Bede, as was allays a wool-gathering chap, and religion hasna cured him, 

the more’s the pity.” 



“Ne’er heed me, Seth,” said Wiry Ben, “y’ are a down-right good-hearted chap, panels or no 

panels; an’ ye donna set up your bristles at every bit o’ fun, like some o’ your kin, as is mayhap 

cliverer.” 

“Seth, lad,” said Adam, taking no notice of the sarcasm against himself, “thee mustna take me 

unkind. I wasna driving at thee in what I said just now. Some ’s got one way o’ looking at things 

and some ’s got another.” 

“Nay, nay, Addy, thee mean’st me no unkindness,” said Seth, “I know that well enough. 

Thee’t like thy dog Gyp—thee bark’st at me sometimes, but thee allays lick’st my hand after.” 

All hands worked on in silence for some minutes, until the church clock began to strike six. 

Before the first stroke had died away, Sandy Jim had loosed his plane and was reaching his 

jacket; Wiry Ben had left a screw half driven in, and thrown his screwdriver into his tool-basket; 

Mum Taft, who, true to his name, had kept silence throughout the previous conversation, had 

flung down his hammer as he was in the act of lifting it; and Seth, too, had straightened his back, 

and was putting out his hand towards his paper cap. Adam alone had gone on with his work as if 

nothing had happened. But observing the cessation of the tools, he looked up, and said, in a tone 

of indignation, “Look there, now! I can’t abide to see men throw away their tools i’ that way, the 

minute the clock begins to strike, as if they took no pleasure i’ their work and was afraid o’ doing 

a stroke too much.” 

Seth looked a little conscious, and began to be slower in his preparations for going, but Mum 

Taft broke silence, and said, “Aye, aye, Adam lad, ye talk like a young un. When y’ are six-an’-

forty like me, istid o’ six-an’-twenty, ye wonna be so flush o’ workin’ for nought.” 

“Nonsense,” said Adam, still wrathful; “what’s age got to do with it, I wonder? Ye arena 

getting stiff yet, I reckon. I hate to see a man’s arms drop down as if he was shot, before the 

clock’s fairly struck, just as if he’d never a bit o’ pride and delight in ’s work. The very 

grindstone ’ull go on turning a bit after you loose it.” 

“Bodderation, Adam!” exclaimed Wiry Ben; “lave a chap aloon, will ’ee? Ye war afinding 

faut wi’ preachers a while agoo—y’ are fond enough o’ preachin’ yoursen. Ye may like work 

better nor play, but I like play better nor work; that’ll ’commodate ye—it laves ye th’ more to 

do.” 

With this exit speech, which he considered effective, Wiry Ben shouldered his basket and left 

the workshop, quickly followed by Mum Taft and Sandy Jim. Seth lingered, and looked wistfully 

at Adam, as if he expected him to say something. 

“Shalt go home before thee go’st to the preaching?” Adam asked, looking up. 

“Nay; I’ve got my hat and things at Will Maskery’s. I shan’t be home before going for ten. I’ll 

happen see Dinah Morris safe home, if she’s willing. There’s nobody comes with her from 

Poyser’s, thee know’st.” 

“Then I’ll tell mother not to look for thee,” said Adam. 



“Thee artna going to Poyser’s thyself to-night?” said Seth rather timidly, as he turned to leave 

the workshop. 

“Nay, I’m going to th’ school.” 

Hitherto Gyp had kept his comfortable bed, only lifting up his head and watching Adam more 

closely as he noticed the other workmen departing. But no sooner did Adam put his ruler in his 

pocket, and begin to twist his apron round his waist, than Gyp ran forward and looked up in his 

master’s face with patient expectation. If Gyp had had a tail he would doubtless have wagged it, 

but being destitute of that vehicle for his emotions, he was like many other worthy personages, 

destined to appear more phlegmatic than nature had made him. 

“What! Art ready for the basket, eh, Gyp?” said Adam, with the same gentle modulation of 

voice as when he spoke to Seth. 

Gyp jumped and gave a short bark, as much as to say, “Of course.” Poor fellow, he had not a 

great range of expression. 

The basket was the one which on workdays held Adam’s and Seth’s dinner; and no official, 

walking in procession, could look more resolutely unconscious of all acquaintances than Gyp 

with his basket, trotting at his master’s heels. 

On leaving the workshop Adam locked the door, took the key out, and carried it to the house 

on the other side of the woodyard. It was a low house, with smooth grey thatch and buff walls, 

looking pleasant and mellow in the evening light. The leaded windows were bright and 

speckless, and the door-stone was as clean as a white boulder at ebb tide. On the door-stone 

stood a clean old woman, in a dark-striped linen gown, a red kerchief, and a linen cap, talking to 

some speckled fowls which appeared to have been drawn towards her by an illusory expectation 

of cold potatoes or barley. The old woman’s sight seemed to be dim, for she did not recognize 

Adam till he said, “Here’s the key, Dolly; lay it down for me in the house, will you?” 

“Aye, sure; but wunna ye come in, Adam? Miss Mary’s i’ th’ house, and Mester Burge ’ull be 

back anon; he’d be glad t’ ha’ ye to supper wi’m, I’ll be’s warrand.” 

“No, Dolly, thank you; I’m off home. Good evening.” 

Adam hastened with long strides, Gyp close to his heels, out of the workyard, and along the 

highroad leading away from the village and down to the valley. As he reached the foot of the 

slope, an elderly horseman, with his portmanteau strapped behind him, stopped his horse when 

Adam had passed him, and turned round to have another long look at the stalwart workman in 

paper cap, leather breeches, and dark-blue worsted stockings. 

Adam, unconscious of the admiration he was exciting, presently struck across the fields, and 

now broke out into the tune which had all day long been running in his head: 

Let all thy converse be sincere, 

Thy conscience as the noonday clear; 

For God’s all-seeing eye surveys 



Thy secret thoughts, thy works and ways. 

  



Chapter II The Preaching 

About a quarter to seven there was an unusual appearance of excitement in the village of 

Hayslope, and through the whole length of its little street, from the Donnithorne Arms to the 

churchyard gate, the inhabitants had evidently been drawn out of their houses by something more 

than the pleasure of lounging in the evening sunshine. The Donnithorne Arms stood at the 

entrance of the village, and a small farmyard and stackyard which flanked it, indicating that there 

was a pretty take of land attached to the inn, gave the traveller a promise of good feed for himself 

and his horse, which might well console him for the ignorance in which the weather-beaten sign 

left him as to the heraldic bearings of that ancient family, the Donnithornes. Mr. Casson, the 

landlord, had been for some time standing at the door with his hands in his pockets, balancing 

himself on his heels and toes and looking towards a piece of unenclosed ground, with a maple in 

the middle of it, which he knew to be the destination of certain grave-looking men and women 

whom he had observed passing at intervals. 

Mr. Casson’s person was by no means of that common type which can be allowed to pass 

without description. On a front view it appeared to consist principally of two spheres, bearing 

about the same relation to each other as the earth and the moon: that is to say, the lower sphere 

might be said, at a rough guess, to be thirteen times larger than the upper which naturally 

performed the function of a mere satellite and tributary. But here the resemblance ceased, for Mr. 

Casson’s head was not at all a melancholy-looking satellite nor was it a “spotty globe,” as Milton 

has irreverently called the moon; on the contrary, no head and face could look more sleek and 

healthy, and its expression—which was chiefly confined to a pair of round and ruddy cheeks, the 

slight knot and interruptions forming the nose and eyes being scarcely worth mention—was one 

of jolly contentment, only tempered by that sense of personal dignity which usually made itself 

felt in his attitude and bearing. This sense of dignity could hardly be considered excessive in a 

man who had been butler to “the family” for fifteen years, and who, in his present high position, 

was necessarily very much in contact with his inferiors. How to reconcile his dignity with the 

satisfaction of his curiosity by walking towards the Green was the problem that Mr. Casson had 

been revolving in his mind for the last five minutes; but when he had partly solved it by taking 

his hands out of his pockets, and thrusting them into the armholes of his waistcoat, by throwing 

his head on one side, and providing himself with an air of contemptuous indifference to whatever 

might fall under his notice, his thoughts were diverted by the approach of the horseman whom 

we lately saw pausing to have another look at our friend Adam, and who now pulled up at the 

door of the Donnithorne Arms. 

“Take off the bridle and give him a drink, ostler,” said the traveller to the lad in a smock-frock, 

who had come out of the yard at the sound of the horse’s hoofs. 

“Why, what’s up in your pretty village, landlord?” he continued, getting down. “There seems 

to be quite a stir.” 

“It’s a Methodis’ preaching, sir; it’s been gev hout as a young woman’s a-going to preach on 

the Green,” answered Mr. Casson, in a treble and wheezy voice, with a slightly mincing accent. 

“Will you please to step in, sir, an’ tek somethink?” 



“No, I must be getting on to Rosseter. I only want a drink for my horse. And what does your 

parson say, I wonder, to a young woman preaching just under his nose?” 

“Parson Irwine, sir, doesn’t live here; he lives at Brox’on, over the hill there. The parsonage 

here’s a tumble-down place, sir, not fit for gentry to live in. He comes here to preach of a Sunday 

afternoon, sir, an’ puts up his hoss here. It’s a grey cob, sir, an’ he sets great store by’t. He’s 

allays put up his hoss here, sir, iver since before I hed the Donnithorne Arms. I’m not this 

countryman, you may tell by my tongue, sir. They’re cur’ous talkers i’ this country, sir; the 

gentry’s hard work to hunderstand ’em. I was brought hup among the gentry, sir, an’ got the turn 

o’ their tongue when I was a bye. Why, what do you think the folks here says for ‘hevn’t 

you?’—the gentry, you know, says, ‘hevn’t you’—well, the people about here says ‘hanna yey.’ 

It’s what they call the dileck as is spoke hereabout, sir. That’s what I’ve heared Squire 

Donnithorne say many a time; it’s the dileck, says he.” 

“Aye, aye,” said the stranger, smiling. “I know it very well. But you’ve not got many 

Methodists about here, surely—in this agricultural spot? I should have thought there would 

hardly be such a thing as a Methodist to be found about here. You’re all farmers, aren’t you? The 

Methodists can seldom lay much hold on them.” 

“Why, sir, there’s a pretty lot o’ workmen round about, sir. There’s Mester Burge as owns the 

timber-yard over there, he underteks a good bit o’ building an’ repairs. An’ there’s the stone-pits 

not far off. There’s plenty of emply i’ this countryside, sir. An’ there’s a fine batch o’ 

Methodisses at Treddles’on—that’s the market town about three mile off—you’ll maybe ha’ 

come through it, sir. There’s pretty nigh a score of ’em on the Green now, as come from there. 

That’s where our people gets it from, though there’s only two men of ’em in all Hayslope: that’s 

Will Maskery, the wheelwright, and Seth Bede, a young man as works at the carpenterin’.” 

“The preacher comes from Treddleston, then, does she?” 

“Nay, sir, she comes out o’ Stonyshire, pretty nigh thirty mile off. But she’s a-visitin’ 

hereabout at Mester Poyser’s at the Hall Farm—it’s them barns an’ big walnut-trees, right away 

to the left, sir. She’s own niece to Poyser’s wife, an’ they’ll be fine an’ vexed at her for making a 

fool of herself i’ that way. But I’ve heared as there’s no holding these Methodisses when the 

maggit’s once got i’ their head: many of ’em goes stark starin’ mad wi’ their religion. Though 

this young woman’s quiet enough to look at, by what I can make out; I’ve not seen her myself.” 

“Well, I wish I had time to wait and see her, but I must get on. I’ve been out of my way for the 

last twenty minutes to have a look at that place in the valley. It’s Squire Donnithorne’s, I 

suppose?” 

“Yes, sir, that’s Donnithorne Chase, that is. Fine hoaks there, isn’t there, sir? I should know 

what it is, sir, for I’ve lived butler there a-going i’ fifteen year. It’s Captain Donnithorne as is th’ 

heir, sir—Squire Donnithorne’s grandson. He’ll be comin’ of hage this ’ay-’arvest, sir, an’ we 

shall hev fine doin’s. He owns all the land about here, sir, Squire Donnithorne does.” 

“Well, it’s a pretty spot, whoever may own it,” said the traveller, mounting his horse; “and one 

meets some fine strapping fellows about too. I met as fine a young fellow as ever I saw in my 

life, about half an hour ago, before I came up the hill—a carpenter, a tall, broad-shouldered 



fellow with black hair and black eyes, marching along like a soldier. We want such fellows as he 

to lick the French.” 

“Aye, sir, that’s Adam Bede, that is, I’ll be bound—Thias Bede’s son everybody knows him 

hereabout. He’s an uncommon clever stiddy fellow, an’ wonderful strong. Lord bless you, sir—if 

you’ll hexcuse me for saying so—he can walk forty mile a-day, an’ lift a matter o’ sixty ston’. 

He’s an uncommon favourite wi’ the gentry, sir: Captain Donnithorne and Parson Irwine meks a 

fine fuss wi’ him. But he’s a little lifted up an’ peppery-like.” 

“Well, good evening to you, landlord; I must get on.” 

“Your servant, sir; good evenin’.” 

The traveller put his horse into a quick walk up the village, but when he approached the Green, 

the beauty of the view that lay on his right hand, the singular contrast presented by the groups of 

villagers with the knot of Methodists near the maple, and perhaps yet more, curiosity to see the 

young female preacher, proved too much for his anxiety to get to the end of his journey, and he 

paused. 

The Green lay at the extremity of the village, and from it the road branched off in two 

directions, one leading farther up the hill by the church, and the other winding gently down 

towards the valley. On the side of the Green that led towards the church, the broken line of 

thatched cottages was continued nearly to the churchyard gate; but on the opposite northwestern 

side, there was nothing to obstruct the view of gently swelling meadow, and wooded valley, and 

dark masses of distant hill. That rich undulating district of Loamshire to which Hayslope 

belonged lies close to a grim outskirt of Stonyshire, overlooked by its barren hills as a pretty 

blooming sister may sometimes be seen linked in the arm of a rugged, tall, swarthy brother; and 

in two or three hours’ ride the traveller might exchange a bleak treeless region, intersected by 

lines of cold grey stone, for one where his road wound under the shelter of woods, or up swelling 

hills, muffled with hedgerows and long meadow-grass and thick corn; and where at every turn he 

came upon some fine old country-seat nestled in the valley or crowning the slope, some 

homestead with its long length of barn and its cluster of golden ricks, some grey steeple looking 

out from a pretty confusion of trees and thatch and dark-red tiles. It was just such a picture as this 

last that Hayslope Church had made to the traveller as he began to mount the gentle slope 

leading to its pleasant uplands, and now from his station near the Green he had before him in one 

view nearly all the other typical features of this pleasant land. High up against the horizon were 

the huge conical masses of hill, like giant mounds intended to fortify this region of corn and 

grass against the keen and hungry winds of the north; not distant enough to be clothed in purple 

mystery, but with sombre greenish sides visibly specked with sheep, whose motion was only 

revealed by memory, not detected by sight; wooed from day to day by the changing hours, but 

responding with no change in themselves—left for ever grim and sullen after the flush of 

morning, the winged gleams of the April noonday, the parting crimson glory of the ripening 

summer sun. And directly below them the eye rested on a more advanced line of hanging woods, 

divided by bright patches of pasture or furrowed crops, and not yet deepened into the uniform 

leafy curtains of high summer, but still showing the warm tints of the young oak and the tender 

green of the ash and lime. Then came the valley, where the woods grew thicker, as if they had 

rolled down and hurried together from the patches left smooth on the slope, that they might take 

the better care of the tall mansion which lifted its parapets and sent its faint blue summer smoke 



among them. Doubtless there was a large sweep of park and a broad glassy pool in front of that 

mansion, but the swelling slope of meadow would not let our traveller see them from the village 

green. He saw instead a foreground which was just as lovely—the level sunlight lying like 

transparent gold among the gently curving stems of the feathered grass and the tall red sorrel, 

and the white ambels of the hemlocks lining the bushy hedgerows. It was that moment in 

summer when the sound of the scythe being whetted makes us cast more lingering looks at the 

flower-sprinkled tresses of the meadows. 

He might have seen other beauties in the landscape if he had turned a little in his saddle and 

looked eastward, beyond Jonathan Burge’s pasture and woodyard towards the green corn-fields 

and walnut-trees of the Hall Farm; but apparently there was more interest for him in the living 

groups close at hand. Every generation in the village was there, from old “Feyther Taft” in his 

brown worsted night-cap, who was bent nearly double, but seemed tough enough to keep on his 

legs a long while, leaning on his short stick, down to the babies with their little round heads 

lolling forward in quilted linen caps. Now and then there was a new arrival; perhaps a slouching 

labourer, who, having eaten his supper, came out to look at the unusual scene with a slow bovine 

gaze, willing to hear what any one had to say in explanation of it, but by no means excited 

enough to ask a question. But all took care not to join the Methodists on the Green, and identify 

themselves in that way with the expectant audience, for there was not one of them that would not 

have disclaimed the imputation of having come out to hear the “preacher woman”—they had 

only come out to see “what war a-goin’ on, like.” The men were chiefly gathered in the 

neighbourhood of the blacksmith’s shop. But do not imagine them gathered in a knot. Villagers 

never swarm: a whisper is unknown among them, and they seem almost as incapable of an 

undertone as a cow or a stag. Your true rustic turns his back on his interlocutor, throwing a 

question over his shoulder as if he meant to run away from the answer, and walking a step or two 

farther off when the interest of the dialogue culminates. So the group in the vicinity of the 

blacksmith’s door was by no means a close one, and formed no screen in front of Chad Cranage, 

the blacksmith himself, who stood with his black brawny arms folded, leaning against the door-

post, and occasionally sending forth a bellowing laugh at his own jokes, giving them a marked 

preference over the sarcasms of Wiry Ben, who had renounced the pleasures of the Holly Bush 

for the sake of seeing life under a new form. But both styles of wit were treated with equal 

contempt by Mr. Joshua Rann. Mr. Rann’s leathern apron and subdued griminess can leave no 

one in any doubt that he is the village shoemaker; the thrusting out of his chin and stomach and 

the twirling of his thumbs are more subtle indications, intended to prepare unwary strangers for 

the discovery that they are in the presence of the parish clerk. “Old Joshway,” as he is 

irreverently called by his neighbours, is in a state of simmering indignation; but he has not yet 

opened his lips except to say, in a resounding bass undertone, like the tuning of a violoncello, 

“Sehon, King of the Amorites; for His mercy endureth for ever; and Og the King of Basan: for 

His mercy endureth for ever”—a quotation which may seem to have slight bearing on the present 

occasion, but, as with every other anomaly, adequate knowledge will show it to be a natural 

sequence. Mr. Rann was inwardly maintaining the dignity of the Church in the face of this 

scandalous irruption of Methodism, and as that dignity was bound up with his own sonorous 

utterance of the responses, his argument naturally suggested a quotation from the psalm he had 

read the last Sunday afternoon. 

The stronger curiosity of the women had drawn them quite to the edge of the Green, where 

they could examine more closely the Quakerlike costume and odd deportment of the female 



Methodists. Underneath the maple there was a small cart, which had been brought from the 

wheelwright’s to serve as a pulpit, and round this a couple of benches and a few chairs had been 

placed. Some of the Methodists were resting on these, with their eyes closed, as if wrapt in 

prayer or meditation. Others chose to continue standing, and had turned their faces towards the 

villagers with a look of melancholy compassion, which was highly amusing to Bessy Cranage, 

the blacksmith’s buxom daughter, known to her neighbours as Chad’s Bess, who wondered “why 

the folks war amakin’ faces a that’ns.” Chad’s Bess was the object of peculiar compassion, 

because her hair, being turned back under a cap which was set at the top of her head, exposed to 

view an ornament of which she was much prouder than of her red cheeks—namely, a pair of 

large round ear-rings with false garnets in them, ornaments condemned not only by the 

Methodists, but by her own cousin and namesake Timothy’s Bess, who, with much cousinly 

feeling, often wished “them ear-rings” might come to good. 

Timothy’s Bess, though retaining her maiden appellation among her familiars, had long been 

the wife of Sandy Jim, and possessed a handsome set of matronly jewels, of which it is enough to 

mention the heavy baby she was rocking in her arms, and the sturdy fellow of five in knee-

breeches, and red legs, who had a rusty milk-can round his neck by way of drum, and was very 

carefully avoided by Chad’s small terrier. This young olive-branch, notorious under the name of 

Timothy’s Bess’s Ben, being of an inquiring disposition, unchecked by any false modesty, had 

advanced beyond the group of women and children, and was walking round the Methodists, 

looking up in their faces with his mouth wide open, and beating his stick against the milk-can by 

way of musical accompaniment. But one of the elderly women bending down to take him by the 

shoulder, with an air of grave remonstrance, Timothy’s Bess’s Ben first kicked out vigorously, 

then took to his heels and sought refuge behind his father’s legs. 

“Ye gallows young dog,” said Sandy Jim, with some paternal pride, “if ye donna keep that 

stick quiet, I’ll tek it from ye. What dy’e mane by kickin’ foulks?” 

“Here! Gie him here to me, Jim,” said Chad Cranage; “I’ll tie hirs up an’ shoe him as I do th’ 

hosses. Well, Mester Casson,” he continued, as that personage sauntered up towards the group of 

men, “how are ye t’ naight? Are ye coom t’ help groon? They say folks allays groon when 

they’re hearkenin’ to th’ Methodys, as if they war bad i’ th’ inside. I mane to groon as loud as 

your cow did th’ other naight, an’ then the praicher ’ull think I’m i’ th’ raight way.” 

“I’d advise you not to be up to no nonsense, Chad,” said Mr. Casson, with some dignity; 

“Poyser wouldn’t like to hear as his wife’s niece was treated any ways disrespectful, for all he 

mayn’t be fond of her taking on herself to preach.” 

“Aye, an’ she’s a pleasant-looked un too,” said Wiry Ben. “I’ll stick up for the pretty women 

preachin’; I know they’d persuade me over a deal sooner nor th’ ugly men. I shouldna wonder if 

I turn Methody afore the night’s out, an’ begin to coort the preacher, like Seth Bede.” 

“Why, Seth’s looking rether too high, I should think,” said Mr. Casson. “This woman’s kin 

wouldn’t like her to demean herself to a common carpenter.” 

“Tchu!” said Ben, with a long treble intonation, “what’s folks’s kin got to do wi’t? Not a chip. 

Poyser’s wife may turn her nose up an’ forget bygones, but this Dinah Morris, they tell me, ’s as 

poor as iver she was—works at a mill, an’s much ado to keep hersen. A strappin’ young 



carpenter as is a ready-made Methody, like Seth, wouldna be a bad match for her. Why, Poysers 

make as big a fuss wi’ Adam Bede as if he war a nevvy o’ their own.” 

“Idle talk! idle talk!” said Mr. Joshua Rann. “Adam an’ Seth’s two men; you wunna fit them 

two wi’ the same last.” 

“Maybe,” said Wiry Ben, contemptuously, “but Seth’s the lad for me, though he war a 

Methody twice o’er. I’m fair beat wi’ Seth, for I’ve been teasin’ him iver sin’ we’ve been 

workin’ together, an’ he bears me no more malice nor a lamb. An’ he’s a stout-hearted feller too, 

for when we saw the old tree all afire a-comin’ across the fields one night, an’ we thought as it 

war a boguy, Seth made no more ado, but he up to’t as bold as a constable. Why, there he comes 

out o’ Will Maskery’s; an’ there’s Will hisself, lookin’ as meek as if he couldna knock a nail o’ 

the head for fear o’ hurtin’t. An’ there’s the pretty preacher woman! My eye, she’s got her 

bonnet off. I mun go a bit nearer.” 

Several of the men followed Ben’s lead, and the traveller pushed his horse on to the Green, as 

Dinah walked rather quickly and in advance of her companions towards the cart under the 

maple-tree. While she was near Seth’s tall figure, she looked short, but when she had mounted 

the cart, and was away from all comparison, she seemed above the middle height of woman, 

though in reality she did not exceed it—an effect which was due to the slimness of her figure and 

the simple line of her black stuff dress. The stranger was struck with surprise as he saw her 

approach and mount the cart—surprise, not so much at the feminine delicacy of her appearance, 

as at the total absence of self-consciousness in her demeanour. He had made up his mind to see 

her advance with a measured step and a demure solemnity of countenance; he had felt sure that 

her face would be mantled with the smile of conscious saintship, or else charged with 

denunciatory bitterness. He knew but two types of Methodist—the ecstatic and the bilious. But 

Dinah walked as simply as if she were going to market, and seemed as unconscious of her 

outward appearance as a little boy: there was no blush, no tremulousness, which said, “I know 

you think me a pretty woman, too young to preach”; no casting up or down of the eyelids, no 

compression of the lips, no attitude of the arms that said, “But you must think of me as a saint.” 

She held no book in her ungloved hands, but let them hang down lightly crossed before her, as 

she stood and turned her grey eyes on the people. There was no keenness in the eyes; they 

seemed rather to be shedding love than making observations; they had the liquid look which tells 

that the mind is full of what it has to give out, rather than impressed by external objects. She 

stood with her left hand towards the descending sun, and leafy boughs screened her from its rays; 

but in this sober light the delicate colouring of her face seemed to gather a calm vividness, like 

flowers at evening. It was a small oval face, of a uniform transparent whiteness, with an egg-like 

line of cheek and chin, a full but firm mouth, a delicate nostril, and a low perpendicular brow, 

surmounted by a rising arch of parting between smooth locks of pale reddish hair. The hair was 

drawn straight back behind the ears, and covered, except for an inch or two above the brow, by a 

net Quaker cap. The eyebrows, of the same colour as the hair, were perfectly horizontal and 

firmly pencilled; the eyelashes, though no darker, were long and abundant—nothing was left 

blurred or unfinished. It was one of those faces that make one think of white flowers with light 

touches of colour on their pure petals. The eyes had no peculiar beauty, beyond that of 

expression; they looked so simple, so candid, so gravely loving, that no accusing scowl, no light 

sneer could help melting away before their glance. Joshua Rann gave a long cough, as if he were 

clearing his throat in order to come to a new understanding with himself; Chad Cranage lifted up 



his leather skull-cap and scratched his head; and Wiry Ben wondered how Seth had the pluck to 

think of courting her. 

“A sweet woman,” the stranger said to himself, “but surely nature never meant her for a 

preacher.” 

Perhaps he was one of those who think that nature has theatrical properties and, with the 

considerate view of facilitating art and psychology, “makes up,” her characters, so that there may 

be no mistake about them. But Dinah began to speak. 

“Dear friends,” she said in a clear but not loud voice “let us pray for a blessing.” 

She closed her eyes, and hanging her head down a little continued in the same moderate tone, 

as if speaking to some one quite near her: “Saviour of sinners! When a poor woman laden with 

sins, went out to the well to draw water, she found Thee sitting at the well. She knew Thee not; 

she had not sought Thee; her mind was dark; her life was unholy. But Thou didst speak to her, 

Thou didst teach her, Thou didst show her that her life lay open before Thee, and yet Thou wast 

ready to give her that blessing which she had never sought. Jesus, Thou art in the midst of us, 

and Thou knowest all men: if there is any here like that poor woman—if their minds are dark, 

their lives unholy—if they have come out not seeking Thee, not desiring to be taught; deal with 

them according to the free mercy which Thou didst show to her. Speak to them, Lord, open their 

ears to my message, bring their sins to their minds, and make them thirst for that salvation which 

Thou art ready to give. 

“Lord, Thou art with Thy people still: they see Thee in the night-watches, and their hearts burn 

within them as Thou talkest with them by the way. And Thou art near to those who have not 

known Thee: open their eyes that they may see Thee—see Thee weeping over them, and saying 

‘Ye will not come unto me that ye might have life’—see Thee hanging on the cross and saying, 

‘Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do’—see Thee as Thou wilt come again in 

Thy glory to judge them at the last. Amen.” 

Dinah opened her eyes again and paused, looking at the group of villagers, who were now 

gathered rather more closely on her right hand. 

“Dear friends,” she began, raising her voice a little, “you have all of you been to church, and I 

think you must have heard the clergyman read these words: ‘The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, 

because he hath anointed me to preach the gospel to the poor.’ Jesus Christ spoke those words—

he said he came to preach the Gospel to the poor: I don’t know whether you ever thought about 

those words much, but I will tell you when I remember first hearing them. It was on just such a 

sort of evening as this, when I was a little girl, and my aunt as brought me up took me to hear a 

good man preach out of doors, just as we are here. I remember his face well: he was a very old 

man, and had very long white hair; his voice was very soft and beautiful, not like any voice I had 

ever heard before. I was a little girl and scarcely knew anything, and this old man seemed to me 

such a different sort of a man from anybody I had ever seen before that I thought he had perhaps 

come down from the sky to preach to us, and I said, ‘Aunt, will he go back to the sky to-night, 

like the picture in the Bible?’ 

“That man of God was Mr. Wesley, who spent his life in doing what our blessed Lord did—

preaching the Gospel to the poor—and he entered into his rest eight years ago. I came to know 



more about him years after, but I was a foolish thoughtless child then, and I remembered only 

one thing he told us in his sermon. He told us as ‘Gospel’ meant ‘good news.’ The Gospel, you 

know, is what the Bible tells us about God. 

“Think of that now! Jesus Christ did really come down from heaven, as I, like a silly child, 

thought Mr. Wesley did; and what he came down for was to tell good news about God to the 

poor. Why, you and me, dear friends, are poor. We have been brought up in poor cottages and 

have been reared on oat-cake, and lived coarse; and we haven’t been to school much, nor read 

books, and we don’t know much about anything but what happens just round us. We are just the 

sort of people that want to hear good news. For when anybody’s well off, they don’t much mind 

about hearing news from distant parts; but if a poor man or woman’s in trouble and has hard 

work to make out a living, they like to have a letter to tell ’em they’ve got a friend as will help 

’em. To be sure, we can’t help knowing something about God, even if we’ve never heard the 

Gospel, the good news that our Saviour brought us. For we know everything comes from God: 

don’t you say almost every day, ‘This and that will happen, please God,’ and ‘We shall begin to 

cut the grass soon, please God to send us a little more sunshine’? We know very well we are 

altogether in the hands of God. We didn’t bring ourselves into the world, we can’t keep ourselves 

alive while we’re sleeping; the daylight, and the wind, and the corn, and the cows to give us 

milk—everything we have comes from God. And he gave us our souls and put love between 

parents and children, and husband and wife. But is that as much as we want to know about God? 

We see he is great and mighty, and can do what he will: we are lost, as if we was struggling in 

great waters, when we try to think of him. 

“But perhaps doubts come into your mind like this: Can God take much notice of us poor 

people? Perhaps he only made the world for the great and the wise and the rich. It doesn’t cost 

him much to give us our little handful of victual and bit of clothing; but how do we know he 

cares for us any more than we care for the worms and things in the garden, so as we rear our 

carrots and onions? Will God take care of us when we die? And has he any comfort for us when 

we are lame and sick and helpless? Perhaps, too, he is angry with us; else why does the blight 

come, and the bad harvests, and the fever, and all sorts of pain and trouble? For our life is full of 

trouble, and if God sends us good, he seems to send bad too. How is it? How is it? 

“Ah, dear friends, we are in sad want of good news about God; and what does other good news 

signify if we haven’t that? For everything else comes to an end, and when we die we leave it all. 

But God lasts when everything else is gone. What shall we do if he is not our friend?” 

Then Dinah told how the good news had been brought, and how the mind of God towards the 

poor had been made manifest in the life of Jesus, dwelling on its lowliness and its acts of mercy. 

“So you see, dear friends,” she went on, “Jesus spent his time almost all in doing good to poor 

people; he preached out of doors to them, and he made friends of poor workmen, and taught 

them and took pains with them. Not but what he did good to the rich too, for he was full of love 

to all men, only he saw as the poor were more in want of his help. So he cured the lame and the 

sick and the blind, and he worked miracles to feed the hungry because, he said, he was sorry for 

them; and he was very kind to the little children and comforted those who had lost their friends; 

and he spoke very tenderly to poor sinners that were sorry for their sins. 



“Ah, wouldn’t you love such a man if you saw him—if he were here in this village? What a 

kind heart he must have! What a friend he would be to go to in trouble! How pleasant it must be 

to be taught by him. 

“Well, dear friends, who was this man? Was he only a good man—a very good man, and no 

more—like our dear Mr. Wesley, who has been taken from us?... He was the Son of God—‘in 

the image of the Father,’ the Bible says; that means, just like God, who is the beginning and end 

of all things—the God we want to know about. So then, all the love that Jesus showed to the 

poor is the same love that God has for us. We can understand what Jesus felt, because he came in 

a body like ours and spoke words such as we speak to each other. We were afraid to think what 

God was before—the God who made the world and the sky and the thunder and lightning. We 

could never see him; we could only see the things he had made; and some of these things was 

very terrible, so as we might well tremble when we thought of him. But our blessed Saviour has 

showed us what God is in a way us poor ignorant people can understand; he has showed us what 

God’s heart is, what are his feelings towards us. 

“But let us see a little more about what Jesus came on earth for. Another time he said, ‘I came 

to seek and to save that which was lost’; and another time, ‘I came not to call the righteous but 

sinners to repentance.’ 

“The lost!... Sinners!... Ah, dear friends, does that mean you and me?” 

Hitherto the traveller had been chained to the spot against his will by the charm of Dinah’s 

mellow treble tones, which had a variety of modulation like that of a fine instrument touched 

with the unconscious skill of musical instinct. The simple things she said seemed like novelties, 

as a melody strikes us with a new feeling when we hear it sung by the pure voice of a boyish 

chorister; the quiet depth of conviction with which she spoke seemed in itself an evidence for the 

truth of her message. He saw that she had thoroughly arrested her hearers. The villagers had 

pressed nearer to her, and there was no longer anything but grave attention on all faces. She 

spoke slowly, though quite fluently, often pausing after a question, or before any transition of 

ideas. There was no change of attitude, no gesture; the effect of her speech was produced entirely 

by the inflections of her voice, and when she came to the question, “Will God take care of us 

when we die?” she uttered it in such a tone of plaintive appeal that the tears came into some of 

the hardest eyes. The stranger had ceased to doubt, as he had done at the first glance, that she 

could fix the attention of her rougher hearers, but still he wondered whether she could have that 

power of rousing their more violent emotions, which must surely be a necessary seal of her 

vocation as a Methodist preacher, until she came to the words, “Lost!—Sinners!” when there was 

a great change in her voice and manner. She had made a long pause before the exclamation, and 

the pause seemed to be filled by agitating thoughts that showed themselves in her features. Her 

pale face became paler; the circles under her eyes deepened, as they did when tears half-gather 

without falling; and the mild loving eyes took an expression of appalled pity, as if she had 

suddenly discerned a destroying angel hovering over the heads of the people. Her voice became 

deep and muffled, but there was still no gesture. Nothing could be less like the ordinary type of 

the Ranter than Dinah. She was not preaching as she heard others preach, but speaking directly 

from her own emotions and under the inspiration of her own simple faith. 

But now she had entered into a new current of feeling. Her manner became less calm, her 

utterance more rapid and agitated, as she tried to bring home to the people their guilt, their wilful 



darkness, their state of disobedience to God—as she dwelt on the hatefulness of sin, the Divine 

holiness, and the sufferings of the Saviour, by which a way had been opened for their salvation. 

At last it seemed as if, in her yearning desire to reclaim the lost sheep, she could not be satisfied 

by addressing her hearers as a body. She appealed first to one and then to another, beseeching 

them with tears to turn to God while there was yet time; painting to them the desolation of their 

souls, lost in sin, feeding on the husks of this miserable world, far away from God their Father; 

and then the love of the Saviour, who was waiting and watching for their return. 

There was many a responsive sigh and groan from her fellow-Methodists, but the village mind 

does not easily take fire, and a little smouldering vague anxiety that might easily die out again 

was the utmost effect Dinah’s preaching had wrought in them at present. Yet no one had retired, 

except the children and “old Feyther Taft,” who being too deaf to catch many words, had some 

time ago gone back to his inglenook. Wiry Ben was feeling very uncomfortable, and almost 

wishing he had not come to hear Dinah; he thought what she said would haunt him somehow. 

Yet he couldn’t help liking to look at her and listen to her, though he dreaded every moment that 

she would fix her eyes on him and address him in particular. She had already addressed Sandy 

Jim, who was now holding the baby to relieve his wife, and the big soft-hearted man had rubbed 

away some tears with his fist, with a confused intention of being a better fellow, going less to the 

Holly Bush down by the Stone-pits, and cleaning himself more regularly of a Sunday. 

In front of Sandy Jim stood Chad’s Bess, who had shown an unwonted quietude and fixity of 

attention ever since Dinah had begun to speak. Not that the matter of the discourse had arrested 

her at once, for she was lost in a puzzling speculation as to what pleasure and satisfaction there 

could be in life to a young woman who wore a cap like Dinah’s. Giving up this inquiry in 

despair, she took to studying Dinah’s nose, eyes, mouth, and hair, and wondering whether it was 

better to have such a sort of pale face as that, or fat red cheeks and round black eyes like her 

own. But gradually the influence of the general gravity told upon her, and she became conscious 

of what Dinah was saying. The gentle tones, the loving persuasion, did not touch her, but when 

the more severe appeals came she began to be frightened. Poor Bessy had always been 

considered a naughty girl; she was conscious of it; if it was necessary to be very good, it was 

clear she must be in a bad way. She couldn’t find her places at church as Sally Rann could, she 

had often been tittering when she “curcheyed” to Mr. Irwine; and these religious deficiencies 

were accompanied by a corresponding slackness in the minor morals, for Bessy belonged 

unquestionably to that unsoaped lazy class of feminine characters with whom you may venture to 

“eat an egg, an apple, or a nut.” All this she was generally conscious of, and hitherto had not 

been greatly ashamed of it. But now she began to feel very much as if the constable had come to 

take her up and carry her before the justice for some undefined offence. She had a terrified sense 

that God, whom she had always thought of as very far off, was very near to her, and that Jesus 

was close by looking at her, though she could not see him. For Dinah had that belief in visible 

manifestations of Jesus, which is common among the Methodists, and she communicated it 

irresistibly to her hearers: she made them feel that he was among them bodily, and might at any 

moment show himself to them in some way that would strike anguish and penitence into their 

hearts. 

“See!” she exclaimed, turning to the left, with her eyes fixed on a point above the heads of the 

people. “See where our blessed Lord stands and weeps and stretches out his arms towards you. 

Hear what he says: ‘How often would I have gathered you as a hen gathereth her chickens under 



her wings, and ye would not!’... and ye would not,” she repeated, in a tone of pleading reproach, 

turning her eyes on the people again. “See the print of the nails on his dear hands and feet. It is 

your sins that made them! Ah! How pale and worn he looks! He has gone through all that great 

agony in the garden, when his soul was exceeding sorrowful even unto death, and the great drops 

of sweat fell like blood to the ground. They spat upon him and buffeted him, they scourged him, 

they mocked him, they laid the heavy cross on his bruised shoulders. Then they nailed him up. 

Ah, what pain! His lips are parched with thirst, and they mock him still in this great agony; yet 

with those parched lips he prays for them, ‘Father, forgive them, for they know not what they 

do.’ Then a horror of great darkness fell upon him, and he felt what sinners feel when they are 

for ever shut out from God. That was the last drop in the cup of bitterness. ‘My God, my God!’ 

he cries, ‘why hast Thou forsaken me?’ 

“All this he bore for you! For you—and you never think of him; for you—and you turn your 

backs on him; you don’t care what he has gone through for you. Yet he is not weary of toiling for 

you: he has risen from the dead, he is praying for you at the right hand of God—‘Father, forgive 

them, for they know not what they do.’ And he is upon this earth too; he is among us; he is there 

close to you now; I see his wounded body and his look of love.” 

Here Dinah turned to Bessy Cranage, whose bonny youth and evident vanity had touched her 

with pity. 

“Poor child! Poor child! He is beseeching you, and you don’t listen to him. You think of ear-

rings and fine gowns and caps, and you never think of the Saviour who died to save your 

precious soul. Your cheeks will be shrivelled one day, your hair will be grey, your poor body 

will be thin and tottering! Then you will begin to feel that your soul is not saved; then you will 

have to stand before God dressed in your sins, in your evil tempers and vain thoughts. And Jesus, 

who stands ready to help you now, won’t help you then; because you won’t have him to be your 

Saviour, he will be your judge. Now he looks at you with love and mercy and says, ‘Come to me 

that you may have life’; then he will turn away from you, and say, ‘Depart from me into ever-

lasting fire!’” 

Poor Bessy’s wide-open black eyes began to fill with tears, her great red cheeks and lips 

became quite pale, and her face was distorted like a little child’s before a burst of crying. 

“Ah, poor blind child!” Dinah went on, “think if it should happen to you as it once happened 

to a servant of God in the days of her vanity. She thought of her lace caps and saved all her 

money to buy ’em; she thought nothing about how she might get a clean heart and a right spirit—

she only wanted to have better lace than other girls. And one day when she put her new cap on 

and looked in the glass, she saw a bleeding Face crowned with thorns. That face is looking at you 

now”—here Dinah pointed to a spot close in front of Bessy—“Ah, tear off those follies! Cast 

them away from you, as if they were stinging adders. They are stinging you—they are poisoning 

your soul—they are dragging you down into a dark bottomless pit, where you will sink for ever, 

and for ever, and for ever, further away from light and God.” 

Bessy could bear it no longer: a great terror was upon her, and wrenching her ear-rings from 

her ears, she threw them down before her, sobbing aloud. Her father, Chad, frightened lest he 

should be “laid hold on” too, this impression on the rebellious Bess striking him as nothing less 

than a miracle, walked hastily away and began to work at his anvil by way of reassuring himself. 



“Folks mun ha’ hoss-shoes, praichin’ or no praichin’: the divil canna lay hould o’ me for that,” 

he muttered to himself. 

But now Dinah began to tell of the joys that were in store for the penitent, and to describe in 

her simple way the divine peace and love with which the soul of the believer is filled—how the 

sense of God’s love turns poverty into riches and satisfies the soul so that no uneasy desire vexes 

it, no fear alarms it: how, at last, the very temptation to sin is extinguished, and heaven is begun 

upon earth, because no cloud passes between the soul and God, who is its eternal sun. 

“Dear friends,” she said at last, “brothers and sisters, whom I love as those for whom my Lord 

has died, believe me, I know what this great blessedness is; and because I know it, I want you to 

have it too. I am poor, like you: I have to get my living with my hands; but no lord nor lady can 

be so happy as me, if they haven’t got the love of God in their souls. Think what it is—not to 

hate anything but sin; to be full of love to every creature; to be frightened at nothing; to be sure 

that all things will turn to good; not to mind pain, because it is our Father’s will; to know that 

nothing—no, not if the earth was to be burnt up, or the waters come and drown us—nothing 

could part us from God who loves us, and who fills our souls with peace and joy, because we are 

sure that whatever he wills is holy, just, and good. 

“Dear friends, come and take this blessedness; it is offered to you; it is the good news that 

Jesus came to preach to the poor. It is not like the riches of this world, so that the more one gets 

the less the rest can have. God is without end; his love is without end—” 

Its streams the whole creation reach, 

    So plenteous is the store; 

Enough for all, enough for each, 

    Enough for evermore. 

Dinah had been speaking at least an hour, and the reddening light of the parting day seemed to 

give a solemn emphasis to her closing words. The stranger, who had been interested in the course 

of her sermon as if it had been the development of a drama—for there is this sort of fascination 

in all sincere unpremeditated eloquence, which opens to one the inward drama of the speaker’s 

emotions—now turned his horse aside and pursued his way, while Dinah said, “Let us sing a 

little, dear friends”; and as he was still winding down the slope, the voices of the Methodists 

reached him, rising and falling in that strange blending of exultation and sadness which belongs 

to the cadence of a hymn. 

  



Chapter III After the Preaching 

In less than an hour from that time, Seth Bede was walking by Dinah’s side along the 

hedgerow-path that skirted the pastures and green corn-fields which lay between the village and 

the Hall Farm. Dinah had taken off her little Quaker bonnet again, and was holding it in her 

hands that she might have a freer enjoyment of the cool evening twilight, and Seth could see the 

expression of her face quite clearly as he walked by her side, timidly revolving something he 

wanted to say to her. It was an expression of unconscious placid gravity—of absorption in 

thoughts that had no connection with the present moment or with her own personality—an 

expression that is most of all discouraging to a lover. Her very walk was discouraging: it had that 

quiet elasticity that asks for no support. Seth felt this dimly; he said to himself, “She’s too good 

and holy for any man, let alone me,” and the words he had been summoning rushed back again 

before they had reached his lips. But another thought gave him courage: “There’s no man could 

love her better and leave her freer to follow the Lord’s work.” They had been silent for many 

minutes now, since they had done talking about Bessy Cranage; Dinah seemed almost to have 

forgotten Seth’s presence, and her pace was becoming so much quicker that the sense of their 

being only a few minutes’ walk from the yard-gates of the Hall Farm at last gave Seth courage to 

speak. 

“You’ve quite made up your mind to go back to Snowfield o’ Saturday, Dinah?” 

“Yes,” said Dinah, quietly. “I’m called there. It was borne in upon my mind while I was 

meditating on Sunday night, as Sister Allen, who’s in a decline, is in need of me. I saw her as 

plain as we see that bit of thin white cloud, lifting up her poor thin hand and beckoning to me. 

And this morning when I opened the Bible for direction, the first words my eyes fell on were, 

‘And after we had seen the vision, immediately we endeavoured to go into Macedonia.’ If it 

wasn’t for that clear showing of the Lord’s will, I should be loath to go, for my heart yearns over 

my aunt and her little ones, and that poor wandering lamb Hetty Sorrel. I’ve been much drawn 

out in prayer for her of late, and I look on it as a token that there may be mercy in store for her.” 

“God grant it,” said Seth. “For I doubt Adam’s heart is so set on her, he’ll never turn to 

anybody else; and yet it ’ud go to my heart if he was to marry her, for I canna think as she’d 

make him happy. It’s a deep mystery—the way the heart of man turns to one woman out of all 

the rest he’s seen i’ the world, and makes it easier for him to work seven year for her, like Jacob 

did for Rachel, sooner than have any other woman for th’ asking. I often think of them words, 

‘And Jacob served seven years for Rachel; and they seemed to him but a few days for the love he 

had to her.’ I know those words ’ud come true with me, Dinah, if so be you’d give me hope as I 

might win you after seven years was over. I know you think a husband ’ud be taking up too 

much o’ your thoughts, because St. Paul says, ‘She that’s married careth for the things of the 

world how she may please her husband’; and may happen you’ll think me overbold to speak to 

you about it again, after what you told me o’ your mind last Saturday. But I’ve been thinking it 

over again by night and by day, and I’ve prayed not to be blinded by my own desires, to think 

what’s only good for me must be good for you too. And it seems to me there’s more texts for 

your marrying than ever you can find against it. For St. Paul says as plain as can be in another 

place, ‘I will that the younger women marry, bear children, guide the house, give none occasion 

to the adversary to speak reproachfully’; and then ‘two are better than one’; and that holds good 

with marriage as well as with other things. For we should be o’ one heart and o’ one mind, 



Dinah. We both serve the same Master, and are striving after the same gifts; and I’d never be the 

husband to make a claim on you as could interfere with your doing the work God has fitted you 

for. I’d make a shift, and fend indoor and out, to give you more liberty—more than you can have 

now, for you’ve got to get your own living now, and I’m strong enough to work for us both.” 

When Seth had once begun to urge his suit, he went on earnestly and almost hurriedly, lest 

Dinah should speak some decisive word before he had poured forth all the arguments he had 

prepared. His cheeks became flushed as he went on, his mild grey eyes filled with tears, and his 

voice trembled as he spoke the last sentence. They had reached one of those very narrow passes 

between two tall stones, which performed the office of a stile in Loamshire, and Dinah paused as 

she turned towards Seth and said, in her tender but calm treble notes, “Seth Bede, I thank you for 

your love towards me, and if I could think of any man as more than a Christian brother, I think it 

would be you. But my heart is not free to marry. That is good for other women, and it is a great 

and a blessed thing to be a wife and mother; but ‘as God has distributed to every man, as the 

Lord hath called every man, so let him walk.’ God has called me to minister to others, not to 

have any joys or sorrows of my own, but to rejoice with them that do rejoice, and to weep with 

those that weep. He has called me to speak his word, and he has greatly owned my work. It could 

only be on a very clear showing that I could leave the brethren and sisters at Snowfield, who are 

favoured with very little of this world’s good; where the trees are few, so that a child might count 

them, and there’s very hard living for the poor in the winter. It has been given me to help, to 

comfort, and strengthen the little flock there and to call in many wanderers; and my soul is filled 

with these things from my rising up till my lying down. My life is too short, and God’s work is 

too great for me to think of making a home for myself in this world. I’ve not turned a deaf ear to 

your words, Seth, for when I saw as your love was given to me, I thought it might be a leading of 

Providence for me to change my way of life, and that we should be fellow-helpers; and I spread 

the matter before the Lord. But whenever I tried to fix my mind on marriage, and our living 

together, other thoughts always came in—the times when I’ve prayed by the sick and dying, and 

the happy hours I’ve had preaching, when my heart was filled with love, and the Word was given 

to me abundantly. And when I’ve opened the Bible for direction, I’ve always lighted on some 

clear word to tell me where my work lay. I believe what you say, Seth, that you would try to be a 

help and not a hindrance to my work; but I see that our marriage is not God’s will—He draws 

my heart another way. I desire to live and die without husband or children. I seem to have no 

room in my soul for wants and fears of my own, it has pleased God to fill my heart so full with 

the wants and sufferings of his poor people.” 

Seth was unable to reply, and they walked on in silence. At last, as they were nearly at the 

yard-gate, he said, “Well, Dinah, I must seek for strength to bear it, and to endure as seeing Him 

who is invisible. But I feel now how weak my faith is. It seems as if, when you are gone, I could 

never joy in anything any more. I think it’s something passing the love of women as I feel for 

you, for I could be content without your marrying me if I could go and live at Snowfield and be 

near you. I trusted as the strong love God has given me towards you was a leading for us both; 

but it seems it was only meant for my trial. Perhaps I feel more for you than I ought to feel for 

any creature, for I often can’t help saying of you what the hymn says— 

In darkest shades if she appear, 

    My dawning is begun; 



She is my soul’s bright morning-star, 

    And she my rising sun. 

That may be wrong, and I am to be taught better. But you wouldn’t be displeased with me if 

things turned out so as I could leave this country and go to live at Snowfield?” 

“No, Seth; but I counsel you to wait patiently, and not lightly to leave your own country and 

kindred. Do nothing without the Lord’s clear bidding. It’s a bleak and barren country there, not 

like this land of Goshen you’ve been used to. We mustn’t be in a hurry to fix and choose our 

own lot; we must wait to be guided.” 

“But you’d let me write you a letter, Dinah, if there was anything I wanted to tell you?” 

“Yes, sure; let me know if you’re in any trouble. You’ll be continually in my prayers.” 

They had now reached the yard-gate, and Seth said, “I won’t go in, Dinah, so farewell.” He 

paused and hesitated after she had given him her hand, and then said, “There’s no knowing but 

what you may see things different after a while. There may be a new leading.” 

“Let us leave that, Seth. It’s good to live only a moment at a time, as I’ve read in one of Mr. 

Wesley’s books. It isn’t for you and me to lay plans; we’ve nothing to do but to obey and to trust. 

Farewell.” 

Dinah pressed his hand with rather a sad look in her loving eyes, and then passed through the 

gate, while Seth turned away to walk lingeringly home. But instead of taking the direct road, he 

chose to turn back along the fields through which he and Dinah had already passed; and I think 

his blue linen handkerchief was very wet with tears long before he had made up his mind that it 

was time for him to set his face steadily homewards. He was but three-and-twenty, and had only 

just learned what it is to love—to love with that adoration which a young man gives to a woman 

whom he feels to be greater and better than himself. Love of this sort is hardly distinguishable 

from religious feeling. What deep and worthy love is so, whether of woman or child, or art or 

music. Our caresses, our tender words, our still rapture under the influence of autumn sunsets, or 

pillared vistas, or calm majestic statues, or Beethoven symphonies all bring with them the 

consciousness that they are mere waves and ripples in an unfathomable ocean of love and 

beauty; our emotion in its keenest moment passes from expression into silence, our love at its 

highest flood rushes beyond its object and loses itself in the sense of divine mystery. And this 

blessed gift of venerating love has been given to too many humble craftsmen since the world 

began for us to feel any surprise that it should have existed in the soul of a Methodist carpenter 

half a century ago, while there was yet a lingering after-glow from the time when Wesley and his 

fellow-labourer fed on the hips and haws of the Cornwall hedges, after exhausting limbs and 

lungs in carrying a divine message to the poor. 

That afterglow has long faded away; and the picture we are apt to make of Methodism in our 

imagination is not an amphitheatre of green hills, or the deep shade of broad-leaved sycamores, 

where a crowd of rough men and weary-hearted women drank in a faith which was a 

rudimentary culture, which linked their thoughts with the past, lifted their imagination above the 

sordid details of their own narrow lives, and suffused their souls with the sense of a pitying, 

loving, infinite Presence, sweet as summer to the houseless needy. It is too possible that to some 



of my readers Methodism may mean nothing more than low-pitched gables up dingy streets, 

sleek grocers, sponging preachers, and hypocritical jargon—elements which are regarded as an 

exhaustive analysis of Methodism in many fashionable quarters. 

That would be a pity; for I cannot pretend that Seth and Dinah were anything else than 

Methodists—not indeed of that modern type which reads quarterly reviews and attends in 

chapels with pillared porticoes, but of a very old-fashioned kind. They believed in present 

miracles, in instantaneous conversions, in revelations by dreams and visions; they drew lots, and 

sought for Divine guidance by opening the Bible at hazard; having a literal way of interpreting 

the Scriptures, which is not at all sanctioned by approved commentators; and it is impossible for 

me to represent their diction as correct, or their instruction as liberal. Still—if I have read 

religious history aright—faith, hope, and charity have not always been found in a direct ratio 

with a sensibility to the three concords, and it is possible—thank Heaven!—to have very 

erroneous theories and very sublime feelings. The raw bacon which clumsy Molly spares from 

her own scanty store that she may carry it to her neighbour’s child to “stop the fits,” may be a 

piteously inefficacious remedy; but the generous stirring of neighbourly kindness that prompted 

the deed has a beneficent radiation that is not lost. 

Considering these things, we can hardly think Dinah and Seth beneath our sympathy, 

accustomed as we may be to weep over the loftier sorrows of heroines in satin boots and 

crinoline, and of heroes riding fiery horses, themselves ridden by still more fiery passions. 

Poor Seth! He was never on horseback in his life except once, when he was a little lad, and 

Mr. Jonathan Burge took him up behind, telling him to “hold on tight”; and instead of bursting 

out into wild accusing apostrophes to God and destiny, he is resolving, as he now walks 

homewards under the solemn starlight, to repress his sadness, to be less bent on having his own 

will, and to live more for others, as Dinah does. 

  



Chapter IV Home and Its Sorrows 

A green valley with a brook running through it, full almost to overflowing with the late rains, 

overhung by low stooping willows. Across this brook a plank is thrown, and over this plank 

Adam Bede is passing with his undoubting step, followed close by Gyp with the basket; 

evidently making his way to the thatched house, with a stack of timber by the side of it, about 

twenty yards up the opposite slope. 

The door of the house is open, and an elderly woman is looking out; but she is not placidly 

contemplating the evening sunshine; she has been watching with dim eyes the gradually 

enlarging speck which for the last few minutes she has been quite sure is her darling son Adam. 

Lisbeth Bede loves her son with the love of a woman to whom her first-born has come late in 

life. She is an anxious, spare, yet vigorous old woman, clean as a snowdrop. Her grey hair is 

turned neatly back under a pure linen cap with a black band round it; her broad chest is covered 

with a buff neckerchief, and below this you see a sort of short bedgown made of blue-checkered 

linen, tied round the waist and descending to the hips, from whence there is a considerable length 

of linsey-woolsey petticoat. For Lisbeth is tall, and in other points too there is a strong likeness 

between her and her son Adam. Her dark eyes are somewhat dim now—perhaps from too much 

crying—but her broadly marked eyebrows are still black, her teeth are sound, and as she stands 

knitting rapidly and unconsciously with her work-hardened hands, she has as firmly upright an 

attitude as when she is carrying a pail of water on her head from the spring. There is the same 

type of frame and the same keen activity of temperament in mother and son, but it was not from 

her that Adam got his well-filled brow and his expression of large-hearted intelligence. 

Family likeness has often a deep sadness in it. Nature, that great tragic dramatist, knits us 

together by bone and muscle, and divides us by the subtler web of our brains; blends yearning 

and repulsion; and ties us by our heart-strings to the beings that jar us at every movement. We 

hear a voice with the very cadence of our own uttering the thoughts we despise; we see eyes—

ah, so like our mother’s!—averted from us in cold alienation; and our last darling child startles 

us with the air and gestures of the sister we parted from in bitterness long years ago. The father 

to whom we owe our best heritage—the mechanical instinct, the keen sensibility to harmony, the 

unconscious skill of the modelling hand—galls us and puts us to shame by his daily errors; the 

long-lost mother, whose face we begin to see in the glass as our own wrinkles come, once fretted 

our young souls with her anxious humours and irrational persistence. 

It is such a fond anxious mother’s voice that you hear, as Lisbeth says, “Well, my lad, it’s 

gone seven by th’ clock. Thee’t allays stay till the last child’s born. Thee wants thy supper, I’ll 

warrand. Where’s Seth? Gone arter some o’s chapellin’, I reckon?” 

“Aye, aye, Seth’s at no harm, mother, thee mayst be sure. But where’s father?” said Adam 

quickly, as he entered the house and glanced into the room on the left hand, which was used as a 

workshop. “Hasn’t he done the coffin for Tholer? There’s the stuff standing just as I left it this 

morning.” 

“Done the coffin?” said Lisbeth, following him, and knitting uninterruptedly, though she 

looked at her son very anxiously. “Eh, my lad, he went aff to Treddles’on this forenoon, an’s 

niver come back. I doubt he’s got to th’ ‘Waggin Overthrow’ again.” 



A deep flush of anger passed rapidly over Adam’s face. He said nothing, but threw off his 

jacket and began to roll up his shirt-sleeves again. 

“What art goin’ to do, Adam?” said the mother, with a tone and look of alarm. “Thee 

wouldstna go to work again, wi’out ha’in thy bit o’ supper?” 

Adam, too angry to speak, walked into the workshop. But his mother threw down her knitting, 

and, hurrying after him, took hold of his arm, and said, in a tone of plaintive remonstrance, “Nay, 

my lad, my lad, thee munna go wi’out thy supper; there’s the taters wi’ the gravy in ’em, just as 

thee lik’st ’em. I saved ’em o’ purpose for thee. Come an’ ha’ thy supper, come.” 

“Let be!” said Adam impetuously, shaking her off and seizing one of the planks that stood 

against the wall. “It’s fine talking about having supper when here’s a coffin promised to be ready 

at Brox’on by seven o’clock to-morrow morning, and ought to ha’ been there now, and not a nail 

struck yet. My throat’s too full to swallow victuals.” 

“Why, thee canstna get the coffin ready,” said Lisbeth. “Thee’t work thyself to death. It ’ud 

take thee all night to do’t.” 

“What signifies how long it takes me? Isn’t the coffin promised? Can they bury the man 

without a coffin? I’d work my right hand off sooner than deceive people with lies i’ that way. It 

makes me mad to think on’t. I shall overrun these doings before long. I’ve stood enough of ’em.” 

Poor Lisbeth did not hear this threat for the first time, and if she had been wise she would have 

gone away quietly and said nothing for the next hour. But one of the lessons a woman most 

rarely learns is never to talk to an angry or a drunken man. Lisbeth sat down on the chopping 

bench and began to cry, and by the time she had cried enough to make her voice very piteous, 

she burst out into words. 

“Nay, my lad, my lad, thee wouldstna go away an’ break thy mother’s heart, an’ leave thy 

feyther to ruin. Thee wouldstna ha’ ’em carry me to th’ churchyard, an’ thee not to follow me. I 

shanna rest i’ my grave if I donna see thee at th’ last; an’ how’s they to let thee know as I’m a-

dyin’, if thee’t gone a-workin’ i’ distant parts, an’ Seth belike gone arter thee, and thy feyther not 

able to hold a pen for’s hand shakin’, besides not knowin’ where thee art? Thee mun forgie thy 

feyther—thee munna be so bitter again’ him. He war a good feyther to thee afore he took to th’ 

drink. He’s a clever workman, an’ taught thee thy trade, remember, an’s niver gen me a blow nor 

so much as an ill word—no, not even in ’s drink. Thee wouldstna ha’ ’m go to the workhus—thy 

own feyther—an’ him as was a fine-growed man an’ handy at everythin’ amost as thee art 

thysen, five-an’-twenty ’ear ago, when thee wast a baby at the breast.” 

Lisbeth’s voice became louder, and choked with sobs—a sort of wail, the most irritating of all 

sounds where real sorrows are to be borne and real work to be done. Adam broke in impatiently. 

“Now, Mother, don’t cry and talk so. Haven’t I got enough to vex me without that? What’s th’ 

use o’ telling me things as I only think too much on every day? If I didna think on ’em, why 

should I do as I do, for the sake o’ keeping things together here? But I hate to be talking where 

it’s no use: I like to keep my breath for doing i’stead o’ talking.” 



“I know thee dost things as nobody else ’ud do, my lad. But thee’t allays so hard upo’ thy 

feyther, Adam. Thee think’st nothing too much to do for Seth: thee snapp’st me up if iver I find 

faut wi’ th’ lad. But thee’t so angered wi’ thy feyther, more nor wi’ anybody else.” 

“That’s better than speaking soft and letting things go the wrong way, I reckon, isn’t it? If I 

wasn’t sharp with him he’d sell every bit o’ stuff i’ th’ yard and spend it on drink. I know there’s 

a duty to be done by my father, but it isn’t my duty to encourage him in running headlong to 

ruin. And what has Seth got to do with it? The lad does no harm as I know of. But leave me 

alone, Mother, and let me get on with the work.” 

Lisbeth dared not say any more; but she got up and called Gyp, thinking to console herself 

somewhat for Adam’s refusal of the supper she had spread out in the loving expectation of 

looking at him while he ate it, by feeding Adam’s dog with extra liberality. But Gyp was 

watching his master with wrinkled brow and ears erect, puzzled at this unusual course of things; 

and though he glanced at Lisbeth when she called him, and moved his fore-paws uneasily, well 

knowing that she was inviting him to supper, he was in a divided state of mind, and remained 

seated on his haunches, again fixing his eyes anxiously on his master. Adam noticed Gyp’s 

mental conflict, and though his anger had made him less tender than usual to his mother, it did 

not prevent him from caring as much as usual for his dog. We are apt to be kinder to the brutes 

that love us than to the women that love us. Is it because the brutes are dumb? 

“Go, Gyp; go, lad!” Adam said, in a tone of encouraging command; and Gyp, apparently 

satisfied that duty and pleasure were one, followed Lisbeth into the house-place. 

But no sooner had he licked up his supper than he went back to his master, while Lisbeth sat 

down alone to cry over her knitting. Women who are never bitter and resentful are often the most 

querulous; and if Solomon was as wise as he is reputed to be, I feel sure that when he compared 

a contentious woman to a continual dropping on a very rainy day, he had not a vixen in his eye—

a fury with long nails, acrid and selfish. Depend upon it, he meant a good creature, who had no 

joy but in the happiness of the loved ones whom she contributed to make uncomfortable, putting 

by all the tid-bits for them and spending nothing on herself. Such a woman as Lisbeth, for 

example—at once patient and complaining, self-renouncing and exacting, brooding the livelong 

day over what happened yesterday and what is likely to happen to-morrow, and crying very 

readily both at the good and the evil. But a certain awe mingled itself with her idolatrous love of 

Adam, and when he said, “Leave me alone,” she was always silenced. 

So the hours passed, to the loud ticking of the old day-clock and the sound of Adam’s tools. At 

last he called for a light and a draught of water (beer was a thing only to be drunk on holidays), 

and Lisbeth ventured to say as she took it in, “Thy supper stan’s ready for thee, when thee 

lik’st.” 

“Donna thee sit up, mother,” said Adam, in a gentle tone. He had worked off his anger now, 

and whenever he wished to be especially kind to his mother, he fell into his strongest native 

accent and dialect, with which at other times his speech was less deeply tinged. “I’ll see to Father 

when he comes home; maybe he wonna come at all to-night. I shall be easier if thee’t i’ bed.” 

“Nay, I’ll bide till Seth comes. He wonna be long now, I reckon.” 



It was then past nine by the clock, which was always in advance of the days, and before it had 

struck ten the latch was lifted and Seth entered. He had heard the sound of the tools as he was 

approaching. 

“Why, Mother,” he said, “how is it as Father’s working so late?” 

“It’s none o’ thy feyther as is a-workin’—thee might know that well anoof if thy head warna 

full o’ chapellin’—it’s thy brother as does iverything, for there’s niver nobody else i’ th’ way to 

do nothin’.” 

Lisbeth was going on, for she was not at all afraid of Seth, and usually poured into his ears all 

the querulousness which was repressed by her awe of Adam. Seth had never in his life spoken a 

harsh word to his mother, and timid people always wreak their peevishness on the gentle. But 

Seth, with an anxious look, had passed into the workshop and said, “Addy, how’s this? What! 

Father’s forgot the coffin?” 

“Aye, lad, th’ old tale; but I shall get it done,” said Adam, looking up and casting one of his 

bright keen glances at his brother. “Why, what’s the matter with thee? Thee’t in trouble.” 

Seth’s eyes were red, and there was a look of deep depression on his mild face. 

“Yes, Addy, but it’s what must be borne, and can’t be helped. Why, thee’st never been to the 

school, then?” 

“School? No, that screw can wait,” said Adam, hammering away again. 

“Let me take my turn now, and do thee go to bed,” said Seth. 

“No, lad, I’d rather go on, now I’m in harness. Thee’t help me to carry it to Brox’on when it’s 

done. I’ll call thee up at sunrise. Go and eat thy supper, and shut the door so as I mayn’t hear 

Mother’s talk.” 

Seth knew that Adam always meant what he said, and was not to be persuaded into meaning 

anything else. So he turned, with rather a heavy heart, into the house-place. 

“Adam’s niver touched a bit o’ victual sin’ home he’s come,” said Lisbeth. “I reckon thee’st 

hed thy supper at some o’ thy Methody folks.” 

“Nay, Mother,” said Seth, “I’ve had no supper yet.” 

“Come, then,” said Lisbeth, “but donna thee ate the taters, for Adam ’ull happen ate ’em if I 

leave ’em stannin’. He loves a bit o’ taters an’ gravy. But he’s been so sore an’ angered, he 

wouldn’t ate ’em, for all I’d putten ’em by o’ purpose for him. An’ he’s been a-threatenin’ to go 

away again,” she went on, whimpering, “an’ I’m fast sure he’ll go some dawnin’ afore I’m up, 

an’ niver let me know aforehand, an’ he’ll niver come back again when once he’s gone. An’ I’d 

better niver ha’ had a son, as is like no other body’s son for the deftness an’ th’ handiness, an’ so 

looked on by th’ grit folks, an’ tall an’ upright like a poplar-tree, an’ me to be parted from him 

an’ niver see ’m no more.” 



“Come, Mother, donna grieve thyself in vain,” said Seth, in a soothing voice. “Thee’st not half 

so good reason to think as Adam ’ull go away as to think he’ll stay with thee. He may say such a 

thing when he’s in wrath—and he’s got excuse for being wrathful sometimes—but his heart ’ud 

never let him go. Think how he’s stood by us all when it’s been none so easy—paying his 

savings to free me from going for a soldier, an’ turnin’ his earnin’s into wood for father, when 

he’s got plenty o’ uses for his money, and many a young man like him ’ud ha’ been married and 

settled before now. He’ll never turn round and knock down his own work, and forsake them as 

it’s been the labour of his life to stand by.” 

“Donna talk to me about’s marr’in’,” said Lisbeth, crying afresh. “He’s set’s heart on that 

Hetty Sorrel, as ’ull niver save a penny, an’ ’ull toss up her head at’s old mother. An’ to think as 

he might ha’ Mary Burge, an’ be took partners, an’ be a big man wi’ workmen under him, like 

Mester Burge—Dolly’s told me so o’er and o’er again—if it warna as he’s set’s heart on that bit 

of a wench, as is o’ no more use nor the gillyflower on the wall. An’ he so wise at bookin’ an’ 

figurin’, an’ not to know no better nor that!” 

“But, Mother, thee know’st we canna love just where other folks ’ud have us. There’s nobody 

but God can control the heart of man. I could ha’ wished myself as Adam could ha’ made 

another choice, but I wouldn’t reproach him for what he can’t help. And I’m not sure but what he 

tries to o’ercome it. But it’s a matter as he doesn’t like to be spoke to about, and I can only pray 

to the Lord to bless and direct him.” 

“Aye, thee’t allays ready enough at prayin’, but I donna see as thee gets much wi’ thy prayin’. 

Thee wotna get double earnin’s o’ this side Yule. Th’ Methodies ’ll niver make thee half the man 

thy brother is, for all they’re a-makin’ a preacher on thee.” 

“It’s partly truth thee speak’st there, Mother,” said Seth, mildly; “Adam’s far before me, an’s 

done more for me than I can ever do for him. God distributes talents to every man according as 

He sees good. But thee mustna undervally prayer. Prayer mayna bring money, but it brings us 

what no money can buy—a power to keep from sin and be content with God’s will, whatever He 

may please to send. If thee wouldst pray to God to help thee, and trust in His goodness, thee 

wouldstna be so uneasy about things.” 

“Unaisy? I’m i’ th’ right on’t to be unaisy. It’s well seen on thee what it is niver to be unaisy. 

Thee’t gi’ away all thy earnin’s, an’ niver be unaisy as thee’st nothin’ laid up again’ a rainy day. 

If Adam had been as aisy as thee, he’d niver ha’ had no money to pay for thee. Take no thought 

for the morrow—take no thought—that’s what thee’t allays sayin’; an’ what comes on’t? Why, 

as Adam has to take thought for thee.” 

“Those are the words o’ the Bible, Mother,” said Seth. “They don’t mean as we should be idle. 

They mean we shouldn’t be overanxious and worreting ourselves about what’ll happen to-

morrow, but do our duty and leave the rest to God’s will.” 

“Aye, aye, that’s the way wi’ thee: thee allays makes a peck o’ thy own words out o’ a pint o’ 

the Bible’s. I donna see how thee’t to know as ‘take no thought for the morrow’ means all that. 

An’ when the Bible’s such a big book, an’ thee canst read all thro’t, an’ ha’ the pick o’ the texes, 

I canna think why thee dostna pick better words as donna mean so much more nor they say. 



Adam doesna pick a that’n; I can understan’ the tex as he’s allays a-sayin’, ‘God helps them as 

helps theirsens.’” 

“Nay, Mother,” said Seth, “that’s no text o’ the Bible. It comes out of a book as Adam picked 

up at the stall at Treddles’on. It was wrote by a knowing man, but overworldly, I doubt. 

However, that saying’s partly true; for the Bible tells us we must be workers together with God.” 

“Well, how’m I to know? It sounds like a tex. But what’s th’ matter wi’ th’ lad? Thee’t hardly 

atin’ a bit o’ supper. Dostna mean to ha’ no more nor that bit o’ oat-cake? An’ thee lookst as 

white as a flick o’ new bacon. What’s th’ matter wi’ thee?” 

“Nothing to mind about, Mother; I’m not hungry. I’ll just look in at Adam again, and see if 

he’ll let me go on with the coffin.” 

“Ha’ a drop o’ warm broth?” said Lisbeth, whose motherly feeling now got the better of her 

“nattering” habit. “I’ll set two-three sticks a-light in a minute.” 

“Nay, Mother, thank thee; thee’t very good,” said Seth, gratefully; and encouraged by this 

touch of tenderness, he went on: “Let me pray a bit with thee for Father, and Adam, and all of 

us—it’ll comfort thee, happen, more than thee thinkst.” 

“Well, I’ve nothin’ to say again’ it.” 

Lisbeth, though disposed always to take the negative side in her conversations with Seth, had a 

vague sense that there was some comfort and safety in the fact of his piety, and that it somehow 

relieved her from the trouble of any spiritual transactions on her own behalf. 

So the mother and son knelt down together, and Seth prayed for the poor wandering father and 

for those who were sorrowing for him at home. And when he came to the petition that Adam 

might never be called to set up his tent in a far country, but that his mother might be cheered and 

comforted by his presence all the days of her pilgrimage, Lisbeth’s ready tears flowed again, and 

she wept aloud. 

When they rose from their knees, Seth went to Adam again and said, “Wilt only lie down for 

an hour or two, and let me go on the while?” 

“No, Seth, no. Make Mother go to bed, and go thyself.” 

Meantime Lisbeth had dried her eyes, and now followed Seth, holding something in her hands. 

It was the brown-and-yellow platter containing the baked potatoes with the gravy in them and 

bits of meat which she had cut and mixed among them. Those were dear times, when wheaten 

bread and fresh meat were delicacies to working people. She set the dish down rather timidly on 

the bench by Adam’s side and said, “Thee canst pick a bit while thee’t workin’. I’ll bring thee 

another drop o’ water.” 

“Aye, Mother, do,” said Adam, kindly; “I’m getting very thirsty.” 

In half an hour all was quiet; no sound was to be heard in the house but the loud ticking of the 

old day-clock and the ringing of Adam’s tools. The night was very still: when Adam opened the 



door to look out at twelve o’clock, the only motion seemed to be in the glowing, twinkling stars; 

every blade of grass was asleep. 

Bodily haste and exertion usually leave our thoughts very much at the mercy of our feelings 

and imagination; and it was so to-night with Adam. While his muscles were working lustily, his 

mind seemed as passive as a spectator at a diorama: scenes of the sad past, and probably sad 

future, floating before him and giving place one to the other in swift succession. 

He saw how it would be to-morrow morning, when he had carried the coffin to Broxton and 

was at home again, having his breakfast: his father perhaps would come in ashamed to meet his 

son’s glance—would sit down, looking older and more tottering than he had done the morning 

before, and hang down his head, examining the floor-quarries; while Lisbeth would ask him how 

he supposed the coffin had been got ready, that he had slinked off and left undone—for Lisbeth 

was always the first to utter the word of reproach, although she cried at Adam’s severity towards 

his father. 

“So it will go on, worsening and worsening,” thought Adam; “there’s no slipping uphill again, 

and no standing still when once you ’ve begun to slip down.” And then the day came back to him 

when he was a little fellow and used to run by his father’s side, proud to be taken out to work, 

and prouder still to hear his father boasting to his fellow-workmen how “the little chap had an 

uncommon notion o’ carpentering.” What a fine active fellow his father was then! When people 

asked Adam whose little lad he was, he had a sense of distinction as he answered, “I’m Thias 

Bede’s lad.” He was quite sure everybody knew Thias Bede—didn’t he make the wonderful 

pigeon-house at Broxton parsonage? Those were happy days, especially when Seth, who was 

three years the younger, began to go out working too, and Adam began to be a teacher as well as 

a learner. But then came the days of sadness, when Adam was someway on in his teens, and 

Thias began to loiter at the public-houses, and Lisbeth began to cry at home, and to pour forth 

her plaints in the hearing of her sons. Adam remembered well the night of shame and anguish 

when he first saw his father quite wild and foolish, shouting a song out fitfully among his 

drunken companions at the “Waggon Overthrown.” He had run away once when he was only 

eighteen, making his escape in the morning twilight with a little blue bundle over his shoulder, 

and his “mensuration book” in his pocket, and saying to himself very decidedly that he could 

bear the vexations of home no longer—he would go and seek his fortune, setting up his stick at 

the crossways and bending his steps the way it fell. But by the time he got to Stoniton, the 

thought of his mother and Seth, left behind to endure everything without him, became too 

importunate, and his resolution failed him. He came back the next day, but the misery and terror 

his mother had gone through in those two days had haunted her ever since. 

“No!” Adam said to himself to-night, “that must never happen again. It ’ud make a poor 

balance when my doings are cast up at the last, if my poor old mother stood o’ the wrong side. 

My back’s broad enough and strong enough; I should be no better than a coward to go away and 

leave the troubles to be borne by them as aren’t half so able. ‘They that are strong ought to bear 

the infirmities of those that are weak, and not to please themselves.’ There’s a text wants no 

candle to show’t; it shines by its own light. It’s plain enough you get into the wrong road i’ this 

life if you run after this and that only for the sake o’ making things easy and pleasant to yourself. 

A pig may poke his nose into the trough and think o’ nothing outside it; but if you’ve got a man’s 

heart and soul in you, you can’t be easy a-making your own bed an’ leaving the rest to lie on the 

stones. Nay, nay, I’ll never slip my neck out o’ the yoke, and leave the load to be drawn by the 



weak uns. Father’s a sore cross to me, an’s likely to be for many a long year to come. What then? 

I’ve got th’ health, and the limbs, and the sperrit to bear it.” 

At this moment a smart rap, as if with a willow wand, was given at the house door, and Gyp, 

instead of barking, as might have been expected, gave a loud howl. Adam, very much startled, 

went at once to the door and opened it. Nothing was there; all was still, as when he opened it an 

hour before; the leaves were motionless, and the light of the stars showed the placid fields on 

both sides of the brook quite empty of visible life. Adam walked round the house, and still saw 

nothing except a rat which darted into the woodshed as he passed. He went in again, wondering; 

the sound was so peculiar that the moment he heard it it called up the image of the willow wand 

striking the door. He could not help a little shudder, as he remembered how often his mother had 

told him of just such a sound coming as a sign when some one was dying. Adam was not a man 

to be gratuitously superstitious, but he had the blood of the peasant in him as well as of the 

artisan, and a peasant can no more help believing in a traditional superstition than a horse can 

help trembling when he sees a camel. Besides, he had that mental combination which is at once 

humble in the region of mystery and keen in the region of knowledge: it was the depth of his 

reverence quite as much as his hard common sense which gave him his disinclination to doctrinal 

religion, and he often checked Seth’s argumentative spiritualism by saying, “Eh, it’s a big 

mystery; thee know’st but little about it.” And so it happened that Adam was at once penetrating 

and credulous. If a new building had fallen down and he had been told that this was a divine 

judgment, he would have said, “May be; but the bearing o’ the roof and walls wasn’t right, else it 

wouldn’t ha’ come down”; yet he believed in dreams and prognostics, and to his dying day he 

bated his breath a little when he told the story of the stroke with the willow wand. I tell it as he 

told it, not attempting to reduce it to its natural elements—in our eagerness to explain 

impressions, we often lose our hold of the sympathy that comprehends them. 

But he had the best antidote against imaginative dread in the necessity for getting on with the 

coffin, and for the next ten minutes his hammer was ringing so uninterruptedly, that other 

sounds, if there were any, might well be overpowered. A pause came, however, when he had to 

take up his ruler, and now again came the strange rap, and again Gyp howled. Adam was at the 

door without the loss of a moment; but again all was still, and the starlight showed there was 

nothing but the dew-laden grass in front of the cottage. 

Adam for a moment thought uncomfortably about his father; but of late years he had never 

come home at dark hours from Treddleston, and there was every reason for believing that he was 

then sleeping off his drunkenness at the “Waggon Overthrown.” Besides, to Adam, the 

conception of the future was so inseparable from the painful image of his father that the fear of 

any fatal accident to him was excluded by the deeply infixed fear of his continual degradation. 

The next thought that occurred to him was one that made him slip off his shoes and tread lightly 

upstairs, to listen at the bedroom doors. But both Seth and his mother were breathing regularly. 

Adam came down and set to work again, saying to himself, “I won’t open the door again. It’s 

no use staring about to catch sight of a sound. Maybe there’s a world about us as we can’t see, 

but th’ ear’s quicker than the eye and catches a sound from’t now and then. Some people think 

they get a sight on’t too, but they’re mostly folks whose eyes are not much use to ’em at anything 

else. For my part, I think it’s better to see when your perpendicular’s true than to see a ghost.” 



Such thoughts as these are apt to grow stronger and stronger as daylight quenches the candles 

and the birds begin to sing. By the time the red sunlight shone on the brass nails that formed the 

initials on the lid of the coffin, any lingering foreboding from the sound of the willow wand was 

merged in satisfaction that the work was done and the promise redeemed. There was no need to 

call Seth, for he was already moving overhead, and presently came downstairs. 

“Now, lad,” said Adam, as Seth made his appearance, “the coffin’s done, and we can take it 

over to Brox’on, and be back again before half after six. I’ll take a mouthful o’ oat-cake, and 

then we’ll be off.” 

The coffin was soon propped on the tall shoulders of the two brothers, and they were making 

their way, followed close by Gyp, out of the little woodyard into the lane at the back of the 

house. It was but about a mile and a half to Broxton over the opposite slope, and their road 

wound very pleasantly along lanes and across fields, where the pale woodbines and the dog-roses 

were scenting the hedgerows, and the birds were twittering and trilling in the tall leafy boughs of 

oak and elm. It was a strangely mingled picture—the fresh youth of the summer morning, with 

its Edenlike peace and loveliness, the stalwart strength of the two brothers in their rusty working 

clothes, and the long coffin on their shoulders. They paused for the last time before a small 

farmhouse outside the village of Broxton. By six o’clock the task was done, the coffin nailed 

down, and Adam and Seth were on their way home. They chose a shorter way homewards, 

which would take them across the fields and the brook in front of the house. Adam had not 

mentioned to Seth what had happened in the night, but he still retained sufficient impression 

from it himself to say, “Seth, lad, if Father isn’t come home by the time we’ve had our breakfast, 

I think it’ll be as well for thee to go over to Treddles’on and look after him, and thee canst get 

me the brass wire I want. Never mind about losing an hour at thy work; we can make that up. 

What dost say?” 

“I’m willing,” said Seth. “But see what clouds have gathered since we set out. I’m thinking we 

shall have more rain. It’ll be a sore time for th’ haymaking if the meadows are flooded again. 

The brook’s fine and full now: another day’s rain ’ud cover the plank, and we should have to go 

round by the road.” 

They were coming across the valley now, and had entered the pasture through which the brook 

ran. 

“Why, what’s that sticking against the willow?” continued Seth, beginning to walk faster. 

Adam’s heart rose to his mouth: the vague anxiety about his father was changed into a great 

dread. He made no answer to Seth, but ran forward preceded by Gyp, who began to bark 

uneasily; and in two moments he was at the bridge. 

This was what the omen meant, then! And the grey-haired father, of whom he had thought 

with a sort of hardness a few hours ago, as certain to live to be a thorn in his side was perhaps 

even then struggling with that watery death! This was the first thought that flashed through 

Adam’s conscience, before he had time to seize the coat and drag out the tall heavy body. Seth 

was already by his side, helping him, and when they had it on the bank, the two sons in the first 

moment knelt and looked with mute awe at the glazed eyes, forgetting that there was need for 

action—forgetting everything but that their father lay dead before them. Adam was the first to 

speak. 



“I’ll run to Mother,” he said, in a loud whisper. “I’ll be back to thee in a minute.” 

Poor Lisbeth was busy preparing her sons’ breakfast, and their porridge was already steaming 

on the fire. Her kitchen always looked the pink of cleanliness, but this morning she was more 

than usually bent on making her hearth and breakfast-table look comfortable and inviting. 

“The lads ’ull be fine an’ hungry,” she said, half-aloud, as she stirred the porridge. “It’s a good 

step to Brox’on, an’ it’s hungry air o’er the hill—wi’ that heavy coffin too. Eh! It’s heavier now, 

wi’ poor Bob Tholer in’t. Howiver, I’ve made a drap more porridge nor common this mornin’. 

The feyther ’ull happen come in arter a bit. Not as he’ll ate much porridge. He swallers 

sixpenn’orth o’ ale, an’ saves a hap’orth o’ por-ridge—that’s his way o’ layin’ by money, as I’ve 

told him many a time, an’ am likely to tell him again afore the day’s out. Eh, poor mon, he takes 

it quiet enough; there’s no denyin’ that.” 

But now Lisbeth heard the heavy “thud” of a running footstep on the turf, and, turning quickly 

towards the door, she saw Adam enter, looking so pale and overwhelmed that she screamed 

aloud and rushed towards him before he had time to speak. 

“Hush, Mother,” Adam said, rather hoarsely, “don’t be frightened. Father’s tumbled into the 

water. Belike we may bring him round again. Seth and me are going to carry him in. Get a 

blanket and make it hot as the fire.” 

In reality Adam was convinced that his father was dead but he knew there was no other way of 

repressing his mother’s impetuous wailing grief than by occupying her with some active task 

which had hope in it. 

He ran back to Seth, and the two sons lifted the sad burden in heart-stricken silence. The wide-

open glazed eyes were grey, like Seth’s, and had once looked with mild pride on the boys before 

whom Thias had lived to hang his head in shame. Seth’s chief feeling was awe and distress at 

this sudden snatching away of his father’s soul; but Adam’s mind rushed back over the past in a 

flood of relenting and pity. When death, the great Reconciler, has come, it is never our 

tenderness that we repent of, but our severity. 

  



Chapter V The Rector 

Before twelve o’clock there had been some heavy storms of rain, and the water lay in deep 

gutters on the sides of the gravel walks in the garden of Broxton Parsonage; the great Provence 

roses had been cruelly tossed by the wind and beaten by the rain, and all the delicate-stemmed 

border flowers had been dashed down and stained with the wet soil. A melancholy morning—

because it was nearly time hay-harvest should begin, and instead of that the meadows were likely 

to be flooded. 

But people who have pleasant homes get indoor enjoyments that they would never think of but 

for the rain. If it had not been a wet morning, Mr. Irwine would not have been in the dining-room 

playing at chess with his mother, and he loves both his mother and chess quite well enough to 

pass some cloudy hours very easily by their help. Let me take you into that dining-room and 

show you the Rev. Adolphus Irwine, Rector of Broxton, Vicar of Hayslope, and Vicar of Blythe, 

a pluralist at whom the severest Church reformer would have found it difficult to look sour. We 

will enter very softly and stand still in the open doorway, without awaking the glossy-brown 

setter who is stretched across the hearth, with her two puppies beside her; or the pug, who is 

dozing, with his black muzzle aloft, like a sleepy president. 

The room is a large and lofty one, with an ample mullioned oriel window at one end; the walls, 

you see, are new, and not yet painted; but the furniture, though originally of an expensive sort, is 

old and scanty, and there is no drapery about the window. The crimson cloth over the large 

dining-table is very threadbare, though it contrasts pleasantly enough with the dead hue of the 

plaster on the walls; but on this cloth there is a massive silver waiter with a decanter of water on 

it, of the same pattern as two larger ones that are propped up on the sideboard with a coat of arms 

conspicuous in their centre. You suspect at once that the inhabitants of this room have inherited 

more blood than wealth, and would not be surprised to find that Mr. Irwine had a finely cut 

nostril and upper lip; but at present we can only see that he has a broad flat back and an 

abundance of powdered hair, all thrown backward and tied behind with a black ribbon—a bit of 

conservatism in costume which tells you that he is not a young man. He will perhaps turn round 

by and by, and in the meantime we can look at that stately old lady, his mother, a beautiful aged 

brunette, whose rich-toned complexion is well set off by the complex wrappings of pure white 

cambric and lace about her head and neck. She is as erect in her comely embonpoint as a statue 

of Ceres; and her dark face, with its delicate aquiline nose, firm proud mouth, and small, intense, 

black eye, is so keen and sarcastic in its expression that you instinctively substitute a pack of 

cards for the chess-men and imagine her telling your fortune. The small brown hand with which 

she is lifting her queen is laden with pearls, diamonds, and turquoises; and a large black veil is 

very carefully adjusted over the crown of her cap, and falls in sharp contrast on the white folds 

about her neck. It must take a long time to dress that old lady in the morning! But it seems a law 

of nature that she should be dressed so: she is clearly one of those children of royalty who have 

never doubted their right divine and never met with any one so absurd as to question it. 

“There, Dauphin, tell me what that is!” says this magnificent old lady, as she deposits her 

queen very quietly and folds her arms. “I should be sorry to utter a word disagreeable to your 

feelings.” 



“Ah, you witch-mother, you sorceress! How is a Christian man to win a game off you? I 

should have sprinkled the board with holy water before we began. You’ve not won that game by 

fair means, now, so don’t pretend it.” 

“Yes, yes, that’s what the beaten have always said of great conquerors. But see, there’s the 

sunshine falling on the board, to show you more clearly what a foolish move you made with that 

pawn. Come, shall I give you another chance?” 

“No, Mother, I shall leave you to your own conscience, now it’s clearing up. We must go and 

plash up the mud a little, mus’n’t we, Juno?” This was addressed to the brown setter, who had 

jumped up at the sound of the voices and laid her nose in an insinuating way on her master’s leg. 

“But I must go upstairs first and see Anne. I was called away to Tholer’s funeral just when I was 

going before.” 

“It’s of no use, child; she can’t speak to you. Kate says she has one of her worst headaches this 

morning.” 

“Oh, she likes me to go and see her just the same; she’s never too ill to care about that.” 

If you know how much of human speech is mere purposeless impulse or habit, you will not 

wonder when I tell you that this identical objection had been made, and had received the same 

kind of answer, many hundred times in the course of the fifteen years that Mr. Irwine’s sister 

Anne had been an invalid. Splendid old ladies, who take a long time to dress in the morning, 

have often slight sympathy with sickly daughters. 

But while Mr. Irwine was still seated, leaning back in his chair and stroking Juno’s head, the 

servant came to the door and said, “If you please, sir, Joshua Rann wishes to speak with you, if 

you are at liberty.” 

“Let him be shown in here,” said Mrs. Irwine, taking up her knitting. “I always like to hear 

what Mr. Rann has got to say. His shoes will be dirty, but see that he wipes them Carroll.” 

In two minutes Mr. Rann appeared at the door with very deferential bows, which, however, 

were far from conciliating Pug, who gave a sharp bark and ran across the room to reconnoitre the 

stranger’s legs; while the two puppies, regarding Mr. Rann’s prominent calf and ribbed worsted 

stockings from a more sensuous point of view, plunged and growled over them in great 

enjoyment. Meantime, Mr. Irwine turned round his chair and said, “Well, Joshua, anything the 

matter at Hayslope, that you’ve come over this damp morning? Sit down, sit down. Never mind 

the dogs; give them a friendly kick. Here, Pug, you rascal!” 

It is very pleasant to see some men turn round; pleasant as a sudden rush of warm air in winter, 

or the flash of firelight in the chill dusk. Mr. Irwine was one of those men. He bore the same sort 

of resemblance to his mother that our loving memory of a friend’s face often bears to the face 

itself: the lines were all more generous, the smile brighter, the expression heartier. If the outline 

had been less finely cut, his face might have been called jolly; but that was not the right word for 

its mixture of bonhomie and distinction. 

“Thank Your Reverence,” answered Mr. Rann, endeavouring to look unconcerned about his 

legs, but shaking them alternately to keep off the puppies; “I’ll stand, if you please, as more 



becoming. I hope I see you an’ Mrs. Irwine well, an’ Miss Irwine—an’ Miss Anne, I hope’s as 

well as usual.” 

“Yes, Joshua, thank you. You see how blooming my mother looks. She beats us younger 

people hollow. But what’s the matter?” 

“Why, sir, I had to come to Brox’on to deliver some work, and I thought it but right to call and 

let you know the goins-on as there’s been i’ the village, such as I hanna seen i’ my time, and I’ve 

lived in it man and boy sixty year come St. Thomas, and collected th’ Easter dues for Mr. Blick 

before Your Reverence come into the parish, and been at the ringin’ o’ every bell, and the 

diggin’ o’ every grave, and sung i’ the choir long afore Bartle Massey come from nobody knows 

where, wi’ his counter-singin’ and fine anthems, as puts everybody out but himself—one takin’ it 

up after another like sheep a-bleatin’ i’ th’ fold. I know what belongs to bein’ a parish clerk, and 

I know as I should be wantin’ i’ respect to Your Reverence, an’ church, an’ king, if I was t’ 

allow such goins-on wi’out speakin’. I was took by surprise, an’ knowed nothin’ on it 

beforehand, an’ I was so flustered, I was clean as if I’d lost my tools. I hanna slep’ more nor four 

hour this night as is past an’ gone; an’ then it was nothin’ but nightmare, as tired me worse nor 

wakin’.” 

“Why, what in the world is the matter, Joshua? Have the thieves been at the church lead 

again?” 

“Thieves! No, sir—an’ yet, as I may say, it is thieves, an’ a-thievin’ the church, too. It’s the 

Methodisses as is like to get th’ upper hand i’ th’ parish, if Your Reverence an’ His Honour, 

Squire Donnithorne, doesna think well to say the word an’ forbid it. Not as I’m a-dictatin’ to 

you, sir; I’m not forgettin’ myself so far as to be wise above my betters. Howiver, whether I’m 

wise or no, that’s neither here nor there, but what I’ve got to say I say—as the young Methodis 

woman as is at Mester Poyser’s was a-preachin’ an’ a-prayin’ on the Green last night, as sure as 

I’m a-stannin’ afore Your Reverence now.” 

“Preaching on the Green!” said Mr. Irwine, looking surprised but quite serene. “What, that 

pale pretty young woman I’ve seen at Poyser’s? I saw she was a Methodist, or Quaker, or 

something of that sort, by her dress, but I didn’t know she was a preacher.” 

“It’s a true word as I say, sir,” rejoined Mr. Rann, compressing his mouth into a semicircular 

form and pausing long enough to indicate three notes of exclamation. “She preached on the 

Green last night; an’ she’s laid hold of Chad’s Bess, as the girl’s been i’ fits welly iver sin’.” 

“Well, Bessy Cranage is a hearty-looking lass; I daresay she’ll come round again, Joshua. Did 

anybody else go into fits?” 

“No, sir, I canna say as they did. But there’s no knowin’ what’ll come, if we’re t’ have such 

preachin’s as that a-goin’ on ivery week—there’ll be no livin’ i’ th’ village. For them 

Methodisses make folks believe as if they take a mug o’ drink extry, an’ make theirselves a bit 

comfortable, they’ll have to go to hell for’t as sure as they’re born. I’m not a tipplin’ man nor a 

drunkard—nobody can say it on me—but I like a extry quart at Easter or Christmas time, as is 

nat’ral when we’re goin’ the rounds a-singin’, an’ folks offer’t you for nothin’; or when I’m a-

collectin’ the dues; an’ I like a pint wi’ my pipe, an’ a neighbourly chat at Mester Casson’s now 



an’ then, for I was brought up i’ the Church, thank God, an’ ha’ been a parish clerk this two-an’-

thirty year: I should know what the church religion is.” 

“Well, what’s your advice, Joshua? What do you think should be done?” 

“Well, Your Reverence, I’m not for takin’ any measures again’ the young woman. She’s well 

enough if she’d let alone preachin’; an’ I hear as she’s a-goin’ away back to her own country 

soon. She’s Mr. Poyser’s own niece, an’ I donna wish to say what’s anyways disrespectful o’ th’ 

family at th’ Hall Farm, as I’ve measured for shoes, little an’ big, welly iver sin’ I’ve been a 

shoemaker. But there’s that Will Maskery, sir as is the rampageousest Methodis as can be, an’ I 

make no doubt it was him as stirred up th’ young woman to preach last night, an’ he’ll be a-

bringin’ other folks to preach from Treddles’on, if his comb isn’t cut a bit; an’ I think as he 

should be let know as he isna t’ have the makin’ an’ mendin’ o’ church carts an’ implemen’s, let 

alone stayin’ i’ that house an’ yard as is Squire Donnithorne’s.” 

“Well, but you say yourself, Joshua, that you never knew any one come to preach on the Green 

before; why should you think they’ll come again? The Methodists don’t come to preach in little 

villages like Hayslope, where there’s only a handful of labourers, too tired to listen to them. 

They might almost as well go and preach on the Binton Hills. Will Maskery is no preacher 

himself, I think.” 

“Nay, sir, he’s no gift at stringin’ the words together wi’out book; he’d be stuck fast like a cow 

i’ wet clay. But he’s got tongue enough to speak disrespectful about’s neebors, for he said as I 

was a blind Pharisee—a-usin’ the Bible i’ that way to find nick-names for folks as are his elders 

an’ betters!—and what’s worse, he’s been heard to say very unbecomin’ words about Your 

Reverence; for I could bring them as ’ud swear as he called you a ‘dumb dog,’ an’ a ‘idle 

shepherd.’ You’ll forgi’e me for sayin’ such things over again.” 

“Better not, better not, Joshua. Let evil words die as soon as they’re spoken. Will Maskery 

might be a great deal worse fellow than he is. He used to be a wild drunken rascal, neglecting his 

work and beating his wife, they told me; now he’s thrifty and decent, and he and his wife look 

comfortable together. If you can bring me any proof that he interferes with his neighbours and 

creates any disturbance, I shall think it my duty as a clergyman and a magistrate to interfere. But 

it wouldn’t become wise people like you and me to be making a fuss about trifles, as if we 

thought the Church was in danger because Will Maskery lets his tongue wag rather foolishly, or 

a young woman talks in a serious way to a handful of people on the Green. We must ‘live and let 

live,’ Joshua, in religion as well as in other things. You go on doing your duty, as parish clerk 

and sexton, as well as you’ve always done it, and making those capital thick boots for your 

neighbours, and things won’t go far wrong in Hayslope, depend upon it.” 

“Your Reverence is very good to say so; an’ I’m sensable as, you not livin’ i’ the parish, 

there’s more upo’ my shoulders.” 

“To be sure; and you must mind and not lower the Church in people’s eyes by seeming to be 

frightened about it for a little thing, Joshua. I shall trust to your good sense, now to take no notice 

at all of what Will Maskery says, either about you or me. You and your neighbours can go on 

taking your pot of beer soberly, when you’ve done your day’s work, like good churchmen; and if 

Will Maskery doesn’t like to join you, but to go to a prayer-meeting at Treddleston instead, let 



him; that’s no business of yours, so long as he doesn’t hinder you from doing what you like. And 

as to people saying a few idle words about us, we must not mind that, any more than the old 

church-steeple minds the rooks cawing about it. Will Maskery comes to church every Sunday 

afternoon, and does his wheelwright’s business steadily in the weekdays, and as long as he does 

that he must be let alone.” 

“Ah, sir, but when he comes to church, he sits an’ shakes his head, an’ looks as sour an’ as 

coxy when we’re a-singin’ as I should like to fetch him a rap across the jowl—God forgi’e me—

an’ Mrs. Irwine, an’ Your Reverence too, for speakin’ so afore you. An’ he said as our Christmas 

singin’ was no better nor the cracklin’ o’ thorns under a pot.” 

“Well, he’s got a bad ear for music, Joshua. When people have wooden heads, you know, it 

can’t be helped. He won’t bring the other people in Hayslope round to his opinion, while you go 

on singing as well as you do.” 

“Yes, sir, but it turns a man’s stomach t’ hear the Scripture misused i’ that way. I know as 

much o’ the words o’ the Bible as he does, an’ could say the Psalms right through i’ my sleep if 

you was to pinch me; but I know better nor to take ’em to say my own say wi’. I might as well 

take the Sacriment-cup home and use it at meals.” 

“That’s a very sensible remark of yours, Joshua; but, as I said before——” 

While Mr. Irwine was speaking, the sound of a booted step and the clink of a spur were heard 

on the stone floor of the entrance-hall, and Joshua Rann moved hastily aside from the doorway to 

make room for some one who paused there, and said, in a ringing tenor voice, 

“Godson Arthur—may he come in?” 

“Come in, come in, godson!” Mrs. Irwine answered, in the deep half-masculine tone which 

belongs to the vigorous old woman, and there entered a young gentleman in a riding-dress, with 

his right arm in a sling; whereupon followed that pleasant confusion of laughing interjections, 

and hand-shakings, and “How are you’s?” mingled with joyous short barks and wagging of tails 

on the part of the canine members of the family, which tells that the visitor is on the best terms 

with the visited. The young gentleman was Arthur Donnithorne, known in Hayslope, variously, 

as “the young squire,” “the heir,” and “the captain.” He was only a captain in the Loamshire 

Militia, but to the Hayslope tenants he was more intensely a captain than all the young gentlemen 

of the same rank in his Majesty’s regulars—he outshone them as the planet Jupiter outshines the 

Milky Way. If you want to know more particularly how he looked, call to your remembrance 

some tawny-whiskered, brown-locked, clear-complexioned young Englishman whom you have 

met with in a foreign town, and been proud of as a fellow-countryman—well-washed, high-bred, 

white-handed, yet looking as if he could deliver well from ‘the left shoulder and floor his man: I 

will not be so much of a tailor as to trouble your imagination with the difference of costume, and 

insist on the striped waistcoat, long-tailed coat, and low top-boots. 

Turning round to take a chair, Captain Donnithorne said, “But don’t let me interrupt Joshua’s 

business—he has something to say.” 

“Humbly begging Your Honour’s pardon,” said Joshua, bowing low, “there was one thing I 

had to say to His Reverence as other things had drove out o’ my head.” 



“Out with it, Joshua, quickly!” said Mr. Irwine. 

“Belike, sir, you havena heared as Thias Bede’s dead—drownded this morning, or more like 

overnight, i’ the Willow Brook, again’ the bridge right i’ front o’ the house.” 

“Ah!” exclaimed both the gentlemen at once, as if they were a good deal interested in the 

information. 

“An’ Seth Bede’s been to me this morning to say he wished me to tell Your Reverence as his 

brother Adam begged of you particular t’ allow his father’s grave to be dug by the White Thorn, 

because his mother’s set her heart on it, on account of a dream as she had; an’ they’d ha’ come 

theirselves to ask you, but they’ve so much to see after with the crowner, an’ that; an’ their 

mother’s took on so, an’ wants ’em to make sure o’ the spot for fear somebody else should take 

it. An’ if Your Reverence sees well and good, I’ll send my boy to tell ’em as soon as I get home; 

an’ that’s why I make bold to trouble you wi’ it, His Honour being present.” 

“To be sure, Joshua, to be sure, they shall have it. I’ll ride round to Adam myself, and see him. 

Send your boy, however, to say they shall have the grave, lest anything should happen to detain 

me. And now, good morning, Joshua; go into the kitchen and have some ale.” 

“Poor old Thias!” said Mr. Irwine, when Joshua was gone. “I’m afraid the drink helped the 

brook to drown him. I should have been glad for the load to have been taken off my friend 

Adam’s shoulders in a less painful way. That fine fellow has been propping up his father from 

ruin for the last five or six years.” 

“He’s a regular trump, is Adam,” said Captain Donnithorne. “When I was a little fellow, and 

Adam was a strapping lad of fifteen, and taught me carpentering, I used to think if ever I was a 

rich sultan, I would make Adam my grand-vizier. And I believe now he would bear the 

exaltation as well as any poor wise man in an Eastern story. If ever I live to be a large-acred man 

instead of a poor devil with a mortgaged allowance of pocket-money, I’ll have Adam for my 

right hand. He shall manage my woods for me, for he seems to have a better notion of those 

things than any man I ever met with; and I know he would make twice the money of them that 

my grandfather does, with that miserable old Satchell to manage, who understands no more 

about timber than an old carp. I’ve mentioned the subject to my grandfather once or twice, but 

for some reason or other he has a dislike to Adam, and I can do nothing. But come, Your 

Reverence, are you for a ride with me? It’s splendid out of doors now. We can go to Adam’s 

together, if you like; but I want to call at the Hall Farm on my way, to look at the whelps Poyser 

is keeping for me.” 

“You must stay and have lunch first, Arthur,” said Mrs. Irwine. “It’s nearly two. Carroll will 

bring it in directly.” 

“I want to go to the Hall Farm too,” said Mr. Irwine, “to have another look at the little 

Methodist who is staying there. Joshua tells me she was preaching on the Green last night.” 

“Oh, by Jove!” said Captain Donnithorne, laughing. “Why, she looks as quiet as a mouse. 

There’s something rather striking about her, though. I positively felt quite bashful the first time I 

saw her—she was sitting stooping over her sewing in the sunshine outside the house, when I 

rode up and called out, without noticing that she was a stranger, ‘Is Martin Poyser at home?’ I 



declare, when she got up and looked at me and just said, ‘He’s in the house, I believe: I’ll go and 

call him,’ I felt quite ashamed of having spoken so abruptly to her. She looked like St. Catherine 

in a Quaker dress. It’s a type of face one rarely sees among our common people.” 

“I should like to see the young woman, Dauphin,” said Mrs. Irwine. “Make her come here on 

some pretext or other.” 

“I don’t know how I can manage that, Mother; it will hardly do for me to patronize a 

Methodist preacher, even if she would consent to be patronized by an idle shepherd, as Will 

Maskery calls me. You should have come in a little sooner, Arthur, to hear Joshua’s denunciation 

of his neighbour Will Maskery. The old fellow wants me to excommunicate the wheelwright, 

and then deliver him over to the civil arm—that is to say, to your grandfather—to be turned out 

of house and yard. If I chose to interfere in this business, now, I might get up as pretty a story of 

hatred and persecution as the Methodists need desire to publish in the next number of their 

magazine. It wouldn’t take me much trouble to persuade Chad Cranage and half a dozen other 

bull-headed fellows that they would be doing an acceptable service to the Church by hunting 

Will Maskery out of the village with rope-ends and pitchforks; and then, when I had furnished 

them with half a sovereign to get gloriously drunk after their exertions, I should have put the 

climax to as pretty a farce as any of my brother clergy have set going in their parishes for the last 

thirty years.” 

“It is really insolent of the man, though, to call you an ‘idle shepherd’ and a ‘dumb dog,’” said 

Mrs. Irwine. “I should be inclined to check him a little there. You are too easy-tempered, 

Dauphin.” 

“Why, Mother, you don’t think it would be a good way of sustaining my dignity to set about 

vindicating myself from the aspersions of Will Maskery? Besides, I’m not so sure that they are 

aspersions. I am a lazy fellow, and get terribly heavy in my saddle; not to mention that I’m 

always spending more than I can afford in bricks and mortar, so that I get savage at a lame 

beggar when he asks me for sixpence. Those poor lean cobblers, who think they can help to 

regenerate mankind by setting out to preach in the morning twilight before they begin their day’s 

work, may well have a poor opinion of me. But come, let us have our luncheon. Isn’t Kate 

coming to lunch?” 

“Miss Irwine told Bridget to take her lunch upstairs,” said Carroll; “she can’t leave Miss 

Anne.” 

“Oh, very well. Tell Bridget to say I’ll go up and see Miss Anne presently. You can use your 

right arm quite well now, Arthur,” Mr. Irwine continued, observing that Captain Donnithorne 

had taken his arm out of the sling. 

“Yes, pretty well; but Godwin insists on my keeping it up constantly for some time to come. I 

hope I shall be able to get away to the regiment, though, in the beginning of August. It’s a 

desperately dull business being shut up at the Chase in the summer months, when one can neither 

hunt nor shoot, so as to make one’s self pleasantly sleepy in the evening. However, we are to 

astonish the echoes on the 30th of July. My grandfather has given me carte blanche for once, and 

I promise you the entertainment shall be worthy of the occasion. The world will not see the grand 

epoch of my majority twice. I think I shall have a lofty throne for you, Godmamma, or rather 



two, one on the lawn and another in the ballroom, that you may sit and look down upon us like 

an Olympian goddess.” 

“I mean to bring out my best brocade, that I wore at your christening twenty years ago,” said 

Mrs. Irwine. “Ah, I think I shall see your poor mother flitting about in her white dress, which 

looked to me almost like a shroud that very day; and it was her shroud only three months after; 

and your little cap and christening dress were buried with her too. She had set her heart on that, 

sweet soul! Thank God you take after your mother’s family, Arthur. If you had been a puny, 

wiry, yellow baby, I wouldn’t have stood godmother to you. I should have been sure you would 

turn out a Donnithorne. But you were such a broad-faced, broad-chested, loud-screaming rascal, 

I knew you were every inch of you a Tradgett.” 

“But you might have been a little too hasty there, Mother,” said Mr. Irwine, smiling. “Don’t 

you remember how it was with Juno’s last pups? One of them was the very image of its mother, 

but it had two or three of its father’s tricks notwithstanding. Nature is clever enough to cheat 

even you, Mother.” 

“Nonsense, child! Nature never makes a ferret in the shape of a mastiff. You’ll never persuade 

me that I can’t tell what men are by their outsides. If I don’t like a man’s looks, depend upon it I 

shall never like him. I don’t want to know people that look ugly and disagreeable, any more than 

I want to taste dishes that look disagreeable. If they make me shudder at the first glance, I say, 

take them away. An ugly, piggish, or fishy eye, now, makes me feel quite ill; it’s like a bad 

smell.” 

“Talking of eyes,” said Captain Donnithorne, “that reminds me that I’ve got a book I meant to 

bring you, Godmamma. It came down in a parcel from London the other day. I know you are 

fond of queer, wizardlike stories. It’s a volume of poems, ‘Lyrical Ballads.’ Most of them seem 

to be twaddling stuff, but the first is in a different style—‘The Ancient Mariner’ is the title. I can 

hardly make head or tail of it as a story, but it’s a strange, striking thing. I’ll send it over to you; 

and there are some other books that you may like to see, Irwine—pamphlets about 

Antinomianism and Evangelicalism, whatever they may be. I can’t think what the fellow means 

by sending such things to me. I’ve written to him to desire that from henceforth he will send me 

no book or pamphlet on anything that ends in ism.” 

“Well, I don’t know that I’m very fond of isms myself; but I may as well look at the 

pamphlets; they let one see what is going on. I’ve a little matter to attend to, Arthur,” continued 

Mr. Irwine, rising to leave the room, “and then I shall be ready to set out with you.” 

The little matter that Mr. Irwine had to attend to took him up the old stone staircase (part of the 

house was very old) and made him pause before a door at which he knocked gently. “Come in,” 

said a woman’s voice, and he entered a room so darkened by blinds and curtains that Miss Kate, 

the thin middle-aged lady standing by the bedside, would not have had light enough for any other 

sort of work than the knitting which lay on the little table near her. But at present she was doing 

what required only the dimmest light—sponging the aching head that lay on the pillow with 

fresh vinegar. It was a small face, that of the poor sufferer; perhaps it had once been pretty, but 

now it was worn and sallow. Miss Kate came towards her brother and whispered, “Don’t speak 

to her; she can’t bear to be spoken to to-day.” Anne’s eyes were closed, and her brow contracted 

as if from intense pain. Mr. Irwine went to the bedside and took up one of the delicate hands and 



kissed it, a slight pressure from the small fingers told him that it was worth-while to have come 

upstairs for the sake of doing that. He lingered a moment, looking at her, and then turned away 

and left the room, treading very gently—he had taken off his boots and put on slippers before he 

came upstairs. Whoever remembers how many things he has declined to do even for himself, 

rather than have the trouble of putting on or taking off his boots, will not think this last detail 

insignificant. 

And Mr. Irwine’s sisters, as any person of family within ten miles of Broxton could have 

testified, were such stupid, uninteresting women! It was quite a pity handsome, clever Mrs. 

Irwine should have had such commonplace daughters. That fine old lady herself was worth 

driving ten miles to see, any day; her beauty, her well-preserved faculties, and her old-fashioned 

dignity made her a graceful subject for conversation in turn with the King’s health, the sweet 

new patterns in cotton dresses, the news from Egypt, and Lord Dacey’s lawsuit, which was 

fretting poor Lady Dacey to death. But no one ever thought of mentioning the Miss Irwines, 

except the poor people in Broxton village, who regarded them as deep in the science of medicine, 

and spoke of them vaguely as “the gentlefolks.” If any one had asked old Job Dummilow who 

gave him his flannel jacket, he would have answered, “the gentlefolks, last winter”; and widow 

Steene dwelt much on the virtues of the “stuff” the gentlefolks gave her for her cough. Under this 

name too, they were used with great effect as a means of taming refractory children, so that at the 

sight of poor Miss Anne’s sallow face, several small urchins had a terrified sense that she was 

cognizant of all their worst misdemeanours, and knew the precise number of stones with which 

they had intended to hit Farmer Britton’s ducks. But for all who saw them through a less 

mythical medium, the Miss Irwines were quite superfluous existences—inartistic figures 

crowding the canvas of life without adequate effect. Miss Anne, indeed, if her chronic headaches 

could have been accounted for by a pathetic story of disappointed love, might have had some 

romantic interest attached to her: but no such story had either been known or invented 

concerning her, and the general impression was quite in accordance with the fact, that both the 

sisters were old maids for the prosaic reason that they had never received an eligible offer. 

Nevertheless, to speak paradoxically, the existence of insignificant people has very important 

consequences in the world. It can be shown to affect the price of bread and the rate of wages, to 

call forth many evil tempers from the selfish and many heroisms from the sympathetic, and, in 

other ways, to play no small part in the tragedy of life. And if that handsome, generous-blooded 

clergyman, the Rev. Adolphus Irwine, had not had these two hopelessly maiden sisters, his lot 

would have been shaped quite differently: he would very likely have taken a comely wife in his 

youth, and now, when his hair was getting grey under the powder, would have had tall sons and 

blooming daughters—such possessions, in short, as men commonly think will repay them for all 

the labour they take under the sun. As it was—having with all his three livings no more than 

seven hundred a-year, and seeing no way of keeping his splendid mother and his sickly sister, not 

to reckon a second sister, who was usually spoken of without any adjective, in such ladylike ease 

as became their birth and habits, and at the same time providing for a family of his own—he 

remained, you see, at the age of eight-and-forty, a bachelor, not making any merit of that 

renunciation, but saying laughingly, if any one alluded to it, that he made it an excuse for many 

indulgences which a wife would never have allowed him. And perhaps he was the only person in 

the world who did not think his sisters uninteresting and superfluous; for his was one of those 

large-hearted, sweet-blooded natures that never know a narrow or a grudging thought; Epicurean, 

if you will, with no enthusiasm, no self-scourging sense of duty; but yet, as you have seen, of a 



sufficiently subtle moral fibre to have an unwearying tenderness for obscure and monotonous 

suffering. It was his large-hearted indulgence that made him ignore his mother’s hardness 

towards her daughters, which was the more striking from its contrast with her doting fondness 

towards himself; he held it no virtue to frown at irremediable faults. 

See the difference between the impression a man makes on you when you walk by his side in 

familiar talk, or look at him in his home, and the figure he makes when seen from a lofty 

historical level, or even in the eyes of a critical neighbour who thinks of him as an embodied 

system or opinion rather than as a man. Mr. Roe, the “travelling preacher” stationed at 

Treddleston, had included Mr. Irwine in a general statement concerning the Church clergy in the 

surrounding district, whom he described as men given up to the lusts of the flesh and the pride of 

life; hunting and shooting, and adorning their own houses; asking what shall we eat, and what 

shall we drink, and wherewithal shall we be clothed?—careless of dispensing the bread of life to 

their flocks, preaching at best but a carnal and soul-benumbing morality, and trafficking in the 

souls of men by receiving money for discharging the pastoral office in parishes where they did 

not so much as look on the faces of the people more than once a-year. The ecclesiastical 

historian, too, looking into parliamentary reports of that period, finds honourable members 

zealous for the Church, and untainted with any sympathy for the “tribe of canting Methodists,” 

making statements scarcely less melancholy than that of Mr. Roe. And it is impossible for me to 

say that Mr. Irwine was altogether belied by the generic classification assigned him. He really 

had no very lofty aims, no theological enthusiasm: if I were closely questioned, I should be 

obliged to confess that he felt no serious alarms about the souls of his parishioners, and would 

have thought it a mere loss of time to talk in a doctrinal and awakening manner to old “Feyther 

Taft,” or even to Chad Cranage the blacksmith. If he had been in the habit of speaking 

theoretically, he would perhaps have said that the only healthy form religion could take in such 

minds was that of certain dim but strong emotions, suffusing themselves as a hallowing influence 

over the family affections and neighbourly duties. He thought the custom of baptism more 

important than its doctrine, and that the religious benefits the peasant drew from the church 

where his fathers worshipped and the sacred piece of turf where they lay buried were but slightly 

dependent on a clear understanding of the Liturgy or the sermon. Clearly the rector was not what 

is called in these days an “earnest” man: he was fonder of church history than of divinity, and 

had much more insight into men’s characters than interest in their opinions; he was neither 

laborious, nor obviously self-denying, nor very copious in alms-giving, and his theology, you 

perceive, was lax. His mental palate, indeed, was rather pagan, and found a savouriness in a 

quotation from Sophocles or Theocritus that was quite absent from any text in Isaiah or Amos. 

But if you feed your young setter on raw flesh, how can you wonder at its retaining a relish for 

uncooked partridge in after-life? And Mr. Irwine’s recollections of young enthusiasm and 

ambition were all associated with poetry and ethics that lay aloof from the Bible. 

On the other hand, I must plead, for I have an affectionate partiality towards the rector’s 

memory, that he was not vindictive—and some philanthropists have been so; that he was not 

intolerant—and there is a rumour that some zealous theologians have not been altogether free 

from that blemish; that although he would probably have declined to give his body to be burned 

in any public cause, and was far from bestowing all his goods to feed the poor, he had that 

charity which has sometimes been lacking to very illustrious virtue—he was tender to other 

men’s failings, and unwilling to impute evil. He was one of those men, and they are not the 

commonest, of whom we can know the best only by following them away from the marketplace, 



the platform, and the pulpit, entering with them into their own homes, hearing the voice with 

which they speak to the young and aged about their own hearthstone, and witnessing their 

thoughtful care for the everyday wants of everyday companions, who take all their kindness as a 

matter of course, and not as a subject for panegyric. 

Such men, happily, have lived in times when great abuses flourished, and have sometimes 

even been the living representatives of the abuses. That is a thought which might comfort us a 

little under the opposite fact—that it is better sometimes not to follow great reformers of abuses 

beyond the threshold of their homes. 

But whatever you may think of Mr. Irwine now, if you had met him that June afternoon riding 

on his grey cob, with his dogs running beside him—portly, upright, manly, with a good-natured 

smile on his finely turned lips as he talked to his dashing young companion on the bay mare, you 

must have felt that, however ill he harmonized with sound theories of the clerical office, he 

somehow harmonized extremely well with that peaceful landscape. 

See them in the bright sunlight, interrupted every now and then by rolling masses of cloud, 

ascending the slope from the Broxton side, where the tall gables and elms of the rectory 

predominate over the tiny whitewashed church. They will soon be in the parish of Hayslope; the 

grey church-tower and village roofs lie before them to the left, and farther on, to the right, they 

can just see the chimneys of the Hall Farm. 

  



Chapter VI The Hall Farm 

Evidently that gate is never opened, for the long grass and the great hemlocks grow close 

against it, and if it were opened, it is so rusty that the force necessary to turn it on its hinges 

would be likely to pull down the square stone-built pillars, to the detriment of the two stone 

lionesses which grin with a doubtful carnivorous affability above a coat of arms surmounting 

each of the pillars. It would be easy enough, by the aid of the nicks in the stone pillars, to climb 

over the brick wall with its smooth stone coping; but by putting our eyes close to the rusty bars 

of the gate, we can see the house well enough, and all but the very corners of the grassy 

enclosure. 

It is a very fine old place, of red brick, softened by a pale powdery lichen, which has dispersed 

itself with happy irregularity, so as to bring the red brick into terms of friendly companionship 

with the limestone ornaments surrounding the three gables, the windows, and the door-place. But 

the windows are patched with wooden panes, and the door, I think, is like the gate—it is never 

opened. How it would groan and grate against the stone floor if it were! For it is a solid, heavy, 

handsome door, and must once have been in the habit of shutting with a sonorous bang behind a 

liveried lackey, who had just seen his master and mistress off the grounds in a carriage and pair. 

But at present one might fancy the house in the early stage of a chancery suit, and that the fruit 

from that grand double row of walnut-trees on the right hand of the enclosure would fall and rot 

among the grass, if it were not that we heard the booming bark of dogs echoing from great 

buildings at the back. And now the half-weaned calves that have been sheltering themselves in a 

gorse-built hovel against the left-hand wall come out and set up a silly answer to that terrible 

bark, doubtless supposing that it has reference to buckets of milk. 

Yes, the house must be inhabited, and we will see by whom; for imagination is a licensed 

trespasser: it has no fear of dogs, but may climb over walls and peep in at windows with 

impunity. Put your face to one of the glass panes in the right-hand window: what do you see? A 

large open fireplace, with rusty dogs in it, and a bare boarded floor; at the far end, fleeces of 

wool stacked up; in the middle of the floor, some empty corn-bags. That is the furniture of the 

dining-room. And what through the left-hand window? Several clothes-horses, a pillion, a 

spinning-wheel, and an old box wide open and stuffed full of coloured rags. At the edge of this 

box there lies a great wooden doll, which, so far as mutilation is concerned, bears a strong 

resemblance to the finest Greek sculpture, and especially in the total loss of its nose. Near it there 

is a little chair, and the butt end of a boy’s leather long-lashed whip. 

The history of the house is plain now. It was once the residence of a country squire, whose 

family, probably dwindling down to mere spinsterhood, got merged in the more territorial name 

of Donnithorne. It was once the Hall; it is now the Hall Farm. Like the life in some coast town 

that was once a watering-place, and is now a port, where the genteel streets are silent and grass-

grown, and the docks and warehouses busy and resonant, the life at the Hall has changed its 

focus, and no longer radiates from the parlour, but from the kitchen and the farmyard. 

Plenty of life there, though this is the drowsiest time of the year, just before hay-harvest; and it 

is the drowsiest time of the day too, for it is close upon three by the sun, and it is half-past three 

by Mrs. Poyser’s handsome eight-day clock. But there is always a stronger sense of life when the 



sun is brilliant after rain; and now he is pouring down his beams, and making sparkles among the 

wet straw, and lighting up every patch of vivid green moss on the red tiles of the cow-shed, and 

turning even the muddy water that is hurrying along the channel to the drain into a mirror for the 

yellow-billed ducks, who are seizing the opportunity of getting a drink with as much body in it as 

possible. There is quite a concert of noises; the great bull-dog, chained against the stables, is 

thrown into furious exasperation by the unwary approach of a cock too near the mouth of his 

kennel, and sends forth a thundering bark, which is answered by two fox-hounds shut up in the 

opposite cow-house; the old top-knotted hens, scratching with their chicks among the straw, set 

up a sympathetic croaking as the discomfited cock joins them; a sow with her brood, all very 

muddy as to the legs, and curled as to the tail, throws in some deep staccato notes; our friends the 

calves are bleating from the home croft; and, under all, a fine ear discerns the continuous hum of 

human voices. 

For the great barn-doors are thrown wide open, and men are busy there mending the harness, 

under the superintendence of Mr. Goby, the “whittaw,” otherwise saddler, who entertains them 

with the latest Treddleston gossip. It is certainly rather an unfortunate day that Alick, the 

shepherd, has chosen for having the whittaws, since the morning turned out so wet; and Mrs. 

Poyser has spoken her mind pretty strongly as to the dirt which the extra number of men’s shoes 

brought into the house at dinnertime. Indeed, she has not yet recovered her equanimity on the 

subject, though it is now nearly three hours since dinner, and the house-floor is perfectly clean 

again; as clean as everything else in that wonderful house-place, where the only chance of 

collecting a few grains of dust would be to climb on the salt-coffer, and put your finger on the 

high mantel-shelf on which the glittering brass candlesticks are enjoying their summer sinecure; 

for at this time of year, of course, every one goes to bed while it is yet light, or at least light 

enough to discern the outline of objects after you have bruised your shins against them. Surely 

nowhere else could an oak clock-case and an oak table have got to such a polish by the hand: 

genuine “elbow polish,” as Mrs. Poyser called it, for she thanked God she never had any of your 

varnished rubbish in her house. Hetty Sorrel often took the opportunity, when her aunt’s back 

was turned, of looking at the pleasing reflection of herself in those polished surfaces, for the oak 

table was usually turned up like a screen, and was more for ornament than for use; and she could 

see herself sometimes in the great round pewter dishes that were ranged on the shelves above the 

long deal dinner-table, or in the hobs of the grate, which always shone like jasper. 

Everything was looking at its brightest at this moment, for the sun shone right on the pewter 

dishes, and from their reflecting surfaces pleasant jets of light were thrown on mellow oak and 

bright brass—and on a still pleasanter object than these, for some of the rays fell on Dinah’s 

finely moulded cheek, and lit up her pale red hair to auburn, as she bent over the heavy 

household linen which she was mending for her aunt. No scene could have been more peaceful, 

if Mrs. Poyser, who was ironing a few things that still remained from the Monday’s wash, had 

not been making a frequent clinking with her iron and moving to and fro whenever she wanted it 

to cool; carrying the keen glance of her blue-grey eye from the kitchen to the dairy, where Hetty 

was making up the butter, and from the dairy to the back kitchen, where Nancy was taking the 

pies out of the oven. Do not suppose, however, that Mrs. Poyser was elderly or shrewish in her 

appearance; she was a good-looking woman, not more than eight-and-thirty, of fair complexion 

and sandy hair, well-shapen, light-footed. The most conspicuous article in her attire was an 

ample checkered linen apron, which almost covered her skirt; and nothing could be plainer or 

less noticeable than her cap and gown, for there was no weakness of which she was less tolerant 



than feminine vanity, and the preference of ornament to utility. The family likeness between her 

and her niece Dinah Morris, with the contrast between her keenness and Dinah’s seraphic 

gentleness of expression, might have served a painter as an excellent suggestion for a Martha and 

Mary. Their eyes were just of the same colour, but a striking test of the difference in their 

operation was seen in the demeanour of Trip, the black-and-tan terrier, whenever that much-

suspected dog unwarily exposed himself to the freezing arctic ray of Mrs. Poyser’s glance. Her 

tongue was not less keen than her eye, and, whenever a damsel came within earshot, seemed to 

take up an unfinished lecture, as a barrel-organ takes up a tune, precisely at the point where it 

had left off. 

The fact that it was churning day was another reason why it was inconvenient to have the 

whittaws, and why, consequently, Mrs. Poyser should scold Molly the housemaid with unusual 

severity. To all appearance Molly had got through her after-dinner work in an exemplary 

manner, had “cleaned herself” with great dispatch, and now came to ask, submissively, if she 

should sit down to her spinning till milking time. But this blameless conduct, according to Mrs. 

Poyser, shrouded a secret indulgence of unbecoming wishes, which she now dragged forth and 

held up to Molly’s view with cutting eloquence. 

“Spinning, indeed! It isn’t spinning as you’d be at, I’ll be bound, and let you have your own 

way. I never knew your equals for gallowsness. To think of a gell o’ your age wanting to go and 

sit with half-a-dozen men! I’d ha’ been ashamed to let the words pass over my lips if I’d been 

you. And you, as have been here ever since last Michaelmas, and I hired you at Treddles’on 

stattits, without a bit o’ character—as I say, you might be grateful to be hired in that way to a 

respectable place; and you knew no more o’ what belongs to work when you come here than the 

mawkin i’ the field. As poor a two-fisted thing as ever I saw, you know you was. Who taught 

you to scrub a floor, I should like to know? Why, you’d leave the dirt in heaps i’ the corners—

anybody ’ud think you’d never been brought up among Christians. And as for spinning, why, 

you’ve wasted as much as your wage i’ the flax you’ve spoiled learning to spin. And you’ve a 

right to feel that, and not to go about as gaping and as thoughtless as if you was beholding to 

nobody. Comb the wool for the whittaws, indeed! That’s what you’d like to be doing, is it? 

That’s the way with you—that’s the road you’d all like to go, headlongs to ruin. You’re never 

easy till you’ve got some sweetheart as is as big a fool as yourself: you think you’ll be finely off 

when you’re married, I daresay, and have got a three-legged stool to sit on, and never a blanket 

to cover you, and a bit o’ oat-cake for your dinner, as three children are a-snatching at.” 

“I’m sure I donna want t’ go wi’ the whittaws,” said Molly, whimpering, and quite overcome 

by this Dantean picture of her future, “on’y we allays used to comb the wool for ’n at Mester 

Ottley’s; an’ so I just axed ye. I donna want to set eyes on the whittaws again; I wish I may never 

stir if I do.” 

“Mr. Ottley’s, indeed! It’s fine talking o’ what you did at Mr. Ottley’s. Your missis there 

might like her floors dirted wi’ whittaws for what I know. There’s no knowing what people 

wonna like—such ways as I’ve heard of! I never had a gell come into my house as seemed to 

know what cleaning was; I think people live like pigs, for my part. And as to that Betty as was 

dairymaid at Trent’s before she come to me, she’d ha’ left the cheeses without turning from 

week’s end to week’s end, and the dairy thralls, I might ha’ wrote my name on ’em, when I come 

downstairs after my illness, as the doctor said it was inflammation—it was a mercy I got well of 

it. And to think o’ your knowing no better, Molly, and been here a-going i’ nine months, and not 



for want o’ talking to, neither—and what are you stanning there for, like a jack as is run down, 

instead o’ getting your wheel out? You’re a rare un for sitting down to your work a little while 

after it’s time to put by.” 

“Munny, my iron’s twite told; pease put it down to warm.” 

The small chirruping voice that uttered this request came from a little sunny-haired girl 

between three and four, who, seated on a high chair at the end of the ironing table, was arduously 

clutching the handle of a miniature iron with her tiny fat fist, and ironing rags with an assiduity 

that required her to put her little red tongue out as far as anatomy would allow. 

“Cold, is it, my darling? Bless your sweet face!” said Mrs. Poyser, who was remarkable for the 

facility with which she could relapse from her official objurgatory to one of fondness or of 

friendly converse. “Never mind! Mother’s done her ironing now. She’s going to put the ironing 

things away.” 

“Munny, I tould ’ike to do into de barn to Tommy, to see de whittawd.” 

“No, no, no; Totty ’ud get her feet wet,” said Mrs. Poyser, carrying away her iron. “Run into 

the dairy and see cousin Hetty make the butter.” 

“I tould ’ike a bit o’ pum-take,” rejoined Totty, who seemed to be provided with several relays 

of requests; at the same time, taking the opportunity of her momentary leisure to put her fingers 

into a bowl of starch, and drag it down so as to empty the contents with tolerable completeness 

on to the ironing sheet. 

“Did ever anybody see the like?” screamed Mrs. Poyser, running towards the table when her 

eye had fallen on the blue stream. “The child’s allays i’ mischief if your back’s turned a minute. 

What shall I do to you, you naughty, naughty gell?” 

Totty, however, had descended from her chair with great swiftness, and was already in retreat 

towards the dairy with a sort of waddling run, and an amount of fat on the nape of her neck 

which made her look like the metamorphosis of a white suckling pig. 

The starch having been wiped up by Molly’s help, and the ironing apparatus put by, Mrs. 

Poyser took up her knitting which always lay ready at hand, and was the work she liked best, 

because she could carry it on automatically as she walked to and fro. But now she came and sat 

down opposite Dinah, whom she looked at in a meditative way, as she knitted her grey worsted 

stocking. 

“You look th’ image o’ your Aunt Judith, Dinah, when you sit a-sewing. I could almost fancy 

it was thirty years back, and I was a little gell at home, looking at Judith as she sat at her work, 

after she’d done the house up; only it was a little cottage, Father’s was, and not a big rambling 

house as gets dirty i’ one corner as fast as you clean it in another—but for all that, I could fancy 

you was your Aunt Judith, only her hair was a deal darker than yours, and she was stouter and 

broader i’ the shoulders. Judith and me allays hung together, though she had such queer ways, 

but your mother and her never could agree. Ah, your mother little thought as she’d have a 

daughter just cut out after the very pattern o’ Judith, and leave her an orphan, too, for Judith to 

take care on, and bring up with a spoon when she was in the graveyard at Stoniton. I allays said 



that o’ Judith, as she’d bear a pound weight any day to save anybody else carrying a ounce. And 

she was just the same from the first o’ my remembering her; it made no difference in her, as I 

could see, when she took to the Methodists, only she talked a bit different and wore a different 

sort o’ cap; but she’d never in her life spent a penny on herself more than keeping herself 

decent.” 

“She was a blessed woman,” said Dinah; “God had given her a loving, self-forgetting nature, 

and He perfected it by grace. And she was very fond of you too, Aunt Rachel. I often heard her 

talk of you in the same sort of way. When she had that bad illness, and I was only eleven years 

old, she used to say, ‘You’ll have a friend on earth in your Aunt Rachel, if I’m taken from you, 

for she has a kind heart,’ and I’m sure I’ve found it so.” 

“I don’t know how, child; anybody ’ud be cunning to do anything for you, I think; you’re like 

the birds o’ th’ air, and live nobody knows how. I’d ha’ been glad to behave to you like a 

mother’s sister, if you’d come and live i’ this country where there’s some shelter and victual for 

man and beast, and folks don’t live on the naked hills, like poultry a-scratching on a gravel bank. 

And then you might get married to some decent man, and there’d be plenty ready to have you, if 

you’d only leave off that preaching, as is ten times worse than anything your Aunt Judith ever 

did. And even if you’d marry Seth Bede, as is a poor wool-gathering Methodist and’s never like 

to have a penny beforehand, I know your uncle ’ud help you with a pig, and very like a cow, for 

he’s allays been good-natur’d to my kin, for all they’re poor, and made ’em welcome to the 

house; and ’ud do for you, I’ll be bound, as much as ever he’d do for Hetty, though she’s his own 

niece. And there’s linen in the house as I could well spare you, for I’ve got lots o’ sheeting and 

table-clothing, and towelling, as isn’t made up. There’s a piece o’ sheeting I could give you as 

that squinting Kitty spun—she was a rare girl to spin, for all she squinted, and the children 

couldn’t abide her; and, you know, the spinning’s going on constant, and there’s new linen wove 

twice as fast as the old wears out. But where’s the use o’ talking, if ye wonna be persuaded, and 

settle down like any other woman in her senses, i’stead o’ wearing yourself out with walking and 

preaching, and giving away every penny you get, so as you’ve nothing saved against sickness; 

and all the things you’ve got i’ the world, I verily believe, ’ud go into a bundle no bigger nor a 

double cheese. And all because you’ve got notions i’ your head about religion more nor what’s i’ 

the Catechism and the Prayer-book.” 

“But not more than what’s in the Bible, Aunt,” said Dinah. 

“Yes, and the Bible too, for that matter,” Mrs. Poyser rejoined, rather sharply; “else why 

shouldn’t them as know best what’s in the Bible—the parsons and people as have got nothing to 

do but learn it—do the same as you do? But, for the matter o’ that, if everybody was to do like 

you, the world must come to a standstill; for if everybody tried to do without house and home, 

and with poor eating and drinking, and was allays talking as we must despise the things o’ the 

world as you say, I should like to know where the pick o’ the stock, and the corn, and the best 

new-milk cheeses ’ud have to go. Everybody ’ud be wanting bread made o’ tail ends and 

everybody ’ud be running after everybody else to preach to ’em, istead o’ bringing up their 

families, and laying by against a bad harvest. It stands to sense as that can’t be the right 

religion.” 

“Nay, dear aunt, you never heard me say that all people are called to forsake their work and 

their families. It’s quite right the land should be ploughed and sowed, and the precious corn 



stored, and the things of this life cared for, and right that people should rejoice in their families, 

and provide for them, so that this is done in the fear of the Lord, and that they are not unmindful 

of the soul’s wants while they are caring for the body. We can all be servants of God wherever 

our lot is cast, but He gives us different sorts of work, according as He fits us for it and calls us 

to it. I can no more help spending my life in trying to do what I can for the souls of others, than 

you could help running if you heard little Totty crying at the other end of the house; the voice 

would go to your heart, you would think the dear child was in trouble or in danger, and you 

couldn’t rest without running to help her and comfort her.” 

“Ah,” said Mrs. Poyser, rising and walking towards the door, “I know it ’ud be just the same if 

I was to talk to you for hours. You’d make me the same answer, at th’ end. I might as well talk to 

the running brook and tell it to stan’ still.” 

The causeway outside the kitchen door was dry enough now for Mrs. Poyser to stand there 

quite pleasantly and see what was going on in the yard, the grey worsted stocking making a 

steady progress in her hands all the while. But she had not been standing there more than five 

minutes before she came in again, and said to Dinah, in rather a flurried, awe-stricken tone, “If 

there isn’t Captain Donnithorne and Mr. Irwine a-coming into the yard! I’ll lay my life they’re 

come to speak about your preaching on the Green, Dinah; it’s you must answer ’em, for I’m 

dumb. I’ve said enough a’ready about your bringing such disgrace upo’ your uncle’s family. I 

wouldn’t ha’ minded if you’d been Mr. Poyser’s own niece—folks must put up wi’ their own 

kin, as they put up wi’ their own noses—it’s their own flesh and blood. But to think of a niece o’ 

mine being cause o’ my husband’s being turned out of his farm, and me brought him no fortin 

but my savin’s——” 

“Nay, dear Aunt Rachel,” said Dinah gently, “you’ve no cause for such fears. I’ve strong 

assurance that no evil will happen to you and my uncle and the children from anything I’ve done. 

I didn’t preach without direction.” 

“Direction! I know very well what you mean by direction,” said Mrs. Poyser, knitting in a 

rapid and agitated manner. “When there’s a bigger maggot than usual in your head you call it 

‘direction’; and then nothing can stir you—you look like the statty o’ the outside o’ Treddles’on 

church, a-starin’ and a-smilin’ whether it’s fair weather or foul. I hanna common patience with 

you.” 

By this time the two gentlemen had reached the palings and had got down from their horses: it 

was plain they meant to come in. Mrs. Poyser advanced to the door to meet them, curtsying low 

and trembling between anger with Dinah and anxiety to conduct herself with perfect propriety on 

the occasion. For in those days the keenest of bucolic minds felt a whispering awe at the sight of 

the gentry, such as of old men felt when they stood on tiptoe to watch the gods passing by in tall 

human shape. 

“Well, Mrs. Poyser, how are you after this stormy morning?” said Mr. Irwine, with his stately 

cordiality. “Our feet are quite dry; we shall not soil your beautiful floor.” 

“Oh, sir, don’t mention it,” said Mrs. Poyser. “Will you and the captain please to walk into the 

parlour?” 



“No, indeed, thank you, Mrs. Poyser,” said the captain, looking eagerly round the kitchen, as if 

his eye were seeking something it could not find. “I delight in your kitchen. I think it is the most 

charming room I know. I should like every farmer’s wife to come and look at it for a pattern.” 

“Oh, you’re pleased to say so, sir. Pray take a seat,” said Mrs. Poyser, relieved a little by this 

compliment and the captain’s evident good-humour, but still glancing anxiously at Mr. Irwine, 

who, she saw, was looking at Dinah and advancing towards her. 

“Poyser is not at home, is he?” said Captain Donnithorne, seating himself where he could see 

along the short passage to the open dairy-door. 

“No, sir, he isn’t; he’s gone to Rosseter to see Mr. West, the factor, about the wool. But there’s 

Father i’ the barn, sir, if he’d be of any use.” 

“No, thank you; I’ll just look at the whelps and leave a message about them with your 

shepherd. I must come another day and see your husband; I want to have a consultation with him 

about horses. Do you know when he’s likely to be at liberty?” 

“Why, sir, you can hardly miss him, except it’s o’ Treddles’on market-day—that’s of a Friday, 

you know. For if he’s anywhere on the farm we can send for him in a minute. If we’d got rid o’ 

the Scantlands, we should have no outlying fields; and I should be glad of it, for if ever anything 

happens, he’s sure to be gone to the Scantlands. Things allays happen so contrairy, if they’ve a 

chance; and it’s an unnat’ral thing to have one bit o’ your farm in one county and all the rest in 

another.” 

“Ah, the Scantlands would go much better with Choyce’s farm, especially as he wants 

dairyland and you’ve got plenty. I think yours is the prettiest farm on the estate, though; and do 

you know, Mrs. Poyser, if I were going to marry and settle, I should be tempted to turn you out, 

and do up this fine old house, and turn farmer myself.” 

“Oh, sir,” said Mrs. Poyser, rather alarmed, “you wouldn’t like it at all. As for farming, it’s 

putting money into your pocket wi’ your right hand and fetching it out wi’ your left. As fur as I 

can see, it’s raising victual for other folks and just getting a mouthful for yourself and your 

children as you go along. Not as you’d be like a poor man as wants to get his bread—you could 

afford to lose as much money as you liked i’ farming—but it’s poor fun losing money, I should 

think, though I understan’ it’s what the great folks i’ London play at more than anything. For my 

husband heard at market as Lord Dacey’s eldest son had lost thousands upo’ thousands to the 

Prince o’ Wales, and they said my lady was going to pawn her jewels to pay for him. But you 

know more about that than I do, sir. But, as for farming, sir, I canna think as you’d like it; and 

this house—the draughts in it are enough to cut you through, and it’s my opinion the floors 

upstairs are very rotten, and the rats i’ the cellar are beyond anything.” 

“Why, that’s a terrible picture, Mrs. Poyser. I think I should be doing you a service to turn you 

out of such a place. But there’s no chance of that. I’m not likely to settle for the next twenty 

years, till I’m a stout gentleman of forty; and my grandfather would never consent to part with 

such good tenants as you.” 

“Well, sir, if he thinks so well o’ Mr. Poyser for a tenant I wish you could put in a word for 

him to allow us some new gates for the Five closes, for my husband’s been asking and asking till 



he’s tired, and to think o’ what he’s done for the farm, and’s never had a penny allowed him, be 

the times bad or good. And as I’ve said to my husband often and often, I’m sure if the captain 

had anything to do with it, it wouldn’t be so. Not as I wish to speak disrespectful o’ them as have 

got the power i’ their hands, but it’s more than flesh and blood ’ull bear sometimes, to be toiling 

and striving, and up early and down late, and hardly sleeping a wink when you lie down for 

thinking as the cheese may swell, or the cows may slip their calf, or the wheat may grow green 

again i’ the sheaf—and after all, at th’ end o’ the year, it’s like as if you’d been cooking a feast 

and had got the smell of it for your pains.” 

Mrs. Poyser, once launched into conversation, always sailed along without any check from her 

preliminary awe of the gentry. The confidence she felt in her own powers of exposition was a 

motive force that overcame all resistance. 

“I’m afraid I should only do harm instead of good, if I were to speak about the gates, Mrs. 

Poyser,” said the captain, “though I assure you there’s no man on the estate I would sooner say a 

word for than your husband. I know his farm is in better order than any other within ten miles of 

us; and as for the kitchen,” he added, smiling, “I don’t believe there’s one in the kingdom to beat 

it. By the by, I’ve never seen your dairy: I must see your dairy, Mrs. Poyser.” 

“Indeed, sir, it’s not fit for you to go in, for Hetty’s in the middle o’ making the butter, for the 

churning was thrown late, and I’m quite ashamed.” This Mrs. Poyser said blushing, and 

believing that the captain was really interested in her milk-pans, and would adjust his opinion of 

her to the appearance of her dairy. 

“Oh, I’ve no doubt it’s in capital order. Take me in,” said the captain, himself leading the way, 

while Mrs. Poyser followed. 

  



Chapter VII The Dairy 

The dairy was certainly worth looking at: it was a scene to sicken for with a sort of calenture in 

hot and dusty streets—such coolness, such purity, such fresh fragrance of new-pressed cheese, of 

firm butter, of wooden vessels perpetually bathed in pure water; such soft colouring of red 

earthenware and creamy surfaces, brown wood and polished tin, grey limestone and rich orange-

red rust on the iron weights and hooks and hinges. But one gets only a confused notion of these 

details when they surround a distractingly pretty girl of seventeen, standing on little pattens and 

rounding her dimpled arm to lift a pound of butter out of the scale. 

Hetty blushed a deep rose-colour when Captain Donnithorne entered the dairy and spoke to 

her; but it was not at all a distressed blush, for it was inwreathed with smiles and dimples, and 

with sparkles from under long, curled, dark eyelashes; and while her aunt was discoursing to him 

about the limited amount of milk that was to be spared for butter and cheese so long as the calves 

were not all weaned, and a large quantity but inferior quality of milk yielded by the shorthorn, 

which had been bought on experiment, together with other matters which must be interesting to a 

young gentleman who would one day be a landlord, Hetty tossed and patted her pound of butter 

with quite a self-possessed, coquettish air, slyly conscious that no turn of her head was lost. 

There are various orders of beauty, causing men to make fools of themselves in various styles, 

from the desperate to the sheepish; but there is one order of beauty which seems made to turn the 

heads not only of men, but of all intelligent mammals, even of women. It is a beauty like that of 

kittens, or very small downy ducks making gentle rippling noises with their soft bills, or babies 

just beginning to toddle and to engage in conscious mischief—a beauty with which you can 

never be angry, but that you feel ready to crush for inability to comprehend the state of mind into 

which it throws you. Hetty Sorrel’s was that sort of beauty. Her aunt, Mrs. Poyser, who 

professed to despise all personal attractions and intended to be the severest of mentors, 

continually gazed at Hetty’s charms by the sly, fascinated in spite of herself; and after 

administering such a scolding as naturally flowed from her anxiety to do well by her husband’s 

niece—who had no mother of her own to scold her, poor thing!—she would often confess to her 

husband, when they were safe out of hearing, that she firmly believed, “the naughtier the little 

huzzy behaved, the prettier she looked.” 

It is of little use for me to tell you that Hetty’s cheek was like a rose-petal, that dimples played 

about her pouting lips, that her large dark eyes hid a soft roguishness under their long lashes, and 

that her curly hair, though all pushed back under her round cap while she was at work, stole back 

in dark delicate rings on her forehead, and about her white shell-like ears; it is of little use for me 

to say how lovely was the contour of her pink-and-white neckerchief, tucked into her low plum-

coloured stuff bodice, or how the linen butter-making apron, with its bib, seemed a thing to be 

imitated in silk by duchesses, since it fell in such charming lines, or how her brown stockings 

and thick-soled buckled shoes lost all that clumsiness which they must certainly have had when 

empty of her foot and ankle—of little use, unless you have seen a woman who affected you as 

Hetty affected her beholders, for otherwise, though you might conjure up the image of a lovely 

woman, she would not in the least resemble that distracting kittenlike maiden. I might mention 

all the divine charms of a bright spring day, but if you had never in your life utterly forgotten 

yourself in straining your eyes after the mounting lark, or in wandering through the still lanes 

when the fresh-opened blossoms fill them with a sacred silent beauty like that of fretted aisles, 



where would be the use of my descriptive catalogue? I could never make you know what I meant 

by a bright spring day. Hetty’s was a spring-tide beauty; it was the beauty of young frisking 

things, round-limbed, gambolling, circumventing you by a false air of innocence—the innocence 

of a young star-browed calf, for example, that, being inclined for a promenade out of bounds, 

leads you a severe steeplechase over hedge and ditch, and only comes to a stand in the middle of 

a bog. 

And they are the prettiest attitudes and movements into which a pretty girl is thrown in making 

up butter—tossing movements that give a charming curve to the arm, and a sideward inclination 

of the round white neck; little patting and rolling movements with the palm of the hand, and nice 

adaptations and finishings which cannot at all be effected without a great play of the pouting 

mouth and the dark eyes. And then the butter itself seems to communicate a fresh charm—it is so 

pure, so sweet-scented; it is turned off the mould with such a beautiful firm surface, like marble 

in a pale yellow light! Moreover, Hetty was particularly clever at making up the butter; it was the 

one performance of hers that her aunt allowed to pass without severe criticism; so she handled it 

with all the grace that belongs to mastery. 

“I hope you will be ready for a great holiday on the thirtieth of July, Mrs. Poyser,” said 

Captain Donnithorne, when he had sufficiently admired the dairy and given several improvised 

opinions on Swede turnips and shorthorns. “You know what is to happen then, and I shall expect 

you to be one of the guests who come earliest and leave latest. Will you promise me your hand 

for two dances, Miss Hetty? If I don’t get your promise now, I know I shall hardly have a 

chance, for all the smart young farmers will take care to secure you.” 

Hetty smiled and blushed, but before she could answer, Mrs. Poyser interposed, scandalized at 

the mere suggestion that the young squire could be excluded by any meaner partners. 

“Indeed, sir, you are very kind to take that notice of her. And I’m sure, whenever you’re 

pleased to dance with her, she’ll be proud and thankful, if she stood still all the rest o’ th’ 

evening.” 

“Oh no, no, that would be too cruel to all the other young fellows who can dance. But you will 

promise me two dances, won’t you?” the captain continued, determined to make Hetty look at 

him and speak to him. 

Hetty dropped the prettiest little curtsy, and stole a half-shy, half-coquettish glance at him as 

she said, “Yes, thank you, sir.” 

“And you must bring all your children, you know, Mrs. Poyser; your little Totty, as well as the 

boys. I want all the youngest children on the estate to be there—all those who will be fine young 

men and women when I’m a bald old fellow.” 

“Oh dear, sir, that ’ull be a long time first,” said Mrs. Poyser, quite overcome at the young 

squire’s speaking so lightly of himself, and thinking how her husband would be interested in 

hearing her recount this remarkable specimen of high-born humour. The captain was thought to 

be “very full of his jokes,” and was a great favourite throughout the estate on account of his free 

manners. Every tenant was quite sure things would be different when the reins got into his 

hands—there was to be a millennial abundance of new gates, allowances of lime, and returns of 

ten per cent. 



“But where is Totty to-day?” he said. “I want to see her.” 

“Where is the little un, Hetty?” said Mrs. Poyser. “She came in here not long ago.” 

“I don’t know. She went into the brewhouse to Nancy, I think.” 

The proud mother, unable to resist the temptation to show her Totty, passed at once into the 

back kitchen, in search of her, not, however, without misgivings lest something should have 

happened to render her person and attire unfit for presentation. 

“And do you carry the butter to market when you’ve made it?” said the Captain to Hetty, 

meanwhile. 

“Oh no, sir; not when it’s so heavy. I’m not strong enough to carry it. Alick takes it on 

horseback.” 

“No, I’m sure your pretty arms were never meant for such heavy weights. But you go out a 

walk sometimes these pleasant evenings, don’t you? Why don’t you have a walk in the Chase 

sometimes, now it’s so green and pleasant? I hardly ever see you anywhere except at home and 

at church.” 

“Aunt doesn’t like me to go a-walking only when I’m going somewhere,” said Hetty. “But I 

go through the Chase sometimes.” 

“And don’t you ever go to see Mrs. Best, the housekeeper? I think I saw you once in the 

housekeeper’s room.” 

“It isn’t Mrs. Best, it’s Mrs. Pomfret, the lady’s maid, as I go to see. She’s teaching me tent-

stitch and the lace-mending. I’m going to tea with her to-morrow afternoon.” 

The reason why there had been space for this tête-à-tête can only be known by looking into the 

back kitchen, where Totty had been discovered rubbing a stray blue-bag against her nose, and in 

the same moment allowing some liberal indigo drops to fall on her afternoon pinafore. But now 

she appeared holding her mother’s hand—the end of her round nose rather shiny from a recent 

and hurried application of soap and water. 

“Here she is!” said the captain, lifting her up and setting her on the low stone shelf. “Here’s 

Totty! By the by, what’s her other name? She wasn’t christened Totty.” 

“Oh, sir, we call her sadly out of her name. Charlotte’s her christened name. It’s a name i’ Mr. 

Poyser’s family: his grandmother was named Charlotte. But we began with calling her Lotty, and 

now it’s got to Totty. To be sure it’s more like a name for a dog than a Christian child.” 

“Totty’s a capital name. Why, she looks like a Totty. Has she got a pocket on?” said the 

captain, feeling in his own waistcoat pockets. 

Totty immediately with great gravity lifted up her frock, and showed a tiny pink pocket at 

present in a state of collapse. 

“It dot notin’ in it,” she said, as she looked down at it very earnestly. 



“No! What a pity! Such a pretty pocket. Well, I think I’ve got some things in mine that will 

make a pretty jingle in it. Yes! I declare I’ve got five little round silver things, and hear what a 

pretty noise they make in Totty’s pink pocket.” Here he shook the pocket with the five sixpences 

in it, and Totty showed her teeth and wrinkled her nose in great glee; but, divining that there was 

nothing more to be got by staying, she jumped off the shelf and ran away to jingle her pocket in 

the hearing of Nancy, while her mother called after her, “Oh for shame, you naughty gell! Not to 

thank the captain for what he’s given you I’m sure, sir, it’s very kind of you; but she’s spoiled 

shameful; her father won’t have her said nay in anything, and there’s no managing her. It’s being 

the youngest, and th’ only gell.” 

“Oh, she’s a funny little fatty; I wouldn’t have her different. But I must be going now, for I 

suppose the rector is waiting for me.” 

With a “good-bye,” a bright glance, and a bow to Hetty Arthur left the dairy. But he was 

mistaken in imagining himself waited for. The rector had been so much interested in his 

conversation with Dinah that he would not have chosen to close it earlier; and you shall hear now 

what they had been saying to each other. 

  



Chapter VIII A Vocation 

Dinah, who had risen when the gentlemen came in, but still kept hold of the sheet she was 

mending, curtsied respectfully when she saw Mr. Irwine looking at her and advancing towards 

her. He had never yet spoken to her, or stood face to face with her, and her first thought, as her 

eyes met his, was, “What a well-favoured countenance! Oh that the good seed might fall on that 

soil, for it would surely flourish.” The agreeable impression must have been mutual, for Mr. 

Irwine bowed to her with a benignant deference, which would have been equally in place if she 

had been the most dignified lady of his acquaintance. 

“You are only a visitor in this neighbourhood, I think?” were his first words, as he seated 

himself opposite to her. 

“No, sir, I come from Snowfield, in Stonyshire. But my aunt was very kind, wanting me to 

have rest from my work there, because I’d been ill, and she invited me to come and stay with her 

for a while.” 

“Ah, I remember Snowfield very well; I once had occasion to go there. It’s a dreary bleak 

place. They were building a cotton-mill there; but that’s many years ago now. I suppose the place 

is a good deal changed by the employment that mill must have brought.” 

“It is changed so far as the mill has brought people there, who get a livelihood for themselves 

by working in it, and make it better for the tradesfolks. I work in it myself, and have reason to be 

grateful, for thereby I have enough and to spare. But it’s still a bleak place, as you say, sir—very 

different from this country.” 

“You have relations living there, probably, so that you are attached to the place as your 

home?” 

“I had an aunt there once; she brought me up, for I was an orphan. But she was taken away 

seven years ago, and I have no other kindred that I know of, besides my Aunt Poyser, who is 

very good to me, and would have me come and live in this country, which to be sure is a good 

land, wherein they eat bread without scarceness. But I’m not free to leave Snowfield, where I 

was first planted, and have grown deep into it, like the small grass on the hill-top.” 

“Ah, I daresay you have many religious friends and companions there; you are a Methodist—a 

Wesleyan, I think?” 

“Yes, my aunt at Snowfield belonged to the Society, and I have cause to be thankful for the 

privileges I have had thereby from my earliest childhood.” 

“And have you been long in the habit of preaching? For I understand you preached at 

Hayslope last night.” 

“I first took to the work four years since, when I was twenty-one.” 

“Your Society sanctions women’s preaching, then?” 



“It doesn’t forbid them, sir, when they’ve a clear call to the work, and when their ministry is 

owned by the conversion of sinners and the strengthening of God’s people. Mrs. Fletcher, as you 

may have heard about, was the first woman to preach in the Society, I believe, before she was 

married, when she was Miss Bosanquet; and Mr. Wesley approved of her undertaking the work. 

She had a great gift, and there are many others now living who are precious fellow-helpers in the 

work of the ministry. I understand there’s been voices raised against it in the Society of late, but I 

cannot but think their counsel will come to nought. It isn’t for men to make channels for God’s 

Spirit, as they make channels for the watercourses, and say, ‘Flow here, but flow not there.’” 

“But don’t you find some danger among your people—I don’t mean to say that it is so with 

you, far from it—but don’t you find sometimes that both men and women fancy themselves 

channels for God’s Spirit, and are quite mistaken, so that they set about a work for which they 

are unfit and bring holy things into contempt?” 

“Doubtless it is so sometimes; for there have been evil-doers among us who have sought to 

deceive the brethren, and some there are who deceive their own selves. But we are not without 

discipline and correction to put a check upon these things. There’s a very strict order kept among 

us, and the brethren and sisters watch for each other’s souls as they that must give account. They 

don’t go every one his own way and say, ‘Am I my brother’s keeper?’” 

“But tell me—if I may ask, and I am really interested in knowing it—how you first came to 

think of preaching?” 

“Indeed, sir, I didn’t think of it at all—I’d been used from the time I was sixteen to talk to the 

little children, and teach them, and sometimes I had had my heart enlarged to speak in class, and 

was much drawn out in prayer with the sick. But I had felt no call to preach, for when I’m not 

greatly wrought upon, I’m too much given to sit still and keep by myself. It seems as if I could 

sit silent all day long with the thought of God overflowing my soul—as the pebbles lie bathed in 

the Willow Brook. For thoughts are so great—aren’t they, sir? They seem to lie upon us like a 

deep flood; and it’s my besetment to forget where I am and everything about me, and lose myself 

in thoughts that I could give no account of, for I could neither make a beginning nor ending of 

them in words. That was my way as long as I can remember; but sometimes it seemed as if 

speech came to me without any will of my own, and words were given to me that came out as the 

tears come, because our hearts are full and we can’t help it. And those were always times of great 

blessing, though I had never thought it could be so with me before a congregation of people. But, 

sir, we are led on, like the little children, by a way that we know not. I was called to preach quite 

suddenly, and since then I have never been left in doubt about the work that was laid upon me.” 

“But tell me the circumstances—just how it was, the very day you began to preach.” 

“It was one Sunday I walked with brother Marlowe, who was an aged man, one of the local 

preachers, all the way to Hetton-Deeps—that’s a village where the people get their living by 

working in the lead-mines, and where there’s no church nor preacher, but they live like sheep 

without a shepherd. It’s better than twelve miles from Snowfield, so we set out early in the 

morning, for it was summertime; and I had a wonderful sense of the Divine love as we walked 

over the hills, where there’s no trees, you know, sir, as there is here, to make the sky look 

smaller, but you see the heavens stretched out like a tent, and you feel the everlasting arms 

around you. But before we got to Hetton, brother Marlowe was seized with a dizziness that made 



him afraid of falling, for he overworked himself sadly, at his years, in watching and praying, and 

walking so many miles to speak the Word, as well as carrying on his trade of linen-weaving. And 

when we got to the village, the people were expecting him, for he’d appointed the time and the 

place when he was there before, and such of them as cared to hear the Word of Life were 

assembled on a spot where the cottages was thickest, so as others might be drawn to come. But 

he felt as he couldn’t stand up to preach, and he was forced to lie down in the first of the cottages 

we came to. So I went to tell the people, thinking we’d go into one of the houses, and I would 

read and pray with them. But as I passed along by the cottages and saw the aged and trembling 

women at the doors, and the hard looks of the men, who seemed to have their eyes no more filled 

with the sight of the Sabbath morning than if they had been dumb oxen that never looked up to 

the sky, I felt a great movement in my soul, and I trembled as if I was shaken by a strong spirit 

entering into my weak body. And I went to where the little flock of people was gathered 

together, and stepped on the low wall that was built against the green hillside, and I spoke the 

words that were given to me abundantly. And they all came round me out of all the cottages, and 

many wept over their sins, and have since been joined to the Lord. That was the beginning of my 

preaching, sir, and I’ve preached ever since.” 

Dinah had let her work fall during this narrative, which she uttered in her usual simple way, 

but with that sincere articulate, thrilling treble by which she always mastered her audience. She 

stooped now to gather up her sewing, and then went on with it as before. Mr. Irwine was deeply 

interested. He said to himself, “He must be a miserable prig who would act the pedagogue here: 

one might as well go and lecture the trees for growing in their own shape.” 

“And you never feel any embarrassment from the sense of your youth—that you are a lovely 

young woman on whom men’s eyes are fixed?” he said aloud. 

“No, I’ve no room for such feelings, and I don’t believe the people ever take notice about that. 

I think, sir, when God makes His presence felt through us, we are like the burning bush: Moses 

never took any heed what sort of bush it was—he only saw the brightness of the Lord. I’ve 

preached to as rough ignorant people as can be in the villages about Snowfield—men that looked 

very hard and wild—but they never said an uncivil word to me, and often thanked me kindly as 

they made way for me to pass through the midst of them.” 

“That I can believe—that I can well believe,” said Mr. Irwine, emphatically. “And what did 

you think of your hearers last night, now? Did you find them quiet and attentive?” 

“Very quiet, sir, but I saw no signs of any great work upon them, except in a young girl named 

Bessy Cranage, towards whom my heart yearned greatly, when my eyes first fell on her 

blooming youth, given up to folly and vanity. I had some private talk and prayer with her 

afterwards, and I trust her heart is touched. But I’ve noticed that in these villages where the 

people lead a quiet life among the green pastures and the still waters, tilling the ground and 

tending the cattle, there’s a strange deadness to the Word, as different as can be from the great 

towns, like Leeds, where I once went to visit a holy woman who preaches there. It’s wonderful 

how rich is the harvest of souls up those high-walled streets, where you seemed to walk as in a 

prison-yard, and the ear is deafened with the sounds of worldly toil. I think maybe it is because 

the promise is sweeter when this life is so dark and weary, and the soul gets more hungry when 

the body is ill at ease.” 



“Why, yes, our farm-labourers are not easily roused. They take life almost as slowly as the 

sheep and cows. But we have some intelligent workmen about here. I daresay you know the 

Bedes; Seth Bede, by the by, is a Methodist.” 

“Yes, I know Seth well, and his brother Adam a little. Seth is a gracious young man—sincere 

and without offence; and Adam is like the patriarch Joseph, for his great skill and knowledge and 

the kindness he shows to his brother and his parents.” 

“Perhaps you don’t know the trouble that has just happened to them? Their father, Matthias 

Bede, was drowned in the Willow Brook last night, not far from his own door. I’m going now to 

see Adam.” 

“Ah, their poor aged mother!” said Dinah, dropping her hands and looking before her with 

pitying eyes, as if she saw the object of her sympathy. “She will mourn heavily, for Seth has told 

me she’s of an anxious, troubled heart. I must go and see if I can give her any help.” 

As she rose and was beginning to fold up her work, Captain Donnithorne, having exhausted all 

plausible pretexts for remaining among the milk-pans, came out of the dairy, followed by Mrs. 

Poyser. Mr. Irwine now rose also, and, advancing towards Dinah, held out his hand, and said, 

“Good-bye. I hear you are going away soon; but this will not be the last visit you will pay your 

aunt—so we shall meet again, I hope.” 

His cordiality towards Dinah set all Mrs. Poyser’s anxieties at rest, and her face was brighter 

than usual, as she said, “I’ve never asked after Mrs. Irwine and the Miss Irwines, sir; I hope 

they’re as well as usual.” 

“Yes, thank you, Mrs. Poyser, except that Miss Anne has one of her bad headaches to-day. By 

the by, we all liked that nice cream-cheese you sent us—my mother especially.” 

“I’m very glad, indeed, sir. It is but seldom I make one, but I remembered Mrs. Irwine was 

fond of ’em. Please to give my duty to her, and to Miss Kate and Miss Anne. They’ve never been 

to look at my poultry this long while, and I’ve got some beautiful speckled chickens, black and 

white, as Miss Kate might like to have some of amongst hers.” 

“Well, I’ll tell her; she must come and see them. Good-bye,” said the rector, mounting his 

horse. 

“Just ride slowly on, Irwine,” said Captain Donnithorne, mounting also. “I’ll overtake you in 

three minutes. I’m only going to speak to the shepherd about the whelps. Good-bye, Mrs. Poyser; 

tell your husband I shall come and have a long talk with him soon.” 

Mrs. Poyser curtsied duly, and watched the two horses until they had disappeared from the 

yard, amidst great excitement on the part of the pigs and the poultry, and under the furious 

indignation of the bull-dog, who performed a Pyrrhic dance, that every moment seemed to 

threaten the breaking of his chain. Mrs. Poyser delighted in this noisy exit; it was a fresh 

assurance to her that the farm-yard was well guarded, and that no loiterers could enter 

unobserved; and it was not until the gate had closed behind the captain that she turned into the 

kitchen again, where Dinah stood with her bonnet in her hand, waiting to speak to her aunt, 

before she set out for Lisbeth Bede’s cottage. 



Mrs. Poyser, however, though she noticed the bonnet, deferred remarking on it until she had 

disburdened herself of her surprise at Mr. Irwine’s behaviour. 

“Why, Mr. Irwine wasn’t angry, then? What did he say to you, Dinah? Didn’t he scold you for 

preaching?” 

“No, he was not at all angry; he was very friendly to me. I was quite drawn out to speak to 

him; I hardly know how, for I had always thought of him as a worldly Sadducee. But his 

countenance is as pleasant as the morning sunshine.” 

“Pleasant! and what else did y’ expect to find him but pleasant?” said Mrs. Poyser impatiently, 

resuming her knitting. “I should think his countenance is pleasant indeed! And him a gentleman 

born, and’s got a mother like a picter. You may go the country round and not find such another 

woman turned sixty-six. It’s summat-like to see such a man as that i’ the desk of a Sunday! As I 

say to Poyser, it’s like looking at a full crop o’ wheat, or a pasture with a fine dairy o’ cows in it; 

it makes you think the world’s comfortable-like. But as for such creaturs as you Methodisses run 

after, I’d as soon go to look at a lot o’ bare-ribbed runts on a common. Fine folks they are to tell 

you what’s right, as look as if they’d never tasted nothing better than bacon-sword and sour-cake 

i’ their lives. But what did Mr. Irwine say to you about that fool’s trick o’ preaching on the 

Green?” 

“He only said he’d heard of it; he didn’t seem to feel any displeasure about it. But, dear aunt, 

don’t think any more about that. He told me something that I’m sure will cause you sorrow, as it 

does me. Thias Bede was drowned last night in the Willow Brook, and I’m thinking that the aged 

mother will be greatly in need of comfort. Perhaps I can be of use to her, so I have fetched my 

bonnet and am going to set out.” 

“Dear heart, dear heart! But you must have a cup o’ tea first, child,” said Mrs. Poyser, falling 

at once from the key of B with five sharps to the frank and genial C. “The kettle’s boiling—we’ll 

have it ready in a minute; and the young uns ’ull be in and wanting theirs directly. I’m quite 

willing you should go and see th’ old woman, for you’re one as is allays welcome in trouble, 

Methodist or no Methodist; but, for the matter o’ that, it’s the flesh and blood folks are made on 

as makes the difference. Some cheeses are made o’ skimmed milk and some o’ new milk, and 

it’s no matter what you call ’em, you may tell which is which by the look and the smell. But as to 

Thias Bede, he’s better out o’ the way nor in—God forgi’ me for saying so—for he’s done little 

this ten year but make trouble for them as belonged to him; and I think it ’ud be well for you to 

take a little bottle o’ rum for th’ old woman, for I daresay she’s got never a drop o’ nothing to 

comfort her inside. Sit down, child, and be easy, for you shan’t stir out till you’ve had a cup o’ 

tea, and so I tell you.” 

During the latter part of this speech, Mrs. Poyser had been reaching down the tea-things from 

the shelves, and was on her way towards the pantry for the loaf (followed close by Totty, who 

had made her appearance on the rattling of the tea-cups), when Hetty came out of the dairy 

relieving her tired arms by lifting them up, and clasping her hands at the back of her head. 

“Molly,” she said, rather languidly, “just run out and get me a bunch of dock-leaves: the 

butter’s ready to pack up now.” 

“D’ you hear what’s happened, Hetty?” said her aunt. 



“No; how should I hear anything?” was the answer, in a pettish tone. 

“Not as you’d care much, I daresay, if you did hear; for you’re too feather-headed to mind if 

everybody was dead, so as you could stay upstairs a-dressing yourself for two hours by the clock. 

But anybody besides yourself ’ud mind about such things happening to them as think a deal more 

of you than you deserve. But Adam Bede and all his kin might be drownded for what you’d 

care—you’d be perking at the glass the next minute.” 

“Adam Bede—drowned?” said Hetty, letting her arms fall and looking rather bewildered, but 

suspecting that her aunt was as usual exaggerating with a didactic purpose. 

“No, my dear, no,” said Dinah kindly, for Mrs. Poyser had passed on to the pantry without 

deigning more precise information. “Not Adam. Adam’s father, the old man, is drowned. He was 

drowned last night in the Willow Brook. Mr. Irwine has just told me about it.” 

“Oh, how dreadful!” said Hetty, looking serious, but not deeply affected; and as Molly now 

entered with the dock-leaves, she took them silently and returned to the dairy without asking 

further questions. 

  



Chapter IX Hetty’s World 

While she adjusted the broad leaves that set off the pale fragrant butter as the primrose is set 

off by its nest of green I am afraid Hetty was thinking a great deal more of the looks Captain 

Donnithorne had cast at her than of Adam and his troubles. Bright, admiring glances from a 

handsome young gentleman with white hands, a gold chain, occasional regimentals, and wealth 

and grandeur immeasurable—those were the warm rays that set poor Hetty’s heart vibrating and 

playing its little foolish tunes over and over again. We do not hear that Memnon’s statue gave 

forth its melody at all under the rushing of the mightiest wind, or in response to any other 

influence divine or human than certain short-lived sunbeams of morning; and we must learn to 

accommodate ourselves to the discovery that some of those cunningly fashioned instruments 

called human souls have only a very limited range of music, and will not vibrate in the least 

under a touch that fills others with tremulous rapture or quivering agony. 

Hetty was quite used to the thought that people liked to look at her. She was not blind to the 

fact that young Luke Britton of Broxton came to Hayslope Church on a Sunday afternoon on 

purpose that he might see her; and that he would have made much more decided advances if her 

uncle Poyser, thinking but lightly of a young man whose father’s land was so foul as old Luke 

Britton’s, had not forbidden her aunt to encourage him by any civilities. She was aware, too, that 

Mr. Craig, the gardener at the Chase, was over head and ears in love with her, and had lately 

made unmistakable avowals in luscious strawberries and hyperbolical peas. She knew still better, 

that Adam Bede—tall, upright, clever, brave Adam Bede—who carried such authority with all 

the people round about, and whom her uncle was always delighted to see of an evening, saying 

that “Adam knew a fine sight more o’ the natur o’ things than those as thought themselves his 

betters”—she knew that this Adam, who was often rather stern to other people and not much 

given to run after the lasses, could be made to turn pale or red any day by a word or a look from 

her. Hetty’s sphere of comparison was not large, but she couldn’t help perceiving that Adam was 

“something like” a man; always knew what to say about things, could tell her uncle how to prop 

the hovel, and had mended the churn in no time; knew, with only looking at it, the value of the 

chestnut-tree that was blown down, and why the damp came in the walls, and what they must do 

to stop the rats; and wrote a beautiful hand that you could read off, and could do figures in his 

head—a degree of accomplishment totally unknown among the richest farmers of that 

countryside. Not at all like that slouching Luke Britton, who, when she once walked with him all 

the way from Broxton to Hayslope, had only broken silence to remark that the grey goose had 

begun to lay. And as for Mr. Craig, the gardener, he was a sensible man enough, to be sure, but 

he was knock-kneed, and had a queer sort of sing-song in his talk; moreover, on the most 

charitable supposition, he must be far on the way to forty. 

Hetty was quite certain her uncle wanted her to encourage Adam, and would be pleased for her 

to marry him. For those were times when there was no rigid demarcation of rank between the 

farmer and the respectable artisan, and on the home hearth, as well as in the public house, they 

might be seen taking their jug of ale together; the farmer having a latent sense of capital, and of 

weight in parish affairs, which sustained him under his conspicuous inferiority in conversation. 

Martin Poyser was not a frequenter of public houses, but he liked a friendly chat over his own 

home-brewed; and though it was pleasant to lay down the law to a stupid neighbour who had no 

notion how to make the best of his farm, it was also an agreeable variety to learn something from 



a clever fellow like Adam Bede. Accordingly, for the last three years—ever since he had 

superintended the building of the new barn—Adam had always been made welcome at the Hall 

Farm, especially of a winter evening, when the whole family, in patriarchal fashion, master and 

mistress, children and servants, were assembled in that glorious kitchen, at well-graduated 

distances from the blazing fire. And for the last two years, at least, Hetty had been in the habit of 

hearing her uncle say, “Adam Bede may be working for wage now, but he’ll be a master-man 

some day, as sure as I sit in this chair. Mester Burge is in the right on’t to want him to go 

partners and marry his daughter, if it’s true what they say; the woman as marries him ’ull have a 

good take, be’t Lady day or Michaelmas,” a remark which Mrs. Poyser always followed up with 

her cordial assent. “Ah,” she would say, “it’s all very fine having a ready-made rich man, but 

mayhappen he’ll be a ready-made fool; and it’s no use filling your pocket full o’ money if 

you’ve got a hole in the corner. It’ll do you no good to sit in a spring-cart o’ your own, if you’ve 

got a soft to drive you: he’ll soon turn you over into the ditch. I allays said I’d never marry a man 

as had got no brains; for where’s the use of a woman having brains of her own if she’s tackled to 

a geck as everybody’s a-laughing at? She might as well dress herself fine to sit back’ards on a 

donkey.” 

These expressions, though figurative, sufficiently indicated the bent of Mrs. Poyser’s mind 

with regard to Adam; and though she and her husband might have viewed the subject differently 

if Hetty had been a daughter of their own, it was clear that they would have welcomed the match 

with Adam for a penniless niece. For what could Hetty have been but a servant elsewhere, if her 

uncle had not taken her in and brought her up as a domestic help to her aunt, whose health since 

the birth of Totty had not been equal to more positive labour than the superintendence of servants 

and children? But Hetty had never given Adam any steady encouragement. Even in the moments 

when she was most thoroughly conscious of his superiority to her other admirers, she had never 

brought herself to think of accepting him. She liked to feel that this strong, skilful, keen-eyed 

man was in her power, and would have been indignant if he had shown the least sign of slipping 

from under the yoke of her coquettish tyranny and attaching himself to the gentle Mary Burge, 

who would have been grateful enough for the most trifling notice from him. “Mary Burge, 

indeed! Such a sallow-faced girl: if she put on a bit of pink ribbon, she looked as yellow as a 

crow-flower and her hair was as straight as a hank of cotton.” And always when Adam stayed 

away for several weeks from the Hall Farm, and otherwise made some show of resistance to his 

passion as a foolish one, Hetty took care to entice him back into the net by little airs of meekness 

and timidity, as if she were in trouble at his neglect. But as to marrying Adam, that was a very 

different affair! There was nothing in the world to tempt her to do that. Her cheeks never grew a 

shade deeper when his name was mentioned; she felt no thrill when she saw him passing along 

the causeway by the window, or advancing towards her unexpectedly in the footpath across the 

meadow; she felt nothing, when his eyes rested on her, but the cold triumph of knowing that he 

loved her and would not care to look at Mary Burge. He could no more stir in her the emotions 

that make the sweet intoxication of young love than the mere picture of a sun can stir the spring 

sap in the subtle fibres of the plant. She saw him as he was—a poor man with old parents to 

keep, who would not be able, for a long while to come, to give her even such luxuries as she 

shared in her uncle’s house. And Hetty’s dreams were all of luxuries: to sit in a carpeted parlour, 

and always wear white stockings; to have some large beautiful ear-rings, such as were all the 

fashion; to have Nottingham lace round the top of her gown, and something to make her 

handkerchief smell nice, like Miss Lydia Donnithorne’s when she drew it out at church; and not 



to be obliged to get up early or be scolded by anybody. She thought, if Adam had been rich and 

could have given her these things, she loved him well enough to marry him. 

But for the last few weeks a new influence had come over Hetty—vague, atmospheric, shaping 

itself into no self-confessed hopes or prospects, but producing a pleasant narcotic effect, making 

her tread the ground and go about her work in a sort of dream, unconscious of weight or effort, 

and showing her all things through a soft, liquid veil, as if she were living not in this solid world 

of brick and stone, but in a beatified world, such as the sun lights up for us in the waters. Hetty 

had become aware that Mr. Arthur Donnithorne would take a good deal of trouble for the chance 

of seeing her; that he always placed himself at church so as to have the fullest view of her both 

sitting and standing; that he was constantly finding reason for calling at the Hall Farm, and 

always would contrive to say something for the sake of making her speak to him and look at him. 

The poor child no more conceived at present the idea that the young squire could ever be her 

lover than a baker’s pretty daughter in the crowd, whom a young emperor distinguishes by an 

imperial but admiring smile, conceives that she shall be made empress. But the baker’s daughter 

goes home and dreams of the handsome young emperor, and perhaps weighs the flour amiss 

while she is thinking what a heavenly lot it must be to have him for a husband. And so, poor 

Hetty had got a face and a presence haunting her waking and sleeping dreams; bright, soft 

glances had penetrated her, and suffused her life with a strange, happy languor. The eyes that 

shed those glances were really not half so fine as Adam’s, which sometimes looked at her with a 

sad, beseeching tenderness, but they had found a ready medium in Hetty’s little silly 

imagination, whereas Adam’s could get no entrance through that atmosphere. For three weeks, at 

least, her inward life had consisted of little else than living through in memory the looks and 

words Arthur had directed towards her—of little else than recalling the sensations with which 

she heard his voice outside the house, and saw him enter, and became conscious that his eyes 

were fixed on her, and then became conscious that a tall figure, looking down on her with eyes 

that seemed to touch her, was coming nearer in clothes of beautiful texture with an odour like 

that of a flower-garden borne on the evening breeze. Foolish thoughts! But all this happened, you 

must remember, nearly sixty years ago, and Hetty was quite uneducated—a simple farmer’s girl, 

to whom a gentleman with a white hand was dazzling as an Olympian god. Until to-day, she had 

never looked farther into the future than to the next time Captain Donnithorne would come to the 

Farm, or the next Sunday when she should see him at church; but now she thought, perhaps he 

would try to meet her when she went to the Chase to-morrow—and if he should speak to her, and 

walk a little way, when nobody was by! That had never happened yet; and now her imagination, 

instead of retracing the past, was busy fashioning what would happen to-morrow—whereabout 

in the Chase she should see him coming towards her, how she should put her new rose-coloured 

ribbon on, which he had never seen, and what he would say to her to make her return his 

glance—a glance which she would be living through in her memory, over and over again, all the 

rest of the day. 

In this state of mind, how could Hetty give any feeling to Adam’s troubles, or think much 

about poor old Thias being drowned? Young souls, in such pleasant delirium as hers are as 

unsympathetic as butterflies sipping nectar; they are isolated from all appeals by a barrier of 

dreams—by invisible looks and impalpable arms. 

While Hetty’s hands were busy packing up the butter, and her head filled with these pictures of 

the morrow, Arthur Donnithorne, riding by Mr. Irwine’s side towards the valley of the Willow 



Brook, had also certain indistinct anticipations, running as an undercurrent in his mind while he 

was listening to Mr. Irwine’s account of Dinah—indistinct, yet strong enough to make him feel 

rather conscious when Mr. Irwine suddenly said, “What fascinated you so in Mrs. Poyser’s dairy, 

Arthur? Have you become an amateur of damp quarries and skimming dishes?” 

Arthur knew the rector too well to suppose that a clever invention would be of any use, so he 

said, with his accustomed frankness, “No, I went to look at the pretty butter-maker Hetty Sorrel. 

She’s a perfect Hebe; and if I were an artist, I would paint her. It’s amazing what pretty girls one 

sees among the farmers’ daughters, when the men are such clowns. That common, round, red 

face one sees sometimes in the men—all cheek and no features, like Martin Poyser’s—comes out 

in the women of the family as the most charming phiz imaginable.” 

“Well, I have no objection to your contemplating Hetty in an artistic light, but I must not have 

you feeding her vanity and filling her little noddle with the notion that she’s a great beauty, 

attractive to fine gentlemen, or you will spoil her for a poor man’s wife—honest Craig’s, for 

example, whom I have seen bestowing soft glances on her. The little puss seems already to have 

airs enough to make a husband as miserable as it’s a law of nature for a quiet man to be when he 

marries a beauty. Apropos of marrying, I hope our friend Adam will get settled, now the poor old 

man’s gone. He will only have his mother to keep in future, and I’ve a notion that there’s a 

kindness between him and that nice modest girl, Mary Burge, from something that fell from old 

Jonathan one day when I was talking to him. But when I mentioned the subject to Adam he 

looked uneasy and turned the conversation. I suppose the love-making doesn’t run smooth, or 

perhaps Adam hangs back till he’s in a better position. He has independence of spirit enough for 

two men—rather an excess of pride, if anything.” 

“That would be a capital match for Adam. He would slip into old Burge’s shoes and make a 

fine thing of that building business, I’ll answer for him. I should like to see him well settled in 

this parish; he would be ready then to act as my grand-vizier when I wanted one. We could plan 

no end of repairs and improvements together. I’ve never seen the girl, though, I think—at least 

I’ve never looked at her.” 

“Look at her next Sunday at church—she sits with her father on the left of the reading-desk. 

You needn’t look quite so much at Hetty Sorrel then. When I’ve made up my mind that I can’t 

afford to buy a tempting dog, I take no notice of him, because if he took a strong fancy to me and 

looked lovingly at me, the struggle between arithmetic and inclination might become 

unpleasantly severe. I pique myself on my wisdom there, Arthur, and as an old fellow to whom 

wisdom had become cheap, I bestow it upon you.” 

“Thank you. It may stand me in good stead some day though I don’t know that I have any 

present use for it. Bless me! How the brook has overflowed. Suppose we have a canter, now 

we’re at the bottom of the hill.” 

That is the great advantage of dialogue on horseback; it can be merged any minute into a trot 

or a canter, and one might have escaped from Socrates himself in the saddle. The two friends 

were free from the necessity of further conversation till they pulled up in the lane behind Adam’s 

cottage. 

  



Chapter X Dinah Visits Lisbeth 

At five o’clock Lisbeth came downstairs with a large key in her hand: it was the key of the 

chamber where her husband lay dead. Throughout the day, except in her occasional outbursts of 

wailing grief, she had been in incessant movement, performing the initial duties to her dead with 

the awe and exactitude that belong to religious rites. She had brought out her little store of 

bleached linen, which she had for long years kept in reserve for this supreme use. It seemed but 

yesterday—that time so many midsummers ago, when she had told Thias where this linen lay, 

that he might be sure and reach it out for her when she died, for she was the elder of the two. 

Then there had been the work of cleansing to the strictest purity every object in the sacred 

chamber, and of removing from it every trace of common daily occupation. The small window, 

which had hitherto freely let in the frosty moonlight or the warm summer sunrise on the working 

man’s slumber, must now be darkened with a fair white sheet, for this was the sleep which is as 

sacred under the bare rafters as in ceiled houses. Lisbeth had even mended a long-neglected and 

unnoticeable rent in the checkered bit of bed-curtain; for the moments were few and precious 

now in which she would be able to do the smallest office of respect or love for the still corpse, to 

which in all her thoughts she attributed some consciousness. Our dead are never dead to us until 

we have forgotten them: they can be injured by us, they can be wounded; they know all our 

penitence, all our aching sense that their place is empty, all the kisses we bestow on the smallest 

relic of their presence. And the aged peasant woman most of all believes that her dead are 

conscious. Decent burial was what Lisbeth had been thinking of for herself through years of 

thrift, with an indistinct expectation that she should know when she was being carried to the 

churchyard, followed by her husband and her sons; and now she felt as if the greatest work of her 

life were to be done in seeing that Thias was buried decently before her—under the white thorn, 

where once, in a dream, she had thought she lay in the coffin, yet all the while saw the sunshine 

above and smelt the white blossoms that were so thick upon the thorn the Sunday she went to be 

churched after Adam was born. 

But now she had done everything that could be done to-day in the chamber of death—had 

done it all herself, with some aid from her sons in lifting, for she would let no one be fetched to 

help her from the village, not being fond of female neighbours generally; and her favourite 

Dolly, the old housekeeper at Mr. Burge’s, who had come to condole with her in the morning as 

soon as she heard of Thias’s death, was too dim-sighted to be of much use. She had locked the 

door, and now held the key in her hand, as she threw herself wearily into a chair that stood out of 

its place in the middle of the house floor, where in ordinary times she would never have 

consented to sit. The kitchen had had none of her attention that day; it was soiled with the tread 

of muddy shoes and untidy with clothes and other objects out of place. But what at another time 

would have been intolerable to Lisbeth’s habits of order and cleanliness seemed to her now just 

what should be: it was right that things should look strange and disordered and wretched, now 

the old man had come to his end in that sad way; the kitchen ought not to look as if nothing had 

happened. Adam, overcome with the agitations and exertions of the day after his night of hard 

work, had fallen asleep on a bench in the workshop; and Seth was in the back kitchen making a 

fire of sticks that he might get the kettle to boil, and persuade his mother to have a cup of tea, an 

indulgence which she rarely allowed herself. 



There was no one in the kitchen when Lisbeth entered and threw herself into the chair. She 

looked round with blank eyes at the dirt and confusion on which the bright afternoon’s sun shone 

dismally; it was all of a piece with the sad confusion of her mind—that confusion which belongs 

to the first hours of a sudden sorrow, when the poor human soul is like one who has been 

deposited sleeping among the ruins of a vast city, and wakes up in dreary amazement, not 

knowing whether it is the growing or the dying day—not knowing why and whence came this 

illimitable scene of desolation, or why he too finds himself desolate in the midst of it. 

At another time Lisbeth’s first thought would have been, “Where is Adam?” but the sudden 

death of her husband had restored him in these hours to that first place in her affections which he 

had held six-and-twenty years ago. She had forgotten his faults as we forget the sorrows of our 

departed childhood, and thought of nothing but the young husband’s kindness and the old man’s 

patience. Her eyes continued to wander blankly until Seth came in and began to remove some of 

the scattered things, and clear the small round deal table that he might set out his mother’s tea 

upon it. 

“What art goin’ to do?” she said, rather peevishly. 

“I want thee to have a cup of tea, Mother,” answered Seth, tenderly. “It’ll do thee good; and 

I’ll put two or three of these things away, and make the house look more comfortable.” 

“Comfortable! How canst talk o’ ma’in’ things comfortable? Let a-be, let a-be. There’s no 

comfort for me no more,” she went on, the tears coming when she began to speak, “now thy poor 

feyther’s gone, as I’n washed for and mended, an’ got’s victual for him for thirty ’ear, an’ him 

allays so pleased wi’ iverything I done for him, an’ used to be so handy an’ do the jobs for me 

when I war ill an’ cumbered wi’ th’ babby, an’ made me the posset an’ brought it upstairs as 

proud as could be, an’ carried the lad as war as heavy as two children for five mile an’ ne’er 

grumbled, all the way to Warson Wake, ’cause I wanted to go an’ see my sister, as war dead an’ 

gone the very next Christmas as e’er come. An’ him to be drownded in the brook as we passed 

o’er the day we war married an’ come home together, an’ he’d made them lots o’ shelves for me 

to put my plates an’ things on, an’ showed ’em me as proud as could be, ’cause he know’d I 

should be pleased. An’ he war to die an’ me not to know, but to be a-sleepin’ i’ my bed, as if I 

caredna nought about it. Eh! An’ me to live to see that! An’ us as war young folks once, an’ 

thought we should do rarely when we war married. Let a-be, lad, let a-be! I wonna ha’ no tay. I 

carena if I ne’er ate nor drink no more. When one end o’ th’ bridge tumbles down, where’s th’ 

use o’ th’ other stannin’? I may’s well die, an’ foller my old man. There’s no knowin’ but he’ll 

want me.” 

Here Lisbeth broke from words into moans, swaying herself backwards and forwards on her 

chair. Seth, always timid in his behaviour towards his mother, from the sense that he had no 

influence over her, felt it was useless to attempt to persuade or soothe her till this passion was 

past; so he contented himself with tending the back kitchen fire and folding up his father’s 

clothes, which had been hanging out to dry since morning—afraid to move about in the room 

where his mother was, lest he should irritate her further. 

But after Lisbeth had been rocking herself and moaning for some minutes, she suddenly 

paused and said aloud to herself, “I’ll go an’ see arter Adam, for I canna think where he’s gotten; 



an’ I want him to go upstairs wi’ me afore it’s dark, for the minutes to look at the corpse is like 

the meltin’ snow.” 

Seth overheard this, and coming into the kitchen again, as his mother rose from her chair, he 

said, “Adam’s asleep in the workshop, mother. Thee’dst better not wake him. He was 

o’erwrought with work and trouble.” 

“Wake him? Who’s a-goin’ to wake him? I shanna wake him wi’ lookin’ at him. I hanna seen 

the lad this two hour—I’d welly forgot as he’d e’er growed up from a babby when’s feyther 

carried him.” 

Adam was seated on a rough bench, his head supported by his arm, which rested from the 

shoulder to the elbow on the long planing-table in the middle of the workshop. It seemed as if he 

had sat down for a few minutes’ rest and had fallen asleep without slipping from his first attitude 

of sad, fatigued thought. His face, unwashed since yesterday, looked pallid and clammy; his hair 

was tossed shaggily about his forehead, and his closed eyes had the sunken look which follows 

upon watching and sorrow. His brow was knit, and his whole face had an expression of 

weariness and pain. Gyp was evidently uneasy, for he sat on his haunches, resting his nose on his 

master’s stretched-out leg, and dividing the time between licking the hand that hung listlessly 

down and glancing with a listening air towards the door. The poor dog was hungry and restless, 

but would not leave his master, and was waiting impatiently for some change in the scene. It was 

owing to this feeling on Gyp’s part that, when Lisbeth came into the workshop and advanced 

towards Adam as noiselessly as she could, her intention not to awaken him was immediately 

defeated; for Gyp’s excitement was too great to find vent in anything short of a sharp bark, and 

in a moment Adam opened his eyes and saw his mother standing before him. It was not very 

unlike his dream, for his sleep had been little more than living through again, in a fevered 

delirious way, all that had happened since daybreak, and his mother with her fretful grief was 

present to him through it all. The chief difference between the reality and the vision was that in 

his dream Hetty was continually coming before him in bodily presence—strangely mingling 

herself as an actor in scenes with which she had nothing to do. She was even by the Willow 

Brook; she made his mother angry by coming into the house; and he met her with her smart 

clothes quite wet through, as he walked in the rain to Treddleston, to tell the coroner. But 

wherever Hetty came, his mother was sure to follow soon; and when he opened his eyes, it was 

not at all startling to see her standing near him. 

“Eh, my lad, my lad!” Lisbeth burst out immediately, her wailing impulse returning, for grief 

in its freshness feels the need of associating its loss and its lament with every change of scene 

and incident, “thee’st got nobody now but thy old mother to torment thee and be a burden to 

thee. Thy poor feyther ’ull ne’er anger thee no more; an’ thy mother may’s well go arter him—

the sooner the better—for I’m no good to nobody now. One old coat ’ull do to patch another, but 

it’s good for nought else. Thee’dst like to ha’ a wife to mend thy clothes an’ get thy victual, 

better nor thy old mother. An’ I shall be nought but cumber, a-sittin’ i’ th’ chimney-corner. 

(Adam winced and moved uneasily; he dreaded, of all things, to hear his mother speak of Hetty.) 

But if thy feyther had lived, he’d ne’er ha’ wanted me to go to make room for another, for he 

could no more ha’ done wi’out me nor one side o’ the scissars can do wi’out th’ other. Eh, we 

should ha’ been both flung away together, an’ then I shouldna ha’ seen this day, an’ one buryin’ 

’ud ha’ done for us both.” 



Here Lisbeth paused, but Adam sat in pained silence—he could not speak otherwise than 

tenderly to his mother to-day, but he could not help being irritated by this plaint. It was not 

possible for poor Lisbeth to know how it affected Adam any more than it is possible for a 

wounded dog to know how his moans affect the nerves of his master. Like all complaining 

women, she complained in the expectation of being soothed, and when Adam said nothing, she 

was only prompted to complain more bitterly. 

“I know thee couldst do better wi’out me, for thee couldst go where thee likedst an’ marry 

them as thee likedst. But I donna want to say thee nay, let thee bring home who thee wut; I’d 

ne’er open my lips to find faut, for when folks is old an’ o’ no use, they may think theirsens well 

off to get the bit an’ the sup, though they’n to swallow ill words wi’t. An’ if thee’st set thy heart 

on a lass as’ll bring thee nought and waste all, when thee mightst ha’ them as ’ud make a man on 

thee, I’ll say nought, now thy feyther’s dead an’ drownded, for I’m no better nor an old haft 

when the blade’s gone.” 

Adam, unable to bear this any longer, rose silently from the bench and walked out of the 

workshop into the kitchen. But Lisbeth followed him. 

“Thee wutna go upstairs an’ see thy feyther then? I’n done everythin’ now, an’ he’d like thee 

to go an’ look at him, for he war allays so pleased when thee wast mild to him.” 

Adam turned round at once and said, “Yes, mother; let us go upstairs. Come, Seth, let us go 

together.” 

They went upstairs, and for five minutes all was silence. Then the key was turned again, and 

there was a sound of footsteps on the stairs. But Adam did not come down again; he was too 

weary and worn-out to encounter more of his mother’s querulous grief, and he went to rest on his 

bed. Lisbeth no sooner entered the kitchen and sat down than she threw her apron over her head, 

and began to cry and moan and rock herself as before. Seth thought, “She will be quieter by and 

by, now we have been upstairs”; and he went into the back kitchen again, to tend his little fire, 

hoping that he should presently induce her to have some tea. 

Lisbeth had been rocking herself in this way for more than five minutes, giving a low moan 

with every forward movement of her body, when she suddenly felt a hand placed gently on hers, 

and a sweet treble voice said to her, “Dear sister, the Lord has sent me to see if I can be a 

comfort to you.” 

Lisbeth paused, in a listening attitude, without removing her apron from her face. The voice 

was strange to her. Could it be her sister’s spirit come back to her from the dead after all those 

years? She trembled and dared not look. 

Dinah, believing that this pause of wonder was in itself a relief for the sorrowing woman, said 

no more just yet, but quietly took off her bonnet, and then, motioning silence to Seth, who, on 

hearing her voice, had come in with a beating heart, laid one hand on the back of Lisbeth’s chair 

and leaned over her, that she might be aware of a friendly presence. 

Slowly Lisbeth drew down her apron, and timidly she opened her dim dark eyes. She saw 

nothing at first but a face—a pure, pale face, with loving grey eyes, and it was quite unknown to 

her. Her wonder increased; perhaps it was an angel. But in the same instant Dinah had laid her 



hand on Lisbeth’s again, and the old woman looked down at it. It was a much smaller hand than 

her own, but it was not white and delicate, for Dinah had never worn a glove in her life, and her 

hand bore the traces of labour from her childhood upwards. Lisbeth looked earnestly at the hand 

for a moment, and then, fixing her eyes again on Dinah’s face, said, with something of restored 

courage, but in a tone of surprise, “Why, ye’re a workin’ woman!” 

“Yes, I am Dinah Morris, and I work in the cotton-mill when I am at home.” 

“Ah!” said Lisbeth slowly, still wondering; “ye comed in so light, like the shadow on the wall, 

an’ spoke i’ my ear, as I thought ye might be a sperrit. Ye’ve got a’most the face o’ one as is a-

sittin’ on the grave i’ Adam’s new Bible.” 

“I come from the Hall Farm now. You know Mrs. Poyser—she’s my aunt, and she has heard 

of your great affliction, and is very sorry; and I’m come to see if I can be any help to you in your 

trouble; for I know your sons Adam and Seth, and I know you have no daughter; and when the 

clergyman told me how the hand of God was heavy upon you, my heart went out towards you, 

and I felt a command to come and be to you in the place of a daughter in this grief, if you will let 

me.” 

“Ah! I know who y’ are now; y’ are a Methody, like Seth; he’s tould me on you,” said Lisbeth 

fretfully, her overpowering sense of pain returning, now her wonder was gone. “Ye’ll make it out 

as trouble’s a good thing, like he allays does. But where’s the use o’ talkin’ to me a-that’n? Ye 

canna make the smart less wi’ talkin’. Ye’ll ne’er make me believe as it’s better for me not to ha’ 

my old man die in’s bed, if he must die, an’ ha’ the parson to pray by him, an’ me to sit by him, 

an’ tell him ne’er to mind th’ ill words I’ve gi’en him sometimes when I war angered, an’ to gi’ 

him a bit an’ a sup, as long as a bit an’ a sup he’d swallow. But eh! To die i’ the cold water, an’ 

us close to him, an’ ne’er to know; an’ me a-sleepin’, as if I ne’er belonged to him no more nor if 

he’d been a journeyman tramp from nobody knows where!” 

Here Lisbeth began to cry and rock herself again; and Dinah said, “Yes, dear friend, your 

affliction is great. It would be hardness of heart to say that your trouble was not heavy to bear. 

God didn’t send me to you to make light of your sorrow, but to mourn with you, if you will let 

me. If you had a table spread for a feast, and was making merry with your friends, you would 

think it was kind to let me come and sit down and rejoice with you, because you’d think I should 

like to share those good things; but I should like better to share in your trouble and your labour, 

and it would seem harder to me if you denied me that. You won’t send me away? You’re not 

angry with me for coming?” 

“Nay, nay; angered! who said I war angered? It war good on you to come. An’ Seth, why 

donna ye get her some tay? Ye war in a hurry to get some for me, as had no need, but ye donna 

think o’ gettin’ ’t for them as wants it. Sit ye down; sit ye down. I thank you kindly for comin’, 

for it’s little wage ye get by walkin’ through the wet fields to see an old woman like me.... Nay, 

I’n got no daughter o’ my own—ne’er had one—an’ I warna sorry, for they’re poor queechy 

things, gells is; I allays wanted to ha’ lads, as could fend for theirsens. An’ the lads ’ull be 

marryin’—I shall ha’ daughters eno’, an’ too many. But now, do ye make the tay as ye like it, for 

I’n got no taste i’ my mouth this day—it’s all one what I swaller—it’s all got the taste o’ sorrow 

wi’t.” 



Dinah took care not to betray that she had had her tea, and accepted Lisbeth’s invitation very 

readily, for the sake of persuading the old woman herself to take the food and drink she so much 

needed after a day of hard work and fasting. 

Seth was so happy now Dinah was in the house that he could not help thinking her presence 

was worth purchasing with a life in which grief incessantly followed upon grief; but the next 

moment he reproached himself—it was almost as if he were rejoicing in his father’s sad death. 

Nevertheless the joy of being with Dinah would triumph—it was like the influence of climate, 

which no resistance can overcome. And the feeling even suffused itself over his face so as to 

attract his mother’s notice, while she was drinking her tea. 

“Thee may’st well talk o’ trouble bein’ a good thing, Seth, for thee thriv’st on’t. Thee look’st 

as if thee know’dst no more o’ care an’ cumber nor when thee wast a babby a-lyin’ awake i’ th’ 

cradle. For thee’dst allays lie still wi’ thy eyes open, an’ Adam ne’er ’ud lie still a minute when 

he wakened. Thee wast allays like a bag o’ meal as can ne’er be bruised—though, for the matter 

o’ that, thy poor feyther war just such another. But ye’ve got the same look too” (here Lisbeth 

turned to Dinah). “I reckon it’s wi’ bein’ a Methody. Not as I’m a-findin’ faut wi’ ye for’t, for 

ye’ve no call to be frettin’, an’ somehow ye looken sorry too. Eh! Well, if the Methodies are 

fond o’ trouble, they’re like to thrive: it’s a pity they canna ha’t all, an’ take it away from them as 

donna like it. I could ha’ gi’en ’em plenty; for when I’d gotten my old man I war worreted from 

morn till night; and now he’s gone, I’d be glad for the worst o’er again.” 

“Yes,” said Dinah, careful not to oppose any feeling of Lisbeth’s, for her reliance, in her 

smallest words and deeds, on a divine guidance, always issued in that finest woman’s tact which 

proceeds from acute and ready sympathy; “yes, I remember too, when my dear aunt died, I 

longed for the sound of her bad cough in the nights, instead of the silence that came when she 

was gone. But now, dear friend, drink this other cup of tea and eat a little more.” 

“What!” said Lisbeth, taking the cup and speaking in a less querulous tone, “had ye got no 

feyther and mother, then, as ye war so sorry about your aunt?” 

“No, I never knew a father or mother; my aunt brought me up from a baby. She had no 

children, for she was never married and she brought me up as tenderly as if I’d been her own 

child.” 

“Eh, she’d fine work wi’ ye, I’ll warrant, bringin’ ye up from a babby, an’ her a lone woman—

it’s ill bringin’ up a cade lamb. But I daresay ye warna franzy, for ye look as if ye’d ne’er been 

angered i’ your life. But what did ye do when your aunt died, an’ why didna ye come to live in 

this country, bein’ as Mrs. Poyser’s your aunt too?” 

Dinah, seeing that Lisbeth’s attention was attracted, told her the story of her early life—how 

she had been brought up to work hard, and what sort of place Snowfield was, and how many 

people had a hard life there—all the details that she thought likely to interest Lisbeth. The old 

woman listened, and forgot to be fretful, unconsciously subject to the soothing influence of 

Dinah’s face and voice. After a while she was persuaded to let the kitchen be made tidy; for 

Dinah was bent on this, believing that the sense of order and quietude around her would help in 

disposing Lisbeth to join in the prayer she longed to pour forth at her side. Seth, meanwhile, 

went out to chop wood, for he surmised that Dinah would like to be left alone with his mother. 



Lisbeth sat watching her as she moved about in her still quick way, and said at last, “Ye’ve got 

a notion o’ cleanin’ up. I wouldna mind ha’in ye for a daughter, for ye wouldna spend the lad’s 

wage i’ fine clothes an’ waste. Ye’re not like the lasses o’ this countryside. I reckon folks is 

different at Snowfield from what they are here.” 

“They have a different sort of life, many of ’em,” said Dinah; “they work at different things—

some in the mill, and many in the mines, in the villages round about. But the heart of man is the 

same everywhere, and there are the children of this world and the children of light there as well 

as elsewhere. But we’ve many more Methodists there than in this country.” 

“Well, I didna know as the Methody women war like ye, for there’s Will Maskery’s wife, as 

they say’s a big Methody, isna pleasant to look at, at all. I’d as lief look at a tooad. An’ I’m 

thinkin’ I wouldna mind if ye’d stay an’ sleep here, for I should like to see ye i’ th’ house i’ th’ 

mornin’. But mayhappen they’ll be lookin for ye at Mester Poyser’s.” 

“No,” said Dinah, “they don’t expect me, and I should like to stay, if you’ll let me.” 

“Well, there’s room; I’n got my bed laid i’ th’ little room o’er the back kitchen, an’ ye can lie 

beside me. I’d be glad to ha’ ye wi’ me to speak to i’ th’ night, for ye’ve got a nice way o’ 

talkin’. It puts me i’ mind o’ the swallows as was under the thack last ’ear when they fust begun 

to sing low an’ soft-like i’ th’ mornin’. Eh, but my old man war fond o’ them birds! An’ so war 

Adam, but they’n ne’er comed again this ’ear. Happen they’re dead too.” 

“There,” said Dinah, “now the kitchen looks tidy, and now, dear Mother—for I’m your 

daughter to-night, you know—I should like you to wash your face and have a clean cap on. Do 

you remember what David did, when God took away his child from him? While the child was 

yet alive he fasted and prayed to God to spare it, and he would neither eat nor drink, but lay on 

the ground all night, beseeching God for the child. But when he knew it was dead, he rose up 

from the ground and washed and anointed himself, and changed his clothes, and ate and drank; 

and when they asked him how it was that he seemed to have left off grieving now the child was 

dead, he said, ‘While the child was yet alive, I fasted and wept; for I said, Who can tell whether 

God will be gracious to me, that the child may live? But now he is dead, wherefore should I fast? 

Can I bring him back again? I shall go to him, but he shall not return to me.’” 

“Eh, that’s a true word,” said Lisbeth. “Yea, my old man wonna come back to me, but I shall 

go to him—the sooner the better. Well, ye may do as ye like wi’ me: there’s a clean cap i’ that 

drawer, an’ I’ll go i’ the back kitchen an’ wash my face. An’ Seth, thee may’st reach down 

Adam’s new Bible wi’ th’ picters in, an’ she shall read us a chapter. Eh, I like them words—‘I 

shall go to him, but he wonna come back to me.’” 

Dinah and Seth were both inwardly offering thanks for the greater quietness of spirit that had 

come over Lisbeth. This was what Dinah had been trying to bring about, through all her still 

sympathy and absence from exhortation. From her girlhood upwards she had had experience 

among the sick and the mourning, among minds hardened and shrivelled through poverty and 

ignorance, and had gained the subtlest perception of the mode in which they could best be 

touched and softened into willingness to receive words of spiritual consolation or warning. As 

Dinah expressed it, “she was never left to herself; but it was always given her when to keep 

silence and when to speak.” And do we not all agree to call rapid thought and noble impulse by 



the name of inspiration? After our subtlest analysis of the mental process, we must still say, as 

Dinah did, that our highest thoughts and our best deeds are all given to us. 

And so there was earnest prayer—there was faith, love, and hope pouring forth that evening in 

the little kitchen. And poor, aged, fretful Lisbeth, without grasping any distinct idea, without 

going through any course of religious emotions, felt a vague sense of goodness and love, and of 

something right lying underneath and beyond all this sorrowing life. She couldn’t understand the 

sorrow; but, for these moments, under the subduing influence of Dinah’s spirit, she felt that she 

must be patient and still. 

  



Chapter XI In the Cottage 

It was but half-past four the next morning when Dinah, tired of lying awake listening to the 

birds and watching the growing light through the little window in the garret roof, rose and began 

to dress herself very quietly, lest she should disturb Lisbeth. But already some one else was astir 

in the house, and had gone downstairs, preceded by Gyp. The dog’s pattering step was a sure 

sign that it was Adam who went down; but Dinah was not aware of this, and she thought it was 

more likely to be Seth, for he had told her how Adam had stayed up working the night before. 

Seth, however, had only just awakened at the sound of the opening door. The exciting influence 

of the previous day, heightened at last by Dinah’s unexpected presence, had not been 

counteracted by any bodily weariness, for he had not done his ordinary amount of hard work; 

and so when he went to bed; it was not till he had tired himself with hours of tossing wakefulness 

that drowsiness came, and led on a heavier morning sleep than was usual with him. 

But Adam had been refreshed by his long rest, and with his habitual impatience of mere 

passivity, he was eager to begin the new day and subdue sadness by his strong will and strong 

arm. The white mist lay in the valley; it was going to be a bright warm day, and he would start to 

work again when he had had his breakfast. 

“There’s nothing but what’s bearable as long as a man can work,” he said to himself; “the 

natur o’ things doesn’t change, though it seems as if one’s own life was nothing but change. The 

square o’ four is sixteen, and you must lengthen your lever in proportion to your weight, is as 

true when a man’s miserable as when he’s happy; and the best o’ working is, it gives you a grip 

hold o’ things outside your own lot.” 

As he dashed the cold water over his head and face, he felt completely himself again, and with 

his black eyes as keen as ever and his thick black hair all glistening with the fresh moisture, he 

went into the workshop to look out the wood for his father’s coffin, intending that he and Seth 

should carry it with them to Jonathan Burge’s and have the coffin made by one of the workmen 

there, so that his mother might not see and hear the sad task going forward at home. 

He had just gone into the workshop when his quick ear detected a light rapid foot on the 

stairs—certainly not his mother’s. He had been in bed and asleep when Dinah had come in, in 

the evening, and now he wondered whose step this could be. A foolish thought came, and moved 

him strangely. As if it could be Hetty! She was the last person likely to be in the house. And yet 

he felt reluctant to go and look and have the clear proof that it was some one else. He stood 

leaning on a plank he had taken hold of, listening to sounds which his imagination interpreted for 

him so pleasantly that the keen strong face became suffused with a timid tenderness. The light 

footstep moved about the kitchen, followed by the sound of the sweeping brush, hardly making 

so much noise as the lightest breeze that chases the autumn leaves along the dusty path; and 

Adam’s imagination saw a dimpled face, with dark bright eyes and roguish smiles looking 

backward at this brush, and a rounded figure just leaning a little to clasp the handle. A very 

foolish thought—it could not be Hetty; but the only way of dismissing such nonsense from his 

head was to go and see who it was, for his fancy only got nearer and nearer to belief while he 

stood there listening. He loosed the plank and went to the kitchen door. 



“How do you do, Adam Bede?” said Dinah, in her calm treble, pausing from her sweeping and 

fixing her mild grave eyes upon him. “I trust you feel rested and strengthened again to bear the 

burden and heat of the day.” 

It was like dreaming of the sunshine and awaking in the moonlight. Adam had seen Dinah 

several times, but always at the Hall Farm, where he was not very vividly conscious of any 

woman’s presence except Hetty’s, and he had only in the last day or two begun to suspect that 

Seth was in love with her, so that his attention had not hitherto been drawn towards her for his 

brother’s sake. But now her slim figure, her plain black gown, and her pale serene face 

impressed him with all the force that belongs to a reality contrasted with a preoccupying fancy. 

For the first moment or two he made no answer, but looked at her with the concentrated, 

examining glance which a man gives to an object in which he has suddenly begun to be 

interested. Dinah, for the first time in her life, felt a painful self-consciousness; there was 

something in the dark penetrating glance of this strong man so different from the mildness and 

timidity of his brother Seth. A faint blush came, which deepened as she wondered at it. This 

blush recalled Adam from his forgetfulness. 

“I was quite taken by surprise; it was very good of you to come and see my mother in her 

trouble,” he said, in a gentle grateful tone, for his quick mind told him at once how she came to 

be there. “I hope my mother was thankful to have you,” he added, wondering rather anxiously 

what had been Dinah’s reception. 

“Yes,” said Dinah, resuming her work, “she seemed greatly comforted after a while, and she’s 

had a good deal of rest in the night, by times. She was fast asleep when I left her.” 

“Who was it took the news to the Hall Farm?” said Adam, his thoughts reverting to some one 

there; he wondered whether she had felt anything about it. 

“It was Mr. Irwine, the clergyman, told me, and my aunt was grieved for your mother when 

she heard it, and wanted me to come; and so is my uncle, I’m sure, now he’s heard it, but he was 

gone out to Rosseter all yesterday. They’ll look for you there as soon as you’ve got time to go, 

for there’s nobody round that hearth but what’s glad to see you.” 

Dinah, with her sympathetic divination, knew quite well that Adam was longing to hear if 

Hetty had said anything about their trouble; she was too rigorously truthful for benevolent 

invention, but she had contrived to say something in which Hetty was tacitly included. Love has 

a way of cheating itself consciously, like a child who plays at solitary hide-and-seek; it is pleased 

with assurances that it all the while disbelieves. Adam liked what Dinah had said so much that 

his mind was directly full of the next visit he should pay to the Hall Farm, when Hetty would 

perhaps behave more kindly to him than she had ever done before. 

“But you won’t be there yourself any longer?” he said to Dinah. 

“No, I go back to Snowfield on Saturday, and I shall have to set out to Treddleston early, to be 

in time for the Oakbourne carrier. So I must go back to the farm to-night, that I may have the last 

day with my aunt and her children. But I can stay here all to-day, if your mother would like me; 

and her heart seemed inclined towards me last night.” 



“Ah, then, she’s sure to want you to-day. If mother takes to people at the beginning, she’s sure 

to get fond of ’em; but she’s a strange way of not liking young women. Though, to be sure,” 

Adam went on, smiling, “her not liking other young women is no reason why she shouldn’t like 

you.” 

Hitherto Gyp had been assisting at this conversation in motionless silence, seated on his 

haunches, and alternately looking up in his master’s face to watch its expression and observing 

Dinah’s movements about the kitchen. The kind smile with which Adam uttered the last words 

was apparently decisive with Gyp of the light in which the stranger was to be regarded, and as 

she turned round after putting aside her sweeping-brush, he trotted towards her and put up his 

muzzle against her hand in a friendly way. 

“You see Gyp bids you welcome,” said Adam, “and he’s very slow to welcome strangers.” 

“Poor dog!” said Dinah, patting the rough grey coat, “I’ve a strange feeling about the dumb 

things as if they wanted to speak, and it was a trouble to ’em because they couldn’t. I can’t help 

being sorry for the dogs always, though perhaps there’s no need. But they may well have more in 

them than they know how to make us understand, for we can’t say half what we feel, with all our 

words.” 

Seth came down now, and was pleased to find Adam talking with Dinah; he wanted Adam to 

know how much better she was than all other women. But after a few words of greeting, Adam 

drew him into the workshop to consult about the coffin, and Dinah went on with her cleaning. 

By six o’clock they were all at breakfast with Lisbeth in a kitchen as clean as she could have 

made it herself. The window and door were open, and the morning air brought with it a mingled 

scent of southernwood, thyme, and sweet-briar from the patch of garden by the side of the 

cottage. Dinah did not sit down at first, but moved about, serving the others with the warm 

porridge and the toasted oat-cake, which she had got ready in the usual way, for she had asked 

Seth to tell her just what his mother gave them for breakfast. Lisbeth had been unusually silent 

since she came downstairs, apparently requiring some time to adjust her ideas to a state of things 

in which she came down like a lady to find all the work done, and sat still to be waited on. Her 

new sensations seemed to exclude the remembrance of her grief. At last, after tasting the 

porridge, she broke silence: 

“Ye might ha’ made the parridge worse,” she said to Dinah; “I can ate it wi’out its turnin’ my 

stomach. It might ha’ been a trifle thicker an’ no harm, an’ I allays putten a sprig o’ mint in 

mysen; but how’s ye t’ know that? The lads arena like to get folks as ’ll make their parridge as 

I’n made it for ’em; it’s well if they get onybody as ’ll make parridge at all. But ye might do, wi’ 

a bit o’ showin’; for ye’re a stirrin’ body in a mornin’, an’ ye’ve a light heel, an’ ye’ve cleaned 

th’ house well enough for a ma’shift.” 

“Makeshift, mother?” said Adam. “Why, I think the house looks beautiful. I don’t know how it 

could look better.” 

“Thee dostna know? Nay; how’s thee to know? Th’ men ne’er know whether the floor’s 

cleaned or cat-licked. But thee’lt know when thee gets thy parridge burnt, as it’s like enough to 

be when I’n gi’en o’er makin’ it. Thee’lt think thy mother war good for summat then.” 



“Dinah,” said Seth, “do come and sit down now and have your breakfast. We’re all served 

now.” 

“Aye, come an’ sit ye down—do,” said Lisbeth, “an’ ate a morsel; ye’d need, arter bein’ upo’ 

your legs this hour an’ half a’ready. Come, then,” she added, in a tone of complaining affection, 

as Dinah sat down by her side, “I’ll be loath for ye t’ go, but ye canna stay much longer, I doubt. 

I could put up wi’ ye i’ th’ house better nor wi’ most folks.” 

“I’ll stay till to-night if you’re willing,” said Dinah. “I’d stay longer, only I’m going back to 

Snowfield on Saturday, and I must be with my aunt to-morrow.” 

“Eh, I’d ne’er go back to that country. My old man come from that Stonyshire side, but he left 

it when he war a young un, an’ i’ the right on’t too; for he said as there war no wood there, an’ it 

’ud ha’ been a bad country for a carpenter.” 

“Ah,” said Adam, “I remember father telling me when I was a little lad that he made up his 

mind if ever he moved it should be south’ard. But I’m not so sure about it. Bartle Massey says—

and he knows the South—as the northern men are a finer breed than the southern, harder-headed 

and stronger-bodied, and a deal taller. And then he says in some o’ those counties it’s as flat as 

the back o’ your hand, and you can see nothing of a distance without climbing up the highest 

trees. I couldn’t abide that. I like to go to work by a road that’ll take me up a bit of a hill, and see 

the fields for miles round me, and a bridge, or a town, or a bit of a steeple here and there. It 

makes you feel the world’s a big place, and there’s other men working in it with their heads and 

hands besides yourself.” 

“I like th’ hills best,” said Seth, “when the clouds are over your head and you see the sun 

shining ever so far off, over the Loamford way, as I’ve often done o’ late, on the stormy days. It 

seems to me as if that was heaven where there’s always joy and sunshine, though this life’s dark 

and cloudy.” 

“Oh, I love the Stonyshire side,” said Dinah; “I shouldn’t like to set my face towards the 

countries where they’re rich in corn and cattle, and the ground so level and easy to tread; and to 

turn my back on the hills where the poor people have to live such a hard life and the men spend 

their days in the mines away from the sunlight. It’s very blessed on a bleak cold day, when the 

sky is hanging dark over the hill, to feel the love of God in one’s soul, and carry it to the lonely, 

bare, stone houses, where there’s nothing else to give comfort.” 

“Eh!” said Lisbeth, “that’s very well for ye to talk, as looks welly like the snowdrop-flowers as 

ha’ lived for days an’ days when I’n gethered ’em, wi’ nothin’ but a drop o’ water an’ a peep o’ 

daylight; but th’ hungry foulks had better leave th’ hungry country. It makes less mouths for the 

scant cake. But,” she went on, looking at Adam, “donna thee talk o’ goin’ south’ard or north’ard, 

an’ leavin’ thy feyther and mother i’ the churchyard, an’ goin’ to a country as they know nothin’ 

on. I’ll ne’er rest i’ my grave if I donna see thee i’ the churchyard of a Sunday.” 

“Donna fear, mother,” said Adam. “If I hadna made up my mind not to go, I should ha’ been 

gone before now.” 

He had finished his breakfast now, and rose as he was speaking. 



“What art goin’ to do?” asked Lisbeth. “Set about thy feyther’s coffin?” 

“No, mother,” said Adam; “we’re going to take the wood to the village and have it made 

there.” 

“Nay, my lad, nay,” Lisbeth burst out in an eager, wailing tone; “thee wotna let nobody make 

thy feyther’s coffin but thysen? Who’d make it so well? An’ him as know’d what good work 

war, an’s got a son as is the head o’ the village an’ all Treddles’on too, for cleverness.” 

“Very well, mother, if that’s thy wish, I’ll make the coffin at home; but I thought thee 

wouldstna like to hear the work going on.” 

“An’ why shouldna I like ’t? It’s the right thing to be done. An’ what’s liking got to do wi’t? 

It’s choice o’ mislikings is all I’n got i’ this world. One morsel’s as good as another when your 

mouth’s out o’ taste. Thee mun set about it now this mornin’ fust thing. I wonna ha’ nobody to 

touch the coffin but thee.” 

Adam’s eyes met Seth’s, which looked from Dinah to him rather wistfully. 

“No, Mother,” he said, “I’ll not consent but Seth shall have a hand in it too, if it’s to be done at 

home. I’ll go to the village this forenoon, because Mr. Burge ’ull want to see me, and Seth shall 

stay at home and begin the coffin. I can come back at noon, and then he can go.” 

“Nay, nay,” persisted Lisbeth, beginning to cry, “I’n set my heart on’t as thee shalt ma’ thy 

feyther’s coffin. Thee’t so stiff an’ masterful, thee’t ne’er do as thy mother wants thee. Thee wast 

often angered wi’ thy feyther when he war alive; thee must be the better to him now he’s gone. 

He’d ha’ thought nothin’ on’t for Seth to ma’s coffin.” 

“Say no more, Adam, say no more,” said Seth, gently, though his voice told that he spoke with 

some effort; “Mother’s in the right. I’ll go to work, and do thee stay at home.” 

He passed into the workshop immediately, followed by Adam; while Lisbeth, automatically 

obeying her old habits, began to put away the breakfast things, as if she did not mean Dinah to 

take her place any longer. Dinah said nothing, but presently used the opportunity of quietly 

joining the brothers in the workshop. 

They had already got on their aprons and paper caps, and Adam was standing with his left 

hand on Seth’s shoulder, while he pointed with the hammer in his right to some boards which 

they were looking at. Their backs were turned towards the door by which Dinah entered, and she 

came in so gently that they were not aware of her presence till they heard her voice saying, “Seth 

Bede!” Seth started, and they both turned round. Dinah looked as if she did not see Adam, and 

fixed her eyes on Seth’s face, saying with calm kindness, “I won’t say farewell. I shall see you 

again when you come from work. So as I’m at the farm before dark, it will be quite soon 

enough.” 

“Thank you, Dinah; I should like to walk home with you once more. It’ll perhaps be the last 

time.” 



There was a little tremor in Seth’s voice. Dinah put out her hand and said, “You’ll have sweet 

peace in your mind to-day, Seth, for your tenderness and long-suffering towards your aged 

mother.” 

She turned round and left the workshop as quickly and quietly as she had entered it. Adam had 

been observing her closely all the while, but she had not looked at him. As soon as she was gone, 

he said, “I don’t wonder at thee for loving her, Seth. She’s got a face like a lily.” 

Seth’s soul rushed to his eyes and lips: he had never yet confessed his secret to Adam, but now 

he felt a delicious sense of disburdenment, as he answered, “Aye, Addy, I do love her—too 

much, I doubt. But she doesna love me, lad, only as one child o’ God loves another. She’ll never 

love any man as a husband—that’s my belief.” 

“Nay, lad, there’s no telling; thee mustna lose heart. She’s made out o’ stuff with a finer grain 

than most o’ the women; I can see that clear enough. But if she’s better than they are in other 

things, I canna think she’ll fall short of ’em in loving.” 

No more was said. Seth set out to the village, and Adam began his work on the coffin. 

“God help the lad, and me too,” he thought, as he lifted the board. “We’re like enough to find 

life a tough job—hard work inside and out. It’s a strange thing to think of a man as can lift a 

chair with his teeth and walk fifty mile on end, trembling and turning hot and cold at only a look 

from one woman out of all the rest i’ the world. It’s a mystery we can give no account of; but no 

more we can of the sprouting o’ the seed, for that matter.” 

  



Chapter XII In the Wood 

That same Thursday morning, as Arthur Donnithorne was moving about in his dressing-room 

seeing his well-looking British person reflected in the old-fashioned mirrors, and stared at, from 

a dingy olive-green piece of tapestry, by Pharaoh’s daughter and her maidens, who ought to have 

been minding the infant Moses, he was holding a discussion with himself, which, by the time his 

valet was tying the black silk sling over his shoulder, had issued in a distinct practical resolution. 

“I mean to go to Eagledale and fish for a week or so,” he said aloud. “I shall take you with me, 

Pym, and set off this morning; so be ready by half-past eleven.” 

The low whistle, which had assisted him in arriving at this resolution, here broke out into his 

loudest ringing tenor, and the corridor, as he hurried along it, echoed to his favourite song from 

the Beggar’s Opera, “When the heart of a man is oppressed with care.” Not an heroic strain; 

nevertheless Arthur felt himself very heroic as he strode towards the stables to give his orders 

about the horses. His own approbation was necessary to him, and it was not an approbation to be 

enjoyed quite gratuitously; it must be won by a fair amount of merit. He had never yet forfeited 

that approbation, and he had considerable reliance on his own virtues. No young man could 

confess his faults more candidly; candour was one of his favourite virtues; and how can a man’s 

candour be seen in all its lustre unless he has a few failings to talk of? But he had an agreeable 

confidence that his faults were all of a generous kind—impetuous, warm-blooded, leonine; never 

crawling, crafty, reptilian. It was not possible for Arthur Donnithorne to do anything mean, 

dastardly, or cruel. “No! I’m a devil of a fellow for getting myself into a hobble, but I always 

take care the load shall fall on my own shoulders.” Unhappily, there is no inherent poetical 

justice in hobbles, and they will sometimes obstinately refuse to inflict their worst consequences 

on the prime offender, in spite of his loudly expressed wish. It was entirely owing to this 

deficiency in the scheme of things that Arthur had ever brought any one into trouble besides 

himself. He was nothing if not good-natured; and all his pictures of the future, when he should 

come into the estate, were made up of a prosperous, contented tenantry, adoring their landlord, 

who would be the model of an English gentleman—mansion in first-rate order, all elegance and 

high taste—jolly housekeeping, finest stud in Loamshire—purse open to all public objects—in 

short, everything as different as possible from what was now associated with the name of 

Donnithorne. And one of the first good actions he would perform in that future should be to 

increase Irwine’s income for the vicarage of Hayslope, so that he might keep a carriage for his 

mother and sisters. His hearty affection for the rector dated from the age of frocks and trousers. It 

was an affection partly filial, partly fraternal—fraternal enough to make him like Irwine’s 

company better than that of most younger men, and filial enough to make him shrink strongly 

from incurring Irwine’s disapprobation. 

You perceive that Arthur Donnithorne was “a good fellow”—all his college friends thought 

him such. He couldn’t bear to see any one uncomfortable; he would have been sorry even in his 

angriest moods for any harm to happen to his grandfather; and his Aunt Lydia herself had the 

benefit of that soft-heartedness which he bore towards the whole sex. Whether he would have 

self-mastery enough to be always as harmless and purely beneficent as his good-nature led him 

to desire, was a question that no one had yet decided against him; he was but twenty-one, you 

remember, and we don’t inquire too closely into character in the case of a handsome generous 

young fellow, who will have property enough to support numerous peccadilloes—who, if he 



should unfortunately break a man’s legs in his rash driving, will be able to pension him 

handsomely; or if he should happen to spoil a woman’s existence for her, will make it up to her 

with expensive bon-bons, packed up and directed by his own hand. It would be ridiculous to be 

prying and analytic in such cases, as if one were inquiring into the character of a confidential 

clerk. We use round, general, gentlemanly epithets about a young man of birth and fortune; and 

ladies, with that fine intuition which is the distinguishing attribute of their sex, see at once that he 

is “nice.” The chances are that he will go through life without scandalizing any one; a seaworthy 

vessel that no one would refuse to insure. Ships, certainly, are liable to casualties, which 

sometimes make terribly evident some flaw in their construction that would never have been 

discoverable in smooth water; and many a “good fellow,” through a disastrous combination of 

circumstances, has undergone a like betrayal. 

But we have no fair ground for entertaining unfavourable auguries concerning Arthur 

Donnithorne, who this morning proves himself capable of a prudent resolution founded on 

conscience. One thing is clear: Nature has taken care that he shall never go far astray with perfect 

comfort and satisfaction to himself; he will never get beyond that border-land of sin, where he 

will be perpetually harassed by assaults from the other side of the boundary. He will never be a 

courtier of Vice, and wear her orders in his button-hole. 

It was about ten o’clock, and the sun was shining brilliantly; everything was looking lovelier 

for the yesterday’s rain. It is a pleasant thing on such a morning to walk along the well-rolled 

gravel on one’s way to the stables, meditating an excursion. But the scent of the stables, which, 

in a natural state of things, ought to be among the soothing influences of a man’s life, always 

brought with it some irritation to Arthur. There was no having his own way in the stables; 

everything was managed in the stingiest fashion. His grandfather persisted in retaining as head 

groom an old dolt whom no sort of lever could move out of his old habits, and who was allowed 

to hire a succession of raw Loamshire lads as his subordinates, one of whom had lately tested a 

new pair of shears by clipping an oblong patch on Arthur’s bay mare. This state of things is 

naturally embittering; one can put up with annoyances in the house, but to have the stable made a 

scene of vexation and disgust is a point beyond what human flesh and blood can be expected to 

endure long together without danger of misanthropy. 

Old John’s wooden, deep-wrinkled face was the first object that met Arthur’s eyes as he 

entered the stable-yard, and it quite poisoned for him the bark of the two bloodhounds that kept 

watch there. He could never speak quite patiently to the old blockhead. 

“You must have Meg saddled for me and brought to the door at half-past eleven, and I shall 

want Rattler saddled for Pym at the same time. Do you hear?” 

“Yes, I hear, I hear, Cap’n,” said old John very deliberately, following the young master into 

the stable. John considered a young master as the natural enemy of an old servant, and young 

people in general as a poor contrivance for carrying on the world. 

Arthur went in for the sake of patting Meg, declining as far as possible to see anything in the 

stables, lest he should lose his temper before breakfast. The pretty creature was in one of the 

inner stables, and turned her mild head as her master came beside her. Little Trot, a tiny spaniel, 

her inseparable companion in the stable, was comfortably curled up on her back. 



“Well, Meg, my pretty girl,” said Arthur, patting her neck, “we’ll have a glorious canter this 

morning.” 

“Nay, your honour, I donna see as that can be,” said John. 

“Not be? Why not?” 

“Why, she’s got lamed.” 

“Lamed, confound you! What do you mean?” 

“Why, th’ lad took her too close to Dalton’s hosses, an’ one on ’em flung out at her, an’ she’s 

got her shank bruised o’ the near foreleg.” 

The judicious historian abstains from narrating precisely what ensued. You understand that 

there was a great deal of strong language, mingled with soothing “who-ho’s” while the leg was 

examined; that John stood by with quite as much emotion as if he had been a cunningly carved 

crab-tree walking-stick, and that Arthur Donnithorne presently repassed the iron gates of the 

pleasure-ground without singing as he went. 

He considered himself thoroughly disappointed and annoyed. There was not another mount in 

the stable for himself and his servant besides Meg and Rattler. It was vexatious; just when he 

wanted to get out of the way for a week or two. It seemed culpable in Providence to allow such a 

combination of circumstances. To be shut up at the Chase with a broken arm when every other 

fellow in his regiment was enjoying himself at Windsor—shut up with his grandfather, who had 

the same sort of affection for him as for his parchment deeds! And to be disgusted at every turn 

with the management of the house and the estate! In such circumstances a man necessarily gets 

in an ill humour, and works off the irritation by some excess or other. “Salkeld would have drunk 

a bottle of port every day,” he muttered to himself, “but I’m not well seasoned enough for that. 

Well, since I can’t go to Eagledale, I’ll have a gallop on Rattler to Norburne this morning, and 

lunch with Gawaine.” 

Behind this explicit resolution there lay an implicit one. If he lunched with Gawaine and 

lingered chatting, he should not reach the Chase again till nearly five, when Hetty would be safe 

out of his sight in the housekeeper’s room; and when she set out to go home, it would be his lazy 

time after dinner, so he should keep out of her way altogether. There really would have been no 

harm in being kind to the little thing, and it was worth dancing with a dozen ballroom belles only 

to look at Hetty for half an hour. But perhaps he had better not take any more notice of her; it 

might put notions into her head, as Irwine had hinted; though Arthur, for his part, thought girls 

were not by any means so soft and easily bruised; indeed, he had generally found them twice as 

cool and cunning as he was himself. As for any real harm in Hetty’s case, it was out of the 

question: Arthur Donnithorne accepted his own bond for himself with perfect confidence. 

So the twelve o’clock sun saw him galloping towards Norburne; and by good fortune Halsell 

Common lay in his road and gave him some fine leaps for Rattler. Nothing like “taking” a few 

bushes and ditches for exorcising a demon; and it is really astonishing that the Centaurs, with 

their immense advantages in this way, have left so bad a reputation in history. 



After this, you will perhaps be surprised to hear that although Gawaine was at home, the hand 

of the dial in the courtyard had scarcely cleared the last stroke of three when Arthur returned 

through the entrance-gates, got down from the panting Rattler, and went into the house to take a 

hasty luncheon. But I believe there have been men since his day who have ridden a long way to 

avoid a rencontre, and then galloped hastily back lest they should miss it. It is the favourite 

stratagem of our passions to sham a retreat, and to turn sharp round upon us at the moment we 

have made up our minds that the day is our own. 

“The cap’n’s been ridin’ the devil’s own pace,” said Dalton the coachman, whose person stood 

out in high relief as he smoked his pipe against the stable wall, when John brought up Rattler. 

“An’ I wish he’d get the devil to do’s grooming for’n,” growled John. 

“Aye; he’d hev a deal haimabler groom nor what he has now,” observed Dalton—and the joke 

appeared to him so good that, being left alone upon the scene, he continued at intervals to take 

his pipe from his mouth in order to wink at an imaginary audience and shake luxuriously with a 

silent, ventral laughter, mentally rehearsing the dialogue from the beginning, that he might recite 

it with effect in the servants’ hall. 

When Arthur went up to his dressing-room again after luncheon, it was inevitable that the 

debate he had had with himself there earlier in the day should flash across his mind; but it was 

impossible for him now to dwell on the remembrance—impossible to recall the feelings and 

reflections which had been decisive with him then, any more than to recall the peculiar scent of 

the air that had freshened him when he first opened his window. The desire to see Hetty had 

rushed back like an ill-stemmed current; he was amazed himself at the force with which this 

trivial fancy seemed to grasp him: he was even rather tremulous as he brushed his hair—pooh! it 

was riding in that break-neck way. It was because he had made a serious affair of an idle matter, 

by thinking of it as if it were of any consequence. He would amuse himself by seeing Hetty to-

day, and get rid of the whole thing from his mind. It was all Irwine’s fault. “If Irwine had said 

nothing, I shouldn’t have thought half so much of Hetty as of Meg’s lameness.” However, it was 

just the sort of day for lolling in the Hermitage, and he would go and finish Dr. Moore’s Zeluco 

there before dinner. The Hermitage stood in Fir-tree Grove—the way Hetty was sure to come in 

walking from the Hall Farm. So nothing could be simpler and more natural: meeting Hetty was a 

mere circumstance of his walk, not its object. 

Arthur’s shadow flitted rather faster among the sturdy oaks of the Chase than might have been 

expected from the shadow of a tired man on a warm afternoon, and it was still scarcely four 

o’clock when he stood before the tall narrow gate leading into the delicious labyrinthine wood 

which skirted one side of the Chase, and which was called Fir-tree Grove, not because the firs 

were many, but because they were few. It was a wood of beeches and limes, with here and there 

a light silver-stemmed birch—just the sort of wood most haunted by the nymphs: you see their 

white sunlit limbs gleaming athwart the boughs, or peeping from behind the smooth-sweeping 

outline of a tall lime; you hear their soft liquid laughter—but if you look with a too curious 

sacrilegious eye, they vanish behind the silvery beeches, they make you believe that their voice 

was only a running brooklet, perhaps they metamorphose themselves into a tawny squirrel that 

scampers away and mocks you from the topmost bough. It was not a grove with measured grass 

or rolled gravel for you to tread upon, but with narrow, hollow-shaped, earthy paths, edged with 



faint dashes of delicate moss—paths which look as if they were made by the free will of the trees 

and underwood, moving reverently aside to look at the tall queen of the white-footed nymphs. 

It was along the broadest of these paths that Arthur Donnithorne passed, under an avenue of 

limes and beeches. It was a still afternoon—the golden light was lingering languidly among the 

upper boughs, only glancing down here and there on the purple pathway and its edge of faintly 

sprinkled moss: an afternoon in which destiny disguises her cold awful face behind a hazy 

radiant veil, encloses us in warm downy wings, and poisons us with violet-scented breath. Arthur 

strolled along carelessly, with a book under his arm, but not looking on the ground as meditative 

men are apt to do; his eyes would fix themselves on the distant bend in the road round which a 

little figure must surely appear before long. Ah! There she comes. First a bright patch of colour, 

like a tropic bird among the boughs; then a tripping figure, with a round hat on, and a small 

basket under her arm; then a deep-blushing, almost frightened, but bright-smiling girl, making 

her curtsy with a fluttered yet happy glance, as Arthur came up to her. If Arthur had had time to 

think at all, he would have thought it strange that he should feel fluttered too, be conscious of 

blushing too—in fact, look and feel as foolish as if he had been taken by surprise instead of 

meeting just what he expected. Poor things! It was a pity they were not in that golden age of 

childhood when they would have stood face to face, eyeing each other with timid liking, then 

given each other a little butterfly kiss, and toddled off to play together. Arthur would have gone 

home to his silk-curtained cot, and Hetty to her home-spun pillow, and both would have slept 

without dreams, and to-morrow would have been a life hardly conscious of a yesterday. 

Arthur turned round and walked by Hetty’s side without giving a reason. They were alone 

together for the first time. What an overpowering presence that first privacy is! He actually dared 

not look at this little butter-maker for the first minute or two. As for Hetty, her feet rested on a 

cloud, and she was borne along by warm zephyrs; she had forgotten her rose-coloured ribbons; 

she was no more conscious of her limbs than if her childish soul had passed into a water-lily, 

resting on a liquid bed and warmed by the midsummer sun-beams. It may seem a contradiction, 

but Arthur gathered a certain carelessness and confidence from his timidity: it was an entirely 

different state of mind from what he had expected in such a meeting with Hetty; and full as he 

was of vague feeling, there was room, in those moments of silence, for the thought that his 

previous debates and scruples were needless. 

“You are quite right to choose this way of coming to the Chase,” he said at last, looking down 

at Hetty; “it is so much prettier as well as shorter than coming by either of the lodges.” 

“Yes, sir,” Hetty answered, with a tremulous, almost whispering voice. She didn’t know one 

bit how to speak to a gentleman like Mr. Arthur, and her very vanity made her more coy of 

speech. 

“Do you come every week to see Mrs. Pomfret?” 

“Yes, sir, every Thursday, only when she’s got to go out with Miss Donnithorne.” 

“And she’s teaching you something, is she?” 

“Yes, sir, the lace-mending as she learnt abroad, and the stocking-mending—it looks just like 

the stocking, you can’t tell it’s been mended; and she teaches me cutting-out too.” 



“What! are you going to be a lady’s maid?” 

“I should like to be one very much indeed.” Hetty spoke more audibly now, but still rather 

tremulously; she thought, perhaps she seemed as stupid to Captain Donnithorne as Luke Britton 

did to her. 

“I suppose Mrs. Pomfret always expects you at this time?” 

“She expects me at four o’clock. I’m rather late to-day, because my aunt couldn’t spare me; 

but the regular time is four, because that gives us time before Miss Donnithorne’s bell rings.” 

“Ah, then, I must not keep you now, else I should like to show you the Hermitage. Did you 

ever see it?” 

“No, sir.” 

“This is the walk where we turn up to it. But we must not go now. I’ll show it you some other 

time, if you’d like to see it.” 

“Yes, please, sir.” 

“Do you always come back this way in the evening, or are you afraid to come so lonely a 

road?” 

“Oh no, sir, it’s never late; I always set out by eight o’clock, and it’s so light now in the 

evening. My aunt would be angry with me if I didn’t get home before nine.” 

“Perhaps Craig, the gardener, comes to take care of you?” 

A deep blush overspread Hetty’s face and neck. “I’m sure he doesn’t; I’m sure he never did; I 

wouldn’t let him; I don’t like him,” she said hastily, and the tears of vexation had come so fast 

that before she had done speaking a bright drop rolled down her hot cheek. Then she felt 

ashamed to death that she was crying, and for one long instant her happiness was all gone. But in 

the next she felt an arm steal round her, and a gentle voice said, “Why, Hetty, what makes you 

cry? I didn’t mean to vex you. I wouldn’t vex you for the world, you little blossom. Come, don’t 

cry; look at me, else I shall think you won’t forgive me.” 

Arthur had laid his hand on the soft arm that was nearest to him, and was stooping towards 

Hetty with a look of coaxing entreaty. Hetty lifted her long dewy lashes, and met the eyes that 

were bent towards her with a sweet, timid, beseeching look. What a space of time those three 

moments were while their eyes met and his arms touched her! Love is such a simple thing when 

we have only one-and-twenty summers and a sweet girl of seventeen trembles under our glance, 

as if she were a bud first opening her heart with wondering rapture to the morning. Such young 

unfurrowed souls roll to meet each other like two velvet peaches that touch softly and are at rest; 

they mingle as easily as two brooklets that ask for nothing but to entwine themselves and ripple 

with ever-interlacing curves in the leafiest hiding-places. While Arthur gazed into Hetty’s dark 

beseeching eyes, it made no difference to him what sort of English she spoke; and even if hoops 

and powder had been in fashion, he would very likely not have been sensible just then that Hetty 

wanted those signs of high breeding. 



But they started asunder with beating hearts: something had fallen on the ground with a 

rattling noise; it was Hetty’s basket; all her little workwoman’s matters were scattered on the 

path, some of them showing a capability of rolling to great lengths. There was much to be done 

in picking up, and not a word was spoken; but when Arthur hung the basket over her arm again, 

the poor child felt a strange difference in his look and manner. He just pressed her hand, and 

said, with a look and tone that were almost chilling to her, “I have been hindering you; I must not 

keep you any longer now. You will be expected at the house. Good-bye.” 

Without waiting for her to speak, he turned away from her and hurried back towards the road 

that led to the Hermitage, leaving Hetty to pursue her way in a strange dream that seemed to 

have begun in bewildering delight and was now passing into contrarieties and sadness. Would he 

meet her again as she came home? Why had he spoken almost as if he were displeased with her? 

And then run away so suddenly? She cried, hardly knowing why. 

Arthur too was very uneasy, but his feelings were lit up for him by a more distinct 

consciousness. He hurried to the Hermitage, which stood in the heart of the wood, unlocked the 

door with a hasty wrench, slammed it after him, pitched Zeluco into the most distant corner, and 

thrusting his right hand into his pocket, first walked four or five times up and down the scanty 

length of the little room, and then seated himself on the ottoman in an uncomfortable stiff way, 

as we often do when we wish not to abandon ourselves to feeling. 

He was getting in love with Hetty—that was quite plain. He was ready to pitch everything 

else—no matter where—for the sake of surrendering himself to this delicious feeling which had 

just disclosed itself. It was no use blinking the fact now—they would get too fond of each other, 

if he went on taking notice of her—and what would come of it? He should have to go away in a 

few weeks, and the poor little thing would be miserable. He must not see her alone again; he 

must keep out of her way. What a fool he was for coming back from Gawaine’s! 

He got up and threw open the windows, to let in the soft breath of the afternoon, and the 

healthy scent of the firs that made a belt round the Hermitage. The soft air did not help his 

resolution, as he leaned out and looked into the leafy distance. But he considered his resolution 

sufficiently fixed: there was no need to debate with himself any longer. He had made up his mind 

not to meet Hetty again; and now he might give himself up to thinking how immensely agreeable 

it would be if circumstances were different—how pleasant it would have been to meet her this 

evening as she came back, and put his arm round her again and look into her sweet face. He 

wondered if the dear little thing were thinking of him too—twenty to one she was. How beautiful 

her eyes were with the tear on their lashes! He would like to satisfy his soul for a day with 

looking at them, and he must see her again—he must see her, simply to remove any false 

impression from her mind about his manner to her just now. He would behave in a quiet, kind 

way to her—just to prevent her from going home with her head full of wrong fancies. Yes, that 

would be the best thing to do after all. 

It was a long while—more than an hour before Arthur had brought his meditations to this 

point; but once arrived there, he could stay no longer at the Hermitage. The time must be filled 

up with movement until he should see Hetty again. And it was already late enough to go and 

dress for dinner, for his grandfather’s dinner-hour was six. 

  



Chapter XIII Evening in the Wood 

It happened that Mrs. Pomfret had had a slight quarrel with Mrs. Best, the housekeeper, on this 

Thursday morning—a fact which had two consequences highly convenient to Hetty. It caused 

Mrs. Pomfret to have tea sent up to her own room, and it inspired that exemplary lady’s maid 

with so lively a recollection of former passages in Mrs. Best’s conduct, and of dialogues in 

which Mrs. Best had decidedly the inferiority as an interlocutor with Mrs. Pomfret, that Hetty 

required no more presence of mind than was demanded for using her needle, and throwing in an 

occasional “yes” or “no.” She would have wanted to put on her hat earlier than usual; only she 

had told Captain Donnithorne that she usually set out about eight o’clock, and if he should go to 

the Grove again expecting to see her, and she should be gone! Would he come? Her little 

butterfly soul fluttered incessantly between memory and dubious expectation. At last the minute-

hand of the old-fashioned brazen-faced timepiece was on the last quarter to eight, and there was 

every reason for its being time to get ready for departure. Even Mrs. Pomfret’s preoccupied mind 

did not prevent her from noticing what looked like a new flush of beauty in the little thing as she 

tied on her hat before the looking-glass. 

“That child gets prettier and prettier every day, I do believe,” was her inward comment. “The 

more’s the pity. She’ll get neither a place nor a husband any the sooner for it. Sober well-to-do 

men don’t like such pretty wives. When I was a girl, I was more admired than if I had been so 

very pretty. However, she’s reason to be grateful to me for teaching her something to get her 

bread with, better than farm-house work. They always told me I was good-natured—and that’s 

the truth, and to my hurt too, else there’s them in this house that wouldn’t be here now to lord it 

over me in the housekeeper’s room.” 

Hetty walked hastily across the short space of pleasure-ground which she had to traverse, 

dreading to meet Mr. Craig, to whom she could hardly have spoken civilly. How relieved she 

was when she had got safely under the oaks and among the fern of the Chase! Even then she was 

as ready to be startled as the deer that leaped away at her approach. She thought nothing of the 

evening light that lay gently in the grassy alleys between the fern, and made the beauty of their 

living green more visible than it had been in the overpowering flood of noon: she thought of 

nothing that was present. She only saw something that was possible: Mr. Arthur Donnithorne 

coming to meet her again along the Fir-tree Grove. That was the foreground of Hetty’s picture; 

behind it lay a bright hazy something—days that were not to be as the other days of her life had 

been. It was as if she had been wooed by a river-god, who might any time take her to his 

wondrous halls below a watery heaven. There was no knowing what would come, since this 

strange entrancing delight had come. If a chest full of lace and satin and jewels had been sent her 

from some unknown source, how could she but have thought that her whole lot was going to 

change, and that to-morrow some still more bewildering joy would befall her? Hetty had never 

read a novel; if she had ever seen one, I think the words would have been too hard for her; how 

then could she find a shape for her expectations? They were as formless as the sweet languid 

odours of the garden at the Chase, which had floated past her as she walked by the gate. 

She is at another gate now—that leading into Fir-tree Grove. She enters the wood, where it is 

already twilight, and at every step she takes, the fear at her heart becomes colder. If he should 

not come! Oh, how dreary it was—the thought of going out at the other end of the wood, into the 

unsheltered road, without having seen him. She reaches the first turning towards the Hermitage, 



walking slowly—he is not there. She hates the leveret that runs across the path; she hates 

everything that is not what she longs for. She walks on, happy whenever she is coming to a bend 

in the road, for perhaps he is behind it. No. She is beginning to cry: her heart has swelled so, the 

tears stand in her eyes; she gives one great sob, while the corners of her mouth quiver, and the 

tears roll down. 

She doesn’t know that there is another turning to the Hermitage, that she is close against it, and 

that Arthur Donnithorne is only a few yards from her, full of one thought, and a thought of which 

she only is the object. He is going to see Hetty again: that is the longing which has been growing 

through the last three hours to a feverish thirst. Not, of course, to speak in the caressing way into 

which he had unguardedly fallen before dinner, but to set things right with her by a kindness 

which would have the air of friendly civility, and prevent her from running away with wrong 

notions about their mutual relation. 

If Hetty had known he was there, she would not have cried; and it would have been better, for 

then Arthur would perhaps have behaved as wisely as he had intended. As it was, she started 

when he appeared at the end of the side-alley, and looked up at him with two great drops rolling 

down her cheeks. What else could he do but speak to her in a soft, soothing tone, as if she were a 

bright-eyed spaniel with a thorn in her foot? 

“Has something frightened you, Hetty? Have you seen anything in the wood? Don’t be 

frightened—I’ll take care of you now.” 

Hetty was blushing so, she didn’t know whether she was happy or miserable. To be crying 

again—what did gentlemen think of girls who cried in that way? She felt unable even to say 

“no,” but could only look away from him and wipe the tears from her cheek. Not before a great 

drop had fallen on her rose-coloured strings—she knew that quite well. 

“Come, be cheerful again. Smile at me, and tell me what’s the matter. Come, tell me.” 

Hetty turned her head towards him, whispered, “I thought you wouldn’t come,” and slowly got 

courage to lift her eyes to him. That look was too much: he must have had eyes of Egyptian 

granite not to look too lovingly in return. 

“You little frightened bird! Little tearful rose! Silly pet! You won’t cry again, now I’m with 

you, will you?” 

Ah, he doesn’t know in the least what he is saying. This is not what he meant to say. His arm 

is stealing round the waist again; it is tightening its clasp; he is bending his face nearer and 

nearer to the round cheek; his lips are meeting those pouting child-lips, and for a long moment 

time has vanished. He may be a shepherd in Arcadia for aught he knows, he may be the first 

youth kissing the first maiden, he may be Eros himself, sipping the lips of Psyche—it is all one. 

There was no speaking for minutes after. They walked along with beating hearts till they came 

within sight of the gate at the end of the wood. Then they looked at each other, not quite as they 

had looked before, for in their eyes there was the memory of a kiss. 

But already something bitter had begun to mingle itself with the fountain of sweets: already 

Arthur was uncomfortable. He took his arm from Hetty’s waist, and said, “Here we are, almost at 



the end of the Grove. I wonder how late it is,” he added, pulling out his watch. “Twenty minutes 

past eight—but my watch is too fast. However, I’d better not go any further now. Trot along 

quickly with your little feet, and get home safely. Good-bye.” 

He took her hand, and looked at her half-sadly, half with a constrained smile. Hetty’s eyes 

seemed to beseech him not to go away yet; but he patted her cheek and said “Good-bye” again. 

She was obliged to turn away from him and go on. 

As for Arthur, he rushed back through the wood, as if he wanted to put a wide space between 

himself and Hetty. He would not go to the Hermitage again; he remembered how he had debated 

with himself there before dinner, and it had all come to nothing—worse than nothing. He walked 

right on into the Chase, glad to get out of the Grove, which surely was haunted by his evil 

genius. Those beeches and smooth limes—there was something enervating in the very sight of 

them; but the strong knotted old oaks had no bending languor in them—the sight of them would 

give a man some energy. Arthur lost himself among the narrow openings in the fern, winding 

about without seeking any issue, till the twilight deepened almost to night under the great 

boughs, and the hare looked black as it darted across his path. 

He was feeling much more strongly than he had done in the morning: it was as if his horse had 

wheeled round from a leap and dared to dispute his mastery. He was dissatisfied with himself, 

irritated, mortified. He no sooner fixed his mind on the probable consequences of giving way to 

the emotions which had stolen over him to-day—of continuing to notice Hetty, of allowing 

himself any opportunity for such slight caresses as he had been betrayed into already—than he 

refused to believe such a future possible for himself. To flirt with Hetty was a very different 

affair from flirting with a pretty girl of his own station: that was understood to be an amusement 

on both sides, or, if it became serious, there was no obstacle to marriage. But this little thing 

would be spoken ill of directly, if she happened to be seen walking with him; and then those 

excellent people, the Poysers, to whom a good name was as precious as if they had the best blood 

in the land in their veins—he should hate himself if he made a scandal of that sort, on the estate 

that was to be his own some day, and among tenants by whom he liked, above all, to be 

respected. He could no more believe that he should so fall in his own esteem than that he should 

break both his legs and go on crutches all the rest of his life. He couldn’t imagine himself in that 

position; it was too odious, too unlike him. 

And even if no one knew anything about it, they might get too fond of each other, and then 

there could be nothing but the misery of parting, after all. No gentleman, out of a ballad, could 

marry a farmer’s niece. There must be an end to the whole thing at once. It was too foolish. 

And yet he had been so determined this morning, before he went to Gawaine’s; and while he 

was there something had taken hold of him and made him gallop back. It seemed he couldn’t 

quite depend on his own resolution, as he had thought he could; he almost wished his arm would 

get painful again, and then he should think of nothing but the comfort it would be to get rid of 

the pain. There was no knowing what impulse might seize him to-morrow, in this confounded 

place, where there was nothing to occupy him imperiously through the livelong day. What could 

he do to secure himself from any more of this folly? 

There was but one resource. He would go and tell Irwine—tell him everything. The mere act 

of telling it would make it seem trivial; the temptation would vanish, as the charm of fond words 



vanishes when one repeats them to the indifferent. In every way it would help him to tell Irwine. 

He would ride to Broxton Rectory the first thing after breakfast to-morrow. 

Arthur had no sooner come to this determination than he began to think which of the paths 

would lead him home, and made as short a walk thither as he could. He felt sure he should sleep 

now: he had had enough to tire him, and there was no more need for him to think. 

  



Chapter XIV The Return Home 

While that parting in the wood was happening, there was a parting in the cottage too, and 

Lisbeth had stood with Adam at the door, straining her aged eyes to get the last glimpse of Seth 

and Dinah, as they mounted the opposite slope. 

“Eh, I’m loath to see the last on her,” she said to Adam, as they turned into the house again. 

“I’d ha’ been willin’ t’ ha’ her about me till I died and went to lie by my old man. She’d make it 

easier dyin’—she spakes so gentle an’ moves about so still. I could be fast sure that pictur’ was 

drawed for her i’ thy new Bible—th’ angel a-sittin’ on the big stone by the grave. Eh, I wouldna 

mind ha’in a daughter like that; but nobody ne’er marries them as is good for aught.” 

“Well, Mother, I hope thee wilt have her for a daughter; for Seth’s got a liking for her, and I 

hope she’ll get a liking for Seth in time.” 

“Where’s th’ use o’ talkin’ a-that’n? She caresna for Seth. She’s goin’ away twenty mile aff. 

How’s she to get a likin’ for him, I’d like to know? No more nor the cake ’ull come wi’out the 

leaven. Thy figurin’ books might ha’ tould thee better nor that, I should think, else thee mightst 

as well read the commin print, as Seth allays does.” 

“Nay, Mother,” said Adam, laughing, “the figures tell us a fine deal, and we couldn’t go far 

without ’em, but they don’t tell us about folks’s feelings. It’s a nicer job to calculate them. But 

Seth’s as good-hearted a lad as ever handled a tool, and plenty o’ sense, and good-looking too; 

and he’s got the same way o’ thinking as Dinah. He deserves to win her, though there’s no 

denying she’s a rare bit o’ workmanship. You don’t see such women turned off the wheel every 

day.” 

“Eh, thee’t allays stick up for thy brother. Thee’st been just the same, e’er sin’ ye war little uns 

together. Thee wart allays for halving iverything wi’ him. But what’s Seth got to do with 

marryin’, as is on’y three-an’-twenty? He’d more need to learn an’ lay by sixpence. An’ as for 

his desarving her—she’s two ’ear older nor Seth: she’s pretty near as old as thee. But that’s the 

way; folks mun allays choose by contrairies, as if they must be sorted like the pork—a bit o’ 

good meat wi’ a bit o’ offal.” 

To the feminine mind in some of its moods, all things that might be receive a temporary charm 

from comparison with what is; and since Adam did not want to marry Dinah himself, Lisbeth felt 

rather peevish on that score—as peevish as she would have been if he had wanted to marry her, 

and so shut himself out from Mary Burge and the partnership as effectually as by marrying 

Hetty. 

It was more than half-past eight when Adam and his mother were talking in this way, so that 

when, about ten minutes later, Hetty reached the turning of the lane that led to the farmyard gate, 

she saw Dinah and Seth approaching it from the opposite direction, and waited for them to come 

up to her. They, too, like Hetty, had lingered a little in their walk, for Dinah was trying to speak 

words of comfort and strength to Seth in these parting moments. But when they saw Hetty, they 

paused and shook hands; Seth turned homewards, and Dinah came on alone. 



“Seth Bede would have come and spoken to you, my dear,” she said, as she reached Hetty, 

“but he’s very full of trouble to-night.” 

Hetty answered with a dimpled smile, as if she did not quite know what had been said; and it 

made a strange contrast to see that sparkling self-engrossed loveliness looked at by Dinah’s calm 

pitying face, with its open glance which told that her heart lived in no cherished secrets of its 

own, but in feelings which it longed to share with all the world. Hetty liked Dinah as well as she 

had ever liked any woman; how was it possible to feel otherwise towards one who always put in 

a kind word for her when her aunt was finding fault, and who was always ready to take Totty off 

her hands—little tiresome Totty, that was made such a pet of by every one, and that Hetty could 

see no interest in at all? Dinah had never said anything disapproving or reproachful to Hetty 

during her whole visit to the Hall Farm; she had talked to her a great deal in a serious way, but 

Hetty didn’t mind that much, for she never listened: whatever Dinah might say, she almost 

always stroked Hetty’s cheek after it, and wanted to do some mending for her. Dinah was a 

riddle to her; Hetty looked at her much in the same way as one might imagine a little perching 

bird that could only flutter from bough to bough, to look at the swoop of the swallow or the 

mounting of the lark; but she did not care to solve such riddles, any more than she cared to know 

what was meant by the pictures in the Pilgrim’s Progress, or in the old folio Bible that Marty and 

Tommy always plagued her about on a Sunday. 

Dinah took her hand now and drew it under her own arm. 

“You look very happy to-night, dear child,” she said. “I shall think of you often when I’m at 

Snowfield, and see your face before me as it is now. It’s a strange thing—sometimes when I’m 

quite alone, sitting in my room with my eyes closed, or walking over the hills, the people I’ve 

seen and known, if it’s only been for a few days, are brought before me, and I hear their voices 

and see them look and move almost plainer than I ever did when they were really with me so as I 

could touch them. And then my heart is drawn out towards them, and I feel their lot as if it was 

my own, and I take comfort in spreading it before the Lord and resting in His love, on their 

behalf as well as my own. And so I feel sure you will come before me.” 

She paused a moment, but Hetty said nothing. 

“It has been a very precious time to me,” Dinah went on, “last night and to-day—seeing two 

such good sons as Adam and Seth Bede. They are so tender and thoughtful for their aged mother. 

And she has been telling me what Adam has done, for these many years, to help his father and 

his brother; it’s wonderful what a spirit of wisdom and knowledge he has, and how he’s ready to 

use it all in behalf of them that are feeble. And I’m sure he has a loving spirit too. I’ve noticed it 

often among my own people round Snowfield, that the strong, skilful men are often the gentlest 

to the women and children; and it’s pretty to see ’em carrying the little babies as if they were no 

heavier than little birds. And the babies always seem to like the strong arm best. I feel sure it 

would be so with Adam Bede. Don’t you think so, Hetty?” 

“Yes,” said Hetty abstractedly, for her mind had been all the while in the wood, and she would 

have found it difficult to say what she was assenting to. Dinah saw she was not inclined to talk, 

but there would not have been time to say much more, for they were now at the yard-gate. 



The still twilight, with its dying western red and its few faint struggling stars, rested on the 

farm-yard, where there was not a sound to be heard but the stamping of the cart-horses in the 

stable. It was about twenty minutes after sunset. The fowls were all gone to roost, and the bull-

dog lay stretched on the straw outside his kennel, with the black-and-tan terrier by his side, when 

the falling-to of the gate disturbed them and set them barking, like good officials, before they had 

any distinct knowledge of the reason. 

The barking had its effect in the house, for, as Dinah and Hetty approached, the doorway was 

filled by a portly figure, with a ruddy black-eyed face which bore in it the possibility of looking 

extremely acute, and occasionally contemptuous, on market-days, but had now a predominant 

after-supper expression of hearty good-nature. It is well known that great scholars who have 

shown the most pitiless acerbity in their criticism of other men’s scholarship have yet been of a 

relenting and indulgent temper in private life; and I have heard of a learned man meekly rocking 

the twins in the cradle with his left hand, while with his right he inflicted the most lacerating 

sarcasms on an opponent who had betrayed a brutal ignorance of Hebrew. Weaknesses and 

errors must be forgiven—alas! they are not alien to us—but the man who takes the wrong side on 

the momentous subject of the Hebrew points must be treated as the enemy of his race. There was 

the same sort of antithetic mixture in Martin Poyser: he was of so excellent a disposition that he 

had been kinder and more respectful than ever to his old father since he had made a deed of gift 

of all his property, and no man judged his neighbours more charitably on all personal matters; 

but for a farmer, like Luke Britton, for example, whose fallows were not well cleaned, who 

didn’t know the rudiments of hedging and ditching, and showed but a small share of judgment in 

the purchase of winter stock, Martin Poyser was as hard and implacable as the north-east wind. 

Luke Britton could not make a remark, even on the weather, but Martin Poyser detected in it a 

taint of that unsoundness and general ignorance which was palpable in all his farming operations. 

He hated to see the fellow lift the pewter pint to his mouth in the bar of the Royal George on 

market-day, and the mere sight of him on the other side of the road brought a severe and critical 

expression into his black eyes, as different as possible from the fatherly glance he bent on his 

two nieces as they approached the door. Mr. Poyser had smoked his evening pipe, and now held 

his hands in his pockets, as the only resource of a man who continues to sit up after the day’s 

business is done. 

“Why, lasses, ye’re rather late to-night,” he said, when they reached the little gate leading into 

the causeway. “The mother’s begun to fidget about you, an’ she’s got the little un ill. An’ how 

did you leave the old woman Bede, Dinah? Is she much down about the old man? He’d been but 

a poor bargain to her this five year.” 

“She’s been greatly distressed for the loss of him,” said Dinah, “but she’s seemed more 

comforted to-day. Her son Adam’s been at home all day, working at his father’s coffin, and she 

loves to have him at home. She’s been talking about him to me almost all the day. She has a 

loving heart, though she’s sorely given to fret and be fearful. I wish she had a surer trust to 

comfort her in her old age.” 

“Adam’s sure enough,” said Mr. Poyser, misunderstanding Dinah’s wish. “There’s no fear but 

he’ll yield well i’ the threshing. He’s not one o’ them as is all straw and no grain. I’ll be bond for 

him any day, as he’ll be a good son to the last. Did he say he’d be coming to see us soon? But 

come in, come in,” he added, making way for them; “I hadn’t need keep y’ out any longer.” 



The tall buildings round the yard shut out a good deal of the sky, but the large window let in 

abundant light to show every corner of the house-place. 

Mrs. Poyser, seated in the rocking-chair, which had been brought out of the “right-hand 

parlour,” was trying to soothe Totty to sleep. But Totty was not disposed to sleep; and when her 

cousins entered, she raised herself up and showed a pair of flushed cheeks, which looked fatter 

than ever now they were defined by the edge of her linen night-cap. 

In the large wicker-bottomed arm-chair in the left-hand chimney-nook sat old Martin Poyser, a 

hale but shrunken and bleached image of his portly black-haired son—his head hanging forward 

a little, and his elbows pushed backwards so as to allow the whole of his forearm to rest on the 

arm of the chair. His blue handkerchief was spread over his knees, as was usual indoors, when it 

was not hanging over his head; and he sat watching what went forward with the quiet outward 

glance of healthy old age, which, disengaged from any interest in an inward drama, spies out 

pins upon the floor, follows one’s minutest motions with an unexpectant purposeless tenacity, 

watches the flickering of the flame or the sun-gleams on the wall, counts the quarries on the 

floor, watches even the hand of the clock, and pleases itself with detecting a rhythm in the tick. 

“What a time o’ night this is to come home, Hetty!” said Mrs. Poyser. “Look at the clock, do; 

why, it’s going on for half-past nine, and I’ve sent the gells to bed this half-hour, and late enough 

too; when they’ve got to get up at half after four, and the mowers’ bottles to fill, and the baking; 

and here’s this blessed child wi’ the fever for what I know, and as wakeful as if it was dinner-

time, and nobody to help me to give her the physic but your uncle, and fine work there’s been, 

and half of it spilt on her night-gown—it’s well if she’s swallowed more nor ’ull make her worse 

i’stead o’ better. But folks as have no mind to be o’ use have allays the luck to be out o’ the road 

when there’s anything to be done.” 

“I did set out before eight, aunt,” said Hetty, in a pettish tone, with a slight toss of her head. 

“But this clock’s so much before the clock at the Chase, there’s no telling what time it’ll be when 

I get here.” 

“What! You’d be wanting the clock set by gentlefolks’s time, would you? An’ sit up burnin’ 

candle, an’ lie a-bed wi’ the sun a-bakin’ you like a cowcumber i’ the frame? The clock hasn’t 

been put forrard for the first time to-day, I reckon.” 

The fact was, Hetty had really forgotten the difference of the clocks when she told Captain 

Donnithorne that she set out at eight, and this, with her lingering pace, had made her nearly half 

an hour later than usual. But here her aunt’s attention was diverted from this tender subject by 

Totty, who, perceiving at length that the arrival of her cousins was not likely to bring anything 

satisfactory to her in particular, began to cry, “Munny, munny,” in an explosive manner. 

“Well, then, my pet, Mother’s got her, Mother won’t leave her; Totty be a good dilling, and go 

to sleep now,” said Mrs. Poyser, leaning back and rocking the chair, while she tried to make 

Totty nestle against her. But Totty only cried louder, and said, “Don’t yock!” So the mother, with 

that wondrous patience which love gives to the quickest temperament, sat up again, and pressed 

her cheek against the linen night-cap and kissed it, and forgot to scold Hetty any longer. 

“Come, Hetty,” said Martin Poyser, in a conciliatory tone, “go and get your supper i’ the 

pantry, as the things are all put away; an’ then you can come and take the little un while your 



aunt undresses herself, for she won’t lie down in bed without her mother. An’ I reckon you could 

eat a bit, Dinah, for they don’t keep much of a house down there.” 

“No, thank you, Uncle,” said Dinah; “I ate a good meal before I came away, for Mrs. Bede 

would make a kettle-cake for me.” 

“I don’t want any supper,” said Hetty, taking off her hat. “I can hold Totty now, if Aunt wants 

me.” 

“Why, what nonsense that is to talk!” said Mrs. Poyser. “Do you think you can live wi’out 

eatin’, an’ nourish your inside wi’ stickin’ red ribbons on your head? Go an’ get your supper this 

minute, child; there’s a nice bit o’ cold pudding i’ the safe—just what you’re fond of.” 

Hetty complied silently by going towards the pantry, and Mrs. Poyser went on speaking to 

Dinah. 

“Sit down, my dear, an’ look as if you knowed what it was to make yourself a bit comfortable 

i’ the world. I warrant the old woman was glad to see you, since you stayed so long.” 

“She seemed to like having me there at last; but her sons say she doesn’t like young women 

about her commonly; and I thought just at first she was almost angry with me for going.” 

“Eh, it’s a poor look-out when th’ ould folks doesna like the young uns,” said old Martin, 

bending his head down lower, and seeming to trace the pattern of the quarries with his eye. 

“Aye, it’s ill livin’ in a hen-roost for them as doesn’t like fleas,” said Mrs. Poyser. “We’ve all 

had our turn at bein’ young, I reckon, be’t good luck or ill.” 

“But she must learn to ’commodate herself to young women,” said Mr. Poyser, “for it isn’t to 

be counted on as Adam and Seth ’ull keep bachelors for the next ten year to please their mother. 

That ’ud be unreasonable. It isn’t right for old nor young nayther to make a bargain all o’ their 

own side. What’s good for one’s good all round i’ the long run. I’m no friend to young fellows a-

marrying afore they know the difference atween a crab an’ a apple; but they may wait o’er long.” 

“To be sure,” said Mrs. Poyser; “if you go past your dinner-time, there’ll be little relish o’ your 

meat. You turn it o’er an’ o’er wi’ your fork, an’ don’t eat it after all. You find faut wi’ your 

meat, an’ the faut’s all i’ your own stomach.” 

Hetty now came back from the pantry and said, “I can take Totty now, Aunt, if you like.” 

“Come, Rachel,” said Mr. Poyser, as his wife seemed to hesitate, seeing that Totty was at last 

nestling quietly, “thee’dst better let Hetty carry her upstairs, while thee tak’st thy things off. 

Thee’t tired. It’s time thee wast in bed. Thee’t bring on the pain in thy side again.” 

“Well, she may hold her if the child ’ull go to her,” said Mrs. Poyser. 

Hetty went close to the rocking-chair, and stood without her usual smile, and without any 

attempt to entice Totty, simply waiting for her aunt to give the child into her hands. 

“Wilt go to Cousin Hetty, my dilling, while mother gets ready to go to bed? Then Totty shall 

go into Mother’s bed, and sleep there all night.” 



Before her mother had done speaking, Totty had given her answer in an unmistakable manner, 

by knitting her brow, setting her tiny teeth against her underlip, and leaning forward to slap Hetty 

on the arm with her utmost force. Then, without speaking, she nestled to her mother again. 

“Hey, hey,” said Mr. Poyser, while Hetty stood without moving, “not go to Cousin Hetty? 

That’s like a babby. Totty’s a little woman, an’ not a babby.” 

“It’s no use trying to persuade her,” said Mrs. Poyser. “She allays takes against Hetty when 

she isn’t well. Happen she’ll go to Dinah.” 

Dinah, having taken off her bonnet and shawl, had hitherto kept quietly seated in the 

background, not liking to thrust herself between Hetty and what was considered Hetty’s proper 

work. But now she came forward, and, putting out her arms, said, “Come Totty, come and let 

Dinah carry her upstairs along with Mother: poor, poor Mother! she’s so tired—she wants to go 

to bed.” 

Totty turned her face towards Dinah, and looked at her an instant, then lifted herself up, put 

out her little arms, and let Dinah lift her from her mother’s lap. Hetty turned away without any 

sign of ill humour, and, taking her hat from the table, stood waiting with an air of indifference, to 

see if she should be told to do anything else. 

“You may make the door fast now, Poyser; Alick’s been come in this long while,” said Mrs. 

Poyser, rising with an appearance of relief from her low chair. “Get me the matches down, Hetty, 

for I must have the rushlight burning i’ my room. Come, Father.” 

The heavy wooden bolts began to roll in the house doors, and old Martin prepared to move, by 

gathering up his blue handkerchief, and reaching his bright knobbed walnut-tree stick from the 

corner. Mrs. Poyser then led the way out of the kitchen, followed by the grandfather, and Dinah 

with Totty in her arms—all going to bed by twilight, like the birds. Mrs. Poyser, on her way, 

peeped into the room where her two boys lay; just to see their ruddy round cheeks on the pillow, 

and to hear for a moment their light regular breathing. 

“Come, Hetty, get to bed,” said Mr. Poyser, in a soothing tone, as he himself turned to go 

upstairs. “You didna mean to be late, I’ll be bound, but your aunt’s been worrited to-day. Good-

night, my wench, good-night.” 

  



Chapter XV The Two Bed-Chambers 

Hetty and Dinah both slept in the second story, in rooms adjoining each other, meagrely 

furnished rooms, with no blinds to shut out the light, which was now beginning to gather new 

strength from the rising of the moon—more than enough strength to enable Hetty to move about 

and undress with perfect comfort. She could see quite well the pegs in the old painted linen-press 

on which she hung her hat and gown; she could see the head of every pin on her red cloth pin-

cushion; she could see a reflection of herself in the old-fashioned looking-glass, quite as distinct 

as was needful, considering that she had only to brush her hair and put on her night-cap. A queer 

old looking-glass! Hetty got into an ill temper with it almost every time she dressed. It had been 

considered a handsome glass in its day, and had probably been bought into the Poyser family a 

quarter of a century before, at a sale of genteel household furniture. Even now an auctioneer 

could say something for it: it had a great deal of tarnished gilding about it; it had a firm 

mahogany base, well supplied with drawers, which opened with a decided jerk and sent the 

contents leaping out from the farthest corners, without giving you the trouble of reaching them; 

above all, it had a brass candle-socket on each side, which would give it an aristocratic air to the 

very last. But Hetty objected to it because it had numerous dim blotches sprinkled over the 

mirror, which no rubbing would remove, and because, instead of swinging backwards and 

forwards, it was fixed in an upright position, so that she could only get one good view of her 

head and neck, and that was to be had only by sitting down on a low chair before her dressing-

table. And the dressing-table was no dressing-table at all, but a small old chest of drawers, the 

most awkward thing in the world to sit down before, for the big brass handles quite hurt her 

knees, and she couldn’t get near the glass at all comfortably. But devout worshippers never allow 

inconveniences to prevent them from performing their religious rites, and Hetty this evening was 

more bent on her peculiar form of worship than usual. 

Having taken off her gown and white kerchief, she drew a key from the large pocket that hung 

outside her petticoat, and, unlocking one of the lower drawers in the chest, reached from it two 

short bits of wax candle—secretly bought at Treddleston—and stuck them in the two brass 

sockets. Then she drew forth a bundle of matches and lighted the candles; and last of all, a small 

red-framed shilling looking-glass, without blotches. It was into this small glass that she chose to 

look first after seating herself. She looked into it, smiling and turning her head on one side, for a 

minute, then laid it down and took out her brush and comb from an upper drawer. She was going 

to let down her hair, and make herself look like that picture of a lady in Miss Lydia 

Donnithorne’s dressing-room. It was soon done, and the dark hyacinthine curves fell on her 

neck. It was not heavy, massive, merely rippling hair, but soft and silken, running at every 

opportunity into delicate rings. But she pushed it all backward to look like the picture, and form 

a dark curtain, throwing into relief her round white neck. Then she put down her brush and comb 

and looked at herself, folding her arms before her, still like the picture. Even the old mottled 

glass couldn’t help sending back a lovely image, none the less lovely because Hetty’s stays were 

not of white satin—such as I feel sure heroines must generally wear—but of a dark greenish 

cotton texture. 

Oh yes! She was very pretty. Captain Donnithorne thought so. Prettier than anybody about 

Hayslope—prettier than any of the ladies she had ever seen visiting at the Chase—indeed it 

seemed fine ladies were rather old and ugly—and prettier than Miss Bacon, the miller’s 



daughter, who was called the beauty of Treddleston. And Hetty looked at herself to-night with 

quite a different sensation from what she had ever felt before; there was an invisible spectator 

whose eye rested on her like morning on the flowers. His soft voice was saying over and over 

again those pretty things she had heard in the wood; his arm was round her, and the delicate rose-

scent of his hair was with her still. The vainest woman is never thoroughly conscious of her own 

beauty till she is loved by the man who sets her own passion vibrating in return. 

But Hetty seemed to have made up her mind that something was wanting, for she got up and 

reached an old black lace scarf out of the linen-press, and a pair of large ear-rings out of the 

sacred drawer from which she had taken her candles. It was an old old scarf, full of rents, but it 

would make a becoming border round her shoulders, and set off the whiteness of her upper arm. 

And she would take out the little ear-rings she had in her ears—oh, how her aunt had scolded her 

for having her ears bored!—and put in those large ones. They were but coloured glass and 

gilding, but if you didn’t know what they were made of, they looked just as well as what the 

ladies wore. And so she sat down again, with the large ear-rings in her ears, and the black lace 

scarf adjusted round her shoulders. She looked down at her arms: no arms could be prettier down 

to a little way below the elbow—they were white and plump, and dimpled to match her cheeks; 

but towards the wrist, she thought with vexation that they were coarsened by butter-making and 

other work that ladies never did. 

Captain Donnithorne couldn’t like her to go on doing work: he would like to see her in nice 

clothes, and thin shoes, and white stockings, perhaps with silk clocks to them; for he must love 

her very much—no one else had ever put his arm round her and kissed her in that way. He would 

want to marry her and make a lady of her; she could hardly dare to shape the thought—yet how 

else could it be? Marry her quite secretly, as Mr. James, the doctor’s assistant, married the 

doctor’s niece, and nobody ever found it out for a long while after, and then it was of no use to 

be angry. The doctor had told her aunt all about it in Hetty’s hearing. She didn’t know how it 

would be, but it was quite plain the old Squire could never be told anything about it, for Hetty 

was ready to faint with awe and fright if she came across him at the Chase. He might have been 

earth-born, for what she knew. It had never entered her mind that he had been young like other 

men; he had always been the old Squire at whom everybody was frightened. Oh, it was 

impossible to think how it would be! But Captain Donnithorne would know; he was a great 

gentleman, and could have his way in everything, and could buy everything he liked. And 

nothing could be as it had been again: perhaps some day she should be a grand lady, and ride in 

her coach, and dress for dinner in a brocaded silk, with feathers in her hair, and her dress 

sweeping the ground, like Miss Lydia and Lady Dacey, when she saw them going into the 

dining-room one evening as she peeped through the little round window in the lobby; only she 

should not be old and ugly like Miss Lydia, or all the same thickness like Lady Dacey, but very 

pretty, with her hair done in a great many different ways, and sometimes in a pink dress, and 

sometimes in a white one—she didn’t know which she liked best; and Mary Burge and 

everybody would perhaps see her going out in her carriage—or rather, they would hear of it: it 

was impossible to imagine these things happening at Hayslope in sight of her aunt. At the 

thought of all this splendour, Hetty got up from her chair, and in doing so caught the little red-

framed glass with the edge of her scarf, so that it fell with a bang on the floor; but she was too 

eagerly occupied with her vision to care about picking it up; and after a momentary start, began 

to pace with a pigeon-like stateliness backwards and forwards along her room, in her coloured 



stays and coloured skirt, and the old black lace scarf round her shoulders, and the great glass ear-

rings in her ears. 

How pretty the little puss looks in that odd dress! It would be the easiest folly in the world to 

fall in love with her: there is such a sweet babylike roundness about her face and figure; the 

delicate dark rings of hair lie so charmingly about her ears and neck; her great dark eyes with 

their long eye-lashes touch one so strangely, as if an imprisoned frisky sprite looked out of them. 

Ah, what a prize the man gets who wins a sweet bride like Hetty! How the men envy him who 

come to the wedding breakfast, and see her hanging on his arm in her white lace and orange 

blossoms. The dear, young, round, soft, flexible thing! Her heart must be just as soft, her temper 

just as free from angles, her character just as pliant. If anything ever goes wrong, it must be the 

husband’s fault there: he can make her what he likes—that is plain. And the lover himself thinks 

so too: the little darling is so fond of him, her little vanities are so bewitching, he wouldn’t 

consent to her being a bit wiser; those kittenlike glances and movements are just what one wants 

to make one’s hearth a paradise. Every man under such circumstances is conscious of being a 

great physiognomist. Nature, he knows, has a language of her own, which she uses with strict 

veracity, and he considers himself an adept in the language. Nature has written out his bride’s 

character for him in those exquisite lines of cheek and lip and chin, in those eyelids delicate as 

petals, in those long lashes curled like the stamen of a flower, in the dark liquid depths of those 

wonderful eyes. How she will dote on her children! She is almost a child herself, and the little 

pink round things will hang about her like florets round the central flower; and the husband will 

look on, smiling benignly, able, whenever he chooses, to withdraw into the sanctuary of his 

wisdom, towards which his sweet wife will look reverently, and never lift the curtain. It is a 

marriage such as they made in the golden age, when the men were all wise and majestic and the 

women all lovely and loving. 

It was very much in this way that our friend Adam Bede thought about Hetty; only he put his 

thoughts into different words. If ever she behaved with cold vanity towards him, he said to 

himself it is only because she doesn’t love me well enough; and he was sure that her love, 

whenever she gave it, would be the most precious thing a man could possess on earth. Before 

you despise Adam as deficient in penetration, pray ask yourself if you were ever predisposed to 

believe evil of any pretty woman—if you ever could, without hard head-breaking demonstration, 

believe evil of the one supremely pretty woman who has bewitched you. No: people who love 

downy peaches are apt not to think of the stone, and sometimes jar their teeth terribly against it. 

Arthur Donnithorne, too, had the same sort of notion about Hetty, so far as he had thought of 

her nature of all. He felt sure she was a dear, affectionate, good little thing. The man who awakes 

the wondering tremulous passion of a young girl always thinks her affectionate; and if he 

chances to look forward to future years, probably imagines himself being virtuously tender to 

her, because the poor thing is so clingingly fond of him. God made these dear women so—and it 

is a convenient arrangement in case of sickness. 

After all, I believe the wisest of us must be beguiled in this way sometimes, and must think 

both better and worse of people than they deserve. Nature has her language, and she is not 

unveracious; but we don’t know all the intricacies of her syntax just yet, and in a hasty reading 

we may happen to extract the very opposite of her real meaning. Long dark eyelashes, now—

what can be more exquisite? I find it impossible not to expect some depth of soul behind a deep 



grey eye with a long dark eyelash, in spite of an experience which has shown me that they may 

go along with deceit, peculation, and stupidity. But if, in the reaction of disgust, I have betaken 

myself to a fishy eye, there has been a surprising similarity of result. One begins to suspect at 

length that there is no direct correlation between eyelashes and morals; or else, that the eyelashes 

express the disposition of the fair one’s grandmother, which is on the whole less important to us. 

No eyelashes could be more beautiful than Hetty’s; and now, while she walks with her pigeon-

like stateliness along the room and looks down on her shoulders bordered by the old black lace, 

the dark fringe shows to perfection on her pink cheek. They are but dim ill-defined pictures that 

her narrow bit of an imagination can make of the future; but of every picture she is the central 

figure in fine clothes; Captain Donnithorne is very close to her, putting his arm round her, 

perhaps kissing her, and everybody else is admiring and envying her—especially Mary Burge, 

whose new print dress looks very contemptible by the side of Hetty’s resplendent toilette. Does 

any sweet or sad memory mingle with this dream of the future—any loving thought of her 

second parents—of the children she had helped to tend—of any youthful companion, any pet 

animal, any relic of her own childhood even? Not one. There are some plants that have hardly 

any roots: you may tear them from their native nook of rock or wall, and just lay them over your 

ornamental flower-pot, and they blossom none the worse. Hetty could have cast all her past life 

behind her and never cared to be reminded of it again. I think she had no feeling at all towards 

the old house, and did not like the Jacobb’s Ladder and the long row of hollyhocks in the garden 

better than other flowers—perhaps not so well. It was wonderful how little she seemed to care 

about waiting on her uncle, who had been a good father to her—she hardly ever remembered to 

reach him his pipe at the right time without being told, unless a visitor happened to be there, who 

would have a better opportunity of seeing her as she walked across the hearth. Hetty did not 

understand how anybody could be very fond of middle-aged people. And as for those tiresome 

children, Marty and Tommy and Totty, they had been the very nuisance of her life—as bad as 

buzzing insects that will come teasing you on a hot day when you want to be quiet. Marty, the 

eldest, was a baby when she first came to the farm, for the children born before him had died, 

and so Hetty had had them all three, one after the other, toddling by her side in the meadow, or 

playing about her on wet days in the half-empty rooms of the large old house. The boys were out 

of hand now, but Totty was still a day-long plague, worse than either of the others had been, 

because there was more fuss made about her. And there was no end to the making and mending 

of clothes. Hetty would have been glad to hear that she should never see a child again; they were 

worse than the nasty little lambs that the shepherd was always bringing in to be taken special 

care of in lambing time; for the lambs were got rid of sooner or later. As for the young chickens 

and turkeys, Hetty would have hated the very word “hatching,” if her aunt had not bribed her to 

attend to the young poultry by promising her the proceeds of one out of every brood. The round 

downy chicks peeping out from under their mother’s wing never touched Hetty with any 

pleasure; that was not the sort of prettiness she cared about, but she did care about the prettiness 

of the new things she would buy for herself at Treddleston Fair with the money they fetched. 

And yet she looked so dimpled, so charming, as she stooped down to put the soaked bread under 

the hen-coop, that you must have been a very acute personage indeed to suspect her of that 

hardness. Molly, the housemaid, with a turn-up nose and a protuberant jaw, was really a tender-

hearted girl, and, as Mrs. Poyser said, a jewel to look after the poultry; but her stolid face showed 

nothing of this maternal delight, any more than a brown earthenware pitcher will show the light 

of the lamp within it. 



It is generally a feminine eye that first detects the moral deficiencies hidden under the “dear 

deceit” of beauty, so it is not surprising that Mrs. Poyser, with her keenness and abundant 

opportunity for observation, should have formed a tolerably fair estimate of what might be 

expected from Hetty in the way of feeling, and in moments of indignation she had sometimes 

spoken with great openness on the subject to her husband. 

“She’s no better than a peacock, as ’ud strut about on the wall and spread its tail when the sun 

shone if all the folks i’ the parish was dying: there’s nothing seems to give her a turn i’ th’ inside, 

not even when we thought Totty had tumbled into the pit. To think o’ that dear cherub! And we 

found her wi’ her little shoes stuck i’ the mud an’ crying fit to break her heart by the far horse-

pit. But Hetty never minded it, I could see, though she’s been at the nussin’ o’ the child ever 

since it was a babby. It’s my belief her heart’s as hard as a pebble.” 

“Nay, nay,” said Mr. Poyser, “thee mustn’t judge Hetty too hard. Them young gells are like 

the unripe grain; they’ll make good meal by and by, but they’re squashy as yet. Thee’t see Hetty 

’ll be all right when she’s got a good husband and children of her own.” 

“I don’t want to be hard upo’ the gell. She’s got cliver fingers of her own, and can be useful 

enough when she likes and I should miss her wi’ the butter, for she’s got a cool hand. An’ let be 

what may, I’d strive to do my part by a niece o’ yours—an’ that I’ve done, for I’ve taught her 

everything as belongs to a house, an’ I’ve told her her duty often enough, though, God knows, 

I’ve no breath to spare, an’ that catchin’ pain comes on dreadful by times. Wi’ them three gells in 

the house I’d need have twice the strength to keep ’em up to their work. It’s like having roast 

meat at three fires; as soon as you’ve basted one, another’s burnin’.” 

Hetty stood sufficiently in awe of her aunt to be anxious to conceal from her so much of her 

vanity as could be hidden without too great a sacrifice. She could not resist spending her money 

in bits of finery which Mrs. Poyser disapproved; but she would have been ready to die with 

shame, vexation, and fright if her aunt had this moment opened the door, and seen her with her 

bits of candle lighted, and strutting about decked in her scarf and ear-rings. To prevent such a 

surprise, she always bolted her door, and she had not forgotten to do so to-night. It was well: for 

there now came a light tap, and Hetty, with a leaping heart, rushed to blow out the candles and 

throw them into the drawer. She dared not stay to take out her ear-rings, but she threw off her 

scarf, and let it fall on the floor, before the light tap came again. We shall know how it was that 

the light tap came, if we leave Hetty for a short time and return to Dinah, at the moment when 

she had delivered Totty to her mother’s arms, and was come upstairs to her bedroom, adjoining 

Hetty’s. 

Dinah delighted in her bedroom window. Being on the second story of that tall house, it gave 

her a wide view over the fields. The thickness of the wall formed a broad step about a yard below 

the window, where she could place her chair. And now the first thing she did on entering her 

room was to seat herself in this chair and look out on the peaceful fields beyond which the large 

moon was rising, just above the hedgerow elms. She liked the pasture best where the milch cows 

were lying, and next to that the meadow where the grass was half-mown, and lay in silvered 

sweeping lines. Her heart was very full, for there was to be only one more night on which she 

would look out on those fields for a long time to come; but she thought little of leaving the mere 

scene, for, to her, bleak Snowfield had just as many charms. She thought of all the dear people 

whom she had learned to care for among these peaceful fields, and who would now have a place 



in her loving remembrance for ever. She thought of the struggles and the weariness that might lie 

before them in the rest of their life’s journey, when she would be away from them, and know 

nothing of what was befalling them; and the pressure of this thought soon became too strong for 

her to enjoy the unresponding stillness of the moonlit fields. She closed her eyes, that she might 

feel more intensely the presence of a Love and Sympathy deeper and more tender than was 

breathed from the earth and sky. That was often Dinah’s mode of praying in solitude. Simply to 

close her eyes and to feel herself enclosed by the Divine Presence; then gradually her fears, her 

yearning anxieties for others, melted away like ice-crystals in a warm ocean. She had sat in this 

way perfectly still, with her hands crossed on her lap and the pale light resting on her calm face, 

for at least ten minutes when she was startled by a loud sound, apparently of something falling in 

Hetty’s room. But like all sounds that fall on our ears in a state of abstraction, it had no distinct 

character, but was simply loud and startling, so that she felt uncertain whether she had 

interpreted it rightly. She rose and listened, but all was quiet afterwards, and she reflected that 

Hetty might merely have knocked something down in getting into bed. She began slowly to 

undress; but now, owing to the suggestions of this sound, her thoughts became concentrated on 

Hetty—that sweet young thing, with life and all its trials before her—the solemn daily duties of 

the wife and mother—and her mind so unprepared for them all, bent merely on little foolish, 

selfish pleasures, like a child hugging its toys in the beginning of a long toilsome journey in 

which it will have to bear hunger and cold and unsheltered darkness. Dinah felt a double care for 

Hetty, because she shared Seth’s anxious interest in his brother’s lot, and she had not come to the 

conclusion that Hetty did not love Adam well enough to marry him. She saw too clearly the 

absence of any warm, self-devoting love in Hetty’s nature to regard the coldness of her 

behaviour towards Adam as any indication that he was not the man she would like to have for a 

husband. And this blank in Hetty’s nature, instead of exciting Dinah’s dislike, only touched her 

with a deeper pity: the lovely face and form affected her as beauty always affects a pure and 

tender mind, free from selfish jealousies. It was an excellent divine gift, that gave a deeper 

pathos to the need, the sin, the sorrow with which it was mingled, as the canker in a lily-white 

bud is more grievous to behold than in a common pot-herb. 

By the time Dinah had undressed and put on her night-gown, this feeling about Hetty had 

gathered a painful intensity; her imagination had created a thorny thicket of sin and sorrow, in 

which she saw the poor thing struggling torn and bleeding, looking with tears for rescue and 

finding none. It was in this way that Dinah’s imagination and sympathy acted and reacted 

habitually, each heightening the other. She felt a deep longing to go now and pour into Hetty’s 

ear all the words of tender warning and appeal that rushed into her mind. But perhaps Hetty was 

already asleep. Dinah put her ear to the partition and heard still some slight noises, which 

convinced her that Hetty was not yet in bed. Still she hesitated; she was not quite certain of a 

divine direction; the voice that told her to go to Hetty seemed no stronger than the other voice 

which said that Hetty was weary, and that going to her now in an unseasonable moment would 

only tend to close her heart more obstinately. Dinah was not satisfied without a more 

unmistakable guidance than those inward voices. There was light enough for her, if she opened 

her Bible, to discern the text sufficiently to know what it would say to her. She knew the 

physiognomy of every page, and could tell on what book she opened, sometimes on what 

chapter, without seeing title or number. It was a small thick Bible, worn quite round at the edges. 

Dinah laid it sideways on the window ledge, where the light was strongest, and then opened it 

with her forefinger. The first words she looked at were those at the top of the left-hand page: 

“And they all wept sore, and fell on Paul’s neck and kissed him.” That was enough for Dinah; 



she had opened on that memorable parting at Ephesus, when Paul had felt bound to open his 

heart in a last exhortation and warning. She hesitated no longer, but, opening her own door 

gently, went and tapped on Hetty’s. We know she had to tap twice, because Hetty had to put out 

her candles and throw off her black lace scarf; but after the second tap the door was opened 

immediately. Dinah said, “Will you let me come in, Hetty?” and Hetty, without speaking, for she 

was confused and vexed, opened the door wider and let her in. 

What a strange contrast the two figures made, visible enough in that mingled twilight and 

moonlight! Hetty, her cheeks flushed and her eyes glistening from her imaginary drama, her 

beautiful neck and arms bare, her hair hanging in a curly tangle down her back, and the baubles 

in her ears. Dinah, covered with her long white dress, her pale face full of subdued emotion, 

almost like a lovely corpse into which the soul has returned charged with sublimer secrets and a 

sublimer love. They were nearly of the same height; Dinah evidently a little the taller as she put 

her arm round Hetty’s waist and kissed her forehead. 

“I knew you were not in bed, my dear,” she said, in her sweet clear voice, which was irritating 

to Hetty, mingling with her own peevish vexation like music with jangling chains, “for I heard 

you moving; and I longed to speak to you again to-night, for it is the last but one that I shall be 

here, and we don’t know what may happen to-morrow to keep us apart. Shall I sit down with you 

while you do up your hair?” 

“Oh yes,” said Hetty, hastily turning round and reaching the second chair in the room, glad 

that Dinah looked as if she did not notice her ear-rings. 

Dinah sat down, and Hetty began to brush together her hair before twisting it up, doing it with 

that air of excessive indifference which belongs to confused self-consciousness. But the 

expression of Dinah’s eyes gradually relieved her; they seemed unobservant of all details. 

“Dear Hetty,” she said, “It has been borne in upon my mind to-night that you may some day be 

in trouble—trouble is appointed for us all here below, and there comes a time when we need 

more comfort and help than the things of this life can give. I want to tell you that if ever you are 

in trouble, and need a friend that will always feel for you and love you, you have got that friend 

in Dinah Morris at Snowfield, and if you come to her, or send for her, she’ll never forget this 

night and the words she is speaking to you now. Will you remember it, Hetty?” 

“Yes,” said Hetty, rather frightened. “But why should you think I shall be in trouble? Do you 

know of anything?” 

Hetty had seated herself as she tied on her cap, and now Dinah leaned forwards and took her 

hands as she answered, “Because, dear, trouble comes to us all in this life: we set our hearts on 

things which it isn’t God’s will for us to have, and then we go sorrowing; the people we love are 

taken from us, and we can joy in nothing because they are not with us; sickness comes, and we 

faint under the burden of our feeble bodies; we go astray and do wrong, and bring ourselves into 

trouble with our fellow-men. There is no man or woman born into this world to whom some of 

these trials do not fall, and so I feel that some of them must happen to you; and I desire for you, 

that while you are young you should seek for strength from your Heavenly Father, that you may 

have a support which will not fail you in the evil day.” 



Dinah paused and released Hetty’s hands that she might not hinder her. Hetty sat quite still; 

she felt no response within herself to Dinah’s anxious affection; but Dinah’s words uttered with 

solemn pathetic distinctness, affected her with a chill fear. Her flush had died away almost to 

paleness; she had the timidity of a luxurious pleasure-seeking nature, which shrinks from the hint 

of pain. Dinah saw the effect, and her tender anxious pleading became the more earnest, till 

Hetty, full of a vague fear that something evil was some time to befall her, began to cry. 

It is our habit to say that while the lower nature can never understand the higher, the higher 

nature commands a complete view of the lower. But I think the higher nature has to learn this 

comprehension, as we learn the art of vision, by a good deal of hard experience, often with 

bruises and gashes incurred in taking things up by the wrong end, and fancying our space wider 

than it is. Dinah had never seen Hetty affected in this way before, and, with her usual benignant 

hopefulness, she trusted it was the stirring of a divine impulse. She kissed the sobbing thing, and 

began to cry with her for grateful joy. But Hetty was simply in that excitable state of mind in 

which there is no calculating what turn the feelings may take from one moment to another, and 

for the first time she became irritated under Dinah’s caress. She pushed her away impatiently, 

and said, with a childish sobbing voice, “Don’t talk to me so, Dinah. Why do you come to 

frighten me? I’ve never done anything to you. Why can’t you let me be?” 

Poor Dinah felt a pang. She was too wise to persist, and only said mildly, “Yes, my dear, 

you’re tired; I won’t hinder you any longer. Make haste and get into bed. Good-night.” 

She went out of the room almost as quietly and quickly as if she had been a ghost; but once by 

the side of her own bed, she threw herself on her knees and poured out in deep silence all the 

passionate pity that filled her heart. 

As for Hetty, she was soon in the wood again—her waking dreams being merged in a sleeping 

life scarcely more fragmentary and confused. 

  



Chapter XVI Links 

Arthur Donnithorne, you remember, is under an engagement with himself to go and see Mr. 

Irwine this Friday morning, and he is awake and dressing so early that he determines to go before 

breakfast, instead of after. The rector, he knows, breakfasts alone at half-past nine, the ladies of 

the family having a different breakfast-hour; Arthur will have an early ride over the hill and 

breakfast with him. One can say everything best over a meal. 

The progress of civilization has made a breakfast or a dinner an easy and cheerful substitute 

for more troublesome and disagreeable ceremonies. We take a less gloomy view of our errors 

now our father confessor listens to us over his egg and coffee. We are more distinctly conscious 

that rude penances are out of the question for gentlemen in an enlightened age, and that mortal 

sin is not incompatible with an appetite for muffins. An assault on our pockets, which in more 

barbarous times would have been made in the brusque form of a pistol-shot, is quite a well-bred 

and smiling procedure now it has become a request for a loan thrown in as an easy parenthesis 

between the second and third glasses of claret. 

Still, there was this advantage in the old rigid forms, that they committed you to the fulfilment 

of a resolution by some outward deed: when you have put your mouth to one end of a hole in a 

stone wall and are aware that there is an expectant ear at the other end, you are more likely to say 

what you came out with the intention of saying than if you were seated with your legs in an easy 

attitude under the mahogany with a companion who will have no reason to be surprised if you 

have nothing particular to say. 

However, Arthur Donnithorne, as he winds among the pleasant lanes on horseback in the 

morning sunshine, has a sincere determination to open his heart to the rector, and the swirling 

sound of the scythe as he passes by the meadow is all the pleasanter to him because of this 

honest purpose. He is glad to see the promise of settled weather now, for getting in the hay, 

about which the farmers have been fearful; and there is something so healthful in the sharing of a 

joy that is general and not merely personal, that this thought about the hay-harvest reacts on his 

state of mind and makes his resolution seem an easier matter. A man about town might perhaps 

consider that these influences were not to be felt out of a child’s story-book; but when you are 

among the fields and hedgerows, it is impossible to maintain a consistent superiority to simple 

natural pleasures. 

Arthur had passed the village of Hayslope and was approaching the Broxton side of the hill, 

when, at a turning in the road, he saw a figure about a hundred yards before him which it was 

impossible to mistake for any one else than Adam Bede, even if there had been no grey, tailless 

shepherd-dog at his heels. He was striding along at his usual rapid pace, and Arthur pushed on 

his horse to overtake him, for he retained too much of his boyish feeling for Adam to miss an 

opportunity of chatting with him. I will not say that his love for that good fellow did not owe 

some of its force to the love of patronage: our friend Arthur liked to do everything that was 

handsome, and to have his handsome deeds recognized. 

Adam looked round as he heard the quickening clatter of the horse’s heels, and waited for the 

horseman, lifting his paper cap from his head with a bright smile of recognition. Next to his own 

brother Seth, Adam would have done more for Arthur Donnithorne than for any other young man 



in the world. There was hardly anything he would not rather have lost than the two-feet ruler 

which he always carried in his pocket; it was Arthur’s present, bought with his pocket-money 

when he was a fair-haired lad of eleven, and when he had profited so well by Adam’s lessons in 

carpentering and turning as to embarrass every female in the house with gifts of superfluous 

thread-reels and round boxes. Adam had quite a pride in the little squire in those early days, and 

the feeling had only become slightly modified as the fair-haired lad had grown into the 

whiskered young man. Adam, I confess, was very susceptible to the influence of rank, and quite 

ready to give an extra amount of respect to every one who had more advantages than himself, not 

being a philosopher or a proletaire with democratic ideas, but simply a stout-limbed clever 

carpenter with a large fund of reverence in his nature, which inclined him to admit all established 

claims unless he saw very clear grounds for questioning them. He had no theories about setting 

the world to rights, but he saw there was a great deal of damage done by building with ill-

seasoned timber—by ignorant men in fine clothes making plans for outhouses and workshops 

and the like without knowing the bearings of things—by slovenly joiners’ work, and by hasty 

contracts that could never be fulfilled without ruining somebody; and he resolved, for his part, to 

set his face against such doings. On these points he would have maintained his opinion against 

the largest landed proprietor in Loamshire or Stonyshire either; but he felt that beyond these it 

would be better for him to defer to people who were more knowing than himself. He saw as 

plainly as possible how ill the woods on the estate were managed, and the shameful state of the 

farm-buildings; and if old Squire Donnithorne had asked him the effect of this mismanagement, 

he would have spoken his opinion without flinching, but the impulse to a respectful demeanour 

towards a “gentleman” would have been strong within him all the while. The word “gentleman” 

had a spell for Adam, and, as he often said, he “couldn’t abide a fellow who thought he made 

himself fine by being coxy to’s betters.” I must remind you again that Adam had the blood of the 

peasant in his veins, and that since he was in his prime half a century ago, you must expect some 

of his characteristics to be obsolete. 

Towards the young squire this instinctive reverence of Adam’s was assisted by boyish 

memories and personal regard so you may imagine that he thought far more of Arthur’s good 

qualities, and attached far more value to very slight actions of his, than if they had been the 

qualities and actions of a common workman like himself. He felt sure it would be a fine day for 

everybody about Hayslope when the young squire came into the estate—such a generous open-

hearted disposition as he had, and an “uncommon” notion about improvements and repairs, 

considering he was only just coming of age. Thus there was both respect and affection in the 

smile with which he raised his paper cap as Arthur Donnithorne rode up. 

“Well, Adam, how are you?” said Arthur, holding out his hand. He never shook hands with 

any of the farmers, and Adam felt the honour keenly. “I could swear to your back a long way off. 

It’s just the same back, only broader, as when you used to carry me on it. Do you remember?” 

“Aye, sir, I remember. It ’ud be a poor look-out if folks didn’t remember what they did and 

said when they were lads. We should think no more about old friends than we do about new uns, 

then.” 

“You’re going to Broxton, I suppose?” said Arthur, putting his horse on at a slow pace while 

Adam walked by his side. “Are you going to the rectory?” 



“No, sir, I’m going to see about Bradwell’s barn. They’re afraid of the roof pushing the walls 

out, and I’m going to see what can be done with it before we send the stuff and the workmen.” 

“Why, Burge trusts almost everything to you now, Adam, doesn’t he? I should think he will 

make you his partner soon. He will, if he’s wise.” 

“Nay, sir, I don’t see as he’d be much the better off for that. A foreman, if he’s got a 

conscience and delights in his work, will do his business as well as if he was a partner. I 

wouldn’t give a penny for a man as ’ud drive a nail in slack because he didn’t get extra pay for 

it.” 

“I know that, Adam; I know you work for him as well as if you were working for yourself. But 

you would have more power than you have now, and could turn the business to better account 

perhaps. The old man must give up his business sometime, and he has no son; I suppose he’ll 

want a son-in-law who can take to it. But he has rather grasping fingers of his own, I fancy. I 

daresay he wants a man who can put some money into the business. If I were not as poor as a rat, 

I would gladly invest some money in that way, for the sake of having you settled on the estate. 

I’m sure I should profit by it in the end. And perhaps I shall be better off in a year or two. I shall 

have a larger allowance now I’m of age; and when I’ve paid off a debt or two, I shall be able to 

look about me.” 

“You’re very good to say so, sir, and I’m not unthankful. But”—Adam continued, in a decided 

tone—“I shouldn’t like to make any offers to Mr. Burge, or t’ have any made for me. I see no 

clear road to a partnership. If he should ever want to dispose of the business, that ’ud be a 

different matter. I should be glad of some money at a fair interest then, for I feel sure I could pay 

it off in time.” 

“Very well, Adam,” said Arthur, remembering what Mr. Irwine had said about a probable 

hitch in the love-making between Adam and Mary Burge, “we’ll say no more about it at present. 

When is your father to be buried?” 

“On Sunday, sir; Mr. Irwine’s coming earlier on purpose. I shall be glad when it’s over, for I 

think my mother ’ull perhaps get easier then. It cuts one sadly to see the grief of old people; 

they’ve no way o’ working it off, and the new spring brings no new shoots out on the withered 

tree.” 

“Ah, you’ve had a good deal of trouble and vexation in your life, Adam. I don’t think you’ve 

ever been hare-brained and light-hearted, like other youngsters. You’ve always had some care on 

your mind.” 

“Why, yes, sir; but that’s nothing to make a fuss about. If we’re men and have men’s feelings, 

I reckon we must have men’s troubles. We can’t be like the birds, as fly from their nest as soon 

as they’ve got their wings, and never know their kin when they see ’em, and get a fresh lot every 

year. I’ve had enough to be thankful for: I’ve allays had health and strength and brains to give 

me a delight in my work; and I count it a great thing as I’ve had Bartle Massey’s night-school to 

go to. He’s helped me to knowledge I could never ha’ got by myself.” 



“What a rare fellow you are, Adam!” said Arthur, after a pause, in which he had looked 

musingly at the big fellow walking by his side. “I could hit out better than most men at Oxford, 

and yet I believe you would knock me into next week if I were to have a battle with you.” 

“God forbid I should ever do that, sir,” said Adam, looking round at Arthur and smiling. “I 

used to fight for fun, but I’ve never done that since I was the cause o’ poor Gil Tranter being laid 

up for a fortnight. I’ll never fight any man again, only when he behaves like a scoundrel. If you 

get hold of a chap that’s got no shame nor conscience to stop him, you must try what you can do 

by bunging his eyes up.” 

Arthur did not laugh, for he was preoccupied with some thought that made him say presently, 

“I should think now, Adam, you never have any struggles within yourself. I fancy you would 

master a wish that you had made up your mind it was not quite right to indulge, as easily as you 

would knock down a drunken fellow who was quarrelsome with you. I mean, you are never 

shilly-shally, first making up your mind that you won’t do a thing, and then doing it after all?” 

“Well,” said Adam, slowly, after a moment’s hesitation, “no. I don’t remember ever being see-

saw in that way, when I’d made my mind up, as you say, that a thing was wrong. It takes the 

taste out o’ my mouth for things, when I know I should have a heavy conscience after ’em. I’ve 

seen pretty clear, ever since I could cast up a sum, as you can never do what’s wrong without 

breeding sin and trouble more than you can ever see. It’s like a bit o’ bad workmanship—you 

never see th’ end o’ the mischief it’ll do. And it’s a poor look-out to come into the world to make 

your fellow-creatures worse off instead o’ better. But there’s a difference between the things 

folks call wrong. I’m not for making a sin of every little fool’s trick, or bit o’ nonsense anybody 

may be let into, like some o’ them dissenters. And a man may have two minds whether it isn’t 

worthwhile to get a bruise or two for the sake of a bit o’ fun. But it isn’t my way to be see-saw 

about anything: I think my fault lies th’ other way. When I’ve said a thing, if it’s only to myself, 

it’s hard for me to go back.” 

“Yes, that’s just what I expected of you,” said Arthur. “You’ve got an iron will, as well as an 

iron arm. But however strong a man’s resolution may be, it costs him something to carry it out, 

now and then. We may determine not to gather any cherries and keep our hands sturdily in our 

pockets, but we can’t prevent our mouths from watering.” 

“That’s true, sir, but there’s nothing like settling with ourselves as there’s a deal we must do 

without i’ this life. It’s no use looking on life as if it was Treddles’on Fair, where folks only go to 

see shows and get fairings. If we do, we shall find it different. But where’s the use o’ me talking 

to you, sir? You know better than I do.” 

“I’m not so sure of that, Adam. You’ve had four or five years of experience more than I’ve 

had, and I think your life has been a better school to you than college has been to me.” 

“Why, sir, you seem to think o’ college something like what Bartle Massey does. He says 

college mostly makes people like bladders—just good for nothing but t’ hold the stuff as is 

poured into ’em. But he’s got a tongue like a sharp blade, Bartle has—it never touches anything 

but it cuts. Here’s the turning, sir. I must bid you good-morning, as you’re going to the rectory.” 

“Good-bye, Adam, good-bye.” 



Arthur gave his horse to the groom at the rectory gate, and walked along the gravel towards 

the door which opened on the garden. He knew that the rector always breakfasted in his study, 

and the study lay on the left hand of this door, opposite the dining-room. It was a small low 

room, belonging to the old part of the house—dark with the sombre covers of the books that 

lined the walls; yet it looked very cheery this morning as Arthur reached the open window. For 

the morning sun fell aslant on the great glass globe with gold fish in it, which stood on a 

scagliola pillar in front of the ready-spread bachelor breakfast-table, and by the side of this 

breakfast-table was a group which would have made any room enticing. In the crimson damask 

easy-chair sat Mr. Irwine, with that radiant freshness which he always had when he came from 

his morning toilet; his finely formed plump white hand was playing along Juno’s brown curly 

back; and close to Juno’s tail, which was wagging with calm matronly pleasure, the two brown 

pups were rolling over each other in an ecstatic duet of worrying noises. On a cushion a little 

removed sat Pug, with the air of a maiden lady, who looked on these familiarities as animal 

weaknesses, which she made as little show as possible of observing. On the table, at Mr. Irwine’s 

elbow, lay the first volume of the Foulis Æschylus, which Arthur knew well by sight; and the 

silver coffee-pot, which Carroll was bringing in, sent forth a fragrant steam which completed the 

delights of a bachelor breakfast. 

“Hallo, Arthur, that’s a good fellow! You’re just in time,” said Mr. Irwine, as Arthur paused 

and stepped in over the low window-sill. “Carroll, we shall want more coffee and eggs, and 

haven’t you got some cold fowl for us to eat with that ham? Why, this is like old days, Arthur; 

you haven’t been to breakfast with me these five years.” 

“It was a tempting morning for a ride before breakfast,” said Arthur; “and I used to like 

breakfasting with you so when I was reading with you. My grandfather is always a few degrees 

colder at breakfast than at any other hour in the day. I think his morning bath doesn’t agree with 

him.” 

Arthur was anxious not to imply that he came with any special purpose. He had no sooner 

found himself in Mr. Irwine’s presence than the confidence which he had thought quite easy 

before, suddenly appeared the most difficult thing in the world to him, and at the very moment of 

shaking hands he saw his purpose in quite a new light. How could he make Irwine understand his 

position unless he told him those little scenes in the wood; and how could he tell them without 

looking like a fool? And then his weakness in coming back from Gawaine’s, and doing the very 

opposite of what he intended! Irwine would think him a shilly-shally fellow ever after. However, 

it must come out in an unpremeditated way; the conversation might lead up to it. 

“I like breakfast-time better than any other moment in the day,” said Mr. Irwine. “No dust has 

settled on one’s mind then, and it presents a clear mirror to the rays of things. I always have a 

favourite book by me at breakfast, and I enjoy the bits I pick up then so much, that regularly 

every morning it seems to me as if I should certainly become studious again. But presently Dent 

brings up a poor fellow who has killed a hare, and when I’ve got through my ‘justicing,’ as 

Carroll calls it, I’m inclined for a ride round the glebe, and on my way back I meet with the 

master of the workhouse, who has got a long story of a mutinous pauper to tell me; and so the 

day goes on, and I’m always the same lazy fellow before evening sets in. Besides, one wants the 

stimulus of sympathy, and I have never had that since poor D’Oyley left Treddleston. If you had 

stuck to your books well, you rascal, I should have had a pleasanter prospect before me. But 

scholarship doesn’t run in your family blood.” 



“No indeed. It’s well if I can remember a little inapplicable Latin to adorn my maiden speech 

in Parliament six or seven years hence. ‘Cras ingens iterabimus aequor,’ and a few shreds of that 

sort, will perhaps stick to me, and I shall arrange my opinions so as to introduce them. But I 

don’t think a knowledge of the classics is a pressing want to a country gentleman; as far as I can 

see, he’d much better have a knowledge of manures. I’ve been reading your friend Arthur 

Young’s books lately, and there’s nothing I should like better than to carry out some of his ideas 

in putting the farmers on a better management of their land; and, as he says, making what was a 

wild country, all of the same dark hue, bright and variegated with corn and cattle. My 

grandfather will never let me have any power while he lives, but there’s nothing I should like 

better than to undertake the Stonyshire side of the estate—it’s in a dismal condition—and set 

improvements on foot, and gallop about from one place to another and overlook them. I should 

like to know all the labourers, and see them touching their hats to me with a look of goodwill.” 

“Bravo, Arthur! A man who has no feeling for the classics couldn’t make a better apology for 

coming into the world than by increasing the quantity of food to maintain scholars—and rectors 

who appreciate scholars. And whenever you enter on your career of model landlord may I be 

there to see. You’ll want a portly rector to complete the picture, and take his tithe of all the 

respect and honour you get by your hard work. Only don’t set your heart too strongly on the 

goodwill you are to get in consequence. I’m not sure that men are the fondest of those who try to 

be useful to them. You know Gawaine has got the curses of the whole neighbourhood upon him 

about that enclosure. You must make it quite clear to your mind which you are most bent upon, 

old boy—popularity or usefulness—else you may happen to miss both.” 

“Oh! Gawaine is harsh in his manners; he doesn’t make himself personally agreeable to his 

tenants. I don’t believe there’s anything you can’t prevail on people to do with kindness. For my 

part, I couldn’t live in a neighbourhood where I was not respected and beloved. And it’s very 

pleasant to go among the tenants here—they seem all so well inclined to me I suppose it seems 

only the other day to them since I was a little lad, riding on a pony about as big as a sheep. And 

if fair allowances were made to them, and their buildings attended to, one could persuade them to 

farm on a better plan, stupid as they are.” 

“Then mind you fall in love in the right place, and don’t get a wife who will drain your purse 

and make you niggardly in spite of yourself. My mother and I have a little discussion about you 

sometimes: she says, ‘I’ll never risk a single prophecy on Arthur until I see the woman he falls in 

love with.’ She thinks your lady-love will rule you as the moon rules the tides. But I feel bound 

to stand up for you, as my pupil you know, and I maintain that you’re not of that watery quality. 

So mind you don’t disgrace my judgment.” 

Arthur winced under this speech, for keen old Mrs. Irwine’s opinion about him had the 

disagreeable effect of a sinister omen. This, to be sure, was only another reason for persevering 

in his intention, and getting an additional security against himself. Nevertheless, at this point in 

the conversation, he was conscious of increased disinclination to tell his story about Hetty. He 

was of an impressible nature, and lived a great deal in other people’s opinions and feelings 

concerning himself; and the mere fact that he was in the presence of an intimate friend, who had 

not the slightest notion that he had had any such serious internal struggle as he came to confide, 

rather shook his own belief in the seriousness of the struggle. It was not, after all, a thing to make 

a fuss about; and what could Irwine do for him that he could not do for himself? He would go to 

Eagledale in spite of Meg’s lameness—go on Rattler, and let Pym follow as well as he could on 



the old hack. That was his thought as he sugared his coffee; but the next minute, as he was lifting 

the cup to his lips, he remembered how thoroughly he had made up his mind last night to tell 

Irwine. No! He would not be vacillating again—he would do what he had meant to do, this time. 

So it would be well not to let the personal tone of the conversation altogether drop. If they went 

to quite indifferent topics, his difficulty would be heightened. It had required no noticeable pause 

for this rush and rebound of feeling, before he answered, “But I think it is hardly an argument 

against a man’s general strength of character that he should be apt to be mastered by love. A fine 

constitution doesn’t insure one against smallpox or any other of those inevitable diseases. A man 

may be very firm in other matters and yet be under a sort of witchery from a woman.” 

“Yes; but there’s this difference between love and smallpox, or bewitchment either—that if 

you detect the disease at an early stage and try change of air, there is every chance of complete 

escape without any further development of symptoms. And there are certain alternative doses 

which a man may administer to himself by keeping unpleasant consequences before his mind: 

this gives you a sort of smoked glass through which you may look at the resplendent fair one and 

discern her true outline; though I’m afraid, by the by, the smoked glass is apt to be missing just 

at the moment it is most wanted. I daresay, now, even a man fortified with a knowledge of the 

classics might be lured into an imprudent marriage, in spite of the warning given him by the 

chorus in the Prometheus.” 

The smile that flitted across Arthur’s face was a faint one, and instead of following Mr. 

Irwine’s playful lead, he said, quite seriously—“Yes, that’s the worst of it. It’s a desperately 

vexatious thing, that after all one’s reflections and quiet determinations, we should be ruled by 

moods that one can’t calculate on beforehand. I don’t think a man ought to be blamed so much if 

he is betrayed into doing things in that way, in spite of his resolutions.” 

“Ah, but the moods lie in his nature, my boy, just as much as his reflections did, and more. A 

man can never do anything at variance with his own nature. He carries within him the germ of 

his most exceptional action; and if we wise people make eminent fools of ourselves on any 

particular occasion, we must endure the legitimate conclusion that we carry a few grains of folly 

to our ounce of wisdom.” 

“Well, but one may be betrayed into doing things by a combination of circumstances, which 

one might never have done otherwise.” 

“Why, yes, a man can’t very well steal a bank-note unless the bank-note lies within convenient 

reach; but he won’t make us think him an honest man because he begins to howl at the bank-note 

for falling in his way.” 

“But surely you don’t think a man who struggles against a temptation into which he falls at last 

as bad as the man who never struggles at all?” 

“No, certainly; I pity him in proportion to his struggles, for they foreshadow the inward 

suffering which is the worst form of Nemesis. Consequences are unpitying. Our deeds carry their 

terrible consequences, quite apart from any fluctuations that went before—consequences that are 

hardly ever confined to ourselves. And it is best to fix our minds on that certainty, instead of 

considering what may be the elements of excuse for us. But I never knew you so inclined for 



moral discussion, Arthur? Is it some danger of your own that you are considering in this 

philosophical, general way?” 

In asking this question, Mr. Irwine pushed his plate away, threw himself back in his chair, and 

looked straight at Arthur. He really suspected that Arthur wanted to tell him something, and 

thought of smoothing the way for him by this direct question. But he was mistaken. Brought 

suddenly and involuntarily to the brink of confession, Arthur shrank back and felt less disposed 

towards it than ever. The conversation had taken a more serious tone than he had intended—it 

would quite mislead Irwine—he would imagine there was a deep passion for Hetty, while there 

was no such thing. He was conscious of colouring, and was annoyed at his boyishness. 

“Oh no, no danger,” he said as indifferently as he could. “I don’t know that I am more liable to 

irresolution than other people; only there are little incidents now and then that set one 

speculating on what might happen in the future.” 

Was there a motive at work under this strange reluctance of Arthur’s which had a sort of 

backstairs influence, not admitted to himself? Our mental business is carried on much in the 

same way as the business of the State: a great deal of hard work is done by agents who are not 

acknowledged. In a piece of machinery, too, I believe there is often a small unnoticeable wheel 

which has a great deal to do with the motion of the large obvious ones. Possibly there was some 

such unrecognized agent secretly busy in Arthur’s mind at this moment—possibly it was the fear 

lest he might hereafter find the fact of having made a confession to the rector a serious 

annoyance, in case he should not be able quite to carry out his good resolutions? I dare not assert 

that it was not so. The human soul is a very complex thing. 

The idea of Hetty had just crossed Mr. Irwine’s mind as he looked inquiringly at Arthur, but 

his disclaiming indifferent answer confirmed the thought which had quickly followed—that there 

could be nothing serious in that direction. There was no probability that Arthur ever saw her 

except at church, and at her own home under the eye of Mrs. Poyser; and the hint he had given 

Arthur about her the other day had no more serious meaning than to prevent him from noticing 

her so as to rouse the little chit’s vanity, and in this way perturb the rustic drama of her life. 

Arthur would soon join his regiment, and be far away: no, there could be no danger in that 

quarter, even if Arthur’s character had not been a strong security against it. His honest, 

patronizing pride in the good-will and respect of everybody about him was a safeguard even 

against foolish romance, still more against a lower kind of folly. If there had been anything 

special on Arthur’s mind in the previous conversation, it was clear he was not inclined to enter 

into details, and Mr. Irwine was too delicate to imply even a friendly curiosity. He perceived a 

change of subject would be welcome, and said, “By the way, Arthur, at your colonel’s birthday 

fête there were some transparencies that made a great effect in honour of Britannia, and Pitt, and 

the Loamshire Militia, and, above all, the ‘generous youth,’ the hero of the day. Don’t you think 

you should get up something of the same sort to astonish our weak minds?” 

The opportunity was gone. While Arthur was hesitating, the rope to which he might have 

clung had drifted away—he must trust now to his own swimming. 

In ten minutes from that time, Mr. Irwine was called for on business, and Arthur, bidding him 

good-bye, mounted his horse again with a sense of dissatisfaction, which he tried to quell by 

determining to set off for Eagledale without an hour’s delay. 



  



Book Second 

Chapter XVII In Which the Story Pauses a Little 

“This Rector of Broxton is little better than a pagan!” I hear one of my readers exclaim. “How 

much more edifying it would have been if you had made him give Arthur some truly spiritual 

advice! You might have put into his mouth the most beautiful things—quite as good as reading a 

sermon.” 

Certainly I could, if I held it the highest vocation of the novelist to represent things as they 

never have been and never will be. Then, of course, I might refashion life and character entirely 

after my own liking; I might select the most unexceptionable type of clergyman and put my own 

admirable opinions into his mouth on all occasions. But it happens, on the contrary, that my 

strongest effort is to avoid any such arbitrary picture, and to give a faithful account of men and 

things as they have mirrored themselves in my mind. The mirror is doubtless defective, the 

outlines will sometimes be disturbed, the reflection faint or confused; but I feel as much bound to 

tell you as precisely as I can what that reflection is, as if I were in the witness-box, narrating my 

experience on oath. 

Sixty years ago—it is a long time, so no wonder things have changed—all clergymen were not 

zealous; indeed, there is reason to believe that the number of zealous clergymen was small, and it 

is probable that if one among the small minority had owned the livings of Broxton and Hayslope 

in the year 1799, you would have liked him no better than you like Mr. Irwine. Ten to one, you 

would have thought him a tasteless, indiscreet, methodistical man. It is so very rarely that facts 

hit that nice medium required by our own enlightened opinions and refined taste! Perhaps you 

will say, “Do improve the facts a little, then; make them more accordant with those correct views 

which it is our privilege to possess. The world is not just what we like; do touch it up with a 

tasteful pencil, and make believe it is not quite such a mixed entangled affair. Let all people who 

hold unexceptionable opinions act unexceptionably. Let your most faulty characters always be 

on the wrong side, and your virtuous ones on the right. Then we shall see at a glance whom we 

are to condemn and whom we are to approve. Then we shall be able to admire, without the 

slightest disturbance of our prepossessions: we shall hate and despise with that true ruminant 

relish which belongs to undoubting confidence.” 

But, my good friend, what will you do then with your fellow-parishioner who opposes your 

husband in the vestry? With your newly appointed vicar, whose style of preaching you find 

painfully below that of his regretted predecessor? With the honest servant who worries your soul 

with her one failing? With your neighbour, Mrs. Green, who was really kind to you in your last 

illness, but has said several ill-natured things about you since your convalescence? Nay, with 

your excellent husband himself, who has other irritating habits besides that of not wiping his 

shoes? These fellow-mortals, every one, must be accepted as they are: you can neither straighten 

their noses, nor brighten their wit, nor rectify their dispositions; and it is these people—amongst 

whom your life is passed—that it is needful you should tolerate, pity, and love: it is these more 

or less ugly, stupid, inconsistent people whose movements of goodness you should be able to 

admire—for whom you should cherish all possible hopes, all possible patience. And I would not, 

even if I had the choice, be the clever novelist who could create a world so much better than this, 



in which we get up in the morning to do our daily work, that you would be likely to turn a 

harder, colder eye on the dusty streets and the common green fields—on the real breathing men 

and women, who can be chilled by your indifference or injured by your prejudice; who can be 

cheered and helped onward by your fellow-feeling, your forbearance, your outspoken, brave 

justice. 

So I am content to tell my simple story, without trying to make things seem better than they 

were; dreading nothing, indeed, but falsity, which, in spite of one’s best efforts, there is reason to 

dread. Falsehood is so easy, truth so difficult. The pencil is conscious of a delightful facility in 

drawing a griffin—the longer the claws, and the larger the wings, the better; but that marvellous 

facility which we mistook for genius is apt to forsake us when we want to draw a real 

unexaggerated lion. Examine your words well, and you will find that even when you have no 

motive to be false, it is a very hard thing to say the exact truth, even about your own immediate 

feelings—much harder than to say something fine about them which is not the exact truth. 

It is for this rare, precious quality of truthfulness that I delight in many Dutch paintings, which 

lofty-minded people despise. I find a source of delicious sympathy in these faithful pictures of a 

monotonous homely existence, which has been the fate of so many more among my fellow-

mortals than a life of pomp or of absolute indigence, of tragic suffering or of world-stirring 

actions. I turn, without shrinking, from cloud-borne angels, from prophets, sibyls, and heroic 

warriors, to an old woman bending over her flower-pot, or eating her solitary dinner, while the 

noonday light, softened perhaps by a screen of leaves, falls on her mob-cap, and just touches the 

rim of her spinning-wheel, and her stone jug, and all those cheap common things which are the 

precious necessaries of life to her—or I turn to that village wedding, kept between four brown 

walls, where an awkward bridegroom opens the dance with a high-shouldered, broad-faced 

bride, while elderly and middle-aged friends look on, with very irregular noses and lips, and 

probably with quart-pots in their hands, but with an expression of unmistakable contentment and 

goodwill. “Foh!” says my idealistic friend, “what vulgar details! What good is there in taking all 

these pains to give an exact likeness of old women and clowns? What a low phase of life! What 

clumsy, ugly people!” 

But bless us, things may be lovable that are not altogether handsome, I hope? I am not at all 

sure that the majority of the human race have not been ugly, and even among those “lords of 

their kind,” the British, squat figures, ill-shapen nostrils, and dingy complexions are not startling 

exceptions. Yet there is a great deal of family love amongst us. I have a friend or two whose 

class of features is such that the Apollo curl on the summit of their brows would be decidedly 

trying; yet to my certain knowledge tender hearts have beaten for them, and their miniatures—

flattering, but still not lovely—are kissed in secret by motherly lips. I have seen many an 

excellent matron, who could have never in her best days have been handsome, and yet she had a 

packet of yellow love-letters in a private drawer, and sweet children showered kisses on her 

sallow cheeks. And I believe there have been plenty of young heroes, of middle stature and 

feeble beards, who have felt quite sure they could never love anything more insignificant than a 

Diana, and yet have found themselves in middle life happily settled with a wife who waddles. 

Yes! Thank God; human feeling is like the mighty rivers that bless the earth: it does not wait for 

beauty—it flows with resistless force and brings beauty with it. 

All honour and reverence to the divine beauty of form! Let us cultivate it to the utmost in men, 

women, and children—in our gardens and in our houses. But let us love that other beauty too, 



which lies in no secret of proportion, but in the secret of deep human sympathy. Paint us an 

angel, if you can, with a floating violet robe, and a face paled by the celestial light; paint us yet 

oftener a Madonna, turning her mild face upward and opening her arms to welcome the divine 

glory; but do not impose on us any aesthetic rules which shall banish from the region of Art 

those old women scraping carrots with their work-worn hands, those heavy clowns taking 

holiday in a dingy pot-house, those rounded backs and stupid weather-beaten faces that have 

bent over the spade and done the rough work of the world—those homes with their tin pans, their 

brown pitchers, their rough curs, and their clusters of onions. In this world there are so many of 

these common coarse people, who have no picturesque sentimental wretchedness! It is so needful 

we should remember their existence, else we may happen to leave them quite out of our religion 

and philosophy and frame lofty theories which only fit a world of extremes. Therefore, let Art 

always remind us of them; therefore let us always have men ready to give the loving pains of a 

life to the faithful representing of commonplace things—men who see beauty in these 

commonplace things, and delight in showing how kindly the light of heaven falls on them. There 

are few prophets in the world; few sublimely beautiful women; few heroes. I can’t afford to give 

all my love and reverence to such rarities: I want a great deal of those feelings for my every-day 

fellow-men, especially for the few in the foreground of the great multitude, whose faces I know, 

whose hands I touch, for whom I have to make way with kindly courtesy. Neither are picturesque 

lazzaroni or romantic criminals half so frequent as your common labourer, who gets his own 

bread and eats it vulgarly but creditably with his own pocket-knife. It is more needful that I 

should have a fibre of sympathy connecting me with that vulgar citizen who weighs out my sugar 

in a vilely assorted cravat and waistcoat, than with the handsomest rascal in red scarf and green 

feathers—more needful that my heart should swell with loving admiration at some trait of gentle 

goodness in the faulty people who sit at the same hearth with me, or in the clergyman of my own 

parish, who is perhaps rather too corpulent and in other respects is not an Oberlin or a Tillotson, 

than at the deeds of heroes whom I shall never know except by hearsay, or at the sublimest 

abstract of all clerical graces that was ever conceived by an able novelist. 

And so I come back to Mr. Irwine, with whom I desire you to be in perfect charity, far as he 

may be from satisfying your demands on the clerical character. Perhaps you think he was not—

as he ought to have been—a living demonstration of the benefits attached to a national church? 

But I am not sure of that; at least I know that the people in Broxton and Hayslope would have 

been very sorry to part with their clergyman, and that most faces brightened at his approach; and 

until it can be proved that hatred is a better thing for the soul than love, I must believe that Mr. 

Irwine’s influence in his parish was a more wholesome one than that of the zealous Mr. Ryde, 

who came there twenty years afterwards, when Mr. Irwine had been gathered to his fathers. It is 

true, Mr. Ryde insisted strongly on the doctrines of the Reformation, visited his flock a great deal 

in their own homes, and was severe in rebuking the aberrations of the flesh—put a stop, indeed, 

to the Christmas rounds of the church singers, as promoting drunkenness and too light a handling 

of sacred things. But I gathered from Adam Bede, to whom I talked of these matters in his old 

age, that few clergymen could be less successful in winning the hearts of their parishioners than 

Mr. Ryde. They learned a great many notions about doctrine from him, so that almost every 

church-goer under fifty began to distinguish as well between the genuine gospel and what did not 

come precisely up to that standard, as if he had been born and bred a Dissenter; and for some 

time after his arrival there seemed to be quite a religious movement in that quiet rural district. 

“But,” said Adam, “I’ve seen pretty clear, ever since I was a young un, as religion’s something 

else besides notions. It isn’t notions sets people doing the right thing—it’s feelings. It’s the same 



with the notions in religion as it is with math’matics—a man may be able to work problems 

straight off in’s head as he sits by the fire and smokes his pipe, but if he has to make a machine 

or a building, he must have a will and a resolution and love something else better than his own 

ease. Somehow, the congregation began to fall off, and people began to speak light o’ Mr. Ryde. 

I believe he meant right at bottom; but, you see, he was sourish-tempered, and was for beating 

down prices with the people as worked for him; and his preaching wouldn’t go down well with 

that sauce. And he wanted to be like my lord judge i’ the parish, punishing folks for doing 

wrong; and he scolded ’em from the pulpit as if he’d been a Ranter, and yet he couldn’t abide the 

Dissenters, and was a deal more set against ’em than Mr. Irwine was. And then he didn’t keep 

within his income, for he seemed to think at first go-off that six hundred a-year was to make him 

as big a man as Mr. Donnithorne. That’s a sore mischief I’ve often seen with the poor curates 

jumping into a bit of a living all of a sudden. Mr. Ryde was a deal thought on at a distance, I 

believe, and he wrote books, but as for math’matics and the natur o’ things, he was as ignorant as 

a woman. He was very knowing about doctrines, and used to call ’em the bulwarks of the 

Reformation; but I’ve always mistrusted that sort o’ learning as leaves folks foolish and 

unreasonable about business. Now Mester Irwine was as different as could be: as quick!—he 

understood what you meant in a minute, and he knew all about building, and could see when 

you’d made a good job. And he behaved as much like a gentleman to the farmers, and th’ old 

women, and the labourers, as he did to the gentry. You never saw him interfering and scolding, 

and trying to play th’ emperor. Ah, he was a fine man as ever you set eyes on; and so kind to’s 

mother and sisters. That poor sickly Miss Anne—he seemed to think more of her than of 

anybody else in the world. There wasn’t a soul in the parish had a word to say against him; and 

his servants stayed with him till they were so old and pottering, he had to hire other folks to do 

their work.” 

“Well,” I said, “that was an excellent way of preaching in the weekdays; but I daresay, if your 

old friend Mr. Irwine were to come to life again, and get into the pulpit next Sunday, you would 

be rather ashamed that he didn’t preach better after all your praise of him.” 

“Nay, nay,” said Adam, broadening his chest and throwing himself back in his chair, as if he 

were ready to meet all inferences, “nobody has ever heard me say Mr. Irwine was much of a 

preacher. He didn’t go into deep speritial experience; and I know there s a deal in a man’s inward 

life as you can’t measure by the square, and say, ‘Do this and that ’ll follow,’ and, ‘Do that and 

this ’ll follow.’ There’s things go on in the soul, and times when feelings come into you like a 

rushing mighty wind, as the Scripture says, and part your life in two a’most, so you look back on 

yourself as if you was somebody else. Those are things as you can’t bottle up in a ‘do this’ and 

‘do that’; and I’ll go so far with the strongest Methodist ever you’ll find. That shows me there’s 

deep speritial things in religion. You can’t make much out wi’ talking about it, but you feel it. 

Mr. Irwine didn’t go into those things—he preached short moral sermons, and that was all. But 

then he acted pretty much up to what he said; he didn’t set up for being so different from other 

folks one day, and then be as like ’em as two peas the next. And he made folks love him and 

respect him, and that was better nor stirring up their gall wi’ being overbusy. Mrs. Poyser used to 

say—you know she would have her word about everything—she said, Mr. Irwine was like a 

good meal o’ victual, you were the better for him without thinking on it, and Mr. Ryde was like a 

dose o’ physic, he gripped you and worreted you, and after all he left you much the same.” 



“But didn’t Mr. Ryde preach a great deal more about that spiritual part of religion that you talk 

of, Adam? Couldn’t you get more out of his sermons than out of Mr. Irwine’s?” 

“Eh, I knowna. He preached a deal about doctrines. But I’ve seen pretty clear, ever since I was 

a young un, as religion’s something else besides doctrines and notions. I look at it as if the 

doctrines was like finding names for your feelings, so as you can talk of ’em when you’ve never 

known ’em, just as a man may talk o’ tools when he knows their names, though he’s never so 

much as seen ’em, still less handled ’em. I’ve heard a deal o’ doctrine i’ my time, for I used to go 

after the Dissenting preachers along wi’ Seth, when I was a lad o’ seventeen, and got puzzling 

myself a deal about th’ Arminians and the Calvinists. The Wesleyans, you know, are strong 

Arminians; and Seth, who could never abide anything harsh and was always for hoping the best, 

held fast by the Wesleyans from the very first; but I thought I could pick a hole or two in their 

notions, and I got disputing wi’ one o’ the class leaders down at Treddles’on, and harassed him 

so, first o’ this side and then o’ that, till at last he said, ‘Young man, it’s the devil making use o’ 

your pride and conceit as a weapon to war against the simplicity o’ the truth.’ I couldn’t help 

laughing then, but as I was going home, I thought the man wasn’t far wrong. I began to see as all 

this weighing and sifting what this text means and that text means, and whether folks are saved 

all by God’s grace, or whether there goes an ounce o’ their own will to’t, was no part o’ real 

religion at all. You may talk o’ these things for hours on end, and you’ll only be all the more 

coxy and conceited for’t. So I took to going nowhere but to church, and hearing nobody but Mr. 

Irwine, for he said nothing but what was good and what you’d be the wiser for remembering. 

And I found it better for my soul to be humble before the mysteries o’ God’s dealings, and not be 

making a clatter about what I could never understand. And they’re poor foolish questions after 

all; for what have we got either inside or outside of us but what comes from God? If we’ve got a 

resolution to do right, He gave it us, I reckon, first or last; but I see plain enough we shall never 

do it without a resolution, and that’s enough for me.” 

Adam, you perceive, was a warm admirer, perhaps a partial judge, of Mr. Irwine, as, happily, 

some of us still are of the people we have known familiarly. Doubtless it will be despised as a 

weakness by that lofty order of minds who pant after the ideal, and are oppressed by a general 

sense that their emotions are of too exquisite a character to find fit objects among their everyday 

fellowmen. I have often been favoured with the confidence of these select natures, and find them 

to concur in the experience that great men are overestimated and small men are insupportable; 

that if you would love a woman without ever looking back on your love as a folly, she must die 

while you are courting her; and if you would maintain the slightest belief in human heroism, you 

must never make a pilgrimage to see the hero. I confess I have often meanly shrunk from 

confessing to these accomplished and acute gentlemen what my own experience has been. I am 

afraid I have often smiled with hypocritical assent, and gratified them with an epigram on the 

fleeting nature of our illusions, which any one moderately acquainted with French literature can 

command at a moment’s notice. Human converse, I think some wise man has remarked, is not 

rigidly sincere. But I herewith discharge my conscience, and declare that I have had quite 

enthusiastic movements of admiration towards old gentlemen who spoke the worst English, who 

were occasionally fretful in their temper, and who had never moved in a higher sphere of 

influence than that of parish overseer; and that the way in which I have come to the conclusion 

that human nature is lovable—the way I have learnt something of its deep pathos, its sublime 

mysteries—has been by living a great deal among people more or less commonplace and vulgar, 

of whom you would perhaps hear nothing very surprising if you were to inquire about them in 



the neighbourhoods where they dwelt. Ten to one most of the small shopkeepers in their vicinity 

saw nothing at all in them. For I have observed this remarkable coincidence, that the select 

natures who pant after the ideal, and find nothing in pantaloons or petticoats great enough to 

command their reverence and love, are curiously in unison with the narrowest and pettiest. For 

example, I have often heard Mr. Gedge, the landlord of the Royal Oak, who used to turn a 

bloodshot eye on his neighbours in the village of Shepperton, sum up his opinion of the people in 

his own parish—and they were all the people he knew—in these emphatic words: “Aye, sir, I’ve 

said it often, and I’ll say it again, they’re a poor lot i’ this parish—a poor lot, sir, big and little.” I 

think he had a dim idea that if he could migrate to a distant parish, he might find neighbours 

worthy of him; and indeed he did subsequently transfer himself to the Saracen’s Head, which 

was doing a thriving business in the back street of a neighbouring market-town. But, oddly 

enough, he has found the people up that back street of precisely the same stamp as the 

inhabitants of Shepperton—“a poor lot, sir, big and little, and them as comes for a go o’ gin are 

no better than them as comes for a pint o’ twopenny—a poor lot.” 

  



Chapter XVIII Church 

“Hetty, Hetty, don’t you know church begins at two, and it’s gone half after one a’ready? Have 

you got nothing better to think on this good Sunday as poor old Thias Bede’s to be put into the 

ground, and him drownded i’ th’ dead o’ the night, as it’s enough to make one’s back run cold, 

but you must be ’dizening yourself as if there was a wedding i’stid of a funeral?” 

“Well, Aunt,” said Hetty, “I can’t be ready so soon as everybody else, when I’ve got Totty’s 

things to put on. And I’d ever such work to make her stand still.” 

Hetty was coming downstairs, and Mrs. Poyser, in her plain bonnet and shawl, was standing 

below. If ever a girl looked as if she had been made of roses, that girl was Hetty in her Sunday 

hat and frock. For her hat was trimmed with pink, and her frock had pink spots, sprinkled on a 

white ground. There was nothing but pink and white about her, except in her dark hair and eyes 

and her little buckled shoes. Mrs. Poyser was provoked at herself, for she could hardly keep from 

smiling, as any mortal is inclined to do at the sight of pretty round things. So she turned without 

speaking, and joined the group outside the house door, followed by Hetty, whose heart was 

fluttering so at the thought of some one she expected to see at church that she hardly felt the 

ground she trod on. 

And now the little procession set off. Mr. Poyser was in his Sunday suit of drab, with a red-

and-green waistcoat and a green watch-ribbon having a large cornelian seal attached, pendant 

like a plumb-line from that promontory where his watch-pocket was situated; a silk handkerchief 

of a yellow tone round his neck; and excellent grey ribbed stockings, knitted by Mrs. Poyser’s 

own hand, setting off the proportions of his leg. Mr. Poyser had no reason to be ashamed of his 

leg, and suspected that the growing abuse of top-boots and other fashions tending to disguise the 

nether limbs had their origin in a pitiable degeneracy of the human calf. Still less had he reason 

to be ashamed of his round jolly face, which was good humour itself as he said, “Come, Hetty—

come, little uns!” and giving his arm to his wife, led the way through the causeway gate into the 

yard. 

The “little uns” addressed were Marty and Tommy, boys of nine and seven, in little fustian 

tailed coats and knee-breeches, relieved by rosy cheeks and black eyes, looking as much like 

their father as a very small elephant is like a very large one. Hetty walked between them, and 

behind came patient Molly, whose task it was to carry Totty through the yard and over all the 

wet places on the road; for Totty, having speedily recovered from her threatened fever, had 

insisted on going to church to-day, and especially on wearing her red-and-black necklace outside 

her tippet. And there were many wet places for her to be carried over this afternoon, for there had 

been heavy showers in the morning, though now the clouds had rolled off and lay in towering 

silvery masses on the horizon. 

You might have known it was Sunday if you had only waked up in the farmyard. The cocks 

and hens seemed to know it, and made only crooning subdued noises; the very bull-dog looked 

less savage, as if he would have been satisfied with a smaller bite than usual. The sunshine 

seemed to call all things to rest and not to labour. It was asleep itself on the moss-grown cow-

shed; on the group of white ducks nestling together with their bills tucked under their wings; on 

the old black sow stretched languidly on the straw, while her largest young one found an 



excellent spring-bed on his mother’s fat ribs; on Alick, the shepherd, in his new smock-frock, 

taking an uneasy siesta, half-sitting, half-standing on the granary steps. Alick was of opinion that 

church, like other luxuries, was not to be indulged in often by a foreman who had the weather 

and the ewes on his mind. “Church! Nay—I’n gotten summat else to think on,” was an answer 

which he often uttered in a tone of bitter significance that silenced further question. I feel sure 

Alick meant no irreverence; indeed, I know that his mind was not of a speculative, negative cast, 

and he would on no account have missed going to church on Christmas Day, Easter Sunday, and 

“Whissuntide.” But he had a general impression that public worship and religious ceremonies, 

like other non-productive employments, were intended for people who had leisure. 

“There’s Father a-standing at the yard-gate,” said Martin Poyser. “I reckon he wants to watch 

us down the field. It’s wonderful what sight he has, and him turned seventy-five.” 

“Ah, I often think it’s wi’ th’ old folks as it is wi’ the babbies,” said Mrs. Poyser; “they’re 

satisfied wi’ looking, no matter what they’re looking at. It’s God A’mighty’s way o’ quietening 

’em, I reckon, afore they go to sleep.” 

Old Martin opened the gate as he saw the family procession approaching, and held it wide 

open, leaning on his stick—pleased to do this bit of work; for, like all old men whose life has 

been spent in labour, he liked to feel that he was still useful—that there was a better crop of 

onions in the garden because he was by at the sowing—and that the cows would be milked the 

better if he stayed at home on a Sunday afternoon to look on. He always went to church on 

Sacrament Sundays, but not very regularly at other times; on wet Sundays, or whenever he had a 

touch of rheumatism, he used to read the three first chapters of Genesis instead. 

“They’ll ha’ putten Thias Bede i’ the ground afore ye get to the churchyard,” he said, as his 

son came up. “It ’ud ha’ been better luck if they’d ha’ buried him i’ the forenoon when the rain 

was fallin’; there’s no likelihoods of a drop now; an’ the moon lies like a boat there, dost see? 

That’s a sure sign o’ fair weather—there’s a many as is false but that’s sure.” 

“Aye, aye,” said the son, “I’m in hopes it’ll hold up now.” 

“Mind what the parson says, mind what the parson says, my lads,” said Grandfather to the 

black-eyed youngsters in knee-breeches, conscious of a marble or two in their pockets which 

they looked forward to handling, a little, secretly, during the sermon. 

“Dood-bye, Dandad,” said Totty. “Me doin’ to church. Me dot my neklace on. Dive me a 

peppermint.” 

Grandad, shaking with laughter at this “deep little wench,” slowly transferred his stick to his 

left hand, which held the gate open, and slowly thrust his finger into the waistcoat pocket on 

which Totty had fixed her eyes with a confident look of expectation. 

And when they were all gone, the old man leaned on the gate again, watching them across the 

lane along the Home Close, and through the far gate, till they disappeared behind a bend in the 

hedge. For the hedgerows in those days shut out one’s view, even on the better-managed farms; 

and this afternoon, the dog-roses were tossing out their pink wreaths, the nightshade was in its 

yellow and purple glory, the pale honeysuckle grew out of reach, peeping high up out of a holly 

bush, and over all an ash or a sycamore every now and then threw its shadow across the path. 



There were acquaintances at other gates who had to move aside and let them pass: at the gate 

of the Home Close there was half the dairy of cows standing one behind the other, extremely 

slow to understand that their large bodies might be in the way; at the far gate there was the mare 

holding her head over the bars, and beside her the liver-coloured foal with its head towards its 

mother’s flank, apparently still much embarrassed by its own straddling existence. The way lay 

entirely through Mr. Poyser’s own fields till they reached the main road leading to the village, 

and he turned a keen eye on the stock and the crops as they went along, while Mrs. Poyser was 

ready to supply a running commentary on them all. The woman who manages a dairy has a large 

share in making the rent, so she may well be allowed to have her opinion on stock and their 

“keep”—an exercise which strengthens her understanding so much that she finds herself able to 

give her husband advice on most other subjects. 

“There’s that shorthorned Sally,” she said, as they entered the Home Close, and she caught 

sight of the meek beast that lay chewing the cud and looking at her with a sleepy eye. “I begin to 

hate the sight o’ the cow; and I say now what I said three weeks ago, the sooner we get rid of her 

the better, for there’s that little yallow cow as doesn’t give half the milk, and yet I’ve twice as 

much butter from her.” 

“Why, thee’t not like the women in general,” said Mr. Poyser; “they like the shorthorns, as 

give such a lot o’ milk. There’s Chowne’s wife wants him to buy no other sort.” 

“What’s it sinnify what Chowne’s wife likes? A poor soft thing, wi’ no more head-piece nor a 

sparrow. She’d take a big cullender to strain her lard wi’, and then wonder as the scratchin’s run 

through. I’ve seen enough of her to know as I’ll niver take a servant from her house again—all 

hugger-mugger—and you’d niver know, when you went in, whether it was Monday or Friday, 

the wash draggin’ on to th’ end o’ the week; and as for her cheese, I know well enough it rose 

like a loaf in a tin last year. And then she talks o’ the weather bein’ i’ fault, as there’s folks ’ud 

stand on their heads and then say the fault was i’ their boots.” 

“Well, Chowne’s been wanting to buy Sally, so we can get rid of her if thee lik’st,” said Mr. 

Poyser, secretly proud of his wife’s superior power of putting two and two together; indeed, on 

recent market-days he had more than once boasted of her discernment in this very matter of 

shorthorns. “Aye, them as choose a soft for a wife may’s well buy up the shorthorns, for if you 

get your head stuck in a bog, your legs may’s well go after it. Eh! Talk o’ legs, there’s legs for 

you,” Mrs. Poyser continued, as Totty, who had been set down now the road was dry, toddled on 

in front of her father and mother. “There’s shapes! An’ she’s got such a long foot, she’ll be her 

father’s own child.” 

“Aye, she’ll be welly such a one as Hetty i’ ten years’ time, on’y she’s got thy coloured eyes. I 

niver remember a blue eye i’ my family; my mother had eyes as black as sloes, just like Hetty’s.” 

“The child ’ull be none the worse for having summat as isn’t like Hetty. An’ I’m none for 

having her so overpretty. Though for the matter o’ that, there’s people wi’ light hair an’ blue 

eyes as pretty as them wi’ black. If Dinah had got a bit o’ colour in her cheeks, an’ didn’t stick 

that Methodist cap on her head, enough to frighten the cows, folks ’ud think her as pretty as 

Hetty.” 



“Nay, nay,” said Mr. Poyser, with rather a contemptuous emphasis, “thee dostna know the 

pints of a woman. The men ’ud niver run after Dinah as they would after Hetty.” 

“What care I what the men ’ud run after? It’s well seen what choice the most of ’em know how 

to make, by the poor draggle-tails o’ wives you see, like bits o’ gauze ribbin, good for nothing 

when the colour’s gone.” 

“Well, well, thee canstna say but what I knowed how to make a choice when I married thee,” 

said Mr. Poyser, who usually settled little conjugal disputes by a compliment of this sort; “and 

thee wast twice as buxom as Dinah ten year ago.” 

“I niver said as a woman had need to be ugly to make a good missis of a house. There’s 

Chowne’s wife ugly enough to turn the milk an’ save the rennet, but she’ll niver save nothing 

any other way. But as for Dinah, poor child, she’s niver likely to be buxom as long as she’ll 

make her dinner o’ cake and water, for the sake o’ giving to them as want. She provoked me past 

bearing sometimes; and, as I told her, she went clean again’ the Scriptur’, for that says, ‘Love 

your neighbour as yourself’; ‘but,’ I said, ‘if you loved your neighbour no better nor you do 

yourself, Dinah, it’s little enough you’d do for him. You’d be thinking he might do well enough 

on a half-empty stomach.’ Eh, I wonder where she is this blessed Sunday! Sitting by that sick 

woman, I daresay, as she’d set her heart on going to all of a sudden.” 

“Ah, it was a pity she should take such megrims into her head, when she might ha’ stayed wi’ 

us all summer, and eaten twice as much as she wanted, and it ’ud niver ha’ been missed. She 

made no odds in th’ house at all, for she sat as still at her sewing as a bird on the nest, and was 

uncommon nimble at running to fetch anything. If Hetty gets married, theed’st like to ha’ Dinah 

wi’ thee constant.” 

“It’s no use thinking o’ that,” said Mrs. Poyser. “You might as well beckon to the flying 

swallow as ask Dinah to come an’ live here comfortable, like other folks. If anything could turn 

her, I should ha’ turned her, for I’ve talked to her for a hour on end, and scolded her too; for 

she’s my own sister’s child, and it behoves me to do what I can for her. But eh, poor thing, as 

soon as she’d said us ‘good-bye’ an’ got into the cart, an’ looked back at me with her pale face, 

as is welly like her Aunt Judith come back from heaven, I begun to be frightened to think o’ the 

set-downs I’d given her; for it comes over you sometimes as if she’d a way o’ knowing the rights 

o’ things more nor other folks have. But I’ll niver give in as that’s ’cause she’s a Methodist, no 

more nor a white calf’s white ’cause it eats out o’ the same bucket wi’ a black un.” 

“Nay,” said Mr. Poyser, with as near an approach to a snarl as his good-nature would allow; 

“I’m no opinion o’ the Methodists. It’s on’y tradesfolks as turn Methodists; you nuver knew a 

farmer bitten wi’ them maggots. There’s maybe a workman now an’ then, as isn’t overclever at’s 

work, takes to preachin’ an’ that, like Seth Bede. But you see Adam, as has got one o’ the best 

head-pieces hereabout, knows better; he’s a good Churchman, else I’d never encourage him for a 

sweetheart for Hetty.” 

“Why, goodness me,” said Mrs. Poyser, who had looked back while her husband was 

speaking, “look where Molly is with them lads! They’re the field’s length behind us. How could 

you let ’em do so, Hetty? Anybody might as well set a pictur’ to watch the children as you. Run 

back and tell ’em to come on.” 



Mr. and Mrs. Poyser were now at the end of the second field, so they set Totty on the top of 

one of the large stones forming the true Loamshire stile, and awaited the loiterers; Totty 

observing with complacency, “Dey naughty, naughty boys—me dood.” 

The fact was that this Sunday walk through the fields was fraught with great excitement to 

Marty and Tommy, who saw a perpetual drama going on in the hedgerows, and could no more 

refrain from stopping and peeping than if they had been a couple of spaniels or terriers. Marty 

was quite sure he saw a yellow-hammer on the boughs of the great ash, and while he was 

peeping, he missed the sight of a white-throated stoat, which had run across the path and was 

described with much fervour by the junior Tommy. Then there was a little greenfinch, just 

fledged, fluttering along the ground, and it seemed quite possible to catch it, till it managed to 

flutter under the blackberry bush. Hetty could not be got to give any heed to these things, so 

Molly was called on for her ready sympathy, and peeped with open mouth wherever she was 

told, and said “Lawks!” whenever she was expected to wonder. 

Molly hastened on with some alarm when Hetty had come back and called to them that her 

aunt was angry; but Marty ran on first, shouting, “We’ve found the speckled turkey’s nest, 

Mother!” with the instinctive confidence that people who bring good news are never in fault. 

“Ah,” said Mrs. Poyser, really forgetting all discipline in this pleasant surprise, “that’s a good 

lad; why, where is it?” 

“Down in ever such a hole, under the hedge. I saw it first, looking after the greenfinch, and she 

sat on th’ nest.” 

“You didn’t frighten her, I hope,” said the mother, “else she’ll forsake it.” 

“No, I went away as still as still, and whispered to Molly—didn’t I, Molly?” 

“Well, well, now come on,” said Mrs. Poyser, “and walk before Father and Mother, and take 

your little sister by the hand. We must go straight on now. Good boys don’t look after the birds 

of a Sunday.” 

“But, Mother,” said Marty, “you said you’d give half-a-crown to find the speckled turkey’s 

nest. Mayn’t I have the half-crown put into my money-box?” 

“We’ll see about that, my lad, if you walk along now, like a good boy.” 

The father and mother exchanged a significant glance of amusement at their eldest-born’s 

acuteness; but on Tommy’s round face there was a cloud. 

“Mother,” he said, half-crying, “Marty’s got ever so much more money in his box nor I’ve got 

in mine.” 

“Munny, me want half-a-toun in my bots,” said Totty. 

“Hush, hush, hush,” said Mrs. Poyser, “did ever anybody hear such naughty children? Nobody 

shall ever see their money-boxes any more, if they don’t make haste and go on to church.” 



This dreadful threat had the desired effect, and through the two remaining fields the three pair 

of small legs trotted on without any serious interruption, notwithstanding a small pond full of 

tadpoles, alias “bullheads,” which the lads looked at wistfully. 

The damp hay that must be scattered and turned afresh to-morrow was not a cheering sight to 

Mr. Poyser, who during hay and corn harvest had often some mental struggles as to the benefits 

of a day of rest; but no temptation would have induced him to carry on any field-work, however 

early in the morning, on a Sunday; for had not Michael Holdsworth had a pair of oxen 

“sweltered” while he was ploughing on Good Friday? That was a demonstration that work on 

sacred days was a wicked thing; and with wickedness of any sort Martin Poyser was quite clear 

that he would have nothing to do, since money got by such means would never prosper. 

“It a’most makes your fingers itch to be at the hay now the sun shines so,” he observed, as they 

passed through the “Big Meadow.” “But it’s poor foolishness to think o’ saving by going against 

your conscience. There’s that Jim Wakefield, as they used to call ‘Gentleman Wakefield,’ used 

to do the same of a Sunday as o’ weekdays, and took no heed to right or wrong, as if there was 

nayther God nor devil. An’ what’s he come to? Why, I saw him myself last market-day a-

carrying a basket wi’ oranges in’t.” 

“Ah, to be sure,” said Mrs. Poyser, emphatically, “you make but a poor trap to catch luck if 

you go and bait it wi’ wickedness. The money as is got so’s like to burn holes i’ your pocket. I’d 

niver wish us to leave our lads a sixpence but what was got i’ the rightful way. And as for the 

weather, there’s One above makes it, and we must put up wi’t: it’s nothing of a plague to what 

the wenches are.” 

Notwithstanding the interruption in their walk, the excellent habit which Mrs. Poyser’s clock 

had of taking time by the forelock had secured their arrival at the village while it was still a 

quarter to two, though almost every one who meant to go to church was already within the 

churchyard gates. Those who stayed at home were chiefly mothers, like Timothy’s Bess, who 

stood at her own door nursing her baby and feeling as women feel in that position—that nothing 

else can be expected of them. 

It was not entirely to see Thias Bede’s funeral that the people were standing about the 

churchyard so long before service began; that was their common practice. The women, indeed, 

usually entered the church at once, and the farmers’ wives talked in an undertone to each other, 

over the tall pews, about their illnesses and the total failure of doctor’s stuff, recommending 

dandelion-tea, and other home-made specifics, as far preferable—about the servants, and their 

growing exorbitance as to wages, whereas the quality of their services declined from year to 

year, and there was no girl nowadays to be trusted any further than you could see her—about the 

bad price Mr. Dingall, the Treddleston grocer, was giving for butter, and the reasonable doubts 

that might be held as to his solvency, notwithstanding that Mrs. Dingall was a sensible woman, 

and they were all sorry for her, for she had very good kin. Meantime the men lingered outside, 

and hardly any of them except the singers, who had a humming and fragmentary rehearsal to go 

through, entered the church until Mr. Irwine was in the desk. They saw no reason for that 

premature entrance—what could they do in church if they were there before service began?—

and they did not conceive that any power in the universe could take it ill of them if they stayed 

out and talked a little about “bus’ness.” 



Chad Cranage looks like quite a new acquaintance to-day, for he has got his clean Sunday 

face, which always makes his little granddaughter cry at him as a stranger. But an experienced 

eye would have fixed on him at once as the village blacksmith, after seeing the humble deference 

with which the big saucy fellow took off his hat and stroked his hair to the farmers; for Chad was 

accustomed to say that a working-man must hold a candle to a personage understood to be as 

black as he was himself on weekdays; by which evil-sounding rule of conduct he meant what 

was, after all, rather virtuous than otherwise, namely, that men who had horses to be shod must 

be treated with respect. Chad and the rougher sort of workmen kept aloof from the grave under 

the white thorn, where the burial was going forward; but Sandy Jim, and several of the farm-

labourers, made a group round it, and stood with their hats off, as fellow-mourners with the 

mother and sons. Others held a midway position, sometimes watching the group at the grave, 

sometimes listening to the conversation of the farmers, who stood in a knot near the church door, 

and were now joined by Martin Poyser, while his family passed into the church. On the outside 

of this knot stood Mr. Casson, the landlord of the Donnithorne Arms, in his most striking 

attitude—that is to say, with the forefinger of his right hand thrust between the buttons of his 

waistcoat, his left hand in his breeches pocket, and his head very much on one side; looking, on 

the whole, like an actor who has only a mono-syllabic part entrusted to him, but feels sure that 

the audience discern his fitness for the leading business; curiously in contrast with old Jonathan 

Burge, who held his hands behind him and leaned forward, coughing asthmatically, with an 

inward scorn of all knowingness that could not be turned into cash. The talk was in rather a 

lower tone than usual to-day, hushed a little by the sound of Mr. Irwine’s voice reading the final 

prayers of the burial-service. They had all had their word of pity for poor Thias, but now they 

had got upon the nearer subject of their own grievances against Satchell, the Squire’s bailiff, who 

played the part of steward so far as it was not performed by old Mr. Donnithorne himself, for that 

gentleman had the meanness to receive his own rents and make bargains about his own timber. 

This subject of conversation was an additional reason for not being loud, since Satchell himself 

might presently be walking up the paved road to the church door. And soon they became 

suddenly silent; for Mr. Irwine’s voice had ceased, and the group round the white thorn was 

dispersing itself towards the church. 

They all moved aside, and stood with their hats off, while Mr. Irwine passed. Adam and Seth 

were coming next, with their mother between them; for Joshua Rann officiated as head sexton as 

well as clerk, and was not yet ready to follow the rector into the vestry. But there was a pause 

before the three mourners came on: Lisbeth had turned round to look again towards the grave! 

Ah! There was nothing now but the brown earth under the white thorn. Yet she cried less to-day 

than she had done any day since her husband’s death. Along with all her grief there was mixed 

an unusual sense of her own importance in having a “burial,” and in Mr. Irwine’s reading a 

special service for her husband; and besides, she knew the funeral psalm was going to be sung 

for him. She felt this counter-excitement to her sorrow still more strongly as she walked with her 

sons towards the church door, and saw the friendly sympathetic nods of their fellow-

parishioners. 

The mother and sons passed into the church, and one by one the loiterers followed, though 

some still lingered without; the sight of Mr. Donnithorne’s carriage, which was winding slowly 

up the hill, perhaps helping to make them feel that there was no need for haste. 



But presently the sound of the bassoon and the key-bugles burst forth; the evening hymn, 

which always opened the service, had begun, and every one must now enter and take his place. 

I cannot say that the interior of Hayslope Church was remarkable for anything except for the 

grey age of its oaken pews—great square pews mostly, ranged on each side of a narrow aisle. It 

was free, indeed, from the modern blemish of galleries. The choir had two narrow pews to 

themselves in the middle of the right-hand row, so that it was a short process for Joshua Rann to 

take his place among them as principal bass, and return to his desk after the singing was over. 

The pulpit and desk, grey and old as the pews, stood on one side of the arch leading into the 

chancel, which also had its grey square pews for Mr. Donnithorne’s family and servants. Yet I 

assure you these grey pews, with the buff-washed walls, gave a very pleasing tone to this shabby 

interior, and agreed extremely well with the ruddy faces and bright waistcoats. And there were 

liberal touches of crimson toward the chancel, for the pulpit and Mr. Donnithorne’s own pew had 

handsome crimson cloth cushions; and, to close the vista, there was a crimson altar-cloth, 

embroidered with golden rays by Miss Lydia’s own hand. 

But even without the crimson cloth, the effect must have been warm and cheering when Mr. 

Irwine was in the desk, looking benignly round on that simple congregation—on the hardy old 

men, with bent knees and shoulders, perhaps, but with vigour left for much hedge-clipping and 

thatching; on the tall stalwart frames and roughly cut bronzed faces of the stone-cutters and 

carpenters; on the half-dozen well-to-do farmers, with their apple-cheeked families; and on the 

clean old women, mostly farm-labourers’ wives, with their bit of snow-white cap-border under 

their black bonnets, and with their withered arms, bare from the elbow, folded passively over 

their chests. For none of the old people held books—why should they? Not one of them could 

read. But they knew a few “good words” by heart, and their withered lips now and then moved 

silently, following the service without any very clear comprehension indeed, but with a simple 

faith in its efficacy to ward off harm and bring blessing. And now all faces were visible, for all 

were standing up—the little children on the seats peeping over the edge of the grey pews, while 

good Bishop Ken’s evening hymn was being sung to one of those lively psalm-tunes which died 

out with the last generation of rectors and choral parish clerks. Melodies die out, like the pipe of 

Pan, with the ears that love them and listen for them. Adam was not in his usual place among the 

singers to-day, for he sat with his mother and Seth, and he noticed with surprise that Bartle 

Massey was absent too—all the more agreeable for Mr. Joshua Rann, who gave out his bass 

notes with unusual complacency and threw an extra ray of severity into the glances he sent over 

his spectacles at the recusant Will Maskery. 

I beseech you to imagine Mr. Irwine looking round on this scene, in his ample white surplice 

that became him so well, with his powdered hair thrown back, his rich brown complexion, and 

his finely cut nostril and upper lip; for there was a certain virtue in that benignant yet keen 

countenance as there is in all human faces from which a generous soul beams out. And over all 

streamed the delicious June sunshine through the old windows, with their desultory patches of 

yellow, red, and blue, that threw pleasant touches of colour on the opposite wall. 

I think, as Mr. Irwine looked round to-day, his eyes rested an instant longer than usual on the 

square pew occupied by Martin Poyser and his family. And there was another pair of dark eyes 

that found it impossible not to wander thither, and rest on that round pink-and-white figure. But 

Hetty was at that moment quite careless of any glances—she was absorbed in the thought that 

Arthur Donnithorne would soon be coming into church, for the carriage must surely be at the 



church-gate by this time. She had never seen him since she parted with him in the wood on 

Thursday evening, and oh, how long the time had seemed! Things had gone on just the same as 

ever since that evening; the wonders that had happened then had brought no changes after them; 

they were already like a dream. When she heard the church door swinging, her heart beat so, she 

dared not look up. She felt that her aunt was curtsying; she curtsied herself. That must be old Mr. 

Donnithorne—he always came first, the wrinkled small old man, peering round with short-

sighted glances at the bowing and curtsying congregation; then she knew Miss Lydia was 

passing, and though Hetty liked so much to look at her fashionable little coal-scuttle bonnet, with 

the wreath of small roses round it, she didn’t mind it to-day. But there were no more curtsies—

no, he was not come; she felt sure there was nothing else passing the pew door but the house-

keeper’s black bonnet and the lady’s maid’s beautiful straw hat that had once been Miss Lydia’s, 

and then the powdered heads of the butler and footman. No, he was not there; yet she would look 

now—she might be mistaken—for, after all, she had not looked. So she lifted up her eyelids and 

glanced timidly at the cushioned pew in the chancel—there was no one but old Mr. Donnithorne 

rubbing his spectacles with his white handkerchief, and Miss Lydia opening the large gilt-edged 

prayer-book. The chill disappointment was too hard to bear. She felt herself turning pale, her lips 

trembling; she was ready to cry. Oh, what should she do? Everybody would know the reason; 

they would know she was crying because Arthur was not there. And Mr. Craig, with the 

wonderful hothouse plant in his button-hole, was staring at her, she knew. It was dreadfully long 

before the General Confession began, so that she could kneel down. Two great drops would fall 

then, but no one saw them except good-natured Molly, for her aunt and uncle knelt with their 

backs towards her. Molly, unable to imagine any cause for tears in church except faintness, of 

which she had a vague traditional knowledge, drew out of her pocket a queer little flat blue 

smelling-bottle, and after much labour in pulling the cork out, thrust the narrow neck against 

Hetty’s nostrils. “It donna smell,” she whispered, thinking this was a great advantage which old 

salts had over fresh ones: they did you good without biting your nose. Hetty pushed it away 

peevishly; but this little flash of temper did what the salts could not have done—it roused her to 

wipe away the traces of her tears, and try with all her might not to shed any more. Hetty had a 

certain strength in her vain little nature: she would have borne anything rather than be laughed at, 

or pointed at with any other feeling than admiration; she would have pressed her own nails into 

her tender flesh rather than people should know a secret she did not want them to know. 

What fluctuations there were in her busy thoughts and feelings, while Mr. Irwine was 

pronouncing the solemn “Absolution” in her deaf ears, and through all the tones of petition that 

followed! Anger lay very close to disappointment, and soon won the victory over the conjectures 

her small ingenuity could devise to account for Arthur’s absence on the supposition that he really 

wanted to come, really wanted to see her again. And by the time she rose from her knees 

mechanically, because all the rest were rising, the colour had returned to her cheeks even with a 

heightened glow, for she was framing little indignant speeches to herself, saying she hated 

Arthur for giving her this pain—she would like him to suffer too. Yet while this selfish tumult 

was going on in her soul, her eyes were bent down on her prayer-book, and the eyelids with their 

dark fringe looked as lovely as ever. Adam Bede thought so, as he glanced at her for a moment 

on rising from his knees. 

But Adam’s thoughts of Hetty did not deafen him to the service; they rather blended with all 

the other deep feelings for which the church service was a channel to him this afternoon, as a 

certain consciousness of our entire past and our imagined future blends itself with all our 



moments of keen sensibility. And to Adam the church service was the best channel he could 

have found for his mingled regret, yearning, and resignation; its interchange of beseeching cries 

for help with outbursts of faith and praise, its recurrent responses and the familiar rhythm of its 

collects, seemed to speak for him as no other form of worship could have done; as, to those early 

Christians who had worshipped from their childhood upwards in catacombs, the torch-light and 

shadows must have seemed nearer the Divine presence than the heathenish daylight of the 

streets. The secret of our emotions never lies in the bare object, but in its subtle relations to our 

own past: no wonder the secret escapes the unsympathizing observer, who might as well put on 

his spectacles to discern odours. 

But there was one reason why even a chance comer would have found the service in Hayslope 

Church more impressive than in most other village nooks in the kingdom—a reason of which I 

am sure you have not the slightest suspicion. It was the reading of our friend Joshua Rann. 

Where that good shoemaker got his notion of reading from remained a mystery even to his most 

intimate acquaintances. I believe, after all, he got it chiefly from Nature, who had poured some 

of her music into this honest conceited soul, as she had been known to do into other narrow souls 

before his. She had given him, at least, a fine bass voice and a musical ear; but I cannot 

positively say whether these alone had sufficed to inspire him with the rich chant in which he 

delivered the responses. The way he rolled from a rich deep forte into a melancholy cadence, 

subsiding, at the end of the last word, into a sort of faint resonance, like the lingering vibrations 

of a fine violoncello, I can compare to nothing for its strong calm melancholy but the rush and 

cadence of the wind among the autumn boughs. This may seem a strange mode of speaking 

about the reading of a parish clerk—a man in rusty spectacles, with stubbly hair, a large occiput, 

and a prominent crown. But that is Nature’s way: she will allow a gentleman of splendid 

physiognomy and poetic aspirations to sing woefully out of tune, and not give him the slightest 

hint of it; and takes care that some narrow-browed fellow, trolling a ballad in the corner of a pot-

house, shall be as true to his intervals as a bird. 

Joshua himself was less proud of his reading than of his singing, and it was always with a 

sense of heightened importance that he passed from the desk to the choir. Still more to-day: it 

was a special occasion, for an old man, familiar to all the parish, had died a sad death—not in his 

bed, a circumstance the most painful to the mind of the peasant—and now the funeral psalm was 

to be sung in memory of his sudden departure. Moreover, Bartle Massey was not at church, and 

Joshua’s importance in the choir suffered no eclipse. It was a solemn minor strain they sang. The 

old psalm-tunes have many a wail among them, and the words— 

“Thou sweep’st us off as with a flood; 

We vanish hence like dreams”— 

seemed to have a closer application than usual in the death of poor Thias. The mother and sons 

listened, each with peculiar feelings. Lisbeth had a vague belief that the psalm was doing her 

husband good; it was part of that decent burial which she would have thought it a greater wrong 

to withhold from him than to have caused him many unhappy days while he was living. The 

more there was said about her husband, the more there was done for him, surely the safer he 

would be. It was poor Lisbeth’s blind way of feeling that human love and pity are a ground of 

faith in some other love. Seth, who was easily touched, shed tears, and tried to recall, as he had 

done continually since his father’s death, all that he had heard of the possibility that a single 



moment of consciousness at the last might be a moment of pardon and reconcilement; for was it 

not written in the very psalm they were singing that the Divine dealings were not measured and 

circumscribed by time? Adam had never been unable to join in a psalm before. He had known 

plenty of trouble and vexation since he had been a lad, but this was the first sorrow that had 

hemmed in his voice, and strangely enough it was sorrow because the chief source of his past 

trouble and vexation was for ever gone out of his reach. He had not been able to press his 

father’s hand before their parting, and say, “Father, you know it was all right between us; I never 

forgot what I owed you when I was a lad; you forgive me if I have been too hot and hasty now 

and then!” Adam thought but little to-day of the hard work and the earnings he had spent on his 

father: his thoughts ran constantly on what the old man’s feelings had been in moments of 

humiliation, when he had held down his head before the rebukes of his son. When our 

indignation is borne in submissive silence, we are apt to feel twinges of doubt afterwards as to 

our own generosity, if not justice; how much more when the object of our anger has gone into 

everlasting silence, and we have seen his face for the last time in the meekness of death! 

“Ah! I was always too hard,” Adam said to himself. “It’s a sore fault in me as I’m so hot and 

out o’ patience with people when they do wrong, and my heart gets shut up against ’em, so as I 

can’t bring myself to forgive ’em. I see clear enough there’s more pride nor love in my soul, for I 

could sooner make a thousand strokes with th’ hammer for my father than bring myself to say a 

kind word to him. And there went plenty o’ pride and temper to the strokes, as the devil will be 

having his finger in what we call our duties as well as our sins. Mayhap the best thing I ever did 

in my life was only doing what was easiest for myself. It’s allays been easier for me to work nor 

to sit still, but the real tough job for me ’ud be to master my own will and temper and go right 

against my own pride. It seems to me now, if I was to find Father at home to-night, I should 

behave different; but there’s no knowing—perhaps nothing ’ud be a lesson to us if it didn’t come 

too late. It’s well we should feel as life’s a reckoning we can’t make twice over; there’s no real 

making amends in this world, any more nor you can mend a wrong subtraction by doing your 

addition right.” 

This was the key-note to which Adam’s thoughts had perpetually returned since his father’s 

death, and the solemn wail of the funeral psalm was only an influence that brought back the old 

thoughts with stronger emphasis. So was the sermon, which Mr. Irwine had chosen with 

reference to Thias’s funeral. It spoke briefly and simply of the words, “In the midst of life we are 

in death”—how the present moment is all we can call our own for works of mercy, of righteous 

dealing, and of family tenderness. All very old truths—but what we thought the oldest truth 

becomes the most startling to us in the week when we have looked on the dead face of one who 

has made a part of our own lives. For when men want to impress us with the effect of a new and 

wonderfully vivid light, do they not let it fall on the most familiar objects, that we may measure 

its intensity by remembering the former dimness? 

Then came the moment of the final blessing, when the forever sublime words, “The peace of 

God, which passeth all understanding,” seemed to blend with the calm afternoon sunshine that 

fell on the bowed heads of the congregation; and then the quiet rising, the mothers tying on the 

bonnets of the little maidens who had slept through the sermon, the fathers collecting the prayer-

books, until all streamed out through the old archway into the green churchyard and began their 

neighbourly talk, their simple civilities, and their invitations to tea; for on a Sunday every one 



was ready to receive a guest—it was the day when all must be in their best clothes and their best 

humour. 

Mr. and Mrs. Poyser paused a minute at the church gate: they were waiting for Adam to come 

up, not being contented to go away without saying a kind word to the widow and her sons. 

“Well, Mrs. Bede,” said Mrs. Poyser, as they walked on together, “you must keep up your 

heart; husbands and wives must be content when they’ve lived to rear their children and see one 

another’s hair grey.” 

“Aye, aye,” said Mr. Poyser; “they wonna have long to wait for one another then, anyhow. 

And ye’ve got two o’ the strapping’st sons i’ th’ country; and well you may, for I remember poor 

Thias as fine a broad-shouldered fellow as need to be; and as for you, Mrs. Bede, why you’re 

straighter i’ the back nor half the young women now.” 

“Eh,” said Lisbeth, “it’s poor luck for the platter to wear well when it’s broke i’ two. The 

sooner I’m laid under the thorn the better. I’m no good to nobody now.” 

Adam never took notice of his mother’s little unjust plaints; but Seth said, “Nay, Mother, thee 

mustna say so. Thy sons ’ull never get another mother.” 

“That’s true, lad, that’s true,” said Mr. Poyser; “and it’s wrong on us to give way to grief, Mrs. 

Bede; for it’s like the children cryin’ when the fathers and mothers take things from ’em. There’s 

One above knows better nor us.” 

“Ah,” said Mrs. Poyser, “an’ it’s poor work allays settin’ the dead above the livin’. We shall 

all on us be dead some time, I reckon—it ’ud be better if folks ’ud make much on us beforehand, 

i’stid o’ beginnin’ when we’re gone. It’s but little good you’ll do a-watering the last year’s crop.” 

“Well, Adam,” said Mr. Poyser, feeling that his wife’s words were, as usual, rather incisive 

than soothing, and that it would be well to change the subject, “you’ll come and see us again 

now, I hope. I hanna had a talk with you this long while, and the missis here wants you to see 

what can be done with her best spinning-wheel, for it’s got broke, and it’ll be a nice job to mend 

it—there’ll want a bit o’ turning. You’ll come as soon as you can now, will you?” 

Mr. Poyser paused and looked round while he was speaking, as if to see where Hetty was; for 

the children were running on before. Hetty was not without a companion, and she had, besides, 

more pink and white about her than ever, for she held in her hand the wonderful pink-and-white 

hot-house plant, with a very long name—a Scotch name, she supposed, since people said Mr. 

Craig the gardener was Scotch. Adam took the opportunity of looking round too; and I am sure 

you will not require of him that he should feel any vexation in observing a pouting expression on 

Hetty’s face as she listened to the gardener’s small talk. Yet in her secret heart she was glad to 

have him by her side, for she would perhaps learn from him how it was Arthur had not come to 

church. Not that she cared to ask him the question, but she hoped the information would be given 

spontaneously; for Mr. Craig, like a superior man, was very fond of giving information. 

Mr. Craig was never aware that his conversation and advances were received coldly, for to 

shift one’s point of view beyond certain limits is impossible to the most liberal and expansive 

mind; we are none of us aware of the impression we produce on Brazilian monkeys of feeble 



understanding—it is possible they see hardly anything in us. Moreover, Mr. Craig was a man of 

sober passions, and was already in his tenth year of hesitation as to the relative advantages of 

matrimony and bachelorhood. It is true that, now and then, when he had been a little heated by 

an extra glass of grog, he had been heard to say of Hetty that the “lass was well enough,” and 

that “a man might do worse”; but on convivial occasions men are apt to express themselves 

strongly. 

Martin Poyser held Mr. Craig in honour, as a man who “knew his business” and who had great 

lights concerning soils and compost; but he was less of a favourite with Mrs. Poyser, who had 

more than once said in confidence to her husband, “You’re mighty fond o’ Craig, but for my 

part, I think he’s welly like a cock as thinks the sun’s rose o’ purpose to hear him crow.” For the 

rest, Mr. Craig was an estimable gardener, and was not without reasons for having a high opinion 

of himself. He had also high shoulders and high cheek-bones and hung his head forward a little, 

as he walked along with his hands in his breeches pockets. I think it was his pedigree only that 

had the advantage of being Scotch, and not his “bringing up”; for except that he had a stronger 

burr in his accent, his speech differed little from that of the Loamshire people about him. But a 

gardener is Scotch, as a French teacher is Parisian. 

“Well, Mr. Poyser,” he said, before the good slow farmer had time to speak, “ye’ll not be 

carrying your hay to-morrow, I’m thinking. The glass sticks at ‘change,’ and ye may rely upo’ 

my word as we’ll ha’ more downfall afore twenty-four hours is past. Ye see that darkish-blue 

cloud there upo’ the ’rizon—ye know what I mean by the ’rizon, where the land and sky seems 

to meet?” 

“Aye, aye, I see the cloud,” said Mr. Poyser, “’rizon or no ’rizon. It’s right o’er Mike 

Holdsworth’s fallow, and a foul fallow it is.” 

“Well, you mark my words, as that cloud ’ull spread o’er the sky pretty nigh as quick as you’d 

spread a tarpaulin over one o’ your hay-ricks. It’s a great thing to ha’ studied the look o’ the 

clouds. Lord bless you! Th’ met’orological almanecks can learn me nothing, but there’s a pretty 

sight o’ things I could let them up to, if they’d just come to me. And how are you, Mrs. 

Poyser?—thinking o’ getherin’ the red currants soon, I reckon. You’d a deal better gether ’em 

afore they’re o’erripe, wi’ such weather as we’ve got to look forward to. How do ye do, Mistress 

Bede?” Mr. Craig continued, without a pause, nodding by the way to Adam and Seth. “I hope y’ 

enjoyed them spinach and gooseberries as I sent Chester with th’ other day. If ye want vegetables 

while ye’re in trouble, ye know where to come to. It’s well known I’m not giving other folks’ 

things away, for when I’ve supplied the house, the garden’s my own spekilation, and it isna 

every man th’ old squire could get as ’ud be equil to the undertaking, let alone asking whether 

he’d be willing I’ve got to run my calkilation fine, I can tell you, to make sure o’ getting back the 

money as I pay the squire. I should like to see some o’ them fellows as make the almanecks 

looking as far before their noses as I’ve got to do every year as comes.” 

“They look pretty fur, though,” said Mr. Poyser, turning his head on one side and speaking in 

rather a subdued reverential tone. “Why, what could come truer nor that pictur o’ the cock wi’ 

the big spurs, as has got its head knocked down wi’ th’ anchor, an’ th’ firin’, an’ the ships 

behind? Why, that pictur was made afore Christmas, and yit it’s come as true as th’ Bible. Why, 

th’ cock’s France, an’ th’ anchor’s Nelson—an’ they told us that beforehand.” 



“Pee—ee-eh!” said Mr. Craig. “A man doesna want to see fur to know as th’ English ’ull beat 

the French. Why, I know upo’ good authority as it’s a big Frenchman as reaches five foot high, 

an’ they live upo’ spoon-meat mostly. I knew a man as his father had a particular knowledge o’ 

the French. I should like to know what them grasshoppers are to do against such fine fellows as 

our young Captain Arthur. Why, it ’ud astonish a Frenchman only to look at him; his arm’s 

thicker nor a Frenchman’s body, I’ll be bound, for they pinch theirsells in wi’ stays; and it’s easy 

enough, for they’ve got nothing i’ their insides.” 

“Where is the captain, as he wasna at church to-day?” said Adam. “I was talking to him o’ 

Friday, and he said nothing about his going away.” 

“Oh, he’s only gone to Eagledale for a bit o’ fishing; I reckon he’ll be back again afore many 

days are o’er, for he’s to be at all th’ arranging and preparing o’ things for the comin’ o’ age o’ 

the 30th o’ July. But he’s fond o’ getting away for a bit, now and then. Him and th’ old squire fit 

one another like frost and flowers.” 

Mr. Craig smiled and winked slowly as he made this last observation, but the subject was not 

developed farther, for now they had reached the turning in the road where Adam and his 

companions must say “good-bye.” The gardener, too, would have had to turn off in the same 

direction if he had not accepted Mr. Poyser’s invitation to tea. Mrs. Poyser duly seconded the 

invitation, for she would have held it a deep disgrace not to make her neighbours welcome to her 

house: personal likes and dislikes must not interfere with that sacred custom. Moreover, Mr. 

Craig had always been full of civilities to the family at the Hall Farm, and Mrs. Poyser was 

scrupulous in declaring that she had “nothing to say again’ him, on’y it was a pity he couldna be 

hatched o’er again, an’ hatched different.” 

So Adam and Seth, with their mother between them, wound their way down to the valley and 

up again to the old house, where a saddened memory had taken the place of a long, long 

anxiety—where Adam would never have to ask again as he entered, “Where’s Father?” 

And the other family party, with Mr. Craig for company, went back to the pleasant bright 

house-place at the Hall Farm—all with quiet minds, except Hetty, who knew now where Arthur 

was gone, but was only the more puzzled and uneasy. For it appeared that his absence was quite 

voluntary; he need not have gone—he would not have gone if he had wanted to see her. She had 

a sickening sense that no lot could ever be pleasant to her again if her Thursday night’s vision 

was not to be fulfilled; and in this moment of chill, bare, wintry disappointment and doubt, she 

looked towards the possibility of being with Arthur again, of meeting his loving glance, and 

hearing his soft words with that eager yearning which one may call the “growing pain” of 

passion. 

  



Chapter XIX Adam on a Working Day 

Notwithstanding Mr. Craig’s prophecy, the dark-blue cloud dispersed itself without having 

produced the threatened consequences. “The weather”—as he observed the next morning—“the 

weather, you see, ’s a ticklish thing, an’ a fool ’ull hit on’t sometimes when a wise man misses; 

that’s why the almanecks get so much credit. It’s one o’ them chancy things as fools thrive on.” 

This unreasonable behaviour of the weather, however, could displease no one else in Hayslope 

besides Mr. Craig. All hands were to be out in the meadows this morning as soon as the dew had 

risen; the wives and daughters did double work in every farmhouse, that the maids might give 

their help in tossing the hay; and when Adam was marching along the lanes, with his basket of 

tools over his shoulder, he caught the sound of jocose talk and ringing laughter from behind the 

hedges. The jocose talk of hay-makers is best at a distance; like those clumsy bells round the 

cows’ necks, it has rather a coarse sound when it comes close, and may even grate on your ears 

painfully; but heard from far off, it mingles very prettily with the other joyous sounds of nature. 

Men’s muscles move better when their souls are making merry music, though their merriment is 

of a poor blundering sort, not at all like the merriment of birds. 

And perhaps there is no time in a summer’s day more cheering than when the warmth of the 

sun is just beginning to triumph over the freshness of the morning—when there is just a lingering 

hint of early coolness to keep off languor under the delicious influence of warmth. The reason 

Adam was walking along the lanes at this time was because his work for the rest of the day lay at 

a country-house about three miles off, which was being put in repair for the son of a 

neighbouring squire; and he had been busy since early morning with the packing of panels, 

doors, and chimney-pieces, in a waggon which was now gone on before him, while Jonathan 

Burge himself had ridden to the spot on horseback, to await its arrival and direct the workmen. 

This little walk was a rest to Adam, and he was unconsciously under the charm of the moment. 

It was summer morning in his heart, and he saw Hetty in the sunshine—a sunshine without glare, 

with slanting rays that tremble between the delicate shadows of the leaves. He thought, yesterday 

when he put out his hand to her as they came out of church, that there was a touch of melancholy 

kindness in her face, such as he had not seen before, and he took it as a sign that she had some 

sympathy with his family trouble. Poor fellow! That touch of melancholy came from quite 

another source, but how was he to know? We look at the one little woman’s face we love as we 

look at the face of our mother earth, and see all sorts of answers to our own yearnings. It was 

impossible for Adam not to feel that what had happened in the last week had brought the 

prospect of marriage nearer to him. Hitherto he had felt keenly the danger that some other man 

might step in and get possession of Hetty’s heart and hand, while he himself was still in a 

position that made him shrink from asking her to accept him. Even if he had had a strong hope 

that she was fond of him—and his hope was far from being strong—he had been too heavily 

burdened with other claims to provide a home for himself and Hetty—a home such as he could 

expect her to be content with after the comfort and plenty of the Farm. Like all strong natures, 

Adam had confidence in his ability to achieve something in the future; he felt sure he should 

some day, if he lived, be able to maintain a family and make a good broad path for himself; but 

he had too cool a head not to estimate to the full the obstacles that were to be overcome. And the 

time would be so long! And there was Hetty, like a bright-cheeked apple hanging over the 

orchard wall, within sight of everybody, and everybody must long for her! To be sure, if she 



loved him very much, she would be content to wait for him: but did she love him? His hopes had 

never risen so high that he had dared to ask her. He was clear-sighted enough to be aware that 

her uncle and aunt would have looked kindly on his suit, and indeed, without this encouragement 

he would never have persevered in going to the Farm; but it was impossible to come to any but 

fluctuating conclusions about Hetty’s feelings. She was like a kitten, and had the same 

distractingly pretty looks, that meant nothing, for everybody that came near her. 

But now he could not help saying to himself that the heaviest part of his burden was removed, 

and that even before the end of another year his circumstances might be brought into a shape that 

would allow him to think of marrying. It would always be a hard struggle with his mother, he 

knew: she would be jealous of any wife he might choose, and she had set her mind especially 

against Hetty—perhaps for no other reason than that she suspected Hetty to be the woman he had 

chosen. It would never do, he feared, for his mother to live in the same house with him when he 

was married; and yet how hard she would think it if he asked her to leave him! Yes, there was a 

great deal of pain to be gone through with his mother, but it was a case in which he must make 

her feel that his will was strong—it would be better for her in the end. For himself, he would 

have liked that they should all live together till Seth was married, and they might have built a bit 

themselves to the old house, and made more room. He did not like “to part wi’ th’ lad”: they had 

hardly ever been separated for more than a day since they were born. 

But Adam had no sooner caught his imagination leaping forward in this way—making 

arrangements for an uncertain future—than he checked himself. “A pretty building I’m making, 

without either bricks or timber. I’m up i’ the garret a’ready, and haven’t so much as dug the 

foundation.” Whenever Adam was strongly convinced of any proposition, it took the form of a 

principle in his mind: it was knowledge to be acted on, as much as the knowledge that damp will 

cause rust. Perhaps here lay the secret of the hardness he had accused himself of: he had too little 

fellow-feeling with the weakness that errs in spite of foreseen consequences. Without this fellow-

feeling, how are we to get enough patience and charity towards our stumbling, falling 

companions in the long and changeful journey? And there is but one way in which a strong 

determined soul can learn it—by getting his heart-strings bound round the weak and erring, so 

that he must share not only the outward consequence of their error, but their inward suffering. 

That is a long and hard lesson, and Adam had at present only learned the alphabet of it in his 

father’s sudden death, which, by annihilating in an instant all that had stimulated his indignation, 

had sent a sudden rush of thought and memory over what had claimed his pity and tenderness. 

But it was Adam’s strength, not its correlative hardness, that influenced his meditations this 

morning. He had long made up his mind that it would be wrong as well as foolish for him to 

marry a blooming young girl, so long as he had no other prospect than that of growing poverty 

with a growing family. And his savings had been so constantly drawn upon (besides the terrible 

sweep of paying for Seth’s substitute in the militia) that he had not enough money beforehand to 

furnish even a small cottage, and keep something in reserve against a rainy day. He had good 

hope that he should be “firmer on his legs” by and by; but he could not be satisfied with a vague 

confidence in his arm and brain; he must have definite plans, and set about them at once. The 

partnership with Jonathan Burge was not to be thought of at present—there were things 

implicitly tacked to it that he could not accept; but Adam thought that he and Seth might carry on 

a little business for themselves in addition to their journeyman’s work, by buying a small stock 

of superior wood and making articles of household furniture, for which Adam had no end of 



contrivances. Seth might gain more by working at separate jobs under Adam’s direction than by 

his journeyman’s work, and Adam, in his overhours, could do all the “nice” work that required 

peculiar skill. The money gained in this way, with the good wages he received as foreman, 

would soon enable them to get beforehand with the world, so sparingly as they would all live 

now. No sooner had this little plan shaped itself in his mind than he began to be busy with exact 

calculations about the wood to be bought and the particular article of furniture that should be 

undertaken first—a kitchen cupboard of his own contrivance, with such an ingenious 

arrangement of sliding-doors and bolts, such convenient nooks for stowing household provender, 

and such a symmetrical result to the eye, that every good housewife would be in raptures with it, 

and fall through all the gradations of melancholy longing till her husband promised to buy it for 

her. Adam pictured to himself Mrs. Poyser examining it with her keen eye and trying in vain to 

find out a deficiency; and, of course, close to Mrs. Poyser stood Hetty, and Adam was again 

beguiled from calculations and contrivances into dreams and hopes. Yes, he would go and see 

her this evening—it was so long since he had been at the Hall Farm. He would have liked to go 

to the night-school, to see why Bartle Massey had not been at church yesterday, for he feared his 

old friend was ill; but, unless he could manage both visits, this last must be put off till to-

morrow—the desire to be near Hetty and to speak to her again was too strong. 

As he made up his mind to this, he was coming very near to the end of his walk, within the 

sound of the hammers at work on the refitting of the old house. The sound of tools to a clever 

workman who loves his work is like the tentative sounds of the orchestra to the violinist who has 

to bear his part in the overture: the strong fibres begin their accustomed thrill, and what was a 

moment before joy, vexation, or ambition, begins its change into energy. All passion becomes 

strength when it has an outlet from the narrow limits of our personal lot in the labour of our right 

arm, the cunning of our right hand, or the still, creative activity of our thought. Look at Adam 

through the rest of the day, as he stands on the scaffolding with the two-feet ruler in his hand, 

whistling low while he considers how a difficulty about a floor-joist or a window-frame is to be 

overcome; or as he pushes one of the younger workmen aside and takes his place in upheaving a 

weight of timber, saying, “Let alone, lad! Thee’st got too much gristle i’ thy bones yet”; or as he 

fixes his keen black eyes on the motions of a workman on the other side of the room and warns 

him that his distances are not right. Look at this broad-shouldered man with the bare muscular 

arms, and the thick, firm, black hair tossed about like trodden meadow-grass whenever he takes 

off his paper cap, and with the strong barytone voice bursting every now and then into loud and 

solemn psalm-tunes, as if seeking an outlet for superfluous strength, yet presently checking 

himself, apparently crossed by some thought which jars with the singing. Perhaps, if you had not 

been already in the secret, you might not have guessed what sad memories, what warm affection, 

what tender fluttering hopes, had their home in this athletic body with the broken finger-nails—

in this rough man, who knew no better lyrics than he could find in the Old and New Version and 

an occasional hymn; who knew the smallest possible amount of profane history; and for whom 

the motion and shape of the earth, the course of the sun, and the changes of the seasons lay in the 

region of mystery just made visible by fragmentary knowledge. It had cost Adam a great deal of 

trouble and work in overhours to know what he knew over and above the secrets of his 

handicraft, and that acquaintance with mechanics and figures, and the nature of the materials he 

worked with, which was made easy to him by inborn inherited faculty—to get the mastery of his 

pen, and write a plain hand, to spell without any other mistakes than must in fairness be 

attributed to the unreasonable character of orthography rather than to any deficiency in the 

speller, and, moreover, to learn his musical notes and part-singing. Besides all this, he had read 



his Bible, including the apocryphal books; Poor Richard’s Almanac, Taylor’s Holy Living and 

Dying, The Pilgrim’s Progress, with Bunyan’s Life and Holy War, a great deal of Bailey’s 

Dictionary, Valentine and Orson, and part of a History of Babylon, which Bartle Massey had lent 

him. He might have had many more books from Bartle Massey, but he had no time for reading 

“the commin print,” as Lisbeth called it, so busy as he was with figures in all the leisure 

moments which he did not fill up with extra carpentry. 

Adam, you perceive, was by no means a marvellous man, nor, properly speaking, a genius, yet 

I will not pretend that his was an ordinary character among workmen; and it would not be at all a 

safe conclusion that the next best man you may happen to see with a basket of tools over his 

shoulder and a paper cap on his head has the strong conscience and the strong sense, the blended 

susceptibility and self-command, of our friend Adam. He was not an average man. Yet such men 

as he are reared here and there in every generation of our peasant artisans—with an inheritance 

of affections nurtured by a simple family life of common need and common industry, and an 

inheritance of faculties trained in skilful courageous labour: they make their way upwards, rarely 

as geniuses, most commonly as painstaking honest men, with the skill and conscience to do well 

the tasks that lie before them. Their lives have no discernible echo beyond the neighbourhood 

where they dwelt, but you are almost sure to find there some good piece of road, some building, 

some application of mineral produce, some improvement in farming practice, some reform of 

parish abuses, with which their names are associated by one or two generations after them. Their 

employers were the richer for them, the work of their hands has worn well, and the work of their 

brains has guided well the hands of other men. They went about in their youth in flannel or paper 

caps, in coats black with coal-dust or streaked with lime and red paint; in old age their white 

hairs are seen in a place of honour at church and at market, and they tell their well-dressed sons 

and daughters, seated round the bright hearth on winter evenings, how pleased they were when 

they first earned their twopence a-day. Others there are who die poor and never put off the 

workman’s coat on weekdays. They have not had the art of getting rich, but they are men of 

trust, and when they die before the work is all out of them, it is as if some main screw had got 

loose in a machine; the master who employed them says, “Where shall I find their like?” 

  



Chapter XX Adam Visits the Hall Farm 

Adam came back from his work in the empty waggon—that was why he had changed his 

clothes—and was ready to set out to the Hall Farm when it still wanted a quarter to seven. 

“What’s thee got thy Sunday cloose on for?” said Lisbeth complainingly, as he came 

downstairs. “Thee artna goin’ to th’ school i’ thy best coat?” 

“No, Mother,” said Adam, quietly. “I’m going to the Hall Farm, but mayhap I may go to the 

school after, so thee mustna wonder if I’m a bit late. Seth ’ull be at home in half an hour—he’s 

only gone to the village; so thee wutna mind.” 

“Eh, an’ what’s thee got thy best cloose on for to go to th’ Hall Farm? The Poyser folks see’d 

thee in ’em yesterday, I warrand. What dost mean by turnin’ worki’day into Sunday a-that’n? It’s 

poor keepin’ company wi’ folks as donna like to see thee i’ thy workin’ jacket.” 

“Good-bye, mother, I can’t stay,” said Adam, putting on his hat and going out. 

But he had no sooner gone a few paces beyond the door than Lisbeth became uneasy at the 

thought that she had vexed him. Of course, the secret of her objection to the best clothes was her 

suspicion that they were put on for Hetty’s sake; but deeper than all her peevishness lay the need 

that her son should love her. She hurried after him, and laid hold of his arm before he had got 

half-way down to the brook, and said, “Nay, my lad, thee wutna go away angered wi’ thy 

mother, an’ her got nought to do but to sit by hersen an’ think on thee?” 

“Nay, nay, Mother,” said Adam, gravely, and standing still while he put his arm on her 

shoulder, “I’m not angered. But I wish, for thy own sake, thee’dst be more contented to let me do 

what I’ve made up my mind to do. I’ll never be no other than a good son to thee as long as we 

live. But a man has other feelings besides what he owes to’s father and mother, and thee oughtna 

to want to rule over me body and soul. And thee must make up thy mind as I’ll not give way to 

thee where I’ve a right to do what I like. So let us have no more words about it.” 

“Eh,” said Lisbeth, not willing to show that she felt the real bearing of Adam’s words, “and’ 

who likes to see thee i’ thy best cloose better nor thy mother? An’ when thee’st got thy face 

washed as clean as the smooth white pibble, an’ thy hair combed so nice, and thy eyes a-

sparklin’—what else is there as thy old mother should like to look at half so well? An’ thee sha’t 

put on thy Sunday cloose when thee lik’st for me—I’ll ne’er plague thee no moor about’n.” 

“Well, well; good-bye, mother,” said Adam, kissing her and hurrying away. He saw there was 

no other means of putting an end to the dialogue. Lisbeth stood still on the spot, shading her eyes 

and looking after him till he was quite out of sight. She felt to the full all the meaning that had 

lain in Adam’s words, and, as she lost sight of him and turned back slowly into the house, she 

said aloud to herself—for it was her way to speak her thoughts aloud in the long days when her 

husband and sons were at their work—“Eh, he’ll be tellin’ me as he’s goin’ to bring her home 

one o’ these days; an’ she’ll be missis o’er me, and I mun look on, belike, while she uses the 

blue-edged platters, and breaks ’em, mayhap, though there’s ne’er been one broke sin’ my old 

man an’ me bought ’em at the fair twenty ’ear come next Whissuntide. Eh!” she went on, still 

louder, as she caught up her knitting from the table, “but she’ll ne’er knit the lad’s stockin’s, nor 



foot ’em nayther, while I live; an’ when I’m gone, he’ll bethink him as nobody ’ull ne’er fit’s leg 

an’ foot as his old mother did. She’ll know nothin’ o’ narrowin’ an’ heelin’, I warrand, an’ she’ll 

make a long toe as he canna get’s boot on. That’s what comes o’ marr’in’ young wenches. I war 

gone thirty, an’ th’ feyther too, afore we war married; an’ young enough too. She’ll be a poor 

dratchell by then she’s thirty, a-marr’in’ a-that’n, afore her teeth’s all come.” 

Adam walked so fast that he was at the yard-gate before seven. Martin Poyser and the 

grandfather were not yet come in from the meadow: every one was in the meadow, even to the 

black-and-tan terrier—no one kept watch in the yard but the bull-dog; and when Adam reached 

the house-door, which stood wide open, he saw there was no one in the bright clean house-place. 

But he guessed where Mrs. Poyser and some one else would be, quite within hearing; so he 

knocked on the door and said in his strong voice, “Mrs. Poyser within?” 

“Come in, Mr. Bede, come in,” Mrs. Poyser called out from the dairy. She always gave Adam 

this title when she received him in her own house. “You may come into the dairy if you will, for 

I canna justly leave the cheese.” 

Adam walked into the dairy, where Mrs. Poyser and Nancy were crushing the first evening 

cheese. 

“Why, you might think you war come to a dead-house,” said Mrs. Poyser, as he stood in the 

open doorway; “they’re all i’ the meadow; but Martin’s sure to be in afore long, for they’re 

leaving the hay cocked to-night, ready for carrying first thing to-morrow. I’ve been forced t’ 

have Nancy in, upo’ ’count as Hetty must gether the red currants to-night; the fruit allays ripens 

so contrairy, just when every hand’s wanted. An’ there’s no trustin’ the children to gether it, for 

they put more into their own mouths nor into the basket; you might as well set the wasps to 

gether the fruit.” 

Adam longed to say he would go into the garden till Mr. Poyser came in, but he was not quite 

courageous enough, so he said, “I could be looking at your spinning-wheel, then, and see what 

wants doing to it. Perhaps it stands in the house, where I can find it?” 

“No, I’ve put it away in the right-hand parlour; but let it be till I can fetch it and show it you. 

I’d be glad now if you’d go into the garden and tell Hetty to send Totty in. The child ’ull run in if 

she’s told, an’ I know Hetty’s lettin’ her eat too many currants. I’ll be much obliged to you, Mr. 

Bede, if you’ll go and send her in; an’ there’s the York and Lankester roses beautiful in the 

garden now—you’ll like to see ’em. But you’d like a drink o’ whey first, p’r’aps; I know you’re 

fond o’ whey, as most folks is when they hanna got to crush it out.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Poyser,” said Adam; “a drink o’ whey’s allays a treat to me. I’d rather have 

it than beer any day.” 

“Aye, aye,” said Mrs. Poyser, reaching a small white basin that stood on the shelf, and dipping 

it into the whey-tub, “the smell o’ bread’s sweet t’ everybody but the baker. The Miss Irwines 

allays say, ‘Oh, Mrs. Poyser, I envy you your dairy; and I envy you your chickens; and what a 

beautiful thing a farm-house is, to be sure!’ An’ I say, ‘Yes; a farm-house is a fine thing for them 

as look on, an’ don’t know the liftin’, an’ the stannin’, an’ the worritin’ o’ th’ inside as belongs 

to’t.’” 



“Why, Mrs. Poyser, you wouldn’t like to live anywhere else but in a farm-house, so well as 

you manage it,” said Adam, taking the basin; “and there can be nothing to look at pleasanter nor 

a fine milch cow, standing up to’ts knees in pasture, and the new milk frothing in the pail, and 

the fresh butter ready for market, and the calves, and the poultry. Here’s to your health, and may 

you allays have strength to look after your own dairy, and set a pattern t’ all the farmers’ wives 

in the country.” 

Mrs. Poyser was not to be caught in the weakness of smiling at a compliment, but a quiet 

complacency over-spread her face like a stealing sunbeam, and gave a milder glance than usual 

to her blue-grey eyes, as she looked at Adam drinking the whey. Ah! I think I taste that whey 

now—with a flavour so delicate that one can hardly distinguish it from an odour, and with that 

soft gliding warmth that fills one’s imagination with a still, happy dreaminess. And the light 

music of the dropping whey is in my ears, mingling with the twittering of a bird outside the wire 

network window—the window overlooking the garden, and shaded by tall Guelder roses. 

“Have a little more, Mr. Bede?” said Mrs. Poyser, as Adam set down the basin. 

“No, thank you; I’ll go into the garden now, and send in the little lass.” 

“Aye, do; and tell her to come to her mother in the dairy.” 

Adam walked round by the rick-yard, at present empty of ricks, to the little wooden gate 

leading into the garden—once the well-tended kitchen-garden of a manor-house; now, but for the 

handsome brick wall with stone coping that ran along one side of it, a true farmhouse garden, 

with hardy perennial flowers, unpruned fruit-trees, and kitchen vegetables growing together in 

careless, half-neglected abundance. In that leafy, flowery, bushy time, to look for any one in this 

garden was like playing at “hide-and-seek.” There were the tall hollyhocks beginning to flower 

and dazzle the eye with their pink, white, and yellow; there were the syringas and Guelder roses, 

all large and disorderly for want of trimming; there were leafy walls of scarlet beans and late 

peas; there was a row of bushy filberts in one direction, and in another a huge apple-tree making 

a barren circle under its low-spreading boughs. But what signified a barren patch or two? The 

garden was so large. There was always a superfluity of broad beans—it took nine or ten of 

Adam’s strides to get to the end of the uncut grass walk that ran by the side of them; and as for 

other vegetables, there was so much more room than was necessary for them that in the rotation 

of crops a large flourishing bed of groundsel was of yearly occurrence on one spot or other. The 

very rose-trees at which Adam stopped to pluck one looked as if they grew wild; they were all 

huddled together in bushy masses, now flaunting with wide-open petals, almost all of them of the 

streaked pink-and-white kind, which doubtless dated from the union of the houses of York and 

Lancaster. Adam was wise enough to choose a compact Provence rose that peeped out half-

smothered by its flaunting scentless neighbours, and held it in his hand—he thought he should be 

more at ease holding something in his hand—as he walked on to the far end of the garden, where 

he remembered there was the largest row of currant-trees, not far off from the great yew-tree 

arbour. 

But he had not gone many steps beyond the roses, when he heard the shaking of a bough, and a 

boy’s voice saying, “Now, then, Totty, hold out your pinny—there’s a duck.” 



The voice came from the boughs of a tall cherry-tree, where Adam had no difficulty in 

discerning a small blue-pinafored figure perched in a commodious position where the fruit was 

thickest. Doubtless Totty was below, behind the screen of peas. Yes—with her bonnet hanging 

down her back, and her fat face, dreadfully smeared with red juice, turned up towards the cherry-

tree, while she held her little round hole of a mouth and her red-stained pinafore to receive the 

promised downfall. I am sorry to say, more than half the cherries that fell were hard and yellow 

instead of juicy and red; but Totty spent no time in useless regrets, and she was already sucking 

the third juiciest when Adam said, “There now, Totty, you’ve got your cherries. Run into the 

house with ’em to Mother—she wants you—she’s in the dairy. Run in this minute—there’s a 

good little girl.” 

He lifted her up in his strong arms and kissed her as he spoke, a ceremony which Totty 

regarded as a tiresome interruption to cherry-eating; and when he set her down she trotted off 

quite silently towards the house, sucking her cherries as she went along. 

“Tommy, my lad, take care you’re not shot for a little thieving bird,” said Adam, as he walked 

on towards the currant-trees. 

He could see there was a large basket at the end of the row: Hetty would not be far off, and 

Adam already felt as if she were looking at him. Yet when he turned the corner she was standing 

with her back towards him, and stooping to gather the low-hanging fruit. Strange that she had not 

heard him coming! Perhaps it was because she was making the leaves rustle. She started when 

she became conscious that some one was near—started so violently that she dropped the basin 

with the currants in it, and then, when she saw it was Adam, she turned from pale to deep red. 

That blush made his heart beat with a new happiness. Hetty had never blushed at seeing him 

before. 

“I frightened you,” he said, with a delicious sense that it didn’t signify what he said, since 

Hetty seemed to feel as much as he did; “let me pick the currants up.” 

That was soon done, for they had only fallen in a tangled mass on the grass-plot, and Adam, as 

he rose and gave her the basin again, looked straight into her eyes with the subdued tenderness 

that belongs to the first moments of hopeful love. 

Hetty did not turn away her eyes; her blush had subsided, and she met his glance with a quiet 

sadness, which contented Adam because it was so unlike anything he had seen in her before. 

“There’s not many more currants to get,” she said; “I shall soon ha’ done now.” 

“I’ll help you,” said Adam; and he fetched the large basket, which was nearly full of currants, 

and set it close to them. 

Not a word more was spoken as they gathered the currants. Adam’s heart was too full to speak, 

and he thought Hetty knew all that was in it. She was not indifferent to his presence after all; she 

had blushed when she saw him, and then there was that touch of sadness about her which must 

surely mean love, since it was the opposite of her usual manner, which had often impressed him 

as indifference. And he could glance at her continually as she bent over the fruit, while the level 

evening sunbeams stole through the thick apple-tree boughs, and rested on her round cheek and 

neck as if they too were in love with her. It was to Adam the time that a man can least forget in 



after-life, the time when he believes that the first woman he has ever loved betrays by a slight 

something—a word, a tone, a glance, the quivering of a lip or an eyelid—that she is at least 

beginning to love him in return. The sign is so slight, it is scarcely perceptible to the ear or eye—

he could describe it to no one—it is a mere feather-touch, yet it seems to have changed his whole 

being, to have merged an uneasy yearning into a delicious unconsciousness of everything but the 

present moment. So much of our early gladness vanishes utterly from our memory: we can never 

recall the joy with which we laid our heads on our mother’s bosom or rode on our father’s back 

in childhood. Doubtless that joy is wrought up into our nature, as the sunlight of long-past 

mornings is wrought up in the soft mellowness of the apricot, but it is gone for ever from our 

imagination, and we can only believe in the joy of childhood. But the first glad moment in our 

first love is a vision which returns to us to the last, and brings with it a thrill of feeling intense 

and special as the recurrent sensation of a sweet odour breathed in a far-off hour of happiness. It 

is a memory that gives a more exquisite touch to tenderness, that feeds the madness of jealousy 

and adds the last keenness to the agony of despair. 

Hetty bending over the red bunches, the level rays piercing the screen of apple-tree boughs, the 

length of bushy garden beyond, his own emotion as he looked at her and believed that she was 

thinking of him, and that there was no need for them to talk—Adam remembered it all to the last 

moment of his life. 

And Hetty? You know quite well that Adam was mistaken about her. Like many other men, he 

thought the signs of love for another were signs of love towards himself. When Adam was 

approaching unseen by her, she was absorbed as usual in thinking and wondering about Arthur’s 

possible return. The sound of any man’s footstep would have affected her just in the same way—

she would have felt it might be Arthur before she had time to see, and the blood that forsook her 

cheek in the agitation of that momentary feeling would have rushed back again at the sight of 

any one else just as much as at the sight of Adam. He was not wrong in thinking that a change 

had come over Hetty: the anxieties and fears of a first passion, with which she was trembling, 

had become stronger than vanity, had given her for the first time that sense of helpless 

dependence on another’s feeling which awakens the clinging deprecating womanhood even in 

the shallowest girl that can ever experience it, and creates in her a sensibility to kindness which 

found her quite hard before. For the first time Hetty felt that there was something soothing to her 

in Adam’s timid yet manly tenderness. She wanted to be treated lovingly—oh, it was very hard 

to bear this blank of absence, silence, apparent indifference, after those moments of glowing 

love! She was not afraid that Adam would tease her with love-making and flattering speeches 

like her other admirers; he had always been so reserved to her; she could enjoy without any fear 

the sense that this strong brave man loved her and was near her. It never entered into her mind 

that Adam was pitiable too—that Adam too must suffer one day. 

Hetty, we know, was not the first woman that had behaved more gently to the man who loved 

her in vain because she had herself begun to love another. It was a very old story, but Adam 

knew nothing about it, so he drank in the sweet delusion. 

“That’ll do,” said Hetty, after a little while. “Aunt wants me to leave some on the trees. I’ll 

take ’em in now.” 

“It’s very well I came to carry the basket,” said Adam “for it ’ud ha’ been too heavy for your 

little arms.” 



“No; I could ha’ carried it with both hands.” 

“Oh, I daresay,” said Adam, smiling, “and been as long getting into the house as a little ant 

carrying a caterpillar. Have you ever seen those tiny fellows carrying things four times as big as 

themselves?” 

“No,” said Hetty, indifferently, not caring to know the difficulties of ant life. 

“Oh, I used to watch ’em often when I was a lad. But now, you see, I can carry the basket with 

one arm, as if it was an empty nutshell, and give you th’ other arm to lean on. Won’t you? Such 

big arms as mine were made for little arms like yours to lean on.” 

Hetty smiled faintly and put her arm within his. Adam looked down at her, but her eyes were 

turned dreamily towards another corner of the garden. 

“Have you ever been to Eagledale?” she said, as they walked slowly along. 

“Yes,” said Adam, pleased to have her ask a question about himself. “Ten years ago, when I 

was a lad, I went with father to see about some work there. It’s a wonderful sight—rocks and 

caves such as you never saw in your life. I never had a right notion o’ rocks till I went there.” 

“How long did it take to get there?” 

“Why, it took us the best part o’ two days’ walking. But it’s nothing of a day’s journey for 

anybody as has got a first-rate nag. The captain ’ud get there in nine or ten hours, I’ll be bound, 

he’s such a rider. And I shouldn’t wonder if he’s back again to-morrow; he’s too active to rest 

long in that lonely place, all by himself, for there’s nothing but a bit of a inn i’ that part where 

he’s gone to fish. I wish he’d got th’ estate in his hands; that ’ud be the right thing for him, for it 

’ud give him plenty to do, and he’d do’t well too, for all he’s so young; he’s got better notions o’ 

things than many a man twice his age. He spoke very handsome to me th’ other day about 

lending me money to set up i’ business; and if things came round that way, I’d rather be 

beholding to him nor to any man i’ the world.” 

Poor Adam was led on to speak about Arthur because he thought Hetty would be pleased to 

know that the young squire was so ready to befriend him; the fact entered into his future 

prospects, which he would like to seem promising in her eyes. And it was true that Hetty listened 

with an interest which brought a new light into her eyes and a half-smile upon her lips. 

“How pretty the roses are now!” Adam continued, pausing to look at them. “See! I stole the 

prettiest, but I didna mean to keep it myself. I think these as are all pink, and have got a finer sort 

o’ green leaves, are prettier than the striped uns, don’t you?” 

He set down the basket and took the rose from his button-hole. 

“It smells very sweet,” he said; “those striped uns have no smell. Stick it in your frock, and 

then you can put it in water after. It ’ud be a pity to let it fade.” 

Hetty took the rose, smiling as she did so at the pleasant thought that Arthur could so soon get 

back if he liked. There was a flash of hope and happiness in her mind, and with a sudden impulse 

of gaiety she did what she had very often done before—stuck the rose in her hair a little above 



the left ear. The tender admiration in Adam’s face was slightly shadowed by reluctant 

disapproval. Hetty’s love of finery was just the thing that would most provoke his mother, and he 

himself disliked it as much as it was possible for him to dislike anything that belonged to her. 

“Ah,” he said, “that’s like the ladies in the pictures at the Chase; they’ve mostly got flowers or 

feathers or gold things i’ their hair, but somehow I don’t like to see ’em; they allays put me i’ 

mind o’ the painted women outside the shows at Treddles’on Fair. What can a woman have to set 

her off better than her own hair, when it curls so, like yours? If a woman’s young and pretty, I 

think you can see her good looks all the better for her being plain dressed. Why, Dinah Morris 

looks very nice, for all she wears such a plain cap and gown. It seems to me as a woman’s face 

doesna want flowers; it’s almost like a flower itself. I’m sure yours is.” 

“Oh, very well,” said Hetty, with a little playful pout, taking the rose out of her hair. “I’ll put 

one o’ Dinah’s caps on when we go in, and you’ll see if I look better in it. She left one behind, so 

I can take the pattern.” 

“Nay, nay, I don’t want you to wear a Methodist cap like Dinah’s. I daresay it’s a very ugly 

cap, and I used to think when I saw her here as it was nonsense for her to dress different t’ other 

people; but I never rightly noticed her till she came to see mother last week, and then I thought 

the cap seemed to fit her face somehow as th ‘acorn-cup fits th’ acorn, and I shouldn’t like to see 

her so well without it. But you’ve got another sort o’ face; I’d have you just as you are now, 

without anything t’ interfere with your own looks. It’s like when a man’s singing a good tune—

you don’t want t’ hear bells tinkling and interfering wi’ the sound.” 

He took her arm and put it within his again, looking down on her fondly. He was afraid she 

should think he had lectured her, imagining, as we are apt to do, that she had perceived all the 

thoughts he had only half-expressed. And the thing he dreaded most was lest any cloud should 

come over this evening’s happiness. For the world he would not have spoken of his love to Hetty 

yet, till this commencing kindness towards him should have grown into unmistakable love. In his 

imagination he saw long years of his future life stretching before him, blest with the right to call 

Hetty his own: he could be content with very little at present. So he took up the basket of 

currants once more, and they went on towards the house. 

The scene had quite changed in the half-hour that Adam had been in the garden. The yard was 

full of life now: Marty was letting the screaming geese through the gate, and wickedly provoking 

the gander by hissing at him; the granary-door was groaning on its hinges as Alick shut it, after 

dealing out the corn; the horses were being led out to watering, amidst much barking of all the 

three dogs and many “whups” from Tim the ploughman, as if the heavy animals who held down 

their meek, intelligent heads, and lifted their shaggy feet so deliberately, were likely to rush 

wildly in every direction but the right. Everybody was come back from the meadow; and when 

Hetty and Adam entered the house-place, Mr. Poyser was seated in the three-cornered chair, and 

the grandfather in the large arm-chair opposite, looking on with pleasant expectation while the 

supper was being laid on the oak table. Mrs. Poyser had laid the cloth herself—a cloth made of 

homespun linen, with a shining checkered pattern on it, and of an agreeable whitey-brown hue, 

such as all sensible housewives like to see—none of your bleached “shop-rag” that would wear 

into holes in no time, but good homespun that would last for two generations. The cold veal, the 

fresh lettuces, and the stuffed chine might well look tempting to hungry men who had dined at 

half-past twelve o’clock. On the large deal table against the wall there were bright pewter plates 



and spoons and cans, ready for Alick and his companions; for the master and servants ate their 

supper not far off each other; which was all the pleasanter, because if a remark about to-morrow 

morning’s work occurred to Mr. Poyser, Alick was at hand to hear it. 

“Well, Adam, I’m glad to see ye,” said Mr. Poyser. “What! ye’ve been helping Hetty to gether 

the curran’s, eh? Come, sit ye down, sit ye down. Why, it’s pretty near a three-week since y’ had 

your supper with us; and the missis has got one of her rare stuffed chines. I’m glad ye’re come.” 

“Hetty,” said Mrs. Poyser, as she looked into the basket of currants to see if the fruit was fine, 

“run upstairs and send Molly down. She’s putting Totty to bed, and I want her to draw th’ ale, for 

Nancy’s busy yet i’ the dairy. You can see to the child. But whativer did you let her run away 

from you along wi’ Tommy for, and stuff herself wi’ fruit as she can’t eat a bit o’ good victual?” 

This was said in a lower tone than usual, while her husband was talking to Adam; for Mrs. 

Poyser was strict in adherence to her own rules of propriety, and she considered that a young girl 

was not to be treated sharply in the presence of a respectable man who was courting her. That 

would not be fair-play: every woman was young in her turn, and had her chances of matrimony, 

which it was a point of honour for other women not to spoil—just as one market-woman who has 

sold her own eggs must not try to balk another of a customer. 

Hetty made haste to run away upstairs, not easily finding an answer to her aunt’s question, and 

Mrs. Poyser went out to see after Marty and Tommy and bring them in to supper. 

Soon they were all seated—the two rosy lads, one on each side, by the pale mother, a place 

being left for Hetty between Adam and her uncle. Alick too was come in, and was seated in his 

far corner, eating cold broad beans out of a large dish with his pocket-knife, and finding a 

flavour in them which he would not have exchanged for the finest pineapple. 

“What a time that gell is drawing th’ ale, to be sure!” said Mrs. Poyser, when she was 

dispensing her slices of stuffed chine. “I think she sets the jug under and forgets to turn the tap, 

as there’s nothing you can’t believe o’ them wenches: they’ll set the empty kettle o’ the fire, and 

then come an hour after to see if the water boils.” 

“She’s drawin’ for the men too,” said Mr. Poyser. “Thee shouldst ha’ told her to bring our jug 

up first.” 

“Told her?” said Mrs. Poyser. “Yes, I might spend all the wind i’ my body, an’ take the 

bellows too, if I was to tell them gells everything as their own sharpness wonna tell ’em. Mr. 

Bede, will you take some vinegar with your lettuce? Aye you’re i’ the right not. It spoils the 

flavour o’ the chine, to my thinking. It’s poor eating where the flavour o’ the meat lies i’ the 

cruets. There’s folks as make bad butter and trusten to the salt t’ hide it.” 

Mrs. Poyser’s attention was here diverted by the appearance of Molly, carrying a large jug, 

two small mugs, and four drinking-cans, all full of ale or small beer—an interesting example of 

the prehensile power possessed by the human hand. Poor Molly’s mouth was rather wider open 

than usual, as she walked along with her eyes fixed on the double cluster of vessels in her hands, 

quite innocent of the expression in her mistress’s eye. 



“Molly, I niver knew your equils—to think o’ your poor mother as is a widow, an’ I took you 

wi’ as good as no character, an’ the times an’ times I’ve told you....” 

Molly had not seen the lightning, and the thunder shook her nerves the more for the want of 

that preparation. With a vague alarmed sense that she must somehow comport herself differently, 

she hastened her step a little towards the far deal table, where she might set down her cans—

caught her foot in her apron, which had become untied, and fell with a crash and a splash into a 

pool of beer; whereupon a tittering explosion from Marty and Tommy, and a serious “Ello!” 

from Mr. Poyser, who saw his draught of ale unpleasantly deferred. 

“There you go!” resumed Mrs. Poyser, in a cutting tone, as she rose and went towards the 

cupboard while Molly began dolefully to pick up the fragments of pottery. “It’s what I told you 

’ud come, over and over again; and there’s your month’s wage gone, and more, to pay for that 

jug as I’ve had i’ the house this ten year, and nothing ever happened to’t before; but the crockery 

you’ve broke sin’ here in th’ house you’ve been ’ud make a parson swear—God forgi’ me for 

saying so—an’ if it had been boiling wort out o’ the copper, it ’ud ha’ been the same, and you’d 

ha’ been scalded and very like lamed for life, as there’s no knowing but what you will be some 

day if you go on; for anybody ’ud think you’d got the St. Vitus’s Dance, to see the things you’ve 

throwed down. It’s a pity but what the bits was stacked up for you to see, though it’s neither 

seeing nor hearing as ’ull make much odds to you—anybody ’ud think you war case-hardened.” 

Poor Molly’s tears were dropping fast by this time, and in her desperation at the lively 

movement of the beer-stream towards Alick’s legs, she was converting her apron into a mop, 

while Mrs. Poyser, opening the cupboard, turned a blighting eye upon her. 

“Ah,” she went on, “you’ll do no good wi’ crying an’ making more wet to wipe up. It’s all 

your own wilfulness, as I tell you, for there’s nobody no call to break anything if they’ll only go 

the right way to work. But wooden folks had need ha’ wooden things t’ handle. And here must I 

take the brown-and-white jug, as it’s niver been used three times this year, and go down i’ the 

cellar myself, and belike catch my death, and be laid up wi’ inflammation....” 

Mrs. Poyser had turned round from the cupboard with the brown-and-white jug in her hand, 

when she caught sight of something at the other end of the kitchen; perhaps it was because she 

was already trembling and nervous that the apparition had so strong an effect on her; perhaps 

jug-breaking, like other crimes, has a contagious influence. However it was, she stared and 

started like a ghost-seer, and the precious brown-and-white jug fell to the ground, parting for 

ever with its spout and handle. 

“Did ever anybody see the like?” she said, with a suddenly lowered tone, after a moment’s 

bewildered glance round the room. “The jugs are bewitched, I think. It’s them nasty glazed 

handles—they slip o’er the finger like a snail.” 

“Why, thee’st let thy own whip fly i’ thy face,” said her husband, who had now joined in the 

laugh of the young ones. 

“It’s all very fine to look on and grin,” rejoined Mrs. Poyser; “but there’s times when the 

crockery seems alive an’ flies out o’ your hand like a bird. It’s like the glass, sometimes, ’ull 

crack as it stands. What is to be broke will be broke, for I never dropped a thing i’ my life for 

want o’ holding it, else I should never ha’ kept the crockery all these ’ears as I bought at my own 



wedding. And Hetty, are you mad? Whativer do you mean by coming down i’ that way, and 

making one think as there’s a ghost a-walking i’ th’ house?” 

A new outbreak of laughter, while Mrs. Poyser was speaking, was caused, less by her sudden 

conversion to a fatalistic view of jug-breaking than by that strange appearance of Hetty, which 

had startled her aunt. The little minx had found a black gown of her aunt’s, and pinned it close 

round her neck to look like Dinah’s, had made her hair as flat as she could, and had tied on one 

of Dinah’s high-crowned borderless net caps. The thought of Dinah’s pale grave face and mild 

grey eyes, which the sight of the gown and cap brought with it, made it a laughable surprise 

enough to see them replaced by Hetty’s round rosy cheeks and coquettish dark eyes. The boys 

got off their chairs and jumped round her, clapping their hands, and even Alick gave a low 

ventral laugh as he looked up from his beans. Under cover of the noise, Mrs. Poyser went into 

the back kitchen to send Nancy into the cellar with the great pewter measure, which had some 

chance of being free from bewitchment. 

“Why, Hetty, lass, are ye turned Methodist?” said Mr. Poyser, with that comfortable slow 

enjoyment of a laugh which one only sees in stout people. “You must pull your face a deal 

longer before you’ll do for one; mustna she, Adam? How come you put them things on, eh?” 

“Adam said he liked Dinah’s cap and gown better nor my clothes,” said Hetty, sitting down 

demurely. “He says folks looks better in ugly clothes.” 

“Nay, nay,” said Adam, looking at her admiringly; “I only said they seemed to suit Dinah. But 

if I’d said you’d look pretty in ’em, I should ha’ said nothing but what was true.” 

“Why, thee thought’st Hetty war a ghost, didstna?” said Mr. Poyser to his wife, who now came 

back and took her seat again. “Thee look’dst as scared as scared.” 

“It little sinnifies how I looked,” said Mrs. Poyser; “looks ’ull mend no jugs, nor laughing 

neither, as I see. Mr. Bede, I’m sorry you’ve to wait so long for your ale, but it’s coming in a 

minute. Make yourself at home wi’ th’ cold potatoes: I know you like ’em. Tommy, I’ll send you 

to bed this minute, if you don’t give over laughing. What is there to laugh at, I should like to 

know? I’d sooner cry nor laugh at the sight o’ that poor thing’s cap; and there’s them as ’ud be 

better if they could make theirselves like her i’ more ways nor putting on her cap. It little 

becomes anybody i’ this house to make fun o’ my sister’s child, an’ her just gone away from us, 

as it went to my heart to part wi’ her. An’ I know one thing, as if trouble was to come, an’ I was 

to be laid up i’ my bed, an’ the children was to die—as there’s no knowing but what they will—

an’ the murrain was to come among the cattle again, an’ everything went to rack an’ ruin, I say 

we might be glad to get sight o’ Dinah’s cap again, wi’ her own face under it, border or no 

border. For she’s one o’ them things as looks the brightest on a rainy day, and loves you the best 

when you’re most i’ need on’t.” 

Mrs. Poyser, you perceive, was aware that nothing would be so likely to expel the comic as the 

terrible. Tommy, who was of a susceptible disposition, and very fond of his mother, and who 

had, besides, eaten so many cherries as to have his feelings less under command than usual, was 

so affected by the dreadful picture she had made of the possible future that he began to cry; and 

the good-natured father, indulgent to all weaknesses but those of negligent farmers, said to Hetty, 

“You’d better take the things off again, my lass; it hurts your aunt to see ’em.” 



Hetty went upstairs again, and the arrival of the ale made an agreeable diversion; for Adam 

had to give his opinion of the new tap, which could not be otherwise than complimentary to Mrs. 

Poyser; and then followed a discussion on the secrets of good brewing, the folly of stinginess in 

“hopping,” and the doubtful economy of a farmer’s making his own malt. Mrs. Poyser had so 

many opportunities of expressing herself with weight on these subjects that by the time supper 

was ended, the ale-jug refilled, and Mr. Poyser’s pipe alight she was once more in high good 

humour, and ready, at Adam’s request, to fetch the broken spinning-wheel for his inspection. 

“Ah,” said Adam, looking at it carefully, “here’s a nice bit o’ turning wanted. It’s a pretty 

wheel. I must have it up at the turning-shop in the village and do it there, for I’ve no convenence 

for turning at home. If you’ll send it to Mr. Burge’s shop i’ the morning, I’ll get it done for you 

by Wednesday. I’ve been turning it over in my mind,” he continued, looking at Mr. Poyser, “to 

make a bit more convenence at home for nice jobs o’ cabinet-making. I’ve always done a deal at 

such little things in odd hours, and they’re profitable, for there’s more workmanship nor material 

in ’em. I look for me and Seth to get a little business for ourselves i’ that way, for I know a man 

at Rosseter as ’ull take as many things as we should make, besides what we could get orders for 

round about.” 

Mr. Poyser entered with interest into a project which seemed a step towards Adam’s becoming 

a “master-man,” and Mrs. Poyser gave her approbation to the scheme of the movable kitchen 

cupboard, which was to be capable of containing grocery, pickles, crockery, and house-linen in 

the utmost compactness without confusion. Hetty, once more in her own dress, with her 

neckerchief pushed a little backwards on this warm evening, was seated picking currants near the 

window, where Adam could see her quite well. And so the time passed pleasantly till Adam got 

up to go. He was pressed to come again soon, but not to stay longer, for at this busy time sensible 

people would not run the risk of being sleepy at five o’clock in the morning. 

“I shall take a step farther,” said Adam, “and go on to see Mester Massey, for he wasn’t at 

church yesterday, and I’ve not seen him for a week past. I’ve never hardly known him to miss 

church before.” 

“Aye,” said Mr. Poyser, “we’ve heared nothing about him, for it’s the boys’ hollodays now, so 

we can give you no account.” 

“But you’ll niver think o’ going there at this hour o’ the night?” said Mrs. Poyser, folding up 

her knitting. 

“Oh, Mester Massey sits up late,” said Adam. “An’ the night-school’s not over yet. Some o’ 

the men don’t come till late—they’ve got so far to walk. And Bartle himself’s never in bed till 

it’s gone eleven.” 

“I wouldna have him to live wi’ me, then,” said Mrs. Poyser, “a-dropping candle-grease about, 

as you’re like to tumble down o’ the floor the first thing i’ the morning.” 

“Aye, eleven o’clock’s late—it’s late,” said old Martin. “I ne’er sot up so i’ my life, not to say 

as it warna a marr’in’, or a christenin’, or a wake, or th’ harvest supper. Eleven o’clock’s late.” 

“Why, I sit up till after twelve often,” said Adam, laughing, “but it isn’t t’ eat and drink extry, 

it’s to work extry. Good-night, Mrs. Poyser; good-night, Hetty.” 



Hetty could only smile and not shake hands, for hers were dyed and damp with currant-juice; 

but all the rest gave a hearty shake to the large palm that was held out to them, and said, “Come 

again, come again!” 

“Aye, think o’ that now,” said Mr. Poyser, when Adam was out of on the causeway. “Sitting 

up till past twelve to do extry work! Ye’ll not find many men o’ six-an’ twenty as ’ull do to put i’ 

the shafts wi’ him. If you can catch Adam for a husband, Hetty, you’ll ride i’ your own spring-

cart some day, I’ll be your warrant.” 

Hetty was moving across the kitchen with the currants, so her uncle did not see the little toss of 

the head with which she answered him. To ride in a spring-cart seemed a very miserable lot 

indeed to her now. 

  



Chapter XXI The Night-School and the Schoolmaster 

Bartle Massey’s was one of a few scattered houses on the edge of a common, which was 

divided by the road to Treddleston. Adam reached it in a quarter of an hour after leaving the Hall 

Farm; and when he had his hand on the door-latch, he could see, through the curtainless window, 

that there were eight or nine heads bending over the desks, lighted by thin dips. 

When he entered, a reading lesson was going forward and Bartle Massey merely nodded, 

leaving him to take his place where he pleased. He had not come for the sake of a lesson to-

night, and his mind was too full of personal matters, too full of the last two hours he had passed 

in Hetty’s presence, for him to amuse himself with a book till school was over; so he sat down in 

a corner and looked on with an absent mind. It was a sort of scene which Adam had beheld 

almost weekly for years; he knew by heart every arabesque flourish in the framed specimen of 

Bartle Massey’s handwriting which hung over the schoolmaster’s head, by way of keeping a 

lofty ideal before the minds of his pupils; he knew the backs of all the books on the shelf running 

along the whitewashed wall above the pegs for the slates; he knew exactly how many grains 

were gone out of the ear of Indian corn that hung from one of the rafters; he had long ago 

exhausted the resources of his imagination in trying to think how the bunch of leathery seaweed 

had looked and grown in its native element; and from the place where he sat, he could make 

nothing of the old map of England that hung against the opposite wall, for age had turned it of a 

fine yellow brown, something like that of a well-seasoned meerschaum. The drama that was 

going on was almost as familiar as the scene, nevertheless habit had not made him indifferent to 

it, and even in his present self-absorbed mood, Adam felt a momentary stirring of the old fellow-

feeling, as he looked at the rough men painfully holding pen or pencil with their cramped hands, 

or humbly labouring through their reading lesson. 

The reading class now seated on the form in front of the schoolmaster’s desk consisted of the 

three most backward pupils. Adam would have known it only by seeing Bartle Massey’s face as 

he looked over his spectacles, which he had shifted to the ridge of his nose, not requiring them 

for present purposes. The face wore its mildest expression: the grizzled bushy eyebrows had 

taken their more acute angle of compassionate kindness, and the mouth, habitually compressed 

with a pout of the lower lip, was relaxed so as to be ready to speak a helpful word or syllable in a 

moment. This gentle expression was the more interesting because the schoolmaster’s nose, an 

irregular aquiline twisted a little on one side, had rather a formidable character; and his brow, 

moreover, had that peculiar tension which always impresses one as a sign of a keen impatient 

temperament: the blue veins stood out like cords under the transparent yellow skin, and this 

intimidating brow was softened by no tendency to baldness, for the grey bristly hair, cut down to 

about an inch in length, stood round it in as close ranks as ever. 

“Nay, Bill, nay,” Bartle was saying in a kind tone, as he nodded to Adam, “begin that again, 

and then perhaps, it’ll come to you what d-r-y spells. It’s the same lesson you read last week, you 

know.” 

“Bill” was a sturdy fellow, aged four-and-twenty, an excellent stone-sawyer, who could get as 

good wages as any man in the trade of his years; but he found a reading lesson in words of one 

syllable a harder matter to deal with than the hardest stone he had ever had to saw. The letters, he 

complained, were so “uncommon alike, there was no tellin’ ’em one from another,” the sawyer’s 



business not being concerned with minute differences such as exist between a letter with its tail 

turned up and a letter with its tail turned down. But Bill had a firm determination that he would 

learn to read, founded chiefly on two reasons: first, that Tom Hazelow, his cousin, could read 

anything “right off,” whether it was print or writing, and Tom had sent him a letter from twenty 

miles off, saying how he was prospering in the world and had got an overlooker’s place; 

secondly, that Sam Phillips, who sawed with him, had learned to read when he was turned 

twenty, and what could be done by a little fellow like Sam Phillips, Bill considered, could be 

done by himself, seeing that he could pound Sam into wet clay if circumstances required it. So 

here he was, pointing his big finger towards three words at once, and turning his head on one 

side that he might keep better hold with his eye of the one word which was to be discriminated 

out of the group. The amount of knowledge Bartle Massey must possess was something so dim 

and vast that Bill’s imagination recoiled before it: he would hardly have ventured to deny that the 

schoolmaster might have something to do in bringing about the regular return of daylight and the 

changes in the weather. 

The man seated next to Bill was of a very different type: he was a Methodist brickmaker who, 

after spending thirty years of his life in perfect satisfaction with his ignorance, had lately “got 

religion,” and along with it the desire to read the Bible. But with him, too, learning was a heavy 

business, and on his way out to-night he had offered as usual a special prayer for help, seeing 

that he had undertaken this hard task with a single eye to the nourishment of his soul—that he 

might have a greater abundance of texts and hymns wherewith to banish evil memories and the 

temptations of old habit—or, in brief language, the devil. For the brickmaker had been a 

notorious poacher, and was suspected, though there was no good evidence against him, of being 

the man who had shot a neighbouring gamekeeper in the leg. However that might be, it is certain 

that shortly after the accident referred to, which was coincident with the arrival of an awakening 

Methodist preacher at Treddleston, a great change had been observed in the brickmaker; and 

though he was still known in the neighbourhood by his old sobriquet of “Brimstone,” there was 

nothing he held in so much horror as any further transactions with that evil-smelling element. He 

was a broad-chested fellow with a fervid temperament, which helped him better in imbibing 

religious ideas than in the dry process of acquiring the mere human knowledge of the alphabet. 

Indeed, he had been already a little shaken in his resolution by a brother Methodist, who assured 

him that the letter was a mere obstruction to the Spirit, and expressed a fear that Brimstone was 

too eager for the knowledge that puffeth up. 

The third beginner was a much more promising pupil. He was a tall but thin and wiry man, 

nearly as old as Brimstone, with a very pale face and hands stained a deep blue. He was a dyer, 

who in the course of dipping homespun wool and old women’s petticoats had got fired with the 

ambition to learn a great deal more about the strange secrets of colour. He had already a high 

reputation in the district for his dyes, and he was bent on discovering some method by which he 

could reduce the expense of crimsons and scarlets. The druggist at Treddleston had given him a 

notion that he might save himself a great deal of labour and expense if he could learn to read, and 

so he had begun to give his spare hours to the night-school, resolving that his “little chap” should 

lose no time in coming to Mr. Massey’s day-school as soon as he was old enough. 

It was touching to see these three big men, with the marks of their hard labour about them, 

anxiously bending over the worn books and painfully making out, “The grass is green,” “The 

sticks are dry,” “The corn is ripe”—a very hard lesson to pass to after columns of single words 



all alike except in the first letter. It was almost as if three rough animals were making humble 

efforts to learn how they might become human. And it touched the tenderest fibre in Bartle 

Massey’s nature, for such full-grown children as these were the only pupils for whom he had no 

severe epithets and no impatient tones. He was not gifted with an imperturbable temper, and on 

music-nights it was apparent that patience could never be an easy virtue to him; but this evening, 

as he glances over his spectacles at Bill Downes, the sawyer, who is turning his head on one side 

with a desperate sense of blankness before the letters d-r-y, his eyes shed their mildest and most 

encouraging light. 

After the reading class, two youths between sixteen and nineteen came up with the imaginary 

bills of parcels, which they had been writing out on their slates and were now required to 

calculate “off-hand”—a test which they stood with such imperfect success that Bartle Massey, 

whose eyes had been glaring at them ominously through his spectacles for some minutes, at 

length burst out in a bitter, high-pitched tone, pausing between every sentence to rap the floor 

with a knobbed stick which rested between his legs. 

“Now, you see, you don’t do this thing a bit better than you did a fortnight ago, and I’ll tell 

you what’s the reason. You want to learn accounts—that’s well and good. But you think all you 

need do to learn accounts is to come to me and do sums for an hour or so, two or three times a-

week; and no sooner do you get your caps on and turn out of doors again than you sweep the 

whole thing clean out of your mind. You go whistling about, and take no more care what you’re 

thinking of than if your heads were gutters for any rubbish to swill through that happened to be 

in the way; and if you get a good notion in ’em, it’s pretty soon washed out again. You think 

knowledge is to be got cheap—you’ll come and pay Bartle Massey sixpence a-week, and he’ll 

make you clever at figures without your taking any trouble. But knowledge isn’t to be got with 

paying sixpence, let me tell you. If you’re to know figures, you must turn ’em over in your heads 

and keep your thoughts fixed on ’em. There’s nothing you can’t turn into a sum, for there’s 

nothing but what’s got number in it—even a fool. You may say to yourselves, ‘I’m one fool, and 

Jack’s another; if my fool’s head weighed four pound, and Jack’s three pound three ounces and 

three quarters, how many pennyweights heavier would my head be than Jack’s?’ A man that had 

got his heart in learning figures would make sums for himself and work ’em in his head. When 

he sat at his shoemaking, he’d count his stitches by fives, and then put a price on his stitches, say 

half a farthing, and then see how much money he could get in an hour; and then ask himself how 

much money he’d get in a day at that rate; and then how much ten workmen would get working 

three, or twenty, or a hundred years at that rate—and all the while his needle would be going just 

as fast as if he left his head empty for the devil to dance in. But the long and the short of it is—

I’ll have nobody in my night-school that doesn’t strive to learn what he comes to learn, as hard 

as if he was striving to get out of a dark hole into broad daylight. I’ll send no man away because 

he’s stupid: if Billy Taft, the idiot, wanted to learn anything, I’d not refuse to teach him. But I’ll 

not throw away good knowledge on people who think they can get it by the sixpenn’orth, and 

carry it away with ’em as they would an ounce of snuff. So never come to me again, if you can’t 

show that you’ve been working with your own heads, instead of thinking that you can pay for 

mine to work for you. That’s the last word I’ve got to say to you.” 

With this final sentence, Bartle Massey gave a sharper rap than ever with his knobbed stick, 

and the discomfited lads got up to go with a sulky look. The other pupils had happily only their 

writing-books to show, in various stages of progress from pot-hooks to round text; and mere pen-



strokes, however perverse, were less exasperating to Bartle than false arithmetic. He was a little 

more severe than usual on Jacob Storey’s Z’s, of which poor Jacob had written a pageful, all 

with their tops turned the wrong way, with a puzzled sense that they were not right “somehow.” 

But he observed in apology, that it was a letter you never wanted hardly, and he thought it had 

only been there “to finish off th’ alphabet, like, though ampusand (&) would ha’ done as well, 

for what he could see.” 

At last the pupils had all taken their hats and said their “Good-nights,” and Adam, knowing his 

old master’s habits, rose and said, “Shall I put the candles out, Mr. Massey?” 

“Yes, my boy, yes, all but this, which I’ll carry into the house; and just lock the outer door, 

now you’re near it,” said Bartle, getting his stick in the fitting angle to help him in descending 

from his stool. He was no sooner on the ground than it became obvious why the stick was 

necessary—the left leg was much shorter than the right. But the school-master was so active with 

his lameness that it was hardly thought of as a misfortune; and if you had seen him make his way 

along the schoolroom floor, and up the step into his kitchen, you would perhaps have understood 

why the naughty boys sometimes felt that his pace might be indefinitely quickened and that he 

and his stick might overtake them even in their swiftest run. 

The moment he appeared at the kitchen door with the candle in his hand, a faint whimpering 

began in the chimney-corner, and a brown-and-tan-coloured bitch, of that wise-looking breed 

with short legs and long body, known to an unmechanical generation as turnspits, came creeping 

along the floor, wagging her tail, and hesitating at every other step, as if her affections were 

painfully divided between the hamper in the chimney-corner and the master, whom she could not 

leave without a greeting. 

“Well, Vixen, well then, how are the babbies?” said the schoolmaster, making haste towards 

the chimney-corner and holding the candle over the low hamper, where two extremely blind 

puppies lifted up their heads towards the light from a nest of flannel and wool. Vixen could not 

even see her master look at them without painful excitement: she got into the hamper and got out 

again the next moment, and behaved with true feminine folly, though looking all the while as 

wise as a dwarf with a large old-fashioned head and body on the most abbreviated legs. 

“Why, you’ve got a family, I see, Mr. Massey?” said Adam, smiling, as he came into the 

kitchen. “How’s that? I thought it was against the law here.” 

“Law? What’s the use o’ law when a man’s once such a fool as to let a woman into his 

house?” said Bartle, turning away from the hamper with some bitterness. He always called Vixen 

a woman, and seemed to have lost all consciousness that he was using a figure of speech. “If I’d 

known Vixen was a woman, I’d never have held the boys from drowning her; but when I’d got 

her into my hand, I was forced to take to her. And now you see what she’s brought me to—the 

sly, hypocritical wench”—Bartle spoke these last words in a rasping tone of reproach, and 

looked at Vixen, who poked down her head and turned up her eyes towards him with a keen 

sense of opprobrium—“and contrived to be brought to bed on a Sunday at church-time. I’ve 

wished again and again I’d been a bloody minded man, that I could have strangled the mother 

and the brats with one cord.” 



“I’m glad it was no worse a cause kept you from church,” said Adam. “I was afraid you must 

be ill for the first time i’ your life. And I was particularly sorry not to have you at church 

yesterday.” 

“Ah, my boy, I know why, I know why,” said Bartle kindly, going up to Adam and raising his 

hand up to the shoulder that was almost on a level with his own head. “You’ve had a rough bit o’ 

road to get over since I saw you—a rough bit o’ road. But I’m in hopes there are better times 

coming for you. I’ve got some news to tell you. But I must get my supper first, for I’m hungry, 

I’m hungry. Sit down, sit down.” 

Bartel went into his little pantry, and brought out an excellent home-baked loaf; for it was his 

one extravagance in these dear times to eat bread once a-day instead of oat-cake; and he justified 

it by observing, that what a schoolmaster wanted was brains, and oat-cake ran too much to bone 

instead of brains. Then came a piece of cheese and a quart jug with a crown of foam upon it. He 

placed them all on the round deal table which stood against his large arm-chair in the chimney-

corner, with Vixen’s hamper on one side of it and a window-shelf with a few books piled up in it 

on the other. The table was as clean as if Vixen had been an excellent housewife in a checkered 

apron; so was the quarry floor; and the old carved oaken press, table, and chairs, which in these 

days would be bought at a high price in aristocratic houses, though, in that period of spider-legs 

and inlaid cupids, Bartle had got them for an old song, were as free from dust as things could be 

at the end of a summer’s day. 

“Now, then, my boy, draw up, draw up. We’ll not talk about business till we’ve had our 

supper. No man can be wise on an empty stomach. But,” said Bartle, rising from his chair again, 

“I must give Vixen her supper too, confound her! Though she’ll do nothing with it but nourish 

those unnecessary babbies. That’s the way with these women—they’ve got no head-pieces to 

nourish, and so their food all runs either to fat or to brats.” 

He brought out of the pantry a dish of scraps, which Vixen at once fixed her eyes on, and 

jumped out of her hamper to lick up with the utmost dispatch. 

“I’ve had my supper, Mr. Massey,” said Adam, “so I’ll look on while you eat yours. I’ve been 

at the Hall Farm, and they always have their supper betimes, you know: they don’t keep your late 

hours.” 

“I know little about their hours,” said Bartle dryly, cutting his bread and not shrinking from the 

crust. “It’s a house I seldom go into, though I’m fond of the boys, and Martin Poyser’s a good 

fellow. There’s too many women in the house for me: I hate the sound of women’s voices; 

they’re always either a-buzz or a-squeak—always either a-buzz or a-squeak. Mrs. Poyser keeps 

at the top o’ the talk like a fife; and as for the young lasses, I’d as soon look at water-grubs. I 

know what they’ll turn to—stinging gnats, stinging gnats. Here, take some ale, my boy: it’s been 

drawn for you—it’s been drawn for you.” 

“Nay, Mr. Massey,” said Adam, who took his old friend’s whim more seriously than usual to-

night, “don’t be so hard on the creaturs God has made to be companions for us. A working-man 

’ud be badly off without a wife to see to th’ house and the victual, and make things clean and 

comfortable.” 



“Nonsense! It’s the silliest lie a sensible man like you ever believed, to say a woman makes a 

house comfortable. It’s a story got up because the women are there and something must be found 

for ’em to do. I tell you there isn’t a thing under the sun that needs to be done at all, but what a 

man can do better than a woman, unless it’s bearing children, and they do that in a poor make-

shift way; it had better ha’ been left to the men—it had better ha’ been left to the men. I tell you, 

a woman ’ull bake you a pie every week of her life and never come to see that the hotter th’ oven 

the shorter the time. I tell you, a woman ’ull make your porridge every day for twenty years and 

never think of measuring the proportion between the meal and the milk—a little more or less, 

she’ll think, doesn’t signify. The porridge will be awk’ard now and then: if it’s wrong, it’s 

summat in the meal, or it’s summat in the milk, or it’s summat in the water. Look at me! I make 

my own bread, and there’s no difference between one batch and another from year’s end to 

year’s end; but if I’d got any other woman besides Vixen in the house, I must pray to the Lord 

every baking to give me patience if the bread turned out heavy. And as for cleanliness, my house 

is cleaner than any other house on the Common, though the half of ’em swarm with women. Will 

Baker’s lad comes to help me in a morning, and we get as much cleaning done in one hour, 

without any fuss, as a woman ’ud get done in three, and all the while be sending buckets o’ water 

after your ankles, and let the fender and the fire-irons stand in the middle o’ the floor half the day 

for you to break your shins against ’em. Don’t tell me about God having made such creatures to 

be companions for us! I don’t say but He might make Eve to be a companion to Adam in 

Paradise—there was no cooking to be spoilt there, and no other woman to cackle with and make 

mischief, though you see what mischief she did as soon as she’d an opportunity. But it’s an 

impious, unscriptural opinion to say a woman’s a blessing to a man now; you might as well say 

adders and wasps, and foxes and wild beasts are a blessing, when they’re only the evils that 

belong to this state o’ probation, which it’s lawful for a man to keep as clear of as he can in this 

life, hoping to get quit of ’em for ever in another—hoping to get quit of ’em for ever in another.” 

Bartle had become so excited and angry in the course of his invective that he had forgotten his 

supper, and only used the knife for the purpose of rapping the table with the haft. But towards the 

close, the raps became so sharp and frequent, and his voice so quarrelsome, that Vixen felt it 

incumbent on her to jump out of the hamper and bark vaguely. 

“Quiet, Vixen!” snarled Bartle, turning round upon her. “You’re like the rest o’ the women—

always putting in your word before you know why.” 

Vixen returned to her hamper again in humiliation, and her master continued his supper in a 

silence which Adam did not choose to interrupt; he knew the old man would be in a better 

humour when he had had his supper and lighted his pipe. Adam was used to hear him talk in this 

way, but had never learned so much of Bartle’s past life as to know whether his view of married 

comfort was founded on experience. On that point Bartle was mute, and it was even a secret 

where he had lived previous to the twenty years in which happily for the peasants and artisans of 

this neighbourhood he had been settled among them as their only schoolmaster. If anything like a 

question was ventured on this subject, Bartle always replied, “Oh, I’ve seen many places—I’ve 

been a deal in the south,” and the Loamshire men would as soon have thought of asking for a 

particular town or village in Africa as in “the south.” 

“Now then, my boy,” said Bartle, at last, when he had poured out his second mug of ale and 

lighted his pipe, “now then, we’ll have a little talk. But tell me first, have you heard any 

particular news to-day?” 



“No,” said Adam, “not as I remember.” 

“Ah, they’ll keep it close, they’ll keep it close, I daresay. But I found it out by chance; and it’s 

news that may concern you, Adam, else I’m a man that don’t know a superficial square foot from 

a solid.” 

Here Bartle gave a series of fierce and rapid puffs, looking earnestly the while at Adam. Your 

impatient loquacious man has never any notion of keeping his pipe alight by gentle measured 

puffs; he is always letting it go nearly out, and then punishing it for that negligence. At last he 

said, “Satchell’s got a paralytic stroke. I found it out from the lad they sent to Treddleston for the 

doctor, before seven o’clock this morning. He’s a good way beyond sixty, you know; it’s much if 

he gets over it.” 

“Well,” said Adam, “I daresay there’d be more rejoicing than sorrow in the parish at his being 

laid up. He’s been a selfish, tale-bearing, mischievous fellow; but, after all, there’s nobody he’s 

done so much harm to as to th’ old squire. Though it’s the squire himself as is to blame—making 

a stupid fellow like that a sort o’ man-of-all-work, just to save th’ expense of having a proper 

steward to look after th’ estate. And he’s lost more by ill management o’ the woods, I’ll be 

bound, than ’ud pay for two stewards. If he’s laid on the shelf, it’s to be hoped he’ll make way 

for a better man, but I don’t see how it’s like to make any difference to me.” 

“But I see it, but I see it,” said Bartle, “and others besides me. The captain’s coming of age 

now—you know that as well as I do—and it’s to be expected he’ll have a little more voice in 

things. And I know, and you know too, what ’ud be the captain’s wish about the woods, if there 

was a fair opportunity for making a change. He’s said in plenty of people’s hearing that he’d 

make you manager of the woods to-morrow, if he’d the power. Why, Carroll, Mr. Irwine’s 

butler, heard him say so to the parson not many days ago. Carroll looked in when we were 

smoking our pipes o’ Saturday night at Casson’s, and he told us about it; and whenever anybody 

says a good word for you, the parson’s ready to back it, that I’ll answer for. It was pretty well 

talked over, I can tell you, at Casson’s, and one and another had their fling at you; for if donkeys 

set to work to sing, you’re pretty sure what the tune’ll be.” 

“Why, did they talk it over before Mr. Burge?” said Adam; “or wasn’t he there o’ Saturday?” 

“Oh, he went away before Carroll came; and Casson—he’s always for setting other folks right, 

you know—would have it Burge was the man to have the management of the woods. ‘A 

substantial man,’ says he, ‘with pretty near sixty years’ experience o’ timber: it ’ud be all very 

well for Adam Bede to act under him, but it isn’t to be supposed the squire ’ud appoint a young 

fellow like Adam, when there’s his elders and betters at hand!’ But I said, ‘That’s a pretty notion 

o’ yours, Casson. Why, Burge is the man to buy timber; would you put the woods into his hands 

and let him make his own bargains? I think you don’t leave your customers to score their own 

drink, do you? And as for age, what that’s worth depends on the quality o’ the liquor. It’s pretty 

well known who’s the backbone of Jonathan Burge’s business.’” 

“I thank you for your good word, Mr. Massey,” said Adam. “But, for all that, Casson was 

partly i’ the right for once. There’s not much likelihood that th’ old squire ’ud ever consent t’ 

employ me. I offended him about two years ago, and he’s never forgiven me.” 

“Why, how was that? You never told me about it,” said Bartle. 



“Oh, it was a bit o’ nonsense. I’d made a frame for a screen for Miss Lyddy—she’s allays 

making something with her worsted-work, you know—and she’d given me particular orders 

about this screen, and there was as much talking and measuring as if we’d been planning a 

house. However, it was a nice bit o’ work, and I liked doing it for her. But, you know, those little 

friggling things take a deal o’ time. I only worked at it in overhours—often late at night—and I 

had to go to Treddleston over an’ over again about little bits o’ brass nails and such gear; and I 

turned the little knobs and the legs, and carved th’ open work, after a pattern, as nice as could be. 

And I was uncommon pleased with it when it was done. And when I took it home, Miss Lyddy 

sent for me to bring it into her drawing-room, so as she might give me directions about fastening 

on the work—very fine needlework, Jacob and Rachel a-kissing one another among the sheep, 

like a picture—and th’ old squire was sitting there, for he mostly sits with her. Well, she was 

mighty pleased with the screen, and then she wanted to know what pay she was to give me. I 

didn’t speak at random—you know it’s not my way; I’d calculated pretty close, though I hadn’t 

made out a bill, and I said, ‘One pound thirteen.’ That was paying for the mater’als and paying 

me, but none too much, for my work. Th’ old squire looked up at this, and peered in his way at 

the screen, and said, ‘One pound thirteen for a gimcrack like that! Lydia, my dear, if you must 

spend money on these things, why don’t you get them at Rosseter, instead of paying double price 

for clumsy work here? Such things are not work for a carpenter like Adam. Give him a guinea, 

and no more.’ Well, Miss Lyddy, I reckon, believed what he told her, and she’s not overfond o’ 

parting with the money herself—she’s not a bad woman at bottom, but she’s been brought up 

under his thumb; so she began fidgeting with her purse, and turned as red as her ribbon. But I 

made a bow, and said, ‘No, thank you, madam; I’ll make you a present o’ the screen, if you 

please. I’ve charged the regular price for my work, and I know it’s done well; and I know, 

begging His Honour’s pardon, that you couldn’t get such a screen at Rosseter under two guineas. 

I’m willing to give you my work—it’s been done in my own time, and nobody’s got anything to 

do with it but me; but if I’m paid, I can’t take a smaller price than I asked, because that ’ud be 

like saying I’d asked more than was just. With your leave, madam, I’ll bid you good-morning.’ I 

made my bow and went out before she’d time to say any more, for she stood with the purse in 

her hand, looking almost foolish. I didn’t mean to be disrespectful, and I spoke as polite as I 

could; but I can give in to no man, if he wants to make it out as I’m trying to overreach him. And 

in the evening the footman brought me the one pound thirteen wrapped in paper. But since then 

I’ve seen pretty clear as th’ old squire can’t abide me.” 

“That’s likely enough, that’s likely enough,” said Bartle meditatively. “The only way to bring 

him round would be to show him what was for his own interest, and that the captain may do—

that the captain may do.” 

“Nay, I don’t know,” said Adam; “the squire’s ’cute enough but it takes something else 

besides ’cuteness to make folks see what’ll be their interest in the long run. It takes some 

conscience and belief in right and wrong, I see that pretty clear. You’d hardly ever bring round 

th’ old squire to believe he’d gain as much in a straightfor’ard way as by tricks and turns. And, 

besides, I’ve not much mind to work under him: I don’t want to quarrel with any gentleman, 

more particular an old gentleman turned eighty, and I know we couldn’t agree long. If the 

captain was master o’ th’ estate, it ’ud be different: he’s got a conscience and a will to do right, 

and I’d sooner work for him nor for any man living.” 



“Well, well, my boy, if good luck knocks at your door, don’t you put your head out at window 

and tell it to be gone about its business, that’s all. You must learn to deal with odd and even in 

life, as well as in figures. I tell you now, as I told you ten years ago, when you pommelled young 

Mike Holdsworth for wanting to pass a bad shilling before you knew whether he was in jest or 

earnest—you’re overhasty and proud, and apt to set your teeth against folks that don’t square to 

your notions. It’s no harm for me to be a bit fiery and stiff-backed—I’m an old schoolmaster, 

and shall never want to get on to a higher perch. But where’s the use of all the time I’ve spent in 

teaching you writing and mapping and mensuration, if you’re not to get for’ard in the world and 

show folks there’s some advantage in having a head on your shoulders, instead of a turnip? Do 

you mean to go on turning up your nose at every opportunity because it’s got a bit of a smell 

about it that nobody finds out but yourself? It’s as foolish as that notion o’ yours that a wife is to 

make a working-man comfortable. Stuff and nonsense! Stuff and nonsense! Leave that to fools 

that never got beyond a sum in simple addition. Simple addition enough! Add one fool to another 

fool, and in six years’ time six fools more—they’re all of the same denomination, big and little’s 

nothing to do with the sum!” 

During this rather heated exhortation to coolness and discretion the pipe had gone out, and 

Bartle gave the climax to his speech by striking a light furiously, after which he puffed with 

fierce resolution, fixing his eye still on Adam, who was trying not to laugh. 

“There’s a good deal o’ sense in what you say, Mr. Massey,” Adam began, as soon as he felt 

quite serious, “as there always is. But you’ll give in that it’s no business o’ mine to be building 

on chances that may never happen. What I’ve got to do is to work as well as I can with the tools 

and mater’als I’ve got in my hands. If a good chance comes to me, I’ll think o’ what you’ve been 

saying; but till then, I’ve got nothing to do but to trust to my own hands and my own head-piece. 

I’m turning over a little plan for Seth and me to go into the cabinet-making a bit by ourselves, 

and win a extra pound or two in that way. But it’s getting late now—it’ll be pretty near eleven 

before I’m at home, and Mother may happen to lie awake; she’s more fidgety nor usual now. So 

I’ll bid you good-night.” 

“Well, well, we’ll go to the gate with you—it’s a fine night,” said Bartle, taking up his stick. 

Vixen was at once on her legs, and without further words the three walked out into the starlight, 

by the side of Bartle’s potato-beds, to the little gate. 

“Come to the music o’ Friday night, if you can, my boy,” said the old man, as he closed the 

gate after Adam and leaned against it. 

“Aye, aye,” said Adam, striding along towards the streak of pale road. He was the only object 

moving on the wide common. The two grey donkeys, just visible in front of the gorse bushes, 

stood as still as limestone images—as still as the grey-thatched roof of the mud cottage a little 

farther on. Bartle kept his eye on the moving figure till it passed into the darkness, while Vixen, 

in a state of divided affection, had twice run back to the house to bestow a parenthetic lick on her 

puppies. 

“Aye, aye,” muttered the schoolmaster, as Adam disappeared, “there you go, stalking along—

stalking along; but you wouldn’t have been what you are if you hadn’t had a bit of old lame 

Bartle inside you. The strongest calf must have something to suck at. There’s plenty of these big, 

lumbering fellows ’ud never have known their A B C if it hadn’t been for Bartle Massey. Well, 



well, Vixen, you foolish wench, what is it, what is it? I must go in, must I? Aye, aye, I’m never 

to have a will o’ my own any more. And those pups—what do you think I’m to do with ’em, 

when they’re twice as big as you? For I’m pretty sure the father was that hulking bull-terrier of 

Will Baker’s—wasn’t he now, eh, you sly hussy?”(Here Vixen tucked her tail between her legs 

and ran forward into the house. Subjects are sometimes broached which a well-bred female will 

ignore.) 

“But where’s the use of talking to a woman with babbies?” continued Bartle. “She’s got no 

conscience—no conscience; it’s all run to milk.” 

  



Book Third 

Chapter XXII Going to the Birthday Feast 

The thirtieth of July was come, and it was one of those half-dozen warm days which 

sometimes occur in the middle of a rainy English summer. No rain had fallen for the last three or 

four days, and the weather was perfect for that time of the year: there was less dust than usual on 

the dark-green hedge-rows and on the wild camomile that starred the roadside, yet the grass was 

dry enough for the little children to roll on it, and there was no cloud but a long dash of light, 

downy ripple, high, high up in the far-off blue sky. Perfect weather for an outdoor July merry-

making, yet surely not the best time of year to be born in. Nature seems to make a hot pause just 

then: all the loveliest flowers are gone; the sweet time of early growth and vague hopes is past; 

and yet the time of harvest and ingathering is not come, and we tremble at the possible storms 

that may ruin the precious fruit in the moment of its ripeness. The woods are all one dark 

monotonous green; the waggon-loads of hay no longer creep along the lanes, scattering their 

sweet-smelling fragments on the blackberry branches; the pastures are often a little tanned, yet 

the corn has not got its last splendour of red and gold; the lambs and calves have lost all traces of 

their innocent frisky prettiness, and have become stupid young sheep and cows. But it is a time 

of leisure on the farm—that pause between hay-and corn-harvest, and so the farmers and 

labourers in Hayslope and Broxton thought the captain did well to come of age just then, when 

they could give their undivided minds to the flavour of the great cask of ale which had been 

brewed the autumn after “the heir” was born, and was to be tapped on his twenty-first birthday. 

The air had been merry with the ringing of church-bells very early this morning, and every one 

had made haste to get through the needful work before twelve, when it would be time to think of 

getting ready to go to the Chase. 

The midday sun was streaming into Hetty’s bedchamber, and there was no blind to temper the 

heat with which it fell on her head as she looked at herself in the old specked glass. Still, that was 

the only glass she had in which she could see her neck and arms, for the small hanging glass she 

had fetched out of the next room—the room that had been Dinah’s—would show her nothing 

below her little chin; and that beautiful bit of neck where the roundness of her cheek melted into 

another roundness shadowed by dark delicate curls. And to-day she thought more than usual 

about her neck and arms; for at the dance this evening she was not to wear any neckerchief, and 

she had been busy yesterday with her spotted pink-and-white frock, that she might make the 

sleeves either long or short at will. She was dressed now just as she was to be in the evening, 

with a tucker made of “real” lace, which her aunt had lent her for this unparalleled occasion, but 

with no ornaments besides; she had even taken out her small round ear-rings which she wore 

every day. But there was something more to be done, apparently, before she put on her 

neckerchief and long sleeves, which she was to wear in the day-time, for now she unlocked the 

drawer that held her private treasures. It is more than a month since we saw her unlock that 

drawer before, and now it holds new treasures, so much more precious than the old ones that 

these are thrust into the corner. Hetty would not care to put the large coloured glass ear-rings into 

her ears now; for see! she has got a beautiful pair of gold and pearls and garnet, lying snugly in a 

pretty little box lined with white satin. Oh, the delight of taking out that little box and looking at 

the ear-rings! Do not reason about it, my philosphical reader, and say that Hetty, being very 

pretty, must have known that it did not signify whether she had on any ornaments or not; and 



that, moreover, to look at ear-rings which she could not possibly wear out of her bedroom could 

hardly be a satisfaction, the essence of vanity being a reference to the impressions produced on 

others; you will never understand women’s natures if you are so excessively rational. Try rather 

to divest yourself of all your rational prejudices, as much as if you were studying the psychology 

of a canary bird, and only watch the movements of this pretty round creature as she turns her 

head on one side with an unconscious smile at the ear-rings nestled in the little box. Ah, you 

think, it is for the sake of the person who has given them to her, and her thoughts are gone back 

now to the moment when they were put into her hands. No; else why should she have cared to 

have ear-rings rather than anything else? And I know that she had longed for ear-rings from 

among all the ornaments she could imagine. 

“Little, little ears!” Arthur had said, pretending to pinch them one evening, as Hetty sat beside 

him on the grass without her hat. “I wish I had some pretty ear-rings!” she said in a moment, 

almost before she knew what she was saying—the wish lay so close to her lips, it would flutter 

past them at the slightest breath. And the next day—it was only last week—Arthur had ridden 

over to Rosseter on purpose to buy them. That little wish so naively uttered seemed to him the 

prettiest bit of childishness; he had never heard anything like it before; and he had wrapped the 

box up in a great many covers, that he might see Hetty unwrapping it with growing curiosity, till 

at last her eyes flashed back their new delight into his. 

No, she was not thinking most of the giver when she smiled at the ear-rings, for now she is 

taking them out of the box, not to press them to her lips, but to fasten them in her ears—only for 

one moment, to see how pretty they look, as she peeps at them in the glass against the wall, with 

first one position of the head and then another, like a listening bird. It is impossible to be wise on 

the subject of ear-rings as one looks at her; what should those delicate pearls and crystals be 

made for, if not for such ears? One cannot even find fault with the tiny round hole which they 

leave when they are taken out; perhaps water-nixies, and such lovely things without souls, have 

these little round holes in their ears by nature, ready to hang jewels in. And Hetty must be one of 

them: it is too painful to think that she is a woman, with a woman’s destiny before her—a 

woman spinning in young ignorance a light web of folly and vain hopes which may one day 

close round her and press upon her, a rancorous poisoned garment, changing all at once her 

fluttering, trivial butterfly sensations into a life of deep human anguish. 

But she cannot keep in the ear-rings long, else she may make her uncle and aunt wait. She puts 

them quickly into the box again and shuts them up. Some day she will be able to wear any ear-

rings she likes, and already she lives in an invisible world of brilliant costumes, shimmering 

gauze, soft satin, and velvet, such as the lady’s maid at the Chase has shown her in Miss Lydia’s 

wardrobe. She feels the bracelets on her arms, and treads on a soft carpet in front of a tall mirror. 

But she has one thing in the drawer which she can venture to wear to-day, because she can hang 

it on the chain of dark-brown berries which she has been used to wear on grand days, with a tiny 

flat scent-bottle at the end of it tucked inside her frock; and she must put on her brown berries—

her neck would look so unfinished without it. Hetty was not quite as fond of the locket as of the 

ear-rings, though it was a handsome large locket, with enamelled flowers at the back and a 

beautiful gold border round the glass, which showed a light-brown slightly waving lock, forming 

a background for two little dark rings. She must keep it under her clothes, and no one would see 

it. But Hetty had another passion, only a little less strong than her love of finery, and that other 

passion made her like to wear the locket even hidden in her bosom. She would always have worn 



it, if she had dared to encounter her aunt’s questions about a ribbon round her neck. So now she 

slipped it on along her chain of dark-brown berries, and snapped the chain round her neck. It was 

not a very long chain, only allowing the locket to hang a little way below the edge of her frock. 

And now she had nothing to do but to put on her long sleeves, her new white gauze neckerchief, 

and her straw hat trimmed with white to-day instead of the pink, which had become rather faded 

under the July sun. That hat made the drop of bitterness in Hetty’s cup to-day, for it was not 

quite new—everybody would see that it was a little tanned against the white ribbon—and Mary 

Burge, she felt sure, would have a new hat or bonnet on. She looked for consolation at her fine 

white cotton stockings: they really were very nice indeed, and she had given almost all her spare 

money for them. Hetty’s dream of the future could not make her insensible to triumph in the 

present. To be sure, Captain Donnithorne loved her so that he would never care about looking at 

other people, but then those other people didn’t know how he loved her, and she was not 

satisfied to appear shabby and insignificant in their eyes even for a short space. 

The whole party was assembled in the house-place when Hetty went down, all of course in 

their Sunday clothes; and the bells had been ringing so this morning in honour of the captain’s 

twenty-first birthday, and the work had all been got done so early, that Marty and Tommy were 

not quite easy in their minds until their mother had assured them that going to church was not 

part of the day’s festivities. Mr. Poyser had once suggested that the house should be shut up and 

left to take care of itself; “for,” said he, “there’s no danger of anybody’s breaking in—

everybody’ll be at the Chase, thieves an’ all. If we lock th’ house up, all the men can go: it’s a 

day they wonna see twice i’ their lives.” But Mrs. Poyser answered with great decision: “I never 

left the house to take care of itself since I was a missis, and I never will. There’s been ill-looking 

tramps enoo’ about the place this last week, to carry off every ham an’ every spoon we’n got; 

and they all collogue together, them tramps, as it’s a mercy they hanna come and poisoned the 

dogs and murdered us all in our beds afore we knowed, some Friday night when we’n got the 

money in th’ house to pay the men. And it’s like enough the tramps know where we’re going as 

well as we do oursens; for if Old Harry wants any work done, you may be sure he’ll find the 

means.” 

“Nonsense about murdering us in our beds,” said Mr. Poyser; “I’ve got a gun i’ our room, 

hanna I? and thee’st got ears as ’ud find it out if a mouse was gnawing the bacon. Howiver, if 

thee wouldstna be easy, Alick can stay at home i’ the forepart o’ the day, and Tim can come back 

tow’rds five o’clock, and let Alick have his turn. They may let Growler loose if anybody offers 

to do mischief, and there’s Alick’s dog too, ready enough to set his tooth in a tramp if Alick 

gives him a wink.” 

Mrs. Poyser accepted this compromise, but thought it advisable to bar and bolt to the utmost; 

and now, at the last moment before starting, Nancy, the dairy-maid, was closing the shutters of 

the house-place, although the window, lying under the immediate observation of Alick and the 

dogs, might have been supposed the least likely to be selected for a burglarious attempt. 

The covered cart, without springs, was standing ready to carry the whole family except the 

men-servants. Mr. Poyser and the grandfather sat on the seat in front, and within there was room 

for all the women and children; the fuller the cart the better, because then the jolting would not 

hurt so much, and Nancy’s broad person and thick arms were an excellent cushion to be pitched 

on. But Mr. Poyser drove at no more than a walking pace, that there might be as little risk of 

jolting as possible on this warm day, and there was time to exchange greetings and remarks with 



the foot-passengers who were going the same way, specking the paths between the green 

meadows and the golden cornfields with bits of movable bright colour—a scarlet waistcoat to 

match the poppies that nodded a little too thickly among the corn, or a dark-blue neckerchief 

with ends flaunting across a brand-new white smock-frock. All Broxton and all Hayslope were to 

be at the Chase, and make merry there in honour of “th’ heir”; and the old men and women, who 

had never been so far down this side of the hill for the last twenty years, were being brought 

from Broxton and Hayslope in one of the farmer’s waggons, at Mr. Irwine’s suggestion. The 

church-bells had struck up again now—a last tune, before the ringers came down the hill to have 

their share in the festival; and before the bells had finished, other music was heard approaching, 

so that even Old Brown, the sober horse that was drawing Mr. Poyser’s cart, began to prick up 

his ears. It was the band of the Benefit Club, which had mustered in all its glory—that is to say, 

in bright-blue scarfs and blue favours, and carrying its banner with the motto, “Let brotherly love 

continue,” encircling a picture of a stone-pit. 

The carts, of course, were not to enter the Chase. Every one must get down at the lodges, and 

the vehicles must be sent back. 

“Why, the Chase is like a fair a’ready,” said Mrs. Poyser, as she got down from the cart, and 

saw the groups scattered under the great oaks, and the boys running about in the hot sunshine to 

survey the tall poles surmounted by the fluttering garments that were to be the prize of the 

successful climbers. “I should ha’ thought there wasna so many people i’ the two parishes. 

Mercy on us! How hot it is out o’ the shade! Come here, Totty, else your little face ’ull be burnt 

to a scratchin’! They might ha’ cooked the dinners i’ that open space an’ saved the fires. I shall 

go to Mrs. Best’s room an’ sit down.” 

“Stop a bit, stop a bit,” said Mr. Poyser. “There’s th’ waggin coming wi’ th’ old folks in’t; it’ll 

be such a sight as wonna come o’er again, to see ’em get down an’ walk along all together. You 

remember some on ’em i’ their prime, eh, Father?” 

“Aye, aye,” said old Martin, walking slowly under the shade of the lodge porch, from which 

he could see the aged party descend. “I remember Jacob Taft walking fifty mile after the Scotch 

raybels, when they turned back from Stoniton.” 

He felt himself quite a youngster, with a long life before him, as he saw the Hayslope 

patriarch, old Feyther Taft, descend from the waggon and walk towards him, in his brown 

nightcap, and leaning on his two sticks. 

“Well, Mester Taft,” shouted old Martin, at the utmost stretch of his voice—for though he 

knew the old man was stone deaf, he could not omit the propriety of a greeting—“you’re hearty 

yet. You can enjoy yoursen to-day, for-all you’re ninety an’ better.” 

“Your sarvant, mesters, your sarvant,” said Feyther Taft in a treble tone, perceiving that he 

was in company. 

The aged group, under care of sons or daughters, themselves worn and grey, passed on along 

the least-winding carriage-road towards the house, where a special table was prepared for them; 

while the Poyser party wisely struck across the grass under the shade of the great trees, but not 

out of view of the house-front, with its sloping lawn and flower-beds, or of the pretty striped 

marquee at the edge of the lawn, standing at right angles with two larger marquees on each side 



of the open green space where the games were to be played. The house would have been nothing 

but a plain square mansion of Queen Anne’s time, but for the remnant of an old abbey to which it 

was united at one end, in much the same way as one may sometimes see a new farmhouse rising 

high and prim at the end of older and lower farm-offices. The fine old remnant stood a little 

backward and under the shadow of tall beeches, but the sun was now on the taller and more 

advanced front, the blinds were all down, and the house seemed asleep in the hot midday. It 

made Hetty quite sad to look at it: Arthur must be somewhere in the back rooms, with the grand 

company, where he could not possibly know that she was come, and she should not see him for a 

long, long while—not till after dinner, when they said he was to come up and make a speech. 

But Hetty was wrong in part of her conjecture. No grand company was come except the 

Irwines, for whom the carriage had been sent early, and Arthur was at that moment not in a back 

room, but walking with the rector into the broad stone cloisters of the old abbey, where the long 

tables were laid for all the cottage tenants and the farm-servants. A very handsome young Briton 

he looked to-day, in high spirits and a bright-blue frock-coat, the highest mode—his arm no 

longer in a sling. So open-looking and candid, too; but candid people have their secrets, and 

secrets leave no lines in young faces. 

“Upon my word,” he said, as they entered the cool cloisters, “I think the cottagers have the 

best of it: these cloisters make a delightful dining-room on a hot day. That was capital advice of 

yours, Irwine, about the dinners—to let them be as orderly and comfortable as possible, and only 

for the tenants: especially as I had only a limited sum after all; for though my grandfather talked 

of a carte blanche, he couldn’t make up his mind to trust me, when it came to the point.” 

“Never mind, you’ll give more pleasure in this quiet way,” said Mr. Irwine. “In this sort of 

thing people are constantly confounding liberality with riot and disorder. It sounds very grand to 

say that so many sheep and oxen were roasted whole, and everybody ate who liked to come; but 

in the end it generally happens that no one has had an enjoyable meal. If the people get a good 

dinner and a moderate quantity of ale in the middle of the day, they’ll be able to enjoy the games 

as the day cools. You can’t hinder some of them from getting too much towards evening, but 

drunkenness and darkness go better together than drunkenness and daylight.” 

“Well, I hope there won’t be much of it. I’ve kept the Treddleston people away by having a 

feast for them in the town; and I’ve got Casson and Adam Bede and some other good fellows to 

look to the giving out of ale in the booths, and to take care things don’t go too far. Come, let us 

go up above now and see the dinner-tables for the large tenants.” 

They went up the stone staircase leading simply to the long gallery above the cloisters, a 

gallery where all the dusty worthless old pictures had been banished for the last three 

generations—mouldy portraits of Queen Elizabeth and her ladies, General Monk with his eye 

knocked out, Daniel very much in the dark among the lions, and Julius Cæsar on horseback, with 

a high nose and laurel crown, holding his Commentaries in his hand. 

“What a capital thing it is that they saved this piece of the old abbey!” said Arthur. “If I’m 

ever master here, I shall do up the gallery in first-rate style. We’ve got no room in the house a 

third as large as this. That second table is for the farmers’ wives and children: Mrs. Best said it 

would be more comfortable for the mothers and children to be by themselves. I was determined 

to have the children, and make a regular family thing of it. I shall be ‘the old squire’ to those 



little lads and lasses some day, and they’ll tell their children what a much finer young fellow I 

was than my own son. There’s a table for the women and children below as well. But you will 

see them all—you will come up with me after dinner, I hope?” 

“Yes, to be sure,” said Mr. Irwine. “I wouldn’t miss your maiden speech to the tenantry.” 

“And there will be something else you’ll like to hear,” said Arthur. “Let us go into the library 

and I’ll tell you all about it while my grandfather is in the drawing-room with the ladies. 

Something that will surprise you,” he continued, as they sat down. “My grandfather has come 

round after all.” 

“What, about Adam?” 

“Yes; I should have ridden over to tell you about it, only I was so busy. You know I told you I 

had quite given up arguing the matter with him—I thought it was hopeless—but yesterday 

morning he asked me to come in here to him before I went out, and astonished me by saying that 

he had decided on all the new arrangements he should make in consequence of old Satchell being 

obliged to lay by work, and that he intended to employ Adam in superintending the woods at a 

salary of a guinea a-week, and the use of a pony to be kept here. I believe the secret of it is, he 

saw from the first it would be a profitable plan, but he had some particular dislike of Adam to get 

over—and besides, the fact that I propose a thing is generally a reason with him for rejecting it. 

There’s the most curious contradiction in my grandfather: I know he means to leave me all the 

money he has saved, and he is likely enough to have cut off poor Aunt Lydia, who has been a 

slave to him all her life, with only five hundred a-year, for the sake of giving me all the more; 

and yet I sometimes think he positively hates me because I’m his heir. I believe if I were to break 

my neck, he would feel it the greatest misfortune that could befall him, and yet it seems a 

pleasure to him to make my life a series of petty annoyances.” 

“Ah, my boy, it is not only woman’s love that is ἀπέρωτος ἒρως as old Æschylus calls it. 

There’s plenty of ‘unloving love’ in the world of a masculine kind. But tell me about Adam. Has 

he accepted the post? I don’t see that it can be much more profitable than his present work, 

though, to be sure, it will leave him a good deal of time on his own hands. 

“Well, I felt some doubt about it when I spoke to him and he seemed to hesitate at first. His 

objection was that he thought he should not be able to satisfy my grandfather. But I begged him 

as a personal favour to me not to let any reason prevent him from accepting the place, if he really 

liked the employment and would not be giving up anything that was more profitable to him. And 

he assured me he should like it of all things—it would be a great step forward for him in 

business, and it would enable him to do what he had long wished to do, to give up working for 

Burge. He says he shall have plenty of time to superintend a little business of his own, which he 

and Seth will carry on, and will perhaps be able to enlarge by degrees. So he has agreed at last, 

and I have arranged that he shall dine with the large tenants to-day; and I mean to announce the 

appointment to them, and ask them to drink Adam’s health. It’s a little drama I’ve got up in 

honour of my friend Adam. He’s a fine fellow, and I like the opportunity of letting people know 

that I think so.” 

“A drama in which friend Arthur piques himself on having a pretty part to play,” said Mr. 

Irwine, smiling. But when he saw Arthur colour, he went on relentingly, “My part, you know, is 



always that of the old fogy who sees nothing to admire in the young folks. I don’t like to admit 

that I’m proud of my pupil when he does graceful things. But I must play the amiable old 

gentleman for once, and second your toast in honour of Adam. Has your grandfather yielded on 

the other point too, and agreed to have a respectable man as steward?” 

“Oh no,” said Arthur, rising from his chair with an air of impatience and walking along the 

room with his hands in his pockets. “He’s got some project or other about letting the Chase Farm 

and bargaining for a supply of milk and butter for the house. But I ask no questions about it—it 

makes me too angry. I believe he means to do all the business himself, and have nothing in the 

shape of a steward. It’s amazing what energy he has, though.” 

“Well, we’ll go to the ladies now,” said Mr. Irwine, rising too. “I want to tell my mother what 

a splendid throne you’ve prepared for her under the marquee.” 

“Yes, and we must be going to luncheon too,” said Arthur. “It must be two o’clock, for there is 

the gong beginning to sound for the tenants’ dinners.” 

  



Chapter XXIII Dinner-Time 

When Adam heard that he was to dine upstairs with the large tenants, he felt rather 

uncomfortable at the idea of being exalted in this way above his mother and Seth, who were to 

dine in the cloisters below. But Mr. Mills, the butler, assured him that Captain Donnithorne had 

given particular orders about it, and would be very angry if Adam was not there. 

Adam nodded and went up to Seth, who was standing a few yards off. “Seth, lad,” he said, 

“the captain has sent to say I’m to dine upstairs—he wishes it particular, Mr. Mills says, so I 

suppose it ’ud be behaving ill for me not to go. But I don’t like sitting up above thee and mother, 

as if I was better than my own flesh and blood. Thee’t not take it unkind, I hope?” 

“Nay, nay, lad,” said Seth, “thy honour’s our honour; and if thee get’st respect, thee’st won it 

by thy own deserts. The further I see thee above me, the better, so long as thee feel’st like a 

brother to me. It’s because o’ thy being appointed over the woods, and it’s nothing but what’s 

right. That’s a place o’ trust, and thee’t above a common workman now.” 

“Aye,” said Adam, “but nobody knows a word about it yet. I haven’t given notice to Mr. 

Burge about leaving him, and I don’t like to tell anybody else about it before he knows, for he’ll 

be a good bit hurt, I doubt. People ’ull be wondering to see me there, and they’ll like enough be 

guessing the reason and asking questions, for there’s been so much talk up and down about my 

having the place, this last three weeks.” 

“Well, thee canst say thee wast ordered to come without being told the reason. That’s the truth. 

And mother ’ull be fine and joyful about it. Let’s go and tell her.” 

Adam was not the only guest invited to come upstairs on other grounds than the amount he 

contributed to the rent-roll. There were other people in the two parishes who derived dignity 

from their functions rather than from their pocket, and of these Bartle Massey was one. His lame 

walk was rather slower than usual on this warm day, so Adam lingered behind when the bell rang 

for dinner, that he might walk up with his old friend; for he was a little too shy to join the Poyser 

party on this public occasion. Opportunities of getting to Hetty’s side would be sure to turn up in 

the course of the day, and Adam contented himself with that for he disliked any risk of being 

“joked” about Hetty—the big, outspoken, fearless man was very shy and diffident as to his love-

making. 

“Well, Mester Massey,” said Adam, as Bartle came up “I’m going to dine upstairs with you to-

day: the captain’s sent me orders.” 

“Ah!” said Bartle, pausing, with one hand on his back. “Then there’s something in the wind—

there’s something in the wind. Have you heard anything about what the old squire means to do?” 

“Why, yes,” said Adam; “I’ll tell you what I know, because I believe you can keep a still 

tongue in your head if you like, and I hope you’ll not let drop a word till it’s common talk, for 

I’ve particular reasons against its being known.” 



“Trust to me, my boy, trust to me. I’ve got no wife to worm it out of me and then run out and 

cackle it in everybody’s hearing. If you trust a man, let him be a bachelor—let him be a 

bachelor.” 

“Well, then, it was so far settled yesterday that I’m to take the management o’ the woods. The 

captain sent for me t’ offer it me, when I was seeing to the poles and things here and I’ve agreed 

to’t. But if anybody asks any questions upstairs, just you take no notice, and turn the talk to 

something else, and I’ll be obliged to you. Now, let us go on, for we’re pretty nigh the last, I 

think.” 

“I know what to do, never fear,” said Bartle, moving on. “The news will be good sauce to my 

dinner. Aye, aye, my boy, you’ll get on. I’ll back you for an eye at measuring and a head-piece 

for figures, against any man in this county and you’ve had good teaching—you’ve had good 

teaching.” 

When they got upstairs, the question which Arthur had left unsettled, as to who was to be 

president, and who vice, was still under discussion, so that Adam’s entrance passed without 

remark. 

“It stands to sense,” Mr. Casson was saying, “as old Mr. Poyser, as is th’ oldest man i’ the 

room, should sit at top o’ the table. I wasn’t butler fifteen year without learning the rights and the 

wrongs about dinner.” 

“Nay, nay,” said old Martin, “I’n gi’en up to my son; I’m no tenant now: let my son take my 

place. Th’ ould foulks ha’ had their turn: they mun make way for the young uns.” 

“I should ha’ thought the biggest tenant had the best right, more nor th’ oldest,” said Luke 

Britton, who was not fond of the critical Mr. Poyser; “there’s Mester Holdsworth has more land 

nor anybody else on th’ estate.” 

“Well,” said Mr. Poyser, “suppose we say the man wi’ the foulest land shall sit at top; then 

whoever gets th’ honour, there’ll be no envying on him.” 

“Eh, here’s Mester Massey,” said Mr. Craig, who, being a neutral in the dispute, had no 

interest but in conciliation; “the schoolmaster ought to be able to tell you what’s right. Who’s to 

sit at top o’ the table, Mr. Massey?” 

“Why, the broadest man,” said Bartle; “and then he won’t take up other folks’ room; and the 

next broadest must sit at bottom.” 

This happy mode of settling the dispute produced much laughter—a smaller joke would have 

sufficed for that. Mr. Casson, however, did not feel it compatible with his dignity and superior 

knowledge to join in the laugh, until it turned out that he was fixed on as the second broadest 

man. Martin Poyser the younger, as the broadest, was to be president, and Mr. Casson, as next 

broadest, was to be vice. 

Owing to this arrangement, Adam, being, of course, at the bottom of the table, fell under the 

immediate observation of Mr. Casson, who, too much occupied with the question of precedence, 

had not hitherto noticed his entrance. Mr. Casson, we have seen, considered Adam “rather lifted 



up and peppery-like”: he thought the gentry made more fuss about this young carpenter than was 

necessary; they made no fuss about Mr. Casson, although he had been an excellent butler for 

fifteen years. 

“Well, Mr. Bede, you’re one o’ them as mounts hup’ards apace,” he said, when Adam sat 

down. “You’ve niver dined here before, as I remember.” 

“No, Mr. Casson,” said Adam, in his strong voice, that could be heard along the table; “I’ve 

never dined here before, but I come by Captain Donnithorne’s wish, and I hope it’s not 

disagreeable to anybody here.” 

“Nay, nay,” said several voices at once, “we’re glad ye’re come. Who’s got anything to say 

again’ it?” 

“And ye’ll sing us ‘Over the hills and far away,’ after dinner, wonna ye?” said Mr. Chowne. 

“That’s a song I’m uncommon fond on.” 

“Peeh!” said Mr. Craig; “it’s not to be named by side o’ the Scotch tunes. I’ve never cared 

about singing myself; I’ve had something better to do. A man that’s got the names and the natur 

o’ plants in’s head isna likely to keep a hollow place t’ hold tunes in. But a second cousin o’ 

mine, a drovier, was a rare hand at remembering the Scotch tunes. He’d got nothing else to think 

on.” 

“The Scotch tunes!” said Bartle Massey, contemptuously; “I’ve heard enough o’ the Scotch 

tunes to last me while I live. They’re fit for nothing but to frighten the birds with—that’s to say, 

the English birds, for the Scotch birds may sing Scotch for what I know. Give the lads a bagpipe 

instead of a rattle, and I’ll answer for it the corn ’ll be safe.” 

“Yes, there’s folks as find a pleasure in undervallying what they know but little about,” said 

Mr. Craig. 

“Why, the Scotch tunes are just like a scolding, nagging woman,” Bartle went on, without 

deigning to notice Mr. Craig’s remark. “They go on with the same thing over and over again, and 

never come to a reasonable end. Anybody ’ud think the Scotch tunes had always been asking a 

question of somebody as deaf as old Taft, and had never got an answer yet.” 

Adam minded the less about sitting by Mr. Casson, because this position enabled him to see 

Hetty, who was not far off him at the next table. Hetty, however, had not even noticed his 

presence yet, for she was giving angry attention to Totty, who insisted on drawing up her feet on 

to the bench in antique fashion, and thereby threatened to make dusty marks on Hetty’s pink-

and-white frock. No sooner were the little fat legs pushed down than up they came again, for 

Totty’s eyes were too busy in staring at the large dishes to see where the plum pudding was for 

her to retain any consciousness of her legs. Hetty got quite out of patience, and at last, with a 

frown and pout, and gathering tears, she said, “Oh dear, Aunt, I wish you’d speak to Totty; she 

keeps putting her legs up so, and messing my frock.” 

“What’s the matter wi’ the child? She can niver please you,” said the mother. “Let her come 

by the side o’ me, then. I can put up wi’ her.” 



Adam was looking at Hetty, and saw the frown, and pout, and the dark eyes seeming to grow 

larger with pettish half-gathered tears. Quiet Mary Burge, who sat near enough to see that Hetty 

was cross and that Adam’s eyes were fixed on her, thought that so sensible a man as Adam must 

be reflecting on the small value of beauty in a woman whose temper was bad. Mary was a good 

girl, not given to indulge in evil feelings, but she said to herself, that, since Hetty had a bad 

temper, it was better Adam should know it. And it was quite true that if Hetty had been plain, she 

would have looked very ugly and unamiable at that moment, and no one’s moral judgment upon 

her would have been in the least beguiled. But really there was something quite charming in her 

pettishness: it looked so much more like innocent distress than ill humour; and the severe Adam 

felt no movement of disapprobation; he only felt a sort of amused pity, as if he had seen a kitten 

setting up its back, or a little bird with its feathers ruffled. He could not gather what was vexing 

her, but it was impossible to him to feel otherwise than that she was the prettiest thing in the 

world, and that if he could have his way, nothing should ever vex her any more. And presently, 

when Totty was gone, she caught his eye, and her face broke into one of its brightest smiles, as 

she nodded to him. It was a bit of flirtation—she knew Mary Burge was looking at them. But the 

smile was like wine to Adam. 

  



Chapter XXIV The Health-Drinking 

When the dinner was over, and the first draughts from the great cask of birthday ale were 

brought up, room was made for the broad Mr. Poyser at the side of the table, and two chairs were 

placed at the head. It had been settled very definitely what Mr. Poyser was to do when the young 

squire should appear, and for the last five minutes he had been in a state of abstraction, with his 

eyes fixed on the dark picture opposite, and his hands busy with the loose cash and other articles 

in his breeches pockets. 

When the young squire entered, with Mr. Irwine by his side, every one stood up, and this 

moment of homage was very agreeable to Arthur. He liked to feel his own importance, and 

besides that, he cared a great deal for the good-will of these people: he was fond of thinking that 

they had a hearty, special regard for him. The pleasure he felt was in his face as he said, “My 

grandfather and I hope all our friends here have enjoyed their dinner, and find my birthday ale 

good. Mr. Irwine and I are come to taste it with you, and I am sure we shall all like anything the 

better that the rector shares with us.” 

All eyes were now turned on Mr. Poyser, who, with his hands still busy in his pockets, began 

with the deliberateness of a slow-striking clock. “Captain, my neighbours have put it upo’ me to 

speak for ’em to-day, for where folks think pretty much alike, one spokesman’s as good as a 

score. And though we’ve mayhappen got contrairy ways o’ thinking about a many things—one 

man lays down his land one way an’ another another—an’ I’ll not take it upon me to speak to no 

man’s farming, but my own—this I’ll say, as we’re all o’ one mind about our young squire. 

We’ve pretty nigh all on us known you when you war a little un, an’ we’ve niver known 

anything on you but what was good an’ honorable. You speak fair an’ y’ act fair, an’ we’re 

joyful when we look forrard to your being our landlord, for we ’lieve you mean to do right by 

everybody, an’ ’ull make no man’s bread bitter to him if you can help it. That’s what I mean, an’ 

that’s what we all mean; and when a man’s said what he means, he’d better stop, for th’ ale ’ull 

be none the better for stannin’. An’ I’ll not say how we like th’ ale yet, for we couldna well taste 

it till we’d drunk your health in it; but the dinner was good, an’ if there’s anybody hasna enjoyed 

it, it must be the fault of his own inside. An’ as for the rector’s company, it’s well known as 

that’s welcome t’ all the parish wherever he may be; an’ I hope, an’ we all hope, as he’ll live to 

see us old folks, an’ our children grown to men an’ women an’ Your Honour a family man. I’ve 

no more to say as concerns the present time, an’ so we’ll drink our young squire’s health—three 

times three.” 

Hereupon a glorious shouting, a rapping, a jingling, a clattering, and a shouting, with plentiful 

da capo, pleasanter than a strain of sublimest music in the ears that receive such a tribute for the 

first time. Arthur had felt a twinge of conscience during Mr. Poyser’s speech, but it was too 

feeble to nullify the pleasure he felt in being praised. Did he not deserve what was said of him on 

the whole? If there was something in his conduct that Poyser wouldn’t have liked if he had 

known it, why, no man’s conduct will bear too close an inspection; and Poyser was not likely to 

know it; and, after all, what had he done? Gone a little too far, perhaps, in flirtation, but another 

man in his place would have acted much worse; and no harm would come—no harm should 

come, for the next time he was alone with Hetty, he would explain to her that she must not think 

seriously of him or of what had passed. It was necessary to Arthur, you perceive, to be satisfied 

with himself. Uncomfortable thoughts must be got rid of by good intentions for the future, which 



can be formed so rapidly that he had time to be uncomfortable and to become easy again before 

Mr. Poyser’s slow speech was finished, and when it was time for him to speak he was quite light-

hearted. 

“I thank you all, my good friends and neighbours,” Arthur said, “for the good opinion of me, 

and the kind feelings towards me which Mr. Poyser has been expressing on your behalf and on 

his own, and it will always be my heartiest wish to deserve them. In the course of things we may 

expect that, if I live, I shall one day or other be your landlord; indeed, it is on the ground of that 

expectation that my grandfather has wished me to celebrate this day and to come among you 

now; and I look forward to this position, not merely as one of power and pleasure for myself, but 

as a means of benefiting my neighbours. It hardly becomes so young a man as I am to talk much 

about farming to you, who are most of you so much older, and are men of experience; still, I 

have interested myself a good deal in such matters, and learned as much about them as my 

opportunities have allowed; and when the course of events shall place the estate in my hands, it 

will be my first desire to afford my tenants all the encouragement a landlord can give them, in 

improving their land and trying to bring about a better practice of husbandry. It will be my wish 

to be looked on by all my deserving tenants as their best friend, and nothing would make me so 

happy as to be able to respect every man on the estate, and to be respected by him in return. It is 

not my place at present to enter into particulars; I only meet your good hopes concerning me by 

telling you that my own hopes correspond to them—that what you expect from me I desire to 

fulfil; and I am quite of Mr. Poyser’s opinion, that when a man has said what he means, he had 

better stop. But the pleasure I feel in having my own health drunk by you would not be perfect if 

we did not drink the health of my grandfather, who has filled the place of both parents to me. I 

will say no more, until you have joined me in drinking his health on a day when he has wished 

me to appear among you as the future representative of his name and family.” 

Perhaps there was no one present except Mr. Irwine who thoroughly understood and approved 

Arthur’s graceful mode of proposing his grandfather’s health. The farmers thought the young 

squire knew well enough that they hated the old squire, and Mrs. Poyser said, “he’d better not 

ha’ stirred a kettle o’ sour broth.” The bucolic mind does not readily apprehend the refinements 

of good taste. But the toast could not be rejected and when it had been drunk, Arthur said, “I 

thank you, both for my grandfather and myself; and now there is one more thing I wish to tell 

you, that you may share my pleasure about it, as I hope and believe you will. I think there can be 

no man here who has not a respect, and some of you, I am sure, have a very high regard, for my 

friend Adam Bede. It is well known to every one in this neighbourhood that there is no man 

whose word can be more depended on than his; that whatever he undertakes to do, he does well, 

and is as careful for the interests of those who employ him as for his own. I’m proud to say that I 

was very fond of Adam when I was a little boy, and I have never lost my old feeling for him—I 

think that shows that I know a good fellow when I find him. It has long been my wish that he 

should have the management of the woods on the estate, which happen to be very valuable, not 

only because I think so highly of his character, but because he has the knowledge and the skill 

which fit him for the place. And I am happy to tell you that it is my grandfather’s wish too, and it 

is now settled that Adam shall manage the woods—a change which I am sure will be very much 

for the advantage of the estate; and I hope you will by and by join me in drinking his health, and 

in wishing him all the prosperity in life that he deserves. But there is a still older friend of mine 

than Adam Bede present, and I need not tell you that it is Mr. Irwine. I’m sure you will agree 

with me that we must drink no other person’s health until we have drunk his. I know you have all 



reason to love him, but no one of his parishioners has so much reason as I. Come, charge your 

glasses, and let us drink to our excellent rector—three times three!” 

This toast was drunk with all the enthusiasm that was wanting to the last, and it certainly was 

the most picturesque moment in the scene when Mr. Irwine got up to speak, and all the faces in 

the room were turned towards him. The superior refinement of his face was much more striking 

than that of Arthur’s when seen in comparison with the people round them. Arthur’s was a much 

commoner British face, and the splendour of his new-fashioned clothes was more akin to the 

young farmer’s taste in costume than Mr. Irwine’s powder and the well-brushed but well-worn 

black, which seemed to be his chosen suit for great occasions; for he had the mysterious secret of 

never wearing a new-looking coat. 

“This is not the first time, by a great many,” he said, “that I have had to thank my parishioners 

for giving me tokens of their goodwill, but neighbourly kindness is among those things that are 

the more precious the older they get. Indeed, our pleasant meeting to-day is a proof that when 

what is good comes of age and is likely to live, there is reason for rejoicing, and the relation 

between us as clergyman and parishioners came of age two years ago, for it is three-and-twenty 

years since I first came among you, and I see some tall fine-looking young men here, as well as 

some blooming young women, that were far from looking as pleasantly at me when I christened 

them as I am happy to see them looking now. But I’m sure you will not wonder when I say that 

among all those young men, the one in whom I have the strongest interest is my friend Mr. 

Arthur Donnithorne, for whom you have just expressed your regard. I had the pleasure of being 

his tutor for several years, and have naturally had opportunities of knowing him intimately which 

cannot have occurred to any one else who is present; and I have some pride as well as pleasure in 

assuring you that I share your high hopes concerning him, and your confidence in his possession 

of those qualities which will make him an excellent landlord when the time shall come for him to 

take that important position among you. We feel alike on most matters on which a man who is 

getting towards fifty can feel in common with a young man of one-and-twenty, and he has just 

been expressing a feeling which I share very heartily, and I would not willingly omit the 

opportunity of saying so. That feeling is his value and respect for Adam Bede. People in a high 

station are of course more thought of and talked about and have their virtues more praised, than 

those whose lives are passed in humble everyday work; but every sensible man knows how 

necessary that humble everyday work is, and how important it is to us that it should be done 

well. And I agree with my friend Mr. Arthur Donnithorne in feeling that when a man whose duty 

lies in that sort of work shows a character which would make him an example in any station, his 

merit should be acknowledged. He is one of those to whom honour is due, and his friends should 

delight to honour him. I know Adam Bede well—I know what he is as a workman, and what he 

has been as a son and brother—and I am saying the simplest truth when I say that I respect him 

as much as I respect any man living. But I am not speaking to you about a stranger; some of you 

are his intimate friends, and I believe there is not one here who does not know enough of him to 

join heartily in drinking his health.” 

As Mr. Irwine paused, Arthur jumped up and, filling his glass, said, “A bumper to Adam Bede, 

and may he live to have sons as faithful and clever as himself!” 

No hearer, not even Bartle Massey, was so delighted with this toast as Mr. Poyser. “Tough 

work” as his first speech had been, he would have started up to make another if he had not 

known the extreme irregularity of such a course. As it was, he found an outlet for his feeling in 



drinking his ale unusually fast, and setting down his glass with a swing of his arm and a 

determined rap. If Jonathan Burge and a few others felt less comfortable on the occasion, they 

tried their best to look contented, and so the toast was drunk with a goodwill apparently 

unanimous. 

Adam was rather paler than usual when he got up to thank his friends. He was a good deal 

moved by this public tribute—very naturally, for he was in the presence of all his little world, 

and it was uniting to do him honour. But he felt no shyness about speaking, not being troubled 

with small vanity or lack of words; he looked neither awkward nor embarrassed, but stood in his 

usual firm upright attitude, with his head thrown a little backward and his hands perfectly still, in 

that rough dignity which is peculiar to intelligent, honest, well-built workmen, who are never 

wondering what is their business in the world. 

“I’m quite taken by surprise,” he said. “I didn’t expect anything o’ this sort, for it’s a good deal 

more than my wages. But I’ve the more reason to be grateful to you, Captain, and to you, Mr. 

Irwine, and to all my friends here, who’ve drunk my health and wished me well. It ’ud be 

nonsense for me to be saying, I don’t at all deserve th’ opinion you have of me; that ’ud be poor 

thanks to you, to say that you’ve known me all these years and yet haven’t sense enough to find 

out a great deal o’ the truth about me. You think, if I undertake to do a bit o’ work, I’ll do it well, 

be my pay big or little—and that’s true. I’d be ashamed to stand before you here if it wasna true. 

But it seems to me that’s a man’s plain duty, and nothing to be conceited about, and it’s pretty 

clear to me as I’ve never done more than my duty; for let us do what we will, it’s only making 

use o’ the sperrit and the powers that ha’ been given to us. And so this kindness o’ yours, I’m 

sure, is no debt you owe me, but a free gift, and as such I accept it and am thankful. And as to 

this new employment I’ve taken in hand, I’ll only say that I took it at Captain Donnithorne’s 

desire, and that I’ll try to fulfil his expectations. I’d wish for no better lot than to work under 

him, and to know that while I was getting my own bread I was taking care of his int’rests. For I 

believe he’s one o’ those gentlemen as wishes to do the right thing, and to leave the world a bit 

better than he found it, which it’s my belief every man may do, whether he’s gentle or simple, 

whether he sets a good bit o’ work going and finds the money, or whether he does the work with 

his own hands. There’s no occasion for me to say any more about what I feel towards him: I 

hope to show it through the rest o’ my life in my actions.” 

There were various opinions about Adam’s speech: some of the women whispered that he 

didn’t show himself thankful enough, and seemed to speak as proud as could be; but most of the 

men were of opinion that nobody could speak more straightfor’ard, and that Adam was as fine a 

chap as need to be. While such observations were being buzzed about, mingled with wonderings 

as to what the old squire meant to do for a bailiff, and whether he was going to have a steward, 

the two gentlemen had risen, and were walking round to the table where the wives and children 

sat. There was none of the strong ale here, of course, but wine and dessert—sparkling gooseberry 

for the young ones, and some good sherry for the mothers. Mrs. Poyser was at the head of this 

table, and Totty was now seated in her lap, bending her small nose deep down into a wine-glass 

in search of the nuts floating there. 

“How do you do, Mrs. Poyser?” said Arthur. “Weren’t you pleased to hear your husband make 

such a good speech to-day?” 



“Oh, sir, the men are mostly so tongue-tied—you’re forced partly to guess what they mean, as 

you do wi’ the dumb creaturs.” 

“What! you think you could have made it better for him?” said Mr. Irwine, laughing. 

“Well, sir, when I want to say anything, I can mostly find words to say it in, thank God. Not as 

I’m a-finding faut wi’ my husband, for if he’s a man o’ few words, what he says he’ll stand to.” 

“I’m sure I never saw a prettier party than this,” Arthur said, looking round at the apple-

cheeked children. “My aunt and the Miss Irwines will come up and see you presently. They were 

afraid of the noise of the toasts, but it would be a shame for them not to see you at table.” 

He walked on, speaking to the mothers and patting the children, while Mr. Irwine satisfied 

himself with standing still and nodding at a distance, that no one’s attention might be disturbed 

from the young squire, the hero of the day. Arthur did not venture to stop near Hetty, but merely 

bowed to her as he passed along the opposite side. The foolish child felt her heart swelling with 

discontent; for what woman was ever satisfied with apparent neglect, even when she knows it to 

be the mask of love? Hetty thought this was going to be the most miserable day she had had for a 

long while, a moment of chill daylight and reality came across her dream: Arthur, who had 

seemed so near to her only a few hours before, was separated from her, as the hero of a great 

procession is separated from a small outsider in the crowd. 

  



Chapter XXV The Games 

The great dance was not to begin until eight o’clock, but for any lads and lasses who liked to 

dance on the shady grass before then, there was music always at hand—for was not the band of 

the Benefit Club capable of playing excellent jigs, reels, and hornpipes? And, besides this, there 

was a grand band hired from Rosseter, who, with their wonderful wind-instruments and puffed-

out cheeks, were themselves a delightful show to the small boys and girls. To say nothing of 

Joshua Rann’s fiddle, which, by an act of generous forethought, he had provided himself with, in 

case any one should be of sufficiently pure taste to prefer dancing to a solo on that instrument. 

Meantime, when the sun had moved off the great open space in front of the house, the games 

began. There were, of course, well-soaped poles to be climbed by the boys and youths, races to 

be run by the old women, races to be run in sacks, heavy weights to be lifted by the strong men, 

and a long list of challenges to such ambitious attempts as that of walking as many yards 

possible on one leg—feats in which it was generally remarked that Wiry Ben, being “the 

lissom’st, springest fellow i’ the country,” was sure to be pre-eminent. To crown all, there was to 

be a donkey-race—that sublimest of all races, conducted on the grand socialistic idea of 

everybody encouraging everybody else’s donkey, and the sorriest donkey winning. 

And soon after four o’clock, splendid old Mrs. Irwine, in her damask satin and jewels and 

black lace, was led out by Arthur, followed by the whole family party, to her raised seat under 

the striped marquee, where she was to give out the prizes to the victors. Staid, formal Miss Lydia 

had requested to resign that queenly office to the royal old lady, and Arthur was pleased with this 

opportunity of gratifying his godmother’s taste for stateliness. Old Mr. Donnithorne, the 

delicately clean, finely scented, withered old man, led out Miss Irwine, with his air of 

punctilious, acid politeness; Mr. Gawaine brought Miss Lydia, looking neutral and stiff in an 

elegant peach-blossom silk; and Mr. Irwine came last with his pale sister Anne. No other friend 

of the family, besides Mr. Gawaine, was invited to-day; there was to be a grand dinner for the 

neighbouring gentry on the morrow, but to-day all the forces were required for the entertainment 

of the tenants. 

There was a sunk fence in front of the marquee, dividing the lawn from the park, but a 

temporary bridge had been made for the passage of the victors, and the groups of people 

standing, or seated here and there on benches, stretched on each side of the open space from the 

white marquees up to the sunk fence. 

“Upon my word it’s a pretty sight,” said the old lady, in her deep voice, when she was seated, 

and looked round on the bright scene with its dark-green background; “and it’s the last fête-day 

I’m likely to see, unless you make haste and get married, Arthur. But take care you get a 

charming bride, else I would rather die without seeing her.” 

“You’re so terribly fastidious, Godmother,” said Arthur, “I’m afraid I should never satisfy you 

with my choice.” 

“Well, I won’t forgive you if she’s not handsome. I can’t be put off with amiability, which is 

always the excuse people are making for the existence of plain people. And she must not be silly; 

that will never do, because you’ll want managing, and a silly woman can’t manage you. Who is 



that tall young man, Dauphin, with the mild face? There, standing without his hat, and taking 

such care of that tall old woman by the side of him—his mother, of course. I like to see that.” 

“What, don’t you know him, Mother?” said Mr. Irwine. “That is Seth Bede, Adam’s brother—

a Methodist, but a very good fellow. Poor Seth has looked rather down-hearted of late; I thought 

it was because of his father’s dying in that sad way, but Joshua Rann tells me he wanted to marry 

that sweet little Methodist preacher who was here about a month ago, and I suppose she refused 

him.” 

“Ah, I remember hearing about her. But there are no end of people here that I don’t know, for 

they’re grown up and altered so since I used to go about.” 

“What excellent sight you have!” said old Mr. Donnithorne, who was holding a double glass 

up to his eyes, “to see the expression of that young man’s face so far off. His face is nothing but 

a pale blurred spot to me. But I fancy I have the advantage of you when we come to look close. I 

can read small print without spectacles.” 

“Ah, my dear sir, you began with being very near-sighted, and those near-sighted eyes always 

wear the best. I want very strong spectacles to read with, but then I think my eyes get better and 

better for things at a distance. I suppose if I could live another fifty years, I should be blind to 

everything that wasn’t out of other people’s sight, like a man who stands in a well and sees 

nothing but the stars.” 

“See,” said Arthur, “the old women are ready to set out on their race now. Which do you bet 

on, Gawaine?” 

“The long-legged one, unless they’re going to have several heats, and then the little wiry one 

may win.” 

“There are the Poysers, Mother, not far off on the right hand,” said Miss Irwine. “Mrs. Poyser 

is looking at you. Do take notice of her.” 

“To be sure I will,” said the old lady, giving a gracious bow to Mrs. Poyser. “A woman who 

sends me such excellent cream-cheese is not to be neglected. Bless me! What a fat child that is 

she is holding on her knee! But who is that pretty girl with dark eyes?” 

“That is Hetty Sorrel,” said Miss Lydia Donnithorne, “Martin Poyser’s niece—a very likely 

young person, and well-looking too. My maid has taught her fine needlework, and she has 

mended some lace of mine very respectably indeed—very respectably.” 

“Why, she has lived with the Poysers six or seven years, Mother; you must have seen her,” 

said Miss Irwine. 

“No, I’ve never seen her, child—at least not as she is now,” said Mrs. Irwine, continuing to 

look at Hetty. “Well-looking, indeed! She’s a perfect beauty! I’ve never seen anything so pretty 

since my young days. What a pity such beauty as that should be thrown away among the farmers, 

when it’s wanted so terribly among the good families without fortune! I daresay, now, she’ll 

marry a man who would have thought her just as pretty if she had had round eyes and red hair.” 



Arthur dared not turn his eyes towards Hetty while Mrs. Irwine was speaking of her. He 

feigned not to hear, and to be occupied with something on the opposite side. But he saw her 

plainly enough without looking; saw her in heightened beauty, because he heard her beauty 

praised—for other men’s opinion, you know, was like a native climate to Arthur’s feelings: it 

was the air on which they thrived the best, and grew strong. Yes! She was enough to turn any 

man’s head: any man in his place would have done and felt the same. And to give her up after 

all, as he was determined to do, would be an act that he should always look back upon with 

pride. 

“No, Mother,” and Mr. Irwine, replying to her last words; “I can’t agree with you there. The 

common people are not quite so stupid as you imagine. The commonest man, who has his ounce 

of sense and feeling, is conscious of the difference between a lovely, delicate woman and a 

coarse one. Even a dog feels a difference in their presence. The man may be no better able than 

the dog to explain the influence the more refined beauty has on him, but he feels it.” 

“Bless me, Dauphin, what does an old bachelor like you know about it?” 

“Oh, that is one of the matters in which old bachelors are wiser than married men, because 

they have time for more general contemplation. Your fine critic of woman must never shackle 

his judgment by calling one woman his own. But, as an example of what I was saying, that pretty 

Methodist preacher I mentioned just now told me that she had preached to the roughest miners 

and had never been treated with anything but the utmost respect and kindness by them. The 

reason is—though she doesn’t know it—that there’s so much tenderness, refinement, and purity 

about her. Such a woman as that brings with her ‘airs from heaven’ that the coarsest fellow is not 

insensible to.” 

“Here’s a delicate bit of womanhood, or girlhood, coming to receive a prize, I suppose,” said 

Mr. Gawaine. “She must be one of the racers in the sacks, who had set off before we came.” 

The “bit of womanhood” was our old acquaintance Bessy Cranage, otherwise Chad’s Bess, 

whose large red cheeks and blowsy person had undergone an exaggeration of colour, which, if 

she had happened to be a heavenly body, would have made her sublime. Bessy, I am sorry to say, 

had taken to her ear-rings again since Dinah’s departure, and was otherwise decked out in such 

small finery as she could muster. Any one who could have looked into poor Bessy’s heart would 

have seen a striking resemblance between her little hopes and anxieties and Hetty’s. The 

advantage, perhaps, would have been on Bessy’s side in the matter of feeling. But then, you see, 

they were so very different outside! You would have been inclined to box Bessy’s ears, and you 

would have longed to kiss Hetty. 

Bessy had been tempted to run the arduous race, partly from mere hedonish gaiety, partly 

because of the prize. Some one had said there were to be cloaks and other nice clothes for prizes, 

and she approached the marquee, fanning herself with her handkerchief, but with exultation 

sparkling in her round eyes. 

“Here is the prize for the first sack-race,” said Miss Lydia, taking a large parcel from the table 

where the prizes were laid and giving it to Mrs. Irwine before Bessy came up, “an excellent 

grogram gown and a piece of flannel.” 



“You didn’t think the winner was to be so young, I suppose, Aunt?” said Arthur. “Couldn’t 

you find something else for this girl, and save that grim-looking gown for one of the older 

women?” 

“I have bought nothing but what is useful and substantial,” said Miss Lydia, adjusting her own 

lace; “I should not think of encouraging a love of finery in young women of that class. I have a 

scarlet cloak, but that is for the old woman who wins.” 

This speech of Miss Lydia’s produced rather a mocking expression in Mrs. Irwine’s face as 

she looked at Arthur, while Bessy came up and dropped a series of curtsies. 

“This is Bessy Cranage, mother,” said Mr. Irwine, kindly, “Chad Cranage’s daughter. You 

remember Chad Cranage, the blacksmith?” 

“Yes, to be sure,” said Mrs. Irwine. “Well, Bessy, here is your prize—excellent warm things 

for winter. I’m sure you have had hard work to win them this warm day.” 

Bessy’s lip fell as she saw the ugly, heavy gown—which felt so hot and disagreeable too, on 

this July day, and was such a great ugly thing to carry. She dropped her curtsies again, without 

looking up, and with a growing tremulousness about the corners of her mouth, and then turned 

away. 

“Poor girl,” said Arthur; “I think she’s disappointed. I wish it had been something more to her 

taste.” 

“She’s a bold-looking young person,” observed Miss Lydia. “Not at all one I should like to 

encourage.” 

Arthur silently resolved that he would make Bessy a present of money before the day was 

over, that she might buy something more to her mind; but she, not aware of the consolation in 

store for her, turned out of the open space, where she was visible from the marquee, and 

throwing down the odious bundle under a tree, began to cry—very much tittered at the while by 

the small boys. In this situation she was descried by her discreet matronly cousin, who lost no 

time in coming up, having just given the baby into her husband’s charge. 

“What’s the matter wi’ ye?” said Bess the matron, taking up the bundle and examining it. 

“Ye’n sweltered yoursen, I reckon, running that fool’s race. An’ here, they’n gi’en you lots o’ 

good grogram and flannel, as should ha’ been gi’en by good rights to them as had the sense to 

keep away from such foolery. Ye might spare me a bit o’ this grogram to make clothes for the 

lad—ye war ne’er ill-natured, Bess; I ne’er said that on ye.” 

“Ye may take it all, for what I care,” said Bess the maiden, with a pettish movement, 

beginning to wipe away her tears and recover herself. 

“Well, I could do wi’t, if so be ye want to get rid on’t,” said the disinterested cousin, walking 

quickly away with the bundle, lest Chad’s Bess should change her mind. 

But that bonny-cheeked lass was blessed with an elasticity of spirits that secured her from any 

rankling grief; and by the time the grand climax of the donkey-race came on, her disappointment 

was entirely lost in the delightful excitement of attempting to stimulate the last donkey by hisses, 



while the boys applied the argument of sticks. But the strength of the donkey mind lies in 

adopting a course inversely as the arguments urged, which, well considered, requires as great a 

mental force as the direct sequence; and the present donkey proved the first-rate order of his 

intelligence by coming to a dead standstill just when the blows were thickest. Great was the 

shouting of the crowd, radiant the grinning of Bill Downes the stone-sawyer and the fortunate 

rider of this superior beast, which stood calm and stiff-legged in the midst of its triumph. 

Arthur himself had provided the prizes for the men, and Bill was made happy with a splendid 

pocket-knife, supplied with blades and gimlets enough to make a man at home on a desert island. 

He had hardly returned from the marquee with the prize in his hand, when it began to be 

understood that Wiry Ben proposed to amuse the company, before the gentry went to dinner, 

with an impromptu and gratuitous performance—namely, a hornpipe, the main idea of which 

was doubtless borrowed; but this was to be developed by the dancer in so peculiar and complex a 

manner that no one could deny him the praise of originality. Wiry Ben’s pride in his dancing—

an accomplishment productive of great effect at the yearly Wake—had needed only slightly 

elevating by an extra quantity of good ale to convince him that the gentry would be very much 

struck with his performance of his hornpipe; and he had been decidedly encouraged in this idea 

by Joshua Rann, who observed that it was nothing but right to do something to please the young 

squire, in return for what he had done for them. You will be the less surprised at this opinion in 

so grave a personage when you learn that Ben had requested Mr. Rann to accompany him on the 

fiddle, and Joshua felt quite sure that though there might not be much in the dancing, the music 

would make up for it. Adam Bede, who was present in one of the large marquees, where the plan 

was being discussed, told Ben he had better not make a fool of himself—a remark which at once 

fixed Ben’s determination: he was not going to let anything alone because Adam Bede turned up 

his nose at it. 

“What’s this, what’s this?” said old Mr. Donnithorne. “Is it something you’ve arranged, 

Arthur? Here’s the clerk coming with his fiddle, and a smart fellow with a nosegay in his button-

hole.” 

“No,” said Arthur; “I know nothing about it. By Jove, he’s going to dance! It’s one of the 

carpenters—I forget his name at this moment.” 

“It’s Ben Cranage—Wiry Ben, they call him,” said Mr. Irwine; “rather a loose fish, I think. 

Anne, my dear, I see that fiddle-scraping is too much for you: you’re getting tired. Let me take 

you in now, that you may rest till dinner.” 

Miss Anne rose assentingly, and the good brother took her away, while Joshua’s preliminary 

scrapings burst into the “White Cockade,” from which he intended to pass to a variety of tunes, 

by a series of transitions which his good ear really taught him to execute with some skill. It 

would have been an exasperating fact to him, if he had known it, that the general attention was 

too thoroughly absorbed by Ben’s dancing for any one to give much heed to the music. 

Have you ever seen a real English rustic perform a solo dance? Perhaps you have only seen a 

ballet rustic, smiling like a merry countryman in crockery, with graceful turns of the haunch and 

insinuating movements of the head. That is as much like the real thing as the “Bird Waltz” is like 

the song of birds. Wiry Ben never smiled: he looked as serious as a dancing monkey—as serious 



as if he had been an experimental philosopher ascertaining in his own person the amount of 

shaking and the varieties of angularity that could be given to the human limbs. 

To make amends for the abundant laughter in the striped marquee, Arthur clapped his hands 

continually and cried “Bravo!” But Ben had one admirer whose eyes followed his movements 

with a fervid gravity that equalled his own. It was Martin Poyser, who was seated on a bench, 

with Tommy between his legs. 

“What dost think o’ that?” he said to his wife. “He goes as pat to the music as if he was made 

o’ clockwork. I used to be a pretty good un at dancing myself when I was lighter, but I could 

niver ha’ hit it just to th’ hair like that.” 

“It’s little matter what his limbs are, to my thinking,” re-turned Mrs. Poyser. “He’s empty 

enough i’ the upper story, or he’d niver come jigging an’ stamping i’ that way, like a mad 

grasshopper, for the gentry to look at him. They’re fit to die wi’ laughing, I can see.” 

“Well, well, so much the better, it amuses ’em,” said Mr. Poyser, who did not easily take an 

irritable view of things. “But they’re going away now, t’ have their dinner, I reckon. We’ll move 

about a bit, shall we, and see what Adam Bede’s doing. He’s got to look after the drinking and 

things: I doubt he hasna had much fun.” 

  



Chapter XXVI The Dance 

Arthur had chosen the entrance-hall for the ballroom: very wisely, for no other room could 

have been so airy, or would have had the advantage of the wide doors opening into the garden, as 

well as a ready entrance into the other rooms. To be sure, a stone floor was not the pleasantest to 

dance on, but then, most of the dancers had known what it was to enjoy a Christmas dance on 

kitchen quarries. It was one of those entrance-halls which make the surrounding rooms look like 

closets—with stucco angels, trumpets, and flower-wreaths on the lofty ceiling, and great 

medallions of miscellaneous heroes on the walls, alternating with statues in niches. Just the sort 

of place to be ornamented well with green boughs, and Mr. Craig had been proud to show his 

taste and his hothouse plants on the occasion. The broad steps of the stone staircase were covered 

with cushions to serve as seats for the children, who were to stay till half-past nine with the 

servant-maids to see the dancing, and as this dance was confined to the chief tenants, there was 

abundant room for every one. The lights were charmingly disposed in coloured-paper lamps, 

high up among green boughs, and the farmers’ wives and daughters, as they peeped in, believed 

no scene could be more splendid; they knew now quite well in what sort of rooms the king and 

queen lived, and their thoughts glanced with some pity towards cousins and acquaintances who 

had not this fine opportunity of knowing how things went on in the great world. The lamps were 

already lit, though the sun had not long set, and there was that calm light out of doors in which 

we seem to see all objects more distinctly than in the broad day. 

It was a pretty scene outside the house: the farmers and their families were moving about the 

lawn, among the flowers and shrubs, or along the broad straight road leading from the east front, 

where a carpet of mossy grass spread on each side, studded here and there with a dark flat-

boughed cedar, or a grand pyramidal fir sweeping the ground with its branches, all tipped with a 

fringe of paler green. The groups of cottagers in the park were gradually diminishing, the young 

ones being attracted towards the lights that were beginning to gleam from the windows of the 

gallery in the abbey, which was to be their dancing-room, and some of the sober elder ones 

thinking it time to go home quietly. One of these was Lisbeth Bede, and Seth went with her—not 

from filial attention only, for his conscience would not let him join in dancing. It had been rather 

a melancholy day to Seth: Dinah had never been more constantly present with him than in this 

scene, where everything was so unlike her. He saw her all the more vividly after looking at the 

thoughtless faces and gay-coloured dresses of the young women—just as one feels the beauty 

and the greatness of a pictured Madonna the more when it has been for a moment screened from 

us by a vulgar head in a bonnet. But this presence of Dinah in his mind only helped him to bear 

the better with his mother’s mood, which had been becoming more and more querulous for the 

last hour. Poor Lisbeth was suffering from a strange conflict of feelings. Her joy and pride in the 

honour paid to her darling son Adam was beginning to be worsted in the conflict with the 

jealousy and fretfulness which had revived when Adam came to tell her that Captain 

Donnithorne desired him to join the dancers in the hall. Adam was getting more and more out of 

her reach; she wished all the old troubles back again, for then it mattered more to Adam what his 

mother said and did. 

“Eh, it’s fine talkin’ o’ dancin’,” she said, “an’ thy father not a five week in’s grave. An’ I 

wish I war there too, i’stid o’ bein’ left to take up merrier folks’s room above ground.” 



“Nay, don’t look at it i’ that way, Mother,” said Adam, who was determined to be gentle to her 

to-day. “I don’t mean to dance—I shall only look on. And since the captain wishes me to be 

there, it ’ud look as if I thought I knew better than him to say as I’d rather not stay. And thee 

know’st how he’s behaved to me to-day.” 

“Eh, thee’t do as thee lik’st, for thy old mother’s got no right t’ hinder thee. She’s nought but 

th’ old husk, and thee’st slipped away from her, like the ripe nut.” 

“Well, Mother,” said Adam, “I’ll go and tell the captain as it hurts thy feelings for me to stay, 

and I’d rather go home upo’ that account: he won’t take it ill then, I daresay, and I’m willing.” 

He said this with some effort, for he really longed to be near Hetty this evening. 

“Nay, nay, I wonna ha’ thee do that—the young squire ’ull be angered. Go an’ do what thee’t 

ordered to do, an’ me and Seth ’ull go whome. I know it’s a grit honour for thee to be so looked 

on—an’ who’s to be prouder on it nor thy mother? Hadna she the cumber o’ rearin’ thee an’ 

doin’ for thee all these ’ears?” 

“Well, good-bye, then, Mother—good-bye, lad—remember Gyp when you get home,” said 

Adam, turning away towards the gate of the pleasure-grounds, where he hoped he might be able 

to join the Poysers, for he had been so occupied throughout the afternoon that he had had no time 

to speak to Hetty. His eye soon detected a distant group, which he knew to be the right one, 

returning to the house along the broad gravel road, and he hastened on to meet them. 

“Why, Adam, I’m glad to get sight on y’ again,” said Mr. Poyser, who was carrying Totty on 

his arm. “You’re going t’ have a bit o’ fun, I hope, now your work’s all done. And here’s Hetty 

has promised no end o’ partners, an’ I’ve just been askin’ her if she’d agreed to dance wi’ you, 

an’ she says no.” 

“Well, I didn’t think o’ dancing to-night,” said Adam, already tempted to change his mind, as 

he looked at Hetty. 

“Nonsense!” said Mr. Poyser. “Why, everybody’s goin’ to dance to-night, all but th’ old squire 

and Mrs. Irwine. Mrs. Best’s been tellin’ us as Miss Lyddy and Miss Irwine ’ull dance, an’ the 

young squire ’ull pick my wife for his first partner, t’ open the ball: so she’ll be forced to dance, 

though she’s laid by ever sin’ the Christmas afore the little un was born. You canna for shame 

stand still, Adam, an’ you a fine young fellow and can dance as well as anybody.” 

“Nay, nay,” said Mrs. Poyser, “it ’ud be unbecomin’. I know the dancin’s nonsense, but if you 

stick at everything because it’s nonsense, you wonna go far i’ this life. When your broth’s ready-

made for you, you mun swallow the thickenin’, or else let the broth alone.” 

“Then if Hetty ’ull dance with me,” said Adam, yielding either to Mrs. Poyser’s argument or to 

something else, “I’ll dance whichever dance she’s free.” 

“I’ve got no partner for the fourth dance,” said Hetty; “I’ll dance that with you, if you like.” 

“Ah,” said Mr. Poyser, “but you mun dance the first dance, Adam, else it’ll look partic’ler. 

There’s plenty o’ nice partners to pick an’ choose from, an’ it’s hard for the gells when the men 

stan’ by and don’t ask ’em.” 



Adam felt the justice of Mr. Poyser’s observation: it would not do for him to dance with no 

one besides Hetty; and remembering that Jonathan Burge had some reason to feel hurt to-day, he 

resolved to ask Miss Mary to dance with him the first dance, if she had no other partner. 

“There’s the big clock strikin’ eight,” said Mr. Poyser; “we must make haste in now, else the 

squire and the ladies ’ull be in afore us, an’ that wouldna look well.” 

When they had entered the hall, and the three children under Molly’s charge had been seated 

on the stairs, the folding-doors of the drawing-room were thrown open, and Arthur entered in his 

regimentals, leading Mrs. Irwine to a carpet-covered dais ornamented with hot-house plants, 

where she and Miss Anne were to be seated with old Mr. Donnithorne, that they might look on at 

the dancing, like the kings and queens in the plays. Arthur had put on his uniform to please the 

tenants, he said, who thought as much of his militia dignity as if it had been an elevation to the 

premiership. He had not the least objection to gratify them in that way: his uniform was very 

advantageous to his figure. 

The old squire, before sitting down, walked round the hall to greet the tenants and make polite 

speeches to the wives: he was always polite; but the farmers had found out, after long puzzling, 

that this polish was one of the signs of hardness. It was observed that he gave his most elaborate 

civility to Mrs. Poyser to-night, inquiring particularly about her health, recommending her to 

strengthen herself with cold water as he did, and avoid all drugs. Mrs. Poyser curtsied and 

thanked him with great self-command, but when he had passed on, she whispered to her 

husband, “I’ll lay my life he’s brewin’ some nasty turn against us. Old Harry doesna wag his tail 

so for nothin’.” Mr. Poyser had no time to answer, for now Arthur came up and said, “Mrs. 

Poyser, I’m come to request the favour of your hand for the first dance; and, Mr. Poyser, you 

must let me take you to my aunt, for she claims you as her partner.” 

The wife’s pale cheek flushed with a nervous sense of unwonted honour as Arthur led her to 

the top of the room; but Mr. Poyser, to whom an extra glass had restored his youthful confidence 

in his good looks and good dancing, walked along with them quite proudly, secretly flattering 

himself that Miss Lydia had never had a partner in her life who could lift her off the ground as he 

would. In order to balance the honours given to the two parishes, Miss Irwine danced with Luke 

Britton, the largest Broxton farmer, and Mr. Gawaine led out Mrs. Britton. Mr. Irwine, after 

seating his sister Anne, had gone to the abbey gallery, as he had agreed with Arthur beforehand, 

to see how the merriment of the cottagers was prospering. Meanwhile, all the less distinguished 

couples had taken their places: Hetty was led out by the inevitable Mr. Craig, and Mary Burge by 

Adam; and now the music struck up, and the glorious country-dance, best of all dances, began. 

Pity it was not a boarded floor! Then the rhythmic stamping of the thick shoes would have 

been better than any drums. That merry stamping, that gracious nodding of the head, that waving 

bestowal of the hand—where can we see them now? That simple dancing of well-covered 

matrons, laying aside for an hour the cares of house and dairy, remembering but not affecting 

youth, not jealous but proud of the young maidens by their side—that holiday sprightliness of 

portly husbands paying little compliments to their wives, as if their courting days were come 

again—those lads and lasses a little confused and awkward with their partners, having nothing to 

say—it would be a pleasant variety to see all that sometimes, instead of low dresses and large 

skirts, and scanning glances exploring costumes, and languid men in lacquered boots smiling 

with double meaning. 



There was but one thing to mar Martin Poyser’s pleasure in this dance: it was that he was 

always in close contact with Luke Britton, that slovenly farmer. He thought of throwing a little 

glazed coldness into his eye in the crossing of hands; but then, as Miss Irwine was opposite to 

him instead of the offensive Luke, he might freeze the wrong person. So he gave his face up to 

hilarity, unchilled by moral judgments. 

How Hetty’s heart beat as Arthur approached her! He had hardly looked at her to-day: now he 

must take her hand. Would he press it? Would he look at her? She thought she would cry if he 

gave her no sign of feeling. Now he was there—he had taken her hand—yes, he was pressing it. 

Hetty turned pale as she looked up at him for an instant and met his eyes, before the dance 

carried him away. That pale look came upon Arthur like the beginning of a dull pain, which 

clung to him, though he must dance and smile and joke all the same. Hetty would look so, when 

he told her what he had to tell her; and he should never be able to bear it—he should be a fool 

and give way again. Hetty’s look did not really mean so much as he thought: it was only the sign 

of a struggle between the desire for him to notice her and the dread lest she should betray the 

desire to others. But Hetty’s face had a language that transcended her feelings. There are faces 

which nature charges with a meaning and pathos not belonging to the single human soul that 

flutters beneath them, but speaking the joys and sorrows of foregone generations—eyes that tell 

of deep love which doubtless has been and is somewhere, but not paired with these eyes—

perhaps paired with pale eyes that can say nothing; just as a national language may be instinct 

with poetry unfelt by the lips that use it. That look of Hetty’s oppressed Arthur with a dread 

which yet had something of a terrible unconfessed delight in it, that she loved him too well. 

There was a hard task before him, for at that moment he felt he would have given up three years 

of his youth for the happiness of abandoning himself without remorse to his passion for Hetty. 

These were the incongruous thoughts in his mind as he led Mrs. Poyser, who was panting with 

fatigue, and secretly resolving that neither judge nor jury should force her to dance another 

dance, to take a quiet rest in the dining-room, where supper was laid out for the guests to come 

and take it as they chose. 

“I’ve desired Hetty to remember as she’s got to dance wi’ you, sir,” said the good innocent 

woman; “for she’s so thoughtless, she’d be like enough to go an’ engage herself for ivery dance. 

So I told her not to promise too many.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Poyser,” said Arthur, not without a twinge. “Now, sit down in this 

comfortable chair, and here is Mills ready to give you what you would like best.” 

He hurried away to seek another matronly partner, for due honour must be paid to the married 

women before he asked any of the young ones; and the country-dances, and the stamping, and 

the gracious nodding, and the waving of the hands, went on joyously. 

At last the time had come for the fourth dance—longed for by the strong, grave Adam, as if he 

had been a delicate-handed youth of eighteen; for we are all very much alike when we are in our 

first love; and Adam had hardly ever touched Hetty’s hand for more than a transient greeting—

had never danced with her but once before. His eyes had followed her eagerly to-night in spite of 

himself, and had taken in deeper draughts of love. He thought she behaved so prettily, so quietly; 

she did not seem to be flirting at all, she smiled less than usual; there was almost a sweet sadness 



about her. “God bless her!” he said inwardly; “I’d make her life a happy ’un, if a strong arm to 

work for her, and a heart to love her, could do it.” 

And then there stole over him delicious thoughts of coming home from work, and drawing 

Hetty to his side, and feeling her cheek softly pressed against his, till he forgot where he was, 

and the music and the tread of feet might have been the falling of rain and the roaring of the 

wind, for what he knew. 

But now the third dance was ended, and he might go up to her and claim her hand. She was at 

the far end of the hall near the staircase, whispering with Molly, who had just given the sleeping 

Totty into her arms before running to fetch shawls and bonnets from the landing. Mrs. Poyser 

had taken the two boys away into the dining-room to give them some cake before they went 

home in the cart with Grandfather and Molly was to follow as fast as possible. 

“Let me hold her,” said Adam, as Molly turned upstairs; “the children are so heavy when 

they’re asleep.” 

Hetty was glad of the relief, for to hold Totty in her arms, standing, was not at all a pleasant 

variety to her. But this second transfer had the unfortunate effect of rousing Totty, who was not 

behind any child of her age in peevishness at an unseasonable awaking. While Hetty was in the 

act of placing her in Adam’s arms, and had not yet withdrawn her own, Totty opened her eyes, 

and forthwith fought out with her left fist at Adam’s arm, and with her right caught at the string 

of brown beads round Hetty’s neck. The locket leaped out from her frock, and the next moment 

the string was broken, and Hetty, helpless, saw beads and locket scattered wide on the floor. 

“My locket, my locket!” she said, in a loud frightened whisper to Adam; “never mind the 

beads.” 

Adam had already seen where the locket fell, for it had attracted his glance as it leaped out of 

her frock. It had fallen on the raised wooden dais where the band sat, not on the stone floor; and 

as Adam picked it up, he saw the glass with the dark and light locks of hair under it. It had fallen 

that side upwards, so the glass was not broken. He turned it over on his hand, and saw the 

enamelled gold back. 

“It isn’t hurt,” he said, as he held it towards Hetty, who was unable to take it because both her 

hands were occupied with Totty. 

“Oh, it doesn’t matter, I don’t mind about it,” said Hetty, who had been pale and was now red. 

“Not matter?” said Adam, gravely. “You seemed very frightened about it. I’ll hold it till you’re 

ready to take it,” he added, quietly closing his hand over it, that she might not think he wanted to 

look at it again. 

By this time Molly had come with bonnet and shawl, and as soon as she had taken Totty, 

Adam placed the locket in Hetty’s hand. She took it with an air of indifference and put it in her 

pocket, in her heart vexed and angry with Adam because he had seen it, but determined now that 

she would show no more signs of agitation. 

“See,” she said, “they’re taking their places to dance; let us go.” 



Adam assented silently. A puzzled alarm had taken possession of him. Had Hetty a lover he 

didn’t know of? For none of her relations, he was sure, would give her a locket like that; and 

none of her admirers, with whom he was acquainted, was in the position of an accepted lover, as 

the giver of that locket must be. Adam was lost in the utter impossibility of finding any person 

for his fears to alight on. He could only feel with a terrible pang that there was something in 

Hetty’s life unknown to him; that while he had been rocking himself in the hope that she would 

come to love him, she was already loving another. The pleasure of the dance with Hetty was 

gone; his eyes, when they rested on her, had an uneasy questioning expression in them; he could 

think of nothing to say to her; and she too was out of temper and disinclined to speak. They were 

both glad when the dance was ended. 

Adam was determined to stay no longer; no one wanted him, and no one would notice if he 

slipped away. As soon as he got out of doors, he began to walk at his habitual rapid pace, 

hurrying along without knowing why, busy with the painful thought that the memory of this day, 

so full of honour and promise to him, was poisoned for ever. Suddenly, when he was far on 

through the Chase, he stopped, startled by a flash of reviving hope. After all, he might be a fool, 

making a great misery out of a trifle. Hetty, fond of finery as she was, might have bought the 

thing herself. It looked too expensive for that—it looked like the things on white satin in the 

great jeweller’s shop at Rosseter. But Adam had very imperfect notions of the value of such 

things, and he thought it could certainly not cost more than a guinea. Perhaps Hetty had had as 

much as that in Christmas boxes, and there was no knowing but she might have been childish 

enough to spend it in that way; she was such a young thing, and she couldn’t help loving finery! 

But then, why had she been so frightened about it at first, and changed colour so, and afterwards 

pretended not to care? Oh, that was because she was ashamed of his seeing that she had such a 

smart thing—she was conscious that it was wrong for her to spend her money on it, and she 

knew that Adam disapproved of finery. It was a proof she cared about what he liked and disliked. 

She must have thought from his silence and gravity afterwards that he was very much displeased 

with her, that he was inclined to be harsh and severe towards her foibles. And as he walked on 

more quietly, chewing the cud of this new hope, his only uneasiness was that he had behaved in a 

way which might chill Hetty’s feeling towards him. For this last view of the matter must be the 

true one. How could Hetty have an accepted lover, quite unknown to him? She was never away 

from her uncle’s house for more than a day; she could have no acquaintances that did not come 

there, and no intimacies unknown to her uncle and aunt. It would be folly to believe that the 

locket was given to her by a lover. The little ring of dark hair he felt sure was her own; he could 

form no guess about the light hair under it, for he had not seen it very distinctly. It might be a bit 

of her father’s or mother’s, who had died when she was a child, and she would naturally put a bit 

of her own along with it. 

And so Adam went to bed comforted, having woven for himself an ingenious web of 

probabilities—the surest screen a wise man can place between himself and the truth. His last 

waking thoughts melted into a dream that he was with Hetty again at the Hall Farm, and that he 

was asking her to forgive him for being so cold and silent. 

And while he was dreaming this, Arthur was leading Hetty to the dance and saying to her in 

low hurried tones, “I shall be in the wood the day after to-morrow at seven; come as early as you 

can.” And Hetty’s foolish joys and hopes, which had flown away for a little space, scared by a 

mere nothing, now all came fluttering back, unconscious of the real peril. She was happy for the 



first time this long day, and wished that dance would last for hours. Arthur wished it too; it was 

the last weakness he meant to indulge in; and a man never lies with more delicious languor under 

the influence of a passion than when he has persuaded himself that he shall subdue it to-morrow. 

But Mrs. Poyser’s wishes were quite the reverse of this, for her mind was filled with dreary 

forebodings as to the retardation of to-morrow morning’s cheese in consequence of these late 

hours. Now that Hetty had done her duty and danced one dance with the young squire, Mr. 

Poyser must go out and see if the cart was come back to fetch them, for it was half-past ten 

o’clock, and notwithstanding a mild suggestion on his part that it would be bad manners for them 

to be the first to go, Mrs. Poyser was resolute on the point, “manners or no manners.” 

“What! Going already, Mrs. Poyser?” said old Mr. Donnithorne, as she came to curtsy and 

take leave; “I thought we should not part with any of our guests till eleven. Mrs. Irwine and I, 

who are elderly people, think of sitting out the dance till then.” 

“Oh, Your Honour, it’s all right and proper for gentlefolks to stay up by candlelight—they’ve 

got no cheese on their minds. We’re late enough as it is, an’ there’s no lettin’ the cows know as 

they mustn’t want to be milked so early to-morrow mornin’. So, if you’ll please t’ excuse us, 

we’ll take our leave.” 

“Eh!” she said to her husband, as they set off in the cart, “I’d sooner ha’ brewin’ day and 

washin’ day together than one o’ these pleasurin’ days. There’s no work so tirin’ as danglin’ 

about an’ starin’ an’ not rightly knowin’ what you’re goin’ to do next; and keepin’ your face i’ 

smilin’ order like a grocer o’ market-day for fear people shouldna think you civil enough. An’ 

you’ve nothing to show for’t when it’s done, if it isn’t a yallow face wi’ eatin’ things as 

disagree.” 

“Nay, nay,” said Mr. Poyser, who was in his merriest mood, and felt that he had had a great 

day, “a bit o’ pleasuring’s good for thee sometimes. An’ thee danc’st as well as any of ’em, for 

I’ll back thee against all the wives i’ the parish for a light foot an’ ankle. An’ it was a great 

honour for the young squire to ask thee first—I reckon it was because I sat at th’ head o’ the 

table an’ made the speech. An’ Hetty too—she never had such a partner before—a fine young 

gentleman in reg’mentals. It’ll serve you to talk on, Hetty, when you’re an old woman—how you 

danced wi’ th’ young squire the day he come o’ age.” 

  



Book Fourth 

Chapter XXVII A crisis 

It was beyond the middle of August—nearly three weeks after the birthday feast. The reaping 

of the wheat had begun in our north midland county of Loamshire, but the harvest was likely still 

to be retarded by the heavy rains, which were causing inundations and much damage throughout 

the country. From this last trouble the Broxton and Hayslope farmers, on their pleasant uplands 

and in their brook-watered valleys, had not suffered, and as I cannot pretend that they were such 

exceptional farmers as to love the general good better than their own, you will infer that they 

were not in very low spirits about the rapid rise in the price of bread, so long as there was hope 

of gathering in their own corn undamaged; and occasional days of sunshine and drying winds 

flattered this hope. 

The eighteenth of August was one of these days when the sunshine looked brighter in all eyes 

for the gloom that went before. Grand masses of cloud were hurried across the blue, and the 

great round hills behind the Chase seemed alive with their flying shadows; the sun was hidden 

for a moment, and then shone out warm again like a recovered joy; the leaves, still green, were 

tossed off the hedgerow trees by the wind; around the farmhouses there was a sound of clapping 

doors; the apples fell in the orchards; and the stray horses on the green sides of the lanes and on 

the common had their manes blown about their faces. And yet the wind seemed only part of the 

general gladness because the sun was shining. A merry day for the children, who ran and shouted 

to see if they could top the wind with their voices; and the grown-up people too were in good 

spirits, inclined to believe in yet finer days, when the wind had fallen. If only the corn were not 

ripe enough to be blown out of the husk and scattered as untimely seed! 

And yet a day on which a blighting sorrow may fall upon a man. For if it be true that Nature at 

certain moments seems charged with a presentiment of one individual lot must it not also be true 

that she seems unmindful, unconscious of another? For there is no hour that has not its births of 

gladness and despair, no morning brightness that does not bring new sickness to desolation as 

well as new forces to genius and love. There are so many of us, and our lots are so different, 

what wonder that Nature’s mood is often in harsh contrast with the great crisis of our lives? We 

are children of a large family, and must learn, as such children do, not to expect that our hurts 

will be made much of—to be content with little nurture and caressing, and help each other the 

more. 

It was a busy day with Adam, who of late had done almost double work, for he was continuing 

to act as foreman for Jonathan Burge, until some satisfactory person could be found to supply his 

place, and Jonathan was slow to find that person. But he had done the extra work cheerfully, for 

his hopes were buoyant again about Hetty. Every time she had seen him since the birthday, she 

had seemed to make an effort to behave all the more kindly to him, that she might make him 

understand she had forgiven his silence and coldness during the dance. He had never mentioned 

the locket to her again; too happy that she smiled at him—still happier because he observed in 

her a more subdued air, something that he interpreted as the growth of womanly tenderness and 

seriousness. “Ah!” he thought, again and again, “she’s only seventeen; she’ll be thoughtful 

enough after a while. And her aunt allays says how clever she is at the work. She’ll make a wife 



as Mother’ll have no occasion to grumble at, after all.” To be sure, he had only seen her at home 

twice since the birthday; for one Sunday, when he was intending to go from church to the Hall 

Farm, Hetty had joined the party of upper servants from the Chase and had gone home with 

them—almost as if she were inclined to encourage Mr. Craig. “She’s takin’ too much likin’ to 

them folks i’ the housekeeper’s room,” Mrs. Poyser remarked. “For my part, I was never 

overfond o’ gentlefolks’s servants—they’re mostly like the fine ladies’ fat dogs, nayther good for 

barking nor butcher’s meat, but on’y for show.” And another evening she was gone to 

Treddleston to buy some things; though, to his great surprise, as he was returning home, he saw 

her at a distance getting over a stile quite out of the Treddleston road. But, when he hastened to 

her, she was very kind, and asked him to go in again when he had taken her to the yard gate. She 

had gone a little farther into the fields after coming from Treddleston because she didn’t want to 

go in, she said: it was so nice to be out of doors, and her aunt always made such a fuss about it if 

she wanted to go out. “Oh, do come in with me!” she said, as he was going to shake hands with 

her at the gate, and he could not resist that. So he went in, and Mrs. Poyser was contented with 

only a slight remark on Hetty’s being later than was expected; while Hetty, who had looked out 

of spirits when he met her, smiled and talked and waited on them all with unusual promptitude. 

That was the last time he had seen her; but he meant to make leisure for going to the Farm to-

morrow. To-day, he knew, was her day for going to the Chase to sew with the lady’s maid, so he 

would get as much work done as possible this evening, that the next might be clear. 

One piece of work that Adam was superintending was some slight repairs at the Chase Farm, 

which had been hitherto occupied by Satchell, as bailiff, but which it was now rumoured that the 

old squire was going to let to a smart man in top-boots, who had been seen to ride over it one 

day. Nothing but the desire to get a tenant could account for the squire’s undertaking repairs, 

though the Saturday-evening party at Mr. Casson’s agreed over their pipes that no man in his 

senses would take the Chase Farm unless there was a bit more ploughland laid to it. However 

that might be, the repairs were ordered to be executed with all dispatch, and Adam, acting for 

Mr. Burge, was carrying out the order with his usual energy. But to-day, having been occupied 

elsewhere, he had not been able to arrive at the Chase Farm till late in the afternoon, and he then 

discovered that some old roofing, which he had calculated on preserving, had given way. There 

was clearly no good to be done with this part of the building without pulling it all down, and 

Adam immediately saw in his mind a plan for building it up again, so as to make the most 

convenient of cow-sheds and calf-pens, with a hovel for implements; and all without any great 

expense for materials. So, when the workmen were gone, he sat down, took out his pocket-book, 

and busied himself with sketching a plan, and making a specification of the expenses that he 

might show it to Burge the next morning, and set him on persuading the squire to consent. To 

“make a good job” of anything, however small, was always a pleasure to Adam, and he sat on a 

block, with his book resting on a planing-table, whistling low every now and then and turning his 

head on one side with a just perceptible smile of gratification—of pride, too, for if Adam loved a 

bit of good work, he loved also to think, “I did it!” And I believe the only people who are free 

from that weakness are those who have no work to call their own. It was nearly seven before he 

had finished and put on his jacket again; and on giving a last look round, he observed that Seth, 

who had been working here to-day, had left his basket of tools behind him. “Why, th’ lad’s 

forgot his tools,” thought Adam, “and he’s got to work up at the shop to-morrow. There never 

was such a chap for wool-gathering; he’d leave his head behind him, if it was loose. However, 

it’s lucky I’ve seen ’em; I’ll carry ’em home.” 



The buildings of the Chase Farm lay at one extremity of the Chase, at about ten minutes’ 

walking distance from the Abbey. Adam had come thither on his pony, intending to ride to the 

stables and put up his nag on his way home. At the stables he encountered Mr. Craig, who had 

come to look at the captain’s new horse, on which he was to ride away the day after to-morrow; 

and Mr. Craig detained him to tell how all the servants were to collect at the gate of the courtyard 

to wish the young squire luck as he rode out; so that by the time Adam had got into the Chase, 

and was striding along with the basket of tools over his shoulder, the sun was on the point of 

setting, and was sending level crimson rays among the great trunks of the old oaks, and touching 

every bare patch of ground with a transient glory that made it look like a jewel dropt upon the 

grass. The wind had fallen now, and there was only enough breeze to stir the delicate-stemmed 

leaves. Any one who had been sitting in the house all day would have been glad to walk now; but 

Adam had been quite enough in the open air to wish to shorten his way home, and he bethought 

himself that he might do so by striking across the Chase and going through the Grove, where he 

had never been for years. He hurried on across the Chase, stalking along the narrow paths 

between the fern, with Gyp at his heels, not lingering to watch the magnificent changes of the 

light—hardly once thinking of it—yet feeling its presence in a certain calm happy awe which 

mingled itself with his busy working-day thoughts. How could he help feeling it? The very deer 

felt it, and were more timid. 

Presently Adam’s thoughts recurred to what Mr. Craig had said about Arthur Donnithorne, and 

pictured his going away, and the changes that might take place before he came back; then they 

travelled back affectionately over the old scenes of boyish companionship, and dwelt on Arthur’s 

good qualities, which Adam had a pride in, as we all have in the virtues of the superior who 

honours us. A nature like Adam’s, with a great need of love and reverence in it, depends for so 

much of its happiness on what it can believe and feel about others! And he had no ideal world of 

dead heroes; he knew little of the life of men in the past; he must find the beings to whom he 

could cling with loving admiration among those who came within speech of him. These pleasant 

thoughts about Arthur brought a milder expression than usual into his keen rough face: perhaps 

they were the reason why, when he opened the old green gate leading into the Grove, he paused 

to pat Gyp and say a kind word to him. 

After that pause, he strode on again along the broad winding path through the Grove. What 

grand beeches! Adam delighted in a fine tree of all things; as the fisherman’s sight is keenest on 

the sea, so Adam’s perceptions were more at home with trees than with other objects. He kept 

them in his memory, as a painter does, with all the flecks and knots in their bark, all the curves 

and angles of their boughs, and had often calculated the height and contents of a trunk to a 

nicety, as he stood looking at it. No wonder that, not-withstanding his desire to get on, he could 

not help pausing to look at a curious large beech which he had seen standing before him at a 

turning in the road, and convince himself that it was not two trees wedded together, but only one. 

For the rest of his life he remembered that moment when he was calmly examining the beech, as 

a man remembers his last glimpse of the home where his youth was passed, before the road 

turned, and he saw it no more. The beech stood at the last turning before the Grove ended in an 

archway of boughs that let in the eastern light; and as Adam stepped away from the tree to 

continue his walk, his eyes fell on two figures about twenty yards before him. 

He remained as motionless as a statue, and turned almost as pale. The two figures were 

standing opposite to each other, with clasped hands about to part; and while they were bending to 



kiss, Gyp, who had been running among the brushwood, came out, caught sight of them, and 

gave a sharp bark. They separated with a start—one hurried through the gate out of the Grove, 

and the other, turning round, walked slowly, with a sort of saunter, towards Adam who still stood 

transfixed and pale, clutching tighter the stick with which he held the basket of tools over his 

shoulder, and looking at the approaching figure with eyes in which amazement was fast turning 

to fierceness. 

Arthur Donnithorne looked flushed and excited; he had tried to make unpleasant feelings more 

bearable by drinking a little more wine than usual at dinner to-day, and was still enough under its 

flattering influence to think more lightly of this unwished-for rencontre with Adam than he 

would otherwise have done. After all, Adam was the best person who could have happened to 

see him and Hetty together—he was a sensible fellow, and would not babble about it to other 

people. Arthur felt confident that he could laugh the thing off and explain it away. And so he 

sauntered forward with elaborate carelessness—his flushed face, his evening dress of fine cloth 

and fine linen, his hands half-thrust into his waistcoat pockets, all shone upon by the strange 

evening light which the light clouds had caught up even to the zenith, and were now shedding 

down between the topmost branches above him. 

Adam was still motionless, looking at him as he came up. He understood it all now—the 

locket and everything else that had been doubtful to him: a terrible scorching light showed him 

the hidden letters that changed the meaning of the past. If he had moved a muscle, he must 

inevitably have sprung upon Arthur like a tiger; and in the conflicting emotions that filled those 

long moments, he had told himself that he would not give loose to passion, he would only speak 

the right thing. He stood as if petrified by an unseen force, but the force was his own strong will. 

“Well, Adam,” said Arthur, “you’ve been looking at the fine old beeches, eh? They’re not to 

be come near by the hatchet, though; this is a sacred grove. I overtook pretty little Hetty Sorrel as 

I was coming to my den—the Hermitage, there. She ought not to come home this way so late. So 

I took care of her to the gate, and asked for a kiss for my pains. But I must get back now, for this 

road is confoundedly damp. Good-night, Adam. I shall see you to-morrow—to say good-bye, 

you know.” 

Arthur was too much preoccupied with the part he was playing himself to be thoroughly aware 

of the expression in Adam’s face. He did not look directly at Adam, but glanced carelessly round 

at the trees and then lifted up one foot to look at the sole of his boot. He cared to say no more—

he had thrown quite dust enough into honest Adam’s eyes—and as he spoke the last words, he 

walked on. 

“Stop a bit, sir,” said Adam, in a hard peremptory voice, without turning round. “I’ve got a 

word to say to you.” 

Arthur paused in surprise. Susceptible persons are more affected by a change of tone than by 

unexpected words, and Arthur had the susceptibility of a nature at once affectionate and vain. He 

was still more surprised when he saw that Adam had not moved, but stood with his back to him, 

as if summoning him to return. What did he mean? He was going to make a serious business of 

this affair. Arthur felt his temper rising. A patronising disposition always has its meaner side, and 

in the confusion of his irritation and alarm there entered the feeling that a man to whom he had 

shown so much favour as to Adam was not in a position to criticize his conduct. And yet he was 



dominated, as one who feels himself in the wrong always is, by the man whose good opinion he 

cares for. In spite of pride and temper, there was as much deprecation as anger in his voice when 

he said, “What do you mean, Adam?” 

“I mean, sir”—answered Adam, in the same harsh voice, still without turning round—“I mean, 

sir, that you don’t deceive me by your light words. This is not the first time you’ve met Hetty 

Sorrel in this grove, and this is not the first time you’ve kissed her.” 

Arthur felt a startled uncertainty how far Adam was speaking from knowledge, and how far 

from mere inference. And this uncertainty, which prevented him from contriving a prudent 

answer, heightened his irritation. He said, in a high sharp tone, “Well, sir, what then?” 

“Why, then, instead of acting like th’ upright, honourable man we’ve all believed you to be, 

you’ve been acting the part of a selfish light-minded scoundrel. You know as well as I do what 

it’s to lead to when a gentleman like you kisses and makes love to a young woman like Hetty, 

and gives her presents as she’s frightened for other folks to see. And I say it again, you’re acting 

the part of a selfish light-minded scoundrel though it cuts me to th’ heart to say so, and I’d rather 

ha’ lost my right hand.” 

“Let me tell you, Adam,” said Arthur, bridling his growing anger and trying to recur to his 

careless tone, “you’re not only devilishly impertinent, but you’re talking nonsense. Every pretty 

girl is not such a fool as you, to suppose that when a gentleman admires her beauty and pays her 

a little attention, he must mean something particular. Every man likes to flirt with a pretty girl, 

and every pretty girl likes to be flirted with. The wider the distance between them, the less harm 

there is, for then she’s not likely to deceive herself.” 

“I don’t know what you mean by flirting,” said Adam, “but if you mean behaving to a woman 

as if you loved her, and yet not loving her all the while, I say that’s not th’ action of an honest 

man, and what isn’t honest does come t’ harm. I’m not a fool, and you’re not a fool, and you 

know better than what you’re saying. You know it couldn’t be made public as you’ve behaved to 

Hetty as y’ have done without her losing her character and bringing shame and trouble on her 

and her relations. What if you meant nothing by your kissing and your presents? Other folks 

won’t believe as you’ve meant nothing; and don’t tell me about her not deceiving herself. I tell 

you as you’ve filled her mind so with the thought of you as it’ll mayhap poison her life, and 

she’ll never love another man as ’ud make her a good husband.” 

Arthur had felt a sudden relief while Adam was speaking; he perceived that Adam had no 

positive knowledge of the past, and that there was no irrevocable damage done by this evening’s 

unfortunate rencontre. Adam could still be deceived. The candid Arthur had brought himself into 

a position in which successful lying was his only hope. The hope allayed his anger a little. 

“Well, Adam,” he said, in a tone of friendly concession, “you’re perhaps right. Perhaps I’ve 

gone a little too far in taking notice of the pretty little thing and stealing a kiss now and then. 

You’re such a grave, steady fellow, you don’t understand the temptation to such trifling. I’m sure 

I wouldn’t bring any trouble or annoyance on her and the good Poysers on any account if I could 

help it. But I think you look a little too seriously at it. You know I’m going away immediately, so 

I shan’t make any more mistakes of the kind. But let us say good-night”—Arthur here turned 

round to walk on—“and talk no more about the matter. The whole thing will soon be forgotten.” 



“No, by God!” Adam burst out with rage that could be controlled no longer, throwing down 

the basket of tools and striding forward till he was right in front of Arthur. All his jealousy and 

sense of personal injury, which he had been hitherto trying to keep under, had leaped up and 

mastered him. What man of us, in the first moments of a sharp agony, could ever feel that the 

fellow-man who has been the medium of inflicting it did not mean to hurt us? In our instinctive 

rebellion against pain, we are children again, and demand an active will to wreak our vengeance 

on. Adam at this moment could only feel that he had been robbed of Hetty—robbed 

treacherously by the man in whom he had trusted—and he stood close in front of Arthur, with 

fierce eyes glaring at him, with pale lips and clenched hands, the hard tones in which he had 

hitherto been constraining himself to express no more than a just indignation giving way to a 

deep agitated voice that seemed to shake him as he spoke. 

“No, it’ll not be soon forgot, as you’ve come in between her and me, when she might ha’ loved 

me—it’ll not soon be forgot as you’ve robbed me o’ my happiness, while I thought you was my 

best friend, and a noble-minded man, as I was proud to work for. And you’ve been kissing her, 

and meaning nothing, have you? And I never kissed her i’ my life—but I’d ha’ worked hard for 

years for the right to kiss her. And you make light of it. You think little o’ doing what may 

damage other folks, so as you get your bit o’ trifling, as means nothing. I throw back your 

favours, for you’re not the man I took you for. I’ll never count you my friend any more. I’d 

rather you’d act as my enemy, and fight me where I stand—it’s all th’ amends you can make 

me.” 

Poor Adam, possessed by rage that could find no other vent, began to throw off his coat and 

his cap, too blind with passion to notice the change that had taken place in Arthur while he was 

speaking. Arthur’s lips were now as pale as Adam’s; his heart was beating violently. The 

discovery that Adam loved Hetty was a shock which made him for the moment see himself in the 

light of Adam’s indignation, and regard Adam’s suffering as not merely a consequence, but an 

element of his error. The words of hatred and contempt—the first he had ever heard in his life—

seemed like scorching missiles that were making ineffaceable scars on him. All screening self-

excuse, which rarely falls quite away while others respect us, forsook him for an instant, and he 

stood face to face with the first great irrevocable evil he had ever committed. He was only 

twenty-one, and three months ago—nay, much later—he had thought proudly that no man should 

ever be able to reproach him justly. His first impulse, if there had been time for it, would perhaps 

have been to utter words of propitiation; but Adam had no sooner thrown off his coat and cap 

than he became aware that Arthur was standing pale and motionless, with his hands still thrust in 

his waistcoat pockets. 

“What!” he said, “won’t you fight me like a man? You know I won’t strike you while you 

stand so.” 

“Go away, Adam,” said Arthur, “I don’t want to fight you.” 

“No,” said Adam, bitterly; “you don’t want to fight me—you think I’m a common man, as you 

can injure without answering for it.” 

“I never meant to injure you,” said Arthur, with returning anger. “I didn’t know you loved 

her.” 



“But you’ve made her love you,” said Adam. “You’re a double-faced man—I’ll never believe 

a word you say again.” 

“Go away, I tell you,” said Arthur, angrily, “or we shall both repent.” 

“No,” said Adam, with a convulsed voice, “I swear I won’t go away without fighting you. Do 

you want provoking any more? I tell you you’re a coward and a scoundrel, and I despise you.” 

The colour had all rushed back to Arthur’s face; in a moment his right hand was clenched, and 

dealt a blow like lightning, which sent Adam staggering backward. His blood was as thoroughly 

up as Adam’s now, and the two men, forgetting the emotions that had gone before, fought with 

the instinctive fierceness of panthers in the deepening twilight darkened by the trees. The 

delicate-handed gentleman was a match for the workman in everything but strength, and Arthur’s 

skill enabled him to protract the struggle for some long moments. But between unarmed men the 

battle is to the strong, where the strong is no blunderer, and Arthur must sink under a well-

planted blow of Adam’s as a steel rod is broken by an iron bar. The blow soon came, and Arthur 

fell, his head lying concealed in a tuft of fern, so that Adam could only discern his darkly clad 

body. 

He stood still in the dim light waiting for Arthur to rise. 

The blow had been given now, towards which he had been straining all the force of nerve and 

muscle—and what was the good of it? What had he done by fighting? Only satisfied his own 

passion, only wreaked his own vengeance. He had not rescued Hetty, nor changed the past—

there it was, just as it had been, and he sickened at the vanity of his own rage. 

But why did not Arthur rise? He was perfectly motionless, and the time seemed long to Adam. 

Good God! had the blow been too much for him? Adam shuddered at the thought of his own 

strength, as with the oncoming of this dread he knelt down by Arthur’s side and lifted his head 

from among the fern. There was no sign of life: the eyes and teeth were set. The horror that 

rushed over Adam completely mastered him, and forced upon him its own belief. He could feel 

nothing but that death was in Arthur’s face, and that he was helpless before it. He made not a 

single movement, but knelt like an image of despair gazing at an image of death. 

  



Chapter XXVIII A Dilemma 

It was only a few minutes measured by the clock—though Adam always thought it had been a 

long while—before he perceived a gleam of consciousness in Arthur’s face and a slight shiver 

through his frame. The intense joy that flooded his soul brought back some of the old affection 

with it. 

“Do you feel any pain, sir?” he said, tenderly, loosening Arthur’s cravat. 

Arthur turned his eyes on Adam with a vague stare which gave way to a slightly startled 

motion as if from the shock of returning memory. But he only shivered again and said nothing. 

“Do you feel any hurt, sir?” Adam said again, with a trembling in his voice. 

Arthur put his hand up to his waistcoat buttons, and when Adam had unbuttoned it, he took a 

longer breath. “Lay my head down,” he said, faintly, “and get me some water if you can.” 

Adam laid the head down gently on the fern again, and emptying the tools out of the flag-

basket, hurried through the trees to the edge of the Grove bordering on the Chase, where a brook 

ran below the bank. 

When he returned with his basket leaking, but still half-full, Arthur looked at him with a more 

thoroughly reawakened consciousness. 

“Can you drink a drop out o’ your hand, sir?” said Adam, kneeling down again to lift up 

Arthur’s head. 

“No,” said Arthur, “dip my cravat in and souse it on my head.” 

The water seemed to do him some good, for he presently raised himself a little higher, resting 

on Adam’s arm. 

“Do you feel any hurt inside sir?” Adam asked again 

“No—no hurt,” said Arthur, still faintly, “but rather done up.” 

After a while he said, “I suppose I fainted away when you knocked me down.” 

“Yes, sir, thank God,” said Adam. “I thought it was worse.” 

“What! You thought you’d done for me, eh? Come help me on my legs.” 

“I feel terribly shaky and dizzy,” Arthur said, as he stood leaning on Adam’s arm; “that blow 

of yours must have come against me like a battering-ram. I don’t believe I can walk alone.” 

“Lean on me, sir; I’ll get you along,” said Adam. “Or, will you sit down a bit longer, on my 

coat here, and I’ll prop y’ up. You’ll perhaps be better in a minute or two.” 

“No,” said Arthur. “I’ll go to the Hermitage—I think I’ve got some brandy there. There’s a 

short road to it a little farther on, near the gate. If you’ll just help me on.” 



They walked slowly, with frequent pauses, but without speaking again. In both of them, the 

concentration in the present which had attended the first moments of Arthur’s revival had now 

given way to a vivid recollection of the previous scene. It was nearly dark in the narrow path 

among the trees, but within the circle of fir-trees round the Hermitage there was room for the 

growing moonlight to enter in at the windows. Their steps were noiseless on the thick carpet of 

fir-needles, and the outward stillness seemed to heighten their inward consciousness, as Arthur 

took the key out of his pocket and placed it in Adam’s hand, for him to open the door. Adam had 

not known before that Arthur had furnished the old Hermitage and made it a retreat for himself, 

and it was a surprise to him when he opened the door to see a snug room with all the signs of 

frequent habitation. 

Arthur loosed Adam’s arm and threw himself on the ottoman. “You’ll see my hunting-bottle 

somewhere,” he said. “A leather case with a bottle and glass in.” 

Adam was not long in finding the case. “There’s very little brandy in it, sir,” he said, turning it 

downwards over the glass, as he held it before the window; “hardly this little glassful.” 

“Well, give me that,” said Arthur, with the peevishness of physical depression. When he had 

taken some sips, Adam said, “Hadn’t I better run to th’ house, sir, and get some more brandy? I 

can be there and back pretty soon. It’ll be a stiff walk home for you, if you don’t have something 

to revive you.” 

“Yes—go. But don’t say I’m ill. Ask for my man Pym, and tell him to get it from Mills, and 

not to say I’m at the Hermitage. Get some water too.” 

Adam was relieved to have an active task—both of them were relieved to be apart from each 

other for a short time. But Adam’s swift pace could not still the eager pain of thinking—of living 

again with concentrated suffering through the last wretched hour, and looking out from it over all 

the new sad future. 

Arthur lay still for some minutes after Adam was gone, but presently he rose feebly from the 

ottoman and peered about slowly in the broken moonlight, seeking something. It was a short bit 

of wax candle that stood amongst a confusion of writing and drawing materials. There was more 

searching for the means of lighting the candle, and when that was done, he went cautiously round 

the room, as if wishing to assure himself of the presence or absence of something. At last he had 

found a slight thing, which he put first in his pocket, and then, on a second thought, took out 

again and thrust deep down into a waste-paper basket. It was a woman’s little, pink, silk 

neckerchief. He set the candle on the table, and threw himself down on the ottoman again, 

exhausted with the effort. 

When Adam came back with his supplies, his entrance awoke Arthur from a doze. 

“That’s right,” Arthur said; “I’m tremendously in want of some brandy-vigour.” 

“I’m glad to see you’ve got a light, sir,” said Adam. “I’ve been thinking I’d better have asked 

for a lanthorn.” 

“No, no; the candle will last long enough—I shall soon be up to walking home now.” 



“I can’t go before I’ve seen you safe home, sir,” said Adam, hesitatingly. 

“No: it will be better for you to stay—sit down.” 

Adam sat down, and they remained opposite to each other in uneasy silence, while Arthur 

slowly drank brandy-and-water, with visibly renovating effect. He began to lie in a more 

voluntary position, and looked as if he were less overpowered by bodily sensations. Adam was 

keenly alive to these indications, and as his anxiety about Arthur’s condition began to be allayed, 

he felt more of that impatience which every one knows who has had his just indignation 

suspended by the physical state of the culprit. Yet there was one thing on his mind to be done 

before he could recur to remonstrance: it was to confess what had been unjust in his own words. 

Perhaps he longed all the more to make this confession, that his indignation might be free again; 

and as he saw the signs of returning ease in Arthur, the words again and again came to his lips 

and went back, checked by the thought that it would be better to leave everything till to-morrow. 

As long as they were silent they did not look at each other, and a foreboding came across Adam 

that if they began to speak as though they remembered the past—if they looked at each other 

with full recognition—they must take fire again. So they sat in silence till the bit of wax candle 

flickered low in the socket, the silence all the while becoming more irksome to Adam. Arthur 

had just poured out some more brandy-and-water, and he threw one arm behind his head and 

drew up one leg in an attitude of recovered ease, which was an irresistible temptation to Adam to 

speak what was on his mind. 

“You begin to feel more yourself again, sir,” he said, as the candle went out and they were 

half-hidden from each other in the faint moonlight. 

“Yes: I don’t feel good for much—very lazy, and not inclined to move; but I’ll go home when 

I’ve taken this dose.” 

There was a slight pause before Adam said, “My temper got the better of me, and I said things 

as wasn’t true. I’d no right to speak as if you’d known you was doing me an injury: you’d no 

grounds for knowing it; I’ve always kept what I felt for her as secret as I could.” 

He paused again before he went on. 

“And perhaps I judged you too harsh—I’m apt to be harsh—and you may have acted out o’ 

thoughtlessness more than I should ha’ believed was possible for a man with a heart and a 

conscience. We’re not all put together alike, and we may misjudge one another. God knows, it’s 

all the joy I could have now, to think the best of you.” 

Arthur wanted to go home without saying any more—he was too painfully embarrassed in 

mind, as well as too weak in body, to wish for any further explanation to-night. And yet it was a 

relief to him that Adam reopened the subject in a way the least difficult for him to answer. 

Arthur was in the wretched position of an open, generous man who has committed an error 

which makes deception seem a necessity. The native impulse to give truth in return for truth, to 

meet trust with frank confession, must be suppressed, and duty was becoming a question of 

tactics. His deed was reacting upon him—was already governing him tyrannously and forcing 

him into a course that jarred with his habitual feelings. The only aim that seemed admissible to 

him now was to deceive Adam to the utmost: to make Adam think better of him than he 

deserved. And when he heard the words of honest retractation—when he heard the sad appeal 



with which Adam ended—he was obliged to rejoice in the remains of ignorant confidence it 

implied. He did not answer immediately, for he had to be judicious and not truthful. 

“Say no more about our anger, Adam,” he said, at last, very languidly, for the labour of speech 

was unwelcome to him; “I forgive your momentary injustice—it was quite natural, with the 

exaggerated notions you had in your mind. We shall be none the worse friends in future, I hope, 

because we’ve fought. You had the best of it, and that was as it should be, for I believe I’ve been 

most in the wrong of the two. Come, let us shake hands.” 

Arthur held out his hand, but Adam sat still. 

“I don’t like to say ‘No’ to that, sir,” he said, “but I can’t shake hands till it’s clear what we 

mean by’t. I was wrong when I spoke as if you’d done me an injury knowingly, but I wasn’t 

wrong in what I said before, about your behaviour t’ Hetty, and I can’t shake hands with you as 

if I held you my friend the same as ever till you’ve cleared that up better.” 

Arthur swallowed his pride and resentment as he drew back his hand. He was silent for some 

moments, and then said, as indifferently as he could, “I don’t know what you mean by clearing 

up, Adam. I’ve told you already that you think too seriously of a little flirtation. But if you are 

right in supposing there is any danger in it—I’m going away on Saturday, and there will be an 

end of it. As for the pain it has given you, I’m heartily sorry for it. I can say no more.” 

Adam said nothing, but rose from his chair and stood with his face towards one of the 

windows, as if looking at the blackness of the moonlit fir-trees; but he was in reality conscious of 

nothing but the conflict within him. It was of no use now—his resolution not to speak till to-

morrow. He must speak there and then. But it was several minutes before he turned round and 

stepped nearer to Arthur, standing and looking down on him as he lay. 

“It’ll be better for me to speak plain,” he said, with evident effort, “though it’s hard work. You 

see, sir, this isn’t a trifle to me, whatever it may be to you. I’m none o’ them men as can go 

making love first to one woman and then t’ another, and don’t think it much odds which of ’em I 

take. What I feel for Hetty’s a different sort o’ love, such as I believe nobody can know much 

about but them as feel it and God as has given it to ’em. She’s more nor everything else to me, 

all but my conscience and my good name. And if it’s true what you’ve been saying all along—

and if it’s only been trifling and flirting as you call it, as ’ll be put an end to by your going 

away—why, then, I’d wait, and hope her heart ’ud turn to me after all. I’m loath to think you’d 

speak false to me, and I’ll believe your word, however things may look.” 

“You would be wronging Hetty more than me not to believe it,” said Arthur, almost violently, 

starting up from the ottoman and moving away. But he threw himself into a chair again directly, 

saying, more feebly, “You seem to forget that, in suspecting me, you are casting imputations 

upon her.” 

“Nay, sir,” Adam said, in a calmer voice, as if he were half-relieved—for he was too 

straightforward to make a distinction between a direct falsehood and an indirect one—“Nay, sir, 

things don’t lie level between Hetty and you. You’re acting with your eyes open, whatever you 

may do; but how do you know what’s been in her mind? She’s all but a child—as any man with a 

conscience in him ought to feel bound to take care on. And whatever you may think, I know 

you’ve disturbed her mind. I know she’s been fixing her heart on you, for there’s a many things 



clear to me now as I didn’t understand before. But you seem to make light o’ what she may 

feel—you don’t think o’ that.” 

“Good God, Adam, let me alone!” Arthur burst out impetuously; “I feel it enough without your 

worrying me.” 

He was aware of his indiscretion as soon as the words had escaped him. 

“Well, then, if you feel it,” Adam rejoined, eagerly; “if you feel as you may ha’ put false 

notions into her mind, and made her believe as you loved her, when all the while you meant 

nothing, I’ve this demand to make of you—I’m not speaking for myself, but for her. I ask you t’ 

undeceive her before you go away. Y’aren’t going away for ever, and if you leave her behind 

with a notion in her head o’ your feeling about her the same as she feels about you, she’ll be 

hankering after you, and the mischief may get worse. It may be a smart to her now, but it’ll save 

her pain i’ th’ end. I ask you to write a letter—you may trust to my seeing as she gets it. Tell her 

the truth, and take blame to yourself for behaving as you’d no right to do to a young woman as 

isn’t your equal. I speak plain, sir, but I can’t speak any other way. There’s nobody can take care 

o’ Hetty in this thing but me.” 

“I can do what I think needful in the matter,” said Arthur, more and more irritated by mingled 

distress and perplexity, “without giving promises to you. I shall take what measures I think 

proper.” 

“No,” said Adam, in an abrupt decided tone, “that won’t do. I must know what ground I’m 

treading on. I must be safe as you’ve put an end to what ought never to ha’ been begun. I don’t 

forget what’s owing to you as a gentleman, but in this thing we’re man and man, and I can’t give 

up.” 

There was no answer for some moments. Then Arthur said, “I’ll see you to-morrow. I can bear 

no more now; I’m ill.” He rose as he spoke, and reached his cap, as if intending to go. 

“You won’t see her again!” Adam exclaimed, with a flash of recurring anger and suspicion, 

moving towards the door and placing his back against it. “Either tell me she can never be my 

wife—tell me you’ve been lying—or else promise me what I’ve said.” 

Adam, uttering this alternative, stood like a terrible fate before Arthur, who had moved 

forward a step or two, and now stopped, faint, shaken, sick in mind and body. It seemed long to 

both of them—that inward struggle of Arthur’s—before he said, feebly, “I promise; let me go.” 

Adam moved away from the door and opened it, but when Arthur reached the step, he stopped 

again and leaned against the door-post. 

“You’re not well enough to walk alone, sir,” said Adam. “Take my arm again.” 

Arthur made no answer, and presently walked on, Adam following. But, after a few steps, he 

stood still again, and said, coldly, “I believe I must trouble you. It’s getting late now, and there 

may be an alarm set up about me at home.” 

Adam gave his arm, and they walked on without uttering a word, till they came where the 

basket and the tools lay. 



“I must pick up the tools, sir,” Adam said. “They’re my brother’s. I doubt they’ll be rusted. If 

you’ll please to wait a minute.” 

Arthur stood still without speaking, and no other word passed between them till they were at 

the side entrance, where he hoped to get in without being seen by any one. He said then, “Thank 

you; I needn’t trouble you any further.” 

“What time will it be conven’ent for me to see you to-morrow, sir?” said Adam. 

“You may send me word that you’re here at five o’clock,” said Arthur; “not before.” 

“Good-night, sir,” said Adam. But he heard no reply; Arthur had turned into the house. 

  



Chapter XXIX The Next Morning 

Arthur did not pass a sleepless night; he slept long and well. For sleep comes to the 

perplexed—if the perplexed are only weary enough. But at seven he rang his bell and astonished 

Pym by declaring he was going to get up, and must have breakfast brought to him at eight. 

“And see that my mare is saddled at half-past eight, and tell my grandfather when he’s down 

that I’m better this morning and am gone for a ride.” 

He had been awake an hour, and could rest in bed no longer. In bed our yesterdays are too 

oppressive: if a man can only get up, though it be but to whistle or to smoke, he has a present 

which offers some resistance to the past—sensations which assert themselves against tyrannous 

memories. And if there were such a thing as taking averages of feeling, it would certainly be 

found that in the hunting and shooting seasons regret, self-reproach, and mortified pride weigh 

lighter on country gentlemen than in late spring and summer. Arthur felt that he should be more 

of a man on horseback. Even the presence of Pym, waiting on him with the usual deference, was 

a reassurance to him after the scenes of yesterday. For, with Arthur’s sensitiveness to opinion, 

the loss of Adam’s respect was a shock to his self-contentment which suffused his imagination 

with the sense that he had sunk in all eyes—as a sudden shock of fear from some real peril 

makes a nervous woman afraid even to step, because all her perceptions are suffused with a 

sense of danger. 

Arthur’s, as you know, was a loving nature. Deeds of kindness were as easy to him as a bad 

habit: they were the common issue of his weaknesses and good qualities, of his egoism and his 

sympathy. He didn’t like to witness pain, and he liked to have grateful eyes beaming on him as 

the giver of pleasure. When he was a lad of seven, he one day kicked down an old gardener’s 

pitcher of broth, from no motive but a kicking impulse, not reflecting that it was the old man’s 

dinner; but on learning that sad fact, he took his favourite pencil-case and a silver-hafted knife 

out of his pocket and offered them as compensation. He had been the same Arthur ever since, 

trying to make all offences forgotten in benefits. If there were any bitterness in his nature, it 

could only show itself against the man who refused to be conciliated by him. And perhaps the 

time was come for some of that bitterness to rise. At the first moment, Arthur had felt pure 

distress and self-reproach at discovering that Adam’s happiness was involved in his relation to 

Hetty. If there had been a possibility of making Adam tenfold amends—if deeds of gift, or any 

other deeds, could have restored Adam’s contentment and regard for him as a benefactor, Arthur 

would not only have executed them without hesitation, but would have felt bound all the more 

closely to Adam, and would never have been weary of making retribution. But Adam could 

receive no amends; his suffering could not be cancelled; his respect and affection could not be 

recovered by any prompt deeds of atonement. He stood like an immovable obstacle against 

which no pressure could avail; an embodiment of what Arthur most shrank from believing in—

the irrevocableness of his own wrongdoing. The words of scorn, the refusal to shake hands, the 

mastery asserted over him in their last conversation in the Hermitage—above all, the sense of 

having been knocked down, to which a man does not very well reconcile himself, even under the 

most heroic circumstances—pressed on him with a galling pain which was stronger than 

compunction. Arthur would so gladly have persuaded himself that he had done no harm! And if 

no one had told him the contrary, he could have persuaded himself so much better. Nemesis can 

seldom forge a sword for herself out of our consciences—out of the suffering we feel in the 



suffering we may have caused: there is rarely metal enough there to make an effective weapon. 

Our moral sense learns the manners of good society and smiles when others smile, but when 

some rude person gives rough names to our actions, she is apt to take part against us. And so it 

was with Arthur: Adam’s judgment of him, Adam’s grating words, disturbed his self-soothing 

arguments. 

Not that Arthur had been at ease before Adam’s discovery. Struggles and resolves had 

transformed themselves into compunction and anxiety. He was distressed for Hetty’s sake, and 

distressed for his own, that he must leave her behind. He had always, both in making and 

breaking resolutions, looked beyond his passion and seen that it must speedily end in separation; 

but his nature was too ardent and tender for him not to suffer at this parting; and on Hetty’s 

account he was filled with uneasiness. He had found out the dream in which she was living—that 

she was to be a lady in silks and satins—and when he had first talked to her about his going 

away, she had asked him tremblingly to let her go with him and be married. It was his painful 

knowledge of this which had given the most exasperating sting to Adam’s reproaches. He had 

said no word with the purpose of deceiving her—her vision was all spun by her own childish 

fancy—but he was obliged to confess to himself that it was spun half out of his own actions. And 

to increase the mischief, on this last evening he had not dared to hint the truth to Hetty; he had 

been obliged to soothe her with tender, hopeful words, lest he should throw her into violent 

distress. He felt the situation acutely, felt the sorrow of the dear thing in the present, and thought 

with a darker anxiety of the tenacity which her feelings might have in the future. That was the 

one sharp point which pressed against him; every other he could evade by hopeful self-

persuasion. The whole thing had been secret; the Poysers had not the shadow of a suspicion. No 

one, except Adam, knew anything of what had passed—no one else was likely to know; for 

Arthur had impressed on Hetty that it would be fatal to betray, by word or look, that there had 

been the least intimacy between them; and Adam, who knew half their secret, would rather help 

them to keep it than betray it. It was an unfortunate business altogether, but there was no use in 

making it worse than it was by imaginary exaggerations and forebodings of evil that might never 

come. The temporary sadness for Hetty was the worst consequence; he resolutely turned away 

his eyes from any bad consequence that was not demonstrably inevitable. But—but Hetty might 

have had the trouble in some other way if not in this. And perhaps hereafter he might be able to 

do a great deal for her and make up to her for all the tears she would shed about him. She would 

owe the advantage of his care for her in future years to the sorrow she had incurred now. So good 

comes out of evil. Such is the beautiful arrangement of things! 

Are you inclined to ask whether this can be the same Arthur who, two months ago, had that 

freshness of feeling, that delicate honour which shrinks from wounding even a sentiment, and 

does not contemplate any more positive offence as possible for it?—who thought that his own 

self-respect was a higher tribunal than any external opinion? The same, I assure you, only under 

different conditions. Our deeds determine us, as much as we determine our deeds, and until we 

know what has been or will be the peculiar combination of outward with inward facts, which 

constitutes a man’s critical actions, it will be better not to think ourselves wise about his 

character. There is a terrible coercion in our deeds, which may first turn the honest man into a 

deceiver and then reconcile him to the change, for this reason—that the second wrong presents 

itself to him in the guise of the only practicable right. The action which before commission has 

been seen with that blended common sense and fresh untarnished feeling which is the healthy 

eye of the soul, is looked at afterwards with the lens of apologetic ingenuity, through which all 



things that men call beautiful and ugly are seen to be made up of textures very much alike. 

Europe adjusts itself to a fait accompli, and so does an individual character—until the placid 

adjustment is disturbed by a convulsive retribution. 

No man can escape this vitiating effect of an offence against his own sentiment of right, and 

the effect was the stronger in Arthur because of that very need of self-respect which, while his 

conscience was still at ease, was one of his best safeguards. Self-accusation was too painful to 

him—he could not face it. He must persuade himself that he had not been very much to blame; 

he began even to pity himself for the necessity he was under of deceiving Adam—it was a course 

so opposed to the honesty of his own nature. But then, it was the only right thing to do. 

Well, whatever had been amiss in him, he was miserable enough in consequence: miserable 

about Hetty; miserable about this letter that he had promised to write, and that seemed at one 

moment to be a gross barbarity, at another perhaps the greatest kindness he could do to her. And 

across all this reflection would dart every now and then a sudden impulse of passionate defiance 

towards all consequences. He would carry Hetty away, and all other considerations might go 

to.... 

In this state of mind the four walls of his room made an intolerable prison to him; they seemed 

to hem in and press down upon him all the crowd of contradictory thoughts and conflicting 

feelings, some of which would fly away in the open air. He had only an hour or two to make up 

his mind in, and he must get clear and calm. Once on Meg’s back, in the fresh air of that fine 

morning, he should be more master of the situation. 

The pretty creature arched her bay neck in the sunshine, and pawed the gravel, and trembled 

with pleasure when her master stroked her nose, and patted her, and talked to her even in a more 

caressing tone than usual. He loved her the better because she knew nothing of his secrets. But 

Meg was quite as well acquainted with her master’s mental state as many others of her sex with 

the mental condition of the nice young gentlemen towards whom their hearts are in a state of 

fluttering expectation. 

Arthur cantered for five miles beyond the Chase, till he was at the foot of a hill where there 

were no hedges or trees to hem in the road. Then he threw the bridle on Meg’s neck and prepared 

to make up his mind. 

Hetty knew that their meeting yesterday must be the last before Arthur went away—there was 

no possibility of their contriving another without exciting suspicion—and she was like a 

frightened child, unable to think of anything, only able to cry at the mention of parting, and then 

put her face up to have the tears kissed away. He could do nothing but comfort her, and lull her 

into dreaming on. A letter would be a dreadfully abrupt way of awakening her! Yet there was 

truth in what Adam said—that it would save her from a lengthened delusion, which might be 

worse than a sharp immediate pain. And it was the only way of satisfying Adam, who must be 

satisfied, for more reasons than one. If he could have seen her again! But that was impossible; 

there was such a thorny hedge of hindrances between them, and an imprudence would be fatal. 

And yet, if he could see her again, what good would it do? Only cause him to suffer more from 

the sight of her distress and the remembrance of it. Away from him she was surrounded by all 

the motives to self-control. 



A sudden dread here fell like a shadow across his imagination—the dread lest she should do 

something violent in her grief; and close upon that dread came another, which deepened the 

shadow. But he shook them off with the force of youth and hope. What was the ground for 

painting the future in that dark way? It was just as likely to be the reverse. Arthur told himself he 

did not deserve that things should turn out badly. He had never meant beforehand to do anything 

his conscience disapproved; he had been led on by circumstances. There was a sort of implicit 

confidence in him that he was really such a good fellow at bottom, Providence would not treat 

him harshly. 

At all events, he couldn’t help what would come now: all he could do was to take what seemed 

the best course at the present moment. And he persuaded himself that that course was to make 

the way open between Adam and Hetty. Her heart might really turn to Adam, as he said, after a 

while; and in that case there would have been no great harm done, since it was still Adam’s 

ardent wish to make her his wife. To be sure, Adam was deceived—deceived in a way that 

Arthur would have resented as a deep wrong if it had been practised on himself. That was a 

reflection that marred the consoling prospect. Arthur’s cheeks even burned in mingled shame and 

irritation at the thought. But what could a man do in such a dilemma? He was bound in honour to 

say no word that could injure Hetty: his first duty was to guard her. He would never have told or 

acted a lie on his own account. Good God! What a miserable fool he was to have brought himself 

into such a dilemma; and yet, if ever a man had excuses, he had. (Pity that consequences are 

determined not by excuses but by actions!) 

Well, the letter must be written; it was the only means that promised a solution of the 

difficulty. The tears came into Arthur’s eyes as he thought of Hetty reading it; but it would be 

almost as hard for him to write it; he was not doing anything easy to himself; and this last 

thought helped him to arrive at a conclusion. He could never deliberately have taken a step 

which inflicted pain on another and left himself at ease. Even a movement of jealousy at the 

thought of giving up Hetty to Adam went to convince him that he was making a sacrifice. 

When once he had come to this conclusion, he turned Meg round and set off home again in a 

canter. The letter should be written the first thing, and the rest of the day would be filled up with 

other business: he should have no time to look behind him. Happily, Irwine and Gawaine were 

coming to dinner, and by twelve o’clock the next day he should have left the Chase miles behind 

him. There was some security in this constant occupation against an uncontrollable impulse 

seizing him to rush to Hetty and thrust into her hand some mad proposition that would undo 

everything. Faster and faster went the sensitive Meg, at every slight sign from her rider, till the 

canter had passed into a swift gallop. 

“I thought they said th’ young mester war took ill last night,” said sour old John, the groom, at 

dinner-time in the servants’ hall. “He’s been ridin’ fit to split the mare i’ two this forenoon.” 

“That’s happen one o’ the symptims, John,” said the facetious coachman. 

“Then I wish he war let blood for ’t, that’s all,” said John, grimly. 

Adam had been early at the Chase to know how Arthur was, and had been relieved from all 

anxiety about the effects of his blow by learning that he was gone out for a ride. At five o’clock 

he was punctually there again, and sent up word of his arrival. In a few minutes Pym came down 



with a letter in his hand and gave it to Adam, saying that the captain was too busy to see him, 

and had written everything he had to say. The letter was directed to Adam, but he went out of 

doors again before opening it. It contained a sealed enclosure directed to Hetty. On the inside of 

the cover Adam read: 

“In the enclosed letter I have written everything you wish. I 

leave it to you to decide whether you will be doing best to 

deliver it to Hetty or to return it to me. Ask yourself once 

more whether you are not taking a measure which may pain 

her more than mere silence. 

    “There is no need for our seeing each other again now. We 

shall meet with better feelings some months hence. 

“A.D.” 

“Perhaps he’s i’ th’ right on ’t not to see me,” thought Adam. “It’s no use meeting to say more 

hard words, and it’s no use meeting to shake hands and say we’re friends again. We’re not 

friends, an’ it’s better not to pretend it. I know forgiveness is a man’s duty, but, to my thinking, 

that can only mean as you’re to give up all thoughts o’ taking revenge: it can never mean as 

you’re t’ have your old feelings back again, for that’s not possible. He’s not the same man to me, 

and I can’t feel the same towards him. God help me! I don’t know whether I feel the same 

towards anybody: I seem as if I’d been measuring my work from a false line, and had got it all to 

measure over again.” 

But the question about delivering the letter to Hetty soon absorbed Adam’s thoughts. Arthur 

had procured some relief to himself by throwing the decision on Adam with a warning; and 

Adam, who was not given to hesitation, hesitated here. He determined to feel his way—to 

ascertain as well as he could what was Hetty’s state of mind before he decided on delivering the 

letter. 

  



Chapter XXX The Delivery of the Letter 

The next Sunday Adam joined the Poysers on their way out of church, hoping for an invitation 

to go home with them. He had the letter in his pocket, and was anxious to have an opportunity of 

talking to Hetty alone. He could not see her face at church, for she had changed her seat, and 

when he came up to her to shake hands, her manner was doubtful and constrained. He expected 

this, for it was the first time she had met him since she had been aware that he had seen her with 

Arthur in the Grove. 

“Come, you’ll go on with us, Adam,” Mr. Poyser said when they reached the turning; and as 

soon as they were in the fields Adam ventured to offer his arm to Hetty. The children soon gave 

them an opportunity of lingering behind a little, and then Adam said: 

“Will you contrive for me to walk out in the garden a bit with you this evening, if it keeps fine, 

Hetty? I’ve something partic’lar to talk to you about.” 

Hetty said, “Very well.” She was really as anxious as Adam was that she should have some 

private talk with him. She wondered what he thought of her and Arthur. He must have seen them 

kissing, she knew, but she had no conception of the scene that had taken place between Arthur 

and Adam. Her first feeling had been that Adam would be very angry with her, and perhaps 

would tell her aunt and uncle, but it never entered her mind that he would dare to say anything to 

Captain Donnithorne. It was a relief to her that he behaved so kindly to her to-day, and wanted to 

speak to her alone; for she had trembled when she found he was going home with them lest he 

should mean “to tell.” But, now he wanted to talk to her by herself, she should learn what he 

thought and what he meant to do. She felt a certain confidence that she could persuade him not to 

do anything she did not want him to do; she could perhaps even make him believe that she didn’t 

care for Arthur; and as long as Adam thought there was any hope of her having him, he would do 

just what she liked, she knew. Besides, she must go on seeming to encourage Adam, lest her 

uncle and aunt should be angry and suspect her of having some secret lover. 

Hetty’s little brain was busy with this combination as she hung on Adam’s arm and said “yes” 

or “no” to some slight observations of his about the many hawthorn-berries there would be for 

the birds this next winter, and the low-hanging clouds that would hardly hold up till morning. 

And when they rejoined her aunt and uncle, she could pursue her thoughts without interruption, 

for Mr. Poyser held that though a young man might like to have the woman he was courting on 

his arm, he would nevertheless be glad of a little reasonable talk about business the while; and, 

for his own part, he was curious to hear the most recent news about the Chase Farm. So, through 

the rest of the walk, he claimed Adam’s conversation for himself, and Hetty laid her small plots 

and imagined her little scenes of cunning blandishment, as she walked along by the hedgerows 

on honest Adam’s arm, quite as well as if she had been an elegantly clad coquette alone in her 

boudoir. For if a country beauty in clumsy shoes be only shallow-hearted enough, it is 

astonishing how closely her mental processes may resemble those of a lady in society and 

crinoline, who applies her refined intellect to the problem of committing indiscretions without 

compromising herself. Perhaps the resemblance was not much the less because Hetty felt very 

unhappy all the while. The parting with Arthur was a double pain to her—mingling with the 

tumult of passion and vanity there was a dim undefined fear that the future might shape itself in 

some way quite unlike her dream. She clung to the comforting hopeful words Arthur had uttered 



in their last meeting—“I shall come again at Christmas, and then we will see what can be done.” 

She clung to the belief that he was so fond of her, he would never be happy without her; and she 

still hugged her secret—that a great gentleman loved her—with gratified pride, as a superiority 

over all the girls she knew. But the uncertainty of the future, the possibilities to which she could 

give no shape, began to press upon her like the invisible weight of air; she was alone on her little 

island of dreams, and all around her was the dark unknown water where Arthur was gone. She 

could gather no elation of spirits now by looking forward, but only by looking backward to build 

confidence on past words and caresses. But occasionally, since Thursday evening, her dim 

anxieties had been almost lost behind the more definite fear that Adam might betray what he 

knew to her uncle and aunt, and his sudden proposition to talk with her alone had set her 

thoughts to work in a new way. She was eager not to lose this evening’s opportunity; and after 

tea, when the boys were going into the garden and Totty begged to go with them, Hetty said, 

with an alacrity that surprised Mrs. Poyser, “I’ll go with her, Aunt.” 

It did not seem at all surprising that Adam said he would go too, and soon he and Hetty were 

left alone together on the walk by the filbert-trees, while the boys were busy elsewhere gathering 

the large unripe nuts to play at “cob-nut” with, and Totty was watching them with a puppylike air 

of contemplation. It was but a short time—hardly two months—since Adam had had his mind 

filled with delicious hopes as he stood by Hetty’s side in this garden. The remembrance of that 

scene had often been with him since Thursday evening: the sunlight through the apple-tree 

boughs, the red bunches, Hetty’s sweet blush. It came importunately now, on this sad evening, 

with the low-hanging clouds, but he tried to suppress it, lest some emotion should impel him to 

say more than was needful for Hetty’s sake. 

“After what I saw on Thursday night, Hetty,” he began, “you won’t think me making too free 

in what I’m going to say. If you was being courted by any man as ’ud make you his wife, and I’d 

known you was fond of him and meant to have him, I should have no right to speak a word to 

you about it; but when I see you’re being made love to by a gentleman as can never marry you, 

and doesna think o’ marrying you, I feel bound t’ interfere for you. I can’t speak about it to them 

as are i’ the place o’ your parents, for that might bring worse trouble than’s needful.” 

Adam’s words relieved one of Hetty’s fears, but they also carried a meaning which sickened 

her with a strengthened foreboding. She was pale and trembling, and yet she would have angrily 

contradicted Adam, if she had dared to betray her feelings. But she was silent. 

“You’re so young, you know, Hetty,” he went on, almost tenderly, “and y’ haven’t seen much 

o’ what goes on in the world. It’s right for me to do what I can to save you from getting into 

trouble for want o’ your knowing where you’re being led to. If anybody besides me knew what I 

know about your meeting a gentleman and having fine presents from him, they’d speak light on 

you, and you’d lose your character. And besides that, you’ll have to suffer in your feelings, wi’ 

giving your love to a man as can never marry you, so as he might take care of you all your life.” 

Adam paused and looked at Hetty, who was plucking the leaves from the filbert-trees and 

tearing them up in her hand. Her little plans and preconcerted speeches had all forsaken her, like 

an ill-learnt lesson, under the terrible agitation produced by Adam’s words. There was a cruel 

force in their calm certainty which threatened to grapple and crush her flimsy hopes and fancies. 

She wanted to resist them—she wanted to throw them off with angry contradiction—but the 



determination to conceal what she felt still governed her. It was nothing more than a blind 

prompting now, for she was unable to calculate the effect of her words. 

“You’ve no right to say as I love him,” she said, faintly, but impetuously, plucking another 

rough leaf and tearing it up. She was very beautiful in her paleness and agitation, with her dark 

childish eyes dilated and her breath shorter than usual. Adam’s heart yearned over her as he 

looked at her. Ah, if he could but comfort her, and soothe her, and save her from this pain; if he 

had but some sort of strength that would enable him to rescue her poor troubled mind, as he 

would have rescued her body in the face of all danger! 

“I doubt it must be so, Hetty,” he said, tenderly; “for I canna believe you’d let any man kiss 

you by yourselves, and give you a gold box with his hair, and go a-walking i’ the Grove to meet 

him, if you didna love him. I’m not blaming you, for I know it ’ud begin by little and little, till at 

last you’d not be able to throw it off. It’s him I blame for stealing your love i’ that way, when he 

knew he could never make you the right amends. He’s been trifling with you, and making a 

plaything of you, and caring nothing about you as a man ought to care.” 

“Yes, he does care for me; I know better nor you,” Hetty burst out. Everything was forgotten 

but the pain and anger she felt at Adam’s words. 

“Nay, Hetty,” said Adam, “if he’d cared for you rightly, he’d never ha’ behaved so. He told 

me himself he meant nothing by his kissing and presents, and he wanted to make me believe as 

you thought light of ’em too. But I know better nor that. I can’t help thinking as you’ve been 

trusting to his loving you well enough to marry you, for all he’s a gentleman. And that’s why I 

must speak to you about it, Hetty, for fear you should be deceiving yourself. It’s never entered 

his head the thought o’ marrying you.” 

“How do you know? How durst you say so?” said Hetty, pausing in her walk and trembling. 

The terrible decision of Adam’s tone shook her with fear. She had no presence of mind left for 

the reflection that Arthur would have his reasons for not telling the truth to Adam. Her words and 

look were enough to determine Adam: he must give her the letter. 

“Perhaps you can’t believe me, Hetty, because you think too well of him—because you think 

he loves you better than he does. But I’ve got a letter i’ my pocket, as he wrote himself for me to 

give you. I’ve not read the letter, but he says he’s told you the truth in it. But before I give you 

the letter, consider, Hetty, and don’t let it take too much hold on you. It wouldna ha’ been good 

for you if he’d wanted to do such a mad thing as marry you: it ’ud ha’ led to no happiness i’ th’ 

end.” 

Hetty said nothing; she felt a revival of hope at the mention of a letter which Adam had not 

read. There would be something quite different in it from what he thought. 

Adam took out the letter, but he held it in his hand still, while he said, in a tone of tender 

entreaty, “Don’t you bear me ill will, Hetty, because I’m the means o’ bringing you this pain. 

God knows I’d ha’ borne a good deal worse for the sake o’ sparing it you. And think—there’s 

nobody but me knows about this, and I’ll take care of you as if I was your brother. You’re the 

same as ever to me, for I don’t believe you’ve done any wrong knowingly.” 



Hetty had laid her hand on the letter, but Adam did not loose it till he had done speaking. She 

took no notice of what he said—she had not listened; but when he loosed the letter, she put it into 

her pocket, without opening it, and then began to walk more quickly, as if she wanted to go in. 

“You’re in the right not to read it just yet,” said Adam. “Read it when you’re by yourself. But 

stay out a little bit longer, and let us call the children: you look so white and ill, your aunt may 

take notice of it.” 

Hetty heard the warning. It recalled to her the necessity of rallying her native powers of 

concealment, which had half given way under the shock of Adam’s words. And she had the letter 

in her pocket: she was sure there was comfort in that letter in spite of Adam. She ran to find 

Totty, and soon reappeared with recovered colour, leading Totty, who was making a sour face 

because she had been obliged to throw away an unripe apple that she had set her small teeth in. 

“Hegh, Totty,” said Adam, “come and ride on my shoulder—ever so high—you’ll touch the 

tops o’ the trees.” 

What little child ever refused to be comforted by that glorious sense of being seized strongly 

and swung upward? I don’t believe Ganymede cried when the eagle carried him away, and 

perhaps deposited him on Jove’s shoulder at the end. Totty smiled down complacently from her 

secure height, and pleasant was the sight to the mother’s eyes, as she stood at the house door and 

saw Adam coming with his small burden. 

“Bless your sweet face, my pet,” she said, the mother’s strong love filling her keen eyes with 

mildness, as Totty leaned forward and put out her arms. She had no eyes for Hetty at that 

moment, and only said, without looking at her, “You go and draw some ale, Hetty; the gells are 

both at the cheese.” 

After the ale had been drawn and her uncle’s pipe lighted, there was Totty to be taken to bed, 

and brought down again in her night-gown because she would cry instead of going to sleep. Then 

there was supper to be got ready, and Hetty must be continually in the way to give help. Adam 

stayed till he knew Mrs. Poyser expected him to go, engaging her and her husband in talk as 

constantly as he could, for the sake of leaving Hetty more at ease. He lingered, because he 

wanted to see her safely through that evening, and he was delighted to find how much self-

command she showed. He knew she had not had time to read the letter, but he did not know she 

was buoyed up by a secret hope that the letter would contradict everything he had said. It was 

hard work for him to leave her—hard to think that he should not know for days how she was 

bearing her trouble. But he must go at last, and all he could do was to press her hand gently as he 

said “Good-bye,” and hope she would take that as a sign that if his love could ever be a refuge 

for her, it was there the same as ever. How busy his thoughts were, as he walked home, in 

devising pitying excuses for her folly, in referring all her weakness to the sweet lovingness of her 

nature, in blaming Arthur, with less and less inclination to admit that his conduct might be 

extenuated too! His exasperation at Hetty’s suffering—and also at the sense that she was 

possibly thrust for ever out of his own reach—deafened him to any plea for the miscalled friend 

who had wrought this misery. Adam was a clear-sighted, fair-minded man—a fine fellow, 

indeed, morally as well as physically. But if Aristides the Just was ever in love and jealous, he 

was at that moment not perfectly magnanimous. And I cannot pretend that Adam, in these 

painful days, felt nothing but righteous indignation and loving pity. He was bitterly jealous, and 



in proportion as his love made him indulgent in his judgment of Hetty, the bitterness found a 

vent in his feeling towards Arthur. 

“Her head was allays likely to be turned,” he thought, “when a gentleman, with his fine 

manners, and fine clothes, and his white hands, and that way o’ talking gentlefolks have, came 

about her, making up to her in a bold way, as a man couldn’t do that was only her equal; and it’s 

much if she’ll ever like a common man now.” He could not help drawing his own hands out of 

his pocket and looking at them—at the hard palms and the broken finger-nails. “I’m a roughish 

fellow, altogether; I don’t know, now I come to think on’t, what there is much for a woman to 

like about me; and yet I might ha’ got another wife easy enough, if I hadn’t set my heart on her. 

But it’s little matter what other women think about me, if she can’t love me. She might ha’ loved 

me, perhaps, as likely as any other man—there’s nobody hereabouts as I’m afraid of, if he hadn’t 

come between us; but now I shall belike be hateful to her because I’m so different to him. And 

yet there’s no telling—she may turn round the other way, when she finds he’s made light of her 

all the while. She may come to feel the vally of a man as ’ud be thankful to be bound to her all 

his life. But I must put up with it whichever way it is—I’ve only to be thankful it’s been no 

worse. I am not th’ only man that’s got to do without much happiness i’ this life. There’s many a 

good bit o’ work done with a bad heart. It’s God’s will, and that’s enough for us: we shouldn’t 

know better how things ought to be than He does, I reckon, if we was to spend our lives i’ 

puzzling. But it ’ud ha’ gone near to spoil my work for me, if I’d seen her brought to sorrow and 

shame, and through the man as I’ve always been proud to think on. Since I’ve been spared that, 

I’ve no right to grumble. When a man’s got his limbs whole, he can bear a smart cut or two.” 

As Adam was getting over a stile at this point in his reflections, he perceived a man walking 

along the field before him. He knew it was Seth, returning from an evening preaching, and made 

haste to overtake him. 

“I thought thee’dst be at home before me,” he said, as Seth turned round to wait for him, “for 

I’m later than usual to-night.” 

“Well, I’m later too, for I got into talk, after meeting, with John Barnes, who has lately 

professed himself in a state of perfection, and I’d a question to ask him about his experience. It’s 

one o’ them subjects that lead you further than y’ expect—they don’t lie along the straight road.” 

They walked along together in silence two or three minutes. Adam was not inclined to enter 

into the subtleties of religious experience, but he was inclined to interchange a word or two of 

brotherly affection and confidence with Seth. That was a rare impulse in him, much as the 

brothers loved each other. They hardly ever spoke of personal matters, or uttered more than an 

allusion to their family troubles. Adam was by nature reserved in all matters of feeling, and Seth 

felt a certain timidity towards his more practical brother. 

“Seth, lad,” Adam said, putting his arm on his brother’s shoulder, “hast heard anything from 

Dinah Morris since she went away?” 

“Yes,” said Seth. “She told me I might write her word after a while, how we went on, and how 

mother bore up under her trouble. So I wrote to her a fortnight ago, and told her about thee 

having a new employment, and how Mother was more contented; and last Wednesday, when I 

called at the post at Treddles’on, I found a letter from her. I think thee’dst perhaps like to read it, 



but I didna say anything about it because thee’st seemed so full of other things. It’s quite easy t’ 

read—she writes wonderful for a woman.” 

Seth had drawn the letter from his pocket and held it out to Adam, who said, as he took it, 

“Aye, lad, I’ve got a tough load to carry just now—thee mustna take it ill if I’m a bit silenter and 

crustier nor usual. Trouble doesna make me care the less for thee. I know we shall stick together 

to the last.” 

“I take nought ill o’ thee, Adam. I know well enough what it means if thee’t a bit short wi’ me 

now and then.” 

“There’s Mother opening the door to look out for us,” said Adam, as they mounted the slope. 

“She’s been sitting i’ the dark as usual. Well, Gyp, well, art glad to see me?” 

Lisbeth went in again quickly and lighted a candle, for she had heard the welcome rustling of 

footsteps on the grass, before Gyp’s joyful bark. 

“Eh, my lads! Th’ hours war ne’er so long sin’ I war born as they’n been this blessed Sunday 

night. What can ye both ha’ been doin’ till this time?” 

“Thee shouldstna sit i’ the dark, Mother,” said Adam; “that makes the time seem longer.” 

“Eh, what am I to do wi’ burnin’ candle of a Sunday, when there’s on’y me an’ it’s sin to do a 

bit o’ knittin’? The daylight’s long enough for me to stare i’ the booke as I canna read. It ’ud be a 

fine way o’ shortenin’ the time, to make it waste the good candle. But which on you’s for ha’in’ 

supper? Ye mun ayther be clemmed or full, I should think, seein’ what time o’ night it is.” 

“I’m hungry, Mother,” said Seth, seating himself at the little table, which had been spread ever 

since it was light. 

“I’ve had my supper,” said Adam. “Here, Gyp,” he added, taking some cold potato from the 

table and rubbing the rough grey head that looked up towards him. 

“Thee needstna be gi’in’ th’ dog,” said Lisbeth; “I’n fed him well a’ready. I’m not like to 

forget him, I reckon, when he’s all o’ thee I can get sight on.” 

“Come, then, Gyp,” said Adam, “we’ll go to bed. Good-night, Mother; I’m very tired.” 

“What ails him, dost know?” Lisbeth said to Seth, when Adam was gone upstairs. “He’s like 

as if he was struck for death this day or two—he’s so cast down. I found him i’ the shop this 

forenoon, arter thee wast gone, a-sittin’ an’ doin’ nothin’—not so much as a booke afore him.” 

“He’s a deal o’ work upon him just now, Mother,” said Seth, “and I think he’s a bit troubled in 

his mind. Don’t you take notice of it, because it hurts him when you do. Be as kind to him as you 

can, Mother, and don’t say anything to vex him.” 

“Eh, what dost talk o’ my vexin’ him? An’ what am I like to be but kind? I’ll ma’ him a kettle-

cake for breakfast i’ the mornin’.” 

Adam, meanwhile, was reading Dinah’s letter by the light of his dip candle. 



DEAR BROTHER SETH—Your letter lay three days beyond my knowing of it at the post, for 

I had not money enough by me to pay the carriage, this being a time of great need and sickness 

here, with the rains that have fallen, as if the windows of heaven were opened again; and to lay 

by money, from day to day, in such a time, when there are so many in present need of all things, 

would be a want of trust like the laying up of the manna. I speak of this, because I would not 

have you think me slow to answer, or that I had small joy in your rejoicing at the worldly good 

that has befallen your brother Adam. The honour and love you bear him is nothing but meet, for 

God has given him great gifts, and he uses them as the patriarch Joseph did, who, when he was 

exalted to a place of power and trust, yet yearned with tenderness towards his parent and his 

younger brother. 

“My heart is knit to your aged mother since it was granted me to be near her in the day of 

trouble. Speak to her of me, and tell her I often bear her in my thoughts at evening time, when I 

am sitting in the dim light as I did with her, and we held one another’s hands, and I spoke the 

words of comfort that were given to me. Ah, that is a blessed time, isn’t it, Seth, when the 

outward light is fading, and the body is a little wearied with its work and its labour. Then the 

inward light shines the brighter, and we have a deeper sense of resting on the Divine strength. I 

sit on my chair in the dark room and close my eyes, and it is as if I was out of the body and could 

feel no want for evermore. For then, the very hardship, and the sorrow, and the blindness, and the 

sin I have beheld and been ready to weep over—yea, all the anguish of the children of men, 

which sometimes wraps me round like sudden darkness—I can bear with a willing pain, as if I 

was sharing the Redeemer’s cross. For I feel it, I feel it—infinite love is suffering too—yea, in 

the fulness of knowledge it suffers, it yearns, it mourns; and that is a blind self-seeking which 

wants to be freed from the sorrow wherewith the whole creation groaneth and travaileth. Surely 

it is not true blessedness to be free from sorrow, while there is sorrow and sin in the world: 

sorrow is then a part of love, and love does not seek to throw it off. It is not the spirit only that 

tells me this—I see it in the whole work and word of the Gospel. Is there not pleading in heaven? 

Is not the Man of Sorrows there in that crucified body wherewith he ascended? And is He not 

one with the Infinite Love itself—as our love is one with our sorrow? 

“These thoughts have been much borne in on me of late, and I have seen with new clearness 

the meaning of those words, ‘If any man love me, let him take up my cross.’ I have heard this 

enlarged on as if it meant the troubles and persecutions we bring on ourselves by confessing 

Jesus. But surely that is a narrow thought. The true cross of the Redeemer was the sin and sorrow 

of this world—that was what lay heavy on his heart—and that is the cross we shall share with 

him, that is the cup we must drink of with him, if we would have any part in that Divine Love 

which is one with his sorrow. 

“In my outward lot, which you ask about, I have all things and abound. I have had constant 

work in the mill, though some of the other hands have been turned off for a time, and my body is 

greatly strengthened, so that I feel little weariness after long walking and speaking. What you say 

about staying in your own country with your mother and brother shows me that you have a true 

guidance; your lot is appointed there by a clear showing, and to seek a greater blessing elsewhere 

would be like laying a false offering on the altar and expecting the fire from heaven to kindle it. 

My work and my joy are here among the hills, and I sometimes think I cling too much to my life 

among the people here, and should be rebellious if I was called away. 



“I was thankful for your tidings about the dear friends at the Hall Farm, for though I sent them 

a letter, by my aunt’s desire, after I came back from my sojourn among them, I have had no word 

from them. My aunt has not the pen of a ready writer, and the work of the house is sufficient for 

the day, for she is weak in body. My heart cleaves to her and her children as the nearest of all to 

me in the flesh—yea, and to all in that house. I am carried away to them continually in my sleep, 

and often in the midst of work, and even of speech, the thought of them is borne in on me as if 

they were in need and trouble, which yet is dark to me. There may be some leading here; but I 

wait to be taught. You say they are all well. 

“We shall see each other again in the body, I trust, though, it may be, not for a long while; for 

the brethren and sisters at Leeds are desirous to have me for a short space among them, when I 

have a door opened me again to leave Snowfield. 

“Farewell, dear brother—and yet not farewell. For those children of God whom it has been 

granted to see each other face to face, and to hold communion together, and to feel the same 

spirit working in both can never more be sundered though the hills may lie between. For their 

souls are enlarged for evermore by that union, and they bear one another about in their thoughts 

continually as it were a new strength.—Your faithful Sister and fellow-worker in Christ, 

“DINAH MORRIS.” 

“I have not skill to write the words so small as you do and my pen moves slow. And so I am 

straitened, and say but little of what is in my mind. Greet your mother for me with a kiss. She 

asked me to kiss her twice when we parted.” 

Adam had refolded the letter, and was sitting meditatively with his head resting on his arm at 

the head of the bed, when Seth came upstairs. 

“Hast read the letter?” said Seth. 

“Yes,” said Adam. “I don’t know what I should ha’ thought of her and her letter if I’d never 

seen her: I daresay I should ha’ thought a preaching woman hateful. But she’s one as makes 

everything seem right she says and does, and I seemed to see her and hear her speaking when I 

read the letter. It’s wonderful how I remember her looks and her voice. She’d make thee rare and 

happy, Seth; she’s just the woman for thee.” 

“It’s no use thinking o’ that,” said Seth, despondingly. “She spoke so firm, and she’s not the 

woman to say one thing and mean another.” 

“Nay, but her feelings may grow different. A woman may get to love by degrees—the best fire 

dosna flare up the soonest. I’d have thee go and see her by and by: I’d make it convenient for 

thee to be away three or four days, and it ’ud be no walk for thee—only between twenty and 

thirty mile.” 

“I should like to see her again, whether or no, if she wouldna be displeased with me for 

going,” said Seth. 



“She’ll be none displeased,” said Adam emphatically, getting up and throwing off his coat. “It 

might be a great happiness to us all if she’d have thee, for mother took to her so wonderful and 

seemed so contented to be with her.” 

“Aye,” said Seth, rather timidly, “and Dinah’s fond o’ Hetty too; she thinks a deal about her.” 

Adam made no reply to that, and no other word but “good-night” passed between them. 

  



Chapter XXXI In Hetty’s Bed-Chamber 

It was no longer light enough to go to bed without a candle, even in Mrs. Poyser’s early 

household, and Hetty carried one with her as she went up at last to her bedroom soon after Adam 

was gone, and bolted the door behind her. 

Now she would read her letter. It must—it must have comfort in it. How was Adam to know 

the truth? It was always likely he should say what he did say. 

She set down the candle and took out the letter. It had a faint scent of roses, which made her 

feel as if Arthur were close to her. She put it to her lips, and a rush of remembered sensations for 

a moment or two swept away all fear. But her heart began to flutter strangely, and her hands to 

tremble as she broke the seal. She read slowly; it was not easy for her to read a gentleman’s 

handwriting, though Arthur had taken pains to write plainly. 

“DEAREST HETTY—I have spoken truly when I have said that I loved you, and I shall never 

forget our love. I shall be your true friend as long as life lasts, and I hope to prove this to you in 

many ways. If I say anything to pain you in this letter, do not believe it is for want of love and 

tenderness towards you, for there is nothing I would not do for you, if I knew it to be really for 

your happiness. I cannot bear to think of my little Hetty shedding tears when I am not there to 

kiss them away; and if I followed only my own inclinations, I should be with her at this moment 

instead of writing. It is very hard for me to part from her—harder still for me to write words 

which may seem unkind, though they spring from the truest kindness. 

“Dear, dear Hetty, sweet as our love has been to me, sweet as it would be to me for you to love 

me always, I feel that it would have been better for us both if we had never had that happiness, 

and that it is my duty to ask you to love me and care for me as little as you can. The fault has all 

been mine, for though I have been unable to resist the longing to be near you, I have felt all the 

while that your affection for me might cause you grief. I ought to have resisted my feelings. I 

should have done so, if I had been a better fellow than I am; but now, since the past cannot be 

altered, I am bound to save you from any evil that I have power to prevent. And I feel it would 

be a great evil for you if your affections continued so fixed on me that you could think of no 

other man who might be able to make you happier by his love than I ever can, and if you 

continued to look towards something in the future which cannot possibly happen. For, dear 

Hetty, if I were to do what you one day spoke of, and make you my wife, I should do what you 

yourself would come to feel was for your misery instead of your welfare. I know you can never 

be happy except by marrying a man in your own station; and if I were to marry you now, I 

should only be adding to any wrong I have done, besides offending against my duty in the other 

relations of life. You know nothing, dear Hetty, of the world in which I must always live, and 

you would soon begin to dislike me, because there would be so little in which we should be 

alike. 

“And since I cannot marry you, we must part—we must try not to feel like lovers any more. I 

am miserable while I say this, but nothing else can be. Be angry with me, my sweet one, I 

deserve it; but do not believe that I shall not always care for you—always be grateful to you—

always remember my Hetty; and if any trouble should come that we do not now foresee, trust in 

me to do everything that lies in my power. 



“I have told you where you are to direct a letter to, if you want to write, but I put it down 

below lest you should have forgotten. Do not write unless there is something I can really do for 

you; for, dear Hetty, we must try to think of each other as little as we can. Forgive me, and try to 

forget everything about me, except that I shall be, as long as I live, your affectionate friend, 

“ARTHUR DONNITHORNE.” 

Slowly Hetty had read this letter; and when she looked up from it there was the reflection of a 

blanched face in the old dim glass—a white marble face with rounded childish forms, but with 

something sadder than a child’s pain in it. Hetty did not see the face—she saw nothing—she only 

felt that she was cold and sick and trembling. The letter shook and rustled in her hand. She laid it 

down. It was a horrible sensation—this cold and trembling. It swept away the very ideas that 

produced it, and Hetty got up to reach a warm cloak from her clothes-press, wrapped it round 

her, and sat as if she were thinking of nothing but getting warm. Presently she took up the letter 

with a firmer hand, and began to read it through again. The tears came this time—great rushing 

tears that blinded her and blotched the paper. She felt nothing but that Arthur was cruel—cruel to 

write so, cruel not to marry her. Reasons why he could not marry her had no existence for her 

mind; how could she believe in any misery that could come to her from the fulfilment of all she 

had been longing for and dreaming of? She had not the ideas that could make up the notion of 

that misery. 

As she threw down the letter again, she caught sight of her face in the glass; it was reddened 

now, and wet with tears; it was almost like a companion that she might complain to—that would 

pity her. She leaned forward on her elbows, and looked into those dark overflooding eyes and at 

the quivering mouth, and saw how the tears came thicker and thicker, and how the mouth 

became convulsed with sobs. 

The shattering of all her little dream-world, the crushing blow on her new-born passion, 

afflicted her pleasure-craving nature with an overpowering pain that annihilated all impulse to 

resistance, and suspended her anger. She sat sobbing till the candle went out, and then, wearied, 

aching, stupefied with crying, threw herself on the bed without undressing and went to sleep. 

There was a feeble dawn in the room when Hetty awoke, a little after four o’clock, with a 

sense of dull misery, the cause of which broke upon her gradually as she began to discern the 

objects round her in the dim light. And then came the frightening thought that she had to conceal 

her misery as well as to bear it, in this dreary daylight that was coming. She could lie no longer. 

She got up and went towards the table: there lay the letter. She opened her treasure-drawer: there 

lay the ear-rings and the locket—the signs of all her short happiness—the signs of the lifelong 

dreariness that was to follow it. Looking at the little trinkets which she had once eyed and 

fingered so fondly as the earnest of her future paradise of finery, she lived back in the moments 

when they had been given to her with such tender caresses, such strangely pretty words, such 

glowing looks, which filled her with a bewildering delicious surprise—they were so much 

sweeter than she had thought anything could be. And the Arthur who had spoken to her and 

looked at her in this way, who was present with her now—whose arm she felt round her, his 

cheek against hers, his very breath upon her—was the cruel, cruel Arthur who had written that 

letter, that letter which she snatched and crushed and then opened again, that she might read it 

once more. The half-benumbed mental condition which was the effect of the last night’s violent 

crying made it necessary to her to look again and see if her wretched thoughts were actually 



true—if the letter was really so cruel. She had to hold it close to the window, else she could not 

have read it by the faint light. Yes! It was worse—it was more cruel. She crushed it up again in 

anger. She hated the writer of that letter—hated him for the very reason that she hung upon him 

with all her love—all the girlish passion and vanity that made up her love. 

She had no tears this morning. She had wept them all away last night, and now she felt that 

dry-eyed morning misery, which is worse than the first shock because it has the future in it as 

well as the present. Every morning to come, as far as her imagination could stretch, she would 

have to get up and feel that the day would have no joy for her. For there is no despair so absolute 

as that which comes with the first moments of our first great sorrow, when we have not yet 

known what it is to have suffered and be healed, to have despaired and to have recovered hope. 

As Hetty began languidly to take off the clothes she had worn all the night, that she might wash 

herself and brush her hair, she had a sickening sense that her life would go on in this way. She 

should always be doing things she had no pleasure in, getting up to the old tasks of work, seeing 

people she cared nothing about, going to church, and to Treddleston, and to tea with Mrs. Best, 

and carrying no happy thought with her. For her short poisonous delights had spoiled for ever all 

the little joys that had once made the sweetness of her life—the new frock ready for Treddleston 

Fair, the party at Mr. Britton’s at Broxton wake, the beaux that she would say “No” to for a long 

while, and the prospect of the wedding that was to come at last when she would have a silk gown 

and a great many clothes all at once. These things were all flat and dreary to her now; everything 

would be a weariness, and she would carry about for ever a hopeless thirst and longing. 

She paused in the midst of her languid undressing and leaned against the dark old clothes-

press. Her neck and arms were bare, her hair hung down in delicate rings—and they were just as 

beautiful as they were that night two months ago, when she walked up and down this bed-

chamber glowing with vanity and hope. She was not thinking of her neck and arms now; even 

her own beauty was indifferent to her. Her eyes wandered sadly over the dull old chamber, and 

then looked out vacantly towards the growing dawn. Did a remembrance of Dinah come across 

her mind? Of her foreboding words, which had made her angry? Of Dinah’s affectionate entreaty 

to think of her as a friend in trouble? No, the impression had been too slight to recur. Any 

affection or comfort Dinah could have given her would have been as indifferent to Hetty this 

morning as everything else was except her bruised passion. She was only thinking she could 

never stay here and go on with the old life—she could better bear something quite new than 

sinking back into the old everyday round. She would like to run away that very morning, and 

never see any of the old faces again. But Hetty’s was not a nature to face difficulties—to dare to 

loose her hold on the familiar and rush blindly on some unknown condition. Hers was a 

luxurious and vain nature—not a passionate one—and if she were ever to take any violent 

measure, she must be urged to it by the desperation of terror. There was not much room for her 

thoughts to travel in the narrow circle of her imagination, and she soon fixed on the one thing she 

would do to get away from her old life: she would ask her uncle to let her go to be a lady’s maid. 

Miss Lydia’s maid would help her to get a situation, if she knew Hetty had her uncle’s leave. 

When she had thought of this, she fastened up her hair and began to wash: it seemed more 

possible to her to go downstairs and try to behave as usual. She would ask her uncle this very 

day. On Hetty’s blooming health it would take a great deal of such mental suffering as hers to 

leave any deep impress; and when she was dressed as neatly as usual in her working-dress, with 

her hair tucked up under her little cap, an indifferent observer would have been more struck with 



the young roundness of her cheek and neck and the darkness of her eyes and eyelashes than with 

any signs of sadness about her. But when she took up the crushed letter and put it in her drawer, 

that she might lock it out of sight, hard smarting tears, having no relief in them as the great drops 

had that fell last night, forced their way into her eyes. She wiped them away quickly: she must 

not cry in the day-time. Nobody should find out how miserable she was, nobody should know 

she was disappointed about anything; and the thought that the eyes of her aunt and uncle would 

be upon her gave her the self-command which often accompanies a great dread. For Hetty looked 

out from her secret misery towards the possibility of their ever knowing what had happened, as 

the sick and weary prisoner might think of the possible pillory. They would think her conduct 

shameful, and shame was torture. That was poor little Hetty’s conscience. 

So she locked up her drawer and went away to her early work. 

In the evening, when Mr. Poyser was smoking his pipe, and his good-nature was therefore at 

its superlative moment, Hetty seized the opportunity of her aunt’s absence to say, “Uncle, I wish 

you’d let me go for a lady’s maid.” 

Mr. Poyser took the pipe from his mouth and looked at Hetty in mild surprise for some 

moments. She was sewing, and went on with her work industriously. 

“Why, what’s put that into your head, my wench?” he said at last, after he had given one 

conservative puff. 

“I should like it—I should like it better than farm-work.” 

“Nay, nay; you fancy so because you donna know it, my wench. It wouldn’t be half so good 

for your health, nor for your luck i’ life. I’d like you to stay wi’ us till you’ve got a good 

husband: you’re my own niece, and I wouldn’t have you go to service, though it was a 

gentleman’s house, as long as I’ve got a home for you.” 

Mr. Poyser paused, and puffed away at his pipe. 

“I like the needlework,” said Hetty, “and I should get good wages.” 

“Has your aunt been a bit sharp wi’ you?” said Mr. Poyser, not noticing Hetty’s further 

argument. “You mustna mind that, my wench—she does it for your good. She wishes you well; 

an’ there isn’t many aunts as are no kin to you ’ud ha’ done by you as she has.” 

“No, it isn’t my aunt,” said Hetty, “but I should like the work better.” 

“It was all very well for you to learn the work a bit—an’ I gev my consent to that fast enough, 

sin’ Mrs. Pomfret was willing to teach you. For if anything was t’ happen, it’s well to know how 

to turn your hand to different sorts o’ things. But I niver meant you to go to service, my wench; 

my family’s ate their own bread and cheese as fur back as anybody knows, hanna they, Father? 

You wouldna like your grand-child to take wage?” 

“Na-a-y,” said old Martin, with an elongation of the word, meant to make it bitter as well as 

negative, while he leaned forward and looked down on the floor. “But the wench takes arter her 

mother. I’d hard work t’ hould her in, an’ she married i’ spite o’ me—a feller wi’ on’y two head 



o’ stock when there should ha’ been ten on’s farm—she might well die o’ th’ inflammation afore 

she war thirty.” 

It was seldom the old man made so long a speech, but his son’s question had fallen like a bit of 

dry fuel on the embers of a long unextinguished resentment, which had always made the 

grandfather more indifferent to Hetty than to his son’s children. Her mother’s fortune had been 

spent by that good-for-nought Sorrel, and Hetty had Sorrel’s blood in her veins. 

“Poor thing, poor thing!” said Martin the younger, who was sorry to have provoked this 

retrospective harshness. “She’d but bad luck. But Hetty’s got as good a chance o’ getting a solid, 

sober husband as any gell i’ this country.” 

After throwing out this pregnant hint, Mr. Poyser recurred to his pipe and his silence, looking 

at Hetty to see if she did not give some sign of having renounced her ill-advised wish. But 

instead of that, Hetty, in spite of herself, began to cry, half out of ill temper at the denial, half out 

of the day’s repressed sadness. 

“Hegh, hegh!” said Mr. Poyser, meaning to check her playfully, “don’t let’s have any crying. 

Crying’s for them as ha’ got no home, not for them as want to get rid o’ one. What dost think?” 

he continued to his wife, who now came back into the house-place, knitting with fierce rapidity, 

as if that movement were a necessary function, like the twittering of a crab’s antennæ. 

“Think? Why, I think we shall have the fowl stole before we are much older, wi’ that gell 

forgetting to lock the pens up o’ nights. What’s the matter now, Hetty? What are you crying at?” 

“Why, she’s been wanting to go for a lady’s maid,” said Mr. Poyser. “I tell her we can do 

better for her nor that.” 

“I thought she’d got some maggot in her head, she’s gone about wi’ her mouth buttoned up so 

all day. It’s all wi’ going so among them servants at the Chase, as we war fools for letting her. 

She thinks it ’ud be a finer life than being wi’ them as are akin to her and ha’ brought her up sin’ 

she war no bigger nor Marty. She thinks there’s nothing belongs to being a lady’s maid but 

wearing finer clothes nor she was born to, I’ll be bound. It’s what rag she can get to stick on her 

as she’s thinking on from morning till night, as I often ask her if she wouldn’t like to be the 

mawkin i’ the field, for then she’d be made o’ rags inside and out. I’ll never gi’ my consent to 

her going for a lady’s maid, while she’s got good friends to take care on her till she’s married to 

somebody better nor one o’ them valets, as is neither a common man nor a gentleman, an’ must 

live on the fat o’ the land, an’s like enough to stick his hands under his coat-tails and expect his 

wife to work for him.” 

“Aye, aye,” said Mr. Poyser, “we must have a better husband for her nor that, and there’s 

better at hand. Come, my wench, give over crying and get to bed. I’ll do better for you nor letting 

you go for a lady’s maid. Let’s hear no more on’t.” 

When Hetty was gone upstairs he said, “I canna make it out as she should want to go away, for 

I thought she’d got a mind t’ Adam Bede. She’s looked like it o’ late.” 

“Eh, there’s no knowing what she’s got a liking to, for things take no more hold on her than if 

she was a dried pea. I believe that gell, Molly—as is aggravatin’ enough, for the matter o’ that—



but I believe she’d care more about leaving us and the children, for all she’s been here but a year 

come Michaelmas, nor Hetty would. But she’s got this notion o’ being a lady’s maid wi’ going 

among them servants—we might ha’ known what it ’ud lead to when we let her go to learn the 

fine work. But I’ll put a stop to it pretty quick.” 

“Thee’dst be sorry to part wi’ her, if it wasn’t for her good,” said Mr. Poyser. “She’s useful to 

thee i’ the work.” 

“Sorry? Yes, I’m fonder on her nor she deserves—a little hard-hearted hussy, wanting to leave 

us i’ that way. I can’t ha’ had her about me these seven year, I reckon, and done for her, and 

taught her everything wi’out caring about her. An’ here I’m having linen spun, an’ thinking all 

the while it’ll make sheeting and table-clothing for her when she’s married, an’ she’ll live i’ the 

parish wi’ us, and never go out of our sights—like a fool as I am for thinking aught about her, as 

is no better nor a cherry wi’ a hard stone inside it.” 

“Nay, nay, thee mustna make much of a trifle,” said Mr. Poyser, soothingly. “She’s fond on us, 

I’ll be bound; but she’s young, an’ gets things in her head as she can’t rightly give account on. 

Them young fillies ’ull run away often wi’out knowing why.” 

Her uncle’s answers, however, had had another effect on Hetty besides that of disappointing 

her and making her cry. She knew quite well whom he had in his mind in his allusions to 

marriage, and to a sober, solid husband; and when she was in her bedroom again, the possibility 

of her marrying Adam presented itself to her in a new light. In a mind where no strong 

sympathies are at work, where there is no supreme sense of right to which the agitated nature can 

cling and steady itself to quiet endurance, one of the first results of sorrow is a desperate vague 

clutching after any deed that will change the actual condition. Poor Hetty’s vision of 

consequences, at no time more than a narrow fantastic calculation of her own probable pleasures 

and pains, was now quite shut out by reckless irritation under present suffering, and she was 

ready for one of those convulsive, motiveless actions by which wretched men and women leap 

from a temporary sorrow into a lifelong misery. 

Why should she not marry Adam? She did not care what she did, so that it made some change 

in her life. She felt confident that he would still want to marry her, and any further thought about 

Adam’s happiness in the matter had never yet visited her. 

“Strange!” perhaps you will say, “this rush of impulse towards a course that might have 

seemed the most repugnant to her present state of mind, and in only the second night of her 

sadness!” 

Yes, the actions of a little trivial soul like Hetty’s, struggling amidst the serious sad destinies 

of a human being, are strange. So are the motions of a little vessel without ballast tossed about 

on a stormy sea. How pretty it looked with its parti-coloured sail in the sunlight, moored in the 

quiet bay! 

“Let that man bear the loss who loosed it from its moorings.” 

But that will not save the vessel—the pretty thing that might have been a lasting joy. 

  



Chapter XXXII Mrs. Poyser “Has Her Say Out” 

The next Saturday evening there was much excited discussion at the Donnithorne Arms 

concerning an incident which had occurred that very day—no less than a second appearance of 

the smart man in top-boots said by some to be a mere farmer in treaty for the Chase Farm, by 

others to be the future steward, but by Mr. Casson himself, the personal witness to the stranger’s 

visit, pronounced contemptuously to be nothing better than a bailiff, such as Satchell had been 

before him. No one had thought of denying Mr. Casson’s testimony to the fact that he had seen 

the stranger; nevertheless, he proffered various corroborating circumstances. 

“I see him myself,” he said; “I see him coming along by the Crab-tree Meadow on a bald-

faced hoss. I’d just been t’ hev a pint—it was half after ten i’ the fore-noon, when I hev my pint 

as reg’lar as the clock—and I says to Knowles, as druv up with his waggon, ‘You’ll get a bit o’ 

barley to-day, Knowles,’ I says, ‘if you look about you’; and then I went round by the rick-yard, 

and towart the Treddles’on road, and just as I come up by the big ash-tree, I see the man i’ top-

boots coming along on a bald-faced hoss—I wish I may never stir if I didn’t. And I stood still till 

he come up, and I says, ‘Good morning, sir,’ I says, for I wanted to hear the turn of his tongue, as 

I might know whether he was a this-country man; so I says, ‘Good morning, sir: it ’ll ’old hup 

for the barley this morning, I think. There’ll be a bit got hin, if we’ve good luck.’ And he says, 

‘Eh, ye may be raight, there’s noo tallin’,’ he says, and I knowed by that”—here Mr. Casson 

gave a wink—“as he didn’t come from a hundred mile off. I daresay he’d think me a hodd talker, 

as you Loamshire folks allays does hany one as talks the right language.” 

“The right language!” said Bartle Massey, contemptuously. “You’re about as near the right 

language as a pig’s squeaking is like a tune played on a key-bugle.” 

“Well, I don’t know,” answered Mr. Casson, with an angry smile. “I should think a man as has 

lived among the gentry from a by, is likely to know what’s the right language pretty nigh as well 

as a schoolmaster.” 

“Ay, ay, man,” said Bartle, with a tone of sarcastic consolation, “you talk the right language 

for you. When Mike Holdsworth’s goat says ba-a-a, it’s all right—it ’ud be unnatural for it to 

make any other noise.” 

The rest of the party being Loamshire men, Mr. Casson had the laugh strongly against him, 

and wisely fell back on the previous question, which, far from being exhausted in a single 

evening, was renewed in the churchyard, before service, the next day, with the fresh interest 

conferred on all news when there is a fresh person to hear it; and that fresh hearer was Martin 

Poyser, who, as his wife said, “never went boozin’ with that set at Casson’s, a-sittin’ soakin’ in 

drink, and looking as wise as a lot o’ cod-fish wi’ red faces.” 

It was probably owing to the conversation she had had with her husband on their way from 

church concerning this problematic stranger that Mrs. Poyser’s thoughts immediately reverted to 

him when, a day or two afterwards, as she was standing at the house-door with her knitting, in 

that eager leisure which came to her when the afternoon cleaning was done, she saw the old 

squire enter the yard on his black pony, followed by John the groom. She always cited it 

afterwards as a case of prevision, which really had something more in it than her own remarkable 

penetration, that the moment she set eyes on the squire she said to herself, “I shouldna wonder if 



he’s come about that man as is a-going to take the Chase Farm, wanting Poyser to do something 

for him without pay. But Poyser’s a fool if he does.” 

Something unwonted must clearly be in the wind, for the old squire’s visits to his tenantry 

were rare; and though Mrs. Poyser had during the last twelvemonth recited many imaginary 

speeches, meaning even more than met the ear, which she was quite determined to make to him 

the next time he appeared within the gates of the Hall Farm, the speeches had always remained 

imaginary. 

“Good-day, Mrs. Poyser,” said the old squire, peering at her with his short-sighted eyes—a 

mode of looking at her which, as Mrs. Poyser observed, “allays aggravated me: it was as if you 

was a insect, and he was going to dab his finger-nail on you.” 

However, she said, “Your servant, sir,” and curtsied with an air of perfect deference as she 

advanced towards him: she was not the woman to misbehave towards her betters, and fly in the 

face of the catechism, without severe provocation. 

“Is your husband at home, Mrs. Poyser?” 

“Yes, sir; he’s only i’ the rick-yard. I’ll send for him in a minute, if you’ll please to get down 

and step in.” 

“Thank you; I will do so. I want to consult him about a little matter; but you are quite as much 

concerned in it, if not more. I must have your opinion too.” 

“Hetty, run and tell your uncle to come in,” said Mrs. Poyser, as they entered the house, and 

the old gentleman bowed low in answer to Hetty’s curtsy; while Totty, conscious of a pinafore 

stained with gooseberry jam, stood hiding her face against the clock and peeping round furtively. 

“What a fine old kitchen this is!” said Mr. Donnithorne, looking round admiringly. He always 

spoke in the same deliberate, well-chiselled, polite way, whether his words were sugary or 

venomous. “And you keep it so exquisitely clean, Mrs. Poyser. I like these premises, do you 

know, beyond any on the estate.” 

“Well, sir, since you’re fond of ’em, I should be glad if you’d let a bit o’ repairs be done to 

’em, for the boarding’s i’ that state as we’re like to be eaten up wi’ rats and mice; and the cellar, 

you may stan’ up to your knees i’ water in’t, if you like to go down; but perhaps you’d rather 

believe my words. Won’t you please to sit down, sir?” 

“Not yet; I must see your dairy. I have not seen it for years, and I hear on all hands about your 

fine cheese and butter,” said the squire, looking politely unconscious that there could be any 

question on which he and Mrs. Poyser might happen to disagree. “I think I see the door open, 

there. You must not be surprised if I cast a covetous eye on your cream and butter. I don’t expect 

that Mrs. Satchell’s cream and butter will bear comparison with yours.” 

“I can’t say, sir, I’m sure. It’s seldom I see other folks’s butter, though there’s some on it as 

one’s no need to see—the smell’s enough.” 

“Ah, now this I like,” said Mr. Donnithorne, looking round at the damp temple of cleanliness, 

but keeping near the door. “I’m sure I should like my breakfast better if I knew the butter and 



cream came from this dairy. Thank you, that really is a pleasant sight. Unfortunately, my slight 

tendency to rheumatism makes me afraid of damp: I’ll sit down in your comfortable kitchen. Ah, 

Poyser, how do you do? In the midst of business, I see, as usual. I’ve been looking at your wife’s 

beautiful dairy—the best manager in the parish, is she not?” 

Mr. Poyser had just entered in shirt-sleeves and open waistcoat, with a face a shade redder 

than usual, from the exertion of “pitching.” As he stood, red, rotund, and radiant, before the 

small, wiry, cool old gentleman, he looked like a prize apple by the side of a withered crab. 

“Will you please to take this chair, sir?” he said, lifting his father’s arm-chair forward a little: 

“you’ll find it easy.” 

“No, thank you, I never sit in easy-chairs,” said the old gentleman, seating himself on a small 

chair near the door. “Do you know, Mrs. Poyser—sit down, pray, both of you—I’ve been far 

from contented, for some time, with Mrs. Satchell’s dairy management. I think she has not a 

good method, as you have.” 

“Indeed, sir, I can’t speak to that,” said Mrs. Poyser in a hard voice, rolling and unrolling her 

knitting and looking icily out of the window, as she continued to stand opposite the squire. 

Poyser might sit down if he liked, she thought; she wasn’t going to sit down, as if she’d give in 

to any such smooth-tongued palaver. Mr. Poyser, who looked and felt the reverse of icy, did sit 

down in his three-cornered chair. 

“And now, Poyser, as Satchell is laid up, I am intending to let the Chase Farm to a respectable 

tenant. I’m tired of having a farm on my own hands—nothing is made the best of in such cases, 

as you know. A satisfactory bailiff is hard to find; and I think you and I, Poyser, and your 

excellent wife here, can enter into a little arrangement in consequence, which will be to our 

mutual advantage.” 

“Oh,” said Mr. Poyser, with a good-natured blankness of imagination as to the nature of the 

arrangement. 

“If I’m called upon to speak, sir,” said Mrs. Poyser, after glancing at her husband with pity at 

his softness, “you know better than me; but I don’t see what the Chase Farm is t’ us—we’ve 

cumber enough wi’ our own farm. Not but what I’m glad to hear o’ anybody respectable coming 

into the parish; there’s some as ha’ been brought in as hasn’t been looked on i’ that character.” 

“You’re likely to find Mr. Thurle an excellent neighbour, I assure you—such a one as you will 

feel glad to have accommodated by the little plan I’m going to mention, especially as I hope you 

will find it as much to your own advantage as his.” 

“Indeed, sir, if it’s anything t’ our advantage, it’ll be the first offer o’ the sort I’ve heared on. 

It’s them as take advantage that get advantage i’ this world, I think: folks have to wait long 

enough afore it’s brought to ’em.” 

“The fact is, Poyser,” said the squire, ignoring Mrs. Poyser’s theory of worldly prosperity, 

“there is too much dairy land, and too little plough land, on the Chase Farm to suit Thurle’s 

purpose—indeed, he will only take the farm on condition of some change in it: his wife, it 

appears, is not a clever dairy-woman, like yours. Now, the plan I’m thinking of is to effect a little 



exchange. If you were to have the Hollow Pastures, you might increase your dairy, which must 

be so profitable under your wife’s management; and I should request you, Mrs. Poyser, to supply 

my house with milk, cream, and butter at the market prices. On the other hand, Poyser, you 

might let Thurle have the Lower and Upper Ridges, which really, with our wet seasons, would be 

a good riddance for you. There is much less risk in dairy land than corn land.” 

Mr. Poyser was leaning forward, with his elbows on his knees, his head on one side, and his 

mouth screwed up—apparently absorbed in making the tips of his fingers meet so as to represent 

with perfect accuracy the ribs of a ship. He was much too acute a man not to see through the 

whole business, and to foresee perfectly what would be his wife’s view of the subject; but he 

disliked giving unpleasant answers. Unless it was on a point of farming practice, he would rather 

give up than have a quarrel, any day; and, after all, it mattered more to his wife than to him. So, 

after a few moments’ silence, he looked up at her and said mildly, “What dost say?” 

Mrs. Poyser had had her eyes fixed on her husband with cold severity during his silence, but 

now she turned away her head with a toss, looked icily at the opposite roof of the cow-shed, and 

spearing her knitting together with the loose pin, held it firmly between her clasped hands. 

“Say? Why, I say you may do as you like about giving up any o’ your corn-land afore your 

lease is up, which it won’t be for a year come next Michaelmas, but I’ll not consent to take more 

dairy work into my hands, either for love or money; and there’s nayther love nor money here, as 

I can see, on’y other folks’s love o’ theirselves, and the money as is to go into other folks’s 

pockets. I know there’s them as is born t’ own the land, and them as is born to sweat on’t”—here 

Mrs. Poyser paused to gasp a little—“and I know it’s christened folks’s duty to submit to their 

betters as fur as flesh and blood ’ull bear it; but I’ll not make a martyr o’ myself, and wear 

myself to skin and bone, and worret myself as if I was a churn wi’ butter a-coming in’t, for no 

landlord in England, not if he was King George himself.” 

“No, no, my dear Mrs. Poyser, certainly not,” said the squire, still confident in his own powers 

of persuasion, “you must not overwork yourself; but don’t you think your work will rather be 

lessened than increased in this way? There is so much milk required at the Abbey that you will 

have little increase of cheese and butter making from the addition to your dairy; and I believe 

selling the milk is the most profitable way of disposing of dairy produce, is it not?” 

“Aye, that’s true,” said Mr. Poyser, unable to repress an opinion on a question of farming 

profits, and forgetting that it was not in this case a purely abstract question. 

“I daresay,” said Mrs. Poyser bitterly, turning her head half-way towards her husband and 

looking at the vacant arm-chair—“I daresay it’s true for men as sit i’ th’ chimney-corner and 

make believe as everything’s cut wi’ ins an’ outs to fit int’ everything else. If you could make a 

pudding wi’ thinking o’ the batter, it ’ud be easy getting dinner. How do I know whether the milk 

’ull be wanted constant? What’s to make me sure as the house won’t be put o’ board wage afore 

we’re many months older, and then I may have to lie awake o’ nights wi’ twenty gallons o’ milk 

on my mind—and Dingall ’ull take no more butter, let alone paying for it; and we must fat pigs 

till we’re obliged to beg the butcher on our knees to buy ’em, and lose half of ’em wi’ the 

measles. And there’s the fetching and carrying, as ’ud be welly half a day’s work for a man an’ 

hoss—that’s to be took out o’ the profits, I reckon? But there’s folks ’ud hold a sieve under the 

pump and expect to carry away the water.” 



“That difficulty—about the fetching and carrying—you will not have, Mrs. Poyser,” said the 

squire, who thought that this entrance into particulars indicated a distant inclination to 

compromise on Mrs. Poyser’s part. “Bethell will do that regularly with the cart and pony.” 

“Oh, sir, begging your pardon, I’ve never been used t’ having gentlefolks’s servants coming 

about my back places, a-making love to both the gells at once and keeping ’em with their hands 

on their hips listening to all manner o’ gossip when they should be down on their knees a-

scouring. If we’re to go to ruin, it shanna be wi’ having our back kitchen turned into a public.” 

“Well, Poyser,” said the squire, shifting his tactics and looking as if he thought Mrs. Poyser 

had suddenly withdrawn from the proceedings and left the room, “you can turn the Hollows into 

feeding-land. I can easily make another arrangement about supplying my house. And I shall not 

forget your readiness to accommodate your landlord as well as a neighbour. I know you will be 

glad to have your lease renewed for three years, when the present one expires; otherwise, I 

daresay Thurle, who is a man of some capital, would be glad to take both the farms, as they 

could be worked so well together. But I don’t want to part with an old tenant like you.” 

To be thrust out of the discussion in this way would have been enough to complete Mrs. 

Poyser’s exasperation, even without the final threat. Her husband, really alarmed at the 

possibility of their leaving the old place where he had been bred and born—for he believed the 

old squire had small spite enough for anything—was beginning a mild remonstrance explanatory 

of the inconvenience he should find in having to buy and sell more stock, with, “Well, sir, I think 

as it’s rether hard...” when Mrs. Poyser burst in with the desperate determination to have her say 

out this once, though it were to rain notices to quit and the only shelter were the work-house. 

“Then, sir, if I may speak—as, for all I’m a woman, and there’s folks as thinks a woman’s fool 

enough to stan’ by an’ look on while the men sign her soul away, I’ve a right to speak, for I 

make one quarter o’ the rent, and save another quarter—I say, if Mr. Thurle’s so ready to take 

farms under you, it’s a pity but what he should take this, and see if he likes to live in a house wi’ 

all the plagues o’ Egypt in’t—wi’ the cellar full o’ water, and frogs and toads hoppin’ up the 

steps by dozens—and the floors rotten, and the rats and mice gnawing every bit o’ cheese, and 

runnin’ over our heads as we lie i’ bed till we expect ’em to eat us up alive—as it’s a mercy they 

hanna eat the children long ago. I should like to see if there’s another tenant besides Poyser as 

’ud put up wi’ never having a bit o’ repairs done till a place tumbles down—and not then, on’y 

wi’ begging and praying and having to pay half—and being strung up wi’ the rent as it’s much if 

he gets enough out o’ the land to pay, for all he’s put his own money into the ground beforehand. 

See if you’ll get a stranger to lead such a life here as that: a maggot must be born i’ the rotten 

cheese to like it, I reckon. You may run away from my words, sir,” continued Mrs. Poyser, 

following the old squire beyond the door—for after the first moments of stunned surprise he had 

got up, and, waving his hand towards her with a smile, had walked out towards his pony. But it 

was impossible for him to get away immediately, for John was walking the pony up and down 

the yard, and was some distance from the causeway when his master beckoned. 

“You may run away from my words, sir, and you may go spinnin’ underhand ways o’ doing us 

a mischief, for you’ve got Old Harry to your friend, though nobody else is, but I tell you for once 

as we’re not dumb creatures to be abused and made money on by them as ha’ got the lash i’ their 

hands, for want o’ knowing how t’ undo the tackle. An’ if I’m th’ only one as speaks my mind, 

there’s plenty o’ the same way o’ thinking i’ this parish and the next to ’t, for your name’s no 



better than a brimstone match in everybody’s nose—if it isna two-three old folks as you think o’ 

saving your soul by giving ’em a bit o’ flannel and a drop o’ porridge. An’ you may be right i’ 

thinking it’ll take but little to save your soul, for it’ll be the smallest savin’ y’ iver made, wi’ all 

your scrapin’.” 

There are occasions on which two servant-girls and a waggoner may be a formidable audience, 

and as the squire rode away on his black pony, even the gift of short-sightedness did not prevent 

him from being aware that Molly and Nancy and Tim were grinning not far from him. Perhaps 

he suspected that sour old John was grinning behind him—which was also the fact. Meanwhile 

the bull-dog, the black-and-tan terrier, Alick’s sheep-dog, and the gander hissing at a safe 

distance from the pony’s heels carried out the idea of Mrs. Poyser’s solo in an impressive 

quartet. 

Mrs. Poyser, however, had no sooner seen the pony move off than she turned round, gave the 

two hilarious damsels a look which drove them into the back kitchen, and unspearing her 

knitting, began to knit again with her usual rapidity as she re-entered the house. 

“Thee’st done it now,” said Mr. Poyser, a little alarmed and uneasy, but not without some 

triumphant amusement at his wife’s outbreak. 

“Yes, I know I’ve done it,” said Mrs. Poyser; “but I’ve had my say out, and I shall be th’ easier 

for’t all my life. There’s no pleasure i’ living if you’re to be corked up for ever, and only dribble 

your mind out by the sly, like a leaky barrel. I shan’t repent saying what I think, if I live to be as 

old as th’ old squire; and there’s little likelihood—for it seems as if them as aren’t wanted here 

are th’ only folks as aren’t wanted i’ th’ other world.” 

“But thee wutna like moving from th’ old place, this Michaelmas twelvemonth,” said Mr. 

Poyser, “and going into a strange parish, where thee know’st nobody. It’ll be hard upon us both, 

and upo’ Father too.” 

“Eh, it’s no use worreting; there’s plenty o’ things may happen between this and Michaelmas 

twelvemonth. The captain may be master afore them, for what we know,” said Mrs. Poyser, 

inclined to take an unusually hopeful view of an embarrassment which had been brought about 

by her own merit and not by other people’s fault. 

“I’m none for worreting,” said Mr. Poyser, rising from his three-cornered chair and walking 

slowly towards the door; “but I should be loath to leave th’ old place, and the parish where I was 

bred and born, and Father afore me. We should leave our roots behind us, I doubt, and niver 

thrive again.” 

  



Chapter XXXIII More Links 

The barley was all carried at last, and the harvest suppers went by without waiting for the 

dismal black crop of beans. The apples and nuts were gathered and stored; the scent of whey 

departed from the farm-houses, and the scent of brewing came in its stead. The woods behind the 

Chase, and all the hedgerow trees, took on a solemn splendour under the dark low-hanging skies. 

Michaelmas was come, with its fragrant basketfuls of purple damsons, and its paler purple 

daisies, and its lads and lasses leaving or seeking service and winding along between the yellow 

hedges, with their bundles under their arms. But though Michaelmas was come, Mr. Thurle, that 

desirable tenant, did not come to the Chase Farm, and the old squire, after all, had been obliged 

to put in a new bailiff. It was known throughout the two parishes that the squire’s plan had been 

frustrated because the Poysers had refused to be “put upon,” and Mrs. Poyser’s outbreak was 

discussed in all the farm-houses with a zest which was only heightened by frequent repetition. 

The news that “Bony” was come back from Egypt was comparatively insipid, and the repulse of 

the French in Italy was nothing to Mrs. Poyser’s repulse of the old squire. Mr. Irwine had heard a 

version of it in every parishioner’s house, with the one exception of the Chase. But since he had 

always, with marvellous skill, avoided any quarrel with Mr. Donnithorne, he could not allow 

himself the pleasure of laughing at the old gentleman’s discomfiture with any one besides his 

mother, who declared that if she were rich she should like to allow Mrs. Poyser a pension for 

life, and wanted to invite her to the parsonage that she might hear an account of the scene from 

Mrs. Poyser’s own lips. 

“No, no, Mother,” said Mr. Irwine; “it was a little bit of irregular justice on Mrs. Poyser’s part, 

but a magistrate like me must not countenance irregular justice. There must be no report spread 

that I have taken notice of the quarrel, else I shall lose the little good influence I have over the 

old man.” 

“Well, I like that woman even better than her cream-cheeses,” said Mrs. Irwine. “She has the 

spirit of three men, with that pale face of hers. And she says such sharp things too.” 

“Sharp! Yes, her tongue is like a new-set razor. She’s quite original in her talk too; one of 

those untaught wits that help to stock a country with proverbs. I told you that capital thing I 

heard her say about Craig—that he was like a cock, who thought the sun had risen to hear him 

crow. Now that’s an Æsop’s fable in a sentence.” 

“But it will be a bad business if the old gentleman turns them out of the farm next Michaelmas, 

eh?” said Mrs. Irwine. 

“Oh, that must not be; and Poyser is such a good tenant that Donnithorne is likely to think 

twice, and digest his spleen rather than turn them out. But if he should give them notice at Lady 

Day, Arthur and I must move heaven and earth to mollify him. Such old parishioners as they are 

must not go.” 

“Ah, there’s no knowing what may happen before Lady day,” said Mrs. Irwine. “It struck me 

on Arthur’s birthday that the old man was a little shaken: he’s eighty-three, you know. It’s really 

an unconscionable age. It’s only women who have a right to live as long as that.” 



“When they’ve got old-bachelor sons who would be forlorn without them,” said Mr. Irwine, 

laughing, and kissing his mother’s hand. 

Mrs. Poyser, too, met her husband’s occasional forebodings of a notice to quit with “There’s 

no knowing what may happen before Lady day”—one of those undeniable general propositions 

which are usually intended to convey a particular meaning very far from undeniable. But it is 

really too hard upon human nature that it should be held a criminal offence to imagine the death 

even of the king when he is turned eighty-three. It is not to be believed that any but the dullest 

Britons can be good subjects under that hard condition. 

Apart from this foreboding, things went on much as usual in the Poyser household. Mrs. 

Poyser thought she noticed a surprising improvement in Hetty. To be sure, the girl got “closer 

tempered, and sometimes she seemed as if there’d be no drawing a word from her with cart-

ropes,” but she thought much less about her dress, and went after the work quite eagerly, without 

any telling. And it was wonderful how she never wanted to go out now—indeed, could hardly be 

persuaded to go; and she bore her aunt’s putting a stop to her weekly lesson in fine-work at the 

Chase without the least grumbling or pouting. It must be, after all, that she had set her heart on 

Adam at last, and her sudden freak of wanting to be a lady’s maid must have been caused by 

some little pique or misunderstanding between them, which had passed by. For whenever Adam 

came to the Hall Farm, Hetty seemed to be in better spirits and to talk more than at other times, 

though she was almost sullen when Mr. Craig or any other admirer happened to pay a visit there. 

Adam himself watched her at first with trembling anxiety, which gave way to surprise and 

delicious hope. Five days after delivering Arthur’s letter, he had ventured to go to the Hall Farm 

again—not without dread lest the sight of him might be painful to her. She was not in the house-

place when he entered, and he sat talking to Mr. and Mrs. Poyser for a few minutes with a heavy 

fear on his heart that they might presently tell him Hetty was ill. But by and by there came a light 

step that he knew, and when Mrs. Poyser said, “Come, Hetty, where have you been?” Adam was 

obliged to turn round, though he was afraid to see the changed look there must be in her face. He 

almost started when he saw her smiling as if she were pleased to see him—looking the same as 

ever at a first glance, only that she had her cap on, which he had never seen her in before when 

he came of an evening. Still, when he looked at her again and again as she moved about or sat at 

her work, there was a change: the cheeks were as pink as ever, and she smiled as much as she 

had ever done of late, but there was something different in her eyes, in the expression of her face, 

in all her movements, Adam thought—something harder, older, less child-like. “Poor thing!” he 

said to himself, “that’s allays likely. It’s because she’s had her first heartache. But she’s got a 

spirit to bear up under it. Thank God for that.” 

As the weeks went by, and he saw her always looking pleased to see him—turning up her 

lovely face towards him as if she meant him to understand that she was glad for him to come—

and going about her work in the same equable way, making no sign of sorrow, he began to 

believe that her feeling towards Arthur must have been much slighter than he had imagined in his 

first indignation and alarm, and that she had been able to think of her girlish fancy that Arthur 

was in love with her and would marry her as a folly of which she was timely cured. And it 

perhaps was, as he had sometimes in his more cheerful moments hoped it would be—her heart 

was really turning with all the more warmth towards the man she knew to have a serious love for 

her. 



Possibly you think that Adam was not at all sagacious in his interpretations, and that it was 

altogether extremely unbecoming in a sensible man to behave as he did—falling in love with a 

girl who really had nothing more than her beauty to recommend her, attributing imaginary 

virtues to her, and even condescending to cleave to her after she had fallen in love with another 

man, waiting for her kind looks as a patient trembling dog waits for his master’s eye to be turned 

upon him. But in so complex a thing as human nature, we must consider, it is hard to find rules 

without exceptions. Of course, I know that, as a rule, sensible men fall in love with the most 

sensible women of their acquaintance, see through all the pretty deceits of coquettish beauty, 

never imagine themselves loved when they are not loved, cease loving on all proper occasions, 

and marry the woman most fitted for them in every respect—indeed, so as to compel the 

approbation of all the maiden ladies in their neighbourhood. But even to this rule an exception 

will occur now and then in the lapse of centuries, and my friend Adam was one. For my own 

part, however, I respect him none the less—nay, I think the deep love he had for that sweet, 

rounded, blossom-like, dark-eyed Hetty, of whose inward self he was really very ignorant, came 

out of the very strength of his nature and not out of any inconsistent weakness. Is it any 

weakness, pray, to be wrought on by exquisite music? To feel its wondrous harmonies searching 

the subtlest windings of your soul, the delicate fibres of life where no memory can penetrate, and 

binding together your whole being past and present in one unspeakable vibration, melting you in 

one moment with all the tenderness, all the love that has been scattered through the toilsome 

years, concentrating in one emotion of heroic courage or resignation all the hard-learnt lessons of 

self-renouncing sympathy, blending your present joy with past sorrow and your present sorrow 

with all your past joy? If not, then neither is it a weakness to be so wrought upon by the exquisite 

curves of a woman’s cheek and neck and arms, by the liquid depths of her beseeching eyes, or 

the sweet childish pout of her lips. For the beauty of a lovely woman is like music: what can one 

say more? Beauty has an expression beyond and far above the one woman’s soul that it clothes, 

as the words of genius have a wider meaning than the thought that prompted them. It is more 

than a woman’s love that moves us in a woman’s eyes—it seems to be a far-off mighty love that 

has come near to us, and made speech for itself there; the rounded neck, the dimpled arm, move 

us by something more than their prettiness—by their close kinship with all we have known of 

tenderness and peace. The noblest nature sees the most of this impersonal expression in beauty 

(it is needless to say that there are gentlemen with whiskers dyed and undyed who see none of it 

whatever), and for this reason, the noblest nature is often the most blinded to the character of the 

one woman’s soul that the beauty clothes. Whence, I fear, the tragedy of human life is likely to 

continue for a long time to come, in spite of mental philosophers who are ready with the best 

receipts for avoiding all mistakes of the kind. 

Our good Adam had no fine words into which he could put his feeling for Hetty: he could not 

disguise mystery in this way with the appearance of knowledge; he called his love frankly a 

mystery, as you have heard him. He only knew that the sight and memory of her moved him 

deeply, touching the spring of all love and tenderness, all faith and courage within him. How 

could he imagine narrowness, selfishness, hardness in her? He created the mind he believed in 

out of his own, which was large, unselfish, tender. 

The hopes he felt about Hetty softened a little his feeling towards Arthur. Surely his attentions 

to Hetty must have been of a slight kind; they were altogether wrong, and such as no man in 

Arthur’s position ought to have allowed himself, but they must have had an air of playfulness 

about them, which had probably blinded him to their danger and had prevented them from laying 



any strong hold on Hetty’s heart. As the new promise of happiness rose for Adam, his 

indignation and jealousy began to die out. Hetty was not made unhappy; he almost believed that 

she liked him best; and the thought sometimes crossed his mind that the friendship which had 

once seemed dead for ever might revive in the days to come, and he would not have to say 

“good-bye” to the grand old woods, but would like them better because they were Arthur’s. For 

this new promise of happiness following so quickly on the shock of pain had an intoxicating 

effect on the sober Adam, who had all his life been used to much hardship and moderate hope. 

Was he really going to have an easy lot after all? It seemed so, for at the beginning of November, 

Jonathan Burge, finding it impossible to replace Adam, had at last made up his mind to offer him 

a share in the business, without further condition than that he should continue to give his 

energies to it and renounce all thought of having a separate business of his own. Son-in-law or no 

son-in-law, Adam had made himself too necessary to be parted with, and his headwork was so 

much more important to Burge than his skill in handicraft that his having the management of the 

woods made little difference in the value of his services; and as to the bargains about the squire’s 

timber, it would be easy to call in a third person. Adam saw here an opening into a broadening 

path of prosperous work such as he had thought of with ambitious longing ever since he was a 

lad: he might come to build a bridge, or a town hall, or a factory, for he had always said to 

himself that Jonathan Burge’s building business was like an acorn, which might be the mother of 

a great tree. So he gave his hand to Burge on that bargain, and went home with his mind full of 

happy visions, in which (my refined reader will perhaps be shocked when I say it) the image of 

Hetty hovered, and smiled over plans for seasoning timber at a trifling expense, calculations as to 

the cheapening of bricks per thousand by water-carriage, and a favourite scheme for the 

strengthening of roofs and walls with a peculiar form of iron girder. What then? Adam’s 

enthusiasm lay in these things; and our love is inwrought in our enthusiasm as electricity is 

inwrought in the air, exalting its power by a subtle presence. 

Adam would be able to take a separate house now, and provide for his mother in the old one; 

his prospects would justify his marrying very soon, and if Dinah consented to have Seth, their 

mother would perhaps be more contented to live apart from Adam. But he told himself that he 

would not be hasty—he would not try Hetty’s feeling for him until it had had time to grow strong 

and firm. However, tomorrow, after church, he would go to the Hall Farm and tell them the 

news. Mr. Poyser, he knew, would like it better than a five-pound note, and he should see if 

Hetty’s eyes brightened at it. The months would be short with all he had to fill his mind, and this 

foolish eagerness which had come over him of late must not hurry him into any premature 

words. Yet when he got home and told his mother the good news, and ate his supper, while she 

sat by almost crying for joy and wanting him to eat twice as much as usual because of this good-

luck, he could not help preparing her gently for the coming change by talking of the old house 

being too small for them all to go on living in it always. 

  



Chapter XXXIV The Betrothal 

It was a dry Sunday, and really a pleasant day for the 2d of November. There was no sunshine, 

but the clouds were high, and the wind was so still that the yellow leaves which fluttered down 

from the hedgerow elms must have fallen from pure decay. Nevertheless, Mrs. Poyser did not go 

to church, for she had taken a cold too serious to be neglected; only two winters ago she had 

been laid up for weeks with a cold; and since his wife did not go to church, Mr. Poyser 

considered that on the whole it would be as well for him to stay away too and “keep her 

company.” He could perhaps have given no precise form to the reasons that determined this 

conclusion, but it is well known to all experienced minds that our firmest convictions are often 

dependent on subtle impressions for which words are quite too coarse a medium. However it 

was, no one from the Poyser family went to church that afternoon except Hetty and the boys; yet 

Adam was bold enough to join them after church, and say that he would walk home with them, 

though all the way through the village he appeared to be chiefly occupied with Marty and 

Tommy, telling them about the squirrels in Binton Coppice, and promising to take them there 

some day. But when they came to the fields he said to the boys, “Now, then, which is the stoutest 

walker? Him as gets to th’ home-gate first shall be the first to go with me to Binton Coppice on 

the donkey. But Tommy must have the start up to the next stile, because he’s the smallest.” 

Adam had never behaved so much like a determined lover before. As soon as the boys had 

both set off, he looked down at Hetty and said, “Won’t you hang on my arm, Hetty?” in a 

pleading tone, as if he had already asked her and she had refused. Hetty looked up at him 

smilingly and put her round arm through his in a moment. It was nothing to her, putting her arm 

through Adam’s, but she knew he cared a great deal about having her arm through his, and she 

wished him to care. Her heart beat no faster, and she looked at the half-bare hedgerows and the 

ploughed field with the same sense of oppressive dulness as before. But Adam scarcely felt that 

he was walking. He thought Hetty must know that he was pressing her arm a little—a very little. 

Words rushed to his lips that he dared not utter—that he had made up his mind not to utter yet—

and so he was silent for the length of that field. The calm patience with which he had once 

waited for Hetty’s love, content only with her presence and the thought of the future, had 

forsaken him since that terrible shock nearly three months ago. The agitations of jealousy had 

given a new restlessness to his passion—had made fear and uncertainty too hard almost to bear. 

But though he might not speak to Hetty of his love, he would tell her about his new prospects 

and see if she would be pleased. So when he was enough master of himself to talk, he said, “I’m 

going to tell your uncle some news that’ll surprise him, Hetty; and I think he’ll be glad to hear it 

too.” 

“What’s that?” Hetty said indifferently. 

“Why, Mr. Burge has offered me a share in his business, and I’m going to take it.” 

There was a change in Hetty’s face, certainly not produced by any agreeable impression from 

this news. In fact she felt a momentary annoyance and alarm, for she had so often heard it hinted 

by her uncle that Adam might have Mary Burge and a share in the business any day, if he liked, 

that she associated the two objects now, and the thought immediately occurred that perhaps 

Adam had given her up because of what had happened lately, and had turned towards Mary 

Burge. With that thought, and before she had time to remember any reasons why it could not be 



true, came a new sense of forsakenness and disappointment. The one thing—the one person—her 

mind had rested on in its dull weariness, had slipped away from her, and peevish misery filled 

her eyes with tears. She was looking on the ground, but Adam saw her face, saw the tears, and 

before he had finished saying, “Hetty, dear Hetty, what are you crying for?” his eager rapid 

thought had flown through all the causes conceivable to him, and had at last alighted on half the 

true one. Hetty thought he was going to marry Mary Burge—she didn’t like him to marry—

perhaps she didn’t like him to marry any one but herself? All caution was swept away—all 

reason for it was gone, and Adam could feel nothing but trembling joy. He leaned towards her 

and took her hand, as he said: 

“I could afford to be married now, Hetty—I could make a wife comfortable; but I shall never 

want to be married if you won’t have me.” 

Hetty looked up at him and smiled through her tears, as she had done to Arthur that first 

evening in the wood, when she had thought he was not coming, and yet he came. It was a feebler 

relief, a feebler triumph she felt now, but the great dark eyes and the sweet lips were as beautiful 

as ever, perhaps more beautiful, for there was a more luxuriant womanliness about Hetty of late. 

Adam could hardly believe in the happiness of that moment. His right hand held her left, and he 

pressed her arm close against his heart as he leaned down towards her. 

“Do you really love me, Hetty? Will you be my own wife, to love and take care of as long as I 

live?” 

Hetty did not speak, but Adam’s face was very close to hers, and she put up her round cheek 

against his, like a kitten. She wanted to be caressed—she wanted to feel as if Arthur were with 

her again. 

Adam cared for no words after that, and they hardly spoke through the rest of the walk. He 

only said, “I may tell your uncle and aunt, mayn’t I, Hetty?” and she said, “Yes.” 

The red fire-light on the hearth at the Hall Farm shone on joyful faces that evening, when 

Hetty was gone upstairs and Adam took the opportunity of telling Mr. and Mrs. Poyser and the 

grandfather that he saw his way to maintaining a wife now, and that Hetty had consented to have 

him. 

“I hope you have no objections against me for her husband,” said Adam; “I’m a poor man as 

yet, but she shall want nothing as I can work for.” 

“Objections?” said Mr. Poyser, while the grandfather leaned forward and brought out his long 

“Nay, nay.” “What objections can we ha’ to you, lad? Never mind your being poorish as yet; 

there’s money in your head-piece as there’s money i’ the sown field, but it must ha’ time. You’n 

got enough to begin on, and we can do a deal tow’rt the bit o’ furniture you’ll want. Thee’st got 

feathers and linen to spare—plenty, eh?” 

This question was of course addressed to Mrs. Poyser, who was wrapped up in a warm shawl 

and was too hoarse to speak with her usual facility. At first she only nodded emphatically, but 

she was presently unable to resist the temptation to be more explicit. 



“It ud be a poor tale if I hadna feathers and linen,” she said, hoarsely, “when I never sell a fowl 

but what’s plucked, and the wheel’s a-going every day o’ the week.” 

“Come, my wench,” said Mr. Poyser, when Hetty came down, “come and kiss us, and let us 

wish you luck.” 

Hetty went very quietly and kissed the big good-natured man. 

“There!” he said, patting her on the back, “go and kiss your aunt and your grandfather. I’m as 

wishful t’ have you settled well as if you was my own daughter; and so’s your aunt, I’ll be 

bound, for she’s done by you this seven ’ear, Hetty, as if you’d been her own. Come, come, 

now,” he went on, becoming jocose, as soon as Hetty had kissed her aunt and the old man, 

“Adam wants a kiss too, I’ll warrant, and he’s a right to one now.” 

Hetty turned away, smiling, towards her empty chair. 

“Come, Adam, then, take one,” persisted Mr. Poyser, “else y’ arena half a man.” 

Adam got up, blushing like a small maiden—great strong fellow as he was—and, putting his 

arm round Hetty stooped down and gently kissed her lips. 

It was a pretty scene in the red fire-light; for there were no candles—why should there be, 

when the fire was so bright and was reflected from all the pewter and the polished oak? No one 

wanted to work on a Sunday evening. Even Hetty felt something like contentment in the midst of 

all this love. Adam’s attachment to her, Adam’s caress, stirred no passion in her, were no longer 

enough to satisfy her vanity, but they were the best her life offered her now—they promised her 

some change. 

There was a great deal of discussion before Adam went away, about the possibility of his 

finding a house that would do for him to settle in. No house was empty except the one next to 

Will Maskery’s in the village, and that was too small for Adam now. Mr. Poyser insisted that the 

best plan would be for Seth and his mother to move and leave Adam in the old home, which 

might be enlarged after a while, for there was plenty of space in the woodyard and garden; but 

Adam objected to turning his mother out. 

“Well, well,” said Mr. Poyser at last, “we needna fix everything to-night. We must take time to 

consider. You canna think o’ getting married afore Easter. I’m not for long courtships, but there 

must be a bit o’ time to make things comfortable.” 

“Aye, to be sure,” said Mrs. Poyser, in a hoarse whisper; “Christian folks can’t be married like 

cuckoos, I reckon.” 

“I’m a bit daunted, though,” said Mr. Poyser, “when I think as we may have notice to quit, and 

belike be forced to take a farm twenty mile off.” 

“Eh,” said the old man, staring at the floor and lifting his hands up and down, while his arms 

rested on the elbows of his chair, “it’s a poor tale if I mun leave th’ ould spot an be buried in a 

strange parish. An’ you’ll happen ha’ double rates to pay,” he added, looking up at his son. 



“Well, thee mustna fret beforehand, father,” said Martin the younger. “Happen the captain ’ull 

come home and make our peace wi’ th’ old squire. I build upo’ that, for I know the captain ’ll see 

folks righted if he can.” 

  



Chapter XXXV The Hidden Dread 

It was a busy time for Adam—the time between the beginning of November and the beginning 

of February, and he could see little of Hetty, except on Sundays. But a happy time, nevertheless, 

for it was taking him nearer and nearer to March, when they were to be married, and all the little 

preparations for their new housekeeping marked the progress towards the longed-for day. Two 

new rooms had been “run up” to the old house, for his mother and Seth were to live with them 

after all. Lisbeth had cried so piteously at the thought of leaving Adam that he had gone to Hetty 

and asked her if, for the love of him, she would put up with his mother’s ways and consent to 

live with her. To his great delight, Hetty said, “Yes; I’d as soon she lived with us as not.” Hetty’s 

mind was oppressed at that moment with a worse difficulty than poor Lisbeth’s ways; she could 

not care about them. So Adam was consoled for the disappointment he had felt when Seth had 

come back from his visit to Snowfield and said “it was no use—Dinah’s heart wasna turned 

towards marrying.” For when he told his mother that Hetty was willing they should all live 

together and there was no more need of them to think of parting, she said, in a more contented 

tone than he had heard her speak in since it had been settled that he was to be married, “Eh, my 

lad, I’ll be as still as th’ ould tabby, an’ ne’er want to do aught but th’ offal work, as she wonna 

like t’ do. An’ then we needna part the platters an’ things, as ha’ stood on the shelf together sin’ 

afore thee wast born.” 

There was only one cloud that now and then came across Adam’s sunshine: Hetty seemed 

unhappy sometimes. But to all his anxious, tender questions, she replied with an assurance that 

she was quite contented and wished nothing different; and the next time he saw her she was more 

lively than usual. It might be that she was a little overdone with work and anxiety now, for soon 

after Christmas Mrs. Poyser had taken another cold, which had brought on inflammation, and 

this illness had confined her to her room all through January. Hetty had to manage everything 

downstairs, and half-supply Molly’s place too, while that good damsel waited on her mistress, 

and she seemed to throw herself so entirely into her new functions, working with a grave 

steadiness which was new in her, that Mr. Poyser often told Adam she was wanting to show him 

what a good housekeeper he would have; but he “doubted the lass was o’erdoing it—she must 

have a bit o’ rest when her aunt could come downstairs.” 

This desirable event of Mrs. Poyser’s coming downstairs happened in the early part of 

February, when some mild weather thawed the last patch of snow on the Binton Hills. On one of 

these days, soon after her aunt came down, Hetty went to Treddleston to buy some of the 

wedding things which were wanting, and which Mrs. Poyser had scolded her for neglecting, 

observing that she supposed “it was because they were not for th’ outside, else she’d ha’ bought 

’em fast enough.” 

It was about ten o’clock when Hetty set off, and the slight hoar-frost that had whitened the 

hedges in the early morning had disappeared as the sun mounted the cloudless sky. Bright 

February days have a stronger charm of hope about them than any other days in the year. One 

likes to pause in the mild rays of the sun, and look over the gates at the patient plough-horses 

turning at the end of the furrow, and think that the beautiful year is all before one. The birds 

seem to feel just the same: their notes are as clear as the clear air. There are no leaves on the trees 

and hedgerows, but how green all the grassy fields are! And the dark purplish brown of the 

ploughed earth and of the bare branches is beautiful too. What a glad world this looks like, as 



one drives or rides along the valleys and over the hills! I have often thought so when, in foreign 

countries, where the fields and woods have looked to me like our English Loamshire—the rich 

land tilled with just as much care, the woods rolling down the gentle slopes to the green 

meadows—I have come on something by the roadside which has reminded me that I am not in 

Loamshire: an image of a great agony—the agony of the Cross. It has stood perhaps by the 

clustering apple-blossoms, or in the broad sunshine by the cornfield, or at a turning by the wood 

where a clear brook was gurgling below; and surely, if there came a traveller to this world who 

knew nothing of the story of man’s life upon it, this image of agony would seem to him strangely 

out of place in the midst of this joyous nature. He would not know that hidden behind the apple-

blossoms, or among the golden corn, or under the shrouding boughs of the wood, there might be 

a human heart beating heavily with anguish—perhaps a young blooming girl, not knowing where 

to turn for refuge from swift-advancing shame, understanding no more of this life of ours than a 

foolish lost lamb wandering farther and farther in the nightfall on the lonely heath, yet tasting the 

bitterest of life’s bitterness. 

Such things are sometimes hidden among the sunny fields and behind the blossoming 

orchards; and the sound of the gurgling brook, if you came close to one spot behind a small bush, 

would be mingled for your ear with a despairing human sob. No wonder man’s religion has 

much sorrow in it: no wonder he needs a suffering God. 

Hetty, in her red cloak and warm bonnet, with her basket in her hand, is turning towards a gate 

by the side of the Treddleston road, but not that she may have a more lingering enjoyment of the 

sunshine and think with hope of the long unfolding year. She hardly knows that the sun is 

shining; and for weeks, now, when she has hoped at all, it has been for something at which she 

herself trembles and shudders. She only wants to be out of the high-road, that she may walk 

slowly and not care how her face looks, as she dwells on wretched thoughts; and through this 

gate she can get into a field-path behind the wide thick hedgerows. Her great dark eyes wander 

blankly over the fields like the eyes of one who is desolate, homeless, unloved, not the promised 

bride of a brave tender man. But there are no tears in them: her tears were all wept away in the 

weary night, before she went to sleep. At the next stile the pathway branches off: there are two 

roads before her—one along by the hedgerow, which will by and by lead her into the road again, 

the other across the fields, which will take her much farther out of the way into the Scantlands, 

low shrouded pastures where she will see nobody. She chooses this and begins to walk a little 

faster, as if she had suddenly thought of an object towards which it was worth while to hasten. 

Soon she is in the Scantlands, where the grassy land slopes gradually downwards, and she leaves 

the level ground to follow the slope. Farther on there is a clump of trees on the low ground, and 

she is making her way towards it. No, it is not a clump of trees, but a dark shrouded pool, so full 

with the wintry rains that the under boughs of the elder-bushes lie low beneath the water. She sits 

down on the grassy bank, against the stooping stem of the great oak that hangs over the dark 

pool. She has thought of this pool often in the nights of the month that has just gone by, and now 

at last she is come to see it. She clasps her hands round her knees, and leans forward, and looks 

earnestly at it, as if trying to guess what sort of bed it would make for her young round limbs. 

No, she has not courage to jump into that cold watery bed, and if she had, they might find 

her—they might find out why she had drowned herself. There is but one thing left to her: she 

must go away, go where they can’t find her. 



After the first on-coming of her great dread, some weeks after her betrothal to Adam, she had 

waited and waited, in the blind vague hope that something would happen to set her free from her 

terror; but she could wait no longer. All the force of her nature had been concentrated on the one 

effort of concealment, and she had shrunk with irresistible dread from every course that could 

tend towards a betrayal of her miserable secret. Whenever the thought of writing to Arthur had 

occurred to her, she had rejected it. He could do nothing for her that would shelter her from 

discovery and scorn among the relatives and neighbours who once more made all her world, now 

her airy dream had vanished. Her imagination no longer saw happiness with Arthur, for he could 

do nothing that would satisfy or soothe her pride. No, something else would happen—something 

must happen—to set her free from this dread. In young, childish, ignorant souls there is 

constantly this blind trust in some unshapen chance: it is as hard to a boy or girl to believe that a 

great wretchedness will actually befall them as to believe that they will die. 

But now necessity was pressing hard upon her—now the time of her marriage was close at 

hand—she could no longer rest in this blind trust. She must run away; she must hide herself 

where no familiar eyes could detect her; and then the terror of wandering out into the world, of 

which she knew nothing, made the possibility of going to Arthur a thought which brought some 

comfort with it. She felt so helpless now, so unable to fashion the future for herself, that the 

prospect of throwing herself on him had a relief in it which was stronger than her pride. As she 

sat by the pool and shuddered at the dark cold water, the hope that he would receive her 

tenderly—that he would care for her and think for her—was like a sense of lulling warmth, that 

made her for the moment indifferent to everything else; and she began now to think of nothing 

but the scheme by which she should get away. 

She had had a letter from Dinah lately, full of kind words about the coming marriage, which 

she had heard of from Seth; and when Hetty had read this letter aloud to her uncle, he had said, 

“I wish Dinah ’ud come again now, for she’d be a comfort to your aunt when you’re gone. What 

do you think, my wench, o’ going to see her as soon as you can be spared and persuading her to 

come back wi’ you? You might happen persuade her wi’ telling her as her aunt wants her, for all 

she writes o’ not being able to come.” Hetty had not liked the thought of going to Snowfield, and 

felt no longing to see Dinah, so she only said, “It’s so far off, Uncle.” But now she thought this 

proposed visit would serve as a pretext for going away. She would tell her aunt when she got 

home again that she should like the change of going to Snowfield for a week or ten days. And 

then, when she got to Stoniton, where nobody knew her, she would ask for the coach that would 

take her on the way to Windsor. Arthur was at Windsor, and she would go to him. 

As soon as Hetty had determined on this scheme, she rose from the grassy bank of the pool, 

took up her basket, and went on her way to Treddleston, for she must buy the wedding things she 

had come out for, though she would never want them. She must be careful not to raise any 

suspicion that she was going to run away. 

Mrs. Poyser was quite agreeably surprised that Hetty wished to go and see Dinah and try to 

bring her back to stay over the wedding. The sooner she went the better, since the weather was 

pleasant now; and Adam, when he came in the evening, said, if Hetty could set off to-morrow, he 

would make time to go with her to Treddleston and see her safe into the Stoniton coach. 

“I wish I could go with you and take care of you, Hetty,” he said, the next morning, leaning in 

at the coach door; “but you won’t stay much beyond a week—the time ’ull seem long.” 



He was looking at her fondly, and his strong hand held hers in its grasp. Hetty felt a sense of 

protection in his presence—she was used to it now: if she could have had the past undone and 

known no other love than her quiet liking for Adam! The tears rose as she gave him the last look. 

“God bless her for loving me,” said Adam, as he went on his way to work again, with Gyp at 

his heels. 

But Hetty’s tears were not for Adam—not for the anguish that would come upon him when he 

found she was gone from him for ever. They were for the misery of her own lot, which took her 

away from this brave tender man who offered up his whole life to her, and threw her, a poor 

helpless suppliant, on the man who would think it a misfortune that she was obliged to cling to 

him. 

At three o’clock that day, when Hetty was on the coach that was to take her, they said, to 

Leicester—part of the long, long way to Windsor—she felt dimly that she might be travelling all 

this weary journey towards the beginning of new misery. 

Yet Arthur was at Windsor; he would surely not be angry with her. If he did not mind about 

her as he used to do, he had promised to be good to her. 

  



Book Fifth 

Chapter XXXVI The Journey of Hope 

A long, lonely journey, with sadness in the heart; away from the familiar to the strange: that is 

a hard and dreary thing even to the rich, the strong, the instructed; a hard thing, even when we 

are called by duty, not urged by dread. 

What was it then to Hetty? With her poor narrow thoughts, no longer melting into vague 

hopes, but pressed upon by the chill of definite fear, repeating again and again the same small 

round of memories—shaping again and again the same childish, doubtful images of what was to 

come—seeing nothing in this wide world but the little history of her own pleasures and pains; 

with so little money in her pocket, and the way so long and difficult. Unless she could afford 

always to go in the coaches—and she felt sure she could not, for the journey to Stoniton was 

more expensive than she had expected—it was plain that she must trust to carriers’ carts or slow 

waggons; and what a time it would be before she could get to the end of her journey! The burly 

old coachman from Oakbourne, seeing such a pretty young woman among the outside 

passengers, had invited her to come and sit beside him; and feeling that it became him as a man 

and a coachman to open the dialogue with a joke, he applied himself as soon as they were off the 

stones to the elaboration of one suitable in all respects. After many cuts with his whip and 

glances at Hetty out of the corner of his eye, he lifted his lips above the edge of his wrapper and 

said, “He’s pretty nigh six foot, I’ll be bound, isna he, now?” 

“Who?” said Hetty, rather startled. 

“Why, the sweetheart as you’ve left behind, or else him as you’re goin’ arter—which is it?” 

Hetty felt her face flushing and then turning pale. She thought this coachman must know 

something about her. He must know Adam, and might tell him where she was gone, for it is 

difficult to country people to believe that those who make a figure in their own parish are not 

known everywhere else, and it was equally difficult to Hetty to understand that chance words 

could happen to apply closely to her circumstances. She was too frightened to speak. 

“Hegh, hegh!” said the coachman, seeing that his joke was not so gratifying as he had 

expected, “you munna take it too ser’ous; if he’s behaved ill, get another. Such a pretty lass as 

you can get a sweetheart any day.” 

Hetty’s fear was allayed by and by, when she found that the coachman made no further 

allusion to her personal concerns; but it still had the effect of preventing her from asking him 

what were the places on the road to Windsor. She told him she was only going a little way out of 

Stoniton, and when she got down at the inn where the coach stopped, she hastened away with her 

basket to another part of the town. When she had formed her plan of going to Windsor, she had 

not foreseen any difficulties except that of getting away, and after she had overcome this by 

proposing the visit to Dinah, her thoughts flew to the meeting with Arthur and the question how 

he would behave to her—not resting on any probable incidents of the journey. She was too 

entirely ignorant of traveling to imagine any of its details, and with all her store of money—her 

three guineas—in her pocket, she thought herself amply provided. It was not until she found how 



much it cost her to get to Stoniton that she began to be alarmed about the journey, and then, for 

the first time, she felt her ignorance as to the places that must be passed on her way. Oppressed 

with this new alarm, she walked along the grim Stoniton streets, and at last turned into a shabby 

little inn, where she hoped to get a cheap lodging for the night. Here she asked the landlord if he 

could tell her what places she must go to, to get to Windsor. 

“Well, I can’t rightly say. Windsor must be pretty nigh London, for it’s where the king lives,” 

was the answer. “Anyhow, you’d best go t’ Ashby next—that’s south’ard. But there’s as many 

places from here to London as there’s houses in Stoniton, by what I can make out. I’ve never 

been no traveller myself. But how comes a lone young woman like you to be thinking o’ taking 

such a journey as that?” 

“I’m going to my brother—he’s a soldier at Windsor,” said Hetty, frightened at the landlord’s 

questioning look. “I can’t afford to go by the coach; do you think there’s a cart goes toward 

Ashby in the morning?” 

“Yes, there may be carts if anybody knowed where they started from; but you might run over 

the town before you found out. You’d best set off and walk, and trust to summat overtaking 

you.” 

Every word sank like lead on Hetty’s spirits; she saw the journey stretch bit by bit before her 

now. Even to get to Ashby seemed a hard thing: it might take the day, for what she knew, and 

that was nothing to the rest of the journey. But it must be done—she must get to Arthur. Oh, how 

she yearned to be again with somebody who would care for her! She who had never got up in the 

morning without the certainty of seeing familiar faces, people on whom she had an 

acknowledged claim; whose farthest journey had been to Rosseter on the pillion with her uncle; 

whose thoughts had always been taking holiday in dreams of pleasure, because all the business 

of her life was managed for her—this kittenlike Hetty, who till a few months ago had never felt 

any other grief than that of envying Mary Burge a new ribbon, or being girded at by her aunt for 

neglecting Totty, must now make her toilsome way in loneliness, her peaceful home left behind 

for ever, and nothing but a tremulous hope of distant refuge before her. Now for the first time, as 

she lay down to-night in the strange hard bed, she felt that her home had been a happy one, that 

her uncle had been very good to her, that her quiet lot at Hayslope among the things and people 

she knew, with her little pride in her one best gown and bonnet, and nothing to hide from any 

one, was what she would like to wake up to as a reality, and find that all the feverish life she had 

known besides was a short nightmare. She thought of all she had left behind with yearning regret 

for her own sake. Her own misery filled her heart—there was no room in it for other people’s 

sorrow. And yet, before the cruel letter, Arthur had been so tender and loving. The memory of 

that had still a charm for her, though it was no more than a soothing draught that just made pain 

bearable. For Hetty could conceive no other existence for herself in future than a hidden one, and 

a hidden life, even with love, would have had no delights for her; still less a life mingled with 

shame. She knew no romances, and had only a feeble share in the feelings which are the source 

of romance, so that well-read ladies may find it difficult to understand her state of mind. She was 

too ignorant of everything beyond the simple notions and habits in which she had been brought 

up to have any more definite idea of her probable future than that Arthur would take care of her 

somehow, and shelter her from anger and scorn. He would not marry her and make her a lady; 

and apart from that she could think of nothing he could give towards which she looked with 

longing and ambition. 



The next morning she rose early, and taking only some milk and bread for her breakfast, set 

out to walk on the road towards Ashby, under a leaden-coloured sky, with a narrowing streak of 

yellow, like a departing hope, on the edge of the horizon. Now in her faintness of heart at the 

length and difficulty of her journey, she was most of all afraid of spending her money, and 

becoming so destitute that she would have to ask people’s charity; for Hetty had the pride not 

only of a proud nature but of a proud class—the class that pays the most poor-rates, and most 

shudders at the idea of profiting by a poor-rate. It had not yet occurred to her that she might get 

money for her locket and earrings which she carried with her, and she applied all her small 

arithmetic and knowledge of prices to calculating how many meals and how many rides were 

contained in her two guineas, and the odd shillings, which had a melancholy look, as if they were 

the pale ashes of the other bright-flaming coin. 

For the first few miles out of Stoniton, she walked on bravely, always fixing on some tree or 

gate or projecting bush at the most distant visible point in the road as a goal, and feeling a faint 

joy when she had reached it. But when she came to the fourth milestone, the first she had 

happened to notice among the long grass by the roadside, and read that she was still only four 

miles beyond Stoniton, her courage sank. She had come only this little way, and yet felt tired, 

and almost hungry again in the keen morning air; for though Hetty was accustomed to much 

movement and exertion indoors, she was not used to long walks which produced quite a different 

sort of fatigue from that of household activity. As she was looking at the milestone she felt some 

drops falling on her face—it was beginning to rain. Here was a new trouble which had not 

entered into her sad thoughts before, and quite weighed down by this sudden addition to her 

burden, she sat down on the step of a stile and began to sob hysterically. The beginning of 

hardship is like the first taste of bitter food—it seems for a moment unbearable; yet, if there is 

nothing else to satisfy our hunger, we take another bite and find it possible to go on. When Hetty 

recovered from her burst of weeping, she rallied her fainting courage: it was raining, and she 

must try to get on to a village where she might find rest and shelter. Presently, as she walked on 

wearily, she heard the rumbling of heavy wheels behind her; a covered waggon was coming, 

creeping slowly along with a slouching driver cracking his whip beside the horses. She waited 

for it, thinking that if the waggoner were not a very sour-looking man, she would ask him to take 

her up. As the waggon approached her, the driver had fallen behind, but there was something in 

the front of the big vehicle which encouraged her. At any previous moment in her life she would 

not have noticed it, but now, the new susceptibility that suffering had awakened in her caused 

this object to impress her strongly. It was only a small white-and-liver-coloured spaniel which 

sat on the front ledge of the waggon, with large timid eyes, and an incessant trembling in the 

body, such as you may have seen in some of these small creatures. Hetty cared little for animals, 

as you know, but at this moment she felt as if the helpless timid creature had some fellowship 

with her, and without being quite aware of the reason, she was less doubtful about speaking to 

the driver, who now came forward—a large ruddy man, with a sack over his shoulders, by way 

of scarf or mantle. 

“Could you take me up in your waggon, if you’re going towards Ashby?” said Hetty. “I’ll pay 

you for it.” 

“Aw,” said the big fellow, with that slowly dawning smile which belongs to heavy faces, “I 

can take y’ up fawst enough wi’out bein’ paid for’t if you dooant mind lyin’ a bit closish a-top o’ 

the wool-packs. Where do you coom from? And what do you want at Ashby?” 



“I come from Stoniton. I’m going a long way—to Windsor.” 

“What! Arter some service, or what?” 

“Going to my brother—he’s a soldier there.” 

“Well, I’m going no furder nor Leicester—and fur enough too—but I’ll take you, if you 

dooant mind being a bit long on the road. Th’ hosses wooant feel your weight no more nor they 

feel the little doog there, as I puck up on the road a fortni’t agoo. He war lost, I b’lieve, an’s been 

all of a tremble iver sin’. Come, gi’ us your basket an’ come behind and let me put y’ in.” 

To lie on the wool-packs, with a cranny left between the curtains of the awning to let in the air, 

was luxury to Hetty now, and she half-slept away the hours till the driver came to ask her if she 

wanted to get down and have “some victual”; he himself was going to eat his dinner at this 

“public.” Late at night they reached Leicester, and so this second day of Hetty’s journey was 

past. She had spent no money except what she had paid for her food, but she felt that this slow 

journeying would be intolerable for her another day, and in the morning she found her way to a 

coach-office to ask about the road to Windsor, and see if it would cost her too much to go part of 

the distance by coach again. Yes! The distance was too great—the coaches were too dear—she 

must give them up; but the elderly clerk at the office, touched by her pretty anxious face, wrote 

down for her the names of the chief places she must pass through. This was the only comfort she 

got in Leicester, for the men stared at her as she went along the street, and for the first time in her 

life Hetty wished no one would look at her. She set out walking again; but this day she was 

fortunate, for she was soon overtaken by a carrier’s cart which carried her to Hinckley, and by 

the help of a return chaise, with a drunken postilion—who frightened her by driving like Jehu the 

son of Nimshi, and shouting hilarious remarks at her, twisting himself backwards on his saddle—

she was before night in the heart of woody Warwickshire: but still almost a hundred miles from 

Windsor, they told her. Oh what a large world it was, and what hard work for her to find her way 

in it! She went by mistake to Stratford-on-Avon, finding Stratford set down in her list of places, 

and then she was told she had come a long way out of the right road. It was not till the fifth day 

that she got to Stony Stratford. That seems but a slight journey as you look at the map, or 

remember your own pleasant travels to and from the meadowy banks of the Avon. But how 

wearily long it was to Hetty! It seemed to her as if this country of flat fields, and hedgerows, and 

dotted houses, and villages, and market-towns—all so much alike to her indifferent eyes—must 

have no end, and she must go on wandering among them for ever, waiting tired at toll-gates for 

some cart to come, and then finding the cart went only a little way—a very little way—to the 

miller’s a mile off perhaps; and she hated going into the public houses, where she must go to get 

food and ask questions, because there were always men lounging there, who stared at her and 

joked her rudely. Her body was very weary too with these days of new fatigue and anxiety; they 

had made her look more pale and worn than all the time of hidden dread she had gone through at 

home. When at last she reached Stony Stratford, her impatience and weariness had become too 

strong for her economical caution; she determined to take the coach for the rest of the way, 

though it should cost her all her remaining money. She would need nothing at Windsor but to 

find Arthur. When she had paid the fare for the last coach, she had only a shilling; and as she got 

down at the sign of the Green Man in Windsor at twelve o’clock in the middle of the seventh 

day, hungry and faint, the coachman came up, and begged her to “remember him.” She put her 

hand in her pocket and took out the shilling, but the tears came with the sense of exhaustion and 

the thought that she was giving away her last means of getting food, which she really required 



before she could go in search of Arthur. As she held out the shilling, she lifted up her dark tear-

filled eyes to the coachman’s face and said, “Can you give me back sixpence?” 

“No, no,” he said, gruffly, “never mind—put the shilling up again.” 

The landlord of the Green Man had stood near enough to witness this scene, and he was a man 

whose abundant feeding served to keep his good nature, as well as his person, in high condition. 

And that lovely tearful face of Hetty’s would have found out the sensitive fibre in most men. 

“Come, young woman, come in,” he said, “and have a drop o’ something; you’re pretty well 

knocked up, I can see that.” 

He took her into the bar and said to his wife, “Here, missis, take this young woman into the 

parlour; she’s a little overcome”—for Hetty’s tears were falling fast. They were merely 

hysterical tears: she thought she had no reason for weeping now, and was vexed that she was too 

weak and tired to help it. She was at Windsor at last, not far from Arthur. 

She looked with eager, hungry eyes at the bread and meat and beer that the landlady brought 

her, and for some minutes she forgot everything else in the delicious sensations of satisfying 

hunger and recovering from exhaustion. The landlady sat opposite to her as she ate, and looked 

at her earnestly. No wonder: Hetty had thrown off her bonnet, and her curls had fallen down. Her 

face was all the more touching in its youth and beauty because of its weary look, and the good 

woman’s eyes presently wandered to her figure, which in her hurried dressing on her journey she 

had taken no pains to conceal; moreover, the stranger’s eye detects what the familiar 

unsuspecting eye leaves unnoticed. 

“Why, you’re not very fit for travelling,” she said, glancing while she spoke at Hetty’s ringless 

hand. “Have you come far?” 

“Yes,” said Hetty, roused by this question to exert more self-command, and feeling the better 

for the food she had taken. “I’ve come a good long way, and it’s very tiring. But I’m better now. 

Could you tell me which way to go to this place?” Here Hetty took from her pocket a bit of 

paper: it was the end of Arthur’s letter on which he had written his address. 

While she was speaking, the landlord had come in and had begun to look at her as earnestly as 

his wife had done. He took up the piece of paper which Hetty handed across the table, and read 

the address. 

“Why, what do you want at this house?” he said. It is in the nature of innkeepers and all men 

who have no pressing business of their own to ask as many questions as possible before giving 

any information. 

“I want to see a gentleman as is there,” said Hetty. 

“But there’s no gentleman there,” returned the landlord. “It’s shut up—been shut up this 

fortnight. What gentleman is it you want? Perhaps I can let you know where to find him.” 

“It’s Captain Donnithorne,” said Hetty tremulously, her heart beginning to beat painfully at 

this disappointment of her hope that she should find Arthur at once. 



“Captain Donnithorne? Stop a bit,” said the landlord, slowly. “Was he in the Loamshire 

Militia? A tall young officer with a fairish skin and reddish whiskers—and had a servant by the 

name o’ Pym?” 

“Oh yes,” said Hetty; “you know him—where is he?” 

“A fine sight o’ miles away from here. The Loamshire Militia’s gone to Ireland; it’s been gone 

this fortnight.” 

“Look there! She’s fainting,” said the landlady, hastening to support Hetty, who had lost her 

miserable consciousness and looked like a beautiful corpse. They carried her to the sofa and 

loosened her dress. 

“Here’s a bad business, I suspect,” said the landlord, as he brought in some water. 

“Ah, it’s plain enough what sort of business it is,” said the wife. “She’s not a common 

flaunting dratchell, I can see that. She looks like a respectable country girl, and she comes from a 

good way off, to judge by her tongue. She talks something like that ostler we had that come from 

the north. He was as honest a fellow as we ever had about the house—they’re all honest folks in 

the north.” 

“I never saw a prettier young woman in my life,” said the husband. “She’s like a pictur in a 

shop-winder. It goes to one’s ’eart to look at her.” 

“It ’ud have been a good deal better for her if she’d been uglier and had more conduct,” said 

the landlady, who on any charitable construction must have been supposed to have more 

“conduct” than beauty. “But she’s coming to again. Fetch a drop more water.” 

  



Chapter XXXVII The Journey in Despair 

Hetty was too ill through the rest of that day for any questions to be addressed to her—too ill 

even to think with any distinctness of the evils that were to come. She only felt that all her hope 

was crushed, and that instead of having found a refuge she had only reached the borders of a new 

wilderness where no goal lay before her. The sensations of bodily sickness, in a comfortable bed, 

and with the tendance of the good-natured landlady, made a sort of respite for her; such a respite 

as there is in the faint weariness which obliges a man to throw himself on the sand instead of 

toiling onward under the scorching sun. 

But when sleep and rest had brought back the strength necessary for the keenness of mental 

suffering—when she lay the next morning looking at the growing light which was like a cruel 

task-master returning to urge from her a fresh round of hated hopeless labour—she began to 

think what course she must take, to remember that all her money was gone, to look at the 

prospect of further wandering among strangers with the new clearness shed on it by the 

experience of her journey to Windsor. But which way could she turn? It was impossible for her 

to enter into any service, even if she could obtain it. There was nothing but immediate beggary 

before her. She thought of a young woman who had been found against the church wall at 

Hayslope one Sunday, nearly dead with cold and hunger—a tiny infant in her arms. The woman 

was rescued and taken to the parish. “The parish!” You can perhaps hardly understand the effect 

of that word on a mind like Hetty’s, brought up among people who were somewhat hard in their 

feelings even towards poverty, who lived among the fields, and had little pity for want and rags 

as a cruel inevitable fate such as they sometimes seem in cities, but held them a mark of idleness 

and vice—and it was idleness and vice that brought burdens on the parish. To Hetty the “parish” 

was next to the prison in obloquy, and to ask anything of strangers—to beg—lay in the same far-

off hideous region of intolerable shame that Hetty had all her life thought it impossible she could 

ever come near. But now the remembrance of that wretched woman whom she had seen herself, 

on her way from church, being carried into Joshua Rann’s, came back upon her with the new 

terrible sense that there was very little now to divide her from the same lot. And the dread of 

bodily hardship mingled with the dread of shame; for Hetty had the luxurious nature of a round 

soft-coated pet animal. 

How she yearned to be back in her safe home again, cherished and cared for as she had always 

been! Her aunt’s scolding about trifles would have been music to her ears now; she longed for it; 

she used to hear it in a time when she had only trifles to hide. Could she be the same Hetty that 

used to make up the butter in the dairy with the Guelder roses peeping in at the window—she, a 

runaway whom her friends would not open their doors to again, lying in this strange bed, with 

the knowledge that she had no money to pay for what she received, and must offer those 

strangers some of the clothes in her basket? It was then she thought of her locket and ear-rings, 

and seeing her pocket lie near, she reached it and spread the contents on the bed before her. 

There were the locket and ear-rings in the little velvet-lined boxes, and with them there was a 

beautiful silver thimble which Adam had bought her, the words “Remember me” making the 

ornament of the border; a steel purse, with her one shilling in it; and a small red-leather case, 

fastening with a strap. Those beautiful little ear-rings, with their delicate pearls and garnet, that 

she had tried in her ears with such longing in the bright sunshine on the 30th of July! She had no 

longing to put them in her ears now: her head with its dark rings of hair lay back languidly on the 



pillow, and the sadness that rested about her brow and eyes was something too hard for regretful 

memory. Yet she put her hands up to her ears: it was because there were some thin gold rings in 

them, which were also worth a little money. Yes, she could surely get some money for her 

ornaments: those Arthur had given her must have cost a great deal of money. The landlord and 

landlady had been good to her; perhaps they would help her to get the money for these things. 

But this money would not keep her long. What should she do when it was gone? Where should 

she go? The horrible thought of want and beggary drove her once to think she would go back to 

her uncle and aunt and ask them to forgive her and have pity on her. But she shrank from that 

idea again, as she might have shrunk from scorching metal. She could never endure that shame 

before her uncle and aunt, before Mary Burge, and the servants at the Chase, and the people at 

Broxton, and everybody who knew her. They should never know what had happened to her. 

What could she do? She would go away from Windsor—travel again as she had done the last 

week, and get among the flat green fields with the high hedges round them, where nobody could 

see her or know her; and there, perhaps, when there was nothing else she could do, she should 

get courage to drown herself in some pond like that in the Scantlands. Yes, she would get away 

from Windsor as soon as possible: she didn’t like these people at the inn to know about her, to 

know that she had come to look for Captain Donnithorne. She must think of some reason to tell 

them why she had asked for him. 

With this thought she began to put the things back into her pocket, meaning to get up and dress 

before the landlady came to her. She had her hand on the red-leather case, when it occurred to 

her that there might be something in this case which she had forgotten—something worth selling; 

for without knowing what she should do with her life, she craved the means of living as long as 

possible; and when we desire eagerly to find something, we are apt to search for it in hopeless 

places. No, there was nothing but common needles and pins, and dried tulip-petals between the 

paper leaves where she had written down her little money-accounts. But on one of these leaves 

there was a name, which, often as she had seen it before, now flashed on Hetty’s mind like a 

newly discovered message. The name was—Dinah Morris, Snowfield. There was a text above it, 

written, as well as the name, by Dinah’s own hand with a little pencil, one evening that they were 

sitting together and Hetty happened to have the red case lying open before her. Hetty did not read 

the text now: she was only arrested by the name. Now, for the first time, she remembered 

without indifference the affectionate kindness Dinah had shown her, and those words of Dinah in 

the bed-chamber—that Hetty must think of her as a friend in trouble. Suppose she were to go to 

Dinah, and ask her to help her? Dinah did not think about things as other people did. She was a 

mystery to Hetty, but Hetty knew she was always kind. She couldn’t imagine Dinah’s face 

turning away from her in dark reproof or scorn, Dinah’s voice willingly speaking ill of her, or 

rejoicing in her misery as a punishment. Dinah did not seem to belong to that world of Hetty’s, 

whose glance she dreaded like scorching fire. But even to her Hetty shrank from beseeching and 

confession. She could not prevail on herself to say, “I will go to Dinah”: she only thought of that 

as a possible alternative, if she had not courage for death. 

The good landlady was amazed when she saw Hetty come downstairs soon after herself, neatly 

dressed, and looking resolutely self-possessed. Hetty told her she was quite well this morning. 

She had only been very tired and overcome with her journey, for she had come a long way to ask 

about her brother, who had run away, and they thought he was gone for a soldier, and Captain 

Donnithorne might know, for he had been very kind to her brother once. It was a lame story, and 



the landlady looked doubtfully at Hetty as she told it; but there was a resolute air of self-reliance 

about her this morning, so different from the helpless prostration of yesterday, that the landlady 

hardly knew how to make a remark that might seem like prying into other people’s affairs. She 

only invited her to sit down to breakfast with them, and in the course of it Hetty brought out her 

ear-rings and locket, and asked the landlord if he could help her to get money for them. Her 

journey, she said, had cost her much more than she expected, and now she had no money to get 

back to her friends, which she wanted to do at once. 

It was not the first time the landlady had seen the ornaments, for she had examined the 

contents of Hetty’s pocket yesterday, and she and her husband had discussed the fact of a 

country girl having these beautiful things, with a stronger conviction than ever that Hetty had 

been miserably deluded by the fine young officer. 

“Well,” said the landlord, when Hetty had spread the precious trifles before him, “we might 

take ’em to the jeweller’s shop, for there’s one not far off; but Lord bless you, they wouldn’t give 

you a quarter o’ what the things are worth. And you wouldn’t like to part with ’em?” he added, 

looking at her inquiringly. 

“Oh, I don’t mind,” said Hetty, hastily, “so as I can get money to go back.” 

“And they might think the things were stolen, as you wanted to sell ’em,” he went on, “for it 

isn’t usual for a young woman like you to have fine jew’llery like that.” 

The blood rushed to Hetty’s face with anger. “I belong to respectable folks,” she said; “I’m not 

a thief.” 

“No, that you aren’t, I’ll be bound,” said the landlady; “and you’d no call to say that,” looking 

indignantly at her husband. “The things were gev to her: that’s plain enough to be seen.” 

“I didn’t mean as I thought so,” said the husband, apologetically, “but I said it was what the 

jeweller might think, and so he wouldn’t be offering much money for ’em.” 

“Well,” said the wife, “suppose you were to advance some money on the things yourself, and 

then if she liked to redeem ’em when she got home, she could. But if we heard nothing from her 

after two months, we might do as we liked with ’em.” 

I will not say that in this accommodating proposition the landlady had no regard whatever to 

the possible reward of her good nature in the ultimate possession of the locket and ear-rings: 

indeed, the effect they would have in that case on the mind of the grocer’s wife had presented 

itself with remarkable vividness to her rapid imagination. The landlord took up the ornaments 

and pushed out his lips in a meditative manner. He wished Hetty well, doubtless; but pray, how 

many of your well-wishers would decline to make a little gain out of you? Your landlady is 

sincerely affected at parting with you, respects you highly, and will really rejoice if any one else 

is generous to you; but at the same time she hands you a bill by which she gains as high a 

percentage as possible. 

“How much money do you want to get home with, young woman?” said the well-wisher, at 

length. 



“Three guineas,” answered Hetty, fixing on the sum she set out with, for want of any other 

standard, and afraid of asking too much. 

“Well, I’ve no objections to advance you three guineas,” said the landlord; “and if you like to 

send it me back and get the jewellery again, you can, you know. The Green Man isn’t going to 

run away.” 

“Oh yes, I’ll be very glad if you’ll give me that,” said Hetty, relieved at the thought that she 

would not have to go to the jeweller’s and be stared at and questioned. 

“But if you want the things again, you’ll write before long,” said the landlady, “because when 

two months are up, we shall make up our minds as you don’t want ’em.” 

“Yes,” said Hetty indifferently. 

The husband and wife were equally content with this arrangement. The husband thought, if the 

ornaments were not redeemed, he could make a good thing of it by taking them to London and 

selling them. The wife thought she would coax the good man into letting her keep them. And 

they were accommodating Hetty, poor thing—a pretty, respectable-looking young woman, 

apparently in a sad case. They declined to take anything for her food and bed: she was quite 

welcome. And at eleven o’clock Hetty said “Good-bye” to them with the same quiet, resolute air 

she had worn all the morning, mounting the coach that was to take her twenty miles back along 

the way she had come. 

There is a strength of self-possession which is the sign that the last hope has departed. Despair 

no more leans on others than perfect contentment, and in despair pride ceases to be counteracted 

by the sense of dependence. 

Hetty felt that no one could deliver her from the evils that would make life hateful to her; and 

no one, she said to herself, should ever know her misery and humiliation. No; she would not 

confess even to Dinah. She would wander out of sight, and drown herself where her body would 

never be found, and no one should know what had become of her. 

When she got off this coach, she began to walk again, and take cheap rides in carts, and get 

cheap meals, going on and on without distinct purpose, yet strangely, by some fascination, taking 

the way she had come, though she was determined not to go back to her own country. Perhaps it 

was because she had fixed her mind on the grassy Warwickshire fields, with the bushy tree-

studded hedgerows that made a hiding-place even in this leafless season. She went more slowly 

than she came, often getting over the stiles and sitting for hours under the hedgerows, looking 

before her with blank, beautiful eyes; fancying herself at the edge of a hidden pool, low down, 

like that in the Scantlands; wondering if it were very painful to be drowned, and if there would 

be anything worse after death than what she dreaded in life. Religious doctrines had taken no 

hold on Hetty’s mind. She was one of those numerous people who have had godfathers and 

godmothers, learned their catechism, been confirmed, and gone to church every Sunday, and yet, 

for any practical result of strength in life, or trust in death, have never appropriated a single 

Christian idea or Christian feeling. You would misunderstand her thoughts during these wretched 

days, if you imagined that they were influenced either by religious fears or religious hopes. 



She chose to go to Stratford-on-Avon again, where she had gone before by mistake, for she 

remembered some grassy fields on her former way towards it—fields among which she thought 

she might find just the sort of pool she had in her mind. Yet she took care of her money still; she 

carried her basket; death seemed still a long way off, and life was so strong in her. She craved 

food and rest—she hastened towards them at the very moment she was picturing to herself the 

bank from which she would leap towards death. It was already five days since she had left 

Windsor, for she had wandered about, always avoiding speech or questioning looks, and 

recovering her air of proud self-dependence whenever she was under observation, choosing her 

decent lodging at night, and dressing herself neatly in the morning, and setting off on her way 

steadily, or remaining under shelter if it rained, as if she had a happy life to cherish. 

And yet, even in her most self-conscious moments, the face was sadly different from that 

which had smiled at itself in the old specked glass, or smiled at others when they glanced at it 

admiringly. A hard and even fierce look had come in the eyes, though their lashes were as long 

as ever, and they had all their dark brightness. And the cheek was never dimpled with smiles 

now. It was the same rounded, pouting, childish prettiness, but with all love and belief in love 

departed from it—the sadder for its beauty, like that wondrous Medusa-face, with the passionate, 

passionless lips. 

At last she was among the fields she had been dreaming of, on a long narrow pathway leading 

towards a wood. If there should be a pool in that wood! It would be better hidden than one in the 

fields. No, it was not a wood, only a wild brake, where there had once been gravel-pits, leaving 

mounds and hollows studded with brushwood and small trees. She roamed up and down, 

thinking there was perhaps a pool in every hollow before she came to it, till her limbs were 

weary, and she sat down to rest. The afternoon was far advanced, and the leaden sky was 

darkening, as if the sun were setting behind it. After a little while Hetty started up again, feeling 

that darkness would soon come on; and she must put off finding the pool till to-morrow, and 

make her way to some shelter for the night. She had quite lost her way in the fields, and might as 

well go in one direction as another, for aught she knew. She walked through field after field, and 

no village, no house was in sight; but there, at the corner of this pasture, there was a break in the 

hedges; the land seemed to dip down a little, and two trees leaned towards each other across the 

opening. Hetty’s heart gave a great beat as she thought there must be a pool there. She walked 

towards it heavily over the tufted grass, with pale lips and a sense of trembling. It was as if the 

thing were come in spite of herself, instead of being the object of her search. 

There it was, black under the darkening sky: no motion, no sound near. She set down her 

basket, and then sank down herself on the grass, trembling. The pool had its wintry depth now: 

by the time it got shallow, as she remembered the pools did at Hayslope, in the summer, no one 

could find out that it was her body. But then there was her basket—she must hide that too. She 

must throw it into the water—make it heavy with stones first, and then throw it in. She got up to 

look about for stones, and soon brought five or six, which she laid down beside her basket, and 

then sat down again. There was no need to hurry—there was all the night to drown herself in. 

She sat leaning her elbow on the basket. She was weary, hungry. There were some buns in her 

basket—three, which she had supplied herself with at the place where she ate her dinner. She 

took them out now and ate them eagerly, and then sat still again, looking at the pool. The soothed 

sensation that came over her from the satisfaction of her hunger, and this fixed dreamy attitude, 

brought on drowsiness, and presently her head sank down on her knees. She was fast asleep. 



When she awoke it was deep night, and she felt chill. She was frightened at this darkness—

frightened at the long night before her. If she could but throw herself into the water! No, not yet. 

She began to walk about that she might get warm again, as if she would have more resolution 

then. Oh how long the time was in that darkness! The bright hearth and the warmth and the 

voices of home, the secure uprising and lying down, the familiar fields, the familiar people, the 

Sundays and holidays with their simple joys of dress and feasting—all the sweets of her young 

life rushed before her now, and she seemed to be stretching her arms towards them across a great 

gulf. She set her teeth when she thought of Arthur. She cursed him, without knowing what her 

cursing would do. She wished he too might know desolation, and cold, and a life of shame that 

he dared not end by death. 

The horror of this cold, and darkness, and solitude—out of all human reach—became greater 

every long minute. It was almost as if she were dead already, and knew that she was dead, and 

longed to get back to life again. But no: she was alive still; she had not taken the dreadful leap. 

She felt a strange contradictory wretchedness and exultation: wretchedness, that she did not dare 

to face death; exultation, that she was still in life—that she might yet know light and warmth 

again. She walked backwards and forwards to warm herself, beginning to discern something of 

the objects around her, as her eyes became accustomed to the night—the darker line of the 

hedge, the rapid motion of some living creature—perhaps a field-mouse—rushing across the 

grass. She no longer felt as if the darkness hedged her in. She thought she could walk back across 

the field, and get over the stile; and then, in the very next field, she thought she remembered 

there was a hovel of furze near a sheepfold. If she could get into that hovel, she would be 

warmer. She could pass the night there, for that was what Alick did at Hayslope in lambing-time. 

The thought of this hovel brought the energy of a new hope. She took up her basket and walked 

across the field, but it was some time before she got in the right direction for the stile. The 

exercise and the occupation of finding the stile were a stimulus to her, however, and lightened 

the horror of the darkness and solitude. There were sheep in the next field, and she startled a 

group as she set down her basket and got over the stile; and the sound of their movement 

comforted her, for it assured her that her impression was right—this was the field where she had 

seen the hovel, for it was the field where the sheep were. Right on along the path, and she would 

get to it. She reached the opposite gate, and felt her way along its rails and the rails of the sheep-

fold, till her hand encountered the pricking of the gorsy wall. Delicious sensation! She had found 

the shelter. She groped her way, touching the prickly gorse, to the door, and pushed it open. It 

was an ill-smelling close place, but warm, and there was straw on the ground. Hetty sank down 

on the straw with a sense of escape. Tears came—she had never shed tears before since she left 

Windsor—tears and sobs of hysterical joy that she had still hold of life, that she was still on the 

familiar earth, with the sheep near her. The very consciousness of her own limbs was a delight to 

her: she turned up her sleeves, and kissed her arms with the passionate love of life. Soon warmth 

and weariness lulled her in the midst of her sobs, and she fell continually into dozing, fancying 

herself at the brink of the pool again—fancying that she had jumped into the water, and then 

awaking with a start, and wondering where she was. But at last deep dreamless sleep came; her 

head, guarded by her bonnet, found a pillow against the gorsy wall, and the poor soul, driven to 

and fro between two equal terrors, found the one relief that was possible to it—the relief of 

unconsciousness. 

Alas! That relief seems to end the moment it has begun. It seemed to Hetty as if those dozen 

dreams had only passed into another dream—that she was in the hovel, and her aunt was 



standing over her with a candle in her hand. She trembled under her aunt’s glance, and opened 

her eyes. There was no candle, but there was light in the hovel—the light of early morning 

through the open door. And there was a face looking down on her; but it was an unknown face, 

belonging to an elderly man in a smock-frock. 

“Why, what do you do here, young woman?” the man said roughly. 

Hetty trembled still worse under this real fear and shame than she had done in her momentary 

dream under her aunt’s glance. She felt that she was like a beggar already—found sleeping in 

that place. But in spite of her trembling, she was so eager to account to the man for her presence 

here, that she found words at once. 

“I lost my way,” she said. “I’m travelling—north’ard, and I got away from the road into the 

fields, and was overtaken by the dark. Will you tell me the way to the nearest village?” 

She got up as she was speaking, and put her hands to her bonnet to adjust it, and then laid hold 

of her basket. 

The man looked at her with a slow bovine gaze, without giving her any answer, for some 

seconds. Then he turned away and walked towards the door of the hovel, but it was not till he got 

there that he stood still, and, turning his shoulder half-round towards her, said, “Aw, I can show 

you the way to Norton, if you like. But what do you do gettin’ out o’ the highroad?” he added, 

with a tone of gruff reproof. “Y’ull be gettin’ into mischief, if you dooant mind.” 

“Yes,” said Hetty, “I won’t do it again. I’ll keep in the road, if you’ll be so good as show me 

how to get to it.” 

“Why dooant you keep where there’s a finger-poasses an’ folks to ax the way on?” the man 

said, still more gruffly. “Anybody ’ud think you was a wild woman, an’ look at yer.” 

Hetty was frightened at this gruff old man, and still more at this last suggestion that she looked 

like a wild woman. As she followed him out of the hovel she thought she would give him a 

sixpence for telling her the way, and then he would not suppose she was wild. As he stopped to 

point out the road to her, she put her hand in her pocket to get the six-pence ready, and when he 

was turning away, without saying good-morning, she held it out to him and said, “Thank you; 

will you please to take something for your trouble?” 

He looked slowly at the sixpence, and then said, “I want none o’ your money. You’d better 

take care on’t, else you’ll get it stool from yer, if you go trapesin’ about the fields like a mad 

woman a-thatway.” 

The man left her without further speech, and Hetty held on her way. Another day had risen, 

and she must wander on. It was no use to think of drowning herself—she could not do it, at least 

while she had money left to buy food and strength to journey on. But the incident on her waking 

this morning heightened her dread of that time when her money would be all gone; she would 

have to sell her basket and clothes then, and she would really look like a beggar or a wild 

woman, as the man had said. The passionate joy in life she had felt in the night, after escaping 

from the brink of the black cold death in the pool, was gone now. Life now, by the morning light, 

with the impression of that man’s hard wondering look at her, was as full of dread as death—it 



was worse; it was a dread to which she felt chained, from which she shrank and shrank as she did 

from the black pool, and yet could find no refuge from it. 

She took out her money from her purse, and looked at it. She had still two-and-twenty 

shillings; it would serve her for many days more, or it would help her to get on faster to 

Stonyshire, within reach of Dinah. The thought of Dinah urged itself more strongly now, since 

the experience of the night had driven her shuddering imagination away from the pool. If it had 

been only going to Dinah—if nobody besides Dinah would ever know—Hetty could have made 

up her mind to go to her. The soft voice, the pitying eyes, would have drawn her. But afterwards 

the other people must know, and she could no more rush on that shame than she could rush on 

death. 

She must wander on and on, and wait for a lower depth of despair to give her courage. Perhaps 

death would come to her, for she was getting less and less able to bear the day’s weariness. And 

yet—such is the strange action of our souls, drawing us by a lurking desire towards the very ends 

we dread—Hetty, when she set out again from Norton, asked the straightest road northwards 

towards Stonyshire, and kept it all that day. 

Poor wandering Hetty, with the rounded childish face and the hard, unloving, despairing soul 

looking out of it—with the narrow heart and narrow thoughts, no room in them for any sorrows 

but her own, and tasting that sorrow with the more intense bitterness! My heart bleeds for her as 

I see her toiling along on her weary feet, or seated in a cart, with her eyes fixed vacantly on the 

road before her, never thinking or caring whither it tends, till hunger comes and makes her desire 

that a village may be near. 

What will be the end, the end of her objectless wandering, apart from all love, caring for 

human beings only through her pride, clinging to life only as the hunted wounded brute clings to 

it? 

God preserve you and me from being the beginners of such misery!  



Chapter XXXVIII The Quest 

The first ten days after Hetty’s departure passed as quietly as any other days with the family at 

the Hall Farm, and with Adam at his daily work. They had expected Hetty to stay away a week 

or ten days at least, perhaps a little longer if Dinah came back with her, because there might then 

be something to detain them at Snowfield. But when a fortnight had passed they began to feel a 

little surprise that Hetty did not return; she must surely have found it pleasanter to be with Dinah 

than any one could have supposed. Adam, for his part, was getting very impatient to see her, and 

he resolved that, if she did not appear the next day (Saturday), he would set out on Sunday 

morning to fetch her. There was no coach on a Sunday, but by setting out before it was light, and 

perhaps getting a lift in a cart by the way, he would arrive pretty early at Snowfield, and bring 

back Hetty the next day—Dinah too, if she were coming. It was quite time Hetty came home, 

and he would afford to lose his Monday for the sake of bringing her. 

His project was quite approved at the Farm when he went there on Saturday evening. Mrs. 

Poyser desired him emphatically not to come back without Hetty, for she had been quite too long 

away, considering the things she had to get ready by the middle of March, and a week was surely 

enough for any one to go out for their health. As for Dinah, Mrs. Poyser had small hope of their 

bringing her, unless they could make her believe the folks at Hayslope were twice as miserable 

as the folks at Snowfield. “Though,” said Mrs. Poyser, by way of conclusion, “you might tell her 

she’s got but one aunt left, and she’s wasted pretty nigh to a shadder; and we shall p’rhaps all be 

gone twenty mile farther off her next Michaelmas, and shall die o’ broken hearts among strange 

folks, and leave the children fatherless and motherless.” 

“Nay, nay,” said Mr. Poyser, who certainly had the air of a man perfectly heart-whole, “it isna 

so bad as that. Thee’t looking rarely now, and getting flesh every day. But I’d be glad for Dinah 

t’ come, for she’d help thee wi’ the little uns: they took t’ her wonderful.” 

So at daybreak, on Sunday, Adam set off. Seth went with him the first mile or two, for the 

thought of Snowfield and the possibility that Dinah might come again made him restless, and the 

walk with Adam in the cold morning air, both in their best clothes, helped to give him a sense of 

Sunday calm. It was the last morning in February, with a low grey sky, and a slight hoar-frost on 

the green border of the road and on the black hedges. They heard the gurgling of the full brooklet 

hurrying down the hill, and the faint twittering of the early birds. For they walked in silence, 

though with a pleased sense of companionship. 

“Good-bye, lad,” said Adam, laying his hand on Seth’s shoulder and looking at him 

affectionately as they were about to part. “I wish thee wast going all the way wi’ me, and as 

happy as I am.” 

“I’m content, Addy, I’m content,” said Seth cheerfully. “I’ll be an old bachelor, belike, and 

make a fuss wi’ thy children.” 

They turned away from each other, and Seth walked leisurely homeward, mentally repeating 

one of his favourite hymns—he was very fond of hymns: 

“Dark and cheerless is the morn 



    Unaccompanied by thee: 

Joyless is the day’s return 

    Till thy mercy’s beams I see: 

Till thou inward light impart, 

Glad my eyes and warm my heart. 

 

Visit, then, this soul of mine, 

    Pierce the gloom of sin and grief— 

Fill me, Radiancy Divine, 

    Scatter all my unbelief. 

More and more thyself display, 

Shining to the perfect day.” 

Adam walked much faster, and any one coming along the Oakbourne road at sunrise that 

morning must have had a pleasant sight in this tall broad-chested man, striding along with a 

carriage as upright and firm as any soldier’s, glancing with keen glad eyes at the dark-blue hills 

as they began to show themselves on his way. Seldom in Adam’s life had his face been so free 

from any cloud of anxiety as it was this morning; and this freedom from care, as is usual with 

constructive practical minds like his, made him all the more observant of the objects round him 

and all the more ready to gather suggestions from them towards his own favourite plans and 

ingenious contrivances. His happy love—the knowledge that his steps were carrying him nearer 

and nearer to Hetty, who was so soon to be his—was to his thoughts what the sweet morning air 

was to his sensations: it gave him a consciousness of well-being that made activity delightful. 

Every now and then there was a rush of more intense feeling towards her, which chased away 

other images than Hetty; and along with that would come a wondering thankfulness that all this 

happiness was given to him—that this life of ours had such sweetness in it. For Adam had a 

devout mind, though he was perhaps rather impatient of devout words, and his tenderness lay 

very close to his reverence, so that the one could hardly be stirred without the other. But after 

feeling had welled up and poured itself out in this way, busy thought would come back with the 

greater vigour; and this morning it was intent on schemes by which the roads might be improved 

that were so imperfect all through the country, and on picturing all the benefits that might come 

from the exertions of a single country gentleman, if he would set himself to getting the roads 

made good in his own district. 

It seemed a very short walk, the ten miles to Oakbourne, that pretty town within sight of the 

blue hills, where he break-fasted. After this, the country grew barer and barer: no more rolling 

woods, no more wide-branching trees near frequent homesteads, no more bushy hedgerows, but 

greystone walls intersecting the meagre pastures, and dismal wide-scattered greystone houses on 



broken lands where mines had been and were no longer. “A hungry land,” said Adam to himself. 

“I’d rather go south’ard, where they say it’s as flat as a table, than come to live here; though if 

Dinah likes to live in a country where she can be the most comfort to folks, she’s i’ the right to 

live o’ this side; for she must look as if she’d come straight from heaven, like th’ angels in the 

desert, to strengthen them as ha’ got nothing t’ eat.” And when at last he came in sight of 

Snowfield, he thought it looked like a town that was “fellow to the country,” though the stream 

through the valley where the great mill stood gave a pleasant greenness to the lower fields. The 

town lay, grim, stony, and unsheltered, up the side of a steep hill, and Adam did not go forward 

to it at present, for Seth had told him where to find Dinah. It was at a thatched cottage outside the 

town, a little way from the mill—an old cottage, standing sideways towards the road, with a little 

bit of potato-ground before it. Here Dinah lodged with an elderly couple; and if she and Hetty 

happened to be out, Adam could learn where they were gone, or when they would be at home 

again. Dinah might be out on some preaching errand, and perhaps she would have left Hetty at 

home. Adam could not help hoping this, and as he recognized the cottage by the roadside before 

him, there shone out in his face that involuntary smile which belongs to the expectation of a near 

joy. 

He hurried his step along the narrow causeway, and rapped at the door. It was opened by a 

very clean old woman, with a slow palsied shake of the head. 

“Is Dinah Morris at home?” said Adam. 

“Eh?... no,” said the old woman, looking up at this tall stranger with a wonder that made her 

slower of speech than usual. “Will you please to come in?” she added, retiring from the door, as 

if recollecting herself. “Why, ye’re brother to the young man as come afore, arena ye?” 

“Yes,” said Adam, entering. “That was Seth Bede. I’m his brother Adam. He told me to give 

his respects to you and your good master.” 

“Aye, the same t’ him. He was a gracious young man. An’ ye feature him, on’y ye’re darker. 

Sit ye down i’ th’ arm-chair. My man isna come home from meeting.” 

Adam sat down patiently, not liking to hurry the shaking old woman with questions, but 

looking eagerly towards the narrow twisting stairs in one corner, for he thought it was possible 

Hetty might have heard his voice and would come down them. 

“So you’re come to see Dinah Morris?” said the old woman, standing opposite to him. “An’ 

you didn’ know she was away from home, then?” 

“No,” said Adam, “but I thought it likely she might be away, seeing as it’s Sunday. But the 

other young woman—is she at home, or gone along with Dinah?” 

The old woman looked at Adam with a bewildered air. 

“Gone along wi’ her?” she said. “Eh, Dinah’s gone to Leeds, a big town ye may ha’ heared on, 

where there’s a many o’ the Lord’s people. She’s been gone sin’ Friday was a fortnight: they sent 

her the money for her journey. You may see her room here,” she went on, opening a door and not 

noticing the effect of her words on Adam. He rose and followed her, and darted an eager glance 

into the little room with its narrow bed, the portrait of Wesley on the wall, and the few books 



lying on the large Bible. He had had an irrational hope that Hetty might be there. He could not 

speak in the first moment after seeing that the room was empty; an undefined fear had seized 

him—something had happened to Hetty on the journey. Still the old woman was so slow of 

speech and apprehension, that Hetty might be at Snowfield after all. 

“It’s a pity ye didna know,” she said. “Have ye come from your own country o’ purpose to see 

her?” 

“But Hetty—Hetty Sorrel,” said Adam, abruptly; “Where is she?” 

“I know nobody by that name,” said the old woman, wonderingly. “Is it anybody ye’ve heared 

on at Snowfield?” 

“Did there come no young woman here—very young and pretty—Friday was a fortnight, to 

see Dinah Morris?” 

“Nay; I’n seen no young woman.” 

“Think; are you quite sure? A girl, eighteen years old, with dark eyes and dark curly hair, and 

a red cloak on, and a basket on her arm? You couldn’t forget her if you saw her.” 

“Nay; Friday was a fortnight—it was the day as Dinah went away—there come nobody. 

There’s ne’er been nobody asking for her till you come, for the folks about know as she’s gone. 

Eh dear, eh dear, is there summat the matter?” 

The old woman had seen the ghastly look of fear in Adam’s face. But he was not stunned or 

confounded: he was thinking eagerly where he could inquire about Hetty. 

“Yes; a young woman started from our country to see Dinah, Friday was a fortnight. I came to 

fetch her back. I’m afraid something has happened to her. I can’t stop. Good-bye.” 

He hastened out of the cottage, and the old woman followed him to the gate, watching him 

sadly with her shaking head as he almost ran towards the town. He was going to inquire at the 

place where the Oakbourne coach stopped. 

No! No young woman like Hetty had been seen there. Had any accident happened to the coach 

a fortnight ago? No. And there was no coach to take him back to Oakbourne that day. Well, he 

would walk: he couldn’t stay here, in wretched inaction. But the innkeeper, seeing that Adam 

was in great anxiety, and entering into this new incident with the eagerness of a man who passes 

a great deal of time with his hands in his pockets looking into an obstinately monotonous street, 

offered to take him back to Oakbourne in his own “taxed cart” this very evening. It was not five 

o’clock; there was plenty of time for Adam to take a meal and yet to get to Oakbourne before ten 

o’clock. The innkeeper declared that he really wanted to go to Oakbourne, and might as well go 

to-night; he should have all Monday before him then. Adam, after making an ineffectual attempt 

to eat, put the food in his pocket, and, drinking a draught of ale, declared himself ready to set off. 

As they approached the cottage, it occurred to him that he would do well to learn from the old 

woman where Dinah was to be found in Leeds: if there was trouble at the Hall Farm—he only 

half-admitted the foreboding that there would be—the Poysers might like to send for Dinah. But 

Dinah had not left any address, and the old woman, whose memory for names was infirm, could 



not recall the name of the “blessed woman” who was Dinah’s chief friend in the Society at 

Leeds. 

During that long, long journey in the taxed cart, there was time for all the conjectures of 

importunate fear and struggling hope. In the very first shock of discovering that Hetty had not 

been to Snowfield, the thought of Arthur had darted through Adam like a sharp pang, but he tried 

for some time to ward off its return by busying himself with modes of accounting for the 

alarming fact, quite apart from that intolerable thought. Some accident had happened. Hetty had, 

by some strange chance, got into a wrong vehicle from Oakbourne: she had been taken ill, and 

did not want to frighten them by letting them know. But this frail fence of vague improbabilities 

was soon hurled down by a rush of distinct agonizing fears. Hetty had been deceiving herself in 

thinking that she could love and marry him: she had been loving Arthur all the while; and now, 

in her desperation at the nearness of their marriage, she had run away. And she was gone to him. 

The old indignation and jealousy rose again, and prompted the suspicion that Arthur had been 

dealing falsely—had written to Hetty—had tempted her to come to him—being unwilling, after 

all, that she should belong to another man besides himself. Perhaps the whole thing had been 

contrived by him, and he had given her directions how to follow him to Ireland—for Adam knew 

that Arthur had been gone thither three weeks ago, having recently learnt it at the Chase. Every 

sad look of Hetty’s, since she had been engaged to Adam, returned upon him now with all the 

exaggeration of painful retrospect. He had been foolishly sanguine and confident. The poor thing 

hadn’t perhaps known her own mind for a long while; had thought that she could forget Arthur; 

had been momentarily drawn towards the man who offered her a protecting, faithful love. He 

couldn’t bear to blame her: she never meant to cause him this dreadful pain. The blame lay with 

that man who had selfishly played with her heart—had perhaps even deliberately lured her away. 

At Oakbourne, the ostler at the Royal Oak remembered such a young woman as Adam 

described getting out of the Treddleston coach more than a fortnight ago—wasn’t likely to forget 

such a pretty lass as that in a hurry—was sure she had not gone on by the Buxton coach that went 

through Snowfield, but had lost sight of her while he went away with the horses and had never 

set eyes on her again. Adam then went straight to the house from which the Stoniton coach 

started: Stoniton was the most obvious place for Hetty to go to first, whatever might be her 

destination, for she would hardly venture on any but the chief coach-roads. She had been noticed 

here too, and was remembered to have sat on the box by the coachman; but the coachman could 

not be seen, for another man had been driving on that road in his stead the last three or four days. 

He could probably be seen at Stoniton, through inquiry at the inn where the coach put up. So the 

anxious heart-stricken Adam must of necessity wait and try to rest till morning—nay, till eleven 

o’clock, when the coach started. 

At Stoniton another delay occurred, for the old coachman who had driven Hetty would not be 

in the town again till night. When he did come he remembered Hetty well, and remembered his 

own joke addressed to her, quoting it many times to Adam, and observing with equal frequency 

that he thought there was something more than common, because Hetty had not laughed when he 

joked her. But he declared, as the people had done at the inn, that he had lost sight of Hetty 

directly she got down. Part of the next morning was consumed in inquiries at every house in the 

town from which a coach started—(all in vain, for you know Hetty did not start from Stoniton by 

coach, but on foot in the grey morning)—and then in walking out to the first toll-gates on the 

different lines of road, in the forlorn hope of finding some recollection of her there. No, she was 



not to be traced any farther; and the next hard task for Adam was to go home and carry the 

wretched tidings to the Hall Farm. As to what he should do beyond that, he had come to two 

distinct resolutions amidst the tumult of thought and feeling which was going on within him 

while he went to and fro. He would not mention what he knew of Arthur Donnithorne’s 

behaviour to Hetty till there was a clear necessity for it: it was still possible Hetty might come 

back, and the disclosure might be an injury or an offence to her. And as soon as he had been 

home and done what was necessary there to prepare for his further absence, he would start off to 

Ireland: if he found no trace of Hetty on the road, he would go straight to Arthur Donnithorne 

and make himself certain how far he was acquainted with her movements. Several times the 

thought occurred to him that he would consult Mr. Irwine, but that would be useless unless he 

told him all, and so betrayed the secret about Arthur. It seems strange that Adam, in the incessant 

occupation of his mind about Hetty, should never have alighted on the probability that she had 

gone to Windsor, ignorant that Arthur was no longer there. Perhaps the reason was that he could 

not conceive Hetty’s throwing herself on Arthur uncalled; he imagined no cause that could have 

driven her to such a step, after that letter written in August. There were but two alternatives in his 

mind: either Arthur had written to her again and enticed her away, or she had simply fled from 

her approaching marriage with himself because she found, after all, she could not love him well 

enough, and yet was afraid of her friends’ anger if she retracted. 

With this last determination on his mind, of going straight to Arthur, the thought that he had 

spent two days in inquiries which had proved to be almost useless, was torturing to Adam; and 

yet, since he would not tell the Poysers his conviction as to where Hetty was gone, or his 

intention to follow her thither, he must be able to say to them that he had traced her as far as 

possible. 

It was after twelve o’clock on Tuesday night when Adam reached Treddleston; and, unwilling 

to disturb his mother and Seth, and also to encounter their questions at that hour, he threw 

himself without undressing on a bed at the “Waggon Overthrown,” and slept hard from pure 

weariness. Not more than four hours, however, for before five o’clock he set out on his way 

home in the faint morning twilight. He always kept a key of the workshop door in his pocket, so 

that he could let himself in; and he wished to enter without awaking his mother, for he was 

anxious to avoid telling her the new trouble himself by seeing Seth first, and asking him to tell 

her when it should be necessary. He walked gently along the yard, and turned the key gently in 

the door; but, as he expected, Gyp, who lay in the workshop, gave a sharp bark. It subsided when 

he saw Adam, holding up his finger at him to impose silence, and in his dumb, tailless joy he 

must content himself with rubbing his body against his master’s legs. 

Adam was too heart-sick to take notice of Gyp’s fondling. He threw himself on the bench and 

stared dully at the wood and the signs of work around him, wondering if he should ever come to 

feel pleasure in them again, while Gyp, dimly aware that there was something wrong with his 

master, laid his rough grey head on Adam’s knee and wrinkled his brows to look up at him. 

Hitherto, since Sunday afternoon, Adam had been constantly among strange people and in 

strange places, having no associations with the details of his daily life, and now that by the light 

of this new morning he was come back to his home and surrounded by the familiar objects that 

seemed for ever robbed of their charm, the reality—the hard, inevitable reality of his troubles 

pressed upon him with a new weight. Right before him was an unfinished chest of drawers, 

which he had been making in spare moments for Hetty’s use, when his home should be hers. 



Seth had not heard Adam’s entrance, but he had been roused by Gyp’s bark, and Adam heard 

him moving about in the room above, dressing himself. Seth’s first thoughts were about his 

brother: he would come home to-day, surely, for the business would be wanting him sadly by to-

morrow, but it was pleasant to think he had had a longer holiday than he had expected. And 

would Dinah come too? Seth felt that that was the greatest happiness he could look forward to 

for himself, though he had no hope left that she would ever love him well enough to marry him; 

but he had often said to himself, it was better to be Dinah’s friend and brother than any other 

woman’s husband. If he could but be always near her, instead of living so far off! 

He came downstairs and opened the inner door leading from the kitchen into the workshop, 

intending to let out Gyp; but he stood still in the doorway, smitten with a sudden shock at the 

sight of Adam seated listlessly on the bench, pale, unwashed, with sunken blank eyes, almost 

like a drunkard in the morning. But Seth felt in an instant what the marks meant—not 

drunkenness, but some great calamity. Adam looked up at him without speaking, and Seth 

moved forward towards the bench, himself trembling so that speech did not come readily. 

“God have mercy on us, Addy,” he said, in a low voice, sitting down on the bench beside 

Adam, “what is it?” 

Adam was unable to speak. The strong man, accustomed to suppress the signs of sorrow, had 

felt his heart swell like a child’s at this first approach of sympathy. He fell on Seth’s neck and 

sobbed. 

Seth was prepared for the worst now, for, even in his recollections of their boyhood, Adam had 

never sobbed before. 

“Is it death, Adam? Is she dead?” he asked, in a low tone, when Adam raised his head and was 

recovering himself. 

“No, lad; but she’s gone—gone away from us. She’s never been to Snowfield. Dinah’s been 

gone to Leeds ever since last Friday was a fortnight, the very day Hetty set out. I can’t find out 

where she went after she got to Stoniton.” 

Seth was silent from utter astonishment: he knew nothing that could suggest to him a reason 

for Hetty’s going away. 

“Hast any notion what she’s done it for?” he said, at last. 

“She can’t ha’ loved me. She didn’t like our marriage when it came nigh—that must be it,” 

said Adam. He had determined to mention no further reason. 

“I hear Mother stirring,” said Seth. “Must we tell her?” 

“No, not yet,” said Adam, rising from the bench and pushing the hair from his face, as if he 

wanted to rouse himself. “I can’t have her told yet; and I must set out on another journey 

directly, after I’ve been to the village and th’ Hall Farm. I can’t tell thee where I’m going, and 

thee must say to her I’m gone on business as nobody is to know anything about. I’ll go and wash 

myself now.” Adam moved towards the door of the workshop, but after a step or two he turned 

round, and, meeting Seth’s eyes with a calm sad glance, he said, “I must take all the money out 



o’ the tin box, lad; but if anything happens to me, all the rest ’ll be thine, to take care o’ Mother 

with.” 

Seth was pale and trembling: he felt there was some terrible secret under all this. “Brother,” he 

said, faintly—he never called Adam “Brother” except in solemn moments—“I don’t believe 

you’ll do anything as you can’t ask God’s blessing on.” 

“Nay, lad,” said Adam, “don’t be afraid. I’m for doing nought but what’s a man’s duty.” 

The thought that if he betrayed his trouble to his mother, she would only distress him by 

words, half of blundering affection, half of irrepressible triumph that Hetty proved as unfit to be 

his wife as she had always foreseen, brought back some of his habitual firmness and self-

command. He had felt ill on his journey home—he told her when she came down—had stayed 

all night at Tredddleston for that reason; and a bad headache, that still hung about him this 

morning, accounted for his paleness and heavy eyes. 

He determined to go to the village, in the first place, attend to his business for an hour, and 

give notice to Burge of his being obliged to go on a journey, which he must beg him not to 

mention to any one; for he wished to avoid going to the Hall Farm near breakfast-time, when the 

children and servants would be in the house-place, and there must be exclamations in their 

hearing about his having returned without Hetty. He waited until the clock struck nine before he 

left the work-yard at the village, and set off, through the fields, towards the Farm. It was an 

immense relief to him, as he came near the Home Close, to see Mr. Poyser advancing towards 

him, for this would spare him the pain of going to the house. Mr. Poyser was walking briskly this 

March morning, with a sense of spring business on his mind: he was going to cast the master’s 

eye on the shoeing of a new cart-horse, carrying his spud as a useful companion by the way. His 

surprise was great when he caught sight of Adam, but he was not a man given to presentiments 

of evil. 

“Why, Adam, lad, is’t you? Have ye been all this time away and not brought the lasses back, 

after all? Where are they?” 

“No, I’ve not brought ’em,” said Adam, turning round, to indicate that he wished to walk back 

with Mr. Poyser. 

“Why,” said Martin, looking with sharper attention at Adam, “ye look bad. Is there anything 

happened?” 

“Yes,” said Adam, heavily. “A sad thing’s happened. I didna find Hetty at Snowfield.” 

Mr. Poyser’s good-natured face showed signs of troubled astonishment. “Not find her? What’s 

happened to her?” he said, his thoughts flying at once to bodily accident. 

“That I can’t tell, whether anything’s happened to her. She never went to Snowfield—she took 

the coach to Stoniton, but I can’t learn nothing of her after she got down from the Stoniton 

coach.” 

“Why, you donna mean she’s run away?” said Martin, standing still, so puzzled and 

bewildered that the fact did not yet make itself felt as a trouble by him. 



“She must ha’ done,” said Adam. “She didn’t like our marriage when it came to the point—

that must be it. She’d mistook her feelings.” 

Martin was silent for a minute or two, looking on the ground and rooting up the grass with his 

spud, without knowing what he was doing. His usual slowness was always trebled when the 

subject of speech was painful. At last he looked up, right in Adam’s face, saying, “Then she 

didna deserve t’ ha’ ye, my lad. An’ I feel i’ fault myself, for she was my niece, and I was allays 

hot for her marr’ing ye. There’s no amends I can make ye, lad—the more’s the pity: it’s a sad 

cut-up for ye, I doubt.” 

Adam could say nothing; and Mr. Poyser, after pursuing his walk for a little while, went on, 

“I’ll be bound she’s gone after trying to get a lady’s maid’s place, for she’d got that in her head 

half a year ago, and wanted me to gi’ my consent. But I’d thought better on her”—he added, 

shaking his head slowly and sadly—“I’d thought better on her, nor to look for this, after she’d 

gi’en y’ her word, an’ everything been got ready.” 

Adam had the strongest motives for encouraging this supposition in Mr. Poyser, and he even 

tried to believe that it might possibly be true. He had no warrant for the certainty that she was 

gone to Arthur. 

“It was better it should be so,” he said, as quietly as he could, “if she felt she couldn’t like me 

for a husband. Better run away before than repent after. I hope you won’t look harshly on her if 

she comes back, as she may do if she finds it hard to get on away from home.” 

“I canna look on her as I’ve done before,” said Martin decisively. “She’s acted bad by you, 

and by all of us. But I’ll not turn my back on her: she’s but a young un, and it’s the first harm 

I’ve knowed on her. It’ll be a hard job for me to tell her aunt. Why didna Dinah come back wi’ 

ye? She’d ha’ helped to pacify her aunt a bit.” 

“Dinah wasn’t at Snowfield. She’s been gone to Leeds this fortnight, and I couldn’t learn from 

th’ old woman any direction where she is at Leeds, else I should ha’ brought it you.” 

“She’d a deal better be staying wi’ her own kin,” said Mr. Poyser, indignantly, “than going 

preaching among strange folks a-that’n.” 

“I must leave you now, Mr. Poyser,” said Adam, “for I’ve a deal to see to.” 

“Aye, you’d best be after your business, and I must tell the missis when I go home. It’s a hard 

job.” 

“But,” said Adam, “I beg particular, you’ll keep what’s happened quiet for a week or two. I’ve 

not told my mother yet, and there’s no knowing how things may turn out.” 

“Aye, aye; least said, soonest mended. We’n no need to say why the match is broke off, an’ we 

may hear of her after a bit. Shake hands wi’ me, lad: I wish I could make thee amends.” 

There was something in Martin Poyser’s throat at that moment which caused him to bring out 

those scanty words in rather a broken fashion. Yet Adam knew what they meant all the better, 

and the two honest men grasped each other’s hard hands in mutual understanding. 



There was nothing now to hinder Adam from setting off. He had told Seth to go to the Chase 

and leave a message for the squire, saying that Adam Bede had been obliged to start off suddenly 

on a journey—and to say as much, and no more, to any one else who made inquiries about him. 

If the Poysers learned that he was gone away again, Adam knew they would infer that he was 

gone in search of Hetty. 

He had intended to go right on his way from the Hall Farm, but now the impulse which had 

frequently visited him before—to go to Mr. Irwine, and make a confidant of him—recurred with 

the new force which belongs to a last opportunity. He was about to start on a long journey—a 

difficult one—by sea—and no soul would know where he was gone. If anything happened to 

him? Or, if he absolutely needed help in any matter concerning Hetty? Mr. Irwine was to be 

trusted; and the feeling which made Adam shrink from telling anything which was her secret 

must give way before the need there was that she should have some one else besides himself who 

would be prepared to defend her in the worst extremity. Towards Arthur, even though he might 

have incurred no new guilt, Adam felt that he was not bound to keep silence when Hetty’s 

interest called on him to speak. 

“I must do it,” said Adam, when these thoughts, which had spread themselves through hours of 

his sad journeying, now rushed upon him in an instant, like a wave that had been slowly 

gathering; “it’s the right thing. I can’t stand alone in this way any longer.” 

  



Chapter XXXIX The Tidings 

Adam turned his face towards Broxton and walked with his swiftest stride, looking at his 

watch with the fear that Mr. Irwine might be gone out—hunting, perhaps. The fear and haste 

together produced a state of strong excitement before he reached the rectory gate, and outside it 

he saw the deep marks of a recent hoof on the gravel. 

But the hoofs were turned towards the gate, not away from it, and though there was a horse 

against the stable door, it was not Mr. Irwine’s: it had evidently had a journey this morning, and 

must belong to some one who had come on business. Mr. Irwine was at home, then; but Adam 

could hardly find breath and calmness to tell Carroll that he wanted to speak to the rector. The 

double suffering of certain and uncertain sorrow had begun to shake the strong man. The butler 

looked at him wonderingly, as he threw himself on a bench in the passage and stared absently at 

the clock on the opposite wall. The master had somebody with him, he said, but he heard the 

study door open—the stranger seemed to be coming out, and as Adam was in a hurry, he would 

let the master know at once. 

Adam sat looking at the clock: the minute-hand was hurrying along the last five minutes to ten 

with a loud, hard, indifferent tick, and Adam watched the movement and listened to the sound as 

if he had had some reason for doing so. In our times of bitter suffering there are almost always 

these pauses, when our consciousness is benumbed to everything but some trivial perception or 

sensation. It is as if semi-idiocy came to give us rest from the memory and the dread which 

refuse to leave us in our sleep. 

Carroll, coming back, recalled Adam to the sense of his burden. He was to go into the study 

immediately. “I can’t think what that strange person’s come about,” the butler added, from mere 

incontinence of remark, as he preceded Adam to the door, “he’s gone i’ the dining-room. And 

master looks unaccountable—as if he was frightened.” Adam took no notice of the words: he 

could not care about other people’s business. But when he entered the study and looked in Mr. 

Irwine’s face, he felt in an instant that there was a new expression in it, strangely different from 

the warm friendliness it had always worn for him before. A letter lay open on the table, and Mr. 

Irwine’s hand was on it, but the changed glance he cast on Adam could not be owing entirely to 

preoccupation with some disagreeable business, for he was looking eagerly towards the door, as 

if Adam’s entrance were a matter of poignant anxiety to him. 

“You want to speak to me, Adam,” he said, in that low constrainedly quiet tone which a man 

uses when he is determined to suppress agitation. “Sit down here.” He pointed to a chair just 

opposite to him, at no more than a yard’s distance from his own, and Adam sat down with a 

sense that this cold manner of Mr. Irwine’s gave an additional unexpected difficulty to his 

disclosure. But when Adam had made up his mind to a measure, he was not the man to renounce 

it for any but imperative reasons. 

“I come to you, sir,” he said, “as the gentleman I look up to most of anybody. I’ve something 

very painful to tell you—something as it’ll pain you to hear as well as me to tell. But if I speak o’ 

the wrong other people have done, you’ll see I didn’t speak till I’d good reason.” 



Mr. Irwine nodded slowly, and Adam went on rather tremulously, “You was t’ ha’ married me 

and Hetty Sorrel, you know, sir, o’ the fifteenth o’ this month. I thought she loved me, and I was 

th’ happiest man i’ the parish. But a dreadful blow’s come upon me.” 

Mr. Irwine started up from his chair, as if involuntarily, but then, determined to control 

himself, walked to the window and looked out. 

“She’s gone away, sir, and we don’t know where. She said she was going to Snowfield o’ 

Friday was a fortnight, and I went last Sunday to fetch her back; but she’d never been there, and 

she took the coach to Stoniton, and beyond that I can’t trace her. But now I’m going a long 

journey to look for her, and I can’t trust t’ anybody but you where I’m going.” 

Mr. Irwine came back from the window and sat down. 

“Have you no idea of the reason why she went away?” he said. 

“It’s plain enough she didn’t want to marry me, sir,” said Adam. “She didn’t like it when it 

came so near. But that isn’t all, I doubt. There’s something else I must tell you, sir. There’s 

somebody else concerned besides me.” 

A gleam of something—it was almost like relief or joy—came across the eager anxiety of Mr. 

Irwine’s face at that moment. Adam was looking on the ground, and paused a little: the next 

words were hard to speak. But when he went on, he lifted up his head and looked straight at Mr. 

Irwine. He would do the thing he had resolved to do, without flinching. 

“You know who’s the man I’ve reckoned my greatest friend,” he said, “and used to be proud 

to think as I should pass my life i’ working for him, and had felt so ever since we were lads....” 

Mr. Irwine, as if all self-control had forsaken him, grasped Adam’s arm, which lay on the 

table, and, clutching it tightly like a man in pain, said, with pale lips and a low hurried voice, 

“No, Adam, no—don’t say it, for God’s sake!” 

Adam, surprised at the violence of Mr. Irwine’s feeling, repented of the words that had passed 

his lips and sat in distressed silence. The grasp on his arm gradually relaxed, and Mr. Irwine 

threw himself back in his chair, saying, “Go on—I must know it.” 

“That man played with Hetty’s feelings, and behaved to her as he’d no right to do to a girl in 

her station o’ life—made her presents and used to go and meet her out a-walking. I found it out 

only two days before he went away—found him a-kissing her as they were parting in the Grove. 

There’d been nothing said between me and Hetty then, though I’d loved her for a long while, and 

she knew it. But I reproached him with his wrong actions, and words and blows passed between 

us; and he said solemnly to me, after that, as it had been all nonsense and no more than a bit o’ 

flirting. But I made him write a letter to tell Hetty he’d meant nothing, for I saw clear enough, 

sir, by several things as I hadn’t understood at the time, as he’d got hold of her heart, and I 

thought she’d belike go on thinking of him and never come to love another man as wanted to 

marry her. And I gave her the letter, and she seemed to bear it all after a while better than I’d 

expected... and she behaved kinder and kinder to me... I daresay she didn’t know her own 

feelings then, poor thing, and they came back upon her when it was too late... I don’t want to 

blame her... I can’t think as she meant to deceive me. But I was encouraged to think she loved 



me, and—you know the rest, sir. But it’s on my mind as he’s been false to me, and ’ticed her 

away, and she’s gone to him—and I’m going now to see, for I can never go to work again till I 

know what’s become of her.” 

During Adam’s narrative, Mr. Irwine had had time to recover his self-mastery in spite of the 

painful thoughts that crowded upon him. It was a bitter remembrance to him now—that morning 

when Arthur breakfasted with him and seemed as if he were on the verge of a confession. It was 

plain enough now what he had wanted to confess. And if their words had taken another turn... if 

he himself had been less fastidious about intruding on another man’s secrets... it was cruel to 

think how thin a film had shut out rescue from all this guilt and misery. He saw the whole history 

now by that terrible illumination which the present sheds back upon the past. But every other 

feeling as it rushed upon him was thrown into abeyance by pity, deep respectful pity, for the man 

who sat before him—already so bruised, going forth with sad blind resignedness to an unreal 

sorrow, while a real one was close upon him, too far beyond the range of common trial for him 

ever to have feared it. His own agitation was quelled by a certain awe that comes over us in the 

presence of a great anguish, for the anguish he must inflict on Adam was already present to him. 

Again he put his hand on the arm that lay on the table, but very gently this time, as he said 

solemnly: 

“Adam, my dear friend, you have had some hard trials in your life. You can bear sorrow 

manfully, as well as act manfully. God requires both tasks at our hands. And there is a heavier 

sorrow coming upon you than any you have yet known. But you are not guilty—you have not the 

worst of all sorrows. God help him who has!” 

The two pale faces looked at each other; in Adam’s there was trembling suspense, in Mr. 

Irwine’s hesitating, shrinking pity. But he went on. 

“I have had news of Hetty this morning. She is not gone to him. She is in Stonyshire—at 

Stoniton.” 

Adam started up from his chair, as if he thought he could have leaped to her that moment. But 

Mr. Irwine laid hold of his arm again and said, persuasively, “Wait, Adam, wait.” So he sat 

down. 

“She is in a very unhappy position—one which will make it worse for you to find her, my poor 

friend, than to have lost her for ever.” 

Adam’s lips moved tremulously, but no sound came. They moved again, and he whispered, 

“Tell me.” 

“She has been arrested... she is in prison.” 

It was as if an insulting blow had brought back the spirit of resistance into Adam. The blood 

rushed to his face, and he said, loudly and sharply, “For what?” 

“For a great crime—the murder of her child.” 



“It can’t be!” Adam almost shouted, starting up from his chair and making a stride towards the 

door; but he turned round again, setting his back against the bookcase, and looking fiercely at 

Mr. Irwine. “It isn’t possible. She never had a child. She can’t be guilty. Who says it?” 

“God grant she may be innocent, Adam. We can still hope she is.” 

“But who says she is guilty?” said Adam violently. “Tell me everything.” 

“Here is a letter from the magistrate before whom she was taken, and the constable who 

arrested her is in the dining-room. She will not confess her name or where she comes from; but I 

fear, I fear, there can be no doubt it is Hetty. The description of her person corresponds, only that 

she is said to look very pale and ill. She had a small red-leather pocket-book in her pocket with 

two names written in it—one at the beginning, ‘Hetty Sorrel, Hayslope,’ and the other near the 

end, ‘Dinah Morris, Snowfield.’ She will not say which is her own name—she denies everything, 

and will answer no questions, and application has been made to me, as a magistrate, that I may 

take measures for identifying her, for it was thought probable that the name which stands first is 

her own name.” 

“But what proof have they got against her, if it is Hetty?” said Adam, still violently, with an 

effort that seemed to shake his whole frame. “I’ll not believe it. It couldn’t ha’ been, and none of 

us know it.” 

“Terrible proof that she was under the temptation to commit the crime; but we have room to 

hope that she did not really commit it. Try and read that letter, Adam.” 

Adam took the letter between his shaking hands and tried to fix his eyes steadily on it. Mr. 

Irwine meanwhile went out to give some orders. When he came back, Adam’s eyes were still on 

the first page—he couldn’t read—he could not put the words together and make out what they 

meant. He threw it down at last and clenched his fist. 

“It’s his doing,” he said; “if there’s been any crime, it’s at his door, not at hers. He taught her 

to deceive—he deceived me first. Let ’em put him on his trial—let him stand in court beside her, 

and I’ll tell ’em how he got hold of her heart, and ’ticed her t’ evil, and then lied to me. Is he to 

go free, while they lay all the punishment on her... so weak and young?” 

The image called up by these last words gave a new direction to poor Adam’s maddened 

feelings. He was silent, looking at the corner of the room as if he saw something there. Then he 

burst out again, in a tone of appealing anguish, 

“I can’t bear it... O God, it’s too hard to lay upon me—it’s too hard to think she’s wicked.” 

Mr. Irwine had sat down again in silence. He was too wise to utter soothing words at present, 

and indeed, the sight of Adam before him, with that look of sudden age which sometimes comes 

over a young face in moments of terrible emotion—the hard bloodless look of the skin, the deep 

lines about the quivering mouth, the furrows in the brow—the sight of this strong firm man 

shattered by the invisible stroke of sorrow, moved him so deeply that speech was not easy. Adam 

stood motionless, with his eyes vacantly fixed in this way for a minute or two; in that short space 

he was living through all his love again. 



“She can’t ha’ done it,” he said, still without moving his eyes, as if he were only talking to 

himself: “it was fear made her hide it... I forgive her for deceiving me... I forgive thee, Hetty... 

thee wast deceived too... it’s gone hard wi’ thee, my poor Hetty... but they’ll never make me 

believe it.” 

He was silent again for a few moments, and then he said, with fierce abruptness, “I’ll go to 

him—I’ll bring him back—I’ll make him go and look at her in her misery—he shall look at her 

till he can’t forget it—it shall follow him night and day—as long as he lives it shall follow him—

he shan’t escape wi’ lies this time—I’ll fetch him, I’ll drag him myself.” 

In the act of going towards the door, Adam paused automatically and looked about for his hat, 

quite unconscious where he was or who was present with him. Mr. Irwine had followed him, and 

now took him by the arm, saying, in a quiet but decided tone, 

“No, Adam, no; I’m sure you will wish to stay and see what good can be done for her, instead 

of going on a useless errand of vengeance. The punishment will surely fall without your aid. 

Besides, he is no longer in Ireland. He must be on his way home—or would be, long before you 

arrived, for his grandfather, I know, wrote for him to come at least ten days ago. I want you now 

to go with me to Stoniton. I have ordered a horse for you to ride with us, as soon as you can 

compose yourself.” 

While Mr. Irwine was speaking, Adam recovered his consciousness of the actual scene. He 

rubbed his hair off his forehead and listened. 

“Remember,” Mr. Irwine went on, “there are others to think of, and act for, besides yourself, 

Adam: there are Hetty’s friends, the good Poysers, on whom this stroke will fall more heavily 

than I can bear to think. I expect it from your strength of mind, Adam—from your sense of duty 

to God and man—that you will try to act as long as action can be of any use.” 

In reality, Mr. Irwine proposed this journey to Stoniton for Adam’s own sake. Movement, with 

some object before him, was the best means of counteracting the violence of suffering in these 

first hours. 

“You will go with me to Stoniton, Adam?” he said again, after a moment’s pause. “We have to 

see if it is really Hetty who is there, you know.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Adam, “I’ll do what you think right. But the folks at th’ Hall Farm?” 

“I wish them not to know till I return to tell them myself. I shall have ascertained things then 

which I am uncertain about now, and I shall return as soon as possible. Come now, the horses are 

ready.” 

  



Chapter XL The Bitter Waters Spread 

Mr. Irwine returned from Stoniton in a post-chaise that night, and the first words Carroll said 

to him, as he entered the house, were, that Squire Donnithorne was dead—found dead in his bed 

at ten o’clock that morning—and that Mrs. Irwine desired him to say she should be awake when 

Mr. Irwine came home, and she begged him not to go to bed without seeing her. 

“Well, Dauphin,” Mrs. Irwine said, as her son entered her room, “you’re come at last. So the 

old gentleman’s fidgetiness and low spirits, which made him send for Arthur in that sudden way, 

really meant something. I suppose Carroll has told you that Donnithorne was found dead in his 

bed this morning. You will believe my prognostications another time, though I daresay I shan’t 

live to prognosticate anything but my own death.” 

“What have they done about Arthur?” said Mr. Irwine. “Sent a messenger to await him at 

Liverpool?” 

“Yes, Ralph was gone before the news was brought to us. Dear Arthur, I shall live now to see 

him master at the Chase, and making good times on the estate, like a generous-hearted fellow as 

he is. He’ll be as happy as a king now.” 

Mr. Irwine could not help giving a slight groan: he was worn with anxiety and exertion, and 

his mother’s light words were almost intolerable. 

“What are you so dismal about, Dauphin? Is there any bad news? Or are you thinking of the 

danger for Arthur in crossing that frightful Irish Channel at this time of year?” 

“No, Mother, I’m not thinking of that; but I’m not prepared to rejoice just now.” 

“You’ve been worried by this law business that you’ve been to Stoniton about. What in the 

world is it, that you can’t tell me?” 

“You will know by and by, mother. It would not be right for me to tell you at present. Good-

night: you’ll sleep now you have no longer anything to listen for.” 

Mr. Irwine gave up his intention of sending a letter to meet Arthur, since it would not now 

hasten his return: the news of his grandfather’s death would bring him as soon as he could 

possibly come. He could go to bed now and get some needful rest, before the time came for the 

morning’s heavy duty of carrying his sickening news to the Hall Farm and to Adam’s home. 

Adam himself was not come back from Stoniton, for though he shrank from seeing Hetty, he 

could not bear to go to a distance from her again. 

“It’s no use, sir,” he said to the rector, “it’s no use for me to go back. I can’t go to work again 

while she’s here, and I couldn’t bear the sight o’ the things and folks round home. I’ll take a bit 

of a room here, where I can see the prison walls, and perhaps I shall get, in time, to bear seeing 

her.” 

Adam had not been shaken in his belief that Hetty was innocent of the crime she was charged 

with, for Mr. Irwine, feeling that the belief in her guilt would be a crushing addition to Adam’s 



load, had kept from him the facts which left no hope in his own mind. There was not any reason 

for thrusting the whole burden on Adam at once, and Mr. Irwine, at parting, only said, “If the 

evidence should tell too strongly against her, Adam, we may still hope for a pardon. Her youth 

and other circumstances will be a plea for her.” 

“Ah, and it’s right people should know how she was tempted into the wrong way,” said Adam, 

with bitter earnestness. “It’s right they should know it was a fine gentleman made love to her, 

and turned her head wi’ notions. You’ll remember, sir, you’ve promised to tell my mother, and 

Seth, and the people at the farm, who it was as led her wrong, else they’ll think harder of her 

than she deserves. You’ll be doing her a hurt by sparing him, and I hold him the guiltiest before 

God, let her ha’ done what she may. If you spare him, I’ll expose him!” 

“I think your demand is just, Adam,” said Mr. Irwine, “but when you are calmer, you will 

judge Arthur more mercifully. I say nothing now, only that his punishment is in other hands than 

ours.” 

Mr. Irwine felt it hard upon him that he should have to tell of Arthur’s sad part in the story of 

sin and sorrow—he who cared for Arthur with fatherly affection, who had cared for him with 

fatherly pride. But he saw clearly that the secret must be known before long, even apart from 

Adam’s determination, since it was scarcely to be supposed that Hetty would persist to the end in 

her obstinate silence. He made up his mind to withhold nothing from the Poysers, but to tell them 

the worst at once, for there was no time to rob the tidings of their suddenness. Hetty’s trial must 

come on at the Lent assizes, and they were to be held at Stoniton the next week. It was scarcely 

to be hoped that Martin Poyser could escape the pain of being called as a witness, and it was 

better he should know everything as long beforehand as possible. 

Before ten o’clock on Thursday morning the home at the Hall Farm was a house of mourning 

for a misfortune felt to be worse than death. The sense of family dishonour was too keen even in 

the kind-hearted Martin Poyser the younger to leave room for any compassion towards Hetty. He 

and his father were simple-minded farmers, proud of their untarnished character, proud that they 

came of a family which had held up its head and paid its way as far back as its name was in the 

parish register; and Hetty had brought disgrace on them all—disgrace that could never be wiped 

out. That was the all-conquering feeling in the mind both of father and son—the scorching sense 

of disgrace, which neutralised all other sensibility—and Mr. Irwine was struck with surprise to 

observe that Mrs. Poyser was less severe than her husband. We are often startled by the severity 

of mild people on exceptional occasions; the reason is, that mild people are most liable to be 

under the yoke of traditional impressions. 

“I’m willing to pay any money as is wanted towards trying to bring her off,” said Martin the 

younger when Mr. Irwine was gone, while the old grandfather was crying in the opposite chair, 

“but I’ll not go nigh her, nor ever see her again, by my own will. She’s made our bread bitter to 

us for all our lives to come, an’ we shall ne’er hold up our heads i’ this parish nor i’ any other. 

The parson talks o’ folks pitying us: it’s poor amends pity ’ull make us.” 

“Pity?” said the grandfather, sharply. “I ne’er wanted folks’s pity i’ my life afore... an’ I mun 

begin to be looked down on now, an’ me turned seventy-two last St. Thomas’s, an’ all th’ 

underbearers and pall-bearers as I’n picked for my funeral are i’ this parish and the next to ’t.... 

It’s o’ no use now... I mun be ta’en to the grave by strangers.” 



“Don’t fret so, father,” said Mrs. Poyser, who had spoken very little, being almost overawed 

by her husband’s unusual hardness and decision. “You’ll have your children wi’ you; an’ there’s 

the lads and the little un ’ull grow up in a new parish as well as i’ th’ old un.” 

“Ah, there’s no staying i’ this country for us now,” said Mr. Poyser, and the hard tears trickled 

slowly down his round cheeks. “We thought it ’ud be bad luck if the old squire gave us notice 

this Lady day, but I must gi’ notice myself now, an’ see if there can anybody be got to come an’ 

take to the crops as I’n put i’ the ground; for I wonna stay upo’ that man’s land a day longer nor 

I’m forced to’t. An’ me, as thought him such a good upright young man, as I should be glad 

when he come to be our landlord. I’ll ne’er lift my hat to him again, nor sit i’ the same church 

wi’ him... a man as has brought shame on respectable folks... an’ pretended to be such a friend t’ 

everybody.... Poor Adam there... a fine friend he’s been t’ Adam, making speeches an’ talking so 

fine, an’ all the while poisoning the lad’s life, as it’s much if he can stay i’ this country any more 

nor we can.” 

“An’ you t’ ha’ to go into court, and own you’re akin t’ her,” said the old man. “Why, they’ll 

cast it up to the little un, as isn’t four ’ear old, some day—they’ll cast it up t’ her as she’d a 

cousin tried at the ’sizes for murder.” 

“It’ll be their own wickedness, then,” said Mrs. Poyser, with a sob in her voice. “But there’s 

One above ’ull take care o’ the innicent child, else it’s but little truth they tell us at church. It’ll 

be harder nor ever to die an’ leave the little uns, an’ nobody to be a mother to ’em.” 

“We’d better ha’ sent for Dinah, if we’d known where she is,” said Mr. Poyser; “but Adam 

said she’d left no direction where she’d be at Leeds.” 

“Why, she’d be wi’ that woman as was a friend t’ her Aunt Judith,” said Mrs. Poyser, 

comforted a little by this suggestion of her husband. “I’ve often heard Dinah talk of her, but I 

can’t remember what name she called her by. But there’s Seth Bede; he’s like enough to know, 

for she’s a preaching woman as the Methodists think a deal on.” 

“I’ll send to Seth,” said Mr. Poyser. “I’ll send Alick to tell him to come, or else to send up 

word o’ the woman’s name, an’ thee canst write a letter ready to send off to Treddles’on as soon 

as we can make out a direction.” 

“It’s poor work writing letters when you want folks to come to you i’ trouble,” said Mrs. 

Poyser. “Happen it’ll be ever so long on the road, an’ never reach her at last.” 

Before Alick arrived with the message, Lisbeth’s thoughts too had already flown to Dinah, and 

she had said to Seth, “Eh, there’s no comfort for us i’ this world any more, wi’out thee couldst 

get Dinah Morris to come to us, as she did when my old man died. I’d like her to come in an’ 

take me by th’ hand again, an’ talk to me. She’d tell me the rights on’t, belike—she’d happen 

know some good i’ all this trouble an’ heart-break comin’ upo’ that poor lad, as ne’er done a bit 

o’ wrong in’s life, but war better nor anybody else’s son, pick the country round. Eh, my lad... 

Adam, my poor lad!” 

“Thee wouldstna like me to leave thee, to go and fetch Dinah?” said Seth, as his mother 

sobbed and rocked herself to and fro. 



“Fetch her?” said Lisbeth, looking up and pausing from her grief, like a crying child who hears 

some promise of consolation. “Why, what place is’t she’s at, do they say?” 

“It’s a good way off, mother—Leeds, a big town. But I could be back in three days, if thee 

couldst spare me.” 

“Nay, nay, I canna spare thee. Thee must go an’ see thy brother, an’ bring me word what he’s 

a-doin’. Mester Irwine said he’d come an’ tell me, but I canna make out so well what it means 

when he tells me. Thee must go thysen, sin’ Adam wonna let me go to him. Write a letter to 

Dinah canstna? Thee’t fond enough o’ writin’ when nobody wants thee.” 

“I’m not sure where she’d be i’ that big town,” said Seth. “If I’d gone myself, I could ha’ 

found out by asking the members o’ the Society. But perhaps if I put Sarah Williamson, 

Methodist preacher, Leeds, o’ th’ outside, it might get to her; for most like she’d be wi’ Sarah 

Williamson.” 

Alick came now with the message, and Seth, finding that Mrs. Poyser was writing to Dinah, 

gave up the intention of writing himself; but he went to the Hall Farm to tell them all he could 

suggest about the address of the letter, and warn them that there might be some delay in the 

delivery, from his not knowing an exact direction. 

On leaving Lisbeth, Mr. Irwine had gone to Jonathan Burge, who had also a claim to be 

acquainted with what was likely to keep Adam away from business for some time; and before six 

o’clock that evening there were few people in Broxton and Hayslope who had not heard the sad 

news. Mr. Irwine had not mentioned Arthur’s name to Burge, and yet the story of his conduct 

towards Hetty, with all the dark shadows cast upon it by its terrible consequences, was presently 

as well known as that his grandfather was dead, and that he was come into the estate. For Martin 

Poyser felt no motive to keep silence towards the one or two neighbours who ventured to come 

and shake him sorrowfully by the hand on the first day of his trouble; and Carroll, who kept his 

ears open to all that passed at the rectory, had framed an inferential version of the story, and 

found early opportunities of communicating it. 

One of those neighbours who came to Martin Poyser and shook him by the hand without 

speaking for some minutes was Bartle Massey. He had shut up his school, and was on his way to 

the rectory, where he arrived about half-past seven in the evening, and, sending his duty to Mr. 

Irwine, begged pardon for troubling him at that hour, but had something particular on his mind. 

He was shown into the study, where Mr. Irwine soon joined him. 

“Well, Bartle?” said Mr. Irwine, putting out his hand. That was not his usual way of saluting 

the schoolmaster, but trouble makes us treat all who feel with us very much alike. “Sit down.” 

“You know what I’m come about as well as I do, sir, I daresay,” said Bartle. 

“You wish to know the truth about the sad news that has reached you... about Hetty Sorrel?” 

“Nay, sir, what I wish to know is about Adam Bede. I understand you left him at Stoniton, and 

I beg the favour of you to tell me what’s the state of the poor lad’s mind, and what he means to 

do. For as for that bit o’ pink-and-white they’ve taken the trouble to put in jail, I don’t value her 

a rotten nut—not a rotten nut—only for the harm or good that may come out of her to an honest 



man—a lad I’ve set such store by—trusted to, that he’d make my bit o’ knowledge go a good 

way in the world.... Why, sir, he’s the only scholar I’ve had in this stupid country that ever had 

the will or the head-piece for mathematics. If he hadn’t had so much hard work to do, poor 

fellow, he might have gone into the higher branches, and then this might never have happened—

might never have happened.” 

Bartle was heated by the exertion of walking fast in an agitated frame of mind, and was not 

able to check himself on this first occasion of venting his feelings. But he paused now to rub his 

moist forehead, and probably his moist eyes also. 

“You’ll excuse me, sir,” he said, when this pause had given him time to reflect, “for running 

on in this way about my own feelings, like that foolish dog of mine howling in a storm, when 

there’s nobody wants to listen to me. I came to hear you speak, not to talk myself—if you’ll take 

the trouble to tell me what the poor lad’s doing.” 

“Don’t put yourself under any restraint, Bartle,” said Mr. Irwine. “The fact is, I’m very much 

in the same condition as you just now; I’ve a great deal that’s painful on my mind, and I find it 

hard work to be quite silent about my own feelings and only attend to others. I share your 

concern for Adam, though he is not the only one whose sufferings I care for in this affair. He 

intends to remain at Stoniton till after the trial: it will come on probably a week to-morrow. He 

has taken a room there, and I encouraged him to do so, because I think it better he should be 

away from his own home at present; and, poor fellow, he still believes Hetty is innocent—he 

wants to summon up courage to see her if he can; he is unwilling to leave the spot where she is.” 

“Do you think the creatur’s guilty, then?” said Bartle. “Do you think they’ll hang her?” 

“I’m afraid it will go hard with her. The evidence is very strong. And one bad symptom is that 

she denies everything—denies that she has had a child in the face of the most positive evidence. I 

saw her myself, and she was obstinately silent to me; she shrank up like a frightened animal 

when she saw me. I was never so shocked in my life as at the change in her. But I trust that, in 

the worst case, we may obtain a pardon for the sake of the innocent who are involved.” 

“Stuff and nonsense!” said Bartle, forgetting in his irritation to whom he was speaking. “I beg 

your pardon, sir, I mean it’s stuff and nonsense for the innocent to care about her being hanged. 

For my own part, I think the sooner such women are put out o’ the world the better; and the men 

that help ’em to do mischief had better go along with ’em for that matter. What good will you do 

by keeping such vermin alive, eating the victual that ’ud feed rational beings? But if Adam’s fool 

enough to care about it, I don’t want him to suffer more than’s needful.... Is he very much cut up, 

poor fellow?” Bartle added, taking out his spectacles and putting them on, as if they would assist 

his imagination. 

“Yes, I’m afraid the grief cuts very deep,” said Mr. Irwine. “He looks terribly shattered, and a 

certain violence came over him now and then yesterday, which made me wish I could have 

remained near him. But I shall go to Stoniton again to-morrow, and I have confidence enough in 

the strength of Adam’s principle to trust that he will be able to endure the worst without being 

driven to anything rash.” 

Mr. Irwine, who was involuntarily uttering his own thoughts rather than addressing Bartle 

Massey in the last sentence, had in his mind the possibility that the spirit of vengeance towards 



Arthur, which was the form Adam’s anguish was continually taking, might make him seek an 

encounter that was likely to end more fatally than the one in the Grove. This possibility 

heightened the anxiety with which he looked forward to Arthur’s arrival. But Bartle thought Mr. 

Irwine was referring to suicide, and his face wore a new alarm. 

“I’ll tell you what I have in my head, sir,” he said, “and I hope you’ll approve of it. I’m going 

to shut up my school—if the scholars come, they must go back again, that’s all—and I shall go to 

Stoniton and look after Adam till this business is over. I’ll pretend I’m come to look on at the 

assizes; he can’t object to that. What do you think about it, sir?” 

“Well,” said Mr. Irwine, rather hesitatingly, “there would be some real advantages in that... 

and I honour you for your friendship towards him, Bartle. But... you must be careful what you 

say to him, you know. I’m afraid you have too little fellow-feeling in what you consider his 

weakness about Hetty.” 

“Trust to me, sir—trust to me. I know what you mean. I’ve been a fool myself in my time, but 

that’s between you and me. I shan’t thrust myself on him only keep my eye on him, and see that 

he gets some good food, and put in a word here and there.” 

“Then,” said Mr. Irwine, reassured a little as to Bartle’s discretion, “I think you’ll be doing a 

good deed; and it will be well for you to let Adam’s mother and brother know that you’re going.” 

“Yes, sir, yes,” said Bartle, rising, and taking off his spectacles, “I’ll do that, I’ll do that; 

though the mother’s a whimpering thing—I don’t like to come within earshot of her; however, 

she’s a straight-backed, clean woman, none of your slatterns. I wish you good-bye, sir, and thank 

you for the time you’ve spared me. You’re everybody’s friend in this business—everybody’s 

friend. It’s a heavy weight you’ve got on your shoulders.” 

“Good-bye, Bartle, till we meet at Stoniton, as I daresay we shall.” 

Bartle hurried away from the rectory, evading Carroll’s conversational advances, and saying in 

an exasperated tone to Vixen, whose short legs pattered beside him on the gravel, “Now, I shall 

be obliged to take you with me, you good-for-nothing woman. You’d go fretting yourself to 

death if I left you—you know you would, and perhaps get snapped up by some tramp. And 

you’ll be running into bad company, I expect, putting your nose in every hole and corner where 

you’ve no business! But if you do anything disgraceful, I’ll disown you—mind that, madam, 

mind that!” 

  



Chapter XLI The Eve of the Trial 

An upper room in a dull Stoniton street, with two beds in it—one laid on the floor. It is ten 

o’clock on Thursday night, and the dark wall opposite the window shuts out the moonlight that 

might have struggled with the light of the one dip candle by which Bartle Massey is pretending 

to read, while he is really looking over his spectacles at Adam Bede, seated near the dark 

window. 

You would hardly have known it was Adam without being told. His face has got thinner this 

last week: he has the sunken eyes, the neglected beard of a man just risen from a sick-bed. His 

heavy black hair hangs over his forehead, and there is no active impulse in him which inclines 

him to push it off, that he may be more awake to what is around him. He has one arm over the 

back of the chair, and he seems to be looking down at his clasped hands. He is roused by a knock 

at the door. 

“There he is,” said Bartle Massey, rising hastily and unfastening the door. It was Mr. Irwine. 

Adam rose from his chair with instinctive respect, as Mr. Irwine approached him and took his 

hand. 

“I’m late, Adam,” he said, sitting down on the chair which Bartle placed for him, “but I was 

later in setting off from Broxton than I intended to be, and I have been incessantly occupied since 

I arrived. I have done everything now, however—everything that can be done to-night, at least. 

Let us all sit down.” 

Adam took his chair again mechanically, and Bartle, for whom there was no chair remaining, 

sat on the bed in the background. 

“Have you seen her, sir?” said Adam tremulously. 

“Yes, Adam; I and the chaplain have both been with her this evening.” 

“Did you ask her, sir... did you say anything about me?” 

“Yes,” said Mr. Irwine, with some hesitation, “I spoke of you. I said you wished to see her 

before the trial, if she consented.” 

As Mr. Irwine paused, Adam looked at him with eager, questioning eyes. 

“You know she shrinks from seeing any one, Adam. It is not only you—some fatal influence 

seems to have shut up her heart against her fellow-creatures. She has scarcely said anything more 

than ‘No’ either to me or the chaplain. Three or four days ago, before you were mentioned to her, 

when I asked her if there was any one of her family whom she would like to see—to whom she 

could open her mind—she said, with a violent shudder, ‘Tell them not to come near me—I won’t 

see any of them.’” 

Adam’s head was hanging down again, and he did not speak. There was silence for a few 

minutes, and then Mr. Irwine said, “I don’t like to advise you against your own feelings, Adam, 

if they now urge you strongly to go and see her to-morrow morning, even without her consent. It 



is just possible, notwithstanding appearances to the contrary, that the interview might affect her 

favourably. But I grieve to say I have scarcely any hope of that. She didn’t seem agitated when I 

mentioned your name; she only said ‘No,’ in the same cold, obstinate way as usual. And if the 

meeting had no good effect on her, it would be pure, useless suffering to you—severe suffering, I 

fear. She is very much changed...” 

Adam started up from his chair and seized his hat, which lay on the table. But he stood still 

then, and looked at Mr. Irwine, as if he had a question to ask which it was yet difficult to utter. 

Bartle Massey rose quietly, turned the key in the door, and put it in his pocket. 

“Is he come back?” said Adam at last. 

“No, he is not,” said Mr. Irwine, quietly. “Lay down your hat, Adam, unless you like to walk 

out with me for a little fresh air. I fear you have not been out again to-day.” 

“You needn’t deceive me, sir,” said Adam, looking hard at Mr. Irwine and speaking in a tone 

of angry suspicion. “You needn’t be afraid of me. I only want justice. I want him to feel what she 

feels. It’s his work... she was a child as it ’ud ha’ gone t’ anybody’s heart to look at... I don’t care 

what she’s done... it was him brought her to it. And he shall know it... he shall feel it... if there’s 

a just God, he shall feel what it is t’ ha’ brought a child like her to sin and misery.” 

“I’m not deceiving you, Adam,” said Mr. Irwine. “Arthur Donnithorne is not come back—was 

not come back when I left. I have left a letter for him: he will know all as soon as he arrives.” 

“But you don’t mind about it,” said Adam indignantly. “You think it doesn’t matter as she lies 

there in shame and misery, and he knows nothing about it—he suffers nothing.” 

“Adam, he will know—he will suffer, long and bitterly. He has a heart and a conscience: I 

can’t be entirely deceived in his character. I am convinced—I am sure he didn’t fall under 

temptation without a struggle. He may be weak, but he is not callous, not coldly selfish. I am 

persuaded that this will be a shock of which he will feel the effects all his life. Why do you crave 

vengeance in this way? No amount of torture that you could inflict on him could benefit her.” 

“No—O God, no,” Adam groaned out, sinking on his chair again; “but then, that’s the deepest 

curse of all... that’s what makes the blackness of it... it can never be undone. My poor Hetty... 

she can never be my sweet Hetty again... the prettiest thing God had made—smiling up at me... I 

thought she loved me... and was good...” 

Adam’s voice had been gradually sinking into a hoarse undertone, as if he were only talking to 

himself; but now he said abruptly, looking at Mr. Irwine, “But she isn’t as guilty as they say? 

You don’t think she is, sir? She can’t ha’ done it.” 

“That perhaps can never be known with certainty, Adam,” Mr. Irwine answered gently. “In 

these cases we sometimes form our judgment on what seems to us strong evidence, and yet, for 

want of knowing some small fact, our judgment is wrong. But suppose the worst: you have no 

right to say that the guilt of her crime lies with him, and that he ought to bear the punishment. It 

is not for us men to apportion the shares of moral guilt and retribution. We find it impossible to 

avoid mistakes even in determining who has committed a single criminal act, and the problem 

how far a man is to be held responsible for the unforeseen consequences of his own deed is one 



that might well make us tremble to look into it. The evil consequences that may lie folded in a 

single act of selfish indulgence is a thought so awful that it ought surely to awaken some feeling 

less presumptuous than a rash desire to punish. You have a mind that can understand this fully, 

Adam, when you are calm. Don’t suppose I can’t enter into the anguish that drives you into this 

state of revengeful hatred. But think of this: if you were to obey your passion—for it is passion, 

and you deceive yourself in calling it justice—it might be with you precisely as it has been with 

Arthur; nay, worse; your passion might lead you yourself into a horrible crime.” 

“No—not worse,” said Adam, bitterly; “I don’t believe it’s worse—I’d sooner do it—I’d 

sooner do a wickedness as I could suffer for by myself than ha’ brought her to do wickedness 

and then stand by and see ’em punish her while they let me alone; and all for a bit o’ pleasure, as, 

if he’d had a man’s heart in him, he’d ha’ cut his hand off sooner than he’d ha’ taken it. What if 

he didn’t foresee what’s happened? He foresaw enough; he’d no right to expect anything but 

harm and shame to her. And then he wanted to smooth it off wi’ lies. No—there’s plenty o’ 

things folks are hanged for not half so hateful as that. Let a man do what he will, if he knows 

he’s to bear the punishment himself, he isn’t half so bad as a mean selfish coward as makes 

things easy t’ himself and knows all the while the punishment ’ll fall on somebody else.” 

“There again you partly deceive yourself, Adam. There is no sort of wrong deed of which a 

man can bear the punishment alone; you can’t isolate yourself and say that the evil which is in 

you shall not spread. Men’s lives are as thoroughly blended with each other as the air they 

breathe: evil spreads as necessarily as disease. I know, I feel the terrible extent of suffering this 

sin of Arthur’s has caused to others; but so does every sin cause suffering to others besides those 

who commit it. An act of vengeance on your part against Arthur would simply be another evil 

added to those we are suffering under: you could not bear the punishment alone; you would 

entail the worst sorrows on every one who loves you. You would have committed an act of blind 

fury that would leave all the present evils just as they were and add worse evils to them. You 

may tell me that you meditate no fatal act of vengeance, but the feeling in your mind is what 

gives birth to such actions, and as long as you indulge it, as long as you do not see that to fix 

your mind on Arthur’s punishment is revenge, and not justice, you are in danger of being led on 

to the commission of some great wrong. Remember what you told me about your feelings after 

you had given that blow to Arthur in the Grove.” 

Adam was silent: the last words had called up a vivid image of the past, and Mr. Irwine left 

him to his thoughts, while he spoke to Bartle Massey about old Mr. Donnithorne’s funeral and 

other matters of an indifferent kind. But at length Adam turned round and said, in a more 

subdued tone, “I’ve not asked about ’em at th’ Hall Farm, sir. Is Mr. Poyser coming?” 

“He is come; he is in Stoniton to-night. But I could not advise him to see you, Adam. His own 

mind is in a very perturbed state, and it is best he should not see you till you are calmer.” 

“Is Dinah Morris come to ’em, sir? Seth said they’d sent for her.” 

“No. Mr. Poyser tells me she was not come when he left. They’re afraid the letter has not 

reached her. It seems they had no exact address.” 

Adam sat ruminating a little while, and then said, “I wonder if Dinah ’ud ha’ gone to see her. 

But perhaps the Poysers would ha’ been sorely against it, since they won’t come nigh her 



themselves. But I think she would, for the Methodists are great folks for going into the prisons; 

and Seth said he thought she would. She’d a very tender way with her, Dinah had; I wonder if 

she could ha’ done any good. You never saw her, sir, did you?” 

“Yes, I did. I had a conversation with her—she pleased me a good deal. And now you mention 

it, I wish she would come, for it is possible that a gentle mild woman like her might move Hetty 

to open her heart. The jail chaplain is rather harsh in his manner.” 

“But it’s o’ no use if she doesn’t come,” said Adam sadly. 

“If I’d thought of it earlier, I would have taken some measures for finding her out,” said Mr. 

Irwine, “but it’s too late now, I fear... Well, Adam, I must go now. Try to get some rest to-night. 

God bless you. I’ll see you early to-morrow morning.” 

  



Chapter XLII The Morning of the Trial 

At one o’clock the next day, Adam was alone in his dull upper room; his watch lay before him 

on the table, as if he were counting the long minutes. He had no knowledge of what was likely to 

be said by the witnesses on the trial, for he had shrunk from all the particulars connected with 

Hetty’s arrest and accusation. This brave active man, who would have hastened towards any 

danger or toil to rescue Hetty from an apprehended wrong or misfortune, felt himself powerless 

to contemplate irremediable evil and suffering. The susceptibility which would have been an 

impelling force where there was any possibility of action became helpless anguish when he was 

obliged to be passive, or else sought an active outlet in the thought of inflicting justice on Arthur. 

Energetic natures, strong for all strenuous deeds, will often rush away from a hopeless sufferer, 

as if they were hard-hearted. It is the overmastering sense of pain that drives them. They shrink 

by an ungovernable instinct, as they would shrink from laceration. Adam had brought himself to 

think of seeing Hetty, if she would consent to see him, because he thought the meeting might 

possibly be a good to her—might help to melt away this terrible hardness they told him of. If she 

saw he bore her no ill will for what she had done to him, she might open her heart to him. But 

this resolution had been an immense effort—he trembled at the thought of seeing her changed 

face, as a timid woman trembles at the thought of the surgeon’s knife, and he chose now to bear 

the long hours of suspense rather than encounter what seemed to him the more intolerable agony 

of witnessing her trial. 

Deep unspeakable suffering may well be called a baptism, a regeneration, the initiation into a 

new state. The yearning memories, the bitter regret, the agonized sympathy, the struggling 

appeals to the Invisible Right—all the intense emotions which had filled the days and nights of 

the past week, and were compressing themselves again like an eager crowd into the hours of this 

single morning, made Adam look back on all the previous years as if they had been a dim sleepy 

existence, and he had only now awaked to full consciousness. It seemed to him as if he had 

always before thought it a light thing that men should suffer, as if all that he had himself endured 

and called sorrow before was only a moment’s stroke that had never left a bruise. Doubtless a 

great anguish may do the work of years, and we may come out from that baptism of fire with a 

soul full of new awe and new pity. 

“O God,” Adam groaned, as he leaned on the table and looked blankly at the face of the watch, 

“and men have suffered like this before... and poor helpless young things have suffered like 

her.... Such a little while ago looking so happy and so pretty... kissing ’em all, her grandfather 

and all of ’em, and they wishing her luck.... O my poor, poor Hetty... dost think on it now?” 

Adam started and looked round towards the door. Vixen had begun to whimper, and there was 

a sound of a stick and a lame walk on the stairs. It was Bartle Massey come back. Could it be all 

over? 

Bartle entered quietly, and, going up to Adam, grasped his hand and said, “I’m just come to 

look at you, my boy, for the folks are gone out of court for a bit.” 

Adam’s heart beat so violently he was unable to speak—he could only return the pressure of 

his friend’s hand—and Bartle, drawing up the other chair, came and sat in front of him, taking 

off his hat and his spectacles. 



“That’s a thing never happened to me before,” he observed, “to go out o’ the door with my 

spectacles on. I clean forgot to take ’em off.” 

The old man made this trivial remark, thinking it better not to respond at all to Adam’s 

agitation: he would gather, in an indirect way, that there was nothing decisive to communicate at 

present. 

“And now,” he said, rising again, “I must see to your having a bit of the loaf, and some of that 

wine Mr. Irwine sent this morning. He’ll be angry with me if you don’t have it. Come, now,” he 

went on, bringing forward the bottle and the loaf and pouring some wine into a cup, “I must have 

a bit and a sup myself. Drink a drop with me, my lad—drink with me.” 

Adam pushed the cup gently away and said, entreatingly, “Tell me about it, Mr. Massey—tell 

me all about it. Was she there? Have they begun?” 

“Yes, my boy, yes—it’s taken all the time since I first went; but they’re slow, they’re slow; 

and there’s the counsel they’ve got for her puts a spoke in the wheel whenever he can, and makes 

a deal to do with cross-examining the witnesses and quarrelling with the other lawyers. That’s all 

he can do for the money they give him; and it’s a big sum—it’s a big sum. But he’s a ’cute 

fellow, with an eye that ’ud pick the needles out of the hay in no time. If a man had got no 

feelings, it ’ud be as good as a demonstration to listen to what goes on in court; but a tender heart 

makes one stupid. I’d have given up figures for ever only to have had some good news to bring 

to you, my poor lad.” 

“But does it seem to be going against her?” said Adam. “Tell me what they’ve said. I must 

know it now—I must know what they have to bring against her.” 

“Why, the chief evidence yet has been the doctors; all but Martin Poyser—poor Martin. 

Everybody in court felt for him—it was like one sob, the sound they made when he came down 

again. The worst was when they told him to look at the prisoner at the bar. It was hard work, 

poor fellow—it was hard work. Adam, my boy, the blow falls heavily on him as well as you; you 

must help poor Martin; you must show courage. Drink some wine now, and show me you mean 

to bear it like a man.” 

Bartle had made the right sort of appeal. Adam, with an air of quiet obedience, took up the cup 

and drank a little. 

“Tell me how she looked,” he said presently. 

“Frightened, very frightened, when they first brought her in; it was the first sight of the crowd 

and the judge, poor creatur. And there’s a lot o’ foolish women in fine clothes, with gewgaws all 

up their arms and feathers on their heads, sitting near the judge: they’ve dressed themselves out 

in that way, one ’ud think, to be scarecrows and warnings against any man ever meddling with a 

woman again. They put up their glasses, and stared and whispered. But after that she stood like a 

white image, staring down at her hands and seeming neither to hear nor see anything. And she’s 

as white as a sheet. She didn’t speak when they asked her if she’d plead ‘guilty’ or ‘not guilty,’ 

and they pleaded ‘not guilty’ for her. But when she heard her uncle’s name, there seemed to go a 

shiver right through her; and when they told him to look at her, she hung her head down, and 

cowered, and hid her face in her hands. He’d much ado to speak poor man, his voice trembled so. 



And the counsellors—who look as hard as nails mostly—I saw, spared him as much as they 

could. Mr. Irwine put himself near him and went with him out o’ court. Ah, it’s a great thing in a 

man’s life to be able to stand by a neighbour and uphold him in such trouble as that.” 

“God bless him, and you too, Mr. Massey,” said Adam, in a low voice, laying his hand on 

Bartle’s arm. 

“Aye, aye, he’s good metal; he gives the right ring when you try him, our parson does. A man 

o’ sense—says no more than’s needful. He’s not one of those that think they can comfort you 

with chattering, as if folks who stand by and look on knew a deal better what the trouble was 

than those who have to bear it. I’ve had to do with such folks in my time—in the south, when I 

was in trouble myself. Mr. Irwine is to be a witness himself, by and by, on her side, you know, to 

speak to her character and bringing up.” 

“But the other evidence... does it go hard against her!” said Adam. “What do you think, Mr. 

Massey? Tell me the truth.” 

“Yes, my lad, yes. The truth is the best thing to tell. It must come at last. The doctors’ 

evidence is heavy on her—is heavy. But she’s gone on denying she’s had a child from first to 

last. These poor silly women-things—they’ve not the sense to know it’s no use denying what’s 

proved. It’ll make against her with the jury, I doubt, her being so obstinate: they may be less for 

recommending her to mercy, if the verdict’s against her. But Mr. Irwine ’ull leave no stone 

unturned with the judge—you may rely upon that, Adam.” 

“Is there nobody to stand by her and seem to care for her in the court?” said Adam. 

“There’s the chaplain o’ the jail sits near her, but he’s a sharp ferrety-faced man—another sort 

o’ flesh and blood to Mr. Irwine. They say the jail chaplains are mostly the fag-end o’ the 

clergy.” 

“There’s one man as ought to be there,” said Adam bitterly. Presently he drew himself up and 

looked fixedly out of the window, apparently turning over some new idea in his mind. 

“Mr. Massey,” he said at last, pushing the hair off his forehead, “I’ll go back with you. I’ll go 

into court. It’s cowardly of me to keep away. I’ll stand by her—I’ll own her—for all she’s been 

deceitful. They oughtn’t to cast her off—her own flesh and blood. We hand folks over to God’s 

mercy, and show none ourselves. I used to be hard sometimes: I’ll never be hard again. I’ll go, 

Mr. Massey—I’ll go with you.” 

There was a decision in Adam’s manner which would have prevented Bartle from opposing 

him, even if he had wished to do so. He only said, “Take a bit, then, and another sup, Adam, for 

the love of me. See, I must stop and eat a morsel. Now, you take some.” 

Nerved by an active resolution, Adam took a morsel of bread and drank some wine. He was 

haggard and unshaven, as he had been yesterday, but he stood upright again, and looked more 

like the Adam Bede of former days. 

  



Chapter XLIII The Verdict 

The place fitted up that day as a court of justice was a grand old hall, now destroyed by fire. 

The midday light that fell on the close pavement of human heads was shed through a line of high 

pointed windows, variegated with the mellow tints of old painted glass. Grim dusty armour hung 

in high relief in front of the dark oaken gallery at the farther end, and under the broad arch of the 

great mullioned window opposite was spread a curtain of old tapestry, covered with dim 

melancholy figures, like a dozing indistinct dream of the past. It was a place that through the rest 

of the year was haunted with the shadowy memories of old kings and queens, unhappy, 

discrowned, imprisoned; but to-day all those shadows had fled, and not a soul in the vast hall felt 

the presence of any but a living sorrow, which was quivering in warm hearts. 

But that sorrow seemed to have made it itself feebly felt hitherto, now when Adam Bede’s tall 

figure was suddenly seen being ushered to the side of the prisoner’s dock. In the broad sunlight 

of the great hall, among the sleek shaven faces of other men, the marks of suffering in his face 

were startling even to Mr. Irwine, who had last seen him in the dim light of his small room; and 

the neighbours from Hayslope who were present, and who told Hetty Sorrel’s story by their 

firesides in their old age, never forgot to say how it moved them when Adam Bede, poor fellow, 

taller by the head than most of the people round him, came into court and took his place by her 

side. 

But Hetty did not see him. She was standing in the same position Bartle Massey had described, 

her hands crossed over each other and her eyes fixed on them. Adam had not dared to look at her 

in the first moments, but at last, when the attention of the court was withdrawn by the 

proceedings he turned his face towards her with a resolution not to shrink. 

Why did they say she was so changed? In the corpse we love, it is the likeness we see—it is 

the likeness, which makes itself felt the more keenly because something else was and is not. 

There they were—the sweet face and neck, with the dark tendrils of hair, the long dark lashes, 

the rounded cheek and the pouting lips—pale and thin, yes, but like Hetty, and only Hetty. 

Others thought she looked as if some demon had cast a blighting glance upon her, withered up 

the woman’s soul in her, and left only a hard despairing obstinacy. But the mother’s yearning, 

that completest type of the life in another life which is the essence of real human love, feels the 

presence of the cherished child even in the debased, degraded man; and to Adam, this pale, hard-

looking culprit was the Hetty who had smiled at him in the garden under the apple-tree boughs—

she was that Hetty’s corpse, which he had trembled to look at the first time, and then was 

unwilling to turn away his eyes from. 

But presently he heard something that compelled him to listen, and made the sense of sight 

less absorbing. A woman was in the witness-box, a middle-aged woman, who spoke in a firm 

distinct voice. She said, “My name is Sarah Stone. I am a widow, and keep a small shop licensed 

to sell tobacco, snuff, and tea in Church Lane, Stoniton. The prisoner at the bar is the same 

young woman who came, looking ill and tired, with a basket on her arm, and asked for a lodging 

at my house on Saturday evening, the 27th of February. She had taken the house for a public, 

because there was a figure against the door. And when I said I didn’t take in lodgers, the prisoner 

began to cry, and said she was too tired to go anywhere else, and she only wanted a bed for one 

night. And her prettiness, and her condition, and something respectable about her clothes and 



looks, and the trouble she seemed to be in made me as I couldn’t find in my heart to send her 

away at once. I asked her to sit down, and gave her some tea, and asked her where she was 

going, and where her friends were. She said she was going home to her friends: they were 

farming folks a good way off, and she’d had a long journey that had cost her more money than 

she expected, so as she’d hardly any money left in her pocket, and was afraid of going where it 

would cost her much. She had been obliged to sell most of the things out of her basket, but she’d 

thankfully give a shilling for a bed. I saw no reason why I shouldn’t take the young woman in for 

the night. I had only one room, but there were two beds in it, and I told her she might stay with 

me. I thought she’d been led wrong, and got into trouble, but if she was going to her friends, it 

would be a good work to keep her out of further harm.” 

The witness then stated that in the night a child was born, and she identified the baby-clothes 

then shown to her as those in which she had herself dressed the child. 

“Those are the clothes. I made them myself, and had kept them by me ever since my last child 

was born. I took a deal of trouble both for the child and the mother. I couldn’t help taking to the 

little thing and being anxious about it. I didn’t send for a doctor, for there seemed no need. I told 

the mother in the day-time she must tell me the name of her friends, and where they lived, and let 

me write to them. She said, by and by she would write herself, but not to-day. She would have no 

nay, but she would get up and be dressed, in spite of everything I could say. She said she felt 

quite strong enough; and it was wonderful what spirit she showed. But I wasn’t quite easy what I 

should do about her, and towards evening I made up my mind I’d go, after Meeting was over, 

and speak to our minister about it. I left the house about half-past eight o’clock. I didn’t go out at 

the shop door, but at the back door, which opens into a narrow alley. I’ve only got the ground-

floor of the house, and the kitchen and bedroom both look into the alley. I left the prisoner sitting 

up by the fire in the kitchen with the baby on her lap. She hadn’t cried or seemed low at all, as 

she did the night before. I thought she had a strange look with her eyes, and she got a bit flushed 

towards evening. I was afraid of the fever, and I thought I’d call and ask an acquaintance of 

mine, an experienced woman, to come back with me when I went out. It was a very dark night. I 

didn’t fasten the door behind me; there was no lock; it was a latch with a bolt inside, and when 

there was nobody in the house I always went out at the shop door. But I thought there was no 

danger in leaving it unfastened that little while. I was longer than I meant to be, for I had to wait 

for the woman that came back with me. It was an hour and a half before we got back, and when 

we went in, the candle was standing burning just as I left it, but the prisoner and the baby were 

both gone. She’d taken her cloak and bonnet, but she’d left the basket and the things in it.... I was 

dreadful frightened, and angry with her for going. I didn’t go to give information, because I’d no 

thought she meant to do any harm, and I knew she had money in her pocket to buy her food and 

lodging. I didn’t like to set the constable after her, for she’d a right to go from me if she liked.” 

The effect of this evidence on Adam was electrical; it gave him new force. Hetty could not be 

guilty of the crime—her heart must have clung to her baby—else why should she have taken it 

with her? She might have left it behind. The little creature had died naturally, and then she had 

hidden it. Babies were so liable to death—and there might be the strongest suspicions without 

any proof of guilt. His mind was so occupied with imaginary arguments against such suspicions, 

that he could not listen to the cross-examination by Hetty’s counsel, who tried, without result, to 

elicit evidence that the prisoner had shown some movements of maternal affection towards the 

child. The whole time this witness was being examined, Hetty had stood as motionless as before: 



no word seemed to arrest her ear. But the sound of the next witness’s voice touched a chord that 

was still sensitive, she gave a start and a frightened look towards him, but immediately turned 

away her head and looked down at her hands as before. This witness was a man, a rough peasant. 

He said: 

“My name is John Olding. I am a labourer, and live at Tedd’s Hole, two miles out of Stoniton. 

A week last Monday, towards one o’clock in the afternoon, I was going towards Hetton Coppice, 

and about a quarter of a mile from the coppice I saw the prisoner, in a red cloak, sitting under a 

bit of a haystack not far off the stile. She got up when she saw me, and seemed as if she’d be 

walking on the other way. It was a regular road through the fields, and nothing very uncommon 

to see a young woman there, but I took notice of her because she looked white and scared. I 

should have thought she was a beggar-woman, only for her good clothes. I thought she looked a 

bit crazy, but it was no business of mine. I stood and looked back after her, but she went right on 

while she was in sight. I had to go to the other side of the coppice to look after some stakes. 

There’s a road right through it, and bits of openings here and there, where the trees have been cut 

down, and some of ’em not carried away. I didn’t go straight along the road, but turned off 

towards the middle, and took a shorter way towards the spot I wanted to get to. I hadn’t got far 

out of the road into one of the open places before I heard a strange cry. I thought it didn’t come 

from any animal I knew, but I wasn’t for stopping to look about just then. But it went on, and 

seemed so strange to me in that place, I couldn’t help stopping to look. I began to think I might 

make some money of it, if it was a new thing. But I had hard work to tell which way it came 

from, and for a good while I kept looking up at the boughs. And then I thought it came from the 

ground; and there was a lot of timber-choppings lying about, and loose pieces of turf, and a trunk 

or two. And I looked about among them, but could find nothing, and at last the cry stopped. So I 

was for giving it up, and I went on about my business. But when I came back the same way 

pretty nigh an hour after, I couldn’t help laying down my stakes to have another look. And just as 

I was stooping and laying down the stakes, I saw something odd and round and whitish lying on 

the ground under a nut-bush by the side of me. And I stooped down on hands and knees to pick it 

up. And I saw it was a little baby’s hand.” 

At these words a thrill ran through the court. Hetty was visibly trembling; now, for the first 

time, she seemed to be listening to what a witness said. 

“There was a lot of timber-choppings put together just where the ground went hollow, like, 

under the bush, and the hand came out from among them. But there was a hole left in one place 

and I could see down it and see the child’s head; and I made haste and did away the turf and the 

choppings, and took out the child. It had got comfortable clothes on, but its body was cold, and I 

thought it must be dead. I made haste back with it out of the wood, and took it home to my wife. 

She said it was dead, and I’d better take it to the parish and tell the constable. And I said, ‘I’ll lay 

my life it’s that young woman’s child as I met going to the coppice.’ But she seemed to be gone 

clean out of sight. And I took the child on to Hetton parish and told the constable, and we went 

on to Justice Hardy. And then we went looking after the young woman till dark at night, and we 

went and gave information at Stoniton, as they might stop her. And the next morning, another 

constable came to me, to go with him to the spot where I found the child. And when we got 

there, there was the prisoner a-sitting against the bush where I found the child; and she cried out 

when she saw us, but she never offered to move. She’d got a big piece of bread on her lap.” 



Adam had given a faint groan of despair while this witness was speaking. He had hidden his 

face on his arm, which rested on the boarding in front of him. It was the supreme moment of his 

suffering: Hetty was guilty; and he was silently calling to God for help. He heard no more of the 

evidence, and was unconscious when the case for the prosecution had closed—unconscious that 

Mr. Irwine was in the witness-box, telling of Hetty’s unblemished character in her own parish 

and of the virtuous habits in which she had been brought up. This testimony could have no 

influence on the verdict, but it was given as part of that plea for mercy which her own counsel 

would have made if he had been allowed to speak for her—a favour not granted to criminals in 

those stern times. 

At last Adam lifted up his head, for there was a general movement round him. The judge had 

addressed the jury, and they were retiring. The decisive moment was not far off. Adam felt a 

shuddering horror that would not let him look at Hetty, but she had long relapsed into her blank 

hard indifference. All eyes were strained to look at her, but she stood like a statue of dull despair. 

There was a mingled rustling, whispering, and low buzzing throughout the court during this 

interval. The desire to listen was suspended, and every one had some feeling or opinion to 

express in undertones. Adam sat looking blankly before him, but he did not see the objects that 

were right in front of his eyes—the counsel and attorneys talking with an air of cool business, 

and Mr. Irwine in low earnest conversation with the judge—did not see Mr. Irwine sit down 

again in agitation and shake his head mournfully when somebody whispered to him. The inward 

action was too intense for Adam to take in outward objects until some strong sensation roused 

him. 

It was not very long, hardly more than a quarter of an hour, before the knock which told that 

the jury had come to their decision fell as a signal for silence on every ear. It is sublime—that 

sudden pause of a great multitude which tells that one soul moves in them all. Deeper and deeper 

the silence seemed to become, like the deepening night, while the jurymen’s names were called 

over, and the prisoner was made to hold up her hand, and the jury were asked for their verdict. 

“Guilty.” 

It was the verdict every one expected, but there was a sigh of disappointment from some hearts 

that it was followed by no recommendation to mercy. Still the sympathy of the court was not 

with the prisoner. The unnaturalness of her crime stood out the more harshly by the side of her 

hard immovability and obstinate silence. Even the verdict, to distant eyes, had not appeared to 

move her, but those who were near saw her trembling. 

The stillness was less intense until the judge put on his black cap, and the chaplain in his 

canonicals was observed behind him. Then it deepened again, before the crier had had time to 

command silence. If any sound were heard, it must have been the sound of beating hearts. The 

judge spoke, “Hester Sorrel....” 

The blood rushed to Hetty’s face, and then fled back again as she looked up at the judge and 

kept her wide-open eyes fixed on him, as if fascinated by fear. Adam had not yet turned towards 

her, there was a deep horror, like a great gulf, between them. But at the words “and then to be 

hanged by the neck till you be dead,” a piercing shriek rang through the hall. It was Hetty’s 



shriek. Adam started to his feet and stretched out his arms towards her. But the arms could not 

reach her: she had fallen down in a fainting-fit, and was carried out of court. 

  



Chapter XLIV Arthur’s Return 

When Arthur Donnithorne landed at Liverpool and read the letter from his Aunt Lydia, briefly 

announcing his grand-father’s death, his first feeling was, “Poor Grandfather! I wish I could have 

got to him to be with him when he died. He might have felt or wished something at the last that I 

shall never know now. It was a lonely death.” 

It is impossible to say that his grief was deeper than that. Pity and softened memory took place 

of the old antagonism, and in his busy thoughts about the future, as the chaise carried him rapidly 

along towards the home where he was now to be master, there was a continually recurring effort 

to remember anything by which he could show a regard for his grandfather’s wishes, without 

counteracting his own cherished aims for the good of the tenants and the estate. But it is not in 

human nature—only in human pretence—for a young man like Arthur, with a fine constitution 

and fine spirits, thinking well of himself, believing that others think well of him, and having a 

very ardent intention to give them more and more reason for that good opinion—it is not possible 

for such a young man, just coming into a splendid estate through the death of a very old man 

whom he was not fond of, to feel anything very different from exultant joy. Now his real life was 

beginning; now he would have room and opportunity for action, and he would use them. He 

would show the Loamshire people what a fine country gentleman was; he would not exchange 

that career for any other under the sun. He felt himself riding over the hills in the breezy autumn 

days, looking after favourite plans of drainage and enclosure; then admired on sombre mornings 

as the best rider on the best horse in the hunt; spoken well of on market-days as a first-rate 

landlord; by and by making speeches at election dinners, and showing a wonderful knowledge of 

agriculture; the patron of new ploughs and drills, the severe upbraider of negligent landowners, 

and withal a jolly fellow that everybody must like—happy faces greeting him everywhere on his 

own estate, and the neighbouring families on the best terms with him. The Irwines should dine 

with him every week, and have their own carriage to come in, for in some very delicate way that 

Arthur would devise, the lay-impropriator of the Hayslope tithes would insist on paying a couple 

of hundreds more to the vicar; and his aunt should be as comfortable as possible, and go on 

living at the Chase, if she liked, in spite of her old-maidish ways—at least until he was married, 

and that event lay in the indistinct background, for Arthur had not yet seen the woman who 

would play the lady-wife to the first-rate country gentleman. 

These were Arthur’s chief thoughts, so far as a man’s thoughts through hours of travelling can 

be compressed into a few sentences, which are only like the list of names telling you what are the 

scenes in a long long panorama full of colour, of detail, and of life. The happy faces Arthur saw 

greeting him were not pale abstractions, but real ruddy faces, long familiar to him: Martin Poyser 

was there—the whole Poyser family. 

What—Hetty? 

Yes; for Arthur was at ease about Hetty—not quite at ease about the past, for a certain burning 

of the ears would come whenever he thought of the scenes with Adam last August, but at ease 

about her present lot. Mr. Irwine, who had been a regular correspondent, telling him all the news 

about the old places and people, had sent him word nearly three months ago that Adam Bede was 

not to marry Mary Burge, as he had thought, but pretty Hetty Sorrel. Martin Poyser and Adam 

himself had both told Mr. Irwine all about it—that Adam had been deeply in love with Hetty 



these two years, and that now it was agreed they were to be married in March. That stalwart 

rogue Adam was more susceptible than the rector had thought; it was really quite an idyllic love 

affair; and if it had not been too long to tell in a letter, he would have liked to describe to Arthur 

the blushing looks and the simple strong words with which the fine honest fellow told his secret. 

He knew Arthur would like to hear that Adam had this sort of happiness in prospect. 

Yes, indeed! Arthur felt there was not air enough in the room to satisfy his renovated life, 

when he had read that passage in the letter. He threw up the windows, he rushed out of doors into 

the December air, and greeted every one who spoke to him with an eager gaiety, as if there had 

been news of a fresh Nelson victory. For the first time that day since he had come to Windsor, he 

was in true boyish spirits. The load that had been pressing upon him was gone, the haunting fear 

had vanished. He thought he could conquer his bitterness towards Adam now—could offer him 

his hand, and ask to be his friend again, in spite of that painful memory which would still make 

his ears burn. He had been knocked down, and he had been forced to tell a lie: such things make 

a scar, do what we will. But if Adam were the same again as in the old days, Arthur wished to be 

the same too, and to have Adam mixed up with his business and his future, as he had always 

desired before the accursed meeting in August. Nay, he would do a great deal more for Adam 

than he should otherwise have done, when he came into the estate; Hetty’s husband had a special 

claim on him—Hetty herself should feel that any pain she had suffered through Arthur in the past 

was compensated to her a hundredfold. For really she could not have felt much, since she had so 

soon made up her mind to marry Adam. 

You perceive clearly what sort of picture Adam and Hetty made in the panorama of Arthur’s 

thoughts on his journey homeward. It was March now; they were soon to be married: perhaps 

they were already married. And now it was actually in his power to do a great deal for them. 

Sweet—sweet little Hetty! The little puss hadn’t cared for him half as much as he cared for her; 

for he was a great fool about her still—was almost afraid of seeing her—indeed, had not cared 

much to look at any other woman since he parted from her. That little figure coming towards him 

in the Grove, those dark-fringed childish eyes, the lovely lips put up to kiss him—that picture 

had got no fainter with the lapse of months. And she would look just the same. It was impossible 

to think how he could meet her: he should certainly tremble. Strange, how long this sort of 

influence lasts, for he was certainly not in love with Hetty now. He had been earnestly desiring, 

for months, that she should marry Adam, and there was nothing that contributed more to his 

happiness in these moments than the thought of their marriage. It was the exaggerating effect of 

imagination that made his heart still beat a little more quickly at the thought of her. When he saw 

the little thing again as she really was, as Adam’s wife, at work quite prosaically in her new 

home, he should perhaps wonder at the possibility of his past feelings. Thank heaven it had 

turned out so well! He should have plenty of affairs and interests to fill his life now, and not be 

in danger of playing the fool again. 

Pleasant the crack of the post-boy’s whip! Pleasant the sense of being hurried along in swift 

ease through English scenes, so like those round his own home, only not quite so charming. Here 

was a market-town—very much like Treddleston—where the arms of the neighbouring lord of 

the manor were borne on the sign of the principal inn; then mere fields and hedges, their vicinity 

to a market-town carrying an agreeable suggestion of high rent, till the land began to assume a 

trimmer look, the woods were more frequent, and at length a white or red mansion looked down 

from a moderate eminence, or allowed him to be aware of its parapet and chimneys among the 



dense-looking masses of oaks and elms—masses reddened now with early buds. And close at 

hand came the village: the small church, with its red-tiled roof, looking humble even among the 

faded half-timbered houses; the old green gravestones with nettles round them; nothing fresh and 

bright but the children, opening round eyes at the swift post-chaise; nothing noisy and busy but 

the gaping curs of mysterious pedigree. What a much prettier village Hayslope was! And it 

should not be neglected like this place: vigorous repairs should go on everywhere among farm-

buildings and cottages, and travellers in post-chaises, coming along the Rosseter road, should do 

nothing but admire as they went. And Adam Bede should superintend all the repairs, for he had a 

share in Burge’s business now, and, if he liked, Arthur would put some money into the concern 

and buy the old man out in another year or two. That was an ugly fault in Arthur’s life, that affair 

last summer, but the future should make amends. Many men would have retained a feeling of 

vindictiveness towards Adam, but he would not—he would resolutely overcome all littleness of 

that kind, for he had certainly been very much in the wrong; and though Adam had been harsh 

and violent, and had thrust on him a painful dilemma, the poor fellow was in love, and had real 

provocation. No, Arthur had not an evil feeling in his mind towards any human being: he was 

happy, and would make every one else happy that came within his reach. 

And here was dear old Hayslope at last, sleeping, on the hill, like a quiet old place as it was, in 

the late afternoon sunlight, and opposite to it the great shoulders of the Binton Hills, below them 

the purplish blackness of the hanging woods, and at last the pale front of the Abbey, looking out 

from among the oaks of the Chase, as if anxious for the heir’s return. “Poor Grandfather! And he 

lies dead there. He was a young fellow once, coming into the estate and making his plans. So the 

world goes round! Aunt Lydia must feel very desolate, poor thing; but she shall be indulged as 

much as she indulges her fat Fido.” 

The wheels of Arthur’s chaise had been anxiously listened for at the Chase, for to-day was 

Friday, and the funeral had already been deferred two days. Before it drew up on the gravel of 

the courtyard, all the servants in the house were assembled to receive him with a grave, decent 

welcome, befitting a house of death. A month ago, perhaps, it would have been difficult for them 

to have maintained a suitable sadness in their faces, when Mr. Arthur was come to take 

possession; but the hearts of the head-servants were heavy that day for another cause than the 

death of the old squire, and more than one of them was longing to be twenty miles away, as Mr. 

Craig was, knowing what was to become of Hetty Sorrel—pretty Hetty Sorrel—whom they used 

to see every week. They had the partisanship of household servants who like their places, and 

were not inclined to go the full length of the severe indignation felt against him by the farming 

tenants, but rather to make excuses for him; nevertheless, the upper servants, who had been on 

terms of neighbourly intercourse with the Poysers for many years, could not help feeling that the 

longed-for event of the young squire’s coming into the estate had been robbed of all its 

pleasantness. 

To Arthur it was nothing surprising that the servants looked grave and sad: he himself was 

very much touched on seeing them all again, and feeling that he was in a new relation to them. It 

was that sort of pathetic emotion which has more pleasure than pain in it—which is perhaps one 

of the most delicious of all states to a good-natured man, conscious of the power to satisfy his 

good nature. His heart swelled agreeably as he said, “Well, Mills, how is my aunt?” 

But now Mr. Bygate, the lawyer, who had been in the house ever since the death, came 

forward to give deferential greetings and answer all questions, and Arthur walked with him 



towards the library, where his Aunt Lydia was expecting him. Aunt Lydia was the only person in 

the house who knew nothing about Hetty. Her sorrow as a maiden daughter was unmixed with 

any other thoughts than those of anxiety about funeral arrangements and her own future lot; and, 

after the manner of women, she mourned for the father who had made her life important, all the 

more because she had a secret sense that there was little mourning for him in other hearts. 

But Arthur kissed her tearful face more tenderly than he had ever done in his life before. 

“Dear Aunt,” he said affectionately, as he held her hand, “your loss is the greatest of all, but 

you must tell me how to try and make it up to you all the rest of your life.” 

“It was so sudden and so dreadful, Arthur,” poor Miss Lydia began, pouring out her little 

plaints, and Arthur sat down to listen with impatient patience. When a pause came, he said: 

“Now, Aunt, I’ll leave you for a quarter of an hour just to go to my own room, and then I shall 

come and give full attention to everything.” 

“My room is all ready for me, I suppose, Mills?” he said to the butler, who seemed to be 

lingering uneasily about the entrance-hall. 

“Yes, sir, and there are letters for you; they are all laid on the writing-table in your dressing-

room.” 

On entering the small anteroom which was called a dressing-room, but which Arthur really 

used only to lounge and write in, he just cast his eyes on the writing-table, and saw that there 

were several letters and packets lying there; but he was in the uncomfortable dusty condition of a 

man who has had a long hurried journey, and he must really refresh himself by attending to his 

toilette a little, before he read his letters. Pym was there, making everything ready for him, and 

soon, with a delightful freshness about him, as if he were prepared to begin a new day, he went 

back into his dressing-room to open his letters. The level rays of the low afternoon sun entered 

directly at the window, and as Arthur seated himself in his velvet chair with their pleasant 

warmth upon him, he was conscious of that quiet well-being which perhaps you and I have felt 

on a sunny afternoon when, in our brightest youth and health, life has opened a new vista for us, 

and long to-morrows of activity have stretched before us like a lovely plain which there was no 

need for hurrying to look at, because it was all our own. 

The top letter was placed with its address upwards: it was in Mr. Irwine’s handwriting, Arthur 

saw at once; and below the address was written, “To be delivered as soon as he arrives.” Nothing 

could have been less surprising to him than a letter from Mr. Irwine at that moment: of course, 

there was something he wished Arthur to know earlier than it was possible for them to see each 

other. At such a time as that it was quite natural that Irwine should have something pressing to 

say. Arthur broke the seal with an agreeable anticipation of soon seeing the writer. 

“I send this letter to meet you on your arrival, Arthur, 

because I may then be at Stoniton, whither I am called by the 

most painful duty it has ever been given me to perform, and it 

is right that you should know what I have to tell you without 

delay. 



    “I will not attempt to add by one word of reproach to the 

retribution that is now falling on you: any other words that I 

could write at this moment must be weak and unmeaning by 

the side of those in which I must tell you the simple fact. 

    “Hetty Sorrel is in prison, and will be tried on Friday for 

the crime of child-murder.”... 

Arthur read no more. He started up from his chair and stood for a single minute with a sense of 

violent convulsion in his whole frame, as if the life were going out of him with horrible throbs; 

but the next minute he had rushed out of the room, still clutching the letter—he was hurrying 

along the corridor, and down the stairs into the hall. Mills was still there, but Arthur did not see 

him, as he passed like a hunted man across the hall and out along the gravel. The butler hurried 

out after him as fast as his elderly limbs could run: he guessed, he knew, where the young squire 

was going. 

When Mills got to the stables, a horse was being saddled, and Arthur was forcing himself to 

read the remaining words of the letter. He thrust it into his pocket as the horse was led up to him, 

and at that moment caught sight of Mills’ anxious face in front of him. 

“Tell them I’m gone—gone to Stoniton,” he said in a muffled tone of agitation—sprang into 

the saddle, and set off at a gallop. 

  



Chapter XLV In the Prison 

Near sunset that evening an elderly gentleman was standing with his back against the smaller 

entrance-door of Stoniton jail, saying a few last words to the departing chaplain. The chaplain 

walked away, but the elderly gentleman stood still, looking down on the pavement and stroking 

his chin with a ruminating air, when he was roused by a sweet clear woman’s voice, saying, 

“Can I get into the prison, if you please?” 

He turned his head and looked fixedly at the speaker for a few moments without answering. 

“I have seen you before,” he said at last. “Do you remember preaching on the village green at 

Hayslope in Loamshire?” 

“Yes, sir, surely. Are you the gentleman that stayed to listen on horseback?” 

“Yes. Why do you want to go into the prison?” 

“I want to go to Hetty Sorrel, the young woman who has been condemned to death—and to 

stay with her, if I may be permitted. Have you power in the prison, sir?” 

“Yes; I am a magistrate, and can get admittance for you. But did you know this criminal, Hetty 

Sorrel?” 

“Yes, we are kin. My own aunt married her uncle, Martin Poyser. But I was away at Leeds, 

and didn’t know of this great trouble in time to get here before to-day. I entreat you, sir, for the 

love of our heavenly Father, to let me go to her and stay with her.” 

“How did you know she was condemned to death, if you are only just come from Leeds?” 

“I have seen my uncle since the trial, sir. He is gone back to his home now, and the poor sinner 

is forsaken of all. I beseech you to get leave for me to be with her.” 

“What! Have you courage to stay all night in the prison? She is very sullen, and will scarcely 

make answer when she is spoken to.” 

“Oh, sir, it may please God to open her heart still. Don’t let us delay.” 

“Come, then,” said the elderly gentleman, ringing and gaining admission, “I know you have a 

key to unlock hearts.” 

Dinah mechanically took off her bonnet and shawl as soon as they were within the prison 

court, from the habit she had of throwing them off when she preached or prayed, or visited the 

sick; and when they entered the jailer’s room, she laid them down on a chair unthinkingly. There 

was no agitation visible in her, but a deep concentrated calmness, as if, even when she was 

speaking, her soul was in prayer reposing on an unseen support. 

After speaking to the jailer, the magistrate turned to her and said, “The turnkey will take you to 

the prisoner’s cell and leave you there for the night, if you desire it, but you can’t have a light 

during the night—it is contrary to rules. My name is Colonel Townley: if I can help you in 

anything, ask the jailer for my address and come to me. I take some interest in this Hetty Sorrel, 



for the sake of that fine fellow, Adam Bede. I happened to see him at Hayslope the same evening 

I heard you preach, and recognized him in court to-day, ill as he looked.” 

“Ah, sir, can you tell me anything about him? Can you tell me where he lodges? For my poor 

uncle was too much weighed down with trouble to remember.” 

“Close by here. I inquired all about him of Mr. Irwine. He lodges over a tinman’s shop, in the 

street on the right hand as you entered the prison. There is an old school-master with him. Now, 

good-bye: I wish you success.” 

“Farewell, sir. I am grateful to you.” 

As Dinah crossed the prison court with the turnkey, the solemn evening light seemed to make 

the walls higher than they were by day, and the sweet pale face in the cap was more than ever 

like a white flower on this background of gloom. The turnkey looked askance at her all the 

while, but never spoke. He somehow felt that the sound of his own rude voice would be grating 

just then. He struck a light as they entered the dark corridor leading to the condemned cell, and 

then said in his most civil tone, “It’ll be pretty nigh dark in the cell a’ready, but I can stop with 

my light a bit, if you like.” 

“Nay, friend, thank you,” said Dinah. “I wish to go in alone.” 

“As you like,” said the jailer, turning the harsh key in the lock and opening the door wide 

enough to admit Dinah. A jet of light from his lantern fell on the opposite corner of the cell, 

where Hetty was sitting on her straw pallet with her face buried in her knees. It seemed as if she 

were asleep, and yet the grating of the lock would have been likely to waken her. 

The door closed again, and the only light in the cell was that of the evening sky, through the 

small high grating—enough to discern human faces by. Dinah stood still for a minute, hesitating 

to speak because Hetty might be asleep, and looking at the motionless heap with a yearning 

heart. Then she said, softly, “Hetty!” 

There was a slight movement perceptible in Hetty’s frame—a start such as might have been 

produced by a feeble electrical shock—but she did not look up. Dinah spoke again, in a tone 

made stronger by irrepressible emotion, “Hetty... it’s Dinah.” 

Again there was a slight startled movement through Hetty’s frame, and without uncovering her 

face, she raised her head a little, as if listening. 

“Hetty... Dinah is come to you.” 

After a moment’s pause, Hetty lifted her head slowly and timidly from her knees and raised 

her eyes. The two pale faces were looking at each other: one with a wild hard despair in it, the 

other full of sad yearning love. Dinah unconsciously opened her arms and stretched them out. 

“Don’t you know me, Hetty? Don’t you remember Dinah? Did you think I wouldn’t come to 

you in trouble?” 

Hetty kept her eyes fixed on Dinah’s face—at first like an animal that gazes, and gazes, and 

keeps aloof. 



“I’m come to be with you, Hetty—not to leave you—to stay with you—to be your sister to the 

last.” 

Slowly, while Dinah was speaking, Hetty rose, took a step forward, and was clasped in 

Dinah’s arms. 

They stood so a long while, for neither of them felt the impulse to move apart again. Hetty, 

without any distinct thought of it, hung on this something that was come to clasp her now, while 

she was sinking helpless in a dark gulf; and Dinah felt a deep joy in the first sign that her love 

was welcomed by the wretched lost one. The light got fainter as they stood, and when at last they 

sat down on the straw pallet together, their faces had become indistinct. 

Not a word was spoken. Dinah waited, hoping for a spontaneous word from Hetty, but she sat 

in the same dull despair, only clutching the hand that held hers and leaning her cheek against 

Dinah’s. It was the human contact she clung to, but she was not the less sinking into the dark 

gulf. 

Dinah began to doubt whether Hetty was conscious who it was that sat beside her. She thought 

suffering and fear might have driven the poor sinner out of her mind. But it was borne in upon 

her, as she afterwards said, that she must not hurry God’s work: we are overhasty to speak—as if 

God did not manifest himself by our silent feeling, and make his love felt through ours. She did 

not know how long they sat in that way, but it got darker and darker, till there was only a pale 

patch of light on the opposite wall: all the rest was darkness. But she felt the Divine presence 

more and more—nay, as if she herself were a part of it, and it was the Divine pity that was 

beating in her heart and was willing the rescue of this helpless one. At last she was prompted to 

speak and find out how far Hetty was conscious of the present. 

“Hetty,” she said gently, “do you know who it is that sits by your side?” 

“Yes,” Hetty answered slowly, “it’s Dinah.” 

“And do you remember the time when we were at the Hall Farm together, and that night when 

I told you to be sure and think of me as a friend in trouble?” 

“Yes,” said Hetty. Then, after a pause, she added, “But you can do nothing for me. You can’t 

make ’em do anything. They’ll hang me o’ Monday—it’s Friday now.” 

As Hetty said the last words, she clung closer to Dinah, shuddering. 

“No, Hetty, I can’t save you from that death. But isn’t the suffering less hard when you have 

somebody with you, that feels for you—that you can speak to, and say what’s in your heart?... 

Yes, Hetty: you lean on me: you are glad to have me with you.” 

“You won’t leave me, Dinah? You’ll keep close to me?” 

“No, Hetty, I won’t leave you. I’ll stay with you to the last.... But, Hetty, there is some one 

else in this cell besides me, some one close to you.” 

Hetty said, in a frightened whisper, “Who?” 



“Some one who has been with you through all your hours of sin and trouble—who has known 

every thought you have had—has seen where you went, where you lay down and rose up again, 

and all the deeds you have tried to hide in darkness. And on Monday, when I can’t follow you—

when my arms can’t reach you—when death has parted us—He who is with us now, and knows 

all, will be with you then. It makes no difference—whether we live or die, we are in the presence 

of God.” 

“Oh, Dinah, won’t nobody do anything for me? Will they hang me for certain?... I wouldn’t 

mind if they’d let me live.” 

“My poor Hetty, death is very dreadful to you. I know it’s dreadful. But if you had a friend to 

take care of you after death—in that other world—some one whose love is greater than mine—

who can do everything?... If God our Father was your friend, and was willing to save you from 

sin and suffering, so as you should neither know wicked feelings nor pain again? If you could 

believe he loved you and would help you, as you believe I love you and will help you, it 

wouldn’t be so hard to die on Monday, would it?” 

“But I can’t know anything about it,” Hetty said, with sullen sadness. 

“Because, Hetty, you are shutting up your soul against him, by trying to hide the truth. God’s 

love and mercy can overcome all things—our ignorance, and weakness, and all the burden of our 

past wickedness—all things but our wilful sin, sin that we cling to, and will not give up. You 

believe in my love and pity for you, Hetty, but if you had not let me come near you, if you 

wouldn’t have looked at me or spoken to me, you’d have shut me out from helping you. I 

couldn’t have made you feel my love; I couldn’t have told you what I felt for you. Don’t shut 

God’s love out in that way, by clinging to sin.... He can’t bless you while you have one falsehood 

in your soul; his pardoning mercy can’t reach you until you open your heart to him, and say, ‘I 

have done this great wickedness; O God, save me, make me pure from sin.’ While you cling to 

one sin and will not part with it, it must drag you down to misery after death, as it has dragged 

you to misery here in this world, my poor, poor Hetty. It is sin that brings dread, and darkness, 

and despair: there is light and blessedness for us as soon as we cast it off. God enters our souls 

then, and teaches us, and brings us strength and peace. Cast it off now, Hetty—now: confess the 

wickedness you have done—the sin you have been guilty of against your Heavenly Father. Let 

us kneel down together, for we are in the presence of God.” 

Hetty obeyed Dinah’s movement, and sank on her knees. They still held each other’s hands, 

and there was long silence. Then Dinah said, “Hetty, we are before God. He is waiting for you to 

tell the truth.” 

Still there was silence. At last Hetty spoke, in a tone of beseeching— 

“Dinah... help me... I can’t feel anything like you...my heart is hard.” 

Dinah held the clinging hand, and all her soul went forth in her voice: 

“Jesus, thou present Saviour! Thou hast known the depths of all sorrow: thou hast entered that 

black darkness where God is not, and hast uttered the cry of the forsaken. Come Lord, and gather 

of the fruits of thy travail and thy pleading. Stretch forth thy hand, thou who art mighty to save to 

the uttermost, and rescue this lost one. She is clothed round with thick darkness. The fetters of 



her sin are upon her, and she cannot stir to come to thee. She can only feel her heart is hard, and 

she is helpless. She cries to me, thy weak creature.... Saviour! It is a blind cry to thee. Hear it! 

Pierce the darkness! Look upon her with thy face of love and sorrow that thou didst turn on him 

who denied thee, and melt her hard heart. 

“See, Lord, I bring her, as they of old brought the sick and helpless, and thou didst heal them. I 

bear her on my arms and carry her before thee. Fear and trembling have taken hold on her, but 

she trembles only at the pain and death of the body. Breathe upon her thy life-giving Spirit, and 

put a new fear within her—the fear of her sin. Make her dread to keep the accursed thing within 

her soul. Make her feel the presence of the living God, who beholds all the past, to whom the 

darkness is as noonday; who is waiting now, at the eleventh hour, for her to turn to him, and 

confess her sin, and cry for mercy—now, before the night of death comes, and the moment of 

pardon is for ever fled, like yesterday that returneth not. 

“Saviour! It is yet time—time to snatch this poor soul from everlasting darkness. I believe—I 

believe in thy infinite love. What is my love or my pleading? It is quenched in thine. I can only 

clasp her in my weak arms and urge her with my weak pity. Thou—thou wilt breathe on the dead 

soul, and it shall arise from the unanswering sleep of death. 

“Yea, Lord, I see thee, coming through the darkness, coming, like the morning, with healing 

on thy wings. The marks of thy agony are upon thee—I see, I see thou art able and willing to 

save—thou wilt not let her perish for ever. Come, mighty Saviour! Let the dead hear thy voice. 

Let the eyes of the blind be opened. Let her see that God encompasses her. Let her tremble at 

nothing but at the sin that cuts her off from him. Melt the hard heart. Unseal the closed lips: 

make her cry with her whole soul, ‘Father, I have sinned.’...” 

“Dinah,” Hetty sobbed out, throwing her arms round Dinah’s neck, “I will speak... I will tell... 

I won’t hide it any more.” 

But the tears and sobs were too violent. Dinah raised her gently from her knees and seated her 

on the pallet again, sitting down by her side. It was a long time before the convulsed throat was 

quiet, and even then they sat some time in stillness and darkness, holding each other’s hands. At 

last Hetty whispered, “I did do it, Dinah... I buried it in the wood... the little baby... and it cried... 

I heard it cry... ever such a way off... all night... and I went back because it cried.” 

She paused, and then spoke hurriedly in a louder, pleading tone. 

“But I thought perhaps it wouldn’t die—there might somebody find it. I didn’t kill it—I didn’t 

kill it myself. I put it down there and covered it up, and when I came back it was gone.... It was 

because I was so very miserable, Dinah... I didn’t know where to go... and I tried to kill myself 

before, and I couldn’t. Oh, I tried so to drown myself in the pool, and I couldn’t. I went to 

Windsor—I ran away—did you know? I went to find him, as he might take care of me; and he 

was gone; and then I didn’t know what to do. I daredn’t go back home again—I couldn’t bear it. 

I couldn’t have bore to look at anybody, for they’d have scorned me. I thought o’ you sometimes, 

and thought I’d come to you, for I didn’t think you’d be cross with me, and cry shame on me. I 

thought I could tell you. But then the other folks ’ud come to know it at last, and I couldn’t bear 

that. It was partly thinking o’ you made me come toward Stoniton; and, besides, I was so 

frightened at going wandering about till I was a beggar-woman, and had nothing; and sometimes 



it seemed as if I must go back to the farm sooner than that. Oh, it was so dreadful, Dinah... I was 

so miserable... I wished I’d never been born into this world. I should never like to go into the 

green fields again—I hated ’em so in my misery.” 

Hetty paused again, as if the sense of the past were too strong upon her for words. 

“And then I got to Stoniton, and I began to feel frightened that night, because I was so near 

home. And then the little baby was born, when I didn’t expect it; and the thought came into my 

mind that I might get rid of it and go home again. The thought came all of a sudden, as I was 

lying in the bed, and it got stronger and stronger... I longed so to go back again... I couldn’t bear 

being so lonely and coming to beg for want. And it gave me strength and resolution to get up and 

dress myself. I felt I must do it... I didn’t know how... I thought I’d find a pool, if I could, like 

that other, in the corner of the field, in the dark. And when the woman went out, I felt as if I was 

strong enough to do anything... I thought I should get rid of all my misery, and go back home, 

and never let ’em know why I ran away. I put on my bonnet and shawl, and went out into the 

dark street, with the baby under my cloak; and I walked fast till I got into a street a good way off, 

and there was a public, and I got some warm stuff to drink and some bread. And I walked on and 

on, and I hardly felt the ground I trod on; and it got lighter, for there came the moon—oh, Dinah, 

it frightened me when it first looked at me out o’ the clouds—it never looked so before; and I 

turned out of the road into the fields, for I was afraid o’ meeting anybody with the moon shining 

on me. And I came to a haystack, where I thought I could lie down and keep myself warm all 

night. There was a place cut into it, where I could make me a bed, and I lay comfortable, and the 

baby was warm against me; and I must have gone to sleep for a good while, for when I woke it 

was morning, but not very light, and the baby was crying. And I saw a wood a little way off... I 

thought there’d perhaps be a ditch or a pond there... and it was so early I thought I could hide the 

child there, and get a long way off before folks was up. And then I thought I’d go home—I’d get 

rides in carts and go home and tell ’em I’d been to try and see for a place, and couldn’t get one. I 

longed so for it, Dinah, I longed so to be safe at home. I don’t know how I felt about the baby. I 

seemed to hate it—it was like a heavy weight hanging round my neck; and yet its crying went 

through me, and I daredn’t look at its little hands and face. But I went on to the wood, and I 

walked about, but there was no water....” 

Hetty shuddered. She was silent for some moments, and when she began again, it was in a 

whisper. 

“I came to a place where there was lots of chips and turf, and I sat down on the trunk of a tree 

to think what I should do. And all of a sudden I saw a hole under the nut-tree, like a little grave. 

And it darted into me like lightning—I’d lay the baby there and cover it with the grass and the 

chips. I couldn’t kill it any other way. And I’d done it in a minute; and, oh, it cried so, Dinah—I 

couldn’t cover it quite up—I thought perhaps somebody ’ud come and take care of it, and then it 

wouldn’t die. And I made haste out of the wood, but I could hear it crying all the while; and 

when I got out into the fields, it was as if I was held fast—I couldn’t go away, for all I wanted so 

to go. And I sat against the haystack to watch if anybody ’ud come. I was very hungry, and I’d 

only a bit of bread left, but I couldn’t go away. And after ever such a while—hours and hours—

the man came—him in a smock-frock, and he looked at me so, I was frightened, and I made 

haste and went on. I thought he was going to the wood and would perhaps find the baby. And I 

went right on, till I came to a village, a long way off from the wood, and I was very sick, and 

faint, and hungry. I got something to eat there, and bought a loaf. But I was frightened to stay. I 



heard the baby crying, and thought the other folks heard it too—and I went on. But I was so 

tired, and it was getting towards dark. And at last, by the roadside there was a barn—ever such a 

way off any house—like the barn in Abbot’s Close, and I thought I could go in there and hide 

myself among the hay and straw, and nobody ’ud be likely to come. I went in, and it was half full 

o’ trusses of straw, and there was some hay too. And I made myself a bed, ever so far behind, 

where nobody could find me; and I was so tired and weak, I went to sleep.... But oh, the baby’s 

crying kept waking me, and I thought that man as looked at me so was come and laying hold of 

me. But I must have slept a long while at last, though I didn’t know, for when I got up and went 

out of the barn, I didn’t know whether it was night or morning. But it was morning, for it kept 

getting lighter, and I turned back the way I’d come. I couldn’t help it, Dinah; it was the baby’s 

crying made me go—and yet I was frightened to death. I thought that man in the smock-frock 

’ud see me and know I put the baby there. But I went on, for all that. I’d left off thinking about 

going home—it had gone out o’ my mind. I saw nothing but that place in the wood where I’d 

buried the baby... I see it now. Oh Dinah! shall I allays see it?” 

Hetty clung round Dinah and shuddered again. The silence seemed long before she went on. 

“I met nobody, for it was very early, and I got into the wood.... I knew the way to the place... 

the place against the nut-tree; and I could hear it crying at every step.... I thought it was alive.... I 

don’t know whether I was frightened or glad... I don’t know what I felt. I only know I was in the 

wood and heard the cry. I don’t know what I felt till I saw the baby was gone. And when I’d put 

it there, I thought I should like somebody to find it and save it from dying; but when I saw it was 

gone, I was struck like a stone, with fear. I never thought o’ stirring, I felt so weak. I knew I 

couldn’t run away, and everybody as saw me ’ud know about the baby. My heart went like a 

stone. I couldn’t wish or try for anything; it seemed like as if I should stay there for ever, and 

nothing ’ud ever change. But they came and took me away.” 

Hetty was silent, but she shuddered again, as if there was still something behind; and Dinah 

waited, for her heart was so full that tears must come before words. At last Hetty burst out, with 

a sob, “Dinah, do you think God will take away that crying and the place in the wood, now I’ve 

told everything?” 

“Let us pray, poor sinner. Let us fall on our knees again, and pray to the God of all mercy.” 

  



Chapter XLVI The Hours of Suspense 

On Sunday morning, when the church bells in Stoniton were ringing for morning service, 

Bartle Massey re-entered Adam’s room, after a short absence, and said, “Adam, here’s a visitor 

wants to see you.” 

Adam was seated with his back towards the door, but he started up and turned round instantly, 

with a flushed face and an eager look. His face was even thinner and more worn than we have 

seen it before, but he was washed and shaven this Sunday morning. 

“Is it any news?” he said. 

“Keep yourself quiet, my lad,” said Bartle; “keep quiet. It’s not what you’re thinking of. It’s 

the young Methodist woman come from the prison. She’s at the bottom o’ the stairs, and wants 

to know if you think well to see her, for she has something to say to you about that poor 

castaway; but she wouldn’t come in without your leave, she said. She thought you’d perhaps like 

to go out and speak to her. These preaching women are not so back’ard commonly,” Bartle 

muttered to himself. 

“Ask her to come in,” said Adam. 

He was standing with his face towards the door, and as Dinah entered, lifting up her mild grey 

eyes towards him, she saw at once the great change that had come since the day when she had 

looked up at the tall man in the cottage. There was a trembling in her clear voice as she put her 

hand into his and said, “Be comforted, Adam Bede, the Lord has not forsaken her.” 

“Bless you for coming to her,” Adam said. “Mr. Massey brought me word yesterday as you 

was come.” 

They could neither of them say any more just yet, but stood before each other in silence; and 

Bartle Massey, too, who had put on his spectacles, seemed transfixed, examining Dinah’s face. 

But he recovered himself first, and said, “Sit down, young woman, sit down,” placing the chair 

for her and retiring to his old seat on the bed. 

“Thank you, friend; I won’t sit down,” said Dinah, “for I must hasten back. She entreated me 

not to stay long away. What I came for, Adam Bede, was to pray you to go and see the poor 

sinner and bid her farewell. She desires to ask your forgiveness, and it is meet you should see her 

to-day, rather than in the early morning, when the time will be short.” 

Adam stood trembling, and at last sank down on his chair again. 

“It won’t be,” he said, “it’ll be put off—there’ll perhaps come a pardon. Mr. Irwine said there 

was hope. He said, I needn’t quite give it up.” 

“That’s a blessed thought to me,” said Dinah, her eyes filling with tears. “It’s a fearful thing 

hurrying her soul away so fast.” 

“But let what will be,” she added presently. “You will surely come, and let her speak the 

words that are in her heart. Although her poor soul is very dark and discerns little beyond the 



things of the flesh, she is no longer hard. She is contrite, she has confessed all to me. The pride 

of her heart has given way, and she leans on me for help and desires to be taught. This fills me 

with trust, for I cannot but think that the brethren sometimes err in measuring the Divine love by 

the sinner’s knowledge. She is going to write a letter to the friends at the Hall Farm for me to 

give them when she is gone, and when I told her you were here, she said, ‘I should like to say 

good-bye to Adam and ask him to forgive me.’ You will come, Adam? Perhaps you will even 

now come back with me.” 

“I can’t,” Adam said. “I can’t say good-bye while there’s any hope. I’m listening, and 

listening—I can’t think o’ nothing but that. It can’t be as she’ll die that shameful death—I can’t 

bring my mind to it.” 

He got up from his chair again and looked away out of the window, while Dinah stood with 

compassionate patience. In a minute or two he turned round and said, 

“I will come, Dinah... to-morrow morning... if it must be. I may have more strength to bear it, 

if I know it must be. Tell her, I forgive her; tell her I will come—at the very last.” 

“I will not urge you against the voice of your own heart,” said Dinah. “I must hasten back to 

her, for it is wonderful how she clings now, and was not willing to let me out of her sight. She 

used never to make any return to my affection before, but now tribulation has opened her heart. 

Farewell, Adam. Our heavenly Father comfort you and strengthen you to bear all things.” Dinah 

put out her hand, and Adam pressed it in silence. 

Bartle Massey was getting up to lift the stiff latch of the door for her, but before he could reach 

it, she had said gently, “Farewell, friend,” and was gone, with her light step down the stairs. 

“Well,” said Bartle, taking off his spectacles and putting them into his pocket, “if there must 

be women to make trouble in the world, it’s but fair there should be women to be comforters 

under it; and she’s one—she’s one. It’s a pity she’s a Methodist; but there’s no getting a woman 

without some foolishness or other.” 

Adam never went to bed that night. The excitement of suspense, heightening with every hour 

that brought him nearer the fatal moment, was too great, and in spite of his entreaties, in spite of 

his promises that he would be perfectly quiet, the schoolmaster watched too. 

“What does it matter to me, lad?” Bartle said: “a night’s sleep more or less? I shall sleep long 

enough, by and by, underground. Let me keep thee company in trouble while I can.” 

It was a long and dreary night in that small chamber. Adam would sometimes get up and tread 

backwards and forwards along the short space from wall to wall; then he would sit down and 

hide his face, and no sound would be heard but the ticking of the watch on the table, or the 

falling of a cinder from the fire which the schoolmaster carefully tended. Sometimes he would 

burst out into vehement speech, 

“If I could ha’ done anything to save her—if my bearing anything would ha’ done any good... 

but t’ have to sit still, and know it, and do nothing... it’s hard for a man to bear... and to think o’ 

what might ha’ been now, if it hadn’t been for him.... O God, it’s the very day we should ha’ 

been married.” 



“Aye, my lad,” said Bartle tenderly, “it’s heavy—it’s heavy. But you must remember this: 

when you thought of marrying her, you’d a notion she’d got another sort of a nature inside her. 

You didn’t think she could have got hardened in that little while to do what she’s done.” 

“I know—I know that,” said Adam. “I thought she was loving and tender-hearted, and 

wouldn’t tell a lie, or act deceitful. How could I think any other way? And if he’d never come 

near her, and I’d married her, and been loving to her, and took care of her, she might never ha’ 

done anything bad. What would it ha’ signified—my having a bit o’ trouble with her? It ’ud ha’ 

been nothing to this.” 

“There’s no knowing, my lad—there’s no knowing what might have come. The smart’s bad 

for you to bear now: you must have time—you must have time. But I’ve that opinion of you, that 

you’ll rise above it all and be a man again, and there may good come out of this that we don’t 

see.” 

“Good come out of it!” said Adam passionately. “That doesn’t alter th’ evil: her ruin can’t be 

undone. I hate that talk o’ people, as if there was a way o’ making amends for everything. 

They’d more need be brought to see as the wrong they do can never be altered. When a man’s 

spoiled his fellow-creatur’s life, he’s no right to comfort himself with thinking good may come 

out of it. Somebody else’s good doesn’t alter her shame and misery.” 

“Well, lad, well,” said Bartle, in a gentle tone, strangely in contrast with his usual 

peremptoriness and impatience of contradiction, “it’s likely enough I talk foolishness. I’m an old 

fellow, and it’s a good many years since I was in trouble myself. It’s easy finding reasons why 

other folks should be patient.” 

“Mr. Massey,” said Adam penitently, “I’m very hot and hasty. I owe you something different; 

but you mustn’t take it ill of me.” 

“Not I, lad—not I.” 

So the night wore on in agitation till the chill dawn and the growing light brought the 

tremulous quiet that comes on the brink of despair. There would soon be no more suspense. 

“Let us go to the prison now, Mr. Massey,” said Adam, when he saw the hand of his watch at 

six. “If there’s any news come, we shall hear about it.” 

The people were astir already, moving rapidly, in one direction, through the streets. Adam 

tried not to think where they were going, as they hurried past him in that short space between his 

lodging and the prison gates. He was thankful when the gates shut him in from seeing those 

eager people. 

No; there was no news come—no pardon—no reprieve. 

Adam lingered in the court half an hour before he could bring himself to send word to Dinah 

that he was come. But a voice caught his ear: he could not shut out the words. 

“The cart is to set off at half-past seven.” 

It must be said—the last good-bye: there was no help. 



In ten minutes from that time, Adam was at the door of the cell. Dinah had sent him word that 

she could not come to him; she could not leave Hetty one moment; but Hetty was prepared for 

the meeting. 

He could not see her when he entered, for agitation deadened his senses, and the dim cell was 

almost dark to him. He stood a moment after the door closed behind him, trembling and 

stupefied. 

But he began to see through the dimness—to see the dark eyes lifted up to him once more, but 

with no smile in them. O God, how sad they looked! The last time they had met his was when he 

parted from her with his heart full of joyous hopeful love, and they looked out with a tearful 

smile from a pink, dimpled, childish face. The face was marble now; the sweet lips were pallid 

and half-open and quivering; the dimples were all gone—all but one, that never went; and the 

eyes—O, the worst of all was the likeness they had to Hetty’s. They were Hetty’s eyes looking at 

him with that mournful gaze, as if she had come back to him from the dead to tell him of her 

misery. 

She was clinging close to Dinah; her cheek was against Dinah’s. It seemed as if her last faint 

strength and hope lay in that contact, and the pitying love that shone out from Dinah’s face 

looked like a visible pledge of the Invisible Mercy. 

When the sad eyes met—when Hetty and Adam looked at each other—she felt the change in 

him too, and it seemed to strike her with fresh fear. It was the first time she had seen any being 

whose face seemed to reflect the change in herself: Adam was a new image of the dreadful past 

and the dreadful present. She trembled more as she looked at him. 

“Speak to him, Hetty,” Dinah said; “tell him what is in your heart.” 

Hetty obeyed her, like a little child. 

“Adam... I’m very sorry... I behaved very wrong to you... will you forgive me... before I die?” 

Adam answered with a half-sob, “Yes, I forgive thee Hetty. I forgave thee long ago.” 

It had seemed to Adam as if his brain would burst with the anguish of meeting Hetty’s eyes in 

the first moments, but the sound of her voice uttering these penitent words touched a chord 

which had been less strained. There was a sense of relief from what was becoming unbearable, 

and the rare tears came—they had never come before, since he had hung on Seth’s neck in the 

beginning of his sorrow. 

Hetty made an involuntary movement towards him, some of the love that she had once lived in 

the midst of was come near her again. She kept hold of Dinah’s hand, but she went up to Adam 

and said timidly, “Will you kiss me again, Adam, for all I’ve been so wicked?” 

Adam took the blanched wasted hand she put out to him, and they gave each other the solemn 

unspeakable kiss of a lifelong parting. 

“And tell him,” Hetty said, in rather a stronger voice, “tell him... for there’s nobody else to tell 

him... as I went after him and couldn’t find him... and I hated him and cursed him once... but 

Dinah says I should forgive him... and I try... for else God won’t forgive me.” 



There was a noise at the door of the cell now—the key was being turned in the lock, and when 

the door opened, Adam saw indistinctly that there were several faces there. He was too agitated 

to see more—even to see that Mr. Irwine’s face was one of them. He felt that the last 

preparations were beginning, and he could stay no longer. Room was silently made for him to 

depart, and he went to his chamber in loneliness, leaving Bartle Massey to watch and see the end. 

  



Chapter XLVII The Last Moment 

It was a sight that some people remembered better even than their own sorrows—the sight in 

that grey clear morning, when the fatal cart with the two young women in it was descried by the 

waiting watching multitude, cleaving its way towards the hideous symbol of a deliberately 

inflicted sudden death. 

All Stoniton had heard of Dinah Morris, the young Methodist woman who had brought the 

obstinate criminal to confess, and there was as much eagerness to see her as to see the wretched 

Hetty. 

But Dinah was hardly conscious of the multitude. When Hetty had caught sight of the vast 

crowd in the distance, she had clutched Dinah convulsively. 

“Close your eyes, Hetty,” Dinah said, “and let us pray without ceasing to God.” 

And in a low voice, as the cart went slowly along through the midst of the gazing crowd, she 

poured forth her soul with the wrestling intensity of a last pleading, for the trembling creature 

that clung to her and clutched her as the only visible sign of love and pity. 

Dinah did not know that the crowd was silent, gazing at her with a sort of awe—she did not 

even know how near they were to the fatal spot, when the cart stopped, and she shrank appalled 

at a loud shout hideous to her ear, like a vast yell of demons. Hetty’s shriek mingled with the 

sound, and they clasped each other in mutual horror. 

But it was not a shout of execration—not a yell of exultant cruelty. 

It was a shout of sudden excitement at the appearance of a horseman cleaving the crowd at full 

gallop. The horse is hot and distressed, but answers to the desperate spurring; the rider looks as if 

his eyes were glazed by madness, and he saw nothing but what was unseen by others. See, he has 

something in his hand—he is holding it up as if it were a signal. 

The Sheriff knows him: it is Arthur Donnithorne, carrying in his hand a hard-won release from 

death. 

  



Chapter XLVIII Another Meeting in the Wood 

The next day, at evening, two men were walking from opposite points towards the same scene, 

drawn thither by a common memory. The scene was the Grove by Donnithorne Chase: you know 

who the men were. 

The old squire’s funeral had taken place that morning, the will had been read, and now in the 

first breathing-space, Arthur Donnithorne had come out for a lonely walk, that he might look 

fixedly at the new future before him and confirm himself in a sad resolution. He thought he could 

do that best in the Grove. 

Adam too had come from Stoniton on Monday evening, and to-day he had not left home, 

except to go to the family at the Hall Farm and tell them everything that Mr. Irwine had left 

untold. He had agreed with the Poysers that he would follow them to their new neighbourhood, 

wherever that might be, for he meant to give up the management of the woods, and, as soon as it 

was practicable, he would wind up his business with Jonathan Burge and settle with his mother 

and Seth in a home within reach of the friends to whom he felt bound by a mutual sorrow. 

“Seth and me are sure to find work,” he said. “A man that’s got our trade at his finger-ends is 

at home everywhere; and we must make a new start. My mother won’t stand in the way, for she’s 

told me, since I came home, she’d made up her mind to being buried in another parish, if I 

wished it, and if I’d be more comfortable elsewhere. It’s wonderful how quiet she’s been ever 

since I came back. It seems as if the very greatness o’ the trouble had quieted and calmed her. 

We shall all be better in a new country, though there’s some I shall be loath to leave behind. But 

I won’t part from you and yours, if I can help it, Mr. Poyser. Trouble’s made us kin.” 

“Aye, lad,” said Martin. “We’ll go out o’ hearing o’ that man’s name. But I doubt we shall 

ne’er go far enough for folks not to find out as we’ve got them belonging to us as are transported 

o’er the seas, and were like to be hanged. We shall have that flyin’ up in our faces, and our 

children’s after us.” 

That was a long visit to the Hall Farm, and drew too strongly on Adam’s energies for him to 

think of seeing others, or re-entering on his old occupations till the morrow. “But to-morrow,” he 

said to himself, “I’ll go to work again. I shall learn to like it again some time, maybe; and it’s 

right whether I like it or not.” 

This evening was the last he would allow to be absorbed by sorrow: suspense was gone now, 

and he must bear the unalterable. He was resolved not to see Arthur Donnithorne again, if it were 

possible to avoid him. He had no message to deliver from Hetty now, for Hetty had seen Arthur. 

And Adam distrusted himself—he had learned to dread the violence of his own feeling. That 

word of Mr. Irwine’s—that he must remember what he had felt after giving the last blow to 

Arthur in the Grove—had remained with him. 

These thoughts about Arthur, like all thoughts that are charged with strong feeling, were 

continually recurring, and they always called up the image of the Grove—of that spot under the 

overarching boughs where he had caught sight of the two bending figures, and had been 

possessed by sudden rage. 



“I’ll go and see it again to-night for the last time,” he said; “it’ll do me good; it’ll make me feel 

over again what I felt when I’d knocked him down. I felt what poor empty work it was, as soon 

as I’d done it, before I began to think he might be dead.” 

In this way it happened that Arthur and Adam were walking towards the same spot at the same 

time. 

Adam had on his working-dress again, now, for he had thrown off the other with a sense of 

relief as soon as he came home; and if he had had the basket of tools over his shoulder, he might 

have been taken, with his pale wasted face, for the spectre of the Adam Bede who entered the 

Grove on that August evening eight months ago. But he had no basket of tools, and he was not 

walking with the old erectness, looking keenly round him; his hands were thrust in his side 

pockets, and his eyes rested chiefly on the ground. He had not long entered the Grove, and now 

he paused before a beech. He knew that tree well; it was the boundary mark of his youth—the 

sign, to him, of the time when some of his earliest, strongest feelings had left him. He felt sure 

they would never return. And yet, at this moment, there was a stirring of affection at the 

remembrance of that Arthur Donnithorne whom he had believed in before he had come up to this 

beech eight months ago. It was affection for the dead: that Arthur existed no longer. 

He was disturbed by the sound of approaching footsteps, but the beech stood at a turning in the 

road, and he could not see who was coming until the tall slim figure in deep mourning suddenly 

stood before him at only two yards’ distance. They both started, and looked at each other in 

silence. Often, in the last fortnight, Adam had imagined himself as close to Arthur as this, 

assailing him with words that should be as harrowing as the voice of remorse, forcing upon him a 

just share in the misery he had caused; and often, too, he had told himself that such a meeting 

had better not be. But in imagining the meeting he had always seen Arthur, as he had met him on 

that evening in the Grove, florid, careless, light of speech; and the figure before him touched him 

with the signs of suffering. Adam knew what suffering was—he could not lay a cruel finger on a 

bruised man. He felt no impulse that he needed to resist. Silence was more just than reproach. 

Arthur was the first to speak. 

“Adam,” he said, quietly, “it may be a good thing that we have met here, for I wished to see 

you. I should have asked to see you to-morrow.” 

He paused, but Adam said nothing. 

“I know it is painful to you to meet me,” Arthur went on, “but it is not likely to happen again 

for years to come.” 

“No, sir,” said Adam, coldly, “that was what I meant to write to you to-morrow, as it would be 

better all dealings should be at an end between us, and somebody else put in my place.” 

Arthur felt the answer keenly, and it was not without an effort that he spoke again. 

“It was partly on that subject I wished to speak to you. I don’t want to lessen your indignation 

against me, or ask you to do anything for my sake. I only wish to ask you if you will help me to 

lessen the evil consequences of the past, which is unchangeable. I don’t mean consequences to 

myself, but to others. It is but little I can do, I know. I know the worst consequences will remain; 

but something may be done, and you can help me. Will you listen to me patiently?” 



“Yes, sir,” said Adam, after some hesitation; “I’ll hear what it is. If I can help to mend 

anything, I will. Anger ’ull mend nothing, I know. We’ve had enough o’ that.” 

“I was going to the Hermitage,” said Arthur. “Will you go there with me and sit down? We 

can talk better there.” 

The Hermitage had never been entered since they left it together, for Arthur had locked up the 

key in his desk. And now, when he opened the door, there was the candle burnt out in the socket; 

there was the chair in the same place where Adam remembered sitting; there was the waste-paper 

basket full of scraps, and deep down in it, Arthur felt in an instant, there was the little pink silk 

handkerchief. It would have been painful to enter this place if their previous thoughts had been 

less painful. 

They sat down opposite each other in the old places, and Arthur said, “I’m going away, Adam; 

I’m going into the army.” 

Poor Arthur felt that Adam ought to be affected by this announcement—ought to have a 

movement of sympathy towards him. But Adam’s lips remained firmly closed, and the 

expression of his face unchanged. 

“What I want to say to you,” Arthur continued, “is this: one of my reasons for going away is 

that no one else may leave Hayslope—may leave their home on my account. I would do 

anything, there is no sacrifice I would not make, to prevent any further injury to others through 

my—through what has happened.” 

Arthur’s words had precisely the opposite effect to that he had anticipated. Adam thought he 

perceived in them that notion of compensation for irretrievable wrong, that self-soothing attempt 

to make evil bear the same fruits as good, which most of all roused his indignation. He was as 

strongly impelled to look painful facts right in the face as Arthur was to turn away his eyes from 

them. Moreover, he had the wakeful suspicious pride of a poor man in the presence of a rich 

man. He felt his old severity returning as he said, “The time’s past for that, sir. A man should 

make sacrifices to keep clear of doing a wrong; sacrifices won’t undo it when it’s done. When 

people’s feelings have got a deadly wound, they can’t be cured with favours.” 

“Favours!” said Arthur, passionately; “no; how can you suppose I meant that? But the 

Poysers—Mr. Irwine tells me the Poysers mean to leave the place where they have lived so many 

years—for generations. Don’t you see, as Mr. Irwine does, that if they could be persuaded to 

overcome the feeling that drives them away, it would be much better for them in the end to 

remain on the old spot, among the friends and neighbours who know them?” 

“That’s true,” said Adam coldly. “But then, sir, folks’s feelings are not so easily overcome. 

It’ll be hard for Martin Poyser to go to a strange place, among strange faces, when he’s been bred 

up on the Hall Farm, and his father before him; but then it ’ud be harder for a man with his 

feelings to stay. I don’t see how the thing’s to be made any other than hard. There’s a sort o’ 

damage, sir, that can’t be made up for.” 

Arthur was silent some moments. In spite of other feelings dominant in him this evening, his 

pride winced under Adam’s mode of treating him. Wasn’t he himself suffering? Was not he too 

obliged to renounce his most cherished hopes? It was now as it had been eight months ago—



Adam was forcing Arthur to feel more intensely the irrevocableness of his own wrong-doing. He 

was presenting the sort of resistance that was the most irritating to Arthur’s eager ardent nature. 

But his anger was subdued by the same influence that had subdued Adam’s when they first 

confronted each other—by the marks of suffering in a long familiar face. The momentary 

struggle ended in the feeling that he could bear a great deal from Adam, to whom he had been 

the occasion of bearing so much; but there was a touch of pleading, boyish vexation in his tone 

as he said, “But people may make injuries worse by unreasonable conduct—by giving way to 

anger and satisfying that for the moment, instead of thinking what will be the effect in the future. 

“If I were going to stay here and act as landlord,” he added presently, with still more 

eagerness—“if I were careless about what I’ve done—what I’ve been the cause of, you would 

have some excuse, Adam, for going away and encouraging others to go. You would have some 

excuse then for trying to make the evil worse. But when I tell you I’m going away for years—

when you know what that means for me, how it cuts off every plan of happiness I’ve ever 

formed—it is impossible for a sensible man like you to believe that there is any real ground for 

the Poysers refusing to remain. I know their feeling about disgrace—Mr. Irwine has told me all; 

but he is of opinion that they might be persuaded out of this idea that they are disgraced in the 

eyes of their neighbours, and that they can’t remain on my estate, if you would join him in his 

efforts—if you would stay yourself and go on managing the old woods.” 

Arthur paused a moment and then added, pleadingly, “You know that’s a good work to do for 

the sake of other people, besides the owner. And you don’t know but that they may have a better 

owner soon, whom you will like to work for. If I die, my cousin Tradgett will have the estate and 

take my name. He is a good fellow.” 

Adam could not help being moved: it was impossible for him not to feel that this was the voice 

of the honest warm-hearted Arthur whom he had loved and been proud of in old days; but nearer 

memories would not be thrust away. He was silent; yet Arthur saw an answer in his face that 

induced him to go on, with growing earnestness. 

“And then, if you would talk to the Poysers—if you would talk the matter over with Mr. 

Irwine—he means to see you to-morrow—and then if you would join your arguments to his to 

prevail on them not to go.... I know, of course, that they would not accept any favour from me—I 

mean nothing of that kind—but I’m sure they would suffer less in the end. Irwine thinks so too. 

And Mr. Irwine is to have the chief authority on the estate—he has consented to undertake that. 

They will really be under no man but one whom they respect and like. It would be the same with 

you, Adam, and it could be nothing but a desire to give me worse pain that could incline you to 

go.” 

Arthur was silent again for a little while, and then said, with some agitation in his voice, “I 

wouldn’t act so towards you, I know. If you were in my place and I in yours, I should try to help 

you to do the best.” 

Adam made a hasty movement on his chair and looked on the ground. Arthur went on, 

“Perhaps you’ve never done anything you’ve had bitterly to repent of in your life, Adam; if you 

had, you would be more generous. You would know then that it’s worse for me than for you.” 



Arthur rose from his seat with the last words, and went to one of the windows, looking out and 

turning his back on Adam, as he continued, passionately, 

“Haven’t I loved her too? Didn’t I see her yesterday? Shan’t I carry the thought of her about 

with me as much as you will? And don’t you think you would suffer more if you’d been in 

fault?” 

There was silence for several minutes, for the struggle in Adam’s mind was not easily decided. 

Facile natures, whose emotions have little permanence, can hardly understand how much inward 

resistance he overcame before he rose from his seat and turned towards Arthur. Arthur heard the 

movement, and turning round, met the sad but softened look with which Adam said, 

“It’s true what you say, sir. I’m hard—it’s in my nature. I was too hard with my father, for 

doing wrong. I’ve been a bit hard t’ everybody but her. I felt as if nobody pitied her enough—her 

suffering cut into me so; and when I thought the folks at the farm were too hard with her, I said 

I’d never be hard to anybody myself again. But feeling overmuch about her has perhaps made 

me unfair to you. I’ve known what it is in my life to repent and feel it’s too late. I felt I’d been 

too harsh to my father when he was gone from me—I feel it now, when I think of him. I’ve no 

right to be hard towards them as have done wrong and repent.” 

Adam spoke these words with the firm distinctness of a man who is resolved to leave nothing 

unsaid that he is bound to say; but he went on with more hesitation. 

“I wouldn’t shake hands with you once, sir, when you asked me—but if you’re willing to do it 

now, for all I refused then...” 

Arthur’s white hand was in Adam’s large grasp in an instant, and with that action there was a 

strong rush, on both sides, of the old, boyish affection. 

“Adam,” Arthur said, impelled to full confession now, “it would never have happened if I’d 

known you loved her. That would have helped to save me from it. And I did struggle: I never 

meant to injure her. I deceived you afterwards—and that led on to worse; but I thought it was 

forced upon me, I thought it was the best thing I could do. And in that letter I told her to let me 

know if she were in any trouble: don’t think I would not have done everything I could. But I was 

all wrong from the very first, and horrible wrong has come of it. God knows, I’d give my life if I 

could undo it.” 

They sat down again opposite each other, and Adam said, tremulously, “How did she seem 

when you left her, sir?” 

“Don’t ask me, Adam,” Arthur said; “I feel sometimes as if I should go mad with thinking of 

her looks and what she said to me, and then, that I couldn’t get a full pardon—that I couldn’t 

save her from that wretched fate of being transported—that I can do nothing for her all those 

years; and she may die under it, and never know comfort any more.” 

“Ah, sir,” said Adam, for the first time feeling his own pain merged in sympathy for Arthur, 

“you and me’ll often be thinking o’ the same thing, when we’re a long way off one another. I’ll 

pray God to help you, as I pray him to help me.” 



“But there’s that sweet woman—that Dinah Morris,” Arthur said, pursuing his own thoughts 

and not knowing what had been the sense of Adam’s words, “she says she shall stay with her to 

the very last moment—till she goes; and the poor thing clings to her as if she found some 

comfort in her. I could worship that woman; I don’t know what I should do if she were not there. 

Adam, you will see her when she comes back. I could say nothing to her yesterday—nothing of 

what I felt towards her. Tell her,” Arthur went on hurriedly, as if he wanted to hide the emotion 

with which he spoke, while he took off his chain and watch, “tell her I asked you to give her this 

in remembrance of me—of the man to whom she is the one source of comfort, when he thinks 

of... I know she doesn’t care about such things—or anything else I can give her for its own sake. 

But she will use the watch—I shall like to think of her using it.” 

“I’ll give it to her, sir,” Adam said, “and tell her your words. She told me she should come 

back to the people at the Hall Farm.” 

“And you will persuade the Poysers to stay, Adam?” said Arthur, reminded of the subject 

which both of them had forgotten in the first interchange of revived friendship. “You will stay 

yourself, and help Mr. Irwine to carry out the repairs and improvements on the estate?” 

“There’s one thing, sir, that perhaps you don’t take account of,” said Adam, with hesitating 

gentleness, “and that was what made me hang back longer. You see, it’s the same with both me 

and the Poysers: if we stay, it’s for our own worldly interest, and it looks as if we’d put up with 

anything for the sake o’ that. I know that’s what they’ll feel, and I can’t help feeling a little of it 

myself. When folks have got an honourable independent spirit, they don’t like to do anything 

that might make ’em seem base-minded.” 

“But no one who knows you will think that, Adam. That is not a reason strong enough against 

a course that is really more generous, more unselfish than the other. And it will be known—it 

shall be made known, that both you and the Poysers stayed at my entreaty. Adam, don’t try to 

make things worse for me; I’m punished enough without that.” 

“No, sir, no,” Adam said, looking at Arthur with mournful affection. “God forbid I should 

make things worse for you. I used to wish I could do it, in my passion—but that was when I 

thought you didn’t feel enough. I’ll stay, sir, I’ll do the best I can. It’s all I’ve got to think of 

now—to do my work well and make the world a bit better place for them as can enjoy it.” 

“Then we’ll part now, Adam. You will see Mr. Irwine to-morrow, and consult with him about 

everything.” 

“Are you going soon, sir?” said Adam. 

“As soon as possible—after I’ve made the necessary arrangements. Good-bye, Adam. I shall 

think of you going about the old place.” 

“Good-bye, sir. God bless you.” 

The hands were clasped once more, and Adam left the Hermitage, feeling that sorrow was 

more bearable now hatred was gone. 



As soon as the door was closed behind him, Arthur went to the waste-paper basket and took 

out the little pink silk handkerchief. 

  



Book Sixth 

Chapter XLIX At the Hall Farm 

The first autumnal afternoon sunshine of 1801—more than eighteen months after that parting 

of Adam and Arthur in the Hermitage—was on the yard at the Hall Farm; and the bull-dog was 

in one of his most excited moments, for it was that hour of the day when the cows were being 

driven into the yard for their afternoon milking. No wonder the patient beasts ran confusedly into 

the wrong places, for the alarming din of the bull-dog was mingled with more distant sounds 

which the timid feminine creatures, with pardonable superstition, imagined also to have some 

relation to their own movements—with the tremendous crack of the waggoner’s whip, the roar of 

his voice, and the booming thunder of the waggon, as it left the rick-yard empty of its golden 

load. 

The milking of the cows was a sight Mrs. Poyser loved, and at this hour on mild days she was 

usually standing at the house door, with her knitting in her hands, in quiet contemplation, only 

heightened to a keener interest when the vicious yellow cow, who had once kicked over a pailful 

of precious milk, was about to undergo the preventive punishment of having her hinder-legs 

strapped. 

To-day, however, Mrs. Poyser gave but a divided attention to the arrival of the cows, for she 

was in eager discussion with Dinah, who was stitching Mr. Poyser’s shirt-collars, and had borne 

patiently to have her thread broken three times by Totty pulling at her arm with a sudden 

insistence that she should look at “Baby,” that is, at a large wooden doll with no legs and a long 

skirt, whose bald head Totty, seated in her small chair at Dinah’s side, was caressing and 

pressing to her fat cheek with much fervour. Totty is larger by more than two years’ growth than 

when you first saw her, and she has on a black frock under her pinafore. Mrs. Poyser too has on a 

black gown, which seems to heighten the family likeness between her and Dinah. In other 

respects there is little outward change now discernible in our old friends, or in the pleasant 

house-place, bright with polished oak and pewter. 

“I never saw the like to you, Dinah,” Mrs. Poyser was saying, “when you’ve once took 

anything into your head: there’s no more moving you than the rooted tree. You may say what 

you like, but I don’t believe that’s religion; for what’s the Sermon on the Mount about, as you’re 

so fond o’ reading to the boys, but doing what other folks ’ud have you do? But if it was 

anything unreasonable they wanted you to do, like taking your cloak off and giving it to ’em, or 

letting ’em slap you i’ the face, I daresay you’d be ready enough. It’s only when one ’ud have 

you do what’s plain common sense and good for yourself, as you’re obstinate th’ other way.” 

“Nay, dear Aunt,” said Dinah, smiling slightly as she went on with her work, “I’m sure your 

wish ’ud be a reason for me to do anything that I didn’t feel it was wrong to do.” 

“Wrong! You drive me past bearing. What is there wrong, I should like to know, i’ staying 

along wi’ your own friends, as are th’ happier for having you with ’em an’ are willing to provide 

for you, even if your work didn’t more nor pay ’em for the bit o’ sparrow’s victual y’ eat and the 

bit o’ rag you put on? An’ who is it, I should like to know, as you’re bound t’ help and comfort i’ 

the world more nor your own flesh and blood—an’ me th’ only aunt you’ve got above-ground, 



an’ am brought to the brink o’ the grave welly every winter as comes, an’ there’s the child as sits 

beside you ’ull break her little heart when you go, an’ the grandfather not been dead a 

twelvemonth, an’ your uncle ’ull miss you so as never was—a-lighting his pipe an’ waiting on 

him, an’ now I can trust you wi’ the butter, an’ have had all the trouble o’ teaching you, and 

there’s all the sewing to be done, an’ I must have a strange gell out o’ Treddles’on to do it—an’ 

all because you must go back to that bare heap o’ stones as the very crows fly over an’ won’t 

stop at.” 

“Dear Aunt Rachel,” said Dinah, looking up in Mrs. Poyser’s face, “it’s your kindness makes 

you say I’m useful to you. You don’t really want me now, for Nancy and Molly are clever at 

their work, and you’re in good health now, by the blessing of God, and my uncle is of a cheerful 

countenance again, and you have neighbours and friends not a few—some of them come to sit 

with my uncle almost daily. Indeed, you will not miss me; and at Snowfield there are brethren 

and sisters in great need, who have none of those comforts you have around you. I feel that I am 

called back to those amongst whom my lot was first cast. I feel drawn again towards the hills 

where I used to be blessed in carrying the word of life to the sinful and desolate.” 

“You feel! Yes,” said Mrs. Poyser, returning from a parenthetic glance at the cows, “that’s 

allays the reason I’m to sit down wi’, when you’ve a mind to do anything contrairy. What do you 

want to be preaching for more than you’re preaching now? Don’t you go off, the Lord knows 

where, every Sunday a-preaching and praying? An’ haven’t you got Methodists enow at 

Treddles’on to go and look at, if church-folks’s faces are too handsome to please you? An’ isn’t 

there them i’ this parish as you’ve got under hand, and they’re like enough to make friends wi’ 

Old Harry again as soon as your back’s turned? There’s that Bessy Cranage—she’ll be flaunting 

i’ new finery three weeks after you’re gone, I’ll be bound. She’ll no more go on in her new ways 

without you than a dog ’ull stand on its hind-legs when there’s nobody looking. But I suppose it 

doesna matter so much about folks’s souls i’ this country, else you’d be for staying with your 

own aunt, for she’s none so good but what you might help her to be better.” 

There was a certain something in Mrs. Poyser’s voice just then, which she did not wish to be 

noticed, so she turned round hastily to look at the clock, and said: “See there! It’s tea-time; an’ if 

Martin’s i’ the rick-yard, he’ll like a cup. Here, Totty, my chicken, let mother put your bonnet 

on, and then you go out into the rick-yard and see if Father’s there, and tell him he mustn’t go 

away again without coming t’ have a cup o’ tea; and tell your brothers to come in too.” 

Totty trotted off in her flapping bonnet, while Mrs. Poyser set out the bright oak table and 

reached down the tea-cups. 

“You talk o’ them gells Nancy and Molly being clever i’ their work,” she began again; “it’s 

fine talking. They’re all the same, clever or stupid—one can’t trust ’em out o’ one’s sight a 

minute. They want somebody’s eye on ’em constant if they’re to be kept to their work. An’ 

suppose I’m ill again this winter, as I was the winter before last? Who’s to look after ’em then, if 

you’re gone? An’ there’s that blessed child—something’s sure t’ happen to her—they’ll let her 

tumble into the fire, or get at the kettle wi’ the boiling lard in’t, or some mischief as ’ull lame her 

for life; an’ it’ll be all your fault, Dinah.” 

“Aunt,” said Dinah, “I promise to come back to you in the winter if you’re ill. Don’t think I 

will ever stay away from you if you’re in real want of me. But, indeed, it is needful for my own 



soul that I should go away from this life of ease and luxury in which I have all things too richly 

to enjoy—at least that I should go away for a short space. No one can know but myself what are 

my inward needs, and the besetments I am most in danger from. Your wish for me to stay is not a 

call of duty which I refuse to hearken to because it is against my own desires; it is a temptation 

that I must resist, lest the love of the creature should become like a mist in my soul shutting out 

the heavenly light.” 

“It passes my cunning to know what you mean by ease and luxury,” said Mrs. Poyser, as she 

cut the bread and butter. “It’s true there’s good victual enough about you, as nobody shall ever 

say I don’t provide enough and to spare, but if there’s ever a bit o’ odds an’ ends as nobody else 

’ud eat, you’re sure to pick it out... but look there! There’s Adam Bede a-carrying the little un in. 

I wonder how it is he’s come so early.” 

Mrs. Poyser hastened to the door for the pleasure of looking at her darling in a new position, 

with love in her eyes but reproof on her tongue. 

“Oh for shame, Totty! Little gells o’ five year old should be ashamed to be carried. Why, 

Adam, she’ll break your arm, such a big gell as that; set her down—for shame!” 

“Nay, nay,” said Adam, “I can lift her with my hand—I’ve no need to take my arm to it.” 

Totty, looking as serenely unconscious of remark as a fat white puppy, was set down at the 

door-place, and the mother enforced her reproof with a shower of kisses. 

“You’re surprised to see me at this hour o’ the day,” said Adam. 

“Yes, but come in,” said Mrs. Poyser, making way for him; “there’s no bad news, I hope?” 

“No, nothing bad,” Adam answered, as he went up to Dinah and put out his hand to her. She 

had laid down her work and stood up, instinctively, as he approached her. A faint blush died 

away from her pale cheek as she put her hand in his and looked up at him timidly. 

“It’s an errand to you brought me, Dinah,” said Adam, apparently unconscious that he was 

holding her hand all the while; “mother’s a bit ailing, and she’s set her heart on your coming to 

stay the night with her, if you’ll be so kind. I told her I’d call and ask you as I came from the 

village. She overworks herself, and I can’t persuade her to have a little girl t’ help her. I don’t 

know what’s to be done.” 

Adam released Dinah’s hand as he ceased speaking, and was expecting an answer, but before 

she had opened her lips Mrs. Poyser said, “Look there now! I told you there was folks enow t’ 

help i’ this parish, wi’out going further off. There’s Mrs. Bede getting as old and cas’alty as can 

be, and she won’t let anybody but you go a-nigh her hardly. The folks at Snowfield have learnt 

by this time to do better wi’out you nor she can.” 

“I’ll put my bonnet on and set off directly, if you don’t want anything done first, Aunt,” said 

Dinah, folding up her work. 

“Yes, I do want something done. I want you t’ have your tea, child; it’s all ready—and you’ll 

have a cup, Adam, if y’ arena in too big a hurry.” 



“Yes, I’ll have a cup, please; and then I’ll walk with Dinah. I’m going straight home, for I’ve 

got a lot o’ timber valuations to write out.” 

“Why, Adam, lad, are you here?” said Mr. Poyser, entering warm and coatless, with the two 

black-eyed boys behind him, still looking as much like him as two small elephants are like a 

large one. “How is it we’ve got sight o’ you so long before foddering-time?” 

“I came on an errand for Mother,” said Adam. “She’s got a touch of her old complaint, and she 

wants Dinah to go and stay with her a bit.” 

“Well, we’ll spare her for your mother a little while,” said Mr. Poyser. “But we wonna spare 

her for anybody else, on’y her husband.” 

“Husband!” said Marty, who was at the most prosaic and literal period of the boyish mind. 

“Why, Dinah hasn’t got a husband.” 

“Spare her?” said Mrs. Poyser, placing a seed-cake on the table and then seating herself to 

pour out the tea. “But we must spare her, it seems, and not for a husband neither, but for her own 

megrims. Tommy, what are you doing to your little sister’s doll? Making the child naughty, 

when she’d be good if you’d let her. You shanna have a morsel o’ cake if you behave so.” 

Tommy, with true brotherly sympathy, was amusing himself by turning Dolly’s skirt over her 

bald head and exhibiting her truncated body to the general scorn—an indignity which cut Totty 

to the heart. 

“What do you think Dinah’s been a-telling me since dinner-time?” Mrs. Poyser continued, 

looking at her husband. 

“Eh! I’m a poor un at guessing,” said Mr. Poyser. 

“Why, she means to go back to Snowfield again, and work i’ the mill, and starve herself, as 

she used to do, like a creatur as has got no friends.” 

Mr. Poyser did not readily find words to express his unpleasant astonishment; he only looked 

from his wife to Dinah, who had now seated herself beside Totty, as a bulwark against brotherly 

playfulness, and was busying herself with the children’s tea. If he had been given to making 

general reflections, it would have occurred to him that there was certainly a change come over 

Dinah, for she never used to change colour; but, as it was, he merely observed that her face was 

flushed at that moment. Mr. Poyser thought she looked the prettier for it: it was a flush no deeper 

than the petal of a monthly rose. Perhaps it came because her uncle was looking at her so fixedly; 

but there is no knowing, for just then Adam was saying, with quiet surprise, “Why, I hoped 

Dinah was settled among us for life. I thought she’d given up the notion o’ going back to her old 

country.” 

“Thought! Yes,” said Mrs. Poyser, “and so would anybody else ha’ thought, as had got their 

right end up’ards. But I suppose you must be a Methodist to know what a Methodist ’ull do. It’s 

ill guessing what the bats are flying after.” 



“Why, what have we done to you. Dinah, as you must go away from us?” said Mr. Poyser, still 

pausing over his tea-cup. “It’s like breaking your word, welly, for your aunt never had no 

thought but you’d make this your home.” 

“Nay, Uncle,” said Dinah, trying to be quite calm. “When I first came, I said it was only for a 

time, as long as I could be of any comfort to my aunt.” 

“Well, an’ who said you’d ever left off being a comfort to me?” said Mrs. Poyser. “If you 

didna mean to stay wi’ me, you’d better never ha’ come. Them as ha’ never had a cushion don’t 

miss it.” 

“Nay, nay,” said Mr. Poyser, who objected to exaggerated views. “Thee mustna say so; we 

should ha’ been ill off wi’out her, Lady day was a twelvemont’. We mun be thankful for that, 

whether she stays or no. But I canna think what she mun leave a good home for, to go back int’ a 

country where the land, most on’t, isna worth ten shillings an acre, rent and profits.” 

“Why, that’s just the reason she wants to go, as fur as she can give a reason,” said Mrs. Poyser. 

“She says this country’s too comfortable, an’ there’s too much t’ eat, an’ folks arena miserable 

enough. And she’s going next week. I canna turn her, say what I will. It’s allays the way wi’ 

them meek-faced people; you may’s well pelt a bag o’ feathers as talk to ’em. But I say it isna 

religion, to be so obstinate—is it now, Adam?” 

Adam saw that Dinah was more disturbed than he had ever seen her by any matter relating to 

herself, and, anxious to relieve her, if possible, he said, looking at her affectionately, “Nay, I 

can’t find fault with anything Dinah does. I believe her thoughts are better than our guesses, let 

’em be what they may. I should ha’ been thankful for her to stay among us, but if she thinks well 

to go, I wouldn’t cross her, or make it hard to her by objecting. We owe her something different 

to that.” 

As it often happens, the words intended to relieve her were just too much for Dinah’s 

susceptible feelings at this moment. The tears came into the grey eyes too fast to be hidden and 

she got up hurriedly, meaning it to be understood that she was going to put on her bonnet. 

“Mother, what’s Dinah crying for?” said Totty. “She isn’t a naughty dell.” 

“Thee’st gone a bit too fur,” said Mr. Poyser. “We’ve no right t’ interfere with her doing as she 

likes. An’ thee’dst be as angry as could be wi’ me, if I said a word against anything she did.” 

“Because you’d very like be finding fault wi’out reason,” said Mrs. Poyser. “But there’s 

reason i’ what I say, else I shouldna say it. It’s easy talking for them as can’t love her so well as 

her own aunt does. An’ me got so used to her! I shall feel as uneasy as a new sheared sheep when 

she’s gone from me. An’ to think of her leaving a parish where she’s so looked on. There’s Mr. 

Irwine makes as much of her as if she was a lady, for all her being a Methodist, an’ wi’ that 

maggot o’ preaching in her head—God forgi’e me if I’m i’ the wrong to call it so.” 

“Aye,” said Mr. Poyser, looking jocose; “but thee dostna tell Adam what he said to thee about 

it one day. The missis was saying, Adam, as the preaching was the only fault to be found wi’ 

Dinah, and Mr. Irwine says, ‘But you mustn’t find fault with her for that, Mrs. Poyser; you forget 

she’s got no husband to preach to. I’ll answer for it, you give Poyser many a good sermon.’ The 



parson had thee there,” Mr. Poyser added, laughing unctuously. “I told Bartle Massey on it, an’ 

he laughed too.” 

“Yes, it’s a small joke sets men laughing when they sit a-staring at one another with a pipe i’ 

their mouths,” said Mrs. Poyser. “Give Bartle Massey his way and he’d have all the sharpness to 

himself. If the chaff-cutter had the making of us, we should all be straw, I reckon. Totty, my 

chicken, go upstairs to cousin Dinah, and see what she’s doing, and give her a pretty kiss.” 

This errand was devised for Totty as a means of checking certain threatening symptoms about 

the corners of the mouth; for Tommy, no longer expectant of cake, was lifting up his eyelids with 

his forefingers and turning his eyeballs towards Totty in a way that she felt to be disagreeably 

personal. 

“You’re rare and busy now—eh, Adam?” said Mr. Poyser. “Burge’s getting so bad wi’ his 

asthmy, it’s well if he’ll ever do much riding about again.” 

“Yes, we’ve got a pretty bit o’ building on hand now,” said Adam, “what with the repairs on 

th’ estate, and the new houses at Treddles’on.” 

“I’ll bet a penny that new house Burge is building on his own bit o’ land is for him and Mary 

to go to,” said Mr. Poyser. “He’ll be for laying by business soon, I’ll warrant, and be wanting 

you to take to it all and pay him so much by th’ ’ear. We shall see you living on th’ hill before 

another twelvemont’s over.” 

“Well,” said Adam, “I should like t’ have the business in my own hands. It isn’t as I mind 

much about getting any more money. We’ve enough and to spare now, with only our two selves 

and mother; but I should like t’ have my own way about things—I could try plans then, as I can’t 

do now.” 

“You get on pretty well wi’ the new steward, I reckon?” said Mr. Poyser. 

“Yes, yes; he’s a sensible man enough; understands farming—he’s carrying on the draining, 

and all that, capital. You must go some day towards the Stonyshire side and see what alterations 

they’re making. But he’s got no notion about buildings. You can so seldom get hold of a man as 

can turn his brains to more nor one thing; it’s just as if they wore blinkers like th’ horses and 

could see nothing o’ one side of ’em. Now, there’s Mr. Irwine has got notions o’ building more 

nor most architects; for as for th’ architects, they set up to be fine fellows, but the most of ’em 

don’t know where to set a chimney so as it shan’t be quarrelling with a door. My notion is, a 

practical builder that’s got a bit o’ taste makes the best architect for common things; and I’ve ten 

times the pleasure i’ seeing after the work when I’ve made the plan myself.” 

Mr. Poyser listened with an admiring interest to Adam’s discourse on building, but perhaps it 

suggested to him that the building of his corn-rick had been proceeding a little too long without 

the control of the master’s eye, for when Adam had done speaking, he got up and said, “Well, 

lad, I’ll bid you good-bye now, for I’m off to the rick-yard again.” 

Adam rose too, for he saw Dinah entering, with her bonnet on and a little basket in her hand, 

preceded by Totty. 



“You’re ready, I see, Dinah,” Adam said; “so we’ll set off, for the sooner I’m at home the 

better.” 

“Mother,” said Totty, with her treble pipe, “Dinah was saying her prayers and crying ever so.” 

“Hush, hush,” said the mother, “little gells mustn’t chatter.” 

Whereupon the father, shaking with silent laughter, set Totty on the white deal table and 

desired her to kiss him. Mr. and Mrs. Poyser, you perceive, had no correct principles of 

education. 

“Come back to-morrow if Mrs. Bede doesn’t want you, Dinah,” said Mrs. Poyser: “but you 

can stay, you know, if she’s ill.” 

So, when the good-byes had been said, Dinah and Adam left the Hall Farm together. 

  



Chapter L In the Cottage 

Adam did not ask Dinah to take his arm when they got out into the lane. He had never yet done 

so, often as they had walked together, for he had observed that she never walked arm-in-arm 

with Seth, and he thought, perhaps, that kind of support was not agreeable to her. So they walked 

apart, though side by side, and the close poke of her little black bonnet hid her face from him. 

“You can’t be happy, then, to make the Hall Farm your home, Dinah?” Adam said, with the 

quiet interest of a brother, who has no anxiety for himself in the matter. “It’s a pity, seeing 

they’re so fond of you.” 

“You know, Adam, my heart is as their heart, so far as love for them and care for their welfare 

goes, but they are in no present need. Their sorrows are healed, and I feel that I am called back to 

my old work, in which I found a blessing that I have missed of late in the midst of too abundant 

worldly good. I know it is a vain thought to flee from the work that God appoints us, for the sake 

of finding a greater blessing to our own souls, as if we could choose for ourselves where we shall 

find the fulness of the Divine Presence, instead of seeking it where alone it is to be found, in 

loving obedience. But now, I believe, I have a clear showing that my work lies elsewhere—at 

least for a time. In the years to come, if my aunt’s health should fail, or she should otherwise 

need me, I shall return.” 

“You know best, Dinah,” said Adam. “I don’t believe you’d go against the wishes of them that 

love you, and are akin to you, without a good and sufficient reason in your own conscience. I’ve 

no right to say anything about my being sorry: you know well enough what cause I have to put 

you above every other friend I’ve got; and if it had been ordered so that you could ha’ been my 

sister, and lived with us all our lives, I should ha’ counted it the greatest blessing as could happen 

to us now. But Seth tells me there’s no hope o’ that: your feelings are different, and perhaps I’m 

taking too much upon me to speak about it.” 

Dinah made no answer, and they walked on in silence for some yards, till they came to the 

stone stile, where, as Adam had passed through first and turned round to give her his hand while 

she mounted the unusually high step, she could not prevent him from seeing her face. It struck 

him with surprise, for the grey eyes, usually so mild and grave, had the bright uneasy glance 

which accompanies suppressed agitation, and the slight flush in her cheeks, with which she had 

come downstairs, was heightened to a deep rose-colour. She looked as if she were only sister to 

Dinah. Adam was silent with surprise and conjecture for some moments, and then he said, “I 

hope I’ve not hurt or displeased you by what I’ve said, Dinah. Perhaps I was making too free. 

I’ve no wish different from what you see to be best, and I’m satisfied for you to live thirty mile 

off, if you think it right. I shall think of you just as much as I do now, for you’re bound up with 

what I can no more help remembering than I can help my heart beating.” 

Poor Adam! Thus do men blunder. Dinah made no answer, but she presently said, “Have you 

heard any news from that poor young man, since we last spoke of him?” 

Dinah always called Arthur so; she had never lost the image of him as she had seen him in the 

prison. 



“Yes,” said Adam. “Mr. Irwine read me part of a letter from him yesterday. It’s pretty certain, 

they say, that there’ll be a peace soon, though nobody believes it’ll last long; but he says he 

doesn’t mean to come home. He’s no heart for it yet, and it’s better for others that he should keep 

away. Mr. Irwine thinks he’s in the right not to come. It’s a sorrowful letter. He asks about you 

and the Poysers, as he always does. There’s one thing in the letter cut me a good deal: ‘You can’t 

think what an old fellow I feel,’ he says; ‘I make no schemes now. I’m the best when I’ve a good 

day’s march or fighting before me.’” 

“He’s of a rash, warm-hearted nature, like Esau, for whom I have always felt great pity,” said 

Dinah. “That meeting between the brothers, where Esau is so loving and generous, and Jacob so 

timid and distrustful, notwithstanding his sense of the Divine favour, has always touched me 

greatly. Truly, I have been tempted sometimes to say that Jacob was of a mean spirit. But that is 

our trial: we must learn to see the good in the midst of much that is unlovely.” 

“Ah,” said Adam, “I like to read about Moses best, in th’ Old Testament. He carried a hard 

business well through, and died when other folks were going to reap the fruits. A man must have 

courage to look at his life so, and think what’ll come of it after he’s dead and gone. A good solid 

bit o’ work lasts: if it’s only laying a floor down, somebody’s the better for it being done well, 

besides the man as does it.” 

They were both glad to talk of subjects that were not personal, and in this way they went on till 

they passed the bridge across the Willow Brook, when Adam turned round and said, “Ah, here’s 

Seth. I thought he’d be home soon. Does he know of you’re going, Dinah?” 

“Yes, I told him last Sabbath.” 

Adam remembered now that Seth had come home much depressed on Sunday evening, a 

circumstance which had been very unusual with him of late, for the happiness he had in seeing 

Dinah every week seemed long to have outweighed the pain of knowing she would never marry 

him. This evening he had his habitual air of dreamy benignant contentment, until he came quite 

close to Dinah and saw the traces of tears on her delicate eyelids and eyelashes. He gave one 

rapid glance at his brother, but Adam was evidently quite outside the current of emotion that had 

shaken Dinah: he wore his everyday look of unexpectant calm. Seth tried not to let Dinah see 

that he had noticed her face, and only said, “I’m thankful you’re come, Dinah, for Mother’s been 

hungering after the sight of you all day. She began to talk of you the first thing in the morning.” 

When they entered the cottage, Lisbeth was seated in her arm-chair, too tired with setting out 

the evening meal, a task she always performed a long time beforehand, to go and meet them at 

the door as usual, when she heard the approaching footsteps. 

“Coom, child, thee’t coom at last,” she said, when Dinah went towards her. “What dost mane 

by lavin’ me a week an’ ne’er coomin’ a-nigh me?” 

“Dear friend,” said Dinah, taking her hand, “you’re not well. If I’d known it sooner, I’d have 

come.” 

“An’ how’s thee t’ know if thee dostna coom? Th’ lads on’y know what I tell ’em. As long as 

ye can stir hand and foot the men think ye’re hearty. But I’m none so bad, on’y a bit of a cold 

sets me achin’. An’ th’ lads tease me so t’ ha’ somebody wi’ me t’ do the work—they make me 



ache worse wi’ talkin’. If thee’dst come and stay wi’ me, they’d let me alone. The Poysers canna 

want thee so bad as I do. But take thy bonnet off, an’ let me look at thee.” 

Dinah was moving away, but Lisbeth held her fast, while she was taking off her bonnet, and 

looked at her face as one looks into a newly gathered snowdrop, to renew the old impressions of 

purity and gentleness. 

“What’s the matter wi’ thee?” said Lisbeth, in astonishment; “thee’st been a-cryin’.” 

“It’s only a grief that’ll pass away,” said Dinah, who did not wish just now to call forth 

Lisbeth’s remonstrances by disclosing her intention to leave Hayslope. “You shall know about it 

shortly—we’ll talk of it to-night. I shall stay with you to-night.” 

Lisbeth was pacified by this prospect. And she had the whole evening to talk with Dinah 

alone; for there was a new room in the cottage, you remember, built nearly two years ago, in the 

expectation of a new inmate; and here Adam always sat when he had writing to do or plans to 

make. Seth sat there too this evening, for he knew his mother would like to have Dinah all to 

herself. 

There were two pretty pictures on the two sides of the wall in the cottage. On one side there 

was the broad-shouldered, large-featured, hardy old woman, in her blue jacket and buff kerchief, 

with her dim-eyed anxious looks turned continually on the lily face and the slight form in the 

black dress that were either moving lightly about in helpful activity, or seated close by the old 

woman’s arm-chair, holding her withered hand, with eyes lifted up towards her to speak a 

language which Lisbeth understood far better than the Bible or the hymn-book. She would 

scarcely listen to reading at all to-night. “Nay, nay, shut the book,” she said. “We mun talk. I 

want t’ know what thee was cryin’ about. Hast got troubles o’ thy own, like other folks?” 

On the other side of the wall there were the two brothers so like each other in the midst of their 

unlikeness: Adam with knit brows, shaggy hair, and dark vigorous colour, absorbed in his 

“figuring”; Seth, with large rugged features, the close copy of his brother’s, but with thin, wavy, 

brown hair and blue dreamy eyes, as often as not looking vaguely out of the window instead of at 

his book, although it was a newly bought book—Wesley’s abridgment of Madame Guyon’s life, 

which was full of wonder and interest for him. Seth had said to Adam, “Can I help thee with 

anything in here to-night? I don’t want to make a noise in the shop.” 

“No, lad,” Adam answered, “there’s nothing but what I must do myself. Thee’st got thy new 

book to read.” 

And often, when Seth was quite unconscious, Adam, as he paused after drawing a line with his 

ruler, looked at his brother with a kind smile dawning in his eyes. He knew “th’ lad liked to sit 

full o’ thoughts he could give no account of; they’d never come t’ anything, but they made him 

happy,” and in the last year or so, Adam had been getting more and more indulgent to Seth. It 

was part of that growing tenderness which came from the sorrow at work within him. 

For Adam, though you see him quite master of himself, working hard and delighting in his 

work after his inborn inalienable nature, had not outlived his sorrow—had not felt it slip from 

him as a temporary burden, and leave him the same man again. Do any of us? God forbid. It 

would be a poor result of all our anguish and our wrestling if we won nothing but our old selves 



at the end of it—if we could return to the same blind loves, the same self-confident blame, the 

same light thoughts of human suffering, the same frivolous gossip over blighted human lives, the 

same feeble sense of that Unknown towards which we have sent forth irrepressible cries in our 

loneliness. Let us rather be thankful that our sorrow lives in us as an indestructible force, only 

changing its form, as forces do, and passing from pain into sympathy—the one poor word which 

includes all our best insight and our best love. Not that this transformation of pain into sympathy 

had completely taken place in Adam yet. There was still a great remnant of pain, and this he felt 

would subsist as long as her pain was not a memory, but an existing thing, which he must think 

of as renewed with the light of every new morning. But we get accustomed to mental as well as 

bodily pain, without, for all that, losing our sensibility to it. It becomes a habit of our lives, and 

we cease to imagine a condition of perfect ease as possible for us. Desire is chastened into 

submission, and we are contented with our day when we have been able to bear our grief in 

silence and act as if we were not suffering. For it is at such periods that the sense of our lives 

having visible and invisible relations, beyond any of which either our present or prospective self 

is the centre, grows like a muscle that we are obliged to lean on and exert. 

That was Adam’s state of mind in this second autumn of his sorrow. His work, as you know, 

had always been part of his religion, and from very early days he saw clearly that good carpentry 

was God’s will—was that form of God’s will that most immediately concerned him. But now 

there was no margin of dreams for him beyond this daylight reality, no holiday-time in the 

working-day world, no moment in the distance when duty would take off her iron glove and 

breast-plate and clasp him gently into rest. He conceived no picture of the future but one made 

up of hard-working days such as he lived through, with growing contentment and intensity of 

interest, every fresh week. Love, he thought, could never be anything to him but a living 

memory—a limb lopped off, but not gone from consciousness. He did not know that the power 

of loving was all the while gaining new force within him; that the new sensibilities bought by a 

deep experience were so many new fibres by which it was possible, nay, necessary to him, that 

his nature should intertwine with another. Yet he was aware that common affection and 

friendship were more precious to him than they used to be—that he clung more to his mother and 

Seth, and had an unspeakable satisfaction in the sight or imagination of any small addition to 

their happiness. The Poysers, too—hardly three or four days passed but he felt the need of seeing 

them and interchanging words and looks of friendliness with them. He would have felt this, 

probably, even if Dinah had not been with them, but he had only said the simplest truth in telling 

Dinah that he put her above all other friends in the world. Could anything be more natural? For 

in the darkest moments of memory the thought of her always came as the first ray of returning 

comfort. The early days of gloom at the Hall Farm had been gradually turned into soft moonlight 

by her presence; and in the cottage, too, for she had come at every spare moment to soothe and 

cheer poor Lisbeth, who had been stricken with a fear that subdued even her querulousness at the 

sight of her darling Adam’s grief-worn face. He had become used to watching her light quiet 

movements, her pretty loving ways to the children, when he went to the Hall Farm; to listen for 

her voice as for a recurrent music; to think everything she said and did was just right, and could 

not have been better. In spite of his wisdom, he could not find fault with her for her 

overindulgence of the children, who had managed to convert Dinah the preacher, before whom a 

circle of rough men had often trembled a little, into a convenient household slave—though Dinah 

herself was rather ashamed of this weakness, and had some inward conflict as to her departure 

from the precepts of Solomon. Yes, there was one thing that might have been better; she might 

have loved Seth and consented to marry him. He felt a little vexed, for his brother’s sake, and he 



could not help thinking regretfully how Dinah, as Seth’s wife, would have made their home as 

happy as it could be for them all—how she was the one being that would have soothed their 

mother’s last days into peacefulness and rest. 

“It’s wonderful she doesn’t love th’ lad,” Adam had said sometimes to himself, “for anybody 

’ud think he was just cut out for her. But her heart’s so taken up with other things. She’s one o’ 

those women that feel no drawing towards having a husband and children o’ their own. She 

thinks she should be filled up with her own life then, and she’s been used so to living in other 

folks’s cares, she can’t bear the thought of her heart being shut up from ’em. I see how it is, well 

enough. She’s cut out o’ different stuff from most women: I saw that long ago. She’s never easy 

but when she’s helping somebody, and marriage ’ud interfere with her ways—that’s true. I’ve no 

right to be contriving and thinking it ’ud be better if she’d have Seth, as if I was wiser than she 

is—or than God either, for He made her what she is, and that’s one o’ the greatest blessings I’ve 

ever had from His hands, and others besides me.” 

This self-reproof had recurred strongly to Adam’s mind when he gathered from Dinah’s face 

that he had wounded her by referring to his wish that she had accepted Seth, and so he had 

endeavoured to put into the strongest words his confidence in her decision as right—his 

resignation even to her going away from them and ceasing to make part of their life otherwise 

than by living in their thoughts, if that separation were chosen by herself. He felt sure she knew 

quite well enough how much he cared to see her continually—to talk to her with the silent 

consciousness of a mutual great remembrance. It was not possible she should hear anything but 

self-renouncing affection and respect in his assurance that he was contented for her to go away; 

and yet there remained an uneasy feeling in his mind that he had not said quite the right thing—

that, somehow, Dinah had not understood him. 

Dinah must have risen a little before the sun the next morning, for she was downstairs about 

five o’clock. So was Seth, for, through Lisbeth’s obstinate refusal to have any woman-helper in 

the house, he had learned to make himself, as Adam said, “very handy in the housework,” that he 

might save his mother from too great weariness; on which ground I hope you will not think him 

unmanly, any more than you can have thought the gallant Colonel Bath unmanly when he made 

the gruel for his invalid sister. Adam, who had sat up late at his writing, was still asleep, and was 

not likely, Seth said, to be down till breakfast-time. Often as Dinah had visited Lisbeth during 

the last eighteen months, she had never slept in the cottage since that night after Thias’s death, 

when, you remember, Lisbeth praised her deft movements and even gave a modified approval to 

her porridge. But in that long interval Dinah had made great advances in household cleverness, 

and this morning, since Seth was there to help, she was bent on bringing everything to a pitch of 

cleanliness and order that would have satisfied her Aunt Poyser. The cottage was far from that 

standard at present, for Lisbeth’s rheumatism had forced her to give up her old habits of 

dilettante scouring and polishing. When the kitchen was to her mind, Dinah went into the new 

room, where Adam had been writing the night before, to see what sweeping and dusting were 

needed there. She opened the window and let in the fresh morning air, and the smell of the 

sweet-brier, and the bright low-slanting rays of the early sun, which made a glory about her pale 

face and pale auburn hair as she held the long brush, and swept, singing to herself in a very low 

tone—like a sweet summer murmur that you have to listen for very closely—one of Charles 

Wesley’s hymns: 

Eternal Beam of Light Divine, 



    Fountain of unexhausted love, 

In whom the Father’s glories shine, 

    Through earth beneath and heaven above; 

 

Jesus! the weary wanderer’s rest, 

    Give me thy easy yoke to bear; 

With steadfast patience arm my breast, 

    With spotless love and holy fear. 

 

Speak to my warring passions, “Peace!” 

    Say to my trembling heart, “Be still!” 

Thy power my strength and fortress is, 

    For all things serve thy sovereign will. 

She laid by the brush and took up the duster; and if you had ever lived in Mrs. Poyser’s 

household, you would know how the duster behaved in Dinah’s hand—how it went into every 

small corner, and on every ledge in and out of sight—how it went again and again round every 

bar of the chairs, and every leg, and under and over everything that lay on the table, till it came 

to Adam’s papers and rulers and the open desk near them. Dinah dusted up to the very edge of 

these and then hesitated, looking at them with a longing but timid eye. It was painful to see how 

much dust there was among them. As she was looking in this way, she heard Seth’s step just 

outside the open door, towards which her back was turned, and said, raising her clear treble, 

“Seth, is your brother wrathful when his papers are stirred?” 

“Yes, very, when they are not put back in the right places,” said a deep strong voice, not 

Seth’s. 

It was as if Dinah had put her hands unawares on a vibrating chord. She was shaken with an 

intense thrill, and for the instant felt nothing else; then she knew her cheeks were glowing, and 

dared not look round, but stood still, distressed because she could not say good-morning in a 

friendly way. Adam, finding that she did not look round so as to see the smile on his face, was 

afraid she had thought him serious about his wrathfulness, and went up to her, so that she was 

obliged to look at him. 

“What! You think I’m a cross fellow at home, Dinah?” he said, smilingly. 

“Nay,” said Dinah, looking up with timid eyes, “not so. But you might be put about by finding 

things meddled with; and even the man Moses, the meekest of men, was wrathful sometimes.” 



“Come, then,” said Adam, looking at her affectionately, “I’ll help you move the things, and 

put ’em back again, and then they can’t get wrong. You’re getting to be your aunt’s own niece, I 

see, for particularness.” 

They began their little task together, but Dinah had not recovered herself sufficiently to think 

of any remark, and Adam looked at her uneasily. Dinah, he thought, had seemed to disapprove 

him somehow lately; she had not been so kind and open to him as she used to be. He wanted her 

to look at him, and be as pleased as he was himself with doing this bit of playful work. But 

Dinah did not look at him—it was easy for her to avoid looking at the tall man—and when at last 

there was no more dusting to be done and no further excuse for him to linger near her, he could 

bear it no longer, and said, in rather a pleading tone, “Dinah, you’re not displeased with me for 

anything, are you? I’ve not said or done anything to make you think ill of me?” 

The question surprised her, and relieved her by giving a new course to her feeling. She looked 

up at him now, quite earnestly, almost with the tears coming, and said, “Oh, no, Adam! how 

could you think so?” 

“I couldn’t bear you not to feel as much a friend to me as I do to you,” said Adam. “And you 

don’t know the value I set on the very thought of you, Dinah. That was what I meant yesterday, 

when I said I’d be content for you to go, if you thought right. I meant, the thought of you was 

worth so much to me, I should feel I ought to be thankful, and not grumble, if you see right to go 

away. You know I do mind parting with you, Dinah?” 

“Yes, dear friend,” said Dinah, trembling, but trying to speak calmly, “I know you have a 

brother’s heart towards me, and we shall often be with one another in spirit; but at this season I 

am in heaviness through manifold temptations. You must not mark me. I feel called to leave my 

kindred for a while; but it is a trial—the flesh is weak.” 

Adam saw that it pained her to be obliged to answer. 

“I hurt you by talking about it, Dinah,” he said. “I’ll say no more. Let’s see if Seth’s ready 

with breakfast now.” 

That is a simple scene, reader. But it is almost certain that you, too, have been in love—

perhaps, even, more than once, though you may not choose to say so to all your feminine friends. 

If so, you will no more think the slight words, the timid looks, the tremulous touches, by which 

two human souls approach each other gradually, like two little quivering rain-streams, before 

they mingle into one—you will no more think these things trivial than you will think the first-

detected signs of coming spring trivial, though they be but a faint indescribable something in the 

air and in the song of the birds, and the tiniest perceptible budding on the hedge-row branches. 

Those slight words and looks and touches are part of the soul’s language; and the finest 

language, I believe, is chiefly made up of unimposing words, such as “light,” “sound,” “stars,” 

“music”—words really not worth looking at, or hearing, in themselves, any more than “chips” or 

“sawdust.” It is only that they happen to be the signs of something unspeakably great and 

beautiful. I am of opinion that love is a great and beautiful thing too, and if you agree with me, 

the smallest signs of it will not be chips and sawdust to you: they will rather be like those little 

words, “light” and “music,” stirring the long-winding fibres of your memory and enriching your 

present with your most precious past. 



  



Chapter LI Sunday Morning 

Lisbeth’s touch of rheumatism could not be made to appear serious enough to detain Dinah 

another night from the Hall Farm, now she had made up her mind to leave her aunt so soon, and 

at evening the friends must part. “For a long while,” Dinah had said, for she had told Lisbeth of 

her resolve. 

“Then it’ll be for all my life, an’ I shall ne’er see thee again,” said Lisbeth. “Long while! I’n 

got no long while t’ live. An’ I shall be took bad an’ die, an’ thee canst ne’er come a-nigh me, 

an’ I shall die a-longing for thee.” 

That had been the key-note of her wailing talk all day; for Adam was not in the house, and so 

she put no restraint on her complaining. She had tried poor Dinah by returning again and again to 

the question, why she must go away; and refusing to accept reasons, which seemed to her 

nothing but whim and “contrairiness”; and still more, by regretting that she “couldna’ ha’ one o’ 

the lads” and be her daughter. 

“Thee couldstna put up wi’ Seth,” she said. “He isna cliver enough for thee, happen, but he’d 

ha’ been very good t’ thee—he’s as handy as can be at doin’ things for me when I’m bad, an’ 

he’s as fond o’ the Bible an’ chappellin’ as thee art thysen. But happen, thee’dst like a husband 

better as isna just the cut o’ thysen: the runnin’ brook isna athirst for th’ rain. Adam ’ud ha’ done 

for thee—I know he would—an’ he might come t’ like thee well enough, if thee’dst stop. But 

he’s as stubborn as th’ iron bar—there’s no bending him no way but’s own. But he’d be a fine 

husband for anybody, be they who they will, so looked-on an’ so cliver as he is. And he’d be rare 

an’ lovin’: it does me good on’y a look o’ the lad’s eye when he means kind tow’rt me.” 

Dinah tried to escape from Lisbeth’s closest looks and questions by finding little tasks of 

housework that kept her moving about, and as soon as Seth came home in the evening she put on 

her bonnet to go. It touched Dinah keenly to say the last good-bye, and still more to look round 

on her way across the fields and see the old woman still standing at the door, gazing after her till 

she must have been the faintest speck in the dim aged eyes. “The God of love and peace be with 

them,” Dinah prayed, as she looked back from the last stile. “Make them glad according to the 

days wherein thou hast afflicted them, and the years wherein they have seen evil. It is thy will 

that I should part from them; let me have no will but thine.” 

Lisbeth turned into the house at last and sat down in the workshop near Seth, who was busying 

himself there with fitting some bits of turned wood he had brought from the village into a small 

work-box, which he meant to give to Dinah before she went away. 

“Thee’t see her again o’ Sunday afore she goes,” were her first words. “If thee wast good for 

anything, thee’dst make her come in again o’ Sunday night wi’ thee, and see me once more.” 

“Nay, Mother,” said Seth. “Dinah ’ud be sure to come again if she saw right to come. I should 

have no need to persuade her. She only thinks it ’ud be troubling thee for nought, just to come in 

to say good-bye over again.” 

“She’d ne’er go away, I know, if Adam ’ud be fond on her an’ marry her, but everything’s so 

contrairy,” said Lisbeth, with a burst of vexation. 



Seth paused a moment and looked up, with a slight blush, at his mother’s face. “What! Has she 

said anything o’ that sort to thee, Mother?” he said, in a lower tone. 

“Said? Nay, she’ll say nothin’. It’s on’y the men as have to wait till folks say things afore they 

find ’em out.” 

“Well, but what makes thee think so, Mother? What’s put it into thy head?” 

“It’s no matter what’s put it into my head. My head’s none so hollow as it must get in, an’ 

nought to put it there. I know she’s fond on him, as I know th’ wind’s comin’ in at the door, an’ 

that’s anoof. An’ he might be willin’ to marry her if he know’d she’s fond on him, but he’ll ne’er 

think on’t if somebody doesna put it into’s head.” 

His mother’s suggestion about Dinah’s feeling towards Adam was not quite a new thought to 

Seth, but her last words alarmed him, lest she should herself undertake to open Adam’s eyes. He 

was not sure about Dinah’s feeling, and he thought he was sure about Adam’s. 

“Nay, Mother, nay,” he said, earnestly, “thee mustna think o’ speaking o’ such things to 

Adam. Thee’st no right to say what Dinah’s feelings are if she hasna told thee, and it ’ud do 

nothing but mischief to say such things to Adam. He feels very grateful and affectionate toward 

Dinah, but he’s no thoughts towards her that ’ud incline him to make her his wife, and I don’t 

believe Dinah ’ud marry him either. I don’t think she’ll marry at all.” 

“Eh,” said Lisbeth, impatiently. “Thee think’st so ’cause she wouldna ha’ thee. She’ll ne’er 

marry thee; thee mightst as well like her t’ ha’ thy brother.” 

Seth was hurt. “Mother,” he said, in a remonstrating tone, “don’t think that of me. I should be 

as thankful t’ have her for a sister as thee wouldst t’ have her for a daughter. I’ve no more 

thoughts about myself in that thing, and I shall take it hard if ever thee say’st it again.” 

“Well, well, then thee shouldstna cross me wi’ sayin’ things arena as I say they are.” 

“But, Mother,” said Seth, “thee’dst be doing Dinah a wrong by telling Adam what thee 

think’st about her. It ’ud do nothing but mischief, for it ’ud make Adam uneasy if he doesna feel 

the same to her. And I’m pretty sure he feels nothing o’ the sort.” 

“Eh, donna tell me what thee’t sure on; thee know’st nought about it. What’s he allays goin’ to 

the Poysers’ for, if he didna want t’ see her? He goes twice where he used t’ go once. Happen he 

knowsna as he wants t’ see her; he knowsna as I put salt in’s broth, but he’d miss it pretty quick 

if it warna there. He’ll ne’er think o’ marrying if it isna put into’s head, an’ if thee’dst any love 

for thy mother, thee’dst put him up to’t an’ not let her go away out o’ my sight, when I might ha’ 

her to make a bit o’ comfort for me afore I go to bed to my old man under the white thorn.” 

“Nay, Mother,” said Seth, “thee mustna think me unkind, but I should be going against my 

conscience if I took upon me to say what Dinah’s feelings are. And besides that, I think I should 

give offence to Adam by speaking to him at all about marrying; and I counsel thee not to do’t. 

Thee may’st be quite deceived about Dinah. Nay, I’m pretty sure, by words she said to me last 

Sabbath, as she’s no mind to marry.” 



“Eh, thee’t as contrairy as the rest on ’em. If it war summat I didna want, it ’ud be done fast 

enough.” 

Lisbeth rose from the bench at this, and went out of the workshop, leaving Seth in much 

anxiety lest she should disturb Adam’s mind about Dinah. He consoled himself after a time with 

reflecting that, since Adam’s trouble, Lisbeth had been very timid about speaking to him on 

matters of feeling, and that she would hardly dare to approach this tenderest of all subjects. Even 

if she did, he hoped Adam would not take much notice of what she said. 

Seth was right in believing that Lisbeth would be held in restraint by timidity, and during the 

next three days, the intervals in which she had an opportunity of speaking to Adam were too rare 

and short to cause her any strong temptation. But in her long solitary hours she brooded over her 

regretful thoughts about Dinah, till they had grown very near that point of unmanageable 

strength when thoughts are apt to take wing out of their secret nest in a startling manner. And on 

Sunday morning, when Seth went away to chapel at Treddleston, the dangerous opportunity 

came. 

Sunday morning was the happiest time in all the week to Lisbeth, for as there was no service at 

Hayslope church till the afternoon, Adam was always at home, doing nothing but reading, an 

occupation in which she could venture to interrupt him. Moreover, she had always a better dinner 

than usual to prepare for her sons—very frequently for Adam and herself alone, Seth being often 

away the entire day—and the smell of the roast meat before the clear fire in the clean kitchen, the 

clock ticking in a peaceful Sunday manner, her darling Adam seated near her in his best clothes, 

doing nothing very important, so that she could go and stroke her hand across his hair if she 

liked, and see him look up at her and smile, while Gyp, rather jealous, poked his muzzle up 

between them—all these things made poor Lisbeth’s earthly paradise. 

The book Adam most often read on a Sunday morning was his large pictured Bible, and this 

morning it lay open before him on the round white deal table in the kitchen; for he sat there in 

spite of the fire, because he knew his mother liked to have him with her, and it was the only day 

in the week when he could indulge her in that way. You would have liked to see Adam reading 

his Bible. He never opened it on a weekday, and so he came to it as a holiday book, serving him 

for history, biography, and poetry. He held one hand thrust between his waistcoat buttons, and 

the other ready to turn the pages, and in the course of the morning you would have seen many 

changes in his face. Sometimes his lips moved in semi-articulation—it was when he came to a 

speech that he could fancy himself uttering, such as Samuel’s dying speech to the people; then 

his eyebrows would be raised, and the corners of his mouth would quiver a little with sad 

sympathy—something, perhaps old Isaac’s meeting with his son, touched him closely; at other 

times, over the New Testament, a very solemn look would come upon his face, and he would 

every now and then shake his head in serious assent, or just lift up his hand and let it fall again. 

And on some mornings, when he read in the Apocrypha, of which he was very fond, the son of 

Sirach’s keen-edged words would bring a delighted smile, though he also enjoyed the freedom of 

occasionally differing from an Apocryphal writer. For Adam knew the Articles quite well, as 

became a good churchman. 

Lisbeth, in the pauses of attending to her dinner, always sat opposite to him and watched him, 

till she could rest no longer without going up to him and giving him a caress, to call his attention 

to her. This morning he was reading the Gospel according to St. Matthew, and Lisbeth had been 



standing close by him for some minutes, stroking his hair, which was smoother than usual this 

morning, and looking down at the large page with silent wonderment at the mystery of letters. 

She was encouraged to continue this caress, because when she first went up to him, he had 

thrown himself back in his chair to look at her affectionately and say, “Why, Mother, thee 

look’st rare and hearty this morning. Eh, Gyp wants me t’ look at him. He can’t abide to think I 

love thee the best.” Lisbeth said nothing, because she wanted to say so many things. And now 

there was a new leaf to be turned over, and it was a picture—that of the angel seated on the great 

stone that has been rolled away from the sepulchre. This picture had one strong association in 

Lisbeth’s memory, for she had been reminded of it when she first saw Dinah, and Adam had no 

sooner turned the page, and lifted the book sideways that they might look at the angel, than she 

said, “That’s her—that’s Dinah.” 

Adam smiled, and, looking more intently at the angel’s face, said, 

“It is a bit like her; but Dinah’s prettier, I think.” 

“Well, then, if thee think’st her so pretty, why arn’t fond on her?” 

Adam looked up in surprise. “Why, Mother, dost think I don’t set store by Dinah?” 

“Nay,” said Lisbeth, frightened at her own courage, yet feeling that she had broken the ice, and 

the waters must flow, whatever mischief they might do. “What’s th’ use o’ settin’ store by things 

as are thirty mile off? If thee wast fond enough on her, thee wouldstna let her go away.” 

“But I’ve no right t’ hinder her, if she thinks well,” said Adam, looking at his book as if he 

wanted to go on reading. He foresaw a series of complaints tending to nothing. Lisbeth sat down 

again in the chair opposite to him, as she said: 

“But she wouldna think well if thee wastna so contrairy.” Lisbeth dared not venture beyond a 

vague phrase yet. 

“Contrairy, mother?” Adam said, looking up again in some anxiety. “What have I done? What 

dost mean?” 

“Why, thee’t never look at nothin’, nor think o’ nothin’, but thy figurin, an’ thy work,” said 

Lisbeth, half-crying. “An’ dost think thee canst go on so all thy life, as if thee wast a man cut out 

o’ timber? An’ what wut do when thy mother’s gone, an’ nobody to take care on thee as thee 

gett’st a bit o’ victual comfortable i’ the mornin’?” 

“What hast got i’ thy mind, Mother?” said Adam, vexed at this whimpering. “I canna see what 

thee’t driving at. Is there anything I could do for thee as I don’t do?” 

“Aye, an’ that there is. Thee might’st do as I should ha’ somebody wi’ me to comfort me a bit, 

an’ wait on me when I’m bad, an’ be good to me.” 

“Well, Mother, whose fault is it there isna some tidy body i’ th’ house t’ help thee? It isna by 

my wish as thee hast a stroke o’ work to do. We can afford it—I’ve told thee often enough. It ’ud 

be a deal better for us.” 



“Eh, what’s the use o’ talking o’ tidy bodies, when thee mean’st one o’ th’ wenches out o’ th’ 

village, or somebody from Treddles’on as I ne’er set eyes on i’ my life? I’d sooner make a shift 

an’ get into my own coffin afore I die, nor ha’ them folks to put me in.” 

Adam was silent, and tried to go on reading. That was the utmost severity he could show 

towards his mother on a Sunday morning. But Lisbeth had gone too far now to check herself, and 

after scarcely a minute’s quietness she began again. 

“Thee mightst know well enough who ’tis I’d like t’ ha’ wi’ me. It isna many folks I send for t’ 

come an’ see me. I reckon. An’ thee’st had the fetchin’ on her times enow.” 

“Thee mean’st Dinah, Mother, I know,” said Adam. “But it’s no use setting thy mind on what 

can’t be. If Dinah ’ud be willing to stay at Hayslope, it isn’t likely she can come away from her 

aunt’s house, where they hold her like a daughter, and where she’s more bound than she is to us. 

If it had been so that she could ha’ married Seth, that ’ud ha’ been a great blessing to us, but we 

can’t have things just as we like in this life. Thee must try and make up thy mind to do without 

her.” 

“Nay, but I canna ma’ up my mind, when she’s just cut out for thee; an’ nought shall ma’ me 

believe as God didna make her an’ send her there o’ purpose for thee. What’s it sinnify about her 

bein’ a Methody! It ’ud happen wear out on her wi’ marryin’.” 

Adam threw himself back in his chair and looked at his mother. He understood now what she 

had been aiming at from the beginning of the conversation. It was as unreasonable, impracticable 

a wish as she had ever urged, but he could not help being moved by so entirely new an idea. The 

chief point, however, was to chase away the notion from his mother’s mind as quickly as 

possible. 

“Mother,” he said, gravely, “thee’t talking wild. Don’t let me hear thee say such things again. 

It’s no good talking o’ what can never be. Dinah’s not for marrying; she’s fixed her heart on a 

different sort o’ life.” 

“Very like,” said Lisbeth, impatiently, “very like she’s none for marr’ing, when them as she’d 

be willin’ t’ marry wonna ax her. I shouldna ha’ been for marr’ing thy feyther if he’d ne’er axed 

me; an’ she’s as fond o’ thee as e’er I war o’ Thias, poor fellow.” 

The blood rushed to Adam’s face, and for a few moments he was not quite conscious where he 

was. His mother and the kitchen had vanished for him, and he saw nothing but Dinah’s face 

turned up towards his. It seemed as if there were a resurrection of his dead joy. But he woke up 

very speedily from that dream (the waking was chill and sad), for it would have been very 

foolish in him to believe his mother’s words—she could have no ground for them. He was 

prompted to express his disbelief very strongly—perhaps that he might call forth the proofs, if 

there were any to be offered. 

“What dost say such things for, Mother, when thee’st got no foundation for ’em? Thee know’st 

nothing as gives thee a right to say that.” 

“Then I knowna nought as gi’es me a right to say as the year’s turned, for all I feel it fust thing 

when I get up i’ th’ morning. She isna fond o’ Seth, I reckon, is she? She doesna want to marry 



him? But I can see as she doesna behave tow’rt thee as she daes tow’rt Seth. She makes no more 

o’ Seth’s coming a-nigh her nor if he war Gyp, but she’s all of a tremble when thee’t a-sittin’ 

down by her at breakfast an’ a-looking at her. Thee think’st thy mother knows nought, but she 

war alive afore thee wast born.” 

“But thee canstna be sure as the trembling means love?” said Adam anxiously. 

“Eh, what else should it mane? It isna hate, I reckon. An’ what should she do but love thee? 

Thee’t made to be loved—for where’s there a straighter cliverer man? An’ what’s it sinnify her 

bein’ a Methody? It’s on’y the marigold i’ th’ parridge.” 

Adam had thrust his hands in his pockets, and was looking down at the book on the table, 

without seeing any of the letters. He was trembling like a gold-seeker who sees the strong 

promise of gold but sees in the same moment a sickening vision of disappointment. He could not 

trust his mother’s insight; she had seen what she wished to see. And yet—and yet, now the 

suggestion had been made to him, he remembered so many things, very slight things, like the 

stirring of the water by an imperceptible breeze, which seemed to him some confirmation of his 

mother’s words. 

Lisbeth noticed that he was moved. She went on, “An’ thee’t find out as thee’t poorly aff when 

she’s gone. Thee’t fonder on her nor thee know’st. Thy eyes follow her about, welly as Gyp’s 

follow thee.” 

Adam could sit still no longer. He rose, took down his hat, and went out into the fields. 

The sunshine was on them: that early autumn sunshine which we should know was not 

summer’s, even if there were not the touches of yellow on the lime and chestnut; the Sunday 

sunshine too, which has more than autumnal calmness for the working man; the morning 

sunshine, which still leaves the dew-crystals on the fine gossamer webs in the shadow of the 

bushy hedgerows. 

Adam needed the calm influence; he was amazed at the way in which this new thought of 

Dinah’s love had taken possession of him, with an overmastering power that made all other 

feelings give way before the impetuous desire to know that the thought was true. Strange, that till 

that moment the possibility of their ever being lovers had never crossed his mind, and yet now, 

all his longing suddenly went out towards that possibility. He had no more doubt or hesitation as 

to his own wishes than the bird that flies towards the opening through which the daylight gleams 

and the breath of heaven enters. 

The autumnal Sunday sunshine soothed him, but not by preparing him with resignation to the 

disappointment if his mother—if he himself—proved to be mistaken about Dinah. It soothed him 

by gentle encouragement of his hopes. Her love was so like that calm sunshine that they seemed 

to make one presence to him, and he believed in them both alike. And Dinah was so bound up 

with the sad memories of his first passion that he was not forsaking them, but rather giving them 

a new sacredness by loving her. Nay, his love for her had grown out of that past: it was the noon 

of that morning. 

But Seth? Would the lad be hurt? Hardly; for he had seemed quite contented of late, and there 

was no selfish jealousy in him; he had never been jealous of his mother’s fondness for Adam. 



But had he seen anything of what their mother talked about? Adam longed to know this, for he 

thought he could trust Seth’s observation better than his mother’s. He must talk to Seth before he 

went to see Dinah, and, with this intention in his mind, he walked back to the cottage and said to 

his mother, “Did Seth say anything to thee about when he was coming home? Will he be back to 

dinner?” 

“Aye, lad, he’ll be back for a wonder. He isna gone to Treddles’on. He’s gone somewhere else 

a-preachin’ and a-prayin’.” 

“Hast any notion which way he’s gone?” said Adam. 

“Nay, but he aften goes to th’ Common. Thee know’st more o’s goings nor I do.” 

Adam wanted to go and meet Seth, but he must content himself with walking about the near 

fields and getting sight of him as soon as possible. That would not be for more than an hour to 

come, for Seth would scarcely be at home much before their dinner-time, which was twelve 

o’clock. But Adam could not sit down to his reading again, and he sauntered along by the brook 

and stood leaning against the stiles, with eager intense eyes, which looked as if they saw 

something very vividly; but it was not the brook or the willows, not the fields or the sky. Again 

and again his vision was interrupted by wonder at the strength of his own feeling, at the strength 

and sweetness of this new love—almost like the wonder a man feels at the added power he finds 

in himself for an art which he had laid aside for a space. How is it that the poets have said so 

many fine things about our first love, so few about our later love? Are their first poems their 

best? Or are not those the best which come from their fuller thought, their larger experience, their 

deeper-rooted affections? The boy’s flutelike voice has its own spring charm; but the man should 

yield a richer deeper music. 

At last, there was Seth, visible at the farthest stile, and Adam hastened to meet him. Seth was 

surprised, and thought something unusual must have happened, but when Adam came up, his 

face said plainly enough that it was nothing alarming. 

“Where hast been?” said Adam, when they were side by side. 

“I’ve been to the Common,” said Seth. “Dinah’s been speaking the Word to a little company 

of hearers at Brimstone’s, as they call him. They’re folks as never go to church hardly—them on 

the Common—but they’ll go and hear Dinah a bit. She’s been speaking with power this forenoon 

from the words, ‘I came not to call the righteous, but sinners to repentance.’ And there was a 

little thing happened as was pretty to see. The women mostly bring their children with ’em, but 

to-day there was one stout curly headed fellow about three or four year old, that I never saw 

there before. He was as naughty as could be at the beginning while I was praying, and while we 

was singing, but when we all sat down and Dinah began to speak, th’ young un stood stock still 

all at once, and began to look at her with’s mouth open, and presently he ran away from’s mother 

and went to Dinah, and pulled at her, like a little dog, for her to take notice of him. So Dinah 

lifted him up and held th’ lad on her lap, while she went on speaking; and he was as good as 

could be till he went to sleep—and the mother cried to see him.” 

“It’s a pity she shouldna be a mother herself,” said Adam, “so fond as the children are of her. 

Dost think she’s quite fixed against marrying, Seth? Dost think nothing ’ud turn her?” 



There was something peculiar in his brother’s tone, which made Seth steal a glance at his face 

before he answered. 

“It ’ud be wrong of me to say nothing ’ud turn her,” he answered. “But if thee mean’st it about 

myself, I’ve given up all thoughts as she can ever be my wife. She calls me her brother, and 

that’s enough.” 

“But dost think she might ever get fond enough of anybody else to be willing to marry ’em?” 

said Adam rather shyly. 

“Well,” said Seth, after some hesitation, “it’s crossed my mind sometimes o’ late as she might; 

but Dinah ’ud let no fondness for the creature draw her out o’ the path as she believed God had 

marked out for her. If she thought the leading was not from Him, she’s not one to be brought 

under the power of it. And she’s allays seemed clear about that—as her work was to minister t’ 

others, and make no home for herself i’ this world.” 

“But suppose,” said Adam, earnestly, “suppose there was a man as ’ud let her do just the same 

and not interfere with her—she might do a good deal o’ what she does now, just as well when 

she was married as when she was single. Other women of her sort have married—that’s to say, 

not just like her, but women as preached and attended on the sick and needy. There’s Mrs. 

Fletcher as she talks of.” 

A new light had broken in on Seth. He turned round, and laying his hand on Adam’s shoulder, 

said, “Why, wouldst like her to marry thee, brother?” 

Adam looked doubtfully at Seth’s inquiring eyes and said, “Wouldst be hurt if she was to be 

fonder o’ me than o’ thee?” 

“Nay,” said Seth warmly, “how canst think it? Have I felt thy trouble so little that I shouldna 

feel thy joy?” 

There was silence a few moments as they walked on, and then Seth said, “I’d no notion as 

thee’dst ever think of her for a wife.” 

“But is it o’ any use to think of her?” said Adam. “What dost say? Mother’s made me as I 

hardly know where I am, with what she’s been saying to me this forenoon. She says she’s sure 

Dinah feels for me more than common, and ’ud be willing t’ have me. But I’m afraid she speaks 

without book. I want to know if thee’st seen anything.” 

“It’s a nice point to speak about,” said Seth, “and I’m afraid o’ being wrong; besides, we’ve no 

right t’ intermeddle with people’s feelings when they wouldn’t tell ’em themselves.” 

Seth paused. 

“But thee mightst ask her,” he said presently. “She took no offence at me for asking, and 

thee’st more right than I had, only thee’t not in the Society. But Dinah doesn’t hold wi’ them as 

are for keeping the Society so strict to themselves. She doesn’t mind about making folks enter 

the Society, so as they’re fit t’ enter the kingdom o’ God. Some o’ the brethren at Treddles’on 

are displeased with her for that.” 



“Where will she be the rest o’ the day?” said Adam. 

“She said she shouldn’t leave the farm again to-day,” said Seth, “because it’s her last Sabbath 

there, and she’s going t’ read out o’ the big Bible wi’ the children.” 

Adam thought—but did not say—“Then I’ll go this afternoon; for if I go to church, my 

thoughts ’ull be with her all the while. They must sing th’ anthem without me to-day.” 

  



Chapter LII Adam and Dinah 

It was about three o’clock when Adam entered the farmyard and roused Alick and the dogs 

from their Sunday dozing. Alick said everybody was gone to church “but th’ young missis”—so 

he called Dinah—but this did not disappoint Adam, although the “everybody” was so liberal as 

to include Nancy the dairymaid, whose works of necessity were not unfrequently incompatible 

with church-going. 

There was perfect stillness about the house. The doors were all closed, and the very stones and 

tubs seemed quieter than usual. Adam heard the water gently dripping from the pump—that was 

the only sound—and he knocked at the house door rather softly, as was suitable in that stillness. 

The door opened, and Dinah stood before him, colouring deeply with the great surprise of 

seeing Adam at this hour, when she knew it was his regular practice to be at church. Yesterday 

he would have said to her without any difficulty, “I came to see you, Dinah: I knew the rest were 

not at home.” But to-day something prevented him from saying that, and he put out his hand to 

her in silence. Neither of them spoke, and yet both wished they could speak, as Adam entered, 

and they sat down. Dinah took the chair she had just left; it was at the corner of the table near the 

window, and there was a book lying on the table, but it was not open. She had been sitting 

perfectly still, looking at the small bit of clear fire in the bright grate. Adam sat down opposite 

her, in Mr. Poyser’s three-cornered chair. 

“Your mother is not ill again, I hope, Adam?” Dinah said, recovering herself. “Seth said she 

was well this morning.” 

“No, she’s very hearty to-day,” said Adam, happy in the signs of Dinah’s feeling at the sight of 

him, but shy. 

“There’s nobody at home, you see,” Dinah said; “but you’ll wait. You’ve been hindered from 

going to church to-day, doubtless.” 

“Yes,” Adam said, and then paused, before he added, “I was thinking about you: that was the 

reason.” 

This confession was very awkward and sudden, Adam felt, for he thought Dinah must 

understand all he meant. But the frankness of the words caused her immediately to interpret them 

into a renewal of his brotherly regrets that she was going away, and she answered calmly, “Do 

not be careful and troubled for me, Adam. I have all things and abound at Snowfield. And my 

mind is at rest, for I am not seeking my own will in going.” 

“But if things were different, Dinah,” said Adam, hesitatingly. “If you knew things that 

perhaps you don’t know now....” 

Dinah looked at him inquiringly, but instead of going on, he reached a chair and brought it 

near the corner of the table where she was sitting. She wondered, and was afraid—and the next 

moment her thoughts flew to the past: was it something about those distant unhappy ones that 

she didn’t know? 



Adam looked at her. It was so sweet to look at her eyes, which had now a self-forgetful 

questioning in them—for a moment he forgot that he wanted to say anything, or that it was 

necessary to tell her what he meant. 

“Dinah,” he said suddenly, taking both her hands between his, “I love you with my whole 

heart and soul. I love you next to God who made me.” 

Dinah’s lips became pale, like her cheeks, and she trembled violently under the shock of 

painful joy. Her hands were cold as death between Adam’s. She could not draw them away, 

because he held them fast. 

“Don’t tell me you can’t love me, Dinah. Don’t tell me we must part and pass our lives away 

from one another.” 

The tears were trembling in Dinah’s eyes, and they fell before she could answer. But she spoke 

in a quiet low voice. 

“Yes, dear Adam, we must submit to another Will. We must part.” 

“Not if you love me, Dinah—not if you love me,” Adam said passionately. “Tell me—tell me 

if you can love me better than a brother?” 

Dinah was too entirely reliant on the Supreme guidance to attempt to achieve any end by a 

deceptive concealment. She was recovering now from the first shock of emotion, and she looked 

at Adam with simple sincere eyes as she said, “Yes, Adam, my heart is drawn strongly towards 

you; and of my own will, if I had no clear showing to the contrary, I could find my happiness in 

being near you and ministering to you continually. I fear I should forget to rejoice and weep with 

others; nay, I fear I should forget the Divine presence, and seek no love but yours.” 

Adam did not speak immediately. They sat looking at each other in delicious silence—for the 

first sense of mutual love excludes other feelings; it will have the soul all to itself. 

“Then, Dinah,” Adam said at last, “how can there be anything contrary to what’s right in our 

belonging to one another and spending our lives together? Who put this great love into our 

hearts? Can anything be holier than that? For we can help one another in everything as is good. 

I’d never think o’ putting myself between you and God, and saying you oughtn’t to do this and 

you oughtn’t to do that. You’d follow your conscience as much as you do now.” 

“Yes, Adam,” Dinah said, “I know marriage is a holy state for those who are truly called to it, 

and have no other drawing; but from my childhood upwards I have been led towards another 

path; all my peace and my joy have come from having no life of my own, no wants, no wishes 

for myself, and living only in God and those of his creatures whose sorrows and joys he has 

given me to know. Those have been very blessed years to me, and I feel that if I was to listen to 

any voice that would draw me aside from that path, I should be turning my back on the light that 

has shone upon me, and darkness and doubt would take hold of me. We could not bless each 

other, Adam, if there were doubts in my soul, and if I yearned, when it was too late, after that 

better part which had once been given me and I had put away from me.” 



“But if a new feeling has come into your mind, Dinah, and if you love me so as to be willing to 

be nearer to me than to other people, isn’t that a sign that it’s right for you to change your life? 

Doesn’t the love make it right when nothing else would?” 

“Adam, my mind is full of questionings about that; for now, since you tell me of your strong 

love towards me, what was clear to me has become dark again. I felt before that my heart was 

too strongly drawn towards you, and that your heart was not as mine; and the thought of you had 

taken hold of me, so that my soul had lost its freedom, and was becoming enslaved to an earthly 

affection, which made me anxious and careful about what should befall myself. For in all other 

affection I had been content with any small return, or with none; but my heart was beginning to 

hunger after an equal love from you. And I had no doubt that I must wrestle against that as a 

great temptation, and the command was clear that I must go away.” 

“But now, dear, dear Dinah, now you know I love you better than you love me... it’s all 

different now. You won’t think o’ going. You’ll stay, and be my dear wife, and I shall thank God 

for giving me my life as I never thanked him before.” 

“Adam, it’s hard to me to turn a deaf ear... you know it’s hard; but a great fear is upon me. It 

seems to me as if you were stretching out your arms to me, and beckoning me to come and take 

my ease and live for my own delight, and Jesus, the Man of Sorrows, was standing looking 

towards me, and pointing to the sinful, and suffering, and afflicted. I have seen that again and 

again when I have been sitting in stillness and darkness, and a great terror has come upon me lest 

I should become hard, and a lover of self, and no more bear willingly the Redeemer’s cross.” 

Dinah had closed her eyes, and a faint shudder went through her. “Adam,” she went on, “you 

wouldn’t desire that we should seek a good through any unfaithfulness to the light that is in us; 

you wouldn’t believe that could be a good. We are of one mind in that.” 

“Yes, Dinah,” said Adam sadly, “I’ll never be the man t’ urge you against your conscience. 

But I can’t give up the hope that you may come to see different. I don’t believe your loving me 

could shut up your heart—it’s only adding to what you’ve been before, not taking away from it. 

For it seems to me it’s the same with love and happiness as with sorrow—the more we know of 

it the better we can feel what other people’s lives are or might be, and so we shall only be more 

tender to ’em, and wishful to help ’em. The more knowledge a man has, the better he’ll do’s 

work; and feeling’s a sort o’ knowledge.” 

Dinah was silent; her eyes were fixed in contemplation of something visible only to herself. 

Adam went on presently with his pleading, “And you can do almost as much as you do now. I 

won’t ask you to go to church with me of a Sunday. You shall go where you like among the 

people, and teach ’em; for though I like church best, I don’t put my soul above yours, as if my 

words was better for you to follow than your own conscience. And you can help the sick just as 

much, and you’ll have more means o’ making ’em a bit comfortable; and you’ll be among all 

your own friends as love you, and can help ’em and be a blessing to ’em till their dying day. 

Surely, Dinah, you’d be as near to God as if you was living lonely and away from me.” 

Dinah made no answer for some time. Adam was still holding her hands and looking at her 

with almost trembling anxiety, when she turned her grave loving eyes on his and said, in rather a 

sad voice, “Adam there is truth in what you say, and there’s many of the brethren and sisters who 



have greater strength than I have, and find their hearts enlarged by the cares of husband and 

kindred. But I have not faith that it would be so with me, for since my affections have been set 

above measure on you, I have had less peace and joy in God. I have felt as it were a division in 

my heart. And think how it is with me, Adam. That life I have led is like a land I have trodden in 

blessedness since my childhood; and if I long for a moment to follow the voice which calls me to 

another land that I know not, I cannot but fear that my soul might hereafter yearn for that early 

blessedness which I had forsaken; and where doubt enters there is not perfect love. I must wait 

for clearer guidance. I must go from you, and we must submit ourselves entirely to the Divine 

Will. We are sometimes required to lay our natural lawful affections on the altar.” 

Adam dared not plead again, for Dinah’s was not the voice of caprice or insincerity. But it was 

very hard for him; his eyes got dim as he looked at her. 

“But you may come to feel satisfied... to feel that you may come to me again, and we may 

never part, Dinah?” 

“We must submit ourselves, Adam. With time, our duty will be made clear. It may be when I 

have entered on my former life, I shall find all these new thoughts and wishes vanish, and 

become as things that were not. Then I shall know that my calling is not towards marriage. But 

we must wait.” 

“Dinah,” said Adam mournfully, “you can’t love me so well as I love you, else you’d have no 

doubts. But it’s natural you shouldn’t, for I’m not so good as you. I can’t doubt it’s right for me 

to love the best thing God’s ever given me to know.” 

“Nay, Adam. It seems to me that my love for you is not weak, for my heart waits on your 

words and looks, almost as a little child waits on the help and tenderness of the strong on whom 

it depends. If the thought of you took slight hold of me, I should not fear that it would be an idol 

in the temple. But you will strengthen me—you will not hinder me in seeking to obey to the 

uttermost.” 

“Let us go out into the sunshine, Dinah, and walk together. I’ll speak no word to disturb you.” 

They went out and walked towards the fields, where they would meet the family coming from 

church. Adam said, “Take my arm, Dinah,” and she took it. That was the only change in their 

manner to each other since they were last walking together. But no sadness in the prospect of her 

going away—in the uncertainty of the issue—could rob the sweetness from Adam’s sense that 

Dinah loved him. He thought he would stay at the Hall Farm all that evening. He would be near 

her as long as he could. 

“Hey-day! There’s Adam along wi’ Dinah,” said Mr. Poyser, as he opened the far gate into the 

Home Close. “I couldna think how he happened away from church. Why,” added good Martin, 

after a moment’s pause, “what dost think has just jumped into my head?” 

“Summat as hadna far to jump, for it’s just under our nose. You mean as Adam’s fond o’ 

Dinah.” 

“Aye! hast ever had any notion of it before?” 



“To be sure I have,” said Mrs. Poyser, who always declined, if possible, to be taken by 

surprise. “I’m not one o’ those as can see the cat i’ the dairy an’ wonder what she’s come after.” 

“Thee never saidst a word to me about it.” 

“Well, I aren’t like a bird-clapper, forced to make a rattle when the wind blows on me. I can 

keep my own counsel when there’s no good i’ speaking.” 

“But Dinah ’ll ha’ none o’ him. Dost think she will?” 

“Nay,” said Mrs. Poyser, not sufficiently on her guard against a possible surprise, “she’ll never 

marry anybody, if he isn’t a Methodist and a cripple.” 

“It ’ud ha’ been a pretty thing though for ’em t’ marry,” said Martin, turning his head on one 

side, as if in pleased contemplation of his new idea. “Thee’dst ha’ liked it too, wouldstna?” 

“Ah! I should. I should ha’ been sure of her then, as she wouldn’t go away from me to 

Snowfield, welly thirty mile off, and me not got a creatur to look to, only neighbours, as are no 

kin to me, an’ most of ’em women as I’d be ashamed to show my face, if my dairy things war 

like their’n. There may well be streaky butter i’ the market. An’ I should be glad to see the poor 

thing settled like a Christian woman, with a house of her own over her head; and we’d stock her 

well wi’ linen and feathers, for I love her next to my own children. An’ she makes one feel safer 

when she’s i’ the house, for she’s like the driven snow: anybody might sin for two as had her at 

their elbow.” 

“Dinah,” said Tommy, running forward to meet her, “mother says you’ll never marry anybody 

but a Methodist cripple. What a silly you must be!” a comment which Tommy followed up by 

seizing Dinah with both arms, and dancing along by her side with incommodious fondness. 

“Why, Adam, we missed you i’ the singing to-day,” said Mr. Poyser. “How was it?” 

“I wanted to see Dinah—she’s going away so soon,” said Adam. 

“Ah, lad! Can you persuade her to stop somehow? Find her a good husband somewhere i’ the 

parish. If you’ll do that, we’ll forgive you for missing church. But, anyway, she isna going 

before the harvest supper o’ Wednesday, and you must come then. There’s Bartle Massey 

comin’, an’ happen Craig. You’ll be sure an’ come, now, at seven? The missis wunna have it a 

bit later.” 

“Aye,” said Adam, “I’ll come if I can. But I can’t often say what I’ll do beforehand, for the 

work often holds me longer than I expect. You’ll stay till the end o’ the week, Dinah?” 

“Yes, yes!” said Mr. Poyser. “We’ll have no nay.” 

“She’s no call to be in a hurry,” observed Mrs. Poyser. “Scarceness o’ victual ’ull keep: there’s 

no need to be hasty wi’ the cooking. An’ scarceness is what there’s the biggest stock of i’ that 

country.” 

Dinah smiled, but gave no promise to stay, and they talked of other things through the rest of 

the walk, lingering in the sunshine to look at the great flock of geese grazing, at the new corn-



ricks, and at the surprising abundance of fruit on the old pear-tree; Nancy and Molly having 

already hastened home, side by side, each holding, carefully wrapped in her pocket-

handkerchief, a prayer-book, in which she could read little beyond the large letters and the 

Amens. 

Surely all other leisure is hurry compared with a sunny walk through the fields from 

“afternoon church”—as such walks used to be in those old leisurely times, when the boat, gliding 

sleepily along the canal, was the newest locomotive wonder; when Sunday books had most of 

them old brown-leather covers, and opened with remarkable precision always in one place. 

Leisure is gone—gone where the spinning-wheels are gone, and the pack-horses, and the slow 

waggons, and the pedlars, who brought bargains to the door on sunny afternoons. Ingenious 

philosophers tell you, perhaps, that the great work of the steam-engine is to create leisure for 

mankind. Do not believe them: it only creates a vacuum for eager thought to rush in. Even 

idleness is eager now—eager for amusement; prone to excursion-trains, art museums, periodical 

literature, and exciting novels; prone even to scientific theorizing and cursory peeps through 

microscopes. Old Leisure was quite a different personage. He only read one newspaper, innocent 

of leaders, and was free from that periodicity of sensations which we call post-time. He was a 

contemplative, rather stout gentleman, of excellent digestion; of quiet perceptions, undiseased by 

hypothesis; happy in his inability to know the causes of things, preferring the things themselves. 

He lived chiefly in the country, among pleasant seats and homesteads, and was fond of 

sauntering by the fruit-tree wall and scenting the apricots when they were warmed by the 

morning sunshine, or of sheltering himself under the orchard boughs at noon, when the summer 

pears were falling. He knew nothing of weekday services, and thought none the worse of the 

Sunday sermon if it allowed him to sleep from the text to the blessing; liking the afternoon 

service best, because the prayers were the shortest, and not ashamed to say so; for he had an 

easy, jolly conscience, broad-backed like himself, and able to carry a great deal of beer or port-

wine, not being made squeamish by doubts and qualms and lofty aspirations. Life was not a task 

to him, but a sinecure. He fingered the guineas in his pocket, and ate his dinners, and slept the 

sleep of the irresponsible, for had he not kept up his character by going to church on the Sunday 

afternoons? 

Fine old Leisure! Do not be severe upon him, and judge him by our modern standard. He never 

went to Exeter Hall, or heard a popular preacher, or read Tracts for the Times or Sartor Resartus. 

  



Chapter LIII The Harvest Supper 

As Adam was going homeward, on Wednesday evening, in the six o’clock sunlight, he saw in 

the distance the last load of barley winding its way towards the yard-gate of the Hall Farm, and 

heard the chant of “Harvest Home!” rising and sinking like a wave. Fainter and fainter, and more 

musical through the growing distance, the falling dying sound still reached him, as he neared the 

Willow Brook. The low westering sun shone right on the shoulders of the old Binton Hills, 

turning the unconscious sheep into bright spots of light; shone on the windows of the cottage too, 

and made them a-flame with a glory beyond that of amber or amethyst. It was enough to make 

Adam feel that he was in a great temple, and that the distant chant was a sacred song. 

“It’s wonderful,” he thought, “how that sound goes to one’s heart almost like a funeral bell, for 

all it tells one o’ the joyfullest time o’ the year, and the time when men are mostly the 

thankfullest. I suppose it’s a bit hard to us to think anything’s over and gone in our lives; and 

there’s a parting at the root of all our joys. It’s like what I feel about Dinah. I should never ha’ 

come to know that her love ’ud be the greatest o’ blessings to me, if what I counted a blessing 

hadn’t been wrenched and torn away from me, and left me with a greater need, so as I could 

crave and hunger for a greater and a better comfort.” 

He expected to see Dinah again this evening, and get leave to accompany her as far as 

Oakbourne; and then he would ask her to fix some time when he might go to Snowfield, and 

learn whether the last best hope that had been born to him must be resigned like the rest. The 

work he had to do at home, besides putting on his best clothes, made it seven before he was on 

his way again to the Hall Farm, and it was questionable whether, with his longest and quickest 

strides, he should be there in time even for the roast beef, which came after the plum pudding, 

for Mrs. Poyser’s supper would be punctual. 

Great was the clatter of knives and pewter plates and tin cans when Adam entered the house, 

but there was no hum of voices to this accompaniment: the eating of excellent roast beef, 

provided free of expense, was too serious a business to those good farm-labourers to be 

performed with a divided attention, even if they had had anything to say to each other—which 

they had not. And Mr. Poyser, at the head of the table, was too busy with his carving to listen to 

Bartle Massey’s or Mr. Craig’s ready talk. 

“Here, Adam,” said Mrs. Poyser, who was standing and looking on to see that Molly and 

Nancy did their duty as waiters, “here’s a place kept for you between Mr. Massey and the boys. 

It’s a poor tale you couldn’t come to see the pudding when it was whole.” 

Adam looked anxiously round for a fourth woman’s figure, but Dinah was not there. He was 

almost afraid of asking about her; besides, his attention was claimed by greetings, and there 

remained the hope that Dinah was in the house, though perhaps disinclined to festivities on the 

eve of her departure. 

It was a goodly sight—that table, with Martin Poyser’s round good-humoured face and large 

person at the head of it helping his servants to the fragrant roast beef and pleased when the empty 

plates came again. Martin, though usually blest with a good appetite, really forgot to finish his 

own beef to-night—it was so pleasant to him to look on in the intervals of carving and see how 

the others enjoyed their supper; for were they not men who, on all the days of the year except 



Christmas Day and Sundays, ate their cold dinner, in a makeshift manner, under the hedgerows, 

and drank their beer out of wooden bottles—with relish certainly, but with their mouths towards 

the zenith, after a fashion more endurable to ducks than to human bipeds. Martin Poyser had 

some faint conception of the flavour such men must find in hot roast beef and fresh-drawn ale. 

He held his head on one side and screwed up his mouth, as he nudged Bartle Massey, and 

watched half-witted Tom Tholer, otherwise known as “Tom Saft,” receiving his second plateful 

of beef. A grin of delight broke over Tom’s face as the plate was set down before him, between 

his knife and fork, which he held erect, as if they had been sacred tapers. But the delight was too 

strong to continue smouldering in a grin—it burst out the next instant in a long-drawn “haw, 

haw!” followed by a sudden collapse into utter gravity, as the knife and fork darted down on the 

prey. Martin Poyser’s large person shook with his silent unctuous laugh. He turned towards Mrs. 

Poyser to see if she too had been observant of Tom, and the eyes of husband and wife met in a 

glance of good-natured amusement. 

“Tom Saft” was a great favourite on the farm, where he played the part of the old jester, and 

made up for his practical deficiencies by his success in repartee. His hits, I imagine, were those 

of the flail, which falls quite at random, but nevertheless smashes an insect now and then. They 

were much quoted at sheep-shearing and haymaking times, but I refrain from recording them 

here, lest Tom’s wit should prove to be like that of many other bygone jesters eminent in their 

day—rather of a temporary nature, not dealing with the deeper and more lasting relations of 

things. 

Tom excepted, Martin Poyser had some pride in his servants and labourers, thinking with 

satisfaction that they were the best worth their pay of any set on the estate. There was Kester 

Bale, for example (Beale, probably, if the truth were known, but he was called Bale, and was not 

conscious of any claim to a fifth letter), the old man with the close leather cap and the network of 

wrinkles on his sun-browned face. Was there any man in Loamshire who knew better the “natur” 

of all farming work? He was one of those invaluable labourers who can not only turn their hand 

to everything, but excel in everything they turn their hand to. It is true Kester’s knees were much 

bent outward by this time, and he walked with a perpetual curtsy, as if he were among the most 

reverent of men. And so he was; but I am obliged to admit that the object of his reverence was 

his own skill, towards which he performed some rather affecting acts of worship. He always 

thatched the ricks—for if anything were his forte more than another, it was thatching—and when 

the last touch had been put to the last beehive rick, Kester, whose home lay at some distance 

from the farm, would take a walk to the rick-yard in his best clothes on a Sunday morning and 

stand in the lane, at a due distance, to contemplate his own thatching, walking about to get each 

rick from the proper point of view. As he curtsied along, with his eyes upturned to the straw 

knobs imitative of golden globes at the summits of the beehive ricks, which indeed were gold of 

the best sort, you might have imagined him to be engaged in some pagan act of adoration. Kester 

was an old bachelor and reputed to have stockings full of coin, concerning which his master 

cracked a joke with him every pay-night: not a new unseasoned joke, but a good old one, that 

had been tried many times before and had worn well. “Th’ young measter’s a merry mon,” 

Kester frequently remarked; for having begun his career by frightening away the crows under the 

last Martin Poyser but one, he could never cease to account the reigning Martin a young master. I 

am not ashamed of commemorating old Kester. You and I are indebted to the hard hands of such 

men—hands that have long ago mingled with the soil they tilled so faithfully, thriftily making 

the best they could of the earth’s fruits, and receiving the smallest share as their own wages. 



Then, at the end of the table, opposite his master, there was Alick, the shepherd and head-man, 

with the ruddy face and broad shoulders, not on the best terms with old Kester; indeed, their 

intercourse was confined to an occasional snarl, for though they probably differed little 

concerning hedging and ditching and the treatment of ewes, there was a profound difference of 

opinion between them as to their own respective merits. When Tityrus and Meliboeus happen to 

be on the same farm, they are not sentimentally polite to each other. Alick, indeed, was not by 

any means a honeyed man. His speech had usually something of a snarl in it, and his broad-

shouldered aspect something of the bull-dog expression—“Don’t you meddle with me, and I 

won’t meddle with you.” But he was honest even to the splitting of an oat-grain rather than he 

would take beyond his acknowledged share, and as “close-fisted” with his master’s property as if 

it had been his own—throwing very small handfuls of damaged barley to the chickens, because a 

large handful affected his imagination painfully with a sense of profusion. Good-tempered Tim, 

the waggoner, who loved his horses, had his grudge against Alick in the matter of corn. They 

rarely spoke to each other, and never looked at each other, even over their dish of cold potatoes; 

but then, as this was their usual mode of behaviour towards all mankind, it would be an unsafe 

conclusion that they had more than transient fits of unfriendliness. The bucolic character at 

Hayslope, you perceive, was not of that entirely genial, merry, broad-grinning sort, apparently 

observed in most districts visited by artists. The mild radiance of a smile was a rare sight on a 

field-labourer’s face, and there was seldom any gradation between bovine gravity and a laugh. 

Nor was every labourer so honest as our friend Alick. At this very table, among Mr. Poyser’s 

men, there is that big Ben Tholoway, a very powerful thresher, but detected more than once in 

carrying away his master’s corn in his pockets—an action which, as Ben was not a philosopher, 

could hardly be ascribed to absence of mind. However, his master had forgiven him, and 

continued to employ him, for the Tholoways had lived on the Common time out of mind, and 

had always worked for the Poysers. And on the whole, I daresay, society was not much the worse 

because Ben had not six months of it at the treadmill, for his views of depredation were narrow, 

and the House of Correction might have enlarged them. As it was, Ben ate his roast beef to-night 

with a serene sense of having stolen nothing more than a few peas and beans as seed for his 

garden since the last harvest supper, and felt warranted in thinking that Alick’s suspicious eye, 

for ever upon him, was an injury to his innocence. 

But now the roast beef was finished and the cloth was drawn, leaving a fair large deal table for 

the bright drinking-cans, and the foaming brown jugs, and the bright brass candlesticks, pleasant 

to behold. Now, the great ceremony of the evening was to begin—the harvest-song, in which 

every man must join. He might be in tune, if he liked to be singular, but he must not sit with 

closed lips. The movement was obliged to be in triple time; the rest was ad libitum. 

As to the origin of this song—whether it came in its actual state from the brain of a single 

rhapsodist, or was gradually perfected by a school or succession of rhapsodists, I am ignorant. 

There is a stamp of unity, of individual genius upon it, which inclines me to the former 

hypothesis, though I am not blind to the consideration that this unity may rather have arisen from 

that consensus of many minds which was a condition of primitive thought, foreign to our modern 

consciousness. Some will perhaps think that they detect in the first quatrain an indication of a 

lost line, which later rhapsodists, failing in imaginative vigour, have supplied by the feeble 

device of iteration. Others, however, may rather maintain that this very iteration is an original 

felicity, to which none but the most prosaic minds can be insensible. 



The ceremony connected with the song was a drinking ceremony. (That is perhaps a painful 

fact, but then, you know, we cannot reform our forefathers.) During the first and second quatrain, 

sung decidedly forte, no can was filled. 

“Here’s a health unto our master, 

    The founder of the feast; 

Here’s a health unto our master 

    And to our mistress! 

 

And may his doings prosper, 

    Whate’er he takes in hand, 

For we are all his servants, 

    And are at his command.” 

But now, immediately before the third quatrain or chorus, sung fortissimo, with emphatic raps of 

the table, which gave the effect of cymbals and drum together, Alick’s can was filled, and he was 

bound to empty it before the chorus ceased. 

“Then drink, boys, drink! 

    And see ye do not spill, 

For if ye do, ye shall drink two, 

    For ’tis our master’s will.” 

When Alick had gone successfully through this test of steady-handed manliness, it was the turn 

of old Kester, at his right hand—and so on, till every man had drunk his initiatory pint under the 

stimulus of the chorus. Tom Saft—the rogue—took care to spill a little by accident; but Mrs. 

Poyser (too officiously, Tom thought) interfered to prevent the exaction of the penalty. 

To any listener outside the door it would have been the reverse of obvious why the “Drink, 

boys, drink!” should have such an immediate and often-repeated encore; but once entered, he 

would have seen that all faces were at present sober, and most of them serious—it was the 

regular and respectable thing for those excellent farm-labourers to do, as much as for elegant 

ladies and gentlemen to smirk and bow over their wine-glasses. Bartle Massey, whose ears were 

rather sensitive, had gone out to see what sort of evening it was at an early stage in the 

ceremony, and had not finished his contemplation until a silence of five minutes declared that 

“Drink, boys, drink!” was not likely to begin again for the next twelvemonth. Much to the regret 

of the boys and Totty: on them the stillness fell rather flat, after that glorious thumping of the 

table, towards which Totty, seated on her father’s knee, contributed with her small might and 

small fist. 



When Bartle re-entered, however, there appeared to be a general desire for solo music after the 

choral. Nancy declared that Tim the waggoner knew a song and was “allays singing like a lark i’ 

the stable,” whereupon Mr. Poyser said encouragingly, “Come, Tim, lad, let’s hear it.” Tim 

looked sheepish, tucked down his head, and said he couldn’t sing, but this encouraging invitation 

of the master’s was echoed all round the table. It was a conversational opportunity: everybody 

could say, “Come, Tim,” except Alick, who never relaxed into the frivolity of unnecessary 

speech. At last, Tim’s next neighbour, Ben Tholoway, began to give emphasis to his speech by 

nudges, at which Tim, growing rather savage, said, “Let me alooan, will ye? Else I’ll ma’ ye sing 

a toon ye wonna like.” A good-tempered waggoner’s patience has limits, and Tim was not to be 

urged further. 

“Well, then, David, ye’re the lad to sing,” said Ben, willing to show that he was not 

discomfited by this check. “Sing ‘My loove’s a roos wi’out a thorn.’” 

The amatory David was a young man of an unconscious abstracted expression, which was due 

probably to a squint of superior intensity rather than to any mental characteristic; for he was not 

indifferent to Ben’s invitation, but blushed and laughed and rubbed his sleeve over his mouth in 

a way that was regarded as a symptom of yielding. And for some time the company appeared to 

be much in earnest about the desire to hear David’s song. But in vain. The lyricism of the 

evening was in the cellar at present, and was not to be drawn from that retreat just yet. 

Meanwhile the conversation at the head of the table had taken a political turn. Mr. Craig was 

not above talking politics occasionally, though he piqued himself rather on a wise insight than on 

specific information. He saw so far beyond the mere facts of a case that really it was superfluous 

to know them. 

“I’m no reader o’ the paper myself,” he observed to-night, as he filled his pipe, “though I 

might read it fast enough if I liked, for there’s Miss Lyddy has ’em and ’s done with ’em i’ no 

time. But there’s Mills, now, sits i’ the chimney-corner and reads the paper pretty nigh from 

morning to night, and when he’s got to th’ end on’t he’s more addle-headed than he was at the 

beginning. He’s full o’ this peace now, as they talk on; he’s been reading and reading, and thinks 

he’s got to the bottom on’t. ‘Why, Lor’ bless you, Mills,’ says I, ‘you see no more into this thing 

nor you can see into the middle of a potato. I’ll tell you what it is: you think it’ll be a fine thing 

for the country. And I’m not again’ it—mark my words—I’m not again’ it. But it’s my opinion 

as there’s them at the head o’ this country as are worse enemies to us nor Bony and all the 

mounseers he’s got at ’s back; for as for the mounseers, you may skewer half-a-dozen of ’em at 

once as if they war frogs.’” 

“Aye, aye,” said Martin Poyser, listening with an air of much intelligence and edification, 

“they ne’er ate a bit o’ beef i’ their lives. Mostly sallet, I reckon.” 

“And says I to Mills,” continued Mr. Craig, “‘Will you try to make me believe as furriners like 

them can do us half th’ harm them ministers do with their bad government? If King George ’ud 

turn ’em all away and govern by himself, he’d see everything righted. He might take on Billy Pitt 

again if he liked; but I don’t see myself what we want wi’ anybody besides King and Parliament. 

It’s that nest o’ ministers does the mischief, I tell you.’” 



“Ah, it’s fine talking,” observed Mrs. Poyser, who was now seated near her husband, with 

Totty on her lap—“it’s fine talking. It’s hard work to tell which is Old Harry when everybody’s 

got boots on.” 

“As for this peace,” said Mr. Poyser, turning his head on one side in a dubitative manner and 

giving a precautionary puff to his pipe between each sentence, “I don’t know. Th’ war’s a fine 

thing for the country, an’ how’ll you keep up prices wi’out it? An’ them French are a wicked sort 

o’ folks, by what I can make out. What can you do better nor fight ’em?” 

“Ye’re partly right there, Poyser,” said Mr. Craig, “but I’m not again’ the peace—to make a 

holiday for a bit. We can break it when we like, an’ I’m in no fear o’ Bony, for all they talk so 

much o’ his cliverness. That’s what I says to Mills this morning. Lor’ bless you, he sees no more 

through Bony!... why, I put him up to more in three minutes than he gets from’s paper all the 

year round. Says I, ‘Am I a gardener as knows his business, or arn’t I, Mills? Answer me that.’ 

‘To be sure y’ are, Craig,’ says he—he’s not a bad fellow, Mills isn’t, for a butler, but weak i’ 

the head. ‘Well,’ says I, ‘you talk o’ Bony’s cliverness; would it be any use my being a first-rate 

gardener if I’d got nought but a quagmire to work on?’ ‘No,’ says he. ‘Well,’ I says, ‘that’s just 

what it is wi’ Bony. I’ll not deny but he may be a bit cliver—he’s no Frenchman born, as I 

understand—but what’s he got at’s back but mounseers?’” 

Mr. Craig paused a moment with an emphatic stare after this triumphant specimen of Socratic 

argument, and then added, thumping the table rather fiercely, “Why, it’s a sure thing—and 

there’s them ’ull bear witness to’t—as i’ one regiment where there was one man a-missing, they 

put the regimentals on a big monkey, and they fit him as the shell fits the walnut, and you 

couldn’t tell the monkey from the mounseers!” 

“Ah! Think o’ that, now!” said Mr. Poyser, impressed at once with the political bearings of the 

fact and with its striking interest as an anecdote in natural history. 

“Come, Craig,” said Adam, “that’s a little too strong. You don’t believe that. It’s all nonsense 

about the French being such poor sticks. Mr. Irwine’s seen ’em in their own country, and he says 

they’ve plenty o’ fine fellows among ’em. And as for knowledge, and contrivances, and 

manufactures, there’s a many things as we’re a fine sight behind ’em in. It’s poor foolishness to 

run down your enemies. Why, Nelson and the rest of ’em ’ud have no merit i’ beating ’em, if 

they were such offal as folks pretend.” 

Mr. Poyser looked doubtfully at Mr. Craig, puzzled by this opposition of authorities. Mr. 

Irwine’s testimony was not to be disputed; but, on the other hand, Craig was a knowing fellow, 

and his view was less startling. Martin had never “heard tell” of the French being good for much. 

Mr. Craig had found no answer but such as was implied in taking a long draught of ale and then 

looking down fixedly at the proportions of his own leg, which he turned a little outward for that 

purpose, when Bartle Massey returned from the fireplace, where he had been smoking his first 

pipe in quiet, and broke the silence by saying, as he thrust his forefinger into the canister, “Why, 

Adam, how happened you not to be at church on Sunday? Answer me that, you rascal. The 

anthem went limping without you. Are you going to disgrace your schoolmaster in his old age?” 

“No, Mr. Massey,” said Adam. “Mr. and Mrs. Poyser can tell you where I was. I was in no bad 

company.” 



“She’s gone, Adam—gone to Snowfield,” said Mr. Poyser, reminded of Dinah for the first 

time this evening. “I thought you’d ha’ persuaded her better. Nought ’ud hold her, but she must 

go yesterday forenoon. The missis has hardly got over it. I thought she’d ha’ no sperrit for th’ 

harvest supper.” 

Mrs. Poyser had thought of Dinah several times since Adam had come in, but she had had “no 

heart” to mention the bad news. 

“What!” said Bartle, with an air of disgust. “Was there a woman concerned? Then I give you 

up, Adam.” 

“But it’s a woman you’n spoke well on, Bartle,” said Mr. Poyser. “Come now, you canna draw 

back; you said once as women wouldna ha’ been a bad invention if they’d all been like Dinah.” 

“I meant her voice, man—I meant her voice, that was all,” said Bartle. “I can bear to hear her 

speak without wanting to put wool in my ears. As for other things, I daresay she’s like the rest o’ 

the women—thinks two and two ’ll come to make five, if she cries and bothers enough about it.” 

“Aye, aye!” said Mrs. Poyser; “one ’ud think, an’ hear some folks talk, as the men war ’cute 

enough to count the corns in a bag o’ wheat wi’ only smelling at it. They can see through a barn-

door, they can. Perhaps that’s the reason they can see so little o’ this side on’t.” 

Martin Poyser shook with delighted laughter and winked at Adam, as much as to say the 

schoolmaster was in for it now. 

“Ah!” said Bartle sneeringly, “the women are quick enough—they’re quick enough. They 

know the rights of a story before they hear it, and can tell a man what his thoughts are before he 

knows ’em himself.” 

“Like enough,” said Mrs. Poyser, “for the men are mostly so slow, their thoughts overrun ’em, 

an’ they can only catch ’em by the tail. I can count a stocking-top while a man’s getting’s tongue 

ready an’ when he outs wi’ his speech at last, there’s little broth to be made on’t. It’s your dead 

chicks take the longest hatchin’. Howiver, I’m not denyin’ the women are foolish: God Almighty 

made ’em to match the men.” 

“Match!” said Bartle. “Aye, as vinegar matches one’s teeth. If a man says a word, his wife ’ll 

match it with a contradiction; if he’s a mind for hot meat, his wife ’ll match it with cold bacon; if 

he laughs, she’ll match him with whimpering. She’s such a match as the horse-fly is to th’ horse: 

she’s got the right venom to sting him with—the right venom to sting him with.” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Poyser, “I know what the men like—a poor soft, as ’ud simper at ’em like the 

picture o’ the sun, whether they did right or wrong, an’ say thank you for a kick, an’ pretend she 

didna know which end she stood uppermost, till her husband told her. That’s what a man wants 

in a wife, mostly; he wants to make sure o’ one fool as ’ull tell him he’s wise. But there’s some 

men can do wi’out that—they think so much o’ themselves a’ready. An’ that’s how it is there’s 

old bachelors.” 

“Come, Craig,” said Mr. Poyser jocosely, “you mun get married pretty quick, else you’ll be set 

down for an old bachelor; an’ you see what the women ’ull think on you.” 



“Well,” said Mr. Craig, willing to conciliate Mrs. Poyser and setting a high value on his own 

compliments, “I like a cleverish woman—a woman o’ sperrit—a managing woman.” 

“You’re out there, Craig,” said Bartle, dryly; “you’re out there. You judge o’ your garden-stuff 

on a better plan than that. You pick the things for what they can excel in—for what they can 

excel in. You don’t value your peas for their roots, or your carrots for their flowers. Now, that’s 

the way you should choose women. Their cleverness ’ll never come to much—never come to 

much—but they make excellent simpletons, ripe and strong-flavoured.” 

“What dost say to that?” said Mr. Poyser, throwing himself back and looking merrily at his 

wife. 

“Say!” answered Mrs. Poyser, with dangerous fire kindling in her eye. “Why, I say as some 

folks’ tongues are like the clocks as run on strikin’, not to tell you the time o’ the day, but 

because there’s summat wrong i’ their own inside...” 

Mrs. Poyser would probably have brought her rejoinder to a further climax, if every one’s 

attention had not at this moment been called to the other end of the table, where the lyricism, 

which had at first only manifested itself by David’s sotto voce performance of “My love’s a rose 

without a thorn,” had gradually assumed a rather deafening and complex character. Tim, thinking 

slightly of David’s vocalization, was impelled to supersede that feeble buzz by a spirited 

commencement of “Three Merry Mowers,” but David was not to be put down so easily, and 

showed himself capable of a copious crescendo, which was rendering it doubtful whether the 

rose would not predominate over the mowers, when old Kester, with an entirely unmoved and 

immovable aspect, suddenly set up a quavering treble—as if he had been an alarum, and the time 

was come for him to go off. 

The company at Alick’s end of the table took this form of vocal entertainment very much as a 

matter of course, being free from musical prejudices; but Bartle Massey laid down his pipe and 

put his fingers in his ears; and Adam, who had been longing to go ever since he had heard Dinah 

was not in the house, rose and said he must bid good-night. 

“I’ll go with you, lad,” said Bartle; “I’ll go with you before my ears are split.” 

“I’ll go round by the Common and see you home, if you like, Mr. Massey,” said Adam. 

“Aye, aye!” said Bartle; “then we can have a bit o’ talk together. I never get hold of you now.” 

“Eh! It’s a pity but you’d sit it out,” said Martin Poyser. “They’ll all go soon, for th’ missis 

niver lets ’em stay past ten.” 

But Adam was resolute, so the good-nights were said, and the two friends turned out on their 

starlight walk together. 

“There’s that poor fool, Vixen, whimpering for me at home,” said Bartle. “I can never bring 

her here with me for fear she should be struck with Mrs. Poyser’s eye, and the poor bitch might 

go limping for ever after.” 

“I’ve never any need to drive Gyp back,” said Adam, laughing. “He always turns back of his 

own head when he finds out I’m coming here.” 



“Aye, aye,” said Bartle. “A terrible woman!—made of needles, made of needles. But I stick to 

Martin—I shall always stick to Martin. And he likes the needles, God help him! He’s a cushion 

made on purpose for ’em.” 

“But she’s a downright good-natur’d woman, for all that,” said Adam, “and as true as the 

daylight. She’s a bit cross wi’ the dogs when they offer to come in th’ house, but if they 

depended on her, she’d take care and have ’em well fed. If her tongue’s keen, her heart’s tender: 

I’ve seen that in times o’ trouble. She’s one o’ those women as are better than their word.” 

“Well, well,” said Bartle, “I don’t say th’ apple isn’t sound at the core; but it sets my teeth on 

edge—it sets my teeth on edge.” 

  



Chapter LIV The Meeting on the Hill 

Adam understood Dinah’s haste to go away, and drew hope rather than discouragement from 

it. She was fearful lest the strength of her feeling towards him should hinder her from waiting 

and listening faithfully for the ultimate guiding voice from within. 

“I wish I’d asked her to write to me, though,” he thought. “And yet even that might disturb her 

a bit, perhaps. She wants to be quite quiet in her old way for a while. And I’ve no right to be 

impatient and interrupting her with my wishes. She’s told me what her mind is, and she’s not a 

woman to say one thing and mean another. I’ll wait patiently.” 

That was Adam’s wise resolution, and it throve excellently for the first two or three weeks on 

the nourishment it got from the remembrance of Dinah’s confession that Sunday afternoon. 

There is a wonderful amount of sustenance in the first few words of love. But towards the middle 

of October the resolution began to dwindle perceptibly, and showed dangerous symptoms of 

exhaustion. The weeks were unusually long: Dinah must surely have had more than enough time 

to make up her mind. Let a woman say what she will after she has once told a man that she loves 

him, he is a little too flushed and exalted with that first draught she offers him to care much 

about the taste of the second. He treads the earth with a very elastic step as he walks away from 

her, and makes light of all difficulties. But that sort of glow dies out: memory gets sadly diluted 

with time, and is not strong enough to revive us. Adam was no longer so confident as he had 

been. He began to fear that perhaps Dinah’s old life would have too strong a grasp upon her for 

any new feeling to triumph. If she had not felt this, she would surely have written to him to give 

him some comfort; but it appeared that she held it right to discourage him. As Adam’s 

confidence waned, his patience waned with it, and he thought he must write himself. He must 

ask Dinah not to leave him in painful doubt longer than was needful. He sat up late one night to 

write her a letter, but the next morning he burnt it, afraid of its effect. It would be worse to have a 

discouraging answer by letter than from her own lips, for her presence reconciled him to her will. 

You perceive how it was: Adam was hungering for the sight of Dinah, and when that sort of 

hunger reaches a certain stage, a lover is likely to still it though he may have to put his future in 

pawn. 

But what harm could he do by going to Snowfield? Dinah could not be displeased with him for 

it. She had not forbidden him to go. She must surely expect that he would go before long. By the 

second Sunday in October this view of the case had become so clear to Adam that he was already 

on his way to Snowfield, on horseback this time, for his hours were precious now, and he had 

borrowed Jonathan Burge’s good nag for the journey. 

What keen memories went along the road with him! He had often been to Oakbourne and back 

since that first journey to Snowfield, but beyond Oakbourne the greystone walls, the broken 

country, the meagre trees, seemed to be telling him afresh the story of that painful past which he 

knew so well by heart. But no story is the same to us after a lapse of time—or rather, we who 

read it are no longer the same interpreters—and Adam this morning brought with him new 

thoughts through that grey country, thoughts which gave an altered significance to its story of the 

past. 



That is a base and selfish, even a blasphemous, spirit which rejoices and is thankful over the 

past evil that has blighted or crushed another, because it has been made a source of unforeseen 

good to ourselves. Adam could never cease to mourn over that mystery of human sorrow which 

had been brought so close to him; he could never thank God for another’s misery. And if I were 

capable of that narrow-sighted joy in Adam’s behalf, I should still know he was not the man to 

feel it for himself. He would have shaken his head at such a sentiment and said, “Evil’s evil, and 

sorrow’s sorrow, and you can’t alter it’s natur by wrapping it up in other words. Other folks were 

not created for my sake, that I should think all square when things turn out well for me.” 

But it is not ignoble to feel that the fuller life which a sad experience has brought us is worth 

our own personal share of pain. Surely it is not possible to feel otherwise, any more than it would 

be possible for a man with cataract to regret the painful process by which his dim blurred sight of 

men as trees walking had been exchanged for clear outline and effulgent day. The growth of 

higher feeling within us is like the growth of faculty, bringing with it a sense of added strength. 

We can no more wish to return to a narrower sympathy than a painter or a musician can wish to 

return to his cruder manner, or a philosopher to his less complete formula. 

Something like this sense of enlarged being was in Adam’s mind this Sunday morning, as he 

rode along in vivid recollection of the past. His feeling towards Dinah, the hope of passing his 

life with her, had been the distant unseen point towards which that hard journey from Snowfield 

eighteen months ago had been leading him. Tender and deep as his love for Hetty had been—so 

deep that the roots of it would never be torn away—his love for Dinah was better and more 

precious to him, for it was the outgrowth of that fuller life which had come to him from his 

acquaintance with deep sorrow. “It’s like as if it was a new strength to me,” he said to himself, 

“to love her and know as she loves me. I shall look t’ her to help me to see things right. For she’s 

better than I am—there’s less o’ self in her, and pride. And it’s a feeling as gives you a sort o’ 

liberty, as if you could walk more fearless, when you’ve more trust in another than y’ have in 

yourself. I’ve always been thinking I knew better than them as belonged to me, and that’s a poor 

sort o’ life, when you can’t look to them nearest to you t’ help you with a bit better thought than 

what you’ve got inside you a’ready.” 

It was more than two o’clock in the afternoon when Adam came in sight of the grey town on 

the hill-side and looked searchingly towards the green valley below, for the first glimpse of the 

old thatched roof near the ugly red mill. The scene looked less harsh in the soft October sunshine 

than it had in the eager time of early spring, and the one grand charm it possessed in common 

with all wide-stretching woodless regions—that it filled you with a new consciousness of the 

overarching sky—had a milder, more soothing influence than usual, on this almost cloudless day. 

Adam’s doubts and fears melted under this influence as the delicate weblike clouds had 

gradually melted away into the clear blue above him. He seemed to see Dinah’s gentle face 

assuring him, with its looks alone, of all he longed to know. 

He did not expect Dinah to be at home at this hour, but he got down from his horse and tied it 

at the little gate, that he might ask where she was gone to-day. He had set his mind on following 

her and bringing her home. She was gone to Sloman’s End, a hamlet about three miles off, over 

the hill, the old woman told him—had set off directly after morning chapel, to preach in a 

cottage there, as her habit was. Anybody at the town would tell him the way to Sloman’s End. So 

Adam got on his horse again and rode to the town, putting up at the old inn and taking a hasty 

dinner there in the company of the too chatty landlord, from whose friendly questions and 



reminiscences he was glad to escape as soon as possible and set out towards Sloman’s End. With 

all his haste it was nearly four o’clock before he could set off, and he thought that as Dinah had 

gone so early, she would perhaps already be near returning. The little, grey, desolate-looking 

hamlet, unscreened by sheltering trees, lay in sight long before he reached it, and as he came near 

he could hear the sound of voices singing a hymn. “Perhaps that’s the last hymn before they 

come away,” Adam thought. “I’ll walk back a bit and turn again to meet her, farther off the 

village.” He walked back till he got nearly to the top of the hill again, and seated himself on a 

loose stone, against the low wall, to watch till he should see the little black figure leaving the 

hamlet and winding up the hill. He chose this spot, almost at the top of the hill, because it was 

away from all eyes—no house, no cattle, not even a nibbling sheep near—no presence but the 

still lights and shadows and the great embracing sky. 

She was much longer coming than he expected. He waited an hour at least watching for her 

and thinking of her, while the afternoon shadows lengthened and the light grew softer. At last he 

saw the little black figure coming from between the grey houses and gradually approaching the 

foot of the hill. Slowly, Adam thought, but Dinah was really walking at her usual pace, with a 

light quiet step. Now she was beginning to wind along the path up the hill, but Adam would not 

move yet; he would not meet her too soon; he had set his heart on meeting her in this assured 

loneliness. And now he began to fear lest he should startle her too much. “Yet,” he thought, 

“she’s not one to be overstartled; she’s always so calm and quiet, as if she was prepared for 

anything.” 

What was she thinking of as she wound up the hill? Perhaps she had found complete repose 

without him, and had ceased to feel any need of his love. On the verge of a decision we all 

tremble: hope pauses with fluttering wings. 

But now at last she was very near, and Adam rose from the stone wall. It happened that just as 

he walked forward, Dinah had paused and turned round to look back at the village—who does 

not pause and look back in mounting a hill? Adam was glad, for, with the fine instinct of a lover, 

he felt that it would be best for her to hear his voice before she saw him. He came within three 

paces of her and then said, “Dinah!” She started without looking round, as if she connected the 

sound with no place. “Dinah!” Adam said again. He knew quite well what was in her mind. She 

was so accustomed to think of impressions as purely spiritual monitions that she looked for no 

material visible accompaniment of the voice. 

But this second time she looked round. What a look of yearning love it was that the mild grey 

eyes turned on the strong dark-eyed man! She did not start again at the sight of him; she said 

nothing, but moved towards him so that his arm could clasp her round. 

And they walked on so in silence, while the warm tears fell. Adam was content, and said 

nothing. It was Dinah who spoke first. 

“Adam,” she said, “it is the Divine Will. My soul is so knit to yours that it is but a divided life 

I live without you. And this moment, now you are with me, and I feel that our hearts are filled 

with the same love. I have a fulness of strength to bear and do our heavenly Father’s Will that I 

had lost before.” 

Adam paused and looked into her sincere eyes. 



“Then we’ll never part any more, Dinah, till death parts us.” 

And they kissed each other with a deep joy. 

What greater thing is there for two human souls than to feel that they are joined for life—to 

strengthen each other in all labour, to rest on each other in all sorrow, to minister to each other in 

all pain, to be one with each other in silent unspeakable memories at the moment of the last 

parting?  



Chapter LV Marriage Bells 

In little more than a month after that meeting on the hill—on a rimy morning in departing 

November—Adam and Dinah were married. 

It was an event much thought of in the village. All Mr. Burge’s men had a holiday, and all Mr. 

Poyser’s, and most of those who had a holiday appeared in their best clothes at the wedding. I 

think there was hardly an inhabitant of Hayslope specially mentioned in this history and still 

resident in the parish on this November morning who was not either in church to see Adam and 

Dinah married, or near the church door to greet them as they came forth. Mrs. Irwine and her 

daughters were waiting at the churchyard gates in their carriage (for they had a carriage now) to 

shake hands with the bride and bridegroom and wish them well; and in the absence of Miss 

Lydia Donnithorne at Bath, Mrs. Best, Mr. Mills, and Mr. Craig had felt it incumbent on them to 

represent “the family” at the Chase on the occasion. The churchyard walk was quite lined with 

familiar faces, many of them faces that had first looked at Dinah when she preached on the 

Green. And no wonder they showed this eager interest on her marriage morning, for nothing like 

Dinah and the history which had brought her and Adam Bede together had been known at 

Hayslope within the memory of man. 

Bessy Cranage, in her neatest cap and frock, was crying, though she did not exactly know 

why; for, as her cousin Wiry Ben, who stood near her, judiciously suggested, Dinah was not 

going away, and if Bessy was in low spirits, the best thing for her to do was to follow Dinah’s 

example and marry an honest fellow who was ready to have her. Next to Bessy, just within the 

church door, there were the Poyser children, peeping round the corner of the pews to get a sight 

of the mysterious ceremony; Totty’s face wearing an unusual air of anxiety at the idea of seeing 

cousin Dinah come back looking rather old, for in Totty’s experience no married people were 

young. 

I envy them all the sight they had when the marriage was fairly ended and Adam led Dinah out 

of church. She was not in black this morning, for her Aunt Poyser would by no means allow such 

a risk of incurring bad luck, and had herself made a present of the wedding dress, made all of 

grey, though in the usual Quaker form, for on this point Dinah could not give way. So the lily 

face looked out with sweet gravity from under a grey Quaker bonnet, neither smiling nor 

blushing, but with lips trembling a little under the weight of solemn feelings. Adam, as he 

pressed her arm to his side, walked with his old erectness and his head thrown rather backward 

as if to face all the world better. But it was not because he was particularly proud this morning, 

as is the wont of bridegrooms, for his happiness was of a kind that had little reference to men’s 

opinion of it. There was a tinge of sadness in his deep joy; Dinah knew it, and did not feel 

aggrieved. 

There were three other couples, following the bride and bridegroom: first, Martin Poyser, 

looking as cheery as a bright fire on this rimy morning, led quiet Mary Burge, the bridesmaid; 

then came Seth serenely happy, with Mrs. Poyser on his arm; and last of all Bartle Massey, with 

Lisbeth—Lisbeth in a new gown and bonnet, too busy with her pride in her son and her delight 

in possessing the one daughter she had desired to devise a single pretext for complaint. 



Bartle Massey had consented to attend the wedding at Adam’s earnest request, under protest 

against marriage in general and the marriage of a sensible man in particular. Nevertheless, Mr. 

Poyser had a joke against him after the wedding dinner, to the effect that in the vestry he had 

given the bride one more kiss than was necessary. 

Behind this last couple came Mr. Irwine, glad at heart over this good morning’s work of 

joining Adam and Dinah. For he had seen Adam in the worst moments of his sorrow; and what 

better harvest from that painful seed-time could there be than this? The love that had brought 

hope and comfort in the hour of despair, the love that had found its way to the dark prison cell 

and to poor Hetty’s darker soul—this strong gentle love was to be Adam’s companion and helper 

till death. 

There was much shaking of hands mingled with “God bless you’s” and other good wishes to 

the four couples, at the churchyard gate, Mr. Poyser answering for the rest with unwonted 

vivacity of tongue, for he had all the appropriate wedding-day jokes at his command. And the 

women, he observed, could never do anything but put finger in eye at a wedding. Even Mrs. 

Poyser could not trust herself to speak as the neighbours shook hands with her, and Lisbeth 

began to cry in the face of the very first person who told her she was getting young again. 

Mr. Joshua Rann, having a slight touch of rheumatism, did not join in the ringing of the bells 

this morning, and, looking on with some contempt at these informal greetings which required no 

official co-operation from the clerk, began to hum in his musical bass, “Oh what a joyful thing it 

is,” by way of preluding a little to the effect he intended to produce in the wedding psalm next 

Sunday. 

“That’s a bit of good news to cheer Arthur,” said Mr. Irwine to his mother, as they drove off. 

“I shall write to him the first thing when we get home.” 

  



 

Epilogue 

It is near the end of June, in 1807. The workshops have been shut up half an hour or more in 

Adam Bede’s timber-yard, which used to be Jonathan Burge’s, and the mellow evening light is 

falling on the pleasant house with the buff walls and the soft grey thatch, very much as it did 

when we saw Adam bringing in the keys on that June evening nine years ago. 

There is a figure we know well, just come out of the house, and shading her eyes with her 

hands as she looks for something in the distance, for the rays that fall on her white borderless cap 

and her pale auburn hair are very dazzling. But now she turns away from the sunlight and looks 

towards the door. 

We can see the sweet pale face quite well now: it is scarcely at all altered—only a little fuller, 

to correspond to her more matronly figure, which still seems light and active enough in the plain 

black dress. 

“I see him, Seth,” Dinah said, as she looked into the house. “Let us go and meet him. Come, 

Lisbeth, come with Mother.” 

The last call was answered immediately by a small fair creature with pale auburn hair and grey 

eyes, little more than four years old, who ran out silently and put her hand into her mother’s. 

“Come, Uncle Seth,” said Dinah. 

“Aye, aye, we’re coming,” Seth answered from within, and presently appeared stooping under 

the doorway, being taller than usual by the black head of a sturdy two-year-old nephew, who had 

caused some delay by demanding to be carried on uncle’s shoulder. 

“Better take him on thy arm, Seth,” said Dinah, looking fondly at the stout black-eyed fellow. 

“He’s troublesome to thee so.” 

“Nay, nay: Addy likes a ride on my shoulder. I can carry him so for a bit.” A kindness which 

young Addy acknowledged by drumming his heels with promising force against Uncle Seth’s 

chest. But to walk by Dinah’s side, and be tyrannized over by Dinah’s and Adam’s children, was 

Uncle Seth’s earthly happiness. 

“Where didst see him?” asked Seth, as they walked on into the adjoining field. “I can’t catch 

sight of him anywhere.” 

“Between the hedges by the roadside,” said Dinah. “I saw his hat and his shoulder. There he is 

again.” 

“Trust thee for catching sight of him if he’s anywhere to be seen,” said Seth, smiling. “Thee’t 

like poor mother used to be. She was always on the look out for Adam, and could see him sooner 

than other folks, for all her eyes got dim.” 



“He’s been longer than he expected,” said Dinah, taking Arthur’s watch from a small side 

pocket and looking at it; “it’s nigh upon seven now.” 

“Aye, they’d have a deal to say to one another,” said Seth, “and the meeting ’ud touch ’em 

both pretty closish. Why, it’s getting on towards eight years since they parted.” 

“Yes,” said Dinah, “Adam was greatly moved this morning at the thought of the change he 

should see in the poor young man, from the sickness he has undergone, as well as the years 

which have changed us all. And the death of the poor wanderer, when she was coming back to 

us, has been sorrow upon sorrow.” 

“See, Addy,” said Seth, lowering the young one to his arm now and pointing, “there’s Father 

coming—at the far stile.” 

Dinah hastened her steps, and little Lisbeth ran on at her utmost speed till she clasped her 

father’s leg. Adam patted her head and lifted her up to kiss her, but Dinah could see the marks of 

agitation on his face as she approached him, and he put her arm within his in silence. 

“Well, youngster, must I take you?” he said, trying to smile, when Addy stretched out his 

arms—ready, with the usual baseness of infancy, to give up his Uncle Seth at once, now there 

was some rarer patronage at hand. 

“It’s cut me a good deal, Dinah,” Adam said at last, when they were walking on. 

“Didst find him greatly altered?” said Dinah. 

“Why, he’s altered and yet not altered. I should ha’ known him anywhere. But his colour’s 

changed, and he looks sadly. However, the doctors say he’ll soon be set right in his own country 

air. He’s all sound in th’ inside; it’s only the fever shattered him so. But he speaks just the same, 

and smiles at me just as he did when he was a lad. It’s wonderful how he’s always had just the 

same sort o’ look when he smiles.” 

“I’ve never seen him smile, poor young man,” said Dinah. 

“But thee wilt see him smile, to-morrow,” said Adam. “He asked after thee the first thing when 

he began to come round, and we could talk to one another. ‘I hope she isn’t altered,’ he said, ‘I 

remember her face so well.’ I told him ‘no,’” Adam continued, looking fondly at the eyes that 

were turned towards his, “only a bit plumper, as thee’dst a right to be after seven year. ‘I may 

come and see her to-morrow, mayn’t I?’ he said; ‘I long to tell her how I’ve thought of her all 

these years.’” 

“Didst tell him I’d always used the watch?” said Dinah. 

“Aye; and we talked a deal about thee, for he says he never saw a woman a bit like thee. ‘I 

shall turn Methodist some day,’ he said, ‘when she preaches out of doors, and go to hear her.’ 

And I said, ‘Nay, sir, you can’t do that, for Conference has forbid the women preaching, and 

she’s given it up, all but talking to the people a bit in their houses.’” 



“Ah,” said Seth, who could not repress a comment on this point, “and a sore pity it was o’ 

Conference; and if Dinah had seen as I did, we’d ha’ left the Wesleyans and joined a body that 

’ud put no bonds on Christian liberty.” 

“Nay, lad, nay,” said Adam, “she was right and thee wast wrong. There’s no rules so wise but 

what it’s a pity for somebody or other. Most o’ the women do more harm nor good with their 

preaching—they’ve not got Dinah’s gift nor her sperrit—and she’s seen that, and she thought it 

right to set th’ example o’ submitting, for she’s not held from other sorts o’ teaching. And I agree 

with her, and approve o’ what she did.” 

Seth was silent. This was a standing subject of difference rarely alluded to, and Dinah, wishing 

to quit it at once, said, “Didst remember, Adam, to speak to Colonel Donnithorne the words my 

uncle and aunt entrusted to thee?” 

“Yes, and he’s going to the Hall Farm with Mr. Irwine the day after to-morrow. Mr. Irwine 

came in while we were talking about it, and he would have it as the Colonel must see nobody but 

thee to-morrow. He said—and he’s in the right of it—as it’ll be bad for him t’ have his feelings 

stirred with seeing many people one after another. ‘We must get you strong and hearty,’ he said, 

‘that’s the first thing to be done Arthur, and then you shall have your own way. But I shall keep 

you under your old tutor’s thumb till then.’ Mr. Irwine’s fine and joyful at having him home 

again.” 

Adam was silent a little while, and then said, “It was very cutting when we first saw one 

another. He’d never heard about poor Hetty till Mr. Irwine met him in London, for the letters 

missed him on his journey. The first thing he said to me, when we’d got hold o’ one another’s 

hands was, ‘I could never do anything for her, Adam—she lived long enough for all the 

suffering—and I’d thought so of the time when I might do something for her. But you told me 

the truth when you said to me once, “There’s a sort of wrong that can never be made up for.”’” 

“Why, there’s Mr. and Mrs. Poyser coming in at the yard gate,” said Seth. 

“So there is,” said Dinah. “Run, Lisbeth, run to meet Aunt Poyser. Come in, Adam, and rest; it 

has been a hard day for thee.” 

  



Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (Tom 

Sawyer’s Comrade) by Mark Twain 

 

Commonly named among the Great American Novels, this 1884 book is among the first 

in major American literature to be written throughout in vernacular English, characterized by 

local color regionalism. It is told in the first person by Huckleberry "Huck" Finn, the narrator of 

two other Twain novels (Tom Sawyer Abroad and Tom Sawyer, Detective) and a friend of Tom 

Sawyer. It is a direct sequel to The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

The book is noted for "changing the course of children's literature" in the United States 

for the "deeply felt portrayal of boyhood.” It is also known for its colorful description of people 

and places along the Mississippi River. Set in a Southern antebellum society that had ceased to 

exist over 20 years before the work was published, Adventures of Huckleberry Finn is an often 

scathing satire on entrenched attitudes, particularly racism and freedom. 

Perennially popular with readers, Adventures of Huckleberry Finn has also been the 

continued object of study by literary critics since its publication. The book was widely criticized 

upon release because of its extensive use of coarse language and racial epithet. 

 Throughout the 20th century, and despite arguments that the protagonist and the tenor of 

the book are anti-racist criticism of the book continued due to both its perceived use of racial 

stereotypes and its frequent use of the racial slur "nigger". 

While it is clear that the novel was controversial from the outset, Norman Mailer, writing 

in The New York Times in 1984, concluded that Twain's novel was not initially "too 

unpleasantly regarded." In fact, Mailer writes: "the critical climate could hardly anticipate T. S. 

Eliot and Ernest Hemingway's encomiums 50 years later," reviews that would remain 

longstanding in the American consciousness. 

Alberti suggests that the academic establishment responded to the book's challenges both 

dismissively and with confusion. During Twain's time and today, defenders of Adventures of 

Huckleberry Finn "lump all nonacademic critics of the book together as extremists and 'censors', 

thus equating the complaints about the book's 'coarseness' from the genteel bourgeois trustees of 

the Concord Public Library in the 1880s with more recent objections based on race and civil 

rights." 

Upon issue of the American edition in 1885, several libraries banned it from their 

shelves.The early criticism focused on what was perceived as the book's crudeness. One incident 

was recounted in the newspaper the Boston Transcript: 

“The Concord (Mass.) Public Library committee has decided to exclude Mark Twain's 

latest book from the library. One member of the committee says that, while he does not wish to 

call it immoral, he thinks it contains but little humor, and that of a very coarse type. He regards it 

as the veriest trash. The library and the other members of the committee entertain similar views, 

characterizing it as rough, coarse, and inelegant, dealing with a series of experiences not 

elevating, the whole book being more suited to the slums than to intelligent, respectable people.” 



Writer Louisa May Alcott criticized the book's publication as well, saying that if Twain 

"[could not] think of something better to tell our pure-minded lads and lasses he had best stop 

writing for them". 

In 1905, New York's Brooklyn Public Library also banned the book due to "bad word 

choice" and Huck's having "not only itched but scratched" within the novel, which was 

considered obscene. When asked by a Brooklyn librarian about the situation, Twain sardonically 

replied: 

“I am greatly troubled by what you say. I wrote 'Tom Sawyer' & 'Huck Finn' for adults 

exclusively, & it always distressed me when I find that boys and girls have been allowed access 

to them. The mind that becomes soiled in youth can never again be washed clean. I know this by 

my own experience, & to this day I cherish an unappeased bitterness against the unfaithful 

guardians of my young life, who not only permitted but compelled me to read an unexpurgated 

Bible through before I was 15 years old. None can do that and ever draw a clean sweet breath 

again on this side of the grave.” 

Many subsequent critics, Ernest Hemingway among them, have deprecated the final 

chapters, claiming the book "devolves into little more than minstrel-show satire and broad 

comedy" after Jim is detained. Although Hemingway declared, "All modern American literature 

comes from" Huck Finn, and hailed it as "the best book we've had", he cautioned, "If you must 

read it you must stop where the Nigger Jim is stolen from the boys [sic]. That is the real end. The 

rest is just cheating." The African-American writer Ralph Ellison argued that "Hemingway 

missed completely the structural, symbolic and moral necessity for that part of the plot in which 

the boys rescue Jim. Yet it is precisely this part which gives the novel its significance." Pulitzer 

Prize winner Ron Powers states in his Twain biography (Mark Twain: A Life) that "Huckleberry 

Finn endures as a consensus masterpiece despite these final chapters", in which Tom Sawyer 

leads Huck through elaborate machinations to rescue Jim. 

In his introduction to The Annotated Huckleberry Finn, Michael Patrick Hearn writes that 

Twain "could be uninhibitedly vulgar", and quotes critic William Dean Howells, a Twain 

contemporary, who wrote that the author's "humor was not for most women". However, Hearn 

continues by explaining that "the reticent Howells found nothing in the proofs of Huckleberry 

Finn so offensive that it needed to be struck out". 

Much of modern scholarship of Huckleberry Finn has focused on its treatment of race. 

Many Twain scholars have argued that the book, by humanizing Jim and exposing the fallacies 

of the racist assumptions of slavery, is an attack on racism. Others have argued that the book 

falls short on this score, especially in its depiction of Jim. According to Professor Stephen 

Railton of the University of Virginia, Twain was unable to fully rise above the stereotypes of 

Black people that White readers of his era expected and enjoyed, and, therefore, resorted 

to minstrel show-style comedy to provide humor at Jim's expense, and ended up confirming 

rather than challenging late-19th century racist stereotypes. 

In one instance, the controversy caused a drastically altered interpretation of the text: in 

1955, CBS tried to avoid controversial material in a televised version of the book, by deleting all 

mention of slavery and omitting the character of Jim entirely. 

Because of this controversy over whether Huckleberry Finn is racist or anti-racist, and 

because the word "nigger" is frequently used in the novel (a commonly used word in Twain's 



time that has since become vulgar and taboo), many have questioned the appropriateness of 

teaching the book in the U.S. public school system—this questioning of the word "nigger" is 

illustrated by a school administrator of Virginia in 1982 calling the novel the "most grotesque 

example of racism I've ever seen in my life". According to the American Library 

Association, Huckleberry Finn was the fifth most frequently challenged book in the United 

States during the 1990s. 

There have been several more recent cases involving protests for the banning of the 

novel. In 2003, high school student Calista Phair and her grandmother, Beatrice Clark, 

in Renton, Washington, proposed banning the book from classroom learning in the Renton 

School District, though not from any public libraries, because of the word "nigger". The two 

curriculum committees that considered her request eventually decided to keep the novel on the 

11th grade curriculum, though they suspended it until a panel had time to review the novel and 

set a specific teaching procedure for the novel's controversial topics. 

In 2009, a Washington state high school teacher, John Foley, called for 

replacing Adventures of Huckleberry Finn with a more modern novel. In an opinion column that 

Foley wrote in the Seattle Post Intelligencer, he states that all "novels that use the ‘N-word' 

repeatedly need to go." He states that teaching the novel is not only unnecessary, but difficult 

due to the offensive language within the novel with many students becoming uncomfortable at 

"just hear[ing] the N-word." 

In 2016, Adventures of Huckleberry Finn was removed from a public school district 

in Virginia, along with the novel To Kill a Mockingbird, due to their use of racial slurs. 

Publishers have made their own attempts at easing the controversy by way of releasing 

editions of the book with the word "nigger" replaced by less controversial words. A 2011 edition 

of the book, published by NewSouth Books, employed the word "slave" (although the word is 

not properly applied to a freed man). Their argument for making the change was to offer the 

reader a choice of reading a "sanitized" version if they were not comfortable with the 

original. Mark Twain scholar Alan Gribben said he hoped the edition would be more friendly for 

use in classrooms, rather than have the work banned outright from classroom reading lists due to 

its language. 

According to publisher Suzanne La Rosa, "At NewSouth, we saw the value in an edition 

that would help the works find new readers. If the publication sparks good debate about how 

language impacts learning or about the nature of censorship or the way in which racial slurs 

exercise their baneful influence, then our mission in publishing this new edition of Twain's 

works will be more emphatically fulfilled." Another scholar, Thomas Wortham, criticized the 

changes, saying the new edition "doesn't challenge children to ask, 'Why would a child like Huck 

use such reprehensible language?'" 

 

Want to know more? 

Why Did We Ban The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn? (RINewsToday.com) 

The Censorship Files: The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn 

 

https://rinewstoday.com/why-did-we-ban-the-adventures-of-huckleberry-finn/
https://thecensorshipfiles.wordpress.com/volume-1/issue-1/huck-finn/
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In this book a number of dialects are used, to wit: the Missouri negro dialect; the extremest 

form of the backwoods Southwestern dialect; the ordinary “Pike County” dialect; and four 

modified varieties of this last. The shadings have not been done in a haphazard fashion, or by 

guesswork; but painstakingly, and with the trustworthy guidance and support of personal 

familiarity with these several forms of speech. 

I make this explanation for the reason that without it many readers would suppose that all 

these characters were trying to talk alike and not succeeding. 

THE AUTHOR. 

 

 

 

  



HUCKLEBERRY FINN 

Scene: The Mississippi Valley Time: Forty to fifty years ago 



 



 

 

 

CHAPTER I. 

You don’t know about me without you have read a book by the name of The Adventures of 

Tom Sawyer; but that ain’t no matter. That book was made by Mr. Mark Twain, and he told the 

truth, mainly. There was things which he stretched, but mainly he told the truth. That is nothing. 

I never seen anybody but lied one time or another, without it was Aunt Polly, or the widow, or 

maybe Mary. Aunt Polly—Tom’s Aunt Polly, she is—and Mary, and the Widow Douglas is all 

told about in that book, which is mostly a true book, with some stretchers, as I said before. 

Now the way that the book winds up is this: Tom and me found the money that the robbers hid 

in the cave, and it made us rich. We got six thousand dollars apiece—all gold. It was an awful 

sight of money when it was piled up. Well, Judge Thatcher he took it and put it out at interest, 

and it fetched us a dollar a day apiece all the year round—more than a body could tell what to do 

with. The Widow Douglas she took me for her son, and allowed she would sivilize me; but it was 

rough living in the house all the time, considering how dismal regular and decent the widow was 

in all her ways; and so when I couldn’t stand it no longer I lit out. I got into my old rags and my 

sugar-hogshead again, and was free and satisfied. But Tom Sawyer he hunted me up and said he 

was going to start a band of robbers, and I might join if I would go back to the widow and be 

respectable. So I went back. 

The widow she cried over me, and called me a poor lost lamb, and she called me a lot of other 

names, too, but she never meant no harm by it. She put me in them new clothes again, and I 

couldn’t do nothing but sweat and sweat, and feel all cramped up. Well, then, the old thing 

commenced again. The widow rung a bell for supper, and you had to come to time. When you 

got to the table you couldn’t go right to eating, but you had to wait for the widow to tuck down 

her head and grumble a little over the victuals, though there warn’t really anything the matter 

with them,—that is, nothing only everything was cooked by itself. In a barrel of odds and ends it 

is different; things get mixed up, and the juice kind of swaps around, and the things go better. 

After supper she got out her book and learned me about Moses and the Bulrushers, and I was 

in a sweat to find out all about him; but by and by she let it out that Moses had been dead a 

considerable long time; so then I didn’t care no more about him, because I don’t take no stock in 

dead people. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Pretty soon I wanted to smoke, and asked the widow to let me. But she wouldn’t. She said it 

was a mean practice and wasn’t clean, and I must try to not do it any more. That is just the way 

with some people. They get down on a thing when they don’t know nothing about it. Here she 

was a-bothering about Moses, which was no kin to her, and no use to anybody, being gone, you 

see, yet finding a power of fault with me for doing a thing that had some good in it. And she took 

snuff, too; of course that was all right, because she done it herself. 

Her sister, Miss Watson, a tolerable slim old maid, with goggles on, had just come to live with 

her, and took a set at me now with a spelling-book. She worked me middling hard for about an 

hour, and then the widow made her ease up. I couldn’t stood it much longer. Then for an hour it 

was deadly dull, and I was fidgety. Miss Watson would say, “Don’t put your feet up there, 

Huckleberry;” and “Don’t scrunch up like that, Huckleberry—set up straight;” and pretty soon 

she would say, “Don’t gap and stretch like that, Huckleberry—why don’t you try to behave?” 

Then she told me all about the bad place, and I said I wished I was there. She got mad then, but I 

didn’t mean no harm. All I wanted was to go somewheres; all I wanted was a change, I warn’t 



particular. She said it was wicked to say what I said; said she wouldn’t say it for the whole 

world; she was going to live so as to go to the good place. Well, I couldn’t see no advantage in 

going where she was going, so I made up my mind I wouldn’t try for it. But I never said so, 

because it would only make trouble, and wouldn’t do no good. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Now she had got a start, and she went on and told me all about the good place. She said all a 

body would have to do there was to go around all day long with a harp and sing, forever and 

ever. So I didn’t think much of it. But I never said so. I asked her if she reckoned Tom Sawyer 

would go there, and she said not by a considerable sight. I was glad about that, because I wanted 

him and me to be together. 



Miss Watson she kept pecking at me, and it got tiresome and lonesome. By and by they 

fetched the niggers in and had prayers, and then everybody was off to bed. I went up to my room 

with a piece of candle, and put it on the table. Then I set down in a chair by the window and tried 

to think of something cheerful, but it warn’t no use. I felt so lonesome I most wished I was dead. 

The stars were shining, and the leaves rustled in the woods ever so mournful; and I heard an owl, 

away off, who-whooing about somebody that was dead, and a whippowill and a dog crying about 

somebody that was going to die; and the wind was trying to whisper something to me, and I 

couldn’t make out what it was, and so it made the cold shivers run over me. Then away out in the 

woods I heard that kind of a sound that a ghost makes when it wants to tell about something 

that’s on its mind and can’t make itself understood, and so can’t rest easy in its grave, and has to 

go about that way every night grieving. I got so down-hearted and scared I did wish I had some 

company. Pretty soon a spider went crawling up my shoulder, and I flipped it off and it lit in the 

candle; and before I could budge it was all shriveled up. I didn’t need anybody to tell me that that 

was an awful bad sign and would fetch me some bad luck, so I was scared and most shook the 

clothes off of me. I got up and turned around in my tracks three times and crossed my breast 

every time; and then I tied up a little lock of my hair with a thread to keep witches away. But I 

hadn’t no confidence. You do that when you’ve lost a horseshoe that you’ve found, instead of 

nailing it up over the door, but I hadn’t ever heard anybody say it was any way to keep off bad 

luck when you’d killed a spider. 

I set down again, a-shaking all over, and got out my pipe for a smoke; for the house was all as 

still as death now, and so the widow wouldn’t know. Well, after a long time I heard the clock 

away off in the town go boom—boom—boom—twelve licks; and all still again—stiller than 

ever. Pretty soon I heard a twig snap down in the dark amongst the trees—something was a 

stirring. I set still and listened. Directly I could just barely hear a “me-yow! me-yow!” down 

there. That was good! Says I, “me-yow! me-yow!” as soft as I could, and then I put out the light 

and scrambled out of the window on to the shed. Then I slipped down to the ground and crawled 

in among the trees, and, sure enough, there was Tom Sawyer waiting for me. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER II. 

We went tiptoeing along a path amongst the trees back towards the end of the widow’s garden, 

stooping down so as the branches wouldn’t scrape our heads. When we was passing by the 

kitchen I fell over a root and made a noise. We scrouched down and laid still. Miss Watson’s big 

nigger, named Jim, was setting in the kitchen door; we could see him pretty clear, because there 

was a light behind him. He got up and stretched his neck out about a minute, listening. Then he 

says: 

“Who dah?” 

He listened some more; then he come tiptoeing down and stood right between us; we could a 

touched him, nearly. Well, likely it was minutes and minutes that there warn’t a sound, and we 

all there so close together. There was a place on my ankle that got to itching, but I dasn’t scratch 

it; and then my ear begun to itch; and next my back, right between my shoulders. Seemed like I’d 

die if I couldn’t scratch. Well, I’ve noticed that thing plenty times since. If you are with the 

quality, or at a funeral, or trying to go to sleep when you ain’t sleepy—if you are anywheres 

where it won’t do for you to scratch, why you will itch all over in upwards of a thousand places. 

Pretty soon Jim says: 

“Say, who is you? Whar is you? Dog my cats ef I didn’ hear sumf’n. Well, I know what I’s 

gwyne to do: I’s gwyne to set down here and listen tell I hears it agin.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

So he set down on the ground betwixt me and Tom. He leaned his back up against a tree, and 

stretched his legs out till one of them most touched one of mine. My nose begun to itch. It itched 

till the tears come into my eyes. But I dasn’t scratch. Then it begun to itch on the inside. Next I 

got to itching underneath. I didn’t know how I was going to set still. This miserableness went on 

as much as six or seven minutes; but it seemed a sight longer than that. I was itching in eleven 

different places now. I reckoned I couldn’t stand it more’n a minute longer, but I set my teeth 

hard and got ready to try. Just then Jim begun to breathe heavy; next he begun to snore—and 

then I was pretty soon comfortable again. 

Tom he made a sign to me—kind of a little noise with his mouth—and we went creeping away 

on our hands and knees. When we was ten foot off Tom whispered to me, and wanted to tie Jim 

to the tree for fun. But I said no; he might wake and make a disturbance, and then they’d find out 

I warn’t in. Then Tom said he hadn’t got candles enough, and he would slip in the kitchen and 

get some more. I didn’t want him to try. I said Jim might wake up and come. But Tom wanted to 



resk it; so we slid in there and got three candles, and Tom laid five cents on the table for pay. 

Then we got out, and I was in a sweat to get away; but nothing would do Tom but he must crawl 

to where Jim was, on his hands and knees, and play something on him. I waited, and it seemed a 

good while, everything was so still and lonesome. 

As soon as Tom was back we cut along the path, around the garden fence, and by and by 

fetched up on the steep top of the hill the other side of the house. Tom said he slipped Jim’s hat 

off of his head and hung it on a limb right over him, and Jim stirred a little, but he didn’t wake. 

Afterwards Jim said the witches be witched him and put him in a trance, and rode him all over 

the State, and then set him under the trees again, and hung his hat on a limb to show who done it. 

And next time Jim told it he said they rode him down to New Orleans; and, after that, every time 

he told it he spread it more and more, till by and by he said they rode him all over the world, and 

tired him most to death, and his back was all over saddle-boils. Jim was monstrous proud about 

it, and he got so he wouldn’t hardly notice the other niggers. Niggers would come miles to hear 

Jim tell about it, and he was more looked up to than any nigger in that country. Strange niggers 

would stand with their mouths open and look him all over, same as if he was a wonder. Niggers 

is always talking about witches in the dark by the kitchen fire; but whenever one was talking and 

letting on to know all about such things, Jim would happen in and say, “Hm! What you know 

’bout witches?” and that nigger was corked up and had to take a back seat. Jim always kept that 

five-center piece round his neck with a string, and said it was a charm the devil give to him with 

his own hands, and told him he could cure anybody with it and fetch witches whenever he 

wanted to just by saying something to it; but he never told what it was he said to it. Niggers 

would come from all around there and give Jim anything they had, just for a sight of that five-

center piece; but they wouldn’t touch it, because the devil had had his hands on it. Jim was most 

ruined for a servant, because he got stuck up on account of having seen the devil and been rode 

by witches. 

Well, when Tom and me got to the edge of the hilltop we looked away down into the village 

and could see three or four lights twinkling, where there was sick folks, maybe; and the stars 

over us was sparkling ever so fine; and down by the village was the river, a whole mile broad, 

and awful still and grand. We went down the hill and found Jo Harper and Ben Rogers, and two 

or three more of the boys, hid in the old tanyard. So we unhitched a skiff and pulled down the 

river two mile and a half, to the big scar on the hillside, and went ashore. 

We went to a clump of bushes, and Tom made everybody swear to keep the secret, and then 

showed them a hole in the hill, right in the thickest part of the bushes. Then we lit the candles, 

and crawled in on our hands and knees. We went about two hundred yards, and then the cave 

opened up. Tom poked about amongst the passages, and pretty soon ducked under a wall where 

you wouldn’t a noticed that there was a hole. We went along a narrow place and got into a kind 

of room, all damp and sweaty and cold, and there we stopped. Tom says: 

“Now, we’ll start this band of robbers and call it Tom Sawyer’s Gang. Everybody that wants 

to join has got to take an oath, and write his name in blood.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Everybody was willing. So Tom got out a sheet of paper that he had wrote the oath on, and 

read it. It swore every boy to stick to the band, and never tell any of the secrets; and if anybody 

done anything to any boy in the band, whichever boy was ordered to kill that person and his 

family must do it, and he mustn’t eat and he mustn’t sleep till he had killed them and hacked a 

cross in their breasts, which was the sign of the band. And nobody that didn’t belong to the band 

could use that mark, and if he did he must be sued; and if he done it again he must be killed. And 

if anybody that belonged to the band told the secrets, he must have his throat cut, and then have 

his carcass burnt up and the ashes scattered all around, and his name blotted off of the list with 

blood and never mentioned again by the gang, but have a curse put on it and be forgot forever. 

Everybody said it was a real beautiful oath, and asked Tom if he got it out of his own head. He 

said, some of it, but the rest was out of pirate-books and robber-books, and every gang that was 

high-toned had it. 

Some thought it would be good to kill the families of boys that told the secrets. Tom said it 

was a good idea, so he took a pencil and wrote it in. Then Ben Rogers says: 

“Here’s Huck Finn, he hain’t got no family; what you going to do ’bout him?” 

“Well, hain’t he got a father?” says Tom Sawyer. 

“Yes, he’s got a father, but you can’t never find him these days. He used to lay drunk with the 

hogs in the tanyard, but he hain’t been seen in these parts for a year or more.” 



They talked it over, and they was going to rule me out, because they said every boy must have 

a family or somebody to kill, or else it wouldn’t be fair and square for the others. Well, nobody 

could think of anything to do—everybody was stumped, and set still. I was most ready to cry; 

but all at once I thought of a way, and so I offered them Miss Watson—they could kill her. 

Everybody said: 

“Oh, she’ll do. That’s all right. Huck can come in.” 

Then they all stuck a pin in their fingers to get blood to sign with, and I made my mark on the 

paper. 

“Now,” says Ben Rogers, “what’s the line of business of this Gang?” 

“Nothing only robbery and murder,” Tom said. 

“But who are we going to rob?—houses, or cattle, or—” 

“Stuff! stealing cattle and such things ain’t robbery; it’s burglary,” says Tom Sawyer. “We 

ain’t burglars. That ain’t no sort of style. We are highwaymen. We stop stages and carriages on 

the road, with masks on, and kill the people and take their watches and money.” 

“Must we always kill the people?” 

“Oh, certainly. It’s best. Some authorities think different, but mostly it’s considered best to kill 

them—except some that you bring to the cave here, and keep them till they’re ransomed.” 

“Ransomed? What’s that?” 

“I don’t know. But that’s what they do. I’ve seen it in books; and so of course that’s what 

we’ve got to do.” 

“But how can we do it if we don’t know what it is?” 

“Why, blame it all, we’ve got to do it. Don’t I tell you it’s in the books? Do you want to go to 

doing different from what’s in the books, and get things all muddled up?” 

“Oh, that’s all very fine to say, Tom Sawyer, but how in the nation are these fellows going to 

be ransomed if we don’t know how to do it to them?—that’s the thing I want to get at. Now, 

what do you reckon it is?” 

“Well, I don’t know. But per’aps if we keep them till they’re ransomed, it means that we keep 

them till they’re dead.” 

“Now, that’s something like. That’ll answer. Why couldn’t you said that before? We’ll keep 

them till they’re ransomed to death; and a bothersome lot they’ll be, too—eating up everything, 

and always trying to get loose.” 

“How you talk, Ben Rogers. How can they get loose when there’s a guard over them, ready to 

shoot them down if they move a peg?” 

“A guard! Well, that is good. So somebody’s got to set up all night and never get any sleep, 

just so as to watch them. I think that’s foolishness. Why can’t a body take a club and ransom 

them as soon as they get here?” 

“Because it ain’t in the books so—that’s why. Now, Ben Rogers, do you want to do things 

regular, or don’t you?—that’s the idea. Don’t you reckon that the people that made the books 

knows what’s the correct thing to do? Do you reckon you can learn ’em anything? Not by a good 

deal. No, sir, we’ll just go on and ransom them in the regular way.” 

“All right. I don’t mind; but I say it’s a fool way, anyhow. Say, do we kill the women, too?” 



“Well, Ben Rogers, if I was as ignorant as you I wouldn’t let on. Kill the women? No; nobody 

ever saw anything in the books like that. You fetch them to the cave, and you’re always as polite 

as pie to them; and by and by they fall in love with you, and never want to go home any more.” 

“Well, if that’s the way I’m agreed, but I don’t take no stock in it. Mighty soon we’ll have the 

cave so cluttered up with women, and fellows waiting to be ransomed, that there won’t be no 

place for the robbers. But go ahead, I ain’t got nothing to say.” 

Little Tommy Barnes was asleep now, and when they waked him up he was scared, and cried, 

and said he wanted to go home to his ma, and didn’t want to be a robber any more. 

So they all made fun of him, and called him cry-baby, and that made him mad, and he said he 

would go straight and tell all the secrets. But Tom give him five cents to keep quiet, and said we 

would all go home and meet next week, and rob somebody and kill some people. 

Ben Rogers said he couldn’t get out much, only Sundays, and so he wanted to begin next 

Sunday; but all the boys said it would be wicked to do it on Sunday, and that settled the thing. 

They agreed to get together and fix a day as soon as they could, and then we elected Tom Sawyer 

first captain and Jo Harper second captain of the Gang, and so started home. 

I clumb up the shed and crept into my window just before day was breaking. My new clothes 

was all greased up and clayey, and I was dog-tired. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

  



CHAPTER III. 

Well, I got a good going-over in the morning from old Miss Watson on account of my clothes; 

but the widow she didn’t scold, but only cleaned off the grease and clay, and looked so sorry that 

I thought I would behave awhile if I could. Then Miss Watson she took me in the closet and 

prayed, but nothing come of it. She told me to pray every day, and whatever I asked for I would 

get it. But it warn’t so. I tried it. Once I got a fish-line, but no hooks. It warn’t any good to me 

without hooks. I tried for the hooks three or four times, but somehow I couldn’t make it work. 

By and by, one day, I asked Miss Watson to try for me, but she said I was a fool. She never told 

me why, and I couldn’t make it out no way. 

I set down one time back in the woods, and had a long think about it. I says to myself, if a 

body can get anything they pray for, why don’t Deacon Winn get back the money he lost on 

pork? Why can’t the widow get back her silver snuffbox that was stole? Why can’t Miss Watson 

fat up? No, says I to my self, there ain’t nothing in it. I went and told the widow about it, and she 

said the thing a body could get by praying for it was “spiritual gifts.” This was too many for me, 

but she told me what she meant—I must help other people, and do everything I could for other 

people, and look out for them all the time, and never think about myself. This was including 

Miss Watson, as I took it. I went out in the woods and turned it over in my mind a long time, but 

I couldn’t see no advantage about it—except for the other people; so at last I reckoned I wouldn’t 

worry about it any more, but just let it go. Sometimes the widow would take me one side and talk 

about Providence in a way to make a body’s mouth water; but maybe next day Miss Watson 

would take hold and knock it all down again. I judged I could see that there was two 

Providences, and a poor chap would stand considerable show with the widow’s Providence, but 

if Miss Watson’s got him there warn’t no help for him any more. I thought it all out, and 

reckoned I would belong to the widow’s if he wanted me, though I couldn’t make out how he 

was a-going to be any better off then than what he was before, seeing I was so ignorant, and so 

kind of low-down and ornery. 

Pap he hadn’t been seen for more than a year, and that was comfortable for me; I didn’t want 

to see him no more. He used to always whale me when he was sober and could get his hands on 

me; though I used to take to the woods most of the time when he was around. Well, about this 

time he was found in the river drownded, about twelve mile above town, so people said. They 

judged it was him, anyway; said this drownded man was just his size, and was ragged, and had 

uncommon long hair, which was all like pap; but they couldn’t make nothing out of the face, 

because it had been in the water so long it warn’t much like a face at all. They said he was 

floating on his back in the water. They took him and buried him on the bank. But I warn’t 

comfortable long, because I happened to think of something. I knowed mighty well that a 

drownded man don’t float on his back, but on his face. So I knowed, then, that this warn’t pap, 

but a woman dressed up in a man’s clothes. So I was uncomfortable again. I judged the old man 

would turn up again by and by, though I wished he wouldn’t. 

We played robber now and then about a month, and then I resigned. All the boys did. We 

hadn’t robbed nobody, hadn’t killed any people, but only just pretended. We used to hop out of 

the woods and go charging down on hog-drivers and women in carts taking garden stuff to 

market, but we never hived any of them. Tom Sawyer called the hogs “ingots,” and he called the 

turnips and stuff “julery,” and we would go to the cave and powwow over what we had done, 

and how many people we had killed and marked. But I couldn’t see no profit in it. One time Tom 

sent a boy to run about town with a blazing stick, which he called a slogan (which was the sign 



for the Gang to get together), and then he said he had got secret news by his spies that next day a 

whole parcel of Spanish merchants and rich A-rabs was going to camp in Cave Hollow with two 

hundred elephants, and six hundred camels, and over a thousand “sumter” mules, all loaded 

down with di’monds, and they didn’t have only a guard of four hundred soldiers, and so we 

would lay in ambuscade, as he called it, and kill the lot and scoop the things. He said we must 

slick up our swords and guns, and get ready. He never could go after even a turnip-cart but he 

must have the swords and guns all scoured up for it, though they was only lath and broomsticks, 

and you might scour at them till you rotted, and then they warn’t worth a mouthful of ashes more 

than what they was before. I didn’t believe we could lick such a crowd of Spaniards and A-rabs, 

but I wanted to see the camels and elephants, so I was on hand next day, Saturday, in the 

ambuscade; and when we got the word we rushed out of the woods and down the hill. But there 

warn’t no Spaniards and A-rabs, and there warn’t no camels nor no elephants. It warn’t anything 

but a Sunday-school picnic, and only a primer-class at that. We busted it up, and chased the 

children up the hollow; but we never got anything but some doughnuts and jam, though Ben 

Rogers got a rag doll, and Jo Harper got a hymn-book and a tract; and then the teacher charged 

in, and made us drop everything and cut. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

I didn’t see no di’monds, and I told Tom Sawyer so. He said there was loads of them there, 

anyway; and he said there was A-rabs there, too, and elephants and things. I said, why couldn’t 

we see them, then? He said if I warn’t so ignorant, but had read a book called Don Quixote, I 

would know without asking. He said it was all done by enchantment. He said there was hundreds 

of soldiers there, and elephants and treasure, and so on, but we had enemies which he called 

magicians; and they had turned the whole thing into an infant Sunday-school, just out of spite. I 

said, all right; then the thing for us to do was to go for the magicians. Tom Sawyer said I was a 

numskull. 



“Why,” said he, “a magician could call up a lot of genies, and they would hash you up like 

nothing before you could say Jack Robinson. They are as tall as a tree and as big around as a 

church.” 

“Well,” I says, “s’pose we got some genies to help us—can’t we lick the other crowd then?” 

“How you going to get them?” 

“I don’t know. How do they get them?” 

“Why, they rub an old tin lamp or an iron ring, and then the genies come tearing in, with the 

thunder and lightning a-ripping around and the smoke a-rolling, and everything they’re told to do 

they up and do it. They don’t think nothing of pulling a shot-tower up by the roots, and belting a 

Sunday-school superintendent over the head with it—or any other man.” 

“Who makes them tear around so?” 

“Why, whoever rubs the lamp or the ring. They belong to whoever rubs the lamp or the ring, 

and they’ve got to do whatever he says. If he tells them to build a palace forty miles long out of 

di’monds, and fill it full of chewing-gum, or whatever you want, and fetch an emperor’s 

daughter from China for you to marry, they’ve got to do it—and they’ve got to do it before sun-

up next morning, too. And more: they’ve got to waltz that palace around over the country 

wherever you want it, you understand.” 

“Well,” says I, “I think they are a pack of flat-heads for not keeping the palace themselves 

’stead of fooling them away like that. And what’s more—if I was one of them I would see a man 

in Jericho before I would drop my business and come to him for the rubbing of an old tin lamp.” 

“How you talk, Huck Finn. Why, you’d have to come when he rubbed it, whether you wanted 

to or not.” 

“What! and I as high as a tree and as big as a church? All right, then; I would come; but I lay 

I’d make that man climb the highest tree there was in the country.” 

“Shucks, it ain’t no use to talk to you, Huck Finn. You don’t seem to know anything, 

somehow—perfect saphead.” 

I thought all this over for two or three days, and then I reckoned I would see if there was 

anything in it. I got an old tin lamp and an iron ring, and went out in the woods and rubbed and 

rubbed till I sweat like an Injun, calculating to build a palace and sell it; but it warn’t no use, 

none of the genies come. So then I judged that all that stuff was only just one of Tom Sawyer’s 

lies. I reckoned he believed in the A-rabs and the elephants, but as for me I think different. It had 

all the marks of a Sunday-school. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER IV. 

Well, three or four months run along, and it was well into the winter now. I had been to school 

most all the time and could spell and read and write just a little, and could say the multiplication 

table up to six times seven is thirty-five, and I don’t reckon I could ever get any further than that 

if I was to live forever. I don’t take no stock in mathematics, anyway. 

At first I hated the school, but by and by I got so I could stand it. Whenever I got uncommon 

tired I played hookey, and the hiding I got next day done me good and cheered me up. So the 

longer I went to school the easier it got to be. I was getting sort of used to the widow’s ways, too, 

and they warn’t so raspy on me. Living in a house and sleeping in a bed pulled on me pretty tight 

mostly, but before the cold weather I used to slide out and sleep in the woods sometimes, and so 

that was a rest to me. I liked the old ways best, but I was getting so I liked the new ones, too, a 

little bit. The widow said I was coming along slow but sure, and doing very satisfactory. She said 

she warn’t ashamed of me. 

One morning I happened to turn over the salt-cellar at breakfast. I reached for some of it as 

quick as I could to throw over my left shoulder and keep off the bad luck, but Miss Watson was 

in ahead of me, and crossed me off. She says, “Take your hands away, Huckleberry; what a mess 

you are always making!” The widow put in a good word for me, but that warn’t going to keep off 

the bad luck, I knowed that well enough. I started out, after breakfast, feeling worried and shaky, 

and wondering where it was going to fall on me, and what it was going to be. There is ways to 

keep off some kinds of bad luck, but this wasn’t one of them kind; so I never tried to do 

anything, but just poked along low-spirited and on the watch-out. 

I went down to the front garden and clumb over the stile where you go through the high board 

fence. There was an inch of new snow on the ground, and I seen somebody’s tracks. They had 

come up from the quarry and stood around the stile a while, and then went on around the garden 

fence. It was funny they hadn’t come in, after standing around so. I couldn’t make it out. It was 

very curious, somehow. I was going to follow around, but I stooped down to look at the tracks 

first. I didn’t notice anything at first, but next I did. There was a cross in the left boot-heel made 

with big nails, to keep off the devil. 

I was up in a second and shinning down the hill. I looked over my shoulder every now and 

then, but I didn’t see nobody. I was at Judge Thatcher’s as quick as I could get there. He said: 

“Why, my boy, you are all out of breath. Did you come for your interest?” 

“No, sir,” I says; “is there some for me?” 

“Oh, yes, a half-yearly is in last night—over a hundred and fifty dollars. Quite a fortune for 

you. You had better let me invest it along with your six thousand, because if you take it you’ll 

spend it.” 

“No, sir,” I says, “I don’t want to spend it. I don’t want it at all—nor the six thousand, nuther. 

I want you to take it; I want to give it to you—the six thousand and all.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

He looked surprised. He couldn’t seem to make it out. He says: 

“Why, what can you mean, my boy?” 

I says, “Don’t you ask me no questions about it, please. You’ll take it—won’t you?” 

He says: 

“Well, I’m puzzled. Is something the matter?” 

“Please take it,” says I, “and don’t ask me nothing—then I won’t have to tell no lies.” 

He studied a while, and then he says: 

“Oho-o! I think I see. You want to sell all your property to me—not give it. That’s the correct 

idea.” 

Then he wrote something on a paper and read it over, and says: 



“There; you see it says ‘for a consideration.’ That means I have bought it of you and paid you 

for it. Here’s a dollar for you. Now you sign it.” 

So I signed it, and left. 

Miss Watson’s nigger, Jim, had a hair-ball as big as your fist, which had been took out of the 

fourth stomach of an ox, and he used to do magic with it. He said there was a spirit inside of it, 

and it knowed everything. So I went to him that night and told him pap was here again, for I 

found his tracks in the snow. What I wanted to know was, what he was going to do, and was he 

going to stay? Jim got out his hair-ball and said something over it, and then he held it up and 

dropped it on the floor. It fell pretty solid, and only rolled about an inch. Jim tried it again, and 

then another time, and it acted just the same. Jim got down on his knees, and put his ear against it 

and listened. But it warn’t no use; he said it wouldn’t talk. He said sometimes it wouldn’t talk 

without money. I told him I had an old slick counterfeit quarter that warn’t no good because the 

brass showed through the silver a little, and it wouldn’t pass nohow, even if the brass didn’t 

show, because it was so slick it felt greasy, and so that would tell on it every time. (I reckoned I 

wouldn’t say nothing about the dollar I got from the judge.) I said it was pretty bad money, but 

maybe the hair-ball would take it, because maybe it wouldn’t know the difference. Jim smelt it 

and bit it and rubbed it, and said he would manage so the hair-ball would think it was good. He 

said he would split open a raw Irish potato and stick the quarter in between and keep it there all 

night, and next morning you couldn’t see no brass, and it wouldn’t feel greasy no more, and so 

anybody in town would take it in a minute, let alone a hair-ball. Well, I knowed a potato would 

do that before, but I had forgot it. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Jim put the quarter under the hair-ball, and got down and listened again. This time he said the 

hair-ball was all right. He said it would tell my whole fortune if I wanted it to. I says, go on. So 

the hair-ball talked to Jim, and Jim told it to me. He says: 

“Yo’ ole father doan’ know yit what he’s a-gwyne to do. Sometimes he spec he’ll go ’way, en 

den agin he spec he’ll stay. De bes’ way is to res’ easy en let de ole man take his own way. Dey’s 

two angels hoverin’ roun’ ’bout him. One uv ’em is white en shiny, en t’other one is black. De 

white one gits him to go right a little while, den de black one sail in en bust it all up. A body 

can’t tell yit which one gwyne to fetch him at de las’. But you is all right. You gwyne to have 

considable trouble in yo’ life, en considable joy. Sometimes you gwyne to git hurt, en sometimes 

you gwyne to git sick; but every time you’s gwyne to git well agin. Dey’s two gals flyin’ ’bout 

you in yo’ life. One uv ’em’s light en t’other one is dark. One is rich en t’other is po’. You’s 

gwyne to marry de po’ one fust en de rich one by en by. You wants to keep ’way fum de water as 

much as you kin, en don’t run no resk, ’kase it’s down in de bills dat you’s gwyne to git hung.” 

When I lit my candle and went up to my room that night there sat pap his own self! 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER V. 

I had shut the door to. Then I turned around and there he was. I used to be scared of him all the 

time, he tanned me so much. I reckoned I was scared now, too; but in a minute I see I was 

mistaken—that is, after the first jolt, as you may say, when my breath sort of hitched, he being so 

unexpected; but right away after I see I warn’t scared of him worth bothring about. 

He was most fifty, and he looked it. His hair was long and tangled and greasy, and hung down, 

and you could see his eyes shining through like he was behind vines. It was all black, no gray; so 

was his long, mixed-up whiskers. There warn’t no color in his face, where his face showed; it 

was white; not like another man’s white, but a white to make a body sick, a white to make a 

body’s flesh crawl—a tree-toad white, a fish-belly white. As for his clothes—just rags, that was 

all. He had one ankle resting on t’other knee; the boot on that foot was busted, and two of his 

toes stuck through, and he worked them now and then. His hat was laying on the floor—an old 

black slouch with the top caved in, like a lid. 

I stood a-looking at him; he set there a-looking at me, with his chair tilted back a little. I set 

the candle down. I noticed the window was up; so he had clumb in by the shed. He kept a-

looking me all over. By and by he says: 

“Starchy clothes—very. You think you’re a good deal of a big-bug, don’t you?” 

“Maybe I am, maybe I ain’t,” I says. 

“Don’t you give me none o’ your lip,” says he. “You’ve put on considerable many frills since 

I been away. I’ll take you down a peg before I get done with you. You’re educated, too, they 

say—can read and write. You think you’re better’n your father, now, don’t you, because he 

can’t? I’ll take it out of you. Who told you you might meddle with such hifalut’n foolishness, 

hey?—who told you you could?” 

“The widow. She told me.” 

“The widow, hey?—and who told the widow she could put in her shovel about a thing that 

ain’t none of her business?” 

“Nobody never told her.” 

“Well, I’ll learn her how to meddle. And looky here—you drop that school, you hear? I’ll 

learn people to bring up a boy to put on airs over his own father and let on to be better’n 

what he is. You lemme catch you fooling around that school again, you hear? Your mother 

couldn’t read, and she couldn’t write, nuther, before she died. None of the family couldn’t 

before they died. I can’t; and here you’re a-swelling yourself up like this. I ain’t the man to stand 

it—you hear? Say, lemme hear you read.” 

I took up a book and begun something about General Washington and the wars. When I’d read 

about a half a minute, he fetched the book a whack with his hand and knocked it across the 

house. He says: 

“It’s so. You can do it. I had my doubts when you told me. Now looky here; you stop that 

putting on frills. I won’t have it. I’ll lay for you, my smarty; and if I catch you about that school 

I’ll tan you good. First you know you’ll get religion, too. I never see such a son.” 

He took up a little blue and yaller picture of some cows and a boy, and says: 

“What’s this?” 

“It’s something they give me for learning my lessons good.” 



He tore it up, and says: 

“I’ll give you something better—I’ll give you a cowhide.” 

He set there a-mumbling and a-growling a minute, and then he says: 

“Ain’t you a sweet-scented dandy, though? A bed; and bedclothes; and a look’n’-glass; and a 

piece of carpet on the floor—and your own father got to sleep with the hogs in the tanyard. I 

never see such a son. I bet I’ll take some o’ these frills out o’ you before I’m done with you. 

Why, there ain’t no end to your airs—they say you’re rich. Hey?—how’s that?” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“They lie—that’s how.” 

“Looky here—mind how you talk to me; I’m a-standing about all I can stand now—so don’t 

gimme no sass. I’ve been in town two days, and I hain’t heard nothing but about you bein’ rich. I 

heard about it away down the river, too. That’s why I come. You git me that money to-morrow—

I want it.” 

“I hain’t got no money.” 



“It’s a lie. Judge Thatcher’s got it. You git it. I want it.” 

“I hain’t got no money, I tell you. You ask Judge Thatcher; he’ll tell you the same.” 

“All right. I’ll ask him; and I’ll make him pungle, too, or I’ll know the reason why. Say, how 

much you got in your pocket? I want it.” 

“I hain’t got only a dollar, and I want that to—” 

“It don’t make no difference what you want it for—you just shell it out.” 

He took it and bit it to see if it was good, and then he said he was going down town to get 

some whisky; said he hadn’t had a drink all day. When he had got out on the shed he put his head 

in again, and cussed me for putting on frills and trying to be better than him; and when I 

reckoned he was gone he come back and put his head in again, and told me to mind about that 

school, because he was going to lay for me and lick me if I didn’t drop that. 

Next day he was drunk, and he went to Judge Thatcher’s and bullyragged him, and tried to 

make him give up the money; but he couldn’t, and then he swore he’d make the law force him. 

The judge and the widow went to law to get the court to take me away from him and let one of 

them be my guardian; but it was a new judge that had just come, and he didn’t know the old 

man; so he said courts mustn’t interfere and separate families if they could help it; said he’d 

druther not take a child away from its father. So Judge Thatcher and the widow had to quit on the 

business. 

That pleased the old man till he couldn’t rest. He said he’d cowhide me till I was black and 

blue if I didn’t raise some money for him. I borrowed three dollars from Judge Thatcher, and pap 

took it and got drunk, and went a-blowing around and cussing and whooping and carrying on; 

and he kept it up all over town, with a tin pan, till most midnight; then they jailed him, and next 

day they had him before court, and jailed him again for a week. But he said he was satisfied; said 

he was boss of his son, and he’d make it warm for him. 

When he got out the new judge said he was a-going to make a man of him. So he took him to 

his own house, and dressed him up clean and nice, and had him to breakfast and dinner and 

supper with the family, and was just old pie to him, so to speak. And after supper he talked to 

him about temperance and such things till the old man cried, and said he’d been a fool, and 

fooled away his life; but now he was a-going to turn over a new leaf and be a man nobody 

wouldn’t be ashamed of, and he hoped the judge would help him and not look down on him. The 

judge said he could hug him for them words; so he cried, and his wife she cried again; pap said 

he’d been a man that had always been misunderstood before, and the judge said he believed it. 

The old man said that what a man wanted that was down was sympathy, and the judge said it was 

so; so they cried again. And when it was bedtime the old man rose up and held out his hand, and 

says: 

“Look at it, gentlemen and ladies all; take a-hold of it; shake it. There’s a hand that was the 

hand of a hog; but it ain’t so no more; it’s the hand of a man that’s started in on a new life, and’ll 

die before he’ll go back. You mark them words—don’t forget I said them. It’s a clean hand now; 

shake it—don’t be afeard.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

So they shook it, one after the other, all around, and cried. The judge’s wife she kissed it. Then 

the old man he signed a pledge—made his mark. The judge said it was the holiest time on record, 

or something like that. Then they tucked the old man into a beautiful room, which was the spare 

room, and in the night some time he got powerful thirsty and clumb out on to the porch-roof and 

slid down a stanchion and traded his new coat for a jug of forty-rod, and clumb back again and 

had a good old time; and towards daylight he crawled out again, drunk as a fiddler, and rolled off 

the porch and broke his left arm in two places, and was most froze to death when somebody 

found him after sun-up. And when they come to look at that spare room they had to take 

soundings before they could navigate it. 

The judge he felt kind of sore. He said he reckoned a body could reform the old man with a 

shotgun, maybe, but he didn’t know no other way. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER VI. 

Well, pretty soon the old man was up and around again, and then he went for Judge Thatcher 

in the courts to make him give up that money, and he went for me, too, for not stopping school. 

He catched me a couple of times and thrashed me, but I went to school just the same, and dodged 

him or outrun him most of the time. I didn’t want to go to school much before, but I reckoned I’d 

go now to spite pap. That law trial was a slow business—appeared like they warn’t ever going to 

get started on it; so every now and then I’d borrow two or three dollars off of the judge for him, 

to keep from getting a cowhiding. Every time he got money he got drunk; and every time he got 

drunk he raised Cain around town; and every time he raised Cain he got jailed. He was just 

suited—this kind of thing was right in his line. 

He got to hanging around the widow’s too much and so she told him at last that if he didn’t 

quit using around there she would make trouble for him. Well, wasn’t he mad? He said he would 

show who was Huck Finn’s boss. So he watched out for me one day in the spring, and catched 

me, and took me up the river about three mile in a skiff, and crossed over to the Illinois shore 

where it was woody and there warn’t no houses but an old log hut in a place where the timber 

was so thick you couldn’t find it if you didn’t know where it was. 

He kept me with him all the time, and I never got a chance to run off. We lived in that old 

cabin, and he always locked the door and put the key under his head nights. He had a gun which 

he had stole, I reckon, and we fished and hunted, and that was what we lived on. Every little 

while he locked me in and went down to the store, three miles, to the ferry, and traded fish and 

game for whisky, and fetched it home and got drunk and had a good time, and licked me. The 

widow she found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to get hold of me; 

but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long after that till I was used to being where I 

was, and liked it—all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking and fishing, and no 

books nor study. Two months or more run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I 

didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on a 

plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, and 

have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had 

stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because pap hadn’t 

no objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand it. I was all over welts. 

He got to going away so much, too, and locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three 

days. It was dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out 

any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave there. I had tried 

to get out of that cabin many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big 

enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was 

thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when 

he was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; well, I was most 

all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put in the time. But this time I found 

something at last; I found an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between a 

rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. There was an old horse-

blanket nailed against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from 

blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised the 

blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log out—big enough to let me 

through. Well, it was a good long job, but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s 

gun in the woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my saw, and 

pretty soon pap come in. 

Pap warn’t in a good humor—so he was his natural self. He said he was down town, and 

everything was going wrong. His lawyer said he reckoned he would win his lawsuit and get the 



money if they ever got started on the trial; but then there was ways to put it off a long time, and 

Judge Thatcher knowed how to do it. And he said people allowed there’d be another trial to get 

me away from him and give me to the widow for my guardian, and they guessed it would win 

this time. This shook me up considerable, because I didn’t want to go back to the widow’s any 

more and be so cramped up and sivilized, as they called it. Then the old man got to cussing, and 

cussed everything and everybody he could think of, and then cussed them all over again to make 

sure he hadn’t skipped any, and after that he polished off with a kind of a general cuss all round, 

including a considerable parcel of people which he didn’t know the names of, and so called them 

what’s-his-name when he got to them, and went right along with his cussing. 

He said he would like to see the widow get me. He said he would watch out, and if they tried 

to come any such game on him he knowed of a place six or seven mile off to stow me in, where 

they might hunt till they dropped and they couldn’t find me. That made me pretty uneasy again, 

but only for a minute; I reckoned I wouldn’t stay on hand till he got that chance. 

The old man made me go to the skiff and fetch the things he had got. There was a fifty-pound 

sack of corn meal, and a side of bacon, ammunition, and a four-gallon jug of whisky, and an old 

book and two newspapers for wadding, besides some tow. I toted up a load, and went back and 

set down on the bow of the skiff to rest. I thought it all over, and I reckoned I would walk off 

with the gun and some lines, and take to the woods when I run away. I guessed I wouldn’t stay in 

one place, but just tramp right across the country, mostly night times, and hunt and fish to keep 

alive, and so get so far away that the old man nor the widow couldn’t ever find me any more. I 

judged I would saw out and leave that night if pap got drunk enough, and I reckoned he would. I 

got so full of it I didn’t notice how long I was staying till the old man hollered and asked me 

whether I was asleep or drownded. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

I got the things all up to the cabin, and then it was about dark. While I was cooking supper the 

old man took a swig or two and got sort of warmed up, and went to ripping again. He had been 

drunk over in town, and laid in the gutter all night, and he was a sight to look at. A body would a 

thought he was Adam—he was just all mud. Whenever his liquor begun to work he most always 

went for the govment, this time he says: 

“Call this a govment! why, just look at it and see what it’s like. Here’s the law a-standing 

ready to take a man’s son away from him—a man’s own son, which he has had all the trouble 

and all the anxiety and all the expense of raising. Yes, just as that man has got that son raised at 

last, and ready to go to work and begin to do suthin’ for him and give him a rest, the law up and 

goes for him. And they call that govment! That ain’t all, nuther. The law backs that old Judge 

Thatcher up and helps him to keep me out o’ my property. Here’s what the law does: The law 

takes a man worth six thousand dollars and up’ards, and jams him into an old trap of a cabin like 

this, and lets him go round in clothes that ain’t fitten for a hog. They call that govment! A man 



can’t get his rights in a govment like this. Sometimes I’ve a mighty notion to just leave the 

country for good and all. Yes, and I told ’em so; I told old Thatcher so to his face. Lots of ’em 

heard me, and can tell what I said. Says I, for two cents I’d leave the blamed country and never 

come a-near it agin. Them’s the very words. I says look at my hat—if you call it a hat—but the 

lid raises up and the rest of it goes down till it’s below my chin, and then it ain’t rightly a hat at 

all, but more like my head was shoved up through a jint o’ stove-pipe. Look at it, says I—such a 

hat for me to wear—one of the wealthiest men in this town if I could git my rights. 

“Oh, yes, this is a wonderful govment, wonderful. Why, looky here. There was a free nigger 

there from Ohio—a mulatter, most as white as a white man. He had the whitest shirt on you ever 

see, too, and the shiniest hat; and there ain’t a man in that town that’s got as fine clothes as what 

he had; and he had a gold watch and chain, and a silver-headed cane—the awfulest old gray-

headed nabob in the State. And what do you think? They said he was a p’fessor in a college, and 

could talk all kinds of languages, and knowed everything. And that ain’t the wust. They said he 

could vote when he was at home. Well, that let me out. Thinks I, what is the country a-coming 

to? It was ’lection day, and I was just about to go and vote myself if I warn’t too drunk to get 

there; but when they told me there was a State in this country where they’d let that nigger vote, I 

drawed out. I says I’ll never vote agin. Them’s the very words I said; they all heard me; and the 

country may rot for all me—I’ll never vote agin as long as I live. And to see the cool way of that 

nigger—why, he wouldn’t a give me the road if I hadn’t shoved him out o’ the way. I says to the 

people, why ain’t this nigger put up at auction and sold?—that’s what I want to know. And what 

do you reckon they said? Why, they said he couldn’t be sold till he’d been in the State six 

months, and he hadn’t been there that long yet. There, now—that’s a specimen. They call that a 

govment that can’t sell a free nigger till he’s been in the State six months. Here’s a govment that 

calls itself a govment, and lets on to be a govment, and thinks it is a govment, and yet’s got to set 

stock-still for six whole months before it can take a hold of a prowling, thieving, infernal, white-

shirted free nigger, and—” 

Pap was agoing on so he never noticed where his old limber legs was taking him to, so he 

went head over heels over the tub of salt pork and barked both shins, and the rest of his speech 

was all the hottest kind of language—mostly hove at the nigger and the govment, though he give 

the tub some, too, all along, here and there. He hopped around the cabin considerable, first on 

one leg and then on the other, holding first one shin and then the other one, and at last he let out 

with his left foot all of a sudden and fetched the tub a rattling kick. But it warn’t good judgment, 

because that was the boot that had a couple of his toes leaking out of the front end of it; so now 

he raised a howl that fairly made a body’s hair raise, and down he went in the dirt, and rolled 

there, and held his toes; and the cussing he done then laid over anything he had ever done 

previous. He said so his own self afterwards. He had heard old Sowberry Hagan in his best days, 

and he said it laid over him, too; but I reckon that was sort of piling it on, maybe. 

After supper pap took the jug, and said he had enough whisky there for two drunks and one 

delirium tremens. That was always his word. I judged he would be blind drunk in about an hour, 

and then I would steal the key, or saw myself out, one or t’other. He drank and drank, and 

tumbled down on his blankets by and by; but luck didn’t run my way. He didn’t go sound asleep, 

but was uneasy. He groaned and moaned and thrashed around this way and that for a long time. 

At last I got so sleepy I couldn’t keep my eyes open all I could do, and so before I knowed what I 

was about I was sound asleep, and the candle burning. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

I don’t know how long I was asleep, but all of a sudden there was an awful scream and I was 

up. There was pap looking wild, and skipping around every which way and yelling about snakes. 

He said they was crawling up his legs; and then he would give a jump and scream, and say one 

had bit him on the cheek—but I couldn’t see no snakes. He started and run round and round the 

cabin, hollering “Take him off! take him off! he’s biting me on the neck!” I never see a man look 

so wild in the eyes. Pretty soon he was all fagged out, and fell down panting; then he rolled over 

and over wonderful fast, kicking things every which way, and striking and grabbing at the air 

with his hands, and screaming and saying there was devils a-hold of him. He wore out by and by, 

and laid still a while, moaning. Then he laid stiller, and didn’t make a sound. I could hear the 



owls and the wolves away off in the woods, and it seemed terrible still. He was laying over by 

the corner. By and by he raised up part way and listened, with his head to one side. He says, very 

low: 

“Tramp—tramp—tramp; that’s the dead; tramp—tramp—tramp; they’re coming after me; but 

I won’t go. Oh, they’re here! don’t touch me—don’t! hands off—they’re cold; let go. Oh, let a 

poor devil alone!” 

Then he went down on all fours and crawled off, begging them to let him alone, and he rolled 

himself up in his blanket and wallowed in under the old pine table, still a-begging; and then he 

went to crying. I could hear him through the blanket. 

By and by he rolled out and jumped up on his feet looking wild, and he see me and went for 

me. He chased me round and round the place with a clasp-knife, calling me the Angel of Death, 

and saying he would kill me, and then I couldn’t come for him no more. I begged, and told him I 

was only Huck; but he laughed such a screechy laugh, and roared and cussed, and kept on 

chasing me up. Once when I turned short and dodged under his arm he made a grab and got me 

by the jacket between my shoulders, and I thought I was gone; but I slid out of the jacket quick 

as lightning, and saved myself. Pretty soon he was all tired out, and dropped down with his back 

against the door, and said he would rest a minute and then kill me. He put his knife under him, 

and said he would sleep and get strong, and then he would see who was who. 

So he dozed off pretty soon. By and by I got the old split-bottom chair and clumb up as easy 

as I could, not to make any noise, and got down the gun. I slipped the ramrod down it to make 

sure it was loaded, then I laid it across the turnip barrel, pointing towards pap, and set down 

behind it to wait for him to stir. And how slow and still the time did drag along. 

 

 
  



CHAPTER VII. 

“Git up! What you ’bout?” 

I opened my eyes and looked around, trying to make out where I was. It was after sun-up, and 

I had been sound asleep. Pap was standing over me looking sour and sick, too. He says: 

“What you doin’ with this gun?” 

I judged he didn’t know nothing about what he had been doing, so I says: 

“Somebody tried to get in, so I was laying for him.” 

“Why didn’t you roust me out?” 

“Well, I tried to, but I couldn’t; I couldn’t budge you.” 

“Well, all right. Don’t stand there palavering all day, but out with you and see if there’s a fish 

on the lines for breakfast. I’ll be along in a minute.” 

He unlocked the door, and I cleared out up the river-bank. I noticed some pieces of limbs and 

such things floating down, and a sprinkling of bark; so I knowed the river had begun to rise. I 

reckoned I would have great times now if I was over at the town. The June rise used to be always 

luck for me; because as soon as that rise begins here comes cordwood floating down, and pieces 

of log rafts—sometimes a dozen logs together; so all you have to do is to catch them and sell 

them to the wood-yards and the sawmill. 

I went along up the bank with one eye out for pap and t’other one out for what the rise might 

fetch along. Well, all at once here comes a canoe; just a beauty, too, about thirteen or fourteen 

foot long, riding high like a duck. I shot head-first off of the bank like a frog, clothes and all on, 

and struck out for the canoe. I just expected there’d be somebody laying down in it, because 

people often done that to fool folks, and when a chap had pulled a skiff out most to it they’d raise 

up and laugh at him. But it warn’t so this time. It was a drift-canoe sure enough, and I clumb in 

and paddled her ashore. Thinks I, the old man will be glad when he sees this—she’s worth ten 

dollars. But when I got to shore pap wasn’t in sight yet, and as I was running her into a little 

creek like a gully, all hung over with vines and willows, I struck another idea: I judged I’d hide 

her good, and then, ’stead of taking to the woods when I run off, I’d go down the river about fifty 

mile and camp in one place for good, and not have such a rough time tramping on foot. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

It was pretty close to the shanty, and I thought I heard the old man coming all the time; but I 

got her hid; and then I out and looked around a bunch of willows, and there was the old man 

down the path a piece just drawing a bead on a bird with his gun. So he hadn’t seen anything. 

When he got along I was hard at it taking up a “trot” line. He abused me a little for being so 

slow; but I told him I fell in the river, and that was what made me so long. I knowed he would 

see I was wet, and then he would be asking questions. We got five catfish off the lines and went 

home. 

While we laid off after breakfast to sleep up, both of us being about wore out, I got to thinking 

that if I could fix up some way to keep pap and the widow from trying to follow me, it would be 

a certainer thing than trusting to luck to get far enough off before they missed me; you see, all 

kinds of things might happen. Well, I didn’t see no way for a while, but by and by pap raised up 

a minute to drink another barrel of water, and he says: 

“Another time a man comes a-prowling round here you roust me out, you hear? That man 

warn’t here for no good. I’d a shot him. Next time you roust me out, you hear?” 

Then he dropped down and went to sleep again; but what he had been saying give me the very 

idea I wanted. I says to myself, I can fix it now so nobody won’t think of following me. 



About twelve o’clock we turned out and went along up the bank. The river was coming up 

pretty fast, and lots of driftwood going by on the rise. By and by along comes part of a log raft—

nine logs fast together. We went out with the skiff and towed it ashore. Then we had dinner. 

Anybody but pap would a waited and seen the day through, so as to catch more stuff; but that 

warn’t pap’s style. Nine logs was enough for one time; he must shove right over to town and sell. 

So he locked me in and took the skiff, and started off towing the raft about half-past three. I 

judged he wouldn’t come back that night. I waited till I reckoned he had got a good start; then I 

out with my saw, and went to work on that log again. Before he was t’other side of the river I 

was out of the hole; him and his raft was just a speck on the water away off yonder. 

I took the sack of corn meal and took it to where the canoe was hid, and shoved the vines and 

branches apart and put it in; then I done the same with the side of bacon; then the whisky-jug. I 

took all the coffee and sugar there was, and all the ammunition; I took the wadding; I took the 

bucket and gourd; I took a dipper and a tin cup, and my old saw and two blankets, and the skillet 

and the coffee-pot. I took fish-lines and matches and other things—everything that was worth a 

cent. I cleaned out the place. I wanted an axe, but there wasn’t any, only the one out at the 

woodpile, and I knowed why I was going to leave that. I fetched out the gun, and now I was 

done. 

I had wore the ground a good deal crawling out of the hole and dragging out so many things. 

So I fixed that as good as I could from the outside by scattering dust on the place, which covered 

up the smoothness and the sawdust. Then I fixed the piece of log back into its place, and put two 

rocks under it and one against it to hold it there, for it was bent up at that place and didn’t quite 

touch ground. If you stood four or five foot away and didn’t know it was sawed, you wouldn’t 

never notice it; and besides, this was the back of the cabin, and it warn’t likely anybody would 

go fooling around there. 

It was all grass clear to the canoe, so I hadn’t left a track. I followed around to see. I stood on 

the bank and looked out over the river. All safe. So I took the gun and went up a piece into the 

woods, and was hunting around for some birds when I see a wild pig; hogs soon went wild in 

them bottoms after they had got away from the prairie farms. I shot this fellow and took him into 

camp. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

I took the axe and smashed in the door. I beat it and hacked it considerable a-doing it. I 

fetched the pig in, and took him back nearly to the table and hacked into his throat with the axe, 

and laid him down on the ground to bleed; I say ground because it was ground—hard packed, 

and no boards. Well, next I took an old sack and put a lot of big rocks in it—all I could drag—

and I started it from the pig, and dragged it to the door and through the woods down to the river 

and dumped it in, and down it sunk, out of sight. You could easy see that something had been 

dragged over the ground. I did wish Tom Sawyer was there; I knowed he would take an interest 

in this kind of business, and throw in the fancy touches. Nobody could spread himself like Tom 

Sawyer in such a thing as that. 

Well, last I pulled out some of my hair, and blooded the axe good, and stuck it on the back 

side, and slung the axe in the corner. Then I took up the pig and held him to my breast with my 

jacket (so he couldn’t drip) till I got a good piece below the house and then dumped him into the 

river. Now I thought of something else. So I went and got the bag of meal and my old saw out of 

the canoe, and fetched them to the house. I took the bag to where it used to stand, and ripped a 

hole in the bottom of it with the saw, for there warn’t no knives and forks on the place—pap 

done everything with his clasp-knife about the cooking. Then I carried the sack about a hundred 

yards across the grass and through the willows east of the house, to a shallow lake that was five 



mile wide and full of rushes—and ducks too, you might say, in the season. There was a slough or 

a creek leading out of it on the other side that went miles away, I don’t know where, but it didn’t 

go to the river. The meal sifted out and made a little track all the way to the lake. I dropped pap’s 

whetstone there too, so as to look like it had been done by accident. Then I tied up the rip in the 

meal sack with a string, so it wouldn’t leak no more, and took it and my saw to the canoe again. 

It was about dark now; so I dropped the canoe down the river under some willows that hung 

over the bank, and waited for the moon to rise. I made fast to a willow; then I took a bite to eat, 

and by and by laid down in the canoe to smoke a pipe and lay out a plan. I says to myself, they’ll 

follow the track of that sackful of rocks to the shore and then drag the river for me. And they’ll 

follow that meal track to the lake and go browsing down the creek that leads out of it to find the 

robbers that killed me and took the things. They won’t ever hunt the river for anything but my 

dead carcass. They’ll soon get tired of that, and won’t bother no more about me. All right; I can 

stop anywhere I want to. Jackson’s Island is good enough for me; I know that island pretty well, 

and nobody ever comes there. And then I can paddle over to town nights, and slink around and 

pick up things I want. Jackson’s Island’s the place. 

I was pretty tired, and the first thing I knowed I was asleep. When I woke up I didn’t know 

where I was for a minute. I set up and looked around, a little scared. Then I remembered. The 

river looked miles and miles across. The moon was so bright I could a counted the drift logs that 

went a-slipping along, black and still, hundreds of yards out from shore. Everything was dead 

quiet, and it looked late, and smelt late. You know what I mean—I don’t know the words to put it 

in. 

I took a good gap and a stretch, and was just going to unhitch and start when I heard a sound 

away over the water. I listened. Pretty soon I made it out. It was that dull kind of a regular sound 

that comes from oars working in rowlocks when it’s a still night. I peeped out through the willow 

branches, and there it was—a skiff, away across the water. I couldn’t tell how many was in it. It 

kept a-coming, and when it was abreast of me I see there warn’t but one man in it. Think’s I, 

maybe it’s pap, though I warn’t expecting him. He dropped below me with the current, and by 

and by he came a-swinging up shore in the easy water, and he went by so close I could a reached 

out the gun and touched him. Well, it was pap, sure enough—and sober, too, by the way he laid 

his oars. 

I didn’t lose no time. The next minute I was a-spinning down stream soft but quick in the 

shade of the bank. I made two mile and a half, and then struck out a quarter of a mile or more 

towards the middle of the river, because pretty soon I would be passing the ferry landing, and 

people might see me and hail me. I got out amongst the driftwood, and then laid down in the 

bottom of the canoe and let her float. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

I laid there, and had a good rest and a smoke out of my pipe, looking away into the sky; not a 

cloud in it. The sky looks ever so deep when you lay down on your back in the moonshine; I 

never knowed it before. And how far a body can hear on the water such nights! I heard people 

talking at the ferry landing. I heard what they said, too—every word of it. One man said it was 

getting towards the long days and the short nights now. T’other one said this warn’t one of the 

short ones, he reckoned—and then they laughed, and he said it over again, and they laughed 

again; then they waked up another fellow and told him, and laughed, but he didn’t laugh; he 

ripped out something brisk, and said let him alone. The first fellow said he ’lowed to tell it to his 

old woman—she would think it was pretty good; but he said that warn’t nothing to some things 

he had said in his time. I heard one man say it was nearly three o’clock, and he hoped daylight 

wouldn’t wait more than about a week longer. After that the talk got further and further away, 

and I couldn’t make out the words any more; but I could hear the mumble, and now and then a 

laugh, too, but it seemed a long ways off. 

I was away below the ferry now. I rose up, and there was Jackson’s Island, about two mile and 

a half down stream, heavy timbered and standing up out of the middle of the river, big and dark 

and solid, like a steamboat without any lights. There warn’t any signs of the bar at the head—it 

was all under water now. 



It didn’t take me long to get there. I shot past the head at a ripping rate, the current was so 

swift, and then I got into the dead water and landed on the side towards the Illinois shore. I run 

the canoe into a deep dent in the bank that I knowed about; I had to part the willow branches to 

get in; and when I made fast nobody could a seen the canoe from the outside. 

I went up and set down on a log at the head of the island, and looked out on the big river and 

the black driftwood and away over to the town, three mile away, where there was three or four 

lights twinkling. A monstrous big lumber-raft was about a mile up stream, coming along down, 

with a lantern in the middle of it. I watched it come creeping down, and when it was most abreast 

of where I stood I heard a man say, “Stern oars, there! heave her head to stabboard!” I heard that 

just as plain as if the man was by my side. 

There was a little gray in the sky now; so I stepped into the woods, and laid down for a nap 

before breakfast. 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER VIII. 

The sun was up so high when I waked that I judged it was after eight o’clock. I laid there in 

the grass and the cool shade thinking about things, and feeling rested and ruther comfortable and 

satisfied. I could see the sun out at one or two holes, but mostly it was big trees all about, and 

gloomy in there amongst them. There was freckled places on the ground where the light sifted 

down through the leaves, and the freckled places swapped about a little, showing there was a 

little breeze up there. A couple of squirrels set on a limb and jabbered at me very friendly. 

I was powerful lazy and comfortable—didn’t want to get up and cook breakfast. Well, I was 

dozing off again when I thinks I hears a deep sound of “boom!” away up the river. I rouses up, 

and rests on my elbow and listens; pretty soon I hears it again. I hopped up, and went and looked 

out at a hole in the leaves, and I see a bunch of smoke laying on the water a long ways up—about 

abreast the ferry. And there was the ferryboat full of people floating along down. I knowed what 

was the matter now. “Boom!” I see the white smoke squirt out of the ferryboat’s side. You see, 

they was firing cannon over the water, trying to make my carcass come to the top. 

I was pretty hungry, but it warn’t going to do for me to start a fire, because they might see the 

smoke. So I set there and watched the cannon-smoke and listened to the boom. The river was a 

mile wide there, and it always looks pretty on a summer morning—so I was having a good 

enough time seeing them hunt for my remainders if I only had a bite to eat. Well, then I 

happened to think how they always put quicksilver in loaves of bread and float them off, because 

they always go right to the drownded carcass and stop there. So, says I, I’ll keep a lookout, and if 

any of them’s floating around after me I’ll give them a show. I changed to the Illinois edge of the 

island to see what luck I could have, and I warn’t disappointed. A big double loaf come along, 

and I most got it with a long stick, but my foot slipped and she floated out further. Of course I 

was where the current set in the closest to the shore—I knowed enough for that. But by and by 

along comes another one, and this time I won. I took out the plug and shook out the little dab of 

quicksilver, and set my teeth in. It was “baker’s bread”—what the quality eat; none of your low-

down corn-pone. 

I got a good place amongst the leaves, and set there on a log, munching the bread and 

watching the ferry-boat, and very well satisfied. And then something struck me. I says, now I 

reckon the widow or the parson or somebody prayed that this bread would find me, and here it 

has gone and done it. So there ain’t no doubt but there is something in that thing—that is, there’s 

something in it when a body like the widow or the parson prays, but it don’t work for me, and I 

reckon it don’t work for only just the right kind. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

I lit a pipe and had a good long smoke, and went on watching. The ferryboat was floating with 

the current, and I allowed I’d have a chance to see who was aboard when she come along, 

because she would come in close, where the bread did. When she’d got pretty well along down 

towards me, I put out my pipe and went to where I fished out the bread, and laid down behind a 

log on the bank in a little open place. Where the log forked I could peep through. 

By and by she come along, and she drifted in so close that they could a run out a plank and 

walked ashore. Most everybody was on the boat. Pap, and Judge Thatcher, and Bessie Thatcher, 

and Jo Harper, and Tom Sawyer, and his old Aunt Polly, and Sid and Mary, and plenty more. 

Everybody was talking about the murder, but the captain broke in and says: 



“Look sharp, now; the current sets in the closest here, and maybe he’s washed ashore and got 

tangled amongst the brush at the water’s edge. I hope so, anyway.” 

I didn’t hope so. They all crowded up and leaned over the rails, nearly in my face, and kept 

still, watching with all their might. I could see them first-rate, but they couldn’t see me. Then the 

captain sung out: 

“Stand away!” and the cannon let off such a blast right before me that it made me deef with 

the noise and pretty near blind with the smoke, and I judged I was gone. If they’d a had some 

bullets in, I reckon they’d a got the corpse they was after. Well, I see I warn’t hurt, thanks to 

goodness. The boat floated on and went out of sight around the shoulder of the island. I could 

hear the booming now and then, further and further off, and by and by, after an hour, I didn’t 

hear it no more. The island was three mile long. I judged they had got to the foot, and was giving 

it up. But they didn’t yet a while. They turned around the foot of the island and started up the 

channel on the Missouri side, under steam, and booming once in a while as they went. I crossed 

over to that side and watched them. When they got abreast the head of the island they quit 

shooting and dropped over to the Missouri shore and went home to the town. 

I knowed I was all right now. Nobody else would come a-hunting after me. I got my traps out 

of the canoe and made me a nice camp in the thick woods. I made a kind of a tent out of my 

blankets to put my things under so the rain couldn’t get at them. I catched a catfish and haggled 

him open with my saw, and towards sundown I started my camp fire and had supper. Then I set 

out a line to catch some fish for breakfast. 

When it was dark I set by my camp fire smoking, and feeling pretty well satisfied; but by and 

by it got sort of lonesome, and so I went and set on the bank and listened to the current swashing 

along, and counted the stars and drift logs and rafts that come down, and then went to bed; there 

ain’t no better way to put in time when you are lonesome; you can’t stay so, you soon get over it. 

And so for three days and nights. No difference—just the same thing. But the next day I went 

exploring around down through the island. I was boss of it; it all belonged to me, so to say, and I 

wanted to know all about it; but mainly I wanted to put in the time. I found plenty strawberries, 

ripe and prime; and green summer grapes, and green razberries; and the green blackberries was 

just beginning to show. They would all come handy by and by, I judged. 

Well, I went fooling along in the deep woods till I judged I warn’t far from the foot of the 

island. I had my gun along, but I hadn’t shot nothing; it was for protection; thought I would kill 

some game nigh home. About this time I mighty near stepped on a good-sized snake, and it went 

sliding off through the grass and flowers, and I after it, trying to get a shot at it. I clipped along, 

and all of a sudden I bounded right on to the ashes of a camp fire that was still smoking. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

My heart jumped up amongst my lungs. I never waited for to look further, but uncocked my 

gun and went sneaking back on my tiptoes as fast as ever I could. Every now and then I stopped 

a second amongst the thick leaves and listened, but my breath come so hard I couldn’t hear 

nothing else. I slunk along another piece further, then listened again; and so on, and so on. If I 

see a stump, I took it for a man; if I trod on a stick and broke it, it made me feel like a person had 

cut one of my breaths in two and I only got half, and the short half, too. 

When I got to camp I warn’t feeling very brash, there warn’t much sand in my craw; but I 

says, this ain’t no time to be fooling around. So I got all my traps into my canoe again so as to 

have them out of sight, and I put out the fire and scattered the ashes around to look like an old 

last year’s camp, and then clumb a tree. 



I reckon I was up in the tree two hours; but I didn’t see nothing, I didn’t hear nothing—I 

only thought I heard and seen as much as a thousand things. Well, I couldn’t stay up there 

forever; so at last I got down, but I kept in the thick woods and on the lookout all the time. All I 

could get to eat was berries and what was left over from breakfast. 

By the time it was night I was pretty hungry. So when it was good and dark I slid out from 

shore before moonrise and paddled over to the Illinois bank—about a quarter of a mile. I went 

out in the woods and cooked a supper, and I had about made up my mind I would stay there all 

night when I hear a plunkety-plunk, plunkety-plunk, and says to myself, horses coming; and next 

I hear people’s voices. I got everything into the canoe as quick as I could, and then went creeping 

through the woods to see what I could find out. I hadn’t got far when I hear a man say: 

“We better camp here if we can find a good place; the horses is about beat out. Let’s look 

around.” 

I didn’t wait, but shoved out and paddled away easy. I tied up in the old place, and reckoned I 

would sleep in the canoe. 

I didn’t sleep much. I couldn’t, somehow, for thinking. And every time I waked up I thought 

somebody had me by the neck. So the sleep didn’t do me no good. By and by I says to myself, I 

can’t live this way; I’m a-going to find out who it is that’s here on the island with me; I’ll find it 

out or bust. Well, I felt better right off. 

So I took my paddle and slid out from shore just a step or two, and then let the canoe drop 

along down amongst the shadows. The moon was shining, and outside of the shadows it made it 

most as light as day. I poked along well on to an hour, everything still as rocks and sound asleep. 

Well, by this time I was most down to the foot of the island. A little ripply, cool breeze begun to 

blow, and that was as good as saying the night was about done. I give her a turn with the paddle 

and brung her nose to shore; then I got my gun and slipped out and into the edge of the woods. I 

sat down there on a log, and looked out through the leaves. I see the moon go off watch, and the 

darkness begin to blanket the river. But in a little while I see a pale streak over the treetops, and 

knowed the day was coming. So I took my gun and slipped off towards where I had run across 

that camp fire, stopping every minute or two to listen. But I hadn’t no luck somehow; I couldn’t 

seem to find the place. But by and by, sure enough, I catched a glimpse of fire away through the 

trees. I went for it, cautious and slow. By and by I was close enough to have a look, and there 

laid a man on the ground. It most give me the fan-tods. He had a blanket around his head, and his 

head was nearly in the fire. I set there behind a clump of bushes, in about six foot of him, and 

kept my eyes on him steady. It was getting gray daylight now. Pretty soon he gapped and 

stretched himself and hove off the blanket, and it was Miss Watson’s Jim! I bet I was glad to see 

him. I says: 

“Hello, Jim!” and skipped out. 

He bounced up and stared at me wild. Then he drops down on his knees, and puts his hands 

together and says: 

“Doan’ hurt me—don’t! I hain’t ever done no harm to a ghos’. I alwuz liked dead people, en 

done all I could for ’em. You go en git in de river agin, whah you b’longs, en doan’ do nuffn to 

Ole Jim, ’at ’uz awluz yo’ fren’.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Well, I warn’t long making him understand I warn’t dead. I was ever so glad to see Jim. I 

warn’t lonesome now. I told him I warn’t afraid of him telling the people where I was. I talked 

along, but he only set there and looked at me; never said nothing. Then I says: 

“It’s good daylight. Le’s get breakfast. Make up your camp fire good.” 

“What’s de use er makin’ up de camp fire to cook strawbries en sich truck? But you got a gun, 

hain’t you? Den we kin git sumfn better den strawbries.” 

“Strawberries and such truck,” I says. “Is that what you live on?” 

“I couldn’ git nuffn else,” he says. 

“Why, how long you been on the island, Jim?” 

“I come heah de night arter you’s killed.” 

“What, all that time?” 

“Yes—indeedy.” 

“And ain’t you had nothing but that kind of rubbage to eat?” 

“No, sah—nuffn else.” 

“Well, you must be most starved, ain’t you?” 



“I reck’n I could eat a hoss. I think I could. How long you ben on de islan’?” 

“Since the night I got killed.” 

“No! W’y, what has you lived on? But you got a gun. Oh, yes, you got a gun. Dat’s good. 

Now you kill sumfn en I’ll make up de fire.” 

So we went over to where the canoe was, and while he built a fire in a grassy open place 

amongst the trees, I fetched meal and bacon and coffee, and coffee-pot and frying-pan, and sugar 

and tin cups, and the nigger was set back considerable, because he reckoned it was all done with 

witchcraft. I catched a good big catfish, too, and Jim cleaned him with his knife, and fried him. 

When breakfast was ready we lolled on the grass and eat it smoking hot. Jim laid it in with all 

his might, for he was most about starved. Then when we had got pretty well stuffed, we laid off 

and lazied. By and by Jim says: 

“But looky here, Huck, who wuz it dat ’uz killed in dat shanty ef it warn’t you?” 

Then I told him the whole thing, and he said it was smart. He said Tom Sawyer couldn’t get 

up no better plan than what I had. Then I says: 

“How do you come to be here, Jim, and how’d you get here?” 

He looked pretty uneasy, and didn’t say nothing for a minute. Then he says: 

“Maybe I better not tell.” 

“Why, Jim?” 

“Well, dey’s reasons. But you wouldn’ tell on me ef I uz to tell you, would you, Huck?” 

“Blamed if I would, Jim.” 

“Well, I b’lieve you, Huck. I—I run off.” 

“Jim!” 

“But mind, you said you wouldn’ tell—you know you said you wouldn’ tell, Huck.” 

“Well, I did. I said I wouldn’t, and I’ll stick to it. Honest injun, I will. People would call me a 

low-down Abolitionist and despise me for keeping mum—but that don’t make no difference. I 

ain’t a-going to tell, and I ain’t a-going back there, anyways. So, now, le’s know all about it.” 

“Well, you see, it ’uz dis way. Ole missus—dat’s Miss Watson—she pecks on me all de time, 

en treats me pooty rough, but she awluz said she wouldn’ sell me down to Orleans. But I noticed 

dey wuz a nigger trader roun’ de place considable lately, en I begin to git oneasy. Well, one night 

I creeps to de do’ pooty late, en de do’ warn’t quite shet, en I hear old missus tell de widder she 

gwyne to sell me down to Orleans, but she didn’ want to, but she could git eight hund’d dollars 

for me, en it ’uz sich a big stack o’ money she couldn’ resis’. De widder she try to git her to say 

she wouldn’ do it, but I never waited to hear de res’. I lit out mighty quick, I tell you. 

“I tuck out en shin down de hill, en ’spec to steal a skift ’long de sho’ som’ers ’bove de town, 

but dey wuz people a-stirring yit, so I hid in de ole tumble-down cooper-shop on de bank to wait 

for everybody to go ’way. Well, I wuz dah all night. Dey wuz somebody roun’ all de time. ’Long 

’bout six in de mawnin’ skifts begin to go by, en ’bout eight er nine every skift dat went ’long 

wuz talkin’ ’bout how yo’ pap come over to de town en say you’s killed. Dese las’ skifts wuz full 

o’ ladies en genlmen a-goin’ over for to see de place. Sometimes dey’d pull up at de sho’ en take 

a res’ b’fo’ dey started acrost, so by de talk I got to know all ’bout de killin’. I ’uz powerful sorry 

you’s killed, Huck, but I ain’t no mo’ now. 



“I laid dah under de shavin’s all day. I ’uz hungry, but I warn’t afeard; bekase I knowed ole 

missus en de widder wuz goin’ to start to de camp-meet’n’ right arter breakfas’ en be gone all 

day, en dey knows I goes off wid de cattle ’bout daylight, so dey wouldn’ ’spec to see me roun’ 

de place, en so dey wouldn’ miss me tell arter dark in de evenin’. De yuther servants wouldn’ 

miss me, kase dey’d shin out en take holiday soon as de ole folks ’uz out’n de way. 

“Well, when it come dark I tuck out up de river road, en went ’bout two mile er more to whah 

dey warn’t no houses. I’d made up my mine ’bout what I’s agwyne to do. You see, ef I kep’ on 

tryin’ to git away afoot, de dogs ’ud track me; ef I stole a skift to cross over, dey’d miss dat skift, 

you see, en dey’d know ’bout whah I’d lan’ on de yuther side, en whah to pick up my track. So I 

says, a raff is what I’s arter; it doan’ make no track. 

“I see a light a-comin’ roun’ de p’int bymeby, so I wade’ in en shove’ a log ahead o’ me en 

swum more’n half way acrost de river, en got in ’mongst de drift-wood, en kep’ my head down 

low, en kinder swum agin de current tell de raff come along. Den I swum to de stern uv it en tuck 

a-holt. It clouded up en ’uz pooty dark for a little while. So I clumb up en laid down on de 

planks. De men ’uz all ’way yonder in de middle, whah de lantern wuz. De river wuz a-risin’, en 

dey wuz a good current; so I reck’n’d ’at by fo’ in de mawnin’ I’d be twenty-five mile down de 

river, en den I’d slip in jis b’fo’ daylight en swim asho’, en take to de woods on de Illinois side. 

“But I didn’ have no luck. When we ’uz mos’ down to de head er de islan’ a man begin to 

come aft wid de lantern, I see it warn’t no use fer to wait, so I slid overboard en struck out fer de 

islan’. Well, I had a notion I could lan’ mos’ anywhers, but I couldn’t—bank too bluff. I ’uz 

mos’ to de foot er de islan’ b’fo’ I found’ a good place. I went into de woods en jedged I wouldn’ 

fool wid raffs no mo’, long as dey move de lantern roun’ so. I had my pipe en a plug er dog-leg, 

en some matches in my cap, en dey warn’t wet, so I ’uz all right.” 

“And so you ain’t had no meat nor bread to eat all this time? Why didn’t you get mud-

turkles?” 

“How you gwyne to git ’m? You can’t slip up on um en grab um; en how’s a body gwyne to 

hit um wid a rock? How could a body do it in de night? En I warn’t gwyne to show mysef on de 

bank in de daytime.” 

“Well, that’s so. You’ve had to keep in the woods all the time, of course. Did you hear ’em 

shooting the cannon?” 

“Oh, yes. I knowed dey was arter you. I see um go by heah—watched um thoo de bushes.” 

Some young birds come along, flying a yard or two at a time and lighting. Jim said it was a 

sign it was going to rain. He said it was a sign when young chickens flew that way, and so he 

reckoned it was the same way when young birds done it. I was going to catch some of them, but 

Jim wouldn’t let me. He said it was death. He said his father laid mighty sick once, and some of 

them catched a bird, and his old granny said his father would die, and he did. 

And Jim said you mustn’t count the things you are going to cook for dinner, because that 

would bring bad luck. The same if you shook the table-cloth after sundown. And he said if a man 

owned a beehive and that man died, the bees must be told about it before sun-up next morning, 

or else the bees would all weaken down and quit work and die. Jim said bees wouldn’t sting 

idiots; but I didn’t believe that, because I had tried them lots of times myself, and they wouldn’t 

sting me. 



I had heard about some of these things before, but not all of them. Jim knowed all kinds of 

signs. He said he knowed most everything. I said it looked to me like all the signs was about bad 

luck, and so I asked him if there warn’t any good-luck signs. He says: 

“Mighty few—an’ dey ain’t no use to a body. What you want to know when good luck’s a-

comin’ for? Want to keep it off?” And he said: “Ef you’s got hairy arms en a hairy breas’, it’s a 

sign dat you’s agwyne to be rich. Well, dey’s some use in a sign like dat, ’kase it’s so fur ahead. 

You see, maybe you’s got to be po’ a long time fust, en so you might git discourage’ en kill 

yo’sef ’f you didn’ know by de sign dat you gwyne to be rich bymeby.” 

“Have you got hairy arms and a hairy breast, Jim?” 

“What’s de use to ax dat question? Don’t you see I has?” 

“Well, are you rich?” 

“No, but I ben rich wunst, and gwyne to be rich agin. Wunst I had foteen dollars, but I tuck to 

specalat’n’, en got busted out.” 

“What did you speculate in, Jim?” 

“Well, fust I tackled stock.” 

“What kind of stock?” 

“Why, live stock—cattle, you know. I put ten dollars in a cow. But I ain’ gwyne to resk no 

mo’ money in stock. De cow up ’n’ died on my han’s.” 

“So you lost the ten dollars.” 

“No, I didn’t lose it all. I on’y los’ ’bout nine of it. I sole de hide en taller for a dollar en ten 

cents.” 

“You had five dollars and ten cents left. Did you speculate any more?” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Yes. You know that one-laigged nigger dat b’longs to old Misto Bradish? Well, he sot up a 

bank, en say anybody dat put in a dollar would git fo’ dollars mo’ at de en’ er de year. Well, all 

de niggers went in, but dey didn’t have much. I wuz de on’y one dat had much. So I stuck out for 

mo’ dan fo’ dollars, en I said ’f I didn’ git it I’d start a bank mysef. Well, o’ course dat nigger 

want’ to keep me out er de business, bekase he says dey warn’t business ’nough for two banks, 

so he say I could put in my five dollars en he pay me thirty-five at de en’ er de year. 

“So I done it. Den I reck’n’d I’d inves’ de thirty-five dollars right off en keep things a-movin’. 

Dey wuz a nigger name’ Bob, dat had ketched a wood-flat, en his marster didn’ know it; en I 

bought it off’n him en told him to take de thirty-five dollars when de en’ er de year come; but 



somebody stole de wood-flat dat night, en nex day de one-laigged nigger say de bank’s busted. 

So dey didn’ none uv us git no money.” 

“What did you do with the ten cents, Jim?” 

“Well, I ’uz gwyne to spen’ it, but I had a dream, en de dream tole me to give it to a nigger 

name’ Balum—Balum’s Ass dey call him for short; he’s one er dem chuckleheads, you know. 

But he’s lucky, dey say, en I see I warn’t lucky. De dream say let Balum inves’ de ten cents en 

he’d make a raise for me. Well, Balum he tuck de money, en when he wuz in church he hear de 

preacher say dat whoever give to de po’ len’ to de Lord, en boun’ to git his money back a hund’d 

times. So Balum he tuck en give de ten cents to de po’, en laid low to see what wuz gwyne to 

come of it.” 

“Well, what did come of it, Jim?” 

“Nuffn never come of it. I couldn’ manage to k’leck dat money no way; en Balum he couldn’. 

I ain’ gwyne to len’ no mo’ money ’dout I see de security. Boun’ to git yo’ money back a hund’d 

times, de preacher says! Ef I could git de ten cents back, I’d call it squah, en be glad er de 

chanst.” 

“Well, it’s all right anyway, Jim, long as you’re going to be rich again some time or other.” 

“Yes; en I’s rich now, come to look at it. I owns mysef, en I’s wuth eight hund’d dollars. I 

wisht I had de money, I wouldn’ want no mo’.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



 

CHAPTER IX. 

I wanted to go and look at a place right about the middle of the island that I’d found when I 

was exploring; so we started and soon got to it, because the island was only three miles long and 

a quarter of a mile wide. 

This place was a tolerable long, steep hill or ridge about forty foot high. We had a rough time 

getting to the top, the sides was so steep and the bushes so thick. We tramped and clumb around 

all over it, and by and by found a good big cavern in the rock, most up to the top on the side 

towards Illinois. The cavern was as big as two or three rooms bunched together, and Jim could 

stand up straight in it. It was cool in there. Jim was for putting our traps in there right away, but I 

said we didn’t want to be climbing up and down there all the time. 

Jim said if we had the canoe hid in a good place, and had all the traps in the cavern, we could 

rush there if anybody was to come to the island, and they would never find us without dogs. And, 

besides, he said them little birds had said it was going to rain, and did I want the things to get 

wet? 

So we went back and got the canoe, and paddled up abreast the cavern, and lugged all the traps 

up there. Then we hunted up a place close by to hide the canoe in, amongst the thick willows. 

We took some fish off of the lines and set them again, and begun to get ready for dinner. 

The door of the cavern was big enough to roll a hogshead in, and on one side of the door the 

floor stuck out a little bit, and was flat and a good place to build a fire on. So we built it there and 

cooked dinner. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

We spread the blankets inside for a carpet, and eat our dinner in there. We put all the other 

things handy at the back of the cavern. Pretty soon it darkened up, and begun to thunder and 

lighten; so the birds was right about it. Directly it begun to rain, and it rained like all fury, too, 

and I never see the wind blow so. It was one of these regular summer storms. It would get so 

dark that it looked all blue-black outside, and lovely; and the rain would thrash along by so thick 

that the trees off a little ways looked dim and spider-webby; and here would come a blast of 

wind that would bend the trees down and turn up the pale underside of the leaves; and then a 

perfect ripper of a gust would follow along and set the branches to tossing their arms as if they 

was just wild; and next, when it was just about the bluest and blackest—FST! it was as bright as 

glory, and you’d have a little glimpse of tree-tops a-plunging about away off yonder in the storm, 

hundreds of yards further than you could see before; dark as sin again in a second, and now 

you’d hear the thunder let go with an awful crash, and then go rumbling, grumbling, tumbling, 

down the sky towards the under side of the world, like rolling empty barrels down stairs—where 

it’s long stairs and they bounce a good deal, you know. 

“Jim, this is nice,” I says. “I wouldn’t want to be nowhere else but here. Pass me along another 

hunk of fish and some hot corn-bread.” 



“Well, you wouldn’t a ben here ’f it hadn’t a ben for Jim. You’d a ben down dah in de woods 

widout any dinner, en gittn’ mos’ drownded, too; dat you would, honey. Chickens knows when 

it’s gwyne to rain, en so do de birds, chile.” 

The river went on raising and raising for ten or twelve days, till at last it was over the banks. 

The water was three or four foot deep on the island in the low places and on the Illinois bottom. 

On that side it was a good many miles wide, but on the Missouri side it was the same old 

distance across—a half a mile—because the Missouri shore was just a wall of high bluffs. 

Daytimes we paddled all over the island in the canoe, It was mighty cool and shady in the 

deep woods, even if the sun was blazing outside. We went winding in and out amongst the trees, 

and sometimes the vines hung so thick we had to back away and go some other way. Well, on 

every old broken-down tree you could see rabbits and snakes and such things; and when the 

island had been overflowed a day or two they got so tame, on account of being hungry, that you 

could paddle right up and put your hand on them if you wanted to; but not the snakes and 

turtles—they would slide off in the water. The ridge our cavern was in was full of them. We 

could a had pets enough if we’d wanted them. 

One night we catched a little section of a lumber raft—nice pine planks. It was twelve foot 

wide and about fifteen or sixteen foot long, and the top stood above water six or seven inches—a 

solid, level floor. We could see saw-logs go by in the daylight sometimes, but we let them go; we 

didn’t show ourselves in daylight. 

Another night when we was up at the head of the island, just before daylight, here comes a 

frame-house down, on the west side. She was a two-story, and tilted over considerable. We 

paddled out and got aboard—clumb in at an upstairs window. But it was too dark to see yet, so 

we made the canoe fast and set in her to wait for daylight. 

The light begun to come before we got to the foot of the island. Then we looked in at the 

window. We could make out a bed, and a table, and two old chairs, and lots of things around 

about on the floor, and there was clothes hanging against the wall. There was something laying 

on the floor in the far corner that looked like a man. So Jim says: 

“Hello, you!” 

But it didn’t budge. So I hollered again, and then Jim says: 

“De man ain’t asleep—he’s dead. You hold still—I’ll go en see.” 

He went, and bent down and looked, and says: 

“It’s a dead man. Yes, indeedy; naked, too. He’s ben shot in de back. I reck’n he’s ben dead 

two er three days. Come in, Huck, but doan’ look at his face—it’s too gashly.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

I didn’t look at him at all. Jim throwed some old rags over him, but he needn’t done it; I didn’t 

want to see him. There was heaps of old greasy cards scattered around over the floor, and old 

whisky bottles, and a couple of masks made out of black cloth; and all over the walls was the 

ignorantest kind of words and pictures made with charcoal. There was two old dirty calico 

dresses, and a sun-bonnet, and some women’s underclothes hanging against the wall, and some 

men’s clothing, too. We put the lot into the canoe—it might come good. There was a boy’s old 

speckled straw hat on the floor; I took that, too. And there was a bottle that had had milk in it, 

and it had a rag stopper for a baby to suck. We would a took the bottle, but it was broke. There 

was a seedy old chest, and an old hair trunk with the hinges broke. They stood open, but there 

warn’t nothing left in them that was any account. The way things was scattered about we 

reckoned the people left in a hurry, and warn’t fixed so as to carry off most of their stuff. 

We got an old tin lantern, and a butcher-knife without any handle, and a bran-new Barlow 

knife worth two bits in any store, and a lot of tallow candles, and a tin candlestick, and a gourd, 

and a tin cup, and a ratty old bedquilt off the bed, and a reticule with needles and pins and 

beeswax and buttons and thread and all such truck in it, and a hatchet and some nails, and a 

fishline as thick as my little finger with some monstrous hooks on it, and a roll of buckskin, and 



a leather dog-collar, and a horseshoe, and some vials of medicine that didn’t have no label on 

them; and just as we was leaving I found a tolerable good curry-comb, and Jim he found a ratty 

old fiddle-bow, and a wooden leg. The straps was broke off of it, but, barring that, it was a good 

enough leg, though it was too long for me and not long enough for Jim, and we couldn’t find the 

other one, though we hunted all around. 

And so, take it all around, we made a good haul. When we was ready to shove off we was a 

quarter of a mile below the island, and it was pretty broad day; so I made Jim lay down in the 

canoe and cover up with the quilt, because if he set up people could tell he was a nigger a good 

ways off. I paddled over to the Illinois shore, and drifted down most a half a mile doing it. I crept 

up the dead water under the bank, and hadn’t no accidents and didn’t see nobody. We got home 

all safe. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER X. 

After breakfast I wanted to talk about the dead man and guess out how he come to be killed, 

but Jim didn’t want to. He said it would fetch bad luck; and besides, he said, he might come and 

ha’nt us; he said a man that warn’t buried was more likely to go a-ha’nting around than one that 

was planted and comfortable. That sounded pretty reasonable, so I didn’t say no more; but I 

couldn’t keep from studying over it and wishing I knowed who shot the man, and what they done 

it for. 

We rummaged the clothes we’d got, and found eight dollars in silver sewed up in the lining of 

an old blanket overcoat. Jim said he reckoned the people in that house stole the coat, because if 

they’d a knowed the money was there they wouldn’t a left it. I said I reckoned they killed him, 

too; but Jim didn’t want to talk about that. I says: 

“Now you think it’s bad luck; but what did you say when I fetched in the snake-skin that I 

found on the top of the ridge day before yesterday? You said it was the worst bad luck in the 

world to touch a snake-skin with my hands. Well, here’s your bad luck! We’ve raked in all this 

truck and eight dollars besides. I wish we could have some bad luck like this every day, Jim.” 

“Never you mind, honey, never you mind. Don’t you git too peart. It’s a-comin’. Mind I tell 

you, it’s a-comin’.” 

It did come, too. It was a Tuesday that we had that talk. Well, after dinner Friday we was 

laying around in the grass at the upper end of the ridge, and got out of tobacco. I went to the 

cavern to get some, and found a rattlesnake in there. I killed him, and curled him up on the foot 

of Jim’s blanket, ever so natural, thinking there’d be some fun when Jim found him there. Well, 

by night I forgot all about the snake, and when Jim flung himself down on the blanket while I 

struck a light the snake’s mate was there, and bit him. 

He jumped up yelling, and the first thing the light showed was the varmint curled up and ready 

for another spring. I laid him out in a second with a stick, and Jim grabbed pap’s whisky-jug and 

begun to pour it down. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

He was barefooted, and the snake bit him right on the heel. That all comes of my being such a 

fool as to not remember that wherever you leave a dead snake its mate always comes there and 

curls around it. Jim told me to chop off the snake’s head and throw it away, and then skin the 

body and roast a piece of it. I done it, and he eat it and said it would help cure him. He made me 

take off the rattles and tie them around his wrist, too. He said that that would help. Then I slid 

out quiet and throwed the snakes clear away amongst the bushes; for I warn’t going to let Jim 

find out it was all my fault, not if I could help it. 



Jim sucked and sucked at the jug, and now and then he got out of his head and pitched around 

and yelled; but every time he come to himself he went to sucking at the jug again. His foot 

swelled up pretty big, and so did his leg; but by and by the drunk begun to come, and so I judged 

he was all right; but I’d druther been bit with a snake than pap’s whisky. 

Jim was laid up for four days and nights. Then the swelling was all gone and he was around 

again. I made up my mind I wouldn’t ever take a-holt of a snake-skin again with my hands, now 

that I see what had come of it. Jim said he reckoned I would believe him next time. And he said 

that handling a snake-skin was such awful bad luck that maybe we hadn’t got to the end of it yet. 

He said he druther see the new moon over his left shoulder as much as a thousand times than 

take up a snake-skin in his hand. Well, I was getting to feel that way myself, though I’ve always 

reckoned that looking at the new moon over your left shoulder is one of the carelessest and 

foolishest things a body can do. Old Hank Bunker done it once, and bragged about it; and in less 

than two years he got drunk and fell off of the shot-tower, and spread himself out so that he was 

just a kind of a layer, as you may say; and they slid him edgeways between two barn doors for a 

coffin, and buried him so, so they say, but I didn’t see it. Pap told me. But anyway it all come of 

looking at the moon that way, like a fool. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Well, the days went along, and the river went down between its banks again; and about the 

first thing we done was to bait one of the big hooks with a skinned rabbit and set it and catch a 

catfish that was as big as a man, being six foot two inches long, and weighed over two hundred 

pounds. We couldn’t handle him, of course; he would a flung us into Illinois. We just set there 

and watched him rip and tear around till he drownded. We found a brass button in his stomach 

and a round ball, and lots of rubbage. We split the ball open with the hatchet, and there was a 

spool in it. Jim said he’d had it there a long time, to coat it over so and make a ball of it. It was as 

big a fish as was ever catched in the Mississippi, I reckon. Jim said he hadn’t ever seen a bigger 

one. He would a been worth a good deal over at the village. They peddle out such a fish as that 

by the pound in the market-house there; everybody buys some of him; his meat’s as white as 

snow and makes a good fry. 



Next morning I said it was getting slow and dull, and I wanted to get a stirring up some way. I 

said I reckoned I would slip over the river and find out what was going on. Jim liked that notion; 

but he said I must go in the dark and look sharp. Then he studied it over and said, couldn’t I put 

on some of them old things and dress up like a girl? That was a good notion, too. So we 

shortened up one of the calico gowns, and I turned up my trouser-legs to my knees and got into 

it. Jim hitched it behind with the hooks, and it was a fair fit. I put on the sun-bonnet and tied it 

under my chin, and then for a body to look in and see my face was like looking down a joint of 

stove-pipe. Jim said nobody would know me, even in the daytime, hardly. I practiced around all 

day to get the hang of the things, and by and by I could do pretty well in them, only Jim said I 

didn’t walk like a girl; and he said I must quit pulling up my gown to get at my britches-pocket. I 

took notice, and done better. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I started up the Illinois shore in the canoe just after dark. 



I started across to the town from a little below the ferry-landing, and the drift of the current 

fetched me in at the bottom of the town. I tied up and started along the bank. There was a light 

burning in a little shanty that hadn’t been lived in for a long time, and I wondered who had took 

up quarters there. I slipped up and peeped in at the window. There was a woman about forty year 

old in there knitting by a candle that was on a pine table. I didn’t know her face; she was a 

stranger, for you couldn’t start a face in that town that I didn’t know. Now this was lucky, 

because I was weakening; I was getting afraid I had come; people might know my voice and find 

me out. But if this woman had been in such a little town two days she could tell me all I wanted 

to know; so I knocked at the door, and made up my mind I wouldn’t forget I was a girl. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XI. 

“Come in,” says the woman, and I did. She says: “Take a cheer.” 

I done it. She looked me all over with her little shiny eyes, and says: 

“What might your name be?” 

“Sarah Williams.” 

“Where ’bouts do you live? In this neighborhood?’ 

“No’m. In Hookerville, seven mile below. I’ve walked all the way and I’m all tired out.” 

“Hungry, too, I reckon. I’ll find you something.” 

“No’m, I ain’t hungry. I was so hungry I had to stop two miles below here at a farm; so I ain’t 

hungry no more. It’s what makes me so late. My mother’s down sick, and out of money and 

everything, and I come to tell my uncle Abner Moore. He lives at the upper end of the town, she 

says. I hain’t ever been here before. Do you know him?” 

“No; but I don’t know everybody yet. I haven’t lived here quite two weeks. It’s a considerable 

ways to the upper end of the town. You better stay here all night. Take off your bonnet.” 

“No,” I says; “I’ll rest a while, I reckon, and go on. I ain’t afeared of the dark.” 

She said she wouldn’t let me go by myself, but her husband would be in by and by, maybe in a 

hour and a half, and she’d send him along with me. Then she got to talking about her husband, 

and about her relations up the river, and her relations down the river, and about how much better 

off they used to was, and how they didn’t know but they’d made a mistake coming to our town, 

instead of letting well alone—and so on and so on, till I was afeard I had made a mistake coming 

to her to find out what was going on in the town; but by and by she dropped on to pap and the 

murder, and then I was pretty willing to let her clatter right along. She told about me and Tom 

Sawyer finding the six thousand dollars (only she got it ten) and all about pap and what a hard lot 

he was, and what a hard lot I was, and at last she got down to where I was murdered. I says: 

“Who done it? We’ve heard considerable about these goings on down in Hookerville, but we 

don’t know who ’twas that killed Huck Finn.” 

“Well, I reckon there’s a right smart chance of people here that’d like to know who killed him. 

Some think old Finn done it himself.” 

“No—is that so?” 

“Most everybody thought it at first. He’ll never know how nigh he come to getting lynched. 

But before night they changed around and judged it was done by a runaway nigger named Jim.” 

“Why he—” 

I stopped. I reckoned I better keep still. She run on, and never noticed I had put in at all: 

“The nigger run off the very night Huck Finn was killed. So there’s a reward out for him—

three hundred dollars. And there’s a reward out for old Finn, too—two hundred dollars. You see, 

he come to town the morning after the murder, and told about it, and was out with ’em on the 

ferryboat hunt, and right away after he up and left. Before night they wanted to lynch him, but he 

was gone, you see. Well, next day they found out the nigger was gone; they found out he hadn’t 

ben seen sence ten o’clock the night the murder was done. So then they put it on him, you see; 

and while they was full of it, next day, back comes old Finn, and went boo-hooing to Judge 

Thatcher to get money to hunt for the nigger all over Illinois with. The judge gave him some, and 

that evening he got drunk, and was around till after midnight with a couple of mighty hard-



looking strangers, and then went off with them. Well, he hain’t come back sence, and they ain’t 

looking for him back till this thing blows over a little, for people thinks now that he killed his 

boy and fixed things so folks would think robbers done it, and then he’d get Huck’s money 

without having to bother a long time with a lawsuit. People do say he warn’t any too good to do 

it. Oh, he’s sly, I reckon. If he don’t come back for a year he’ll be all right. You can’t prove 

anything on him, you know; everything will be quieted down then, and he’ll walk in Huck’s 

money as easy as nothing.” 

“Yes, I reckon so, ’m. I don’t see nothing in the way of it. Has everybody quit thinking the 

nigger done it?” 

“Oh, no, not everybody. A good many thinks he done it. But they’ll get the nigger pretty soon 

now, and maybe they can scare it out of him.” 

“Why, are they after him yet?” 

“Well, you’re innocent, ain’t you! Does three hundred dollars lay around every day for people 

to pick up? Some folks think the nigger ain’t far from here. I’m one of them—but I hain’t talked 

it around. A few days ago I was talking with an old couple that lives next door in the log shanty, 

and they happened to say hardly anybody ever goes to that island over yonder that they call 

Jackson’s Island. Don’t anybody live there? says I. No, nobody, says they. I didn’t say any more, 

but I done some thinking. I was pretty near certain I’d seen smoke over there, about the head of 

the island, a day or two before that, so I says to myself, like as not that nigger’s hiding over 

there; anyway, says I, it’s worth the trouble to give the place a hunt. I hain’t seen any smoke 

sence, so I reckon maybe he’s gone, if it was him; but husband’s going over to see—him and 

another man. He was gone up the river; but he got back to-day, and I told him as soon as he got 

here two hours ago.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

I had got so uneasy I couldn’t set still. I had to do something with my hands; so I took up a 

needle off of the table and went to threading it. My hands shook, and I was making a bad job of 

it. When the woman stopped talking I looked up, and she was looking at me pretty curious and 

smiling a little. I put down the needle and thread, and let on to be interested—and I was, too—

and says: 

“Three hundred dollars is a power of money. I wish my mother could get it. Is your husband 

going over there to-night?” 

“Oh, yes. He went up-town with the man I was telling you of, to get a boat and see if they 

could borrow another gun. They’ll go over after midnight.” 

“Couldn’t they see better if they was to wait till daytime?” 



“Yes. And couldn’t the nigger see better, too? After midnight he’ll likely be asleep, and they 

can slip around through the woods and hunt up his camp fire all the better for the dark, if he’s got 

one.” 

“I didn’t think of that.” 

The woman kept looking at me pretty curious, and I didn’t feel a bit comfortable. Pretty soon 

she says, 

“What did you say your name was, honey?” 

“M—Mary Williams.” 

Somehow it didn’t seem to me that I said it was Mary before, so I didn’t look up—seemed to 

me I said it was Sarah; so I felt sort of cornered, and was afeared maybe I was looking it, too. I 

wished the woman would say something more; the longer she set still the uneasier I was. But 

now she says: 

“Honey, I thought you said it was Sarah when you first come in?” 

“Oh, yes’m, I did. Sarah Mary Williams. Sarah’s my first name. Some calls me Sarah, some 

calls me Mary.” 

“Oh, that’s the way of it?” 

“Yes’m.” 

I was feeling better then, but I wished I was out of there, anyway. I couldn’t look up yet. 

Well, the woman fell to talking about how hard times was, and how poor they had to live, and 

how the rats was as free as if they owned the place, and so forth and so on, and then I got easy 

again. She was right about the rats. You’d see one stick his nose out of a hole in the corner every 

little while. She said she had to have things handy to throw at them when she was alone, or they 

wouldn’t give her no peace. She showed me a bar of lead twisted up into a knot, and said she was 

a good shot with it generly, but she’d wrenched her arm a day or two ago, and didn’t know 

whether she could throw true now. But she watched for a chance, and directly banged away at a 

rat; but she missed him wide, and said “Ouch!” it hurt her arm so. Then she told me to try for the 

next one. I wanted to be getting away before the old man got back, but of course I didn’t let on. I 

got the thing, and the first rat that showed his nose I let drive, and if he’d a stayed where he was 

he’d a been a tolerable sick rat. She said that was first-rate, and she reckoned I would hive the 

next one. She went and got the lump of lead and fetched it back, and brought along a hank of 

yarn which she wanted me to help her with. I held up my two hands and she put the hank over 

them, and went on talking about her and her husband’s matters. But she broke off to say: 

“Keep your eye on the rats. You better have the lead in your lap, handy.” 

So she dropped the lump into my lap just at that moment, and I clapped my legs together on it 

and she went on talking. But only about a minute. Then she took off the hank and looked me 

straight in the face, and very pleasant, and says: 

“Come, now, what’s your real name?” 

“Wh—what, mum?” 

“What’s your real name? Is it Bill, or Tom, or Bob?—or what is it?” 

I reckon I shook like a leaf, and I didn’t know hardly what to do. But I says: 

“Please to don’t poke fun at a poor girl like me, mum. If I’m in the way here, I’ll—” 



“No, you won’t. Set down and stay where you are. I ain’t going to hurt you, and I ain’t going 

to tell on you, nuther. You just tell me your secret, and trust me. I’ll keep it; and, what’s more, 

I’ll help you. So’ll my old man if you want him to. You see, you’re a runaway ’prentice, that’s 

all. It ain’t anything. There ain’t no harm in it. You’ve been treated bad, and you made up your 

mind to cut. Bless you, child, I wouldn’t tell on you. Tell me all about it now, that’s a good boy.” 

So I said it wouldn’t be no use to try to play it any longer, and I would just make a clean breast 

and tell her everything, but she musn’t go back on her promise. Then I told her my father and 

mother was dead, and the law had bound me out to a mean old farmer in the country thirty mile 

back from the river, and he treated me so bad I couldn’t stand it no longer; he went away to be 

gone a couple of days, and so I took my chance and stole some of his daughter’s old clothes and 

cleared out, and I had been three nights coming the thirty miles. I traveled nights, and hid 

daytimes and slept, and the bag of bread and meat I carried from home lasted me all the way, and 

I had a-plenty. I said I believed my uncle Abner Moore would take care of me, and so that was 

why I struck out for this town of Goshen. 

“Goshen, child? This ain’t Goshen. This is St. Petersburg. Goshen’s ten mile further up the 

river. Who told you this was Goshen?” 

“Why, a man I met at daybreak this morning, just as I was going to turn into the woods for my 

regular sleep. He told me when the roads forked I must take the right hand, and five mile would 

fetch me to Goshen.” 

“He was drunk, I reckon. He told you just exactly wrong.” 

“Well, he did act like he was drunk, but it ain’t no matter now. I got to be moving along. I’ll 

fetch Goshen before daylight.” 

“Hold on a minute. I’ll put you up a snack to eat. You might want it.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

So she put me up a snack, and says: 

“Say, when a cow’s laying down, which end of her gets up first? Answer up prompt now—

don’t stop to study over it. Which end gets up first?” 

“The hind end, mum.” 

“Well, then, a horse?” 

“The for’rard end, mum.” 

“Which side of a tree does the moss grow on?” 

“North side.” 



“If fifteen cows is browsing on a hillside, how many of them eats with their heads pointed the 

same direction?” 

“The whole fifteen, mum.” 

“Well, I reckon you have lived in the country. I thought maybe you was trying to hocus me 

again. What’s your real name, now?” 

“George Peters, mum.” 

“Well, try to remember it, George. Don’t forget and tell me it’s Elexander before you go, and 

then get out by saying it’s George Elexander when I catch you. And don’t go about women in 

that old calico. You do a girl tolerable poor, but you might fool men, maybe. Bless you, child, 

when you set out to thread a needle don’t hold the thread still and fetch the needle up to it; hold 

the needle still and poke the thread at it; that’s the way a woman most always does, but a man 

always does t’other way. And when you throw at a rat or anything, hitch yourself up a tiptoe and 

fetch your hand up over your head as awkward as you can, and miss your rat about six or seven 

foot. Throw stiff-armed from the shoulder, like there was a pivot there for it to turn on, like a 

girl; not from the wrist and elbow, with your arm out to one side, like a boy. And, mind you, 

when a girl tries to catch anything in her lap she throws her knees apart; she don’t clap them 

together, the way you did when you catched the lump of lead. Why, I spotted you for a boy when 

you was threading the needle; and I contrived the other things just to make certain. Now trot 

along to your uncle, Sarah Mary Williams George Elexander Peters, and if you get into trouble 

you send word to Mrs. Judith Loftus, which is me, and I’ll do what I can to get you out of it. 

Keep the river road all the way, and next time you tramp take shoes and socks with you. The 

river road’s a rocky one, and your feet’ll be in a condition when you get to Goshen, I reckon.” 

I went up the bank about fifty yards, and then I doubled on my tracks and slipped back to 

where my canoe was, a good piece below the house. I jumped in, and was off in a hurry. I went 

up-stream far enough to make the head of the island, and then started across. I took off the sun-

bonnet, for I didn’t want no blinders on then. When I was about the middle I heard the clock 

begin to strike, so I stops and listens; the sound come faint over the water but clear—eleven. 

When I struck the head of the island I never waited to blow, though I was most winded, but I 

shoved right into the timber where my old camp used to be, and started a good fire there on a 

high and dry spot. 

Then I jumped in the canoe and dug out for our place, a mile and a half below, as hard as I 

could go. I landed, and slopped through the timber and up the ridge and into the cavern. There 

Jim laid, sound asleep on the ground. I roused him out and says: 

“Git up and hump yourself, Jim! There ain’t a minute to lose. They’re after us!” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Jim never asked no questions, he never said a word; but the way he worked for the next half an 

hour showed about how he was scared. By that time everything we had in the world was on our 

raft, and she was ready to be shoved out from the willow cove where she was hid. We put out the 

camp fire at the cavern the first thing, and didn’t show a candle outside after that. 

I took the canoe out from the shore a little piece, and took a look; but if there was a boat 

around I couldn’t see it, for stars and shadows ain’t good to see by. Then we got out the raft and 

slipped along down in the shade, past the foot of the island dead still—never saying a word. 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XII. 

It must a been close on to one o’clock when we got below the island at last, and the raft did 

seem to go mighty slow. If a boat was to come along we was going to take to the canoe and 

break for the Illinois shore; and it was well a boat didn’t come, for we hadn’t ever thought to put 

the gun in the canoe, or a fishing-line, or anything to eat. We was in ruther too much of a sweat 

to think of so many things. It warn’t good judgment to put everything on the raft. 

If the men went to the island I just expect they found the camp fire I built, and watched it all 

night for Jim to come. Anyways, they stayed away from us, and if my building the fire never 

fooled them it warn’t no fault of mine. I played it as low down on them as I could. 

When the first streak of day began to show we tied up to a towhead in a big bend on the 

Illinois side, and hacked off cottonwood branches with the hatchet, and covered up the raft with 

them so she looked like there had been a cave-in in the bank there. A tow-head is a sandbar that 

has cottonwoods on it as thick as harrow-teeth. 

We had mountains on the Missouri shore and heavy timber on the Illinois side, and the 

channel was down the Missouri shore at that place, so we warn’t afraid of anybody running 

across us. We laid there all day, and watched the rafts and steamboats spin down the Missouri 

shore, and up-bound steamboats fight the big river in the middle. I told Jim all about the time I 

had jabbering with that woman; and Jim said she was a smart one, and if she was to start after us 

herself she wouldn’t set down and watch a camp fire—no, sir, she’d fetch a dog. Well, then, I 

said, why couldn’t she tell her husband to fetch a dog? Jim said he bet she did think of it by the 

time the men was ready to start, and he believed they must a gone up-town to get a dog and so 

they lost all that time, or else we wouldn’t be here on a towhead sixteen or seventeen mile below 

the village—no, indeedy, we would be in that same old town again. So I said I didn’t care what 

was the reason they didn’t get us as long as they didn’t. 

When it was beginning to come on dark we poked our heads out of the cottonwood thicket, 

and looked up and down and across; nothing in sight; so Jim took up some of the top planks of 

the raft and built a snug wigwam to get under in blazing weather and rainy, and to keep the 

things dry. Jim made a floor for the wigwam, and raised it a foot or more above the level of the 

raft, so now the blankets and all the traps was out of reach of steamboat waves. Right in the 

middle of the wigwam we made a layer of dirt about five or six inches deep with a frame around 

it for to hold it to its place; this was to build a fire on in sloppy weather or chilly; the wigwam 

would keep it from being seen. We made an extra steering-oar, too, because one of the others 

might get broke on a snag or something. We fixed up a short forked stick to hang the old lantern 

on, because we must always light the lantern whenever we see a steamboat coming down-stream, 

to keep from getting run over; but we wouldn’t have to light it for up-stream boats unless we see 

we was in what they call a “crossing”; for the river was pretty high yet, very low banks being 

still a little under water; so up-bound boats didn’t always run the channel, but hunted easy water. 

This second night we run between seven and eight hours, with a current that was making over 

four mile an hour. We catched fish and talked, and we took a swim now and then to keep off 

sleepiness. It was kind of solemn, drifting down the big, still river, laying on our backs looking 

up at the stars, and we didn’t ever feel like talking loud, and it warn’t often that we laughed—

only a little kind of a low chuckle. We had mighty good weather as a general thing, and nothing 

ever happened to us at all—that night, nor the next, nor the next. 



Every night we passed towns, some of them away up on black hillsides, nothing but just a 

shiny bed of lights; not a house could you see. The fifth night we passed St. Louis, and it was 

like the whole world lit up. In St. Petersburg they used to say there was twenty or thirty thousand 

people in St. Louis, but I never believed it till I see that wonderful spread of lights at two o’clock 

that still night. There warn’t a sound there; everybody was asleep. 

Every night now I used to slip ashore towards ten o’clock at some little village, and buy ten or 

fifteen cents’ worth of meal or bacon or other stuff to eat; and sometimes I lifted a chicken that 

warn’t roosting comfortable, and took him along. Pap always said, take a chicken when you get a 

chance, because if you don’t want him yourself you can easy find somebody that does, and a 

good deed ain’t ever forgot. I never see pap when he didn’t want the chicken himself, but that is 

what he used to say, anyway. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Mornings before daylight I slipped into cornfields and borrowed a watermelon, or a 

mushmelon, or a punkin, or some new corn, or things of that kind. Pap always said it warn’t no 

harm to borrow things if you was meaning to pay them back some time; but the widow said it 

warn’t anything but a soft name for stealing, and no decent body would do it. Jim said he 

reckoned the widow was partly right and pap was partly right; so the best way would be for us to 

pick out two or three things from the list and say we wouldn’t borrow them any more—then he 

reckoned it wouldn’t be no harm to borrow the others. So we talked it over all one night, drifting 

along down the river, trying to make up our minds whether to drop the watermelons, or the 

cantelopes, or the mushmelons, or what. But towards daylight we got it all settled satisfactory, 

and concluded to drop crabapples and p’simmons. We warn’t feeling just right before that, but it 

was all comfortable now. I was glad the way it come out, too, because crabapples ain’t ever 

good, and the p’simmons wouldn’t be ripe for two or three months yet. 

We shot a water-fowl now and then that got up too early in the morning or didn’t go to bed 

early enough in the evening. Take it all round, we lived pretty high. 

The fifth night below St. Louis we had a big storm after midnight, with a power of thunder and 

lightning, and the rain poured down in a solid sheet. We stayed in the wigwam and let the raft 

take care of itself. When the lightning glared out we could see a big straight river ahead, and 

high, rocky bluffs on both sides. By and by says I, “Hel-lo, Jim, looky yonder!” It was a 

steamboat that had killed herself on a rock. We was drifting straight down for her. The lightning 

showed her very distinct. She was leaning over, with part of her upper deck above water, and you 

could see every little chimbly-guy clean and clear, and a chair by the big bell, with an old slouch 

hat hanging on the back of it, when the flashes come. 

Well, it being away in the night and stormy, and all so mysterious-like, I felt just the way any 

other boy would a felt when I see that wreck laying there so mournful and lonesome in the 

middle of the river. I wanted to get aboard of her and slink around a little, and see what there was 

there. So I says: 

“Le’s land on her, Jim.” 

But Jim was dead against it at first. He says: 

“I doan’ want to go fool’n ’long er no wrack. We’s doin’ blame’ well, en we better let blame’ 

well alone, as de good book says. Like as not dey’s a watchman on dat wrack.” 

“Watchman your grandmother,” I says; “there ain’t nothing to watch but the texas and the 

pilot-house; and do you reckon anybody’s going to resk his life for a texas and a pilot-house such 

a night as this, when it’s likely to break up and wash off down the river any minute?” Jim 

couldn’t say nothing to that, so he didn’t try. “And besides,” I says, “we might borrow something 

worth having out of the captain’s stateroom. Seegars, I bet you—and cost five cents apiece, solid 

cash. Steamboat captains is always rich, and get sixty dollars a month, and they don’t care a cent 

what a thing costs, you know, long as they want it. Stick a candle in your pocket; I can’t rest, 

Jim, till we give her a rummaging. Do you reckon Tom Sawyer would ever go by this thing? Not 

for pie, he wouldn’t. He’d call it an adventure—that’s what he’d call it; and he’d land on that 

wreck if it was his last act. And wouldn’t he throw style into it?—wouldn’t he spread himself, 

nor nothing? Why, you’d think it was Christopher C’lumbus discovering Kingdom-Come. I wish 

Tom Sawyer was here.” 



Jim he grumbled a little, but give in. He said we mustn’t talk any more than we could help, 

and then talk mighty low. The lightning showed us the wreck again just in time, and we fetched 

the stabboard derrick, and made fast there. 

The deck was high out here. We went sneaking down the slope of it to labboard, in the dark, 

towards the texas, feeling our way slow with our feet, and spreading our hands out to fend off the 

guys, for it was so dark we couldn’t see no sign of them. Pretty soon we struck the forward end 

of the skylight, and clumb on to it; and the next step fetched us in front of the captain’s door, 

which was open, and by Jimminy, away down through the texas-hall we see a light! and all in the 

same second we seem to hear low voices in yonder! 

Jim whispered and said he was feeling powerful sick, and told me to come along. I says, all 

right, and was going to start for the raft; but just then I heard a voice wail out and say: 

“Oh, please don’t, boys; I swear I won’t ever tell!” 

Another voice said, pretty loud: 

“It’s a lie, Jim Turner. You’ve acted this way before. You always want more’n your share of 

the truck, and you’ve always got it, too, because you’ve swore ’t if you didn’t you’d tell. But this 

time you’ve said it jest one time too many. You’re the meanest, treacherousest hound in this 

country.” 

By this time Jim was gone for the raft. I was just a-biling with curiosity; and I says to myself, 

Tom Sawyer wouldn’t back out now, and so I won’t either; I’m a-going to see what’s going on 

here. So I dropped on my hands and knees in the little passage, and crept aft in the dark till there 

warn’t but one stateroom betwixt me and the cross-hall of the texas. Then in there I see a man 

stretched on the floor and tied hand and foot, and two men standing over him, and one of them 

had a dim lantern in his hand, and the other one had a pistol. This one kept pointing the pistol at 

the man’s head on the floor, and saying: 

“I’d like to! And I orter, too—a mean skunk!” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The man on the floor would shrivel up and say, “Oh, please don’t, Bill; I hain’t ever goin’ to 

tell.” 

And every time he said that the man with the lantern would laugh and say: 

“’Deed you ain’t! You never said no truer thing ’n that, you bet you.” And once he said: “Hear 

him beg! and yit if we hadn’t got the best of him and tied him he’d a killed us both. And 

what for? Jist for noth’n. Jist because we stood on our rights—that’s what for. But I lay you ain’t 

a-goin’ to threaten nobody any more, Jim Turner. Put up that pistol, Bill.” 

Bill says: 

“I don’t want to, Jake Packard. I’m for killin’ him—and didn’t he kill old Hatfield jist the 

same way—and don’t he deserve it?” 

“But I don’t want him killed, and I’ve got my reasons for it.” 

“Bless yo’ heart for them words, Jake Packard! I’ll never forgit you long’s I live!” says the 

man on the floor, sort of blubbering. 

Packard didn’t take no notice of that, but hung up his lantern on a nail and started towards 

where I was there in the dark, and motioned Bill to come. I crawfished as fast as I could about 



two yards, but the boat slanted so that I couldn’t make very good time; so to keep from getting 

run over and catched I crawled into a stateroom on the upper side. The man came a-pawing along 

in the dark, and when Packard got to my stateroom, he says: 

“Here—come in here.” 

And in he come, and Bill after him. But before they got in I was up in the upper berth, 

cornered, and sorry I come. Then they stood there, with their hands on the ledge of the berth, and 

talked. I couldn’t see them, but I could tell where they was by the whisky they’d been having. I 

was glad I didn’t drink whisky; but it wouldn’t made much difference anyway, because most of 

the time they couldn’t a treed me because I didn’t breathe. I was too scared. And, besides, a 

body couldn’t breathe and hear such talk. They talked low and earnest. Bill wanted to kill 

Turner. He says: 

“He’s said he’ll tell, and he will. If we was to give both our shares to him now it wouldn’t 

make no difference after the row and the way we’ve served him. Shore’s you’re born, he’ll turn 

State’s evidence; now you hear me. I’m for putting him out of his troubles.” 

“So’m I,” says Packard, very quiet. 

“Blame it, I’d sorter begun to think you wasn’t. Well, then, that’s all right. Le’s go and do it.” 

“Hold on a minute; I hain’t had my say yit. You listen to me. Shooting’s good, but there’s 

quieter ways if the thing’s got to be done. But what I say is this: it ain’t good sense to go court’n 

around after a halter if you can git at what you’re up to in some way that’s jist as good and at the 

same time don’t bring you into no resks. Ain’t that so?” 

“You bet it is. But how you goin’ to manage it this time?” 

“Well, my idea is this: we’ll rustle around and gather up whatever pickins we’ve overlooked in 

the staterooms, and shove for shore and hide the truck. Then we’ll wait. Now I say it ain’t a-

goin’ to be more’n two hours befo’ this wrack breaks up and washes off down the river. See? 

He’ll be drownded, and won’t have nobody to blame for it but his own self. I reckon that’s a 

considerble sight better ’n killin’ of him. I’m unfavorable to killin’ a man as long as you can git 

aroun’ it; it ain’t good sense, it ain’t good morals. Ain’t I right?” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Yes, I reck’n you are. But s’pose she don’t break up and wash off?” 

“Well, we can wait the two hours anyway and see, can’t we?” 

“All right, then; come along.” 

So they started, and I lit out, all in a cold sweat, and scrambled forward. It was dark as pitch 

there; but I said, in a kind of a coarse whisper, “Jim!” and he answered up, right at my elbow, 

with a sort of a moan, and I says: 

“Quick, Jim, it ain’t no time for fooling around and moaning; there’s a gang of murderers in 

yonder, and if we don’t hunt up their boat and set her drifting down the river so these fellows 

can’t get away from the wreck there’s one of ’em going to be in a bad fix. But if we find their 



boat we can put all of ’em in a bad fix—for the sheriff ’ll get ’em. Quick—hurry! I’ll hunt the 

labboard side, you hunt the stabboard. You start at the raft, and—” 

“Oh, my lordy, lordy! raf’’? Dey ain’ no raf’ no mo’; she done broke loose en gone I—en here 

we is!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XIII. 

Well, I catched my breath and most fainted. Shut up on a wreck with such a gang as that! But 

it warn’t no time to be sentimentering. We’d got to find that boat now—had to have it for 

ourselves. So we went a-quaking and shaking down the stabboard side, and slow work it was, 

too—seemed a week before we got to the stern. No sign of a boat. Jim said he didn’t believe he 

could go any further—so scared he hadn’t hardly any strength left, he said. But I said, come on, 

if we get left on this wreck we are in a fix, sure. So on we prowled again. We struck for the stern 

of the texas, and found it, and then scrabbled along forwards on the skylight, hanging on from 

shutter to shutter, for the edge of the skylight was in the water. When we got pretty close to the 

cross-hall door there was the skiff, sure enough! I could just barely see her. I felt ever so 

thankful. In another second I would a been aboard of her, but just then the door opened. One of 

the men stuck his head out only about a couple of foot from me, and I thought I was gone; but he 

jerked it in again, and says: 

“Heave that blame lantern out o’ sight, Bill!” 

He flung a bag of something into the boat, and then got in himself and set down. It was 

Packard. Then Bill he come out and got in. Packard says, in a low voice: 

“All ready—shove off!” 

I couldn’t hardly hang on to the shutters, I was so weak. But Bill says: 

“Hold on—’d you go through him?” 

“No. Didn’t you?” 

“No. So he’s got his share o’ the cash yet.” 

“Well, then, come along; no use to take truck and leave money.” 

“Say, won’t he suspicion what we’re up to?” 

“Maybe he won’t. But we got to have it anyway. Come along.” 

So they got out and went in. 

The door slammed to because it was on the careened side; and in a half second I was in the 

boat, and Jim come tumbling after me. I out with my knife and cut the rope, and away we went! 

We didn’t touch an oar, and we didn’t speak nor whisper, nor hardly even breathe. We went 

gliding swift along, dead silent, past the tip of the paddle-box, and past the stern; then in a 

second or two more we was a hundred yards below the wreck, and the darkness soaked her up, 

every last sign of her, and we was safe, and knowed it. 

When we was three or four hundred yards down-stream we see the lantern show like a little 

spark at the texas door for a second, and we knowed by that that the rascals had missed their 

boat, and was beginning to understand that they was in just as much trouble now as Jim Turner 

was. 

Then Jim manned the oars, and we took out after our raft. Now was the first time that I begun 

to worry about the men—I reckon I hadn’t had time to before. I begun to think how dreadful it 

was, even for murderers, to be in such a fix. I says to myself, there ain’t no telling but I might 

come to be a murderer myself yet, and then how would I like it? So says I to Jim: 

“The first light we see we’ll land a hundred yards below it or above it, in a place where it’s a 

good hiding-place for you and the skiff, and then I’ll go and fix up some kind of a yarn, and get 



somebody to go for that gang and get them out of their scrape, so they can be hung when their 

time comes.” 

But that idea was a failure; for pretty soon it begun to storm again, and this time worse than 

ever. The rain poured down, and never a light showed; everybody in bed, I reckon. We boomed 

along down the river, watching for lights and watching for our raft. After a long time the rain let 

up, but the clouds stayed, and the lightning kept whimpering, and by and by a flash showed us a 

black thing ahead, floating, and we made for it. 

It was the raft, and mighty glad was we to get aboard of it again. We seen a light now away 

down to the right, on shore. So I said I would go for it. The skiff was half full of plunder which 

that gang had stole there on the wreck. We hustled it on to the raft in a pile, and I told Jim to 

float along down, and show a light when he judged he had gone about two mile, and keep it 

burning till I come; then I manned my oars and shoved for the light. As I got down towards it 

three or four more showed—up on a hillside. It was a village. I closed in above the shore light, 

and laid on my oars and floated. As I went by I see it was a lantern hanging on the jackstaff of a 

double-hull ferryboat. I skimmed around for the watchman, a-wondering whereabouts he slept; 

and by and by I found him roosting on the bitts forward, with his head down between his knees. I 

gave his shoulder two or three little shoves, and begun to cry. 

He stirred up in a kind of a startlish way; but when he see it was only me he took a good gap 

and stretch, and then he says: 

“Hello, what’s up? Don’t cry, bub. What’s the trouble?” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

I says: 

“Pap, and mam, and sis, and—” 

Then I broke down. He says: 

“Oh, dang it now, don’t take on so; we all has to have our troubles, and this ’n ’ll come out all 

right. What’s the matter with ’em?” 

“They’re—they’re—are you the watchman of the boat?” 

“Yes,” he says, kind of pretty-well-satisfied like. “I’m the captain and the owner and the mate 

and the pilot and watchman and head deck-hand; and sometimes I’m the freight and passengers. I 

ain’t as rich as old Jim Hornback, and I can’t be so blame’ generous and good to Tom, Dick, and 

Harry as what he is, and slam around money the way he does; but I’ve told him a many a time ’t 

I wouldn’t trade places with him; for, says I, a sailor’s life’s the life for me, and I’m derned 

if I’d live two mile out o’ town, where there ain’t nothing ever goin’ on, not for all his 

spondulicks and as much more on top of it. Says I—” 

I broke in and says: 

“They’re in an awful peck of trouble, and—” 



“Who is?” 

“Why, pap and mam and sis and Miss Hooker; and if you’d take your ferryboat and go up 

there—” 

“Up where? Where are they?” 

“On the wreck.” 

“What wreck?” 

“Why, there ain’t but one.” 

“What, you don’t mean the Walter Scott?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good land! what are they doin’ there, for gracious sakes?” 

“Well, they didn’t go there a-purpose.” 

“I bet they didn’t! Why, great goodness, there ain’t no chance for ’em if they don’t git off 

mighty quick! Why, how in the nation did they ever git into such a scrape?” 

“Easy enough. Miss Hooker was a-visiting up there to the town—” 

“Yes, Booth’s Landing—go on.” 

“She was a-visiting there at Booth’s Landing, and just in the edge of the evening she started 

over with her nigger woman in the horse-ferry to stay all night at her friend’s house, Miss What-

you-may-call-her I disremember her name—and they lost their steering-oar, and swung around 

and went a-floating down, stern first, about two mile, and saddle-baggsed on the wreck, and the 

ferryman and the nigger woman and the horses was all lost, but Miss Hooker she made a grab 

and got aboard the wreck. Well, about an hour after dark we come along down in our trading-

scow, and it was so dark we didn’t notice the wreck till we was right on it; and so we saddle-

baggsed; but all of us was saved but Bill Whipple—and oh, he was the best cretur!—I most wish 

’t it had been me, I do.” 

“My George! It’s the beatenest thing I ever struck. And then what did you all do?” 

“Well, we hollered and took on, but it’s so wide there we couldn’t make nobody hear. So pap 

said somebody got to get ashore and get help somehow. I was the only one that could swim, so I 

made a dash for it, and Miss Hooker she said if I didn’t strike help sooner, come here and hunt 

up her uncle, and he’d fix the thing. I made the land about a mile below, and been fooling along 

ever since, trying to get people to do something, but they said, ’What, in such a night and such a 

current? There ain’t no sense in it; go for the steam ferry.’ Now if you’ll go and—” 

“By Jackson, I’d like to, and, blame it, I don’t know but I will; but who in the dingnation’s a-

going’ to pay for it? Do you reckon your pap—” 

“Why that’s all right. Miss Hooker she tole me, particular, that her uncle Hornback—” 

“Great guns! is he her uncle? Looky here, you break for that light over yonder-way, and turn 

out west when you git there, and about a quarter of a mile out you’ll come to the tavern; tell ’em 

to dart you out to Jim Hornback’s, and he’ll foot the bill. And don’t you fool around any, 

because he’ll want to know the news. Tell him I’ll have his niece all safe before he can get to 

town. Hump yourself, now; I’m a-going up around the corner here to roust out my engineer.” 

I struck for the light, but as soon as he turned the corner I went back and got into my skiff and 

bailed her out, and then pulled up shore in the easy water about six hundred yards, and tucked 

myself in among some woodboats; for I couldn’t rest easy till I could see the ferryboat start. But 



take it all around, I was feeling ruther comfortable on accounts of taking all this trouble for that 

gang, for not many would a done it. I wished the widow knowed about it. I judged she would be 

proud of me for helping these rapscallions, because rapscallions and dead beats is the kind the 

widow and good people takes the most interest in. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Well, before long here comes the wreck, dim and dusky, sliding along down! A kind of cold 

shiver went through me, and then I struck out for her. She was very deep, and I see in a minute 

there warn’t much chance for anybody being alive in her. I pulled all around her and hollered a 

little, but there wasn’t any answer; all dead still. I felt a little bit heavy-hearted about the gang, 

but not much, for I reckoned if they could stand it I could. 

Then here comes the ferryboat; so I shoved for the middle of the river on a long down-stream 

slant; and when I judged I was out of eye-reach I laid on my oars, and looked back and see her 

go and smell around the wreck for Miss Hooker’s remainders, because the captain would know 

her uncle Hornback would want them; and then pretty soon the ferryboat give it up and went for 

the shore, and I laid into my work and went a-booming down the river. 

It did seem a powerful long time before Jim’s light showed up; and when it did show it looked 

like it was a thousand mile off. By the time I got there the sky was beginning to get a little gray 



in the east; so we struck for an island, and hid the raft, and sunk the skiff, and turned in and slept 

like dead people. 

 

 

 

 

 

 
  



CHAPTER XIV. 

By and by, when we got up, we turned over the truck the gang had stole off of the wreck, and 

found boots, and blankets, and clothes, and all sorts of other things, and a lot of books, and a 

spyglass, and three boxes of seegars. We hadn’t ever been this rich before in neither of our lives. 

The seegars was prime. We laid off all the afternoon in the woods talking, and me reading the 

books, and having a general good time. I told Jim all about what happened inside the wreck and 

at the ferryboat, and I said these kinds of things was adventures; but he said he didn’t want no 

more adventures. He said that when I went in the texas and he crawled back to get on the raft and 

found her gone he nearly died, because he judged it was all up with him anyway it could be 

fixed; for if he didn’t get saved he would get drownded; and if he did get saved, whoever saved 

him would send him back home so as to get the reward, and then Miss Watson would sell him 

South, sure. Well, he was right; he was most always right; he had an uncommon level head for a 

nigger. 

I read considerable to Jim about kings and dukes and earls and such, and how gaudy they 

dressed, and how much style they put on, and called each other your majesty, and your grace, 

and your lordship, and so on, ’stead of mister; and Jim’s eyes bugged out, and he was interested. 

He says: 

“I didn’ know dey was so many un um. I hain’t hearn ’bout none un um, skasely, but ole King 

Sollermun, onless you counts dem kings dat’s in a pack er k’yards. How much do a king git?” 

“Get?” I says; “why, they get a thousand dollars a month if they want it; they can have just as 

much as they want; everything belongs to them.” 

“Ain’’ dat gay? En what dey got to do, Huck?” 

“They don’t do nothing! Why, how you talk! They just set around.” 

“No; is dat so?” 

“Of course it is. They just set around—except, maybe, when there’s a war; then they go to the 

war. But other times they just lazy around; or go hawking—just hawking and sp—Sh!—d’ you 

hear a noise?” 

We skipped out and looked; but it warn’t nothing but the flutter of a steamboat’s wheel away 

down, coming around the point; so we come back. 

“Yes,” says I, “and other times, when things is dull, they fuss with the parlyment; and if 

everybody don’t go just so he whacks their heads off. But mostly they hang round the harem.” 

“Roun’ de which?” 

“Harem.” 

“What’s de harem?” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“The place where he keeps his wives. Don’t you know about the harem? Solomon had one; he 

had about a million wives.” 

“Why, yes, dat’s so; I—I’d done forgot it. A harem’s a bo’d’n-house, I reck’n. Mos’ likely dey 

has rackety times in de nussery. En I reck’n de wives quarrels considable; en dat ’crease de 

racket. Yit dey say Sollermun de wises’ man dat ever live’. I doan’ take no stock in dat. Bekase 

why: would a wise man want to live in de mids’ er sich a blim-blammin’ all de time? No—’deed 

he wouldn’t. A wise man ’ud take en buil’ a biler-factry; en den he could shet down de biler-

factry when he want to res’.” 

“Well, but he was the wisest man, anyway; because the widow she told me so, her own self.” 

“I doan k’yer what de widder say, he warn’t no wise man nuther. He had some er de dad-

fetchedes’ ways I ever see. Does you know ’bout dat chile dat he ’uz gwyne to chop in two?” 

“Yes, the widow told me all about it.” 

“Well, den! Warn’ dat de beatenes’ notion in de worl’? You jes’ take en look at it a minute. 

Dah’s de stump, dah—dat’s one er de women; heah’s you—dat’s de yuther one; I’s Sollermun; 

en dish yer dollar bill’s de chile. Bofe un you claims it. What does I do? Does I shin aroun’ 

mongs’ de neighbors en fine out which un you de bill do b’long to, en han’ it over to de right 



one, all safe en soun’, de way dat anybody dat had any gumption would? No; I take en whack de 

bill in two, en give half un it to you, en de yuther half to de yuther woman. Dat’s de way 

Sollermun was gwyne to do wid de chile. Now I want to ast you: what’s de use er dat half a 

bill?—can’t buy noth’n wid it. En what use is a half a chile? I wouldn’ give a dern for a million 

un um.” 

“But hang it, Jim, you’ve clean missed the point—blame it, you’ve missed it a thousand mile.” 

“Who? Me? Go ’long. Doan’ talk to me ’bout yo’ pints. I reck’n I knows sense when I sees it; 

en dey ain’ no sense in sich doin’s as dat. De ’spute warn’t ’bout a half a chile, de ’spute was 

’bout a whole chile; en de man dat think he kin settle a ’spute ’bout a whole chile wid a half a 

chile doan’ know enough to come in out’n de rain. Doan’ talk to me ’bout Sollermun, Huck, I 

knows him by de back.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“But I tell you you don’t get the point.” 



“Blame de point! I reck’n I knows what I knows. En mine you, de real pint is down furder—

it’s down deeper. It lays in de way Sollermun was raised. You take a man dat’s got on’y one or 

two chillen; is dat man gwyne to be waseful o’ chillen? No, he ain’t; he can’t ’ford it. He know 

how to value ’em. But you take a man dat’s got ’bout five million chillen runnin’ roun’ de house, 

en it’s diffunt. He as soon chop a chile in two as a cat. Dey’s plenty mo’. A chile er two, mo’ er 

less, warn’t no consekens to Sollermun, dad fatch him!” 

I never see such a nigger. If he got a notion in his head once, there warn’t no getting it out 

again. He was the most down on Solomon of any nigger I ever see. So I went to talking about 

other kings, and let Solomon slide. I told about Louis Sixteenth that got his head cut off in 

France long time ago; and about his little boy the dolphin, that would a been a king, but they 

took and shut him up in jail, and some say he died there. 

“Po’ little chap.” 

“But some says he got out and got away, and come to America.” 

“Dat’s good! But he’ll be pooty lonesome—dey ain’ no kings here, is dey, Huck?” 

“No.” 

“Den he cain’t git no situation. What he gwyne to do?” 

“Well, I don’t know. Some of them gets on the police, and some of them learns people how to 

talk French.” 

“Why, Huck, doan’ de French people talk de same way we does?” 

“No, Jim; you couldn’t understand a word they said—not a single word.” 

“Well, now, I be ding-busted! How do dat come?” 

“I don’t know; but it’s so. I got some of their jabber out of a book. S’pose a man was to come 

to you and say Polly-voo-franzy—what would you think?” 

“I wouldn’ think nuff’n; I’d take en bust him over de head—dat is, if he warn’t white. I 

wouldn’t ’low no nigger to call me dat.” 

“Shucks, it ain’t calling you anything. It’s only saying, do you know how to talk French?” 

“Well, den, why couldn’t he say it?” 

“Why, he is a-saying it. That’s a Frenchman’s way of saying it.” 

“Well, it’s a blame ridicklous way, en I doan’ want to hear no mo’ ’bout it. Dey ain’ no sense 

in it.” 

“Looky here, Jim; does a cat talk like we do?” 

“No, a cat don’t.” 

“Well, does a cow?” 

“No, a cow don’t, nuther.” 

“Does a cat talk like a cow, or a cow talk like a cat?” 

“No, dey don’t.” 

“It’s natural and right for ’em to talk different from each other, ain’t it?” 

“Course.” 

“And ain’t it natural and right for a cat and a cow to talk different from us?” 

“Why, mos’ sholy it is.” 



“Well, then, why ain’t it natural and right for a Frenchman to talk different from us? You 

answer me that.” 

“Is a cat a man, Huck?” 

“No.” 

“Well, den, dey ain’t no sense in a cat talkin’ like a man. Is a cow a man?—er is a cow a cat?” 

“No, she ain’t either of them.” 

“Well, den, she ain’t got no business to talk like either one er the yuther of ’em. Is a 

Frenchman a man?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, den! Dad blame it, why doan’ he talk like a man? You answer me dat!” 

I see it warn’t no use wasting words—you can’t learn a nigger to argue. So I quit. 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XV. 

We judged that three nights more would fetch us to Cairo, at the bottom of Illinois, where the 

Ohio River comes in, and that was what we was after. We would sell the raft and get on a 

steamboat and go way up the Ohio amongst the free States, and then be out of trouble. 

Well, the second night a fog begun to come on, and we made for a towhead to tie to, for it 

wouldn’t do to try to run in a fog; but when I paddled ahead in the canoe, with the line to make 

fast, there warn’t anything but little saplings to tie to. I passed the line around one of them right 

on the edge of the cut bank, but there was a stiff current, and the raft come booming down so 

lively she tore it out by the roots and away she went. I see the fog closing down, and it made me 

so sick and scared I couldn’t budge for most a half a minute it seemed to me—and then there 

warn’t no raft in sight; you couldn’t see twenty yards. I jumped into the canoe and run back to 

the stern, and grabbed the paddle and set her back a stroke. But she didn’t come. I was in such a 

hurry I hadn’t untied her. I got up and tried to untie her, but I was so excited my hands shook so I 

couldn’t hardly do anything with them. 

As soon as I got started I took out after the raft, hot and heavy, right down the towhead. That 

was all right as far as it went, but the towhead warn’t sixty yards long, and the minute I flew by 

the foot of it I shot out into the solid white fog, and hadn’t no more idea which way I was going 

than a dead man. 

Thinks I, it won’t do to paddle; first I know I’ll run into the bank or a towhead or something; I 

got to set still and float, and yet it’s mighty fidgety business to have to hold your hands still at 

such a time. I whooped and listened. Away down there somewheres I hears a small whoop, and 

up comes my spirits. I went tearing after it, listening sharp to hear it again. The next time it come 

I see I warn’t heading for it, but heading away to the right of it. And the next time I was heading 

away to the left of it—and not gaining on it much either, for I was flying around, this way and 

that and t’other, but it was going straight ahead all the time. 

I did wish the fool would think to beat a tin pan, and beat it all the time, but he never did, and 

it was the still places between the whoops that was making the trouble for me. Well, I fought 

along, and directly I hears the whoop behind me. I was tangled good now. That was somebody 

else’s whoop, or else I was turned around. 

I throwed the paddle down. I heard the whoop again; it was behind me yet, but in a different 

place; it kept coming, and kept changing its place, and I kept answering, till by and by it was in 

front of me again, and I knowed the current had swung the canoe’s head down-stream, and I was 

all right if that was Jim and not some other raftsman hollering. I couldn’t tell nothing about 

voices in a fog, for nothing don’t look natural nor sound natural in a fog. 

The whooping went on, and in about a minute I come a-booming down on a cut bank with 

smoky ghosts of big trees on it, and the current throwed me off to the left and shot by, amongst a 

lot of snags that fairly roared, the currrent was tearing by them so swift. 

In another second or two it was solid white and still again. I set perfectly still then, listening to 

my heart thump, and I reckon I didn’t draw a breath while it thumped a hundred. 

I just give up then. I knowed what the matter was. That cut bank was an island, and Jim had 

gone down t’other side of it. It warn’t no towhead that you could float by in ten minutes. It had 

the big timber of a regular island; it might be five or six miles long and more than half a mile 

wide. 



I kept quiet, with my ears cocked, about fifteen minutes, I reckon. I was floating along, of 

course, four or five miles an hour; but you don’t ever think of that. No, you feel like you are 

laying dead still on the water; and if a little glimpse of a snag slips by you don’t think to yourself 

how fast you’re going, but you catch your breath and think, my! how that snag’s tearing along. If 

you think it ain’t dismal and lonesome out in a fog that way by yourself in the night, you try it 

once—you’ll see. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Next, for about a half an hour, I whoops now and then; at last I hears the answer a long ways 

off, and tries to follow it, but I couldn’t do it, and directly I judged I’d got into a nest of 

towheads, for I had little dim glimpses of them on both sides of me—sometimes just a narrow 

channel between, and some that I couldn’t see I knowed was there because I’d hear the wash of 

the current against the old dead brush and trash that hung over the banks. Well, I warn’t long 

loosing the whoops down amongst the towheads; and I only tried to chase them a little while, 

anyway, because it was worse than chasing a Jack-o’-lantern. You never knowed a sound dodge 

around so, and swap places so quick and so much. 



I had to claw away from the bank pretty lively four or five times, to keep from knocking the 

islands out of the river; and so I judged the raft must be butting into the bank every now and 

then, or else it would get further ahead and clear out of hearing—it was floating a little faster 

than what I was. 

Well, I seemed to be in the open river again by and by, but I couldn’t hear no sign of a whoop 

nowheres. I reckoned Jim had fetched up on a snag, maybe, and it was all up with him. I was 

good and tired, so I laid down in the canoe and said I wouldn’t bother no more. I didn’t want to 

go to sleep, of course; but I was so sleepy I couldn’t help it; so I thought I would take jest one 

little cat-nap. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

But I reckon it was more than a cat-nap, for when I waked up the stars was shining bright, the 

fog was all gone, and I was spinning down a big bend stern first. First I didn’t know where I was; 

I thought I was dreaming; and when things began to come back to me they seemed to come up 

dim out of last week. 



It was a monstrous big river here, with the tallest and the thickest kind of timber on both 

banks; just a solid wall, as well as I could see by the stars. I looked away down-stream, and seen 

a black speck on the water. I took after it; but when I got to it it warn’t nothing but a couple of 

sawlogs made fast together. Then I see another speck, and chased that; then another, and this 

time I was right. It was the raft. 

When I got to it Jim was setting there with his head down between his knees, asleep, with his 

right arm hanging over the steering-oar. The other oar was smashed off, and the raft was littered 

up with leaves and branches and dirt. So she’d had a rough time. 

I made fast and laid down under Jim’s nose on the raft, and began to gap, and stretch my fists 

out against Jim, and says: 

“Hello, Jim, have I been asleep? Why didn’t you stir me up?” 

“Goodness gracious, is dat you, Huck? En you ain’ dead—you ain’ drownded—you’s back 

agin? It’s too good for true, honey, it’s too good for true. Lemme look at you chile, lemme feel 

o’ you. No, you ain’ dead! you’s back agin, ’live en soun’, jis de same ole Huck—de same ole 

Huck, thanks to goodness!” 

“What’s the matter with you, Jim? You been a-drinking?” 

“Drinkin’? Has I ben a-drinkin’? Has I had a chance to be a-drinkin’?” 

“Well, then, what makes you talk so wild?” 

“How does I talk wild?” 

“How? Why, hain’t you been talking about my coming back, and all that stuff, as if I’d been 

gone away?” 

“Huck—Huck Finn, you look me in de eye; look me in de eye. Hain’t you ben gone away?” 

“Gone away? Why, what in the nation do you mean? I hain’t been gone anywheres. Where 

would I go to?” 

“Well, looky here, boss, dey’s sumf’n wrong, dey is. Is I me, or who is I? Is I heah, or 

whah is I? Now dat’s what I wants to know.” 

“Well, I think you’re here, plain enough, but I think you’re a tangle-headed old fool, Jim.” 

“I is, is I? Well, you answer me dis: Didn’t you tote out de line in de canoe fer to make fas’ to 

de tow-head?” 

“No, I didn’t. What tow-head? I hain’t see no tow-head.” 

“You hain’t seen no towhead? Looky here, didn’t de line pull loose en de raf’ go a-hummin’ 

down de river, en leave you en de canoe behine in de fog?” 

“What fog?” 

“Why, de fog!—de fog dat’s been aroun’ all night. En didn’t you whoop, en didn’t I whoop, 

tell we got mix’ up in de islands en one un us got los’ en t’other one was jis’ as good as los’, 

’kase he didn’ know whah he wuz? En didn’t I bust up agin a lot er dem islands en have a 

turrible time en mos’ git drownded? Now ain’ dat so, boss—ain’t it so? You answer me dat.” 

“Well, this is too many for me, Jim. I hain’t seen no fog, nor no islands, nor no troubles, nor 

nothing. I been setting here talking with you all night till you went to sleep about ten minutes 

ago, and I reckon I done the same. You couldn’t a got drunk in that time, so of course you’ve 

been dreaming.” 

“Dad fetch it, how is I gwyne to dream all dat in ten minutes?” 



“Well, hang it all, you did dream it, because there didn’t any of it happen.” 

“But, Huck, it’s all jis’ as plain to me as—” 

“It don’t make no difference how plain it is; there ain’t nothing in it. I know, because I’ve 

been here all the time.” 

Jim didn’t say nothing for about five minutes, but set there studying over it. Then he says: 

“Well, den, I reck’n I did dream it, Huck; but dog my cats ef it ain’t de powerfullest dream I 

ever see. En I hain’t ever had no dream b’fo’ dat’s tired me like dis one.” 

“Oh, well, that’s all right, because a dream does tire a body like everything sometimes. But 

this one was a staving dream; tell me all about it, Jim.” 

So Jim went to work and told me the whole thing right through, just as it happened, only he 

painted it up considerable. Then he said he must start in and “’terpret” it, because it was sent for 

a warning. He said the first towhead stood for a man that would try to do us some good, but the 

current was another man that would get us away from him. The whoops was warnings that would 

come to us every now and then, and if we didn’t try hard to make out to understand them they’d 

just take us into bad luck, ’stead of keeping us out of it. The lot of towheads was troubles we was 

going to get into with quarrelsome people and all kinds of mean folks, but if we minded our 

business and didn’t talk back and aggravate them, we would pull through and get out of the fog 

and into the big clear river, which was the free States, and wouldn’t have no more trouble. 

It had clouded up pretty dark just after I got on to the raft, but it was clearing up again now. 

“Oh, well, that’s all interpreted well enough as far as it goes, Jim,” I says; “but what 

does these things stand for?” 

It was the leaves and rubbish on the raft and the smashed oar. You could see them first-rate 

now. 

Jim looked at the trash, and then looked at me, and back at the trash again. He had got the 

dream fixed so strong in his head that he couldn’t seem to shake it loose and get the facts back 

into its place again right away. But when he did get the thing straightened around he looked at 

me steady without ever smiling, and says: 

“What do dey stan’ for? I’se gwyne to tell you. When I got all wore out wid work, en wid de 

callin’ for you, en went to sleep, my heart wuz mos’ broke bekase you wuz los’, en I didn’ k’yer 

no’ mo’ what become er me en de raf’. En when I wake up en fine you back agin, all safe en 

soun’, de tears come, en I could a got down on my knees en kiss yo’ foot, I’s so thankful. En all 

you wuz thinkin’ ’bout wuz how you could make a fool uv ole Jim wid a lie. Dat truck dah 

is trash; en trash is what people is dat puts dirt on de head er dey fren’s en makes ’em ashamed.” 

Then he got up slow and walked to the wigwam, and went in there without saying anything 

but that. But that was enough. It made me feel so mean I could almost kissed his foot to get him 

to take it back. 

It was fifteen minutes before I could work myself up to go and humble myself to a nigger; but 

I done it, and I warn’t ever sorry for it afterwards, neither. I didn’t do him no more mean tricks, 

and I wouldn’t done that one if I’d a knowed it would make him feel that way. 

 

 



 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XVI. 

We slept most all day, and started out at night, a little ways behind a monstrous long raft that 

was as long going by as a procession. She had four long sweeps at each end, so we judged she 

carried as many as thirty men, likely. She had five big wigwams aboard, wide apart, and an open 

camp fire in the middle, and a tall flag-pole at each end. There was a power of style about her. 

It amounted to something being a raftsman on such a craft as that. 

We went drifting down into a big bend, and the night clouded up and got hot. The river was 

very wide, and was walled with solid timber on both sides; you couldn’t see a break in it hardly 

ever, or a light. We talked about Cairo, and wondered whether we would know it when we got to 

it. I said likely we wouldn’t, because I had heard say there warn’t but about a dozen houses there, 

and if they didn’t happen to have them lit up, how was we going to know we was passing a 

town? Jim said if the two big rivers joined together there, that would show. But I said maybe we 

might think we was passing the foot of an island and coming into the same old river again. That 

disturbed Jim—and me too. So the question was, what to do? I said, paddle ashore the first time 

a light showed, and tell them pap was behind, coming along with a trading-scow, and was a 

green hand at the business, and wanted to know how far it was to Cairo. Jim thought it was a 

good idea, so we took a smoke on it and waited. 

There warn’t nothing to do now but to look out sharp for the town, and not pass it without 

seeing it. He said he’d be mighty sure to see it, because he’d be a free man the minute he seen it, 

but if he missed it he’d be in a slave country again and no more show for freedom. Every little 

while he jumps up and says: 

“Dah she is?” 

But it warn’t. It was Jack-o’-lanterns, or lightning bugs; so he set down again, and went to 

watching, same as before. Jim said it made him all over trembly and feverish to be so close to 

freedom. Well, I can tell you it made me all over trembly and feverish, too, to hear him, because 

I begun to get it through my head that he was most free—and who was to blame for it? Why, me. 

I couldn’t get that out of my conscience, no how nor no way. It got to troubling me so I couldn’t 

rest; I couldn’t stay still in one place. It hadn’t ever come home to me before, what this thing was 

that I was doing. But now it did; and it stayed with me, and scorched me more and more. I tried 

to make out to myself that I warn’t to blame, because I didn’t run Jim off from his rightful 

owner; but it warn’t no use, conscience up and says, every time, “But you knowed he was 

running for his freedom, and you could a paddled ashore and told somebody.” That was so—I 

couldn’t get around that noway. That was where it pinched. Conscience says to me, “What had 

poor Miss Watson done to you that you could see her nigger go off right under your eyes and 

never say one single word? What did that poor old woman do to you that you could treat her so 

mean? Why, she tried to learn you your book, she tried to learn you your manners, she tried to be 

good to you every way she knowed how. That’s what she done.” 

I got to feeling so mean and so miserable I most wished I was dead. I fidgeted up and down 

the raft, abusing myself to myself, and Jim was fidgeting up and down past me. We neither of us 

could keep still. Every time he danced around and says, “Dah’s Cairo!” it went through me like a 

shot, and I thought if it was Cairo I reckoned I would die of miserableness. 

Jim talked out loud all the time while I was talking to myself. He was saying how the first 

thing he would do when he got to a free State he would go to saving up money and never spend a 

single cent, and when he got enough he would buy his wife, which was owned on a farm close to 



where Miss Watson lived; and then they would both work to buy the two children, and if their 

master wouldn’t sell them, they’d get an Ab’litionist to go and steal them. 

It most froze me to hear such talk. He wouldn’t ever dared to talk such talk in his life before. 

Just see what a difference it made in him the minute he judged he was about free. It was 

according to the old saying, “Give a nigger an inch and he’ll take an ell.” Thinks I, this is what 

comes of my not thinking. Here was this nigger, which I had as good as helped to run away, 

coming right out flat-footed and saying he would steal his children—children that belonged to a 

man I didn’t even know; a man that hadn’t ever done me no harm. 

I was sorry to hear Jim say that, it was such a lowering of him. My conscience got to stirring 

me up hotter than ever, until at last I says to it, “Let up on me—it ain’t too late yet—I’ll paddle 

ashore at the first light and tell.” I felt easy and happy and light as a feather right off. All my 

troubles was gone. I went to looking out sharp for a light, and sort of singing to myself. By and 

by one showed. Jim sings out: 

“We’s safe, Huck, we’s safe! Jump up and crack yo’ heels! Dat’s de good ole Cairo at las’, I 

jis knows it!” 

I says: 

“I’ll take the canoe and go and see, Jim. It mightn’t be, you know.” 

He jumped and got the canoe ready, and put his old coat in the bottom for me to set on, and 

give me the paddle; and as I shoved off, he says: 

“Pooty soon I’ll be a-shout’n’ for joy, en I’ll say, it’s all on accounts o’ Huck; I’s a free man, 

en I couldn’t ever ben free ef it hadn’ ben for Huck; Huck done it. Jim won’t ever forgit you, 

Huck; you’s de bes’ fren’ Jim’s ever had; en you’s de only fren’ ole Jim’s got now.” 

I was paddling off, all in a sweat to tell on him; but when he says this, it seemed to kind of 

take the tuck all out of me. I went along slow then, and I warn’t right down certain whether I was 

glad I started or whether I warn’t. When I was fifty yards off, Jim says: 

“Dah you goes, de ole true Huck; de on’y white genlman dat ever kep’ his promise to ole 

Jim.” 

Well, I just felt sick. But I says, I got to do it—I can’t get out of it. Right then along comes a 

skiff with two men in it with guns, and they stopped and I stopped. One of them says: 

“What’s that yonder?” 

“A piece of a raft,” I says. 

“Do you belong on it?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Any men on it?” 

“Only one, sir.” 

“Well, there’s five niggers run off to-night up yonder, above the head of the bend. Is your man 

white or black?” 

I didn’t answer up prompt. I tried to, but the words wouldn’t come. I tried for a second or two 

to brace up and out with it, but I warn’t man enough—hadn’t the spunk of a rabbit. I see I was 

weakening; so I just give up trying, and up and says: 

“He’s white.” 

“I reckon we’ll go and see for ourselves.” 



“I wish you would,” says I, “because it’s pap that’s there, and maybe you’d help me tow the 

raft ashore where the light is. He’s sick—and so is mam and Mary Ann.” 

“Oh, the devil! we’re in a hurry, boy. But I s’pose we’ve got to. Come, buckle to your paddle, 

and let’s get along.” 

I buckled to my paddle and they laid to their oars. When we had made a stroke or two, I says: 

“Pap’ll be mighty much obleeged to you, I can tell you. Everybody goes away when I want 

them to help me tow the raft ashore, and I can’t do it by myself.” 

“Well, that’s infernal mean. Odd, too. Say, boy, what’s the matter with your father?” 

“It’s the—a—the—well, it ain’t anything much.” 

They stopped pulling. It warn’t but a mighty little ways to the raft now. One says: 

“Boy, that’s a lie. What is the matter with your pap? Answer up square now, and it’ll be the 

better for you.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 



“I will, sir, I will, honest—but don’t leave us, please. It’s the—the—Gentlemen, if you’ll only 

pull ahead, and let me heave you the headline, you won’t have to come a-near the raft—please 

do.” 

“Set her back, John, set her back!” says one. They backed water. “Keep away, boy—keep to 

looard. Confound it, I just expect the wind has blowed it to us. Your pap’s got the small-pox, and 

you know it precious well. Why didn’t you come out and say so? Do you want to spread it all 

over?” 

“Well,” says I, a-blubbering, “I’ve told everybody before, and they just went away and left 

us.” 

“Poor devil, there’s something in that. We are right down sorry for you, but we—well, hang it, 

we don’t want the small-pox, you see. Look here, I’ll tell you what to do. Don’t you try to land 

by yourself, or you’ll smash everything to pieces. You float along down about twenty miles, and 

you’ll come to a town on the left-hand side of the river. It will be long after sun-up then, and 

when you ask for help you tell them your folks are all down with chills and fever. Don’t be a fool 

again, and let people guess what is the matter. Now we’re trying to do you a kindness; so you 

just put twenty miles between us, that’s a good boy. It wouldn’t do any good to land yonder 

where the light is—it’s only a wood-yard. Say, I reckon your father’s poor, and I’m bound to say 

he’s in pretty hard luck. Here, I’ll put a twenty-dollar gold piece on this board, and you get it 

when it floats by. I feel mighty mean to leave you; but my kingdom! it won’t do to fool with 

small-pox, don’t you see?” 

“Hold on, Parker,” says the other man, “here’s a twenty to put on the board for me. Good-bye, 

boy; you do as Mr. Parker told you, and you’ll be all right.” 

“That’s so, my boy—good-bye, good-bye. If you see any runaway niggers you get help and 

nab them, and you can make some money by it.” 

“Good-bye, sir,” says I; “I won’t let no runaway niggers get by me if I can help it.” 

They went off and I got aboard the raft, feeling bad and low, because I knowed very well I had 

done wrong, and I see it warn’t no use for me to try to learn to do right; a body that don’t 

get started right when he’s little ain’t got no show—when the pinch comes there ain’t nothing to 

back him up and keep him to his work, and so he gets beat. Then I thought a minute, and says to 

myself, hold on; s’pose you’d a done right and give Jim up, would you felt better than what you 

do now? No, says I, I’d feel bad—I’d feel just the same way I do now. Well, then, says I, what’s 

the use you learning to do right when it’s troublesome to do right and ain’t no trouble to do 

wrong, and the wages is just the same? I was stuck. I couldn’t answer that. So I reckoned I 

wouldn’t bother no more about it, but after this always do whichever come handiest at the time. 

I went into the wigwam; Jim warn’t there. I looked all around; he warn’t anywhere. I says: 

“Jim!” 

“Here I is, Huck. Is dey out o’ sight yit? Don’t talk loud.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

He was in the river under the stern oar, with just his nose out. I told him they were out of sight, 

so he come aboard. He says: 

“I was a-listenin’ to all de talk, en I slips into de river en was gwyne to shove for sho’ if dey 

come aboard. Den I was gwyne to swim to de raf’ agin when dey was gone. But lawsy, how you 

did fool ’em, Huck! Dat wuz de smartes’ dodge! I tell you, chile, I’spec it save’ ole Jim—ole Jim 

ain’t going to forgit you for dat, honey.” 

Then we talked about the money. It was a pretty good raise—twenty dollars apiece. Jim said 

we could take deck passage on a steamboat now, and the money would last us as far as we 

wanted to go in the free States. He said twenty mile more warn’t far for the raft to go, but he 

wished we was already there. 

Towards daybreak we tied up, and Jim was mighty particular about hiding the raft good. Then 

he worked all day fixing things in bundles, and getting all ready to quit rafting. 

That night about ten we hove in sight of the lights of a town away down in a left-hand bend. 



I went off in the canoe to ask about it. Pretty soon I found a man out in the river with a skiff, 

setting a trot-line. I ranged up and says: 

“Mister, is that town Cairo?” 

“Cairo? no. You must be a blame’ fool.” 

“What town is it, mister?” 

“If you want to know, go and find out. If you stay here botherin’ around me for about a half a 

minute longer you’ll get something you won’t want.” 

I paddled to the raft. Jim was awful disappointed, but I said never mind, Cairo would be the 

next place, I reckoned. 

We passed another town before daylight, and I was going out again; but it was high ground, so 

I didn’t go. No high ground about Cairo, Jim said. I had forgot it. We laid up for the day on a 

towhead tolerable close to the left-hand bank. I begun to suspicion something. So did Jim. I says: 

“Maybe we went by Cairo in the fog that night.” 

He says: 

“Doan’ le’s talk about it, Huck. Po’ niggers can’t have no luck. I awluz ’spected dat 

rattlesnake-skin warn’t done wid its work.” 

“I wish I’d never seen that snake-skin, Jim—I do wish I’d never laid eyes on it.” 

“It ain’t yo’ fault, Huck; you didn’ know. Don’t you blame yo’self ’bout it.” 

When it was daylight, here was the clear Ohio water inshore, sure enough, and outside was the 

old regular Muddy! So it was all up with Cairo. 

We talked it all over. It wouldn’t do to take to the shore; we couldn’t take the raft up the 

stream, of course. There warn’t no way but to wait for dark, and start back in the canoe and take 

the chances. So we slept all day amongst the cottonwood thicket, so as to be fresh for the work, 

and when we went back to the raft about dark the canoe was gone! 

We didn’t say a word for a good while. There warn’t anything to say. We both knowed well 

enough it was some more work of the rattlesnake-skin; so what was the use to talk about it? It 

would only look like we was finding fault, and that would be bound to fetch more bad luck—and 

keep on fetching it, too, till we knowed enough to keep still. 

By and by we talked about what we better do, and found there warn’t no way but just to go 

along down with the raft till we got a chance to buy a canoe to go back in. We warn’t going to 

borrow it when there warn’t anybody around, the way pap would do, for that might set people 

after us. 

So we shoved out after dark on the raft. 

Anybody that don’t believe yet that it’s foolishness to handle a snake-skin, after all that that 

snake-skin done for us, will believe it now if they read on and see what more it done for us. 

The place to buy canoes is off of rafts laying up at shore. But we didn’t see no rafts laying up; 

so we went along during three hours and more. Well, the night got gray and ruther thick, which 

is the next meanest thing to fog. You can’t tell the shape of the river, and you can’t see no 

distance. It got to be very late and still, and then along comes a steamboat up the river. We lit the 

lantern, and judged she would see it. Up-stream boats didn’t generly come close to us; they go 

out and follow the bars and hunt for easy water under the reefs; but nights like this they bull right 

up the channel against the whole river. 



We could hear her pounding along, but we didn’t see her good till she was close. She aimed 

right for us. Often they do that and try to see how close they can come without touching; 

sometimes the wheel bites off a sweep, and then the pilot sticks his head out and laughs, and 

thinks he’s mighty smart. Well, here she comes, and we said she was going to try and shave us; 

but she didn’t seem to be sheering off a bit. She was a big one, and she was coming in a hurry, 

too, looking like a black cloud with rows of glow-worms around it; but all of a sudden she 

bulged out, big and scary, with a long row of wide-open furnace doors shining like red-hot teeth, 

and her monstrous bows and guards hanging right over us. There was a yell at us, and a jingling 

of bells to stop the engines, a powwow of cussing, and whistling of steam—and as Jim went 

overboard on one side and I on the other, she come smashing straight through the raft. 

I dived—and I aimed to find the bottom, too, for a thirty-foot wheel had got to go over me, 

and I wanted it to have plenty of room. I could always stay under water a minute; this time I 

reckon I stayed under a minute and a half. Then I bounced for the top in a hurry, for I was nearly 

busting. I popped out to my armpits and blowed the water out of my nose, and puffed a bit. Of 

course there was a booming current; and of course that boat started her engines again ten seconds 

after she stopped them, for they never cared much for raftsmen; so now she was churning along 

up the river, out of sight in the thick weather, though I could hear her. 

I sung out for Jim about a dozen times, but I didn’t get any answer; so I grabbed a plank that 

touched me while I was “treading water,” and struck out for shore, shoving it ahead of me. But I 

made out to see that the drift of the current was towards the left-hand shore, which meant that I 

was in a crossing; so I changed off and went that way. 

It was one of these long, slanting, two-mile crossings; so I was a good long time in getting 

over. I made a safe landing, and clumb up the bank. I couldn’t see but a little ways, but I went 

poking along over rough ground for a quarter of a mile or more, and then I run across a big old-

fashioned double log-house before I noticed it. I was going to rush by and get away, but a lot of 

dogs jumped out and went to howling and barking at me, and I knowed better than to move 

another peg. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XVII. 

In about a minute somebody spoke out of a window without putting his head out, and says: 

“Be done, boys! Who’s there?” 

I says: 

“It’s me.” 

“Who’s me?” 

“George Jackson, sir.” 

“What do you want?” 

“I don’t want nothing, sir. I only want to go along by, but the dogs won’t let me.” 

“What are you prowling around here this time of night for—hey?” 

“I warn’t prowling around, sir, I fell overboard off of the steamboat.” 

“Oh, you did, did you? Strike a light there, somebody. What did you say your name was?” 

“George Jackson, sir. I’m only a boy.” 

“Look here, if you’re telling the truth you needn’t be afraid—nobody’ll hurt you. But don’t try 

to budge; stand right where you are. Rouse out Bob and Tom, some of you, and fetch the guns. 

George Jackson, is there anybody with you?” 

“No, sir, nobody.” 

I heard the people stirring around in the house now, and see a light. The man sung out: 

“Snatch that light away, Betsy, you old fool—ain’t you got any sense? Put it on the floor 

behind the front door. Bob, if you and Tom are ready, take your places.” 

“All ready.” 

“Now, George Jackson, do you know the Shepherdsons?” 

“No, sir; I never heard of them.” 

“Well, that may be so, and it mayn’t. Now, all ready. Step forward, George Jackson. And 

mind, don’t you hurry—come mighty slow. If there’s anybody with you, let him keep back—if 

he shows himself he’ll be shot. Come along now. Come slow; push the door open yourself—just 

enough to squeeze in, d’ you hear?” 

I didn’t hurry; I couldn’t if I’d a wanted to. I took one slow step at a time and there warn’t a 

sound, only I thought I could hear my heart. The dogs were as still as the humans, but they 

followed a little behind me. When I got to the three log doorsteps I heard them unlocking and 

unbarring and unbolting. I put my hand on the door and pushed it a little and a little more till 

somebody said, “There, that’s enough—put your head in.” I done it, but I judged they would take 

it off. 

The candle was on the floor, and there they all was, looking at me, and me at them, for about a 

quarter of a minute: Three big men with guns pointed at me, which made me wince, I tell you; 

the oldest, gray and about sixty, the other two thirty or more—all of them fine and handsome—

and the sweetest old gray-headed lady, and back of her two young women which I couldn’t see 

right well. The old gentleman says: 

“There; I reckon it’s all right. Come in.” 



As soon as I was in the old gentleman he locked the door and barred it and bolted it, and told 

the young men to come in with their guns, and they all went in a big parlor that had a new rag 

carpet on the floor, and got together in a corner that was out of the range of the front windows—

there warn’t none on the side. They held the candle, and took a good look at me, and all said, 

“Why, he ain’t a Shepherdson—no, there ain’t any Shepherdson about him.” Then the old man 

said he hoped I wouldn’t mind being searched for arms, because he didn’t mean no harm by it—

it was only to make sure. So he didn’t pry into my pockets, but only felt outside with his hands, 

and said it was all right. He told me to make myself easy and at home, and tell all about myself; 

but the old lady says: 

“Why, bless you, Saul, the poor thing’s as wet as he can be; and don’t you reckon it may be 

he’s hungry?” 

“True for you, Rachel—I forgot.” 

So the old lady says: 

“Betsy” (this was a nigger woman), “you fly around and get him something to eat as quick as 

you can, poor thing; and one of you girls go and wake up Buck and tell him—oh, here he is 

himself. Buck, take this little stranger and get the wet clothes off from him and dress him up in 

some of yours that’s dry.” 

Buck looked about as old as me—thirteen or fourteen or along there, though he was a little 

bigger than me. He hadn’t on anything but a shirt, and he was very frowzy-headed. He came in 

gaping and digging one fist into his eyes, and he was dragging a gun along with the other one. 

He says: 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Ain’t they no Shepherdsons around?” 

They said, no, ’twas a false alarm. 

“Well,” he says, “if they’d a ben some, I reckon I’d a got one.” 

They all laughed, and Bob says: 

“Why, Buck, they might have scalped us all, you’ve been so slow in coming.” 

“Well, nobody come after me, and it ain’t right I’m always kept down; I don’t get no show.” 

“Never mind, Buck, my boy,” says the old man, “you’ll have show enough, all in good time, 

don’t you fret about that. Go ’long with you now, and do as your mother told you.” 

When we got up-stairs to his room he got me a coarse shirt and a roundabout and pants of his, 

and I put them on. While I was at it he asked me what my name was, but before I could tell him 



he started to tell me about a bluejay and a young rabbit he had catched in the woods day before 

yesterday, and he asked me where Moses was when the candle went out. I said I didn’t know; I 

hadn’t heard about it before, no way. 

“Well, guess,” he says. 

“How’m I going to guess,” says I, “when I never heard tell of it before?” 

“But you can guess, can’t you? It’s just as easy.” 

“Which candle?” I says. 

“Why, any candle,” he says. 

“I don’t know where he was,” says I; “where was he?” 

“Why, he was in the dark! That’s where he was!” 

“Well, if you knowed where he was, what did you ask me for?” 

“Why, blame it, it’s a riddle, don’t you see? Say, how long are you going to stay here? You 

got to stay always. We can just have booming times—they don’t have no school now. Do you 

own a dog? I’ve got a dog—and he’ll go in the river and bring out chips that you throw in. Do 

you like to comb up Sundays, and all that kind of foolishness? You bet I don’t, but ma she makes 

me. Confound these ole britches! I reckon I’d better put ’em on, but I’d ruther not, it’s so warm. 

Are you all ready? All right. Come along, old hoss.” 

Cold corn-pone, cold corn-beef, butter and buttermilk—that is what they had for me down 

there, and there ain’t nothing better that ever I’ve come across yet. Buck and his ma and all of 

them smoked cob pipes, except the nigger woman, which was gone, and the two young women. 

They all smoked and talked, and I eat and talked. The young women had quilts around them, and 

their hair down their backs. They all asked me questions, and I told them how pap and me and all 

the family was living on a little farm down at the bottom of Arkansaw, and my sister Mary Ann 

run off and got married and never was heard of no more, and Bill went to hunt them and he 

warn’t heard of no more, and Tom and Mort died, and then there warn’t nobody but just me and 

pap left, and he was just trimmed down to nothing, on account of his troubles; so when he died I 

took what there was left, because the farm didn’t belong to us, and started up the river, deck 

passage, and fell overboard; and that was how I come to be here. So they said I could have a 

home there as long as I wanted it. Then it was most daylight and everybody went to bed, and I 

went to bed with Buck, and when I waked up in the morning, drat it all, I had forgot what my 

name was. So I laid there about an hour trying to think, and when Buck waked up I says: 

“Can you spell, Buck?” 

“Yes,” he says. 

“I bet you can’t spell my name,” says I. 

“I bet you what you dare I can,” says he. 

“All right,” says I, “go ahead.” 

“G-e-o-r-g-e J-a-x-o-n—there now,” he says. 

“Well,” says I, “you done it, but I didn’t think you could. It ain’t no slouch of a name to 

spell—right off without studying.” 

I set it down, private, because somebody might want me to spell it next, and so I wanted to be 

handy with it and rattle it off like I was used to it. 



It was a mighty nice family, and a mighty nice house, too. I hadn’t seen no house out in the 

country before that was so nice and had so much style. It didn’t have an iron latch on the front 

door, nor a wooden one with a buckskin string, but a brass knob to turn, the same as houses in 

town. There warn’t no bed in the parlor, nor a sign of a bed; but heaps of parlors in towns has 

beds in them. There was a big fireplace that was bricked on the bottom, and the bricks was kept 

clean and red by pouring water on them and scrubbing them with another brick; sometimes they 

wash them over with red water-paint that they call Spanish-brown, same as they do in town. 

They had big brass dog-irons that could hold up a saw-log. There was a clock on the middle of 

the mantelpiece, with a picture of a town painted on the bottom half of the glass front, and a 

round place in the middle of it for the sun, and you could see the pendulum swinging behind it. It 

was beautiful to hear that clock tick; and sometimes when one of these peddlers had been along 

and scoured her up and got her in good shape, she would start in and strike a hundred and fifty 

before she got tuckered out. They wouldn’t took any money for her. 

Well, there was a big outlandish parrot on each side of the clock, made out of something like 

chalk, and painted up gaudy. By one of the parrots was a cat made of crockery, and a crockery 

dog by the other; and when you pressed down on them they squeaked, but didn’t open their 

mouths nor look different nor interested. They squeaked through underneath. There was a couple 

of big wild-turkey-wing fans spread out behind those things. On the table in the middle of the 

room was a kind of a lovely crockery basket that had apples and oranges and peaches and grapes 

piled up in it, which was much redder and yellower and prettier than real ones is, but they warn’t 

real because you could see where pieces had got chipped off and showed the white chalk, or 

whatever it was, underneath. 

This table had a cover made out of beautiful oilcloth, with a red and blue spread-eagle painted 

on it, and a painted border all around. It come all the way from Philadelphia, they said. There 

was some books, too, piled up perfectly exact, on each corner of the table. One was a big family 

Bible full of pictures. One was Pilgrim’s Progress, about a man that left his family, it didn’t say 

why. I read considerable in it now and then. The statements was interesting, but tough. Another 

was Friendship’s Offering, full of beautiful stuff and poetry; but I didn’t read the poetry. Another 

was Henry Clay’s Speeches, and another was Dr. Gunn’s Family Medicine, which told you all 

about what to do if a body was sick or dead. There was a hymn book, and a lot of other books. 

And there was nice split-bottom chairs, and perfectly sound, too—not bagged down in the 

middle and busted, like an old basket. 

They had pictures hung on the walls—mainly Washingtons and Lafayettes, and battles, and 

Highland Marys, and one called “Signing the Declaration.” There was some that they called 

crayons, which one of the daughters which was dead made her own self when she was only 

fifteen years old. They was different from any pictures I ever see before—blacker, mostly, than 

is common. One was a woman in a slim black dress, belted small under the armpits, with bulges 

like a cabbage in the middle of the sleeves, and a large black scoop-shovel bonnet with a black 

veil, and white slim ankles crossed about with black tape, and very wee black slippers, like a 

chisel, and she was leaning pensive on a tombstone on her right elbow, under a weeping willow, 

and her other hand hanging down her side holding a white handkerchief and a reticule, and 

underneath the picture it said “Shall I Never See Thee More Alas.” Another one was a young 

lady with her hair all combed up straight to the top of her head, and knotted there in front of a 

comb like a chair-back, and she was crying into a handkerchief and had a dead bird laying on its 

back in her other hand with its heels up, and underneath the picture it said “I Shall Never Hear 

Thy Sweet Chirrup More Alas.” There was one where a young lady was at a window looking up 



at the moon, and tears running down her cheeks; and she had an open letter in one hand with 

black sealing wax showing on one edge of it, and she was mashing a locket with a chain to it 

against her mouth, and underneath the picture it said “And Art Thou Gone Yes Thou Art Gone 

Alas.” These was all nice pictures, I reckon, but I didn’t somehow seem to take to them, because 

if ever I was down a little they always give me the fan-tods. Everybody was sorry she died, 

because she had laid out a lot more of these pictures to do, and a body could see by what she had 

done what they had lost. But I reckoned that with her disposition she was having a better time in 

the graveyard. She was at work on what they said was her greatest picture when she took sick, 

and every day and every night it was her prayer to be allowed to live till she got it done, but she 

never got the chance. It was a picture of a young woman in a long white gown, standing on the 

rail of a bridge all ready to jump off, with her hair all down her back, and looking up to the 

moon, with the tears running down her face, and she had two arms folded across her breast, and 

two arms stretched out in front, and two more reaching up towards the moon—and the idea was 

to see which pair would look best, and then scratch out all the other arms; but, as I was saying, 

she died before she got her mind made up, and now they kept this picture over the head of the 

bed in her room, and every time her birthday come they hung flowers on it. Other times it was 

hid with a little curtain. The young woman in the picture had a kind of a nice sweet face, but 

there was so many arms it made her look too spidery, seemed to me. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 



 



 

 

This young girl kept a scrap-book when she was alive, and used to paste obituaries and 

accidents and cases of patient suffering in it out of the Presbyterian Observer, and write poetry 

after them out of her own head. It was very good poetry. This is what she wrote about a boy by 

the name of Stephen Dowling Bots that fell down a well and was drownded: 

ODE TO STEPHEN DOWLING BOTS, DEC’D 

And did young Stephen sicken, 

And did young Stephen die? 

And did the sad hearts thicken, 

And did the mourners cry? 

 

No; such was not the fate of 

Young Stephen Dowling Bots; 

Though sad hearts round him thickened, 

’Twas not from sickness’ shots. 

 

No whooping-cough did rack his frame, 

Nor measles drear with spots; 

Not these impaired the sacred name 

Of Stephen Dowling Bots. 

 

Despised love struck not with woe 

That head of curly knots, 

Nor stomach troubles laid him low, 

Young Stephen Dowling Bots. 

 

O no. Then list with tearful eye, 

Whilst I his fate do tell. 

His soul did from this cold world fly 

By falling down a well. 

 

They got him out and emptied him; 

Alas it was too late; 

His spirit was gone for to sport aloft 

In the realms of the good and great. 

If Emmeline Grangerford could make poetry like that before she was fourteen, there ain’t no 

telling what she could a done by and by. Buck said she could rattle off poetry like nothing. She 

didn’t ever have to stop to think. He said she would slap down a line, and if she couldn’t find 

anything to rhyme with it would just scratch it out and slap down another one, and go ahead. She 

warn’t particular; she could write about anything you choose to give her to write about just so it 

was sadful. Every time a man died, or a woman died, or a child died, she would be on hand with 

her “tribute” before he was cold. She called them tributes. The neighbors said it was the doctor 

first, then Emmeline, then the undertaker—the undertaker never got in ahead of Emmeline but 



once, and then she hung fire on a rhyme for the dead person’s name, which was Whistler. She 

warn’t ever the same after that; she never complained, but she kinder pined away and did not live 

long. Poor thing, many’s the time I made myself go up to the little room that used to be hers and 

get out her poor old scrap-book and read in it when her pictures had been aggravating me and I 

had soured on her a little. I liked all that family, dead ones and all, and warn’t going to let 

anything come between us. Poor Emmeline made poetry about all the dead people when she was 

alive, and it didn’t seem right that there warn’t nobody to make some about her now she was 

gone; so I tried to sweat out a verse or two myself, but I couldn’t seem to make it go somehow. 

They kept Emmeline’s room trim and nice, and all the things fixed in it just the way she liked to 

have them when she was alive, and nobody ever slept there. The old lady took care of the room 

herself, though there was plenty of niggers, and she sewed there a good deal and read her Bible 

there mostly. 

Well, as I was saying about the parlor, there was beautiful curtains on the windows: white, 

with pictures painted on them of castles with vines all down the walls, and cattle coming down to 

drink. There was a little old piano, too, that had tin pans in it, I reckon, and nothing was ever so 

lovely as to hear the young ladies sing “The Last Link is Broken” and play “The Battle of 

Prague” on it. The walls of all the rooms was plastered, and most had carpets on the floors, and 

the whole house was whitewashed on the outside. 

It was a double house, and the big open place betwixt them was roofed and floored, and 

sometimes the table was set there in the middle of the day, and it was a cool, comfortable place. 

Nothing couldn’t be better. And warn’t the cooking good, and just bushels of it too! 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XVIII. 

Col. Grangerford was a gentleman, you see. He was a gentleman all over; and so was his 

family. He was well born, as the saying is, and that’s worth as much in a man as it is in a horse, 

so the Widow Douglas said, and nobody ever denied that she was of the first aristocracy in our 

town; and pap he always said it, too, though he warn’t no more quality than a mudcat himself. 

Col. Grangerford was very tall and very slim, and had a darkish-paly complexion, not a sign of 

red in it anywheres; he was clean shaved every morning all over his thin face, and he had the 

thinnest kind of lips, and the thinnest kind of nostrils, and a high nose, and heavy eyebrows, and 

the blackest kind of eyes, sunk so deep back that they seemed like they was looking out of 

caverns at you, as you may say. His forehead was high, and his hair was black and straight and 

hung to his shoulders. His hands was long and thin, and every day of his life he put on a clean 

shirt and a full suit from head to foot made out of linen so white it hurt your eyes to look at it; 

and on Sundays he wore a blue tail-coat with brass buttons on it. He carried a mahogany cane 

with a silver head to it. There warn’t no frivolishness about him, not a bit, and he warn’t ever 

loud. He was as kind as he could be—you could feel that, you know, and so you had confidence. 

Sometimes he smiled, and it was good to see; but when he straightened himself up like a liberty-

pole, and the lightning begun to flicker out from under his eyebrows, you wanted to climb a tree 

first, and find out what the matter was afterwards. He didn’t ever have to tell anybody to mind 

their manners—everybody was always good-mannered where he was. Everybody loved to have 

him around, too; he was sunshine most always—I mean he made it seem like good weather. 

When he turned into a cloudbank it was awful dark for half a minute, and that was enough; there 

wouldn’t nothing go wrong again for a week. 

When him and the old lady come down in the morning all the family got up out of their chairs 

and give them good-day, and didn’t set down again till they had set down. Then Tom and Bob 

went to the sideboard where the decanter was, and mixed a glass of bitters and handed it to him, 

and he held it in his hand and waited till Tom’s and Bob’s was mixed, and then they bowed and 

said, “Our duty to you, sir, and madam;” and they bowed the least bit in the world and said thank 

you, and so they drank, all three, and Bob and Tom poured a spoonful of water on the sugar and 

the mite of whisky or apple brandy in the bottom of their tumblers, and give it to me and Buck, 

and we drank to the old people too. 

Bob was the oldest and Tom next—tall, beautiful men with very broad shoulders and brown 

faces, and long black hair and black eyes. They dressed in white linen from head to foot, like the 

old gentleman, and wore broad Panama hats. 

Then there was Miss Charlotte; she was twenty-five, and tall and proud and grand, but as good 

as she could be when she warn’t stirred up; but when she was she had a look that would make 

you wilt in your tracks, like her father. She was beautiful. 

So was her sister, Miss Sophia, but it was a different kind. She was gentle and sweet like a 

dove, and she was only twenty. 

Each person had their own nigger to wait on them—Buck too. My nigger had a monstrous 

easy time, because I warn’t used to having anybody do anything for me, but Buck’s was on the 

jump most of the time. 

This was all there was of the family now, but there used to be more—three sons; they got 

killed; and Emmeline that died. 



The old gentleman owned a lot of farms and over a hundred niggers. Sometimes a stack of 

people would come there, horseback, from ten or fifteen mile around, and stay five or six days, 

and have such junketings round about and on the river, and dances and picnics in the woods 

daytimes, and balls at the house nights. These people was mostly kinfolks of the family. The men 

brought their guns with them. It was a handsome lot of quality, I tell you. 

There was another clan of aristocracy around there—five or six families—mostly of the name 

of Shepherdson. They was as high-toned and well born and rich and grand as the tribe of 

Grangerfords. The Shepherdsons and Grangerfords used the same steamboat landing, which was 

about two mile above our house; so sometimes when I went up there with a lot of our folks I 

used to see a lot of the Shepherdsons there on their fine horses. 

One day Buck and me was away out in the woods hunting, and heard a horse coming. We was 

crossing the road. Buck says: 

“Quick! Jump for the woods!” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

We done it, and then peeped down the woods through the leaves. Pretty soon a splendid young 

man come galloping down the road, setting his horse easy and looking like a soldier. He had his 

gun across his pommel. I had seen him before. It was young Harney Shepherdson. I heard 

Buck’s gun go off at my ear, and Harney’s hat tumbled off from his head. He grabbed his gun 

and rode straight to the place where we was hid. But we didn’t wait. We started through the 

woods on a run. The woods warn’t thick, so I looked over my shoulder to dodge the bullet, and 

twice I seen Harney cover Buck with his gun; and then he rode away the way he come—to get 

his hat, I reckon, but I couldn’t see. We never stopped running till we got home. The old 

gentleman’s eyes blazed a minute—’twas pleasure, mainly, I judged—then his face sort of 

smoothed down, and he says, kind of gentle: 



“I don’t like that shooting from behind a bush. Why didn’t you step into the road, my boy?” 

“The Shepherdsons don’t, father. They always take advantage.” 

Miss Charlotte she held her head up like a queen while Buck was telling his tale, and her 

nostrils spread and her eyes snapped. The two young men looked dark, but never said nothing. 

Miss Sophia she turned pale, but the color come back when she found the man warn’t hurt. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Soon as I could get Buck down by the corn-cribs under the trees by ourselves, I says: 

“Did you want to kill him, Buck?” 



“Well, I bet I did.” 

“What did he do to you?” 

“Him? He never done nothing to me.” 

“Well, then, what did you want to kill him for?” 

“Why, nothing—only it’s on account of the feud.” 

“What’s a feud?” 

“Why, where was you raised? Don’t you know what a feud is?” 

“Never heard of it before—tell me about it.” 

“Well,” says Buck, “a feud is this way: A man has a quarrel with another man, and kills him; 

then that other man’s brother kills him; then the other brothers, on both sides, goes for one 

another; then the cousins chip in—and by and by everybody’s killed off, and there ain’t no more 

feud. But it’s kind of slow, and takes a long time.” 

“Has this one been going on long, Buck?” 

“Well, I should reckon! It started thirty year ago, or som’ers along there. There was trouble 

’bout something, and then a lawsuit to settle it; and the suit went agin one of the men, and so he 

up and shot the man that won the suit—which he would naturally do, of course. Anybody 

would.” 

“What was the trouble about, Buck?—land?” 

“I reckon maybe—I don’t know.” 

“Well, who done the shooting? Was it a Grangerford or a Shepherdson?” 

“Laws, how do I know? It was so long ago.” 

“Don’t anybody know?” 

“Oh, yes, pa knows, I reckon, and some of the other old people; but they don’t know now what 

the row was about in the first place.” 

“Has there been many killed, Buck?” 

“Yes; right smart chance of funerals. But they don’t always kill. Pa’s got a few buckshot in 

him; but he don’t mind it ’cuz he don’t weigh much, anyway. Bob’s been carved up some with a 

bowie, and Tom’s been hurt once or twice.” 

“Has anybody been killed this year, Buck?” 

“Yes; we got one and they got one. ’Bout three months ago my cousin Bud, fourteen year old, 

was riding through the woods on t’other side of the river, and didn’t have no weapon with him, 

which was blame’ foolishness, and in a lonesome place he hears a horse a-coming behind him, 

and sees old Baldy Shepherdson a-linkin’ after him with his gun in his hand and his white hair a-

flying in the wind; and ’stead of jumping off and taking to the brush, Bud ’lowed he could out-

run him; so they had it, nip and tuck, for five mile or more, the old man a-gaining all the time; so 

at last Bud seen it warn’t any use, so he stopped and faced around so as to have the bullet holes 

in front, you know, and the old man he rode up and shot him down. But he didn’t git much 

chance to enjoy his luck, for inside of a week our folks laid him out.” 

“I reckon that old man was a coward, Buck.” 

“I reckon he warn’t a coward. Not by a blame’ sight. There ain’t a coward amongst them 

Shepherdsons—not a one. And there ain’t no cowards amongst the Grangerfords either. Why, 

that old man kep’ up his end in a fight one day for half an hour against three Grangerfords, and 



come out winner. They was all a-horseback; he lit off of his horse and got behind a little 

woodpile, and kep’ his horse before him to stop the bullets; but the Grangerfords stayed on their 

horses and capered around the old man, and peppered away at him, and he peppered away at 

them. Him and his horse both went home pretty leaky and crippled, but the Grangerfords had to 

be fetched home—and one of ’em was dead, and another died the next day. No, sir; if a body’s 

out hunting for cowards he don’t want to fool away any time amongst them Shepherdsons, becuz 

they don’t breed any of that kind.” 

Next Sunday we all went to church, about three mile, everybody a-horseback. The men took 

their guns along, so did Buck, and kept them between their knees or stood them handy against 

the wall. The Shepherdsons done the same. It was pretty ornery preaching—all about brotherly 

love, and such-like tiresomeness; but everybody said it was a good sermon, and they all talked it 

over going home, and had such a powerful lot to say about faith and good works and free grace 

and preforeordestination, and I don’t know what all, that it did seem to me to be one of the 

roughest Sundays I had run across yet. 

About an hour after dinner everybody was dozing around, some in their chairs and some in 

their rooms, and it got to be pretty dull. Buck and a dog was stretched out on the grass in the sun 

sound asleep. I went up to our room, and judged I would take a nap myself. I found that sweet 

Miss Sophia standing in her door, which was next to ours, and she took me in her room and shut 

the door very soft, and asked me if I liked her, and I said I did; and she asked me if I would do 

something for her and not tell anybody, and I said I would. Then she said she’d forgot her 

Testament, and left it in the seat at church between two other books, and would I slip out quiet 

and go there and fetch it to her, and not say nothing to nobody. I said I would. So I slid out and 

slipped off up the road, and there warn’t anybody at the church, except maybe a hog or two, for 

there warn’t any lock on the door, and hogs likes a puncheon floor in summer-time because it’s 

cool. If you notice, most folks don’t go to church only when they’ve got to; but a hog is different. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Says I to myself, something’s up; it ain’t natural for a girl to be in such a sweat about a 

Testament. So I give it a shake, and out drops a little piece of paper with “HALF-PAST TWO” 

wrote on it with a pencil. I ransacked it, but couldn’t find anything else. I couldn’t make anything 

out of that, so I put the paper in the book again, and when I got home and upstairs there was Miss 

Sophia in her door waiting for me. She pulled me in and shut the door; then she looked in the 

Testament till she found the paper, and as soon as she read it she looked glad; and before a body 

could think she grabbed me and give me a squeeze, and said I was the best boy in the world, and 

not to tell anybody. She was mighty red in the face for a minute, and her eyes lighted up, and it 

made her powerful pretty. I was a good deal astonished, but when I got my breath I asked her 

what the paper was about, and she asked me if I had read it, and I said no, and she asked me if I 

could read writing, and I told her “no, only coarse-hand,” and then she said the paper warn’t 

anything but a book-mark to keep her place, and I might go and play now. 



I went off down to the river, studying over this thing, and pretty soon I noticed that my nigger 

was following along behind. When we was out of sight of the house he looked back and around a 

second, and then comes a-running, and says: 

“Mars Jawge, if you’ll come down into de swamp I’ll show you a whole stack o’ water-

moccasins.” 

Thinks I, that’s mighty curious; he said that yesterday. He oughter know a body don’t love 

water-moccasins enough to go around hunting for them. What is he up to, anyway? So I says: 

“All right; trot ahead.” 

I followed a half a mile; then he struck out over the swamp, and waded ankle deep as much as 

another half-mile. We come to a little flat piece of land which was dry and very thick with trees 

and bushes and vines, and he says: 

“You shove right in dah jist a few steps, Mars Jawge; dah’s whah dey is. I’s seed ’m befo’; I 

don’t k’yer to see ’em no mo’.” 

Then he slopped right along and went away, and pretty soon the trees hid him. I poked into the 

place a-ways and come to a little open patch as big as a bedroom all hung around with vines, and 

found a man laying there asleep—and, by jings, it was my old Jim! 

I waked him up, and I reckoned it was going to be a grand surprise to him to see me again, but 

it warn’t. He nearly cried he was so glad, but he warn’t surprised. Said he swum along behind me 

that night, and heard me yell every time, but dasn’t answer, because he didn’t want nobody to 

pick him up and take him into slavery again. Says he: 

“I got hurt a little, en couldn’t swim fas’, so I wuz a considable ways behine you towards de 

las’; when you landed I reck’ned I could ketch up wid you on de lan’ ’dout havin’ to shout at 

you, but when I see dat house I begin to go slow. I ’uz off too fur to hear what dey say to you—I 

wuz ’fraid o’ de dogs; but when it ’uz all quiet agin I knowed you’s in de house, so I struck out 

for de woods to wait for day. Early in de mawnin’ some er de niggers come along, gwyne to de 

fields, en dey tuk me en showed me dis place, whah de dogs can’t track me on accounts o’ de 

water, en dey brings me truck to eat every night, en tells me how you’s a-gitt’n along.” 

“Why didn’t you tell my Jack to fetch me here sooner, Jim?” 

“Well, ’twarn’t no use to ’sturb you, Huck, tell we could do sumfn—but we’s all right now. I 

ben a-buyin’ pots en pans en vittles, as I got a chanst, en a-patchin’ up de raf’ nights when—” 

“What raft, Jim?” 

“Our ole raf’.” 

“You mean to say our old raft warn’t smashed all to flinders?” 

“No, she warn’t. She was tore up a good deal—one en’ of her was; but dey warn’t no great 

harm done, on’y our traps was mos’ all los’. Ef we hadn’ dive’ so deep en swum so fur under 

water, en de night hadn’ ben so dark, en we warn’t so sk’yerd, en ben sich punkin-heads, as de 

sayin’ is, we’d a seed de raf’. But it’s jis’ as well we didn’t, ’kase now she’s all fixed up agin 

mos’ as good as new, en we’s got a new lot o’ stuff, in de place o’ what ’uz los’.” 

“Why, how did you get hold of the raft again, Jim—did you catch her?” 

“How I gwyne to ketch her en I out in de woods? No; some er de niggers foun’ her ketched on 

a snag along heah in de ben’, en dey hid her in a crick ’mongst de willows, en dey wuz so much 

jawin’ ’bout which un ’um she b’long to de mos’ dat I come to heah ’bout it pooty soon, so I ups 

en settles de trouble by tellin’ ’um she don’t b’long to none uv um, but to you en me; en I ast ’m 



if dey gwyne to grab a young white genlman’s propaty, en git a hid’n for it? Den I gin ’m ten 

cents apiece, en dey ’uz mighty well satisfied, en wisht some mo’ raf’s ’ud come along en make 

’m rich agin. Dey’s mighty good to me, dese niggers is, en whatever I wants ’m to do fur me I 

doan’ have to ast ’m twice, honey. Dat Jack’s a good nigger, en pooty smart.” 

“Yes, he is. He ain’t ever told me you was here; told me to come, and he’d show me a lot of 

water-moccasins. If anything happens he ain’t mixed up in it. He can say he never seen us 

together, and it ’ll be the truth.” 

I don’t want to talk much about the next day. I reckon I’ll cut it pretty short. I waked up about 

dawn, and was a-going to turn over and go to sleep again when I noticed how still it was—didn’t 

seem to be anybody stirring. That warn’t usual. Next I noticed that Buck was up and gone. Well, 

I gets up, a-wondering, and goes down stairs—nobody around; everything as still as a mouse. 

Just the same outside. Thinks I, what does it mean? Down by the wood-pile I comes across my 

Jack, and says: 

“What’s it all about?” 

Says he: 

“Don’t you know, Mars Jawge?” 

“No,” says I, “I don’t.” 

“Well, den, Miss Sophia’s run off! ’deed she has. She run off in de night some time—nobody 

don’t know jis’ when; run off to get married to dat young Harney Shepherdson, you know—

leastways, so dey ’spec. De fambly foun’ it out ’bout half an hour ago—maybe a little mo’—en’ 

I tell you dey warn’t no time los’. Sich another hurryin’ up guns en hosses you never see! De 

women folks has gone for to stir up de relations, en ole Mars Saul en de boys tuck dey guns en 

rode up de river road for to try to ketch dat young man en kill him ’fo’ he kin git acrost de river 

wid Miss Sophia. I reck’n dey’s gwyne to be mighty rough times.” 

“Buck went off ’thout waking me up.” 

“Well, I reck’n he did! Dey warn’t gwyne to mix you up in it. Mars Buck he loaded up his gun 

en ’lowed he’s gwyne to fetch home a Shepherdson or bust. Well, dey’ll be plenty un ’m dah, I 

reck’n, en you bet you he’ll fetch one ef he gits a chanst.” 

I took up the river road as hard as I could put. By and by I begin to hear guns a good ways off. 

When I come in sight of the log store and the woodpile where the steamboats lands I worked 

along under the trees and brush till I got to a good place, and then I clumb up into the forks of a 

cottonwood that was out of reach, and watched. There was a wood-rank four foot high a little 

ways in front of the tree, and first I was going to hide behind that; but maybe it was luckier I 

didn’t. 

There was four or five men cavorting around on their horses in the open place before the log 

store, cussing and yelling, and trying to get at a couple of young chaps that was behind the wood-

rank alongside of the steamboat landing; but they couldn’t come it. Every time one of them 

showed himself on the river side of the woodpile he got shot at. The two boys was squatting back 

to back behind the pile, so they could watch both ways. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

By and by the men stopped cavorting around and yelling. They started riding towards the 

store; then up gets one of the boys, draws a steady bead over the wood-rank, and drops one of 

them out of his saddle. All the men jumped off of their horses and grabbed the hurt one and 

started to carry him to the store; and that minute the two boys started on the run. They got half 

way to the tree I was in before the men noticed. Then the men see them, and jumped on their 

horses and took out after them. They gained on the boys, but it didn’t do no good, the boys had 

too good a start; they got to the woodpile that was in front of my tree, and slipped in behind it, 

and so they had the bulge on the men again. One of the boys was Buck, and the other was a slim 

young chap about nineteen years old. 

The men ripped around awhile, and then rode away. As soon as they was out of sight I sung 

out to Buck and told him. He didn’t know what to make of my voice coming out of the tree at 

first. He was awful surprised. He told me to watch out sharp and let him know when the men 

come in sight again; said they was up to some devilment or other—wouldn’t be gone long. I 

wished I was out of that tree, but I dasn’t come down. Buck begun to cry and rip, and ’lowed that 

him and his cousin Joe (that was the other young chap) would make up for this day yet. He said 

his father and his two brothers was killed, and two or three of the enemy. Said the Shepherdsons 

laid for them in ambush. Buck said his father and brothers ought to waited for their relations—

the Shepherdsons was too strong for them. I asked him what was become of young Harney and 

Miss Sophia. He said they’d got across the river and was safe. I was glad of that; but the way 



Buck did take on because he didn’t manage to kill Harney that day he shot at him—I hain’t ever 

heard anything like it. 

All of a sudden, bang! bang! bang! goes three or four guns—the men had slipped around 

through the woods and come in from behind without their horses! The boys jumped for the 

river—both of them hurt—and as they swum down the current the men run along the bank 

shooting at them and singing out, “Kill them, kill them!” It made me so sick I most fell out of the 

tree. I ain’t a-going to tell all that happened—it would make me sick again if I was to do that. I 

wished I hadn’t ever come ashore that night to see such things. I ain’t ever going to get shut of 

them—lots of times I dream about them. 

I stayed in the tree till it begun to get dark, afraid to come down. Sometimes I heard guns 

away off in the woods; and twice I seen little gangs of men gallop past the log store with guns; so 

I reckoned the trouble was still a-going on. I was mighty downhearted; so I made up my mind I 

wouldn’t ever go anear that house again, because I reckoned I was to blame, somehow. I judged 

that that piece of paper meant that Miss Sophia was to meet Harney somewheres at half-past two 

and run off; and I judged I ought to told her father about that paper and the curious way she 

acted, and then maybe he would a locked her up, and this awful mess wouldn’t ever happened. 

When I got down out of the tree I crept along down the river bank a piece, and found the two 

bodies laying in the edge of the water, and tugged at them till I got them ashore; then I covered 

up their faces, and got away as quick as I could. I cried a little when I was covering up Buck’s 

face, for he was mighty good to me. 

It was just dark now. I never went near the house, but struck through the woods and made for 

the swamp. Jim warn’t on his island, so I tramped off in a hurry for the crick, and crowded 

through the willows, red-hot to jump aboard and get out of that awful country. The raft was 

gone! My souls, but I was scared! I couldn’t get my breath for most a minute. Then I raised a 

yell. A voice not twenty-five foot from me says: 

“Good lan’! is dat you, honey? Doan’ make no noise.” 

It was Jim’s voice—nothing ever sounded so good before. I run along the bank a piece and got 

aboard, and Jim he grabbed me and hugged me, he was so glad to see me. He says: 

“Laws bless you, chile, I ’uz right down sho’ you’s dead agin. Jack’s been heah; he say he 

reck’n you’s ben shot, kase you didn’ come home no mo’; so I’s jes’ dis minute a startin’ de raf’ 

down towards de mouf er de crick, so’s to be all ready for to shove out en leave soon as Jack 

comes agin en tells me for certain you is dead. Lawsy, I’s mighty glad to git you back again, 

honey.” 

I says: 

“All right—that’s mighty good; they won’t find me, and they’ll think I’ve been killed, and 

floated down the river—there’s something up there that ’ll help them think so—so don’t you lose 

no time, Jim, but just shove off for the big water as fast as ever you can.” 

I never felt easy till the raft was two mile below there and out in the middle of the Mississippi. 

Then we hung up our signal lantern, and judged that we was free and safe once more. I hadn’t 

had a bite to eat since yesterday, so Jim he got out some corn-dodgers and buttermilk, and pork 

and cabbage and greens—there ain’t nothing in the world so good when it’s cooked right—and 

whilst I eat my supper we talked and had a good time. I was powerful glad to get away from the 

feuds, and so was Jim to get away from the swamp. We said there warn’t no home like a raft, 



after all. Other places do seem so cramped up and smothery, but a raft don’t. You feel mighty 

free and easy and comfortable on a raft. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XIX. 

Two or three days and nights went by; I reckon I might say they swum by, they slid along so 

quiet and smooth and lovely. Here is the way we put in the time. It was a monstrous big river 

down there—sometimes a mile and a half wide; we run nights, and laid up and hid daytimes; 

soon as night was most gone we stopped navigating and tied up—nearly always in the dead 

water under a towhead; and then cut young cottonwoods and willows, and hid the raft with them. 

Then we set out the lines. Next we slid into the river and had a swim, so as to freshen up and 

cool off; then we set down on the sandy bottom where the water was about knee deep, and 

watched the daylight come. Not a sound anywheres—perfectly still—just like the whole world 

was asleep, only sometimes the bullfrogs a-cluttering, maybe. The first thing to see, looking 

away over the water, was a kind of dull line—that was the woods on t’other side; you couldn’t 

make nothing else out; then a pale place in the sky; then more paleness spreading around; then 

the river softened up away off, and warn’t black any more, but gray; you could see little dark 

spots drifting along ever so far away—trading scows, and such things; and long black streaks—

rafts; sometimes you could hear a sweep screaking; or jumbled up voices, it was so still, and 

sounds come so far; and by and by you could see a streak on the water which you know by the 

look of the streak that there’s a snag there in a swift current which breaks on it and makes that 

streak look that way; and you see the mist curl up off of the water, and the east reddens up, and 

the river, and you make out a log-cabin in the edge of the woods, away on the bank on t’other 

side of the river, being a woodyard, likely, and piled by them cheats so you can throw a dog 

through it anywheres; then the nice breeze springs up, and comes fanning you from over there, so 

cool and fresh and sweet to smell on account of the woods and the flowers; but sometimes not 

that way, because they’ve left dead fish laying around, gars and such, and they do get pretty 

rank; and next you’ve got the full day, and everything smiling in the sun, and the song-birds just 

going it! 

A little smoke couldn’t be noticed now, so we would take some fish off of the lines and cook 

up a hot breakfast. And afterwards we would watch the lonesomeness of the river, and kind of 

lazy along, and by and by lazy off to sleep. Wake up by and by, and look to see what done it, and 

maybe see a steamboat coughing along up-stream, so far off towards the other side you couldn’t 

tell nothing about her only whether she was a stern-wheel or side-wheel; then for about an hour 

there wouldn’t be nothing to hear nor nothing to see—just solid lonesomeness. Next you’d see a 

raft sliding by, away off yonder, and maybe a galoot on it chopping, because they’re most always 

doing it on a raft; you’d see the axe flash and come down—you don’t hear nothing; you see that 

axe go up again, and by the time it’s above the man’s head then you hear the k’chunk!—it had 

took all that time to come over the water. So we would put in the day, lazying around, listening 

to the stillness. Once there was a thick fog, and the rafts and things that went by was beating tin 

pans so the steamboats wouldn’t run over them. A scow or a raft went by so close we could hear 

them talking and cussing and laughing—heard them plain; but we couldn’t see no sign of them; 

it made you feel crawly; it was like spirits carrying on that way in the air. Jim said he believed it 

was spirits; but I says: 

“No; spirits wouldn’t say, ‘Dern the dern fog.’” 

Soon as it was night out we shoved; when we got her out to about the middle we let her alone, 

and let her float wherever the current wanted her to; then we lit the pipes, and dangled our legs in 

the water, and talked about all kinds of things—we was always naked, day and night, whenever 



the mosquitoes would let us—the new clothes Buck’s folks made for me was too good to be 

comfortable, and besides I didn’t go much on clothes, nohow. 

Sometimes we’d have that whole river all to ourselves for the longest time. Yonder was the 

banks and the islands, across the water; and maybe a spark—which was a candle in a cabin 

window; and sometimes on the water you could see a spark or two—on a raft or a scow, you 

know; and maybe you could hear a fiddle or a song coming over from one of them crafts. It’s 

lovely to live on a raft. We had the sky up there, all speckled with stars, and we used to lay on 

our backs and look up at them, and discuss about whether they was made or only just happened. 

Jim he allowed they was made, but I allowed they happened; I judged it would have took too 

long to make so many. Jim said the moon could a laid them; well, that looked kind of reasonable, 

so I didn’t say nothing against it, because I’ve seen a frog lay most as many, so of course it could 

be done. We used to watch the stars that fell, too, and see them streak down. Jim allowed they’d 

got spoiled and was hove out of the nest. 

Once or twice of a night we would see a steamboat slipping along in the dark, and now and 

then she would belch a whole world of sparks up out of her chimbleys, and they would rain 

down in the river and look awful pretty; then she would turn a corner and her lights would wink 

out and her powwow shut off and leave the river still again; and by and by her waves would get 

to us, a long time after she was gone, and joggle the raft a bit, and after that you wouldn’t hear 

nothing for you couldn’t tell how long, except maybe frogs or something. 

After midnight the people on shore went to bed, and then for two or three hours the shores was 

black—no more sparks in the cabin windows. These sparks was our clock—the first one that 

showed again meant morning was coming, so we hunted a place to hide and tie up right away. 

One morning about daybreak I found a canoe and crossed over a chute to the main shore—it 

was only two hundred yards—and paddled about a mile up a crick amongst the cypress woods, 

to see if I couldn’t get some berries. Just as I was passing a place where a kind of a cowpath 

crossed the crick, here comes a couple of men tearing up the path as tight as they could foot it. I 

thought I was a goner, for whenever anybody was after anybody I judged it was me—or maybe 

Jim. I was about to dig out from there in a hurry, but they was pretty close to me then, and sung 

out and begged me to save their lives—said they hadn’t been doing nothing, and was being 

chased for it—said there was men and dogs a-coming. They wanted to jump right in, but I says: 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Don’t you do it. I don’t hear the dogs and horses yet; you’ve got time to crowd through the 

brush and get up the crick a little ways; then you take to the water and wade down to me and get 

in—that’ll throw the dogs off the scent.” 

They done it, and soon as they was aboard I lit out for our towhead, and in about five or ten 

minutes we heard the dogs and the men away off, shouting. We heard them come along towards 

the crick, but couldn’t see them; they seemed to stop and fool around a while; then, as we got 

further and further away all the time, we couldn’t hardly hear them at all; by the time we had left 

a mile of woods behind us and struck the river, everything was quiet, and we paddled over to the 

towhead and hid in the cottonwoods and was safe. 

One of these fellows was about seventy or upwards, and had a bald head and very gray 

whiskers. He had an old battered-up slouch hat on, and a greasy blue woollen shirt, and ragged 



old blue jeans britches stuffed into his boot-tops, and home-knit galluses—no, he only had one. 

He had an old long-tailed blue jeans coat with slick brass buttons flung over his arm, and both of 

them had big, fat, ratty-looking carpet-bags. 

The other fellow was about thirty, and dressed about as ornery. After breakfast we all laid off 

and talked, and the first thing that come out was that these chaps didn’t know one another. 

“What got you into trouble?” says the baldhead to t’other chap. 

“Well, I’d been selling an article to take the tartar off the teeth—and it does take it off, too, 

and generly the enamel along with it—but I stayed about one night longer than I ought to, and 

was just in the act of sliding out when I ran across you on the trail this side of town, and you told 

me they were coming, and begged me to help you to get off. So I told you I was expecting 

trouble myself, and would scatter out with you. That’s the whole yarn—what’s yourn? 

“Well, I’d ben a-running’ a little temperance revival thar ’bout a week, and was the pet of the 

women folks, big and little, for I was makin’ it mighty warm for the rummies, I tell you, and 

takin’ as much as five or six dollars a night—ten cents a head, children and niggers free—and 

business a-growin’ all the time, when somehow or another a little report got around last night 

that I had a way of puttin’ in my time with a private jug on the sly. A nigger rousted me out this 

mornin’, and told me the people was getherin’ on the quiet with their dogs and horses, and they’d 

be along pretty soon and give me ’bout half an hour’s start, and then run me down if they could; 

and if they got me they’d tar and feather me and ride me on a rail, sure. I didn’t wait for no 

breakfast—I warn’t hungry.” 

“Old man,” said the young one, “I reckon we might double-team it together; what do you 

think?” 

“I ain’t undisposed. What’s your line—mainly?” 

“Jour printer by trade; do a little in patent medicines; theater-actor—tragedy, you know; take a 

turn to mesmerism and phrenology when there’s a chance; teach singing-geography school for a 

change; sling a lecture sometimes—oh, I do lots of things—most anything that comes handy, so 

it ain’t work. What’s your lay?” 

“I’ve done considerble in the doctoring way in my time. Layin’ on o’ hands is my best holt—

for cancer and paralysis, and sich things; and I k’n tell a fortune pretty good when I’ve got 

somebody along to find out the facts for me. Preachin’s my line, too, and workin’ camp-

meetin’s, and missionaryin’ around.” 

Nobody never said anything for a while; then the young man hove a sigh and says: 

“Alas!” 

“What ’re you alassin’ about?” says the bald-head. 

“To think I should have lived to be leading such a life, and be degraded down into such 

company.” And he begun to wipe the corner of his eye with a rag. 

“Dern your skin, ain’t the company good enough for you?” says the baldhead, pretty pert and 

uppish. 

“Yes, it is good enough for me; it’s as good as I deserve; for who fetched me so low when I 

was so high? I did myself. I don’t blame you, gentlemen—far from it; I don’t blame anybody. I 

deserve it all. Let the cold world do its worst; one thing I know—there’s a grave somewhere for 

me. The world may go on just as it’s always done, and take everything from me—loved ones, 



property, everything; but it can’t take that. Some day I’ll lie down in it and forget it all, and my 

poor broken heart will be at rest.” He went on a-wiping. 

“Drot your pore broken heart,” says the baldhead; “what are you heaving your pore broken 

heart at us f’r? we hain’t done nothing.” 

“No, I know you haven’t. I ain’t blaming you, gentlemen. I brought myself down—yes, I did it 

myself. It’s right I should suffer—perfectly right—I don’t make any moan.” 

“Brought you down from whar? Whar was you brought down from?” 

“Ah, you would not believe me; the world never believes—let it pass—’tis no matter. The 

secret of my birth—” 

“The secret of your birth! Do you mean to say—” 

“Gentlemen,” says the young man, very solemn, “I will reveal it to you, for I feel I may have 

confidence in you. By rights I am a duke!” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Jim’s eyes bugged out when he heard that; and I reckon mine did, too. Then the baldhead says: 

“No! you can’t mean it?” 

“Yes. My great-grandfather, eldest son of the Duke of Bridgewater, fled to this country about 

the end of the last century, to breathe the pure air of freedom; married here, and died, leaving a 

son, his own father dying about the same time. The second son of the late duke seized the titles 

and estates—the infant real duke was ignored. I am the lineal descendant of that infant—I am the 

rightful Duke of Bridgewater; and here am I, forlorn, torn from my high estate, hunted of men, 

despised by the cold world, ragged, worn, heart-broken, and degraded to the companionship of 

felons on a raft!” 

Jim pitied him ever so much, and so did I. We tried to comfort him, but he said it warn’t much 

use, he couldn’t be much comforted; said if we was a mind to acknowledge him, that would do 

him more good than most anything else; so we said we would, if he would tell us how. He said 



we ought to bow when we spoke to him, and say “Your Grace,” or “My Lord,” or “Your 

Lordship”—and he wouldn’t mind it if we called him plain “Bridgewater,” which, he said, was a 

title anyway, and not a name; and one of us ought to wait on him at dinner, and do any little 

thing for him he wanted done. 

Well, that was all easy, so we done it. All through dinner Jim stood around and waited on him, 

and says, “Will yo’ Grace have some o’ dis or some o’ dat?” and so on, and a body could see it 

was mighty pleasing to him. 

But the old man got pretty silent by and by—didn’t have much to say, and didn’t look pretty 

comfortable over all that petting that was going on around that duke. He seemed to have 

something on his mind. So, along in the afternoon, he says: 

“Looky here, Bilgewater,” he says, “I’m nation sorry for you, but you ain’t the only person 

that’s had troubles like that.” 

“No?” 

“No you ain’t. You ain’t the only person that’s ben snaked down wrongfully out’n a high 

place.” 

“Alas!” 

“No, you ain’t the only person that’s had a secret of his birth.” And, by jings, he begins to cry. 

“Hold! What do you mean?” 

“Bilgewater, kin I trust you?” says the old man, still sort of sobbing. 

“To the bitter death!” He took the old man by the hand and squeezed it, and says, “That secret 

of your being: speak!” 

“Bilgewater, I am the late Dauphin!” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

You bet you, Jim and me stared this time. Then the duke says: 

“You are what?” 

“Yes, my friend, it is too true—your eyes is lookin’ at this very moment on the pore 

disappeared Dauphin, Looy the Seventeen, son of Looy the Sixteen and Marry Antonette.” 

“You! At your age! No! You mean you’re the late Charlemagne; you must be six or seven 

hundred years old, at the very least.” 

“Trouble has done it, Bilgewater, trouble has done it; trouble has brung these gray hairs and 

this premature balditude. Yes, gentlemen, you see before you, in blue jeans and misery, the 

wanderin’, exiled, trampled-on, and sufferin’ rightful King of France.” 

Well, he cried and took on so that me and Jim didn’t know hardly what to do, we was so 

sorry—and so glad and proud we’d got him with us, too. So we set in, like we done before with 

the duke, and tried to comfort him. But he said it warn’t no use, nothing but to be dead and done 



with it all could do him any good; though he said it often made him feel easier and better for a 

while if people treated him according to his rights, and got down on one knee to speak to him, 

and always called him “Your Majesty,” and waited on him first at meals, and didn’t set down in 

his presence till he asked them. So Jim and me set to majestying him, and doing this and that and 

t’other for him, and standing up till he told us we might set down. This done him heaps of good, 

and so he got cheerful and comfortable. But the duke kind of soured on him, and didn’t look a bit 

satisfied with the way things was going; still, the king acted real friendly towards him, and said 

the duke’s great-grandfather and all the other Dukes of Bilgewater was a good deal thought of 

by his father, and was allowed to come to the palace considerable; but the duke stayed huffy a 

good while, till by and by the king says: 

“Like as not we got to be together a blamed long time on this h-yer raft, Bilgewater, and so 

what’s the use o’ your bein’ sour? It ’ll only make things oncomfortable. It ain’t my fault I 

warn’t born a duke, it ain’t your fault you warn’t born a king—so what’s the use to worry? Make 

the best o’ things the way you find ’em, says I—that’s my motto. This ain’t no bad thing that 

we’ve struck here—plenty grub and an easy life—come, give us your hand, duke, and le’s all be 

friends.” 

The duke done it, and Jim and me was pretty glad to see it. It took away all the 

uncomfortableness and we felt mighty good over it, because it would a been a miserable business 

to have any unfriendliness on the raft; for what you want, above all things, on a raft, is for 

everybody to be satisfied, and feel right and kind towards the others. 

It didn’t take me long to make up my mind that these liars warn’t no kings nor dukes at all, but 

just low-down humbugs and frauds. But I never said nothing, never let on; kept it to myself; it’s 

the best way; then you don’t have no quarrels, and don’t get into no trouble. If they wanted us to 

call them kings and dukes, I hadn’t no objections, ’long as it would keep peace in the family; and 

it warn’t no use to tell Jim, so I didn’t tell him. If I never learnt nothing else out of pap, I learnt 

that the best way to get along with his kind of people is to let them have their own way. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XX. 

They asked us considerable many questions; wanted to know what we covered up the raft that 

way for, and laid by in the daytime instead of running—was Jim a runaway nigger? Says I: 

“Goodness sakes! would a runaway nigger run south?” 

No, they allowed he wouldn’t. I had to account for things some way, so I says: 

“My folks was living in Pike County, in Missouri, where I was born, and they all died off but 

me and pa and my brother Ike. Pa, he ’lowed he’d break up and go down and live with Uncle 

Ben, who’s got a little one-horse place on the river, forty-four mile below Orleans. Pa was pretty 

poor, and had some debts; so when he’d squared up there warn’t nothing left but sixteen dollars 

and our nigger, Jim. That warn’t enough to take us fourteen hundred mile, deck passage nor no 

other way. Well, when the river rose pa had a streak of luck one day; he ketched this piece of a 

raft; so we reckoned we’d go down to Orleans on it. Pa’s luck didn’t hold out; a steamboat run 

over the forrard corner of the raft one night, and we all went overboard and dove under the 

wheel; Jim and me come up all right, but pa was drunk, and Ike was only four years old, so they 

never come up no more. Well, for the next day or two we had considerable trouble, because 

people was always coming out in skiffs and trying to take Jim away from me, saying they 

believed he was a runaway nigger. We don’t run daytimes no more now; nights they don’t bother 

us.” 

The duke says: 

“Leave me alone to cipher out a way so we can run in the daytime if we want to. I’ll think the 

thing over—I’ll invent a plan that’ll fix it. We’ll let it alone for to-day, because of course we 

don’t want to go by that town yonder in daylight—it mightn’t be healthy.” 

Towards night it begun to darken up and look like rain; the heat lightning was squirting around 

low down in the sky, and the leaves was beginning to shiver—it was going to be pretty ugly, it 

was easy to see that. So the duke and the king went to overhauling our wigwam, to see what the 

beds was like. My bed was a straw tick better than Jim’s, which was a corn-shuck tick; there’s 

always cobs around about in a shuck tick, and they poke into you and hurt; and when you roll 

over the dry shucks sound like you was rolling over in a pile of dead leaves; it makes such a 

rustling that you wake up. Well, the duke allowed he would take my bed; but the king allowed he 

wouldn’t. He says: 

“I should a reckoned the difference in rank would a sejested to you that a corn-shuck bed 

warn’t just fitten for me to sleep on. Your Grace ’ll take the shuck bed yourself.” 

Jim and me was in a sweat again for a minute, being afraid there was going to be some more 

trouble amongst them; so we was pretty glad when the duke says: 

“’Tis my fate to be always ground into the mire under the iron heel of oppression. Misfortune 

has broken my once haughty spirit; I yield, I submit; ’tis my fate. I am alone in the world—let 

me suffer; can bear it.” 

We got away as soon as it was good and dark. The king told us to stand well out towards the 

middle of the river, and not show a light till we got a long ways below the town. We come in 

sight of the little bunch of lights by and by—that was the town, you know—and slid by, about a 

half a mile out, all right. When we was three-quarters of a mile below we hoisted up our signal 

lantern; and about ten o’clock it come on to rain and blow and thunder and lighten like 

everything; so the king told us to both stay on watch till the weather got better; then him and the 



duke crawled into the wigwam and turned in for the night. It was my watch below till twelve, but 

I wouldn’t a turned in anyway if I’d had a bed, because a body don’t see such a storm as that 

every day in the week, not by a long sight. My souls, how the wind did scream along! And every 

second or two there’d come a glare that lit up the white-caps for a half a mile around, and you’d 

see the islands looking dusty through the rain, and the trees thrashing around in the wind; then 

comes a H-WHACK!—bum! bum! bumble-umble-um-bum-bum-bum-bum—and the thunder 

would go rumbling and grumbling away, and quit—and then RIP comes another flash and 

another sockdolager. The waves most washed me off the raft sometimes, but I hadn’t any clothes 

on, and didn’t mind. We didn’t have no trouble about snags; the lightning was glaring and 

flittering around so constant that we could see them plenty soon enough to throw her head this 

way or that and miss them. 

I had the middle watch, you know, but I was pretty sleepy by that time, so Jim he said he 

would stand the first half of it for me; he was always mighty good that way, Jim was. I crawled 

into the wigwam, but the king and the duke had their legs sprawled around so there warn’t no 

show for me; so I laid outside—I didn’t mind the rain, because it was warm, and the waves 

warn’t running so high now. About two they come up again, though, and Jim was going to call 

me; but he changed his mind, because he reckoned they warn’t high enough yet to do any harm; 

but he was mistaken about that, for pretty soon all of a sudden along comes a regular ripper and 

washed me overboard. It most killed Jim a-laughing. He was the easiest nigger to laugh that ever 

was, anyway. 

I took the watch, and Jim he laid down and snored away; and by and by the storm let up for 

good and all; and the first cabin-light that showed I rousted him out, and we slid the raft into 

hiding quarters for the day. 

The king got out an old ratty deck of cards after breakfast, and him and the duke played seven-

up a while, five cents a game. Then they got tired of it, and allowed they would “lay out a 

campaign,” as they called it. The duke went down into his carpet-bag, and fetched up a lot of 

little printed bills and read them out loud. One bill said, “The celebrated Dr. Armand de 

Montalban, of Paris,” would “lecture on the Science of Phrenology” at such and such a place, on 

the blank day of blank, at ten cents admission, and “furnish charts of character at twenty-five 

cents apiece.” The duke said that was him. In another bill he was the “world-renowned 

Shakespearian tragedian, Garrick the Younger, of Drury Lane, London.” In other bills he had a 

lot of other names and done other wonderful things, like finding water and gold with a “divining-

rod,” “dissipating witch spells,” and so on. By and by he says: 

“But the histrionic muse is the darling. Have you ever trod the boards, Royalty?” 

“No,” says the king. 

“You shall, then, before you’re three days older, Fallen Grandeur,” says the duke. “The first 

good town we come to we’ll hire a hall and do the sword fight in Richard III. and the balcony 

scene in Romeo and Juliet. How does that strike you?” 

“I’m in, up to the hub, for anything that will pay, Bilgewater; but, you see, I don’t know 

nothing about play-actin’, and hain’t ever seen much of it. I was too small when pap used to have 

’em at the palace. Do you reckon you can learn me?” 

“Easy!” 

“All right. I’m jist a-freezn’ for something fresh, anyway. Le’s commence right away.” 



So the duke he told him all about who Romeo was and who Juliet was, and said he was used to 

being Romeo, so the king could be Juliet. 

“But if Juliet’s such a young gal, duke, my peeled head and my white whiskers is goin’ to look 

oncommon odd on her, maybe.” 

“No, don’t you worry; these country jakes won’t ever think of that. Besides, you know, you’ll 

be in costume, and that makes all the difference in the world; Juliet’s in a balcony, enjoying the 

moonlight before she goes to bed, and she’s got on her night-gown and her ruffled nightcap. 

Here are the costumes for the parts.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

He got out two or three curtain-calico suits, which he said was meedyevil armor for Richard 

III. and t’other chap, and a long white cotton nightshirt and a ruffled nightcap to match. The king 

was satisfied; so the duke got out his book and read the parts over in the most splendid spread-

eagle way, prancing around and acting at the same time, to show how it had got to be done; then 

he give the book to the king and told him to get his part by heart. 

There was a little one-horse town about three mile down the bend, and after dinner the duke 

said he had ciphered out his idea about how to run in daylight without it being dangersome for 

Jim; so he allowed he would go down to the town and fix that thing. The king allowed he would 

go, too, and see if he couldn’t strike something. We was out of coffee, so Jim said I better go 

along with them in the canoe and get some. 

When we got there there warn’t nobody stirring; streets empty, and perfectly dead and still, 

like Sunday. We found a sick nigger sunning himself in a back yard, and he said everybody that 

warn’t too young or too sick or too old was gone to camp-meeting, about two mile back in the 

woods. The king got the directions, and allowed he’d go and work that camp-meeting for all it 

was worth, and I might go, too. 

The duke said what he was after was a printing-office. We found it; a little bit of a concern, up 

over a carpenter shop—carpenters and printers all gone to the meeting, and no doors locked. It 

was a dirty, littered-up place, and had ink marks, and handbills with pictures of horses and 

runaway niggers on them, all over the walls. The duke shed his coat and said he was all right 

now. So me and the king lit out for the camp-meeting. 

We got there in about a half an hour fairly dripping, for it was a most awful hot day. There 

was as much as a thousand people there from twenty mile around. The woods was full of teams 

and wagons, hitched everywheres, feeding out of the wagon-troughs and stomping to keep off 

the flies. There was sheds made out of poles and roofed over with branches, where they had 

lemonade and gingerbread to sell, and piles of watermelons and green corn and such-like truck. 

The preaching was going on under the same kinds of sheds, only they was bigger and held 

crowds of people. The benches was made out of outside slabs of logs, with holes bored in the 

round side to drive sticks into for legs. They didn’t have no backs. The preachers had high 

platforms to stand on at one end of the sheds. The women had on sun-bonnets; and some had 

linsey-woolsey frocks, some gingham ones, and a few of the young ones had on calico. Some of 

the young men was barefooted, and some of the children didn’t have on any clothes but just a 

tow-linen shirt. Some of the old women was knitting, and some of the young folks was courting 

on the sly. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The first shed we come to the preacher was lining out a hymn. He lined out two lines, 

everybody sung it, and it was kind of grand to hear it, there was so many of them and they done 

it in such a rousing way; then he lined out two more for them to sing—and so on. The people 

woke up more and more, and sung louder and louder; and towards the end some begun to groan, 

and some begun to shout. Then the preacher begun to preach, and begun in earnest, too; and went 

weaving first to one side of the platform and then the other, and then a-leaning down over the 

front of it, with his arms and his body going all the time, and shouting his words out with all his 

might; and every now and then he would hold up his Bible and spread it open, and kind of pass it 

around this way and that, shouting, “It’s the brazen serpent in the wilderness! Look upon it and 

live!” And people would shout out, “Glory!—A-a-men!” And so he went on, and the people 

groaning and crying and saying amen: 



“Oh, come to the mourners’ bench! come, black with sin! (Amen!) come, sick and sore! 

(Amen!) come, lame and halt and blind! (Amen!) come, pore and needy, sunk in shame! (A-A-

Men!) come, all that’s worn and soiled and suffering!—come with a broken spirit! come with a 

contrite heart! come in your rags and sin and dirt! the waters that cleanse is free, the door of 

heaven stands open—oh, enter in and be at rest!” (A-A-Men! Glory, Glory Hallelujah!) 

And so on. You couldn’t make out what the preacher said any more, on account of the 

shouting and crying. Folks got up everywheres in the crowd, and worked their way just by main 

strength to the mourners’ bench, with the tears running down their faces; and when all the 

mourners had got up there to the front benches in a crowd, they sung and shouted and flung 

themselves down on the straw, just crazy and wild. 

Well, the first I knowed the king got a-going, and you could hear him over everybody; and 

next he went a-charging up on to the platform, and the preacher he begged him to speak to the 

people, and he done it. He told them he was a pirate—been a pirate for thirty years out in the 

Indian Ocean—and his crew was thinned out considerable last spring in a fight, and he was home 

now to take out some fresh men, and thanks to goodness he’d been robbed last night and put 

ashore off of a steamboat without a cent, and he was glad of it; it was the blessedest thing that 

ever happened to him, because he was a changed man now, and happy for the first time in his 

life; and, poor as he was, he was going to start right off and work his way back to the Indian 

Ocean, and put in the rest of his life trying to turn the pirates into the true path; for he could do it 

better than anybody else, being acquainted with all pirate crews in that ocean; and though it 

would take him a long time to get there without money, he would get there anyway, and every 

time he convinced a pirate he would say to him, “Don’t you thank me, don’t you give me no 

credit; it all belongs to them dear people in Pokeville camp-meeting, natural brothers and 

benefactors of the race, and that dear preacher there, the truest friend a pirate ever had!” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

And then he busted into tears, and so did everybody. Then somebody sings out, “Take up a 

collection for him, take up a collection!” Well, a half a dozen made a jump to do it, but 

somebody sings out, “Let him pass the hat around!” Then everybody said it, the preacher too. 

So the king went all through the crowd with his hat swabbing his eyes, and blessing the people 

and praising them and thanking them for being so good to the poor pirates away off there; and 

every little while the prettiest kind of girls, with the tears running down their cheeks, would up 

and ask him would he let them kiss him for to remember him by; and he always done it; and 

some of them he hugged and kissed as many as five or six times—and he was invited to stay a 

week; and everybody wanted him to live in their houses, and said they’d think it was an honor; 

but he said as this was the last day of the camp-meeting he couldn’t do no good, and besides he 

was in a sweat to get to the Indian Ocean right off and go to work on the pirates. 

When we got back to the raft and he come to count up he found he had collected eighty-seven 

dollars and seventy-five cents. And then he had fetched away a three-gallon jug of whisky, too, 

that he found under a wagon when he was starting home through the woods. The king said, take 



it all around, it laid over any day he’d ever put in in the missionarying line. He said it warn’t no 

use talking, heathens don’t amount to shucks alongside of pirates to work a camp-meeting with. 

The duke was thinking he’d been doing pretty well till the king come to show up, but after that 

he didn’t think so so much. He had set up and printed off two little jobs for farmers in that 

printing-office—horse bills—and took the money, four dollars. And he had got in ten dollars’ 

worth of advertisements for the paper, which he said he would put in for four dollars if they 

would pay in advance—so they done it. The price of the paper was two dollars a year, but he 

took in three subscriptions for half a dollar apiece on condition of them paying him in advance; 

they were going to pay in cordwood and onions as usual, but he said he had just bought the 

concern and knocked down the price as low as he could afford it, and was going to run it for 

cash. He set up a little piece of poetry, which he made, himself, out of his own head—three 

verses—kind of sweet and saddish—the name of it was, “Yes, crush, cold world, this breaking 

heart”—and he left that all set up and ready to print in the paper, and didn’t charge nothing for it. 

Well, he took in nine dollars and a half, and said he’d done a pretty square day’s work for it. 

Then he showed us another little job he’d printed and hadn’t charged for, because it was for 

us. It had a picture of a runaway nigger with a bundle on a stick over his shoulder, and “$200 

reward” under it. The reading was all about Jim, and just described him to a dot. It said he run 

away from St. Jacques’ plantation, forty mile below New Orleans, last winter, and likely went 

north, and whoever would catch him and send him back he could have the reward and expenses. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Now,” says the duke, “after to-night we can run in the daytime if we want to. Whenever we 

see anybody coming we can tie Jim hand and foot with a rope, and lay him in the wigwam and 

show this handbill and say we captured him up the river, and were too poor to travel on a 

steamboat, so we got this little raft on credit from our friends and are going down to get the 

reward. Handcuffs and chains would look still better on Jim, but it wouldn’t go well with the 

story of us being so poor. Too much like jewelry. Ropes are the correct thing—we must preserve 

the unities, as we say on the boards.” 

We all said the duke was pretty smart, and there couldn’t be no trouble about running 

daytimes. We judged we could make miles enough that night to get out of the reach of the 

powwow we reckoned the duke’s work in the printing office was going to make in that little 

town; then we could boom right along if we wanted to. 



We laid low and kept still, and never shoved out till nearly ten o’clock; then we slid by, pretty 

wide away from the town, and didn’t hoist our lantern till we was clear out of sight of it. 

When Jim called me to take the watch at four in the morning, he says: 

“Huck, does you reck’n we gwyne to run acrost any mo’ kings on dis trip?” 

“No,” I says, “I reckon not.” 

“Well,” says he, “dat’s all right, den. I doan’ mine one er two kings, but dat’s enough. Dis 

one’s powerful drunk, en de duke ain’ much better.” 

I found Jim had been trying to get him to talk French, so he could hear what it was like; but he 

said he had been in this country so long, and had so much trouble, he’d forgot it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXI. 

It was after sun-up now, but we went right on and didn’t tie up. The king and the duke turned 

out by and by looking pretty rusty; but after they’d jumped overboard and took a swim it 

chippered them up a good deal. After breakfast the king he took a seat on the corner of the raft, 

and pulled off his boots and rolled up his britches, and let his legs dangle in the water, so as to be 

comfortable, and lit his pipe, and went to getting his Romeo and Juliet by heart. When he had got 

it pretty good him and the duke begun to practice it together. The duke had to learn him over and 

over again how to say every speech; and he made him sigh, and put his hand on his heart, and 

after a while he said he done it pretty well; “only,” he says, “you mustn’t bellow out Romeo! that 

way, like a bull—you must say it soft and sick and languishy, so—R-o-o-meo! that is the idea; 

for Juliet’s a dear sweet mere child of a girl, you know, and she doesn’t bray like a jackass.” 

Well, next they got out a couple of long swords that the duke made out of oak laths, and begun 

to practice the sword fight—the duke called himself Richard III.; and the way they laid on and 

pranced around the raft was grand to see. But by and by the king tripped and fell overboard, and 

after that they took a rest, and had a talk about all kinds of adventures they’d had in other times 

along the river. 

After dinner the duke says: 

“Well, Capet, we’ll want to make this a first-class show, you know, so I guess we’ll add a little 

more to it. We want a little something to answer encores with, anyway.” 

“What’s onkores, Bilgewater?” 

The duke told him, and then says: 

“I’ll answer by doing the Highland fling or the sailor’s hornpipe; and you—well, let me see—

oh, I’ve got it—you can do Hamlet’s soliloquy.” 

“Hamlet’s which?” 

“Hamlet’s soliloquy, you know; the most celebrated thing in Shakespeare. Ah, it’s sublime, 

sublime! Always fetches the house. I haven’t got it in the book—I’ve only got one volume—but 

I reckon I can piece it out from memory. I’ll just walk up and down a minute, and see if I can call 

it back from recollection’s vaults.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

So he went to marching up and down, thinking, and frowning horrible every now and then; 

then he would hoist up his eyebrows; next he would squeeze his hand on his forehead and 

stagger back and kind of moan; next he would sigh, and next he’d let on to drop a tear. It was 

beautiful to see him. By and by he got it. He told us to give attention. Then he strikes a most 

noble attitude, with one leg shoved forwards, and his arms stretched away up, and his head tilted 

back, looking up at the sky; and then he begins to rip and rave and grit his teeth; and after that, 

all through his speech, he howled, and spread around, and swelled up his chest, and just knocked 

the spots out of any acting ever I see before. This is the speech—I learned it, easy enough, while 

he was learning it to the king: 

 

To be, or not to be; that is the bare bodkin 

That makes calamity of so long life; 



For who would fardels bear, till Birnam Wood do come to Dunsinane, 

But that the fear of something after death Murders the innocent sleep, 

Great nature’s second course, 

And makes us rather sling the arrows of outrageous fortune 

Than fly to others that we know not of. 

There’s the respect must give us pause: 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking! I would thou couldst; 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 

The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely, 

The law’s delay, and the quietus which his pangs might take. 

In the dead waste and middle of the night, when churchyards yawn 

In customary suits of solemn black, 

But that the undiscovered country from whose bourne no traveler returns, 

Breathes forth contagion on the world, 

And thus the native hue of resolution, like the poor cat i’ the adage, 

Is sicklied o’er with care. 

And all the clouds that lowered o’er our housetops, 

With this regard their currents turn awry, 

And lose the name of action. 

’Tis a consummation devoutly to be wished. 

But soft you, the fair Ophelia: 

Ope not thy ponderous and marble jaws. 

But get thee to a nunnery—go! 

Well, the old man he liked that speech, and he mighty soon got it so he could do it first rate. It 

seemed like he was just born for it; and when he had his hand in and was excited, it was perfectly 

lovely the way he would rip and tear and rair up behind when he was getting it off. 

The first chance we got, the duke he had some show bills printed; and after that, for two or 

three days as we floated along, the raft was a most uncommon lively place, for there warn’t 

nothing but sword-fighting and rehearsing—as the duke called it—going on all the time. One 

morning, when we was pretty well down the State of Arkansaw, we come in sight of a little one-

horse town in a big bend; so we tied up about three-quarters of a mile above it, in the mouth of a 

crick which was shut in like a tunnel by the cypress trees, and all of us but Jim took the canoe 

and went down there to see if there was any chance in that place for our show. 

We struck it mighty lucky; there was going to be a circus there that afternoon, and the country 

people was already beginning to come in, in all kinds of old shackly wagons, and on horses. The 

circus would leave before night, so our show would have a pretty good chance. The duke he 

hired the court house, and we went around and stuck up our bills. They read like this: 

Shaksperean Revival!!! 

 

Wonderful Attraction! 

 

For One Night Only! The world renowned tragedians, 

 

David Garrick the younger, of Drury Lane Theatre, London, 

 



and 

 

Edmund Kean the elder, of the Royal Haymarket Theatre, Whitechapel, 

Pudding Lane, Piccadilly, London, and the Royal Continental Theatres, 

in 

their sublime Shaksperean Spectacle entitled The Balcony Scene in 

 

Romeo and Juliet!!! 

 

Romeo...................................... Mr. Garrick. 

 

Juliet..................................... Mr. Kean. 

 

Assisted by the whole strength of the company! 

 

New costumes, new scenery, new appointments! 

 

Also: 

 

The thrilling, masterly, and blood-curdling Broad-sword conflict In 

Richard III.!!! 

 

Richard III................................ Mr. Garrick. 

 

Richmond................................... Mr. Kean. 

 

also: 

 

(by special request,) 

 

Hamlet’s Immortal Soliloquy!! 

 

By the Illustrious Kean! 

 

Done by him 300 consecutive nights in Paris! 

 

For One Night Only, 

 

On account of imperative European engagements! 

 

Admission 25 cents; children and servants, 10 cents. 

Then we went loafing around the town. The stores and houses was most all old shackly dried-

up frame concerns that hadn’t ever been painted; they was set up three or four foot above ground 

on stilts, so as to be out of reach of the water when the river was overflowed. The houses had 

little gardens around them, but they didn’t seem to raise hardly anything in them but jimpson 

weeds, and sunflowers, and ash-piles, and old curled-up boots and shoes, and pieces of bottles, 



and rags, and played-out tin-ware. The fences was made of different kinds of boards, nailed on at 

different times; and they leaned every which-way, and had gates that didn’t generly have but one 

hinge—a leather one. Some of the fences had been whitewashed, some time or another, but the 

duke said it was in Clumbus’s time, like enough. There was generly hogs in the garden, and 

people driving them out. 

All the stores was along one street. They had white domestic awnings in front, and the country 

people hitched their horses to the awning-posts. There was empty drygoods boxes under the 

awnings, and loafers roosting on them all day long, whittling them with their Barlow knives; and 

chawing tobacco, and gaping and yawning and stretching—a mighty ornery lot. They generly 

had on yellow straw hats most as wide as an umbrella, but didn’t wear no coats nor waistcoats, 

they called one another Bill, and Buck, and Hank, and Joe, and Andy, and talked lazy and 

drawly, and used considerable many cuss words. There was as many as one loafer leaning up 

against every awning-post, and he most always had his hands in his britches-pockets, except 

when he fetched them out to lend a chaw of tobacco or scratch. What a body was hearing 

amongst them all the time was: 

“Gimme a chaw ’v tobacker, Hank.” 

“Cain’t; I hain’t got but one chaw left. Ask Bill.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Maybe Bill he gives him a chaw; maybe he lies and says he ain’t got none. Some of them 

kinds of loafers never has a cent in the world, nor a chaw of tobacco of their own. They get all 

their chawing by borrowing; they say to a fellow, “I wisht you’d len’ me a chaw, Jack, I jist this 

minute give Ben Thompson the last chaw I had”—which is a lie pretty much everytime; it don’t 

fool nobody but a stranger; but Jack ain’t no stranger, so he says: 

“You give him a chaw, did you? So did your sister’s cat’s grandmother. You pay me back the 

chaws you’ve awready borry’d off’n me, Lafe Buckner, then I’ll loan you one or two ton of it, 

and won’t charge you no back intrust, nuther.” 

“Well, I did pay you back some of it wunst.” 



“Yes, you did—’bout six chaws. You borry’d store tobacker and paid back nigger-head.” 

Store tobacco is flat black plug, but these fellows mostly chaws the natural leaf twisted. When 

they borrow a chaw they don’t generly cut it off with a knife, but set the plug in between their 

teeth, and gnaw with their teeth and tug at the plug with their hands till they get it in two; then 

sometimes the one that owns the tobacco looks mournful at it when it’s handed back, and says, 

sarcastic: 

“Here, gimme the chaw, and you take the plug.” 

All the streets and lanes was just mud; they warn’t nothing else but mud—mud as black as tar 

and nigh about a foot deep in some places, and two or three inches deep in all the places. The 

hogs loafed and grunted around everywheres. You’d see a muddy sow and a litter of pigs come 

lazying along the street and whollop herself right down in the way, where folks had to walk 

around her, and she’d stretch out and shut her eyes and wave her ears whilst the pigs was milking 

her, and look as happy as if she was on salary. And pretty soon you’d hear a loafer sing out, 

“Hi! so boy! sick him, Tige!” and away the sow would go, squealing most horrible, with a dog or 

two swinging to each ear, and three or four dozen more a-coming; and then you would see all the 

loafers get up and watch the thing out of sight, and laugh at the fun and look grateful for the 

noise. Then they’d settle back again till there was a dog fight. There couldn’t anything wake 

them up all over, and make them happy all over, like a dog fight—unless it might be putting 

turpentine on a stray dog and setting fire to him, or tying a tin pan to his tail and see him run 

himself to death. 

On the river front some of the houses was sticking out over the bank, and they was bowed and 

bent, and about ready to tumble in. The people had moved out of them. The bank was caved 

away under one corner of some others, and that corner was hanging over. People lived in them 

yet, but it was dangersome, because sometimes a strip of land as wide as a house caves in at a 

time. Sometimes a belt of land a quarter of a mile deep will start in and cave along and cave 

along till it all caves into the river in one summer. Such a town as that has to be always moving 

back, and back, and back, because the river’s always gnawing at it. 

The nearer it got to noon that day the thicker and thicker was the wagons and horses in the 

streets, and more coming all the time. Families fetched their dinners with them from the country, 

and eat them in the wagons. There was considerable whisky drinking going on, and I seen three 

fights. By and by somebody sings out: 

“Here comes old Boggs!—in from the country for his little old monthly drunk; here he comes, 

boys!” 

All the loafers looked glad; I reckoned they was used to having fun out of Boggs. One of them 

says: 

“Wonder who he’s a-gwyne to chaw up this time. If he’d a-chawed up all the men he’s ben a-

gwyne to chaw up in the last twenty year he’d have considerable ruputation now.” 

Another one says, “I wisht old Boggs ’d threaten me, ’cuz then I’d know I warn’t gwyne to die 

for a thousan’ year.” 

Boggs comes a-tearing along on his horse, whooping and yelling like an Injun, and singing 

out: 

“Cler the track, thar. I’m on the waw-path, and the price uv coffins is a-gwyne to raise.” 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

He was drunk, and weaving about in his saddle; he was over fifty year old, and had a very red 

face. Everybody yelled at him and laughed at him and sassed him, and he sassed back, and said 

he’d attend to them and lay them out in their regular turns, but he couldn’t wait now because 

he’d come to town to kill old Colonel Sherburn, and his motto was, “Meat first, and spoon vittles 

to top off on.” 

He see me, and rode up and says: 

“Whar’d you come f’m, boy? You prepared to die?” 

Then he rode on. I was scared, but a man says: 

“He don’t mean nothing; he’s always a-carryin’ on like that when he’s drunk. He’s the best 

naturedest old fool in Arkansaw—never hurt nobody, drunk nor sober.” 

Boggs rode up before the biggest store in town, and bent his head down so he could see under 

the curtain of the awning and yells: 

“Come out here, Sherburn! Come out and meet the man you’ve swindled. You’re the houn’ 

I’m after, and I’m a-gwyne to have you, too!” 

And so he went on, calling Sherburn everything he could lay his tongue to, and the whole 

street packed with people listening and laughing and going on. By and by a proud-looking man 

about fifty-five—and he was a heap the best dressed man in that town, too—steps out of the 



store, and the crowd drops back on each side to let him come. He says to Boggs, mighty ca’m 

and slow—he says: 

“I’m tired of this, but I’ll endure it till one o’clock. Till one o’clock, mind—no longer. If you 

open your mouth against me only once after that time you can’t travel so far but I will find you.” 

Then he turns and goes in. The crowd looked mighty sober; nobody stirred, and there warn’t 

no more laughing. Boggs rode off blackguarding Sherburn as loud as he could yell, all down the 

street; and pretty soon back he comes and stops before the store, still keeping it up. Some men 

crowded around him and tried to get him to shut up, but he wouldn’t; they told him it would be 

one o’clock in about fifteen minutes, and so he must go home—he must go right away. But it 

didn’t do no good. He cussed away with all his might, and throwed his hat down in the mud and 

rode over it, and pretty soon away he went a-raging down the street again, with his gray hair a-

flying. Everybody that could get a chance at him tried their best to coax him off of his horse so 

they could lock him up and get him sober; but it warn’t no use—up the street he would tear 

again, and give Sherburn another cussing. By and by somebody says: 

“Go for his daughter!—quick, go for his daughter; sometimes he’ll listen to her. If anybody 

can persuade him, she can.” 

So somebody started on a run. I walked down street a ways and stopped. In about five or ten 

minutes here comes Boggs again, but not on his horse. He was a-reeling across the street towards 

me, bare-headed, with a friend on both sides of him a-holt of his arms and hurrying him along. 

He was quiet, and looked uneasy; and he warn’t hanging back any, but was doing some of the 

hurrying himself. Somebody sings out: 

“Boggs!” 

I looked over there to see who said it, and it was that Colonel Sherburn. He was standing 

perfectly still in the street, and had a pistol raised in his right hand—not aiming it, but holding it 

out with the barrel tilted up towards the sky. The same second I see a young girl coming on the 

run, and two men with her. Boggs and the men turned round to see who called him, and when 

they see the pistol the men jumped to one side, and the pistol-barrel come down slow and steady 

to a level—both barrels cocked. Boggs throws up both of his hands and says, “O Lord, don’t 

shoot!” Bang! goes the first shot, and he staggers back, clawing at the air—bang! goes the 

second one, and he tumbles backwards on to the ground, heavy and solid, with his arms spread 

out. That young girl screamed out and comes rushing, and down she throws herself on her father, 

crying, and saying, “Oh, he’s killed him, he’s killed him!” The crowd closed up around them, 

and shouldered and jammed one another, with their necks stretched, trying to see, and people on 

the inside trying to shove them back and shouting, “Back, back! give him air, give him air!” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Colonel Sherburn he tossed his pistol on to the ground, and turned around on his heels and 

walked off. 

They took Boggs to a little drug store, the crowd pressing around just the same, and the whole 

town following, and I rushed and got a good place at the window, where I was close to him and 

could see in. They laid him on the floor and put one large Bible under his head, and opened 

another one and spread it on his breast; but they tore open his shirt first, and I seen where one of 

the bullets went in. He made about a dozen long gasps, his breast lifting the Bible up when he 

drawed in his breath, and letting it down again when he breathed it out—and after that he laid 

still; he was dead. Then they pulled his daughter away from him, screaming and crying, and took 

her off. She was about sixteen, and very sweet and gentle looking, but awful pale and scared. 



Well, pretty soon the whole town was there, squirming and scrouging and pushing and 

shoving to get at the window and have a look, but people that had the places wouldn’t give them 

up, and folks behind them was saying all the time, “Say, now, you’ve looked enough, you 

fellows; ’tain’t right and ’tain’t fair for you to stay thar all the time, and never give nobody a 

chance; other folks has their rights as well as you.” 

There was considerable jawing back, so I slid out, thinking maybe there was going to be 

trouble. The streets was full, and everybody was excited. Everybody that seen the shooting was 

telling how it happened, and there was a big crowd packed around each one of these fellows, 

stretching their necks and listening. One long, lanky man, with long hair and a big white fur 

stovepipe hat on the back of his head, and a crooked-handled cane, marked out the places on the 

ground where Boggs stood and where Sherburn stood, and the people following him around from 

one place to t’other and watching everything he done, and bobbing their heads to show they 

understood, and stooping a little and resting their hands on their thighs to watch him mark the 

places on the ground with his cane; and then he stood up straight and stiff where Sherburn had 

stood, frowning and having his hat-brim down over his eyes, and sung out, “Boggs!” and then 

fetched his cane down slow to a level, and says “Bang!” staggered backwards, says “Bang!” 

again, and fell down flat on his back. The people that had seen the thing said he done it perfect; 

said it was just exactly the way it all happened. Then as much as a dozen people got out their 

bottles and treated him. 

Well, by and by somebody said Sherburn ought to be lynched. In about a minute everybody 

was saying it; so away they went, mad and yelling, and snatching down every clothes-line they 

come to to do the hanging with. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXII. 

They swarmed up towards Sherburn’s house, a-whooping and raging like Injuns, and 

everything had to clear the way or get run over and tromped to mush, and it was awful to see. 

Children was heeling it ahead of the mob, screaming and trying to get out of the way; and every 

window along the road was full of women’s heads, and there was nigger boys in every tree, and 

bucks and wenches looking over every fence; and as soon as the mob would get nearly to them 

they would break and skaddle back out of reach. Lots of the women and girls was crying and 

taking on, scared most to death. 

They swarmed up in front of Sherburn’s palings as thick as they could jam together, and you 

couldn’t hear yourself think for the noise. It was a little twenty-foot yard. Some sung out “Tear 

down the fence! tear down the fence!” Then there was a racket of ripping and tearing and 

smashing, and down she goes, and the front wall of the crowd begins to roll in like a wave. 

Just then Sherburn steps out on to the roof of his little front porch, with a double-barrel gun in 

his hand, and takes his stand, perfectly ca’m and deliberate, not saying a word. The racket 

stopped, and the wave sucked back. 

Sherburn never said a word—just stood there, looking down. The stillness was awful creepy 

and uncomfortable. Sherburn run his eye slow along the crowd; and wherever it struck the people 

tried a little to out-gaze him, but they couldn’t; they dropped their eyes and looked sneaky. Then 

pretty soon Sherburn sort of laughed; not the pleasant kind, but the kind that makes you feel like 

when you are eating bread that’s got sand in it. 

Then he says, slow and scornful: 

“The idea of you lynching anybody! It’s amusing. The idea of you thinking you had pluck 

enough to lynch a man! Because you’re brave enough to tar and feather poor friendless cast-out 

women that come along here, did that make you think you had grit enough to lay your hands on 

a man? Why, a man’s safe in the hands of ten thousand of your kind—as long as it’s daytime and 

you’re not behind him. 

“Do I know you? I know you clear through. I was born and raised in the South, and I’ve lived 

in the North; so I know the average all around. The average man’s a coward. In the North he lets 

anybody walk over him that wants to, and goes home and prays for a humble spirit to bear it. In 

the South one man all by himself, has stopped a stage full of men in the daytime, and robbed the 

lot. Your newspapers call you a brave people so much that you think you are braver than any 

other people—whereas you’re just as brave, and no braver. Why don’t your juries hang 

murderers? Because they’re afraid the man’s friends will shoot them in the back, in the dark—

and it’s just what they would do. 

“So they always acquit; and then a man goes in the night, with a hundred masked cowards at 

his back and lynches the rascal. Your mistake is, that you didn’t bring a man with you; that’s one 

mistake, and the other is that you didn’t come in the dark and fetch your masks. You 

brought part of a man—Buck Harkness, there—and if you hadn’t had him to start you, you’d a 

taken it out in blowing. 

“You didn’t want to come. The average man don’t like trouble and danger. You don’t like 

trouble and danger. But if only half a man—like Buck Harkness, there—shouts ’Lynch him! 

lynch him!’ you’re afraid to back down—afraid you’ll be found out to be what you are—

cowards—and so you raise a yell, and hang yourselves on to that half-a-man’s coat-tail, and 

come raging up here, swearing what big things you’re going to do. The pitifulest thing out is a 



mob; that’s what an army is—a mob; they don’t fight with courage that’s born in them, but with 

courage that’s borrowed from their mass, and from their officers. But a mob without any man at 

the head of it is beneath pitifulness. Now the thing for you to do is to droop your tails and go 

home and crawl in a hole. If any real lynching’s going to be done it will be done in the dark, 

Southern fashion; and when they come they’ll bring their masks, and fetch a man along. 

Now leave—and take your half-a-man with you”—tossing his gun up across his left arm and 

cocking it when he says this. 

The crowd washed back sudden, and then broke all apart, and went tearing off every which 

way, and Buck Harkness he heeled it after them, looking tolerable cheap. I could a stayed if I 

wanted to, but I didn’t want to. 

I went to the circus and loafed around the back side till the watchman went by, and then dived 

in under the tent. I had my twenty-dollar gold piece and some other money, but I reckoned I 

better save it, because there ain’t no telling how soon you are going to need it, away from home 

and amongst strangers that way. You can’t be too careful. I ain’t opposed to spending money on 

circuses when there ain’t no other way, but there ain’t no use in wasting it on them. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It was a real bully circus. It was the splendidest sight that ever was when they all come riding 

in, two and two, a gentleman and lady, side by side, the men just in their drawers and 



undershirts, and no shoes nor stirrups, and resting their hands on their thighs easy and 

comfortable—there must a been twenty of them—and every lady with a lovely complexion, and 

perfectly beautiful, and looking just like a gang of real sure-enough queens, and dressed in 

clothes that cost millions of dollars, and just littered with diamonds. It was a powerful fine sight; 

I never see anything so lovely. And then one by one they got up and stood, and went a-weaving 

around the ring so gentle and wavy and graceful, the men looking ever so tall and airy and 

straight, with their heads bobbing and skimming along, away up there under the tent-roof, and 

every lady’s rose-leafy dress flapping soft and silky around her hips, and she looking like the 

most loveliest parasol. 

And then faster and faster they went, all of them dancing, first one foot out in the air and then 

the other, the horses leaning more and more, and the ringmaster going round and round the 

center-pole, cracking his whip and shouting “Hi!—hi!” and the clown cracking jokes behind 

him; and by and by all hands dropped the reins, and every lady put her knuckles on her hips and 

every gentleman folded his arms, and then how the horses did lean over and hump themselves! 

And so one after the other they all skipped off into the ring, and made the sweetest bow I ever 

see, and then scampered out, and everybody clapped their hands and went just about wild. 

Well, all through the circus they done the most astonishing things; and all the time that clown 

carried on so it most killed the people. The ringmaster couldn’t ever say a word to him but he 

was back at him quick as a wink with the funniest things a body ever said; and how he 

ever could think of so many of them, and so sudden and so pat, was what I couldn’t noway 

understand. Why, I couldn’t a thought of them in a year. And by and by a drunk man tried to get 

into the ring—said he wanted to ride; said he could ride as well as anybody that ever was. They 

argued and tried to keep him out, but he wouldn’t listen, and the whole show come to a standstill. 

Then the people begun to holler at him and make fun of him, and that made him mad, and he 

begun to rip and tear; so that stirred up the people, and a lot of men begun to pile down off of the 

benches and swarm towards the ring, saying, “Knock him down! throw him out!” and one or two 

women begun to scream. So, then, the ringmaster he made a little speech, and said he hoped 

there wouldn’t be no disturbance, and if the man would promise he wouldn’t make no more 

trouble he would let him ride if he thought he could stay on the horse. So everybody laughed and 

said all right, and the man got on. The minute he was on, the horse begun to rip and tear and 

jump and cavort around, with two circus men hanging on to his bridle trying to hold him, and the 

drunk man hanging on to his neck, and his heels flying in the air every jump, and the whole 

crowd of people standing up shouting and laughing till tears rolled down. And at last, sure 

enough, all the circus men could do, the horse broke loose, and away he went like the very 

nation, round and round the ring, with that sot laying down on him and hanging to his neck, with 

first one leg hanging most to the ground on one side, and then t’other one on t’other side, and the 

people just crazy. It warn’t funny to me, though; I was all of a tremble to see his danger. But 

pretty soon he struggled up astraddle and grabbed the bridle, a-reeling this way and that; and the 

next minute he sprung up and dropped the bridle and stood! and the horse a-going like a house 

afire too. He just stood up there, a-sailing around as easy and comfortable as if he warn’t ever 

drunk in his life—and then he begun to pull off his clothes and sling them. He shed them so thick 

they kind of clogged up the air, and altogether he shed seventeen suits. And, then, there he was, 

slim and handsome, and dressed the gaudiest and prettiest you ever saw, and he lit into that horse 

with his whip and made him fairly hum—and finally skipped off, and made his bow and danced 

off to the dressing-room, and everybody just a-howling with pleasure and astonishment. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Then the ringmaster he see how he had been fooled, and he was the sickest ringmaster you 

ever see, I reckon. Why, it was one of his own men! He had got up that joke all out of his own 

head, and never let on to nobody. Well, I felt sheepish enough to be took in so, but I wouldn’t a 

been in that ringmaster’s place, not for a thousand dollars. I don’t know; there may be bullier 



circuses than what that one was, but I never struck them yet. Anyways, it was plenty good 

enough for me; and wherever I run across it, it can have all of my custom every time. 

Well, that night we had our show; but there warn’t only about twelve people there—just 

enough to pay expenses. And they laughed all the time, and that made the duke mad; and 

everybody left, anyway, before the show was over, but one boy which was asleep. So the duke 

said these Arkansaw lunkheads couldn’t come up to Shakespeare; what they wanted was low 

comedy—and maybe something ruther worse than low comedy, he reckoned. He said he could 

size their style. So next morning he got some big sheets of wrapping paper and some black paint, 

and drawed off some handbills, and stuck them up all over the village. The bills said: 

AT THE COURT HOUSE! 

FOR 3 NIGHTS ONLY! 

The World-Renowned Tragedians 

DAVID GARRICK THE YOUNGER! 

AND 

EDMUND KEAN THE ELDER! 

Of the London and Continental 

Theatres, 

In their Thrilling Tragedy of 

THE KING’S CAMELOPARD 

OR 

THE ROYAL NONESUCH!!! 

Admission 50 cents. 

Then at the bottom was the biggest line of all—which said: 

LADIES AND CHILDREN NOT ADMITTED. 

“There,” says he, “if that line don’t fetch them, I dont know Arkansaw!” 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXIII. 

Well, all day him and the king was hard at it, rigging up a stage and a curtain and a row of 

candles for footlights; and that night the house was jam full of men in no time. When the place 

couldn’t hold no more, the duke he quit tending door and went around the back way and come on 

to the stage and stood up before the curtain and made a little speech, and praised up this tragedy, 

and said it was the most thrillingest one that ever was; and so he went on a-bragging about the 

tragedy, and about Edmund Kean the Elder, which was to play the main principal part in it; and 

at last when he’d got everybody’s expectations up high enough, he rolled up the curtain, and the 

next minute the king come a-prancing out on all fours, naked; and he was painted all over, ring-

streaked-and-striped, all sorts of colors, as splendid as a rainbow. And—but never mind the rest 

of his outfit; it was just wild, but it was awful funny. The people most killed themselves 

laughing; and when the king got done capering and capered off behind the scenes, they roared 

and clapped and stormed and haw-hawed till he come back and done it over again, and after that 

they made him do it another time. Well, it would make a cow laugh to see the shines that old 

idiot cut. 

Then the duke he lets the curtain down, and bows to the people, and says the great tragedy will 

be performed only two nights more, on accounts of pressing London engagements, where the 

seats is all sold already for it in Drury Lane; and then he makes them another bow, and says if he 

has succeeded in pleasing them and instructing them, he will be deeply obleeged if they will 

mention it to their friends and get them to come and see it. 

Twenty people sings out: 

“What, is it over? Is that all?” 

The duke says yes. Then there was a fine time. Everybody sings out, “Sold!” and rose up mad, 

and was a-going for that stage and them tragedians. But a big, fine looking man jumps up on a 

bench and shouts: 

“Hold on! Just a word, gentlemen.” They stopped to listen. “We are sold—mighty badly sold. 

But we don’t want to be the laughing stock of this whole town, I reckon, and never hear the last 

of this thing as long as we live. No. What we want is to go out of here quiet, and talk this show 

up, and sell the rest of the town! Then we’ll all be in the same boat. Ain’t that sensible?” (“You 

bet it is!—the jedge is right!” everybody sings out.) “All right, then—not a word about any sell. 

Go along home, and advise everybody to come and see the tragedy.” 

Next day you couldn’t hear nothing around that town but how splendid that show was. House 

was jammed again that night, and we sold this crowd the same way. When me and the king and 

the duke got home to the raft we all had a supper; and by and by, about midnight, they made Jim 

and me back her out and float her down the middle of the river, and fetch her in and hide her 

about two mile below town. 

The third night the house was crammed again—and they warn’t new-comers this time, but 

people that was at the show the other two nights. I stood by the duke at the door, and I see that 

every man that went in had his pockets bulging, or something muffled up under his coat—and I 

see it warn’t no perfumery, neither, not by a long sight. I smelt sickly eggs by the barrel, and 

rotten cabbages, and such things; and if I know the signs of a dead cat being around, and I bet I 

do, there was sixty-four of them went in. I shoved in there for a minute, but it was too various for 

me; I couldn’t stand it. Well, when the place couldn’t hold no more people the duke he give a 



fellow a quarter and told him to tend door for him a minute, and then he started around for the 

stage door, I after him; but the minute we turned the corner and was in the dark he says: 

“Walk fast now till you get away from the houses, and then shin for the raft like the dickens 

was after you!” 

I done it, and he done the same. We struck the raft at the same time, and in less than two 

seconds we was gliding down stream, all dark and still, and edging towards the middle of the 

river, nobody saying a word. I reckoned the poor king was in for a gaudy time of it with the 

audience, but nothing of the sort; pretty soon he crawls out from under the wigwam, and says: 

“Well, how’d the old thing pan out this time, duke?” He hadn’t been up-town at all. 

We never showed a light till we was about ten mile below the village. Then we lit up and had 

a supper, and the king and the duke fairly laughed their bones loose over the way they’d served 

them people. The duke says: 

“Greenhorns, flatheads! I knew the first house would keep mum and let the rest of the town 

get roped in; and I knew they’d lay for us the third night, and consider it was their turn now. 

Well, it is their turn, and I’d give something to know how much they’d take for it. I would just 

like to know how they’re putting in their opportunity. They can turn it into a picnic if they want 

to—they brought plenty provisions.” 

Them rapscallions took in four hundred and sixty-five dollars in that three nights. I never see 

money hauled in by the wagon-load like that before. By and by, when they was asleep and 

snoring, Jim says: 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Don’t it s’prise you de way dem kings carries on, Huck?” 

“No,” I says, “it don’t.” 

“Why don’t it, Huck?” 

“Well, it don’t, because it’s in the breed. I reckon they’re all alike.” 

“But, Huck, dese kings o’ ourn is reglar rapscallions; dat’s jist what dey is; dey’s reglar 

rapscallions.” 

“Well, that’s what I’m a-saying; all kings is mostly rapscallions, as fur as I can make out.” 

“Is dat so?” 

“You read about them once—you’ll see. Look at Henry the Eight; this ’n ’s a Sunday-school 

Superintendent to him. And look at Charles Second, and Louis Fourteen, and Louis Fifteen, and 

James Second, and Edward Second, and Richard Third, and forty more; besides all them Saxon 

heptarchies that used to rip around so in old times and raise Cain. My, you ought to seen old 



Henry the Eight when he was in bloom. He was a blossom. He used to marry a new wife every 

day, and chop off her head next morning. And he would do it just as indifferent as if he was 

ordering up eggs. ‘Fetch up Nell Gwynn,’ he says. They fetch her up. Next morning, ‘Chop off 

her head!’ And they chop it off. ‘Fetch up Jane Shore,’ he says; and up she comes, Next 

morning, ‘Chop off her head’—and they chop it off. ‘Ring up Fair Rosamun.’ Fair Rosamun 

answers the bell. Next morning, ‘Chop off her head.’ And he made every one of them tell him a 

tale every night; and he kept that up till he had hogged a thousand and one tales that way, and 

then he put them all in a book, and called it Domesday Book—which was a good name and 

stated the case. You don’t know kings, Jim, but I know them; and this old rip of ourn is one of 

the cleanest I’ve struck in history. Well, Henry he takes a notion he wants to get up some trouble 

with this country. How does he go at it—give notice?—give the country a show? No. All of a 

sudden he heaves all the tea in Boston Harbor overboard, and whacks out a declaration of 

independence, and dares them to come on. That was his style—he never give anybody a chance. 

He had suspicions of his father, the Duke of Wellington. Well, what did he do? Ask him to show 

up? No—drownded him in a butt of mamsey, like a cat. S’pose people left money laying around 

where he was—what did he do? He collared it. S’pose he contracted to do a thing, and you paid 

him, and didn’t set down there and see that he done it—what did he do? He always done the 

other thing. S’pose he opened his mouth—what then? If he didn’t shut it up powerful quick he’d 

lose a lie every time. That’s the kind of a bug Henry was; and if we’d a had him along ’stead of 

our kings he’d a fooled that town a heap worse than ourn done. I don’t say that ourn is lambs, 

because they ain’t, when you come right down to the cold facts; but they ain’t nothing to that old 

ram, anyway. All I say is, kings is kings, and you got to make allowances. Take them all around, 

they’re a mighty ornery lot. It’s the way they’re raised.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“But dis one do smell so like de nation, Huck.” 

“Well, they all do, Jim. We can’t help the way a king smells; history don’t tell no way.” 

“Now de duke, he’s a tolerble likely man in some ways.” 

“Yes, a duke’s different. But not very different. This one’s a middling hard lot for a duke. 

When he’s drunk there ain’t no near-sighted man could tell him from a king.” 

“Well, anyways, I doan’ hanker for no mo’ un um, Huck. Dese is all I kin stan’.” 

“It’s the way I feel, too, Jim. But we’ve got them on our hands, and we got to remember what 

they are, and make allowances. Sometimes I wish we could hear of a country that’s out of 

kings.” 

What was the use to tell Jim these warn’t real kings and dukes? It wouldn’t a done no good; 

and, besides, it was just as I said: you couldn’t tell them from the real kind. 



I went to sleep, and Jim didn’t call me when it was my turn. He often done that. When I waked 

up just at daybreak he was sitting there with his head down betwixt his knees, moaning and 

mourning to himself. I didn’t take notice nor let on. I knowed what it was about. He was thinking 

about his wife and his children, away up yonder, and he was low and homesick; because he 

hadn’t ever been away from home before in his life; and I do believe he cared just as much for 

his people as white folks does for their’n. It don’t seem natural, but I reckon it’s so. He was often 

moaning and mourning that way nights, when he judged I was asleep, and saying, “Po’ little 

’Lizabeth! po’ little Johnny! it’s mighty hard; I spec’ I ain’t ever gwyne to see you no mo’, no 

mo’!” He was a mighty good nigger, Jim was. 

But this time I somehow got to talking to him about his wife and young ones; and by and by 

he says: 

“What makes me feel so bad dis time ’uz bekase I hear sumpn over yonder on de bank like a 

whack, er a slam, while ago, en it mine me er de time I treat my little ’Lizabeth so ornery. She 

warn’t on’y ’bout fo’ year ole, en she tuck de sk’yarlet fever, en had a powful rough spell; but 

she got well, en one day she was a-stannin’ aroun’, en I says to her, I says: 

“‘Shet de do’.’ 

“She never done it; jis’ stood dah, kiner smilin’ up at me. It make me mad; en I says agin, 

mighty loud, I says: 

“‘Doan’ you hear me? Shet de do’!’ 

“She jis stood de same way, kiner smilin’ up. I was a-bilin’! I says: 

“‘I lay I make you mine!’ 

“En wid dat I fetch’ her a slap side de head dat sont her a-sprawlin’. Den I went into de yuther 

room, en ’uz gone ’bout ten minutes; en when I come back dah was dat do’ a-stannin’ open yit, 

en dat chile stannin’ mos’ right in it, a-lookin’ down and mournin’, en de tears runnin’ down. 

My, but I wuz mad! I was a-gwyne for de chile, but jis’ den—it was a do’ dat open innerds—jis’ 

den, ’long come de wind en slam it to, behine de chile, ker-BLAM!—en my lan’, de chile never 

move’! My breff mos’ hop outer me; en I feel so—so—I doan’ know HOW I feel. I crope out, all 

a-tremblin’, en crope aroun’ en open de do’ easy en slow, en poke my head in behine de chile, 

sof’ en still, en all uv a sudden I says POW! jis’ as loud as I could yell. She never budge! Oh, 

Huck, I bust out a-cryin’ en grab her up in my arms, en say, ‘Oh, de po’ little thing! De Lord 

God Amighty fogive po’ ole Jim, kaze he never gwyne to fogive hisself as long’s he live!’ Oh, 

she was plumb deef en dumb, Huck, plumb deef en dumb—en I’d ben a-treat’n her so!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXIV. 

Next day, towards night, we laid up under a little willow towhead out in the middle, where 

there was a village on each side of the river, and the duke and the king begun to lay out a plan for 

working them towns. Jim he spoke to the duke, and said he hoped it wouldn’t take but a few 

hours, because it got mighty heavy and tiresome to him when he had to lay all day in the 

wigwam tied with the rope. You see, when we left him all alone we had to tie him, because if 

anybody happened on to him all by himself and not tied it wouldn’t look much like he was a 

runaway nigger, you know. So the duke said it was kind of hard to have to lay roped all day, and 

he’d cipher out some way to get around it. 

He was uncommon bright, the duke was, and he soon struck it. He dressed Jim up in King 

Lear’s outfit—it was a long curtain-calico gown, and a white horse-hair wig and whiskers; and 

then he took his theater paint and painted Jim’s face and hands and ears and neck all over a dead, 

dull, solid blue, like a man that’s been drownded nine days. Blamed if he warn’t the horriblest 

looking outrage I ever see. Then the duke took and wrote out a sign on a shingle so: 

Sick Arab—but harmless when not out of his head. 

And he nailed that shingle to a lath, and stood the lath up four or five foot in front of the 

wigwam. Jim was satisfied. He said it was a sight better than lying tied a couple of years every 

day, and trembling all over every time there was a sound. The duke told him to make himself 

free and easy, and if anybody ever come meddling around, he must hop out of the wigwam, and 

carry on a little, and fetch a howl or two like a wild beast, and he reckoned they would light out 

and leave him alone. Which was sound enough judgment; but you take the average man, and he 

wouldn’t wait for him to howl. Why, he didn’t only look like he was dead, he looked 

considerable more than that. 

These rapscallions wanted to try the Nonesuch again, because there was so much money in it, 

but they judged it wouldn’t be safe, because maybe the news might a worked along down by this 

time. They couldn’t hit no project that suited exactly; so at last the duke said he reckoned he’d 

lay off and work his brains an hour or two and see if he couldn’t put up something on the 

Arkansaw village; and the king he allowed he would drop over to t’other village without any 

plan, but just trust in Providence to lead him the profitable way—meaning the devil, I reckon. 

We had all bought store clothes where we stopped last; and now the king put his’n on, and he 

told me to put mine on. I done it, of course. The king’s duds was all black, and he did look real 

swell and starchy. I never knowed how clothes could change a body before. Why, before, he 

looked like the orneriest old rip that ever was; but now, when he’d take off his new white beaver 

and make a bow and do a smile, he looked that grand and good and pious that you’d say he had 

walked right out of the ark, and maybe was old Leviticus himself. Jim cleaned up the canoe, and 

I got my paddle ready. There was a big steamboat laying at the shore away up under the point, 

about three mile above the town—been there a couple of hours, taking on freight. Says the king: 

“Seein’ how I’m dressed, I reckon maybe I better arrive down from St. Louis or Cincinnati, or 

some other big place. Go for the steamboat, Huckleberry; we’ll come down to the village on 

her.” 

I didn’t have to be ordered twice to go and take a steamboat ride. I fetched the shore a half a 

mile above the village, and then went scooting along the bluff bank in the easy water. Pretty soon 

we come to a nice innocent-looking young country jake setting on a log swabbing the sweat off 

of his face, for it was powerful warm weather; and he had a couple of big carpet-bags by him. 



“Run her nose in shore,” says the king. I done it. “Wher’ you bound for, young man?” 

“For the steamboat; going to Orleans.” 

“Git aboard,” says the king. “Hold on a minute, my servant ’ll he’p you with them bags. Jump 

out and he’p the gentleman, Adolphus”—meaning me, I see. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I done so, and then we all three started on again. The young chap was mighty thankful; said it 

was tough work toting his baggage such weather. He asked the king where he was going, and the 

king told him he’d come down the river and landed at the other village this morning, and now he 

was going up a few mile to see an old friend on a farm up there. The young fellow says: 

“When I first see you I says to myself, ‘It’s Mr. Wilks, sure, and he come mighty near getting 

here in time.’ But then I says again, ‘No, I reckon it ain’t him, or else he wouldn’t be paddling up 

the river.’ You ain’t him, are you?” 

“No, my name’s Blodgett—Elexander Blodgett—Reverend Elexander Blodgett, I s’pose I 

must say, as I’m one o’ the Lord’s poor servants. But still I’m jist as able to be sorry for Mr. 



Wilks for not arriving in time, all the same, if he’s missed anything by it—which I hope he 

hasn’t.” 

“Well, he don’t miss any property by it, because he’ll get that all right; but he’s missed seeing 

his brother Peter die—which he mayn’t mind, nobody can tell as to that—but his brother would a 

give anything in this world to see him before he died; never talked about nothing else all these 

three weeks; hadn’t seen him since they was boys together—and hadn’t ever seen his brother 

William at all—that’s the deef and dumb one—William ain’t more than thirty or thirty-five. 

Peter and George were the only ones that come out here; George was the married brother; him 

and his wife both died last year. Harvey and William’s the only ones that’s left now; and, as I 

was saying, they haven’t got here in time.” 

“Did anybody send ’em word?” 

“Oh, yes; a month or two ago, when Peter was first took; because Peter said then that he sorter 

felt like he warn’t going to get well this time. You see, he was pretty old, and George’s g’yirls 

was too young to be much company for him, except Mary Jane, the red-headed one; and so he 

was kinder lonesome after George and his wife died, and didn’t seem to care much to live. He 

most desperately wanted to see Harvey—and William, too, for that matter—because he was one 

of them kind that can’t bear to make a will. He left a letter behind for Harvey, and said he’d told 

in it where his money was hid, and how he wanted the rest of the property divided up so 

George’s g’yirls would be all right—for George didn’t leave nothing. And that letter was all they 

could get him to put a pen to.” 

“Why do you reckon Harvey don’t come? Wher’ does he live?” 

“Oh, he lives in England—Sheffield—preaches there—hasn’t ever been in this country. He 

hasn’t had any too much time—and besides he mightn’t a got the letter at all, you know.” 

“Too bad, too bad he couldn’t a lived to see his brothers, poor soul. You going to Orleans, you 

say?” 

“Yes, but that ain’t only a part of it. I’m going in a ship, next Wednesday, for Ryo Janeero, 

where my uncle lives.” 

“It’s a pretty long journey. But it’ll be lovely; wisht I was a-going. Is Mary Jane the oldest? 

How old is the others?” 

“Mary Jane’s nineteen, Susan’s fifteen, and Joanna’s about fourteen—that’s the one that gives 

herself to good works and has a hare-lip.” 

“Poor things! to be left alone in the cold world so.” 

“Well, they could be worse off. Old Peter had friends, and they ain’t going to let them come to 

no harm. There’s Hobson, the Babtis’ preacher; and Deacon Lot Hovey, and Ben Rucker, and 

Abner Shackleford, and Levi Bell, the lawyer; and Dr. Robinson, and their wives, and the widow 

Bartley, and—well, there’s a lot of them; but these are the ones that Peter was thickest with, and 

used to write about sometimes, when he wrote home; so Harvey ’ll know where to look for 

friends when he gets here.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Well, the old man went on asking questions till he just fairly emptied that young fellow. 

Blamed if he didn’t inquire about everybody and everything in that blessed town, and all about 

the Wilkses; and about Peter’s business—which was a tanner; and about George’s—which was a 

carpenter; and about Harvey’s—which was a dissentering minister; and so on, and so on. Then 

he says: 

“What did you want to walk all the way up to the steamboat for?” 

“Because she’s a big Orleans boat, and I was afeard she mightn’t stop there. When they’re 

deep they won’t stop for a hail. A Cincinnati boat will, but this is a St. Louis one.” 

“Was Peter Wilks well off?” 

“Oh, yes, pretty well off. He had houses and land, and it’s reckoned he left three or four 

thousand in cash hid up som’ers.” 

“When did you say he died?” 

“I didn’t say, but it was last night.” 

“Funeral to-morrow, likely?” 

“Yes, ’bout the middle of the day.” 

“Well, it’s all terrible sad; but we’ve all got to go, one time or another. So what we want to do 

is to be prepared; then we’re all right.” 



“Yes, sir, it’s the best way. Ma used to always say that.” 

When we struck the boat she was about done loading, and pretty soon she got off. The king 

never said nothing about going aboard, so I lost my ride, after all. When the boat was gone the 

king made me paddle up another mile to a lonesome place, and then he got ashore and says: 

“Now hustle back, right off, and fetch the duke up here, and the new carpet-bags. And if he’s 

gone over to t’other side, go over there and git him. And tell him to git himself up regardless. 

Shove along, now.” 

I see what he was up to; but I never said nothing, of course. When I got back with the duke we 

hid the canoe, and then they set down on a log, and the king told him everything, just like the 

young fellow had said it—every last word of it. And all the time he was a-doing it he tried to talk 

like an Englishman; and he done it pretty well, too, for a slouch. I can’t imitate him, and so I 

ain’t a-going to try to; but he really done it pretty good. Then he says: 

“How are you on the deef and dumb, Bilgewater?” 

The duke said, leave him alone for that; said he had played a deef and dumb person on the 

histronic boards. So then they waited for a steamboat. 

About the middle of the afternoon a couple of little boats come along, but they didn’t come 

from high enough up the river; but at last there was a big one, and they hailed her. She sent out 

her yawl, and we went aboard, and she was from Cincinnati; and when they found we only 

wanted to go four or five mile they was booming mad, and gave us a cussing, and said they 

wouldn’t land us. But the king was ca’m. He says: 

“If gentlemen kin afford to pay a dollar a mile apiece to be took on and put off in a yawl, a 

steamboat kin afford to carry ’em, can’t it?” 

So they softened down and said it was all right; and when we got to the village they yawled us 

ashore. About two dozen men flocked down when they see the yawl a-coming, and when the 

king says: 

“Kin any of you gentlemen tell me wher’ Mr. Peter Wilks lives?” they give a glance at one 

another, and nodded their heads, as much as to say, “What d’ I tell you?” Then one of them says, 

kind of soft and gentle: 

“I’m sorry sir, but the best we can do is to tell you where he did live yesterday evening.” 

Sudden as winking the ornery old cretur went an to smash, and fell up against the man, and put 

his chin on his shoulder, and cried down his back, and says: 

“Alas, alas, our poor brother—gone, and we never got to see him; oh, it’s too, too hard!” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Then he turns around, blubbering, and makes a lot of idiotic signs to the duke on his hands, 

and blamed if he didn’t drop a carpet-bag and bust out a-crying. If they warn’t the beatenest lot, 

them two frauds, that ever I struck. 

Well, the men gathered around and sympathized with them, and said all sorts of kind things to 

them, and carried their carpet-bags up the hill for them, and let them lean on them and cry, and 

told the king all about his brother’s last moments, and the king he told it all over again on his 

hands to the duke, and both of them took on about that dead tanner like they’d lost the twelve 

disciples. Well, if ever I struck anything like it, I’m a nigger. It was enough to make a body 

ashamed of the human race. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXV. 

The news was all over town in two minutes, and you could see the people tearing down on the 

run from every which way, some of them putting on their coats as they come. Pretty soon we was 

in the middle of a crowd, and the noise of the tramping was like a soldier march. The windows 

and dooryards was full; and every minute somebody would say, over a fence: 

“Is it them?” 

And somebody trotting along with the gang would answer back and say: 

“You bet it is.” 

When we got to the house the street in front of it was packed, and the three girls was standing 

in the door. Mary Jane was red-headed, but that don’t make no difference, she was most awful 

beautiful, and her face and her eyes was all lit up like glory, she was so glad her uncles was 

come. The king he spread his arms, and Mary Jane she jumped for them, and the hare-lip jumped 

for the duke, and there they had it! Everybody most, leastways women, cried for joy to see them 

meet again at last and have such good times. 

Then the king he hunched the duke private—I see him do it—and then he looked around and 

see the coffin, over in the corner on two chairs; so then him and the duke, with a hand across 

each other’s shoulder, and t’other hand to their eyes, walked slow and solemn over there, 

everybody dropping back to give them room, and all the talk and noise stopping, people saying 

“Sh!” and all the men taking their hats off and drooping their heads, so you could a heard a pin 

fall. And when they got there they bent over and looked in the coffin, and took one sight, and 

then they bust out a-crying so you could a heard them to Orleans, most; and then they put their 

arms around each other’s necks, and hung their chins over each other’s shoulders; and then for 

three minutes, or maybe four, I never see two men leak the way they done. And, mind you, 

everybody was doing the same; and the place was that damp I never see anything like it. Then 

one of them got on one side of the coffin, and t’other on t’other side, and they kneeled down and 

rested their foreheads on the coffin, and let on to pray all to themselves. Well, when it come to 

that it worked the crowd like you never see anything like it, and everybody broke down and went 

to sobbing right out loud—the poor girls, too; and every woman, nearly, went up to the girls, 

without saying a word, and kissed them, solemn, on the forehead, and then put their hand on 

their head, and looked up towards the sky, with the tears running down, and then busted out and 

went off sobbing and swabbing, and give the next woman a show. I never see anything so 

disgusting. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Well, by and by the king he gets up and comes forward a little, and works himself up and 

slobbers out a speech, all full of tears and flapdoodle about its being a sore trial for him and his 

poor brother to lose the diseased, and to miss seeing diseased alive after the long journey of four 

thousand mile, but it’s a trial that’s sweetened and sanctified to us by this dear sympathy and 

these holy tears, and so he thanks them out of his heart and out of his brother’s heart, because out 

of their mouths they can’t, words being too weak and cold, and all that kind of rot and slush, till 

it was just sickening; and then he blubbers out a pious goody-goody Amen, and turns himself 

loose and goes to crying fit to bust. 

And the minute the words were out of his mouth somebody over in the crowd struck up the 

doxolojer, and everybody joined in with all their might, and it just warmed you up and made you 

feel as good as church letting out. Music is a good thing; and after all that soul-butter and 

hogwash I never see it freshen up things so, and sound so honest and bully. 

Then the king begins to work his jaw again, and says how him and his nieces would be glad if 

a few of the main principal friends of the family would take supper here with them this evening, 



and help set up with the ashes of the diseased; and says if his poor brother laying yonder could 

speak he knows who he would name, for they was names that was very dear to him, and 

mentioned often in his letters; and so he will name the same, to wit, as follows, vizz.:—Rev. Mr. 

Hobson, and Deacon Lot Hovey, and Mr. Ben Rucker, and Abner Shackleford, and Levi Bell, 

and Dr. Robinson, and their wives, and the widow Bartley. 

Rev. Hobson and Dr. Robinson was down to the end of the town a-hunting together—that is, I 

mean the doctor was shipping a sick man to t’other world, and the preacher was pinting him 

right. Lawyer Bell was away up to Louisville on business. But the rest was on hand, and so they 

all come and shook hands with the king and thanked him and talked to him; and then they shook 

hands with the duke and didn’t say nothing, but just kept a-smiling and bobbing their heads like a 

passel of sapheads whilst he made all sorts of signs with his hands and said “Goo-goo—goo-goo-

goo” all the time, like a baby that can’t talk. 

So the king he blattered along, and managed to inquire about pretty much everybody and dog 

in town, by his name, and mentioned all sorts of little things that happened one time or another in 

the town, or to George’s family, or to Peter. And he always let on that Peter wrote him the 

things; but that was a lie: he got every blessed one of them out of that young flathead that we 

canoed up to the steamboat. 

Then Mary Jane she fetched the letter her father left behind, and the king he read it out loud 

and cried over it. It give the dwelling-house and three thousand dollars, gold, to the girls; and it 

give the tanyard (which was doing a good business), along with some other houses and land 

(worth about seven thousand), and three thousand dollars in gold to Harvey and William, and 

told where the six thousand cash was hid down cellar. So these two frauds said they’d go and 

fetch it up, and have everything square and above-board; and told me to come with a candle. We 

shut the cellar door behind us, and when they found the bag they spilt it out on the floor, and it 

was a lovely sight, all them yaller-boys. My, the way the king’s eyes did shine! He slaps the 

duke on the shoulder and says: 

“Oh, this ain’t bully nor noth’n! Oh, no, I reckon not! Why, bully, it beats the 

Nonesuch, don’t it?” 

The duke allowed it did. They pawed the yaller-boys, and sifted them through their fingers and 

let them jingle down on the floor; and the king says: 

“It ain’t no use talkin’; bein’ brothers to a rich dead man and representatives of furrin heirs 

that’s got left is the line for you and me, Bilge. Thish yer comes of trust’n to Providence. It’s the 

best way, in the long run. I’ve tried ’em all, and ther’ ain’t no better way.” 

Most everybody would a been satisfied with the pile, and took it on trust; but no, they must 

count it. So they counts it, and it comes out four hundred and fifteen dollars short. Says the king: 

“Dern him, I wonder what he done with that four hundred and fifteen dollars?” 

They worried over that awhile, and ransacked all around for it. Then the duke says: 

“Well, he was a pretty sick man, and likely he made a mistake—I reckon that’s the way of it. 

The best way’s to let it go, and keep still about it. We can spare it.” 

“Oh, shucks, yes, we can spare it. I don’t k’yer noth’n ’bout that—it’s the count I’m thinkin’ 

about. We want to be awful square and open and above-board here, you know. We want to lug 

this h-yer money up stairs and count it before everybody—then ther’ ain’t noth’n suspicious. But 

when the dead man says ther’s six thous’n dollars, you know, we don’t want to—” 



“Hold on,” says the duke. “Le’s make up the deffisit,” and he begun to haul out yaller-boys 

out of his pocket. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“It’s a most amaz’n’ good idea, duke—you have got a rattlin’ clever head on you,” says the 

king. “Blest if the old Nonesuch ain’t a heppin’ us out agin,” and he begun to haul out yaller-

jackets and stack them up. 

It most busted them, but they made up the six thousand clean and clear. 



“Say,” says the duke, “I got another idea. Le’s go up stairs and count this money, and then 

take and give it to the girls.” 

“Good land, duke, lemme hug you! It’s the most dazzling idea ’at ever a man struck. You have 

cert’nly got the most astonishin’ head I ever see. Oh, this is the boss dodge, ther’ ain’t no 

mistake ’bout it. Let ’em fetch along their suspicions now if they want to—this ’ll lay ’em out.” 

When we got up-stairs everybody gethered around the table, and the king he counted it and 

stacked it up, three hundred dollars in a pile—twenty elegant little piles. Everybody looked 

hungry at it, and licked their chops. Then they raked it into the bag again, and I see the king 

begin to swell himself up for another speech. He says: 

“Friends all, my poor brother that lays yonder has done generous by them that’s left behind in 

the vale of sorrers. He has done generous by these yer poor little lambs that he loved and 

sheltered, and that’s left fatherless and motherless. Yes, and we that knowed him knows that he 

would a done more generous by ’em if he hadn’t ben afeard o’ woundin’ his dear William and 

me. Now, wouldn’t he? Ther’ ain’t no question ’bout it in my mind. Well, then, what kind o’ 

brothers would it be that ’d stand in his way at sech a time? And what kind o’ uncles would it be 

that ’d rob—yes, rob—sech poor sweet lambs as these ’at he loved so at sech a time? If I know 

William—and I think I do—he—well, I’ll jest ask him.” He turns around and begins to make a 

lot of signs to the duke with his hands, and the duke he looks at him stupid and leather-headed a 

while; then all of a sudden he seems to catch his meaning, and jumps for the king, goo-gooing 

with all his might for joy, and hugs him about fifteen times before he lets up. Then the king says, 

“I knowed it; I reckon that ’ll convince anybody the way he feels about it. Here, Mary Jane, 

Susan, Joanner, take the money—take it all. It’s the gift of him that lays yonder, cold but joyful.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Mary Jane she went for him, Susan and the hare-lip went for the duke, and then such another 

hugging and kissing I never see yet. And everybody crowded up with the tears in their eyes, and 

most shook the hands off of them frauds, saying all the time: 

“You dear good souls!—how lovely!—how could you!” 

Well, then, pretty soon all hands got to talking about the diseased again, and how good he was, 

and what a loss he was, and all that; and before long a big iron-jawed man worked himself in 

there from outside, and stood a-listening and looking, and not saying anything; and nobody 

saying anything to him either, because the king was talking and they was all busy listening. The 

king was saying—in the middle of something he’d started in on— 

“—they bein’ partickler friends o’ the diseased. That’s why they’re invited here this evenin’; 

but tomorrow we want all to come—everybody; for he respected everybody, he liked everybody, 

and so it’s fitten that his funeral orgies sh’d be public.” 



And so he went a-mooning on and on, liking to hear himself talk, and every little while he 

fetched in his funeral orgies again, till the duke he couldn’t stand it no more; so he writes on a 

little scrap of paper, “Obsequies, you old fool,” and folds it up, and goes to goo-gooing and 

reaching it over people’s heads to him. The king he reads it and puts it in his pocket, and says: 

“Poor William, afflicted as he is, his heart’s aluz right. Asks me to invite everybody to come 

to the funeral—wants me to make ’em all welcome. But he needn’t a worried—it was jest what I 

was at.” 

Then he weaves along again, perfectly ca’m, and goes to dropping in his funeral orgies again 

every now and then, just like he done before. And when he done it the third time he says: 

“I say orgies, not because it’s the common term, because it ain’t—obsequies bein’ the 

common term—but because orgies is the right term. Obsequies ain’t used in England no more 

now—it’s gone out. We say orgies now in England. Orgies is better, because it means the thing 

you’re after more exact. It’s a word that’s made up out’n the Greek orgo, outside, open, abroad; 

and the Hebrew jeesum, to plant, cover up; hence inter. So, you see, funeral orgies is an open er 

public funeral.” 

He was the worst I ever struck. Well, the iron-jawed man he laughed right in his face. 

Everybody was shocked. Everybody says, “Why, doctor!” and Abner Shackleford says: 

“Why, Robinson, hain’t you heard the news? This is Harvey Wilks.” 

The king he smiled eager, and shoved out his flapper, and says: 

“Is it my poor brother’s dear good friend and physician? I—” 

“Keep your hands off of me!” says the doctor. “You talk like an Englishman, don’t you? It’s 

the worst imitation I ever heard. You Peter Wilks’s brother! You’re a fraud, that’s what you are!” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Well, how they all took on! They crowded around the doctor and tried to quiet him down, and 

tried to explain to him and tell him how Harvey ’d showed in forty ways that he was Harvey, and 

knowed everybody by name, and the names of the very dogs, and begged and begged him not to 

hurt Harvey’s feelings and the poor girl’s feelings, and all that. But it warn’t no use; he stormed 

right along, and said any man that pretended to be an Englishman and couldn’t imitate the lingo 

no better than what he did was a fraud and a liar. The poor girls was hanging to the king and 

crying; and all of a sudden the doctor ups and turns on them. He says: 

“I was your father’s friend, and I’m your friend; and I warn you as a friend, and an honest one 

that wants to protect you and keep you out of harm and trouble, to turn your backs on that 

scoundrel and have nothing to do with him, the ignorant tramp, with his idiotic Greek and 

Hebrew, as he calls it. He is the thinnest kind of an impostor—has come here with a lot of empty 

names and facts which he picked up somewheres, and you take them for proofs, and are helped 

to fool yourselves by these foolish friends here, who ought to know better. Mary Jane Wilks, you 



know me for your friend, and for your unselfish friend, too. Now listen to me; turn this pitiful 

rascal out—I beg you to do it. Will you?” 

Mary Jane straightened herself up, and my, but she was handsome! She says: 

“Here is my answer.” She hove up the bag of money and put it in the king’s hands, and says, 

“Take this six thousand dollars, and invest for me and my sisters any way you want to, and don’t 

give us no receipt for it.” 

Then she put her arm around the king on one side, and Susan and the hare-lip done the same 

on the other. Everybody clapped their hands and stomped on the floor like a perfect storm, whilst 

the king held up his head and smiled proud. The doctor says: 

“All right; I wash my hands of the matter. But I warn you all that a time ’s coming when 

you’re going to feel sick whenever you think of this day.” And away he went. 

“All right, doctor,” says the king, kinder mocking him; “we’ll try and get ’em to send for 

you;” which made them all laugh, and they said it was a prime good hit. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXVI. 

Well, when they was all gone the king he asks Mary Jane how they was off for spare rooms, 

and she said she had one spare room, which would do for Uncle William, and she’d give her own 

room to Uncle Harvey, which was a little bigger, and she would turn into the room with her 

sisters and sleep on a cot; and up garret was a little cubby, with a pallet in it. The king said the 

cubby would do for his valley—meaning me. 

So Mary Jane took us up, and she showed them their rooms, which was plain but nice. She 

said she’d have her frocks and a lot of other traps took out of her room if they was in Uncle 

Harvey’s way, but he said they warn’t. The frocks was hung along the wall, and before them was 

a curtain made out of calico that hung down to the floor. There was an old hair trunk in one 

corner, and a guitar-box in another, and all sorts of little knickknacks and jimcracks around, like 

girls brisken up a room with. The king said it was all the more homely and more pleasanter for 

these fixings, and so don’t disturb them. The duke’s room was pretty small, but plenty good 

enough, and so was my cubby. 

That night they had a big supper, and all them men and women was there, and I stood behind 

the king and the duke’s chairs and waited on them, and the niggers waited on the rest. Mary Jane 

she set at the head of the table, with Susan alongside of her, and said how bad the biscuits was, 

and how mean the preserves was, and how ornery and tough the fried chickens was—and all that 

kind of rot, the way women always do for to force out compliments; and the people all knowed 

everything was tiptop, and said so—said “How do you get biscuits to brown so nice?” and 

“Where, for the land’s sake, did you get these amaz’n pickles?” and all that kind of humbug 

talky-talk, just the way people always does at a supper, you know. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

And when it was all done me and the hare-lip had supper in the kitchen off of the leavings, 

whilst the others was helping the niggers clean up the things. The hare-lip she got to pumping me 

about England, and blest if I didn’t think the ice was getting mighty thin sometimes. She says: 

“Did you ever see the king?” 

“Who? William Fourth? Well, I bet I have—he goes to our church.” I knowed he was dead 

years ago, but I never let on. So when I says he goes to our church, she says: 

“What—regular?” 

“Yes—regular. His pew’s right over opposite ourn—on t’other side the pulpit.” 

“I thought he lived in London?” 

“Well, he does. Where would he live?” 

“But I thought you lived in Sheffield?” 



I see I was up a stump. I had to let on to get choked with a chicken bone, so as to get time to 

think how to get down again. Then I says: 

“I mean he goes to our church regular when he’s in Sheffield. That’s only in the summer time, 

when he comes there to take the sea baths.” 

“Why, how you talk—Sheffield ain’t on the sea.” 

“Well, who said it was?” 

“Why, you did.” 

“I didn’t nuther.” 

“You did!” 

“I didn’t.” 

“You did.” 

“I never said nothing of the kind.” 

“Well, what did you say, then?” 

“Said he come to take the sea baths—that’s what I said.” 

“Well, then, how’s he going to take the sea baths if it ain’t on the sea?” 

“Looky here,” I says; “did you ever see any Congress-water?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, did you have to go to Congress to get it?” 

“Why, no.” 

“Well, neither does William Fourth have to go to the sea to get a sea bath.” 

“How does he get it, then?” 

“Gets it the way people down here gets Congress-water—in barrels. There in the palace at 

Sheffield they’ve got furnaces, and he wants his water hot. They can’t bile that amount of water 

away off there at the sea. They haven’t got no conveniences for it.” 

“Oh, I see, now. You might a said that in the first place and saved time.” 

When she said that I see I was out of the woods again, and so I was comfortable and glad. 

Next, she says: 

“Do you go to church, too?” 

“Yes—regular.” 

“Where do you set?” 

“Why, in our pew.” 

“Whose pew?” 

“Why, ourn—your Uncle Harvey’s.” 

“His’n? What does he want with a pew?” 

“Wants it to set in. What did you reckon he wanted with it?” 

“Why, I thought he’d be in the pulpit.” 

Rot him, I forgot he was a preacher. I see I was up a stump again, so I played another chicken 

bone and got another think. Then I says: 

“Blame it, do you suppose there ain’t but one preacher to a church?” 



“Why, what do they want with more?” 

“What!—to preach before a king? I never did see such a girl as you. They don’t have no less 

than seventeen.” 

“Seventeen! My land! Why, I wouldn’t set out such a string as that, not if I never got to glory. 

It must take ’em a week.” 

“Shucks, they don’t all of ’em preach the same day—only one of ’em.” 

“Well, then, what does the rest of ’em do?” 

“Oh, nothing much. Loll around, pass the plate—and one thing or another. But mainly they 

don’t do nothing.” 

“Well, then, what are they for?” 

“Why, they’re for style. Don’t you know nothing?” 

“Well, I don’t want to know no such foolishness as that. How is servants treated in England? 

Do they treat ’em better ’n we treat our niggers?” 

“No! A servant ain’t nobody there. They treat them worse than dogs.” 

“Don’t they give ’em holidays, the way we do, Christmas and New Year’s week, and Fourth 

of July?” 

“Oh, just listen! A body could tell you hain’t ever been to England by that. Why, Hare-l—

why, Joanna, they never see a holiday from year’s end to year’s end; never go to the circus, nor 

theater, nor nigger shows, nor nowheres.” 

“Nor church?” 

“Nor church.” 

“But you always went to church.” 

Well, I was gone up again. I forgot I was the old man’s servant. But next minute I whirled in 

on a kind of an explanation how a valley was different from a common servant and had to go to 

church whether he wanted to or not, and set with the family, on account of its being the law. But 

I didn’t do it pretty good, and when I got done I see she warn’t satisfied. She says: 

“Honest injun, now, hain’t you been telling me a lot of lies?” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Honest injun,” says I. 

“None of it at all?” 

“None of it at all. Not a lie in it,” says I. 

“Lay your hand on this book and say it.” 

I see it warn’t nothing but a dictionary, so I laid my hand on it and said it. So then she looked a 

little better satisfied, and says: 

“Well, then, I’ll believe some of it; but I hope to gracious if I’ll believe the rest.” 

“What is it you won’t believe, Joe?” says Mary Jane, stepping in with Susan behind her. “It 

ain’t right nor kind for you to talk so to him, and him a stranger and so far from his people. How 

would you like to be treated so?” 



“That’s always your way, Maim—always sailing in to help somebody before they’re hurt. I 

hain’t done nothing to him. He’s told some stretchers, I reckon, and I said I wouldn’t swallow it 

all; and that’s every bit and grain I did say. I reckon he can stand a little thing like that, can’t 

he?” 

“I don’t care whether ’twas little or whether ’twas big; he’s here in our house and a stranger, 

and it wasn’t good of you to say it. If you was in his place it would make you feel ashamed; and 

so you oughtn’t to say a thing to another person that will make them feel ashamed.” 

“Why, Mam, he said—” 

“It don’t make no difference what he said—that ain’t the thing. The thing is for you to treat 

him kind, and not be saying things to make him remember he ain’t in his own country and 

amongst his own folks.” 

I says to myself, this is a girl that I’m letting that old reptile rob her of her money! 

Then Susan she waltzed in; and if you’ll believe me, she did give Hare-lip hark from the tomb! 

Says I to myself, and this is another one that I’m letting him rob her of her money! 

Then Mary Jane she took another inning, and went in sweet and lovely again—which was her 

way; but when she got done there warn’t hardly anything left o’ poor Hare-lip. So she hollered. 

“All right, then,” says the other girls; “you just ask his pardon.” 

She done it, too; and she done it beautiful. She done it so beautiful it was good to hear; and I 

wished I could tell her a thousand lies, so she could do it again. 

I says to myself, this is another one that I’m letting him rob her of her money. And when she 

got through they all jest laid theirselves out to make me feel at home and know I was amongst 

friends. I felt so ornery and low down and mean that I says to myself, my mind’s made up; I’ll 

hive that money for them or bust. 

So then I lit out—for bed, I said, meaning some time or another. When I got by myself I went 

to thinking the thing over. I says to myself, shall I go to that doctor, private, and blow on these 

frauds? No—that won’t do. He might tell who told him; then the king and the duke would make 

it warm for me. Shall I go, private, and tell Mary Jane? No—I dasn’t do it. Her face would give 

them a hint, sure; they’ve got the money, and they’d slide right out and get away with it. If she 

was to fetch in help I’d get mixed up in the business before it was done with, I judge. No; there 

ain’t no good way but one. I got to steal that money, somehow; and I got to steal it some way 

that they won’t suspicion that I done it. They’ve got a good thing here, and they ain’t a-going to 

leave till they’ve played this family and this town for all they’re worth, so I’ll find a chance time 

enough. I’ll steal it and hide it; and by and by, when I’m away down the river, I’ll write a letter 

and tell Mary Jane where it’s hid. But I better hive it tonight if I can, because the doctor maybe 

hasn’t let up as much as he lets on he has; he might scare them out of here yet. 

So, thinks I, I’ll go and search them rooms. Upstairs the hall was dark, but I found the duke’s 

room, and started to paw around it with my hands; but I recollected it wouldn’t be much like the 

king to let anybody else take care of that money but his own self; so then I went to his room and 

begun to paw around there. But I see I couldn’t do nothing without a candle, and I dasn’t light 

one, of course. So I judged I’d got to do the other thing—lay for them and eavesdrop. About that 

time I hears their footsteps coming, and was going to skip under the bed; I reached for it, but it 

wasn’t where I thought it would be; but I touched the curtain that hid Mary Jane’s frocks, so I 

jumped in behind that and snuggled in amongst the gowns, and stood there perfectly still. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

They come in and shut the door; and the first thing the duke done was to get down and look 

under the bed. Then I was glad I hadn’t found the bed when I wanted it. And yet, you know, it’s 

kind of natural to hide under the bed when you are up to anything private. They sets down then, 

and the king says: 

“Well, what is it? And cut it middlin’ short, because it’s better for us to be down there a-

whoopin’ up the mournin’ than up here givin’ ’em a chance to talk us over.” 

“Well, this is it, Capet. I ain’t easy; I ain’t comfortable. That doctor lays on my mind. I wanted 

to know your plans. I’ve got a notion, and I think it’s a sound one.” 

“What is it, duke?” 



“That we better glide out of this before three in the morning, and clip it down the river with 

what we’ve got. Specially, seeing we got it so easy—given back to us, flung at our heads, as you 

may say, when of course we allowed to have to steal it back. I’m for knocking off and lighting 

out.” 

That made me feel pretty bad. About an hour or two ago it would a been a little different, but 

now it made me feel bad and disappointed, The king rips out and says: 

“What! And not sell out the rest o’ the property? March off like a passel of fools and leave 

eight or nine thous’n’ dollars’ worth o’ property layin’ around jest sufferin’ to be scooped in?—

and all good, salable stuff, too.” 

The duke he grumbled; said the bag of gold was enough, and he didn’t want to go no deeper—

didn’t want to rob a lot of orphans of everything they had. 

“Why, how you talk!” says the king. “We sha’n’t rob ’em of nothing at all but jest this money. 

The people that buys the property is the suff’rers; because as soon ’s it’s found out ’at we didn’t 

own it—which won’t be long after we’ve slid—the sale won’t be valid, and it ’ll all go back to 

the estate. These yer orphans ’ll git their house back agin, and that’s enough for them; they’re 

young and spry, and k’n easy earn a livin’. they ain’t a-goin to suffer. Why, jest think—there’s 

thous’n’s and thous’n’s that ain’t nigh so well off. Bless you, they ain’t got noth’n’ to complain 

of.” 

Well, the king he talked him blind; so at last he give in, and said all right, but said he believed 

it was blamed foolishness to stay, and that doctor hanging over them. But the king says: 

“Cuss the doctor! What do we k’yer for him? Hain’t we got all the fools in town on our side? 

And ain’t that a big enough majority in any town?” 

So they got ready to go down stairs again. The duke says: 

“I don’t think we put that money in a good place.” 

That cheered me up. I’d begun to think I warn’t going to get a hint of no kind to help me. The 

king says: 

“Why?” 

“Because Mary Jane ’ll be in mourning from this out; and first you know the nigger that does 

up the rooms will get an order to box these duds up and put ’em away; and do you reckon a 

nigger can run across money and not borrow some of it?” 

“Your head’s level agin, duke,” says the king; and he comes a-fumbling under the curtain two 

or three foot from where I was. I stuck tight to the wall and kept mighty still, though quivery; 

and I wondered what them fellows would say to me if they catched me; and I tried to think what 

I’d better do if they did catch me. But the king he got the bag before I could think more than 

about a half a thought, and he never suspicioned I was around. They took and shoved the bag 

through a rip in the straw tick that was under the feather-bed, and crammed it in a foot or two 

amongst the straw and said it was all right now, because a nigger only makes up the feather-bed, 

and don’t turn over the straw tick only about twice a year, and so it warn’t in no danger of 

getting stole now. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

But I knowed better. I had it out of there before they was half-way down stairs. I groped along 

up to my cubby, and hid it there till I could get a chance to do better. I judged I better hide it 

outside of the house somewheres, because if they missed it they would give the house a good 

ransacking: I knowed that very well. Then I turned in, with my clothes all on; but I couldn’t a 

gone to sleep if I’d a wanted to, I was in such a sweat to get through with the business. By and by 

I heard the king and the duke come up; so I rolled off my pallet and laid with my chin at the top 

of my ladder, and waited to see if anything was going to happen. But nothing did. 

So I held on till all the late sounds had quit and the early ones hadn’t begun yet; and then I 

slipped down the ladder. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

CHAPTER XXVII. 

I crept to their doors and listened; they was snoring. So I tiptoed along, and got down stairs all 

right. There warn’t a sound anywheres. I peeped through a crack of the dining-room door, and 

see the men that was watching the corpse all sound asleep on their chairs. The door was open 

into the parlor, where the corpse was laying, and there was a candle in both rooms. I passed 

along, and the parlor door was open; but I see there warn’t nobody in there but the remainders of 

Peter; so I shoved on by; but the front door was locked, and the key wasn’t there. Just then I 

heard somebody coming down the stairs, back behind me. I run in the parlor and took a swift 

look around, and the only place I see to hide the bag was in the coffin. The lid was shoved along 

about a foot, showing the dead man’s face down in there, with a wet cloth over it, and his shroud 

on. I tucked the money-bag in under the lid, just down beyond where his hands was crossed, 

which made me creep, they was so cold, and then I run back across the room and in behind the 

door. 

The person coming was Mary Jane. She went to the coffin, very soft, and kneeled down and 

looked in; then she put up her handkerchief, and I see she begun to cry, though I couldn’t hear 

her, and her back was to me. I slid out, and as I passed the dining-room I thought I’d make sure 

them watchers hadn’t seen me; so I looked through the crack, and everything was all right. They 

hadn’t stirred. 

I slipped up to bed, feeling ruther blue, on accounts of the thing playing out that way after I 

had took so much trouble and run so much resk about it. Says I, if it could stay where it is, all 

right; because when we get down the river a hundred mile or two I could write back to Mary 

Jane, and she could dig him up again and get it; but that ain’t the thing that’s going to happen; 

the thing that’s going to happen is, the money ’ll be found when they come to screw on the lid. 

Then the king ’ll get it again, and it ’ll be a long day before he gives anybody another chance to 

smouch it from him. Of course I wanted to slide down and get it out of there, but I dasn’t try it. 

Every minute it was getting earlier now, and pretty soon some of them watchers would begin to 

stir, and I might get catched—catched with six thousand dollars in my hands that nobody hadn’t 

hired me to take care of. I don’t wish to be mixed up in no such business as that, I says to myself. 

When I got down stairs in the morning the parlor was shut up, and the watchers was gone. 

There warn’t nobody around but the family and the widow Bartley and our tribe. I watched their 

faces to see if anything had been happening, but I couldn’t tell. 

Towards the middle of the day the undertaker come with his man, and they set the coffin in the 

middle of the room on a couple of chairs, and then set all our chairs in rows, and borrowed more 

from the neighbors till the hall and the parlor and the dining-room was full. I see the coffin lid 

was the way it was before, but I dasn’t go to look in under it, with folks around. 

Then the people begun to flock in, and the beats and the girls took seats in the front row at the 

head of the coffin, and for a half an hour the people filed around slow, in single rank, and looked 

down at the dead man’s face a minute, and some dropped in a tear, and it was all very still and 

solemn, only the girls and the beats holding handkerchiefs to their eyes and keeping their heads 

bent, and sobbing a little. There warn’t no other sound but the scraping of the feet on the floor 



and blowing noses—because people always blows them more at a funeral than they do at other 

places except church. 

When the place was packed full the undertaker he slid around in his black gloves with his 

softy soothering ways, putting on the last touches, and getting people and things all ship-shape 

and comfortable, and making no more sound than a cat. He never spoke; he moved people 

around, he squeezed in late ones, he opened up passageways, and done it with nods, and signs 

with his hands. Then he took his place over against the wall. He was the softest, glidingest, 

stealthiest man I ever see; and there warn’t no more smile to him than there is to a ham. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



They had borrowed a melodeum—a sick one; and when everything was ready a young woman 

set down and worked it, and it was pretty skreeky and colicky, and everybody joined in and sung, 

and Peter was the only one that had a good thing, according to my notion. Then the Reverend 

Hobson opened up, slow and solemn, and begun to talk; and straight off the most outrageous row 

busted out in the cellar a body ever heard; it was only one dog, but he made a most powerful 

racket, and he kept it up right along; the parson he had to stand there, over the coffin, and wait—

you couldn’t hear yourself think. It was right down awkward, and nobody didn’t seem to know 

what to do. But pretty soon they see that long-legged undertaker make a sign to the preacher as 

much as to say, “Don’t you worry—just depend on me.” Then he stooped down and begun to 

glide along the wall, just his shoulders showing over the people’s heads. So he glided along, and 

the powwow and racket getting more and more outrageous all the time; and at last, when he had 

gone around two sides of the room, he disappears down cellar. Then in about two seconds we 

heard a whack, and the dog he finished up with a most amazing howl or two, and then everything 

was dead still, and the parson begun his solemn talk where he left off. In a minute or two here 

comes this undertaker’s back and shoulders gliding along the wall again; and so he glided and 

glided around three sides of the room, and then rose up, and shaded his mouth with his hands, 

and stretched his neck out towards the preacher, over the people’s heads, and says, in a kind of a 

coarse whisper, “He had a rat!” Then he drooped down and glided along the wall again to his 

place. You could see it was a great satisfaction to the people, because naturally they wanted to 

know. A little thing like that don’t cost nothing, and it’s just the little things that makes a man to 

be looked up to and liked. There warn’t no more popular man in town than what that undertaker 

was. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Well, the funeral sermon was very good, but pison long and tiresome; and then the king he 

shoved in and got off some of his usual rubbage, and at last the job was through, and the 

undertaker begun to sneak up on the coffin with his screw-driver. I was in a sweat then, and 

watched him pretty keen. But he never meddled at all; just slid the lid along as soft as mush, and 

screwed it down tight and fast. So there I was! I didn’t know whether the money was in there or 

not. So, says I, s’pose somebody has hogged that bag on the sly?—now how do I know whether 

to write to Mary Jane or not? S’pose she dug him up and didn’t find nothing, what would she 

think of me? Blame it, I says, I might get hunted up and jailed; I’d better lay low and keep dark, 

and not write at all; the thing’s awful mixed now; trying to better it, I’ve worsened it a hundred 

times, and I wish to goodness I’d just let it alone, dad fetch the whole business! 

They buried him, and we come back home, and I went to watching faces again—I couldn’t 

help it, and I couldn’t rest easy. But nothing come of it; the faces didn’t tell me nothing. 

The king he visited around in the evening, and sweetened everybody up, and made himself 

ever so friendly; and he give out the idea that his congregation over in England would be in a 

sweat about him, so he must hurry and settle up the estate right away and leave for home. He was 

very sorry he was so pushed, and so was everybody; they wished he could stay longer, but they 

said they could see it couldn’t be done. And he said of course him and William would take the 

girls home with them; and that pleased everybody too, because then the girls would be well fixed 

and amongst their own relations; and it pleased the girls, too—tickled them so they clean forgot 

they ever had a trouble in the world; and told him to sell out as quick as he wanted to, they would 



be ready. Them poor things was that glad and happy it made my heart ache to see them getting 

fooled and lied to so, but I didn’t see no safe way for me to chip in and change the general tune. 

Well, blamed if the king didn’t bill the house and the niggers and all the property for auction 

straight off—sale two days after the funeral; but anybody could buy private beforehand if they 

wanted to. 

So the next day after the funeral, along about noon-time, the girls’ joy got the first jolt. A 

couple of nigger traders come along, and the king sold them the niggers reasonable, for three-day 

drafts as they called it, and away they went, the two sons up the river to Memphis, and their 

mother down the river to Orleans. I thought them poor girls and them niggers would break their 

hearts for grief; they cried around each other, and took on so it most made me down sick to see 

it. The girls said they hadn’t ever dreamed of seeing the family separated or sold away from the 

town. I can’t ever get it out of my memory, the sight of them poor miserable girls and niggers 

hanging around each other’s necks and crying; and I reckon I couldn’t a stood it all, but would a 

had to bust out and tell on our gang if I hadn’t knowed the sale warn’t no account and the niggers 

would be back home in a week or two. 

The thing made a big stir in the town, too, and a good many come out flatfooted and said it 

was scandalous to separate the mother and the children that way. It injured the frauds some; but 

the old fool he bulled right along, spite of all the duke could say or do, and I tell you the duke 

was powerful uneasy. 

Next day was auction day. About broad day in the morning the king and the duke come up in 

the garret and woke me up, and I see by their look that there was trouble. The king says: 

“Was you in my room night before last?” 

“No, your majesty”—which was the way I always called him when nobody but our gang 

warn’t around. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Was you in there yisterday er last night?” 

“No, your majesty.” 

“Honor bright, now—no lies.” 

“Honor bright, your majesty, I’m telling you the truth. I hain’t been a-near your room since 

Miss Mary Jane took you and the duke and showed it to you.” 

The duke says: 

“Have you seen anybody else go in there?” 

“No, your grace, not as I remember, I believe.” 

“Stop and think.” 

I studied awhile and see my chance; then I says: 



“Well, I see the niggers go in there several times.” 

Both of them gave a little jump, and looked like they hadn’t ever expected it, and then like 

they had. Then the duke says: 

“What, all of them?” 

“No—leastways, not all at once—that is, I don’t think I ever see them all come out at once but 

just one time.” 

“Hello! When was that?” 

“It was the day we had the funeral. In the morning. It warn’t early, because I overslept. I was 

just starting down the ladder, and I see them.” 

“Well, go on, go on! What did they do? How’d they act?” 

“They didn’t do nothing. And they didn’t act anyway much, as fur as I see. They tiptoed away; 

so I seen, easy enough, that they’d shoved in there to do up your majesty’s room, or something, 

s’posing you was up; and found you warn’t up, and so they was hoping to slide out of the way of 

trouble without waking you up, if they hadn’t already waked you up.” 

“Great guns, this is a go!” says the king; and both of them looked pretty sick and tolerable 

silly. They stood there a-thinking and scratching their heads a minute, and the duke he bust into a 

kind of a little raspy chuckle, and says: 

“It does beat all how neat the niggers played their hand. They let on to be sorry they was going 

out of this region! And I believed they was sorry, and so did you, and so did everybody. Don’t 

ever tell me any more that a nigger ain’t got any histrionic talent. Why, the way they played that 

thing it would fool anybody. In my opinion, there’s a fortune in ’em. If I had capital and a 

theater, I wouldn’t want a better lay-out than that—and here we’ve gone and sold ’em for a song. 

Yes, and ain’t privileged to sing the song yet. Say, where is that song—that draft?” 

“In the bank for to be collected. Where would it be?” 

“Well, that’s all right then, thank goodness.” 

Says I, kind of timid-like: 

“Is something gone wrong?” 

The king whirls on me and rips out: 

“None o’ your business! You keep your head shet, and mind y’r own affairs—if you got any. 

Long as you’re in this town don’t you forgit that—you hear?” Then he says to the duke, “We got 

to jest swaller it and say noth’n’: mum’s the word for us.” 

As they was starting down the ladder the duke he chuckles again, and says: 

“Quick sales and small profits! It’s a good business—yes.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The king snarls around on him and says: 

“I was trying to do for the best in sellin’ ’em out so quick. If the profits has turned out to be 

none, lackin’ considable, and none to carry, is it my fault any more’n it’s yourn?” 

“Well, they’d be in this house yet and we wouldn’t if I could a got my advice listened to.” 

The king sassed back as much as was safe for him, and then swapped around and lit 

into me again. He give me down the banks for not coming and telling him I see the niggers come 

out of his room acting that way—said any fool would a knowed something was up. And then 

waltzed in and cussed himself awhile, and said it all come of him not laying late and taking his 

natural rest that morning, and he’d be blamed if he’d ever do it again. So they went off a-jawing; 

and I felt dreadful glad I’d worked it all off on to the niggers, and yet hadn’t done the niggers no 

harm by it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

By and by it was getting-up time. So I come down the ladder and started for down-stairs; but 

as I come to the girls’ room the door was open, and I see Mary Jane setting by her old hair trunk, 

which was open and she’d been packing things in it—getting ready to go to England. But she had 

stopped now with a folded gown in her lap, and had her face in her hands, crying. I felt awful 

bad to see it; of course anybody would. I went in there and says: 

“Miss Mary Jane, you can’t a-bear to see people in trouble, and I can’t—most always. Tell me 

about it.” 

So she done it. And it was the niggers—I just expected it. She said the beautiful trip to 

England was most about spoiled for her; she didn’t know how she was ever going to be happy 

there, knowing the mother and the children warn’t ever going to see each other no more—and 

then busted out bitterer than ever, and flung up her hands, and says: 

“Oh, dear, dear, to think they ain’t ever going to see each other any more!” 

“But they will—and inside of two weeks—and I know it!” says I. 

Laws, it was out before I could think! And before I could budge she throws her arms around 

my neck and told me to say it again, say it again, say it again! 

I see I had spoke too sudden and said too much, and was in a close place. I asked her to let me 

think a minute; and she set there, very impatient and excited and handsome, but looking kind of 

happy and eased-up, like a person that’s had a tooth pulled out. So I went to studying it out. I 

says to myself, I reckon a body that ups and tells the truth when he is in a tight place is taking 

considerable many resks, though I ain’t had no experience, and can’t say for certain; but it looks 

so to me, anyway; and yet here’s a case where I’m blest if it don’t look to me like the truth is 

better and actuly safer than a lie. I must lay it by in my mind, and think it over some time or 

other, it’s so kind of strange and unregular. I never see nothing like it. Well, I says to myself at 

last, I’m a-going to chance it; I’ll up and tell the truth this time, though it does seem most like 

setting down on a kag of powder and touching it off just to see where you’ll go to. Then I says: 

“Miss Mary Jane, is there any place out of town a little ways where you could go and stay 

three or four days?” 

“Yes; Mr. Lothrop’s. Why?” 

“Never mind why yet. If I’ll tell you how I know the niggers will see each other again inside 

of two weeks—here in this house—and prove how I know it—will you go to Mr. Lothrop’s and 

stay four days?” 

“Four days!” she says; “I’ll stay a year!” 

“All right,” I says, “I don’t want nothing more out of you than just your word—I druther have 

it than another man’s kiss-the-Bible.” She smiled and reddened up very sweet, and I says, “If you 

don’t mind it, I’ll shut the door—and bolt it.” 

Then I come back and set down again, and says: 

“Don’t you holler. Just set still and take it like a man. I got to tell the truth, and you want to 

brace up, Miss Mary, because it’s a bad kind, and going to be hard to take, but there ain’t no help 

for it. These uncles of yourn ain’t no uncles at all; they’re a couple of frauds—regular dead-

beats. There, now we’re over the worst of it, you can stand the rest middling easy.” 



It jolted her up like everything, of course; but I was over the shoal water now, so I went right 

along, her eyes a-blazing higher and higher all the time, and told her every blame thing, from 

where we first struck that young fool going up to the steamboat, clear through to where she flung 

herself on to the king’s breast at the front door and he kissed her sixteen or seventeen times—and 

then up she jumps, with her face afire like sunset, and says: 

“The brute! Come, don’t waste a minute—not a second—we’ll have them tarred and 

feathered, and flung in the river!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Says I: 

“Cert’nly. But do you mean before you go to Mr. Lothrop’s, or—” 



“Oh,” she says, “what am I thinking about!” she says, and set right down again. “Don’t mind 

what I said—please don’t—you won’t, now, will you?” Laying her silky hand on mine in that 

kind of a way that I said I would die first. “I never thought, I was so stirred up,” she says; “now 

go on, and I won’t do so any more. You tell me what to do, and whatever you say I’ll do it.” 

“Well,” I says, “it’s a rough gang, them two frauds, and I’m fixed so I got to travel with them 

a while longer, whether I want to or not—I druther not tell you why; and if you was to blow on 

them this town would get me out of their claws, and I’d be all right; but there’d be another 

person that you don’t know about who’d be in big trouble. Well, we got to save him, hain’t we? 

Of course. Well, then, we won’t blow on them.” 

Saying them words put a good idea in my head. I see how maybe I could get me and Jim rid of 

the frauds; get them jailed here, and then leave. But I didn’t want to run the raft in the daytime 

without anybody aboard to answer questions but me; so I didn’t want the plan to begin working 

till pretty late to-night. I says: 

“Miss Mary Jane, I’ll tell you what we’ll do, and you won’t have to stay at Mr. Lothrop’s so 

long, nuther. How fur is it?” 

“A little short of four miles—right out in the country, back here.” 

“Well, that ’ll answer. Now you go along out there, and lay low till nine or half-past to-night, 

and then get them to fetch you home again—tell them you’ve thought of something. If you get 

here before eleven put a candle in this window, and if I don’t turn up wait till eleven, and then if 

I don’t turn up it means I’m gone, and out of the way, and safe. Then you come out and spread 

the news around, and get these beats jailed.” 

“Good,” she says, “I’ll do it.” 

“And if it just happens so that I don’t get away, but get took up along with them, you must up 

and say I told you the whole thing beforehand, and you must stand by me all you can.” 

“Stand by you! indeed I will. They sha’n’t touch a hair of your head!” she says, and I see her 

nostrils spread and her eyes snap when she said it, too. 

“If I get away I sha’n’t be here,” I says, “to prove these rapscallions ain’t your uncles, and I 

couldn’t do it if I was here. I could swear they was beats and bummers, that’s all, though that’s 

worth something. Well, there’s others can do that better than what I can, and they’re people that 

ain’t going to be doubted as quick as I’d be. I’ll tell you how to find them. Gimme a pencil and a 

piece of paper. There—‘Royal Nonesuch, Bricksville.’ Put it away, and don’t lose it. When the 

court wants to find out something about these two, let them send up to Bricksville and say 

they’ve got the men that played the Royal Nonesuch, and ask for some witnesses—why, you’ll 

have that entire town down here before you can hardly wink, Miss Mary. And they’ll come a-

biling, too.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

I judged we had got everything fixed about right now. So I says: 

“Just let the auction go right along, and don’t worry. Nobody don’t have to pay for the things 

they buy till a whole day after the auction on accounts of the short notice, and they ain’t going 

out of this till they get that money; and the way we’ve fixed it the sale ain’t going to count, and 

they ain’t going to get no money. It’s just like the way it was with the niggers—it warn’t no sale, 

and the niggers will be back before long. Why, they can’t collect the money for the niggers yet—

they’re in the worst kind of a fix, Miss Mary.” 

“Well,” she says, “I’ll run down to breakfast now, and then I’ll start straight for Mr. 

Lothrop’s.” 

“’Deed, that ain’t the ticket, Miss Mary Jane,” I says, “by no manner of means; 

go before breakfast.” 

“Why?” 

“What did you reckon I wanted you to go at all for, Miss Mary?” 

“Well, I never thought—and come to think, I don’t know. What was it?” 

“Why, it’s because you ain’t one of these leather-face people. I don’t want no better book than 

what your face is. A body can set down and read it off like coarse print. Do you reckon you can 

go and face your uncles when they come to kiss you good-morning, and never—” 

“There, there, don’t! Yes, I’ll go before breakfast—I’ll be glad to. And leave my sisters with 

them?” 

“Yes; never mind about them. They’ve got to stand it yet a while. They might suspicion 

something if all of you was to go. I don’t want you to see them, nor your sisters, nor nobody in 

this town; if a neighbor was to ask how is your uncles this morning your face would tell 



something. No, you go right along, Miss Mary Jane, and I’ll fix it with all of them. I’ll tell Miss 

Susan to give your love to your uncles and say you’ve went away for a few hours for to get a 

little rest and change, or to see a friend, and you’ll be back to-night or early in the morning.” 

“Gone to see a friend is all right, but I won’t have my love given to them.” 

“Well, then, it sha’n’t be.” It was well enough to tell her so—no harm in it. It was only a little 

thing to do, and no trouble; and it’s the little things that smooths people’s roads the most, down 

here below; it would make Mary Jane comfortable, and it wouldn’t cost nothing. Then I says: 

“There’s one more thing—that bag of money.” 

“Well, they’ve got that; and it makes me feel pretty silly to think how they got it.” 

“No, you’re out, there. They hain’t got it.” 

“Why, who’s got it?” 

“I wish I knowed, but I don’t. I had it, because I stole it from them; and I stole it to give to 

you; and I know where I hid it, but I’m afraid it ain’t there no more. I’m awful sorry, Miss Mary 

Jane, I’m just as sorry as I can be; but I done the best I could; I did honest. I come nigh getting 

caught, and I had to shove it into the first place I come to, and run—and it warn’t a good place.” 

“Oh, stop blaming yourself—it’s too bad to do it, and I won’t allow it—you couldn’t help it; it 

wasn’t your fault. Where did you hide it?” 

I didn’t want to set her to thinking about her troubles again; and I couldn’t seem to get my 

mouth to tell her what would make her see that corpse laying in the coffin with that bag of 

money on his stomach. So for a minute I didn’t say nothing; then I says: 

“I’d ruther not tell you where I put it, Miss Mary Jane, if you don’t mind letting me off; but 

I’ll write it for you on a piece of paper, and you can read it along the road to Mr. Lothrop’s, if 

you want to. Do you reckon that ’ll do?” 

“Oh, yes.” 

So I wrote: “I put it in the coffin. It was in there when you was crying there, away in the night. 

I was behind the door, and I was mighty sorry for you, Miss Mary Jane.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

It made my eyes water a little to remember her crying there all by herself in the night, and 

them devils laying there right under her own roof, shaming her and robbing her; and when I 

folded it up and give it to her I see the water come into her eyes, too; and she shook me by the 

hand, hard, and says: 

“Good-bye. I’m going to do everything just as you’ve told me; and if I don’t ever see you 

again, I sha’n’t ever forget you and I’ll think of you a many and a many a time, and I’ll pray for 

you, too!”—and she was gone. 

Pray for me! I reckoned if she knowed me she’d take a job that was more nearer her size. But I 

bet she done it, just the same—she was just that kind. She had the grit to pray for Judus if she 

took the notion—there warn’t no back-down to her, I judge. You may say what you want to, but 

in my opinion she had more sand in her than any girl I ever see; in my opinion she was just full 

of sand. It sounds like flattery, but it ain’t no flattery. And when it comes to beauty—and 

goodness, too—she lays over them all. I hain’t ever seen her since that time that I see her go out 

of that door; no, I hain’t ever seen her since, but I reckon I’ve thought of her a many and a many 

a million times, and of her saying she would pray for me; and if ever I’d a thought it would do 

any good for me to pray for her, blamed if I wouldn’t a done it or bust. 

Well, Mary Jane she lit out the back way, I reckon; because nobody see her go. When I struck 

Susan and the hare-lip, I says: 

“What’s the name of them people over on t’other side of the river that you all goes to see 

sometimes?” 

They says: 

“There’s several; but it’s the Proctors, mainly.” 

“That’s the name,” I says; “I most forgot it. Well, Miss Mary Jane she told me to tell you she’s 

gone over there in a dreadful hurry—one of them’s sick.” 

“Which one?” 

“I don’t know; leastways, I kinder forget; but I thinks it’s—” 

“Sakes alive, I hope it ain’t Hanner?” 

“I’m sorry to say it,” I says, “but Hanner’s the very one.” 

“My goodness, and she so well only last week! Is she took bad?” 

“It ain’t no name for it. They set up with her all night, Miss Mary Jane said, and they don’t 

think she’ll last many hours.” 

“Only think of that, now! What’s the matter with her?” 

I couldn’t think of anything reasonable, right off that way, so I says: 

“Mumps.” 

“Mumps your granny! They don’t set up with people that’s got the mumps.” 

“They don’t, don’t they? You better bet they do with these mumps. These mumps is different. 

It’s a new kind, Miss Mary Jane said.” 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

“How’s it a new kind?” 

“Because it’s mixed up with other things.” 

“What other things?” 

“Well, measles, and whooping-cough, and erysiplas, and consumption, and yaller janders, and 

brain-fever, and I don’t know what all.” 

“My land! And they call it the mumps?” 

“That’s what Miss Mary Jane said.” 

“Well, what in the nation do they call it the mumps for?” 

“Why, because it is the mumps. That’s what it starts with.” 



“Well, ther’ ain’t no sense in it. A body might stump his toe, and take pison, and fall down the 

well, and break his neck, and bust his brains out, and somebody come along and ask what killed 

him, and some numskull up and say, ‘Why, he stumped his toe.’ Would ther’ be any sense in 

that? No. And ther’ ain’t no sense in this, nuther. Is it ketching?” 

“Is it ketching? Why, how you talk. Is a harrow catching—in the dark? If you don’t hitch on to 

one tooth, you’re bound to on another, ain’t you? And you can’t get away with that tooth without 

fetching the whole harrow along, can you? Well, these kind of mumps is a kind of a harrow, as 

you may say—and it ain’t no slouch of a harrow, nuther, you come to get it hitched on good.” 

“Well, it’s awful, I think,” says the hare-lip. “I’ll go to Uncle Harvey and—” 

“Oh, yes,” I says, “I would. Of course I would. I wouldn’t lose no time.” 

“Well, why wouldn’t you?” 

“Just look at it a minute, and maybe you can see. Hain’t your uncles obleegd to get along 

home to England as fast as they can? And do you reckon they’d be mean enough to go off and 

leave you to go all that journey by yourselves? you know they’ll wait for you. So fur, so good. 

Your uncle Harvey’s a preacher, ain’t he? Very well, then; is a preacher going to deceive a 

steamboat clerk? is he going to deceive a ship clerk?—so as to get them to let Miss Mary Jane go 

aboard? Now you know he ain’t. What will he do, then? Why, he’ll say, ‘It’s a great pity, but my 

church matters has got to get along the best way they can; for my niece has been exposed to the 

dreadful pluribus-unum mumps, and so it’s my bounden duty to set down here and wait the three 

months it takes to show on her if she’s got it.’ But never mind, if you think it’s best to tell your 

uncle Harvey—” 

“Shucks, and stay fooling around here when we could all be having good times in England 

whilst we was waiting to find out whether Mary Jane’s got it or not? Why, you talk like a 

muggins.” 

“Well, anyway, maybe you’d better tell some of the neighbors.” 

“Listen at that, now. You do beat all for natural stupidness. Can’t you see that they’d go and 

tell? Ther’ ain’t no way but just to not tell anybody at all.” 

“Well, maybe you’re right—yes, I judge you are right.” 

“But I reckon we ought to tell Uncle Harvey she’s gone out a while, anyway, so he won’t be 

uneasy about her?” 

“Yes, Miss Mary Jane she wanted you to do that. She says, ‘Tell them to give Uncle Harvey 

and William my love and a kiss, and say I’ve run over the river to see Mr.’—Mr.—what is the 

name of that rich family your uncle Peter used to think so much of?—I mean the one that—” 

“Why, you must mean the Apthorps, ain’t it?” 

“Of course; bother them kind of names, a body can’t ever seem to remember them, half the 

time, somehow. Yes, she said, say she has run over for to ask the Apthorps to be sure and come 

to the auction and buy this house, because she allowed her uncle Peter would ruther they had it 

than anybody else; and she’s going to stick to them till they say they’ll come, and then, if she 

ain’t too tired, she’s coming home; and if she is, she’ll be home in the morning anyway. She 

said, don’t say nothing about the Proctors, but only about the Apthorps—which ’ll be perfectly 

true, because she is going there to speak about their buying the house; I know it, because she told 

me so herself.” 



“All right,” they said, and cleared out to lay for their uncles, and give them the love and the 

kisses, and tell them the message. 

Everything was all right now. The girls wouldn’t say nothing because they wanted to go to 

England; and the king and the duke would ruther Mary Jane was off working for the auction than 

around in reach of Doctor Robinson. I felt very good; I judged I had done it pretty neat—I 

reckoned Tom Sawyer couldn’t a done it no neater himself. Of course he would a throwed more 

style into it, but I can’t do that very handy, not being brung up to it. 

Well, they held the auction in the public square, along towards the end of the afternoon, and it 

strung along, and strung along, and the old man he was on hand and looking his level pisonest, 

up there longside of the auctioneer, and chipping in a little Scripture now and then, or a little 

goody-goody saying of some kind, and the duke he was around goo-gooing for sympathy all he 

knowed how, and just spreading himself generly. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

But by and by the thing dragged through, and everything was sold—everything but a little old 

trifling lot in the graveyard. So they’d got to work that off—I never see such a girafft as the king 

was for wanting to swallow everything. Well, whilst they was at it a steamboat landed, and in 

about two minutes up comes a crowd a-whooping and yelling and laughing and carrying on, and 

singing out: 

“Here’s your opposition line! here’s your two sets o’ heirs to old Peter Wilks—and you pays 

your money and you takes your choice!” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXIX. 

They was fetching a very nice-looking old gentleman along, and a nice-looking younger one, 

with his right arm in a sling. And, my souls, how the people yelled and laughed, and kept it up. 

But I didn’t see no joke about it, and I judged it would strain the duke and the king some to see 

any. I reckoned they’d turn pale. But no, nary a pale did they turn. The duke he never let on he 

suspicioned what was up, but just went a goo-gooing around, happy and satisfied, like a jug 

that’s googling out buttermilk; and as for the king, he just gazed and gazed down sorrowful on 

them new-comers like it give him the stomach-ache in his very heart to think there could be such 

frauds and rascals in the world. Oh, he done it admirable. Lots of the principal people gethered 

around the king, to let him see they was on his side. That old gentleman that had just come 

looked all puzzled to death. Pretty soon he begun to speak, and I see straight off he 

pronounced like an Englishman—not the king’s way, though the king’s was pretty good for an 

imitation. I can’t give the old gent’s words, nor I can’t imitate him; but he turned around to the 

crowd, and says, about like this: 

“This is a surprise to me which I wasn’t looking for; and I’ll acknowledge, candid and frank, I 

ain’t very well fixed to meet it and answer it; for my brother and me has had misfortunes; he’s 

broke his arm, and our baggage got put off at a town above here last night in the night by a 

mistake. I am Peter Wilks’ brother Harvey, and this is his brother William, which can’t hear nor 

speak—and can’t even make signs to amount to much, now’t he’s only got one hand to work 

them with. We are who we say we are; and in a day or two, when I get the baggage, I can prove 

it. But up till then I won’t say nothing more, but go to the hotel and wait.” 

So him and the new dummy started off; and the king he laughs, and blethers out: 

“Broke his arm—very likely, ain’t it?—and very convenient, too, for a fraud that’s got to 

make signs, and ain’t learnt how. Lost their baggage! That’s mighty good!—and mighty 

ingenious—under the circumstances!” 

So he laughed again; and so did everybody else, except three or four, or maybe half a dozen. 

One of these was that doctor; another one was a sharp-looking gentleman, with a carpet-bag of 

the old-fashioned kind made out of carpet-stuff, that had just come off of the steamboat and was 

talking to him in a low voice, and glancing towards the king now and then and nodding their 

heads—it was Levi Bell, the lawyer that was gone up to Louisville; and another one was a big 

rough husky that come along and listened to all the old gentleman said, and was listening to the 

king now. And when the king got done this husky up and says: 

“Say, looky here; if you are Harvey Wilks, when’d you come to this town?” 

“The day before the funeral, friend,” says the king. 

“But what time o’ day?” 

“In the evenin’—’bout an hour er two before sundown.” 

“How’d you come?” 

“I come down on the Susan Powell from Cincinnati.” 

“Well, then, how’d you come to be up at the Pint in the mornin’—in a canoe?” 

“I warn’t up at the Pint in the mornin’.” 

“It’s a lie.” 



Several of them jumped for him and begged him not to talk that way to an old man and a 

preacher. 

“Preacher be hanged, he’s a fraud and a liar. He was up at the Pint that mornin’. I live up 

there, don’t I? Well, I was up there, and he was up there. I see him there. He come in a canoe, 

along with Tim Collins and a boy.” 

The doctor he up and says: 

“Would you know the boy again if you was to see him, Hines?” 

“I reckon I would, but I don’t know. Why, yonder he is, now. I know him perfectly easy.” 

It was me he pointed at. The doctor says: 

“Neighbors, I don’t know whether the new couple is frauds or not; but if these two ain’t 

frauds, I am an idiot, that’s all. I think it’s our duty to see that they don’t get away from here till 

we’ve looked into this thing. Come along, Hines; come along, the rest of you. We’ll take these 

fellows to the tavern and affront them with t’other couple, and I reckon we’ll find 

out something before we get through.” 

It was nuts for the crowd, though maybe not for the king’s friends; so we all started. It was 

about sundown. The doctor he led me along by the hand, and was plenty kind enough, but he 

never let go my hand. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

We all got in a big room in the hotel, and lit up some candles, and fetched in the new couple. 

First, the doctor says: 

“I don’t wish to be too hard on these two men, but I think they’re frauds, and they may have 

complices that we don’t know nothing about. If they have, won’t the complices get away with 

that bag of gold Peter Wilks left? It ain’t unlikely. If these men ain’t frauds, they won’t object to 

sending for that money and letting us keep it till they prove they’re all right—ain’t that so?” 

Everybody agreed to that. So I judged they had our gang in a pretty tight place right at the 

outstart. But the king he only looked sorrowful, and says: 

“Gentlemen, I wish the money was there, for I ain’t got no disposition to throw anything in the 

way of a fair, open, out-and-out investigation o’ this misable business; but, alas, the money ain’t 

there; you k’n send and see, if you want to.” 

“Where is it, then?” 



“Well, when my niece give it to me to keep for her I took and hid it inside o’ the straw tick o’ 

my bed, not wishin’ to bank it for the few days we’d be here, and considerin’ the bed a safe 

place, we not bein’ used to niggers, and suppos’n’ ’em honest, like servants in England. The 

niggers stole it the very next mornin’ after I had went down stairs; and when I sold ’em I hadn’t 

missed the money yit, so they got clean away with it. My servant here k’n tell you ’bout it, 

gentlemen.” 

The doctor and several said “Shucks!” and I see nobody didn’t altogether believe him. One 

man asked me if I see the niggers steal it. I said no, but I see them sneaking out of the room and 

hustling away, and I never thought nothing, only I reckoned they was afraid they had waked up 

my master and was trying to get away before he made trouble with them. That was all they asked 

me. Then the doctor whirls on me and says: 

“Are you English, too?” 

I says yes; and him and some others laughed, and said, “Stuff!” 

Well, then they sailed in on the general investigation, and there we had it, up and down, hour 

in, hour out, and nobody never said a word about supper, nor ever seemed to think about it—and 

so they kept it up, and kept it up; and it was the worst mixed-up thing you ever see. They made 

the king tell his yarn, and they made the old gentleman tell his’n; and anybody but a lot of 

prejudiced chuckleheads would a seen that the old gentleman was spinning truth and t’other one 

lies. And by and by they had me up to tell what I knowed. The king he give me a left-handed 

look out of the corner of his eye, and so I knowed enough to talk on the right side. I begun to tell 

about Sheffield, and how we lived there, and all about the English Wilkses, and so on; but I 

didn’t get pretty fur till the doctor begun to laugh; and Levi Bell, the lawyer, says: 

“Set down, my boy; I wouldn’t strain myself if I was you. I reckon you ain’t used to lying, it 

don’t seem to come handy; what you want is practice. You do it pretty awkward.” 

I didn’t care nothing for the compliment, but I was glad to be let off, anyway. 

The doctor he started to say something, and turns and says: 

“If you’d been in town at first, Levi Bell—” The king broke in and reached out his hand, and 

says: 

“Why, is this my poor dead brother’s old friend that he’s wrote so often about?” 

The lawyer and him shook hands, and the lawyer smiled and looked pleased, and they talked 

right along awhile, and then got to one side and talked low; and at last the lawyer speaks up and 

says: 

“That ’ll fix it. I’ll take the order and send it, along with your brother’s, and then they’ll know 

it’s all right.” 

So they got some paper and a pen, and the king he set down and twisted his head to one side, 

and chawed his tongue, and scrawled off something; and then they give the pen to the duke—and 

then for the first time the duke looked sick. But he took the pen and wrote. So then the lawyer 

turns to the new old gentleman and says: 

“You and your brother please write a line or two and sign your names.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

The old gentleman wrote, but nobody couldn’t read it. The lawyer looked powerful astonished, 

and says: 

“Well, it beats me”—and snaked a lot of old letters out of his pocket, and examined them, and 

then examined the old man’s writing, and then them again; and then says: “These old letters is 

from Harvey Wilks; and here’s these two handwritings, and anybody can see they didn’t write 

them” (the king and the duke looked sold and foolish, I tell you, to see how the lawyer had took 

them in), “and here’s this old gentleman’s hand writing, and anybody can tell, easy 

enough, he didn’t write them—fact is, the scratches he makes ain’t properly writing at all. Now, 

here’s some letters from—” 

The new old gentleman says: 

“If you please, let me explain. Nobody can read my hand but my brother there—so he copies 

for me. It’s his hand you’ve got there, not mine.” 

“Well!” says the lawyer, “this is a state of things. I’ve got some of William’s letters, too; so if 

you’ll get him to write a line or so we can com—” 

“He can’t write with his left hand,” says the old gentleman. “If he could use his right hand, 

you would see that he wrote his own letters and mine too. Look at both, please—they’re by the 

same hand.” 

The lawyer done it, and says: 



“I believe it’s so—and if it ain’t so, there’s a heap stronger resemblance than I’d noticed 

before, anyway. Well, well, well! I thought we was right on the track of a solution, but it’s gone 

to grass, partly. But anyway, one thing is proved—these two ain’t either of ’em Wilkses”—and 

he wagged his head towards the king and the duke. 

Well, what do you think? That muleheaded old fool wouldn’t give in then! Indeed he 

wouldn’t. Said it warn’t no fair test. Said his brother William was the cussedest joker in the 

world, and hadn’t tried to write—he see William was going to play one of his jokes the minute 

he put the pen to paper. And so he warmed up and went warbling and warbling right along till he 

was actuly beginning to believe what he was saying himself; but pretty soon the new gentleman 

broke in, and says: 

“I’ve thought of something. Is there anybody here that helped to lay out my br—helped to lay 

out the late Peter Wilks for burying?” 

“Yes,” says somebody, “me and Ab Turner done it. We’re both here.” 

Then the old man turns towards the king, and says: 

“Perhaps this gentleman can tell me what was tattooed on his breast?” 

Blamed if the king didn’t have to brace up mighty quick, or he’d a squshed down like a bluff 

bank that the river has cut under, it took him so sudden; and, mind you, it was a thing that was 

calculated to make most anybody sqush to get fetched such a solid one as that without any notice, 

because how was he going to know what was tattooed on the man? He whitened a little; he 

couldn’t help it; and it was mighty still in there, and everybody bending a little forwards and 

gazing at him. Says I to myself, now he’ll throw up the sponge—there ain’t no more use. Well, 

did he? A body can’t hardly believe it, but he didn’t. I reckon he thought he’d keep the thing up 

till he tired them people out, so they’d thin out, and him and the duke could break loose and get 

away. Anyway, he set there, and pretty soon he begun to smile, and says: 

“Mf! It’s a very tough question, ain’t it! yes, sir, I k’n tell you what’s tattooed on his breast. 

It’s jest a small, thin, blue arrow—that’s what it is; and if you don’t look clost, you can’t see 

it. now what do you say—hey?” 

Well, I never see anything like that old blister for clean out-and-out cheek. 

The new old gentleman turns brisk towards Ab Turner and his pard, and his eye lights up like 

he judged he’d got the king this time, and says: 

“There—you’ve heard what he said! Was there any such mark on Peter Wilks’ breast?” 

Both of them spoke up and says: 

“We didn’t see no such mark.” 

“Good!” says the old gentleman. “Now, what you did see on his breast was a small dim P, and 

a B (which is an initial he dropped when he was young), and a W, with dashes between them, so: 

P—B—W”—and he marked them that way on a piece of paper. “Come, ain’t that what you 

saw?” 

Both of them spoke up again, and says: 

“No, we didn’t. We never seen any marks at all.” 

Well, everybody was in a state of mind now, and they sings out: 

“The whole bilin’ of ’m ’s frauds! Le’s duck ’em! le’s drown ’em! le’s ride ’em on a rail!” and 

everybody was whooping at once, and there was a rattling powwow. But the lawyer he jumps on 

the table and yells, and says: 



“Gentlemen—gentlemen! Hear me just a word—just a single word—if you please! There’s 

one way yet—let’s go and dig up the corpse and look.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

That took them. 

“Hooray!” they all shouted, and was starting right off; but the lawyer and the doctor sung out: 

“Hold on, hold on! Collar all these four men and the boy, and fetch them along, too!” 

“We’ll do it!” they all shouted; “and if we don’t find them marks we’ll lynch the whole gang!” 



I was scared, now, I tell you. But there warn’t no getting away, you know. They gripped us all, 

and marched us right along, straight for the graveyard, which was a mile and a half down the 

river, and the whole town at our heels, for we made noise enough, and it was only nine in the 

evening. 

As we went by our house I wished I hadn’t sent Mary Jane out of town; because now if I could 

tip her the wink she’d light out and save me, and blow on our dead-beats. 

Well, we swarmed along down the river road, just carrying on like wildcats; and to make it 

more scary the sky was darking up, and the lightning beginning to wink and flitter, and the wind 

to shiver amongst the leaves. This was the most awful trouble and most dangersome I ever was 

in; and I was kinder stunned; everything was going so different from what I had allowed for; 

stead of being fixed so I could take my own time if I wanted to, and see all the fun, and have 

Mary Jane at my back to save me and set me free when the close-fit come, here was nothing in 

the world betwixt me and sudden death but just them tattoo-marks. If they didn’t find them— 

I couldn’t bear to think about it; and yet, somehow, I couldn’t think about nothing else. It got 

darker and darker, and it was a beautiful time to give the crowd the slip; but that big husky had 

me by the wrist—Hines—and a body might as well try to give Goliar the slip. He dragged me 

right along, he was so excited, and I had to run to keep up. 

When they got there they swarmed into the graveyard and washed over it like an overflow. 

And when they got to the grave they found they had about a hundred times as many shovels as 

they wanted, but nobody hadn’t thought to fetch a lantern. But they sailed into digging anyway 

by the flicker of the lightning, and sent a man to the nearest house, a half a mile off, to borrow 

one. 

So they dug and dug like everything; and it got awful dark, and the rain started, and the wind 

swished and swushed along, and the lightning come brisker and brisker, and the thunder boomed; 

but them people never took no notice of it, they was so full of this business; and one minute you 

could see everything and every face in that big crowd, and the shovelfuls of dirt sailing up out of 

the grave, and the next second the dark wiped it all out, and you couldn’t see nothing at all. 

At last they got out the coffin and begun to unscrew the lid, and then such another crowding 

and shouldering and shoving as there was, to scrouge in and get a sight, you never see; and in the 

dark, that way, it was awful. Hines he hurt my wrist dreadful pulling and tugging so, and I 

reckon he clean forgot I was in the world, he was so excited and panting. 

All of a sudden the lightning let go a perfect sluice of white glare, and somebody sings out: 

“By the living jingo, here’s the bag of gold on his breast!” 

Hines let out a whoop, like everybody else, and dropped my wrist and give a big surge to bust 

his way in and get a look, and the way I lit out and shinned for the road in the dark there ain’t 

nobody can tell. 

I had the road all to myself, and I fairly flew—leastways, I had it all to myself except the solid 

dark, and the now-and-then glares, and the buzzing of the rain, and the thrashing of the wind, and 

the splitting of the thunder; and sure as you are born I did clip it along! 

When I struck the town I see there warn’t nobody out in the storm, so I never hunted for no 

back streets, but humped it straight through the main one; and when I begun to get towards our 

house I aimed my eye and set it. No light there; the house all dark—which made me feel sorry 

and disappointed, I didn’t know why. But at last, just as I was sailing by, flash comes the light in 

Mary Jane’s window! and my heart swelled up sudden, like to bust; and the same second the 



house and all was behind me in the dark, and wasn’t ever going to be before me no more in this 

world. She was the best girl I ever see, and had the most sand. 

The minute I was far enough above the town to see I could make the towhead, I begun to look 

sharp for a boat to borrow, and the first time the lightning showed me one that wasn’t chained I 

snatched it and shoved. It was a canoe, and warn’t fastened with nothing but a rope. The towhead 

was a rattling big distance off, away out there in the middle of the river, but I didn’t lose no time; 

and when I struck the raft at last I was so fagged I would a just laid down to blow and gasp if I 

could afforded it. But I didn’t. As I sprung aboard I sung out: 

“Out with you, Jim, and set her loose! Glory be to goodness, we’re shut of them!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Jim lit out, and was a-coming for me with both arms spread, he was so full of joy; but when I 

glimpsed him in the lightning my heart shot up in my mouth and I went overboard backwards; 

for I forgot he was old King Lear and a drownded A-rab all in one, and it most scared the livers 

and lights out of me. But Jim fished me out, and was going to hug me and bless me, and so on, 

he was so glad I was back and we was shut of the king and the duke, but I says: 

“Not now; have it for breakfast, have it for breakfast! Cut loose and let her slide!” 

So in two seconds away we went a-sliding down the river, and it did seem so good to be free 

again and all by ourselves on the big river, and nobody to bother us. I had to skip around a bit, 

and jump up and crack my heels a few times—I couldn’t help it; but about the third crack I 

noticed a sound that I knowed mighty well, and held my breath and listened and waited; and sure 

enough, when the next flash busted out over the water, here they come!—and just a-laying to 

their oars and making their skiff hum! It was the king and the duke. 

So I wilted right down on to the planks then, and give up; and it was all I could do to keep 

from crying. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXX. 

When they got aboard the king went for me, and shook me by the collar, and says: 

“Tryin’ to give us the slip, was ye, you pup! Tired of our company, hey?” 

I says: 

“No, your majesty, we warn’t—please don’t, your majesty!” 

“Quick, then, and tell us what was your idea, or I’ll shake the insides out o’ you!” 

“Honest, I’ll tell you everything just as it happened, your majesty. The man that had a-holt of 

me was very good to me, and kept saying he had a boy about as big as me that died last year, and 

he was sorry to see a boy in such a dangerous fix; and when they was all took by surprise by 

finding the gold, and made a rush for the coffin, he lets go of me and whispers, ‘Heel it now, or 

they’ll hang ye, sure!’ and I lit out. It didn’t seem no good for me to stay—I couldn’t do nothing, 

and I didn’t want to be hung if I could get away. So I never stopped running till I found the 

canoe; and when I got here I told Jim to hurry, or they’d catch me and hang me yet, and said I 

was afeard you and the duke wasn’t alive now, and I was awful sorry, and so was Jim, and was 

awful glad when we see you coming; you may ask Jim if I didn’t.” 

Jim said it was so; and the king told him to shut up, and said, “Oh, yes, it’s mighty likely!” and 

shook me up again, and said he reckoned he’d drownd me. But the duke says: 

“Leggo the boy, you old idiot! Would you a done any different? Did you inquire around 

for him when you got loose? I don’t remember it.” 

So the king let go of me, and begun to cuss that town and everybody in it. But the duke says: 

“You better a blame’ sight give yourself a good cussing, for you’re the one that’s entitled to it 

most. You hain’t done a thing from the start that had any sense in it, except coming out so cool 

and cheeky with that imaginary blue-arrow mark. That was bright—it was right down bully; and 

it was the thing that saved us. For if it hadn’t been for that they’d a jailed us till them 

Englishmen’s baggage come—and then—the penitentiary, you bet! But that trick took ’em to the 

graveyard, and the gold done us a still bigger kindness; for if the excited fools hadn’t let go all 

holts and made that rush to get a look we’d a slept in our cravats to-night—cravats warranted 

to wear, too—longer than we’d need ’em.” 

They was still a minute—thinking; then the king says, kind of absent-minded like: 

“Mf! And we reckoned the niggers stole it!” 

That made me squirm! 

“Yes,” says the duke, kinder slow and deliberate and sarcastic, “we did.” 

After about a half a minute the king drawls out: 

“Leastways, I did.” 

The duke says, the same way: 

“On the contrary, I did.” 

The king kind of ruffles up, and says: 

“Looky here, Bilgewater, what’r you referrin’ to?” 

The duke says, pretty brisk: 

“When it comes to that, maybe you’ll let me ask, what was you referring to?” 



“Shucks!” says the king, very sarcastic; “but I don’t know—maybe you was asleep, and didn’t 

know what you was about.” 

The duke bristles up now, and says: 

“Oh, let up on this cussed nonsense; do you take me for a blame’ fool? Don’t you reckon I 

know who hid that money in that coffin?” 

“Yes, sir! I know you do know, because you done it yourself!” 

“It’s a lie!”—and the duke went for him. The king sings out: 

“Take y’r hands off!—leggo my throat!—I take it all back!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The duke says: 

“Well, you just own up, first, that you did hide that money there, intending to give me the slip 

one of these days, and come back and dig it up, and have it all to yourself.” 

“Wait jest a minute, duke—answer me this one question, honest and fair; if you didn’t put the 

money there, say it, and I’ll b’lieve you, and take back everything I said.” 

“You old scoundrel, I didn’t, and you know I didn’t. There, now!” 



“Well, then, I b’lieve you. But answer me only jest this one more—now don’t git mad; didn’t 

you have it in your mind to hook the money and hide it?” 

The duke never said nothing for a little bit; then he says: 

“Well, I don’t care if I did, I didn’t do it, anyway. But you not only had it in mind to do it, but 

you done it.” 

“I wisht I never die if I done it, duke, and that’s honest. I won’t say I warn’t goin’ to do it, 

because I was; but you—I mean somebody—got in ahead o’ me.” 

“It’s a lie! You done it, and you got to say you done it, or—” 

The king began to gurgle, and then he gasps out: 

“’Nough!—I own up!” 

I was very glad to hear him say that; it made me feel much more easier than what I was feeling 

before. So the duke took his hands off and says: 

“If you ever deny it again I’ll drown you. It’s well for you to set there and blubber like a 

baby—it’s fitten for you, after the way you’ve acted. I never see such an old ostrich for wanting 

to gobble everything—and I a-trusting you all the time, like you was my own father. You ought 

to been ashamed of yourself to stand by and hear it saddled on to a lot of poor niggers, and you 

never say a word for ’em. It makes me feel ridiculous to think I was soft enough to believe that 

rubbage. Cuss you, I can see now why you was so anxious to make up the deffisit—you wanted 

to get what money I’d got out of the Nonesuch and one thing or another, and scoop it all!” 

The king says, timid, and still a-snuffling: 

“Why, duke, it was you that said make up the deffisit; it warn’t me.” 

“Dry up! I don’t want to hear no more out of you!” says the duke. “And now you see what you 

GOT by it. They’ve got all their own money back, and all of ourn but a shekel or two besides. 

G’long to bed, and don’t you deffersit me no more deffersits, long ’s you live!” 

So the king sneaked into the wigwam and took to his bottle for comfort, and before long the 

duke tackled HIS bottle; and so in about a half an hour they was as thick as thieves again, and the 

tighter they got the lovinger they got, and went off a-snoring in each other’s arms. They both got 

powerful mellow, but I noticed the king didn’t get mellow enough to forget to remember to not 

deny about hiding the money-bag again. That made me feel easy and satisfied. Of course when 

they got to snoring we had a long gabble, and I told Jim everything. 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXXI. 

We dasn’t stop again at any town for days and days; kept right along down the river. We was 

down south in the warm weather now, and a mighty long ways from home. We begun to come to 

trees with Spanish moss on them, hanging down from the limbs like long, gray beards. It was the 

first I ever see it growing, and it made the woods look solemn and dismal. So now the frauds 

reckoned they was out of danger, and they begun to work the villages again. 

First they done a lecture on temperance; but they didn’t make enough for them both to get 

drunk on. Then in another village they started a dancing-school; but they didn’t know no more 

how to dance than a kangaroo does; so the first prance they made the general public jumped in 

and pranced them out of town. Another time they tried to go at yellocution; but they didn’t 

yellocute long till the audience got up and give them a solid good cussing, and made them skip 

out. They tackled missionarying, and mesmerizing, and doctoring, and telling fortunes, and a 

little of everything; but they couldn’t seem to have no luck. So at last they got just about dead 

broke, and laid around the raft as she floated along, thinking and thinking, and never saying 

nothing, by the half a day at a time, and dreadful blue and desperate. 

And at last they took a change and begun to lay their heads together in the wigwam and talk 

low and confidential two or three hours at a time. Jim and me got uneasy. We didn’t like the look 

of it. We judged they was studying up some kind of worse deviltry than ever. We turned it over 

and over, and at last we made up our minds they was going to break into somebody’s house or 

store, or was going into the counterfeit-money business, or something. So then we was pretty 

scared, and made up an agreement that we wouldn’t have nothing in the world to do with such 

actions, and if we ever got the least show we would give them the cold shake and clear out and 

leave them behind. Well, early one morning we hid the raft in a good, safe place about two mile 

below a little bit of a shabby village named Pikesville, and the king he went ashore and told us 

all to stay hid whilst he went up to town and smelt around to see if anybody had got any wind of 

the Royal Nonesuch there yet. (“House to rob, you mean,” says I to myself; “and when you get 

through robbing it you’ll come back here and wonder what has become of me and Jim and the 

raft—and you’ll have to take it out in wondering.”) And he said if he warn’t back by midday the 

duke and me would know it was all right, and we was to come along. 

So we stayed where we was. The duke he fretted and sweated around, and was in a mighty 

sour way. He scolded us for everything, and we couldn’t seem to do nothing right; he found fault 

with every little thing. Something was a-brewing, sure. I was good and glad when midday come 

and no king; we could have a change, anyway—and maybe a chance for the change on top of it. 

So me and the duke went up to the village, and hunted around there for the king, and by and by 

we found him in the back room of a little low doggery, very tight, and a lot of loafers 

bullyragging him for sport, and he a-cussing and a-threatening with all his might, and so tight he 

couldn’t walk, and couldn’t do nothing to them. The duke he begun to abuse him for an old fool, 

and the king begun to sass back, and the minute they was fairly at it I lit out and shook the reefs 

out of my hind legs, and spun down the river road like a deer, for I see our chance; and I made up 

my mind that it would be a long day before they ever see me and Jim again. I got down there all 

out of breath but loaded up with joy, and sung out: 

“Set her loose, Jim! we’re all right now!” 

But there warn’t no answer, and nobody come out of the wigwam. Jim was gone! I set up a 

shout—and then another—and then another one; and run this way and that in the woods, 



whooping and screeching; but it warn’t no use—old Jim was gone. Then I set down and cried; I 

couldn’t help it. But I couldn’t set still long. Pretty soon I went out on the road, trying to think 

what I better do, and I run across a boy walking, and asked him if he’d seen a strange nigger 

dressed so and so, and he says: 

“Yes.” 

“Whereabouts?” says I. 

“Down to Silas Phelps’ place, two mile below here. He’s a runaway nigger, and they’ve got 

him. Was you looking for him?” 

“You bet I ain’t! I run across him in the woods about an hour or two ago, and he said if I 

hollered he’d cut my livers out—and told me to lay down and stay where I was; and I done it. 

Been there ever since; afeard to come out.” 

“Well,” he says, “you needn’t be afeard no more, becuz they’ve got him. He run off f’m down 

South, som’ers.” 

“It’s a good job they got him.” 

“Well, I reckon! There’s two hunderd dollars reward on him. It’s like picking up money out’n 

the road.” 

“Yes, it is—and I could a had it if I’d been big enough; I see him first. Who nailed him?” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“It was an old fellow—a stranger—and he sold out his chance in him for forty dollars, becuz 

he’s got to go up the river and can’t wait. Think o’ that, now! You bet I’d wait, if it was seven 

year.” 

“That’s me, every time,” says I. “But maybe his chance ain’t worth no more than that, if he’ll 

sell it so cheap. Maybe there’s something ain’t straight about it.” 

“But it is, though—straight as a string. I see the handbill myself. It tells all about him, to a 

dot—paints him like a picture, and tells the plantation he’s frum, below Newrleans. No-sirree-

bob, they ain’t no trouble ’bout that speculation, you bet you. Say, gimme a chaw tobacker, 

won’t ye?” 



I didn’t have none, so he left. I went to the raft, and set down in the wigwam to think. But I 

couldn’t come to nothing. I thought till I wore my head sore, but I couldn’t see no way out of the 

trouble. After all this long journey, and after all we’d done for them scoundrels, here it was all 

come to nothing, everything all busted up and ruined, because they could have the heart to serve 

Jim such a trick as that, and make him a slave again all his life, and amongst strangers, too, for 

forty dirty dollars. 

Once I said to myself it would be a thousand times better for Jim to be a slave at home where 

his family was, as long as he’d got to be a slave, and so I’d better write a letter to Tom Sawyer 

and tell him to tell Miss Watson where he was. But I soon give up that notion for two things: 

she’d be mad and disgusted at his rascality and ungratefulness for leaving her, and so she’d sell 

him straight down the river again; and if she didn’t, everybody naturally despises an ungrateful 

nigger, and they’d make Jim feel it all the time, and so he’d feel ornery and disgraced. And then 

think of me! It would get all around that Huck Finn helped a nigger to get his freedom; and if I 

was ever to see anybody from that town again I’d be ready to get down and lick his boots for 

shame. That’s just the way: a person does a low-down thing, and then he don’t want to take no 

consequences of it. Thinks as long as he can hide it, it ain’t no disgrace. That was my fix exactly. 

The more I studied about this the more my conscience went to grinding me, and the more wicked 

and low-down and ornery I got to feeling. And at last, when it hit me all of a sudden that here 

was the plain hand of Providence slapping me in the face and letting me know my wickedness 

was being watched all the time from up there in heaven, whilst I was stealing a poor old 

woman’s nigger that hadn’t ever done me no harm, and now was showing me there’s One that’s 

always on the lookout, and ain’t a-going to allow no such miserable doings to go only just so fur 

and no further, I most dropped in my tracks I was so scared. Well, I tried the best I could to 

kinder soften it up somehow for myself by saying I was brung up wicked, and so I warn’t so 

much to blame; but something inside of me kept saying, “There was the Sunday-school, you 

could a gone to it; and if you’d a done it they’d a learnt you there that people that acts as I’d been 

acting about that nigger goes to everlasting fire.” 

It made me shiver. And I about made up my mind to pray, and see if I couldn’t try to quit 

being the kind of a boy I was and be better. So I kneeled down. But the words wouldn’t come. 

Why wouldn’t they? It warn’t no use to try and hide it from Him. Nor from me, neither. I 

knowed very well why they wouldn’t come. It was because my heart warn’t right; it was because 

I warn’t square; it was because I was playing double. I was letting on to give up sin, but away 

inside of me I was holding on to the biggest one of all. I was trying to make my mouth say I 

would do the right thing and the clean thing, and go and write to that nigger’s owner and tell 

where he was; but deep down in me I knowed it was a lie, and He knowed it. You can’t pray a 

lie—I found that out. 

So I was full of trouble, full as I could be; and didn’t know what to do. At last I had an idea; 

and I says, I’ll go and write the letter—and then see if I can pray. Why, it was astonishing, the 

way I felt as light as a feather right straight off, and my troubles all gone. So I got a piece of 

paper and a pencil, all glad and excited, and set down and wrote: 

Miss Watson, your runaway nigger Jim is down here two mile below Pikesville, and Mr. 

Phelps has got him and he will give him up for the reward if you send. 

Huck Finn. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

I felt good and all washed clean of sin for the first time I had ever felt so in my life, and I 

knowed I could pray now. But I didn’t do it straight off, but laid the paper down and set there 

thinking—thinking how good it was all this happened so, and how near I come to being lost and 

going to hell. And went on thinking. And got to thinking over our trip down the river; and I see 

Jim before me all the time: in the day and in the night-time, sometimes moonlight, sometimes 

storms, and we a-floating along, talking and singing and laughing. But somehow I couldn’t seem 

to strike no places to harden me against him, but only the other kind. I’d see him standing my 

watch on top of his’n, ’stead of calling me, so I could go on sleeping; and see him how glad he 

was when I come back out of the fog; and when I come to him again in the swamp, up there 

where the feud was; and such-like times; and would always call me honey, and pet me and do 



everything he could think of for me, and how good he always was; and at last I struck the time I 

saved him by telling the men we had small-pox aboard, and he was so grateful, and said I was 

the best friend old Jim ever had in the world, and the only one he’s got now; and then I happened 

to look around and see that paper. 

It was a close place. I took it up, and held it in my hand. I was a-trembling, because I’d got to 

decide, forever, betwixt two things, and I knowed it. I studied a minute, sort of holding my 

breath, and then says to myself: 

“All right, then, I’ll go to hell”—and tore it up. 

It was awful thoughts and awful words, but they was said. And I let them stay said; and never 

thought no more about reforming. I shoved the whole thing out of my head, and said I would 

take up wickedness again, which was in my line, being brung up to it, and the other warn’t. And 

for a starter I would go to work and steal Jim out of slavery again; and if I could think up 

anything worse, I would do that, too; because as long as I was in, and in for good, I might as well 

go the whole hog. 

Then I set to thinking over how to get at it, and turned over some considerable many ways in 

my mind; and at last fixed up a plan that suited me. So then I took the bearings of a woody island 

that was down the river a piece, and as soon as it was fairly dark I crept out with my raft and 

went for it, and hid it there, and then turned in. I slept the night through, and got up before it was 

light, and had my breakfast, and put on my store clothes, and tied up some others and one thing 

or another in a bundle, and took the canoe and cleared for shore. I landed below where I judged 

was Phelps’s place, and hid my bundle in the woods, and then filled up the canoe with water, and 

loaded rocks into her and sunk her where I could find her again when I wanted her, about a 

quarter of a mile below a little steam sawmill that was on the bank. 

Then I struck up the road, and when I passed the mill I see a sign on it, “Phelps’s Sawmill,” 

and when I come to the farm-houses, two or three hundred yards further along, I kept my eyes 

peeled, but didn’t see nobody around, though it was good daylight now. But I didn’t mind, 

because I didn’t want to see nobody just yet—I only wanted to get the lay of the land. According 

to my plan, I was going to turn up there from the village, not from below. So I just took a look, 

and shoved along, straight for town. Well, the very first man I see when I got there was the duke. 

He was sticking up a bill for the Royal Nonesuch—three-night performance—like that other 

time. They had the cheek, them frauds! I was right on him before I could shirk. He looked 

astonished, and says: 

“Hel-lo! Where’d you come from?” Then he says, kind of glad and eager, “Where’s the 

raft?—got her in a good place?” 

I says: 

“Why, that’s just what I was going to ask your grace.” 

Then he didn’t look so joyful, and says: 

“What was your idea for asking me?” he says. 

“Well,” I says, “when I see the king in that doggery yesterday I says to myself, we can’t get 

him home for hours, till he’s soberer; so I went a-loafing around town to put in the time and wait. 

A man up and offered me ten cents to help him pull a skiff over the river and back to fetch a 

sheep, and so I went along; but when we was dragging him to the boat, and the man left me a-

holt of the rope and went behind him to shove him along, he was too strong for me and jerked 

loose and run, and we after him. We didn’t have no dog, and so we had to chase him all over the 



country till we tired him out. We never got him till dark; then we fetched him over, and I started 

down for the raft. When I got there and see it was gone, I says to myself, ’They’ve got into 

trouble and had to leave; and they’ve took my nigger, which is the only nigger I’ve got in the 

world, and now I’m in a strange country, and ain’t got no property no more, nor nothing, and no 

way to make my living;’ so I set down and cried. I slept in the woods all night. But 

what did become of the raft, then?—and Jim—poor Jim!” 

“Blamed if I know—that is, what’s become of the raft. That old fool had made a trade and got 

forty dollars, and when we found him in the doggery the loafers had matched half-dollars with 

him and got every cent but what he’d spent for whisky; and when I got him home late last night 

and found the raft gone, we said, ‘That little rascal has stole our raft and shook us, and run off 

down the river.’” 

“I wouldn’t shake my nigger, would I?—the only nigger I had in the world, and the only 

property.” 

“We never thought of that. Fact is, I reckon we’d come to consider him our nigger; yes, we 

did consider him so—goodness knows we had trouble enough for him. So when we see the raft 

was gone and we flat broke, there warn’t anything for it but to try the Royal Nonesuch another 

shake. And I’ve pegged along ever since, dry as a powder-horn. Where’s that ten cents? Give it 

here.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

I had considerable money, so I give him ten cents, but begged him to spend it for something to 

eat, and give me some, because it was all the money I had, and I hadn’t had nothing to eat since 

yesterday. He never said nothing. The next minute he whirls on me and says: 

“Do you reckon that nigger would blow on us? We’d skin him if he done that!” 

“How can he blow? Hain’t he run off?” 

“No! That old fool sold him, and never divided with me, and the money’s gone.” 

“Sold him?” I says, and begun to cry; “why, he was my nigger, and that was my money. Where 

is he?—I want my nigger.” 



“Well, you can’t get your nigger, that’s all—so dry up your blubbering. Looky here—do you 

think you’d venture to blow on us? Blamed if I think I’d trust you. Why, if you was to blow on 

us—” 

He stopped, but I never see the duke look so ugly out of his eyes before. I went on a-

whimpering, and says: 

“I don’t want to blow on nobody; and I ain’t got no time to blow, nohow. I got to turn out and 

find my nigger.” 

He looked kinder bothered, and stood there with his bills fluttering on his arm, thinking, and 

wrinkling up his forehead. At last he says: 

“I’ll tell you something. We got to be here three days. If you’ll promise you won’t blow, and 

won’t let the nigger blow, I’ll tell you where to find him.” 

So I promised, and he says: 

“A farmer by the name of Silas Ph—” and then he stopped. You see, he started to tell me the 

truth; but when he stopped that way, and begun to study and think again, I reckoned he was 

changing his mind. And so he was. He wouldn’t trust me; he wanted to make sure of having me 

out of the way the whole three days. So pretty soon he says: 

“The man that bought him is named Abram Foster—Abram G. Foster—and he lives forty mile 

back here in the country, on the road to Lafayette.” 

“All right,” I says, “I can walk it in three days. And I’ll start this very afternoon.” 

“No you wont, you’ll start now; and don’t you lose any time about it, neither, nor do any 

gabbling by the way. Just keep a tight tongue in your head and move right along, and then you 

won’t get into trouble with us, d’ye hear?” 

That was the order I wanted, and that was the one I played for. I wanted to be left free to work 

my plans. 

“So clear out,” he says; “and you can tell Mr. Foster whatever you want to. Maybe you can get 

him to believe that Jim is your nigger—some idiots don’t require documents—leastways I’ve 

heard there’s such down South here. And when you tell him the handbill and the reward’s bogus, 

maybe he’ll believe you when you explain to him what the idea was for getting ’em out. Go 

’long now, and tell him anything you want to; but mind you don’t work your jaw 

any between here and there.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

So I left, and struck for the back country. I didn’t look around, but I kinder felt like he was 

watching me. But I knowed I could tire him out at that. I went straight out in the country as much 

as a mile before I stopped; then I doubled back through the woods towards Phelps’. I reckoned I 

better start in on my plan straight off without fooling around, because I wanted to stop Jim’s 

mouth till these fellows could get away. I didn’t want no trouble with their kind. I’d seen all I 

wanted to of them, and wanted to get entirely shut of them. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXXII. 

When I got there it was all still and Sunday-like, and hot and sunshiny; the hands was gone to 

the fields; and there was them kind of faint dronings of bugs and flies in the air that makes it 

seem so lonesome and like everybody’s dead and gone; and if a breeze fans along and quivers 

the leaves it makes you feel mournful, because you feel like it’s spirits whispering—spirits that’s 

been dead ever so many years—and you always think they’re talking about you. As a general 

thing it makes a body wish he was dead, too, and done with it all. 

Phelps’ was one of these little one-horse cotton plantations, and they all look alike. A rail 

fence round a two-acre yard; a stile made out of logs sawed off and up-ended in steps, like 

barrels of a different length, to climb over the fence with, and for the women to stand on when 

they are going to jump on to a horse; some sickly grass-patches in the big yard, but mostly it was 

bare and smooth, like an old hat with the nap rubbed off; big double log-house for the white 

folks—hewed logs, with the chinks stopped up with mud or mortar, and these mud-stripes been 

whitewashed some time or another; round-log kitchen, with a big broad, open but roofed passage 

joining it to the house; log smoke-house back of the kitchen; three little log nigger-cabins in a 

row t’other side the smoke-house; one little hut all by itself away down against the back fence, 

and some outbuildings down a piece the other side; ash-hopper and big kettle to bile soap in by 

the little hut; bench by the kitchen door, with bucket of water and a gourd; hound asleep there in 

the sun; more hounds asleep round about; about three shade trees away off in a corner; some 

currant bushes and gooseberry bushes in one place by the fence; outside of the fence a garden 

and a watermelon patch; then the cotton fields begins, and after the fields the woods. 

I went around and clumb over the back stile by the ash-hopper, and started for the kitchen. 

When I got a little ways I heard the dim hum of a spinning-wheel wailing along up and sinking 

along down again; and then I knowed for certain I wished I was dead—for that is the lonesomest 

sound in the whole world. 

I went right along, not fixing up any particular plan, but just trusting to Providence to put the 

right words in my mouth when the time come; for I’d noticed that Providence always did put the 

right words in my mouth if I left it alone. 

When I got half-way, first one hound and then another got up and went for me, and of course I 

stopped and faced them, and kept still. And such another powwow as they made! In a quarter of 

a minute I was a kind of a hub of a wheel, as you may say—spokes made out of dogs—circle of 

fifteen of them packed together around me, with their necks and noses stretched up towards me, 

a-barking and howling; and more a-coming; you could see them sailing over fences and around 

corners from everywheres. 

A nigger woman come tearing out of the kitchen with a rolling-pin in her hand, singing out, 

“Begone you Tige! you Spot! begone sah!” and she fetched first one and then another of them a 

clip and sent them howling, and then the rest followed; and the next second half of them come 

back, wagging their tails around me, and making friends with me. There ain’t no harm in a 

hound, nohow. 

And behind the woman comes a little nigger girl and two little nigger boys without anything 

on but tow-linen shirts, and they hung on to their mother’s gown, and peeped out from behind 

her at me, bashful, the way they always do. And here comes the white woman running from the 

house, about forty-five or fifty year old, bareheaded, and her spinning-stick in her hand; and 



behind her comes her little white children, acting the same way the little niggers was doing. She 

was smiling all over so she could hardly stand—and says: 

“It’s you, at last!—ain’t it?” 

I out with a “Yes’m” before I thought. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

She grabbed me and hugged me tight; and then gripped me by both hands and shook and 

shook; and the tears come in her eyes, and run down over; and she couldn’t seem to hug and 



shake enough, and kept saying, “You don’t look as much like your mother as I reckoned you 

would; but law sakes, I don’t care for that, I’m so glad to see you! Dear, dear, it does seem like I 

could eat you up! Children, it’s your cousin Tom!—tell him howdy.” 

But they ducked their heads, and put their fingers in their mouths, and hid behind her. So she 

run on: 

“Lize, hurry up and get him a hot breakfast right away—or did you get your breakfast on the 

boat?” 

I said I had got it on the boat. So then she started for the house, leading me by the hand, and 

the children tagging after. When we got there she set me down in a split-bottomed chair, and set 

herself down on a little low stool in front of me, holding both of my hands, and says: 

“Now I can have a good look at you; and, laws-a-me, I’ve been hungry for it a many and a 

many a time, all these long years, and it’s come at last! We been expecting you a couple of days 

and more. What kep’ you?—boat get aground?” 

“Yes’m—she—” 

“Don’t say yes’m—say Aunt Sally. Where’d she get aground?” 

I didn’t rightly know what to say, because I didn’t know whether the boat would be coming up 

the river or down. But I go a good deal on instinct; and my instinct said she would be coming 

up—from down towards Orleans. That didn’t help me much, though; for I didn’t know the 

names of bars down that way. I see I’d got to invent a bar, or forget the name of the one we got 

aground on—or—Now I struck an idea, and fetched it out: 

“It warn’t the grounding—that didn’t keep us back but a little. We blowed out a cylinder-

head.” 

“Good gracious! anybody hurt?” 

“No’m. Killed a nigger.” 

“Well, it’s lucky; because sometimes people do get hurt. Two years ago last Christmas your 

uncle Silas was coming up from Newrleans on the old Lally Rook, and she blowed out a 

cylinder-head and crippled a man. And I think he died afterwards. He was a Baptist. Your uncle 

Silas knowed a family in Baton Rouge that knowed his people very well. Yes, I remember now, 

he did die. Mortification set in, and they had to amputate him. But it didn’t save him. Yes, it was 

mortification—that was it. He turned blue all over, and died in the hope of a glorious 

resurrection. They say he was a sight to look at. Your uncle’s been up to the town every day to 

fetch you. And he’s gone again, not more’n an hour ago; he’ll be back any minute now. You 

must a met him on the road, didn’t you?—oldish man, with a—” 

“No, I didn’t see nobody, Aunt Sally. The boat landed just at daylight, and I left my baggage 

on the wharf-boat and went looking around the town and out a piece in the country, to put in the 

time and not get here too soon; and so I come down the back way.” 

“Who’d you give the baggage to?” 

“Nobody.” 

“Why, child, it ’ll be stole!” 

“Not where I hid it I reckon it won’t,” I says. 

“How’d you get your breakfast so early on the boat?” 

It was kinder thin ice, but I says: 



“The captain see me standing around, and told me I better have something to eat before I went 

ashore; so he took me in the texas to the officers’ lunch, and give me all I wanted.” 

I was getting so uneasy I couldn’t listen good. I had my mind on the children all the time; I 

wanted to get them out to one side and pump them a little, and find out who I was. But I couldn’t 

get no show, Mrs. Phelps kept it up and run on so. Pretty soon she made the cold chills streak all 

down my back, because she says: 

“But here we’re a-running on this way, and you hain’t told me a word about Sis, nor any of 

them. Now I’ll rest my works a little, and you start up yourn; just tell me everything—tell me all 

about ’m all every one of ’m; and how they are, and what they’re doing, and what they told you 

to tell me; and every last thing you can think of.” 

Well, I see I was up a stump—and up it good. Providence had stood by me this fur all right, 

but I was hard and tight aground now. I see it warn’t a bit of use to try to go ahead—I’d got to 

throw up my hand. So I says to myself, here’s another place where I got to resk the truth. I 

opened my mouth to begin; but she grabbed me and hustled me in behind the bed, and says: 

“Here he comes! Stick your head down lower—there, that’ll do; you can’t be seen now. Don’t 

you let on you’re here. I’ll play a joke on him. Children, don’t you say a word.” 

I see I was in a fix now. But it warn’t no use to worry; there warn’t nothing to do but just hold 

still, and try and be ready to stand from under when the lightning struck. 

I had just one little glimpse of the old gentleman when he come in; then the bed hid him. Mrs. 

Phelps she jumps for him, and says: 

“Has he come?” 

“No,” says her husband. 

“Good-ness gracious!” she says, “what in the warld can have become of him?” 

“I can’t imagine,” says the old gentleman; “and I must say it makes me dreadful uneasy.” 

“Uneasy!” she says; “I’m ready to go distracted! He must a come; and you’ve missed him 

along the road. I know it’s so—something tells me so.” 

“Why, Sally, I couldn’t miss him along the road—you know that.” 

“But oh, dear, dear, what will Sis say! He must a come! You must a missed him. He—” 

“Oh, don’t distress me any more’n I’m already distressed. I don’t know what in the world to 

make of it. I’m at my wit’s end, and I don’t mind acknowledging ’t I’m right down scared. But 

there’s no hope that he’s come; for he couldn’t come and me miss him. Sally, it’s terrible—just 

terrible—something’s happened to the boat, sure!” 

“Why, Silas! Look yonder!—up the road!—ain’t that somebody coming?” 

He sprung to the window at the head of the bed, and that give Mrs. Phelps the chance she 

wanted. She stooped down quick at the foot of the bed and give me a pull, and out I come; and 

when he turned back from the window there she stood, a-beaming and a-smiling like a house 

afire, and I standing pretty meek and sweaty alongside. The old gentleman stared, and says: 

“Why, who’s that?” 

“Who do you reckon ’t is?” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

“I hain’t no idea. Who is it?” 

“It’s Tom Sawyer!” 

By jings, I most slumped through the floor! But there warn’t no time to swap knives; the old 

man grabbed me by the hand and shook, and kept on shaking; and all the time how the woman 

did dance around and laugh and cry; and then how they both did fire off questions about Sid, and 

Mary, and the rest of the tribe. 

But if they was joyful, it warn’t nothing to what I was; for it was like being born again, I was 

so glad to find out who I was. Well, they froze to me for two hours; and at last, when my chin 

was so tired it couldn’t hardly go any more, I had told them more about my family—I mean the 

Sawyer family—than ever happened to any six Sawyer families. And I explained all about how 



we blowed out a cylinder-head at the mouth of White River, and it took us three days to fix it. 

Which was all right, and worked first-rate; because they didn’t know but what it would take three 

days to fix it. If I’d a called it a bolthead it would a done just as well. 

Now I was feeling pretty comfortable all down one side, and pretty uncomfortable all up the 

other. Being Tom Sawyer was easy and comfortable, and it stayed easy and comfortable till by 

and by I hear a steamboat coughing along down the river. Then I says to myself, s’pose Tom 

Sawyer comes down on that boat? And s’pose he steps in here any minute, and sings out my 

name before I can throw him a wink to keep quiet? 

Well, I couldn’t have it that way; it wouldn’t do at all. I must go up the road and waylay him. 

So I told the folks I reckoned I would go up to the town and fetch down my baggage. The old 

gentleman was for going along with me, but I said no, I could drive the horse myself, and I 

druther he wouldn’t take no trouble about me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

So I started for town in the wagon, and when I was half-way I see a wagon coming, and sure 

enough it was Tom Sawyer, and I stopped and waited till he come along. I says “Hold on!” and it 

stopped alongside, and his mouth opened up like a trunk, and stayed so; and he swallowed two or 

three times like a person that’s got a dry throat, and then says: 

“I hain’t ever done you no harm. You know that. So, then, what you want to come back and 

ha’nt me for?” 

I says: 

“I hain’t come back—I hain’t been gone.” 

When he heard my voice it righted him up some, but he warn’t quite satisfied yet. He says: 

“Don’t you play nothing on me, because I wouldn’t on you. Honest injun now, you ain’t a 

ghost?” 

“Honest injun, I ain’t,” I says. 

“Well—I—I—well, that ought to settle it, of course; but I can’t somehow seem to understand 

it no way. Looky here, warn’t you ever murdered at all?” 

“No. I warn’t ever murdered at all—I played it on them. You come in here and feel of me if 

you don’t believe me.” 

So he done it; and it satisfied him; and he was that glad to see me again he didn’t know what 

to do. And he wanted to know all about it right off, because it was a grand adventure, and 

mysterious, and so it hit him where he lived. But I said, leave it alone till by and by; and told his 

driver to wait, and we drove off a little piece, and I told him the kind of a fix I was in, and what 

did he reckon we better do? He said, let him alone a minute, and don’t disturb him. So he thought 

and thought, and pretty soon he says: 

“It’s all right; I’ve got it. Take my trunk in your wagon, and let on it’s your’n; and you turn 

back and fool along slow, so as to get to the house about the time you ought to; and I’ll go 

towards town a piece, and take a fresh start, and get there a quarter or a half an hour after you; 

and you needn’t let on to know me at first.” 

I says: 

“All right; but wait a minute. There’s one more thing—a thing that nobody don’t know but me. 

And that is, there’s a nigger here that I’m a-trying to steal out of slavery, and his name is Jim—

old Miss Watson’s Jim.” 

He says: 

“What! Why, Jim is—” 

He stopped and went to studying. I says: 

“I know what you’ll say. You’ll say it’s dirty, low-down business; but what if it is? I’m low 

down; and I’m a-going to steal him, and I want you keep mum and not let on. Will you?” 

His eye lit up, and he says: 

“I’ll help you steal him!” 

Well, I let go all holts then, like I was shot. It was the most astonishing speech I ever heard—

and I’m bound to say Tom Sawyer fell considerable in my estimation. Only I couldn’t believe it. 

Tom Sawyer a nigger-stealer! 



“Oh, shucks!” I says; “you’re joking.” 

“I ain’t joking, either.” 

“Well, then,” I says, “joking or no joking, if you hear anything said about a runaway nigger, 

don’t forget to remember that you don’t know nothing about him, and I don’t know nothing 

about him.” 

Then we took the trunk and put it in my wagon, and he drove off his way and I drove mine. 

But of course I forgot all about driving slow on accounts of being glad and full of thinking; so I 

got home a heap too quick for that length of a trip. The old gentleman was at the door, and he 

says: 

“Why, this is wonderful! Whoever would a thought it was in that mare to do it? I wish we’d a 

timed her. And she hain’t sweated a hair—not a hair. It’s wonderful. Why, I wouldn’t take a 

hundred dollars for that horse now—I wouldn’t, honest; and yet I’d a sold her for fifteen before, 

and thought ’twas all she was worth.” 

That’s all he said. He was the innocentest, best old soul I ever see. But it warn’t surprising; 

because he warn’t only just a farmer, he was a preacher, too, and had a little one-horse log 

church down back of the plantation, which he built it himself at his own expense, for a church 

and schoolhouse, and never charged nothing for his preaching, and it was worth it, too. There 

was plenty other farmer-preachers like that, and done the same way, down South. 

In about half an hour Tom’s wagon drove up to the front stile, and Aunt Sally she see it 

through the window, because it was only about fifty yards, and says: 

“Why, there’s somebody come! I wonder who ’tis? Why, I do believe it’s a stranger. Jimmy” 

(that’s one of the children) “run and tell Lize to put on another plate for dinner.” 

Everybody made a rush for the front door, because, of course, a stranger don’t 

come every year, and so he lays over the yaller-fever, for interest, when he does come. Tom was 

over the stile and starting for the house; the wagon was spinning up the road for the village, and 

we was all bunched in the front door. Tom had his store clothes on, and an audience—and that 

was always nuts for Tom Sawyer. In them circumstances it warn’t no trouble to him to throw in 

an amount of style that was suitable. He warn’t a boy to meeky along up that yard like a sheep; 

no, he come ca’m and important, like the ram. When he got a-front of us he lifts his hat ever so 

gracious and dainty, like it was the lid of a box that had butterflies asleep in it and he didn’t want 

to disturb them, and says: 

“Mr. Archibald Nichols, I presume?” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“No, my boy,” says the old gentleman, “I’m sorry to say ’t your driver has deceived you; 

Nichols’s place is down a matter of three mile more. Come in, come in.” 

Tom he took a look back over his shoulder, and says, “Too late—he’s out of sight.” 

“Yes, he’s gone, my son, and you must come in and eat your dinner with us; and then we’ll 

hitch up and take you down to Nichols’s.” 

“Oh, I can’t make you so much trouble; I couldn’t think of it. I’ll walk—I don’t mind the 

distance.” 

“But we won’t let you walk—it wouldn’t be Southern hospitality to do it. Come right in.” 

“Oh, do,” says Aunt Sally; “it ain’t a bit of trouble to us, not a bit in the world. You must stay. 

It’s a long, dusty three mile, and we can’t let you walk. And, besides, I’ve already told ’em to put 

on another plate when I see you coming; so you mustn’t disappoint us. Come right in and make 

yourself at home.” 

So Tom he thanked them very hearty and handsome, and let himself be persuaded, and come 

in; and when he was in he said he was a stranger from Hicksville, Ohio, and his name was 

William Thompson—and he made another bow. 



Well, he run on, and on, and on, making up stuff about Hicksville and everybody in it he could 

invent, and I getting a little nervious, and wondering how this was going to help me out of my 

scrape; and at last, still talking along, he reached over and kissed Aunt Sally right on the mouth, 

and then settled back again in his chair comfortable, and was going on talking; but she jumped 

up and wiped it off with the back of her hand, and says: 

“You owdacious puppy!” 

He looked kind of hurt, and says: 

“I’m surprised at you, m’am.” 

“You’re s’rp—Why, what do you reckon I am? I’ve a good notion to take and—Say, what do 

you mean by kissing me?” 

He looked kind of humble, and says: 

“I didn’t mean nothing, m’am. I didn’t mean no harm. I—I—thought you’d like it.” 

“Why, you born fool!” She took up the spinning stick, and it looked like it was all she could 

do to keep from giving him a crack with it. “What made you think I’d like it?” 

“Well, I don’t know. Only, they—they—told me you would.” 

“They told you I would. Whoever told you’s another lunatic. I never heard the beat of it. 

Who’s they?” 

“Why, everybody. They all said so, m’am.” 

It was all she could do to hold in; and her eyes snapped, and her fingers worked like she 

wanted to scratch him; and she says: 

“Who’s ‘everybody’? Out with their names, or ther’ll be an idiot short.” 

He got up and looked distressed, and fumbled his hat, and says: 

“I’m sorry, and I warn’t expecting it. They told me to. They all told me to. They all said, kiss 

her; and said she’d like it. They all said it—every one of them. But I’m sorry, m’am, and I won’t 

do it no more—I won’t, honest.” 

“You won’t, won’t you? Well, I sh’d reckon you won’t!” 

“No’m, I’m honest about it; I won’t ever do it again—till you ask me.” 

“Till I ask you! Well, I never see the beat of it in my born days! I lay you’ll be the 

Methusalem-numskull of creation before ever I ask you—or the likes of you.” 

“Well,” he says, “it does surprise me so. I can’t make it out, somehow. They said you would, 

and I thought you would. But—” He stopped and looked around slow, like he wished he could 

run across a friendly eye somewheres, and fetched up on the old gentleman’s, and says, 

“Didn’t you think she’d like me to kiss her, sir?” 

“Why, no; I—I—well, no, I b’lieve I didn’t.” 

Then he looks on around the same way to me, and says: 

“Tom, didn’t you think Aunt Sally ’d open out her arms and say, ‘Sid Sawyer—‘” 

“My land!” she says, breaking in and jumping for him, “you impudent young rascal, to fool a 

body so—” and was going to hug him, but he fended her off, and says: 

“No, not till you’ve asked me first.” 



So she didn’t lose no time, but asked him; and hugged him and kissed him over and over 

again, and then turned him over to the old man, and he took what was left. And after they got a 

little quiet again she says: 

“Why, dear me, I never see such a surprise. We warn’t looking for you at all, but only Tom. 

Sis never wrote to me about anybody coming but him.” 

“It’s because it warn’t intended for any of us to come but Tom,” he says; “but I begged and 

begged, and at the last minute she let me come, too; so, coming down the river, me and Tom 

thought it would be a first-rate surprise for him to come here to the house first, and for me to by 

and by tag along and drop in, and let on to be a stranger. But it was a mistake, Aunt Sally. This 

ain’t no healthy place for a stranger to come.” 

“No—not impudent whelps, Sid. You ought to had your jaws boxed; I hain’t been so put out 

since I don’t know when. But I don’t care, I don’t mind the terms—I’d be willing to stand a 

thousand such jokes to have you here. Well, to think of that performance! I don’t deny it, I was 

most putrified with astonishment when you give me that smack.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



We had dinner out in that broad open passage betwixt the house and the kitchen; and there was 

things enough on that table for seven families—and all hot, too; none of your flabby, tough meat 

that’s laid in a cupboard in a damp cellar all night and tastes like a hunk of old cold cannibal in 

the morning. Uncle Silas he asked a pretty long blessing over it, but it was worth it; and it didn’t 

cool it a bit, neither, the way I’ve seen them kind of interruptions do lots of times. There was a 

considerable good deal of talk all the afternoon, and me and Tom was on the lookout all the time; 

but it warn’t no use, they didn’t happen to say nothing about any runaway nigger, and we was 

afraid to try to work up to it. But at supper, at night, one of the little boys says: 

“Pa, mayn’t Tom and Sid and me go to the show?” 

“No,” says the old man, “I reckon there ain’t going to be any; and you couldn’t go if there 

was; because the runaway nigger told Burton and me all about that scandalous show, and Burton 

said he would tell the people; so I reckon they’ve drove the owdacious loafers out of town before 

this time.” 

So there it was!—but I couldn’t help it. Tom and me was to sleep in the same room and bed; 

so, being tired, we bid good-night and went up to bed right after supper, and clumb out of the 

window and down the lightning-rod, and shoved for the town; for I didn’t believe anybody was 

going to give the king and the duke a hint, and so if I didn’t hurry up and give them one they’d 

get into trouble sure. 

On the road Tom he told me all about how it was reckoned I was murdered, and how pap 

disappeared pretty soon, and didn’t come back no more, and what a stir there was when Jim run 

away; and I told Tom all about our Royal Nonesuch rapscallions, and as much of the raft voyage 

as I had time to; and as we struck into the town and up through the the middle of it--it was as 

much as half-after eight, then—here comes a raging rush of people with torches, and an awful 

whooping and yelling, and banging tin pans and blowing horns; and we jumped to one side to let 

them go by; and as they went by I see they had the king and the duke astraddle of a rail—that is, 

I knowed it was the king and the duke, though they was all over tar and feathers, and didn’t look 

like nothing in the world that was human—just looked like a couple of monstrous big soldier-

plumes. Well, it made me sick to see it; and I was sorry for them poor pitiful rascals, it seemed 

like I couldn’t ever feel any hardness against them any more in the world. It was a dreadful thing 

to see. Human beings can be awful cruel to one another. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

We see we was too late—couldn’t do no good. We asked some stragglers about it, and they 

said everybody went to the show looking very innocent; and laid low and kept dark till the poor 

old king was in the middle of his cavortings on the stage; then somebody give a signal, and the 

house rose up and went for them. 

So we poked along back home, and I warn’t feeling so brash as I was before, but kind of 

ornery, and humble, and to blame, somehow—though I hadn’t done nothing. But that’s always 

the way; it don’t make no difference whether you do right or wrong, a person’s conscience ain’t 

got no sense, and just goes for him anyway. If I had a yaller dog that didn’t know no more than a 

person’s conscience does I would pison him. It takes up more room than all the rest of a person’s 

insides, and yet ain’t no good, nohow. Tom Sawyer he says the same. 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

We stopped talking, and got to thinking. By and by Tom says: 

“Looky here, Huck, what fools we are to not think of it before! I bet I know where Jim is.” 

“No! Where?” 

“In that hut down by the ash-hopper. Why, looky here. When we was at dinner, didn’t you see 

a nigger man go in there with some vittles?” 

“Yes.” 

“What did you think the vittles was for?” 

“For a dog.” 

“So ’d I. Well, it wasn’t for a dog.” 

“Why?” 

“Because part of it was watermelon.” 

“So it was—I noticed it. Well, it does beat all that I never thought about a dog not eating 

watermelon. It shows how a body can see and don’t see at the same time.” 

“Well, the nigger unlocked the padlock when he went in, and he locked it again when he came 

out. He fetched uncle a key about the time we got up from table—same key, I bet. Watermelon 

shows man, lock shows prisoner; and it ain’t likely there’s two prisoners on such a little 

plantation, and where the people’s all so kind and good. Jim’s the prisoner. All right—I’m glad 

we found it out detective fashion; I wouldn’t give shucks for any other way. Now you work your 

mind, and study out a plan to steal Jim, and I will study out one, too; and we’ll take the one we 

like the best.” 

What a head for just a boy to have! If I had Tom Sawyer’s head I wouldn’t trade it off to be a 

duke, nor mate of a steamboat, nor clown in a circus, nor nothing I can think of. I went to 

thinking out a plan, but only just to be doing something; I knowed very well where the right plan 

was going to come from. Pretty soon Tom says: 

“Ready?” 

“Yes,” I says. 

“All right—bring it out.” 

“My plan is this,” I says. “We can easy find out if it’s Jim in there. Then get up my canoe to-

morrow night, and fetch my raft over from the island. Then the first dark night that comes steal 

the key out of the old man’s britches after he goes to bed, and shove off down the river on the 

raft with Jim, hiding daytimes and running nights, the way me and Jim used to do before. 

Wouldn’t that plan work?” 

“Work? Why, cert’nly it would work, like rats a-fighting. But it’s too blame’ simple; there 

ain’t nothing to it. What’s the good of a plan that ain’t no more trouble than that? It’s as mild as 

goose-milk. Why, Huck, it wouldn’t make no more talk than breaking into a soap factory.” 

I never said nothing, because I warn’t expecting nothing different; but I knowed mighty well 

that whenever he got his plan ready it wouldn’t have none of them objections to it. 

And it didn’t. He told me what it was, and I see in a minute it was worth fifteen of mine for 

style, and would make Jim just as free a man as mine would, and maybe get us all killed besides. 

So I was satisfied, and said we would waltz in on it. I needn’t tell what it was here, because I 



knowed it wouldn’t stay the way, it was. I knowed he would be changing it around every which 

way as we went along, and heaving in new bullinesses wherever he got a chance. And that is 

what he done. 

Well, one thing was dead sure, and that was that Tom Sawyer was in earnest, and was actuly 

going to help steal that nigger out of slavery. That was the thing that was too many for me. Here 

was a boy that was respectable and well brung up; and had a character to lose; and folks at home 

that had characters; and he was bright and not leather-headed; and knowing and not ignorant; and 

not mean, but kind; and yet here he was, without any more pride, or rightness, or feeling, than to 

stoop to this business, and make himself a shame, and his family a shame, before everybody. 

I couldn’t understand it no way at all. It was outrageous, and I knowed I ought to just up and tell 

him so; and so be his true friend, and let him quit the thing right where he was and save himself. 

And I did start to tell him; but he shut me up, and says: 

“Don’t you reckon I know what I’m about? Don’t I generly know what I’m about?” 

“Yes.” 

“Didn’t I say I was going to help steal the nigger?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, then.” 

That’s all he said, and that’s all I said. It warn’t no use to say any more; because when he said 

he’d do a thing, he always done it. But I couldn’t make out how he was willing to go into this 

thing; so I just let it go, and never bothered no more about it. If he was bound to have it so, I 

couldn’t help it. 

When we got home the house was all dark and still; so we went on down to the hut by the ash-

hopper for to examine it. We went through the yard so as to see what the hounds would do. They 

knowed us, and didn’t make no more noise than country dogs is always doing when anything 

comes by in the night. When we got to the cabin we took a look at the front and the two sides; 

and on the side I warn’t acquainted with—which was the north side—we found a square 

window-hole, up tolerable high, with just one stout board nailed across it. I says: 

“Here’s the ticket. This hole’s big enough for Jim to get through if we wrench off the board.” 

Tom says: 

“It’s as simple as tit-tat-toe, three-in-a-row, and as easy as playing hooky. I should hope we 

can find a way that’s a little more complicated than that, Huck Finn.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Well, then,” I says, “how ’ll it do to saw him out, the way I done before I was murdered that 

time?” 

“That’s more like,” he says. “It’s real mysterious, and troublesome, and good,” he says; “but I 

bet we can find a way that’s twice as long. There ain’t no hurry; le’s keep on looking around.” 

Betwixt the hut and the fence, on the back side, was a lean-to that joined the hut at the eaves, 

and was made out of plank. It was as long as the hut, but narrow—only about six foot wide. The 

door to it was at the south end, and was padlocked. Tom he went to the soap-kettle and searched 

around, and fetched back the iron thing they lift the lid with; so he took it and prized out one of 

the staples. The chain fell down, and we opened the door and went in, and shut it, and struck a 

match, and see the shed was only built against a cabin and hadn’t no connection with it; and 

there warn’t no floor to the shed, nor nothing in it but some old rusty played-out hoes and spades 



and picks and a crippled plow. The match went out, and so did we, and shoved in the staple 

again, and the door was locked as good as ever. Tom was joyful. He says; 

“Now we’re all right. We’ll dig him out. It ’ll take about a week!” 

Then we started for the house, and I went in the back door—you only have to pull a buckskin 

latch-string, they don’t fasten the doors—but that warn’t romantical enough for Tom Sawyer; no 

way would do him but he must climb up the lightning-rod. But after he got up half way about 

three times, and missed fire and fell every time, and the last time most busted his brains out, he 

thought he’d got to give it up; but after he was rested he allowed he would give her one more 

turn for luck, and this time he made the trip. 

In the morning we was up at break of day, and down to the nigger cabins to pet the dogs and 

make friends with the nigger that fed Jim—if it was Jim that was being fed. The niggers was just 

getting through breakfast and starting for the fields; and Jim’s nigger was piling up a tin pan with 

bread and meat and things; and whilst the others was leaving, the key come from the house. 

This nigger had a good-natured, chuckle-headed face, and his wool was all tied up in little 

bunches with thread. That was to keep witches off. He said the witches was pestering him awful 

these nights, and making him see all kinds of strange things, and hear all kinds of strange words 

and noises, and he didn’t believe he was ever witched so long before in his life. He got so 

worked up, and got to running on so about his troubles, he forgot all about what he’d been a-

going to do. So Tom says: 

“What’s the vittles for? Going to feed the dogs?” 

The nigger kind of smiled around gradually over his face, like when you heave a brickbat in a 

mud-puddle, and he says: 

“Yes, Mars Sid, A dog. Cur’us dog, too. Does you want to go en look at ’im?” 

“Yes.” 

I hunched Tom, and whispers: 

“You going, right here in the daybreak? that warn’t the plan.” 

“No, it warn’t; but it’s the plan now.” 

So, drat him, we went along, but I didn’t like it much. When we got in we couldn’t hardly see 

anything, it was so dark; but Jim was there, sure enough, and could see us; and he sings out: 

“Why, Huck! En good lan’! ain’ dat Misto Tom?” 

I just knowed how it would be; I just expected it. I didn’t know nothing to do; and if I had I 

couldn’t a done it, because that nigger busted in and says: 

“Why, de gracious sakes! do he know you genlmen?” 

We could see pretty well now. Tom he looked at the nigger, steady and kind of wondering, 

and says: 

“Does who know us?” 

“Why, dis-yer runaway nigger.” 

“I don’t reckon he does; but what put that into your head?” 

“What put it dar? Didn’ he jis’ dis minute sing out like he knowed you?” 

Tom says, in a puzzled-up kind of way: 

“Well, that’s mighty curious. Who sung out? when did he sing out? what did he sing out?” 

And turns to me, perfectly ca’m, and says, “Did you hear anybody sing out?” 



Of course there warn’t nothing to be said but the one thing; so I says: 

“No; I ain’t heard nobody say nothing.” 

Then he turns to Jim, and looks him over like he never see him before, and says: 

“Did you sing out?” 

“No, sah,” says Jim; “I hain’t said nothing, sah.” 

“Not a word?” 

“No, sah, I hain’t said a word.” 

“Did you ever see us before?” 

“No, sah; not as I knows on.” 

So Tom turns to the nigger, which was looking wild and distressed, and says, kind of severe: 

“What do you reckon’s the matter with you, anyway? What made you think somebody sung 

out?” 

“Oh, it’s de dad-blame’ witches, sah, en I wisht I was dead, I do. Dey’s awluz at it, sah, en dey 

do mos’ kill me, dey sk’yers me so. Please to don’t tell nobody ’bout it sah, er ole Mars Silas 

he’ll scole me; ’kase he say dey ain’t no witches. I jis’ wish to goodness he was heah now—

den what would he say! I jis’ bet he couldn’ fine no way to git aroun’ it dis time. But it’s awluz 

jis’ so; people dat’s sot, stays sot; dey won’t look into noth’n’en fine it out f’r deyselves, en 

when you fine it out en tell um ’bout it, dey doan’ b’lieve you.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Tom give him a dime, and said we wouldn’t tell nobody; and told him to buy some more 

thread to tie up his wool with; and then looks at Jim, and says: 

“I wonder if Uncle Silas is going to hang this nigger. If I was to catch a nigger that was 

ungrateful enough to run away, I wouldn’t give him up, I’d hang him.” And whilst the nigger 

stepped to the door to look at the dime and bite it to see if it was good, he whispers to Jim and 

says: 

“Don’t ever let on to know us. And if you hear any digging going on nights, it’s us; we’re 

going to set you free.” 

Jim only had time to grab us by the hand and squeeze it; then the nigger come back, and we 

said we’d come again some time if the nigger wanted us to; and he said he would, more 

particular if it was dark, because the witches went for him mostly in the dark, and it was good to 

have folks around then. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXXV. 

It would be most an hour yet till breakfast, so we left and struck down into the woods; because 

Tom said we got to have some light to see how to dig by, and a lantern makes too much, and 

might get us into trouble; what we must have was a lot of them rotten chunks that’s called fox-

fire, and just makes a soft kind of a glow when you lay them in a dark place. We fetched an 

armful and hid it in the weeds, and set down to rest, and Tom says, kind of dissatisfied: 

“Blame it, this whole thing is just as easy and awkward as it can be. And so it makes it so 

rotten difficult to get up a difficult plan. There ain’t no watchman to be drugged—now 

there ought to be a watchman. There ain’t even a dog to give a sleeping-mixture to. And there’s 

Jim chained by one leg, with a ten-foot chain, to the leg of his bed: why, all you got to do is to 

lift up the bedstead and slip off the chain. And Uncle Silas he trusts everybody; sends the key to 

the punkin-headed nigger, and don’t send nobody to watch the nigger. Jim could a got out of that 

window-hole before this, only there wouldn’t be no use trying to travel with a ten-foot chain on 

his leg. Why, drat it, Huck, it’s the stupidest arrangement I ever see. You got to invent all the 

difficulties. Well, we can’t help it; we got to do the best we can with the materials we’ve got. 

Anyhow, there’s one thing—there’s more honor in getting him out through a lot of difficulties 

and dangers, where there warn’t one of them furnished to you by the people who it was their 

duty to furnish them, and you had to contrive them all out of your own head. Now look at just 

that one thing of the lantern. When you come down to the cold facts, we simply got to let on that 

a lantern’s resky. Why, we could work with a torchlight procession if we wanted to, I believe. 

Now, whilst I think of it, we got to hunt up something to make a saw out of the first chance we 

get.” 

“What do we want of a saw?” 

“What do we want of it? Hain’t we got to saw the leg of Jim’s bed off, so as to get the chain 

loose?” 

“Why, you just said a body could lift up the bedstead and slip the chain off.” 

“Well, if that ain’t just like you, Huck Finn. You can get up the infant-schooliest ways of 

going at a thing. Why, hain’t you ever read any books at all?—Baron Trenck, nor Casanova, nor 

Benvenuto Chelleeny, nor Henri IV., nor none of them heroes? Who ever heard of getting a 

prisoner loose in such an old-maidy way as that? No; the way all the best authorities does is to 

saw the bed-leg in two, and leave it just so, and swallow the sawdust, so it can’t be found, and 

put some dirt and grease around the sawed place so the very keenest seneskal can’t see no sign of 

it’s being sawed, and thinks the bed-leg is perfectly sound. Then, the night you’re ready, fetch 

the leg a kick, down she goes; slip off your chain, and there you are. Nothing to do but hitch your 

rope ladder to the battlements, shin down it, break your leg in the moat—because a rope ladder is 

nineteen foot too short, you know—and there’s your horses and your trusty vassles, and they 

scoop you up and fling you across a saddle, and away you go to your native Langudoc, or 

Navarre, or wherever it is. It’s gaudy, Huck. I wish there was a moat to this cabin. If we get time, 

the night of the escape, we’ll dig one.” 

I says: 

“What do we want of a moat when we’re going to snake him out from under the cabin?” 

But he never heard me. He had forgot me and everything else. He had his chin in his hand, 

thinking. Pretty soon he sighs and shakes his head; then sighs again, and says: 



“No, it wouldn’t do—there ain’t necessity enough for it.” 

“For what?” I says. 

“Why, to saw Jim’s leg off,” he says. 

“Good land!” I says; “why, there ain’t no necessity for it. And what would you want to saw his 

leg off for, anyway?” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Well, some of the best authorities has done it. They couldn’t get the chain off, so they just cut 

their hand off and shoved. And a leg would be better still. But we got to let that go. There ain’t 

necessity enough in this case; and, besides, Jim’s a nigger, and wouldn’t understand the reasons 



for it, and how it’s the custom in Europe; so we’ll let it go. But there’s one thing—he can have a 

rope ladder; we can tear up our sheets and make him a rope ladder easy enough. And we can 

send it to him in a pie; it’s mostly done that way. And I’ve et worse pies.” 

“Why, Tom Sawyer, how you talk,” I says; “Jim ain’t got no use for a rope ladder.” 

“He has got use for it. How you talk, you better say; you don’t know nothing about it. 

He’s got to have a rope ladder; they all do.” 

“What in the nation can he do with it?” 

“Do with it? He can hide it in his bed, can’t he?” That’s what they all do; and he’s got to, too. 

Huck, you don’t ever seem to want to do anything that’s regular; you want to be starting 

something fresh all the time. S’pose he don’t do nothing with it? ain’t it there in his bed, for a 

clew, after he’s gone? and don’t you reckon they’ll want clews? Of course they will. And you 

wouldn’t leave them any? That would be a pretty howdy-do, wouldn’t it! I never heard of such a 

thing.” 

“Well,” I says, “if it’s in the regulations, and he’s got to have it, all right, let him have it; 

because I don’t wish to go back on no regulations; but there’s one thing, Tom Sawyer—if we go 

to tearing up our sheets to make Jim a rope ladder, we’re going to get into trouble with Aunt 

Sally, just as sure as you’re born. Now, the way I look at it, a hickry-bark ladder don’t cost 

nothing, and don’t waste nothing, and is just as good to load up a pie with, and hide in a straw 

tick, as any rag ladder you can start; and as for Jim, he ain’t had no experience, and so he don’t 

care what kind of a—” 

“Oh, shucks, Huck Finn, if I was as ignorant as you I’d keep still—that’s what I’d do. Who 

ever heard of a state prisoner escaping by a hickry-bark ladder? Why, it’s perfectly ridiculous.” 

“Well, all right, Tom, fix it your own way; but if you’ll take my advice, you’ll let me borrow a 

sheet off of the clothesline.” 

He said that would do. And that gave him another idea, and he says: 

“Borrow a shirt, too.” 

“What do we want of a shirt, Tom?” 

“Want it for Jim to keep a journal on.” 

“Journal your granny—Jim can’t write.” 

“S’pose he can’t write—he can make marks on the shirt, can’t he, if we make him a pen out of 

an old pewter spoon or a piece of an old iron barrel-hoop?” 

“Why, Tom, we can pull a feather out of a goose and make him a better one; and quicker, 

too.” 

“Prisoners don’t have geese running around the donjon-keep to pull pens out of, you muggins. 

They always make their pens out of the hardest, toughest, troublesomest piece of old brass 

candlestick or something like that they can get their hands on; and it takes them weeks and 

weeks and months and months to file it out, too, because they’ve got to do it by rubbing it on the 

wall. They wouldn’t use a goose-quill if they had it. It ain’t regular.” 

“Well, then, what’ll we make him the ink out of?” 

“Many makes it out of iron-rust and tears; but that’s the common sort and women; the best 

authorities uses their own blood. Jim can do that; and when he wants to send any little common 

ordinary mysterious message to let the world know where he’s captivated, he can write it on the 



bottom of a tin plate with a fork and throw it out of the window. The Iron Mask always done 

that, and it’s a blame’ good way, too.” 

“Jim ain’t got no tin plates. They feed him in a pan.” 

“That ain’t nothing; we can get him some.” 

“Can’t nobody read his plates.” 

“That ain’t got anything to do with it, Huck Finn. All he’s got to do is to write on the plate and 

throw it out. You don’t have to be able to read it. Why, half the time you can’t read anything a 

prisoner writes on a tin plate, or anywhere else.” 

“Well, then, what’s the sense in wasting the plates?” 

“Why, blame it all, it ain’t the prisoner’s plates.” 

“But it’s somebody’s plates, ain’t it?” 

“Well, spos’n it is? What does the prisoner care whose—” 

He broke off there, because we heard the breakfast-horn blowing. So we cleared out for the 

house. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Along during the morning I borrowed a sheet and a white shirt off of the clothes-line; and I 

found an old sack and put them in it, and we went down and got the fox-fire, and put that in too. 

I called it borrowing, because that was what pap always called it; but Tom said it warn’t 

borrowing, it was stealing. He said we was representing prisoners; and prisoners don’t care how 

they get a thing so they get it, and nobody don’t blame them for it, either. It ain’t no crime in a 

prisoner to steal the thing he needs to get away with, Tom said; it’s his right; and so, as long as 

we was representing a prisoner, we had a perfect right to steal anything on this place we had the 

least use for to get ourselves out of prison with. He said if we warn’t prisoners it would be a very 

different thing, and nobody but a mean, ornery person would steal when he warn’t a prisoner. So 



we allowed we would steal everything there was that come handy. And yet he made a mighty 

fuss, one day, after that, when I stole a watermelon out of the nigger-patch and eat it; and he 

made me go and give the niggers a dime without telling them what it was for. Tom said that what 

he meant was, we could steal anything we needed. Well, I says, I needed the watermelon. But he 

said I didn’t need it to get out of prison with; there’s where the difference was. He said if I’d a 

wanted it to hide a knife in, and smuggle it to Jim to kill the seneskal with, it would a been all 

right. So I let it go at that, though I couldn’t see no advantage in my representing a prisoner if I 

got to set down and chaw over a lot of gold-leaf distinctions like that every time I see a chance to 

hog a watermelon. 

Well, as I was saying, we waited that morning till everybody was settled down to business, 

and nobody in sight around the yard; then Tom he carried the sack into the lean-to whilst I stood 

off a piece to keep watch. By and by he come out, and we went and set down on the woodpile to 

talk. He says: 

“Everything’s all right now except tools; and that’s easy fixed.” 

“Tools?” I says. 

“Yes.” 

“Tools for what?” 

“Why, to dig with. We ain’t a-going to gnaw him out, are we?” 

“Ain’t them old crippled picks and things in there good enough to dig a nigger out with?” I 

says. 

He turns on me, looking pitying enough to make a body cry, and says: 

“Huck Finn, did you ever hear of a prisoner having picks and shovels, and all the modern 

conveniences in his wardrobe to dig himself out with? Now I want to ask you—if you got any 

reasonableness in you at all—what kind of a show would that give him to be a hero? Why, they 

might as well lend him the key and done with it. Picks and shovels—why, they wouldn’t furnish 

’em to a king.” 

“Well, then,” I says, “if we don’t want the picks and shovels, what do we want?” 

“A couple of case-knives.” 

“To dig the foundations out from under that cabin with?” 

“Yes.” 

“Confound it, it’s foolish, Tom.” 

“It don’t make no difference how foolish it is, it’s the right way—and it’s the regular way. 

And there ain’t no other way, that ever I heard of, and I’ve read all the books that gives any 

information about these things. They always dig out with a case-knife—and not through dirt, 

mind you; generly it’s through solid rock. And it takes them weeks and weeks and weeks, and 

for ever and ever. Why, look at one of them prisoners in the bottom dungeon of the Castle Deef, 

in the harbor of Marseilles, that dug himself out that way; how long was he at it, you reckon?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Well, guess.” 

“I don’t know. A month and a half.” 

“Thirty-seven year—and he come out in China. That’s the kind. I wish the bottom 

of this fortress was solid rock.” 



“Jim don’t know nobody in China.” 

“What’s that got to do with it? Neither did that other fellow. But you’re always a-wandering 

off on a side issue. Why can’t you stick to the main point?” 

“All right—I don’t care where he comes out, so he comes out; and Jim don’t, either, I reckon. 

But there’s one thing, anyway—Jim’s too old to be dug out with a case-knife. He won’t last.” 

“Yes he will last, too. You don’t reckon it’s going to take thirty-seven years to dig out through 

a dirt foundation, do you?” 

“How long will it take, Tom?” 

“Well, we can’t resk being as long as we ought to, because it mayn’t take very long for Uncle 

Silas to hear from down there by New Orleans. He’ll hear Jim ain’t from there. Then his next 

move will be to advertise Jim, or something like that. So we can’t resk being as long digging him 

out as we ought to. By rights I reckon we ought to be a couple of years; but we can’t. Things 

being so uncertain, what I recommend is this: that we really dig right in, as quick as we can; and 

after that, we can let on, to ourselves, that we was at it thirty-seven years. Then we can snatch 

him out and rush him away the first time there’s an alarm. Yes, I reckon that ’ll be the best way.” 

“Now, there’s sense in that,” I says. “Letting on don’t cost nothing; letting on ain’t no trouble; 

and if it’s any object, I don’t mind letting on we was at it a hundred and fifty year. It wouldn’t 

strain me none, after I got my hand in. So I’ll mosey along now, and smouch a couple of case-

knives.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Smouch three,” he says; “we want one to make a saw out of.” 

“Tom, if it ain’t unregular and irreligious to sejest it,” I says, “there’s an old rusty saw-blade 

around yonder sticking under the weather-boarding behind the smoke-house.” 

He looked kind of weary and discouraged-like, and says: 

“It ain’t no use to try to learn you nothing, Huck. Run along and smouch the knives—three of 

them.” So I done it. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

As soon as we reckoned everybody was asleep that night we went down the lightning-rod, and 

shut ourselves up in the lean-to, and got out our pile of fox-fire, and went to work. We cleared 

everything out of the way, about four or five foot along the middle of the bottom log. Tom said 

he was right behind Jim’s bed now, and we’d dig in under it, and when we got through there 

couldn’t nobody in the cabin ever know there was any hole there, because Jim’s counter-pin 

hung down most to the ground, and you’d have to raise it up and look under to see the hole. So 

we dug and dug with the case-knives till most midnight; and then we was dog-tired, and our 

hands was blistered, and yet you couldn’t see we’d done anything hardly. At last I says: 

“This ain’t no thirty-seven year job; this is a thirty-eight year job, Tom Sawyer.” 

He never said nothing. But he sighed, and pretty soon he stopped digging, and then for a good 

little while I knowed that he was thinking. Then he says: 

“It ain’t no use, Huck, it ain’t a-going to work. If we was prisoners it would, because then 

we’d have as many years as we wanted, and no hurry; and we wouldn’t get but a few minutes to 

dig, every day, while they was changing watches, and so our hands wouldn’t get blistered, and 

we could keep it up right along, year in and year out, and do it right, and the way it ought to be 

done. But we can’t fool along; we got to rush; we ain’t got no time to spare. If we was to put in 

another night this way we’d have to knock off for a week to let our hands get well—couldn’t 

touch a case-knife with them sooner.” 

“Well, then, what we going to do, Tom?” 

“I’ll tell you. It ain’t right, and it ain’t moral, and I wouldn’t like it to get out; but there ain’t 

only just the one way: we got to dig him out with the picks, and let on it’s case-knives.” 

“Now you’re talking!” I says; “your head gets leveler and leveler all the time, Tom Sawyer,” I 

says. “Picks is the thing, moral or no moral; and as for me, I don’t care shucks for the morality of 

it, nohow. When I start in to steal a nigger, or a watermelon, or a Sunday-school book, I ain’t no 

ways particular how it’s done so it’s done. What I want is my nigger; or what I want is my 

watermelon; or what I want is my Sunday-school book; and if a pick’s the handiest thing, that’s 

the thing I’m a-going to dig that nigger or that watermelon or that Sunday-school book out with; 

and I don’t give a dead rat what the authorities thinks about it nuther.” 

“Well,” he says, “there’s excuse for picks and letting-on in a case like this; if it warn’t so, I 

wouldn’t approve of it, nor I wouldn’t stand by and see the rules broke—because right is right, 

and wrong is wrong, and a body ain’t got no business doing wrong when he ain’t ignorant and 

knows better. It might answer for you to dig Jim out with a pick, without any letting on, because 

you don’t know no better; but it wouldn’t for me, because I do know better. Gimme a case-

knife.” 

He had his own by him, but I handed him mine. He flung it down, and says: 

“Gimme a case-knife.” 

I didn’t know just what to do—but then I thought. I scratched around amongst the old tools, 

and got a pickaxe and give it to him, and he took it and went to work, and never said a word. 

He was always just that particular. Full of principle. 

So then I got a shovel, and then we picked and shoveled, turn about, and made the fur fly. We 

stuck to it about a half an hour, which was as long as we could stand up; but we had a good deal 



of a hole to show for it. When I got up stairs I looked out at the window and see Tom doing his 

level best with the lightning-rod, but he couldn’t come it, his hands was so sore. At last he says: 

“It ain’t no use, it can’t be done. What you reckon I better do? Can’t you think of no way?” 

“Yes,” I says, “but I reckon it ain’t regular. Come up the stairs, and let on it’s a lightning-rod.” 

So he done it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Next day Tom stole a pewter spoon and a brass candlestick in the house, for to make some 

pens for Jim out of, and six tallow candles; and I hung around the nigger cabins and laid for a 

chance, and stole three tin plates. Tom says it wasn’t enough; but I said nobody wouldn’t ever 

see the plates that Jim throwed out, because they’d fall in the dog-fennel and jimpson weeds 

under the window-hole—then we could tote them back and he could use them over again. So 

Tom was satisfied. Then he says: 

“Now, the thing to study out is, how to get the things to Jim.” 

“Take them in through the hole,” I says, “when we get it done.” 

He only just looked scornful, and said something about nobody ever heard of such an idiotic 

idea, and then he went to studying. By and by he said he had ciphered out two or three ways, but 

there warn’t no need to decide on any of them yet. Said we’d got to post Jim first. 

That night we went down the lightning-rod a little after ten, and took one of the candles along, 

and listened under the window-hole, and heard Jim snoring; so we pitched it in, and it didn’t 

wake him. Then we whirled in with the pick and shovel, and in about two hours and a half the 

job was done. We crept in under Jim’s bed and into the cabin, and pawed around and found the 

candle and lit it, and stood over Jim awhile, and found him looking hearty and healthy, and then 

we woke him up gentle and gradual. He was so glad to see us he most cried; and called us honey, 

and all the pet names he could think of; and was for having us hunt up a cold-chisel to cut the 

chain off of his leg with right away, and clearing out without losing any time. But Tom he 

showed him how unregular it would be, and set down and told him all about our plans, and how 

we could alter them in a minute any time there was an alarm; and not to be the least afraid, 

because we would see he got away, sure. So Jim he said it was all right, and we set there and 

talked over old times awhile, and then Tom asked a lot of questions, and when Jim told him 

Uncle Silas come in every day or two to pray with him, and Aunt Sally come in to see if he was 

comfortable and had plenty to eat, and both of them was kind as they could be, Tom says: 

“Now I know how to fix it. We’ll send you some things by them.” 

I said, “Don’t do nothing of the kind; it’s one of the most jackass ideas I ever struck;” but he 

never paid no attention to me; went right on. It was his way when he’d got his plans set. 

So he told Jim how we’d have to smuggle in the rope-ladder pie and other large things by Nat, 

the nigger that fed him, and he must be on the lookout, and not be surprised, and not let Nat see 

him open them; and we would put small things in uncle’s coat-pockets and he must steal them 

out; and we would tie things to aunt’s apron-strings or put them in her apron-pocket, if we got a 

chance; and told him what they would be and what they was for. And told him how to keep a 

journal on the shirt with his blood, and all that. He told him everything. Jim he couldn’t see no 

sense in the most of it, but he allowed we was white folks and knowed better than him; so he was 

satisfied, and said he would do it all just as Tom said. 

Jim had plenty corn-cob pipes and tobacco; so we had a right down good sociable time; then 

we crawled out through the hole, and so home to bed, with hands that looked like they’d been 

chawed. Tom was in high spirits. He said it was the best fun he ever had in his life, and the most 

intellectural; and said if he only could see his way to it we would keep it up all the rest of our 

lives and leave Jim to our children to get out; for he believed Jim would come to like it better and 

better the more he got used to it. He said that in that way it could be strung out to as much as 

eighty year, and would be the best time on record. And he said it would make us all celebrated 

that had a hand in it. 



In the morning we went out to the woodpile and chopped up the brass candlestick into handy 

sizes, and Tom put them and the pewter spoon in his pocket. Then we went to the nigger cabins, 

and while I got Nat’s notice off, Tom shoved a piece of candlestick into the middle of a corn-

pone that was in Jim’s pan, and we went along with Nat to see how it would work, and it just 

worked noble; when Jim bit into it it most mashed all his teeth out; and there warn’t ever 

anything could a worked better. Tom said so himself. Jim he never let on but what it was only 

just a piece of rock or something like that that’s always getting into bread, you know; but after 

that he never bit into nothing but what he jabbed his fork into it in three or four places first. 

And whilst we was a-standing there in the dimmish light, here comes a couple of the hounds 

bulging in from under Jim’s bed; and they kept on piling in till there was eleven of them, and 

there warn’t hardly room in there to get your breath. By jings, we forgot to fasten that lean-to 

door! The nigger Nat he only just hollered “Witches” once, and keeled over on to the floor 

amongst the dogs, and begun to groan like he was dying. Tom jerked the door open and flung out 

a slab of Jim’s meat, and the dogs went for it, and in two seconds he was out himself and back 

again and shut the door, and I knowed he’d fixed the other door too. Then he went to work on the 

nigger, coaxing him and petting him, and asking him if he’d been imagining he saw something 

again. He raised up, and blinked his eyes around, and says: 

“Mars Sid, you’ll say I’s a fool, but if I didn’t b’lieve I see most a million dogs, er devils, er 

some’n, I wisht I may die right heah in dese tracks. I did, mos’ sholy. Mars Sid, I felt um—

I felt um, sah; dey was all over me. Dad fetch it, I jis’ wisht I could git my han’s on one er dem 

witches jis’ wunst—on’y jis’ wunst—it’s all I’d ast. But mos’ly I wisht dey’d lemme ’lone, I 

does.” 

Tom says: 

“Well, I tell you what I think. What makes them come here just at this runaway nigger’s 

breakfast-time? It’s because they’re hungry; that’s the reason. You make them a witch pie; that’s 

the thing for you to do.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“But my lan’, Mars Sid, how’s I gwyne to make ’m a witch pie? I doan’ know how to make it. 

I hain’t ever hearn er sich a thing b’fo’.” 

“Well, then, I’ll have to make it myself.” 

“Will you do it, honey?—will you? I’ll wusshup de groun’ und’ yo’ foot, I will!” 

“All right, I’ll do it, seeing it’s you, and you’ve been good to us and showed us the runaway 

nigger. But you got to be mighty careful. When we come around, you turn your back; and then 

whatever we’ve put in the pan, don’t you let on you see it at all. And don’t you look when Jim 

unloads the pan—something might happen, I don’t know what. And above all, don’t 

you handle the witch-things.” 



“Hannel ‘M, Mars Sid? What is you a-talkin’ ’bout? I wouldn’ lay de weight er my finger on 

um, not f’r ten hund’d thous’n billion dollars, I wouldn’t.” 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

That was all fixed. So then we went away and went to the rubbage-pile in the back yard, where 

they keep the old boots, and rags, and pieces of bottles, and wore-out tin things, and all such 

truck, and scratched around and found an old tin washpan, and stopped up the holes as well as 

we could, to bake the pie in, and took it down cellar and stole it full of flour and started for 

breakfast, and found a couple of shingle-nails that Tom said would be handy for a prisoner to 

scrabble his name and sorrows on the dungeon walls with, and dropped one of them in Aunt 

Sally’s apron-pocket which was hanging on a chair, and t’other we stuck in the band of Uncle 

Silas’s hat, which was on the bureau, because we heard the children say their pa and ma was 

going to the runaway nigger’s house this morning, and then went to breakfast, and Tom dropped 

the pewter spoon in Uncle Silas’s coat-pocket, and Aunt Sally wasn’t come yet, so we had to 

wait a little while. 

And when she come she was hot and red and cross, and couldn’t hardly wait for the blessing; 

and then she went to sluicing out coffee with one hand and cracking the handiest child’s head 

with her thimble with the other, and says: 

“I’ve hunted high and I’ve hunted low, and it does beat all what has become of your other 

shirt.” 

My heart fell down amongst my lungs and livers and things, and a hard piece of corn-crust 

started down my throat after it and got met on the road with a cough, and was shot across the 

table, and took one of the children in the eye and curled him up like a fishing-worm, and let a cry 

out of him the size of a warwhoop, and Tom he turned kinder blue around the gills, and it all 

amounted to a considerable state of things for about a quarter of a minute or as much as that, and 

I would a sold out for half price if there was a bidder. But after that we was all right again—it 

was the sudden surprise of it that knocked us so kind of cold. Uncle Silas he says: 

“It’s most uncommon curious, I can’t understand it. I know perfectly well I took it off, 

because—” 

“Because you hain’t got but one on. Just listen at the man! I know you took it off, and know it 

by a better way than your wool-gethering memory, too, because it was on the clo’s-line 

yesterday—I see it there myself. But it’s gone, that’s the long and the short of it, and you’ll just 

have to change to a red flann’l one till I can get time to make a new one. And it ’ll be the third 

I’ve made in two years. It just keeps a body on the jump to keep you in shirts; and whatever you 

do manage to do with ’m all is more’n I can make out. A body ’d think you would learn to take 

some sort of care of ’em at your time of life.” 

“I know it, Sally, and I do try all I can. But it oughtn’t to be altogether my fault, because, you 

know, I don’t see them nor have nothing to do with them except when they’re on me; and I don’t 

believe I’ve ever lost one of them off of me.” 

“Well, it ain’t your fault if you haven’t, Silas; you’d a done it if you could, I reckon. And the 

shirt ain’t all that’s gone, nuther. Ther’s a spoon gone; and that ain’t all. There was ten, and now 

ther’s only nine. The calf got the shirt, I reckon, but the calf never took the spoon, that’s certain.” 

“Why, what else is gone, Sally?” 

“Ther’s six candles gone—that’s what. The rats could a got the candles, and I reckon they did; 

I wonder they don’t walk off with the whole place, the way you’re always going to stop their 



holes and don’t do it; and if they warn’t fools they’d sleep in your hair, Silas—you’d never find 

it out; but you can’t lay the spoon on the rats, and that I know.” 

“Well, Sally, I’m in fault, and I acknowledge it; I’ve been remiss; but I won’t let to-morrow go 

by without stopping up them holes.” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t hurry; next year ’ll do. Matilda Angelina Araminta Phelps!” 

Whack comes the thimble, and the child snatches her claws out of the sugar-bowl without 

fooling around any. Just then the nigger woman steps on to the passage, and says: 

“Missus, dey’s a sheet gone.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“A sheet gone! Well, for the land’s sake!” 

“I’ll stop up them holes to-day,” says Uncle Silas, looking sorrowful. 

“Oh, do shet up!—s’pose the rats took the sheet? where’s it gone, Lize?” 

“Clah to goodness I hain’t no notion, Miss’ Sally. She wuz on de clo’sline yistiddy, but she 

done gone: she ain’ dah no mo’ now.” 

“I reckon the world is coming to an end. I never see the beat of it in all my born days. A shirt, 

and a sheet, and a spoon, and six can—” 

“Missus,” comes a young yaller wench, “dey’s a brass cannelstick miss’n.” 

“Cler out from here, you hussy, er I’ll take a skillet to ye!” 



Well, she was just a-biling. I begun to lay for a chance; I reckoned I would sneak out and go 

for the woods till the weather moderated. She kept a-raging right along, running her insurrection 

all by herself, and everybody else mighty meek and quiet; and at last Uncle Silas, looking kind of 

foolish, fishes up that spoon out of his pocket. She stopped, with her mouth open and her hands 

up; and as for me, I wished I was in Jeruslem or somewheres. But not long, because she says: 

“It’s just as I expected. So you had it in your pocket all the time; and like as not you’ve got the 

other things there, too. How’d it get there?” 

“I reely don’t know, Sally,” he says, kind of apologizing, “or you know I would tell. I was a-

studying over my text in Acts Seventeen before breakfast, and I reckon I put it in there, not 

noticing, meaning to put my Testament in, and it must be so, because my Testament ain’t in; but 

I’ll go and see; and if the Testament is where I had it, I’ll know I didn’t put it in, and that will 

show that I laid the Testament down and took up the spoon, and—” 

“Oh, for the land’s sake! Give a body a rest! Go ’long now, the whole kit and biling of ye; and 

don’t come nigh me again till I’ve got back my peace of mind.” 

I’d a heard her if she’d a said it to herself, let alone speaking it out; and I’d a got up and 

obeyed her if I’d a been dead. As we was passing through the setting-room the old man he took 

up his hat, and the shingle-nail fell out on the floor, and he just merely picked it up and laid it on 

the mantel-shelf, and never said nothing, and went out. Tom see him do it, and remembered 

about the spoon, and says: 

“Well, it ain’t no use to send things by him no more, he ain’t reliable.” Then he says: “But he 

done us a good turn with the spoon, anyway, without knowing it, and so we’ll go and do him one 

without him knowing it—stop up his rat-holes.” 

There was a noble good lot of them down cellar, and it took us a whole hour, but we done the 

job tight and good and shipshape. Then we heard steps on the stairs, and blowed out our light and 

hid; and here comes the old man, with a candle in one hand and a bundle of stuff in t’other, 

looking as absent-minded as year before last. He went a mooning around, first to one rat-hole 

and then another, till he’d been to them all. Then he stood about five minutes, picking tallow-

drip off of his candle and thinking. Then he turns off slow and dreamy towards the stairs, saying: 

“Well, for the life of me I can’t remember when I done it. I could show her now that I warn’t 

to blame on account of the rats. But never mind—let it go. I reckon it wouldn’t do no good.” 

And so he went on a-mumbling up stairs, and then we left. He was a mighty nice old man. 

And always is. 

Tom was a good deal bothered about what to do for a spoon, but he said we’d got to have it; so 

he took a think. When he had ciphered it out he told me how we was to do; then we went and 

waited around the spoon-basket till we see Aunt Sally coming, and then Tom went to counting 

the spoons and laying them out to one side, and I slid one of them up my sleeve, and Tom says: 

“Why, Aunt Sally, there ain’t but nine spoons yet.” 

She says: 

“Go ’long to your play, and don’t bother me. I know better, I counted ’m myself.” 

“Well, I’ve counted them twice, Aunty, and I can’t make but nine.” 

She looked out of all patience, but of course she come to count—anybody would. 

“I declare to gracious ther’ ain’t but nine!” she says. “Why, what in the world—

plague take the things, I’ll count ’m again.” 



So I slipped back the one I had, and when she got done counting, she says: 

“Hang the troublesome rubbage, ther’s ten now!” and she looked huffy and bothered both. But 

Tom says: 

“Why, Aunty, I don’t think there’s ten.” 

“You numskull, didn’t you see me count ’m?” 

“I know, but—” 

“Well, I’ll count ’m again.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



So I smouched one, and they come out nine, same as the other time. Well, she was in a tearing 

way—just a-trembling all over, she was so mad. But she counted and counted till she got that 

addled she’d start to count in the basket for a spoon sometimes; and so, three times they come 

out right, and three times they come out wrong. Then she grabbed up the basket and slammed it 

across the house and knocked the cat galley-west; and she said cle’r out and let her have some 

peace, and if we come bothering around her again betwixt that and dinner she’d skin us. So we 

had the odd spoon, and dropped it in her apron-pocket whilst she was a-giving us our sailing 

orders, and Jim got it all right, along with her shingle nail, before noon. We was very well 

satisfied with this business, and Tom allowed it was worth twice the trouble it took, because he 

said now she couldn’t ever count them spoons twice alike again to save her life; and wouldn’t 

believe she’d counted them right if she did; and said that after she’d about counted her head off 

for the next three days he judged she’d give it up and offer to kill anybody that wanted her to 

ever count them any more. 

So we put the sheet back on the line that night, and stole one out of her closet; and kept on 

putting it back and stealing it again for a couple of days till she didn’t know how many sheets 

she had any more, and she didn’t care, and warn’t a-going to bullyrag the rest of her soul out 

about it, and wouldn’t count them again not to save her life; she druther die first. 

So we was all right now, as to the shirt and the sheet and the spoon and the candles, by the 

help of the calf and the rats and the mixed-up counting; and as to the candlestick, it warn’t no 

consequence, it would blow over by and by. 

But that pie was a job; we had no end of trouble with that pie. We fixed it up away down in 

the woods, and cooked it there; and we got it done at last, and very satisfactory, too; but not all in 

one day; and we had to use up three wash-pans full of flour before we got through, and we got 

burnt pretty much all over, in places, and eyes put out with the smoke; because, you see, we 

didn’t want nothing but a crust, and we couldn’t prop it up right, and she would always cave in. 

But of course we thought of the right way at last—which was to cook the ladder, too, in the pie. 

So then we laid in with Jim the second night, and tore up the sheet all in little strings and twisted 

them together, and long before daylight we had a lovely rope that you could a hung a person 

with. We let on it took nine months to make it. 

And in the forenoon we took it down to the woods, but it wouldn’t go into the pie. Being made 

of a whole sheet, that way, there was rope enough for forty pies if we’d a wanted them, and 

plenty left over for soup, or sausage, or anything you choose. We could a had a whole dinner. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

But we didn’t need it. All we needed was just enough for the pie, and so we throwed the rest 

away. We didn’t cook none of the pies in the wash-pan—afraid the solder would melt; but Uncle 

Silas he had a noble brass warming-pan which he thought considerable of, because it belonged to 

one of his ancesters with a long wooden handle that come over from England with William the 

Conqueror in the Mayflower or one of them early ships and was hid away up garret with a lot of 

other old pots and things that was valuable, not on account of being any account, because they 

warn’t, but on account of them being relicts, you know, and we snaked her out, private, and took 

her down there, but she failed on the first pies, because we didn’t know how, but she come up 

smiling on the last one. We took and lined her with dough, and set her in the coals, and loaded 

her up with rag rope, and put on a dough roof, and shut down the lid, and put hot embers on top, 

and stood off five foot, with the long handle, cool and comfortable, and in fifteen minutes she 

turned out a pie that was a satisfaction to look at. But the person that et it would want to fetch a 

couple of kags of toothpicks along, for if that rope ladder wouldn’t cramp him down to business I 

don’t know nothing what I’m talking about, and lay him in enough stomach-ache to last him till 

next time, too. 



Nat didn’t look when we put the witch pie in Jim’s pan; and we put the three tin plates in the 

bottom of the pan under the vittles; and so Jim got everything all right, and as soon as he was by 

himself he busted into the pie and hid the rope ladder inside of his straw tick, and scratched some 

marks on a tin plate and throwed it out of the window-hole. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

Making them pens was a distressid tough job, and so was the saw; and Jim allowed the 

inscription was going to be the toughest of all. That’s the one which the prisoner has to scrabble 

on the wall. But he had to have it; Tom said he’d got to; there warn’t no case of a state prisoner 

not scrabbling his inscription to leave behind, and his coat of arms. 

“Look at Lady Jane Grey,” he says; “look at Gilford Dudley; look at old Northumberland! 

Why, Huck, s’pose it is considerble trouble?—what you going to do?—how you going to get 

around it? Jim’s got to do his inscription and coat of arms. They all do.” 

Jim says: 

“Why, Mars Tom, I hain’t got no coat o’ arm; I hain’t got nuffn but dish yer ole shirt, en you 

knows I got to keep de journal on dat.” 

“Oh, you don’t understand, Jim; a coat of arms is very different.” 

“Well,” I says, “Jim’s right, anyway, when he says he ain’t got no coat of arms, because he 

hain’t.” 

“I reckon I knowed that,” Tom says, “but you bet he’ll have one before he goes out of this—

because he’s going out right, and there ain’t going to be no flaws in his record.” 

So whilst me and Jim filed away at the pens on a brickbat apiece, Jim a-making his’n out of 

the brass and I making mine out of the spoon, Tom set to work to think out the coat of arms. By 

and by he said he’d struck so many good ones he didn’t hardly know which to take, but there was 

one which he reckoned he’d decide on. He says: 

“On the scutcheon we’ll have a bend or in the dexter base, a saltire murrey in the fess, with a 

dog, couchant, for common charge, and under his foot a chain embattled, for slavery, with a 

chevron vert in a chief engrailed, and three invected lines on a field azure, with the nombril 

points rampant on a dancette indented; crest, a runaway nigger, sable, with his bundle over his 

shoulder on a bar sinister; and a couple of gules for supporters, which is you and me; 

motto, Maggiore Fretta, Minore Otto. Got it out of a book—means the more haste the less 

speed.” 

“Geewhillikins,” I says, “but what does the rest of it mean?” 

“We ain’t got no time to bother over that,” he says; “we got to dig in like all git-out.” 

“Well, anyway,” I says, “what’s some of it? What’s a fess?” 

“A fess—a fess is—you don’t need to know what a fess is. I’ll show him how to make it when 

he gets to it.” 

“Shucks, Tom,” I says, “I think you might tell a person. What’s a bar sinister?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. But he’s got to have it. All the nobility does.” 

That was just his way. If it didn’t suit him to explain a thing to you, he wouldn’t do it. You 

might pump at him a week, it wouldn’t make no difference. 

He’d got all that coat of arms business fixed, so now he started in to finish up the rest of that 

part of the work, which was to plan out a mournful inscription—said Jim got to have one, like 

they all done. He made up a lot, and wrote them out on a paper, and read them off, so: 

1. Here a captive heart busted. 2. Here a poor prisoner, forsook by the world and friends, 

fretted his sorrowful life. 3. Here a lonely heart broke, and a worn spirit went to its rest, after 



thirty-seven years of solitary captivity. 4. Here, homeless and friendless, after thirty-seven years 

of bitter captivity, perished a noble stranger, natural son of Louis XIV. 

Tom’s voice trembled whilst he was reading them, and he most broke down. When he got 

done he couldn’t no way make up his mind which one for Jim to scrabble on to the wall, they 

was all so good; but at last he allowed he would let him scrabble them all on. Jim said it would 

take him a year to scrabble such a lot of truck on to the logs with a nail, and he didn’t know how 

to make letters, besides; but Tom said he would block them out for him, and then he wouldn’t 

have nothing to do but just follow the lines. Then pretty soon he says: 

“Come to think, the logs ain’t a-going to do; they don’t have log walls in a dungeon: we got to 

dig the inscriptions into a rock. We’ll fetch a rock.” 

Jim said the rock was worse than the logs; he said it would take him such a pison long time to 

dig them into a rock he wouldn’t ever get out. But Tom said he would let me help him do it. 

Then he took a look to see how me and Jim was getting along with the pens. It was most pesky 

tedious hard work and slow, and didn’t give my hands no show to get well of the sores, and we 

didn’t seem to make no headway, hardly; so Tom says: 

“I know how to fix it. We got to have a rock for the coat of arms and mournful inscriptions, 

and we can kill two birds with that same rock. There’s a gaudy big grindstone down at the mill, 

and we’ll smouch it, and carve the things on it, and file out the pens and the saw on it, too.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

It warn’t no slouch of an idea; and it warn’t no slouch of a grindstone nuther; but we allowed 

we’d tackle it. It warn’t quite midnight yet, so we cleared out for the mill, leaving Jim at work. 

We smouched the grindstone, and set out to roll her home, but it was a most nation tough job. 

Sometimes, do what we could, we couldn’t keep her from falling over, and she come mighty 

near mashing us every time. Tom said she was going to get one of us, sure, before we got 

through. We got her half way; and then we was plumb played out, and most drownded with 

sweat. We see it warn’t no use; we got to go and fetch Jim. So he raised up his bed and slid the 

chain off of the bed-leg, and wrapt it round and round his neck, and we crawled out through our 

hole and down there, and Jim and me laid into that grindstone and walked her along like nothing; 

and Tom superintended. He could out-superintend any boy I ever see. He knowed how to do 

everything. 

Our hole was pretty big, but it warn’t big enough to get the grindstone through; but Jim he 

took the pick and soon made it big enough. Then Tom marked out them things on it with the nail, 

and set Jim to work on them, with the nail for a chisel and an iron bolt from the rubbage in the 



lean-to for a hammer, and told him to work till the rest of his candle quit on him, and then he 

could go to bed, and hide the grindstone under his straw tick and sleep on it. Then we helped him 

fix his chain back on the bed-leg, and was ready for bed ourselves. But Tom thought of 

something, and says: 

“You got any spiders in here, Jim?” 

“No, sah, thanks to goodness I hain’t, Mars Tom.” 

“All right, we’ll get you some.” 

“But bless you, honey, I doan’ want none. I’s afeard un um. I jis’ ’s soon have rattlesnakes 

aroun’.” 

Tom thought a minute or two, and says: 

“It’s a good idea. And I reckon it’s been done. It must a been done; it stands to reason. Yes, 

it’s a prime good idea. Where could you keep it?” 

“Keep what, Mars Tom?” 

“Why, a rattlesnake.” 

“De goodness gracious alive, Mars Tom! Why, if dey was a rattlesnake to come in heah I’d 

take en bust right out thoo dat log wall, I would, wid my head.” 

“Why, Jim, you wouldn’t be afraid of it after a little. You could tame it.” 

“Tame it!” 

“Yes—easy enough. Every animal is grateful for kindness and petting, and they 

wouldn’t think of hurting a person that pets them. Any book will tell you that. You try—that’s all 

I ask; just try for two or three days. Why, you can get him so, in a little while, that he’ll love you; 

and sleep with you; and won’t stay away from you a minute; and will let you wrap him round 

your neck and put his head in your mouth.” 

“Please, Mars Tom—doan’ talk so! I can’t stan’ it! He’d let me shove his head in my mouf—

fer a favor, hain’t it? I lay he’d wait a pow’ful long time ’fo’ I ast him. En mo’ en dat, I 

doan’ want him to sleep wid me.” 

“Jim, don’t act so foolish. A prisoner’s got to have some kind of a dumb pet, and if a 

rattlesnake hain’t ever been tried, why, there’s more glory to be gained in your being the first to 

ever try it than any other way you could ever think of to save your life.” 

“Why, Mars Tom, I doan’ want no sich glory. Snake take ’n bite Jim’s chin off, den whah is 

de glory? No, sah, I doan’ want no sich doin’s.” 

“Blame it, can’t you try? I only want you to try—you needn’t keep it up if it don’t work.” 

“But de trouble all done ef de snake bite me while I’s a tryin’ him. Mars Tom, I’s willin’ to 

tackle mos’ anything ’at ain’t onreasonable, but ef you en Huck fetches a rattlesnake in heah for 

me to tame, I’s gwyne to leave, dat’s shore.” 

“Well, then, let it go, let it go, if you’re so bull-headed about it. We can get you some garter-

snakes, and you can tie some buttons on their tails, and let on they’re rattlesnakes, and I reckon 

that ’ll have to do.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

“I k’n stan’ dem, Mars Tom, but blame’ ’f I couldn’ get along widout um, I tell you dat. I 

never knowed b’fo’ ’t was so much bother and trouble to be a prisoner.” 

“Well, it always is when it’s done right. You got any rats around here?” 

“No, sah, I hain’t seed none.” 

“Well, we’ll get you some rats.” 

“Why, Mars Tom, I doan’ want no rats. Dey’s de dadblamedest creturs to ’sturb a body, en 

rustle roun’ over ’im, en bite his feet, when he’s tryin’ to sleep, I ever see. No, sah, gimme 

g’yarter-snakes, ’f I’s got to have ’m, but doan’ gimme no rats; I hain’ got no use f’r um, 

skasely.” 

“But, Jim, you got to have ’em—they all do. So don’t make no more fuss about it. Prisoners 

ain’t ever without rats. There ain’t no instance of it. And they train them, and pet them, and learn 

them tricks, and they get to be as sociable as flies. But you got to play music to them. You got 

anything to play music on?” 

“I ain’ got nuffn but a coase comb en a piece o’ paper, en a juice-harp; but I reck’n dey 

wouldn’ take no stock in a juice-harp.” 

“Yes they would they don’t care what kind of music ’tis. A jews-harp’s plenty good enough 

for a rat. All animals like music—in a prison they dote on it. Specially, painful music; and you 

can’t get no other kind out of a jews-harp. It always interests them; they come out to see what’s 

the matter with you. Yes, you’re all right; you’re fixed very well. You want to set on your bed 



nights before you go to sleep, and early in the mornings, and play your jews-harp; play ‘The Last 

Link is Broken’—that’s the thing that ’ll scoop a rat quicker ’n anything else; and when you’ve 

played about two minutes you’ll see all the rats, and the snakes, and spiders, and things begin to 

feel worried about you, and come. And they’ll just fairly swarm over you, and have a noble good 

time.” 

“Yes, dey will, I reck’n, Mars Tom, but what kine er time is Jim havin’? Blest if I kin see de 

pint. But I’ll do it ef I got to. I reck’n I better keep de animals satisfied, en not have no trouble in 

de house.” 

Tom waited to think it over, and see if there wasn’t nothing else; and pretty soon he says: 

“Oh, there’s one thing I forgot. Could you raise a flower here, do you reckon?” 

“I doan know but maybe I could, Mars Tom; but it’s tolable dark in heah, en I ain’ got no use 

f’r no flower, nohow, en she’d be a pow’ful sight o’ trouble.” 

“Well, you try it, anyway. Some other prisoners has done it.” 

“One er dem big cat-tail-lookin’ mullen-stalks would grow in heah, Mars Tom, I reck’n, but 

she wouldn’t be wuth half de trouble she’d coss.” 

“Don’t you believe it. We’ll fetch you a little one and you plant it in the corner over there, and 

raise it. And don’t call it mullen, call it Pitchiola—that’s its right name when it’s in a prison. And 

you want to water it with your tears.” 

“Why, I got plenty spring water, Mars Tom.” 

“You don’t want spring water; you want to water it with your tears. It’s the way they always 

do.” 

“Why, Mars Tom, I lay I kin raise one er dem mullen-stalks twyste wid spring water whiles 

another man’s a start’n one wid tears.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“That ain’t the idea. You got to do it with tears.” 

“She’ll die on my han’s, Mars Tom, she sholy will; kase I doan’ skasely ever cry.” 

So Tom was stumped. But he studied it over, and then said Jim would have to worry along the 

best he could with an onion. He promised he would go to the nigger cabins and drop one, private, 

in Jim’s coffee-pot, in the morning. Jim said he would “jis’ ’s soon have tobacker in his coffee;” 

and found so much fault with it, and with the work and bother of raising the mullen, and jews-

harping the rats, and petting and flattering up the snakes and spiders and things, on top of all the 

other work he had to do on pens, and inscriptions, and journals, and things, which made it more 

trouble and worry and responsibility to be a prisoner than anything he ever undertook, that Tom 

most lost all patience with him; and said he was just loadened down with more gaudier chances 

than a prisoner ever had in the world to make a name for himself, and yet he didn’t know enough 

to appreciate them, and they was just about wasted on him. So Jim he was sorry, and said he 

wouldn’t behave so no more, and then me and Tom shoved for bed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

In the morning we went up to the village and bought a wire rat-trap and fetched it down, and 

unstopped the best rat-hole, and in about an hour we had fifteen of the bulliest kind of ones; and 

then we took it and put it in a safe place under Aunt Sally’s bed. But while we was gone for 

spiders little Thomas Franklin Benjamin Jefferson Elexander Phelps found it there, and opened 

the door of it to see if the rats would come out, and they did; and Aunt Sally she come in, and 

when we got back she was a-standing on top of the bed raising Cain, and the rats was doing what 

they could to keep off the dull times for her. So she took and dusted us both with the hickry, and 

we was as much as two hours catching another fifteen or sixteen, drat that meddlesome cub, and 

they warn’t the likeliest, nuther, because the first haul was the pick of the flock. I never see a 

likelier lot of rats than what that first haul was. 

We got a splendid stock of sorted spiders, and bugs, and frogs, and caterpillars, and one thing 

or another; and we like to got a hornet’s nest, but we didn’t. The family was at home. We didn’t 

give it right up, but stayed with them as long as we could; because we allowed we’d tire them out 

or they’d got to tire us out, and they done it. Then we got allycumpain and rubbed on the places, 

and was pretty near all right again, but couldn’t set down convenient. And so we went for the 

snakes, and grabbed a couple of dozen garters and house-snakes, and put them in a bag, and put 

it in our room, and by that time it was supper-time, and a rattling good honest day’s work: and 

hungry?—oh, no, I reckon not! And there warn’t a blessed snake up there when we went back—

we didn’t half tie the sack, and they worked out somehow, and left. But it didn’t matter much, 

because they was still on the premises somewheres. So we judged we could get some of them 

again. No, there warn’t no real scarcity of snakes about the house for a considerable spell. You’d 

see them dripping from the rafters and places every now and then; and they generly landed in 

your plate, or down the back of your neck, and most of the time where you didn’t want them. 

Well, they was handsome and striped, and there warn’t no harm in a million of them; but that 

never made no difference to Aunt Sally; she despised snakes, be the breed what they might, and 

she couldn’t stand them no way you could fix it; and every time one of them flopped down on 

her, it didn’t make no difference what she was doing, she would just lay that work down and 

light out. I never see such a woman. And you could hear her whoop to Jericho. You couldn’t get 

her to take a-holt of one of them with the tongs. And if she turned over and found one in bed she 

would scramble out and lift a howl that you would think the house was afire. She disturbed the 

old man so that he said he could most wish there hadn’t ever been no snakes created. Why, after 

every last snake had been gone clear out of the house for as much as a week Aunt Sally warn’t 

over it yet; she warn’t near over it; when she was setting thinking about something you could 

touch her on the back of her neck with a feather and she would jump right out of her stockings. It 

was very curious. But Tom said all women was just so. He said they was made that way for some 

reason or other. 

We got a licking every time one of our snakes come in her way, and she allowed these lickings 

warn’t nothing to what she would do if we ever loaded up the place again with them. I didn’t 

mind the lickings, because they didn’t amount to nothing; but I minded the trouble we had to lay 

in another lot. But we got them laid in, and all the other things; and you never see a cabin as 

blithesome as Jim’s was when they’d all swarm out for music and go for him. Jim didn’t like the 

spiders, and the spiders didn’t like Jim; and so they’d lay for him, and make it mighty warm for 

him. And he said that between the rats and the snakes and the grindstone there warn’t no room in 

bed for him, skasely; and when there was, a body couldn’t sleep, it was so lively, and it was 



always lively, he said, because they never all slept at one time, but took turn about, so when the 

snakes was asleep the rats was on deck, and when the rats turned in the snakes come on watch, 

so he always had one gang under him, in his way, and t’other gang having a circus over him, and 

if he got up to hunt a new place the spiders would take a chance at him as he crossed over. He 

said if he ever got out this time he wouldn’t ever be a prisoner again, not for a salary. 

Well, by the end of three weeks everything was in pretty good shape. The shirt was sent in 

early, in a pie, and every time a rat bit Jim he would get up and write a little in his journal whilst 

the ink was fresh; the pens was made, the inscriptions and so on was all carved on the 

grindstone; the bed-leg was sawed in two, and we had et up the sawdust, and it give us a most 

amazing stomach-ache. We reckoned we was all going to die, but didn’t. It was the most 

undigestible sawdust I ever see; and Tom said the same. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



But as I was saying, we’d got all the work done now, at last; and we was all pretty much 

fagged out, too, but mainly Jim. The old man had wrote a couple of times to the plantation below 

Orleans to come and get their runaway nigger, but hadn’t got no answer, because there warn’t no 

such plantation; so he allowed he would advertise Jim in the St. Louis and New Orleans papers; 

and when he mentioned the St. Louis ones it give me the cold shivers, and I see we hadn’t no 

time to lose. So Tom said, now for the nonnamous letters. 

“What’s them?” I says. 

“Warnings to the people that something is up. Sometimes it’s done one way, sometimes 

another. But there’s always somebody spying around that gives notice to the governor of the 

castle. When Louis XVI. was going to light out of the Tooleries, a servant-girl done it. It’s a very 

good way, and so is the nonnamous letters. We’ll use them both. And it’s usual for the prisoner’s 

mother to change clothes with him, and she stays in, and he slides out in her clothes. We’ll do 

that, too.” 

“But looky here, Tom, what do we want to warn anybody for that something’s up? Let them 

find it out for themselves—it’s their lookout.” 

“Yes, I know; but you can’t depend on them. It’s the way they’ve acted from the very start—

left us to do everything. They’re so confiding and mullet-headed they don’t take notice of 

nothing at all. So if we don’t give them notice there won’t be nobody nor nothing to interfere 

with us, and so after all our hard work and trouble this escape ’ll go off perfectly flat; won’t 

amount to nothing—won’t be nothing to it.” 

“Well, as for me, Tom, that’s the way I’d like.” 

“Shucks!” he says, and looked disgusted. So I says: 

“But I ain’t going to make no complaint. Any way that suits you suits me. What you going to 

do about the servant-girl?” 

“You’ll be her. You slide in, in the middle of the night, and hook that yaller girl’s frock.” 

“Why, Tom, that ’ll make trouble next morning; because, of course, she prob’bly hain’t got 

any but that one.” 

“I know; but you don’t want it but fifteen minutes, to carry the nonnamous letter and shove it 

under the front door.” 

“All right, then, I’ll do it; but I could carry it just as handy in my own togs.” 

“You wouldn’t look like a servant-girl then, would you?” 

“No, but there won’t be nobody to see what I look like, anyway.” 

“That ain’t got nothing to do with it. The thing for us to do is just to do our duty, and not 

worry about whether anybody sees us do it or not. Hain’t you got no principle at all?” 

“All right, I ain’t saying nothing; I’m the servant-girl. Who’s Jim’s mother?” 

“I’m his mother. I’ll hook a gown from Aunt Sally.” 

“Well, then, you’ll have to stay in the cabin when me and Jim leaves.” 

“Not much. I’ll stuff Jim’s clothes full of straw and lay it on his bed to represent his mother in 

disguise, and Jim ’ll take the nigger woman’s gown off of me and wear it, and we’ll all evade 

together. When a prisoner of style escapes it’s called an evasion. It’s always called so when a 

king escapes, f’rinstance. And the same with a king’s son; it don’t make no difference whether 

he’s a natural one or an unnatural one.” 



So Tom he wrote the nonnamous letter, and I smouched the yaller wench’s frock that night, 

and put it on, and shoved it under the front door, the way Tom told me to. It said: 

Beware. Trouble is brewing. Keep a sharp lookout. Unknown Friend. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Next night we stuck a picture, which Tom drawed in blood, of a skull and crossbones on the 

front door; and next night another one of a coffin on the back door. I never see a family in such a 



sweat. They couldn’t a been worse scared if the place had a been full of ghosts laying for them 

behind everything and under the beds and shivering through the air. If a door banged, Aunt Sally 

she jumped and said “ouch!” if anything fell, she jumped and said “ouch!” if you happened to 

touch her, when she warn’t noticing, she done the same; she couldn’t face noway and be 

satisfied, because she allowed there was something behind her every time—so she was always a-

whirling around sudden, and saying “ouch,” and before she’d got two-thirds around she’d whirl 

back again, and say it again; and she was afraid to go to bed, but she dasn’t set up. So the thing 

was working very well, Tom said; he said he never see a thing work more satisfactory. He said it 

showed it was done right. 

So he said, now for the grand bulge! So the very next morning at the streak of dawn we got 

another letter ready, and was wondering what we better do with it, because we heard them say at 

supper they was going to have a nigger on watch at both doors all night. Tom he went down the 

lightning-rod to spy around; and the nigger at the back door was asleep, and he stuck it in the 

back of his neck and come back. This letter said: 

Don’t betray me, I wish to be your friend. There is a desprate gang of cutthroats from over in 

the Indian Territory going to steal your runaway nigger to-night, and they have been trying to 

scare you so as you will stay in the house and not bother them. I am one of the gang, but have got 

religgion and wish to quit it and lead an honest life again, and will betray the helish design. They 

will sneak down from northards, along the fence, at midnight exact, with a false key, and go in 

the nigger’s cabin to get him. I am to be off a piece and blow a tin horn if I see any danger; but 

stead of that I will baa like a sheep soon as they get in and not blow at all; then whilst they are 

getting his chains loose, you slip there and lock them in, and can kill them at your leasure. Don’t 

do anything but just the way I am telling you, if you do they will suspicion something and raise 

whoop-jamboreehoo. I do not wish any reward but to know I have done the right thing. Unknown 

Friend. 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XL. 

We was feeling pretty good after breakfast, and took my canoe and went over the river a-

fishing, with a lunch, and had a good time, and took a look at the raft and found her all right, and 

got home late to supper, and found them in such a sweat and worry they didn’t know which end 

they was standing on, and made us go right off to bed the minute we was done supper, and 

wouldn’t tell us what the trouble was, and never let on a word about the new letter, but didn’t 

need to, because we knowed as much about it as anybody did, and as soon as we was half up 

stairs and her back was turned we slid for the cellar cupboard and loaded up a good lunch and 

took it up to our room and went to bed, and got up about half-past eleven, and Tom put on Aunt 

Sally’s dress that he stole and was going to start with the lunch, but says: 

“Where’s the butter?” 

“I laid out a hunk of it,” I says, “on a piece of a corn-pone.” 

“Well, you left it laid out, then—it ain’t here.” 

“We can get along without it,” I says. 

“We can get along with it, too,” he says; “just you slide down cellar and fetch it. And then 

mosey right down the lightning-rod and come along. I’ll go and stuff the straw into Jim’s clothes 

to represent his mother in disguise, and be ready to baa like a sheep and shove soon as you get 

there.” 

So out he went, and down cellar went I. The hunk of butter, big as a person’s fist, was where I 

had left it, so I took up the slab of corn-pone with it on, and blowed out my light, and started up 

stairs very stealthy, and got up to the main floor all right, but here comes Aunt Sally with a 

candle, and I clapped the truck in my hat, and clapped my hat on my head, and the next second 

she see me; and she says: 

“You been down cellar?” 

“Yes’m.” 

“What you been doing down there?” 

“Noth’n.” 

“Noth’n!” 

“No’m.” 

“Well, then, what possessed you to go down there this time of night?” 

“I don’t know ’m.” 

“You don’t know? Don’t answer me that way. Tom, I want to know what you 

been doing down there.” 

“I hain’t been doing a single thing, Aunt Sally, I hope to gracious if I have.” 

I reckoned she’d let me go now, and as a generl thing she would; but I s’pose there was so 

many strange things going on she was just in a sweat about every little thing that warn’t yard-

stick straight; so she says, very decided: 

“You just march into that setting-room and stay there till I come. You been up to something 

you no business to, and I lay I’ll find out what it is before I’M done with you.” 

So she went away as I opened the door and walked into the setting-room. My, but there was a 

crowd there! Fifteen farmers, and every one of them had a gun. I was most powerful sick, and 



slunk to a chair and set down. They was setting around, some of them talking a little, in a low 

voice, and all of them fidgety and uneasy, but trying to look like they warn’t; but I knowed they 

was, because they was always taking off their hats, and putting them on, and scratching their 

heads, and changing their seats, and fumbling with their buttons. I warn’t easy myself, but I 

didn’t take my hat off, all the same. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I did wish Aunt Sally would come, and get done with me, and lick me, if she wanted to, and 

let me get away and tell Tom how we’d overdone this thing, and what a thundering hornet’s-nest 

we’d got ourselves into, so we could stop fooling around straight off, and clear out with Jim 

before these rips got out of patience and come for us. 

At last she come and begun to ask me questions, but I couldn’t answer them straight, I didn’t 

know which end of me was up; because these men was in such a fidget now that some was 

wanting to start right NOW and lay for them desperadoes, and saying it warn’t but a few minutes 

to midnight; and others was trying to get them to hold on and wait for the sheep-signal; and here 



was Aunty pegging away at the questions, and me a-shaking all over and ready to sink down in 

my tracks I was that scared; and the place getting hotter and hotter, and the butter beginning to 

melt and run down my neck and behind my ears; and pretty soon, when one of them says, “I’M 

for going and getting in the cabin first and right now, and catching them when they come,” I 

most dropped; and a streak of butter come a-trickling down my forehead, and Aunt Sally she see 

it, and turns white as a sheet, and says: 

“For the land’s sake, what is the matter with the child? He’s got the brain-fever as shore as 

you’re born, and they’re oozing out!” 

And everybody runs to see, and she snatches off my hat, and out comes the bread and what 

was left of the butter, and she grabbed me, and hugged me, and says: 

“Oh, what a turn you did give me! and how glad and grateful I am it ain’t no worse; for luck’s 

against us, and it never rains but it pours, and when I see that truck I thought we’d lost you, for I 

knowed by the color and all it was just like your brains would be if—Dear, dear, whyd’nt 

you tell me that was what you’d been down there for, I wouldn’t a cared. Now cler out to bed, 

and don’t lemme see no more of you till morning!” 

I was up stairs in a second, and down the lightning-rod in another one, and shinning through 

the dark for the lean-to. I couldn’t hardly get my words out, I was so anxious; but I told Tom as 

quick as I could we must jump for it now, and not a minute to lose—the house full of men, 

yonder, with guns! 

His eyes just blazed; and he says: 

“No!—is that so? ain’t it bully! Why, Huck, if it was to do over again, I bet I could fetch two 

hundred! If we could put it off till—” 

“Hurry! Hurry!” I says. “Where’s Jim?” 

“Right at your elbow; if you reach out your arm you can touch him. He’s dressed, and 

everything’s ready. Now we’ll slide out and give the sheep-signal.” 

But then we heard the tramp of men coming to the door, and heard them begin to fumble with 

the pad-lock, and heard a man say: 

“I told you we’d be too soon; they haven’t come—the door is locked. Here, I’ll lock some of 

you into the cabin, and you lay for ’em in the dark and kill ’em when they come; and the rest 

scatter around a piece, and listen if you can hear ’em coming.” 

So in they come, but couldn’t see us in the dark, and most trod on us whilst we was hustling to 

get under the bed. But we got under all right, and out through the hole, swift but soft—Jim first, 

me next, and Tom last, which was according to Tom’s orders. Now we was in the lean-to, and 

heard trampings close by outside. So we crept to the door, and Tom stopped us there and put his 

eye to the crack, but couldn’t make out nothing, it was so dark; and whispered and said he would 

listen for the steps to get further, and when he nudged us Jim must glide out first, and him last. 

So he set his ear to the crack and listened, and listened, and listened, and the steps a-scraping 

around out there all the time; and at last he nudged us, and we slid out, and stooped down, not 

breathing, and not making the least noise, and slipped stealthy towards the fence in Injun file, 

and got to it all right, and me and Jim over it; but Tom’s britches catched fast on a splinter on the 

top rail, and then he hear the steps coming, so he had to pull loose, which snapped the splinter 

and made a noise; and as he dropped in our tracks and started somebody sings out: 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

“Who’s that? Answer, or I’ll shoot!” 

But we didn’t answer; we just unfurled our heels and shoved. Then there was a rush, and 

a Bang, Bang, Bang! and the bullets fairly whizzed around us! We heard them sing out: 

“Here they are! They’ve broke for the river! After ’em, boys, and turn loose the dogs!” 

So here they come, full tilt. We could hear them because they wore boots and yelled, but we 

didn’t wear no boots and didn’t yell. We was in the path to the mill; and when they got pretty 

close on to us we dodged into the bush and let them go by, and then dropped in behind them. 

They’d had all the dogs shut up, so they wouldn’t scare off the robbers; but by this time 



somebody had let them loose, and here they come, making powwow enough for a million; but 

they was our dogs; so we stopped in our tracks till they catched up; and when they see it warn’t 

nobody but us, and no excitement to offer them, they only just said howdy, and tore right ahead 

towards the shouting and clattering; and then we up-steam again, and whizzed along after them 

till we was nearly to the mill, and then struck up through the bush to where my canoe was tied, 

and hopped in and pulled for dear life towards the middle of the river, but didn’t make no more 

noise than we was obleeged to. Then we struck out, easy and comfortable, for the island where 

my raft was; and we could hear them yelling and barking at each other all up and down the bank, 

till we was so far away the sounds got dim and died out. And when we stepped on to the raft I 

says: 

“Now, old Jim, you’re a free man again, and I bet you won’t ever be a slave no more.” 

“En a mighty good job it wuz, too, Huck. It ’uz planned beautiful, en it ’uz done beautiful; en 

dey ain’t nobody kin git up a plan dat’s mo’ mixed-up en splendid den what dat one wuz.” 

We was all glad as we could be, but Tom was the gladdest of all because he had a bullet in the 

calf of his leg. 

When me and Jim heard that we didn’t feel so brash as what we did before. It was hurting him 

considerable, and bleeding; so we laid him in the wigwam and tore up one of the duke’s shirts 

for to bandage him, but he says: 

“Gimme the rags; I can do it myself. Don’t stop now; don’t fool around here, and the evasion 

booming along so handsome; man the sweeps, and set her loose! Boys, we done it elegant!—

’deed we did. I wish we’d a had the handling of Louis XVI., there wouldn’t a been no ‘Son of 

Saint Louis, ascend to heaven!’ wrote down in his biography; no, sir, we’d a whooped him over 

the border—that’s what we’d a done with him—and done it just as slick as nothing at all, too. 

Man the sweeps—man the sweeps!” 

But me and Jim was consulting—and thinking. And after we’d thought a minute, I says: 

“Say it, Jim.” 

So he says: 

“Well, den, dis is de way it look to me, Huck. Ef it wuz him dat ’uz bein’ sot free, en one er de 

boys wuz to git shot, would he say, ‘Go on en save me, nemmine ’bout a doctor f’r to save dis 

one?’ Is dat like Mars Tom Sawyer? Would he say dat? You bet he wouldn’t! well, den, 

is Jim gywne to say it? No, sah—I doan’ budge a step out’n dis place ’dout a doctor, not if it’s 

forty year!” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

I knowed he was white inside, and I reckoned he’d say what he did say—so it was all right 

now, and I told Tom I was a-going for a doctor. He raised considerable row about it, but me and 

Jim stuck to it and wouldn’t budge; so he was for crawling out and setting the raft loose himself; 

but we wouldn’t let him. Then he give us a piece of his mind, but it didn’t do no good. 

So when he sees me getting the canoe ready, he says: 

“Well, then, if you’re bound to go, I’ll tell you the way to do when you get to the village. Shut 

the door and blindfold the doctor tight and fast, and make him swear to be silent as the grave, 

and put a purse full of gold in his hand, and then take and lead him all around the back alleys and 

everywheres in the dark, and then fetch him here in the canoe, in a roundabout way amongst the 

islands, and search him and take his chalk away from him, and don’t give it back to him till you 

get him back to the village, or else he will chalk this raft so he can find it again. It’s the way they 

all do.” 



So I said I would, and left, and Jim was to hide in the woods when he see the doctor coming 

till he was gone again. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XLI. 

The doctor was an old man; a very nice, kind-looking old man when I got him up. I told him 

me and my brother was over on Spanish Island hunting yesterday afternoon, and camped on a 

piece of a raft we found, and about midnight he must a kicked his gun in his dreams, for it went 

off and shot him in the leg, and we wanted him to go over there and fix it and not say nothing 

about it, nor let anybody know, because we wanted to come home this evening and surprise the 

folks. 

“Who is your folks?” he says. 

“The Phelpses, down yonder.” 

“Oh,” he says. And after a minute, he says: 

“How’d you say he got shot?” 

“He had a dream,” I says, “and it shot him.” 

“Singular dream,” he says. 

So he lit up his lantern, and got his saddle-bags, and we started. But when he sees the canoe he 

didn’t like the look of her—said she was big enough for one, but didn’t look pretty safe for two. I 

says: 

“Oh, you needn’t be afeard, sir, she carried the three of us easy enough.” 

“What three?” 

“Why, me and Sid, and—and—and the guns; that’s what I mean.” 

“Oh,” he says. 

But he put his foot on the gunnel and rocked her, and shook his head, and said he reckoned 

he’d look around for a bigger one. But they was all locked and chained; so he took my canoe, 

and said for me to wait till he come back, or I could hunt around further, or maybe I better go 

down home and get them ready for the surprise if I wanted to. But I said I didn’t; so I told him 

just how to find the raft, and then he started. 

I struck an idea pretty soon. I says to myself, spos’n he can’t fix that leg just in three shakes of 

a sheep’s tail, as the saying is? spos’n it takes him three or four days? What are we going to 

do?—lay around there till he lets the cat out of the bag? No, sir; I know what I’ll do. I’ll wait, 

and when he comes back if he says he’s got to go any more I’ll get down there, too, if I swim; 

and we’ll take and tie him, and keep him, and shove out down the river; and when Tom’s done 

with him we’ll give him what it’s worth, or all we got, and then let him get ashore. 

So then I crept into a lumber-pile to get some sleep; and next time I waked up the sun was 

away up over my head! I shot out and went for the doctor’s house, but they told me he’d gone 

away in the night some time or other, and warn’t back yet. Well, thinks I, that looks powerful 

bad for Tom, and I’ll dig out for the island right off. So away I shoved, and turned the corner, 

and nearly rammed my head into Uncle Silas’s stomach! He says: 

“Why, Tom! Where you been all this time, you rascal?” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“I hain’t been nowheres,” I says, “only just hunting for the runaway nigger—me and Sid.” 

“Why, where ever did you go?” he says. “Your aunt’s been mighty uneasy.” 

“She needn’t,” I says, “because we was all right. We followed the men and the dogs, but they 

outrun us, and we lost them; but we thought we heard them on the water, so we got a canoe and 

took out after them and crossed over, but couldn’t find nothing of them; so we cruised along up-

shore till we got kind of tired and beat out; and tied up the canoe and went to sleep, and never 

waked up till about an hour ago; then we paddled over here to hear the news, and Sid’s at the 

post-office to see what he can hear, and I’m a-branching out to get something to eat for us, and 

then we’re going home.” 

So then we went to the post-office to get “Sid”; but just as I suspicioned, he warn’t there; so 

the old man he got a letter out of the office, and we waited awhile longer, but Sid didn’t come; so 



the old man said, come along, let Sid foot it home, or canoe it, when he got done fooling 

around—but we would ride. I couldn’t get him to let me stay and wait for Sid; and he said there 

warn’t no use in it, and I must come along, and let Aunt Sally see we was all right. 

When we got home Aunt Sally was that glad to see me she laughed and cried both, and 

hugged me, and give me one of them lickings of hern that don’t amount to shucks, and said she’d 

serve Sid the same when he come. 

And the place was plum full of farmers and farmers’ wives, to dinner; and such another clack 

a body never heard. Old Mrs. Hotchkiss was the worst; her tongue was a-going all the time. She 

says: 

“Well, Sister Phelps, I’ve ransacked that-air cabin over, an’ I b’lieve the nigger was crazy. I 

says to Sister Damrell—didn’t I, Sister Damrell?—s’I, he’s crazy, s’I—them’s the very words I 

said. You all hearn me: he’s crazy, s’I; everything shows it, s’I. Look at that-air grindstone, s’I; 

want to tell me’t any cretur ’t’s in his right mind ’s a goin’ to scrabble all them crazy things onto 

a grindstone, s’I? Here sich ’n’ sich a person busted his heart; ’n’ here so ’n’ so pegged along for 

thirty-seven year, ’n’ all that—natcherl son o’ Louis somebody, ’n’ sich everlast’n rubbage. He’s 

plumb crazy, s’I; it’s what I says in the fust place, it’s what I says in the middle, ’n’ it’s what I 

says last ’n’ all the time—the nigger’s crazy—crazy ‘s Nebokoodneezer, s’I.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



“An’ look at that-air ladder made out’n rags, Sister Hotchkiss,” says old Mrs. Damrell; “what 

in the name o’ goodness could he ever want of—” 

“The very words I was a-sayin’ no longer ago th’n this minute to Sister Utterback, ’n’ she’ll 

tell you so herself. Sh-she, look at that-air rag ladder, sh-she; ’n’ s’I, yes, look at it, s’I—

what could he a-wanted of it, s’I. Sh-she, Sister Hotchkiss, sh-she—” 

“But how in the nation’d they ever git that grindstone in there, anyway? ’n’ who dug that-

air hole? ’n’ who—” 

“My very words, Brer Penrod! I was a-sayin’—pass that-air sasser o’ m’lasses, won’t ye?—I 

was a-sayin’ to Sister Dunlap, jist this minute, how did they git that grindstone in there, s’I. 

Without help, mind you—’thout help! that’s wher ’tis. Don’t tell me, s’I; there wuz help, s’I; ’n’ 

ther’ wuz a plenty help, too, s’I; ther’s ben a dozen a-helpin’ that nigger, ’n’ I lay I’d skin every 

last nigger on this place but I’d find out who done it, s’I; ’n’ moreover, s’I—” 

“A dozen says you!—forty couldn’t a done every thing that’s been done. Look at them case-

knife saws and things, how tedious they’ve been made; look at that bed-leg sawed off with ’m, a 

week’s work for six men; look at that nigger made out’n straw on the bed; and look at—” 

“You may well say it, Brer Hightower! It’s jist as I was a-sayin’ to Brer Phelps, his own self. 

S’e, what do you think of it, Sister Hotchkiss, s’e? Think o’ what, Brer Phelps, s’I? Think o’ that 

bed-leg sawed off that a way, s’e? think of it, s’I? I lay it never sawed itself off, s’I—

somebody sawed it, s’I; that’s my opinion, take it or leave it, it mayn’t be no ’count, s’I, but sich 

as ’t is, it’s my opinion, s’I, ’n’ if any body k’n start a better one, s’I, let him do it, s’I, that’s all. I 

says to Sister Dunlap, s’I—” 

“Why, dog my cats, they must a ben a house-full o’ niggers in there every night for four weeks 

to a done all that work, Sister Phelps. Look at that shirt—every last inch of it kivered over with 

secret African writ’n done with blood! Must a ben a raft uv ’m at it right along, all the time, 

amost. Why, I’d give two dollars to have it read to me; ’n’ as for the niggers that wrote it, I ’low 

I’d take ’n’ lash ’m t’ll—” 

“People to help him, Brother Marples! Well, I reckon you’d think so if you’d a been in this 

house for a while back. Why, they’ve stole everything they could lay their hands on—and we a-

watching all the time, mind you. They stole that shirt right off o’ the line! and as for that sheet 

they made the rag ladder out of, ther’ ain’t no telling how many times they didn’t steal that; and 

flour, and candles, and candlesticks, and spoons, and the old warming-pan, and most a thousand 

things that I disremember now, and my new calico dress; and me and Silas and my Sid and Tom 

on the constant watch day and night, as I was a-telling you, and not a one of us could catch hide 

nor hair nor sight nor sound of them; and here at the last minute, lo and behold you, they slides 

right in under our noses and fools us, and not only fools us but the Injun Territory robbers too, 

and actuly gets away with that nigger safe and sound, and that with sixteen men and twenty-two 

dogs right on their very heels at that very time! I tell you, it just bangs anything I ever heard of. 

Why, sperits couldn’t a done better and been no smarter. And I reckon they must 

a been sperits—because, you know our dogs, and ther’ ain’t no better; well, them dogs never 

even got on the track of ’m once! You explain that to me if you can!—any of you!” 

“Well, it does beat—” 

“Laws alive, I never—” 

“So help me, I wouldn’t a be—” 

“House-thieves as well as—” 



“Goodnessgracioussakes, I’d a ben afeard to live in sich a—” 

“’Fraid to live!—why, I was that scared I dasn’t hardly go to bed, or get up, or lay down, 

or set down, Sister Ridgeway. Why, they’d steal the very—why, goodness sakes, you can guess 

what kind of a fluster I was in by the time midnight come last night. I hope to gracious if I warn’t 

afraid they’d steal some o’ the family! I was just to that pass I didn’t have no reasoning faculties 

no more. It looks foolish enough now, in the daytime; but I says to myself, there’s my two poor 

boys asleep, ’way up stairs in that lonesome room, and I declare to goodness I was that uneasy ’t 

I crep’ up there and locked ’em in! I did. And anybody would. Because, you know, when you get 

scared that way, and it keeps running on, and getting worse and worse all the time, and your wits 

gets to addling, and you get to doing all sorts o’ wild things, and by and by you think to yourself, 

spos’n I was a boy, and was away up there, and the door ain’t locked, and you—” She stopped, 

looking kind of wondering, and then she turned her head around slow, and when her eye lit on 

me—I got up and took a walk. 

Says I to myself, I can explain better how we come to not be in that room this morning if I go 

out to one side and study over it a little. So I done it. But I dasn’t go fur, or she’d a sent for me. 

And when it was late in the day the people all went, and then I come in and told her the noise and 

shooting waked up me and “Sid,” and the door was locked, and we wanted to see the fun, so we 

went down the lightning-rod, and both of us got hurt a little, and we didn’t never want to 

try that no more. And then I went on and told her all what I told Uncle Silas before; and then she 

said she’d forgive us, and maybe it was all right enough anyway, and about what a body might 

expect of boys, for all boys was a pretty harum-scarum lot as fur as she could see; and so, as long 

as no harm hadn’t come of it, she judged she better put in her time being grateful we was alive 

and well and she had us still, stead of fretting over what was past and done. So then she kissed 

me, and patted me on the head, and dropped into a kind of a brown study; and pretty soon jumps 

up, and says: 

“Why, lawsamercy, it’s most night, and Sid not come yet! What has become of that boy?” 

I see my chance; so I skips up and says: 

“I’ll run right up to town and get him,” I says. 

“No you won’t,” she says. “You’ll stay right wher’ you are; one’s enough to be lost at a time. 

If he ain’t here to supper, your uncle ’ll go.” 

Well, he warn’t there to supper; so right after supper uncle went. 

He come back about ten a little bit uneasy; hadn’t run across Tom’s track. Aunt Sally was a 

good deal uneasy; but Uncle Silas he said there warn’t no occasion to be—boys will be boys, he 

said, and you’ll see this one turn up in the morning all sound and right. So she had to be satisfied. 

But she said she’d set up for him a while anyway, and keep a light burning so he could see it. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

And then when I went up to bed she come up with me and fetched her candle, and tucked me 

in, and mothered me so good I felt mean, and like I couldn’t look her in the face; and she set 

down on the bed and talked with me a long time, and said what a splendid boy Sid was, and 

didn’t seem to want to ever stop talking about him; and kept asking me every now and then if I 

reckoned he could a got lost, or hurt, or maybe drownded, and might be laying at this minute 

somewheres suffering or dead, and she not by him to help him, and so the tears would drip down 

silent, and I would tell her that Sid was all right, and would be home in the morning, sure; and 

she would squeeze my hand, or maybe kiss me, and tell me to say it again, and keep on saying it, 

because it done her good, and she was in so much trouble. And when she was going away she 

looked down in my eyes so steady and gentle, and says: 

“The door ain’t going to be locked, Tom, and there’s the window and the rod; but you’ll be 

good, won’t you? And you won’t go? For my sake.” 

Laws knows I wanted to go bad enough to see about Tom, and was all intending to go; but 

after that I wouldn’t a went, not for kingdoms. 

But she was on my mind and Tom was on my mind, so I slept very restless. And twice I went 

down the rod away in the night, and slipped around front, and see her setting there by her candle 



in the window with her eyes towards the road and the tears in them; and I wished I could do 

something for her, but I couldn’t, only to swear that I wouldn’t never do nothing to grieve her 

any more. And the third time I waked up at dawn, and slid down, and she was there yet, and her 

candle was most out, and her old gray head was resting on her hand, and she was asleep. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XLII. 

The old man was uptown again before breakfast, but couldn’t get no track of Tom; and both of 

them set at the table thinking, and not saying nothing, and looking mournful, and their coffee 

getting cold, and not eating anything. And by and by the old man says: 

“Did I give you the letter?” 

“What letter?” 

“The one I got yesterday out of the post-office.” 

“No, you didn’t give me no letter.” 

“Well, I must a forgot it.” 

So he rummaged his pockets, and then went off somewheres where he had laid it down, and 

fetched it, and give it to her. She says: 

“Why, it’s from St. Petersburg—it’s from Sis.” 

I allowed another walk would do me good; but I couldn’t stir. But before she could break it 

open she dropped it and run—for she see something. And so did I. It was Tom Sawyer on a 

mattress; and that old doctor; and Jim, in her calico dress, with his hands tied behind him; and a 

lot of people. I hid the letter behind the first thing that come handy, and rushed. She flung herself 

at Tom, crying, and says: 

“Oh, he’s dead, he’s dead, I know he’s dead!” 

And Tom he turned his head a little, and muttered something or other, which showed he 

warn’t in his right mind; then she flung up her hands, and says: 

“He’s alive, thank God! And that’s enough!” and she snatched a kiss of him, and flew for the 

house to get the bed ready, and scattering orders right and left at the niggers and everybody else, 

as fast as her tongue could go, every jump of the way. 

I followed the men to see what they was going to do with Jim; and the old doctor and Uncle 

Silas followed after Tom into the house. The men was very huffy, and some of them wanted to 

hang Jim for an example to all the other niggers around there, so they wouldn’t be trying to run 

away like Jim done, and making such a raft of trouble, and keeping a whole family scared most 

to death for days and nights. But the others said, don’t do it, it wouldn’t answer at all; he ain’t 

our nigger, and his owner would turn up and make us pay for him, sure. So that cooled them 

down a little, because the people that’s always the most anxious for to hang a nigger that hain’t 

done just right is always the very ones that ain’t the most anxious to pay for him when they’ve 

got their satisfaction out of him. 

They cussed Jim considerble, though, and give him a cuff or two side the head once in a while, 

but Jim never said nothing, and he never let on to know me, and they took him to the same cabin, 

and put his own clothes on him, and chained him again, and not to no bed-leg this time, but to a 

big staple drove into the bottom log, and chained his hands, too, and both legs, and said he 

warn’t to have nothing but bread and water to eat after this till his owner come, or he was sold at 

auction because he didn’t come in a certain length of time, and filled up our hole, and said a 

couple of farmers with guns must stand watch around about the cabin every night, and a bulldog 

tied to the door in the daytime; and about this time they was through with the job and was 

tapering off with a kind of generl good-bye cussing, and then the old doctor comes and takes a 

look, and says: 



“Don’t be no rougher on him than you’re obleeged to, because he ain’t a bad nigger. When I 

got to where I found the boy I see I couldn’t cut the bullet out without some help, and he warn’t 

in no condition for me to leave to go and get help; and he got a little worse and a little worse, and 

after a long time he went out of his head, and wouldn’t let me come a-nigh him any more, and 

said if I chalked his raft he’d kill me, and no end of wild foolishness like that, and I see I 

couldn’t do anything at all with him; so I says, I got to have help somehow; and the minute I says 

it out crawls this nigger from somewheres and says he’ll help, and he done it, too, and done it 

very well. Of course I judged he must be a runaway nigger, and there I was! and there I had to 

stick right straight along all the rest of the day and all night. It was a fix, I tell you! I had a couple 

of patients with the chills, and of course I’d of liked to run up to town and see them, but I dasn’t, 

because the nigger might get away, and then I’d be to blame; and yet never a skiff come close 

enough for me to hail. So there I had to stick plumb until daylight this morning; and I never see a 

nigger that was a better nuss or faithfuller, and yet he was risking his freedom to do it, and was 

all tired out, too, and I see plain enough he’d been worked main hard lately. I liked the nigger for 

that; I tell you, gentlemen, a nigger like that is worth a thousand dollars—and kind treatment, 

too. I had everything I needed, and the boy was doing as well there as he would a done at 

home—better, maybe, because it was so quiet; but there I was, with both of ’m on my hands, and 

there I had to stick till about dawn this morning; then some men in a skiff come by, and as good 

luck would have it the nigger was setting by the pallet with his head propped on his knees sound 

asleep; so I motioned them in quiet, and they slipped up on him and grabbed him and tied him 

before he knowed what he was about, and we never had no trouble. And the boy being in a kind 

of a flighty sleep, too, we muffled the oars and hitched the raft on, and towed her over very nice 

and quiet, and the nigger never made the least row nor said a word from the start. He ain’t no bad 

nigger, gentlemen; that’s what I think about him.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Somebody says: 

“Well, it sounds very good, doctor, I’m obleeged to say.” 

Then the others softened up a little, too, and I was mighty thankful to that old doctor for doing 

Jim that good turn; and I was glad it was according to my judgment of him, too; because I 

thought he had a good heart in him and was a good man the first time I see him. Then they all 

agreed that Jim had acted very well, and was deserving to have some notice took of it, and 

reward. So every one of them promised, right out and hearty, that they wouldn’t cuss him no 

more. 

Then they come out and locked him up. I hoped they was going to say he could have one or 

two of the chains took off, because they was rotten heavy, or could have meat and greens with 

his bread and water; but they didn’t think of it, and I reckoned it warn’t best for me to mix in, but 

I judged I’d get the doctor’s yarn to Aunt Sally somehow or other as soon as I’d got through the 

breakers that was laying just ahead of me—explanations, I mean, of how I forgot to mention 



about Sid being shot when I was telling how him and me put in that dratted night paddling 

around hunting the runaway nigger. 

But I had plenty time. Aunt Sally she stuck to the sick-room all day and all night, and every 

time I see Uncle Silas mooning around I dodged him. 

Next morning I heard Tom was a good deal better, and they said Aunt Sally was gone to get a 

nap. So I slips to the sick-room, and if I found him awake I reckoned we could put up a yarn for 

the family that would wash. But he was sleeping, and sleeping very peaceful, too; and pale, not 

fire-faced the way he was when he come. So I set down and laid for him to wake. In about half 

an hour Aunt Sally comes gliding in, and there I was, up a stump again! She motioned me to be 

still, and set down by me, and begun to whisper, and said we could all be joyful now, because all 

the symptoms was first-rate, and he’d been sleeping like that for ever so long, and looking better 

and peacefuller all the time, and ten to one he’d wake up in his right mind. 

So we set there watching, and by and by he stirs a bit, and opened his eyes very natural, and 

takes a look, and says: 

“Hello!—why, I’m at home! How’s that? Where’s the raft?” 

“It’s all right,” I says. 

“And Jim?” 

“The same,” I says, but couldn’t say it pretty brash. But he never noticed, but says: 

“Good! Splendid! Now we’re all right and safe! Did you tell Aunty?” 

I was going to say yes; but she chipped in and says: “About what, Sid?” 

“Why, about the way the whole thing was done.” 

“What whole thing?” 

“Why, the whole thing. There ain’t but one; how we set the runaway nigger free—me and 

Tom.” 

“Good land! Set the run—What is the child talking about! Dear, dear, out of his head again!” 

“No, I ain’t out of my head; I know all what I’m talking about. We did set him free—me and 

Tom. We laid out to do it, and we done it. And we done it elegant, too.” He’d got a start, and she 

never checked him up, just set and stared and stared, and let him clip along, and I see it warn’t no 

use for me to put in. “Why, Aunty, it cost us a power of work—weeks of it—hours and hours, 

every night, whilst you was all asleep. And we had to steal candles, and the sheet, and the shirt, 

and your dress, and spoons, and tin plates, and case-knives, and the warming-pan, and the 

grindstone, and flour, and just no end of things, and you can’t think what work it was to make the 

saws, and pens, and inscriptions, and one thing or another, and you can’t think half the fun it 

was. And we had to make up the pictures of coffins and things, and nonnamous letters from the 

robbers, and get up and down the lightning-rod, and dig the hole into the cabin, and made the 

rope ladder and send it in cooked up in a pie, and send in spoons and things to work with in your 

apron pocket—” 

“Mercy sakes!” 

“—and load up the cabin with rats and snakes and so on, for company for Jim; and then you 

kept Tom here so long with the butter in his hat that you come near spiling the whole business, 

because the men come before we was out of the cabin, and we had to rush, and they heard us and 

let drive at us, and I got my share, and we dodged out of the path and let them go by, and when 

the dogs come they warn’t interested in us, but went for the most noise, and we got our canoe, 



and made for the raft, and was all safe, and Jim was a free man, and we done it all by ourselves, 

and wasn’t it bully, Aunty!” 

“Well, I never heard the likes of it in all my born days! So it was you, you little rapscallions, 

that’s been making all this trouble, and turned everybody’s wits clean inside out and scared us all 

most to death. I’ve as good a notion as ever I had in my life to take it out o’ you this very minute. 

To think, here I’ve been, night after night, a—you just get well once, you young scamp, and I lay 

I’ll tan the Old Harry out o’ both o’ ye!” 

But Tom, he was so proud and joyful, he just couldn’t hold in, and his tongue just went it—she 

a-chipping in, and spitting fire all along, and both of them going it at once, like a cat convention; 

and she says: 

“Well, you get all the enjoyment you can out of it now, for mind I tell you if I catch you 

meddling with him again—” 

“Meddling with who?” Tom says, dropping his smile and looking surprised. 

“With who? Why, the runaway nigger, of course. Who’d you reckon?” 

Tom looks at me very grave, and says: 

“Tom, didn’t you just tell me he was all right? Hasn’t he got away?” 

“Him?” says Aunt Sally; “the runaway nigger? ’Deed he hasn’t. They’ve got him back, safe 

and sound, and he’s in that cabin again, on bread and water, and loaded down with chains, till 

he’s claimed or sold!” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Tom rose square up in bed, with his eye hot, and his nostrils opening and shutting like gills, 

and sings out to me: 

“They hain’t no right to shut him up! SHOVE!—and don’t you lose a minute. Turn him loose! 

he ain’t no slave; he’s as free as any cretur that walks this earth!” 

“What does the child mean?” 

“I mean every word I say, Aunt Sally, and if somebody don’t go, I’ll go. I’ve knowed him all 

his life, and so has Tom, there. Old Miss Watson died two months ago, and she was ashamed she 

ever was going to sell him down the river, and said so; and she set him free in her will.” 

“Then what on earth did you want to set him free for, seeing he was already free?” 

“Well, that is a question, I must say; and just like women! Why, I wanted the adventure of it; 

and I’d a waded neck-deep in blood to—goodness alive, Aunt Polly!” 

If she warn’t standing right there, just inside the door, looking as sweet and contented as an 

angel half full of pie, I wish I may never! 

Aunt Sally jumped for her, and most hugged the head off of her, and cried over her, and I 

found a good enough place for me under the bed, for it was getting pretty sultry for us, seemed to 

me. And I peeped out, and in a little while Tom’s Aunt Polly shook herself loose and stood there 



looking across at Tom over her spectacles—kind of grinding him into the earth, you know. And 

then she says: 

“Yes, you better turn y’r head away—I would if I was you, Tom.” 

“Oh, deary me!” says Aunt Sally; “Is he changed so? Why, that ain’t Tom, it’s Sid; Tom’s—

Tom’s—why, where is Tom? He was here a minute ago.” 

“You mean where’s Huck Finn—that’s what you mean! I reckon I hain’t raised such a scamp 

as my Tom all these years not to know him when I see him. That would be a pretty howdy-do. 

Come out from under that bed, Huck Finn.” 

So I done it. But not feeling brash. 

Aunt Sally she was one of the mixed-upest-looking persons I ever see—except one, and that 

was Uncle Silas, when he come in and they told it all to him. It kind of made him drunk, as you 

may say, and he didn’t know nothing at all the rest of the day, and preached a prayer-meeting 

sermon that night that gave him a rattling ruputation, because the oldest man in the world 

couldn’t a understood it. So Tom’s Aunt Polly, she told all about who I was, and what; and I had 

to up and tell how I was in such a tight place that when Mrs. Phelps took me for Tom Sawyer—

she chipped in and says, “Oh, go on and call me Aunt Sally, I’m used to it now, and ’tain’t no 

need to change”—that when Aunt Sally took me for Tom Sawyer I had to stand it—there warn’t 

no other way, and I knowed he wouldn’t mind, because it would be nuts for him, being a 

mystery, and he’d make an adventure out of it, and be perfectly satisfied. And so it turned out, 

and he let on to be Sid, and made things as soft as he could for me. 

And his Aunt Polly she said Tom was right about old Miss Watson setting Jim free in her will; 

and so, sure enough, Tom Sawyer had gone and took all that trouble and bother to set a free 

nigger free! and I couldn’t ever understand before, until that minute and that talk, how 

he could help a body set a nigger free with his bringing-up. 

Well, Aunt Polly she said that when Aunt Sally wrote to her that Tom and Sid had come all 

right and safe, she says to herself: 

“Look at that, now! I might have expected it, letting him go off that way without anybody to 

watch him. So now I got to go and trapse all the way down the river, eleven hundred mile, and 

find out what that creetur’s up to this time, as long as I couldn’t seem to get any answer out of 

you about it.” 

“Why, I never heard nothing from you,” says Aunt Sally. 

“Well, I wonder! Why, I wrote you twice to ask you what you could mean by Sid being here.” 

“Well, I never got ’em, Sis.” 

Aunt Polly she turns around slow and severe, and says: 

“You, Tom!” 

“Well—what?” he says, kind of pettish. 

“Don’t you what me, you impudent thing—hand out them letters.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“What letters?” 

“Them letters. I be bound, if I have to take a-holt of you I’ll—” 

“They’re in the trunk. There, now. And they’re just the same as they was when I got them out 

of the office. I hain’t looked into them, I hain’t touched them. But I knowed they’d make trouble, 

and I thought if you warn’t in no hurry, I’d—” 

“Well, you do need skinning, there ain’t no mistake about it. And I wrote another one to tell 

you I was coming; and I s’pose he—” 

“No, it come yesterday; I hain’t read it yet, but it’s all right, I’ve got that one.” 

I wanted to offer to bet two dollars she hadn’t, but I reckoned maybe it was just as safe to not 

to. So I never said nothing. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  



CHAPTER THE LAST 

The first time I catched Tom private I asked him what was his idea, time of the evasion?—

what it was he’d planned to do if the evasion worked all right and he managed to set a nigger free 

that was already free before? And he said, what he had planned in his head from the start, if we 

got Jim out all safe, was for us to run him down the river on the raft, and have adventures plumb 

to the mouth of the river, and then tell him about his being free, and take him back up home on a 

steamboat, in style, and pay him for his lost time, and write word ahead and get out all the 

niggers around, and have them waltz him into town with a torchlight procession and a brass-

band, and then he would be a hero, and so would we. But I reckoned it was about as well the way 

it was. 

We had Jim out of the chains in no time, and when Aunt Polly and Uncle Silas and Aunt Sally 

found out how good he helped the doctor nurse Tom, they made a heap of fuss over him, and 

fixed him up prime, and give him all he wanted to eat, and a good time, and nothing to do. And 

we had him up to the sick-room, and had a high talk; and Tom give Jim forty dollars for being 

prisoner for us so patient, and doing it up so good, and Jim was pleased most to death, and busted 

out, and says: 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Dah, now, Huck, what I tell you?—what I tell you up dah on Jackson islan’? I tole you I got a 

hairy breas’, en what’s de sign un it; en I tole you I ben rich wunst, en gwineter to be rich agin; 

en it’s come true; en heah she is! dah, now! doan’ talk to me—signs is signs, mine I tell you; en I 

knowed jis’ ’s well ’at I ’uz gwineter be rich agin as I’s a-stannin’ heah dis minute!” 

And then Tom he talked along and talked along, and says, le’s all three slide out of here one of 

these nights and get an outfit, and go for howling adventures amongst the Injuns, over in the 

Territory, for a couple of weeks or two; and I says, all right, that suits me, but I ain’t got no 

money for to buy the outfit, and I reckon I couldn’t get none from home, because it’s likely pap’s 

been back before now, and got it all away from Judge Thatcher and drunk it up. 

“No, he hain’t,” Tom says; “it’s all there yet—six thousand dollars and more; and your pap 

hain’t ever been back since. Hadn’t when I come away, anyhow.” 

Jim says, kind of solemn: 

“He ain’t a-comin’ back no mo’, Huck.” 

I says: 

“Why, Jim?” 

“Nemmine why, Huck—but he ain’t comin’ back no mo.” 

But I kept at him; so at last he says: 



“Doan’ you ’member de house dat was float’n down de river, en dey wuz a man in dah, 

kivered up, en I went in en unkivered him and didn’ let you come in? Well, den, you kin git yo’ 

money when you wants it, kase dat wuz him.” 

Tom’s most well now, and got his bullet around his neck on a watch-guard for a watch, and is 

always seeing what time it is, and so there ain’t nothing more to write about, and I am rotten glad 

of it, because if I’d a knowed what a trouble it was to make a book I wouldn’t a tackled it, and 

ain’t a-going to no more. But I reckon I got to light out for the Territory ahead of the rest, 

because Aunt Sally she’s going to adopt me and sivilize me, and I can’t stand it. I been there 

before. 

THE END. YOURS TRULY, HUCK FINN. 
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I. A SCANDAL IN BOHEMIA 

I. 

To Sherlock Holmes she is always the woman. I have seldom heard him mention her under 

any other name. In his eyes she eclipses and predominates the whole of her sex. It was not that 

he felt any emotion akin to love for Irene Adler. All emotions, and that one particularly, were 

abhorrent to his cold, precise but admirably balanced mind. He was, I take it, the most perfect 

reasoning and observing machine that the world has seen, but as a lover he would have placed 

himself in a false position. He never spoke of the softer passions, save with a gibe and a sneer. 

They were admirable things for the observer—excellent for drawing the veil from men’s motives 

and actions. But for the trained reasoner to admit such intrusions into his own delicate and finely 

adjusted temperament was to introduce a distracting factor which might throw a doubt upon all 

his mental results. Grit in a sensitive instrument, or a crack in one of his own high-power lenses, 

would not be more disturbing than a strong emotion in a nature such as his. And yet there was 

but one woman to him, and that woman was the late Irene Adler, of dubious and questionable 

memory. 

I had seen little of Holmes lately. My marriage had drifted us away from each other. My own 

complete happiness, and the home-centred interests which rise up around the man who first finds 

himself master of his own establishment, were sufficient to absorb all my attention, while 

Holmes, who loathed every form of society with his whole Bohemian soul, remained in our 

lodgings in Baker Street, buried among his old books, and alternating from week to week 

between cocaine and ambition, the drowsiness of the drug, and the fierce energy of his own keen 

nature. He was still, as ever, deeply attracted by the study of crime, and occupied his immense 

faculties and extraordinary powers of observation in following out those clues, and clearing up 

those mysteries which had been abandoned as hopeless by the official police. From time to time I 

heard some vague account of his doings: of his summons to Odessa in the case of the Trepoff 

murder, of his clearing up of the singular tragedy of the Atkinson brothers at Trincomalee, and 

finally of the mission which he had accomplished so delicately and successfully for the reigning 

family of Holland. Beyond these signs of his activity, however, which I merely shared with all 

the readers of the daily press, I knew little of my former friend and companion. 

One night—it was on the twentieth of March, 1888—I was returning from a journey to a 

patient (for I had now returned to civil practice), when my way led me through Baker Street. As I 

passed the well-remembered door, which must always be associated in my mind with my 

wooing, and with the dark incidents of the Study in Scarlet, I was seized with a keen desire to see 

Holmes again, and to know how he was employing his extraordinary powers. His rooms were 

brilliantly lit, and, even as I looked up, I saw his tall, spare figure pass twice in a dark silhouette 

against the blind. He was pacing the room swiftly, eagerly, with his head sunk upon his chest and 

his hands clasped behind him. To me, who knew his every mood and habit, his attitude and 

manner told their own story. He was at work again. He had risen out of his drug-created dreams 

and was hot upon the scent of some new problem. I rang the bell and was shown up to the 

chamber which had formerly been in part my own. 

His manner was not effusive. It seldom was; but he was glad, I think, to see me. With hardly a 

word spoken, but with a kindly eye, he waved me to an armchair, threw across his case of cigars, 

and indicated a spirit case and a gasogene in the corner. Then he stood before the fire and looked 

me over in his singular introspective fashion. 



“Wedlock suits you,” he remarked. “I think, Watson, that you have put on seven and a half 

pounds since I saw you.” 

“Seven!” I answered. 

“Indeed, I should have thought a little more. Just a trifle more, I fancy, Watson. And in 

practice again, I observe. You did not tell me that you intended to go into harness.” 

“Then, how do you know?” 

“I see it, I deduce it. How do I know that you have been getting yourself very wet lately, and 

that you have a most clumsy and careless servant girl?” 

“My dear Holmes,” said I, “this is too much. You would certainly have been burned, had you 

lived a few centuries ago. It is true that I had a country walk on Thursday and came home in a 

dreadful mess, but as I have changed my clothes I can’t imagine how you deduce it. As to Mary 

Jane, she is incorrigible, and my wife has given her notice, but there, again, I fail to see how you 

work it out.” 

He chuckled to himself and rubbed his long, nervous hands together. 

“It is simplicity itself,” said he; “my eyes tell me that on the inside of your left shoe, just 

where the firelight strikes it, the leather is scored by six almost parallel cuts. Obviously they have 

been caused by someone who has very carelessly scraped round the edges of the sole in order to 

remove crusted mud from it. Hence, you see, my double deduction that you had been out in vile 

weather, and that you had a particularly malignant boot-slitting specimen of the London slavey. 

As to your practice, if a gentleman walks into my rooms smelling of iodoform, with a black mark 

of nitrate of silver upon his right forefinger, and a bulge on the right side of his top-hat to show 

where he has secreted his stethoscope, I must be dull, indeed, if I do not pronounce him to be an 

active member of the medical profession.” 

I could not help laughing at the ease with which he explained his process of deduction. “When 

I hear you give your reasons,” I remarked, “the thing always appears to me to be so ridiculously 

simple that I could easily do it myself, though at each successive instance of your reasoning I am 

baffled until you explain your process. And yet I believe that my eyes are as good as yours.” 

“Quite so,” he answered, lighting a cigarette, and throwing himself down into an armchair. 

“You see, but you do not observe. The distinction is clear. For example, you have frequently 

seen the steps which lead up from the hall to this room.” 

“Frequently.” 

“How often?” 

“Well, some hundreds of times.” 

“Then how many are there?” 

“How many? I don’t know.” 

“Quite so! You have not observed. And yet you have seen. That is just my point. Now, I know 

that there are seventeen steps, because I have both seen and observed. By the way, since you are 

interested in these little problems, and since you are good enough to chronicle one or two of my 

trifling experiences, you may be interested in this.” He threw over a sheet of thick, pink-tinted 

notepaper which had been lying open upon the table. “It came by the last post,” said he. “Read it 

aloud.” 

The note was undated, and without either signature or address. 



“There will call upon you to-night, at a quarter to eight o’clock,” it said, “a gentleman who 

desires to consult you upon a matter of the very deepest moment. Your recent services to one of 

the royal houses of Europe have shown that you are one who may safely be trusted with matters 

which are of an importance which can hardly be exaggerated. This account of you we have from 

all quarters received. Be in your chamber then at that hour, and do not take it amiss if your 

visitor wear a mask.” 

“This is indeed a mystery,” I remarked. “What do you imagine that it means?” 

“I have no data yet. It is a capital mistake to theorise before one has data. Insensibly one 

begins to twist facts to suit theories, instead of theories to suit facts. But the note itself. What do 

you deduce from it?” 

I carefully examined the writing, and the paper upon which it was written. 

“The man who wrote it was presumably well to do,” I remarked, endeavouring to imitate my 

companion’s processes. “Such paper could not be bought under half a crown a packet. It is 

peculiarly strong and stiff.” 

“Peculiar—that is the very word,” said Holmes. “It is not an English paper at all. Hold it up to 

the light.” 

I did so, and saw a large “E” with a small “g,” a “P,” and a large “G” with a small “t” woven 

into the texture of the paper. 

“What do you make of that?” asked Holmes. 

“The name of the maker, no doubt; or his monogram, rather.” 

“Not at all. The ‘G’ with the small ‘t’ stands for ‘Gesellschaft,’ which is the German for 

‘Company.’ It is a customary contraction like our ‘Co.’ ‘P,’ of course, stands for ‘Papier.’ Now 

for the ‘Eg.’ Let us glance at our Continental Gazetteer.” He took down a heavy brown volume 

from his shelves. “Eglow, Eglonitz—here we are, Egria. It is in a German-speaking country—in 

Bohemia, not far from Carlsbad. ‘Remarkable as being the scene of the death of Wallenstein, and 

for its numerous glass-factories and paper-mills.’ Ha, ha, my boy, what do you make of that?” 

His eyes sparkled, and he sent up a great blue triumphant cloud from his cigarette. 

“The paper was made in Bohemia,” I said. 

“Precisely. And the man who wrote the note is a German. Do you note the peculiar 

construction of the sentence—‘This account of you we have from all quarters received.’ A 

Frenchman or Russian could not have written that. It is the German who is so uncourteous to his 

verbs. It only remains, therefore, to discover what is wanted by this German who writes upon 

Bohemian paper and prefers wearing a mask to showing his face. And here he comes, if I am not 

mistaken, to resolve all our doubts.” 

As he spoke there was the sharp sound of horses’ hoofs and grating wheels against the curb, 

followed by a sharp pull at the bell. Holmes whistled. 

“A pair, by the sound,” said he. “Yes,” he continued, glancing out of the window. “A nice 

little brougham and a pair of beauties. A hundred and fifty guineas apiece. There’s money in this 

case, Watson, if there is nothing else.” 

“I think that I had better go, Holmes.” 

“Not a bit, Doctor. Stay where you are. I am lost without my Boswell. And this promises to be 

interesting. It would be a pity to miss it.” 

“But your client—” 



“Never mind him. I may want your help, and so may he. Here he comes. Sit down in that 

armchair, Doctor, and give us your best attention.” 

A slow and heavy step, which had been heard upon the stairs and in the passage, paused 

immediately outside the door. Then there was a loud and authoritative tap. 

“Come in!” said Holmes. 

A man entered who could hardly have been less than six feet six inches in height, with the 

chest and limbs of a Hercules. His dress was rich with a richness which would, in England, be 

looked upon as akin to bad taste. Heavy bands of astrakhan were slashed across the sleeves and 

fronts of his double-breasted coat, while the deep blue cloak which was thrown over his 

shoulders was lined with flame-coloured silk and secured at the neck with a brooch which 

consisted of a single flaming beryl. Boots which extended halfway up his calves, and which were 

trimmed at the tops with rich brown fur, completed the impression of barbaric opulence which 

was suggested by his whole appearance. He carried a broad-brimmed hat in his hand, while he 

wore across the upper part of his face, extending down past the cheekbones, a black vizard mask, 

which he had apparently adjusted that very moment, for his hand was still raised to it as he 

entered. From the lower part of the face he appeared to be a man of strong character, with a 

thick, hanging lip, and a long, straight chin suggestive of resolution pushed to the length of 

obstinacy. 

“You had my note?” he asked with a deep harsh voice and a strongly marked German accent. 

“I told you that I would call.” He looked from one to the other of us, as if uncertain which to 

address. 

“Pray take a seat,” said Holmes. “This is my friend and colleague, Dr. Watson, who is 

occasionally good enough to help me in my cases. Whom have I the honour to address?” 

“You may address me as the Count Von Kramm, a Bohemian nobleman. I understand that this 

gentleman, your friend, is a man of honour and discretion, whom I may trust with a matter of the 

most extreme importance. If not, I should much prefer to communicate with you alone.” 

I rose to go, but Holmes caught me by the wrist and pushed me back into my chair. “It is both, 

or none,” said he. “You may say before this gentleman anything which you may say to me.” 

The Count shrugged his broad shoulders. “Then I must begin,” said he, “by binding you both 

to absolute secrecy for two years; at the end of that time the matter will be of no importance. At 

present it is not too much to say that it is of such weight it may have an influence upon European 

history.” 

“I promise,” said Holmes. 

“And I.” 

“You will excuse this mask,” continued our strange visitor. “The august person who employs 

me wishes his agent to be unknown to you, and I may confess at once that the title by which I 

have just called myself is not exactly my own.” 

“I was aware of it,” said Holmes dryly. 

“The circumstances are of great delicacy, and every precaution has to be taken to quench what 

might grow to be an immense scandal and seriously compromise one of the reigning families of 

Europe. To speak plainly, the matter implicates the great House of Ormstein, hereditary kings of 

Bohemia.” 



“I was also aware of that,” murmured Holmes, settling himself down in his armchair and 

closing his eyes. 

Our visitor glanced with some apparent surprise at the languid, lounging figure of the man 

who had been no doubt depicted to him as the most incisive reasoner and most energetic agent in 

Europe. Holmes slowly reopened his eyes and looked impatiently at his gigantic client. 

“If your Majesty would condescend to state your case,” he remarked, “I should be better able 

to advise you.” 

The man sprang from his chair and paced up and down the room in uncontrollable agitation. 

Then, with a gesture of desperation, he tore the mask from his face and hurled it upon the 

ground. “You are right,” he cried; “I am the King. Why should I attempt to conceal it?” 

“Why, indeed?” murmured Holmes. “Your Majesty had not spoken before I was aware that I 

was addressing Wilhelm Gottsreich Sigismond von Ormstein, Grand Duke of Cassel-Felstein, 

and hereditary King of Bohemia.” 

“But you can understand,” said our strange visitor, sitting down once more and passing his 

hand over his high white forehead, “you can understand that I am not accustomed to doing such 

business in my own person. Yet the matter was so delicate that I could not confide it to an agent 

without putting myself in his power. I have come incognito from Prague for the purpose of 

consulting you.” 

“Then, pray consult,” said Holmes, shutting his eyes once more. 

“The facts are briefly these: Some five years ago, during a lengthy visit to Warsaw, I made the 

acquaintance of the well-known adventuress, Irene Adler. The name is no doubt familiar to you.” 

“Kindly look her up in my index, Doctor,” murmured Holmes without opening his eyes. For 

many years he had adopted a system of docketing all paragraphs concerning men and things, so 

that it was difficult to name a subject or a person on which he could not at once furnish 

information. In this case I found her biography sandwiched in between that of a Hebrew rabbi 

and that of a staff-commander who had written a monograph upon the deep-sea fishes. 

“Let me see!” said Holmes. “Hum! Born in New Jersey in the year 1858. Contralto—hum! La 

Scala, hum! Prima donna Imperial Opera of Warsaw—yes! Retired from operatic stage—ha! 

Living in London—quite so! Your Majesty, as I understand, became entangled with this young 

person, wrote her some compromising letters, and is now desirous of getting those letters back.” 

“Precisely so. But how—” 

“Was there a secret marriage?” 

“None.” 

“No legal papers or certificates?” 

“None.” 

“Then I fail to follow your Majesty. If this young person should produce her letters for 

blackmailing or other purposes, how is she to prove their authenticity?” 

“There is the writing.” 

“Pooh, pooh! Forgery.” 

“My private note-paper.” 

“Stolen.” 

“My own seal.” 



“Imitated.” 

“My photograph.” 

“Bought.” 

“We were both in the photograph.” 

“Oh, dear! That is very bad! Your Majesty has indeed committed an indiscretion.” 

“I was mad—insane.” 

“You have compromised yourself seriously.” 

“I was only Crown Prince then. I was young. I am but thirty now.” 

“It must be recovered.” 

“We have tried and failed.” 

“Your Majesty must pay. It must be bought.” 

“She will not sell.” 

“Stolen, then.” 

“Five attempts have been made. Twice burglars in my pay ransacked her house. Once we 

diverted her luggage when she travelled. Twice she has been waylaid. There has been no result.” 

“No sign of it?” 

“Absolutely none.” 

Holmes laughed. “It is quite a pretty little problem,” said he. 

“But a very serious one to me,” returned the King reproachfully. 

“Very, indeed. And what does she propose to do with the photograph?” 

“To ruin me.” 

“But how?” 

“I am about to be married.” 

“So I have heard.” 

“To Clotilde Lothman von Saxe-Meningen, second daughter of the King of Scandinavia. You 

may know the strict principles of her family. She is herself the very soul of delicacy. A shadow 

of a doubt as to my conduct would bring the matter to an end.” 

“And Irene Adler?” 

“Threatens to send them the photograph. And she will do it. I know that she will do it. You do 

not know her, but she has a soul of steel. She has the face of the most beautiful of women, and 

the mind of the most resolute of men. Rather than I should marry another woman, there are no 

lengths to which she would not go—none.” 

“You are sure that she has not sent it yet?” 

“I am sure.” 

“And why?” 

“Because she has said that she would send it on the day when the betrothal was publicly 

proclaimed. That will be next Monday.” 

“Oh, then we have three days yet,” said Holmes with a yawn. “That is very fortunate, as I have 

one or two matters of importance to look into just at present. Your Majesty will, of course, stay 

in London for the present?” 



“Certainly. You will find me at the Langham under the name of the Count Von Kramm.” 

“Then I shall drop you a line to let you know how we progress.” 

“Pray do so. I shall be all anxiety.” 

“Then, as to money?” 

“You have carte blanche.” 

“Absolutely?” 

“I tell you that I would give one of the provinces of my kingdom to have that photograph.” 

“And for present expenses?” 

The King took a heavy chamois leather bag from under his cloak and laid it on the table. 

“There are three hundred pounds in gold and seven hundred in notes,” he said. 

Holmes scribbled a receipt upon a sheet of his note-book and handed it to him. 

“And Mademoiselle’s address?” he asked. 

“Is Briony Lodge, Serpentine Avenue, St. John’s Wood.” 

Holmes took a note of it. “One other question,” said he. “Was the photograph a cabinet?” 

“It was.” 

“Then, good-night, your Majesty, and I trust that we shall soon have some good news for you. 

And good-night, Watson,” he added, as the wheels of the royal brougham rolled down the street. 

“If you will be good enough to call to-morrow afternoon at three o’clock I should like to chat this 

little matter over with you.” 

II. 

At three o’clock precisely I was at Baker Street, but Holmes had not yet returned. The 

landlady informed me that he had left the house shortly after eight o’clock in the morning. I sat 

down beside the fire, however, with the intention of awaiting him, however long he might be. I 

was already deeply interested in his inquiry, for, though it was surrounded by none of the grim 

and strange features which were associated with the two crimes which I have already recorded, 

still, the nature of the case and the exalted station of his client gave it a character of its own. 

Indeed, apart from the nature of the investigation which my friend had on hand, there was 

something in his masterly grasp of a situation, and his keen, incisive reasoning, which made it a 

pleasure to me to study his system of work, and to follow the quick, subtle methods by which he 

disentangled the most inextricable mysteries. So accustomed was I to his invariable success that 

the very possibility of his failing had ceased to enter into my head. 

It was close upon four before the door opened, and a drunken-looking groom, ill-kempt and 

side-whiskered, with an inflamed face and disreputable clothes, walked into the room. 

Accustomed as I was to my friend’s amazing powers in the use of disguises, I had to look three 

times before I was certain that it was indeed he. With a nod he vanished into the bedroom, 

whence he emerged in five minutes tweed-suited and respectable, as of old. Putting his hands 

into his pockets, he stretched out his legs in front of the fire and laughed heartily for some 

minutes. 

“Well, really!” he cried, and then he choked and laughed again until he was obliged to lie 

back, limp and helpless, in the chair. 

“What is it?” 



“It’s quite too funny. I am sure you could never guess how I employed my morning, or what I 

ended by doing.” 

“I can’t imagine. I suppose that you have been watching the habits, and perhaps the house, of 

Miss Irene Adler.” 

“Quite so; but the sequel was rather unusual. I will tell you, however. I left the house a little 

after eight o’clock this morning in the character of a groom out of work. There is a wonderful 

sympathy and freemasonry among horsey men. Be one of them, and you will know all that there 

is to know. I soon found Briony Lodge. It is a bijou villa, with a garden at the back, but built out 

in front right up to the road, two stories. Chubb lock to the door. Large sitting-room on the right 

side, well furnished, with long windows almost to the floor, and those preposterous English 

window fasteners which a child could open. Behind there was nothing remarkable, save that the 

passage window could be reached from the top of the coach-house. I walked round it and 

examined it closely from every point of view, but without noting anything else of interest. 

“I then lounged down the street and found, as I expected, that there was a mews in a lane 

which runs down by one wall of the garden. I lent the ostlers a hand in rubbing down their 

horses, and received in exchange twopence, a glass of half-and-half, two fills of shag tobacco, 

and as much information as I could desire about Miss Adler, to say nothing of half a dozen other 

people in the neighbourhood in whom I was not in the least interested, but whose biographies I 

was compelled to listen to.” 

“And what of Irene Adler?” I asked. 

“Oh, she has turned all the men’s heads down in that part. She is the daintiest thing under a 

bonnet on this planet. So say the Serpentine-mews, to a man. She lives quietly, sings at concerts, 

drives out at five every day, and returns at seven sharp for dinner. Seldom goes out at other 

times, except when she sings. Has only one male visitor, but a good deal of him. He is dark, 

handsome, and dashing, never calls less than once a day, and often twice. He is a Mr. Godfrey 

Norton, of the Inner Temple. See the advantages of a cabman as a confidant. They had driven 

him home a dozen times from Serpentine-mews, and knew all about him. When I had listened to 

all they had to tell, I began to walk up and down near Briony Lodge once more, and to think over 

my plan of campaign. 

“This Godfrey Norton was evidently an important factor in the matter. He was a lawyer. That 

sounded ominous. What was the relation between them, and what the object of his repeated 

visits? Was she his client, his friend, or his mistress? If the former, she had probably transferred 

the photograph to his keeping. If the latter, it was less likely. On the issue of this question 

depended whether I should continue my work at Briony Lodge, or turn my attention to the 

gentleman’s chambers in the Temple. It was a delicate point, and it widened the field of my 

inquiry. I fear that I bore you with these details, but I have to let you see my little difficulties, if 

you are to understand the situation.” 

“I am following you closely,” I answered. 

“I was still balancing the matter in my mind when a hansom cab drove up to Briony Lodge, 

and a gentleman sprang out. He was a remarkably handsome man, dark, aquiline, and 

moustached—evidently the man of whom I had heard. He appeared to be in a great hurry, 

shouted to the cabman to wait, and brushed past the maid who opened the door with the air of a 

man who was thoroughly at home. 

“He was in the house about half an hour, and I could catch glimpses of him in the windows of 

the sitting-room, pacing up and down, talking excitedly, and waving his arms. Of her I could see 



nothing. Presently he emerged, looking even more flurried than before. As he stepped up to the 

cab, he pulled a gold watch from his pocket and looked at it earnestly, ‘Drive like the devil,’ he 

shouted, ‘first to Gross & Hankey’s in Regent Street, and then to the Church of St. Monica in the 

Edgeware Road. Half a guinea if you do it in twenty minutes!’ 

“Away they went, and I was just wondering whether I should not do well to follow them when 

up the lane came a neat little landau, the coachman with his coat only half-buttoned, and his tie 

under his ear, while all the tags of his harness were sticking out of the buckles. It hadn’t pulled 

up before she shot out of the hall door and into it. I only caught a glimpse of her at the moment, 

but she was a lovely woman, with a face that a man might die for. 

“‘The Church of St. Monica, John,’ she cried, ‘and half a sovereign if you reach it in twenty 

minutes.’ 

“This was quite too good to lose, Watson. I was just balancing whether I should run for it, or 

whether I should perch behind her landau when a cab came through the street. The driver looked 

twice at such a shabby fare, but I jumped in before he could object. ‘The Church of St. Monica,’ 

said I, ‘and half a sovereign if you reach it in twenty minutes.’ It was twenty-five minutes to 

twelve, and of course it was clear enough what was in the wind. 

“My cabby drove fast. I don’t think I ever drove faster, but the others were there before us. 

The cab and the landau with their steaming horses were in front of the door when I arrived. I paid 

the man and hurried into the church. There was not a soul there save the two whom I had 

followed and a surpliced clergyman, who seemed to be expostulating with them. They were all 

three standing in a knot in front of the altar. I lounged up the side aisle like any other idler who 

has dropped into a church. Suddenly, to my surprise, the three at the altar faced round to me, and 

Godfrey Norton came running as hard as he could towards me. 

“‘Thank God,’ he cried. ‘You’ll do. Come! Come!’ 

“‘What then?’ I asked. 

“‘Come, man, come, only three minutes, or it won’t be legal.’ 

“I was half-dragged up to the altar, and before I knew where I was I found myself mumbling 

responses which were whispered in my ear, and vouching for things of which I knew nothing, 

and generally assisting in the secure tying up of Irene Adler, spinster, to Godfrey Norton, 

bachelor. It was all done in an instant, and there was the gentleman thanking me on the one side 

and the lady on the other, while the clergyman beamed on me in front. It was the most 

preposterous position in which I ever found myself in my life, and it was the thought of it that 

started me laughing just now. It seems that there had been some informality about their license, 

that the clergyman absolutely refused to marry them without a witness of some sort, and that my 

lucky appearance saved the bridegroom from having to sally out into the streets in search of a 

best man. The bride gave me a sovereign, and I mean to wear it on my watch chain in memory of 

the occasion.” 

“This is a very unexpected turn of affairs,” said I; “and what then?” 

“Well, I found my plans very seriously menaced. It looked as if the pair might take an 

immediate departure, and so necessitate very prompt and energetic measures on my part. At the 

church door, however, they separated, he driving back to the Temple, and she to her own house. 

‘I shall drive out in the park at five as usual,’ she said as she left him. I heard no more. They 

drove away in different directions, and I went off to make my own arrangements.” 

“Which are?” 



“Some cold beef and a glass of beer,” he answered, ringing the bell. “I have been too busy to 

think of food, and I am likely to be busier still this evening. By the way, Doctor, I shall want 

your co-operation.” 

“I shall be delighted.” 

“You don’t mind breaking the law?” 

“Not in the least.” 

“Nor running a chance of arrest?” 

“Not in a good cause.” 

“Oh, the cause is excellent!” 

“Then I am your man.” 

“I was sure that I might rely on you.” 

“But what is it you wish?” 

“When Mrs. Turner has brought in the tray I will make it clear to you. Now,” he said as he 

turned hungrily on the simple fare that our landlady had provided, “I must discuss it while I eat, 

for I have not much time. It is nearly five now. In two hours we must be on the scene of action. 

Miss Irene, or Madame, rather, returns from her drive at seven. We must be at Briony Lodge to 

meet her.” 

“And what then?” 

“You must leave that to me. I have already arranged what is to occur. There is only one point 

on which I must insist. You must not interfere, come what may. You understand?” 

“I am to be neutral?” 

“To do nothing whatever. There will probably be some small unpleasantness. Do not join in it. 

It will end in my being conveyed into the house. Four or five minutes afterwards the sitting-room 

window will open. You are to station yourself close to that open window.” 

“Yes.” 

“You are to watch me, for I will be visible to you.” 

“Yes.” 

“And when I raise my hand—so—you will throw into the room what I give you to throw, and 

will, at the same time, raise the cry of fire. You quite follow me?” 

“Entirely.” 

“It is nothing very formidable,” he said, taking a long cigar-shaped roll from his pocket. “It is 

an ordinary plumber’s smoke-rocket, fitted with a cap at either end to make it self-lighting. Your 

task is confined to that. When you raise your cry of fire, it will be taken up by quite a number of 

people. You may then walk to the end of the street, and I will rejoin you in ten minutes. I hope 

that I have made myself clear?” 

“I am to remain neutral, to get near the window, to watch you, and at the signal to throw in 

this object, then to raise the cry of fire, and to wait you at the corner of the street.” 

“Precisely.” 

“Then you may entirely rely on me.” 

“That is excellent. I think, perhaps, it is almost time that I prepare for the new role I have to 

play.” 



He disappeared into his bedroom and returned in a few minutes in the character of an amiable 

and simple-minded Nonconformist clergyman. His broad black hat, his baggy trousers, his white 

tie, his sympathetic smile, and general look of peering and benevolent curiosity were such as Mr. 

John Hare alone could have equalled. It was not merely that Holmes changed his costume. His 

expression, his manner, his very soul seemed to vary with every fresh part that he assumed. The 

stage lost a fine actor, even as science lost an acute reasoner, when he became a specialist in 

crime. 

It was a quarter past six when we left Baker Street, and it still wanted ten minutes to the hour 

when we found ourselves in Serpentine Avenue. It was already dusk, and the lamps were just 

being lighted as we paced up and down in front of Briony Lodge, waiting for the coming of its 

occupant. The house was just such as I had pictured it from Sherlock Holmes’ succinct 

description, but the locality appeared to be less private than I expected. On the contrary, for a 

small street in a quiet neighbourhood, it was remarkably animated. There was a group of 

shabbily dressed men smoking and laughing in a corner, a scissors-grinder with his wheel, two 

guardsmen who were flirting with a nurse-girl, and several well-dressed young men who were 

lounging up and down with cigars in their mouths. 

“You see,” remarked Holmes, as we paced to and fro in front of the house, “this marriage 

rather simplifies matters. The photograph becomes a double-edged weapon now. The chances are 

that she would be as averse to its being seen by Mr. Godfrey Norton, as our client is to its 

coming to the eyes of his princess. Now the question is, Where are we to find the photograph?” 

“Where, indeed?” 

“It is most unlikely that she carries it about with her. It is cabinet size. Too large for easy 

concealment about a woman’s dress. She knows that the King is capable of having her waylaid 

and searched. Two attempts of the sort have already been made. We may take it, then, that she 

does not carry it about with her.” 

“Where, then?” 

“Her banker or her lawyer. There is that double possibility. But I am inclined to think neither. 

Women are naturally secretive, and they like to do their own secreting. Why should she hand it 

over to anyone else? She could trust her own guardianship, but she could not tell what indirect or 

political influence might be brought to bear upon a business man. Besides, remember that she 

had resolved to use it within a few days. It must be where she can lay her hands upon it. It must 

be in her own house.” 

“But it has twice been burgled.” 

“Pshaw! They did not know how to look.” 

“But how will you look?” 

“I will not look.” 

“What then?” 

“I will get her to show me.” 

“But she will refuse.” 

“She will not be able to. But I hear the rumble of wheels. It is her carriage. Now carry out my 

orders to the letter.” 

As he spoke the gleam of the sidelights of a carriage came round the curve of the avenue. It 

was a smart little landau which rattled up to the door of Briony Lodge. As it pulled up, one of the 



loafing men at the corner dashed forward to open the door in the hope of earning a copper, but 

was elbowed away by another loafer, who had rushed up with the same intention. A fierce 

quarrel broke out, which was increased by the two guardsmen, who took sides with one of the 

loungers, and by the scissors-grinder, who was equally hot upon the other side. A blow was 

struck, and in an instant the lady, who had stepped from her carriage, was the centre of a little 

knot of flushed and struggling men, who struck savagely at each other with their fists and sticks. 

Holmes dashed into the crowd to protect the lady; but, just as he reached her, he gave a cry and 

dropped to the ground, with the blood running freely down his face. At his fall the guardsmen 

took to their heels in one direction and the loungers in the other, while a number of better dressed 

people, who had watched the scuffle without taking part in it, crowded in to help the lady and to 

attend to the injured man. Irene Adler, as I will still call her, had hurried up the steps; but she 

stood at the top with her superb figure outlined against the lights of the hall, looking back into 

the street. 

“Is the poor gentleman much hurt?” she asked. 

“He is dead,” cried several voices. 

“No, no, there’s life in him!” shouted another. “But he’ll be gone before you can get him to 

hospital.” 

“He’s a brave fellow,” said a woman. “They would have had the lady’s purse and watch if it 

hadn’t been for him. They were a gang, and a rough one, too. Ah, he’s breathing now.” 

“He can’t lie in the street. May we bring him in, marm?” 

“Surely. Bring him into the sitting-room. There is a comfortable sofa. This way, please!” 

Slowly and solemnly he was borne into Briony Lodge and laid out in the principal room, while 

I still observed the proceedings from my post by the window. The lamps had been lit, but the 

blinds had not been drawn, so that I could see Holmes as he lay upon the couch. I do not know 

whether he was seized with compunction at that moment for the part he was playing, but I know 

that I never felt more heartily ashamed of myself in my life than when I saw the beautiful 

creature against whom I was conspiring, or the grace and kindliness with which she waited upon 

the injured man. And yet it would be the blackest treachery to Holmes to draw back now from 

the part which he had intrusted to me. I hardened my heart, and took the smoke-rocket from 

under my ulster. After all, I thought, we are not injuring her. We are but preventing her from 

injuring another. 

Holmes had sat up upon the couch, and I saw him motion like a man who is in need of air. A 

maid rushed across and threw open the window. At the same instant I saw him raise his hand and 

at the signal I tossed my rocket into the room with a cry of “Fire!” The word was no sooner out 

of my mouth than the whole crowd of spectators, well dressed and ill—gentlemen, ostlers, and 

servant maids—joined in a general shriek of “Fire!” Thick clouds of smoke curled through the 

room and out at the open window. I caught a glimpse of rushing figures, and a moment later the 

voice of Holmes from within assuring them that it was a false alarm. Slipping through the 

shouting crowd I made my way to the corner of the street, and in ten minutes was rejoiced to find 

my friend’s arm in mine, and to get away from the scene of uproar. He walked swiftly and in 

silence for some few minutes until we had turned down one of the quiet streets which lead 

towards the Edgeware Road. 

“You did it very nicely, Doctor,” he remarked. “Nothing could have been better. It is all 

right.” 



“You have the photograph?” 

“I know where it is.” 

“And how did you find out?” 

“She showed me, as I told you she would.” 

“I am still in the dark.” 

“I do not wish to make a mystery,” said he, laughing. “The matter was perfectly simple. You, 

of course, saw that everyone in the street was an accomplice. They were all engaged for the 

evening.” 

“I guessed as much.” 

“Then, when the row broke out, I had a little moist red paint in the palm of my hand. I rushed 

forward, fell down, clapped my hand to my face, and became a piteous spectacle. It is an old 

trick.” 

“That also I could fathom.” 

“Then they carried me in. She was bound to have me in. What else could she do? And into her 

sitting-room, which was the very room which I suspected. It lay between that and her bedroom, 

and I was determined to see which. They laid me on a couch, I motioned for air, they were 

compelled to open the window, and you had your chance.” 

“How did that help you?” 

“It was all-important. When a woman thinks that her house is on fire, her instinct is at once to 

rush to the thing which she values most. It is a perfectly overpowering impulse, and I have more 

than once taken advantage of it. In the case of the Darlington Substitution Scandal it was of use 

to me, and also in the Arnsworth Castle business. A married woman grabs at her baby; an 

unmarried one reaches for her jewel-box. Now it was clear to me that our lady of to-day had 

nothing in the house more precious to her than what we are in quest of. She would rush to secure 

it. The alarm of fire was admirably done. The smoke and shouting were enough to shake nerves 

of steel. She responded beautifully. The photograph is in a recess behind a sliding panel just 

above the right bell-pull. She was there in an instant, and I caught a glimpse of it as she half drew 

it out. When I cried out that it was a false alarm, she replaced it, glanced at the rocket, rushed 

from the room, and I have not seen her since. I rose, and, making my excuses, escaped from the 

house. I hesitated whether to attempt to secure the photograph at once; but the coachman had 

come in, and as he was watching me narrowly, it seemed safer to wait. A little over-precipitance 

may ruin all.” 

“And now?” I asked. 

“Our quest is practically finished. I shall call with the King to-morrow, and with you, if you 

care to come with us. We will be shown into the sitting-room to wait for the lady, but it is 

probable that when she comes she may find neither us nor the photograph. It might be a 

satisfaction to his Majesty to regain it with his own hands.” 

“And when will you call?” 

“At eight in the morning. She will not be up, so that we shall have a clear field. Besides, we 

must be prompt, for this marriage may mean a complete change in her life and habits. I must 

wire to the King without delay.” 

We had reached Baker Street and had stopped at the door. He was searching his pockets for 

the key when someone passing said: 



“Good-night, Mister Sherlock Holmes.” 

There were several people on the pavement at the time, but the greeting appeared to come 

from a slim youth in an ulster who had hurried by. 

“I’ve heard that voice before,” said Holmes, staring down the dimly lit street. “Now, I wonder 

who the deuce that could have been.” 

III. 

I slept at Baker Street that night, and we were engaged upon our toast and coffee in the 

morning when the King of Bohemia rushed into the room. 

“You have really got it!” he cried, grasping Sherlock Holmes by either shoulder and looking 

eagerly into his face. 

“Not yet.” 

“But you have hopes?” 

“I have hopes.” 

“Then, come. I am all impatience to be gone.” 

“We must have a cab.” 

“No, my brougham is waiting.” 

“Then that will simplify matters.” We descended and started off once more for Briony Lodge. 

“Irene Adler is married,” remarked Holmes. 

“Married! When?” 

“Yesterday.” 

“But to whom?” 

“To an English lawyer named Norton.” 

“But she could not love him.” 

“I am in hopes that she does.” 

“And why in hopes?” 

“Because it would spare your Majesty all fear of future annoyance. If the lady loves her 

husband, she does not love your Majesty. If she does not love your Majesty, there is no reason 

why she should interfere with your Majesty’s plan.” 

“It is true. And yet—! Well! I wish she had been of my own station! What a queen she would 

have made!” He relapsed into a moody silence, which was not broken until we drew up in 

Serpentine Avenue. 

The door of Briony Lodge was open, and an elderly woman stood upon the steps. She watched 

us with a sardonic eye as we stepped from the brougham. 

“Mr. Sherlock Holmes, I believe?” said she. 

“I am Mr. Holmes,” answered my companion, looking at her with a questioning and rather 

startled gaze. 

“Indeed! My mistress told me that you were likely to call. She left this morning with her 

husband by the 5:15 train from Charing Cross for the Continent.” 

“What!” Sherlock Holmes staggered back, white with chagrin and surprise. “Do you mean that 

she has left England?” 



“Never to return.” 

“And the papers?” asked the King hoarsely. “All is lost.” 

“We shall see.” He pushed past the servant and rushed into the drawing-room, followed by the 

King and myself. The furniture was scattered about in every direction, with dismantled shelves 

and open drawers, as if the lady had hurriedly ransacked them before her flight. Holmes rushed 

at the bell-pull, tore back a small sliding shutter, and, plunging in his hand, pulled out a 

photograph and a letter. The photograph was of Irene Adler herself in evening dress, the letter 

was superscribed to “Sherlock Holmes, Esq. To be left till called for.” My friend tore it open, 

and we all three read it together. It was dated at midnight of the preceding night and ran in this 

way: 

“MY DEAR MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES,—You really did it 

very well. You took me in completely. Until after the alarm of 

fire, I had not a suspicion. But then, when I found how I had 

betrayed myself, I began to think. I had been warned against 

you months ago. I had been told that, if the King employed an 

agent, it would certainly be you. And your address had been 

given me. Yet, with all this, you made me reveal what you 

wanted to know. Even after I became suspicious, I found it 

hard to think evil of such a dear, kind old clergyman. But, you 

know, I have been trained as an actress myself. Male costume 

is nothing new to me. I often take advantage of the freedom 

which it gives. I sent John, the coachman, to watch you, ran 

upstairs, got into my walking clothes, as I call them, and came 

down just as you departed. 

    “Well, I followed you to your door, and so made sure that I 

was really an object of interest to the celebrated Mr. Sherlock 

Holmes. Then I, rather imprudently, wished you good-night, 

and started for the Temple to see my husband. 

    “We both thought the best resource was flight, when 

pursued by so formidable an antagonist; so you will find the 

nest empty when you call to-morrow. As to the photograph, 

your client may rest in peace. I love and am loved by a better 

man than he. The King may do what he will without hindrance 

from one whom he has cruelly wronged. I keep it only to 

safeguard myself, and to preserve a weapon which will always 

secure me from any steps which he might take in the future. I 

leave a photograph which he might care to possess; and I 

remain, dear Mr. Sherlock Holmes, 

“Very truly yours, 

“IRENE NORTON, née ADLER.” 

“What a woman—oh, what a woman!” cried the King of Bohemia, when we had all three read 

this epistle. “Did I not tell you how quick and resolute she was? Would she not have made an 

admirable queen? Is it not a pity that she was not on my level?” 



“From what I have seen of the lady, she seems, indeed, to be on a very different level to your 

Majesty,” said Holmes coldly. “I am sorry that I have not been able to bring your Majesty’s 

business to a more successful conclusion.” 

“On the contrary, my dear sir,” cried the King; “nothing could be more successful. I know that 

her word is inviolate. The photograph is now as safe as if it were in the fire.” 

“I am glad to hear your Majesty say so.” 

“I am immensely indebted to you. Pray tell me in what way I can reward you. This ring—” He 

slipped an emerald snake ring from his finger and held it out upon the palm of his hand. 

“Your Majesty has something which I should value even more highly,” said Holmes. 

“You have but to name it.” 

“This photograph!” 

The King stared at him in amazement. 

“Irene’s photograph!” he cried. “Certainly, if you wish it.” 

“I thank your Majesty. Then there is no more to be done in the matter. I have the honour to 

wish you a very good morning.” He bowed, and, turning away without observing the hand which 

the King had stretched out to him, he set off in my company for his chambers. 

And that was how a great scandal threatened to affect the kingdom of Bohemia, and how the 

best plans of Mr. Sherlock Holmes were beaten by a woman’s wit. He used to make merry over 

the cleverness of women, but I have not heard him do it of late. And when he speaks of Irene 

Adler, or when he refers to her photograph, it is always under the honourable title of the woman. 

  



II. THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE 

I had called upon my friend, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, one day in the autumn of last year and 

found him in deep conversation with a very stout, florid-faced, elderly gentleman with fiery red 

hair. With an apology for my intrusion, I was about to withdraw when Holmes pulled me 

abruptly into the room and closed the door behind me. 

“You could not possibly have come at a better time, my dear Watson,” he said cordially. 

“I was afraid that you were engaged.” 

“So I am. Very much so.” 

“Then I can wait in the next room.” 

“Not at all. This gentleman, Mr. Wilson, has been my partner and helper in many of my most 

successful cases, and I have no doubt that he will be of the utmost use to me in yours also.” 

The stout gentleman half rose from his chair and gave a bob of greeting, with a quick little 

questioning glance from his small fat-encircled eyes. 

“Try the settee,” said Holmes, relapsing into his armchair and putting his fingertips together, 

as was his custom when in judicial moods. “I know, my dear Watson, that you share my love of 

all that is bizarre and outside the conventions and humdrum routine of everyday life. You have 

shown your relish for it by the enthusiasm which has prompted you to chronicle, and, if you will 

excuse my saying so, somewhat to embellish so many of my own little adventures.” 

“Your cases have indeed been of the greatest interest to me,” I observed. 

“You will remember that I remarked the other day, just before we went into the very simple 

problem presented by Miss Mary Sutherland, that for strange effects and extraordinary 

combinations we must go to life itself, which is always far more daring than any effort of the 

imagination.” 

“A proposition which I took the liberty of doubting.” 

“You did, Doctor, but none the less you must come round to my view, for otherwise I shall 

keep on piling fact upon fact on you until your reason breaks down under them and 

acknowledges me to be right. Now, Mr. Jabez Wilson here has been good enough to call upon 

me this morning, and to begin a narrative which promises to be one of the most singular which I 

have listened to for some time. You have heard me remark that the strangest and most unique 

things are very often connected not with the larger but with the smaller crimes, and occasionally, 

indeed, where there is room for doubt whether any positive crime has been committed. As far as 

I have heard, it is impossible for me to say whether the present case is an instance of crime or 

not, but the course of events is certainly among the most singular that I have ever listened to. 

Perhaps, Mr. Wilson, you would have the great kindness to recommence your narrative. I ask 

you not merely because my friend Dr. Watson has not heard the opening part but also because 

the peculiar nature of the story makes me anxious to have every possible detail from your lips. 

As a rule, when I have heard some slight indication of the course of events, I am able to guide 

myself by the thousands of other similar cases which occur to my memory. In the present 

instance I am forced to admit that the facts are, to the best of my belief, unique.” 

The portly client puffed out his chest with an appearance of some little pride and pulled a dirty 

and wrinkled newspaper from the inside pocket of his greatcoat. As he glanced down the 

advertisement column, with his head thrust forward and the paper flattened out upon his knee, I 



took a good look at the man and endeavoured, after the fashion of my companion, to read the 

indications which might be presented by his dress or appearance. 

I did not gain very much, however, by my inspection. Our visitor bore every mark of being an 

average commonplace British tradesman, obese, pompous, and slow. He wore rather baggy grey 

shepherd’s check trousers, a not over-clean black frock-coat, unbuttoned in the front, and a drab 

waistcoat with a heavy brassy Albert chain, and a square pierced bit of metal dangling down as 

an ornament. A frayed top-hat and a faded brown overcoat with a wrinkled velvet collar lay upon 

a chair beside him. Altogether, look as I would, there was nothing remarkable about the man 

save his blazing red head, and the expression of extreme chagrin and discontent upon his 

features. 

Sherlock Holmes’ quick eye took in my occupation, and he shook his head with a smile as he 

noticed my questioning glances. “Beyond the obvious facts that he has at some time done manual 

labour, that he takes snuff, that he is a Freemason, that he has been in China, and that he has 

done a considerable amount of writing lately, I can deduce nothing else.” 

Mr. Jabez Wilson started up in his chair, with his forefinger upon the paper, but his eyes upon 

my companion. 

“How, in the name of good-fortune, did you know all that, Mr. Holmes?” he asked. “How did 

you know, for example, that I did manual labour. It’s as true as gospel, for I began as a ship’s 

carpenter.” 

“Your hands, my dear sir. Your right hand is quite a size larger than your left. You have 

worked with it, and the muscles are more developed.” 

“Well, the snuff, then, and the Freemasonry?” 

“I won’t insult your intelligence by telling you how I read that, especially as, rather against the 

strict rules of your order, you use an arc-and-compass breastpin.” 

“Ah, of course, I forgot that. But the writing?” 

“What else can be indicated by that right cuff so very shiny for five inches, and the left one 

with the smooth patch near the elbow where you rest it upon the desk?” 

“Well, but China?” 

“The fish that you have tattooed immediately above your right wrist could only have been 

done in China. I have made a small study of tattoo marks and have even contributed to the 

literature of the subject. That trick of staining the fishes’ scales of a delicate pink is quite peculiar 

to China. When, in addition, I see a Chinese coin hanging from your watch-chain, the matter 

becomes even more simple.” 

Mr. Jabez Wilson laughed heavily. “Well, I never!” said he. “I thought at first that you had 

done something clever, but I see that there was nothing in it after all.” 

“I begin to think, Watson,” said Holmes, “that I make a mistake in explaining. ‘Omne ignotum 

pro magnifico,’ you know, and my poor little reputation, such as it is, will suffer shipwreck if I 

am so candid. Can you not find the advertisement, Mr. Wilson?” 

“Yes, I have got it now,” he answered with his thick red finger planted halfway down the 

column. “Here it is. This is what began it all. You just read it for yourself, sir.” 

I took the paper from him and read as follows: 



“TO THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE: On account of the 

bequest of the late Ezekiah Hopkins, of Lebanon, 

Pennsylvania, U.S.A., there is now another vacancy open 

which entitles a member of the League to a salary of £ 4 a 

week for purely nominal services. All red-headed men who 

are sound in body and mind and above the age of twenty-one 

years, are eligible. Apply in person on Monday, at eleven 

o’clock, to Duncan Ross, at the offices of the League, 7 

Pope’s Court, Fleet Street.” 

“What on earth does this mean?” I ejaculated after I had twice read over the extraordinary 

announcement. 

Holmes chuckled and wriggled in his chair, as was his habit when in high spirits. “It is a little 

off the beaten track, isn’t it?” said he. “And now, Mr. Wilson, off you go at scratch and tell us all 

about yourself, your household, and the effect which this advertisement had upon your fortunes. 

You will first make a note, Doctor, of the paper and the date.” 

“It is The Morning Chronicle of April 27, 1890. Just two months ago.” 

“Very good. Now, Mr. Wilson?” 

“Well, it is just as I have been telling you, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” said Jabez Wilson, mopping 

his forehead; “I have a small pawnbroker’s business at Coburg Square, near the City. It’s not a 

very large affair, and of late years it has not done more than just give me a living. I used to be 

able to keep two assistants, but now I only keep one; and I would have a job to pay him but that 

he is willing to come for half wages so as to learn the business.” 

“What is the name of this obliging youth?” asked Sherlock Holmes. 

“His name is Vincent Spaulding, and he’s not such a youth, either. It’s hard to say his age. I 

should not wish a smarter assistant, Mr. Holmes; and I know very well that he could better 

himself and earn twice what I am able to give him. But, after all, if he is satisfied, why should I 

put ideas in his head?” 

“Why, indeed? You seem most fortunate in having an employé who comes under the full 

market price. It is not a common experience among employers in this age. I don’t know that your 

assistant is not as remarkable as your advertisement.” 

“Oh, he has his faults, too,” said Mr. Wilson. “Never was such a fellow for photography. 

Snapping away with a camera when he ought to be improving his mind, and then diving down 

into the cellar like a rabbit into its hole to develop his pictures. That is his main fault, but on the 

whole he’s a good worker. There’s no vice in him.” 

“He is still with you, I presume?” 

“Yes, sir. He and a girl of fourteen, who does a bit of simple cooking and keeps the place 

clean—that’s all I have in the house, for I am a widower and never had any family. We live very 

quietly, sir, the three of us; and we keep a roof over our heads and pay our debts, if we do 

nothing more. 

“The first thing that put us out was that advertisement. Spaulding, he came down into the 

office just this day eight weeks, with this very paper in his hand, and he says: 

“‘I wish to the Lord, Mr. Wilson, that I was a red-headed man.’ 

“‘Why that?’ I asks. 



“‘Why,’ says he, ‘here’s another vacancy on the League of the Red-headed Men. It’s worth 

quite a little fortune to any man who gets it, and I understand that there are more vacancies than 

there are men, so that the trustees are at their wits’ end what to do with the money. If my hair 

would only change colour, here’s a nice little crib all ready for me to step into.’ 

“‘Why, what is it, then?’ I asked. You see, Mr. Holmes, I am a very stay-at-home man, and as 

my business came to me instead of my having to go to it, I was often weeks on end without 

putting my foot over the door-mat. In that way I didn’t know much of what was going on 

outside, and I was always glad of a bit of news. 

“‘Have you never heard of the League of the Red-headed Men?’ he asked with his eyes open. 

“‘Never.’ 

“‘Why, I wonder at that, for you are eligible yourself for one of the vacancies.’ 

“‘And what are they worth?’ I asked. 

“‘Oh, merely a couple of hundred a year, but the work is slight, and it need not interfere very 

much with one’s other occupations.’ 

“Well, you can easily think that that made me prick up my ears, for the business has not been 

over good for some years, and an extra couple of hundred would have been very handy. 

“‘Tell me all about it,’ said I. 

“‘Well,’ said he, showing me the advertisement, ‘you can see for yourself that the League has 

a vacancy, and there is the address where you should apply for particulars. As far as I can make 

out, the League was founded by an American millionaire, Ezekiah Hopkins, who was very 

peculiar in his ways. He was himself red-headed, and he had a great sympathy for all red-headed 

men; so, when he died, it was found that he had left his enormous fortune in the hands of 

trustees, with instructions to apply the interest to the providing of easy berths to men whose hair 

is of that colour. From all I hear it is splendid pay and very little to do.’ 

“‘But,’ said I, ‘there would be millions of red-headed men who would apply.’ 

“‘Not so many as you might think,’ he answered. ‘You see it is really confined to Londoners, 

and to grown men. This American had started from London when he was young, and he wanted 

to do the old town a good turn. Then, again, I have heard it is no use your applying if your hair is 

light red, or dark red, or anything but real bright, blazing, fiery red. Now, if you cared to apply, 

Mr. Wilson, you would just walk in; but perhaps it would hardly be worth your while to put 

yourself out of the way for the sake of a few hundred pounds.’ 

“Now, it is a fact, gentlemen, as you may see for yourselves, that my hair is of a very full and 

rich tint, so that it seemed to me that if there was to be any competition in the matter I stood as 

good a chance as any man that I had ever met. Vincent Spaulding seemed to know so much 

about it that I thought he might prove useful, so I just ordered him to put up the shutters for the 

day and to come right away with me. He was very willing to have a holiday, so we shut the 

business up and started off for the address that was given us in the advertisement. 

“I never hope to see such a sight as that again, Mr. Holmes. From north, south, east, and west 

every man who had a shade of red in his hair had tramped into the city to answer the 

advertisement. Fleet Street was choked with red-headed folk, and Pope’s Court looked like a 

coster’s orange barrow. I should not have thought there were so many in the whole country as 

were brought together by that single advertisement. Every shade of colour they were—straw, 

lemon, orange, brick, Irish-setter, liver, clay; but, as Spaulding said, there were not many who 

had the real vivid flame-coloured tint. When I saw how many were waiting, I would have given 



it up in despair; but Spaulding would not hear of it. How he did it I could not imagine, but he 

pushed and pulled and butted until he got me through the crowd, and right up to the steps which 

led to the office. There was a double stream upon the stair, some going up in hope, and some 

coming back dejected; but we wedged in as well as we could and soon found ourselves in the 

office.” 

“Your experience has been a most entertaining one,” remarked Holmes as his client paused 

and refreshed his memory with a huge pinch of snuff. “Pray continue your very interesting 

statement.” 

“There was nothing in the office but a couple of wooden chairs and a deal table, behind which 

sat a small man with a head that was even redder than mine. He said a few words to each 

candidate as he came up, and then he always managed to find some fault in them which would 

disqualify them. Getting a vacancy did not seem to be such a very easy matter, after all. 

However, when our turn came the little man was much more favourable to me than to any of the 

others, and he closed the door as we entered, so that he might have a private word with us. 

“‘This is Mr. Jabez Wilson,’ said my assistant, ‘and he is willing to fill a vacancy in the 

League.’ 

“‘And he is admirably suited for it,’ the other answered. ‘He has every requirement. I cannot 

recall when I have seen anything so fine.’ He took a step backward, cocked his head on one side, 

and gazed at my hair until I felt quite bashful. Then suddenly he plunged forward, wrung my 

hand, and congratulated me warmly on my success. 

“‘It would be injustice to hesitate,’ said he. ‘You will, however, I am sure, excuse me for 

taking an obvious precaution.’ With that he seized my hair in both his hands, and tugged until I 

yelled with the pain. ‘There is water in your eyes,’ said he as he released me. ‘I perceive that all 

is as it should be. But we have to be careful, for we have twice been deceived by wigs and once 

by paint. I could tell you tales of cobbler’s wax which would disgust you with human nature.’ He 

stepped over to the window and shouted through it at the top of his voice that the vacancy was 

filled. A groan of disappointment came up from below, and the folk all trooped away in different 

directions until there was not a red-head to be seen except my own and that of the manager. 

“‘My name,’ said he, ‘is Mr. Duncan Ross, and I am myself one of the pensioners upon the 

fund left by our noble benefactor. Are you a married man, Mr. Wilson? Have you a family?’ 

“I answered that I had not. 

“His face fell immediately. 

“‘Dear me!’ he said gravely, ‘that is very serious indeed! I am sorry to hear you say that. The 

fund was, of course, for the propagation and spread of the red-heads as well as for their 

maintenance. It is exceedingly unfortunate that you should be a bachelor.’ 

“My face lengthened at this, Mr. Holmes, for I thought that I was not to have the vacancy after 

all; but after thinking it over for a few minutes he said that it would be all right. 

“‘In the case of another,’ said he, ‘the objection might be fatal, but we must stretch a point in 

favour of a man with such a head of hair as yours. When shall you be able to enter upon your 

new duties?’ 

“‘Well, it is a little awkward, for I have a business already,’ said I. 

“‘Oh, never mind about that, Mr. Wilson!’ said Vincent Spaulding. ‘I should be able to look 

after that for you.’ 



“‘What would be the hours?’ I asked. 

“‘Ten to two.’ 

“Now a pawnbroker’s business is mostly done of an evening, Mr. Holmes, especially 

Thursday and Friday evening, which is just before pay-day; so it would suit me very well to earn 

a little in the mornings. Besides, I knew that my assistant was a good man, and that he would see 

to anything that turned up. 

“‘That would suit me very well,’ said I. ‘And the pay?’ 

“‘Is £ 4 a week.’ 

“‘And the work?’ 

“‘Is purely nominal.’ 

“‘What do you call purely nominal?’ 

“‘Well, you have to be in the office, or at least in the building, the whole time. If you leave, 

you forfeit your whole position forever. The will is very clear upon that point. You don’t comply 

with the conditions if you budge from the office during that time.’ 

“‘It’s only four hours a day, and I should not think of leaving,’ said I. 

“‘No excuse will avail,’ said Mr. Duncan Ross; ‘neither sickness nor business nor anything 

else. There you must stay, or you lose your billet.’ 

“‘And the work?’ 

“‘Is to copy out the Encyclopædia Britannica. There is the first volume of it in that press. You 

must find your own ink, pens, and blotting-paper, but we provide this table and chair. Will you 

be ready to-morrow?’ 

“‘Certainly,’ I answered. 

“‘Then, good-bye, Mr. Jabez Wilson, and let me congratulate you once more on the important 

position which you have been fortunate enough to gain.’ He bowed me out of the room and I 

went home with my assistant, hardly knowing what to say or do, I was so pleased at my own 

good fortune. 

“Well, I thought over the matter all day, and by evening I was in low spirits again; for I had 

quite persuaded myself that the whole affair must be some great hoax or fraud, though what its 

object might be I could not imagine. It seemed altogether past belief that anyone could make 

such a will, or that they would pay such a sum for doing anything so simple as copying out 

the Encyclopædia Britannica. Vincent Spaulding did what he could to cheer me up, but by 

bedtime I had reasoned myself out of the whole thing. However, in the morning I determined to 

have a look at it anyhow, so I bought a penny bottle of ink, and with a quill-pen, and seven 

sheets of foolscap paper, I started off for Pope’s Court. 

“Well, to my surprise and delight, everything was as right as possible. The table was set out 

ready for me, and Mr. Duncan Ross was there to see that I got fairly to work. He started me off 

upon the letter A, and then he left me; but he would drop in from time to time to see that all was 

right with me. At two o’clock he bade me good-day, complimented me upon the amount that I 

had written, and locked the door of the office after me. 

“This went on day after day, Mr. Holmes, and on Saturday the manager came in and planked 

down four golden sovereigns for my week’s work. It was the same next week, and the same the 

week after. Every morning I was there at ten, and every afternoon I left at two. By degrees Mr. 

Duncan Ross took to coming in only once of a morning, and then, after a time, he did not come 



in at all. Still, of course, I never dared to leave the room for an instant, for I was not sure when he 

might come, and the billet was such a good one, and suited me so well, that I would not risk the 

loss of it. 

“Eight weeks passed away like this, and I had written about Abbots and Archery and Armour 

and Architecture and Attica, and hoped with diligence that I might get on to the B’s before very 

long. It cost me something in foolscap, and I had pretty nearly filled a shelf with my writings. 

And then suddenly the whole business came to an end.” 

“To an end?” 

“Yes, sir. And no later than this morning. I went to my work as usual at ten o’clock, but the 

door was shut and locked, with a little square of cardboard hammered on to the middle of the 

panel with a tack. Here it is, and you can read for yourself.” 

He held up a piece of white cardboard about the size of a sheet of note-paper. It read in this 

fashion: 

“THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE IS DISSOLVED. October 9, 

1890.” 

Sherlock Holmes and I surveyed this curt announcement and the rueful face behind it, until the 

comical side of the affair so completely overtopped every other consideration that we both burst 

out into a roar of laughter. 

“I cannot see that there is anything very funny,” cried our client, flushing up to the roots of his 

flaming head. “If you can do nothing better than laugh at me, I can go elsewhere.” 

“No, no,” cried Holmes, shoving him back into the chair from which he had half risen. “I 

really wouldn’t miss your case for the world. It is most refreshingly unusual. But there is, if you 

will excuse my saying so, something just a little funny about it. Pray what steps did you take 

when you found the card upon the door?” 

“I was staggered, sir. I did not know what to do. Then I called at the offices round, but none of 

them seemed to know anything about it. Finally, I went to the landlord, who is an accountant 

living on the ground floor, and I asked him if he could tell me what had become of the Red-

headed League. He said that he had never heard of any such body. Then I asked him who Mr. 

Duncan Ross was. He answered that the name was new to him. 

“‘Well,’ said I, ‘the gentleman at No. 4.’ 

“‘What, the red-headed man?’ 

“‘Yes.’ 

“‘Oh,’ said he, ‘his name was William Morris. He was a solicitor and was using my room as a 

temporary convenience until his new premises were ready. He moved out yesterday.’ 

“‘Where could I find him?’ 

“‘Oh, at his new offices. He did tell me the address. Yes, 17 King Edward Street, near St. 

Paul’s.’ 

“I started off, Mr. Holmes, but when I got to that address it was a manufactory of artificial 

knee-caps, and no one in it had ever heard of either Mr. William Morris or Mr. Duncan Ross.” 

“And what did you do then?” asked Holmes. 



“I went home to Saxe-Coburg Square, and I took the advice of my assistant. But he could not 

help me in any way. He could only say that if I waited I should hear by post. But that was not 

quite good enough, Mr. Holmes. I did not wish to lose such a place without a struggle, so, as I 

had heard that you were good enough to give advice to poor folk who were in need of it, I came 

right away to you.” 

“And you did very wisely,” said Holmes. “Your case is an exceedingly remarkable one, and I 

shall be happy to look into it. From what you have told me I think that it is possible that graver 

issues hang from it than might at first sight appear.” 

“Grave enough!” said Mr. Jabez Wilson. “Why, I have lost four pound a week.” 

“As far as you are personally concerned,” remarked Holmes, “I do not see that you have any 

grievance against this extraordinary league. On the contrary, you are, as I understand, richer by 

some £ 30, to say nothing of the minute knowledge which you have gained on every subject 

which comes under the letter A. You have lost nothing by them.” 

“No, sir. But I want to find out about them, and who they are, and what their object was in 

playing this prank—if it was a prank—upon me. It was a pretty expensive joke for them, for it 

cost them two and thirty pounds.” 

“We shall endeavour to clear up these points for you. And, first, one or two questions, Mr. 

Wilson. This assistant of yours who first called your attention to the advertisement—how long 

had he been with you?” 

“About a month then.” 

“How did he come?” 

“In answer to an advertisement.” 

“Was he the only applicant?” 

“No, I had a dozen.” 

“Why did you pick him?” 

“Because he was handy and would come cheap.” 

“At half wages, in fact.” 

“Yes.” 

“What is he like, this Vincent Spaulding?” 

“Small, stout-built, very quick in his ways, no hair on his face, though he’s not short of thirty. 

Has a white splash of acid upon his forehead.” 

Holmes sat up in his chair in considerable excitement. “I thought as much,” said he. “Have 

you ever observed that his ears are pierced for earrings?” 

“Yes, sir. He told me that a gipsy had done it for him when he was a lad.” 

“Hum!” said Holmes, sinking back in deep thought. “He is still with you?” 

“Oh, yes, sir; I have only just left him.” 

“And has your business been attended to in your absence?” 

“Nothing to complain of, sir. There’s never very much to do of a morning.” 

“That will do, Mr. Wilson. I shall be happy to give you an opinion upon the subject in the 

course of a day or two. To-day is Saturday, and I hope that by Monday we may come to a 

conclusion.” 



“Well, Watson,” said Holmes when our visitor had left us, “what do you make of it all?” 

“I make nothing of it,” I answered frankly. “It is a most mysterious business.” 

“As a rule,” said Holmes, “the more bizarre a thing is the less mysterious it proves to be. It is 

your commonplace, featureless crimes which are really puzzling, just as a commonplace face is 

the most difficult to identify. But I must be prompt over this matter.” 

“What are you going to do, then?” I asked. 

“To smoke,” he answered. “It is quite a three pipe problem, and I beg that you won’t speak to 

me for fifty minutes.” He curled himself up in his chair, with his thin knees drawn up to his 

hawk-like nose, and there he sat with his eyes closed and his black clay pipe thrusting out like 

the bill of some strange bird. I had come to the conclusion that he had dropped asleep, and 

indeed was nodding myself, when he suddenly sprang out of his chair with the gesture of a man 

who has made up his mind and put his pipe down upon the mantelpiece. 

“Sarasate plays at the St. James’s Hall this afternoon,” he remarked. “What do you think, 

Watson? Could your patients spare you for a few hours?” 

“I have nothing to do to-day. My practice is never very absorbing.” 

“Then put on your hat and come. I am going through the City first, and we can have some 

lunch on the way. I observe that there is a good deal of German music on the programme, which 

is rather more to my taste than Italian or French. It is introspective, and I want to introspect. 

Come along!” 

We travelled by the Underground as far as Aldersgate; and a short walk took us to Saxe-

Coburg Square, the scene of the singular story which we had listened to in the morning. It was a 

poky, little, shabby-genteel place, where four lines of dingy two-storied brick houses looked out 

into a small railed-in enclosure, where a lawn of weedy grass and a few clumps of faded laurel 

bushes made a hard fight against a smoke-laden and uncongenial atmosphere. Three gilt balls 

and a brown board with “JABEZ WILSON” in white letters, upon a corner house, announced the 

place where our red-headed client carried on his business. Sherlock Holmes stopped in front of it 

with his head on one side and looked it all over, with his eyes shining brightly between puckered 

lids. Then he walked slowly up the street, and then down again to the corner, still looking keenly 

at the houses. Finally he returned to the pawnbroker’s, and, having thumped vigorously upon the 

pavement with his stick two or three times, he went up to the door and knocked. It was instantly 

opened by a bright-looking, clean-shaven young fellow, who asked him to step in. 

“Thank you,” said Holmes, “I only wished to ask you how you would go from here to the 

Strand.” 

“Third right, fourth left,” answered the assistant promptly, closing the door. 

“Smart fellow, that,” observed Holmes as we walked away. “He is, in my judgment, the fourth 

smartest man in London, and for daring I am not sure that he has not a claim to be third. I have 

known something of him before.” 

“Evidently,” said I, “Mr. Wilson’s assistant counts for a good deal in this mystery of the Red-

headed League. I am sure that you inquired your way merely in order that you might see him.” 

“Not him.” 

“What then?” 

“The knees of his trousers.” 

“And what did you see?” 



“What I expected to see.” 

“Why did you beat the pavement?” 

“My dear doctor, this is a time for observation, not for talk. We are spies in an enemy’s 

country. We know something of Saxe-Coburg Square. Let us now explore the parts which lie 

behind it.” 

The road in which we found ourselves as we turned round the corner from the retired Saxe-

Coburg Square presented as great a contrast to it as the front of a picture does to the back. It was 

one of the main arteries which conveyed the traffic of the City to the north and west. The 

roadway was blocked with the immense stream of commerce flowing in a double tide inward and 

outward, while the footpaths were black with the hurrying swarm of pedestrians. It was difficult 

to realise as we looked at the line of fine shops and stately business premises that they really 

abutted on the other side upon the faded and stagnant square which we had just quitted. 

“Let me see,” said Holmes, standing at the corner and glancing along the line, “I should like 

just to remember the order of the houses here. It is a hobby of mine to have an exact knowledge 

of London. There is Mortimer’s, the tobacconist, the little newspaper shop, the Coburg branch of 

the City and Suburban Bank, the Vegetarian Restaurant, and McFarlane’s carriage-building 

depot. That carries us right on to the other block. And now, Doctor, we’ve done our work, so it’s 

time we had some play. A sandwich and a cup of coffee, and then off to violin-land, where all is 

sweetness and delicacy and harmony, and there are no red-headed clients to vex us with their 

conundrums.” 

My friend was an enthusiastic musician, being himself not only a very capable performer but a 

composer of no ordinary merit. All the afternoon he sat in the stalls wrapped in the most perfect 

happiness, gently waving his long, thin fingers in time to the music, while his gently smiling face 

and his languid, dreamy eyes were as unlike those of Holmes the sleuth-hound, Holmes the 

relentless, keen-witted, ready-handed criminal agent, as it was possible to conceive. In his 

singular character the dual nature alternately asserted itself, and his extreme exactness and 

astuteness represented, as I have often thought, the reaction against the poetic and contemplative 

mood which occasionally predominated in him. The swing of his nature took him from extreme 

languor to devouring energy; and, as I knew well, he was never so truly formidable as when, for 

days on end, he had been lounging in his armchair amid his improvisations and his black-letter 

editions. Then it was that the lust of the chase would suddenly come upon him, and that his 

brilliant reasoning power would rise to the level of intuition, until those who were unacquainted 

with his methods would look askance at him as on a man whose knowledge was not that of other 

mortals. When I saw him that afternoon so enwrapped in the music at St. James’s Hall I felt that 

an evil time might be coming upon those whom he had set himself to hunt down. 

“You want to go home, no doubt, Doctor,” he remarked as we emerged. 

“Yes, it would be as well.” 

“And I have some business to do which will take some hours. This business at Coburg Square 

is serious.” 

“Why serious?” 

“A considerable crime is in contemplation. I have every reason to believe that we shall be in 

time to stop it. But to-day being Saturday rather complicates matters. I shall want your help to-

night.” 

“At what time?” 



“Ten will be early enough.” 

“I shall be at Baker Street at ten.” 

“Very well. And, I say, Doctor, there may be some little danger, so kindly put your army 

revolver in your pocket.” He waved his hand, turned on his heel, and disappeared in an instant 

among the crowd. 

I trust that I am not more dense than my neighbours, but I was always oppressed with a sense 

of my own stupidity in my dealings with Sherlock Holmes. Here I had heard what he had heard, I 

had seen what he had seen, and yet from his words it was evident that he saw clearly not only 

what had happened but what was about to happen, while to me the whole business was still 

confused and grotesque. As I drove home to my house in Kensington I thought over it all, from 

the extraordinary story of the red-headed copier of the Encyclopædia down to the visit to Saxe-

Coburg Square, and the ominous words with which he had parted from me. What was this 

nocturnal expedition, and why should I go armed? Where were we going, and what were we to 

do? I had the hint from Holmes that this smooth-faced pawnbroker’s assistant was a formidable 

man—a man who might play a deep game. I tried to puzzle it out, but gave it up in despair and 

set the matter aside until night should bring an explanation. 

It was a quarter-past nine when I started from home and made my way across the Park, and so 

through Oxford Street to Baker Street. Two hansoms were standing at the door, and as I entered 

the passage I heard the sound of voices from above. On entering his room, I found Holmes in 

animated conversation with two men, one of whom I recognised as Peter Jones, the official 

police agent, while the other was a long, thin, sad-faced man, with a very shiny hat and 

oppressively respectable frock-coat. 

“Ha! Our party is complete,” said Holmes, buttoning up his pea-jacket and taking his heavy 

hunting crop from the rack. “Watson, I think you know Mr. Jones, of Scotland Yard? Let me 

introduce you to Mr. Merryweather, who is to be our companion in to-night’s adventure.” 

“We’re hunting in couples again, Doctor, you see,” said Jones in his consequential way. “Our 

friend here is a wonderful man for starting a chase. All he wants is an old dog to help him to do 

the running down.” 

“I hope a wild goose may not prove to be the end of our chase,” observed Mr. Merryweather 

gloomily. 

“You may place considerable confidence in Mr. Holmes, sir,” said the police agent loftily. “He 

has his own little methods, which are, if he won’t mind my saying so, just a little too theoretical 

and fantastic, but he has the makings of a detective in him. It is not too much to say that once or 

twice, as in that business of the Sholto murder and the Agra treasure, he has been more nearly 

correct than the official force.” 

“Oh, if you say so, Mr. Jones, it is all right,” said the stranger with deference. “Still, I confess 

that I miss my rubber. It is the first Saturday night for seven-and-twenty years that I have not had 

my rubber.” 

“I think you will find,” said Sherlock Holmes, “that you will play for a higher stake to-night 

than you have ever done yet, and that the play will be more exciting. For you, Mr. Merryweather, 

the stake will be some £ 30,000; and for you, Jones, it will be the man upon whom you wish to 

lay your hands.” 

“John Clay, the murderer, thief, smasher, and forger. He’s a young man, Mr. Merryweather, 

but he is at the head of his profession, and I would rather have my bracelets on him than on any 



criminal in London. He’s a remarkable man, is young John Clay. His grandfather was a royal 

duke, and he himself has been to Eton and Oxford. His brain is as cunning as his fingers, and 

though we meet signs of him at every turn, we never know where to find the man himself. He’ll 

crack a crib in Scotland one week, and be raising money to build an orphanage in Cornwall the 

next. I’ve been on his track for years and have never set eyes on him yet.” 

“I hope that I may have the pleasure of introducing you to-night. I’ve had one or two little 

turns also with Mr. John Clay, and I agree with you that he is at the head of his profession. It is 

past ten, however, and quite time that we started. If you two will take the first hansom, Watson 

and I will follow in the second.” 

Sherlock Holmes was not very communicative during the long drive and lay back in the cab 

humming the tunes which he had heard in the afternoon. We rattled through an endless labyrinth 

of gas-lit streets until we emerged into Farrington Street. 

“We are close there now,” my friend remarked. “This fellow Merryweather is a bank director, 

and personally interested in the matter. I thought it as well to have Jones with us also. He is not a 

bad fellow, though an absolute imbecile in his profession. He has one positive virtue. He is as 

brave as a bulldog and as tenacious as a lobster if he gets his claws upon anyone. Here we are, 

and they are waiting for us.” 

We had reached the same crowded thoroughfare in which we had found ourselves in the 

morning. Our cabs were dismissed, and, following the guidance of Mr. Merryweather, we passed 

down a narrow passage and through a side door, which he opened for us. Within there was a 

small corridor, which ended in a very massive iron gate. This also was opened, and led down a 

flight of winding stone steps, which terminated at another formidable gate. Mr. Merryweather 

stopped to light a lantern, and then conducted us down a dark, earth-smelling passage, and so, 

after opening a third door, into a huge vault or cellar, which was piled all round with crates and 

massive boxes. 

“You are not very vulnerable from above,” Holmes remarked as he held up the lantern and 

gazed about him. 

“Nor from below,” said Mr. Merryweather, striking his stick upon the flags which lined the 

floor. “Why, dear me, it sounds quite hollow!” he remarked, looking up in surprise. 

“I must really ask you to be a little more quiet!” said Holmes severely. “You have already 

imperilled the whole success of our expedition. Might I beg that you would have the goodness to 

sit down upon one of those boxes, and not to interfere?” 

The solemn Mr. Merryweather perched himself upon a crate, with a very injured expression 

upon his face, while Holmes fell upon his knees upon the floor and, with the lantern and a 

magnifying lens, began to examine minutely the cracks between the stones. A few seconds 

sufficed to satisfy him, for he sprang to his feet again and put his glass in his pocket. 

“We have at least an hour before us,” he remarked, “for they can hardly take any steps until 

the good pawnbroker is safely in bed. Then they will not lose a minute, for the sooner they do 

their work the longer time they will have for their escape. We are at present, Doctor—as no 

doubt you have divined—in the cellar of the City branch of one of the principal London banks. 

Mr. Merryweather is the chairman of directors, and he will explain to you that there are reasons 

why the more daring criminals of London should take a considerable interest in this cellar at 

present.” 



“It is our French gold,” whispered the director. “We have had several warnings that an attempt 

might be made upon it.” 

“Your French gold?” 

“Yes. We had occasion some months ago to strengthen our resources and borrowed for that 

purpose 30,000 napoleons from the Bank of France. It has become known that we have never 

had occasion to unpack the money, and that it is still lying in our cellar. The crate upon which I 

sit contains 2,000 napoleons packed between layers of lead foil. Our reserve of bullion is much 

larger at present than is usually kept in a single branch office, and the directors have had 

misgivings upon the subject.” 

“Which were very well justified,” observed Holmes. “And now it is time that we arranged our 

little plans. I expect that within an hour matters will come to a head. In the meantime Mr. 

Merryweather, we must put the screen over that dark lantern.” 

“And sit in the dark?” 

“I am afraid so. I had brought a pack of cards in my pocket, and I thought that, as we were 

a partie carrée, you might have your rubber after all. But I see that the enemy’s preparations 

have gone so far that we cannot risk the presence of a light. And, first of all, we must choose our 

positions. These are daring men, and though we shall take them at a disadvantage, they may do 

us some harm unless we are careful. I shall stand behind this crate, and do you conceal 

yourselves behind those. Then, when I flash a light upon them, close in swiftly. If they fire, 

Watson, have no compunction about shooting them down.” 

I placed my revolver, cocked, upon the top of the wooden case behind which I crouched. 

Holmes shot the slide across the front of his lantern and left us in pitch darkness—such an 

absolute darkness as I have never before experienced. The smell of hot metal remained to assure 

us that the light was still there, ready to flash out at a moment’s notice. To me, with my nerves 

worked up to a pitch of expectancy, there was something depressing and subduing in the sudden 

gloom, and in the cold dank air of the vault. 

“They have but one retreat,” whispered Holmes. “That is back through the house into Saxe-

Coburg Square. I hope that you have done what I asked you, Jones?” 

“I have an inspector and two officers waiting at the front door.” 

“Then we have stopped all the holes. And now we must be silent and wait.” 

What a time it seemed! From comparing notes afterwards it was but an hour and a quarter, yet 

it appeared to me that the night must have almost gone, and the dawn be breaking above us. My 

limbs were weary and stiff, for I feared to change my position; yet my nerves were worked up to 

the highest pitch of tension, and my hearing was so acute that I could not only hear the gentle 

breathing of my companions, but I could distinguish the deeper, heavier in-breath of the bulky 

Jones from the thin, sighing note of the bank director. From my position I could look over the 

case in the direction of the floor. Suddenly my eyes caught the glint of a light. 

At first it was but a lurid spark upon the stone pavement. Then it lengthened out until it 

became a yellow line, and then, without any warning or sound, a gash seemed to open and a hand 

appeared, a white, almost womanly hand, which felt about in the centre of the little area of light. 

For a minute or more the hand, with its writhing fingers, protruded out of the floor. Then it was 

withdrawn as suddenly as it appeared, and all was dark again save the single lurid spark which 

marked a chink between the stones. 



Its disappearance, however, was but momentary. With a rending, tearing sound, one of the 

broad, white stones turned over upon its side and left a square, gaping hole, through which 

streamed the light of a lantern. Over the edge there peeped a clean-cut, boyish face, which 

looked keenly about it, and then, with a hand on either side of the aperture, drew itself shoulder-

high and waist-high, until one knee rested upon the edge. In another instant he stood at the side 

of the hole and was hauling after him a companion, lithe and small like himself, with a pale face 

and a shock of very red hair. 

“It’s all clear,” he whispered. “Have you the chisel and the bags? Great Scott! Jump, Archie, 

jump, and I’ll swing for it!” 

Sherlock Holmes had sprung out and seized the intruder by the collar. The other dived down 

the hole, and I heard the sound of rending cloth as Jones clutched at his skirts. The light flashed 

upon the barrel of a revolver, but Holmes’ hunting crop came down on the man’s wrist, and the 

pistol clinked upon the stone floor. 

“It’s no use, John Clay,” said Holmes blandly. “You have no chance at all.” 

“So I see,” the other answered with the utmost coolness. “I fancy that my pal is all right, 

though I see you have got his coat-tails.” 

“There are three men waiting for him at the door,” said Holmes. 

“Oh, indeed! You seem to have done the thing very completely. I must compliment you.” 

“And I you,” Holmes answered. “Your red-headed idea was very new and effective.” 

“You’ll see your pal again presently,” said Jones. “He’s quicker at climbing down holes than I 

am. Just hold out while I fix the derbies.” 

“I beg that you will not touch me with your filthy hands,” remarked our prisoner as the 

handcuffs clattered upon his wrists. “You may not be aware that I have royal blood in my veins. 

Have the goodness, also, when you address me always to say ‘sir’ and ‘please.’” 

“All right,” said Jones with a stare and a snigger. “Well, would you please, sir, march upstairs, 

where we can get a cab to carry your Highness to the police-station?” 

“That is better,” said John Clay serenely. He made a sweeping bow to the three of us and 

walked quietly off in the custody of the detective. 

“Really, Mr. Holmes,” said Mr. Merryweather as we followed them from the cellar, “I do not 

know how the bank can thank you or repay you. There is no doubt that you have detected and 

defeated in the most complete manner one of the most determined attempts at bank robbery that 

have ever come within my experience.” 

“I have had one or two little scores of my own to settle with Mr. John Clay,” said Holmes. “I 

have been at some small expense over this matter, which I shall expect the bank to refund, but 

beyond that I am amply repaid by having had an experience which is in many ways unique, and 

by hearing the very remarkable narrative of the Red-headed League.” 

“You see, Watson,” he explained in the early hours of the morning as we sat over a glass of 

whisky and soda in Baker Street, “it was perfectly obvious from the first that the only possible 

object of this rather fantastic business of the advertisement of the League, and the copying of 

the Encyclopædia, must be to get this not over-bright pawnbroker out of the way for a number of 

hours every day. It was a curious way of managing it, but, really, it would be difficult to suggest 

a better. The method was no doubt suggested to Clay’s ingenious mind by the colour of his 



accomplice’s hair. The £ 4 a week was a lure which must draw him, and what was it to them, 

who were playing for thousands? They put in the advertisement, one rogue has the temporary 

office, the other rogue incites the man to apply for it, and together they manage to secure his 

absence every morning in the week. From the time that I heard of the assistant having come for 

half wages, it was obvious to me that he had some strong motive for securing the situation.” 

“But how could you guess what the motive was?” 

“Had there been women in the house, I should have suspected a mere vulgar intrigue. That, 

however, was out of the question. The man’s business was a small one, and there was nothing in 

his house which could account for such elaborate preparations, and such an expenditure as they 

were at. It must, then, be something out of the house. What could it be? I thought of the 

assistant’s fondness for photography, and his trick of vanishing into the cellar. The cellar! There 

was the end of this tangled clue. Then I made inquiries as to this mysterious assistant and found 

that I had to deal with one of the coolest and most daring criminals in London. He was doing 

something in the cellar—something which took many hours a day for months on end. What 

could it be, once more? I could think of nothing save that he was running a tunnel to some other 

building. 

“So far I had got when we went to visit the scene of action. I surprised you by beating upon 

the pavement with my stick. I was ascertaining whether the cellar stretched out in front or 

behind. It was not in front. Then I rang the bell, and, as I hoped, the assistant answered it. We 

have had some skirmishes, but we had never set eyes upon each other before. I hardly looked at 

his face. His knees were what I wished to see. You must yourself have remarked how worn, 

wrinkled, and stained they were. They spoke of those hours of burrowing. The only remaining 

point was what they were burrowing for. I walked round the corner, saw the City and Suburban 

Bank abutted on our friend’s premises, and felt that I had solved my problem. When you drove 

home after the concert I called upon Scotland Yard and upon the chairman of the bank directors, 

with the result that you have seen.” 

“And how could you tell that they would make their attempt to-night?” I asked. 

“Well, when they closed their League offices that was a sign that they cared no longer about 

Mr. Jabez Wilson’s presence—in other words, that they had completed their tunnel. But it was 

essential that they should use it soon, as it might be discovered, or the bullion might be removed. 

Saturday would suit them better than any other day, as it would give them two days for their 

escape. For all these reasons I expected them to come to-night.” 

“You reasoned it out beautifully,” I exclaimed in unfeigned admiration. “It is so long a chain, 

and yet every link rings true.” 

“It saved me from ennui,” he answered, yawning. “Alas! I already feel it closing in upon me. 

My life is spent in one long effort to escape from the commonplaces of existence. These little 

problems help me to do so.” 

“And you are a benefactor of the race,” said I. 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Well, perhaps, after all, it is of some little use,” he remarked. 

“‘L’homme c’est rien—l’œuvre c’est tout,’ as Gustave Flaubert wrote to George Sand.” 

  



III. A CASE OF IDENTITY 

“My dear fellow,” said Sherlock Holmes as we sat on either side of the fire in his lodgings at 

Baker Street, “life is infinitely stranger than anything which the mind of man could invent. We 

would not dare to conceive the things which are really mere commonplaces of existence. If we 

could fly out of that window hand in hand, hover over this great city, gently remove the roofs, 

and peep in at the queer things which are going on, the strange coincidences, the plannings, the 

cross-purposes, the wonderful chains of events, working through generations, and leading to the 

most outré results, it would make all fiction with its conventionalities and foreseen conclusions 

most stale and unprofitable.” 

“And yet I am not convinced of it,” I answered. “The cases which come to light in the papers 

are, as a rule, bald enough, and vulgar enough. We have in our police reports realism pushed to 

its extreme limits, and yet the result is, it must be confessed, neither fascinating nor artistic.” 

“A certain selection and discretion must be used in producing a realistic effect,” remarked 

Holmes. “This is wanting in the police report, where more stress is laid, perhaps, upon the 

platitudes of the magistrate than upon the details, which to an observer contain the vital essence 

of the whole matter. Depend upon it, there is nothing so unnatural as the commonplace.” 

I smiled and shook my head. “I can quite understand your thinking so,” I said. “Of course, in 

your position of unofficial adviser and helper to everybody who is absolutely puzzled, 

throughout three continents, you are brought in contact with all that is strange and bizarre. But 

here”—I picked up the morning paper from the ground—“let us put it to a practical test. Here is 

the first heading upon which I come. ‘A husband’s cruelty to his wife.’ There is half a column of 

print, but I know without reading it that it is all perfectly familiar to me. There is, of course, the 

other woman, the drink, the push, the blow, the bruise, the sympathetic sister or landlady. The 

crudest of writers could invent nothing more crude.” 

“Indeed, your example is an unfortunate one for your argument,” said Holmes, taking the 

paper and glancing his eye down it. “This is the Dundas separation case, and, as it happens, I was 

engaged in clearing up some small points in connection with it. The husband was a teetotaler, 

there was no other woman, and the conduct complained of was that he had drifted into the habit 

of winding up every meal by taking out his false teeth and hurling them at his wife, which, you 

will allow, is not an action likely to occur to the imagination of the average story-teller. Take a 

pinch of snuff, Doctor, and acknowledge that I have scored over you in your example.” 

He held out his snuffbox of old gold, with a great amethyst in the centre of the lid. Its 

splendour was in such contrast to his homely ways and simple life that I could not help 

commenting upon it. 

“Ah,” said he, “I forgot that I had not seen you for some weeks. It is a little souvenir from the 

King of Bohemia in return for my assistance in the case of the Irene Adler papers.” 

“And the ring?” I asked, glancing at a remarkable brilliant which sparkled upon his finger. 

“It was from the reigning family of Holland, though the matter in which I served them was of 

such delicacy that I cannot confide it even to you, who have been good enough to chronicle one 

or two of my little problems.” 

“And have you any on hand just now?” I asked with interest. 

“Some ten or twelve, but none which present any feature of interest. They are important, you 

understand, without being interesting. Indeed, I have found that it is usually in unimportant 



matters that there is a field for the observation, and for the quick analysis of cause and effect 

which gives the charm to an investigation. The larger crimes are apt to be the simpler, for the 

bigger the crime the more obvious, as a rule, is the motive. In these cases, save for one rather 

intricate matter which has been referred to me from Marseilles, there is nothing which presents 

any features of interest. It is possible, however, that I may have something better before very 

many minutes are over, for this is one of my clients, or I am much mistaken.” 

He had risen from his chair and was standing between the parted blinds gazing down into the 

dull neutral-tinted London street. Looking over his shoulder, I saw that on the pavement opposite 

there stood a large woman with a heavy fur boa round her neck, and a large curling red feather in 

a broad-brimmed hat which was tilted in a coquettish Duchess of Devonshire fashion over her 

ear. From under this great panoply she peeped up in a nervous, hesitating fashion at our 

windows, while her body oscillated backward and forward, and her fingers fidgeted with her 

glove buttons. Suddenly, with a plunge, as of the swimmer who leaves the bank, she hurried 

across the road, and we heard the sharp clang of the bell. 

“I have seen those symptoms before,” said Holmes, throwing his cigarette into the fire. 

“Oscillation upon the pavement always means an affaire de cœur. She would like advice, but is 

not sure that the matter is not too delicate for communication. And yet even here we may 

discriminate. When a woman has been seriously wronged by a man she no longer oscillates, and 

the usual symptom is a broken bell wire. Here we may take it that there is a love matter, but that 

the maiden is not so much angry as perplexed, or grieved. But here she comes in person to 

resolve our doubts.” 

As he spoke there was a tap at the door, and the boy in buttons entered to announce Miss Mary 

Sutherland, while the lady herself loomed behind his small black figure like a full-sailed 

merchant-man behind a tiny pilot boat. Sherlock Holmes welcomed her with the easy courtesy 

for which he was remarkable, and, having closed the door and bowed her into an armchair, he 

looked her over in the minute and yet abstracted fashion which was peculiar to him. 

“Do you not find,” he said, “that with your short sight it is a little trying to do so much 

typewriting?” 

“I did at first,” she answered, “but now I know where the letters are without looking.” Then, 

suddenly realising the full purport of his words, she gave a violent start and looked up, with fear 

and astonishment upon her broad, good-humoured face. “You’ve heard about me, Mr. Holmes,” 

she cried, “else how could you know all that?” 

“Never mind,” said Holmes, laughing; “it is my business to know things. Perhaps I have 

trained myself to see what others overlook. If not, why should you come to consult me?” 

“I came to you, sir, because I heard of you from Mrs. Etherege, whose husband you found so 

easy when the police and everyone had given him up for dead. Oh, Mr. Holmes, I wish you 

would do as much for me. I’m not rich, but still I have a hundred a year in my own right, besides 

the little that I make by the machine, and I would give it all to know what has become of Mr. 

Hosmer Angel.” 

“Why did you come away to consult me in such a hurry?” asked Sherlock Holmes, with his 

finger-tips together and his eyes to the ceiling. 

Again a startled look came over the somewhat vacuous face of Miss Mary Sutherland. “Yes, I 

did bang out of the house,” she said, “for it made me angry to see the easy way in which Mr. 

Windibank—that is, my father—took it all. He would not go to the police, and he would not go 



to you, and so at last, as he would do nothing and kept on saying that there was no harm done, it 

made me mad, and I just on with my things and came right away to you.” 

“Your father,” said Holmes, “your stepfather, surely, since the name is different.” 

“Yes, my stepfather. I call him father, though it sounds funny, too, for he is only five years 

and two months older than myself.” 

“And your mother is alive?” 

“Oh, yes, mother is alive and well. I wasn’t best pleased, Mr. Holmes, when she married again 

so soon after father’s death, and a man who was nearly fifteen years younger than herself. Father 

was a plumber in the Tottenham Court Road, and he left a tidy business behind him, which 

mother carried on with Mr. Hardy, the foreman; but when Mr. Windibank came he made her sell 

the business, for he was very superior, being a traveller in wines. They got £ 4700 for the 

goodwill and interest, which wasn’t near as much as father could have got if he had been alive.” 

I had expected to see Sherlock Holmes impatient under this rambling and inconsequential 

narrative, but, on the contrary, he had listened with the greatest concentration of attention. 

“Your own little income,” he asked, “does it come out of the business?” 

“Oh, no, sir. It is quite separate and was left me by my uncle Ned in Auckland. It is in New 

Zealand stock, paying 4½ per cent. Two thousand five hundred pounds was the amount, but I can 

only touch the interest.” 

“You interest me extremely,” said Holmes. “And since you draw so large a sum as a hundred a 

year, with what you earn into the bargain, you no doubt travel a little and indulge yourself in 

every way. I believe that a single lady can get on very nicely upon an income of about £ 60.” 

“I could do with much less than that, Mr. Holmes, but you understand that as long as I live at 

home I don’t wish to be a burden to them, and so they have the use of the money just while I am 

staying with them. Of course, that is only just for the time. Mr. Windibank draws my interest 

every quarter and pays it over to mother, and I find that I can do pretty well with what I earn at 

typewriting. It brings me twopence a sheet, and I can often do from fifteen to twenty sheets in a 

day.” 

“You have made your position very clear to me,” said Holmes. “This is my friend, Dr. 

Watson, before whom you can speak as freely as before myself. Kindly tell us now all about 

your connection with Mr. Hosmer Angel.” 

A flush stole over Miss Sutherland’s face, and she picked nervously at the fringe of her jacket. 

“I met him first at the gasfitters’ ball,” she said. “They used to send father tickets when he was 

alive, and then afterwards they remembered us, and sent them to mother. Mr. Windibank did not 

wish us to go. He never did wish us to go anywhere. He would get quite mad if I wanted so much 

as to join a Sunday-school treat. But this time I was set on going, and I would go; for what right 

had he to prevent? He said the folk were not fit for us to know, when all father’s friends were to 

be there. And he said that I had nothing fit to wear, when I had my purple plush that I had never 

so much as taken out of the drawer. At last, when nothing else would do, he went off to France 

upon the business of the firm, but we went, mother and I, with Mr. Hardy, who used to be our 

foreman, and it was there I met Mr. Hosmer Angel.” 

“I suppose,” said Holmes, “that when Mr. Windibank came back from France he was very 

annoyed at your having gone to the ball.” 

“Oh, well, he was very good about it. He laughed, I remember, and shrugged his shoulders, 

and said there was no use denying anything to a woman, for she would have her way.” 



“I see. Then at the gasfitters’ ball you met, as I understand, a gentleman called Mr. Hosmer 

Angel.” 

“Yes, sir. I met him that night, and he called next day to ask if we had got home all safe, and 

after that we met him—that is to say, Mr. Holmes, I met him twice for walks, but after that father 

came back again, and Mr. Hosmer Angel could not come to the house any more.” 

“No?” 

“Well, you know father didn’t like anything of the sort. He wouldn’t have any visitors if he 

could help it, and he used to say that a woman should be happy in her own family circle. But 

then, as I used to say to mother, a woman wants her own circle to begin with, and I had not got 

mine yet.” 

“But how about Mr. Hosmer Angel? Did he make no attempt to see you?” 

“Well, father was going off to France again in a week, and Hosmer wrote and said that it 

would be safer and better not to see each other until he had gone. We could write in the 

meantime, and he used to write every day. I took the letters in in the morning, so there was no 

need for father to know.” 

“Were you engaged to the gentleman at this time?” 

“Oh, yes, Mr. Holmes. We were engaged after the first walk that we took. Hosmer—Mr. 

Angel—was a cashier in an office in Leadenhall Street—and—” 

“What office?” 

“That’s the worst of it, Mr. Holmes, I don’t know.” 

“Where did he live, then?” 

“He slept on the premises.” 

“And you don’t know his address?” 

“No—except that it was Leadenhall Street.” 

“Where did you address your letters, then?” 

“To the Leadenhall Street Post Office, to be left till called for. He said that if they were sent to 

the office he would be chaffed by all the other clerks about having letters from a lady, so I 

offered to typewrite them, like he did his, but he wouldn’t have that, for he said that when I 

wrote them they seemed to come from me, but when they were typewritten he always felt that 

the machine had come between us. That will just show you how fond he was of me, Mr. Holmes, 

and the little things that he would think of.” 

“It was most suggestive,” said Holmes. “It has long been an axiom of mine that the little 

things are infinitely the most important. Can you remember any other little things about Mr. 

Hosmer Angel?” 

“He was a very shy man, Mr. Holmes. He would rather walk with me in the evening than in 

the daylight, for he said that he hated to be conspicuous. Very retiring and gentlemanly he was. 

Even his voice was gentle. He’d had the quinsy and swollen glands when he was young, he told 

me, and it had left him with a weak throat, and a hesitating, whispering fashion of speech. He 

was always well dressed, very neat and plain, but his eyes were weak, just as mine are, and he 

wore tinted glasses against the glare.” 

“Well, and what happened when Mr. Windibank, your stepfather, returned to France?” 



“Mr. Hosmer Angel came to the house again and proposed that we should marry before father 

came back. He was in dreadful earnest and made me swear, with my hands on the Testament, 

that whatever happened I would always be true to him. Mother said he was quite right to make 

me swear, and that it was a sign of his passion. Mother was all in his favour from the first and 

was even fonder of him than I was. Then, when they talked of marrying within the week, I began 

to ask about father; but they both said never to mind about father, but just to tell him afterwards, 

and mother said she would make it all right with him. I didn’t quite like that, Mr. Holmes. It 

seemed funny that I should ask his leave, as he was only a few years older than me; but I didn’t 

want to do anything on the sly, so I wrote to father at Bordeaux, where the company has its 

French offices, but the letter came back to me on the very morning of the wedding.” 

“It missed him, then?” 

“Yes, sir; for he had started to England just before it arrived.” 

“Ha! that was unfortunate. Your wedding was arranged, then, for the Friday. Was it to be in 

church?” 

“Yes, sir, but very quietly. It was to be at St. Saviour’s, near King’s Cross, and we were to 

have breakfast afterwards at the St. Pancras Hotel. Hosmer came for us in a hansom, but as there 

were two of us he put us both into it and stepped himself into a four-wheeler, which happened to 

be the only other cab in the street. We got to the church first, and when the four-wheeler drove 

up we waited for him to step out, but he never did, and when the cabman got down from the box 

and looked there was no one there! The cabman said that he could not imagine what had become 

of him, for he had seen him get in with his own eyes. That was last Friday, Mr. Holmes, and I 

have never seen or heard anything since then to throw any light upon what became of him.” 

“It seems to me that you have been very shamefully treated,” said Holmes. 

“Oh, no, sir! He was too good and kind to leave me so. Why, all the morning he was saying to 

me that, whatever happened, I was to be true; and that even if something quite unforeseen 

occurred to separate us, I was always to remember that I was pledged to him, and that he would 

claim his pledge sooner or later. It seemed strange talk for a wedding-morning, but what has 

happened since gives a meaning to it.” 

“Most certainly it does. Your own opinion is, then, that some unforeseen catastrophe has 

occurred to him?” 

“Yes, sir. I believe that he foresaw some danger, or else he would not have talked so. And then 

I think that what he foresaw happened.” 

“But you have no notion as to what it could have been?” 

“None.” 

“One more question. How did your mother take the matter?” 

“She was angry, and said that I was never to speak of the matter again.” 

“And your father? Did you tell him?” 

“Yes; and he seemed to think, with me, that something had happened, and that I should hear of 

Hosmer again. As he said, what interest could anyone have in bringing me to the doors of the 

church, and then leaving me? Now, if he had borrowed my money, or if he had married me and 

got my money settled on him, there might be some reason, but Hosmer was very independent 

about money and never would look at a shilling of mine. And yet, what could have happened? 



And why could he not write? Oh, it drives me half-mad to think of it, and I can’t sleep a wink at 

night.” She pulled a little handkerchief out of her muff and began to sob heavily into it. 

“I shall glance into the case for you,” said Holmes, rising, “and I have no doubt that we shall 

reach some definite result. Let the weight of the matter rest upon me now, and do not let your 

mind dwell upon it further. Above all, try to let Mr. Hosmer Angel vanish from your memory, as 

he has done from your life.” 

“Then you don’t think I’ll see him again?” 

“I fear not.” 

“Then what has happened to him?” 

“You will leave that question in my hands. I should like an accurate description of him and 

any letters of his which you can spare.” 

“I advertised for him in last Saturday’s Chronicle,” said she. “Here is the slip and here are four 

letters from him.” 

“Thank you. And your address?” 

“No. 31 Lyon Place, Camberwell.” 

“Mr. Angel’s address you never had, I understand. Where is your father’s place of business?” 

“He travels for Westhouse & Marbank, the great claret importers of Fenchurch Street.” 

“Thank you. You have made your statement very clearly. You will leave the papers here, and 

remember the advice which I have given you. Let the whole incident be a sealed book, and do 

not allow it to affect your life.” 

“You are very kind, Mr. Holmes, but I cannot do that. I shall be true to Hosmer. He shall find 

me ready when he comes back.” 

For all the preposterous hat and the vacuous face, there was something noble in the simple 

faith of our visitor which compelled our respect. She laid her little bundle of papers upon the 

table and went her way, with a promise to come again whenever she might be summoned. 

Sherlock Holmes sat silent for a few minutes with his fingertips still pressed together, his legs 

stretched out in front of him, and his gaze directed upward to the ceiling. Then he took down 

from the rack the old and oily clay pipe, which was to him as a counsellor, and, having lit it, he 

leaned back in his chair, with the thick blue cloud-wreaths spinning up from him, and a look of 

infinite languor in his face. 

“Quite an interesting study, that maiden,” he observed. “I found her more interesting than her 

little problem, which, by the way, is rather a trite one. You will find parallel cases, if you consult 

my index, in Andover in ’77, and there was something of the sort at The Hague last year. Old as 

is the idea, however, there were one or two details which were new to me. But the maiden herself 

was most instructive.” 

“You appeared to read a good deal upon her which was quite invisible to me,” I remarked. 

“Not invisible but unnoticed, Watson. You did not know where to look, and so you missed all 

that was important. I can never bring you to realise the importance of sleeves, the suggestiveness 

of thumb-nails, or the great issues that may hang from a boot-lace. Now, what did you gather 

from that woman’s appearance? Describe it.” 

“Well, she had a slate-coloured, broad-brimmed straw hat, with a feather of a brickish red. Her 

jacket was black, with black beads sewn upon it, and a fringe of little black jet ornaments. Her 

dress was brown, rather darker than coffee colour, with a little purple plush at the neck and 



sleeves. Her gloves were greyish and were worn through at the right forefinger. Her boots I 

didn’t observe. She had small round, hanging gold earrings, and a general air of being fairly 

well-to-do in a vulgar, comfortable, easy-going way.” 

Sherlock Holmes clapped his hands softly together and chuckled. 

“’Pon my word, Watson, you are coming along wonderfully. You have really done very well 

indeed. It is true that you have missed everything of importance, but you have hit upon the 

method, and you have a quick eye for colour. Never trust to general impressions, my boy, but 

concentrate yourself upon details. My first glance is always at a woman’s sleeve. In a man it is 

perhaps better first to take the knee of the trouser. As you observe, this woman had plush upon 

her sleeves, which is a most useful material for showing traces. The double line a little above the 

wrist, where the typewritist presses against the table, was beautifully defined. The sewing-

machine, of the hand type, leaves a similar mark, but only on the left arm, and on the side of it 

farthest from the thumb, instead of being right across the broadest part, as this was. I then 

glanced at her face, and, observing the dint of a pince-nez at either side of her nose, I ventured a 

remark upon short sight and typewriting, which seemed to surprise her.” 

“It surprised me.” 

“But, surely, it was obvious. I was then much surprised and interested on glancing down to 

observe that, though the boots which she was wearing were not unlike each other, they were 

really odd ones; the one having a slightly decorated toe-cap, and the other a plain one. One was 

buttoned only in the two lower buttons out of five, and the other at the first, third, and fifth. Now, 

when you see that a young lady, otherwise neatly dressed, has come away from home with odd 

boots, half-buttoned, it is no great deduction to say that she came away in a hurry.” 

“And what else?” I asked, keenly interested, as I always was, by my friend’s incisive 

reasoning. 

“I noted, in passing, that she had written a note before leaving home but after being fully 

dressed. You observed that her right glove was torn at the forefinger, but you did not apparently 

see that both glove and finger were stained with violet ink. She had written in a hurry and dipped 

her pen too deep. It must have been this morning, or the mark would not remain clear upon the 

finger. All this is amusing, though rather elementary, but I must go back to business, Watson. 

Would you mind reading me the advertised description of Mr. Hosmer Angel?” 

I held the little printed slip to the light. “Missing,” it said, “on the morning of the fourteenth, a 

gentleman named Hosmer Angel. About five ft. seven in. in height; strongly built, sallow 

complexion, black hair, a little bald in the centre, bushy, black side-whiskers and moustache; 

tinted glasses, slight infirmity of speech. Was dressed, when last seen, in black frock-coat faced 

with silk, black waistcoat, gold Albert chain, and grey Harris tweed trousers, with brown gaiters 

over elastic-sided boots. Known to have been employed in an office in Leadenhall Street. 

Anybody bringing,” &c, &c. 

“That will do,” said Holmes. “As to the letters,” he continued, glancing over them, “they are 

very commonplace. Absolutely no clue in them to Mr. Angel, save that he quotes Balzac once. 

There is one remarkable point, however, which will no doubt strike you.” 

“They are typewritten,” I remarked. 

“Not only that, but the signature is typewritten. Look at the neat little ‘Hosmer Angel’ at the 

bottom. There is a date, you see, but no superscription except Leadenhall Street, which is rather 

vague. The point about the signature is very suggestive—in fact, we may call it conclusive.” 



“Of what?” 

“My dear fellow, is it possible you do not see how strongly it bears upon the case?” 

“I cannot say that I do unless it were that he wished to be able to deny his signature if an 

action for breach of promise were instituted.” 

“No, that was not the point. However, I shall write two letters, which should settle the matter. 

One is to a firm in the City, the other is to the young lady’s stepfather, Mr. Windibank, asking 

him whether he could meet us here at six o’clock to-morrow evening. It is just as well that we 

should do business with the male relatives. And now, Doctor, we can do nothing until the 

answers to those letters come, so we may put our little problem upon the shelf for the interim.” 

I had had so many reasons to believe in my friend’s subtle powers of reasoning and 

extraordinary energy in action that I felt that he must have some solid grounds for the assured 

and easy demeanour with which he treated the singular mystery which he had been called upon 

to fathom. Once only had I known him to fail, in the case of the King of Bohemia and of the 

Irene Adler photograph; but when I looked back to the weird business of the Sign of Four, and 

the extraordinary circumstances connected with the Study in Scarlet, I felt that it would be a 

strange tangle indeed which he could not unravel. 

I left him then, still puffing at his black clay pipe, with the conviction that when I came again 

on the next evening I would find that he held in his hands all the clues which would lead up to 

the identity of the disappearing bridegroom of Miss Mary Sutherland. 

A professional case of great gravity was engaging my own attention at the time, and the whole 

of next day I was busy at the bedside of the sufferer. It was not until close upon six o’clock that I 

found myself free and was able to spring into a hansom and drive to Baker Street, half afraid that 

I might be too late to assist at the dénouement of the little mystery. I found Sherlock Holmes 

alone, however, half asleep, with his long, thin form curled up in the recesses of his armchair. A 

formidable array of bottles and test-tubes, with the pungent cleanly smell of hydrochloric acid, 

told me that he had spent his day in the chemical work which was so dear to him. 

“Well, have you solved it?” I asked as I entered. 

“Yes. It was the bisulphate of baryta.” 

“No, no, the mystery!” I cried. 

“Oh, that! I thought of the salt that I have been working upon. There was never any mystery in 

the matter, though, as I said yesterday, some of the details are of interest. The only drawback is 

that there is no law, I fear, that can touch the scoundrel.” 

“Who was he, then, and what was his object in deserting Miss Sutherland?” 

The question was hardly out of my mouth, and Holmes had not yet opened his lips to reply, 

when we heard a heavy footfall in the passage and a tap at the door. 

“This is the girl’s stepfather, Mr. James Windibank,” said Holmes. “He has written to me to 

say that he would be here at six. Come in!” 

The man who entered was a sturdy, middle-sized fellow, some thirty years of age, clean-

shaven, and sallow-skinned, with a bland, insinuating manner, and a pair of wonderfully sharp 

and penetrating grey eyes. He shot a questioning glance at each of us, placed his shiny top-hat 

upon the sideboard, and with a slight bow sidled down into the nearest chair. 

“Good-evening, Mr. James Windibank,” said Holmes. “I think that this typewritten letter is 

from you, in which you made an appointment with me for six o’clock?” 



“Yes, sir. I am afraid that I am a little late, but I am not quite my own master, you know. I am 

sorry that Miss Sutherland has troubled you about this little matter, for I think it is far better not 

to wash linen of the sort in public. It was quite against my wishes that she came, but she is a very 

excitable, impulsive girl, as you may have noticed, and she is not easily controlled when she has 

made up her mind on a point. Of course, I did not mind you so much, as you are not connected 

with the official police, but it is not pleasant to have a family misfortune like this noised abroad. 

Besides, it is a useless expense, for how could you possibly find this Hosmer Angel?” 

“On the contrary,” said Holmes quietly; “I have every reason to believe that I will succeed in 

discovering Mr. Hosmer Angel.” 

Mr. Windibank gave a violent start and dropped his gloves. “I am delighted to hear it,” he 

said. 

“It is a curious thing,” remarked Holmes, “that a typewriter has really quite as much 

individuality as a man’s handwriting. Unless they are quite new, no two of them write exactly 

alike. Some letters get more worn than others, and some wear only on one side. Now, you 

remark in this note of yours, Mr. Windibank, that in every case there is some little slurring over 

of the ‘e,’ and a slight defect in the tail of the ‘r.’ There are fourteen other characteristics, but 

those are the more obvious.” 

“We do all our correspondence with this machine at the office, and no doubt it is a little 

worn,” our visitor answered, glancing keenly at Holmes with his bright little eyes. 

“And now I will show you what is really a very interesting study, Mr. Windibank,” Holmes 

continued. “I think of writing another little monograph some of these days on the typewriter and 

its relation to crime. It is a subject to which I have devoted some little attention. I have here four 

letters which purport to come from the missing man. They are all typewritten. In each case, not 

only are the ‘e’s’ slurred and the ‘r’s’ tailless, but you will observe, if you care to use my 

magnifying lens, that the fourteen other characteristics to which I have alluded are there as well.” 

Mr. Windibank sprang out of his chair and picked up his hat. “I cannot waste time over this 

sort of fantastic talk, Mr. Holmes,” he said. “If you can catch the man, catch him, and let me 

know when you have done it.” 

“Certainly,” said Holmes, stepping over and turning the key in the door. “I let you know, then, 

that I have caught him!” 

“What! where?” shouted Mr. Windibank, turning white to his lips and glancing about him like 

a rat in a trap. 

“Oh, it won’t do—really it won’t,” said Holmes suavely. “There is no possible getting out of 

it, Mr. Windibank. It is quite too transparent, and it was a very bad compliment when you said 

that it was impossible for me to solve so simple a question. That’s right! Sit down and let us talk 

it over.” 

Our visitor collapsed into a chair, with a ghastly face and a glitter of moisture on his brow. 

“It—it’s not actionable,” he stammered. 

“I am very much afraid that it is not. But between ourselves, Windibank, it was as cruel and 

selfish and heartless a trick in a petty way as ever came before me. Now, let me just run over the 

course of events, and you will contradict me if I go wrong.” 

The man sat huddled up in his chair, with his head sunk upon his breast, like one who is 

utterly crushed. Holmes stuck his feet up on the corner of the mantelpiece and, leaning back with 

his hands in his pockets, began talking, rather to himself, as it seemed, than to us. 



“The man married a woman very much older than himself for her money,” said he, “and he 

enjoyed the use of the money of the daughter as long as she lived with them. It was a 

considerable sum, for people in their position, and the loss of it would have made a serious 

difference. It was worth an effort to preserve it. The daughter was of a good, amiable disposition, 

but affectionate and warm-hearted in her ways, so that it was evident that with her fair personal 

advantages, and her little income, she would not be allowed to remain single long. Now her 

marriage would mean, of course, the loss of a hundred a year, so what does her stepfather do to 

prevent it? He takes the obvious course of keeping her at home and forbidding her to seek the 

company of people of her own age. But soon he found that that would not answer forever. She 

became restive, insisted upon her rights, and finally announced her positive intention of going to 

a certain ball. What does her clever stepfather do then? He conceives an idea more creditable to 

his head than to his heart. With the connivance and assistance of his wife he disguised himself, 

covered those keen eyes with tinted glasses, masked the face with a moustache and a pair of 

bushy whiskers, sunk that clear voice into an insinuating whisper, and doubly secure on account 

of the girl’s short sight, he appears as Mr. Hosmer Angel, and keeps off other lovers by making 

love himself.” 

“It was only a joke at first,” groaned our visitor. “We never thought that she would have been 

so carried away.” 

“Very likely not. However that may be, the young lady was very decidedly carried away, and, 

having quite made up her mind that her stepfather was in France, the suspicion of treachery 

never for an instant entered her mind. She was flattered by the gentleman’s attentions, and the 

effect was increased by the loudly expressed admiration of her mother. Then Mr. Angel began to 

call, for it was obvious that the matter should be pushed as far as it would go if a real effect were 

to be produced. There were meetings, and an engagement, which would finally secure the girl’s 

affections from turning towards anyone else. But the deception could not be kept up forever. 

These pretended journeys to France were rather cumbrous. The thing to do was clearly to bring 

the business to an end in such a dramatic manner that it would leave a permanent impression 

upon the young lady’s mind and prevent her from looking upon any other suitor for some time to 

come. Hence those vows of fidelity exacted upon a Testament, and hence also the allusions to a 

possibility of something happening on the very morning of the wedding. James Windibank 

wished Miss Sutherland to be so bound to Hosmer Angel, and so uncertain as to his fate, that for 

ten years to come, at any rate, she would not listen to another man. As far as the church door he 

brought her, and then, as he could go no farther, he conveniently vanished away by the old trick 

of stepping in at one door of a four-wheeler and out at the other. I think that was the chain of 

events, Mr. Windibank!” 

Our visitor had recovered something of his assurance while Holmes had been talking, and he 

rose from his chair now with a cold sneer upon his pale face. 

“It may be so, or it may not, Mr. Holmes,” said he, “but if you are so very sharp you ought to 

be sharp enough to know that it is you who are breaking the law now, and not me. I have done 

nothing actionable from the first, but as long as you keep that door locked you lay yourself open 

to an action for assault and illegal constraint.” 

“The law cannot, as you say, touch you,” said Holmes, unlocking and throwing open the door, 

“yet there never was a man who deserved punishment more. If the young lady has a brother or a 

friend, he ought to lay a whip across your shoulders. By Jove!” he continued, flushing up at the 

sight of the bitter sneer upon the man’s face, “it is not part of my duties to my client, but here’s a 



hunting crop handy, and I think I shall just treat myself to—” He took two swift steps to the 

whip, but before he could grasp it there was a wild clatter of steps upon the stairs, the heavy hall 

door banged, and from the window we could see Mr. James Windibank running at the top of his 

speed down the road. 

“There’s a cold-blooded scoundrel!” said Holmes, laughing, as he threw himself down into his 

chair once more. “That fellow will rise from crime to crime until he does something very bad, 

and ends on a gallows. The case has, in some respects, been not entirely devoid of interest.” 

“I cannot now entirely see all the steps of your reasoning,” I remarked. 

“Well, of course it was obvious from the first that this Mr. Hosmer Angel must have some 

strong object for his curious conduct, and it was equally clear that the only man who really 

profited by the incident, as far as we could see, was the stepfather. Then the fact that the two men 

were never together, but that the one always appeared when the other was away, was suggestive. 

So were the tinted spectacles and the curious voice, which both hinted at a disguise, as did the 

bushy whiskers. My suspicions were all confirmed by his peculiar action in typewriting his 

signature, which, of course, inferred that his handwriting was so familiar to her that she would 

recognise even the smallest sample of it. You see all these isolated facts, together with many 

minor ones, all pointed in the same direction.” 

“And how did you verify them?” 

“Having once spotted my man, it was easy to get corroboration. I knew the firm for which this 

man worked. Having taken the printed description. I eliminated everything from it which could 

be the result of a disguise—the whiskers, the glasses, the voice, and I sent it to the firm, with a 

request that they would inform me whether it answered to the description of any of their 

travellers. I had already noticed the peculiarities of the typewriter, and I wrote to the man himself 

at his business address asking him if he would come here. As I expected, his reply was 

typewritten and revealed the same trivial but characteristic defects. The same post brought me a 

letter from Westhouse & Marbank, of Fenchurch Street, to say that the description tallied in 

every respect with that of their employé, James Windibank. Voilà tout!” 

“And Miss Sutherland?” 

“If I tell her she will not believe me. You may remember the old Persian saying, ‘There is 

danger for him who taketh the tiger cub, and danger also for whoso snatches a delusion from a 

woman.’ There is as much sense in Hafiz as in Horace, and as much knowledge of the world.” 

  



IV. THE BOSCOMBE VALLEY MYSTERY 

We were seated at breakfast one morning, my wife and I, when the maid brought in a 

telegram. It was from Sherlock Holmes and ran in this way: 

“Have you a couple of days to spare? Have just been wired for from the west of England in 

connection with Boscombe Valley tragedy. Shall be glad if you will come with me. Air and 

scenery perfect. Leave Paddington by the 11:15.” 

“What do you say, dear?” said my wife, looking across at me. “Will you go?” 

“I really don’t know what to say. I have a fairly long list at present.” 

“Oh, Anstruther would do your work for you. You have been looking a little pale lately. I 

think that the change would do you good, and you are always so interested in Mr. Sherlock 

Holmes’ cases.” 

“I should be ungrateful if I were not, seeing what I gained through one of them,” I answered. 

“But if I am to go, I must pack at once, for I have only half an hour.” 

My experience of camp life in Afghanistan had at least had the effect of making me a prompt 

and ready traveller. My wants were few and simple, so that in less than the time stated I was in a 

cab with my valise, rattling away to Paddington Station. Sherlock Holmes was pacing up and 

down the platform, his tall, gaunt figure made even gaunter and taller by his long grey travelling-

cloak and close-fitting cloth cap. 

“It is really very good of you to come, Watson,” said he. “It makes a considerable difference 

to me, having someone with me on whom I can thoroughly rely. Local aid is always either 

worthless or else biassed. If you will keep the two corner seats I shall get the tickets.” 

We had the carriage to ourselves save for an immense litter of papers which Holmes had 

brought with him. Among these he rummaged and read, with intervals of note-taking and of 

meditation, until we were past Reading. Then he suddenly rolled them all into a gigantic ball and 

tossed them up onto the rack. 

“Have you heard anything of the case?” he asked. 

“Not a word. I have not seen a paper for some days.” 

“The London press has not had very full accounts. I have just been looking through all the 

recent papers in order to master the particulars. It seems, from what I gather, to be one of those 

simple cases which are so extremely difficult.” 

“That sounds a little paradoxical.” 

“But it is profoundly true. Singularity is almost invariably a clue. The more featureless and 

commonplace a crime is, the more difficult it is to bring it home. In this case, however, they have 

established a very serious case against the son of the murdered man.” 

“It is a murder, then?” 

“Well, it is conjectured to be so. I shall take nothing for granted until I have the opportunity of 

looking personally into it. I will explain the state of things to you, as far as I have been able to 

understand it, in a very few words. 

“Boscombe Valley is a country district not very far from Ross, in Herefordshire. The largest 

landed proprietor in that part is a Mr. John Turner, who made his money in Australia and 

returned some years ago to the old country. One of the farms which he held, that of Hatherley, 

was let to Mr. Charles McCarthy, who was also an ex-Australian. The men had known each 



other in the colonies, so that it was not unnatural that when they came to settle down they should 

do so as near each other as possible. Turner was apparently the richer man, so McCarthy became 

his tenant but still remained, it seems, upon terms of perfect equality, as they were frequently 

together. McCarthy had one son, a lad of eighteen, and Turner had an only daughter of the same 

age, but neither of them had wives living. They appear to have avoided the society of the 

neighbouring English families and to have led retired lives, though both the McCarthys were 

fond of sport and were frequently seen at the race-meetings of the neighbourhood. McCarthy 

kept two servants—a man and a girl. Turner had a considerable household, some half-dozen at 

the least. That is as much as I have been able to gather about the families. Now for the facts. 

“On June 3rd, that is, on Monday last, McCarthy left his house at Hatherley about three in the 

afternoon and walked down to the Boscombe Pool, which is a small lake formed by the 

spreading out of the stream which runs down the Boscombe Valley. He had been out with his 

serving-man in the morning at Ross, and he had told the man that he must hurry, as he had an 

appointment of importance to keep at three. From that appointment he never came back alive. 

“From Hatherley Farmhouse to the Boscombe Pool is a quarter of a mile, and two people saw 

him as he passed over this ground. One was an old woman, whose name is not mentioned, and 

the other was William Crowder, a game-keeper in the employ of Mr. Turner. Both these 

witnesses depose that Mr. McCarthy was walking alone. The game-keeper adds that within a few 

minutes of his seeing Mr. McCarthy pass he had seen his son, Mr. James McCarthy, going the 

same way with a gun under his arm. To the best of his belief, the father was actually in sight at 

the time, and the son was following him. He thought no more of the matter until he heard in the 

evening of the tragedy that had occurred. 

“The two McCarthys were seen after the time when William Crowder, the game-keeper, lost 

sight of them. The Boscombe Pool is thickly wooded round, with just a fringe of grass and of 

reeds round the edge. A girl of fourteen, Patience Moran, who is the daughter of the lodge-

keeper of the Boscombe Valley estate, was in one of the woods picking flowers. She states that 

while she was there she saw, at the border of the wood and close by the lake, Mr. McCarthy and 

his son, and that they appeared to be having a violent quarrel. She heard Mr. McCarthy the elder 

using very strong language to his son, and she saw the latter raise up his hand as if to strike his 

father. She was so frightened by their violence that she ran away and told her mother when she 

reached home that she had left the two McCarthys quarrelling near Boscombe Pool, and that she 

was afraid that they were going to fight. She had hardly said the words when young Mr. 

McCarthy came running up to the lodge to say that he had found his father dead in the wood, and 

to ask for the help of the lodge-keeper. He was much excited, without either his gun or his hat, 

and his right hand and sleeve were observed to be stained with fresh blood. On following him 

they found the dead body stretched out upon the grass beside the pool. The head had been beaten 

in by repeated blows of some heavy and blunt weapon. The injuries were such as might very well 

have been inflicted by the butt-end of his son’s gun, which was found lying on the grass within a 

few paces of the body. Under these circumstances the young man was instantly arrested, and a 

verdict of ‘wilful murder’ having been returned at the inquest on Tuesday, he was on Wednesday 

brought before the magistrates at Ross, who have referred the case to the next Assizes. Those are 

the main facts of the case as they came out before the coroner and the police-court.” 

“I could hardly imagine a more damning case,” I remarked. “If ever circumstantial evidence 

pointed to a criminal it does so here.” 



“Circumstantial evidence is a very tricky thing,” answered Holmes thoughtfully. “It may seem 

to point very straight to one thing, but if you shift your own point of view a little, you may find it 

pointing in an equally uncompromising manner to something entirely different. It must be 

confessed, however, that the case looks exceedingly grave against the young man, and it is very 

possible that he is indeed the culprit. There are several people in the neighbourhood, however, 

and among them Miss Turner, the daughter of the neighbouring landowner, who believe in his 

innocence, and who have retained Lestrade, whom you may recollect in connection with the 

Study in Scarlet, to work out the case in his interest. Lestrade, being rather puzzled, has referred 

the case to me, and hence it is that two middle-aged gentlemen are flying westward at fifty miles 

an hour instead of quietly digesting their breakfasts at home.” 

“I am afraid,” said I, “that the facts are so obvious that you will find little credit to be gained 

out of this case.” 

“There is nothing more deceptive than an obvious fact,” he answered, laughing. “Besides, we 

may chance to hit upon some other obvious facts which may have been by no means obvious to 

Mr. Lestrade. You know me too well to think that I am boasting when I say that I shall either 

confirm or destroy his theory by means which he is quite incapable of employing, or even of 

understanding. To take the first example to hand, I very clearly perceive that in your bedroom the 

window is upon the right-hand side, and yet I question whether Mr. Lestrade would have noted 

even so self-evident a thing as that.” 

“How on earth—” 

“My dear fellow, I know you well. I know the military neatness which characterises you. You 

shave every morning, and in this season you shave by the sunlight; but since your shaving is less 

and less complete as we get farther back on the left side, until it becomes positively slovenly as 

we get round the angle of the jaw, it is surely very clear that that side is less illuminated than the 

other. I could not imagine a man of your habits looking at himself in an equal light and being 

satisfied with such a result. I only quote this as a trivial example of observation and inference. 

Therein lies my métier, and it is just possible that it may be of some service in the investigation 

which lies before us. There are one or two minor points which were brought out in the inquest, 

and which are worth considering.” 

“What are they?” 

“It appears that his arrest did not take place at once, but after the return to Hatherley Farm. On 

the inspector of constabulary informing him that he was a prisoner, he remarked that he was not 

surprised to hear it, and that it was no more than his deserts. This observation of his had the 

natural effect of removing any traces of doubt which might have remained in the minds of the 

coroner’s jury.” 

“It was a confession,” I ejaculated. 

“No, for it was followed by a protestation of innocence.” 

“Coming on the top of such a damning series of events, it was at least a most suspicious 

remark.” 

“On the contrary,” said Holmes, “it is the brightest rift which I can at present see in the clouds. 

However innocent he might be, he could not be such an absolute imbecile as not to see that the 

circumstances were very black against him. Had he appeared surprised at his own arrest, or 

feigned indignation at it, I should have looked upon it as highly suspicious, because such surprise 

or anger would not be natural under the circumstances, and yet might appear to be the best policy 



to a scheming man. His frank acceptance of the situation marks him as either an innocent man, or 

else as a man of considerable self-restraint and firmness. As to his remark about his deserts, it 

was also not unnatural if you consider that he stood beside the dead body of his father, and that 

there is no doubt that he had that very day so far forgotten his filial duty as to bandy words with 

him, and even, according to the little girl whose evidence is so important, to raise his hand as if 

to strike him. The self-reproach and contrition which are displayed in his remark appear to me to 

be the signs of a healthy mind rather than of a guilty one.” 

I shook my head. “Many men have been hanged on far slighter evidence,” I remarked. 

“So they have. And many men have been wrongfully hanged.” 

“What is the young man’s own account of the matter?” 

“It is, I am afraid, not very encouraging to his supporters, though there are one or two points in 

it which are suggestive. You will find it here, and may read it for yourself.” 

He picked out from his bundle a copy of the local Herefordshire paper, and having turned 

down the sheet he pointed out the paragraph in which the unfortunate young man had given his 

own statement of what had occurred. I settled myself down in the corner of the carriage and read 

it very carefully. It ran in this way: 

“Mr. James McCarthy, the only son of the deceased, was then called and gave evidence as 

follows: ‘I had been away from home for three days at Bristol, and had only just returned upon 

the morning of last Monday, the 3rd. My father was absent from home at the time of my arrival, 

and I was informed by the maid that he had driven over to Ross with John Cobb, the groom. 

Shortly after my return I heard the wheels of his trap in the yard, and, looking out of my window, 

I saw him get out and walk rapidly out of the yard, though I was not aware in which direction he 

was going. I then took my gun and strolled out in the direction of the Boscombe Pool, with the 

intention of visiting the rabbit warren which is upon the other side. On my way I saw William 

Crowder, the game-keeper, as he had stated in his evidence; but he is mistaken in thinking that I 

was following my father. I had no idea that he was in front of me. When about a hundred yards 

from the pool I heard a cry of “Cooee!” which was a usual signal between my father and myself. 

I then hurried forward, and found him standing by the pool. He appeared to be much surprised at 

seeing me and asked me rather roughly what I was doing there. A conversation ensued which led 

to high words and almost to blows, for my father was a man of a very violent temper. Seeing that 

his passion was becoming ungovernable, I left him and returned towards Hatherley Farm. I had 

not gone more than 150 yards, however, when I heard a hideous outcry behind me, which caused 

me to run back again. I found my father expiring upon the ground, with his head terribly injured. 

I dropped my gun and held him in my arms, but he almost instantly expired. I knelt beside him 

for some minutes, and then made my way to Mr. Turner’s lodge-keeper, his house being the 

nearest, to ask for assistance. I saw no one near my father when I returned, and I have no idea 

how he came by his injuries. He was not a popular man, being somewhat cold and forbidding in 

his manners, but he had, as far as I know, no active enemies. I know nothing further of the 

matter.’ 

“The Coroner: Did your father make any statement to you before he died? 

“Witness: He mumbled a few words, but I could only catch some allusion to a rat. 

“The Coroner: What did you understand by that? 

“Witness: It conveyed no meaning to me. I thought that he was delirious. 

“The Coroner: What was the point upon which you and your father had this final quarrel? 



“Witness: I should prefer not to answer. 

“The Coroner: I am afraid that I must press it. 

“Witness: It is really impossible for me to tell you. I can assure you that it has nothing to do 

with the sad tragedy which followed. 

“The Coroner: That is for the court to decide. I need not point out to you that your refusal to 

answer will prejudice your case considerably in any future proceedings which may arise. 

“Witness: I must still refuse. 

“The Coroner: I understand that the cry of ‘Cooee’ was a common signal between you and 

your father? 

“Witness: It was. 

“The Coroner: How was it, then, that he uttered it before he saw you, and before he even knew 

that you had returned from Bristol? 

“Witness (with considerable confusion): I do not know. 

“A Juryman: Did you see nothing which aroused your suspicions when you returned on 

hearing the cry and found your father fatally injured? 

“Witness: Nothing definite. 

“The Coroner: What do you mean? 

“Witness: I was so disturbed and excited as I rushed out into the open, that I could think of 

nothing except of my father. Yet I have a vague impression that as I ran forward something lay 

upon the ground to the left of me. It seemed to me to be something grey in colour, a coat of some 

sort, or a plaid perhaps. When I rose from my father I looked round for it, but it was gone. 

“‘Do you mean that it disappeared before you went for help?’ 

“‘Yes, it was gone.’ 

“ ‘You cannot say what it was?’ 

“‘No, I had a feeling something was there.’ 

“‘How far from the body?’ 

“‘A dozen yards or so.’ 

“‘And how far from the edge of the wood?’ 

“‘About the same.’ 

“‘Then if it was removed it was while you were within a dozen yards of it?’ 

“‘Yes, but with my back towards it.’ 

“This concluded the examination of the witness.” 

“I see,” said I as I glanced down the column, “that the coroner in his concluding remarks was 

rather severe upon young McCarthy. He calls attention, and with reason, to the discrepancy 

about his father having signalled to him before seeing him, also to his refusal to give details of 

his conversation with his father, and his singular account of his father’s dying words. They are 

all, as he remarks, very much against the son.” 

Holmes laughed softly to himself and stretched himself out upon the cushioned seat. “Both 

you and the coroner have been at some pains,” said he, “to single out the very strongest points in 

the young man’s favour. Don’t you see that you alternately give him credit for having too much 

imagination and too little? Too little, if he could not invent a cause of quarrel which would give 



him the sympathy of the jury; too much, if he evolved from his own inner consciousness 

anything so outré as a dying reference to a rat, and the incident of the vanishing cloth. No, sir, I 

shall approach this case from the point of view that what this young man says is true, and we 

shall see whither that hypothesis will lead us. And now here is my pocket Petrarch, and not 

another word shall I say of this case until we are on the scene of action. We lunch at Swindon, 

and I see that we shall be there in twenty minutes.” 

It was nearly four o’clock when we at last, after passing through the beautiful Stroud Valley, 

and over the broad gleaming Severn, found ourselves at the pretty little country-town of Ross. A 

lean, ferret-like man, furtive and sly-looking, was waiting for us upon the platform. In spite of 

the light brown dustcoat and leather-leggings which he wore in deference to his rustic 

surroundings, I had no difficulty in recognising Lestrade, of Scotland Yard. With him we drove 

to the Hereford Arms where a room had already been engaged for us. 

“I have ordered a carriage,” said Lestrade as we sat over a cup of tea. “I knew your energetic 

nature, and that you would not be happy until you had been on the scene of the crime.” 

“It was very nice and complimentary of you,” Holmes answered. “It is entirely a question of 

barometric pressure.” 

Lestrade looked startled. “I do not quite follow,” he said. 

“How is the glass? Twenty-nine, I see. No wind, and not a cloud in the sky. I have a caseful of 

cigarettes here which need smoking, and the sofa is very much superior to the usual country 

hotel abomination. I do not think that it is probable that I shall use the carriage to-night.” 

Lestrade laughed indulgently. “You have, no doubt, already formed your conclusions from the 

newspapers,” he said. “The case is as plain as a pikestaff, and the more one goes into it the 

plainer it becomes. Still, of course, one can’t refuse a lady, and such a very positive one, too. She 

has heard of you, and would have your opinion, though I repeatedly told her that there was 

nothing which you could do which I had not already done. Why, bless my soul! here is her 

carriage at the door.” 

He had hardly spoken before there rushed into the room one of the most lovely young women 

that I have ever seen in my life. Her violet eyes shining, her lips parted, a pink flush upon her 

cheeks, all thought of her natural reserve lost in her overpowering excitement and concern. 

“Oh, Mr. Sherlock Holmes!” she cried, glancing from one to the other of us, and finally, with 

a woman’s quick intuition, fastening upon my companion, “I am so glad that you have come. I 

have driven down to tell you so. I know that James didn’t do it. I know it, and I want you to start 

upon your work knowing it, too. Never let yourself doubt upon that point. We have known each 

other since we were little children, and I know his faults as no one else does; but he is too tender-

hearted to hurt a fly. Such a charge is absurd to anyone who really knows him.” 

“I hope we may clear him, Miss Turner,” said Sherlock Holmes. “You may rely upon my 

doing all that I can.” 

“But you have read the evidence. You have formed some conclusion? Do you not see some 

loophole, some flaw? Do you not yourself think that he is innocent?” 

“I think that it is very probable.” 

“There, now!” she cried, throwing back her head and looking defiantly at Lestrade. “You hear! 

He gives me hopes.” 

Lestrade shrugged his shoulders. “I am afraid that my colleague has been a little quick in 

forming his conclusions,” he said. 



“But he is right. Oh! I know that he is right. James never did it. And about his quarrel with his 

father, I am sure that the reason why he would not speak about it to the coroner was because I 

was concerned in it.” 

“In what way?” asked Holmes. 

“It is no time for me to hide anything. James and his father had many disagreements about me. 

Mr. McCarthy was very anxious that there should be a marriage between us. James and I have 

always loved each other as brother and sister; but of course he is young and has seen very little 

of life yet, and—and—well, he naturally did not wish to do anything like that yet. So there were 

quarrels, and this, I am sure, was one of them.” 

“And your father?” asked Holmes. “Was he in favour of such a union?” 

“No, he was averse to it also. No one but Mr. McCarthy was in favour of it.” A quick blush 

passed over her fresh young face as Holmes shot one of his keen, questioning glances at her. 

“Thank you for this information,” said he. “May I see your father if I call to-morrow?” 

“I am afraid the doctor won’t allow it.” 

“The doctor?” 

“Yes, have you not heard? Poor father has never been strong for years back, but this has 

broken him down completely. He has taken to his bed, and Dr. Willows says that he is a wreck 

and that his nervous system is shattered. Mr. McCarthy was the only man alive who had known 

dad in the old days in Victoria.” 

“Ha! In Victoria! That is important.” 

“Yes, at the mines.” 

“Quite so; at the gold-mines, where, as I understand, Mr. Turner made his money.” 

“Yes, certainly.” 

“Thank you, Miss Turner. You have been of material assistance to me.” 

“You will tell me if you have any news to-morrow. No doubt you will go to the prison to see 

James. Oh, if you do, Mr. Holmes, do tell him that I know him to be innocent.” 

“I will, Miss Turner.” 

“I must go home now, for dad is very ill, and he misses me so if I leave him. Good-bye, and 

God help you in your undertaking.” She hurried from the room as impulsively as she had 

entered, and we heard the wheels of her carriage rattle off down the street. 

“I am ashamed of you, Holmes,” said Lestrade with dignity after a few minutes’ silence. “Why 

should you raise up hopes which you are bound to disappoint? I am not over-tender of heart, but 

I call it cruel.” 

“I think that I see my way to clearing James McCarthy,” said Holmes. “Have you an order to 

see him in prison?” 

“Yes, but only for you and me.” 

“Then I shall reconsider my resolution about going out. We have still time to take a train to 

Hereford and see him to-night?” 

“Ample.” 

“Then let us do so. Watson, I fear that you will find it very slow, but I shall only be away a 

couple of hours.” 



I walked down to the station with them, and then wandered through the streets of the little 

town, finally returning to the hotel, where I lay upon the sofa and tried to interest myself in a 

yellow-backed novel. The puny plot of the story was so thin, however, when compared to the 

deep mystery through which we were groping, and I found my attention wander so continually 

from the action to the fact, that I at last flung it across the room and gave myself up entirely to a 

consideration of the events of the day. Supposing that this unhappy young man’s story were 

absolutely true, then what hellish thing, what absolutely unforeseen and extraordinary calamity 

could have occurred between the time when he parted from his father, and the moment when, 

drawn back by his screams, he rushed into the glade? It was something terrible and deadly. What 

could it be? Might not the nature of the injuries reveal something to my medical instincts? I rang 

the bell and called for the weekly county paper, which contained a verbatim account of the 

inquest. In the surgeon’s deposition it was stated that the posterior third of the left parietal bone 

and the left half of the occipital bone had been shattered by a heavy blow from a blunt weapon. I 

marked the spot upon my own head. Clearly such a blow must have been struck from behind. 

That was to some extent in favour of the accused, as when seen quarrelling he was face to face 

with his father. Still, it did not go for very much, for the older man might have turned his back 

before the blow fell. Still, it might be worth while to call Holmes’ attention to it. Then there was 

the peculiar dying reference to a rat. What could that mean? It could not be delirium. A man 

dying from a sudden blow does not commonly become delirious. No, it was more likely to be an 

attempt to explain how he met his fate. But what could it indicate? I cudgelled my brains to find 

some possible explanation. And then the incident of the grey cloth seen by young McCarthy. If 

that were true the murderer must have dropped some part of his dress, presumably his overcoat, 

in his flight, and must have had the hardihood to return and to carry it away at the instant when 

the son was kneeling with his back turned not a dozen paces off. What a tissue of mysteries and 

improbabilities the whole thing was! I did not wonder at Lestrade’s opinion, and yet I had so 

much faith in Sherlock Holmes’ insight that I could not lose hope as long as every fresh fact 

seemed to strengthen his conviction of young McCarthy’s innocence. 

It was late before Sherlock Holmes returned. He came back alone, for Lestrade was staying in 

lodgings in the town. 

“The glass still keeps very high,” he remarked as he sat down. “It is of importance that it 

should not rain before we are able to go over the ground. On the other hand, a man should be at 

his very best and keenest for such nice work as that, and I did not wish to do it when fagged by a 

long journey. I have seen young McCarthy.” 

“And what did you learn from him?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Could he throw no light?” 

“None at all. I was inclined to think at one time that he knew who had done it and was 

screening him or her, but I am convinced now that he is as puzzled as everyone else. He is not a 

very quick-witted youth, though comely to look at and, I should think, sound at heart.” 

“I cannot admire his taste,” I remarked, “if it is indeed a fact that he was averse to a marriage 

with so charming a young lady as this Miss Turner.” 

“Ah, thereby hangs a rather painful tale. This fellow is madly, insanely, in love with her, but 

some two years ago, when he was only a lad, and before he really knew her, for she had been 

away five years at a boarding-school, what does the idiot do but get into the clutches of a 

barmaid in Bristol and marry her at a registry office? No one knows a word of the matter, but 



you can imagine how maddening it must be to him to be upbraided for not doing what he would 

give his very eyes to do, but what he knows to be absolutely impossible. It was sheer frenzy of 

this sort which made him throw his hands up into the air when his father, at their last interview, 

was goading him on to propose to Miss Turner. On the other hand, he had no means of 

supporting himself, and his father, who was by all accounts a very hard man, would have thrown 

him over utterly had he known the truth. It was with his barmaid wife that he had spent the last 

three days in Bristol, and his father did not know where he was. Mark that point. It is of 

importance. Good has come out of evil, however, for the barmaid, finding from the papers that 

he is in serious trouble and likely to be hanged, has thrown him over utterly and has written to 

him to say that she has a husband already in the Bermuda Dockyard, so that there is really no tie 

between them. I think that that bit of news has consoled young McCarthy for all that he has 

suffered.” 

“But if he is innocent, who has done it?” 

“Ah! who? I would call your attention very particularly to two points. One is that the 

murdered man had an appointment with someone at the pool, and that the someone could not 

have been his son, for his son was away, and he did not know when he would return. The second 

is that the murdered man was heard to cry ‘Cooee!’ before he knew that his son had returned. 

Those are the crucial points upon which the case depends. And now let us talk about George 

Meredith, if you please, and we shall leave all minor matters until to-morrow.” 

There was no rain, as Holmes had foretold, and the morning broke bright and cloudless. At 

nine o’clock Lestrade called for us with the carriage, and we set off for Hatherley Farm and the 

Boscombe Pool. 

“There is serious news this morning,” Lestrade observed. “It is said that Mr. Turner, of the 

Hall, is so ill that his life is despaired of.” 

“An elderly man, I presume?” said Holmes. 

“About sixty; but his constitution has been shattered by his life abroad, and he has been in 

failing health for some time. This business has had a very bad effect upon him. He was an old 

friend of McCarthy’s, and, I may add, a great benefactor to him, for I have learned that he gave 

him Hatherley Farm rent free.” 

“Indeed! That is interesting,” said Holmes. 

“Oh, yes! In a hundred other ways he has helped him. Everybody about here speaks of his 

kindness to him.” 

“Really! Does it not strike you as a little singular that this McCarthy, who appears to have had 

little of his own, and to have been under such obligations to Turner, should still talk of marrying 

his son to Turner’s daughter, who is, presumably, heiress to the estate, and that in such a very 

cocksure manner, as if it were merely a case of a proposal and all else would follow? It is the 

more strange, since we know that Turner himself was averse to the idea. The daughter told us as 

much. Do you not deduce something from that?” 

“We have got to the deductions and the inferences,” said Lestrade, winking at me. “I find it 

hard enough to tackle facts, Holmes, without flying away after theories and fancies.” 

“You are right,” said Holmes demurely; “you do find it very hard to tackle the facts.” 

“Anyhow, I have grasped one fact which you seem to find it difficult to get hold of,” replied 

Lestrade with some warmth. 

“And that is—” 



“That McCarthy senior met his death from McCarthy junior and that all theories to the 

contrary are the merest moonshine.” 

“Well, moonshine is a brighter thing than fog,” said Holmes, laughing. “But I am very much 

mistaken if this is not Hatherley Farm upon the left.” 

“Yes, that is it.” It was a widespread, comfortable-looking building, two-storied, slate-roofed, 

with great yellow blotches of lichen upon the grey walls. The drawn blinds and the smokeless 

chimneys, however, gave it a stricken look, as though the weight of this horror still lay heavy 

upon it. We called at the door, when the maid, at Holmes’ request, showed us the boots which 

her master wore at the time of his death, and also a pair of the son’s, though not the pair which 

he had then had. Having measured these very carefully from seven or eight different points, 

Holmes desired to be led to the court-yard, from which we all followed the winding track which 

led to Boscombe Pool. 

Sherlock Holmes was transformed when he was hot upon such a scent as this. Men who had 

only known the quiet thinker and logician of Baker Street would have failed to recognise him. 

His face flushed and darkened. His brows were drawn into two hard black lines, while his eyes 

shone out from beneath them with a steely glitter. His face was bent downward, his shoulders 

bowed, his lips compressed, and the veins stood out like whipcord in his long, sinewy neck. His 

nostrils seemed to dilate with a purely animal lust for the chase, and his mind was so absolutely 

concentrated upon the matter before him that a question or remark fell unheeded upon his ears, 

or, at the most, only provoked a quick, impatient snarl in reply. Swiftly and silently he made his 

way along the track which ran through the meadows, and so by way of the woods to the 

Boscombe Pool. It was damp, marshy ground, as is all that district, and there were marks of 

many feet, both upon the path and amid the short grass which bounded it on either side. 

Sometimes Holmes would hurry on, sometimes stop dead, and once he made quite a little detour 

into the meadow. Lestrade and I walked behind him, the detective indifferent and contemptuous, 

while I watched my friend with the interest which sprang from the conviction that every one of 

his actions was directed towards a definite end. 

The Boscombe Pool, which is a little reed-girt sheet of water some fifty yards across, is 

situated at the boundary between the Hatherley Farm and the private park of the wealthy Mr. 

Turner. Above the woods which lined it upon the farther side we could see the red, jutting 

pinnacles which marked the site of the rich landowner’s dwelling. On the Hatherley side of the 

pool the woods grew very thick, and there was a narrow belt of sodden grass twenty paces across 

between the edge of the trees and the reeds which lined the lake. Lestrade showed us the exact 

spot at which the body had been found, and, indeed, so moist was the ground, that I could plainly 

see the traces which had been left by the fall of the stricken man. To Holmes, as I could see by 

his eager face and peering eyes, very many other things were to be read upon the trampled grass. 

He ran round, like a dog who is picking up a scent, and then turned upon my companion. 

“What did you go into the pool for?” he asked. 

“I fished about with a rake. I thought there might be some weapon or other trace. But how on 

earth—” 

“Oh, tut, tut! I have no time! That left foot of yours with its inward twist is all over the place. 

A mole could trace it, and there it vanishes among the reeds. Oh, how simple it would all have 

been had I been here before they came like a herd of buffalo and wallowed all over it. Here is 

where the party with the lodge-keeper came, and they have covered all tracks for six or eight feet 

round the body. But here are three separate tracks of the same feet.” He drew out a lens and lay 



down upon his waterproof to have a better view, talking all the time rather to himself than to us. 

“These are young McCarthy’s feet. Twice he was walking, and once he ran swiftly, so that the 

soles are deeply marked and the heels hardly visible. That bears out his story. He ran when he 

saw his father on the ground. Then here are the father’s feet as he paced up and down. What is 

this, then? It is the butt-end of the gun as the son stood listening. And this? Ha, ha! What have 

we here? Tiptoes! tiptoes! Square, too, quite unusual boots! They come, they go, they come 

again—of course that was for the cloak. Now where did they come from?” He ran up and down, 

sometimes losing, sometimes finding the track until we were well within the edge of the wood 

and under the shadow of a great beech, the largest tree in the neighbourhood. Holmes traced his 

way to the farther side of this and lay down once more upon his face with a little cry of 

satisfaction. For a long time he remained there, turning over the leaves and dried sticks, 

gathering up what seemed to me to be dust into an envelope and examining with his lens not only 

the ground but even the bark of the tree as far as he could reach. A jagged stone was lying among 

the moss, and this also he carefully examined and retained. Then he followed a pathway through 

the wood until he came to the highroad, where all traces were lost. 

“It has been a case of considerable interest,” he remarked, returning to his natural manner. “I 

fancy that this grey house on the right must be the lodge. I think that I will go in and have a word 

with Moran, and perhaps write a little note. Having done that, we may drive back to our 

luncheon. You may walk to the cab, and I shall be with you presently.” 

It was about ten minutes before we regained our cab and drove back into Ross, Holmes still 

carrying with him the stone which he had picked up in the wood. 

“This may interest you, Lestrade,” he remarked, holding it out. “The murder was done with 

it.” 

“I see no marks.” 

“There are none.” 

“How do you know, then?” 

“The grass was growing under it. It had only lain there a few days. There was no sign of a 

place whence it had been taken. It corresponds with the injuries. There is no sign of any other 

weapon.” 

“And the murderer?” 

“Is a tall man, left-handed, limps with the right leg, wears thick-soled shooting-boots and a 

grey cloak, smokes Indian cigars, uses a cigar-holder, and carries a blunt pen-knife in his pocket. 

There are several other indications, but these may be enough to aid us in our search.” 

Lestrade laughed. “I am afraid that I am still a sceptic,” he said. “Theories are all very well, 

but we have to deal with a hard-headed British jury.” 

“Nous verrons,” answered Holmes calmly. “You work your own method, and I shall work 

mine. I shall be busy this afternoon, and shall probably return to London by the evening train.” 

“And leave your case unfinished?” 

“No, finished.” 

“But the mystery?” 

“It is solved.” 

“Who was the criminal, then?” 

“The gentleman I describe.” 



“But who is he?” 

“Surely it would not be difficult to find out. This is not such a populous neighbourhood.” 

Lestrade shrugged his shoulders. “I am a practical man,” he said, “and I really cannot 

undertake to go about the country looking for a left-handed gentleman with a game leg. I should 

become the laughing-stock of Scotland Yard.” 

“All right,” said Holmes quietly. “I have given you the chance. Here are your lodgings. Good-

bye. I shall drop you a line before I leave.” 

Having left Lestrade at his rooms, we drove to our hotel, where we found lunch upon the table. 

Holmes was silent and buried in thought with a pained expression upon his face, as one who 

finds himself in a perplexing position. 

“Look here, Watson,” he said when the cloth was cleared “just sit down in this chair and let 

me preach to you for a little. I don’t know quite what to do, and I should value your advice. Light 

a cigar and let me expound.” 

“Pray do so.” 

“Well, now, in considering this case there are two points about young McCarthy’s narrative 

which struck us both instantly, although they impressed me in his favour and you against him. 

One was the fact that his father should, according to his account, cry ‘Cooee!’ before seeing him. 

The other was his singular dying reference to a rat. He mumbled several words, you understand, 

but that was all that caught the son’s ear. Now from this double point our research must 

commence, and we will begin it by presuming that what the lad says is absolutely true.” 

“What of this ‘Cooee!’ then?” 

“Well, obviously it could not have been meant for the son. The son, as far as he knew, was in 

Bristol. It was mere chance that he was within earshot. The ‘Cooee!’ was meant to attract the 

attention of whoever it was that he had the appointment with. But ‘Cooee’ is a distinctly 

Australian cry, and one which is used between Australians. There is a strong presumption that 

the person whom McCarthy expected to meet him at Boscombe Pool was someone who had been 

in Australia.” 

“What of the rat, then?” 

Sherlock Holmes took a folded paper from his pocket and flattened it out on the table. “This is 

a map of the Colony of Victoria,” he said. “I wired to Bristol for it last night.” He put his hand 

over part of the map. “What do you read?” 

“ARAT,” I read. 

“And now?” He raised his hand. 

“BALLARAT.” 

“Quite so. That was the word the man uttered, and of which his son only caught the last two 

syllables. He was trying to utter the name of his murderer. So and so, of Ballarat.” 

“It is wonderful!” I exclaimed. 

“It is obvious. And now, you see, I had narrowed the field down considerably. The possession 

of a grey garment was a third point which, granting the son’s statement to be correct, was a 

certainty. We have come now out of mere vagueness to the definite conception of an Australian 

from Ballarat with a grey cloak.” 

“Certainly.” 



“And one who was at home in the district, for the pool can only be approached by the farm or 

by the estate, where strangers could hardly wander.” 

“Quite so.” 

“Then comes our expedition of to-day. By an examination of the ground I gained the trifling 

details which I gave to that imbecile Lestrade, as to the personality of the criminal.” 

“But how did you gain them?” 

“You know my method. It is founded upon the observation of trifles.” 

“His height I know that you might roughly judge from the length of his stride. His boots, too, 

might be told from their traces.” 

“Yes, they were peculiar boots.” 

“But his lameness?” 

“The impression of his right foot was always less distinct than his left. He put less weight 

upon it. Why? Because he limped—he was lame.” 

“But his left-handedness.” 

“You were yourself struck by the nature of the injury as recorded by the surgeon at the 

inquest. The blow was struck from immediately behind, and yet was upon the left side. Now, 

how can that be unless it were by a left-handed man? He had stood behind that tree during the 

interview between the father and son. He had even smoked there. I found the ash of a cigar, 

which my special knowledge of tobacco ashes enables me to pronounce as an Indian cigar. I 

have, as you know, devoted some attention to this, and written a little monograph on the ashes of 

140 different varieties of pipe, cigar, and cigarette tobacco. Having found the ash, I then looked 

round and discovered the stump among the moss where he had tossed it. It was an Indian cigar, 

of the variety which are rolled in Rotterdam.” 

“And the cigar-holder?” 

“I could see that the end had not been in his mouth. Therefore he used a holder. The tip had 

been cut off, not bitten off, but the cut was not a clean one, so I deduced a blunt pen-knife.” 

“Holmes,” I said, “you have drawn a net round this man from which he cannot escape, and 

you have saved an innocent human life as truly as if you had cut the cord which was hanging 

him. I see the direction in which all this points. The culprit is—” 

“Mr. John Turner,” cried the hotel waiter, opening the door of our sitting-room, and ushering 

in a visitor. 

The man who entered was a strange and impressive figure. His slow, limping step and bowed 

shoulders gave the appearance of decrepitude, and yet his hard, deep-lined, craggy features, and 

his enormous limbs showed that he was possessed of unusual strength of body and of character. 

His tangled beard, grizzled hair, and outstanding, drooping eyebrows combined to give an air of 

dignity and power to his appearance, but his face was of an ashen white, while his lips and the 

corners of his nostrils were tinged with a shade of blue. It was clear to me at a glance that he was 

in the grip of some deadly and chronic disease. 

“Pray sit down on the sofa,” said Holmes gently. “You had my note?” 

“Yes, the lodge-keeper brought it up. You said that you wished to see me here to avoid 

scandal.” 

“I thought people would talk if I went to the Hall.” 



“And why did you wish to see me?” He looked across at my companion with despair in his 

weary eyes, as though his question was already answered. 

“Yes,” said Holmes, answering the look rather than the words. “It is so. I know all about 

McCarthy.” 

The old man sank his face in his hands. “God help me!” he cried. “But I would not have let the 

young man come to harm. I give you my word that I would have spoken out if it went against 

him at the Assizes.” 

“I am glad to hear you say so,” said Holmes gravely. 

“I would have spoken now had it not been for my dear girl. It would break her heart—it will 

break her heart when she hears that I am arrested.” 

“It may not come to that,” said Holmes. 

“What?” 

“I am no official agent. I understand that it was your daughter who required my presence here, 

and I am acting in her interests. Young McCarthy must be got off, however.” 

“I am a dying man,” said old Turner. “I have had diabetes for years. My doctor says it is a 

question whether I shall live a month. Yet I would rather die under my own roof than in a gaol.” 

Holmes rose and sat down at the table with his pen in his hand and a bundle of paper before 

him. “Just tell us the truth,” he said. “I shall jot down the facts. You will sign it, and Watson here 

can witness it. Then I could produce your confession at the last extremity to save young 

McCarthy. I promise you that I shall not use it unless it is absolutely needed.” 

“It’s as well,” said the old man; “it’s a question whether I shall live to the Assizes, so it 

matters little to me, but I should wish to spare Alice the shock. And now I will make the thing 

clear to you; it has been a long time in the acting, but will not take me long to tell. 

“You didn’t know this dead man, McCarthy. He was a devil incarnate. I tell you that. God 

keep you out of the clutches of such a man as he. His grip has been upon me these twenty years, 

and he has blasted my life. I’ll tell you first how I came to be in his power. 

“It was in the early ’60’s at the diggings. I was a young chap then, hot-blooded and reckless, 

ready to turn my hand at anything; I got among bad companions, took to drink, had no luck with 

my claim, took to the bush, and in a word became what you would call over here a highway 

robber. There were six of us, and we had a wild, free life of it, sticking up a station from time to 

time, or stopping the wagons on the road to the diggings. Black Jack of Ballarat was the name I 

went under, and our party is still remembered in the colony as the Ballarat Gang. 

“One day a gold convoy came down from Ballarat to Melbourne, and we lay in wait for it and 

attacked it. There were six troopers and six of us, so it was a close thing, but we emptied four of 

their saddles at the first volley. Three of our boys were killed, however, before we got the swag. I 

put my pistol to the head of the wagon-driver, who was this very man McCarthy. I wish to the 

Lord that I had shot him then, but I spared him, though I saw his wicked little eyes fixed on my 

face, as though to remember every feature. We got away with the gold, became wealthy men, 

and made our way over to England without being suspected. There I parted from my old pals and 

determined to settle down to a quiet and respectable life. I bought this estate, which chanced to 

be in the market, and I set myself to do a little good with my money, to make up for the way in 

which I had earned it. I married, too, and though my wife died young she left me my dear little 

Alice. Even when she was just a baby her wee hand seemed to lead me down the right path as 



nothing else had ever done. In a word, I turned over a new leaf and did my best to make up for 

the past. All was going well when McCarthy laid his grip upon me. 

“I had gone up to town about an investment, and I met him in Regent Street with hardly a coat 

to his back or a boot to his foot. 

“‘Here we are, Jack,’ says he, touching me on the arm; ‘we’ll be as good as a family to you. 

There’s two of us, me and my son, and you can have the keeping of us. If you don’t—it’s a fine, 

law-abiding country is England, and there’s always a policeman within hail.’ 

“Well, down they came to the west country, there was no shaking them off, and there they 

have lived rent free on my best land ever since. There was no rest for me, no peace, no 

forgetfulness; turn where I would, there was his cunning, grinning face at my elbow. It grew 

worse as Alice grew up, for he soon saw I was more afraid of her knowing my past than of the 

police. Whatever he wanted he must have, and whatever it was I gave him without question, 

land, money, houses, until at last he asked a thing which I could not give. He asked for Alice. 

“His son, you see, had grown up, and so had my girl, and as I was known to be in weak health, 

it seemed a fine stroke to him that his lad should step into the whole property. But there I was 

firm. I would not have his cursed stock mixed with mine; not that I had any dislike to the lad, but 

his blood was in him, and that was enough. I stood firm. McCarthy threatened. I braved him to 

do his worst. We were to meet at the pool midway between our houses to talk it over. 

“When I went down there I found him talking with his son, so I smoked a cigar and waited 

behind a tree until he should be alone. But as I listened to his talk all that was black and bitter in 

me seemed to come uppermost. He was urging his son to marry my daughter with as little regard 

for what she might think as if she were a slut from off the streets. It drove me mad to think that I 

and all that I held most dear should be in the power of such a man as this. Could I not snap the 

bond? I was already a dying and a desperate man. Though clear of mind and fairly strong of 

limb, I knew that my own fate was sealed. But my memory and my girl! Both could be saved if I 

could but silence that foul tongue. I did it, Mr. Holmes. I would do it again. Deeply as I have 

sinned, I have led a life of martyrdom to atone for it. But that my girl should be entangled in the 

same meshes which held me was more than I could suffer. I struck him down with no more 

compunction than if he had been some foul and venomous beast. His cry brought back his son; 

but I had gained the cover of the wood, though I was forced to go back to fetch the cloak which I 

had dropped in my flight. That is the true story, gentlemen, of all that occurred.” 

“Well, it is not for me to judge you,” said Holmes as the old man signed the statement which 

had been drawn out. “I pray that we may never be exposed to such a temptation.” 

“I pray not, sir. And what do you intend to do?” 

“In view of your health, nothing. You are yourself aware that you will soon have to answer for 

your deed at a higher court than the Assizes. I will keep your confession, and if McCarthy is 

condemned I shall be forced to use it. If not, it shall never be seen by mortal eye; and your secret, 

whether you be alive or dead, shall be safe with us.” 

“Farewell, then,” said the old man solemnly. “Your own deathbeds, when they come, will be 

the easier for the thought of the peace which you have given to mine.” Tottering and shaking in 

all his giant frame, he stumbled slowly from the room. 

“God help us!” said Holmes after a long silence. “Why does fate play such tricks with poor, 

helpless worms? I never hear of such a case as this that I do not think of Baxter’s words, and say, 

‘There, but for the grace of God, goes Sherlock Holmes.’” 



James McCarthy was acquitted at the Assizes on the strength of a number of objections which 

had been drawn out by Holmes and submitted to the defending counsel. Old Turner lived for 

seven months after our interview, but he is now dead; and there is every prospect that the son and 

daughter may come to live happily together in ignorance of the black cloud which rests upon 

their past. 

  



V. THE FIVE ORANGE PIPS 

When I glance over my notes and records of the Sherlock Holmes cases between the years ’82 

and ’90, I am faced by so many which present strange and interesting features that it is no easy 

matter to know which to choose and which to leave. Some, however, have already gained 

publicity through the papers, and others have not offered a field for those peculiar qualities 

which my friend possessed in so high a degree, and which it is the object of these papers to 

illustrate. Some, too, have baffled his analytical skill, and would be, as narratives, beginnings 

without an ending, while others have been but partially cleared up, and have their explanations 

founded rather upon conjecture and surmise than on that absolute logical proof which was so 

dear to him. There is, however, one of these last which was so remarkable in its details and so 

startling in its results that I am tempted to give some account of it in spite of the fact that there 

are points in connection with it which never have been, and probably never will be, entirely 

cleared up. 

The year ’87 furnished us with a long series of cases of greater or less interest, of which I 

retain the records. Among my headings under this one twelve months I find an account of the 

adventure of the Paradol Chamber, of the Amateur Mendicant Society, who held a luxurious club 

in the lower vault of a furniture warehouse, of the facts connected with the loss of the British 

barque Sophy Anderson, of the singular adventures of the Grice Patersons in the island of Uffa, 

and finally of the Camberwell poisoning case. In the latter, as may be remembered, Sherlock 

Holmes was able, by winding up the dead man’s watch, to prove that it had been wound up two 

hours before, and that therefore the deceased had gone to bed within that time—a deduction 

which was of the greatest importance in clearing up the case. All these I may sketch out at some 

future date, but none of them present such singular features as the strange train of circumstances 

which I have now taken up my pen to describe. 

It was in the latter days of September, and the equinoctial gales had set in with exceptional 

violence. All day the wind had screamed and the rain had beaten against the windows, so that 

even here in the heart of great, hand-made London we were forced to raise our minds for the 

instant from the routine of life and to recognise the presence of those great elemental forces 

which shriek at mankind through the bars of his civilisation, like untamed beasts in a cage. As 

evening drew in, the storm grew higher and louder, and the wind cried and sobbed like a child in 

the chimney. Sherlock Holmes sat moodily at one side of the fireplace cross-indexing his records 

of crime, while I at the other was deep in one of Clark Russell’s fine sea-stories until the howl of 

the gale from without seemed to blend with the text, and the splash of the rain to lengthen out 

into the long swash of the sea waves. My wife was on a visit to her mother’s, and for a few days 

I was a dweller once more in my old quarters at Baker Street. 

“Why,” said I, glancing up at my companion, “that was surely the bell. Who could come to-

night? Some friend of yours, perhaps?” 

“Except yourself I have none,” he answered. “I do not encourage visitors.” 

“A client, then?” 

“If so, it is a serious case. Nothing less would bring a man out on such a day and at such an 

hour. But I take it that it is more likely to be some crony of the landlady’s.” 

Sherlock Holmes was wrong in his conjecture, however, for there came a step in the passage 

and a tapping at the door. He stretched out his long arm to turn the lamp away from himself and 

towards the vacant chair upon which a newcomer must sit. 



“Come in!” said he. 

The man who entered was young, some two-and-twenty at the outside, well-groomed and 

trimly clad, with something of refinement and delicacy in his bearing. The streaming umbrella 

which he held in his hand, and his long shining waterproof told of the fierce weather through 

which he had come. He looked about him anxiously in the glare of the lamp, and I could see that 

his face was pale and his eyes heavy, like those of a man who is weighed down with some great 

anxiety. 

“I owe you an apology,” he said, raising his golden pince-nez to his eyes. “I trust that I am not 

intruding. I fear that I have brought some traces of the storm and rain into your snug chamber.” 

“Give me your coat and umbrella,” said Holmes. “They may rest here on the hook and will be 

dry presently. You have come up from the south-west, I see.” 

“Yes, from Horsham.” 

“That clay and chalk mixture which I see upon your toe caps is quite distinctive.” 

“I have come for advice.” 

“That is easily got.” 

“And help.” 

“That is not always so easy.” 

“I have heard of you, Mr. Holmes. I heard from Major Prendergast how you saved him in the 

Tankerville Club scandal.” 

“Ah, of course. He was wrongfully accused of cheating at cards.” 

“He said that you could solve anything.” 

“He said too much.” 

“That you are never beaten.” 

“I have been beaten four times—three times by men, and once by a woman.” 

“But what is that compared with the number of your successes?” 

“It is true that I have been generally successful.” 

“Then you may be so with me.” 

“I beg that you will draw your chair up to the fire and favour me with some details as to your 

case.” 

“It is no ordinary one.” 

“None of those which come to me are. I am the last court of appeal.” 

“And yet I question, sir, whether, in all your experience, you have ever listened to a more 

mysterious and inexplicable chain of events than those which have happened in my own family.” 

“You fill me with interest,” said Holmes. “Pray give us the essential facts from the 

commencement, and I can afterwards question you as to those details which seem to me to be 

most important.” 

The young man pulled his chair up and pushed his wet feet out towards the blaze. 

“My name,” said he, “is John Openshaw, but my own affairs have, as far as I can understand, 

little to do with this awful business. It is a hereditary matter; so in order to give you an idea of 

the facts, I must go back to the commencement of the affair. 



“You must know that my grandfather had two sons—my uncle Elias and my father Joseph. 

My father had a small factory at Coventry, which he enlarged at the time of the invention of 

bicycling. He was a patentee of the Openshaw unbreakable tire, and his business met with such 

success that he was able to sell it and to retire upon a handsome competence. 

“My uncle Elias emigrated to America when he was a young man and became a planter in 

Florida, where he was reported to have done very well. At the time of the war he fought in 

Jackson’s army, and afterwards under Hood, where he rose to be a colonel. When Lee laid down 

his arms my uncle returned to his plantation, where he remained for three or four years. About 

1869 or 1870 he came back to Europe and took a small estate in Sussex, near Horsham. He had 

made a very considerable fortune in the States, and his reason for leaving them was his aversion 

to the negroes, and his dislike of the Republican policy in extending the franchise to them. He 

was a singular man, fierce and quick-tempered, very foul-mouthed when he was angry, and of a 

most retiring disposition. During all the years that he lived at Horsham, I doubt if ever he set foot 

in the town. He had a garden and two or three fields round his house, and there he would take his 

exercise, though very often for weeks on end he would never leave his room. He drank a great 

deal of brandy and smoked very heavily, but he would see no society and did not want any 

friends, not even his own brother. 

“He didn’t mind me; in fact, he took a fancy to me, for at the time when he saw me first I was 

a youngster of twelve or so. This would be in the year 1878, after he had been eight or nine years 

in England. He begged my father to let me live with him and he was very kind to me in his way. 

When he was sober he used to be fond of playing backgammon and draughts with me, and he 

would make me his representative both with the servants and with the tradespeople, so that by 

the time that I was sixteen I was quite master of the house. I kept all the keys and could go where 

I liked and do what I liked, so long as I did not disturb him in his privacy. There was one 

singular exception, however, for he had a single room, a lumber-room up among the attics, 

which was invariably locked, and which he would never permit either me or anyone else to enter. 

With a boy’s curiosity I have peeped through the keyhole, but I was never able to see more than 

such a collection of old trunks and bundles as would be expected in such a room. 

“One day—it was in March, 1883—a letter with a foreign stamp lay upon the table in front of 

the colonel’s plate. It was not a common thing for him to receive letters, for his bills were all 

paid in ready money, and he had no friends of any sort. ‘From India!’ said he as he took it up, 

‘Pondicherry postmark! What can this be?’ Opening it hurriedly, out there jumped five little 

dried orange pips, which pattered down upon his plate. I began to laugh at this, but the laugh was 

struck from my lips at the sight of his face. His lip had fallen, his eyes were protruding, his skin 

the colour of putty, and he glared at the envelope which he still held in his trembling hand, ‘K. 

K. K.!’ he shrieked, and then, ‘My God, my God, my sins have overtaken me!’ 

“‘What is it, uncle?’ I cried. 

“‘Death,’ said he, and rising from the table he retired to his room, leaving me palpitating with 

horror. I took up the envelope and saw scrawled in red ink upon the inner flap, just above the 

gum, the letter K three times repeated. There was nothing else save the five dried pips. What 

could be the reason of his overpowering terror? I left the breakfast-table, and as I ascended the 

stair I met him coming down with an old rusty key, which must have belonged to the attic, in one 

hand, and a small brass box, like a cashbox, in the other. 

“‘They may do what they like, but I’ll checkmate them still,’ said he with an oath. ‘Tell Mary 

that I shall want a fire in my room to-day, and send down to Fordham, the Horsham lawyer.’ 



“I did as he ordered, and when the lawyer arrived I was asked to step up to the room. The fire 

was burning brightly, and in the grate there was a mass of black, fluffy ashes, as of burned paper, 

while the brass box stood open and empty beside it. As I glanced at the box I noticed, with a 

start, that upon the lid was printed the treble K which I had read in the morning upon the 

envelope. 

“‘I wish you, John,’ said my uncle, ‘to witness my will. I leave my estate, with all its 

advantages and all its disadvantages, to my brother, your father, whence it will, no doubt, 

descend to you. If you can enjoy it in peace, well and good! If you find you cannot, take my 

advice, my boy, and leave it to your deadliest enemy. I am sorry to give you such a two-edged 

thing, but I can’t say what turn things are going to take. Kindly sign the paper where Mr. 

Fordham shows you.’ 

“I signed the paper as directed, and the lawyer took it away with him. The singular incident 

made, as you may think, the deepest impression upon me, and I pondered over it and turned it 

every way in my mind without being able to make anything of it. Yet I could not shake off the 

vague feeling of dread which it left behind, though the sensation grew less keen as the weeks 

passed and nothing happened to disturb the usual routine of our lives. I could see a change in my 

uncle, however. He drank more than ever, and he was less inclined for any sort of society. Most 

of his time he would spend in his room, with the door locked upon the inside, but sometimes he 

would emerge in a sort of drunken frenzy and would burst out of the house and tear about the 

garden with a revolver in his hand, screaming out that he was afraid of no man, and that he was 

not to be cooped up, like a sheep in a pen, by man or devil. When these hot fits were over, 

however, he would rush tumultuously in at the door and lock and bar it behind him, like a man 

who can brazen it out no longer against the terror which lies at the roots of his soul. At such 

times I have seen his face, even on a cold day, glisten with moisture, as though it were new 

raised from a basin. 

“Well, to come to an end of the matter, Mr. Holmes, and not to abuse your patience, there 

came a night when he made one of those drunken sallies from which he never came back. We 

found him, when we went to search for him, face downward in a little green-scummed pool, 

which lay at the foot of the garden. There was no sign of any violence, and the water was but two 

feet deep, so that the jury, having regard to his known eccentricity, brought in a verdict of 

‘suicide.’ But I, who knew how he winced from the very thought of death, had much ado to 

persuade myself that he had gone out of his way to meet it. The matter passed, however, and my 

father entered into possession of the estate, and of some £ 14,000, which lay to his credit at the 

bank.” 

“One moment,” Holmes interposed, “your statement is, I foresee, one of the most remarkable 

to which I have ever listened. Let me have the date of the reception by your uncle of the letter, 

and the date of his supposed suicide.” 

“The letter arrived on March 10, 1883. His death was seven weeks later, upon the night of 

May 2nd.” 

“Thank you. Pray proceed.” 

“When my father took over the Horsham property, he, at my request, made a careful 

examination of the attic, which had been always locked up. We found the brass box there, 

although its contents had been destroyed. On the inside of the cover was a paper label, with the 

initials of K. K. K. repeated upon it, and ‘Letters, memoranda, receipts, and a register’ written 

beneath. These, we presume, indicated the nature of the papers which had been destroyed by 



Colonel Openshaw. For the rest, there was nothing of much importance in the attic save a great 

many scattered papers and note-books bearing upon my uncle’s life in America. Some of them 

were of the war time and showed that he had done his duty well and had borne the repute of a 

brave soldier. Others were of a date during the reconstruction of the Southern states, and were 

mostly concerned with politics, for he had evidently taken a strong part in opposing the carpet-

bag politicians who had been sent down from the North. 

“Well, it was the beginning of ’84 when my father came to live at Horsham, and all went as 

well as possible with us until the January of ’85. On the fourth day after the new year I heard my 

father give a sharp cry of surprise as we sat together at the breakfast-table. There he was, sitting 

with a newly opened envelope in one hand and five dried orange pips in the outstretched palm of 

the other one. He had always laughed at what he called my cock-and-bull story about the colonel, 

but he looked very scared and puzzled now that the same thing had come upon himself. 

“‘Why, what on earth does this mean, John?’ he stammered. 

“My heart had turned to lead. ‘It is K. K. K.,’ said I. 

“He looked inside the envelope. ‘So it is,’ he cried. ‘Here are the very letters. But what is this 

written above them?’ 

“‘Put the papers on the sundial,’ I read, peeping over his shoulder. 

“‘What papers? What sundial?’ he asked. 

“‘The sundial in the garden. There is no other,’ said I; ‘but the papers must be those that are 

destroyed.’ 

“‘Pooh!’ said he, gripping hard at his courage. ‘We are in a civilised land here, and we can’t 

have tomfoolery of this kind. Where does the thing come from?’ 

“‘From Dundee,’ I answered, glancing at the postmark. 

“‘Some preposterous practical joke,’ said he. ‘What have I to do with sundials and papers? I 

shall take no notice of such nonsense.’ 

“‘I should certainly speak to the police,’ I said. 

“‘And be laughed at for my pains. Nothing of the sort.’ 

“‘Then let me do so?’ 

“‘No, I forbid you. I won’t have a fuss made about such nonsense.’ 

“It was in vain to argue with him, for he was a very obstinate man. I went about, however, 

with a heart which was full of forebodings. 

“On the third day after the coming of the letter my father went from home to visit an old friend 

of his, Major Freebody, who is in command of one of the forts upon Portsdown Hill. I was glad 

that he should go, for it seemed to me that he was farther from danger when he was away from 

home. In that, however, I was in error. Upon the second day of his absence I received a telegram 

from the major, imploring me to come at once. My father had fallen over one of the deep chalk-

pits which abound in the neighbourhood, and was lying senseless, with a shattered skull. I 

hurried to him, but he passed away without having ever recovered his consciousness. He had, as 

it appears, been returning from Fareham in the twilight, and as the country was unknown to him, 

and the chalk-pit unfenced, the jury had no hesitation in bringing in a verdict of ‘death from 

accidental causes.’ Carefully as I examined every fact connected with his death, I was unable to 

find anything which could suggest the idea of murder. There were no signs of violence, no 

footmarks, no robbery, no record of strangers having been seen upon the roads. And yet I need 



not tell you that my mind was far from at ease, and that I was well-nigh certain that some foul 

plot had been woven round him. 

“In this sinister way I came into my inheritance. You will ask me why I did not dispose of it? I 

answer, because I was well convinced that our troubles were in some way dependent upon an 

incident in my uncle’s life, and that the danger would be as pressing in one house as in another. 

“It was in January, ’85, that my poor father met his end, and two years and eight months have 

elapsed since then. During that time I have lived happily at Horsham, and I had begun to hope 

that this curse had passed away from the family, and that it had ended with the last generation. I 

had begun to take comfort too soon, however; yesterday morning the blow fell in the very shape 

in which it had come upon my father.” 

The young man took from his waistcoat a crumpled envelope, and turning to the table he 

shook out upon it five little dried orange pips. 

“This is the envelope,” he continued. “The postmark is London—eastern division. Within are 

the very words which were upon my father’s last message: ‘K. K. K.’; and then ‘Put the papers 

on the sundial.’” 

“What have you done?” asked Holmes. 

“Nothing.” 

“Nothing?” 

“To tell the truth”—he sank his face into his thin, white hands—“I have felt helpless. I have 

felt like one of those poor rabbits when the snake is writhing towards it. I seem to be in the grasp 

of some resistless, inexorable evil, which no foresight and no precautions can guard against.” 

“Tut! tut!” cried Sherlock Holmes. “You must act, man, or you are lost. Nothing but energy 

can save you. This is no time for despair.” 

“I have seen the police.” 

“Ah!” 

“But they listened to my story with a smile. I am convinced that the inspector has formed the 

opinion that the letters are all practical jokes, and that the deaths of my relations were really 

accidents, as the jury stated, and were not to be connected with the warnings.” 

Holmes shook his clenched hands in the air. “Incredible imbecility!” he cried. 

“They have, however, allowed me a policeman, who may remain in the house with me.” 

“Has he come with you to-night?” 

“No. His orders were to stay in the house.” 

Again Holmes raved in the air. 

“Why did you come to me?” he said, “and, above all, why did you not come at once?” 

“I did not know. It was only to-day that I spoke to Major Prendergast about my troubles and 

was advised by him to come to you.” 

“It is really two days since you had the letter. We should have acted before this. You have no 

further evidence, I suppose, than that which you have placed before us—no suggestive detail 

which might help us?” 

“There is one thing,” said John Openshaw. He rummaged in his coat pocket, and, drawing out 

a piece of discoloured, blue-tinted paper, he laid it out upon the table. “I have some 

remembrance,” said he, “that on the day when my uncle burned the papers I observed that the 



small, unburned margins which lay amid the ashes were of this particular colour. I found this 

single sheet upon the floor of his room, and I am inclined to think that it may be one of the 

papers which has, perhaps, fluttered out from among the others, and in that way has escaped 

destruction. Beyond the mention of pips, I do not see that it helps us much. I think myself that it 

is a page from some private diary. The writing is undoubtedly my uncle’s.” 

Holmes moved the lamp, and we both bent over the sheet of paper, which showed by its 

ragged edge that it had indeed been torn from a book. It was headed, “March, 1869,” and beneath 

were the following enigmatical notices: 

“4th. Hudson came. Same old platform. 

“7th. Set the pips on McCauley, Paramore, and John Swain of St. Augustine. 

“9th. McCauley cleared. 

“10th. John Swain cleared. 

“12th. Visited Paramore. All well.” 

“Thank you!” said Holmes, folding up the paper and returning it to our visitor. “And now you 

must on no account lose another instant. We cannot spare time even to discuss what you have 

told me. You must get home instantly and act.” 

“What shall I do?” 

“There is but one thing to do. It must be done at once. You must put this piece of paper which 

you have shown us into the brass box which you have described. You must also put in a note to 

say that all the other papers were burned by your uncle, and that this is the only one which 

remains. You must assert that in such words as will carry conviction with them. Having done 

this, you must at once put the box out upon the sundial, as directed. Do you understand?” 

“Entirely.” 

“Do not think of revenge, or anything of the sort, at present. I think that we may gain that by 

means of the law; but we have our web to weave, while theirs is already woven. The first 

consideration is to remove the pressing danger which threatens you. The second is to clear up the 

mystery and to punish the guilty parties.” 

“I thank you,” said the young man, rising and pulling on his overcoat. “You have given me 

fresh life and hope. I shall certainly do as you advise.” 

“Do not lose an instant. And, above all, take care of yourself in the meanwhile, for I do not 

think that there can be a doubt that you are threatened by a very real and imminent danger. How 

do you go back?” 

“By train from Waterloo.” 

“It is not yet nine. The streets will be crowded, so I trust that you may be in safety. And yet 

you cannot guard yourself too closely.” 

“I am armed.” 

“That is well. To-morrow I shall set to work upon your case.” 

“I shall see you at Horsham, then?” 

“No, your secret lies in London. It is there that I shall seek it.” 

“Then I shall call upon you in a day, or in two days, with news as to the box and the papers. I 

shall take your advice in every particular.” He shook hands with us and took his leave. Outside 

the wind still screamed and the rain splashed and pattered against the windows. This strange, 



wild story seemed to have come to us from amid the mad elements—blown in upon us like a 

sheet of sea-weed in a gale—and now to have been reabsorbed by them once more. 

Sherlock Holmes sat for some time in silence, with his head sunk forward and his eyes bent 

upon the red glow of the fire. Then he lit his pipe, and leaning back in his chair he watched the 

blue smoke-rings as they chased each other up to the ceiling. 

“I think, Watson,” he remarked at last, “that of all our cases we have had none more fantastic 

than this.” 

“Save, perhaps, the Sign of Four.” 

“Well, yes. Save, perhaps, that. And yet this John Openshaw seems to me to be walking amid 

even greater perils than did the Sholtos.” 

“But have you,” I asked, “formed any definite conception as to what these perils are?” 

“There can be no question as to their nature,” he answered. 

“Then what are they? Who is this K. K. K., and why does he pursue this unhappy family?” 

Sherlock Holmes closed his eyes and placed his elbows upon the arms of his chair, with his 

finger-tips together. “The ideal reasoner,” he remarked, “would, when he had once been shown a 

single fact in all its bearings, deduce from it not only all the chain of events which led up to it but 

also all the results which would follow from it. As Cuvier could correctly describe a whole 

animal by the contemplation of a single bone, so the observer who has thoroughly understood 

one link in a series of incidents should be able to accurately state all the other ones, both before 

and after. We have not yet grasped the results which the reason alone can attain to. Problems 

may be solved in the study which have baffled all those who have sought a solution by the aid of 

their senses. To carry the art, however, to its highest pitch, it is necessary that the reasoner 

should be able to utilise all the facts which have come to his knowledge; and this in itself 

implies, as you will readily see, a possession of all knowledge, which, even in these days of free 

education and encyclopædias, is a somewhat rare accomplishment. It is not so impossible, 

however, that a man should possess all knowledge which is likely to be useful to him in his 

work, and this I have endeavoured in my case to do. If I remember rightly, you on one occasion, 

in the early days of our friendship, defined my limits in a very precise fashion.” 

“Yes,” I answered, laughing. “It was a singular document. Philosophy, astronomy, and politics 

were marked at zero, I remember. Botany variable, geology profound as regards the mud-stains 

from any region within fifty miles of town, chemistry eccentric, anatomy unsystematic, 

sensational literature and crime records unique, violin-player, boxer, swordsman, lawyer, and 

self-poisoner by cocaine and tobacco. Those, I think, were the main points of my analysis.” 

Holmes grinned at the last item. “Well,” he said, “I say now, as I said then, that a man should 

keep his little brain-attic stocked with all the furniture that he is likely to use, and the rest he can 

put away in the lumber-room of his library, where he can get it if he wants it. Now, for such a 

case as the one which has been submitted to us to-night, we need certainly to muster all our 

resources. Kindly hand me down the letter K of the American Encyclopædia which stands upon 

the shelf beside you. Thank you. Now let us consider the situation and see what may be deduced 

from it. In the first place, we may start with a strong presumption that Colonel Openshaw had 

some very strong reason for leaving America. Men at his time of life do not change all their 

habits and exchange willingly the charming climate of Florida for the lonely life of an English 

provincial town. His extreme love of solitude in England suggests the idea that he was in fear of 

someone or something, so we may assume as a working hypothesis that it was fear of someone 



or something which drove him from America. As to what it was he feared, we can only deduce 

that by considering the formidable letters which were received by himself and his successors. 

Did you remark the postmarks of those letters?” 

“The first was from Pondicherry, the second from Dundee, and the third from London.” 

“From East London. What do you deduce from that?” 

“They are all seaports. That the writer was on board of a ship.” 

“Excellent. We have already a clue. There can be no doubt that the probability—the strong 

probability—is that the writer was on board of a ship. And now let us consider another point. In 

the case of Pondicherry, seven weeks elapsed between the threat and its fulfilment, in Dundee it 

was only some three or four days. Does that suggest anything?” 

“A greater distance to travel.” 

“But the letter had also a greater distance to come.” 

“Then I do not see the point.” 

“There is at least a presumption that the vessel in which the man or men are is a sailing-ship. It 

looks as if they always send their singular warning or token before them when starting upon their 

mission. You see how quickly the deed followed the sign when it came from Dundee. If they had 

come from Pondicherry in a steamer they would have arrived almost as soon as their letter. But, 

as a matter of fact, seven weeks elapsed. I think that those seven weeks represented the 

difference between the mail-boat which brought the letter and the sailing vessel which brought 

the writer.” 

“It is possible.” 

“More than that. It is probable. And now you see the deadly urgency of this new case, and 

why I urged young Openshaw to caution. The blow has always fallen at the end of the time 

which it would take the senders to travel the distance. But this one comes from London, and 

therefore we cannot count upon delay.” 

“Good God!” I cried. “What can it mean, this relentless persecution?” 

“The papers which Openshaw carried are obviously of vital importance to the person or 

persons in the sailing-ship. I think that it is quite clear that there must be more than one of them. 

A single man could not have carried out two deaths in such a way as to deceive a coroner’s jury. 

There must have been several in it, and they must have been men of resource and determination. 

Their papers they mean to have, be the holder of them who it may. In this way you see K. K. K. 

ceases to be the initials of an individual and becomes the badge of a society.” 

“But of what society?” 

“Have you never—” said Sherlock Holmes, bending forward and sinking his voice—“have 

you never heard of the Ku Klux Klan?” 

“I never have.” 

Holmes turned over the leaves of the book upon his knee. “Here it is,” said he presently: 

“‘Ku Klux Klan. A name derived from the fanciful resemblance to the sound produced by 

cocking a rifle. This terrible secret society was formed by some ex-Confederate soldiers in the 

Southern states after the Civil War, and it rapidly formed local branches in different parts of the 

country, notably in Tennessee, Louisiana, the Carolinas, Georgia, and Florida. Its power was 

used for political purposes, principally for the terrorising of the negro voters and the murdering 

and driving from the country of those who were opposed to its views. Its outrages were usually 



preceded by a warning sent to the marked man in some fantastic but generally recognised 

shape—a sprig of oak-leaves in some parts, melon seeds or orange pips in others. On receiving 

this the victim might either openly abjure his former ways, or might fly from the country. If he 

braved the matter out, death would unfailingly come upon him, and usually in some strange and 

unforeseen manner. So perfect was the organisation of the society, and so systematic its methods, 

that there is hardly a case upon record where any man succeeded in braving it with impunity, or 

in which any of its outrages were traced home to the perpetrators. For some years the 

organisation flourished in spite of the efforts of the United States government and of the better 

classes of the community in the South. Eventually, in the year 1869, the movement rather 

suddenly collapsed, although there have been sporadic outbreaks of the same sort since that 

date.’ 

“You will observe,” said Holmes, laying down the volume, “that the sudden breaking up of the 

society was coincident with the disappearance of Openshaw from America with their papers. It 

may well have been cause and effect. It is no wonder that he and his family have some of the 

more implacable spirits upon their track. You can understand that this register and diary may 

implicate some of the first men in the South, and that there may be many who will not sleep easy 

at night until it is recovered.” 

“Then the page we have seen—” 

“Is such as we might expect. It ran, if I remember right, ‘sent the pips to A, B, and C’—that is, 

sent the society’s warning to them. Then there are successive entries that A and B cleared, or left 

the country, and finally that C was visited, with, I fear, a sinister result for C. Well, I think, 

Doctor, that we may let some light into this dark place, and I believe that the only chance young 

Openshaw has in the meantime is to do what I have told him. There is nothing more to be said or 

to be done to-night, so hand me over my violin and let us try to forget for half an hour the 

miserable weather and the still more miserable ways of our fellow men.” 

It had cleared in the morning, and the sun was shining with a subdued brightness through the 

dim veil which hangs over the great city. Sherlock Holmes was already at breakfast when I came 

down. 

“You will excuse me for not waiting for you,” said he; “I have, I foresee, a very busy day 

before me in looking into this case of young Openshaw’s.” 

“What steps will you take?” I asked. 

“It will very much depend upon the results of my first inquiries. I may have to go down to 

Horsham, after all.” 

“You will not go there first?” 

“No, I shall commence with the City. Just ring the bell and the maid will bring up your 

coffee.” 

As I waited, I lifted the unopened newspaper from the table and glanced my eye over it. It 

rested upon a heading which sent a chill to my heart. 

“Holmes,” I cried, “you are too late.” 

“Ah!” said he, laying down his cup, “I feared as much. How was it done?” He spoke calmly, 

but I could see that he was deeply moved. 



“My eye caught the name of Openshaw, and the heading ‘Tragedy Near Waterloo Bridge.’ 

Here is the account: 

“‘Between nine and ten last night Police-Constable Cook, of the H Division, on duty near 

Waterloo Bridge, heard a cry for help and a splash in the water. The night, however, was 

extremely dark and stormy, so that, in spite of the help of several passers-by, it was quite 

impossible to effect a rescue. The alarm, however, was given, and, by the aid of the water-police, 

the body was eventually recovered. It proved to be that of a young gentleman whose name, as it 

appears from an envelope which was found in his pocket, was John Openshaw, and whose 

residence is near Horsham. It is conjectured that he may have been hurrying down to catch the 

last train from Waterloo Station, and that in his haste and the extreme darkness he missed his 

path and walked over the edge of one of the small landing-places for river steamboats. The body 

exhibited no traces of violence, and there can be no doubt that the deceased had been the victim 

of an unfortunate accident, which should have the effect of calling the attention of the authorities 

to the condition of the riverside landing-stages.’” 

We sat in silence for some minutes, Holmes more depressed and shaken than I had ever seen 

him. 

“That hurts my pride, Watson,” he said at last. “It is a petty feeling, no doubt, but it hurts my 

pride. It becomes a personal matter with me now, and, if God sends me health, I shall set my 

hand upon this gang. That he should come to me for help, and that I should send him away to his 

death—!” He sprang from his chair and paced about the room in uncontrollable agitation, with a 

flush upon his sallow cheeks and a nervous clasping and unclasping of his long thin hands. 

“They must be cunning devils,” he exclaimed at last. “How could they have decoyed him 

down there? The Embankment is not on the direct line to the station. The bridge, no doubt, was 

too crowded, even on such a night, for their purpose. Well, Watson, we shall see who will win in 

the long run. I am going out now!” 

“To the police?” 

“No; I shall be my own police. When I have spun the web they may take the flies, but not 

before.” 

All day I was engaged in my professional work, and it was late in the evening before I 

returned to Baker Street. Sherlock Holmes had not come back yet. It was nearly ten o’clock 

before he entered, looking pale and worn. He walked up to the sideboard, and tearing a piece 

from the loaf he devoured it voraciously, washing it down with a long draught of water. 

“You are hungry,” I remarked. 

“Starving. It had escaped my memory. I have had nothing since breakfast.” 

“Nothing?” 

“Not a bite. I had no time to think of it.” 

“And how have you succeeded?” 

“Well.” 

“You have a clue?” 

“I have them in the hollow of my hand. Young Openshaw shall not long remain unavenged. 

Why, Watson, let us put their own devilish trade-mark upon them. It is well thought of!” 

“What do you mean?” 



He took an orange from the cupboard, and tearing it to pieces he squeezed out the pips upon 

the table. Of these he took five and thrust them into an envelope. On the inside of the flap he 

wrote “S. H. for J. O.” Then he sealed it and addressed it to “Captain James Calhoun, 

Barque Lone Star, Savannah, Georgia.” 

“That will await him when he enters port,” said he, chuckling. “It may give him a sleepless 

night. He will find it as sure a precursor of his fate as Openshaw did before him.” 

“And who is this Captain Calhoun?” 

“The leader of the gang. I shall have the others, but he first.” 

“How did you trace it, then?” 

He took a large sheet of paper from his pocket, all covered with dates and names. 

“I have spent the whole day,” said he, “over Lloyd’s registers and files of the old papers, 

following the future career of every vessel which touched at Pondicherry in January and 

February in ’83. There were thirty-six ships of fair tonnage which were reported there during 

those months. Of these, one, the Lone Star, instantly attracted my attention, since, although it 

was reported as having cleared from London, the name is that which is given to one of the states 

of the Union.” 

“Texas, I think.” 

“I was not and am not sure which; but I knew that the ship must have an American origin.” 

“What then?” 

“I searched the Dundee records, and when I found that the barque Lone Star was there in 

January, ’85, my suspicion became a certainty. I then inquired as to the vessels which lay at 

present in the port of London.” 

“Yes?” 

“The Lone Star had arrived here last week. I went down to the Albert Dock and found that she 

had been taken down the river by the early tide this morning, homeward bound to Savannah. I 

wired to Gravesend and learned that she had passed some time ago, and as the wind is easterly I 

have no doubt that she is now past the Goodwins and not very far from the Isle of Wight.” 

“What will you do, then?” 

“Oh, I have my hand upon him. He and the two mates, are as I learn, the only native-born 

Americans in the ship. The others are Finns and Germans. I know, also, that they were all three 

away from the ship last night. I had it from the stevedore who has been loading their cargo. By 

the time that their sailing-ship reaches Savannah the mail-boat will have carried this letter, and 

the cable will have informed the police of Savannah that these three gentlemen are badly wanted 

here upon a charge of murder.” 

There is ever a flaw, however, in the best laid of human plans, and the murderers of John 

Openshaw were never to receive the orange pips which would show them that another, as 

cunning and as resolute as themselves, was upon their track. Very long and very severe were the 

equinoctial gales that year. We waited long for news of the Lone Star of Savannah, but none ever 

reached us. We did at last hear that somewhere far out in the Atlantic a shattered stern-post of a 

boat was seen swinging in the trough of a wave, with the letters “L. S.” carved upon it, and that 

is all which we shall ever know of the fate of the Lone Star. 

  



VI. THE MAN WITH THE TWISTED LIP 

Isa Whitney, brother of the late Elias Whitney, D.D., Principal of the Theological College of 

St. George’s, was much addicted to opium. The habit grew upon him, as I understand, from some 

foolish freak when he was at college; for having read De Quincey’s description of his dreams 

and sensations, he had drenched his tobacco with laudanum in an attempt to produce the same 

effects. He found, as so many more have done, that the practice is easier to attain than to get rid 

of, and for many years he continued to be a slave to the drug, an object of mingled horror and 

pity to his friends and relatives. I can see him now, with yellow, pasty face, drooping lids, and 

pin-point pupils, all huddled in a chair, the wreck and ruin of a noble man. 

One night—it was in June, ’89—there came a ring to my bell, about the hour when a man 

gives his first yawn and glances at the clock. I sat up in my chair, and my wife laid her needle-

work down in her lap and made a little face of disappointment. 

“A patient!” said she. “You’ll have to go out.” 

I groaned, for I was newly come back from a weary day. 

We heard the door open, a few hurried words, and then quick steps upon the linoleum. Our 

own door flew open, and a lady, clad in some dark-coloured stuff, with a black veil, entered the 

room. 

“You will excuse my calling so late,” she began, and then, suddenly losing her self-control, 

she ran forward, threw her arms about my wife’s neck, and sobbed upon her shoulder. “Oh, I’m 

in such trouble!” she cried; “I do so want a little help.” 

“Why,” said my wife, pulling up her veil, “it is Kate Whitney. How you startled me, Kate! I 

had not an idea who you were when you came in.” 

“I didn’t know what to do, so I came straight to you.” That was always the way. Folk who 

were in grief came to my wife like birds to a lighthouse. 

“It was very sweet of you to come. Now, you must have some wine and water, and sit here 

comfortably and tell us all about it. Or should you rather that I sent James off to bed?” 

“Oh, no, no! I want the doctor’s advice and help, too. It’s about Isa. He has not been home for 

two days. I am so frightened about him!” 

It was not the first time that she had spoken to us of her husband’s trouble, to me as a doctor, 

to my wife as an old friend and school companion. We soothed and comforted her by such words 

as we could find. Did she know where her husband was? Was it possible that we could bring him 

back to her? 

It seems that it was. She had the surest information that of late he had, when the fit was on 

him, made use of an opium den in the farthest east of the City. Hitherto his orgies had always 

been confined to one day, and he had come back, twitching and shattered, in the evening. But 

now the spell had been upon him eight-and-forty hours, and he lay there, doubtless among the 

dregs of the docks, breathing in the poison or sleeping off the effects. There he was to be found, 

she was sure of it, at the Bar of Gold, in Upper Swandam Lane. But what was she to do? How 

could she, a young and timid woman, make her way into such a place and pluck her husband out 

from among the ruffians who surrounded him? 

There was the case, and of course there was but one way out of it. Might I not escort her to 

this place? And then, as a second thought, why should she come at all? I was Isa Whitney’s 

medical adviser, and as such I had influence over him. I could manage it better if I were alone. I 



promised her on my word that I would send him home in a cab within two hours if he were 

indeed at the address which she had given me. And so in ten minutes I had left my armchair and 

cheery sitting-room behind me, and was speeding eastward in a hansom on a strange errand, as it 

seemed to me at the time, though the future only could show how strange it was to be. 

But there was no great difficulty in the first stage of my adventure. Upper Swandam Lane is a 

vile alley lurking behind the high wharves which line the north side of the river to the east of 

London Bridge. Between a slop-shop and a gin-shop, approached by a steep flight of steps 

leading down to a black gap like the mouth of a cave, I found the den of which I was in search. 

Ordering my cab to wait, I passed down the steps, worn hollow in the centre by the ceaseless 

tread of drunken feet; and by the light of a flickering oil-lamp above the door I found the latch 

and made my way into a long, low room, thick and heavy with the brown opium smoke, and 

terraced with wooden berths, like the forecastle of an emigrant ship. 

Through the gloom one could dimly catch a glimpse of bodies lying in strange fantastic poses, 

bowed shoulders, bent knees, heads thrown back, and chins pointing upward, with here and there 

a dark, lack-lustre eye turned upon the newcomer. Out of the black shadows there glimmered 

little red circles of light, now bright, now faint, as the burning poison waxed or waned in the 

bowls of the metal pipes. The most lay silent, but some muttered to themselves, and others talked 

together in a strange, low, monotonous voice, their conversation coming in gushes, and then 

suddenly tailing off into silence, each mumbling out his own thoughts and paying little heed to 

the words of his neighbour. At the farther end was a small brazier of burning charcoal, beside 

which on a three-legged wooden stool there sat a tall, thin old man, with his jaw resting upon his 

two fists, and his elbows upon his knees, staring into the fire. 

As I entered, a sallow Malay attendant had hurried up with a pipe for me and a supply of the 

drug, beckoning me to an empty berth. 

“Thank you. I have not come to stay,” said I. “There is a friend of mine here, Mr. Isa Whitney, 

and I wish to speak with him.” 

There was a movement and an exclamation from my right, and peering through the gloom, I 

saw Whitney, pale, haggard, and unkempt, staring out at me. 

“My God! It’s Watson,” said he. He was in a pitiable state of reaction, with every nerve in a 

twitter. “I say, Watson, what o’clock is it?” 

“Nearly eleven.” 

“Of what day?” 

“Of Friday, June 19th.” 

“Good heavens! I thought it was Wednesday. It is Wednesday. What d’you want to frighten a 

chap for?” He sank his face onto his arms and began to sob in a high treble key. 

“I tell you that it is Friday, man. Your wife has been waiting this two days for you. You should 

be ashamed of yourself!” 

“So I am. But you’ve got mixed, Watson, for I have only been here a few hours, three pipes, 

four pipes—I forget how many. But I’ll go home with you. I wouldn’t frighten Kate—poor little 

Kate. Give me your hand! Have you a cab?” 

“Yes, I have one waiting.” 

“Then I shall go in it. But I must owe something. Find what I owe, Watson. I am all off colour. 

I can do nothing for myself.” 



I walked down the narrow passage between the double row of sleepers, holding my breath to 

keep out the vile, stupefying fumes of the drug, and looking about for the manager. As I passed 

the tall man who sat by the brazier I felt a sudden pluck at my skirt, and a low voice whispered, 

“Walk past me, and then look back at me.” The words fell quite distinctly upon my ear. I glanced 

down. They could only have come from the old man at my side, and yet he sat now as absorbed 

as ever, very thin, very wrinkled, bent with age, an opium pipe dangling down from between his 

knees, as though it had dropped in sheer lassitude from his fingers. I took two steps forward and 

looked back. It took all my self-control to prevent me from breaking out into a cry of 

astonishment. He had turned his back so that none could see him but I. His form had filled out, 

his wrinkles were gone, the dull eyes had regained their fire, and there, sitting by the fire and 

grinning at my surprise, was none other than Sherlock Holmes. He made a slight motion to me to 

approach him, and instantly, as he turned his face half round to the company once more, 

subsided into a doddering, loose-lipped senility. 

“Holmes!” I whispered, “what on earth are you doing in this den?” 

“As low as you can,” he answered; “I have excellent ears. If you would have the great 

kindness to get rid of that sottish friend of yours I should be exceedingly glad to have a little talk 

with you.” 

“I have a cab outside.” 

“Then pray send him home in it. You may safely trust him, for he appears to be too limp to get 

into any mischief. I should recommend you also to send a note by the cabman to your wife to say 

that you have thrown in your lot with me. If you will wait outside, I shall be with you in five 

minutes.” 

It was difficult to refuse any of Sherlock Holmes’ requests, for they were always so 

exceedingly definite, and put forward with such a quiet air of mastery. I felt, however, that when 

Whitney was once confined in the cab my mission was practically accomplished; and for the rest, 

I could not wish anything better than to be associated with my friend in one of those singular 

adventures which were the normal condition of his existence. In a few minutes I had written my 

note, paid Whitney’s bill, led him out to the cab, and seen him driven through the darkness. In a 

very short time a decrepit figure had emerged from the opium den, and I was walking down the 

street with Sherlock Holmes. For two streets he shuffled along with a bent back and an uncertain 

foot. Then, glancing quickly round, he straightened himself out and burst into a hearty fit of 

laughter. 

“I suppose, Watson,” said he, “that you imagine that I have added opium-smoking to cocaine 

injections, and all the other little weaknesses on which you have favoured me with your medical 

views.” 

“I was certainly surprised to find you there.” 

“But not more so than I to find you.” 

“I came to find a friend.” 

“And I to find an enemy.” 

“An enemy?” 

“Yes; one of my natural enemies, or, shall I say, my natural prey. Briefly, Watson, I am in the 

midst of a very remarkable inquiry, and I have hoped to find a clue in the incoherent ramblings 

of these sots, as I have done before now. Had I been recognised in that den my life would not 

have been worth an hour’s purchase; for I have used it before now for my own purposes, and the 



rascally Lascar who runs it has sworn to have vengeance upon me. There is a trap-door at the 

back of that building, near the corner of Paul’s Wharf, which could tell some strange tales of 

what has passed through it upon the moonless nights.” 

“What! You do not mean bodies?” 

“Ay, bodies, Watson. We should be rich men if we had £ 1000 for every poor devil who has 

been done to death in that den. It is the vilest murder-trap on the whole riverside, and I fear that 

Neville St. Clair has entered it never to leave it more. But our trap should be here.” He put his 

two forefingers between his teeth and whistled shrilly—a signal which was answered by a 

similar whistle from the distance, followed shortly by the rattle of wheels and the clink of horses’ 

hoofs. 

“Now, Watson,” said Holmes, as a tall dog-cart dashed up through the gloom, throwing out 

two golden tunnels of yellow light from its side lanterns. “You’ll come with me, won’t you?” 

“If I can be of use.” 

“Oh, a trusty comrade is always of use; and a chronicler still more so. My room at The Cedars 

is a double-bedded one.” 

“The Cedars?” 

“Yes; that is Mr. St. Clair’s house. I am staying there while I conduct the inquiry.” 

“Where is it, then?” 

“Near Lee, in Kent. We have a seven-mile drive before us.” 

“But I am all in the dark.” 

“Of course you are. You’ll know all about it presently. Jump up here. All right, John; we shall 

not need you. Here’s half a crown. Look out for me to-morrow, about eleven. Give her her head. 

So long, then!” 

He flicked the horse with his whip, and we dashed away through the endless succession of 

sombre and deserted streets, which widened gradually, until we were flying across a broad 

balustraded bridge, with the murky river flowing sluggishly beneath us. Beyond lay another dull 

wilderness of bricks and mortar, its silence broken only by the heavy, regular footfall of the 

policeman, or the songs and shouts of some belated party of revellers. A dull wrack was drifting 

slowly across the sky, and a star or two twinkled dimly here and there through the rifts of the 

clouds. Holmes drove in silence, with his head sunk upon his breast, and the air of a man who is 

lost in thought, while I sat beside him, curious to learn what this new quest might be which 

seemed to tax his powers so sorely, and yet afraid to break in upon the current of his thoughts. 

We had driven several miles, and were beginning to get to the fringe of the belt of suburban 

villas, when he shook himself, shrugged his shoulders, and lit up his pipe with the air of a man 

who has satisfied himself that he is acting for the best. 

“You have a grand gift of silence, Watson,” said he. “It makes you quite invaluable as a 

companion. ’Pon my word, it is a great thing for me to have someone to talk to, for my own 

thoughts are not over-pleasant. I was wondering what I should say to this dear little woman to-

night when she meets me at the door.” 

“You forget that I know nothing about it.” 

“I shall just have time to tell you the facts of the case before we get to Lee. It seems absurdly 

simple, and yet, somehow I can get nothing to go upon. There’s plenty of thread, no doubt, but I 



can’t get the end of it into my hand. Now, I’ll state the case clearly and concisely to you, 

Watson, and maybe you can see a spark where all is dark to me.” 

“Proceed, then.” 

“Some years ago—to be definite, in May, 1884—there came to Lee a gentleman, Neville St. 

Clair by name, who appeared to have plenty of money. He took a large villa, laid out the grounds 

very nicely, and lived generally in good style. By degrees he made friends in the neighbourhood, 

and in 1887 he married the daughter of a local brewer, by whom he now has two children. He 

had no occupation, but was interested in several companies and went into town as a rule in the 

morning, returning by the 5:14 from Cannon Street every night. Mr. St. Clair is now thirty-seven 

years of age, is a man of temperate habits, a good husband, a very affectionate father, and a man 

who is popular with all who know him. I may add that his whole debts at the present moment, as 

far as we have been able to ascertain, amount to £ 88 10s., while he has £ 220 standing to his 

credit in the Capital and Counties Bank. There is no reason, therefore, to think that money 

troubles have been weighing upon his mind. 

“Last Monday Mr. Neville St. Clair went into town rather earlier than usual, remarking before 

he started that he had two important commissions to perform, and that he would bring his little 

boy home a box of bricks. Now, by the merest chance, his wife received a telegram upon this 

same Monday, very shortly after his departure, to the effect that a small parcel of considerable 

value which she had been expecting was waiting for her at the offices of the Aberdeen Shipping 

Company. Now, if you are well up in your London, you will know that the office of the company 

is in Fresno Street, which branches out of Upper Swandam Lane, where you found me to-night. 

Mrs. St. Clair had her lunch, started for the City, did some shopping, proceeded to the company’s 

office, got her packet, and found herself at exactly 4:35 walking through Swandam Lane on her 

way back to the station. Have you followed me so far?” 

“It is very clear.” 

“If you remember, Monday was an exceedingly hot day, and Mrs. St. Clair walked slowly, 

glancing about in the hope of seeing a cab, as she did not like the neighbourhood in which she 

found herself. While she was walking in this way down Swandam Lane, she suddenly heard an 

ejaculation or cry, and was struck cold to see her husband looking down at her and, as it seemed 

to her, beckoning to her from a second-floor window. The window was open, and she distinctly 

saw his face, which she describes as being terribly agitated. He waved his hands frantically to 

her, and then vanished from the window so suddenly that it seemed to her that he had been 

plucked back by some irresistible force from behind. One singular point which struck her quick 

feminine eye was that although he wore some dark coat, such as he had started to town in, he had 

on neither collar nor necktie. 

“Convinced that something was amiss with him, she rushed down the steps—for the house 

was none other than the opium den in which you found me to-night—and running through the 

front room she attempted to ascend the stairs which led to the first floor. At the foot of the stairs, 

however, she met this Lascar scoundrel of whom I have spoken, who thrust her back and, aided 

by a Dane, who acts as assistant there, pushed her out into the street. Filled with the most 

maddening doubts and fears, she rushed down the lane and, by rare good-fortune, met in Fresno 

Street a number of constables with an inspector, all on their way to their beat. The inspector and 

two men accompanied her back, and in spite of the continued resistance of the proprietor, they 

made their way to the room in which Mr. St. Clair had last been seen. There was no sign of him 

there. In fact, in the whole of that floor there was no one to be found save a crippled wretch of 



hideous aspect, who, it seems, made his home there. Both he and the Lascar stoutly swore that no 

one else had been in the front room during the afternoon. So determined was their denial that the 

inspector was staggered, and had almost come to believe that Mrs. St. Clair had been deluded 

when, with a cry, she sprang at a small deal box which lay upon the table and tore the lid from it. 

Out there fell a cascade of children’s bricks. It was the toy which he had promised to bring home. 

“This discovery, and the evident confusion which the cripple showed, made the inspector 

realise that the matter was serious. The rooms were carefully examined, and results all pointed to 

an abominable crime. The front room was plainly furnished as a sitting-room and led into a small 

bedroom, which looked out upon the back of one of the wharves. Between the wharf and the 

bedroom window is a narrow strip, which is dry at low tide but is covered at high tide with at 

least four and a half feet of water. The bedroom window was a broad one and opened from 

below. On examination traces of blood were to be seen upon the windowsill, and several 

scattered drops were visible upon the wooden floor of the bedroom. Thrust away behind a curtain 

in the front room were all the clothes of Mr. Neville St. Clair, with the exception of his coat. His 

boots, his socks, his hat, and his watch—all were there. There were no signs of violence upon 

any of these garments, and there were no other traces of Mr. Neville St. Clair. Out of the window 

he must apparently have gone for no other exit could be discovered, and the ominous bloodstains 

upon the sill gave little promise that he could save himself by swimming, for the tide was at its 

very highest at the moment of the tragedy. 

“And now as to the villains who seemed to be immediately implicated in the matter. The 

Lascar was known to be a man of the vilest antecedents, but as, by Mrs. St. Clair’s story, he was 

known to have been at the foot of the stair within a very few seconds of her husband’s 

appearance at the window, he could hardly have been more than an accessory to the crime. His 

defence was one of absolute ignorance, and he protested that he had no knowledge as to the 

doings of Hugh Boone, his lodger, and that he could not account in any way for the presence of 

the missing gentleman’s clothes. 

“So much for the Lascar manager. Now for the sinister cripple who lives upon the second 

floor of the opium den, and who was certainly the last human being whose eyes rested upon 

Neville St. Clair. His name is Hugh Boone, and his hideous face is one which is familiar to every 

man who goes much to the City. He is a professional beggar, though in order to avoid the police 

regulations he pretends to a small trade in wax vestas. Some little distance down Threadneedle 

Street, upon the left-hand side, there is, as you may have remarked, a small angle in the wall. 

Here it is that this creature takes his daily seat, cross-legged with his tiny stock of matches on his 

lap, and as he is a piteous spectacle a small rain of charity descends into the greasy leather cap 

which lies upon the pavement beside him. I have watched the fellow more than once before ever 

I thought of making his professional acquaintance, and I have been surprised at the harvest which 

he has reaped in a short time. His appearance, you see, is so remarkable that no one can pass him 

without observing him. A shock of orange hair, a pale face disfigured by a horrible scar, which, 

by its contraction, has turned up the outer edge of his upper lip, a bulldog chin, and a pair of very 

penetrating dark eyes, which present a singular contrast to the colour of his hair, all mark him out 

from amid the common crowd of mendicants and so, too, does his wit, for he is ever ready with a 

reply to any piece of chaff which may be thrown at him by the passers-by. This is the man whom 

we now learn to have been the lodger at the opium den, and to have been the last man to see the 

gentleman of whom we are in quest.” 

“But a cripple!” said I. “What could he have done single-handed against a man in the prime of 

life?” 



“He is a cripple in the sense that he walks with a limp; but in other respects he appears to be a 

powerful and well-nurtured man. Surely your medical experience would tell you, Watson, that 

weakness in one limb is often compensated for by exceptional strength in the others.” 

“Pray continue your narrative.” 

“Mrs. St. Clair had fainted at the sight of the blood upon the window, and she was escorted 

home in a cab by the police, as her presence could be of no help to them in their investigations. 

Inspector Barton, who had charge of the case, made a very careful examination of the premises, 

but without finding anything which threw any light upon the matter. One mistake had been made 

in not arresting Boone instantly, as he was allowed some few minutes during which he might 

have communicated with his friend the Lascar, but this fault was soon remedied, and he was 

seized and searched, without anything being found which could incriminate him. There were, it 

is true, some blood-stains upon his right shirt-sleeve, but he pointed to his ring-finger, which had 

been cut near the nail, and explained that the bleeding came from there, adding that he had been 

to the window not long before, and that the stains which had been observed there came doubtless 

from the same source. He denied strenuously having ever seen Mr. Neville St. Clair and swore 

that the presence of the clothes in his room was as much a mystery to him as to the police. As to 

Mrs. St. Clair’s assertion that she had actually seen her husband at the window, he declared that 

she must have been either mad or dreaming. He was removed, loudly protesting, to the police-

station, while the inspector remained upon the premises in the hope that the ebbing tide might 

afford some fresh clue. 

“And it did, though they hardly found upon the mud-bank what they had feared to find. It was 

Neville St. Clair’s coat, and not Neville St. Clair, which lay uncovered as the tide receded. And 

what do you think they found in the pockets?” 

“I cannot imagine.” 

“No, I don’t think you would guess. Every pocket stuffed with pennies and half-pennies—421 

pennies and 270 half-pennies. It was no wonder that it had not been swept away by the tide. But 

a human body is a different matter. There is a fierce eddy between the wharf and the house. It 

seemed likely enough that the weighted coat had remained when the stripped body had been 

sucked away into the river.” 

“But I understand that all the other clothes were found in the room. Would the body be dressed 

in a coat alone?” 

“No, sir, but the facts might be met speciously enough. Suppose that this man Boone had 

thrust Neville St. Clair through the window, there is no human eye which could have seen the 

deed. What would he do then? It would of course instantly strike him that he must get rid of the 

tell-tale garments. He would seize the coat, then, and be in the act of throwing it out, when it 

would occur to him that it would swim and not sink. He has little time, for he has heard the 

scuffle downstairs when the wife tried to force her way up, and perhaps he has already heard 

from his Lascar confederate that the police are hurrying up the street. There is not an instant to 

be lost. He rushes to some secret hoard, where he has accumulated the fruits of his beggary, and 

he stuffs all the coins upon which he can lay his hands into the pockets to make sure of the coat’s 

sinking. He throws it out, and would have done the same with the other garments had not he 

heard the rush of steps below, and only just had time to close the window when the police 

appeared.” 

“It certainly sounds feasible.” 



“Well, we will take it as a working hypothesis for want of a better. Boone, as I have told you, 

was arrested and taken to the station, but it could not be shown that there had ever before been 

anything against him. He had for years been known as a professional beggar, but his life 

appeared to have been a very quiet and innocent one. There the matter stands at present, and the 

questions which have to be solved—what Neville St. Clair was doing in the opium den, what 

happened to him when there, where is he now, and what Hugh Boone had to do with his 

disappearance—are all as far from a solution as ever. I confess that I cannot recall any case 

within my experience which looked at the first glance so simple and yet which presented such 

difficulties.” 

While Sherlock Holmes had been detailing this singular series of events, we had been whirling 

through the outskirts of the great town until the last straggling houses had been left behind, and 

we rattled along with a country hedge upon either side of us. Just as he finished, however, we 

drove through two scattered villages, where a few lights still glimmered in the windows. 

“We are on the outskirts of Lee,” said my companion. “We have touched on three English 

counties in our short drive, starting in Middlesex, passing over an angle of Surrey, and ending in 

Kent. See that light among the trees? That is The Cedars, and beside that lamp sits a woman 

whose anxious ears have already, I have little doubt, caught the clink of our horse’s feet.” 

“But why are you not conducting the case from Baker Street?” I asked. 

“Because there are many inquiries which must be made out here. Mrs. St. Clair has most 

kindly put two rooms at my disposal, and you may rest assured that she will have nothing but a 

welcome for my friend and colleague. I hate to meet her, Watson, when I have no news of her 

husband. Here we are. Whoa, there, whoa!” 

We had pulled up in front of a large villa which stood within its own grounds. A stable-boy 

had run out to the horse’s head, and springing down, I followed Holmes up the small, winding 

gravel-drive which led to the house. As we approached, the door flew open, and a little blonde 

woman stood in the opening, clad in some sort of light mousseline de soie, with a touch of fluffy 

pink chiffon at her neck and wrists. She stood with her figure outlined against the flood of light, 

one hand upon the door, one half-raised in her eagerness, her body slightly bent, her head and 

face protruded, with eager eyes and parted lips, a standing question. 

“Well?” she cried, “well?” And then, seeing that there were two of us, she gave a cry of hope 

which sank into a groan as she saw that my companion shook his head and shrugged his 

shoulders. 

“No good news?” 

“None.” 

“No bad?” 

“No.” 

“Thank God for that. But come in. You must be weary, for you have had a long day.” 

“This is my friend, Dr. Watson. He has been of most vital use to me in several of my cases, 

and a lucky chance has made it possible for me to bring him out and associate him with this 

investigation.” 

“I am delighted to see you,” said she, pressing my hand warmly. “You will, I am sure, forgive 

anything that may be wanting in our arrangements, when you consider the blow which has come 

so suddenly upon us.” 



“My dear madam,” said I, “I am an old campaigner, and if I were not I can very well see that 

no apology is needed. If I can be of any assistance, either to you or to my friend here, I shall be 

indeed happy.” 

“Now, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” said the lady as we entered a well-lit dining-room, upon the 

table of which a cold supper had been laid out, “I should very much like to ask you one or two 

plain questions, to which I beg that you will give a plain answer.” 

“Certainly, madam.” 

“Do not trouble about my feelings. I am not hysterical, nor given to fainting. I simply wish to 

hear your real, real opinion.” 

“Upon what point?” 

“In your heart of hearts, do you think that Neville is alive?” 

Sherlock Holmes seemed to be embarrassed by the question. “Frankly, now!” she repeated, 

standing upon the rug and looking keenly down at him as he leaned back in a basket-chair. 

“Frankly, then, madam, I do not.” 

“You think that he is dead?” 

“I do.” 

“Murdered?” 

“I don’t say that. Perhaps.” 

“And on what day did he meet his death?” 

“On Monday.” 

“Then perhaps, Mr. Holmes, you will be good enough to explain how it is that I have received 

a letter from him to-day.” 

Sherlock Holmes sprang out of his chair as if he had been galvanised. 

“What!” he roared. 

“Yes, to-day.” She stood smiling, holding up a little slip of paper in the air. 

“May I see it?” 

“Certainly.” 

He snatched it from her in his eagerness, and smoothing it out upon the table he drew over the 

lamp and examined it intently. I had left my chair and was gazing at it over his shoulder. The 

envelope was a very coarse one and was stamped with the Gravesend postmark and with the date 

of that very day, or rather of the day before, for it was considerably after midnight. 

“Coarse writing,” murmured Holmes. “Surely this is not your husband’s writing, madam.” 

“No, but the enclosure is.” 

“I perceive also that whoever addressed the envelope had to go and inquire as to the address.” 

“How can you tell that?” 

“The name, you see, is in perfectly black ink, which has dried itself. The rest is of the greyish 

colour, which shows that blotting-paper has been used. If it had been written straight off, and 

then blotted, none would be of a deep black shade. This man has written the name, and there has 

then been a pause before he wrote the address, which can only mean that he was not familiar 

with it. It is, of course, a trifle, but there is nothing so important as trifles. Let us now see the 

letter. Ha! there has been an enclosure here!” 



“Yes, there was a ring. His signet-ring.” 

“And you are sure that this is your husband’s hand?” 

“One of his hands.” 

“One?” 

“His hand when he wrote hurriedly. It is very unlike his usual writing, and yet I know it well.” 

“‘Dearest do not be frightened. All will come well. There is a huge error which it may take 

some little time to rectify. Wait in patience.—NEVILLE.’ Written in pencil upon the fly-leaf of a 

book, octavo size, no water-mark. Hum! Posted to-day in Gravesend by a man with a dirty 

thumb. Ha! And the flap has been gummed, if I am not very much in error, by a person who had 

been chewing tobacco. And you have no doubt that it is your husband’s hand, madam?” 

“None. Neville wrote those words.” 

“And they were posted to-day at Gravesend. Well, Mrs. St. Clair, the clouds lighten, though I 

should not venture to say that the danger is over.” 

“But he must be alive, Mr. Holmes.” 

“Unless this is a clever forgery to put us on the wrong scent. The ring, after all, proves 

nothing. It may have been taken from him.” 

“No, no; it is, it is his very own writing!” 

“Very well. It may, however, have been written on Monday and only posted to-day.” 

“That is possible.” 

“If so, much may have happened between.” 

“Oh, you must not discourage me, Mr. Holmes. I know that all is well with him. There is so 

keen a sympathy between us that I should know if evil came upon him. On the very day that I 

saw him last he cut himself in the bedroom, and yet I in the dining-room rushed upstairs instantly 

with the utmost certainty that something had happened. Do you think that I would respond to 

such a trifle and yet be ignorant of his death?” 

“I have seen too much not to know that the impression of a woman may be more valuable than 

the conclusion of an analytical reasoner. And in this letter you certainly have a very strong piece 

of evidence to corroborate your view. But if your husband is alive and able to write letters, why 

should he remain away from you?” 

“I cannot imagine. It is unthinkable.” 

“And on Monday he made no remarks before leaving you?” 

“No.” 

“And you were surprised to see him in Swandam Lane?” 

“Very much so.” 

“Was the window open?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then he might have called to you?” 

“He might.” 

“He only, as I understand, gave an inarticulate cry?” 

“Yes.” 

“A call for help, you thought?” 



“Yes. He waved his hands.” 

“But it might have been a cry of surprise. Astonishment at the unexpected sight of you might 

cause him to throw up his hands?” 

“It is possible.” 

“And you thought he was pulled back?” 

“He disappeared so suddenly.” 

“He might have leaped back. You did not see anyone else in the room?” 

“No, but this horrible man confessed to having been there, and the Lascar was at the foot of 

the stairs.” 

“Quite so. Your husband, as far as you could see, had his ordinary clothes on?” 

“But without his collar or tie. I distinctly saw his bare throat.” 

“Had he ever spoken of Swandam Lane?” 

“Never.” 

“Had he ever showed any signs of having taken opium?” 

“Never.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. St. Clair. Those are the principal points about which I wished to be 

absolutely clear. We shall now have a little supper and then retire, for we may have a very busy 

day to-morrow.” 

A large and comfortable double-bedded room had been placed at our disposal, and I was 

quickly between the sheets, for I was weary after my night of adventure. Sherlock Holmes was a 

man, however, who, when he had an unsolved problem upon his mind, would go for days, and 

even for a week, without rest, turning it over, rearranging his facts, looking at it from every point 

of view until he had either fathomed it or convinced himself that his data were insufficient. It 

was soon evident to me that he was now preparing for an all-night sitting. He took off his coat 

and waistcoat, put on a large blue dressing-gown, and then wandered about the room collecting 

pillows from his bed and cushions from the sofa and armchairs. With these he constructed a sort 

of Eastern divan, upon which he perched himself cross-legged, with an ounce of shag tobacco 

and a box of matches laid out in front of him. In the dim light of the lamp I saw him sitting there, 

an old briar pipe between his lips, his eyes fixed vacantly upon the corner of the ceiling, the blue 

smoke curling up from him, silent, motionless, with the light shining upon his strong-set aquiline 

features. So he sat as I dropped off to sleep, and so he sat when a sudden ejaculation caused me 

to wake up, and I found the summer sun shining into the apartment. The pipe was still between 

his lips, the smoke still curled upward, and the room was full of a dense tobacco haze, but 

nothing remained of the heap of shag which I had seen upon the previous night. 

“Awake, Watson?” he asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Game for a morning drive?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Then dress. No one is stirring yet, but I know where the stable-boy sleeps, and we shall soon 

have the trap out.” He chuckled to himself as he spoke, his eyes twinkled, and he seemed a 

different man to the sombre thinker of the previous night. 



As I dressed I glanced at my watch. It was no wonder that no one was stirring. It was twenty-

five minutes past four. I had hardly finished when Holmes returned with the news that the boy 

was putting in the horse. 

“I want to test a little theory of mine,” said he, pulling on his boots. “I think, Watson, that you 

are now standing in the presence of one of the most absolute fools in Europe. I deserve to be 

kicked from here to Charing Cross. But I think I have the key of the affair now.” 

“And where is it?” I asked, smiling. 

“In the bathroom,” he answered. “Oh, yes, I am not joking,” he continued, seeing my look of 

incredulity. “I have just been there, and I have taken it out, and I have got it in this Gladstone 

bag. Come on, my boy, and we shall see whether it will not fit the lock.” 

We made our way downstairs as quietly as possible, and out into the bright morning sunshine. 

In the road stood our horse and trap, with the half-clad stable-boy waiting at the head. We both 

sprang in, and away we dashed down the London Road. A few country carts were stirring, 

bearing in vegetables to the metropolis, but the lines of villas on either side were as silent and 

lifeless as some city in a dream. 

“It has been in some points a singular case,” said Holmes, flicking the horse on into a gallop. 

“I confess that I have been as blind as a mole, but it is better to learn wisdom late than never to 

learn it at all.” 

In town the earliest risers were just beginning to look sleepily from their windows as we drove 

through the streets of the Surrey side. Passing down the Waterloo Bridge Road we crossed over 

the river, and dashing up Wellington Street wheeled sharply to the right and found ourselves in 

Bow Street. Sherlock Holmes was well known to the force, and the two constables at the door 

saluted him. One of them held the horse’s head while the other led us in. 

“Who is on duty?” asked Holmes. 

“Inspector Bradstreet, sir.” 

“Ah, Bradstreet, how are you?” A tall, stout official had come down the stone-flagged 

passage, in a peaked cap and frogged jacket. “I wish to have a quiet word with you, Bradstreet.” 

“Certainly, Mr. Holmes. Step into my room here.” 

It was a small, office-like room, with a huge ledger upon the table, and a telephone projecting 

from the wall. The inspector sat down at his desk. 

“What can I do for you, Mr. Holmes?” 

“I called about that beggarman, Boone—the one who was charged with being concerned in the 

disappearance of Mr. Neville St. Clair, of Lee.” 

“Yes. He was brought up and remanded for further inquiries.” 

“So I heard. You have him here?” 

“In the cells.” 

“Is he quiet?” 

“Oh, he gives no trouble. But he is a dirty scoundrel.” 

“Dirty?” 

“Yes, it is all we can do to make him wash his hands, and his face is as black as a tinker’s. 

Well, when once his case has been settled, he will have a regular prison bath; and I think, if you 

saw him, you would agree with me that he needed it.” 



“I should like to see him very much.” 

“Would you? That is easily done. Come this way. You can leave your bag.” 

“No, I think that I’ll take it.” 

“Very good. Come this way, if you please.” He led us down a passage, opened a barred door, 

passed down a winding stair, and brought us to a whitewashed corridor with a line of doors on 

each side. 

“The third on the right is his,” said the inspector. “Here it is!” He quietly shot back a panel in 

the upper part of the door and glanced through. 

“He is asleep,” said he. “You can see him very well.” 

We both put our eyes to the grating. The prisoner lay with his face towards us, in a very deep 

sleep, breathing slowly and heavily. He was a middle-sized man, coarsely clad as became his 

calling, with a coloured shirt protruding through the rent in his tattered coat. He was, as the 

inspector had said, extremely dirty, but the grime which covered his face could not conceal its 

repulsive ugliness. A broad wheal from an old scar ran right across it from eye to chin, and by its 

contraction had turned up one side of the upper lip, so that three teeth were exposed in a 

perpetual snarl. A shock of very bright red hair grew low over his eyes and forehead. 

“He’s a beauty, isn’t he?” said the inspector. 

“He certainly needs a wash,” remarked Holmes. “I had an idea that he might, and I took the 

liberty of bringing the tools with me.” He opened the Gladstone bag as he spoke, and took out, to 

my astonishment, a very large bath-sponge. 

“He! he! You are a funny one,” chuckled the inspector. 

“Now, if you will have the great goodness to open that door very quietly, we will soon make 

him cut a much more respectable figure.” 

“Well, I don’t know why not,” said the inspector. “He doesn’t look a credit to the Bow Street 

cells, does he?” He slipped his key into the lock, and we all very quietly entered the cell. The 

sleeper half turned, and then settled down once more into a deep slumber. Holmes stooped to the 

water-jug, moistened his sponge, and then rubbed it twice vigorously across and down the 

prisoner’s face. 

“Let me introduce you,” he shouted, “to Mr. Neville St. Clair, of Lee, in the county of Kent.” 

Never in my life have I seen such a sight. The man’s face peeled off under the sponge like the 

bark from a tree. Gone was the coarse brown tint! Gone, too, was the horrid scar which had 

seamed it across, and the twisted lip which had given the repulsive sneer to the face! A twitch 

brought away the tangled red hair, and there, sitting up in his bed, was a pale, sad-faced, refined-

looking man, black-haired and smooth-skinned, rubbing his eyes and staring about him with 

sleepy bewilderment. Then suddenly realising the exposure, he broke into a scream and threw 

himself down with his face to the pillow. 

“Great heavens!” cried the inspector, “it is, indeed, the missing man. I know him from the 

photograph.” 

The prisoner turned with the reckless air of a man who abandons himself to his destiny. “Be it 

so,” said he. “And pray what am I charged with?” 

“With making away with Mr. Neville St.— Oh, come, you can’t be charged with that unless 

they make a case of attempted suicide of it,” said the inspector with a grin. “Well, I have been 

twenty-seven years in the force, but this really takes the cake.” 



“If I am Mr. Neville St. Clair, then it is obvious that no crime has been committed, and that, 

therefore, I am illegally detained.” 

“No crime, but a very great error has been committed,” said Holmes. “You would have done 

better to have trusted your wife.” 

“It was not the wife; it was the children,” groaned the prisoner. “God help me, I would not 

have them ashamed of their father. My God! What an exposure! What can I do?” 

Sherlock Holmes sat down beside him on the couch and patted him kindly on the shoulder. 

“If you leave it to a court of law to clear the matter up,” said he, “of course you can hardly 

avoid publicity. On the other hand, if you convince the police authorities that there is no possible 

case against you, I do not know that there is any reason that the details should find their way into 

the papers. Inspector Bradstreet would, I am sure, make notes upon anything which you might 

tell us and submit it to the proper authorities. The case would then never go into court at all.” 

“God bless you!” cried the prisoner passionately. “I would have endured imprisonment, ay, 

even execution, rather than have left my miserable secret as a family blot to my children. 

“You are the first who have ever heard my story. My father was a schoolmaster in 

Chesterfield, where I received an excellent education. I travelled in my youth, took to the stage, 

and finally became a reporter on an evening paper in London. One day my editor wished to have 

a series of articles upon begging in the metropolis, and I volunteered to supply them. There was 

the point from which all my adventures started. It was only by trying begging as an amateur that 

I could get the facts upon which to base my articles. When an actor I had, of course, learned all 

the secrets of making up, and had been famous in the green-room for my skill. I took advantage 

now of my attainments. I painted my face, and to make myself as pitiable as possible I made a 

good scar and fixed one side of my lip in a twist by the aid of a small slip of flesh-coloured 

plaster. Then with a red head of hair, and an appropriate dress, I took my station in the business 

part of the city, ostensibly as a match-seller but really as a beggar. For seven hours I plied my 

trade, and when I returned home in the evening I found to my surprise that I had received no less 

than 26s. 4d. 

“I wrote my articles and thought little more of the matter until, some time later, I backed a bill 

for a friend and had a writ served upon me for £ 25. I was at my wit’s end where to get the 

money, but a sudden idea came to me. I begged a fortnight’s grace from the creditor, asked for a 

holiday from my employers, and spent the time in begging in the City under my disguise. In ten 

days I had the money and had paid the debt. 

“Well, you can imagine how hard it was to settle down to arduous work at £ 2 a week when I 

knew that I could earn as much in a day by smearing my face with a little paint, laying my cap on 

the ground, and sitting still. It was a long fight between my pride and the money, but the dollars 

won at last, and I threw up reporting and sat day after day in the corner which I had first chosen, 

inspiring pity by my ghastly face and filling my pockets with coppers. Only one man knew my 

secret. He was the keeper of a low den in which I used to lodge in Swandam Lane, where I could 

every morning emerge as a squalid beggar and in the evenings transform myself into a well-

dressed man about town. This fellow, a Lascar, was well paid by me for his rooms, so that I 

knew that my secret was safe in his possession. 

“Well, very soon I found that I was saving considerable sums of money. I do not mean that 

any beggar in the streets of London could earn £ 700 a year—which is less than my average 

takings—but I had exceptional advantages in my power of making up, and also in a facility of 

repartee, which improved by practice and made me quite a recognised character in the City. All 



day a stream of pennies, varied by silver, poured in upon me, and it was a very bad day in which 

I failed to take £ 2. 

“As I grew richer I grew more ambitious, took a house in the country, and eventually married, 

without anyone having a suspicion as to my real occupation. My dear wife knew that I had 

business in the City. She little knew what. 

“Last Monday I had finished for the day and was dressing in my room above the opium den 

when I looked out of my window and saw, to my horror and astonishment, that my wife was 

standing in the street, with her eyes fixed full upon me. I gave a cry of surprise, threw up my 

arms to cover my face, and, rushing to my confidant, the Lascar, entreated him to prevent anyone 

from coming up to me. I heard her voice downstairs, but I knew that she could not ascend. 

Swiftly I threw off my clothes, pulled on those of a beggar, and put on my pigments and wig. 

Even a wife’s eyes could not pierce so complete a disguise. But then it occurred to me that there 

might be a search in the room, and that the clothes might betray me. I threw open the window, 

reopening by my violence a small cut which I had inflicted upon myself in the bedroom that 

morning. Then I seized my coat, which was weighted by the coppers which I had just transferred 

to it from the leather bag in which I carried my takings. I hurled it out of the window, and it 

disappeared into the Thames. The other clothes would have followed, but at that moment there 

was a rush of constables up the stair, and a few minutes after I found, rather, I confess, to my 

relief, that instead of being identified as Mr. Neville St. Clair, I was arrested as his murderer. 

“I do not know that there is anything else for me to explain. I was determined to preserve my 

disguise as long as possible, and hence my preference for a dirty face. Knowing that my wife 

would be terribly anxious, I slipped off my ring and confided it to the Lascar at a moment when 

no constable was watching me, together with a hurried scrawl, telling her that she had no cause 

to fear.” 

“That note only reached her yesterday,” said Holmes. 

“Good God! What a week she must have spent!” 

“The police have watched this Lascar,” said Inspector Bradstreet, “and I can quite understand 

that he might find it difficult to post a letter unobserved. Probably he handed it to some sailor 

customer of his, who forgot all about it for some days.” 

“That was it,” said Holmes, nodding approvingly; “I have no doubt of it. But have you never 

been prosecuted for begging?” 

“Many times; but what was a fine to me?” 

“It must stop here, however,” said Bradstreet. “If the police are to hush this thing up, there 

must be no more of Hugh Boone.” 

“I have sworn it by the most solemn oaths which a man can take.” 

“In that case I think that it is probable that no further steps may be taken. But if you are found 

again, then all must come out. I am sure, Mr. Holmes, that we are very much indebted to you for 

having cleared the matter up. I wish I knew how you reach your results.” 

“I reached this one,” said my friend, “by sitting upon five pillows and consuming an ounce of 

shag. I think, Watson, that if we drive to Baker Street we shall just be in time for breakfast.” 

  



VII. THE ADVENTURE OF THE BLUE CARBUNCLE 

I had called upon my friend Sherlock Holmes upon the second morning after Christmas, with 

the intention of wishing him the compliments of the season. He was lounging upon the sofa in a 

purple dressing-gown, a pipe-rack within his reach upon the right, and a pile of crumpled 

morning papers, evidently newly studied, near at hand. Beside the couch was a wooden chair, 

and on the angle of the back hung a very seedy and disreputable hard-felt hat, much the worse 

for wear, and cracked in several places. A lens and a forceps lying upon the seat of the chair 

suggested that the hat had been suspended in this manner for the purpose of examination. 

“You are engaged,” said I; “perhaps I interrupt you.” 

“Not at all. I am glad to have a friend with whom I can discuss my results. The matter is a 

perfectly trivial one”—he jerked his thumb in the direction of the old hat—“but there are points 

in connection with it which are not entirely devoid of interest and even of instruction.” 

I seated myself in his armchair and warmed my hands before his crackling fire, for a sharp 

frost had set in, and the windows were thick with the ice crystals. “I suppose,” I remarked, “that, 

homely as it looks, this thing has some deadly story linked on to it—that it is the clue which will 

guide you in the solution of some mystery and the punishment of some crime.” 

“No, no. No crime,” said Sherlock Holmes, laughing. “Only one of those whimsical little 

incidents which will happen when you have four million human beings all jostling each other 

within the space of a few square miles. Amid the action and reaction of so dense a swarm of 

humanity, every possible combination of events may be expected to take place, and many a little 

problem will be presented which may be striking and bizarre without being criminal. We have 

already had experience of such.” 

“So much so,” I remarked, “that of the last six cases which I have added to my notes, three 

have been entirely free of any legal crime.” 

“Precisely. You allude to my attempt to recover the Irene Adler papers, to the singular case of 

Miss Mary Sutherland, and to the adventure of the man with the twisted lip. Well, I have no 

doubt that this small matter will fall into the same innocent category. You know Peterson, the 

commissionaire?” 

“Yes.” 

“It is to him that this trophy belongs.” 

“It is his hat.” 

“No, no, he found it. Its owner is unknown. I beg that you will look upon it not as a battered 

billycock but as an intellectual problem. And, first, as to how it came here. It arrived upon 

Christmas morning, in company with a good fat goose, which is, I have no doubt, roasting at this 

moment in front of Peterson’s fire. The facts are these: about four o’clock on Christmas morning, 

Peterson, who, as you know, is a very honest fellow, was returning from some small jollification 

and was making his way homeward down Tottenham Court Road. In front of him he saw, in the 

gaslight, a tallish man, walking with a slight stagger, and carrying a white goose slung over his 

shoulder. As he reached the corner of Goodge Street, a row broke out between this stranger and a 

little knot of roughs. One of the latter knocked off the man’s hat, on which he raised his stick to 

defend himself and, swinging it over his head, smashed the shop window behind him. Peterson 

had rushed forward to protect the stranger from his assailants; but the man, shocked at having 

broken the window, and seeing an official-looking person in uniform rushing towards him, 



dropped his goose, took to his heels, and vanished amid the labyrinth of small streets which lie at 

the back of Tottenham Court Road. The roughs had also fled at the appearance of Peterson, so 

that he was left in possession of the field of battle, and also of the spoils of victory in the shape 

of this battered hat and a most unimpeachable Christmas goose.” 

“Which surely he restored to their owner?” 

“My dear fellow, there lies the problem. It is true that ‘For Mrs. Henry Baker’ was printed 

upon a small card which was tied to the bird’s left leg, and it is also true that the initials ‘H. B.’ 

are legible upon the lining of this hat, but as there are some thousands of Bakers, and some 

hundreds of Henry Bakers in this city of ours, it is not easy to restore lost property to any one of 

them.” 

“What, then, did Peterson do?” 

“He brought round both hat and goose to me on Christmas morning, knowing that even the 

smallest problems are of interest to me. The goose we retained until this morning, when there 

were signs that, in spite of the slight frost, it would be well that it should be eaten without 

unnecessary delay. Its finder has carried it off, therefore, to fulfil the ultimate destiny of a goose, 

while I continue to retain the hat of the unknown gentleman who lost his Christmas dinner.” 

“Did he not advertise?” 

“No.” 

“Then, what clue could you have as to his identity?” 

“Only as much as we can deduce.” 

“From his hat?” 

“Precisely.” 

“But you are joking. What can you gather from this old battered felt?” 

“Here is my lens. You know my methods. What can you gather yourself as to the individuality 

of the man who has worn this article?” 

I took the tattered object in my hands and turned it over rather ruefully. It was a very ordinary 

black hat of the usual round shape, hard and much the worse for wear. The lining had been of red 

silk, but was a good deal discoloured. There was no maker’s name; but, as Holmes had 

remarked, the initials “H. B.” were scrawled upon one side. It was pierced in the brim for a hat-

securer, but the elastic was missing. For the rest, it was cracked, exceedingly dusty, and spotted 

in several places, although there seemed to have been some attempt to hide the discoloured 

patches by smearing them with ink. 

“I can see nothing,” said I, handing it back to my friend. 

“On the contrary, Watson, you can see everything. You fail, however, to reason from what you 

see. You are too timid in drawing your inferences.” 

“Then, pray tell me what it is that you can infer from this hat?” 

He picked it up and gazed at it in the peculiar introspective fashion which was characteristic of 

him. “It is perhaps less suggestive than it might have been,” he remarked, “and yet there are a 

few inferences which are very distinct, and a few others which represent at least a strong balance 

of probability. That the man was highly intellectual is of course obvious upon the face of it, and 

also that he was fairly well-to-do within the last three years, although he has now fallen upon evil 

days. He had foresight, but has less now than formerly, pointing to a moral retrogression, which, 

when taken with the decline of his fortunes, seems to indicate some evil influence, probably 



drink, at work upon him. This may account also for the obvious fact that his wife has ceased to 

love him.” 

“My dear Holmes!” 

“He has, however, retained some degree of self-respect,” he continued, disregarding my 

remonstrance. “He is a man who leads a sedentary life, goes out little, is out of training entirely, 

is middle-aged, has grizzled hair which he has had cut within the last few days, and which he 

anoints with lime-cream. These are the more patent facts which are to be deduced from his hat. 

Also, by the way, that it is extremely improbable that he has gas laid on in his house.” 

“You are certainly joking, Holmes.” 

“Not in the least. Is it possible that even now, when I give you these results, you are unable to 

see how they are attained?” 

“I have no doubt that I am very stupid, but I must confess that I am unable to follow you. For 

example, how did you deduce that this man was intellectual?” 

For answer Holmes clapped the hat upon his head. It came right over the forehead and settled 

upon the bridge of his nose. “It is a question of cubic capacity,” said he; “a man with so large a 

brain must have something in it.” 

“The decline of his fortunes, then?” 

“This hat is three years old. These flat brims curled at the edge came in then. It is a hat of the 

very best quality. Look at the band of ribbed silk and the excellent lining. If this man could 

afford to buy so expensive a hat three years ago, and has had no hat since, then he has assuredly 

gone down in the world.” 

“Well, that is clear enough, certainly. But how about the foresight and the moral 

retrogression?” 

Sherlock Holmes laughed. “Here is the foresight,” said he putting his finger upon the little disc 

and loop of the hat-securer. “They are never sold upon hats. If this man ordered one, it is a sign 

of a certain amount of foresight, since he went out of his way to take this precaution against the 

wind. But since we see that he has broken the elastic and has not troubled to replace it, it is 

obvious that he has less foresight now than formerly, which is a distinct proof of a weakening 

nature. On the other hand, he has endeavoured to conceal some of these stains upon the felt by 

daubing them with ink, which is a sign that he has not entirely lost his self-respect.” 

“Your reasoning is certainly plausible.” 

“The further points, that he is middle-aged, that his hair is grizzled, that it has been recently 

cut, and that he uses lime-cream, are all to be gathered from a close examination of the lower 

part of the lining. The lens discloses a large number of hair-ends, clean cut by the scissors of the 

barber. They all appear to be adhesive, and there is a distinct odour of lime-cream. This dust, you 

will observe, is not the gritty, grey dust of the street but the fluffy brown dust of the house, 

showing that it has been hung up indoors most of the time, while the marks of moisture upon the 

inside are proof positive that the wearer perspired very freely, and could therefore, hardly be in 

the best of training.” 

“But his wife—you said that she had ceased to love him.” 

“This hat has not been brushed for weeks. When I see you, my dear Watson, with a week’s 

accumulation of dust upon your hat, and when your wife allows you to go out in such a state, I 

shall fear that you also have been unfortunate enough to lose your wife’s affection.” 



“But he might be a bachelor.” 

“Nay, he was bringing home the goose as a peace-offering to his wife. Remember the card 

upon the bird’s leg.” 

“You have an answer to everything. But how on earth do you deduce that the gas is not laid on 

in his house?” 

“One tallow stain, or even two, might come by chance; but when I see no less than five, I think 

that there can be little doubt that the individual must be brought into frequent contact with 

burning tallow—walks upstairs at night probably with his hat in one hand and a guttering candle 

in the other. Anyhow, he never got tallow-stains from a gas-jet. Are you satisfied?” 

“Well, it is very ingenious,” said I, laughing; “but since, as you said just now, there has been 

no crime committed, and no harm done save the loss of a goose, all this seems to be rather a 

waste of energy.” 

Sherlock Holmes had opened his mouth to reply, when the door flew open, and Peterson, the 

commissionaire, rushed into the apartment with flushed cheeks and the face of a man who is 

dazed with astonishment. 

“The goose, Mr. Holmes! The goose, sir!” he gasped. 

“Eh? What of it, then? Has it returned to life and flapped off through the kitchen window?” 

Holmes twisted himself round upon the sofa to get a fairer view of the man’s excited face. 

“See here, sir! See what my wife found in its crop!” He held out his hand and displayed upon 

the centre of the palm a brilliantly scintillating blue stone, rather smaller than a bean in size, but 

of such purity and radiance that it twinkled like an electric point in the dark hollow of his hand. 

Sherlock Holmes sat up with a whistle. “By Jove, Peterson!” said he, “this is treasure trove 

indeed. I suppose you know what you have got?” 

“A diamond, sir? A precious stone. It cuts into glass as though it were putty.” 

“It’s more than a precious stone. It is the precious stone.” 

“Not the Countess of Morcar’s blue carbuncle!” I ejaculated. 

“Precisely so. I ought to know its size and shape, seeing that I have read the advertisement 

about it in The Times every day lately. It is absolutely unique, and its value can only be 

conjectured, but the reward offered of £ 1000 is certainly not within a twentieth part of the 

market price.” 

“A thousand pounds! Great Lord of mercy!” The commissionaire plumped down into a chair 

and stared from one to the other of us. 

“That is the reward, and I have reason to know that there are sentimental considerations in the 

background which would induce the Countess to part with half her fortune if she could but 

recover the gem.” 

“It was lost, if I remember aright, at the Hotel Cosmopolitan,” I remarked. 

“Precisely so, on December 22nd, just five days ago. John Horner, a plumber, was accused of 

having abstracted it from the lady’s jewel-case. The evidence against him was so strong that the 

case has been referred to the Assizes. I have some account of the matter here, I believe.” He 

rummaged amid his newspapers, glancing over the dates, until at last he smoothed one out, 

doubled it over, and read the following paragraph: 

“Hotel Cosmopolitan Jewel Robbery. John Horner, 26, plumber, was brought up upon the 

charge of having upon the 22nd inst., abstracted from the jewel-case of the Countess of Morcar 



the valuable gem known as the blue carbuncle. James Ryder, upper-attendant at the hotel, gave 

his evidence to the effect that he had shown Horner up to the dressing-room of the Countess of 

Morcar upon the day of the robbery in order that he might solder the second bar of the grate, 

which was loose. He had remained with Horner some little time, but had finally been called 

away. On returning, he found that Horner had disappeared, that the bureau had been forced open, 

and that the small morocco casket in which, as it afterwards transpired, the Countess was 

accustomed to keep her jewel, was lying empty upon the dressing-table. Ryder instantly gave the 

alarm, and Horner was arrested the same evening; but the stone could not be found either upon 

his person or in his rooms. Catherine Cusack, maid to the Countess, deposed to having heard 

Ryder’s cry of dismay on discovering the robbery, and to having rushed into the room, where she 

found matters as described by the last witness. Inspector Bradstreet, B division, gave evidence as 

to the arrest of Horner, who struggled frantically, and protested his innocence in the strongest 

terms. Evidence of a previous conviction for robbery having been given against the prisoner, the 

magistrate refused to deal summarily with the offence, but referred it to the Assizes. Horner, who 

had shown signs of intense emotion during the proceedings, fainted away at the conclusion and 

was carried out of court.” 

“Hum! So much for the police-court,” said Holmes thoughtfully, tossing aside the paper. “The 

question for us now to solve is the sequence of events leading from a rifled jewel-case at one end 

to the crop of a goose in Tottenham Court Road at the other. You see, Watson, our little 

deductions have suddenly assumed a much more important and less innocent aspect. Here is the 

stone; the stone came from the goose, and the goose came from Mr. Henry Baker, the gentleman 

with the bad hat and all the other characteristics with which I have bored you. So now we must 

set ourselves very seriously to finding this gentleman and ascertaining what part he has played in 

this little mystery. To do this, we must try the simplest means first, and these lie undoubtedly in 

an advertisement in all the evening papers. If this fail, I shall have recourse to other methods.” 

“What will you say?” 

“Give me a pencil and that slip of paper. Now, then: ‘Found at the corner of Goodge Street, a 

goose and a black felt hat. Mr. Henry Baker can have the same by applying at 6:30 this evening 

at 221B, Baker Street.’ That is clear and concise.” 

“Very. But will he see it?” 

“Well, he is sure to keep an eye on the papers, since, to a poor man, the loss was a heavy one. 

He was clearly so scared by his mischance in breaking the window and by the approach of 

Peterson that he thought of nothing but flight, but since then he must have bitterly regretted the 

impulse which caused him to drop his bird. Then, again, the introduction of his name will cause 

him to see it, for everyone who knows him will direct his attention to it. Here you are, Peterson, 

run down to the advertising agency and have this put in the evening papers.” 

“In which, sir?” 

“Oh, in the Globe, Star, Pall Mall, St. James’s Gazette, Evening News, Standard, Echo, and 

any others that occur to you.” 

“Very well, sir. And this stone?” 

“Ah, yes, I shall keep the stone. Thank you. And, I say, Peterson, just buy a goose on your 

way back and leave it here with me, for we must have one to give to this gentleman in place of 

the one which your family is now devouring.” 



When the commissionaire had gone, Holmes took up the stone and held it against the light. 

“It’s a bonny thing,” said he. “Just see how it glints and sparkles. Of course it is a nucleus and 

focus of crime. Every good stone is. They are the devil’s pet baits. In the larger and older jewels 

every facet may stand for a bloody deed. This stone is not yet twenty years old. It was found in 

the banks of the Amoy River in southern China and is remarkable in having every characteristic 

of the carbuncle, save that it is blue in shade instead of ruby red. In spite of its youth, it has 

already a sinister history. There have been two murders, a vitriol-throwing, a suicide, and several 

robberies brought about for the sake of this forty-grain weight of crystallised charcoal. Who 

would think that so pretty a toy would be a purveyor to the gallows and the prison? I’ll lock it up 

in my strong box now and drop a line to the Countess to say that we have it.” 

“Do you think that this man Horner is innocent?” 

“I cannot tell.” 

“Well, then, do you imagine that this other one, Henry Baker, had anything to do with the 

matter?” 

“It is, I think, much more likely that Henry Baker is an absolutely innocent man, who had no 

idea that the bird which he was carrying was of considerably more value than if it were made of 

solid gold. That, however, I shall determine by a very simple test if we have an answer to our 

advertisement.” 

“And you can do nothing until then?” 

“Nothing.” 

“In that case I shall continue my professional round. But I shall come back in the evening at 

the hour you have mentioned, for I should like to see the solution of so tangled a business.” 

“Very glad to see you. I dine at seven. There is a woodcock, I believe. By the way, in view of 

recent occurrences, perhaps I ought to ask Mrs. Hudson to examine its crop.” 

I had been delayed at a case, and it was a little after half-past six when I found myself in Baker 

Street once more. As I approached the house I saw a tall man in a Scotch bonnet with a coat 

which was buttoned up to his chin waiting outside in the bright semicircle which was thrown 

from the fanlight. Just as I arrived the door was opened, and we were shown up together to 

Holmes’ room. 

“Mr. Henry Baker, I believe,” said he, rising from his armchair and greeting his visitor with 

the easy air of geniality which he could so readily assume. “Pray take this chair by the fire, Mr. 

Baker. It is a cold night, and I observe that your circulation is more adapted for summer than for 

winter. Ah, Watson, you have just come at the right time. Is that your hat, Mr. Baker?” 

“Yes, sir, that is undoubtedly my hat.” 

He was a large man with rounded shoulders, a massive head, and a broad, intelligent face, 

sloping down to a pointed beard of grizzled brown. A touch of red in nose and cheeks, with a 

slight tremor of his extended hand, recalled Holmes’ surmise as to his habits. His rusty black 

frock-coat was buttoned right up in front, with the collar turned up, and his lank wrists protruded 

from his sleeves without a sign of cuff or shirt. He spoke in a slow staccato fashion, choosing his 

words with care, and gave the impression generally of a man of learning and letters who had had 

ill-usage at the hands of fortune. 

“We have retained these things for some days,” said Holmes, “because we expected to see an 

advertisement from you giving your address. I am at a loss to know now why you did not 

advertise.” 



Our visitor gave a rather shamefaced laugh. “Shillings have not been so plentiful with me as 

they once were,” he remarked. “I had no doubt that the gang of roughs who assaulted me had 

carried off both my hat and the bird. I did not care to spend more money in a hopeless attempt at 

recovering them.” 

“Very naturally. By the way, about the bird, we were compelled to eat it.” 

“To eat it!” Our visitor half rose from his chair in his excitement. 

“Yes, it would have been of no use to anyone had we not done so. But I presume that this 

other goose upon the sideboard, which is about the same weight and perfectly fresh, will answer 

your purpose equally well?” 

“Oh, certainly, certainly,” answered Mr. Baker with a sigh of relief. 

“Of course, we still have the feathers, legs, crop, and so on of your own bird, so if you wish—

” 

The man burst into a hearty laugh. “They might be useful to me as relics of my adventure,” 

said he, “but beyond that I can hardly see what use the disjecta membra of my late acquaintance 

are going to be to me. No, sir, I think that, with your permission, I will confine my attentions to 

the excellent bird which I perceive upon the sideboard.” 

Sherlock Holmes glanced sharply across at me with a slight shrug of his shoulders. 

“There is your hat, then, and there your bird,” said he. “By the way, would it bore you to tell 

me where you got the other one from? I am somewhat of a fowl fancier, and I have seldom seen 

a better grown goose.” 

“Certainly, sir,” said Baker, who had risen and tucked his newly gained property under his 

arm. “There are a few of us who frequent the Alpha Inn, near the Museum—we are to be found 

in the Museum itself during the day, you understand. This year our good host, Windigate by 

name, instituted a goose club, by which, on consideration of some few pence every week, we 

were each to receive a bird at Christmas. My pence were duly paid, and the rest is familiar to 

you. I am much indebted to you, sir, for a Scotch bonnet is fitted neither to my years nor my 

gravity.” With a comical pomposity of manner he bowed solemnly to both of us and strode off 

upon his way. 

“So much for Mr. Henry Baker,” said Holmes when he had closed the door behind him. “It is 

quite certain that he knows nothing whatever about the matter. Are you hungry, Watson?” 

“Not particularly.” 

“Then I suggest that we turn our dinner into a supper and follow up this clue while it is still 

hot.” 

“By all means.” 

It was a bitter night, so we drew on our ulsters and wrapped cravats about our throats. Outside, 

the stars were shining coldly in a cloudless sky, and the breath of the passers-by blew out into 

smoke like so many pistol shots. Our footfalls rang out crisply and loudly as we swung through 

the doctors’ quarter, Wimpole Street, Harley Street, and so through Wigmore Street into Oxford 

Street. In a quarter of an hour we were in Bloomsbury at the Alpha Inn, which is a small public-

house at the corner of one of the streets which runs down into Holborn. Holmes pushed open the 

door of the private bar and ordered two glasses of beer from the ruddy-faced, white-aproned 

landlord. 

“Your beer should be excellent if it is as good as your geese,” said he. 



“My geese!” The man seemed surprised. 

“Yes. I was speaking only half an hour ago to Mr. Henry Baker, who was a member of your 

goose club.” 

“Ah! yes, I see. But you see, sir, them’s not our geese.” 

“Indeed! Whose, then?” 

“Well, I got the two dozen from a salesman in Covent Garden.” 

“Indeed? I know some of them. Which was it?” 

“Breckinridge is his name.” 

“Ah! I don’t know him. Well, here’s your good health landlord, and prosperity to your house. 

Good-night.” 

“Now for Mr. Breckinridge,” he continued, buttoning up his coat as we came out into the 

frosty air. “Remember, Watson that though we have so homely a thing as a goose at one end of 

this chain, we have at the other a man who will certainly get seven years’ penal servitude unless 

we can establish his innocence. It is possible that our inquiry may but confirm his guilt; but, in 

any case, we have a line of investigation which has been missed by the police, and which a 

singular chance has placed in our hands. Let us follow it out to the bitter end. Faces to the south, 

then, and quick march!” 

We passed across Holborn, down Endell Street, and so through a zigzag of slums to Covent 

Garden Market. One of the largest stalls bore the name of Breckinridge upon it, and the 

proprietor a horsey-looking man, with a sharp face and trim side-whiskers was helping a boy to 

put up the shutters. 

“Good-evening. It’s a cold night,” said Holmes. 

The salesman nodded and shot a questioning glance at my companion. 

“Sold out of geese, I see,” continued Holmes, pointing at the bare slabs of marble. 

“Let you have five hundred to-morrow morning.” 

“That’s no good.” 

“Well, there are some on the stall with the gas-flare.” 

“Ah, but I was recommended to you.” 

“Who by?” 

“The landlord of the Alpha.” 

“Oh, yes; I sent him a couple of dozen.” 

“Fine birds they were, too. Now where did you get them from?” 

To my surprise the question provoked a burst of anger from the salesman. 

“Now, then, mister,” said he, with his head cocked and his arms akimbo, “what are you 

driving at? Let’s have it straight, now.” 

“It is straight enough. I should like to know who sold you the geese which you supplied to the 

Alpha.” 

“Well then, I shan’t tell you. So now!” 

“Oh, it is a matter of no importance; but I don’t know why you should be so warm over such a 

trifle.” 



“Warm! You’d be as warm, maybe, if you were as pestered as I am. When I pay good money 

for a good article there should be an end of the business; but it’s ‘Where are the geese?’ and 

‘Who did you sell the geese to?’ and ‘What will you take for the geese?’ One would think they 

were the only geese in the world, to hear the fuss that is made over them.” 

“Well, I have no connection with any other people who have been making inquiries,” said 

Holmes carelessly. “If you won’t tell us the bet is off, that is all. But I’m always ready to back 

my opinion on a matter of fowls, and I have a fiver on it that the bird I ate is country bred.” 

“Well, then, you’ve lost your fiver, for it’s town bred,” snapped the salesman. 

“It’s nothing of the kind.” 

“I say it is.” 

“I don’t believe it.” 

“D’you think you know more about fowls than I, who have handled them ever since I was a 

nipper? I tell you, all those birds that went to the Alpha were town bred.” 

“You’ll never persuade me to believe that.” 

“Will you bet, then?” 

“It’s merely taking your money, for I know that I am right. But I’ll have a sovereign on with 

you, just to teach you not to be obstinate.” 

The salesman chuckled grimly. “Bring me the books, Bill,” said he. 

The small boy brought round a small thin volume and a great greasy-backed one, laying them 

out together beneath the hanging lamp. 

“Now then, Mr. Cocksure,” said the salesman, “I thought that I was out of geese, but before I 

finish you’ll find that there is still one left in my shop. You see this little book?” 

“Well?” 

“That’s the list of the folk from whom I buy. D’you see? Well, then, here on this page are the 

country folk, and the numbers after their names are where their accounts are in the big ledger. 

Now, then! You see this other page in red ink? Well, that is a list of my town suppliers. Now, 

look at that third name. Just read it out to me.” 

“Mrs. Oakshott, 117, Brixton Road—249,” read Holmes. 

“Quite so. Now turn that up in the ledger.” 

Holmes turned to the page indicated. “Here you are, ‘Mrs. Oakshott, 117, Brixton Road, egg 

and poultry supplier.’” 

“Now, then, what’s the last entry?” 

“‘December 22nd. Twenty-four geese at 7s. 6d.’” 

“Quite so. There you are. And underneath?” 

“‘Sold to Mr. Windigate of the Alpha, at 12s.’” 

“What have you to say now?” 

Sherlock Holmes looked deeply chagrined. He drew a sovereign from his pocket and threw it 

down upon the slab, turning away with the air of a man whose disgust is too deep for words. A 

few yards off he stopped under a lamp-post and laughed in the hearty, noiseless fashion which 

was peculiar to him. 



“When you see a man with whiskers of that cut and the ‘Pink ’un’ protruding out of his 

pocket, you can always draw him by a bet,” said he. “I daresay that if I had put £ 100 down in 

front of him, that man would not have given me such complete information as was drawn from 

him by the idea that he was doing me on a wager. Well, Watson, we are, I fancy, nearing the end 

of our quest, and the only point which remains to be determined is whether we should go on to 

this Mrs. Oakshott to-night, or whether we should reserve it for to-morrow. It is clear from what 

that surly fellow said that there are others besides ourselves who are anxious about the matter, 

and I should—” 

His remarks were suddenly cut short by a loud hubbub which broke out from the stall which 

we had just left. Turning round we saw a little rat-faced fellow standing in the centre of the circle 

of yellow light which was thrown by the swinging lamp, while Breckinridge, the salesman, 

framed in the door of his stall, was shaking his fists fiercely at the cringing figure. 

“I’ve had enough of you and your geese,” he shouted. “I wish you were all at the devil 

together. If you come pestering me any more with your silly talk I’ll set the dog at you. You 

bring Mrs. Oakshott here and I’ll answer her, but what have you to do with it? Did I buy the 

geese off you?” 

“No; but one of them was mine all the same,” whined the little man. 

“Well, then, ask Mrs. Oakshott for it.” 

“She told me to ask you.” 

“Well, you can ask the King of Proosia, for all I care. I’ve had enough of it. Get out of this!” 

He rushed fiercely forward, and the inquirer flitted away into the darkness. 

“Ha! this may save us a visit to Brixton Road,” whispered Holmes. “Come with me, and we 

will see what is to be made of this fellow.” Striding through the scattered knots of people who 

lounged round the flaring stalls, my companion speedily overtook the little man and touched him 

upon the shoulder. He sprang round, and I could see in the gas-light that every vestige of colour 

had been driven from his face. 

“Who are you, then? What do you want?” he asked in a quavering voice. 

“You will excuse me,” said Holmes blandly, “but I could not help overhearing the questions 

which you put to the salesman just now. I think that I could be of assistance to you.” 

“You? Who are you? How could you know anything of the matter?” 

“My name is Sherlock Holmes. It is my business to know what other people don’t know.” 

“But you can know nothing of this?” 

“Excuse me, I know everything of it. You are endeavouring to trace some geese which were 

sold by Mrs. Oakshott, of Brixton Road, to a salesman named Breckinridge, by him in turn to 

Mr. Windigate, of the Alpha, and by him to his club, of which Mr. Henry Baker is a member.” 

“Oh, sir, you are the very man whom I have longed to meet,” cried the little fellow with 

outstretched hands and quivering fingers. “I can hardly explain to you how interested I am in this 

matter.” 

Sherlock Holmes hailed a four-wheeler which was passing. “In that case we had better discuss 

it in a cosy room rather than in this wind-swept market-place,” said he. “But pray tell me, before 

we go farther, who it is that I have the pleasure of assisting.” 

The man hesitated for an instant. “My name is John Robinson,” he answered with a sidelong 

glance. 



“No, no; the real name,” said Holmes sweetly. “It is always awkward doing business with an 

alias.” 

A flush sprang to the white cheeks of the stranger. “Well then,” said he, “my real name is 

James Ryder.” 

“Precisely so. Head attendant at the Hotel Cosmopolitan. Pray step into the cab, and I shall 

soon be able to tell you everything which you would wish to know.” 

The little man stood glancing from one to the other of us with half-frightened, half-hopeful 

eyes, as one who is not sure whether he is on the verge of a windfall or of a catastrophe. Then he 

stepped into the cab, and in half an hour we were back in the sitting-room at Baker Street. 

Nothing had been said during our drive, but the high, thin breathing of our new companion, and 

the claspings and unclaspings of his hands, spoke of the nervous tension within him. 

“Here we are!” said Holmes cheerily as we filed into the room. “The fire looks very 

seasonable in this weather. You look cold, Mr. Ryder. Pray take the basket-chair. I will just put 

on my slippers before we settle this little matter of yours. Now, then! You want to know what 

became of those geese?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Or rather, I fancy, of that goose. It was one bird, I imagine in which you were interested—

white, with a black bar across the tail.” 

Ryder quivered with emotion. “Oh, sir,” he cried, “can you tell me where it went to?” 

“It came here.” 

“Here?” 

“Yes, and a most remarkable bird it proved. I don’t wonder that you should take an interest in 

it. It laid an egg after it was dead—the bonniest, brightest little blue egg that ever was seen. I 

have it here in my museum.” 

Our visitor staggered to his feet and clutched the mantelpiece with his right hand. Holmes 

unlocked his strong-box and held up the blue carbuncle, which shone out like a star, with a cold, 

brilliant, many-pointed radiance. Ryder stood glaring with a drawn face, uncertain whether to 

claim or to disown it. 

“The game’s up, Ryder,” said Holmes quietly. “Hold up, man, or you’ll be into the fire! Give 

him an arm back into his chair, Watson. He’s not got blood enough to go in for felony with 

impunity. Give him a dash of brandy. So! Now he looks a little more human. What a shrimp it is, 

to be sure!” 

For a moment he had staggered and nearly fallen, but the brandy brought a tinge of colour into 

his cheeks, and he sat staring with frightened eyes at his accuser. 

“I have almost every link in my hands, and all the proofs which I could possibly need, so there 

is little which you need tell me. Still, that little may as well be cleared up to make the case 

complete. You had heard, Ryder, of this blue stone of the Countess of Morcar’s?” 

“It was Catherine Cusack who told me of it,” said he in a crackling voice. 

“I see—her ladyship’s waiting-maid. Well, the temptation of sudden wealth so easily acquired 

was too much for you, as it has been for better men before you; but you were not very scrupulous 

in the means you used. It seems to me, Ryder, that there is the making of a very pretty villain in 

you. You knew that this man Horner, the plumber, had been concerned in some such matter 

before, and that suspicion would rest the more readily upon him. What did you do, then? You 



made some small job in my lady’s room—you and your confederate Cusack—and you managed 

that he should be the man sent for. Then, when he had left, you rifled the jewel-case, raised the 

alarm, and had this unfortunate man arrested. You then—” 

Ryder threw himself down suddenly upon the rug and clutched at my companion’s knees. “For 

God’s sake, have mercy!” he shrieked. “Think of my father! Of my mother! It would break their 

hearts. I never went wrong before! I never will again. I swear it. I’ll swear it on a Bible. Oh, 

don’t bring it into court! For Christ’s sake, don’t!” 

“Get back into your chair!” said Holmes sternly. “It is very well to cringe and crawl now, but 

you thought little enough of this poor Horner in the dock for a crime of which he knew nothing.” 

“I will fly, Mr. Holmes. I will leave the country, sir. Then the charge against him will break 

down.” 

“Hum! We will talk about that. And now let us hear a true account of the next act. How came 

the stone into the goose, and how came the goose into the open market? Tell us the truth, for 

there lies your only hope of safety.” 

Ryder passed his tongue over his parched lips. “I will tell you it just as it happened, sir,” said 

he. “When Horner had been arrested, it seemed to me that it would be best for me to get away 

with the stone at once, for I did not know at what moment the police might not take it into their 

heads to search me and my room. There was no place about the hotel where it would be safe. I 

went out, as if on some commission, and I made for my sister’s house. She had married a man 

named Oakshott, and lived in Brixton Road, where she fattened fowls for the market. All the way 

there every man I met seemed to me to be a policeman or a detective; and, for all that it was a 

cold night, the sweat was pouring down my face before I came to the Brixton Road. My sister 

asked me what was the matter, and why I was so pale; but I told her that I had been upset by the 

jewel robbery at the hotel. Then I went into the back yard and smoked a pipe and wondered what 

it would be best to do. 

“I had a friend once called Maudsley, who went to the bad, and has just been serving his time 

in Pentonville. One day he had met me, and fell into talk about the ways of thieves, and how they 

could get rid of what they stole. I knew that he would be true to me, for I knew one or two things 

about him; so I made up my mind to go right on to Kilburn, where he lived, and take him into my 

confidence. He would show me how to turn the stone into money. But how to get to him in 

safety? I thought of the agonies I had gone through in coming from the hotel. I might at any 

moment be seized and searched, and there would be the stone in my waistcoat pocket. I was 

leaning against the wall at the time and looking at the geese which were waddling about round 

my feet, and suddenly an idea came into my head which showed me how I could beat the best 

detective that ever lived. 

“My sister had told me some weeks before that I might have the pick of her geese for a 

Christmas present, and I knew that she was always as good as her word. I would take my goose 

now, and in it I would carry my stone to Kilburn. There was a little shed in the yard, and behind 

this I drove one of the birds—a fine big one, white, with a barred tail. I caught it, and prying its 

bill open, I thrust the stone down its throat as far as my finger could reach. The bird gave a gulp, 

and I felt the stone pass along its gullet and down into its crop. But the creature flapped and 

struggled, and out came my sister to know what was the matter. As I turned to speak to her the 

brute broke loose and fluttered off among the others. 

“‘Whatever were you doing with that bird, Jem?’ says she. 



“‘Well,’ said I, ‘you said you’d give me one for Christmas, and I was feeling which was the 

fattest.’ 

“‘Oh,’ says she, ‘we’ve set yours aside for you—Jem’s bird, we call it. It’s the big white one 

over yonder. There’s twenty-six of them, which makes one for you, and one for us, and two 

dozen for the market.’ 

“‘Thank you, Maggie,’ says I; ‘but if it is all the same to you, I’d rather have that one I was 

handling just now.’ 

“‘The other is a good three pound heavier,’ said she, ‘and we fattened it expressly for you.’ 

“‘Never mind. I’ll have the other, and I’ll take it now,’ said I. 

“‘Oh, just as you like,’ said she, a little huffed. ‘Which is it you want, then?’ 

“‘That white one with the barred tail, right in the middle of the flock.’ 

“‘Oh, very well. Kill it and take it with you.’ 

“Well, I did what she said, Mr. Holmes, and I carried the bird all the way to Kilburn. I told my 

pal what I had done, for he was a man that it was easy to tell a thing like that to. He laughed until 

he choked, and we got a knife and opened the goose. My heart turned to water, for there was no 

sign of the stone, and I knew that some terrible mistake had occurred. I left the bird, rushed back 

to my sister’s, and hurried into the back yard. There was not a bird to be seen there. 

“‘Where are they all, Maggie?’ I cried. 

“‘Gone to the dealer’s, Jem.’ 

“‘Which dealer’s?’ 

“‘Breckinridge, of Covent Garden.’ 

“‘But was there another with a barred tail?’ I asked, ‘the same as the one I chose?’ 

“‘Yes, Jem; there were two barred-tailed ones, and I could never tell them apart.’ 

“Well, then, of course I saw it all, and I ran off as hard as my feet would carry me to this man 

Breckinridge; but he had sold the lot at once, and not one word would he tell me as to where they 

had gone. You heard him yourselves to-night. Well, he has always answered me like that. My 

sister thinks that I am going mad. Sometimes I think that I am myself. And now—and now I am 

myself a branded thief, without ever having touched the wealth for which I sold my character. 

God help me! God help me!” He burst into convulsive sobbing, with his face buried in his hands. 

There was a long silence, broken only by his heavy breathing and by the measured tapping of 

Sherlock Holmes’ finger-tips upon the edge of the table. Then my friend rose and threw open the 

door. 

“Get out!” said he. 

“What, sir! Oh, Heaven bless you!” 

“No more words. Get out!” 

And no more words were needed. There was a rush, a clatter upon the stairs, the bang of a 

door, and the crisp rattle of running footfalls from the street. 

“After all, Watson,” said Holmes, reaching up his hand for his clay pipe, “I am not retained by 

the police to supply their deficiencies. If Horner were in danger it would be another thing; but 

this fellow will not appear against him, and the case must collapse. I suppose that I am 

commuting a felony, but it is just possible that I am saving a soul. This fellow will not go wrong 

again; he is too terribly frightened. Send him to gaol now, and you make him a gaol-bird for life. 



Besides, it is the season of forgiveness. Chance has put in our way a most singular and whimsical 

problem, and its solution is its own reward. If you will have the goodness to touch the bell, 

Doctor, we will begin another investigation, in which, also a bird will be the chief feature.” 

  



VIII. THE ADVENTURE OF THE SPECKLED BAND 

On glancing over my notes of the seventy odd cases in which I have during the last eight years 

studied the methods of my friend Sherlock Holmes, I find many tragic, some comic, a large 

number merely strange, but none commonplace; for, working as he did rather for the love of his 

art than for the acquirement of wealth, he refused to associate himself with any investigation 

which did not tend towards the unusual, and even the fantastic. Of all these varied cases, 

however, I cannot recall any which presented more singular features than that which was 

associated with the well-known Surrey family of the Roylotts of Stoke Moran. The events in 

question occurred in the early days of my association with Holmes, when we were sharing rooms 

as bachelors in Baker Street. It is possible that I might have placed them upon record before, but 

a promise of secrecy was made at the time, from which I have only been freed during the last 

month by the untimely death of the lady to whom the pledge was given. It is perhaps as well that 

the facts should now come to light, for I have reasons to know that there are widespread rumours 

as to the death of Dr. Grimesby Roylott which tend to make the matter even more terrible than 

the truth. 

It was early in April in the year ’83 that I woke one morning to find Sherlock Holmes 

standing, fully dressed, by the side of my bed. He was a late riser, as a rule, and as the clock on 

the mantelpiece showed me that it was only a quarter-past seven, I blinked up at him in some 

surprise, and perhaps just a little resentment, for I was myself regular in my habits. 

“Very sorry to knock you up, Watson,” said he, “but it’s the common lot this morning. Mrs. 

Hudson has been knocked up, she retorted upon me, and I on you.” 

“What is it, then—a fire?” 

“No; a client. It seems that a young lady has arrived in a considerable state of excitement, who 

insists upon seeing me. She is waiting now in the sitting-room. Now, when young ladies wander 

about the metropolis at this hour of the morning, and knock sleepy people up out of their beds, I 

presume that it is something very pressing which they have to communicate. Should it prove to 

be an interesting case, you would, I am sure, wish to follow it from the outset. I thought, at any 

rate, that I should call you and give you the chance.” 

“My dear fellow, I would not miss it for anything.” 

I had no keener pleasure than in following Holmes in his professional investigations, and in 

admiring the rapid deductions, as swift as intuitions, and yet always founded on a logical basis 

with which he unravelled the problems which were submitted to him. I rapidly threw on my 

clothes and was ready in a few minutes to accompany my friend down to the sitting-room. A 

lady dressed in black and heavily veiled, who had been sitting in the window, rose as we entered. 

“Good-morning, madam,” said Holmes cheerily. “My name is Sherlock Holmes. This is my 

intimate friend and associate, Dr. Watson, before whom you can speak as freely as before 

myself. Ha! I am glad to see that Mrs. Hudson has had the good sense to light the fire. Pray draw 

up to it, and I shall order you a cup of hot coffee, for I observe that you are shivering.” 

“It is not cold which makes me shiver,” said the woman in a low voice, changing her seat as 

requested. 

“What, then?” 

“It is fear, Mr. Holmes. It is terror.” She raised her veil as she spoke, and we could see that she 

was indeed in a pitiable state of agitation, her face all drawn and grey, with restless frightened 



eyes, like those of some hunted animal. Her features and figure were those of a woman of thirty, 

but her hair was shot with premature grey, and her expression was weary and haggard. Sherlock 

Holmes ran her over with one of his quick, all-comprehensive glances. 

“You must not fear,” said he soothingly, bending forward and patting her forearm. “We shall 

soon set matters right, I have no doubt. You have come in by train this morning, I see.” 

“You know me, then?” 

“No, but I observe the second half of a return ticket in the palm of your left glove. You must 

have started early, and yet you had a good drive in a dog-cart, along heavy roads, before you 

reached the station.” 

The lady gave a violent start and stared in bewilderment at my companion. 

“There is no mystery, my dear madam,” said he, smiling. “The left arm of your jacket is 

spattered with mud in no less than seven places. The marks are perfectly fresh. There is no 

vehicle save a dog-cart which throws up mud in that way, and then only when you sit on the left-

hand side of the driver.” 

“Whatever your reasons may be, you are perfectly correct,” said she. “I started from home 

before six, reached Leatherhead at twenty past, and came in by the first train to Waterloo. Sir, I 

can stand this strain no longer; I shall go mad if it continues. I have no one to turn to—none, save 

only one, who cares for me, and he, poor fellow, can be of little aid. I have heard of you, Mr. 

Holmes; I have heard of you from Mrs. Farintosh, whom you helped in the hour of her sore need. 

It was from her that I had your address. Oh, sir, do you not think that you could help me, too, and 

at least throw a little light through the dense darkness which surrounds me? At present it is out of 

my power to reward you for your services, but in a month or six weeks I shall be married, with 

the control of my own income, and then at least you shall not find me ungrateful.” 

Holmes turned to his desk and, unlocking it, drew out a small case-book, which he consulted. 

“Farintosh,” said he. “Ah yes, I recall the case; it was concerned with an opal tiara. I think it 

was before your time, Watson. I can only say, madam, that I shall be happy to devote the same 

care to your case as I did to that of your friend. As to reward, my profession is its own reward; 

but you are at liberty to defray whatever expenses I may be put to, at the time which suits you 

best. And now I beg that you will lay before us everything that may help us in forming an 

opinion upon the matter.” 

“Alas!” replied our visitor, “the very horror of my situation lies in the fact that my fears are so 

vague, and my suspicions depend so entirely upon small points, which might seem trivial to 

another, that even he to whom of all others I have a right to look for help and advice looks upon 

all that I tell him about it as the fancies of a nervous woman. He does not say so, but I can read it 

from his soothing answers and averted eyes. But I have heard, Mr. Holmes, that you can see 

deeply into the manifold wickedness of the human heart. You may advise me how to walk amid 

the dangers which encompass me.” 

“I am all attention, madam.” 

“My name is Helen Stoner, and I am living with my stepfather, who is the last survivor of one 

of the oldest Saxon families in England, the Roylotts of Stoke Moran, on the western border of 

Surrey.” 

Holmes nodded his head. “The name is familiar to me,” said he. 

“The family was at one time among the richest in England, and the estates extended over the 

borders into Berkshire in the north, and Hampshire in the west. In the last century, however, four 



successive heirs were of a dissolute and wasteful disposition, and the family ruin was eventually 

completed by a gambler in the days of the Regency. Nothing was left save a few acres of ground, 

and the two-hundred-year-old house, which is itself crushed under a heavy mortgage. The last 

squire dragged out his existence there, living the horrible life of an aristocratic pauper; but his 

only son, my stepfather, seeing that he must adapt himself to the new conditions, obtained an 

advance from a relative, which enabled him to take a medical degree and went out to Calcutta, 

where, by his professional skill and his force of character, he established a large practice. In a fit 

of anger, however, caused by some robberies which had been perpetrated in the house, he beat 

his native butler to death and narrowly escaped a capital sentence. As it was, he suffered a long 

term of imprisonment and afterwards returned to England a morose and disappointed man. 

“When Dr. Roylott was in India he married my mother, Mrs. Stoner, the young widow of 

Major-General Stoner, of the Bengal Artillery. My sister Julia and I were twins, and we were 

only two years old at the time of my mother’s re-marriage. She had a considerable sum of 

money—not less than £ 1000 a year—and this she bequeathed to Dr. Roylott entirely while we 

resided with him, with a provision that a certain annual sum should be allowed to each of us in 

the event of our marriage. Shortly after our return to England my mother died—she was killed 

eight years ago in a railway accident near Crewe. Dr. Roylott then abandoned his attempts to 

establish himself in practice in London and took us to live with him in the old ancestral house at 

Stoke Moran. The money which my mother had left was enough for all our wants, and there 

seemed to be no obstacle to our happiness. 

“But a terrible change came over our stepfather about this time. Instead of making friends and 

exchanging visits with our neighbours, who had at first been overjoyed to see a Roylott of Stoke 

Moran back in the old family seat, he shut himself up in his house and seldom came out save to 

indulge in ferocious quarrels with whoever might cross his path. Violence of temper approaching 

to mania has been hereditary in the men of the family, and in my stepfather’s case it had, I 

believe, been intensified by his long residence in the tropics. A series of disgraceful brawls took 

place, two of which ended in the police-court, until at last he became the terror of the village, and 

the folks would fly at his approach, for he is a man of immense strength, and absolutely 

uncontrollable in his anger. 

“Last week he hurled the local blacksmith over a parapet into a stream, and it was only by 

paying over all the money which I could gather together that I was able to avert another public 

exposure. He had no friends at all save the wandering gipsies, and he would give these 

vagabonds leave to encamp upon the few acres of bramble-covered land which represent the 

family estate, and would accept in return the hospitality of their tents, wandering away with them 

sometimes for weeks on end. He has a passion also for Indian animals, which are sent over to 

him by a correspondent, and he has at this moment a cheetah and a baboon, which wander freely 

over his grounds and are feared by the villagers almost as much as their master. 

“You can imagine from what I say that my poor sister Julia and I had no great pleasure in our 

lives. No servant would stay with us, and for a long time we did all the work of the house. She 

was but thirty at the time of her death, and yet her hair had already begun to whiten, even as 

mine has.” 

“Your sister is dead, then?” 

“She died just two years ago, and it is of her death that I wish to speak to you. You can 

understand that, living the life which I have described, we were little likely to see anyone of our 

own age and position. We had, however, an aunt, my mother’s maiden sister, Miss Honoria 



Westphail, who lives near Harrow, and we were occasionally allowed to pay short visits at this 

lady’s house. Julia went there at Christmas two years ago, and met there a half-pay major of 

marines, to whom she became engaged. My stepfather learned of the engagement when my sister 

returned and offered no objection to the marriage; but within a fortnight of the day which had 

been fixed for the wedding, the terrible event occurred which has deprived me of my only 

companion.” 

Sherlock Holmes had been leaning back in his chair with his eyes closed and his head sunk in 

a cushion, but he half opened his lids now and glanced across at his visitor. 

“Pray be precise as to details,” said he. 

“It is easy for me to be so, for every event of that dreadful time is seared into my memory. The 

manor-house is, as I have already said, very old, and only one wing is now inhabited. The 

bedrooms in this wing are on the ground floor, the sitting-rooms being in the central block of the 

buildings. Of these bedrooms the first is Dr. Roylott’s, the second my sister’s, and the third my 

own. There is no communication between them, but they all open out into the same corridor. Do 

I make myself plain?” 

“Perfectly so.” 

“The windows of the three rooms open out upon the lawn. That fatal night Dr. Roylott had 

gone to his room early, though we knew that he had not retired to rest, for my sister was troubled 

by the smell of the strong Indian cigars which it was his custom to smoke. She left her room, 

therefore, and came into mine, where she sat for some time, chatting about her approaching 

wedding. At eleven o’clock she rose to leave me, but she paused at the door and looked back. 

“‘Tell me, Helen,’ said she, ‘have you ever heard anyone whistle in the dead of the night?’ 

“‘Never,’ said I. 

“‘I suppose that you could not possibly whistle, yourself, in your sleep?’ 

“‘Certainly not. But why?’ 

“‘Because during the last few nights I have always, about three in the morning, heard a low, 

clear whistle. I am a light sleeper, and it has awakened me. I cannot tell where it came from—

perhaps from the next room, perhaps from the lawn. I thought that I would just ask you whether 

you had heard it.’ 

“‘No, I have not. It must be those wretched gipsies in the plantation.’ 

“‘Very likely. And yet if it were on the lawn, I wonder that you did not hear it also.’ 

“‘Ah, but I sleep more heavily than you.’ 

“‘Well, it is of no great consequence, at any rate.’ She smiled back at me, closed my door, and 

a few moments later I heard her key turn in the lock.” 

“Indeed,” said Holmes. “Was it your custom always to lock yourselves in at night?” 

“Always.” 

“And why?” 

“I think that I mentioned to you that the Doctor kept a cheetah and a baboon. We had no 

feeling of security unless our doors were locked.” 

“Quite so. Pray proceed with your statement.” 

“I could not sleep that night. A vague feeling of impending misfortune impressed me. My 

sister and I, you will recollect, were twins, and you know how subtle are the links which bind 



two souls which are so closely allied. It was a wild night. The wind was howling outside, and the 

rain was beating and splashing against the windows. Suddenly, amid all the hubbub of the gale, 

there burst forth the wild scream of a terrified woman. I knew that it was my sister’s voice. I 

sprang from my bed, wrapped a shawl round me, and rushed into the corridor. As I opened my 

door I seemed to hear a low whistle, such as my sister described, and a few moments later a 

clanging sound, as if a mass of metal had fallen. As I ran down the passage, my sister’s door was 

unlocked, and revolved slowly upon its hinges. I stared at it horror-stricken, not knowing what 

was about to issue from it. By the light of the corridor-lamp I saw my sister appear at the 

opening, her face blanched with terror, her hands groping for help, her whole figure swaying to 

and fro like that of a drunkard. I ran to her and threw my arms round her, but at that moment her 

knees seemed to give way and she fell to the ground. She writhed as one who is in terrible pain, 

and her limbs were dreadfully convulsed. At first I thought that she had not recognised me, but 

as I bent over her she suddenly shrieked out in a voice which I shall never forget, ‘Oh, my God! 

Helen! It was the band! The speckled band!’ There was something else which she would fain 

have said, and she stabbed with her finger into the air in the direction of the Doctor’s room, but a 

fresh convulsion seized her and choked her words. I rushed out, calling loudly for my stepfather, 

and I met him hastening from his room in his dressing-gown. When he reached my sister’s side 

she was unconscious, and though he poured brandy down her throat and sent for medical aid 

from the village, all efforts were in vain, for she slowly sank and died without having recovered 

her consciousness. Such was the dreadful end of my beloved sister.” 

“One moment,” said Holmes, “are you sure about this whistle and metallic sound? Could you 

swear to it?” 

“That was what the county coroner asked me at the inquiry. It is my strong impression that I 

heard it, and yet, among the crash of the gale and the creaking of an old house, I may possibly 

have been deceived.” 

“Was your sister dressed?” 

“No, she was in her night-dress. In her right hand was found the charred stump of a match, and 

in her left a match-box.” 

“Showing that she had struck a light and looked about her when the alarm took place. That is 

important. And what conclusions did the coroner come to?” 

“He investigated the case with great care, for Dr. Roylott’s conduct had long been notorious in 

the county, but he was unable to find any satisfactory cause of death. My evidence showed that 

the door had been fastened upon the inner side, and the windows were blocked by old-fashioned 

shutters with broad iron bars, which were secured every night. The walls were carefully sounded, 

and were shown to be quite solid all round, and the flooring was also thoroughly examined, with 

the same result. The chimney is wide, but is barred up by four large staples. It is certain, 

therefore, that my sister was quite alone when she met her end. Besides, there were no marks of 

any violence upon her.” 

“How about poison?” 

“The doctors examined her for it, but without success.” 

“What do you think that this unfortunate lady died of, then?” 

“It is my belief that she died of pure fear and nervous shock, though what it was that 

frightened her I cannot imagine.” 

“Were there gipsies in the plantation at the time?” 



“Yes, there are nearly always some there.” 

“Ah, and what did you gather from this allusion to a band—a speckled band?” 

“Sometimes I have thought that it was merely the wild talk of delirium, sometimes that it may 

have referred to some band of people, perhaps to these very gipsies in the plantation. I do not 

know whether the spotted handkerchiefs which so many of them wear over their heads might 

have suggested the strange adjective which she used.” 

Holmes shook his head like a man who is far from being satisfied. 

“These are very deep waters,” said he; “pray go on with your narrative.” 

“Two years have passed since then, and my life has been until lately lonelier than ever. A 

month ago, however, a dear friend, whom I have known for many years, has done me the honour 

to ask my hand in marriage. His name is Armitage—Percy Armitage—the second son of Mr. 

Armitage, of Crane Water, near Reading. My stepfather has offered no opposition to the match, 

and we are to be married in the course of the spring. Two days ago some repairs were started in 

the west wing of the building, and my bedroom wall has been pierced, so that I have had to move 

into the chamber in which my sister died, and to sleep in the very bed in which she slept. 

Imagine, then, my thrill of terror when last night, as I lay awake, thinking over her terrible fate, I 

suddenly heard in the silence of the night the low whistle which had been the herald of her own 

death. I sprang up and lit the lamp, but nothing was to be seen in the room. I was too shaken to 

go to bed again, however, so I dressed, and as soon as it was daylight I slipped down, got a dog-

cart at the Crown Inn, which is opposite, and drove to Leatherhead, from whence I have come on 

this morning with the one object of seeing you and asking your advice.” 

“You have done wisely,” said my friend. “But have you told me all?” 

“Yes, all.” 

“Miss Roylott, you have not. You are screening your stepfather.” 

“Why, what do you mean?” 

For answer Holmes pushed back the frill of black lace which fringed the hand that lay upon 

our visitor’s knee. Five little livid spots, the marks of four fingers and a thumb, were printed 

upon the white wrist. 

“You have been cruelly used,” said Holmes. 

The lady coloured deeply and covered over her injured wrist. “He is a hard man,” she said, 

“and perhaps he hardly knows his own strength.” 

There was a long silence, during which Holmes leaned his chin upon his hands and stared into 

the crackling fire. 

“This is a very deep business,” he said at last. “There are a thousand details which I should 

desire to know before I decide upon our course of action. Yet we have not a moment to lose. If 

we were to come to Stoke Moran to-day, would it be possible for us to see over these rooms 

without the knowledge of your stepfather?” 

“As it happens, he spoke of coming into town to-day upon some most important business. It is 

probable that he will be away all day, and that there would be nothing to disturb you. We have a 

housekeeper now, but she is old and foolish, and I could easily get her out of the way.” 

“Excellent. You are not averse to this trip, Watson?” 

“By no means.” 

“Then we shall both come. What are you going to do yourself?” 



“I have one or two things which I would wish to do now that I am in town. But I shall return 

by the twelve o’clock train, so as to be there in time for your coming.” 

“And you may expect us early in the afternoon. I have myself some small business matters to 

attend to. Will you not wait and breakfast?” 

“No, I must go. My heart is lightened already since I have confided my trouble to you. I shall 

look forward to seeing you again this afternoon.” She dropped her thick black veil over her face 

and glided from the room. 

“And what do you think of it all, Watson?” asked Sherlock Holmes, leaning back in his chair. 

“It seems to me to be a most dark and sinister business.” 

“Dark enough and sinister enough.” 

“Yet if the lady is correct in saying that the flooring and walls are sound, and that the door, 

window, and chimney are impassable, then her sister must have been undoubtedly alone when 

she met her mysterious end.” 

“What becomes, then, of these nocturnal whistles, and what of the very peculiar words of the 

dying woman?” 

“I cannot think.” 

“When you combine the ideas of whistles at night, the presence of a band of gipsies who are 

on intimate terms with this old doctor, the fact that we have every reason to believe that the 

doctor has an interest in preventing his stepdaughter’s marriage, the dying allusion to a band, 

and, finally, the fact that Miss Helen Stoner heard a metallic clang, which might have been 

caused by one of those metal bars that secured the shutters falling back into its place, I think that 

there is good ground to think that the mystery may be cleared along those lines.” 

“But what, then, did the gipsies do?” 

“I cannot imagine.” 

“I see many objections to any such theory.” 

“And so do I. It is precisely for that reason that we are going to Stoke Moran this day. I want 

to see whether the objections are fatal, or if they may be explained away. But what in the name 

of the devil!” 

The ejaculation had been drawn from my companion by the fact that our door had been 

suddenly dashed open, and that a huge man had framed himself in the aperture. His costume was 

a peculiar mixture of the professional and of the agricultural, having a black top-hat, a long 

frock-coat, and a pair of high gaiters, with a hunting-crop swinging in his hand. So tall was he 

that his hat actually brushed the cross bar of the doorway, and his breadth seemed to span it 

across from side to side. A large face, seared with a thousand wrinkles, burned yellow with the 

sun, and marked with every evil passion, was turned from one to the other of us, while his deep-

set, bile-shot eyes, and his high, thin, fleshless nose, gave him somewhat the resemblance to a 

fierce old bird of prey. 

“Which of you is Holmes?” asked this apparition. 

“My name, sir; but you have the advantage of me,” said my companion quietly. 

“I am Dr. Grimesby Roylott, of Stoke Moran.” 

“Indeed, Doctor,” said Holmes blandly. “Pray take a seat.” 



“I will do nothing of the kind. My stepdaughter has been here. I have traced her. What has she 

been saying to you?” 

“It is a little cold for the time of the year,” said Holmes. 

“What has she been saying to you?” screamed the old man furiously. 

“But I have heard that the crocuses promise well,” continued my companion imperturbably. 

“Ha! You put me off, do you?” said our new visitor, taking a step forward and shaking his 

hunting-crop. “I know you, you scoundrel! I have heard of you before. You are Holmes, the 

meddler.” 

My friend smiled. 

“Holmes, the busybody!” 

His smile broadened. 

“Holmes, the Scotland Yard Jack-in-office!” 

Holmes chuckled heartily. “Your conversation is most entertaining,” said he. “When you go 

out close the door, for there is a decided draught.” 

“I will go when I have had my say. Don’t you dare to meddle with my affairs. I know that 

Miss Stoner has been here. I traced her! I am a dangerous man to fall foul of! See here.” He 

stepped swiftly forward, seized the poker, and bent it into a curve with his huge brown hands. 

“See that you keep yourself out of my grip,” he snarled, and hurling the twisted poker into the 

fireplace he strode out of the room. 

“He seems a very amiable person,” said Holmes, laughing. “I am not quite so bulky, but if he 

had remained I might have shown him that my grip was not much more feeble than his own.” As 

he spoke he picked up the steel poker and, with a sudden effort, straightened it out again. 

“Fancy his having the insolence to confound me with the official detective force! This incident 

gives zest to our investigation, however, and I only trust that our little friend will not suffer from 

her imprudence in allowing this brute to trace her. And now, Watson, we shall order breakfast, 

and afterwards I shall walk down to Doctors’ Commons, where I hope to get some data which 

may help us in this matter.” 

It was nearly one o’clock when Sherlock Holmes returned from his excursion. He held in his 

hand a sheet of blue paper, scrawled over with notes and figures. 

“I have seen the will of the deceased wife,” said he. “To determine its exact meaning I have 

been obliged to work out the present prices of the investments with which it is concerned. The 

total income, which at the time of the wife’s death was little short of £ 1,100, is now, through the 

fall in agricultural prices, not more than £ 750. Each daughter can claim an income of £ 250, in 

case of marriage. It is evident, therefore, that if both girls had married, this beauty would have 

had a mere pittance, while even one of them would cripple him to a very serious extent. My 

morning’s work has not been wasted, since it has proved that he has the very strongest motives 

for standing in the way of anything of the sort. And now, Watson, this is too serious for 

dawdling, especially as the old man is aware that we are interesting ourselves in his affairs; so if 

you are ready, we shall call a cab and drive to Waterloo. I should be very much obliged if you 

would slip your revolver into your pocket. An Eley’s No. 2 is an excellent argument with 

gentlemen who can twist steel pokers into knots. That and a tooth-brush are, I think, all that we 

need.” 



At Waterloo we were fortunate in catching a train for Leatherhead, where we hired a trap at 

the station inn and drove for four or five miles through the lovely Surrey lanes. It was a perfect 

day, with a bright sun and a few fleecy clouds in the heavens. The trees and wayside hedges were 

just throwing out their first green shoots, and the air was full of the pleasant smell of the moist 

earth. To me at least there was a strange contrast between the sweet promise of the spring and 

this sinister quest upon which we were engaged. My companion sat in the front of the trap, his 

arms folded, his hat pulled down over his eyes, and his chin sunk upon his breast, buried in the 

deepest thought. Suddenly, however, he started, tapped me on the shoulder, and pointed over the 

meadows. 

“Look there!” said he. 

A heavily timbered park stretched up in a gentle slope, thickening into a grove at the highest 

point. From amid the branches there jutted out the grey gables and high roof-tree of a very old 

mansion. 

“Stoke Moran?” said he. 

“Yes, sir, that be the house of Dr. Grimesby Roylott,” remarked the driver. 

“There is some building going on there,” said Holmes; “that is where we are going.” 

“There’s the village,” said the driver, pointing to a cluster of roofs some distance to the left; 

“but if you want to get to the house, you’ll find it shorter to get over this stile, and so by the 

footpath over the fields. There it is, where the lady is walking.” 

“And the lady, I fancy, is Miss Stoner,” observed Holmes, shading his eyes. “Yes, I think we 

had better do as you suggest.” 

We got off, paid our fare, and the trap rattled back on its way to Leatherhead. 

“I thought it as well,” said Holmes as we climbed the stile, “that this fellow should think we 

had come here as architects, or on some definite business. It may stop his gossip. Good-

afternoon, Miss Stoner. You see that we have been as good as our word.” 

Our client of the morning had hurried forward to meet us with a face which spoke her joy. “I 

have been waiting so eagerly for you,” she cried, shaking hands with us warmly. “All has turned 

out splendidly. Dr. Roylott has gone to town, and it is unlikely that he will be back before 

evening.” 

“We have had the pleasure of making the Doctor’s acquaintance,” said Holmes, and in a few 

words he sketched out what had occurred. Miss Stoner turned white to the lips as she listened. 

“Good heavens!” she cried, “he has followed me, then.” 

“So it appears.” 

“He is so cunning that I never know when I am safe from him. What will he say when he 

returns?” 

“He must guard himself, for he may find that there is someone more cunning than himself 

upon his track. You must lock yourself up from him to-night. If he is violent, we shall take you 

away to your aunt’s at Harrow. Now, we must make the best use of our time, so kindly take us at 

once to the rooms which we are to examine.” 

The building was of grey, lichen-blotched stone, with a high central portion and two curving 

wings, like the claws of a crab, thrown out on each side. In one of these wings the windows were 

broken and blocked with wooden boards, while the roof was partly caved in, a picture of ruin. 

The central portion was in little better repair, but the right-hand block was comparatively 



modern, and the blinds in the windows, with the blue smoke curling up from the chimneys, 

showed that this was where the family resided. Some scaffolding had been erected against the 

end wall, and the stone-work had been broken into, but there were no signs of any workmen at 

the moment of our visit. Holmes walked slowly up and down the ill-trimmed lawn and examined 

with deep attention the outsides of the windows. 

“This, I take it, belongs to the room in which you used to sleep, the centre one to your sister’s, 

and the one next to the main building to Dr. Roylott’s chamber?” 

“Exactly so. But I am now sleeping in the middle one.” 

“Pending the alterations, as I understand. By the way, there does not seem to be any very 

pressing need for repairs at that end wall.” 

“There were none. I believe that it was an excuse to move me from my room.” 

“Ah! that is suggestive. Now, on the other side of this narrow wing runs the corridor from 

which these three rooms open. There are windows in it, of course?” 

“Yes, but very small ones. Too narrow for anyone to pass through.” 

“As you both locked your doors at night, your rooms were unapproachable from that side. 

Now, would you have the kindness to go into your room and bar your shutters?” 

Miss Stoner did so, and Holmes, after a careful examination through the open window, 

endeavoured in every way to force the shutter open, but without success. There was no slit 

through which a knife could be passed to raise the bar. Then with his lens he tested the hinges, 

but they were of solid iron, built firmly into the massive masonry. “Hum!” said he, scratching his 

chin in some perplexity, “my theory certainly presents some difficulties. No one could pass these 

shutters if they were bolted. Well, we shall see if the inside throws any light upon the matter.” 

A small side door led into the whitewashed corridor from which the three bedrooms opened. 

Holmes refused to examine the third chamber, so we passed at once to the second, that in which 

Miss Stoner was now sleeping, and in which her sister had met with her fate. It was a homely 

little room, with a low ceiling and a gaping fireplace, after the fashion of old country-houses. A 

brown chest of drawers stood in one corner, a narrow white-counterpaned bed in another, and a 

dressing-table on the left-hand side of the window. These articles, with two small wicker-work 

chairs, made up all the furniture in the room save for a square of Wilton carpet in the centre. The 

boards round and the panelling of the walls were of brown, worm-eaten oak, so old and 

discoloured that it may have dated from the original building of the house. Holmes drew one of 

the chairs into a corner and sat silent, while his eyes travelled round and round and up and down, 

taking in every detail of the apartment. 

“Where does that bell communicate with?” he asked at last pointing to a thick bell-rope which 

hung down beside the bed, the tassel actually lying upon the pillow. 

“It goes to the housekeeper’s room.” 

“It looks newer than the other things?” 

“Yes, it was only put there a couple of years ago.” 

“Your sister asked for it, I suppose?” 

“No, I never heard of her using it. We used always to get what we wanted for ourselves.” 

“Indeed, it seemed unnecessary to put so nice a bell-pull there. You will excuse me for a few 

minutes while I satisfy myself as to this floor.” He threw himself down upon his face with his 

lens in his hand and crawled swiftly backward and forward, examining minutely the cracks 



between the boards. Then he did the same with the wood-work with which the chamber was 

panelled. Finally he walked over to the bed and spent some time in staring at it and in running his 

eye up and down the wall. Finally he took the bell-rope in his hand and gave it a brisk tug. 

“Why, it’s a dummy,” said he. 

“Won’t it ring?” 

“No, it is not even attached to a wire. This is very interesting. You can see now that it is 

fastened to a hook just above where the little opening for the ventilator is.” 

“How very absurd! I never noticed that before.” 

“Very strange!” muttered Holmes, pulling at the rope. “There are one or two very singular 

points about this room. For example, what a fool a builder must be to open a ventilator into 

another room, when, with the same trouble, he might have communicated with the outside air!” 

“That is also quite modern,” said the lady. 

“Done about the same time as the bell-rope?” remarked Holmes. 

“Yes, there were several little changes carried out about that time.” 

“They seem to have been of a most interesting character—dummy bell-ropes, and ventilators 

which do not ventilate. With your permission, Miss Stoner, we shall now carry our researches 

into the inner apartment.” 

Dr. Grimesby Roylott’s chamber was larger than that of his step-daughter, but was as plainly 

furnished. A camp-bed, a small wooden shelf full of books, mostly of a technical character, an 

armchair beside the bed, a plain wooden chair against the wall, a round table, and a large iron 

safe were the principal things which met the eye. Holmes walked slowly round and examined 

each and all of them with the keenest interest. 

“What’s in here?” he asked, tapping the safe. 

“My stepfather’s business papers.” 

“Oh! you have seen inside, then?” 

“Only once, some years ago. I remember that it was full of papers.” 

“There isn’t a cat in it, for example?” 

“No. What a strange idea!” 

“Well, look at this!” He took up a small saucer of milk which stood on the top of it. 

“No; we don’t keep a cat. But there is a cheetah and a baboon.” 

“Ah, yes, of course! Well, a cheetah is just a big cat, and yet a saucer of milk does not go very 

far in satisfying its wants, I daresay. There is one point which I should wish to determine.” He 

squatted down in front of the wooden chair and examined the seat of it with the greatest 

attention. 

“Thank you. That is quite settled,” said he, rising and putting his lens in his pocket. “Hullo! 

Here is something interesting!” 

The object which had caught his eye was a small dog lash hung on one corner of the bed. The 

lash, however, was curled upon itself and tied so as to make a loop of whipcord. 

“What do you make of that, Watson?” 

“It’s a common enough lash. But I don’t know why it should be tied.” 



“That is not quite so common, is it? Ah, me! it’s a wicked world, and when a clever man turns 

his brains to crime it is the worst of all. I think that I have seen enough now, Miss Stoner, and 

with your permission we shall walk out upon the lawn.” 

I had never seen my friend’s face so grim or his brow so dark as it was when we turned from 

the scene of this investigation. We had walked several times up and down the lawn, neither Miss 

Stoner nor myself liking to break in upon his thoughts before he roused himself from his reverie. 

“It is very essential, Miss Stoner,” said he, “that you should absolutely follow my advice in 

every respect.” 

“I shall most certainly do so.” 

“The matter is too serious for any hesitation. Your life may depend upon your compliance.” 

“I assure you that I am in your hands.” 

“In the first place, both my friend and I must spend the night in your room.” 

Both Miss Stoner and I gazed at him in astonishment. 

“Yes, it must be so. Let me explain. I believe that that is the village inn over there?” 

“Yes, that is the Crown.” 

“Very good. Your windows would be visible from there?” 

“Certainly.” 

“You must confine yourself to your room, on pretence of a headache, when your stepfather 

comes back. Then when you hear him retire for the night, you must open the shutters of your 

window, undo the hasp, put your lamp there as a signal to us, and then withdraw quietly with 

everything which you are likely to want into the room which you used to occupy. I have no 

doubt that, in spite of the repairs, you could manage there for one night.” 

“Oh, yes, easily.” 

“The rest you will leave in our hands.” 

“But what will you do?” 

“We shall spend the night in your room, and we shall investigate the cause of this noise which 

has disturbed you.” 

“I believe, Mr. Holmes, that you have already made up your mind,” said Miss Stoner, laying 

her hand upon my companion’s sleeve. 

“Perhaps I have.” 

“Then, for pity’s sake, tell me what was the cause of my sister’s death.” 

“I should prefer to have clearer proofs before I speak.” 

“You can at least tell me whether my own thought is correct, and if she died from some 

sudden fright.” 

“No, I do not think so. I think that there was probably some more tangible cause. And now, 

Miss Stoner, we must leave you for if Dr. Roylott returned and saw us our journey would be in 

vain. Good-bye, and be brave, for if you will do what I have told you, you may rest assured that 

we shall soon drive away the dangers that threaten you.” 

Sherlock Holmes and I had no difficulty in engaging a bedroom and sitting-room at the Crown 

Inn. They were on the upper floor, and from our window we could command a view of the 

avenue gate, and of the inhabited wing of Stoke Moran Manor House. At dusk we saw Dr. 



Grimesby Roylott drive past, his huge form looming up beside the little figure of the lad who 

drove him. The boy had some slight difficulty in undoing the heavy iron gates, and we heard the 

hoarse roar of the Doctor’s voice and saw the fury with which he shook his clinched fists at him. 

The trap drove on, and a few minutes later we saw a sudden light spring up among the trees as 

the lamp was lit in one of the sitting-rooms. 

“Do you know, Watson,” said Holmes as we sat together in the gathering darkness, “I have 

really some scruples as to taking you to-night. There is a distinct element of danger.” 

“Can I be of assistance?” 

“Your presence might be invaluable.” 

“Then I shall certainly come.” 

“It is very kind of you.” 

“You speak of danger. You have evidently seen more in these rooms than was visible to me.” 

“No, but I fancy that I may have deduced a little more. I imagine that you saw all that I did.” 

“I saw nothing remarkable save the bell-rope, and what purpose that could answer I confess is 

more than I can imagine.” 

“You saw the ventilator, too?” 

“Yes, but I do not think that it is such a very unusual thing to have a small opening between 

two rooms. It was so small that a rat could hardly pass through.” 

“I knew that we should find a ventilator before ever we came to Stoke Moran.” 

“My dear Holmes!” 

“Oh, yes, I did. You remember in her statement she said that her sister could smell Dr. 

Roylott’s cigar. Now, of course that suggested at once that there must be a communication 

between the two rooms. It could only be a small one, or it would have been remarked upon at the 

coroner’s inquiry. I deduced a ventilator.” 

“But what harm can there be in that?” 

“Well, there is at least a curious coincidence of dates. A ventilator is made, a cord is hung, and 

a lady who sleeps in the bed dies. Does not that strike you?” 

“I cannot as yet see any connection.” 

“Did you observe anything very peculiar about that bed?” 

“No.” 

“It was clamped to the floor. Did you ever see a bed fastened like that before?” 

“I cannot say that I have.” 

“The lady could not move her bed. It must always be in the same relative position to the 

ventilator and to the rope—or so we may call it, since it was clearly never meant for a bell-pull.” 

“Holmes,” I cried, “I seem to see dimly what you are hinting at. We are only just in time to 

prevent some subtle and horrible crime.” 

“Subtle enough and horrible enough. When a doctor does go wrong he is the first of criminals. 

He has nerve and he has knowledge. Palmer and Pritchard were among the heads of their 

profession. This man strikes even deeper, but I think, Watson, that we shall be able to strike 

deeper still. But we shall have horrors enough before the night is over; for goodness’ sake let us 

have a quiet pipe and turn our minds for a few hours to something more cheerful.” 



About nine o’clock the light among the trees was extinguished, and all was dark in the 

direction of the Manor House. Two hours passed slowly away, and then, suddenly, just at the 

stroke of eleven, a single bright light shone out right in front of us. 

“That is our signal,” said Holmes, springing to his feet; “it comes from the middle window.” 

As we passed out he exchanged a few words with the landlord, explaining that we were going 

on a late visit to an acquaintance, and that it was possible that we might spend the night there. A 

moment later we were out on the dark road, a chill wind blowing in our faces, and one yellow 

light twinkling in front of us through the gloom to guide us on our sombre errand. 

There was little difficulty in entering the grounds, for unrepaired breaches gaped in the old 

park wall. Making our way among the trees, we reached the lawn, crossed it, and were about to 

enter through the window when out from a clump of laurel bushes there darted what seemed to 

be a hideous and distorted child, who threw itself upon the grass with writhing limbs and then 

ran swiftly across the lawn into the darkness. 

“My God!” I whispered; “did you see it?” 

Holmes was for the moment as startled as I. His hand closed like a vice upon my wrist in his 

agitation. Then he broke into a low laugh and put his lips to my ear. 

“It is a nice household,” he murmured. “That is the baboon.” 

I had forgotten the strange pets which the Doctor affected. There was a cheetah, too; perhaps 

we might find it upon our shoulders at any moment. I confess that I felt easier in my mind when, 

after following Holmes’ example and slipping off my shoes, I found myself inside the bedroom. 

My companion noiselessly closed the shutters, moved the lamp onto the table, and cast his eyes 

round the room. All was as we had seen it in the daytime. Then creeping up to me and making a 

trumpet of his hand, he whispered into my ear again so gently that it was all that I could do to 

distinguish the words: 

“The least sound would be fatal to our plans.” 

I nodded to show that I had heard. 

“We must sit without light. He would see it through the ventilator.” 

I nodded again. 

“Do not go asleep; your very life may depend upon it. Have your pistol ready in case we 

should need it. I will sit on the side of the bed, and you in that chair.” 

I took out my revolver and laid it on the corner of the table. 

Holmes had brought up a long thin cane, and this he placed upon the bed beside him. By it he 

laid the box of matches and the stump of a candle. Then he turned down the lamp, and we were 

left in darkness. 

How shall I ever forget that dreadful vigil? I could not hear a sound, not even the drawing of a 

breath, and yet I knew that my companion sat open-eyed, within a few feet of me, in the same 

state of nervous tension in which I was myself. The shutters cut off the least ray of light, and we 

waited in absolute darkness. 

From outside came the occasional cry of a night-bird, and once at our very window a long 

drawn catlike whine, which told us that the cheetah was indeed at liberty. Far away we could 

hear the deep tones of the parish clock, which boomed out every quarter of an hour. How long 

they seemed, those quarters! Twelve struck, and one and two and three, and still we sat waiting 

silently for whatever might befall. 



Suddenly there was the momentary gleam of a light up in the direction of the ventilator, which 

vanished immediately, but was succeeded by a strong smell of burning oil and heated metal. 

Someone in the next room had lit a dark-lantern. I heard a gentle sound of movement, and then 

all was silent once more, though the smell grew stronger. For half an hour I sat with straining 

ears. Then suddenly another sound became audible—a very gentle, soothing sound, like that of a 

small jet of steam escaping continually from a kettle. The instant that we heard it, Holmes sprang 

from the bed, struck a match, and lashed furiously with his cane at the bell-pull. 

“You see it, Watson?” he yelled. “You see it?” 

But I saw nothing. At the moment when Holmes struck the light I heard a low, clear whistle, 

but the sudden glare flashing into my weary eyes made it impossible for me to tell what it was at 

which my friend lashed so savagely. I could, however, see that his face was deadly pale and 

filled with horror and loathing. He had ceased to strike and was gazing up at the ventilator when 

suddenly there broke from the silence of the night the most horrible cry to which I have ever 

listened. It swelled up louder and louder, a hoarse yell of pain and fear and anger all mingled in 

the one dreadful shriek. They say that away down in the village, and even in the distant 

parsonage, that cry raised the sleepers from their beds. It struck cold to our hearts, and I stood 

gazing at Holmes, and he at me, until the last echoes of it had died away into the silence from 

which it rose. 

“What can it mean?” I gasped. 

“It means that it is all over,” Holmes answered. “And perhaps, after all, it is for the best. Take 

your pistol, and we will enter Dr. Roylott’s room.” 

With a grave face he lit the lamp and led the way down the corridor. Twice he struck at the 

chamber door without any reply from within. Then he turned the handle and entered, I at his 

heels, with the cocked pistol in my hand. 

It was a singular sight which met our eyes. On the table stood a dark-lantern with the shutter 

half open, throwing a brilliant beam of light upon the iron safe, the door of which was ajar. 

Beside this table, on the wooden chair, sat Dr. Grimesby Roylott clad in a long grey dressing-

gown, his bare ankles protruding beneath, and his feet thrust into red heelless Turkish slippers. 

Across his lap lay the short stock with the long lash which we had noticed during the day. His 

chin was cocked upward and his eyes were fixed in a dreadful, rigid stare at the corner of the 

ceiling. Round his brow he had a peculiar yellow band, with brownish speckles, which seemed to 

be bound tightly round his head. As we entered he made neither sound nor motion. 

“The band! the speckled band!” whispered Holmes. 

I took a step forward. In an instant his strange headgear began to move, and there reared itself 

from among his hair the squat diamond-shaped head and puffed neck of a loathsome serpent. 

“It is a swamp adder!” cried Holmes; “the deadliest snake in India. He has died within ten 

seconds of being bitten. Violence does, in truth, recoil upon the violent, and the schemer falls 

into the pit which he digs for another. Let us thrust this creature back into its den, and we can 

then remove Miss Stoner to some place of shelter and let the county police know what has 

happened.” 

As he spoke he drew the dog-whip swiftly from the dead man’s lap, and throwing the noose 

round the reptile’s neck he drew it from its horrid perch and, carrying it at arm’s length, threw it 

into the iron safe, which he closed upon it. 



Such are the true facts of the death of Dr. Grimesby Roylott, of Stoke Moran. It is not 

necessary that I should prolong a narrative which has already run to too great a length by telling 

how we broke the sad news to the terrified girl, how we conveyed her by the morning train to the 

care of her good aunt at Harrow, of how the slow process of official inquiry came to the 

conclusion that the doctor met his fate while indiscreetly playing with a dangerous pet. The little 

which I had yet to learn of the case was told me by Sherlock Holmes as we travelled back next 

day. 

“I had,” said he, “come to an entirely erroneous conclusion which shows, my dear Watson, 

how dangerous it always is to reason from insufficient data. The presence of the gipsies, and the 

use of the word ‘band,’ which was used by the poor girl, no doubt, to explain the appearance 

which she had caught a hurried glimpse of by the light of her match, were sufficient to put me 

upon an entirely wrong scent. I can only claim the merit that I instantly reconsidered my position 

when, however, it became clear to me that whatever danger threatened an occupant of the room 

could not come either from the window or the door. My attention was speedily drawn, as I have 

already remarked to you, to this ventilator, and to the bell-rope which hung down to the bed. The 

discovery that this was a dummy, and that the bed was clamped to the floor, instantly gave rise to 

the suspicion that the rope was there as a bridge for something passing through the hole and 

coming to the bed. The idea of a snake instantly occurred to me, and when I coupled it with my 

knowledge that the doctor was furnished with a supply of creatures from India, I felt that I was 

probably on the right track. The idea of using a form of poison which could not possibly be 

discovered by any chemical test was just such a one as would occur to a clever and ruthless man 

who had had an Eastern training. The rapidity with which such a poison would take effect would 

also, from his point of view, be an advantage. It would be a sharp-eyed coroner, indeed, who 

could distinguish the two little dark punctures which would show where the poison fangs had 

done their work. Then I thought of the whistle. Of course he must recall the snake before the 

morning light revealed it to the victim. He had trained it, probably by the use of the milk which 

we saw, to return to him when summoned. He would put it through this ventilator at the hour that 

he thought best, with the certainty that it would crawl down the rope and land on the bed. It 

might or might not bite the occupant, perhaps she might escape every night for a week, but 

sooner or later she must fall a victim. 

“I had come to these conclusions before ever I had entered his room. An inspection of his 

chair showed me that he had been in the habit of standing on it, which of course would be 

necessary in order that he should reach the ventilator. The sight of the safe, the saucer of milk, 

and the loop of whipcord were enough to finally dispel any doubts which may have remained. 

The metallic clang heard by Miss Stoner was obviously caused by her stepfather hastily closing 

the door of his safe upon its terrible occupant. Having once made up my mind, you know the 

steps which I took in order to put the matter to the proof. I heard the creature hiss as I have no 

doubt that you did also, and I instantly lit the light and attacked it.” 

“With the result of driving it through the ventilator.” 

“And also with the result of causing it to turn upon its master at the other side. Some of the 

blows of my cane came home and roused its snakish temper, so that it flew upon the first person 

it saw. In this way I am no doubt indirectly responsible for Dr. Grimesby Roylott’s death, and I 

cannot say that it is likely to weigh very heavily upon my conscience.” 

  



IX. THE ADVENTURE OF THE ENGINEER’S THUMB 

Of all the problems which have been submitted to my friend, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, for 

solution during the years of our intimacy, there were only two which I was the means of 

introducing to his notice—that of Mr. Hatherley’s thumb, and that of Colonel Warburton’s 

madness. Of these the latter may have afforded a finer field for an acute and original observer, 

but the other was so strange in its inception and so dramatic in its details that it may be the more 

worthy of being placed upon record, even if it gave my friend fewer openings for those deductive 

methods of reasoning by which he achieved such remarkable results. The story has, I believe, 

been told more than once in the newspapers, but, like all such narratives, its effect is much less 

striking when set forth en bloc in a single half-column of print than when the facts slowly evolve 

before your own eyes, and the mystery clears gradually away as each new discovery furnishes a 

step which leads on to the complete truth. At the time the circumstances made a deep impression 

upon me, and the lapse of two years has hardly served to weaken the effect. 

It was in the summer of ’89, not long after my marriage, that the events occurred which I am 

now about to summarise. I had returned to civil practice and had finally abandoned Holmes in 

his Baker Street rooms, although I continually visited him and occasionally even persuaded him 

to forgo his Bohemian habits so far as to come and visit us. My practice had steadily increased, 

and as I happened to live at no very great distance from Paddington Station, I got a few patients 

from among the officials. One of these, whom I had cured of a painful and lingering disease, was 

never weary of advertising my virtues and of endeavouring to send me on every sufferer over 

whom he might have any influence. 

One morning, at a little before seven o’clock, I was awakened by the maid tapping at the door 

to announce that two men had come from Paddington and were waiting in the consulting-room. I 

dressed hurriedly, for I knew by experience that railway cases were seldom trivial, and hastened 

downstairs. As I descended, my old ally, the guard, came out of the room and closed the door 

tightly behind him. 

“I’ve got him here,” he whispered, jerking his thumb over his shoulder; “he’s all right.” 

“What is it, then?” I asked, for his manner suggested that it was some strange creature which 

he had caged up in my room. 

“It’s a new patient,” he whispered. “I thought I’d bring him round myself; then he couldn’t 

slip away. There he is, all safe and sound. I must go now, Doctor; I have my dooties, just the 

same as you.” And off he went, this trusty tout, without even giving me time to thank him. 

I entered my consulting-room and found a gentleman seated by the table. He was quietly 

dressed in a suit of heather tweed with a soft cloth cap which he had laid down upon my books. 

Round one of his hands he had a handkerchief wrapped, which was mottled all over with 

bloodstains. He was young, not more than five-and-twenty, I should say, with a strong, 

masculine face; but he was exceedingly pale and gave me the impression of a man who was 

suffering from some strong agitation, which it took all his strength of mind to control. 

“I am sorry to knock you up so early, Doctor,” said he, “but I have had a very serious accident 

during the night. I came in by train this morning, and on inquiring at Paddington as to where I 

might find a doctor, a worthy fellow very kindly escorted me here. I gave the maid a card, but I 

see that she has left it upon the side-table.” 

I took it up and glanced at it. “Mr. Victor Hatherley, hydraulic engineer, 16A, Victoria Street 

(3rd floor).” That was the name, style, and abode of my morning visitor. “I regret that I have kept 



you waiting,” said I, sitting down in my library-chair. “You are fresh from a night journey, I 

understand, which is in itself a monotonous occupation.” 

“Oh, my night could not be called monotonous,” said he, and laughed. He laughed very 

heartily, with a high, ringing note, leaning back in his chair and shaking his sides. All my 

medical instincts rose up against that laugh. 

“Stop it!” I cried; “pull yourself together!” and I poured out some water from a caraffe. 

It was useless, however. He was off in one of those hysterical outbursts which come upon a 

strong nature when some great crisis is over and gone. Presently he came to himself once more, 

very weary and pale-looking. 

“I have been making a fool of myself,” he gasped. 

“Not at all. Drink this.” I dashed some brandy into the water, and the colour began to come 

back to his bloodless cheeks. 

“That’s better!” said he. “And now, Doctor, perhaps you would kindly attend to my thumb, or 

rather to the place where my thumb used to be.” 

He unwound the handkerchief and held out his hand. It gave even my hardened nerves a 

shudder to look at it. There were four protruding fingers and a horrid red, spongy surface where 

the thumb should have been. It had been hacked or torn right out from the roots. 

“Good heavens!” I cried, “this is a terrible injury. It must have bled considerably.” 

“Yes, it did. I fainted when it was done, and I think that I must have been senseless for a long 

time. When I came to I found that it was still bleeding, so I tied one end of my handkerchief very 

tightly round the wrist and braced it up with a twig.” 

“Excellent! You should have been a surgeon.” 

“It is a question of hydraulics, you see, and came within my own province.” 

“This has been done,” said I, examining the wound, “by a very heavy and sharp instrument.” 

“A thing like a cleaver,” said he. 

“An accident, I presume?” 

“By no means.” 

“What! a murderous attack?” 

“Very murderous indeed.” 

“You horrify me.” 

I sponged the wound, cleaned it, dressed it, and finally covered it over with cotton wadding 

and carbolised bandages. He lay back without wincing, though he bit his lip from time to time. 

“How is that?” I asked when I had finished. 

“Capital! Between your brandy and your bandage, I feel a new man. I was very weak, but I 

have had a good deal to go through.” 

“Perhaps you had better not speak of the matter. It is evidently trying to your nerves.” 

“Oh, no, not now. I shall have to tell my tale to the police; but, between ourselves, if it were 

not for the convincing evidence of this wound of mine, I should be surprised if they believed my 

statement, for it is a very extraordinary one, and I have not much in the way of proof with which 

to back it up; and, even if they believe me, the clues which I can give them are so vague that it is 

a question whether justice will be done.” 



“Ha!” cried I, “if it is anything in the nature of a problem which you desire to see solved, I 

should strongly recommend you to come to my friend, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, before you go to 

the official police.” 

“Oh, I have heard of that fellow,” answered my visitor, “and I should be very glad if he would 

take the matter up, though of course I must use the official police as well. Would you give me an 

introduction to him?” 

“I’ll do better. I’ll take you round to him myself.” 

“I should be immensely obliged to you.” 

“We’ll call a cab and go together. We shall just be in time to have a little breakfast with him. 

Do you feel equal to it?” 

“Yes; I shall not feel easy until I have told my story.” 

“Then my servant will call a cab, and I shall be with you in an instant.” I rushed upstairs, 

explained the matter shortly to my wife, and in five minutes was inside a hansom, driving with 

my new acquaintance to Baker Street. 

Sherlock Holmes was, as I expected, lounging about his sitting-room in his dressing-gown, 

reading the agony column of The Times and smoking his before-breakfast pipe, which was 

composed of all the plugs and dottles left from his smokes of the day before, all carefully dried 

and collected on the corner of the mantelpiece. He received us in his quietly genial fashion, 

ordered fresh rashers and eggs, and joined us in a hearty meal. When it was concluded he settled 

our new acquaintance upon the sofa, placed a pillow beneath his head, and laid a glass of brandy 

and water within his reach. 

“It is easy to see that your experience has been no common one, Mr. Hatherley,” said he. 

“Pray, lie down there and make yourself absolutely at home. Tell us what you can, but stop when 

you are tired and keep up your strength with a little stimulant.” 

“Thank you,” said my patient, “but I have felt another man since the doctor bandaged me, and 

I think that your breakfast has completed the cure. I shall take up as little of your valuable time 

as possible, so I shall start at once upon my peculiar experiences.” 

Holmes sat in his big armchair with the weary, heavy-lidded expression which veiled his keen 

and eager nature, while I sat opposite to him, and we listened in silence to the strange story 

which our visitor detailed to us. 

“You must know,” said he, “that I am an orphan and a bachelor, residing alone in lodgings in 

London. By profession I am a hydraulic engineer, and I have had considerable experience of my 

work during the seven years that I was apprenticed to Venner & Matheson, the well-known firm, 

of Greenwich. Two years ago, having served my time, and having also come into a fair sum of 

money through my poor father’s death, I determined to start in business for myself and took 

professional chambers in Victoria Street. 

“I suppose that everyone finds his first independent start in business a dreary experience. To 

me it has been exceptionally so. During two years I have had three consultations and one small 

job, and that is absolutely all that my profession has brought me. My gross takings amount to £ 

27 10s. Every day, from nine in the morning until four in the afternoon, I waited in my little den, 

until at last my heart began to sink, and I came to believe that I should never have any practice at 

all. 

“Yesterday, however, just as I was thinking of leaving the office, my clerk entered to say there 

was a gentleman waiting who wished to see me upon business. He brought up a card, too, with 



the name of ‘Colonel Lysander Stark’ engraved upon it. Close at his heels came the colonel 

himself, a man rather over the middle size, but of an exceeding thinness. I do not think that I 

have ever seen so thin a man. His whole face sharpened away into nose and chin, and the skin of 

his cheeks was drawn quite tense over his outstanding bones. Yet this emaciation seemed to be 

his natural habit, and due to no disease, for his eye was bright, his step brisk, and his bearing 

assured. He was plainly but neatly dressed, and his age, I should judge, would be nearer forty 

than thirty. 

“‘Mr. Hatherley?’ said he, with something of a German accent. ‘You have been recommended 

to me, Mr. Hatherley, as being a man who is not only proficient in his profession but is also 

discreet and capable of preserving a secret.’ 

“I bowed, feeling as flattered as any young man would at such an address. ‘May I ask who it 

was who gave me so good a character?’ 

“‘Well, perhaps it is better that I should not tell you that just at this moment. I have it from the 

same source that you are both an orphan and a bachelor and are residing alone in London.’ 

“‘That is quite correct,’ I answered; ‘but you will excuse me if I say that I cannot see how all 

this bears upon my professional qualifications. I understand that it was on a professional matter 

that you wished to speak to me?’ 

“‘Undoubtedly so. But you will find that all I say is really to the point. I have a professional 

commission for you, but absolute secrecy is quite essential—absolute secrecy, you understand, 

and of course we may expect that more from a man who is alone than from one who lives in the 

bosom of his family.’ 

“‘If I promise to keep a secret,’ said I, ‘you may absolutely depend upon my doing so.’ 

“He looked very hard at me as I spoke, and it seemed to me that I had never seen so suspicious 

and questioning an eye. 

“‘Do you promise, then?’ said he at last. 

“‘Yes, I promise.’ 

“‘Absolute and complete silence before, during, and after? No reference to the matter at all, 

either in word or writing?’ 

“‘I have already given you my word.’ 

“‘Very good.’ He suddenly sprang up, and darting like lightning across the room he flung 

open the door. The passage outside was empty. 

“‘That’s all right,’ said he, coming back. ‘I know that clerks are sometimes curious as to their 

master’s affairs. Now we can talk in safety.’ He drew up his chair very close to mine and began 

to stare at me again with the same questioning and thoughtful look. 

“A feeling of repulsion, and of something akin to fear had begun to rise within me at the 

strange antics of this fleshless man. Even my dread of losing a client could not restrain me from 

showing my impatience. 

“‘I beg that you will state your business, sir,’ said I; ‘my time is of value.’ Heaven forgive me 

for that last sentence, but the words came to my lips. 

“‘How would fifty guineas for a night’s work suit you?’ he asked. 

“‘Most admirably.’ 



“‘I say a night’s work, but an hour’s would be nearer the mark. I simply want your opinion 

about a hydraulic stamping machine which has got out of gear. If you show us what is wrong we 

shall soon set it right ourselves. What do you think of such a commission as that?’ 

“‘The work appears to be light and the pay munificent.’ 

“‘Precisely so. We shall want you to come to-night by the last train.’ 

“‘Where to?’ 

“‘To Eyford, in Berkshire. It is a little place near the borders of Oxfordshire, and within seven 

miles of Reading. There is a train from Paddington which would bring you there at about 11:15.’ 

“‘Very good.’ 

“‘I shall come down in a carriage to meet you.’ 

“‘There is a drive, then?’ 

“‘Yes, our little place is quite out in the country. It is a good seven miles from Eyford Station.’ 

“‘Then we can hardly get there before midnight. I suppose there would be no chance of a train 

back. I should be compelled to stop the night.’ 

“‘Yes, we could easily give you a shake-down.’ 

“‘That is very awkward. Could I not come at some more convenient hour?’ 

“‘We have judged it best that you should come late. It is to recompense you for any 

inconvenience that we are paying to you, a young and unknown man, a fee which would buy an 

opinion from the very heads of your profession. Still, of course, if you would like to draw out of 

the business, there is plenty of time to do so.’ 

“I thought of the fifty guineas, and of how very useful they would be to me. ‘Not at all,’ said I, 

‘I shall be very happy to accommodate myself to your wishes. I should like, however, to 

understand a little more clearly what it is that you wish me to do.’ 

“‘Quite so. It is very natural that the pledge of secrecy which we have exacted from you 

should have aroused your curiosity. I have no wish to commit you to anything without your 

having it all laid before you. I suppose that we are absolutely safe from eavesdroppers?’ 

“‘Entirely.’ 

“‘Then the matter stands thus. You are probably aware that fuller’s-earth is a valuable product, 

and that it is only found in one or two places in England?’ 

“‘I have heard so.’ 

“‘Some little time ago I bought a small place—a very small place—within ten miles of 

Reading. I was fortunate enough to discover that there was a deposit of fuller’s-earth in one of 

my fields. On examining it, however, I found that this deposit was a comparatively small one, 

and that it formed a link between two very much larger ones upon the right and left—both of 

them, however, in the grounds of my neighbours. These good people were absolutely ignorant 

that their land contained that which was quite as valuable as a gold-mine. Naturally, it was to my 

interest to buy their land before they discovered its true value, but unfortunately I had no capital 

by which I could do this. I took a few of my friends into the secret, however, and they suggested 

that we should quietly and secretly work our own little deposit and that in this way we should 

earn the money which would enable us to buy the neighbouring fields. This we have now been 

doing for some time, and in order to help us in our operations we erected a hydraulic press. This 

press, as I have already explained, has got out of order, and we wish your advice upon the 

subject. We guard our secret very jealously, however, and if it once became known that we had 



hydraulic engineers coming to our little house, it would soon rouse inquiry, and then, if the facts 

came out, it would be good-bye to any chance of getting these fields and carrying out our plans. 

That is why I have made you promise me that you will not tell a human being that you are going 

to Eyford to-night. I hope that I make it all plain?’ 

“‘I quite follow you,’ said I. ‘The only point which I could not quite understand was what use 

you could make of a hydraulic press in excavating fuller’s-earth, which, as I understand, is dug 

out like gravel from a pit.’ 

“‘Ah!’ said he carelessly, ‘we have our own process. We compress the earth into bricks, so as 

to remove them without revealing what they are. But that is a mere detail. I have taken you fully 

into my confidence now, Mr. Hatherley, and I have shown you how I trust you.’ He rose as he 

spoke. ‘I shall expect you, then, at Eyford at 11:15.’ 

“‘I shall certainly be there.’ 

“‘And not a word to a soul.’ He looked at me with a last long, questioning gaze, and then, 

pressing my hand in a cold, dank grasp, he hurried from the room. 

“Well, when I came to think it all over in cool blood I was very much astonished, as you may 

both think, at this sudden commission which had been intrusted to me. On the one hand, of 

course, I was glad, for the fee was at least tenfold what I should have asked had I set a price upon 

my own services, and it was possible that this order might lead to other ones. On the other hand, 

the face and manner of my patron had made an unpleasant impression upon me, and I could not 

think that his explanation of the fuller’s-earth was sufficient to explain the necessity for my 

coming at midnight, and his extreme anxiety lest I should tell anyone of my errand. However, I 

threw all fears to the winds, ate a hearty supper, drove to Paddington, and started off, having 

obeyed to the letter the injunction as to holding my tongue. 

“At Reading I had to change not only my carriage but my station. However, I was in time for 

the last train to Eyford, and I reached the little dim-lit station after eleven o’clock. I was the only 

passenger who got out there, and there was no one upon the platform save a single sleepy porter 

with a lantern. As I passed out through the wicket gate, however, I found my acquaintance of the 

morning waiting in the shadow upon the other side. Without a word he grasped my arm and 

hurried me into a carriage, the door of which was standing open. He drew up the windows on 

either side, tapped on the wood-work, and away we went as fast as the horse could go.” 

“One horse?” interjected Holmes. 

“Yes, only one.” 

“Did you observe the colour?” 

“Yes, I saw it by the side-lights when I was stepping into the carriage. It was a chestnut.” 

“Tired-looking or fresh?” 

“Oh, fresh and glossy.” 

“Thank you. I am sorry to have interrupted you. Pray continue your most interesting 

statement.” 

“Away we went then, and we drove for at least an hour. Colonel Lysander Stark had said that 

it was only seven miles, but I should think, from the rate that we seemed to go, and from the time 

that we took, that it must have been nearer twelve. He sat at my side in silence all the time, and I 

was aware, more than once when I glanced in his direction, that he was looking at me with great 

intensity. The country roads seem to be not very good in that part of the world, for we lurched 



and jolted terribly. I tried to look out of the windows to see something of where we were, but 

they were made of frosted glass, and I could make out nothing save the occasional bright blur of 

a passing light. Now and then I hazarded some remark to break the monotony of the journey, but 

the colonel answered only in monosyllables, and the conversation soon flagged. At last, 

however, the bumping of the road was exchanged for the crisp smoothness of a gravel-drive, and 

the carriage came to a stand. Colonel Lysander Stark sprang out, and, as I followed after him, 

pulled me swiftly into a porch which gaped in front of us. We stepped, as it were, right out of the 

carriage and into the hall, so that I failed to catch the most fleeting glance of the front of the 

house. The instant that I had crossed the threshold the door slammed heavily behind us, and I 

heard faintly the rattle of the wheels as the carriage drove away. 

“It was pitch dark inside the house, and the colonel fumbled about looking for matches and 

muttering under his breath. Suddenly a door opened at the other end of the passage, and a long, 

golden bar of light shot out in our direction. It grew broader, and a woman appeared with a lamp 

in her hand, which she held above her head, pushing her face forward and peering at us. I could 

see that she was pretty, and from the gloss with which the light shone upon her dark dress I knew 

that it was a rich material. She spoke a few words in a foreign tongue in a tone as though asking 

a question, and when my companion answered in a gruff monosyllable she gave such a start that 

the lamp nearly fell from her hand. Colonel Stark went up to her, whispered something in her 

ear, and then, pushing her back into the room from whence she had come, he walked towards me 

again with the lamp in his hand. 

“‘Perhaps you will have the kindness to wait in this room for a few minutes,’ said he, throwing 

open another door. It was a quiet, little, plainly furnished room, with a round table in the centre, 

on which several German books were scattered. Colonel Stark laid down the lamp on the top of a 

harmonium beside the door. ‘I shall not keep you waiting an instant,’ said he, and vanished into 

the darkness. 

“I glanced at the books upon the table, and in spite of my ignorance of German I could see that 

two of them were treatises on science, the others being volumes of poetry. Then I walked across 

to the window, hoping that I might catch some glimpse of the country-side, but an oak shutter, 

heavily barred, was folded across it. It was a wonderfully silent house. There was an old clock 

ticking loudly somewhere in the passage, but otherwise everything was deadly still. A vague 

feeling of uneasiness began to steal over me. Who were these German people, and what were 

they doing living in this strange, out-of-the-way place? And where was the place? I was ten 

miles or so from Eyford, that was all I knew, but whether north, south, east, or west I had no 

idea. For that matter, Reading, and possibly other large towns, were within that radius, so the 

place might not be so secluded, after all. Yet it was quite certain, from the absolute stillness, that 

we were in the country. I paced up and down the room, humming a tune under my breath to keep 

up my spirits and feeling that I was thoroughly earning my fifty-guinea fee. 

“Suddenly, without any preliminary sound in the midst of the utter stillness, the door of my 

room swung slowly open. The woman was standing in the aperture, the darkness of the hall 

behind her, the yellow light from my lamp beating upon her eager and beautiful face. I could see 

at a glance that she was sick with fear, and the sight sent a chill to my own heart. She held up one 

shaking finger to warn me to be silent, and she shot a few whispered words of broken English at 

me, her eyes glancing back, like those of a frightened horse, into the gloom behind her. 

“‘I would go,’ said she, trying hard, as it seemed to me, to speak calmly; ‘I would go. I should 

not stay here. There is no good for you to do.’ 



“‘But, madam,’ said I, ‘I have not yet done what I came for. I cannot possibly leave until I 

have seen the machine.’ 

“‘It is not worth your while to wait,’ she went on. ‘You can pass through the door; no one 

hinders.’ And then, seeing that I smiled and shook my head, she suddenly threw aside her 

constraint and made a step forward, with her hands wrung together. ‘For the love of Heaven!’ 

she whispered, ‘get away from here before it is too late!’ 

“But I am somewhat headstrong by nature, and the more ready to engage in an affair when 

there is some obstacle in the way. I thought of my fifty-guinea fee, of my wearisome journey, 

and of the unpleasant night which seemed to be before me. Was it all to go for nothing? Why 

should I slink away without having carried out my commission, and without the payment which 

was my due? This woman might, for all I knew, be a monomaniac. With a stout bearing, 

therefore, though her manner had shaken me more than I cared to confess, I still shook my head 

and declared my intention of remaining where I was. She was about to renew her entreaties when 

a door slammed overhead, and the sound of several footsteps was heard upon the stairs. She 

listened for an instant, threw up her hands with a despairing gesture, and vanished as suddenly 

and as noiselessly as she had come. 

“The newcomers were Colonel Lysander Stark and a short thick man with a chinchilla beard 

growing out of the creases of his double chin, who was introduced to me as Mr. Ferguson. 

“‘This is my secretary and manager,’ said the colonel. ‘By the way, I was under the 

impression that I left this door shut just now. I fear that you have felt the draught.’ 

“‘On the contrary,’ said I, ‘I opened the door myself because I felt the room to be a little 

close.’ 

“He shot one of his suspicious looks at me. ‘Perhaps we had better proceed to business, then,’ 

said he. ‘Mr. Ferguson and I will take you up to see the machine.’ 

“‘I had better put my hat on, I suppose.’ 

“‘Oh, no, it is in the house.’ 

“‘What, you dig fuller’s-earth in the house?’ 

“‘No, no. This is only where we compress it. But never mind that. All we wish you to do is to 

examine the machine and to let us know what is wrong with it.’ 

“We went upstairs together, the colonel first with the lamp, the fat manager and I behind him. 

It was a labyrinth of an old house, with corridors, passages, narrow winding staircases, and little 

low doors, the thresholds of which were hollowed out by the generations who had crossed them. 

There were no carpets and no signs of any furniture above the ground floor, while the plaster was 

peeling off the walls, and the damp was breaking through in green, unhealthy blotches. I tried to 

put on as unconcerned an air as possible, but I had not forgotten the warnings of the lady, even 

though I disregarded them, and I kept a keen eye upon my two companions. Ferguson appeared 

to be a morose and silent man, but I could see from the little that he said that he was at least a 

fellow-countryman. 

“Colonel Lysander Stark stopped at last before a low door, which he unlocked. Within was a 

small, square room, in which the three of us could hardly get at one time. Ferguson remained 

outside, and the colonel ushered me in. 

“‘We are now,’ said he, ‘actually within the hydraulic press, and it would be a particularly 

unpleasant thing for us if anyone were to turn it on. The ceiling of this small chamber is really 

the end of the descending piston, and it comes down with the force of many tons upon this metal 



floor. There are small lateral columns of water outside which receive the force, and which 

transmit and multiply it in the manner which is familiar to you. The machine goes readily 

enough, but there is some stiffness in the working of it, and it has lost a little of its force. Perhaps 

you will have the goodness to look it over and to show us how we can set it right.’ 

“I took the lamp from him, and I examined the machine very thoroughly. It was indeed a 

gigantic one, and capable of exercising enormous pressure. When I passed outside, however, and 

pressed down the levers which controlled it, I knew at once by the whishing sound that there was 

a slight leakage, which allowed a regurgitation of water through one of the side cylinders. An 

examination showed that one of the india-rubber bands which was round the head of a driving-

rod had shrunk so as not quite to fill the socket along which it worked. This was clearly the cause 

of the loss of power, and I pointed it out to my companions, who followed my remarks very 

carefully and asked several practical questions as to how they should proceed to set it right. 

When I had made it clear to them, I returned to the main chamber of the machine and took a 

good look at it to satisfy my own curiosity. It was obvious at a glance that the story of the 

fuller’s-earth was the merest fabrication, for it would be absurd to suppose that so powerful an 

engine could be designed for so inadequate a purpose. The walls were of wood, but the floor 

consisted of a large iron trough, and when I came to examine it I could see a crust of metallic 

deposit all over it. I had stooped and was scraping at this to see exactly what it was when I heard 

a muttered exclamation in German and saw the cadaverous face of the colonel looking down at 

me. 

“‘What are you doing there?’ he asked. 

“I felt angry at having been tricked by so elaborate a story as that which he had told me. ‘I was 

admiring your fuller’s-earth,’ said I; ‘I think that I should be better able to advise you as to your 

machine if I knew what the exact purpose was for which it was used.’ 

“The instant that I uttered the words I regretted the rashness of my speech. His face set hard, 

and a baleful light sprang up in his grey eyes. 

“‘Very well,’ said he, ‘you shall know all about the machine.’ He took a step backward, 

slammed the little door, and turned the key in the lock. I rushed towards it and pulled at the 

handle, but it was quite secure, and did not give in the least to my kicks and shoves. ‘Hullo!’ I 

yelled. ‘Hullo! Colonel! Let me out!’ 

“And then suddenly in the silence I heard a sound which sent my heart into my mouth. It was 

the clank of the levers and the swish of the leaking cylinder. He had set the engine at work. The 

lamp still stood upon the floor where I had placed it when examining the trough. By its light I 

saw that the black ceiling was coming down upon me, slowly, jerkily, but, as none knew better 

than myself, with a force which must within a minute grind me to a shapeless pulp. I threw 

myself, screaming, against the door, and dragged with my nails at the lock. I implored the 

colonel to let me out, but the remorseless clanking of the levers drowned my cries. The ceiling 

was only a foot or two above my head, and with my hand upraised I could feel its hard, rough 

surface. Then it flashed through my mind that the pain of my death would depend very much 

upon the position in which I met it. If I lay on my face the weight would come upon my spine, 

and I shuddered to think of that dreadful snap. Easier the other way, perhaps; and yet, had I the 

nerve to lie and look up at that deadly black shadow wavering down upon me? Already I was 

unable to stand erect, when my eye caught something which brought a gush of hope back to my 

heart. 



“I have said that though the floor and ceiling were of iron, the walls were of wood. As I gave a 

last hurried glance around, I saw a thin line of yellow light between two of the boards, which 

broadened and broadened as a small panel was pushed backward. For an instant I could hardly 

believe that here was indeed a door which led away from death. The next instant I threw myself 

through, and lay half-fainting upon the other side. The panel had closed again behind me, but the 

crash of the lamp, and a few moments afterwards the clang of the two slabs of metal, told me 

how narrow had been my escape. 

“I was recalled to myself by a frantic plucking at my wrist, and I found myself lying upon the 

stone floor of a narrow corridor, while a woman bent over me and tugged at me with her left 

hand, while she held a candle in her right. It was the same good friend whose warning I had so 

foolishly rejected. 

“‘Come! come!’ she cried breathlessly. ‘They will be here in a moment. They will see that you 

are not there. Oh, do not waste the so-precious time, but come!’ 

“This time, at least, I did not scorn her advice. I staggered to my feet and ran with her along 

the corridor and down a winding stair. The latter led to another broad passage, and just as we 

reached it we heard the sound of running feet and the shouting of two voices, one answering the 

other from the floor on which we were and from the one beneath. My guide stopped and looked 

about her like one who is at her wit’s end. Then she threw open a door which led into a bedroom, 

through the window of which the moon was shining brightly. 

“‘It is your only chance,’ said she. ‘It is high, but it may be that you can jump it.’ 

“As she spoke a light sprang into view at the further end of the passage, and I saw the lean 

figure of Colonel Lysander Stark rushing forward with a lantern in one hand and a weapon like a 

butcher’s cleaver in the other. I rushed across the bedroom, flung open the window, and looked 

out. How quiet and sweet and wholesome the garden looked in the moonlight, and it could not be 

more than thirty feet down. I clambered out upon the sill, but I hesitated to jump until I should 

have heard what passed between my saviour and the ruffian who pursued me. If she were ill-

used, then at any risks I was determined to go back to her assistance. The thought had hardly 

flashed through my mind before he was at the door, pushing his way past her; but she threw her 

arms round him and tried to hold him back. 

“‘Fritz! Fritz!’ she cried in English, ‘remember your promise after the last time. You said it 

should not be again. He will be silent! Oh, he will be silent!’ 

“‘You are mad, Elise!’ he shouted, struggling to break away from her. ‘You will be the ruin of 

us. He has seen too much. Let me pass, I say!’ He dashed her to one side, and, rushing to the 

window, cut at me with his heavy weapon. I had let myself go, and was hanging by the hands to 

the sill, when his blow fell. I was conscious of a dull pain, my grip loosened, and I fell into the 

garden below. 

“I was shaken but not hurt by the fall; so I picked myself up and rushed off among the bushes 

as hard as I could run, for I understood that I was far from being out of danger yet. Suddenly, 

however, as I ran, a deadly dizziness and sickness came over me. I glanced down at my hand, 

which was throbbing painfully, and then, for the first time, saw that my thumb had been cut off 

and that the blood was pouring from my wound. I endeavoured to tie my handkerchief round it, 

but there came a sudden buzzing in my ears, and next moment I fell in a dead faint among the 

rose-bushes. 

“How long I remained unconscious I cannot tell. It must have been a very long time, for the 

moon had sunk, and a bright morning was breaking when I came to myself. My clothes were all 



sodden with dew, and my coat-sleeve was drenched with blood from my wounded thumb. The 

smarting of it recalled in an instant all the particulars of my night’s adventure, and I sprang to my 

feet with the feeling that I might hardly yet be safe from my pursuers. But to my astonishment, 

when I came to look round me, neither house nor garden were to be seen. I had been lying in an 

angle of the hedge close by the highroad, and just a little lower down was a long building, which 

proved, upon my approaching it, to be the very station at which I had arrived upon the previous 

night. Were it not for the ugly wound upon my hand, all that had passed during those dreadful 

hours might have been an evil dream. 

“Half dazed, I went into the station and asked about the morning train. There would be one to 

Reading in less than an hour. The same porter was on duty, I found, as had been there when I 

arrived. I inquired of him whether he had ever heard of Colonel Lysander Stark. The name was 

strange to him. Had he observed a carriage the night before waiting for me? No, he had not. Was 

there a police-station anywhere near? There was one about three miles off. 

“It was too far for me to go, weak and ill as I was. I determined to wait until I got back to town 

before telling my story to the police. It was a little past six when I arrived, so I went first to have 

my wound dressed, and then the doctor was kind enough to bring me along here. I put the case 

into your hands and shall do exactly what you advise.” 

We both sat in silence for some little time after listening to this extraordinary narrative. Then 

Sherlock Holmes pulled down from the shelf one of the ponderous commonplace books in which 

he placed his cuttings. 

“Here is an advertisement which will interest you,” said he. “It appeared in all the papers 

about a year ago. Listen to this: ‘Lost, on the 9th inst., Mr. Jeremiah Hayling, aged twenty-six, a 

hydraulic engineer. Left his lodgings at ten o’clock at night, and has not been heard of since. 

Was dressed in,’ etc., etc. Ha! That represents the last time that the colonel needed to have his 

machine overhauled, I fancy.” 

“Good heavens!” cried my patient. “Then that explains what the girl said.” 

“Undoubtedly. It is quite clear that the colonel was a cool and desperate man, who was 

absolutely determined that nothing should stand in the way of his little game, like those out-and-

out pirates who will leave no survivor from a captured ship. Well, every moment now is 

precious, so if you feel equal to it we shall go down to Scotland Yard at once as a preliminary to 

starting for Eyford.” 

Some three hours or so afterwards we were all in the train together, bound from Reading to the 

little Berkshire village. There were Sherlock Holmes, the hydraulic engineer, Inspector 

Bradstreet, of Scotland Yard, a plain-clothes man, and myself. Bradstreet had spread an ordnance 

map of the county out upon the seat and was busy with his compasses drawing a circle with 

Eyford for its centre. 

“There you are,” said he. “That circle is drawn at a radius of ten miles from the village. The 

place we want must be somewhere near that line. You said ten miles, I think, sir.” 

“It was an hour’s good drive.” 

“And you think that they brought you back all that way when you were unconscious?” 

“They must have done so. I have a confused memory, too, of having been lifted and conveyed 

somewhere.” 

“What I cannot understand,” said I, “is why they should have spared you when they found you 

lying fainting in the garden. Perhaps the villain was softened by the woman’s entreaties.” 



“I hardly think that likely. I never saw a more inexorable face in my life.” 

“Oh, we shall soon clear up all that,” said Bradstreet. “Well, I have drawn my circle, and I 

only wish I knew at what point upon it the folk that we are in search of are to be found.” 

“I think I could lay my finger on it,” said Holmes quietly. 

“Really, now!” cried the inspector, “you have formed your opinion! Come, now, we shall see 

who agrees with you. I say it is south, for the country is more deserted there.” 

“And I say east,” said my patient. 

“I am for west,” remarked the plain-clothes man. “There are several quiet little villages up 

there.” 

“And I am for north,” said I, “because there are no hills there, and our friend says that he did 

not notice the carriage go up any.” 

“Come,” cried the inspector, laughing; “it’s a very pretty diversity of opinion. We have boxed 

the compass among us. Who do you give your casting vote to?” 

“You are all wrong.” 

“But we can’t all be.” 

“Oh, yes, you can. This is my point.” He placed his finger in the centre of the circle. “This is 

where we shall find them.” 

“But the twelve-mile drive?” gasped Hatherley. 

“Six out and six back. Nothing simpler. You say yourself that the horse was fresh and glossy 

when you got in. How could it be that if it had gone twelve miles over heavy roads?” 

“Indeed, it is a likely ruse enough,” observed Bradstreet thoughtfully. “Of course there can be 

no doubt as to the nature of this gang.” 

“None at all,” said Holmes. “They are coiners on a large scale, and have used the machine to 

form the amalgam which has taken the place of silver.” 

“We have known for some time that a clever gang was at work,” said the inspector. “They 

have been turning out half-crowns by the thousand. We even traced them as far as Reading, but 

could get no farther, for they had covered their traces in a way that showed that they were very 

old hands. But now, thanks to this lucky chance, I think that we have got them right enough.” 

But the inspector was mistaken, for those criminals were not destined to fall into the hands of 

justice. As we rolled into Eyford Station we saw a gigantic column of smoke which streamed up 

from behind a small clump of trees in the neighbourhood and hung like an immense ostrich 

feather over the landscape. 

“A house on fire?” asked Bradstreet as the train steamed off again on its way. 

“Yes, sir!” said the station-master. 

“When did it break out?” 

“I hear that it was during the night, sir, but it has got worse, and the whole place is in a blaze.” 

“Whose house is it?” 

“Dr. Becher’s.” 

“Tell me,” broke in the engineer, “is Dr. Becher a German, very thin, with a long, sharp 

nose?” 



The station-master laughed heartily. “No, sir, Dr. Becher is an Englishman, and there isn’t a 

man in the parish who has a better-lined waistcoat. But he has a gentleman staying with him, a 

patient, as I understand, who is a foreigner, and he looks as if a little good Berkshire beef would 

do him no harm.” 

The station-master had not finished his speech before we were all hastening in the direction of 

the fire. The road topped a low hill, and there was a great widespread whitewashed building in 

front of us, spouting fire at every chink and window, while in the garden in front three fire-

engines were vainly striving to keep the flames under. 

“That’s it!” cried Hatherley, in intense excitement. “There is the gravel-drive, and there are the 

rose-bushes where I lay. That second window is the one that I jumped from.” 

“Well, at least,” said Holmes, “you have had your revenge upon them. There can be no 

question that it was your oil-lamp which, when it was crushed in the press, set fire to the wooden 

walls, though no doubt they were too excited in the chase after you to observe it at the time. Now 

keep your eyes open in this crowd for your friends of last night, though I very much fear that 

they are a good hundred miles off by now.” 

And Holmes’ fears came to be realised, for from that day to this no word has ever been heard 

either of the beautiful woman, the sinister German, or the morose Englishman. Early that 

morning a peasant had met a cart containing several people and some very bulky boxes driving 

rapidly in the direction of Reading, but there all traces of the fugitives disappeared, and even 

Holmes’ ingenuity failed ever to discover the least clue as to their whereabouts. 

The firemen had been much perturbed at the strange arrangements which they had found 

within, and still more so by discovering a newly severed human thumb upon a window-sill of the 

second floor. About sunset, however, their efforts were at last successful, and they subdued the 

flames, but not before the roof had fallen in, and the whole place been reduced to such absolute 

ruin that, save some twisted cylinders and iron piping, not a trace remained of the machinery 

which had cost our unfortunate acquaintance so dearly. Large masses of nickel and of tin were 

discovered stored in an out-house, but no coins were to be found, which may have explained the 

presence of those bulky boxes which have been already referred to. 

How our hydraulic engineer had been conveyed from the garden to the spot where he 

recovered his senses might have remained forever a mystery were it not for the soft mould, 

which told us a very plain tale. He had evidently been carried down by two persons, one of 

whom had remarkably small feet and the other unusually large ones. On the whole, it was most 

probable that the silent Englishman, being less bold or less murderous than his companion, had 

assisted the woman to bear the unconscious man out of the way of danger. 

“Well,” said our engineer ruefully as we took our seats to return once more to London, “it has 

been a pretty business for me! I have lost my thumb and I have lost a fifty-guinea fee, and what 

have I gained?” 

“Experience,” said Holmes, laughing. “Indirectly it may be of value, you know; you have only 

to put it into words to gain the reputation of being excellent company for the remainder of your 

existence.” 

  



X.THE ADVENTURE OF THE NOBLE BACHELOR 

The Lord St. Simon marriage, and its curious termination, have long ceased to be a subject of 

interest in those exalted circles in which the unfortunate bridegroom moves. Fresh scandals have 

eclipsed it, and their more piquant details have drawn the gossips away from this four-year-old 

drama. As I have reason to believe, however, that the full facts have never been revealed to the 

general public, and as my friend Sherlock Holmes had a considerable share in clearing the matter 

up, I feel that no memoir of him would be complete without some little sketch of this remarkable 

episode. 

It was a few weeks before my own marriage, during the days when I was still sharing rooms 

with Holmes in Baker Street, that he came home from an afternoon stroll to find a letter on the 

table waiting for him. I had remained indoors all day, for the weather had taken a sudden turn to 

rain, with high autumnal winds, and the jezail bullet which I had brought back in one of my 

limbs as a relic of my Afghan campaign throbbed with dull persistence. With my body in one 

easy-chair and my legs upon another, I had surrounded myself with a cloud of newspapers until 

at last, saturated with the news of the day, I tossed them all aside and lay listless, watching the 

huge crest and monogram upon the envelope upon the table and wondering lazily who my 

friend’s noble correspondent could be. 

“Here is a very fashionable epistle,” I remarked as he entered. “Your morning letters, if I 

remember right, were from a fish-monger and a tide-waiter.” 

“Yes, my correspondence has certainly the charm of variety,” he answered, smiling, “and the 

humbler are usually the more interesting. This looks like one of those unwelcome social 

summonses which call upon a man either to be bored or to lie.” 

He broke the seal and glanced over the contents. 

“Oh, come, it may prove to be something of interest, after all.” 

“Not social, then?” 

“No, distinctly professional.” 

“And from a noble client?” 

“One of the highest in England.” 

“My dear fellow, I congratulate you.” 

“I assure you, Watson, without affectation, that the status of my client is a matter of less 

moment to me than the interest of his case. It is just possible, however, that that also may not be 

wanting in this new investigation. You have been reading the papers diligently of late, have you 

not?” 

“It looks like it,” said I ruefully, pointing to a huge bundle in the corner. “I have had nothing 

else to do.” 

“It is fortunate, for you will perhaps be able to post me up. I read nothing except the criminal 

news and the agony column. The latter is always instructive. But if you have followed recent 

events so closely you must have read about Lord St. Simon and his wedding?” 

“Oh, yes, with the deepest interest.” 

“That is well. The letter which I hold in my hand is from Lord St. Simon. I will read it to you, 

and in return you must turn over these papers and let me have whatever bears upon the matter. 

This is what he says: 



“‘MY DEAR MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES,—Lord Backwater 

tells me that I may place implicit reliance upon your judgment 

and discretion. I have determined, therefore, to call upon you 

and to consult you in reference to the very painful event which 

has occurred in connection with my wedding. Mr. Lestrade, of 

Scotland Yard, is acting already in the matter, but he assures 

me that he sees no objection to your co-operation, and that he 

even thinks that it might be of some assistance. I will call at 

four o’clock in the afternoon, and, should you have any other 

engagement at that time, I hope that you will postpone it, as 

this matter is of paramount importance. Yours faithfully, 

“‘ROBERT ST. SIMON.’ 

“It is dated from Grosvenor Mansions, written with a quill pen, and the noble lord has had the 

misfortune to get a smear of ink upon the outer side of his right little finger,” remarked Holmes 

as he folded up the epistle. 

“He says four o’clock. It is three now. He will be here in an hour.” 

“Then I have just time, with your assistance, to get clear upon the subject. Turn over those 

papers and arrange the extracts in their order of time, while I take a glance as to who our client 

is.” He picked a red-covered volume from a line of books of reference beside the mantelpiece. 

“Here he is,” said he, sitting down and flattening it out upon his knee. “‘Lord Robert 

Walsingham de Vere St. Simon, second son of the Duke of Balmoral.’ Hum! ‘Arms: Azure, 

three caltrops in chief over a fess sable. Born in 1846.’ He’s forty-one years of age, which is 

mature for marriage. Was Under-Secretary for the colonies in a late administration. The Duke, 

his father, was at one time Secretary for Foreign Affairs. They inherit Plantagenet blood by 

direct descent, and Tudor on the distaff side. Ha! Well, there is nothing very instructive in all 

this. I think that I must turn to you Watson, for something more solid.” 

“I have very little difficulty in finding what I want,” said I, “for the facts are quite recent, and 

the matter struck me as remarkable. I feared to refer them to you, however, as I knew that you 

had an inquiry on hand and that you disliked the intrusion of other matters.” 

“Oh, you mean the little problem of the Grosvenor Square furniture van. That is quite cleared 

up now—though, indeed, it was obvious from the first. Pray give me the results of your 

newspaper selections.” 

“Here is the first notice which I can find. It is in the personal column of the Morning Post, and 

dates, as you see, some weeks back: ‘A marriage has been arranged,’ it says, ‘and will, if rumour 

is correct, very shortly take place, between Lord Robert St. Simon, second son of the Duke of 

Balmoral, and Miss Hatty Doran, the only daughter of Aloysius Doran. Esq., of San Francisco, 

Cal., U.S.A.’ That is all.” 

“Terse and to the point,” remarked Holmes, stretching his long, thin legs towards the fire. 

“There was a paragraph amplifying this in one of the society papers of the same week. Ah, 

here it is: ‘There will soon be a call for protection in the marriage market, for the present free-

trade principle appears to tell heavily against our home product. One by one the management of 

the noble houses of Great Britain is passing into the hands of our fair cousins from across the 



Atlantic. An important addition has been made during the last week to the list of the prizes which 

have been borne away by these charming invaders. Lord St. Simon, who has shown himself for 

over twenty years proof against the little god’s arrows, has now definitely announced his 

approaching marriage with Miss Hatty Doran, the fascinating daughter of a California 

millionaire. Miss Doran, whose graceful figure and striking face attracted much attention at the 

Westbury House festivities, is an only child, and it is currently reported that her dowry will run 

to considerably over the six figures, with expectancies for the future. As it is an open secret that 

the Duke of Balmoral has been compelled to sell his pictures within the last few years, and as 

Lord St. Simon has no property of his own save the small estate of Birchmoor, it is obvious that 

the Californian heiress is not the only gainer by an alliance which will enable her to make the 

easy and common transition from a Republican lady to a British peeress.’” 

“Anything else?” asked Holmes, yawning. 

“Oh, yes; plenty. Then there is another note in the Morning Post to say that the marriage 

would be an absolutely quiet one, that it would be at St. George’s, Hanover Square, that only half 

a dozen intimate friends would be invited, and that the party would return to the furnished house 

at Lancaster Gate which has been taken by Mr. Aloysius Doran. Two days later—that is, on 

Wednesday last—there is a curt announcement that the wedding had taken place, and that the 

honeymoon would be passed at Lord Backwater’s place, near Petersfield. Those are all the 

notices which appeared before the disappearance of the bride.” 

“Before the what?” asked Holmes with a start. 

“The vanishing of the lady.” 

“When did she vanish, then?” 

“At the wedding breakfast.” 

“Indeed. This is more interesting than it promised to be; quite dramatic, in fact.” 

“Yes; it struck me as being a little out of the common.” 

“They often vanish before the ceremony, and occasionally during the honeymoon; but I cannot 

call to mind anything quite so prompt as this. Pray let me have the details.” 

“I warn you that they are very incomplete.” 

“Perhaps we may make them less so.” 

“Such as they are, they are set forth in a single article of a morning paper of yesterday, which I 

will read to you. It is headed, ‘Singular Occurrence at a Fashionable Wedding’: 

“‘The family of Lord Robert St. Simon has been thrown into the greatest consternation by the 

strange and painful episodes which have taken place in connection with his wedding. The 

ceremony, as shortly announced in the papers of yesterday, occurred on the previous morning; 

but it is only now that it has been possible to confirm the strange rumours which have been so 

persistently floating about. In spite of the attempts of the friends to hush the matter up, so much 

public attention has now been drawn to it that no good purpose can be served by affecting to 

disregard what is a common subject for conversation. 

“‘The ceremony, which was performed at St. George’s, Hanover Square, was a very quiet one, 

no one being present save the father of the bride, Mr. Aloysius Doran, the Duchess of Balmoral, 

Lord Backwater, Lord Eustace and Lady Clara St. Simon (the younger brother and sister of the 

bridegroom), and Lady Alicia Whittington. The whole party proceeded afterwards to the house 

of Mr. Aloysius Doran, at Lancaster Gate, where breakfast had been prepared. It appears that 



some little trouble was caused by a woman, whose name has not been ascertained, who 

endeavoured to force her way into the house after the bridal party, alleging that she had some 

claim upon Lord St. Simon. It was only after a painful and prolonged scene that she was ejected 

by the butler and the footman. The bride, who had fortunately entered the house before this 

unpleasant interruption, had sat down to breakfast with the rest, when she complained of a 

sudden indisposition and retired to her room. Her prolonged absence having caused some 

comment, her father followed her, but learned from her maid that she had only come up to her 

chamber for an instant, caught up an ulster and bonnet, and hurried down to the passage. One of 

the footmen declared that he had seen a lady leave the house thus apparelled, but had refused to 

credit that it was his mistress, believing her to be with the company. On ascertaining that his 

daughter had disappeared, Mr. Aloysius Doran, in conjunction with the bridegroom, instantly put 

themselves in communication with the police, and very energetic inquiries are being made, 

which will probably result in a speedy clearing up of this very singular business. Up to a late 

hour last night, however, nothing had transpired as to the whereabouts of the missing lady. There 

are rumours of foul play in the matter, and it is said that the police have caused the arrest of the 

woman who had caused the original disturbance, in the belief that, from jealousy or some other 

motive, she may have been concerned in the strange disappearance of the bride.’” 

“And is that all?” 

“Only one little item in another of the morning papers, but it is a suggestive one.” 

“And it is—” 

“That Miss Flora Millar, the lady who had caused the disturbance, has actually been arrested. 

It appears that she was formerly a danseuse at the Allegro, and that she has known the 

bridegroom for some years. There are no further particulars, and the whole case is in your hands 

now—so far as it has been set forth in the public press.” 

“And an exceedingly interesting case it appears to be. I would not have missed it for worlds. 

But there is a ring at the bell, Watson, and as the clock makes it a few minutes after four, I have 

no doubt that this will prove to be our noble client. Do not dream of going, Watson, for I very 

much prefer having a witness, if only as a check to my own memory.” 

“Lord Robert St. Simon,” announced our page-boy, throwing open the door. A gentleman 

entered, with a pleasant, cultured face, high-nosed and pale, with something perhaps of petulance 

about the mouth, and with the steady, well-opened eye of a man whose pleasant lot it had ever 

been to command and to be obeyed. His manner was brisk, and yet his general appearance gave 

an undue impression of age, for he had a slight forward stoop and a little bend of the knees as he 

walked. His hair, too, as he swept off his very curly-brimmed hat, was grizzled round the edges 

and thin upon the top. As to his dress, it was careful to the verge of foppishness, with high collar, 

black frock-coat, white waistcoat, yellow gloves, patent-leather shoes, and light-coloured gaiters. 

He advanced slowly into the room, turning his head from left to right, and swinging in his right 

hand the cord which held his golden eyeglasses. 

“Good-day, Lord St. Simon,” said Holmes, rising and bowing. “Pray take the basket-chair. 

This is my friend and colleague, Dr. Watson. Draw up a little to the fire, and we will talk this 

matter over.” 

“A most painful matter to me, as you can most readily imagine, Mr. Holmes. I have been cut 

to the quick. I understand that you have already managed several delicate cases of this sort, sir, 

though I presume that they were hardly from the same class of society.” 

“No, I am descending.” 



“I beg pardon.” 

“My last client of the sort was a king.” 

“Oh, really! I had no idea. And which king?” 

“The King of Scandinavia.” 

“What! Had he lost his wife?” 

“You can understand,” said Holmes suavely, “that I extend to the affairs of my other clients 

the same secrecy which I promise to you in yours.” 

“Of course! Very right! very right! I’m sure I beg pardon. As to my own case, I am ready to 

give you any information which may assist you in forming an opinion.” 

“Thank you. I have already learned all that is in the public prints, nothing more. I presume that 

I may take it as correct—this article, for example, as to the disappearance of the bride.” 

Lord St. Simon glanced over it. “Yes, it is correct, as far as it goes.” 

“But it needs a great deal of supplementing before anyone could offer an opinion. I think that I 

may arrive at my facts most directly by questioning you.” 

“Pray do so.” 

“When did you first meet Miss Hatty Doran?” 

“In San Francisco, a year ago.” 

“You were travelling in the States?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did you become engaged then?” 

“No.” 

“But you were on a friendly footing?” 

“I was amused by her society, and she could see that I was amused.” 

“Her father is very rich?” 

“He is said to be the richest man on the Pacific slope.” 

“And how did he make his money?” 

“In mining. He had nothing a few years ago. Then he struck gold, invested it, and came up by 

leaps and bounds.” 

“Now, what is your own impression as to the young lady’s—your wife’s character?” 

The nobleman swung his glasses a little faster and stared down into the fire. “You see, Mr. 

Holmes,” said he, “my wife was twenty before her father became a rich man. During that time 

she ran free in a mining camp and wandered through woods or mountains, so that her education 

has come from Nature rather than from the schoolmaster. She is what we call in England a 

tomboy, with a strong nature, wild and free, unfettered by any sort of traditions. She is 

impetuous—volcanic, I was about to say. She is swift in making up her mind and fearless in 

carrying out her resolutions. On the other hand, I would not have given her the name which I 

have the honour to bear”—he gave a little stately cough—“had I not thought her to be at bottom 

a noble woman. I believe that she is capable of heroic self-sacrifice and that anything 

dishonourable would be repugnant to her.” 

“Have you her photograph?” 



“I brought this with me.” He opened a locket and showed us the full face of a very lovely 

woman. It was not a photograph but an ivory miniature, and the artist had brought out the full 

effect of the lustrous black hair, the large dark eyes, and the exquisite mouth. Holmes gazed long 

and earnestly at it. Then he closed the locket and handed it back to Lord St. Simon. 

“The young lady came to London, then, and you renewed your acquaintance?” 

“Yes, her father brought her over for this last London season. I met her several times, became 

engaged to her, and have now married her.” 

“She brought, I understand, a considerable dowry?” 

“A fair dowry. Not more than is usual in my family.” 

“And this, of course, remains to you, since the marriage is a fait accompli?” 

“I really have made no inquiries on the subject.” 

“Very naturally not. Did you see Miss Doran on the day before the wedding?” 

“Yes.” 

“Was she in good spirits?” 

“Never better. She kept talking of what we should do in our future lives.” 

“Indeed! That is very interesting. And on the morning of the wedding?” 

“She was as bright as possible—at least until after the ceremony.” 

“And did you observe any change in her then?” 

“Well, to tell the truth, I saw then the first signs that I had ever seen that her temper was just a 

little sharp. The incident however, was too trivial to relate and can have no possible bearing upon 

the case.” 

“Pray let us have it, for all that.” 

“Oh, it is childish. She dropped her bouquet as we went towards the vestry. She was passing 

the front pew at the time, and it fell over into the pew. There was a moment’s delay, but the 

gentleman in the pew handed it up to her again, and it did not appear to be the worse for the fall. 

Yet when I spoke to her of the matter, she answered me abruptly; and in the carriage, on our way 

home, she seemed absurdly agitated over this trifling cause.” 

“Indeed! You say that there was a gentleman in the pew. Some of the general public were 

present, then?” 

“Oh, yes. It is impossible to exclude them when the church is open.” 

“This gentleman was not one of your wife’s friends?” 

“No, no; I call him a gentleman by courtesy, but he was quite a common-looking person. I 

hardly noticed his appearance. But really I think that we are wandering rather far from the point.” 

“Lady St. Simon, then, returned from the wedding in a less cheerful frame of mind than she 

had gone to it. What did she do on re-entering her father’s house?” 

“I saw her in conversation with her maid.” 

“And who is her maid?” 

“Alice is her name. She is an American and came from California with her.” 

“A confidential servant?” 

“A little too much so. It seemed to me that her mistress allowed her to take great liberties. 

Still, of course, in America they look upon these things in a different way.” 



“How long did she speak to this Alice?” 

“Oh, a few minutes. I had something else to think of.” 

“You did not overhear what they said?” 

“Lady St. Simon said something about ‘jumping a claim.’ She was accustomed to use slang of 

the kind. I have no idea what she meant.” 

“American slang is very expressive sometimes. And what did your wife do when she finished 

speaking to her maid?” 

“She walked into the breakfast-room.” 

“On your arm?” 

“No, alone. She was very independent in little matters like that. Then, after we had sat down 

for ten minutes or so, she rose hurriedly, muttered some words of apology, and left the room. She 

never came back.” 

“But this maid, Alice, as I understand, deposes that she went to her room, covered her bride’s 

dress with a long ulster, put on a bonnet, and went out.” 

“Quite so. And she was afterwards seen walking into Hyde Park in company with Flora 

Millar, a woman who is now in custody, and who had already made a disturbance at Mr. Doran’s 

house that morning.” 

“Ah, yes. I should like a few particulars as to this young lady, and your relations to her.” 

Lord St. Simon shrugged his shoulders and raised his eyebrows. “We have been on a friendly 

footing for some years—I may say on a very friendly footing. She used to be at the Allegro. I 

have not treated her ungenerously, and she had no just cause of complaint against me, but you 

know what women are, Mr. Holmes. Flora was a dear little thing, but exceedingly hot-headed 

and devotedly attached to me. She wrote me dreadful letters when she heard that I was about to 

be married, and, to tell the truth, the reason why I had the marriage celebrated so quietly was that 

I feared lest there might be a scandal in the church. She came to Mr. Doran’s door just after we 

returned, and she endeavoured to push her way in, uttering very abusive expressions towards my 

wife, and even threatening her, but I had foreseen the possibility of something of the sort, and I 

had two police fellows there in private clothes, who soon pushed her out again. She was quiet 

when she saw that there was no good in making a row.” 

“Did your wife hear all this?” 

“No, thank goodness, she did not.” 

“And she was seen walking with this very woman afterwards?” 

“Yes. That is what Mr. Lestrade, of Scotland Yard, looks upon as so serious. It is thought that 

Flora decoyed my wife out and laid some terrible trap for her.” 

“Well, it is a possible supposition.” 

“You think so, too?” 

“I did not say a probable one. But you do not yourself look upon this as likely?” 

“I do not think Flora would hurt a fly.” 

“Still, jealousy is a strange transformer of characters. Pray what is your own theory as to what 

took place?” 

“Well, really, I came to seek a theory, not to propound one. I have given you all the facts. 

Since you ask me, however, I may say that it has occurred to me as possible that the excitement 



of this affair, the consciousness that she had made so immense a social stride, had the effect of 

causing some little nervous disturbance in my wife.” 

“In short, that she had become suddenly deranged?” 

“Well, really, when I consider that she has turned her back—I will not say upon me, but upon 

so much that many have aspired to without success—I can hardly explain it in any other 

fashion.” 

“Well, certainly that is also a conceivable hypothesis,” said Holmes, smiling. “And now, Lord 

St. Simon, I think that I have nearly all my data. May I ask whether you were seated at the 

breakfast-table so that you could see out of the window?” 

“We could see the other side of the road and the Park.” 

“Quite so. Then I do not think that I need to detain you longer. I shall communicate with you.” 

“Should you be fortunate enough to solve this problem,” said our client, rising. 

“I have solved it.” 

“Eh? What was that?” 

“I say that I have solved it.” 

“Where, then, is my wife?” 

“That is a detail which I shall speedily supply.” 

Lord St. Simon shook his head. “I am afraid that it will take wiser heads than yours or mine,” 

he remarked, and bowing in a stately, old-fashioned manner he departed. 

“It is very good of Lord St. Simon to honour my head by putting it on a level with his own,” 

said Sherlock Holmes, laughing. “I think that I shall have a whisky and soda and a cigar after all 

this cross-questioning. I had formed my conclusions as to the case before our client came into the 

room.” 

“My dear Holmes!” 

“I have notes of several similar cases, though none, as I remarked before, which were quite as 

prompt. My whole examination served to turn my conjecture into a certainty. Circumstantial 

evidence is occasionally very convincing, as when you find a trout in the milk, to quote 

Thoreau’s example.” 

“But I have heard all that you have heard.” 

“Without, however, the knowledge of pre-existing cases which serves me so well. There was a 

parallel instance in Aberdeen some years back, and something on very much the same lines at 

Munich the year after the Franco-Prussian War. It is one of these cases—but, hullo, here is 

Lestrade! Good-afternoon, Lestrade! You will find an extra tumbler upon the sideboard, and 

there are cigars in the box.” 

The official detective was attired in a pea-jacket and cravat, which gave him a decidedly 

nautical appearance, and he carried a black canvas bag in his hand. With a short greeting he 

seated himself and lit the cigar which had been offered to him. 

“What’s up, then?” asked Holmes with a twinkle in his eye. “You look dissatisfied.” 

“And I feel dissatisfied. It is this infernal St. Simon marriage case. I can make neither head nor 

tail of the business.” 

“Really! You surprise me.” 



“Who ever heard of such a mixed affair? Every clue seems to slip through my fingers. I have 

been at work upon it all day.” 

“And very wet it seems to have made you,” said Holmes laying his hand upon the arm of the 

pea-jacket. 

“Yes, I have been dragging the Serpentine.” 

“In Heaven’s name, what for?” 

“In search of the body of Lady St. Simon.” 

Sherlock Holmes leaned back in his chair and laughed heartily. 

“Have you dragged the basin of Trafalgar Square fountain?” he asked. 

“Why? What do you mean?” 

“Because you have just as good a chance of finding this lady in the one as in the other.” 

Lestrade shot an angry glance at my companion. “I suppose you know all about it,” he snarled. 

“Well, I have only just heard the facts, but my mind is made up.” 

“Oh, indeed! Then you think that the Serpentine plays no part in the matter?” 

“I think it very unlikely.” 

“Then perhaps you will kindly explain how it is that we found this in it?” He opened his bag 

as he spoke, and tumbled onto the floor a wedding-dress of watered silk, a pair of white satin 

shoes and a bride’s wreath and veil, all discoloured and soaked in water. “There,” said he, 

putting a new wedding-ring upon the top of the pile. “There is a little nut for you to crack, 

Master Holmes.” 

“Oh, indeed!” said my friend, blowing blue rings into the air. “You dragged them from the 

Serpentine?” 

“No. They were found floating near the margin by a park-keeper. They have been identified as 

her clothes, and it seemed to me that if the clothes were there the body would not be far off.” 

“By the same brilliant reasoning, every man’s body is to be found in the neighbourhood of his 

wardrobe. And pray what did you hope to arrive at through this?” 

“At some evidence implicating Flora Millar in the disappearance.” 

“I am afraid that you will find it difficult.” 

“Are you, indeed, now?” cried Lestrade with some bitterness. “I am afraid, Holmes, that you 

are not very practical with your deductions and your inferences. You have made two blunders in 

as many minutes. This dress does implicate Miss Flora Millar.” 

“And how?” 

“In the dress is a pocket. In the pocket is a card-case. In the card-case is a note. And here is the 

very note.” He slapped it down upon the table in front of him. “Listen to this: ‘You will see me 

when all is ready. Come at once. F. H. M.’ Now my theory all along has been that Lady St. 

Simon was decoyed away by Flora Millar, and that she, with confederates, no doubt, was 

responsible for her disappearance. Here, signed with her initials, is the very note which was no 

doubt quietly slipped into her hand at the door and which lured her within their reach.” 

“Very good, Lestrade,” said Holmes, laughing. “You really are very fine indeed. Let me see 

it.” He took up the paper in a listless way, but his attention instantly became riveted, and he gave 

a little cry of satisfaction. “This is indeed important,” said he. 



“Ha! you find it so?” 

“Extremely so. I congratulate you warmly.” 

Lestrade rose in his triumph and bent his head to look. “Why,” he shrieked, “you’re looking at 

the wrong side!” 

“On the contrary, this is the right side.” 

“The right side? You’re mad! Here is the note written in pencil over here.” 

“And over here is what appears to be the fragment of a hotel bill, which interests me deeply.” 

“There’s nothing in it. I looked at it before,” said Lestrade. “‘Oct. 4th, rooms 8s., breakfast 2s. 

6d., cocktail 1s., lunch 2s. 6d., glass sherry, 8d.’ I see nothing in that.” 

“Very likely not. It is most important, all the same. As to the note, it is important also, or at 

least the initials are, so I congratulate you again.” 

“I’ve wasted time enough,” said Lestrade, rising. “I believe in hard work and not in sitting by 

the fire spinning fine theories. Good-day, Mr. Holmes, and we shall see which gets to the bottom 

of the matter first.” He gathered up the garments, thrust them into the bag, and made for the door. 

“Just one hint to you, Lestrade,” drawled Holmes before his rival vanished; “I will tell you the 

true solution of the matter. Lady St. Simon is a myth. There is not, and there never has been, any 

such person.” 

Lestrade looked sadly at my companion. Then he turned to me, tapped his forehead three 

times, shook his head solemnly, and hurried away. 

He had hardly shut the door behind him when Holmes rose to put on his overcoat. “There is 

something in what the fellow says about outdoor work,” he remarked, “so I think, Watson, that I 

must leave you to your papers for a little.” 

It was after five o’clock when Sherlock Holmes left me, but I had no time to be lonely, for 

within an hour there arrived a confectioner’s man with a very large flat box. This he unpacked 

with the help of a youth whom he had brought with him, and presently, to my very great 

astonishment, a quite epicurean little cold supper began to be laid out upon our humble lodging-

house mahogany. There were a couple of brace of cold woodcock, a pheasant, a pâté de foie 

gras pie with a group of ancient and cobwebby bottles. Having laid out all these luxuries, my 

two visitors vanished away, like the genii of the Arabian Nights, with no explanation save that 

the things had been paid for and were ordered to this address. 

Just before nine o’clock Sherlock Holmes stepped briskly into the room. His features were 

gravely set, but there was a light in his eye which made me think that he had not been 

disappointed in his conclusions. 

“They have laid the supper, then,” he said, rubbing his hands. 

“You seem to expect company. They have laid for five.” 

“Yes, I fancy we may have some company dropping in,” said he. “I am surprised that Lord St. 

Simon has not already arrived. Ha! I fancy that I hear his step now upon the stairs.” 

It was indeed our visitor of the afternoon who came bustling in, dangling his glasses more 

vigorously than ever, and with a very perturbed expression upon his aristocratic features. 

“My messenger reached you, then?” asked Holmes. 

“Yes, and I confess that the contents startled me beyond measure. Have you good authority for 

what you say?” 



“The best possible.” 

Lord St. Simon sank into a chair and passed his hand over his forehead. 

“What will the Duke say,” he murmured, “when he hears that one of the family has been 

subjected to such humiliation?” 

“It is the purest accident. I cannot allow that there is any humiliation.” 

“Ah, you look on these things from another standpoint.” 

“I fail to see that anyone is to blame. I can hardly see how the lady could have acted 

otherwise, though her abrupt method of doing it was undoubtedly to be regretted. Having no 

mother, she had no one to advise her at such a crisis.” 

“It was a slight, sir, a public slight,” said Lord St. Simon, tapping his fingers upon the table. 

“You must make allowance for this poor girl, placed in so unprecedented a position.” 

“I will make no allowance. I am very angry indeed, and I have been shamefully used.” 

“I think that I heard a ring,” said Holmes. “Yes, there are steps on the landing. If I cannot 

persuade you to take a lenient view of the matter, Lord St. Simon, I have brought an advocate 

here who may be more successful.” He opened the door and ushered in a lady and gentleman. 

“Lord St. Simon,” said he “allow me to introduce you to Mr. and Mrs. Francis Hay Moulton. The 

lady, I think, you have already met.” 

At the sight of these newcomers our client had sprung from his seat and stood very erect, with 

his eyes cast down and his hand thrust into the breast of his frock-coat, a picture of offended 

dignity. The lady had taken a quick step forward and had held out her hand to him, but he still 

refused to raise his eyes. It was as well for his resolution, perhaps, for her pleading face was one 

which it was hard to resist. 

“You’re angry, Robert,” said she. “Well, I guess you have every cause to be.” 

“Pray make no apology to me,” said Lord St. Simon bitterly. 

“Oh, yes, I know that I have treated you real bad and that I should have spoken to you before I 

went; but I was kind of rattled, and from the time when I saw Frank here again I just didn’t know 

what I was doing or saying. I only wonder I didn’t fall down and do a faint right there before the 

altar.” 

“Perhaps, Mrs. Moulton, you would like my friend and me to leave the room while you 

explain this matter?” 

“If I may give an opinion,” remarked the strange gentleman, “we’ve had just a little too much 

secrecy over this business already. For my part, I should like all Europe and America to hear the 

rights of it.” He was a small, wiry, sunburnt man, clean-shaven, with a sharp face and alert 

manner. 

“Then I’ll tell our story right away,” said the lady. “Frank here and I met in ’84, in McQuire’s 

camp, near the Rockies, where Pa was working a claim. We were engaged to each other, Frank 

and I; but then one day father struck a rich pocket and made a pile, while poor Frank here had a 

claim that petered out and came to nothing. The richer Pa grew the poorer was Frank; so at last 

Pa wouldn’t hear of our engagement lasting any longer, and he took me away to ’Frisco. Frank 

wouldn’t throw up his hand, though; so he followed me there, and he saw me without Pa 

knowing anything about it. It would only have made him mad to know, so we just fixed it all up 

for ourselves. Frank said that he would go and make his pile, too, and never come back to claim 

me until he had as much as Pa. So then I promised to wait for him to the end of time and pledged 



myself not to marry anyone else while he lived. ‘Why shouldn’t we be married right away, then,’ 

said he, ‘and then I will feel sure of you; and I won’t claim to be your husband until I come 

back?’ Well, we talked it over, and he had fixed it all up so nicely, with a clergyman all ready in 

waiting, that we just did it right there; and then Frank went off to seek his fortune, and I went 

back to Pa. 

“The next I heard of Frank was that he was in Montana, and then he went prospecting in 

Arizona, and then I heard of him from New Mexico. After that came a long newspaper story 

about how a miners’ camp had been attacked by Apache Indians, and there was my Frank’s 

name among the killed. I fainted dead away, and I was very sick for months after. Pa thought I 

had a decline and took me to half the doctors in ’Frisco. Not a word of news came for a year and 

more, so that I never doubted that Frank was really dead. Then Lord St. Simon came to ’Frisco, 

and we came to London, and a marriage was arranged, and Pa was very pleased, but I felt all the 

time that no man on this earth would ever take the place in my heart that had been given to my 

poor Frank. 

“Still, if I had married Lord St. Simon, of course I’d have done my duty by him. We can’t 

command our love, but we can our actions. I went to the altar with him with the intention to 

make him just as good a wife as it was in me to be. But you may imagine what I felt when, just 

as I came to the altar rails, I glanced back and saw Frank standing and looking at me out of the 

first pew. I thought it was his ghost at first; but when I looked again there he was still, with a 

kind of question in his eyes, as if to ask me whether I were glad or sorry to see him. I wonder I 

didn’t drop. I know that everything was turning round, and the words of the clergyman were just 

like the buzz of a bee in my ear. I didn’t know what to do. Should I stop the service and make a 

scene in the church? I glanced at him again, and he seemed to know what I was thinking, for he 

raised his finger to his lips to tell me to be still. Then I saw him scribble on a piece of paper, and 

I knew that he was writing me a note. As I passed his pew on the way out I dropped my bouquet 

over to him, and he slipped the note into my hand when he returned me the flowers. It was only a 

line asking me to join him when he made the sign to me to do so. Of course I never doubted for a 

moment that my first duty was now to him, and I determined to do just whatever he might direct. 

“When I got back I told my maid, who had known him in California, and had always been his 

friend. I ordered her to say nothing, but to get a few things packed and my ulster ready. I know I 

ought to have spoken to Lord St. Simon, but it was dreadful hard before his mother and all those 

great people. I just made up my mind to run away and explain afterwards. I hadn’t been at the 

table ten minutes before I saw Frank out of the window at the other side of the road. He 

beckoned to me and then began walking into the Park. I slipped out, put on my things, and 

followed him. Some woman came talking something or other about Lord St. Simon to me—

seemed to me from the little I heard as if he had a little secret of his own before marriage also—

but I managed to get away from her and soon overtook Frank. We got into a cab together, and 

away we drove to some lodgings he had taken in Gordon Square, and that was my true wedding 

after all those years of waiting. Frank had been a prisoner among the Apaches, had escaped, 

came on to ’Frisco, found that I had given him up for dead and had gone to England, followed 

me there, and had come upon me at last on the very morning of my second wedding.” 

“I saw it in a paper,” explained the American. “It gave the name and the church but not where 

the lady lived.” 

“Then we had a talk as to what we should do, and Frank was all for openness, but I was so 

ashamed of it all that I felt as if I should like to vanish away and never see any of them again—



just sending a line to Pa, perhaps, to show him that I was alive. It was awful to me to think of all 

those lords and ladies sitting round that breakfast-table and waiting for me to come back. So 

Frank took my wedding-clothes and things and made a bundle of them, so that I should not be 

traced, and dropped them away somewhere where no one could find them. It is likely that we 

should have gone on to Paris to-morrow, only that this good gentleman, Mr. Holmes, came round 

to us this evening, though how he found us is more than I can think, and he showed us very 

clearly and kindly that I was wrong and that Frank was right, and that we should be putting 

ourselves in the wrong if we were so secret. Then he offered to give us a chance of talking to 

Lord St. Simon alone, and so we came right away round to his rooms at once. Now, Robert, you 

have heard it all, and I am very sorry if I have given you pain, and I hope that you do not think 

very meanly of me.” 

Lord St. Simon had by no means relaxed his rigid attitude, but had listened with a frowning 

brow and a compressed lip to this long narrative. 

“Excuse me,” he said, “but it is not my custom to discuss my most intimate personal affairs in 

this public manner.” 

“Then you won’t forgive me? You won’t shake hands before I go?” 

“Oh, certainly, if it would give you any pleasure.” He put out his hand and coldly grasped that 

which she extended to him. 

“I had hoped,” suggested Holmes, “that you would have joined us in a friendly supper.” 

“I think that there you ask a little too much,” responded his Lordship. “I may be forced to 

acquiesce in these recent developments, but I can hardly be expected to make merry over them. I 

think that with your permission I will now wish you all a very good-night.” He included us all in 

a sweeping bow and stalked out of the room. 

“Then I trust that you at least will honour me with your company,” said Sherlock Holmes. “It 

is always a joy to meet an American, Mr. Moulton, for I am one of those who believe that the 

folly of a monarch and the blundering of a minister in far-gone years will not prevent our 

children from being some day citizens of the same world-wide country under a flag which shall 

be a quartering of the Union Jack with the Stars and Stripes.” 

“The case has been an interesting one,” remarked Holmes when our visitors had left us, 

“because it serves to show very clearly how simple the explanation may be of an affair which at 

first sight seems to be almost inexplicable. Nothing could be more natural than the sequence of 

events as narrated by this lady, and nothing stranger than the result when viewed, for instance, by 

Mr. Lestrade of Scotland Yard.” 

“You were not yourself at fault at all, then?” 

“From the first, two facts were very obvious to me, the one that the lady had been quite willing 

to undergo the wedding ceremony, the other that she had repented of it within a few minutes of 

returning home. Obviously something had occurred during the morning, then, to cause her to 

change her mind. What could that something be? She could not have spoken to anyone when she 

was out, for she had been in the company of the bridegroom. Had she seen someone, then? If she 

had, it must be someone from America because she had spent so short a time in this country that 

she could hardly have allowed anyone to acquire so deep an influence over her that the mere 

sight of him would induce her to change her plans so completely. You see we have already 

arrived, by a process of exclusion, at the idea that she might have seen an American. Then who 



could this American be, and why should he possess so much influence over her? It might be a 

lover; it might be a husband. Her young womanhood had, I knew, been spent in rough scenes and 

under strange conditions. So far I had got before I ever heard Lord St. Simon’s narrative. When 

he told us of a man in a pew, of the change in the bride’s manner, of so transparent a device for 

obtaining a note as the dropping of a bouquet, of her resort to her confidential maid, and of her 

very significant allusion to claim-jumping—which in miners’ parlance means taking possession 

of that which another person has a prior claim to—the whole situation became absolutely clear. 

She had gone off with a man, and the man was either a lover or was a previous husband—the 

chances being in favour of the latter.” 

“And how in the world did you find them?” 

“It might have been difficult, but friend Lestrade held information in his hands the value of 

which he did not himself know. The initials were, of course, of the highest importance, but more 

valuable still was it to know that within a week he had settled his bill at one of the most select 

London hotels.” 

“How did you deduce the select?” 

“By the select prices. Eight shillings for a bed and eightpence for a glass of sherry pointed to 

one of the most expensive hotels. There are not many in London which charge at that rate. In the 

second one which I visited in Northumberland Avenue, I learned by an inspection of the book 

that Francis H. Moulton, an American gentleman, had left only the day before, and on looking 

over the entries against him, I came upon the very items which I had seen in the duplicate bill. 

His letters were to be forwarded to 226 Gordon Square; so thither I travelled, and being fortunate 

enough to find the loving couple at home, I ventured to give them some paternal advice and to 

point out to them that it would be better in every way that they should make their position a little 

clearer both to the general public and to Lord St. Simon in particular. I invited them to meet him 

here, and, as you see, I made him keep the appointment.” 

“But with no very good result,” I remarked. “His conduct was certainly not very gracious.” 

“Ah, Watson,” said Holmes, smiling, “perhaps you would not be very gracious either, if, after 

all the trouble of wooing and wedding, you found yourself deprived in an instant of wife and of 

fortune. I think that we may judge Lord St. Simon very mercifully and thank our stars that we are 

never likely to find ourselves in the same position. Draw your chair up and hand me my violin, 

for the only problem we have still to solve is how to while away these bleak autumnal evenings.” 

  



XI. THE ADVENTURE OF THE BERYL CORONET 

“Holmes,” said I as I stood one morning in our bow-window looking down the street, “here is 

a madman coming along. It seems rather sad that his relatives should allow him to come out 

alone.” 

My friend rose lazily from his armchair and stood with his hands in the pockets of his 

dressing-gown, looking over my shoulder. It was a bright, crisp February morning, and the snow 

of the day before still lay deep upon the ground, shimmering brightly in the wintry sun. Down 

the centre of Baker Street it had been ploughed into a brown crumbly band by the traffic, but at 

either side and on the heaped-up edges of the footpaths it still lay as white as when it fell. The 

grey pavement had been cleaned and scraped, but was still dangerously slippery, so that there 

were fewer passengers than usual. Indeed, from the direction of the Metropolitan Station no one 

was coming save the single gentleman whose eccentric conduct had drawn my attention. 

He was a man of about fifty, tall, portly, and imposing, with a massive, strongly marked face 

and a commanding figure. He was dressed in a sombre yet rich style, in black frock-coat, shining 

hat, neat brown gaiters, and well-cut pearl-grey trousers. Yet his actions were in absurd contrast 

to the dignity of his dress and features, for he was running hard, with occasional little springs, 

such as a weary man gives who is little accustomed to set any tax upon his legs. As he ran he 

jerked his hands up and down, waggled his head, and writhed his face into the most 

extraordinary contortions. 

“What on earth can be the matter with him?” I asked. “He is looking up at the numbers of the 

houses.” 

“I believe that he is coming here,” said Holmes, rubbing his hands. 

“Here?” 

“Yes; I rather think he is coming to consult me professionally. I think that I recognise the 

symptoms. Ha! did I not tell you?” As he spoke, the man, puffing and blowing, rushed at our 

door and pulled at our bell until the whole house resounded with the clanging. 

A few moments later he was in our room, still puffing, still gesticulating, but with so fixed a 

look of grief and despair in his eyes that our smiles were turned in an instant to horror and pity. 

For a while he could not get his words out, but swayed his body and plucked at his hair like one 

who has been driven to the extreme limits of his reason. Then, suddenly springing to his feet, he 

beat his head against the wall with such force that we both rushed upon him and tore him away 

to the centre of the room. Sherlock Holmes pushed him down into the easy-chair and, sitting 

beside him, patted his hand and chatted with him in the easy, soothing tones which he knew so 

well how to employ. 

“You have come to me to tell your story, have you not?” said he. “You are fatigued with your 

haste. Pray wait until you have recovered yourself, and then I shall be most happy to look into 

any little problem which you may submit to me.” 

The man sat for a minute or more with a heaving chest, fighting against his emotion. Then he 

passed his handkerchief over his brow, set his lips tight, and turned his face towards us. 

“No doubt you think me mad?” said he. 

“I see that you have had some great trouble,” responded Holmes. 

“God knows I have!—a trouble which is enough to unseat my reason, so sudden and so 

terrible is it. Public disgrace I might have faced, although I am a man whose character has never 



yet borne a stain. Private affliction also is the lot of every man; but the two coming together, and 

in so frightful a form, have been enough to shake my very soul. Besides, it is not I alone. The 

very noblest in the land may suffer unless some way be found out of this horrible affair.” 

“Pray compose yourself, sir,” said Holmes, “and let me have a clear account of who you are 

and what it is that has befallen you.” 

“My name,” answered our visitor, “is probably familiar to your ears. I am Alexander Holder, 

of the banking firm of Holder & Stevenson, of Threadneedle Street.” 

The name was indeed well known to us as belonging to the senior partner in the second largest 

private banking concern in the City of London. What could have happened, then, to bring one of 

the foremost citizens of London to this most pitiable pass? We waited, all curiosity, until with 

another effort he braced himself to tell his story. 

“I feel that time is of value,” said he; “that is why I hastened here when the police inspector 

suggested that I should secure your co-operation. I came to Baker Street by the Underground and 

hurried from there on foot, for the cabs go slowly through this snow. That is why I was so out of 

breath, for I am a man who takes very little exercise. I feel better now, and I will put the facts 

before you as shortly and yet as clearly as I can. 

“It is, of course, well known to you that in a successful banking business as much depends 

upon our being able to find remunerative investments for our funds as upon our increasing our 

connection and the number of our depositors. One of our most lucrative means of laying out 

money is in the shape of loans, where the security is unimpeachable. We have done a good deal 

in this direction during the last few years, and there are many noble families to whom we have 

advanced large sums upon the security of their pictures, libraries, or plate. 

“Yesterday morning I was seated in my office at the bank when a card was brought in to me 

by one of the clerks. I started when I saw the name, for it was that of none other than—well, 

perhaps even to you I had better say no more than that it was a name which is a household word 

all over the earth—one of the highest, noblest, most exalted names in England. I was 

overwhelmed by the honour and attempted, when he entered, to say so, but he plunged at once 

into business with the air of a man who wishes to hurry quickly through a disagreeable task. 

“‘Mr. Holder,’ said he, ‘I have been informed that you are in the habit of advancing money.’ 

“‘The firm does so when the security is good.’ I answered. 

“‘It is absolutely essential to me,’ said he, ‘that I should have £ 50,000 at once. I could, of 

course, borrow so trifling a sum ten times over from my friends, but I much prefer to make it a 

matter of business and to carry out that business myself. In my position you can readily 

understand that it is unwise to place one’s self under obligations.’ 

“‘For how long, may I ask, do you want this sum?’ I asked. 

“‘Next Monday I have a large sum due to me, and I shall then most certainly repay what you 

advance, with whatever interest you think it right to charge. But it is very essential to me that the 

money should be paid at once.’ 

“‘I should be happy to advance it without further parley from my own private purse,’ said I, 

‘were it not that the strain would be rather more than it could bear. If, on the other hand, I am to 

do it in the name of the firm, then in justice to my partner I must insist that, even in your case, 

every businesslike precaution should be taken.’ 

“‘I should much prefer to have it so,’ said he, raising up a square, black morocco case which 

he had laid beside his chair. ‘You have doubtless heard of the Beryl Coronet?’ 



“‘One of the most precious public possessions of the empire,’ said I. 

“‘Precisely.’ He opened the case, and there, imbedded in soft, flesh-coloured velvet, lay the 

magnificent piece of jewellery which he had named. ‘There are thirty-nine enormous beryls,’ 

said he, ‘and the price of the gold chasing is incalculable. The lowest estimate would put the 

worth of the coronet at double the sum which I have asked. I am prepared to leave it with you as 

my security.’ 

“I took the precious case into my hands and looked in some perplexity from it to my illustrious 

client. 

“‘You doubt its value?’ he asked. 

“‘Not at all. I only doubt—’ 

“‘The propriety of my leaving it. You may set your mind at rest about that. I should not dream 

of doing so were it not absolutely certain that I should be able in four days to reclaim it. It is a 

pure matter of form. Is the security sufficient?’ 

“‘Ample.’ 

“‘You understand, Mr. Holder, that I am giving you a strong proof of the confidence which I 

have in you, founded upon all that I have heard of you. I rely upon you not only to be discreet 

and to refrain from all gossip upon the matter but, above all, to preserve this coronet with every 

possible precaution because I need not say that a great public scandal would be caused if any 

harm were to befall it. Any injury to it would be almost as serious as its complete loss, for there 

are no beryls in the world to match these, and it would be impossible to replace them. I leave it 

with you, however, with every confidence, and I shall call for it in person on Monday morning.’ 

“Seeing that my client was anxious to leave, I said no more but, calling for my cashier, I 

ordered him to pay over fifty £ 1000 notes. When I was alone once more, however, with the 

precious case lying upon the table in front of me, I could not but think with some misgivings of 

the immense responsibility which it entailed upon me. There could be no doubt that, as it was a 

national possession, a horrible scandal would ensue if any misfortune should occur to it. I 

already regretted having ever consented to take charge of it. However, it was too late to alter the 

matter now, so I locked it up in my private safe and turned once more to my work. 

“When evening came I felt that it would be an imprudence to leave so precious a thing in the 

office behind me. Bankers’ safes had been forced before now, and why should not mine be? If 

so, how terrible would be the position in which I should find myself! I determined, therefore, that 

for the next few days I would always carry the case backward and forward with me, so that it 

might never be really out of my reach. With this intention, I called a cab and drove out to my 

house at Streatham, carrying the jewel with me. I did not breathe freely until I had taken it 

upstairs and locked it in the bureau of my dressing-room. 

“And now a word as to my household, Mr. Holmes, for I wish you to thoroughly understand 

the situation. My groom and my page sleep out of the house, and may be set aside altogether. I 

have three maid-servants who have been with me a number of years and whose absolute 

reliability is quite above suspicion. Another, Lucy Parr, the second waiting-maid, has only been 

in my service a few months. She came with an excellent character, however, and has always 

given me satisfaction. She is a very pretty girl and has attracted admirers who have occasionally 

hung about the place. That is the only drawback which we have found to her, but we believe her 

to be a thoroughly good girl in every way. 



“So much for the servants. My family itself is so small that it will not take me long to describe 

it. I am a widower and have an only son, Arthur. He has been a disappointment to me, Mr. 

Holmes—a grievous disappointment. I have no doubt that I am myself to blame. People tell me 

that I have spoiled him. Very likely I have. When my dear wife died I felt that he was all I had to 

love. I could not bear to see the smile fade even for a moment from his face. I have never denied 

him a wish. Perhaps it would have been better for both of us had I been sterner, but I meant it for 

the best. 

“It was naturally my intention that he should succeed me in my business, but he was not of a 

business turn. He was wild, wayward, and, to speak the truth, I could not trust him in the 

handling of large sums of money. When he was young he became a member of an aristocratic 

club, and there, having charming manners, he was soon the intimate of a number of men with 

long purses and expensive habits. He learned to play heavily at cards and to squander money on 

the turf, until he had again and again to come to me and implore me to give him an advance upon 

his allowance, that he might settle his debts of honour. He tried more than once to break away 

from the dangerous company which he was keeping, but each time the influence of his friend, Sir 

George Burnwell, was enough to draw him back again. 

“And, indeed, I could not wonder that such a man as Sir George Burnwell should gain an 

influence over him, for he has frequently brought him to my house, and I have found myself that 

I could hardly resist the fascination of his manner. He is older than Arthur, a man of the world to 

his finger-tips, one who had been everywhere, seen everything, a brilliant talker, and a man of 

great personal beauty. Yet when I think of him in cold blood, far away from the glamour of his 

presence, I am convinced from his cynical speech and the look which I have caught in his eyes 

that he is one who should be deeply distrusted. So I think, and so, too, thinks my little Mary, who 

has a woman’s quick insight into character. 

“And now there is only she to be described. She is my niece; but when my brother died five 

years ago and left her alone in the world I adopted her, and have looked upon her ever since as 

my daughter. She is a sunbeam in my house—sweet, loving, beautiful, a wonderful manager and 

housekeeper, yet as tender and quiet and gentle as a woman could be. She is my right hand. I do 

not know what I could do without her. In only one matter has she ever gone against my wishes. 

Twice my boy has asked her to marry him, for he loves her devotedly, but each time she has 

refused him. I think that if anyone could have drawn him into the right path it would have been 

she, and that his marriage might have changed his whole life; but now, alas! it is too late—

forever too late! 

“Now, Mr. Holmes, you know the people who live under my roof, and I shall continue with 

my miserable story. 

“When we were taking coffee in the drawing-room that night after dinner, I told Arthur and 

Mary my experience, and of the precious treasure which we had under our roof, suppressing only 

the name of my client. Lucy Parr, who had brought in the coffee, had, I am sure, left the room; 

but I cannot swear that the door was closed. Mary and Arthur were much interested and wished 

to see the famous coronet, but I thought it better not to disturb it. 

“‘Where have you put it?’ asked Arthur. 

“‘In my own bureau.’ 

“‘Well, I hope to goodness the house won’t be burgled during the night.’ said he. 

“‘It is locked up,’ I answered. 



“‘Oh, any old key will fit that bureau. When I was a youngster I have opened it myself with 

the key of the box-room cupboard.’ 

“He often had a wild way of talking, so that I thought little of what he said. He followed me to 

my room, however, that night with a very grave face. 

“‘Look here, dad,’ said he with his eyes cast down, ‘can you let me have £ 200?’ 

“‘No, I cannot!’ I answered sharply. ‘I have been far too generous with you in money matters.’ 

“‘You have been very kind,’ said he, ‘but I must have this money, or else I can never show my 

face inside the club again.’ 

“‘And a very good thing, too!’ I cried. 

“‘Yes, but you would not have me leave it a dishonoured man,’ said he. ‘I could not bear the 

disgrace. I must raise the money in some way, and if you will not let me have it, then I must try 

other means.’ 

“I was very angry, for this was the third demand during the month. ‘You shall not have a 

farthing from me,’ I cried, on which he bowed and left the room without another word. 

“When he was gone I unlocked my bureau, made sure that my treasure was safe, and locked it 

again. Then I started to go round the house to see that all was secure—a duty which I usually 

leave to Mary but which I thought it well to perform myself that night. As I came down the stairs 

I saw Mary herself at the side window of the hall, which she closed and fastened as I approached. 

“‘Tell me, dad,’ said she, looking, I thought, a little disturbed, ‘did you give Lucy, the maid, 

leave to go out to-night?’ 

“‘Certainly not.’ 

“‘She came in just now by the back door. I have no doubt that she has only been to the side 

gate to see someone, but I think that it is hardly safe and should be stopped.’ 

“‘You must speak to her in the morning, or I will if you prefer it. Are you sure that everything 

is fastened?’ 

“‘Quite sure, dad.’ 

“‘Then, good-night.’ I kissed her and went up to my bedroom again, where I was soon asleep. 

“I am endeavouring to tell you everything, Mr. Holmes, which may have any bearing upon the 

case, but I beg that you will question me upon any point which I do not make clear.” 

“On the contrary, your statement is singularly lucid.” 

“I come to a part of my story now in which I should wish to be particularly so. I am not a very 

heavy sleeper, and the anxiety in my mind tended, no doubt, to make me even less so than usual. 

About two in the morning, then, I was awakened by some sound in the house. It had ceased ere I 

was wide awake, but it had left an impression behind it as though a window had gently closed 

somewhere. I lay listening with all my ears. Suddenly, to my horror, there was a distinct sound of 

footsteps moving softly in the next room. I slipped out of bed, all palpitating with fear, and 

peeped round the corner of my dressing-room door. 

“‘Arthur!’ I screamed, ‘you villain! you thief! How dare you touch that coronet?’ 

“The gas was half up, as I had left it, and my unhappy boy, dressed only in his shirt and 

trousers, was standing beside the light, holding the coronet in his hands. He appeared to be 

wrenching at it, or bending it with all his strength. At my cry he dropped it from his grasp and 



turned as pale as death. I snatched it up and examined it. One of the gold corners, with three of 

the beryls in it, was missing. 

“‘You blackguard!’ I shouted, beside myself with rage. ‘You have destroyed it! You have 

dishonoured me forever! Where are the jewels which you have stolen?’ 

“‘Stolen!’ he cried. 

“‘Yes, thief!’ I roared, shaking him by the shoulder. 

“‘There are none missing. There cannot be any missing,’ said he. 

“‘There are three missing. And you know where they are. Must I call you a liar as well as a 

thief? Did I not see you trying to tear off another piece?’ 

“‘You have called me names enough,’ said he, ‘I will not stand it any longer. I shall not say 

another word about this business, since you have chosen to insult me. I will leave your house in 

the morning and make my own way in the world.’ 

“‘You shall leave it in the hands of the police!’ I cried half-mad with grief and rage. ‘I shall 

have this matter probed to the bottom.’ 

“‘You shall learn nothing from me,’ said he with a passion such as I should not have thought 

was in his nature. ‘If you choose to call the police, let the police find what they can.’ 

“By this time the whole house was astir, for I had raised my voice in my anger. Mary was the 

first to rush into my room, and, at the sight of the coronet and of Arthur’s face, she read the 

whole story and, with a scream, fell down senseless on the ground. I sent the housemaid for the 

police and put the investigation into their hands at once. When the inspector and a constable 

entered the house, Arthur, who had stood sullenly with his arms folded, asked me whether it was 

my intention to charge him with theft. I answered that it had ceased to be a private matter, but 

had become a public one, since the ruined coronet was national property. I was determined that 

the law should have its way in everything. 

“‘At least,’ said he, ‘you will not have me arrested at once. It would be to your advantage as 

well as mine if I might leave the house for five minutes.’ 

“‘That you may get away, or perhaps that you may conceal what you have stolen,’ said I. And 

then, realising the dreadful position in which I was placed, I implored him to remember that not 

only my honour but that of one who was far greater than I was at stake; and that he threatened to 

raise a scandal which would convulse the nation. He might avert it all if he would but tell me 

what he had done with the three missing stones. 

“‘You may as well face the matter,’ said I; ‘you have been caught in the act, and no confession 

could make your guilt more heinous. If you but make such reparation as is in your power, by 

telling us where the beryls are, all shall be forgiven and forgotten.’ 

“‘Keep your forgiveness for those who ask for it,’ he answered, turning away from me with a 

sneer. I saw that he was too hardened for any words of mine to influence him. There was but one 

way for it. I called in the inspector and gave him into custody. A search was made at once not 

only of his person but of his room and of every portion of the house where he could possibly 

have concealed the gems; but no trace of them could be found, nor would the wretched boy open 

his mouth for all our persuasions and our threats. This morning he was removed to a cell, and I, 

after going through all the police formalities, have hurried round to you to implore you to use 

your skill in unravelling the matter. The police have openly confessed that they can at present 

make nothing of it. You may go to any expense which you think necessary. I have already 



offered a reward of £ 1000. My God, what shall I do! I have lost my honour, my gems, and my 

son in one night. Oh, what shall I do!” 

He put a hand on either side of his head and rocked himself to and fro, droning to himself like 

a child whose grief has got beyond words. 

Sherlock Holmes sat silent for some few minutes, with his brows knitted and his eyes fixed 

upon the fire. 

“Do you receive much company?” he asked. 

“None save my partner with his family and an occasional friend of Arthur’s. Sir George 

Burnwell has been several times lately. No one else, I think.” 

“Do you go out much in society?” 

“Arthur does. Mary and I stay at home. We neither of us care for it.” 

“That is unusual in a young girl.” 

“She is of a quiet nature. Besides, she is not so very young. She is four-and-twenty.” 

“This matter, from what you say, seems to have been a shock to her also.” 

“Terrible! She is even more affected than I.” 

“You have neither of you any doubt as to your son’s guilt?” 

“How can we have when I saw him with my own eyes with the coronet in his hands.” 

“I hardly consider that a conclusive proof. Was the remainder of the coronet at all injured?” 

“Yes, it was twisted.” 

“Do you not think, then, that he might have been trying to straighten it?” 

“God bless you! You are doing what you can for him and for me. But it is too heavy a task. 

What was he doing there at all? If his purpose were innocent, why did he not say so?” 

“Precisely. And if it were guilty, why did he not invent a lie? His silence appears to me to cut 

both ways. There are several singular points about the case. What did the police think of the 

noise which awoke you from your sleep?” 

“They considered that it might be caused by Arthur’s closing his bedroom door.” 

“A likely story! As if a man bent on felony would slam his door so as to wake a household. 

What did they say, then, of the disappearance of these gems?” 

“They are still sounding the planking and probing the furniture in the hope of finding them.” 

“Have they thought of looking outside the house?” 

“Yes, they have shown extraordinary energy. The whole garden has already been minutely 

examined.” 

“Now, my dear sir,” said Holmes, “is it not obvious to you now that this matter really strikes 

very much deeper than either you or the police were at first inclined to think? It appeared to you 

to be a simple case; to me it seems exceedingly complex. Consider what is involved by your 

theory. You suppose that your son came down from his bed, went, at great risk, to your dressing-

room, opened your bureau, took out your coronet, broke off by main force a small portion of it, 

went off to some other place, concealed three gems out of the thirty-nine, with such skill that 

nobody can find them, and then returned with the other thirty-six into the room in which he 

exposed himself to the greatest danger of being discovered. I ask you now, is such a theory 

tenable?” 



“But what other is there?” cried the banker with a gesture of despair. “If his motives were 

innocent, why does he not explain them?” 

“It is our task to find that out,” replied Holmes; “so now, if you please, Mr. Holder, we will set 

off for Streatham together, and devote an hour to glancing a little more closely into details.” 

My friend insisted upon my accompanying them in their expedition, which I was eager enough 

to do, for my curiosity and sympathy were deeply stirred by the story to which we had listened. I 

confess that the guilt of the banker’s son appeared to me to be as obvious as it did to his unhappy 

father, but still I had such faith in Holmes’ judgment that I felt that there must be some grounds 

for hope as long as he was dissatisfied with the accepted explanation. He hardly spoke a word the 

whole way out to the southern suburb, but sat with his chin upon his breast and his hat drawn 

over his eyes, sunk in the deepest thought. Our client appeared to have taken fresh heart at the 

little glimpse of hope which had been presented to him, and he even broke into a desultory chat 

with me over his business affairs. A short railway journey and a shorter walk brought us to 

Fairbank, the modest residence of the great financier. 

Fairbank was a good-sized square house of white stone, standing back a little from the road. A 

double carriage-sweep, with a snow-clad lawn, stretched down in front to two large iron gates 

which closed the entrance. On the right side was a small wooden thicket, which led into a narrow 

path between two neat hedges stretching from the road to the kitchen door, and forming the 

tradesmen’s entrance. On the left ran a lane which led to the stables, and was not itself within the 

grounds at all, being a public, though little used, thoroughfare. Holmes left us standing at the 

door and walked slowly all round the house, across the front, down the tradesmen’s path, and so 

round by the garden behind into the stable lane. So long was he that Mr. Holder and I went into 

the dining-room and waited by the fire until he should return. We were sitting there in silence 

when the door opened and a young lady came in. She was rather above the middle height, slim, 

with dark hair and eyes, which seemed the darker against the absolute pallor of her skin. I do not 

think that I have ever seen such deadly paleness in a woman’s face. Her lips, too, were bloodless, 

but her eyes were flushed with crying. As she swept silently into the room she impressed me 

with a greater sense of grief than the banker had done in the morning, and it was the more 

striking in her as she was evidently a woman of strong character, with immense capacity for self-

restraint. Disregarding my presence, she went straight to her uncle and passed her hand over his 

head with a sweet womanly caress. 

“You have given orders that Arthur should be liberated, have you not, dad?” she asked. 

“No, no, my girl, the matter must be probed to the bottom.” 

“But I am so sure that he is innocent. You know what woman’s instincts are. I know that he 

has done no harm and that you will be sorry for having acted so harshly.” 

“Why is he silent, then, if he is innocent?” 

“Who knows? Perhaps because he was so angry that you should suspect him.” 

“How could I help suspecting him, when I actually saw him with the coronet in his hand?” 

“Oh, but he had only picked it up to look at it. Oh, do, do take my word for it that he is 

innocent. Let the matter drop and say no more. It is so dreadful to think of our dear Arthur in 

prison!” 

“I shall never let it drop until the gems are found—never, Mary! Your affection for Arthur 

blinds you as to the awful consequences to me. Far from hushing the thing up, I have brought a 

gentleman down from London to inquire more deeply into it.” 



“This gentleman?” she asked, facing round to me. 

“No, his friend. He wished us to leave him alone. He is round in the stable lane now.” 

“The stable lane?” She raised her dark eyebrows. “What can he hope to find there? Ah! this, I 

suppose, is he. I trust, sir, that you will succeed in proving, what I feel sure is the truth, that my 

cousin Arthur is innocent of this crime.” 

“I fully share your opinion, and I trust, with you, that we may prove it,” returned Holmes, 

going back to the mat to knock the snow from his shoes. “I believe I have the honour of 

addressing Miss Mary Holder. Might I ask you a question or two?” 

“Pray do, sir, if it may help to clear this horrible affair up.” 

“You heard nothing yourself last night?” 

“Nothing, until my uncle here began to speak loudly. I heard that, and I came down.” 

“You shut up the windows and doors the night before. Did you fasten all the windows?” 

“Yes.” 

“Were they all fastened this morning?” 

“Yes.” 

“You have a maid who has a sweetheart? I think that you remarked to your uncle last night 

that she had been out to see him?” 

“Yes, and she was the girl who waited in the drawing-room, and who may have heard uncle’s 

remarks about the coronet.” 

“I see. You infer that she may have gone out to tell her sweetheart, and that the two may have 

planned the robbery.” 

“But what is the good of all these vague theories,” cried the banker impatiently, “when I have 

told you that I saw Arthur with the coronet in his hands?” 

“Wait a little, Mr. Holder. We must come back to that. About this girl, Miss Holder. You saw 

her return by the kitchen door, I presume?” 

“Yes; when I went to see if the door was fastened for the night I met her slipping in. I saw the 

man, too, in the gloom.” 

“Do you know him?” 

“Oh, yes! he is the greengrocer who brings our vegetables round. His name is Francis 

Prosper.” 

“He stood,” said Holmes, “to the left of the door—that is to say, farther up the path than is 

necessary to reach the door?” 

“Yes, he did.” 

“And he is a man with a wooden leg?” 

Something like fear sprang up in the young lady’s expressive black eyes. “Why, you are like a 

magician,” said she. “How do you know that?” She smiled, but there was no answering smile in 

Holmes’ thin, eager face. 

“I should be very glad now to go upstairs,” said he. “I shall probably wish to go over the 

outside of the house again. Perhaps I had better take a look at the lower windows before I go up.” 



He walked swiftly round from one to the other, pausing only at the large one which looked 

from the hall onto the stable lane. This he opened and made a very careful examination of the sill 

with his powerful magnifying lens. “Now we shall go upstairs,” said he at last. 

The banker’s dressing-room was a plainly furnished little chamber, with a grey carpet, a large 

bureau, and a long mirror. Holmes went to the bureau first and looked hard at the lock. 

“Which key was used to open it?” he asked. 

“That which my son himself indicated—that of the cupboard of the lumber-room.” 

“Have you it here?” 

“That is it on the dressing-table.” 

Sherlock Holmes took it up and opened the bureau. 

“It is a noiseless lock,” said he. “It is no wonder that it did not wake you. This case, I presume, 

contains the coronet. We must have a look at it.” He opened the case, and taking out the diadem 

he laid it upon the table. It was a magnificent specimen of the jeweller’s art, and the thirty-six 

stones were the finest that I have ever seen. At one side of the coronet was a cracked edge, where 

a corner holding three gems had been torn away. 

“Now, Mr. Holder,” said Holmes, “here is the corner which corresponds to that which has 

been so unfortunately lost. Might I beg that you will break it off.” 

The banker recoiled in horror. “I should not dream of trying,” said he. 

“Then I will.” Holmes suddenly bent his strength upon it, but without result. “I feel it give a 

little,” said he; “but, though I am exceptionally strong in the fingers, it would take me all my 

time to break it. An ordinary man could not do it. Now, what do you think would happen if I did 

break it, Mr. Holder? There would be a noise like a pistol shot. Do you tell me that all this 

happened within a few yards of your bed and that you heard nothing of it?” 

“I do not know what to think. It is all dark to me.” 

“But perhaps it may grow lighter as we go. What do you think, Miss Holder?” 

“I confess that I still share my uncle’s perplexity.” 

“Your son had no shoes or slippers on when you saw him?” 

“He had nothing on save only his trousers and shirt.” 

“Thank you. We have certainly been favoured with extraordinary luck during this inquiry, and 

it will be entirely our own fault if we do not succeed in clearing the matter up. With your 

permission, Mr. Holder, I shall now continue my investigations outside.” 

He went alone, at his own request, for he explained that any unnecessary footmarks might 

make his task more difficult. For an hour or more he was at work, returning at last with his feet 

heavy with snow and his features as inscrutable as ever. 

“I think that I have seen now all that there is to see, Mr. Holder,” said he; “I can serve you best 

by returning to my rooms.” 

“But the gems, Mr. Holmes. Where are they?” 

“I cannot tell.” 

The banker wrung his hands. “I shall never see them again!” he cried. “And my son? You give 

me hopes?” 

“My opinion is in no way altered.” 



“Then, for God’s sake, what was this dark business which was acted in my house last night?” 

“If you can call upon me at my Baker Street rooms to-morrow morning between nine and ten I 

shall be happy to do what I can to make it clearer. I understand that you give me carte blanche to 

act for you, provided only that I get back the gems, and that you place no limit on the sum I may 

draw.” 

“I would give my fortune to have them back.” 

“Very good. I shall look into the matter between this and then. Good-bye; it is just possible 

that I may have to come over here again before evening.” 

It was obvious to me that my companion’s mind was now made up about the case, although 

what his conclusions were was more than I could even dimly imagine. Several times during our 

homeward journey I endeavoured to sound him upon the point, but he always glided away to 

some other topic, until at last I gave it over in despair. It was not yet three when we found 

ourselves in our rooms once more. He hurried to his chamber and was down again in a few 

minutes dressed as a common loafer. With his collar turned up, his shiny, seedy coat, his red 

cravat, and his worn boots, he was a perfect sample of the class. 

“I think that this should do,” said he, glancing into the glass above the fireplace. “I only wish 

that you could come with me, Watson, but I fear that it won’t do. I may be on the trail in this 

matter, or I may be following a will-o’-the-wisp, but I shall soon know which it is. I hope that I 

may be back in a few hours.” He cut a slice of beef from the joint upon the sideboard, 

sandwiched it between two rounds of bread, and thrusting this rude meal into his pocket he 

started off upon his expedition. 

I had just finished my tea when he returned, evidently in excellent spirits, swinging an old 

elastic-sided boot in his hand. He chucked it down into a corner and helped himself to a cup of 

tea. 

“I only looked in as I passed,” said he. “I am going right on.” 

“Where to?” 

“Oh, to the other side of the West End. It may be some time before I get back. Don’t wait up 

for me in case I should be late.” 

“How are you getting on?” 

“Oh, so so. Nothing to complain of. I have been out to Streatham since I saw you last, but I did 

not call at the house. It is a very sweet little problem, and I would not have missed it for a good 

deal. However, I must not sit gossiping here, but must get these disreputable clothes off and 

return to my highly respectable self.” 

I could see by his manner that he had stronger reasons for satisfaction than his words alone 

would imply. His eyes twinkled, and there was even a touch of colour upon his sallow cheeks. 

He hastened upstairs, and a few minutes later I heard the slam of the hall door, which told me 

that he was off once more upon his congenial hunt. 

I waited until midnight, but there was no sign of his return, so I retired to my room. It was no 

uncommon thing for him to be away for days and nights on end when he was hot upon a scent, 

so that his lateness caused me no surprise. I do not know at what hour he came in, but when I 

came down to breakfast in the morning there he was with a cup of coffee in one hand and the 

paper in the other, as fresh and trim as possible. 



“You will excuse my beginning without you, Watson,” said he, “but you remember that our 

client has rather an early appointment this morning.” 

“Why, it is after nine now,” I answered. “I should not be surprised if that were he. I thought I 

heard a ring.” 

It was, indeed, our friend the financier. I was shocked by the change which had come over 

him, for his face which was naturally of a broad and massive mould, was now pinched and fallen 

in, while his hair seemed to me at least a shade whiter. He entered with a weariness and lethargy 

which was even more painful than his violence of the morning before, and he dropped heavily 

into the armchair which I pushed forward for him. 

“I do not know what I have done to be so severely tried,” said he. “Only two days ago I was a 

happy and prosperous man, without a care in the world. Now I am left to a lonely and 

dishonoured age. One sorrow comes close upon the heels of another. My niece, Mary, has 

deserted me.” 

“Deserted you?” 

“Yes. Her bed this morning had not been slept in, her room was empty, and a note for me lay 

upon the hall table. I had said to her last night, in sorrow and not in anger, that if she had married 

my boy all might have been well with him. Perhaps it was thoughtless of me to say so. It is to 

that remark that she refers in this note: 

“‘MY DEAREST UNCLE,—I feel that I have brought trouble 

upon you, and that if I had acted differently this terrible 

misfortune might never have occurred. I cannot, with this 

thought in my mind, ever again be happy under your roof, and 

I feel that I must leave you forever. Do not worry about my 

future, for that is provided for; and, above all, do not search 

for me, for it will be fruitless labour and an ill-service to me. 

In life or in death, I am ever your loving, 

“‘MARY.’ 

“What could she mean by that note, Mr. Holmes? Do you think it points to suicide?” 

“No, no, nothing of the kind. It is perhaps the best possible solution. I trust, Mr. Holder, that 

you are nearing the end of your troubles.” 

“Ha! You say so! You have heard something, Mr. Holmes; you have learned something! 

Where are the gems?” 

“You would not think £ 1000 apiece an excessive sum for them?” 

“I would pay ten.” 

“That would be unnecessary. Three thousand will cover the matter. And there is a little 

reward, I fancy. Have you your cheque-book? Here is a pen. Better make it out for £ 4000.” 

With a dazed face the banker made out the required check. Holmes walked over to his desk, 

took out a little triangular piece of gold with three gems in it, and threw it down upon the table. 

With a shriek of joy our client clutched it up. 

“You have it!” he gasped. “I am saved! I am saved!” 



The reaction of joy was as passionate as his grief had been, and he hugged his recovered gems 

to his bosom. 

“There is one other thing you owe, Mr. Holder,” said Sherlock Holmes rather sternly. 

“Owe!” He caught up a pen. “Name the sum, and I will pay it.” 

“No, the debt is not to me. You owe a very humble apology to that noble lad, your son, who 

has carried himself in this matter as I should be proud to see my own son do, should I ever 

chance to have one.” 

“Then it was not Arthur who took them?” 

“I told you yesterday, and I repeat to-day, that it was not.” 

“You are sure of it! Then let us hurry to him at once to let him know that the truth is known.” 

“He knows it already. When I had cleared it all up I had an interview with him, and finding 

that he would not tell me the story, I told it to him, on which he had to confess that I was right 

and to add the very few details which were not yet quite clear to me. Your news of this morning, 

however, may open his lips.” 

“For Heaven’s sake, tell me, then, what is this extraordinary mystery!” 

“I will do so, and I will show you the steps by which I reached it. And let me say to you, first, 

that which it is hardest for me to say and for you to hear: there has been an understanding 

between Sir George Burnwell and your niece Mary. They have now fled together.” 

“My Mary? Impossible!” 

“It is unfortunately more than possible; it is certain. Neither you nor your son knew the true 

character of this man when you admitted him into your family circle. He is one of the most 

dangerous men in England—a ruined gambler, an absolutely desperate villain, a man without 

heart or conscience. Your niece knew nothing of such men. When he breathed his vows to her, as 

he had done to a hundred before her, she flattered herself that she alone had touched his heart. 

The devil knows best what he said, but at least she became his tool and was in the habit of seeing 

him nearly every evening.” 

“I cannot, and I will not, believe it!” cried the banker with an ashen face. 

“I will tell you, then, what occurred in your house last night. Your niece, when you had, as she 

thought, gone to your room, slipped down and talked to her lover through the window which 

leads into the stable lane. His footmarks had pressed right through the snow, so long had he 

stood there. She told him of the coronet. His wicked lust for gold kindled at the news, and he 

bent her to his will. I have no doubt that she loved you, but there are women in whom the love of 

a lover extinguishes all other loves, and I think that she must have been one. She had hardly 

listened to his instructions when she saw you coming downstairs, on which she closed the 

window rapidly and told you about one of the servants’ escapade with her wooden-legged lover, 

which was all perfectly true. 

“Your boy, Arthur, went to bed after his interview with you but he slept badly on account of 

his uneasiness about his club debts. In the middle of the night he heard a soft tread pass his door, 

so he rose and, looking out, was surprised to see his cousin walking very stealthily along the 

passage until she disappeared into your dressing-room. Petrified with astonishment, the lad 

slipped on some clothes and waited there in the dark to see what would come of this strange 

affair. Presently she emerged from the room again, and in the light of the passage-lamp your son 

saw that she carried the precious coronet in her hands. She passed down the stairs, and he, 



thrilling with horror, ran along and slipped behind the curtain near your door, whence he could 

see what passed in the hall beneath. He saw her stealthily open the window, hand out the coronet 

to someone in the gloom, and then closing it once more hurry back to her room, passing quite 

close to where he stood hid behind the curtain. 

“As long as she was on the scene he could not take any action without a horrible exposure of 

the woman whom he loved. But the instant that she was gone he realised how crushing a 

misfortune this would be for you, and how all-important it was to set it right. He rushed down, 

just as he was, in his bare feet, opened the window, sprang out into the snow, and ran down the 

lane, where he could see a dark figure in the moonlight. Sir George Burnwell tried to get away, 

but Arthur caught him, and there was a struggle between them, your lad tugging at one side of 

the coronet, and his opponent at the other. In the scuffle, your son struck Sir George and cut him 

over the eye. Then something suddenly snapped, and your son, finding that he had the coronet in 

his hands, rushed back, closed the window, ascended to your room, and had just observed that 

the coronet had been twisted in the struggle and was endeavouring to straighten it when you 

appeared upon the scene.” 

“Is it possible?” gasped the banker. 

“You then roused his anger by calling him names at a moment when he felt that he had 

deserved your warmest thanks. He could not explain the true state of affairs without betraying 

one who certainly deserved little enough consideration at his hands. He took the more chivalrous 

view, however, and preserved her secret.” 

“And that was why she shrieked and fainted when she saw the coronet,” cried Mr. Holder. 

“Oh, my God! what a blind fool I have been! And his asking to be allowed to go out for five 

minutes! The dear fellow wanted to see if the missing piece were at the scene of the struggle. 

How cruelly I have misjudged him!” 

“When I arrived at the house,” continued Holmes, “I at once went very carefully round it to 

observe if there were any traces in the snow which might help me. I knew that none had fallen 

since the evening before, and also that there had been a strong frost to preserve impressions. I 

passed along the tradesmen’s path, but found it all trampled down and indistinguishable. Just 

beyond it, however, at the far side of the kitchen door, a woman had stood and talked with a 

man, whose round impressions on one side showed that he had a wooden leg. I could even tell 

that they had been disturbed, for the woman had run back swiftly to the door, as was shown by 

the deep toe and light heel marks, while Wooden-leg had waited a little, and then had gone away. 

I thought at the time that this might be the maid and her sweetheart, of whom you had already 

spoken to me, and inquiry showed it was so. I passed round the garden without seeing anything 

more than random tracks, which I took to be the police; but when I got into the stable lane a very 

long and complex story was written in the snow in front of me. 

“There was a double line of tracks of a booted man, and a second double line which I saw with 

delight belonged to a man with naked feet. I was at once convinced from what you had told me 

that the latter was your son. The first had walked both ways, but the other had run swiftly, and as 

his tread was marked in places over the depression of the boot, it was obvious that he had passed 

after the other. I followed them up and found they led to the hall window, where Boots had worn 

all the snow away while waiting. Then I walked to the other end, which was a hundred yards or 

more down the lane. I saw where Boots had faced round, where the snow was cut up as though 

there had been a struggle, and, finally, where a few drops of blood had fallen, to show me that I 

was not mistaken. Boots had then run down the lane, and another little smudge of blood showed 



that it was he who had been hurt. When he came to the highroad at the other end, I found that the 

pavement had been cleared, so there was an end to that clue. 

“On entering the house, however, I examined, as you remember, the sill and framework of the 

hall window with my lens, and I could at once see that someone had passed out. I could 

distinguish the outline of an instep where the wet foot had been placed in coming in. I was then 

beginning to be able to form an opinion as to what had occurred. A man had waited outside the 

window; someone had brought the gems; the deed had been overseen by your son; he had 

pursued the thief; had struggled with him; they had each tugged at the coronet, their united 

strength causing injuries which neither alone could have effected. He had returned with the prize, 

but had left a fragment in the grasp of his opponent. So far I was clear. The question now was, 

who was the man and who was it brought him the coronet? 

“It is an old maxim of mine that when you have excluded the impossible, whatever remains, 

however improbable, must be the truth. Now, I knew that it was not you who had brought it 

down, so there only remained your niece and the maids. But if it were the maids, why should 

your son allow himself to be accused in their place? There could be no possible reason. As he 

loved his cousin, however, there was an excellent explanation why he should retain her secret—

the more so as the secret was a disgraceful one. When I remembered that you had seen her at that 

window, and how she had fainted on seeing the coronet again, my conjecture became a certainty. 

“And who could it be who was her confederate? A lover evidently, for who else could 

outweigh the love and gratitude which she must feel to you? I knew that you went out little, and 

that your circle of friends was a very limited one. But among them was Sir George Burnwell. I 

had heard of him before as being a man of evil reputation among women. It must have been he 

who wore those boots and retained the missing gems. Even though he knew that Arthur had 

discovered him, he might still flatter himself that he was safe, for the lad could not say a word 

without compromising his own family. 

“Well, your own good sense will suggest what measures I took next. I went in the shape of a 

loafer to Sir George’s house, managed to pick up an acquaintance with his valet, learned that his 

master had cut his head the night before, and, finally, at the expense of six shillings, made all 

sure by buying a pair of his cast-off shoes. With these I journeyed down to Streatham and saw 

that they exactly fitted the tracks.” 

“I saw an ill-dressed vagabond in the lane yesterday evening,” said Mr. Holder. 

“Precisely. It was I. I found that I had my man, so I came home and changed my clothes. It 

was a delicate part which I had to play then, for I saw that a prosecution must be avoided to avert 

scandal, and I knew that so astute a villain would see that our hands were tied in the matter. I 

went and saw him. At first, of course, he denied everything. But when I gave him every 

particular that had occurred, he tried to bluster and took down a life-preserver from the wall. I 

knew my man, however, and I clapped a pistol to his head before he could strike. Then he 

became a little more reasonable. I told him that we would give him a price for the stones he 

held—£ 1000 apiece. That brought out the first signs of grief that he had shown. ‘Why, dash it 

all!’ said he, ‘I’ve let them go at six hundred for the three!’ I soon managed to get the address of 

the receiver who had them, on promising him that there would be no prosecution. Off I set to 

him, and after much chaffering I got our stones at £ 1000 apiece. Then I looked in upon your son, 

told him that all was right, and eventually got to my bed about two o’clock, after what I may call 

a really hard day’s work.” 



“A day which has saved England from a great public scandal,” said the banker, rising. “Sir, I 

cannot find words to thank you, but you shall not find me ungrateful for what you have done. 

Your skill has indeed exceeded all that I have heard of it. And now I must fly to my dear boy to 

apologise to him for the wrong which I have done him. As to what you tell me of poor Mary, it 

goes to my very heart. Not even your skill can inform me where she is now.” 

“I think that we may safely say,” returned Holmes, “that she is wherever Sir George Burnwell 

is. It is equally certain, too, that whatever her sins are, they will soon receive a more than 

sufficient punishment.” 

  



XII. THE ADVENTURE OF THE COPPER BEECHES 

“To the man who loves art for its own sake,” remarked Sherlock Holmes, tossing aside the 

advertisement sheet of The Daily Telegraph, “it is frequently in its least important and lowliest 

manifestations that the keenest pleasure is to be derived. It is pleasant to me to observe, Watson, 

that you have so far grasped this truth that in these little records of our cases which you have 

been good enough to draw up, and, I am bound to say, occasionally to embellish, you have given 

prominence not so much to the many causes célèbres and sensational trials in which I have 

figured but rather to those incidents which may have been trivial in themselves, but which have 

given room for those faculties of deduction and of logical synthesis which I have made my 

special province.” 

“And yet,” said I, smiling, “I cannot quite hold myself absolved from the charge of 

sensationalism which has been urged against my records.” 

“You have erred, perhaps,” he observed, taking up a glowing cinder with the tongs and 

lighting with it the long cherry-wood pipe which was wont to replace his clay when he was in a 

disputatious rather than a meditative mood—“you have erred perhaps in attempting to put colour 

and life into each of your statements instead of confining yourself to the task of placing upon 

record that severe reasoning from cause to effect which is really the only notable feature about 

the thing.” 

“It seems to me that I have done you full justice in the matter,” I remarked with some 

coldness, for I was repelled by the egotism which I had more than once observed to be a strong 

factor in my friend’s singular character. 

“No, it is not selfishness or conceit,” said he, answering, as was his wont, my thoughts rather 

than my words. “If I claim full justice for my art, it is because it is an impersonal thing—a thing 

beyond myself. Crime is common. Logic is rare. Therefore it is upon the logic rather than upon 

the crime that you should dwell. You have degraded what should have been a course of lectures 

into a series of tales.” 

It was a cold morning of the early spring, and we sat after breakfast on either side of a cheery 

fire in the old room at Baker Street. A thick fog rolled down between the lines of dun-coloured 

houses, and the opposing windows loomed like dark, shapeless blurs through the heavy yellow 

wreaths. Our gas was lit and shone on the white cloth and glimmer of china and metal, for the 

table had not been cleared yet. Sherlock Holmes had been silent all the morning, dipping 

continuously into the advertisement columns of a succession of papers until at last, having 

apparently given up his search, he had emerged in no very sweet temper to lecture me upon my 

literary shortcomings. 

“At the same time,” he remarked after a pause, during which he had sat puffing at his long 

pipe and gazing down into the fire, “you can hardly be open to a charge of sensationalism, for 

out of these cases which you have been so kind as to interest yourself in, a fair proportion do not 

treat of crime, in its legal sense, at all. The small matter in which I endeavoured to help the King 

of Bohemia, the singular experience of Miss Mary Sutherland, the problem connected with the 

man with the twisted lip, and the incident of the noble bachelor, were all matters which are 

outside the pale of the law. But in avoiding the sensational, I fear that you may have bordered on 

the trivial.” 

“The end may have been so,” I answered, “but the methods I hold to have been novel and of 

interest.” 



“Pshaw, my dear fellow, what do the public, the great unobservant public, who could hardly 

tell a weaver by his tooth or a compositor by his left thumb, care about the finer shades of 

analysis and deduction! But, indeed, if you are trivial, I cannot blame you, for the days of the 

great cases are past. Man, or at least criminal man, has lost all enterprise and originality. As to 

my own little practice, it seems to be degenerating into an agency for recovering lost lead pencils 

and giving advice to young ladies from boarding-schools. I think that I have touched bottom at 

last, however. This note I had this morning marks my zero-point, I fancy. Read it!” He tossed a 

crumpled letter across to me. 

It was dated from Montague Place upon the preceding evening, and ran thus: 

“DEAR MR. HOLMES,—I am very anxious to consult you as 

to whether I should or should not accept a situation which has 

been offered to me as governess. I shall call at half-past ten to-

morrow if I do not inconvenience you. Yours faithfully, 

“VIOLET HUNTER.” 

“Do you know the young lady?” I asked. 

“Not I.” 

“It is half-past ten now.” 

“Yes, and I have no doubt that is her ring.” 

“It may turn out to be of more interest than you think. You remember that the affair of the blue 

carbuncle, which appeared to be a mere whim at first, developed into a serious investigation. It 

may be so in this case, also.” 

“Well, let us hope so. But our doubts will very soon be solved, for here, unless I am much 

mistaken, is the person in question.” 

As he spoke the door opened and a young lady entered the room. She was plainly but neatly 

dressed, with a bright, quick face, freckled like a plover’s egg, and with the brisk manner of a 

woman who has had her own way to make in the world. 

“You will excuse my troubling you, I am sure,” said she, as my companion rose to greet her, 

“but I have had a very strange experience, and as I have no parents or relations of any sort from 

whom I could ask advice, I thought that perhaps you would be kind enough to tell me what I 

should do.” 

“Pray take a seat, Miss Hunter. I shall be happy to do anything that I can to serve you.” 

I could see that Holmes was favourably impressed by the manner and speech of his new client. 

He looked her over in his searching fashion, and then composed himself, with his lids drooping 

and his finger-tips together, to listen to her story. 

“I have been a governess for five years,” said she, “in the family of Colonel Spence Munro, 

but two months ago the colonel received an appointment at Halifax, in Nova Scotia, and took his 

children over to America with him, so that I found myself without a situation. I advertised, and I 

answered advertisements, but without success. At last the little money which I had saved began 

to run short, and I was at my wit’s end as to what I should do. 



“There is a well-known agency for governesses in the West End called Westaway’s, and there 

I used to call about once a week in order to see whether anything had turned up which might suit 

me. Westaway was the name of the founder of the business, but it is really managed by Miss 

Stoper. She sits in her own little office, and the ladies who are seeking employment wait in an 

anteroom, and are then shown in one by one, when she consults her ledgers and sees whether she 

has anything which would suit them. 

“Well, when I called last week I was shown into the little office as usual, but I found that Miss 

Stoper was not alone. A prodigiously stout man with a very smiling face and a great heavy chin 

which rolled down in fold upon fold over his throat sat at her elbow with a pair of glasses on his 

nose, looking very earnestly at the ladies who entered. As I came in he gave quite a jump in his 

chair and turned quickly to Miss Stoper. 

“‘That will do,’ said he; ‘I could not ask for anything better. Capital! capital!’ He seemed quite 

enthusiastic and rubbed his hands together in the most genial fashion. He was such a 

comfortable-looking man that it was quite a pleasure to look at him. 

“‘You are looking for a situation, miss?’ he asked. 

“‘Yes, sir.’ 

“‘As governess?’ 

“‘Yes, sir.’ 

“‘And what salary do you ask?’ 

“‘I had £ 4 a month in my last place with Colonel Spence Munro.’ 

“‘Oh, tut, tut! sweating—rank sweating!’ he cried, throwing his fat hands out into the air like a 

man who is in a boiling passion. ‘How could anyone offer so pitiful a sum to a lady with such 

attractions and accomplishments?’ 

“‘My accomplishments, sir, may be less than you imagine,’ said I. ‘A little French, a little 

German, music, and drawing—’ 

“‘Tut, tut!’ he cried. ‘This is all quite beside the question. The point is, have you or have you 

not the bearing and deportment of a lady? There it is in a nutshell. If you have not, you are not 

fitted for the rearing of a child who may some day play a considerable part in the history of the 

country. But if you have why, then, how could any gentleman ask you to condescend to accept 

anything under the three figures? Your salary with me, madam, would commence at £ 100 a 

year.’ 

“You may imagine, Mr. Holmes, that to me, destitute as I was, such an offer seemed almost 

too good to be true. The gentleman, however, seeing perhaps the look of incredulity upon my 

face, opened a pocket-book and took out a note. 

“‘It is also my custom,’ said he, smiling in the most pleasant fashion until his eyes were just 

two little shining slits amid the white creases of his face, ‘to advance to my young ladies half 

their salary beforehand, so that they may meet any little expenses of their journey and their 

wardrobe.’ 

“It seemed to me that I had never met so fascinating and so thoughtful a man. As I was already 

in debt to my tradesmen, the advance was a great convenience, and yet there was something 

unnatural about the whole transaction which made me wish to know a little more before I quite 

committed myself. 

“‘May I ask where you live, sir?’ said I. 



“‘Hampshire. Charming rural place. The Copper Beeches, five miles on the far side of 

Winchester. It is the most lovely country, my dear young lady, and the dearest old country-

house.’ 

“‘And my duties, sir? I should be glad to know what they would be.’ 

“‘One child—one dear little romper just six years old. Oh, if you could see him killing 

cockroaches with a slipper! Smack! smack! smack! Three gone before you could wink!’ He 

leaned back in his chair and laughed his eyes into his head again. 

“I was a little startled at the nature of the child’s amusement, but the father’s laughter made 

me think that perhaps he was joking. 

“‘My sole duties, then,’ I asked, ‘are to take charge of a single child?’ 

“‘No, no, not the sole, not the sole, my dear young lady,’ he cried. ‘Your duty would be, as I 

am sure your good sense would suggest, to obey any little commands my wife might give, 

provided always that they were such commands as a lady might with propriety obey. You see no 

difficulty, heh?’ 

“‘I should be happy to make myself useful.’ 

“‘Quite so. In dress now, for example. We are faddy people, you know—faddy but kind-

hearted. If you were asked to wear any dress which we might give you, you would not object to 

our little whim. Heh?’ 

“‘No,’ said I, considerably astonished at his words. 

“‘Or to sit here, or sit there, that would not be offensive to you?’ 

“‘Oh, no.’ 

“‘Or to cut your hair quite short before you come to us?’ 

“I could hardly believe my ears. As you may observe, Mr. Holmes, my hair is somewhat 

luxuriant, and of a rather peculiar tint of chestnut. It has been considered artistic. I could not 

dream of sacrificing it in this offhand fashion. 

“‘I am afraid that that is quite impossible,’ said I. He had been watching me eagerly out of his 

small eyes, and I could see a shadow pass over his face as I spoke. 

“‘I am afraid that it is quite essential,’ said he. ‘It is a little fancy of my wife’s, and ladies’ 

fancies, you know, madam, ladies’ fancies must be consulted. And so you won’t cut your hair?’ 

“‘No, sir, I really could not,’ I answered firmly. 

“‘Ah, very well; then that quite settles the matter. It is a pity, because in other respects you 

would really have done very nicely. In that case, Miss Stoper, I had best inspect a few more of 

your young ladies.’ 

“The manageress had sat all this while busy with her papers without a word to either of us, but 

she glanced at me now with so much annoyance upon her face that I could not help suspecting 

that she had lost a handsome commission through my refusal. 

“‘Do you desire your name to be kept upon the books?’ she asked. 

“‘If you please, Miss Stoper.’ 

“‘Well, really, it seems rather useless, since you refuse the most excellent offers in this 

fashion,’ said she sharply. ‘You can hardly expect us to exert ourselves to find another such 

opening for you. Good-day to you, Miss Hunter.’ She struck a gong upon the table, and I was 

shown out by the page. 



“Well, Mr. Holmes, when I got back to my lodgings and found little enough in the cupboard, 

and two or three bills upon the table, I began to ask myself whether I had not done a very foolish 

thing. After all, if these people had strange fads and expected obedience on the most 

extraordinary matters, they were at least ready to pay for their eccentricity. Very few governesses 

in England are getting £ 100 a year. Besides, what use was my hair to me? Many people are 

improved by wearing it short and perhaps I should be among the number. Next day I was 

inclined to think that I had made a mistake, and by the day after I was sure of it. I had almost 

overcome my pride so far as to go back to the agency and inquire whether the place was still 

open when I received this letter from the gentleman himself. I have it here and I will read it to 

you: 

“‘The Copper Beeches, near Winchester. 

“‘DEAR MISS HUNTER,—Miss Stoper has very kindly 

given me your address, and I write from here to ask you 

whether you have reconsidered your decision. My wife is very 

anxious that you should come, for she has been much attracted 

by my description of you. We are willing to give £ 30 a 

quarter, or £ 120 a year, so as to recompense you for any little 

inconvenience which our fads may cause you. They are not 

very exacting, after all. My wife is fond of a particular shade 

of electric blue and would like you to wear such a dress 

indoors in the morning. You need not, however, go to the 

expense of purchasing one, as we have one belonging to my 

dear daughter Alice (now in Philadelphia), which would, I 

should think, fit you very well. Then, as to sitting here or 

there, or amusing yourself in any manner indicated, that need 

cause you no inconvenience. As regards your hair, it is no 

doubt a pity, especially as I could not help remarking its 

beauty during our short interview, but I am afraid that I must 

remain firm upon this point, and I only hope that the increased 

salary may recompense you for the loss. Your duties, as far as 

the child is concerned, are very light. Now do try to come, and 

I shall meet you with the dog-cart at Winchester. Let me know 

your train. Yours faithfully, 

“‘JEPHRO RUCASTLE.’ 

“That is the letter which I have just received, Mr. Holmes, and my mind is made up that I will 

accept it. I thought, however, that before taking the final step I should like to submit the whole 

matter to your consideration.” 

“Well, Miss Hunter, if your mind is made up, that settles the question,” said Holmes, smiling. 

“But you would not advise me to refuse?” 

“I confess that it is not the situation which I should like to see a sister of mine apply for.” 

“What is the meaning of it all, Mr. Holmes?” 

“Ah, I have no data. I cannot tell. Perhaps you have yourself formed some opinion?” 



“Well, there seems to me to be only one possible solution. Mr. Rucastle seemed to be a very 

kind, good-natured man. Is it not possible that his wife is a lunatic, that he desires to keep the 

matter quiet for fear she should be taken to an asylum, and that he humours her fancies in every 

way in order to prevent an outbreak?” 

“That is a possible solution—in fact, as matters stand, it is the most probable one. But in any 

case it does not seem to be a nice household for a young lady.” 

“But the money, Mr. Holmes, the money!” 

“Well, yes, of course the pay is good—too good. That is what makes me uneasy. Why should 

they give you £ 120 a year, when they could have their pick for £ 40? There must be some strong 

reason behind.” 

“I thought that if I told you the circumstances you would understand afterwards if I wanted 

your help. I should feel so much stronger if I felt that you were at the back of me.” 

“Oh, you may carry that feeling away with you. I assure you that your little problem promises 

to be the most interesting which has come my way for some months. There is something 

distinctly novel about some of the features. If you should find yourself in doubt or in danger—” 

“Danger! What danger do you foresee?” 

Holmes shook his head gravely. “It would cease to be a danger if we could define it,” said he. 

“But at any time, day or night, a telegram would bring me down to your help.” 

“That is enough.” She rose briskly from her chair with the anxiety all swept from her face. “I 

shall go down to Hampshire quite easy in my mind now. I shall write to Mr. Rucastle at once, 

sacrifice my poor hair to-night, and start for Winchester to-morrow.” With a few grateful words 

to Holmes she bade us both good-night and bustled off upon her way. 

“At least,” said I as we heard her quick, firm steps descending the stairs, “she seems to be a 

young lady who is very well able to take care of herself.” 

“And she would need to be,” said Holmes gravely. “I am much mistaken if we do not hear 

from her before many days are past.” 

It was not very long before my friend’s prediction was fulfilled. A fortnight went by, during 

which I frequently found my thoughts turning in her direction and wondering what strange side-

alley of human experience this lonely woman had strayed into. The unusual salary, the curious 

conditions, the light duties, all pointed to something abnormal, though whether a fad or a plot, or 

whether the man were a philanthropist or a villain, it was quite beyond my powers to determine. 

As to Holmes, I observed that he sat frequently for half an hour on end, with knitted brows and 

an abstracted air, but he swept the matter away with a wave of his hand when I mentioned it. 

“Data! data! data!” he cried impatiently. “I can’t make bricks without clay.” And yet he would 

always wind up by muttering that no sister of his should ever have accepted such a situation. 

The telegram which we eventually received came late one night just as I was thinking of 

turning in and Holmes was settling down to one of those all-night chemical researches which he 

frequently indulged in, when I would leave him stooping over a retort and a test-tube at night and 

find him in the same position when I came down to breakfast in the morning. He opened the 

yellow envelope, and then, glancing at the message, threw it across to me. 

“Just look up the trains in Bradshaw,” said he, and turned back to his chemical studies. 

The summons was a brief and urgent one. 



“Please be at the Black Swan Hotel at Winchester at midday 

to-morrow,” it said. “Do come! I am at my wit’s end. 

“HUNTER.” 

“Will you come with me?” asked Holmes, glancing up. 

“I should wish to.” 

“Just look it up, then.” 

“There is a train at half-past nine,” said I, glancing over my Bradshaw. “It is due at Winchester 

at 11:30.” 

“That will do very nicely. Then perhaps I had better postpone my analysis of the acetones, as 

we may need to be at our best in the morning.” 

By eleven o’clock the next day we were well upon our way to the old English capital. Holmes 

had been buried in the morning papers all the way down, but after we had passed the Hampshire 

border he threw them down and began to admire the scenery. It was an ideal spring day, a light 

blue sky, flecked with little fleecy white clouds drifting across from west to east. The sun was 

shining very brightly, and yet there was an exhilarating nip in the air, which set an edge to a 

man’s energy. All over the countryside, away to the rolling hills around Aldershot, the little red 

and grey roofs of the farm-steadings peeped out from amid the light green of the new foliage. 

“Are they not fresh and beautiful?” I cried with all the enthusiasm of a man fresh from the 

fogs of Baker Street. 

But Holmes shook his head gravely. 

“Do you know, Watson,” said he, “that it is one of the curses of a mind with a turn like mine 

that I must look at everything with reference to my own special subject. You look at these 

scattered houses, and you are impressed by their beauty. I look at them, and the only thought 

which comes to me is a feeling of their isolation and of the impunity with which crime may be 

committed there.” 

“Good heavens!” I cried. “Who would associate crime with these dear old homesteads?” 

“They always fill me with a certain horror. It is my belief, Watson, founded upon my 

experience, that the lowest and vilest alleys in London do not present a more dreadful record of 

sin than does the smiling and beautiful countryside.” 

“You horrify me!” 

“But the reason is very obvious. The pressure of public opinion can do in the town what the 

law cannot accomplish. There is no lane so vile that the scream of a tortured child, or the thud of 

a drunkard’s blow, does not beget sympathy and indignation among the neighbours, and then the 

whole machinery of justice is ever so close that a word of complaint can set it going, and there is 

but a step between the crime and the dock. But look at these lonely houses, each in its own fields, 

filled for the most part with poor ignorant folk who know little of the law. Think of the deeds of 

hellish cruelty, the hidden wickedness which may go on, year in, year out, in such places, and 

none the wiser. Had this lady who appeals to us for help gone to live in Winchester, I should 

never have had a fear for her. It is the five miles of country which makes the danger. Still, it is 

clear that she is not personally threatened.” 



“No. If she can come to Winchester to meet us she can get away.” 

“Quite so. She has her freedom.” 

“What can be the matter, then? Can you suggest no explanation?” 

“I have devised seven separate explanations, each of which would cover the facts as far as we 

know them. But which of these is correct can only be determined by the fresh information which 

we shall no doubt find waiting for us. Well, there is the tower of the cathedral, and we shall soon 

learn all that Miss Hunter has to tell.” 

The Black Swan is an inn of repute in the High Street, at no distance from the station, and 

there we found the young lady waiting for us. She had engaged a sitting-room, and our lunch 

awaited us upon the table. 

“I am so delighted that you have come,” she said earnestly. “It is so very kind of you both; but 

indeed I do not know what I should do. Your advice will be altogether invaluable to me.” 

“Pray tell us what has happened to you.” 

“I will do so, and I must be quick, for I have promised Mr. Rucastle to be back before three. I 

got his leave to come into town this morning, though he little knew for what purpose.” 

“Let us have everything in its due order.” Holmes thrust his long thin legs out towards the fire 

and composed himself to listen. 

“In the first place, I may say that I have met, on the whole, with no actual ill-treatment from 

Mr. and Mrs. Rucastle. It is only fair to them to say that. But I cannot understand them, and I am 

not easy in my mind about them.” 

“What can you not understand?” 

“Their reasons for their conduct. But you shall have it all just as it occurred. When I came 

down, Mr. Rucastle met me here and drove me in his dog-cart to the Copper Beeches. It is, as he 

said, beautifully situated, but it is not beautiful in itself, for it is a large square block of a house, 

whitewashed, but all stained and streaked with damp and bad weather. There are grounds round 

it, woods on three sides, and on the fourth a field which slopes down to the Southampton 

highroad, which curves past about a hundred yards from the front door. This ground in front 

belongs to the house, but the woods all round are part of Lord Southerton’s preserves. A clump 

of copper beeches immediately in front of the hall door has given its name to the place. 

“I was driven over by my employer, who was as amiable as ever, and was introduced by him 

that evening to his wife and the child. There was no truth, Mr. Holmes, in the conjecture which 

seemed to us to be probable in your rooms at Baker Street. Mrs. Rucastle is not mad. I found her 

to be a silent, pale-faced woman, much younger than her husband, not more than thirty, I should 

think, while he can hardly be less than forty-five. From their conversation I have gathered that 

they have been married about seven years, that he was a widower, and that his only child by the 

first wife was the daughter who has gone to Philadelphia. Mr. Rucastle told me in private that the 

reason why she had left them was that she had an unreasoning aversion to her stepmother. As the 

daughter could not have been less than twenty, I can quite imagine that her position must have 

been uncomfortable with her father’s young wife. 

“Mrs. Rucastle seemed to me to be colourless in mind as well as in feature. She impressed me 

neither favourably nor the reverse. She was a nonentity. It was easy to see that she was 

passionately devoted both to her husband and to her little son. Her light grey eyes wandered 

continually from one to the other, noting every little want and forestalling it if possible. He was 

kind to her also in his bluff, boisterous fashion, and on the whole they seemed to be a happy 



couple. And yet she had some secret sorrow, this woman. She would often be lost in deep 

thought, with the saddest look upon her face. More than once I have surprised her in tears. I have 

thought sometimes that it was the disposition of her child which weighed upon her mind, for I 

have never met so utterly spoiled and so ill-natured a little creature. He is small for his age, with 

a head which is quite disproportionately large. His whole life appears to be spent in an 

alternation between savage fits of passion and gloomy intervals of sulking. Giving pain to any 

creature weaker than himself seems to be his one idea of amusement, and he shows quite 

remarkable talent in planning the capture of mice, little birds, and insects. But I would rather not 

talk about the creature, Mr. Holmes, and, indeed, he has little to do with my story.” 

“I am glad of all details,” remarked my friend, “whether they seem to you to be relevant or 

not.” 

“I shall try not to miss anything of importance. The one unpleasant thing about the house, 

which struck me at once, was the appearance and conduct of the servants. There are only two, a 

man and his wife. Toller, for that is his name, is a rough, uncouth man, with grizzled hair and 

whiskers, and a perpetual smell of drink. Twice since I have been with them he has been quite 

drunk, and yet Mr. Rucastle seemed to take no notice of it. His wife is a very tall and strong 

woman with a sour face, as silent as Mrs. Rucastle and much less amiable. They are a most 

unpleasant couple, but fortunately I spend most of my time in the nursery and my own room, 

which are next to each other in one corner of the building. 

“For two days after my arrival at the Copper Beeches my life was very quiet; on the third, 

Mrs. Rucastle came down just after breakfast and whispered something to her husband. 

“‘Oh, yes,’ said he, turning to me, ‘we are very much obliged to you, Miss Hunter, for falling 

in with our whims so far as to cut your hair. I assure you that it has not detracted in the tiniest 

iota from your appearance. We shall now see how the electric-blue dress will become you. You 

will find it laid out upon the bed in your room, and if you would be so good as to put it on we 

should both be extremely obliged.’ 

“The dress which I found waiting for me was of a peculiar shade of blue. It was of excellent 

material, a sort of beige, but it bore unmistakable signs of having been worn before. It could not 

have been a better fit if I had been measured for it. Both Mr. and Mrs. Rucastle expressed a 

delight at the look of it, which seemed quite exaggerated in its vehemence. They were waiting 

for me in the drawing-room, which is a very large room, stretching along the entire front of the 

house, with three long windows reaching down to the floor. A chair had been placed close to the 

central window, with its back turned towards it. In this I was asked to sit, and then Mr. Rucastle, 

walking up and down on the other side of the room, began to tell me a series of the funniest 

stories that I have ever listened to. You cannot imagine how comical he was, and I laughed until 

I was quite weary. Mrs. Rucastle, however, who has evidently no sense of humour, never so 

much as smiled, but sat with her hands in her lap, and a sad, anxious look upon her face. After an 

hour or so, Mr. Rucastle suddenly remarked that it was time to commence the duties of the day, 

and that I might change my dress and go to little Edward in the nursery. 

“Two days later this same performance was gone through under exactly similar circumstances. 

Again I changed my dress, again I sat in the window, and again I laughed very heartily at the 

funny stories of which my employer had an immense répertoire, and which he told inimitably. 

Then he handed me a yellow-backed novel, and moving my chair a little sideways, that my own 

shadow might not fall upon the page, he begged me to read aloud to him. I read for about ten 



minutes, beginning in the heart of a chapter, and then suddenly, in the middle of a sentence, he 

ordered me to cease and to change my dress. 

“You can easily imagine, Mr. Holmes, how curious I became as to what the meaning of this 

extraordinary performance could possibly be. They were always very careful, I observed, to turn 

my face away from the window, so that I became consumed with the desire to see what was 

going on behind my back. At first it seemed to be impossible, but I soon devised a means. My 

hand-mirror had been broken, so a happy thought seized me, and I concealed a piece of the glass 

in my handkerchief. On the next occasion, in the midst of my laughter, I put my handkerchief up 

to my eyes, and was able with a little management to see all that there was behind me. I confess 

that I was disappointed. There was nothing. At least that was my first impression. At the second 

glance, however, I perceived that there was a man standing in the Southampton Road, a small 

bearded man in a grey suit, who seemed to be looking in my direction. The road is an important 

highway, and there are usually people there. This man, however, was leaning against the railings 

which bordered our field and was looking earnestly up. I lowered my handkerchief and glanced 

at Mrs. Rucastle to find her eyes fixed upon me with a most searching gaze. She said nothing, 

but I am convinced that she had divined that I had a mirror in my hand and had seen what was 

behind me. She rose at once. 

“‘Jephro,’ said she, ‘there is an impertinent fellow upon the road there who stares up at Miss 

Hunter.’ 

“‘No friend of yours, Miss Hunter?’ he asked. 

“‘No, I know no one in these parts.’ 

“‘Dear me! How very impertinent! Kindly turn round and motion to him to go away.’ 

“‘Surely it would be better to take no notice.’ 

“‘No, no, we should have him loitering here always. Kindly turn round and wave him away 

like that.’ 

“I did as I was told, and at the same instant Mrs. Rucastle drew down the blind. That was a 

week ago, and from that time I have not sat again in the window, nor have I worn the blue dress, 

nor seen the man in the road.” 

“Pray continue,” said Holmes. “Your narrative promises to be a most interesting one.” 

“You will find it rather disconnected, I fear, and there may prove to be little relation between 

the different incidents of which I speak. On the very first day that I was at the Copper Beeches, 

Mr. Rucastle took me to a small outhouse which stands near the kitchen door. As we approached 

it I heard the sharp rattling of a chain, and the sound as of a large animal moving about. 

“‘Look in here!’ said Mr. Rucastle, showing me a slit between two planks. ‘Is he not a 

beauty?’ 

“I looked through and was conscious of two glowing eyes, and of a vague figure huddled up in 

the darkness. 

“‘Don’t be frightened,’ said my employer, laughing at the start which I had given. ‘It’s only 

Carlo, my mastiff. I call him mine, but really old Toller, my groom, is the only man who can do 

anything with him. We feed him once a day, and not too much then, so that he is always as keen 

as mustard. Toller lets him loose every night, and God help the trespasser whom he lays his 

fangs upon. For goodness’ sake don’t you ever on any pretext set your foot over the threshold at 

night, for it’s as much as your life is worth.’ 



“The warning was no idle one, for two nights later I happened to look out of my bedroom 

window about two o’clock in the morning. It was a beautiful moonlight night, and the lawn in 

front of the house was silvered over and almost as bright as day. I was standing, rapt in the 

peaceful beauty of the scene, when I was aware that something was moving under the shadow of 

the copper beeches. As it emerged into the moonshine I saw what it was. It was a giant dog, as 

large as a calf, tawny tinted, with hanging jowl, black muzzle, and huge projecting bones. It 

walked slowly across the lawn and vanished into the shadow upon the other side. That dreadful 

sentinel sent a chill to my heart which I do not think that any burglar could have done. 

“And now I have a very strange experience to tell you. I had, as you know, cut off my hair in 

London, and I had placed it in a great coil at the bottom of my trunk. One evening, after the child 

was in bed, I began to amuse myself by examining the furniture of my room and by rearranging 

my own little things. There was an old chest of drawers in the room, the two upper ones empty 

and open, the lower one locked. I had filled the first two with my linen, and as I had still much to 

pack away I was naturally annoyed at not having the use of the third drawer. It struck me that it 

might have been fastened by a mere oversight, so I took out my bunch of keys and tried to open 

it. The very first key fitted to perfection, and I drew the drawer open. There was only one thing 

in it, but I am sure that you would never guess what it was. It was my coil of hair. 

“I took it up and examined it. It was of the same peculiar tint, and the same thickness. But then 

the impossibility of the thing obtruded itself upon me. How could my hair have been locked in 

the drawer? With trembling hands I undid my trunk, turned out the contents, and drew from the 

bottom my own hair. I laid the two tresses together, and I assure you that they were identical. 

Was it not extraordinary? Puzzle as I would, I could make nothing at all of what it meant. I 

returned the strange hair to the drawer, and I said nothing of the matter to the Rucastles as I felt 

that I had put myself in the wrong by opening a drawer which they had locked. 

“I am naturally observant, as you may have remarked, Mr. Holmes, and I soon had a pretty 

good plan of the whole house in my head. There was one wing, however, which appeared not to 

be inhabited at all. A door which faced that which led into the quarters of the Tollers opened into 

this suite, but it was invariably locked. One day, however, as I ascended the stair, I met Mr. 

Rucastle coming out through this door, his keys in his hand, and a look on his face which made 

him a very different person to the round, jovial man to whom I was accustomed. His cheeks were 

red, his brow was all crinkled with anger, and the veins stood out at his temples with passion. He 

locked the door and hurried past me without a word or a look. 

“This aroused my curiosity, so when I went out for a walk in the grounds with my charge, I 

strolled round to the side from which I could see the windows of this part of the house. There 

were four of them in a row, three of which were simply dirty, while the fourth was shuttered up. 

They were evidently all deserted. As I strolled up and down, glancing at them occasionally, Mr. 

Rucastle came out to me, looking as merry and jovial as ever. 

“‘Ah!’ said he, ‘you must not think me rude if I passed you without a word, my dear young 

lady. I was preoccupied with business matters.’ 

“I assured him that I was not offended. ‘By the way,’ said I, ‘you seem to have quite a suite of 

spare rooms up there, and one of them has the shutters up.’ 

“He looked surprised and, as it seemed to me, a little startled at my remark. 

“‘Photography is one of my hobbies,’ said he. ‘I have made my dark room up there. But, dear 

me! what an observant young lady we have come upon. Who would have believed it? Who 



would have ever believed it?’ He spoke in a jesting tone, but there was no jest in his eyes as he 

looked at me. I read suspicion there and annoyance, but no jest. 

“Well, Mr. Holmes, from the moment that I understood that there was something about that 

suite of rooms which I was not to know, I was all on fire to go over them. It was not mere 

curiosity, though I have my share of that. It was more a feeling of duty—a feeling that some 

good might come from my penetrating to this place. They talk of woman’s instinct; perhaps it 

was woman’s instinct which gave me that feeling. At any rate, it was there, and I was keenly on 

the lookout for any chance to pass the forbidden door. 

“It was only yesterday that the chance came. I may tell you that, besides Mr. Rucastle, both 

Toller and his wife find something to do in these deserted rooms, and I once saw him carrying a 

large black linen bag with him through the door. Recently he has been drinking hard, and 

yesterday evening he was very drunk; and when I came upstairs there was the key in the door. I 

have no doubt at all that he had left it there. Mr. and Mrs. Rucastle were both downstairs, and the 

child was with them, so that I had an admirable opportunity. I turned the key gently in the lock, 

opened the door, and slipped through. 

“There was a little passage in front of me, unpapered and uncarpeted, which turned at a right 

angle at the farther end. Round this corner were three doors in a line, the first and third of which 

were open. They each led into an empty room, dusty and cheerless, with two windows in the one 

and one in the other, so thick with dirt that the evening light glimmered dimly through them. The 

centre door was closed, and across the outside of it had been fastened one of the broad bars of an 

iron bed, padlocked at one end to a ring in the wall, and fastened at the other with stout cord. The 

door itself was locked as well, and the key was not there. This barricaded door corresponded 

clearly with the shuttered window outside, and yet I could see by the glimmer from beneath it 

that the room was not in darkness. Evidently there was a skylight which let in light from above. 

As I stood in the passage gazing at the sinister door and wondering what secret it might veil, I 

suddenly heard the sound of steps within the room and saw a shadow pass backward and forward 

against the little slit of dim light which shone out from under the door. A mad, unreasoning terror 

rose up in me at the sight, Mr. Holmes. My overstrung nerves failed me suddenly, and I turned 

and ran—ran as though some dreadful hand were behind me clutching at the skirt of my dress. I 

rushed down the passage, through the door, and straight into the arms of Mr. Rucastle, who was 

waiting outside. 

“‘So,’ said he, smiling, ‘it was you, then. I thought that it must be when I saw the door open.’ 

“‘Oh, I am so frightened!’ I panted. 

“‘My dear young lady! my dear young lady!’—you cannot think how caressing and soothing 

his manner was—‘and what has frightened you, my dear young lady?’ 

“But his voice was just a little too coaxing. He overdid it. I was keenly on my guard against 

him. 

“‘I was foolish enough to go into the empty wing,’ I answered. ‘But it is so lonely and eerie in 

this dim light that I was frightened and ran out again. Oh, it is so dreadfully still in there!’ 

“‘Only that?’ said he, looking at me keenly. 

“‘Why, what did you think?’ I asked. 

“‘Why do you think that I lock this door?’ 

“‘I am sure that I do not know.’ 



“‘It is to keep people out who have no business there. Do you see?’ He was still smiling in the 

most amiable manner. 

“‘I am sure if I had known—’ 

“‘Well, then, you know now. And if you ever put your foot over that threshold again’—here in 

an instant the smile hardened into a grin of rage, and he glared down at me with the face of a 

demon—‘I’ll throw you to the mastiff.’ 

“I was so terrified that I do not know what I did. I suppose that I must have rushed past him 

into my room. I remember nothing until I found myself lying on my bed trembling all over. Then 

I thought of you, Mr. Holmes. I could not live there longer without some advice. I was frightened 

of the house, of the man, of the woman, of the servants, even of the child. They were all horrible 

to me. If I could only bring you down all would be well. Of course I might have fled from the 

house, but my curiosity was almost as strong as my fears. My mind was soon made up. I would 

send you a wire. I put on my hat and cloak, went down to the office, which is about half a mile 

from the house, and then returned, feeling very much easier. A horrible doubt came into my 

mind as I approached the door lest the dog might be loose, but I remembered that Toller had 

drunk himself into a state of insensibility that evening, and I knew that he was the only one in the 

household who had any influence with the savage creature, or who would venture to set him free. 

I slipped in in safety and lay awake half the night in my joy at the thought of seeing you. I had no 

difficulty in getting leave to come into Winchester this morning, but I must be back before three 

o’clock, for Mr. and Mrs. Rucastle are going on a visit, and will be away all the evening, so that I 

must look after the child. Now I have told you all my adventures, Mr. Holmes, and I should be 

very glad if you could tell me what it all means, and, above all, what I should do.” 

Holmes and I had listened spellbound to this extraordinary story. My friend rose now and 

paced up and down the room, his hands in his pockets, and an expression of the most profound 

gravity upon his face. 

“Is Toller still drunk?” he asked. 

“Yes. I heard his wife tell Mrs. Rucastle that she could do nothing with him.” 

“That is well. And the Rucastles go out to-night?” 

“Yes.” 

“Is there a cellar with a good strong lock?” 

“Yes, the wine-cellar.” 

“You seem to me to have acted all through this matter like a very brave and sensible girl, Miss 

Hunter. Do you think that you could perform one more feat? I should not ask it of you if I did not 

think you a quite exceptional woman.” 

“I will try. What is it?” 

“We shall be at the Copper Beeches by seven o’clock, my friend and I. The Rucastles will be 

gone by that time, and Toller will, we hope, be incapable. There only remains Mrs. Toller, who 

might give the alarm. If you could send her into the cellar on some errand, and then turn the key 

upon her, you would facilitate matters immensely.” 

“I will do it.” 

“Excellent! We shall then look thoroughly into the affair. Of course there is only one feasible 

explanation. You have been brought there to personate someone, and the real person is 

imprisoned in this chamber. That is obvious. As to who this prisoner is, I have no doubt that it is 



the daughter, Miss Alice Rucastle, if I remember right, who was said to have gone to America. 

You were chosen, doubtless, as resembling her in height, figure, and the colour of your hair. 

Hers had been cut off, very possibly in some illness through which she has passed, and so, of 

course, yours had to be sacrificed also. By a curious chance you came upon her tresses. The man 

in the road was undoubtedly some friend of hers—possibly her fiancé—and no doubt, as you 

wore the girl’s dress and were so like her, he was convinced from your laughter, whenever he 

saw you, and afterwards from your gesture, that Miss Rucastle was perfectly happy, and that she 

no longer desired his attentions. The dog is let loose at night to prevent him from endeavouring 

to communicate with her. So much is fairly clear. The most serious point in the case is the 

disposition of the child.” 

“What on earth has that to do with it?” I ejaculated. 

“My dear Watson, you as a medical man are continually gaining light as to the tendencies of a 

child by the study of the parents. Don’t you see that the converse is equally valid. I have 

frequently gained my first real insight into the character of parents by studying their children. 

This child’s disposition is abnormally cruel, merely for cruelty’s sake, and whether he derives 

this from his smiling father, as I should suspect, or from his mother, it bodes evil for the poor girl 

who is in their power.” 

“I am sure that you are right, Mr. Holmes,” cried our client. “A thousand things come back to 

me which make me certain that you have hit it. Oh, let us lose not an instant in bringing help to 

this poor creature.” 

“We must be circumspect, for we are dealing with a very cunning man. We can do nothing 

until seven o’clock. At that hour we shall be with you, and it will not be long before we solve the 

mystery.” 

We were as good as our word, for it was just seven when we reached the Copper Beeches, 

having put up our trap at a wayside public-house. The group of trees, with their dark leaves 

shining like burnished metal in the light of the setting sun, were sufficient to mark the house 

even had Miss Hunter not been standing smiling on the door-step. 

“Have you managed it?” asked Holmes. 

A loud thudding noise came from somewhere downstairs. “That is Mrs. Toller in the cellar,” 

said she. “Her husband lies snoring on the kitchen rug. Here are his keys, which are the 

duplicates of Mr. Rucastle’s.” 

“You have done well indeed!” cried Holmes with enthusiasm. “Now lead the way, and we 

shall soon see the end of this black business.” 

We passed up the stair, unlocked the door, followed on down a passage, and found ourselves 

in front of the barricade which Miss Hunter had described. Holmes cut the cord and removed the 

transverse bar. Then he tried the various keys in the lock, but without success. No sound came 

from within, and at the silence Holmes’ face clouded over. 

“I trust that we are not too late,” said he. “I think, Miss Hunter, that we had better go in 

without you. Now, Watson, put your shoulder to it, and we shall see whether we cannot make 

our way in.” 

It was an old rickety door and gave at once before our united strength. Together we rushed 

into the room. It was empty. There was no furniture save a little pallet bed, a small table, and a 

basketful of linen. The skylight above was open, and the prisoner gone. 



“There has been some villainy here,” said Holmes; “this beauty has guessed Miss Hunter’s 

intentions and has carried his victim off.” 

“But how?” 

“Through the skylight. We shall soon see how he managed it.” He swung himself up onto the 

roof. “Ah, yes,” he cried, “here’s the end of a long light ladder against the eaves. That is how he 

did it.” 

“But it is impossible,” said Miss Hunter; “the ladder was not there when the Rucastles went 

away.” 

“He has come back and done it. I tell you that he is a clever and dangerous man. I should not 

be very much surprised if this were he whose step I hear now upon the stair. I think, Watson, that 

it would be as well for you to have your pistol ready.” 

The words were hardly out of his mouth before a man appeared at the door of the room, a very 

fat and burly man, with a heavy stick in his hand. Miss Hunter screamed and shrunk against the 

wall at the sight of him, but Sherlock Holmes sprang forward and confronted him. 

“You villain!” said he, “where’s your daughter?” 

The fat man cast his eyes round, and then up at the open skylight. 

“It is for me to ask you that,” he shrieked, “you thieves! Spies and thieves! I have caught you, 

have I? You are in my power. I’ll serve you!” He turned and clattered down the stairs as hard as 

he could go. 

“He’s gone for the dog!” cried Miss Hunter. 

“I have my revolver,” said I. 

“Better close the front door,” cried Holmes, and we all rushed down the stairs together. We 

had hardly reached the hall when we heard the baying of a hound, and then a scream of agony, 

with a horrible worrying sound which it was dreadful to listen to. An elderly man with a red face 

and shaking limbs came staggering out at a side door. 

“My God!” he cried. “Someone has loosed the dog. It’s not been fed for two days. Quick, 

quick, or it’ll be too late!” 

Holmes and I rushed out and round the angle of the house, with Toller hurrying behind us. 

There was the huge famished brute, its black muzzle buried in Rucastle’s throat, while he 

writhed and screamed upon the ground. Running up, I blew its brains out, and it fell over with its 

keen white teeth still meeting in the great creases of his neck. With much labour we separated 

them and carried him, living but horribly mangled, into the house. We laid him upon the 

drawing-room sofa, and having dispatched the sobered Toller to bear the news to his wife, I did 

what I could to relieve his pain. We were all assembled round him when the door opened, and a 

tall, gaunt woman entered the room. 

“Mrs. Toller!” cried Miss Hunter. 

“Yes, miss. Mr. Rucastle let me out when he came back before he went up to you. Ah, miss, it 

is a pity you didn’t let me know what you were planning, for I would have told you that your 

pains were wasted.” 

“Ha!” said Holmes, looking keenly at her. “It is clear that Mrs. Toller knows more about this 

matter than anyone else.” 

“Yes, sir, I do, and I am ready enough to tell what I know.” 



“Then, pray, sit down, and let us hear it for there are several points on which I must confess 

that I am still in the dark.” 

“I will soon make it clear to you,” said she; “and I’d have done so before now if I could ha’ 

got out from the cellar. If there’s police-court business over this, you’ll remember that I was the 

one that stood your friend, and that I was Miss Alice’s friend too. 

“She was never happy at home, Miss Alice wasn’t, from the time that her father married again. 

She was slighted like and had no say in anything, but it never really became bad for her until 

after she met Mr. Fowler at a friend’s house. As well as I could learn, Miss Alice had rights of 

her own by will, but she was so quiet and patient, she was, that she never said a word about them 

but just left everything in Mr. Rucastle’s hands. He knew he was safe with her; but when there 

was a chance of a husband coming forward, who would ask for all that the law would give him, 

then her father thought it time to put a stop on it. He wanted her to sign a paper, so that whether 

she married or not, he could use her money. When she wouldn’t do it, he kept on worrying her 

until she got brain-fever, and for six weeks was at death’s door. Then she got better at last, all 

worn to a shadow, and with her beautiful hair cut off; but that didn’t make no change in her 

young man, and he stuck to her as true as man could be.” 

“Ah,” said Holmes, “I think that what you have been good enough to tell us makes the matter 

fairly clear, and that I can deduce all that remains. Mr. Rucastle then, I presume, took to this 

system of imprisonment?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And brought Miss Hunter down from London in order to get rid of the disagreeable 

persistence of Mr. Fowler.” 

“That was it, sir.” 

“But Mr. Fowler being a persevering man, as a good seaman should be, blockaded the house, 

and having met you succeeded by certain arguments, metallic or otherwise, in convincing you 

that your interests were the same as his.” 

“Mr. Fowler was a very kind-spoken, free-handed gentleman,” said Mrs. Toller serenely. 

“And in this way he managed that your good man should have no want of drink, and that a 

ladder should be ready at the moment when your master had gone out.” 

“You have it, sir, just as it happened.” 

“I am sure we owe you an apology, Mrs. Toller,” said Holmes, “for you have certainly cleared 

up everything which puzzled us. And here comes the country surgeon and Mrs. Rucastle, so I 

think, Watson, that we had best escort Miss Hunter back to Winchester, as it seems to me that 

our locus standi now is rather a questionable one.” 

And thus was solved the mystery of the sinister house with the copper beeches in front of the 

door. Mr. Rucastle survived, but was always a broken man, kept alive solely through the care of 

his devoted wife. They still live with their old servants, who probably know so much of 

Rucastle’s past life that he finds it difficult to part from them. Mr. Fowler and Miss Rucastle 

were married, by special license, in Southampton the day after their flight, and he is now the 

holder of a government appointment in the island of Mauritius. As to Miss Violet Hunter, my 

friend Holmes, rather to my disappointment, manifested no further interest in her when once she 

had ceased to be the centre of one of his problems, and she is now the head of a private school at 

Walsall, where I believe that she has met with considerable success. 
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The Adventures of Tom Sawyer is an 1876 novel by Mark Twain about a boy growing up 

along the Mississippi River. It is set in the 1840s in the town of St. Petersburg, which is based on 

Hannibal, Missouri, where Twain lived as a boy. In the novel, Tom Sawyer has several 

adventures, often with his friend Huckleberry Finn. Originally a commercial failure, the book 

ended up being the best selling of Twain's works during his lifetime. Though overshadowed by 

its sequel, Adventures of Huckleberry Finn, the book is considered by many to be a masterpiece 

of American literature. It was one of the first novels to be written on a typewriter.  

Tom Sawyer was deemed to be a bad role model for kids, which led to the book being 

excluded from the children's room in the Brooklyn, N.Y. Public Library (1876) and the Denver, 

Colo. Public Library (1876). More recently, it was removed from the seventh grade curriculum 

in the West Chester, Pa. schools (1994) after parents complained that it is too full of racially 

charged language. 

Entire countries ended up banning this novel: In 1930, the USSR started confiscating it at 

the USSR border, which, of course, made it that much more popular on the black market. In 

1937, it was removed from the public libraries and schools in Rio de Janeiro as part of Brazil's 

campaign against "subversive" and "Communist" literature. 
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PREFACE 

 

Most of the adventures recorded in this book really occurred; one or two were experiences of 

my own, the rest those of boys who were schoolmates of mine. Huck Finn is drawn from life; 

Tom Sawyer also, but not from an individual—he is a combination of the characteristics of three 

boys whom I knew, and therefore belongs to the composite order of architecture. 

The odd superstitions touched upon were all prevalent among children and slaves in the West 

at the period of this story—that is to say, thirty or forty years ago. 

Although my book is intended mainly for the entertainment of boys and girls, I hope it will not 

be shunned by men and women on that account, for part of my plan has been to try to pleasantly 

remind adults of what they once were themselves, and of how they felt and thought and talked, 

and what queer enterprises they sometimes engaged in. 

THE AUTHOR. 

HARTFORD, 1876. 

 

 

  



CHAPTER I 

“TOM!” 

No answer. 

“TOM!” 

No answer. 

“What’s gone with that boy,  I wonder? You TOM!” 

No answer. 

The old lady pulled her spectacles down and looked over them about the room; then she put 

them up and looked out under them. She seldom or never looked through them for so small a 

thing as a boy; they were her state pair, the pride of her heart, and were built for “style,” not 

service—she could have seen through a pair of stove-lids just as well. She looked perplexed for a 

moment, and then said, not fiercely, but still loud enough for the furniture to hear: 

“Well, I lay if I get hold of you I’ll—” 

She did not finish, for by this time she was bending down and punching under the bed with the 

broom, and so she needed breath to punctuate the punches with. She resurrected nothing but the 

cat. 

“I never did see the beat of that boy!” 

She went to the open door and stood in it and looked out among the tomato vines and 

“jimpson” weeds that constituted the garden. No Tom. So she lifted up her voice at an angle 

calculated for distance and shouted: 

“Y-o-u-u TOM!” 

There was a slight noise behind her and she turned just in time to seize a small boy by the 

slack of his roundabout and arrest his flight. 

“There! I might ’a’ thought of that closet. What you been doing in there?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Nothing! Look at your hands. And look at your mouth. What is that truck?” 

“I don’t know, aunt.” 

“Well, I know. It’s jam—that’s what it is. Forty times I’ve said if you didn’t let that jam alone 

I’d skin you. Hand me that switch.” 

The switch hovered in the air—the peril was desperate— 

“My! Look behind you, aunt!” 

The old lady whirled round, and snatched her skirts out of danger. The lad fled on the instant, 

scrambled up the high board-fence, and disappeared over it. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

His aunt Polly stood surprised a moment, and then broke into a gentle laugh. 

“Hang the boy, can’t I never learn anything? Ain’t he played me tricks enough like that for me 

to be looking out for him by this time? But old fools is the biggest fools there is. Can’t learn an 

old dog new tricks, as the saying is. But my goodness, he never plays them alike, two days, and 

how is a body to know what’s coming? He ’pears to know just how long he can torment me 

before I get my dander up, and he knows if he can make out to put me off for a minute or make 

me laugh, it’s all down again and I can’t hit him a lick. I ain’t doing my duty by that boy, and 

that’s the Lord’s truth, goodness knows. Spare the rod and spile the child, as the Good Book 

says. I’m a laying up sin and suffering for us both, I know. He’s full of the Old Scratch, but laws-



a-me! he’s my own dead sister’s boy, poor thing, and I ain’t got the heart to lash him, somehow. 

Every time I let him off, my conscience does hurt me so, and every time I hit him my old heart 

most breaks. Well-a-well, man that is born of woman is of few days and full of trouble, as the 

Scripture says, and I reckon it’s so. He’ll play hookey this evening, * and [* Southwestern for 

“afternoon”] I’ll just be obleeged to make him work, tomorrow, to punish him. It’s mighty hard 

to make him work Saturdays, when all the boys is having holiday, but he hates work more than 

he hates anything else, and I’ve got to do some of my duty by him, or I’ll be the ruination of the 

child.” 

Tom did play hookey, and he had a very good time. He got back home barely in season to help 

Jim, the small colored boy, saw next-day’s wood and split the kindlings before supper—at least 

he was there in time to tell his adventures to Jim while Jim did three-fourths of the work. Tom’s 

younger brother (or rather half-brother) Sid was already through with his part of the work 

(picking up chips), for he was a quiet boy, and had no adventurous, trouble-some ways. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

While Tom was eating his supper, and stealing sugar as opportunity offered, Aunt Polly asked 

him questions that were full of guile, and very deep—for she wanted to trap him into damaging 

revealments. Like many other simple-hearted souls, it was her pet vanity to believe she was 

endowed with a talent for dark and mysterious diplomacy, and she loved to contemplate her most 

transparent devices as marvels of low cunning. Said she: 

“Tom, it was middling warm in school, warn’t it?” 

“Yes’m.” 

“Powerful warm, warn’t it?” 



“Yes’m.” 

“Didn’t you want to go in a-swimming, Tom?” 

A bit of a scare shot through Tom—a touch of uncomfortable suspicion. He searched Aunt 

Polly’s face, but it told him nothing. So he said: 

“No’m—well, not very much.” 

The old lady reached out her hand and felt Tom’s shirt, and said: 

“But you ain’t too warm now, though.” And it flattered her to reflect that she had discovered 

that the shirt was dry without anybody knowing that that was what she had in her mind. But in 

spite of her, Tom knew where the wind lay, now. So he forestalled what might be the next move: 

“Some of us pumped on our heads—mine’s damp yet. See?” 

Aunt Polly was vexed to think she had overlooked that bit of circumstantial evidence, and 

missed a trick. Then she had a new inspiration: 

“Tom, you didn’t have to undo your shirt collar where I sewed it, to pump on your head, did 

you? Unbutton your jacket!” 

The trouble vanished out of Tom’s face. He opened his jacket. His shirt collar was securely 

sewed. 

“Bother! Well, go ’long with you. I’d made sure you’d played hookey and been a-swimming. 

But I forgive ye, Tom. I reckon you’re a kind of a singed cat, as the saying is—better’n you 

look. This time.” 

She was half sorry her sagacity had miscarried, and half glad that Tom had stumbled into 

obedient conduct for once. 

But Sidney said: 

“Well, now, if I didn’t think you sewed his collar with white thread, but it’s black.” 

“Why, I did sew it with white! Tom!” 

But Tom did not wait for the rest. As he went out at the door he said: 

“Siddy, I’ll lick you for that.” 

In a safe place Tom examined two large needles which were thrust into the lapels of his jacket, 

and had thread bound about them—one needle carried white thread and the other black. He said: 

“She’d never noticed if it hadn’t been for Sid. Confound it! sometimes she sews it with white, 

and sometimes she sews it with black. I wish to gee-miny she’d stick to one or t’other—I can’t 

keep the run of ’em. But I bet you I’ll lam Sid for that. I’ll learn him!” 

He was not the Model Boy of the village. He knew the model boy very well though—and 

loathed him. 

Within two minutes, or even less, he had forgotten all his troubles. Not because his troubles 

were one whit less heavy and bitter to him than a man’s are to a man, but because a new and 

powerful interest bore them down and drove them out of his mind for the time—just as men’s 

misfortunes are forgotten in the excitement of new enterprises. This new interest was a valued 

novelty in whistling, which he had just acquired from a negro, and he was suffering to practise it 

un-disturbed. It consisted in a peculiar bird-like turn, a sort of liquid warble, produced by 

touching the tongue to the roof of the mouth at short intervals in the midst of the music—the 

reader probably remembers how to do it, if he has ever been a boy. Diligence and attention soon 

gave him the knack of it, and he strode down the street with his mouth full of harmony and his 



soul full of gratitude. He felt much as an astronomer feels who has discovered a new planet—no 

doubt, as far as strong, deep, unalloyed pleasure is concerned, the advantage was with the boy, 

not the astronomer. 

The summer evenings were long. It was not dark, yet. Presently Tom checked his whistle. A 

stranger was before him—a boy a shade larger than himself. A new-comer of any age or either 

sex was an im-pressive curiosity in the poor little shabby village of St. Petersburg. This boy was 

well dressed, too—well dressed on a week-day. This was simply astounding. His cap was a 

dainty thing, his close-buttoned blue cloth roundabout was new and natty, and so were his 

pantaloons. He had shoes on—and it was only Friday. He even wore a necktie, a bright bit of 

ribbon. He had a citified air about him that ate into Tom’s vitals. The more Tom stared at the 

splendid marvel, the higher he turned up his nose at his finery and the shabbier and shabbier his 

own outfit seemed to him to grow. Neither boy spoke. If one moved, the other moved—but only 

sidewise, in a circle; they kept face to face and eye to eye all the time. Finally Tom said: 

“I can lick you!” 

“I’d like to see you try it.” 

“Well, I can do it.” 

“No you can’t, either.” 

“Yes I can.” 

“No you can’t.” 

“I can.” 

“You can’t.” 

“Can!” 

“Can’t!” 

An uncomfortable pause. Then Tom said: 

“What’s your name?” 

“’Tisn’t any of your business, maybe.” 

“Well I ’low I’ll make it my business.” 

“Well why don’t you?” 

“If you say much, I will.” 

“Much—much—much. There now.” 

“Oh, you think you’re mighty smart, don’t you? I could lick you with one hand tied behind 

me, if I wanted to.” 

“Well why don’t you do it? You say you can do it.” 

“Well I will, if you fool with me.” 

“Oh yes—I’ve seen whole families in the same fix.” 

“Smarty! You think you’re some, now, don’t you? Oh, what a hat!” 

“You can lump that hat if you don’t like it. I dare you to knock it off—and anybody that’ll 

take a dare will suck eggs.” 

“You’re a liar!” 

“You’re another.” 

“You’re a fighting liar and dasn’t take it up.” 



“Aw—take a walk!” 

“Say—if you give me much more of your sass I’ll take and bounce a rock off’n your head.” 

“Oh, of course you will.” 

“Well I will.” 

“Well why don’t you do it then? What do you keep saying you will for? Why don’t you do it? 

It’s because you’re afraid.” 

“I ain’t afraid.” 

“You are.” 

“I ain’t.” 

“You are.” 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Another pause, and more eying and sidling around each other. Presently they were shoulder to 

shoulder. Tom said: 

“Get away from here!” 

“Go away yourself!” 

“I won’t.” 

“I won’t either.” 

So they stood, each with a foot placed at an angle as a brace, and both shoving with might and 

main, and glowering at each other with hate. But neither could get an advantage. After struggling 

till both were hot and flushed, each relaxed his strain with watchful caution, and Tom said: 

“You’re a coward and a pup. I’ll tell my big brother on you, and he can thrash you with his 

little finger, and I’ll make him do it, too.” 

“What do I care for your big brother? I’ve got a brother that’s bigger than he is—and what’s 

more, he can throw him over that fence, too.” [Both brothers were imaginary.] 

“That’s a lie.” 

“Your saying so don’t make it so.” 

Tom drew a line in the dust with his big toe, and said: 

“I dare you to step over that, and I’ll lick you till you can’t stand up. Anybody that’ll take a 

dare will steal sheep.” 

The new boy stepped over promptly, and said: 

“Now you said you’d do it, now let’s see you do it.” 

“Don’t you crowd me now; you better look out.” 

“Well, you said you’d do it—why don’t you do it?” 

“By jingo! for two cents I will do it.” 

The new boy took two broad coppers out of his pocket and held them out with derision. Tom 

struck them to the ground. In an instant both boys were rolling and tumbling in the dirt, gripped 

together like cats; and for the space of a minute they tugged and tore at each other’s hair and 

clothes, punched and scratched each other’s nose, and covered themselves with dust and glory. 

Presently the confusion took form, and through the fog of battle Tom appeared, seated astride the 

new boy, and pounding him with his fists. “Holler ’nuff!” said he. 

The boy only struggled to free himself. He was crying—mainly from rage. 

“Holler ’nuff!”—and the pounding went on. 

At last the stranger got out a smothered “’Nuff!” and Tom let him up and said: 

“Now that’ll learn you. Better look out who you’re fooling with next time.” 

The new boy went off brushing the dust from his clothes, sobbing, snuffling, and occasionally 

looking back and shaking his head and threatening what he would do to Tom the “next time he 

caught him out.” To which Tom responded with jeers, and started off in high feather, and as soon 

as his back was turned the new boy snatched up a stone, threw it and hit him between the 

shoulders and then turned tail and ran like an antelope. Tom chased the traitor home, and thus 

found out where he lived. He then held a position at the gate for some time, daring the enemy to 



come outside, but the enemy only made faces at him through the window and declined. At last 

the enemy’s mother appeared, and called Tom a bad, vicious, vulgar child, and ordered him 

away. So he went away; but he said he “’lowed” to “lay” for that boy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

He got home pretty late that night, and when he climbed cautiously in at the window, he 

uncovered an ambuscade, in the person of his aunt; and when she saw the state his clothes were 

in her resolution to turn his Saturday holiday into captivity at hard labor became adamantine in 

its firmness. 

 

 

  



CHAPTER II 

 

 

SATURDAY morning was come, and all the summer world was bright and fresh, and 

brimming with life. There was a song in every heart; and if the heart was young the music issued 

at the lips. There was cheer in every face and a spring in every step. The locust-trees were in 

bloom and the fragrance of the blossoms filled the air. Cardiff Hill, beyond the village and above 

it, was green with vegetation and it lay just far enough away to seem a Delectable Land, dreamy, 

reposeful, and inviting. 

Tom appeared on the sidewalk with a bucket of whitewash and a long-handled brush. He 

surveyed the fence, and all gladness left him and a deep melancholy settled down upon his spirit. 

Thirty yards of board fence nine feet high. Life to him seemed hollow, and existence but a 

burden. Sighing, he dipped his brush and passed it along the topmost plank; repeated the 

operation; did it again; compared the insignificant whitewashed streak with the far-reaching 

continent of unwhitewashed fence, and sat down on a tree-box discouraged. Jim came skipping 

out at the gate with a tin pail, and singing Buffalo Gals. Bringing water from the town pump had 

always been hateful work in Tom’s eyes, before, but now it did not strike him so. He 

remembered that there was company at the pump. White, mulatto, and negro boys and girls were 

always there waiting their turns, resting, trading playthings, quarrelling, fighting, skylarking. 

And he remembered that although the pump was only a hundred and fifty yards off, Jim never 

got back with a bucket of water under an hour—and even then somebody generally had to go 

after him. Tom said: 

“Say, Jim, I’ll fetch the water if you’ll whitewash some.” 

Jim shook his head and said: 

“Can’t, Mars Tom. Ole missis, she tole me I got to go an’ git dis water an’ not stop foolin’ 

roun’ wid anybody. She say she spec’ Mars Tom gwine to ax me to whitewash, an’ so she tole 

me go ’long an’ ’tend to my own business—she ’lowed she’d ’tend to de whitewashin’.” 

“Oh, never you mind what she said, Jim. That’s the way she always talks. Gimme the 

bucket—I won’t be gone only a a minute. She won’t ever know.” 

“Oh, I dasn’t, Mars Tom. Ole missis she’d take an’ tar de head off’n me. ’Deed she would.” 

“She! She never licks anybody—whacks ’em over the head with her thimble—and who cares 

for that, I’d like to know. She talks awful, but talk don’t hurt—anyways it don’t if she don’t cry. 

Jim, I’ll give you a marvel. I’ll give you a white alley!” 

Jim began to waver. 

“White alley, Jim! And it’s a bully taw.” 

“My! Dat’s a mighty gay marvel, I tell you! But Mars Tom I’s powerful ’fraid ole missis—” 

“And besides, if you will I’ll show you my sore toe.” 

Jim was only human—this attraction was too much for him. He put down his pail, took the 

white alley, and bent over the toe with absorbing interest while the bandage was being unwound. 

In another moment he was flying down the street with his pail and a tingling rear, Tom was 

whitewashing with vigor, and Aunt Polly was retiring from the field with a slipper in her hand 

and triumph in her eye. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

But Tom’s energy did not last. He began to think of the fun he had planned for this day, and 

his sorrows multiplied. Soon the free boys would come tripping along on all sorts of delicious 

expeditions, and they would make a world of fun of him for having to work—the very thought of 

it burnt him like fire. He got out his worldly wealth and examined it—bits of toys, marbles, and 

trash; enough to buy an exchange of work, maybe, but not half enough to buy so much as half an 

hour of pure freedom. So he returned his straitened means to his pocket, and gave up the idea of 

trying to buy the boys. At this dark and hopeless moment an inspiration burst upon him! Nothing 

less than a great, magnificent inspiration. 

He took up his brush and went tranquilly to work. Ben Rogers hove in sight presently—the 

very boy, of all boys, whose ridicule he had been dreading. Ben’s gait was the hop-skip-and-

jump—proof enough that his heart was light and his anticipations high. He was eating an apple, 

and giving a long, melodious whoop, at intervals, followed by a deep-toned ding-dong-dong, 

ding-dong-dong, for he was personating a steamboat. As he drew near, he slackened speed, took 

the middle of the street, leaned far over to starboard and rounded to ponderously and with 



laborious pomp and circumstance—for he was personating the Big Missouri, and considered 

himself to be drawing nine feet of water. He was boat and captain and engine-bells combined, so 

he had to imagine himself standing on his own hurricane-deck giving the orders and executing 

them: 

“Stop her, sir! Ting-a-ling-ling!” The headway ran almost out, and he drew up slowly toward 

the sidewalk. 

“Ship up to back! Ting-a-ling-ling!” His arms straightened and stiffened down his sides. 

“Set her back on the stabboard! Ting-a-ling-ling! Chow! ch-chow-wow! Chow!” His right 

hand, mean-time, describing stately circles—for it was representing a forty-foot wheel. 

“Let her go back on the labboard! Ting-a-ling-ling! Chow-ch-chow-chow!” The left hand 

began to describe circles. 

“Stop the stabboard! Ting-a-ling-ling! Stop the labboard! Come ahead on the stabboard! Stop 

her! Let your outside turn over slow! Ting-a-ling-ling! Chow-ow-ow! Get out that head-

line! lively now! Come—out with your spring-line—what’re you about there! Take a turn round 

that stump with the bight of it! Stand by that stage, now—let her go! Done with the engines, sir! 

Ting-a-ling-ling! SH’T! S’H’T! SH’T!” (trying the gauge-cocks). 

Tom went on whitewashing—paid no attention to the steamboat. Ben stared a moment and 

then said: “Hi-Yi! You’re up a stump, ain’t you!” 

No answer. Tom surveyed his last touch with the eye of an artist, then he gave his brush 

another gentle sweep and surveyed the result, as before. Ben ranged up alongside of him. Tom’s 

mouth watered for the apple, but he stuck to his work. Ben said: 

“Hello, old chap, you got to work, hey?” 

Tom wheeled suddenly and said: 

“Why, it’s you, Ben! I warn’t noticing.” 

“Say—I’m going in a-swimming, I am. Don’t you wish you could? But of course you’d 

druther work—wouldn’t you? Course you would!” 

Tom contemplated the boy a bit, and said: 

“What do you call work?” 

“Why, ain’t that work?” 

 

 

 



 

 

 



Tom resumed his whitewashing, and answered carelessly: 

“Well, maybe it is, and maybe it ain’t. All I know, is, it suits Tom Sawyer.” 

“Oh come, now, you don’t mean to let on that you like it?” 

The brush continued to move. 

“Like it? Well, I don’t see why I oughtn’t to like it. Does a boy get a chance to whitewash a 

fence every day?” 

That put the thing in a new light. Ben stopped nibbling his apple. Tom swept his brush daintily 

back and forth—stepped back to note the effect—added a touch here and there—criticised the 

effect again—Ben watching every move and getting more and more interested, more and more 

absorbed. Presently he said: 

“Say, Tom, let me whitewash a little.” 

Tom considered, was about to consent; but he altered his mind: 

“No—no—I reckon it wouldn’t hardly do, Ben. You see, Aunt Polly’s awful particular about 

this fence—right here on the street, you know—but if it was the back fence I wouldn’t mind 

and she wouldn’t. Yes, she’s awful particular about this fence; it’s got to be done very careful; I 

reckon there ain’t one boy in a thousand, maybe two thousand, that can do it the way it’s got to 

be done.” 

“No—is that so? Oh come, now—lemme just try. Only just a little—I’d let you, if you was 

me, Tom.” 

“Ben, I’d like to, honest injun; but Aunt Polly—well, Jim wanted to do it, but she wouldn’t let 

him; Sid wanted to do it, and she wouldn’t let Sid. Now don’t you see how I’m fixed? If you was 

to tackle this fence and anything was to happen to it—” 

“Oh, shucks, I’ll be just as careful. Now lemme try. Say—I’ll give you the core of my apple.” 

“Well, here—No, Ben, now don’t. I’m afeard—” 

“I’ll give you all of it!” 

Tom gave up the brush with reluctance in his face, but alacrity in his heart. And while the late 

steamer Big Missouri worked and sweated in the sun, the retired artist sat on a barrel in the shade 

close by, dangled his legs, munched his apple, and planned the slaughter of more innocents. 

There was no lack of material; boys happened along every little while; they came to jeer, but 

remained to whitewash. By the time Ben was fagged out, Tom had traded the next chance to 

Billy Fisher for a kite, in good repair; and when he played out, Johnny Miller bought in for a 

dead rat and a string to swing it with—and so on, and so on, hour after hour. And when the 

middle of the afternoon came, from being a poor poverty-stricken boy in the morning, Tom was 

literally rolling in wealth. He had besides the things before mentioned, twelve marbles, part of a 

jews-harp, a piece of blue bottle-glass to look through, a spool cannon, a key that wouldn’t 

unlock anything, a fragment of chalk, a glass stopper of a decanter, a tin soldier, a couple of 

tadpoles, six fire-crackers, a kitten with only one eye, a brass door-knob, a dog-collar—but no 

dog—the handle of a knife, four pieces of orange-peel, and a dilapidated old window sash. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

He had had a nice, good, idle time all the while—plenty of company—and the fence had three 

coats of whitewash on it! If he hadn’t run out of whitewash he would have bankrupted every boy 

in the village. 

Tom said to himself that it was not such a hollow world, after all. He had discovered a great 

law of human action, without knowing it—namely, that in order to make a man or a boy covet a 

thing, it is only necessary to make the thing difficult to attain. If he had been a great and wise 

philosopher, like the writer of this book, he would now have comprehended that Work consists 

of whatever a body is obliged to do, and that Play consists of whatever a body is not obliged to 

do. And this would help him to understand why constructing artificial flowers or performing on a 

tread-mill is work, while rolling ten-pins or climbing Mont Blanc is only amusement. There are 

wealthy gentlemen in England who drive four-horse passenger-coaches twenty or thirty miles on 

a daily line, in the summer, because the privilege costs them considerable money; but if they 

were offered wages for the service, that would turn it into work and then they would resign. 

The boy mused awhile over the substantial change which had taken place in his worldly 

circumstances, and then wended toward headquarters to report. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

  



CHAPTER III 

TOM presented himself before Aunt Polly, who was sitting by an open window in a pleasant 

rearward apartment, which was bedroom, breakfast-room, dining-room, and library, combined. 

The balmy summer air, the restful quiet, the odor of the flowers, and the drowsing murmur of the 

bees had had their effect, and she was nodding over her knitting—for she had no company but 

the cat, and it was asleep in her lap. Her spectacles were propped up on her gray head for safety. 

She had thought that of course Tom had deserted long ago, and she wondered at seeing him place 

himself in her power again in this intrepid way. He said: “Mayn’t I go and play now, aunt?” 

“What, a’ready? How much have you done?” 

“It’s all done, aunt.” 

“Tom, don’t lie to me—I can’t bear it.” 

“I ain’t, aunt; it is all done.” 

Aunt Polly placed small trust in such evidence. She went out to see for herself; and she would 

have been content to find twenty per cent. of Tom’s statement true. When she found the entire 

fence white-washed, and not only whitewashed but elaborately coated and recoated, and even a 

streak added to the ground, her astonishment was almost unspeakable. She said: 

“Well, I never! There’s no getting round it, you can work when you’re a mind to, Tom.” And 

then she diluted the compliment by adding, “But it’s powerful seldom you’re a mind to, I’m 

bound to say. Well, go ’long and play; but mind you get back some time in a week, or I’ll tan 

you.” 

She was so overcome by the splendor of his achievement that she took him into the closet and 

selected a choice apple and delivered it to him, along with an improving lecture upon the added 

value and flavor a treat took to itself when it came without sin through virtuous effort. And while 

she closed with a happy Scriptural flourish, he “hooked” a doughnut. 

Then he skipped out, and saw Sid just starting up the outside stairway that led to the back 

rooms on the second floor. Clods were handy and the air was full of them in a twinkling. They 

raged around Sid like a hail-storm; and before Aunt Polly could collect her surprised faculties 

and sally to the rescue, six or seven clods had taken personal effect, and Tom was over the fence 

and gone. There was a gate, but as a general thing he was too crowded for time to make use of it. 

His soul was at peace, now that he had settled with Sid for calling attention to his black thread 

and getting him into trouble. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Tom skirted the block, and came round into a muddy alley that led by the back of his aunt’s 

cow-stable. He presently got safely beyond the reach of capture and punishment, and hastened 

toward the public square of the village, where two “military” companies of boys had met for 

conflict, according to previous appointment. Tom was General of one of these armies, Joe 

Harper (a bosom friend) General of the other. These two great commanders did not condescend 

to fight in person—that being better suited to the still smaller fry—but sat together on an 

eminence and conducted the field operations by orders delivered through aides-de-camp. Tom’s 

army won a great victory, after a long and hard-fought battle. Then the dead were counted, 

prisoners exchanged, the terms of the next disagreement agreed upon, and the day for the 

necessary battle appointed; after which the armies fell into line and marched away, and Tom 

turned homeward alone. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

As he was passing by the house where Jeff Thatcher lived, he saw a new girl in the garden—a 

lovely little blue-eyed creature with yellow hair plaited into two long-tails, white summer frock 

and embroidered pan-talettes. The fresh-crowned hero fell without firing a shot. A certain Amy 

Lawrence vanished out of his heart and left not even a memory of herself behind. He had thought 

he loved her to distraction; he had regarded his passion as adoration; and behold it was only a 

poor little evanescent partiality. He had been months winning her; she had confessed hardly a 

week ago; he had been the happiest and the proudest boy in the world only seven short days, and 

here in one instant of time she had gone out of his heart like a casual stranger whose visit is 

done. 

He worshipped this new angel with furtive eye, till he saw that she had discovered him; then 

he pretended he did not know she was present, and began to “show off” in all sorts of absurd 

boyish ways, in order to win her admiration. He kept up this grotesque foolishness for some 

time; but by-and-by, while he was in the midst of some dangerous gymnastic performances, he 

glanced aside and saw that the little girl was wending her way toward the house. Tom came up to 

the fence and leaned on it, grieving, and hoping she would tarry yet awhile longer. She halted a 

moment on the steps and then moved toward the door. Tom heaved a great sigh as she put her 



foot on the threshold. But his face lit up, right away, for she tossed a pansy over the fence a 

moment before she disappeared. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The boy ran around and stopped within a foot or two of the flower, and then shaded his eyes 

with his hand and began to look down street as if he had discovered something of interest going 

on in that direction. Presently he picked up a straw and began trying to balance it on his nose, 

with his head tilted far back; and as he moved from side to side, in his efforts, he edged nearer 

and nearer toward the pansy; finally his bare foot rested upon it, his pliant toes closed upon it, 

and he hopped away with the treasure and disappeared round the corner. But only for a minute—

only while he could button the flower inside his jacket, next his heart—or next his stomach, 

possibly, for he was not much posted in anatomy, and not hypercritical, anyway. 

He returned, now, and hung about the fence till nightfall, “showing off,” as before; but the girl 

never exhibited herself again, though Tom comforted himself a little with the hope that she had 



been near some window, meantime, and been aware of his attentions. Finally he strode home 

reluctantly, with his poor head full of visions. 

All through supper his spirits were so high that his aunt wondered “what had got into the 

child.” He took a good scolding about clodding Sid, and did not seem to mind it in the least. He 

tried to steal sugar under his aunt’s very nose, and got his knuckles rapped for it. He said: 

“Aunt, you don’t whack Sid when he takes it.” 

“Well, Sid don’t torment a body the way you do. You’d be always into that sugar if I warn’t 

watching you.” 

Presently she stepped into the kitchen, and Sid, happy in his immunity, reached for the sugar-

bowl—a sort of glorying over Tom which was wellnigh unbearable. But Sid’s fingers slipped 

and the bowl dropped and broke. Tom was in ecstasies. In such ecstasies that he even controlled 

his tongue and was silent. He said to himself that he would not speak a word, even when his aunt 

came in, but would sit perfectly still till she asked who did the mischief; and then he would tell, 

and there would be nothing so good in the world as to see that pet model “catch it.” He was so 

brimful of exultation that he could hardly hold himself when the old lady came back and stood 

above the wreck discharging lightnings of wrath from over her spectacles. He said to himself, 

“Now it’s coming!” And the next instant he was sprawling on the floor! The potent palm was 

uplifted to strike again when Tom cried out: 

“Hold on, now, what ’er you belting me for?—Sid broke it!” 

Aunt Polly paused, perplexed, and Tom looked for healing pity. But when she got her tongue 

again, she only said: 

“Umf! Well, you didn’t get a lick amiss, I reckon. You been into some other audacious 

mischief when I wasn’t around, like enough.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Then her conscience reproached her, and she yearned to say something kind and loving; but 

she judged that this would be construed into a confession that she had been in the wrong, and 

discipline forbade that. So she kept silence, and went about her affairs with a troubled heart. Tom 

sulked in a corner and exalted his woes. He knew that in her heart his aunt was on her knees to 

him, and he was morosely gratified by the consciousness of it. He would hang out no signals, he 

would take notice of none. He knew that a yearning glance fell upon him, now and then, through 

a film of tears, but he refused recognition of it. He pictured himself lying sick unto death and his 

aunt bending over him beseeching one little forgiving word, but he would turn his face to the 

wall, and die with that word unsaid. Ah, how would she feel then? And he pictured himself 

brought home from the river, dead, with his curls all wet, and his sore heart at rest. How she 

would throw herself upon him, and how her tears would fall like rain, and her lips pray God to 

give her back her boy and she would never, never abuse him any more! But he would lie there 

cold and white and make no sign—a poor little sufferer, whose griefs were at an end. He so 

worked upon his feelings with the pathos of these dreams, that he had to keep swallowing, he 

was so like to choke; and his eyes swam in a blur of water, which overflowed when he winked, 

and ran down and trickled from the end of his nose. And such a luxury to him was this petting of 

his sorrows, that he could not bear to have any worldly cheeriness or any grating delight intrude 

upon it; it was too sacred for such contact; and so, presently, when his cousin Mary danced in, all 

alive with the joy of seeing home again after an age-long visit of one week to the country, he got 



up and moved in clouds and darkness out at one door as she brought song and sunshine in at the 

other. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

He wandered far from the accustomed haunts of boys, and sought desolate places that were in 

harmony with his spirit. A log raft in the river invited him, and he seated himself on its outer 

edge and contemplated the dreary vastness of the stream, wishing, the while, that he could only 

be drowned, all at once and unconsciously, without undergoing the uncomfortable routine 

devised by nature. Then he thought of his flower. He got it out, rumpled and wilted, and it 

mightily increased his dismal felicity. He wondered if she would pity him if she knew? Would 

she cry, and wish that she had a right to put her arms around his neck and comfort him? Or 

would she turn coldly away like all the hollow world? This picture brought such an agony of 

pleasurable suffering that he worked it over and over again in his mind and set it up in new and 

varied lights, till he wore it threadbare. At last he rose up sighing and departed in the darkness. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

About half-past nine or ten o’clock he came along the deserted street to where the Adored 

Unknown lived; he paused a moment; no sound fell upon his listening ear; a candle was casting a 

dull glow upon the curtain of a second-story window. Was the sacred presence there? He 

climbed the fence, threaded his stealthy way through the plants, till he stood under that window; 

he looked up at it long, and with emotion; then he laid him down on the ground under it, 

disposing himself upon his back, with his hands clasped upon his breast and holding his poor 

wilted flower. And thus he would die—out in the cold world, with no shelter over his homeless 

head, no friendly hand to wipe the death-damps from his brow, no loving face to bend pityingly 

over him when the great agony came. And thus she would see him when she looked out upon the 

glad morning, and oh! would she drop one little tear upon his poor, lifeless form, would she 

heave one little sigh to see a bright young life so rudely blighted, so untimely cut down? 

The window went up, a maid-servant’s discordant voice profaned the holy calm, and a deluge 

of water drenched the prone martyr’s remains! 



 

 

 



 



 

 

The strangling hero sprang up with a relieving snort. There was a whiz as of a missile in the 

air, mingled with the murmur of a curse, a sound as of shivering glass followed, and a small, 

vague form went over the fence and shot away in the gloom. 

Not long after, as Tom, all undressed for bed, was surveying his drenched garments by the 

light of a tallow dip, Sid woke up; but if he had any dim idea of making any “references to 

allusions,” he thought better of it and held his peace, for there was danger in Tom’s eye. 

Tom turned in without the added vexation of prayers, and Sid made mental note of the 

omission. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER IV 

 

THE sun rose upon a tranquil world, and beamed down upon the peaceful village like a 

benediction. Breakfast over, Aunt Polly had family worship: it began with a prayer built from the 

ground up of solid courses of Scriptural quotations, welded together with a thin mortar of 

originality; and from the summit of this she delivered a grim chapter of the Mosaic Law, as from 

Sinai. 

Then Tom girded up his loins, so to speak, and went to work to “get his verses.” Sid had 

learned his lesson days before. Tom bent all his energies to the memorizing of five verses, and he 

chose part of the Sermon on the Mount, because he could find no verses that were shorter. At the 

end of half an hour Tom had a vague general idea of his lesson, but no more, for his mind was 

traversing the whole field of human thought, and his hands were busy with distracting 

recreations. Mary took his book to hear him recite, and he tried to find his way through the fog: 

“Blessed are the—a—a—” 

“Poor”— 

“Yes—poor; blessed are the poor—a—a—” 

“In spirit—” 

“In spirit; blessed are the poor in spirit, for they—they—” 

“Theirs—” 

“For theirs. Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. Blessed are they 

that mourn, for they—they—” 

“Sh—” 

“For they—a—” 

“S, H, A—” 

“For they S, H—Oh, I don’t know what it is!” 

“Shall!” 

“Oh, shall! for they shall—for they shall—a—a—shall mourn—a—a—blessed are they that 

shall—they that—a—they that shall mourn, for they shall—a—shall what? Why don’t you tell 

me, Mary?—what do you want to be so mean for?” 

“Oh, Tom, you poor thick-headed thing, I’m not teasing you. I wouldn’t do that. You must go 

and learn it again. Don’t you be discouraged, Tom, you’ll manage it—and if you do, I’ll give you 

something ever so nice. There, now, that’s a good boy.” 

“All right! What is it, Mary, tell me what it is.” 

“Never you mind, Tom. You know if I say it’s nice, it is nice.” 

“You bet you that’s so, Mary. All right, I’ll tackle it again.” 

And he did “tackle it again”—and under the double pressure of curiosity and prospective gain 

he did it with such spirit that he accomplished a shining success. Mary gave him a brand-new 

“Barlow” knife worth twelve and a half cents; and the convulsion of delight that swept his 

system shook him to his foundations. True, the knife would not cut anything, but it was a “sure-

enough” Barlow, and there was inconceivable grandeur in that—though where the Western boys 



ever got the idea that such a weapon could possibly be counterfeited to its injury is an imposing 

mystery and will always remain so, perhaps. Tom contrived to scarify the cupboard with it, and 

was arranging to begin on the bureau, when he was called off to dress for Sunday-school. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mary gave him a tin basin of water and a piece of soap, and he went outside the door and set 

the basin on a little bench there; then he dipped the soap in the water and laid it down; turned up 

his sleeves; poured out the water on the ground, gently, and then entered the kitchen and began 

to wipe his face diligently on the towel behind the door. But Mary removed the towel and said: 

“Now ain’t you ashamed, Tom. You mustn’t be so bad. Water won’t hurt you.” 

Tom was a trifle disconcerted. The basin was refilled, and this time he stood over it a little 

while, gathering resolution; took in a big breath and began. When he entered the kitchen 

presently, with both eyes shut and groping for the towel with his hands, an honorable testimony 

of suds and water was dripping from his face. But when he emerged from the towel, he was not 

yet satisfactory, for the clean territory stopped short at his chin and his jaws, like a mask; below 



and beyond this line there was a dark expanse of unirrigated soil that spread downward in front 

and backward around his neck. Mary took him in hand, and when she was done with him he was 

a man and a brother, without distinction of color, and his saturated hair was neatly brushed, and 

its short curls wrought into a dainty and symmetrical general effect. [He privately smoothed out 

the curls, with labor and difficulty, and plastered his hair close down to his head; for he held 

curls to be effeminate, and his own filled his life with bitterness.] Then Mary got out a suit of his 

clothing that had been used only on Sundays during two years—they were simply called his 

“other clothes”—and so by that we know the size of his wardrobe. The girl “put him to rights” 

after he had dressed himself; she buttoned his neat roundabout up to his chin, turned his vast shirt 

collar down over his shoulders, brushed him off and crowned him with his speckled straw hat. 

He now looked exceedingly improved and uncomfortable. He was fully as uncomfortable as he 

looked; for there was a restraint about whole clothes and cleanliness that galled him. He hoped 

that Mary would forget his shoes, but the hope was blighted; she coated them thoroughly with 

tallow, as was the custom, and brought them out. He lost his temper and said he was always 

being made to do everything he didn’t want to do. But Mary said, persuasively: 

“Please, Tom—that’s a good boy.” 

So he got into the shoes snarling. Mary was soon ready, and the three children set out for 

Sunday-school—a place that Tom hated with his whole heart; but Sid and Mary were fond of it. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Sabbath-school hours were from nine to half-past ten; and then church service. Two of the 

children always remained for the sermon voluntarily, and the other always remained too—for 

stronger reasons. The church’s high-backed, uncushioned pews would seat about three hundred 

persons; the edifice was but a small, plain affair, with a sort of pine board tree-box on top of it 

for a steeple. At the door Tom dropped back a step and accosted a Sunday-dressed comrade: 

“Say, Billy, got a yaller ticket?” 

“Yes.” 

“What’ll you take for her?” 

“What’ll you give?” 

“Piece of lickrish and a fish-hook.” 

“Less see ’em.” 



Tom exhibited. They were satisfactory, and the property changed hands. Then Tom traded a 

couple of white alleys for three red tickets, and some small trifle or other for a couple of blue 

ones. He waylaid other boys as they came, and went on buying tickets of various colors ten or 

fifteen minutes longer. He entered the church, now, with a swarm of clean and noisy boys and 

girls, proceeded to his seat and started a quarrel with the first boy that came handy. The teacher, 

a grave, elderly man, interfered; then turned his back a moment and Tom pulled a boy’s hair in 

the next bench, and was absorbed in his book when the boy turned around; stuck a pin in another 

boy, presently, in order to hear him say “Ouch!” and got a new reprimand from his teacher. 

Tom’s whole class were of a pattern—restless, noisy, and troublesome. When they came to recite 

their lessons, not one of them knew his verses perfectly, but had to be prompted all along. 

However, they worried through, and each got his reward—in small blue tickets, each with a 

passage of Scripture on it; each blue ticket was pay for two verses of the recitation. Ten blue 

tickets equalled a red one, and could be exchanged for it; ten red tickets equalled a yellow one; 

for ten yellow tickets the superintendent gave a very plainly bound Bible (worth forty cents in 

those easy times) to the pupil. How many of my readers would have the industry and application 

to memorize two thousand verses, even for a Dore Bible? And yet Mary had acquired two Bibles 

in this way—it was the patient work of two years—and a boy of German parentage had won four 

or five. He once recited three thousand verses without stopping; but the strain upon his mental 

faculties was too great, and he was little better than an idiot from that day forth—a grievous 

misfortune for the school, for on great occasions, before company, the superintendent (as Tom 

expressed it) had always made this boy come out and “spread himself.” Only the older pupils 

managed to keep their tickets and stick to their tedious work long enough to get a Bible, and so 

the delivery of one of these prizes was a rare and noteworthy circumstance; the successful pupil 

was so great and conspicuous for that day that on the spot every scholar’s heart was fired with a 

fresh ambition that often lasted a couple of weeks. It is possible that Tom’s mental stomach had 

never really hungered for one of those prizes, but unquestionably his entire being had for many a 

day longed for the glory and the eclat that came with it. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

In due course the superintendent stood up in front of the pulpit, with a closed hymn-book in 

his hand and his forefinger inserted between its leaves, and commanded attention. When a 

Sunday-school superintendent makes his customary little speech, a hymn-book in the hand is as 

necessary as is the inevitable sheet of music in the hand of a singer who stands forward on the 

platform and sings a solo at a concert—though why, is a mystery: for neither the hymn-book nor 

the sheet of music is ever referred to by the sufferer. This superintendent was a slim creature of 

thirty-five, with a sandy goatee and short sandy hair; he wore a stiff standing-collar whose upper 

edge almost reached his ears and whose sharp points curved forward abreast the corners of his 

mouth—a fence that compelled a straight lookout ahead, and a turning of the whole body when a 

side view was required; his chin was propped on a spreading cravat which was as broad and as 

long as a bank-note, and had fringed ends; his boot toes were turned sharply up, in the fashion of 

the day, like sleigh-runners—an effect patiently and laboriously produced by the young men by 

sitting with their toes pressed against a wall for hours together. Mr. Walters was very earnest of 

mien, and very sincere and honest at heart; and he held sacred things and places in such 

reverence, and so separated them from worldly matters, that unconsciously to himself his 

Sunday-school voice had acquired a peculiar intonation which was wholly absent on week-days. 

He began after this fashion: 



“Now, children, I want you all to sit up just as straight and pretty as you can and give me all 

your attention for a minute or two. There—that is it. That is the way good little boys and girls 

should do. I see one little girl who is looking out of the window—I am afraid she thinks I am out 

there somewhere—perhaps up in one of the trees making a speech to the little birds. [Applausive 

titter.] I want to tell you how good it makes me feel to see so many bright, clean little faces 

assembled in a place like this, learning to do right and be good.” And so forth and so on. It is not 

necessary to set down the rest of the oration. It was of a pattern which does not vary, and so it is 

familiar to us all. 

The latter third of the speech was marred by the resumption of fights and other recreations 

among certain of the bad boys, and by fidgetings and whisperings that extended far and wide, 

washing even to the bases of isolated and incorruptible rocks like Sid and Mary. But now every 

sound ceased suddenly, with the subsidence of Mr. Walters’ voice, and the conclusion of the 

speech was received with a burst of silent gratitude. 

A good part of the whispering had been occasioned by an event which was more or less rare—

the entrance of visitors: lawyer Thatcher, accompanied by a very feeble and aged man; a fine, 

portly, middle-aged gentleman with iron-gray hair; and a dignified lady who was doubtless the 

latter’s wife. The lady was leading a child. Tom had been restless and full of chafings and 

repinings; conscience-smitten, too—he could not meet Amy Lawrence’s eye, he could not brook 

her loving gaze. But when he saw this small newcomer his soul was all ablaze with bliss in a 

moment. The next moment he was “showing off” with all his might—cuffing boys, pulling hair, 

making faces—in a word, using every art that seemed likely to fascinate a girl and win her 

applause. His exaltation had but one alloy—the memory of his humiliation in this angel’s 

garden—and that record in sand was fast washing out, under the waves of happiness that were 

sweeping over it now. 

The visitors were given the highest seat of honor, and as soon as Mr. Walters’ speech was 

finished, he introduced them to the school. The middle-aged man turned out to be a prodigious 

personage—no less a one than the county judge—altogether the most august creation these 

children had ever looked upon—and they wondered what kind of material he was made of—and 

they half wanted to hear him roar, and were half afraid he might, too. He was from 

Constantinople, twelve miles away—so he had travelled, and seen the world—these very eyes 

had looked upon the county court-house—which was said to have a tin roof. The awe which 

these reflections inspired was attested by the impressive silence and the ranks of staring eyes. 

This was the great Judge Thatcher, brother of their own lawyer. Jeff Thatcher immediately went 

forward, to be familiar with the great man and be envied by the school. It would have been music 

to his soul to hear the whisperings: 

“Look at him, Jim! He’s a going up there. Say—look! he’s a going to shake hands with him—

he is shaking hands with him! By jings, don’t you wish you was Jeff?” 

Mr. Walters fell to “showing off,” with all sorts of official bustlings and activities, giving 

orders, delivering judgments, discharging directions here, there, everywhere that he could find a 

target. The librarian “showed off”—running hither and thither with his arms full of books and 

making a deal of the splutter and fuss that insect authority delights in. The young lady teachers 

“showed off”—bending sweetly over pupils that were lately being boxed, lifting pretty warning 

fingers at bad little boys and patting good ones lovingly. The young gentlemen teachers “showed 

off” with small scoldings and other little displays of authority and fine attention to discipline—

and most of the teachers, of both sexes, found business up at the library, by the pulpit; and it was 



business that frequently had to be done over again two or three times (with much seeming 

vexation). The little girls “showed off” in various ways, and the little boys “showed off” with 

such diligence that the air was thick with paper wads and the murmur of scufflings. And above it 

all the great man sat and beamed a majestic judicial smile upon all the house, and warmed 

himself in the sun of his own grandeur—for he was “showing off,” too. 

There was only one thing wanting to make Mr. Walters’ ecstasy complete, and that was a 

chance to deliver a Bible-prize and exhibit a prodigy. Several pupils had a few yellow tickets, but 

none had enough—he had been around among the star pupils inquiring. He would have given 

worlds, now, to have that German lad back again with a sound mind. 

And now at this moment, when hope was dead, Tom Sawyer came forward with nine yellow 

tickets, nine red tickets, and ten blue ones, and demanded a Bible. This was a thunderbolt out of 

a clear sky. Walters was not expecting an application from this source for the next ten years. But 

there was no getting around it—here were the certified checks, and they were good for their face. 

Tom was therefore elevated to a place with the Judge and the other elect, and the great news was 

announced from headquarters. It was the most stunning surprise of the decade, and so profound 

was the sensation that it lifted the new hero up to the judicial one’s altitude, and the school had 

two marvels to gaze upon in place of one. The boys were all eaten up with envy—but those that 

suffered the bitterest pangs were those who perceived too late that they themselves had 

contributed to this hated splendor by trading tickets to Tom for the wealth he had amassed in 

selling whitewashing privileges. These despised themselves, as being the dupes of a wily fraud, a 

guileful snake in the grass. 

The prize was delivered to Tom with as much effusion as the superintendent could pump up 

under the circumstances; but it lacked somewhat of the true gush, for the poor fellow’s instinct 

taught him that there was a mystery here that could not well bear the light, perhaps; it was simply 

preposterous that this boy had warehoused two thousand sheaves of Scriptural wisdom on his 

premises—a dozen would strain his capacity, without a doubt. 

Amy Lawrence was proud and glad, and she tried to make Tom see it in her face—but he 

wouldn’t look. She wondered; then she was just a grain troubled; next a dim suspicion came and 

went—came again; she watched; a furtive glance told her worlds—and then her heart broke, and 

she was jealous, and angry, and the tears came and she hated everybody. Tom most of all (she 

thought). 

Tom was introduced to the Judge; but his tongue was tied, his breath would hardly come, his 

heart quaked—partly because of the awful greatness of the man, but mainly because he was her 

parent. He would have liked to fall down and worship him, if it were in the dark. The Judge put 

his hand on Tom’s head and called him a fine little man, and asked him what his name was. The 

boy stammered, gasped, and got it out: 

“Tom.” 

“Oh, no, not Tom—it is—” 

“Thomas.” 

“Ah, that’s it. I thought there was more to it, maybe. That’s very well. But you’ve another one 

I daresay, and you’ll tell it to me, won’t you?” 

“Tell the gentleman your other name, Thomas,” said Walters, “and say sir. You mustn’t forget 

your manners.” 

“Thomas Sawyer—sir.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

“That’s it! That’s a good boy. Fine boy. Fine, manly little fellow. Two thousand verses is a 

great many—very, very great many. And you never can be sorry for the trouble you took to learn 

them; for knowledge is worth more than anything there is in the world; it’s what makes great 

men and good men; you’ll be a great man and a good man yourself, some day, Thomas, and then 

you’ll look back and say, It’s all owing to the precious Sunday-school privileges of my 

boyhood—it’s all owing to my dear teachers that taught me to learn—it’s all owing to the good 

superintendent, who encouraged me, and watched over me, and gave me a beautiful Bible—a 

splendid elegant Bible—to keep and have it all for my own, always—it’s all owing to right 

bringing up! That is what you will say, Thomas—and you wouldn’t take any money for those 

two thousand verses—no indeed you wouldn’t. And now you wouldn’t mind telling me and this 

lady some of the things you’ve learned—no, I know you wouldn’t—for we are proud of little 



boys that learn. Now, no doubt you know the names of all the twelve disciples. Won’t you tell us 

the names of the first two that were appointed?” 

Tom was tugging at a button-hole and looking sheepish. He blushed, now, and his eyes fell. 

Mr. Walters’ heart sank within him. He said to himself, it is not possible that the boy can answer 

the simplest question—why did the Judge ask him? Yet he felt obliged to speak up and say: 

“Answer the gentleman, Thomas—don’t be afraid.” 

Tom still hung fire. 

“Now I know you’ll tell me,” said the lady. “The names of the first two disciples were—” 

“David And Goliah!” 

Let us draw the curtain of charity over the rest of the scene. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER V 

 

 

ABOUT half-past ten the cracked bell of the small church began to ring, and presently the 

people began to gather for the morning sermon. The Sunday-school children distributed 

themselves about the house and occupied pews with their parents, so as to be under supervision. 

Aunt Polly came, and Tom and Sid and Mary sat with her—Tom being placed next the aisle, in 

order that he might be as far away from the open window and the seductive outside summer 

scenes as possible. The crowd filed up the aisles: the aged and needy postmaster, who had seen 

better days; the mayor and his wife—for they had a mayor there, among other unnecessaries; the 

justice of the peace; the widow Douglas, fair, smart, and forty, a generous, good-hearted soul and 

well-to-do, her hill mansion the only palace in the town, and the most hospitable and much the 

most lavish in the matter of festivities that St. Petersburg could boast; the bent and venerable 

Major and Mrs. Ward; lawyer Riverson, the new notable from a distance; next the belle of the 

village, followed by a troop of lawn-clad and ribbon-decked young heart-breakers; then all the 

young clerks in town in a body—for they had stood in the vestibule sucking their cane-heads, a 

circling wall of oiled and simpering admirers, till the last girl had run their gantlet; and last of all 

came the Model Boy, Willie Mufferson, taking as heedful care of his mother as if she were cut 

glass. He always brought his mother to church, and was the pride of all the matrons. The boys all 

hated him, he was so good. And besides, he had been “thrown up to them” so much. His white 

handkerchief was hanging out of his pocket behind, as usual on Sundays—accidentally. Tom had 

no handkerchief, and he looked upon boys who had as snobs. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The congregation being fully assembled, now, the bell rang once more, to warn laggards and 

stragglers, and then a solemn hush fell upon the church which was only broken by the tittering 

and whispering of the choir in the gallery. The choir always tittered and whispered all through 

service. There was once a church choir that was not ill-bred, but I have forgotten where it was, 

now. It was a great many years ago, and I can scarcely remember anything about it, but I think it 

was in some foreign country. 

The minister gave out the hymn, and read it through with a relish, in a peculiar style which 

was much admired in that part of the country. His voice began on a medium key and climbed 

steadily up till it reached a certain point, where it bore with strong emphasis upon the topmost 

word and then plunged down as if from a spring-board: 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Shall I be car-ri-ed toe the skies, on flow’ry beds of ease, 

Whilst others fight to win the prize, and sail thro’ blood-y seas? 

He was regarded as a wonderful reader. At church “sociables” he was always called upon to 

read poetry; and when he was through, the ladies would lift up their hands and let them fall 

helplessly in their laps, and “wall” their eyes, and shake their heads, as much as to say, “Words 

cannot express it; it is too beautiful, TOO beautiful for this mortal earth.” 

After the hymn had been sung, the Rev. Mr. Sprague turned himself into a bulletin-board, and 

read off “notices” of meetings and societies and things till it seemed that the list would stretch 

out to the crack of doom—a queer custom which is still kept up in America, even in cities, away 

here in this age of abundant newspapers. Often, the less there is to justify a traditional custom, 

the harder it is to get rid of it. 

And now the minister prayed. A good, generous prayer it was, and went into details: it pleaded 

for the church, and the little children of the church; for the other churches of the village; for the 

village itself; for the county; for the State; for the State officers; for the United States; for the 

churches of the United States; for Congress; for the President; for the officers of the 

Government; for poor sailors, tossed by stormy seas; for the oppressed millions groaning under 

the heel of European monarchies and Oriental despotisms; for such as have the light and the 

good tidings, and yet have not eyes to see nor ears to hear withal; for the heathen in the far 

islands of the sea; and closed with a supplication that the words he was about to speak might find 



grace and favor, and be as seed sown in fertile ground, yielding in time a grateful harvest of 

good. Amen. 

There was a rustling of dresses, and the standing congregation sat down. The boy whose 

history this book relates did not enjoy the prayer, he only endured it—if he even did that much. 

He was restive all through it; he kept tally of the details of the prayer, unconsciously—for he was 

not listening, but he knew the ground of old, and the clergyman’s regular route over it—and 

when a little trifle of new matter was interlarded, his ear detected it and his whole nature resented 

it; he considered additions unfair, and scoundrelly. In the midst of the prayer a fly had lit on the 

back of the pew in front of him and tortured his spirit by calmly rubbing its hands together, 

embracing its head with its arms, and polishing it so vigorously that it seemed to almost part 

company with the body, and the slender thread of a neck was exposed to view; scraping its wings 

with its hind legs and smoothing them to its body as if they had been coat-tails; going through its 

whole toilet as tranquilly as if it knew it was perfectly safe. As indeed it was; for as sorely as 

Tom’s hands itched to grab for it they did not dare—he believed his soul would be instantly 

destroyed if he did such a thing while the prayer was going on. But with the closing sentence his 

hand began to curve and steal forward; and the instant the “Amen” was out the fly was a prisoner 

of war. His aunt detected the act and made him let it go. 

The minister gave out his text and droned along monotonously through an argument that was 

so prosy that many a head by and by began to nod—and yet it was an argument that dealt in 

limitless fire and brimstone and thinned the predestined elect down to a company so small as to 

be hardly worth the saving. Tom counted the pages of the sermon; after church he always knew 

how many pages there had been, but he seldom knew anything else about the discourse. 

However, this time he was really interested for a little while. The minister made a grand and 

moving picture of the assembling together of the world’s hosts at the millennium when the lion 

and the lamb should lie down together and a little child should lead them. But the pathos, the 

lesson, the moral of the great spectacle were lost upon the boy; he only thought of the 

conspicuousness of the principal character before the on-looking nations; his face lit with the 

thought, and he said to himself that he wished he could be that child, if it was a tame lion. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Now he lapsed into suffering again, as the dry argument was resumed. Presently he bethought 

him of a treasure he had and got it out. It was a large black beetle with formidable jaws—a 

“pinchbug,” he called it. It was in a percussion-cap box. The first thing the beetle did was to take 

him by the finger. A natural fillip followed, the beetle went floundering into the aisle and lit on 

its back, and the hurt finger went into the boy’s mouth. The beetle lay there working its helpless 

legs, unable to turn over. Tom eyed it, and longed for it; but it was safe out of his reach. Other 

people uninterested in the sermon found relief in the beetle, and they eyed it too. Presently a 

vagrant poodle dog came idling along, sad at heart, lazy with the summer softness and the quiet, 

weary of captivity, sighing for change. He spied the beetle; the drooping tail lifted and wagged. 

He surveyed the prize; walked around it; smelt at it from a safe distance; walked around it again; 

grew bolder, and took a closer smell; then lifted his lip and made a gingerly snatch at it, just 

missing it; made another, and another; began to enjoy the diversion; subsided to his stomach with 

the beetle between his paws, and continued his experiments; grew weary at last, and then 

indifferent and absent-minded. His head nodded, and little by little his chin descended and 



touched the enemy, who seized it. There was a sharp yelp, a flirt of the poodle’s head, and the 

beetle fell a couple of yards away, and lit on its back once more. The neighboring spectators 

shook with a gentle inward joy, several faces went behind fans and hand-kerchiefs, and Tom was 

entirely happy. The dog looked foolish, and probably felt so; but there was resentment in his 

heart, too, and a craving for revenge. So he went to the beetle and began a wary attack on it 

again; jumping at it from every point of a circle, lighting with his fore-paws within an inch of the 

creature, making even closer snatches at it with his teeth, and jerking his head till his ears 

flapped again. But he grew tired once more, after a while; tried to amuse himself with a fly but 

found no relief; followed an ant around, with his nose close to the floor, and quickly wearied of 

that; yawned, sighed, forgot the beetle entirely, and sat down on it. Then there was a wild yelp of 

agony and the poodle went sailing up the aisle; the yelps continued, and so did the dog; he 

crossed the house in front of the altar; he flew down the other aisle; he crossed before the doors; 

he clamored up the home-stretch; his anguish grew with his progress, till presently he was but a 

woolly comet moving in its orbit with the gleam and the speed of light. At last the frantic 

sufferer sheered from its course, and sprang into its master’s lap; he flung it out of the window, 

and the voice of distress quickly thinned away and died in the distance. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

By this time the whole church was red-faced and suffocating with suppressed laughter, and the 

sermon had come to a dead standstill. The discourse was resumed presently, but it went lame and 

halting, all possibility of impressiveness being at an end; for even the gravest sentiments were 



constantly being received with a smothered burst of unholy mirth, under cover of some remote 

pew-back, as if the poor parson had said a rarely facetious thing. It was a genuine relief to the 

whole congregation when the ordeal was over and the benediction pronounced. 

Tom Sawyer went home quite cheerful, thinking to himself that there was some satisfaction 

about divine service when there was a bit of variety in it. He had but one marring thought; he 

was willing that the dog should play with his pinchbug, but he did not think it was upright in him 

to carry it off. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER VI 

 

MONDAY morning found Tom Sawyer miserable. Monday morning always found him so—

because it began another week’s slow suffering in school. He generally began that day with 

wishing he had had no intervening holiday, it made the going into captivity and fetters again so 

much more odious. 

Tom lay thinking. Presently it occurred to him that he wished he was sick; then he could stay 

home from school. Here was a vague possibility. He canvassed his system. No ailment was 

found, and he investigated again. This time he thought he could detect colicky symptoms, and he 

began to encourage them with considerable hope. But they soon grew feeble, and presently died 

wholly away. He reflected further. Suddenly he discovered something. One of his upper front 

teeth was loose. This was lucky; he was about to begin to groan, as a “starter,” as he called it, 

when it occurred to him that if he came into court with that argument, his aunt would pull it out, 

and that would hurt. So he thought he would hold the tooth in reserve for the present, and seek 

further. Nothing offered for some little time, and then he remembered hearing the doctor tell 

about a certain thing that laid up a patient for two or three weeks and threatened to make him 

lose a finger. So the boy eagerly drew his sore toe from under the sheet and held it up for 

inspection. But now he did not know the necessary symptoms. However, it seemed well worth 

while to chance it, so he fell to groaning with considerable spirit. 

But Sid slept on unconscious. 

Tom groaned louder, and fancied that he began to feel pain in the toe. 

No result from Sid. 

Tom was panting with his exertions by this time. He took a rest and then swelled himself up 

and fetched a succession of admirable groans. 

Sid snored on. 

Tom was aggravated. He said, “Sid, Sid!” and shook him. This course worked well, and Tom 

began to groan again. Sid yawned, stretched, then brought himself up on his elbow with a snort, 

and began to stare at Tom. Tom went on groaning. Sid said: 

“Tom! Say, Tom!” [No response.] “Here, Tom! TOM! What is the matter, Tom?” And he 

shook him and looked in his face anxiously. 

Tom moaned out: 

“Oh, don’t, Sid. Don’t joggle me.” 

“Why, what’s the matter, Tom? I must call auntie.” 

“No—never mind. It’ll be over by and by, maybe. Don’t call anybody.” 

“But I must! Don’t groan so, Tom, it’s awful. How long you been this way?” 

“Hours. Ouch! Oh, don’t stir so, Sid, you’ll kill me.” 

“Tom, why didn’t you wake me sooner? Oh, Tom, don’t! It makes my flesh crawl to hear you. 

Tom, what is the matter?” 

“I forgive you everything, Sid. [Groan.] Everything you’ve ever done to me. When I’m 

gone—” 

“Oh, Tom, you ain’t dying, are you? Don’t, Tom—oh, don’t. Maybe—” 



“I forgive everybody, Sid. [Groan.] Tell ’em so, Sid. And Sid, you give my window-sash and 

my cat with one eye to that new girl that’s come to town, and tell her—” 

But Sid had snatched his clothes and gone. Tom was suffering in reality, now, so handsomely 

was his imagination working, and so his groans had gathered quite a genuine tone. 

Sid flew downstairs and said: 

“Oh, Aunt Polly, come! Tom’s dying!” 

“Dying!” 

“Yes’m. Don’t wait—come quick!” 

“Rubbage! I don’t believe it!” 

But she fled upstairs, nevertheless, with Sid and Mary at her heels. And her face grew white, 

too, and her lip trembled. When she reached the bedside she gasped out: 

“You, Tom! Tom, what’s the matter with you?” 

“Oh, auntie, I’m—” 

“What’s the matter with you—what is the matter with you, child?” 

“Oh, auntie, my sore toe’s mortified!” 

The old lady sank down into a chair and laughed a little, then cried a little, then did both 

together. This restored her and she said: 

“Tom, what a turn you did give me. Now you shut up that nonsense and climb out of this.” 

The groans ceased and the pain vanished from the toe. The boy felt a little foolish, and he said: 

“Aunt Polly, it seemed mortified, and it hurt so I never minded my tooth at all.” 

“Your tooth, indeed! What’s the matter with your tooth?” 

“One of them’s loose, and it aches perfectly awful.” 

“There, there, now, don’t begin that groaning again. Open your mouth. Well—your 

tooth is loose, but you’re not going to die about that. Mary, get me a silk thread, and a chunk of 

fire out of the kitchen.” 

Tom said: 

“Oh, please, auntie, don’t pull it out. It don’t hurt any more. I wish I may never stir if it does. 

Please don’t, auntie. I don’t want to stay home from school.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Oh, you don’t, don’t you? So all this row was because you thought you’d get to stay home 

from school and go a-fishing? Tom, Tom, I love you so, and you seem to try every way you can 

to break my old heart with your outrageousness.” By this time the dental instruments were ready. 

The old lady made one end of the silk thread fast to Tom’s tooth with a loop and tied the other to 

the bedpost. Then she seized the chunk of fire and suddenly thrust it almost into the boy’s face. 

The tooth hung dangling by the bedpost, now. 

But all trials bring their compensations. As Tom wended to school after breakfast, he was the 

envy of every boy he met because the gap in his upper row of teeth enabled him to expectorate in 

a new and admirable way. He gathered quite a following of lads interested in the exhibition; and 

one that had cut his finger and had been a centre of fascination and homage up to this time, now 

found himself suddenly without an adherent, and shorn of his glory. His heart was heavy, and he 

said with a disdain which he did not feel that it wasn’t anything to spit like Tom Sawyer; but 

another boy said, “Sour grapes!” and he wandered away a dismantled hero. 

Shortly Tom came upon the juvenile pariah of the village, Huckleberry Finn, son of the town 

drunkard. Huckleberry was cordially hated and dreaded by all the mothers of the town, because 



he was idle and lawless and vulgar and bad—and because all their children admired him so, and 

delighted in his forbidden society, and wished they dared to be like him. Tom was like the rest of 

the respectable boys, in that he envied Huckleberry his gaudy outcast condition, and was under 

strict orders not to play with him. So he played with him every time he got a chance. 

Huckleberry was always dressed in the cast-off clothes of full-grown men, and they were in 

perennial bloom and fluttering with rags. His hat was a vast ruin with a wide crescent lopped out 

of its brim; his coat, when he wore one, hung nearly to his heels and had the rearward buttons far 

down the back; but one suspender supported his trousers; the seat of the trousers bagged low and 

contained nothing, the fringed legs dragged in the dirt when not rolled up. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Huckleberry came and went, at his own free will. He slept on doorsteps in fine weather and in 

empty hogsheads in wet; he did not have to go to school or to church, or call any being master or 

obey anybody; he could go fishing or swimming when and where he chose, and stay as long as it 

suited him; nobody forbade him to fight; he could sit up as late as he pleased; he was always the 



first boy that went barefoot in the spring and the last to resume leather in the fall; he never had to 

wash, nor put on clean clothes; he could swear wonderfully. In a word, everything that goes to 

make life precious that boy had. So thought every harassed, hampered, respectable boy in St. 

Petersburg. 

Tom hailed the romantic outcast: 

“Hello, Huckleberry!” 

“Hello yourself, and see how you like it.” 

“What’s that you got?” 

“Dead cat.” 

“Lemme see him, Huck. My, he’s pretty stiff. Where’d you get him?” 

“Bought him off’n a boy.” 

“What did you give?” 

“I give a blue ticket and a bladder that I got at the slaughter-house.” 

“Where’d you get the blue ticket?” 

“Bought it off’n Ben Rogers two weeks ago for a hoop-stick.” 

“Say—what is dead cats good for, Huck?” 

“Good for? Cure warts with.” 

“No! Is that so? I know something that’s better.” 

“I bet you don’t. What is it?” 

“Why, spunk-water.” 

“Spunk-water! I wouldn’t give a dern for spunk-water.” 

“You wouldn’t, wouldn’t you? D’you ever try it?” 

“No, I hain’t. But Bob Tanner did.” 

“Who told you so!” 

“Why, he told Jeff Thatcher, and Jeff told Johnny Baker, and Johnny told Jim Hollis, and Jim 

told Ben Rogers, and Ben told a nigger, and the nigger told me. There now!” 

“Well, what of it? They’ll all lie. Leastways all but the nigger. I don’t know him. But I never 

see a nigger that wouldn’t lie. Shucks! Now you tell me how Bob Tanner done it, Huck.” 

“Why, he took and dipped his hand in a rotten stump where the rain-water was.” 

“In the daytime?” 

“Certainly.” 

“With his face to the stump?” 

“Yes. Least I reckon so.” 

“Did he say anything?” 

“I don’t reckon he did. I don’t know.” 

“Aha! Talk about trying to cure warts with spunk-water such a blame fool way as that! Why, 

that ain’t a-going to do any good. You got to go all by yourself, to the middle of the woods, 

where you know there’s a spunk-water stump, and just as it’s midnight you back up against the 

stump and jam your hand in and say: 

‘Barley-corn, barley-corn, injun-meal shorts, Spunk-water, spunk-water, swaller these warts,’ 



and then walk away quick, eleven steps, with your eyes shut, and then turn around three times 

and walk home without speaking to anybody. Because if you speak the charm’s busted.” 

“Well, that sounds like a good way; but that ain’t the way Bob Tanner done.” 

“No, sir, you can bet he didn’t, becuz he’s the wartiest boy in this town; and he wouldn’t have 

a wart on him if he’d knowed how to work spunk-water. I’ve took off thousands of warts off of 

my hands that way, Huck. I play with frogs so much that I’ve always got considerable many 

warts. Sometimes I take ’em off with a bean.” 

“Yes, bean’s good. I’ve done that.” 

“Have you? What’s your way?” 

“You take and split the bean, and cut the wart so as to get some blood, and then you put the 

blood on one piece of the bean and take and dig a hole and bury it ’bout midnight at the 

crossroads in the dark of the moon, and then you burn up the rest of the bean. You see that piece 

that’s got the blood on it will keep drawing and drawing, trying to fetch the other piece to it, and 

so that helps the blood to draw the wart, and pretty soon off she comes.” 

“Yes, that’s it, Huck—that’s it; though when you’re burying it if you say ‘Down bean; off 

wart; come no more to bother me!’ it’s better. That’s the way Joe Harper does, and he’s been 

nearly to Coonville and most everywheres. But say—how do you cure ’em with dead cats?” 

“Why, you take your cat and go and get in the grave-yard ’long about midnight when 

somebody that was wicked has been buried; and when it’s midnight a devil will come, or maybe 

two or three, but you can’t see ’em, you can only hear something like the wind, or maybe hear 

’em talk; and when they’re taking that feller away, you heave your cat after ’em and say, ‘Devil 

follow corpse, cat follow devil, warts follow cat, I’m done with ye!’ That’ll fetch any wart.” 

“Sounds right. D’you ever try it, Huck?” 

“No, but old Mother Hopkins told me.” 

“Well, I reckon it’s so, then. Becuz they say she’s a witch.” 

“Say! Why, Tom, I know she is. She witched pap. Pap says so his own self. He come along 

one day, and he see she was a-witching him, so he took up a rock, and if she hadn’t dodged, he’d 

a got her. Well, that very night he rolled off’n a shed wher’ he was a layin drunk, and broke his 

arm.” 

“Why, that’s awful. How did he know she was a-witching him?” 

“Lord, pap can tell, easy. Pap says when they keep looking at you right stiddy, they’re a-

witching you. Specially if they mumble. Becuz when they mumble they’re saying the Lord’s 

Prayer backards.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Say, Hucky, when you going to try the cat?” 

“To-night. I reckon they’ll come after old Hoss Williams to-night.” 

“But they buried him Saturday. Didn’t they get him Saturday night?” 

“Why, how you talk! How could their charms work till midnight?—and then it’s Sunday. 

Devils don’t slosh around much of a Sunday, I don’t reckon.” 

“I never thought of that. That’s so. Lemme go with you?” 

“Of course—if you ain’t afeard.” 

“Afeard! ’Tain’t likely. Will you meow?” 



“Yes—and you meow back, if you get a chance. Last time, you kep’ me a-meowing around till 

old Hays went to throwing rocks at me and says ‘Dern that cat!’ and so I hove a brick through his 

window—but don’t you tell.” 

“I won’t. I couldn’t meow that night, becuz auntie was watching me, but I’ll meow this time. 

Say—what’s that?” 

“Nothing but a tick.” 

“Where’d you get him?” 

“Out in the woods.” 

“What’ll you take for him?” 

“I don’t know. I don’t want to sell him.” 

“All right. It’s a mighty small tick, anyway.” 

“Oh, anybody can run a tick down that don’t belong to them. I’m satisfied with it. It’s a good 

enough tick for me.” 

“Sho, there’s ticks a plenty. I could have a thousand of ’em if I wanted to.” 

“Well, why don’t you? Becuz you know mighty well you can’t. This is a pretty early tick, I 

reckon. It’s the first one I’ve seen this year.” 

“Say, Huck—I’ll give you my tooth for him.” 

“Less see it.” 

Tom got out a bit of paper and carefully unrolled it. Huckleberry viewed it wistfully. The 

temptation was very strong. At last he said: 

“Is it genuwyne?” 

Tom lifted his lip and showed the vacancy. 

“Well, all right,” said Huckleberry, “it’s a trade.” 

Tom enclosed the tick in the percussion-cap box that had lately been the pinchbug’s prison, 

and the boys separated, each feeling wealthier than before. 

When Tom reached the little isolated frame school-house, he strode in briskly, with the 

manner of one who had come with all honest speed. He hung his hat on a peg and flung himself 

into his seat with business-like alacrity. The master, throned on high in his great splint-bottom 

arm-chair, was dozing, lulled by the drowsy hum of study. The interruption roused him. 

“Thomas Sawyer!” 

Tom knew that when his name was pronounced in full, it meant trouble. 

“Sir!” 

“Come up here. Now, sir, why are you late again, as usual?” 

Tom was about to take refuge in a lie, when he saw two long tails of yellow hair hanging 

down a back that he recognized by the electric sympathy of love; and by that form was the only 

vacant place on the girls’ side of the school-house. He instantly said: 

“I stopped to talk with Huckleberry Finn!” 

The master’s pulse stood still, and he stared helplessly. The buzz of study ceased. The pupils 

wondered if this foolhardy boy had lost his mind. The master said: 

“You—you did what?” 

“Stopped to talk with Huckleberry Finn.” 



There was no mistaking the words. 

“Thomas Sawyer, this is the most astounding confession I have ever listened to. No mere 

ferule will answer for this offence. Take off your jacket.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The master’s arm performed until it was tired and the stock of switches notably diminished. 

Then the order followed: 

“Now, sir, go and sit with the girls! And let this be a warning to you.” 

The titter that rippled around the room appeared to abash the boy, but in reality that result was 

caused rather more by his worshipful awe of his unknown idol and the dread pleasure that lay in 

his high good fortune. He sat down upon the end of the pine bench and the girl hitched herself 



away from him with a toss of her head. Nudges and winks and whispers traversed the room, but 

Tom sat still, with his arms upon the long, low desk before him, and seemed to study his book. 

By and by attention ceased from him, and the accustomed school murmur rose upon the dull 

air once more. Presently the boy began to steal furtive glances at the girl. She observed it, “made 

a mouth” at him and gave him the back of her head for the space of a minute. When she 

cautiously faced around again, a peach lay before her. She thrust it away. Tom gently put it back. 

She thrust it away again, but with less animosity. Tom patiently returned it to its place. Then she 

let it remain. Tom scrawled on his slate, “Please take it—I got more.” The girl glanced at the 

words, but made no sign. Now the boy began to draw something on the slate, hiding his work 

with his left hand. For a time the girl refused to notice; but her human curiosity presently began 

to manifest itself by hardly perceptible signs. The boy worked on, apparently unconscious. The 

girl made a sort of non-committal attempt to see, but the boy did not betray that he was aware of 

it. At last she gave in and hesitatingly whispered: 

“Let me see it.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tom partly uncovered a dismal caricature of a house with two gable ends to it and a corkscrew 

of smoke issuing from the chimney. Then the girl’s interest began to fasten itself upon the work 

and she forgot everything else. When it was finished, she gazed a moment, then whispered: 

“It’s nice—make a man.” 



The artist erected a man in the front yard, that resembled a derrick. He could have stepped 

over the house; but the girl was not hypercritical; she was satisfied with the monster, and 

whispered: 

“It’s a beautiful man—now make me coming along.” 

Tom drew an hour-glass with a full moon and straw limbs to it and armed the spreading 

fingers with a portentous fan. The girl said: 

“It’s ever so nice—I wish I could draw.” 

“It’s easy,” whispered Tom, “I’ll learn you.” 

“Oh, will you? When?” 

“At noon. Do you go home to dinner?” 

“I’ll stay if you will.” 

“Good—that’s a whack. What’s your name?” 

“Becky Thatcher. What’s yours? Oh, I know. It’s Thomas Sawyer.” 

“That’s the name they lick me by. I’m Tom when I’m good. You call me Tom, will you?” 

“Yes.” 

Now Tom began to scrawl something on the slate, hiding the words from the girl. But she was 

not backward this time. She begged to see. Tom said: 

“Oh, it ain’t anything.” 

“Yes it is.” 

“No it ain’t. You don’t want to see.” 

“Yes I do, indeed I do. Please let me.” 

“You’ll tell.” 

“No I won’t—deed and deed and double deed won’t.” 

“You won’t tell anybody at all? Ever, as long as you live?” 

“No, I won’t ever tell anybody. Now let me.” 

“Oh, you don’t want to see!” 

“Now that you treat me so, I will see.” And she put her small hand upon his and a little scuffle 

ensued, Tom pretending to resist in earnest but letting his hand slip by degrees till these words 

were revealed: “I love you.” 

“Oh, you bad thing!” And she hit his hand a smart rap, but reddened and looked pleased, 

nevertheless. 

Just at this juncture the boy felt a slow, fateful grip closing on his ear, and a steady lifting 

impulse. In that wise he was borne across the house and deposited in his own seat, under a 

peppering fire of giggles from the whole school. Then the master stood over him during a few 

awful moments, and finally moved away to his throne without saying a word. But although 

Tom’s ear tingled, his heart was jubilant. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

As the school quieted down Tom made an honest effort to study, but the turmoil within him 

was too great. In turn he took his place in the reading class and made a botch of it; then in the 

geography class and turned lakes into mountains, mountains into rivers, and rivers into 

continents, till chaos was come again; then in the spelling class, and got “turned down,” by a 

succession of mere baby words, till he brought up at the foot and yielded up the pewter medal 

which he had worn with ostentation for months. 

 

 

  



CHAPTER VII 

 

THE harder Tom tried to fasten his mind on his book, the more his ideas wandered. So at last, 

with a sigh and a yawn, he gave it up. It seemed to him that the noon recess would never come. 

The air was utterly dead. There was not a breath stirring. It was the sleepiest of sleepy days. The 

drowsing murmur of the five and twenty studying scholars soothed the soul like the spell that is 

in the murmur of bees. Away off in the flaming sunshine, Cardiff Hill lifted its soft green sides 

through a shimmering veil of heat, tinted with the purple of distance; a few birds floated on lazy 

wing high in the air; no other living thing was visible but some cows, and they were asleep. 

Tom’s heart ached to be free, or else to have something of interest to do to pass the dreary time. 

His hand wandered into his pocket and his face lit up with a glow of gratitude that was prayer, 

though he did not know it. Then furtively the percussion-cap box came out. He released the tick 

and put him on the long flat desk. The creature probably glowed with a gratitude that amounted 

to prayer, too, at this moment, but it was premature: for when he started thankfully to travel off, 

Tom turned him aside with a pin and made him take a new direction. 

Tom’s bosom friend sat next him, suffering just as Tom had been, and now he was deeply and 

gratefully interested in this entertainment in an instant. This bosom friend was Joe Harper. The 

two boys were sworn friends all the week, and embattled enemies on Saturdays. Joe took a pin 

out of his lapel and began to assist in exercising the prisoner. The sport grew in interest 

momently. Soon Tom said that they were interfering with each other, and neither getting the 

fullest benefit of the tick. So he put Joe’s slate on the desk and drew a line down the middle of it 

from top to bottom. 

“Now,” said he, “as long as he is on your side you can stir him up and I’ll let him alone; but if 

you let him get away and get on my side, you’re to leave him alone as long as I can keep him 

from crossing over.” 

“All right, go ahead; start him up.” 

The tick escaped from Tom, presently, and crossed the equator. Joe harassed him awhile, and 

then he got away and crossed back again. This change of base occurred often. While one boy 

was worrying the tick with absorbing interest, the other would look on with interest as strong, the 

two heads bowed together over the slate, and the two souls dead to all things else. At last luck 

seemed to settle and abide with Joe. The tick tried this, that, and the other course, and got as 

excited and as anxious as the boys themselves, but time and again just as he would have victory 

in his very grasp, so to speak, and Tom’s fingers would be twitching to begin, Joe’s pin would 

deftly head him off, and keep possession. At last Tom could stand it no longer. The temptation 

was too strong. So he reached out and lent a hand with his pin. Joe was angry in a moment. Said 

he: 

“Tom, you let him alone.” 

“I only just want to stir him up a little, Joe.” 

“No, sir, it ain’t fair; you just let him alone.” 

“Blame it, I ain’t going to stir him much.” 

“Let him alone, I tell you.” 

“I won’t!” 



“You shall—he’s on my side of the line.” 

“Look here, Joe Harper, whose is that tick?” 

“I don’t care whose tick he is—he’s on my side of the line, and you sha’n’t touch him.” 

“Well, I’ll just bet I will, though. He’s my tick and I’ll do what I blame please with him, or 

die!” 

A tremendous whack came down on Tom’s shoulders, and its duplicate on Joe’s; and for the 

space of two minutes the dust continued to fly from the two jackets and the whole school to 

enjoy it. The boys had been too absorbed to notice the hush that had stolen upon the school 

awhile before when the master came tiptoeing down the room and stood over them. He had 

contemplated a good part of the performance before he contributed his bit of variety to it. 

When school broke up at noon, Tom flew to Becky Thatcher, and whispered in her ear: 

“Put on your bonnet and let on you’re going home; and when you get to the corner, give the 

rest of ’em the slip, and turn down through the lane and come back. I’ll go the other way and 

come it over ’em the same way.” 

So the one went off with one group of scholars, and the other with another. In a little while the 

two met at the bottom of the lane, and when they reached the school they had it all to themselves. 

Then they sat together, with a slate before them, and Tom gave Becky the pencil and held her 

hand in his, guiding it, and so created another surprising house. When the interest in art began to 

wane, the two fell to talking. Tom was swimming in bliss. He said: 

“Do you love rats?” 

“No! I hate them!” 

“Well, I do, too—live ones. But I mean dead ones, to swing round your head with a string.” 

“No, I don’t care for rats much, anyway. What I like is chewing-gum.” 

“Oh, I should say so! I wish I had some now.” 

“Do you? I’ve got some. I’ll let you chew it awhile, but you must give it back to me.” 

That was agreeable, so they chewed it turn about, and dangled their legs against the bench in 

excess of contentment. 

“Was you ever at a circus?” said Tom. 

“Yes, and my pa’s going to take me again some time, if I’m good.” 

“I been to the circus three or four times—lots of times. Church ain’t shucks to a circus. 

There’s things going on at a circus all the time. I’m going to be a clown in a circus when I grow 

up.” 

“Oh, are you! That will be nice. They’re so lovely, all spotted up.” 

“Yes, that’s so. And they get slathers of money—most a dollar a day, Ben Rogers says. Say, 

Becky, was you ever engaged?” 

“What’s that?” 

“Why, engaged to be married.” 

“No.” 

“Would you like to?” 

“I reckon so. I don’t know. What is it like?” 



“Like? Why it ain’t like anything. You only just tell a boy you won’t ever have anybody but 

him, ever ever ever, and then you kiss and that’s all. Anybody can do it.” 

“Kiss? What do you kiss for?” 

“Why, that, you know, is to—well, they always do that.” 

“Everybody?” 

“Why, yes, everybody that’s in love with each other. Do you remember what I wrote on the 

slate?” 

“Ye—yes.” 

“What was it?” 

“I sha’n’t tell you.” 

“Shall I tell you?” 

“Ye—yes—but some other time.” 

“No, now.” 

“No, not now—to-morrow.” 

“Oh, no, now. Please, Becky—I’ll whisper it, I’ll whisper it ever so easy.” 

Becky hesitating, Tom took silence for consent, and passed his arm about her waist and 

whispered the tale ever so softly, with his mouth close to her ear. And then he added: 

“Now you whisper it to me—just the same.” 

She resisted, for a while, and then said: 

“You turn your face away so you can’t see, and then I will. But you mustn’t ever tell 

anybody—will you, Tom? Now you won’t, will you?” 

“No, indeed, indeed I won’t. Now, Becky.” 

He turned his face away. She bent timidly around till her breath stirred his curls and 

whispered, “I—love—you!” 

Then she sprang away and ran around and around the desks and benches, with Tom after her, 

and took refuge in a corner at last, with her little white apron to her face. Tom clasped her about 

her neck and pleaded: 

“Now, Becky, it’s all done—all over but the kiss. Don’t you be afraid of that—it ain’t 

anything at all. Please, Becky.” And he tugged at her apron and the hands. 

By and by she gave up, and let her hands drop; her face, all glowing with the struggle, came 

up and submitted. Tom kissed the red lips and said: 

“Now it’s all done, Becky. And always after this, you know, you ain’t ever to love anybody 

but me, and you ain’t ever to marry anybody but me, ever never and forever. Will you?” 

“No, I’ll never love anybody but you, Tom, and I’ll never marry anybody but you—and you 

ain’t to ever marry anybody but me, either.” 

“Certainly. Of course. That’s part of it. And always coming to school or when we’re going 

home, you’re to walk with me, when there ain’t anybody looking—and you choose me and I 

choose you at parties, because that’s the way you do when you’re engaged.” 

“It’s so nice. I never heard of it before.” 

“Oh, it’s ever so gay! Why, me and Amy Lawrence—” 

The big eyes told Tom his blunder and he stopped, confused. 



“Oh, Tom! Then I ain’t the first you’ve ever been engaged to!” 

The child began to cry. Tom said: 

“Oh, don’t cry, Becky, I don’t care for her any more.” 

“Yes, you do, Tom—you know you do.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tom tried to put his arm about her neck, but she pushed him away and turned her face to the 

wall, and went on crying. Tom tried again, with soothing words in his mouth, and was repulsed 

again. Then his pride was up, and he strode away and went outside. He stood about, restless and 

uneasy, for a while, glancing at the door, every now and then, hoping she would repent and come 

to find him. But she did not. Then he began to feel badly and fear that he was in the wrong. It 

was a hard struggle with him to make new advances, now, but he nerved himself to it and 



entered. She was still standing back there in the corner, sobbing, with her face to the wall. Tom’s 

heart smote him. He went to her and stood a moment, not knowing exactly how to proceed. Then 

he said hesitatingly: 

“Becky, I—I don’t care for anybody but you.” 

No reply—but sobs. 

“Becky”—pleadingly. “Becky, won’t you say something?” 

More sobs. 

Tom got out his chiefest jewel, a brass knob from the top of an andiron, and passed it around 

her so that she could see it, and said: 

“Please, Becky, won’t you take it?” 

She struck it to the floor. Then Tom marched out of the house and over the hills and far away, 

to return to school no more that day. Presently Becky began to suspect. She ran to the door; he 

was not in sight; she flew around to the play-yard; he was not there. Then she called: 

“Tom! Come back, Tom!” 

She listened intently, but there was no answer. She had no companions but silence and 

loneliness. So she sat down to cry again and upbraid herself; and by this time the scholars began 

to gather again, and she had to hide her griefs and still her broken heart and take up the cross of a 

long, dreary, aching afternoon, with none among the strangers about her to exchange sorrows 

with. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER VIII 

TOM dodged hither and thither through lanes until he was well out of the track of returning 

scholars, and then fell into a moody jog. He crossed a small “branch” two or three times, because 

of a prevailing juvenile superstition that to cross water baffled pursuit. Half an hour later he was 

disappearing behind the Douglas mansion on the summit of Cardiff Hill, and the school-house 

was hardly distinguishable away off in the valley behind him. He entered a dense wood, picked 

his pathless way to the centre of it, and sat down on a mossy spot under a spreading oak. There 

was not even a zephyr stirring; the dead noonday heat had even stilled the songs of the birds; 

nature lay in a trance that was broken by no sound but the occasional far-off hammering of a 

wood-pecker, and this seemed to render the pervading silence and sense of loneliness the more 

profound. The boy’s soul was steeped in melancholy; his feelings were in happy accord with his 

surroundings. He sat long with his elbows on his knees and his chin in his hands, meditating. It 

seemed to him that life was but a trouble, at best, and he more than half envied Jimmy Hodges, 

so lately released; it must be very peaceful, he thought, to lie and slumber and dream forever and 

ever, with the wind whispering through the trees and caressing the grass and the flowers over the 

grave, and nothing to bother and grieve about, ever any more. If he only had a clean Sunday-

school record he could be willing to go, and be done with it all. Now as to this girl. What had he 

done? Nothing. He had meant the best in the world, and been treated like a dog—like a very dog. 

She would be sorry some day—maybe when it was too late. Ah, if he could only 

die temporarily! 

But the elastic heart of youth cannot be compressed into one constrained shape long at a time. 

Tom presently began to drift insensibly back into the concerns of this life again. What if he 

turned his back, now, and disappeared mysteriously? What if he went away—ever so far away, 

into unknown countries beyond the seas—and never came back any more! How would she feel 

then! The idea of being a clown recurred to him now, only to fill him with disgust. For frivolity 

and jokes and spotted tights were an offense, when they intruded themselves upon a spirit that 

was exalted into the vague august realm of the romantic. No, he would be a soldier, and return 

after long years, all war-worn and illustrious. No—better still, he would join the Indians, and 

hunt buffaloes and go on the warpath in the mountain ranges and the trackless great plains of the 

Far West, and away in the future come back a great chief, bristling with feathers, hideous with 

paint, and prance into Sunday-school, some drowsy summer morning, with a blood-curdling 

war-whoop, and sear the eyeballs of all his companions with unappeasable envy. But no, there 

was something gaudier even than this. He would be a pirate! That was it! now his future lay plain 

before him, and glowing with unimaginable splendor. How his name would fill the world, and 

make people shudder! How gloriously he would go plowing the dancing seas, in his long, low, 

black-hulled racer, the Spirit of the Storm, with his grisly flag flying at the fore! And at the 

zenith of his fame, how he would suddenly appear at the old village and stalk into church, brown 

and weather-beaten, in his black velvet doublet and trunks, his great jack-boots, his crimson sash, 

his belt bristling with horse-pistols, his crime-rusted cutlass at his side, his slouch hat with 

waving plumes, his black flag unfurled, with the skull and crossbones on it, and hear with 

swelling ecstasy the whisperings, “It’s Tom Sawyer the Pirate!—the Black Avenger of the 

Spanish Main!” 

 

 

 



 



 

 

Yes, it was settled; his career was determined. He would run away from home and enter upon 

it. He would start the very next morning. Therefore he must now begin to get ready. He would 

collect his resources together. He went to a rotten log near at hand and began to dig under one 

end of it with his Barlow knife. He soon struck wood that sounded hollow. He put his hand there 

and uttered this incantation impressively: 

“What hasn’t come here, come! What’s here, stay here!” 

Then he scraped away the dirt, and exposed a pine shingle. He took it up and disclosed a 

shapely little treasure-house whose bottom and sides were of shingles. In it lay a marble. Tom’s 

astonishment was bound-less! He scratched his head with a perplexed air, and said: 

“Well, that beats anything!” 

Then he tossed the marble away pettishly, and stood cogitating. The truth was, that a 

superstition of his had failed, here, which he and all his comrades had always looked upon as 

infallible. If you buried a marble with certain necessary incantations, and left it alone a fortnight, 

and then opened the place with the incantation he had just used, you would find that all the 

marbles you had ever lost had gathered themselves together there, meantime, no matter how 

widely they had been separated. But now, this thing had actually and unquestionably failed. 

Tom’s whole structure of faith was shaken to its foundations. He had many a time heard of this 

thing succeeding but never of its failing before. It did not occur to him that he had tried it several 

times before, himself, but could never find the hiding-places afterward. He puzzled over the 

matter some time, and finally decided that some witch had interfered and broken the charm. He 

thought he would satisfy himself on that point; so he searched around till he found a small sandy 

spot with a little funnel-shaped depression in it. He laid himself down and put his mouth close to 

this depression and called— 

“Doodle-bug, doodle-bug, tell me what I want to know! Doodle-bug, doodle-bug, tell me what 

I want to know!” 

The sand began to work, and presently a small black bug appeared for a second and then 

darted under again in a fright. 

“He dasn’t tell! So it was a witch that done it. I just knowed it.” 

He well knew the futility of trying to contend against witches, so he gave up discouraged. But 

it occurred to him that he might as well have the marble he had just thrown away, and therefore 

he went and made a patient search for it. But he could not find it. Now he went back to his 

treasure-house and carefully placed himself just as he had been standing when he tossed the 

marble away; then he took another marble from his pocket and tossed it in the same way, saying: 

“Brother, go find your brother!” 

He watched where it stopped, and went there and looked. But it must have fallen short or gone 

too far; so he tried twice more. The last repetition was successful. The two marbles lay within a 

foot of each other. 

Just here the blast of a toy tin trumpet came faintly down the green aisles of the forest. Tom 

flung off his jacket and trousers, turned a suspender into a belt, raked away some brush behind 

the rotten log, disclosing a rude bow and arrow, a lath sword and a tin trumpet, and in a moment 

had seized these things and bounded away, barelegged, with fluttering shirt. He presently halted 



under a great elm, blew an answering blast, and then began to tiptoe and look warily out, this 

way and that. He said cautiously—to an imaginary company: 

“Hold, my merry men! Keep hid till I blow.” 

Now appeared Joe Harper, as airily clad and elaborately armed as Tom. Tom called: 

“Hold! Who comes here into Sherwood Forest without my pass?” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Guy of Guisborne wants no man’s pass. Who art thou that—that—” 

“Dares to hold such language,” said Tom, prompting—for they talked “by the book,” from 

memory. 



“Who art thou that dares to hold such language?” 

“I, indeed! I am Robin Hood, as thy caitiff carcase soon shall know.” 

“Then art thou indeed that famous outlaw? Right gladly will I dispute with thee the passes of 

the merry wood. Have at thee!” 

They took their lath swords, dumped their other traps on the ground, struck a fencing attitude, 

foot to foot, and began a grave, careful combat, “two up and two down.” Presently Tom said: 

“Now, if you’ve got the hang, go it lively!” 

So they “went it lively,” panting and perspiring with the work. By and by Tom shouted: 

“Fall! fall! Why don’t you fall?” 

“I sha’n’t! Why don’t you fall yourself? You’re getting the worst of it.” 

“Why, that ain’t anything. I can’t fall; that ain’t the way it is in the book. The book says, 

‘Then with one back-handed stroke he slew poor Guy of Guisborne.’ You’re to turn around and 

let me hit you in the back.” 

There was no getting around the authorities, so Joe turned, received the whack and fell. 

“Now,” said Joe, getting up, “you got to let me kill you. That’s fair.” 

“Why, I can’t do that, it ain’t in the book.” 

“Well, it’s blamed mean—that’s all.” 

“Well, say, Joe, you can be Friar Tuck or Much the miller’s son, and lam me with a quarter-

staff; or I’ll be the Sheriff of Nottingham and you be Robin Hood a little while and kill me.” 

This was satisfactory, and so these adventures were carried out. Then Tom became Robin 

Hood again, and was allowed by the treacherous nun to bleed his strength away through his 

neglected wound. And at last Joe, representing a whole tribe of weeping outlaws, dragged him 

sadly forth, gave his bow into his feeble hands, and Tom said, “Where this arrow falls, there bury 

poor Robin Hood under the greenwood tree.” Then he shot the arrow and fell back and would 

have died, but he lit on a nettle and sprang up too gaily for a corpse. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The boys dressed themselves, hid their accoutrements, and went off grieving that there were 

no outlaws any more, and wondering what modern civilization could claim to have done to 

compensate for their loss. They said they would rather be outlaws a year in Sherwood Forest 

than President of the United States forever. 

 

 

  



CHAPTER IX 

 

 

AT half-past nine, that night, Tom and Sid were sent to bed, as usual. They said their prayers, 

and Sid was soon asleep. Tom lay awake and waited, in restless impatience. When it seemed to 

him that it must be nearly daylight, he heard the clock strike ten! This was despair. He would 

have tossed and fidgeted, as his nerves demanded, but he was afraid he might wake Sid. So he 

lay still, and stared up into the dark. Everything was dismally still. By and by, out of the stillness, 

little, scarcely perceptible noises began to emphasize themselves. The ticking of the clock began 

to bring itself into notice. Old beams began to crack mysteriously. The stairs creaked faintly. 

Evidently spirits were abroad. A measured, muffled snore issued from Aunt Polly’s chamber. 

And now the tiresome chirping of a cricket that no human ingenuity could locate, began. Next 

the ghastly ticking of a death-watch in the wall at the bed’s head made Tom shudder—it meant 

that somebody’s days were numbered. Then the howl of a far-off dog rose on the night air, and 

was answered by a fainter howl from a remoter distance. Tom was in an agony. At last he was 

satisfied that time had ceased and eternity begun; he began to doze, in spite of himself; the clock 

chimed eleven, but he did not hear it. And then there came, mingling with his half-formed 

dreams, a most melancholy caterwauling. The raising of a neighboring window disturbed him. A 

cry of “Scat! you devil!” and the crash of an empty bottle against the back of his aunt’s 

woodshed brought him wide awake, and a single minute later he was dressed and out of the 

window and creeping along the roof of the “ell” on all fours. He “meow’d” with caution once or 

twice, as he went; then jumped to the roof of the woodshed and thence to the ground. 

Huckleberry Finn was there, with his dead cat. The boys moved off and disappeared in the 

gloom. At the end of half an hour they were wading through the tall grass of the graveyard. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

It was a graveyard of the old-fashioned Western kind. It was on a hill, about a mile and a half 

from the village. It had a crazy board fence around it, which leaned inward in places, and 

outward the rest of the time, but stood upright nowhere. Grass and weeds grew rank over the 

whole cemetery. All the old graves were sunken in, there was not a tombstone on the place; 

round-topped, worm-eaten boards staggered over the graves, leaning for support and finding 

none. “Sacred to the memory of” So-and-So had been painted on them once, but it could no 

longer have been read, on the most of them, now, even if there had been light. 

A faint wind moaned through the trees, and Tom feared it might be the spirits of the dead, 

complaining at being disturbed. The boys talked little, and only under their breath, for the time 

and the place and the pervading solemnity and silence oppressed their spirits. They found the 

sharp new heap they were seeking, and ensconced themselves within the protection of three great 

elms that grew in a bunch within a few feet of the grave. 



Then they waited in silence for what seemed a long time. The hooting of a distant owl was all 

the sound that troubled the dead stillness. Tom’s reflections grew oppressive. He must force 

some talk. So he said in a whisper: 

“Hucky, do you believe the dead people like it for us to be here?” 

Huckleberry whispered: 

“I wisht I knowed. It’s awful solemn like, ain’t it?” 

“I bet it is.” 

There was a considerable pause, while the boys canvassed this matter inwardly. Then Tom 

whispered: 

“Say, Hucky—do you reckon Hoss Williams hears us talking?” 

“O’ course he does. Least his sperrit does.” 

Tom, after a pause: 

“I wish I’d said Mister Williams. But I never meant any harm. Everybody calls him Hoss.” 

“A body can’t be too partic’lar how they talk ’bout these-yer dead people, Tom.” 

This was a damper, and conversation died again. 

Presently Tom seized his comrade’s arm and said: 

“Sh!” 

“What is it, Tom?” And the two clung together with beating hearts. 

“Sh! There ’tis again! Didn’t you hear it?” 

“I—” 

“There! Now you hear it.” 

“Lord, Tom, they’re coming! They’re coming, sure. What’ll we do?” 

“I dono. Think they’ll see us?” 

“Oh, Tom, they can see in the dark, same as cats. I wisht I hadn’t come.” 

“Oh, don’t be afeard. I don’t believe they’ll bother us. We ain’t doing any harm. If we keep 

perfectly still, maybe they won’t notice us at all.” 

“I’ll try to, Tom, but, Lord, I’m all of a shiver.” 

“Listen!” 

The boys bent their heads together and scarcely breathed. A muffled sound of voices floated 

up from the far end of the graveyard. 

“Look! See there!” whispered Tom. “What is it?” 

“It’s devil-fire. Oh, Tom, this is awful.” 

Some vague figures approached through the gloom, swinging an old-fashioned tin lantern that 

freckled the ground with innumerable little spangles of light. Presently Huckleberry whispered 

with a shudder: 

“It’s the devils sure enough. Three of ’em! Lordy, Tom, we’re goners! Can you pray?” 

“I’ll try, but don’t you be afeard. They ain’t going to hurt us. ‘Now I lay me down to sleep, I—

’” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

“Sh!” 

“What is it, Huck?” 

“They’re humans! One of ’em is, anyway. One of ’em’s old Muff Potter’s voice.” 

“No—’tain’t so, is it?” 

“I bet I know it. Don’t you stir nor budge. He ain’t sharp enough to notice us. Drunk, the same 

as usual, likely—blamed old rip!” 

“All right, I’ll keep still. Now they’re stuck. Can’t find it. Here they come again. Now they’re 

hot. Cold again. Hot again. Red hot! They’re p’inted right, this time. Say, Huck, I know another 

o’ them voices; it’s Injun Joe.” 

“That’s so—that murderin’ half-breed! I’d druther they was devils a dern sight. What kin they 

be up to?” 



The whisper died wholly out, now, for the three men had reached the grave and stood within a 

few feet of the boys’ hiding-place. 

“Here it is,” said the third voice; and the owner of it held the lantern up and revealed the face 

of young Doctor Robinson. 

Potter and Injun Joe were carrying a handbarrow with a rope and a couple of shovels on it. 

They cast down their load and began to open the grave. The doctor put the lantern at the head of 

the grave and came and sat down with his back against one of the elm trees. He was so close the 

boys could have touched him. 

“Hurry, men!” he said, in a low voice; “the moon might come out at any moment.” 

They growled a response and went on digging. For some time there was no noise but the 

grating sound of the spades discharging their freight of mould and gravel. It was very 

monotonous. Finally a spade struck upon the coffin with a dull woody accent, and within another 

minute or two the men had hoisted it out on the ground. They pried off the lid with their shovels, 

got out the body and dumped it rudely on the ground. The moon drifted from behind the clouds 

and exposed the pallid face. The barrow was got ready and the corpse placed on it, covered with 

a blanket, and bound to its place with the rope. Potter took out a large spring-knife and cut off 

the dangling end of the rope and then said: 

“Now the cussed thing’s ready, Sawbones, and you’ll just out with another five, or here she 

stays.” 

“That’s the talk!” said Injun Joe. 

“Look here, what does this mean?” said the doctor. “You required your pay in advance, and 

I’ve paid you.” 

“Yes, and you done more than that,” said Injun Joe, approaching the doctor, who was now 

standing. “Five years ago you drove me away from your father’s kitchen one night, when I come 

to ask for something to eat, and you said I warn’t there for any good; and when I swore I’d get 

even with you if it took a hundred years, your father had me jailed for a vagrant. Did you think 

I’d forget? The Injun blood ain’t in me for nothing. And now I’ve got you, and you got to settle, 

you know!” 

He was threatening the doctor, with his fist in his face, by this time. The doctor struck out 

suddenly and stretched the ruffian on the ground. Potter dropped his knife, and exclaimed: 

“Here, now, don’t you hit my pard!” and the next moment he had grappled with the doctor and 

the two were struggling with might and main, trampling the grass and tearing the ground with 

their heels. Injun Joe sprang to his feet, his eyes flaming with passion, snatched up Potter’s knife, 

and went creeping, catlike and stooping, round and round about the combatants, seeking an 

opportunity. All at once the doctor flung himself free, seized the heavy headboard of Williams’ 

grave and felled Potter to the earth with it—and in the same instant the half-breed saw his chance 

and drove the knife to the hilt in the young man’s breast. He reeled and fell partly upon Potter, 

flooding him with his blood, and in the same moment the clouds blotted out the dreadful 

spectacle and the two frightened boys went speeding away in the dark. 

Presently, when the moon emerged again, Injun Joe was standing over the two forms, 

contemplating them. The doctor murmured inarticulately, gave a long gasp or two and was still. 

The half-breed muttered: 

“That score is settled—damn you.” 



Then he robbed the body. After which he put the fatal knife in Potter’s open right hand, and 

sat down on the dismantled coffin. Three—four—five minutes passed, and then Potter began to 

stir and moan. His hand closed upon the knife; he raised it, glanced at it, and let it fall, with a 

shudder. Then he sat up, pushing the body from him, and gazed at it, and then around him, 

confusedly. His eyes met Joe’s. 

“Lord, how is this, Joe?” he said. 

“It’s a dirty business,” said Joe, without moving. 

“What did you do it for?” 

“I! I never done it!” 

“Look here! That kind of talk won’t wash.” 

Potter trembled and grew white. 

“I thought I’d got sober. I’d no business to drink to-night. But it’s in my head yet—worse’n 

when we started here. I’m all in a muddle; can’t recollect anything of it, hardly. Tell me, Joe—

honest, now, old feller—did I do it? Joe, I never meant to—’pon my soul and honor, I never 

meant to, Joe. Tell me how it was, Joe. Oh, it’s awful—and him so young and promising.” 

“Why, you two was scuffling, and he fetched you one with the headboard and you fell flat; 

and then up you come, all reeling and staggering like, and snatched the knife and jammed it into 

him, just as he fetched you another awful clip—and here you’ve laid, as dead as a wedge til 

now.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Oh, I didn’t know what I was a-doing. I wish I may die this minute if I did. It was all on 

account of the whiskey and the excitement, I reckon. I never used a weepon in my life before, 

Joe. I’ve fought, but never with weepons. They’ll all say that. Joe, don’t tell! Say you won’t tell, 

Joe—that’s a good feller. I always liked you, Joe, and stood up for you, too. Don’t you 

remember? You won’t tell, will you, Joe?” And the poor creature dropped on his knees before the 

stolid murderer, and clasped his appealing hands. 

“No, you’ve always been fair and square with me, Muff Potter, and I won’t go back on you. 

There, now, that’s as fair as a man can say.” 

“Oh, Joe, you’re an angel. I’ll bless you for this the longest day I live.” And Potter began to 

cry. 

“Come, now, that’s enough of that. This ain’t any time for blubbering. You be off yonder way 

and I’ll go this. Move, now, and don’t leave any tracks behind you.” 

Potter started on a trot that quickly increased to a run. The half-breed stood looking after him. 

He muttered: 



“If he’s as much stunned with the lick and fuddled with the rum as he had the look of being, 

he won’t think of the knife till he’s gone so far he’ll be afraid to come back after it to such a 

place by himself—chicken-heart!” 

Two or three minutes later the murdered man, the blanketed corpse, the lidless coffin, and the 

open grave were under no inspection but the moon’s. The stillness was complete again, too. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER X 

 

THE two boys flew on and on, toward the village, speechless with horror. They glanced 

backward over their shoulders from time to time, apprehensively, as if they feared they might be 

followed. Every stump that started up in their path seemed a man and an enemy, and made them 

catch their breath; and as they sped by some outlying cottages that lay near the village, the 

barking of the aroused watch-dogs seemed to give wings to their feet. 

“If we can only get to the old tannery before we break down!” whispered Tom, in short 

catches between breaths. “I can’t stand it much longer.” 

Huckleberry’s hard pantings were his only reply, and the boys fixed their eyes on the goal of 

their hopes and bent to their work to win it. They gained steadily on it, and at last, breast to 

breast, they burst through the open door and fell grateful and exhausted in the sheltering shadows 

beyond. By and by their pulses slowed down, and Tom whispered: 

“Huckleberry, what do you reckon’ll come of this?” 

“If Doctor Robinson dies, I reckon hanging’ll come of it.” 

“Do you though?” 

“Why, I know it, Tom.” 

Tom thought a while, then he said: 

“Who’ll tell? We?” 

“What are you talking about? S’pose something happened and Injun Joe didn’t hang? Why, 

he’d kill us some time or other, just as dead sure as we’re a laying here.” 

“That’s just what I was thinking to myself, Huck.” 

“If anybody tells, let Muff Potter do it, if he’s fool enough. He’s generally drunk enough.” 

Tom said nothing—went on thinking. Presently he whispered: 

“Huck, Muff Potter don’t know it. How can he tell?” 

“What’s the reason he don’t know it?” 

“Because he’d just got that whack when Injun Joe done it. D’you reckon he could see 

anything? D’you reckon he knowed anything?” 

“By hokey, that’s so, Tom!” 

“And besides, look-a-here—maybe that whack done for him!” 

“No, ’taint likely, Tom. He had liquor in him; I could see that; and besides, he always has. 

Well, when pap’s full, you might take and belt him over the head with a church and you couldn’t 

phase him. He says so, his own self. So it’s the same with Muff Potter, of course. But if a man 

was dead sober, I reckon maybe that whack might fetch him; I dono.” 

After another reflective silence, Tom said: 

“Hucky, you sure you can keep mum?” 

“Tom, we got to keep mum. You know that. That Injun devil wouldn’t make any more of 

drownding us than a couple of cats, if we was to squeak ’bout this and they didn’t hang him. 

Now, look-a-here, Tom, less take and swear to one another—that’s what we got to do—swear to 

keep mum.” 



 

 

 



 

 

 



“I’m agreed. It’s the best thing. Would you just hold hands and swear that we—” 

“Oh no, that wouldn’t do for this. That’s good enough for little rubbishy common things—

specially with gals, cuz they go back on you anyway, and blab if they get in a huff—but there 

orter be writing ’bout a big thing like this. And blood.” 

Tom’s whole being applauded this idea. It was deep, and dark, and awful; the hour, the 

circumstances, the surroundings, were in keeping with it. He picked up a clean pine shingle that 

lay in the moon-light, took a little fragment of “red keel” out of his pocket, got the moon on his 

work, and painfully scrawled these lines, emphasizing each slow down-stroke by clamping his 

tongue between his teeth, and letting up the pressure on the up-strokes. [See next page.] 

“Huck Finn and Tom Sawyer swears they will keep mum about This and They wish They may 

Drop down dead in Their Tracks if They ever Tell and Rot.” 

Huckleberry was filled with admiration of Tom’s facility in writing, and the sublimity of his 

language. He at once took a pin from his lapel and was going to prick his flesh, but Tom said: 

“Hold on! Don’t do that. A pin’s brass. It might have verdigrease on it.” 

“What’s verdigrease?” 

“It’s p’ison. That’s what it is. You just swaller some of it once—you’ll see.” 

So Tom unwound the thread from one of his needles, and each boy pricked the ball of his 

thumb and squeezed out a drop of blood. In time, after many squeezes, Tom managed to sign his 

initials, using the ball of his little finger for a pen. Then he showed Huckleberry how to make an 

H and an F, and the oath was complete. They buried the shingle close to the wall, with some 

dismal ceremonies and incantations, and the fetters that bound their tongues were considered to 

be locked and the key thrown away. 

A figure crept stealthily through a break in the other end of the ruined building, now, but they 

did not notice it. 

“Tom,” whispered Huckleberry, “does this keep us from ever telling—always?” 

“Of course it does. It don’t make any difference what happens, we got to keep mum. We’d 

drop down dead—don’t you know that?” 

“Yes, I reckon that’s so.” 

They continued to whisper for some little time. Presently a dog set up a long, lugubrious howl 

just outside—within ten feet of them. The boys clasped each other suddenly, in an agony of 

fright. 

“Which of us does he mean?” gasped Huckleberry. 

“I dono—peep through the crack. Quick!” 

“No, you, Tom!” 

“I can’t—I can’t do it, Huck!” 

“Please, Tom. There ’tis again!” 

“Oh, lordy, I’m thankful!” whispered Tom. “I know his voice. It’s Bull Harbison.” * 

[* If Mr. Harbison owned a slave named Bull, Tom would have spoken of him as “Harbison’s 

Bull,” but a son or a dog of that name was “Bull Harbison.”] 

“Oh, that’s good—I tell you, Tom, I was most scared to death; I’d a bet anything it was 

a stray dog.” 

The dog howled again. The boys’ hearts sank once more. 



“Oh, my! that ain’t no Bull Harbison!” whispered Huckleberry. “Do, Tom!” 

Tom, quaking with fear, yielded, and put his eye to the crack. His whisper was hardly audible 

when he said: 

“Oh, Huck, its a stray dog!” 

“Quick, Tom, quick! Who does he mean?” 

“Huck, he must mean us both—we’re right together.” 

“Oh, Tom, I reckon we’re goners. I reckon there ain’t no mistake ’bout where I’ll go to. I been 

so wicked.” 

“Dad fetch it! This comes of playing hookey and doing everything a feller’s told not to do. I 

might a been good, like Sid, if I’d a tried—but no, I wouldn’t, of course. But if ever I get off this 

time, I lay I’ll just waller in Sunday-schools!” And Tom began to snuffle a little. 

“You bad!” and Huckleberry began to snuffle too. “Consound it, Tom Sawyer, you’re just old 

pie, ’long-side o’ what I am. Oh, lordy, lordy, lordy, I wisht I only had half your chance.” 

Tom choked off and whispered: 

“Look, Hucky, look! He’s got his back to us!” 

Hucky looked, with joy in his heart. 

“Well, he has, by jingoes! Did he before?” 

“Yes, he did. But I, like a fool, never thought. Oh, this is bully, you know. Now who can he 

mean?” 

The howling stopped. Tom pricked up his ears. 

“Sh! What’s that?” he whispered. 

“Sounds like—like hogs grunting. No—it’s somebody snoring, Tom.” 

“That is it! Where ’bouts is it, Huck?” 

“I bleeve it’s down at ’tother end. Sounds so, anyway. Pap used to sleep there, sometimes, 

’long with the hogs, but laws bless you, he just lifts things when he snores. Besides, I reckon he 

ain’t ever coming back to this town any more.” 

The spirit of adventure rose in the boys’ souls once more. 

“Hucky, do you das’t to go if I lead?” 

“I don’t like to, much. Tom, s’pose it’s Injun Joe!” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Tom quailed. But presently the temptation rose up strong again and the boys agreed to try, 

with the understanding that they would take to their heels if the snoring stopped. So they went 

tiptoeing stealthily down, the one behind the other. When they had got to within five steps of the 

snorer, Tom stepped on a stick, and it broke with a sharp snap. The man moaned, writhed a little, 

and his face came into the moonlight. It was Muff Potter. The boys’ hearts had stood still, and 

their hopes too, when the man moved, but their fears passed away now. They tip-toed out, 

through the broken weather-boarding, and stopped at a little distance to exchange a parting word. 

That long, lugubrious howl rose on the night air again! They turned and saw the strange dog 

standing within a few feet of where Potter was lying, and facing Potter, with his nose pointing 

heavenward. 

“Oh, geeminy, it’s him!” exclaimed both boys, in a breath. 

“Say, Tom—they say a stray dog come howling around Johnny Miller’s house, ’bout 

midnight, as much as two weeks ago; and a whippoorwill come in and lit on the banisters and 

sung, the very same evening; and there ain’t anybody dead there yet.” 



“Well, I know that. And suppose there ain’t. Didn’t Gracie Miller fall in the kitchen fire and 

burn herself terrible the very next Saturday?” 

“Yes, but she ain’t dead. And what’s more, she’s getting better, too.” 

“All right, you wait and see. She’s a goner, just as dead sure as Muff Potter’s a goner. That’s 

what the niggers say, and they know all about these kind of things, Huck.” 

Then they separated, cogitating. When Tom crept in at his bedroom window the night was 

almost spent. He undressed with excessive caution, and fell asleep congratulating himself that 

nobody knew of his escapade. He was not aware that the gently-snoring Sid was awake, and had 

been so for an hour. 

When Tom awoke, Sid was dressed and gone. There was a late look in the light, a late sense in 

the atmosphere. He was startled. Why had he not been called—persecuted till he was up, as 

usual? The thought filled him with bodings. Within five minutes he was dressed and down-stairs, 

feeling sore and drowsy. The family were still at table, but they had finished breakfast. There 

was no voice of rebuke; but there were averted eyes; there was a silence and an air of solemnity 

that struck a chill to the culprit’s heart. He sat down and tried to seem gay, but it was up-hill 

work; it roused no smile, no response, and he lapsed into silence and let his heart sink down to 

the depths. 

After breakfast his aunt took him aside, and Tom almost brightened in the hope that he was 

going to be flogged; but it was not so. His aunt wept over him and asked him how he could go 

and break her old heart so; and finally told him to go on, and ruin himself and bring her gray 

hairs with sorrow to the grave, for it was no use for her to try any more. This was worse than a 

thousand whippings, and Tom’s heart was sorer now than his body. He cried, he pleaded for 

forgiveness, promised to reform over and over again, and then received his dismissal, feeling that 

he had won but an imperfect forgiveness and established but a feeble confidence. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

He left the presence too miserable to even feel revengeful toward Sid; and so the latter’s 

prompt retreat through the back gate was unnecessary. He moped to school gloomy and sad, and 

took his flogging, along with Joe Harper, for playing hookey the day before, with the air of one 

whose heart was busy with heavier woes and wholly dead to trifles. Then he betook himself to 

his seat, rested his elbows on his desk and his jaws in his hands, and stared at the wall with the 

stony stare of suffering that has reached the limit and can no further go. His elbow was pressing 

against some hard substance. After a long time he slowly and sadly changed his position, and 

took up this object with a sigh. It was in a paper. He unrolled it. A long, lingering, colossal sigh 

followed, and his heart broke. It was his brass andiron knob! 

This final feather broke the camel’s back. 

  



CHAPTER XI 

 

CLOSE upon the hour of noon the whole village was suddenly electrified with the ghastly news. 

No need of the as yet un-dreamed-of telegraph; the tale flew from man to man, from group to 

group, from house to house, with little less than telegraphic speed. Of course the schoolmaster 

gave holi-day for that afternoon; the town would have thought strangely of him if he had not. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A gory knife had been found close to the murdered man, and it had been recognized by 

somebody as belonging to Muff Potter—so the story ran. And it was said that a belated citizen 

had come upon Potter washing himself in the “branch” about one or two o’clock in the morning, 

and that Potter had at once sneaked off—suspicious circumstances, especially the washing which 



was not a habit with Potter. It was also said that the town had been ransacked for this “murderer” 

(the public are not slow in the matter of sifting evidence and arriving at a verdict), but that he 

could not be found. Horsemen had departed down all the roads in every direction, and the Sheriff 

“was confident” that he would be captured before night. 

All the town was drifting toward the graveyard. Tom’s heartbreak vanished and he joined the 

procession, not because he would not a thousand times rather go anywhere else, but because an 

awful, unaccountable fascination drew him on. Arrived at the dreadful place, he wormed his 

small body through the crowd and saw the dismal spectacle. It seemed to him an age since he 

was there before. Somebody pinched his arm. He turned, and his eyes met Huckleberry’s. Then 

both looked elsewhere at once, and wondered if anybody had noticed anything in their mutual 

glance. But everybody was talking, and intent upon the grisly spectacle before them. 

“Poor fellow!” “Poor young fellow!” “This ought to be a lesson to grave robbers!” “Muff 

Potter’ll hang for this if they catch him!” This was the drift of remark; and the minister said, “It 

was a judgment; His hand is here.” 

Now Tom shivered from head to heel; for his eye fell upon the stolid face of Injun Joe. At this 

moment the crowd began to sway and struggle, and voices shouted, “It’s him! it’s him! he’s 

coming himself!” 

“Who? Who?” from twenty voices. 

“Muff Potter!” 

“Hallo, he’s stopped!—Look out, he’s turning! Don’t let him get away!” 

People in the branches of the trees over Tom’s head said he wasn’t trying to get away—he 

only looked doubtful and perplexed. 

“Infernal impudence!” said a bystander; “wanted to come and take a quiet look at his work, I 

reckon—didn’t expect any company.” 

The crowd fell apart, now, and the Sheriff came through, ostentatiously leading Potter by the 

arm. The poor fellow’s face was haggard, and his eyes showed the fear that was upon him. When 

he stood before the murdered man, he shook as with a palsy, and he put his face in his hands and 

burst into tears. 

“I didn’t do it, friends,” he sobbed; “’pon my word and honor I never done it.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Who’s accused you?” shouted a voice. 

This shot seemed to carry home. Potter lifted his face and looked around him with a pathetic 

hopelessness in his eyes. He saw Injun Joe, and exclaimed: 

“Oh, Injun Joe, you promised me you’d never—” 

“Is that your knife?” and it was thrust before him by the Sheriff. 

Potter would have fallen if they had not caught him and eased him to the ground. Then he 

said: 

“Something told me ’t if I didn’t come back and get—” He shuddered; then waved his 

nerveless hand with a vanquished gesture and said, “Tell ’em, Joe, tell ’em—it ain’t any use any 

more.” 

Then Huckleberry and Tom stood dumb and staring, and heard the stony-hearted liar reel off 

his serene statement, they expecting every moment that the clear sky would deliver God’s 

lightnings upon his head, and wondering to see how long the stroke was delayed. And when he 

had finished and still stood alive and whole, their wavering impulse to break their oath and save 

the poor betrayed prisoner’s life faded and vanished away, for plainly this miscreant had sold 

himself to Satan and it would be fatal to meddle with the property of such a power as that. 



“Why didn’t you leave? What did you want to come here for?” somebody said. 

“I couldn’t help it—I couldn’t help it,” Potter moaned. “I wanted to run away, but I couldn’t 

seem to come anywhere but here.” And he fell to sobbing again. 

Injun Joe repeated his statement, just as calmly, a few minutes afterward on the inquest, under 

oath; and the boys, seeing that the lightnings were still withheld, were confirmed in their belief 

that Joe had sold himself to the devil. He was now become, to them, the most balefully 

interesting object they had ever looked upon, and they could not take their fascinated eyes from 

his face. 

They inwardly resolved to watch him nights, when opportunity should offer, in the hope of 

getting a glimpse of his dread master. 

Injun Joe helped to raise the body of the murdered man and put it in a wagon for removal; and 

it was whispered through the shuddering crowd that the wound bled a little! The boys thought 

that this happy circumstance would turn suspicion in the right direction; but they were 

disappointed, for more than one villager remarked: 

“It was within three feet of Muff Potter when it done it.” 

Tom’s fearful secret and gnawing conscience disturbed his sleep for as much as a week after 

this; and at breakfast one morning Sid said: 

“Tom, you pitch around and talk in your sleep so much that you keep me awake half the time.” 

Tom blanched and dropped his eyes. 

“It’s a bad sign,” said Aunt Polly, gravely. “What you got on your mind, Tom?” 

“Nothing. Nothing ’t I know of.” But the boy’s hand shook so that he spilled his coffee. 

“And you do talk such stuff,” Sid said. “Last night you said, ‘It’s blood, it’s blood, that’s what 

it is!’ You said that over and over. And you said, ‘Don’t torment me so—I’ll tell!’ Tell what? 

What is it you’ll tell?” 

Everything was swimming before Tom. There is no telling what might have happened, now, 

but luckily the concern passed out of Aunt Polly’s face and she came to Tom’s relief without 

knowing it. She said: 

“Sho! It’s that dreadful murder. I dream about it most every night myself. Sometimes I dream 

it’s me that done it.” 

Mary said she had been affected much the same way. Sid seemed satisfied. Tom got out of the 

presence as quick as he plausibly could, and after that he complained of toothache for a week, 

and tied up his jaws every night. He never knew that Sid lay nightly watching, and frequently 

slipped the bandage free and then leaned on his elbow listening a good while at a time, and 

afterward slipped the bandage back to its place again. Tom’s distress of mind wore off gradually 

and the toothache grew irksome and was discarded. If Sid really managed to make anything out 

of Tom’s disjointed mutterings, he kept it to himself. 

It seemed to Tom that his schoolmates never would get done holding inquests on dead cats, 

and thus keeping his trouble present to his mind. Sid noticed that Tom never was coroner at one 

of these inquiries, though it had been his habit to take the lead in all new enterprises; he noticed, 

too, that Tom never acted as a witness—and that was strange; and Sid did not overlook the fact 

that Tom even showed a marked aversion to these inquests, and always avoided them when he 

could. Sid marvelled, but said nothing. However, even inquests went out of vogue at last, and 

ceased to torture Tom’s conscience. 



Every day or two, during this time of sorrow, Tom watched his opportunity and went to the 

little grated jail-window and smuggled such small comforts through to the “murderer” as he 

could get hold of. The jail was a trifling little brick den that stood in a marsh at the edge of the 

village, and no guards were afforded for it; indeed, it was seldom occupied. These offerings 

greatly helped to ease Tom’s conscience. 

The villagers had a strong desire to tar-and-feather Injun Joe and ride him on a rail, for body-

snatching, but so formidable was his character that nobody could be found who was willing to 

take the lead in the matter, so it was dropped. He had been careful to begin both of his inquest-

statements with the fight, without confessing the grave-robbery that preceded it; therefore it was 

deemed wisest not to try the case in the courts at present. 

 

 

 

 
  



CHAPTER XII 

 

ONE of the reasons why Tom’s mind had drifted away from its secret troubles was, that it had 

found a new and weighty matter to interest itself about. Becky Thatcher had stopped coming to 

school. Tom had struggled with his pride a few days, and tried to “whistle her down the wind,” 

but failed. He began to find himself hanging around her father’s house, nights, and feeling very 

miserable. She was ill. What if she should die! There was distraction in the thought. He no longer 

took an interest in war, nor even in piracy. The charm of life was gone; there was nothing but 

dreariness left. He put his hoop away, and his bat; there was no joy in them any more. His aunt 

was concerned. She began to try all manner of remedies on him. She was one of those people 

who are infatuated with patent medicines and all new-fangled methods of producing health or 

mending it. She was an inveterate experimenter in these things. When something fresh in this 

line came out she was in a fever, right away, to try it; not on herself, for she was never ailing, but 

on anybody else that came handy. She was a subscriber for all the “Health” periodicals and 

phrenological frauds; and the solemn ignorance they were inflated with was breath to her 

nostrils. All the “rot” they contained about ventilation, and how to go to bed, and how to get up, 

and what to eat, and what to drink, and how much exercise to take, and what frame of mind to 

keep one’s self in, and what sort of clothing to wear, was all gospel to her, and she never 

observed that her health-journals of the current month customarily upset everything they had 

recommended the month before. She was as simple-hearted and honest as the day was long, and 

so she was an easy victim. She gathered together her quack periodicals and her quack medicines, 

and thus armed with death, went about on her pale horse, metaphorically speaking, with “hell 

following after.” But she never suspected that she was not an angel of healing and the balm of 

Gilead in disguise, to the suffering neighbors. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The water treatment was new, now, and Tom’s low condition was a windfall to her. She had 

him out at daylight every morning, stood him up in the wood-shed and drowned him with a 

deluge of cold water; then she scrubbed him down with a towel like a file, and so brought him to; 

then she rolled him up in a wet sheet and put him away under blankets till she sweated his soul 

clean and “the yellow stains of it came through his pores”—as Tom said. 

Yet notwithstanding all this, the boy grew more and more melancholy and pale and dejected. 

She added hot baths, sitz baths, shower baths, and plunges. The boy remained as dismal as a 

hearse. She began to assist the water with a slim oatmeal diet and blister-plasters. She calculated 

his capacity as she would a jug’s, and filled him up every day with quack cure-alls. 

Tom had become indifferent to persecution by this time. This phase filled the old lady’s heart 

with consternation. This indifference must be broken up at any cost. Now she heard of Pain-

killer for the first time. She ordered a lot at once. She tasted it and was filled with gratitude. It 

was simply fire in a liquid form. She dropped the water treatment and everything else, and 

pinned her faith to Pain-killer. She gave Tom a teaspoonful and watched with the deepest anxiety 

for the result. Her troubles were instantly at rest, her soul at peace again; for the “indifference” 

was broken up. The boy could not have shown a wilder, heartier interest, if she had built a fire 

under him. 



Tom felt that it was time to wake up; this sort of life might be romantic enough, in his blighted 

condition, but it was getting to have too little sentiment and too much distracting variety about it. 

So he thought over various plans for relief, and finally hit upon that of professing to be fond of 

Pain-killer. He asked for it so often that he became a nuisance, and his aunt ended by telling him 

to help himself and quit bothering her. If it had been Sid, she would have had no misgivings to 

alloy her delight; but since it was Tom, she watched the bottle clandestinely. She found that the 

medicine did really diminish, but it did not occur to her that the boy was mending the health of a 

crack in the sitting-room floor with it. 

One day Tom was in the act of dosing the crack when his aunt’s yellow cat came along, 

purring, eyeing the teaspoon avariciously, and begging for a taste. Tom said: 

“Don’t ask for it unless you want it, Peter.” 

But Peter signified that he did want it. 

“You better make sure.” 

Peter was sure. 

“Now you’ve asked for it, and I’ll give it to you, because there ain’t anything mean about me; 

but if you find you don’t like it, you mustn’t blame anybody but your own self.” 

Peter was agreeable. So Tom pried his mouth open and poured down the Pain-killer. Peter 

sprang a couple of yards in the air, and then delivered a war-whoop and set off round and round 

the room, banging against furniture, upsetting flower-pots, and making general havoc. Next he 

rose on his hind feet and pranced around, in a frenzy of enjoyment, with his head over his 

shoulder and his voice proclaiming his unappeasable happiness. Then he went tearing around the 

house again spreading chaos and destruction in his path. Aunt Polly entered in time to see him 

throw a few double summersets, deliver a final mighty hurrah, and sail through the open 

window, carrying the rest of the flower-pots with him. The old lady stood petrified with 

astonishment, peering over her glasses; Tom lay on the floor expiring with laughter. 

“Tom, what on earth ails that cat?” 

“I don’t know, aunt,” gasped the boy. 

“Why, I never see anything like it. What did make him act so?” 

“Deed I don’t know, Aunt Polly; cats always act so when they’re having a good time.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“They do, do they?” There was something in the tone that made Tom apprehensive. 

“Yes’m. That is, I believe they do.” 

“You do?” 

“Yes’m.” 

The old lady was bending down, Tom watching, with interest emphasized by anxiety. Too late 

he divined her “drift.” The handle of the telltale tea-spoon was visible under the bed-valance. 

Aunt Polly took it, held it up. Tom winced, and dropped his eyes. Aunt Polly raised him by the 

usual handle—his ear—and cracked his head soundly with her thimble. 

“Now, sir, what did you want to treat that poor dumb beast so, for?” 

“I done it out of pity for him—because he hadn’t any aunt.” 

“Hadn’t any aunt!—you numskull. What has that got to do with it?” 

“Heaps. Because if he’d had one she’d a burnt him out herself! She’d a roasted his bowels out 

of him ’thout any more feeling than if he was a human!” 

Aunt Polly felt a sudden pang of remorse. This was putting the thing in a new light; what was 

cruelty to a cat might be cruelty to a boy, too. She began to soften; she felt sorry. Her eyes 

watered a little, and she put her hand on Tom’s head and said gently: 



“I was meaning for the best, Tom. And, Tom, it did do you good.” 

Tom looked up in her face with just a perceptible twinkle peeping through his gravity. 

“I know you was meaning for the best, aunty, and so was I with Peter. It done him good, too. I 

never see him get around so since—” 

“Oh, go ’long with you, Tom, before you aggravate me again. And you try and see if you can’t 

be a good boy, for once, and you needn’t take any more medicine.” 

Tom reached school ahead of time. It was noticed that this strange thing had been occurring 

every day latterly. And now, as usual of late, he hung about the gate of the schoolyard instead of 

playing with his comrades. He was sick, he said, and he looked it. He tried to seem to be looking 

everywhere but whither he really was looking—down the road. Presently Jeff Thatcher hove in 

sight, and Tom’s face lighted; he gazed a moment, and then turned sorrowfully away. When Jeff 

arrived, Tom accosted him; and “led up” warily to opportunities for remark about Becky, but the 

giddy lad never could see the bait. Tom watched and watched, hoping whenever a frisking frock 

came in sight, and hating the owner of it as soon as he saw she was not the right one. At last 

frocks ceased to appear, and he dropped hopelessly into the dumps; he entered the empty 

schoolhouse and sat down to suffer. Then one more frock passed in at the gate, and Tom’s heart 

gave a great bound. The next instant he was out, and “going on” like an Indian; yelling, laughing, 

chasing boys, jumping over the fence at risk of life and limb, throwing handsprings, standing on 

his head—doing all the heroic things he could conceive of, and keeping a furtive eye out, all the 

while, to see if Becky Thatcher was noticing. But she seemed to be unconscious of it all; she 

never looked. Could it be possible that she was not aware that he was there? He carried his 

exploits to her immediate vicinity; came war-whooping around, snatched a boy’s cap, hurled it to 

the roof of the schoolhouse, broke through a group of boys, tumbling them in every direction, 

and fell sprawling, himself, under Becky’s nose, almost upsetting her—and she turned, with her 

nose in the air, and he heard her say: “Mf! some people think they’re mighty smart—always 

showing off!” 

Tom’s cheeks burned. He gathered himself up and sneaked off, crushed and crestfallen. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XIII 

 

TOM’S mind was made up now. He was gloomy and desperate. He was a forsaken, friendless 

boy, he said; nobody loved him; when they found out what they had driven him to, perhaps they 

would be sorry; he had tried to do right and get along, but they would not let him; since nothing 

would do them but to be rid of him, let it be so; and let them blame him for the consequences—

why shouldn’t they? What right had the friendless to complain? Yes, they had forced him to it at 

last: he would lead a life of crime. There was no choice. 

By this time he was far down Meadow Lane, and the bell for school to “take up” tinkled 

faintly upon his ear. He sobbed, now, to think he should never, never hear that old familiar sound 

any more—it was very hard, but it was forced on him; since he was driven out into the cold 

world, he must submit—but he forgave them. Then the sobs came thick and fast. 

Just at this point he met his soul’s sworn comrade, Joe Harper—hard-eyed, and with evidently 

a great and dismal purpose in his heart. Plainly here were “two souls with but a single thought.” 

Tom, wiping his eyes with his sleeve, began to blubber out something about a resolution to 

escape from hard usage and lack of sympathy at home by roaming abroad into the great world 

never to return; and ended by hoping that Joe would not forget him. 

But it transpired that this was a request which Joe had just been going to make of Tom, and 

had come to hunt him up for that purpose. His mother had whipped him for drinking some cream 

which he had never tasted and knew nothing about; it was plain that she was tired of him and 

wished him to go; if she felt that way, there was nothing for him to do but succumb; he hoped 

she would be happy, and never regret having driven her poor boy out into the unfeeling world to 

suffer and die. 

As the two boys walked sorrowing along, they made a new compact to stand by each other and 

be brothers and never separate till death relieved them of their troubles. Then they began to lay 

their plans. Joe was for being a hermit, and living on crusts in a remote cave, and dying, some 

time, of cold and want and grief; but after listening to Tom, he conceded that there were some 

conspicuous advantages about a life of crime, and so he consented to be a pirate. 

Three miles below St. Petersburg, at a point where the Mississippi River was a trifle over a 

mile wide, there was a long, narrow, wooded island, with a shallow bar at the head of it, and this 

offered well as a rendezvous. It was not inhabited; it lay far over toward the further shore, 

abreast a dense and almost wholly unpeopled forest. So Jackson’s Island was chosen. Who were 

to be the subjects of their piracies was a matter that did not occur to them. Then they hunted up 

Huckleberry Finn, and he joined them promptly, for all careers were one to him; he was 

indifferent. They presently separated to meet at a lonely spot on the river-bank two miles above 

the village at the favorite hour—which was midnight. There was a small log raft there which 

they meant to capture. Each would bring hooks and lines, and such provision as he could steal in 

the most dark and mysterious way—as became outlaws. And before the afternoon was done, they 

had all managed to enjoy the sweet glory of spreading the fact that pretty soon the town would 

“hear something.” All who got this vague hint were cautioned to “be mum and wait.” 

About midnight Tom arrived with a boiled ham and a few trifles, and stopped in a dense 

undergrowth on a small bluff overlooking the meeting-place. It was starlight, and very still. The 

mighty river lay like an ocean at rest. Tom listened a moment, but no sound disturbed the quiet. 



Then he gave a low, distinct whistle. It was answered from under the bluff. Tom whistled twice 

more; these signals were answered in the same way. Then a guarded voice said: 

“Who goes there?” 

“Tom Sawyer, the Black Avenger of the Spanish Main. Name your names.” 

“Huck Finn the Red-Handed, and Joe Harper the Terror of the Seas.” Tom had furnished these 

titles, from his favorite literature. 

“’Tis well. Give the countersign.” 

Two hoarse whispers delivered the same awful word simultaneously to the brooding night: 

“Blood!” 

Then Tom tumbled his ham over the bluff and let himself down after it, tearing both skin and 

clothes to some extent in the effort. There was an easy, comfortable path along the shore under 

the bluff, but it lacked the advantages of difficulty and danger so valued by a pirate. 

The Terror of the Seas had brought a side of bacon, and had about worn himself out with 

getting it there. Finn the Red-Handed had stolen a skillet and a quantity of half-cured leaf 

tobacco, and had also brought a few corn-cobs to make pipes with. But none of the pirates 

smoked or “chewed” but himself. The Black Avenger of the Spanish Main said it would never do 

to start without some fire. That was a wise thought; matches were hardly known there in that 

day. They saw a fire smouldering upon a great raft a hundred yards above, and they went 

stealthily thither and helped themselves to a chunk. They made an imposing adventure of it, 

saying, “Hist!” every now and then, and suddenly halting with finger on lip; moving with hands 

on imaginary dagger-hilts; and giving orders in dismal whispers that if “the foe” stirred, to “let 

him have it to the hilt,” because “dead men tell no tales.” They knew well enough that the 

raftsmen were all down at the village laying in stores or having a spree, but still that was no 

excuse for their conducting this thing in an unpiratical way. 

They shoved off, presently, Tom in command, Huck at the after oar and Joe at the forward. 

Tom stood amidships, gloomy-browed, and with folded arms, and gave his orders in a low, stern 

whisper: 

“Luff, and bring her to the wind!” 

“Aye-aye, sir!” 

“Steady, steady-y-y-y!” 

“Steady it is, sir!” 

“Let her go off a point!” 

“Point it is, sir!” 

As the boys steadily and monotonously drove the raft toward mid-stream it was no doubt 

understood that these orders were given only for “style,” and were not intended to mean anything 

in particular. 

“What sail’s she carrying?” 

“Courses, tops’ls, and flying-jib, sir.” 

“Send the r’yals up! Lay out aloft, there, half a dozen of ye—foretopmaststuns’l! Lively, 

now!” 

“Aye-aye, sir!” 

“Shake out that maintogalans’l! Sheets and braces! now my hearties!” 



“Aye-aye, sir!” 

“Hellum-a-lee—hard a port! Stand by to meet her when she comes! Port, port! Now, men! 

With a will! Stead-y-y-y!” 

“Steady it is, sir!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The raft drew beyond the middle of the river; the boys pointed her head right, and then lay on 

their oars. The river was not high, so there was not more than a two or three mile current. Hardly 

a word was said during the next three-quarters of an hour. Now the raft was passing before the 

distant town. Two or three glimmering lights showed where it lay, peacefully sleeping, beyond 

the vague vast sweep of star-gemmed water, unconscious of the tremendous event that was 

happening. The Black Avenger stood still with folded arms, “looking his last” upon the scene of 

his former joys and his later sufferings, and wishing “she” could see him now, abroad on the 

wild sea, facing peril and death with dauntless heart, going to his doom with a grim smile on his 



lips. It was but a small strain on his imagination to remove Jackson’s Island beyond eye-shot of 

the village, and so he “looked his last” with a broken and satisfied heart. The other pirates were 

looking their last, too; and they all looked so long that they came near letting the current drift 

them out of the range of the island. But they discovered the danger in time, and made shift to 

avert it. About two o’clock in the morning the raft grounded on the bar two hundred yards above 

the head of the island, and they waded back and forth until they had landed their freight. Part of 

the little raft’s belongings consisted of an old sail, and this they spread over a nook in the bushes 

for a tent to shelter their provisions; but they themselves would sleep in the open air in good 

weather, as became outlaws. 

They built a fire against the side of a great log twenty or thirty steps within the sombre depths 

of the forest, and then cooked some bacon in the frying-pan for supper, and used up half of the 

corn “pone” stock they had brought. It seemed glorious sport to be feasting in that wild, free way 

in the virgin forest of an unexplored and uninhabited island, far from the haunts of men, and they 

said they never would return to civilization. The climbing fire lit up their faces and threw its 

ruddy glare upon the pillared tree-trunks of their forest temple, and upon the varnished foliage 

and festooning vines. 

When the last crisp slice of bacon was gone, and the last allowance of corn pone devoured, the 

boys stretched themselves out on the grass, filled with contentment. They could have found a 

cooler place, but they would not deny themselves such a romantic feature as the roasting 

campfire. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Ain’t it gay?” said Joe. 

“It’s nuts!” said Tom. “What would the boys say if they could see us?” 

“Say? Well, they’d just die to be here—hey, Hucky!” 

“I reckon so,” said Huckleberry; “anyways, I’m suited. I don’t want nothing better’n this. I 

don’t ever get enough to eat, gen’ally—and here they can’t come and pick at a feller and bullyrag 

him so.” 

“It’s just the life for me,” said Tom. “You don’t have to get up, mornings, and you don’t have 

to go to school, and wash, and all that blame foolishness. You see a pirate don’t have to 

do anything, Joe, when he’s ashore, but a hermit he has to be praying considerable, and then he 

don’t have any fun, anyway, all by himself that way.” 

“Oh yes, that’s so,” said Joe, “but I hadn’t thought much about it, you know. I’d a good deal 

rather be a pirate, now that I’ve tried it.” 

“You see,” said Tom, “people don’t go much on hermits, nowadays, like they used to in old 

times, but a pirate’s always respected. And a hermit’s got to sleep on the hardest place he can 

find, and put sackcloth and ashes on his head, and stand out in the rain, and—” 



“What does he put sackcloth and ashes on his head for?” inquired Huck. 

“I dono. But they’ve got to do it. Hermits always do. You’d have to do that if you was a 

hermit.” 

“Dern’d if I would,” said Huck. 

“Well, what would you do?” 

“I dono. But I wouldn’t do that.” 

“Why, Huck, you’d have to. How’d you get around it?” 

“Why, I just wouldn’t stand it. I’d run away.” 

“Run away! Well, you would be a nice old slouch of a hermit. You’d be a disgrace.” 

The Red-Handed made no response, being better employed. He had finished gouging out a 

cob, and now he fitted a weed stem to it, loaded it with tobacco, and was pressing a coal to the 

charge and blowing a cloud of fragrant smoke—he was in the full bloom of luxurious 

contentment. The other pirates envied him this majestic vice, and secretly resolved to acquire it 

shortly. Presently Huck said: 

“What does pirates have to do?” 

Tom said: 

“Oh, they have just a bully time—take ships and burn them, and get the money and bury it in 

awful places in their island where there’s ghosts and things to watch it, and kill everybody in the 

ships—make ’em walk a plank.” 

“And they carry the women to the island,” said Joe; “they don’t kill the women.” 

“No,” assented Tom, “they don’t kill the women—they’re too noble. And the women’s always 

beautiful, too. 

“And don’t they wear the bulliest clothes! Oh no! All gold and silver and di’monds,” said Joe, 

with enthusiasm. 

“Who?” said Huck. 

“Why, the pirates.” 

Huck scanned his own clothing forlornly. 

“I reckon I ain’t dressed fitten for a pirate,” said he, with a regretful pathos in his voice; “but I 

ain’t got none but these.” 

But the other boys told him the fine clothes would come fast enough, after they should have 

begun their adventures. They made him understand that his poor rags would do to begin with, 

though it was customary for wealthy pirates to start with a proper wardrobe. 

Gradually their talk died out and drowsiness began to steal upon the eyelids of the little waifs. 

The pipe dropped from the fingers of the Red-Handed, and he slept the sleep of the conscience-

free and the weary. The Terror of the Seas and the Black Avenger of the Spanish Main had more 

difficulty in getting to sleep. They said their prayers inwardly, and lying down, since there was 

nobody there with authority to make them kneel and recite aloud; in truth, they had a mind not to 

say them at all, but they were afraid to proceed to such lengths as that, lest they might call down 

a sudden and special thunderbolt from heaven. Then at once they reached and hovered upon the 

imminent verge of sleep—but an intruder came, now, that would not “down.” It was conscience. 

They began to feel a vague fear that they had been doing wrong to run away; and next they 

thought of the stolen meat, and then the real torture came. They tried to argue it away by 



reminding conscience that they had purloined sweetmeats and apples scores of times; but 

conscience was not to be appeased by such thin plausibilities; it seemed to them, in the end, that 

there was no getting around the stubborn fact that taking sweetmeats was only “hooking,” while 

taking bacon and hams and such valuables was plain simple stealing—and there was a command 

against that in the Bible. So they inwardly resolved that so long as they remained in the business, 

their piracies should not again be sullied with the crime of stealing. Then conscience granted a 

truce, and these curiously inconsistent pirates fell peacefully to sleep. 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XIV 

 

 

WHEN Tom awoke in the morning, he wondered where he was. He sat up and rubbed his eyes 

and looked around. Then he comprehended. It was the cool gray dawn, and there was a delicious 

sense of repose and peace in the deep pervading calm and silence of the woods. Not a leaf 

stirred; not a sound obtruded upon great Nature’s meditation. Beaded dewdrops stood upon the 

leaves and grasses. A white layer of ashes covered the fire, and a thin blue breath of smoke rose 

straight into the air. Joe and Huck still slept. 

Now, far away in the woods a bird called; another answered; presently the hammering of a 

woodpecker was heard. Gradually the cool dim gray of the morning whitened, and as gradually 

sounds multiplied and life manifested itself. The marvel of Nature shaking off sleep and going to 

work unfolded itself to the musing boy. A little green worm came crawling over a dewy leaf, 

lifting two-thirds of his body into the air from time to time and “sniffing around,” then 

proceeding again—for he was measuring, Tom said; and when the worm approached him, of its 

own accord, he sat as still as a stone, with his hopes rising and falling, by turns, as the creature 

still came toward him or seemed inclined to go elsewhere; and when at last it considered a 

painful moment with its curved body in the air and then came decisively down upon Tom’s leg 

and began a journey over him, his whole heart was glad—for that meant that he was going to 

have a new suit of clothes—without the shadow of a doubt a gaudy piratical uniform. Now a 

procession of ants appeared, from nowhere in particular, and went about their labors; one 

struggled manfully by with a dead spider five times as big as itself in its arms, and lugged it 

straight up a tree-trunk. A brown spotted lady-bug climbed the dizzy height of a grass blade, and 

Tom bent down close to it and said, “Lady-bug, lady-bug, fly away home, your house is on fire, 

your children’s alone,” and she took wing and went off to see about it—which did not surprise 

the boy, for he knew of old that this insect was credulous about conflagrations, and he had 

practised upon its simplicity more than once. A tumblebug came next, heaving sturdily at its ball, 

and Tom touched the creature, to see it shut its legs against its body and pretend to be dead. The 

birds were fairly rioting by this time. A catbird, the Northern mocker, lit in a tree over Tom’s 

head, and trilled out her imitations of her neighbors in a rapture of enjoyment; then a shrill jay 

swept down, a flash of blue flame, and stopped on a twig almost within the boy’s reach, cocked 

his head to one side and eyed the strangers with a consuming curiosity; a gray squirrel and a big 

fellow of the “fox” kind came skurrying along, sitting up at intervals to inspect and chatter at the 

boys, for the wild things had probably never seen a human being before and scarcely knew 

whether to be afraid or not. All Nature was wide awake and stirring, now; long lances of sunlight 

pierced down through the dense foliage far and near, and a few butterflies came fluttering upon 

the scene. 

Tom stirred up the other pirates and they all clattered away with a shout, and in a minute or 

two were stripped and chasing after and tumbling over each other in the shallow limpid water of 

the white sandbar. They felt no longing for the little village sleeping in the distance beyond the 

majestic waste of water. A vagrant current or a slight rise in the river had carried off their raft, 

but this only gratified them, since its going was something like burning the bridge between them 

and civilization. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

They came back to camp wonderfully refreshed, glad-hearted, and ravenous; and they soon 

had the camp-fire blazing up again. Huck found a spring of clear cold water close by, and the 

boys made cups of broad oak or hickory leaves, and felt that water, sweetened with such a 

wildwood charm as that, would be a good enough substitute for coffee. While Joe was slicing 

bacon for breakfast, Tom and Huck asked him to hold on a minute; they stepped to a promising 

nook in the river-bank and threw in their lines; almost immediately they had reward. Joe had not 

had time to get impatient before they were back again with some handsome bass, a couple of 

sun-perch and a small catfish—provisions enough for quite a family. They fried the fish with the 

bacon, and were astonished; for no fish had ever seemed so delicious before. They did not know 

that the quicker a fresh-water fish is on the fire after he is caught the better he is; and they 

reflected little upon what a sauce open-air sleeping, open-air exercise, bathing, and a large 

ingredient of hunger make, too. 



They lay around in the shade, after breakfast, while Huck had a smoke, and then went off 

through the woods on an exploring expedition. They tramped gayly along, over decaying logs, 

through tangled underbrush, among solemn monarchs of the forest, hung from their crowns to 

the ground with a drooping regalia of grape-vines. Now and then they came upon snug nooks 

carpeted with grass and jeweled with flowers. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

They found plenty of things to be delighted with, but nothing to be astonished at. They 

discovered that the island was about three miles long and a quarter of a mile wide, and that the 

shore it lay closest to was only separated from it by a narrow channel hardly two hundred yards 

wide. They took a swim about every hour, so it was close upon the middle of the afternoon when 

they got back to camp. They were too hungry to stop to fish, but they fared sumptuously upon 

cold ham, and then threw themselves down in the shade to talk. But the talk soon began to drag, 

and then died. The stillness, the solemnity that brooded in the woods, and the sense of loneliness, 



began to tell upon the spirits of the boys. They fell to thinking. A sort of undefined longing crept 

upon them. This took dim shape, presently—it was budding homesickness. Even Finn the Red-

Handed was dreaming of his doorsteps and empty hogsheads. But they were all ashamed of their 

weakness, and none was brave enough to speak his thought. 

For some time, now, the boys had been dully conscious of a peculiar sound in the distance, 

just as one sometimes is of the ticking of a clock which he takes no distinct note of. But now this 

mysterious sound became more pronounced, and forced a recognition. The boys started, glanced 

at each other, and then each assumed a listening attitude. There was a long silence, profound and 

unbroken; then a deep, sullen boom came floating down out of the distance. 

“What is it!” exclaimed Joe, under his breath. 

“I wonder,” said Tom in a whisper. 

“’Tain’t thunder,” said Huckleberry, in an awed tone, “becuz thunder—” 

“Hark!” said Tom. “Listen—don’t talk.” 

They waited a time that seemed an age, and then the same muffled boom troubled the solemn 

hush. 

“Let’s go and see.” 

They sprang to their feet and hurried to the shore toward the town. They parted the bushes on 

the bank and peered out over the water. The little steam ferry-boat was about a mile below the 

village, drifting with the current. Her broad deck seemed crowded with people. There were a 

great many skiffs rowing about or floating with the stream in the neighborhood of the ferryboat, 

but the boys could not determine what the men in them were doing. Presently a great jet of white 

smoke burst from the ferryboat’s side, and as it expanded and rose in a lazy cloud, that same dull 

throb of sound was borne to the listeners again. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“I know now!” exclaimed Tom; “somebody’s drownded!” 

“That’s it!” said Huck; “they done that last summer, when Bill Turner got drownded; they 

shoot a cannon over the water, and that makes him come up to the top. Yes, and they take loaves 

of bread and put quicksilver in ’em and set ’em afloat, and wherever there’s anybody that’s 

drownded, they’ll float right there and stop.” 

“Yes, I’ve heard about that,” said Joe. “I wonder what makes the bread do that.” 

“Oh, it ain’t the bread, so much,” said Tom; “I reckon it’s mostly what they say over it before 

they start it out.” 

“But they don’t say anything over it,” said Huck. “I’ve seen ’em and they don’t.” 

“Well, that’s funny,” said Tom. “But maybe they say it to themselves. Of course they do. 

Anybody might know that.” 

The other boys agreed that there was reason in what Tom said, because an ignorant lump of 

bread, uninstructed by an incantation, could not be expected to act very intelligently when set 

upon an errand of such gravity. 

“By jings, I wish I was over there, now,” said Joe. 

“I do too” said Huck “I’d give heaps to know who it is.” 



The boys still listened and watched. Presently a revealing thought flashed through Tom’s 

mind, and he exclaimed: 

“Boys, I know who’s drownded—it’s us!” 

They felt like heroes in an instant. Here was a gorgeous triumph; they were missed; they were 

mourned; hearts were breaking on their account; tears were being shed; accusing memories of 

unkindness to these poor lost lads were rising up, and unavailing regrets and remorse were being 

indulged; and best of all, the departed were the talk of the whole town, and the envy of all the 

boys, as far as this dazzling notoriety was concerned. This was fine. It was worth while to be a 

pirate, after all. 

As twilight drew on, the ferryboat went back to her accustomed business and the skiffs 

disappeared. The pirates returned to camp. They were jubilant with vanity over their new 

grandeur and the illustrious trouble they were making. They caught fish, cooked supper and ate 

it, and then fell to guessing at what the village was thinking and saying about them; and the 

pictures they drew of the public distress on their account were gratifying to look upon—from 

their point of view. But when the shadows of night closed them in, they gradually ceased to talk, 

and sat gazing into the fire, with their minds evidently wandering elsewhere. The excitement was 

gone, now, and Tom and Joe could not keep back thoughts of certain persons at home who were 

not enjoying this fine frolic as much as they were. Misgivings came; they grew troubled and 

unhappy; a sigh or two escaped, unawares. By and by Joe timidly ventured upon a roundabout 

“feeler” as to how the others might look upon a return to civilization—not right now, but— 

Tom withered him with derision! Huck, being uncommitted as yet, joined in with Tom, and 

the waverer quickly “explained,” and was glad to get out of the scrape with as little taint of 

chicken-hearted home-sickness clinging to his garments as he could. Mutiny was effectually laid 

to rest for the moment. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

As the night deepened, Huck began to nod, and presently to snore. Joe followed next. Tom lay 

upon his elbow motionless, for some time, watching the two intently. At last he got up 

cautiously, on his knees, and went searching among the grass and the flickering reflections flung 

by the campfire. He picked up and inspected several large semi-cylinders of the thin white bark 

of a sycamore, and finally chose two which seemed to suit him. Then he knelt by the fire and 

painfully wrote something upon each of these with his “red keel”; one he rolled up and put in his 

jacket pocket, and the other he put in Joe’s hat and removed it to a little distance from the owner. 

And he also put into the hat certain schoolboy treasures of almost inestimable value—among 

them a lump of chalk, an India-rubber ball, three fishhooks, and one of that kind of marbles 

known as a “sure ’nough crystal.” Then he tiptoed his way cautiously among the trees till he felt 

that he was out of hearing, and straightway broke into a keen run in the direction of the sandbar. 

  



CHAPTER XV 

 

 

A few minutes later Tom was in the shoal water of the bar, wading toward the Illinois shore. 

Before the depth reached his middle he was halfway over; the current would permit no more 

wading, now, so he struck out confidently to swim the remaining hundred yards. He swam 

quartering upstream, but still was swept downward rather faster than he had expected. However, 

he reached the shore finally, and drifted along till he found a low place and drew himself out. He 

put his hand on his jacket pocket, found his piece of bark safe, and then struck through the 

woods, following the shore, with streaming garments. Shortly before ten o’clock he came out 

into an open place opposite the village, and saw the ferryboat lying in the shadow of the trees 

and the high bank. Everything was quiet under the blinking stars. He crept down the bank, 

watching with all his eyes, slipped into the water, swam three or four strokes and climbed into 

the skiff that did “yawl” duty at the boat’s stern. He laid himself down under the thwarts and 

waited, panting. 

Presently the cracked bell tapped and a voice gave the order to “cast off.” A minute or two 

later the skiff’s head was standing high up, against the boat’s swell, and the voyage was begun. 

Tom felt happy in his success, for he knew it was the boat’s last trip for the night. At the end of a 

long twelve or fifteen minutes the wheels stopped, and Tom slipped overboard and swam ashore 

in the dusk, landing fifty yards downstream, out of danger of possible stragglers. 

He flew along unfrequented alleys, and shortly found himself at his aunt’s back fence. He 

climbed over, approached the “ell,” and looked in at the sitting-room window, for a light was 

burning there. There sat Aunt Polly, Sid, Mary, and Joe Harper’s mother, grouped together, 

talking. They were by the bed, and the bed was between them and the door. Tom went to the 

door and began to softly lift the latch; then he pressed gently and the door yielded a crack; he 

continued pushing cautiously, and quaking every time it creaked, till he judged he might squeeze 

through on his knees; so he put his head through and began, warily. 

“What makes the candle blow so?” said Aunt Polly. Tom hurried up. “Why, that door’s open, I 

believe. Why, of course it is. No end of strange things now. Go ’long and shut it, Sid.” 

Tom disappeared under the bed just in time. He lay and “breathed” himself for a time, and 

then crept to where he could almost touch his aunt’s foot. 

“But as I was saying,” said Aunt Polly, “he warn’t bad, so to say—only mischeevous. Only 

just giddy, and harum-scarum, you know. He warn’t any more responsible than a colt. He never 

meant any harm, and he was the best-hearted boy that ever was”—and she began to cry. 

“It was just so with my Joe—always full of his devilment, and up to every kind of mischief, 

but he was just as unselfish and kind as he could be—and laws bless me, to think I went and 

whipped him for taking that cream, never once recollecting that I throwed it out myself because 

it was sour, and I never to see him again in this world, never, never, never, poor abused boy!” 

And Mrs. Harper sobbed as if her heart would break. 

“I hope Tom’s better off where he is,” said Sid, “but if he’d been better in some ways—” 

“Sid!” Tom felt the glare of the old lady’s eye, though he could not see it. “Not a word against 

my Tom, now that he’s gone! God’ll take care of him—never you trouble yourself, sir! Oh, Mrs. 



Harper, I don’t know how to give him up! I don’t know how to give him up! He was such a 

comfort to me, although he tormented my old heart out of me, ’most.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“The Lord giveth and the Lord hath taken away—Blessed be the name of the Lord! But it’s so 

hard—Oh, it’s so hard! Only last Saturday my Joe busted a firecracker right under my nose and I 

knocked him sprawling. Little did I know then, how soon—Oh, if it was to do over again I’d hug 

him and bless him for it.” 

“Yes, yes, yes, I know just how you feel, Mrs. Harper, I know just exactly how you feel. No 

longer ago than yesterday noon, my Tom took and filled the cat full of Pain-killer, and I did think 

the cretur would tear the house down. And God forgive me, I cracked Tom’s head with my 

thimble, poor boy, poor dead boy. But he’s out of all his troubles now. And the last words I ever 

heard him say was to reproach—” 

But this memory was too much for the old lady, and she broke entirely down. Tom was 

snuffling, now, himself—and more in pity of himself than anybody else. He could hear Mary 



crying, and putting in a kindly word for him from time to time. He began to have a nobler 

opinion of himself than ever before. Still, he was sufficiently touched by his aunt’s grief to long 

to rush out from under the bed and overwhelm her with joy—and the theatrical gorgeousness of 

the thing appealed strongly to his nature, too, but he resisted and lay still. 

He went on listening, and gathered by odds and ends that it was conjectured at first that the 

boys had got drowned while taking a swim; then the small raft had been missed; next, certain 

boys said the missing lads had promised that the village should “hear something” soon; the wise-

heads had “put this and that together” and decided that the lads had gone off on that raft and 

would turn up at the next town below, presently; but toward noon the raft had been found, lodged 

against the Missouri shore some five or six miles below the village—and then hope perished; 

they must be drowned, else hunger would have driven them home by nightfall if not sooner. It 

was believed that the search for the bodies had been a fruitless effort merely because the 

drowning must have occurred in mid-channel, since the boys, being good swimmers, would 

otherwise have escaped to shore. This was Wednesday night. If the bodies continued missing 

until Sunday, all hope would be given over, and the funerals would be preached on that morning. 

Tom shuddered. 

Mrs. Harper gave a sobbing goodnight and turned to go. Then with a mutual impulse the two 

bereaved women flung themselves into each other’s arms and had a good, consoling cry, and 

then parted. Aunt Polly was tender far beyond her wont, in her goodnight to Sid and Mary. Sid 

snuffled a bit and Mary went off crying with all her heart. 

Aunt Polly knelt down and prayed for Tom so touchingly, so appealingly, and with such 

measureless love in her words and her old trembling voice, that he was weltering in tears again, 

long before she was through. 

He had to keep still long after she went to bed, for she kept making broken-hearted 

ejaculations from time to time, tossing unrestfully, and turning over. But at last she was still, 

only moaning a little in her sleep. Now the boy stole out, rose gradually by the bedside, shaded 

the candle-light with his hand, and stood regarding her. His heart was full of pity for her. He took 

out his sycamore scroll and placed it by the candle. But something occurred to him, and he 

lingered considering. His face lighted with a happy solution of his thought; he put the bark 

hastily in his pocket. Then he bent over and kissed the faded lips, and straightway made his 

stealthy exit, latching the door behind him. 

He threaded his way back to the ferry landing, found nobody at large there, and walked boldly 

on board the boat, for he knew she was tenantless except that there was a watchman, who always 

turned in and slept like a graven image. He untied the skiff at the stern, slipped into it, and was 

soon rowing cautiously upstream. When he had pulled a mile above the village, he started 

quartering across and bent himself stoutly to his work. He hit the landing on the other side 

neatly, for this was a familiar bit of work to him. He was moved to capture the skiff, arguing that 

it might be considered a ship and therefore legitimate prey for a pirate, but he knew a thorough 

search would be made for it and that might end in revelations. So he stepped ashore and entered 

the woods. 

He sat down and took a long rest, torturing himself meanwhile to keep awake, and then started 

warily down the home-stretch. The night was far spent. It was broad daylight before he found 

himself fairly abreast the island bar. He rested again until the sun was well up and gilding the 

great river with its splendor, and then he plunged into the stream. A little later he paused, 

dripping, upon the threshold of the camp, and heard Joe say: 



“No, Tom’s true-blue, Huck, and he’ll come back. He won’t desert. He knows that would be a 

disgrace to a pirate, and Tom’s too proud for that sort of thing. He’s up to something or other. 

Now I wonder what?” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Well, the things is ours, anyway, ain’t they?” 

“Pretty near, but not yet, Huck. The writing says they are if he ain’t back here to breakfast.” 

“Which he is!” exclaimed Tom, with fine dramatic effect, stepping grandly into camp. 

A sumptuous breakfast of bacon and fish was shortly provided, and as the boys set to work 

upon it, Tom recounted (and adorned) his adventures. They were a vain and boastful company of 

heroes when the tale was done. Then Tom hid himself away in a shady nook to sleep till noon, 

and the other pirates got ready to fish and explore. 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XVI 

 

 

AFTER dinner all the gang turned out to hunt for turtle eggs on the bar. They went about 

poking sticks into the sand, and when they found a soft place they went down on their knees and 

dug with their hands. Sometimes they would take fifty or sixty eggs out of one hole. They were 

perfectly round white things a trifle smaller than an English walnut. They had a famous fried-egg 

feast that night, and another on Friday morning. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



After breakfast they went whooping and prancing out on the bar, and chased each other round 

and round, shedding clothes as they went, until they were naked, and then continued the frolic far 

away up the shoal water of the bar, against the stiff current, which latter tripped their legs from 

under them from time to time and greatly increased the fun. And now and then they stooped in a 

group and splashed water in each other’s faces with their palms, gradually approaching each 

other, with averted faces to avoid the strangling sprays, and finally gripping and struggling till 

the best man ducked his neighbor, and then they all went under in a tangle of white legs and arms 

and came up blowing, sputtering, laughing, and gasping for breath at one and the same time. 

When they were well exhausted, they would run out and sprawl on the dry, hot sand, and lie 

there and cover themselves up with it, and by and by break for the water again and go through 

the original performance once more. Finally it occurred to them that their naked skin represented 

flesh-colored “tights” very fairly; so they drew a ring in the sand and had a circus—with three 

clowns in it, for none would yield this proudest post to his neighbor. 

Next they got their marbles and played “knucks” and “ringtaw” and “keeps” till that 

amusement grew stale. Then Joe and Huck had another swim, but Tom would not venture, 

because he found that in kicking off his trousers he had kicked his string of rattlesnake rattles off 

his ankle, and he wondered how he had escaped cramp so long without the protection of this 

mysterious charm. He did not venture again until he had found it, and by that time the other boys 

were tired and ready to rest. They gradually wandered apart, dropped into the “dumps,” and fell 

to gazing longingly across the wide river to where the village lay drowsing in the sun. Tom 

found himself writing “BECKY” in the sand with his big toe; he scratched it out, and was angry 

with himself for his weakness. But he wrote it again, nevertheless; he could not help it. He erased 

it once more and then took himself out of temptation by driving the other boys together and 

joining them. 

But Joe’s spirits had gone down almost beyond resurrection. He was so homesick that he 

could hardly endure the misery of it. The tears lay very near the surface. Huck was melancholy, 

too. Tom was downhearted, but tried hard not to show it. He had a secret which he was not ready 

to tell, yet, but if this mutinous depression was not broken up soon, he would have to bring it out. 

He said, with a great show of cheerfulness: 

“I bet there’s been pirates on this island before, boys. We’ll explore it again. They’ve hid 

treasures here somewhere. How’d you feel to light on a rotten chest full of gold and silver—

hey?” 

But it roused only faint enthusiasm, which faded out, with no reply. Tom tried one or two 

other seductions; but they failed, too. It was discouraging work. Joe sat poking up the sand with a 

stick and looking very gloomy. Finally he said: 

“Oh, boys, let’s give it up. I want to go home. It’s so lonesome.” 

“Oh no, Joe, you’ll feel better by and by,” said Tom. “Just think of the fishing that’s here.” 

“I don’t care for fishing. I want to go home.” 

“But, Joe, there ain’t such another swimming-place anywhere.” 

“Swimming’s no good. I don’t seem to care for it, somehow, when there ain’t anybody to say I 

sha’n’t go in. I mean to go home.” 

“Oh, shucks! Baby! You want to see your mother, I reckon.” 

“Yes, I do want to see my mother—and you would, too, if you had one. I ain’t any more baby 

than you are.” And Joe snuffled a little. 



“Well, we’ll let the crybaby go home to his mother, won’t we, Huck? Poor thing—does it 

want to see its mother? And so it shall. You like it here, don’t you, Huck? We’ll stay, won’t 

we?” 

Huck said, “Y-e-s”—without any heart in it. 

“I’ll never speak to you again as long as I live,” said Joe, rising. “There now!” And he moved 

moodily away and began to dress himself. 

“Who cares!” said Tom. “Nobody wants you to. Go ’long home and get laughed at. Oh, you’re 

a nice pirate. Huck and me ain’t crybabies. We’ll stay, won’t we, Huck? Let him go if he wants 

to. I reckon we can get along without him, per’aps.” 

But Tom was uneasy, nevertheless, and was alarmed to see Joe go sullenly on with his 

dressing. And then it was discomforting to see Huck eying Joe’s preparations so wistfully, and 

keeping up such an ominous silence. Presently, without a parting word, Joe began to wade off 

toward the Illinois shore. Tom’s heart began to sink. He glanced at Huck. Huck could not bear 

the look, and dropped his eyes. Then he said: 

“I want to go, too, Tom. It was getting so lonesome anyway, and now it’ll be worse. Let’s us 

go, too, Tom.” 

“I won’t! You can all go, if you want to. I mean to stay.” 

“Tom, I better go.” 

“Well, go ’long—who’s hendering you.” 

Huck began to pick up his scattered clothes. He said: 

“Tom, I wisht you’d come, too. Now you think it over. We’ll wait for you when we get to 

shore.” 

“Well, you’ll wait a blame long time, that’s all.” 

Huck started sorrowfully away, and Tom stood looking after him, with a strong desire tugging 

at his heart to yield his pride and go along too. He hoped the boys would stop, but they still 

waded slowly on. It suddenly dawned on Tom that it was become very lonely and still. He made 

one final struggle with his pride, and then darted after his comrades, yelling: 

“Wait! Wait! I want to tell you something!” 

They presently stopped and turned around. When he got to where they were, he began 

unfolding his secret, and they listened moodily till at last they saw the “point” he was driving at, 

and then they set up a warwhoop of applause and said it was “splendid!” and said if he had told 

them at first, they wouldn’t have started away. He made a plausible excuse; but his real reason 

had been the fear that not even the secret would keep them with him any very great length of 

time, and so he had meant to hold it in reserve as a last seduction. 

The lads came gayly back and went at their sports again with a will, chattering all the time 

about Tom’s stupendous plan and admiring the genius of it. After a dainty egg and fish dinner, 

Tom said he wanted to learn to smoke, now. Joe caught at the idea and said he would like to try, 

too. So Huck made pipes and filled them. These novices had never smoked anything before but 

cigars made of grapevine, and they “bit” the tongue, and were not considered manly anyway. 

Now they stretched themselves out on their elbows and began to puff, charily, and with 

slender confidence. The smoke had an unpleasant taste, and they gagged a little, but Tom said: 

“Why, it’s just as easy! If I’d a knowed this was all, I’d a learnt long ago.” 

“So would I,” said Joe. “It’s just nothing.” 



“Why, many a time I’ve looked at people smoking, and thought well I wish I could do that; 

but I never thought I could,” said Tom. 

“That’s just the way with me, hain’t it, Huck? You’ve heard me talk just that way—haven’t 

you, Huck? I’ll leave it to Huck if I haven’t.” 

“Yes—heaps of times,” said Huck. 

“Well, I have too,” said Tom; “oh, hundreds of times. Once down by the slaughter-house. 

Don’t you remember, Huck? Bob Tanner was there, and Johnny Miller, and Jeff Thatcher, when 

I said it. Don’t you remember, Huck, ’bout me saying that?” 

“Yes, that’s so,” said Huck. “That was the day after I lost a white alley. No, ’twas the day 

before.” 

“There—I told you so,” said Tom. “Huck recollects it.” 

“I bleeve I could smoke this pipe all day,” said Joe. “I don’t feel sick.” 

“Neither do I,” said Tom. “I could smoke it all day. But I bet you Jeff Thatcher couldn’t.” 

“Jeff Thatcher! Why, he’d keel over just with two draws. Just let him try it once. He’d see!” 

“I bet he would. And Johnny Miller—I wish could see Johnny Miller tackle it once.” 

“Oh, don’t I!” said Joe. “Why, I bet you Johnny Miller couldn’t any more do this than nothing. 

Just one little snifter would fetch him.” 

“’Deed it would, Joe. Say—I wish the boys could see us now.” 

“So do I.” 

“Say—boys, don’t say anything about it, and some time when they’re around, I’ll come up to 

you and say, ‘Joe, got a pipe? I want a smoke.’ And you’ll say, kind of careless like, as if it 

warn’t anything, you’ll say, ‘Yes, I got my old pipe, and another one, but my tobacker ain’t very 

good.’ And I’ll say, ‘Oh, that’s all right, if it’s strong enough.’ And then you’ll out with the 

pipes, and we’ll light up just as ca’m, and then just see ’em look!” 

“By jings, that’ll be gay, Tom! I wish it was now!” 

“So do I! And when we tell ’em we learned when we was off pirating, won’t they wish they’d 

been along?” 

“Oh, I reckon not! I’ll just bet they will!” 

So the talk ran on. But presently it began to flag a trifle, and grow disjointed. The silences 

widened; the expectoration marvellously increased. Every pore inside the boys’ cheeks became a 

spouting fountain; they could scarcely bail out the cellars under their tongues fast enough to 

prevent an inundation; little overflowings down their throats occurred in spite of all they could 

do, and sudden retchings followed every time. Both boys were looking very pale and miserable, 

now. Joe’s pipe dropped from his nerveless fingers. Tom’s followed. Both fountains were going 

furiously and both pumps bailing with might and main. Joe said feebly: 

“I’ve lost my knife. I reckon I better go and find it.” 

Tom said, with quivering lips and halting utterance: 

“I’ll help you. You go over that way and I’ll hunt around by the spring. No, you needn’t come, 

Huck—we can find it.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

So Huck sat down again, and waited an hour. Then he found it lonesome, and went to find his 

comrades. They were wide apart in the woods, both very pale, both fast asleep. But something 

informed him that if they had had any trouble they had got rid of it. 

They were not talkative at supper that night. They had a humble look, and when Huck 

prepared his pipe after the meal and was going to prepare theirs, they said no, they were not 

feeling very well—something they ate at dinner had disagreed with them. 

About midnight Joe awoke, and called the boys. There was a brooding oppressiveness in the 

air that seemed to bode something. The boys huddled themselves together and sought the 

friendly companionship of the fire, though the dull dead heat of the breathless atmosphere was 

stifling. They sat still, intent and waiting. The solemn hush continued. Beyond the light of the 

fire everything was swallowed up in the blackness of darkness. Presently there came a quivering 

glow that vaguely revealed the foliage for a moment and then vanished. By and by another came, 

a little stronger. Then another. Then a faint moan came sighing through the branches of the forest 

and the boys felt a fleeting breath upon their cheeks, and shuddered with the fancy that the Spirit 

of the Night had gone by. There was a pause. Now a weird flash turned night into day and 



showed every little grassblade, separate and distinct, that grew about their feet. And it showed 

three white, startled faces, too. A deep peal of thunder went rolling and tumbling down the 

heavens and lost itself in sullen rumblings in the distance. A sweep of chilly air passed by, 

rustling all the leaves and snowing the flaky ashes broadcast about the fire. Another fierce glare 

lit up the forest and an instant crash followed that seemed to rend the treetops right over the 

boys’ heads. They clung together in terror, in the thick gloom that followed. A few big raindrops 

fell pattering upon the leaves. 

“Quick! boys, go for the tent!” exclaimed Tom. 

 

 

 



 



 

 

They sprang away, stumbling over roots and among vines in the dark, no two plunging in the 

same direction. A furious blast roared through the trees, making everything sing as it went. One 

blinding flash after another came, and peal on peal of deafening thunder. And now a drenching 

rain poured down and the rising hurricane drove it in sheets along the ground. The boys cried out 

to each other, but the roaring wind and the booming thunderblasts drowned their voices utterly. 

However, one by one they straggled in at last and took shelter under the tent, cold, scared, and 

streaming with water; but to have company in misery seemed something to be grateful for. They 

could not talk, the old sail flapped so furiously, even if the other noises would have allowed 

them. The tempest rose higher and higher, and presently the sail tore loose from its fastenings 

and went winging away on the blast. The boys seized each others’ hands and fled, with many 

tumblings and bruises, to the shelter of a great oak that stood upon the riverbank. Now the battle 

was at its highest. Under the ceaseless conflagration of lightning that flamed in the skies, 

everything below stood out in cleancut and shadowless distinctness: the bending trees, the 

billowy river, white with foam, the driving spray of spumeflakes, the dim outlines of the high 

bluffs on the other side, glimpsed through the drifting cloudrack and the slanting veil of rain. 

Every little while some giant tree yielded the fight and fell crashing through the younger growth; 

and the unflagging thunderpeals came now in ear-splitting explosive bursts, keen and sharp, and 

unspeakably appalling. The storm culminated in one matchless effort that seemed likely to tear 

the island to pieces, burn it up, drown it to the treetops, blow it away, and deafen every creature 

in it, all at one and the same moment. It was a wild night for homeless young heads to be out in. 

But at last the battle was done, and the forces retired with weaker and weaker threatenings and 

grumblings, and peace resumed her sway. The boys went back to camp, a good deal awed; but 

they found there was still something to be thankful for, because the great sycamore, the shelter of 

their beds, was a ruin, now, blasted by the lightnings, and they were not under it when the 

catastrophe happened. 

Everything in camp was drenched, the campfire as well; for they were but heedless lads, like 

their generation, and had made no provision against rain. Here was matter for dismay, for they 

were soaked through and chilled. They were eloquent in their distress; but they presently 

discovered that the fire had eaten so far up under the great log it had been built against (where it 

curved upward and separated itself from the ground), that a handbreadth or so of it had escaped 

wetting; so they patiently wrought until, with shreds and bark gathered from the under sides of 

sheltered logs, they coaxed the fire to burn again. Then they piled on great dead boughs till they 

had a roaring furnace, and were gladhearted once more. They dried their boiled ham and had a 

feast, and after that they sat by the fire and expanded and glorified their midnight adventure until 

morning, for there was not a dry spot to sleep on, anywhere around. 

As the sun began to steal in upon the boys, drowsiness came over them, and they went out on 

the sandbar and lay down to sleep. They got scorched out by and by, and drearily set about 

getting breakfast. After the meal they felt rusty, and stiff-jointed, and a little homesick once 

more. Tom saw the signs, and fell to cheering up the pirates as well as he could. But they cared 

nothing for marbles, or circus, or swimming, or anything. He reminded them of the imposing 

secret, and raised a ray of cheer. While it lasted, he got them interested in a new device. This was 

to knock off being pirates, for a while, and be Indians for a change. They were attracted by this 

idea; so it was not long before they were stripped, and striped from head to heel with black mud, 



like so many zebras—all of them chiefs, of course—and then they went tearing through the 

woods to attack an English settlement. 

By and by they separated into three hostile tribes, and darted upon each other from ambush 

with dreadful warwhoops, and killed and scalped each other by thousands. It was a gory day. 

Consequently it was an extremely satisfactory one. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

They assembled in camp toward suppertime, hungry and happy; but now a difficulty arose—

hostile Indians could not break the bread of hospitality together without first making peace, and 

this was a simple impossibility without smoking a pipe of peace. There was no other process that 

ever they had heard of. Two of the savages almost wished they had remained pirates. However, 



there was no other way; so with such show of cheerfulness as they could muster they called for 

the pipe and took their whiff as it passed, in due form. 

And behold, they were glad they had gone into savagery, for they had gained something; they 

found that they could now smoke a little without having to go and hunt for a lost knife; they did 

not get sick enough to be seriously uncomfortable. They were not likely to fool away this high 

promise for lack of effort. No, they practised cautiously, after supper, with right fair success, and 

so they spent a jubilant evening. They were prouder and happier in their new acquirement than 

they would have been in the scalping and skinning of the Six Nations. We will leave them to 

smoke and chatter and brag, since we have no further use for them at present. 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XVII 

 

BUT there was no hilarity in the little town that same tranquil Saturday afternoon. The 

Harpers, and Aunt Polly’s family, were being put into mourning, with great grief and many tears. 

An unusual quiet possessed the village, although it was ordinarily quiet enough, in all 

conscience. The villagers conducted their concerns with an absent air, and talked little; but they 

sighed often. The Saturday holiday seemed a burden to the children. They had no heart in their 

sports, and gradually gave them up. 

In the afternoon Becky Thatcher found herself moping about the deserted schoolhouse yard, 

and feeling very melancholy. But she found nothing there to comfort her. She soliloquized: 

“Oh, if I only had a brass andiron-knob again! But I haven’t got anything now to remember 

him by.” And she choked back a little sob. 

Presently she stopped, and said to herself: 

“It was right here. Oh, if it was to do over again, I wouldn’t say that—I wouldn’t say it for the 

whole world. But he’s gone now; I’ll never, never, never see him any more.” 

This thought broke her down, and she wandered away, with tears rolling down her cheeks. 

Then quite a group of boys and girls—playmates of Tom’s and Joe’s—came by, and stood 

looking over the paling fence and talking in reverent tones of how Tom did so-and-so the last 

time they saw him, and how Joe said this and that small trifle (pregnant with awful prophecy, as 

they could easily see now!)—and each speaker pointed out the exact spot where the lost lads 

stood at the time, and then added something like “and I was a-standing just so—just as I am now, 

and as if you was him—I was as close as that—and he smiled, just this way—and then 

something seemed to go all over me, like—awful, you know—and I never thought what it meant, 

of course, but I can see now!” 

Then there was a dispute about who saw the dead boys last in life, and many claimed that 

dismal distinction, and offered evidences, more or less tampered with by the witness; and when it 

was ultimately decided who did see the departed last, and exchanged the last words with them, 

the lucky parties took upon themselves a sort of sacred importance, and were gaped at and 

envied by all the rest. One poor chap, who had no other grandeur to offer, said with tolerably 

manifest pride in the remembrance: 

“Well, Tom Sawyer he licked me once.” 

But that bid for glory was a failure. Most of the boys could say that, and so that cheapened the 

distinction too much. The group loitered away, still recalling memories of the lost heroes, in 

awed voices. 

When the Sunday-school hour was finished, the next morning, the bell began to toll, instead of 

ringing in the usual way. It was a very still Sabbath, and the mournful sound seemed in keeping 

with the musing hush that lay upon nature. The villagers began to gather, loitering a moment in 

the vestibule to converse in whispers about the sad event. But there was no whispering in the 

house; only the funereal rustling of dresses as the women gathered to their seats disturbed the 

silence there. None could remember when the little church had been so full before. There was 

finally a waiting pause, an expectant dumbness, and then Aunt Polly entered, followed by Sid 

and Mary, and they by the Harper family, all in deep black, and the whole congregation, the old 

minister as well, rose reverently and stood until the mourners were seated in the front pew. There 



was another communing silence, broken at intervals by muffled sobs, and then the minister 

spread his hands abroad and prayed. A moving hymn was sung, and the text followed: “I am the 

Resurrection and the Life.” 

As the service proceeded, the clergyman drew such pictures of the graces, the winning ways, 

and the rare promise of the lost lads that every soul there, thinking he recognized these pictures, 

felt a pang in remembering that he had persistently blinded himself to them always before, and 

had as persistently seen only faults and flaws in the poor boys. The minister related many a 

touching incident in the lives of the departed, too, which illustrated their sweet, generous natures, 

and the people could easily see, now, how noble and beautiful those episodes were, and 

remembered with grief that at the time they occurred they had seemed rank rascalities, well 

deserving of the cowhide. The congregation became more and more moved, as the pathetic tale 

went on, till at last the whole company broke down and joined the weeping mourners in a chorus 

of anguished sobs, the preacher himself giving way to his feelings, and crying in the pulpit. 

There was a rustle in the gallery, which nobody noticed; a moment later the church door 

creaked; the minister raised his streaming eyes above his handkerchief, and stood transfixed! 

First one and then another pair of eyes followed the minister’s, and then almost with one impulse 

the congregation rose and stared while the three dead boys came marching up the aisle, Tom in 

the lead, Joe next, and Huck, a ruin of drooping rags, sneaking sheepishly in the rear! They had 

been hid in the unused gallery listening to their own funeral sermon! 

Aunt Polly, Mary, and the Harpers threw themselves upon their restored ones, smothered them 

with kisses and poured out thanksgivings, while poor Huck stood abashed and uncomfortable, 

not knowing exactly what to do or where to hide from so many unwelcoming eyes. He wavered, 

and started to slink away, but Tom seized him and said: 

“Aunt Polly, it ain’t fair. Somebody’s got to be glad to see Huck.” 

“And so they shall. I’m glad to see him, poor motherless thing!” And the loving attentions 

Aunt Polly lavished upon him were the one thing capable of making him more uncomfortable 

than he was before. 

Suddenly the minister shouted at the top of his voice: “Praise God from whom all blessings 

flow—sing!—and put your hearts in it!” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

And they did. Old Hundred swelled up with a triumphant burst, and while it shook the rafters 

Tom Sawyer the Pirate looked around upon the envying juveniles about him and confessed in his 

heart that this was the proudest moment of his life. 

As the “sold” congregation trooped out they said they would almost be willing to be made 

ridiculous again to hear Old Hundred sung like that once more. 

Tom got more cuffs and kisses that day—according to Aunt Polly’s varying moods—than he 

had earned before in a year; and he hardly knew which expressed the most gratefulness to God 

and affection for himself. 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XVIII 

 

 

THAT was Tom’s great secret—the scheme to return home with his brother pirates and attend 

their own funerals. They had paddled over to the Missouri shore on a log, at dusk on Saturday, 

landing five or six miles below the village; they had slept in the woods at the edge of the town 

till nearly daylight, and had then crept through back lanes and alleys and finished their sleep in 

the gallery of the church among a chaos of invalided benches. 

At breakfast, Monday morning, Aunt Polly and Mary were very loving to Tom, and very 

attentive to his wants. There was an unusual amount of talk. In the course of it Aunt Polly said: 

“Well, I don’t say it wasn’t a fine joke, Tom, to keep everybody suffering ’most a week so you 

boys had a good time, but it is a pity you could be so hard-hearted as to let me suffer so. If you 

could come over on a log to go to your funeral, you could have come over and give me a hint 

some way that you warn’t dead, but only run off.” 

“Yes, you could have done that, Tom,” said Mary; “and I believe you would if you had 

thought of it.” 

“Would you, Tom?” said Aunt Polly, her face lighting wistfully. “Say, now, would you, if 

you’d thought of it?” 

“I—well, I don’t know. ’Twould ’a’ spoiled everything.” 

“Tom, I hoped you loved me that much,” said Aunt Polly, with a grieved tone that 

discomforted the boy. “It would have been something if you’d cared enough to think of it, even if 

you didn’t do it.” 

“Now, auntie, that ain’t any harm,” pleaded Mary; “it’s only Tom’s giddy way—he is always 

in such a rush that he never thinks of anything.” 

“More’s the pity. Sid would have thought. And Sid would have come and done it, too. Tom, 

you’ll look back, some day, when it’s too late, and wish you’d cared a little more for me when it 

would have cost you so little.” 

“Now, auntie, you know I do care for you,” said Tom. 

“I’d know it better if you acted more like it.” 

“I wish now I’d thought,” said Tom, with a repentant tone; “but I dreamt about you, anyway. 

That’s something, ain’t it?” 

“It ain’t much—a cat does that much—but it’s better than nothing. What did you dream?” 

“Why, Wednesday night I dreamt that you was sitting over there by the bed, and Sid was 

sitting by the woodbox, and Mary next to him.” 

“Well, so we did. So we always do. I’m glad your dreams could take even that much trouble 

about us.” 

“And I dreamt that Joe Harper’s mother was here.” 

“Why, she was here! Did you dream any more?” 

“Oh, lots. But it’s so dim, now.” 

“Well, try to recollect—can’t you?” 

“Somehow it seems to me that the wind—the wind blowed the—the—” 



“Try harder, Tom! The wind did blow something. Come!” 

Tom pressed his fingers on his forehead an anxious minute, and then said: 

“I’ve got it now! I’ve got it now! It blowed the candle!” 

“Mercy on us! Go on, Tom—go on!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“And it seems to me that you said, ‘Why, I believe that that door—’” 

“Go on, Tom!” 

“Just let me study a moment—just a moment. Oh, yes—you said you believed the door was 

open.” 

“As I’m sitting here, I did! Didn’t I, Mary! Go on!” 

“And then—and then—well I won’t be certain, but it seems like as if you made Sid go and—

and—” 

“Well? Well? What did I make him do, Tom? What did I make him do?” 

“You made him—you—Oh, you made him shut it.” 

“Well, for the land’s sake! I never heard the beat of that in all my days! Don’t tell me there 

ain’t anything in dreams, any more. Sereny Harper shall know of this before I’m an hour older. 

I’d like to see her get around this with her rubbage ’bout superstition. Go on, Tom!” 



“Oh, it’s all getting just as bright as day, now. Next you said I warn’t bad, only mischeevous 

and harum-scarum, and not any more responsible than—than—I think it was a colt, or 

something.” 

“And so it was! Well, goodness gracious! Go on, Tom!” 

“And then you began to cry.” 

“So I did. So I did. Not the first time, neither. And then—” 

“Then Mrs. Harper she began to cry, and said Joe was just the same, and she wished she 

hadn’t whipped him for taking cream when she’d throwed it out her own self—” 

“Tom! The sperrit was upon you! You was a prophesying—that’s what you was doing! Land 

alive, go on, Tom!” 

“Then Sid he said—he said—” 

“I don’t think I said anything,” said Sid. 

“Yes you did, Sid,” said Mary. 

“Shut your heads and let Tom go on! What did he say, Tom?” 

“He said—I think he said he hoped I was better off where I was gone to, but if I’d been better 

sometimes—” 

“There, d’you hear that! It was his very words!” 

“And you shut him up sharp.” 

“I lay I did! There must ’a’ been an angel there. There was an angel there, somewheres!” 

“And Mrs. Harper told about Joe scaring her with a firecracker, and you told about Peter and 

the Pain-killer—” 

“Just as true as I live!” 

“And then there was a whole lot of talk ’bout dragging the river for us, and ’bout having the 

funeral Sunday, and then you and old Miss Harper hugged and cried, and she went.” 

“It happened just so! It happened just so, as sure as I’m a-sitting in these very tracks. Tom, 

you couldn’t told it more like if you’d ’a’ seen it! And then what? Go on, Tom!” 

“Then I thought you prayed for me—and I could see you and hear every word you said. And 

you went to bed, and I was so sorry that I took and wrote on a piece of sycamore bark, ‘We ain’t 

dead—we are only off being pirates,’ and put it on the table by the candle; and then you looked 

so good, laying there asleep, that I thought I went and leaned over and kissed you on the lips.” 

“Did you, Tom, did you! I just forgive you everything for that!” And she seized the boy in a 

crushing embrace that made him feel like the guiltiest of villains. 

“It was very kind, even though it was only a—dream,” Sid soliloquized just audibly. 

“Shut up, Sid! A body does just the same in a dream as he’d do if he was awake. Here’s a big 

Milum apple I’ve been saving for you, Tom, if you was ever found again—now go ’long to 

school. I’m thankful to the good God and Father of us all I’ve got you back, that’s long-suffering 

and merciful to them that believe on Him and keep His word, though goodness knows I’m 

unworthy of it, but if only the worthy ones got His blessings and had His hand to help them over 

the rough places, there’s few enough would smile here or ever enter into His rest when the long 

night comes. Go ’long Sid, Mary, Tom—take yourselves off—you’ve hendered me long 

enough.” 



The children left for school, and the old lady to call on Mrs. Harper and vanquish her realism 

with Tom’s marvellous dream. Sid had better judgment than to utter the thought that was in his 

mind as he left the house. It was this: “Pretty thin—as long a dream as that, without any mistakes 

in it!” 

What a hero Tom was become, now! He did not go skipping and prancing, but moved with a 

dignified swagger as became a pirate who felt that the public eye was on him. And indeed it was; 

he tried not to seem to see the looks or hear the remarks as he passed along, but they were food 

and drink to him. Smaller boys than himself flocked at his heels, as proud to be seen with him, 

and tolerated by him, as if he had been the drummer at the head of a procession or the elephant 

leading a menagerie into town. Boys of his own size pretended not to know he had been away at 

all; but they were consuming with envy, nevertheless. They would have given anything to have 

that swarthy sun-tanned skin of his, and his glittering notoriety; and Tom would not have parted 

with either for a circus. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



At school the children made so much of him and of Joe, and delivered such eloquent 

admiration from their eyes, that the two heroes were not long in becoming insufferably “stuck-

up.” They began to tell their adventures to hungry listeners—but they only began; it was not a 

thing likely to have an end, with imaginations like theirs to furnish material. And finally, when 

they got out their pipes and went serenely puffing around, the very summit of glory was reached. 

Tom decided that he could be independent of Becky Thatcher now. Glory was sufficient. He 

would live for glory. Now that he was distinguished, maybe she would be wanting to “make up.” 

Well, let her—she should see that he could be as indifferent as some other people. Presently she 

arrived. Tom pretended not to see her. He moved away and joined a group of boys and girls and 

began to talk. Soon he observed that she was tripping gayly back and forth with flushed face and 

dancing eyes, pretending to be busy chasing schoolmates, and screaming with laughter when she 

made a capture; but he noticed that she always made her captures in his vicinity, and that she 

seemed to cast a conscious eye in his direction at such times, too. It gratified all the vicious 

vanity that was in him; and so, instead of winning him, it only “set him up” the more and made 

him the more diligent to avoid betraying that he knew she was about. Presently she gave over 

skylarking, and moved irresolutely about, sighing once or twice and glancing furtively and 

wistfully toward Tom. Then she observed that now Tom was talking more particularly to Amy 

Lawrence than to any one else. She felt a sharp pang and grew disturbed and uneasy at once. She 

tried to go away, but her feet were treacherous, and carried her to the group instead. She said to a 

girl almost at Tom’s elbow—with sham vivacity: 

“Why, Mary Austin! you bad girl, why didn’t you come to Sunday-school?” 

“I did come—didn’t you see me?” 

“Why, no! Did you? Where did you sit?” 

“I was in Miss Peters’ class, where I always go. I saw you.” 

“Did you? Why, it’s funny I didn’t see you. I wanted to tell you about the picnic.” 

“Oh, that’s jolly. Who’s going to give it?” 

“My ma’s going to let me have one.” 

“Oh, goody; I hope she’ll let me come.” 

“Well, she will. The picnic’s for me. She’ll let anybody come that I want, and I want you.” 

“That’s ever so nice. When is it going to be?” 

“By and by. Maybe about vacation.” 

“Oh, won’t it be fun! You going to have all the girls and boys?” 

“Yes, every one that’s friends to me—or wants to be”; and she glanced ever so furtively at 

Tom, but he talked right along to Amy Lawrence about the terrible storm on the island, and how 

the lightning tore the great sycamore tree “all to flinders” while he was “standing within three 

feet of it.” 

“Oh, may I come?” said Grace Miller. 

“Yes.” 

“And me?” said Sally Rogers. 

“Yes.” 

“And me, too?” said Susy Harper. “And Joe?” 

“Yes.” 



And so on, with clapping of joyful hands till all the group had begged for invitations but Tom 

and Amy. Then Tom turned coolly away, still talking, and took Amy with him. Becky’s lips 

trembled and the tears came to her eyes; she hid these signs with a forced gayety and went on 

chattering, but the life had gone out of the picnic, now, and out of everything else; she got away 

as soon as she could and hid herself and had what her sex call “a good cry.” Then she sat moody, 

with wounded pride, till the bell rang. She roused up, now, with a vindictive cast in her eye, and 

gave her plaited tails a shake and said she knew what she’d do. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

At recess Tom continued his flirtation with Amy with jubilant self-satisfaction. And he kept 

drifting about to find Becky and lacerate her with the performance. At last he spied her, but there 

was a sudden falling of his mercury. She was sitting cosily on a little bench behind the 

schoolhouse looking at a picture-book with Alfred Temple—and so absorbed were they, and 

their heads so close together over the book, that they did not seem to be conscious of anything in 



the world besides. Jealousy ran red-hot through Tom’s veins. He began to hate himself for 

throwing away the chance Becky had offered for a reconciliation. He called himself a fool, and 

all the hard names he could think of. He wanted to cry with vexation. Amy chatted happily 

along, as they walked, for her heart was singing, but Tom’s tongue had lost its function. He did 

not hear what Amy was saying, and whenever she paused expectantly he could only stammer an 

awkward assent, which was as often misplaced as otherwise. He kept drifting to the rear of the 

schoolhouse, again and again, to sear his eyeballs with the hateful spectacle there. He could not 

help it. And it maddened him to see, as he thought he saw, that Becky Thatcher never once 

suspected that he was even in the land of the living. But she did see, nevertheless; and she knew 

she was winning her fight, too, and was glad to see him suffer as she had suffered. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Amy’s happy prattle became intolerable. Tom hinted at things he had to attend to; things that 

must be done; and time was fleeting. But in vain—the girl chirped on. Tom thought, “Oh, hang 

her, ain’t I ever going to get rid of her?” At last he must be attending to those things—and she 

said artlessly that she would be “around” when school let out. And he hastened away, hating her 

for it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Any other boy!” Tom thought, grating his teeth. “Any boy in the whole town but that Saint 

Louis smarty that thinks he dresses so fine and is aristocracy! Oh, all right, I licked you the first 

day you ever saw this town, mister, and I’ll lick you again! You just wait till I catch you out! I’ll 

just take and—” 



And he went through the motions of thrashing an imaginary boy—pummelling the air, and 

kicking and gouging. “Oh, you do, do you? You holler ’nough, do you? Now, then, let that learn 

you!” And so the imaginary flogging was finished to his satisfaction. 

Tom fled home at noon. His conscience could not endure any more of Amy’s grateful 

happiness, and his jealousy could bear no more of the other distress. Becky resumed her picture 

inspections with Alfred, but as the minutes dragged along and no Tom came to suffer, her 

triumph began to cloud and she lost interest; gravity and absentmindedness followed, and then 

melancholy; two or three times she pricked up her ear at a footstep, but it was a false hope; no 

Tom came. At last she grew entirely miserable and wished she hadn’t carried it so far. When 

poor Alfred, seeing that he was losing her, he did not know how, kept exclaiming: “Oh, here’s a 

jolly one! look at this!” she lost patience at last, and said, “Oh, don’t bother me! I don’t care for 

them!” and burst into tears, and got up and walked away. 

Alfred dropped alongside and was going to try to comfort her, but she said: 

“Go away and leave me alone, can’t you! I hate you!” 

So the boy halted, wondering what he could have done—for she had said she would look at 

pictures all through the nooning—and she walked on, crying. Then Alfred went musing into the 

deserted schoolhouse. He was humiliated and angry. He easily guessed his way to the truth—the 

girl had simply made a convenience of him to vent her spite upon Tom Sawyer. He was far from 

hating Tom the less when this thought occurred to him. He wished there was some way to get 

that boy into trouble without much risk to himself. Tom’s spelling-book fell under his eye. Here 

was his opportunity. He gratefully opened to the lesson for the afternoon and poured ink upon 

the page. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Becky, glancing in at a window behind him at the moment, saw the act, and moved on, 

without discovering herself. She started homeward, now, intending to find Tom and tell him; 

Tom would be thankful and their troubles would be healed. Before she was half way home, 

however, she had changed her mind. The thought of Tom’s treatment of her when she was 

talking about her picnic came scorching back and filled her with shame. She resolved to let him 

get whipped on the damaged spelling-book’s account, and to hate him forever, into the bargain. 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XIX 

 

TOM arrived at home in a dreary mood, and the first thing his aunt said to him showed him 

that he had brought his sorrows to an unpromising market: 

“Tom, I’ve a notion to skin you alive!” 

“Auntie, what have I done?” 

“Well, you’ve done enough. Here I go over to Sereny Harper, like an old softy, expecting I’m 

going to make her believe all that rubbage about that dream, when lo and behold you she’d found 

out from Joe that you was over here and heard all the talk we had that night. Tom, I don’t know 

what is to become of a boy that will act like that. It makes me feel so bad to think you could let 

me go to Sereny Harper and make such a fool of myself and never say a word.” 

This was a new aspect of the thing. His smartness of the morning had seemed to Tom a good 

joke before, and very ingenious. It merely looked mean and shabby now. He hung his head and 

could not think of anything to say for a moment. Then he said: 

“Auntie, I wish I hadn’t done it—but I didn’t think.” 

“Oh, child, you never think. You never think of anything but your own selfishness. You could 

think to come all the way over here from Jackson’s Island in the night to laugh at our troubles, 

and you could think to fool me with a lie about a dream; but you couldn’t ever think to pity us 

and save us from sorrow.” 

“Auntie, I know now it was mean, but I didn’t mean to be mean. I didn’t, honest. And besides, 

I didn’t come over here to laugh at you that night.” 

“What did you come for, then?” 

“It was to tell you not to be uneasy about us, because we hadn’t got drownded.” 

“Tom, Tom, I would be the thankfullest soul in this world if I could believe you ever had as 

good a thought as that, but you know you never did—and I know it, Tom.” 

“Indeed and ’deed I did, auntie—I wish I may never stir if I didn’t.” 

“Oh, Tom, don’t lie—don’t do it. It only makes things a hundred times worse.” 

“It ain’t a lie, auntie; it’s the truth. I wanted to keep you from grieving—that was all that made 

me come.” 

“I’d give the whole world to believe that—it would cover up a power of sins, Tom. I’d ’most 

be glad you’d run off and acted so bad. But it ain’t reasonable; because, why didn’t you tell me, 

child?” 

“Why, you see, when you got to talking about the funeral, I just got all full of the idea of our 

coming and hiding in the church, and I couldn’t somehow bear to spoil it. So I just put the bark 

back in my pocket and kept mum.” 

“What bark?” 

“The bark I had wrote on to tell you we’d gone pirating. I wish, now, you’d waked up when I 

kissed you—I do, honest.” 

The hard lines in his aunt’s face relaxed and a sudden tenderness dawned in her eyes. 

“Did you kiss me, Tom?” 

“Why, yes, I did.” 



“Are you sure you did, Tom?” 

“Why, yes, I did, auntie—certain sure.” 

“What did you kiss me for, Tom?” 

“Because I loved you so, and you laid there moaning and I was so sorry.” 

The words sounded like truth. The old lady could not hide a tremor in her voice when she said: 

“Kiss me again, Tom!—and be off with you to school, now, and don’t bother me any more.” 

The moment he was gone, she ran to a closet and got out the ruin of a jacket which Tom had 

gone pirating in. Then she stopped, with it in her hand, and said to herself: 

“No, I don’t dare. Poor boy, I reckon he’s lied about it—but it’s a blessed, blessed lie, there’s 

such a comfort come from it. I hope the Lord—I know the Lord will forgive him, because it was 

such good-heartedness in him to tell it. But I don’t want to find out it’s a lie. I won’t look.” 

She put the jacket away, and stood by musing a minute. Twice she put out her hand to take the 

garment again, and twice she refrained. Once more she ventured, and this time she fortified 

herself with the thought: “It’s a good lie—it’s a good lie—I won’t let it grieve me.” So she 

sought the jacket pocket. A moment later she was reading Tom’s piece of bark through flowing 

tears and saying: “I could forgive the boy, now, if he’d committed a million sins!” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XX 

 

 

THERE was something about Aunt Polly’s manner, when she kissed Tom, that swept away his 

low spirits and made him lighthearted and happy again. He started to school and had the luck of 

coming upon Becky Thatcher at the head of Meadow Lane. His mood always determined his 

manner. Without a moment’s hesitation he ran to her and said: 

“I acted mighty mean today, Becky, and I’m so sorry. I won’t ever, ever do that way again, as 

long as ever I live—please make up, won’t you?” 

The girl stopped and looked him scornfully in the face: 

“I’ll thank you to keep yourself to yourself, Mr. Thomas Sawyer. I’ll never speak to you 

again.” 

She tossed her head and passed on. Tom was so stunned that he had not even presence of mind 

enough to say “Who cares, Miss Smarty?” until the right time to say it had gone by. So he said 

nothing. But he was in a fine rage, nevertheless. He moped into the schoolyard wishing she were 

a boy, and imagining how he would trounce her if she were. He presently encountered her and 

delivered a stinging remark as he passed. She hurled one in return, and the angry breach was 

complete. It seemed to Becky, in her hot resentment, that she could hardly wait for school to 

“take in,” she was so impatient to see Tom flogged for the injured spelling-book. If she had had 

any lingering notion of exposing Alfred Temple, Tom’s offensive fling had driven it entirely 

away. 

Poor girl, she did not know how fast she was nearing trouble herself. The master, Mr. 

Dobbins, had reached middle age with an unsatisfied ambition. The darling of his desires was, to 

be a doctor, but poverty had decreed that he should be nothing higher than a village 

schoolmaster. Every day he took a mysterious book out of his desk and absorbed himself in it at 

times when no classes were reciting. He kept that book under lock and key. There was not an 

urchin in school but was perishing to have a glimpse of it, but the chance never came. Every boy 

and girl had a theory about the nature of that book; but no two theories were alike, and there was 

no way of getting at the facts in the case. Now, as Becky was passing by the desk, which stood 

near the door, she noticed that the key was in the lock! It was a precious moment. She glanced 

around; found herself alone, and the next instant she had the book in her hands. The titlepage—

Professor Somebody’s Anatomy—carried no information to her mind; so she began to turn the 

leaves. She came at once upon a handsomely engraved and colored frontispiece—a human 

figure, stark naked. At that moment a shadow fell on the page and Tom Sawyer stepped in at the 

door and caught a glimpse of the picture. Becky snatched at the book to close it, and had the hard 

luck to tear the pictured page half down the middle. She thrust the volume into the desk, turned 

the key, and burst out crying with shame and vexation. 

“Tom Sawyer, you are just as mean as you can be, to sneak up on a person and look at what 

they’re looking at.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“How could I know you was looking at anything?” 

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Tom Sawyer; you know you’re going to tell on me, 

and oh, what shall I do, what shall I do! I’ll be whipped, and I never was whipped in school.” 

Then she stamped her little foot and said: 

“Be so mean if you want to! I know something that’s going to happen. You just wait and 

you’ll see! Hateful, hateful, hateful!”—and she flung out of the house with a new explosion of 

crying. 

Tom stood still, rather flustered by this onslaught. Presently he said to himself: 

“What a curious kind of a fool a girl is! Never been licked in school! Shucks! What’s a 

licking! That’s just like a girl—they’re so thin-skinned and chicken-hearted. Well, of course I 

ain’t going to tell old Dobbins on this little fool, because there’s other ways of getting even on 

her, that ain’t so mean; but what of it? Old Dobbins will ask who it was tore his book. Nobody’ll 

answer. Then he’ll do just the way he always does—ask first one and then t’other, and when he 

comes to the right girl he’ll know it, without any telling. Girls’ faces always tell on them. They 

ain’t got any backbone. She’ll get licked. Well, it’s a kind of a tight place for Becky Thatcher, 



because there ain’t any way out of it.” Tom conned the thing a moment longer, and then added: 

“All right, though; she’d like to see me in just such a fix—let her sweat it out!” 

Tom joined the mob of skylarking scholars outside. In a few moments the master arrived and 

school “took in.” Tom did not feel a strong interest in his studies. Every time he stole a glance at 

the girls’ side of the room Becky’s face troubled him. Considering all things, he did not want to 

pity her, and yet it was all he could do to help it. He could get up no exultation that was really 

worthy the name. Presently the spelling-book discovery was made, and Tom’s mind was entirely 

full of his own matters for a while after that. Becky roused up from her lethargy of distress and 

showed good interest in the proceedings. She did not expect that Tom could get out of his trouble 

by denying that he spilt the ink on the book himself; and she was right. The denial only seemed 

to make the thing worse for Tom. Becky supposed she would be glad of that, and she tried to 

believe she was glad of it, but she found she was not certain. When the worst came to the worst, 

she had an impulse to get up and tell on Alfred Temple, but she made an effort and forced herself 

to keep still—because, said she to herself, “he’ll tell about me tearing the picture sure. I wouldn’t 

say a word, not to save his life!” 

Tom took his whipping and went back to his seat not at all broken-hearted, for he thought it 

was possible that he had unknowingly upset the ink on the spelling-book himself, in some 

skylarking bout—he had denied it for form’s sake and because it was custom, and had stuck to 

the denial from principle. 

A whole hour drifted by, the master sat nodding in his throne, the air was drowsy with the hum 

of study. By and by, Mr. Dobbins straightened himself up, yawned, then unlocked his desk, and 

reached for his book, but seemed undecided whether to take it out or leave it. Most of the pupils 

glanced up languidly, but there were two among them that watched his movements with intent 

eyes. Mr. Dobbins fingered his book absently for a while, then took it out and settled himself in 

his chair to read! Tom shot a glance at Becky. He had seen a hunted and helpless rabbit look as 

she did, with a gun levelled at its head. Instantly he forgot his quarrel with her. Quick—

something must be done! done in a flash, too! But the very imminence of the emergency 

paralyzed his invention. Good!—he had an inspiration! He would run and snatch the book, 

spring through the door and fly. But his resolution shook for one little instant, and the chance 

was lost—the master opened the volume. If Tom only had the wasted opportunity back again! 

Too late. There was no help for Becky now, he said. The next moment the master faced the 

school. Every eye sank under his gaze. There was that in it which smote even the innocent with 

fear. There was silence while one might count ten—the master was gathering his wrath. Then he 

spoke: “Who tore this book?” 

There was not a sound. One could have heard a pin drop. The stillness continued; the master 

searched face after face for signs of guilt. 

“Benjamin Rogers, did you tear this book?” 

A denial. Another pause. 

“Joseph Harper, did you?” 

Another denial. Tom’s uneasiness grew more and more intense under the slow torture of these 

proceedings. The master scanned the ranks of boys—considered a while, then turned to the girls: 

“Amy Lawrence?” 

A shake of the head. 

“Gracie Miller?” 



The same sign. 

“Susan Harper, did you do this?” 

Another negative. The next girl was Becky Thatcher. Tom was trembling from head to foot 

with excitement and a sense of the hopelessness of the situation. 

“Rebecca Thatcher” [Tom glanced at her face—it was white with terror]—“did you tear—no, 

look me in the face” [her hands rose in appeal]—“did you tear this book?” 

A thought shot like lightning through Tom’s brain. He sprang to his feet and shouted—“I done 

it!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The school stared in perplexity at this incredible folly. Tom stood a moment, to gather his 

dismembered faculties; and when he stepped forward to go to his punishment the surprise, the 

gratitude, the adoration that shone upon him out of poor Becky’s eyes seemed pay enough for a 

hundred floggings. Inspired by the splendor of his own act, he took without an outcry the most 



merciless flaying that even Mr. Dobbins had ever administered; and also received with 

indifference the added cruelty of a command to remain two hours after school should be 

dismissed—for he knew who would wait for him outside till his captivity was done, and not 

count the tedious time as loss, either. 

Tom went to bed that night planning vengeance against Alfred Temple; for with shame and 

repentance Becky had told him all, not forgetting her own treachery; but even the longing for 

vengeance had to give way, soon, to pleasanter musings, and he fell asleep at last with Becky’s 

latest words lingering dreamily in his ear— 

“Tom, how could you be so noble!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXI 

 

 

VACATION was approaching. The schoolmaster, always severe, grew severer and more 

exacting than ever, for he wanted the school to make a good showing on “Examination” day. His 

rod and his ferule were seldom idle now—at least among the smaller pupils. Only the biggest 

boys, and young ladies of eighteen and twenty, escaped lashing. Mr. Dobbins’ lashings were 

very vigorous ones, too; for although he carried, under his wig, a perfectly bald and shiny head, 

he had only reached middle age, and there was no sign of feebleness in his muscle. As the great 

day approached, all the tyranny that was in him came to the surface; he seemed to take a 

vindictive pleasure in punishing the least shortcomings. The consequence was, that the smaller 

boys spent their days in terror and suffering and their nights in plotting revenge. They threw 

away no opportunity to do the master a mischief. But he kept ahead all the time. The retribution 

that followed every vengeful success was so sweeping and majestic that the boys always retired 

from the field badly worsted. At last they conspired together and hit upon a plan that promised a 

dazzling victory. They swore in the signpainter’s boy, told him the scheme, and asked his help. 

He had his own reasons for being delighted, for the master boarded in his father’s family and had 

given the boy ample cause to hate him. The master’s wife would go on a visit to the country in a 

few days, and there would be nothing to interfere with the plan; the master always prepared 

himself for great occasions by getting pretty well fuddled, and the signpainter’s boy said that 

when the dominie had reached the proper condition on Examination Evening he would “manage 

the thing” while he napped in his chair; then he would have him awakened at the right time and 

hurried away to school. 

In the fulness of time the interesting occasion arrived. At eight in the evening the schoolhouse 

was brilliantly lighted, and adorned with wreaths and festoons of foliage and flowers. The master 

sat throned in his great chair upon a raised platform, with his blackboard behind him. He was 

looking tolerably mellow. Three rows of benches on each side and six rows in front of him were 

occupied by the dignitaries of the town and by the parents of the pupils. To his left, back of the 

rows of citizens, was a spacious temporary platform upon which were seated the scholars who 

were to take part in the exercises of the evening; rows of small boys, washed and dressed to an 

intolerable state of discomfort; rows of gawky big boys; snowbanks of girls and young ladies 

clad in lawn and muslin and conspicuously conscious of their bare arms, their grandmothers’ 

ancient trinkets, their bits of pink and blue ribbon and the flowers in their hair. All the rest of the 

house was filled with non-participating scholars. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The exercises began. A very little boy stood up and sheepishly recited, “You’d scarce expect 

one of my age to speak in public on the stage,” etc.—accompanying himself with the painfully 

exact and spasmodic gestures which a machine might have used—supposing the machine to be a 

trifle out of order. But he got through safely, though cruelly scared, and got a fine round of 

applause when he made his manufactured bow and retired. 

A little shamefaced girl lisped, “Mary had a little lamb,” etc., performed a compassion-

inspiring curtsy, got her meed of applause, and sat down flushed and happy. 

Tom Sawyer stepped forward with conceited confidence and soared into the unquenchable and 

indestructible “Give me liberty or give me death” speech, with fine fury and frantic gesticulation, 

and broke down in the middle of it. A ghastly stage-fright seized him, his legs quaked under him 

and he was like to choke. True, he had the manifest sympathy of the house but he had the 

house’s silence, too, which was even worse than its sympathy. The master frowned, and this 

completed the disaster. Tom struggled awhile and then retired, utterly defeated. There was a 

weak attempt at applause, but it died early. 

“The Boy Stood on the Burning Deck” followed; also “The Assyrian Came Down,” and other 

declamatory gems. Then there were reading exercises, and a spelling fight. The meagre Latin 

class recited with honor. The prime feature of the evening was in order, now—original 

“compositions” by the young ladies. Each in her turn stepped forward to the edge of the 



platform, cleared her throat, held up her manuscript (tied with dainty ribbon), and proceeded to 

read, with labored attention to “expression” and punctuation. The themes were the same that had 

been illuminated upon similar occasions by their mothers before them, their grandmothers, and 

doubtless all their ancestors in the female line clear back to the Crusades. “Friendship” was one; 

“Memories of Other Days”; “Religion in History”; “Dream Land”; “The Advantages of Culture”; 

“Forms of Political Government Compared and Contrasted”; “Melancholy”; “Filial Love”; 

“Heart Longings,” etc., etc. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A prevalent feature in these compositions was a nursed and petted melancholy; another was a 

wasteful and opulent gush of “fine language”; another was a tendency to lug in by the ears 

particularly prized words and phrases until they were worn entirely out; and a peculiarity that 

conspicuously marked and marred them was the inveterate and intolerable sermon that wagged 

its crippled tail at the end of each and every one of them. No matter what the subject might be, a 

brainracking effort was made to squirm it into some aspect or other that the moral and religious 

mind could contemplate with edification. The glaring insincerity of these sermons was not 



sufficient to compass the banishment of the fashion from the schools, and it is not sufficient 

today; it never will be sufficient while the world stands, perhaps. There is no school in all our 

land where the young ladies do not feel obliged to close their compositions with a sermon; and 

you will find that the sermon of the most frivolous and the least religious girl in the school is 

always the longest and the most relentlessly pious. But enough of this. Homely truth is 

unpalatable. 

Let us return to the “Examination.” The first composition that was read was one entitled “Is 

this, then, Life?” Perhaps the reader can endure an extract from it: 

“In the common walks of life, with what delightful emotions does the youthful mind look 

forward to some anticipated scene of festivity! Imagination is busy sketching rose-tinted pictures 

of joy. In fancy, the voluptuous votary of fashion sees herself amid the festive throng, ‘the 

observed of all observers.’ Her graceful form, arrayed in snowy robes, is whirling through the 

mazes of the joyous dance; her eye is brightest, her step is lightest in the gay assembly. 

“In such delicious fancies time quickly glides by, and the welcome hour arrives for her 

entrance into the Elysian world, of which she has had such bright dreams. How fairy-like does 

everything appear to her enchanted vision! Each new scene is more charming than the last. But 

after a while she finds that beneath this goodly exterior, all is vanity, the flattery which once 

charmed her soul, now grates harshly upon her ear; the ballroom has lost its charms; and with 

wasted health and imbittered heart, she turns away with the conviction that earthly pleasures 

cannot satisfy the longings of the soul!” 

And so forth and so on. There was a buzz of gratification from time to time during the reading, 

accompanied by whispered ejaculations of “How sweet!” “How eloquent!” “So true!” etc., and 

after the thing had closed with a peculiarly afflicting sermon the applause was enthusiastic. 

Then arose a slim, melancholy girl, whose face had the “interesting” paleness that comes of 

pills and indigestion, and read a “poem.” Two stanzas of it will do: 

“A MISSOURI MAIDEN’S FAREWELL TO ALABAMA 

“Alabama, goodbye! I love thee well! 

But yet for a while do I leave thee now! 

Sad, yes, sad thoughts of thee my heart doth swell, 

And burning recollections throng my brow! 

For I have wandered through thy flowery woods; 

Have roamed and read near Tallapoosa’s stream; 

Have listened to Tallassee’s warring floods, 

And wooed on Coosa’s side Aurora’s beam. 

 

“Yet shame I not to bear an o’erfull heart, 

Nor blush to turn behind my tearful eyes; 

’Tis from no stranger land I now must part, 

’Tis to no strangers left I yield these sighs. 

Welcome and home were mine within this State, 

Whose vales I leave—whose spires fade fast from me 

And cold must be mine eyes, and heart, and tete, 

When, dear Alabama! they turn cold on thee!” 



There were very few there who knew what “tete” meant, but the poem was very satisfactory, 

nevertheless. 

Next appeared a dark-complexioned, black-eyed, black-haired young lady, who paused an 

impressive moment, assumed a tragic expression, and began to read in a measured, solemn tone: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“A VISION 

“Dark and tempestuous was night. Around the throne on high not a single star quivered; but 

the deep intonations of the heavy thunder constantly vibrated upon the ear; whilst the terrific 

lightning revelled in angry mood through the cloudy chambers of heaven, seeming to scorn the 

power exerted over its terror by the illustrious Franklin! Even the boisterous winds unanimously 

came forth from their mystic homes, and blustered about as if to enhance by their aid the 

wildness of the scene. 

“At such a time, so dark, so dreary, for human sympathy my very spirit sighed; but instead 

thereof, 



“‘My dearest friend, my counsellor, my comforter and guide—My joy in grief, my second bliss 

in joy,’ came to my side. She moved like one of those bright beings pictured in the sunny walks of 

fancy’s Eden by the romantic and young, a queen of beauty unadorned save by her own 

transcendent loveliness. So soft was her step, it failed to make even a sound, and but for the 

magical thrill imparted by her genial touch, as other unobtrusive beauties, she would have 

glided away unperceived—unsought. A strange sadness rested upon her features, like icy tears 

upon the robe of December, as she pointed to the contending elements without, and bade me 

contemplate the two beings presented.” 

This nightmare occupied some ten pages of manuscript and wound up with a sermon so 

destructive of all hope to non-Presbyterians that it took the first prize. This composition was 

considered to be the very finest effort of the evening. The mayor of the village, in delivering the 

prize to the author of it, made a warm speech in which he said that it was by far the most 

“eloquent” thing he had ever listened to, and that Daniel Webster himself might well be proud of 

it. 

It may be remarked, in passing, that the number of compositions in which the word 

“beauteous” was over-fondled, and human experience referred to as “life’s page,” was up to the 

usual average. 

Now the master, mellow almost to the verge of geniality, put his chair aside, turned his back to 

the audience, and began to draw a map of America on the blackboard, to exercise the geography 

class upon. But he made a sad business of it with his unsteady hand, and a smothered titter 

rippled over the house. He knew what the matter was, and set himself to right it. He sponged out 

lines and remade them; but he only distorted them more than ever, and the tittering was more 

pronounced. He threw his entire attention upon his work, now, as if determined not to be put 

down by the mirth. He felt that all eyes were fastened upon him; he imagined he was succeeding, 

and yet the tittering continued; it even manifestly increased. And well it might. There was a 

garret above, pierced with a scuttle over his head; and down through this scuttle came a cat, 

suspended around the haunches by a string; she had a rag tied about her head and jaws to keep 

her from mewing; as she slowly descended she curved upward and clawed at the string, she 

swung downward and clawed at the intangible air. The tittering rose higher and higher—the cat 

was within six inches of the absorbed teacher’s head—down, down, a little lower, and she 

grabbed his wig with her desperate claws, clung to it, and was snatched up into the garret in an 

instant with her trophy still in her possession! And how the light did blaze abroad from the 

master’s bald pate—for the signpainter’s boy had gilded it! 

 

 

 



 



 

 

That broke up the meeting. The boys were avenged. Vacation had come. 

NOTE:—The pretended “compositions” quoted in this chapter are taken without alteration 

from a volume entitled “Prose and Poetry, by a Western Lady”—but they are exactly and 

precisely after the schoolgirl pattern, and hence are much happier than any mere imitations could 

be. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXII 

 

TOM joined the new order of Cadets of Temperance, being attracted by the showy character 

of their “regalia.” He promised to abstain from smoking, chewing, and profanity as long as he 

remained a member. Now he found out a new thing—namely, that to promise not to do a thing is 

the surest way in the world to make a body want to go and do that very thing. Tom soon found 

himself tormented with a desire to drink and swear; the desire grew to be so intense that nothing 

but the hope of a chance to display himself in his red sash kept him from withdrawing from the 

order. Fourth of July was coming; but he soon gave that up—gave it up before he had worn his 

shackles over forty-eight hours—and fixed his hopes upon old Judge Frazer, justice of the peace, 

who was apparently on his deathbed and would have a big public funeral, since he was so high 

an official. During three days Tom was deeply concerned about the Judge’s condition and 

hungry for news of it. Sometimes his hopes ran high—so high that he would venture to get out 

his regalia and practise before the looking-glass. But the Judge had a most discouraging way of 

fluctuating. At last he was pronounced upon the mend—and then convalescent. Tom was 

disgusted; and felt a sense of injury, too. He handed in his resignation at once—and that night the 

Judge suffered a relapse and died. Tom resolved that he would never trust a man like that again. 

The funeral was a fine thing. The Cadets paraded in a style calculated to kill the late member 

with envy. Tom was a free boy again, however—there was something in that. He could drink and 

swear, now—but found to his surprise that he did not want to. The simple fact that he could, took 

the desire away, and the charm of it. 

Tom presently wondered to find that his coveted vacation was beginning to hang a little 

heavily on his hands. 

He attempted a diary—but nothing happened during three days, and so he abandoned it. 

The first of all the negro minstrel shows came to town, and made a sensation. Tom and Joe 

Harper got up a band of performers and were happy for two days. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Even the Glorious Fourth was in some sense a failure, for it rained hard, there was no 

procession in consequence, and the greatest man in the world (as Tom supposed), Mr. Benton, an 

actual United States Senator, proved an overwhelming disappointment—for he was not twenty-

five feet high, nor even anywhere in the neighborhood of it. 

A circus came. The boys played circus for three days afterward in tents made of rag 

carpeting—admission, three pins for boys, two for girls—and then circusing was abandoned. 

A phrenologist and a mesmerizer came—and went again and left the village duller and 

drearier than ever. 

There were some boys-and-girls’ parties, but they were so few and so delightful that they only 

made the aching voids between ache the harder. 

Becky Thatcher was gone to her Constantinople home to stay with her parents during 

vacation—so there was no bright side to life anywhere. 

The dreadful secret of the murder was a chronic misery. It was a very cancer for permanency 

and pain. 

Then came the measles. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

During two long weeks Tom lay a prisoner, dead to the world and its happenings. He was very 

ill, he was interested in nothing. When he got upon his feet at last and moved feebly downtown, 

a melancholy change had come over everything and every creature. There had been a “revival,” 

and everybody had “got religion,” not only the adults, but even the boys and girls. Tom went 

about, hoping against hope for the sight of one blessed sinful face, but disappointment crossed 

him everywhere. He found Joe Harper studying a Testament, and turned sadly away from the 

depressing spectacle. He sought Ben Rogers, and found him visiting the poor with a basket of 

tracts. He hunted up Jim Hollis, who called his attention to the precious blessing of his late 

measles as a warning. Every boy he encountered added another ton to his depression; and when, 

in desperation, he flew for refuge at last to the bosom of Huckleberry Finn and was received with 

a Scriptural quotation, his heart broke and he crept home and to bed realizing that he alone of all 

the town was lost, forever and forever. 



And that night there came on a terrific storm, with driving rain, awful claps of thunder and 

blinding sheets of lightning. He covered his head with the bedclothes and waited in a horror of 

suspense for his doom; for he had not the shadow of a doubt that all this hubbub was about him. 

He believed he had taxed the forbearance of the powers above to the extremity of endurance and 

that this was the result. It might have seemed to him a waste of pomp and ammunition to kill a 

bug with a battery of artillery, but there seemed nothing incongruous about the getting up such 

an expensive thunderstorm as this to knock the turf from under an insect like himself. 

By and by the tempest spent itself and died without accomplishing its object. The boy’s first 

impulse was to be grateful, and reform. His second was to wait—for there might not be any more 

storms. 

The next day the doctors were back; Tom had relapsed. The three weeks he spent on his back 

this time seemed an entire age. When he got abroad at last he was hardly grateful that he had 

been spared, remembering how lonely was his estate, how companionless and forlorn he was. He 

drifted listlessly down the street and found Jim Hollis acting as judge in a juvenile court that was 

trying a cat for murder, in the presence of her victim, a bird. He found Joe Harper and Huck Finn 

up an alley eating a stolen melon. Poor lads! they—like Tom—had suffered a relapse. 

 

 

 



 

 

  



CHAPTER XXIII 

 

AT last the sleepy atmosphere was stirred—and vigorously: the murder trial came on in the 

court. It became the absorbing topic of village talk immediately. Tom could not get away from it. 

Every reference to the murder sent a shudder to his heart, for his troubled conscience and fears 

almost persuaded him that these remarks were put forth in his hearing as “feelers”; he did not see 

how he could be suspected of knowing anything about the murder, but still he could not be 

comfortable in the midst of this gossip. It kept him in a cold shiver all the time. He took Huck to 

a lonely place to have a talk with him. It would be some relief to unseal his tongue for a little 

while; to divide his burden of distress with another sufferer. Moreover, he wanted to assure 

himself that Huck had remained discreet. 

“Huck, have you ever told anybody about—that?” 

“’Bout what?” 

“You know what.” 

“Oh—’course I haven’t.” 

“Never a word?” 

“Never a solitary word, so help me. What makes you ask?” 

“Well, I was afeard.” 

“Why, Tom Sawyer, we wouldn’t be alive two days if that got found out. You know that.” 

Tom felt more comfortable. After a pause: 

“Huck, they couldn’t anybody get you to tell, could they?” 

“Get me to tell? Why, if I wanted that halfbreed devil to drownd me they could get me to tell. 

They ain’t no different way.” 

“Well, that’s all right, then. I reckon we’re safe as long as we keep mum. But let’s swear 

again, anyway. It’s more surer.” 

“I’m agreed.” 

So they swore again with dread solemnities. 

“What is the talk around, Huck? I’ve heard a power of it.” 

“Talk? Well, it’s just Muff Potter, Muff Potter, Muff Potter all the time. It keeps me in a 

sweat, constant, so’s I want to hide som’ers.” 

“That’s just the same way they go on round me. I reckon he’s a goner. Don’t you feel sorry for 

him, sometimes?” 

“Most always—most always. He ain’t no account; but then he hain’t ever done anything to 

hurt anybody. Just fishes a little, to get money to get drunk on—and loafs around considerable; 

but lord, we all do that—leastways most of us—preachers and such like. But he’s kind of good—

he give me half a fish, once, when there warn’t enough for two; and lots of times he’s kind of 

stood by me when I was out of luck.” 

“Well, he’s mended kites for me, Huck, and knitted hooks on to my line. I wish we could get 

him out of there.” 



“My! we couldn’t get him out, Tom. And besides, ’twouldn’t do any good; they’d ketch him 

again.” 

“Yes—so they would. But I hate to hear ’em abuse him so like the dickens when he never 

done—that.” 

“I do too, Tom. Lord, I hear ’em say he’s the bloodiest looking villain in this country, and they 

wonder he wasn’t ever hung before.” 

“Yes, they talk like that, all the time. I’ve heard ’em say that if he was to get free they’d lynch 

him.” 

“And they’d do it, too.” 

The boys had a long talk, but it brought them little comfort. As the twilight drew on, they 

found themselves hanging about the neighborhood of the little isolated jail, perhaps with an 

undefined hope that something would happen that might clear away their difficulties. But 

nothing happened; there seemed to be no angels or fairies interested in this luckless captive. 

The boys did as they had often done before—went to the cell grating and gave Potter some 

tobacco and matches. He was on the ground floor and there were no guards. 

 

 

 



 



 

 

His gratitude for their gifts had always smote their consciences before—it cut deeper than 

ever, this time. They felt cowardly and treacherous to the last degree when Potter said: 

“You’ve been mighty good to me, boys—better’n anybody else in this town. And I don’t 

forget it, I don’t. Often I says to myself, says I, ‘I used to mend all the boys’ kites and things, and 

show ’em where the good fishin’ places was, and befriend ’em what I could, and now they’ve all 

forgot old Muff when he’s in trouble; but Tom don’t, and Huck don’t—they don’t forget him, 

says I, ‘and I don’t forget them.’ Well, boys, I done an awful thing—drunk and crazy at the 

time—that’s the only way I account for it—and now I got to swing for it, and it’s right. Right, 

and best, too, I reckon—hope so, anyway. Well, we won’t talk about that. I don’t want to 

make you feel bad; you’ve befriended me. But what I want to say, is, don’t you ever get drunk—

then you won’t ever get here. Stand a litter furder west—so—that’s it; it’s a prime comfort to see 

faces that’s friendly when a body’s in such a muck of trouble, and there don’t none come here 

but yourn. Good friendly faces—good friendly faces. Git up on one another’s backs and let me 

touch ’em. That’s it. Shake hands—yourn’ll come through the bars, but mine’s too big. Little 

hands, and weak—but they’ve helped Muff Potter a power, and they’d help him more if they 

could.” 

Tom went home miserable, and his dreams that night were full of horrors. The next day and 

the day after, he hung about the courtroom, drawn by an almost irresistible impulse to go in, but 

forcing himself to stay out. Huck was having the same experience. They studiously avoided each 

other. Each wandered away, from time to time, but the same dismal fascination always brought 

them back presently. Tom kept his ears open when idlers sauntered out of the courtroom, but 

invariably heard distressing news—the toils were closing more and more relentlessly around 

poor Potter. At the end of the second day the village talk was to the effect that Injun Joe’s 

evidence stood firm and unshaken, and that there was not the slightest question as to what the 

jury’s verdict would be. 

Tom was out late, that night, and came to bed through the window. He was in a tremendous 

state of excitement. It was hours before he got to sleep. All the village flocked to the courthouse 

the next morning, for this was to be the great day. Both sexes were about equally represented in 

the packed audience. After a long wait the jury filed in and took their places; shortly afterward, 

Potter, pale and haggard, timid and hopeless, was brought in, with chains upon him, and seated 

where all the curious eyes could stare at him; no less conspicuous was Injun Joe, stolid as ever. 

There was another pause, and then the judge arrived and the sheriff proclaimed the opening of 

the court. The usual whisperings among the lawyers and gathering together of papers followed. 

These details and accompanying delays worked up an atmosphere of preparation that was as 

impressive as it was fascinating. 

Now a witness was called who testified that he found Muff Potter washing in the brook, at an 

early hour of the morning that the murder was discovered, and that he immediately sneaked 

away. After some further questioning, counsel for the prosecution said: 

“Take the witness.” 

The prisoner raised his eyes for a moment, but dropped them again when his own counsel 

said: 

“I have no questions to ask him.” 



The next witness proved the finding of the knife near the corpse. Counsel for the prosecution 

said: 

“Take the witness.” 

“I have no questions to ask him,” Potter’s lawyer replied. 

A third witness swore he had often seen the knife in Potter’s possession. 

“Take the witness.” 

Counsel for Potter declined to question him. The faces of the audience began to betray 

annoyance. Did this attorney mean to throw away his client’s life without an effort? 

Several witnesses deposed concerning Potter’s guilty behavior when brought to the scene of 

the murder. They were allowed to leave the stand without being cross-questioned. 

Every detail of the damaging circumstances that occurred in the graveyard upon that morning 

which all present remembered so well was brought out by credible witnesses, but none of them 

were cross-examined by Potter’s lawyer. The perplexity and dissatisfaction of the house 

expressed itself in murmurs and provoked a reproof from the bench. Counsel for the prosecution 

now said: 

“By the oaths of citizens whose simple word is above suspicion, we have fastened this awful 

crime, beyond all possibility of question, upon the unhappy prisoner at the bar. We rest our case 

here.” 

A groan escaped from poor Potter, and he put his face in his hands and rocked his body softly 

to and fro, while a painful silence reigned in the courtroom. Many men were moved, and many 

women’s compassion testified itself in tears. Counsel for the defence rose and said: 

“Your honor, in our remarks at the opening of this trial, we foreshadowed our purpose to 

prove that our client did this fearful deed while under the influence of a blind and irresponsible 

delirium produced by drink. We have changed our mind. We shall not offer that plea.” [Then to 

the clerk:] “Call Thomas Sawyer!” 

A puzzled amazement awoke in every face in the house, not even excepting Potter’s. Every 

eye fastened itself with wondering interest upon Tom as he rose and took his place upon the 

stand. The boy looked wild enough, for he was badly scared. The oath was administered. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Thomas Sawyer, where were you on the seventeenth of June, about the hour of midnight?” 

Tom glanced at Injun Joe’s iron face and his tongue failed him. The audience listened 

breathless, but the words refused to come. After a few moments, however, the boy got a little of 

his strength back, and managed to put enough of it into his voice to make part of the house hear: 

“In the graveyard!” 

“A little bit louder, please. Don’t be afraid. You were—” 

“In the graveyard.” 

A contemptuous smile flitted across Injun Joe’s face. 

“Were you anywhere near Horse Williams’ grave?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Speak up—just a trifle louder. How near were you?” 

“Near as I am to you.” 

“Were you hidden, or not?” 

“I was hid.” 



“Where?” 

“Behind the elms that’s on the edge of the grave.” 

Injun Joe gave a barely perceptible start. 

“Any one with you?” 

“Yes, sir. I went there with—” 

“Wait—wait a moment. Never mind mentioning your companion’s name. We will produce 

him at the proper time. Did you carry anything there with you.” 

Tom hesitated and looked confused. 

“Speak out, my boy—don’t be diffident. The truth is always respectable. What did you take 

there?” 

“Only a—a—dead cat.” 

There was a ripple of mirth, which the court checked. 

“We will produce the skeleton of that cat. Now, my boy, tell us everything that occurred—tell 

it in your own way—don’t skip anything, and don’t be afraid.” 

Tom began—hesitatingly at first, but as he warmed to his subject his words flowed more and 

more easily; in a little while every sound ceased but his own voice; every eye fixed itself upon 

him; with parted lips and bated breath the audience hung upon his words, taking no note of time, 

rapt in the ghastly fascinations of the tale. The strain upon pent emotion reached its climax when 

the boy said: 

“—and as the doctor fetched the board around and Muff Potter fell, Injun Joe jumped with the 

knife and—” 

Crash! Quick as lightning the halfbreed sprang for a window, tore his way through all 

opposers, and was gone! 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXIV 

 

TOM was a glittering hero once more—the pet of the old, the envy of the young. His name 

even went into immortal print, for the village paper magnified him. There were some that 

believed he would be President, yet, if he escaped hanging. 

As usual, the fickle, unreasoning world took Muff Potter to its bosom and fondled him as 

lavishly as it had abused him before. But that sort of conduct is to the world’s credit; therefore it 

is not well to find fault with it. 

Tom’s days were days of splendor and exultation to him, but his nights were seasons of horror. 

Injun Joe infested all his dreams, and always with doom in his eye. Hardly any temptation could 

persuade the boy to stir abroad after nightfall. Poor Huck was in the same state of wretchedness 

and terror, for Tom had told the whole story to the lawyer the night before the great day of the 

trial, and Huck was sore afraid that his share in the business might leak out, yet, notwithstanding 

Injun Joe’s flight had saved him the suffering of testifying in court. The poor fellow had got the 

attorney to promise secrecy, but what of that? Since Tom’s harassed conscience had managed to 

drive him to the lawyer’s house by night and wring a dread tale from lips that had been sealed 

with the dismalest and most formidable of oaths, Huck’s confidence in the human race was 

wellnigh obliterated. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Daily Muff Potter’s gratitude made Tom glad he had spoken; but nightly he wished he had 

sealed up his tongue. 

Half the time Tom was afraid Injun Joe would never be captured; the other half he was afraid 

he would be. He felt sure he never could draw a safe breath again until that man was dead and he 

had seen the corpse. 

Rewards had been offered, the country had been scoured, but no Injun Joe was found. One of 

those omniscient and aweinspiring marvels, a detective, came up from St. Louis, moused around, 

shook his head, looked wise, and made that sort of astounding success which members of that 

craft usually achieve. That is to say, he “found a clew.” But you can’t hang a “clew” for murder, 

and so after that detective had got through and gone home, Tom felt just as insecure as he was 

before. 

The slow days drifted on, and each left behind it a slightly lightened weight of apprehension. 

  



CHAPTER XXV 

 

 

THERE comes a time in every rightly-constructed boy’s life when he has a raging desire to go 

somewhere and dig for hidden treasure. This desire suddenly came upon Tom one day. He 

sallied out to find Joe Harper, but failed of success. Next he sought Ben Rogers; he had gone 

fishing. Presently he stumbled upon Huck Finn the Red-Handed. Huck would answer. Tom took 

him to a private place and opened the matter to him confidentially. Huck was willing. Huck was 

always willing to take a hand in any enterprise that offered entertainment and required no capital, 

for he had a troublesome superabundance of that sort of time which is not money. “Where’ll we 

dig?” said Huck. 

“Oh, most anywhere.” 

“Why, is it hid all around?” 

“No, indeed it ain’t. It’s hid in mighty particular places, Huck—sometimes on islands, 

sometimes in rotten chests under the end of a limb of an old dead tree, just where the shadow 

falls at midnight; but mostly under the floor in ha’nted houses.” 

“Who hides it?” 

“Why, robbers, of course—who’d you reckon? Sunday-school sup’rintendents?” 

“I don’t know. If ’twas mine I wouldn’t hide it; I’d spend it and have a good time.” 

“So would I. But robbers don’t do that way. They always hide it and leave it there.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Don’t they come after it any more?” 

“No, they think they will, but they generally forget the marks, or else they die. Anyway, it lays 

there a long time and gets rusty; and by and by somebody finds an old yellow paper that tells 

how to find the marks—a paper that’s got to be ciphered over about a week because it’s mostly 

signs and hy’roglyphics.” 

“Hyro—which?” 

“Hy’roglyphics—pictures and things, you know, that don’t seem to mean anything.” 

“Have you got one of them papers, Tom?” 

“No.” 

“Well then, how you going to find the marks?” 

“I don’t want any marks. They always bury it under a ha’nted house or on an island, or under a 

dead tree that’s got one limb sticking out. Well, we’ve tried Jackson’s Island a little, and we can 

try it again some time; and there’s the old ha’nted house up the Still-House branch, and there’s 

lots of dead-limb trees—dead loads of ’em.” 



“Is it under all of them?” 

“How you talk! No!” 

“Then how you going to know which one to go for?” 

“Go for all of ’em!” 

“Why, Tom, it’ll take all summer.” 

“Well, what of that? Suppose you find a brass pot with a hundred dollars in it, all rusty and 

gray, or rotten chest full of di’monds. How’s that?” 

Huck’s eyes glowed. 

“That’s bully. Plenty bully enough for me. Just you gimme the hundred dollars and I don’t 

want no di’monds.” 

“All right. But I bet you I ain’t going to throw off on di’monds. Some of ’em’s worth twenty 

dollars apiece—there ain’t any, hardly, but’s worth six bits or a dollar.” 

“No! Is that so?” 

“Cert’nly—anybody’ll tell you so. Hain’t you ever seen one, Huck?” 

“Not as I remember.” 

“Oh, kings have slathers of them.” 

“Well, I don’ know no kings, Tom.” 

“I reckon you don’t. But if you was to go to Europe you’d see a raft of ’em hopping around.” 

“Do they hop?” 

“Hop?—your granny! No!” 

“Well, what did you say they did, for?” 

“Shucks, I only meant you’d see ’em—not hopping, of course—what do they want to hop 

for?—but I mean you’d just see ’em—scattered around, you know, in a kind of a general way. 

Like that old humpbacked Richard.” 

“Richard? What’s his other name?” 

“He didn’t have any other name. Kings don’t have any but a given name.” 

“No?” 

“But they don’t.” 

“Well, if they like it, Tom, all right; but I don’t want to be a king and have only just a given 

name, like a nigger. But say—where you going to dig first?” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Well, I don’t know. S’pose we tackle that old dead-limb tree on the hill t’other side of Still-

House branch?” 

“I’m agreed.” 

So they got a crippled pick and a shovel, and set out on their three-mile tramp. They arrived 

hot and panting, and threw themselves down in the shade of a neighboring elm to rest and have a 

smoke. 

“I like this,” said Tom. 

“So do I.” 

“Say, Huck, if we find a treasure here, what you going to do with your share?” 

“Well, I’ll have pie and a glass of soda every day, and I’ll go to every circus that comes along. 

I bet I’ll have a gay time.” 

“Well, ain’t you going to save any of it?” 

“Save it? What for?” 

“Why, so as to have something to live on, by and by.” 



“Oh, that ain’t any use. Pap would come back to thish-yer town some day and get his claws on 

it if I didn’t hurry up, and I tell you he’d clean it out pretty quick. What you going to do with 

yourn, Tom?” 

“I’m going to buy a new drum, and a sure’nough sword, and a red necktie and a bull pup, and 

get married.” 

“Married!” 

“That’s it.” 

“Tom, you—why, you ain’t in your right mind.” 

“Wait—you’ll see.” 

“Well, that’s the foolishest thing you could do. Look at pap and my mother. Fight! Why, they 

used to fight all the time. I remember, mighty well.” 

“That ain’t anything. The girl I’m going to marry won’t fight.” 

“Tom, I reckon they’re all alike. They’ll all comb a body. Now you better think ’bout this 

awhile. I tell you you better. What’s the name of the gal?” 

“It ain’t a gal at all—it’s a girl.” 

“It’s all the same, I reckon; some says gal, some says girl—both’s right, like enough. Anyway, 

what’s her name, Tom?” 

“I’ll tell you some time—not now.” 

“All right—that’ll do. Only if you get married I’ll be more lonesomer than ever.” 

“No you won’t. You’ll come and live with me. Now stir out of this and we’ll go to digging.” 

They worked and sweated for half an hour. No result. They toiled another halfhour. Still no 

result. Huck said: 

“Do they always bury it as deep as this?” 

“Sometimes—not always. Not generally. I reckon we haven’t got the right place.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

So they chose a new spot and began again. The labor dragged a little, but still they made 

progress. They pegged away in silence for some time. Finally Huck leaned on his shovel, 

swabbed the beaded drops from his brow with his sleeve, and said: 

“Where you going to dig next, after we get this one?” 

“I reckon maybe we’ll tackle the old tree that’s over yonder on Cardiff Hill back of the 

widow’s.” 

“I reckon that’ll be a good one. But won’t the widow take it away from us, Tom? It’s on her 

land.” 

“She take it away! Maybe she’d like to try it once. Whoever finds one of these hid treasures, it 

belongs to him. It don’t make any difference whose land it’s on.” 

That was satisfactory. The work went on. By and by Huck said: 

“Blame it, we must be in the wrong place again. What do you think?” 

“It is mighty curious, Huck. I don’t understand it. Sometimes witches interfere. I reckon 

maybe that’s what’s the trouble now.” 



“Shucks! Witches ain’t got no power in the daytime.” 

“Well, that’s so. I didn’t think of that. Oh, I know what the matter is! What a blamed lot of 

fools we are! You got to find out where the shadow of the limb falls at midnight, and that’s 

where you dig!” 

“Then consound it, we’ve fooled away all this work for nothing. Now hang it all, we got to 

come back in the night. It’s an awful long way. Can you get out?” 

“I bet I will. We’ve got to do it tonight, too, because if somebody sees these holes they’ll 

know in a minute what’s here and they’ll go for it.” 

“Well, I’ll come around and maow tonight.” 

“All right. Let’s hide the tools in the bushes.” 

The boys were there that night, about the appointed time. They sat in the shadow waiting. It 

was a lonely place, and an hour made solemn by old traditions. Spirits whispered in the rustling 

leaves, ghosts lurked in the murky nooks, the deep baying of a hound floated up out of the 

distance, an owl answered with his sepulchral note. The boys were subdued by these solemnities, 

and talked little. By and by they judged that twelve had come; they marked where the shadow 

fell, and began to dig. Their hopes commenced to rise. Their interest grew stronger, and their 

industry kept pace with it. The hole deepened and still deepened, but every time their hearts 

jumped to hear the pick strike upon something, they only suffered a new disappointment. It was 

only a stone or a chunk. At last Tom said: 

“It ain’t any use, Huck, we’re wrong again.” 

“Well, but we can’t be wrong. We spotted the shadder to a dot.” 

“I know it, but then there’s another thing.” 

“What’s that?”. 

“Why, we only guessed at the time. Like enough it was too late or too early.” 

Huck dropped his shovel. 

“That’s it,” said he. “That’s the very trouble. We got to give this one up. We can’t ever tell the 

right time, and besides this kind of thing’s too awful, here this time of night with witches and 

ghosts a-fluttering around so. I feel as if something’s behind me all the time;  and I’m afeard to 

turn around, becuz maybe there’s others in front a-waiting for a chance. I been creeping all over, 

ever since I got here.” 

“Well, I’ve been pretty much so, too, Huck. They most always put in a dead man when they 

bury a treasure under a tree, to look out for it.” 

“Lordy!” 

“Yes, they do. I’ve always heard that.” 

“Tom, I don’t like to fool around much where there’s dead people. A body’s bound to get into 

trouble with ’em, sure.” 

“I don’t like to stir ’em up, either. S’pose this one here was to stick his skull out and say 

something!” 

“Don’t Tom! It’s awful.” 

“Well, it just is. Huck, I don’t feel comfortable a bit.” 

“Say, Tom, let’s give this place up, and try somewheres else.” 

“All right, I reckon we better.” 



“What’ll it be?” 

Tom considered awhile; and then said: 

“The ha’nted house. That’s it!” 

“Blame it, I don’t like ha’nted houses, Tom. Why, they’re a dern sight worse’n dead people. 

Dead people might talk, maybe, but they don’t come sliding around in a shroud, when you ain’t 

noticing, and peep over your shoulder all of a sudden and grit their teeth, the way a ghost does. I 

couldn’t stand such a thing as that, Tom—nobody could.” 

“Yes, but, Huck, ghosts don’t travel around only at night. They won’t hender us from digging 

there in the daytime.” 

“Well, that’s so. But you know mighty well people don’t go about that ha’nted house in the 

day nor the night.” 

“Well, that’s mostly because they don’t like to go where a man’s been murdered, anyway—

but nothing’s ever been seen around that house except in the night—just some blue lights 

slipping by the windows—no regular ghosts.” 

“Well, where you see one of them blue lights flickering around, Tom, you can bet there’s a 

ghost mighty close behind it. It stands to reason. Becuz you know that they don’t anybody but 

ghosts use ’em.” 

“Yes, that’s so. But anyway they don’t come around in the daytime, so what’s the use of our 

being afeard?” 

“Well, all right. We’ll tackle the ha’nted house if you say so—but I reckon it’s taking 

chances.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

They had started down the hill by this time. There in the middle of the moonlit valley below 

them stood the “ha’nted” house, utterly isolated, its fences gone long ago, rank weeds 

smothering the very doorsteps, the chimney crumbled to ruin, the window-sashes vacant, a 

corner of the roof caved in. The boys gazed awhile, half expecting to see a blue light flit past a 

window; then talking in a low tone, as befitted the time and the circumstances, they struck far off 

to the right, to give the haunted house a wide berth, and took their way homeward through the 

woods that adorned the rearward side of Cardiff Hill. 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXVI 

 

 

ABOUT noon the next day the boys arrived at the dead tree; they had come for their tools. 

Tom was impatient to go to the haunted house; Huck was measurably so, also—but suddenly 

said: 

“Lookyhere, Tom, do you know what day it is?” 

Tom mentally ran over the days of the week, and then quickly lifted his eyes with a startled 

look in them— 

“My! I never once thought of it, Huck!” 

“Well, I didn’t neither, but all at once it popped onto me that it was Friday.” 

“Blame it, a body can’t be too careful, Huck. We might ’a’ got into an awful scrape, tackling 

such a thing on a Friday.” 

“Might! Better say we would! There’s some lucky days, maybe, but Friday ain’t.” 

“Any fool knows that. I don’t reckon you was the first that found it out, Huck.” 

“Well, I never said I was, did I? And Friday ain’t all, neither. I had a rotten bad dream last 

night—dreampt about rats.” 

“No! Sure sign of trouble. Did they fight?” 

“No.” 

“Well, that’s good, Huck. When they don’t fight it’s only a sign that there’s trouble around, 

you know. All we got to do is to look mighty sharp and keep out of it. We’ll drop this thing for 

today, and play. Do you know Robin Hood, Huck?” 

“No. Who’s Robin Hood?” 

“Why, he was one of the greatest men that was ever in England—and the best. He was a 

robber.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Cracky, I wisht I was. Who did he rob?” 

“Only sheriffs and bishops and rich people and kings, and such like. But he never bothered the 

poor. He loved ’em. He always divided up with ’em perfectly square.” 

“Well, he must ’a’ been a brick.” 

“I bet you he was, Huck. Oh, he was the noblest man that ever was. They ain’t any such men 

now, I can tell you. He could lick any man in England, with one hand tied behind him; and he 

could take his yew bow and plug a ten-cent piece every time, a mile and a half.” 

“What’s a yew bow?” 

“I don’t know. It’s some kind of a bow, of course. And if he hit that dime only on the edge he 

would set down and cry—and curse. But we’ll play Robin Hood—it’s nobby fun. I’ll learn you.” 

“I’m agreed.” 

So they played Robin Hood all the afternoon, now and then casting a yearning eye down upon 

the haunted house and passing a remark about the morrow’s prospects and possibilities there. As 

the sun began to sink into the west they took their way homeward athwart the long shadows of 

the trees and soon were buried from sight in the forests of Cardiff Hill. 



On Saturday, shortly after noon, the boys were at the dead tree again. They had a smoke and a 

chat in the shade, and then dug a little in their last hole, not with great hope, but merely because 

Tom said there were so many cases where people had given up a treasure after getting down 

within six inches of it, and then somebody else had come along and turned it up with a single 

thrust of a shovel. The thing failed this time, however, so the boys shouldered their tools and 

went away feeling that they had not trifled with fortune, but had fulfilled all the requirements 

that belong to the business of treasure-hunting. 

When they reached the haunted house there was something so weird and grisly about the dead 

silence that reigned there under the baking sun, and something so depressing about the loneliness 

and desolation of the place, that they were afraid, for a moment, to venture in. Then they crept to 

the door and took a trembling peep. They saw a weedgrown, floorless room, unplastered, an 

ancient fireplace, vacant windows, a ruinous staircase; and here, there, and everywhere hung 

ragged and abandoned cobwebs. They presently entered, softly, with quickened pulses, talking in 

whispers, ears alert to catch the slightest sound, and muscles tense and ready for instant retreat. 

In a little while familiarity modified their fears and they gave the place a critical and interested 

examination, rather admiring their own boldness, and wondering at it, too. Next they wanted to 

look upstairs. This was something like cutting off retreat, but they got to daring each other, and 

of course there could be but one result—they threw their tools into a corner and made the ascent. 

Up there were the same signs of decay. In one corner they found a closet that promised mystery, 

but the promise was a fraud—there was nothing in it. Their courage was up now and well in 

hand. They were about to go down and begin work when— 

“Sh!” said Tom. 

“What is it?” whispered Huck, blanching with fright. 

“Sh!... There!... Hear it?” 

“Yes!... Oh, my! Let’s run!” 

“Keep still! Don’t you budge! They’re coming right toward the door.” 

The boys stretched themselves upon the floor with their eyes to knotholes in the planking, and 

lay waiting, in a misery of fear. 

“They’ve stopped.... No—coming.... Here they are. Don’t whisper another word, Huck. My 

goodness, I wish I was out of this!” 

Two men entered. Each boy said to himself: “There’s the old deaf and dumb Spaniard that’s 

been about town once or twice lately—never saw t’other man before.” 

“T’other” was a ragged, unkempt creature, with nothing very pleasant in his face. The 

Spaniard was wrapped in a serape; he had bushy white whiskers; long white hair flowed from 

under his sombrero, and he wore green goggles. When they came in, “t’other” was talking in a 

low voice; they sat down on the ground, facing the door, with their backs to the wall, and the 

speaker continued his remarks. His manner became less guarded and his words more distinct as 

he proceeded: 

“No,” said he, “I’ve thought it all over, and I don’t like it. It’s dangerous.” 

“Dangerous!” grunted the “deaf and dumb” Spaniard—to the vast surprise of the boys. 

“Milksop!” 

This voice made the boys gasp and quake. It was Injun Joe’s! There was silence for some 

time. Then Joe said: 



“What’s any more dangerous than that job up yonder—but nothing’s come of it.” 

“That’s different. Away up the river so, and not another house about. ’Twon’t ever be known 

that we tried, anyway, long as we didn’t succeed.” 

“Well, what’s more dangerous than coming here in the daytime!—anybody would suspicion 

us that saw us.” 

“I know that. But there warn’t any other place as handy after that fool of a job. I want to quit 

this shanty. I wanted to yesterday, only it warn’t any use trying to stir out of here, with those 

infernal boys playing over there on the hill right in full view.” 

“Those infernal boys” quaked again under the inspiration of this remark, and thought how 

lucky it was that they had remembered it was Friday and concluded to wait a day. They wished 

in their hearts they had waited a year. 

The two men got out some food and made a luncheon. After a long and thoughtful silence, 

Injun Joe said: 

“Look here, lad—you go back up the river where you belong. Wait there till you hear from 

me. I’ll take the chances on dropping into this town just once more, for a look. We’ll do that 

‘dangerous’ job after I’ve spied around a little and think things look well for it. Then for Texas! 

We’ll leg it together!” 

This was satisfactory. Both men presently fell to yawning, and Injun Joe said: 

“I’m dead for sleep! It’s your turn to watch.” 

He curled down in the weeds and soon began to snore. His comrade stirred him once or twice 

and he became quiet. Presently the watcher began to nod; his head drooped lower and lower, 

both men began to snore now. 

The boys drew a long, grateful breath. Tom whispered: 

“Now’s our chance—come!” 

Huck said: 

“I can’t—I’d die if they was to wake.” 

Tom urged—Huck held back. At last Tom rose slowly and softly, and started alone. But the 

first step he made wrung such a hideous creak from the crazy floor that he sank down almost 

dead with fright. He never made a second attempt. The boys lay there counting the dragging 

moments till it seemed to them that time must be done and eternity growing gray; and then they 

were grateful to note that at last the sun was setting. 

Now one snore ceased. Injun Joe sat up, stared around—smiled grimly upon his comrade, 

whose head was drooping upon his knees—stirred him up with his foot and said: 

“Here! You’re a watchman, ain’t you! All right, though—nothing’s happened.” 

“My! have I been asleep?” 

“Oh, partly, partly. Nearly time for us to be moving, pard. What’ll we do with what little swag 

we’ve got left?” 

“I don’t know—leave it here as we’ve always done, I reckon. No use to take it away till we 

start south. Six hundred and fifty in silver’s something to carry.” 

“Well—all right—it won’t matter to come here once more.” 

“No—but I’d say come in the night as we used to do—it’s better.” 



“Yes: but look here; it may be a good while before I get the right chance at that job; accidents 

might happen; ’tain’t in such a very good place; we’ll just regularly bury it—and bury it deep.” 

“Good idea,” said the comrade, who walked across the room, knelt down, raised one of the 

rearward hearth-stones and took out a bag that jingled pleasantly. He subtracted from it twenty or 

thirty dollars for himself and as much for Injun Joe, and passed the bag to the latter, who was on 

his knees in the corner, now, digging with his bowie-knife. 

The boys forgot all their fears, all their miseries in an instant. With gloating eyes they watched 

every movement. Luck!—the splendor of it was beyond all imagination! Six hundred dollars was 

money enough to make half a dozen boys rich! Here was treasure-hunting under the happiest 

auspices—there would not be any bothersome uncertainty as to where to dig. They nudged each 

other every moment—eloquent nudges and easily understood, for they simply meant—“Oh, but 

ain’t you glad now we’re here!” 

Joe’s knife struck upon something. 

“Hello!” said he. 

“What is it?” said his comrade. 

“Half-rotten plank—no, it’s a box, I believe. Here—bear a hand and we’ll see what it’s here 

for. Never mind, I’ve broke a hole.” 

He reached his hand in and drew it out— 

“Man, it’s money!” 

The two men examined the handful of coins. They were gold. The boys above were as excited 

as themselves, and as delighted. 

Joe’s comrade said: 

“We’ll make quick work of this. There’s an old rusty pick over amongst the weeds in the 

corner the other side of the fireplace—I saw it a minute ago.” 

He ran and brought the boys’ pick and shovel. Injun Joe took the pick, looked it over critically, 

shook his head, muttered something to himself, and then began to use it. The box was soon 

unearthed. It was not very large; it was iron bound and had been very strong before the slow 

years had injured it. The men contemplated the treasure awhile in blissful silence. 

“Pard, there’s thousands of dollars here,” said Injun Joe. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“’Twas always said that Murrel’s gang used to be around here one summer,” the stranger 

observed. 

“I know it,” said Injun Joe; “and this looks like it, I should say.” 

“Now you won’t need to do that job.” 

The halfbreed frowned. Said he: 

“You don’t know me. Least you don’t know all about that thing. ’Tain’t robbery altogether—

it’s revenge!” and a wicked light flamed in his eyes. “I’ll need your help in it. When it’s 

finished—then Texas. Go home to your Nance and your kids, and stand by till you hear from 

me.” 

“Well—if you say so; what’ll we do with this—bury it again?” 

“Yes. [Ravishing delight overhead.] No! by the great Sachem, no! [Profound distress 

overhead.] I’d nearly forgot. That pick had fresh earth on it! [The boys were sick with terror in a 

moment.] What business has a pick and a shovel here? What business with fresh earth on them? 

Who brought them here—and where are they gone? Have you heard anybody?—seen anybody? 

What! bury it again and leave them to come and see the ground disturbed? Not exactly—not 

exactly. We’ll take it to my den.” 



“Why, of course! Might have thought of that before. You mean Number One?” 

“No—Number Two—under the cross. The other place is bad—too common.” 

“All right. It’s nearly dark enough to start.” 

Injun Joe got up and went about from window to window cautiously peeping out. Presently he 

said: 

“Who could have brought those tools here? Do you reckon they can be upstairs?” 

The boys’ breath forsook them. Injun Joe put his hand on his knife, halted a moment, 

undecided, and then turned toward the stairway. The boys thought of the closet, but their strength 

was gone. The steps came creaking up the stairs—the intolerable distress of the situation woke 

the stricken resolution of the lads—they were about to spring for the closet, when there was a 

crash of rotten timbers and Injun Joe landed on the ground amid the debris of the ruined 

stairway. He gathered himself up cursing, and his comrade said: 

“Now what’s the use of all that? If it’s anybody, and they’re up there, let them stay there—

who cares? If they want to jump down, now, and get into trouble, who objects? It will be dark in 

fifteen minutes—and then let them follow us if they want to. I’m willing. In my opinion, 

whoever hove those things in here caught a sight of us and took us for ghosts or devils or 

something. I’ll bet they’re running yet.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Joe grumbled awhile; then he agreed with his friend that what daylight was left ought to be 

economized in getting things ready for leaving. Shortly afterward they slipped out of the house in 

the deepening twilight, and moved toward the river with their precious box. 

Tom and Huck rose up, weak but vastly relieved, and stared after them through the chinks 

between the logs of the house. Follow? Not they. They were content to reach ground again 

without broken necks, and take the townward track over the hill. They did not talk much. They 

were too much absorbed in hating themselves—hating the ill luck that made them take the spade 

and the pick there. But for that, Injun Joe never would have suspected. He would have hidden the 

silver with the gold to wait there till his “revenge” was satisfied, and then he would have had the 

misfortune to find that money turn up missing. Bitter, bitter luck that the tools were ever brought 

there! 

They resolved to keep a lookout for that Spaniard when he should come to town spying out for 

chances to do his revengeful job, and follow him to “Number Two,” wherever that might be. 

Then a ghastly thought occurred to Tom. 

“Revenge? What if he means us, Huck!” 

“Oh, don’t!” said Huck, nearly fainting. 



They talked it all over, and as they entered town they agreed to believe that he might possibly 

mean somebody else—at least that he might at least mean nobody but Tom, since only Tom had 

testified. 

Very, very small comfort it was to Tom to be alone in danger! Company would be a palpable 

improvement, he thought. 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXVII 

 

 

THE adventure of the day mightily tormented Tom’s dreams that night. Four times he had his 

hands on that rich treasure and four times it wasted to nothingness in his fingers as sleep forsook 

him and wakefulness brought back the hard reality of his misfortune. As he lay in the early 

morning recalling the incidents of his great adventure, he noticed that they seemed curiously 

subdued and far away—somewhat as if they had happened in another world, or in a time long 

gone by. Then it occurred to him that the great adventure itself must be a dream! There was one 

very strong argument in favor of this idea—namely, that the quantity of coin he had seen was too 

vast to be real. He had never seen as much as fifty dollars in one mass before, and he was like all 

boys of his age and station in life, in that he imagined that all references to “hundreds” and 

“thousands” were mere fanciful forms of speech, and that no such sums really existed in the 

world. He never had supposed for a moment that so large a sum as a hundred dollars was to be 

found in actual money in any one’s possession. If his notions of hidden treasure had been 

analyzed, they would have been found to consist of a handful of real dimes and a bushel of 

vague, splendid, ungraspable dollars. 

But the incidents of his adventure grew sensibly sharper and clearer under the attrition of 

thinking them over, and so he presently found himself leaning to the impression that the thing 

might not have been a dream, after all. This uncertainty must be swept away. He would snatch a 

hurried breakfast and go and find Huck. Huck was sitting on the gunwale of a flatboat, listlessly 

dangling his feet in the water and looking very melancholy. Tom concluded to let Huck lead up 

to the subject. If he did not do it, then the adventure would be proved to have been only a dream. 

“Hello, Huck!” 

“Hello, yourself.” 

Silence, for a minute. 

“Tom, if we’d ’a’ left the blame tools at the dead tree, we’d ’a’ got the money. Oh, ain’t it 

awful!” 

“’Tain’t a dream, then, ’tain’t a dream! Somehow I most wish it was. Dog’d if I don’t, Huck.” 

“What ain’t a dream?” 

“Oh, that thing yesterday. I been half thinking it was.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Dream! If them stairs hadn’t broke down you’d ’a’ seen how much dream it was! I’ve had 

dreams enough all night—with that patch-eyed Spanish devil going for me all through ’em—rot 

him!” 

“No, not rot him. Find him! Track the money!” 

“Tom, we’ll never find him. A feller don’t have only one chance for such a pile—and that 

one’s lost. I’d feel mighty shaky if I was to see him, anyway.” 

“Well, so’d I; but I’d like to see him, anyway—and track him out—to his Number Two.” 

“Number Two—yes, that’s it. I been thinking ’bout that. But I can’t make nothing out of it. 

What do you reckon it is?” 

“I dono. It’s too deep. Say, Huck—maybe it’s the number of a house!” 

“Goody!... No, Tom, that ain’t it. If it is, it ain’t in this one-horse town. They ain’t no numbers 

here.” 

“Well, that’s so. Lemme think a minute. Here—it’s the number of a room—in a tavern, you 

know!” 

“Oh, that’s the trick! They ain’t only two taverns. We can find out quick.” 



“You stay here, Huck, till I come.” 

Tom was off at once. He did not care to have Huck’s company in public places. He was gone 

half an hour. He found that in the best tavern, No. 2 had long been occupied by a young lawyer, 

and was still so occupied. In the less ostentatious house, No. 2 was a mystery. The tavern-

keeper’s young son said it was kept locked all the time, and he never saw anybody go into it or 

come out of it except at night; he did not know any particular reason for this state of things; had 

had some little curiosity, but it was rather feeble; had made the most of the mystery by 

entertaining himself with the idea that that room was “ha’nted”; had noticed that there was a light 

in there the night before. 

“That’s what I’ve found out, Huck. I reckon that’s the very No. 2 we’re after.” 

“I reckon it is, Tom. Now what you going to do?” 

“Lemme think.” 

Tom thought a long time. Then he said: 

“I’ll tell you. The back door of that No. 2 is the door that comes out into that little close alley 

between the tavern and the old rattle trap of a brick store. Now you get hold of all the doorkeys 

you can find, and I’ll nip all of auntie’s, and the first dark night we’ll go there and try ’em. And 

mind you, keep a lookout for Injun Joe, because he said he was going to drop into town and spy 

around once more for a chance to get his revenge. If you see him, you just follow him; and if he 

don’t go to that No. 2, that ain’t the place.” 

“Lordy, I don’t want to foller him by myself!” 

“Why, it’ll be night, sure. He mightn’t ever see you—and if he did, maybe he’d never think 

anything.” 

“Well, if it’s pretty dark I reckon I’ll track him. I dono—I dono. I’ll try.” 

“You bet I’ll follow him, if it’s dark, Huck. Why, he might ’a’ found out he couldn’t get his 

revenge, and be going right after that money.” 

“It’s so, Tom, it’s so. I’ll foller him; I will, by jingoes!” 

“Now you’re talking! Don’t you ever weaken, Huck, and I won’t.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXVIII 

 

 

THAT night Tom and Huck were ready for their adventure. They hung about the 

neighborhood of the tavern until after nine, one watching the alley at a distance and the other the 

tavern door. Nobody entered the alley or left it; nobody resembling the Spaniard entered or left 

the tavern door. The night promised to be a fair one; so Tom went home with the understanding 

that if a considerable degree of darkness came on, Huck was to come and “maow,” whereupon 

he would slip out and try the keys. But the night remained clear, and Huck closed his watch and 

retired to bed in an empty sugar hogshead about twelve. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Tuesday the boys had the same ill luck. Also Wednesday. But Thursday night promised better. 

Tom slipped out in good season with his aunt’s old tin lantern, and a large towel to blindfold it 

with. He hid the lantern in Huck’s sugar hogshead and the watch began. An hour before midnight 

the tavern closed up and its lights (the only ones thereabouts) were put out. No Spaniard had 

been seen. Nobody had entered or left the alley. Everything was auspicious. The blackness of 

darkness reigned, the perfect stillness was interrupted only by occasional mutterings of distant 

thunder. 

Tom got his lantern, lit it in the hogshead, wrapped it closely in the towel, and the two 

adventurers crept in the gloom toward the tavern. Huck stood sentry and Tom felt his way into 

the alley. Then there was a season of waiting anxiety that weighed upon Huck’s spirits like a 

mountain. He began to wish he could see a flash from the lantern—it would frighten him, but it 

would at least tell him that Tom was alive yet. It seemed hours since Tom had disappeared. 

Surely he must have fainted; maybe he was dead; maybe his heart had burst under terror and 

excitement. In his uneasiness Huck found himself drawing closer and closer to the alley; fearing 

all sorts of dreadful things, and momentarily expecting some catastrophe to happen that would 

take away his breath. There was not much to take away, for he seemed only able to inhale it by 

thimblefuls, and his heart would soon wear itself out, the way it was beating. Suddenly there was 

a flash of light and Tom came tearing by him: “Run!” said he; “run, for your life!” 

He needn’t have repeated it; once was enough; Huck was making thirty or forty miles an hour 

before the repetition was uttered. The boys never stopped till they reached the shed of a deserted 

slaughter-house at the lower end of the village. Just as they got within its shelter the storm burst 

and the rain poured down. As soon as Tom got his breath he said: 

“Huck, it was awful! I tried two of the keys, just as soft as I could; but they seemed to make 

such a power of racket that I couldn’t hardly get my breath I was so scared. They wouldn’t turn 

in the lock, either. Well, without noticing what I was doing, I took hold of the knob, and open 

comes the door! It warn’t locked! I hopped in, and shook off the towel, and, Great Caesar’s 

Ghost!” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“What!—what’d you see, Tom?” 

“Huck, I most stepped onto Injun Joe’s hand!” 

“No!” 

“Yes! He was lying there, sound asleep on the floor, with his old patch on his eye and his arms 

spread out.” 

“Lordy, what did you do? Did he wake up?” 

“No, never budged. Drunk, I reckon. I just grabbed that towel and started!” 

“I’d never ’a’ thought of the towel, I bet!” 

“Well, I would. My aunt would make me mighty sick if I lost it.” 

“Say, Tom, did you see that box?” 

“Huck, I didn’t wait to look around. I didn’t see the box, I didn’t see the cross. I didn’t see 

anything but a bottle and a tin cup on the floor by Injun Joe; yes, I saw two barrels and lots more 

bottles in the room. Don’t you see, now, what’s the matter with that ha’nted room?” 

“How?” 



“Why, it’s ha’nted with whiskey! Maybe all the Temperance Taverns have got a ha’nted 

room, hey, Huck?” 

“Well, I reckon maybe that’s so. Who’d ’a’ thought such a thing? But say, Tom, now’s a 

mighty good time to get that box, if Injun Joe’s drunk.” 

“It is, that! You try it!” 

Huck shuddered. 

“Well, no—I reckon not.” 

“And I reckon not, Huck. Only one bottle alongside of Injun Joe ain’t enough. If there’d been 

three, he’d be drunk enough and I’d do it.” 

There was a long pause for reflection, and then Tom said: 

“Lookyhere, Huck, less not try that thing any more till we know Injun Joe’s not in there. It’s 

too scary. Now, if we watch every night, we’ll be dead sure to see him go out, some time or 

other, and then we’ll snatch that box quicker’n lightning.” 

“Well, I’m agreed. I’ll watch the whole night long, and I’ll do it every night, too, if you’ll do 

the other part of the job.” 

“All right, I will. All you got to do is to trot up Hooper Street a block and maow—and if I’m 

asleep, you throw some gravel at the window and that’ll fetch me.” 

“Agreed, and good as wheat!” 

“Now, Huck, the storm’s over, and I’ll go home. It’ll begin to be daylight in a couple of hours. 

You go back and watch that long, will you?” 

“I said I would, Tom, and I will. I’ll ha’nt that tavern every night for a year! I’ll sleep all day 

and I’ll stand watch all night.” 

“That’s all right. Now, where you going to sleep?” 

“In Ben Rogers’ hayloft. He lets me, and so does his pap’s nigger man, Uncle Jake. I tote 

water for Uncle Jake whenever he wants me to, and any time I ask him he gives me a little 

something to eat if he can spare it. That’s a mighty good nigger, Tom. He likes me, becuz I don’t 

ever act as if I was above him. Sometime I’ve set right down and eat with him. But you needn’t 

tell that. A body’s got to do things when he’s awful hungry he wouldn’t want to do as a steady 

thing.” 

“Well, if I don’t want you in the daytime, I’ll let you sleep. I won’t come bothering around. 

Any time you see something’s up, in the night, just skip right around and maow.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXIX 

 

 

 

THE first thing Tom heard on Friday morning was a glad piece of news—Judge Thatcher’s 

family had come back to town the night before. Both Injun Joe and the treasure sunk into 

secondary importance for a moment, and Becky took the chief place in the boy’s interest. He saw 

her and they had an exhausting good time playing “hispy” and “gully-keeper” with a crowd of 

their schoolmates. The day was completed and crowned in a peculiarly satisfactory way: Becky 

teased her mother to appoint the next day for the long-promised and long-delayed picnic, and she 

consented. The child’s delight was boundless; and Tom’s not more moderate. The invitations 

were sent out before sunset, and straightway the young folks of the village were thrown into a 

fever of preparation and pleasurable anticipation. Tom’s excitement enabled him to keep awake 

until a pretty late hour, and he had good hopes of hearing Huck’s “maow,” and of having his 

treasure to astonish Becky and the picnickers with, next day; but he was disappointed. No signal 

came that night. 

Morning came, eventually, and by ten or eleven o’clock a giddy and rollicking company were 

gathered at Judge Thatcher’s, and everything was ready for a start. It was not the custom for 

elderly people to mar the picnics with their presence. The children were considered safe enough 

under the wings of a few young ladies of eighteen and a few young gentlemen of twenty-three or 

thereabouts. The old steam ferry-boat was chartered for the occasion; presently the gay throng 

filed up the main street laden with provision-baskets. Sid was sick and had to miss the fun; Mary 

remained at home to entertain him. The last thing Mrs. Thatcher said to Becky, was: 

“You’ll not get back till late. Perhaps you’d better stay all night with some of the girls that live 

near the ferry-landing, child.” 

“Then I’ll stay with Susy Harper, mamma.” 

“Very well. And mind and behave yourself and don’t be any trouble.” 

Presently, as they tripped along, Tom said to Becky: 

“Say—I’ll tell you what we’ll do. ’Stead of going to Joe Harper’s we’ll climb right up the hill 

and stop at the Widow Douglas’. She’ll have ice-cream! She has it most every day—dead loads 

of it. And she’ll be awful glad to have us.” 

“Oh, that will be fun!” 

Then Becky reflected a moment and said: 

“But what will mamma say?” 

“How’ll she ever know?” 

The girl turned the idea over in her mind, and said reluctantly: 

“I reckon it’s wrong—but—” 

“But shucks! Your mother won’t know, and so what’s the harm? All she wants is that you’ll 

be safe; and I bet you she’d ’a’ said go there if she’d ’a’ thought of it. I know she would!” 

The Widow Douglas’ splendid hospitality was a tempting bait. It and Tom’s persuasions 

presently carried the day. So it was decided to say nothing to anybody about the night’s 



programme. Presently it occurred to Tom that maybe Huck might come this very night and give 

the signal. The thought took a deal of the spirit out of his anticipations. Still he could not bear to 

give up the fun at Widow Douglas’. And why should he give it up, he reasoned—the signal did 

not come the night before, so why should it be any more likely to come tonight? The sure fun of 

the evening outweighed the uncertain treasure; and, boy-like, he determined to yield to the 

stronger inclination and not allow himself to think of the box of money another time that day. 

Three miles below town the ferryboat stopped at the mouth of a woody hollow and tied up. 

The crowd swarmed ashore and soon the forest distances and craggy heights echoed far and near 

with shoutings and laughter. All the different ways of getting hot and tired were gone through 

with, and by-and-by the rovers straggled back to camp fortified with responsible appetites, and 

then the destruction of the good things began. After the feast there was a refreshing season of rest 

and chat in the shade of spreading oaks. By-and-by somebody shouted: 

“Who’s ready for the cave?” 

Everybody was. Bundles of candles were procured, and straightway there was a general 

scamper up the hill. The mouth of the cave was up the hillside—an opening shaped like a letter 

A. Its massive oaken door stood unbarred. Within was a small chamber, chilly as an icehouse, 

and walled by Nature with solid limestone that was dewy with a cold sweat. It was romantic and 

mysterious to stand here in the deep gloom and look out upon the green valley shining in the sun. 

But the impressiveness of the situation quickly wore off, and the romping began again. The 

moment a candle was lighted there was a general rush upon the owner of it; a struggle and a 

gallant defence followed, but the candle was soon knocked down or blown out, and then there 

was a glad clamor of laughter and a new chase. But all things have an end. By-and-by the 

procession went filing down the steep descent of the main avenue, the flickering rank of lights 

dimly revealing the lofty walls of rock almost to their point of junction sixty feet overhead. This 

main avenue was not more than eight or ten feet wide. Every few steps other lofty and still 

narrower crevices branched from it on either hand—for McDougal’s cave was but a vast 

labyrinth of crooked aisles that ran into each other and out again and led nowhere. It was said 

that one might wander days and nights together through its intricate tangle of rifts and chasms, 

and never find the end of the cave; and that he might go down, and down, and still down, into the 

earth, and it was just the same—labyrinth under labyrinth, and no end to any of them. No man 

“knew” the cave. That was an impossible thing. Most of the young men knew a portion of it, and 

it was not customary to venture much beyond this known portion. Tom Sawyer knew as much of 

the cave as any one. 

 

 

 



 



 

 

The procession moved along the main avenue some three-quarters of a mile, and then groups 

and couples began to slip aside into branch avenues, fly along the dismal corridors, and take each 

other by surprise at points where the corridors joined again. Parties were able to elude each other 

for the space of half an hour without going beyond the “known” ground. 

By-and-by, one group after another came straggling back to the mouth of the cave, panting, 

hilarious, smeared from head to foot with tallow drippings, daubed with clay, and entirely 

delighted with the success of the day. Then they were astonished to find that they had been 

taking no note of time and that night was about at hand. The clanging bell had been calling for 

half an hour. However, this sort of close to the day’s adventures was romantic and therefore 

satisfactory. When the ferryboat with her wild freight pushed into the stream, nobody cared 

sixpence for the wasted time but the captain of the craft. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Huck was already upon his watch when the ferryboat’s lights went glinting past the wharf. He 

heard no noise on board, for the young people were as subdued and still as people usually are 

who are nearly tired to death. He wondered what boat it was, and why she did not stop at the 

wharf—and then he dropped her out of his mind and put his attention upon his business. The 

night was growing cloudy and dark. Ten o’clock came, and the noise of vehicles ceased, 

scattered lights began to wink out, all straggling foot-passengers disappeared, the village betook 

itself to its slumbers and left the small watcher alone with the silence and the ghosts. Eleven 

o’clock came, and the tavern lights were put out; darkness everywhere, now. Huck waited what 

seemed a weary long time, but nothing happened. His faith was weakening. Was there any use? 

Was there really any use? Why not give it up and turn in? 

A noise fell upon his ear. He was all attention in an instant. The alley door closed softly. He 

sprang to the corner of the brick store. The next moment two men brushed by him, and one 

seemed to have something under his arm. It must be that box! So they were going to remove the 

treasure. Why call Tom now? It would be absurd—the men would get away with the box and 

never be found again. No, he would stick to their wake and follow them; he would trust to the 

darkness for security from discovery. So communing with himself, Huck stepped out and glided 

along behind the men, cat-like, with bare feet, allowing them to keep just far enough ahead not to 

be invisible. 

They moved up the river street three blocks, then turned to the left up a crossstreet. They went 

straight ahead, then, until they came to the path that led up Cardiff Hill; this they took. They 

passed by the old Welshman’s house, halfway up the hill, without hesitating, and still climbed 

upward. Good, thought Huck, they will bury it in the old quarry. But they never stopped at the 

quarry. They passed on, up the summit. They plunged into the narrow path between the tall 

sumach bushes, and were at once hidden in the gloom. Huck closed up and shortened his 

distance, now, for they would never be able to see him. He trotted along awhile; then slackened 

his pace, fearing he was gaining too fast; moved on a piece, then stopped altogether; listened; no 

sound; none, save that he seemed to hear the beating of his own heart. The hooting of an owl 

came over the hill—ominous sound! But no footsteps. Heavens, was everything lost! He was 

about to spring with winged feet, when a man cleared his throat not four feet from him! Huck’s 

heart shot into his throat, but he swallowed it again; and then he stood there shaking as if a dozen 

agues had taken charge of him at once, and so weak that he thought he must surely fall to the 

ground. He knew where he was. He knew he was within five steps of the stile leading into 

Widow Douglas’ grounds. Very well, he thought, let them bury it there; it won’t be hard to find. 

Now there was a voice—a very low voice—Injun Joe’s: 

“Damn her, maybe she’s got company—there’s lights, late as it is.” 

“I can’t see any.” 

This was that stranger’s voice—the stranger of the haunted house. A deadly chill went to 

Huck’s heart—this, then, was the “revenge” job! His thought was, to fly. Then he remembered 

that the Widow Douglas had been kind to him more than once, and maybe these men were going 

to murder her. He wished he dared venture to warn her; but he knew he didn’t dare—they might 

come and catch him. He thought all this and more in the moment that elapsed between the 

stranger’s remark and Injun Joe’s next—which was— 



“Because the bush is in your way. Now—this way—now you see, don’t you?” 

“Yes. Well, there is company there, I reckon. Better give it up.” 

“Give it up, and I just leaving this country forever! Give it up and maybe never have another 

chance. I tell you again, as I’ve told you before, I don’t care for her swag—you may have it. But 

her husband was rough on me—many times he was rough on me—and mainly he was the justice 

of the peace that jugged me for a vagrant. And that ain’t all. It ain’t a millionth part of it! He had 

me horsewhipped!—horsewhipped in front of the jail, like a nigger!—with all the town looking 

on! Horsewhipped!—do you understand? He took advantage of me and died. But I’ll take it out 

of her.” 

“Oh, don’t kill her! Don’t do that!” 

“Kill? Who said anything about killing? I would kill him if he was here; but not her. When 

you want to get revenge on a woman you don’t kill her—bosh! you go for her looks. You slit her 

nostrils—you notch her ears like a sow!” 

“By God, that’s—” 

“Keep your opinion to yourself! It will be safest for you. I’ll tie her to the bed. If she bleeds to 

death, is that my fault? I’ll not cry, if she does. My friend, you’ll help me in this thing—

for my sake—that’s why you’re here—I mightn’t be able alone. If you flinch, I’ll kill you. Do 

you understand that? And if I have to kill you, I’ll kill her—and then I reckon nobody’ll ever 

know much about who done this business.” 

“Well, if it’s got to be done, let’s get at it. The quicker the better—I’m all in a shiver.” 

“Do it now? And company there? Look here—I’ll get suspicious of you, first thing you know. 

No—we’ll wait till the lights are out—there’s no hurry.” 

Huck felt that a silence was going to ensue—a thing still more awful than any amount of 

murderous talk; so he held his breath and stepped gingerly back; planted his foot carefully and 

firmly, after balancing, one-legged, in a precarious way and almost toppling over, first on one 

side and then on the other. He took another step back, with the same elaboration and the same 

risks; then another and another, and—a twig snapped under his foot! His breath stopped and he 

listened. There was no sound—the stillness was perfect. His gratitude was measureless. Now he 

turned in his tracks, between the walls of sumach bushes—turned himself as carefully as if he 

were a ship—and then stepped quickly but cautiously along. When he emerged at the quarry he 

felt secure, and so he picked up his nimble heels and flew. Down, down he sped, till he reached 

the Welshman’s. He banged at the door, and presently the heads of the old man and his two 

stalwart sons were thrust from windows. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“What’s the row there? Who’s banging? What do you want?” 

“Let me in—quick! I’ll tell everything.” 

“Why, who are you?” 

“Huckleberry Finn—quick, let me in!” 

“Huckleberry Finn, indeed! It ain’t a name to open many doors, I judge! But let him in, lads, 

and let’s see what’s the trouble.” 

“Please don’t ever tell I told you,” were Huck’s first words when he got in. “Please don’t—I’d 

be killed, sure—but the widow’s been good friends to me sometimes, and I want to tell—

I will tell if you’ll promise you won’t ever say it was me.” 

“By George, he has got something to tell, or he wouldn’t act so!” exclaimed the old man; “out 

with it and nobody here’ll ever tell, lad.” 

Three minutes later the old man and his sons, well armed, were up the hill, and just entering 

the sumach path on tiptoe, their weapons in their hands. Huck accompanied them no further. He 

hid behind a great bowlder and fell to listening. There was a lagging, anxious silence, and then 

all of a sudden there was an explosion of firearms and a cry. 



Huck waited for no particulars. He sprang away and sped down the hill as fast as his legs 

could carry him. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXX 

 

AS the earliest suspicion of dawn appeared on Sunday morning, Huck came groping up the 

hill and rapped gently at the old Welshman’s door. The inmates were asleep, but it was a sleep 

that was set on a hair-trigger, on account of the exciting episode of the night. A call came from a 

window: 

“Who’s there!” 

Huck’s scared voice answered in a low tone: 

“Please let me in! It’s only Huck Finn!” 

“It’s a name that can open this door night or day, lad!—and welcome!” 

These were strange words to the vagabond boy’s ears, and the pleasantest he had ever heard. 

He could not recollect that the closing word had ever been applied in his case before. The door 

was quickly unlocked, and he entered. Huck was given a seat and the old man and his brace of 

tall sons speedily dressed themselves. 

“Now, my boy, I hope you’re good and hungry, because breakfast will be ready as soon as the 

sun’s up, and we’ll have a piping hot one, too—make yourself easy about that! I and the boys 

hoped you’d turn up and stop here last night.” 

“I was awful scared,” said Huck, “and I run. I took out when the pistols went off, and I didn’t 

stop for three mile. I’ve come now becuz I wanted to know about it, you know; and I come 

before daylight becuz I didn’t want to run across them devils, even if they was dead.” 

“Well, poor chap, you do look as if you’d had a hard night of it—but there’s a bed here for 

you when you’ve had your breakfast. No, they ain’t dead, lad—we are sorry enough for that. 

You see we knew right where to put our hands on them, by your description; so we crept along 

on tiptoe till we got within fifteen feet of them—dark as a cellar that sumach path was—and just 

then I found I was going to sneeze. It was the meanest kind of luck! I tried to keep it back, but no 

use—’twas bound to come, and it did come! I was in the lead with my pistol raised, and when 

the sneeze started those scoundrels a-rustling to get out of the path, I sung out, ‘Fire boys!’ and 

blazed away at the place where the rustling was. So did the boys. But they were off in a jiffy, 

those villains, and we after them, down through the woods. I judge we never touched them. They 

fired a shot apiece as they started, but their bullets whizzed by and didn’t do us any harm. As 

soon as we lost the sound of their feet we quit chasing, and went down and stirred up the 

constables. They got a posse together, and went off to guard the river bank, and as soon as it is 

light the sheriff and a gang are going to beat up the woods. My boys will be with them presently. 

I wish we had some sort of description of those rascals—’twould help a good deal. But you 

couldn’t see what they were like, in the dark, lad, I suppose?” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Oh yes; I saw them downtown and follered them.” 

“Splendid! Describe them—describe them, my boy!” 

“One’s the old deaf and dumb Spaniard that’s ben around here once or twice, and t’other’s a 

mean-looking, ragged—” 

“That’s enough, lad, we know the men! Happened on them in the woods back of the widow’s 

one day, and they slunk away. Off with you, boys, and tell the sheriff—get your breakfast 

tomorrow morning!” 

The Welshman’s sons departed at once. As they were leaving the room Huck sprang up and 

exclaimed: 

“Oh, please don’t tell anybody it was me that blowed on them! Oh, please!” 

“All right if you say it, Huck, but you ought to have the credit of what you did.” 

“Oh no, no! Please don’t tell!” 

When the young men were gone, the old Welshman said: 

“They won’t tell—and I won’t. But why don’t you want it known?” 



Huck would not explain, further than to say that he already knew too much about one of those 

men and would not have the man know that he knew anything against him for the whole world—

he would be killed for knowing it, sure. 

The old man promised secrecy once more, and said: 

“How did you come to follow these fellows, lad? Were they looking suspicious?” 

Huck was silent while he framed a duly cautious reply. Then he said: 

“Well, you see, I’m a kind of a hard lot,—least everybody says so, and I don’t see nothing 

agin it—and sometimes I can’t sleep much, on account of thinking about it and sort of trying to 

strike out a new way of doing. That was the way of it last night. I couldn’t sleep, and so I come 

along upstreet ’bout midnight, a-turning it all over, and when I got to that old shackly brick store 

by the Temperance Tavern, I backed up agin the wall to have another think. Well, just then along 

comes these two chaps slipping along close by me, with something under their arm, and I 

reckoned they’d stole it. One was a-smoking, and t’other one wanted a light; so they stopped 

right before me and the cigars lit up their faces and I see that the big one was the deaf and dumb 

Spaniard, by his white whiskers and the patch on his eye, and t’other one was a rusty, ragged-

looking devil.” 

“Could you see the rags by the light of the cigars?” 

This staggered Huck for a moment. Then he said: 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Well, I don’t know—but somehow it seems as if I did.” 

“Then they went on, and you—” 

“Follered ’em—yes. That was it. I wanted to see what was up—they sneaked along so. I 

dogged ’em to the widder’s stile, and stood in the dark and heard the ragged one beg for the 

widder, and the Spaniard swear he’d spile her looks just as I told you and your two—” 

“What! The deaf and dumb man said all that!” 

Huck had made another terrible mistake! He was trying his best to keep the old man from 

getting the faintest hint of who the Spaniard might be, and yet his tongue seemed determined to 

get him into trouble in spite of all he could do. He made several efforts to creep out of his scrape, 

but the old man’s eye was upon him and he made blunder after blunder. Presently the Welshman 

said: 

“My boy, don’t be afraid of me. I wouldn’t hurt a hair of your head for all the world. No—I’d 

protect you—I’d protect you. This Spaniard is not deaf and dumb; you’ve let that slip without 

intending it; you can’t cover that up now. You know something about that Spaniard that you 

want to keep dark. Now trust me—tell me what it is, and trust me—I won’t betray you.” 



Huck looked into the old man’s honest eyes a moment, then bent over and whispered in his 

ear: 

“’Tain’t a Spaniard—it’s Injun Joe!” 

The Welshman almost jumped out of his chair. In a moment he said: 

“It’s all plain enough, now. When you talked about notching ears and slitting noses I judged 

that that was your own embellishment, because white men don’t take that sort of revenge. But an 

Injun! That’s a different matter altogether.” 

During breakfast the talk went on, and in the course of it the old man said that the last thing 

which he and his sons had done, before going to bed, was to get a lantern and examine the stile 

and its vicinity for marks of blood. They found none, but captured a bulky bundle of— 

“Of what?” 

If the words had been lightning they could not have leaped with a more stunning suddenness 

from Huck’s blanched lips. His eyes were staring wide, now, and his breath suspended—waiting 

for the answer. The Welshman started—stared in return—three seconds—five seconds—ten—

then replied: 

“Of burglar’s tools. Why, what’s the matter with you?” 

Huck sank back, panting gently, but deeply, unutterably grateful. The Welshman eyed him 

gravely, curiously—and presently said: 

“Yes, burglar’s tools. That appears to relieve you a good deal. But what did give you that turn? 

What were you expecting we’d found?” 

Huck was in a close place—the inquiring eye was upon him—he would have given anything 

for material for a plausible answer—nothing suggested itself—the inquiring eye was boring 

deeper and deeper—a senseless reply offered—there was no time to weigh it, so at a venture he 

uttered it—feebly: 

“Sunday-school books, maybe.” 

Poor Huck was too distressed to smile, but the old man laughed loud and joyously, shook up 

the details of his anatomy from head to foot, and ended by saying that such a laugh was money in 

a-man’s pocket, because it cut down the doctor’s bill like everything. Then he added: 

“Poor old chap, you’re white and jaded—you ain’t well a bit—no wonder you’re a little 

flighty and off your balance. But you’ll come out of it. Rest and sleep will fetch you out all right, 

I hope.” 

Huck was irritated to think he had been such a goose and betrayed such a suspicious 

excitement, for he had dropped the idea that the parcel brought from the tavern was the treasure, 

as soon as he had heard the talk at the widow’s stile. He had only thought it was not the treasure, 

however—he had not known that it wasn’t—and so the suggestion of a captured bundle was too 

much for his self-possession. But on the whole he felt glad the little episode had happened, for 

now he knew beyond all question that that bundle was not the bundle, and so his mind was at rest 

and exceedingly comfortable. In fact, everything seemed to be drifting just in the right direction, 

now; the treasure must be still in No. 2, the men would be captured and jailed that day, and he 

and Tom could seize the gold that night without any trouble or any fear of interruption. 

Just as breakfast was completed there was a knock at the door. Huck jumped for a hiding-

place, for he had no mind to be connected even remotely with the late event. The Welshman 

admitted several ladies and gentlemen, among them the Widow Douglas, and noticed that groups 



of citizens were climbing up the hill—to stare at the stile. So the news had spread. The 

Welshman had to tell the story of the night to the visitors. The widow’s gratitude for her 

preservation was outspoken. 

“Don’t say a word about it, madam. There’s another that you’re more beholden to than you are 

to me and my boys, maybe, but he don’t allow me to tell his name. We wouldn’t have been there 

but for him.” 

Of course this excited a curiosity so vast that it almost belittled the main matter—but the 

Welshman allowed it to eat into the vitals of his visitors, and through them be transmitted to the 

whole town, for he refused to part with his secret. When all else had been learned, the widow 

said: 

“I went to sleep reading in bed and slept straight through all that noise. Why didn’t you come 

and wake me?” 

“We judged it warn’t worth while. Those fellows warn’t likely to come again—they hadn’t 

any tools left to work with, and what was the use of waking you up and scaring you to death? My 

three negro men stood guard at your house all the rest of the night. They’ve just come back.” 

More visitors came, and the story had to be told and retold for a couple of hours more. 

There was no Sabbath-school during day-school vacation, but everybody was early at church. 

The stirring event was well canvassed. News came that not a sign of the two villains had been 

yet discovered. When the sermon was finished, Judge Thatcher’s wife dropped alongside of Mrs. 

Harper as she moved down the aisle with the crowd and said: 

“Is my Becky going to sleep all day? I just expected she would be tired to death.” 

“Your Becky?” 

“Yes,” with a startled look—“didn’t she stay with you last night?” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Why, no.” 

Mrs. Thatcher turned pale, and sank into a pew, just as Aunt Polly, talking briskly with a 

friend, passed by. Aunt Polly said: 

“Goodmorning, Mrs. Thatcher. Goodmorning, Mrs. Harper. I’ve got a boy that’s turned up 

missing. I reckon my Tom stayed at your house last night—one of you. And now he’s afraid to 

come to church. I’ve got to settle with him.” 

Mrs. Thatcher shook her head feebly and turned paler than ever. 

“He didn’t stay with us,” said Mrs. Harper, beginning to look uneasy. A marked anxiety came 

into Aunt Polly’s face. 

“Joe Harper, have you seen my Tom this morning?” 

“No’m.” 

“When did you see him last?” 

Joe tried to remember, but was not sure he could say. The people had stopped moving out of 

church. Whispers passed along, and a boding uneasiness took possession of every countenance. 



Children were anxiously questioned, and young teachers. They all said they had not noticed 

whether Tom and Becky were on board the ferryboat on the homeward trip; it was dark; no one 

thought of inquiring if any one was missing. One young man finally blurted out his fear that they 

were still in the cave! Mrs. Thatcher swooned away. Aunt Polly fell to crying and wringing her 

hands. 

The alarm swept from lip to lip, from group to group, from street to street, and within five 

minutes the bells were wildly clanging and the whole town was up! The Cardiff Hill episode 

sank into instant insignificance, the burglars were forgotten, horses were saddled, skiffs were 

manned, the ferryboat ordered out, and before the horror was half an hour old, two hundred men 

were pouring down highroad and river toward the cave. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

All the long afternoon the village seemed empty and dead. Many women visited Aunt Polly 

and Mrs. Thatcher and tried to comfort them. They cried with them, too, and that was still better 

than words. All the tedious night the town waited for news; but when the morning dawned at 



last, all the word that came was, “Send more candles—and send food.” Mrs. Thatcher was 

almost crazed; and Aunt Polly, also. Judge Thatcher sent messages of hope and encouragement 

from the cave, but they conveyed no real cheer. 

The old Welshman came home toward daylight, spattered with candle-grease, smeared with 

clay, and almost worn out. He found Huck still in the bed that had been provided for him, and 

delirious with fever. The physicians were all at the cave, so the Widow Douglas came and took 

charge of the patient. She said she would do her best by him, because, whether he was good, bad, 

or indifferent, he was the Lord’s, and nothing that was the Lord’s was a thing to be neglected. 

The Welshman said Huck had good spots in him, and the widow said: 

“You can depend on it. That’s the Lord’s mark. He don’t leave it off. He never does. Puts it 

somewhere on every creature that comes from his hands.” 

Early in the forenoon parties of jaded men began to straggle into the village, but the strongest 

of the citizens continued searching. All the news that could be gained was that remotenesses of 

the cavern were being ransacked that had never been visited before; that every corner and crevice 

was going to be thoroughly searched; that wherever one wandered through the maze of passages, 

lights were to be seen flitting hither and thither in the distance, and shoutings and pistol-shots 

sent their hollow reverberations to the ear down the sombre aisles. In one place, far from the 

section usually traversed by tourists, the names “BECKY & TOM” had been found traced upon 

the rocky wall with candle-smoke, and near at hand a grease-soiled bit of ribbon. Mrs. Thatcher 

recognized the ribbon and cried over it. She said it was the last relic she should ever have of her 

child; and that no other memorial of her could ever be so precious, because this one parted latest 

from the living body before the awful death came. Some said that now and then, in the cave, a 

far-away speck of light would glimmer, and then a glorious shout would burst forth and a score 

of men go trooping down the echoing aisle—and then a sickening disappointment always 

followed; the children were not there; it was only a searcher’s light. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Three dreadful days and nights dragged their tedious hours along, and the village sank into a 

hopeless stupor. No one had heart for anything. The accidental discovery, just made, that the 

proprietor of the Temperance Tavern kept liquor on his premises, scarcely fluttered the public 

pulse, tremendous as the fact was. In a lucid interval, Huck feebly led up to the subject of 

taverns, and finally asked—dimly dreading the worst—if anything had been discovered at the 

Temperance Tavern since he had been ill. 

“Yes,” said the widow. 

Huck started up in bed, wildeyed: 

“What? What was it?” 

“Liquor!—and the place has been shut up. Lie down, child—what a turn you did give me!” 

“Only tell me just one thing—only just one—please! Was it Tom Sawyer that found it?” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The widow burst into tears. “Hush, hush, child, hush! I’ve told you before, you must not talk. 

You are very, very sick!” 

Then nothing but liquor had been found; there would have been a great powwow if it had been 

the gold. So the treasure was gone forever—gone forever! But what could she be crying about? 

Curious that she should cry. 

These thoughts worked their dim way through Huck’s mind, and under the weariness they 

gave him he fell asleep. The widow said to herself: 

“There—he’s asleep, poor wreck. Tom Sawyer find it! Pity but somebody could find Tom 

Sawyer! Ah, there ain’t many left, now, that’s got hope enough, or strength enough, either, to go 

on searching.” 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXXI 

 

NOW to return to Tom and Becky’s share in the picnic. They tripped along the murky aisles 

with the rest of the company, visiting the familiar wonders of the cave—wonders dubbed with 

rather over-descriptive names, such as “The Drawing-Room,” “The Cathedral,” “Aladdin’s 

Palace,” and so on. Presently the hide-and-seek frolicking began, and Tom and Becky engaged in 

it with zeal until the exertion began to grow a trifle wearisome; then they wandered down a 

sinuous avenue holding their candles aloft and reading the tangled webwork of names, dates, 

postoffice addresses, and mottoes with which the rocky walls had been frescoed (in candle-

smoke). Still drifting along and talking, they scarcely noticed that they were now in a part of the 

cave whose walls were not frescoed. They smoked their own names under an overhanging shelf 

and moved on. Presently they came to a place where a little stream of water, trickling over a 

ledge and carrying a limestone sediment with it, had, in the slow-dragging ages, formed a laced 

and ruffled Niagara in gleaming and imperishable stone. Tom squeezed his small body behind it 

in order to illuminate it for Becky’s gratification. He found that it curtained a sort of steep natural 

stairway which was enclosed between narrow walls, and at once the ambition to be a discoverer 

seized him. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Becky responded to his call, and they made a smoke-mark for future guidance, and started 

upon their quest. They wound this way and that, far down into the secret depths of the cave, 

made another mark, and branched off in search of novelties to tell the upper world about. In one 

place they found a spacious cavern, from whose ceiling depended a multitude of shining 

stalactites of the length and circumference of a man’s leg; they walked all about it, wondering 

and admiring, and presently left it by one of the numerous passages that opened into it. This 

shortly brought them to a bewitching spring, whose basin was incrusted with a frostwork of 

glittering crystals; it was in the midst of a cavern whose walls were supported by many fantastic 



pillars which had been formed by the joining of great stalactites and stalagmites together, the 

result of the ceaseless water-drip of centuries. Under the roof vast knots of bats had packed 

themselves together, thousands in a bunch; the lights disturbed the creatures and they came 

flocking down by hundreds, squeaking and darting furiously at the candles. Tom knew their 

ways and the danger of this sort of conduct. He seized Becky’s hand and hurried her into the first 

corridor that offered; and none too soon, for a bat struck Becky’s light out with its wing while 

she was passing out of the cavern. The bats chased the children a good distance; but the fugitives 

plunged into every new passage that offered, and at last got rid of the perilous things. Tom found 

a subterranean lake, shortly, which stretched its dim length away until its shape was lost in the 

shadows. He wanted to explore its borders, but concluded that it would be best to sit down and 

rest awhile, first. Now, for the first time, the deep stillness of the place laid a clammy hand upon 

the spirits of the children. Becky said: 

“Why, I didn’t notice, but it seems ever so long since I heard any of the others.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Come to think, Becky, we are away down below them—and I don’t know how far away 

north, or south, or east, or whichever it is. We couldn’t hear them here.” 

Becky grew apprehensive. 

“I wonder how long we’ve been down here, Tom? We better start back.” 

“Yes, I reckon we better. P’raps we better.” 

“Can you find the way, Tom? It’s all a mixed-up crookedness to me.” 

“I reckon I could find it—but then the bats. If they put our candles out it will be an awful fix. 

Let’s try some other way, so as not to go through there.” 



“Well. But I hope we won’t get lost. It would be so awful!” and the girl shuddered at the 

thought of the dreadful possibilities. 

They started through a corridor, and traversed it in silence a long way, glancing at each new 

opening, to see if there was anything familiar about the look of it; but they were all strange. 

Every time Tom made an examination, Becky would watch his face for an encouraging sign, and 

he would say cheerily: 

“Oh, it’s all right. This ain’t the one, but we’ll come to it right away!” 

But he felt less and less hopeful with each failure, and presently began to turn off into 

diverging avenues at sheer random, in desperate hope of finding the one that was wanted. He still 

said it was “all right,” but there was such a leaden dread at his heart that the words had lost their 

ring and sounded just as if he had said, “All is lost!” Becky clung to his side in an anguish of 

fear, and tried hard to keep back the tears, but they would come. At last she said: 

“Oh, Tom, never mind the bats, let’s go back that way! We seem to get worse and worse off 

all the time.” 

“Listen!” said he. 

Profound silence; silence so deep that even their breathings were conspicuous in the hush. 

Tom shouted. The call went echoing down the empty aisles and died out in the distance in a faint 

sound that resembled a ripple of mocking laughter. 

“Oh, don’t do it again, Tom, it is too horrid,” said Becky. 

“It is horrid, but I better, Becky; they might hear us, you know,” and he shouted again. 

The “might” was even a chillier horror than the ghostly laughter, it so confessed a perishing 

hope. The children stood still and listened; but there was no result. Tom turned upon the back 

track at once, and hurried his steps. It was but a little while before a certain indecision in his 

manner revealed another fearful fact to Becky—he could not find his way back! 

“Oh, Tom, you didn’t make any marks!” 

“Becky, I was such a fool! Such a fool! I never thought we might want to come back! No—I 

can’t find the way. It’s all mixed up.” 

“Tom, Tom, we’re lost! we’re lost! We never can get out of this awful place! Oh, why did we 

ever leave the others!” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

She sank to the ground and burst into such a frenzy of crying that Tom was appalled with the 

idea that she might die, or lose her reason. He sat down by her and put his arms around her; she 

buried her face in his bosom, she clung to him, she poured out her terrors, her unavailing regrets, 

and the far echoes turned them all to jeering laughter. Tom begged her to pluck up hope again, 

and she said she could not. He fell to blaming and abusing himself for getting her into this 

miserable situation; this had a better effect. She said she would try to hope again, she would get 

up and follow wherever he might lead if only he would not talk like that any more. For he was no 

more to blame than she, she said. 

So they moved on again—aimlessly—simply at random—all they could do was to move, keep 

moving. For a little while, hope made a show of reviving—not with any reason to back it, but 

only because it is its nature to revive when the spring has not been taken out of it by age and 

familiarity with failure. 

By-and-by Tom took Becky’s candle and blew it out. This economy meant so much! Words 

were not needed. Becky understood, and her hope died again. She knew that Tom had a whole 

candle and three or four pieces in his pockets—yet he must economize. 



By-and-by, fatigue began to assert its claims; the children tried to pay attention, for it was 

dreadful to think of sitting down when time was grown to be so precious, moving, in some 

direction, in any direction, was at least progress and might bear fruit; but to sit down was to 

invite death and shorten its pursuit. 

At last Becky’s frail limbs refused to carry her farther. She sat down. Tom rested with her, and 

they talked of home, and the friends there, and the comfortable beds and, above all, the light! 

Becky cried, and Tom tried to think of some way of comforting her, but all his encouragements 

were grown thread-bare with use, and sounded like sarcasms. Fatigue bore so heavily upon 

Becky that she drowsed off to sleep. Tom was grateful. He sat looking into her drawn face and 

saw it grow smooth and natural under the influence of pleasant dreams; and by-and-by a smile 

dawned and rested there. The peaceful face reflected somewhat of peace and healing into his 

own spirit, and his thoughts wandered away to bygone times and dreamy memories. While he 

was deep in his musings, Becky woke up with a breezy little laugh—but it was stricken dead 

upon her lips, and a groan followed it. 

“Oh, how could I sleep! I wish I never, never had waked! No! No, I don’t, Tom! Don’t look 

so! I won’t say it again.” 

“I’m glad you’ve slept, Becky; you’ll feel rested, now, and we’ll find the way out.” 

“We can try, Tom; but I’ve seen such a beautiful country in my dream. I reckon we are going 

there.” 

“Maybe not, maybe not. Cheer up, Becky, and let’s go on trying.” 

They rose up and wandered along, hand in hand and hopeless. They tried to estimate how long 

they had been in the cave, but all they knew was that it seemed days and weeks, and yet it was 

plain that this could not be, for their candles were not gone yet. A long time after this—they 

could not tell how long—Tom said they must go softly and listen for dripping water—they must 

find a spring. They found one presently, and Tom said it was time to rest again. Both were 

cruelly tired, yet Becky said she thought she could go a little farther. She was surprised to hear 

Tom dissent. She could not understand it. They sat down, and Tom fastened his candle to the 

wall in front of them with some clay. Thought was soon busy; nothing was said for some time. 

Then Becky broke the silence: 

“Tom, I am so hungry!” 

Tom took something out of his pocket. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Do you remember this?” said he. 

Becky almost smiled. 

“It’s our wedding-cake, Tom.” 

“Yes—I wish it was as big as a barrel, for it’s all we’ve got.” 

“I saved it from the picnic for us to dream on, Tom, the way grownup people do with 

wedding-cake—but it’ll be our—” 

She dropped the sentence where it was. Tom divided the cake and Becky ate with good 

appetite, while Tom nibbled at his moiety. There was abundance of cold water to finish the feast 

with. By-and-by Becky suggested that they move on again. Tom was silent a moment. Then he 

said: 

“Becky, can you bear it if I tell you something?” 

Becky’s face paled, but she thought she could. 

“Well, then, Becky, we must stay here, where there’s water to drink. That little piece is our 

last candle!” 



Becky gave loose to tears and wailings. Tom did what he could to comfort her, but with little 

effect. At length Becky said: 

“Tom!” 

“Well, Becky?” 

“They’ll miss us and hunt for us!” 

“Yes, they will! Certainly they will!” 

“Maybe they’re hunting for us now, Tom.” 

“Why, I reckon maybe they are. I hope they are.” 

“When would they miss us, Tom?” 

“When they get back to the boat, I reckon.” 

“Tom, it might be dark then—would they notice we hadn’t come?” 

“I don’t know. But anyway, your mother would miss you as soon as they got home.” 

A frightened look in Becky’s face brought Tom to his senses and he saw that he had made a 

blunder. Becky was not to have gone home that night! The children became silent and 

thoughtful. In a moment a new burst of grief from Becky showed Tom that the thing in his mind 

had struck hers also—that the Sabbath morning might be half spent before Mrs. Thatcher 

discovered that Becky was not at Mrs. Harper’s. 

The children fastened their eyes upon their bit of candle and watched it melt slowly and 

pitilessly away; saw the half inch of wick stand alone at last; saw the feeble flame rise and fall, 

climb the thin column of smoke, linger at its top a moment, and then—the horror of utter 

darkness reigned! 

How long afterward it was that Becky came to a slow consciousness that she was crying in 

Tom’s arms, neither could tell. All that they knew was, that after what seemed a mighty stretch 

of time, both awoke out of a dead stupor of sleep and resumed their miseries once more. Tom 

said it might be Sunday, now—maybe Monday. He tried to get Becky to talk, but her sorrows 

were too oppressive, all her hopes were gone. Tom said that they must have been missed long 

ago, and no doubt the search was going on. He would shout and maybe some one would come. 

He tried it; but in the darkness the distant echoes sounded so hideously that he tried it no more. 

The hours wasted away, and hunger came to torment the captives again. A portion of Tom’s 

half of the cake was left; they divided and ate it. But they seemed hungrier than before. The poor 

morsel of food only whetted desire. 

By-and-by Tom said: 

“SH! Did you hear that?” 

Both held their breath and listened. There was a sound like the faintest, far-off shout. Instantly 

Tom answered it, and leading Becky by the hand, started groping down the corridor in its 

direction. Presently he listened again; again the sound was heard, and apparently a little nearer. 

“It’s them!” said Tom; “they’re coming! Come along, Becky—we’re all right now!” 

The joy of the prisoners was almost overwhelming. Their speed was slow, however, because 

pitfalls were somewhat common, and had to be guarded against. They shortly came to one and 

had to stop. It might be three feet deep, it might be a hundred—there was no passing it at any 

rate. Tom got down on his breast and reached as far down as he could. No bottom. They must 

stay there and wait until the searchers came. They listened; evidently the distant shoutings were 



growing more distant! a moment or two more and they had gone altogether. The heart-sinking 

misery of it! Tom whooped until he was hoarse, but it was of no use. He talked hopefully to 

Becky; but an age of anxious waiting passed and no sounds came again. 

The children groped their way back to the spring. The weary time dragged on; they slept 

again, and awoke famished and woe-stricken. Tom believed it must be Tuesday by this time. 

Now an idea struck him. There were some side passages near at hand. It would be better to 

explore some of these than bear the weight of the heavy time in idleness. He took a kite-line 

from his pocket, tied it to a projection, and he and Becky started, Tom in the lead, unwinding the 

line as he groped along. At the end of twenty steps the corridor ended in a “jumping-off place.” 

Tom got down on his knees and felt below, and then as far around the corner as he could reach 

with his hands conveniently; he made an effort to stretch yet a little farther to the right, and at 

that moment, not twenty yards away, a human hand, holding a candle, appeared from behind a 

rock! Tom lifted up a glorious shout, and instantly that hand was followed by the body it 

belonged to—Injun Joe’s! Tom was paralyzed; he could not move. He was vastly gratified the 

next moment, to see the “Spaniard” take to his heels and get himself out of sight. Tom wondered 

that Joe had not recognized his voice and come over and killed him for testifying in court. But 

the echoes must have disguised the voice. Without doubt, that was it, he reasoned. Tom’s fright 

weakened every muscle in his body. He said to himself that if he had strength enough to get back 

to the spring he would stay there, and nothing should tempt him to run the risk of meeting Injun 

Joe again. He was careful to keep from Becky what it was he had seen. He told her he had only 

shouted “for luck.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

But hunger and wretchedness rise superior to fears in the long run. Another tedious wait at the 

spring and another long sleep brought changes. The children awoke tortured with a raging 

hunger. Tom believed that it must be Wednesday or Thursday or even Friday or Saturday, now, 

and that the search had been given over. He proposed to explore another passage. He felt willing 

to risk Injun Joe and all other terrors. But Becky was very weak. She had sunk into a dreary 

apathy and would not be roused. She said she would wait, now, where she was, and die—it 

would not be long. She told Tom to go with the kite-line and explore if he chose; but she 

implored him to come back every little while and speak to her; and she made him promise that 

when the awful time came, he would stay by her and hold her hand until all was over. 

Tom kissed her, with a choking sensation in his throat, and made a show of being confident of 

finding the searchers or an escape from the cave; then he took the kite-line in his hand and went 

groping down one of the passages on his hands and knees, distressed with hunger and sick with 

bodings of coming doom. 



 

 

  



CHAPTER XXXII 

 

 

TUESDAY afternoon came, and waned to the twilight. The village of St. Petersburg still 

mourned. The lost children had not been found. Public prayers had been offered up for them, and 

many and many a private prayer that had the petitioner’s whole heart in it; but still no good news 

came from the cave. The majority of the searchers had given up the quest and gone back to their 

daily avocations, saying that it was plain the children could never be found. Mrs. Thatcher was 

very ill, and a great part of the time delirious. People said it was heartbreaking to hear her call 

her child, and raise her head and listen a whole minute at a time, then lay it wearily down again 

with a moan. Aunt Polly had drooped into a settled melancholy, and her gray hair had grown 

almost white. The village went to its rest on Tuesday night, sad and forlorn. 

Away in the middle of the night a wild peal burst from the village bells, and in a moment the 

streets were swarming with frantic half-clad people, who shouted, “Turn out! turn out! they’re 

found! they’re found!” Tin pans and horns were added to the din, the population massed itself 

and moved toward the river, met the children coming in an open carriage drawn by shouting 

citizens, thronged around it, joined its homeward march, and swept magnificently up the main 

street roaring huzzah after huzzah! 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

The village was illuminated; nobody went to bed again; it was the greatest night the little town 

had ever seen. During the first half-hour a procession of villagers filed through Judge Thatcher’s 

house, seized the saved ones and kissed them, squeezed Mrs. Thatcher’s hand, tried to speak but 

couldn’t—and drifted out raining tears all over the place. 

Aunt Polly’s happiness was complete, and Mrs. Thatcher’s nearly so. It would be complete, 

however, as soon as the messenger dispatched with the great news to the cave should get the 

word to her husband. Tom lay upon a sofa with an eager auditory about him and told the history 

of the wonderful adventure, putting in many striking additions to adorn it withal; and closed with 

a description of how he left Becky and went on an exploring expedition; how he followed two 

avenues as far as his kite-line would reach; how he followed a third to the fullest stretch of the 

kite-line, and was about to turn back when he glimpsed a far-off speck that looked like daylight; 

dropped the line and groped toward it, pushed his head and shoulders through a small hole, and 

saw the broad Mississippi rolling by! 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

And if it had only happened to be night he would not have seen that speck of daylight and 

would not have explored that passage any more! He told how he went back for Becky and broke 

the good news and she told him not to fret her with such stuff, for she was tired, and knew she 

was going to die, and wanted to. He described how he labored with her and convinced her; and 

how she almost died for joy when she had groped to where she actually saw the blue speck of 

daylight; how he pushed his way out at the hole and then helped her out; how they sat there and 

cried for gladness; how some men came along in a skiff and Tom hailed them and told them their 

situation and their famished condition; how the men didn’t believe the wild tale at first, 

“because,” said they, “you are five miles down the river below the valley the cave is in”—then 

took them aboard, rowed to a house, gave them supper, made them rest till two or three hours 

after dark and then brought them home. 

Before day-dawn, Judge Thatcher and the handful of searchers with him were tracked out, in 

the cave, by the twine clews they had strung behind them, and informed of the great news. 



Three days and nights of toil and hunger in the cave were not to be shaken off at once, as Tom 

and Becky soon discovered. They were bedridden all of Wednesday and Thursday, and seemed 

to grow more and more tired and worn, all the time. Tom got about, a little, on Thursday, was 

downtown Friday, and nearly as whole as ever Saturday; but Becky did not leave her room until 

Sunday, and then she looked as if she had passed through a wasting illness. 

Tom learned of Huck’s sickness and went to see him on Friday, but could not be admitted to 

the bedroom; neither could he on Saturday or Sunday. He was admitted daily after that, but was 

warned to keep still about his adventure and introduce no exciting topic. The Widow Douglas 

stayed by to see that he obeyed. At home Tom learned of the Cardiff Hill event; also that the 

“ragged man’s” body had eventually been found in the river near the ferry-landing; he had been 

drowned while trying to escape, perhaps. 

About a fortnight after Tom’s rescue from the cave, he started off to visit Huck, who had 

grown plenty strong enough, now, to hear exciting talk, and Tom had some that would interest 

him, he thought. Judge Thatcher’s house was on Tom’s way, and he stopped to see Becky. The 

Judge and some friends set Tom to talking, and some one asked him ironically if he wouldn’t 

like to go to the cave again. Tom said he thought he wouldn’t mind it. The Judge said: 

“Well, there are others just like you, Tom, I’ve not the least doubt. But we have taken care of 

that. Nobody will get lost in that cave any more.” 

“Why?” 

“Because I had its big door sheathed with boiler iron two weeks ago, and triple-locked—and 

I’ve got the keys.” 

Tom turned as white as a sheet. 

“What’s the matter, boy! Here, run, somebody! Fetch a glass of water!” 

The water was brought and thrown into Tom’s face. 

“Ah, now you’re all right. What was the matter with you, Tom?” 

“Oh, Judge, Injun Joe’s in the cave!” 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXXIII 

 

 

WITHIN a few minutes the news had spread, and a dozen skiff-loads of men were on their 

way to McDougal’s cave, and the ferryboat, well filled with passengers, soon followed. Tom 

Sawyer was in the skiff that bore Judge Thatcher. 

When the cave door was unlocked, a sorrowful sight presented itself in the dim twilight of the 

place. Injun Joe lay stretched upon the ground, dead, with his face close to the crack of the door, 

as if his longing eyes had been fixed, to the latest moment, upon the light and the cheer of the 

free world outside. Tom was touched, for he knew by his own experience how this wretch had 

suffered. His pity was moved, but nevertheless he felt an abounding sense of relief and security, 

now, which revealed to him in a degree which he had not fully appreciated before how vast a 

weight of dread had been lying upon him since the day he lifted his voice against this bloody-

minded outcast. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Injun Joe’s bowie-knife lay close by, its blade broken in two. The great foundation-beam of 

the door had been chipped and hacked through, with tedious labor; useless labor, too, it was, for 

the native rock formed a sill outside it, and upon that stubborn material the knife had wrought no 

effect; the only damage done was to the knife itself. But if there had been no stony obstruction 

there the labor would have been useless still, for if the beam had been wholly cut away Injun Joe 

could not have squeezed his body under the door, and he knew it. So he had only hacked that 

place in order to be doing something—in order to pass the weary time—in order to employ his 

tortured faculties. Ordinarily one could find half a dozen bits of candle stuck around in the 

crevices of this vestibule, left there by tourists; but there were none now. The prisoner had 

searched them out and eaten them. He had also contrived to catch a few bats, and these, also, he 

had eaten, leaving only their claws. The poor unfortunate had starved to death. In one place, near 

at hand, a stalagmite had been slowly growing up from the ground for ages, builded by the 

water-drip from a stalactite overhead. The captive had broken off the stalagmite, and upon the 

stump had placed a stone, wherein he had scooped a shallow hollow to catch the precious drop 

that fell once in every three minutes with the dreary regularity of a clock-tick—a dessertspoonful 

once in four and twenty hours. That drop was falling when the Pyramids were new; when Troy 

fell; when the foundations of Rome were laid; when Christ was crucified; when the Conqueror 

created the British empire; when Columbus sailed; when the massacre at Lexington was “news.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

It is falling now; it will still be falling when all these things shall have sunk down the 

afternoon of history, and the twilight of tradition, and been swallowed up in the thick night of 

oblivion. Has everything a purpose and a mission? Did this drop fall patiently during five 



thousand years to be ready for this flitting human insect’s need? and has it another important 

object to accomplish ten thousand years to come? No matter. It is many and many a year since 

the hapless half-breed scooped out the stone to catch the priceless drops, but to this day the 

tourist stares longest at that pathetic stone and that slow-dropping water when he comes to see 

the wonders of McDougal’s cave. Injun Joe’s cup stands first in the list of the cavern’s marvels; 

even “Aladdin’s Palace” cannot rival it. 

Injun Joe was buried near the mouth of the cave; and people flocked there in boats and wagons 

from the towns and from all the farms and hamlets for seven miles around; they brought their 

children, and all sorts of provisions, and confessed that they had had almost as satisfactory a time 

at the funeral as they could have had at the hanging. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This funeral stopped the further growth of one thing—the petition to the governor for Injun 

Joe’s pardon. The petition had been largely signed; many tearful and eloquent meetings had been 

held, and a committee of sappy women been appointed to go in deep mourning and wail around 

the governor, and implore him to be a merciful ass and trample his duty under foot. Injun Joe 

was believed to have killed five citizens of the village, but what of that? If he had been Satan 

himself there would have been plenty of weaklings ready to scribble their names to a pardon-

petition, and drip a tear on it from their permanently impaired and leaky water-works. 

The morning after the funeral Tom took Huck to a private place to have an important talk. 

Huck had learned all about Tom’s adventure from the Welshman and the Widow Douglas, by 

this time, but Tom said he reckoned there was one thing they had not told him; that thing was 

what he wanted to talk about now. Huck’s face saddened. He said: 



“I know what it is. You got into No. 2 and never found anything but whiskey. Nobody told me 

it was you; but I just knowed it must ’a’ ben you, soon as I heard ’bout that whiskey business; 

and I knowed you hadn’t got the money becuz you’d ’a’ got at me some way or other and told 

me even if you was mum to everybody else. Tom, something’s always told me we’d never get 

holt of that swag.” 

“Why, Huck, I never told on that tavern-keeper. You know his tavern was all right the 

Saturday I went to the picnic. Don’t you remember you was to watch there that night?” 

“Oh yes! Why, it seems ’bout a year ago. It was that very night that I follered Injun Joe to the 

widder’s.” 

“You followed him?” 

“Yes—but you keep mum. I reckon Injun Joe’s left friends behind him, and I don’t want ’em 

souring on me and doing me mean tricks. If it hadn’t ben for me he’d be down in Texas now, all 

right.” 

Then Huck told his entire adventure in confidence to Tom, who had only heard of the 

Welshman’s part of it before. 

“Well,” said Huck, presently, coming back to the main question, “whoever nipped the whiskey 

in No. 2, nipped the money, too, I reckon—anyways it’s a goner for us, Tom.” 

“Huck, that money wasn’t ever in No. 2!” 

“What!” Huck searched his comrade’s face keenly. “Tom, have you got on the track of that 

money again?” 

“Huck, it’s in the cave!” 

Huck’s eyes blazed. 

“Say it again, Tom.” 

“The money’s in the cave!” 

“Tom—honest injun, now—is it fun, or earnest?” 

“Earnest, Huck—just as earnest as ever I was in my life. Will you go in there with me and 

help get it out?” 

“I bet I will! I will if it’s where we can blaze our way to it and not get lost.” 

“Huck, we can do that without the least little bit of trouble in the world.” 

“Good as wheat! What makes you think the money’s—” 

“Huck, you just wait till we get in there. If we don’t find it I’ll agree to give you my drum and 

every thing I’ve got in the world. I will, by jings.” 

“All right—it’s a whiz. When do you say?” 

“Right now, if you say it. Are you strong enough?” 

“Is it far in the cave? I ben on my pins a little, three or four days, now, but I can’t walk more’n 

a mile, Tom—least I don’t think I could.” 

“It’s about five mile into there the way anybody but me would go, Huck, but there’s a mighty 

short cut that they don’t anybody but me know about. Huck, I’ll take you right to it in a skiff. I’ll 

float the skiff down there, and I’ll pull it back again all by myself. You needn’t ever turn your 

hand over.” 

“Less start right off, Tom.” 



“All right. We want some bread and meat, and our pipes, and a little bag or two, and two or 

three kite-strings, and some of these new-fangled things they call lucifer matches. I tell you, 

many’s the time I wished I had some when I was in there before.” 

A trifle after noon the boys borrowed a small skiff from a citizen who was absent, and got 

under way at once. When they were several miles below “Cave Hollow,” Tom said: 

“Now you see this bluff here looks all alike all the way down from the cave hollow—no 

houses, no wood-yards, bushes all alike. But do you see that white place up yonder where there’s 

been a landslide? Well, that’s one of my marks. We’ll get ashore, now.” 

 

 

 



 



 

 

 

They landed. 

“Now, Huck, where we’re a-standing you could touch that hole I got out of with a fishing-

pole. See if you can find it.” 

Huck searched all the place about, and found nothing. Tom proudly marched into a thick 

clump of sumach bushes and said: 

“Here you are! Look at it, Huck; it’s the snuggest hole in this country. You just keep mum 

about it. All along I’ve been wanting to be a robber, but I knew I’d got to have a thing like this, 

and where to run across it was the bother. We’ve got it now, and we’ll keep it quiet, only we’ll 

let Joe Harper and Ben Rogers in—because of course there’s got to be a Gang, or else there 

wouldn’t be any style about it. Tom Sawyer’s Gang—it sounds splendid, don’t it, Huck?” 

“Well, it just does, Tom. And who’ll we rob?” 

“Oh, most anybody. Waylay people—that’s mostly the way.” 

“And kill them?” 

“No, not always. Hive them in the cave till they raise a ransom.” 

“What’s a ransom?” 

“Money. You make them raise all they can, off’n their friends; and after you’ve kept them a 

year, if it ain’t raised then you kill them. That’s the general way. Only you don’t kill the women. 

You shut up the women, but you don’t kill them. They’re always beautiful and rich, and awfully 

scared. You take their watches and things, but you always take your hat off and talk polite. They 

ain’t anybody as polite as robbers—you’ll see that in any book. Well, the women get to loving 

you, and after they’ve been in the cave a week or two weeks they stop crying and after that you 

couldn’t get them to leave. If you drove them out they’d turn right around and come back. It’s so 

in all the books.” 

“Why, it’s real bully, Tom. I believe it’s better’n to be a pirate.” 

“Yes, it’s better in some ways, because it’s close to home and circuses and all that.” 

By this time everything was ready and the boys entered the hole, Tom in the lead. They toiled 

their way to the farther end of the tunnel, then made their spliced kite-strings fast and moved on. 

A few steps brought them to the spring, and Tom felt a shudder quiver all through him. He 

showed Huck the fragment of candle-wick perched on a lump of clay against the wall, and 

described how he and Becky had watched the flame struggle and expire. 

The boys began to quiet down to whispers, now, for the stillness and gloom of the place 

oppressed their spirits. They went on, and presently entered and followed Tom’s other corridor 

until they reached the “jumping-off place.” The candles revealed the fact that it was not really a 

precipice, but only a steep clay hill twenty or thirty feet high. Tom whispered: 

“Now I’ll show you something, Huck.” 

He held his candle aloft and said: 

“Look as far around the corner as you can. Do you see that? There—on the big rock over 

yonder—done with candle-smoke.” 

“Tom, it’s a cross!” 



“Now where’s your Number Two? ‘under the cross,’ hey? Right yonder’s where I saw Injun 

Joe poke up his candle, Huck!” 

Huck stared at the mystic sign awhile, and then said with a shaky voice: 

“Tom, less git out of here!” 

“What! and leave the treasure?” 

“Yes—leave it. Injun Joe’s ghost is round about there, certain.” 

“No it ain’t, Huck, no it ain’t. It would ha’nt the place where he died—away out at the mouth 

of the cave—five mile from here.” 

“No, Tom, it wouldn’t. It would hang round the money. I know the ways of ghosts, and so do 

you.” 

Tom began to fear that Huck was right. Mis-givings gathered in his mind. But presently an 

idea occurred to him— 

“Lookyhere, Huck, what fools we’re making of ourselves! Injun Joe’s ghost ain’t a going to 

come around where there’s a cross!” 

The point was well taken. It had its effect. 

“Tom, I didn’t think of that. But that’s so. It’s luck for us, that cross is. I reckon we’ll climb 

down there and have a hunt for that box.” 

Tom went first, cutting rude steps in the clay hill as he descended. Huck followed. Four 

avenues opened out of the small cavern which the great rock stood in. The boys examined three 

of them with no result. They found a small recess in the one nearest the base of the rock, with a 

pallet of blankets spread down in it; also an old suspender, some bacon rind, and the well-

gnawed bones of two or three fowls. But there was no moneybox. The lads searched and 

researched this place, but in vain. Tom said: 

“He said under the cross. Well, this comes nearest to being under the cross. It can’t be under 

the rock itself, because that sets solid on the ground.” 

They searched everywhere once more, and then sat down discouraged. Huck could suggest 

nothing. By-and-by Tom said: 

“Lookyhere, Huck, there’s footprints and some candle-grease on the clay about one side of 

this rock, but not on the other sides. Now, what’s that for? I bet you the money is under the rock. 

I’m going to dig in the clay.” 

“That ain’t no bad notion, Tom!” said Huck with animation. 

Tom’s “real Barlow” was out at once, and he had not dug four inches before he struck wood. 

“Hey, Huck!—you hear that?” 

Huck began to dig and scratch now. Some boards were soon uncovered and removed. They 

had concealed a natural chasm which led under the rock. Tom got into this and held his candle as 

far under the rock as he could, but said he could not see to the end of the rift. He proposed to 

explore. He stooped and passed under; the narrow way descended gradually. He followed its 

winding course, first to the right, then to the left, Huck at his heels. Tom turned a short curve, by-

and-by, and exclaimed: 

“My goodness, Huck, lookyhere!” 



It was the treasure-box, sure enough, occupying a snug little cavern, along with an empty 

powder-keg, a couple of guns in leather cases, two or three pairs of old moccasins, a leather belt, 

and some other rubbish well soaked with the water-drip. 

“Got it at last!” said Huck, ploughing among the tarnished coins with his hand. “My, but we’re 

rich, Tom!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Huck, I always reckoned we’d get it. It’s just too good to believe, but we have got it, sure! 

Say—let’s not fool around here. Let’s snake it out. Lemme see if I can lift the box.” 

It weighed about fifty pounds. Tom could lift it, after an awkward fashion, but could not carry 

it conveniently. 

“I thought so,” he said; “They carried it like it was heavy, that day at the ha’nted house. I 

noticed that. I reckon I was right to think of fetching the little bags along.” 



The money was soon in the bags and the boys took it up to the cross rock. 

“Now less fetch the guns and things,” said Huck. 

“No, Huck—leave them there. They’re just the tricks to have when we go to robbing. We’ll 

keep them there all the time, and we’ll hold our orgies there, too. It’s an awful snug place for 

orgies.” 

“What orgies?” 

“I dono. But robbers always have orgies, and of course we’ve got to have them, too. Come 

along, Huck, we’ve been in here a long time. It’s getting late, I reckon. I’m hungry, too. We’ll 

eat and smoke when we get to the skiff.” 

They presently emerged into the clump of sumach bushes, looked warily out, found the coast 

clear, and were soon lunching and smoking in the skiff. As the sun dipped toward the horizon 

they pushed out and got under way. Tom skimmed up the shore through the long twilight, 

chatting cheerily with Huck, and landed shortly after dark. 

“Now, Huck,” said Tom, “we’ll hide the money in the loft of the widow’s woodshed, and I’ll 

come up in the morning and we’ll count it and divide, and then we’ll hunt up a place out in the 

woods for it where it will be safe. Just you lay quiet here and watch the stuff till I run and hook 

Benny Taylor’s little wagon; I won’t be gone a minute.” 

He disappeared, and presently returned with the wagon, put the two small sacks into it, threw 

some old rags on top of them, and started off, dragging his cargo behind him. When the boys 

reached the Welshman’s house, they stopped to rest. Just as they were about to move on, the 

Welshman stepped out and said: 

“Hallo, who’s that?” 

“Huck and Tom Sawyer.” 

“Good! Come along with me, boys, you are keeping everybody waiting. Here—hurry up, trot 

ahead—I’ll haul the wagon for you. Why, it’s not as light as it might be. Got bricks in it?—or old 

metal?” 

“Old metal,” said Tom. 

“I judged so; the boys in this town will take more trouble and fool away more time hunting up 

six bits’ worth of old iron to sell to the foundry than they would to make twice the money at 

regular work. But that’s human nature—hurry along, hurry along!” 

The boys wanted to know what the hurry was about. 

“Never mind; you’ll see, when we get to the Widow Douglas’.” 

Huck said with some apprehension—for he was long used to being falsely accused: 

“Mr. Jones, we haven’t been doing nothing.” 

The Welshman laughed. 

“Well, I don’t know, Huck, my boy. I don’t know about that. Ain’t you and the widow good 

friends?” 

“Yes. Well, she’s ben good friends to me, anyway.” 

“All right, then. What do you want to be afraid for?” 

This question was not entirely answered in Huck’s slow mind before he found himself pushed, 

along with Tom, into Mrs. Douglas’ drawing-room. Mr. Jones left the wagon near the door and 

followed. 



The place was grandly lighted, and everybody that was of any consequence in the village was 

there. The Thatchers were there, the Harpers, the Rogerses, Aunt Polly, Sid, Mary, the minister, 

the editor, and a great many more, and all dressed in their best. The widow received the boys as 

heartily as any one could well receive two such looking beings. They were covered with clay and 

candle-grease. Aunt Polly blushed crimson with humiliation, and frowned and shook her head at 

Tom. Nobody suffered half as much as the two boys did, however. Mr. Jones said: 

“Tom wasn’t at home, yet, so I gave him up; but I stumbled on him and Huck right at my 

door, and so I just brought them along in a hurry.” 

“And you did just right,” said the widow. “Come with me, boys.” 

She took them to a bedchamber and said: 

“Now wash and dress yourselves. Here are two new suits of clothes—shirts, socks, everything 

complete. They’re Huck’s—no, no thanks, Huck—Mr. Jones bought one and I the other. But 

they’ll fit both of you. Get into them. We’ll wait—come down when you are slicked up enough.” 

Then she left. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXXIV 

 

HUCK said: “Tom, we can slope, if we can find a rope. The window ain’t high from the 

ground.” 

“Shucks! what do you want to slope for?” 

“Well, I ain’t used to that kind of a crowd. I can’t stand it. I ain’t going down there, Tom.” 

“Oh, bother! It ain’t anything. I don’t mind it a bit. I’ll take care of you.” 

Sid appeared. 

“Tom,” said he, “auntie has been waiting for you all the afternoon. Mary got your Sunday 

clothes ready, and everybody’s been fretting about you. Say—ain’t this grease and clay, on your 

clothes?” 

“Now, Mr. Siddy, you jist ’tend to your own business. What’s all this blowout about, 

anyway?” 

“It’s one of the widow’s parties that she’s always having. This time it’s for the Welshman and 

his sons, on account of that scrape they helped her out of the other night. And say—I can tell you 

something, if you want to know.” 

“Well, what?” 

“Why, old Mr. Jones is going to try to spring something on the people here tonight, but I 

overheard him tell auntie today about it, as a secret, but I reckon it’s not much of a secret now. 

Everybody knows—the widow, too, for all she tries to let on she don’t. Mr. Jones was bound 

Huck should be here—couldn’t get along with his grand secret without Huck, you know!” 

“Secret about what, Sid?” 

“About Huck tracking the robbers to the widow’s. I reckon Mr. Jones was going to make a 

grand time over his surprise, but I bet you it will drop pretty flat.” 

Sid chuckled in a very contented and satisfied way. 

“Sid, was it you that told?” 

“Oh, never mind who it was. Somebody told—that’s enough.” 

“Sid, there’s only one person in this town mean enough to do that, and that’s you. If you had 

been in Huck’s place you’d ’a’ sneaked down the hill and never told anybody on the robbers. 

You can’t do any but mean things, and you can’t bear to see anybody praised for doing good 

ones. There—no thanks, as the widow says”—and Tom cuffed Sid’s ears and helped him to the 

door with several kicks. “Now go and tell auntie if you dare—and tomorrow you’ll catch it!” 

Some minutes later the widow’s guests were at the supper-table, and a dozen children were 

propped up at little side-tables in the same room, after the fashion of that country and that day. 

At the proper time Mr. Jones made his little speech, in which he thanked the widow for the honor 

she was doing himself and his sons, but said that there was another person whose modesty— 

And so forth and so on. He sprung his secret about Huck’s share in the adventure in the finest 

dramatic manner he was master of, but the surprise it occasioned was largely counterfeit and not 

as clamorous and effusive as it might have been under happier circumstances. However, the 

widow made a pretty fair show of astonishment, and heaped so many compliments and so much 

gratitude upon Huck that he almost forgot the nearly intolerable discomfort of his new clothes in 



the entirely intolerable discomfort of being set up as a target for everybody’s gaze and 

everybody’s laudations. 

The widow said she meant to give Huck a home under her roof and have him educated; and 

that when she could spare the money she would start him in business in a modest way. Tom’s 

chance was come. He said: 

“Huck don’t need it. Huck’s rich.” 

Nothing but a heavy strain upon the good manners of the company kept back the due and 

proper complimentary laugh at this pleasant joke. But the silence was a little awkward. Tom 

broke it: 

“Huck’s got money. Maybe you don’t believe it, but he’s got lots of it. Oh, you needn’t 

smile—I reckon I can show you. You just wait a minute.” 

Tom ran out of doors. The company looked at each other with a perplexed interest—and 

inquiringly at Huck, who was tongue-tied. 

“Sid, what ails Tom?” said Aunt Polly. “He—well, there ain’t ever any making of that boy 

out. I never—” 

Tom entered, struggling with the weight of his sacks, and Aunt Polly did not finish her 

sentence. Tom poured the mass of yellow coin upon the table and said: 

“There—what did I tell you? Half of it’s Huck’s and half of it’s mine!” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

The spectacle took the general breath away. All gazed, nobody spoke for a moment. Then 

there was a unanimous call for an explanation. Tom said he could furnish it, and he did. The tale 

was long, but brimful of interest. There was scarcely an interruption from any one to break the 

charm of its flow. When he had finished, Mr. Jones said: 

“I thought I had fixed up a little surprise for this occasion, but it don’t amount to anything 

now. This one makes it sing mighty small, I’m willing to allow.” 

The money was counted. The sum amounted to a little over twelve thousand dollars. It was 

more than any one present had ever seen at one time before, though several persons were there 

who were worth considerably more than that in property. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

  



CHAPTER XXXV 

 

 

THE reader may rest satisfied that Tom’s and Huck’s windfall made a mighty stir in the poor 

little village of St. Petersburg. So vast a sum, all in actual cash, seemed next to incredible. It was 

talked about, gloated over, glorified, until the reason of many of the citizens tottered under the 

strain of the unhealthy excitement. Every “haunted” house in St. Petersburg and the neighboring 

villages was dissected, plank by plank, and its foundations dug up and ransacked for hidden 

treasure—and not by boys, but men—pretty grave, unromantic men, too, some of them. 

Wherever Tom and Huck appeared they were courted, admired, stared at. The boys were not able 

to remember that their remarks had possessed weight before; but now their sayings were 

treasured and repeated; everything they did seemed somehow to be regarded as remarkable; they 

had evidently lost the power of doing and saying commonplace things; moreover, their past 

history was raked up and discovered to bear marks of conspicuous originality. The village paper 

published biographical sketches of the boys. 

The Widow Douglas put Huck’s money out at six per cent., and Judge Thatcher did the same 

with Tom’s at Aunt Polly’s request. Each lad had an income, now, that was simply prodigious—

a dollar for every weekday in the year and half of the Sundays. It was just what the minister 

got—no, it was what he was promised—he generally couldn’t collect it. A dollar and a quarter a 

week would board, lodge, and school a boy in those old simple days—and clothe him and wash 

him, too, for that matter. 

Judge Thatcher had conceived a great opinion of Tom. He said that no commonplace boy 

would ever have got his daughter out of the cave. When Becky told her father, in strict 

confidence, how Tom had taken her whipping at school, the Judge was visibly moved; and when 

she pleaded grace for the mighty lie which Tom had told in order to shift that whipping from her 

shoulders to his own, the Judge said with a fine outburst that it was a noble, a generous, a 

magnanimous lie—a lie that was worthy to hold up its head and march down through history 

breast to breast with George Washington’s lauded Truth about the hatchet! Becky thought her 

father had never looked so tall and so superb as when he walked the floor and stamped his foot 

and said that. She went straight off and told Tom about it. 

Judge Thatcher hoped to see Tom a great lawyer or a great soldier some day. He said he meant 

to look to it that Tom should be admitted to the National Military Academy and afterward trained 

in the best law school in the country, in order that he might be ready for either career or both. 

Huck Finn’s wealth and the fact that he was now under the Widow Douglas’ protection 

introduced him into society—no, dragged him into it, hurled him into it—and his sufferings were 

almost more than he could bear. The widow’s servants kept him clean and neat, combed and 

brushed, and they bedded him nightly in unsympathetic sheets that had not one little spot or stain 

which he could press to his heart and know for a friend. He had to eat with a knife and fork; he 

had to use napkin, cup, and plate; he had to learn his book, he had to go to church; he had to talk 

so properly that speech was become insipid in his mouth; whithersoever he turned, the bars and 

shackles of civilization shut him in and bound him hand and foot. 

He bravely bore his miseries three weeks, and then one day turned up missing. For forty-eight 

hours the widow hunted for him everywhere in great distress. The public were profoundly 



concerned; they searched high and low, they dragged the river for his body. Early the third 

morning Tom Sawyer wisely went poking among some old empty hogsheads down behind the 

abandoned slaughter-house, and in one of them he found the refugee. Huck had slept there; he 

had just breakfasted upon some stolen odds and ends of food, and was lying off, now, in comfort, 

with his pipe. He was unkempt, uncombed, and clad in the same old ruin of rags that had made 

him picturesque in the days when he was free and happy. Tom routed him out, told him the 

trouble he had been causing, and urged him to go home. Huck’s face lost its tranquil content, and 

took a melancholy cast. He said: 

“Don’t talk about it, Tom. I’ve tried it, and it don’t work; it don’t work, Tom. It ain’t for me; I 

ain’t used to it. The widder’s good to me, and friendly; but I can’t stand them ways. She makes 

me get up just at the same time every morning; she makes me wash, they comb me all to thunder; 

she won’t let me sleep in the woodshed; I got to wear them blamed clothes that just smothers me, 

Tom; they don’t seem to any air git through ’em, somehow; and they’re so rotten nice that I can’t 

set down, nor lay down, nor roll around anywher’s; I hain’t slid on a cellar-door for—well, it 

’pears to be years; I got to go to church and sweat and sweat—I hate them ornery sermons! I 

can’t ketch a fly in there, I can’t chaw. I got to wear shoes all Sunday. The widder eats by a bell; 

she goes to bed by a bell; she gits up by a bell—everything’s so awful reg’lar a body can’t stand 

it.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

“Well, everybody does that way, Huck.” 

“Tom, it don’t make no difference. I ain’t everybody, and I can’t stand it. It’s awful to be tied 

up so. And grub comes too easy—I don’t take no interest in vittles, that way. I got to ask to go a-

fishing; I got to ask to go in a-swimming—dern’d if I hain’t got to ask to do everything. Well, 

I’d got to talk so nice it wasn’t no comfort—I’d got to go up in the attic and rip out awhile, every 

day, to git a taste in my mouth, or I’d a died, Tom. The widder wouldn’t let me smoke; she 

wouldn’t let me yell, she wouldn’t let me gape, nor stretch, nor scratch, before folks—” [Then 

with a spasm of special irritation and injury]—“And dad fetch it, she prayed all the time! I never 

see such a woman! I had to shove, Tom—I just had to. And besides, that school’s going to open, 

and I’d a had to go to it—well, I wouldn’t stand that, Tom. Looky-here, Tom, being rich ain’t 

what it’s cracked up to be. It’s just worry and worry, and sweat and sweat, and a-wishing you 

was dead all the time. Now these clothes suits me, and this bar’l suits me, and I ain’t ever going 



to shake ’em any more. Tom, I wouldn’t ever got into all this trouble if it hadn’t ’a’ ben for that 

money; now you just take my sheer of it along with your’n, and gimme a ten-center sometimes—

not many times, becuz I don’t give a dern for a thing ’thout it’s tollable hard to git—and you go 

and beg off for me with the widder.” 

“Oh, Huck, you know I can’t do that. ’Tain’t fair; and besides if you’ll try this thing just a 

while longer you’ll come to like it.” 

“Like it! Yes—the way I’d like a hot stove if I was to set on it long enough. No, Tom, I won’t 

be rich, and I won’t live in them cussed smothery houses. I like the woods, and the river, and 

hogsheads, and I’ll stick to ’em, too. Blame it all! just as we’d got guns, and a cave, and all just 

fixed to rob, here this dern foolishness has got to come up and spile it all!” 

Tom saw his opportunity— 

“Lookyhere, Huck, being rich ain’t going to keep me back from turning robber.” 

“No! Oh, good-licks; are you in real dead-wood earnest, Tom?” 

“Just as dead earnest as I’m sitting here. But Huck, we can’t let you into the gang if you ain’t 

respectable, you know.” 

Huck’s joy was quenched. 

“Can’t let me in, Tom? Didn’t you let me go for a pirate?” 

“Yes, but that’s different. A robber is more high-toned than what a pirate is—as a general 

thing. In most countries they’re awful high up in the nobility—dukes and such.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

“Now, Tom, hain’t you always ben friendly to me? You wouldn’t shet me out, would you, 

Tom? You wouldn’t do that, now, would you, Tom?” 

“Huck, I wouldn’t want to, and I don’t want to—but what would people say? Why, they’d say, 

‘Mph! Tom Sawyer’s Gang! pretty low characters in it!’ They’d mean you, Huck. You wouldn’t 

like that, and I wouldn’t.” 

Huck was silent for some time, engaged in a mental struggle. Finally he said: 

“Well, I’ll go back to the widder for a month and tackle it and see if I can come to stand it, if 

you’ll let me b’long to the gang, Tom.” 

“All right, Huck, it’s a whiz! Come along, old chap, and I’ll ask the widow to let up on you a 

little, Huck.” 



“Will you, Tom—now will you? That’s good. If she’ll let up on some of the roughest things, 

I’ll smoke private and cuss private, and crowd through or bust. When you going to start the gang 

and turn robbers?” 

“Oh, right off. We’ll get the boys together and have the initiation tonight, maybe.” 

“Have the which?” 

“Have the initiation.” 

“What’s that?” 

“It’s to swear to stand by one another, and never tell the gang’s secrets, even if you’re 

chopped all to flinders, and kill anybody and all his family that hurts one of the gang.” 

“That’s gay—that’s mighty gay, Tom, I tell you.” 

“Well, I bet it is. And all that swearing’s got to be done at midnight, in the lonesomest, 

awfulest place you can find—a ha’nted house is the best, but they’re all ripped up now.” 

“Well, midnight’s good, anyway, Tom.” 

“Yes, so it is. And you’ve got to swear on a coffin, and sign it with blood.” 

“Now, that’s something like! Why, it’s a million times bullier than pirating. I’ll stick to the 

widder till I rot, Tom; and if I git to be a reg’lar ripper of a robber, and everybody talking ’bout 

it, I reckon she’ll be proud she snaked me in out of the wet.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

  



CONCLUSION 

So endeth this chronicle. It being strictly a history of a boy, it must stop here; the story could 

not go much further without becoming the history of a man. When one writes a novel about 

grown people, he knows exactly where to stop—that is, with a marriage; but when he writes of 

juveniles, he must stop where he best can. 

Most of the characters that perform in this book still live, and are prosperous and happy. Some 

day it may seem worth while to take up the story of the younger ones again and see what sort of 

men and women they turned out to be; therefore it will be wisest not to reveal any of that part of 

their lives at present. 
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“The Age of Reason; Being an Investigation of True and Fabulous Theology” is a work 

by English and American political activist Thomas Paine, arguing for the philosophical position 

of deism. It follows in the tradition of 18th-century British deism, and challenges 

institutionalized religion and the legitimacy of the Bible. It was published in three parts in 1794, 

1795, and 1807. 

It was a best-seller in the United States, where it caused a short-lived deistic revival. 

British audiences, fearing increased political radicalism as a result of the French Revolution, 

received it with more hostility. The Age of Reason presents common deistic arguments; for 

example, it highlights what Paine saw as corruption of the Christian Church and criticizes its 

efforts to acquire political power. Paine advocates reason in the place of revelation, leading him 

to reject miracles and to view the Bible as an ordinary piece of literature, rather than a divinely-

inspired text. In The Age of Reason, he promotes natural religion and argues for the existence of 

a creator god. 

Most of Paine's arguments had long been available to the educated elite, but by 

presenting them in an engaging and irreverent style, he made deism appealing and accessible to 

the masses. Originally distributed as unbound pamphlets, the book was also cheap, putting it 

within the reach of a large number of buyers. Fearing the spread of what it viewed as potentially-

revolutionary ideas, the British government prosecuted printers and booksellers who tried to 

publish and distribute it. Nevertheless, Paine's work inspired and guided many free thinkers. 

It would be an understatement to say that the British government was not a fan of this 

book.  In December 1792, Paine's Rights of Man, part II, was declared seditious in Britain, and 

he was forced to flee to France to avoid arrest. Ironically, he was considered too moderate by the 

powerful Jacobin Club of French revolutionaries, and was imprisoned for ten months in France. 

He escaped the guillotine only by accident: the sign marking him out for execution was 

improperly placed on his cell door. After being released with the help of James Monroe, at that 

time the new American Minister to France, Paine fled from France to the United States. 

When Thomas Williams sold about 2,000 copies of his edition of The Age of Reason in 

1797, the British government indicted him, confiscated the pamphlets, and sentenced him to a 

year of hard labor. After that, no editions were sold openly in Britain until 1818, when Richard 

Carlile included it in an edition of Paine's complete works. Carlile charged one shilling and 

sixpence for the work, and the first run of 1,000 copies sold out in a month. He immediately 



published a second edition of 3,000 copies. Like Williams, he was prosecuted for seditious libel 

and blasphemous libel.  

As an amusing aside, at his trial, which had already created a media frenzy, Carlile read 

the entirety of The Age of Reason into the court record, ensuring it an even wider publication. 

Carlile was convicted of blasphemy and sentenced to one year in prison but spent six years 

instead because he refused any "legal conditions" on his release. 

The prosecutions surrounding the printing of The Age of Reason in Britain continued for 

30 years after its initial release and encompassed numerous publishers as well as over a hundred 

booksellers. 

In the United States, The Age of Reason initially caused a deistic "revival", but was then 

viciously attacked and largely forgotten. Paine became so reviled that he could still be maligned 

as a "filthy little atheist" by Theodore Roosevelt over one hundred years later. 

Paine could not publish Part III of The Age of Reason in America until 1807 because of 

the deep antipathy against him. Hailed only a few years earlier as a hero of the American 

Revolution, Paine was now lambasted in the press and called "the scavenger of faction," a "lilly-

livered sinical [sic] rogue," a "loathsome reptile," a "demi-human archbeast," "an object of 

disgust, of abhorrence, of absolute loathing to every decent man except the President of the 

United States [Thomas Jefferson]." 

The Age of Reason was largely ignored after 1820, except by radical groups in Britain 

and freethinkers in America, such as Robert G. Ingersoll and the American abolitionist Moncure 

Daniel Conway, who edited his works and wrote the first biography of Paine, favorably reviewed 

by The New York Times. Not until the publication of Charles Darwin's The Origin of Species in 

1859, and the large-scale abandonment of the literal reading of the Bible that it caused in Britain 

did many of Paine's ideas take hold. As writer Mark Twain said, "It took a brave man before the 

Civil War to confess he had read the Age of Reason ... I read it first when I was a cub pilot, read 

it with fear and hesitation, but marveling at its fearlessness and wonderful power." Paine's 

criticisms of the church, the monarchy, and the aristocracy appear most clearly in Twain's A 

Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's Court (1889). 

 

Want to know more? 

The Age of Reason and the Restless Masses: Censoring Class Consciousness in the 

Nineteenth Century, History News Network   

https://historynewsnetwork.org/article/180284
https://historynewsnetwork.org/article/180284
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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION 

WITH SOME RESULTS OF RECENT RESEARCHES. 

In the opening year, 1793, when revolutionary France had beheaded its king, the wrath turned 

next upon the King of kings, by whose grace every tyrant claimed to reign. But eventualities had 

brought among them a great English and American heart—Thomas Paine. He had pleaded for 

Louis Capet—“Kill the king but spare the man.” Now he pleaded,—“Disbelieve in the King of 

kings, but do not confuse with that idol the Father of Mankind!” 

In Paine’s Preface to the Second Part of “The Age of Reason” he describes himself as writing 

the First Part near the close of the year 1793. “I had not finished it more than six hours, in the 

state it has since appeared, before a guard came about three in the morning, with an order signed 

by the two Committees of Public Safety and Surety General, for putting me in arrestation.” This 

was on the morning of December 28. But it is necessary to weigh the words just quoted—“in the 

state it has since appeared.” For on August 5, 1794, Francois Lanthenas, in an appeal for Paine’s 

liberation, wrote as follows: “I deliver to Merlin de Thionville a copy of the last work of T. 

Payne [The Age of Reason], formerly our colleague, and in custody since the decree excluding 

foreigners from the national representation. This book was written by the author in the beginning 

of the year ’93 (old style). I undertook its translation before the revolution against priests, and it 

was published in French about the same time. Couthon, to whom I sent it, seemed offended with 

me for having translated this work.” 

Under the frown of Couthon, one of the most atrocious colleagues of Robespierre, this early 

publication seems to have been so effectually suppressed that no copy bearing that date, 1793, 

can be found in France or elsewhere. In Paine’s letter to Samuel Adams, printed in the present 

volume, he says that he had it translated into French, to stay the progress of atheism, and that he 

endangered his life “by opposing atheism.” The time indicated by Lanthenas as that in which he 

submitted the work to Couthon would appear to be the latter part of March, 1793, the fury 

against the priesthood having reached its climax in the decrees against them of March 19 and 26. 

If the moral deformity of Couthon, even greater than that of his body, be remembered, and the 

readiness with which death was inflicted for the most theoretical opinion not approved by the 

“Mountain,” it will appear probable that the offence given Couthon by Paine’s book involved 

danger to him and his translator. On May 31, when the Girondins were accused, the name of 

Lanthenas was included, and he barely escaped; and on the same day Danton persuaded Paine 

not to appear in the Convention, as his life might be in danger. Whether this was because of the 

“Age of Reason,” with its fling at the “Goddess Nature” or not, the statements of author and 

translator are harmonized by the fact that Paine prepared the manuscript, with considerable 

additions and changes, for publication in English, as he has stated in the Preface to Part II. 

A comparison of the French and English versions, sentence by sentence, proved to me that the 

translation sent by Lanthenas to Merlin de Thionville in 1794 is the same as that he sent to 

Couthon in 1793. This discovery was the means of recovering several interesting sentences of 

the original work. I have given as footnotes translations of such clauses and phrases of the 

French work as appeared to be important. Those familiar with the translations of Lanthenas need 

not be reminded that he was too much of a literalist to depart from the manuscript before him, 

and indeed he did not even venture to alter it in an instance (presently considered) where it was 

obviously needed. Nor would Lanthenas have omitted any of the paragraphs lacking in his 

translation. This original work was divided into seventeen chapters, and these I have restored, 



translating their headings into English. The “Age of Reason” is thus for the first time given to the 

world with nearly its original completeness. 

It should be remembered that Paine could not have read the proof of his “Age of Reason” (Part 

I.) which went through the press while he was in prison. To this must be ascribed the 

permanence of some sentences as abbreviated in the haste he has described. A notable instance is 

the dropping out of his estimate of Jesus the words rendered by Lanthenas “trop peu imite, trop 

oublie, trop meconnu.” The addition of these words to Paine’s tribute makes it the more notable 

that almost the only recognition of the human character and life of Jesus by any theological 

writer of that generation came from one long branded as an infidel. 

To the inability of the prisoner to give his work any revision must be attributed the 

preservation in it of the singular error already alluded to, as one that Lanthenas, but for his 

extreme fidelity, would have corrected. This is Paine’s repeated mention of six planets, and 

enumeration of them, twelve years after the discovery of Uranus. Paine was a devoted student of 

astronomy, and it cannot for a moment be supposed that he had not participated in the universal 

welcome of Herschel’s discovery. The omission of any allusion to it convinces me that the 

astronomical episode was printed from a manuscript written before 1781, when Uranus was 

discovered. Unfamiliar with French in 1793, Paine might not have discovered the erratum in 

Lanthenas’ translation, and, having no time for copying, he would naturally use as much as 

possible of the same manuscript in preparing his work for English readers. But he had no 

opportunity of revision, and there remains an erratum which, if my conjecture be correct, casts a 

significant light on the paragraphs in which he alludes to the preparation of the work. He states 

that soon after his publication of “Common Sense” (1776), he “saw the exceeding probability 

that a revolution in the system of government would be followed by a revolution in the system of 

religion,” and that “man would return to the pure, unmixed, and unadulterated belief of one God 

and no more.” He tells Samuel Adams that it had long been his intention to publish his thoughts 

upon religion, and he had made a similar remark to John Adams in 1776. Like the Quakers 

among whom he was reared Paine could then readily use the phrase “word of God” for anything 

in the Bible which approved itself to his “inner light,” and as he had drawn from the first Book of 

Samuel a divine condemnation of monarchy, John Adams, a Unitarian, asked him if he believed 

in the inspiration of the Old Testament. Paine replied that he did not, and at a later period meant 

to publish his views on the subject. There is little doubt that he wrote from time to time on 

religious points, during the American war, without publishing his thoughts, just as he worked on 

the problem of steam navigation, in which he had invented a practicable method (ten years 

before John Fitch made his discovery) without publishing it. At any rate it appears to me certain 

that the part of “The Age of Reason” connected with Paine’s favorite science, astronomy, was 

written before 1781, when Uranus was discovered. 

Paine’s theism, however invested with biblical and Christian phraseology, was a birthright. It 

appears clear from several allusions in “The Age of Reason” to the Quakers that in his early life, 

or before the middle of the eighteenth century, the people so called were substantially Deists. An 

interesting confirmation of Paine’s statements concerning them appears as I write in an account 

sent by Count Leo Tolstoi to the London ‘Times’ of the Russian sect called Dukhobortsy (The 

Times, October 23, 1895). This sect sprang up in the last century, and the narrative says: 

“The first seeds of the teaching called afterwards ‘Dukhoborcheskaya’ were sown by a 

foreigner, a Quaker, who came to Russia. The fundamental idea of his Quaker teaching was that 

in the soul of man dwells God himself, and that He himself guides man by His inner word. God 

lives in nature physically and in man’s soul spiritually. To Christ, as to an historical personage, 



the Dukhobortsy do not ascribe great importance... Christ was God’s son, but only in the sense in 

which we call, ourselves ‘sons of God.’ The purpose of Christ’s sufferings was no other than to 

show us an example of suffering for truth. The Quakers who, in 1818, visited the Dukhobortsy, 

could not agree with them upon these religious subjects; and when they heard from them their 

opinion about Jesus Christ (that he was a man), exclaimed ‘Darkness!’ From the Old and New 

Testaments,’ they say, ‘we take only what is useful,’ mostly the moral teaching.... The moral 

ideas of the Dukhobortsy are the following:—All men are, by nature, equal; external distinctions, 

whatsoever they may be, are worth nothing. This idea of men’s equality the Dukhoborts have 

directed further, against the State authority.... Amongst themselves they hold subordination, and 

much more, a monarchical Government, to be contrary to their ideas.” 

Here is an early Hicksite Quakerism carried to Russia long before the birth of Elias Hicks, 

who recovered it from Paine, to whom the American Quakers refused burial among them. 

Although Paine arraigned the union of Church and State, his ideal Republic was religious; it was 

based on a conception of equality based on the divine son-ship of every man. This faith underlay 

equally his burden against claims to divine partiality by a “Chosen People,” a Priesthood, a 

Monarch “by the grace of God,” or an Aristocracy. Paine’s “Reason” is only an expansion of the 

Quaker’s “inner light”; and the greater impression, as compared with previous republican and 

deistic writings made by his “Rights of Man” and “Age of Reason” (really volumes of one 

work), is partly explained by the apostolic fervor which made him a spiritual, successor of 

George Fox. 

Paine’s mind was by no means skeptical, it was eminently instructive. That he should have 

waited until his fifty-seventh year before publishing his religious convictions was due to a desire 

to work out some positive and practicable system to take the place of that which he believed was 

crumbling. The English engineer Hall, who assisted Paine in making the model of his iron 

bridge, wrote to his friends in England, in 1786: “My employer has Common Sense enough to 

disbelieve most of the common systematic theories of Divinity, but does not seem to establish 

any for himself.” But five years later Paine was able to lay the corner-stone of his temple: “With 

respect to religion itself, without regard to names, and as directing itself from the universal 

family of mankind to the ‘Divine object of all adoration, it is man bringing to his Maker the 

fruits of his heart; and though those fruits may differ from each other like the fruits of the earth, 

the grateful tribute of every one, is accepted.” (“Rights of Man.” See my edition of Paine’s 

Writings, ii., p. 326.) Here we have a reappearance of George Fox confuting the doctor in 

America who “denied the light and Spirit of God to be in every one; and affirmed that it was not 

in the Indians. Whereupon I called an Indian to us, and asked him ‘whether or not, when he lied, 

or did wrong to anyone, there was not something in him that reproved him for it?’ He said, 

‘There was such a thing in him that did so reprove him; and he was ashamed when he had done 

wrong, or spoken wrong.’ So we shamed the doctor before the governor and the people.” 

(Journal of George Fox, September 1672.) 

Paine, who coined the phrase “Religion of Humanity” (The Crisis, vii., 1778), did but 

logically defend it in “The Age of Reason,” by denying a special revelation to any particular 

tribe, or divine authority in any particular creed of church; and the centenary of this much-abused 

publication has been celebrated by a great conservative champion of Church and State, Mr. 

Balfour, who, in his “Foundations of Belief,” affirms that “inspiration” cannot be denied to the 

great Oriental teachers, unless grapes may be gathered from thorns. 

The centenary of the complete publication of “The Age of Reason,” (October 25, 1795), was 

also celebrated at the Church Congress, Norwich, on October 10, 1895, when Professor Bonney, 



F.R.S., Canon of Manchester, read a paper in which he said: “I cannot deny that the increase of 

scientific knowledge has deprived parts of the earlier books of the Bible of the historical value 

which was generally attributed to them by our forefathers. The story of Creation in the Book of 

Genesis, unless we play fast and loose either with words or with science, cannot be brought into 

harmony with what we have learnt from geology. Its ethnological statements are imperfect, if not 

sometimes inaccurate. The stories of the Fall, of the Flood, and of the Tower of Babel, are 

incredible in their present form. Some historical element may underlie many of the traditions in 

the first eleven chapters in that book, but this we cannot hope to recover.” Canon Bonney 

proceeded to say of the New Testament also, that “the Gospels are not so far as we know, strictly 

contemporaneous records, so we must admit the possibility of variations and even inaccuracies in 

details being introduced by oral tradition.” The Canon thinks the interval too short for these 

importations to be serious, but that any question of this kind is left open proves the Age of 

Reason fully upon us. Reason alone can determine how many texts are as spurious as the three 

heavenly witnesses (i John v. 7), and like it “serious” enough to have cost good men their lives, 

and persecutors their charities. When men interpolate, it is because they believe their 

interpolation seriously needed. It will be seen by a note in Part II. of the work, that Paine calls 

attention to an interpolation introduced into the first American edition without indication of its 

being an editorial footnote. This footnote was: “The book of Luke was carried by a majority of 

one only. Vide Moshelm’s Ecc. History.” Dr. Priestley, then in America, answered Paine’s work, 

and in quoting less than a page from the “Age of Reason” he made three alterations,—one of 

which changed “church mythologists” into “Christian mythologists,”—and also raised the 

editorial footnote into the text, omitting the reference to Mosheim. Having done this, Priestley 

writes: “As to the gospel of Luke being carried by a majority of one only, it is a legend, if not of 

Mr. Paine’s own invention, of no better authority whatever.” And so on with further castigation 

of the author for what he never wrote, and which he himself (Priestley) was the unconscious 

means of introducing into the text within the year of Paine’s publication. 

If this could be done, unintentionally by a conscientious and exact man, and one not 

unfriendly to Paine, if such a writer as Priestley could make four mistakes in citing half a page, it 

will appear not very wonderful when I state that in a modern popular edition of “The Age of 

Reason,” including both parts, I have noted about five hundred deviations from the original. 

These were mainly the accumulated efforts of friendly editors to improve Paine’s grammar or 

spelling; some were misprints, or developed out of such; and some resulted from the sale in 

London of a copy of Part Second surreptitiously made from the manuscript. These facts add 

significance to Paine’s footnote (itself altered in some editions!), in which he says: “If this has 

happened within such a short space of time, notwithstanding the aid of printing, which prevents 

the alteration of copies individually; what may not have happened in a much greater length of 

time, when there was no printing, and when any man who could write, could make a written 

copy, and call it an original, by Matthew, Mark, Luke, or John.” 

Nothing appears to me more striking, as an illustration of the far-reaching effects of traditional 

prejudice, than the errors into which some of our ablest contemporary scholars have fallen by 

reason of their not having studied Paine. Professor Huxley, for instance, speaking of the 

freethinkers of the eighteenth century, admires the acuteness, common sense, wit, and the broad 

humanity of the best of them, but says “there is rarely much to be said for their work as an 

example of the adequate treatment of a grave and difficult investigation,” and that they shared 

with their adversaries “to the full the fatal weakness of a priori philosophizing.” [NOTE: Science 

and Christian Tradition, p. 18 (Lon. ed., 1894).] Professor Huxley does not name Paine, 



evidently because he knows nothing about him. Yet Paine represents the turning-point of the 

historical freethinking movement; he renounced the ‘a priori’ method, refused to pronounce 

anything impossible outside pure mathematics, rested everything on evidence, and really 

founded the Huxleyan school. He plagiarized by anticipation many things from the rationalistic 

leaders of our time, from Strauss and Baur (being the first to expatiate on “Christian 

Mythology”), from Renan (being the first to attempt recovery of the human Jesus), and notably 

from Huxley, who has repeated Paine’s arguments on the untrustworthiness of the biblical 

manuscripts and canon, on the inconsistencies of the narratives of Christ’s resurrection, and 

various other points. None can be more loyal to the memory of Huxley than the present writer, 

and it is even because of my sense of his grand leadership that he is here mentioned as a typical 

instance of the extent to which the very elect of free-thought may be unconsciously victimized 

by the phantasm with which they are contending. He says that Butler overthrew freethinkers of 

the eighteenth century type, but Paine was of the nineteenth century type; and it was precisely 

because of his critical method that he excited more animosity than his deistical predecessors. He 

compelled the apologists to defend the biblical narratives in detail, and thus implicitly 

acknowledge the tribunal of reason and knowledge to which they were summoned. The ultimate 

answer by police was a confession of judgment. A hundred years ago England was suppressing 

Paine’s works, and many an honest Englishman has gone to prison for printing and circulating 

his “Age of Reason.” The same views are now freely expressed; they are heard in the seats of 

learning, and even in the Church Congress; but the suppression of Paine, begun by bigotry and 

ignorance, is continued in the long indifference of the representatives of our Age of Reason to 

their pioneer and founder. It is a grievous loss to them and to their cause. It is impossible to 

understand the religious history of England, and of America, without studying the phases of their 

evolution represented in the writings of Thomas Paine, in the controversies that grew out of them 

with such practical accompaniments as the foundation of the Theophilanthropist Church in Paris 

and New York, and of the great rationalist wing of Quakerism in America. 

Whatever may be the case with scholars in our time, those of Paine’s time took the “Age of 

Reason” very seriously indeed. Beginning with the learned Dr. Richard Watson, Bishop of 

Llandaff, a large number of learned men replied to Paine’s work, and it became a signal for the 

commencement of those concessions, on the part of theology, which have continued to our time; 

and indeed the so-called “Broad Church” is to some extent an outcome of “The Age of Reason.” 

It would too much enlarge this Introduction to cite here the replies made to Paine (thirty-six are 

catalogued in the British Museum), but it may be remarked that they were notably free, as a rule, 

from the personalities that raged in the pulpits. I must venture to quote one passage from his very 

learned antagonist, the Rev. Gilbert Wakefield, B.A., “late Fellow of Jesus College, Cambridge.” 

Wakefield, who had resided in London during all the Paine panic, and was well acquainted with 

the slanders uttered against the author of “Rights of Man,” indirectly brands them in answering 

Paine’s argument that the original and traditional unbelief of the Jews, among whom the alleged 

miracles were wrought, is an important evidence against them. The learned divine writes: 

“But the subject before us admits of further illustration from the example of Mr. Paine 

himself. In this country, where his opposition to the corruptions of government has raised him so 

many adversaries, and such a swarm of unprincipled hirelings have exerted themselves in 

blackening his character and in misrepresenting all the transactions and incidents of his life, will 

it not be a most difficult, nay an impossible task, for posterity, after a lapse of 1700 years, if such 

a wreck of modern literature as that of the ancient, should intervene, to identify the real 

circumstances, moral and civil, of the man? And will a true historian, such as the Evangelists, be 



credited at that future period against such a predominant incredulity, without large and mighty 

accessions of collateral attestation? And how transcendently extraordinary, I had almost said 

miraculous, will it be estimated by candid and reasonable minds, that a writer whose object was a 

melioration of condition to the common people, and their deliverance from oppression, poverty, 

wretchedness, to the numberless blessings of upright and equal government, should be reviled, 

persecuted, and burned in effigy, with every circumstance of insult and execration, by these very 

objects of his benevolent intentions, in every corner of the kingdom?” After the execution of 

Louis XVI., for whose life Paine pleaded so earnestly,—while in England he was denounced as 

an accomplice in the deed,—he devoted himself to the preparation of a Constitution, and also to 

gathering up his religious compositions and adding to them. This manuscript I suppose to have 

been prepared in what was variously known as White’s Hotel or Philadelphia House, in Paris, 

No. 7 Passage des Petits Peres. This compilation of early and fresh manuscripts (if my theory be 

correct) was labelled, “The Age of Reason,” and given for translation to Francois Lanthenas in 

March 1793. It is entered, in Qudrard (La France Literaire) under the year 1793, but with the title 

“L’Age de la Raison” instead of that which it bore in 1794, “Le Siecle de la Raison.” The latter, 

printed “Au Burcau de l’imprimerie, rue du Theatre-Francais, No. 4,” is said to be by “Thomas 

Paine, Citoyen et cultivateur de l’Amerique septentrionale, secretaire du Congres du departement 

des affaires etrangeres pendant la guerre d’Amerique, et auteur des ouvrages intitules: LA SENS 

COMMUN et LES DROITS DE L’HOMME.” 

When the Revolution was advancing to increasing terrors, Paine, unwilling to participate in 

the decrees of a Convention whose sole legal function was to frame a Constitution, retired to an 

old mansion and garden in the Faubourg St. Denis, No. 63. Mr. J.G. Alger, whose researches in 

personal details connected with the Revolution are original and useful, recently showed me in the 

National Archives at Paris, some papers connected with the trial of Georgeit, Paine’s landlord, 

by which it appears that the present No. 63 is not, as I had supposed, the house in which Paine 

resided. Mr. Alger accompanied me to the neighborhood, but we were not able to identify the 

house. The arrest of Georgeit is mentioned by Paine in his essay on “Forgetfulness” (Writings, 

iii., 319). When his trial came on one of the charges was that he had kept in his house “Paine and 

other Englishmen,”—Paine being then in prison,—but he (Georgeit) was acquitted of the paltry 

accusations brought against him by his Section, the “Faubourg du Nord.” This Section took in 

the whole east side of the Faubourg St. Denis, whereas the present No. 63 is on the west side. 

After Georgeit (or Georger) had been arrested, Paine was left alone in the large mansion (said by 

Rickman to have been once the hotel of Madame de Pompadour), and it would appear, by his 

account, that it was after the execution (October 31, 1793) Of his friends the Girondins, and 

political comrades, that he felt his end at hand, and set about his last literary bequest to the 

world,—“The Age of Reason,”—in the state in which it has since appeared, as he is careful to 

say. There was every probability, during the months in which he wrote (November and 

December 1793) that he would be executed. His religious testament was prepared with the blade 

of the guillotine suspended over him,—a fact which did not deter pious mythologists from 

portraying his death-bed remorse for having written the book. 

In editing Part I. of “The Age of Reason,” I follow closely the first edition, which was printed 

by Barrois in Paris from the manuscript, no doubt under the superintendence of Joel Barlow, to 

whom Paine, on his way to the Luxembourg, had confided it. Barlow was an American ex-

clergyman, a speculator on whose career French archives cast an unfavorable light, and one 

cannot be certain that no liberties were taken with Paine’s proofs. 



I may repeat here what I have stated in the outset of my editorial work on Paine that my rule is 

to correct obvious misprints, and also any punctuation which seems to render the sense less clear. 

And to that I will now add that in following Paine’s quotations from the Bible I have adopted the 

Plan now generally used in place of his occasionally too extended writing out of book, chapter, 

and verse. 

Paine was imprisoned in the Luxembourg on December 28, 1793, and released on November 

4, 1794. His liberation was secured by his old friend, James Monroe (afterwards President), who 

had succeeded his (Paine’s) relentless enemy, Gouverneur Morris, as American Minister in Paris. 

He was found by Monroe more dead than alive from semi-starvation, cold, and an abscess 

contracted in prison, and taken to the Minister’s own residence. It was not supposed that he could 

survive, and he owed his life to the tender care of Mr. and Mrs. Monroe. It was while thus a 

prisoner in his room, with death still hovering over him, that Paine wrote Part Second of “The 

Age of Reason.” 

The work was published in London by H.D. Symonds on October 25, 1795, and claimed to be 

“from the Author’s manuscript.” It is marked as “Entered at Stationers Hall,” and prefaced by an 

apologetic note of “The Bookseller to the Public,” whose commonplaces about avoiding both 

prejudice and partiality, and considering “both sides,” need not be quoted. While his volume was 

going through the press in Paris, Paine heard of the publication in London, which drew from him 

the following hurried note to a London publisher, no doubt Daniel Isaacs Eaton: 

“SIR,—I have seen advertised in the London papers the second Edition [part] of the Age of 

Reason, printed, the advertisement says, from the Author’s Manuscript, and entered at Stationers 

Hall. I have never sent any manuscript to any person. It is therefore a forgery to say it is printed 

from the author’s manuscript; and I suppose is done to give the Publisher a pretence of Copy 

Right, which he has no title to. 

“I send you a printed copy, which is the only one I have sent to London. I wish you to make a 

cheap edition of it. I know not by what means any copy has got over to London. If any person 

has made a manuscript copy I have no doubt but it is full of errors. I wish you would talk to Mr. 

——- upon this subject as I wish to know by what means this trick has been played, and from 

whom the publisher has got possession of any copy. 

“T. PAINE. 

“PARIS, December 4, 1795” 

Eaton’s cheap edition appeared January 1, 1796, with the above letter on the reverse of the 

title. The blank in the note was probably “Symonds” in the original, and possibly that publisher 

was imposed upon. Eaton, already in trouble for printing one of Paine’s political pamphlets, fled 

to America, and an edition of the “Age of Reason” was issued under a new title; no publisher 

appears; it is said to be “printed for, and sold by all the Booksellers in Great Britain and Ireland.” 

It is also said to be “By Thomas Paine, author of several remarkable performances.” I have never 

found any copy of this anonymous edition except the one in my possession. It is evidently the 

edition which was suppressed by the prosecution of Williams for selling a copy of it. 

A comparison with Paine’s revised edition reveals a good many clerical and verbal errors in 

Symonds, though few that affect the sense. The worst are in the preface, where, instead of 

“1793,” the misleading date “1790” is given as the year at whose close Paine completed Part 

First,—an error that spread far and wide and was fastened on by his calumnious American 

“biographer,” Cheetham, to prove his inconsistency. The editors have been fairly demoralized 

by, and have altered in different ways, the following sentence of the preface in Symonds: “The 



intolerant spirit of religious persecution had transferred itself into politics; the tribunals, styled 

Revolutionary, supplied the place of the Inquisition; and the Guillotine of the State outdid the 

Fire and Faggot of the Church.” The rogue who copied this little knew the care with which Paine 

weighed words, and that he would never call persecution “religious,” nor connect the guillotine 

with the “State,” nor concede that with all its horrors it had outdone the history of fire and 

faggot. What Paine wrote was: “The intolerant spirit of church persecution had transferred itself 

into politics; the tribunals, styled Revolutionary, supplied the place of an Inquisition and the 

Guillotine, of the Stake.” 

An original letter of Paine, in the possession of Joseph Cowen, ex-M.P., which that gentleman 

permits me to bring to light, besides being one of general interest makes clear the circumstances 

of the original publication. Although the name of the correspondent does not appear on the letter, 

it was certainly written to Col. John Fellows of New York, who copyrighted Part I. of the “Age 

of Reason.” He published the pamphlets of Joel Barlow, to whom Paine confided his manuscript 

on his way to prison. Fellows was afterwards Paine’s intimate friend in New York, and it was 

chiefly due to him that some portions of the author’s writings, left in manuscript to Madame 

Bonneville while she was a freethinker were rescued from her devout destructiveness after her 

return to Catholicism. The letter which Mr. Cowen sends me, is dated at Paris, January 20, 1797. 

“SIR,—Your friend Mr. Caritat being on the point of his departure for America, I make it the 

opportunity of writing to you. I received two letters from you with some pamphlets a 

considerable time past, in which you inform me of your entering a copyright of the first part of 

the Age of Reason: when I return to America we will settle for that matter. 

“As Doctor Franklin has been my intimate friend for thirty years past you will naturally see 

the reason of my continuing the connection with his grandson. I printed here (Paris) about fifteen 

thousand of the second part of the Age of Reason, which I sent to Mr. F[ranklin] Bache. I gave 

him notice of it in September 1795 and the copy-right by my own direction was entered by him. 

The books did not arrive till April following, but he had advertised it long before. 

“I sent to him in August last a manuscript letter of about 70 pages, from me to Mr. 

Washington to be printed in a pamphlet. Mr. Barnes of Philadelphia carried the letter from me 

over to London to be forwarded to America. It went by the ship Hope, Cap: Harley, who since 

his return from America told me that he put it into the post office at New York for Bache. I have 

yet no certain account of its publication. I mention this that the letter may be enquired after, in 

case it has not been published or has not arrived to Mr. Bache. Barnes wrote to me, from London 

29 August informing me that he was offered three hundred pounds sterling for the manuscript. 

The offer was refused because it was my intention it should not appear till it appeared in 

America, as that, and not England was the place for its operation. 

“You ask me by your letter to Mr. Caritat for a list of my several works, in order to publish a 

collection of them. This is an undertaking I have always reserved for myself. It not only belongs 

to me of right, but nobody but myself can do it; and as every author is accountable (at least in 

reputation) for his works, he only is the person to do it. If he neglects it in his life-time the case is 

altered. It is my intention to return to America in the course of the present year. I shall then [do] 

it by subscription, with historical notes. As this work will employ many persons in different parts 

of the Union, I will confer with you upon the subject, and such part of it as will suit you to 

undertake, will be at your choice. I have sustained so much loss, by disinterestedness and 

inattention to money matters, and by accidents, that I am obliged to look closer to my affairs than 

I have done. The printer (an Englishman) whom I employed here to print the second part of ‘the 



Age of Reason’ made a manuscript copy of the work while he was printing it, which he sent to 

London and sold. It was by this means that an edition of it came out in London. 

“We are waiting here for news from America of the state of the federal elections. You will 

have heard long before this reaches you that the French government has refused to receive Mr. 

Pinckney as minister. While Mr. Monroe was minister he had the opportunity of softening 

matters with this government, for he was in good credit with them tho’ they were in high 

indignation at the infidelity of the Washington Administration. It is time that Mr. Washington 

retire, for he has played off so much prudent hypocrisy between France and England that neither 

government believes anything he says. 

“Your friend, etc., 

“THOMAS PAINE.” 

It would appear that Symonds’ stolen edition must have got ahead of that sent by Paine to 

Franklin Bache, for some of its errors continue in all modern American editions to the present 

day, as well as in those of England. For in England it was only the shilling edition—that revised 

by Paine—which was suppressed. Symonds, who ministered to the half-crown folk, and who was 

also publisher of replies to Paine, was left undisturbed about his pirated edition, and the new 

Society for the suppression of Vice and Immorality fastened on one Thomas Williams, who sold 

pious tracts but was also convicted (June 24, 1797) of having sold one copy of the “Age of 

Reason.” Erskine, who had defended Paine at his trial for the “Rights of Man,” conducted the 

prosecution of Williams. He gained the victory from a packed jury, but was not much elated by 

it, especially after a certain adventure on his way to Lincoln’s Inn. He felt his coat clutched and 

beheld at his feet a woman bathed in tears. She led him into the small book-shop of Thomas 

Williams, not yet called up for judgment, and there he beheld his victim stitching tracts in a 

wretched little room, where there were three children, two suffering with Smallpox. He saw that 

it would be ruin and even a sort of murder to take away to prison the husband, who was not a 

freethinker, and lamented his publication of the book, and a meeting of the Society which had 

retained him was summoned. There was a full meeting, the Bishop of London (Porteus) in the 

chair. Erskine reminded them that Williams was yet to be brought up for sentence, described the 

scene he had witnessed, and Williams’ penitence, and, as the book was now suppressed, asked 

permission to move for a nominal sentence. Mercy, he urged, was a part of the Christianity they 

were defending. Not one of the Society took his side,—not even “philanthropic” Wilberforce—

and Erskine threw up his brief. This action of Erskine led the Judge to give Williams only a year 

in prison instead of the three he said had been intended. 

While Williams was in prison the orthodox colporteurs were circulating Erskine’s speech on 

Christianity, but also an anonymous sermon “On the Existence and Attributes of the Deity,” all 

of which was from Paine’s “Age of Reason,” except a brief “Address to the Deity” appended. 

This picturesque anomaly was repeated in the circulation of Paine’s “Discourse to the 

Theophilanthropists” (their and the author’s names removed) under the title of “Atheism 

Refuted.” Both of these pamphlets are now before me, and beside them a London tract of one 

page just sent for my spiritual benefit. This is headed “A Word of Caution.” It begins by 

mentioning the “pernicious doctrines of Paine,” the first being “that there is No GOD” (sic,) then 

proceeds to adduce evidences of divine existence taken from Paine’s works. It should be added 

that this one dingy page is the only “survival” of the ancient Paine effigy in the tract form which 

I have been able to find in recent years, and to this no Society or Publisher’s name is attached. 



The imprisonment of Williams was the beginning of a thirty years’ war for religious liberty in 

England, in the course of which occurred many notable events, such as Eaton receiving homage 

in his pillory at Choring Cross, and the whole Carlile family imprisoned,—its head imprisoned 

more than nine years for publishing the “Age of Reason.” This last victory of persecution was 

suicidal. Gentlemen of wealth, not adherents of Paine, helped in setting Carlile up in business in 

Fleet Street, where free-thinking publications have since been sold without interruption. But 

though Liberty triumphed in one sense, the “Age of Reason.” remained to some extent 

suppressed among those whose attention it especially merited. Its original prosecution by a 

Society for the Suppression of Vice (a device to, relieve the Crown) amounted to a libel upon a 

morally clean book, restricting its perusal in families; and the fact that the shilling book sold by 

and among humble people was alone prosecuted, diffused among the educated an equally false 

notion that the “Age of Reason” was vulgar and illiterate. The theologians, as we have seen, 

estimated more justly the ability of their antagonist, the collaborator of Franklin, Rittenhouse, 

and Clymer, on whom the University of Pennsylvania had conferred the degree of Master of 

Arts,—but the gentry confused Paine with the class described by Burke as “the swinish 

multitude.” Skepticism, or its free utterance, was temporarily driven out of polite circles by its 

complication with the out-lawed vindicator of the “Rights of Man.” But that long combat has 

now passed away. Time has reduced the “Age of Reason” from a flag of popular radicalism to a 

comparatively conservative treatise, so far as its negations are concerned. An old friend tells me 

that in his youth he heard a sermon in which the preacher declared that “Tom Paine was so 

wicked that he could not be buried; his bones were thrown into a box which was bandied about 

the world till it came to a button-manufacturer; and now Paine is travelling round the world in 

the form of buttons!” This variant of the Wandering Jew myth may now be regarded as 

unconscious homage to the author whose metaphorical bones may be recognized in buttons now 

fashionable, and some even found useful in holding clerical vestments together. 

But the careful reader will find in Paine’s “Age of Reason” something beyond negations, and 

in conclusion I will especially call attention to the new departure in Theism indicated in a 

passage corresponding to a famous aphorism of Kant, indicated by a note in Part II. The 

discovery already mentioned, that Part I. was written at least fourteen years before Part II., led 

me to compare the two; and it is plain that while the earlier work is an amplification of 

Newtonian Deism, based on the phenomena of planetary motion, the work of 1795 bases belief 

in God on “the universal display of himself in the works of the creation and by that repugnance 

we feel in ourselves to bad actions, and disposition to do good ones.” This exaltation of the 

moral nature of man to be the foundation of theistic religion, though now familiar, was a hundred 

years ago a new affirmation; it has led on a conception of deity subversive of last-century deism, 

it has steadily humanized religion, and its ultimate philosophical and ethical results have not yet 

been reached. 

  



THE AGE OF REASON — PART I 

CHAPTER I. 

THE AUTHOR’S PROFESSION OF FAITH. 

It has been my intention, for several years past, to publish my thoughts upon religion; I am 

well aware of the difficulties that attend the subject, and from that consideration, had reserved it 

to a more advanced period of life. I intended it to be the last offering I should make to my 

fellow-citizens of all nations, and that at a time when the purity of the motive that induced me to 

it could not admit of a question, even by those who might disapprove the work. 

The circumstance that has now taken place in France, of the total abolition of the whole 

national order of priesthood, and of everything appertaining to compulsive systems of religion, 

and compulsive articles of faith, has not only precipitated my intention, but rendered a work of 

this kind exceedingly necessary, lest, in the general wreck of superstition, of false systems of 

government, and false theology, we lose sight of morality, of humanity, and of the theology that 

is true. 

As several of my colleagues, and others of my fellow-citizens of France, have given me the 

example of making their voluntary and individual profession of faith, I also will make mine; and 

I do this with all that sincerity and frankness with which the mind of man communicates with 

itself. 

I believe in one God, and no more; and I hope for happiness beyond this life. 

I believe the equality of man, and I believe that religious duties consist in doing justice, loving 

mercy, and endeavoring to make our fellow-creatures happy. 

But, lest it should be supposed that I believe many other things in addition to these, I shall, in 

the progress of this work, declare the things I do not believe, and my reasons for not believing 

them. 

I do not believe in the creed professed by the Jewish church, by the Roman church, by the 

Greek church, by the Turkish church, by the Protestant church, nor by any church that I know of. 

My own mind is my own church. 

All national institutions of churches, whether Jewish, Christian, or Turkish, appear to me no 

other than human inventions set up to terrify and enslave mankind, and monopolize power and 

profit. 

I do not mean by this declaration to condemn those who believe otherwise; they have the same 

right to their belief as I have to mine. But it is necessary to the happiness of man, that he be 

mentally faithful to himself. Infidelity does not consist in believing, or in disbelieving; it consists 

in professing to believe what he does not believe. 

It is impossible to calculate the moral mischief, if I may so express it, that mental lying has 

produced in society. When a man has so far corrupted and prostituted the chastity of his mind, as 

to subscribe his professional belief to things he does not believe, he has prepared himself for the 

commission of every other crime. He takes up the trade of a priest for the sake of gain, and, in 

order to qualify himself for that trade, he begins with a perjury. Can we conceive anything more 

destructive to morality than this? 

Soon after I had published the pamphlet COMMON SENSE, in America, I saw the exceeding 

probability that a revolution in the system of government would be followed by a revolution in 



the system of religion. The adulterous connection of church and state, wherever it had taken 

place, whether Jewish, Christian, or Turkish, had so effectually prohibited, by pains and 

penalties, every discussion upon established creeds, and upon first principles of religion, that 

until the system of government should be changed, those subjects could not be brought fairly and 

openly before the world; but that whenever this should be done, a revolution in the system of 

religion would follow. Human inventions and priest-craft would be detected; and man would 

return to the pure, unmixed, and unadulterated belief of one God, and no more. 

  



CHAPTER II. 

OF MISSIONS AND REVELATIONS. 

Every national church or religion has established itself by pretending some special mission 

from God, communicated to certain individuals. The Jews have their Moses; the Christians their 

Jesus Christ, their apostles and saints; and the Turks their Mahomet; as if the way to God was not 

open to every man alike. 

Each of those churches shows certain books, which they call revelation, or the Word of God. 

The Jews say that their Word of God was given by God to Moses face to face; the Christians say, 

that their Word of God came by divine inspiration; and the Turks say, that their Word of God 

(the Koran) was brought by an angel from heaven. Each of those churches accuses the other of 

unbelief; and, for my own part, I disbelieve them all. 

As it is necessary to affix right ideas to words, I will, before I proceed further into the subject, 

offer some observations on the word ‘revelation.’ Revelation when applied to religion, means 

something communicated immediately from God to man. 

No one will deny or dispute the power of the Almighty to make such a communication if he 

pleases. But admitting, for the sake of a case, that something has been revealed to a certain 

person, and not revealed to any other person, it is revelation to that person only. When he tells it 

to a second person, a second to a third, a third to a fourth, and so on, it ceases to be a revelation 

to all those persons. It is revelation to the first person only, and hearsay to every other, and, 

consequently, they are not obliged to believe it. 

It is a contradiction in terms and ideas to call anything a revelation that comes to us at second 

hand, either verbally or in writing. Revelation is necessarily limited to the first communication. 

After this, it is only an account of something which that person says was a revelation made to 

him; and though he may find himself obliged to believe it, it cannot be incumbent on me to 

believe it in the same manner, for it was not a revelation made to me, and I have only his word 

for it that it was made to him. 

When Moses told the children of Israel that he received the two tables of the commandments 

from the hand of God, they were not obliged to believe him, because they had no other authority 

for it than his telling them so; and I have no other authority for it than some historian telling me 

so, the commandments carrying no internal evidence of divinity with them. They contain some 

good moral precepts such as any man qualified to be a lawgiver or a legislator could produce 

himself, without having recourse to supernatural intervention. [NOTE: It is, however, necessary 

to except the declamation which says that God ‘visits the sins of the fathers upon the children’. 

This is contrary to every principle of moral justice.—Author.] 

When I am told that the Koran was written in Heaven, and brought to Mahomet by an angel, 

the account comes to near the same kind of hearsay evidence and second hand authority as the 

former. I did not see the angel myself, and therefore I have a right not to believe it. 

When also I am told that a woman, called the Virgin Mary, said, or gave out, that she was with 

child without any cohabitation with a man, and that her betrothed husband, Joseph, said that an 

angel told him so, I have a right to believe them or not: such a circumstance required a much 

stronger evidence than their bare word for it: but we have not even this; for neither Joseph nor 

Mary wrote any such matter themselves. It is only reported by others that they said so. It is 

hearsay upon hearsay, and I do not chose to rest my belief upon such evidence. 



It is, however, not difficult to account for the credit that was given to the story of Jesus Christ 

being the Son of God. He was born when the heathen mythology had still some fashion and 

repute in the world, and that mythology had prepared the people for the belief of such a story. 

Almost all the extraordinary men that lived under the heathen mythology were reputed to be the 

sons of some of their gods. It was not a new thing at that time to believe a man to have been 

celestially begotten; the intercourse of gods with women was then a matter of familiar opinion. 

Their Jupiter, according to their accounts, had cohabited with hundreds; the story therefore had 

nothing in it either new, wonderful, or obscene; it was conformable to the opinions that then 

prevailed among the people called Gentiles, or mythologists, and it was those people only that 

believed it. The Jews, who had kept strictly to the belief of one God, and no more, and who had 

always rejected the heathen mythology, never credited the story. 

It is curious to observe how the theory of what is called the Christian Church, sprung out of 

the tail of the heathen mythology. A direct incorporation took place in the first instance, by 

making the reputed founder to be celestially begotten. The trinity of gods that then followed was 

no other than a reduction of the former plurality, which was about twenty or thirty thousand. The 

statue of Mary succeeded the statue of Diana of Ephesus. The deification of heroes changed into 

the canonization of saints. The Mythologists had gods for everything; the Christian Mythologists 

had saints for everything. The church became as crowded with the one, as the pantheon had been 

with the other; and Rome was the place of both. The Christian theory is little else than the 

idolatry of the ancient mythologists, accommodated to the purposes of power and revenue; and it 

yet remains to reason and philosophy to abolish the amphibious fraud. 

  



CHAPTER III. 

CONCERNING THE CHARACTER OF JESUS CHRIST, AND HIS HISTORY. 

Nothing that is here said can apply, even with the most distant disrespect, to the real character 

of Jesus Christ. He was a virtuous and an amiable man. The morality that he preached and 

practiced was of the most benevolent kind; and though similar systems of morality had been 

preached by Confucius, and by some of the Greek philosophers, many years before, by the 

Quakers since, and by many good men in all ages, it has not been exceeded by any. 

Jesus Christ wrote no account of himself, of his birth, parentage, or anything else. Not a line of 

what is called the New Testament is of his writing. The history of him is altogether the work of 

other people; and as to the account given of his resurrection and ascension, it was the necessary 

counterpart to the story of his birth. His historians, having brought him into the world in a 

supernatural manner, were obliged to take him out again in the same manner, or the first part of 

the story must have fallen to the ground. 

The wretched contrivance with which this latter part is told, exceeds everything that went 

before it. The first part, that of the miraculous conception, was not a thing that admitted of 

publicity; and therefore the tellers of this part of the story had this advantage, that though they 

might not be credited, they could not be detected. They could not be expected to prove it, 

because it was not one of those things that admitted of proof, and it was impossible that the 

person of whom it was told could prove it himself. 

But the resurrection of a dead person from the grave, and his ascension through the air, is a 

thing very different, as to the evidence it admits of, to the invisible conception of a child in the 

womb. The resurrection and ascension, supposing them to have taken place, admitted of public 

and ocular demonstration, like that of the ascension of a balloon, or the sun at noon day, to all 

Jerusalem at least. A thing which everybody is required to believe, requires that the proof and 

evidence of it should be equal to all, and universal; and as the public visibility of this last related 

act was the only evidence that could give sanction to the former part, the whole of it falls to the 

ground, because that evidence never was given. Instead of this, a small number of persons, not 

more than eight or nine, are introduced as proxies for the whole world, to say they saw it, and all 

the rest of the world are called upon to believe it. But it appears that Thomas did not believe the 

resurrection; and, as they say, would not believe without having ocular and manual 

demonstration himself. So neither will I; and the reason is equally as good for me, and for every 

other person, as for Thomas. 

It is in vain to attempt to palliate or disguise this matter. The story, so far as relates to the 

supernatural part, has every mark of fraud and imposition stamped upon the face of it. Who were 

the authors of it is as impossible for us now to know, as it is for us to be assured that the books in 

which the account is related were written by the persons whose names they bear. The best 

surviving evidence we now have respecting this affair is the Jews. They are regularly descended 

from the people who lived in the time this resurrection and ascension is said to have happened, 

and they say ‘it is not true.’ It has long appeared to me a strange inconsistency to cite the Jews as 

a proof of the truth of the story. It is just the same as if a man were to say, I will prove the truth 

of what I have told you, by producing the people who say it is false. 

That such a person as Jesus Christ existed, and that he was crucified, which was the mode of 

execution at that day, are historical relations strictly within the limits of probability. He preached 

most excellent morality, and the equality of man; but he preached also against the corruptions 

and avarice of the Jewish priests, and this brought upon him the hatred and vengeance of the 



whole order of priest-hood. The accusation which those priests brought against him was that of 

sedition and conspiracy against the Roman government, to which the Jews were then subject and 

tributary; and it is not improbable that the Roman government might have some secret 

apprehension of the effects of his doctrine as well as the Jewish priests; neither is it improbable 

that Jesus Christ had in contemplation the delivery of the Jewish nation from the bondage of the 

Romans. Between the two, however, this virtuous reformer and revolutionist lost his life. 

[NOTE: The French work has here: “However this may be, for one or the other of these 

suppositions this virtuous reformer, this revolutionist, too little imitated, too much forgotten, too 

much misunderstood, lost his life.”—Editor. (Conway)] 

  



CHAPTER IV. 

OF THE BASES OF CHRISTIANITY. 

It is upon this plain narrative of facts, together with another case I am going to mention, that 

the Christian mythologists, calling themselves the Christian Church, have erected their fable, 

which for absurdity and extravagance is not exceeded by anything that is to be found in the 

mythology of the ancients. 

The ancient mythologists tell us that the race of Giants made war against Jupiter, and that one 

of them threw a hundred rocks against him at one throw; that Jupiter defeated him with thunder, 

and confined him afterwards under Mount Etna; and that every time the Giant turns himself, 

Mount Etna belches fire. It is here easy to see that the circumstance of the mountain, that of its 

being a volcano, suggested the idea of the fable; and that the fable is made to fit and wind itself 

up with that circumstance. 

The Christian mythologists tell that their Satan made war against the Almighty, who defeated 

him, and confined him afterwards, not under a mountain, but in a pit. It is here easy to see that 

the first fable suggested the idea of the second; for the fable of Jupiter and the Giants was told 

many hundred years before that of Satan. 

Thus far the ancient and the Christian mythologists differ very little from each other. But the 

latter have contrived to carry the matter much farther. They have contrived to connect the 

fabulous part of the story of Jesus Christ with the fable originating from Mount Etna; and, in 

order to make all the parts of the story tie together, they have taken to their aid the traditions of 

the Jews; for the Christian mythology is made up partly from the ancient mythology, and partly 

from the Jewish traditions. 

The Christian mythologists, after having confined Satan in a pit, were obliged to let him out 

again to bring on the sequel of the fable. He is then introduced into the garden of Eden in the 

shape of a snake, or a serpent, and in that shape he enters into familiar conversation with Eve, 

who is no ways surprised to hear a snake talk; and the issue of this tete-a-tate is, that he 

persuades her to eat an apple, and the eating of that apple damns all mankind. 

After giving Satan this triumph over the whole creation, one would have supposed that the 

church mythologists would have been kind enough to send him back again to the pit, or, if they 

had not done this, that they would have put a mountain upon him, (for they say that their faith 

can remove a mountain) or have put him under a mountain, as the former mythologists had done, 

to prevent his getting again among the women, and doing more mischief. But instead of this, 

they leave him at large, without even obliging him to give his parole. The secret of which is, that 

they could not do without him; and after being at the trouble of making him, they bribed him to 

stay. They promised him ALL the Jews, ALL the Turks by anticipation, nine-tenths of the world 

beside, and Mahomet into the bargain. After this, who can doubt the bountifulness of the 

Christian Mythology? 

Having thus made an insurrection and a battle in heaven, in which none of the combatants 

could be either killed or wounded—put Satan into the pit—let him out again—given him a 

triumph over the whole creation—damned all mankind by the eating of an apple, there Christian 

mythologists bring the two ends of their fable together. They represent this virtuous and amiable 

man, Jesus Christ, to be at once both God and man, and also the Son of God, celestially begotten, 

on purpose to be sacrificed, because they say that Eve in her longing [NOTE: The French work 

has: “yielding to an unrestrained appetite.”—Editor.] had eaten an apple. 



  



CHAPTER V. 

EXAMINATION IN DETAIL OF THE PRECEDING BASES. 

Putting aside everything that might excite laughter by its absurdity, or detestation by its 

profaneness, and confining ourselves merely to an examination of the parts, it is impossible to 

conceive a story more derogatory to the Almighty, more inconsistent with his wisdom, more 

contradictory to his power, than this story is. 

In order to make for it a foundation to rise upon, the inventors were under the necessity of 

giving to the being whom they call Satan a power equally as great, if not greater, than they 

attribute to the Almighty. They have not only given him the power of liberating himself from the 

pit, after what they call his fall, but they have made that power increase afterwards to infinity. 

Before this fall they represent him only as an angel of limited existence, as they represent the 

rest. After his fall, he becomes, by their account, omnipresent. He exists everywhere, and at the 

same time. He occupies the whole immensity of space. 

Not content with this deification of Satan, they represent him as defeating by stratagem, in the 

shape of an animal of the creation, all the power and wisdom of the Almighty. They represent 

him as having compelled the Almighty to the direct necessity either of surrendering the whole of 

the creation to the government and sovereignty of this Satan, or of capitulating for its redemption 

by coming down upon earth, and exhibiting himself upon a cross in the shape of a man. 

Had the inventors of this story told it the contrary way, that is, had they represented the 

Almighty as compelling Satan to exhibit himself on a cross in the shape of a snake, as a 

punishment for his new transgression, the story would have been less absurd, less contradictory. 

But, instead of this they make the transgressor triumph, and the Almighty fall. 

That many good men have believed this strange fable, and lived very good lives under that 

belief (for credulity is not a crime) is what I have no doubt of. In the first place, they were 

educated to believe it, and they would have believed anything else in the same manner. There are 

also many who have been so enthusiastically enraptured by what they conceived to be the 

infinite love of God to man, in making a sacrifice of himself, that the vehemence of the idea has 

forbidden and deterred them from examining into the absurdity and profaneness of the story. The 

more unnatural anything is, the more is it capable of becoming the object of dismal admiration. 

[NOTE: The French work has “blind and” preceding dismal.—Editor.] 

  



CHAPTER VI. 

OF THE TRUE THEOLOGY. 

But if objects for gratitude and admiration are our desire, do they not present themselves every 

hour to our eyes? Do we not see a fair creation prepared to receive us the instant we are born—a 

world furnished to our hands, that cost us nothing? Is it we that light up the sun; that pour down 

the rain; and fill the earth with abundance? Whether we sleep or wake, the vast machinery of the 

universe still goes on. Are these things, and the blessings they indicate in future, nothing to, us? 

Can our gross feelings be excited by no other subjects than tragedy and suicide? Or is the 

gloomy pride of man become so intolerable, that nothing can flatter it but a sacrifice of the 

Creator? 

I know that this bold investigation will alarm many, but it would be paying too great a 

compliment to their credulity to forbear it on that account. The times and the subject demand it to 

be done. The suspicion that the theory of what is called the Christian church is fabulous, is 

becoming very extensive in all countries; and it will be a consolation to men staggering under 

that suspicion, and doubting what to believe and what to disbelieve, to see the subject freely 

investigated. I therefore pass on to an examination of the books called the Old and the New 

Testament. 

  



CHAPTER VII. 

EXAMINATION OF THE OLD TESTAMENT. 

These books, beginning with Genesis and ending with Revelations, (which, by the bye, is a 

book of riddles that requires a revelation to explain it) are, we are told, the word of God. It is, 

therefore, proper for us to know who told us so, that we may know what credit to give to the 

report. The answer to this question is, that nobody can tell, except that we tell one another so. 

The case, however, historically appears to be as follows: 

When the church mythologists established their system, they collected all the writings they 

could find, and managed them as they pleased. It is a matter altogether of uncertainty to us 

whether such of the writings as now appear under the name of the Old and the New Testament, 

are in the same state in which those collectors say they found them; or whether they added, 

altered, abridged, or dressed them up. 

Be this as it may, they decided by vote which of the books out of the collection they had made, 

should be the WORD OF GOD, and which should not. They rejected several; they voted others 

to be doubtful, such as the books called the Apocrypha; and those books which had a majority of 

votes, were voted to be the word of God. Had they voted otherwise, all the people since calling 

themselves Christians had believed otherwise; for the belief of the one comes from the vote of 

the other. Who the people were that did all this, we know nothing of. They call themselves by the 

general name of the Church; and this is all we know of the matter. 

As we have no other external evidence or authority for believing these books to be the word of 

God, than what I have mentioned, which is no evidence or authority at all, I come, in the next 

place, to examine the internal evidence contained in the books themselves. 

In the former part of this essay, I have spoken of revelation. I now proceed further with that 

subject, for the purpose of applying it to the books in question. 

Revelation is a communication of something, which the person, to whom that thing is 

revealed, did not know before. For if I have done a thing, or seen it done, it needs no revelation 

to tell me I have done it, or seen it, nor to enable me to tell it, or to write it. 

Revelation, therefore, cannot be applied to anything done upon earth of which man is himself 

the actor or the witness; and consequently all the historical and anecdotal part of the Bible, which 

is almost the whole of it, is not within the meaning and compass of the word revelation, and, 

therefore, is not the word of God. 

When Samson ran off with the gate-posts of Gaza, if he ever did so, (and whether he did or not 

is nothing to us,) or when he visited his Delilah, or caught his foxes, or did anything else, what 

has revelation to do with these things? If they were facts, he could tell them himself; or his 

secretary, if he kept one, could write them, if they were worth either telling or writing; and if 

they were fictions, revelation could not make them true; and whether true or not, we are neither 

the better nor the wiser for knowing them. When we contemplate the immensity of that Being, 

who directs and governs the incomprehensible WHOLE, of which the utmost ken of human sight 

can discover but a part, we ought to feel shame at calling such paltry stories the word of God. 

As to the account of the creation, with which the book of Genesis opens, it has all the 

appearance of being a tradition which the Israelites had among them before they came into 

Egypt; and after their departure from that country, they put it at the head of their history, without 

telling, as it is most probable that they did not know, how they came by it. The manner in which 

the account opens, shows it to be traditionary. It begins abruptly. It is nobody that speaks. It is 



nobody that hears. It is addressed to nobody. It has neither first, second, nor third person. It has 

every criterion of being a tradition. It has no voucher. Moses does not take it upon himself by 

introducing it with the formality that he uses on other occasions, such as that of saying, “The 

Lords spake unto Moses, saying.” 

Why it has been called the Mosaic account of the creation, I am at a loss to conceive. Moses, I 

believe, was too good a judge of such subjects to put his name to that account. He had been 

educated among the Egyptians, who were a people as well skilled in science, and particularly in 

astronomy, as any people of their day; and the silence and caution that Moses observes, in not 

authenticating the account, is a good negative evidence that he neither told it nor believed it.—

The case is, that every nation of people has been world-makers, and the Israelites had as much 

right to set up the trade of world-making as any of the rest; and as Moses was not an Israelite, he 

might not chose to contradict the tradition. The account, however, is harmless; and this is more 

than can be said for many other parts of the Bible. 

Whenever we read the obscene stories, the voluptuous debaucheries, the cruel and torturous 

executions, the unrelenting vindictiveness, with which more than half the Bible [NOTE: It must 

be borne in mind that by the “Bible” Paine always means the Old Testament alone.—Editor.] is 

filled, it would be more consistent that we called it the word of a demon, than the Word of God. 

It is a history of wickedness, that has served to corrupt and brutalize mankind; and, for my own 

part, I sincerely detest it, as I detest everything that is cruel. 

We scarcely meet with anything, a few phrases excepted, but what deserves either our 

abhorrence or our contempt, till we come to the miscellaneous parts of the Bible. In the 

anonymous publications, the Psalms, and the Book of Job, more particularly in the latter, we find 

a great deal of elevated sentiment reverentially expressed of the power and benignity of the 

Almighty; but they stand on no higher rank than many other compositions on similar subjects, as 

well before that time as since. 

The Proverbs which are said to be Solomon’s, though most probably a collection, (because 

they discover a knowledge of life, which his situation excluded him from knowing) are an 

instructive table of ethics. They are inferior in keenness to the proverbs of the Spaniards, and not 

more wise and oeconomical than those of the American Franklin. 

All the remaining parts of the Bible, generally known by the name of the Prophets, are the 

works of the Jewish poets and itinerant preachers, who mixed poetry, anecdote, and devotion 

together—and those works still retain the air and style of poetry, though in translation. [NOTE: 

As there are many readers who do not see that a composition is poetry, unless it be in rhyme, it is 

for their information that I add this note. 

Poetry consists principally in two things—imagery and composition. The composition of 

poetry differs from that of prose in the manner of mixing long and short syllables together. Take 

a long syllable out of a line of poetry, and put a short one in the room of it, or put a long syllable 

where a short one should be, and that line will lose its poetical harmony. It will have an effect 

upon the line like that of misplacing a note in a song. 

The imagery in those books called the Prophets appertains altogether to poetry. It is fictitious, 

and often extravagant, and not admissible in any other kind of writing than poetry. 

To show that these writings are composed in poetical numbers, I will take ten syllables, as 

they stand in the book, and make a line of the same number of syllables, (heroic measure) that 

shall rhyme with the last word. It will then be seen that the composition of those books is 

poetical measure. The instance I shall first produce is from Isaiah:— 



“Hear, O ye heavens, and give ear, O earth 

’T is God himself that calls attention forth. 

Another instance I shall quote is from the mournful Jeremiah, to which I shall add two other 

lines, for the purpose of carrying out the figure, and showing the intention of the poet. 

“O, that mine head were waters and mine eyes 

Were fountains flowing like the liquid skies; 

Then would I give the mighty flood release 

And weep a deluge for the human race.”—Author.] 

There is not, throughout the whole book called the Bible, any word that describes to us what 

we call a poet, nor any word that describes what we call poetry. The case is, that the word 

prophet, to which a later times have affixed a new idea, was the Bible word for poet, and the 

word ‘propesying’ meant the art of making poetry. It also meant the art of playing poetry to a 

tune upon any instrument of music. 

We read of prophesying with pipes, tabrets, and horns—of prophesying with harps, with 

psalteries, with cymbals, and with every other instrument of music then in fashion. Were we now 

to speak of prophesying with a fiddle, or with a pipe and tabor, the expression would have no 

meaning, or would appear ridiculous, and to some people contemptuous, because we have 

changed the meaning of the word. 

We are told of Saul being among the prophets, and also that he prophesied; but we are not told 

what they prophesied, nor what he prophesied. The case is, there was nothing to tell; for these 

prophets were a company of musicians and poets, and Saul joined in the concert, and this was 

called prophesying. 

The account given of this affair in the book called Samuel, is, that Saul met a company of 

prophets; a whole company of them! coming down with a psaltery, a tabret, a pipe, and a harp, 

and that they prophesied, and that he prophesied with them. But it appears afterwards, that Saul 

prophesied badly, that is, he performed his part badly; for it is said that an “evil spirit from God 

[NOTE: As those men who call themselves divines and commentators are very fond of puzzling 

one another, I leave them to contest the meaning of the first part of the phrase, that of an evil 

spirit of God. I keep to my text. I keep to the meaning of the word prophesy.—Author.] came 

upon Saul, and he prophesied.” 

Now, were there no other passage in the book called the Bible, than this, to demonstrate to us 

that we have lost the original meaning of the word prophesy, and substituted another meaning in 

its place, this alone would be sufficient; for it is impossible to use and apply the word prophesy, 

in the place it is here used and applied, if we give to it the sense which later times have affixed to 

it. The manner in which it is here used strips it of all religious meaning, and shews that a man 

might then be a prophet, or he might Prophesy, as he may now be a poet or a musician, without 

any regard to the morality or the immorality of his character. The word was originally a term of 

science, promiscuously applied to poetry and to music, and not restricted to any subject upon 

which poetry and music might be exercised. 

Deborah and Barak are called prophets, not because they predicted anything, but because they 

composed the poem or song that bears their name, in celebration of an act already done. David is 

ranked among the prophets, for he was a musician, and was also reputed to be (though perhaps 

very erroneously) the author of the Psalms. But Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob are not called 



prophets; it does not appear from any accounts we have, that they could either sing, play music, 

or make poetry. 

We are told of the greater and the lesser prophets. They might as well tell us of the greater and 

the lesser God; for there cannot be degrees in prophesying consistently with its modern sense. 

But there are degrees in poetry, and there-fore the phrase is reconcilable to the case, when we 

understand by it the greater and the lesser poets. 

It is altogether unnecessary, after this, to offer any observations upon what those men, styled 

prophets, have written. The axe goes at once to the root, by showing that the original meaning of 

the word has been mistaken, and consequently all the inferences that have been drawn from those 

books, the devotional respect that has been paid to them, and the laboured commentaries that 

have been written upon them, under that mistaken meaning, are not worth disputing about.—In 

many things, however, the writings of the Jewish poets deserve a better fate than that of being 

bound up, as they now are, with the trash that accompanies them, under the abused name of the 

Word of God. 

If we permit ourselves to conceive right ideas of things, we must necessarily affix the idea, not 

only of unchangeableness, but of the utter impossibility of any change taking place, by any 

means or accident whatever, in that which we would honour with the name of the Word of God; 

and therefore the Word of God cannot exist in any written or human language. 

The continually progressive change to which the meaning of words is subject, the want of an 

universal language which renders translation necessary, the errors to which translations are again 

subject, the mistakes of copyists and printers, together with the possibility of wilful alteration, 

are of themselves evidences that human language, whether in speech or in print, cannot be the 

vehicle of the Word of God.—The Word of God exists in something else. 

Did the book called the Bible excel in purity of ideas and expression all the books now extant 

in the world, I would not take it for my rule of faith, as being the Word of God; because the 

possibility would nevertheless exist of my being imposed upon. But when I see throughout the 

greatest part of this book scarcely anything but a history of the grossest vices, and a collection of 

the most paltry and contemptible tales, I cannot dishonour my Creator by calling it by his name. 

  



CHAPTER VIII. 

OF THE NEW TESTAMENT. 

Thus much for the Bible; I now go on to the book called the New Testament. The new 

Testament! that is, the ‘new’ Will, as if there could be two wills of the Creator. 

Had it been the object or the intention of Jesus Christ to establish a new religion, he would 

undoubtedly have written the system himself, or procured it to be written in his life time. But 

there is no publication extant authenticated with his name. All the books called the New 

Testament were written after his death. He was a Jew by birth and by profession; and he was the 

son of God in like manner that every other person is; for the Creator is the Father of All. 

The first four books, called Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John, do not give a history of the life of 

Jesus Christ, but only detached anecdotes of him. It appears from these books, that the whole 

time of his being a preacher was not more than eighteen months; and it was only during this short 

time that those men became acquainted with him. They make mention of him at the age of 

twelve years, sitting, they say, among the Jewish doctors, asking and answering them questions. 

As this was several years before their acquaintance with him began, it is most probable they had 

this anecdote from his parents. From this time there is no account of him for about sixteen years. 

Where he lived, or how he employed himself during this interval, is not known. Most probably 

he was working at his father’s trade, which was that of a carpenter. It does not appear that he had 

any school education, and the probability is, that he could not write, for his parents were 

extremely poor, as appears from their not being able to pay for a bed when he was born. [NOTE: 

One of the few errors traceable to Paine’s not having a Bible at hand while writing Part I. There 

is no indication that the family was poor, but the reverse may in fact be inferred.—Editor.] 

It is somewhat curious that the three persons whose names are the most universally recorded 

were of very obscure parentage. Moses was a foundling; Jesus Christ was born in a stable; and 

Mahomet was a mule driver. The first and the last of these men were founders of different 

systems of religion; but Jesus Christ founded no new system. He called men to the practice of 

moral virtues, and the belief of one God. The great trait in his character is philanthropy. 

The manner in which he was apprehended shows that he was not much known, at that time; 

and it shows also that the meetings he then held with his followers were in secret; and that he had 

given over or suspended preaching publicly. Judas could no otherways betray him than by giving 

information where he was, and pointing him out to the officers that went to arrest him; and the 

reason for employing and paying Judas to do this could arise only from the causes already 

mentioned, that of his not being much known, and living concealed. 

The idea of his concealment, not only agrees very ill with his reputed divinity, but associates 

with it something of pusillanimity; and his being betrayed, or in other words, his being 

apprehended, on the information of one of his followers, shows that he did not intend to be 

apprehended, and consequently that he did not intend to be crucified. 

The Christian mythologists tell us that Christ died for the sins of the world, and that he came 

on Purpose to die. Would it not then have been the same if he had died of a fever or of the small 

pox, of old age, or of anything else? 

The declaratory sentence which, they say, was passed upon Adam, in case he ate of the apple, 

was not, that thou shalt surely be crucified, but, thou shale surely die. The sentence was death, 

and not the manner of dying. Crucifixion, therefore, or any other particular manner of dying, 

made no part of the sentence that Adam was to suffer, and consequently, even upon their own 



tactic, it could make no part of the sentence that Christ was to suffer in the room of Adam. A 

fever would have done as well as a cross, if there was any occasion for either. 

This sentence of death, which, they tell us, was thus passed upon Adam, must either have 

meant dying naturally, that is, ceasing to live, or have meant what these mythologists call 

damnation; and consequently, the act of dying on the part of Jesus Christ, must, according to 

their system, apply as a prevention to one or other of these two things happening to Adam and to 

us. 

That it does not prevent our dying is evident, because we all die; and if their accounts of 

longevity be true, men die faster since the crucifixion than before: and with respect to the second 

explanation, (including with it the natural death of Jesus Christ as a substitute for the eternal 

death or damnation of all mankind,) it is impertinently representing the Creator as coming off, or 

revoking the sentence, by a pun or a quibble upon the word death. That manufacturer of, 

quibbles, St. Paul, if he wrote the books that bear his name, has helped this quibble on by making 

another quibble upon the word Adam. He makes there to be two Adams; the one who sins in fact, 

and suffers by proxy; the other who sins by proxy, and suffers in fact. A religion thus interlarded 

with quibble, subterfuge, and pun, has a tendency to instruct its professors in the practice of these 

arts. They acquire the habit without being aware of the cause. 

If Jesus Christ was the being which those mythologists tell us he was, and that he came into 

this world to suffer, which is a word they sometimes use instead of ‘to die,’ the only real 

suffering he could have endured would have been ‘to live.’ His existence here was a state of 

exilement or transportation from heaven, and the way back to his original country was to die.—

In fine, everything in this strange system is the reverse of what it pretends to be. It is the reverse 

of truth, and I become so tired of examining into its inconsistencies and absurdities, that I hasten 

to the conclusion of it, in order to proceed to something better. 

How much, or what parts of the books called the New Testament, were written by the persons 

whose names they bear, is what we can know nothing of, neither are we certain in what language 

they were originally written. The matters they now contain may be classed under two heads: 

anecdote, and epistolary correspondence. 

The four books already mentioned, Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John, are altogether anecdotal. 

They relate events after they had taken place. They tell what Jesus Christ did and said, and what 

others did and said to him; and in several instances they relate the same event differently. 

Revelation is necessarily out of the question with respect to those books; not only because of the 

disagreement of the writers, but because revelation cannot be applied to the relating of facts by 

the persons who saw them done, nor to the relating or recording of any discourse or conversation 

by those who heard it. The book called the Acts of the Apostles (an anonymous work) belongs 

also to the anecdotal part. 

All the other parts of the New Testament, except the book of enigmas, called the Revelations, 

are a collection of letters under the name of epistles; and the forgery of letters has been such a 

common practice in the world, that the probability is at least equal, whether they are genuine or 

forged. One thing, however, is much less equivocal, which is, that out of the matters contained in 

those books, together with the assistance of some old stories, the church has set up a system of 

religion very contradictory to the character of the person whose name it bears. It has set up a 

religion of pomp and of revenue in pretended imitation of a person whose life was humility and 

poverty. 



The invention of a purgatory, and of the releasing of souls therefrom, by prayers, bought of the 

church with money; the selling of pardons, dispensations, and indulgences, are revenue laws, 

without bearing that name or carrying that appearance. But the case nevertheless is, that those 

things derive their origin from the proxysm of the crucifixion, and the theory deduced therefrom, 

which was, that one person could stand in the place of another, and could perform meritorious 

services for him. The probability, therefore, is, that the whole theory or doctrine of what is called 

the redemption (which is said to have been accomplished by the act of one person in the room of 

another) was originally fabricated on purpose to bring forward and build all those secondary and 

pecuniary redemptions upon; and that the passages in the books upon which the idea of theory of 

redemption is built, have been manufactured and fabricated for that purpose. Why are we to give 

this church credit, when she tells us that those books are genuine in every part, any more than we 

give her credit for everything else she has told us; or for the miracles she says she has 

performed? That she could fabricate writings is certain, because she could write; and the 

composition of the writings in question, is of that kind that anybody might do it; and that she did 

fabricate them is not more inconsistent with probability, than that she should tell us, as she has 

done, that she could and did work miracles. 

Since, then, no external evidence can, at this long distance of time, be produced to prove 

whether the church fabricated the doctrine called redemption or not, (for such evidence, whether 

for or against, would be subject to the same suspicion of being fabricated,) the case can only be 

referred to the internal evidence which the thing carries of itself; and this affords a very strong 

presumption of its being a fabrication. For the internal evidence is, that the theory or doctrine of 

redemption has for its basis an idea of pecuniary justice, and not that of moral justice. 

If I owe a person money, and cannot pay him, and he threatens to put me in prison, another 

person can take the debt upon himself, and pay it for me. But if I have committed a crime, every 

circumstance of the case is changed. Moral justice cannot take the innocent for the guilty even if 

the innocent would offer itself. To suppose justice to do this, is to destroy the principle of its 

existence, which is the thing itself. It is then no longer justice. It is indiscriminate revenge. 

This single reflection will show that the doctrine of redemption is founded on a mere 

pecuniary idea corresponding to that of a debt which another person might pay; and as this 

pecuniary idea corresponds again with the system of second redemptions, obtained through the 

means of money given to the church for pardons, the probability is that the same persons 

fabricated both the one and the other of those theories; and that, in truth, there is no such thing as 

redemption; that it is fabulous; and that man stands in the same relative condition with his Maker 

he ever did stand, since man existed; and that it is his greatest consolation to think so. 

Let him believe this, and he will live more consistently and morally, than by any other system. 

It is by his being taught to contemplate himself as an out-law, as an out-cast, as a beggar, as a 

mumper, as one thrown as it were on a dunghill, at an immense distance from his Creator, and 

who must make his approaches by creeping, and cringing to intermediate beings, that he 

conceives either a contemptuous disregard for everything under the name of religion, or becomes 

indifferent, or turns what he calls devout. In the latter case, he consumes his life in grief, or the 

affectation of it. His prayers are reproaches. His humility is ingratitude. He calls himself a worm, 

and the fertile earth a dunghill; and all the blessings of life by the thankless name of vanities. He 

despises the choicest gift of God to man, the GIFT OF REASON; and having endeavoured to 

force upon himself the belief of a system against which reason revolts, he ungratefully calls it 

human reason, as if man could give reason to himself. 



Yet, with all this strange appearance of humility, and this contempt for human reason, he 

ventures into the boldest presumptions. He finds fault with everything. His selfishness is never 

satisfied; his ingratitude is never at an end. He takes on himself to direct the Almighty what to 

do, even in the govemment of the universe. He prays dictatorially. When it is sunshine, he prays 

for rain, and when it is rain, he prays for sunshine. He follows the same idea in everything that he 

prays for; for what is the amount of all his prayers, but an attempt to make the Almighty change 

his mind, and act otherwise than he does? It is as if he were to say—thou knowest not so well as 

I. 

CHAPTER IX. 

IN WHAT THE TRUE REVELATION CONSISTS. 

But some perhaps will say—Are we to have no word of God—no revelation? I answer yes. 

There is a Word of God; there is a revelation. 

THE WORD OF GOD IS THE CREATION WE BEHOLD: And it is in this word, which no 

human invention can counterfeit or alter, that God speaketh universally to man. 

Human language is local and changeable, and is therefore incapable of being used as the 

means of unchangeable and universal information. The idea that God sent Jesus Christ to 

publish, as they say, the glad tidings to all nations, from one end of the earth unto the other, is 

consistent only with the ignorance of those who know nothing of the extent of the world, and 

who believed, as those world-saviours believed, and continued to believe for several centuries, 

(and that in contradiction to the discoveries of philosophers and the experience of navigators,) 

that the earth was flat like a trencher; and that a man might walk to the end of it. 

But how was Jesus Christ to make anything known to all nations? He could speak but one 

language, which was Hebrew; and there are in the world several hundred languages. Scarcely 

any two nations speak the same language, or understand each other; and as to translations, every 

man who knows anything of languages, knows that it is impossible to translate from one 

language into another, not only without losing a great part of the original, but frequently of 

mistaking the sense; and besides all this, the art of printing was wholly unknown at the time 

Christ lived. 

It is always necessary that the means that are to accomplish any end be equal to the 

accomplishment of that end, or the end cannot be accomplished. It is in this that the difference 

between finite and infinite power and wisdom discovers itself. Man frequently fails in 

accomplishing his end, from a natural inability of the power to the purpose; and frequently from 

the want of wisdom to apply power properly. But it is impossible for infinite power and wisdom 

to fail as man faileth. The means it useth are always equal to the end: but human language, more 

especially as there is not an universal language, is incapable of being used as an universal means 

of unchangeable and uniform information; and therefore it is not the means that God useth in 

manifesting himself universally to man. 

It is only in the CREATION that all our ideas and conceptions of a word of God can unite. 

The Creation speaketh an universal language, independently of human speech or human 

language, multiplied and various as they be. It is an ever existing original, which every man can 

read. It cannot be forged; it cannot be counterfeited; it cannot be lost; it cannot be altered; it 

cannot be suppressed. It does not depend upon the will of man whether it shall be published or 



not; it publishes itself from one end of the earth to the other. It preaches to all nations and to all 

worlds; and this word of God reveals to man all that is necessary for man to know of God. 

Do we want to contemplate his power? We see it in the immensity of the creation. Do we want 

to contemplate his wisdom? We see it in the unchangeable order by which the incomprehensible 

Whole is governed. Do we want to contemplate his munificence? We see it in the abundance 

with which he fills the earth. Do we want to contemplate his mercy? We see it in his not 

withholding that abundance even from the unthankful. In fine, do we want to know what God is? 

Search not the book called the scripture, which any human hand might make, but the scripture 

called the Creation. 

  



CHAPTER X. 

CONCERNING GOD, AND THE LIGHTS CAST ON HIS EXISTENCE AND ATTRIBUTES 

BY THE BIBLE. 

The only idea man can affix to the name of God, is that of a first cause, the cause of all things. 

And, incomprehensibly difficult as it is for a man to conceive what a first cause is, he arrives at 

the belief of it, from the tenfold greater difficulty of disbelieving it. It is difficult beyond 

description to conceive that space can have no end; but it is more difficult to conceive an end. It 

is difficult beyond the power of man to conceive an eternal duration of what we call time; but it 

is more impossible to conceive a time when there shall be no time. 

In like manner of reasoning, everything we behold carries in itself the internal evidence that it 

did not make itself. Every man is an evidence to himself, that he did not make himself; neither 

could his father make himself, nor his grandfather, nor any of his race; neither could any tree, 

plant, or animal make itself; and it is the conviction arising from this evidence, that carries us on, 

as it were, by necessity, to the belief of a first cause eternally existing, of a nature totally 

different to any material existence we know of, and by the power of which all things exist; and 

this first cause, man calls God. 

It is only by the exercise of reason, that man can discover God. Take away that reason, and he 

would be incapable of understanding anything; and in this case it would be just as consistent to 

read even the book called the Bible to a horse as to a man. How then is it that those people 

pretend to reject reason? 

Almost the only parts in the book called the Bible, that convey to us any idea of God, are some 

chapters in Job, and the 19th Psalm; I recollect no other. Those parts are true deistical 

compositions; for they treat of the Deity through his works. They take the book of Creation as 

the word of God; they refer to no other book; and all the inferences they make are drawn from 

that volume. 

I insert in this place the 19th Psalm, as paraphrased into English verse by Addison. I recollect 

not the prose, and where I write this I have not the opportunity of seeing it: 

The spacious firmament on high, 

With all the blue etherial sky, 

And spangled heavens, a shining frame, 

Their great original proclaim. 

The unwearied sun, from day to day, 

Does his Creator’s power display, 

And publishes to every land 

The work of an Almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail, 

The moon takes up the wondrous tale, 

And nightly to the list’ning earth 

Repeats the story of her birth; 

Whilst all the stars that round her burn, 

And all the planets, in their turn, 

Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

What though in solemn silence all 



Move round this dark terrestrial ball 

What though no real voice, nor sound, 

Amidst their radiant orbs be found, 

In reason’s ear they all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glorious voice, 

Forever singing as they shine, 

THE HAND THAT MADE US IS DIVINE. 

What more does man want to know, than that the hand or power that made these things is 

divine, is omnipotent? Let him believe this, with the force it is impossible to repel if he permits 

his reason to act, and his rule of moral life will follow of course. 

The allusions in Job have all of them the same tendency with this Psalm; that of deducing or 

proving a truth that would be otherwise unknown, from truths already known. 

I recollect not enough of the passages in Job to insert them correctly; but there is one that 

occurs to me that is applicable to the subject I am speaking upon. “Canst thou by searching find 

out God; canst thou find out the Almighty to perfection?” 

I know not how the printers have pointed this passage, for I keep no Bible; but it contains two 

distinct questions that admit of distinct answers. 

First, Canst thou by searching find out God? Yes. Because, in the first place, I know I did not 

make myself, and yet I have existence; and by searching into the nature of other things, I find 

that no other thing could make itself; and yet millions of other things exist; therefore it is, that I 

know, by positive conclusion resulting from this search, that there is a power superior to all those 

things, and that power is God. 

Secondly, Canst thou find out the Almighty to perfection? No. Not only because the power 

and wisdom He has manifested in the structure of the Creation that I behold is to me 

incomprehensible; but because even this manifestation, great as it is is probably but a small 

display of that immensity of power and wisdom, by which millions of other worlds, to me 

invisible by their distance, were created and continue to exist. 

It is evident that both of these questions were put to the reason of the person to whom they are 

supposed to have been addressed; and it is only by admitting the first question to be answered 

affirmatively, that the second could follow. It would have been unnecessary, and even absurd, to 

have put a second question, more difficult than the first, if the first question had been answered 

negatively. The two questions have different objects; the first refers to the existence of God, the 

second to his attributes. Reason can discover the one, but it falls infinitely short in discovering 

the whole of the other. 

I recollect not a single passage in all the writings ascribed to the men called apostles, that 

conveys any idea of what God is. Those writings are chiefly controversial; and the gloominess of 

the subject they dwell upon, that of a man dying in agony on a cross, is better suited to the 

gloomy genius of a monk in a cell, by whom it is not impossible they were written, than to any 

man breathing the open air of the Creation. The only passage that occurs to me, that has any 

reference to the works of God, by which only his power and wisdom can be known, is related to 

have been spoken by Jesus Christ, as a remedy against distrustful care. “Behold the lilies of the 

field, they toil not, neither do they spin.” This, however, is far inferior to the allusions in Job and 

in the 19th Psalm; but it is similar in idea, and the modesty of the imagery is correspondent to the 

modesty of the man. 



  



CHAPTER XI. 

OF THE THEOLOGY OF THE CHRISTIANS; AND THE TRUE THEOLOGY. 

As to the Christian system of faith, it appears to me as a species of atheism; a sort of religious 

denial of God. It professes to believe in a man rather than in God. It is a compound made up 

chiefly of man-ism with but little deism, and is as near to atheism as twilight is to darkness. It 

introduces between man and his Maker an opaque body, which it calls a redeemer, as the moon 

introduces her opaque self between the earth and the sun, and it produces by this means a 

religious or an irreligious eclipse of light. It has put the whole orbit of reason into shade. 

The effect of this obscurity has been that of turning everything upside down, and representing 

it in reverse; and among the revolutions it has thus magically produced, it has made a revolution 

in Theology. 

That which is now called natural philosophy, embracing the whole circle of science, of which 

astronomy occupies the chief place, is the study of the works of God, and of the power and 

wisdom of God in his works, and is the true theology. 

As to the theology that is now studied in its place, it is the study of human opinions and of 

human fancies concerning God. It is not the study of God himself in the works that he has made, 

but in the works or writings that man has made; and it is not among the least of the mischiefs that 

the Christian system has done to the world, that it has abandoned the original and beautiful 

system of theology, like a beautiful innocent, to distress and reproach, to make room for the hag 

of superstition. 

The Book of Job and the 19th Psalm, which even the church admits to be more ancient than 

the chronological order in which they stand in the book called the Bible, are theological orations 

conformable to the original system of theology. The internal evidence of those orations proves to 

a demonstration that the study and contemplation of the works of creation, and of the power and 

wisdom of God revealed and manifested in those works, made a great part of the religious 

devotion of the times in which they were written; and it was this devotional study and 

contemplation that led to the discovery of the principles upon which what are now called 

Sciences are established; and it is to the discovery of these principles that almost all the Arts that 

contribute to the convenience of human life owe their existence. Every principal art has some 

science for its parent, though the person who mechanically performs the work does not always, 

and but very seldom, perceive the connection. 

It is a fraud of the Christian system to call the sciences ‘human inventions;’ it is only the 

application of them that is human. Every science has for its basis a system of principles as fixed 

and unalterable as those by which the universe is regulated and governed. Man cannot make 

principles, he can only discover them. 

For example: Every person who looks at an almanack sees an account when an eclipse will 

take place, and he sees also that it never fails to take place according to the account there given. 

This shows that man is acquainted with the laws by which the heavenly bodies move. But it 

would be something worse than ignorance, were any church on earth to say that those laws are an 

human invention. 

It would also be ignorance, or something worse, to say that the scientific principles, by the aid 

of which man is enabled to calculate and foreknow when an eclipse will take place, are an human 

invention. Man cannot invent any thing that is eternal and immutable; and the scientific 

principles he employs for this purpose must, and are, of necessity, as eternal and immutable as 



the laws by which the heavenly bodies move, or they could not be used as they are to ascertain 

the time when, and the manner how, an eclipse will take place. 

The scientific principles that man employs to obtain the foreknowledge of an eclipse, or of any 

thing else relating to the motion of the heavenly bodies, are contained chiefly in that part of 

science that is called trigonometry, or the properties of a triangle, which, when applied to the 

study of the heavenly bodies, is called astronomy; when applied to direct the course of a ship on 

the ocean, it is called navigation; when applied to the construction of figures drawn by a rule and 

compass, it is called geometry; when applied to the construction of plans of edifices, it is called 

architecture; when applied to the measurement of any portion of the surface of the earth, it is 

called land-surveying. In fine, it is the soul of science. It is an eternal truth: it contains the 

mathematical demonstration of which man speaks, and the extent of its uses are unknown. 

It may be said, that man can make or draw a triangle, and therefore a triangle is an human 

invention. 

But the triangle, when drawn, is no other than the image of the principle: it is a delineation to 

the eye, and from thence to the mind, of a principle that would otherwise be imperceptible. The 

triangle does not make the principle, any more than a candle taken into a room that was dark, 

makes the chairs and tables that before were invisible. All the properties of a triangle exist 

independently of the figure, and existed before any triangle was drawn or thought of by man. 

Man had no more to do in the formation of those properties or principles, than he had to do in 

making the laws by which the heavenly bodies move; and therefore the one must have the same 

divine origin as the other. 

In the same manner as, it may be said, that man can make a triangle, so also, may it be said, he 

can make the mechanical instrument called a lever. But the principle by which the lever acts, is a 

thing distinct from the instrument, and would exist if the instrument did not; it attaches itself to 

the instrument after it is made; the instrument, therefore, can act no otherwise than it does act; 

neither can all the efforts of human invention make it act otherwise. That which, in all such 

cases, man calls the effect, is no other than the principle itself rendered perceptible to the senses. 

Since, then, man cannot make principles, from whence did he gain a knowledge of them, so as 

to be able to apply them, not only to things on earth, but to ascertain the motion of bodies so 

immensely distant from him as all the heavenly bodies are? From whence, I ask, could he gain 

that knowledge, but from the study of the true theology? 

It is the structure of the universe that has taught this knowledge to man. That structure is an 

ever-existing exhibition of every principle upon which every part of mathematical science is 

founded. The offspring of this science is mechanics; for mechanics is no other than the principles 

of science applied practically. The man who proportions the several parts of a mill uses the same 

scientific principles as if he had the power of constructing an universe, but as he cannot give to 

matter that invisible agency by which all the component parts of the immense machine of the 

universe have influence upon each other, and act in motional unison together, without any 

apparent contact, and to which man has given the name of attraction, gravitation, and repulsion, 

he supplies the place of that agency by the humble imitation of teeth and cogs. All the parts of 

man’s microcosm must visibly touch. But could he gain a knowledge of that agency, so as to be 

able to apply it in practice, we might then say that another canonical book of the word of God 

had been discovered. 

If man could alter the properties of the lever, so also could he alter the properties of the 

triangle: for a lever (taking that sort of lever which is called a steel-yard, for the sake of 



explanation) forms, when in motion, a triangle. The line it descends from, (one point of that line 

being in the fulcrum,) the line it descends to, and the chord of the arc, which the end of the lever 

describes in the air, are the three sides of a triangle. The other arm of the lever describes also a 

triangle; and the corresponding sides of those two triangles, calculated scientifically, or measured 

geometrically,—and also the sines, tangents, and secants generated from the angles, and 

geometrically measured,—have the same proportions to each other as the different weights have 

that will balance each other on the lever, leaving the weight of the lever out of the case. 

It may also be said, that man can make a wheel and axis; that he can put wheels of different 

magnitudes together, and produce a mill. Still the case comes back to the same point, which is, 

that he did not make the principle that gives the wheels those powers. This principle is as 

unalterable as in the former cases, or rather it is the same principle under a different appearance 

to the eye. 

The power that two wheels of different magnitudes have upon each other is in the same 

proportion as if the semi-diameter of the two wheels were joined together and made into that 

kind of lever I have described, suspended at the part where the semi-diameters join; for the two 

wheels, scientifically considered, are no other than the two circles generated by the motion of the 

compound lever. 

It is from the study of the true theology that all our knowledge of science is derived; and it is 

from that knowledge that all the arts have originated. 

The Almighty lecturer, by displaying the principles of science in the structure of the universe, 

has invited man to study and to imitation. It is as if he had said to the inhabitants of this globe 

that we call ours, “I have made an earth for man to dwell upon, and I have rendered the starry 

heavens visible, to teach him science and the arts. He can now provide for his own comfort, 

AND LEARN FROM MY MUNIFICENCE TO ALL, TO BE KIND TO EACH OTHER.” 

Of what use is it, unless it be to teach man something, that his eye is endowed with the power 

of beholding, to an incomprehensible distance, an immensity of worlds revolving in the ocean of 

space? Or of what use is it that this immensity of worlds is visible to man? What has man to do 

with the Pleiades, with Orion, with Sirius, with the star he calls the north star, with the moving 

orbs he has named Saturn, Jupiter, Mars, Venus, and Mercury, if no uses are to follow from their 

being visible? A less power of vision would have been sufficient for man, if the immensity he 

now possesses were given only to waste itself, as it were, on an immense desert of space 

glittering with shows. 

It is only by contemplating what he calls the starry heavens, as the book and school of science, 

that he discovers any use in their being visible to him, or any advantage resulting from his 

immensity of vision. But when he contemplates the subject in this light, he sees an additional 

motive for saying, that nothing was made in vain; for in vain would be this power of vision if it 

taught man nothing. 

  



CHAPTER XII. 

THE EFFECTS OF CHRISTIANISM ON EDUCATION; PROPOSED REFORMS 

As the Christian system of faith has made a revolution in theology, so also has it made a 

revolution in the state of learning. That which is now called learning, was not learning originally. 

Learning does not consist, as the schools now make it consist, in the knowledge of languages, 

but in the knowledge of things to which language gives names. 

The Greeks were a learned people, but learning with them did not consist in speaking Greek, 

any more than in a Roman’s speaking Latin, or a Frenchman’s speaking French, or an 

Englishman’s speaking English. From what we know of the Greeks, it does not appear that they 

knew or studied any language but their own, and this was one cause of their becoming so 

learned; it afforded them more time to apply themselves to better studies. The schools of the 

Greeks were schools of science and philosophy, and not of languages; and it is in the knowledge 

of the things that science and philosophy teach that learning consists. 

Almost all the scientific learning that now exists, came to us from the Greeks, or the people 

who spoke the Greek language. It therefore became necessary to the people of other nations, who 

spoke a different language, that some among them should learn the Greek language, in order that 

the learning the Greeks had might be made known in those nations, by translating the Greek 

books of science and philosophy into the mother tongue of each nation. 

The study, therefore, of the Greek language (and in the same manner for the Latin) was no 

other than the drudgery business of a linguist; and the language thus obtained, was no other than 

the means, or as it were the tools, employed to obtain the learning the Greeks had. It made no 

part of the learning itself; and was so distinct from it as to make it exceedingly probable that the 

persons who had studied Greek sufficiently to translate those works, such for instance as 

Euclid’s Elements, did not understand any of the learning the works contained. 

As there is now nothing new to be learned from the dead languages, all the useful books being 

already translated, the languages are become useless, and the time expended in teaching and in 

learning them is wasted. So far as the study of languages may contribute to the progress and 

communication of knowledge (for it has nothing to do with the creation of knowledge) it is only 

in the living languages that new knowledge is to be found; and certain it is, that, in general, a 

youth will learn more of a living language in one year, than of a dead language in seven; and it is 

but seldom that the teacher knows much of it himself. The difficulty of learning the dead 

languages does not arise from any superior abstruseness in the languages themselves, but in their 

being dead, and the pronunciation entirely lost. It would be the same thing with any other 

language when it becomes dead. The best Greek linguist that now exists does not understand 

Greek so well as a Grecian plowman did, or a Grecian milkmaid; and the same for the Latin, 

compared with a plowman or a milkmaid of the Romans; and with respect to pronunciation and 

idiom, not so well as the cows that she milked. It would therefore be advantageous to the state of 

learning to abolish the study of the dead languages, and to make learning consist, as it originally 

did, in scientific knowledge. 

The apology that is sometimes made for continuing to teach the dead languages is, that they 

are taught at a time when a child is not capable of exerting any other mental faculty than that of 

memory. But this is altogether erroneous. The human mind has a natural disposition to scientific 

knowledge, and to the things connected with it. The first and favourite amusement of a child, 

even before it begins to play, is that of imitating the works of man. It builds houses with cards or 

sticks; it navigates the little ocean of a bowl of water with a paper boat; or dams the stream of a 



gutter, and contrives something which it calls a mill; and it interests itself in the fate of its works 

with a care that resembles affection. It afterwards goes to school, where its genius is killed by the 

barren study of a dead language, and the philosopher is lost in the linguist. 

But the apology that is now made for continuing to teach the dead languages, could not be the 

cause at first of cutting down learning to the narrow and humble sphere of linguistry; the cause 

therefore must be sought for elsewhere. In all researches of this kind, the best evidence that can 

be produced, is the internal evidence the thing carries with itself, and the evidence of 

circumstances that unites with it; both of which, in this case, are not difficult to be discovered. 

Putting then aside, as matter of distinct consideration, the outrage offered to the moral justice 

of God, by supposing him to make the innocent suffer for the guilty, and also the loose morality 

and low contrivance of supposing him to change himself into the shape of a man, in order to 

make an excuse to himself for not executing his supposed sentence upon Adam; putting, I say, 

those things aside as matter of distinct consideration, it is certain that what is called the christian 

system of faith, including in it the whimsical account of the creation—the strange story of Eve, 

the snake, and the apple—the amphibious idea of a man-god—the corporeal idea of the death of 

a god—the mythological idea of a family of gods, and the christian system of arithmetic, that 

three are one, and one is three, are all irreconcilable, not only to the divine gift of reason, that 

God has given to man, but to the knowledge that man gains of the power and wisdom of God by 

the aid of the sciences, and by studying the structure of the universe that God has made. 

The setters up, therefore, and the advocates of the Christian system of faith, could not but 

foresee that the continually progressive knowledge that man would gain by the aid of science, of 

the power and wisdom of God, manifested in the structure of the universe, and in all the works of 

creation, would militate against, and call into question, the truth of their system of faith; and 

therefore it became necessary to their purpose to cut learning down to a size less dangerous to 

their project, and this they effected by restricting the idea of learning to the dead study of dead 

languages. 

They not only rejected the study of science out of the christian schools, but they persecuted it; 

and it is only within about the last two centuries that the study has been revived. So late as 1610, 

Galileo, a Florentine, discovered and introduced the use of telescopes, and by applying them to 

observe the motions and appearances of the heavenly bodies, afforded additional means for 

ascertaining the true structure of the universe. Instead of being esteemed for these discoveries, he 

was sentenced to renounce them, or the opinions resulting from them, as a damnable heresy. And 

prior to that time Virgilius was condemned to be burned for asserting the antipodes, or in other 

words, that the earth was a globe, and habitable in every part where there was land; yet the truth 

of this is now too well known even to be told. [NOTE: I cannot discover the source of this 

statement concerning the ancient author whose Irish name Feirghill was Latinized into Virgilius. 

The British Museum possesses a copy of the work (Decalogiunt) which was the pretext of the 

charge of heresy made by Boniface, Archbishop of Mayence, against Virgilius, Abbot—bishop 

of Salzburg, These were leaders of the rival “British” and “Roman parties, and the British 

champion made a countercharge against Boniface of irreligious practices.” Boniface had to 

express a “regret,” but none the less pursued his rival. The Pope, Zachary II., decided that if his 

alleged “doctrine, against God and his soul, that beneath the earth there is another world, other 

men, or sun and moon,” should be acknowledged by Virgilius, he should be excommunicated by 

a Council and condemned with canonical sanctions. Whatever may have been the fate involved 

by condemnation with “canonicis sanctionibus,” in the middle of the eighth century, it did not 

fall on Virgilius. His accuser, Boniface, was martyred, 755, and it is probable that Virgilius 



harmonied his Antipodes with orthodoxy. The gravamen of the heresy seems to have been the 

suggestion that there were men not of the progeny of Adam. Virgilius was made Bishop of 

Salzburg in 768. He bore until his death, 789, the curious title, “Geometer and Solitary,” or “lone 

wayfarer” (Solivagus). A suspicion of heresy clung to his memory until 1233, when he was 

raised by Gregory IX, to sainthood beside his accuser, St. Boniface.—Editor. (Conway)] 

If the belief of errors not morally bad did no mischief, it would make no part of the moral duty 

of man to oppose and remove them. There was no moral ill in believing the earth was flat like a 

trencher, any more than there was moral virtue in believing it was round like a globe; neither was 

there any moral ill in believing that the Creator made no other world than this, any more than 

there was moral virtue in believing that he made millions, and that the infinity of space is filled 

with worlds. But when a system of religion is made to grow out of a supposed system of creation 

that is not true, and to unite itself therewith in a manner almost inseparable therefrom, the case 

assumes an entirely different ground. It is then that errors, not morally bad, become fraught with 

the same mischiefs as if they were. It is then that the truth, though otherwise indifferent itself, 

becomes an essential, by becoming the criterion that either confirms by corresponding evidence, 

or denies by contradictory evidence, the reality of the religion itself. In this view of the case it is 

the moral duty of man to obtain every possible evidence that the structure of the heavens, or any 

other part of creation affords, with respect to systems of religion. But this, the supporters or 

partizans of the christian system, as if dreading the result, incessantly opposed, and not only 

rejected the sciences, but persecuted the professors. Had Newton or Descartes lived three or four 

hundred years ago, and pursued their studies as they did, it is most probable they would not have 

lived to finish them; and had Franklin drawn lightning from the clouds at the same time, it would 

have been at the hazard of expiring for it in flames. 

Later times have laid all the blame upon the Goths and Vandals, but, however unwilling the 

partizans of the Christian system may be to believe or to acknowledge it, it is nevertheless true, 

that the age of ignorance commenced with the Christian system. There was more knowledge in 

the world before that period, than for many centuries afterwards; and as to religious knowledge, 

the Christian system, as already said, was only another species of mythology; and the mythology 

to which it succeeded, was a corruption of an ancient system of theism. [NOTE by Paine: It is 

impossible for us now to know at what time the heathen mythology began; but it is certain, from 

the internal evidence that it carries, that it did not begin in the same state or condition in which it 

ended. All the gods of that mythology, except Saturn, were of modern invention. The supposed 

reign of Saturn was prior to that which is called the heathen mythology, and was so far a species 

of theism that it admitted the belief of only one God. Saturn is supposed to have abdicated the 

govemment in favour of his three sons and one daughter, Jupiter, Pluto, Neptune, and Juno; after 

this, thousands of other gods and demigods were imaginarily created, and the calendar of gods 

increased as fast as the calendar of saints and the calendar of courts have increased since. 

All the corruptions that have taken place, in theology and in religion have been produced by 

admitting of what man calls ‘revealed religion.’ The mythologists pretended to more revealed 

religion than the christians do. They had their oracles and their priests, who were supposed to 

receive and deliver the word of God verbally on almost all occasions. 

Since then all corruptions down from Moloch to modern predestinarianism, and the human 

sacrifices of the heathens to the christian sacrifice of the Creator, have been produced by 

admitting of what is called revealed religion, the most effectual means to prevent all such evils 

and impositions is, not to admit of any other revelation than that which is manifested in the book 



of Creation., and to contemplate the Creation as the only true and real word of God that ever did 

or ever will exist; and every thing else called the word of God is fable and imposition.—Author.] 

It is owing to this long interregnum of science, and to no other cause, that we have now to 

look back through a vast chasm of many hundred years to the respectable characters we call the 

Ancients. Had the progression of knowledge gone on proportionably with the stock that before 

existed, that chasm would have been filled up with characters rising superior in knowledge to 

each other; and those Ancients we now so much admire would have appeared respectably in the 

background of the scene. But the christian system laid all waste; and if we take our stand about 

the beginning of the sixteenth century, we look back through that long chasm, to the times of the 

Ancients, as over a vast sandy desert, in which not a shrub appears to intercept the vision to the 

fertile hills beyond. 

It is an inconsistency scarcely possible to be credited, that any thing should exist, under the 

name of a religion, that held it to be irreligious to study and contemplate the structure of the 

universe that God had made. But the fact is too well established to be denied. The event that 

served more than any other to break the first link in this long chain of despotic ignorance, is that 

known by the name of the Reformation by Luther. From that time, though it does not appear to 

have made any part of the intention of Luther, or of those who are called Reformers, the Sciences 

began to revive, and Liberality, their natural associate, began to appear. This was the only public 

good the Reformation did; for, with respect to religious good, it might as well not have taken 

place. The mythology still continued the same; and a multiplicity of National Popes grew out of 

the downfall of the Pope of Christendom. 

  



CHAPTER XIII. 

COMPARISON OF CHRISTIANISM WITH THE RELIGIOUS IDEAS INSPIRED BY 

NATURE 

Having thus shewn, from the internal evidence of things, the cause that produced a change in 

the state of learning, and the motive for substituting the study of the dead languages, in the place 

of the Sciences, I proceed, in addition to the several observations already made in the former part 

of this work, to compare, or rather to confront, the evidence that the structure of the universe 

affords, with the christian system of religion. But as I cannot begin this part better than by 

referring to the ideas that occurred to me at an early part of life, and which I doubt not have 

occurred in some degree to almost every other person at one time or other, I shall state what 

those ideas were, and add thereto such other matter as shall arise out of the subject, giving to the 

whole, by way of preface, a short introduction. 

My father being of the quaker profession, it was my good fortune to have an exceedingly good 

moral education, and a tolerable stock of useful learning. Though I went to the grammar school, I 

did not learn Latin, not only because I had no inclination to learn languages, but because of the 

objection the quakers have against the books in which the language is taught. But this did not 

prevent me from being acquainted with the subjects of all the Latin books used in the school. 

The natural bent of my mind was to science. I had some turn, and I believe some talent for 

poetry; but this I rather repressed than encouraged, as leading too much into the field of 

imagination. As soon as I was able, I purchased a pair of globes, and attended the philosophical 

lectures of Martin and Ferguson, and became afterwards acquainted with Dr. Bevis, of the 

society called the Royal Society, then living in the Temple, and an excellent astronomer. 

I had no disposition for what was called politics. It presented to my mind no other idea than is 

contained in the word jockeyship. When, therefore, I turned my thoughts towards matters of 

government, I had to form a system for myself, that accorded with the moral and philosophic 

principles in which I had been educated. I saw, or at least I thought I saw, a vast scene opening 

itself to the world in the affairs of America; and it appeared to me, that unless the Americans 

changed the plan they were then pursuing, with respect to the government of England, and 

declared themselves independent, they would not only involve themselves in a multiplicity of 

new difficulties, but shut out the prospect that was then offering itself to mankind through their 

means. It was from these motives that I published the work known by the name of Common 

Sense, which is the first work I ever did publish, and so far as I can judge of myself, I believe I 

should never have been known in the world as an author on any subject whatever, had it not been 

for the affairs of America. I wrote Common Sense the latter end of the year 1775, and published 

it the first of January, 1776. Independence was declared the fourth of July following. [NOTE: 

The pamphlet Common Sense was first advertised, as “just published,” on January 10, 1776. His 

plea for the Officers of Excise, written before leaving England, was printed, but not published 

until 1793. Despite his reiterated assertion that Common Sense was the first work he ever 

published the notion that he was “junius” still finds some believers. An indirect comment on our 

Paine-Junians may be found in Part 2 of this work where Paine says a man capable of writing 

Homer “would not have thrown away his own fame by giving it to another.” It is probable that 

Paine ascribed the Letters of Junius to Thomas Hollis. His friend F. Lanthenas, in his translation 

of the Age of Reason (1794) advertises his translation of the Letters of Junius from the English 

“(Thomas Hollis).” This he could hardly have done without consultation with Paine. 

Unfortunately this translation of Junius cannot be found either in the Bibliotheque Nationale or 



the British Museum, and it cannot be said whether it contains any attempt at an identification of 

Junius—Editor.] 

Any person, who has made observations on the state and progress of the human mind, by 

observing his own, can not but have observed, that there are two distinct classes of what are 

called Thoughts; those that we produce in ourselves by reflection and the act of thinking, and 

those that bolt into the mind of their own accord. I have always made it a rule to treat those 

voluntary visitors with civility, taking care to examine, as well as I was able, if they were worth 

entertaining; and it is from them I have acquired almost all the knowledge that I have. As to the 

learning that any person gains from school education, it serves only, like a small capital, to put 

him in the way of beginning learning for himself afterwards. Every person of learning is finally 

his own teacher; the reason of which is, that principles, being of a distinct quality to 

circumstances, cannot be impressed upon the memory; their place of mental residence is the 

understanding, and they are never so lasting as when they begin by conception. Thus much for 

the introductory part. 

From the time I was capable of conceiving an idea, and acting upon it by reflection, I either 

doubted the truth of the christian system, or thought it to be a strange affair; I scarcely knew 

which it was: but I well remember, when about seven or eight years of age, hearing a sermon 

read by a relation of mine, who was a great devotee of the church, upon the subject of what is 

called Redemption by the death of the Son of God. After the sermon was ended, I went into the 

garden, and as I was going down the garden steps (for I perfectly recollect the spot) I revolted at 

the recollection of what I had heard, and thought to myself that it was making God Almighty act 

like a passionate man, that killed his son, when he could not revenge himself any other way; and 

as I was sure a man would be hanged that did such a thing, I could not see for what purpose they 

preached such sermons. This was not one of those kind of thoughts that had any thing in it of 

childish levity; it was to me a serious reflection, arising from the idea I had that God was too 

good to do such an action, and also too almighty to be under any necessity of doing it. I believe 

in the same manner to this moment; and I moreover believe, that any system of religion that has 

anything in it that shocks the mind of a child, cannot be a true system. 

It seems as if parents of the christian profession were ashamed to tell their children any thing 

about the principles of their religion. They sometimes instruct them in morals, and talk to them 

of the goodness of what they call Providence; for the Christian mythology has five deities: there 

is God the Father, God the Son, God the Holy Ghost, the God Providence, and the Goddess 

Nature. But the christian story of God the Father putting his son to death, or employing people to 

do it, (for that is the plain language of the story,) cannot be told by a parent to a child; and to tell 

him that it was done to make mankind happier and better, is making the story still worse; as if 

mankind could be improved by the example of murder; and to tell him that all this is a mystery, 

is only making an excuse for the incredibility of it. 

How different is this to the pure and simple profession of Deism! The true deist has but one 

Deity; and his religion consists in contemplating the power, wisdom, and benignity of the Deity 

in his works, and in endeavouring to imitate him in every thing moral, scientifical, and 

mechanical. 

The religion that approaches the nearest of all others to true Deism, in the moral and benign 

part thereof, is that professed by the quakers: but they have contracted themselves too much by 

leaving the works of God out of their system. Though I reverence their philanthropy, I can not 

help smiling at the conceit, that if the taste of a quaker could have been consulted at the creation, 



what a silent and drab-colored creation it would have been! Not a flower would have blossomed 

its gaieties, nor a bird been permitted to sing. 

Quitting these reflections, I proceed to other matters. After I had made myself master of the 

use of the globes, and of the orrery, [NOTE by Paine: As this book may fall into the bands of 

persons who do not know what an orrery is, it is for their information I add this note, as the name 

gives no idea of the uses of the thing. The orrery has its name from the person who invented it. It 

is a machinery of clock-work, representing the universe in miniature: and in which the revolution 

of the earth round itself and round the sun, the revolution of the moon round the earth, the 

revolution of the planets round the sun, their relative distances from the sun, as the center of the 

whole system, their relative distances from each other, and their different magnitudes, are 

represented as they really exist in what we call the heavens.—Author.] and conceived an idea of 

the infinity of space, and of the eternal divisibility of matter, and obtained, at least, a general 

knowledge of what was called natural philosophy, I began to compare, or, as I have before said, 

to confront, the internal evidence those things afford with the christian system of faith. 

Though it is not a direct article of the christian system that this world that we inhabit is the 

whole of the habitable creation, yet it is so worked up therewith, from what is called the Mosaic 

account of the creation, the story of Eve and the apple, and the counterpart of that story, the 

death of the Son of God, that to believe otherwise, that is, to believe that God created a plurality 

of worlds, at least as numerous as what we call stars, renders the christian system of faith at once 

little and ridiculous; and scatters it in the mind like feathers in the air. The two beliefs can not be 

held together in the same mind; and he who thinks that he believes both, has thought but little of 

either. 

Though the belief of a plurality of worlds was familiar to the ancients, it is only within the last 

three centuries that the extent and dimensions of this globe that we inhabit have been ascertained. 

Several vessels, following the tract of the ocean, have sailed entirely round the world, as a man 

may march in a circle, and come round by the contrary side of the circle to the spot he set out 

from. The circular dimensions of our world, in the widest part, as a man would measure the 

widest round of an apple, or a ball, is only twenty-five thousand and twenty English miles, 

reckoning sixty-nine miles and an half to an equatorial degree, and may be sailed round in the 

space of about three years. [NOTE by Paine: Allowing a ship to sail, on an average, three miles 

in an hour, she would sail entirely round the world in less than one year, if she could sail in a 

direct circle, but she is obliged to follow the course of the ocean.—Author.] 

A world of this extent may, at first thought, appear to us to be great; but if we compare it with 

the immensity of space in which it is suspended, like a bubble or a balloon in the air, it is 

infinitely less in proportion than the smallest grain of sand is to the size of the world, or the finest 

particle of dew to the whole ocean, and is therefore but small; and, as will be hereafter shown, is 

only one of a system of worlds, of which the universal creation is composed. 

It is not difficult to gain some faint idea of the immensity of space in which this and all the 

other worlds are suspended, if we follow a progression of ideas. When we think of the size or 

dimensions of, a room, our ideas limit themselves to the walls, and there they stop. But when our 

eye, or our imagination darts into space, that is, when it looks upward into what we call the open 

air, we cannot conceive any walls or boundaries it can have; and if for the sake of resting our 

ideas we suppose a boundary, the question immediately renews itself, and asks, what is beyond 

that boundary? and in the same manner, what beyond the next boundary? and so on till the 

fatigued imagination returns and says, there is no end. Certainly, then, the Creator was not pent 



for room when he made this world no larger than it is; and we have to seek the reason in 

something else. 

If we take a survey of our own world, or rather of this, of which the Creator has given us the 

use as our portion in the immense system of creation, we find every part of it, the earth, the 

waters, and the air that surround it, filled, and as it were crowded with life, down from the largest 

animals that we know of to the smallest insects the naked eye can behold, and from thence to 

others still smaller, and totally invisible without the assistance of the microscope. Every tree, 

every plant, every leaf, serves not only as an habitation, but as a world to some numerous race, 

till animal existence becomes so exceedingly refined, that the effluvia of a blade of grass would 

be food for thousands. 

Since then no part of our earth is left unoccupied, why is it to be supposed that the immensity 

of space is a naked void, lying in eternal waste? There is room for millions of worlds as large or 

larger than ours, and each of them millions of miles apart from each other. 

Having now arrived at this point, if we carry our ideas only one thought further, we shall see, 

perhaps, the true reason, at least a very good reason for our happiness, why the Creator, instead 

of making one immense world, extending over an immense quantity of space, has preferred 

dividing that quantity of matter into several distinct and separate worlds, which we call planets, 

of which our earth is one. But before I explain my ideas upon this subject, it is necessary (not for 

the sake of those that already know, but for those who do not) to show what the system of the 

universe is. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

SYSTEM OF THE UNIVERSE. 

That part of the universe that is called the solar system (meaning the system of worlds to 

which our earth belongs, and of which Sol, or in English language, the Sun, is the center) 

consists, besides the Sun, of six distinct orbs, or planets, or worlds, besides the secondary bodies, 

called the satellites, or moons, of which our earth has one that attends her in her annual 

revolution round the Sun, in like manner as the other satellites or moons, attend the planets or 

worlds to which they severally belong, as may be seen by the assistance of the telescope. 

The Sun is the center round which those six worlds or planets revolve at different distances 

therefrom, and in circles concentric to each other. Each world keeps constantly in nearly the 

same tract round the Sun, and continues at the same time turning round itself, in nearly an 

upright position, as a top turns round itself when it is spinning on the ground, and leans a little 

sideways. 

It is this leaning of the earth (23 1/2 degrees) that occasions summer and winter, and the 

different length of days and nights. If the earth turned round itself in a position perpendicular to 

the plane or level of the circle it moves in round the Sun, as a top turns round when it stands 

erect on the ground, the days and nights would be always of the same length, twelve hours day 

and twelve hours night, and the season would be uniformly the same throughout the year. 

Every time that a planet (our earth for example) turns round itself, it makes what we call day 

and night; and every time it goes entirely round the Sun, it makes what we call a year, 

consequently our world turns three hundred and sixty-five times round itself, in going once 

round the Sun. 



The names that the ancients gave to those six worlds, and which are still called by the same 

names, are Mercury, Venus, this world that we call ours, Mars, Jupiter, and Saturn. They appear 

larger to the eye than the stars, being many million miles nearer to our earth than any of the stars 

are. The planet Venus is that which is called the evening star, and sometimes the morning star, as 

she happens to set after, or rise before the Sun, which in either case is never more than three 

hours. 

The Sun as before said being the center, the planet or world nearest the Sun is Mercury; his 

distance from the Sun is thirty-four million miles, and he moves round in a circle always at that 

distance from the Sun, as a top may be supposed to spin round in the tract in which a horse goes 

in a mill. The second world is Venus; she is fifty-seven million miles distant from the Sun, and 

consequently moves round in a circle much greater than that of Mercury. The third world is this 

that we inhabit, and which is eighty-eight million miles distant from the Sun, and consequently 

moves round in a circle greater than that of Venus. The fourth world is Mars; he is distant from 

the sun one hundred and thirty-four million miles, and consequently moves round in a circle 

greater than that of our earth. The fifth is Jupiter; he is distant from the Sun five hundred and 

fifty-seven million miles, and consequently moves round in a circle greater than that of Mars. 

The sixth world is Saturn; he is distant from the Sun seven hundred and sixty-three million miles, 

and consequently moves round in a circle that surrounds the circles or orbits of all the other 

worlds or planets. 

The space, therefore, in the air, or in the immensity of space, that our solar system takes up for 

the several worlds to perform their revolutions in round the Sun, is of the extent in a strait line of 

the whole diameter of the orbit or circle in which Saturn moves round the Sun, which being 

double his distance from the Sun, is fifteen hundred and twenty-six million miles; and its circular 

extent is nearly five thousand million; and its globical content is almost three thousand five 

hundred million times three thousand five hundred million square miles. [NOTE by Paine: If it 

should be asked, how can man know these things? I have one plain answer to give, which is, that 

man knows how to calculate an eclipse, and also how to calculate to a minute of time when the 

planet Venus, in making her revolutions round the Sun, will come in a strait line between our 

earth and the Sun, and will appear to us about the size of a large pea passing across the face of 

the Sun. This happens but twice in about a hundred years, at the distance of about eight years 

from each other, and has happened twice in our time, both of which were foreknown by 

calculation. It can also be known when they will happen again for a thousand years to come, or 

to any other portion of time. As therefore, man could not be able to do these things if he did not 

understand the solar system, and the manner in which the revolutions of the several planets or 

worlds are performed, the fact of calculating an eclipse, or a transit of Venus, is a proof in point 

that the knowledge exists; and as to a few thousand, or even a few million miles, more or less, it 

makes scarcely any sensible difference in such immense distances.—Author.] 

But this, immense as it is, is only one system of worlds. Beyond this, at a vast distance into 

space, far beyond all power of calculation, are the stars called the fixed stars. They are called 

fixed, because they have no revolutionary motion, as the six worlds or planets have that I have 

been describing. Those fixed stars continue always at the same distance from each other, and 

always in the same place, as the Sun does in the center of our system. The probability, therefore, 

is that each of those fixed stars is also a Sun, round which another system of worlds or planets, 

though too remote for us to discover, performs its revolutions, as our system of worlds does 

round our central Sun. By this easy progression of ideas, the immensity of space will appear to 



us to be filled with systems of worlds; and that no part of space lies at waste, any more than any 

part of our globe of earth and water is left unoccupied. 

Having thus endeavoured to convey, in a familiar and easy manner, some idea of the structure 

of the universe, I return to explain what I before alluded to, namely, the great benefits arising to 

man in consequence of the Creator having made a Plurality of worlds, such as our system is, 

consisting of a central Sun and six worlds, besides satellites, in preference to that of creating one 

world only of a vast extent. 

  



CHAPTER XV. 

ADVANTAGES OF THE EXISTENCE OF MANY WORLDS IN EACH SOLAR SYSTEM 

It is an idea I have never lost sight of, that all our knowledge of science is derived from the 

revolutions (exhibited to our eye and from thence to our understanding) which those several 

planets or worlds of which our system is composed make in their circuit round the Sun. 

Had then the quantity of matter which these six worlds contain been blended into one solitary 

globe, the consequence to us would have been, that either no revolutionary motion would have 

existed, or not a sufficiency of it to give us the ideas and the knowledge of science we now have; 

and it is from the sciences that all the mechanical arts that contribute so much to our earthly 

felicity and comfort are derived. 

As therefore the Creator made nothing in vain, so also must it be believed that he organized 

the structure of the universe in the most advantageous manner for the benefit of man; and as we 

see, and from experience feel, the benefits we derive from the structure of the universe, formed 

as it is, which benefits we should not have had the opportunity of enjoying if the structure, so far 

as relates to our system, had been a solitary globe, we can discover at least one reason why a 

plurality of worlds has been made, and that reason calls forth the devotional gratitude of man, as 

well as his admiration. 

But it is not to us, the inhabitants of this globe, only, that the benefits arising from a plurality 

of worlds are limited. The inhabitants of each of the worlds of which our system is composed, 

enjoy the same opportunities of knowledge as we do. They behold the revolutionary motions of 

our earth, as we behold theirs. All the planets revolve in sight of each other; and, therefore, the 

same universal school of science presents itself to all. 

Neither does the knowledge stop here. The system of worlds next to us exhibits, in its 

revolutions, the same principles and school of science, to the inhabitants of their system, as our 

system does to us, and in like manner throughout the immensity of space. 

Our ideas, not only of the almightiness of the Creator, but of his wisdom and his beneficence, 

become enlarged in proportion as we contemplate the extent and the structure of the universe. 

The solitary idea of a solitary world, rolling or at rest in the immense ocean of space, gives place 

to the cheerful idea of a society of worlds, so happily contrived as to administer, even by their 

motion, instruction to man. We see our own earth filled with abundance; but we forget to 

consider how much of that abundance is owing to the scientific knowledge the vast machinery of 

the universe has unfolded. 

CHAPTER XVI. 

APPLICATION OF THE PRECEDING TO THE SYSTEM OF THE CHRISTIANS 

But, in the midst of those reflections, what are we to think of the christian system of faith that 

forms itself upon the idea of only one world, and that of no greater extent, as is before shown, 

than twenty-five thousand miles. An extent which a man, walking at the rate of three miles an 

hour for twelve hours in the day, could he keep on in a circular direction, would walk entirely 

round in less than two years. Alas! what is this to the mighty ocean of space, and the almighty 

power of the Creator! 

From whence then could arise the solitary and strange conceit that the Almighty, who had 

millions of worlds equally dependent on his protection, should quit the care of all the rest, and 



come to die in our world, because, they say, one man and one woman had eaten an apple! And, 

on the other hand, are we to suppose that every world in the boundless creation had an Eve, an 

apple, a serpent, and a redeemer? In this case, the person who is irreverently called the Son of 

God, and sometimes God himself, would have nothing else to do than to travel from world to 

world, in an endless succession of death, with scarcely a momentary interval of life. 

It has been by rejecting the evidence, that the word, or works of God in the creation, affords to 

our senses, and the action of our reason upon that evidence, that so many wild and whimsical 

systems of faith, and of religion, have been fabricated and set up. There may be many systems of 

religion that so far from being morally bad are in many respects morally good: but there can be 

but ONE that is true; and that one necessarily must, as it ever will, be in all things consistent with 

the ever existing word of God that we behold in his works. But such is the strange construction 

of the christian system of faith, that every evidence the heavens affords to man, either directly 

contradicts it or renders it absurd. 

It is possible to believe, and I always feel pleasure in encouraging myself to believe it, that 

there have been men in the world who persuaded themselves that what is called a pious fraud, 

might, at least under particular circumstances, be productive of some good. But the fraud being 

once established, could not afterwards be explained; for it is with a pious fraud as with a bad 

action, it begets a calamitous necessity of going on. 

The persons who first preached the christian system of faith, and in some measure combined 

with it the morality preached by Jesus Christ, might persuade themselves that it was better than 

the heathen mythology that then prevailed. From the first preachers the fraud went on to the 

second, and to the third, till the idea of its being a pious fraud became lost in the belief of its 

being true; and that belief became again encouraged by the interest of those who made a 

livelihood by preaching it. 

But though such a belief might, by such means, be rendered almost general among the laity, it 

is next to impossible to account for the continual persecution carried on by the church, for 

several hundred years, against the sciences, and against the professors of science, if the church 

had not some record or tradition that it was originally no other than a pious fraud, or did not 

foresee that it could not be maintained against the evidence that the structure of the universe 

afforded. 

  



CHAPTER XVII. 

OF THE MEANS EMPLOYED IN ALL TIME, AND ALMOST UNIVERSALLY, TO 

DECEIVE THE PEOPLES 

Having thus shown the irreconcileable inconsistencies between the real word of God existing 

in the universe, and that which is called the word of God, as shown to us in a printed book that 

any man might make, I proceed to speak of the three principal means that have been employed in 

all ages, and perhaps in all countries, to impose upon mankind. 

Those three means are Mystery, Miracle, and Prophecy, The first two are incompatible with 

true religion, and the third ought always to be suspected. 

With respect to Mystery, everything we behold is, in one sense, a mystery to us. Our own 

existence is a mystery: the whole vegetable world is a mystery. We cannot account how it is that 

an acorn, when put into the ground, is made to develop itself and become an oak. We know not 

how it is that the seed we sow unfolds and multiplies itself, and returns to us such an abundant 

interest for so small a capital. 

The fact however, as distinct from the operating cause, is not a mystery, because we see it; and 

we know also the means we are to use, which is no other than putting the seed in the ground. We 

know, therefore, as much as is necessary for us to know; and that part of the operation that we do 

not know, and which if we did, we could not perform, the Creator takes upon himself and 

performs it for us. We are, therefore, better off than if we had been let into the secret, and left to 

do it for ourselves. 

But though every created thing is, in this sense, a mystery, the word mystery cannot be applied 

to moral truth, any more than obscurity can be applied to light. The God in whom we believe is a 

God of moral truth, and not a God of mystery or obscurity. Mystery is the antagonist of truth. It 

is a fog of human invention that obscures truth, and represents it in distortion. Truth never 

envelops itself in mystery; and the mystery in which it is at any time enveloped, is the work of its 

antagonist, and never of itself. 

Religion, therefore, being the belief of a God, and the practice of moral truth, cannot have 

connection with mystery. The belief of a God, so far from having any thing of mystery in it, is of 

all beliefs the most easy, because it arises to us, as is before observed, out of necessity. And the 

practice of moral truth, or, in other words, a practical imitation of the moral goodness of God, is 

no other than our acting towards each other as he acts benignly towards all. We cannot serve God 

in the manner we serve those who cannot do without such service; and, therefore, the only idea 

we can have of serving God, is that of contributing to the happiness of the living creation that 

God has made. This cannot be done by retiring ourselves from the society of the world, and 

spending a recluse life in selfish devotion. 

The very nature and design of religion, if I may so express it, prove even to demonstration that 

it must be free from every thing of mystery, and unincumbered with every thing that is 

mysterious. Religion, considered as a duty, is incumbent upon every living soul alike, and, 

therefore, must be on a level to the understanding and comprehension of all. Man does not learn 

religion as he learns the secrets and mysteries of a trade. He learns the theory of religion by 

reflection. It arises out of the action of his own mind upon the things which he sees, or upon 

what he may happen to hear or to read, and the practice joins itself thereto. 

When men, whether from policy or pious fraud, set up systems of religion incompatible with 

the word or works of God in the creation, and not only above but repugnant to human 



comprehension, they were under the necessity of inventing or adopting a word that should serve 

as a bar to all questions, inquiries and speculations. The word mystery answered this purpose, 

and thus it has happened that religion, which is in itself without mystery, has been corrupted into 

a fog of mysteries. 

As mystery answered all general purposes, miracle followed as an occasional auxiliary. The 

former served to bewilder the mind, the latter to puzzle the senses. The one was the lingo, the 

other the legerdemain. 

But before going further into this subject, it will be proper to inquire what is to be understood 

by a miracle. 

In the same sense that every thing may be said to be a mystery, so also may it be said that 

every thing is a miracle, and that no one thing is a greater miracle than another. The elephant, 

though larger, is not a greater miracle than a mite: nor a mountain a greater miracle than an atom. 

To an almighty power it is no more difficult to make the one than the other, and no more difficult 

to make a million of worlds than to make one. Every thing, therefore, is a miracle, in one sense; 

whilst, in the other sense, there is no such thing as a miracle. It is a miracle when compared to 

our power, and to our comprehension. It is not a miracle compared to the power that performs it. 

But as nothing in this description conveys the idea that is affixed to the word miracle, it is 

necessary to carry the inquiry further. 

Mankind have conceived to themselves certain laws, by which what they call nature is 

supposed to act; and that a miracle is something contrary to the operation and effect of those 

laws. But unless we know the whole extent of those laws, and of what are commonly called the 

powers of nature, we are not able to judge whether any thing that may appear to us wonderful or 

miraculous, be within, or be beyond, or be contrary to, her natural power of acting. 

The ascension of a man several miles high into the air, would have everything in it that 

constitutes the idea of a miracle, if it were not known that a species of air can be generated 

several times lighter than the common atmospheric air, and yet possess elasticity enough to 

prevent the balloon, in which that light air is inclosed, from being compressed into as many times 

less bulk, by the common air that surrounds it. In like manner, extracting flashes or sparks of fire 

from the human body, as visibly as from a steel struck with a flint, and causing iron or steel to 

move without any visible agent, would also give the idea of a miracle, if we were not acquainted 

with electricity and magnetism; so also would many other experiments in natural philosophy, to 

those who are not acquainted with the subject. The restoring persons to life who are to 

appearance dead as is practised upon drowned persons, would also be a miracle, if it were not 

known that animation is capable of being suspended without being extinct. 

Besides these, there are performances by slight of hand, and by persons acting in concert, that 

have a miraculous appearance, which, when known, are thought nothing of. And, besides these, 

there are mechanical and optical deceptions. There is now an exhibition in Paris of ghosts or 

spectres, which, though it is not imposed upon the spectators as a fact, has an astonishing 

appearance. As, therefore, we know not the extent to which either nature or art can go, there is no 

criterion to determine what a miracle is; and mankind, in giving credit to appearances, under the 

idea of their being miracles, are subject to be continually imposed upon. 

Since then appearances are so capable of deceiving, and things not real have a strong 

resemblance to things that are, nothing can be more inconsistent than to suppose that the 

Almighty would make use of means, such as are called miracles, that would subject the person 

who performed them to the suspicion of being an impostor, and the person who related them to 



be suspected of lying, and the doctrine intended to be supported thereby to be suspected as a 

fabulous invention. 

Of all the modes of evidence that ever were invented to obtain belief to any system or opinion 

to which the name of religion has been given, that of miracle, however successful the imposition 

may have been, is the most inconsistent. For, in the first place, whenever recourse is had to show, 

for the purpose of procuring that belief (for a miracle, under any idea of the word, is a show) it 

implies a lameness or weakness in the doctrine that is preached. And, in the second place, it is 

degrading the Almighty into the character of a show-man, playing tricks to amuse and make the 

people stare and wonder. It is also the most equivocal sort of evidence that can be set up; for the 

belief is not to depend upon the thing called a miracle, but upon the credit of the reporter, who 

says that he saw it; and, therefore, the thing, were it true, would have no better chance of being 

believed than if it were a lie. 

Suppose I were to say, that when I sat down to write this book, a hand presented itself in the 

air, took up the pen and wrote every word that is herein written; would any body believe me? 

Certainly they would not. Would they believe me a whit the more if the thing had been a fact? 

Certainly they would not. Since then a real miracle, were it to happen, would be subject to the 

same fate as the falsehood, the inconsistency becomes the greater of supposing the Almighty 

would make use of means that would not answer the purpose for which they were intended, even 

if they were real. 

If we are to suppose a miracle to be something so entirely out of the course of what is called 

nature, that she must go out of that course to accomplish it, and we see an account given of such 

a miracle by the person who said he saw it, it raises a question in the mind very easily decided, 

which is,—Is it more probable that nature should go out of her course, or that a man should tell a 

lie? We have never seen, in our time, nature go out of her course; but we have good reason to 

believe that millions of lies have been told in the same time; it is, therefore, at least millions to 

one, that the reporter of a miracle tells a lie. 

The story of the whale swallowing Jonah, though a whale is large enough to do it, borders 

greatly on the marvellous; but it would have approached nearer to the idea of a miracle, if Jonah 

had swallowed the whale. In this, which may serve for all cases of miracles, the matter would 

decide itself as before stated, namely, Is it more probable that a man should have, swallowed a 

whale, or told a lie? 

But suppose that Jonah had really swallowed the whale, and gone with it in his belly to 

Nineveh, and to convince the people that it was true have cast it up in their sight, of the full 

length and size of a whale, would they not have believed him to have been the devil instead of a 

prophet? or if the whale had carried Jonah to Nineveh, and cast him up in the same public 

manner, would they not have believed the whale to have been the devil, and Jonah one of his 

imps? 

The most extraordinary of all the things called miracles, related in the New Testament, is that 

of the devil flying away with Jesus Christ, and carrying him to the top of a high mountain; and to 

the top of the highest pinnacle of the temple, and showing him and promising to him all the 

kingdoms of the world. How happened it that he did not discover America? or is it only with 

kingdoms that his sooty highness has any interest. 

I have too much respect for the moral character of Christ to believe that he told this whale of a 

miracle himself: neither is it easy to account for what purpose it could have been fabricated, 

unless it were to impose upon the connoisseurs of miracles, as is sometimes practised upon the 



connoisseurs of Queen Anne’s farthings, and collectors of relics and antiquities; or to render the 

belief of miracles ridiculous, by outdoing miracle, as Don Quixote outdid chivalry; or to 

embarrass the belief of miracles, by making it doubtful by what power, whether of God or of the 

devil, any thing called a miracle was performed. It requires, however, a great deal of faith in the 

devil to believe this miracle. 

In every point of view in which those things called miracles can be placed and considered, the 

reality of them is improbable, and their existence unnecessary. They would not, as before 

observed, answer any useful purpose, even if they were true; for it is more difficult to obtain 

belief to a miracle, than to a principle evidently moral, without any miracle. Moral principle 

speaks universally for itself. Miracle could be but a thing of the moment, and seen but by a few; 

after this it requires a transfer of faith from God to man to believe a miracle upon man’s report. 

Instead, therefore, of admitting the recitals of miracles as evidence of any system of religion 

being true, they ought to be considered as symptoms of its being fabulous. It is necessary to the 

full and upright character of truth that it rejects the crutch; and it is consistent with the character 

of fable to seek the aid that truth rejects. Thus much for Mystery and Miracle. 

As Mystery and Miracle took charge of the past and the present, Prophecy took charge of the 

future, and rounded the tenses of faith. It was not sufficient to know what had been done, but 

what would be done. The supposed prophet was the supposed historian of times to come; and if 

he happened, in shooting with a long bow of a thousand years, to strike within a thousand miles 

of a mark, the ingenuity of posterity could make it point-blank; and if he happened to be directly 

wrong, it was only to suppose, as in the case of Jonah and Nineveh, that God had repented 

himself and changed his mind. What a fool do fabulous systems make of man! 

It has been shewn, in a former part of this work, that the original meaning of the words 

prophet and prophesying has been changed, and that a prophet, in the sense of the word as now 

used, is a creature of modern invention; and it is owing to this change in the meaning of the 

words, that the flights and metaphors of the Jewish poets, and phrases and expressions now 

rendered obscure by our not being acquainted with the local circumstances to which they applied 

at the time they were used, have been erected into prophecies, and made to bend to explanations 

at the will and whimsical conceits of sectaries, expounders, and commentators. Every thing 

unintelligible was prophetical, and every thing insignificant was typical. A blunder would have 

served for a prophecy; and a dish-clout for a type. 

If by a prophet we are to suppose a man to whom the Almighty communicated some event that 

would take place in future, either there were such men, or there were not. If there were, it is 

consistent to believe that the event so communicated would be told in terms that could be 

understood, and not related in such a loose and obscure manner as to be out of the 

comprehension of those that heard it, and so equivocal as to fit almost any circumstance that 

might happen afterwards. It is conceiving very irreverently of the Almighty, to suppose he would 

deal in this jesting manner with mankind; yet all the things called prophecies in the book called 

the Bible come under this description. 

But it is with Prophecy as it is with Miracle. It could not answer the purpose even if it were 

real. Those to whom a prophecy should be told could not tell whether the man prophesied or lied, 

or whether it had been revealed to him, or whether he conceited it; and if the thing that he 

prophesied, or pretended to prophesy, should happen, or some thing like it, among the multitude 

of things that are daily happening, nobody could again know whether he foreknew it, or guessed 

at it, or whether it was accidental. A prophet, therefore, is a character useless and unnecessary; 



and the safe side of the case is to guard against being imposed upon, by not giving credit to such 

relations. 

Upon the whole, Mystery, Miracle, and Prophecy, are appendages that belong to fabulous and 

not to true religion. They are the means by which so many Lo heres! and Lo theres! have been 

spread about the world, and religion been made into a trade. The success of one impostor gave 

encouragement to another, and the quieting salvo of doing some good by keeping up a pious 

fraud protected them from remorse. 

  



RECAPITULATION 

Having now extended the subject to a greater length than I first intended, I shall bring it to a 

close by abstracting a summary from the whole. 

First, That the idea or belief of a word of God existing in print, or in writing, or in speech, is 

inconsistent in itself for the reasons already assigned. These reasons, among many others, are the 

want of an universal language; the mutability of language; the errors to which translations are 

subject, the possibility of totally suppressing such a word; the probability of altering it, or of 

fabricating the whole, and imposing it upon the world. 

Secondly, That the Creation we behold is the real and ever existing word of God, in which we 

cannot be deceived. It proclaimeth his power, it demonstrates his wisdom, it manifests his 

goodness and beneficence. 

Thirdly, That the moral duty of man consists in imitating the moral goodness and beneficence 

of God manifested in the creation towards all his creatures. That seeing as we daily do the 

goodness of God to all men, it is an example calling upon all men to practise the same towards 

each other; and, consequently, that every thing of persecution and revenge between man and 

man, and every thing of cruelty to animals, is a violation of moral duty. 

I trouble not myself about the manner of future existence. I content myself with believing, 

even to positive conviction, that the power that gave me existence is able to continue it, in any 

form and manner he pleases, either with or without this body; and it appears more probable to me 

that I shall continue to exist hereafter than that I should have had existence, as I now have, before 

that existence began. 

It is certain that, in one point, all nations of the earth and all religions agree. All believe in a 

God. The things in which they disgrace are the redundancies annexed to that belief; and 

therefore, if ever an universal religion should prevail, it will not be believing any thing new, but 

in getting rid of redundancies, and believing as man believed at first. [“In the childhood of the 

world,” according to the first (French) version; and the strict translation of the final sentence is: 

“Deism was the religion of Adam, supposing him not an imaginary being; but none the less must 

it be left to all men to follow, as is their right, the religion and worship they prefer.”—Editor.] 

Adam, if ever there was such a man, was created a Deist; but in the mean time, let every man 

follow, as he has a right to do, the religion and worship he prefers. 

  



THE AGE OF REASON - PART II 

PREFACE 

I have mentioned in the former part of The Age of Reason that it had long been my intention 

to publish my thoughts upon Religion; but that I had originally reserved it to a later period in life, 

intending it to be the last work I should undertake. The circumstances, however, which existed in 

France in the latter end of the year 1793, determined me to delay it no longer. The just and 

humane principles of the Revolution which Philosophy had first diffused, had been departed 

from. The Idea, always dangerous to Society as it is derogatory to the Almighty,—that priests 

could forgive sins,—though it seemed to exist no longer, had blunted the feelings of humanity, 

and callously prepared men for the commission of all crimes. The intolerant spirit of church 

persecution had transferred itself into politics; the tribunals, stiled Revolutionary, supplied the 

place of an Inquisition; and the Guillotine of the Stake. I saw many of my most intimate friends 

destroyed; others daily carried to prison; and I had reason to believe, and had also intimations 

given me, that the same danger was approaching myself. 

Under these disadvantages, I began the former part of the Age of Reason; I had, besides, 

neither Bible nor Testament [It must be borne in mind that throughout this work Paine generally 

means by “Bible” only the Old Testament, and speaks of the New as the “Testament.”—Editor.] 

to refer to, though I was writing against both; nor could I procure any; notwithstanding which I 

have produced a work that no Bible Believer, though writing at his ease and with a Library of 

Church Books about him, can refute. Towards the latter end of December of that year, a motion 

was made and carried, to exclude foreigners from the Convention. There were but two, 

Anacharsis Cloots and myself; and I saw I was particularly pointed at by Bourdon de l’Oise, in 

his speech on that motion. 

Conceiving, after this, that I had but a few days of liberty, I sat down and brought the work to 

a close as speedily as possible; and I had not finished it more than six hours, in the state it has 

since appeared, [This is an allusion to the essay which Paine wrote at an earlier part of 1793. See 

Introduction.—Editor.] before a guard came there, about three in the morning, with an order 

signed by the two Committees of Public Safety and Surety General, for putting me in arrestation 

as a foreigner, and conveying me to the prison of the Luxembourg. I contrived, in my way there, 

to call on Joel Barlow, and I put the Manuscript of the work into his hands, as more safe than in 

my possession in prison; and not knowing what might be the fate in France either of the writer or 

the work, I addressed it to the protection of the citizens of the United States. 

It is justice that I say, that the guard who executed this order, and the interpreter to the 

Committee of General Surety, who accompanied them to examine my papers, treated me not 

only with civility, but with respect. The keeper of the ‘Luxembourg, Benoit, a man of good heart, 

shewed to me every friendship in his power, as did also all his family, while he continued in that 

station. He was removed from it, put into arrestation, and carried before the tribunal upon a 

malignant accusation, but acquitted. 

After I had been in Luxembourg about three weeks, the Americans then in Paris went in a 

body to the Convention to reclaim me as their countryman and friend; but were answered by the 

President, Vadier, who was also President of the Committee of Surety General, and had signed 

the order for my arrestation, that I was born in England. [These excited Americans do not seem 

to have understood or reported the most important item in Vadeer’s reply, namely that their 



application was “unofficial,” i.e. not made through or sanctioned by Gouverneur Morris, 

American Minister. For the detailed history of all this see vol. iii.—Editor.] I heard no more, 

after this, from any person out of the walls of the prison, till the fall of Robespierre, on the 9th of 

Thermidor—July 27, 1794. 

About two months before this event, I was seized with a fever that in its progress had every 

symptom of becoming mortal, and from the effects of which I am not recovered. It was then that 

I remembered with renewed satisfaction, and congratulated myself most sincerely, on having 

written the former part of The Age of Reason. I had then but little expectation of surviving, and 

those about me had less. I know therefore by experience the conscientious trial of my own 

principles. 

I was then with three chamber comrades: Joseph Vanheule of Bruges, Charles Bastfni, and 

Michael Robyns of Louvain. The unceasing and anxious attention of these three friends to me, 

by night and day, I remember with gratitude and mention with pleasure. It happened that a 

physician (Dr. Graham) and a surgeon, (Mr. Bond,) part of the suite of General O’Hara, [The 

officer who at Yorktown, Virginia, carried out the sword of Cornwallis for surrender, and 

satirically offered it to Rochambeau instead of Washington. Paine loaned him 300 pounds when 

he (O’Hara) left the prison, the money he had concealed in the lock of his cell-door.—Editor.] 

were then in the Luxembourg: I ask not myself whether it be convenient to them, as men under 

the English Government, that I express to them my thanks; but I should reproach myself if I did 

not; and also to the physician of the Luxembourg, Dr. Markoski. 

I have some reason to believe, because I cannot discover any other, that this illness preserved 

me in existence. Among the papers of Robespierre that were examined and reported upon to the 

Convention by a Committee of Deputies, is a note in the hand writing of Robespierre, in the 

following words: 

“Demander que Thomas Paine soit decrete d’accusation, pour l’interet de l’Amerique autant 

que de la France.” 

[Demand that Thomas Paine be decreed of accusation, for the interest of America, as well as 

of France.] From what cause it was that the intention was not put in execution, I know not, and 

cannot inform myself; and therefore I ascribe it to impossibility, on account of that illness. 

The Convention, to repair as much as lay in their power the injustice I had sustained, invited 

me publickly and unanimously to return into the Convention, and which I accepted, to shew I 

could bear an injury without permitting it to injure my principles or my disposition. It is not 

because right principles have been violated, that they are to be abandoned. 

I have seen, since I have been at liberty, several publications written, some in America, and 

some in England, as answers to the former part of “The Age of Reason.” If the authors of these 

can amuse themselves by so doing, I shall not interrupt them, They may write against the work, 

and against me, as much as they please; they do me more service than they intend, and I can have 

no objection that they write on. They will find, however, by this Second Part, without its being 

written as an answer to them, that they must return to their work, and spin their cobweb over 

again. The first is brushed away by accident. 

They will now find that I have furnished myself with a Bible and Testament; and I can say 

also that I have found them to be much worse books than I had conceived. If I have erred in any 

thing, in the former part of the Age of Reason, it has been by speaking better of some parts than 

they deserved. 



I observe, that all my opponents resort, more or less, to what they call Scripture Evidence and 

Bible authority, to help them out. They are so little masters of the subject, as to confound a 

dispute about authenticity with a dispute about doctrines; I will, however, put them right, that if 

they should be disposed to write any more, they may know how to begin. 

THOMAS PAINE. October, 1795. 

  



CHAPTER I. 

THE OLD TESTAMENT 

It has often been said that any thing may be proved from the Bible; but before any thing can be 

admitted as proved by Bible, the Bible itself must be proved to be true; for if the Bible be not 

true, or the truth of it be doubtful, it ceases to have authority, and cannot be admitted as proof of 

any thing. 

It has been the practice of all Christian commentators on the Bible, and of all Christian priests 

and preachers, to impose the Bible on the world as a mass of truth, and as the word of God; they 

have disputed and wrangled, and have anathematized each other about the supposeable meaning 

of particular parts and passages therein; one has said and insisted that such a passage meant such 

a thing, another that it meant directly the contrary, and a third, that it meant neither one nor the 

other, but something different from both; and this they have called understanding the Bible. 

It has happened, that all the answers that I have seen to the former part of ‘The Age of Reason’ 

have been written by priests: and these pious men, like their predecessors, contend and wrangle, 

and understand the Bible; each understands it differently, but each understands it best; and they 

have agreed in nothing but in telling their readers that Thomas Paine understands it not. 

Now instead of wasting their time, and heating themselves in fractious disputations about 

doctrinal points drawn from the Bible, these men ought to know, and if they do not it is civility 

to inform them, that the first thing to be understood is, whether there is sufficient authority for 

believing the Bible to be the word of God, or whether there is not? 

There are matters in that book, said to be done by the express command of God, that are as 

shocking to humanity, and to every idea we have of moral justice, as any thing done by 

Robespierre, by Carrier, by Joseph le Bon, in France, by the English government in the East 

Indies, or by any other assassin in modern times. When we read in the books ascribed to Moses, 

Joshua, etc., that they (the Israelites) came by stealth upon whole nations of people, who, as the 

history itself shews, had given them no offence; that they put all those nations to the sword; that 

they spared neither age nor infancy; that they utterly destroyed men, women and children; that 

they left not a soul to breathe; expressions that are repeated over and over again in those books, 

and that too with exulting ferocity; are we sure these things are facts? are we sure that the 

Creator of man commissioned those things to be done? Are we sure that the books that tell us so 

were written by his authority? 

It is not the antiquity of a tale that is an evidence of its truth; on the contrary, it is a symptom 

of its being fabulous; for the more ancient any history pretends to be, the more it has the 

resemblance of a fable. The origin of every nation is buried in fabulous tradition, and that of the 

Jews is as much to be suspected as any other. 

To charge the commission of things upon the Almighty, which in their own nature, and by 

every rule of moral justice, are crimes, as all assassination is, and more especially the 

assassination of infants, is matter of serious concern. The Bible tells us, that those assassinations 

were done by the express command of God. To believe therefore the Bible to be true, we must 

unbelieve all our belief in the moral justice of God; for wherein could crying or smiling infants 

offend? And to read the Bible without horror, we must undo every thing that is tender, 

sympathising, and benevolent in the heart of man. Speaking for myself, if I had no other 

evidence that the Bible is fabulous, than the sacrifice I must make to believe it to be true, that 

alone would be sufficient to determine my choice. 



But in addition to all the moral evidence against the Bible, I will, in the progress of this work, 

produce such other evidence as even a priest cannot deny; and show, from that evidence, that the 

Bible is not entitled to credit, as being the word of God. 

But, before I proceed to this examination, I will show wherein the Bible differs from all other 

ancient writings with respect to the nature of the evidence necessary to establish its authenticity; 

and this is the more proper to be done, because the advocates of the Bible, in their answers to the 

former part of ‘The Age of Reason,’ undertake to say, and they put some stress thereon, that the 

authenticity of the Bible is as well established as that of any other ancient book: as if our belief 

of the one could become any rule for our belief of the other. 

I know, however, but of one ancient book that authoritatively challenges universal consent and 

belief, and that is Euclid’s Elements of Geometry; [Euclid, according to chronological history, 

lived three hundred years before Christ, and about one hundred before Archimedes; he was of the 

city of Alexandria, in Egypt.—Author.] and the reason is, because it is a book of self-evident 

demonstration, entirely independent of its author, and of every thing relating to time, place, and 

circumstance. The matters contained in that book would have the same authority they now have, 

had they been written by any other person, or had the work been anonymous, or had the author 

never been known; for the identical certainty of who was the author makes no part of our belief 

of the matters contained in the book. But it is quite otherwise with respect to the books ascribed 

to Moses, to Joshua, to Samuel, etc.: those are books of testimony, and they testify of things 

naturally incredible; and therefore the whole of our belief, as to the authenticity of those books, 

rests, in the first place, upon the certainty that they were written by Moses, Joshua, and Samuel; 

secondly, upon the credit we give to their testimony. We may believe the first, that is, may 

believe the certainty of the authorship, and yet not the testimony; in the same manner that we 

may believe that a certain person gave evidence upon a case, and yet not believe the evidence 

that he gave. But if it should be found that the books ascribed to Moses, Joshua, and Samuel, 

were not written by Moses, Joshua, and Samuel, every part of the authority and authenticity of 

those books is gone at once; for there can be no such thing as forged or invented testimony; 

neither can there be anonymous testimony, more especially as to things naturally incredible; such 

as that of talking with God face to face, or that of the sun and moon standing still at the 

command of a man. 

The greatest part of the other ancient books are works of genius; of which kind are those 

ascribed to Homer, to Plato, to Aristotle, to Demosthenes, to Cicero, etc. Here again the author is 

not an essential in the credit we give to any of those works; for as works of genius they would 

have the same merit they have now, were they anonymous. Nobody believes the Trojan story, as 

related by Homer, to be true; for it is the poet only that is admired, and the merit of the poet will 

remain, though the story be fabulous. But if we disbelieve the matters related by the Bible 

authors (Moses for instance) as we disbelieve the things related by Homer, there remains nothing 

of Moses in our estimation, but an imposter. As to the ancient historians, from Herodotus to 

Tacitus, we credit them as far as they relate things probable and credible, and no further: for if 

we do, we must believe the two miracles which Tacitus relates were performed by Vespasian, 

that of curing a lame man, and a blind man, in just the same manner as the same things are told 

of Jesus Christ by his historians. We must also believe the miracles cited by Josephus, that of the 

sea of Pamphilia opening to let Alexander and his army pass, as is related of the Red Sea in 

Exodus. These miracles are quite as well authenticated as the Bible miracles, and yet we do not 

believe them; consequently the degree of evidence necessary to establish our belief of things 

naturally incredible, whether in the Bible or elsewhere, is far greater than that which obtains our 



belief to natural and probable things; and therefore the advocates for the Bible have no claim to 

our belief of the Bible because that we believe things stated in other ancient writings; since that 

we believe the things stated in those writings no further than they are probable and credible, or 

because they are self-evident, like Euclid; or admire them because they are elegant, like Homer; 

or approve them because they are sedate, like Plato; or judicious, like Aristotle. 

Having premised these things, I proceed to examine the authenticity of the Bible; and I begin 

with what are called the five books of Moses, Genesis, Exodus, Leviticus, Numbers, and 

Deuteronomy. My intention is to shew that those books are spurious, and that Moses is not the 

author of them; and still further, that they were not written in the time of Moses nor till several 

hundred years afterwards; that they are no other than an attempted history of the life of Moses, 

and of the times in which he is said to have lived, and also of the times prior thereto, written by 

some very ignorant and stupid pretenders to authorship, several hundred years after the death of 

Moses; as men now write histories of things that happened, or are supposed to have happened, 

several hundred or several thousand years ago. 

The evidence that I shall produce in this case is from the books themselves; and I will confine 

myself to this evidence only. Were I to refer for proofs to any of the ancient authors, whom the 

advocates of the Bible call prophane authors, they would controvert that authority, as I controvert 

theirs: I will therefore meet them on their own ground, and oppose them with their own weapon, 

the Bible. 

In the first place, there is no affirmative evidence that Moses is the author of those books; and 

that he is the author, is altogether an unfounded opinion, got abroad nobody knows how. The 

style and manner in which those books are written give no room to believe, or even to suppose, 

they were written by Moses; for it is altogether the style and manner of another person speaking 

of Moses. In Exodus, Leviticus and Numbers, (for every thing in Genesis is prior to the times of 

Moses and not the least allusion is made to him therein,) the whole, I say, of these books is in the 

third person; it is always, the Lord said unto Moses, or Moses said unto the Lord; or Moses said 

unto the people, or the people said unto Moses; and this is the style and manner that historians 

use in speaking of the person whose lives and actions they are writing. It may be said, that a man 

may speak of himself in the third person, and, therefore, it may be supposed that Moses did; but 

supposition proves nothing; and if the advocates for the belief that Moses wrote those books 

himself have nothing better to advance than supposition, they may as well be silent. 

But granting the grammatical right, that Moses might speak of himself in the third person, 

because any man might speak of himself in that manner, it cannot be admitted as a fact in those 

books, that it is Moses who speaks, without rendering Moses truly ridiculous and absurd:—for 

example, Numbers xii. 3: “Now the man Moses was very MEEK, above all the men which were 

on the face of the earth.” If Moses said this of himself, instead of being the meekest of men, he 

was one of the most vain and arrogant coxcombs; and the advocates for those books may now 

take which side they please, for both sides are against them: if Moses was not the author, the 

books are without authority; and if he was the author, the author is without credit, because to 

boast of meekness is the reverse of meekness, and is a lie in sentiment. 

In Deuteronomy, the style and manner of writing marks more evidently than in the former 

books that Moses is not the writer. The manner here used is dramatical; the writer opens the 

subject by a short introductory discourse, and then introduces Moses as in the act of speaking, 

and when he has made Moses finish his harrangue, he (the writer) resumes his own part, and 



speaks till he brings Moses forward again, and at last closes the scene with an account of the 

death, funeral, and character of Moses. 

This interchange of speakers occurs four times in this book: from the first verse of the first 

chapter, to the end of the fifth verse, it is the writer who speaks; he then introduces Moses as in 

the act of making his harrangue, and this continues to the end of the 40th verse of the fourth 

chapter; here the writer drops Moses, and speaks historically of what was done in consequence of 

what Moses, when living, is supposed to have said, and which the writer has dramatically 

rehearsed. 

The writer opens the subject again in the first verse of the fifth chapter, though it is only by 

saying that Moses called the people of Israel together; he then introduces Moses as before, and 

continues him as in the act of speaking, to the end of the 26th chapter. He does the same thing at 

the beginning of the 27th chapter; and continues Moses as in the act of speaking, to the end of 

the 28th chapter. At the 29th chapter the writer speaks again through the whole of the first verse, 

and the first line of the second verse, where he introduces Moses for the last time, and continues 

him as in the act of speaking, to the end of the 33d chapter. 

The writer having now finished the rehearsal on the part of Moses, comes forward, and speaks 

through the whole of the last chapter: he begins by telling the reader, that Moses went up to the 

top of Pisgah, that he saw from thence the land which (the writer says) had been promised to 

Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; that he, Moses, died there in the land of Moab, that he buried him in 

a valley in the land of Moab, but that no man knoweth of his sepulchre unto this day, that is unto 

the time in which the writer lived who wrote the book of Deuteronomy. The writer then tells us, 

that Moses was one hundred and ten years of age when he died—that his eye was not dim, nor 

his natural force abated; and he concludes by saying, that there arose not a prophet since in Israel 

like unto Moses, whom, says this anonymous writer, the Lord knew face to face. 

Having thus shewn, as far as grammatical evidence implies, that Moses was not the writer of 

those books, I will, after making a few observations on the inconsistencies of the writer of the 

book of Deuteronomy, proceed to shew, from the historical and chronological evidence 

contained in those books, that Moses was not, because he could not be, the writer of them; and 

consequently, that there is no authority for believing that the inhuman and horrid butcheries of 

men, women, and children, told of in those books, were done, as those books say they were, at 

the command of God. It is a duty incumbent on every true deist, that he vindicates the moral 

justice of God against the calumnies of the Bible. 

The writer of the book of Deuteronomy, whoever he was, for it is an anonymous work, is 

obscure, and also contradictory with himself in the account he has given of Moses. 

After telling that Moses went to the top of Pisgah (and it does not appear from any account 

that he ever came down again) he tells us, that Moses died there in the land of Moab, and that he 

buried him in a valley in the land of Moab; but as there is no antecedent to the pronoun he, there 

is no knowing who he was, that did bury him. If the writer meant that he (God) buried him, how 

should he (the writer) know it? or why should we (the readers) believe him? since we know not 

who the writer was that tells us so, for certainly Moses could not himself tell where he was 

buried. 

The writer also tells us, that no man knoweth where the sepulchre of Moses is unto this day, 

meaning the time in which this writer lived; how then should he know that Moses was buried in a 

valley in the land of Moab? for as the writer lived long after the time of Moses, as is evident 

from his using the expression of unto this day, meaning a great length of time after the death of 



Moses, he certainly was not at his funeral; and on the other hand, it is impossible that Moses 

himself could say that no man knoweth where the sepulchre is unto this day. To make Moses the 

speaker, would be an improvement on the play of a child that hides himself and cries nobody can 

find me; nobody can find Moses. 

This writer has no where told us how he came by the speeches which he has put into the 

mouth of Moses to speak, and therefore we have a right to conclude that he either composed 

them himself, or wrote them from oral tradition. One or other of these is the more probable, since 

he has given, in the fifth chapter, a table of commandments, in which that called the fourth 

commandment is different from the fourth commandment in the twentieth chapter of Exodus. In 

that of Exodus, the reason given for keeping the seventh day is, because (says the 

commandment) God made the heavens and the earth in six days, and rested on the seventh; but in 

that of Deuteronomy, the reason given is, that it was the day on which the children of Israel came 

out of Egypt, and therefore, says this commandment, the Lord thy God commanded thee to keep 

the sabbath-day This makes no mention of the creation, nor that of the coming out of Egypt. 

There are also many things given as laws of Moses in this book, that are not to be found in any of 

the other books; among which is that inhuman and brutal law, xxi. 18, 19, 20, 21, which 

authorizes parents, the father and the mother, to bring their own children to have them stoned to 

death for what it pleased them to call stubbornness.—But priests have always been fond of 

preaching up Deuteronomy, for Deuteronomy preaches up tythes; and it is from this book, xxv. 

4, they have taken the phrase, and applied it to tything, that “thou shalt not muzzle the ox when 

he treadeth Out the corn:” and that this might not escape observation, they have noted it in the 

table of contents at the head of the chapter, though it is only a single verse of less than two lines. 

O priests! priests! ye are willing to be compared to an ox, for the sake of tythes. [An elegant 

pocket edition of Paine’s Theological Works (London. R. Carlile, 1822) has in its title a picture 

of Paine, as a Moses in evening dress, unfolding the two tables of his “Age of Reason” to a 

farmer from whom the Bishop of Llandaff (who replied to this work) has taken a sheaf and a 

lamb which he is carrying to a church at the summit of a well stocked hill.—Editor.]—Though it 

is impossible for us to know identically who the writer of Deuteronomy was, it is not difficult to 

discover him professionally, that he was some Jewish priest, who lived, as I shall shew in the 

course of this work, at least three hundred and fifty years after the time of Moses. 

I come now to speak of the historical and chronological evidence. The chronology that I shall 

use is the Bible chronology; for I mean not to go out of the Bible for evidence of any thing, but 

to make the Bible itself prove historically and chronologically that Moses is not the author of the 

books ascribed to him. It is therefore proper that I inform the readers (such an one at least as may 

not have the opportunity of knowing it) that in the larger Bibles, and also in some smaller ones, 

there is a series of chronology printed in the margin of every page for the purpose of showing 

how long the historical matters stated in each page happened, or are supposed to have happened, 

before Christ, and consequently the distance of time between one historical circumstance and 

another. 

I begin with the book of Genesis.—In Genesis xiv., the writer gives an account of Lot being 

taken prisoner in a battle between the four kings against five, and carried off; and that when the 

account of Lot being taken came to Abraham, that he armed all his household and marched to 

rescue Lot from the captors; and that he pursued them unto Dan. (ver. 14.) 

To shew in what manner this expression of Pursuing them unto Dan applies to the case in 

question, I will refer to two circumstances, the one in America, the other in France. The city now 

called New York, in America, was originally New Amsterdam; and the town in France, lately 



called Havre Marat, was before called Havre-de-Grace. New Amsterdam was changed to New 

York in the year 1664; Havre-de-Grace to Havre Marat in the year 1793. Should, therefore, any 

writing be found, though without date, in which the name of New-York should be mentioned, it 

would be certain evidence that such a writing could not have been written before, and must have 

been written after New Amsterdam was changed to New York, and consequently not till after the 

year 1664, or at least during the course of that year. And in like manner, any dateless writing, 

with the name of Havre Marat, would be certain evidence that such a writing must have been 

written after Havre-de-Grace became Havre Marat, and consequently not till after the year 1793, 

or at least during the course of that year. 

I now come to the application of those cases, and to show that there was no such place as Dan 

till many years after the death of Moses; and consequently, that Moses could not be the writer of 

the book of Genesis, where this account of pursuing them unto Dan is given. 

The place that is called Dan in the Bible was originally a town of the Gentiles, called Laish; 

and when the tribe of Dan seized upon this town, they changed its name to Dan, in 

commemoration of Dan, who was the father of that tribe, and the great grandson of Abraham. 

To establish this in proof, it is necessary to refer from Genesis to chapter xviii. of the book 

called the Book of judges. It is there said (ver. 27) that “they (the Danites) came unto Laish to a 

people that were quiet and secure, and they smote them with the edge of the sword [the Bible is 

filled with murder] and burned the city with fire; and they built a city, (ver. 28,) and dwelt 

therein, and [ver. 29,] they called the name of the city Dan, after the name of Dan, their father; 

howbeit the name of the city was Laish at the first.” 

This account of the Danites taking possession of Laish and changing it to Dan, is placed in the 

book of Judges immediately after the death of Samson. The death of Samson is said to have 

happened B.C. 1120 and that of Moses B.C. 1451; and, therefore, according to the historical 

arrangement, the place was not called Dan till 331 years after the death of Moses. 

There is a striking confusion between the historical and the chronological arrangement in the 

book of judges. The last five chapters, as they stand in the book, 17, 18, 19, 20, 21, are put 

chronologically before all the preceding chapters; they are made to be 28 years before the 16th 

chapter, 266 before the 15th, 245 before the 13th, 195 before the 9th, 90 before the 4th, and 15 

years before the 1st chapter. This shews the uncertain and fabulous state of the Bible. According 

to the chronological arrangement, the taking of Laish, and giving it the name of Dan, is made to 

be twenty years after the death of Joshua, who was the successor of Moses; and by the historical 

order, as it stands in the book, it is made to be 306 years after the death of Joshua, and 331 after 

that of Moses; but they both exclude Moses from being the writer of Genesis, because, according 

to either of the statements, no such a place as Dan existed in the time of Moses; and therefore the 

writer of Genesis must have been some person who lived after the town of Laish had the name of 

Dan; and who that person was nobody knows, and consequently the book of Genesis is 

anonymous, and without authority. 

I come now to state another point of historical and chronological evidence, and to show 

therefrom, as in the preceding case, that Moses is not the author of the book of Genesis. 

In Genesis xxxvi. there is given a genealogy of the sons and descendants of Esau, who are 

called Edomites, and also a list by name of the kings of Edom; in enumerating of which, it is 

said, verse 31, “And these are the kings that reigned in Edom, before there reigned any king over 

the children of Israel.” 



Now, were any dateless writing to be found, in which, speaking of any past events, the writer 

should say, these things happened before there was any Congress in America, or before there 

was any Convention in France, it would be evidence that such writing could not have been 

written before, and could only be written after there was a Congress in America or a Convention 

in France, as the case might be; and, consequently, that it could not be written by any person who 

died before there was a Congress in the one country, or a Convention in the other. 

Nothing is more frequent, as well in history as in conversation, than to refer to a fact in the 

room of a date: it is most natural so to do, because a fact fixes itself in the memory better than a 

date; secondly, because the fact includes the date, and serves to give two ideas at once; and this 

manner of speaking by circumstances implies as positively that the fact alluded to is past, as if it 

was so expressed. When a person in speaking upon any matter, says, it was before I was married, 

or before my son was born, or before I went to America, or before I went to France, it is 

absolutely understood, and intended to be understood, that he has been married, that he has had a 

son, that he has been in America, or been in France. Language does not admit of using this mode 

of expression in any other sense; and whenever such an expression is found anywhere, it can 

only be understood in the sense in which only it could have been used. 

The passage, therefore, that I have quoted—that “these are the kings that reigned in Edom, 

before there reigned any king over the children of Israel,” could only have been written after the 

first king began to reign over them; and consequently that the book of Genesis, so far from 

having been written by Moses, could not have been written till the time of Saul at least. This is 

the positive sense of the passage; but the expression, any king, implies more kings than one, at 

least it implies two, and this will carry it to the time of David; and, if taken in a general sense, it 

carries itself through all times of the Jewish monarchy. 

Had we met with this verse in any part of the Bible that professed to have been written after 

kings began to reign in Israel, it would have been impossible not to have seen the application of 

it. It happens then that this is the case; the two books of Chronicles, which give a history of all 

the kings of Israel, are professedly, as well as in fact, written after the Jewish monarchy began; 

and this verse that I have quoted, and all the remaining verses of Genesis xxxvi. are, word for 

word, In 1 Chronicles i., beginning at the 43d verse. 

It was with consistency that the writer of the Chronicles could say as he has said, 1 Chron. i. 

43, “These are the kings that reigned in Edom, before there reigned any king over the children of 

Israel,” because he was going to give, and has given, a list of the kings that had reigned in Israel; 

but as it is impossible that the same expression could have been used before that period, it is as 

certain as any thing can be proved from historical language, that this part of Genesis is taken 

from Chronicles, and that Genesis is not so old as Chronicles, and probably not so old as the 

book of Homer, or as Æsop’s Fables; admitting Homer to have been, as the tables of chronology 

state, contemporary with David or Solomon, and Æsop to have lived about the end of the Jewish 

monarchy. 

Take away from Genesis the belief that Moses was the author, on which only the strange 

belief that it is the word of God has stood, and there remains nothing of Genesis but an 

anonymous book of stories, fables, and traditionary or invented absurdities, or of downright lies. 

The story of Eve and the serpent, and of Noah and his ark, drops to a level with the Arabian 

Tales, without the merit of being entertaining, and the account of men living to eight and nine 

hundred years becomes as fabulous as the immortality of the giants of the Mythology. 



Besides, the character of Moses, as stated in the Bible, is the most horrid that can be imagined. 

If those accounts be true, he was the wretch that first began and carried on wars on the score or 

on the pretence of religion; and under that mask, or that infatuation, committed the most 

unexampled atrocities that are to be found in the history of any nation. Of which I will state only 

one instance: 

When the Jewish army returned from one of their plundering and murdering excursions, the 

account goes on as follows (Numbers xxxi. 13): “And Moses, and Eleazar the priest, and all the 

princes of the congregation, went forth to meet them without the camp; and Moses was wroth 

with the officers of the host, with the captains over thousands, and captains over hundreds, which 

came from the battle; and Moses said unto them, ‘Have ye saved all the women alive?’ behold, 

these caused the children of Israel, through the counsel of Balaam, to commit trespass against the 

Lord in the matter of Peor, and there was a plague among the congregation of the Lord. Now 

therefore, ‘kill every male among the little ones, and kill every woman that hath known a man by 

lying with him; but all the women-children that have not known a man by lying with him, keep 

alive for Yourselves.’” 

Among the detestable villains that in any period of the world have disgraced the name of man, 

it is impossible to find a greater than Moses, if this account be true. Here is an order to butcher 

the boys, to massacre the mothers, and debauch the daughters. 

Let any mother put herself in the situation of those mothers, one child murdered, another 

destined to violation, and herself in the hands of an executioner: let any daughter put herself in 

the situation of those daughters, destined as a prey to the murderers of a mother and a brother, 

and what will be their feelings? It is in vain that we attempt to impose upon nature, for nature 

will have her course, and the religion that tortures all her social ties is a false religion. 

After this detestable order, follows an account of the plunder taken, and the manner of 

dividing it; and here it is that the profaneings of priestly hypocrisy increases the catalogue of 

crimes. Verse 37, “And the Lord’s tribute of the sheep was six hundred and threescore and 

fifteen; and the beeves were thirty and six thousand, of which the Lord’s tribute was threescore 

and twelve; and the asses were thirty thousand, of which the Lord’s tribute was threescore and 

one; and the persons were sixteen thousand, of which the Lord’s tribute was thirty and two.” In 

short, the matters contained in this chapter, as well as in many other parts of the Bible, are too 

horrid for humanity to read, or for decency to hear; for it appears, from the 35th verse of this 

chapter, that the number of women-children consigned to debauchery by the order of Moses was 

thirty-two thousand. 

People in general know not what wickedness there is in this pretended word of God. Brought 

up in habits of superstition, they take it for granted that the Bible is true, and that it is good; they 

permit themselves not to doubt of it, and they carry the ideas they form of the benevolence of the 

Almighty to the book which they have been taught to believe was written by his authority. Good 

heavens! it is quite another thing, it is a book of lies, wickedness, and blasphemy; for what can 

be greater blasphemy, than to ascribe the wickedness of man to the orders of the Almighty! 

But to return to my subject, that of showing that Moses is not the author of the books ascribed 

to him, and that the Bible is spurious. The two instances I have already given would be 

sufficient, without any additional evidence, to invalidate the authenticity of any book that 

pretended to be four or five hundred years more ancient than the matters it speaks of, refers to, 

them as facts; for in the case of pursuing them unto Dan, and of the kings that reigned over the 

children of Israel; not even the flimsy pretence of prophecy can be pleaded. The expressions are 



in the preter tense, and it would be downright idiotism to say that a man could prophecy in the 

preter tense. 

But there are many other passages scattered throughout those books that unite in the same 

point of evidence. It is said in Exodus, (another of the books ascribed to Moses,) xvi. 35: “And 

the children of Israel did eat manna until they came to a land inhabited; they did eat manna until 

they came unto the borders of the land of Canaan.” 

Whether the children of Israel ate manna or not, or what manna was, or whether it was 

anything more than a kind of fungus or small mushroom, or other vegetable substance common 

to that part of the country, makes no part of my argument; all that I mean to show is, that it is not 

Moses that could write this account, because the account extends itself beyond the life time of 

Moses. Moses, according to the Bible, (but it is such a book of lies and contradictions there is no 

knowing which part to believe, or whether any) died in the wilderness, and never came upon the 

borders of ‘the land of Canaan; and consequently, it could not be he that said what the children 

of Israel did, or what they ate when they came there. This account of eating manna, which they 

tell us was written by Moses, extends itself to the time of Joshua, the successor of Moses, as 

appears by the account given in the book of Joshua, after the children of Israel had passed the 

river Jordan, and came into the borders of the land of Canaan. Joshua, v. 12: “And the manna 

ceased on the morrow, after they had eaten of the old corn of the land; neither had the children of 

Israel manna any more, but they did eat of the fruit of the land of Canaan that year.” 

But a more remarkable instance than this occurs in Deuteronomy; which, while it shows that 

Moses could not be the writer of that book, shows also the fabulous notions that prevailed at that 

time about giants’ In Deuteronomy iii. 11, among the conquests said to be made by Moses, is an 

account of the taking of Og, king of Bashan: “For only Og, king of Bashan, remained of the race 

of giants; behold, his bedstead was a bedstead of iron; is it not in Rabbath of the children of 

Ammon? nine cubits was the length thereof, and four cubits the breadth of it, after the cubit of a 

man.” A cubit is 1 foot 9 888/1000 inches; the length therefore of the bed was 16 feet 4 inches, 

and the breadth 7 feet 4 inches: thus much for this giant’s bed. Now for the historical part, which, 

though the evidence is not so direct and positive as in the former cases, is nevertheless very 

presumable and corroborating evidence, and is better than the best evidence on the contrary side. 

The writer, by way of proving the existence of this giant, refers to his bed, as an ancient relick, 

and says, is it not in Rabbath (or Rabbah) of the children of Ammon? meaning that it is; for such 

is frequently the bible method of affirming a thing. But it could not be Moses that said this, 

because Moses could know nothing about Rabbah, nor of what was in it. Rabbah was not a city 

belonging to this giant king, nor was it one of the cities that Moses took. The knowledge 

therefore that this bed was at Rabbah, and of the particulars of its dimensions, must be referred to 

the time when Rabbah was taken, and this was not till four hundred years after the death of 

Moses; for which, see 2 Sam. xii. 26: “And Joab [David’s general] fought against Rabbah of the 

children of Ammon, and took the royal city,” etc. 

As I am not undertaking to point out all the contradictions in time, place, and circumstance 

that abound in the books ascribed to Moses, and which prove to demonstration that those books 

could not be written by Moses, nor in the time of Moses, I proceed to the book of Joshua, and to 

shew that Joshua is not the author of that book, and that it is anonymous and without authority. 

The evidence I shall produce is contained in the book itself: I will not go out of the Bible for 

proof against the supposed authenticity of the Bible. False testimony is always good against 

itself. 



Joshua, according to Joshua i., was the immediate successor of Moses; he was, moreover, a 

military man, which Moses was not; and he continued as chief of the people of Israel twenty-five 

years; that is, from the time that Moses died, which, according to the Bible chronology, was B.C. 

1451, until B.C. 1426, when, according to the same chronology, Joshua died. If, therefore, we 

find in this book, said to have been written by Joshua, references to facts done after the death of 

Joshua, it is evidence that Joshua could not be the author; and also that the book could not have 

been written till after the time of the latest fact which it records. As to the character of the book, 

it is horrid; it is a military history of rapine and murder, as savage and brutal as those recorded of 

his predecessor in villainy and hypocrisy, Moses; and the blasphemy consists, as in the former 

books, in ascribing those deeds to the orders of the Almighty. 

In the first place, the book of Joshua, as is the case in the preceding books, is written in the 

third person; it is the historian of Joshua that speaks, for it would have been absurd and 

vainglorious that Joshua should say of himself, as is said of him in the last verse of the sixth 

chapter, that “his fame was noised throughout all the country.”—I now come more immediately 

to the proof. 

In Joshua xxiv. 31, it is said “And Israel served the Lord all the days of Joshua, and all the 

days of the elders that over-lived Joshua.” Now, in the name of common sense, can it be Joshua 

that relates what people had done after he was dead? This account must not only have been 

written by some historian that lived after Joshua, but that lived also after the elders that out-lived 

Joshua. 

There are several passages of a general meaning with respect to time, scattered throughout the 

book of Joshua, that carries the time in which the book was written to a distance from the time of 

Joshua, but without marking by exclusion any particular time, as in the passage above quoted. In 

that passage, the time that intervened between the death of Joshua and the death of the elders is 

excluded descriptively and absolutely, and the evidence substantiates that the book could not 

have been written till after the death of the last. 

But though the passages to which I allude, and which I am going to quote, do not designate 

any particular time by exclusion, they imply a time far more distant from the days of Joshua than 

is contained between the death of Joshua and the death of the elders. Such is the passage, x. 14, 

where, after giving an account that the sun stood still upon Gibeon, and the moon in the valley of 

Ajalon, at the command of Joshua, (a tale only fit to amuse children) [NOTE: This tale of the sun 

standing still upon Motint Gibeon, and the moon in the valley of Ajalon, is one of those fables 

that detects itself. Such a circumstance could not have happened without being known all over 

the world. One half would have wondered why the sun did not rise, and the other why it did not 

set; and the tradition of it would be universal; whereas there is not a nation in the world that 

knows anything about it. But why must the moon stand still? What occasion could there be for 

moonlight in the daytime, and that too whilst the sun shined? As a poetical figure, the whole is 

well enough; it is akin to that in the song of Deborah and Barak, The stars in their courses fought 

against Sisera; but it is inferior to the figurative declaration of Mahomet to the persons who came 

to expostulate with him on his goings on, Wert thou, said he, to come to me with the sun in thy 

right hand and the moon in thy left, it should not alter my career. For Joshua to have exceeded 

Mahomet, he should have put the sun and moon, one in each pocket, and carried them as Guy 

Faux carried his dark lanthorn, and taken them out to shine as he might happen to want them. 

The sublime and the ridiculous are often so nearly related that it is difficult to class them 

separately. One step above the sublime makes the ridiculous, and one step above the ridiculous 

makes the sublime again; the account, however, abstracted from the poetical fancy, shews the 



ignorance of Joshua, for he should have commanded the earth to have stood still.—Author.] the 

passage says: “And there was no day like that, before it, nor after it, that the Lord hearkened to 

the voice of a man.” 

The time implied by the expression after it, that is, after that day, being put in comparison with 

all the time that passed before it, must, in order to give any expressive signification to the 

passage, mean a great length of time:—for example, it would have been ridiculous to have said 

so the next day, or the next week, or the next month, or the next year; to give therefore meaning 

to the passage, comparative with the wonder it relates, and the prior time it alludes to, it must 

mean centuries of years; less however than one would be trifling, and less than two would be 

barely admissible. 

A distant, but general time is also expressed in chapter viii.; where, after giving an account of 

the taking the city of Ai, it is said, ver. 28th, “And Joshua burned Ai, and made it an heap for 

ever, a desolation unto this day;” and again, ver. 29, where speaking of the king of Ai, whom 

Joshua had hanged, and buried at the entering of the gate, it is said, “And he raised thereon a 

great heap of stones, which remaineth unto this day,” that is, unto the day or time in which the 

writer of the book of Joshua lived. And again, in chapter x. where, after speaking of the five 

kings whom Joshua had hanged on five trees, and then thrown in a cave, it is said, “And he laid 

great stones on the cave’s mouth, which remain unto this very day.” 

In enumerating the several exploits of Joshua, and of the tribes, and of the places which they 

conquered or attempted, it is said, xv. 63, “As for the Jebusites, the inhabitants of Jerusalem, the 

children of Judah could not drive them out; but the Jebusites dwell with the children of Judah AT 

JERUSALEM unto this day.” The question upon this passage is, At what time did the Jebusites 

and the children of Judah dwell together at Jerusalem? As this matter occurs again in judges i. I 

shall reserve my observations till I come to that part. 

Having thus shewn from the book of Joshua itself, without any auxiliary evidence whatever, 

that Joshua is not the author of that book, and that it is anonymous, and consequently without 

authority, I proceed, as before-mentioned, to the book of Judges. 

The book of Judges is anonymous on the face of it; and, therefore, even the pretence is 

wanting to call it the word of God; it has not so much as a nominal voucher; it is altogether 

fatherless. 

This book begins with the same expression as the book of Joshua. That of Joshua begins, chap 

i. 1, Now after the death of Moses, etc., and this of the Judges begins, Now after the death of 

Joshua, etc. This, and the similarity of stile between the two books, indicate that they are the 

work of the same author; but who he was, is altogether unknown; the only point that the book 

proves is that the author lived long after the time of Joshua; for though it begins as if it followed 

immediately after his death, the second chapter is an epitome or abstract of the whole book, 

which, according to the Bible chronology, extends its history through a space of 306 years; that 

is, from the death of Joshua, B.C. 1426 to the death of Samson, B.C. 1120, and only 25 years 

before Saul went to seek his father’s asses, and was made king. But there is good reason to 

believe, that it was not written till the time of David, at least, and that the book of Joshua was not 

written before the same time. 

In Judges i., the writer, after announcing the death of Joshua, proceeds to tell what happened 

between the children of Judah and the native inhabitants of the land of Canaan. In this statement 

the writer, having abruptly mentioned Jerusalem in the 7th verse, says immediately after, in the 

8th verse, by way of explanation, “Now the children of Judah had fought against Jerusalem, and 



taken it;” consequently this book could not have been written before Jerusalem had been taken. 

The reader will recollect the quotation I have just before made from Joshua xv. 63, where it said 

that the Jebusites dwell with the children of Judah at Jerusalem at this day; meaning the time 

when the book of Joshua was written. 

The evidence I have already produced to prove that the books I have hitherto treated of were 

not written by the persons to whom they are ascribed, nor till many years after their death, if such 

persons ever lived, is already so abundant, that I can afford to admit this passage with less weight 

than I am entitled to draw from it. For the case is, that so far as the Bible can be credited as an 

history, the city of Jerusalem was not taken till the time of David; and consequently, that the 

book of Joshua, and of Judges, were not written till after the commencement of the reign of 

David, which was 370 years after the death of Joshua. 

The name of the city that was afterward called Jerusalem was originally Jebus, or Jebusi, and 

was the capital of the Jebusites. The account of David’s taking this city is given in 2 Samuel, v. 

4, etc.; also in 1 Chron. xiv. 4, etc. There is no mention in any part of the Bible that it was ever 

taken before, nor any account that favours such an opinion. It is not said, either in Samuel or in 

Chronicles, that they “utterly destroyed men, women and children, that they left not a soul to 

breathe,” as is said of their other conquests; and the silence here observed implies that it was 

taken by capitulation; and that the Jebusites, the native inhabitants, continued to live in the place 

after it was taken. The account therefore, given in Joshua, that “the Jebusites dwell with the 

children of Judah” at Jerusalem at this day, corresponds to no other time than after taking the city 

by David. 

Having now shown that every book in the Bible, from Genesis to Judges, is without 

authenticity, I come to the book of Ruth, an idle, bungling story, foolishly told, nobody knows by 

whom, about a strolling country-girl creeping slily to bed to her cousin Boaz. [The text of Ruth 

does not imply the unpleasant sense Paine’s words are likely to convey.—Editor.] Pretty stuff 

indeed to be called the word of God. It is, however, one of the best books in the Bible, for it is 

free from murder and rapine. 

I come next to the two books of Samuel, and to shew that those books were not written by 

Samuel, nor till a great length of time after the death of Samuel; and that they are, like all the 

former books, anonymous, and without authority. 

To be convinced that these books have been written much later than the time of Samuel, and 

consequently not by him, it is only necessary to read the account which the writer gives of Saul 

going to seek his father’s asses, and of his interview with Samuel, of whom Saul went to enquire 

about those lost asses, as foolish people now-a-days go to a conjuror to enquire after lost things. 

The writer, in relating this story of Saul, Samuel, and the asses, does not tell it as a thing that 

had just then happened, but as an ancient story in the time this writer lived; for he tells it in the 

language or terms used at the time that Samuel lived, which obliges the writer to explain the 

story in the terms or language used in the time the writer lived. 

Samuel, in the account given of him in the first of those books, chap. ix. 13 called the seer; 

and it is by this term that Saul enquires after him, ver. 11, “And as they [Saul and his servant] 

went up the hill to the city, they found young maidens going out to draw water; and they said 

unto them, Is the seer here?” Saul then went according to the direction of these maidens, and met 

Samuel without knowing him, and said unto him, ver. 18, “Tell me, I pray thee, where the seer’s 

house is? and Samuel answered Saul, and said, I am the seer.” 



As the writer of the book of Samuel relates these questions and answers, in the language or 

manner of speaking used in the time they are said to have been spoken, and as that manner of 

speaking was out of use when this author wrote, he found it necessary, in order to make the story 

understood, to explain the terms in which these questions and answers are spoken; and he does 

this in the 9th verse, where he says, “Before-time in Israel, when a man went to enquire of God, 

thus he spake, Come let us go to the seer; for he that is now called a prophet, was before-time 

called a seer.” This proves, as I have before said, that this story of Saul, Samuel, and the asses, 

was an ancient story at the time the book of Samuel was written, and consequently that Samuel 

did not write it, and that the book is without authenticity. 

But if we go further into those books the evidence is still more positive that Samuel is not the 

writer of them; for they relate things that did not happen till several years after the death of 

Samuel. Samuel died before Saul; for i Samuel, xxviii. tells, that Saul and the witch of Endor 

conjured Samuel up after he was dead; yet the history of matters contained in those books is 

extended through the remaining part of Saul’s life, and to the latter end of the life of David, who 

succeeded Saul. The account of the death and burial of Samuel (a thing which he could not write 

himself) is related in i Samuel xxv.; and the chronology affixed to this chapter makes this to be 

B.C. 1060; yet the history of this first book is brought down to B.C. 1056, that is, to the death of 

Saul, which was not till four years after the death of Samuel. 

The second book of Samuel begins with an account of things that did not happen till four years 

after Samuel was dead; for it begins with the reign of David, who succeeded Saul, and it goes on 

to the end of David’s reign, which was forty-three years after the death of Samuel; and, 

therefore, the books are in themselves positive evidence that they were not written by Samuel. 

I have now gone through all the books in the first part of the Bible, to which the names of 

persons are affixed, as being the authors of those books, and which the church, styling itself the 

Christian church, have imposed upon the world as the writings of Moses, Joshua and Samuel; 

and I have detected and proved the falsehood of this imposition.—And now ye priests, of every 

description, who have preached and written against the former part of the ‘Age of Reason,’ what 

have ye to say? Will ye with all this mass of evidence against you, and staring you in the face, 

still have the assurance to march into your pulpits, and continue to impose these books on your 

congregations, as the works of inspired penmen and the word of God? when it is as evident as 

demonstration can make truth appear, that the persons who ye say are the authors, are not the 

authors, and that ye know not who the authors are. What shadow of pretence have ye now to 

produce for continuing the blasphemous fraud? What have ye still to offer against the pure and 

moral religion of deism, in support of your system of falsehood, idolatry, and pretended 

revelation? Had the cruel and murdering orders, with which the Bible is filled, and the 

numberless torturing executions of men, women, and children, in consequence of those orders, 

been ascribed to some friend, whose memory you revered, you would have glowed with 

satisfaction at detecting the falsehood of the charge, and gloried in defending his injured fame. It 

is because ye are sunk in the cruelty of superstition, or feel no interest in the honour of your 

Creator, that ye listen to the horrid tales of the Bible, or hear them with callous indifference. The 

evidence I have produced, and shall still produce in the course of this work, to prove that the 

Bible is without authority, will, whilst it wounds the stubbornness of a priest, relieve and 

tranquillize the minds of millions: it will free them from all those hard thoughts of the Almighty 

which priestcraft and the Bible had infused into their minds, and which stood in everlasting 

opposition to all their ideas of his moral justice and benevolence. 



I come now to the two books of Kings, and the two books of Chronicles.—Those books are 

altogether historical, and are chiefly confined to the lives and actions of the Jewish kings, who in 

general were a parcel of rascals: but these are matters with which we have no more concern than 

we have with the Roman emperors, or Homer’s account of the Trojan war. Besides which, as 

those books are anonymous, and as we know nothing of the writer, or of his character, it is 

impossible for us to know what degree of credit to give to the matters related therein. Like all 

other ancient histories, they appear to be a jumble of fable and of fact, and of probable and of 

improbable things, but which distance of time and place, and change of circumstances in the 

world, have rendered obsolete and uninteresting. 

The chief use I shall make of those books will be that of comparing them with each other, and 

with other parts of the Bible, to show the confusion, contradiction, and cruelty in this pretended 

word of God. 

The first book of Kings begins with the reign of Solomon, which, according to the Bible 

chronology, was B.C. 1015; and the second book ends B.C. 588, being a little after the reign of 

Zedekiah, whom Nebuchadnezzar, after taking Jerusalem and conquering the Jews, carried 

captive to Babylon. The two books include a space of 427 years. 

The two books of Chronicles are an history of the same times, and in general of the same 

persons, by another author; for it would be absurd to suppose that the same author wrote the 

history twice over. The first book of Chronicles (after giving the genealogy from Adam to Saul, 

which takes up the first nine chapters) begins with the reign of David; and the last book ends, as 

in the last book of Kings, soon, after the reign of Zedekiah, about B.C. 588. The last two verses 

of the last chapter bring the history 52 years more forward, that is, to 536. But these verses do 

not belong to the book, as I shall show when I come to speak of the book of Ezra. 

The two books of Kings, besides the history of Saul, David, and Solomon, who reigned over 

all Israel, contain an abstract of the lives of seventeen kings, and one queen, who are stiled kings 

of Judah; and of nineteen, who are stiled kings of Israel; for the Jewish nation, immediately on 

the death of Solomon, split into two parties, who chose separate kings, and who carried on most 

rancorous wars against each other. 

These two books are little more than a history of assassinations, treachery, and wars. The 

cruelties that the Jews had accustomed themselves to practise on the Canaanites, whose country 

they had savagely invaded, under a pretended gift from God, they afterwards practised as 

furiously on each other. Scarcely half their kings died a natural death, and in some instances 

whole families were destroyed to secure possession to the successor, who, after a few years, and 

sometimes only a few months, or less, shared the same fate. In 2 Kings x., an account is given of 

two baskets full of children’s heads, seventy in number, being exposed at the entrance of the city; 

they were the children of Ahab, and were murdered by the orders of Jehu, whom Elisha, the 

pretended man of God, had anointed to be king over Israel, on purpose to commit this bloody 

deed, and assassinate his predecessor. And in the account of the reign of Menahem, one of the 

kings of Israel who had murdered Shallum, who had reigned but one month, it is said, 2 Kings 

xv. 16, that Menahem smote the city of Tiphsah, because they opened not the city to him, and all 

the women therein that were with child he ripped up. 

Could we permit ourselves to suppose that the Almighty would distinguish any nation of 

people by the name of his chosen people, we must suppose that people to have been an example 

to all the rest of the world of the purest piety and humanity, and not such a nation of ruffians and 

cut-throats as the ancient Jews were,—a people who, corrupted by and copying after such 



monsters and imposters as Moses and Aaron, Joshua, Samuel, and David, had distinguished 

themselves above all others on the face of the known earth for barbarity and wickedness. If we 

will not stubbornly shut our eyes and steel our hearts it is impossible not to see, in spite of all 

that long-established superstition imposes upon the mind, that the flattering appellation of his 

chosen people is no other than a LIE which the priests and leaders of the Jews had invented to 

cover the baseness of their own characters; and which Christian priests sometimes as corrupt, 

and often as cruel, have professed to believe. 

The two books of Chronicles are a repetition of the same crimes; but the history is broken in 

several places, by the author leaving out the reign of some of their kings; and in this, as well as in 

that of Kings, there is such a frequent transition from kings of Judah to kings of Israel, and from 

kings of Israel to kings of Judah, that the narrative is obscure in the reading. In the same book the 

history sometimes contradicts itself: for example, in 2 Kings, i. 17, we are told, but in rather 

ambiguous terms, that after the death of Ahaziah, king of Israel, Jehoram, or Joram, (who was of 

the house of Ahab), reigned in his stead in the second Year of Jehoram, or Joram, son of 

Jehoshaphat, king of Judah; and in viii. 16, of the same book, it is said, “And in the fifth year of 

Joram, the son of Ahab, king of Israel, Jehoshaphat being then king of Judah, Jehoram, the son of 

Jehoshaphat king of judah, began to reign.” That is, one chapter says Joram of Judah began to 

reign in the second year of Joram of Israel; and the other chapter says, that Joram of Israel began 

to reign in the fifth year of Joram of Judah. 

Several of the most extraordinary matters related in one history, as having happened during 

the reign of such or such of their kings, are not to be found in the other, in relating the reign of 

the same king: for example, the two first rival kings, after the death of Solomon, were Rehoboam 

and Jeroboam; and in i Kings xii. and xiii. an account is given of Jeroboam making an offering of 

burnt incense, and that a man, who is there called a man of God, cried out against the altar (xiii. 

2): “O altar, altar! thus saith the Lord: Behold, a child shall be born unto the house of David, 

Josiah by name, and upon thee shall he offer the priests of the high places that burn incense upon 

thee, and men’s bones shall be burned upon thee.” Verse 4: “And it came to pass, when king 

Jeroboam heard the saying of the man of God, which had cried against the altar in Bethel, that he 

put forth his hand from the altar, saying, Lay hold on him; and his hand which he put out against 

him dried up so that he could not pull it again to him.” 

One would think that such an extraordinary case as this, (which is spoken of as a judgement,) 

happening to the chief of one of the parties, and that at the first moment of the separation of the 

Israelites into two nations, would, if it,. had been true, have been recorded in both histories. But 

though men, in later times, have believed all that the prophets have said unto them, it does appear 

that those prophets, or historians, disbelieved each other: they knew each other too well. 

A long account also is given in Kings about Elijah. It runs through several chapters, and 

concludes with telling, 2 Kings ii. 11, “And it came to pass, as they (Elijah and Elisha) still went 

on, and talked, that, behold, there appeared a chariot of fire and horses of fire, and parted them 

both asunder, and Elijah went up by a whirlwind into heaven.” Hum! this the author of 

Chronicles, miraculous as the story is, makes no mention of, though he mentions Elijah by name; 

neither does he say anything of the story related in the second chapter of the same book of Kings, 

of a parcel of children calling Elisha bald head; and that this man of God (ver. 24) “turned back, 

and looked upon them, and cursed them in the name of the Lord; and there came forth two she-

bears out of the wood, and tare forty and two children of them.” He also passes over in silence 

the story told, 2 Kings xiii., that when they were burying a man in the sepulchre where Elisha 

had been buried, it happened that the dead man, as they were letting him down, (ver. 21) 



“touched the bones of Elisha, and he (the dead man) revived, and stood up on his feet.” The story 

does not tell us whether they buried the man, notwithstanding he revived and stood upon his feet, 

or drew him up again. Upon all these stories the writer of the Chronicles is as silent as any writer 

of the present day, who did not chose to be accused of lying, or at least of romancing, would be 

about stories of the same kind. 

But, however these two historians may differ from each other with respect to the tales related 

by either, they are silent alike with respect to those men styled prophets whose writings fill up 

the latter part of the Bible. Isaiah, who lived in the time of Hezekiab, is mentioned in Kings, and 

again in Chronicles, when these histories are speaking of that reign; but except in one or two 

instances at most, and those very slightly, none of the rest are so much as spoken of, or even their 

existence hinted at; though, according to the Bible chronology, they lived within the time those 

histories were written; and some of them long before. If those prophets, as they are called, were 

men of such importance in their day, as the compilers of the Bible, and priests and commentators 

have since represented them to be, how can it be accounted for that not one of those histories 

should say anything about them? 

The history in the books of Kings and of Chronicles is brought forward, as I have already said, 

to the year B.C. 588; it will, therefore, be proper to examine which of these prophets lived before 

that period. 

Here follows a table of all the prophets, with the times in which they lived before Christ, 

according to the chronology affixed to the first chapter of each of the books of the prophets; and 

also of the number of years they lived before the books of Kings and Chronicles were written: 

TABLE of the Prophets, with the time in which they lived before Christ, 

and also before the books of Kings and Chronicles were written: 

 

                      Years     Years before 

       NAMES.         before     Kings and     Observations. 

                      Christ.   Chronicles. 

 

  Isaiah............... 760      172            mentioned. 

 

 

                                                (mentioned only in 

  Jeremiah............. 629       41            the last [two] chapters 

                                                of Chronicles. 

 

  Ezekiel.............. 595        7            not mentioned. 

 

  Daniel............... 607       19            not mentioned. 

 

  Hosea................ 785       97            not mentioned. 

 

  Joel................. 800      212            not mentioned. 

 

  Amos................. 789      199            not mentioned. 

 

  Obadiah.............. 789      199            not mentioned. 



 

  Jonah................ 862      274            see the note. 

 

  Micah................ 750      162            not mentioned. 

 

  Nahum................ 713      125            not mentioned. 

 

  Habakkuk............. 620       38            not mentioned. 

 

  Zepbaniah............ 630       42            not mentioned. 

Haggai Zechariah all three after the year 588 Medachi [NOTE In 2 Kings xiv. 25, the name of 

Jonah is mentioned on account of the restoration of a tract of land by Jeroboam; but nothing 

further is said of him, nor is any allusion made to the book of Jonah, nor to his expedition to 

Nineveh, nor to his encounter with the whale.—Author.] 

This table is either not very honourable for the Bible historians, or not very honourable for the 

Bible prophets; and I leave to priests and commentators, who are very learned in little things, to 

settle the point of etiquette between the two; and to assign a reason, why the authors of Kings 

and of Chronicles have treated those prophets, whom, in the former part of the ‘Age of Reason,’ 

I have considered as poets, with as much degrading silence as any historian of the present day 

would treat Peter Pindar. 

I have one more observation to make on the book of Chronicles; after which I shall pass on to 

review the remaining books of the Bible. 

In my observations on the book of Genesis, I have quoted a passage from xxxvi. 31, which 

evidently refers to a time, after that kings began to reign over the children of Israel; and I have 

shown that as this verse is verbatim the same as in 1 Chronicles i. 43, where it stands consistently 

with the order of history, which in Genesis it does not, that the verse in Genesis, and a great part 

of the 36th chapter, have been taken from Chronicles; and that the book of Genesis, though it is 

placed first in the Bible, and ascribed to Moses, has been manufactured by some unknown 

person, after the book of Chronicles was written, which was not until at least eight hundred and 

sixty years after the time of Moses. 

The evidence I proceed by to substantiate this, is regular, and has in it but two stages. First, as 

I have already stated, that the passage in Genesis refers itself for time to Chronicles; secondly, 

that the book of Chronicles, to which this passage refers itself, was not begun to be written until 

at least eight hundred and sixty years after the time of Moses. To prove this, we have only to 

look into 1 Chronicles iii. 15, where the writer, in giving the genealogy of the descendants of 

David, mentions Zedekiah; and it was in the time of Zedekiah that Nebuchadnezzar conquered 

Jerusalem, B.C. 588, and consequently more than 860 years after Moses. Those who have 

superstitiously boasted of the antiquity of the Bible, and particularly of the books ascribed to 

Moses, have done it without examination, and without any other authority than that of one 

credulous man telling it to another: for, so far as historical and chronological evidence applies, 

the very first book in the Bible is not so ancient as the book of Homer, by more than three 

hundred years, and is about the same age with Æsop’s Fables. 

I am not contending for the morality of Homer; on the contrary, I think it a book of false glory, 

and tending to inspire immoral and mischievous notions of honour; and with respect to Æsop, 



though the moral is in general just, the fable is often cruel; and the cruelty of the fable does more 

injury to the heart, especially in a child, than the moral does good to the judgment. 

Having now dismissed Kings and Chronicles, I come to the next in course, the book of Ezra. 

As one proof, among others I shall produce to shew the disorder in which this pretended word 

of God, the Bible, has been put together, and the uncertainty of who the authors were, we have 

only to look at the first three verses in Ezra, and the last two in 2 Chronicles; for by what kind of 

cutting and shuffling has it been that the first three verses in Ezra should be the last two verses in 

2 Chronicles, or that the last two in 2 Chronicles should be the first three in Ezra? Either the 

authors did not know their own works or the compilers did not know the authors. 

Last Two Verses of 2 Chronicles. 

Ver. 22. Now in the first year of Cyrus, King of Persia, that the word of the Lord, spoken by 

the mouth of Jeremiah, might be accomplished, the Lord stirred up the spirit of Cyrus, king of 

Persia, that he made a proclamation throughout all his kingdom, and put it also in writing, 

saying. 

earth hath the Lord God of heaven given me; and he hath charged me to build him an house in 

Jerusalem which is in Judah. Who is there among you of all his people? the Lord his God be with 

him, and let him go up. *** 

First Three Verses of Ezra. 

Ver. 1. Now in the first year of Cyrus, king of Persia, that the word of the Lord, by the mouth 

of Jeremiah, might be fulfilled, the Lord stirred up the spirit of Cyrus, king of Persia, that he 

made a proclamation throughout all his kingdom, and put it also in writing, saying. 

2. Thus saith Cyrus, king of Persia, The Lord God of heaven hath given me all the kingdoms 

of the earth; and he hath charged me to build him an house at Jerusalem, which is in Judah. 

3. Who is there among you of all his people? his God be with him, and let him go up to 

Jerusalem, which is in Judah, and build the house of the Lord God of Israel (he is the God) which 

is in Jerusalem. 

*** The last verse in Chronicles is broken abruptly, and ends in the middle of the phrase with 

the word ‘up’ without signifying to what place. This abrupt break, and the appearance of the 

same verses in different books, show as I have already said, the disorder and ignorance in which 

the Bible has been put together, and that the compilers of it had no authority for what they were 

doing, nor we any authority for believing what they have done. [NOTE I observed, as I passed 

along, several broken and senseless passages in the Bible, without thinking them of consequence 

enough to be introduced in the body of the work; such as that, 1 Samuel xiii. 1, where it is said, 

“Saul reigned one year; and when he had reigned two years over Israel, Saul chose him three 

thousand men,” &c. The first part of the verse, that Saul reigned one year has no sense, since it 

does not tell us what Saul did, nor say any thing of what happened at the end of that one year; 

and it is, besides, mere absurdity to say he reigned one year, when the very next phrase says he 

had reigned two for if he had reigned two, it was impossible not to have reigned one. 

Another instance occurs in Joshua v. where the writer tells us a story of an angel (for such the 

table of contents at the head of the chapter calls him) appearing unto Joshua; and the story ends 

abruptly, and without any conclusion. The story is as follows:—Ver. 13. “And it came to pass, 

when Joshua was by Jericho, that he lifted up his eyes and looked, and behold there stood a man 

over against him with his sword drawn in his hand; and Joshua went unto him and said unto him, 

Art thou for us, or for our adversaries?” Verse 14, “And he said, Nay; but as captain of the host 



of the Lord am I now come. And Joshua fell on his face to the earth, and did worship and said 

unto him, What saith my Lord unto his servant?” Verse 15, “And the captain of the Lord’s host 

said unto Joshua, Loose thy shoe from off thy foot; for the place whereon thou standeth is holy. 

And Joshua did so.”—And what then? nothing: for here the story ends, and the chapter too. 

Either this story is broken off in the middle, or it is a story told by some Jewish humourist in 

ridicule of Joshua’s pretended mission from God, and the compilers of the Bible, not perceiving 

the design of the story, have told it as a serious matter. As a story of humour and ridicule it has a 

great deal of point; for it pompously introduces an angel in the figure of a man, with a drawn 

sword in his hand, before whom Joshua falls on his face to the earth, and worships (which is 

contrary to their second commandment;) and then, this most important embassy from heaven 

ends in telling Joshua to pull off his shoe. It might as well have told him to pull up his breeches. 

It is certain, however, that the Jews did not credit every thing their leaders told them, as 

appears from the cavalier manner in which they speak of Moses, when he was gone into the 

mount. As for this Moses, say they, we wot not what is become of him. Exod. xxxii. 1.—Author. 

The only thing that has any appearance of certainty in the book of Ezra is the time in which it 

was written, which was immediately after the return of the Jews from the Babylonian captivity, 

about B.C. 536. Ezra (who, according to the Jewish commentators, is the same person as is 

called Esdras in the Apocrypha) was one of the persons who returned, and who, it is probable, 

wrote the account of that affair. Nebemiah, whose book follows next to Ezra, was another of the 

returned persons; and who, it is also probable, wrote the account of the same affair, in the book 

that bears his name. But those accounts are nothing to us, nor to any other person, unless it be to 

the Jews, as a part of the history of their nation; and there is just as much of the word of God in 

those books as there is in any of the histories of France, or Rapin’s history of England, or the 

history of any other country. 

But even in matters of historical record, neither of those writers are to be depended upon. In 

Ezra ii., the writer gives a list of the tribes and families, and of the precise number of souls of 

each, that returned from Babylon to Jerusalem; and this enrolment of the persons so returned 

appears to have been one of the principal objects for writing the book; but in this there is an error 

that destroys the intention of the undertaking. 

The writer begins his enrolment in the following manner (ii. 3): “The children of Parosh, two 

thousand one hundred seventy and four.” Ver. 4, “The children of Shephatiah, three hundred 

seventy and two.” And in this manner he proceeds through all the families; and in the 64th verse, 

he makes a total, and says, the whole congregation together was forty and two thousand three 

hundred and threescore. 

But whoever will take the trouble of casting up the several particulars, will find that the total is 

but 29,818; so that the error is 12,542. What certainty then can there be in the Bible for any 

thing? 

[Here Mr. Paine includes the long list of numbers from the Bible of all the children listed and 

the total thereof. This can be had directly from the Bible.] 

Nehemiah, in like manner, gives a list of the returned families, and of the number of each 

family. He begins as in Ezra, by saying (vii. 8): “The children of Parosh, two thousand three 

hundred and seventy-two;” and so on through all the families. (The list differs in several of the 

particulars from that of Ezra.) In ver. 66, Nehemiah makes a total, and says, as Ezra had said, 

“The whole congregation together was forty and two thousand three hundred and threescore.” 

But the particulars of this list make a total but of 31,089, so that the error here is 11,271. These 



writers may do well enough for Bible-makers, but not for any thing where truth and exactness is 

necessary. 

The next book in course is the book of Esther. If Madam Esther thought it any honour to offer 

herself as a kept mistress to Ahasuerus, or as a rival to Queen Vashti, who had refused to come 

to a drunken king in the midst of a drunken company, to be made a show of, (for the account 

says, they had been drinking seven days, and were merry,) let Esther and Mordecai look to that, 

it is no business of ours, at least it is none of mine; besides which, the story has a great deal the 

appearance of being fabulous, and is also anonymous. I pass on to the book of Job. 

The book of Job differs in character from all the books we have hitherto passed over. 

Treachery and murder make no part of this book; it is the meditations of a mind strongly 

impressed with the vicissitudes of human life, and by turns sinking under, and struggling against 

the pressure. It is a highly wrought composition, between willing submission and involuntary 

discontent; and shows man, as he sometimes is, more disposed to be resigned than he is capable 

of being. Patience has but a small share in the character of the person of whom the book treats; 

on the contrary, his grief is often impetuous; but he still endeavours to keep a guard upon it, and 

seems determined, in the midst of accumulating ills, to impose upon himself the hard duty of 

contentment. 

I have spoken in a respectful manner of the book of Job in the former part of the ‘Age of 

Reason,’ but without knowing at that time what I have learned since; which is, that from all the 

evidence that can be collected, the book of Job does not belong to the Bible. 

I have seen the opinion of two Hebrew commentators, Abenezra and Spinoza, upon this 

subject; they both say that the book of Job carries no internal evidence of being an Hebrew book; 

that the genius of the composition, and the drama of the piece, are not Hebrew; that it has been 

translated from another language into Hebrew, and that the author of the book was a Gentile; that 

the character represented under the name of Satan (which is the first and only time this name is 

mentioned in the Bible) [In a later work Paine notes that in “the Bible” (by which he always 

means the Old Testament alone) the word Satan occurs also in 1 Chron. xxi. 1, and remarks that 

the action there ascribed to Satan is in 2 Sam. xxiv. 1, attributed to Jehovah (“Essay on 

Dreams”). In these places, however, and in Ps. cix. 6, Satan means “adversary,” and is so 

translated (A.S. version) in 2 Sam. xix. 22, and 1 Kings v. 4, xi. 25. As a proper name, with the 

article, Satan appears in the Old Testament only in Job and in Zech. iii. 1, 2. But the authenticity 

of the passage in Zechariah has been questioned, and it may be that in finding the proper name of 

Satan in Job alone, Paine was following some opinion met with in one of the authorities whose 

comments are condensed in his paragraph.—Editor.] does not correspond to any Hebrew idea; 

and that the two convocations which the Deity is supposed to have made of those whom the 

poem calls sons of God, and the familiarity which this supposed Satan is stated to have with the 

Deity, are in the same case. 

It may also be observed, that the book shows itself to be the production of a mind cultivated in 

science, which the Jews, so far from being famous for, were very ignorant of. The allusions to 

objects of natural philosophy are frequent and strong, and are of a different cast to any thing in 

the books known to be Hebrew. The astronomical names, Pleiades, Orion, and Arcturus, are 

Greek and not Hebrew names, and it does not appear from any thing that is to be found in the 

Bible that the Jews knew any thing of astronomy, or that they studied it, they had no translation 

of those names into their own language, but adopted the names as they found them in the poem. 

[Paine’s Jewish critic, David Levi, fastened on this slip (“Defence of the Old Testament,” 1797, 



p. 152). In the original the names are Ash (Arcturus), Kesil’ (Orion), Kimah’ (Pleiades), though 

the identifications of the constellations in the A.S.V. have been questioned.—Editor.] 

That the Jews did translate the literary productions of the Gentile nations into the Hebrew 

language, and mix them with their own, is not a matter of doubt; Proverbs xxxi. i, is an evidence 

of this: it is there said, The word of king Lemuel, the prophecy which his mother taught him. 

This verse stands as a preface to the proverbs that follow, and which are not the proverbs of 

Solomon, but of Lemuel; and this Lemuel was not one of the kings of Israel, nor of Judah, but of 

some other country, and consequently a Gentile. The Jews however have adopted his proverbs; 

and as they cannot give any account who the author of the book of Job was, nor how they came 

by the book, and as it differs in character from the Hebrew writings, and stands totally 

unconnected with every other book and chapter in the Bible before it and after it, it has all the 

circumstantial evidence of being originally a book of the Gentiles. [The prayer known by the 

name of Agur’s Prayer, in Proverbs xxx.,—immediately preceding the proverbs of Lemuel,—and 

which is the only sensible, well-conceived, and well-expressed prayer in the Bible, has much the 

appearance of being a prayer taken from the Gentiles. The name of Agur occurs on no other 

occasion than this; and he is introduced, together with the prayer ascribed to him, in the same 

manner, and nearly in the same words, that Lemuel and his proverbs are introduced in the 

chapter that follows. The first verse says, “The words of Agur, the son of Jakeh, even the 

prophecy:” here the word prophecy is used with the same application it has in the following 

chapter of Lemuel, unconnected with anything of prediction. The prayer of Agur is in the 8th and 

9th verses, “Remove far from me vanity and lies; give me neither riches nor poverty, but feed me 

with food convenient for me; lest I be full and deny thee and say, Who is the Lord? or lest I be 

poor and steal, and take the name of my God in vain.” This has not any of the marks of being a 

Jewish prayer, for the Jews never prayed but when they were in trouble, and never for anything 

but victory, vengeance, or riches.—Author. (Prov. xxx. 1, and xxxi. 1) the word “prophecy” in 

these verses is translated “oracle” or “burden” (marg.) in the revised version.—The prayer of 

Agur was quoted by Paine in his plea for the officers of Excise, 1772.—Editor.] 

The Bible-makers, and those regulators of time, the Bible chronologists, appear to have been 

at a loss where to place and how to dispose of the book of Job; for it contains no one historical 

circumstance, nor allusion to any, that might serve to determine its place in the Bible. But it 

would not have answered the purpose of these men to have informed the world of their 

ignorance; and, therefore, they have affixed it to the aera of B.C. 1520, which is during the time 

the Israelites were in Egypt, and for which they have just as much authority and no more than I 

should have for saying it was a thousand years before that period. The probability however is, 

that it is older than any book in the Bible; and it is the only one that can be read without 

indignation or disgust. 

We know nothing of what the ancient Gentile world (as it is called) was before the time of the 

Jews, whose practice has been to calumniate and blacken the character of all other nations; and it 

is from the Jewish accounts that we have learned to call them heathens. But, as far as we know to 

the contrary, they were a just and moral people, and not addicted, like the Jews, to cruelty and 

revenge, but of whose profession of faith we are unacquainted. It appears to have been their 

custom to personify both virtue and vice by statues and images, as is done now-a-days both by 

statuary and by painting; but it does not follow from this that they worshipped them any more 

than we do.—I pass on to the book of, 

Psalms, of which it is not necessary to make much observation. Some of them are moral, and 

others are very revengeful; and the greater part relates to certain local circumstances of the 



Jewish nation at the time they were written, with which we have nothing to do. It is, however, an 

error or an imposition to call them the Psalms of David; they are a collection, as song-books are 

now-a-days, from different song-writers, who lived at different times. The 137th Psalm could not 

have been written till more than 400 years after the time of David, because it is written in 

commemoration of an event, the captivity of the Jews in Babylon, which did not happen till that 

distance of time. “By the rivers of Babylon we sat down; yea, we wept when we remembered 

Zion. We hanged our harps upon the willows, in the midst thereof; for there they that carried us 

away captive required of us a song, saying, sing us one of the songs of Zion.” As a man would 

say to an American, or to a Frenchman, or to an Englishman, sing us one of your American 

songs, or your French songs, or your English songs. This remark, with respect to the time this 

psalm was written, is of no other use than to show (among others already mentioned) the general 

imposition the world has been under with respect to the authors of the Bible. No regard has been 

paid to time, place, and circumstance; and the names of persons have been affixed to the several 

books which it was as impossible they should write, as that a man should walk in procession at 

his own funeral. 

The Book of Proverbs. These, like the Psalms, are a collection, and that from authors 

belonging to other nations than those of the Jewish nation, as I have shewn in the observations 

upon the book of Job; besides which, some of the Proverbs ascribed to Solomon did not appear 

till two hundred and fifty years after the death of Solomon; for it is said in xxv. i, “These are also 

proverbs of Solomon which the men of Hezekiah, king of Judah, copied out.” It was two hundred 

and fifty years from the time of Solomon to the time of Hezekiah. When a man is famous and his 

name is abroad he is made the putative father of things he never said or did; and this, most 

probably, has been the case with Solomon. It appears to have been the fashion of that day to 

make proverbs, as it is now to make jest-books, and father them upon those who never saw them. 

[A “Tom Paine’s Jest Book” had appeared in London with little or nothing of Paine in it.—

Editor.] 

The book of Ecclesiastes, or the Preacher, is also ascribed to Solomon, and that with much 

reason, if not with truth. It is written as the solitary reflections of a worn-out debauchee, such as 

Solomon was, who looking back on scenes he can no longer enjoy, cries out All is Vanity! A 

great deal of the metaphor and of the sentiment is obscure, most probably by translation; but 

enough is left to show they were strongly pointed in the original. [Those that look out of the 

window shall be darkened, is an obscure figure in translation for loss of sight.—Author.] From 

what is transmitted to us of the character of Solomon, he was witty, ostentatious, dissolute, and at 

last melancholy. He lived fast, and died, tired of the world, at the age of fifty-eight years. 

Seven hundred wives, and three hundred concubines, are worse than none; and, however it 

may carry with it the appearance of heightened enjoyment, it defeats all the felicity of affection, 

by leaving it no point to fix upon; divided love is never happy. This was the case with Solomon; 

and if he could not, with all his pretensions to wisdom, discover it beforehand, he merited, 

unpitied, the mortification he afterwards endured. In this point of view, his preaching is 

unnecessary, because, to know the consequences, it is only necessary to know the cause. Seven 

hundred wives, and three hundred concubines would have stood in place of the whole book. It 

was needless after this to say that all was vanity and vexation of spirit; for it is impossible to 

derive happiness from the company of those whom we deprive of happiness. 

To be happy in old age it is necessary that we accustom ourselves to objects that can 

accompany the mind all the way through life, and that we take the rest as good in their day. The 

mere man of pleasure is miserable in old age; and the mere drudge in business is but little better: 



whereas, natural philosophy, mathematical and mechanical science, are a continual source of 

tranquil pleasure, and in spite of the gloomy dogmas of priests, and of superstition, the study of 

those things is the study of the true theology; it teaches man to know and to admire the Creator, 

for the principles of science are in the creation, and are unchangeable, and of divine origin. 

Those who knew Benjamin Franklin will recollect, that his mind was ever young; his temper 

ever serene; science, that never grows grey, was always his mistress. He was never without an 

object; for when we cease to have an object we become like an invalid in an hospital waiting for 

death. 

Solomon’s Songs, amorous and foolish enough, but which wrinkled fanaticism has called 

divine.—The compilers of the Bible have placed these songs after the book of Ecclesiastes; and 

the chronologists have affixed to them the aera of B.C. 1014, at which time Solomon, according 

to the same chronology, was nineteen years of age, and was then forming his seraglio of wives 

and concubines. The Bible-makers and the chronologists should have managed this matter a little 

better, and either have said nothing about the time, or chosen a time less inconsistent with the 

supposed divinity of those songs; for Solomon was then in the honey-moon of one thousand 

debaucheries. 

It should also have occurred to them, that as he wrote, if he did write, the book of Ecclesiastes, 

long after these songs, and in which he exclaims that all is vanity and vexation of spirit, that he 

included those songs in that description. This is the more probable, because he says, or 

somebody for him, Ecclesiastes ii. 8, I got me men-singers, and women-singers [most probably 

to sing those songs], and musical instruments of all sorts; and behold (Ver. ii), “all was vanity 

and vexation of spirit.” The compilers however have done their work but by halves; for as they 

have given us the songs they should have given us the tunes, that we might sing them. 

The books called the books of the Prophets fill up all the remaining part of the Bible; they are 

sixteen in number, beginning with Isaiah and ending with Malachi, of which I have given a list in 

the observations upon Chronicles. Of these sixteen prophets, all of whom except the last three 

lived within the time the books of Kings and Chronicles were written, two only, Isaiah and 

Jeremiah, are mentioned in the history of those books. I shall begin with those two, reserving, 

what I have to say on the general character of the men called prophets to another part of the 

work. 

Whoever will take the trouble of reading the book ascribed to Isaiah, will find it one of the 

most wild and disorderly compositions ever put together; it has neither beginning, middle, nor 

end; and, except a short historical part, and a few sketches of history in the first two or three 

chapters, is one continued incoherent, bombastical rant, full of extravagant metaphor, without 

application, and destitute of meaning; a school-boy would scarcely have been excusable for 

writing such stuff; it is (at least in translation) that kind of composition and false taste that is 

properly called prose run mad. 

The historical part begins at chapter xxxvi., and is continued to the end of chapter xxxix. It 

relates some matters that are said to have passed during the reign of Hezekiah, king of Judah, at 

which time Isaiah lived. This fragment of history begins and ends abruptly; it has not the least 

connection with the chapter that precedes it, nor with that which follows it, nor with any other in 

the book. It is probable that Isaiah wrote this fragment himself, because he was an actor in the 

circumstances it treats of; but except this part there are scarcely two chapters that have any 

connection with each other. One is entitled, at the beginning of the first verse, the burden of 

Babylon; another, the burden of Moab; another, the burden of Damascus; another, the burden of 



Egypt; another, the burden of the Desert of the Sea; another, the burden of the Valley of Vision: 

as you would say the story of the Knight of the Burning Mountain, the story of Cinderella, or the 

glassen slipper, the story of the Sleeping Beauty in the Wood, etc., etc. 

I have already shown, in the instance of the last two verses of 2 Chronicles, and the first three 

in Ezra, that the compilers of the Bible mixed and confounded the writings of different authors 

with each other; which alone, were there no other cause, is sufficient to destroy the authenticity 

of an compilation, because it is more than presumptive evidence that the compilers are ignorant 

who the authors were. A very glaring instance of this occurs in the book ascribed to Isaiah: the 

latter part of the 44th chapter, and the beginning of the 45th, so far from having been written by 

Isaiah, could only have been written by some person who lived at least an hundred and fifty 

years after Isaiah was dead. 

These chapters are a compliment to Cyrus, who permitted the Jews to return to Jerusalem from 

the Babylonian captivity, to rebuild Jerusalem and the temple, as is stated in Ezra. The last verse 

of the 44th chapter, and the beginning of the 45th [Isaiah] are in the following words: “That saith 

of Cyrus, he is my shepherd, and shall perform all my pleasure; even saying to Jerusalem, thou 

shalt be built; and to the temple thy foundations shall be laid: thus saith the Lord to his enointed, 

to Cyrus, whose right hand I have holden to subdue nations before him, and I will loose the loins 

of kings to open before him the two-leaved gates, and the gates shall not be shut; I will go before 

thee,” etc. 

What audacity of church and priestly ignorance it is to impose this book upon the world as the 

writing of Isaiah, when Isaiah, according to their own chronology, died soon after the death of 

Hezekiah, which was B.C. 698; and the decree of Cyrus, in favour of the Jews returning to 

Jerusalem, was, according to the same chronology, B.C. 536; which is a distance of time between 

the two of 162 years. I do not suppose that the compilers of the Bible made these books, but 

rather that they picked up some loose, anonymous essays, and put them together under the names 

of such authors as best suited their purpose. They have encouraged the imposition, which is next 

to inventing it; for it was impossible but they must have observed it. 

When we see the studied craft of the scripture-makers, in making every part of this romantic 

book of school-boy’s eloquence bend to the monstrous idea of a Son of God, begotten by a ghost 

on the body of a virgin, there is no imposition we are not justified in suspecting them of. Every 

phrase and circumstance are marked with the barbarous hand of superstitious torture, and forced 

into meanings it was impossible they could have. The head of every chapter, and the top of every 

page, are blazoned with the names of Christ and the Church, that the unwary reader might suck 

in the error before he began to read. 

Behold a virgin shall conceive, and bear a son (Isa. vii. I4), has been interpreted to mean the 

person called Jesus Christ, and his mother Mary, and has been echoed through christendom for 

more than a thousand years; and such has been the rage of this opinion, that scarcely a spot in it 

but has been stained with blood and marked with desolation in consequence of it. Though it is 

not my intention to enter into controversy on subjects of this kind, but to confine myself to show 

that the Bible is spurious,—and thus, by taking away the foundation, to overthrow at once the 

whole structure of superstition raised thereon,—I will however stop a moment to expose the 

fallacious application of this passage. 

Whether Isaiah was playing a trick with Ahaz, king of Judah, to whom this passage is spoken, 

is no business of mine; I mean only to show the misapplication of the passage, and that it has no 



more reference to Christ and his mother, than it has to me and my mother. The story is simply 

this: 

The king of Syria and the king of Israel (I have already mentioned that the Jews were split into 

two nations, one of which was called Judah, the capital of which was Jerusalem, and the other 

Israel) made war jointly against Ahaz, king of Judah, and marched their armies towards 

Jerusalem. Ahaz and his people became alarmed, and the account says (Is. vii. 2), Their hearts 

were moved as the trees of the wood are moved with the wind. 

In this situation of things, Isaiah addresses himself to Ahaz, and assures him in the name of the 

Lord (the cant phrase of all the prophets) that these two kings should not succeed against him; 

and to satisfy Ahaz that this should be the case, tells him to ask a sign. This, the account says, 

Ahaz declined doing; giving as a reason that he would not tempt the Lord; upon which Isaiah, 

who is the speaker, says, ver. 14, “Therefore the Lord himself shall give you a sign; behold a 

virgin shall conceive and bear a son;” and the 16th verse says, “And before this child shall know 

to refuse the evil, and choose the good, the land which thou abhorrest or dreadest [meaning Syria 

and the kingdom of Israel] shall be forsaken of both her kings.” Here then was the sign, and the 

time limited for the completion of the assurance or promise; namely, before this child shall know 

to refuse the evil and choose the good. 

Isaiah having committed himself thus far, it became necessary to him, in order to avoid the 

imputation of being a false prophet, and the consequences thereof, to take measures to make this 

sign appear. It certainly was not a difficult thing, in any time of the world, to find a girl with 

child, or to make her so; and perhaps Isaiah knew of one beforehand; for I do not suppose that 

the prophets of that day were any more to be trusted than the priests of this: be that, however, as 

it may, he says in the next chapter, ver. 2, “And I took unto me faithful witnesses to record, 

Uriah the priest, and Zechariah the son of Jeberechiah, and I went unto the prophetess, and she 

conceived and bare a son.” 

Here then is the whole story, foolish as it is, of this child and this virgin; and it is upon the 

barefaced perversion of this story that the book of Matthew, and the impudence and sordid 

interest of priests in later times, have founded a theory, which they call the gospel; and have 

applied this story to signify the person they call Jesus Christ; begotten, they say, by a ghost, 

whom they call holy, on the body of a woman engaged in marriage, and afterwards married, 

whom they call a virgin, seven hundred years after this foolish story was told; a theory which, 

speaking for myself, I hesitate not to believe, and to say, is as fabulous and as false as God is 

true. [In Is. vii. 14, it is said that the child should be called Immanuel; but this name was not 

given to either of the children, otherwise than as a character, which the word signifies. That of 

the prophetess was called Maher-shalalhash-baz, and that of Mary was called Jesus.—Author.] 

But to show the imposition and falsehood of Isaiah we have only to attend to the sequel of this 

story; which, though it is passed over in silence in the book of Isaiah, is related in 2 Chronicles, 

xxviii; and which is, that instead of these two kings failing in their attempt against Ahaz, king of 

Judah, as Isaiah had pretended to foretel in the name of the Lord, they succeeded: Ahaz was 

defeated and destroyed; an hundred and twenty thousand of his people were slaughtered; 

Jerusalem was plundered, and two hundred thousand women and sons and daughters carried into 

captivity. Thus much for this lying prophet and imposter Isaiah, and the book of falsehoods that 

bears his name. I pass on to the book of Jeremiah. This prophet, as he is called, lived in the time 

that Nebuchadnezzar besieged Jerusalem, in the reign of Zedekiah, the last king of Judah; and 

the suspicion was strong against him that he was a traitor in the interest of Nebuchadnezzar. 



Every thing relating to Jeremiah shows him to have been a man of an equivocal character: in his 

metaphor of the potter and the clay, (ch. xviii.) he guards his prognostications in such a crafty 

manner as always to leave himself a door to escape by, in case the event should be contrary to 

what he had predicted. In the 7th and 8th verses he makes the Almighty to say, “At what instant I 

shall speak concerning a nation, and concerning a kingdom, to pluck up, and to pull down, and 

destroy it, if that nation, against whom I have pronounced, turn from their evil, I will repent me 

of the evil that I thought to do unto them.” Here was a proviso against one side of the case: now 

for the other side. Verses 9 and 10, “At what instant I shall speak concerning a nation, and 

concerning a kingdom, to build and to plant it, if it do evil in my sight, that it obey not my voice, 

then I will repent me of the good wherewith I said I would benefit them.” Here is a proviso 

against the other side; and, according to this plan of prophesying, a prophet could never be 

wrong, however mistaken the Almighty might be. This sort of absurd subterfuge, and this 

manner of speaking of the Almighty, as one would speak of a man, is consistent with nothing but 

the stupidity of the Bible. 

As to the authenticity of the book, it is only necessary to read it in order to decide positively 

that, though some passages recorded therein may have been spoken by Jeremiah, he is not the 

author of the book. The historical parts, if they can be called by that name, are in the most 

confused condition; the same events are several times repeated, and that in a manner different, 

and sometimes in contradiction to each other; and this disorder runs even to the last chapter, 

where the history, upon which the greater part of the book has been employed, begins anew, and 

ends abruptly. The book has all the appearance of being a medley of unconnected anecdotes 

respecting persons and things of that time, collected together in the same rude manner as if the 

various and contradictory accounts that are to be found in a bundle of newspapers, respecting 

persons and things of the present day, were put together without date, order, or explanation. I 

will give two or three examples of this kind. 

It appears, from the account of chapter xxxvii. that the army of Nebuchadnezzer, which is 

called the army of the Chaldeans, had besieged Jerusalem some time; and on their hearing that 

the army of Pharaoh of Egypt was marching against them, they raised the siege and retreated for 

a time. It may here be proper to mention, in order to understand this confused history, that 

Nebuchadnezzar had besieged and taken Jerusalem during the reign of Jehoakim, the redecessor 

of Zedekiah; and that it was Nebuchadnezzar who had make Zedekiah king, or rather viceroy; 

and that this second siege, of which the book of Jeremiah treats, was in consequence of the revolt 

of Zedekiah against Nebuchadnezzar. This will in some measure account for the suspicion that 

affixes itself to Jeremiah of being a traitor, and in the interest of Nebuchadnezzar,—whom 

Jeremiah calls, xliii. 10, the servant of God. 

Chapter xxxvii. 11-13, says, “And it came to pass, that, when the army of the Chaldeans was 

broken up from Jerusalem, for fear of Pharaoh’s army, that Jeremiah went forth out of Jerusalem, 

to go (as this account states) into the land of Benjamin, to separate himself thence in the midst of 

the people; and when he was in the gate of Benjamin a captain of the ward was there, whose 

name was Irijah... and he took Jeremiah the prophet, saying, Thou fallest away to the Chaldeans; 

then Jeremiah said, It is false; I fall not away to the Chaldeans.” Jeremiah being thus stopt and 

accused, was, after being examined, committed to prison, on suspicion of being a traitor, where 

he remained, as is stated in the last verse of this chapter. 

But the next chapter gives an account of the imprisonment of Jeremiah, which has no 

connection with this account, but ascribes his imprisonment to another circumstance, and for 

which we must go back to chapter xxi. It is there stated, ver. 1, that Zedekiah sent Pashur the son 



of Malchiah, and Zephaniah the son of Maaseiah the priest, to Jeremiah, to enquire of him 

concerning Nebuchadnezzar, whose army was then before Jerusalem; and Jeremiah said to them, 

ver. 8, “Thus saith the Lord, Behold I set before you the way of life, and the way of death; he 

that abideth in this city shall die by the sword and by the famine, and by the pestilence; but he 

that goeth out and falleth to the Chaldeans that besiege you, he shall live, and his life shall be 

unto him for a prey.” 

This interview and conference breaks off abruptly at the end of the 10th verse of chapter xxi.; 

and such is the disorder of this book that we have to pass over sixteen chapters upon various 

subjects, in order to come at the continuation and event of this conference; and this brings us to 

the first verse of chapter xxxviii., as I have just mentioned. The chapter opens with saying, “Then 

Shaphatiah, the son of Mattan, Gedaliah the son of Pashur, and Jucal the son of Shelemiah, and 

Pashur the son of Malchiah, (here are more persons mentioned than in chapter xxi.) heard the 

words that Jeremiah spoke unto all the people, saying, Thus saith the Lord, He that remaineth in 

this city, shall die by the sword, by famine, and by the pestilence; but he that goeth forth to the 

Chaldeans shall live; for he shall have his life for a prey, and shall live”; [which are the words of 

the conference;] therefore, (say they to Zedekiah,) “We beseech thee, let this man be put to 

death, for thus he weakeneth the hands of the men of war that remain in this city, and the hands 

of all the people, in speaking such words unto them; for this man seeketh not the welfare of the 

people, but the hurt:” and at the 6th verse it is said, “Then they took Jeremiah, and put him into 

the dungeon of Malchiah.” 

These two accounts are different and contradictory. The one ascribes his imprisonment to his 

attempt to escape out of the city; the other to his preaching and prophesying in the city; the one 

to his being seized by the guard at the gate; the other to his being accused before Zedekiah by the 

conferees. [I observed two chapters in I Samuel (xvi. and xvii.) that contradict each other with 

respect to David, and the manner he became acquainted with Saul; as Jeremiah xxxvii. and 

xxxviii. contradict each other with respect to the cause of Jeremiah’s imprisonment. 

In 1 Samuel, xvi., it is said, that an evil spirit of God troubled Saul, and that his servants 

advised him (as a remedy) “to seek out a man who was a cunning player upon the harp.” And 

Saul said, ver. 17, “Provide me now a man that can play well, and bring him to me. Then 

answered one of his servants, and said, Behold, I have seen a son of Jesse, the Bethlehemite, that 

is cunning in playing, and a mighty man, and a man of war, and prudent in matters, and a comely 

person, and the Lord is with him; wherefore Saul sent messengers unto Jesse, and said, Send me 

David, thy son. And (verse 21) David came to Saul, and stood before him, and he loved him 

greatly, and he became his armour-bearer; and when the evil spirit from God was upon Saul, 

(verse 23) David took his harp, and played with his hand, and Saul was refreshed, and was well.” 

But the next chapter (xvii.) gives an account, all different to this, of the manner that Saul and 

David became acquainted. Here it is ascribed to David’s encounter with Goliah, when David was 

sent by his father to carry provision to his brethren in the camp. In the 55th verse of this chapter 

it is said, “And when Saul saw David go forth against the Philistine (Goliah) he said to Abner, 

the captain of the host, Abner, whose son is this youth? And Abner said, As thy soul liveth, 0 

king, I cannot tell. And the king said, Enquire thou whose son the stripling is. And as David 

returned from the slaughter of the Philistine, Abner took him and brought him before Saul, with 

the head of the Philistine in his hand; and Saul said unto him, Whose son art thou, thou young 

man? And David answered, I am the son of thy servant, Jesse, the Betblehemite,” These two 

accounts belie each other, because each of them supposes Saul and David not to have known 

each other before. This book, the Bible, is too ridiculous for criticism.—Author.] 



In the next chapter (Jer. xxxix.) we have another instance of the disordered state of this book; 

for notwithstanding the siege of the city by Nebuchadnezzar has been the subject of several of 

the preceding chapters, particularly xxxvii. and xxxviii., chapter xxxix. begins as if not a word 

had been said upon the subject, and as if the reader was still to be informed of every particular 

respecting it; for it begins with saying, ver. 1, “In the ninth year of Zedekiah king of Judah, in the 

tenth month, came Nebuchadnezzar king of Babylon, and all his army, against Jerusalem, and 

besieged it,” etc. 

But the instance in the last chapter (lii.) is still more glaring; for though the story has been told 

over and over again, this chapter still supposes the reader not to know anything of it, for it begins 

by saying, ver. i, “Zedekiah was one and twenty years old when he began to reign, and he 

reigned eleven years in Jerusalem, and his mother’s name was Hamutal, the daughter of Jeremiah 

of Libnah.” (Ver. 4,) “And it came to pass in the ninth year of his reign, in the tenth month, that 

Nebuchadnezzar king of Babylon came, he and all his army, against Jerusalem, and pitched 

against it, and built forts against it,” etc. 

It is not possible that any one man, and more particularly Jeremiah, could have been the writer 

of this book. The errors are such as could not have been committed by any person sitting down to 

compose a work. Were I, or any other man, to write in such a disordered manner, no body would 

read what was written, and every body would suppose that the writer was in a state of insanity. 

The only way, therefore, to account for the disorder is, that the book is a medley of detached 

unauthenticated anecdotes, put together by some stupid book-maker, under the name of 

Jeremiah; because many of them refer to him, and to the circumstances of the times he lived in. 

Of the duplicity, and of the false predictions of Jeremiah, I shall mention two instances, and 

then proceed to review the remainder of the Bible. 

It appears from chapter xxxviii. that when Jeremiah was in prison, Zedekiah sent for him, and 

at this interview, which was private, Jeremiah pressed it strongly on Zedekiah to surrender 

himself to the enemy. “If,” says he, (ver. 17,) “thou wilt assuredly go forth unto the king of 

Babylon’s princes, then thy soul shall live,” etc. Zedekiah was apprehensive that what passed at 

this conference should be known; and he said to Jeremiah, (ver. 25,) “If the princes [meaning 

those of Judah] hear that I have talked with thee, and they come unto thee, and say unto thee, 

Declare unto us now what thou hast said unto the king; hide it not from us, and we will not put 

thee to death; and also what the king said unto thee; then thou shalt say unto them, I presented 

my supplication before the king that he would not cause me to return to Jonathan’s house, to die 

there. Then came all the princes unto Jeremiah, and asked him, and “he told them according to 

all the words the king had commanded.” Thus, this man of God, as he is called, could tell a lie, 

or very strongly prevaricate, when he supposed it would answer his purpose; for certainly he did 

not go to Zedekiah to make this supplication, neither did he make it; he went because he was sent 

for, and he employed that opportunity to advise Zedekiah to surrender himself to 

Nebuchadnezzar. 

In chapter xxxiv. 2-5, is a prophecy of Jeremiah to Zedekiah in these words: “Thus saith the 

Lord, Behold I will give this city into the hand of the king of Babylon, and he will burn it with 

fire; and thou shalt not escape out of his hand, but thou shalt surely be taken, and delivered into 

his hand; and thine eyes shall behold the eyes of the king of Babylon, and he shall speak with 

thee mouth to mouth, and thou shalt go to Babylon. Yet hear the word of the Lord; O Zedekiah, 

king, of Judah, thus saith the Lord, Thou shalt not die by the sword, but thou shalt die in Peace; 

and with the burnings of thy fathers, the former kings that were before thee, so shall they burn 



odours for thee, and they will lament thee, saying, Ah, Lord! for I have pronounced the word, 

saith the Lord.” 

Now, instead of Zedekiah beholding the eyes of the king of Babylon, and speaking with him 

mouth to mouth, and dying in peace, and with the burning of odours, as at the funeral of his 

fathers, (as Jeremiah had declared the Lord himself had pronounced,) the reverse, according to 

chapter Iii., 10, 11 was the case; it is there said, that the king of Babylon slew the sons of 

Zedekiah before his eyes: then he put out the eyes of Zedekiah, and bound him in chains, and 

carried him to Babylon, and put him in prison till the day of his death. 

What then can we say of these prophets, but that they are impostors and liars? 

As for Jeremiah, he experienced none of those evils. He was taken into favour by 

Nebuchadnezzar, who gave him in charge to the captain of the guard (xxxix, 12), “Take him 

(said he) and look well to him, and do him no harm; but do unto him even as he shall say unto 

thee.” Jeremiah joined himself afterwards to Nebuchadnezzar, and went about prophesying for 

him against the Egyptians, who had marched to the relief of Jerusalem while it was besieged. 

Thus much for another of the lying prophets, and the book that bears his name. 

I have been the more particular in treating of the books ascribed to Isaiah and Jeremiah, 

because those two are spoken of in the books of Kings and Chronicles, which the others are not. 

The remainder of the books ascribed to the men called prophets I shall not trouble myself much 

about; but take them collectively into the observations I shall offer on the character of the men 

styled prophets. 

In the former part of the ‘Age of Reason,’ I have said that the word prophet was the Bible-

word for poet, and that the flights and metaphors of Jewish poets have been foolishly erected into 

what are now called prophecies. I am sufficiently justified in this opinion, not only because the 

books called the prophecies are written in poetical language, but because there is no word in the 

Bible, except it be the word prophet, that describes what we mean by a poet. I have also said, that 

the word signified a performer upon musical instruments, of which I have given some instances; 

such as that of a company of prophets, prophesying with psalteries, with tabrets, with pipes, with 

harps, etc., and that Saul prophesied with them, 1 Sam. x., 5. It appears from this passage, and 

from other parts in the book of Samuel, that the word prophet was confined to signify poetry and 

music; for the person who was supposed to have a visionary insight into concealed things, was 

not a prophet but a seer, [I know not what is the Hebrew word that corresponds to the word seer 

in English; but I observe it is translated into French by Le Voyant, from the verb voir to see, and 

which means the person who sees, or the seer.—Author.] 

[The Hebrew word for Seer, in 1 Samuel ix., transliterated, is chozeh, the gazer, it is translated 

in Is. xlvii. 13, “the stargazers.”—Editor.] (i Sam, ix. 9;) and it was not till after the word seer 

went out of use (which most probably was when Saul banished those he called wizards) that the 

profession of the seer, or the art of seeing, became incorporated into the word prophet. 

According to the modern meaning of the word prophet and prophesying, it signifies foretelling 

events to a great distance of time; and it became necessary to the inventors of the gospel to give 

it this latitude of meaning, in order to apply or to stretch what they call the prophecies of the Old 

Testament, to the times of the New. But according to the Old Testament, the prophesying of the 

seer, and afterwards of the prophet, so far as the meaning of the word “seer” was incorporated 

into that of prophet, had reference only to things of the time then passing, or very closely 

connected with it; such as the event of a battle they were going to engage in, or of a journey, or 

of any enterprise they were going to undertake, or of any circumstance then pending, or of any 



difficulty they were then in; all of which had immediate reference to themselves (as in the case 

already mentioned of Ahaz and Isaiah with respect to the expression, Behold a virgin shall 

conceive and bear a son,) and not to any distant future time. It was that kind of prophesying that 

corresponds to what we call fortune-telling; such as casting nativities, predicting riches, fortunate 

or unfortunate marriages, conjuring for lost goods, etc.; and it is the fraud of the Christian 

church, not that of the Jews, and the ignorance and the superstition of modern, not that of ancient 

times, that elevated those poetical, musical, conjuring, dreaming, strolling gentry, into the rank 

they have since had. 

But, besides this general character of all the prophets, they had also a particular character. 

They were in parties, and they prophesied for or against, according to the party they were with; 

as the poetical and political writers of the present day write in defence of the party they associate 

with against the other. 

After the Jews were divided into two nations, that of Judah and that of Israel, each party had 

its prophets, who abused and accused each other of being false prophets, lying prophets, 

impostors, etc. 

The prophets of the party of Judah prophesied against the prophets of the party of Israel; and 

those of the party of Israel against those of Judah. This party prophesying showed itself 

immediately on the separation under the first two rival kings, Rehoboam and Jeroboam. The 

prophet that cursed, or prophesied against the altar that Jeroboam had built in Bethel, was of the 

party of Judah, where Rehoboam was king; and he was way-laid on his return home by a prophet 

of the party of Israel, who said unto him (i Kings xiii.) “Art thou the man of God that came from 

Judah? and he said, I am.” Then the prophet of the party of Israel said to him “I am a prophet 

also, as thou art, [signifying of Judah,] and an angel spake unto me by the word of the Lord, 

saying, Bring him back with thee unto thine house, that he may eat bread and drink water; but 

(says the 18th verse) he lied unto him.” The event, however, according to the story, is, that the 

prophet of Judah never got back to Judah; for he was found dead on the road by the contrivance 

of the prophet of Israel, who no doubt was called a true prophet by his own party, and the 

prophet of Judah a lying prophet. 

In 2 Kings, iii., a story is related of prophesying or conjuring that shews, in several particulars, 

the character of a prophet. Jehoshaphat king of Judah, and Joram king of Israel, had for a while 

ceased their party animosity, and entered into an alliance; and these two, together with the king 

of Edom, engaged in a war against the king of Moab. After uniting and marching their armies, 

the story says, they were in great distress for water, upon which Jehoshaphat said, “Is there not 

here a prophet of the Lord, that we may enquire of the Lord by him? and one of the servants of 

the king of Israel said here is Elisha. [Elisha was of the party of Judah.] And Jehoshaphat the 

king of Judah said, The word of the Lord is with him.” The story then says, that these three kings 

went down to Elisha; and when Elisha [who, as I have said, was a Judahmite prophet] saw the 

King of Israel, he said unto him, “What have I to do with thee, get thee to the prophets of thy 

father and the prophets of thy mother. Nay but, said the king of Israel, the Lord hath called these 

three kings together, to deliver them into the hands of the king of Moab,” (meaning because of 

the distress they were in for water;) upon which Elisha said, “As the Lord of hosts liveth before 

whom I stand, surely, were it not that I regard the presence of Jehoshaphat, king of Judah, I 

would not look towards thee nor see thee.” Here is all the venom and vulgarity of a party 

prophet. We are now to see the performance, or manner of prophesying. 



Ver. 15. “‘Bring me,’ (said Elisha), ‘a minstrel’; and it came to pass, when the minstrel played, 

that the hand of the Lord came upon him.” Here is the farce of the conjurer. Now for the 

prophecy: “And Elisha said, [singing most probably to the tune he was playing], Thus saith the 

Lord, Make this valley full of ditches;” which was just telling them what every countryman 

could have told them without either fiddle or farce, that the way to get water was to dig for it. 

But as every conjuror is not famous alike for the same thing, so neither were those prophets; 

for though all of them, at least those I have spoken of, were famous for lying, some of them 

excelled in cursing. Elisha, whom I have just mentioned, was a chief in this branch of 

prophesying; it was he that cursed the forty-two children in the name of the Lord, whom the two 

she-bears came and devoured. We are to suppose that those children were of the party of Israel; 

but as those who will curse will lie, there is just as much credit to be given to this story of 

Elisha’s two she-bears as there is to that of the Dragon of Wantley, of whom it is said: 

Poor children three devoured be, 

That could not with him grapple; 

And at one sup he eat them up, 

As a man would eat an apple. 

There was another description of men called prophets, that amused themselves with dreams 

and visions; but whether by night or by day we know not. These, if they were not quite harmless, 

were but little mischievous. Of this class are, 

EZEKIEL and DANIEL; and the first question upon these books, as upon all the others, is, 

Are they genuine? that is, were they written by Ezekiel and Daniel? 

Of this there is no proof; but so far as my own opinion goes, I am more inclined to believe 

they were, than that they were not. My reasons for this opinion are as follows: First, Because 

those books do not contain internal evidence to prove they were not written by Ezekiel and 

Daniel, as the books ascribed to Moses, Joshua, Samuel, etc., prove they were not written by 

Moses, Joshua, Samuel, etc. 

Secondly, Because they were not written till after the Babylonish captivity began; and there is 

good reason to believe that not any book in the bible was written before that period; at least it is 

proveable, from the books themselves, as I have already shown, that they were not written till 

after the commencement of the Jewish monarchy. 

Thirdly, Because the manner in which the books ascribed to Ezekiel and Daniel are written, 

agrees with the condition these men were in at the time of writing them. 

Had the numerous commentators and priests, who have foolishly employed or wasted their 

time in pretending to expound and unriddle those books, been carred into captivity, as Ezekiel 

and Daniel were, it would greatly have improved their intellects in comprehending the reason for 

this mode of writing, and have saved them the trouble of racking their invention, as they have 

done to no purpose; for they would have found that themselves would be obliged to write 

whatever they had to write, respecting their own affairs, or those of their friends, or of their 

country, in a concealed manner, as those men have done. 

These two books differ from all the rest; for it is only these that are filled with accounts of 

dreams and visions: and this difference arose from the situation the writers were in as prisoners 

of war, or prisoners of state, in a foreign country, which obliged them to convey even the most 

trifling information to each other, and all their political projects or opinions, in obscure and 



metaphorical terms. They pretend to have dreamed dreams, and seen visions, because it was 

unsafe for them to speak facts or plain language. We ought, however, to suppose, that the 

persons to whom they wrote understood what they meant, and that it was not intended anybody 

else should. But these busy commentators and priests have been puzzling their wits to find out 

what it was not intended they should know, and with which they have nothing to do. 

Ezekiel and Daniel were carried prisoners to Babylon, under the first captivity, in the time of 

Jehoiakim, nine years before the second captivity in the time of Zedekiah. The Jews were then 

still numerous, and had considerable force at Jerusalem; and as it is natural to suppose that men 

in the situation of Ezekiel and Daniel would be meditating the recovery of their country, and 

their own deliverance, it is reasonable to suppose that the accounts of dreams and visions with 

which these books are filled, are no other than a disguised mode of correspondence to facilitate 

those objects: it served them as a cypher, or secret alphabet. If they are not this, they are tales, 

reveries, and nonsense; or at least a fanciful way of wearing off the wearisomeness of captivity; 

but the presumption is, they are the former. 

Ezekiel begins his book by speaking of a vision of cherubims, and of a wheel within a wheel, 

which he says he saw by the river Chebar, in the land of his captivity. Is it not reasonable to 

suppose that by the cherubims he meant the temple at Jerusalem, where they had figures of 

cherubims? and by a wheel within a wheel (which as a figure has always been understood to 

signify political contrivance) the project or means of recovering Jerusalem? In the latter part of 

his book he supposes himself transported to Jerusalem, and into the temple; and he refers back to 

the vision on the river Chebar, and says, (xliii- 3,) that this last vision was like the vision on the 

river Chebar; which indicates that those pretended dreams and visions had for their object the 

recovery of Jerusalem, and nothing further. 

As to the romantic interpretations and applications, wild as the dreams and visions they 

undertake to explain, which commentators and priests have made of those books, that of 

converting them into things which they call prophecies, and making them bend to times and 

circumstances as far remote even as the present day, it shows the fraud or the extreme folly to 

which credulity or priestcraft can go. 

Scarcely anything can be more absurd than to suppose that men situated as Ezekiel and Daniel 

were, whose country was over-run, and in the possession of the enemy, all their friends and 

relations in captivity abroad, or in slavery at home, or massacred, or in continual danger of it; 

scarcely any thing, I say, can be more absurd than to suppose that such men should find nothing 

to do but that of employing their time and their thoughts about what was to happen to other 

nations a thousand or two thousand years after they were dead; at the same time nothing more 

natural than that they should meditate the recovery of Jerusalem, and their own deliverance; and 

that this was the sole object of all the obscure and apparently frantic writing contained in those 

books. 

In this sense the mode of writing used in those two books being forced by necessity, and not 

adopted by choice, is not irrational; but, if we are to use the books as prophecies, they are false. 

In Ezekiel xxix. 11., speaking of Egypt, it is said, “No foot of man shall pass through it, nor foot 

of beast pass through it; neither shall it be inhabited for forty years.” This is what never came to 

pass, and consequently it is false, as all the books I have already reviewed are.—I here close this 

part of the subject. 

In the former part of ‘The Age of Reason’ I have spoken of Jonah, and of the story of him and 

the whale.—A fit story for ridicule, if it was written to be believed; or of laughter, if it was 



intended to try what credulity could swallow; for, if it could swallow Jonah and the whale it 

could swallow anything. 

But, as is already shown in the observations on the book of Job and of Proverbs, it is not 

always certain which of the books in the Bible are originally Hebrew, or only translations from 

the books of the Gentiles into Hebrew; and, as the book of Jonah, so far from treating of the 

affairs of the Jews, says nothing upon that subject, but treats altogether of the Gentiles, it is more 

probable that it is a book of the Gentiles than of the Jews, [I have read in an ancient Persian 

poem (Saadi, I believe, but have mislaid the reference) this phrase: “And now the whale 

swallowed Jonah: the sun set.”—Editor.] and that it has been written as a fable to expose the 

nonsense, and satyrize the vicious and malignant character, of a Bible-prophet, or a predicting 

priest. 

Jonah is represented, first as a disobedient prophet, running away from his mission, and taking 

shelter aboard a vessel of the Gentiles, bound from Joppa to Tarshish; as if he ignorantly 

supposed, by such a paltry contrivance, he could hide himself where God could not find him. 

The vessel is overtaken by a storm at sea; and the mariners, all of whom are Gentiles, believing it 

to be a judgement on account of some one on board who had committed a crime, agreed to cast 

lots to discover the offender; and the lot fell upon Jonah. But before this they had cast all their 

wares and merchandise over-board to lighten the vessel, while Jonah, like a stupid fellow, was 

fast asleep in the hold. 

After the lot had designated Jonah to be the offender, they questioned him to know who and 

what he was? and he told them he was an Hebrew; and the story implies that he confessed 

himself to be guilty. But these Gentiles, instead of sacrificing him at once without pity or mercy, 

as a company of Bible-prophets or priests would have done by a Gentile in the same case, and as 

it is related Samuel had done by Agag, and Moses by the women and children, they endeavoured 

to save him, though at the risk of their own lives: for the account says, “Nevertheless [that is, 

though Jonah was a Jew and a foreigner, and the cause of all their misfortunes, and the loss of 

their cargo] the men rowed hard to bring the boat to land, but they could not, for the sea wrought 

and was tempestuous against them.” Still however they were unwilling to put the fate of the lot 

into execution; and they cried, says the account, unto the Lord, saying, “We beseech thee, O 

Lord, let us not perish for this man’s life, and lay not upon us innocent blood; for thou, O Lord, 

hast done as it pleased thee.” Meaning thereby, that they did not presume to judge Jonah guilty, 

since that he might be innocent; but that they considered the lot that had fallen upon him as a 

decree of God, or as it pleased God. The address of this prayer shows that the Gentiles 

worshipped one Supreme Being, and that they were not idolaters as the Jews represented them to 

be. But the storm still continuing, and the danger encreasing, they put the fate of the lot into 

execution, and cast Jonah in the sea; where, according to the story, a great fish swallowed him up 

whole and alive! 

We have now to consider Jonah securely housed from the storm in the fish’s belly. Here we 

are told that he prayed; but the prayer is a made-up prayer, taken from various parts of the 

Psalms, without connection or consistency, and adapted to the distress, but not at all to the 

condition that Jonah was in. It is such a prayer as a Gentile, who might know something of the 

Psalms, could copy out for him. This circumstance alone, were there no other, is sufficient to 

indicate that the whole is a made-up story. The prayer, however, is supposed to have answered 

the purpose, and the story goes on, (taking-off at the same time the cant language of a Bible-

prophet,) saying, “The Lord spake unto the fish, and it vomited out Jonah upon dry land.” 



Jonah then received a second mission to Nineveh, with which he sets out; and we have now to 

consider him as a preacher. The distress he is represented to have suffered, the remembrance of 

his own disobedience as the cause of it, and the miraculous escape he is supposed to have had, 

were sufficient, one would conceive, to have impressed him with sympathy and benevolence in 

the execution of his mission; but, instead of this, he enters the city with denunciation and 

malediction in his mouth, crying, “Yet forty days, and Nineveh shall be overthrown.” 

We have now to consider this supposed missionary in the last act of his mission; and here it is 

that the malevolent spirit of a Bible-prophet, or of a predicting priest, appears in all that 

blackness of character that men ascribe to the being they call the devil. 

Having published his predictions, he withdrew, says the story, to the east side of the city.—

But for what? not to contemplate in retirement the mercy of his Creator to himself or to others, 

but to wait, with malignant impatience, the destruction of Nineveh. It came to pass, however, as 

the story relates, that the Ninevites reformed, and that God, according to the Bible phrase, 

repented him of the evil he had said he would do unto them, and did it not. This, saith the first 

verse of the last chapter, displeased Jonah exceedingly and he was very angry. His obdurate heart 

would rather that all Nineveh should be destroyed, and every soul, young and old, perish in its 

ruins, than that his prediction should not be fulfilled. To expose the character of a prophet still 

more, a gourd is made to grow up in the night, that promises him an agreeable shelter from the 

heat of the sun, in the place to which he is retired; and the next morning it dies. 

Here the rage of the prophet becomes excessive, and he is ready to destroy himself. “It is 

better, said he, for me to die than to live.” This brings on a supposed expostulation between the 

Almighty and the prophet; in which the former says, “Doest thou well to be angry for the gourd? 

And Jonah said, I do well to be angry even unto death. Then said the Lord, Thou hast had pity on 

the gourd, for which thou hast not laboured, neither madest it to grow, which came up in a night, 

and perished in a night; and should not I spare Nineveh, that great city, in which are more than 

threescore thousand persons, that cannot discern between their right hand and their left?” 

Here is both the winding up of the satire, and the moral of the fable. As a satire, it strikes 

against the character of all the Bible-prophets, and against all the indiscriminate judgements 

upon men, women and children, with which this lying book, the bible, is crowded; such as 

Noah’s flood, the destruction of the cities of Sodom and Gomorrah, the extirpation of the 

Canaanites, even to suckling infants, and women with child; because the same reflection ‘that 

there are more than threescore thousand persons that cannot discern between their right hand and 

their left,’ meaning young children, applies to all their cases. It satirizes also the supposed 

partiality of the Creator for one nation more than for another. 

As a moral, it preaches against the malevolent spirit of prediction; for as certainly as a man 

predicts ill, he becomes inclined to wish it. The pride of having his judgment right hardens his 

heart, till at last he beholds with satisfaction, or sees with disappointment, the accomplishment or 

the failure of his predictions.—This book ends with the same kind of strong and well-directed 

point against prophets, prophecies and indiscriminate judgements, as the chapter that Benjamin 

Franklin made for the Bible, about Abraham and the stranger, ends against the intolerant spirit of 

religious persecutions—Thus much for the book Jonah. [The story of Abraham and the Fire-

worshipper, ascribed to Franklin, is from Saadi. (See my “Sacred Anthology,” p. 61.) Paine has 

often been called a “mere scoffer,” but he seems to have been among the first to treat with 

dignity the book of Jonah, so especially liable to the ridicule of superficial readers, and discern in 

it the highest conception of Deity known to the Old Testament.—Editor.] 



Of the poetical parts of the Bible, that are called prophecies, I have spoken in the former part 

of ‘The Age of Reason,’ and already in this, where I have said that the word for prophet is the 

Bible-word for Poet, and that the flights and metaphors of those poets, many of which have 

become obscure by the lapse of time and the change of circumstances, have been ridiculously 

erected into things called prophecies, and applied to purposes the writers never thought of. When 

a priest quotes any of those passages, he unriddles it agreeably to his own views, and imposes 

that explanation upon his congregation as the meaning of the writer. The whore of Babylon has 

been the common whore of all the priests, and each has accused the other of keeping the 

strumpet; so well do they agree in their explanations. 

There now remain only a few books, which they call books of the lesser prophets; and as I 

have already shown that the greater are impostors, it would be cowardice to disturb the repose of 

the little ones. Let them sleep, then, in the arms of their nurses, the priests, and both be forgotten 

together. 

I have now gone through the Bible, as a man would go through a wood with an axe on his 

shoulder, and fell trees. Here they lie; and the priests, if they can, may replant them. They may, 

perhaps, stick them in the ground, but they will never make them grow.—I pass on to the books 

of the New Testament. 

CHAPTER II. 

THE NEW TESTAMENT 

The New Testament, they tell us, is founded upon the prophecies of the Old; if so, it must 

follow the fate of its foundation. 

As it is nothing extraordinary that a woman should be with child before she was married, and 

that the son she might bring forth should be executed, even unjustly, I see no reason for not 

believing that such a woman as Mary, and such a man as Joseph, and Jesus, existed; their mere 

existence is a matter of indifference, about which there is no ground either to believe or to 

disbelieve, and which comes under the common head of, It may be so, and what then? The 

probability however is that there were such persons, or at least such as resembled them in part of 

the circumstances, because almost all romantic stories have been suggested by some actual 

circumstance; as the adventures of Robinson Crusoe, not a word of which is true, were suggested 

by the case of Alexander Selkirk. 

It is not then the existence or the non-existence, of the persons that I trouble myself about; it is 

the fable of Jesus Christ, as told in the New Testament, and the wild and visionary doctrine 

raised thereon, against which I contend. The story, taking it as it is told, is blasphemously 

obscene. It gives an account of a young woman engaged to be married, and while under this 

engagement, she is, to speak plain language, debauched by a ghost, under the impious pretence, 

(Luke i. 35,) that “the Holy Ghost shall come upon thee, and the power of the Highest shall 

overshadow thee.” Notwithstanding which, Joseph afterwards marries her, cohabits with her as 

his wife, and in his turn rivals the ghost. This is putting the story into intelligible language, and 

when told in this manner, there is not a priest but must be ashamed to own it. [Mary, the 

supposed virgin, mother of Jesus, had several other children, sons and daughters. See Matt. xiii. 

55, 56.—Author.] 

Obscenity in matters of faith, however wrapped up, is always a token of fable and imposture; 

for it is necessary to our serious belief in God, that we do not connect it with stories that run, as 



this does, into ludicrous interpretations. This story is, upon the face of it, the same kind of story 

as that of Jupiter and Leda, or Jupiter and Europa, or any of the amorous adventures of Jupiter; 

and shews, as is already stated in the former part of ‘The Age of Reason,’ that the Christian faith 

is built upon the heathen Mythology. 

As the historical parts of the New Testament, so far as concerns Jesus Christ, are confined to a 

very short space of time, less than two years, and all within the same country, and nearly to the 

same spot, the discordance of time, place, and circumstance, which detects the fallacy of the 

books of the Old Testament, and proves them to be impositions, cannot be expected to be found 

here in the same abundance. The New Testament compared with the Old, is like a farce of one 

act, in which there is not room for very numerous violations of the unities. There are, however, 

some glaring contradictions, which, exclusive of the fallacy of the pretended prophecies, are 

sufficient to show the story of Jesus Christ to be false. 

I lay it down as a position which cannot be controverted, first, that the agreement of all the 

parts of a story does not prove that story to be true, because the parts may agree, and the whole 

may be false; secondly, that the disagreement of the parts of a story proves the whole cannot be 

true. The agreement does not prove truth, but the disagreement proves falsehood positively. 

The history of Jesus Christ is contained in the four books ascribed to Matthew, Mark, Luke, 

and John.—The first chapter of Matthew begins with giving a genealogy of Jesus Christ; and in 

the third chapter of Luke there is also given a genealogy of Jesus Christ. Did these two agree, it 

would not prove the genealogy to be true, because it might nevertheless be a fabrication; but as 

they contradict each other in every particular, it proves falsehood absolutely. If Matthew speaks 

truth, Luke speaks falsehood; and if Luke speaks truth, Matthew speaks falsehood: and as there 

is no authority for believing one more than the other, there is no authority for believing either; 

and if they cannot be believed even in the very first thing they say, and set out to prove, they are 

not entitled to be believed in any thing they say afterwards. Truth is an uniform thing; and as to 

inspiration and revelation, were we to admit it, it is impossible to suppose it can be contradictory. 

Either then the men called apostles were imposters, or the books ascribed to them have been 

written by other persons, and fathered upon them, as is the case in the Old Testament. 

The book of Matthew gives (i. 6), a genealogy by name from David, up, through Joseph, the 

husband of Mary, to Christ; and makes there to be twent eight generations. The book of Luke 

gives also a genealogy by name from Christ, through Joseph the husband of Mary, down to 

David, and makes there to be forty-three generations; besides which, there is only the two names 

of David and Joseph that are alike in the two lists.—I here insert both genealogical lists, and for 

the sake of perspicuity and comparison, have placed them both in the same direction, that is, 

from Joseph down to David. 

   Genealogy, according to            Genealogy, according to 

        Matthew.                                Luke. 

 

        Christ                                  Christ 

      2 Joseph                                2 Joseph 

      3 Jacob                                 3 Heli 

      4 Matthan                               4 Matthat 

      5 Eleazer                               5 Levi 

      6 Eliud                                 6 Melchl 

      7 Achim                                 7 Janna 



      8 Sadoc                                 8 Joseph 

      9 Azor                                  9 Mattathias 

     10 Eliakim                              10 Amos 

     11 Abiud                                11 Naum 

     12 Zorobabel                            12 Esli 

     13 Salathiel                            13 Nagge 

     14 Jechonias                            14 Maath 

     15 Josias                               15 Mattathias 

     16 Amon                                 16 Semei 

     17 Manasses                             17 Joseph 

     18 Ezekias                              18 Juda 

     19 Achaz                                19 Joanna 

     20 Joatham                              20 Rhesa 

     21 Ozias                                21 Zorobabel 

     22 Joram                                22 Salathiel 

     23 Josaphat                             23 Neri 

     24 Asa                                  24 Melchi 

     25 Abia                                 25 Addi 

     26 Roboam                               26 Cosam 

     27 Solomon                              27 Elmodam 

     28 David *                              28 Er 

                                             29 Jose 

                                             30 Eliezer 

                                             31 Jorim 

                                             32 Matthat 

                                             33 Levi 

                                             34 Simeon 

                                             35 Juda 

                                             36 Joseph 

                                             37 Jonan 

                                             38 Eliakim 

                                             39 Melea 

                                             40 Menan 

                                             41 Mattatha 

                                             42 Nathan 

                                             43 David 

[NOTE: * From the birth of David to the birth of Christ is upwards of 1080 years; and as the 

life-time of Christ is not included, there are but 27 full generations. To find therefore the average 

age of each person mentioned in the list, at the time his first son was born, it is only necessary to 

divide 1080 by 27, which gives 40 years for each person. As the life-time of man was then but of 

the same extent it is now, it is an absurdity to suppose, that 27 following generations should all 

be old bachelors, before they married; and the more so, when we are told that Solomon, the next 

in succession to David, had a house full of wives and mistresses before he was twenty-one years 

of age. So far from this genealogy being a solemn truth, it is not even a reasonable lie. The list of 

Luke gives about twenty-six years for the average age, and this is too much.—Author.] 



Now, if these men, Matthew and Luke, set out with a falsehood between them (as these two 

accounts show they do) in the very commencement of their history of Jesus Christ, and of who, 

and of what he was, what authority (as I have before asked) is there left for believing the strange 

things they tell us afterwards? If they cannot be believed in their account of his natural 

genealogy, how are we to believe them when they tell us he was the son of God, begotten by a 

ghost; and that an angel announced this in secret to his mother? If they lied in one genealogy, 

why are we to believe them in the other? If his natural genealogy be manufactured, which it 

certainly is, why are we not to suppose that his celestial genealogy is manufactured also, and that 

the whole is fabulous? Can any man of serious reflection hazard his future happiness upon the 

belief of a story naturally impossible, repugnant to every idea of decency, and related by persons 

already detected of falsehood? Is it not more safe that we stop ourselves at the plain, pure, and 

unmixed belief of one God, which is deism, than that we commit ourselves on an ocean of 

improbable, irrational, indecent, and contradictory tales? 

The first question, however, upon the books of the New Testament, as upon those of the Old, 

is, Are they genuine? were they written by the persons to whom they are ascribed? For it is upon 

this ground only that the strange things related therein have been credited. Upon this point, there 

is no direct proof for or against; and all that this state of a case proves is doubtfulness; and 

doubtfulness is the opposite of belief. The state, therefore, that the books are in, proves against 

themselves as far as this kind of proof can go. 

But, exclusive of this, the presumption is that the books called the Evangelists, and ascribed to 

Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John, were not written by Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John; and that 

they are impositions. The disordered state of the history in these four books, the silence of one 

book upon matters related in the other, and the disagreement that is to be found among them, 

implies that they are the productions of some unconnected individuals, many years after the 

things they pretend to relate, each of whom made his own legend; and not the writings of men 

living intimately together, as the men called apostles are supposed to have done: in fine, that they 

have been manufactured, as the books of the Old Testament have been, by other persons than 

those whose names they bear. 

The story of the angel announcing what the church calls the immaculate conception, is not so 

much as mentioned in the books ascribed to Mark, and John; and is differently related in 

Matthew and Luke. The former says the angel, appeared to Joseph; the latter says, it was to 

Mary; but either Joseph or Mary was the worst evidence that could have been thought of; for it 

was others that should have testified for them, and not they for themselves. Were any girl that is 

now with child to say, and even to swear it, that she was gotten with child by a ghost, and that an 

angel told her so, would she be believed? Certainly she would not. Why then are we to believe 

the same thing of another girl whom we never saw, told by nobody knows who, nor when, nor 

where? How strange and inconsistent is it, that the same circumstance that would weaken the 

belief even of a probable story, should be given as a motive for believing this one, that has upon 

the face of it every token of absolute impossibility and imposture. 

The story of Herod destroying all the children under two years old, belongs altogether to the 

book of Matthew; not one of the rest mentions anything about it. Had such a circumstance been 

true, the universality of it must have made it known to all the writers, and the thing would have 

been too striking to have been omitted by any. This writer tell us, that Jesus escaped this 

slaughter, because Joseph and Mary were warned by an angel to flee with him into Egypt; but he 

forgot to make provision for John [the Baptist], who was then under two years of age. John, 



however, who staid behind, fared as well as Jesus, who fled; and therefore the story 

circumstantially belies itself. 

Not any two of these writers agree in reciting, exactly in the same words, the written 

inscription, short as it is, which they tell us was put over Christ when he was crucified; and 

besides this, Mark says, He was crucified at the third hour, (nine in the morning;) and John says 

it was the sixth hour, (twelve at noon.) [According to John, (xix. 14) the sentence was not passed 

till about the sixth hour (noon,) and consequently the execution could not be till the afternoon; 

but Mark (xv. 25) Says expressly that he was crucified at the third hour, (nine in the morning,)—

Author.] 

The inscription is thus stated in those books: 

Matthew—This is Jesus the king of the Jews. Mark—The king of the Jews. Luke—This is the 

king of the Jews. John—Jesus of Nazareth the king of the Jews. 

We may infer from these circumstances, trivial as they are, that those writers, whoever they 

were, and in whatever time they lived, were not present at the scene. The only one of the men 

called apostles who appears to have been near to the spot was Peter, and when he was accused of 

being one of Jesus’s followers, it is said, (Matthew xxvi. 74,) “Then Peter began to curse and to 

swear, saying, I know not the man:” yet we are now called to believe the same Peter, convicted, 

by their own account, of perjury. For what reason, or on what authority, should we do this? 

The accounts that are given of the circumstances, that they tell us attended the crucifixion, are 

differently related in those four books. 

The book ascribed to Matthew says ‘there was darkness over all the land from the sixth hour 

unto the ninth hour—that the veil of the temple was rent in twain from the top to the bottom—

that there was an earthquake—that the rocks rent—that the graves opened, that the bodies of 

many of the saints that slept arose and came out of their graves after the resurrection, and went 

into the holy city and appeared unto many.’ Such is the account which this dashing writer of the 

book of Matthew gives, but in which he is not supported by the writers of the other books. 

The writer of the book ascribed to Mark, in detailing the circumstances of the crucifixion, 

makes no mention of any earthquake, nor of the rocks rending, nor of the graves opening, nor of 

the dead men walking out. The writer of the book of Luke is silent also upon the same points. 

And as to the writer of the book of John, though he details all the circumstances of the 

crucifixion down to the burial of Christ, he says nothing about either the darkness—the veil of 

the temple—the earthquake—the rocks—the graves—nor the dead men. 

Now if it had been true that these things had happened, and if the writers of these books had 

lived at the time they did happen, and had been the persons they are said to be—namely, the four 

men called apostles, Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John,—it was not possible for them, as true 

historians, even without the aid of inspiration, not to have recorded them. The things, supposing 

them to have been facts, were of too much notoriety not to have been known, and of too much 

importance not to have been told. All these supposed apostles must have been witnesses of the 

earthquake, if there had been any, for it was not possible for them to have been absent from it: 

the opening of the graves and resurrection of the dead men, and their walking about the city, is of 

still greater importance than the earthquake. An earthquake is always possible, and natural, and 

proves nothing; but this opening of the graves is supernatural, and directly in point to their 

doctrine, their cause, and their apostleship. Had it been true, it would have filled up whole 

chapters of those books, and been the chosen theme and general chorus of all the writers; but 

instead of this, little and trivial things, and mere prattling conversation of ‘he said this and she 



said that’ are often tediously detailed, while this most important of all, had it been true, is passed 

off in a slovenly manner by a single dash of the pen, and that by one writer only, and not so 

much as hinted at by the rest. 

It is an easy thing to tell a lie, but it is difficult to support the lie after it is told. The writer of 

the book of Matthew should have told us who the saints were that came to life again, and went 

into the city, and what became of them afterwards, and who it was that saw them; for he is not 

hardy enough to say that he saw them himself;—whether they came out naked, and all in natural 

buff, he-saints and she-saints, or whether they came full dressed, and where they got their 

dresses; whether they went to their former habitations, and reclaimed their wives, their husbands, 

and their property, and how they were received; whether they entered ejectments for the recovery 

of their possessions, or brought actions of crim. con. against the rival interlopers; whether they 

remained on earth, and followed their former occupation of preaching or working; or whether 

they died again, or went back to their graves alive, and buried themselves. 

Strange indeed, that an army of saints should retum to life, and nobody know who they were, 

nor who it was that saw them, and that not a word more should be said upon the subject, nor 

these saints have any thing to tell us! Had it been the prophets who (as we are told) had formerly 

prophesied of these things, they must have had a great deal to say. They could have told us 

everything, and we should have had posthumous prophecies, with notes and commentaries upon 

the first, a little better at least than we have now. Had it been Moses, and Aaron, and Joshua, and 

Samuel, and David, not an unconverted Jew had remained in all Jerusalem. Had it been John the 

Baptist, and the saints of the times then present, everybody would have known them, and they 

would have out-preached and out-famed all the other apostles. But, instead of this, these saints 

are made to pop up, like Jonah’s gourd in the night, for no purpose at all but to wither in the 

morning.—Thus much for this part of the story. 

The tale of the resurrection follows that of the crucifixion; and in this as well as in that, the 

writers, whoever they were, disagree so much as to make it evident that none of them were there. 

The book of Matthew states, that when Christ was put in the sepulchre the Jews applied to 

Pilate for a watch or a guard to be placed over the septilchre, to prevent the body being stolen by 

the disciples; and that in consequence of this request the sepulchre was made sure, sealing the 

stone that covered the mouth, and setting a watch. But the other books say nothing about this 

application, nor about the sealing, nor the guard, nor the watch; and according to their accounts, 

there were none. Matthew, however, follows up this part of the story of the guard or the watch 

with a second part, that I shall notice in the conclusion, as it serves to detect the fallacy of those 

books. 

The book of Matthew continues its account, and says, (xxviii. 1,) that at the end of the 

Sabbath, as it began to dawn, towards the first day of the week, came Mary Magdalene and the 

other Mary, to see the sepulchre. Mark says it was sun-rising, and John says it was dark. Luke 

says it was Mary Magdalene and Joanna, and Mary the mother of James, and other women, that 

came to the sepulchre; and John states that Mary Magdalene came alone. So well do they agree 

about their first evidence! They all, however, appear to have known most about Mary 

Magdalene; she was a woman of large acquaintance, and it was not an ill conjecture that she 

might be upon the stroll. [The Bishop of Llandaff, in his famous “Apology,” censured Paine 

severely for this insinuation against Mary Magdalene, but the censure really falls on our English 

version, which, by a chapter-heading (Luke vii.), has unwarrantably identified her as the sinful 

woman who anointed Jesus, and irrevocably branded her.—Editor.] 



The book of Matthew goes on to say (ver. 2): “And behold there was a great earthquake, for 

the angel of the Lord descended from heaven, and came and rolled back the stone from the door, 

and sat upon it” But the other books say nothing about any earthquake, nor about the angel 

rolling back the stone, and sitting upon it and, according to their account, there was no angel 

sitting there. Mark says the angel [Mark says “a young man,” and Luke “two men.”—Editor.] 

was within the sepulchre, sitting on the right side. Luke says there were two, and they were both 

standing up; and John says they were both sitting down, one at the head and the other at the feet. 

Matthew says, that the angel that was sitting upon the stone on the outside of the sepulchre 

told the two Marys that Christ was risen, and that the women went away quickly. Mark says, that 

the women, upon seeing the stone rolled away, and wondering at it, went into the sepulchre, and 

that it was the angel that was sitting within on the right side, that told them so. Luke says, it was 

the two angels that were Standing up; and John says, it was Jesus Christ himself that told it to 

Mary Magdalene; and that she did not go into the sepulchre, but only stooped down and looked 

in. 

Now, if the writers of these four books had gone into a court of justice to prove an alibi, (for it 

is of the nature of an alibi that is here attempted to be proved, namely, the absence of a dead 

body by supernatural means,) and had they given their evidence in the same contradictory 

manner as it is here given, they would have been in danger of having their ears cropt for perjury, 

and would have justly deserved it. Yet this is the evidence, and these are the books, that have 

been imposed upon the world as being given by divine inspiration, and as the unchangeable word 

of God. 

The writer of the book of Matthew, after giving this account, relates a story that is not to be 

found in any of the other books, and which is the same I have just before alluded to. “Now,” says 

he, [that is, after the conversation the women had had with the angel sitting upon the stone,] 

“behold some of the watch [meaning the watch that he had said had been placed over the 

sepulchre] came into the city, and shewed unto the chief priests all the things that were done; and 

when they were assembled with the elders and had taken counsel, they gave large money unto 

the soldiers, saying, Say ye, that his disciples came by night, and stole him away while we slept; 

and if this come to the governor’s ears, we will persuade him, and secure you. So they took the 

money, and did as they were taught; and this saying [that his disciples stole him away] is 

commonly reported among the Jews until this day.” 

The expression, until this day, is an evidence that the book ascribed to Matthew was not 

written by Matthew, and that it has been manufactured long after the times and things of which it 

pretends to treat; for the expression implies a great length of intervening time. It would be 

inconsistent in us to speak in this manner of any thing happening in our own time. To give, 

therefore, intelligible meaning to the expression, we must suppose a lapse of some generations at 

least, for this manner of speaking carries the mind back to ancient time. 

The absurdity also of the story is worth noticing; for it shows the writer of the book of 

Matthew to have been an exceeding weak and foolish man. He tells a story that contradicts itself 

in point of possibility; for though the guard, if there were any, might be made to say that the 

body was taken away while they were asleep, and to give that as a reason for their not having 

prevented it, that same sleep must also have prevented their knowing how, and by whom, it was 

done; and yet they are made to say that it was the disciples who did it. Were a man to tender his 

evidence of something that he should say was done, and of the manner of doing it, and of the 

person who did it, while he was asleep, and could know nothing of the matter, such evidence 



could not be received: it will do well enough for Testament evidence, but not for any thing where 

truth is concerned. 

I come now to that part of the evidence in those books, that respects the pretended appearance 

of Christ after this pretended resurrection. 

The writer of the book of Matthew relates, that the angel that was sitting on the stone at the 

mouth of the sepulchre, said to the two Marys (xxviii. 7), “Behold Christ is gone before you into 

Galilee, there ye shall see him; lo, I have told you.” And the same writer at the next two verses 

(8, 9,) makes Christ himself to speak to the same purpose to these women immediately after the 

angel had told it to them, and that they ran quickly to tell it to the disciples; and it is said (ver. 

16), “Then the eleven disciples went away into Galilee, into a mountain where Jesus had 

appointed them; and, when they saw him, they worshipped him.” 

But the writer of the book of John tells us a story very different to this; for he says (xx. 19) 

“Then the same day at evening, being the first day of the week, [that is, the same day that Christ 

is said to have risen,] when the doors were shut, where the disciples were assembled, for fear of 

the Jews, came Jesus and stood in the midst of them.” 

According to Matthew the eleven were marching to Galilee, to meet Jesus in a mountain, by 

his own appointment, at the very time when, according to John, they were assembled in another 

place, and that not by appointment, but in secret, for fear of the Jews. 

The writer of the book of Luke xxiv. 13, 33-36, contradicts that of Matthew more pointedly 

than John does; for he says expressly, that the meeting was in Jerusalem the evening of the same 

day that he (Christ) rose, and that the eleven were there. 

Now, it is not possible, unless we admit these supposed disciples the right of wilful lying, that 

the writers of these books could be any of the eleven persons called disciples; for if, according to 

Matthew, the eleven went into Galilee to meet Jesus in a mountain by his own appointment, on 

the same day that he is said to have risen, Luke and John must have been two of that eleven; yet 

the writer of Luke says expressly, and John implies as much, that the meeting was that same day, 

in a house in Jerusalem; and, on the other hand, if, according to Luke and John, the eleven were 

assembled in a house in Jerusalem, Matthew must have been one of that eleven; yet Matthew 

says the meeting was in a mountain in Galilee, and consequently the evidence given in those 

books destroy each other. 

The writer of the book of Mark says nothing about any meeting in Galilee; but he says (xvi. 

12) that Christ, after his resurrection, appeared in another form to two of them, as they walked 

into the country, and that these two told it to the residue, who would not believe them. [This 

belongs to the late addition to Mark, which originally ended with xvi. 8.—Editor.] Luke also tells 

a story, in which he keeps Christ employed the whole of the day of this pretended resurrection, 

until the evening, and which totally invalidates the account of going to the mountain in Galilee. 

He says, that two of them, without saying which two, went that same day to a village called 

Emmaus, three score furlongs (seven miles and a half) from Jerusalem, and that Christ in 

disguise went with them, and stayed with them unto the evening, and supped with them, and then 

vanished out of their sight, and reappeared that same evening, at the meeting of the eleven in 

Jerusalem. 

This is the contradictory manner in which the evidence of this pretended reappearance of 

Christ is stated: the only point in which the writers agree, is the skulking privacy of that 

reappearance; for whether it was in the recess of a mountain in Galilee, or in a shut-up house in 

Jerusalem, it was still skulking. To what cause then are we to assign this skulking? On the one 



hand, it is directly repugnant to the supposed or pretended end, that of convincing the world that 

Christ was risen; and, on the other hand, to have asserted the publicity of it would have exposed 

the writers of those books to public detection; and, therefore, they have been under the necessity 

of making it a private affair. 

As to the account of Christ being seen by more than five hundred at once, it is Paul only who 

says it, and not the five hundred who say it for themselves. It is, therefore, the testimony of but 

one man, and that too of a man, who did not, according to the same account, believe a word of 

the matter himself at the time it is said to have happened. His evidence, supposing him to have 

been the writer of Corinthians xv., where this account is given, is like that of a man who comes 

into a court of justice to swear that what he had sworn before was false. A man may often see 

reason, and he has too always the right of changing his opinion; but this liberty does not extend 

to matters of fact. 

I now come to the last scene, that of the ascension into heaven.—Here all fear of the Jews, and 

of every thing else, must necessarily have been out of the question: it was that which, if true, was 

to seal the whole; and upon which the reality of the future mission of the disciples was to rest for 

proof. Words, whether declarations or promises, that passed in private, either in the recess of a 

mountain in Galilee, or in a shut-up house in Jerusalem, even supposing them to have been 

spoken, could not be evidence in public; it was therefore necessary that this last scene should 

preclude the possibility of denial and dispute; and that it should be, as I have stated in the former 

part of ‘The Age of Reason,’ as public and as visible as the sun at noon-day; at least it ought to 

have been as public as the crucifixion is reported to have been.—But to come to the point. 

In the first place, the writer of the book of Matthew does not say a syllable about it; neither 

does the writer of the book of John. This being the case, is it possible to suppose that those 

writers, who affect to be even minute in other matters, would have been silent upon this, had it 

been true? The writer of the book of Mark passes it off in a careless, slovenly manner, with a 

single dash of the pen, as if he was tired of romancing, or ashamed of the story. So also does the 

writer of Luke. And even between these two, there is not an apparent agreement, as to the place 

where this final parting is said to have been. [The last nine verses of Mark being ungenuine, the 

story of the ascension rests exclusively on the words in Luke xxiv. 51, “was carried up into 

heaven,”—words omitted by several ancient authorities.—Editor.] 

The book of Mark says that Christ appeared to the eleven as they sat at meat, alluding to the 

meeting of the eleven at Jerusalem: he then states the conversation that he says passed at that 

meeting; and immediately after says (as a school-boy would finish a dull story,) “So then, after 

the Lord had spoken unto them, he was received up into heaven, and sat on the right hand of 

God.” But the writer of Luke says, that the ascension was from Bethany; that he (Christ) led 

them out as far as Bethany, and was parted from them there, and was carried up into heaven. So 

also was Mahomet: and, as to Moses, the apostle Jude says, ver. 9. That ‘Michael and the devil 

disputed about his body.’ While we believe such fables as these, or either of them, we believe 

unworthily of the Almighty. 

I have now gone through the examination of the four books ascribed to Matthew, Mark, Luke 

and John; and when it is considered that the whole space of time, from the crucifixion to what is 

called the ascension, is but a few days, apparently not more than three or four, and that all the 

circumstances are reported to have happened nearly about the same spot, Jerusalem, it is, I 

believe, impossible to find in any story upon record so many and such glaring absurdities, 

contradictions, and falsehoods, as are in those books. They are more numerous and striking than 



I had any expectation of finding, when I began this examination, and far more so than I had any 

idea of when I wrote the former part of ‘The Age of Reason.’ I had then neither Bible nor 

Testament to refer to, nor could I procure any. My own situation, even as to existence, was 

becoming every day more precarious; and as I was willing to leave something behind me upon 

the subject, I was obliged to be quick and concise. The quotations I then made were from 

memory only, but they are correct; and the opinions I have advanced in that work are the effect 

of the most clear and long-established conviction,—that the Bible and the Testament are 

impositions upon the world;—that the fall of man, the account of Jesus Christ being the Son of 

God, and of his dying to appease the wrath of God, and of salvation by that strange means, are all 

fabulous inventions, dishonourable to the wisdom and power of the Almighty;—that the only 

true religion is deism, by which I then meant and now mean the belief of one God, and an 

imitation of his moral character, or the practice of what are called moral virtues;—and that it was 

upon this only (so far as religion is concerned) that I rested all my hopes of happiness hereafter. 

So say I now—and so help me God. 

But to retum to the subject.—Though it is impossible, at this distance of time, to ascertain as a 

fact who were the writers of those four books (and this alone is sufficient to hold them in doubt, 

and where we doubt we do not believe) it is not difficult to ascertain negatively that they were 

not written by the persons to whom they are ascribed. The contradictions in those books 

demonstrate two things: 

First, that the writers cannot have been eye-witnesses and ear-witnesses of the matters they 

relate, or they would have related them without those contradictions; and, consequently that the 

books have not been written by the persons called apostles, who are supposed to have been 

witnesses of this kind. 

Secondly, that the writers, whoever they were, have not acted in concerted imposition, but 

each writer separately and individually for himself, and without the knowledge of the other. 

The same evidence that applies to prove the one, applies equally to prove both cases; that is, 

that the books were not written by the men called apostles, and also that they are not a concerted 

imposition. As to inspiration, it is altogether out of the question; we may as well attempt to unite 

truth and falsehood, as inspiration and contradiction. 

If four men are eye-witnesses and ear-witnesses to a scene, they will without any concert 

between them, agree as to time and place, when and where that scene happened. Their individual 

knowledge of the thing, each one knowing it for himself, renders concert totally unnecessary; the 

one will not say it was in a mountain in the country, and the other at a house in town; the one 

will not say it was at sunrise, and the other that it was dark. For in whatever place it was and 

whatever time it was, they know it equally alike. 

And on the other hand, if four men concert a story, they will make their separate relations of 

that story agree and corroborate with each other to support the whole. That concert supplies the 

want of fact in the one case, as the knowledge of the fact supersedes, in the other case, the 

necessity of a concert. The same contradictions, therefore, that prove there has been no concert, 

prove also that the reporters had no knowledge of the fact, (or rather of that which they relate as 

a fact,) and detect also the falsehood of their reports. Those books, therefore, have neither been 

written by the men called apostles, nor by imposters in concert.—How then have they been 

written? 

I am not one of those who are fond of believing there is much of that which is called wilful 

lying, or lying originally, except in the case of men setting up to be prophets, as in the Old 



Testament; for prophesying is lying professionally. In almost all other cases it is not difficult to 

discover the progress by which even simple supposition, with the aid of credulity, will in time 

grow into a lie, and at last be told as a fact; and whenever we can find a charitable reason for a 

thing of this kind, we ought not to indulge a severe one. 

The story of Jesus Christ appearing after he was dead is the story of an apparition, such as 

timid imaginations can always create in vision, and credulity believe. Stories of this kind had 

been told of the assassination of Julius Caesar not many years before, and they generally have 

their origin in violent deaths, or in execution of innocent persons. In cases of this kind, 

compassion lends its aid, and benevolently stretches the story. It goes on a little and a little 

farther, till it becomes a most certain truth. Once start a ghost, and credulity fills up the history of 

its life, and assigns the cause of its appearance; one tells it one way, another another way, till 

there are as many stories about the ghost, and about the proprietor of the ghost, as there are about 

Jesus Christ in these four books. 

The story of the appearance of Jesus Christ is told with that strange mixture of the natural and 

impossible, that distinguishes legendary tale from fact. He is represented as suddenly coming in 

and going out when the doors are shut, and of vanishing out of sight, and appearing again, as one 

would conceive of an unsubstantial vision; then again he is hungry, sits down to meat, and eats 

his supper. But as those who tell stories of this kind never provide for all the cases, so it is here: 

they have told us, that when he arose he left his grave-clothes behind him; but they have 

forgotten to provide other clothes for him to appear in afterwards, or to tell us what he did with 

them when he ascended; whether he stripped all off, or went up clothes and all. In the case of 

Elijah, they have been careful enough to make him throw down his mantle; how it happened not 

to be burnt in the chariot of fire, they also have not told us; but as imagination supplies all 

deficiencies of this kind, we may suppose if we please that it was made of salamander’s wool. 

Those who are not much acquainted with ecclesiastical history, may suppose that the book 

called the New Testament has existed ever since the time of Jesus Christ, as they suppose that the 

books ascribed to Moses have existed ever since the time of Moses. But the fact is historically 

otherwise; there was no such book as the New Testament till more than three hundred years after 

the time that Christ is said to have lived. 

At what time the books ascribed to Matthew, Mark, Luke and John, began to appear, is 

altogether a matter of uncertainty. There is not the least shadow of evidence of who the persons 

were that wrote them, nor at what time they were written; and they might as well have been 

called by the names of any of the other supposed apostles as by the names they are now called. 

The originals are not in the possession of any Christian Church existing, any more than the two 

tables of stone written on, they pretend, by the finger of God, upon Mount Sinai, and given to 

Moses, are in the possession of the Jews. And even if they were, there is no possibility of 

proving the hand-writing in either case. At the time those four books were written there was no 

printing, and consequently there could be no publication otherwise than by written copies, which 

any man might make or alter at pleasure, and call them originals. Can we suppose it is consistent 

with the wisdom of the Almighty to commit himself and his will to man upon such precarious 

means as these; or that it is consistent we should pin our faith upon such uncertainties? We 

cannot make nor alter, nor even imitate, so much as one blade of grass that he has made, and yet 

we can make or alter words of God as easily as words of man. [The former part of the ‘Age of 

Reason’ has not been published two years, and there is already an expression in it that is not 

mine. The expression is: The book of Luke was carried by a majority of one voice only. It may 

be true, but it is not I that have said it. Some person who might know of that circumstance, has 



added it in a note at the bottom of the page of some of the editions, printed either in England or 

in America; and the printers, after that, have erected it into the body of the work, and made me 

the author of it. If this has happened within such a short space of time, notwithstanding the aid of 

printing, which prevents the alteration of copies individually, what may not have happened in a 

much greater length of time, when there was no printing, and when any man who could write 

could make a written copy and call it an original by Matthew, Mark, Luke, or John?—Author.] 

[The spurious addition to Paine’s work alluded to in his footnote drew on him a severe 

criticism from Dr. Priestley (“Letters to a Philosophical Unbeliever,” p. 75), yet it seems to have 

been Priestley himself who, in his quotation, first incorporated into Paine’s text the footnote 

added by the editor of the American edition (1794). The American added: “Vide Moshiem’s (sic) 

Ecc. History,” which Priestley omits. In a modern American edition I notice four verbal 

alterations introduced into the above footnote.—Editor.] 

About three hundred and fifty years after the time that Christ is said to have lived, several 

writings of the kind I am speaking of were scattered in the hands of divers individuals; and as the 

church had begun to form itself into an hierarchy, or church government, with temporal powers, 

it set itself about collecting them into a code, as we now see them, called ‘The New Testament.’ 

They decided by vote, as I have before said in the former part of the Age of Reason, which of 

those writings, out of the collection they had made, should be the word of God, and which should 

not. The Robbins of the Jews had decided, by vote, upon the books of the Bible before. 

As the object of the church, as is the case in all national establishments of churches, was 

power and revenue, and terror the means it used, it is consistent to suppose that the most 

miraculous and wonderful of the writings they had collected stood the best chance of being 

voted. And as to the authenticity of the books, the vote stands in the place of it; for it can be 

traced no higher. 

Disputes, however, ran high among the people then calling themselves Christians, not only as 

to points of doctrine, but as to the authenticity of the books. In the contest between the person 

called St. Augustine, and Fauste, about the year 400, the latter says, “The books called the 

Evangelists have been composed long after the times of the apostles, by some obscure men, who, 

fearing that the world would not give credit to their relation of matters of which they could not 

be informed, have published them under the names of the apostles; and which are so full of 

sottishness and discordant relations, that there is neither agreement nor connection between 

them.” 

And in another place, addressing himself to the advocates of those books, as being the word of 

God, he says, “It is thus that your predecessors have inserted in the scriptures of our Lord many 

things which, though they carry his name, agree not with his doctrine.” This is not surprising, 

since that we have often proved that these things have not been written by himself, nor by his 

apostles, but that for the greatest part they are founded upon tales, upon vague reports, and put 

together by I know not what half-Jews, with but little agreement between them; and which they 

have nevertheless published under the name of the apostles of our Lord, and have thus attributed 

to them their own errors and their lies. [I have taken these two extracts from Boulanger’s Life of 

Paul, written in French; Boulanger has quoted them from the writings of Augustine against 

Fauste, to which he refers.—Author.] 

This Bishop Faustus is usually styled “The Manichaeum,” Augustine having entitled his book, 

Contra Frustum Manichaeum Libri xxxiii., in which nearly the whole of Faustus’ very able work 

is quoted.—Editor.] 



The reader will see by those extracts that the authenticity of the books of the New Testament 

was denied, and the books treated as tales, forgeries, and lies, at the time they were voted to be 

the word of God. But the interest of the church, with the assistance of the faggot, bore down the 

opposition, and at last suppressed all investigation. Miracles followed upon miracles, if we will 

believe them, and men were taught to say they believed whether they believed or not. But (by 

way of throwing in a thought) the French Revolution has excommunicated the church from the 

power of working miracles; she has not been able, with the assistance of all her saints, to work 

one miracle since the revolution began; and as she never stood in greater need than now, we 

may, without the aid of divination, conclude that all her former miracles are tricks and lies. 

[Boulanger in his life of Paul, has collected from the ecclesiastical histories, and the writings of 

the fathers as they are called, several matters which show the opinions that prevailed among the 

different sects of Christians, at the time the Testament, as we now see it, was voted to be the 

word of God. The following extracts are from the second chapter of that work: 

[The Marcionists (a Christian sect) asserted that the evangelists were filled with falsities. The 

Manichaeans, who formed a very numerous sect at the commencement of Christianity, rejected 

as false all the New Testament, and showed other writings quite different that they gave for 

authentic. The Corinthians, like the Marcionists, admitted not the Acts of the Apostles. The 

Encratites and the Sevenians adopted neither the Acts, nor the Epistles of Paul. Chrysostom, in a 

homily which he made upon the Acts of the Apostles, says that in his time, about the year 400, 

many people knew nothing either of the author or of the book. St. Irene, who lived before that 

time, reports that the Valentinians, like several other sects of the Christians, accused the 

scriptures of being filled with imperfections, errors, and contradictions. The Ebionites, or 

Nazarenes, who were the first Christians, rejected all the Epistles of Paul, and regarded him as an 

impostor. They report, among other things, that he was originally a Pagan; that he came to 

Jerusalem, where he lived some time; and that having a mind to marry the daughter of the high 

priest, he had himself been circumcised; but that not being able to obtain her, he quarrelled with 

the Jews and wrote against circumcision, and against the observation of the Sabbath, and against 

all the legal ordinances.—Author.] [Much abridged from the Exam. Crit. de la Vie de St. Paul, 

by N.A. Boulanger, 1770.—Editor.] 

When we consider the lapse of more than three hundred years intervening between the time 

that Christ is said to have lived and the time the New Testament was formed into a book, we 

must see, even without the assistance of historical evidence, the exceeding uncertainty there is of 

its authenticity. The authenticity of the book of Homer, so far as regards the authorship, is much 

better established than that of the New Testament, though Homer is a thousand years the most 

ancient. It was only an exceeding good poet that could have written the book of Homer, and, 

therefore, few men only could have attempted it; and a man capable of doing it would not have 

thrown away his own fame by giving it to another. In like manner, there were but few that could 

have composed Euclid’s Elements, because none but an exceeding good geometrician could have 

been the author of that work. 

But with respect to the books of the New Testament, particularly such parts as tell us of the 

resurrection and ascension of Christ, any person who could tell a story of an apparition, or of a 

man’s walking, could have made such books; for the story is most wretchedly told. The chance, 

therefore, of forgery in the Testament is millions to one greater than in the case of Homer or 

Euclid. Of the numerous priests or parsons of the present day, bishops and all, every one of them 

can make a sermon, or translate a scrap of Latin, especially if it has been translated a thousand 

times before; but is there any amongst them that can write poetry like Homer, or science like 



Euclid? The sum total of a parson’s learning, with very few exceptions, is a, b, ab, and hic, haec, 

hoc; and their knowledge of science is, three times one is three; and this is more than sufficient 

to have enabled them, had they lived at the time, to have written all the books of the New 

Testament. 

As the opportunities of forgery were greater, so also was the inducement. A man could gain no 

advantage by writing under the name of Homer or Euclid; if he could write equal to them, it 

would be better that he wrote under his own name; if inferior, he could not succeed. Pride would 

prevent the former, and impossibility the latter. But with respect to such books as compose the 

New Testament, all the inducements were on the side of forgery. The best imagined history that 

could have been made, at the distance of two or three hundred years after the time, could not 

have passed for an original under the name of the real writer; the only chance of success lay in 

forgery; for the church wanted pretence for its new doctrine, and truth and talents were out of the 

question. 

But as it is not uncommon (as before observed) to relate stories of persons walking after they 

are dead, and of ghosts and apparitions of such as have fallen by some violent or extraordinary 

means; and as the people of that day were in the habit of believing such things, and of the 

appearance of angels, and also of devils, and of their getting into people’s insides, and shaking 

them like a fit of an ague, and of their being cast out again as if by an emetic—(Mary 

Magdalene, the book of Mark tells us had brought up, or been brought to bed of seven devils;) it 

was nothing extraordinary that some story of this kind should get abroad of the person called 

Jesus Christ, and become afterwards the foundation of the four books ascribed to Matthew, 

Mark, Luke, and John. Each writer told a tale as he heard it, or thereabouts, and gave to his book 

the name of the saint or the apostle whom tradition had given as the eye-witness. It is only upon 

this ground that the contradictions in those books can be accounted for; and if this be not the 

case, they are downright impositions, lies, and forgeries, without even the apology of credulity. 

That they have been written by a sort of half Jews, as the foregoing quotations mention, is 

discernible enough. The frequent references made to that chief assassin and impostor Moses, and 

to the men called prophets, establishes this point; and, on the other hand, the church has 

complimented the fraud, by admitting the Bible and the Testament to reply to each other. 

Between the Christian-Jew and the Christian-Gentile, the thing called a prophecy, and the thing 

prophesied of, the type and the thing typified, the sign and the thing signified, have been 

industriously rummaged up, and fitted together like old locks and pick-lock keys. The story 

foolishly enough told of Eve and the serpent, and naturally enough as to the enmity between men 

and serpents (for the serpent always bites about the heel, because it cannot reach higher, and the 

man always knocks the serpent about the head, as the most effectual way to prevent its biting;) 

[“It shall bruise thy head, and thou shalt bruise his heel.” Gen. iii. 15.—Author.] this foolish 

story, I say, has been made into a prophecy, a type, and a promise to begin with; and the lying 

imposition of Isaiah to Ahaz, ‘That a virgin shall conceive and bear a son,’ as a sign that Ahaz 

should conquer, when the event was that he was defeated (as already noticed in the observations 

on the book of Isaiah), has been perverted, and made to serve as a winder up. 

Jonah and the whale are also made into a sign and type. Jonah is Jesus, and the whale is the 

grave; for it is said, (and they have made Christ to say it of himself, Matt. xii. 40), “For as Jonah 

was three days and three nights in the whale’s belly, so shall the Son of man be three days and 

three nights in the heart of the earth.” But it happens, awkwardly enough, that Christ, according 

to their own account, was but one day and two nights in the grave; about 36 hours instead of 72; 

that is, the Friday night, the Saturday, and the Saturday night; for they say he was up on the 



Sunday morning by sunrise, or before. But as this fits quite as well as the bite and the kick in 

Genesis, or the virgin and her son in Isaiah, it will pass in the lump of orthodox things.—Thus 

much for the historical part of the Testament and its evidences. 

Epistles of Paul—The epistles ascribed to Paul, being fourteen in number, almost fill up the 

remaining part of the Testament. Whether those epistles were written by the person to whom 

they are ascribed is a matter of no great importance, since that the writer, whoever he was, 

attempts to prove his doctrine by argument. He does not pretend to have been witness to any of 

the scenes told of the resurrection and the ascension; and he declares that he had not believed 

them. 

The story of his being struck to the ground as he was journeying to Damascus, has nothing in 

it miraculous or extraordinary; he escaped with life, and that is more than many others have 

done, who have been struck with lightning; and that he should lose his sight for three days, and 

be unable to eat or drink during that time, is nothing more than is common in such conditions. 

His companions that were with him appear not to have suffered in the same manner, for they 

were well enough to lead him the remainder of the journey; neither did they pretend to have seen 

any vision. 

The character of the person called Paul, according to the accounts given of him, has in it a 

great deal of violence and fanaticism; he had persecuted with as much heat as he preached 

afterwards; the stroke he had received had changed his thinking, without altering his constitution; 

and either as a Jew or a Christian he was the same zealot. Such men are never good moral 

evidences of any doctrine they preach. They are always in extremes, as well of action as of 

belief. 

The doctrine he sets out to prove by argument, is the resurrection of the same body: and he 

advances this as an evidence of immortality. But so much will men differ in their manner of 

thinking, and in the conclusions they draw from the same premises, that this doctrine of the 

resurrection of the same body, so far from being an evidence of immortality, appears to me to be 

an evidence against it; for if I have already died in this body, and am raised again in the same 

body in which I have died, it is presumptive evidence that I shall die again. That resurrection no 

more secures me against the repetition of dying, than an ague-fit, when past, secures me against 

another. To believe therefore in immortality, I must have a more elevated idea than is contained 

in the gloomy doctrine of the resurrection. 

Besides, as a matter of choice, as well as of hope, I had rather have a better body and a more 

convenient form than the present. Every animal in the creation excels us in something. The 

winged insects, without mentioning doves or eagles, can pass over more space with greater ease 

in a few minutes than man can in an hour. The glide of the smallest fish, in proportion to its bulk, 

exceeds us in motion almost beyond comparison, and without weariness. Even the sluggish snail 

can ascend from the bottom of a dungeon, where man, by the want of that ability, would perish; 

and a spider can launch itself from the top, as a playful amusement. The personal powers of man 

are so limited, and his heavy frame so little constructed to extensive enjoyment, that there is 

nothing to induce us to wish the opinion of Paul to be true. It is too little for the magnitude of the 

scene, too mean for the sublimity of the subject. 

But all other arguments apart, the consciousness of existence is the only conceivable idea we 

can have of another life, and the continuance of that consciousness is immortality. The 

consciousness of existence, or the knowing that we exist, is not necessarily confined to the same 

form, nor to the same matter, even in this life. 



We have not in all cases the same form, nor in any case the same matter, that composed our 

bodies twenty or thirty years ago; and yet we are conscious of being the same persons. Even legs 

and arms, which make up almost half the human frame, are not necessary to the consciousness of 

existence. These may be lost or taken away and the full consciousness of existence remain; and 

were their place supplied by wings, or other appendages, we cannot conceive that it could alter 

our consciousness of existence. In short, we know not how much, or rather how little, of our 

composition it is, and how exquisitely fine that little is, that creates in us this consciousness of 

existence; and all beyond that is like the pulp of a peach, distinct and separate from the 

vegetative speck in the kernel. 

Who can say by what exceeding fine action of fine matter it is that a thought is produced in 

what we call the mind? and yet that thought when produced, as I now produce the thought I am 

writing, is capable of becoming immortal, and is the only production of man that has that 

capacity. 

Statues of brass and marble will perish; and statues made in imitation of them are not the same 

statues, nor the same workmanship, any more than the copy of a picture is the same picture. But 

print and reprint a thought a thousand times over, and that with materials of any kind, carve it in 

wood, or engrave it on stone, the thought is eternally and identically the same thought in every 

case. It has a capacity of unimpaired existence, unaffected by change of matter, and is essentially 

distinct, and of a nature different from every thing else that we know of, or can conceive. If then 

the thing produced has in itself a capacity of being immortal, it is more than a token that the 

power that produced it, which is the self-same thing as consciousness of existence, can be 

immortal also; and that as independently of the matter it was first connected with, as the thought 

is of the printing or writing it first appeared in. The one idea is not more difficult to believe than 

the other; and we can see that one is true. 

That the consciousness of existence is not dependent on the same form or the same matter, is 

demonstrated to our senses in the works of the creation, as far as our senses are capable of 

receiving that demonstration. A very numerous part of the animal creation preaches to us, far 

better than Paul, the belief of a life hereafter. Their little life resembles an earth and a heaven, a 

present and a future state; and comprises, if it may be so expressed, immortality in miniature. 

The most beautiful parts of the creation to our eye are the winged insects, and they are not so 

originally. They acquire that form and that inimitable brilliancy by progressive changes. The 

slow and creeping caterpillar worm of to day, passes in a few days to a torpid figure, and a state 

resembling death; and in the next change comes forth in all the miniature magnificence of life, a 

splendid butterfly. No resemblance of the former creature remains; every thing is changed; all his 

powers are new, and life is to him another thing. We cannot conceive that the consciousness of 

existence is not the same in this state of the animal as before; why then must I believe that the 

resurrection of the same body is necessary to continue to me the consciousness of existence 

hereafter? 

In the former part of ‘The Age of Reason.’ I have called the creation the true and only real 

word of God; and this instance, or this text, in the book of creation, not only shows to us that this 

thing may be so, but that it is so; and that the belief of a future state is a rational belief, founded 

upon facts visible in the creation: for it is not more difficult to believe that we shall exist 

hereafter in a better state and form than at present, than that a worm should become a butterfly, 

and quit the dunghill for the atmosphere, if we did not know it as a fact. 



As to the doubtful jargon ascribed to Paul in 1 Corinthians xv., which makes part of the burial 

service of some Christian sectaries, it is as destitute of meaning as the tolling of a bell at the 

funeral; it explains nothing to the understanding, it illustrates nothing to the imagination, but 

leaves the reader to find any meaning if he can. “All flesh,” says he, “is not the same flesh. There 

is one flesh of men, another of beasts, another of fishes, and another of birds.” And what then? 

nothing. A cook could have said as much. “There are also,” says he, “bodies celestial and bodies 

terrestrial; the glory of the celestial is one and the glory of the terrestrial is the other.” And what 

then? nothing. And what is the difference? nothing that he has told. “There is,” says he, “one 

glory of the sun, and another glory of the moon, and another glory of the stars.” And what then? 

nothing; except that he says that one star differeth from another star in glory, instead of distance; 

and he might as well have told us that the moon did not shine so bright as the sun. All this is 

nothing better than the jargon of a conjuror, who picks up phrases he does not understand to 

confound the credulous people who come to have their fortune told. Priests and conjurors are of 

the same trade. 

Sometimes Paul affects to be a naturalist, and to prove his system of resurrection from the 

principles of vegetation. “Thou fool” says he, “that which thou sowest is not quickened except it 

die.” To which one might reply in his own language, and say, Thou fool, Paul, that which thou 

sowest is not quickened except it die not; for the grain that dies in the ground never does, nor can 

vegetate. It is only the living grains that produce the next crop. But the metaphor, in any point of 

view, is no simile. It is succession, and [not] resurrection. 

The progress of an animal from one state of being to another, as from a worm to a butterfly, 

applies to the case; but this of a grain does not, and shows Paul to have been what he says of 

others, a fool. 

Whether the fourteen epistles ascribed to Paul were written by him or not, is a matter of 

indifference; they are either argumentative or dogmatical; and as the argument is defective, and 

the dogmatical part is merely presumptive, it signifies not who wrote them. And the same may be 

said for the remaining parts of the Testament. It is not upon the Epistles, but upon what is called 

the Gospel, contained in the four books ascribed to Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John, and upon 

the pretended prophecies, that the theory of the church, calling itself the Christian Church, is 

founded. The Epistles are dependant upon those, and must follow their fate; for if the story of 

Jesus Christ be fabulous, all reasoning founded upon it, as a supposed truth, must fall with it. 

We know from history, that one of the principal leaders of this church, Athanasius, lived at the 

time the New Testament was formed; [Athanasius died, according to the Church chronology, in 

the year 371—Author.] and we know also, from the absurd jargon he has left us under the name 

of a creed, the character of the men who formed the New Testament; and we know also from the 

same history that the authenticity of the books of which it is composed was denied at the time. It 

was upon the vote of such as Athanasius that the Testament was decreed to be the word of God; 

and nothing can present to us a more strange idea than that of decreeing the word of God by vote. 

Those who rest their faith upon such authority put man in the place of God, and have no true 

foundation for future happiness. Credulity, however, is not a crime, but it becomes criminal by 

resisting conviction. It is strangling in the womb of the conscience the efforts it makes to 

ascertain truth. We should never force belief upon ourselves in any thing. 

I here close the subject on the Old Testament and the New. The evidence I have produced to 

prove them forgeries, is extracted from the books themselves, and acts, like a two-edge sword, 

either way. If the evidence be denied, the authenticity of the Scriptures is denied with it, for it is 



Scripture evidence: and if the evidence be admitted, the authenticity of the books is disproved. 

The contradictory impossibilities, contained in the Old Testament and the New, put them in the 

case of a man who swears for and against. Either evidence convicts him of perjury, and equally 

destroys reputation. 

Should the Bible and the Testament hereafter fall, it is not that I have done it. I have done no 

more than extracted the evidence from the confused mass of matters with which it is mixed, and 

arranged that evidence in a point of light to be clearly seen and easily comprehended; and, 

having done this, I leave the reader to judge for himself, as I have judged for myself. 

  



CHAPTER III. 

CONCLUSION 

In the former part of ‘The Age of Reason’ I have spoken of the three frauds, mystery, miracle, 

and Prophecy; and as I have seen nothing in any of the answers to that work that in the least 

affects what I have there said upon those subjects, I shall not encumber this Second Part with 

additions that are not necessary. 

I have spoken also in the same work upon what is celled revelation, and have shown the 

absurd misapplication of that term to the books of the Old Testament and the New; for certainly 

revelation is out of the question in reciting any thing of which man has been the actor or the 

witness. That which man has done or seen, needs no revelation to tell him he has done it, or seen 

it—for he knows it already—nor to enable him to tell it or to write it. It is ignorance, or 

imposition, to apply the term revelation in such cases; yet the Bible and Testament are classed 

under this fraudulent description of being all revelation. 

Revelation then, so far as the term has relation between God and man, can only be applied to 

something which God reveals of his will to man; but though the power of the Almighty to make 

such a communication is necessarily admitted, because to that power all things are possible, yet, 

the thing so revealed (if any thing ever was revealed, and which, by the bye, it is impossible to 

prove) is revelation to the person only to whom it is made. His account of it to another is not 

revelation; and whoever puts faith in that account, puts it in the man from whom the account 

comes; and that man may have been deceived, or may have dreamed it; or he may be an impostor 

and may lie. There is no possible criterion whereby to judge of the truth of what he tells; for even 

the morality of it would be no proof of revelation. In all such cases, the proper answer should be, 

“When it is revealed to me, I will believe it to be revelation; but it is not and cannot be 

incumbent upon me to believe it to be revelation before; neither is it proper that I should take the 

word of man as the word of God, and put man in the place of God.” This is the manner in which 

I have spoken of revelation in the former part of The Age of Reason; and which, whilst it 

reverentially admits revelation as a possible thing, because, as before said, to the Almighty all 

things are possible, it prevents the imposition of one man upon another, and precludes the 

wicked use of pretended revelation. 

But though, speaking for myself, I thus admit the possibility of revelation, I totally disbelieve 

that the Almighty ever did communicate any thing to man, by any mode of speech, in any 

language, or by any kind of vision, or appearance, or by any means which our senses are capable 

of receiving, otherwise than by the universal display of himself in the works of the creation, and 

by that repugnance we feel in ourselves to bad actions, and disposition to good ones. [A fair 

parallel of the then unknown aphorism of Kant: “Two things fill the soul with wonder and 

reverence, increasing evermore as I meditate more closely upon them: the starry heavens above 

me and the moral law within me.” (Kritik derpraktischen Vernunfe, 1788). Kant’s religious 

utterances at the beginning of the French Revolution brought on him a royal mandate of silence, 

because he had worked out from “the moral law within” a principle of human equality precisely 

similar to that which Paine had derived from his Quaker doctrine of the “inner light” of every 

man. About the same time Paine’s writings were suppressed in England. Paine did not 

understand German, but Kant, though always independent in the formation of his opinions, was 

evidently well acquainted with the literature of the Revolution, in America, England, and 

France.—Editor.] 



The most detestable wickedness, the most horrid cruelties, and the greatest miseries, that have 

afflicted the human race have had their origin in this thing called revelation, or revealed religion. 

It has been the most dishonourable belief against the character of the divinity, the most 

destructive to morality, and the peace and happiness of man, that ever was propagated since man 

began to exist. It is better, far better, that we admitted, if it were possible, a thousand devils to 

roam at large, and to preach publicly the doctrine of devils, if there were any such, than that we 

permitted one such impostor and monster as Moses, Joshua, Samuel, and the Bible prophets, to 

come with the pretended word of God in his mouth, and have credit among us. 

Whence arose all the horrid assassinations of whole nations of men, women, and infants, with 

which the Bible is filled; and the bloody persecutions, and tortures unto death and religious wars, 

that since that time have laid Europe in blood and ashes; whence arose they, but from this 

impious thing called revealed religion, and this monstrous belief that God has spoken to man? 

The lies of the Bible have been the cause of the one, and the lies of the Testament [of] the other. 

Some Christians pretend that Christianity was not established by the sword; but of what period 

of time do they speak? It was impossible that twelve men could begin with the sword: they had 

not the power; but no sooner were the professors of Christianity sufficiently powerful to employ 

the sword than they did so, and the stake and faggot too; and Mahomet could not do it sooner. By 

the same spirit that Peter cut off the ear of the high priest’s servant (if the story be true) he would 

cut off his head, and the head of his master, had he been able. Besides this, Christianity grounds 

itself originally upon the [Hebrew] Bible, and the Bible was established altogether by the sword, 

and that in the worst use of it—not to terrify, but to extirpate. The Jews made no converts: they 

butchered all. The Bible is the sire of the [New] Testament, and both are called the word of God. 

The Christians read both books; the ministers preach from both books; and this thing called 

Christianity is made up of both. It is then false to say that Christianity was not established by the 

sword. 

The only sect that has not persecuted are the Quakers; and the only reason that can be given 

for it is, that they are rather Deists than Christians. They do not believe much about Jesus Christ, 

and they call the scriptures a dead letter. [This is an interesting and correct testimony as to the 

beliefs of the earlier Quakers, one of whom was Paine’s father.—Editor.] Had they called them 

by a worse name, they had been nearer the truth. 

It is incumbent on every man who reverences the character of the Creator, and who wishes to 

lessen the catalogue of artificial miseries, and remove the cause that has sown persecutions thick 

among mankind, to expel all ideas of a revealed religion as a dangerous heresy, and an impious 

fraud. What is it that we have learned from this pretended thing called revealed religion? Nothing 

that is useful to man, and every thing that is dishonourable to his Maker. What is it the Bible 

teaches us?—repine, cruelty, and murder. What is it the Testament teaches us?—to believe that 

the Almighty committed debauchery with a woman engaged to be married; and the belief of this 

debauchery is called faith. 

As to the fragments of morality that are irregularly and thinly scattered in those books, they 

make no part of this pretended thing, revealed religion. They are the natural dictates of 

conscience, and the bonds by which society is held together, and without which it cannot exist; 

and are nearly the same in all religions, and in all societies. The Testament teaches nothing new 

upon this subject, and where it attempts to exceed, it becomes mean and ridiculous. The doctrine 

of not retaliating injuries is much better expressed in Proverbs, which is a collection as well from 

the Gentiles as the Jews, than it is in the Testament. It is there said, (Xxv. 2 I) “If thine enemy be 



hungry, give him bread to eat; and if he be thirsty, give him water to drink:” [According to what 

is called Christ’s sermon on the mount, in the book of Matthew, where, among some other [and] 

good things, a great deal of this feigned morality is introduced, it is there expressly said, that the 

doctrine of forbearance, or of not retaliating injuries, was not any part of the doctrine of the 

Jews; but as this doctrine is found in “Proverbs,” it must, according to that statement, have been 

copied from the Gentiles, from whom Christ had learned it. Those men whom Jewish and 

Christian idolators have abusively called heathen, had much better and clearer ideas of justice 

and morality than are to be found in the Old Testament, so far as it is Jewish, or in the New. The 

answer of Solon on the question, “Which is the most perfect popular govemment,” has never 

been exceeded by any man since his time, as containing a maxim of political morality, “That,” 

says he, “where the least injury done to the meanest individual, is considered as an insult on the 

whole constitution.” Solon lived about 500 years before Christ.—Author.] but when it is said, as 

in the Testament, “If a man smite thee on the right cheek, turn to him the other also,” it is 

assassinating the dignity of forbearance, and sinking man into a spaniel. 

Loving, of enemies is another dogma of feigned morality, and has besides no meaning. It is 

incumbent on man, as a moralist, that he does not revenge an injury; and it is equally as good in a 

political sense, for there is no end to retaliation; each retaliates on the other, and calls it justice: 

but to love in proportion to the injury, if it could be done, would be to offer a premium for a 

crime. Besides, the word enemies is too vague and general to be used in a moral maxim, which 

ought always to be clear and defined, like a proverb. If a man be the enemy of another from 

mistake and prejudice, as in the case of religious opinions, and sometimes in politics, that man is 

different to an enemy at heart with a criminal intention; and it is incumbent upon us, and it 

contributes also to our own tranquillity, that we put the best construction upon a thing that it will 

bear. But even this erroneous motive in him makes no motive for love on the other part; and to 

say that we can love voluntarily, and without a motive, is morally and physically impossible. 

Morality is injured by prescribing to it duties that, in the first place, are impossible to be 

performed, and if they could be would be productive of evil; or, as before said, be premiums for 

crime. The maxim of doing as we would be done unto does not include this strange doctrine of 

loving enemies; for no man expects to be loved himself for his crime or for his enmity. 

Those who preach this doctrine of loving their enemies, are in general the greatest persecutors, 

and they act consistently by so doing; for the doctrine is hypocritical, and it is natural that 

hypocrisy should act the reverse of what it preaches. For my own part, I disown the doctrine, and 

consider it as a feigned or fabulous morality; yet the man does not exist that can say I have 

persecuted him, or any man, or any set of men, either in the American Revolution, or in the 

French Revolution; or that I have, in any case, returned evil for evil. But it is not incumbent on 

man to reward a bad action with a good one, or to return good for evil; and wherever it is done, it 

is a voluntary act, and not a duty. It is also absurd to suppose that such doctrine can make any 

part of a revealed religion. We imitate the moral character of the Creator by forbearing with each 

other, for he forbears with all; but this doctrine would imply that he loved man, not in proportion 

as he was good, but as he was bad. 

If we consider the nature of our condition here, we must see there is no occasion for such a 

thing as revealed religion. What is it we want to know? Does not the creation, the universe we 

behold, preach to us the existence of an Almighty power, that governs and regulates the whole? 

And is not the evidence that this creation holds out to our senses infinitely stronger than any 

thing we can read in a book, that any imposter might make and call the word of God? As for 

morality, the knowledge of it exists in every man’s conscience. 



Here we are. The existence of an Almighty power is sufficiently demonstrated to us, though 

we cannot conceive, as it is impossible we should, the nature and manner of its existence. We 

cannot conceive how we came here ourselves, and yet we know for a fact that we are here. We 

must know also, that the power that called us into being, can if he please, and when he pleases, 

call us to account for the manner in which we have lived here; and therefore without seeking any 

other motive for the belief, it is rational to believe that he will, for we know beforehand that he 

can. The probability or even possibility of the thing is all that we ought to know; for if we knew 

it as a fact, we should be the mere slaves of terror; our belief would have no merit, and our best 

actions no virtue. 

Deism then teaches us, without the possibility of being deceived, all that is necessary or proper 

to be known. The creation is the Bible of the deist. He there reads, in the hand-writing of the 

Creator himself, the certainty of his existence, and the immutability of his power; and all other 

Bibles and Testaments are to him forgeries. The probability that we may be called to account 

hereafter, will, to reflecting minds, have the influence of belief; for it is not our belief or disbelief 

that can make or unmake the fact. As this is the state we are in, and which it is proper we should 

be in, as free agents, it is the fool only, and not the philosopher, nor even the prudent man, that 

will live as if there were no God. 

But the belief of a God is so weakened by being mixed with the strange fable of the Christian 

creed, and with the wild adventures related in the Bible, and the obscurity and obscene nonsense 

of the Testament, that the mind of man is bewildered as in a fog. Viewing all these things in a 

confused mass, he confounds fact with fable; and as he cannot believe all, he feels a disposition 

to reject all. But the belief of a God is a belief distinct from all other things, and ought not to be 

confounded with any. The notion of a Trinity of Gods has enfeebled the belief of one God. A 

multiplication of beliefs acts as a division of belief; and in proportion as anything is divided, it is 

weakened. 

Religion, by such means, becomes a thing of form instead of fact; of notion instead of 

principle: morality is banished to make room for an imaginary thing called faith, and this faith 

has its origin in a supposed debauchery; a man is preached instead of a God; an execution is an 

object for gratitude; the preachers daub themselves with the blood, like a troop of assassins, and 

pretend to admire the brilliancy it gives them; they preach a humdrum sermon on the merits of 

the execution; then praise Jesus Christ for being executed, and condemn the Jews for doing it. 

A man, by hearing all this nonsense lumped and preached together, confounds the God of the 

Creation with the imagined God of the Christians, and lives as if there were none. 

Of all the systems of religion that ever were invented, there is none more derogatory to the 

Almighty, more unedifying to man, more repugnant to reason, and more contradictory in itself, 

than this thing called Christianity. Too absurd for belief, too impossible to convince, and too 

inconsistent for practice, it renders the heart torpid, or produces only atheists and fanatics. As an 

engine of power, it serves the purpose of despotism; and as a means of wealth, the avarice of 

priests; but so far as respects the good of man in general, it leads to nothing here or hereafter. 

The only religion that has not been invented, and that has in it every evidence of divine 

originality, is pure and simple deism. It must have been the first and will probably be the last that 

man believes. But pure and simple deism does not answer the purpose of despotic governments. 

They cannot lay hold of religion as an engine but by mixing it with human inventions, and 

making their own authority a part; neither does it answer the avarice of priests, but by 

incorporating themselves and their functions with it, and becoming, like the government, a party 



in the system. It is this that forms the otherwise mysterious connection of church and state; the 

church human, and the state tyrannic. 

Were a man impressed as fully and strongly as he ought to be with the belief of a God, his 

moral life would be regulated by the force of belief; he would stand in awe of God, and of 

himself, and would not do the thing that could not be concealed from either. To give this belief 

the full opportunity of force, it is necessary that it acts alone. This is deism. 

But when, according to the Christian Trinitarian scheme, one part of God is represented by a 

dying man, and another part, called the Holy Ghost, by a flying pigeon, it is impossible that 

belief can attach itself to such wild conceits. [The book called the book of Matthew, says, (iii. 

16,) that the Holy Ghost descended in the shape of a dove. It might as well have said a goose; the 

creatures are equally harmless, and the one is as much a nonsensical lie as the other. Acts, ii. 2, 

3, says, that it descended in a mighty rushing wind, in the shape of cloven tongues: perhaps it 

was cloven feet. Such absurd stuff is fit only for tales of witches and wizards.—Author.] 

It has been the scheme of the Christian church, and of all the other invented systems of 

religion, to hold man in ignorance of the Creator, as it is of government to hold him in ignorance 

of his rights. The systems of the one are as false as those of the other, and are calculated for 

mutual support. The study of theology as it stands in Christian churches, is the study of nothing; 

it is founded on nothing; it rests on no principles; it proceeds by no authorities; it has no data; it 

can demonstrate nothing; and admits of no conclusion. Not any thing can be studied as a science 

without our being in possession of the principles upon which it is founded; and as this is not the 

case with Christian theology, it is therefore the study of nothing. 

Instead then of studying theology, as is now done, out of the Bible and Testament, the 

meanings of which books are always controverted, and the authenticity of which is disproved, it 

is necessary that we refer to the Bible of the creation. The principles we discover there are 

eternal, and of divine origin: they are the foundation of all the science that exists in the world, 

and must be the foundation of theology. 

We can know God only through his works. We cannot have a conception of any one attribute, 

but by following some principle that leads to it. We have only a confused idea of his power, if 

we have not the means of comprehending something of its immensity. We can have no idea of 

his wisdom, but by knowing the order and manner in which it acts. The principles of science lead 

to this knowledge; for the Creator of man is the Creator of science, and it is through that medium 

that man can see God, as it were, face to face. 

Could a man be placed in a situation, and endowed with power of vision to behold at one 

view, and to contemplate deliberately, the structure of the universe, to mark the movements of 

the several planets, the cause of their varying appearances, the unerring order in which they 

revolve, even to the remotest comet, their connection and dependence on each other, and to know 

the system of laws established by the Creator, that governs and regulates the whole; he would 

then conceive, far beyond what any church theology can teach him, the power, the wisdom, the 

vastness, the munificence of the Creator. He would then see that all the knowledge man has of 

science, and that all the mechanical arts by which he renders his situation comfortable here, are 

derived from that source: his mind, exalted by the scene, and convinced by the fact, would 

increase in gratitude as it increased in knowledge: his religion or his worship would become 

united with his improvement as a man: any employment he followed that had connection with 

the principles of the creation,—as everything of agriculture, of science, and of the mechanical 

arts, has,—would teach him more of God, and of the gratitude he owes to him, than any 



theological Christian sermon he now hears. Great objects inspire great thoughts; great 

munificence excites great gratitude; but the grovelling tales and doctrines of the Bible and the 

Testament are fit only to excite contempt. 

Though man cannot arrive, at least in this life, at the actual scene I have described, he can 

demonstrate it, because he has knowledge of the principles upon which the creation is 

constructed. We know that the greatest works can be represented in model, and that the universe 

can be represented by the same means. The same principles by which we measure an inch or an 

acre of ground will measure to millions in extent. A circle of an inch diameter has the same 

geometrical properties as a circle that would circumscribe the universe. The same properties of a 

triangle that will demonstrate upon paper the course of a ship, will do it on the ocean; and, when 

applied to what are called the heavenly bodies, will ascertain to a minute the time of an eclipse, 

though those bodies are millions of miles distant from us. This knowledge is of divine origin; 

and it is from the Bible of the creation that man has learned it, and not from the stupid Bible of 

the church, that teaches man nothing. [The Bible-makers have undertaken to give us, in the first 

chapter of Genesis, an account of the creation; and in doing this they have demonstrated nothing 

but their ignorance. They make there to have been three days and three nights, evenings and 

mornings, before there was any sun; when it is the presence or absence of the sun that is the 

cause of day and night—and what is called his rising and setting that of morning and evening. 

Besides, it is a puerile and pitiful idea, to suppose the Almighty to say, “Let there be light.” It is 

the imperative manner of speaking that a conjuror uses when he says to his cups and balls, 

Presto, be gone—and most probably has been taken from it, as Moses and his rod is a conjuror 

and his wand. Longinus calls this expression the sublime; and by the same rule the conjurer is 

sublime too; for the manner of speaking is expressively and grammatically the same. When 

authors and critics talk of the sublime, they see not how nearly it borders on the ridiculous. The 

sublime of the critics, like some parts of Edmund Burke’s sublime and beautiful, is like a 

windmill just visible in a fog, which imagination might distort into a flying mountain, or an 

archangel, or a flock of wild geese.—Author.] 

All the knowledge man has of science and of machinery, by the aid of which his existence is 

rendered comfortable upon earth, and without which he would be scarcely distinguishable in 

appearance and condition from a common animal, comes from the great machine and structure of 

the universe. The constant and unwearied observations of our ancestors upon the movements and 

revolutions of the heavenly bodies, in what are supposed to have been the early ages of the 

world, have brought this knowledge upon earth. It is not Moses and the prophets, nor Jesus 

Christ, nor his apostles, that have done it. The Almighty is the great mechanic of the creation, the 

first philosopher, and original teacher of all science. Let us then learn to reverence our master, 

and not forget the labours of our ancestors. 

Had we, at this day, no knowledge of machinery, and were it possible that man could have a 

view, as I have before described, of the structure and machinery of the universe, he would soon 

conceive the idea of constructing some at least of the mechanical works we now have; and the 

idea so conceived would progressively advance in practice. Or could a model of the universe, 

such as is called an orrery, be presented before him and put in motion, his mind would arrive at 

the same idea. Such an object and such a subject would, whilst it improved him in knowledge 

useful to himself as a man and a member of society, as well as entertaining, afford far better 

matter for impressing him with a knowledge of, and a belief in the Creator, and of the reverence 

and gratitude that man owes to him, than the stupid texts of the Bible and the Testament, from 

which, be the talents of the preacher; what they may, only stupid sermons can be preached. If 



man must preach, let him preach something that is edifying, and from the texts that are known to 

be true. 

The Bible of the creation is inexhaustible in texts. Every part of science, whether connected 

with the geometry of the universe, with the systems of animal and vegetable life, or with the 

properties of inanimate matter, is a text as well for devotion as for philosophy—for gratitude, as 

for human improvement. It will perhaps be said, that if such a revolution in the system of 

religion takes place, every preacher ought to be a philosopher. Most certainly, and every house of 

devotion a school of science. 

It has been by wandering from the immutable laws of science, and the light of reason, and 

setting up an invented thing called “revealed religion,” that so many wild and blasphemous 

conceits have been formed of the Almighty. The Jews have made him the assassin of the human 

species, to make room for the religion of the Jews. The Christians have made him the murderer 

of himself, and the founder of a new religion to supersede and expel the Jewish religion. And to 

find pretence and admission for these things, they must have supposed his power or his wisdom 

imperfect, or his will changeable; and the changeableness of the will is the imperfection of the 

judgement. The philosopher knows that the laws of the Creator have never changed, with respect 

either to the principles of science, or the properties of matter. Why then is it to be supposed they 

have changed with respect to man? 

I here close the subject. I have shown in all the foregoing parts of this work that the Bible and 

Testament are impositions and forgeries; and I leave the evidence I have produced in proof of it 

to be refuted, if any one can do it; and I leave the ideas that are suggested in the conclusion of the 

work to rest on the mind of the reader; certain as I am that when opinions are free, either in 

matters of govemment or religion, truth will finally and powerfully prevail. 

END OF PART II 
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Alice's Adventures in Wonderland (commonly Alice in Wonderland) is an 1865 English 

novel by Lewis Carroll. It details the story of a young girl named Alice who falls through a 

rabbit hole into a fantasy world of anthropomorphic creatures. It is seen as an example of the 

literary nonsense genre. The artist John Tenniel provided 42 wood-engraved illustrations for the 

book. 

It received positive reviews upon release and is now one of the best-known works of 

Victorian literature; its narrative, structure, characters and imagery have had widespread 

influence on popular culture and literature, especially in the fantasy genre. It is credited as 

helping end an era of didacticism in children's literature, inaugurating an era in which writing for 

children aimed to "delight or entertain". The tale plays with logic, giving the story lasting 

popularity with adults as well as with children. The titular character Alice shares her given name 

with Alice Liddell, a girl Carroll knew. 

The book has never been out of print and has been translated into 174 languages. Its 

legacy covers adaptations for screen, radio, art, ballet, opera, musicals, theme parks, board games 

and video games. Carroll published a sequel in 1871 entitled Through the Looking-Glass and a 

shortened version for young children, The Nursery "Alice" in 1890. 

It’s hard to believe a charming, nonsense book like that would have any opposition, and 

yet… In 1900, the book was suspended from classroom use, pending review, at the Woodsville 

High School in Haverhill, New Hampshire, because of "expletives, references to masturbation 

and sexual fantasies, and derogatory characterizations of teachers and of religious ceremonies." 

More recently, the book became controversial because of what some people thought were drug 

references. In Chapter 5 Alice meets a Caterpillar sitting on top of a mushroom: in recent times, 

this been cited for drug references. 

In 1931, the book was banned in China by the Governor of Huan Province on the grounds 

that “Animals should not use human language, and…it [is] disastrous to put animals and human 

beings on the same level.” 

 

Want to know more? 

Spotlight on a Banned Book: Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland, Buzz Bookstore 

 

  

https://www.buzzbookstore.com/blog/2016/9/26/spotlight-on-a-banned-book-alices-adventures-in-wonderland


 

 

CHAPTER I. Down the Rabbit-Hole 

CHAPTER II. The Pool of Tears 

CHAPTER III. A Caucus-Race and a Long Tale 

CHAPTER IV. The Rabbit Sends in a Little Bill 

CHAPTER V. Advice from a Caterpillar 

CHAPTER VI. Pig and Pepper 

CHAPTER VII. A Mad Tea-Party 

CHAPTER VIII. The Queen’s Croquet-Ground 

CHAPTER IX. The Mock Turtle’s Story 

CHAPTER X. The Lobster Quadrille 

CHAPTER XI. Who Stole the Tarts? 

CHAPTER XII. Alice’s Evidence 

  



CHAPTER I. Down the Rabbit-Hole 

Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on the bank, and of having 

nothing to do: once or twice she had peeped into the book her sister was reading, but it had no 

pictures or conversations in it, “and what is the use of a book,” thought Alice “without pictures 

or conversations?” 

So she was considering in her own mind (as well as she could, for the hot day made her feel 

very sleepy and stupid), whether the pleasure of making a daisy-chain would be worth the 

trouble of getting up and picking the daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes ran 

close by her. 

There was nothing so very remarkable in that; nor did Alice think it so very much out of the 

way to hear the Rabbit say to itself, “Oh dear! Oh dear! I shall be late!” (when she thought it 

over afterwards, it occurred to her that she ought to have wondered at this, but at the time it all 

seemed quite natural); but when the Rabbit actually took a watch out of its waistcoat-pocket, and 

looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice started to her feet, for it flashed across her mind that she 

had never before seen a rabbit with either a waistcoat-pocket, or a watch to take out of it, and 

burning with curiosity, she ran across the field after it, and fortunately was just in time to see it 

pop down a large rabbit-hole under the hedge. 

In another moment down went Alice after it, never once considering how in the world she was 

to get out again. 

The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnel for some way, and then dipped suddenly down, 

so suddenly that Alice had not a moment to think about stopping herself before she found herself 

falling down a very deep well. 

Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, for she had plenty of time as she went 

down to look about her and to wonder what was going to happen next. First, she tried to look 

down and make out what she was coming to, but it was too dark to see anything; then she looked 

at the sides of the well, and noticed that they were filled with cupboards and book-shelves; here 

and there she saw maps and pictures hung upon pegs. She took down a jar from one of the 

shelves as she passed; it was labelled “ORANGE MARMALADE”, but to her great 

disappointment it was empty: she did not like to drop the jar for fear of killing somebody 

underneath, so managed to put it into one of the cupboards as she fell past it. 

“Well!” thought Alice to herself, “after such a fall as this, I shall think nothing of tumbling 

down stairs! How brave they’ll all think me at home! Why, I wouldn’t say anything about it, 

even if I fell off the top of the house!” (Which was very likely true.) 

Down, down, down. Would the fall never come to an end? “I wonder how many miles I’ve 

fallen by this time?” she said aloud. “I must be getting somewhere near the centre of the earth. 

Let me see: that would be four thousand miles down, I think—” (for, you see, Alice had learnt 

several things of this sort in her lessons in the schoolroom, and though this was not a very good 

opportunity for showing off her knowledge, as there was no one to listen to her, still it was good 

practice to say it over) “—yes, that’s about the right distance—but then I wonder what Latitude 

or Longitude I’ve got to?” (Alice had no idea what Latitude was, or Longitude either, but thought 

they were nice grand words to say.) 

Presently she began again. “I wonder if I shall fall right through the earth! How funny it’ll 

seem to come out among the people that walk with their heads downward! The Antipathies, I 

think—” (she was rather glad there was no one listening, this time, as it didn’t sound at all the 



right word) “—but I shall have to ask them what the name of the country is, you know. Please, 

Ma’am, is this New Zealand or Australia?” (and she tried to curtsey as she spoke—

fancy curtseying as you’re falling through the air! Do you think you could manage it?) “And 

what an ignorant little girl she’ll think me for asking! No, it’ll never do to ask: perhaps I shall see 

it written up somewhere.” 

Down, down, down. There was nothing else to do, so Alice soon began talking again. 

“Dinah’ll miss me very much to-night, I should think!” (Dinah was the cat.) “I hope they’ll 

remember her saucer of milk at tea-time. Dinah my dear! I wish you were down here with me! 

There are no mice in the air, I’m afraid, but you might catch a bat, and that’s very like a mouse, 

you know. But do cats eat bats, I wonder?” And here Alice began to get rather sleepy, and went 

on saying to herself, in a dreamy sort of way, “Do cats eat bats? Do cats eat bats?” and 

sometimes, “Do bats eat cats?” for, you see, as she couldn’t answer either question, it didn’t 

much matter which way she put it. She felt that she was dozing off, and had just begun to dream 

that she was walking hand in hand with Dinah, and saying to her very earnestly, “Now, Dinah, 

tell me the truth: did you ever eat a bat?” when suddenly, thump! thump! down she came upon a 

heap of sticks and dry leaves, and the fall was over. 

Alice was not a bit hurt, and she jumped up on to her feet in a moment: she looked up, but it 

was all dark overhead; before her was another long passage, and the White Rabbit was still in 

sight, hurrying down it. There was not a moment to be lost: away went Alice like the wind, and 

was just in time to hear it say, as it turned a corner, “Oh my ears and whiskers, how late it’s 

getting!” She was close behind it when she turned the corner, but the Rabbit was no longer to be 

seen: she found herself in a long, low hall, which was lit up by a row of lamps hanging from the 

roof. 

There were doors all round the hall, but they were all locked; and when Alice had been all the 

way down one side and up the other, trying every door, she walked sadly down the middle, 

wondering how she was ever to get out again. 

Suddenly she came upon a little three-legged table, all made of solid glass; there was nothing 

on it except a tiny golden key, and Alice’s first thought was that it might belong to one of the 

doors of the hall; but, alas! either the locks were too large, or the key was too small, but at any 

rate it would not open any of them. However, on the second time round, she came upon a low 

curtain she had not noticed before, and behind it was a little door about fifteen inches high: she 

tried the little golden key in the lock, and to her great delight it fitted! 

Alice opened the door and found that it led into a small passage, not much larger than a rat-

hole: she knelt down and looked along the passage into the loveliest garden you ever saw. How 

she longed to get out of that dark hall, and wander about among those beds of bright flowers and 

those cool fountains, but she could not even get her head through the doorway; “and even if my 

head would go through,” thought poor Alice, “it would be of very little use without my 

shoulders. Oh, how I wish I could shut up like a telescope! I think I could, if I only knew how to 

begin.” For, you see, so many out-of-the-way things had happened lately, that Alice had begun to 

think that very few things indeed were really impossible. 

There seemed to be no use in waiting by the little door, so she went back to the table, half 

hoping she might find another key on it, or at any rate a book of rules for shutting people up like 

telescopes: this time she found a little bottle on it, (“which certainly was not here before,” said 

Alice,) and round the neck of the bottle was a paper label, with the words “DRINK ME,” 

beautifully printed on it in large letters. 



It was all very well to say “Drink me,” but the wise little Alice was not going to do that in a 

hurry. “No, I’ll look first,” she said, “and see whether it’s marked ‘poison’ or not”; for she had 

read several nice little histories about children who had got burnt, and eaten up by wild beasts 

and other unpleasant things, all because they would not remember the simple rules their friends 

had taught them: such as, that a red-hot poker will burn you if you hold it too long; and that if 

you cut your finger very deeply with a knife, it usually bleeds; and she had never forgotten that, 

if you drink much from a bottle marked “poison,” it is almost certain to disagree with you, 

sooner or later. 

However, this bottle was not marked “poison,” so Alice ventured to taste it, and finding it very 

nice, (it had, in fact, a sort of mixed flavour of cherry-tart, custard, pine-apple, roast turkey, 

toffee, and hot buttered toast,) she very soon finished it off. 

*       *       *       *       *       *       *  

 

    *       *       *       *       *       *  

 

*       *       *       *       *       *       *  

“What a curious feeling!” said Alice; “I must be shutting up like a telescope.” 

And so it was indeed: she was now only ten inches high, and her face brightened up at the 

thought that she was now the right size for going through the little door into that lovely garden. 

First, however, she waited for a few minutes to see if she was going to shrink any further: she 

felt a little nervous about this; “for it might end, you know,” said Alice to herself, “in my going 

out altogether, like a candle. I wonder what I should be like then?” And she tried to fancy what 

the flame of a candle is like after the candle is blown out, for she could not remember ever 

having seen such a thing. 

After a while, finding that nothing more happened, she decided on going into the garden at 

once; but, alas for poor Alice! when she got to the door, she found she had forgotten the little 

golden key, and when she went back to the table for it, she found she could not possibly reach it: 

she could see it quite plainly through the glass, and she tried her best to climb up one of the legs 

of the table, but it was too slippery; and when she had tired herself out with trying, the poor little 

thing sat down and cried. 

“Come, there’s no use in crying like that!” said Alice to herself, rather sharply; “I advise you 

to leave off this minute!” She generally gave herself very good advice, (though she very seldom 

followed it), and sometimes she scolded herself so severely as to bring tears into her eyes; and 

once she remembered trying to box her own ears for having cheated herself in a game of croquet 

she was playing against herself, for this curious child was very fond of pretending to be two 

people. “But it’s no use now,” thought poor Alice, “to pretend to be two people! Why, there’s 

hardly enough of me left to make one respectable person!” 

Soon her eye fell on a little glass box that was lying under the table: she opened it, and found 

in it a very small cake, on which the words “EAT ME” were beautifully marked in currants. 

“Well, I’ll eat it,” said Alice, “and if it makes me grow larger, I can reach the key; and if it 

makes me grow smaller, I can creep under the door; so either way I’ll get into the garden, and I 

don’t care which happens!” 



She ate a little bit, and said anxiously to herself, “Which way? Which way?”, holding her hand 

on the top of her head to feel which way it was growing, and she was quite surprised to find that 

she remained the same size: to be sure, this generally happens when one eats cake, but Alice had 

got so much into the way of expecting nothing but out-of-the-way things to happen, that it 

seemed quite dull and stupid for life to go on in the common way. 

So she set to work, and very soon finished off the cake. 

*       *       *       *       *       *       *  

 

    *       *       *       *       *       *  

 

*       *       *       *       *       *       *  

  



CHAPTER II. The Pool of Tears 

“Curiouser and curiouser!” cried Alice (she was so much surprised, that for the moment she 

quite forgot how to speak good English); “now I’m opening out like the largest telescope that 

ever was! Good-bye, feet!” (for when she looked down at her feet, they seemed to be almost out 

of sight, they were getting so far off). “Oh, my poor little feet, I wonder who will put on your 

shoes and stockings for you now, dears? I’m sure I shan’t be able! I shall be a great deal too far 

off to trouble myself about you: you must manage the best way you can;—but I must be kind to 

them,” thought Alice, “or perhaps they won’t walk the way I want to go! Let me see: I’ll give 

them a new pair of boots every Christmas.” 

And she went on planning to herself how she would manage it. “They must go by the carrier,” 

she thought; “and how funny it’ll seem, sending presents to one’s own feet! And how odd the 

directions will look! 

     Alice’s Right Foot, Esq., 

       Hearthrug, 

         near the Fender, 

           (with Alice’s love). 

Oh dear, what nonsense I’m talking!” 

Just then her head struck against the roof of the hall: in fact she was now more than nine feet 

high, and she at once took up the little golden key and hurried off to the garden door. 

Poor Alice! It was as much as she could do, lying down on one side, to look through into the 

garden with one eye; but to get through was more hopeless than ever: she sat down and began to 

cry again. 

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself,” said Alice, “a great girl like you,” (she might well say 

this), “to go on crying in this way! Stop this moment, I tell you!” But she went on all the same, 

shedding gallons of tears, until there was a large pool all round her, about four inches deep and 

reaching half down the hall. 

After a time she heard a little pattering of feet in the distance, and she hastily dried her eyes to 

see what was coming. It was the White Rabbit returning, splendidly dressed, with a pair of white 

kid gloves in one hand and a large fan in the other: he came trotting along in a great hurry, 

muttering to himself as he came, “Oh! the Duchess, the Duchess! Oh! won’t she be savage if I’ve 

kept her waiting!” Alice felt so desperate that she was ready to ask help of any one; so, when the 

Rabbit came near her, she began, in a low, timid voice, “If you please, sir—” The Rabbit started 

violently, dropped the white kid gloves and the fan, and skurried away into the darkness as hard 

as he could go. 

Alice took up the fan and gloves, and, as the hall was very hot, she kept fanning herself all the 

time she went on talking: “Dear, dear! How queer everything is to-day! And yesterday things 

went on just as usual. I wonder if I’ve been changed in the night? Let me think: was I the same 

when I got up this morning? I almost think I can remember feeling a little different. But if I’m 

not the same, the next question is, Who in the world am I? Ah, that’s the great puzzle!” And she 

began thinking over all the children she knew that were of the same age as herself, to see if she 

could have been changed for any of them. 

“I’m sure I’m not Ada,” she said, “for her hair goes in such long ringlets, and mine doesn’t go 

in ringlets at all; and I’m sure I can’t be Mabel, for I know all sorts of things, and she, oh! she 



knows such a very little! Besides, she’s she, and I’m I, and—oh dear, how puzzling it all is! I’ll 

try if I know all the things I used to know. Let me see: four times five is twelve, and four times 

six is thirteen, and four times seven is—oh dear! I shall never get to twenty at that rate! 

However, the Multiplication Table doesn’t signify: let’s try Geography. London is the capital of 

Paris, and Paris is the capital of Rome, and Rome—no, that’s all wrong, I’m certain! I must have 

been changed for Mabel! I’ll try and say ‘How doth the little—’” and she crossed her hands on 

her lap as if she were saying lessons, and began to repeat it, but her voice sounded hoarse and 

strange, and the words did not come the same as they used to do:— 

“How doth the little crocodile 

    Improve his shining tail, 

And pour the waters of the Nile 

    On every golden scale! 

 

“How cheerfully he seems to grin, 

    How neatly spread his claws, 

And welcome little fishes in 

    With gently smiling jaws!” 

“I’m sure those are not the right words,” said poor Alice, and her eyes filled with tears again 

as she went on, “I must be Mabel after all, and I shall have to go and live in that poky little 

house, and have next to no toys to play with, and oh! ever so many lessons to learn! No, I’ve 

made up my mind about it; if I’m Mabel, I’ll stay down here! It’ll be no use their putting their 

heads down and saying ‘Come up again, dear!’ I shall only look up and say ‘Who am I then? Tell 

me that first, and then, if I like being that person, I’ll come up: if not, I’ll stay down here till I’m 

somebody else’—but, oh dear!” cried Alice, with a sudden burst of tears, “I do wish 

they would put their heads down! I am so very tired of being all alone here!” 

As she said this she looked down at her hands, and was surprised to see that she had put on 

one of the Rabbit’s little white kid gloves while she was talking. “How can I have done that?” 

she thought. “I must be growing small again.” She got up and went to the table to measure 

herself by it, and found that, as nearly as she could guess, she was now about two feet high, and 

was going on shrinking rapidly: she soon found out that the cause of this was the fan she was 

holding, and she dropped it hastily, just in time to avoid shrinking away altogether. 

“That was a narrow escape!” said Alice, a good deal frightened at the sudden change, but very 

glad to find herself still in existence; “and now for the garden!” and she ran with all speed back 

to the little door: but, alas! the little door was shut again, and the little golden key was lying on 

the glass table as before, “and things are worse than ever,” thought the poor child, “for I never 

was so small as this before, never! And I declare it’s too bad, that it is!” 

As she said these words her foot slipped, and in another moment, splash! she was up to her 

chin in salt water. Her first idea was that she had somehow fallen into the sea, “and in that case I 

can go back by railway,” she said to herself. (Alice had been to the seaside once in her life, and 

had come to the general conclusion, that wherever you go to on the English coast you find a 

number of bathing machines in the sea, some children digging in the sand with wooden spades, 

then a row of lodging houses, and behind them a railway station.) However, she soon made out 

that she was in the pool of tears which she had wept when she was nine feet high. 



“I wish I hadn’t cried so much!” said Alice, as she swam about, trying to find her way out. “I 

shall be punished for it now, I suppose, by being drowned in my own tears! That will be a queer 

thing, to be sure! However, everything is queer to-day.” 

Just then she heard something splashing about in the pool a little way off, and she swam nearer 

to make out what it was: at first she thought it must be a walrus or hippopotamus, but then she 

remembered how small she was now, and she soon made out that it was only a mouse that had 

slipped in like herself. 

“Would it be of any use, now,” thought Alice, “to speak to this mouse? Everything is so out-

of-the-way down here, that I should think very likely it can talk: at any rate, there’s no harm in 

trying.” So she began: “O Mouse, do you know the way out of this pool? I am very tired of 

swimming about here, O Mouse!” (Alice thought this must be the right way of speaking to a 

mouse: she had never done such a thing before, but she remembered having seen in her brother’s 

Latin Grammar, “A mouse—of a mouse—to a mouse—a mouse—O mouse!”) The Mouse 

looked at her rather inquisitively, and seemed to her to wink with one of its little eyes, but it said 

nothing. 

“Perhaps it doesn’t understand English,” thought Alice; “I daresay it’s a French mouse, come 

over with William the Conqueror.” (For, with all her knowledge of history, Alice had no very 

clear notion how long ago anything had happened.) So she began again: “Où est ma chatte?” 

which was the first sentence in her French lesson-book. The Mouse gave a sudden leap out of the 

water, and seemed to quiver all over with fright. “Oh, I beg your pardon!” cried Alice hastily, 

afraid that she had hurt the poor animal’s feelings. “I quite forgot you didn’t like cats.” 

“Not like cats!” cried the Mouse, in a shrill, passionate voice. “Would you like cats if you 

were me?” 

“Well, perhaps not,” said Alice in a soothing tone: “don’t be angry about it. And yet I wish I 

could show you our cat Dinah: I think you’d take a fancy to cats if you could only see her. She is 

such a dear quiet thing,” Alice went on, half to herself, as she swam lazily about in the pool, 

“and she sits purring so nicely by the fire, licking her paws and washing her face—and she is 

such a nice soft thing to nurse—and she’s such a capital one for catching mice—oh, I beg your 

pardon!” cried Alice again, for this time the Mouse was bristling all over, and she felt certain it 

must be really offended. “We won’t talk about her any more if you’d rather not.” 

“We indeed!” cried the Mouse, who was trembling down to the end of his tail. “As if I would 

talk on such a subject! Our family always hated cats: nasty, low, vulgar things! Don’t let me hear 

the name again!” 

“I won’t indeed!” said Alice, in a great hurry to change the subject of conversation. “Are 

you—are you fond—of—of dogs?” The Mouse did not answer, so Alice went on eagerly: “There 

is such a nice little dog near our house I should like to show you! A little bright-eyed terrier, you 

know, with oh, such long curly brown hair! And it’ll fetch things when you throw them, and it’ll 

sit up and beg for its dinner, and all sorts of things—I can’t remember half of them—and it 

belongs to a farmer, you know, and he says it’s so useful, it’s worth a hundred pounds! He says it 

kills all the rats and—oh dear!” cried Alice in a sorrowful tone, “I’m afraid I’ve offended it 

again!” For the Mouse was swimming away from her as hard as it could go, and making quite a 

commotion in the pool as it went. 

So she called softly after it, “Mouse dear! Do come back again, and we won’t talk about cats 

or dogs either, if you don’t like them!” When the Mouse heard this, it turned round and swam 

slowly back to her: its face was quite pale (with passion, Alice thought), and it said in a low 



trembling voice, “Let us get to the shore, and then I’ll tell you my history, and you’ll understand 

why it is I hate cats and dogs.” 

It was high time to go, for the pool was getting quite crowded with the birds and animals that 

had fallen into it: there were a Duck and a Dodo, a Lory and an Eaglet, and several other curious 

creatures. Alice led the way, and the whole party swam to the shore. 

  



CHAPTER III. A Caucus-Race and a Long Tale 

They were indeed a queer-looking party that assembled on the bank—the birds with draggled 

feathers, the animals with their fur clinging close to them, and all dripping wet, cross, and 

uncomfortable. 

The first question of course was, how to get dry again: they had a consultation about this, and 

after a few minutes it seemed quite natural to Alice to find herself talking familiarly with them, 

as if she had known them all her life. Indeed, she had quite a long argument with the Lory, who 

at last turned sulky, and would only say, “I am older than you, and must know better;” and this 

Alice would not allow without knowing how old it was, and, as the Lory positively refused to tell 

its age, there was no more to be said. 

At last the Mouse, who seemed to be a person of authority among them, called out, “Sit down, 

all of you, and listen to me! I’ll soon make you dry enough!” They all sat down at once, in a 

large ring, with the Mouse in the middle. Alice kept her eyes anxiously fixed on it, for she felt 

sure she would catch a bad cold if she did not get dry very soon. 

“Ahem!” said the Mouse with an important air, “are you all ready? This is the driest thing I 

know. Silence all round, if you please! ‘William the Conqueror, whose cause was favoured by 

the pope, was soon submitted to by the English, who wanted leaders, and had been of late much 

accustomed to usurpation and conquest. Edwin and Morcar, the earls of Mercia and 

Northumbria—’” 

“Ugh!” said the Lory, with a shiver. 

“I beg your pardon!” said the Mouse, frowning, but very politely: “Did you speak?” 

“Not I!” said the Lory hastily. 

“I thought you did,” said the Mouse. “—I proceed. ‘Edwin and Morcar, the earls of Mercia 

and Northumbria, declared for him: and even Stigand, the patriotic archbishop of Canterbury, 

found it advisable—’” 

“Found what?” said the Duck. 

“Found it,” the Mouse replied rather crossly: “of course you know what ‘it’ means.” 

“I know what ‘it’ means well enough, when I find a thing,” said the Duck: “it’s generally a 

frog or a worm. The question is, what did the archbishop find?” 

The Mouse did not notice this question, but hurriedly went on, “‘—found it advisable to go 

with Edgar Atheling to meet William and offer him the crown. William’s conduct at first was 

moderate. But the insolence of his Normans—’ How are you getting on now, my dear?” it 

continued, turning to Alice as it spoke. 

“As wet as ever,” said Alice in a melancholy tone: “it doesn’t seem to dry me at all.” 

“In that case,” said the Dodo solemnly, rising to its feet, “I move that the meeting adjourn, for 

the immediate adoption of more energetic remedies—” 

“Speak English!” said the Eaglet. “I don’t know the meaning of half those long words, and, 

what’s more, I don’t believe you do either!” And the Eaglet bent down its head to hide a smile: 

some of the other birds tittered audibly. 

“What I was going to say,” said the Dodo in an offended tone, “was, that the best thing to get 

us dry would be a Caucus-race.” 



“What is a Caucus-race?” said Alice; not that she wanted much to know, but the Dodo had 

paused as if it thought that somebody ought to speak, and no one else seemed inclined to say 

anything. 

“Why,” said the Dodo, “the best way to explain it is to do it.” (And, as you might like to try 

the thing yourself, some winter day, I will tell you how the Dodo managed it.) 

First it marked out a race-course, in a sort of circle, (“the exact shape doesn’t matter,” it said,) 

and then all the party were placed along the course, here and there. There was no “One, two, 

three, and away,” but they began running when they liked, and left off when they liked, so that it 

was not easy to know when the race was over. However, when they had been running half an 

hour or so, and were quite dry again, the Dodo suddenly called out “The race is over!” and they 

all crowded round it, panting, and asking, “But who has won?” 

This question the Dodo could not answer without a great deal of thought, and it sat for a long 

time with one finger pressed upon its forehead (the position in which you usually see 

Shakespeare, in the pictures of him), while the rest waited in silence. At last the Dodo said, 

“Everybody has won, and all must have prizes.” 

“But who is to give the prizes?” quite a chorus of voices asked. 

“Why, she, of course,” said the Dodo, pointing to Alice with one finger; and the whole party at 

once crowded round her, calling out in a confused way, “Prizes! Prizes!” 

Alice had no idea what to do, and in despair she put her hand in her pocket, and pulled out a 

box of comfits, (luckily the salt water had not got into it), and handed them round as prizes. 

There was exactly one a-piece, all round. 

“But she must have a prize herself, you know,” said the Mouse. 

“Of course,” the Dodo replied very gravely. “What else have you got in your pocket?” he went 

on, turning to Alice. 

“Only a thimble,” said Alice sadly. 

“Hand it over here,” said the Dodo. 

Then they all crowded round her once more, while the Dodo solemnly presented the thimble, 

saying “We beg your acceptance of this elegant thimble;” and, when it had finished this short 

speech, they all cheered. 

Alice thought the whole thing very absurd, but they all looked so grave that she did not dare to 

laugh; and, as she could not think of anything to say, she simply bowed, and took the thimble, 

looking as solemn as she could. 

The next thing was to eat the comfits: this caused some noise and confusion, as the large birds 

complained that they could not taste theirs, and the small ones choked and had to be patted on 

the back. However, it was over at last, and they sat down again in a ring, and begged the Mouse 

to tell them something more. 

“You promised to tell me your history, you know,” said Alice, “and why it is you hate—C and 

D,” she added in a whisper, half afraid that it would be offended again. 

“Mine is a long and a sad tale!” said the Mouse, turning to Alice, and sighing. 

“It is a long tail, certainly,” said Alice, looking down with wonder at the Mouse’s tail; “but 

why do you call it sad?” And she kept on puzzling about it while the Mouse was speaking, so 

that her idea of the tale was something like this:— 

         “Fury said to a 



         mouse, That he 

        met in the 

       house, 

     ‘Let us 

      both go to 

       law: I will 

        prosecute 

         you.—Come, 

           I’ll take no 

           denial; We 

          must have a 

        trial: For 

      really this 

     morning I’ve 

    nothing 

    to do.’ 

      Said the 

      mouse to the 

       cur, ‘Such 

        a trial, 

         dear sir, 

            With 

          no jury 

        or judge, 

       would be 

      wasting 

      our 

      breath.’ 

        ‘I’ll be 

        judge, I’ll 

         be jury,’ 

             Said 

         cunning 

          old Fury: 

          ‘I’ll 

          try the 

            whole 

            cause, 

              and 

           condemn 

           you 

          to 

           death.’” 

“You are not attending!” said the Mouse to Alice severely. “What are you thinking of?” 

“I beg your pardon,” said Alice very humbly: “you had got to the fifth bend, I think?” 

“I had not!” cried the Mouse, sharply and very angrily. 



“A knot!” said Alice, always ready to make herself useful, and looking anxiously about her. 

“Oh, do let me help to undo it!” 

“I shall do nothing of the sort,” said the Mouse, getting up and walking away. “You insult me 

by talking such nonsense!” 

“I didn’t mean it!” pleaded poor Alice. “But you’re so easily offended, you know!” 

The Mouse only growled in reply. 

“Please come back and finish your story!” Alice called after it; and the others all joined in 

chorus, “Yes, please do!” but the Mouse only shook its head impatiently, and walked a little 

quicker. 

“What a pity it wouldn’t stay!” sighed the Lory, as soon as it was quite out of sight; and an old 

Crab took the opportunity of saying to her daughter “Ah, my dear! Let this be a lesson to you 

never to lose your temper!” “Hold your tongue, Ma!” said the young Crab, a little snappishly. 

“You’re enough to try the patience of an oyster!” 

“I wish I had our Dinah here, I know I do!” said Alice aloud, addressing nobody in particular. 

“She’d soon fetch it back!” 

“And who is Dinah, if I might venture to ask the question?” said the Lory. 

Alice replied eagerly, for she was always ready to talk about her pet: “Dinah’s our cat. And 

she’s such a capital one for catching mice you can’t think! And oh, I wish you could see her after 

the birds! Why, she’ll eat a little bird as soon as look at it!” 

This speech caused a remarkable sensation among the party. Some of the birds hurried off at 

once: one old Magpie began wrapping itself up very carefully, remarking, “I really must be 

getting home; the night-air doesn’t suit my throat!” and a Canary called out in a trembling voice 

to its children, “Come away, my dears! It’s high time you were all in bed!” On various pretexts 

they all moved off, and Alice was soon left alone. 

“I wish I hadn’t mentioned Dinah!” she said to herself in a melancholy tone. “Nobody seems 

to like her, down here, and I’m sure she’s the best cat in the world! Oh, my dear Dinah! I wonder 

if I shall ever see you any more!” And here poor Alice began to cry again, for she felt very 

lonely and low-spirited. In a little while, however, she again heard a little pattering of footsteps 

in the distance, and she looked up eagerly, half hoping that the Mouse had changed his mind, and 

was coming back to finish his story. 

  



CHAPTER IV. The Rabbit Sends in a Little Bill 

It was the White Rabbit, trotting slowly back again, and looking anxiously about as it went, as 

if it had lost something; and she heard it muttering to itself “The Duchess! The Duchess! Oh my 

dear paws! Oh my fur and whiskers! She’ll get me executed, as sure as ferrets are ferrets! 

Where can I have dropped them, I wonder?” Alice guessed in a moment that it was looking for 

the fan and the pair of white kid gloves, and she very good-naturedly began hunting about for 

them, but they were nowhere to be seen—everything seemed to have changed since her swim in 

the pool, and the great hall, with the glass table and the little door, had vanished completely. 

Very soon the Rabbit noticed Alice, as she went hunting about, and called out to her in an 

angry tone, “Why, Mary Ann, what are you doing out here? Run home this moment, and fetch 

me a pair of gloves and a fan! Quick, now!” And Alice was so much frightened that she ran off 

at once in the direction it pointed to, without trying to explain the mistake it had made. 

“He took me for his housemaid,” she said to herself as she ran. “How surprised he’ll be when 

he finds out who I am! But I’d better take him his fan and gloves—that is, if I can find them.” As 

she said this, she came upon a neat little house, on the door of which was a bright brass plate 

with the name “W. RABBIT,” engraved upon it. She went in without knocking, and hurried 

upstairs, in great fear lest she should meet the real Mary Ann, and be turned out of the house 

before she had found the fan and gloves. 

“How queer it seems,” Alice said to herself, “to be going messages for a rabbit! I suppose 

Dinah’ll be sending me on messages next!” And she began fancying the sort of thing that would 

happen: “‘Miss Alice! Come here directly, and get ready for your walk!’ ‘Coming in a minute, 

nurse! But I’ve got to see that the mouse doesn’t get out.’ Only I don’t think,” Alice went on, 

“that they’d let Dinah stop in the house if it began ordering people about like that!” 

By this time she had found her way into a tidy little room with a table in the window, and on it 

(as she had hoped) a fan and two or three pairs of tiny white kid gloves: she took up the fan and a 

pair of the gloves, and was just going to leave the room, when her eye fell upon a little bottle that 

stood near the looking-glass. There was no label this time with the words “DRINK ME,” but 

nevertheless she uncorked it and put it to her lips. “I know something interesting is sure to 

happen,” she said to herself, “whenever I eat or drink anything; so I’ll just see what this bottle 

does. I do hope it’ll make me grow large again, for really I’m quite tired of being such a tiny 

little thing!” 

It did so indeed, and much sooner than she had expected: before she had drunk half the bottle, 

she found her head pressing against the ceiling, and had to stoop to save her neck from being 

broken. She hastily put down the bottle, saying to herself “That’s quite enough—I hope I shan’t 

grow any more—As it is, I can’t get out at the door—I do wish I hadn’t drunk quite so much!” 

Alas! it was too late to wish that! She went on growing, and growing, and very soon had to 

kneel down on the floor: in another minute there was not even room for this, and she tried the 

effect of lying down with one elbow against the door, and the other arm curled round her head. 

Still she went on growing, and, as a last resource, she put one arm out of the window, and one 

foot up the chimney, and said to herself “Now I can do no more, whatever happens. 

What will become of me?” 

Luckily for Alice, the little magic bottle had now had its full effect, and she grew no larger: 

still it was very uncomfortable, and, as there seemed to be no sort of chance of her ever getting 

out of the room again, no wonder she felt unhappy. 



“It was much pleasanter at home,” thought poor Alice, “when one wasn’t always growing 

larger and smaller, and being ordered about by mice and rabbits. I almost wish I hadn’t gone 

down that rabbit-hole—and yet—and yet—it’s rather curious, you know, this sort of life! I do 

wonder what can have happened to me! When I used to read fairy-tales, I fancied that kind of 

thing never happened, and now here I am in the middle of one! There ought to be a book written 

about me, that there ought! And when I grow up, I’ll write one—but I’m grown up now,” she 

added in a sorrowful tone; “at least there’s no room to grow up any more here.” 

“But then,” thought Alice, “shall I never get any older than I am now? That’ll be a comfort, 

one way—never to be an old woman—but then—always to have lessons to learn! Oh, I shouldn’t 

like that!” 

“Oh, you foolish Alice!” she answered herself. “How can you learn lessons in here? Why, 

there’s hardly room for you, and no room at all for any lesson-books!” 

And so she went on, taking first one side and then the other, and making quite a conversation 

of it altogether; but after a few minutes she heard a voice outside, and stopped to listen. 

“Mary Ann! Mary Ann!” said the voice. “Fetch me my gloves this moment!” Then came a 

little pattering of feet on the stairs. Alice knew it was the Rabbit coming to look for her, and she 

trembled till she shook the house, quite forgetting that she was now about a thousand times as 

large as the Rabbit, and had no reason to be afraid of it. 

Presently the Rabbit came up to the door, and tried to open it; but, as the door opened inwards, 

and Alice’s elbow was pressed hard against it, that attempt proved a failure. Alice heard it say to 

itself “Then I’ll go round and get in at the window.” 

“That you won’t!” thought Alice, and, after waiting till she fancied she heard the Rabbit just 

under the window, she suddenly spread out her hand, and made a snatch in the air. She did not 

get hold of anything, but she heard a little shriek and a fall, and a crash of broken glass, from 

which she concluded that it was just possible it had fallen into a cucumber-frame, or something 

of the sort. 

Next came an angry voice—the Rabbit’s—“Pat! Pat! Where are you?” And then a voice she 

had never heard before, “Sure then I’m here! Digging for apples, yer honour!” 

“Digging for apples, indeed!” said the Rabbit angrily. “Here! Come and help me out of this!” 

(Sounds of more broken glass.) 

“Now tell me, Pat, what’s that in the window?” 

“Sure, it’s an arm, yer honour!” (He pronounced it “arrum.”) 

“An arm, you goose! Who ever saw one that size? Why, it fills the whole window!” 

“Sure, it does, yer honour: but it’s an arm for all that.” 

“Well, it’s got no business there, at any rate: go and take it away!” 

There was a long silence after this, and Alice could only hear whispers now and then; such as, 

“Sure, I don’t like it, yer honour, at all, at all!” “Do as I tell you, you coward!” and at last she 

spread out her hand again, and made another snatch in the air. This time there were two little 

shrieks, and more sounds of broken glass. “What a number of cucumber-frames there must be!” 

thought Alice. “I wonder what they’ll do next! As for pulling me out of the window, I only wish 

they could! I’m sure I don’t want to stay in here any longer!” 

She waited for some time without hearing anything more: at last came a rumbling of little 

cartwheels, and the sound of a good many voices all talking together: she made out the words: 



“Where’s the other ladder?—Why, I hadn’t to bring but one; Bill’s got the other—Bill! fetch it 

here, lad!—Here, put ’em up at this corner—No, tie ’em together first—they don’t reach half 

high enough yet—Oh! they’ll do well enough; don’t be particular—Here, Bill! catch hold of this 

rope—Will the roof bear?—Mind that loose slate—Oh, it’s coming down! Heads below!” (a 

loud crash)—“Now, who did that?—It was Bill, I fancy—Who’s to go down the chimney?—

Nay, I shan’t! You do it!—That I won’t, then!—Bill’s to go down—Here, Bill! the master says 

you’re to go down the chimney!” 

“Oh! So Bill’s got to come down the chimney, has he?” said Alice to herself. “Shy, they seem 

to put everything upon Bill! I wouldn’t be in Bill’s place for a good deal: this fireplace is narrow, 

to be sure; but I think I can kick a little!” 

She drew her foot as far down the chimney as she could, and waited till she heard a little 

animal (she couldn’t guess of what sort it was) scratching and scrambling about in the chimney 

close above her: then, saying to herself “This is Bill,” she gave one sharp kick, and waited to see 

what would happen next. 

The first thing she heard was a general chorus of “There goes Bill!” then the Rabbit’s voice 

along—“Catch him, you by the hedge!” then silence, and then another confusion of voices—

“Hold up his head—Brandy now—Don’t choke him—How was it, old fellow? What happened 

to you? Tell us all about it!” 

Last came a little feeble, squeaking voice, (“That’s Bill,” thought Alice,) “Well, I hardly 

know—No more, thank ye; I’m better now—but I’m a deal too flustered to tell you—all I know 

is, something comes at me like a Jack-in-the-box, and up I goes like a sky-rocket!” 

“So you did, old fellow!” said the others. 

“We must burn the house down!” said the Rabbit’s voice; and Alice called out as loud as she 

could, “If you do, I’ll set Dinah at you!” 

There was a dead silence instantly, and Alice thought to herself, “I wonder what they will do 

next! If they had any sense, they’d take the roof off.” After a minute or two, they began moving 

about again, and Alice heard the Rabbit say, “A barrowful will do, to begin with.” 

“A barrowful of what?” thought Alice; but she had not long to doubt, for the next moment a 

shower of little pebbles came rattling in at the window, and some of them hit her in the face. “I’ll 

put a stop to this,” she said to herself, and shouted out, “You’d better not do that again!” which 

produced another dead silence. 

Alice noticed with some surprise that the pebbles were all turning into little cakes as they lay 

on the floor, and a bright idea came into her head. “If I eat one of these cakes,” she thought, “it’s 

sure to make some change in my size; and as it can’t possibly make me larger, it must make me 

smaller, I suppose.” 

So she swallowed one of the cakes, and was delighted to find that she began shrinking 

directly. As soon as she was small enough to get through the door, she ran out of the house, and 

found quite a crowd of little animals and birds waiting outside. The poor little Lizard, Bill, was 

in the middle, being held up by two guinea-pigs, who were giving it something out of a bottle. 

They all made a rush at Alice the moment she appeared; but she ran off as hard as she could, and 

soon found herself safe in a thick wood. 

“The first thing I’ve got to do,” said Alice to herself, as she wandered about in the wood, “is to 

grow to my right size again; and the second thing is to find my way into that lovely garden. I 

think that will be the best plan.” 



It sounded an excellent plan, no doubt, and very neatly and simply arranged; the only 

difficulty was, that she had not the smallest idea how to set about it; and while she was peering 

about anxiously among the trees, a little sharp bark just over her head made her look up in a great 

hurry. 

An enormous puppy was looking down at her with large round eyes, and feebly stretching out 

one paw, trying to touch her. “Poor little thing!” said Alice, in a coaxing tone, and she tried hard 

to whistle to it; but she was terribly frightened all the time at the thought that it might be hungry, 

in which case it would be very likely to eat her up in spite of all her coaxing. 

Hardly knowing what she did, she picked up a little bit of stick, and held it out to the puppy; 

whereupon the puppy jumped into the air off all its feet at once, with a yelp of delight, and 

rushed at the stick, and made believe to worry it; then Alice dodged behind a great thistle, to 

keep herself from being run over; and the moment she appeared on the other side, the puppy 

made another rush at the stick, and tumbled head over heels in its hurry to get hold of it; then 

Alice, thinking it was very like having a game of play with a cart-horse, and expecting every 

moment to be trampled under its feet, ran round the thistle again; then the puppy began a series 

of short charges at the stick, running a very little way forwards each time and a long way back, 

and barking hoarsely all the while, till at last it sat down a good way off, panting, with its tongue 

hanging out of its mouth, and its great eyes half shut. 

This seemed to Alice a good opportunity for making her escape; so she set off at once, and ran 

till she was quite tired and out of breath, and till the puppy’s bark sounded quite faint in the 

distance. 

“And yet what a dear little puppy it was!” said Alice, as she leant against a buttercup to rest 

herself, and fanned herself with one of the leaves: “I should have liked teaching it tricks very 

much, if—if I’d only been the right size to do it! Oh dear! I’d nearly forgotten that I’ve got to 

grow up again! Let me see—how is it to be managed? I suppose I ought to eat or drink 

something or other; but the great question is, what?” 

The great question certainly was, what? Alice looked all round her at the flowers and the 

blades of grass, but she did not see anything that looked like the right thing to eat or drink under 

the circumstances. There was a large mushroom growing near her, about the same height as 

herself; and when she had looked under it, and on both sides of it, and behind it, it occurred to 

her that she might as well look and see what was on the top of it. 

She stretched herself up on tiptoe, and peeped over the edge of the mushroom, and her eyes 

immediately met those of a large blue caterpillar, that was sitting on the top with its arms folded, 

quietly smoking a long hookah, and taking not the smallest notice of her or of anything else. 

  



CHAPTER V. Advice from a Caterpillar 

The Caterpillar and Alice looked at each other for some time in silence: at last the Caterpillar 

took the hookah out of its mouth, and addressed her in a languid, sleepy voice. 

“Who are you?” said the Caterpillar. 

This was not an encouraging opening for a conversation. Alice replied, rather shyly, “I—I 

hardly know, sir, just at present—at least I know who I was when I got up this morning, but I 

think I must have been changed several times since then.” 

“What do you mean by that?” said the Caterpillar sternly. “Explain yourself!” 

“I can’t explain myself, I’m afraid, sir,” said Alice, “because I’m not myself, you see.” 

“I don’t see,” said the Caterpillar. 

“I’m afraid I can’t put it more clearly,” Alice replied very politely, “for I can’t understand it 

myself to begin with; and being so many different sizes in a day is very confusing.” 

“It isn’t,” said the Caterpillar. 

“Well, perhaps you haven’t found it so yet,” said Alice; “but when you have to turn into a 

chrysalis—you will some day, you know—and then after that into a butterfly, I should think 

you’ll feel it a little queer, won’t you?” 

“Not a bit,” said the Caterpillar. 

“Well, perhaps your feelings may be different,” said Alice; “all I know is, it would feel very 

queer to me.” 

“You!” said the Caterpillar contemptuously. “Who are you?” 

Which brought them back again to the beginning of the conversation. Alice felt a little irritated 

at the Caterpillar’s making such very short remarks, and she drew herself up and said, very 

gravely, “I think, you ought to tell me who you are, first.” 

“Why?” said the Caterpillar. 

Here was another puzzling question; and as Alice could not think of any good reason, and as 

the Caterpillar seemed to be in a very unpleasant state of mind, she turned away. 

“Come back!” the Caterpillar called after her. “I’ve something important to say!” 

This sounded promising, certainly: Alice turned and came back again. 

“Keep your temper,” said the Caterpillar. 

“Is that all?” said Alice, swallowing down her anger as well as she could. 

“No,” said the Caterpillar. 

Alice thought she might as well wait, as she had nothing else to do, and perhaps after all it 

might tell her something worth hearing. For some minutes it puffed away without speaking, but 

at last it unfolded its arms, took the hookah out of its mouth again, and said, “So you think 

you’re changed, do you?” 

“I’m afraid I am, sir,” said Alice; “I can’t remember things as I used—and I don’t keep the 

same size for ten minutes together!” 

“Can’t remember what things?” said the Caterpillar. 

“Well, I’ve tried to say “How doth the little busy bee,” but it all came different!” Alice replied 

in a very melancholy voice. 



“Repeat, “You are old, Father William,’” said the Caterpillar. 

Alice folded her hands, and began:— 

“You are old, Father William,” the young man said, 

    “And your hair has become very white; 

And yet you incessantly stand on your head— 

    Do you think, at your age, it is right?” 

 

“In my youth,” Father William replied to his son, 

    “I feared it might injure the brain; 

But, now that I’m perfectly sure I have none, 

    Why, I do it again and again.” 

 

“You are old,” said the youth, “as I mentioned before, 

    And have grown most uncommonly fat; 

Yet you turned a back-somersault in at the door— 

    Pray, what is the reason of that?” 

 

“In my youth,” said the sage, as he shook his grey locks, 

    “I kept all my limbs very supple 

By the use of this ointment—one shilling the box— 

    Allow me to sell you a couple?” 

 

“You are old,” said the youth, “and your jaws are too weak 

    For anything tougher than suet; 

Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the beak— 

    Pray, how did you manage to do it?” 

 

“In my youth,” said his father, “I took to the law, 

    And argued each case with my wife; 

And the muscular strength, which it gave to my jaw, 

    Has lasted the rest of my life.” 

 

“You are old,” said the youth, “one would hardly suppose 

    That your eye was as steady as ever; 

Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose— 

    What made you so awfully clever?” 

 

“I have answered three questions, and that is enough,” 

    Said his father; “don’t give yourself airs! 

Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff? 

    Be off, or I’ll kick you down stairs!” 

“That is not said right,” said the Caterpillar. 

“Not quite right, I’m afraid,” said Alice, timidly; “some of the words have got altered.” 



“It is wrong from beginning to end,” said the Caterpillar decidedly, and there was silence for 

some minutes. 

The Caterpillar was the first to speak. 

“What size do you want to be?” it asked. 

“Oh, I’m not particular as to size,” Alice hastily replied; “only one doesn’t like changing so 

often, you know.” 

“I don’t know,” said the Caterpillar. 

Alice said nothing: she had never been so much contradicted in her life before, and she felt 

that she was losing her temper. 

“Are you content now?” said the Caterpillar. 

“Well, I should like to be a little larger, sir, if you wouldn’t mind,” said Alice: “three inches is 

such a wretched height to be.” 

“It is a very good height indeed!” said the Caterpillar angrily, rearing itself upright as it spoke 

(it was exactly three inches high). 

“But I’m not used to it!” pleaded poor Alice in a piteous tone. And she thought of herself, “I 

wish the creatures wouldn’t be so easily offended!” 

“You’ll get used to it in time,” said the Caterpillar; and it put the hookah into its mouth and 

began smoking again. 

This time Alice waited patiently until it chose to speak again. In a minute or two the 

Caterpillar took the hookah out of its mouth and yawned once or twice, and shook itself. Then it 

got down off the mushroom, and crawled away in the grass, merely remarking as it went, “One 

side will make you grow taller, and the other side will make you grow shorter.” 

“One side of what? The other side of what?” thought Alice to herself. 

“Of the mushroom,” said the Caterpillar, just as if she had asked it aloud; and in another 

moment it was out of sight. 

Alice remained looking thoughtfully at the mushroom for a minute, trying to make out which 

were the two sides of it; and as it was perfectly round, she found this a very difficult question. 

However, at last she stretched her arms round it as far as they would go, and broke off a bit of 

the edge with each hand. 

“And now which is which?” she said to herself, and nibbled a little of the right-hand bit to try 

the effect: the next moment she felt a violent blow underneath her chin: it had struck her foot! 

She was a good deal frightened by this very sudden change, but she felt that there was no time 

to be lost, as she was shrinking rapidly; so she set to work at once to eat some of the other bit. 

Her chin was pressed so closely against her foot, that there was hardly room to open her mouth; 

but she did it at last, and managed to swallow a morsel of the lefthand bit. 

*       *       *       *       *       *       *  

 

    *       *       *       *       *       *  

 

*       *       *       *       *       *       *  



“Come, my head’s free at last!” said Alice in a tone of delight, which changed into alarm in 

another moment, when she found that her shoulders were nowhere to be found: all she could see, 

when she looked down, was an immense length of neck, which seemed to rise like a stalk out of 

a sea of green leaves that lay far below her. 

“What can all that green stuff be?” said Alice. “And where have my shoulders got to? And oh, 

my poor hands, how is it I can’t see you?” She was moving them about as she spoke, but no 

result seemed to follow, except a little shaking among the distant green leaves. 

As there seemed to be no chance of getting her hands up to her head, she tried to get her head 

down to them, and was delighted to find that her neck would bend about easily in any direction, 

like a serpent. She had just succeeded in curving it down into a graceful zigzag, and was going to 

dive in among the leaves, which she found to be nothing but the tops of the trees under which she 

had been wandering, when a sharp hiss made her draw back in a hurry: a large pigeon had flown 

into her face, and was beating her violently with its wings. 

“Serpent!” screamed the Pigeon. 

“I’m not a serpent!” said Alice indignantly. “Let me alone!” 

“Serpent, I say again!” repeated the Pigeon, but in a more subdued tone, and added with a kind 

of sob, “I’ve tried every way, and nothing seems to suit them!” 

“I haven’t the least idea what you’re talking about,” said Alice. 

“I’ve tried the roots of trees, and I’ve tried banks, and I’ve tried hedges,” the Pigeon went on, 

without attending to her; “but those serpents! There’s no pleasing them!” 

Alice was more and more puzzled, but she thought there was no use in saying anything more 

till the Pigeon had finished. 

“As if it wasn’t trouble enough hatching the eggs,” said the Pigeon; “but I must be on the 

look-out for serpents night and day! Why, I haven’t had a wink of sleep these three weeks!” 

“I’m very sorry you’ve been annoyed,” said Alice, who was beginning to see its meaning. 

“And just as I’d taken the highest tree in the wood,” continued the Pigeon, raising its voice to 

a shriek, “and just as I was thinking I should be free of them at last, they must needs come 

wriggling down from the sky! Ugh, Serpent!” 

“But I’m not a serpent, I tell you!” said Alice. “I’m a—I’m a—” 

“Well! What are you?” said the Pigeon. “I can see you’re trying to invent something!” 

“I—I’m a little girl,” said Alice, rather doubtfully, as she remembered the number of changes 

she had gone through that day. 

“A likely story indeed!” said the Pigeon in a tone of the deepest contempt. “I’ve seen a good 

many little girls in my time, but never one with such a neck as that! No, no! You’re a serpent; 

and there’s no use denying it. I suppose you’ll be telling me next that you never tasted an egg!” 

“I have tasted eggs, certainly,” said Alice, who was a very truthful child; “but little girls eat 

eggs quite as much as serpents do, you know.” 

“I don’t believe it,” said the Pigeon; “but if they do, why then they’re a kind of serpent, that’s 

all I can say.” 

This was such a new idea to Alice, that she was quite silent for a minute or two, which gave 

the Pigeon the opportunity of adding, “You’re looking for eggs, I know that well enough; and 

what does it matter to me whether you’re a little girl or a serpent?” 



“It matters a good deal to me,” said Alice hastily; “but I’m not looking for eggs, as it happens; 

and if I was, I shouldn’t want yours: I don’t like them raw.” 

“Well, be off, then!” said the Pigeon in a sulky tone, as it settled down again into its nest. 

Alice crouched down among the trees as well as she could, for her neck kept getting entangled 

among the branches, and every now and then she had to stop and untwist it. After a while she 

remembered that she still held the pieces of mushroom in her hands, and she set to work very 

carefully, nibbling first at one and then at the other, and growing sometimes taller and sometimes 

shorter, until she had succeeded in bringing herself down to her usual height. 

It was so long since she had been anything near the right size, that it felt quite strange at first; 

but she got used to it in a few minutes, and began talking to herself, as usual. “Come, there’s half 

my plan done now! How puzzling all these changes are! I’m never sure what I’m going to be, 

from one minute to another! However, I’ve got back to my right size: the next thing is, to get into 

that beautiful garden—how is that to be done, I wonder?” As she said this, she came suddenly 

upon an open place, with a little house in it about four feet high. “Whoever lives there,” thought 

Alice, “it’ll never do to come upon them this size: why, I should frighten them out of their wits!” 

So she began nibbling at the righthand bit again, and did not venture to go near the house till she 

had brought herself down to nine inches high. 

  



CHAPTER VI. Pig and Pepper 

For a minute or two she stood looking at the house, and wondering what to do next, when 

suddenly a footman in livery came running out of the wood—(she considered him to be a 

footman because he was in livery: otherwise, judging by his face only, she would have called 

him a fish)—and rapped loudly at the door with his knuckles. It was opened by another footman 

in livery, with a round face, and large eyes like a frog; and both footmen, Alice noticed, had 

powdered hair that curled all over their heads. She felt very curious to know what it was all 

about, and crept a little way out of the wood to listen. 

The Fish-Footman began by producing from under his arm a great letter, nearly as large as 

himself, and this he handed over to the other, saying, in a solemn tone, “For the Duchess. An 

invitation from the Queen to play croquet.” The Frog-Footman repeated, in the same solemn 

tone, only changing the order of the words a little, “From the Queen. An invitation for the 

Duchess to play croquet.” 

Then they both bowed low, and their curls got entangled together. 

Alice laughed so much at this, that she had to run back into the wood for fear of their hearing 

her; and when she next peeped out the Fish-Footman was gone, and the other was sitting on the 

ground near the door, staring stupidly up into the sky. 

Alice went timidly up to the door, and knocked. 

“There’s no sort of use in knocking,” said the Footman, “and that for two reasons. First, 

because I’m on the same side of the door as you are; secondly, because they’re making such a 

noise inside, no one could possibly hear you.” And certainly there was a most extraordinary 

noise going on within—a constant howling and sneezing, and every now and then a great crash, 

as if a dish or kettle had been broken to pieces. 

“Please, then,” said Alice, “how am I to get in?” 

“There might be some sense in your knocking,” the Footman went on without attending to her, 

“if we had the door between us. For instance, if you were inside, you might knock, and I could 

let you out, you know.” He was looking up into the sky all the time he was speaking, and this 

Alice thought decidedly uncivil. “But perhaps he can’t help it,” she said to herself; “his eyes are 

so very nearly at the top of his head. But at any rate he might answer questions.—How am I to 

get in?” she repeated, aloud. 

“I shall sit here,” the Footman remarked, “till tomorrow—” 

At this moment the door of the house opened, and a large plate came skimming out, straight at 

the Footman’s head: it just grazed his nose, and broke to pieces against one of the trees behind 

him. 

“—or next day, maybe,” the Footman continued in the same tone, exactly as if nothing had 

happened. 

“How am I to get in?” asked Alice again, in a louder tone. 

“Are you to get in at all?” said the Footman. “That’s the first question, you know.” 

It was, no doubt: only Alice did not like to be told so. “It’s really dreadful,” she muttered to 

herself, “the way all the creatures argue. It’s enough to drive one crazy!” 

The Footman seemed to think this a good opportunity for repeating his remark, with 

variations. “I shall sit here,” he said, “on and off, for days and days.” 



“But what am I to do?” said Alice. 

“Anything you like,” said the Footman, and began whistling. 

“Oh, there’s no use in talking to him,” said Alice desperately: “he’s perfectly idiotic!” And she 

opened the door and went in. 

The door led right into a large kitchen, which was full of smoke from one end to the other: the 

Duchess was sitting on a three-legged stool in the middle, nursing a baby; the cook was leaning 

over the fire, stirring a large cauldron which seemed to be full of soup. 

“There’s certainly too much pepper in that soup!” Alice said to herself, as well as she could 

for sneezing. 

There was certainly too much of it in the air. Even the Duchess sneezed occasionally; and as 

for the baby, it was sneezing and howling alternately without a moment’s pause. The only things 

in the kitchen that did not sneeze, were the cook, and a large cat which was sitting on the hearth 

and grinning from ear to ear. 

“Please would you tell me,” said Alice, a little timidly, for she was not quite sure whether it 

was good manners for her to speak first, “why your cat grins like that?” 

“It’s a Cheshire cat,” said the Duchess, “and that’s why. Pig!” 

She said the last word with such sudden violence that Alice quite jumped; but she saw in 

another moment that it was addressed to the baby, and not to her, so she took courage, and went 

on again:— 

“I didn’t know that Cheshire cats always grinned; in fact, I didn’t know that cats could grin.” 

“They all can,” said the Duchess; “and most of ’em do.” 

“I don’t know of any that do,” Alice said very politely, feeling quite pleased to have got into a 

conversation. 

“You don’t know much,” said the Duchess; “and that’s a fact.” 

Alice did not at all like the tone of this remark, and thought it would be as well to introduce 

some other subject of conversation. While she was trying to fix on one, the cook took the 

cauldron of soup off the fire, and at once set to work throwing everything within her reach at the 

Duchess and the baby—the fire-irons came first; then followed a shower of saucepans, plates, 

and dishes. The Duchess took no notice of them even when they hit her; and the baby was 

howling so much already, that it was quite impossible to say whether the blows hurt it or not. 

“Oh, please mind what you’re doing!” cried Alice, jumping up and down in an agony of 

terror. “Oh, there goes his precious nose!” as an unusually large saucepan flew close by it, and 

very nearly carried it off. 

“If everybody minded their own business,” the Duchess said in a hoarse growl, “the world 

would go round a deal faster than it does.” 

“Which would not be an advantage,” said Alice, who felt very glad to get an opportunity of 

showing off a little of her knowledge. “Just think of what work it would make with the day and 

night! You see the earth takes twenty-four hours to turn round on its axis—” 

“Talking of axes,” said the Duchess, “chop off her head!” 

Alice glanced rather anxiously at the cook, to see if she meant to take the hint; but the cook 

was busily stirring the soup, and seemed not to be listening, so she went on again: “Twenty-four 

hours, I think; or is it twelve? I—” 



“Oh, don’t bother me,” said the Duchess; “I never could abide figures!” And with that she 

began nursing her child again, singing a sort of lullaby to it as she did so, and giving it a violent 

shake at the end of every line: 

“Speak roughly to your little boy, 

    And beat him when he sneezes: 

He only does it to annoy, 

    Because he knows it teases.” 

CHORUS. 

(In which the cook and the baby joined): 

“Wow! wow! wow!” 

While the Duchess sang the second verse of the song, she kept tossing the baby violently up 

and down, and the poor little thing howled so, that Alice could hardly hear the words:— 

“I speak severely to my boy, 

    I beat him when he sneezes; 

For he can thoroughly enjoy 

    The pepper when he pleases!” 

CHORUS. 

“Wow! wow! wow!” 

“Here! you may nurse it a bit, if you like!” the Duchess said to Alice, flinging the baby at her 

as she spoke. “I must go and get ready to play croquet with the Queen,” and she hurried out of 

the room. The cook threw a frying-pan after her as she went out, but it just missed her. 

Alice caught the baby with some difficulty, as it was a queer-shaped little creature, and held 

out its arms and legs in all directions, “just like a star-fish,” thought Alice. The poor little thing 

was snorting like a steam-engine when she caught it, and kept doubling itself up and 

straightening itself out again, so that altogether, for the first minute or two, it was as much as she 

could do to hold it. 

As soon as she had made out the proper way of nursing it, (which was to twist it up into a sort 

of knot, and then keep tight hold of its right ear and left foot, so as to prevent its undoing itself,) 

she carried it out into the open air. “If I don’t take this child away with me,” thought Alice, 

“they’re sure to kill it in a day or two: wouldn’t it be murder to leave it behind?” She said the last 

words out loud, and the little thing grunted in reply (it had left off sneezing by this time). “Don’t 

grunt,” said Alice; “that’s not at all a proper way of expressing yourself.” 

The baby grunted again, and Alice looked very anxiously into its face to see what was the 

matter with it. There could be no doubt that it had a very turn-up nose, much more like a snout 

than a real nose; also its eyes were getting extremely small for a baby: altogether Alice did not 

like the look of the thing at all. “But perhaps it was only sobbing,” she thought, and looked into 

its eyes again, to see if there were any tears. 



No, there were no tears. “If you’re going to turn into a pig, my dear,” said Alice, seriously, 

“I’ll have nothing more to do with you. Mind now!” The poor little thing sobbed again (or 

grunted, it was impossible to say which), and they went on for some while in silence. 

Alice was just beginning to think to herself, “Now, what am I to do with this creature when I 

get it home?” when it grunted again, so violently, that she looked down into its face in some 

alarm. This time there could be no mistake about it: it was neither more nor less than a pig, and 

she felt that it would be quite absurd for her to carry it further. 

So she set the little creature down, and felt quite relieved to see it trot away quietly into the 

wood. “If it had grown up,” she said to herself, “it would have made a dreadfully ugly child: but 

it makes rather a handsome pig, I think.” And she began thinking over other children she knew, 

who might do very well as pigs, and was just saying to herself, “if one only knew the right way 

to change them—” when she was a little startled by seeing the Cheshire Cat sitting on a bough of 

a tree a few yards off. 

The Cat only grinned when it saw Alice. It looked good-natured, she thought: still it 

had very long claws and a great many teeth, so she felt that it ought to be treated with respect. 

“Cheshire Puss,” she began, rather timidly, as she did not at all know whether it would like the 

name: however, it only grinned a little wider. “Come, it’s pleased so far,” thought Alice, and she 

went on. “Would you tell me, please, which way I ought to go from here?” 

“That depends a good deal on where you want to get to,” said the Cat. 

“I don’t much care where—” said Alice. 

“Then it doesn’t matter which way you go,” said the Cat. 

“—so long as I get somewhere,” Alice added as an explanation. 

“Oh, you’re sure to do that,” said the Cat, “if you only walk long enough.” 

Alice felt that this could not be denied, so she tried another question. “What sort of people live 

about here?” 

“In that direction,” the Cat said, waving its right paw round, “lives a Hatter: and 

in that direction,” waving the other paw, “lives a March Hare. Visit either you like: they’re both 

mad.” 

“But I don’t want to go among mad people,” Alice remarked. 

“Oh, you can’t help that,” said the Cat: “we’re all mad here. I’m mad. You’re mad.” 

“How do you know I’m mad?” said Alice. 

“You must be,” said the Cat, “or you wouldn’t have come here.” 

Alice didn’t think that proved it at all; however, she went on “And how do you know that 

you’re mad?” 

“To begin with,” said the Cat, “a dog’s not mad. You grant that?” 

“I suppose so,” said Alice. 

“Well, then,” the Cat went on, “you see, a dog growls when it’s angry, and wags its tail when 

it’s pleased. Now I growl when I’m pleased, and wag my tail when I’m angry. Therefore I’m 

mad.” 

“I call it purring, not growling,” said Alice. 

“Call it what you like,” said the Cat. “Do you play croquet with the Queen to-day?” 

“I should like it very much,” said Alice, “but I haven’t been invited yet.” 



“You’ll see me there,” said the Cat, and vanished. 

Alice was not much surprised at this, she was getting so used to queer things happening. While 

she was looking at the place where it had been, it suddenly appeared again. 

“By-the-bye, what became of the baby?” said the Cat. “I’d nearly forgotten to ask.” 

“It turned into a pig,” Alice quietly said, just as if it had come back in a natural way. 

“I thought it would,” said the Cat, and vanished again. 

Alice waited a little, half expecting to see it again, but it did not appear, and after a minute or 

two she walked on in the direction in which the March Hare was said to live. “I’ve seen hatters 

before,” she said to herself; “the March Hare will be much the most interesting, and perhaps as 

this is May it won’t be raving mad—at least not so mad as it was in March.” As she said this, she 

looked up, and there was the Cat again, sitting on a branch of a tree. 

“Did you say pig, or fig?” said the Cat. 

“I said pig,” replied Alice; “and I wish you wouldn’t keep appearing and vanishing so 

suddenly: you make one quite giddy.” 

“All right,” said the Cat; and this time it vanished quite slowly, beginning with the end of the 

tail, and ending with the grin, which remained some time after the rest of it had gone. 

“Well! I’ve often seen a cat without a grin,” thought Alice; “but a grin without a cat! It’s the 

most curious thing I ever saw in my life!” 

She had not gone much farther before she came in sight of the house of the March Hare: she 

thought it must be the right house, because the chimneys were shaped like ears and the roof was 

thatched with fur. It was so large a house, that she did not like to go nearer till she had nibbled 

some more of the lefthand bit of mushroom, and raised herself to about two feet high: even then 

she walked up towards it rather timidly, saying to herself “Suppose it should be raving mad after 

all! I almost wish I’d gone to see the Hatter instead!” 

  



CHAPTER VII. A Mad Tea-Party 

There was a table set out under a tree in front of the house, and the March Hare and the Hatter 

were having tea at it: a Dormouse was sitting between them, fast asleep, and the other two were 

using it as a cushion, resting their elbows on it, and talking over its head. “Very uncomfortable 

for the Dormouse,” thought Alice; “only, as it’s asleep, I suppose it doesn’t mind.” 

The table was a large one, but the three were all crowded together at one corner of it: “No 

room! No room!” they cried out when they saw Alice coming. “There’s plenty of room!” said 

Alice indignantly, and she sat down in a large arm-chair at one end of the table. 

“Have some wine,” the March Hare said in an encouraging tone. 

Alice looked all round the table, but there was nothing on it but tea. “I don’t see any wine,” 

she remarked. 

“There isn’t any,” said the March Hare. 

“Then it wasn’t very civil of you to offer it,” said Alice angrily. 

“It wasn’t very civil of you to sit down without being invited,” said the March Hare. 

“I didn’t know it was your table,” said Alice; “it’s laid for a great many more than three.” 

“Your hair wants cutting,” said the Hatter. He had been looking at Alice for some time with 

great curiosity, and this was his first speech. 

“You should learn not to make personal remarks,” Alice said with some severity; “it’s very 

rude.” 

The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on hearing this; but all he said was, “Why is a raven like 

a writing-desk?” 

“Come, we shall have some fun now!” thought Alice. “I’m glad they’ve begun asking 

riddles.—I believe I can guess that,” she added aloud. 

“Do you mean that you think you can find out the answer to it?” said the March Hare. 

“Exactly so,” said Alice. 

“Then you should say what you mean,” the March Hare went on. 

“I do,” Alice hastily replied; “at least—at least I mean what I say—that’s the same thing, you 

know.” 

“Not the same thing a bit!” said the Hatter. “You might just as well say that ‘I see what I eat’ 

is the same thing as ‘I eat what I see’!” 

“You might just as well say,” added the March Hare, “that ‘I like what I get’ is the same thing 

as ‘I get what I like’!” 

“You might just as well say,” added the Dormouse, who seemed to be talking in his sleep, 

“that ‘I breathe when I sleep’ is the same thing as ‘I sleep when I breathe’!” 

“It is the same thing with you,” said the Hatter, and here the conversation dropped, and the 

party sat silent for a minute, while Alice thought over all she could remember about ravens and 

writing-desks, which wasn’t much. 

The Hatter was the first to break the silence. “What day of the month is it?” he said, turning to 

Alice: he had taken his watch out of his pocket, and was looking at it uneasily, shaking it every 

now and then, and holding it to his ear. 

Alice considered a little, and then said “The fourth.” 



“Two days wrong!” sighed the Hatter. “I told you butter wouldn’t suit the works!” he added 

looking angrily at the March Hare. 

“It was the best butter,” the March Hare meekly replied. 

“Yes, but some crumbs must have got in as well,” the Hatter grumbled: “you shouldn’t have 

put it in with the bread-knife.” 

The March Hare took the watch and looked at it gloomily: then he dipped it into his cup of tea, 

and looked at it again: but he could think of nothing better to say than his first remark, “It was 

the best butter, you know.” 

Alice had been looking over his shoulder with some curiosity. “What a funny watch!” she 

remarked. “It tells the day of the month, and doesn’t tell what o’clock it is!” 

“Why should it?” muttered the Hatter. “Does your watch tell you what year it is?” 

“Of course not,” Alice replied very readily: “but that’s because it stays the same year for such 

a long time together.” 

“Which is just the case with mine,” said the Hatter. 

Alice felt dreadfully puzzled. The Hatter’s remark seemed to have no sort of meaning in it, 

and yet it was certainly English. “I don’t quite understand you,” she said, as politely as she 

could. 

“The Dormouse is asleep again,” said the Hatter, and he poured a little hot tea upon its nose. 

The Dormouse shook its head impatiently, and said, without opening its eyes, “Of course, of 

course; just what I was going to remark myself.” 

“Have you guessed the riddle yet?” the Hatter said, turning to Alice again. 

“No, I give it up,” Alice replied: “what’s the answer?” 

“I haven’t the slightest idea,” said the Hatter. 

“Nor I,” said the March Hare. 

Alice sighed wearily. “I think you might do something better with the time,” she said, “than 

waste it in asking riddles that have no answers.” 

“If you knew Time as well as I do,” said the Hatter, “you wouldn’t talk about wasting it. 

It’s him.” 

“I don’t know what you mean,” said Alice. 

“Of course you don’t!” the Hatter said, tossing his head contemptuously. “I dare say you never 

even spoke to Time!” 

“Perhaps not,” Alice cautiously replied: “but I know I have to beat time when I learn music.” 

“Ah! that accounts for it,” said the Hatter. “He won’t stand beating. Now, if you only kept on 

good terms with him, he’d do almost anything you liked with the clock. For instance, suppose it 

were nine o’clock in the morning, just time to begin lessons: you’d only have to whisper a hint to 

Time, and round goes the clock in a twinkling! Half-past one, time for dinner!” 

(“I only wish it was,” the March Hare said to itself in a whisper.) 

“That would be grand, certainly,” said Alice thoughtfully: “but then—I shouldn’t be hungry 

for it, you know.” 

“Not at first, perhaps,” said the Hatter: “but you could keep it to half-past one as long as you 

liked.” 



“Is that the way you manage?” Alice asked. 

The Hatter shook his head mournfully. “Not I!” he replied. “We quarrelled last March—just 

before he went mad, you know—” (pointing with his tea spoon at the March Hare,) “—it was at 

the great concert given by the Queen of Hearts, and I had to sing 

‘Twinkle, twinkle, little bat! 

How I wonder what you’re at!’ 

You know the song, perhaps?” 

“I’ve heard something like it,” said Alice. 

“It goes on, you know,” the Hatter continued, “in this way:— 

‘Up above the world you fly, 

Like a tea-tray in the sky. 

                    Twinkle, twinkle—’” 

Here the Dormouse shook itself, and began singing in its sleep “Twinkle, twinkle, twinkle, 

twinkle—” and went on so long that they had to pinch it to make it stop. 

“Well, I’d hardly finished the first verse,” said the Hatter, “when the Queen jumped up and 

bawled out, ‘He’s murdering the time! Off with his head!’” 

“How dreadfully savage!” exclaimed Alice. 

“And ever since that,” the Hatter went on in a mournful tone, “he won’t do a thing I ask! It’s 

always six o’clock now.” 

A bright idea came into Alice’s head. “Is that the reason so many tea-things are put out here?” 

she asked. 

“Yes, that’s it,” said the Hatter with a sigh: “it’s always tea-time, and we’ve no time to wash 

the things between whiles.” 

“Then you keep moving round, I suppose?” said Alice. 

“Exactly so,” said the Hatter: “as the things get used up.” 

“But what happens when you come to the beginning again?” Alice ventured to ask. 

“Suppose we change the subject,” the March Hare interrupted, yawning. “I’m getting tired of 

this. I vote the young lady tells us a story.” 

“I’m afraid I don’t know one,” said Alice, rather alarmed at the proposal. 

“Then the Dormouse shall!” they both cried. “Wake up, Dormouse!” And they pinched it on 

both sides at once. 

The Dormouse slowly opened his eyes. “I wasn’t asleep,” he said in a hoarse, feeble voice: “I 

heard every word you fellows were saying.” 

“Tell us a story!” said the March Hare. 

“Yes, please do!” pleaded Alice. 

“And be quick about it,” added the Hatter, “or you’ll be asleep again before it’s done.” 

“Once upon a time there were three little sisters,” the Dormouse began in a great hurry; “and 

their names were Elsie, Lacie, and Tillie; and they lived at the bottom of a well—” 



“What did they live on?” said Alice, who always took a great interest in questions of eating 

and drinking. 

“They lived on treacle,” said the Dormouse, after thinking a minute or two. 

“They couldn’t have done that, you know,” Alice gently remarked; “they’d have been ill.” 

“So they were,” said the Dormouse; “very ill.” 

Alice tried to fancy to herself what such an extraordinary ways of living would be like, but it 

puzzled her too much, so she went on: “But why did they live at the bottom of a well?” 

“Take some more tea,” the March Hare said to Alice, very earnestly. 

“I’ve had nothing yet,” Alice replied in an offended tone, “so I can’t take more.” 

“You mean you can’t take less,” said the Hatter: “it’s very easy to take more than nothing.” 

“Nobody asked your opinion,” said Alice. 

“Who’s making personal remarks now?” the Hatter asked triumphantly. 

Alice did not quite know what to say to this: so she helped herself to some tea and bread-and-

butter, and then turned to the Dormouse, and repeated her question. “Why did they live at the 

bottom of a well?” 

The Dormouse again took a minute or two to think about it, and then said, “It was a treacle-

well.” 

“There’s no such thing!” Alice was beginning very angrily, but the Hatter and the March Hare 

went “Sh! sh!” and the Dormouse sulkily remarked, “If you can’t be civil, you’d better finish the 

story for yourself.” 

“No, please go on!” Alice said very humbly; “I won’t interrupt again. I dare say there may 

be one.” 

“One, indeed!” said the Dormouse indignantly. However, he consented to go on. “And so 

these three little sisters—they were learning to draw, you know—” 

“What did they draw?” said Alice, quite forgetting her promise. 

“Treacle,” said the Dormouse, without considering at all this time. 

“I want a clean cup,” interrupted the Hatter: “let’s all move one place on.” 

He moved on as he spoke, and the Dormouse followed him: the March Hare moved into the 

Dormouse’s place, and Alice rather unwillingly took the place of the March Hare. The Hatter 

was the only one who got any advantage from the change: and Alice was a good deal worse off 

than before, as the March Hare had just upset the milk-jug into his plate. 

Alice did not wish to offend the Dormouse again, so she began very cautiously: “But I don’t 

understand. Where did they draw the treacle from?” 

“You can draw water out of a water-well,” said the Hatter; “so I should think you could draw 

treacle out of a treacle-well—eh, stupid?” 

“But they were in the well,” Alice said to the Dormouse, not choosing to notice this last 

remark. 

“Of course they were,” said the Dormouse; “—well in.” 

This answer so confused poor Alice, that she let the Dormouse go on for some time without 

interrupting it. 



“They were learning to draw,” the Dormouse went on, yawning and rubbing its eyes, for it 

was getting very sleepy; “and they drew all manner of things—everything that begins with an 

M—” 

“Why with an M?” said Alice. 

“Why not?” said the March Hare. 

Alice was silent. 

The Dormouse had closed its eyes by this time, and was going off into a doze; but, on being 

pinched by the Hatter, it woke up again with a little shriek, and went on: “—that begins with an 

M, such as mouse-traps, and the moon, and memory, and muchness—you know you say things 

are “much of a muchness”—did you ever see such a thing as a drawing of a muchness?” 

“Really, now you ask me,” said Alice, very much confused, “I don’t think—” 

“Then you shouldn’t talk,” said the Hatter. 

This piece of rudeness was more than Alice could bear: she got up in great disgust, and walked 

off; the Dormouse fell asleep instantly, and neither of the others took the least notice of her 

going, though she looked back once or twice, half hoping that they would call after her: the last 

time she saw them, they were trying to put the Dormouse into the teapot. 

“At any rate I’ll never go there again!” said Alice as she picked her way through the wood. 

“It’s the stupidest tea-party I ever was at in all my life!” 

Just as she said this, she noticed that one of the trees had a door leading right into it. “That’s 

very curious!” she thought. “But everything’s curious today. I think I may as well go in at once.” 

And in she went. 

Once more she found herself in the long hall, and close to the little glass table. “Now, I’ll 

manage better this time,” she said to herself, and began by taking the little golden key, and 

unlocking the door that led into the garden. Then she went to work nibbling at the mushroom 

(she had kept a piece of it in her pocket) till she was about a foot high: then she walked down the 

little passage: and then—she found herself at last in the beautiful garden, among the bright 

flower-beds and the cool fountains. 

  



CHAPTER VIII. The Queen’s Croquet-Ground 

A large rose-tree stood near the entrance of the garden: the roses growing on it were white, but 

there were three gardeners at it, busily painting them red. Alice thought this a very curious thing, 

and she went nearer to watch them, and just as she came up to them she heard one of them say, 

“Look out now, Five! Don’t go splashing paint over me like that!” 

“I couldn’t help it,” said Five, in a sulky tone; “Seven jogged my elbow.” 

On which Seven looked up and said, “That’s right, Five! Always lay the blame on others!” 

“You’d better not talk!” said Five. “I heard the Queen say only yesterday you deserved to be 

beheaded!” 

“What for?” said the one who had spoken first. 

“That’s none of your business, Two!” said Seven. 

“Yes, it is his business!” said Five, “and I’ll tell him—it was for bringing the cook tulip-roots 

instead of onions.” 

Seven flung down his brush, and had just begun “Well, of all the unjust things—” when his 

eye chanced to fall upon Alice, as she stood watching them, and he checked himself suddenly: 

the others looked round also, and all of them bowed low. 

“Would you tell me,” said Alice, a little timidly, “why you are painting those roses?” 

Five and Seven said nothing, but looked at Two. Two began in a low voice, “Why the fact is, 

you see, Miss, this here ought to have been a red rose-tree, and we put a white one in by mistake; 

and if the Queen was to find it out, we should all have our heads cut off, you know. So you see, 

Miss, we’re doing our best, afore she comes, to—” At this moment Five, who had been 

anxiously looking across the garden, called out “The Queen! The Queen!” and the three 

gardeners instantly threw themselves flat upon their faces. There was a sound of many footsteps, 

and Alice looked round, eager to see the Queen. 

First came ten soldiers carrying clubs; these were all shaped like the three gardeners, oblong 

and flat, with their hands and feet at the corners: next the ten courtiers; these were ornamented all 

over with diamonds, and walked two and two, as the soldiers did. After these came the royal 

children; there were ten of them, and the little dears came jumping merrily along hand in hand, in 

couples: they were all ornamented with hearts. Next came the guests, mostly Kings and Queens, 

and among them Alice recognised the White Rabbit: it was talking in a hurried nervous manner, 

smiling at everything that was said, and went by without noticing her. Then followed the Knave 

of Hearts, carrying the King’s crown on a crimson velvet cushion; and, last of all this grand 

procession, came THE KING AND QUEEN OF HEARTS. 

Alice was rather doubtful whether she ought not to lie down on her face like the three 

gardeners, but she could not remember ever having heard of such a rule at processions; “and 

besides, what would be the use of a procession,” thought she, “if people had all to lie down upon 

their faces, so that they couldn’t see it?” So she stood still where she was, and waited. 

When the procession came opposite to Alice, they all stopped and looked at her, and the 

Queen said severely “Who is this?” She said it to the Knave of Hearts, who only bowed and 

smiled in reply. 

“Idiot!” said the Queen, tossing her head impatiently; and, turning to Alice, she went on, 

“What’s your name, child?” 



“My name is Alice, so please your Majesty,” said Alice very politely; but she added, to 

herself, “Why, they’re only a pack of cards, after all. I needn’t be afraid of them!” 

“And who are these?” said the Queen, pointing to the three gardeners who were lying round 

the rose-tree; for, you see, as they were lying on their faces, and the pattern on their backs was 

the same as the rest of the pack, she could not tell whether they were gardeners, or soldiers, or 

courtiers, or three of her own children. 

“How should I know?” said Alice, surprised at her own courage. “It’s no business of mine.” 

The Queen turned crimson with fury, and, after glaring at her for a moment like a wild beast, 

screamed “Off with her head! Off—” 

“Nonsense!” said Alice, very loudly and decidedly, and the Queen was silent. 

The King laid his hand upon her arm, and timidly said “Consider, my dear: she is only a 

child!” 

The Queen turned angrily away from him, and said to the Knave “Turn them over!” 

The Knave did so, very carefully, with one foot. 

“Get up!” said the Queen, in a shrill, loud voice, and the three gardeners instantly jumped up, 

and began bowing to the King, the Queen, the royal children, and everybody else. 

“Leave off that!” screamed the Queen. “You make me giddy.” And then, turning to the rose-

tree, she went on, “What have you been doing here?” 

“May it please your Majesty,” said Two, in a very humble tone, going down on one knee as he 

spoke, “we were trying—” 

“I see!” said the Queen, who had meanwhile been examining the roses. “Off with their heads!” 

and the procession moved on, three of the soldiers remaining behind to execute the unfortunate 

gardeners, who ran to Alice for protection. 

“You shan’t be beheaded!” said Alice, and she put them into a large flower-pot that stood 

near. The three soldiers wandered about for a minute or two, looking for them, and then quietly 

marched off after the others. 

“Are their heads off?” shouted the Queen. 

“Their heads are gone, if it please your Majesty!” the soldiers shouted in reply. 

“That’s right!” shouted the Queen. “Can you play croquet?” 

The soldiers were silent, and looked at Alice, as the question was evidently meant for her. 

“Yes!” shouted Alice. 

“Come on, then!” roared the Queen, and Alice joined the procession, wondering very much 

what would happen next. 

“It’s—it’s a very fine day!” said a timid voice at her side. She was walking by the White 

Rabbit, who was peeping anxiously into her face. 

“Very,” said Alice: “—where’s the Duchess?” 

“Hush! Hush!” said the Rabbit in a low, hurried tone. He looked anxiously over his shoulder 

as he spoke, and then raised himself upon tiptoe, put his mouth close to her ear, and whispered 

“She’s under sentence of execution.” 

“What for?” said Alice. 

“Did you say ‘What a pity!’?” the Rabbit asked. 



“No, I didn’t,” said Alice: “I don’t think it’s at all a pity. I said ‘What for?’” 

“She boxed the Queen’s ears—” the Rabbit began. Alice gave a little scream of laughter. “Oh, 

hush!” the Rabbit whispered in a frightened tone. “The Queen will hear you! You see, she came 

rather late, and the Queen said—” 

“Get to your places!” shouted the Queen in a voice of thunder, and people began running 

about in all directions, tumbling up against each other; however, they got settled down in a 

minute or two, and the game began. Alice thought she had never seen such a curious croquet-

ground in her life; it was all ridges and furrows; the balls were live hedgehogs, the mallets live 

flamingoes, and the soldiers had to double themselves up and to stand on their hands and feet, to 

make the arches. 

The chief difficulty Alice found at first was in managing her flamingo: she succeeded in 

getting its body tucked away, comfortably enough, under her arm, with its legs hanging down, 

but generally, just as she had got its neck nicely straightened out, and was going to give the 

hedgehog a blow with its head, it would twist itself round and look up in her face, with such a 

puzzled expression that she could not help bursting out laughing: and when she had got its head 

down, and was going to begin again, it was very provoking to find that the hedgehog had 

unrolled itself, and was in the act of crawling away: besides all this, there was generally a ridge 

or furrow in the way wherever she wanted to send the hedgehog to, and, as the doubled-up 

soldiers were always getting up and walking off to other parts of the ground, Alice soon came to 

the conclusion that it was a very difficult game indeed. 

The players all played at once without waiting for turns, quarrelling all the while, and fighting 

for the hedgehogs; and in a very short time the Queen was in a furious passion, and went 

stamping about, and shouting “Off with his head!” or “Off with her head!” about once in a 

minute. 

Alice began to feel very uneasy: to be sure, she had not as yet had any dispute with the Queen, 

but she knew that it might happen any minute, “and then,” thought she, “what would become of 

me? They’re dreadfully fond of beheading people here; the great wonder is, that there’s any one 

left alive!” 

She was looking about for some way of escape, and wondering whether she could get away 

without being seen, when she noticed a curious appearance in the air: it puzzled her very much at 

first, but, after watching it a minute or two, she made it out to be a grin, and she said to herself 

“It’s the Cheshire Cat: now I shall have somebody to talk to.” 

“How are you getting on?” said the Cat, as soon as there was mouth enough for it to speak 

with. 

Alice waited till the eyes appeared, and then nodded. “It’s no use speaking to it,” she thought, 

“till its ears have come, or at least one of them.” In another minute the whole head appeared, and 

then Alice put down her flamingo, and began an account of the game, feeling very glad she had 

someone to listen to her. The Cat seemed to think that there was enough of it now in sight, and 

no more of it appeared. 

“I don’t think they play at all fairly,” Alice began, in rather a complaining tone, “and they all 

quarrel so dreadfully one can’t hear oneself speak—and they don’t seem to have any rules in 

particular; at least, if there are, nobody attends to them—and you’ve no idea how confusing it is 

all the things being alive; for instance, there’s the arch I’ve got to go through next walking about 

at the other end of the ground—and I should have croqueted the Queen’s hedgehog just now, 

only it ran away when it saw mine coming!” 



“How do you like the Queen?” said the Cat in a low voice. 

“Not at all,” said Alice: “she’s so extremely—” Just then she noticed that the Queen was close 

behind her, listening: so she went on, “—likely to win, that it’s hardly worth while finishing the 

game.” 

The Queen smiled and passed on. 

“Who are you talking to?” said the King, going up to Alice, and looking at the Cat’s head with 

great curiosity. 

“It’s a friend of mine—a Cheshire Cat,” said Alice: “allow me to introduce it.” 

“I don’t like the look of it at all,” said the King: “however, it may kiss my hand if it likes.” 

“I’d rather not,” the Cat remarked. 

“Don’t be impertinent,” said the King, “and don’t look at me like that!” He got behind Alice 

as he spoke. 

“A cat may look at a king,” said Alice. “I’ve read that in some book, but I don’t remember 

where.” 

“Well, it must be removed,” said the King very decidedly, and he called the Queen, who was 

passing at the moment, “My dear! I wish you would have this cat removed!” 

The Queen had only one way of settling all difficulties, great or small. “Off with his head!” 

she said, without even looking round. 

“I’ll fetch the executioner myself,” said the King eagerly, and he hurried off. 

Alice thought she might as well go back, and see how the game was going on, as she heard the 

Queen’s voice in the distance, screaming with passion. She had already heard her sentence three 

of the players to be executed for having missed their turns, and she did not like the look of things 

at all, as the game was in such confusion that she never knew whether it was her turn or not. So 

she went in search of her hedgehog. 

The hedgehog was engaged in a fight with another hedgehog, which seemed to Alice an 

excellent opportunity for croqueting one of them with the other: the only difficulty was, that her 

flamingo was gone across to the other side of the garden, where Alice could see it trying in a 

helpless sort of way to fly up into a tree. 

By the time she had caught the flamingo and brought it back, the fight was over, and both the 

hedgehogs were out of sight: “but it doesn’t matter much,” thought Alice, “as all the arches are 

gone from this side of the ground.” So she tucked it away under her arm, that it might not escape 

again, and went back for a little more conversation with her friend. 

When she got back to the Cheshire Cat, she was surprised to find quite a large crowd collected 

round it: there was a dispute going on between the executioner, the King, and the Queen, who 

were all talking at once, while all the rest were quite silent, and looked very uncomfortable. 

The moment Alice appeared, she was appealed to by all three to settle the question, and they 

repeated their arguments to her, though, as they all spoke at once, she found it very hard indeed 

to make out exactly what they said. 

The executioner’s argument was, that you couldn’t cut off a head unless there was a body to 

cut it off from: that he had never had to do such a thing before, and he wasn’t going to begin 

at his time of life. 

The King’s argument was, that anything that had a head could be beheaded, and that you 

weren’t to talk nonsense. 



The Queen’s argument was, that if something wasn’t done about it in less than no time she’d 

have everybody executed, all round. (It was this last remark that had made the whole party look 

so grave and anxious.) 

Alice could think of nothing else to say but “It belongs to the Duchess: you’d better 

ask her about it.” 

“She’s in prison,” the Queen said to the executioner: “fetch her here.” And the executioner 

went off like an arrow. 

The Cat’s head began fading away the moment he was gone, and, by the time he had come 

back with the Duchess, it had entirely disappeared; so the King and the executioner ran wildly up 

and down looking for it, while the rest of the party went back to the game. 

  



CHAPTER IX. The Mock Turtle’s Story 

“You can’t think how glad I am to see you again, you dear old thing!” said the Duchess, as she 

tucked her arm affectionately into Alice’s, and they walked off together. 

Alice was very glad to find her in such a pleasant temper, and thought to herself that perhaps it 

was only the pepper that had made her so savage when they met in the kitchen. 

“When I’m a Duchess,” she said to herself, (not in a very hopeful tone though), “I won’t have 

any pepper in my kitchen at all. Soup does very well without—Maybe it’s always pepper that 

makes people hot-tempered,” she went on, very much pleased at having found out a new kind of 

rule, “and vinegar that makes them sour—and camomile that makes them bitter—and—and 

barley-sugar and such things that make children sweet-tempered. I only wish people knew that: 

then they wouldn’t be so stingy about it, you know—” 

She had quite forgotten the Duchess by this time, and was a little startled when she heard her 

voice close to her ear. “You’re thinking about something, my dear, and that makes you forget to 

talk. I can’t tell you just now what the moral of that is, but I shall remember it in a bit.” 

“Perhaps it hasn’t one,” Alice ventured to remark. 

“Tut, tut, child!” said the Duchess. “Everything’s got a moral, if only you can find it.” And she 

squeezed herself up closer to Alice’s side as she spoke. 

Alice did not much like keeping so close to her: first, because the Duchess was very ugly; and 

secondly, because she was exactly the right height to rest her chin upon Alice’s shoulder, and it 

was an uncomfortably sharp chin. However, she did not like to be rude, so she bore it as well as 

she could. 

“The game’s going on rather better now,” she said, by way of keeping up the conversation a 

little. 

“’Tis so,” said the Duchess: “and the moral of that is—‘Oh, ’tis love, ’tis love, that makes the 

world go round!’” 

“Somebody said,” Alice whispered, “that it’s done by everybody minding their own business!” 

“Ah, well! It means much the same thing,” said the Duchess, digging her sharp little chin into 

Alice’s shoulder as she added, “and the moral of that is—‘Take care of the sense, and the sounds 

will take care of themselves.’” 

“How fond she is of finding morals in things!” Alice thought to herself. 

“I dare say you’re wondering why I don’t put my arm round your waist,” the Duchess said 

after a pause: “the reason is, that I’m doubtful about the temper of your flamingo. Shall I try the 

experiment?” 

“He might bite,” Alice cautiously replied, not feeling at all anxious to have the experiment 

tried. 

“Very true,” said the Duchess: “flamingoes and mustard both bite. And the moral of that is—

‘Birds of a feather flock together.’” 

“Only mustard isn’t a bird,” Alice remarked. 

“Right, as usual,” said the Duchess: “what a clear way you have of putting things!” 

“It’s a mineral, I think,” said Alice. 



“Of course it is,” said the Duchess, who seemed ready to agree to everything that Alice said; 

“there’s a large mustard-mine near here. And the moral of that is—‘The more there is of mine, 

the less there is of yours.’” 

“Oh, I know!” exclaimed Alice, who had not attended to this last remark, “it’s a vegetable. It 

doesn’t look like one, but it is.” 

“I quite agree with you,” said the Duchess; “and the moral of that is—‘Be what you would 

seem to be’—or if you’d like it put more simply—‘Never imagine yourself not to be otherwise 

than what it might appear to others that what you were or might have been was not otherwise 

than what you had been would have appeared to them to be otherwise.’” 

“I think I should understand that better,” Alice said very politely, “if I had it written down: but 

I can’t quite follow it as you say it.” 

“That’s nothing to what I could say if I chose,” the Duchess replied, in a pleased tone. 

“Pray don’t trouble yourself to say it any longer than that,” said Alice. 

“Oh, don’t talk about trouble!” said the Duchess. “I make you a present of everything I’ve said 

as yet.” 

“A cheap sort of present!” thought Alice. “I’m glad they don’t give birthday presents like 

that!” But she did not venture to say it out loud. 

“Thinking again?” the Duchess asked, with another dig of her sharp little chin. 

“I’ve a right to think,” said Alice sharply, for she was beginning to feel a little worried. 

“Just about as much right,” said the Duchess, “as pigs have to fly; and the m—” 

But here, to Alice’s great surprise, the Duchess’s voice died away, even in the middle of her 

favourite word ‘moral,’ and the arm that was linked into hers began to tremble. Alice looked up, 

and there stood the Queen in front of them, with her arms folded, frowning like a thunderstorm. 

“A fine day, your Majesty!” the Duchess began in a low, weak voice. 

“Now, I give you fair warning,” shouted the Queen, stamping on the ground as she spoke; 

“either you or your head must be off, and that in about half no time! Take your choice!” 

The Duchess took her choice, and was gone in a moment. 

“Let’s go on with the game,” the Queen said to Alice; and Alice was too much frightened to 

say a word, but slowly followed her back to the croquet-ground. 

The other guests had taken advantage of the Queen’s absence, and were resting in the shade: 

however, the moment they saw her, they hurried back to the game, the Queen merely remarking 

that a moment’s delay would cost them their lives. 

All the time they were playing the Queen never left off quarrelling with the other players, and 

shouting “Off with his head!” or “Off with her head!” Those whom she sentenced were taken 

into custody by the soldiers, who of course had to leave off being arches to do this, so that by the 

end of half an hour or so there were no arches left, and all the players, except the King, the 

Queen, and Alice, were in custody and under sentence of execution. 

Then the Queen left off, quite out of breath, and said to Alice, “Have you seen the Mock 

Turtle yet?” 

“No,” said Alice. “I don’t even know what a Mock Turtle is.” 

“It’s the thing Mock Turtle Soup is made from,” said the Queen. 

“I never saw one, or heard of one,” said Alice. 



“Come on, then,” said the Queen, “and he shall tell you his history,” 

As they walked off together, Alice heard the King say in a low voice, to the company 

generally, “You are all pardoned.” “Come, that’s a good thing!” she said to herself, for she had 

felt quite unhappy at the number of executions the Queen had ordered. 

They very soon came upon a Gryphon, lying fast asleep in the sun. (If you don’t know what a 

Gryphon is, look at the picture.) “Up, lazy thing!” said the Queen, “and take this young lady to 

see the Mock Turtle, and to hear his history. I must go back and see after some executions I have 

ordered;” and she walked off, leaving Alice alone with the Gryphon. Alice did not quite like the 

look of the creature, but on the whole she thought it would be quite as safe to stay with it as to go 

after that savage Queen: so she waited. 

The Gryphon sat up and rubbed its eyes: then it watched the Queen till she was out of sight: 

then it chuckled. “What fun!” said the Gryphon, half to itself, half to Alice. 

“What is the fun?” said Alice. 

“Why, she,” said the Gryphon. “It’s all her fancy, that: they never executes nobody, you know. 

Come on!” 

“Everybody says ‘come on!’ here,” thought Alice, as she went slowly after it: “I never was so 

ordered about in all my life, never!” 

They had not gone far before they saw the Mock Turtle in the distance, sitting sad and lonely 

on a little ledge of rock, and, as they came nearer, Alice could hear him sighing as if his heart 

would break. She pitied him deeply. “What is his sorrow?” she asked the Gryphon, and the 

Gryphon answered, very nearly in the same words as before, “It’s all his fancy, that: he hasn’t 

got no sorrow, you know. Come on!” 

So they went up to the Mock Turtle, who looked at them with large eyes full of tears, but said 

nothing. 

“This here young lady,” said the Gryphon, “she wants for to know your history, she do.” 

“I’ll tell it her,” said the Mock Turtle in a deep, hollow tone: “sit down, both of you, and don’t 

speak a word till I’ve finished.” 

So they sat down, and nobody spoke for some minutes. Alice thought to herself, “I don’t see 

how he can ever finish, if he doesn’t begin.” But she waited patiently. 

“Once,” said the Mock Turtle at last, with a deep sigh, “I was a real Turtle.” 

These words were followed by a very long silence, broken only by an occasional exclamation 

of “Hjckrrh!” from the Gryphon, and the constant heavy sobbing of the Mock Turtle. Alice was 

very nearly getting up and saying, “Thank you, sir, for your interesting story,” but she could not 

help thinking there must be more to come, so she sat still and said nothing. 

“When we were little,” the Mock Turtle went on at last, more calmly, though still sobbing a 

little now and then, “we went to school in the sea. The master was an old Turtle—we used to call 

him Tortoise—” 

“Why did you call him Tortoise, if he wasn’t one?” Alice asked. 

“We called him Tortoise because he taught us,” said the Mock Turtle angrily: “really you are 

very dull!” 

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself for asking such a simple question,” added the Gryphon; 

and then they both sat silent and looked at poor Alice, who felt ready to sink into the earth. At 



last the Gryphon said to the Mock Turtle, “Drive on, old fellow! Don’t be all day about it!” and 

he went on in these words: 

“Yes, we went to school in the sea, though you mayn’t believe it—” 

“I never said I didn’t!” interrupted Alice. 

“You did,” said the Mock Turtle. 

“Hold your tongue!” added the Gryphon, before Alice could speak again. The Mock Turtle 

went on. 

“We had the best of educations—in fact, we went to school every day—” 

“I’ve been to a day-school, too,” said Alice; “you needn’t be so proud as all that.” 

“With extras?” asked the Mock Turtle a little anxiously. 

“Yes,” said Alice, “we learned French and music.” 

“And washing?” said the Mock Turtle. 

“Certainly not!” said Alice indignantly. 

“Ah! then yours wasn’t a really good school,” said the Mock Turtle in a tone of great relief. 

“Now at ours they had at the end of the bill, ‘French, music, and washing—extra.’” 

“You couldn’t have wanted it much,” said Alice; “living at the bottom of the sea.” 

“I couldn’t afford to learn it.” said the Mock Turtle with a sigh. “I only took the regular 

course.” 

“What was that?” inquired Alice. 

“Reeling and Writhing, of course, to begin with,” the Mock Turtle replied; “and then the 

different branches of Arithmetic—Ambition, Distraction, Uglification, and Derision.” 

“I never heard of ‘Uglification,’” Alice ventured to say. “What is it?” 

The Gryphon lifted up both its paws in surprise. “What! Never heard of uglifying!” it 

exclaimed. “You know what to beautify is, I suppose?” 

“Yes,” said Alice doubtfully: “it means—to—make—anything—prettier.” 

“Well, then,” the Gryphon went on, “if you don’t know what to uglify is, you are a 

simpleton.” 

Alice did not feel encouraged to ask any more questions about it, so she turned to the Mock 

Turtle, and said “What else had you to learn?” 

“Well, there was Mystery,” the Mock Turtle replied, counting off the subjects on his flappers, 

“—Mystery, ancient and modern, with Seaography: then Drawling—the Drawling-master was an 

old conger-eel, that used to come once a week: he taught us Drawling, Stretching, and Fainting 

in Coils.” 

“What was that like?” said Alice. 

“Well, I can’t show it you myself,” the Mock Turtle said: “I’m too stiff. And the Gryphon 

never learnt it.” 

“Hadn’t time,” said the Gryphon: “I went to the Classics master, though. He was an old 

crab, he was.” 

“I never went to him,” the Mock Turtle said with a sigh: “he taught Laughing and Grief, they 

used to say.” 



“So he did, so he did,” said the Gryphon, sighing in his turn; and both creatures hid their faces 

in their paws. 

“And how many hours a day did you do lessons?” said Alice, in a hurry to change the subject. 

“Ten hours the first day,” said the Mock Turtle: “nine the next, and so on.” 

“What a curious plan!” exclaimed Alice. 

“That’s the reason they’re called lessons,” the Gryphon remarked: “because they lessen from 

day to day.” 

This was quite a new idea to Alice, and she thought it over a little before she made her next 

remark. “Then the eleventh day must have been a holiday?” 

“Of course it was,” said the Mock Turtle. 

“And how did you manage on the twelfth?” Alice went on eagerly. 

“That’s enough about lessons,” the Gryphon interrupted in a very decided tone: “tell her 

something about the games now.” 

  



CHAPTER X. The Lobster Quadrille 

The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and drew the back of one flapper across his eyes. He looked 

at Alice, and tried to speak, but for a minute or two sobs choked his voice. “Same as if he had a 

bone in his throat,” said the Gryphon: and it set to work shaking him and punching him in the 

back. At last the Mock Turtle recovered his voice, and, with tears running down his cheeks, he 

went on again:— 

“You may not have lived much under the sea—” (“I haven’t,” said Alice)—“and perhaps you 

were never even introduced to a lobster—” (Alice began to say “I once tasted—” but checked 

herself hastily, and said “No, never”) “—so you can have no idea what a delightful thing a 

Lobster Quadrille is!” 

“No, indeed,” said Alice. “What sort of a dance is it?” 

“Why,” said the Gryphon, “you first form into a line along the sea-shore—” 

“Two lines!” cried the Mock Turtle. “Seals, turtles, salmon, and so on; then, when you’ve 

cleared all the jelly-fish out of the way—” 

“That generally takes some time,” interrupted the Gryphon. 

“—you advance twice—” 

“Each with a lobster as a partner!” cried the Gryphon. 

“Of course,” the Mock Turtle said: “advance twice, set to partners—” 

“—change lobsters, and retire in same order,” continued the Gryphon. 

“Then, you know,” the Mock Turtle went on, “you throw the—” 

“The lobsters!” shouted the Gryphon, with a bound into the air. 

“—as far out to sea as you can—” 

“Swim after them!” screamed the Gryphon. 

“Turn a somersault in the sea!” cried the Mock Turtle, capering wildly about. 

“Change lobsters again!” yelled the Gryphon at the top of its voice. 

“Back to land again, and that’s all the first figure,” said the Mock Turtle, suddenly dropping 

his voice; and the two creatures, who had been jumping about like mad things all this time, sat 

down again very sadly and quietly, and looked at Alice. 

“It must be a very pretty dance,” said Alice timidly. 

“Would you like to see a little of it?” said the Mock Turtle. 

“Very much indeed,” said Alice. 

“Come, let’s try the first figure!” said the Mock Turtle to the Gryphon. “We can do without 

lobsters, you know. Which shall sing?” 

“Oh, you sing,” said the Gryphon. “I’ve forgotten the words.” 

So they began solemnly dancing round and round Alice, every now and then treading on her 

toes when they passed too close, and waving their forepaws to mark the time, while the Mock 

Turtle sang this, very slowly and sadly:— 

“Will you walk a little faster?” said a whiting to a snail. 

“There’s a porpoise close behind us, and he’s treading on my tail. 

See how eagerly the lobsters and the turtles all advance! 



They are waiting on the shingle—will you come and join the dance? 

Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, will you join the dance? 

Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, won’t you join the dance? 

 

“You can really have no notion how delightful it will be 

When they take us up and throw us, with the lobsters, out to sea!” 

But the snail replied “Too far, too far!” and gave a look askance— 

Said he thanked the whiting kindly, but he would not join the dance. 

Would not, could not, would not, could not, would not join the dance. 

Would not, could not, would not, could not, could not join the dance. 

 

“What matters it how far we go?” his scaly friend replied. 

“There is another shore, you know, upon the other side. 

The further off from England the nearer is to France— 

Then turn not pale, beloved snail, but come and join the dance. 

Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, will you join the dance? 

Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, won’t you join the dance?” 

“Thank you, it’s a very interesting dance to watch,” said Alice, feeling very glad that it was 

over at last: “and I do so like that curious song about the whiting!” 

“Oh, as to the whiting,” said the Mock Turtle, “they—you’ve seen them, of course?” 

“Yes,” said Alice, “I’ve often seen them at dinn—” she checked herself hastily. 

“I don’t know where Dinn may be,” said the Mock Turtle, “but if you’ve seen them so often, 

of course you know what they’re like.” 

“I believe so,” Alice replied thoughtfully. “They have their tails in their mouths—and they’re 

all over crumbs.” 

“You’re wrong about the crumbs,” said the Mock Turtle: “crumbs would all wash off in the 

sea. But they have their tails in their mouths; and the reason is—” here the Mock Turtle yawned 

and shut his eyes.—“Tell her about the reason and all that,” he said to the Gryphon. 

“The reason is,” said the Gryphon, “that they would go with the lobsters to the dance. So they 

got thrown out to sea. So they had to fall a long way. So they got their tails fast in their mouths. 

So they couldn’t get them out again. That’s all.” 

“Thank you,” said Alice, “it’s very interesting. I never knew so much about a whiting before.” 

“I can tell you more than that, if you like,” said the Gryphon. “Do you know why it’s called a 

whiting?” 

“I never thought about it,” said Alice. “Why?” 

“It does the boots and shoes,” the Gryphon replied very solemnly. 

Alice was thoroughly puzzled. “Does the boots and shoes!” she repeated in a wondering tone. 

“Why, what are your shoes done with?” said the Gryphon. “I mean, what makes them so 

shiny?” 

Alice looked down at them, and considered a little before she gave her answer. “They’re done 

with blacking, I believe.” 

“Boots and shoes under the sea,” the Gryphon went on in a deep voice, “are done with a 

whiting. Now you know.” 



“And what are they made of?” Alice asked in a tone of great curiosity. 

“Soles and eels, of course,” the Gryphon replied rather impatiently: “any shrimp could have 

told you that.” 

“If I’d been the whiting,” said Alice, whose thoughts were still running on the song, “I’d have 

said to the porpoise, ‘Keep back, please: we don’t want you with us!’” 

“They were obliged to have him with them,” the Mock Turtle said: “no wise fish would go 

anywhere without a porpoise.” 

“Wouldn’t it really?” said Alice in a tone of great surprise. 

“Of course not,” said the Mock Turtle: “why, if a fish came to me, and told me he was going a 

journey, I should say ‘With what porpoise?’” 

“Don’t you mean ‘purpose’?” said Alice. 

“I mean what I say,” the Mock Turtle replied in an offended tone. And the Gryphon added 

“Come, let’s hear some of your adventures.” 

“I could tell you my adventures—beginning from this morning,” said Alice a little timidly: 

“but it’s no use going back to yesterday, because I was a different person then.” 

“Explain all that,” said the Mock Turtle. 

“No, no! The adventures first,” said the Gryphon in an impatient tone: “explanations take such 

a dreadful time.” 

So Alice began telling them her adventures from the time when she first saw the White Rabbit. 

She was a little nervous about it just at first, the two creatures got so close to her, one on each 

side, and opened their eyes and mouths so very wide, but she gained courage as she went on. Her 

listeners were perfectly quiet till she got to the part about her repeating “You are old, Father 

William,” to the Caterpillar, and the words all coming different, and then the Mock Turtle drew a 

long breath, and said “That’s very curious.” 

“It’s all about as curious as it can be,” said the Gryphon. 

“It all came different!” the Mock Turtle repeated thoughtfully. “I should like to hear her try 

and repeat something now. Tell her to begin.” He looked at the Gryphon as if he thought it had 

some kind of authority over Alice. 

“Stand up and repeat ‘’Tis the voice of the sluggard,’” said the Gryphon. 

“How the creatures order one about, and make one repeat lessons!” thought Alice; “I might as 

well be at school at once.” However, she got up, and began to repeat it, but her head was so full 

of the Lobster Quadrille, that she hardly knew what she was saying, and the words came very 

queer indeed:— 

“’Tis the voice of the Lobster; I heard him declare, 

“You have baked me too brown, I must sugar my hair.” 

As a duck with its eyelids, so he with his nose 

Trims his belt and his buttons, and turns out his toes.” 

 

[later editions continued as follows 

When the sands are all dry, he is gay as a lark, 

And will talk in contemptuous tones of the Shark, 



But, when the tide rises and sharks are around, 

His voice has a timid and tremulous sound.] 

“That’s different from what I used to say when I was a child,” said the Gryphon. 

“Well, I never heard it before,” said the Mock Turtle; “but it sounds uncommon nonsense.” 

Alice said nothing; she had sat down with her face in her hands, wondering if anything 

would ever happen in a natural way again. 

“I should like to have it explained,” said the Mock Turtle. 

“She can’t explain it,” said the Gryphon hastily. “Go on with the next verse.” 

“But about his toes?” the Mock Turtle persisted. “How could he turn them out with his nose, 

you know?” 

“It’s the first position in dancing.” Alice said; but was dreadfully puzzled by the whole thing, 

and longed to change the subject. 

“Go on with the next verse,” the Gryphon repeated impatiently: “it begins ‘I passed by his 

garden.’” 

Alice did not dare to disobey, though she felt sure it would all come wrong, and she went on in 

a trembling voice:— 

“I passed by his garden, and marked, with one eye, 

How the Owl and the Panther were sharing a pie—” 

 

[later editions continued as follows 

The Panther took pie-crust, and gravy, and meat, 

While the Owl had the dish as its share of the treat. 

When the pie was all finished, the Owl, as a boon, 

Was kindly permitted to pocket the spoon: 

While the Panther received knife and fork with a growl, 

And concluded the banquet—] 

“What is the use of repeating all that stuff,” the Mock Turtle interrupted, “if you don’t explain 

it as you go on? It’s by far the most confusing thing I ever heard!” 

“Yes, I think you’d better leave off,” said the Gryphon: and Alice was only too glad to do so. 

“Shall we try another figure of the Lobster Quadrille?” the Gryphon went on. “Or would you 

like the Mock Turtle to sing you a song?” 

“Oh, a song, please, if the Mock Turtle would be so kind,” Alice replied, so eagerly that the 

Gryphon said, in a rather offended tone, “Hm! No accounting for tastes! Sing her ‘Turtle Soup,’ 

will you, old fellow?” 

The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and began, in a voice sometimes choked with sobs, to sing 

this:— 

“Beautiful Soup, so rich and green, 

Waiting in a hot tureen! 

Who for such dainties would not stoop? 

Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup! 



Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup! 

    Beau—ootiful Soo—oop! 

    Beau—ootiful Soo—oop! 

Soo—oop of the e—e—evening, 

    Beautiful, beautiful Soup! 

 

“Beautiful Soup! Who cares for fish, 

Game, or any other dish? 

Who would not give all else for two p 

ennyworth only of beautiful Soup? 

Pennyworth only of beautiful Soup? 

    Beau—ootiful Soo—oop! 

    Beau—ootiful Soo—oop! 

Soo—oop of the e—e—evening, 

    Beautiful, beauti—FUL SOUP!” 

“Chorus again!” cried the Gryphon, and the Mock Turtle had just begun to repeat it, when a 

cry of “The trial’s beginning!” was heard in the distance. 

“Come on!” cried the Gryphon, and, taking Alice by the hand, it hurried off, without waiting 

for the end of the song. 

“What trial is it?” Alice panted as she ran; but the Gryphon only answered “Come on!” and 

ran the faster, while more and more faintly came, carried on the breeze that followed them, the 

melancholy words:— 

“Soo—oop of the e—e—evening, 

    Beautiful, beautiful Soup!” 

  



CHAPTER XI. Who Stole the Tarts? 

The King and Queen of Hearts were seated on their throne when they arrived, with a great 

crowd assembled about them—all sorts of little birds and beasts, as well as the whole pack of 

cards: the Knave was standing before them, in chains, with a soldier on each side to guard him; 

and near the King was the White Rabbit, with a trumpet in one hand, and a scroll of parchment in 

the other. In the very middle of the court was a table, with a large dish of tarts upon it: they 

looked so good, that it made Alice quite hungry to look at them—“I wish they’d get the trial 

done,” she thought, “and hand round the refreshments!” But there seemed to be no chance of 

this, so she began looking at everything about her, to pass away the time. 

Alice had never been in a court of justice before, but she had read about them in books, and 

she was quite pleased to find that she knew the name of nearly everything there. “That’s the 

judge,” she said to herself, “because of his great wig.” 

The judge, by the way, was the King; and as he wore his crown over the wig, (look at the 

frontispiece if you want to see how he did it,) he did not look at all comfortable, and it was 

certainly not becoming. 

“And that’s the jury-box,” thought Alice, “and those twelve creatures,” (she was obliged to 

say “creatures,” you see, because some of them were animals, and some were birds,) “I suppose 

they are the jurors.” She said this last word two or three times over to herself, being rather proud 

of it: for she thought, and rightly too, that very few little girls of her age knew the meaning of it 

at all. However, “jury-men” would have done just as well. 

The twelve jurors were all writing very busily on slates. “What are they doing?” Alice 

whispered to the Gryphon. “They can’t have anything to put down yet, before the trial’s begun.” 

“They’re putting down their names,” the Gryphon whispered in reply, “for fear they should 

forget them before the end of the trial.” 

“Stupid things!” Alice began in a loud, indignant voice, but she stopped hastily, for the White 

Rabbit cried out, “Silence in the court!” and the King put on his spectacles and looked anxiously 

round, to make out who was talking. 

Alice could see, as well as if she were looking over their shoulders, that all the jurors were 

writing down “stupid things!” on their slates, and she could even make out that one of them 

didn’t know how to spell “stupid,” and that he had to ask his neighbour to tell him. “A nice 

muddle their slates’ll be in before the trial’s over!” thought Alice. 

One of the jurors had a pencil that squeaked. This of course, Alice could not stand, and she 

went round the court and got behind him, and very soon found an opportunity of taking it away. 

She did it so quickly that the poor little juror (it was Bill, the Lizard) could not make out at all 

what had become of it; so, after hunting all about for it, he was obliged to write with one finger 

for the rest of the day; and this was of very little use, as it left no mark on the slate. 

“Herald, read the accusation!” said the King. 

On this the White Rabbit blew three blasts on the trumpet, and then unrolled the parchment 

scroll, and read as follows:— 

“The Queen of Hearts, she made some tarts, 

    All on a summer day: 



The Knave of Hearts, he stole those tarts, 

    And took them quite away!” 

“Consider your verdict,” the King said to the jury. 

“Not yet, not yet!” the Rabbit hastily interrupted. “There’s a great deal to come before that!” 

“Call the first witness,” said the King; and the White Rabbit blew three blasts on the trumpet, 

and called out, “First witness!” 

The first witness was the Hatter. He came in with a teacup in one hand and a piece of bread-

and-butter in the other. “I beg pardon, your Majesty,” he began, “for bringing these in: but I 

hadn’t quite finished my tea when I was sent for.” 

“You ought to have finished,” said the King. “When did you begin?” 

The Hatter looked at the March Hare, who had followed him into the court, arm-in-arm with 

the Dormouse. “Fourteenth of March, I think it was,” he said. 

“Fifteenth,” said the March Hare. 

“Sixteenth,” added the Dormouse. 

“Write that down,” the King said to the jury, and the jury eagerly wrote down all three dates 

on their slates, and then added them up, and reduced the answer to shillings and pence. 

“Take off your hat,” the King said to the Hatter. 

“It isn’t mine,” said the Hatter. 

“Stolen!” the King exclaimed, turning to the jury, who instantly made a memorandum of the 

fact. 

“I keep them to sell,” the Hatter added as an explanation; “I’ve none of my own. I’m a hatter.” 

Here the Queen put on her spectacles, and began staring at the Hatter, who turned pale and 

fidgeted. 

“Give your evidence,” said the King; “and don’t be nervous, or I’ll have you executed on the 

spot.” 

This did not seem to encourage the witness at all: he kept shifting from one foot to the other, 

looking uneasily at the Queen, and in his confusion he bit a large piece out of his teacup instead 

of the bread-and-butter. 

Just at this moment Alice felt a very curious sensation, which puzzled her a good deal until she 

made out what it was: she was beginning to grow larger again, and she thought at first she would 

get up and leave the court; but on second thoughts she decided to remain where she was as long 

as there was room for her. 

“I wish you wouldn’t squeeze so.” said the Dormouse, who was sitting next to her. “I can 

hardly breathe.” 

“I can’t help it,” said Alice very meekly: “I’m growing.” 

“You’ve no right to grow here,” said the Dormouse. 

“Don’t talk nonsense,” said Alice more boldly: “you know you’re growing too.” 

“Yes, but I grow at a reasonable pace,” said the Dormouse: “not in that ridiculous fashion.” 

And he got up very sulkily and crossed over to the other side of the court. 



All this time the Queen had never left off staring at the Hatter, and, just as the Dormouse 

crossed the court, she said to one of the officers of the court, “Bring me the list of the singers in 

the last concert!” on which the wretched Hatter trembled so, that he shook both his shoes off. 

“Give your evidence,” the King repeated angrily, “or I’ll have you executed, whether you’re 

nervous or not.” 

“I’m a poor man, your Majesty,” the Hatter began, in a trembling voice, “—and I hadn’t begun 

my tea—not above a week or so—and what with the bread-and-butter getting so thin—and the 

twinkling of the tea—” 

“The twinkling of the what?” said the King. 

“It began with the tea,” the Hatter replied. 

“Of course twinkling begins with a T!” said the King sharply. “Do you take me for a dunce? 

Go on!” 

“I’m a poor man,” the Hatter went on, “and most things twinkled after that—only the March 

Hare said—” 

“I didn’t!” the March Hare interrupted in a great hurry. 

“You did!” said the Hatter. 

“I deny it!” said the March Hare. 

“He denies it,” said the King: “leave out that part.” 

“Well, at any rate, the Dormouse said—” the Hatter went on, looking anxiously round to see if 

he would deny it too: but the Dormouse denied nothing, being fast asleep. 

“After that,” continued the Hatter, “I cut some more bread-and-butter—” 

“But what did the Dormouse say?” one of the jury asked. 

“That I can’t remember,” said the Hatter. 

“You must remember,” remarked the King, “or I’ll have you executed.” 

The miserable Hatter dropped his teacup and bread-and-butter, and went down on one knee. 

“I’m a poor man, your Majesty,” he began. 

“You’re a very poor speaker,” said the King. 

Here one of the guinea-pigs cheered, and was immediately suppressed by the officers of the 

court. (As that is rather a hard word, I will just explain to you how it was done. They had a large 

canvas bag, which tied up at the mouth with strings: into this they slipped the guinea-pig, head 

first, and then sat upon it.) 

“I’m glad I’ve seen that done,” thought Alice. “I’ve so often read in the newspapers, at the end 

of trials, “There was some attempts at applause, which was immediately suppressed by the 

officers of the court,” and I never understood what it meant till now.” 

“If that’s all you know about it, you may stand down,” continued the King. 

“I can’t go no lower,” said the Hatter: “I’m on the floor, as it is.” 

“Then you may sit down,” the King replied. 

Here the other guinea-pig cheered, and was suppressed. 

“Come, that finished the guinea-pigs!” thought Alice. “Now we shall get on better.” 

“I’d rather finish my tea,” said the Hatter, with an anxious look at the Queen, who was reading 

the list of singers. 



“You may go,” said the King, and the Hatter hurriedly left the court, without even waiting to 

put his shoes on. 

“—and just take his head off outside,” the Queen added to one of the officers: but the Hatter 

was out of sight before the officer could get to the door. 

“Call the next witness!” said the King. 

The next witness was the Duchess’s cook. She carried the pepper-box in her hand, and Alice 

guessed who it was, even before she got into the court, by the way the people near the door 

began sneezing all at once. 

“Give your evidence,” said the King. 

“Shan’t,” said the cook. 

The King looked anxiously at the White Rabbit, who said in a low voice, “Your Majesty must 

cross-examine this witness.” 

“Well, if I must, I must,” the King said, with a melancholy air, and, after folding his arms and 

frowning at the cook till his eyes were nearly out of sight, he said in a deep voice, “What are tarts 

made of?” 

“Pepper, mostly,” said the cook. 

“Treacle,” said a sleepy voice behind her. 

“Collar that Dormouse,” the Queen shrieked out. “Behead that Dormouse! Turn that 

Dormouse out of court! Suppress him! Pinch him! Off with his whiskers!” 

For some minutes the whole court was in confusion, getting the Dormouse turned out, and, by 

the time they had settled down again, the cook had disappeared. 

“Never mind!” said the King, with an air of great relief. “Call the next witness.” And he added 

in an undertone to the Queen, “Really, my dear, you must cross-examine the next witness. It 

quite makes my forehead ache!” 

Alice watched the White Rabbit as he fumbled over the list, feeling very curious to see what 

the next witness would be like, “—for they haven’t got much evidence yet,” she said to herself. 

Imagine her surprise, when the White Rabbit read out, at the top of his shrill little voice, the 

name “Alice!” 

  



 

CHAPTER XII. Alice’s Evidence 

“Here!” cried Alice, quite forgetting in the flurry of the moment how large she had grown in 

the last few minutes, and she jumped up in such a hurry that she tipped over the jury-box with 

the edge of her skirt, upsetting all the jurymen on to the heads of the crowd below, and there they 

lay sprawling about, reminding her very much of a globe of goldfish she had accidentally upset 

the week before. 

“Oh, I beg your pardon!” she exclaimed in a tone of great dismay, and began picking them up 

again as quickly as she could, for the accident of the goldfish kept running in her head, and she 

had a vague sort of idea that they must be collected at once and put back into the jury-box, or 

they would die. 

“The trial cannot proceed,” said the King in a very grave voice, “until all the jurymen are back 

in their proper places—all,” he repeated with great emphasis, looking hard at Alice as he said so. 

Alice looked at the jury-box, and saw that, in her haste, she had put the Lizard in head 

downwards, and the poor little thing was waving its tail about in a melancholy way, being quite 

unable to move. She soon got it out again, and put it right; “not that it signifies much,” she said 

to herself; “I should think it would be quite as much use in the trial one way up as the other.” 

As soon as the jury had a little recovered from the shock of being upset, and their slates and 

pencils had been found and handed back to them, they set to work very diligently to write out a 

history of the accident, all except the Lizard, who seemed too much overcome to do anything but 

sit with its mouth open, gazing up into the roof of the court. 

“What do you know about this business?” the King said to Alice. 

“Nothing,” said Alice. 

“Nothing whatever?” persisted the King. 

“Nothing whatever,” said Alice. 

“That’s very important,” the King said, turning to the jury. They were just beginning to write 

this down on their slates, when the White Rabbit interrupted: “Unimportant, your Majesty 

means, of course,” he said in a very respectful tone, but frowning and making faces at him as he 

spoke. 

“Unimportant, of course, I meant,” the King hastily said, and went on to himself in an 

undertone, 

“important—unimportant—unimportant—important—” as if he were trying which word 

sounded best. 

Some of the jury wrote it down “important,” and some “unimportant.” Alice could see this, as 

she was near enough to look over their slates; “but it doesn’t matter a bit,” she thought to herself. 

At this moment the King, who had been for some time busily writing in his note-book, cackled 

out “Silence!” and read out from his book, “Rule Forty-two. All persons more than a mile high to 

leave the court.” 

Everybody looked at Alice. 

“I’m not a mile high,” said Alice. 

“You are,” said the King. 



“Nearly two miles high,” added the Queen. 

“Well, I shan’t go, at any rate,” said Alice: “besides, that’s not a regular rule: you invented it 

just now.” 

“It’s the oldest rule in the book,” said the King. 

“Then it ought to be Number One,” said Alice. 

The King turned pale, and shut his note-book hastily. “Consider your verdict,” he said to the 

jury, in a low, trembling voice. 

“There’s more evidence to come yet, please your Majesty,” said the White Rabbit, jumping up 

in a great hurry; “this paper has just been picked up.” 

“What’s in it?” said the Queen. 

“I haven’t opened it yet,” said the White Rabbit, “but it seems to be a letter, written by the 

prisoner to—to somebody.” 

“It must have been that,” said the King, “unless it was written to nobody, which isn’t usual, 

you know.” 

“Who is it directed to?” said one of the jurymen. 

“It isn’t directed at all,” said the White Rabbit; “in fact, there’s nothing written on 

the outside.” He unfolded the paper as he spoke, and added “It isn’t a letter, after all: it’s a set of 

verses.” 

“Are they in the prisoner’s handwriting?” asked another of the jurymen. 

“No, they’re not,” said the White Rabbit, “and that’s the queerest thing about it.” (The jury all 

looked puzzled.) 

“He must have imitated somebody else’s hand,” said the King. (The jury all brightened up 

again.) 

“Please your Majesty,” said the Knave, “I didn’t write it, and they can’t prove I did: there’s no 

name signed at the end.” 

“If you didn’t sign it,” said the King, “that only makes the matter worse. You must have meant 

some mischief, or else you’d have signed your name like an honest man.” 

There was a general clapping of hands at this: it was the first really clever thing the King had 

said that day. 

“That proves his guilt,” said the Queen. 

“It proves nothing of the sort!” said Alice. “Why, you don’t even know what they’re about!” 

“Read them,” said the King. 

The White Rabbit put on his spectacles. “Where shall I begin, please your Majesty?” he asked. 

“Begin at the beginning,” the King said gravely, “and go on till you come to the end: then 

stop.” 

These were the verses the White Rabbit read:— 

“They told me you had been to her, 

    And mentioned me to him: 

She gave me a good character, 

    But said I could not swim. 

 



He sent them word I had not gone 

    (We know it to be true): 

If she should push the matter on, 

    What would become of you? 

 

I gave her one, they gave him two, 

    You gave us three or more; 

They all returned from him to you, 

    Though they were mine before. 

 

If I or she should chance to be 

    Involved in this affair, 

He trusts to you to set them free, 

    Exactly as we were. 

 

My notion was that you had been 

    (Before she had this fit) 

An obstacle that came between 

    Him, and ourselves, and it. 

 

Don’t let him know she liked them best, 

    For this must ever be 

A secret, kept from all the rest, 

    Between yourself and me.” 

“That’s the most important piece of evidence we’ve heard yet,” said the King, rubbing his 

hands; “so now let the jury—” 

“If any one of them can explain it,” said Alice, (she had grown so large in the last few minutes 

that she wasn’t a bit afraid of interrupting him,) “I’ll give him sixpence. I don’t believe there’s an 

atom of meaning in it.” 

The jury all wrote down on their slates, “She doesn’t believe there’s an atom of meaning in it,” 

but none of them attempted to explain the paper. 

“If there’s no meaning in it,” said the King, “that saves a world of trouble, you know, as we 

needn’t try to find any. And yet I don’t know,” he went on, spreading out the verses on his knee, 

and looking at them with one eye; “I seem to see some meaning in them, after all. “—said I 

could not swim—” you can’t swim, can you?” he added, turning to the Knave. 

The Knave shook his head sadly. “Do I look like it?” he said. (Which he certainly did not, 

being made entirely of cardboard.) 

“All right, so far,” said the King, and he went on muttering over the verses to himself: “‘We 

know it to be true—’ that’s the jury, of course—‘I gave her one, they gave him two—’ why, that 

must be what he did with the tarts, you know—” 

“But, it goes on ‘they all returned from him to you,’” said Alice. 

“Why, there they are!” said the King triumphantly, pointing to the tarts on the table. “Nothing 

can be clearer than that. Then again—‘before she had this fit—’ you never had fits, my dear, I 

think?” he said to the Queen. 



“Never!” said the Queen furiously, throwing an inkstand at the Lizard as she spoke. (The 

unfortunate little Bill had left off writing on his slate with one finger, as he found it made no 

mark; but he now hastily began again, using the ink, that was trickling down his face, as long as 

it lasted.) 

“Then the words don’t fit you,” said the King, looking round the court with a smile. There was 

a dead silence. 

“It’s a pun!” the King added in an offended tone, and everybody laughed, “Let the jury 

consider their verdict,” the King said, for about the twentieth time that day. 

“No, no!” said the Queen. “Sentence first—verdict afterwards.” 

“Stuff and nonsense!” said Alice loudly. “The idea of having the sentence first!” 

“Hold your tongue!” said the Queen, turning purple. 

“I won’t!” said Alice. 

“Off with her head!” the Queen shouted at the top of her voice. Nobody moved. 

“Who cares for you?” said Alice, (she had grown to her full size by this time.) “You’re 

nothing but a pack of cards!” 

At this the whole pack rose up into the air, and came flying down upon her: she gave a little 

scream, half of fright and half of anger, and tried to beat them off, and found herself lying on the 

bank, with her head in the lap of her sister, who was gently brushing away some dead leaves that 

had fluttered down from the trees upon her face. 

“Wake up, Alice dear!” said her sister; “Why, what a long sleep you’ve had!” 

“Oh, I’ve had such a curious dream!” said Alice, and she told her sister, as well as she could 

remember them, all these strange Adventures of hers that you have just been reading about; and 

when she had finished, her sister kissed her, and said, “It was a curious dream, dear, certainly: 

but now run in to your tea; it’s getting late.” So Alice got up and ran off, thinking while she ran, 

as well she might, what a wonderful dream it had been. 

 

But her sister sat still just as she left her, leaning her head on her hand, watching the setting 

sun, and thinking of little Alice and all her wonderful Adventures, till she too began dreaming 

after a fashion, and this was her dream:— 

First, she dreamed of little Alice herself, and once again the tiny hands were clasped upon her 

knee, and the bright eager eyes were looking up into hers—she could hear the very tones of her 

voice, and see that queer little toss of her head to keep back the wandering hair 

that would always get into her eyes—and still as she listened, or seemed to listen, the whole 

place around her became alive with the strange creatures of her little sister’s dream. 

The long grass rustled at her feet as the White Rabbit hurried by—the frightened Mouse 

splashed his way through the neighbouring pool—she could hear the rattle of the teacups as the 

March Hare and his friends shared their never-ending meal, and the shrill voice of the Queen 

ordering off her unfortunate guests to execution—once more the pig-baby was sneezing on the 

Duchess’s knee, while plates and dishes crashed around it—once more the shriek of the 



Gryphon, the squeaking of the Lizard’s slate-pencil, and the choking of the suppressed guinea-

pigs, filled the air, mixed up with the distant sobs of the miserable Mock Turtle. 

So she sat on, with closed eyes, and half believed herself in Wonderland, though she knew she 

had but to open them again, and all would change to dull reality—the grass would be only 

rustling in the wind, and the pool rippling to the waving of the reeds—the rattling teacups would 

change to tinkling sheep-bells, and the Queen’s shrill cries to the voice of the shepherd boy—and 

the sneeze of the baby, the shriek of the Gryphon, and all the other queer noises, would change 

(she knew) to the confused clamour of the busy farm-yard—while the lowing of the cattle in the 

distance would take the place of the Mock Turtle’s heavy sobs. 

Lastly, she pictured to herself how this same little sister of hers would, in the after-time, be 

herself a grown woman; and how she would keep, through all her riper years, the simple and 

loving heart of her childhood: and how she would gather about her other little children, and 

make their eyes bright and eager with many a strange tale, perhaps even with the dream of 

Wonderland of long ago: and how she would feel with all their simple sorrows, and find a 

pleasure in all their simple joys, remembering her own child-life, and the happy summer days. 

THE END 

  



An American Tragedy (by Theodore Dreiser) 

 

 

An American Tragedy is a 1925 novel by American writer Theodore Dreiser. He began 

the manuscript in the summer of 1920, but a year later abandoned most of that text. It was based 

on the notorious murder of Grace Brown in 1906 and the trial of her lover. In 1923 Dreiser 

returned to the project, and with the help of his future wife Helen and two editor-secretaries, 

Louise Campbell and Sally Kusell, he completed the massive novel in 1925.  

In 1927, the book was banned in Boston after the Boston District Attorney targeted it for 

sexual content, abortion, and murder. 

In 1930, the Superior Court condemned An American Tragedy for “containing certain 

obscene, indecent and impure language, manifestly tending to corrupt the morals of youth, the 

same being too lewd and obscene to be more particularly set forth in this complaint.” The 

publisher was fined $300. ($5,332 in 2023 dollars.) 

Ironically, just across the Charles River, the book was required reading for a Harvard 

English course. 

In 1933, the novel was burned in Nazi book bonfires because it "deals with low love 

affairs".  

 

Want to know more? 

Commonwealth vs. Donald S. Friede: details of the Superior Court decision  

http://masscases.com/cases/sjc/271/271mass318.html
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BOOK ONE 

Chapter 1 

Dusk—of a summer night. 

And the tall walls of the commercial heart of an American city of perhaps 400,000 

inhabitants—such walls as in time may linger as a mere fable. 

And up the broad street, now comparatively hushed, a little band of six,—a man of about 

fifty, short, stout, with bushy hair protruding from under a round black felt hat, a most 

unimportant-looking person, who carried a small portable organ such as is customarily used by 

street preachers and singers. And with him a woman perhaps five years his junior, taller, not so 

broad, but solid of frame and vigorous, very plain in face and dress, and yet not homely, leading 

with one hand a small boy of seven and in the other carrying a Bible and several hymn books. 

With these three, but walking independently behind, was a girl of fifteen, a boy of twelve and 

another girl of nine, all following obediently, but not too enthusiastically, in the wake of the 

others. 

It was hot, yet with a sweet languor about it all. 

Crossing at right angles the great thoroughfare on which they walked, was a second 

canyon-like way, threaded by throngs and vehicles and various lines of cars which clanged their 

bells and made such progress as they might amid swiftly moving streams of traffic. Yet the little 

group seemed unconscious of anything save a set purpose to make its way between the 

contending lines of traffic and pedestrians which flowed by them. 

Having reached an intersection this side of the second principal thoroughfare—really just 

an alley between two tall structures—now quite bare of life of any kind, the man put down the 

organ, which the woman immediately opened, setting up a music rack upon which she placed a 

wide flat hymn book. Then handing the Bible to the man, she fell back in line with him, while 

the twelve-year-old boy put down a small camp-stool in front of the organ. The man—the father, 

as he chanced to be—looked about him with seeming wide-eyed assurance, and announced, 

without appearing to care whether he had any auditors or not: 

"We will first sing a hymn of praise, so that any who may wish to acknowledge the Lord 

may join us. Will you oblige, Hester?" 

At this the eldest girl, who until now had attempted to appear as unconscious and 

unaffected as possible, bestowed her rather slim and as yet undeveloped figure upon the camp 

chair and turned the leaves of the hymn book, pumping the organ while her mother observed: 

"I should think it might be nice to sing twenty-seven tonight—'How Sweet the Balm of 

Jesus' Love.'" 



By this time various homeward-bound individuals of diverse grades and walks of life, 

noticing the small group disposing itself in this fashion, hesitated for a moment to eye them 

askance or paused to ascertain the character of their work. This hesitancy, construed by the man 

apparently to constitute attention, however mobile, was seized upon by him and he began 

addressing them as though they were specifically here to hear him. 

"Let us all sing twenty-seven, then—'How Sweet the Balm of Jesus' Love.'" 

At this the young girl began to interpret the melody upon the organ, emitting a thin 

though correct strain, at the same time joining her rather high soprano with that of her mother, 

together with the rather dubious baritone of the father. The other children piped weakly along, 

the boy and girl having taken hymn books from the small pile stacked upon the organ. As they 

sang, this nondescript and indifferent street audience gazed, held by the peculiarity of such an 

unimportant-looking family publicly raising its collective voice against the vast skepticism and 

apathy of life. Some were interested or moved sympathetically by the rather tame and inadequate 

figure of the girl at the organ, others by the impractical and materially inefficient texture of the 

father, whose weak blue eyes and rather flabby but poorly-clothed figure bespoke more of failure 

than anything else. Of the group the mother alone stood out as having that force and 

determination which, however blind or erroneous, makes for self-preservation, if not success in 

life. She, more than any of the others, stood up with an ignorant, yet somehow respectable air of 

conviction. If you had watched her, her hymn book dropped to her side, her glance directed 

straight before her into space, you would have said: "Well, here is one who, whatever her 

defects, probably does what she believes as nearly as possible." A kind of hard, fighting faith in 

the wisdom and mercy of that definite overruling and watchful power which she proclaimed, was 

written in her every feature and gesture. 

"The love of Jesus saves me whole, 

The love of God my steps control," 

she sang resonantly, if slightly nasally, between the towering walls of the adjacent 

buildings. 

The boy moved restlessly from one foot to the other, keeping his eyes down, and for the 

most part only half singing. A tall and as yet slight figure, surmounted by an interesting head and 

face— white skin, dark hair—he seemed more keenly observant and decidedly more sensitive 

than most of the others—appeared indeed to resent and even to suffer from the position in which 

he found himself. Plainly pagan rather than religious, life interested him, although as yet he was 

not fully aware of this. All that could be truly said of him now was that there was no definite 

appeal in all this for him. He was too young, his mind much too responsive to phases of beauty 

and pleasure which had little, if anything, to do with the remote and cloudy romance which 

swayed the minds of his mother and father. 

Indeed the home life of which this boy found himself a part and the various contacts, 

material and psychic, which thus far had been his, did not tend to convince him of the reality and 

force of all that his mother and father seemed so certainly to believe and say. Rather, they 

seemed more or less troubled in their lives, at least materially. His father was always reading the 



Bible and speaking in meeting at different places, especially in the "mission," which he and his 

mother conducted not so far from this corner. At the same time, as he understood it, they 

collected money from various interested or charitably inclined business men here and there who 

appeared to believe in such philanthropic work. Yet the family was always "hard up," never very 

well clothed, and deprived of many comforts and pleasures which seemed common enough to 

others. And his father and mother were constantly proclaiming the love and mercy and care of 

God for him and for all. Plainly there was something wrong somewhere. He could not get it all 

straight, but still he could not help respecting his mother, a woman whose force and earnestness, 

as well as her sweetness, appealed to him. Despite much mission work and family cares, she 

managed to be fairly cheerful, or at least sustaining, often declaring most emphatically "God will 

provide" or "God will show the way," especially in times of too great stress about food or 

clothes. Yet apparently, in spite of this, as he and all the other children could see, God did not 

show any very clear way, even though there was always an extreme necessity for His favorable 

intervention in their affairs. 

To-night, walking up the great street with his sisters and brother, he wished that they 

need not do this any more, or at least that he need not be a part of it. Other boys did not do such 

things, and besides, somehow it seemed shabby and even degrading. On more than one occasion, 

before he had been taken on the street in this fashion, other boys had called to him and made fun 

of his father, because he was always publicly emphasizing his religious beliefs or convictions. 

Thus in one neighborhood in which they had lived, when he was but a child of seven, his father, 

having always preluded every conversation with "Praise the Lord," he heard boys call "Here 

comes old Praise-the-Lord Griffiths." Or they would call out after him "Hey, you're the fellow 

whose sister plays the organ. Is there anything else she can play?" 

"What does he always want to go around saying, 'Praise the Lord' for? Other people don't 

do it." 

It was that old mass yearning for a likeness in all things that troubled them, and him. 

Neither his father nor his mother was like other people, because they were always making so 

much of religion, and now at last they were making a business of it. 

On this night in this great street with its cars and crowds and tall buildings, he felt 

ashamed, dragged out of normal life, to be made a show and jest of. The handsome automobiles 

that sped by, the loitering pedestrians moving off to what interests and comforts he could only 

surmise; the gay pairs of young people, laughing and jesting and the "kids" staring, all troubled 

him with a sense of something different, better, more beautiful than his, or rather their life. 

And now units of this vagrom and unstable street throng, which was forever shifting and 

changing about them, seemed to sense the psychologic error of all this in so far as these children 

were concerned, for they would nudge one another, the more sophisticated and indifferent lifting 

an eyebrow and smiling contemptuously, the more sympathetic or experienced commenting on 

the useless presence of these children. 



"I see these people around here nearly every night now—two or three times a week, 

anyhow," this from a young clerk who had just met his girl and was escorting her toward a 

restaurant. "They're just working some religious dodge or other, I guess." 

"That oldest boy don't wanta be here. He feels outa place, I can see that. It ain't right to 

make a kid like that come out unless he wants to. He can't understand all this stuff, anyhow." 

This from an idler and loafer of about forty, one of those odd hangers-on about the commercial 

heart of a city, addressing a pausing and seemingly amiable stranger. 

"Yeh, I guess that's so," the other assented, taking in the peculiar cast of the boy's head 

and face. In view of the uneasy and self-conscious expression upon the face whenever it was 

lifted, one might have intelligently suggested that it was a little unkind as well as idle to thus 

publicly force upon a temperament as yet unfitted to absorb their import, religious and psychic 

services best suited to reflective temperaments of maturer years. 

Yet so it was. 

As for the remainder of the family, both the youngest girl and boy were too small to 

really understand much of what it was all about or to care. The eldest girl at the organ appeared 

not so much to mind, as to enjoy the attention and comment her presence and singing evoked, for 

more than once, not only strangers, but her mother and father, had assured her that she had an 

appealing and compelling voice, which was only partially true. It was not a good voice. They did 

not really understand music. Physically, she was of a pale, emasculate and unimportant structure, 

with no real mental force or depth, and was easily made to feel that this was an excellent field in 

which to distinguish herself and attract a little attention. As for the parents, they were determined 

upon spiritualizing the world as much as possible, and, once the hymn was concluded, the father 

launched into one of those hackneyed descriptions of the delights of a release, via self-realization 

of the mercy of God and the love of Christ and the will of God toward sinners, from the 

burdensome cares of an evil conscience. 

"All men are sinners in the light of the Lord," he declared. "Unless they repent, unless 

they accept Christ, His love and forgiveness of them, they can never know the happiness of being 

spiritually whole and clean. Oh, my friends! If you could but know the peace and content that 

comes with the knowledge, the inward understanding, that Christ lived and died for you and that 

He walks with you every day and hour, by light and by dark, at dawn and at dusk, to keep and 

strengthen you for the tasks and cares of the world that are ever before you. Oh, the snares and 

pitfalls that beset us all! And then the soothing realization that Christ is ever with us, to counsel, 

to aid, to hearten, to bind up our wounds and make us whole! Oh, the peace, the satisfaction, the 

comfort, the glory of that!" 

"Amen!" asseverated his wife, and the daughter, Hester, or Esta, as she was called by the 

family, moved by the need of as much public support as possible for all of them—echoed it after 

her. 

Clyde, the eldest boy, and the two younger children merely gazed at the ground, or 

occasionally at their father, with a feeling that possibly it was all true and important, yet 



somehow not as significant or inviting as some of the other things which life held. They heard so 

much of this, and to their young and eager minds life was made for something more than street 

and mission hall protestations of this sort. 

Finally, after a second hymn and an address by Mrs. Griffiths, during which she took 

occasion to refer to the mission work jointly conducted by them in a near-by street, and their 

services to the cause of Christ in general, a third hymn was indulged in, and then some tracts 

describing the mission rescue work being distributed, such voluntary gifts as were forthcoming 

were taken up by Asa—the father. The small organ was closed, the camp chair folded up and 

given to Clyde, the Bible and hymn books picked up by Mrs. Griffiths, and with the organ 

supported by a leather strap passed over the shoulder of Griffiths, senior, the missionward march 

was taken up. 

During all this time Clyde was saying to himself that he did not wish to do this any more, 

that he and his parents looked foolish and less than normal—"cheap" was the word he would 

have used if he could have brought himself to express his full measure of resentment at being 

compelled to participate in this way—and that he would not do it any more if he could help. 

What good did it do them to have him along? His life should not be like this. Other boys did not 

have to do as he did. He meditated now more determinedly than ever a rebellion by which he 

would rid himself of the need of going out in this way. Let his elder sister go if she chose; she 

liked it. His younger sister and brother might be too young to care. But he— 

"They seemed a little more attentive than usual to-night, I thought," commented Griffiths 

to his wife as they walked along, the seductive quality of the summer evening air softening him 

into a more generous interpretation of the customary indifferent spirit of the passer-by. 

"Yes; twenty-seven took tracts to-night as against eighteen on Thursday." 

"The love of Christ must eventually prevail," comforted the father, as much to hearten 

himself as his wife. "The pleasures and cares of the world hold a very great many, but when 

sorrow overtakes them, then some of these seeds will take root." 

"I am sure of it. That is the thought which always keeps me up. Sorrow and the weight of 

sin eventually bring some of them to see the error of their way." 

They now entered into the narrow side street from which they had emerged and walking 

as many as a dozen doors from the corner, entered the door of a yellow single-story wooden 

building, the large window and the two glass panes in the central door of which had been painted 

a gray-white. Across both windows and the smaller panels in the double door had been painted: 

"The Door of Hope. Bethel Independent Mission. Meetings Every Wednesday and Saturday 

night, 8 to 10. Sundays at 11, 3 and 8. Everybody Welcome." Under this legend on each window 

were printed the words: "God is Love," and below this again, in smaller type: "How Long Since 

You Wrote to Mother?" 

The small company entered the yellow unprepossessing door and disappeared. 



  



Chapter 2 

That such a family, thus cursorily presented, might have a different and somewhat 

peculiar history could well be anticipated, and it would be true. Indeed, this one presented one of 

those anomalies of psychic and social reflex and motivation such as would tax the skill of not 

only the psychologist but the chemist and physicist as well, to unravel. To begin with, Asa 

Griffiths, the father, was one of those poorly integrated and correlated organisms, the product of 

an environment and a religious theory, but with no guiding or mental insight of his own, yet 

sensitive and therefore highly emotional and without any practical sense whatsoever. Indeed it 

would be hard to make clear just how life appealed to him, or what the true hue of his emotional 

responses was. On the other hand, as has been indicated, his wife was of a firmer texture but with 

scarcely any truer or more practical insight into anything. 

The history of this man and his wife is of no particular interest here save as it affected 

their boy of twelve, Clyde Griffiths. This youth, aside from a certain emotionalism and exotic 

sense of romance which characterized him, and which he took more from his father than from his 

mother, brought a more vivid and intelligent imagination to things, and was constantly thinking 

of how he might better himself, if he had a chance; places to which he might go, things he might 

see, and how differently he might live, if only this, that and the other things were true. The 

principal thing that troubled Clyde up to his fifteenth year, and for long after in retrospect, was 

that the calling or profession of his parents was the shabby thing that it appeared to be in the eyes 

of others. For so often throughout his youth in different cities in which his parents had conducted 

a mission or spoken on the streets—Grand Rapids, Detroit, Milwaukee, Chicago, lastly Kansas 

City—it had been obvious that people, at least the boys and girls he encountered, looked down 

upon him and his brothers and sisters for being the children of such parents. On several 

occasions, and much against the mood of his parents, who never countenanced such exhibitions 

of temper, he had stopped to fight with one or another of these boys. But always, beaten or 

victorious, he had been conscious of the fact that the work his parents did was not satisfactory to 

others,—shabby, trivial. And always he was thinking of what he would do, once he reached the 

place where he could get away. 

For Clyde's parents had proved impractical in the matter of the future of their children. 

They did not understand the importance or the essential necessity for some form of practical or 

professional training for each and every one of their young ones. Instead, being wrapped up in 

the notion of evangelizing the world, they had neglected to keep their children in school in any 

one place. They had moved here and there, sometimes in the very midst of an advantageous 

school season, because of a larger and better religious field in which to work. And there were 

times, when, the work proving highly unprofitable and Asa being unable to make much money at 

the two things he most understood—gardening and canvassing for one invention or another—

they were quite without sufficient food or decent clothes, and the children could not go to school. 

In the face of such situations as these, whatever the children might think, Asa and his wife 

remained as optimistic as ever, or they insisted to themselves that they were, and had unwavering 

faith in the Lord and His intention to provide. 

The combination home and mission which this family occupied was dreary enough in 

most of its phases to discourage the average youth or girl of any spirit. It consisted in its entirety 



of one long store floor in an old and decidedly colorless and inartistic wooden building which 

was situated in that part of Kansas City which lies north of Independence Boulevard and west of 

Troost Avenue, the exact street or place being called Bickel, a very short thoroughfare opening 

off Missouri Avenue, a somewhat more lengthy but no less nondescript highway. And the entire 

neighborhood in which it stood was very faintly and yet not agreeably redolent of a commercial 

life which had long since moved farther south, if not west. It was some five blocks from the spot 

on which twice a week the open air meetings of these religious enthusiasts and proselytizers 

were held. 

And it was the ground floor of this building, looking out into Bickel Street at the front 

and some dreary back yards of equally dreary frame houses, which was divided at the front into a 

hall forty by twenty-five feet in size, in which had been placed some sixty collapsible wood 

chairs, a lectern, a map of Palestine or the Holy Land, and for wall decorations some twenty-five 

printed but unframed mottoes which read in part: 

"WINE IS A MOCKER, STRONG DRINK IS RAGING AND WHOSOEVER IS 

DECEIVED THEREBY IS NOT WISE." 

"TAKE HOLD OF SHIELD AND BUCKLER, AND STAND UP FOR MINE HELP." 

PSALMS 35:2. 

"AND YE, MY FLOCK, THE FLOCK OF MY PASTURE, are men, AND I AM YOUR 

GOD, SAITH THE LORD GOD." EZEKIEL 34:31. 

"O GOD, THOU KNOWEST MY FOOLISHNESS, AND MY SINS ARE NOT HID 

FROM THEE." PSALMS 69:5. 

"IF YE HAVE FAITH AS A GRAIN OF MUSTARD SEED, YE SHALL SAY UNTO 

THIS MOUNTAIN, REMOVE HENCE TO YONDER PLACE; AND IT SHALL MOVE; AND 

NOTHING SHALL BE IMPOSSIBLE TO YOU." MATTHEW 17:20. 

"FOR THE DAY OF THE LORD IS NEAR." OBADIAH 15. 

"FOR THERE SHALL BE NO REWARD TO THE EVIL MAN." PROVERBS 24:20. 

"LOOK, THEN, NOT UPON THE WINE WHEN IT IS RED: IT BITETH LIKE A 

SERPENT, AND STINGETH LIKE AN ADDER." PROVERBS 23:31,32. 

These mighty adjurations were as silver and gold plates set in a wall of dross. 

The rear forty feet of this very commonplace floor was intricately and yet neatly divided 

into three small bedrooms, a living room which overlooked the backyard and wooden fences of 

yards no better than those at the back; also, a combination kitchen and dining room exactly ten 

feet square, and a store room for mission tracts, hymnals, boxes, trunks and whatever else of 

non-immediate use, but of assumed value, which the family owned. This particular small room 

lay immediately to the rear of the mission hall itself, and into it before or after speaking or at 



such times as a conference seemed important, both Mr. and Mrs. Griffiths were wont to retire— 

also at times to meditate or pray. 

How often had Clyde and his sisters and younger brother seen his mother or father, or 

both, in conference with some derelict or semi-repentant soul who had come for advice or aid, 

most usually for aid. And here at times, when his mother's and father's financial difficulties were 

greatest, they were to be found thinking, or as Asa Griffiths was wont helplessly to say at times, 

"praying their way out," a rather ineffectual way, as Clyde began to think later. 

And the whole neighborhood was so dreary and run-down that he hated the thought of 

living in it, let alone being part of a work that required constant appeals for aid, as well as 

constant prayer and thanksgiving to sustain it. 

Mrs. Elvira Griffiths before she had married Asa had been nothing but an ignorant farm 

girl, brought up without much thought of religion of any kind. But having fallen in love with 

him, she had become inoculated with the virus of Evangelism and proselytizing which dominated 

him, and had followed him gladly and enthusiastically in all of his ventures and through all of his 

vagaries. Being rather flattered by the knowledge that she could speak and sing, her ability to 

sway and persuade and control people with the "word of God," as she saw it, she had become 

more or less pleased with herself on this account and so persuaded to continue. 

Occasionally a small band of people followed the preachers to their mission, or learning 

of its existence through their street work, appeared there later—those odd and mentally disturbed 

or distrait souls who are to be found in every place. And it had been Clyde's compulsory duty 

throughout the years when he could not act for himself to be in attendance at these various 

meetings. And always he had been more irritated than favorably influenced by the types of men 

and women who came here—mostly men—down-and-out laborers, loafers, drunkards, wastrels, 

the botched and helpless who seemed to drift in, because they had no other place to go. And they 

were always testifying as to how God or Christ or Divine Grace had rescued them from this or 

that predicament—never how they had rescued any one else. And always his father and mother 

were saying "Amen" and "Glory to God," and singing hymns and afterward taking up a 

collection for the legitimate expenses of the hall— collections which, as he surmised, were little 

enough—barely enough to keep the various missions they had conducted in existence. 

The one thing that really interested him in connection with his parents was the existence 

somewhere in the east—in a small city called Lycurgus, near Utica he understood—of an uncle, 

a brother of his father's, who was plainly different from all this. That uncle—Samuel Griffiths by 

name—was rich. In one way and another, from casual remarks dropped by his parents, Clyde had 

heard references to certain things this particular uncle might do for a person, if he but would; 

references to the fact that he was a shrewd, hard business man; that he had a great house and a 

large factory in Lycurgus for the manufacture of collars and shirts, which employed not less than 

three hundred people; that he had a son who must be about Clyde's age, and several daughters, 

two at least, all of whom must be, as Clyde imagined, living in luxury in Lycurgus. News of all 

this had apparently been brought west in some way by people who knew Asa and his father and 

brother. As Clyde pictured this uncle, he must be a kind of Croesus, living in ease and luxury 

there in the east, while here in the west—Kansas City—he and his parents and his brother and 



sisters were living in the same wretched and hum-drum, hand-to-mouth state that had always 

characterized their lives. 

But for this—apart from anything he might do for himself, as he early began to see—

there was no remedy. For at fifteen, and even a little earlier, Clyde began to understand that his 

education, as well as his sisters' and brother's, had been sadly neglected. And it would be rather 

hard for him to overcome this handicap, seeing that other boys and girls with more money and 

better homes were being trained for special kinds of work. How was one to get a start under such 

circumstances? Already when, at the age of thirteen, fourteen and fifteen, he began looking in the 

papers, which, being too worldly, had never been admitted to his home, he found that mostly 

skilled help was wanted, or boys to learn trades in which at the moment he was not very much 

interested. For true to the standard of the American youth, or the general American attitude 

toward life, he felt himself above the type of labor which was purely manual. What! Run a 

machine, lay bricks, learn to be a carpenter, or a plasterer, or plumber, when boys no better than 

himself were clerks and druggists' assistants and bookkeepers and assistants in banks and real 

estate offices and such! Wasn't it menial, as miserable as the life he had thus far been leading, to 

wear old clothes and get up so early in the morning and do all the commonplace things such 

people had to do? 

For Clyde was as vain and proud as he was poor. He was one of those interesting 

individuals who looked upon himself as a thing apart—never quite wholly and indissolubly 

merged with the family of which he was a member, and never with any profound obligations to 

those who had been responsible for his coming into the world. On the contrary, he was inclined 

to study his parents, not too sharply or bitterly, but with a very fair grasp of their qualities and 

capabilities. And yet, with so much judgment in that direction, he was never quite able—at least 

not until he had reached his sixteenth year—to formulate any policy in regard to himself, and 

then only in a rather fumbling and tentative way. 

Incidentally by that time the sex lure or appeal had begun to manifest itself and he was 

already intensely interested and troubled by the beauty of the opposite sex, its attractions for him 

and his attraction for it. And, naturally and coincidentally, the matter of his clothes and his 

physical appearance had begun to trouble him not a little—how he looked and how other boys 

looked. It was painful to him now to think that his clothes were not right; that he was not as 

handsome as he might be, not as interesting. What a wretched thing it was to be born poor and 

not to have any one to do anything for you and not to be able to do so very much for yourself! 

Casual examination of himself in mirrors whenever he found them tended rather to assure 

him that he was not so bad-looking—a straight, well-cut nose, high white forehead, wavy, 

glossy, black hair, eyes that were black and rather melancholy at times. And yet the fact that his 

family was the unhappy thing that it was, that he had never had any real friends, and could not 

have any, as he saw it, because of the work and connection of his parents, was now tending more 

and more to induce a kind of mental depression or melancholia which promised not so well for 

his future. It served to make him rebellious and hence lethargic at times. Because of his parents, 

and in spite of his looks, which were really agreeable and more appealing than most, he was 

inclined to misinterpret the interested looks which were cast at him occasionally by young girls 



in very different walks of life from him—the contemptuous and yet rather inviting way in which 

they looked to see if he were interested or disinterested, brave or cowardly. 

And yet, before he had ever earned any money at all, he had always told himself that if 

only he had a better collar, a nicer shirt, finer shoes, a good suit, a swell overcoat like some boys 

had! Oh, the fine clothes, the handsome homes, the watches, rings, pins that some boys sported; 

the dandies many youths of his years already were! Some parents of boys of his years actually 

gave them cars of their own to ride in. They were to be seen upon the principal streets of Kansas 

City flitting to and fro like flies. And pretty girls with them. And he had nothing. And he never 

had had. 

And yet the world was so full of so many things to do—so many people were so happy 

and so successful. What was he to do? Which way to turn? What one thing to take up and 

master—something that would get him somewhere. He could not say. He did not know exactly. 

And these peculiar parents were in no way sufficiently equipped to advise him. 

  



Chapter 3 

One of the things that served to darken Clyde's mood just about the time when he was 

seeking some practical solution for himself, to say nothing of its profoundly disheartening effect 

on the Griffiths family as a whole, was the fact that his sister Esta, in whom he took no little 

interest (although they really had very little in common), ran away from home with an actor who 

happened to be playing in Kansas City and who took a passing fancy for her. 

The truth in regard to Esta was that in spite of her guarded up-bringing, and the seeming 

religious and moral fervor which at times appeared to characterize her, she was just a sensuous, 

weak girl who did not by any means know yet what she thought. Despite the atmosphere in 

which she moved, essentially she was not of it. Like the large majority of those who profess and 

daily repeat the dogmas and creeds of the world, she had come into her practices and imagined 

attitude so insensibly from her earliest childhood on, that up to this time, and even later, she did 

not know the meaning of it all. For the necessity of thought had been obviated by advice and law, 

or "revealed" truth, and so long as other theories or situations and impulses of an external or even 

internal, character did not arise to clash with these, she was safe enough. Once they did, 

however, it was a foregone conclusion that her religious notions, not being grounded on any 

conviction or temperamental bias of her own, were not likely to withstand the shock. So that all 

the while, and not unlike her brother Clyde, her thoughts as well as her emotions were wandering 

here and there— to love, to comfort—to things which in the main had little, if anything, to do 

with any self-abnegating and self-immolating religious theory. Within her was a chemism of 

dreams which somehow counteracted all they had to say. 

Yet she had neither Clyde's force, nor, on the other hand, his resistance. She was in the 

main a drifter, with a vague yearning toward pretty dresses, hats, shoes, ribbons and the like, and 

super-imposed above this, the religious theory or notion that she should not be. There were the 

long bright streets of a morning and afternoon after school or of an evening. The charm of certain 

girls swinging along together, arms locked, secrets a-whispering, or that of boys, clownish, yet 

revealing through their bounding ridiculous animality the force and meaning of that chemistry 

and urge toward mating which lies back of all youthful thought and action. And in herself, as 

from time to time she observed lovers or flirtation-seekers who lingered at street corners or about 

doorways, and who looked at her in a longing and seeking way, there was a stirring, a nerve 

plasm palpitation that spoke loudly for all the seemingly material things of life, not for the thin 

pleasantries of heaven. 

And the glances drilled her like an invisible ray, for she was pleasing to look at and was 

growing more attractive hourly. And the moods in others awakened responsive moods in her, 

those rearranging chemisms upon which all the morality or immorality of the world is based. 

And then one day, as she was coming home from school, a youth of that plausible variety 

known as "masher" engaged her in conversation, largely because of a look and a mood which 

seemed to invite it. And there was little to stay her, for she was essentially yielding, if not 

amorous. Yet so great had been her home drilling as to the need of modesty, circumspection, 

purity and the like, that on this occasion at least there was no danger of any immediate lapse. 

Only this attack once made, others followed, were accepted, or not so quickly fled from, and by 



degrees, these served to break down that wall of reserve which her home training had served to 

erect. She became secretive and hid her ways from her parents. 

Youths occasionally walked and talked with her in spite of herself. They demolished that 

excessive shyness which had been hers, and which had served to put others aside for a time at 

least. She wished for other contacts—dreamed of some bright, gay, wonderful love of some kind, 

with some one. 

Finally, after a slow but vigorous internal growth of mood and desire, there came this 

actor, one of those vain, handsome, animal personalities, all clothes and airs, but no morals (no 

taste, no courtesy or real tenderness even), but of compelling magnetism, who was able within 

the space of one brief week and a few meetings to completely befuddle and enmesh her so that 

she was really his to do with as he wished. And the truth was that he scarcely cared for her at all. 

To him, dull as he was, she was just another girl— fairly pretty, obviously sensuous and 

inexperienced, a silly who could be taken by a few soft words—a show of seemingly sincere 

affection, talk of the opportunity of a broader, freer life on the road, in other great cities, as his 

wife. 

And yet his words were those of a lover who would be true forever. All she had to do, as 

he explained to her, was to come away with him and be his bride, at once—now. Delay was so 

vain when two such as they had met. There was difficulty about marriage here, which he could 

not explain—it related to friends—but in St. Louis he had a preacher friend who would wed 

them. She was to have new and better clothes than she had ever known, delicious adventures, 

love. She would travel with him and see the great world. She would never need to trouble more 

about anything save him; and while it was truth to her—the verbal surety of a genuine passion—

to him it was the most ancient and serviceable type of blarney, often used before and often 

successful. 

In a single week then, at odd hours, morning, afternoon and night, this chemic witchery 

was accomplished. 

Coming home rather late one Saturday night in April from a walk which he had taken 

about the business heart, in order to escape the regular Saturday night mission services, Clyde 

found his mother and father worried about the whereabouts of Esta. She had played and sung as 

usual at this meeting. And all had seemed all right with her. After the meeting she had gone to 

her room, saying that she was not feeling very well and was going to bed early. But by eleven 

o'clock, when Clyde returned, her mother had chanced to look into her room and discovered that 

she was not there nor anywhere about the place. A certain bareness in connection with the 

room— some trinkets and dresses removed, an old and familiar suitcase gone—had first attracted 

her mother's attention. Then the house search proving that she was not there, Asa had gone 

outside to look up and down the street. She sometimes walked out alone, or sat or stood in front 

of the mission during its idle or closed hours. 

This search revealing nothing, Clyde and he had walked to a corner, then along Missouri 

Avenue. No Esta. At twelve they returned and after that, naturally, the curiosity in regard to her 

grew momentarily sharper. 



At first they assumed that she might have taken an unexplained walk somewhere, but as 

twelve-thirty, and finally one, and one-thirty, passed, and no Esta, they were about to notify the 

police, when Clyde, going into her room, saw a note pinned to the pillow of her small wooden 

bed—a missive that had escaped the eye of his mother. At once he went to it, curious and 

comprehending, for he had often wondered in what way, assuming that he ever wished to depart 

surreptitiously, he would notify his parents, for he knew they would never countenance his 

departure unless they were permitted to supervise it in every detail. And now here was Esta 

missing, and here was undoubtedly some such communication as he might have left. He picked it 

up, eager to read it, but at that moment his mother came into the room and, seeing it in his hand, 

exclaimed: "What's that? A note? Is it from her?" He surrendered it and she unfolded it, reading 

it quickly. He noted that her strong broad face, always tanned a reddish brown, blanched as she 

turned away toward the outer room. Her biggish mouth was now set in a firm, straight line. Her 

large, strong hand shook the least bit as it held the small note aloft. 

"Asa!" she called, and then tramping into the next room where he was, his frizzled 

grayish hair curling distractedly above his round head, she said: "Read this." 

Clyde, who had followed, saw him take it a little nervously in his pudgy hands, his lips, 

always weak and beginning to crinkle at the center with age, now working curiously. Any one 

who had known his life's history would have said it was the expression, slightly emphasized, 

with which he had received most of the untoward blows of his life in the past. 

"Tst! Tst! Tst!" was the only sound he made at first, a sucking sound of the tongue and 

palate—most weak and inadequate, it seemed to Clyde. Next there was another "Tst! Tst! Tst!", 

his head beginning to shake from side to side. Then, "Now, what do you suppose could have 

caused her to do that?" Then he turned and gazed at his wife, who gazed blankly in return. Then, 

walking to and fro, his hands behind him, his short legs taking unconscious and queerly long 

steps, his head moving again, he gave vent to another ineffectual "Tst! Tst! Tst!" 

Always the more impressive, Mrs. Griffiths now showed herself markedly different and 

more vital in this trying situation, a kind of irritation or dissatisfaction with life itself, along with 

an obvious physical distress, seeming to pass through her like a visible shadow. Once her 

husband had gotten up, she reached out and took the note, then merely glared at it again, her face 

set in hard yet stricken and disturbing lines. Her manner was that of one who is intensely 

disquieted and dissatisfied, one who fingers savagely at a material knot and yet cannot undo it, 

one who seeks restraint and freedom from complaint and yet who would complain bitterly, 

angrily. For behind her were all those years of religious work and faith, which somehow, in her 

poorly integrated conscience, seemed dimly to indicate that she should justly have been spared 

this. Where was her God, her Christ, at this hour when this obvious evil was being done? Why 

had He not acted for her? How was He to explain this? His Biblical promises! His perpetual 

guidance! His declared mercies! 

In the face of so great a calamity, it was very hard for her, as Clyde could see, to get this 

straightened out, instantly at least. Although, as Clyde had come to know, it could be done 

eventually, of course. For in some blind, dualistic way both she and Asa insisted, as do all 

religionists, in disassociating God from harm and error and misery, while granting Him 



nevertheless supreme control. They would seek for something else—some malign, treacherous, 

deceiving power which, in the face of God's omniscience and omnipotence, still beguiles and 

betrays—and find it eventually in the error and perverseness of the human heart, which God has 

made, yet which He does not control, because He does not want to control it. 

At the moment, however, only hurt and rage were with her, and yet her lips did not twitch 

as did Asa's, nor did her eyes show that profound distress which filled his. Instead she retreated a 

step and reexamined the letter, almost angrily, then said to Asa: "She's run away with some one 

and she doesn't say—" Then she stopped suddenly, remembering the presence of the children—

Clyde, Julia, and Frank, all present and all gazing curiously, intently, unbelievingly. "Come in 

here," she called to her husband, "I want to talk to you a minute. You children had better go on to 

bed. We'll be out in a minute." 

With Asa then she retired quite precipitately to a small room back of the mission hall. 

They heard her click the electric bulb. Then their voices were heard in low converse, while Clyde 

and Julia and Frank looked at each other, although Frank, being so young—only ten—could 

scarcely be said to have comprehended fully. Even Julia hardly gathered the full import of it. But 

Clyde, because of his larger contact with life and his mother's statement ("She's run away with 

some one"), understood well enough. Esta had tired of all this, as had he. Perhaps there was some 

one, like one of those dandies whom he saw on the streets with the prettiest girls, with whom she 

had gone. But where? And what was he like? That note told something, and yet his mother had 

not let him see it. She had taken it away too quickly. If only he had looked first, silently and to 

himself! 

"Do you suppose she's run away for good?" he asked Julia dubiously, the while his 

parents were out of the room, Julia herself looking so blank and strange. 

"How should I know?" she replied a little irritably, troubled by her parents' distress and 

this secretiveness, as well as Esta's action. "She never said anything to me. I should think she'd 

be ashamed of herself if she has." 

Julia, being colder emotionally than either Esta or Clyde, was more considerate of her 

parents in a conventional way, and hence sorrier. True, she did not quite gather what it meant, 

but she suspected something, for she had talked occasionally with girls, but in a very guarded 

and conservative way. Now, however, it was more the way in which Esta had chosen to leave, 

deserting her parents and her brothers and herself, that caused her to be angry with her, for why 

should she go and do anything which would distress her parents in this dreadful fashion. It was 

dreadful. The air was thick with misery. 

And as his parents talked in their little room, Clyde brooded too, for he was intensely 

curious about life now. What was it Esta had really done? Was it, as he feared and thought, one 

of those dreadful runaway or sexually disagreeable affairs which the boys on the streets and at 

school were always slyly talking about? How shameful, if that were true! She might never come 

back. She had gone with some man. There was something wrong about that, no doubt, for a girl, 

anyhow, for all he had ever heard was that all decent contacts between boys and girls, men and 

women, led to but one thing—marriage. And now Esta, in addition to their other troubles, had 



gone and done this. Certainly this home life of theirs was pretty dark now, and it would be darker 

instead of brighter because of this. 

Presently the parents came out, and then Mrs. Griffiths' face, if still set and constrained, 

was somehow a little different, less savage perhaps, more hopelessly resigned. 

"Esta's seen fit to leave us, for a little while, anyhow," was all she said at first, seeing the 

children waiting curiously. "Now, you're not to worry about her at all, or think any more about it. 

She'll come back after a while, I'm sure. She has chosen to go her own way, for a time, for some 

reason. The Lord's will be done." ("Blessed be the name of the Lord!" interpolated Asa.) "I 

thought she was happy here with us, but apparently she wasn't. She must see something of the 

world for herself, I suppose." (Here Asa put in another Tst! Tst! Tst!) "But we mustn't harbor 

hard thoughts. That won't do any good now—only thoughts of love and kindness." Yet she said 

this with a kind of sternness that somehow belied it— a click of the voice, as it were. "We can 

only hope that she will soon see how foolish she has been, and unthinking, and come back. She 

can't prosper on the course she's going now. It isn't the Lord's way or will. She's too young and 

she's made a mistake. But we can forgive her. We must. Our hearts must be kept open, soft and 

tender." She talked as though she were addressing a meeting, but with a hard, sad, frozen face 

and voice. "Now, all of you go to bed. We can only pray now, and hope, morning, noon and 

night, that no evil will befall her. I wish she hadn't done that," she added, quite out of keeping 

with the rest of her statement and really not thinking of the children as present at all—just of 

Esta. 

But Asa! 

Such a father, as Clyde often thought, afterwards. 

Apart from his own misery, he seemed only to note and be impressed by the more 

significant misery of his wife. During all this, he had stood foolishly to one side—short, gray, 

frizzled, inadequate. 

"Well, blessed be the name of the Lord," he interpolated from time to time. "We must 

keep our hearts open. Yes, we mustn't judge. We must only hope for the best. Yes, yes! Praise 

the Lord—we must praise the Lord! Amen! Oh, yes! Tst! Tst! Tst!" 

"If any one asks where she is," continued Mrs. Griffiths after a time, quite ignoring her 

spouse and addressing the children, who had drawn near her, "we will say that she has gone on a 

visit to some of my relatives back in Tonawanda. That won't be the truth, exactly, but then we 

don't know where she is or what the truth is— and she may come back. So we must not say or do 

anything that will injure her until we know." 

"Yes, praise the Lord!" called Asa, feebly. 

"So if any one should inquire at any time, until we know, we will say that." 

"Sure," put in Clyde, helpfully, and Julia added, "All right." 



Mrs. Griffiths paused and looked firmly and yet apologetically at her children. Asa, for 

his part, emitted another "Tst! Tst! Tst!" and then the children were waved to bed. 

At that, Clyde, who really wanted to know what Esta's letter had said, but was convinced 

from long experience that his mother would not let him know unless she chose, returned to his 

room again, for he was tired. Why didn't they search more if there was hope of finding her? 

Where was she now—at this minute? On some train somewhere? Evidently she didn't want to be 

found. She was probably dissatisfied, just as he was. Here he was, thinking so recently of going 

away somewhere himself, wondering how the family would take it, and now she had gone before 

him. How would that affect his point of view and action in the future? Truly, in spite of his 

father's and mother's misery, he could not see that her going was such a calamity, not from 

the going point of view, at any rate. It was only another something which hinted that things were 

not right here. Mission work was nothing. All this religious emotion and talk was not so much 

either. It hadn't saved Esta. Evidently, like himself, she didn't believe so much in it, either. 

  



Chapter 4 

The effect of this particular conclusion was to cause Clyde to think harder than ever 

about himself. And the principal result of his thinking was that he must do something for himself 

and soon. Up to this time the best he had been able to do was to work at such odd jobs as befall 

all boys between their twelfth and fifteenth years: assisting a man who had a paper route during 

the summer months of one year, working in the basement of a five-and-ten-cent store all one 

summer long, and on Saturdays, for a period during the winter, opening boxes and unpacking 

goods, for which he received the munificent sum of five dollars a week, a sum which at the time 

seemed almost a fortune. He felt himself rich and, in the face of the opposition of his parents, 

who were opposed to the theater and motion pictures also, as being not only worldly, but sinful, 

he could occasionally go to one or another of those—in the gallery—a form of diversion which 

he had to conceal from his parents. Yet that did not deter him. He felt that he had a right to go 

with his own money; also to take his younger brother Frank, who was glad enough to go with 

him and say nothing. 

Later in the same year, wishing to get out of school because he already felt himself very 

much belated in the race, he secured a place as an assistant to a soda water clerk in one of the 

cheaper drug stores of the city, which adjoined a theater and enjoyed not a little patronage of this 

sort. A sign—"Boy Wanted"—since it was directly on his way to school, first interested him. 

Later, in conversation with the young man whose assistant he was to be, and from whom he was 

to learn the trade, assuming that he was sufficiently willing and facile, he gathered that if he 

mastered this art, he might make as much as fifteen and even eighteen dollars a week. It was 

rumored that Stroud's at the corner of 14th and Baltimore streets paid that much to two of their 

clerks. The particular store to which he was applying paid only twelve, the standard salary of 

most places. 

But to acquire this art, as he was now informed, required time and the friendly help of an 

expert. If he wished to come here and work for five to begin with—well, six, then, since his face 

fell—he might soon expect to know a great deal about the art of mixing sweet drinks and 

decorating a large variety of ice creams with liquid sweets, thus turning them into sundaes. For 

the time being apprenticeship meant washing and polishing all the machinery and implements of 

this particular counter, to say nothing of opening and sweeping out the store at so early an hour 

as seven-thirty, dusting, and delivering such orders as the owner of this drug store chose to send 

out by him. At such idle moments as his immediate superior—a Mr. Sieberling—twenty, 

dashing, self-confident, talkative, was too busy to fill all the orders, he might be called upon to 

mix such minor drinks—lemonades, Coca-Colas and the like— as the trade demanded. 

Yet this interesting position, after due consultation with his mother, he decided to take. 

For one thing, it would provide him, as he suspected, with all the ice-cream sodas he desired, 

free—an advantage not to be disregarded. In the next place, as he saw it at the time, it was an 

open door to a trade—something which he lacked. Further, and not at all disadvantageously as he 

saw it, this store required his presence at night as late as twelve o'clock, with certain hours off 

during the day to compensate for this. And this took him out of his home at night—out of the 

ten-o'clock-boy class at last. They could not ask him to attend any meetings save on Sunday, and 

not even then, since he was supposed to work Sunday afternoons and evenings. 



Next, the clerk who manipulated this particular soda fountain, quite regularly received 

passes from the manager of the theater next door, and into the lobby of which one door to the 

drug store gave—a most fascinating connection to Clyde. It seemed so interesting to be working 

for a drug store thus intimately connected with a theater. 

And best of all, as Clyde now found to his pleasure, and yet despair at times, the place 

was visited, just before and after the show on matinee days, by bevies of girls, single and en 

suite, who sat at the counter and giggled and chattered and gave their hair and their complexions 

last perfecting touches before the mirror. And Clyde, callow and inexperienced in the ways of 

the world, and those of the opposite sex, was never weary of observing the beauty, the daring, 

the self-sufficiency and the sweetness of these, as he saw them. For the first time in his life, 

while he busied himself with washing glasses, filling the ice-cream and syrup containers, 

arranging the lemons and oranges in the trays, he had an almost uninterrupted opportunity of 

studying these girls at close range. The wonder of them! For the most part, they were so well-

dressed and smart-looking—the rings, pins, furs, delightful hats, pretty shoes they wore. And so 

often he overheard them discussing such interesting things—parties, dances, dinners, the shows 

they had seen, the places in or near Kansas City to which they were soon going, the difference 

between the styles of this year and last, the fascination of certain actors and actresses—

principally actors— who were now playing or soon coming to the city. And to this day, in his 

own home he had heard nothing of all this. 

And very often one or another of these young beauties was accompanied by some male in 

evening suit, dress shirt, high hat, bow tie, white kid gloves and patent leather shoes, a costume 

which at that time Clyde felt to be the last word in all true distinction, beauty, gallantry and bliss. 

To be able to wear such a suit with such ease and air! To be able to talk to a girl after the manner 

and with the sang-froid of some of these gallants! what a true measure of achievement! No good-

looking girl, as it then appeared to him, would have anything to do with him if he did not possess 

this standard of equipment. It was plainly necessary—the thing. And once he did attain it—was 

able to wear such clothes as these— well, then was he not well set upon the path that leads to all 

the blisses? All the joys of life would then most certainly be spread before him. The friendly 

smiles! The secret handclasps, maybe—an arm about the waist of some one or another—a kiss—

a promise of marriage—and then, and then! 

And all this as a revealing flash after all the years of walking through the streets with his 

father and mother to public prayer meeting, the sitting in chapel and listening to queer and 

nondescript individuals—depressing and disconcerting people— telling how Christ had saved 

them and what God had done for them. You bet he would get out of that now. He would work 

and save his money and be somebody. Decidedly this simple and yet idyllic compound of the 

commonplace had all the luster and wonder of a spiritual transfiguration, the true mirage of the 

lost and thirsting and seeking victim of the desert. 

However, the trouble with this particular position, as time speedily proved, was that much 

as it might teach him of mixing drinks and how to eventually earn twelve dollars a week, it was 

no immediate solvent for the yearnings and ambitions that were already gnawing at his vitals. 

For Albert Sieberling, his immediate superior, was determined to keep as much of his 

knowledge, as well as the most pleasant parts of the tasks, to himself. And further he was quite at 



one with the druggist for whom they worked in thinking that Clyde, in addition to assisting him 

about the fountain, should run such errands as the druggist desired, which kept Clyde 

industriously employed for nearly all the hours he was on duty. 

Consequently there was no immediate result to all this. Clyde could see no way to 

dressing better than he did. Worse, he was haunted by the fact that he had very little money and 

very few contacts and connections—so few that, outside his own home, he was lonely and not so 

very much less than lonely there. The flight of Esta had thrown a chill over the religious work 

there, and because, as yet, she had not returned—the family, as he now heard, was thinking of 

breaking up here and moving, for want of a better idea, to Denver, Colorado. But Clyde, by now, 

was convinced that he did not wish to accompany them. What was the good of it, he asked 

himself? There would be just another mission there, the same as this one. 

He had always lived at home—in the rooms at the rear of the mission in Bickel Street, but 

he hated it. And since his eleventh year, during all of which time his family had been residing in 

Kansas City, he had been ashamed to bring boy friends to or near it. For that reason he had 

always avoided boy friends, and had walked and played very much alone—or with his brother 

and sisters. 

But now that he was sixteen and old enough to make his own way, he ought to be getting 

out of this. And yet he was earning almost nothing—not enough to live on, if he were alone—

and he had not as yet developed sufficient skill or courage to get anything better. 

Nevertheless when his parents began to talk of moving to Denver, and suggested that he 

might secure work out there, never assuming for a moment that he would not want to go he 

began to throw out hints to the effect that it might he better if he did not. He liked Kansas City. 

What was the use of changing? He had a job now and he might get something better. But his 

parents, bethinking themselves of Esta and the fate that had overtaken her, were not a little 

dubious as to the outcome of such early adventuring on his part alone. Once they were away, 

where would he live? With whom? What sort of influence would enter his life, who would be at 

hand to aid and council and guide him in the straight and narrow path, as they had done? It was 

something to think about. 

But spurred by this imminence of Denver, which now daily seemed to be drawing nearer, 

and the fact that not long after this Mr. Sieberling, owing to his too obvious gallantries in 

connection with the fair sex, lost his place in the drug store, and Clyde came by a new and bony 

and chill superior who did not seem to want him as an assistant, he decided to quit—not at once, 

but rather to see, on such errands as took him out of the store, if he could not find something 

else. Incidentally in so doing, looking here and there, he one day thought he would speak to the 

manager of the fountain which was connected with the leading drug store in the principal hotel of 

the city—the latter a great twelve-story affair, which represented, as he saw it, the quintessence 

of luxury and ease. Its windows were always so heavily curtained; the main entrance (he had 

never ventured to look beyond that) was a splendiferous combination of a glass and iron awning, 

coupled with a marble corridor lined with palms. Often he had passed here, wondering with 

boyish curiosity what the nature of the life of such a place might be. Before its doors, so many 

taxis and automobiles were always in waiting. 



To-day, being driven by the necessity of doing something for himself, he entered the drug 

store which occupied the principal corner, facing 14th Street at Baltimore, and finding a girl 

cashier in a small glass cage near the door, asked of her who was in charge of the soda fountain. 

Interested by his tentative and uncertain manner, as well as his deep and rather appealing eyes, 

and instinctively judging that he was looking for something to do, she observed: "Why, Mr. 

Secor, there, the manager of the store." She nodded in the direction of a short, meticulously 

dressed man of about thirty-five, who was arranging an especial display of toilet novelties on the 

top of a glass case. Clyde approached him, and being still very dubious as to how one went about 

getting anything in life, and finding him engrossed in what he was doing, stood first on one foot 

and then on the other, until at last, sensing some one was hovering about for something, the man 

turned: "Well?" he queried. 

"You don't happen to need a soda fountain helper, do you?" Clyde cast at him a glance 

that said as plain as anything could, "If you have any such place, I wish you would please give it 

to me. I need it." 

"No, no, no," replied this individual, who was blond and vigorous and by nature a little 

irritable and contentious. He was about to turn away, but seeing a flicker of disappointment and 

depression pass over Clyde's face, he turned and added, "Ever work in a place like this before?" 

"No place as fine as this. No, sir," replied Clyde, rather fancifully moved by all that was 

about him. "I'm working now down at Mr. Klinkle's store at 7th and Brooklyn, but it isn't 

anything like this one and I'd like to get something better if I could." 

"Uh," went on his interviewer, rather pleased by the innocent tribute to the superiority of 

his store. "Well, that's reasonable enough. But there isn't anything here right now that I could 

offer you. We don't make many changes. But if you'd like to be a bell-boy, I can tell you where 

you might get a place. They're looking for an extra boy in the hotel inside there right now. The 

captain of the boys was telling me he was in need of one. I should think that would be as good as 

helping about a soda fountain, any day." 

Then seeing Clyde's face suddenly brighten, he added: "But you mustn't say that I sent 

you, because I don't know you. Just ask for Mr. Squires inside there, under the stairs, and he can 

tell you all about it." 

At the mere mention of work in connection with so imposing an institution as the Green-

Davidson, and the possibility of his getting it, Clyde first stared, felt himself tremble the least bit 

with excitement, then thanking his advisor for his kindness, went direct to a green-marbled 

doorway which opened from the rear of this drug-store into the lobby of the hotel. Once through 

it, he beheld a lobby, the like of which, for all his years but because of the timorous poverty that 

had restrained him from exploring such a world, was more arresting, quite, than anything he had 

seen before. It was all so lavish. Under his feet was a checkered black-and-white marble floor. 

Above him a coppered and stained and gilded ceiling. And supporting this, a veritable forest of 

black marble columns as highly polished as the floor—glassy smooth. And between the columns 

which ranged away toward three separate entrances, one right, one left and one directly forward 

toward Dalrymple Avenue—were lamps, statuary, rugs, palms, chairs, divans, tete-a-tetes—a 



prodigal display. In short it was compact, of all that gauche luxury of appointment which, as 

some one once sarcastically remarked, was intended to supply "exclusiveness to the masses." 

Indeed, for an essential hotel in a great and successful American commercial city, it was almost 

too luxurious. Its rooms and hall and lobbies and restaurants were entirely too richly furnished, 

without the saving grace of either simplicity or necessity. 

As Clyde stood, gazing about the lobby, he saw a large company of people—some 

women and children, but principally men as he could see—either walking or standing about and 

talking or idling in the chairs, side by side or alone. And in heavily draped and richly furnished 

alcoves where were writing-tables, newspaper files, a telegraph office, a haberdasher's shop, and 

a florist's stand, were other groups. There was a convention of dentists in the city, not a few of 

whom, with their wives and children, were gathered here; but to Clyde, who was not aware of 

this nor of the methods and meanings of conventions, this was the ordinary, everyday appearance 

of this hotel. 

He gazed about in awe and amazement, then remembering the name of Squires, he began 

to look for him in his office "under the stairs." To his right was a grand double-winged black-

and-white staircase which swung in two separate flights and with wide, generous curves from the 

main floor to the one above. And between these great flights was evidently the office of the 

hotel, for there were many clerks there. But behind the nearest flight, and close to the wall 

through which he had come, was a tall desk, at which stood a young man of about his own age in 

a maroon uniform bright with many brass buttons. And on his head was a small, round, pill-box 

cap, which was cocked jauntily over one ear. He was busy making entries with a lead pencil in a 

book which lay open before him. Various other boys about his own age, and uniformed as he 

was, were seated upon a long bench near him, or were to be seen darting here and there, 

sometimes, returning to this one with a slip of paper or a key or note of some kind, and then 

seating themselves upon the bench to await another call apparently, which seemed to come 

swiftly enough. A telephone upon the small desk at which stood the uniformed youth was almost 

constantly buzzing, and after ascertaining what was wanted, this youth struck a small bell before 

him, or called "front," to which the first boy on the bench, responded. Once called, they went 

hurrying up one or the other stairs or toward one of the several entrances or elevators, and almost 

invariably were to be seen escorting individuals whose bags and suitcases and overcoats and golf 

sticks they carried. There were others who disappeared and returned, carrying drinks on trays or 

some package or other, which they were taking to one of the rooms above. Plainly this was the 

work that he should be called upon to do, assuming that he would be so fortunate as to connect 

himself with such an institution as this. 

And it was all so brisk and enlivening that he wished that he might be so fortunate as to 

secure a position here. But would he be? And where was Mr. Squires? He approached the youth 

at the small desk: "Do you know where I will find Mr. Squires?" he asked. 

"Here he comes now," replied the youth, looking up and examining Clyde with keen, 

gray eyes. 

Clyde gazed in the direction indicated, and saw approaching a brisk and dapper and 

decidedly sophisticated-looking person of perhaps twenty-nine or thirty years of age. He was so 



very slender, keen, hatchet-faced and well-dressed that Clyde was not only impressed but 

overawed at once—a very shrewd and cunning-looking person. His nose was so long and thin, 

his eyes so sharp, his lips thin, and chin pointed. 

"Did you see that tall, gray-haired man with the Scotch plaid shawl who went through 

here just now?" he paused to say to his assistant at the desk. The assistant nodded. "Well, they 

tell me that's the Earl of Landreil. He just came in this morning with fourteen trunks and four 

servants. Can you beat it! He's somebody in Scotland. That isn't the name he travels under, 

though, I hear. He's registered as Mr. Blunt. Can you beat that English stuff? They can certainly 

lay on the class, eh?" 

"You said it!" replied his assistant deferentially. 

He turned for the first time, glimpsing Clyde, but paying no attention to him. His assistant 

came to Clyde's aid. 

"That young fella there is waiting to see you," he explained. 

"You want to see me?" queried the captain of the bellhops, turning to Clyde, and 

observing his none-too-good clothes, at the same time making a comprehensive study of him. 

"The gentleman in the drug store," began Clyde, who did not quite like the looks of the 

man before him, but was determined to present himself as agreeably as possible, "was saying—

that is, he said that I might ask you if there was any chance here for me as a bell-boy. I'm 

working now at Klinkle's drug store at 7th and Brooklyn, as a helper, but I'd like to get out of 

that and he said you might— that is—he thought you had a place open now." Clyde was so 

flustered and disturbed by the cool, examining eyes of the man before him that he could scarcely 

get his breath properly, and swallowed hard. 

For the first time in his life, it occurred to him that if he wanted to get on he ought to 

insinuate himself into the good graces of people—do or say something that would make them 

like him. So now he contrived an eager, ingratiating smile, which he bestowed on Mr. Squires, 

and added: "If you'd like to give me a chance, I'd try very hard and I'd be very willing." 

The man before him merely looked at him coldly, but being the soul of craft and self-

acquisitiveness in a petty way, and rather liking anybody who had the skill and the will to be 

diplomatic, he now put aside an impulse to shake his head negatively, and observed: "But you 

haven't had any training in this work." 

"No, sir, but couldn't I pick it up pretty quick if I tried hard?" 

"Well, let me see," observed the head of the bell-hops, scratching his head dubiously. "I 

haven't any time to talk to you now. Come around Monday afternoon. I'll see you then." He 

turned on his heel and walked away. 



Clyde, left alone in this fashion, and not knowing just what it meant, stared, wondering. 

Was it really true that he had been invited to come back on Monday? Could it be possible that—

He turned and hurried out, thrilling from head to toe. The idea! He had asked this man for a place 

in the very finest hotel in Kansas City and he had asked him to come back and see him on 

Monday. Gee! what would that mean? Could it be possible that he would be admitted to such a 

grand world as this—and that so speedily? Could it really be? 

  



Chapter 5 

The imaginative flights of Clyde in connection with all this—his dreams of what it might 

mean for him to be connected with so glorious an institution—can only be suggested. For his 

ideas of luxury were in the main so extreme and mistaken and gauche—mere wanderings of a 

repressed and unsatisfied fancy, which as yet had had nothing but imaginings to feed it. 

He went back to his old duties at the drug-store—to his home after hours in order to eat 

and sleep—but now for the balance of this Friday and Saturday and Sunday and Monday until 

late in the day, he walked on air, really. His mind was not on what he was doing, and several 

times his superior at the drugstore had to remind him to "wake-up." And after hours, instead of 

going directly home, he walked north to the corner of 14th and Baltimore, where stood this great 

hotel, and looked at it. There, at midnight even, before each of the three principal entrances—one 

facing each of three streets—was a doorman in a long maroon coat with many buttons and a 

high-rimmed and long-visored maroon cap. And inside, behind looped and fluted French silk 

curtains, were the still blazing lights, the a la carte dining-room and the American grill in the 

basement near one corner still open. And about them were many taxis and cars. And there was 

music always—from somewhere. 

After surveying it all this Friday night and again on Saturday and Sunday morning, he 

returned on Monday afternoon at the suggestion of Mr. Squires and was greeted by that 

individual rather crustily, for by then he had all but forgotten him. But seeing that at the moment 

he was actually in need of help, and being satisfied that Clyde might be of service, he led him 

into his small office under the stair, where, with a very superior manner and much actual 

indifference, he proceeded to question him as to his parentage, where he lived, at what he had 

worked before and where, what his father did for a living—a poser that for Clyde, for he was 

proud and so ashamed to admit that his parents conducted a mission and preached on the streets. 

Instead he replied (which was true at times) that his father canvassed for a washing machine and 

wringer company—and on Sundays preached—a religious revelation, which was not at all 

displeasing to this master of boys who were inclined to be anything but home-loving and 

conservative. Could he bring a reference from where he now was? He could. 

Mr. Squires proceeded to explain that this hotel was very strict. Too many boys, on 

account of the scenes and the show here, the contact made with undue luxury to which they were 

not accustomed— though these were not the words used by Mr. Squires—were inclined to lose 

their heads and go wrong. He was constantly being forced to discharge boys who, because they 

made a little extra money, didn't know how to conduct themselves. He must have boys who were 

willing, civil, prompt, courteous to everybody. They must be clean and neat about their persons 

and clothes and show up promptly—on the dot—and in good condition for the work every day. 

And any boy who got to thinking that because he made a little money he could flirt with anybody 

or talk back, or go off on parties at night, and then not show up on time or too tired to be quick 

and bright, needn't think that he would be here long. He would be fired, and that promptly. He 

would not tolerate any nonsense. That must be understood now, once and for all. 

Clyde nodded assent often and interpolated a few eager "yes, sirs" and "no, sirs," and 

assured him at the last that it was the furtherest thing from his thoughts and temperament to 



dream of any such high crimes and misdemeanors as he had outlined. Mr. Squires then 

proceeded to explain that this hotel only paid fifteen dollars a month and board—at the servant's 

table in the basement—to any bell-boy at any time. But, and this information came as a most 

amazing revelation to Clyde, every guest for whom any of these boys did anything—carried a 

bag or delivered a pitcher of water or did anything—gave him a tip, and often quite a liberal 

one—a dime, fifteen cents, a quarter, sometimes more. And these tips, as Mr. Squires explained, 

taken all together, averaged from four to six dollars a day—not less and sometimes more—most 

amazing pay, as Clyde now realized. His heart gave an enormous bound and was near to 

suffocating him at the mere mention of so large a sum. From four to six dollars! Why, that was 

twenty-eight to forty-two dollars a week! He could scarcely believe it. And that in addition to the 

fifteen dollars a month and board. And there was no charge, as Mr. Squires now explained, for 

the handsome uniforms the boys wore. But it might not be worn or taken out of the place. His 

hours, as Mr. Squires now proceeded to explain, would be as follows: On Mondays, 

Wednesdays, Fridays and Sundays, he was to work from six in the morning until noon, and then, 

with six hours off, from six in the evening until midnight. On Tuesdays, Thursdays and 

Saturdays, he need only work from noon until six, thus giving him each alternate afternoon or 

evening to himself. But all his meals were to be taken outside his working hours and he was to 

report promptly in uniform for line-up and inspection by his superior exactly ten minutes before 

the regular hours of his work began at each watch. 

As for some other things which were in his mind at the time, Mr. Squires said nothing. 

There were others, as he knew, who would speak for him. Instead he went on to add, and then 

quite climactically for Clyde at that time, who had been sitting as one in a daze: "I suppose you 

are ready to go to work now, aren't you?" 

"Yes, sir, yes, sir," he replied. 

"Very good!" Then he got up and opened the door which had shut them in. "Oscar," he 

called to a boy seated at the head of the bell-boy bench, to which a tallish, rather oversized youth 

in a tight, neat-looking uniform responded with alacrity. "Take this young man here—Clyde 

Griffiths is your name, isn't it?—up to the wardrobe on the twelfth and see if Jacobs can find a 

suit to fit. But if he can't tell him to alter it by to-morrow. I think the one Silsbee wore ought to 

be about right for him." 

Then he turned to his assistant at the desk who was at the moment looking on. "I'm giving 

him a trial, anyhow," he commented. "Have one of the boys coach him a little to-night or 

whenever he starts in. Go ahead, Oscar," he called to the boy in charge of Clyde. "He's green at 

this stuff, but I think he'll do," he added to his assistant, as Clyde and Oscar disappeared in the 

direction of one of the elevators. Then he walked off to have Clyde's name entered upon the 

payroll. 

In the meantime, Clyde, in tow of this new mentor, was listening to a line of information 

such as never previously had come to his ears anywhere. 

"You needn't be frightened, if you ain't never worked at anything like dis before," began 

this youth, whose last name was Hegglund as Clyde later learned, and who hailed from Jersey 



City, New Jersey, exotic lingo, gestures and all. He was tall, vigorous, sandy-haired, freckled, 

genial and voluble. They had entered upon an elevator labeled 'employees.' "It ain't so hard. I got 

my first job in Buffalo t'ree years ago and I never knowed a t'ing about it up to dat time. All you 

gotta do is to watch de udders an' see how dey do, see. Yu get dat, do you?" 

Clyde, whose education was not a little superior to that of his guide, commented quite 

sharply in his own mind on the use of such words as "knowed," and "gotta"—also upon "t'ing," 

"dat," "udders," and so on, but so grateful was he for any courtesy at this time that he was 

inclined to forgive his obviously kindly mentor anything for his geniality. 

"Watch whoever's doin' anyt'ing, at first, see, till you git to know, see. Dat's de way. 

When de bell rings, if you're at de head of de bench, it's your turn, see, an' you jump up and go 

quick. Dey like you to be quick around here, see. An' whenever you see any one come in de door 

or out of an elevator wit a bag, an' you're at de head of de bench, you jump, wedder de captain 

rings de bell or calls 'front' or not. Sometimes he's busy or ain't lookin' an' he wants you to do 

dat, see. Look sharp, cause if you don't get no bags, you don't get no tips, see. Everybody dat has 

a bag or anyt'ing has to have it carried for 'em, unless dey won't let you have it, see. 

"But be sure and wait somewhere near de desk for whoever comes in until dey sign up for 

a room," he rattled on as they ascended in the elevator. "Most every one takes a room. Den de 

clerk'll give you de key an' after dat all you gotta do is to carry up de bags to de room. Den all 

you gotta do is to turn on de lights in de batroom and closet, if dere is one, so dey'll know where 

dey are, see. An' den raise de curtains in de day time or lower 'em at night, an' see if dere's towels 

in de room, so you can tell de maid if dere ain't, and den if dey don't give you no tip, you gotta 

go, only most times, unless you draw a stiff, all you gotta do is hang back a little—make a stall, 

see—fumble wit de door-key or try de transom, see. Den, if dey're any good, dey'll hand you a 

tip. If dey don't, you're out, dat's all, see. You can't even look as dough you was sore, dough—

nottin' like dat, see. Den you come down an' unless dey wants ice-water or somepin, you're troo, 

see. It's back to de bench, quick. Dere ain't much to it. Only you gotta be quick all de time, see, 

and not let any one get by you comin' or goin'—dat's de main t'ing. 

"An' after dey give you your uniform, an' you go to work, don't forgit to give de captain a 

dollar after every watch before you leave, see—two dollars on de day you has two watches, and 

a dollar on de day you has one, see? Dat's de way it is here. We work togedder like dat, an' you 

gotta do dat if you wanta hold your job. But dat's all. After dat all de rest is yours." 

Clyde saw. 

A part of his twenty-four or thirty-two dollars as he figured it was going glimmering, 

apparently—eleven or twelve all told—but what of it! Would there not be twelve or fifteen or 

even more left? And there were his meals and his uniform. Kind Heaven! What a realization of 

paradise! What a consummation of luxury! 

Mr. Hegglund of Jersey City escorted him to the twelfth floor and into a room where they 

found on guard a wizened and grizzled little old man of doubtful age and temperament, who 

forthwith ouffitted Clyde with a suit that was so near a fit that, without further orders, it was not 



deemed necessary to alter it. And trying on various caps, there was one that fitted him—a thing 

that sat most rakishly over one ear—only, as Hegglund informed him, "You'll have to get dat 

hair of yours cut. Better get it clipped behind. It's too long." And with that Clyde himself had 

been in mental agreement before he spoke. His hair certainly did not look right in the new cap. 

He hated it now. And going downstairs, and reporting to Mr. Whipple, Mr. Squires' assistant, the 

latter had said: "Very well. It fits all right, does it? Well, then, you go on here at six. Report at 

five-thirty and be here in your uniform at five-forty-five for inspection." 

Whereupon Clyde, being advised by Hegglund to go then and there to get his uniform 

and take it to the dressing-room in the basement, and get his locker from the locker-man, he did 

so, and then hurried most nervously out—first to get a hair-cut and afterwards to report to his 

family on his great luck. 

He was to be a bell-boy in the great Hotel Green-Davidson. He was to wear a uniform 

and a handsome one. He was to make—but he did not tell his mother at first what he was to 

make, truly—but more than eleven or twelve at first, anyhow, he guessed—he could not be sure. 

For now, all at once, he saw economic independence ahead for himself, if not for his family, and 

he did not care to complicate it with any claims which a confession as to his real salary would 

most certainly inspire. But he did say that he was to have his meals free—because that meant 

eating away from home, which was what he wished. And in addition he was to live and move 

always in the glorious atmosphere of this hotel—not to have to go home ever before twelve, if he 

did not wish—to have good clothes— interesting company, maybe—a good time, gee! 

And as he hurried on about his various errands now, it occurred to him as a final and 

shrewd and delicious thought that he need not go home on such nights as he wished to go to a 

theater or anything like that. He could just stay down-town and say he had to work. And that 

with free meals and good clothes—think of that! 

The mere thought of all this was so astonishing and entrancing that he could not bring 

himself to think of it too much. He must wait and see. He must wait and see just how much he 

would make here in this perfectly marvelous-marvelous realm. 

  



Chapter 6 

And as conditions stood, the extraordinary economic and social inexperience of the 

Griffiths—Asa and Elvira—dovetailed all too neatly with his dreams. For neither Asa nor Elvira 

had the least knowledge of the actual character of the work upon which he was about to enter, 

scarcely any more than he did, or what it might mean to him morally, imaginatively, financially, 

or in any other way. For neither of them had ever stopped in a hotel above the fourth class in all 

their days. Neither one had ever eaten in a restaurant of a class that catered to other than 

individuals of their own low financial level. That there could be any other forms of work or 

contact than those involved in carrying the bags of guests to and from the door of a hotel to its 

office, and back again, for a boy of Clyde's years and temperament, never occurred to them. And 

it was naively assumed by both that the pay for such work must of necessity be very small 

anywhere, say five or six dollars a week, and so actually below Clyde's deserts and his years. 

And in view of this, Mrs. Griffiths, who was more practical than her husband at all times, 

and who was intensely interested in Clyde's economic welfare, as well as that of her other 

children, was actually wondering why Clyde should of a sudden become so enthusiastic about 

changing to this new situation, which, according to his own story, involved longer hours and not 

so very much more pay, if any. To be sure, he had already suggested that it might lead to some 

superior position in the hotel, some clerkship or other, but he did not know when that would be, 

and the other had promised rather definite fulfillment somewhat earlier—as to money, anyhow. 

But seeing him rush in on Monday afternoon and announce that he had secured the place 

and that forthwith he must change his tie and collar and get his hair cut and go back and report, 

she felt better about it. For never before had she seen him so enthusiastic about anything, and it 

was something to have him more content with himself—not so moody, as he was at times. 

Yet, the hours which he began to maintain now—from six in the morning until 

midnight—with only an occasional early return on such evenings as he chose to come home 

when he was not working—and when he troubled to explain that he had been let off a little 

early—together with a certain eager and restless manner—a desire to be out and away from his 

home at nearly all such moments as he was not in bed or dressing or undressing, puzzled his 

mother and Asa, also. The hotel! The hotel! He must always hurry off to the hotel, and all that he 

had to report was that he liked it ever so much, and that he was doing all right, he thought. It was 

nicer work than working around a soda fountain, and he might be making more money pretty 

soon—he couldn't tell—but as for more than that he either wouldn't or couldn't say. 

And all the time the Griffiths—father and mother—were feeling that because of the affair 

in connection with Esta, they should really be moving away from Kansas City—should go to 

Denver. And now more than ever, Clyde was insisting that he did not want to leave Kansas City. 

They might go, but he had a pretty good job now and wanted to stick to it. And if they left, he 

could get a room somewhere—and would be all right—a thought which did not appeal to them at 

all. 

But in the meantime what an enormous change in Clyde's life. Beginning with that first 

evening, when at 5:45, he appeared before Mr. Whipple, his immediate superior, and was 



approved—not only because of the fit of his new uniform, but for his general appearance—the 

world for him had changed entirely. Lined up with seven others in the servants' hall, immediately 

behind the general offices in the lobby, and inspected by Mr. Whipple, the squad of eight 

marched at the stroke of six through a door that gave into the lobby on the other side of the 

staircase from where stood Mr. Whipple's desk, then about and in front of the general registration 

office to the long bench on the other side. A Mr. Barnes, who alternated with Mr. Whipple, then 

took charge of the assistant captain's desk, and the boys seated themselves—Clyde at the foot— 

only to be called swiftly and in turn to perform this, that and the other service—while the 

relieved squad of Mr. Whipple was led away into the rear servants' hall as before, where they 

disbanded. 

"Cling!" 

The bell on the room clerk's desk had sounded and the first boy was going. 

"Cling!" It sounded again and a second boy leaped to his feet. 

"Front!"—"Center door!" called Mr. Barnes, and a third boy was skidding down the long 

marble floor toward that entrance to seize the bags of an incoming guest, whose white whiskers 

and youthful, bright tweed suit were visible to Clyde's uninitiated eyes a hundred feet away. A 

mysterious and yet sacred vision—a tip! 

"Front!" It was Mr. Barnes calling again. "See what 913 wants— ice-water, I guess." And 

a fourth boy was gone. 

Clyde, steadily moving up along the bench and adjoining Hegglund, who had been 

detailed to instruct him a little, was all eyes and ears and nerves. He was so tense that he could 

hardly breathe, and fidgeted and jerked until finally Hegglund exclaimed: "Now, don't get 

excited. Just hold your horses will yuh? You'll be all right. You're jist like I was when I begun—

all noives. But dat ain't de way. Easy's what you gotta be aroun' here. An' you wants to look as 

dough you wasn't seein' nobody nowhere—just lookin' to what ya got before ya." 

"Front!" Mr. Barnes again. Clyde was scarcely able to keep his mind on what Hegglund 

was saying. "115 wants some writing paper and pens." A fifth boy had gone. 

"Where do you get writing paper and pens if they want 'em?" He pleaded of his imtructor, 

as one who was about to die might plead. 

"Off'n de key desk, I toldja. He's to de left over dere. He'll give 'em to ya. An' you gits 

ice-water in de hall we lined up in just a minute ago—at dat end over dere, see—you'll see a little 

door. You gotta give dat guy in dere a dime oncet in a while or he'll get sore." 

"Cling!" The room clerk's bell. A sixth boy had gone without a word to supply some 

order in that direction. 



"And now remember," continued Hegglund, seeing that he himself was next, and 

cautioning him for the last time, "if dey wants drinks of any kind, you get 'em in de grill over 

dere off'n de dining-room. An' be sure and git de names of de drinks straight or dey'll git sore. 

An' if it's a room you're showing, pull de shades down to-night and turn on de lights. An' if it's 

anyt'ing from de dinin'-room you gotta see de headwaiter—he gets de tip, see." 

"Front!" He was up and gone. 

And Clyde was number one. And number four was already seating himself again by his 

side—but looking shrewdly around to see if anybody was wanted anywhere. 

"Front!" It was Mr. Barnes. Clyde was up and before him, grateful that it was no one 

coming in with bags, but worried for fear it might be something that he would not understand or 

could not do quickly. 

"See what 882 wants." Clyde was off toward one of the two elevators marked, 

"employees," the proper one to use, he thought, because he had been taken to the twelfth floor 

that way, but another boy stepping out from one of the fast passenger elevators cautioned him as 

to his mistake. 

"Goin' to a room?" he called. "Use the guest elevators. Them's for the servants or 

anybody with bundles." 

Clyde hastened to cover his mistake. "Eight," he called. There being no one else on the 

elevator with them, the Negro elevator boy in charge of the car saluted him at once. 

"You'se new, ain't you? I ain't seen you around her befo'." 

"Yes, I just came on," replied Clyde. 

"Well, you won't hate it here," commented this youth in the most friendly way. "No one 

hates this house, I'll say. Eight did you say?" He stopped the car and Clyde stepped out. He was 

too nervous to think to ask the direction and now began looking at room numbers, only to decide 

after a moment that he was in the wrong corridor. The soft brown carpet under his feet; the soft, 

cream-tinted walls; the snow-white bowl lights in the ceiling—all seemed to him parts of a 

perfection and a social superiority which was almost unbelievable—so remote from all that he 

had ever known. 

And finally, finding 882, he knocked timidly and was greeted after a moment by a 

segment of a very stout and vigorous body in a blue and white striped union suit and a related 

segment of a round and florid head in which was set one eye and some wrinkles to one side of it. 

"Here's a dollar bill, son," said the eye seemingly—and now a hand appeared holding a 

paper dollar. It was fat and red. "You go out to a haberdasher's and get me a pair of garters—

Boston Garters— silk—and hurry back." 



"Yes, sir," replied Clyde, and took the dollar. The door closed and he found himself 

hustling along the hall toward the elevator, wondering what a haberdasher's was. As old as he 

was—seventeen— the name was new to him. He had never even heard it before, or noticed it at 

least. If the man had said a "gents' furnishing store," he would have understood at once, but now 

here he was told to go to a haberdasher's and he did not know what it was. A cold sweat burst out 

upon his forehead. His knees trembled. The devil! What would he do now? Could he ask any 

one, even Hegglund, and not seem— 

He pushed the elevator button. The car began to descend. A haberdasher. A haberdasher. 

Suddenly a sane thought reached him. Supposing he didn't know what a haberdasher was? After 

all the man wanted a pair of silk Boston garters. Where did one get silk Boston garters—at a 

store, of course, a place where they sold things for men. Certainly. A gents' furnishing store. He 

would run out to a store. And on the way down, noting another friendly Negro in charge, he 

asked: "Do you know if there's a gents' furnishing store anywhere around here?" 

"One in the building, captain, right outside the south lobby," replied the Negro, and Clyde 

hurried there, greatly relieved. Yet he felt odd and strange in his close-fitting uniform and his 

peculiar hat. All the time he was troubled by the notion that his small, round, tight-fitting hat 

might fall off. And he kept pressing it furtively and yet firmly down. And bustling into the 

haberdasher's, which was blazing with lights outside, he exclaimed, "I want to get a pair of 

Boston silk garters." 

"All right, son, here you are," replied a sleek, short man with bright, bald head, pink face 

and gold-rimmed glasses. "For some one in the hotel, I presume? Well, we'll make that seventy-

five cents, and here's a dime for you," he remarked as he wrapped up the package and dropped 

the dollar in the cash register. "I always like to do the right thing by you boys in there because I 

know you come to me whenever you can." 

Clyde took the dime and the package, not knowing quite what to think. The garters must 

be seventy-five cents—he said so. Hence only twenty-five cents need to be returned to the man. 

Then the dime was his. And now, maybe—would the man really give him another tip? 

He hurried back into the hotel and up to the elevators. The strains of a string orchestra 

somewhere were filling the lobby with delightful sounds. People were moving here and there—

so well-dressed, so much at ease, so very different from most of the people in the streets or 

anywhere, as he saw it. 

An elevator door flew open. Various guests entered. Then Clyde and another bell-boy 

who gave him an interested glance. At the sixth floor the boy departed. At the eighth Clyde and 

an old lady stepped forth. He hurried to the door of his guest and tapped. The man opened it, 

somewhat more fully dressed than before. He had on a pair of trousers and was shaving. 

"Back, eh," he called. 

"Yes, sir," replied Clyde, handing him the package and change. "He said it was seventy-

five cents." 



"He's a damned robber, but you can keep the change, just the same," he replied, handing 

him the quarter and closing the door. Clyde stood there, quite spellbound for the fraction of a 

second. "Thirty-five cents"—he thought—"thirty-five cents." And for one little short errand. 

Could that really be the way things went here? It couldn't be, really. It wasn't possible—not 

always. 

And then, his feet sinking in the soft nap of the carpet, his hand in one pocket clutching 

the money, he felt as if he could squeal or laugh out loud. Why, thirty-five cents—and for a little 

service like that. This man had given him a quarter and the other a dime and he hadn't done 

anything at all. 

He hurried from the car at the bottom—the strains of the orchestra once more fascinated 

him, the wonder of so well-dressed a throng thrilling him—and made his way to the bench from 

which he had first departed. 

And following this he had been called to carry the three bags and two umbrellas of an 

aged farmer-like couple, who had engaged a parlor, bedroom and bath on the fifth floor. En route 

they kept looking at him, as he could see, but said nothing. Yet once in their room, and after he 

had promptly turned on the lights near the door, lowered the blinds and placed the bags upon the 

bag racks, the middle-aged and rather awkward husband—a decidedly solemn and bewhiskered 

person—studied him and finally observed: "Young fella, you seem to be a nice, brisk sort of 

boy—rather better than most we've seen so far, I must say." 

"I certainly don't think that hotels are any place for boys," chirped up the wife of his 

bosom—a large and rotund person, who by this time was busily employed inspecting an 

adjoining room. "I certainly wouldn't want any of my boys to work in 'em—the way people act." 

"But here, young man," went on the elder, laying off his overcoat and fishing in his 

trousers pocket. "You go down and get me three or four evening papers if there are that many 

and a pitcher of ice-water, and I'll give you fifteen cents when you get back." 

"This hotel's better'n the one in Omaha, Pa," added the wife sententiously. "It's got nicer 

carpets and curtains." 

And as green as Clyde was, he could not help smiling secretly. Openly, however, he 

preserved a masklike solemnity, seemingly effacing all facial evidence of thought, and took the 

change and went out. And in a few moments he was back with the ice-water and all the evening 

papers and departed smilingly with his fifteen cents. 

But this, in itself, was but a beginning in so far as this particular evening was concerned, 

for he was scarcely seated upon the bench again, before he was called to room 529, only to be 

sent to the bar for drinks—two ginger ales and two syphons of soda—and this by a group of 

smartly-dressed young men and girls who were laughing and chattering in the room, one of 

whom opened the door just wide enough to instruct him as to what was wanted. But because of a 

mirror over the mantel, he could see the party and one pretty girl in a white suit and cap, sitting 

on the edge of a chair in which reclined a young man who had his arm about her. 



Clyde stared, even while pretending not to. And in his state of mind, this sight was like 

looking through the gates of Paradise. Here were young fellows and girls in this room, not so 

much older than himself, laughing and talking and drinking even—not ice-cream sodas and the 

like, but such drinks no doubt as his mother and father were always speaking against as leading 

to destruction, and apparently nothing was thought of it. 

He bustled down to the bar, and having secured the drinks and a charge slip, returned—

and was paid—a dollar and a half for the drinks and a quarter for himself. And once more he had 

a glimpse of the appealing scene. Only now one of the couples was dancing to a tune sung and 

whistled by the other two. 

But what interested him as much as the visits to and glimpses of individuals in the 

different rooms, was the moving panorama of the main lobby—the character of the clerks behind 

the main desk—room clerk, key clerk, mail clerk, cashier and assistant cashier. And the various 

stands about the place—flower stand, news stand, cigar stand, telegraph office, taxicab office, 

and all manned by individuals who seemed to him curiously filled with the atmosphere of this 

place. And then around and between all these walking or sitting were such imposing men and 

women, young men and girls all so fashionably dressed, all so ruddy and contented looking. And 

the cars or other vehicles in which some of them appeared about dinner time and later. It was 

possible for him to see them in the flare of the lights outside. The wraps, furs, and other 

belongings in which they appeared, or which were often carried by these other boys and himself 

across the great lobby and into the cars or the dining-room or the several elevators. And they 

were always of such gorgeous textures, as Clyde saw them. Such grandeur. This, then, most 

certainly was what it meant to be rich, to be a person of consequence in the world—to have 

money. It meant that you did what you pleased. That other people, like himself, waited upon you. 

That you possessed all of these luxuries. That you went how, where and when you pleased. 

  



Chapter 7 

And so, of all the influences which might have come to Clyde at this time, either as an aid 

or an injury to his development, perhaps the most dangerous for him, considering his 

temperament, was this same Green-Davidson, than which no more materially affected or gaudy a 

realm could have been found anywhere between the two great American mountain ranges. Its 

darkened and cushioned tea-room, so somber and yet tinted so gayly with colored lights, was an 

ideal rendezvous, not only for such inexperienced and eager flappers of the period who were to 

be taken by a show of luxury, but also for those more experienced and perhaps a little faded 

beauties, who had a thought for their complexions and the advantages of dim and uncertain 

lights. Also, like most hotels of its kind, it was frequented by a certain type of eager and 

ambitious male of not certain age or station in life, who counted upon his appearance here at 

least once, if not twice a day, at certain brisk and interesting hours, to establish for himself the 

reputation of man-about-town, or rounder, or man of wealth, or taste, or attractiveness, or all. 

And it was not long after Clyde had begun to work here that he was informed by these 

peculiar boys with whom he was associated, one or more of whom was constantly seated with 

him upon the "hop-bench," as they called it, as to the evidence and presence even here—it was 

not long before various examples of the phenomena were pointed out to him—of a certain type 

of social pervert, morally disarranged and socially taboo, who sought to arrest and interest boys 

of their type, in order to come into some form of illicit relationship with them, which at first 

Clyde could not grasp. The mere thought of it made him ill. And yet some of these boys, as he 

was now informed—a certain youth in particular, who was not on the same watch with him at 

this time—were supposed to be of the mind that "fell for it," as one of the other youths phrased 

it. 

And the talk and the palaver that went on in the lobby and the grill, to say nothing of the 

restaurants and rooms, were sufficient to convince any inexperienced and none-too-discerning 

mind that the chief business of life for any one with a little money or social position was to 

attend a theater, a ball-game in season, or to dance, motor, entertain friends at dinner, or to travel 

to New York, Europe, Chicago, California. And there had been in the lives of most of these boys 

such a lack of anything that approached comfort or taste, let alone luxury, that not unlike Clyde, 

they were inclined to not only exaggerate the import of all that they saw, but to see in this sudden 

transition an opportunity to partake of it all. Who were these people with money, and what had 

they done that they should enjoy so much luxury, where others as good seemingly as themselves 

had nothing? And wherein did these latter differ so greatly from the successful? Clyde could not 

see. Yet these thoughts flashed through the minds of every one of these boys. 

At the same time the admiration, to say nothing of the private overtures of a certain type 

of woman or girl, who inhibited perhaps by the social milieu in which she found herself, but 

having means, could invade such a region as this, and by wiles and smiles and the money she 

possessed, ingratiate herself into the favor of some of the more attractive of these young men 

here, was much commented upon. 

Thus a youth named Ratterer—a hall-boy here—sitting beside him the very next 

afternoon, seeing a trim, well-formed blonde woman of about thirty enter with a small dog upon 



her arm, and much bedecked with furs, first nudged him and, with a faint motion of the head 

indicating her vicinity, whispered, "See her? There's a swift one. I'll tell you about her sometime 

when I have time. Gee, the things she don't do!" 

"What about her?" asked Clyde, keenly curious, for to him she seemed exceedingly 

beautiful, most fascinating. 

"Oh, nothing, except she's been in with about eight different men around here since I've 

been here. She fell for Doyle"—another hall-boy whom by this time Clyde had already observed 

as being the quintessence of Chesterfieldian grace and airs and looks, a youth to imitate—"for a 

while, but now she's got some one else." 

"Really?" inquired Clyde, very much astonished and wondering if such luck would ever 

come to him. 

"Surest thing you know," went on Ratterer. "She's a bird that way— never gets enough. 

Her husband, they tell me, has a big lumber business somewhere over in Kansas, but they don't 

live together no more. She has one of the best suites on the sixth, but she ain't in it half the time. 

The maid told me." 

This same Ratterer, who was short and stocky but good-looking and smiling, was so 

smooth and bland and generally agreeable that Clyde was instantly drawn to him and wished to 

know him better. And Ratterer reciprocated that feeling, for he had the notion that Clyde was 

innocent and inexperienced and that he would like to do some little thing for him if he could. 

The conversation was interrupted by a service call, and never resumed about this 

particular woman, but the effect on Clyde was sharp. The woman was pleasing to look upon and 

exceedingly well-groomed, her skin clear, her eyes bright. Could what Ratterer had been telling 

him really be true? She was so pretty. He sat and gazed, a vision of something which he did not 

care to acknowledge even to himself tingling the roots of his hair. 

And then the temperaments and the philosophy of these boys— Kinsella, short and thick 

and smooth-faced and a little dull, as Clyde saw it, but good-looking and virile, and reported to 

be a wizard at gambling, who, throughout the first three days at such times as other matters were 

not taking his attention, had been good enough to continue Hegglund's instructions in part. He 

was a more suave, better spoken youth than Hegglund, though not so attractive as Ratterer, Clyde 

thought, without the latter's sympathetic outlook, as Clyde saw it. 

And again, there was Doyle—Eddie—whom Clyde found intensely interesting from the 

first, and of whom he was not a little jealous, because he was so very good-looking, so trim of 

figure, easy and graceful of gesture, and with so soft and pleasing a voice. He went about with an 

indescribable air which seemed to ingratiate him instantly with all with whom he came in 

contact—the clerks behind the counter no less than the strangers who entered and asked this or 

that question of him. His shoes and collar were so clean and trim, and his hair cut and brushed 

and oiled after a fashion which would have become a moving-picture actor. From the first Clyde 

was utterly fascinated by his taste in the matter of dress—the neatest of brown suits, caps, with 



ties and socks to match. He should wear a brown-belted coat just like that. He should have a 

brown cap. And a suit as well cut and attractive. 

Similarly, a not unrelated and yet different effect was produced by that same youth who 

had first introduced Clyde to the work here— Hegglund—who was one of the older and more 

experienced bell-hops, and of considerable influence with the others because of his genial and 

devil-may-care attitude toward everything, outside the exact line of his hotel duties. Hegglund 

was neither as schooled nor as attractive as some of the others, yet by reason of a most avid and 

dynamic disposition—plus a liberality where money and pleasure were concerned, and a 

courage, strength and daring which neither Doyle nor Ratterer nor Kinsella could match—a 

strength and daring almost entirely divested of reason at times—he interested and charmed Clyde 

immensely. As he himself related to Clyde, after a time, he was the son of a Swedish journeyman 

baker who some years before in Jersey City had deserted his mother and left her to make her way 

as best she could. In consequence neither Oscar nor his sister Martha had had any too much 

education or decent social experience of any kind. On the contrary, at the age of fourteen he had 

left Jersey City in a box car and had been making his way ever since as best he could. And like 

Clyde, also, he was insanely eager for all the pleasures which he had imagined he saw swirling 

around him, and was for prosecuting adventures in every direction, lacking, however, the 

nervous fear of consequence which characterized Clyde. Also he had a friend, a youth by the 

name of Sparser, somewhat older than himself, who was chauffeur to a wealthy citizen of Kansas 

City, and who occasionally managed to purloin a car and so accommodate Hegglund in the 

matter of brief outings here and there; which courtesy, unconventional and dishonest though it 

might be, still caused Hegglund to feel that he was a wonderful fellow and of much more 

importance than some of these others, and to lend him in their eyes a luster which had little of the 

reality which it suggested to them. 

Not being as attractive as Doyle, it was not so easy for him to win the attention of girls, 

and those he did succeed in interesting were not of the same charm or import by any means. Yet 

he was inordinately proud of such contacts as he could effect and not a little given to boasting in 

regard to them, a thing which Clyde took with more faith than would most, being of less 

experience. For this reason Hegglund liked Clyde, almost from the very first, sensing in him 

perhaps a pleased and willing auditor. 

So, finding Clyde on the bench beside him from time to time, he had proceeded to 

continue his instructions. Kansas City was a fine place to be if you knew how to live. He had 

worked in other cities—Buffalo, Cleveland, Detroit, St. Louis—before he came here, but he had 

not liked any of them any better, principally— which was a fact which he did not trouble to point 

out at the time— because he had not done as well in those places as he had here. He had been a 

dishwasher, car-cleaner, plumber's helper and several other things before finally, in Buffalo, he 

had been inducted into the hotel business. And then a youth, working there, but who was now no 

longer here, had persuaded him to come on to Kansas City. But here: 

"Say—de tips in dis hotel is as big as you'll git anywhere, I know dat. An' what's more, 

dey's nice people workin' here. You do your bit by dem and dey'll do right by you. I been here 

now over a year an' I ain't got no complaint. Dat guy Squires is all right if you don't cause him no 

trouble. He's hard, but he's got to look out for hisself, too—dat's natural. But he don't fire nobody 



unless he's got a reason. I know dat, too. And as for de rest dere's no trouble. An' when your 

work's troo, your time's your own. Dese fellows here are good sports, all o' dem. Dey're no four-

flushers an' no tightwads, eider. Whenever dere's anyting on—a good time or sumpin' like dat, 

dey're on—nearly all of 'em. An' dey don't mooch or grouch in case tings don't work out right, 

neider. I know dat, cause I been wit 'em now, lots o' times." 

He gave Clyde the impression that these youths were all the best of friends—close—all 

but Doyle, who was a little standoffish, but not coldly so. "He's got too many women chasin' 

him, dat's all." Also that they went here and there together on occasion—to a dance hall, a 

dinner, a certain gambling joint down near the river, a certain pleasure resort—"Kate 

Sweeney's"—where were some peaches of girls—and so on and so forth, a world of such 

information as had never previously been poured into Clyde's ear, and that set him meditating, 

dreaming, doubting, worrying and questioning as to the wisdom, charm, delight to be found in all 

this—also the permissibility of it in so far as he was concerned. For had he not been otherwise 

instructed in regard to all this all his life long? There was a great thrill and yet a great question 

involved in all to which he was now listening so attentively. 

Again there was Thomas Ratterer, who was of a type which at first glance, one would 

have said, could scarcely prove either inimical or dangerous to any of the others. He was not 

more than five feet four, plump, with black hair and olive skin, and with an eye that was as 

limpid as water and as genial as could be. He, too, as Clyde learned after a time, was of a 

nondescript family, and so had profited by no social or financial advantages of any kind. But he 

had a way, and was liked by all of these youths—so much so that he was consulted about nearly 

everything. A native of Wichita, recently moved to Kansas City, he and his sister were the 

principal support of a widowed mother. During their earlier and formative years, both had seen 

their very good-natured and sympathetic mother, of whom they were honestly fond, spurned and 

abused by a faithless husband. There had been times when they were quite without food. On 

more than one occasion they had been ejected for non-payment of rent. None too continuously 

Tommy and his sister had been maintained in various public schools. Finally, at the age of 

fourteen he had decamped to Kansas City, where he had secured different odd jobs, until he 

succeeded in connecting himself with the Green-Davidson, and was later joined by his mother 

and sister who had removed from Wichita to Kansas City to be with him. 

But even more than by the luxury of the hotel or these youths, whom swiftly and yet 

surely he was beginning to decipher, Clyde was impressed by the downpour of small change that 

was tumbling in upon him and making a small lump in his right-hand pants pocket—dimes, 

nickels, quarters and half-dollars even, which increased and increased even on the first day until 

by nine o'clock he already had over four dollars in his pocket, and by twelve, at which hour he 

went off duty, he had over six and a half—as much as previously he had earned in a week. 

And of all this, as he then knew, he need only hand Mr. Squires one—no more, Hegglund 

had said—and the rest, five dollars and a half, for one evening's interesting—yes, delightful and 

fascinating—work, belonged to himself. He could scarcely believe it. It seemed fantastic, 

Aladdinish, really. Nevertheless, at twelve, exactly, of that first day a gong had sounded 

somewhere—a shuffle of feet had been heard and three boys had appeared—one to take Barnes' 

place at the desk, the other two to answer calls. And at the command of Barnes, the eight who 



were present were ordered to rise, right dress and march away. And in the hall outside, and just 

as he was leaving, Clyde approached Mr. Squires and handed him a dollar in silver. "That's 

right," Mr. Squires remarked. No more. Then, Clyde, along with the others, descended to his 

locker, changed his clothes and walked out into the darkened streets, a sense of luck and a sense 

of responsibility as to future luck so thrilling him as to make him rather tremulous—giddy, even. 

To think that now, at last, he actually had such a place. To think that he could earn this 

much every day, maybe. He began to walk toward his home, his first thought being that he must 

sleep well and so be fit for his duties in the morning. But thinking that he would not need to 

return to the hotel before 11:30 the next day, he wandered into an all-night beanery to have a cup 

of coffee and some pie. And now all he was thinking was that he would only need to work from 

noon until six, when he should be free until the following morning at six. And then he would 

make more money. A lot of it to spend on himself. 

  



Chapter 8 

The thing that most interested Clyde at first was how, if at all, he was to keep the major 

portion of all this money he was making for himself. For ever since he had been working and 

earning money, it had been assumed that he would contribute a fair portion of all that he 

received—at least three-fourths of the smaller salaries he had received up to this time—toward 

the upkeep of the home. But now, if he announced that he was receiving at least twenty-five 

dollars a week and more—and this entirely apart from the salary of fifteen a month and board—

his parents would assuredly expect him to pay ten or twelve. 

But so long had he been haunted by the desire to make himself as attractive looking as 

any other well-dressed boy that, now that he had the opportunity, he could not resist the 

temptation to equip himself first and as speedily as possible. Accordingly, he decided to say to 

his mother that all of the tips he received aggregated no more than a dollar a day. And, in order 

to give himself greater freedom of action in the matter of disposing of his spare time, he 

announced that frequently, in addition to the long hours demanded of him every other day, he 

was expected to take the place of other boys who were sick or set to doing other things. And 

also, he explained that the management demanded of all boys that they look well outside as well 

as inside the hotel. He could not long be seen coming to the hotel in the clothes that he now 

wore. Mr. Squires, he said, had hinted as much. But, as if to soften the blow, one of the boys at 

the hotel had told him of a place where he could procure quite all the things that he needed on 

time. 

And so unsophisticated was his mother in these matters that she believed him. 

But that was not all. He was now daily in contact with a type of youth who, because of 

his larger experience with the world and with the luxuries and vices of such a life as this, had 

already been inducted into certain forms of libertinism and vice even which up to this time were 

entirely foreign to Clyde's knowledge and set him agape with wonder and at first with even a 

timorous distaste. Thus, as Hegglund had pointed out, a certain percentage of this group, of 

which Clyde was now one, made common cause in connection with quite regular adventures 

which usually followed their monthly pay night. These adventures, according to their moods and 

their cash at the time, led them usually either to one of two rather famous and not too respectable 

all-night restaurants. In groups, as he gathered by degrees from hearing them talk, they were 

pleased to indulge in occasional late showy suppers with drinks, after which they were wont to 

go to either some flashy dance hall of the downtown section to pick up a girl, or that failing as a 

source of group interest, to visit some notorious—or as they would have deemed it reputed—

brothel, very frequently camouflaged as a boarding house, where for much less than the amount 

of cash in their possession they could, as they often boasted, "have any girl in the house." And 

here, of course, because of their known youth, ignorance, liberality, and uniform geniality and 

good looks, they were made much of, as a rule, being made most welcome by the various 

madames and girls of these places who sought, for commercial reasons of course, to interest 

them to come again. 

And so starved had been Clyde's life up to this time and so eager was he for almost any 

form of pleasure, that from the first he listened with all too eager ears to any account of anything 



that spelled adventure or pleasure. Not that he approved of these types of adventures. As a matter 

of fact at first it offended and depressed him, seeing as he did that it ran counter to all he had 

heard and been told to believe these many years. Nevertheless so sharp a change and relief from 

the dreary and repressed work in which he had been brought up was it, that he could not help 

thinking of all this with an itch for the variety and color it seemed to suggest. He listened 

sympathetically and eagerly, even while at times he was mentally disapproving of what he heard. 

And seeing him so sympathetic and genial, first one and then another of these youths made 

overtures to him to go here, there or the other place—to a show, a restaurant, one of their homes, 

where a card game might be indulged in by two or three of them, or even to one of the shameless 

houses, contact with which Clyde at first resolutely refused. But by degrees, becoming familiar 

with Hegglund and Ratterer, both of whom he liked very much, and being invited by them to a 

joy-night supper—a "blow-out" as they termed it, at Frissell's—he decided to go. 

"There's going to be another one of our montly blow-outs to-morrow night, Clyde, around 

at Frissell's," Ratterer had said to him. "Don't you want to come along? You haven't been yet." 

By this time, Clyde, having acclimated himself to this caloric atmosphere, was by no 

means as dubious as he was at first. For by now, in imitation of Doyle, whom he had studied 

most carefully and to great advantage, he had outfitted himself with a new brown suit, cap, 

overcoat, socks, stickpin and shoes as near like those of his mentor as possible. And the costume 

became him well—excellently well—so much so that he was far more attractive than he had ever 

been in his life, and now, not only his parents, but his younger brother and sister, were not a little 

astonished and even amazed by the change. 

How could Clyde have come by all this grandeur so speedily? How much could all this 

that he wore now have cost? Was he not hypothecating more of his future earnings for this 

temporary grandeur than was really wise? He might need it in the future. The other children 

needed things, too. And was the moral and spiritual atmosphere of a place that made him work 

such long hours and kept him out so late every day, and for so little pay, just the place to work? 

To all of which, he had replied, rather artfully for him, that it was all for the best, he was 

not working too hard. His clothes were not too fine, by any means—his mother should see some 

of the other boys. He was not spending too much money. And, anyhow, he had a long while in 

which to pay for all he had bought. 

But now, as to this supper. That was a different matter, even to him. How, he asked 

himself, in case the thing lasted until very late as was expected, could he explain to his mother 

and father his remaining out so very late. Ratterer had said it might last until three or four, 

anyhow, although he might go, of course, any time, but how would that look, deserting the 

crowd? And yet hang it all, most of them did not live at home as he did, or if they did like 

Ratterer, they had parents who didn't mind what they did. Still, a late supper like that—was it 

wise? All these boys drank and thought nothing of it—Hegglund, Ratterer, Kinsella, Shiel. It 

must be silly for him to think that there was so much danger in drinking a little, as they did on 

these occasions. On the other hand it was true that he need not drink unless he wanted to. He 

could go, and if anything was said at home, he would say that he had to work late. What 



difference did it make if he stayed out late once in a while? Wasn't he a man now? Wasn't he 

making more money than any one else in the family? And couldn't he begin to do as he pleased? 

He began to sense the delight of personal freedom—to sniff the air of personal and 

delicious romance—and he was not to be held back by any suggestion which his mother could 

now make. 

  



Chapter 9 

And so the interesting dinner, with Clyde attending, came to pass. And it was partaken of 

at Frissell's, as Ratterer had said. And by now Clyde, having come to be on genial terms with all 

of these youths, was in the gayest of moods about it all. Think of his new state in life, anyhow. 

Only a few weeks ago he was all alone, not a boy friend, scarcely a boy acquaintance in the 

world! And here he was, so soon after, going to this fine dinner with this interesting group. 

And true to the illusions of youth, the place appeared far more interesting than it really 

was. It was little more than an excellent chop-house of the older American order. Its walls were 

hung thick with signed pictures of actors and actresses, together with playbills of various periods. 

And because of the general excellence of the food, to say nothing of the geniality of its present 

manager, it had become the hangout of passing actors, politicians, local business men, and after 

them, the generality of followers who are always drawn by that which presents something a little 

different to that with which they are familiar. 

And these boys, having heard at one time and another from cab and taxi drivers that this 

was one of the best places in town, fixed upon it for their monthly dinners. Single plates of 

anything cost from sixty cents to a dollar. Coffee and tea were served in pots only. You could get 

anything you wanted to drink. To the left of the main room as you went in was a darker and low-

ceilinged room with a fireplace, to which only men resorted and sat and smoked, and read papers 

after dinner, and it was for this room that these youths reserved their greatest admiration. Eating 

here, they somehow felt older, wiser, more important—real men of the world. And Ratterer and 

Hegglund, to whom by now Clyde had become very much attached, as well as most of the 

others, were satisfied that there was not another place in all Kansas City that was really as good. 

And so this day, having drawn their pay at noon, and being off at six for the night, they 

gathered outside the hotel at the corner nearest the drug store at which Clyde had originally 

applied for work, and were off in a happy, noisy frame of mind—Hegglund, Ratterer, Paul Shiel, 

Davis Higby, another youth, Arthur Kinsella and Clyde. 

"Didja hear de trick de guy from St. Louis pulled on the main office yesterday?" 

Hegglund inquired of the crowd generally, as they started walking. "Wires last Saturday from St. 

Louis for a parlor, bedroom and bat for himself and wife, an' orders flowers put in de room. 

Jimmy, the key clerk, was just tellin' me. Den he comes on here and registers himself an' his girl, 

see, as man and wife, an', gee, a peach of a lookin' girl, too—I saw 'em. Listen, you fellows, 

cantcha? Den, on Wednesday, after he's been here tree days and dey're beginnin' to wonder about 

him a little—meals sent to de room and all dat—he comes down and says dat his wife's gotta go 

back to St. Louis, and dat he won't need no suite, just one room, and dat they can transfer his 

trunk and her bags to de new room until train time for her. But de trunk ain't his at all, see, but 

hers. And she ain't goin', don't know nuttin about it. But he is. Den he beats it, see, and leaves her 

and de trunk in de room. And widout a bean, see? Now, dey're holdin' her and her trunk, an' she's 

cryin' and wirin' friends, and dere's hell to pay all around. Can ya beat dat? An' de flowers, too. 

Roses. An' six different meals in de room and drinks for him, too." 



"Sure, I know the one you mean," exclaimed Paul Shiel. "I took up some drinks myself. I 

felt there was something phony about that guy. He was too smooth and loud-talking. An' he only 

comes across with a dime at that." 

"I remember him, too," exclaimed Ratterer. "He sent me down for all the Chicago papers 

Monday an' only give me a dime. He looked like a bluff to me." 

"Well, dey fell for him up in front, all right." It was Hegglund talking. "An' now dey're 

tryin' to gouge it outa her. Can you beat it?" 

"She didn't look to me to be more than eighteen or twenty, if she's that old," put in Arthur 

Kinsella, who up to now had said nothing. 

"Did you see either of 'em, Clyde?" inquired Ratterer, who was inclined to favor and 

foster Clyde and include him in everything. 

"No" replied Clyde. "I must have missed those two. I don't remember seeing either of 

'em." 

"Well, you missed seein' a bird when you missed that one. Tall, long black cut-a-way 

coat, wide, black derby pulled low over his eyes, pearl-gray spats, too. I thought he was an 

English duke or something at first, the way he walked, and with a cane, too. All they gotta do is 

pull that English stuff, an' talk loud an' order everybody about an' they get by with it every time." 

"That's right," commented Davis Higby. "That's good stuff, that English line. I wouldn't 

mind pulling some of it myself sometime." 

They had now turned two corners, crossed two different streets and, in group formation, 

were making their way through the main door of Frissell's, which gave in on the reflection of 

lights upon china and silverware and faces, and the buzz and clatter of a dinner crowd. Clyde 

was enormously impressed. Never before, apart from the Green-Davidson, had he been in such a 

place. And with such wise, experienced youths. 

They made their way to a group of tables which faced a leather wall-seat. The head-

waiter, recognizing Ratterer and Hegglund and Kinsella as old patrons, had two tables put 

together and butter and bread and glasses brought. About these they arranged themselves, Clyde 

with Ratterer and Higby occupying the wall seat; Hegglund, Kinsella and Shiel sitting opposite. 

"Now, me for a good old Manhattan, to begin wit'," exclaimed Hegglund avidly, looking 

about on the crowd in the room and feeling that now indeed he was a person. Of a reddish-tan 

hue, his eyes keen and blue, his reddish-brown hair brushed straight up from his forehead, he 

seemed not unlike a large and overzealous rooster. 

And similarly, Arthur Kinsella, once he was in here, seemed to perk up and take heart of 

his present glory. In a sort of ostentatious way, he drew back his coat sleeves, seized a bill of 



fare, and scanning the drink-list on the back, exclaimed: "Well, a dry Martini is good enough for 

a start." 

"Well, I'm going to begin with a Scotch and soda," observed Paul Shiel, solemnly, 

examining at the same time the meat orders. 

"None of your cocktails for me to-night," insisted Ratterer, genially, but with a note of 

reserve in his voice. "I said I wasn t going to drink much to-night, and I'm not. I think a glass of 

Rhine wine and seltzer will be about my speed." 

"For de love o' Mike, will you listen to dat, now," exclaimed Hegglund, deprecatingly. 

"He's goin' to begin on Rhine wine. And him dat likes Manhattans always. What's gettin' into 

you all of a sudden, Tommy? I t'ought you said you wanted a good time to-night." 

"So I do," replied Ratterer, "but can't I have a good time without lappin' up everything in 

the place? I want to stay sober to-night. No more call-downs for me in the morning, if I know 

what I'm about. I came pretty near not showing up last time." 

"That's true, too," exclaimed Arthur Kinsella. "I don't want to drink so much I don't know 

where I'm at, but I'm not going to begin worrying about it now." 

"How about you, Higby?" Hegglund now called to the round-eyed youth. 

"I'm having a Manhattan, too," he replied, and then, looking up at the waiter who was 

beside him, added, "How's tricks, Dennis?" 

"Oh, I can't complain," replied the waiter. "They're breakin' all right for me these days. 

How's everything over to the hotel?" 

"Fine, fine," replied Higby, cheerfully, studying the bill-of-fare. 

"An' you, Griffiths? What are you goin' to have?" called Hegglund, for, as master-of-

ceremonies, delegated by the others to look after the orders and pay the bill and tip the waiter, he 

was now fulfilling the role. 

"Who, me? Oh, me," exclaimed Clyde, not a little disturbed by this inquiry, for up to 

now—this very hour, in fact—he had never touched anything stronger than coffee or ice-cream 

soda. He had been not a little taken back by the brisk and sophisticated way in which these 

youths ordered cocktails and whisky. Surely he could not go so far as that, and yet, so well had 

he known long before this, from the conversation of these youths, that on such occasions as this 

they did drink, that he did not see how he could very well hold back. What would they think of 

him if he didn't drink something? For ever since he had been among them, he had been trying to 

appear as much of a man of the world as they were. And yet back of him, as he could plainly 

feel, lay all of the years in which he had been drilled in the "horrors" of drink and evil 

companionship. And even though in his heart this long while he had secretly rebelled against 

nearly all the texts and maxims to which his parents were always alluding, deeply resenting 



really as worthless and pointless the ragamuffin crew of wasters and failures whom they were 

always seeking to save, still, now he was inclined to think and hesitate. Should he or should he 

not drink? 

For the fraction of an instant only, while all these things in him now spoke, he hesitated, 

then added: "Why, I, oh—I think I'll take Rhine wine and seltzer, too." It was the easiest and 

safest thing to say, as he saw it. Already the rather temperate and even innocuous character of 

Rhine wine and seltzer had been emphasized by Hegglund and all the others. And yet Ratterer 

was taking it—a thing which made his choice less conspicuous and, as he felt, less ridiculous. 

"Will you listen to dis now?" exclaimed Hegglund, dramatically. "He says he'll have 

Rhine wine and seltzer, too. I see where dis party breaks up at half-past eight, all right, unless 

some of de rest of us do someting." 

And Davis Higby, who was far more trenchant and roistering than his pleasant exterior 

gave any indication of, turned to Ratterer and said: "Whatja want to start this Rhine wine and 

seltzer stuff for, so soon, Tom? Dontcha want us to have any fun at all to-night?" 

"Well, I told you why," said Ratterer. "Besides, the last time I went down to that joint I 

had forty bucks when I went in and not a cent when I came out. I want to know what's goin' on 

this time." 

"That joint," thought Clyde on hearing it. Then, after this supper, when they had all drunk 

and eaten enough, they were going down to one of those places called a "joint"—a bad-house, 

really. There was no doubt of it—he knew what the word meant. There would be women there—

bad women—evil women. And he would be expected— could he—would he? 

For the first time in his life now, he found himself confronted by a choice as to his desire 

for the more accurate knowledge of the one great fascinating mystery that had for so long 

confronted and fascinated and baffled and yet frightened him a little. For, despite all his many 

thoughts in regard to all this and women in general, he had never been in contact with any one of 

them in this way. And now—now— 

All of a sudden he felt faint thrills of hot and cold racing up and down his back and all 

over him. His hands and face grew hot and then became moist—then his cheeks and forehead 

flamed. He could feel them. Strange, swift, enticing and yet disturbing thoughts raced in and out 

of his consciousness. His hair tingled and he saw pictures—bacchanalian scenes—which swiftly, 

and yet in vain, he sought to put out of his mind. They would keep coming back. And he wanted 

them to come back. Yet he did not. And through it all he was now a little afraid. Pshaw! Had he 

no courage at all? These other fellows were not disturbed by the prospects of what was before 

them. They were very gay. They were already beginning to laugh and kid one another in regard 

to certain funny things that had happened the last time they were all out together. But what 

would his mother think if she knew? His mother! He dared not think of his mother or his father 

either at this time, and put them both resolutely out of his mind. 



"Oh, say, Kinsella," called Higby. "Do you remember that little red head in that Pacific 

Street joint that wanted you to run away to Chicago with her?" 

"Do I?" replied the amused Kinsella, taking up the Martini that was just then served him. 

"She even wanted me to quit the hotel game and let her start me in a business of some kind. 'I 

wouldn't need to work at all if I stuck by her,' she told me." 

"Oh, no, you wouldn't need to work at all, except one way," called Ratterer. 

The waiter put down Clyde's glass of Rhine wine and seltzer beside him and, interested 

and intense and troubled and fascinated by all that he heard, he picked it up, tasted it and, finding 

it mild and rather pleasing, drank it all down at once. And yet so wrought up were his thoughts 

that he scarcely realized then that he had drunk it. 

"Good for you," observed Kinsella, in a most cordial tone. "You must like that stuff." 

"Oh, it's not so bad," said Clyde. 

And Hegglund, seeing how swiftly it had gone, and feeling that Clyde, new to this world 

and green, needed to be cheered and strengthened, called to the waiter: "Here Jerry! One more of 

these, and make it a big one," he whispered behind his hand. 

And so the dinner proceeded. And it was nearly eleven before they had exhausted the 

various matters of interest to them—stories of past affairs, past jobs, past feats of daring. And by 

then Clyde had had considerable time to meditate on all of these youths—and he was inclined to 

think that he was not nearly as green as they thought, or if so, at least shrewder than most of 

them—of a better mentality, really. For who were they and what were their ambitions? 

Hegglund, as he could see, was vain and noisy and foolish—a person who could be taken in and 

conciliated by a little flattery. And Higby and Kinsella, interesting and attractive boys both, were 

still vain of things he could not be proud of—Higby of knowing a little something about 

automobiles—he had an uncle in the business—Kinsella of gambling, rolling dice even. And as 

for Ratterer and Shiel, he could see and had noticed for some time, that they were content with 

the bell-hop business—just continuing in that and nothing more—a thing which he could not 

believe, even now, would interest him forever. 

At the same time, being confronted by this problem of how soon they would be wanting 

to go to a place into which he had never ventured before, and to be doing things which he had 

never let himself think he would do in just this way, he was just a little disturbed. Had he not 

better excuse himself after they got outside, or perhaps, after starting along with them in 

whatsoever direction they chose to go, quietly slip away at some corner and return to his own 

home? For had he not already heard that the most dreadful of diseases were occasionally 

contracted in just such places—and that men died miserable deaths later because of low vices 

begun in this fashion? He could hear his mother lecturing concerning all this—yet with scarcely 

any direct knowledge of any kind. And yet, as an argument per contra, here were all of these 

boys in nowise disturbed by what was in their minds or moods to do. On the contrary, they were 

very gay over it all and amused—nothing more. 



In fact, Ratterer, who was really very fond of Clyde by now, more because of the way he 

looked and inquired and listened than because of anything Clyde did or said, kept nudging him 

with his elbow now and then, asking laughingly, "How about it, Clyde? Going to be initiated to-

night?" and then smiling broadly. Or finding Clyde quite still and thinking at times, "They won't 

do more than bite you, Clyde." 

And Hegglund, taking his cue from Ratterer and occasionally desisting from his own self-

glorifying diatribes, would add: "You won't ever be de same, Clyde. Dey never are. But we'll all 

be wid you in case of trouble." 

And Clyde, nervous and irritated, would retort: "Ah, cut it out, you two. Quit kidding. 

What's the use of trying to make out that you know so much more than I do?" 

And Ratterer would signal Hegglund with his eyes to let up and would occasionally 

whisper to Clyde: "That's all right, old man, don't get sore. You know we were just fooling, that's 

all." And Clyde, very much drawn to Ratterer, would relent and wish he were not so foolish as to 

show what he actually was thinking about. 

At last, however, by eleven o'clock, they had had their fill of conversation and food and 

drink and were ready to depart, Hegglund leading the way. And instead of the vulgar and 

secretive mission producing a kind of solemnity and mental or moral self-examination and self-

flagellation, they laughed and talked as though there was nothing but a delicious form of 

amusement before them. Indeed, much to Clyde's disgust and amazement, they now began to 

reminisce concerning other ventures into this world—of one particular one which seemed to 

amuse them all greatly, and which seemed to concern some "joint," as they called it, which they 

had once visited—a place called "Bettina's." They had been led there originally by a certain wild 

youth by the name of "Pinky" Jones of the staff of another local hotel. And this boy and one 

other by the name of Birmingham, together with Hegglund, who had become wildly intoxicated, 

had there indulged in wild pranks which all but led to their arrest—pranks which to Clyde, as he 

listened to them, seemed scarcely possible to boys of this caliber and cleanly appearance— 

pranks so crude and disgusting as to sicken him a little. 

"Oh, ho, and de pitcher of water de girl on de second floor doused on me as I went out," 

called Hegglund, laughing heartily. 

"And the big fat guy on the second floor that came to the door to see. Remember?" 

laughed Kinsella. "He thought there was a fire or a riot, I bet." 

"And you and that little fat girl, Piggy. 'Member, Ratterer?" squealed Shiel, laughing and 

choking as he tried to tell of it. 

"And Ratterer's legs all bent under his load. Yoo-hoo!" yelled Hegglund. "And de way de 

two of 'em finally slid down de steps." 

"That was all your fault, Hegglund," called Higby from Kinsella's side. "If you hadn't 

tried that switching stuff we never woulda got put out." 



"I tell you I was drunk," protested Ratterer. "It was the red-eye they sold in there." 

"And that long, thin guy from Texas with the big mustache, will you ever forget him, an' 

the way he laughed?" added Kinsella. "He wouldn't help nobody 'gainst us. 'Member?" 

"It's a wonder we weren't all thrown in the street or locked up. Oh, gee, what a night!" 

reminisced Ratterer. 

By now Clyde was faintly dizzy with the nature of these revelations. "Switchin'." That 

could mean but one thing. 

And they expected him to share in revels such as these, maybe. It could not be. He was 

not that sort of person. What would his mother and father think if they were to hear of such 

dreadful things? And yet— 

Even as they talked, they had reached a certain house in a dark and rather wide street, the 

curbs of which for a block or more on either side were sprinkled with cabs and cars. And at the 

corner, only a little distance away, were some young men standing and talking. And over the 

way, more men. And not a half a block farther on, they passed two policemen, idling and 

conversing. And although there was no light visible in any window, nor over any transom, still, 

curiously, there was a sense of vivid, radiant life. One could feel it in this dark street. Taxis spun 

and honked and two old-time closed carriages still in use rolled here and there, their curtains 

drawn. And doors slammed or opened and closed. And now and then a segment of bright inward 

light pierced the outward gloom and then disappeared again. Overhead on this night were many 

stars. 

Finally, without any comment from any one, Hegglund, accompanied by Higby and 

Shiel, marched up the steps of this house and rang the bell. Almost instantly the door was opened 

by a black girl in a red dress. "Good evening. Walk right in, won't you?" was the affable 

greeting, and the six, having pushed past her and through the curtains of heavy velvet, which 

separated this small area from the main chambers, Clyde found himself in a bright and rather 

gaudy general parlor or reception room, the walls of which were ornamented with gilt-framed 

pictures of nude or semi-nude girls and some very high pier mirrors. And the floor was covered 

by a bright red thick carpet, over which were strewn many gilt chairs. At the back, before some 

very bright red hangings, was a gilded upright piano. But of guests or inmates there seemed to be 

none, other than the black girl. 

"Jest be seated, won't you? Make yourselves at home. I'll call the madam." And, running 

upstairs to the left, she began calling: "Oh, Marie! Sadie! Caroline! They is some young 

gentlemen in the parlor." 

And at that moment, from a door in the rear, there emerged a tall, slim and rather pale-

faced woman of about thirty-eight or forty— very erect, very executive, very intelligent and 

graceful-looking— diaphanously and yet modestly garbed, who said, with a rather wan and yet 

encouraging smile: "Oh, hello, Oscar, it's you, is it? And you too, Paul. Hello! Hello, Davis! Just 

make yourselves at home anywhere, all of you. Fannie will be in in a minute. She'll bring you 



something to drink. I've just hired a new pianist from St. Joe—a Negro. Wait'll you hear him. 

He's awfully clever." 

She returned to the rear and called, "Oh, Sam!" 

As she did so, nine girls of varying ages and looks, but none apparently over twenty-four 

or five—came trooping down the stairs at one side in the rear, and garbed as Clyde had never 

seen any women dressed anywhere. And they were all laughing and talking as they came—

evidently very well pleased with themselves and in nowise ashamed of their appearance, which 

in some instances was quite extraordinary, as Clyde saw it, their costumes ranging from the 

gayest and flimsiest of boudoir negligees to the somewhat more sober, if no less revealing, 

dancing and ballroom gowns. And they were of such varied types and sizes and complexions—

slim and stout and medium—tall or short—and dark or light or betwixt. And, whatever their 

ages, all seemed young. And they smiled so warmly and enthusiastically. 

"Oh, hello, sweetheart! How are you? Don't you want to dance with me?" or "Wouldn't 

you like something to drink?" 

  



Chapter 10 

Prepared as Clyde was to dislike all this, so steeped had he been in the moods and 

maxims antipathetic to anything of its kind, still so innately sensual and romantic was his own 

disposition and so starved where sex was concerned, that instead of being sickened, he was quite 

fascinated. The very fleshly sumptuousness of most of these figures, dull and unromantic as 

might be the brains that directed them, interested him for the time being. After all, here was 

beauty of a gross, fleshly character, revealed and purchasable. And there were no difficulties of 

mood or inhibitions to overcome in connection with any of these girls. One of them, a quite 

pretty brunette in a black and red costume with a band of red ribbon across her forehead, seemed 

to be decidedly at home with Higby, for already she was dancing with him in the back room to a 

jazz melody most irrationally hammered out upon the piano. 

And Ratterer, to Clyde's surprise, was already seated upon one of the gilt chairs and upon 

his knees was lounging a tall young girl with very light hair and blue eyes. And she was smoking 

a cigarette and tapping her gold slippers to the melody of the piano. It was really quite an 

amazing and Aladdin-like scene to him. And here was Hegglund, before whom was standing a 

German or Scandinavian type, plump and pretty, her arms akimbo and her feet wide apart. And 

she was asking—with an upward swell of the voice, as Clyde could hear: "You make love to me 

to-night?" But Hegglund, apparently not very much taken with these overtures, calmly shook his 

head, after which she went on to Kinsella. 

And even as he was looking and thinking, a quite attractive blonde girl of not less than 

twenty-four, but who seemed younger to Clyde, drew up a chair beside him and seating herself, 

said: "Don't you dance?" He shook his head nervously. "Want me to show you?" 

"Oh, I wouldn't want to try here," he said. 

"Oh, it's easy," she continued. "Come on!" But since he would not, though he was rather 

pleased with her for being agreeable to him, she added: "Well, how about something to drink 

then?" 

"Sure," he agreed, gallantly, and forthwith she signaled the young Negress who had 

returned as waitress, and in a moment a small table was put before them and a bottle of whisky 

with soda on the side—a sight that so astonished and troubled Clyde that he could scarcely 

speak. He had forty dollars in his pocket, and the cost of drinks here, as he had heard from the 

others, would not be less than two dollars each, but even so, think of him buying drinks for such 

a woman at such a price! And his mother and sisters and brother at home with scarcely the means 

to make ends meet. And yet he bought and paid for several, feeling all the while that he had let 

himself in for a terrifying bit of extravagance, if not an orgy, but now that he was here, he must 

go through with it. 

And besides, as he now saw, this girl was really pretty. She had on a Delft blue evening 

gown of velvet, with slippers and stockings to match. In her ears were blue earrings and her neck 

and shoulders and arms were plump and smooth. The most disturbing thing about her was that 

her bodice was cut very low—he dared scarcely look at her there—and her cheeks and lips were 



painted— most assuredly the marks of the scarlet woman. Yet she did not seem very aggressive, 

in fact quite human, and she kept looking rather interestedly at his deep and dark and nervous 

eyes. 

"You work over at the Green-Davidson, too, don't you?" she asked. 

"Yes," replied Clyde trying to appear as if all this were not new to him—as if he had 

often been in just such a place as this, amid such scenes. "How did you know?" 

"Oh, I know Oscar Hegglund," she replied. "He comes around here once in a while. Is he 

a friend of yours?" 

"Yes. That is, he works over at the hotel with me." 

"But you haven't been here before." 

"No," said Clyde, swiftly, and yet with a trace of inquiry in his own mood. Why should 

she say he hadn't been here before? 

"I thought you hadn't. I've seen most of these other boys before, but I never saw you. You 

haven't been working over at the hotel very long, have you?" 

"No," said Clyde, a little irritated by this, his eyebrows and the skin of his forehead rising 

and falling as he talked—a form of contraction and expansion that went on involuntarily 

whenever he was nervous or thought deeply. "What of it?" 

"Oh, nothing. I just knew you hadn't. You don't look very much like these other boys—

you look different." She smiled oddly and rather ingratiatingly, a smile and a mood which Clyde 

failed to interpret. 

"How different?" he inquired, solemnly and contentiously, taking up a glass and drinking 

from it. 

"I'll bet you one thing," she went on, ignoring his inquiry entirely. "You don't care for 

girls like me very much, do you?" 

"Oh, yes, I do, too," he said, evasively. 

"Oh, no, you don't either. I can tell. But I like you just the same. I like your eyes. You're 

not like those other fellows. You're more refined, kinda. I can tell. You don't look like them." 

"Oh, I don't know," replied Clyde, very much pleased and flattered, his forehead 

wrinkling and clearing as before. This girl was certainly not as bad as he thought, maybe. She 

was more intelligent—a little more refined than the others. Her costume was not so gross. And 

she hadn't thrown herself upon him as had these others upon Hegglund, Higby, Kinsella and 

Ratterer. Nearly all of the group by now were seated upon chairs or divans about the room and 



upon their knees were girls. And in front of every couple was a little table with a bottle of whisky 

upon it. 

"Look who's drinking whisky!" called Kinsella to such of the others as would pay any 

attention to him, glancing in Clyde's direction. 

"Well, you needn't be afraid of me," went on the girl, while Clyde glanced at her arms 

and neck, at her too much revealed bosom, which quite chilled and yet enticed him. "I haven't 

been so very long in this business. And I wouldn't be here now if it hadn't been for all the bad 

luck I've had. I'd rather live at home with my family if I could, only they wouldn't have me, 

now." She looked rather solemnly at the floor, thinking mainly of the little inexperienced dunce 

Clyde was—so raw and green. Also of the money she had seen him take out of his pocket—

plainly quite a sum. Also how really good-looking he was, not handsome or vigorous, but 

pleasing. And he was thinking at the instant of Esta, as to where she had gone or was now. What 

might have befallen her—who could say? What might have been done to her? Had this girl, by 

any chance, ever had any such unfortunate experience as she had had? He felt a growing, if 

somewhat grandiose, sympathy, and looked at her as much as to say: "You poor thing." Yet for 

the moment he would not trust himself to say anything or make any further inquiries. 

"You fellows who come into a place like this always think so hard of everybody. I know 

how you are. But we're not as bad as you think." 

Clyde's brows knit and smoothed again. Perhaps she was not as bad as he thought. She 

was a low woman, no doubt—evil but pretty. In fact, as he looked about the room from time to 

time, none of the girls appealed to him more. And she thought him better than these other boys—

more refined—she had detected that. The compliment stuck. Presently she was filling his glass 

for him and urging him to drink with her. Another group of young men arrived about then— and 

other girls coming out of the mysterious portals at the rear to greet them—Hegglund and Ratterer 

and Kinsella and Higby, as he saw, mysteriously disappeared up that back stairs that was heavily 

curtained from the general room. And as these others came in, this girl invited him to come and 

sit upon a divan in the back room where the lights were dimmer. 

And now, seated here, she had drawn very close to him and touched his hands and finally 

linking an arm in his and pressing close to him, inquired if he didn't want to see how pretty some 

of the rooms on the second floor were furnished. And seeing that he was quite alone now—not 

one of all the group with whom he had come around to observe him—and that this girl seemed to 

lean to him warmly and sympathetically, he allowed himself to be led up that curtained back stair 

and into a small pink and blue furnished room, while he kept saying to himself that this was an 

outrageous and dangerous proceeding on his part, and that it might well end in misery for him. 

He might contract some dreadful disease. She might charge him more than he could afford. He 

was afraid of her—himself— everything, really—quite nervous and almost dumb with his 

several fears and qualms. And yet he went, and, the door locked behind him, this interestingly 

well-rounded and graceful Venus turned the moment they were within and held him to her, then 

calmly, and before a tall mirror which revealed her fully to herself and him, began to disrobe. 

  



Chapter 11 

The effect of this adventure on Clyde was such as might have been expected in 

connection with one so new and strange to such a world as this. In spite of all that deep and 

urgent curiosity and desire that had eventually led him to that place and caused him to yield, still, 

because of the moral precepts with which he had so long been familiar, and also because of the 

nervous esthetic inhibitions which were characteristic of him, he could not but look back upon all 

this as decidedly degrading and sinful. His parents were probably right when they preached that 

this was all low and shameful. And yet this whole adventure and the world in which it was laid, 

once it was all over, was lit with a kind of gross, pagan beauty or vulgar charm for him. And 

until other and more interesting things had partially effaced it, he could not help thinking back 

upon it with considerable interest and pleasure, even. 

In addition he kept telling himself that now, having as much money as he was making, he 

could go and do about as he pleased. He need not go there any more if he did not want to, but he 

could go to other places that might not be as low, maybe—more refined. He wouldn't want to go 

with a crowd like that again. He would rather have just one girl somewhere if he could find 

her—a girl such as those with whom he had seen Sieberling and Doyle associate. And so, despite 

all of his troublesome thoughts of the night before, he was thus won quickly over to this new 

source of pleasure if not its primary setting. He must find a free pagan girl of his own somewhere 

if he could, like Doyle, and spend his money on her. And he could scarcely wait until 

opportunity should provide him with the means of gratifying himself in this way. 

But more interesting and more to his purpose at the time was the fact that both Hegglund 

and Ratterer, in spite of, or possibly because of, a secret sense of superiority which they detected 

in Clyde, were inclined to look upon him with no little interest and to court him and to include 

him among all their thoughts of affairs and pleasures. Indeed, shortly after his first adventure, 

Ratterer invited him to come to his home, where, as Clyde most quickly came to see, was a life 

very different from his own. At the Griffiths' all was so solemn and reserved, the still moods of 

those who feel the pressure of dogma and conviction. In Ratterer's home, the reverse of this was 

nearly true. The mother and sister with whom he lived, while not without some moral although 

no particular religious convictions, were inclined to view life with a great deal of generosity or, 

as a moralist would have seen it, laxity. There had never been any keen moral or characterful 

direction there at all. And so it was that Ratterer and his sister Louise, who was two years 

younger than himself, now did about as they pleased, and without thinking very much about it. 

But his sister chanced to be shrewd or individual enough not to wish to cast herself away on just 

any one. 

The interesting part of all this was that Clyde, in spite of a certain strain of refinement 

which caused him to look askance at most of this, was still fascinated by the crude picture of life 

and liberty which it offered. Among such as these, at least, he could go, do, be as he had never 

gone or done or been before. And particularly was he pleased and enlightened—or rather 

dubiously liberated—in connection with his nervousness and uncertainty in regard to his charm 

or fascination for girls of his own years. For up to this very time, and in spite of his recent first 

visit to the erotic temple to which Hegglund and the others had led him, he was still convinced 

that he had no skill with or charm where girls were concerned. Their mere proximity or approach 



was sufficient to cause him to recede mentally, to chill or palpitate nervously, and to lose what 

little natural skill he had for conversation or poised banter such as other youths possessed. But 

now, in his visits to the home of Ratterer, as he soon discovered, he was to have ample 

opportunity to test whether this shyness and uncertainty could be overcome. 

For it was a center for the friends of Ratterer and his sister, who were more or less of one 

mood in regard to life. Dancing, card-playing, love-making rather open and unashamed, went on 

there. Indeed, up to this time, Clyde would not have imagined that a parent like Mrs. Ratterer 

could have been as lackadaisical or indifferent as she was, apparently, to conduct and morals 

generally. He would not have imagined that any mother would have countenanced the easy 

camaraderie that existed between the sexes in Mrs. Ratterer's home. 

And very soon, because of several cordial invitations which were extended to him by 

Ratterer, he found himself part and parcel of this group—a group which from one point of 

view—the ideas held by its members, the rather wretched English they spoke—he looked down 

upon. From another point of view—the freedom they possessed, the zest with which they 

managed to contrive social activities and exchanges—he was drawn to them. Because, for the 

first time, these permitted him, if he chose, to have a girl of his own, if only he could summon 

the courage. And this, owing to the well-meant ministrations of Ratterer and his sister and their 

friends, he soon sought to accomplish. Indeed the thing began on the occasion of his first visit to 

the Ratterers. 

Louise Ratterer worked in a dry-goods store and often came home a little late for dinner. 

On this occasion she did not appear until seven, and the eating of the family meal was postponed 

accordingly. In the meantime, two girl friends of Louise arrived to consult her in connection with 

something, and finding her delayed, and Ratterer and Clyde there, they made themselves at 

home, rather impressed and interested by Clyde and his new finery. For he, at once girl-hungry 

and girl-shy, held himself nervously aloof, a manifestation which they mistook for a conviction 

of superiority on his part. And in consequence, arrested by this, they determined to show how 

really interesting they were—vamp him—no less. And he found their crude briskness and 

effrontery very appealing—so much so that he was soon taken by the charms of one, a certain 

Hortense Briggs, who, like Louise, was nothing more than a crude shop girl in one of the large 

stores, but pretty and dark and self-appreciative. And yet from the first, he realized that she was 

not a little coarse and vulgar—a very long way removed from the type of girl he had been 

imagining in his dreams that he would like to have. 

"Oh, hasn't she come in yet?" announced Hortense, on first being admitted by Ratterer 

and seeing Clyde near one of the front windows, looking out. "Isn't that too bad? Well, we'll just 

have to wait a little bit if you don't mind"—this last with a switch and a swagger that plainly 

said, who would mind having us around? And forthwith she began to primp and admire herself 

before a mirror which surmounted an ocher-colored mantelpiece that graced a fireless grate in 

the dining-room. And her friend, Greta Miller, added: "Oh, dear, yes. I hope you won't make us 

go before she comes. We didn't come to eat. We thought your dinner would be all over by now." 

"Where do you get that stuff—'put you out'?" replied Ratterer cynically. "As though 

anybody could drive you two outa here if you didn't want to go. Sit down and play the victrola or 



do anything you like. Dinner'll soon be ready and Louise'll be here any minute." He returned to 

the dining-room to look at a paper which he had been reading, after pausing to introduce Clyde. 

And the latter, because of the looks and the airs of these two, felt suddenly as though he had been 

cast adrift upon a chartless sea in an open boat. 

"Oh, don't say eat to me!" exclaimed Greta Miller, who was surveying Clyde calmly as 

though she were debating with herself whether he was worth-while game or not, and deciding 

that he was: "With all the ice-cream and cake and pie and sandwiches we'll have to eat yet to-

night. We was just going to warn Louise not to fill up too much. Kittie Keane's givin' a birthday 

party, you know, Tom, and she'll have a big cake an' everythin'. You're comin' down, ain't you, 

afterwards?" she concluded, with a thought of Clyde and his possible companionship in mind. 

"I wasn't thinkin' of it," calmly observed Ratterer. "Me and Clyde was thinkin' of goin' to 

a show after dinner." 

"Oh, how foolish," put in Hortense Briggs, more to attract attention to herself and take it 

away from Greta than anything else. She was still in front of the mirror, but turned now to cast a 

fetching smile on all, particularly Clyde, for whom she fancied her friend might be angling, 

"When you could come along and dance. I call that silly." 

"Sure, dancing is all you three ever think of—you and Louise," retorted Ratterer. "It's a 

wonder you don't give yourselves a rest once in a while. I'm on my feet all day an' I like to sit 

down once in a while." He could be most matter-of-fact at times. 

"Oh, don't say sit down to me," commented Greta Miller with a lofty smile and a gliding, 

dancing motion of her left foot, "with all the dates we got ahead of us this week. Oh, gee!" Her 

eyes and eyebrows went up and she clasped her hands dramatically before her. "It's just terrible, 

all the dancin' we gotta do yet, this winter, don't we, Hortense? Thursday night and Friday night 

and Saturday and Sunday nights." She counted on her fingers most archly. "Oh, gee! It is terrible, 

really." She gave Clyde an appealing, sympathy-seeking smile. "Guess where we were the other 

night, Tom. Louise and Ralph Thorpe and Hortense and Bert Gettler, me and Willie Bassick—

out at Pegrain's on Webster Avenue. Oh, an' you oughta seen the crowd out there. Sam Shaffer 

and Tillie Burns was there. And we danced until four in the morning. I thought my knees would 

break. I ain't been so tired in I don't know when." 

"Oh, gee!" broke in Hortense, seizing her turn and lifting her arms dramatically. "I 

thought I never would get to work the next morning. I could just barely see the customers 

moving around. And, wasn't my mother fussy! Gee! She hasn't gotten over it yet. She don't mind 

so much about Saturdays and Sundays, but all these week nights and when I have to get up the 

next morning at seven— gee—how she can pick!" 

"An' I don't blame her, either," commented Mrs. Ratterer, who was just then entering 

with a plate of potatoes and some bread. "You two'll get sick and Louise, too, if you don't get 

more rest. I keep tellin' her she won't be able to keep her place or stand it if she don't get more 

sleep. But she don't pay no more attention to me than Tom does, and that's just none at all." 



"Oh, well, you can't expect a fellow in my line to get in early always, Ma," was all 

Ratterer said. And Hortense Briggs added: "Gee, I'd die if I had to stay in one night. You gotta 

have a little fun when you work all day." 

What an easy household, thought Clyde. How liberal and indifferent. And the sexy, gay 

way in which these two girls posed about. And their parents thought nothing of it, evidently. If 

only he could have a girl as pretty as this Hortense Briggs, with her small, sensuous mouth and 

her bright hard eyes. 

"To bed twice a week early is all I need," announced Greta Miller archly. "My father 

thinks I'm crazy, but more'n that would do me harm." She laughed jestingly, and Clyde, in spite 

of the "we was'es" and "I seen's," was most vividly impressed. Here was youth and geniality and 

freedom and love of life. 

And just then the front door opened and in hurried Louise Ratterer, a medium-sized, trim, 

vigorous little girl in a red-lined cape and a soft blue felt hat pulled over her eyes. Unlike her 

brother, she was brisk and vigorous and more lithe and as pretty as either of these others. 

"Oh, look who's here!" she exclaimed. "You two birds beat me home, didnja? Well, I got 

stuck to-night on account of some mix-up in my sales-book. And I had to go up to the cashier's 

office. You bet it wasn't my fault, though. They got my writin' wrong," then noting Clyde for the 

first time, she announced: "I bet I know who this is—Mr. Griffiths. Tom's talked about you a lot. 

I wondered why he didn't bring you around here before." And Clyde, very much flattered, 

mumbled that he wished he had. 

But the two visitors, after conferring with Louise in a small front bedroom to which they 

all retired, reappeared presently and because of strenuous invitations, which were really not 

needed, decided to remain. And Clyde, because of their presence, was now intensely wrought up 

and alert—eager to make a pleasing impression and to be received upon terms of friendship here. 

And these three girls, finding him attractive, were anxious to be agreeable to him, so much so 

that for the first time in his life they put him at his ease with the opposite sex and caused him to 

find his tongue. 

"We was just going to warn you not to eat so much," laughed Greta Miller, turning to 

Louise, "and now, see, we are all trying to eat again." She laughed heartily. "And they'll have 

pies and cakes and everythin' at Kittie's." 

"Oh, gee, and we're supposed to dance, too, on top of all this. Well, heaven help me, is all 

I have to say," put in Hortense. 

The peculiar sweetness of her mouth, as he saw it, as well as the way she crinkled it when 

she smiled, caused Clyde to be quite beside himself with admiration and pleasure. She looked 

quite delightful—wonderful to him. Indeed her effect on him made him swallow quickly and half 

choke on the coffee he had just taken. He laughed and felt irrepressibly gay. 

At that moment she turned on him and said: "See, what I've done to him now." 



"Oh, that ain't all you've done to me," exclaimed Clyde, suddenly being seized with an 

inspiration and a flow of thought and courage. Of a sudden, because of her effect on him, he felt 

bold and courageous, albeit a little foolish and added, "Say, I'm gettin' kinda woozy with all the 

pretty faces I see around here." 

"Oh, gee, you don't want to give yourself away that quick around here, Clyde," cautioned 

Ratterer, genially. "These high-binders'll be after you to make you take 'em wherever they want 

to go. You better not begin that way." And, sure enough, Louise Ratterer, not to be abashed by 

what her brother had just said, observed: "You dance, don't you, Mr. Griffiths?" 

"No, I don't," replied Clyde, suddenly brought back to reality by this inquiry and 

regretting most violently the handicap this was likely to prove in this group. "But you bet I wish I 

did now," he added gallantly and almost appealingly, looking first at Hortense and then at Greta 

Miller and Louise. But all pretended not to notice his preference, although Hortense titillated 

with her triumph. She was not convinced that she was so greatly taken with him, but it was 

something to triumph thus easily and handsomely over these others. And the others felt it. "Ain't 

that too bad?" she commented, a little indifferently and superiorly now that she realized that she 

was his preference. "You might come along with us, you and Tom, if you did. There's goin' to be 

mostly dancing at Kittie's." 

Clyde began to feel and look crushed at once. To think that this girl, to whom of all those 

here he was most drawn, could dismiss him and his dreams and desires thus easily, and all 

because he couldn't dance. And his accursed home training was responsible for all this. He felt 

broken and cheated. What a boob he must seem not to be able to dance. And Louise Ratterer 

looked a little puzzled and indifferent, too. But Greta Miller, whom he liked less than Hortense, 

came to his rescue with: "Oh, it ain't so hard to learn. I could show you in a few minutes after 

dinner if you wanted to. It's only a few steps you have to know. And then you could go, anyhow, 

if you wanted to." 

Clyde was grateful and said so—determined to learn here or elsewhere at the first 

opportunity. Why hadn't he gone to a dancing school before this, he asked himself. But the thing 

that pained him most was the seeming indifference of Hortense now that he had made it clear 

that he liked her. Perhaps it was that Bert Gettler, previously mentioned, with whom she had 

gone to the dance, who was making it impossible for him to interest her. So he was always to be 

a failure this way. Oh, gee! 

But the moment the dinner was over and while the others were still talking, the first to put 

on a dance record and come over with hands extended was Hortense, who was determined not to 

be outdone by her rival in this way. She was not particularly interested or fascinated by Clyde, at 

least not to the extent of troubling about him as Greta did. But if her friend was going to attempt 

a conquest in this manner, was it not just as well to forestall her? And so, while Clyde misread 

her change of attitude to the extent of thinking that she liked him better than he had thought, she 

took him by the hands, thinking at the same time that he was too bashful. However, placing his 

right arm about her waist, his other clasped in hers at her shoulder, she directed his attention to 

her feet and his and began to illustrate the few primary movements of the dance. But so eager 

and grateful was he—almost intense and ridiculous—she did not like him very much, thought 



him a little unsophisticated and too young. At the same time, there was a charm about him which 

caused her to wish to assist him. And soon he was moving about with her quite easily—and 

afterwards with Greta and then Louise, but wishing always it was Hortense. And finally he was 

pronounced sufficiently skillful to go, if he would. 

And now the thought of being near her, being able to dance with her again, drew him so 

greatly that, despite the fact that three youths, among them that same Bert Gettler, appeared on 

the scene to escort them, and although he and Ratterer had previously agreed to go to a theater 

together, he could not help showing how much he would prefer to follow those others—so much 

so that Ratterer finally agreed to abandon the theater idea. And soon they were off, Clyde 

grieving that he could not walk with Hortense, who was with Gettler, and hating his rival 

because of this; but still attempting to be civil to Louise and Greta, who bestowed sufficient 

attention on him to make him feel at ease. Ratterer, having noticed his extreme preference and 

being alone with him for a moment, said: "You better not get too stuck on that Hortense Briggs. I 

don't think she's on the level with anybody. She's got that fellow Gettler and others. She'll only 

work you an' you might not get anything, either." 

But Clyde, in spite of this honest and well-meant caution, was not to be dissuaded. On 

sight, and because of the witchery of a smile, the magic and vigor of motion and youth, he was 

completely infatuated and would have given or done anything for an additional smile or glance 

or hand pressure. And that despite the fact that he was dealing with a girl who no more knew her 

own mind than a moth, and who was just reaching the stage where she was finding it convenient 

and profitable to use boys of her own years or a little older for whatever pleasures or clothes she 

desired. 

The party proved nothing more than one of those ebullitions of the youthful mating 

period. The house of Kittie Keane was little more than a cottage in a poor street under bare 

December trees. But to Clyde, because of the passion for a pretty face that was suddenly lit in 

him, it had the color and the form and gayety of romance itself. And the young girls and boys 

that he met there—girls and boys of the Ratterer, Hegglund, Hortense stripe—were still of the 

very substance and texture of that energy, ease and forwardness which he would have given his 

soul to possess. And curiously enough, in spite of a certain nervousness on his part, he was by 

reason of his new companions made an integral part of the gayeties. 

And on this occasion he was destined to view a type of girl and youth in action such as 

previously it had not been his fortune or misfortune, as you will, to see. There was, for instance, 

a type of sensual dancing which Louise and Hortense and Greta indulged in with the greatest 

nonchalance and assurance. At the same time, many of these youths carried whisky in a hip 

flask, from which they not only drank themselves, but gave others to drink—boys and girls 

indiscriminately. 

And the general hilarity for this reason being not a little added to, they fell into more 

intimate relations—spooning with one and another—Hortense and Louise and Greta included. 

Also to quarreling at times. And it appeared to be nothing out of the ordinary, as Clyde saw, for 

one youth or another to embrace a girl behind a door, to hold her on his lap in a chair in some 

secluded corner, to lie with her on a sofa, whispering intimate and unquestionably welcome 



things to her. And although at no time did he espy Hortense doing this—still, as he saw, she did 

not hesitate to sit on the laps of various boys or to whisper with rivals behind doors. And this for 

a time so discouraged and at the same time incensed him that he felt he could not and would not 

have anything more to do with her—she was too cheap, vulgar, inconsiderate. 

At the same time, having partaken of the various drinks offered him—so as not to seem 

less worldly wise than the others—until brought to a state of courage and daring not ordinarily 

characteristic of him, he ventured to half plead with and at the same time half reproach her for 

her too lax conduct. 

"You're a flirt, you are. You don't care who you jolly, do you?" This as they were dancing 

together after one o'clock to the music of a youth named Wilkens, at the none too toneful piano. 

She was attempting to show him a new step in a genial and yet coquettish way, and with an 

amused, sensuous look. 

"What do you mean, flirt? I don't get you." 

"Oh, don't you?" replied Clyde, a little crossly and still attempting to conceal his real 

mood by a deceptive smile. "I've heard about you. You jolly 'em all." 

"Oh, do I?" she replied quite irritably. "Well, I haven't tried to jolly you very much, have 

I?" 

"Well, now, don't get mad," he half pleaded and half scolded, fearing, perhaps, that he 

had ventured too far and might lose her entirely now. "I don't mean anything by it. You don't 

deny that you let a lot of these fellows make love to you. They seem to like you, anyway." 

"Oh, well, of course they like me, I guess. I can't help that, can I?" 

"Well, I'll tell you one thing," he blurted boastfully and passionately. "I could spend a lot 

more on you than they could. I got it." He had been thinking only the moment before of fifty-five 

dollars in bills that snuggled comfortably in his pocket. 

"Oh, I don't know," she retorted, not a little intrigued by this cash offer, as it were, and at 

the same time not a little set up in her mood by the fact that she could thus inflame nearly all 

youths in this way. She was really a little silly, very lightheaded, who was infatuated by her own 

charms and looked in every mirror, admiring her eyes, her hair, her neck, her hands, her figure, 

and practising a peculiarly fetching smile. 

At the same time, she was not unaffected by the fact that Clyde was not a little attractive 

to look upon, although so very green. She liked to tease such beginners. He was a bit of a fool, as 

she saw him. But he was connected with the Green-Davidson, and he was well-dressed, and no 

doubt he had all the money he said and would spend it on her. Some of those whom she liked 

best did not have much money to spend. 



"Lots of fellows with money would like to spend it on me." She tossed her head and 

flicked her eyes and repeated her coyest smile. 

At once Clyde's countenance darkened. The witchery of her look was too much for him. 

The skin of his forehead crinkled and then smoothed out. His eyes burned lustfully and bitterly, 

his old resentment of life and deprivation showing. No doubt all she said was true. There were 

others who had more and would spend more. He was boasting and being ridiculous and she was 

laughing at him. 

After a moment, he added, weakly, "I guess that's right, too. But they couldn't want you 

more than I do." 

The uncalculated honesty of it flattered her not a little. He wasn't so bad after all. They 

were gracefully gliding about as the music continued. 

"Oh, well, I don't flirt everywhere like I do here. These fellows and girls all know each 

other. We're always going around together. You mustn't mind what you see here." 

She was lying artfully, but it was soothing to him none the less. "Gee, I'd give anything if 

you'd only be nice to me," he pleaded, desperately and yet ecstatically. "I never saw a girl I'd 

rather have than you. You're swell. I'm crazy about you. Why won't you come out to dinner with 

me and let me take you to a show afterwards? Don't you want to do that, tomorrow night or 

Sunday? Those are my two nights off. I work other nights." 

She hesitated at first, for even now she was not so sure that she wished to continue this 

contact. There was Gettler, to say nothing of several others, all jealous and attentive. Even 

though he spent money on her, she might not wish to bother with him. He was already too eager 

and he might become troublesome. At the same time, the natural coquetry of her nature would 

not permit her to relinquish him. He might fall into the hands of Greta or Louise. In consequence 

she finally arranged a meeting for the following Tuesday. But he could not come to the house, or 

take her home to-night—on account of her escort, Mr. Gettler. But on the following Tuesday, at 

six-thirty, near the Green-Davidson. And he assured her that they would dine first at Frissell's, 

and then see "The Corsair," a musical comedy at Libby's, only two blocks away. 

  



Chapter 12 

Now trivial as this contact may seem to some, it was of the utmost significance to Clyde. 

Up to this time he had never seen a girl with so much charm who would deign to look at him, or 

so he imagined. And now he had found one, and she was pretty and actually interested 

sufficiently to accompany him to dinner and to a show. It was true, perhaps, that she was a flirt, 

and not really sincere with any one, and that maybe at first he could not expect her to center her 

attentions on him, but who knew—who could tell? 

And true to her promise on the following Tuesday she met him at the corner of 14th 

Street and Wyandotte, near the Green-Davidson. And so excited and flattered and enraptured 

was he that he could scarcely arrange his jumbled thoughts and emotions in any seemly way. But 

to show that he was worthy of her, he had made an almost exotic toilet—hair pomaded, a 

butterfly tie, new silk muffler and silk socks to emphasize his bright brown shoes, purchased 

especially for the occasion. 

But once he had reencountered Hortense, whether all this was of any import to her he 

could not tell. For, after all, it was her own appearance, not his, that interested her. And what was 

more—a trick with her—she chose to keep him waiting until nearly seven o'clock, a delay which 

brought about in him the deepest dejection of spirit for the time being. For supposing, after all, in 

the interval, she had decided that she did not care for him and did not wish to see him any more. 

Well, then he would have to do without her, of course. But that would prove that he was not 

interesting to a girl as pretty as she was, despite all the nice clothes he was now able to wear and 

the money he could spend. He was determined that, girl or no girl, he would not have one who 

was not pretty. Ratterer and Hegglund did not seem to mind whether the girl they knew was 

attractive or not, but with him it was a passion. The thought of being content with one not so 

attractive almost nauseated him. 

And yet here he was now, on the street corner in the dark—the flare of many signs and 

lights about, hundreds of pedestrians hurrying hither and thither, the thought of pleasurable 

intentions and engagements written upon the faces of many—and he, he alone, might have to 

turn and go somewhere else—eat alone, go to a theater alone, go home alone, and then to work 

again in the morning. He had just about concluded that he was a failure when out of the crowd, a 

little distance away, emerged the face and figure of Hortense. She was smartly dressed in a black 

velvet jacket with a reddish-brown collar and cuffs, and a bulgy, round tam of the same material 

with a red leather buckle on the side. And her cheeks and lips were rouged a little. And her eyes 

sparkled. And as usual she gave herself all the airs of one very well content with herself. 

"Oh, hello, I'm late, ain't I? I couldn't help it. You see, I forgot I had another appointment 

with a fella, a friend of mine— gee, a peach of a boy, too, and it was only at six I remembered 

that I had the two dates. Well, I was in a mess then. So I had to do something about one of you. I 

was just about to call you up and make a date for another night, only I remembered you wouldn't 

be at your place after six. Tom never is. And Charlie always is in his place till six-thirty, anyhow, 

sometimes later, and he's a peach of a fella that way—never grouchy or nothing. And he was 

goin' to take me to the theater and to dinner, too. He has charge of the cigar stand over here at the 

Orphia. So I called him up. Well, he didn't like it so very much. But I told him I'd make it 



another night. Now, aintcha glad? Dontcha think I'm pretty nice to you, disappointin' a good-

lookin' fella like Charlie for you?" 

She had caught a glimpse of the disturbed and jealous and yet fearsome look in Clyde's 

eyes as she talked of another. And the thought of making him jealous was a delight to her. She 

realized that he was very much smitten with her. So she tossed her head and smiled, falling into 

step with him as he moved up the street. 

"You bet it was nice of you to come," he forced himself to say, even though the reference 

to Charlie as a "peach of a fella" seemed to affect his throat and his heart at the same time. What 

chance had he to hold a girl who was so pretty and self-willed? "Gee, you look swell to-night," 

he went on, forcing himself to talk and surprising himself a little with his ability to do so. "I like 

the way that hat looks on you, and your coat too." He looked directly at her, his eyes lit with 

admiration, an eager yearning filling them. He would have liked to have kissed her—her pretty 

mouth— only he did not dare here, or anywhere as yet. 

"I don't wonder you have to turn down engagements. You're pretty enough. Don't you 

want some roses to wear?" They were passing a flower store at the moment and the sight of them 

put the thought of the gift in his mind. He had heard Hegglund say that women liked fellows who 

did things for them. 

"Oh, sure, I would like some roses," she replied, turning into the place. "Or maybe some 

of those violets. They look pretty. They go better with this jacket, I think." 

She was pleased to think that Clyde was sporty enough to think of flowers. Also that he 

was saying such nice things about her. At the same time she was convinced that he was a boy 

who had had little, if anything, to do with girls. And she preferred youths and men who were 

more experienced, not so easily flattered by her— not so easy to hold. Yet she could not help 

thinking that Clyde was a better type of boy or man than she was accustomed to—more refined. 

And for that reason, in spite of his gaucheness (in her eyes) she was inclined to tolerate him—to 

see how he would do. 

"Well, these are pretty nifty," she exclaimed, picking up a rather large bouquet of violets 

and pinning them on. "I think I'll wear these." And while Clyde paid for them, she posed before 

the mirror, adjusting them to her taste. At last, being satisfied as to their effect, she turned and 

exclaimed, "Well, I'm ready," and took him by the arm. 

Clyde, being not a little overawed by her spirit and mannerisms, was at a loss what else to 

say for the moment, but he need not have worried—her chief interest in life was herself. 

"Gee, I tell you I had a swift week of it last week. Out every night until three. An' Sunday 

until nearly morning. My, that was some rough party I was to last night, all right. Ever been 

down to Burkett's at Gifford's Ferry? Oh, a nifty place, all right, right over the Big Blue at 39th. 

Dancing in summer and you can skate outside when it's frozen in winter or dance on the ice. An' 

the niftiest little orchestra." 



Clyde watched the play of her mouth and the brightness of her eyes and the swiftness of 

her gestures without thinking so much of what she said—very little. 

"Wallace Trone was along with us—gee, he's a scream of a kid—and afterwards when we 

was sittin' down to eat ice cream, he went out in the kitchen and blacked up an' put on a waiter's 

apron and coat and then comes back and serves us. That's one funny boy. An' he did all sorts of 

funny stuff with the dishes and spoons." Clyde sighed because he was by no means as gifted as 

the gifted Trone. 

"An' then, Monday morning, when we all got back it was nearly four, and I had to get up 

again at seven. I was all in. I coulda chucked my job, and I woulda, only for the nice people 

down at the store and Mr. Beck. He's the head of my department, you know, and say, how I do 

plague that poor man. I sure am hard on that store. One day I comes in late after lunch; one of the 

other girls punched the clock for me with my key, see, and he was out in the hall and he saw her, 

and he says to me afterwards, about two in the afternoon, 'Say look here, Miss Briggs' (he always 

calls me Miss Briggs, 'cause I won't let him call me nothing else. He'd try to get fresh if I did), 

'that loanin' that key stuff don't go. Cut that stuff out now. This ain't no Follies.' I had to laugh. 

He does get so sore at times at all of us. But I put him in his place just the same. He's kinda soft 

on me, you know—he wouldn't fire me for worlds, not him. So I says to him, 'See here, Mr. 

Beck, you can't talk to me in any such style as that. I'm not in the habit of comin' late often. An' 

wot's more, this ain't the only place I can work in K.C. If I can't be late once in a while without 

hearin' about it, you can just send up for my time, that's all, see.' I wasn't goin' to let him get 

away with that stuff. And just as I thought, he weakened. All he says was, 'Well, just the same, 

I'm warnin' you. Next time maybe Mr. Tierney'll see you an' then you'll get a chance to try some 

other store, all right.' He knew he was bluffing and that I did, too. I had to laugh. An' I saw him 

laughin' with Mr. Scott about two minutes later. But, gee, I certainly do pull some raw stuff 

around there at times." 

By then she and Clyde, with scarcely a word on his part, and much to his ease and relief, 

had reached Frissell's. And for the first time in his life he had the satisfaction of escorting a girl 

to a table in such a place. Now he really was beginning to have a few experiences worthy of the 

name. He was quite on edge with the romance of it. Because of her very high estimate of herself, 

her very emphatic picture of herself as one who was intimate with so many youths and girls who 

were having a good time, he felt that up to this hour he had not lived at all. Swiftly he thought of 

the different things she had told him—Burkett's on the Big Blue, skating and dancing on the 

ice—Charlie Trone—the young tobacco clerk with whom she had had the engagement for to-

night—Mr. Beck at the store who was so struck on her that he couldn't bring himself to fire her. 

And as he saw her order whatever she liked, without any thought of his purse, he contemplated 

quickly her face, figure, the shape of her hands, so suggestive always of the delicacy or 

roundness of the arm, the swell of her bust, already very pronounced, the curve of her eyebrows, 

the rounded appeal of her smooth cheeks and chin. There was something also about the tone of 

her voice, unctuous, smooth, which somehow appealed to and disturbed him. To him it was 

delicious. Gee, if he could only have such a girl all for himself! 

And in here, as without, she clattered on about herself, not at all impressed, apparently, 

by the fact that she was dining here, a place that to him had seemed quite remarkable. When she 



was not looking at herself in a mirror, she was studying the bill of fare and deciding what she 

liked—lamb with mint jelly—no omelette, no beef—oh, yes, filet of mignon with mushrooms. 

She finally compromised on that with celery and cauliflower. And she would like a cocktail. Oh, 

yes, Clyde had heard Hegglund say that no meal was worth anything without a few drinks, so 

now he had mildly suggested a cocktail. And having secured that and a second, she seemed 

warmer and gayer and more gossipy than ever. 

But all the while, as Clyde noticed, her attitude in so far as he was concerned was rather 

distant—impersonal. If for so much as a moment, he ventured to veer the conversation ever so 

slightly to themselves, his deep personal interest in her, whether she was really very deeply 

concerned about any other youth, she threw him off by announcing that she liked all the boys, 

really. They were all so lovely—so nice to her. They had to be. When they weren't, she didn't 

have anything more to do with them. She "tied a can to them," as she once expressed it. Her 

quick eyes clicked and she tossed her head defiantly. 

And Clyde was captivated by all this. Her gestures, her poses, moues and attitudes were 

sensuous and suggestive. She seemed to like to tease, promise, lay herself open to certain charges 

and conclusions and then to withhold and pretend that there was nothing to all of this—that she 

was very unconscious of anything save the most reserved thoughts in regard to herself. In the 

main, Clyde was thrilled and nourished by this mere proximity to her. It was torture, and yet a 

sweet kind of torture. He was full of the most tantalizing thoughts about how wonderful it would 

be if only he were permitted to hold her close, kiss her mouth, bite her, even. To cover her mouth 

with his! To smother her with kisses! To crush and pet her pretty figure! She would look at him 

at moments with deliberate, swimming eyes, and he actually felt a little sick and weak—almost 

nauseated. His one dream was that by some process, either of charm or money, he could make 

himself interesting to her. 

And yet after going with her to the theater and taking her home again, he could not see 

that he had made any noticeable progress. For throughout the performance of "The Corsair" at 

Libby's, Hortense, who, because of her uncertain interest in him was really interested in the play, 

talked of nothing but similar shows she had seen, as well as of actors and actresses and what she 

thought of them, and what particular youth had taken her. And Clyde, instead of leading her in 

wit and defiance and matching her experiences with his own, was compelled to content himself 

with approving of her. 

And all the time she was thinking that she had made another real conquest. And because 

she was no longer virtuous, and she was convinced that he had some little money to spend, and 

could be made to spend it on her, she conceived the notion of being sufficiently agreeable—

nothing more—to hold him, keep him attentive, if possible, while at the same time she went her 

own way, enjoying herself as much as possible with others and getting Clyde to buy and do such 

things for her as might fill gaps—when she was not sufficiently or amusingly enough engaged 

elsewhere. 

  



Chapter 13 

For a period of four months at least this was exactly the way it worked out. After meeting 

her in this fashion, he was devoting not an inconsiderable portion of his free time to attempting 

to interest her to the point where she would take as much interest in him as she appeared to take 

in others. At the same time he could not tell whether she could be made to entertain a singular 

affection for any one. Nor could he believe that there was only an innocent camaraderie involved 

in all this. Yet she was so enticing that he was deliriously moved by the thought that if his worst 

suspicions were true, she might ultimately favor him. So captivated was he by this savor of 

sensuality and varietism that was about her, the stigmata of desire manifest in her gestures, 

moods, voice, the way she dressed, that he could not think of relinquishing her. 

Rather, he foolishly ran after her. And seeing this, she put him off, at times evaded him, 

compelled him to content himself with little more than the crumbs of her company, while at the 

same time favoring him with descriptions or pictures of other activities and contacts which made 

him feel as though he could no longer endure to merely trail her in this fashion. It was then he 

would announce to himself in anger that he was not going to see her any more. She was no good 

to him, really. But on seeing her again, a cold indifference in everything she said and did, his 

courage failed him and he could not think of severing the tie. 

She was not at all backward at the same time in speaking of things that she needed or 

would like to have—little things, at first—a new powder puff, a lip stick, a box of powder or a 

bottle of perfume. Later, and without having yielded anything more to Clyde than a few elusive 

and evasive endearments—intimate and languorous reclinings in his arms which promised much 

but always came to nothing—she made so bold as to indicate to him at different times and in 

different ways, purses, blouses, slippers, stockings, a hat, which she would like to buy if only she 

had the money. And he, in order to hold her favor and properly ingratiate himself, proceeded to 

buy them, though at times and because of some other developments in connection with his 

family, it pressed him hard to do so. And yet, as he was beginning to see toward the end of the 

fourth month, he was apparently little farther advanced in her favor than he had been in the 

beginning. In short, he was conducting a feverish and almost painful pursuit without any definite 

promise of reward. 

In the meantime, in so far as his home ties went, the irritations and the depressions which 

were almost inextricably involved with membership in the Griffiths family were not different 

from what they had ever been. For, following the disappearance of Esta, there had settled a 

period of dejection which still endured. Only, in so far as Clyde was concerned, it was 

complicated with a mystery which was tantalizing and something more—irritating; for when it 

came to anything which related to sex in the Griffiths family, no parents could possibly have 

been more squeamish. 

And especially did this apply to the mystery which had now surrounded Esta for some 

time. She had gone. She had not returned. And so far as Clyde and the others knew, no word of 

any kind had been received from her. However, Clyde had noted that after the first few weeks of 

her absence, during which time both his mother and father had been most intensely wrought up 

and troubled, worrying greatly as to her whereabouts and why she did not write, suddenly they 



had ceased their worries, and had become very much more resigned—at least not so tortured by a 

situation that previously had seemed to offer no hope whatsoever. He could not explain it. It was 

quite noticeable, and yet nothing was said. And then one day a little later, Clyde had occasion to 

note that his mother was in communication with some one by mail—something rare for her. For 

so few were her social or business connections that she rarely received or wrote a letter. 

One day, however, very shortly after he had connected himself with the Green-Davidson, 

he had come in rather earlier than usual in the afternoon and found his mother bending over a 

letter which evidently had just arrived and which appeared to interest her greatly. Also it seemed 

to be connected with something which required concealment. For, on seeing him, she stopped 

reading at once, and, flustered and apparently nervous, arose and put the letter away without 

commenting in any way upon what she had been doing. But Clyde for some reason, intuition 

perhaps, had the thought that it might be from Esta. He was not sure. And he was too far away to 

detect the character of the handwriting. But whatever it was, his mother said nothing afterwards 

concerning it. She looked as though she did not want him to inquire, and so reserved were their 

relations that he would not have thought of inquiring. He merely wondered, and then dismissed it 

partially, but not entirely, from his mind. 

A month or five weeks after this, and just about the time that he was becoming 

comparatively well-schooled in his work at the Green-Davidson, and was beginning to interest 

himself in Hortense Briggs, his mother came to him one afternoon with a very peculiar 

proposition for her. Without explaining what it was for, or indicating directly that now she felt 

that he might be in a better position to help her, she called him into the mission hall when he 

came in from work and, looking at him rather fixedly and nervously for her, said: "You wouldn't 

know, Clyde, would you, how I could raise a hundred dollars right away?" 

Clyde was so astonished that he could scarcely believe his ears, for only a few weeks 

before the mere mention of any sum above four or five dollars in connection with him would 

have been preposterous. His mother knew that. Yet here she was asking him and apparently 

assuming that he might be able to assist her in this way. And rightly, for both his clothes and his 

general air had indicated a period of better days for him. 

At the same time his first thought was, of course, that she had observed his clothes and 

goings-on and was convinced that he was deceiving her about the amount he earned. And in part 

this was true, only so changed was Clyde's manner of late, that his mother had been compelled to 

take a very different attitude toward him and was beginning to be not a little dubious as to her 

further control over him. Recently, or since he had secured this latest place, for some reason he 

had seemed to her to have grown wiser, more assured, less dubious of himself, inclined to go his 

own way and keep his own counsel. And while this had troubled her not a little in one sense, it 

rather pleased her in another. For to see Clyde, who had always seemed because of his 

sensitiveness and unrest so much of a problem to her, developing in this very interesting way 

was something; though at times, and in view of his very recent finery, she had been wondering 

and troubled as to the nature of the company he might be keeping. But since his hours were so 

long and so absorbing, and whatever money he made appeared to be going into clothes, she felt 

that she had no real reason to complain. Her one other thought was that perhaps he was 



beginning to act a little selfish—to think too much of his own comfort—and yet in the face of his 

long deprivations she could not very well begrudge him any temporary pleasure, either. 

Clyde, not being sure of her real attitude, merely looked at her and exclaimed: "Why, 

where would I get a hundred dollars, Ma?" He had visions of his new-found source of wealth 

being dissipated by such unheard of and inexplicable demands as this, and distress and distrust at 

once showed on his countenance. 

"I didn't expect that you could get it all for me," Mrs. Griffiths suggested tactfully. "I 

have a plan to raise the most of it, I think. But I did want you to help me try to think how I would 

raise the rest. I didn't want to go to your father with this if I could help it, and you're getting old 

enough now to be of some help." She looked at Clyde approvingly and interestedly enough. 

"Your father is such a poor hand at business," she went on, "and he gets so worried at times." 

She passed a large and weary hand over her face and Clyde was moved by her 

predicament, whatever it was. At the same time, apart from whether he was willing to part with 

so much or not, or had it to give, he was decidedly curious about what all this was for. A hundred 

dollars! Gee whiz! 

After a moment or two, his mother added: "I'll tell you what I've been thinking. I must 

have a hundred dollars, but I can't tell you for what now, you nor any one, and you mustn't ask 

me. There's an old gold watch of your father's in my desk and a solid gold ring and pin of mine. 

Those things ought to be worth twenty-five dollars at least, if they were sold or pawned. Then 

there is that set of solid silver knives and forks and that silver platter and pitcher in there"—

Clyde knew the keepsakes well—"that platter alone is worth twenty-five dollars. I believe they 

ought to bring at least twenty or twenty-five together. I was thinking if I could get you to go to 

some good pawnshop with them down near where you work, and then if you would let me have 

five more a week for a while" (Clyde's countenance fell)—"I could get a friend of mine— Mr. 

Murch who comes here, you know—to advance me enough to make up the hundred, and then I 

could pay him back out of what you pay me. I have about ten dollars myself." 

She looked at Clyde as much as to say: "Now, surely, you won't desert me in my hour of 

trouble," and Clyde relaxed, in spite of the fact that he had been counting upon using quite all 

that he earned for himself. In fact, he agreed to take the trinkets to the pawnshop, and to advance 

her five more for the time being until the difference between whatever the trinkets brought and 

one hundred dollars was made up. And yet in spite of himself, he could not help resenting this 

extra strain, for it had only been a very short time that he had been earning so much. And here 

was his mother demanding more and more, as he saw it—ten dollars a week now. Always 

something wrong, thought Clyde, always something needed, and with no assurance that there 

would not be more such demands later. 

He took the trinkets, carried them to the most presentable pawnshop he could find, and 

being offered forty-five dollars for the lot, took it. This, with his mother's ten, would make fifty-

five, and with forty-five she could borrow from Mr. Murch, would make a hundred. Only now, 

as he saw, it would mean that for nine weeks he would have to give her ten dollars instead of 

five. And that, in view of his present aspirations to dress, live and enjoy himself in a way entirely 



different from what he previously considered necessary, was by no means a pleasure to 

contemplate. Nevertheless he decided to do it. After all he owed his mother something. She had 

made many sacrifices for him and the others in days past and he could not afford to be too 

selfish. It was not decent. 

But the most enduring thought that now came to him was that if his mother and father 

were going to look to him for financial aid, they should be willing to show him more 

consideration than had previously been shown him. For one thing he ought to be allowed to 

come and go with more freedom, in so far as his night hours were concerned. And at the same 

time he was clothing himself and eating his meals at the hotel, and that was no small item, as he 

saw it. 

However, there was another problem that had soon arisen and it was this. Not so long 

after the matter of the hundred dollars, he encountered his mother in Montrose Street, one of the 

poorest streets which ran north from Bickel, and which consisted entirely of two unbroken lines 

of wooden houses and two-story flats and many unfurnished apartments. Even the Griffiths, poor 

as they were, would have felt themselves demeaned by the thought of having to dwell in such a 

street. His mother was coming down the front steps of one of the less tatterdemalion houses of 

this row, a lower front window of which carried a very conspicuous card which read "Furnished 

Rooms." And then, without turning or seeing Clyde across the street, she proceeded to another 

house a few doors away, which also carried a furnished rooms card and, after surveying the 

exterior interestedly, mounted the steps and rang the bell. 

Clyde's first impression was that she was seeking the whereabouts of some individual in 

whom she was interested and of whose address she was not certain. But crossing over to her at 

about the moment the proprietress of the house put her head out of the door, he heard his mother 

say: "You have a room for rent?" "Yes." "Has it a bath?" "No, but there's a bath on the second 

floor." "How much is it a week?" "Four dollars." "Could I see it?" "Yes, just step in." 

Mrs. Griffiths appeared to hesitate while Clyde stood below, not twenty-five feet away, 

and looked up at her, waiting for her to turn and recognize him. But she stepped in without 

turning. And Clyde gazed after her curiously, for while it was by no means inconceivable that his 

mother might be looking for a room for some one, yet why should she be looking for it in this 

street when as a rule she usually dealt with the Salvation Army or the Young Women's Christian 

Association. His first impulse was to wait and inquire of her what she was doing here, but being 

interested in several errands of his own, he went on. 

That night, returning to his own home to dress and seeing his mother in the kitchen, he 

said to her: "I saw you this morning, Ma, in Montrose Street." 

"Yes," his mother replied, after a moment, but not before he had noticed that she had 

started suddenly as though taken aback by this information. She was paring potatoes and looked 

at him curiously. "Well, what of it?" she added, calmly, but flushing just the same— a thing 

decidedly unusual in connection with her where he was concerned. Indeed, that start of surprise 

interested and arrested Clyde. 



"You were going into a house there—looking for a furnished room, I guess." 

"Yes, I was," replied Mrs. Griffiths, simply enough now. "I need a room for some one 

who is sick and hasn't much money, but it's not so easy to find either." She turned away as 

though she were not disposed to discuss this any more, and Clyde, while sensing her mood, 

apparently, could not resist adding: "Gee, that's not much of a street to have a room in." His new 

work at the Green-Davidson had already caused him to think differently of how one should 

live— any one. She did not answer him and he went to his room to change his clothes. 

A month or so after this, coming east on Missouri Avenue late one evening, he again saw 

his mother in the near distance coming west. In the light of one of the small stores which ranged 

in a row on this street, he saw that she was carrying a rather heavy old-fashioned bag, which had 

long been about the house but had never been much used by any one. On sight of him 

approaching (as he afterwards decided) she had stopped suddenly and turned into a hallway of a 

three-story brick apartment building, and when he came up to it, he found the outside door was 

shut. He opened it, and saw a flight of steps dimly lit, up which she might have gone. However, 

he did not trouble to investigate, for he was uncertain, once he reached this place, whether she 

had gone to call on some one or not, it had all happened so quickly. But waiting at the next 

corner, he finally saw her come out again. And then to his increasing curiosity, she appeared to 

look cautiously about before proceeding as before. It was this that caused him to think that she 

must have been endeavoring to conceal herself from him. But why? 

His first impulse was to turn and follow her, so interested was he by her strange 

movements. But he decided later that if she did not want him to know what she was doing, 

perhaps it was best that he should not. At the same time he was made intensely curious by this 

evasive gesture. Why should his mother not wish him to see her carrying a bag anywhere? 

Evasion and concealment formed no part of her real disposition (so different from his own). 

Almost instantly his mind proceeded to join this coincidence with the time he had seen her 

descending the steps of the rooming house in Montrose Street, together with the business of the 

letter he had found her reading, and the money she had been compelled to raise—the hundred 

dollars. Where could she be going? What was she hiding? 

He speculated on all this, but he could not decide whether it had any definite connection 

with him or any member of the family until about a week later, when, passing along Eleventh 

near Baltimore, he thought he saw Esta, or at least a girl so much like her that she would be taken 

for her anywhere. She had the same height, and she was moving along as Esta used to walk. 

Only, now he thought as he saw her, she looked older. Yet, so quickly had she come and gone in 

the mass of people that he had not been able to make sure. It was only a glance, but on the 

strength of it, he had turned and sought to catch up with her, but upon reaching the spot she was 

gone. So convinced was he, however, that he had seen her that he went straight home, and, 

encountering his mother in the mission, announced that he was positive he had seen Esta. She 

must be back in Kansas City again. He could have sworn to it. He had seen her near Eleventh 

and Baltimore, or thought he had. Had his mother heard anything from her? 

And then curiously enough he observed that his mother's manner was not exactly what he 

thought it should have been under the circumstances. His own attitude had been one of 



commingled astonishment, pleasure, curiosity and sympathy because of the sudden 

disappearance and now sudden reappearance of Esta. Could it be that his mother had used that 

hundred dollars to bring her back? The thought had come to him—why or from where, he could 

not say. He wondered. But if so, why had she not returned to her home, at least to notify the 

family of her presence here? 

He expected his mother would be as astonished and puzzled as he was—quick and 

curious for details. Instead, she appeared to him to be obviously confused and taken aback by 

this information, as though she was hearing about something that she already knew and was 

puzzled as to just what her attitude should be. 

"Oh, did you? Where? Just now, you say? At Eleventh and Baltimore? Well, isn't that 

strange? I must speak to Asa about this. It's strange that she wouldn't come here if she is back." 

Her eyes, as he saw, instead of looking astonished, looked puzzled, disturbed. Her mouth, always 

the case when she was a little embarrassed and disconcerted, worked oddly—not only the lips 

but the jaw itself. 

"Well, well," she added, after a pause. "That is strange. Perhaps it was just some one who 

looked like her." 

But Clyde, watching her out of the corner of his eye, could not believe that she was as 

astonished as she pretended. And, thereafter, Asa coming in, and Clyde not having as yet 

departed for the hotel, he heard them discussing the matter in some strangely inattentive and 

unillumined way, as if it was not quite as startling as it had seemed to him. And for some time he 

was not called in to explain what he had seen. 

And then, as if purposely to solve this mystery for him, he encountered his mother one 

day passing along Spruce Street, this time carrying a small basket on her arm. She had, as he had 

noticed of late, taken to going out regularly mornings and afternoons or evenings. On this 

occasion, and long before she had had an opportunity to see him, he had discerned her peculiarly 

heavy figure draped in the old brown coat which she always wore, and had turned into Myrkel 

Street and waited for her to pass, a convenient news stand offering him shelter. Once she had 

passed, he dropped behind her, allowing her to precede him by half a block. And at Dalrymple, 

she crossed to Beaudry, which was really a continuation of Spruce, but not so ugly. The houses 

were quite old—quondam residences of an earlier day, but now turned into boarding and 

rooming houses. Into one of these he saw her enter and disappear, but before doing so she looked 

inquiringly about her. 

After she had entered, Clyde approached the house and studied it with great interest. 

What was his mother doing in there? Who was it she was going to see? He could scarcely have 

explained his intense curiosity to himself, and yet, since having thought that he had seen Esta on 

the street, he had an unconvinced feeling that it might have something to do with her. There were 

the letters, the one hundred dollars, the furnished room in Montrose Street. 

Diagonally across the way from the house in Beaudry Street there was a large-trunked 

tree, leafless now in the winter wind, and near it a telegraph pole, close enough to make a joint 



shadow with it. And behind these he was able to stand unseen, and from this vantage point to 

observe the several windows, side and front and ground and second floor. Through one of the 

front windows above, he saw his mother moving about as though she were quite at home there. 

And a moment later, to his astonishment he saw Esta come to one of their two windows and put a 

package down on the sill. She appeared to have on only a light dressing gown or a wrap drawn 

about her shoulders. He was not mistaken this time. He actually started as he realized that it was 

she, also that his mother was in there with her. And yet what had she done that she must come 

back and hide away in this manner? Had her husband, the man she had run away with, deserted 

her? 

He was so intensely curious that he decided to wait a while outside here to see if his 

mother might not come out, and then he himself would call on Esta. He wanted so much to see 

her again—to know what this mystery was all about. He waited, thinking how he had always 

liked Esta and how strange it was that she should be here, hiding away in this mysterious way. 

After an hour, his mother came out, her basket apparently empty, for she held it lightly in 

her hand. And just as before, she looked cautiously about her, her face wearing that same stolid 

and yet care-stamped expression which it always wore these days—a cross between an uplifting 

faith and a troublesome doubt. 

Clyde watched her as she proceeded to walk south on Beaudry Street toward the Mission. 

After she was well out of sight, he turned and entered the house. Inside, as he had surmised, he 

found a collection of furnished rooms, name plates some of which bore the names of the roomers 

pasted upon them. Since he knew that the southeast front room upstairs contained Esta, he 

proceeded there and knocked. And true enough, a light footstep responded within, and presently, 

after some little delay which seemed to suggest some quick preparation within, the door opened 

slightly and Esta peeped out—quizzically at first, then with a little cry of astonishment and some 

confusion. For, as inquiry and caution disappeared, she realized that she was looking at Clyde. 

At once she opened the door wide. 

"Why, Clyde," she called. "How did you come to find me? I was just thinking of you." 

Clyde at once put his arms around her and kissed her. At the same time he realized, and 

with a slight sense of shock and dissatisfaction, that she was considerably changed. She was 

thinner—paler—her eyes almost sunken, and not any better dressed than when he had seen her 

last. She appeared nervous and depressed. One of the first thoughts that came to him now was 

where her husband was. Why wasn't he here? What had become of him? As he looked about and 

at her, he noticed that Esta's look was one of confusion and uncertainty, not unmixed with a little 

satisfaction at seeing him. Her mouth was partly open because of a desire to smile and to 

welcome him, but her eyes showed that she was contending with a problem. 

"I didn't expect you here," she added, quickly, the moment he released her. "You didn't 

see—" Then she paused, catching herself at the brink of some information which evidently she 

didn't wish to impart. 



"Yes, I did, too—I saw Ma," he replied. "That's how I came to know you were here. I saw 

her coming out just now and I saw you up here through the window." (He did not care to confess 

that he had been following and watching his mother for an hour.) "But when did you get back?" 

he went on. "It's a wonder you wouldn't let the rest of us know something about you. Gee, you're 

a dandy, you are— going away and staying months and never letting any one of us know 

anything. You might have written me a little something, anyhow. We always got along pretty 

well, didn't we?" 

His glance was quizzical, curious, imperative. She, for her part, felt recessive and thence 

evasive—uncertain, quite, what to think or say or tell. 

She uttered: "I couldn't think who it might be. No one comes here. But, my, how nice you 

look, Clyde. You've got such nice clothes, now. And you're getting taller. Mamma was telling 

me you are working at the Green-Davidson." 

She looked at him admiringly and he was properly impressed by her notice of him. At the 

same time he could not get his mind off her condition. He could not cease looking at her face, 

her eyes, her thin-fat body. And as he looked at her waist and her gaunt face, he came to a very 

keen realization that all was not well with her. She was going to have a child. And hence the 

thought recurred to him—where was her husband—or at any rate, the man she had eloped with. 

Her original note, according to her mother, had said that she was going to get married. Yet now 

he sensed quite clearly that she was not married. She was deserted, left in this miserable room 

here alone. He saw it, felt it, understood it. 

And he thought at once that this was typical of all that seemed to occur in his family. 

Here he was just getting a start, trying to be somebody and get along in the world and have a 

good time. And here was Esta, after her first venture in the direction of doing something for 

herself, coming to such a finish as this. It made him a little sick and resentful. 

"How long have you been back, Esta?" he repeated dubiously, scarcely knowing just 

what to say now, for now that he was here and she was as she was he began to scent expense, 

trouble, distress and to wish almost that he had not been so curious. Why need he have been? It 

could only mean that he must help. 

"Oh, not so very long, Clyde. About a month, now, I guess. Not more than that." 

"I thought so. I saw you up on Eleventh near Baltimore about a month ago, didn't I? Sure 

I did," he added a little less joyously— a change that Esta noted. At the same time she nodded 

her head affirmatively. "I knew I did. I told Ma so at the time, but she didn't seem to think so. 

She wasn't as surprised as I thought she would be, though. I know why, now. She acted as 

though she didn't want me to tell her about it either. But I knew I wasn't wrong." He stared at 

Esta oddly, quite proud of his prescience in this case. He paused though, not knowing quite what 

else to say and wondering whether what he had just said was of any sense or import. It didn't 

seem to suggest any real aid for her. 



And she, not quite knowing how to pass over the nature of her condition, or to confess it, 

either, was puzzled what to say. Something had to be done. For Clyde could see for himself that 

her predicament was dreadful. She could scarcely bear the look of his inquiring eyes. And more 

to extricate herself than her mother, she finally observed, "Poor Mamma. You mustn't think it 

strange of her, Clyde. She doesn't know what to do, you see, really. It's all my fault, of course. If 

I hadn't run away, I wouldn't have caused her all this trouble. She has so little to do with and 

she's always had such a hard time." She turned her back to him suddenly, and her shoulders 

began to tremble and her sides to heave. She put her hands to her face and bent her head low—

and then he knew that she was silently crying. 

"Oh, come now, sis," exclaimed Clyde, drawing near to her instantly and feeling 

intensely sorry for her at the moment. "What's the matter? What do you want to cry for? Didn't 

that man that you went away with marry you?" 

She shook her head negatively and sobbed the more. And in that instant there came to 

Clyde the real psychological as well as sociological and biological import of his sister's 

condition. She was in trouble, pregnant—and with no money and no husband. That was why his 

mother had been looking for a room. That was why she had tried to borrow a hundred dollars 

from him. She was ashamed of Esta and her condition. She was ashamed of not only what people 

outside the family would think, but of what he and Julia and Frank might think—the effect of 

Esta's condition upon them perhaps— because it was not right, unmoral, as people saw it. And 

for that reason she had been trying to conceal it, telling stories about it— a most amazing and 

difficult thing for her, no doubt. And yet, because of poor luck, she hadn't succeeded very well. 

And now he was again confused and puzzled, not only by his sister's condition and what 

it meant to him and the other members of the family here in Kansas City, but also by his mother's 

disturbed and somewhat unmoral attitude in regard to deception in this instance. She had evaded 

if not actually deceived him in regard to all this, for she knew Esta was here all the time. At the 

same time he was not inclined to be too unsympathetic in that respect toward her— far from it. 

For such deception in such an instance had to be, no doubt, even where people were as religious 

and truthful as his mother, or so he thought. You couldn't just let people know. He certainly 

wouldn't want to let people know about Esta, if he could help it. What would they think? What 

would they say about her and him? Wasn't the general state of his family low enough, as it was? 

And so, now he stood, staring and puzzled the while Esta cried. And she realizing that he was 

puzzled and ashamed, because of her, cried the more. 

"Gee, that is tough," said Clyde, troubled, and yet fairly sympathetic after a time. "You 

wouldn't have run away with him unless you cared for him though—would you?" (He was 

thinking of himself and Hortense Briggs.) "I'm sorry for you, Ess. Sure, I am, but it won't do you 

any good to cry about it now, will it? There's lots of other fellows in the world beside him. You'll 

come out of it all right." 

"Oh, I know," sobbed Esta, "but I've been so foolish. And I've had such a hard time. And 

now I've brought all this trouble on Mamma and all of you." She choked and hushed a moment. 

"He went off and left me in a hotel in Pittsburgh without any money," she added. "And if it 

hadn't been for Mamma, I don't know what I would have done. She sent me a hundred dollars 



when I wrote her. I worked for a while in a restaurant—as long as I could. I didn't want to write 

home and say that he had left me. I was ashamed to. But I didn't know what else to do there 

toward the last, when I began feeling so bad." 

She began to cry again; and Clyde, realizing all that his mother had done and sought to do 

to assist her, felt almost as sorry now for his mother as he did for Esta—more so, for Esta had her 

mother to look after her and his mother had almost no one to help her. 

"I can't work yet, because I won't be able to for a while," she went on. "And Mamma 

doesn't want me to come home now because she doesn't want Julia or Frank or you to know. And 

that's right, too, I know. Of course it is. And she hasn't got anything and I haven't. And I get so 

lonely here, sometimes." Her eyes filled and she began to choke again. "And I've been so 

foolish." 

And Clyde felt for the moment as though he could cry too. For life was so strange, so 

hard at times. See how it had treated him all these years. He had had nothing until recently and 

always wanted to run away. But Esta had done so, and see what had befallen her. And somehow 

he recalled her between the tall walls of the big buildings here in the business district, sitting at 

his father's little street organ and singing and looking so innocent and good. Gee, life was tough. 

What a rough world it was anyhow. How queer things went! 

He looked at her and the room, and finally, telling her that she wouldn't be left alone, and 

that he would come again, only she mustn't tell his mother he had been there, and that if she 

needed anything she could call on him although he wasn't making so very much, either—and 

then went out. And then, walking toward the hotel to go to work, he kept dwelling on the thought 

of how miserable it all was—how sorry he was that he had followed his mother, for then he 

might not have known. But even so, it would have come out. His mother could not have 

concealed it from him indefinitely. She would have asked for more money eventually maybe. 

But what a dog that man was to go off and leave his sister in a big strange city without a dime. 

He puzzled, thinking now of the girl who had been deserted in the Green-Davidson some months 

before with a room and board bill unpaid. And how comic it had seemed to him and the other 

boys at the time—highly colored with a sensual interest in it. 

But this, well, this was his own sister. A man had thought so little of his sister as that. 

And yet, try as he would, he could no longer think that it was as terrible as when he heard her 

crying in the room. Here was this brisk, bright city about him running with people and effort, and 

this gay hotel in which he worked. That was not so bad. Besides there was his own love affair, 

Hortense, and pleasures. There must be some way out for Esta. She would get well again and be 

all right. But to think of his being part of a family that was always so poor and so little thought of 

that things like this could happen to it—one thing and another— like street preaching, not being 

able to pay the rent at times, his father selling rugs and clocks for a living on the streets—Esta 

running away and coming to an end like this. Gee! 

  



Chapter 14 

The result of all this on Clyde was to cause him to think more specifically on the problem 

of the sexes than he ever had before, and by no means in any orthodox way. For while he 

condemned his sister's lover for thus ruthlessly deserting her, still he was not willing to hold her 

entirely blameless by any means. She had gone off with him. As he now learned from her, he had 

been in the city for a week the year before she ran away with him, and it was then that he had 

introduced himself to her. The following year when he returned for two weeks, it was she who 

looked him up, or so Clyde suspected, at any rate. And in view of his own interest in and mood 

regarding Hortense Briggs, it was not for him to say that there was anything wrong with the sex 

relation in itself. 

Rather, as he saw it now, the difficulty lay, not in the deed itself, but in the consequences 

which followed upon not thinking or not knowing. For had Esta known more of the man in 

whom she was interested, more of what such a relationship with him meant, she would not be in 

her present pathetic plight. Certainly such girls as Hortense Briggs, Greta and Louise, would 

never have allowed themselves to be put in any such position as Esta. Or would they? They were 

too shrewd. And by contrast with them in his mind, at least at this time, she suffered. She ought, 

as he saw it, to have been able to manage better. And so, by degrees, his attitude toward her 

hardened in some measure, though his feeling was not one of indifference either. 

But the one influence that was affecting and troubling and changing him now was his 

infatuation for Hortense Briggs—than which no more agitating influence could have come to a 

youth of his years and temperament. She seemed, after his few contacts with her, to be really the 

perfect realization of all that he had previously wished for in a girl. She was so bright, vain, 

engaging, and so truly pretty. Her eyes, as they seemed to him, had a kind of dancing fire in 

them. She had a most entrancing way of pursing and parting her lips and at the same time 

looking straightly and indifferently before her, as though she were not thinking of him, which to 

him was both flame and fever. It caused him, actually, to feel weak and dizzy, at times, cruelly 

seared in his veins with minute and wriggling threads of fire, and this could only be described as 

conscious lust, a torturesome and yet unescapable thing which yet in her case he was unable to 

prosecute beyond embracing and kissing, a form of reserve and respect in regard to her which 

she really resented in the very youths in whom she sought to inspire it. The type of boy for whom 

she really cared and was always seeking was one who could sweep away all such psuedo-

ingenuousness and superiorities in her and force her, even against herself, to yield to him. 

In fact she was constantly wavering between actual like and dislike of him. And in 

consequence, he was in constant doubt as to where he stood, a state which was very much 

relished by her and yet which was never permitted to become so fixed in his mind as to cause 

him to give her up entirely. After some party or dinner or theater to which she had permitted him 

to take her, and throughout which he had been particularly tactful—not too assertive—she could 

be as yielding and enticing in her mood as the most ambitious lover would have liked. And this 

might last until the evening was nearly over, when suddenly, and at her own door or the room or 

house of some girl with whom she was spending the night, she would turn, and without rhyme or 

reason, endeavor to dismiss him with a mere handclasp or a thinly flavored embrace or kiss. At 

such times, if Clyde was foolish enough to endeavor to force her to yield the favors he craved, 



she would turn on him with the fury of a spiteful cat, would tear herself away, developing for the 

moment, seemingly, an intense mood of opposition which she could scarcely have explained to 

herself. Its chief mental content appeared to be one of opposition to being compelled by him to 

do anything. And, because of his infatuation and his weak overtures due to his inordinate fear of 

losing her, he would be forced to depart, usually in a dark and despondent mood. 

But so keen was her attraction for him that he could not long remain away, but must be 

going about to where most likely he would encounter her. Indeed, for the most part these days, 

and in spite of the peculiar climax which had eventuated in connection with Esta, he lived in a 

keen, sweet and sensual dream in regard to her. If only she would really come to care for him. At 

night, in his bed at home, he would lie and think of her—her face—the expressions of her mouth 

and eyes, the lines of her figure, the motions of her body in walking or dancing—and she would 

flicker before him as upon a screen. In his dreams, he found her deliciously near him, pressing 

against him—her delightful body all his—and then in the moment of crisis, when seemingly she 

was about to yield herself to him completely, he would awake to find her vanished—an illusion 

only. 

Yet there were several things in connection with her which seemed to bode success for 

him. In the first place, like himself, she was part of a poor family—the daughter of a machinist 

and his wife, who up to this very time had achieved little more than a bare living. From her 

childhood she had had nothing, only such gew-gaws and fripperies as she could secure for 

herself by her wits. And so low had been her social state until very recently that she had not been 

able to come in contact with anything better than butcher and baker boys—the rather 

commonplace urchins and small job aspirants of her vicinity. Yet even here she had early 

realized that she could and should capitalize her looks and charm—and had. Not a few of these 

had even gone so far as to steal in order to get money to entertain her. 

After reaching the age where she was old enough to go to work, and thus coming in 

contact with the type of boy and man in whom she was now interested, she was beginning to see 

that without yielding herself too much, but in acting discreetly, she could win a more interesting 

equipment than she had before. Only, so truly sensual and pleasure-loving was she that she was 

by no means always willing to divorce her self-advantages from her pleasures. On the contrary, 

she was often troubled by a desire to like those whom she sought to use, and per contra, not to 

obligate herself to those whom she could not like. 

In Clyde's case, liking him but a little, she still could not resist the desire to use him. She 

liked his willingness to buy her any little thing in which she appeared interested—a bag, a scarf, 

a purse, a pair of gloves—anything that she could reasonably ask or take without obligating 

herself too much. And yet from the first, in her smart, tricky way, she realized that unless she 

could bring herself to yield to him—at some time or other offer him the definite reward which 

she knew he craved—she could not hold him indefinitely. 

One thought that stirred her more than anything else was that the way Clyde appeared to 

be willing to spend his money on her she might easily get some quite expensive things from 

him—a pretty and rather expensive dress, perhaps, or a hat, or even a fur coat such as was then 



being shown and worn in the city, to say nothing of gold earrings, or a wrist watch, all of which 

she was constantly and enviously eyeing in the different shop windows. 

One day not so long after Clyde's discovery of his sister Esta, Hortense, walking along 

Baltimore Street near its junction with Fifteenth—the smartest portion of the shopping section of 

the city—at the noon hour—with Doris Trine, another shop girl in her department store, saw in 

the window of one of the smaller and less exclusive fur stores of the city, a fur jacket of beaver 

that to her, viewed from the eye-point of her own particular build, coloring and temperament, 

was exactly what she needed to strengthen mightily her very limited personal wardrobe. It was 

not such an expensive coat, worth possibly a hundred dollars—but fashioned in such an 

individual way as to cause her to imagine that, once invested with it, her own physical charm 

would register more than it ever had. 

Moved by this thought, she paused and exclaimed: "Oh, isn't that just the classiest, 

darlingest little coat you ever saw! Oh, do look at those sleeves, Doris." She clutched her 

companion violently by the arm. "Lookit the collar. And the lining! And those pockets! Oh, 

dear!" She fairly vibrated with the intensity of her approval and delight. "Oh, isn't that just too 

sweet for words? And the very kind of coat I've been thinking of since I don't know when. Oh, 

you pity sing!" she exclaimed, affectedly, thinking all at once as much of her own pose before 

the window and its effect on the passer-by as of the coat before her. "Oh, if I could only have 

'oo." 

She clapped her hands admiringly, while Isadore Rubenstein, the elderly son of the 

proprietor, who was standing somewhat out of the range of her gaze at the moment, noted the 

gesture and her enthusiasm and decided forthwith that the coat must be worth at least twenty-five 

or fifty dollars more to her, anyhow, in case she inquired for it. The firm had been offering it at 

one hundred. "Oh, ha!" he grunted. But being of a sensual and somewhat romantic turn, he also 

speculated to himself rather definitely as to the probable trading value, affectionally speaking, of 

such a coat. What, say, would the poverty and vanity of such a pretty girl as this cause her to 

yield for such a coat? 

In the meantime, however, Hortense, having gloated as long as her noontime hour would 

permit, had gone away, still dreaming and satiating her flaming vanity by thinking of how 

devastating she would look in such a coat. But she had not stopped to ask the price. Hence, the 

next day, feeling that she must look at it once more, she returned, only this time alone, and yet 

with no idea of being able to purchase it herself. On the contrary, she was only vaguely revolving 

the problem of how, assuming that the coat was sufficiently low in price, she could get it. At the 

moment she could think of no one. But seeing the coat once more, and also seeing Mr. 

Rubenstein, Jr., inside eyeing her in a most propitiatory and genial manner, she finally ventured 

in. 

"You like the coat, eh?" was Rubenstein's ingratiating comment as she opened the door. 

"Well, that shows you have good taste, I'll say. That's one of the nobbiest little coats we've ever 

had to show in this store yet. A real beauty, that. And how it would look on such a beautiful girl 

as you!" He took it out of the window and held it up. "I seen you when you was looking at it 

yesterday." A gleam of greedy admiration was in his eye. 



And noting this, and feeling that a remote and yet not wholly unfriendly air would win 

her more consideration and courtesy than a more intimate one, Hortense merely said, "Yes?" 

"Yes, indeed. And I said right away, there's a girl that knows a really swell coat when she 

sees it." 

The flattering unction soothed, in spite of herself. 

"Look at that! Look at that!" went on Mr. Rubinstein, turning the coat about and holding 

it before her. "Where in Kansas City will you find anything to equal that today? Look at this silk 

lining here—genuine Mallinson silk—and these slant pockets. And the buttons. You think those 

things don't make a different-looking coat? There ain't another one like it in Kansas City today—

not one. And there won't be. We designed it ourselves and we never repeat our models. We 

protect our customers. But come back here." (He led the way to a triple mirror at the back.) "It 

takes the right person to wear a coat like this—to get the best effect out of it. Let me try it on 

you." 

And by the artificial light Hortense was now privileged to see how really fetching she did 

look in it. She cocked her head and twisted and turned and buried one small ear in the fur, while 

Mr. Rubenstein stood by, eyeing her with not a little admiration and almost rubbing his hands. 

"There now," he continued. "Look at that. What do you say to that, eh? Didn't I tell you it 

was the very thing for you? A find for you. A pick-up. You'll never get another coat like that in 

this city. If you do, I'll make you a present of this one." He came very near, extending his plump 

hands, palms up. 

"Well, I must say it does look smart on me," commented Hortense, her vainglorious soul 

yearning for it. "I can wear anything like this, though." She twisted and turned the more, 

forgetting him entirely and the effect her interest would have on his cost price. Then she added: 

"How much is it?" 

"Well, it's really a two-hundred-dollar coat," began Mr. Rubenstein artfully. Then noting 

a shadow of relinquishment pass swiftly over Hortense's face, he added quickly: "That sounds 

like a lot of money, but of course we don't ask so much for it down here. One hundred and fifty 

is our price. But if that coat was at Jarek's, that's what you'd pay for it and more. We haven't got 

the location here and we don't have to pay the high rents. But it's worth every cent of two 

hundred." 

"Why, I think that's a terrible price to ask for it, just awful," exclaimed Hortense sadly, 

beginning to remove the coat. She was feeling as though life were depriving her of nearly all that 

was worth while. "Why, at Biggs and Beck's they have lots of three-quarter mink and beaver 

coats for that much, and classy styles, too." 

"Maybe, maybe. But not that coat," insisted Mr. Rubenstein stubbornly. "Just look at it 

again. Look at the collar. You mean to say you can find a coat like that up there? If you can, I'll 

buy the coat for you and sell it to you again for a hundred dollars. Actually, this is a special coat. 



It's copied from one of the smartest coats that was in New York last summer before the season 

opened. It has class. You won't find no coat like this coat." 

"Oh, well, just the same, a hundred and fifty dollars is more than I can pay," commented 

Hortense dolefully, at the same time slipping on her old broadcloth jacket with the fur collar and 

cuffs, and edging toward the door. 

"Wait! You like the coat?" wisely observed Mr. Rubenstein, after deciding that even a 

hundred dollars was too much for her purse, unless it could be supplemented by some man's. "It's 

really a two-hundred-dollar coat. I'm telling you that straight. Our regular price is one hundred 

and fifty. But if you could bring me a hundred and twenty-five dollars, since you want it so 

much, well, I'll let you have it for that. And that's like finding it. A stunning-looking girl like you 

oughtn't to have no trouble in finding a dozen fellows who would be glad to buy that coat and 

give it to you. I know I would, if I thought you would be nice to me." 

He beamed ingratiatingly up at her, and Hortense, sensing the nature of the overture and 

resenting it—from him—drew back slightly. At the same time she was not wholly displeased by 

the compliment involved. But she was not coarse enough, as yet, to feel that just any one should 

be allowed to give her anything. Indeed not. It must be some one she liked, or at least some one 

that was enslaved by her. 

And yet, even as Mr. Rubenstein spoke, and for some time afterwards, her mind began 

running upon possible individuals— favorites—who, by the necromancy of her charm for them, 

might be induced to procure this coat for her. Charlie Wilkens for instance—he of the Orphia 

cigar store—who was most certainly devoted to her after his fashion, but a fashion, however, 

which did not suggest that he might do much for her without getting a good deal in return. 

And then there was Robert Kain, another youth—very tall, very cheerful and very 

ambitious in regard to her, who was connected with one of the local electric company's branch 

offices, but his position was not sufficiently lucrative—a mere entry clerk. Also he was too 

saving—always talking about his future. 

And again, there was Bert Gettler, the youth who had escorted her to the dance the night 

Clyde first met her, but who was little more than a giddy-headed dancing soul, one not to be 

relied upon in a crisis like this. He was only a shoe salesman, probably twenty dollars a week, 

and most careful with his pennies. 

But there was Clyde Griffiths, the person who seemed to have real money and to be 

willing to spend it on her freely. So ran her thoughts swiftly at the time. But could she now, she 

asked herself, offhand, inveigle him into making such an expensive present as this? She had not 

favored him so very much—had for the most part treated him indifferently. Hence she was not 

sure, by any means. Nevertheless as she stood there, debating the cost and the beauty of the coat, 

the thought of Clyde kept running through her mind. And all the while Mr. Rubenstein stood 

looking at her, vaguely sensing, after his fashion, the nature of the problem that was confronting 

her. 



"Well, little girl," he finally observed, "I see you'd like to have this coat, all right, and I'd 

like to have you have it, too. And now I'll tell you what I'll do, and better than that I can't do, and 

wouldn't for nobody else—not a person in this city. Bring me a hundred and fifteen dollars any 

time within the next few days— Monday or Wednesday or Friday, if the coat is still here, and 

you can have it. I'll do even better. I'll save it for you. How's that? Until next Wednesday or 

Friday. More'n that no one would do for you, now, would they?" 

He smirked and shrugged his shoulders and acted as though he were indeed doing her a 

great favor. And Hortense, going away, felt that if only—only she could take that coat at one 

hundred and fifteen dollars, she would be capturing a marvelous bargain. Also that she would be 

the smartest-dressed girl in Kansas City beyond the shadow of a doubt. If only she could in some 

way get a hundred and fifteen dollars before next Wednesday, or Friday. 

  



Chapter 15 

As Hortense well knew Clyde was pressing more and more hungrily toward that ultimate 

condescension on her part, which, though she would never have admitted it to him, was the 

privilege of two others. They were never together any more without his insisting upon the real 

depth of her regard for him. Why was it, if she cared for him the least bit, that she refused to do 

this, that or the other—would not let him kiss her as much as he wished, would not let him hold 

her in his arms as much as he would like. She was always keeping dates with other fellows and 

breaking them or refusing to make them with him. What was her exact relationship toward these 

others? Did she really care more for them than she did for him? In fact, they were never together 

anywhere but what this problem of union was uppermost—and but thinly veiled. 

And she liked to think that he was suffering from repressed desire for her all of the time 

that she tortured him, and that the power to allay his suffering lay wholly in her—a sadistic trait 

which had for its soil Clyde's own masochistic yearning for her. 

However, in the face of her desire for the coat, his stature and interest for her were 

beginning to increase. In spite of the fact that only the morning before she had informed Clyde, 

with quite a flourish, that she could not possibly see him until the following Monday—that all 

her intervening nights were taken—nevertheless, the problem of the coat looming up before her, 

she now most eagerly planned to contrive an immediate engagement with him without appearing 

too eager. For by then she had definitely decided to endeavor to persuade him, if possible, to buy 

the coat for her. Only of course, she would have to alter her conduct toward him radically. She 

would have to be much sweeter—more enticing. Although she did not actually say to herself that 

now she might even be willing to yield herself to him, still basically that was what was in her 

mind. 

For quite a little while she was unable to think how to proceed. How was she to see him 

this day, or the next at the very latest? How should she go about putting before him the need of 

this gift, or loan, as she finally worded it to herself? She might hint that he could loan her enough 

to buy the coat and that later she would pay him back by degrees (yet once in possession of the 

coat she well knew that that necessity would never confront her). Or, if he did not have so much 

money on hand at one time, she could suggest that she might arrange with Mr. Rubenstein for a 

series of time payments which could be met by Clyde. In this connection her mind suddenly 

turned and began to consider how she could flatter and cajole Mr. Rubenstein into letting her 

have the coat on easy terms. She recalled that he had said he would be glad to buy the coat for 

her if he thought she would be nice to him. 

Her first scheme in connection with all this was to suggest to Louise Ratterer to invite her 

brother, Clyde and a third youth by the name of Scull, who was dancing attendance upon Louise, 

to come to a certain dance hall that very evening to which she was already planning to go with 

the more favored cigar clerk. Only now she intended to break that engagement and appear alone 

with Louise and Greta and announce that her proposed partner was ill. That would give her an 

opportunity to leave early with Clyde and with him walk past the Rubenstein store. 



But having the temperament of a spider that spins a web for flies, she foresaw that this 

might involve the possibility of Louise's explaining to Clyde or Ratterer that it was Hortense who 

had instigated the party. It might even bring up some accidental mention of the coat on the part 

of Clyde to Louise later, which, as she felt, would never do. She did not care to let her friends 

know how she provided for herself. In consequence, she decided that it would not do for her to 

appeal to Louise nor to Greta in this fashion. 

And she was actually beginning to worry as to how to bring about this encounter, when 

Clyde, who chanced to be in the vicinity on his way home from work, walked into the store 

where she was working. He was seeking for a date on the following Sunday. And to his intense 

delight, Hortense greeted him most cordially with a most engaging smile and a wave of the hand. 

She was busy at the moment with a customer. She soon finished, however, and drawing near, and 

keeping one eye on her floor-walker who resented callers, exclaimed: "I was just thinking about 

you. You wasn't thinking about me, was you? Trade last." Then she added, sotto voce, "Don't act 

like you are talking to me. I see our floorwalker over there." 

Arrested by the unusual sweetness in her voice, to say nothing of the warm smile with 

which she greeted him, Clyde was enlivened and heartened at once. "Was I thinking of you?" he 

returned gayly. "Do I ever think of any one else? Say! Ratterer says I've got you on the brain." 

"Oh, him," replied Hortense, pouting spitefully and scornfully, for Ratterer, strangely 

enough, was one whom she did not interest very much, and this she knew. "He thinks he's so 

smart," she added. "I know a lotta girls don't like him." 

"Oh, Tom's all right," pleaded Clyde, loyally. "That's just his way of talking. He likes 

you." 

"Oh, no, he don't, either," replied Hortense. "But I don't want to talk about him. Whatcha 

doin' around six o'clock to-night?" 

"Oh, gee!" exclaimed Clyde disappointedly. "You don't mean to say you got to-night 

free, have you? Well, ain't that tough? I thought you were all dated up. I got to work!" He 

actually sighed, so depressed was he by the thought that she might be willing to spend the 

evening with him and he not able to avail himself of the opportunity, while Hortense, noting his 

intense disappointment, was pleased. 

"Well, I gotta date, but I don't want to keep it," she went on with a contemptuous 

gathering of the lips. "I don't have to break it. I would though if you was free." Clyde's heart 

began to beat rapidly with delight. 

"Gee, I wish I didn't have to work now," he went on, looking at her. "You're sure you 

couldn't make it to-morrow night? I'm off then. And I was just coming up here to ask you if you 

didn't want to go for an automobile ride next Sunday afternoon, maybe. A friend of Hegglund's 

got a car—a Packard—and Sunday we're all off. And he wanted me to get a bunch to run out to 

Excelsior Springs. He's a nice fellow" (this because Hortense showed signs of not being so very 



much interested). "You don't know him very well, but he is. But say, I can talk to you about that 

later. How about to-morrow night? I'm off then." 

Hortense, who, because of the hovering floor-walker, was pretending to show Clyde 

some handkerchiefs, was now thinking how unfortunate that a whole twenty-four hours must 

intervene before she could bring him to view the coat with her—and so have an opportunity to 

begin her machinations. At the same time she pretended that the proposed meeting for the next 

night was a very difficult thing to bring about—more difficult than he could possibly appreciate. 

She even pretended to be somewhat uncertain as to whether she wanted to do it. 

"Just pretend you're examining these handkerchiefs here," she continued, fearing the 

floor-walker might interrupt. "I gotta nother date for then," she continued thoughtfully, "and I 

don't know whether I can break it or not. Let me see." She feigned deep thought. "Well, I guess I 

can," she said finally. "I'll try, anyhow. Just for this once. You be here at Fifteenth and Main at 

6.15—no, 6.30's the best you can do, ain't it?—and I'll see if I can't get there. I won't promise, 

but I'll see and I think I can make it. Is that all right?" She gave him one of her sweetest smiles 

and Clyde was quite beside himself with satisfaction. To think that she would break a date for 

him, at last. Her eyes were warm with favor and her mouth wreathed with a smile. 

"Surest thing you know," he exclaimed, voicing the slang of the hotel boys. "You bet I'll 

be there. Will you do me a favor?" 

"What is it?" she asked cautiously. 

"Wear that little black hat with the red ribbon under your chin, will you? You look so 

cute in that." 

"Oh, you," she laughed. It was so easy to kid Clyde. "Yes, I'll wear it," she added. "But 

you gotta go now. Here comes that old fish. I know he's going to kick. But I don't care. Six-

thirty, eh? So long." She turned to give her attention to a new customer, an old lady who had 

been patiently waiting to inquire if she could tell her where the muslins were sold. And Clyde, 

tingling with pleasure because of this unexpected delight vouchsafed him, made his way most 

elatedly to the nearest exit. 

He was not made unduly curious because of this sudden favor, and the next evening, 

promptly at six-thirty, and in the glow of the overhanging arc-lights showering their glistening 

radiance like rain, she appeared. As he noted, at once, she had worn the hat he liked. Also she 

was enticingly ebullient and friendly, more so than at any time he had known her. Before he had 

time to say that she looked pretty, or how pleased he was because she wore that hat, she began: 

"Some favorite you're gettin' to be, I'll say, when I'll break an engagement and then wear 

an old hat I don't like just to please you. How do I get that way is what I'd like to know." 

He beamed as though he had won a great victory. Could it be that at last he might be 

becoming a favorite with her? 



"If you only knew how cute you look in that hat, Hortense, you wouldn't knock it," he 

urged admiringly. "You don't know how sweet you do look." 

"Oh, ho. In this old thing?" she scoffed. "You certainly are easily pleased, I'll say." 

"An' your eyes are just like soft, black velvet," he persisted eagerly. "They're wonderful." 

He was thinking of an alcove in the Green-Davidson hung with black velvet. 

"Gee, you certainly have got 'em to-night," she laughed, teasingly. "I'll have to do 

something about you." Then, before he could make any reply to this, she went off into an entirely 

fictional account of how, having had a previous engagement with a certain alleged young society 

man—Tom Keary by name—who was dogging her steps these days in order to get her to dine 

and dance, she had only this evening decided to "ditch" him, preferring Clyde, of course, for this 

occasion, anyhow. And she had called Keary up and told him that she could not see him to-

night—called it all off, as it were. But just the same, on coming out of the employee's entrance, 

who should she see there waiting for her but this same Tom Keary, dressed to perfection in a 

bright gray raglan and spats, and with his closed sedan, too. And he would have taken her to the 

Green-Davidson, if she had wanted to go. He was a real sport. But she didn't. Not to-night, 

anyhow. Yet, if she had not contrived to avoid him, he would have delayed her. But she espied 

him first and ran the other way. 

"And you should have just seen my little feet twinkle up Sargent and around the corner 

into Bailey Place," was the way she narcissistically painted her flight. And so infatuated was 

Clyde by this picture of herself and the wonderful Keary that he accepted all of her petty 

fabrications as truth. 

And then, as they were walking in the direction of Gaspie's, a restaurant in Wyandotte 

near Tenth which quite lately he had learned was much better than Frissell's, Hortense took 

occasion to pause and look in a number of windows, saying as she did so that she certainly did 

wish that she could find a little coat that was becoming to her—that the one she had on was 

getting worn and that she must have another soon—a predicament which caused Clyde to 

wonder at the time whether she was suggesting to him that he get her one. Also whether it might 

not advance his cause with her if he were to buy her a little jacket, since she needed it. 

But Rubenstein's coming into view on this same side of the street, its display window 

properly illuminated and the coat in full view, Hortense paused as she had planned. 

"Oh, do look at that darling little coat there," she began, ecstatically, as though freshly 

arrested by the beauty of it, her whole manner suggesting a first and unspoiled impression. "Oh, 

isn't that the dearest, sweetest, cutest little thing you ever did see?" she went on, her histrionic 

powers growing with her desire for it. "Oh, just look at the collar, and those sleeves and those 

pockets. Aren't they the snappiest things you ever saw? Couldn't I just warm my little hands in 

those?" She glanced at Clyde out of the tail of her eye to see if he was being properly impressed. 

And he, aroused by her intense interest, surveyed the coat with not a little curiosity. 

Unquestionably it was a pretty coat—very. But, gee, what would a coat like that cost, anyhow? 



Could it be that she was trying to interest him in the merits of a coat like that in order that he 

might get it for her? Why, it must be a two-hundred-dollar coat at least. He had no idea as to the 

value of such things, anyhow. He certainly couldn't afford a coat like that. And especially at this 

time when his mother was taking a good portion of his extra cash for Esta. And yet something in 

her manner seemed to bring it to him that that was exactly what she was thinking. It chilled and 

almost numbed him at first. 

And yet, as he now told himself sadly, if Hortense wanted it, she could most certainly 

find some one who would get it for her—that young Tom Keary, for instance, whom she had just 

been describing. And, worse luck, she was just that kind of a girl. And if he could not get it for 

her, some one else could and she would despise him for not being able to do such things for her. 

To his intense dismay and dissatisfaction she exclaimed: 

"Oh, what wouldn't I give for a coat like that!" She had not intended at the moment to put 

the matter so bluntly, for she wanted to convey the thought that was deepest in her mind to Clyde 

tactfully. 

And Clyde, inexperienced as he was, and not subtle by any means, was nevertheless quite 

able to gather the meaning of that. It meant—it meant—for the moment he was not quite willing 

to formulate to himself what it did mean. And now—now—if only he had the price of that coat. 

He could feel that she was thinking of some one certain way to get the coat. And yet how was he 

to manage it? How? If he could only arrange to get this coat for her—if he only could promise 

her that he would get it for her by a certain date, say, if it didn't cost too much, then what? Did he 

have the courage to suggest to her to-night, or to-morrow, say, after he had learned the price of 

the coat, that if she would—why then—why then, well, he would get her the coat or anything 

else she really wanted. Only he must be sure that she was not really fooling him as she was 

always doing in smaller ways. He wouldn't stand for getting her the coat and then get nothing in 

return—never! 

As he thought of it, he actually thrilled and trembled beside her. And she, standing there 

and looking at the coat, was thinking that unless he had sense enough now to get her this thing 

and to get what she meant—how she intended to pay for it—well then, this was the last. He need 

not think she was going to fool around with any one who couldn't or wouldn't do that much for 

her. Never. 

They resumed their walk toward Gaspie's. And throughout the dinner, she talked of little 

else—how attractive the coat was, how wonderful it would look on her. 

"Believe me," she said at one point, defiantly, feeling that Clyde was perhaps uncertain at 

the moment about his ability to buy it for her, "I'm going to find some way to get that coat. I 

think, maybe, that Rubenstein store would let me have it on time if I were to go in there and see 

him about it, make a big enough payment down. Another girl out of our store got a coat that way 

once," she lied promptly, hoping thus to induce Clyde to assist her with it. But Clyde, disturbed 

by the fear of some extraordinary cost in connection with it, hesitated to say just what he would 



do. He could not even guess the price of such a thing—it might cost two or three hundred even—

and he feared to obligate himself to do something which later he might not be able to do. 

"You don't know what they might want for that, do you?" he asked, nervously, at the 

same time thinking if he made any cash gift to her at this time without some guarantee on her 

part, what right would he have to expect anything more in return than he had ever received? He 

knew how she cajoled him into getting things for her and then would not even let him kiss her. 

He flushed and churned a little internally with resentment at the thought of how she seemed to 

feel that she could play fast and loose with him. And yet, as he now recalled, she had just said 

she would do anything for any one who would get that coat for her—or nearly that. 

"No-o," she hesitated at first, for the moment troubled as to whether to give the exact 

price or something higher. For if she asked for time, Mr. Rubenstein might want more. And yet if 

she said much more, Clyde might not want to help her. "But I know it wouldn't be more than a 

hundred and twenty-five. I wouldn't pay more than that for it." 

Clyde heaved a sigh of relief. After all, it wasn't two or three hundred. He began to think 

now that if she could arrange to make any reasonable down payment—say, fifty or sixty 

dollars—he might manage to bring it together within the next two or three weeks anyhow. But if 

the whole hundred and twenty-five were demanded at once, Hortense would have to wait, and 

besides he would have to know whether he was to be rewarded or not—definitely. 

"That's a good idea, Hortense," he exclaimed without, however, indicating in any way 

why it appealed to him so much. "Why don't you do that? Why don't you find out first what they 

want for it, and how much they want down? Maybe I could help you with it." 

"Oh, won't that be just too wonderful!" Hortense clapped her hands. "Oh, will you? Oh, 

won't that be just dandy? Now I just know I can get that coat. I just know they'll let me have it, if 

I talk to them right." 

She was, as Clyde saw and feared, quite forgetting the fact that he was the one who was 

making the coat possible, and now it would be just as he thought. The fact that he was paying for 

it would be taken for granted. 

But a moment later, observing his glum face, she added: "Oh, aren't you the sweetest, 

dearest thing, to help me in this way. You just bet I won't forget this either. You just wait and 

see. You won't be sorry. Now you just wait." Her eyes fairly snapped with gayety and even 

generosity toward him. 

He might be easy and young, but he wasn't mean, and she would reward him, too, she 

now decided. Just as soon as she got the coat, which must be in a week or two at the latest, she 

was going to be very nice to him—do something for him. And to emphasize her own thoughts 

and convey to him what she really meant, she allowed her eyes to grow soft and swimming and 

to dwell on him promisingly— a bit of romantic acting which caused him to become weak and 

nervous. The gusto of her favor frightened him even a little, for it suggested, as he fancied, a 



disturbing vitality which he might not be able to match. He felt a little weak before her now—a 

little cowardly—in the face of what he assumed her real affection might mean. 

Nevertheless, he now announced that if the coat did not cost more than one hundred and 

twenty-five dollars, that sum to be broken into one payment of twenty-five dollars down and two 

additional sums of fifty dollars each, he could manage it. And she on her part replied that she 

was going the very next day to see about it. Mr. Rubenstein might be induced to let her have it at 

once on the payment of twenty-five dollars down; if not that, then at the end of the second week, 

when nearly all would be paid. 

And then in real gratitude to Clyde she whispered to him, coming out of the restaurant 

and purring like a cat, that she would never forget this and that he would see—and that she 

would wear it for him the very first time. If he were not working they might go somewhere to 

dinner. Or, if not that, then she would have it surely in time for the day of the proposed 

automobile ride which he, or rather Hegglund, had suggested for the following Sunday, but 

which might be postponed. 

She suggested that they go to a certain dance hall, and there she clung to him in the 

dances in a suggestive way and afterwards hinted of a mood which made Clyde a little quivery 

and erratic. 

He finally went home, dreaming of the day, satisfied that he would have no trouble in 

bringing together the first payment, if it were so much as fifty, even. For now, under the spur of 

this promise, he proposed to borrow as much as twenty-five from either Ratterer or Hegglund, 

and to repay it after the coat was paid for. 

But, ah, the beautiful Hortense. The charm of her, the enormous, compelling, weakening 

delight. And to think that at last, and soon, she was to be his. It was, plainly, of such stuff as 

dreams are made of—the unbelievable become real. 

  



Chapter 16 

True to her promise, the following day Hortense returned to Mr. Rubenstein, and with all 

the cunning of her nature placed before him, with many reservations, the nature of the dilemma 

which confronted her. Could she, by any chance, have the coat for one hundred and fifteen 

dollars on an easy payment plan? Mr. Rubenstein's head forthwith began to wag a solemn 

negative. This was not an easy payment store. If he wanted to do business that way he could 

charge two hundred for the coat and easily get it. 

"But I could pay as much as fifty dollars when I took the coat," argued Hortense. 

"Very good. But who is to guarantee that I get the other sixty-five, and when?" 

"Next week twenty-five, and the week after that twenty five and the next week after that 

fifteen." 

"Of course. But supposin' the next day after you take the coat an automobile runs you 

down and kills you. Then what? How do I get my money?" 

Now that was a poser. And there was really no way that she could prove that any one 

would pay for the coat. And before that there would have to be all the bother of making out a 

contract, and getting some really responsible person—a banker, say—to endorse it. No, no, this 

was not an easy payment house. This was a cash house. That was why the coat was offered to her 

at one hundred and fifteen, but not a dollar less. Not a dollar. 

Mr. Rubenstein sighed and talked on. And finally Hortense asked him if she could give 

him seventy-five dollars cash in hand, the other forty to be paid in one week's time. Would he let 

her have the coat then—to take home with her? 

"But a week—a week—what is a week then?" argued Mr. Rubenstein. "If you can bring 

me seventy-five next week or to-morrow, and forty more in another week or ten days, why not 

wait a week and bring the whole hundred and fifteen? Then the coat is yours and no bother. 

Leave the coat. Come back to-morrow and pay me twenty-five or thirty dollars on account and I 

take the coat out of the window and lock it up for you. No one can even see it then. In another 

week bring me the balance or in two weeks. Then it is yours." Mr. Rubenstein explained the 

process as though it were a difficult matter to grasp. 

But the argument once made was sound enough. It really left Hortense little to argue 

about. At the same time it reduced her spirit not a little. To think of not being able to take it now. 

And yet, once out of the place, her vigor revived. For, after all, the time fixed would soon pass 

and if Clyde performed his part of the agreement promptly, the coat would be hers. The 

important thing now was to make him give her twenty-five or thirty dollars wherewith to bind 

this wonderful agreement. Only now, because of the fact that she felt that she needed a new hat 

to go with the coat, she decided to say that it cost one hundred and twenty-five instead of one 

hundred and fifteen. 



And once this conclusion was put before Clyde, he saw it as a very reasonable 

arrangement—all things considered—quite a respite from the feeling of strain that had settled 

upon him after his last conversation with Hortense. For, after all, he had not seen how he was to 

raise more than thirty-five dollars this first week anyhow. The following week would be 

somewhat easier, for then, as he told himself, he proposed to borrow twenty or twenty-five from 

Ratterer if he could, which, joined with the twenty or twenty-five which his tips would bring 

him, would be quite sufficient to meet the second payment. The week following he proposed to 

borrow at least ten or fifteen from Hegglund—maybe more—and if that did not make up the 

required amount to pawn his watch for fifteen dollars, the watch he had bought for himself a few 

months before. It ought to bring that at least; it cost fifty. 

But, he now thought, there was Esta in her wretched room awaiting the most unhappy 

result of her one romance. How was she to make out, he asked himself, even in the face of the 

fact that he feared to be included in the financial problem which Esta as well as the family 

presented. His father was not now, and never had been, of any real financial service to his 

mother. And yet, if the problem were on this account to be shifted to him, how would he make 

out? Why need his father always peddle clocks and rugs and preach on the streets? Why couldn't 

his mother and father give up the mission idea, anyhow? 

But, as he knew, the situation was not to be solved without his aid. And the proof of it 

came toward the end of the second week of his arrangement with Hortense, when, with fifty 

dollars in his pocket, which he was planning to turn over to her on the following Sunday, his 

mother, looking into his bedroom where he was dressing, said: "I'd like to see you for a minute, 

Clyde, before you go out." He noted she was very grave as she said this. As a matter of fact, for 

several days past, he had been sensing that she was undergoing a strain of some kind. At the 

same time he had been thinking all this while that with his own resources hypothecated as they 

were, he could do nothing. Or, if he did it meant the loss of Hortense. He dared not. 

And yet what reasonable excuse could he give his mother for not helping her a little, 

considering especially the clothes he wore, and the manner in which he had been running here 

and there, always giving the excuse of working, but probably not deceiving her as much as he 

thought. To be sure, only two months before, he had obligated himself to pay her ten dollars a 

week more for five weeks, and had. But that only proved to her very likely that he had so much 

extra to give, even though he had tried to make it clear at the time that he was pinching himself 

to do it. And yet, however much he chose to waver in her favor, he could not, with his desire for 

Hortense directly confronting him. 

He went out into the living-room after a time, and as usual his mother at once led the way 

to one of the benches in the mission— a cheerless, cold room these days. 

"I didn't think I'd have to speak to you about this, Clyde, but I don't see any other way out 

of it. I haven't anyone but you to depend upon now that you're getting to be a man. But you must 

promise not to tell any of the others—Frank or Julia or your father. I don't want them to know. 

But Esta's back here in Kansas City and in trouble, and I don't know quite what to do about her. I 

have so very little money to do with, and your father's not very much of a help to me any more." 



She passed a weary, reflective hand across her forehead and Clyde knew what was 

coming. His first thought was to pretend that he did not know that Esta was in the city, since he 

had been pretending this way for so long. But now, suddenly, in the face of his mother's 

confession, and the need of pretended surprise on his part, if he were to keep up the fiction, he 

said, "Yes, I know." 

"You know?" queried his mother, surprised. 

"Yes, I know," Clyde repeated. "I saw you going in that house in Beaudry Street one 

morning as I was going along there," he announced calmly enough now. "And I saw Esta looking 

out of the window afterwards, too. So I went in after you left." 

"How long ago was that?" she asked, more to gain time than anything else. 

"Oh, about five or six weeks ago, I think. I been around to see her a coupla times since 

then, only Esta didn't want me to say anything about that either." 

"Tst! Tst! Tst!" clicked Mrs. Griffiths, with her tongue. "Then you know what the trouble 

is." 

"Yes," replied Clyde. 

"Well, what is to be will be," she said resignedly. "You haven't mentioned it to Frank or 

Julia, have you?" 

"No," replied Clyde, thoughtfully, thinking of what a failure his mother had made of her 

attempt to be secretive. She was no one to deceive any one, or his father, either. He thought 

himself far, far shrewder. 

"Well, you mustn't," cautioned his mother solemnly. "It isn't best for them to know, I 

think. It's bad enough as it is this way," she added with a kind of wry twist to her mouth, the 

while Clyde thought of himself and Hortense. 

"And to think," she added, after a moment, her eyes filling with a sad, all-enveloping 

gray mist, "she should have brought all this on herself and on us. And when we have so little to 

do with, as it is. And after all the instruction she has had—the training. 'The way of the 

transgressor—'" 

She shook her head and put her two large hands together and gripped them firmly, while 

Clyde stared, thinking of the situation and all that it might mean to him. 

She sat there, quite reduced and bewildered by her own peculiar part in all this. She had 

been as deceiving as any one, really. And here was Clyde, now, fully informed as to her 

falsehoods and strategy, and herself looking foolish and untrue. But had she not been trying to 

save him from all this—him and the others? And he was old enough to understand that now. Yet 



she now proceeded to explain why, and to say how dreadful she felt it all to be. At the same time, 

as she also explained, now she was compelled to come to him for aid in connection with it. 

"Esta's about to be very sick," she went on suddenly and stiffly, not being able, or at least 

willing, apparently, to look at Clyde as she said it, and yet determined to be as frank as possible. 

"She'll need a doctor very shortly and some one to be with her all the time when I'm not there. I 

must get money somewhere—at least fifty dollars. You couldn't get me that much in some way, 

from some of your young men friends, could you, just a loan for a few weeks? You could pay it 

back, you know, soon, if you would. You wouldn't need to pay me anything for your room until 

you had." 

She looked at Clyde so tensely, so urgently, that he felt quite shaken by the force of the 

cogency of the request. And before he could add anything to the nervous gloom which shadowed 

her face, she added: "That other money was for her, you know, to bring her back here after her—

her"—she hesitated over the appropriate word but finally added—"husband left her there in 

Pittsburgh. I suppose she told you that." 

"Yes, she did," replied Clyde, heavily and sadly. For after all, Esta's condition was 

plainly critical, which was something that he had not stopped to meditate on before. 

"Gee, Ma," he exclaimed, the thought of the fifty dollars in his pocket and its intended 

destination troubling him considerably—the very sum his mother was seeking. "I don't know 

whether I can do that or not. I don't know any of the boys down there well enough for that. And 

they don't make any more than I do, either. I might borrow a little something, but it won't look 

very good." He choked and swallowed a little, for lying to his mother in this way was not easy. 

In fact, he had never had occasion to lie in connection with anything so trying—and so 

despicably. For here was fifty dollars in his pocket at the moment, with Hortense on the one hand 

and his mother and sister on the other, and the money would solve his mother's problem as fully 

as it would Hortense's, and more respectably. How terrible it was not to help her. How could he 

refuse her, really? Nervously he licked his lips and passed a hand over his brow, for a nervous 

moisture had broken out upon his face. He felt strained and mean and incompetent under the 

circumstances. 

"And you haven't any money of your own right now that you could let me have, have 

you?" his mother half pleaded. For there were a number of things in connection with Esta's 

condition which required immediate cash and she had so little. 

"No, I haven't, Ma," he said, looking at his mother shamefacedly, for a moment, then 

away, and if it had not been that she herself was so distrait, she might have seen the falsehood on 

his face. As it was, he suffered a pang of commingled self-commiseration and self-contempt, 

based on the distress he felt for his mother. He could not bring himself to think of losing 

Hortense. He must have her. And yet his mother looked so lone and so resourceless. It was 

shameful. He was low, really mean. Might he not, later, be punished for a thing like this? 



He tried to think of some other way—some way of getting a little money over and above 

the fifty that might help. If only he had a little more time—a few weeks longer. If only Hortense 

had not brought up this coat idea just now. 

"I'll tell you what I might do," he went on, quite foolishly and dully the while his mother 

gave vent to a helpless "Tst! Tst! Tst!" "Will five dollars do you any good?" 

"Well, it will be something, anyhow," she replied. "I can use it." 

"Well, I can let you have that much," he said, thinking to replace it out of his next week's 

tips and trust to better luck throughout the week. "And I'll see what I can do next week. I might 

let you have ten then. I can't say for sure. I had to borrow some of that other money I gave you, 

and I haven't got through paying for that yet, and if I come around trying to get more, they'll 

think—well, you know how it is." 

His mother sighed, thinking of the misery of having to fall back on her one son thus far. 

And just when he was trying to get a start, too. What would he think of all this in after years? 

What would he think of her—of Esta—the family? For, for all his ambition and courage and 

desire to be out and doing, Clyde always struck her as one who was not any too powerful 

physically or rock-ribbed morally or mentally. So far as his nerves and emotions were concerned, 

at times he seemed to take after his father more than he did after her. And for the most part it was 

so easy to excite him— to cause him to show tenseness and strain—as though he were not so 

very well fitted for either. And it was she, because of Esta and her husband and their joint and 

unfortunate lives, that was and had been heaping the greater part of this strain on him. 

"Well, if you can't, you can't," she said. "I must try and think of some other way." But she 

saw no clear way at the moment. 

  



Chapter 17 

In connection with the automobile ride suggested and arranged for the following Sunday 

by Hegglund through his chauffeur friend, a change of plan was announced. The car—an 

expensive Packard, no less—could not be had for that day, but must be used by this Thursday or 

Friday, or not at all. For, as had been previously explained to all, but not with the strictest 

adherence to the truth, the car belonged to a certain Mr. Kimbark, an elderly and very wealthy 

man who at the time was traveling in Asia. Also, what was not true was that this particular youth 

was not Mr. Kimbark's chauffeur at all, but rather the rakish, ne'er-do-well son of Sparser, the 

superintendent of one of Mr. Kimbark's stock farms. This son being anxious to pose as 

something more than the son of a superintendent of a farm, and as an occasional watchman, 

having access to the cars, had decided to take the very finest of them and ride in it. 

It was Hegglund who proposed that he and his hotel friends be included on some 

interesting trip. But since the general invitation had been given, word had come that within the 

next few weeks Mr. Kimbark was likely to return. And because of this, Willard Sparser had 

decided at once that it might be best not to use the car any more. He might be taken unawares, 

perhaps, by Mr. Kimbark's unexpected arrival. Laying this difficulty before Hegglund, who was 

eager for the trip, the latter had scouted the idea. Why not use it once more anyhow? He had 

stirred up the interest of all of his friends in this and now hated to disappoint them. The 

following Friday, between noon and six o'clock, was fixed upon as the day. And since Hortense 

had changed in her plans she now decided to accompany Clyde, who had been invited, of course. 

But as Hegglund had explained to Ratterer and Higby since it was being used without the 

owner's consent, they must meet rather far out—the men in one of the quiet streets near 

Seventeenth and West Prospect, from which point they could proceed to a meeting place more 

convenient for the girls, namely, Twentieth and Washington. From thence they would speed via 

the west Parkway and the Hannibal Bridge north and east to Harlem, North Kansas City, 

Minaville and so through Liberty and Moseby to Excelsior Springs. Their chief objective there 

was a little inn—the Wigwam—a mile or two this side of Excelsior which was open the year 

around. It was really a combination of restaurant and dancing parlor and hotel. A Victrola and 

Wurlitzer player-piano furnished the necessary music. Such groups as this were not infrequent, 

and Hegglund as well as Higby, who had been there on several occasions, described it as dandy. 

The food was good and the road to it excellent. There was a little river just below it where in the 

summer time at least there was rowing and fishing. In winter some people skated when there was 

ice. To be sure, at this time—January—the road was heavily packed with snow, but easy to get 

over, and the scenery fine. There was a little lake, not so far from Excelsior, at this time of year 

also frozen over, and according to Hegglund, who was always unduly imaginative and high-

spirited, they might go there and skate. 

"Will you listen to who's talkin' about skatin' on a trip like this?" commented Ratterer, 

rather cynically, for to his way of thinking this was no occasion for any such side athletics, but 

for love-making exclusively. 

"Aw, hell, can't a fellow have a funny idea even widout bein' roasted for it?" retorted the 

author of the idea. 



The only one, apart from Sparser, who suffered any qualms in connection with all this 

was Clyde himself. For to him, from the first, the fact that the car to be used did not belong to 

Sparser, but to his employer, was disturbing, almost irritatingly so. He did not like the idea of 

taking anything that belonged to any one else, even for temporary use. Something might happen. 

They might be found out. 

"Don't you think it's dangerous for us to be going out in this car?" he asked of Ratterer a 

few days before the trip and when he fully understood the nature of the source of the car. 

"Oh, I don't know," replied Ratterer, who being accustomed to such ideas and devices as 

this was not much disturbed by them. "I'm not taking the car and you're not, are you? If he wants 

to take it, that's his lookout, ain't it? If he wants me to go, I'll go. Why wouldn't I? All I want is to 

be brought back here on time. That's the only thing that would ever worry me." 

And Higby, coming up at the moment, had voiced exactly the same sentiments. Yet 

Clyde remained troubled. It might not work out right; he might lose his job through a thing like 

this. But so fascinated was he by the thought of riding in such a fine car with Hortense and with 

all these other girls and boys that he could not resist the temptation to go. 

Immediately after noon on the Friday of this particular week the several participants of 

the outing were gathered at the points agreed upon. Hegglund, Ratterer, Higby and Clyde at 

Eighteenth and West Prospect near the railroad yards. Maida Axelrod, Hegglund's girl, Lucille 

Nickolas, a friend of Ratterer's, and Tina Kogel, a friend of Higby's, also Laura Sipe, another girl 

who was brought by Tina Kogel to be introduced to Sparser for the occasion, at Twentieth and 

Washington. Only since Hortense had sent word at the last moment to Clyde that she had to go 

out to her house for something, and that they were to run out to Forty-ninth and Genesee, where 

she lived, they did so, but not without grumbling. 

The day, a late January one, was inclined to be smoky with lowering clouds, especially 

within the environs of Kansas City. It even threatened snow at times—a most interesting and 

picturesque prospect to those within. They liked it. 

"Oh, gee, I hope it does," Tina Kogel exclaimed when some one commented on the 

possibility, and Lucille Nickolas added: "Oh, I just love to see it snow at times." Along the West 

Bluff Road, Washington and Second Streets, they finally made their way across the Hannibal 

Bridge to Harlem, and from thence along the winding and hill-sentineled river road to Randolph 

Heights and Minaville. And beyond that came Moseby and Liberty, to and through which the 

road bed was better, with interesting glimpses of small homesteads and the bleak snow-covered 

hills of January. 

Clyde, who for all his years in Kansas City had never ventured much beyond Kansas 

City, Kansas, on the west or the primitive and natural woods of Swope Park on the east, nor 

farther along the Kansas or Missouri Rivers than Argentine on the one side and Randolph 

Heights on the other, was quite fascinated by the idea of travel which appeared to be suggested 

by all this—distant travel. It was all so different from his ordinary routine. And on this occasion 

Hortense was inclined to be very genial and friendly. She snuggled down beside him on the seat, 



and when he, noting that the others had already drawn their girls to them in affectionate 

embraces, put his arm about her and drew her to him, she made no particular protest. Instead she 

looked up and said: "I'll have to take my hat off, I guess." The others laughed. There was 

something about her quick, crisp way which was amusing at times. Besides she had done her hair 

in a new way which made her look decidedly prettier, and she was anxious to have the others see 

it. 

"Can we dance anywhere out here?" she called to the others, without looking around. 

"Surest thing you know," said Higby, who by now had persuaded Tina Kogel to take her 

hat off and was holding her close. "They got a player-piano and a Victrola out there. If I'd 'a' 

thought, I'd 'a' brought my cornet. I can play Dixie on that." 

The car was speeding at breakneck pace over a snowy white road and between white 

fields. In fact, Sparser, considering himself a master of car manipulation as well as the real 

owner of it for the moment, was attempting to see how fast he could go on such a road. 

Dark vignettes of wood went by to right and left. Fields away, sentinel hills rose and fell 

like waves. A wide-armed scarecrow fluttering in the wind, its tall decayed hat awry, stood near 

at hand in one place. And from near it a flock of crows rose and winged direct toward a distant 

wood lightly penciled against a foreground of snow. 

In the front seat sat Sparser, guiding the car beside Laura Sipe with the air of one to 

whom such a magnificent car was a commonplace thing. He was really more interested in 

Hortense, yet felt it incumbent on him, for the time being, anyhow, to show some attention to 

Laura Sipe. And not to be outdone in gallantry by the others, he now put one arm about Laura 

Sipe while he guided the car with the other, a feat which troubled Clyde, who was still dubious 

about the wisdom of taking the car at all. They might all be wrecked by such fast driving. 

Hortense was only interested by the fact that Sparser had obviously manifested his interest in 

her; that he had to pay some attention to Laura Sipe whether he wanted to or not. And when she 

saw him pull her to him and asked her grandly if she had done much automobiling about Kansas 

City, she merely smiled to herself. 

But Ratterer, noting the move, nudged Lucille Nickolas, and she in turn nudged Higby, in 

order to attract his attention to the affectional development ahead. 

"Getting comfortable up front there, Willard?" called Ratterer, genially, in order to make 

friends with him. 

"I'll say I am," replied Sparser, gayly and without turning. "How about you, girlie?" 

"Oh, I'm all right," Laura Sipe replied. 

But Clyde was thinking that of all the girls present none was really so pretty as 

Hortense—not nearly. She had come garbed in a red and black dress with a very dark red poke 

bonnet to match. And on her left cheek, just below her small rouged mouth, she had pasted a 



minute square of black court plaster in imitation of some picture beauty she had seen. In fact, 

before the outing began, she had been determined to outshine all the others present, and 

distinctly she was now feeling that she was succeeding. And Clyde, for himself, was agreeing 

with her. 

"You're the cutest thing here," whispered Clyde, hugging her fondly. 

"Gee, but you can pour on the molasses, kid, when you want to," she called out loud, and 

the others laughed. And Clyde flushed slightly. 

Beyond Minaville about six miles the car came to a bend in a hollow where there was a 

country store and here Hegglund, Higby and Ratterer got out to fetch candy, cigarettes and ice 

cream cones and ginger ale. And after that came Liberty, and then several miles this side of 

Excelsior Springs, they sighted the Wigwam which was nothing more than an old two-story 

farmhouse snuggled against a rise of ground behind it. There was, however, adjoining it on one 

side a newer and larger one-story addition consisting of the dining-room, the dance floor, and 

concealed by a partition at one end, a bar. An open fire flickered cheerfully here in a large 

fireplace. Down in a hollow across the road might be seen the Benton River or creek, now frozen 

solid. 

"There's your river," called Higby cheerfully as he helped Tina Kogel out of the car, for 

he was already very much warmed by several drinks he had taken en route. They all paused for a 

moment to admire the stream, winding away among the trees. "I wanted dis bunch to bring dere 

skates and go down dere," sighed Hegglund, "but dey wouldn't. Well, dat's all right." 

By then Lucille Nickolas, seeing a flicker of flame reflected in one of the small windows 

of the inn, called, "Oh, see, they gotta fire." 

The car was parked, and they all trooped into the inn, and at once Higby briskly went 

over and started the large, noisy, clattery, tinny Nickelodeon with a nickel. And to rival him, and 

for a prank, Hegglund ran to the Victrola which stood in one corner and put on a record of "The 

Grizzly Bear," which he found lying there. 

At the first sounds of this strain, which they all knew, Tina Kogel called: "Oh, let's all 

dance to that, will you? Can't you stop that other old thing?" she added. 

"Sure, after it runs down," explained Ratterer, laughingly. "The only way to stop that 

thing is not to feed it any nickels." 

But now a waiter coming in, Higby began to inquire what everybody wanted. And in the 

meantime, to show off her charms, Hortense had taken the center of the floor and was attempting 

to imitate a grizzly bear walking on its hind legs, which she could do amusingly enough—quite 

gracefully. And Sparser, seeing her alone in the center of the floor was anxious to interest her 

now, followed her and tried to imitate her motions from behind. Finding him clever at it, and 

anxious to dance, she finally abandoned the imitation and giving him her arms went one-stepping 

about the room most vividly. At once, Clyde, who was by no means as good a dancer, became 



jealous—painfully so. In his eagerness for her, it seemed unfair to him that he should be deserted 

by her so early—at the very beginning of things. But she, becoming interested in Sparser, who 

seemed more worldly-wise, paid no attention at all to Clyde for the time being, but went dancing 

with her new conquest, his rhythmic skill seeming charmingly to match her own. And then, not 

to be out of it, the others at once chose partners, Hegglund dancing with Maida, Ratterer with 

Lucille and Higby with Tina Kogel. This left Laura Sipe for Clyde, who did not like her very 

much. She was not as perfect as she might be—a plump, pudgy-faced girl with inadequate 

sensual blue eyes—and Clyde, lacking any exceptional skill, they danced nothing but the 

conventional one-step while the others were dipping and lurching and spinning. 

In a kind of sick fury, Clyde noticed that Sparser, who was still with Hortense, was by 

now holding her close and looking straight into her eyes. And she was permitting him. It gave 

him a feeling of lead at the pit of his stomach. Was it possible she was beginning to like this 

young upstart who had this car? And she had promised to like him for the present. It brought to 

him a sense of her fickleness—the probability of her real indifference to him. He wanted to do 

something—stop dancing and get her away from Sparser, but there was no use until this 

particular record ran out. 

And then, just at the end of this, the waiter returned with a tray and put down cocktails, 

ginger ale and sandwiches upon three small tables which had been joined together. All but 

Sparser and Hortense quit and came toward it—a fact which Clyde was quick to note. She was a 

heartless flirt! She really did not care for him after all. And after making him think that she did, 

so recently— and getting him to help her with that coat. She could go to the devil now. He would 

show her. And he waiting for her! Wasn't that the limit? Yet, finally seeing that the others were 

gathering about the tables, which had been placed near the fire, Hortense and Sparser ceased 

dancing and approached. Clyde was white and glum. He stood to one side, seemingly indifferent. 

And Laura Sipe, who had already noted his rage and understood the reason now moved away 

from him to join Tina Kogel, to whom she explained why he was so angry. 

And then noting his glumness, Hortense came over, executing a phase of the "Grizzly" as 

she did so. 

"Gee, wasn't that swell?" she began. "Gee, how I do love to dance to music like that!" 

"Sure, it's swell for you," returned Clyde, burning with envy and disappointment. 

"Why, what's the trouble?" she asked, in a low and almost injured tone, pretending not to 

guess, yet knowing quite well why he was angry. "You don't mean to say that you're mad 

because I danced with him first, do you? Oh, how silly! Why didn't you come over then and 

dance with me? I couldn't refuse to dance with him when he was right there, could I?" 

"Oh, no, of course, you couldn't," replied Clyde sarcastically, and in a low, tense tone, for 

he, no more than Hortense, wanted the others to hear. "But you didn't have to fall all over him 

and dream in his eyes, either, did you?" He was fairly blazing. "You needn't say you didn't, 

because I saw you." 



At this she glanced at him oddly, realizing not only the sharpness of his mood, but that 

this was the first time he had shown so much daring in connection with her. It must be that he 

was getting to feel too sure of her. She was showing him too much attention. At the same time 

she realized that this was not the time to show him that she did not care for him as much as she 

would like to have him believe, since she wanted the coat, already agreed upon. 

"Oh, gee, well, ain't that the limit?" she replied angrily, yet more because she was 

irritated by the fact that what he said was true than anything else. "If you aren't the grouch. Well, 

I can't help it, if you're going to be as jealous as that. I didn't do anything but dance with him just 

a little. I didn't think you'd be mad." She moved as if to turn away, but realizing that there was an 

understanding between them, and that he must be placated if things were to go on, she drew him 

by his coat lapels out of the range of the hearing of the others, who were already looking and 

listening, and began. 

"Now, see here, you. Don't go acting like this. I didn't mean anything by what I did. 

Honest, I didn't. Anyhow, everybody dances like that now. And nobody means anything by it. 

Aren't you goin' to let me be nice to you like I said, or are you?" 

And now she looked him coaxingly and winsomely and calculatingly straight in the eye, 

as though he were the one person among all these present whom she really did like. And 

deliberately, and of a purpose, she made a pursy, sensuous mouth—the kind she could make— 

and practised a play of the lips that caused them to seem to want to kiss him—a mouth that 

tempted him to distraction. 

"All right," he said, looking at her weakly and yieldingly. "I suppose I am a fool, but I 

saw what you did, all right. You know I'm crazy about you, Hortense—just wild! I can't help it. I 

wish I could sometimes. I wish I wouldn't be such a fool." And he looked at her and was sad. 

And she, realizing her power over him and how easy it was to bring him around, replied: "Oh, 

you—you don't, either. I'll kiss you after a while, when the others aren't looking if you'll be 

good." At the same time she was conscious of the fact that Sparser's eyes were upon her. Also 

that he was intensely drawn to her and that she liked him more than any one she had recently 

encountered. 

  



Chapter 18 

The climax of the afternoon was reached, however, when after several more dances and 

drinks, the small river and its possibilities was again brought to the attention of all by Hegglund, 

who, looking out of one of the windows, suddenly exclaimed: "What's de matter wit de ice down 

dere? Look at de swell ice. I dare dis crowd to go down dere and slide." 

They were off pell-mell—Ratterer and Tina Kogel, running hand in hand, Sparser and 

Lucille Nickolas, with whom he had just been dancing, Higby and Laura Sipe, whom he was 

finding interesting enough for a change, and Clyde and Hortense. But once on the ice, which was 

nothing more than a narrow, winding stream, blown clean in places by the wind, and curving 

among thickets of leafless trees, the company were more like young satyrs and nymphs of an 

older day. They ran here and there, slipping and sliding—Higby, Lucille and Maida immediately 

falling down, but scrambling to their feet with bursts of laughter. 

And Hortense, aided by Clyde at first, minced here and there. But soon she began to run 

and slide, squealing in pretended fear. And now, not only Sparser but Higby, and this in spite of 

Clyde, began to show Hortense attention. They joined her in sliding, ran after her and pretended 

to try to trip her up, but caught her as she fell. And Sparser, taking her by the hand, dragged her, 

seemingly in spite of herself and the others, far upstream and about a curve where they could not 

be seen. Determined not to show further watchfulness or jealousy Clyde remained behind. But he 

could not help feeling that Sparser might be taking this occasion to make a date, even to kiss her. 

She was not incapable of letting him, even though she might pretend to him that she did not want 

him to. It was agonizing. 

In spite of himself, he began to tingle with helpless pain—to begin to wish that he could 

see them. But Hegglund, having called every one to join hands and crack the whip, he took the 

hand of Lucille Nickolas, who was holding on to Hegglund's, and gave his other free hand to 

Maida Axelrod, who in turn gave her free hand to Ratterer. And Higby and Laura Sipe were 

about to make up the tail when Sparser and Hortense came gliding back—he holding her by the 

hand. And they now tacked on at the foot. Then Hegglund and the others began running and 

doubling back and forth until all beyond Maida had fallen and let go. And, as Clyde noted, 

Hortense and Sparser, in falling, skidded and rolled against each other to the edge of the shore 

where were snow and leaves and twigs. And Hortense's skirts, becoming awry in some way, 

moved up to above her knees. But instead of showing any embarrassment, as Clyde thought and 

wished she might, she sat there for a few moments without shame and even laughing heartily—

and Sparser with her and still holding her hand. And Laura Sipe, having fallen in such a way as 

to trip Higby, who had fallen across her, they also lay there laughing and yet in a most suggestive 

position, as Clyde thought. He noted, too, that Laura Sipe's skirts had been worked above her 

knees. And Sparser, now sitting up, was pointing to her pretty legs and laughing loudly, showing 

most of his teeth. And all the others were emitting peals and squeals of laughter. 

"Hang it all!" thought Clyde. "Why the deuce does he always have to be hanging about 

her? Why didn't he bring a girl of his own if he wanted to have a good time? What right have 

they got to go where they can't be seen? And she thinks I think she means nothing by all this. She 

never laughs that heartily with me, you bet. What does she think I am that she can put that stuff 



over on me, anyhow?" He glowered darkly for the moment, but in spite of his thoughts the line 

or whip was soon re-formed and this time with Lucille Nickolas still holding his hand. Sparser 

and Hortense at the tail end again. But Hegglund, unconscious of the mood of Clyde and 

thinking only of the sport, called: "Better let some one else take de end dere, hadn'tcha?" And 

feeling the fairness of this, Ratterer and Maida Axelrod and Clyde and Lucille Nickolas now 

moved down with Higby and Laura Sipe and Hortense and Sparser above them. Only, as Clyde 

noted, Hortense still held Sparser by the hand, yet she moved just above him and took his hand, 

he being to the right, with Sparser next above to her left, holding her other hand firmly, which 

infuriated Clyde. Why couldn't he stick to Laura Sipe, the girl brought out here for him? And 

Hortense was encouraging him. 

He was very sad, and he felt so angry and bitter that he could scarcely play the game. He 

wanted to stop and quarrel with Sparser. But so brisk and eager was Hegglund that they were off 

before he could even think of doing so. 

And then, try as he would, to keep his balance in the face of this, he and Lucille and 

Ratterer and Maida Axelrod were thrown down and spun around on the ice like curling irons. 

And Hortense, letting go of him at the right moment, seemed to prefer deliberately to hang on to 

Sparser. Entangled with these others, Clyde and they spun across forty feet of smooth, green ice 

and piled against a snow bank. At the finish, as he found, Lucille Nickolas was lying across his 

knees face down in such a spanking position that he was compelled to laugh. And Maida 

Axelrod was on her back, next to Ratterer, her legs straight up in the air; on purpose he thought. 

She was too coarse and bold for him. And there followed, of course, squeals and guffaws of 

delight—so loud that they could be heard for half a mile. Hegglund, intensely susceptible to 

humor at all times, doubled to the knees, slapped his thighs and bawled. And Sparser opened his 

big mouth and chortled and grimaced until he was scarlet. So infectious was the result that for 

the time being Clyde forgot his jealousy. He too looked and laughed. But Clyde's mood had not 

changed really. He still felt that she wasn't playing fair. 

At the end of all this playing Lucille Nickolas and Tina Kogel being tired, dropped out. 

And Hortense, also. Clyde at once left the group to join her. Ratterer then followed Lucille. Then 

the others separating, Hegglund pushed Maida Axelrod before him down stream out of sight 

around a bend. Higby, seemingly taking his cue from this, pulled Tina Kogel up stream, and 

Ratterer and Lucille, seeming to see something of interest, struck into a thicket, laughing and 

talking as they went. Even Sparser and Laura, left to themselves, now wandered off, leaving 

Clyde and Hortense alone. 

And then, as these two wandered toward a fallen log which here paralleled the stream, 

she sat down. But Clyde, smarting from his fancied wounds, stood silent for the time being, 

while she, sensing as much, took him by the belt of his coat and began to pull at him. 

"Giddap, horsey," she played. "Giddap. My horsey has to skate me now on the ice." 

Clyde looked at her glumly, glowering mentally, and not to be diverted so easily from the 

ills which he felt to be his. 



"Whadd'ye wanta let that fellow Sparser always hang around you for?" he demanded. "I 

saw you going up the creek there with him a while ago. What did he say to you up there?" 

"He didn't say anything." 

"Oh, no, of course not," he replied cynically and bitterly. "And maybe he didn't kiss you, 

either." 

"I should say not," she replied definitely and spitefully, "I'd like to know what you think I 

am, anyhow. I don't let people kiss me the first time they see me, smarty, and I want you to know 

it. I didn't let you, did I?" 

"Oh, that's all right, too," answered Clyde; "but you didn't like me as well as you do him, 

either." 

"Oh, didn't I? Well, maybe I didn't, but what right have you to say I like him, anyhow. I'd 

like to know if I can't have a little fun without you watching me all the time. You make me tired, 

that's what you do." She was quite angry now because of the proprietary air he appeared to be 

assuming. 

And now Clyde, repulsed and somewhat shaken by this sudden counter on her part, 

decided on the instant that perhaps it might be best for him to modify his tone. After all, she had 

never said that she had really cared for him, even in the face of the implied promise she had 

made him. 

"Oh, well," he observed glumly after a moment, and not without a little of sadness in his 

tone, "I know one thing. If I let on that I cared for any one as much as you say you do for me at 

times, I wouldn't want to flirt around with others like you are doing out here." 

"Oh, wouldn't you?" 

"No, I wouldn't." 

"Well, who's flirting anyhow, I'd like to know?" 

"You are." 

"I'm not either, and I wish you'd just go away and let me alone if you can't do anything 

but quarrel with me. Just because I danced with him up there in the restaurant, is no reason for 

you to think I'm flirting. Oh, you make me tired, that's what you do," 

"Do I?" 

"Yes, you do." 



"Well, maybe I better go off and not bother you any more at all then," he returned, a trace 

of his mother's courage welling up in him. 

"Well, maybe you had, if that's the way you're going to feel about me all the time," she 

answered, and kicked viciously with her toes at the ice. But Clyde was beginning to feel that he 

could not possibly go through with this—that after all he was too eager about her—too much at 

her feet. He began to weaken and gaze nervously at her. And she, thinking of her coat again, 

decided to be civil. 

"You didn't look in his eyes, did you?" he asked weakly, his thoughts going back to her 

dancing with Sparser. 

"When?" 

"When you were dancing with him?" 

"No, I didn't, not that I know of, anyhow. But supposing I did. What of it? I didn't mean 

anything by it. Gee, criminy, can't a person look in anybody's eyes if they want to?" 

"In the way you looked in his? Not if you claim to like anybody else, I say." And the skin 

of Clyde's forehead lifted and sank, and his eyelids narrowed. Hortense merely clicked 

impatiently and indignantly with her tongue. 

"Tst! Tst! Tst! If you ain't the limit!" 

"And a while ago back there on the ice," went on Clyde determinedly and yet 

pathetically. "When you came back from up there, instead of coming up to where I was you went 

to the foot of the line with him. I saw you. And you held his hand, too, all the way back. And 

then when you fell down, you had to sit there with him holding your hand. I'd like to know what 

you call that if it ain't flirting. What else is it? I'll bet he thinks it is, all right." 

"Well, I wasn't flirting with him just the same and I don't care what you say. But if you 

want to have it that way, have it that way. I can't stop you. You're so darn jealous you don't want 

to let anybody else do anything, that's all the matter with you. How else can you play on the ice 

if you don't hold hands, I'd like to know? Gee, criminy! What about you and that Lucille 

Nickolas? I saw her laying across your lap and you laughing. And I didn't think anything of that. 

What do you want me to do—come out here and sit around like a bump on a log?—follow you 

around like a tail? Or you follow me? What-a-yuh think I am anyhow? A nut?" 

She was being ragged by Clyde, as she thought, and she didn't like it. She was thinking of 

Sparser who was really more appealing to her at the time than Clyde. He was more materialistic, 

less romantic, more direct. 

He turned and, taking off his cap, rubbed his head gloomily while Hortense, looking at 

him, thought first of him and then of Sparser. Sparser was more manly, not so much of a 

crybaby. He wouldn't stand around and complain this way, you bet. He'd probably leave her for 



good, have nothing more to do with her. Yet Clyde, after his fashion, was interesting and useful. 

Who else would do for her what he had? And at any rate, he was not trying to force her to go off 

with him now as these others had gone and as she had feared he might try to do—ahead of her 

plan and wish. This quarrel was obviating that. 

"Now, see here," she said after a time, having decided that it was best to assuage him and 

that it was not so hard to manage him after all. "Are we goin' t'fight all the time, Clyde? What's 

the use, anyhow? Whatja want me to come out here for if you just want to fight with me all the 

time? I wouldn't have come if I'd 'a' thought you were going to do that all day." 

She turned and kicked at the ice with the minute toe of her shoes, and Clyde, always 

taken by her charm again, put his arms about her, and crushed her to him, at the same time 

fumbling at her breasts and putting his lips to hers and endeavoring to hold and fondle her. But 

now, because of her suddenly developed liking for Sparser, and partially because of her present 

mood towards Clyde, she broke away, a dissatisfaction with herself and him troubling her. Why 

should she let him force her to do anything she did not feel like doing, just now, anyhow, she 

now asked herself. She hadn't agreed to be as nice to him to-day as he might wish. Not yet. At 

any rate just now she did not want to be handled in this way by him, and she would not, 

regardless of what he might do. And Clyde, sensing by now what the true state of her mind in 

regard to him must be, stepped back and yet continued to gaze gloomily and hungrily at her. And 

she in turn merely stared at him. 

"I thought you said you liked me," he demanded almost savagely now, realizing that his 

dreams of a happy outing this day were fading into nothing. 

"Well, I do when you're nice," she replied, slyly and evasively, seeking some way to 

avoid complications in connection with her original promises to him. 

"Yes, you do," he grumbled. "I see how you do. Why, here we are out here now and you 

won't even let me touch you. I'd like to know what you meant by all that you said, anyhow." 

"Well, what did I say?" she countered, merely to gain time. 

"As though you didn't know." 

"Oh, well. But that wasn't to be right away, either, was it? I thought we said"—she 

paused dubiously. 

"I know what you said," he went on. "But I notice now that you don't like me an' that's all 

there is to it. What difference would it make if you really cared for me whether you were nice to 

me now or next week or the week after? Gee whiz, you'd think it was something that depended 

on what I did for you, not whether you cared for me." In his pain he was quite intense and 

courageous. 

"That's not so!" she snapped, angrily and bitterly, irritated by the truth of what he said. 

"And I wish you wouldn't say that to me, either. I don't care anything about the old coat now, if 



you want to know it. And you can just have your old money back, too, I don't want it. And you 

can just let me alone from now on, too," she added. "I'll get all the coats I want without any help 

from you." At this, she turned and walked away. 

But Clyde, now anxious to mollify her as usual, ran after her. "Don't go, Hortense," he 

pleaded. "Wait a minute. I didn't mean that either, honest I didn't. I'm crazy about you. Honest I 

am. Can't you see that? Oh, gee, don't go now. I'm not giving you the money to get something for 

it. You can have it for nothing if you want it that way. There ain't anybody else in the world like 

you to me, and there never has been. You can have the money for all I care, all of it. I don't want 

it back. But, gee, I did think you liked me a little. Don't you care for me at all, Hortense?" He 

looked cowed and frightened, and she, sensing her mastery over him, relented a little. 

"Of course I do," she announced. "But just the same, that don't mean that you can treat 

me any old way, either. You don't seem to understand that a girl can't do everything you want her 

to do just when you want her to do it." 

"Just what do you mean by that?" asked Clyde, not quite sensing just what she did mean. 

"I don't get you." 

"Oh, yes, you do, too." She could not believe that he did not know. 

"Oh, I guess I know what you're talkin' about. I know what you're going to say now," he 

went on disappointedly. "That's that old stuff they all pull. I know." 

He was reciting almost verbatim the words and intonations even of the other boys at the 

hotel—Higby, Ratterer, Eddie Doyle—who, having narrated the nature of such situations to him, 

and how girls occasionally lied out of pressing dilemmas in this way, had made perfectly clear to 

him what was meant. And Hortense knew now that he did know. 

"Gee, but you're mean," she said in an assumed hurt way. "A person can never tell you 

anything or expect you to believe it. Just the same, it's true, whether you believe it or not." 

"Oh, I know how you are," he replied, sadly yet a little loftily, as though this were an old 

situation to him. "You don't like me, that's all. I see that now, all right." 

"Gee, but you're mean," she persisted, affecting an injured air. "It's the God's truth. 

Believe me or not, I swear it. Honest it is." 

Clyde stood there. In the face of this small trick there was really nothing much to say as 

he saw it. He could not force her to do anything. If she wanted to lie and pretend, he would have 

to pretend to believe her. And yet a great sadness settled down upon him. He was not to win her 

after all—that was plain. He turned, and she, being convinced that he felt that she was lying now, 

felt it incumbent upon herself to do something about it—to win him around to her again. 

"Please, Clyde, please," she began now, most artfully, "I mean that. Really, I do. Won't 

you believe me? But I will next week, sure. Honest, I will. Won't you believe that? I meant 



everything I said when I said it. Honest, I did. I do like you—a lot. Won't you believe that, too—

please?" 

And Clyde, thrilled from head to toe by this latest phase of her artistry, agreed that he 

would. And once more he began to smile and recover his gayety. And by the time they reached 

the car, to which they were all called a few minutes after by Hegglund, because of the time, and 

he had held her hand and kissed her often, he was quite convinced that the dream he had been 

dreaming was as certain of fulfillment as anything could be. Oh, the glory of it when it should 

come true! 

  



Chapter 19 

For the major portion of the return trip to Kansas City, there was nothing to mar the very 

agreeable illusion under which Clyde rested. He sat beside Hortense, who leaned her head 

against his shoulder. And although Sparser, who had waited for the others to step in before 

taking the wheel, had squeezed her arm and received an answering and promising look, Clyde 

had not seen that. 

But the hour being late and the admonitions of Hegglund, Ratterer and Higby being all 

for speed, and the mood of Sparser, because of the looks bestowed upon him by Hortense, being 

the gayest and most drunken, it was not long before the outlying lamps of the environs began to 

show. 

For the car was rushed along the road at break-neck speed. At one point, however, where 

one of the eastern trunk lines approached the city, there was a long and unexpected and 

disturbing wait at a grade crossing where two freight trains met and passed. Farther in, at North 

Kansas City, it began to snow, great soft slushy flakes, feathering down and coating the road 

surface with a slippery layer of mud which required more caution than had been thus far 

displayed. It was then half past five. Ordinarily, an additional eight minutes at high speed would 

have served to bring the car within a block or two of the hotel. But now, with another delay near 

Hannibal Bridge owing to grade crossing, it was twenty minutes to six before the bridge was 

crossed and Wyandotte Street reached. And already all four of these youths had lost all sense of 

the delight of the trip and the pleasure the companionship of these girls had given them. For 

already they were worrying as to the probability of their reaching the hotel in time. The smug 

and martinetish figure of Mr. Squires loomed before them all. 

"Gee, if we don't do better than this," observed Ratterer to Higby, who was nervously 

fumbling with his watch, "we're not goin' to make it. We'll hardly have time, as it is, to change." 

Clyde, hearing him, exclaimed: "Oh, crickets! I wish we could hurry a little. Gee, I wish 

now we hadn't come to-day. It'll be tough if we don't get there on time." 

And Hortense, noting his sudden tenseness and unrest, added: "Don't you think you'll 

make it all right?" 

"Not this way," he said. But Hegglund, who had been studying the flaked air outside, a 

world that seemed dotted with falling bits of cotton, called: "Eh, dere Willard. We certainly gotta 

do better dan dis. It means de razoo for us if we don't get dere on time." 

And Higby, for once stirred out of a gambler-like effrontery and calm, added: "We'll 

walk the plank all right unless we can put up some good yarn. Can't anybody think of anything?" 

As for Clyde, he merely sighed nervously. 

And then, as though to torture them the more, an unexpected crush of vehicles appeared 

at nearly every intersection. And Sparser, who was irritated by this particular predicament, was 

contemplating with impatience the warning hand of a traffic policeman, which, at the 



intersection of Ninth and Wyandotte, had been raised against him. "There goes his mit again," he 

exclaimed. "What can I do about that! I might turn over to Washington, but I don't know whether 

we'll save any time by going over there." 

A full minute passed before he was signaled to go forward. Then swiftly he swung the car 

to the right and three blocks over into Washington Street. 

But here the conditions were no better. Two heavy lines of traffic moved in opposite 

directions. And at each succeeding corner several precious moments were lost as the cross-traffic 

went by. Then the car would tear on to the next corner, weaving its way in and out as best it 

could. 

At Fifteenth and Washington, Clyde exclaimed to Ratterer: "How would it do if we got 

out at Seventeenth and walked over?" 

"You won't save any time if I can turn over there," called Sparser. "I can get over there 

quicker than you can." 

He crowded the other cars for every inch of available space. At Sixteenth and 

Washington, seeing what he considered a fairly clear block to the left, he turned the car and tore 

along that thoroughfare to as far as Wyandotte once more. Just as he neared the corner and was 

about to turn at high speed, swinging in close to the curb to do so, a little girl of about nine, who 

was running toward the crossing, jumped directly in front of the moving machine. And because 

there was no opportunity given him to turn and avoid her, she was struck and dragged a number 

of feet before the machine could be halted. At the same time, there arose piercing screams from 

at least half a dozen women, and shouts from as many men who had witnessed the accident. 

Instantly they all rushed toward the child, who had been thrown under and passed over by 

the wheels. And Sparser, looking out and seeing them gathering about the fallen figure, was 

seized with an uninterpretable mental panic which conjured up the police, jail, his father, the 

owner of the car, severe punishment in many forms. And though by now all the others in the car 

were up and giving vent to anguished exclamations such as "Oh, God! He hit a little girl"; "Oh, 

gee, he's killed a kid!" "Oh, mercy!" "Oh, Lord!" "Oh, heavens, what'll we do now?" he turned 

and exclaimed: "Jesus, the cops! I gotta get outa this with this car." 

And, without consulting the others, who were still half standing, but almost speechless 

with fear, he shot the lever into first, second and then high, and giving the engine all the gas it 

would endure, sped with it to the next corner beyond. 

But there, as at the other corners in this vicinity, a policeman was stationed, and having 

already seen some commotion at the corner west of him, had already started to leave his post in 

order to ascertain what it was. As he did so, cries of "Stop that car"— "Stop that car"—reached 

his ears. And a man, running toward the sedan from the scene of the accident, pointed to it, and 

called: "Stop that car, stop that car. They've killed a child." 



Then gathering what was meant, he turned toward the car, putting his police whistle to 

his mouth as he did so. But Sparser, having by this time heard the cries and seen the policeman 

leaving, dashed swiftly past him into Seventeenth Street, along which he sped at almost forty 

miles an hour, grazing the hub of a truck in one instance, scraping the fender of an automobile in 

another, and missing by inches and quarter inches vehicles or pedestrians, while those behind 

him in the car were for the most part sitting bolt upright and tense, their eyes wide, their hands 

clenched, their faces and lips set—or, as in the case of Hortense and Lucille Nickolas and Tina 

Kogel, giving voice to repeated, "Oh, Gods!" "Oh, what's going to happen now?" 

But the police and those who had started to pursue were not to be outdone so quickly. 

Unable to make out the license plate number and seeing from the first motions of the car that it 

had no intention of stopping, the officer blew a loud and long blast on his police whistle. And the 

policeman at the next corner seeing the car speed by and realizing what it meant, blew on his 

whistle, then stopped, and springing on the running board of a passing touring car ordered it to 

give chase. And at this, seeing what was amiss or awind, three other cars, driven by adventurous 

spirits, joined in the chase, all honking loudly as they came. 

But the Packard had far more speed in it than any of its pursuers, and although for the 

first few blocks of the pursuit there were cries of "Stop that car!" "Stop that car!" still, owing to 

the much greater speed of the car, these soon died away, giving place to the long wild shrieks of 

distant horns in full cry. 

Sparser by now having won a fair lead and realizing that a straight course was the least 

baffling to pursue, turned swiftly into McGee, a comparatively quiet thoroughfare along which 

he tore for a few blocks to the wide and winding Gillham Parkway, whose course was 

southward. But having followed that at terrific speed for a short distance, he again—at Thirty-

first—decided to turn—the houses in the distance confusing him and the suburban country to the 

north seeming to offer the best opportunity for evading his pursuers. And so now he swung the 

car to the left into that thoroughfare, his thought here being that amid these comparatively quiet 

streets it was possible to wind in and out and so shake off pursuit—at least long enough to drop 

his passengers somewhere and return the car to the garage. 

And this he would have been able to do had it not been for the fact that in turning into 

one of the more outlying streets of this region, where there were scarcely any houses and no 

pedestrians visible, he decided to turn off his lights, the better to conceal the whereabouts of the 

car. Then, still speeding east, north, and east and south by turns, he finally dashed into one street 

where, after a few hundred feet, the pavement suddenly ended. But because another cross street 

was visible a hundred feet or so further on, and he imagined that by turning into that he might 

find a paved thoroughfare again, he sped on and then swung sharply to the left, only to crash 

roughly into a pile of paving stones left by a contractor who was preparing to pave the way. In 

the absence of lights he had failed to distinguish this. And diagonally opposite to these, 

lengthwise of a prospective sidewalk, had been laid a pile of lumber for a house. 

Striking the edge of the paving stones at high speed, he caromed, and all but upsetting the 

car, made directly for the lumber pile opposite, into which he crashed. Only instead of striking it 

head on, the car struck one end, causing it to give way and spread out, but only sufficiently to 



permit the right wheels to mount high upon it and so throw the car completely over onto its left 

side in the grass and snow beyond the walk. Then there, amid a crash of glass and the impacts of 

their own bodies, the occupants were thrown down in a heap, forward and to the left. 

What happened afterwards is more or less of a mystery and a matter of confusion, not 

only to Clyde, but to all the others. For Sparser and Laura Sipe, being in front, were dashed 

against the wind-shield and the roof and knocked senseless, Sparser, having his shoulder, hip and 

left knee wrenched in such a way as to make it necessary to let him lie in the car as he was until 

an ambulance arrived. He could not possibly be lifted out through the door, which was in the 

roof as the car now lay. And in the second seat, Clyde, being nearest the door to the left and next 

to him Hortense, Lucille Nickolas and Ratterer, was pinioned under and yet not crushed by their 

combined weights. For Hortense in falling had been thrown completely over him on her side 

against the roof, which was now the left wall. And Lucille, next above her, fell in such a way as 

to lie across Clyde's shoulders only, while Ratterer, now topmost of the four, had, in falling, been 

thrown over the seat in front of him. But grasping the steering wheel in front of him as he fell, 

the same having been wrenched from Sparser's hands, he had broken his fall in part by clinging 

to it. But even so, his face and hands were cut and bruised and his shoulder, arm and hip slightly 

wrenched, yet not sufficiently to prevent his being of assistance to the others. For at once, 

realizing the plight of the others as well as his own, and stirred by their screams, Ratterer was 

moved to draw himself up and out through the top or side door which he now succeeded in 

opening, scrambling over the others to reach it. 

Once out, he climbed upon the chassis beam of the toppled car, and, reaching down, 

caught hold of the struggling and moaning Lucille, who like the others was trying to climb up but 

could not. And exerting all his strength and exclaiming, "Be still, now, honey, I gotcha. You're 

all right, I'll getcha out," he lifted her to a sitting position on the side of the door, then down in 

the snow, where he placed her and where she sat crying and feeling her arms and her head. And 

after her he helped Hortense, her left cheek and forehead and both hands badly bruised and 

bleeding, but not seriously, although she did not know that at the time. She was whimpering and 

shivering and shaking—a nervous chill having succeeded the dazed and almost unconscious state 

which had followed the first crash. 

At that moment, Clyde, lifting his bewildered head above the side door of the car, his left 

cheek, shoulder and arm bruised, but not otherwise injured, was thinking that he too must get out 

of this as quickly as possible. A child had been killed; a car stolen and wrecked; his job was most 

certainly lost; the police were in pursuit and might even find them there at any minute. And 

below him in the car was Sparser, prone where he fell, but already being looked to by Ratterer. 

And beside him Laura Sipe, also unconscious. He felt called upon to do something—to assist 

Ratterer, who was reaching down and trying to lay hold of Laura Sipe without injuring her. But 

so confused were his thoughts that he would have stood there without helping any one had it not 

been for Ratterer, who called most irritably, "Give us a hand here, Clyde, will you? Let's see if 

we can get her out. She's fainted." And Clyde, turning now instead of trying to climb out, began 

to seek to lift her from within, standing on the broken glass window of the side beneath his feet 

and attempting to draw her body back and up off the body of Sparser. But this was not possible. 

She was too limp—too heavy. He could only draw her back—off the body of Sparser—and then 

let her rest there, between the second and first seats on the car's side. 



But, meanwhile, at the back Hegglund, being nearest the top and only slightly stunned, 

had managed to reach the door nearest him and throw it back. Thus, by reason of his athletic 

body, he was able to draw himself up and out, saying as he did so: "Oh, Jesus, what a finish! Oh, 

Christ, dis is de limit! Oh, Jesus, we better beat it outa dis before de cops git here." 

At the same time, however, seeing the others below him and hearing their cries, he could 

not contemplate anything so desperate as desertion. Instead, once out, he turned and making out 

Maida below him, exclaimed: "Here, for Christ's sake, gimme your hand. We gotta get outa dis 

and dam quick, I tell ya." Then turning from Maida, who for the moment was feeling her 

wounded and aching head, he mounted the top chassis beam again and, reaching down, caught 

hold of Tina Kogel, who, only stunned, was trying to push herself to a sitting position while 

resting heavily on top of Higby. But he, relieved of the weight of the others, was already 

kneeling, and feeling his head and face with his hands. 

"Gimme your hand, Dave," called Hegglund. "Hurry! For Christ's sake! We ain't got no 

time to lose around here. Are ya hurt? Christ, we gotta git outa here, I tellya. I see a guy comin' 

acrost dere now an' I doughno wedder he's a cop or not." He started to lay hold of Higby's left 

hand, but as he did so Higby repulsed him. 

"Huh, uh," he exclaimed. "Don't pull. I'm all right. I'll get out by myself. Help the others." 

And standing up, his head above the level of the door, he began to look about within the car for 

something on which to place his foot. The back cushion having fallen out and forward, he got his 

foot on that and raised himself up to the door level on which he sat and drew out his leg. Then 

looking about, and seeing Hegglund attempting to assist Ratterer and Clyde with Sparser, he 

went to their aid. 

Outside, some odd and confusing incidents had already occurred. For Hortense, who had 

been lifted out before Clyde, and had suddenly begun to feel her face, had as suddenly realized 

that her left cheek and forehead were not only scraped but bleeding. And being seized by the 

notion that her beauty might have been permanently marred by this accident, she was at once 

thrown into a state of selfish panic which caused her to become completely oblivious, not only to 

the misery and injury of the others, but to the danger of discovery by the police, the injury to the 

child, the wreck of this expensive car—in fact everything but herself and the probability or 

possibility that her beauty had been destroyed. She began to whimper on the instant and wave 

her hands up and down. "Oh, goodness, goodness, goodness!" she exclaimed desperately. "Oh, 

how dreadful! Oh, how terrible! Oh, my face is all cut." And feeling an urgent compulsion to do 

something about it, she suddenly set off (and without a word to any one and while Clyde was 

still inside helping Ratterer) south along 35th Street, toward the city where were lights and more 

populated streets. Her one thought was to reach her own home as speedily as possible in order 

that she might do something for herself. 

Of Clyde, Sparser, Ratterer and the other girls—she really thought nothing. What were 

they now? It was only intermittently and between thoughts of her marred beauty that she could 

even bring herself to think of the injured child—the horror of which as well as the pursuit by the 

police, maybe, the fact that the car did not belong to Sparser or that it was wrecked, and that they 

were all liable to arrest in consequence, affecting her but slightly. Her one thought in regard to 



Clyde was that he was the one who had invited her to this ill-fated journey—hence that he was to 

blame, really. Those beastly boys—to think they should have gotten her into this and then didn't 

have brains enough to manage better. 

The other girls, apart from Laura Sipe, were not seriously injured— any of them. They 

were more frightened than anything else, but now that this had happened they were in a panic, 

lest they be overtaken by the police, arrested, exposed and punished. And accordingly they stood 

about, exclaiming "Oh, gee, hurry, can't you? Oh, dear, we ought all of us to get away from here. 

Oh, it's all so terrible." Until at last Hegglund exclaimed: "For Christ's sake, keep quiet, cantcha? 

We're doing de best we can, cantcha see? You'll have de cops down on us in a minute as it is." 

And then, as if in answer to his comment, a lone suburbanite who lived some four blocks 

from the scene across the fields and who, hearing the crash and the cries in the night, had ambled 

across to see what the trouble was, now drew near and stood curiously looking at the stricken 

group and the car. 

"Had an accident, eh?" he exclaimed, genially enough. "Any one badly hurt? Gee, that's 

too bad. And that's a swell car, too. Can I help any?" 

Clyde, hearing him talk and looking out and not seeing Hortense anywhere, and not being 

able to do more for Sparser than stretch him in the bottom of the car, glanced agonizingly about. 

For the thought of the police and their certain pursuit was strong upon him. He must get out of 

this. He must not be caught here. Think of what would happen to him if he were caught—how he 

would be disgraced and punished probably—all his fine world stripped from him before he could 

say a word really. His mother would hear—Mr. Squires—everybody. Most certainly he would go 

to jail. Oh, how terrible that thought was—grinding really like a macerating wheel to his flesh. 

They could do nothing more for Sparser, and they only laid themselves open to being caught by 

lingering. So asking, "Where'd Miss Briggs go?" he now began to climb out, then started looking 

about the dark and snowy fields for her. His thought was that he would first assist her to 

wherever she might desire to go. 

But just then in the distance was heard the horns and the hum of at least two motorcycles 

speeding swiftly in the direction of this very spot. For already the wife of the suburbanite, on 

hearing the crash and the cries in the distance, had telephoned the police that an accident had 

occurred here. And now the suburbanite was explaining: "That's them. I told the wife to 

telephone for an ambulance." And hearing this, all these others now began to run, for they all 

realized what that meant. And in addition, looking across the fields one could see the lights of 

these approaching machines. They reached Thirty-first and Cleveland together. Then one turned 

south toward this very spot, along Cleveland Avenue. And the other continued east on Thirty-

first, reconnoitering for the accident. 

"Beat it, for God's sake, all of youse," whispered Hegglund, excitedly. "Scatter!" And 

forthwith, seizing Maida Axelrod by the hand, he started to run east along Thirty-fifth Street, in 

which the car then lay—along the outlying eastern suburbs. But after a moment, deciding that 

that would not do either, that it would be too easy to pursue him along a street, he cut northeast, 

directly across the open fields and away from the city. 



And now, Clyde, as suddenly sensing what capture would mean—how all his fine 

thoughts of pleasure would most certainly end in disgrace and probably prison, began running 

also. Only in his case, instead of following Hegglund or any of the others, he turned south along 

Cleveland Avenue toward the southern limits of the city. But like Hegglund, realizing that that 

meant an easy avenue of pursuit for any one who chose to follow, he too took to the open fields. 

Only instead of running away from the city as before, he now turned southwest and ran toward 

those streets which lay to the south of Fortieth. Only much open space being before him before 

he should reach them, and a clump of bushes showing in the near distance, and the light of the 

motorcycle already sweeping the road behind him, he ran to that and for the moment dropped 

behind it. 

Only Sparser and Laura Sipe were left within the car, she at that moment beginning to 

recover consciousness. And the visiting stranger, much astounded, was left standing outside. 

"Why, the very idea!" he suddenly said to himself. "They must have stolen that car. It 

couldn't have belonged to them at all." 

And just then the first motorcycle reaching the scene, Clyde from his not too distant 

hiding place was able to overhear. "Well, you didn't get away with it after all, did you? You 

thought you were pretty slick, but you didn't make it. You're the one we want, and what's become 

of the rest of the gang, eh? Where are they, eh?" 

And hearing the suburbanite declare quite definitely that he had nothing to do with it, that 

the real occupants of the car had but then run away and might yet be caught if the police wished, 

Clyde, who was still within earshot of what was being said, began crawling upon his hands and 

knees at first in the snow south, south and west, always toward some of those distant streets 

which, lamplit and faintly glowing, he saw to the southwest of him, and among which presently, 

if he were not captured, he hoped to hide—to lose himself and so escape—if the fates were only 

kind—the misery and the punishment and the unending dissatisfaction and disappointment which 

now, most definitely, it all represented to him. 

  



BOOK TWO 

Chapter 1 

The home of Samuel Griffiths in Lycurgus, New York, a city of some twenty-five 

thousand inhabitants midway between Utica and Albany. Near the dinner hour and by degrees 

the family assembling for its customary meal. On this occasion the preparations were of a more 

elaborate nature than usual, owing to the fact that for the past four days Mr. Samuel Griffiths, the 

husband and father, had been absent attending a conference of shirt and collar manufacturers in 

Chicago, price-cutting by upstart rivals in the west having necessitated compromise and 

adjustment by those who manufactured in the east. He was but now returned and had telephoned 

earlier in the afternoon that he had arrived, and was going to his office in the factory where he 

would remain until dinner time. 

Being long accustomed to the ways of a practical and convinced man who believed in 

himself and considered his judgment and his decision sound—almost final—for the most part, 

anyhow, Mrs. Griffiths thought nothing of this. He would appear and greet her in due order. 

Knowing that he preferred leg of lamb above many other things, after due word with Mrs. 

Truesdale, her homely but useful housekeeper, she ordered lamb. And the appropriate vegetables 

and dessert having been decided upon, she gave herself over to thoughts of her eldest daughter 

Myra, who, having graduated from Smith College several years before, was still unmarried. And 

the reason for this, as Mrs. Griffiths well understood, though she was never quite willing to 

admit it openly, was that Myra was not very good looking. Her nose was too long, her eyes too 

close-set, her chin not sufficiently rounded to give her a girlish and pleasing appearance. For the 

most part she seemed too thoughtful and studious—as a rule not interested in the ordinary social 

life of that city. Neither did she possess that savoir faire, let alone that peculiar appeal for men, 

that characterized some girls even when they were not pretty. As her mother saw it, she was 

really too critical and too intellectual, having a mind that was rather above the world in which 

she found herself. 

Brought up amid comparative luxury, without having to worry about any of the rough 

details of making a living, she had been confronted, nevertheless, by the difficulties of making 

her own way in the matter of social favor and love—two objectives which, without beauty or 

charm, were about as difficult as the attaining to extreme wealth by a beggar. And the fact that 

for twelve years now—ever since she had been fourteen—she had seen the lives of other youths 

and maidens in this small world in which she moved passing gayly enough, while hers was more 

or less confined to reading, music, the business of keeping as neatly and attractively arrayed as 

possible, and of going to visit friends in the hope of possibly encountering somewhere, 

somehow, the one temperament who would be interested in her, had saddened, if not exactly 

soured her. And that despite the fact that the material comfort of her parents and herself was 

exceptional. 

Just now she had gone through her mother's room to her own, looking as though she were 

not very much interested in anything. Her mother had been trying to think of something to 

suggest that would take her out of herself, when the younger daughter, Bella, fresh from a 



passing visit to the home of the Finchleys, wealthy neighbors where she had stopped on her way 

from the Snedeker School, burst in upon her. 

Contrasted with her sister, who was tall and dark and rather sallow, Bella, though shorter, 

was far more gracefully and vigorously formed. She had thick brown—almost black—hair, a 

brown and olive complexion tinted with red, and eyes brown and genial, that blazed with an 

eager, seeking light. In addition to her sound and lithe physique, she possessed vitality and 

animation. Her arms and legs were graceful and active. Plainly she was given to liking things as 

she found them—enjoying life as it was—and hence, unlike her sister, she was unusually 

attractive to men and boys—to men and women, old and young—a fact which her mother and 

father well knew. No danger of any lack of marriage offers for her when the time came. As her 

mother saw it, too many youths and men were already buzzing around, and so posing the 

question of a proper husband for her. Already she had displayed a tendency to become thick and 

fast friends, not only with the scions of the older and more conservative families who constituted 

the ultra-respectable element of the city, but also, and this was more to her mother's distaste, with 

the sons and daughters of some of those later and hence socially less important families of the 

region—the sons and daughters of manufacturers of bacon, canning jars, vacuum cleaners, 

wooden and wicker ware, and typewriters, who constituted a solid enough financial element in 

the city, but who made up what might be considered the "fast set" in the local life. 

In Mrs. Griffiths' opinion, there was too much dancing, cabareting, automobiling to one 

city and another, without due social supervision. Yet, as a contrast to her sister, Myra, what a 

relief. It was only from the point of view of proper surveillance, or until she was safely and 

religiously married, that Mrs. Griffiths troubled or even objected to most of her present contacts 

and yearnings and gayeties. She desired to protect her. 

"Now, where have you been?" she demanded, as her daughter burst into the room, 

throwing down her books and drawing near to the open fire that burned there. 

"Just think, Mamma," began Bella most unconcernedly and almost irrelevantly. "The 

Finchleys are going to give up their place out at Greenwood Lake this coming summer and go up 

to Twelfth Lake near Pine Point. They're going to build a new bungalow up there. And Sondra 

says that this time it's going to be right down at the water's edge—not away from it, as it is out 

here. And they're going to have a great big verandah with a hardwood floor. And a boathouse big 

enough for a thirty-foot electric launch that Mr. Finchley is going to buy for Stuart. Won't that be 

wonderful? And she says that if you will let me, that I can come up there for all summer long, or 

for as long as I like. And Gil, too, if he will. It's just across the lake from the Emery Lodge, you 

know, and the East Gate Hotel. And the Phants' place, you know, the Phants of Utica, is just 

below theirs near Sharon. Isn't that just wonderful? Won't that be great? I wish you and Dad 

would make up your minds to build up there now sometime, Mamma. It looks to me now as 

though nearly everybody that's worth anything down here is moving up there." 

She talked so fast and swung about so, looking now at the open fire burning in the grate, 

then out of the two high windows that commanded the front lawn and a full view of Wykeagy 

Avenue, lit by the electric lights in the winter dusk, that her mother had no opportunity to insert 



any comment until this was over. However, she managed to observe: "Yes? Well, what about the 

Anthonys and the Nicholsons and the Taylors? I haven't heard of their leaving Greenwood yet." 

"Oh, I know, not the Anthonys or the Nicholsons or the Taylors. Who expects them to 

move? They're too old fashioned. They're not the kind that would move anywhere, are they? No 

one thinks they are. Just the same Greenwood isn't like Twelfth Lake. You know that yourself. 

And all the people that are anybody down on the South Shore are going up there for sure. The 

Cranstons next year, Sondra says. And after that, I bet the Harriets will go, too." 

"The Cranstons and the Harriets and the Finchleys and Sondra," commented her mother, 

half amused and half irritated. "The Cranstons and you and Bertine and Sondra—that's all I hear 

these days." For the Cranstons, and the Finchleys, despite a certain amount of local success in 

connection with this newer and faster set, were, much more than any of the others, the subject of 

considerable unfavorable comment. They were the people who, having moved the Cranston 

Wickwire Company from Albany, and the Finchley Electric Sweeper from Buffalo, and built 

large factories on the south bank of the Mohawk River, to say nothing of new and grandiose 

houses in Wykeagy Avenue and summer cottages at Greenwood, some twenty miles northwest, 

were setting a rather showy, and hence disagreeable, pace to all of the wealthy residents of this 

region. They were given to wearing the smartest clothes, to the latest novelties in cars and 

entertainments, and constituted a problem to those who with less means considered their position 

and their equipment about as fixed and interesting and attractive as such things might well be. 

The Cranstons and the Finchleys were in the main a thorn in the flesh of the remainder of the 

elite of Lycurgus—too showy and too aggressive. 

"How often have I told you that I don't want you to have so much to do with Bertine or 

that Letta Harriet or her brother either? They're too forward. They run around and talk and show 

off too much. And your father feels the same as I do in regard to them. As for Sondra Finchley, if 

she expects to go with Bertine and you, too, then you're not going to go with her either much 

longer. Besides I'm not sure that your father approves of your going anywhere without some one 

to accompany you. You're not old enough yet. And as for your going to Twelfth Lake to the 

Finchleys, well, unless we all go together, there'll be no going there, either." And now Mrs. 

Griffiths, who leaned more to the manner and tactics of the older, if not less affluent families, 

stared complainingly at her daughter. 

Nevertheless Bella was no more abashed that she was irritated by this. On the contrary 

she knew her mother and knew that she was fond of her; also that she was intrigued by her 

physical charm as well as her assured local social success as much as was her father, who 

considered her perfection itself and could be swayed by her least, as well as her much practised, 

smile. 

"Not old enough, not old enough," commented Bella reproachfully. "Will you listen? I'll 

be eighteen in July. I'd like to know when you and Papa are going to think I'm old enough to go 

anywhere without you both. Wherever you two go, I have to go, and wherever I want to go, you 

two have to go, too." 



"Bella," censured her mother. Then after a moment's silence, in which her daughter stood 

there impatiently, she added, "Of course, what else would you have us do? When you are twenty-

one or two, if you are not married by then, it will be time enough to think of going off by 

yourself. But at your age, you shouldn't be thinking of any such thing." Bella cocked her pretty 

head, for at the moment the side door downstairs was thrown open, and Gilbert Griffiths, the 

only son of this family and who very much in face and build, if not in manner or lack of force, 

resembled Clyde, his western cousin, entered and ascended. 

He was at this time a vigorous, self-centered and vain youth of twenty-three who, in 

contrast with his two sisters, seemed much sterner and far more practical. Also, probably much 

more intelligent and aggressive in a business way—a field in which neither of the two girls took 

the slightest interest. He was brisk in manner and impatient. He considered that his social 

position was perfectly secure, and was utterly scornful of anything but commercial success. Yet 

despite this he was really deeply interested in the movements of the local society, of which he 

considered himself and his family the most important part. Always conscious of the dignity and 

social standing of his family in this community, he regulated his action and speech accordingly. 

Ordinarily he struck the passing observer as rather sharp and arrogant, neither as youthful or as 

playful as his years might have warranted. Still he was young, attractive and interesting. He had 

a sharp, if not brilliant, tongue in his head—a gift at times for making crisp and cynical remarks. 

On account of his family and position he was considered also the most desirable of all the young 

eligible bachelors in Lycurgus. Nevertheless he was so much interested in himself that he 

scarcely found room in his cosmos for a keen and really intelligent understanding of anyone else. 

Hearing him ascend from below and enter his room, which was at the rear of the house 

next to hers, Bella at once left her mother's room, and coming to the door, called: "Oh, Gil, can I 

come in?" 

"Sure." He was whistling briskly and already, in view of some entertainment somewhere, 

preparing to change to evening clothes. 

"Where are you going?" 

"Nowhere, for dinner. To the Wynants afterwards." 

"Oh, Constance to be sure." 

"No, not Constance, to be sure. Where do you get that stuff?" 

"As though I didn't know." 

"Lay off. Is that what you came in here for?" 

"No, that isn't what I came in here for. What do you think? The Finchleys are going to 

build a place up at Twelfth Lake next summer, right on the lake, next to the Phants, and Mr. 

Finchley's going to buy Stuart a thirty-foot launch and build a boathouse with a sun-parlor right 

over the water to hold it. Won't that be swell, huh?" 



"Don't say 'swell.' And don't say 'huh.' Can't you learn to cut out the slang? You talk like 

a factory girl. Is that all they teach you over at that school?" 

"Listen to who's talking about cutting out slang. How about yourself? You set a fine 

example around here, I notice." 

"Well, I'm five years older than you are. Besides I'm a man. You don't notice Myra using 

any of that stuff." 

"Oh, Myra. But don't let's talk about that. Only think of that new house they're going to 

build and the fine time they're going to have up there next summer. Don't you wish we could 

move up there, too? We could if we wanted to—if Papa and Mamma would agree to it." 

"Oh, I don't know that it would be so wonderful," replied her brother, who was really 

very much interested just the same. "There are other places besides Twelfth Lake." 

"Who said there weren't? But not for the people that we know around here. Where else do 

the best people from Albany and Utica go but there now, I'd like to know. It's going to become a 

regular center, Sondra says, with all the finest houses along the west shore. Just the same, the 

Cranstons, the Lamberts, and the Harriets are going to move up there pretty soon, too," Bella 

added most definitely and defiantly. "That won't leave so many out at Greenwood Lake, nor the 

very best people, either, even if the Anthonys and Nicholsons do stay here." 

"Who says the Cranstons are going up there?" asked Gilbert, now very much interested. 

"Why, Sondra!" 

"Who told her?" 

"Bertine." 

"Gee, they're getting gayer and gayer," commented her brother oddly and a little 

enviously. "Pretty soon Lycurgus'll be too small to hold 'em." He jerked at a bow tie he was 

attempting to center and grimaced oddly as his tight neck-band pinched him slightly. 

For although Gilbert had recently entered into the collar and shirt industry with his father 

as general supervisor of manufacturing, and with every prospect of managing and controlling the 

entire business eventually, still he was jealous of young Grant Cranston, a youth of his own age, 

very appealing and attractive physically, who was really more daring with and more attractive to 

the girls of the younger set. Cranston seemed to be satisfied that it was possible to combine a 

certain amount of social pleasure with working for his father with which Gilbert did not agree. In 

fact, young Griffiths would have preferred, had it been possible, so to charge young Cranston 

with looseness, only thus far the latter had managed to keep himself well within the bounds of 

sobriety. And the Cranston Wickwire Company was plainly forging ahead as one of the leading 

industries of Lycurgus. 



"Well," he added, after a moment, "they're spreading out faster than I would if I had their 

business. They're not the richest people in the world, either." Just the same he was thinking that, 

unlike himself and his parents, the Cranstons were really more daring if not socially more avid of 

life. He envied them. 

"And what's more," added Bella interestedly, "the Finchleys are to have a dance floor 

over the boathouse. And Sondra says that Stuart was hoping that you would come up there and 

spend a lot of time this summer." 

"Oh, did he?" replied Gilbert, a little enviously and sarcastically. "You mean he said he 

was hoping you would come up and spend a lot of time. I'll be working this summer." 

"He didn't say anything of the kind, smarty. Besides it wouldn't hurt us any if we did go 

up there. There's nothing much out at Greenwood any more that I can see. A lot of old hen 

parties." 

"Is that so? Mother would like to hear that." 

"And you'll tell her, of course" 

"Oh, no, I won't either. But I don't think we're going to follow the Finchleys or the 

Cranstons up to Twelfth Lake just yet, either. You can go up there if you want, if Dad'll let you." 

Just then the lower door clicked again, and Bella, forgetting her quarrel with her brother, 

ran down to greet her father. 

  



Chapter 2 

The head of the Lycurgus branch of the Griffiths, as contrasted with the father of the 

Kansas City family, was most arresting. Unlike his shorter and more confused brother of the 

Door of Hope, whom he had not even seen for thirty years, he was a little above the average in 

height, very well-knit, although comparatively slender, shrewd of eye, and incisive both as to 

manner and speech. Long used to contending for himself, and having come by effort as well as 

results to know that he was above the average in acumen and commercial ability, he was inclined 

at times to be a bit intolerant of those who were not. He was not ungenerous or unpleasant in 

manner, but always striving to maintain a calm and judicial air. And he told himself by way of 

excuse for his mannerisms that he was merely accepting himself at the value that others placed 

upon him and all those who, like himself, were successful. 

Having arrived in Lycurgus about twenty-five years before with some capital and a 

determination to invest in a new collar enterprise which had been proposed to him, he had 

succeeded thereafter beyond his wildest expectations. And naturally he was vain about it. His 

family at this time—twenty-five years later—unquestionably occupied one of the best, as well as 

the most tastefully constructed residences in Lycurgus. They were also esteemed as among the 

few best families of this region—being, if not the oldest, at least among the most conservative, 

respectable and successful in Lycurgus. His two younger children, if not the eldest, were much to 

the front socially in the younger and gayer set and so far nothing had happened to weaken or 

darken his prestige. 

On returning from Chicago on this particular day, after having concluded several 

agreements there which spelled trade harmony and prosperity for at least one year, he was 

inclined to feel very much at ease and on good terms with the world. Nothing had occurred to 

mar his trip. In his absence the Griffiths Collar and Shirt Company had gone on as though he had 

been present. Trade orders at the moment were large. 

Now as he entered his own door he threw down a heavy bag and fashionably made coat 

and turned to see what he rather expected— Bella hurrying toward him. Indeed she was his pet, 

the most pleasing and different and artistic thing, as he saw it, that all his years had brought to 

him—youth, health, gayety, intelligence and affection—all in the shape of a pretty daughter. 

"Oh, Daddy," she called most sweetly and enticingly as she saw him enter. "Is that you?" 

"Yes. At least it feels a little like me at the present moment. How's my baby girl?" And he 

opened his arms and received the bounding form of his last born. "There's a good, strong, healthy 

girl, I'll say," he announced as he withdrew his affectionate lips from hers. "And how's the bad 

girl been behaving herself since I left? No fibbing this time." 

"Oh, just fine, Daddy. You can ask any one. I couldn't be better." 

"And your mother?" 

"She's all right, Daddy. She's up in her room. I don't think she heard you come in." 



"And Myra? Is she back from Albany yet?" 

"Yes. She's in her room. I heard her playing just now. I just got in myself a little while 

ago." 

"Ay, hai. Gadding about again. I know you." He held up a genial forefinger, warningly, 

while Bella swung onto one of his arms and kept pace with him up the stairs to the floor above. 

"Oh, no, I wasn't either, now," she cooed shrewdly and sweetly. "Just see how you pick 

on me, Daddy. I was only over with Sondra for a little while. And what do you think, Daddy? 

They're going to give up the place at Greenwood and build a big handsome bungalow up on 

Twelfth Lake right away. And Mr. Finchley's going to buy a big electric launch for Stuart and 

they're going to live up there next summer, maybe all the time, from May until October. And so 

are the Cranstons, maybe." 

Mr. Griffiths, long used to his younger daughter's wiles, was interested at the moment not 

so much by the thought that she wished to convey—that Twelfth Lake was more desirable, 

socially than Greenwood—as he was by the fact that the Finchleys were able to make this sudden 

and rather heavy expenditure for social reasons only. 

Instead of answering Bella he went on upstairs and into his wife's room. He kissed Mrs. 

Griffiths, looked in upon Myra, who came to the door to embrace him, and spoke of the 

successful nature of the trip. One could see by the way he embraced his wife that there was an 

agreeable understanding between them—no disharmony—by the way he greeted Myra that if he 

did not exactly sympathize with her temperament and point of view, at least he included her 

within the largess of his affection. 

As they were talking Mrs. Truesdale announced that dinner was ready, and Gilbert, 

having completed his toilet, now entered. 

"I say, Dad," he called, "I have an interesting thing I want to see you about in the 

morning. Can I?" 

"All right, I'll be there. Come in about noon." 

"Come on all, or the dinner will be getting cold," admonished Mrs. Griffiths earnestly, 

and forthwith Gilbert turned and went down, followed by Griffiths, who still had Bella on his 

arm. And after him came Mrs. Griffiths and Myra, who now emerged from her room and joined 

them. 

Once seated at the table, the family forthwith began discussing topics of current local 

interest. For Bella, who was the family's chief source of gossip, gathering the most of it from the 

Snedeker School, through which all the social news appeared to percolate most swiftly, suddenly 

announced: "What do you think, Mamma? Rosetta Nicholson, that niece of Mrs. Disston 

Nicholson, who was over here last summer from Albany—you know, she came over the night of 

the Alumnae Garden Party on our lawn—you remember—the young girl with the yellow hair 



and squinty blue eyes—her father owns that big wholesale grocery over there—well, she's 

engaged to that Herbert Tickham of Utica, who was visiting Mrs. Lambert last summer. You 

don't remember him, but I do. He was tall and dark and sorta awkward, and awfully pale, but 

very handsome—oh, a regular movie hero." 

"There you go, Mrs. Griffiths," interjected Gilbert shrewdly and cynically to his mother. 

"A delegation from the Misses Snedeker's Select School sneaks off to the movies to brush up on 

heroes from time to time." 

Griffiths senior suddenly observed: "I had a curious experience in Chicago this time, 

something I think the rest of you will be interested in." He was thinking of an accidental 

encounter two days before in Chicago between himself and the eldest son, as it proved to be, of 

his younger brother Asa. Also of a conclusion he had come to in regard to him. 

"Oh, what is it, Daddy?" pleaded Bella at once. "Do tell me about it." 

"Spin the big news, Dad," added Gilbert, who, because of the favor of his father, felt very 

free and close to him always. 

"Well, while I was in Chicago at the Union League Club, I met a young man who is 

related to us, a cousin of you three children, by the way, the eldest son of my brother Asa, who is 

out in Denver now, I understand. I haven't seen or heard from him in thirty years." He paused 

and mused dubiously. 

"Not the one who is a preacher somewhere, Daddy?" inquired Bella, looking up. 

"Yes, the preacher. At least I understand he was for a while after he left home. But his 

son tells me he has given that up now. He's connected with something in Denver—a hotel, I 

think." 

"But what's his son like?" interrogated Bella, who only knew such well groomed and 

ostensibly conservative youths and men as her present social status and supervision permitted, 

and in consequence was intensely interested. The son of a western hotel proprietor! 

"A cousin? How old is he?" asked Gilbert instantly, curious as to his character and 

situation and ability. 

"Well, he's a very interesting young man, I think," continued Griffiths tentatively and 

somewhat dubiously, since up to this hour he had not truly made up his mind about Clyde. "He's 

quite good-looking and well-mannered, too—about your own age, I should say, Gil, and looks a 

lot like you—very much so—same eyes and mouth and chin." He looked at his son examiningly. 

"He's a little bit taller, if anything, and looks a little thinner, though I don't believe he really is." 

At the thought of a cousin who looked like him—possibly as attractive in every way as 

himself—and bearing his own name, Gilbert chilled and bristled slightly. For here in Lycurgus, 

up to this time, he was well and favourably known as the only son and heir presumptive to the 



managerial control of his father's business, and to at least a third of the estate, if not more. And 

now, if by any chance it should come to light that there was a relative, a cousin of his own years 

and one who looked and acted like him, even—he bridled at the thought. Forthwith (a psychic 

reaction which he did not understand and could not very well control) he decided that he did not 

like him—could not like him. 

"What's he doing now?" he asked in a curt and rather sour tone, though he attempted to 

avoid the latter element in his voice. 

"Well, he hasn't much of a job, I must say," smiled Samuel Griffiths, meditatively. "He's 

only a bell-hop in the Union League Club in Chicago, at present, but a very pleasant and 

gentlemanly sort of a boy, I will say. I was quite taken with him. In fact, because he told me 

there wasn't much opportunity for advancement where he was, and that he would like to get into 

something where there was more chance to do something and be somebody, I told him that if he 

wanted to come on here and try his luck with us, we might do a little something for him—give 

him a chance to show what he could do, at least." 

He had not intended to set forth at once the fact that he became interested in his nephew 

to this extent, but—rather to wait and thrash it out at different times with both his wife and son, 

but the occasion having seemed to offer itself, he had spoken. And now that he had, he felt rather 

glad of it, for because Clyde so much resembled Gilbert he did want to do a little something for 

him. 

But Gilbert bristled and chilled, the while Bella and Myra, if not Mrs. Griffiths, who 

favored her only son in everything—even to preferring him to be without a blood relation or 

other rival of any kind, rather warmed to the idea. A cousin who was a Griffiths and good-

looking and about Gilbert's age—and who, as their father reported, was rather pleasant and well-

mannered—that pleased Bella and Myra while Mrs. Griffiths, noting Gilbert's face darken, was 

not so moved. He would not like him. But out of respect for her husband's authority and general 

ability in all things, she now remained silent. But not so, Bella. 

"Oh, you're going to give him a place, are you, Dad?" she commented. "That's interesting. 

I hope he's better-looking than the rest of our cousins." 

"Bella," chided Mrs. Griffiths, while Myra, recalling a gauche uncle and cousin who had 

come on from Vermont several years before to visit them a few days, smiled wisely. At the same 

time Gilbert, deeply irritated, was mentally fighting against the idea. He could not see it at all. 

"Of course we're not turning away applicants who want to come in and learn the business right 

along now, as it is," he said sharply. 

"Oh, I know," replied his father, "but not cousins and nephews exactly. Besides he looks 

very intelligent and ambitious to me. It wouldn't do any great harm if we let at least one of our 

relatives come here and show what he can do. I can't see why we shouldn't employ him as well 

as another." 



"I don't believe Gil likes the idea of any other fellow in Lycurgus having the same name 

and looking like him," suggested Bella, slyly, and with a certain touch of malice due to the fact 

that her brother was always criticizing her. 

"Oh, what rot!" Gilbert snapped irritably. "Why don't you make a sensible remark once in 

a while? What do I care whether he has the same name or not—or looks like me, either?" His 

expression at the moment was particularly sour. 

"Gilbert!" pleaded his mother, reprovingly. "How can you talk so? And to your sister, 

too?" 

"Well, I don't want to do anything in connection with this young man if it's going to cause 

any hard feelings here," went on Griffiths senior. "All I know is that his father was never very 

practical and I doubt if Clyde has ever had a real chance." (His son winced at this friendly and 

familiar use of his cousin's first name.) "My only idea in bringing him on here was to give him a 

start. I haven't the faintest idea whether he would make good or not. He might and again he 

might not. If he didn't—" He threw up one hand as much as to say, "If he doesn't, we will have to 

toss him aside, of course." 

"Well, I think that's very kind of you, father," observed Mrs. Griffiths, pleasantly and 

diplomatically. "I hope he proves satisfactory." 

"And there's another thing," added Griffiths wisely and sententiously. "I don't expect this 

young man, so long as he is in my employ and just because he's a nephew of mine, to be treated 

differently to any other employee in the factory. He's coming here to work—not play. And while 

he is here, trying, I don't expect any of you to pay him any social attention—not the slightest. 

He's not the sort of boy anyhow, that would want to put himself on us—at least he didn't impress 

me that way, and he wouldn't be coming down here with any notion that he was to be placed on 

an equal footing with any of us. That would be silly. Later on, if he proves that he is really worth 

while, able to take care of himself, knows his place and keeps it, and any of you wanted to show 

him any little attention, well, then it will be time enough to see, but not before then." 

By then, the maid, Amanda, assistant to Mrs. Truesdale, was taking away the dinner 

plates and preparing to serve the dessert. But as Mr. Griffiths rarely ate dessert, and usually 

chose this period, unless company was present, to look after certain stock and banking matters 

which he kept in a small desk in the library, he now pushed back his chair, arose, excusing 

himself to his family, and walked into the library adjoining. The others remained. 

"I would like to see what he's like, wouldn't you?" Myra asked her mother. 

"Yes. And I do hope he measures up to all of your father's expectations. He will not feel 

right if he doesn't." 

"I can't get this," observed Gilbert, "bringing people on now when we can hardly take 

care of those we have. And besides, imagine what the bunch around here will say if they find out 

that our cousin was only a bell-hop before coming here!" 



"Oh, well, they won't have to know that, will they?" said Myra. 

"Oh, won't they? Well, what's to prevent him from speaking about it—unless we tell him 

not to—or some one coming along who has seen him there." His eyes snapped viciously. "At any 

rate, I hope he doesn't. It certainly wouldn't do us any good around here." 

And Bella added, "I hope he's not dull as Uncle Allen's two boys. They're the most 

uninteresting boys I ever did see." 

"Bella," cautioned her mother once more. 

  



Chapter 3 

The Clyde whom Samuel Griffiths described as having met at the Union League Club in 

Chicago, was a somewhat modified version of the one who had fled from Kansas City three 

years before. He was now twenty, a little taller and more firmly but scarcely any more robustly 

built, and considerably more experienced, of course. For since leaving his home and work in 

Kansas City and coming in contact with some rough usage in the world—humble tasks, wretched 

rooms, no intimates to speak of, plus the compulsion to make his own way as best he might—he 

had developed a kind of self-reliance and smoothness of address such as one would scarcely 

have credited him with three years before. There was about him now, although he was not nearly 

so smartly dressed as when he left Kansas City, a kind of conscious gentility of manner which 

pleased, even though it did not at first arrest attention. Also, and this was considerably different 

from the Clyde who had crept away from Kansas City in a box car, he had much more of an air 

of caution and reserve. 

For ever since he had fled from Kansas City, and by one humble device and another 

forced to make his way, he had been coming to the conclusion that on himself alone depended 

his future. His family, as he now definitely sensed, could do nothing for him. They were too 

impractical and too poor—his mother, father, Esta, all of them. 

At the same time, in spite of all their difficulties, he could not now help but feel drawn to 

them, his mother in particular, and the old home life that had surrounded him as a boy—his 

brother and sisters, Esta included, since she, too, as he now saw it, had been brought no lower 

than he by circumstances over which she probably had no more control. And often, his thoughts 

and mood had gone back with a definite and disconcerting pang because of the way in which he 

had treated his mother as well as the way in which his career in Kansas City had been suddenly 

interrupted—his loss of Hortense Briggs—a severe blow; the troubles that had come to him 

since; the trouble that must have come to his mother and Esta because of him. 

On reaching St. Louis two days later after his flight, and after having been most painfully 

bundled out into the snow a hundred miles from Kansas City in the gray of a winter morning, 

and at the same time relieved of his watch and overcoat by two brakemen who had found him 

hiding in the car, he had picked up a Kansas City paper—The Star—only to realize that his worst 

fear in regard to all that had occurred had come true. For there, under a two-column head, and 

with fully a column and a half of reading matter below, was the full story of all that had 

happened: a little girl, the eleven-year-old daughter of a well-to-do Kansas City family, knocked 

down and almost instantly killed—she had died an hour later; Sparser and Miss Sipe in a hospital 

and under arrest at the same time, guarded by a policeman sitting in the hospital awaiting their 

recovery; a splendid car very seriously damaged; Sparser's father, in the absence of the owner of 

the car for whom he worked, at once incensed and made terribly unhappy by the folly and 

seeming criminality and recklessness of his son. 

But what was worse, the unfortunate Sparser had already been charged with larceny and 

homicide, and wishing, no doubt, to minimize his own share in this grave catastrophe, had not 

only revealed the names of all who were with him in the car—the youths in particular and their 

hotel address—but had charged that they along with him were equally guilty, since they had 



urged him to make speed at the time and against his will—a claim which was true enough, as 

Clyde knew. And Mr. Squires, on being interviewed at the hotel, had furnished the police and the 

newspapers with the names of their parents and their home addresses. 

This last was the sharpest blow of all. For there followed disturbing pictures of how their 

respective parents or relatives had taken it on being informed of their sins. Mrs. Ratterer, Tom's 

mother, had cried and declared her boy was a good boy, and had not meant to do any harm, she 

was sure. And Mrs. Hegglund—Oscar's devoted but aged mother—had said that there was not a 

more honest or generous soul and that he must have been drinking. And at his own home—The 

Star had described his mother as standing, pale, very startled and very distressed, clasping and 

unclasping her hands and looking as though she were scarcely able to grasp what was meant, 

unwilling to believe that her son had been one of the party and assuring all that he would most 

certainly return soon and explain all, and that there must be some mistake. 

However, he had not returned. Nor had he heard anything more after that. For, owing to 

his fear of the police, as well as of his mother—her sorrowful, hopeless eyes, he had not written 

for months, and then a letter to his mother only to say that he was well and that she must not 

worry. He gave neither name nor address. Later, after that he had wandered on, essaying one 

small job and another, in St. Louis, Peoria, Chicago, Milwaukee— dishwashing in a restaurant, 

soda-clerking in a small outlying drug-store, attempting to learn to be a shoe clerk, a grocer's 

clerk, and what not; and being discharged and laid off and quitting because he did not like it. He 

had sent her ten dollars once— another time five, having, as he felt, that much to spare. After 

nearly a year and a half he had decided that the search must have lessened, his own part in the 

crime being forgotten, possibly, or by then not deemed sufficiently important to pursue—and 

when he was once more making a moderate living as the driver of a delivery wagon in Chicago, 

a job that paid him fifteen dollars a week, he resolved that he would write his mother, because 

now he could say that he had a decent place and had conducted himself respectably for a long 

time, although not under his own name. 

And so at that time, living in a hall bedroom on the West Side of Chicago—Paulina 

Street—he had written his mother the following letter: 

DEAR MOTHER: 

 

Are you still in Kansas City? I wish you would write and tell me. I would so like to hear from 

you again and to write you again, too, if you really want me to. Honestly I do, Ma. I have been so 

lonely here. Only be careful and don't let any one know where I am yet. It won't do any good and 

might do a lot of harm just when I am trying so hard to get a start again. I didn't do anything 

wrong that time, myself. Really I didn't, although the papers said so— just went along. But I was 

afraid they would punish me for something that I didn't do. I just couldn't come back then. I 

wasn't to blame and then I was afraid of what you and father might think. But they invited me, 

Ma. I didn't tell him to go any faster or to take that car like he said. He took it himself and invited 

me and the others to go along. Maybe we were all to blame for running down that little girl, but 

we didn't mean to. None of us. And I have been so terribly sorry ever since. Think of all the 

trouble I have caused you! And just at the time when you most needed me. Gee! Mother, I hope 

you can forgive me. Can you? 



 

I keep wondering how you are. And Esta and Julia and Frank and Father. I wish I knew where 

you are and what you are doing. You know how I feel about you, don't you, Ma? I've got a lot 

more sense now, anyhow, I see things different than I used to. I want to do something in this 

world. I want to be successful. I have only a fair place now, not as good as I had in K. C., but 

fair, and not in the same line. But I want something better, though I don't want to go back in the 

hotel business either if I can help it. It's not so very good for a young man like me—too high-

flying, I guess. You see I know a lot more than I did back there. They like me all right where I 

am, but I got to get on in this world. Besides I am not really making more than my expenses here 

now, just my room and board and clothes but I am trying to save a little in order to get into some 

line where I can work up and learn something. A person has to have a line of some kind these 

days. I see that now. 

 

Won't you write me and tell me how you all are and what you are doing? I'd like to know. Give 

my love to Frank and Julia and Father and Esta, if they are all still there. I love you just the same 

and I guess you care for me a little, anyhow, don't you? I won't sign my real name, because it 

may be dangerous yet (I haven't been using it since I left K. C.) But I'll give you my other one, 

which I'm going to leave off pretty soon and take up my old one. Wish I could do it now, but I'm 

afraid to yet. You can address me, if you will, as 

 

HARRY TENET, 

 

General Delivery, Chicago 

 

I'll call for it in a few days. I sign this way so as not to cause you or me any more trouble, see? 

But as soon as I feel more sure that this other thing has blown over, I'll use my own name again 

sure. 

 

Lovingly, 

YOUR SON. 

He drew a line where his real name should be and underneath wrote "you know" and 

mailed the letter. 

Following that, because his mother had been anxious about him all this time and 

wondering where he was, he soon received a letter, postmarked Denver, which surprised him 

very much, for he had expected to hear from her as still in Kansas City. 

DEAR SON: 

 

I was surprised and so glad to get my boy's letter and to know that you were alive and safe. I had 

hoped and prayed that you would return to the straight and narrow path—the only path that will 

ever lead you to success and happiness of any kind, and that God would let me hear from you as 

safe and well and working somewhere and doing well. And now he has rewarded my prayers. I 

knew he would. Blessed be His holy name. 

 



Not that I blame you altogether for all that terrible trouble you got into and bringing so much 

suffering and disgrace on yourself and us—for well I know how the devil tempts and pursues all 

of us mortals and particularly just such a child as you. Oh, my son, if you only knew how you 

must be on your guard to avoid these pitfalls. And you have such a long road ahead of you. Will 

you be ever watchful and try always to cling to the teachings of our Saviour that your mother has 

always tried to impress upon the minds and hearts of all you dear children? Will you stop and 

listen to the voice of our Lord that is ever with us, guiding our footsteps safely up the rocky path 

that leads to a heaven more beautiful than we can ever imagine here? Promise me, my child, that 

you will hold fast to all your early teachings and always bear in mind that "right is might," and 

my boy, never, never, take a drink of any kind no matter who offers it to you. There is where the 

devil reigns in all his glory and is ever ready to triumph over the weak one. Remember always 

what I have told you so often "Strong drink is raging and wine is a mocker," and it is my earnest 

prayer that these words will ring in your ears every time you are tempted—for I am sure now that 

that was perhaps the real cause of that terrible accident. 

 

I suffered terribly over that, Clyde, and just at the time when I had such a dreadful ordeal to face 

with Esta. I almost lost her. She had such an awful time. The poor child paid dearly for her sin. 

We had to go in debt so deep and it took so long to work it out—but finally we did and now 

things are not as bad as they were, quite. 

 

As you see, we are now in Denver. We have a mission of our own here now with housing 

quarters for all of us. Besides we have a few rooms to rent which Esta, and you know she is now 

Mrs. Nixon, of course, takes care of. She has a fine little boy who reminds your father and me of 

you so much when you were a baby. He does little things that are you all over again so many 

times that we almost feel that you are with us again—as you were. It is comforting, too, 

sometimes. 

 

Frank and Julie have grown so and are quite a help to me. Frank has a paper route and earns a 

little money which helps. Esta wants to keep them in school just as long as we can. 

 

Your father is not very well, but of course, he is getting older, and he does the best he can. 

 

I am awful glad, Clyde, that you are trying so hard to better yourself in every way and last night 

your father was saying again that your uncle, Samuel Griffiths, of Lycurgus, is so rich and 

successful and I thought that maybe if you wrote him and asked him to give you something there 

so that you could learn the business, perhaps he would. I don't see why he wouldn't. After all you 

are his nephew. You know he has a great collar business there in Lycurgus and he is very rich, so 

they say. Why don't you write him and see? Somehow I feel that perhaps he would find a place 

for you and then you would have something sure to work for. Let me know if you do and what 

he says. 

 

I want to hear from you often, Clyde. Please write and let us know all about you and how you are 

getting along. Won't you? Of course we love you as much as ever, and will do our best always to 



try to guide you right. We want you to succeed more than you know, but we also want you to be 

a good boy, and live a clean, righteous life, for, my son, what matter it if a man gaineth the 

whole world and loseth his own soul? 

 

Write your mother, Clyde, and bear in mind that her love is always with you—guiding you—

pleading with you to do right in the name of the Lord. 

 

Affectionately, 

 

MOTHER. 

And so it was that Clyde had begun to think of his uncle Samuel and his great business 

long before he encountered him. He had also experienced an enormous relief in learning that his 

parents were no longer in the same financial difficulties they were when he left, and safely 

housed in a hotel, or at least a lodging house, probably connected with this new mission. 

Then two months after he had received his mother's first letter and while he was deciding 

almost every day that he must do something, and that forthwith, he chanced one day to deliver to 

the Union League Club on Jackson Boulevard a package of ties and handkerchiefs which some 

visitor to Chicago had purchased at the store, for which he worked. Upon entering, who should 

he come in contact with but Ratterer in the uniform of a club employee. He was in charge of 

inquiry and packages at the door. Although neither he nor Ratterer quite grasped immediately the 

fact that they were confronting one another again, after a moment Ratterer had exclaimed: 

"Clyde!" And then seizing him by an arm, he added enthusiastically and yet cautiously in a very 

low tone: "Well, of all things! The devil! Whaddya know? Put 'er there. Where do you come 

from anyhow?" And Clyde, equally excited, exclaimed, "Well, by jing, if it ain't Tom. Whaddya 

know? You working here?" 

Ratterer, who (like Clyde) had for the moment quite forgotten the troublesome secret 

which lay between them, added: "That's right. Surest thing you know. Been here for nearly a 

year, now." Then with a sudden pull at Clyde's arm, as much as to say, "Silence!" he drew Clyde 

to one side, out of the hearing of the youth to whom he had been talking as Clyde came in, and 

added: "Ssh! I'm working here under my own name, but I'd rather not let 'em know I'm from K. 

C., see. I'm supposed to be from Cleveland." 

And with that he once more pressed Clyde's arm genially and looked him over. And 

Clyde, equally moved, added: "Sure. That's all right. I'm glad you were able to connect. My 

name's Tenet, Harry Tenet. Don't forget that." And both were radiantly happy because of old 

times' sake. 

But Ratterer, noticing Clyde's delivery uniform, observed: "Driving a delivery, eh? Gee, 

that's funny. You driving a delivery. Imagine. That kills me. What do you want to do that for?" 

Then seeing from Clyde's expression that his reference to his present position might not be the 

most pleasing thing in the world, since Clyde at once observed: "Well, I've been up against it, 

sorta," he added: "But say, I want to see you. Where are you living?" (Clyde told him.) "That's 

all right. I get off here at six. Why not drop around after you're through work. Or, I'll tell you—



suppose we meet at—well, how about Henrici's on Randolph Street? Is that all right? At seven, 

say. I get off at six and I can be over there by then if you can." 

Clyde, who was happy to the point of ecstasy in meeting Ratterer again, nodded a 

cheerful assent. 

He boarded his wagon and continued his deliveries, yet for the rest of the afternoon his 

mind was on this approaching meeting with Ratterer. And at five-thirty he hurried to his barn and 

then to his boarding house on the west side, where he donned his street clothes, then hastened to 

Henrici's. He had not been standing on the corner a minute before Ratterer appeared, very genial 

and friendly and dressed, if anything, more neatly than ever. 

"Gee, it's good to have a look at you, old socks!" he began. "Do you know you're the only 

one of that bunch that I've seen since I left K. C.? That's right. My sister wrote me after we left 

home that no one seemed to know what became of either Higby or Heggie, or you, either. They 

sent that fellow Sparser up for a year—did you hear that? Tough, eh? But not so much for killing 

the little girl, but for taking the car and running it without a license and not stopping when 

signaled. That's what they got him for. But say,"—he lowered his voice most significantly at this 

point— "we'da got that if they'd got us. Oh, gee, I was scared. And run?" And once more he 

began to laugh, but rather hysterically at that. "What a wallop, eh? An' us leavin' him and that 

girl in the car. Oh, say. Tough, what? Just what else could a fellow do, though? No need of all of 

us going up, eh? What was her name? Laura Sipe. An' you cut out before I saw you, even. And 

that little Briggs girl of yours did, too. Did you go home with her?" 

Clyde shook his head negatively. 

"I should say I didn't," he exclaimed. 

"Well, where did you go then?" he asked. 

Clyde told him. And after he had set forth a full picture of his own wayfarings, Ratterer 

returned with: "Gee, you didn't know that that little Briggs girl left with a guy from out there for 

New York right after that, did you? Some fellow who worked in a cigar store, so Louise told me. 

She saw her afterwards just before she left with a new fur coat and all." (Clyde winced sadly.) 

"Gee, but you were a sucker to fool around with her. She didn't care for you or nobody. But you 

was pretty much gone on her, I guess, eh?" And he grinned at Clyde amusedly, and chucked him 

under the arm, in his old teasing way. 

But in regard to himself, he proceeded to unfold a tale of only modest adventure, which 

was very different from the one Clyde had narrated, a tale which had less of nerves and worry 

and more of a sturdy courage and faith in his own luck and possibilities. And finally he had 

"caught on" to this, because, as he phrased it, "you can always get something in Chi." 

And here he had been ever since—"very quiet, of course," but no one had ever said a 

word to him. 



And forthwith, he began to explain that just at present there wasn't anything in the Union 

League, but that he would talk to Mr. Haley who was superintendent of the club—and that if 

Clyde wanted to, and Mr. Haley knew of anything, he would try and find out if there was an 

opening anywhere, or likely to be, and if so, Clyde could slip into it. 

"But can that worry stuff," he said to Clyde toward the end of the evening. "It don't get 

you nothing." 

And then only two days after this most encouraging conversation, and while Clyde was 

still debating whether he would resign his job, resume his true name and canvass the various 

hotels in search of work, a note came to his room, brought by one of the bell-boys of the Union 

League which read: "See Mr. Lightall at the Great Northern before noon to-morrow. There's a 

vacancy over there. It ain't the very best, but it'll get you something better later." 

And accordingly Clyde, after telephoning his department manager that he was ill and 

would not be able to work that day, made his way to this hotel in his very best clothes. And on 

the strength of what references he could give, was allowed to go to work; and much to his relief 

under his own name. Also, to his gratification, his salary was fixed at twenty dollars a month, 

meals included. But the tips, as he now learned, aggregated not more than ten a week— yet that, 

counting meals was far more than he was now getting as he comforted himself; and so much 

easier work, even if it did take him back into the old line, where he still feared to be seen and 

arrested. 

It was not so very long after this—not more than three months— before a vacancy 

occurred in the Union League staff. Ratterer, having some time before established himself as day 

assistant to the club staff captain, and being on good terms with him, was able to say to the latter 

that he knew exactly the man for the place—Clyde Griffiths—then employed at the Great 

Northern. And accordingly, Clyde was sent for, and being carefully coached beforehand by 

Ratterer as to how to approach his new superior, and what to say, he was given the place. 

And here, very different from the Great Northern and superior from a social and material 

point of view, as Clyde saw it, to even the Green-Davidson, he was able once more to view at 

close range a type of life that most affected, unfortunately, his bump of position and distinction. 

For to this club from day to day came or went such a company of seemingly mentally and 

socially worldly elect as he had never seen anywhere before, the self-integrated and self-centered 

from not only all of the states of his native land but from all countries and continents. American 

politicians from the north, south, east, west—the principal politicians and bosses, or alleged 

statesmen of their particular regions—surgeons, scientists, arrived physicians, generals, literary 

and social figures, not only from America but from the world over. 

Here also, a fact which impressed and even startled his sense of curiosity and awe, 

even—there was no faintest trace of that sex element which had characterized most of the phases 

of life to be seen in the Green-Davidson, and more recently the Great Northern. In fact, in so far 

as he could remember, had seemed to run through and motivate nearly, if not quite all of the 

phases of life that he had thus far contacted. But here was no sex—no trace of it. No women 

were admitted to this club. These various distinguished individuals came and went, singly as a 



rule, and with the noiseless vigor and reserve that characterizes the ultra successful. They often 

ate alone, conferred in pairs and groups, noiselessly—read their papers or books, or went here 

and there in swiftly driven automobiles—but for the most part seemed to be unaware of, or at 

least unaffected by, that element of passion, which, to his immature mind up to this time, had 

seemed to propel and disarrange so many things in those lesser worlds with which up to now he 

had been identified. 

Probably one could not attain to or retain one's place in so remarkable a world as this 

unless one were indifferent to sex, a disgraceful passion, of course. And hence in the presence or 

under the eyes of such people one had to act and seem as though such thoughts as from time to 

time swayed one were far from one's mind. 

After he had worked here a little while, under the influence of this organization and 

various personalities who came here, he had taken on a most gentlemanly and reserved air. When 

he was within the precincts of the club itself, he felt himself different from what he really was—

more subdued, less romantic, more practical, certain that if he tried now, imitated the soberer 

people of the world, and those only, that some day he might succeed, if not greatly, at least much 

better than he had thus far. And who knows? What if he worked very steadily and made only the 

right sort of contacts and conducted himself with the greatest care here, one of these very 

remarkable men whom he saw entering or departing from here might take a fancy to him and 

offer him a connection with something important somewhere, such as he had never had before, 

and that might lift him into a world such as he had never known. 

For to say the truth, Clyde had a soul that was not destined to grow up. He lacked 

decidedly that mental clarity and inner directing application that in so many permits them to sort 

out from the facts and avenues of life the particular thing or things that make for their direct 

advancement. 

  



Chapter 4 

However, as he now fancied, it was because he lacked an education that he had done so 

poorly. Because of those various moves from city to city in his early youth, he had never been 

permitted to collect such a sum of practical training in any field as would permit him, so he 

thought, to aspire to the great worlds of which these men appeared to be a part. Yet his soul now 

yearned for this. The people who lived in fine houses, who stopped at great hotels, and had men 

like Mr. Squires, and the manager of the bell-hops here, to wait on them and arrange for their 

comfort. And he was still a bell-hop. And close to twenty-one. At times it made him very sad. He 

wished and wished that he could get into some work where he could rise and be somebody—not 

always remain a bell-hop, as at times he feared he might. 

About the time that he reached this conclusion in regard to himself and was meditating on 

some way to improve and safeguard his future, his uncle, Samuel Griffiths, arrived in Chicago. 

And having connections here which made a card to this club an obvious civility, he came directly 

to it and for several days was about the place conferring with individuals who came to see him, 

or hurrying to and fro to meet people and visit concerns whom he deemed it important to see. 

And it was not an hour after he arrived before Ratterer, who had charge of the pegboard 

at the door by day and who had but a moment before finished posting the name of this uncle on 

the board, signaled to Clyde, who came over. 

"Didn't you say you had an uncle or something by the name of Griffiths in the collar 

business somewhere in New York State?" 

"Sure," replied Clyde. "Samuel Griffiths. He has a big collar factory in Lycurgus. That's 

his ad you see in all the papers and that's his fire sign over there on Michigan Avenue." 

"Would you know him if you saw him?" 

"No," replied Clyde. "I never saw him in all my life." 

"I'll bet anything it's the same fellow," commented Ratterer, consulting a small registry 

slip that had been handed him. "Looka here—Samuel Griffiths, Lycurgus, N. Y. That's probably 

the same guy, eh?" 

"Surest thing you know," added Clyde, very much interested and even excited, for this 

was the identical uncle about whom he had been thinking so long. 

"He just went through here a few minutes ago," went on Ratterer. "Devoy took his bags 

up to K. Swell-looking man, too. You better keep your eye open and take a look at him when he 

comes down again. Maybe it's your uncle. He's only medium tall and kinda thin. Wears a small 

gray mustache and a pearl gray hat. Good-lookin'. I'll point him out to you. If it is your uncle you 

better shine up to him. Maybe he'll do somepin' for you—give you a collar or two," he added, 

laughing. 



Clyde laughed too as though he very much appreciated this joke, although in reality he 

was flustered. His uncle Samuel! And in this club! Well, then this was his opportunity to 

introduce himself to his uncle. He had intended writing him before ever he secured this place, but 

now he was here in this club and might speak to him if he chose. 

But hold! What would his uncle think of him, supposing he chose to introduce himself? 

For he was a bell-boy again and acting in that capacity in this club. What, for instance, might be 

his uncle's attitude toward boys who worked as bell-boys, particularly at his— Clyde's—years. 

For he was over twenty now, and getting to be pretty old for a bell-boy, that is, if one ever 

intended to be anything else. A man of his wealth and high position might look on bell-hopping 

as menial, particularly bell-boys who chanced to be related to him. He might not wish to have 

anything to do with him— might not even wish him to address him in any way. It was in this 

state that he remained for fully twenty-four hours after he knew that his uncle had arrived at this 

club. 

The following afternoon, however, after he had seen him at least half a dozen times and 

had been able to formulate the most agreeable impressions of him, since his uncle appeared to be 

so very quick, alert, incisive—so very different from his father in every way, and so rich and 

respected by every one here—he began to wonder, to fear even at times, whether he was going to 

let this remarkable opportunity slip. For after all, his uncle did not look to him to be at all 

unkindly—quite the reverse—very pleasant. And when, at the suggestion of Ratterer, he had 

gone to his uncle's room to secure a letter which was to be sent by special messenger, his uncle 

had scarcely looked at him, but instead had handed him the letter and half a dollar. "See that a 

boy takes that right away and keep the money for yourself," he had remarked. 

Clyde's excitement was so great at the moment that he wondered that his uncle did not 

guess that he was his nephew. But plainly he did not. And he went away a little crest-fallen. 

Later some half dozen letters for his uncle having been put in the key-box, Ratterer called 

Clyde's attention to them. "If you want to run in on him again, here's your chance. Take those up 

to him. He's in his room, I think." And Clyde, after some hesitation, had finally taken the letters 

and gone to his uncle's suite once more. 

His uncle was writing at the time and merely called: "Come!" Then Clyde, entering and 

smiling rather enigmatically, observed: "Here's some mail for you, Mr. Griffiths." 

"Thank you very much, my son," replied his uncle and proceeded to finger his vest 

pocket for change, but Clyde, seizing this opportunity, exclaimed: "Oh, no, I don't want anything 

for that." And then before his uncle could say anything more, although he proceeded to hold out 

some silver to him, he added: "I believe I'm related to you, Mr. Griffiths. You're Mr. Samuel 

Griffiths of the Griffiths Collar Company of Lycurgus, aren't you?" 

"Yes, I have a little something to do with it, I believe. Who are you?" returned his uncle, 

looking at him sharply. 

"My name's Clyde Griffiths. My father, Asa Griffiths, is your brother, I believe." 



At the mention of this particular brother, who, to the knowledge of all the members of 

this family, was distinctly not a success materially, the face of Samuel Griffiths clouded the least 

trifle. For the mention of Asa brought rather unpleasingly before him the stocky and decidedly 

not well-groomed figure of his younger brother, whom he had not seen in so many years. His 

most recent distinct picture of him was as a young man of about Clyde's age about his father's 

house near Bertwick, Vermont. But how different! Clyde's father was then short, fat and poorly 

knit mentally as well as physically—oleaginous and a bit mushy, as it were. His chin was not 

firm, his eyes a pale watery blue, and his hair frizzled. Whereas this son of his was neat, alert, 

good-looking and seemingly well-mannered and intelligent, as most bell-hops were inclined to 

be as he noted. And he liked him. 

However, Samuel Griffiths, who along with his elder brother Allen had inherited the bulk 

of his father's moderate property, and this because of Joseph Griffiths' prejudice against his 

youngest son, had always felt that perhaps an injustice had been done Asa. For Asa, not having 

proved very practical or intelligent, his father had first attempted to drive and then later ignore 

him, and finally had turned him out at about Clyde's age, and had afterward left the bulk of his 

property, some thirty thousand dollars, to these two elder brothers, share and share alike—

willing Asa but a petty thousand. 

It was this thought in connection with this younger brother that now caused him to stare 

at Clyde rather curiously. For Clyde, as he could see, was in no way like the younger brother 

who had been harried from his father's home so many years before. Rather he was more like his 

own son, Gilbert, whom, as he now saw he resembled. Also in spite of all of Clyde's fears he was 

obviously impressed by the fact that he should have any kind of place in this interesting club. For 

to Samuel Griffiths, who was more than less confined to the limited activities and environment 

of Lycurgus, the character and standing of this particular club was to be respected. And those 

young men who served the guests of such an institution as this, were, in the main, possessed of 

efficient and unobtrusive manners. Therefore to see Clyde standing before him in his neat gray 

and black uniform and with the air of one whose social manners at least were excellent, caused 

him to think favorably of him. 

"You don't tell me!" he exclaimed interestedly. "So you're Asa's son. I do declare! Well, 

now, this is a surprise. You see I haven't seen or heard from your father in at least—well, say, 

twenty-five or six years, anyhow. The last time I did hear from him he was living in Grand 

Rapids, Michigan, I think, or here. He isn't here now, I presume." 

"Oh, no, sir," replied Clyde, who was glad to be able to say this. "The family live in 

Denver. I'm here all alone." 

"Your father and mother are living, I presume." 

"Yes, sir. They're both alive." 

"Still connected with religious work, is he—your father?" 



"Well, yes, sir," answered Clyde, a little dubiously, for he was still convinced that the 

form of religious work his father essayed was of all forms the poorest and most inconsequential 

socially. "Only the church he has now," he went on, "has a lodging house connected with it. 

About forty rooms, I believe. He and my mother run that and the mission too." 

"Oh, I see." 

He was so anxious to make a better impression on his uncle than the situation seemed to 

warrant that he was quite willing to exaggerate a little. 

"Well, I'm glad they're doing so well," continued Samuel Griffiths, rather impressed with 

the trim and vigorous appearance of Clyde. "You like this kind of work, I suppose?" 

"Well, not exactly. No, Mr. Griffiths, I don't," replied Clyde quickly, alive at once to the 

possibilities of this query. "It pays well enough. But I don't like the way you have to make the 

money you get here. It isn't my idea of a salary at all. But I got in this because I didn't have a 

chance to study any particular work or get in with some company where there was a real chance 

to work up and make something of myself. My mother wanted me to write you once and ask 

whether there was any chance in your company for me to begin and work up, but I was afraid 

maybe that you might not like that exactly, and so I never did." 

He paused, smiling, and yet with an inquiring look in his eye. 

His uncle looked solemnly at him for a moment, pleased by his looks and his general 

manner of approach in this instance, and then replied: "Well, that is very interesting. You should 

have written, if you wanted to—" Then, as was his custom in all matters, he cautiously paused. 

Clyde noted that he was hesitating to encourage him. 

"I don't suppose there is anything in your company that you would let me do?" he 

ventured boldly, after a moment. 

Samuel Griffiths merely stared at him thoughtfully. He liked and he did not like this 

direct request. However, Clyde appeared at least a very adaptable person for the purpose. He 

seemed bright and ambitious—so much like his own son, and he might readily fit into some 

department as head or assistant under his son, once he had acquired a knowledge of the various 

manufacturing processes. At any rate he might let him try it. There could be no real harm in that. 

Besides, there was his younger brother, to whom, perhaps, both he and his older brother Allen 

owed some form of obligation, if not exactly restitution. 

"Well," he said, after a moment, "that is something I would have to think over a little. I 

wouldn't be able to say, offhand, whether there is or not. We wouldn't be able to pay you as 

much as you make here to begin with," he warned. 

"Oh, that's all right," exclaimed Clyde, who was far more fascinated by the thought of 

connecting himself with his uncle than anything else. "I wouldn't expect very much until I was 

able to earn it, of course." 



"Besides, it might be that you would find that you didn't like the collar business once you 

got into it, or we might find we didn't like you. Not every one is suited to it by a long way." 

"Well, all you'd have to do then would be to discharge me," assured Clyde. "I've always 

thought I would be, though, ever since I heard of you and your big company." 

This last remark pleased Samuel Griffiths. Plainly he and his achievements had stood in 

the nature of an ideal to this youth. 

"Very well," he said. "I won't be able to give any more time to this now. But I'll be here 

for a day or two more, anyhow, and I'll think it over. It may be that I will be able to do something 

for you. I can't say now." And he turned quite abruptly to his letters. 

And Clyde, feeling that he had made as good an impression as could be expected under 

the circumstances and that something might come of it, thanked him profusely and beat a hasty 

retreat. 

The next day, having thought it over and deciding that Clyde, because of his briskness 

and intelligence, was likely to prove as useful as another, Samuel Griffiths, after due deliberation 

as to the situation at home, informed Clyde that in case any small opening in the home factory 

occurred he would be glad to notify him. But he would not even go so far as to guarantee him 

that an opening would immediately be forthcoming. He must wait. 

Accordingly Clyde was left to speculate as to how soon, if ever, a place in his uncle's 

factory would be made for him. 

In the meanwhile Samuel Griffiths had returned to Lycurgus. And after a later conference 

with his son, he decided that Clyde might be inducted into the very bottom of the business at 

least—the basement of the Griffiths plant, where the shrinking of all fabrics used in connection 

with the manufacture of collars was brought about, and where beginners in this industry who 

really desired to acquire the technique of it were placed, for it was his idea that Clyde by degrees 

was to be taught the business from top to bottom. And since he must support himself in some 

form not absolutely incompatible with the standing of the Griffiths family here in Lycurgus, it 

was decided to pay him the munificent sum of fifteen dollars to begin. 

For while Samuel Griffiths, as well as his son Gilbert, realized that this was small pay 

(not for an ordinary apprentice but for Clyde, since he was a relative) yet so inclined were both 

toward the practical rather than the charitable in connection with all those who worked for them, 

that the nearer the beginner in this factory was to the clear mark of necessity and compulsion, the 

better. Neither could tolerate the socialistic theory relative to capitalistic exploitation. As both 

saw it, there had to be higher and higher social orders to which the lower social classes could 

aspire. One had to have castes. One was foolishly interfering with and disrupting necessary and 

unavoidable social standards when one tried to unduly favor any one—even a relative. It was 

necessary when dealing with the classes and intelligences below one, commercially or 

financially, to handle them according to the standards to which they were accustomed. And the 

best of these standards were those which held these lower individuals to a clear realization of 



how difficult it was to come by money—to an understanding of how very necessary it was for all 

who were engaged in what both considered the only really important constructive work of the 

world—that of material manufacture—to understand how very essential it was to be drilled, and 

that sharply and systematically, in all the details and processes which comprise that constructive 

work. And so to become inured to a narrow and abstemious life in so doing. It was good for their 

characters. It informed and strengthened the minds and spirits of those who were destined to rise. 

And those who were not should be kept right where they were. 

Accordingly, about a week after that, the nature of Clyde's work having been finally 

decided upon, a letter was dispatched to him to Chicago by Samuel Griffiths himself in which he 

set forth that if he chose he might present himself any time now within the next few weeks. But 

he must give due notice in writing of at least ten days in advance of his appearance in order that 

he might be properly arranged for. And upon his arrival he was to seek out Mr. Gilbert Griffiths 

at the office of the mill, who would look after him. 

And upon receipt of this Clyde was very much thrilled and at once wrote to his mother 

that he had actually secured a place with his uncle and was going to Lycurgus. Also that he was 

going to try to achieve a real success now. Whereupon she wrote him a long letter, urging him to 

be, oh, so careful of his conduct and associates. Bad companionship was at the root of nearly all 

of the errors and failures that befell an ambitious youth such as he. If he would only avoid evil-

minded or foolish and headstrong boys and girls, all would be well. It was so easy for a young 

man of his looks and character to be led astray by an evil woman. He had seen what had befallen 

him in Kansas City. But now he was still young and he was going to work for a man who was 

very rich and who could do so much for him, if he would. And he was to write her frequently as 

to the outcome of his efforts here. 

And so, after having notified his uncle as he had requested, Clyde finally took his 

departure for Lycurgus. But on his arrival there, since his original notification from his uncle had 

called for no special hour at which to call at the factory, he did not go at once, but instead sought 

out the important hotel of Lycurgus, the Lycurgus House. 

Then finding himself with ample time on his hands, and very curious about the character 

of this city in which he was to work, and his uncle's position in it, he set forth to look it over, his 

thought being that once he reported and began work he might not soon have the time again. He 

now ambled out into Central Avenue, the very heart of Lycurgus, which in this section was 

crossed by several business streets, which together with Central Avenue for a few blocks on 

either side, appeared to constitute the business center— all there was to the life and gayety of 

Lycurgus. 

  



Chapter 5 

But once in this and walking about, how different it all seemed to the world to which so 

recently he had been accustomed. For here, as he had thus far seen, all was on a so much smaller 

scale. The depot, from which only a half hour before he had stepped down, was so small and 

dull, untroubled, as he could plainly see, by much traffic. And the factory section which lay 

opposite the small city—across the Mohawk—was little more than a red and gray assemblage of 

buildings with here and there a smokestack projecting upward, and connected with the city by 

two bridges—a half dozen blocks apart—one of them directly at this depot, a wide traffic bridge 

across which traveled a car-line following the curves of Central Avenue, dotted here and there 

with stores and small homes. 

But Central Avenue was quite alive with traffic, pedestrians and automobiles. Opposite 

diagonally from the hotel, which contained a series of wide plate-glass windows, behind which 

were many chairs interspersed with palms and pillars, was the dry-goods emporium of Stark and 

Company, a considerable affair, four stories in height, and of white brick, and at least a hundred 

feet long, the various windows of which seemed bright and interesting, crowded with as smart 

models as might be seen anywhere. Also there were other large concerns, a second hotel, various 

automobile showrooms, a moving picture theater. 

He found himself ambling on and on until suddenly he was out of the business district 

again and in touch with a wide and tree-shaded thoroughfare of residences, the houses of which, 

each and every one, appeared to possess more room space, lawn space, general ease and repose 

and dignity even than any with which he had ever been in contact. In short, as he sensed it from 

this brief inspection of its very central portion, it seemed a very exceptional, if small city street—

rich, luxurious even. So many imposing wrought-iron fences, flower-bordered walks, grouped 

trees and bushes, expensive and handsome automobiles either beneath porte-cocheres within or 

speeding along the broad thoroughfare without. And in some neighboring shops—those nearest 

Central Avenue and the business heart where this wide and handsome thoroughfare began, were 

to be seen such expensive-looking and apparently smart displays of the things that might well 

interest people of means and comfort— motors, jewels, lingerie, leather goods and furniture. 

But where now did his uncle and his family live? In which house? What street? Was it 

larger and finer than any of these he had seen in this street? 

He must return at once, he decided, and report to his uncle. He must look up the factory 

address, probably in that region beyond the river, and go over there and see him. What would he 

say, how act, what would his uncle set him to doing? What would his cousin Gilbert be like? 

What would he be likely to think of him? In his last letter his uncle had mentioned his son 

Gilbert. He retraced his steps along Central Avenue to the depot and found himself quickly 

before the walls of the very large concern he was seeking. It was of red brick, six stories high—

almost a thousand feet long. It was nearly all windows—at least that portion which had been 

most recently added and which was devoted to collars. An older section, as Clyde later learned, 

was connected with the newer building by various bridges. And the south walls of both these two 

structures, being built at the water's edge, paralleled the Mohawk. There were also, as he now 

found, various entrances along River Street, a hundred feet or more apart—and each one, 



guarded by an employee in uniform—entrances numbered one, two and three—which were 

labeled "for employees only"—an entrance numbered four which read "office"—and entrances 

five and six appeared to be devoted to freight receipts and shipments. 

Clyde made his way to the office portion and finding no one to hinder him, passed 

through two sets of swinging doors and found himself in the presence of a telephone girl seated 

at a telephone desk behind a railing, in which was set a small gate—the only entrance to the main 

office apparently. And this she guarded. She was short, fat, thirty-five and unattractive. 

"Well?" she called as Clyde appeared. 

"I want to see Mr. Gilbert Griffiths," Clyde began a little nervously. 

"What about?" 

"Well, you see, I'm his cousin. Clyde Griffiths is my name. I have a letter here from my 

uncle, Mr. Samuel Griffiths. He'll see me, I think." 

As he laid the letter before her, he noticed that her quite severe and decidedly indifferent 

expression changed and became not so much friendly as awed. For obviously she was very much 

impressed not only by the information but his looks, and began to examine him slyly and 

curiously. 

"I'll see if he's in," she replied much more civilly, and plugging at the same time a switch 

which led to Mr. Gilbert Griffiths' private office. Word coming back to her apparently that Mr. 

Gilbert Griffiths was busy at the moment and could not be disturbed, she called back: "It's Mr. 

Gilbert's cousin, Mr. Clyde Griffiths. He has a letter from Mr. Samuel Griffiths." Then she said 

to Clyde: "Won't you sit down? I'm sure Mr. Gilbert Griffiths will see you in a moment. He's 

busy just now." 

And Clyde, noting the unusual deference paid him—a form of deference that never in his 

life before had been offered him—was strangely moved by it. To think that he should be a full 

cousin to this wealthy and influential family! This enormous factory! So long and wide and 

high—as he had seen—six stories. And walking along the opposite side of the river just now, he 

had seen through several open windows whole rooms full of girls and women hard at work. And 

he had been thrilled in spite of himself. For somehow the high red walls of the building 

suggested energy and very material success, a type of success that was almost without flaw, as he 

saw it. 

He looked at the gray plaster walls of this outer waiting chamber— at some lettering on 

the inner door which read: "The Griffiths Collar & Shirt Company, Inc. Samuel Griffiths, Pres. 

Gilbert Griffiths, Sec'y."—and wondered what it was all like inside—what Gilbert Griffiths 

would be like—cold or genial, friendly or unfriendly. 



And then, as he sat there meditating, the woman suddenly turned to him and observed: 

"You can go in now. Mr. Gilbert Griffiths' office is at the extreme rear of this floor, over toward 

the river. Any one of the clerks inside will show you." 

She half rose as if to open the door for him, but Clyde, sensing the intent, brushed by her. 

"That's all right. Thanks," he said most warmly, and opening the glass-plated door he gazed upon 

a room housing many over a hundred employees—chiefly young men and young women. And 

all were apparently intent on their duties before them. Most of them had green shades over their 

eyes. Quite all of them had on short alpaca office coats or sleeve protectors over their shirt 

sleeves. Nearly all of the young women wore clean and attractive gingham dresses or office 

slips. And all about this central space, which was partitionless and supported by round white 

columns, were offices labeled with the names of the various minor officials and executives of the 

company—Mr. Smillie, Mr. Latch, Mr. Gotboy, Mr. Burkey. 

Since the telephone girl had said that Mr. Gilbert Griffiths was at the extreme rear, Clyde, 

without much hesitation, made his way along the railed-off aisle to that quarter, where upon a 

half-open door he read: "Mr. Gilbert Griffiths, Sec'y." He paused, uncertain whether to walk in 

or not, and then proceeded to tap. At once a sharp, penetrating voice called: "Come," and he 

entered and faced a youth who looked, if anything, smaller and a little older and certainly much 

colder and shrewder than himself—such a youth, in short, as Clyde would have liked to imagine 

himself to be— trained in an executive sense, apparently authoritative and efficient. He was 

dressed, as Clyde noted at once, in a bright gray suit of a very pronounced pattern, for it was 

once more approaching spring. His hair, of a lighter shade than Clyde's, was brushed and glazed 

most smoothly back from his temples and forehead, and his eyes, which Clyde, from the moment 

he had opened the door had felt drilling him, were of a clear, liquid, grayish-green blue. He had 

on a pair of large horn-rimmed glasses which he wore at his desk only, and the eyes that peered 

through them went over Clyde swiftly and notatively, from his shoes to the round brown felt hat 

which he carried in his hand. 

"You're my cousin, I believe," he commented, rather icily, as Clyde came forward and 

stopped—a thin and certainly not very favorable smile playing about his lips. 

"Yes, I am," replied Clyde, reduced and confused by this calm and rather freezing 

reception. On the instant, as he now saw, he could not possibly have the same regard and esteem 

for this cousin, as he could and did have for his uncle, whose very great ability had erected this 

important industry. Rather, deep down in himself he felt that this young man, an heir and nothing 

more to this great industry, was taking to himself airs and superiorities which, but for his father's 

skill before him, would not have been possible. 

At the same time so groundless and insignificant were his claims to any consideration 

here, and so grateful was he for anything that might be done for him, that he felt heavily 

obligated already and tried to smile his best and most ingratiating smile. Yet Gilbert Griffiths at 

once appeared to take this as a bit of presumption which ought not to be tolerated in a mere 

cousin, and particularly one who was seeking a favor of him and his father. 



However, since his father had troubled to interest himself in him and had given him no 

alternative, he continued his wry smile and mental examination, the while he said: "We thought 

you would be showing up to-day or to-morrow. Did you have a pleasant trip?" 

"Oh, yes, very," replied Clyde, a little confused by this inquiry. 

"So you think you'd like to learn something about the manufacture of collars, do you?" 

Tone and manner were infiltrated by the utmost condescension. 

"I would certainly like to learn something that would give me a chance to work up, have 

some future in it," replied Clyde, genially and with a desire to placate his young cousin as much 

as possible. 

"Well, my father was telling me of his talk with you in Chicago. From what he told me I 

gather that you haven't had much practical experience of any kind. You don't know how to keep 

books, do you?" 

"No, I don't," replied Clyde a little regretfully. 

"And you're not a stenographer or anything like that?" 

"No, sir, I'm not." 

Most sharply, as Clyde said this, he felt that he was dreadfully lacking in every training. 

And now Gilbert Griffiths looked at him as though he were rather a hopeless proposition indeed 

from the viewpoint of this concern. 

"Well, the best thing to do with you, I think," he went on, as though before this his father 

had not indicated to him exactly what was to be done in this case, "is to start you in the shrinking 

room. That's where the manufacturing end of this business begins, and you might as well be 

learning that from the ground up. Afterwards, when we see how you do down there, we can tell a 

little better what to do with you. If you had any office training it might be possible to use you up 

here." (Clyde's face fell at this and Gilbert noticed it. It pleased him.) "But it's just as well to 

learn the practical side of the business, whatever you do," he added rather coldly, not that he 

desired to comfort Clyde any but merely to be saying it as a fact. And seeing that Clyde said 

nothing, he continued: "The best thing, I presume, before you try to do anything around here is 

for you to get settled somewhere. You haven't taken a room anywhere yet, have you?" 

"No, I just came in on the noon train," replied Clyde. "I was a little dirty and so I just 

went up to the hotel to brush up a little. I thought I'd look for a place afterwards." 

"Well, that's right. Only don't look for any place. I'll have our superintendent see that 

you're directed to a good boarding house. He knows more about the town than you do." His 

thought here was that after all Clyde was a full cousin and that it wouldn't do to have him live 

just anywhere. At the same time, he was greatly concerned lest Clyde get the notion that the 

family was very much concerned as to where he did live, which most certainly it was not, as he 



saw it. His final feeling was that he could easily place and control Clyde in such a way as to 

make him not very important to any one in any way—his father, the family, all the people who 

worked here. 

He reached for a button on his desk and pressed it. A trim girl, very severe and reserved 

in a green gingham dress, appeared. 

"Ask Mr. Whiggam to come here." 

She disappeared and presently there entered a medium-sized and nervous, yet moderately 

stout, man who looked as though he were under a great strain. He was about forty years of age—

repressed and noncommittal—and looked curiously and suspiciously about as though wondering 

what new trouble impended. His head, as Clyde at once noticed, appeared chronically to incline 

forward, while at the same time he lifted his eyes as though actually he would prefer not to look 

up. 

"Whiggam," began young Griffiths authoritatively, "this is Clyde Griffiths, a cousin of 

ours. You remember I spoke to you about him." 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well, he's to be put in the shrinking department for the present. You can show him what 

he's to do. Afterwards you had better have Mrs. Braley show him where he can get a room." (All 

this had been talked over and fixed upon the week before by Gilbert and Whiggam, but now he 

gave it the ring of an original suggestion.) "And you'd better give his name in to the timekeeper 

as beginning to-morrow morning, see?" 

"Yes, sir," bowed Whiggam deferentially. "Is that all?" 

"Yes, that's all," concluded Gilbert smartly. "You go with Whiggam, Mr. Griffiths. He'll 

tell you what to do." 

Whiggam turned. "If you'll just come with me, Mr. Griffiths," he observed deferentially, 

as Clyde could see—and that for all of his cousin's apparently condescending attitude—and 

marched out with Clyde at his heels. And young Gilbert as briskly turned to his own desk, but at 

the same time shaking his head. His feeling at the moment was that mentally Clyde was not 

above a good bell-boy in a city hotel probably. Else why should he come on here in this way. "I 

wonder what he thinks he's going to do here," he continued to think, "where he thinks he's going 

to get?" 

And Clyde, as he followed Mr. Whiggam, was thinking what a wonderful place Mr. 

Gilbert Griffiths enjoyed. No doubt he came and went as he chose—arrived at the office late, 

departed early, and somewhere in this very interesting city dwelt with his parents and sisters in a 

very fine house—of course. And yet here he was— Gilbert's own cousin, and the nephew of his 

wealthy uncle, being escorted to work in a very minor department of this great concern. 



Nevertheless, once they were out of the sight and hearing of Mr. Gilbert Griffiths, he was 

somewhat diverted from this mood by the sights and sounds of the great manufactory itself. For 

here on this very same floor, but beyond the immense office room through which he had passed, 

was another much larger room filled with rows of bins, facing aisles not more than five feet 

wide, and containing, as Clyde could see, enormous quantities of collars boxed in small paper 

boxes, according to sizes. These bins were either being refilled by stock boys who brought more 

boxed collars from the boxing room in large wooden trucks, or were being as rapidly emptied by 

order clerks who, trundling small box trucks in front of them, were filling orders from duplicate 

check lists which they carried in their hands. 

"Never worked in a collar factory before, Mr. Griffiths, I presume?" commented Mr. 

Whiggam with somewhat more spirit, once he was out of the presence of Gilbert Griffiths. Clyde 

noticed at once the Mr. Griffiths. 

"Oh, no," he replied quickly. "I never worked at anything like this before." 

"Expect to learn all about the manufacturing end of the game in the course of time, 

though, I suppose." He was walking briskly along one of the long aisles as he spoke, but Clyde 

noticed that he shot sly glances in every direction. 

"I'd like to," he answered. 

"Well, there's a little more to it than some people think, although you often hear there 

isn't very much to learn." He opened another door, crossed a gloomy hall and entered still 

another room which, filled with bins as was the other, was piled high in every bin with bolts of 

white cloth. 

"You might as well know a little about this as long as you re going to begin in the 

shrinking room. This is the stuff from which the collars are cut, the collars and the lining. They 

are called webs. Each of these bolts is a web. We take these down in the basement and shrink 

them because they can't be used this way. If they are, the collars would shrink after they were 

cut. But you'll see. We tub them and then dry them afterwards." 

He marched solemnly on and Clyde sensed once more that this man was not looking 

upon him as an ordinary employee by any means. His Mr. Griffiths, his supposition to the effect 

that Clyde was to learn all about the manufacturing end of the business, as well as his 

condescension in explaining about these webs of cloth, had already convinced Clyde that he was 

looked upon as one to whom some slight homage at least must be paid. 

He followed Mr. Whiggam, curious as to the significance of this, and soon found himself 

in an enormous basement which had been reached by descending a flight of steps at the end of a 

third hall. Here, by the help of four long rows of incandescent lamps, he discerned row after row 

of porcelain tubs or troughs, lengthwise of the room, and end to end, which reached from one 

exterior wall to the other. And in these, under steaming hot water apparently, were any quantity 

of those same webs he had just seen upstairs, soaking. And near-by, north and south of these 

tubs, and paralleling them for the length of this room, all of a hundred and fifty feet in length, 



were enormous drying racks or moving skeleton platforms, boxed, top and bottom and sides, 

with hot steam pipes, between which on rolls, but festooned in such a fashion as to take 

advantage of these pipes, above, below and on either side, were more of these webs, but 

unwound and wet and draped as described, yet moving along slowly on these rolls from the east 

end of the room to the west. This movement, as Clyde could see, was accompanied by an 

enormous rattle and clatter of ratchet arms which automatically shook and moved these lengths 

of cloth forward from east to west. And as they moved they dried, and were then automatically 

re-wound at the west end of these racks into bolt form once more upon a wooden spool and then 

lifted off by a youth whose duty it was to "take" from these moving platforms. One youth, as 

Clyde saw, "took" from two of these tracks at the west end, while at the east end another youth 

of about his own years "fed." That is, he took bolts of this now partially shrunk yet still wet cloth 

and attaching one end of it to some moving hooks, saw that it slowly and properly unwound and 

fed itself over the drying racks for the entire length of these tracks. As fast as it had gone the way 

of all webs, another was attached. 

Between each two rows of tubs in the center of the room were enormous whirling 

separators or dryers, into which these webs of cloth, as they came from the tubs in which they 

had been shrinking for twenty-four hours, were piled and as much water as possible centrifugally 

extracted before they were spread out on the drying racks. 

Primarily little more than this mere physical aspect of the room was grasped by Clyde—

its noise, its heat, its steam, the energy with which a dozen men and boys were busying 

themselves with various processes. They were, without exception, clothed only in armless 

undershirts, a pair of old trousers belted in at the waist, and with canvas-topped and rubber-soled 

sneakers on their bare feet. The water and the general dampness and the heat of the room seemed 

obviously to necessitate some such dressing as this. 

"This is the shrinking room," observed Mr. Whiggam, as they entered. "It isn't as nice as 

some of the others, but it's where the manufacturing process begins. Kemerer!" he called. 

A short, stocky, full-chested man, with a pate, full face and white, strong-looking arms, 

dressed in a pair of dirty and wrinkled trousers and an armless flannel shirt, now appeared. Like 

Whiggam in the presence of Gilbert, he appeared to be very much overawed in the presence of 

Whiggam. 

"This is Clyde Griffiths, the cousin of Gilbert Griffiths. I spoke to you about him last 

week, you remember?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"He's to begin down here. He'll show up in the morning." 

"Yes, sir." 

"Better put his name down on your check list. He'll begin at the usual hour." 



"Yes, sir." 

Mr. Whiggam, as Clyde noticed, held his head higher and spoke more directly and 

authoritatively than at any time so far. He seemed to be master, not underling, now. 

"Seven-thirty is the time every one goes to work here in the morning," went on Mr. 

Whiggam to Clyde informatively, "but they all ring in a little earlier—about seven-twenty or so, 

so as to have time to change their clothes and get to the machines. 

"Now, if you want to," he added, "Mr. Kemerer can show you what you'll have to do to-

morrow before you leave today. It might save a little time. Or, you can leave it until then if you 

want to. It don't make any difference to me. Only, if you'll come back to the telephone girl at the 

main entrance about five-thirty I'll have Mrs. Braley there for you. She's to show you about your 

room, I believe. I won't be there myself, but you just ask the telephone girl for her. She'll know." 

He turned and added, "Well, I'll leave you now." 

He lowered his head and started to go away just as Clyde began. "Well, I'm very much 

obliged to you, Mr. Whiggam." Instead of answering, he waved one fishy hand slightly upward 

and was gone— down between the tubs toward the west door. And at once Mr. Kemerer—still 

nervous and overawed apparently—began. 

"Oh, that's all right about what you have to do, Mr. Griffiths. I'll just let you bring down 

webs on the floor above to begin with to-morrow. But if you've got any old clothes, you'd better 

put 'em on. A suit like that wouldn't last long here." He eyed Clyde's very neat, if inexpensive 

suit, in an odd way. His manner quite like that of Mr. Whiggam before him, was a mixture of 

uncertainty and a very small authority here in Clyde's case—of extreme respect and yet some 

private doubt, which only time might resolve. Obviously it was no small thing to be a Griffiths 

here, even if one were a cousin and possibly not as welcome to one's powerful relatives as one 

might be. 

At first sight, and considering what his general dreams in connection with this industry 

were, Clyde was inclined to rebel. For the type of youth and man he saw here were in his 

estimation and at first glance rather below the type of individuals he hoped to find here—

individuals neither so intelligent nor alert as those employed by the Union League and the 

Green-Davidson by a long distance. And still worse he felt them to be much more subdued and 

sly and ignorant—mere clocks, really. And their eyes, as he entered with Mr. Whiggam, while 

they pretended not to be looking, were very well aware, as Clyde could feel, of all that was going 

on. Indeed, he and Mr. Whiggam were the center of all their secret looks. At the same time, their 

spare and practical manner of dressing struck dead at one blow any thought of refinement in 

connection with the work in here. How unfortunate that his lack of training would not permit his 

being put to office work or something like that upstairs. 

He walked with Mr. Kemerer, who troubled to say that these were the tubs in which the 

webs were shrunk over night—these the centrifugal dryers—these the rack dryers. Then he was 

told that he could go. And by then it was only three o'clock. 



He made his way out of the nearest door and once outside he congratulated himself on 

being connected with this great company, while at the same time wondering whether he was 

going to prove satisfactory to Mr. Kemerer and Mr. Whiggam. Supposing he didn't. Or 

supposing he couldn't stand all this? It was pretty rough. Well, if worst came to worst, as he now 

thought, he could go back to Chicago, or on to New York, maybe, and get work. 

But why hadn't Samuel Griffiths had the graciousness to receive and welcome him? Why 

had that young Gilbert Griffiths smiled so cynically? And what sort of a woman was this Mrs. 

Braley? Had he done wisely to come on here? Would this family do anything for him now that 

he was here? 

It was thus that, strolling west along River Street on which were a number of other kinds 

of factories, and then north through a few other streets that held more factories—tinware, 

wickwire, a big vacuum carpet cleaning plant, a rug manufacturing company, and the like—that 

he came finally upon a miserable slum, the like of which, small as it was, he had not seen outside 

of Chicago or Kansas City. He was so irritated and depressed by the poverty and social 

angularity and crudeness of it—all spelling but one thing, social misery, to him—that he at once 

retraced his steps and recrossing the Mohawk by a bridge farther west soon found himself in an 

area which was very different indeed—a region once more of just such homes as he had been 

admiring before he left for the factory. And walking still farther south, he came upon that same 

wide and tree-lined avenue—which he had seen before—the exterior appearance of which alone 

identified it as the principal residence thoroughfare of Lycurgus. It was so very broad and well-

paved and lined by such an arresting company of houses. At once he was very much alive to the 

personnel of this street, for it came to him immediately that it must be in this street very likely 

that his uncle Samuel lived. The houses were nearly all of French, Italian or English design, and 

excellent period copies at that, although he did not know it. 

Impressed by their beauty and spaciousness, however, he walked along, now looking at 

one and another, and wondering which, if any, of these was occupied by his uncle, and deeply 

impressed by the significance of so much wealth. How superior and condescending his cousin 

Gilbert must feel, walking out of some such place as this in the morning. 

Then pausing before one which, because of trees, walks, newly-groomed if bloomless 

flower beds, a large garage at the rear, a large fountain to the left of the house as he faced it, in 

the center of which was a boy holding a swan in his arms, and to the right of the house one lone 

cast iron stag pursued by some cast iron dogs, he felt especially impelled to admire, and charmed 

by the dignity of this place, which was a modified form of old English, he now inquired of a 

stranger who was passing—a middle-aged man of a rather shabby working type, "Whose house 

is that, mister?" and the man replied: "Why, that's Samuel Griffiths' residence. He's the man who 

owns the big collar factory over the river." 

At once Clyde straightened up, as though dashed with cold water. His uncle's! His 

residence! Then that was one of his automobiles standing before the garage at the rear there. And 

there was another visible through the open door of the garage. 



Indeed in his immature and really psychically unilluminated mind it suddenly evoked a 

mood which was as of roses, perfumes, lights and music. The beauty! The ease! What member of 

his own immediate family had ever even dreamed that his uncle lived thus! The grandeur! And 

his own parents so wretched—so poor, preaching on the streets of Kansas City and no doubt 

Denver. Conducting a mission! And although thus far no single member of this family other than 

his chill cousin had troubled to meet him, and that at the factory only, and although he had been 

so indifferently assigned to the menial type of work that he had, still he was elated and uplifted. 

For, after all, was he not a Griffiths, a full cousin as well as a full nephew to the two very 

important men who lived here, and now working for them in some capacity at least? And must 

not that spell a future of some sort, better than any he had known as yet? For consider who the 

Griffiths were here, as opposed to "who" the Griffiths were in Kansas City, say—or Denver. The 

enormous difference! A thing to be as carefully concealed as possible. At the same time, he was 

immediately reduced again, for supposing the Griffiths here—his uncle or his cousin or some 

friend or agent of theirs—should now investigate his parents and his past? Heavens! The matter 

of that slain child in Kansas City! His parents' miserable makeshift life! Esta! At once his face 

fell, his dreams being so thickly clouded over. If they should guess! If they should sense! 

Oh, the devil—who was he anyway? And what did he really amount to? What could he 

hope for from such a great world as this really, once they knew why he had troubled to come 

here? 

A little disgusted and depressed he turned to retrace his steps, for all at once he felt 

himself very much of a nobody. 

  



Chapter 6 

The room which Clyde secured this same day with the aid of Mrs. Braley, was in Thorpe 

Street, a thoroughfare enormously removed in quality if not in distance from that in which his 

uncle resided. Indeed the difference was sufficient to decidedly qualify his mounting notions of 

himself as one who, after all, was connected with him. The commonplace brown or gray or tan 

colored houses, rather smoked or decayed, which fronted it—the leafless and winter harried trees 

which in spite of smoke and dust seemed to give promise of the newer life so near at hand—the 

leaves and flowers of May. Yet as he walked into it with Mrs. Braley, many drab and 

commonplace figures of men and girls, and elderly spinsters resembling Mrs. Braley in kind, 

were making their way home from the several factories beyond the river. And at the door Mrs. 

Braley and himself were received by a none-too-polished woman in a clean gingham apron over 

a dark brown dress, who led the way to a second floor room, not too small or uncomfortably 

furnished—which she assured him he could have for four dollars without board or seven and 

one-half dollars with—a proposition which, seeing that he was advised by Mrs. Braley that this 

was somewhat better than he would get in most places for the same amount, he decided to take. 

And here, after thanking Mrs. Braley, he decided to remain—later sitting down to dinner with a 

small group of mill-town store and factory employees, such as partially he had been accustomed 

to in Paulina Street in Chicago, before moving to the better atmosphere of the Union League. 

And after dinner he made his way out into the principal thoroughfares of Lycurgus, only to 

observe such a crowd of nondescript mill-workers as, judging these streets by day, he would not 

have fancied swarmed here by night—girls and boys, men and women of various nationalities, 

and types—Americans, Poles, Hungarians, French, English—and for the most part—if not 

entirely touched with a peculiar something—ignorance or thickness of mind or body, or with a 

certain lack of taste and alertness or daring, which seemed to mark them one and all as of the 

basement world which he had seen only this afternoon. Yet in some streets and stores, 

particularly those nearer Wykeagy Avenue, a better type of girl and young man who might have 

been and no doubt were of the various office groups of the different companies over the river— 

neat and active. 

And Clyde, walking to and fro, from eight until ten, when as though by pre-arrangement, 

the crowd in the more congested streets seemed suddenly to fade away, leaving them quite 

vacant. And throughout this time contrasting it all with Chicago and Kansas City. (What would 

Ratterer think if he could see him now—his uncle's great house and factory?) And perhaps 

because of its smallness, liking it—the Lycurgus Hotel, neat and bright and with a brisk local life 

seeming to center about it. And the post-office and a handsomely spired church, together with an 

old and interesting graveyard, cheek by jowl with an automobile salesroom. And a new moving 

picture theater just around the corner in a side street. And various boys and girls, men and 

women, walking here and there, some of them flirting as Clyde could see. And with a suggestion 

somehow hovering over it all of hope and zest and youth—the hope and zest and youth that is at 

the bottom of all the constructive energy of the world everywhere. And finally returning to his 

room in Thorpe Street with the conclusion that he did like the place and would like to stay here. 

That beautiful Wykeagy Avenue! His uncle's great factory! The many pretty and eager girls he 

had seen hurrying to and fro! 



In the meantime, in so far as Gilbert Griffiths was concerned, and in the absence of his 

father, who was in New York at the time (a fact which Clyde did not know and of which Gilbert 

did not trouble to inform him) he had conveyed to his mother and sisters that he had met Clyde, 

and if he were not the dullest, certainly he was not the most interesting person in the world, 

either. Encountering Myra, as he first entered at five-thirty, the same day that Clyde had 

appeared, he troubled to observe: "Well, that Chicago cousin of ours blew in to-day." 

"Yes!" commented Myra. "What's he like?" The fact that her father had described Clyde 

as gentlemanly and intelligent had interested her, although knowing Lycurgus and the nature of 

the mill life here and its opportunities for those who worked in factories such as her father 

owned, she had wondered why Clyde had bothered to come. 

"Well, I can't see that he's so much," replied Gilbert. "He's fairly intelligent and not bad-

looking, but he admits that he's never had any business training of any kind. He's like all those 

young fellows who work for hotels. He thinks clothes are the whole thing, I guess. He had on a 

light brown suit and a brown tie and hat to match and brown shoes. His tie was too bright and he 

had on one of those bright pink striped shirts like they used to wear three or four years ago. 

Besides his clothes aren't cut right. I didn't want to say anything because he's just come on, and 

we don't know whether he'll hold out or not. But if he does, and he's going to pose around as a 

relative of ours, he'd better tone down, or I'd advise the governor to have a few words with him. 

Outside of that I guess he'll do well enough in one of the departments after a while, as foreman 

or something. He might even be made into a salesman later on, I suppose. But what he sees in all 

that to make it worth while to come here is more than I can guess. As a matter of fact, I don't 

think the governor made it clear to him just how few the chances are here for any one who isn't 

really a wizard or something." 

He stood with his back to the large open fireplace. 

"Oh, well, you know what Mother was saying the other day about his father. She thinks 

Daddy feels that he's never had a chance in some way. He'll probably do something for him 

whether he wants to keep him in the mill or not. She told me that she thought that Dad felt that 

his father hadn't been treated just right by their father." 

Myra paused, and Gilbert, who had had this same hint from his mother before now, chose 

to ignore the implication of it. 

"Oh, well, it's not my funeral," he went on. "If the governor wants to keep him on here 

whether he's fitted for anything special or not, that's his look-out. Only he's the one that's always 

talking about efficiency in every department and cutting and keeping out dead timber." 

Meeting his mother and Bella later, he volunteered the same news and much the same 

ideas. Mrs. Griffiths sighed; for after all, in a place like Lycurgus and established as they were, 

any one related to them and having their name ought to be most circumspect and have careful 

manners and taste and judgment. It was not wise for her husband to bring on any one who was 

not all of that and more. 



On the other hand, Bella was by no means satisfied with the accuracy of her brother's 

picture of Clyde. She did not know Clyde, but she did know Gilbert, and as she knew he could 

decide very swiftly that this or that person was lacking in almost every way, when, as a matter of 

fact, they might not be at all as she saw it. 

"Oh, well," she finally observed, after hearing Gilbert comment on more of Clyde's 

peculiarities at dinner, "if Daddy wants him, I presume he'll keep him, or do something with him 

eventually." At which Gilbert winced internally for this was a direct slap at his assumed 

authority in the mill under his father, which authority he was eager to make more and more 

effective in every direction, as his younger sister well knew. 

In the meanwhile on the following morning, Clyde, returning to the mill, found that the 

name, or appearance, or both perhaps—his resemblance to Mr. Gilbert Griffiths—was of some 

peculiar advantage to him which he could not quite sufficiently estimate at present. For on 

reaching number one entrance, the doorman on guard there looked as though startled. 

"Oh, you're Mr. Clyde Griffiths?" he queried. "You're goin' to work under Mr. Kemerer? 

Yes, I know. Well, that man there will have your key," and he pointed to a stodgy, stuffy old 

man whom later Clyde came to know as "Old Jeff," the time-clock guard, who, at a stand farther 

along this same hall, furnished and reclaimed all keys between seven-thirty and seven-forty. 

When Clyde approached him and said: "My name's Clyde Griffiths and I'm to work 

downstairs with Mr. Kemerer," he too started and then said: "Sure, that's right. Yes, sir. Here you 

are, Mr. Griffiths. Mr. Kemerer spoke to me about you yesterday. Number seventy-one is to be 

yours. I'm giving you Mr. Duveny's old key." When Clyde had gone down the stairs into the 

shrinking department, he turned to the doorman who had drawn near and exclaimed: "Don't it 

beat all how much that fellow looks like Mr. Gilbert Griffiths? Why, he's almost his spittin' 

image. What is he, do you suppose, a brother or a cousin, or what?" 

"Don't ask me," replied the doorman. "I never saw him before. But he's certainly related 

to the family all right. When I seen him first, I thought it was Mr. Gilbert. I was just about to tip 

my hat to him when I saw it wasn't." 

And in the shrinking room when he entered, as on the day before, he found Kemerer as 

respectful and evasive as ever. For, like Whiggam before him, Kemerer had not as yet been able 

to decide what Clyde's true position with this company was likely to be. For, as Whiggam had 

informed Kemerer the day before, Mr. Gilbert had said no least thing which tended to make Mr. 

Whiggam believe that things were to be made especially easy for him, nor yet hard, either. On 

the contrary, Mr. Gilbert had said: "He's to be treated like all the other employees as to time and 

work. No different." Yet in introducing Clyde he had said: "This is my cousin, and he's going to 

try to learn this business," which would indicate that as time went on Clyde was to be transferred 

from department to department until he had surveyed the entire manufacturing end of the 

business. 

Whiggam, for this reason, after Clyde had gone, whispered to Kemerer as well as to 

several others, that Clyde might readily prove to be some one who was a protege of the chief—



and therefore they determined to "watch their step," at least until they knew what his standing 

here was to be. And Clyde, noticing this, was quite set up by it, for he could not help but feel that 

this in itself, and apart from whatever his cousin Gilbert might either think or wish to do, might 

easily presage some favor on the part of his uncle that might lead to some good for him. So when 

Kemerer proceeded to explain to him that he was not to think that the work was so very hard or 

that there was so very much to do for the present, Clyde took it with a slight air of 

condescension. And in consequence Kemerer was all the more respectful. 

"Just hang up your hat and coat over there in one of those lockers," he proceeded mildly 

and ingratiatingly even. "Then you can take one of those crate trucks back there and go up to the 

next floor and bring down some webs. They'll show you where to get them." 

The days that followed were diverting and yet troublesome enough to Clyde, who to 

begin with was puzzled and disturbed at times by the peculiar social and workaday worlds and 

position in which he found himself. For one thing, those by whom now he found himself 

immediately surrounded at the factory were not such individuals as he would ordinarily select for 

companions—far below bell-boys or drivers or clerks anywhere. They were, one and all, as he 

could now clearly see, meaty or stodgy mentally and physically. They wore such clothes as only 

the most common laborers would wear—such clothes as are usually worn by those who count 

their personal appearance among the least of their troubles—their work and their heavy material 

existence being all. In addition, not knowing just what Clyde was, or what his coming might 

mean to their separate and individual positions, they were inclined to be dubious and suspicious. 

After a week or two, however, coming to understand that Clyde was a nephew of the 

president, a cousin of the secretary of the company, and hence not likely to remain here long in 

any menial capacity, they grew more friendly, but inclined in the face of the sense of 

subserviency which this inspired in them, to become jealous and suspicious of him in another 

way. For, after all, Clyde was not one of them, and under such circumstances could not be. He 

might smile and be civil enough—yet he would always be in touch with those who were above 

them, would he not—or so they thought. He was, as they saw it, part of the rich and superior 

class and every poor man knew what that meant. The poor must stand together everywhere. 

For his part, however, and sitting about for the first few days in this particular room 

eating his lunch, he wondered how these men could interest themselves in what were to him such 

dull and uninteresting items—the quality of the cloth that was coming down in the webs—some 

minute flaws in the matter of weight or weave— the last twenty webs hadn't looked so closely 

shrunk as the preceding sixteen; or the Cranston Wickwire Company was not carrying as many 

men as it had the month before—or the Anthony Woodenware Company had posted a notice that 

the Saturday half-holiday would not begin before June first this year as opposed to the middle of 

May last year. They all appeared to be lost in the humdrum and routine of their work. 

In consequence his mind went back to happier scenes. He wished at times he were back 

in Chicago or Kansas City. He though of Ratterer, Hegglund, Higby, Louise Ratterer, Larry 

Doyle, Mr. Squires, Hortense—all of the young and thoughtless company of which he had been a 

part, and wondered what they were doing. What had become of Hortense? She had got that fur 

coat after all— probably from that cigar clerk and then had gone away with him after she had 



protested so much feeling for him—the little beast. After she had gotten all that money out of 

him. The mere thought of her and all that she might have meant to him if things had not turned as 

they had, made him a little sick at times. To whom was she being nice now? How had she found 

things since leaving Kansas City? And what would she think if she saw him here now or knew of 

his present high connections? Gee! That would cool her a little. But she would not think much of 

his present position. That was true. But she might respect him more if she could see his uncle and 

his cousin and this factory and their big house. It would be like her then to try to be nice to him. 

Well, he would show her, if he ever ran into her again—snub her, of course, as no doubt he very 

well could by then. 

  



Chapter 7 

In so far as his life at Mrs. Cuppy's went, he was not so very happily placed there, either. 

For that was but a commonplace rooming and boarding house, which drew to it, at best, such 

conservative mill and business types as looked on work and their wages, and the notions of the 

middle class religious world of Lycurgus as most essential to the order and well being of the 

world. From the point of view of entertainment or gayety, it was in the main a very dull place. 

At the same time, because of the presence of one Walter Dillard—a brainless sprig who 

had recently come here from Fonda, it was not wholly devoid of interest for Clyde. The latter—a 

youth of about Clyde's own age and equally ambitious socially—but without Clyde's tact or 

discrimination anent the governing facts of life, was connected with the men's furnishing 

department of Stark and Company. He was spry, avid, attractive enough physically, with very 

light hair, a very light and feeble mustache, and the delicate airs and ways of a small town Beau 

Brummell. Never having had any social standing or the use of any means whatsoever—his father 

having been a small town dry goods merchant before him, who had failed—he was, because of 

some atavistic spur or fillip in his own blood, most anxious to attain some sort of social position. 

But failing that so far, he was interested in and envious of those who had it—much more 

so than Clyde, even. The glory and activity of the leading families of this particular city had 

enormous weight with him—the Nicholsons, the Starks, the Harriets, Griffiths, Finchleys, et 

cetera. And learning a few days after Clyde's arrival of his somewhat left-handed connection 

with this world, he was most definitely interested. What? A Griffiths! The nephew of the rich 

Samuel Griffiths of Lycurgus! And in this boarding house! Beside him at this table! At once his 

interest rose to where he decided that he must cultivate this stranger as speedily as possible. Here 

was a real social opportunity knocking at his very door—a connecting link to one of the very 

best families! And besides was he not young, attractive and probably ambitious like himself—a 

fellow to play around with if one could? He proceeded at once to make overtures to Clyde. It 

seemed almost too good to be true. 

In consequence he was quick to suggest a walk, the fact that there was a certain movie 

just on at the Mohawk, which was excellent— very snappy. Didn't Clyde want to go? And 

because of his neatness, smartness—a touch of something that was far from humdrum or the 

heavy practicality of the mill and the remainder of this boarding house world, Clyde was inclined 

to fall in with him. 

But, as he now thought, here were his great relatives and he must watch his step here. 

Who knew but that he might be making a great mistake in holding such free and easy contacts as 

this. The Griffiths—as well as the entire world of which they were a part— as he guessed from 

the general manner of all those who even contacted him, must be very removed from the 

commonalty here. More by instinct than reason, he was inclined to stand off and look very 

superior—more so since those, including this very youth on whom he practised this seemed to 

respect him the more. And although upon eager—and even—after its fashion, supplicating 

request, he now went with this youth—still he went cautiously. And his aloof and condescending 

manner Dillard at once translated as "class" and "connection." And to think he had met him in 

this dull, dubby boarding house here. And on his arrival—at the very inception of his career here. 



And so his manner was that of the sycophant—although he had a better position and was 

earning more money than Clyde was at this time, twenty-two dollars a week. 

"I suppose you'll be spending a good deal of your time with your relatives and friends 

here," he volunteered on the occasion of their first walk together, and after he had extracted as 

much information as Clyde cared to impart, which was almost nothing, while he volunteered a 

few, most decidedly furbished bits from his own history. His father owned a dry goods 

store now. He had come over here to study other methods, et cetera. He had an uncle here— 

connected with Stark and Company. He had met a few—not so many as yet—nice people here, 

since he hadn't been here so very long himself—four months all told. 

But Clyde's relatives! 

"Say your uncle must be worth over a million, isn't he? They say he is. Those houses in 

Wykeagy Avenue are certainly the cats'. You won't see anything finer in Albany or Utica or 

Rochester either. Are you Samuel Griffiths' own nephew? You don't say! Well, that'll certainly 

mean a lot to you here. I wish I had a connection like that. You bet I'd make it count." 

He beamed on Clyde eagerly and hopefully, and through him Clyde sensed even more 

how really important this blood relation was. Only think how much it meant to this strange 

youth. 

"Oh, I don't know," replied Clyde dubiously, and yet very much flattered by this 

assumption of intimacy. "I came on to learn the collar business, you know. Not to play about 

very much. My uncle wants me to stick to that, pretty much." 

"Sure, sure. I know how that is," replied Dillard, "that's the way my uncle feels about me, 

too. He wants me to stick close to the work here and not play about very much. He's the buyer 

for Stark and Company, you know. But still a man can't work all the time, either. He's got to 

have a little fun." 

"Yes, that's right," said Clyde—for the first time in his life a little condescendingly. 

They walked along in silence for a few moments. Then: 

"Do you dance?" 

"Yes," answered Clyde. 

"Well, so do I. There are a lot of cheap dance halls around here, but I never go to any of 

those. You can't do it and keep in with the nice people. This is an awfully close town that way, 

they say. The best people won't have anything to do with you unless you go with the right crowd. 

It's the same way up at Fonda. You have to 'belong' or you can't go out anywhere at all. And 

that's right, I guess. But still there are a lot of nice girls here that a fellow can go with—girls of 

right nice families—not in society, of course—but still, they're not talked about, see. And they're 

not so slow, either. Pretty hot stuff, some of them. And you don't have to marry any of 'em, 



either." Clyde began to think of him as perhaps a little too lusty for his new life here, maybe. At 

the same time he liked him some. "By the way," went on Dillard, "what are you doing next 

Sunday afternoon?" 

"Well, nothing in particular, that I know of just now," replied Clyde, sensing a new 

problem here. "I don't know just what I may have to do by then, but I don't know of anything 

now." 

"Well, how'd you like to come with me, if you're not too busy. I've come to know quite a 

few girls since I've been here. Nice ones. I can take you out and introduce you to my uncle's 

family, if you like. They're nice people. And afterwards—I know two girls we can go and see—

peaches. One of 'em did work in the store, but she don't now—she's not doing anything now. The 

other is her pal. They have a Victrola and they can dance. I know it isn't the thing to dance here 

on Sundays but no one need know anything about that. The girls' parents don't mind. Afterwards 

we might take 'em to a movie or something—if you want to—not any of those things down near 

the mill district but one of the better ones—see?" 

There formulated itself in Clyde's mind the question as to what, in regard to just such 

proposals as this, his course here was to be. In Chicago, and recently—because of what happened 

in Kansas City— he had sought to be as retiring and cautious as possible. For— after that and 

while connected with the club, he had been taken with the fancy of trying to live up to the ideals 

with which the seemingly stern face of that institution had inspired him— conservatism—hard 

work—saving one's money—looking neat and gentlemanly. It was such an Eveless paradise, 

that. 

In spite of his quiet surroundings here, however, the very air of the city seemed to suggest 

some such relaxation as this youth was now suggesting—a form of diversion that was probably 

innocent enough but still connected with girls and their entertainment— there were so many of 

them here, as he could see. These streets, after dinner, here, were so alive with good-looking 

girls, and young men, too. But what might his new found relatives think of him in case he was 

seen stepping about in the manner and spirit which this youth's suggestions seemed to imply? 

Hadn't he just said that this was an awfully close town and that everybody knew nearly 

everything about everybody else? He paused in doubt. He must decide now. And then, being 

lonely and hungry for companionship, he replied: 

"Yes,—well—I think that's all right." But he added a little dubiously: "Of course my 

relatives here—" 

"Oh, sure, that's all right," replied Dillard smartly. "You have to be careful, of course. 

Well, so do I." If he could only go around with a Griffiths, even if he was new around here and 

didn't know many people—wouldn't it reflect a lot of credit on him? It most certainly would—

did already, as he saw it. 

And forthwith he offered to buy Clyde some cigarettes—a soda— anything he liked. But 

Clyde, still feeling very strange and uncertain, excused himself, after a time, because this youth 

with his complacent worship of society and position, annoyed him a little, and made his way 



back to his room. He had promised his mother a letter and he thought he had better go back and 

write it, and incidentally to think a little on the wisdom of this new contact. 

Chapter 8 

Nevertheless, the next day being a Saturday and half holiday the year round in this 

concern, Mr. Whiggam came through with the pay envelopes. 

"Here you are, Mr. Griffiths," he said, as though he were especially impressed with 

Clyde's position. 

Clyde, taking it, was rather pleased with this mistering, and going back toward his locker, 

promptly tore it open and pocketed the money. After that, taking his hat and coat, he wandered 

off in the direction of his room, where he had his lunch. But, being very lonely, and Dillard not 

being present because he had to work, he decided upon a trolley ride to Gloversville, which was 

a city of some twenty thousand inhabitants and reported to be as active, if not as beautiful, as 

Lycurgus. And that trip amused and interested him because it took him into a city very different 

form Lycurgus in its social texture. 

But the next day—Sunday—he spent idly in Lycurgus, wandering about by himself. For, 

as it turned out, Dillard was compelled to return to Fonda for some reason and could not fulfill 

the Sunday understanding. Encountering Clyde, however, on Monday evening, he announced 

that on the following Wednesday evening, in the basement of the Diggby Avenue 

Congregational Church, there was to be held a social with refreshments. And according to young 

Dillard, at least this promised to prove worth while. 

"We can just go out there," was the way he put it to Clyde, and buzz the girls a little. "I 

want you to meet my uncle and aunt. They're nice people all right. And so are the girls. They're 

no slouches. Then we can edge out afterwards, about ten, see, and go around to either Zella or 

Rita's place. Rita has more good records over at her place, but Zella has the nicest place to dance. 

By the way, you didn't chance to bring along your dress suit with you, did you?" he inquired. For 

having already inspected Clyde's room, which was above his own on the third floor, in Clyde's 

absence and having discovered that he had only a dress suit case and no trunk, and apparently no 

dress suit anywhere, he had decided that in spite of Clyde's father conducting a hotel and Clyde 

having worked in the Union League Club in Chicago, he must be very indifferent to social 

equipment. Or, if not, must be endeavoring to make his own way on some character-building 

plan without help from any one. This was not to his liking, exactly. A man should never neglect 

these social essentials. Nevertheless, Clyde was a Griffiths and that was enough to cause him to 

overlook nearly anything, for the present anyhow. 

"No, I didn't," replied Clyde, who was not exactly sure as to the value of this adventure—

even yet—in spite of his own loneliness,— "but I intend to get one." He had already thought 

since coming here of his lack in this respect, and was thinking of taking at least thirty-five of his 

more recently hard-earned savings and indulging in a suit of this kind. 



Dillard buzzed on about the fact that while Zella Shuman's family wasn't rich—they 

owned the house they lived in—still she went with a lot of nice girls here, too. So did Rita 

Dickerman. Zella's father owned a little cottage upon Eckert Lake, near Fonda. When next 

summer came—and with it the holidays and pleasant week-ends, he and Clyde, supposing that 

Clyde liked Rita, might go up there some time for a visit, for Rita and Zella were inseparable 

almost. And they were pretty, too. "Zella's dark and Rita's light," he added enthusiastically. 

Clyde was interested by the fact that the girls were pretty and that out of a clear sky and 

in the face of his present loneliness, he was being made so much of by this Dillard. But, was it 

wise for him to become very much involved with him? That was the question— for, after all, he 

really knew nothing of him. And he gathered from Dillard's manner, his flighty enthusiasm for 

the occasion, that he was far more interested in the girls as girls—a certain freedom or concealed 

looseness that characterized them—than he was in the social phase of the world which they 

represented. And wasn't that what brought about his downfall in Kansas City? Here in Lycurgus, 

of all places, he was least likely to forget it— aspiring to something better as he now did. 

None-the-less, at eight-thirty on the following Wednesday evening— they were off, 

Clyde full of eager anticipation. And by nine o'clock they were in the midst of one of those semi-

religious, semi-social and semi-emotional church affairs, the object of which was to raise money 

for the church—the general service of which was to furnish an occasion for gossip among the 

elders, criticism and a certain amount of enthusiastic, if disguised courtship and flirtation among 

the younger members. There were booths for the sale of quite everything from pies, cakes and 

ice cream to laces, dolls and knickknacks of every description, supplied by the members and 

parted with for the benefit of the church. The Reverend Peter Isreals, the minister, and his wife 

were present. Also Dillard's uncle and aunt, a pair of brisk and yet uninteresting people whom 

Clyde could sense were of no importance socially here. They were too genial and altogether 

social in the specific neighborhood sense, although Grover Wilson, being a buyer for Stark and 

Company, endeavored to assume a serious and important air at times. 

He was an undersized and stocky man who did not seem to know how to dress very well 

or could not afford it. In contrast to his nephew's almost immaculate garb, his own suit was far 

from perfect-fitting. It was unpressed and slightly soiled. And his tie the same. He had a habit of 

rubbing his hands in a clerkly fashion, of wrinkling his brows and scratching the back of his head 

at times, as though something he was about to say had cost him great thought and was of the 

utmost importance. Whereas, nothing that he uttered, as even Clyde could see, was of the 

slightest importance. 

And so, too, with the stout and large Mrs. Wilson, who stood beside him while he was 

attempting to rise to the importance of Clyde. She merely beamed a fatty beam. She was almost 

ponderous, and pink, with a tendency to a double chin. She smiled and smiled, largely because 

she was naturally genial and on her good behavior here, but incidentally because Clyde was who 

he was. For as Clyde himself could see, Walter Dillard had lost no time in impressing his 

relatives with the fact that he was a Griffiths. Also that he had encountered and made a friend of 

him and that he was now chaperoning him locally. 



"Walter has been telling us that you have just come on here to work for your uncle. 

You're at Mrs. Cuppy's now, I understand. I don't know her but I've always heard she keeps such 

a nice, refined place. Mr. Parsley, who lives here with her, used to go to school with me. But I 

don't see much of him any more. Did you meet him yet?" 

"No, I didn't," said Clyde in return. 

"Well, you know, we expected you last Sunday to dinner, only Walter had to go home. 

But you must come soon. Any time at all. I would love to have you." She beamed and her small 

grayish brown eyes twinkled. 

Clyde could see that because of the fame of his uncle he was looked upon as a social find, 

really. And so it was with the remainder of this company, old and young—the Rev. Peter Isreals 

and his wife; Mr. Micah Bumpus, a local vendor of printing inks, and his wife and son; Mr. and 

Mrs. Maximilian Pick, Mr. Pick being a wholesale and retail dealer in hay, grain and feed; Mr. 

Witness, a florist, and Mrs. Throop, a local real estate dealer. All knew Samuel Griffiths and his 

family by reputation and it seemed not a little interesting and strange to all of them that Clyde, a 

real nephew of so rich a man, should be here in their midst. The only trouble with this was that 

Clyde's manner was very soft and not as impressive as it should be—not so aggressive and 

contemptuous. And most of them were of that type of mind that respects insolence even where it 

pretends to condemn it. 

In so far as the young girls were concerned, it was even more noticeable. For Dillard was 

making this important relationship of Clyde's perfectly plain to every one. "This is Clyde 

Griffiths, the nephew of Samuel Griffiths, Mr. Gilbert Griffiths' cousin, you know. He's just 

come on here to study the collar business in his uncle's factory." And Clyde, who realized how 

shallow was this pretense, was still not a little pleased and impressed by the effect of it all. This 

Dillard's effrontery. The brassy way in which, because of Clyde, he presumed to patronize these 

people. On this occasion, he kept guiding Clyde here and there, refusing for the most part to 

leave him alone for an instant. In fact he was determined that all whom he knew and liked among 

the girls and young men should know who and what Clyde was and that he was presenting him. 

Also that those whom he did not like should see as little of him as possible—not be introduced at 

all. "She don't amount to anything. Her father only keeps a small garage here. I wouldn't bother 

with her if I were you." Or, "He isn't much around here. Just a clerk in our store." At the same 

time, in regard to some others, he was all smiles and compliments, or at worst apologetic for 

their social lacks. 

And then he was introduced to Zella Shuman and Rita Dickerman, who, for reasons of 

their own, not the least among which was a desire to appear a little wise and more sophisticated 

than the others here, came a little late. And it was true, as Clyde was to find out afterwards, that 

they were different, too—less simple and restricted than quite all of the girls whom Dillard had 

thus far introduced him to. They were not as sound religiously and morally as were these others. 

And as even Clyde noted on meeting them, they were as keen for as close an approach to pagan 

pleasure without admitting it to themselves, as it was possible to be and not be marked for what 

they were. And in consequence, there was something in their manner, the very spirit of the 

introduction, which struck him as different from the tone of the rest of this church group—not 



exactly morally or religiously unhealthy but rather much freer, less repressed, less reserved than 

were these others. 

"Oh, so you're Mr. Clyde Griffiths," observed Zella Shuman. "My, you look a lot like 

your cousin, don't you? I see him driving down Central Avenue ever so often. Walter has been 

telling us all about you. Do you like Lycurgus?" 

The way she said "Walter," together with something intimate and possessive in the tone 

of her voice, caused Clyde to feel at once that she must feel rather closer to and freer with Dillard 

than he himself had indicated. A small scarlet bow of velvet ribbon at her throat, two small 

garnet earrings in her ears, a very trim and tight-fitting black dress, with a heavily flounced skirt, 

seemed to indicate that she was not opposed to showing her figure, and prized it, a mood which 

except for a demure and rather retiring poise which she affected, would most certainly have 

excited comment in such a place as this. 

Rita Dickerman, on the other hand, was lush and blonde, with pink cheeks, light chestnut 

hair, and bluish gray eyes. Lacking the aggressive smartness which characterized Zella Shuman, 

she still radiated a certain something which to Clyde seemed to harmonize with the liberal if 

secret mood of her friend. Her manner, as Clyde could see, while much less suggestive of 

masked bravado was yielding and to him designedly so, as well as naturally provocative. It had 

been arranged that she was to intrigue him. Very much fascinated by Zella Shuman and in tow of 

her, they were inseparable. And when Clyde was introduced to her, she beamed upon him in a 

melting and sensuous way which troubled him not a little. For here in Lycurgus, as he was telling 

himself at the time, he must be very careful with whom he became familiar. And yet, 

unfortunately, as in the case of Hortense Briggs, she evoked thoughts of intimacy, however 

unproblematic or distant, which troubled him. But he must be careful. It was just such a free 

attitude as this suggested by Dillard as well as these girls' manners that had gotten him into 

trouble before. 

"Now we'll just have a little ice cream and cake," suggested Dillard, after the few 

preliminary remarks were over, "and then we can get out of here. You two had better go around 

together and hand out a few hellos. Then we can meet at the ice cream booth. After that, if you 

say so, we'll leave, eh? What do you say?" 

He looked at Zella Shuman as much as to say: "You know what is the best thing to do," 

and she smiled and replied: 

"That's right. We can't leave right away. I see my cousin Mary over there. And Mother. 

And Fred Bruckner. Rita and I'll just go around by ourselves for a while and then we'll meet you, 

see." And Rita Dickerman forthwith bestowed upon Clyde an intimate and possessive smile. 

After about twenty minutes of drifting and browsing, Dillard received some signal from 

Zella, and he and Clyde paused near the ice cream booth with its chairs in the center of the room. 

In a few moments they were casually joined by Zella and Rita, with whom they had some ice 

cream and cake. And then, being free of all obligations and as some of the others were beginning 

to depart, Dillard observed: "Let's beat it. We can go over to your place, can't we?" 



"Sure, sure," whispered Zella, and together they made their way to the coat room. Clyde 

was still so dubious as to the wisdom of all this that he was inclined to be a little silent. He did 

not know whether he was fascinated by Rita or not. But once out in the street out of view of the 

church and the homing amusement seekers, he and Rita found themselves together, Zella and 

Dillard having walked on ahead. And although Clyde had taken her arm, as he thought fit, she 

maneuvered it free and laid a warm and caressing hand on his elbow. And she nudged quite close 

to him, shoulder to shoulder, and half leaning on him, began pattering of the life of Lycurgus. 

There was something very furry and caressing about her voice now. Clyde liked it. There 

was something heavy and languorous about her body, a kind of ray or electron that intrigued and 

lured him in spite of himself. He felt that he would like to caress her arm and might if he 

wished—that he might even put his arm around her waist, and so soon. Yet here he was, a 

Griffiths, he was shrewd enough to think—a Lycurgus Griffiths—and that was what now made a 

difference—that made all those girls at this church social seem so much more interested in him 

and so friendly. Yet in spite of this thought, he did squeeze her arm ever so slightly and without 

reproach or comment from her. 

And once in the Shuman home, which was a large old-fashioned square frame house with 

a square cupola, very retired among some trees and a lawn, they made themselves at home in a 

general living room which was much more handsomely furnished than any home with which 

Clyde had been identified heretofore. Dillard at once began sorting the records, with which he 

seemed most familiar, and to pull two rather large rugs out of the way, revealing a smooth, 

hardwood floor. 

"There's one thing about this house and these trees and these soft-toned needles," he 

commented for Clyde's benefit, of course, since he was still under the impression that Clyde 

might be and probably was a very shrewd person who was watching his every move here. "You 

can't hear a note of this Victrola out in the street, can you, Zell? Nor upstairs, either, really, not 

with the soft needles. We've played it down here and danced to it several times, until three and 

four in the morning and they didn't even know it upstairs, did they, Zell?" 

"That's right. But then Father's a little hard of hearing. And Mother don't hear anything, 

either, when she gets in her room and gets to reading. But it is hard to hear at that." 

"Why do people object so to dancing here?" asked Clyde. 

"Oh, they don't—not the factory people—not at all," put in Dillard, "but most of the 

church people do. My uncle and aunt do. And nearly everyone else we met at the church to-

night, except Zell and Rita." He gave them a most approving and encouraging glance. "And 

they're too broadminded to let a little thing like that bother them. Ain't that right, Zell?" 

This young girl, who was very much fascinated by him, laughed and nodded, "You bet, 

that's right. I can't see any harm in it." 

"Nor me, either," put in Rita, "nor my father and mother. Only they don't like to say 

anything about it or make me feel that they want me to do too much of it." 



Dillard by then had started a piece entitled "Brown Eyes" and immediately Clyde and 

Rita and Dillard and Zella began to dance, and Clyde found himself insensibly drifting into a 

kind of intimacy with this girl which boded he could scarcely say what. She danced so warmly 

and enthusiastically—a kind of weaving and swaying motion which suggested all sorts of 

repressed enthusiasms. And her lips were at once wreathed with a kind of lyric smile which 

suggested a kind of hunger for this thing. And she was very pretty, more so dancing and smiling 

than at any other time. 

"She is delicious," thought Clyde, "even if she is a little soft. Any fellow would do almost 

as well as me, but she likes me because she thinks I'm somebody." And almost at the same 

moment she observed: "Isn't it just too gorgeous? And you're such a good dancer, Mr. Griffiths." 

"Oh, no," he replied, smiling into her eyes, "you're the one that's the dancer. I can dance 

because you're dancing with me." 

He could feel now that her arms were large and soft, her bosom full for one so young. 

Exhilarated by dancing, she was quite intoxicating, her gestures almost provoking. 

"Now we'll put on 'The Love Boat,'" called Dillard the moment "Brown Eyes" was ended, 

"and you and Zella can dance together and Rita and I will have a spin, eh, Rita?" 

He was so fascinated by his own skill as a dancer, however, as well as his natural joy in 

the art, that he could scarcely wait to begin another, but must take Rita by the arms before 

putting on another record, gliding here and there, doing steps and executing figures which Clyde 

could not possibly achieve and which at once established Dillard as the superior dancer. Then, 

having done so, he called to Clyde to put on "The Love Boat." 

But as Clyde could see after dancing with Zella once, this was planned to be a happy 

companionship of two mutually mated couples who would not interfere with each other in any 

way, but rather would aid each other in their various schemes to enjoy one another's society. For 

while Zella danced with Clyde, and danced well and talked to him much, all the while he could 

feel that she was interested in Dillard and Dillard only and would prefer to be with him. For, 

after a few dances, and while he and Rita lounged on a settee and talked, Zella and Dillard left 

the room to go to the kitchen for a drink. Only, as Clyde observed, they stayed much longer than 

any single drink would have required. 

And similarly, during this interval, it seemed as though it was intended even, by Rita, that 

he and she should draw closer to one another. For, finding the conversation on the settee lagging 

for a moment, she got up and apropos of nothing—no music and no words— motioned him to 

dance some more with her. She had danced certain steps with Dillard which she pretended to 

show Clyde. But because of their nature, these brought her and Clyde into closer contact than 

before—very much so. And standing so close together and showing Clyde by elbow and arm 

how to do, her face and cheek came very close to him—too much for his own strength of will 

and purpose. He pressed his cheek to hers and she turned smiling and encouraging eyes upon 

him. On the instant, his self-possession was gone and he kissed her lips. And then again—and 



again. And instead of withdrawing them, as he thought she might, she let him— remained just as 

she was in order that he might kiss her more. 

And suddenly now, as he felt this yielding of her warm body so close to him, and the 

pressure of her lips in response to his own, he realized that he had let himself in for a relationship 

which might not be so very easy to modify or escape. Also that it would be a very difficult thing 

for him to resist, since he now liked her and obviously she liked him. 

  



Chapter 9 

Apart from the momentary thrill and zest of this, the effect was to throw Clyde, as before, 

speculatively back upon the problem of his proper course here. For here was this girl, and she 

was approaching him in this direct and suggestive way. And so soon after telling himself and his 

mother that his course was to be so different here—no such approaches or relationships as had 

brought on his downfall in Kansas City. And yet—and yet— 

He was sorely tempted now, for in his contact with Rita he had the feeling that she was 

expecting him to suggest a further step—and soon. But just how and where? Not in connection 

with this large, strange house. There were other rooms apart from the kitchen to which Dillard 

and Zella had ostensibly departed. But even so, such a relationship once established! What then? 

Would he not be expected to continue it, or let himself in for possible complications in case he 

did not? He danced with and fondled her in a daring and aggressive fashion, yet thinking as he 

did so, "But this is not what I should be doing either, is it? This is Lycurgus. I am a Griffiths, 

here. I know how these people feel toward me—their parents even. Do I really care for her? Is 

there not something about her quick and easy availability which, if not exactly dangerous in so 

far as my future here is concerned, is not quite satisfactory—too quickly intimate?" He was 

experiencing a sensation not unrelated to his mood in connection with the lupanar in Kansas 

City—attracted and yet repulsed. He could do no more than kiss and fondle her here in a 

somewhat restrained way until at last Dillard and Zella returned, whereupon the same degree of 

intimacy was no longer possible. 

A clock somewhere striking two, it suddenly occurred to Rita that she must be going—

her parents would object to her staying out so late. And since Diliard gave no evidence of 

deserting Zella, it followed, of course, that Clyde was to see her home, a pleasure that now had 

been allayed by a vague suggestion of disappointment or failure on the part of both. He had not 

risen to her expectations, he thought. Obviously he lacked the courage yet to follow up the 

proffer of her favors, was the way she explained it to herself. 

At her own door, not so far distant, and with a conversation which was still tinctured with 

intimations of some future occasions which might prove more favorable, her attitude was 

decidedly encouraging, even here. They parted, but with Clyde still saying to himself that this 

new relationship was developing much too swiftly. He was not sure that he should undertake a 

relationship such as this here— so soon, anyhow. Where now were all his fine decisions made 

before coming here? What was he going to decide? And yet because of the sensual warmth and 

magnetism of Rita, he was irritated by his resolution and his inability to proceed as he otherwise 

might. 

Two things which eventually decided him in regard to this came quite close together. One 

related to the attitude of the Griffiths themselves, which, apart from that of Gilbert, was not one 

of opposition or complete indifference, so much as it was a failure on the part of Samuel 

Griffiths in the first instance and the others largely because of him to grasp the rather anomalous, 

if not exactly lonely position in which Clyde would find himself here unless the family chose to 

show him at least some little courtesy or advise him cordially from time to time. Yet Samuel 

Griffiths, being always very much pressed for time, had scarcely given Clyde a thought during 



the first month, at least. He was here, properly placed, as he heard, would be properly looked 

after in the future,— what more, just now, at least? 

And so for all of five weeks before any action of any kind was taken, and with Gilbert 

Griffiths comforted thereby, Clyde was allowed to drift along in his basement world wondering 

what was being intended in connection with himself. The attitude of others, including Dillard and 

these girls, finally made his position here seem strange. 

However, about a month after Clyde had arrived, and principally because Gilbert seemed 

so content to say nothing regarding him, the elder Griffiths inquired one day: 

"Well, what about your cousin? How's he doing by now?" And Gilbert, only a little 

worried as to what this might bode, replied, "Oh, he's all right. I started him off in the shrinking 

room. Is that all right?" 

"Yes, I think so. That's as good a place as any for him to begin, I believe. But what do 

you think of him by now?" 

"Oh," answered Gilbert very conservatively and decidedly independently—a trait for 

which his father had always admired him— "Not so much. He's all right, I guess. He may work 

out. But he does not strike me as a fellow who would ever make much of a stir in this game. He 

hasn't had much of an education of any kind, you know. Any one can see that. Besides, he's not 

so very aggressive or energetic-looking. Too soft, I think. Still I don't want to knock him. He 

may be all right. You like him and I may be wrong. But I can't help but think that his real idea in 

coming here is that you'll do more for him than you would for someone else, just because he is 

related to you." 

"Oh, you think he does. Well, if he does, he's wrong." But at the same time, he added, 

and that with a bantering smile: "He may not be as impractical as you think, though. He hasn't 

been here long enough for us to really tell, has he? He didn't strike me that way in Chicago. 

Besides there are a lot of little corners into which he might fit, aren't there, without any great 

waste, even if he isn't the most talented fellow in the world? If he's content to take a small job in 

life, that's his business. I can't prevent that. But at any rate, I don't want him sent away yet, 

anyhow, and I don't want him put on piece work. It wouldn't look right. After all, he is related to 

us. Just let him drift along for a little while and see what he does for himself." 

"All right, governor," replied his son, who was hoping that his father would absent-

mindedly let him stay where he was—in the lowest of all the positions the factory had to offer. 

But, now, and to his dissatisfaction, Samuel Griffiths proceeded to add, "We'll have to 

have him out to the house for dinner pretty soon, won't we? I have thought of that but I haven't 

been able to attend to it before. I should have spoken to Mother about it before this. He hasn't 

been out yet, has he?" 



"No, sir, not that I know of," replied Gilbert dourly. He did not like this at all, but was too 

tactful to show his opposition just here. "We've been waiting for you to say something about it, I 

suppose." 

"Very well," went on Samuel, "you'd better find out where he's stopping and have him 

out. Next Sunday wouldn't be a bad time, if we haven't anything else on." Noting a flicker of 

doubt or disapproval in his son's eyes, he added: "After all, Gil, he's my nephew and your cousin, 

and we can't afford to ignore him entirely. That wouldn't be right, you know, either. You'd better 

speak to your mother to-night, or I will, and arrange it." He closed the drawer of a desk in which 

he had been looking for certain papers, got up and took down his hat and coat and left the office. 

In consequence of this discussion, an invitation was sent to Clyde for the following 

Sunday at six-thirty to appear and participate in a Griffiths family meal. On Sunday at one-thirty 

was served the important family dinner to which usually was invited one or another of the 

various local or visiting friends of the family. At six-thirty nearly all of these guests had 

departed, and sometimes one or two of the Griffiths themselves, the cold collation served being 

partaken of by Mr. and Mrs. Griffiths and Myra—Bella and Gilbert usually having appointments 

elsewhere. 

On this occasion, however, as Mrs. Griffiths and Myra and Bella decided in conference, 

they would all be present with the exception of Gilbert, who, because of his opposition as well as 

another appointment, explained that he would stop in for only a moment before leaving. Thus 

Clyde as Gilbert was pleased to note would be received and entertained without the likelihood of 

contacts, introductions and explanations to such of their more important connections who might 

chance to stop in during the afternoon. They would also have an opportunity to study him for 

themselves and see what they really did think without committing themselves in any way. 

But in the meantime in connection with Dillard, Rita and Zella there had been a 

development which, because of the problem it had posed, was to be affected by this very 

decision on the part of the Griffiths. For following the evening at the Shuman home, and 

because, in spite of Clyde's hesitation at the time, all three including Rita herself, were still 

convinced that he must or would be smitten with her charms, there had been various hints, as 

well as finally a direct invitation or proposition on the part of Dillard to the effect that because of 

the camaraderie which had been established between himself and Clyde and these two girls, they 

make a week-end trip somewhere—preferably to Utica or Albany. The girls would go, of course. 

He could fix that through Zella with Rita for Clyde if he had any doubts or fears as to whether it 

could be negotiated or not. "You know she likes you. Zell was telling me the other day that she 

said she thought you were the candy. Some ladies' man, eh?" And he nudged Clyde genially and 

intimately,—a proceeding in this newer and grander world in which he now found himself,—and 

considering who he was here, was not as appealing to Clyde as it otherwise might have been. 

These fellows who were so pushing where they thought a fellow amounted to something more 

than they did! He could tell. 

At the same time, the proposition he was now offering—as thrilling and intriguing as it 

might be from one point of view—was likely to cause him endless trouble—was it not? In the 

first place he had no money—only fifteen dollars a week here so far—and if he was going to be 



expected to indulge in such expensive outings as these, why, of course, he could not manage. 

Carfare, meals, a hotel bill, maybe an automobile ride or two. And after that he would be in close 

contact with this Rita whom he scarcely knew. And might she not take it on herself to become 

intimate here in Lycurgus, maybe— expect him to call on her regularly—and go places—and 

then—well, gee—supposing the Griffiths—his cousin Gilbert, heard of or saw this. Hadn't Zella 

said that she saw him often on the street here and there in Lycurgus? And wouldn't they be likely 

to encounter him somewhere—sometime—when they were all together? And wouldn't that fix 

him as being intimate with just another store clerk like Dillard who didn't amount to so much 

after all? It might even mean the end of his career here! Who could tell what it might lead to? 

He coughed and made various excuses. Just now he had a lot of work to do. Besides—a 

venture like that—he would have to see first. His relatives, you know. Besides next Sunday and 

the Sunday after, some extra work in connection with the factory was going to hold him in 

Lycurgus. After that time he would see. Actually, in his wavering way—and various disturbing 

thoughts as to Rita's charm returning to him at moments, he was wondering if it was not 

desirable—his other decision to the contrary notwithstanding, to skimp himself as much as 

possible over two or three weeks and so go anyhow. He had been saving something toward a 

new dress suit and collapsible silk hat. Might he not use some of that—even though he knew the 

plan to be all wrong? 

The fair, plump, sensuous Rita! 

But then, not at that very moment—but in the interim following, the invitation from the 

Griffiths. Returning from his work one evening very tired and still cogitating this gay adventure 

proposed by Dillard, he found lying on the table in his room a note written on very heavy and 

handsome paper which had been delivered by one of the servants of the Griffiths in his absence. 

It was all the more arresting to him because on the flap of the envelope was embossed in high 

relief the initials "E. G." He at once tore it open and eagerly read: 

"MY DEAR NEPHEW: 

 

"Since your arrival my husband has been away most of the time, and although we have wished to 

have you with us before, we have thought it best to await his leisure. He is freer now and we will 

be very glad if you can find it convenient to come to supper with us at six o'clock next Sunday. 

We dine very informally—just ourselves—so in case you can or cannot come, you need not 

bother to write or telephone. And you need not dress for this occasion either. But come if you 

can. We will be happy to see you. 

 

"Sincerely, your aunt, 

 

"ELIZABETH GRIFFITHS" 

On reading this Clyde, who, during all this silence and the prosecution of a task in the 

shrinking room which was so eminently distasteful to him, was being more and more weighed 

upon by the thought that possibly, after all, this quest of his was going to prove a vain one and 



that he was going to be excluded from any real contact with his great relatives, was most 

romantically and hence impractically heartened. For only see—here was this grandiose letter 

with its "very happy to see you," which seemed to indicate that perhaps, after all, they did not 

think so badly of him. Mr. Samuel Griffiths had been away all the time. That was it. Now he 

would get to see his aunt and cousins and the inside of that great house. It must be very 

wonderful. They might even take him up after this—who could tell? But how remarkable that he 

should be taken up now, just when he had about decided that they would not. 

And forthwith his interest in, as well as his weakness for, Rita, if not Zella and Dillard 

began to evaporate. What! Mix with people so far below him—a Griffiths—in the social scale 

here and at the cost of endangering his connection with that important family. Never! It was a 

great mistake. Didn't this letter coming just at this time prove it? And fortunately—(how 

fortunately!)— he had had the good sense not to let himself in for anything as yet. And so now, 

without much trouble, and because, most likely from now on it would prove necessary for him so 

to do he could gradually eliminate himself from this contact with Dillard—move away from Mrs. 

Cuppy's—if necessary, or say that his uncle had cautioned him—anything, but not go with this 

crowd any more, just the same. It wouldn't do. It would endanger his prospects in connection 

with this new development. And instead of troubling over Rita and Utica now, he began to 

formulate for himself once more the essential nature of the private life of the Griffiths, the 

fascinating places they must go, the interesting people with whom they must be in contact. And 

at once he began to think of the need of a dress suit, or at least a tuxedo and trousers. 

Accordingly the next morning, he gained permission from Mr. Kemerer to leave at eleven and 

not return before one, and in that time he managed to find coat, trousers and a pair of patent 

leather shoes, as well as a white silk muffler for the money he had already saved. And so arrayed 

he felt himself safe. He must make a good impression. 

And for the entire time between then and Sunday evening, instead of thinking of Rita or 

Dillard or Zella any more, he was thinking of this opportunity. Plainly it was an event to be 

admitted to the presence of such magnificence. 

The only drawback to all this, as he well sensed now, was this same Gilbert Griffiths, 

who surveyed him always whenever he met him anywhere with such hard, cold eyes. He might 

be there, and then he would probably assume that superior attitude, to make him feel his inferior 

position, if he could—and Clyde had the weakness at times of admitting to himself that he could. 

And no doubt, if he (Clyde) sought to carry himself with too much of an air in the presence of 

this family, Gilbert most likely would seek to take it out of him in some way later in connection 

with the work in the factory. He might see to it, for instance, that his father heard only 

unfavorable things about him. And, of course, if he were retained in this wretched shrinking 

room, and given no show of any kind, how could he expect to get anywhere or be anybody? It 

was just his luck that on arriving here he should find this same Gilbert looking almost like him 

and being so opposed to him for obviously no reason at all. 

However, despite all his doubts, he decided to make the best of this opportunity, and 

accordingly on Sunday evening at six set out for the Griffiths' residence, his nerves decidedly 

taut because of the ordeal before him. And when he reached the main gate, a large, arched 

wrought iron affair which gave in on a wide, winding brick walk which led to the front entrance, 



he lifted the heavy latch which held the large iron gates in place, with almost a quaking sense of 

adventure. And as he approached along the walk, he felt as though he might well be the object of 

observant and critical eyes. Perhaps Mr. Samuel or Mr. Gilbert Griffiths or one or the other of 

the two sisters was looking at him now from one of those heavily curtained windows. On the 

lower floor several lights glowed with a soft and inviting radiance. 

This mood, however, was brief. For soon the door was opened by a servant who took his 

coat and invited him into the very large living room, which was very impressive. To Clyde, even 

after the Green-Davidson and the Union League, it seemed a very beautiful room. It contained so 

many handsome pieces of furniture and such rich rugs and hangings. A fire burned in the large, 

high fireplace before which was circled a number of divans and chairs. There were lamps, a tall 

clock, a great table. No one was in the room at the moment, but presently as Clyde fidgeted and 

looked about he heard a rustling of silk to the rear, where a great staircase descended from the 

rooms above. And from there he saw Mrs. Griffiths approaching him, a bland and angular and 

faded-looking woman. But her walk was brisk, her manner courteous, if non-committal, as was 

her custom always, and after a few moments of conversation he found himself peaceful and 

fairly comfortable in her presence. 

"My nephew, I believe," she smiled. 

"Yes," replied Clyde simply, and because of his nervousness, with unusual dignity. "I am 

Clyde Griffiths." 

"I'm very glad to see you and to welcome you to our home," began Mrs. Griffiths with a 

certain amount of aplomb which years of contact with the local high world had given her at last. 

"And my children will be, too, of course. Bella is not here just now or Gilbert, either, but then 

they will be soon, I believe. My husband is resting, but I heard him stirring just now, and he'll be 

down in a moment. Won't you sit here?" She motioned to a large divan between them. "We dine 

nearly always alone here together on Sunday evening, so I thought it would be nice if you came 

just to be alone with us. How do you like Lycurgus now?" 

She arranged herself on one of the large divans before the fire and Clyde rather 

awkwardly seated himself at a respectful distance from her. 

"Oh, I like it very much," he observed, exerting himself to be congenial and to smile. "Of 

course I haven't seen so very much of it yet, but what I have I like. This street is one of the nicest 

I have ever seen anywhere," he added enthusiastically. "The houses are so large and the grounds 

so beautiful." 

"Yes, we here in Lycurgus pride ourselves on Wykeagy Avenue," smiled Mrs. Griffiths, 

who took no end of satisfaction in the grace and rank of her own home in this street. She and her 

husband had been so long climbing up to it. "Every one who sees it seems to feel the same way 

about it. It was laid out many years ago when Lycurgus was just a village. It is only within the 

last fifteen years that it has come to be as handsome as it is now. 



"But you must tell me something about your mother and father. I never met either of 

them, you know, though, of course, I have heard my husband speak of them often—that is, of his 

brother, anyhow," she corrected. "I don't believe he ever met your mother. How is your father?" 

"Oh, he's quite well," replied Clyde, simply. "And Mother, too. They're living in Denver 

now. We did live for a while in Kansas City, but for the last three years they've been out there. I 

had a letter from Mother only the other day. She says everything is all right." 

"Then you keep up a correspondence with her, do you? That's nice." She smiled, for by 

now she had become interested by and, on the whole, rather taken with Clyde's appearance. He 

looked so neat and generally presentable, so much like her own son that she was a little startled 

at first and intrigued on that score. If anything, Clyde was taller, better built and hence better 

looking, only she would never have been willing to admit that. For to her Gilbert, although he 

was intolerant and contemptuous even to her at times, simulating an affection which was as 

much a custom as a reality, was still a dynamic and aggressive person putting himself and his 

conclusions before everyone else. Whereas Clyde was more soft and vague and fumbling. Her 

son's force must be due to the innate ability of her husband as well as the strain of some relatives 

in her own line who had not been unlike Gilbert, while Clyde probably drew his lesser force 

from the personal unimportance of his parents. 

But having settled this problem in her son's favor, Mrs. Griffiths was about to ask after 

his sisters and brothers, when they were interrupted by Samuel Griffiths who now approached. 

Measuring Clyde, who had risen, very sharply once more, and finding him very satisfactory in 

appearance at least, he observed: "Well, so here you are, eh? They've placed you, I believe, 

without my ever seeing you." 

"Yes, sir," replied Clyde, very deferentially and half bowing in the presence of so great a 

man. 

"Well, that's all right. Sit down! Sit down! I'm very glad they did. I hear you're working 

down in the shrinking room at present. Not exactly a pleasant place, but not such a bad place to 

begin, either—at the bottom. The best people start there sometimes." He smiled and added: "I 

was out of the city when you came on or I would have seen you." 

"Yes, sir," replied Clyde, who had not ventured to seat himself again until Mr. Griffiths 

had sunk into a very large stuffed chair near the divan. And the latter, now that he saw Clyde in 

an ordinary tuxedo with a smart pleated shirt and black tie, as opposed to the club uniform in 

which he had last seen him in Chicago, was inclined to think him even more attractive than 

before—not quite as negligible and unimportant as his son Gilbert had made out. Still, not being 

dead to the need of force and energy in business and sensing that Clyde was undoubtedly lacking 

in these qualities, he did now wish that Clyde had more vigor and vim in him. It would reflect 

more handsomely on the Griffiths end of the family and please his son more, maybe. 

"Like it where you are now?" he observed condescendingly. 



"Well, yes, sir, that is, I wouldn't say that I like it exactly," replied Clyde quite honestly. 

"But I don't mind it. It's as good as any other way to begin, I suppose." The thought in his mind 

at the moment was that he would like to impress on his uncle that he was cut out for something 

better. And the fact that his cousin Gilbert was not present at the moment gave him the courage 

to say it. 

"Well, that's the proper spirit," commented Samuel Griffiths, pleased. "It isn't the most 

pleasant part of the process, I will admit, but it's one of the most essential things to know, to 

begin with. And it takes a little time, of course, to get anywhere in any business these days." 

From this Clyde wondered how long he was to be left in that dim world below stairs. 

But while he was thinking this Myra came forward, curious about him and what he would 

be like, and very pleased to see that he was not as uninteresting as Gilbert had painted him. There 

was something, as she now saw, about Clyde's eyes—nervous and somewhat furtive and 

appealing or seeking—that at once interested her, and reminded her, perhaps, since she was not 

much of a success socially either, of something in herself. 

"Your cousin, Clyde Griffiths, Myra," observed Samuel rather casually, as Clyde arose. 

"My daughter Myra," he added, to Clyde. "This is the young man I've been telling you about." 

Clyde bowed and then took the cool and not very vital hand that Myra extended to him, 

but feeling it just the same to be more friendly and considerate than the welcome of the others. 

"Well, I hope you'll like it, now that you're here," she began, genially. "We all like 

Lycurgus, only after Chicago I suppose it will not mean so very much to you." She smiled and 

Clyde, feeling very formal and stiff in the presence of all these very superior relatives, now 

returned a stiff "thank you," and was just about to seat himself when the outer door opened and 

Gilbert Griffiths strode in. The whirring of a motor had preceded this—a motor that had stopped 

outside the large east side entrance. "Just a minute, Dolge," he called to some one outside. "I 

won't be long." Then turning to the family, he added: "Excuse me, folks, I'll be back in a 

minute." He dashed up the rear stairs, only to return after a time and confront Clyde, if not the 

others, with that same rather icy and inconsiderate air that had so far troubled him at the factory. 

He was wearing a light, belted motoring coat of a very pronounced stripe, and a dark leather cap 

and gauntlets which gave him almost a military air. After nodding to Clyde rather stiffly, and 

adding, "How do you do," he laid a patronizing hand on his father's shoulder and observed: "Hi, 

Dad. Hello, Mother. Sorry I can't be with you to-night. But I just came over from Amsterdam 

with Dolge and Eustis to get Constance and Jacqueline. There's some doings over at the 

Bridgemans'. But I'll be back again before morning. Or at the office, anyhow. Everything all 

right with you, Mr. Griffiths?" he observed to his father. 

"Yes, I have nothing to complain of," returned his father. "But it seems to me you're 

making a pretty long night of it, aren't you?" 



"Oh, I don't mean that," returned his son, ignoring Clyde entirely. "I just mean that if I 

can't get back by two, I'll stay over, that's all, see." He tapped his father genially on the shoulder 

again. 

"I hope you're not driving that car as fast as usual," complained his mother. "It's not safe 

at all." 

"Fifteen miles an hour, Mother. Fifteen miles an hour. I know the rules." He smiled 

loftily. 

Clyde did not fail to notice the tone of condescension and authority that went with all 

this. Plainly here, as at the factory, he was a person who had to be reckoned with. Apart from his 

father, perhaps, there was no one here to whom he offered any reverence. What a superior 

attitude, thought Clyde! 

How wonderful it must be to be a son who, without having had to earn all this, could still 

be so much, take oneself so seriously, exercise so much command and authority. It might be, as 

it plainly was, that this youth was very superior and indifferent in tone toward him. But think of 

being such a youth, having so much power at one's command! 

  



Chapter 10 

At this point a maid announced that supper was served and instantly Gilbert took his 

departure. At the same time the family arose and Mrs. Griffiths asked the maid: "Has Bella 

telephoned yet?" 

"No, ma'am," replied the servant, "not yet." 

"Well, have Mrs. Truesdale call up the Finchleys and see if she's there. You tell her I said 

that she is to come home at once." 

The maid departed for a moment while the group proceeded to the dining room, which 

lay to the west of the stairs at the rear. Again, as Clyde saw, this was another splendidly 

furnished room done in a very light brown, with a long center table of carved walnut, evidently 

used only for special occasions. It was surrounded by high-backed chairs and lighted by 

candelabras set at even spaces upon it. In a lower ceilinged and yet ample circular alcove beyond 

this, looking out on the garden to the south, was a smaller table set for six. It was in this alcove 

that they were to dine, a different thing from what Clyde had expected for some reason. 

Seated in a very placid fashion, he found himself answering questions principally as to 

his own family, the nature of its life, past and present; how old was his father now? His mother? 

What had been the places of their residence before moving to Denver? How many brothers and 

sisters had he? How old was his sister, Esta? What did she do? And the others? Did his father 

like managing a hotel? What had been the nature of his father's work in Kansas City? How long 

had the family lived there? 

Clyde was not a little troubled and embarrassed by this chain of questions which flowed 

rather heavily and solemnly from Samuel Griffiths or his wife. And from Clyde's hesitating 

replies, especially in regard to the nature of the family life in Kansas City, both gathered that he 

was embarrassed and troubled by some of the questions. They laid it to the extreme poverty of 

their relatives, of course. For having asked, "I suppose you began your hotel work in Kansas 

City, didn't you, after you left school?" Clyde blushed deeply, bethinking himself of the incident 

of the stolen car and of how little real schooling he had had. Most certainly he did not like the 

thought of having himself identified with hotel life in Kansas City, and more especially the 

Green-Davidson. 

But fortunately at this moment, the door opened and Bella entered, accompanied by two 

girls such as Clyde would have assumed at once belonged to this world. How different to Rita 

and Zella with whom his thought so recently had been disturbedly concerned. He did not know 

Bella, of course, until she proceeded most familiarly to address her family. But the others—one 

was Sondra Finchley, so frequently referred to by Bella and her mother—as smart and vain and 

sweet a girl as Clyde had ever laid his eyes upon—so different to any he had ever known and so 

superior. She was dressed in a close-fitting tailored suit which followed her form exactly and 

which was enhanced by a small dark leather hat, pulled fetchingly low over her eyes. A leather 

belt of the same color encircled her neck. By a leather leash she led a French bull and over one 

arm carried a most striking coat of black and gray checks—not too pronounced and yet having 



the effect of a man's modish overcoat. To Clyde's eyes she was the most adorable feminine thing 

he had seen in all his days. Indeed her effect on him was electric— thrilling—arousing in him a 

curiously stinging sense of what it was to want and not to have—to wish to win and yet to feel, 

almost agonizingly that he was destined not even to win a glance from her. It tortured and 

flustered him. At one moment he had a keen desire to close his eyes and shut her out—at another 

to look only at her constantly—so truly was he captivated. 

Yet, whether she saw him or not, she gave no sign at first, exclaiming to her dog: "Now, 

Bissell, if you're not going to behave, I'm going to take you out and tie you out there. Oh, I don't 

believe I can stay a moment if he won't behave better than this." He had seen a family cat and 

was tugging to get near her. 

Beside her was another girl whom Clyde did not fancy nearly so much, and yet who, after 

her fashion, was as smart as Sondra and perhaps as alluring to some. She was blonde—tow-

headed—with clear almond-shaped, greenish-gray eyes, a small, graceful, catlike figure, and a 

slinky feline manner. At once, on entering, she sidled across the room to the end of the table 

where Mrs. Griffiths sat and leaning over her at once began to purr. 

"Oh, how are you, Mrs. Griffiths? I'm so glad to see you again. It's been some time since 

I've been over here, hasn't it? But then Mother and I have been away. She and Grant are over at 

Albany to-day. And I just picked up Bella and Sondra here at the Lamberts'. You're just having a 

quiet little supper by yourselves, aren't you? How are you, Myra?" she called, and reaching over 

Mrs. Griffiths' shoulder touched Myra quite casually on the arm, as though it were more a matter 

of form than anything else. 

In the meantime Bella, who next to Sondra seemed to Clyde decidedly the most charming 

of the three, was exclaiming: "Oh, I'm late. Sorry, Mamma and Daddy. Won't that do this time?" 

Then noting Clyde, and as though for the first time, although he had risen as they entered and 

was still standing, she paused in semi-mock modesty as did the others. And Clyde, oversensitive 

to just such airs and material distinctions, was fairly tremulous with a sense of his own 

inadequacy, as he waited to be introduced. For to him, youth and beauty in such a station as this 

represented the ultimate triumph of the female. His weakness for Hortense Briggs, to say nothing 

of Rita, who was not so attractive as either of these, illustrated the effect of trim femininity on 

him, regardless of merit. 

"Bella," observed Samuel Griffiths, heavily, noting Clyde still standing, "your cousin, 

Clyde." 

"Oh, yes," replied Bella, observing that Clyde looked exceedingly like Gilbert. "How are 

you? Mother has been saying that you were coming to call one of these days." She extended a 

finger or two, then turned toward her friends. "My friends, Miss Finchley and Miss Cranston, 

Mr. Griffiths." 

The two girls bowed, each in the most stiff and formal manner, at the same time studying 

Clyde most carefully and rather directly, "Well, he does look like Gil a lot, doesn't he?" 



whispered Sondra to Bertine, who had drawn near to her. And Bertine replied: "I never saw 

anything like it. He's really better-looking, isn't he— a lot?" 

Sondra nodded, pleased to note in the first instance that he was somewhat better-looking 

than Bella's brother, whom she did not like—next that he was obviously stricken with her, which 

was her due, as she invariably decided in connection with youths thus smitten with her. But 

having thus decided, and seeing that his glance was persistently and helplessly drawn to her, she 

concluded that she need pay no more attention to him, for the present anyway. He was too easy. 

But now Mrs. Griffiths, who had not anticipated this visitation and was a little irritated 

with Bella for introducing her friends at this time since it at once raised the question of Clyde's 

social position here, observed: "Hadn't you two better lay off your coats and sit down? I'll just 

have Nadine lay extra plates at this end. Bella, you can sit next to your father." 

"Oh, no, not at all," and "No, indeed, we're just on our way home ourselves. I can't stay a 

minute," came from Sondra and Bertine. But now that they were here and Clyde had proved to 

be as attractive as he was, they were perversely interested to see what, if any, social flair there 

was to him. Gilbert Griffiths, as both knew, was far from being popular in some quarters—their 

own in particular, however much they might like Bella. He was, for two such self-centered 

beauties as these, too aggressive, self-willed and contemptuous at times. Whereas Clyde, if one 

were to judge by his looks, at least was much more malleable. And if it were to prove now that 

he was of equal station, or that the Griffiths thought so, decidedly he would be available locally, 

would he not? At any rate, it would be interesting to know whether he was rich. But this thought 

was almost instantly satisfied by Mrs. Griffiths, who observed rather definitely and intentionally 

to Bertine: "Mr. Griffiths is a nephew of ours from the West who has come on to see if he can 

make a place for himself in my husband's factory. He's a young man who has to make his own 

way in the world and my husband has been kind enough to give him an opportunity." 

Clyde flushed, since obviously this was a notice to him that his social position here was 

decidedly below that of the Griffiths or these girls. At the same time, as he also noticed, the look 

of Bertine Cranston, who was only interested in youths of means and position, changed from one 

of curiosity to marked indifference. On the other hand, Sondra Finchley, by no means so 

practical as her friend, though of a superior station in her set, since she was so very attractive and 

her parents possessed of even more means—re-surveyed Clyde with one thought written rather 

plainly on her face, that it was too bad. He really was so attractive. 

At the same time Samuel Griffiths, having a peculiar fondness for Sondra, if not Bertine, 

whom Mrs. Griffiths also disliked as being too tricky and sly, was calling to her: "Here, Sondra, 

tie up your dog to one of the dining-room chairs and come and sit by me. Throw your coat over 

that chair. Here's room for you." He motioned to her to come. 

"But I can't, Uncle Samuel!" called Sondra, familiarly and showily and yet somehow 

sweetly, seeking to ingratiate herself by this affected relationship. "We're late now. Besides 

Bissell won't behave. Bertine and I are just on our way home, truly." 



"Oh, yes, Papa," put in Bella, quickly, "Bertine's horse ran a nail in his foot yesterday and 

is going lame to-day. And neither Grant nor his father is home. She wants to know if you know 

anything that's good for it." 

"Which foot is it?" inquired Griffiths, interested, while Clyde continued to survey Sondra 

as best he might. She was so delicious, he thought—her nose so tiny and tilted—her upper lip 

arched so roguishly upward toward her nose. 

"It's the left fore. I was riding out on the East Kingston road yesterday afternoon. Jerry 

threw a shoe and must have picked up a splinter, but John doesn't seem to be able to find it." 

"Did you ride him much with the nail, do you think?" 

"About eight miles—all the way back." 

"Well, you had better have John put on some liniment and a bandage and call a 

veterinary. He'll come around all right, I'm sure." 

The group showed no signs of leaving and Clyde, left quite to himself for the moment, 

was thinking what an easy, delightful world this must be—this local society. For here they were 

without a care, apparently, between any of them. All their talk was of houses being built, horses 

they were riding, friends they had met, places they were going to, things they were going to do. 

And there was Gilbert, who had left only a little while before—motoring somewhere with a 

group of young men. And Bella, his cousin, trifling around with these girls in the beautiful 

homes of this street, while he was shunted away in a small third-floor room at Mrs. Cuppy's with 

no place to go. And with only fifteen dollars a week to live on. And in the morning he would be 

working in the basement again, while these girls were rising to more pleasure. And out in Denver 

were his parents with their small lodging house and mission, which he dared not even describe 

accurately here. 

Suddenly the two girls declaring they must go, they took themselves off. And he and the 

Griffiths were once more left to themselves— he with the feeling that he was very much out of 

place and neglected here, since Samuel Griffiths and his wife and Bella, anyhow, if not Myra, 

seemed to be feeling that he was merely being permitted to look into a world to which he did not 

belong; also, that because of his poverty it would be impossible to fit him into— however much 

he might dream of associating with three such wonderful girls as these. And at once he felt sad—

very—his eyes and his mood darkening so much that not only Samuel Griffiths, but his wife as 

well as Myra noticed it. If he could enter upon this world, find some way. But of the group it was 

only Myra, not any of the others, who sensed that in all likelihood he was lonely and depressed. 

And in consequence as all were rising and returning to the large living room (Samuel chiding 

Bella for her habit of keeping her family waiting) it was Myra who drew near to Clyde to say: "I 

think after you've been here a little while you'll probably like Lycurgus better than you do now, 

even. There are quite a number of interesting places to go and see around here— lakes and the 

Adirondacks are just north of here, about seventy miles. And when the summer comes and we 

get settled at Greenwood, I'm sure Father and Mother will like you to come up there once in a 

while." 



She was by no means sure that this was true, but under the circumstances, whether it was 

or not, she felt like saying it to Clyde. And thereafter, since he felt more comfortable with her, he 

talked with her as much as he could without neglecting either Bella or the family, until about 

half-past nine, when, suddenly feeling very much out of place and alone, he arose saying that he 

must go, that he had to get up early in the morning. And as he did so, Samuel Griffiths walked 

with him to the front door and let him out. But he, too, by now, as had Myra before him, feeling 

that Clyde was rather attractive and yet, for reasons of poverty, likely to be neglected from now 

on, not only by his family, but by himself as well, observed most pleasantly, and, as he hoped, 

compensatively: "It's rather nice out, isn't it? Wykeagy Avenue hasn't begun to show what it can 

do yet because the spring isn't quite here. But in a few weeks," and he looked up most 

inquiringly at the sky and sniffed the late April air, "we must have you out. All the trees and 

flowers will be in bloom then and you can see how really nice it is. Good night." 

He smiled and put a very cordial note into his voice, and once more Clyde felt that, 

whatever Gilbert Griffiths' attitude might be, most certainly his father was not wholly indifferent 

to him. 

  



Chapter 11 

The days lapsed and, although no further word came from the Griffiths, Clyde was still 

inclined to exaggerate the importance of this one contact and to dream from time to time of 

delightful meetings with those girls and how wonderful if a love affair with one of them might 

eventuate for him. The beauty of that world in which they moved. The luxury and charm as 

opposed to this of which he was a part. Dillard! Rita! Tush! They were really dead for him. He 

aspired to this other or nothing as he saw it now and proceeded to prove as distant to Dillard as 

possible, an attitude which by degrees tended to alienate that youth entirely for he saw in Clyde a 

snob which potentially he was if he could have but won to what he desired. However, as he 

began to see afterwards, time passed and he was left to work until, depressed by the routine, 

meager pay and commonplace shrinking-room contacts, he began to think not so much of 

returning to Rita or Dillard,—he could not quite think of them now with any satisfaction, but of 

giving up this venture here and returning to Chicago or going to New York, where he was sure 

that he could connect himself with some hotel if need be. But then, as if to revive his courage 

and confirm his earlier dreams, a thing happened which caused him to think that certainly he was 

beginning to rise in the estimation of the Griffiths—father and son—whether they troubled to 

entertain him socially or not. For it chanced that one Saturday in spring, Samuel Griffiths 

decided to make a complete tour of inspection of the factory with Joshua Whiggam at his elbow. 

Reaching the shrinking department about noon, he observed for the first time with some dismay, 

Clyde in his undershirt and trousers working at the feeding end of two of the shrinking racks, his 

nephew having by this time acquired the necessary skill to "feed" as well as "take." And recalling 

how very neat and generally presentable he had appeared at his house but a few weeks before, he 

was decidedly disturbed by the contrast. For one thing he had felt about Clyde, both in Chicago 

and here at his home, was that he had presented a neat and pleasing appearance. And he, almost 

as much as his son, was jealous, not only of the name, but the general social appearance of the 

Griffiths before the employees of this factory as well as the community at large. And the sight of 

Clyde here, looking so much like Gilbert and in an armless shirt and trousers working among 

these men, tended to impress upon him more sharply than at any time before the fact that Clyde 

was his nephew, and that he ought not to be compelled to continue at this very menial form of 

work any longer. To the other employees it might appear that he was unduly indifferent to the 

meaning of such a relationship. 

Without, however, saying a word to Whiggam or anyone else at the time, he waited until 

his son returned on Monday morning, from a trip that he had taken out of town, when he called 

him into his office and observed: "I made a tour of the factory Saturday and found young Clyde 

still down in the shrinking room." 

"What of it, Dad?" replied his son, curiously interested as to why his father should at this 

time wish to mention Clyde in this special way. "Other people before him have worked down 

there and it hasn't hurt them." 

"All true enough, but they weren't nephews of mine. And they didn't look as much like 

you as he does"—a comment which irritated Gilbert greatly. "It won't do, I tell you. It doesn't 

look quite right to me, and I'm afraid it won't look right to other people here who see how much 

he looks like you and know that he is your cousin and my nephew. I didn't realize that at first, 



because I haven't been down there, but I don't think it wise to keep him down there any longer 

doing that kind of thing. It won't do. We'll have to make a change, switch him around somewhere 

else where he won't look like that." 

His eyes darkened and his brow wrinkled. The impression that Clyde made in his old 

clothes and with beads of sweat standing out on his forehead had not been pleasant. 

"But I'll tell you how it is, Dad," Gilbert persisted, anxious and determined because of his 

innate opposition to Clyde to keep him there if possible. "I'm not so sure that I can find just the 

right place for him now anywhere else—at least not without moving someone else who has been 

here a long time and worked hard to get there. He hasn't had any training in anything so far, but 

just what he's doing." 

"Don't know or don't care anything about that," replied Griffiths senior, feeling that his 

son was a little jealous and in consequence disposed to be unfair to Clyde. "That's no place for 

him and I won't have him there any longer. He's been there long enough. And I can't afford to 

have the name of any of this family come to mean anything but just what it does around here 

now— reserve and ability and energy and good judgment. It's not good for the business. And 

anything less than that is a liability. You get me, don't you?" 

"Yes, I get you all right, governor." 

"Well, then, do as I say. Get hold of Whiggam and figure out some other place for him 

around here, and not as piece worker or a hand either. It was a mistake to put him down there in 

the first place. There must be some little place in one of the departments where he can be fitted in 

as the head of something, first or second or third assistant to some one, and where he can wear a 

decent suit of clothes and look like somebody. And, if necessary, let him go home on full pay 

until you find something for him. But I want him changed. By the way, how much is he being 

paid now?" 

"About fifteen, I think," replied Gilbert blandly. 

"Not enough, if he's to make the right sort of an appearance here. Better make it twenty-

five. It's more than he's worth, I know, but it can't be helped now. He has to have enough to live 

on while he's here, and from now on, I'd rather pay him that than have any one think we were not 

treating him right." 

"All right, all right, governor. Please don't be cross about it, will you?" pleaded Gilbert, 

noting his father's irritation. "I'm not entirely to blame. You agreed to it in the first place when I 

suggested it, didn't you? But I guess you're right at that. Just leave it to me. I'll find a decent 

place for him," and turning, he proceeded in search of Whiggam, although at the same time 

thinking how he was to effect all this without permitting Clyde to get the notion that he was at all 

important here—to make him feel that this was being done as a favor to him and not for any 

reasons of merit in connection with himself. 



And at once, Whiggam appearing, he, after a very diplomatic approach on the part of 

Gilbert, racked his brains, scratched his head, went away and returned after a time to say that the 

only thing he could think of, since Clyde was obviously lacking in technical training, was that of 

assistant to Mr. Liggett, who was foreman in charge of five big stitching rooms on the fifth floor, 

but who had under him one small and very special, though by no means technical, department 

which required the separate supervision of either an assistant forelady or man. 

This was the stamping room—a separate chamber at the west end of the stitching floor, 

where were received daily from the cutting room above from seventy-five to one hundred 

thousand dozen unstitched collars of different brands and sizes. And here they were stamped by a 

group of girls according to the slips or directions attached to them with the size and brand of the 

collar. The sole business of the assistant foreman in charge here, as Gilbert well knew, after 

maintaining due decorum and order, was to see that this stamping process went uninterruptedly 

forward. Also that after the seventy-five to one hundred thousand dozen collars were duly 

stamped and transmitted to the stitchers, who were just outside in the larger room, to see that 

they were duly credited in a book of entry. And that the number of dozens stamped by each girl 

was duly recorded in order that her pay should correspond with her services. 

For this purpose a little desk and various entry books, according to size and brand, were 

kept here. Also the cutters' slips, as taken from the bundles by the stampers were eventually 

delivered to this assistant in lots of a dozen or more and filed on spindles. It was really nothing 

more than a small clerkship, at times in the past held by young men or girls or old men or 

middle-aged women, according to the exigencies of the life of the place. 

The thing that Whiggam feared in connection with Clyde and which he was quick to 

point out to Gilbert on this occasion was that because of his inexperience and youth Clyde might 

not, at first, prove as urgent and insistent a master of this department as the work there required. 

There were nothing but young girls there—some of them quite attractive. Also was it wise to 

place a young man of Clyde's years and looks among so many girls? For, being susceptible, as he 

might well be at that age, he might prove too easy—not stern enough. The girls might take 

advantage of him. If so, it wouldn't be possible to keep him there very long. Still there was this 

temporary vacancy, and it was the only one in the whole factory at the moment. Why not, for the 

time being, send him upstairs for a tryout? It might not be long before either Mr. Liggett or 

himself would know of something else or whether or not he was suited for the work up there. In 

that case it would be easy to make a re-transfer. 

Accordingly, about three in the afternoon of this same Monday, Clyde was sent for and 

after being made to wait for some fifteen minutes, as was Gilbert's method, he was admitted to 

the austere presence. 

"Well, how are you getting along down where you are now?" asked Gilbert coldly and 

inquisitorially. And Clyde, who invariably experienced a depression whenever he came 

anywhere near his cousin, replied, with a poorly forced smile, "Oh, just about the same, Mr. 

Griffiths. I can't complain. I like it well enough. I'm learning a little something, I guess." 

"You guess?" 



"Well, I know I've learned a few things, of course," added Clyde, flushing slightly and 

feeling down deep within himself a keen resentment at the same time that he achieved a half-

ingratiating and half-apologetic smile. 

"Well, that's a little better. A man could hardly be down there as long as you've been and 

not know whether he had learned anything or not." Then deciding that he was being too severe, 

perhaps, he modified his tone slightly, and added: "But that's not why I sent for you. There's 

another matter I want to talk to you about. Tell me, did you ever have charge of any people or 

any other person than yourself, at any time in your life?" 

"I don't believe I quite understand," replied Clyde, who, because he was a little nervous 

and flustered, had not quite registered the question accurately. 

"I mean have you ever had any people work under you—been given a few people to 

direct in some department somewhere? Been a foreman or an assistant foreman in charge of 

anything?" 

"No, sir, I never have," answered Clyde, but so nervous that he almost stuttered. For 

Gilbert's tone was very severe and cold— highly contemptuous. At the same time, now that the 

nature of the question was plain, its implication came to him. In spite of his cousin's severity, his 

ill manner toward him, still he could see his employers were thinking of making a foreman of 

him—putting him in charge of somebody—people. They must be! At once his ears and fingers 

began to titillate—the roots of his hair to tingle: "But I've seen how it's done in clubs and hotels," 

he added at once. "And I think I might manage if I were given a trial." His cheeks were now 

highly colored—his eyes crystal clear. 

"Not the same thing. Not the same thing," insisted Gilbert sharply. "Seeing and doing are 

two entirely different things. A person without any experience can think a lot, but when it comes 

to doing, he's not there. Anyhow, this is one business that requires people who do know." 

He stared at Clyde critically and quizzically while Clyde, feeling that he must be wrong 

in his notion that something was going to be done for him, began to quiet himself. His cheeks 

resumed their normal pallor and the light died from his eyes. 

"Yes, sir, I guess that's true, too," he commented. 

"But you don't need to guess in this case," insisted Gilbert. "You know. That's the trouble 

with people who don't know. They're always guessing." 

The truth was that Gilbert was so irritated to think that he must now make a place for his 

cousin, and that despite his having done nothing at all to deserve it, that he could scarcely 

conceal the spleen that now colored his mood. 

"You're right, I know," said Clyde placatingly, for he was still hoping for this hinted-at 

promotion. 



"Well, the fact is," went on Gilbert, "I might have placed you in the accounting end of the 

business when you first came if you had been technically equipped for it." (The phrase 

"technically equipped" overawed and terrorized Clyde, for he scarcely understood what that 

meant.) "As it was," went on Gilbert, nonchalantly, "we had to do the best we could for you. We 

knew it was not very pleasant down there, but we couldn't do anything more for you at the time." 

He drummed on his desk with his fingers. "But the reason I called you up here to-day is this. I 

want to discuss with you a temporary vacancy that has occurred in one of our departments 

upstairs and which we are wondering—my father and I—whether you might be able to fill." 

Clyde's spirits rose amazingly. "Both my father and I," he went on, "have been thinking for some 

little time that we would like to do a little something for you, but as I say, your lack of practical 

training of any kind makes it very difficult for both of us. You haven't had either a commercial or 

a trade education of any kind, and that makes it doubly hard." He paused long enough to allow 

that to sink in—give Clyde the feeling that he was an interloper indeed. "Still," he added after a 

moment, "so long as we have seen fit to bring you on here, we have decided to give you a tryout 

at something better than you are doing. It won't do to let you stay down there indefinitely. Now, 

let me tell you a little something about what I have in mind," and he proceeded to explain the 

nature of the work on the fifth floor. 

And when after a time Whiggam was sent for and appeared and had acknowledged 

Clyde's salutation, he observed: "Whiggam, I've just been telling my cousin here about our 

conversation this morning and what I told you about our plan to try him out as the head of that 

department. So if you'll just take him up to Mr. Liggett and have him or some one explain the 

nature of the work up there, I'll be obliged to you." He turned to his desk. "After that you can 

send him back to me," he added. "I want to talk to him again." 

Then he arose and dismissed them both with an air, and Whiggam, still somewhat 

dubious as to the experiment, but now very anxious to be pleasant to Clyde since he could not 

tell what he might become, led the way to Mr. Liggett's floor. And there, amid a thunderous hum 

of machines, Clyde was led to the extreme west of the building and into a much smaller 

department which was merely railed off from the greater chamber by a low fence. Here were 

about twenty-five girls and their assistants with baskets, who apparently were doing their best to 

cope with a constant stream of unstitched collar bundles which fell through several chutes from 

the floor above. 

And now at once, after being introduced to Mr. Liggett, he was escorted to a small railed-

off desk at which sat a short, plump girl of about his own years, not so very attractive, who arose 

as they approached. "This is Miss Todd," began Whiggain. "She's been in charge for about ten 

days now in the absence of Mrs. Angier. And what I want you to do now, Miss Todd, is to 

explain to Mr. Griffiths here just as quickly and clearly as you can what it is you do here. And 

then later in the day when he comes up here, I want you to help him to keep track of things until 

he sees just what is wanted and can do it himself. You'll do that, won't you?" 

"Why, certainly, Mr. Whiggam. I'll be only too glad to," complied Miss Todd, and at 

once she began to take down the books of records and to show Clyde how the entry and 

discharge records were kept— also later how the stamping was done—how the basket girls took 

the descending bundles from the chutes and distributed them evenly according to the needs of the 



stamper and how later, as fast as they were stamped, other basket girls carried them to the 

stitchers outside. And Clyde, very much interested, felt that he could do it, only among so many 

women on a floor like this he felt very strange. There were so very, very many women—

hundreds of them— stretching far and away between white walls and white columns to the 

eastern end of the building. And tall windows that reached from floor to ceiling let in a veritable 

flood of light. These girls were not all pretty. He saw them out of the tail of his eye as first Miss 

Todd and later Whiggam, and even Liggett, volunteered to impress points on him. 

"The important thing," explained Whiggam after a time, "is to see that there is no mistake 

as to the number of thousands of dozens of collars that come down here and are stamped, and 

also that there's no delay in stamping them and getting them out to the stitchers. Also that the 

records of these girls' work is kept accurately so that there won't be any mistakes as to their 

time." 

At last Clyde saw what was required of him and the conditions under which he was about 

to work and said so. He was very nervous but quickly decided that if this girl could do the work, 

he could. And because Liggett and Whiggam, interested by his relationship to Gilbert, appeared 

very friendly and persisted in delaying here, saying that there was nothing he could not manage 

they were sure, he returned after a time with Whiggam to Gilbert who, on seeing him enter, at 

once observed: "Well, what's the answer? Yes or no. Do you think you can do it or do you think 

you can't?" 

"Well, I know that I can do it," replied Clyde with a great deal of courage for him, yet 

with the private feeling that he might not make good unless fortune favored him some even now. 

There were so many things to be taken into consideration—the favor of those above as well as 

about him—and would they always favor him? 

"Very good, then. Just be seated for a moment," went on Gilbert. "I want to talk to you 

some more in connection with that work up there. It looks easy to you, does it?" 

"No, I can't say that it looks exactly easy," replied Clyde, strained and a little pale, for 

because of his inexperience he felt the thing to be a great opportunity—one that would require all 

his skill and courage to maintain. "Just the same I think I can do it. In fact I know I can and I'd 

like to try." 

"Well, now, that sounds a little better," replied Gilbert crisply and more graciously. "And 

now I want to tell you something more about it. I don't suppose you ever thought there was a 

floor with that many women on it, did you?" 

"No, sir, I didn't," replied Clyde. "I knew they were somewhere in the building, but I 

didn't know just where." 

"Exactly," went on Gilbert. "This plant is practically operated by women from cellar to 

roof. In the manufacturing department, I venture to say there are ten women to every man. On 

that account every one in whom we entrust any responsibility around here must be known to us 

as to their moral and religious character. If you weren't related to us, and if we didn't feel that 



because of that we knew a little something about you, we wouldn't think of putting you up there 

or anywhere in this factory over anybody until we did know. But don't think because you're 

related to us that we won't hold you strictly to account for everything that goes on up there and 

for your conduct. We will, and all the more so because you are related to us. You understand 

that, do you? And why—the meaning of the Griffiths name here?" 

"Yes, sir," replied Clyde. 

"Very well, then," went on Gilbert. "Before we place any one here in any position of 

authority, we have to be absolutely sure that they're going to behave themselves as gentlemen 

always—that the women who are working here are going to receive civil treatment always. If a 

young man, or an old one for that matter, comes in here at any time and imagines that because 

there are women here he's going to be allowed to play about and neglect his work and flirt or cut 

up, that fellow is doomed to a short stay here. The men and women who work for us have got to 

feel that they are employees first, last and all the time—and they have to carry that attitude out 

into the street with them. And unless they do it, and we hear anything about it, that man or 

woman is done for so far as we are concerned. We don't want 'em and we won't have 'em. And 

once we're through with 'em, we're through with 'em." 

He paused and stared at Clyde as much as to say: "Now I hope I have made myself clear. 

Also that we will never have any trouble in so far as you are concerned." 

And Clyde replied: "Yes, I understand. I think that's right. In fact I know that's the way it 

has to be." 

"And ought to be," added Gilbert. 

"And ought to be," echoed Clyde. 

At the same time he was wondering whether it was really true as Gilbert said. Had he not 

heard the mill girls already spoken about in a slighting way? Yet consciously at the moment he 

did not connect himself in thought with any of these girls upstairs. His present mood was that, 

because of his abnormal interest in girls, it would be better if he had nothing to do with them at 

all, never spoke to any of them, kept a very distant and cold attitude, such as Gilbert was holding 

toward him. It must be so, at least if he wished to keep his place here. And he was now 

determined to keep it and to conduct himself always as his cousin wished. 

"Well, now, then," went on Gilbert as if to supplement Clyde's thoughts in this respect, 

"what I want to know of you is, if I trouble to put you in that department, even temporarily, can I 

trust you to keep a level head on your shoulders and go about your work conscientiously and not 

have your head turned or disturbed by the fact that you're working among a lot of women and 

girls?" 

"Yes, sir, I know you can," replied Clyde very much impressed by his cousin's succinct 

demand, although, after Rita, a little dubious. 



"If I can't, now is the time to say so," persisted Gilbert. "By blood you're a member of this 

family. And to our help here, and especially in a position of this kind, you represent us. We can't 

have anything come up in connection with you at any time around here that won't be just right. 

So I want you to be on your guard and watch your step from now on. Not the least thing must 

occur in connection with you that any one can comment on unfavorably. You understand, do 

you?" 

"Yes, sir," replied Clyde most solemnly. "I understand that. I'll conduct myself properly 

or I'll get out." And he was thinking seriously at the moment that he could and would. The large 

number of girls and women upstairs seemed very remote and of no consequence just then. 

"Very good. Now, I'll tell you what else I want you to do. I want you to knock off for the 

day and go home and sleep on this and think it over well. Then come back in the morning and go 

to work up there, if you still feel the same. Your salary from now on will be twenty-five dollars, 

and I want you to dress neat and clean so that you will be an example to the other men who have 

charge of departments." 

He arose coldly and distantly, but Clyde, very much encouraged and enthused by the 

sudden jump in salary, as well as the admonition in regard to dressing well, felt so grateful 

toward his cousin that he longed to be friendly with him. To be sure, he was hard and cold and 

vain, but still he must think something of him, and his uncle too, or they would not choose to do 

all this for him and so speedily. And if ever he were able to make friends with him, win his way 

into his good graces, think how prosperously he would be placed here, what commercial and 

social honors might not come to him? 

So elated was he at the moment that he bustled out of the great plant with a jaunty stride, 

resolved among other things that from now on, come what might, and as a test of himself in 

regard to life and work, he was going to be all that his uncle and cousin obviously expected of 

him—cool, cold even, and if necessary severe, where these women or girls of this department 

were concerned. No more relations with Dillard or Rita or anybody like that for the present 

anyhow. 

  



Chapter 12 

The import of twenty-five dollars a week! Of being the head of a department employing 

twenty-five girls! Of wearing a good suit of clothes again! Sitting at an official desk in a corner 

commanding a charming river view and feeling that at last, after almost two months in that 

menial department below stairs, he was a figure of some consequence in this enormous 

institution! And because of his relationship and new dignity, Whiggam, as well as Liggett, 

hovering about with advice and genial and helpful comments from time to time. And some of the 

managers of the other departments including several from the front office—an auditor and an 

advertising man occasionally pausing in passing to say hello. And the details of the work 

sufficiently mastered to permit him to look about him from time to time, taking an interest in the 

factory as a whole, its processes and supplies, such as where the great volume of linen and cotton 

came from, how it was cut in an enormous cutting room above this one, holding hundreds of 

experienced cutters receiving very high wages; how there was an employment bureau for 

recruiting help, a company doctor, a company hospital, a special dining room in the main 

building, where the officials of the company were allowed to dine—but no others—and that he, 

being an accredited department head could now lunch with those others in that special restaurant 

if he chose and could afford to. Also he soon learned that several miles out from Lycurgus, on 

the Mohawk, near a hamlet called Van Troup, was an inter-factory country club, to which most 

of the department heads of the various factories about belonged, but, alas, as he also learned, 

Griffiths and Company did not really favor their officials mixing with those of any other 

company, and for that reason few of them did. Yet he, being a member of the family, as Liggett 

once said to him, could probably do as he chose as to that. But he decided, because of the strong 

warnings of Gilbert, as well as his high blood relations with his family, that he had better remain 

as aloof as possible. And so smiling and being as genial as possible to all, nevertheless for the 

most part, and in order to avoid Dillard and others of his ilk, and although he was much more 

lonely than otherwise he would have been, returning to his room or the public squares of this and 

near-by cities on Saturday and Sunday afternoons, and even, since he thought this might please 

his uncle and cousin and so raise him in their esteem, beginning to attend one of the principal 

Presbyterian churches—the Second or High Street Church, to which on occasion, as he had 

already learned, the Griffiths themselves were accustomed to resort. Yet without ever coming in 

contact with them in person, since from June to September they spent their week-ends at 

Greenwood Lake, to which most of the society life of this region as yet resorted. 

In fact the summer life of Lycurgus, in so far as its society was concerned, was very dull. 

Nothing in particular ever eventuated then in the city, although previous to this, in May, there 

had been various affairs in connection with the Griffiths and their friends which Clyde had either 

read about or saw at a distance—a graduation reception and dance at the Snedeker School, a 

lawn fete upon the Griffiths' grounds, with a striped marquee tent on one part of the lawn and 

Chinese lanterns hung in among the trees. Clyde had observed this quite by accident one evening 

as he was walking alone about the city. It raised many a curious and eager thought in regard to 

this family, its high station and his relation to it. But having placed him comfortably in a small 

official position which was not arduous, the Griffiths now proceeded to dismiss him from their 

minds. He was doing well enough, and they would see something more of him later, perhaps. 



And then a little later he read in the Lycurgus Star that there was to be staged on June 

twentieth the annual inter-city automobile floral parade and contest (Fonda, Gloversville, 

Amsterdam and Schenectady), which this year was to be held in Lycurgus and which was the last 

local social affair of any consequence, as The Star phrased it, before the annual hegira to the 

lakes and mountains of those who were able to depart for such places. And the names of Bella, 

Bertine and Sondra, to say nothing of Gilbert, were mentioned as contestants or defendants of the 

fair name of Lycurgus. And since this occurred on a Saturday afternoon, Clyde, dressed in his 

best, yet decidedly wishing to obscure himself as an ordinary spectator, was able to see once 

more the girl who had so infatuated him on sight, obviously breasting a white rose-surfaced 

stream and guiding her craft with a paddle covered with yellow daffodils—a floral representation 

of some Indian legend in connection with the Mohawk River. With her dark hair filleted Indian 

fashion with a yellow feather and brown-eyed susans, she was arresting enough not only to 

capture a prize, but to recapture Clyde's fancy. How marvelous to be of that world. 

In the same parade he had seen Gilbert Griffiths accompanied by a very attractive girl 

chauffeuring one of four floats representing the four seasons. And while the one he drove was 

winter, with this local society girl posed in ermine with white roses for snow all about, directly 

behind came another float, which presented Bella Griffiths as spring, swathed in filmy draperies 

and crouching beside a waterfall of dark violets. The effect was quite striking and threw Clyde 

into a mood in regard to love, youth and romance which was delicious and yet very painful to 

him. Perhaps he should have retained Rita, after all. 

In the meantime he was living on as before, only more spaciously in so far as his own 

thoughts were concerned. For his first thought after receiving this larger allowance was that he 

had better leave Mrs. Cuppy's and secure a better room in some private home which, if less 

advantageously situated for him, would be in a better street. It took him out of all contact with 

Dillard. And now, since his uncle had promoted him, some representative of his or Gilbert's 

might wish to stop by to see him about something. And what would one such think if he found 

him living in a small room such as he now occupied? 

Ten days after his salary was raised, therefore, and because of the import of his name, he 

found it possible to obtain a room in one of the better houses and streets—Jefferson Avenue, 

which paralleled Wykeagy Avenue, only a few blocks farther out. It was the home of a widow 

whose husband had been a mill manager and who let out two rooms without board in order to be 

able to maintain this home, which was above the average for one of such position in Lycurgus. 

And Mrs. Peyton, having long been a resident of the city and knowing much about the Griffiths, 

recognized not only the name but the resemblance of Clyde to Gilbert. And being intensely 

interested by this, as well as his general appearance, she at once offered him an exceptional room 

for so little as five dollars a week, which he took at once. 

In connection with his work at the factory, however, and in spite of the fact that he had 

made such drastic resolutions in regard to the help who were beneath him, still it was not always 

possible for him to keep his mind on the mere mechanical routine of the work or off of this 

company of girls as girls, since at least a few of them were attractive. For it was summer—late 

June. And over all the factory, especially around two, three and four in the afternoon, when the 

endless repetition of the work seemed to pall on all, a practical indifference not remote from 



languor and in some instances sensuality, seemed to creep over the place. There were so many 

women and girls of so many different types and moods. And here they were so remote from men 

or idle pleasure in any form, all alone with just him, really. Again the air within the place was 

nearly always heavy and physically relaxing, and through the many open windows that reached 

from floor to ceiling could be seen the Mohawk swirling and rippling, its banks carpeted with 

green grass and in places shaded by trees. Always it seemed to hint of pleasures which might be 

found by idling along its shores. And since these workers were employed so mechanically as to 

leave their minds free to roam from one thought of pleasure to another, they were for the most 

part thinking of themselves always and what they would do, assuming that they were not here 

chained to this routine. 

And because their moods were so brisk and passionate, they were often prone to fix on 

the nearest object. And since Clyde was almost always the only male present—and in these days 

in his best clothes—they were inclined to fix on him. They were, indeed, full of all sorts of 

fantastic notions in regard to his private relations with the Griffiths and their like, where he lived 

and how, whom in the way of a girl he might be interested in. And he, in turn, when not too 

constrained by the memory of what Gilbert Griffiths had said to him, was inclined to think of 

them—certain girls in particular—with thoughts that bordered on the sensual. For, in spite of the 

wishes of the Griffiths Company, and the discarded Rita or perhaps because of her, he found 

himself becoming interested in three different girls here. They were of a pagan and pleasure-

loving turn—this trio—and they thought Clyde very handsome. Ruza Nikoforitch—a Russian-

American girl—big and blonde and animal, with swimming brown eyes, a snub fat nose and 

chin, was very much drawn to him. Only, such was the manner with which he carried himself 

always, that she scarcely dared to let herself think so. For to her, with his hair so smoothly 

parted, torsoed in a bright-striped shirt, the sleeves of which in this weather were rolled to the 

elbows, he seemed almost too perfect to be real. She admired his clean, brown polished shoes, 

his brightly buckled black leather belt, and the loose four-in-hand tie he wore. 

Again there was Martha Bordaloue, a stocky, brisk Canadian-French girl of trim, if 

rotund, figure and ankles, hair of a reddish gold and eyes of greenish blue with puffy pink cheeks 

and hands that were plump and yet small. Ignorant and pagan, she saw in Clyde some one whom, 

even for so much as an hour, assuming that he would, she would welcome—and that most 

eagerly. At the same time, being feline and savage, she hated all or any who even so much as 

presumed to attempt to interest him, and despised Ruza for that reason. For as she could see 

Ruza tried to nudge or lean against Clyde whenever he came sufficiently near. At the same time 

she herself sought by every single device known to her—her shirtwaist left open to below the 

borders of her white breast, her outer skirt lifted trimly above her calves when working, her 

plump round arms displayed to the shoulders to show him that physically at least she was worth 

his time. And the sly sighs and languorous looks when he was near, which caused Ruza to 

exclaim one day: "That French cat! He should look at her!" And because of Clyde she had an 

intense desire to strike her. 

And yet again there was the stocky and yet gay Flora Brandt, a decidedly low class 

American type of coarse and yet enticing features, black hair, large, swimming and heavily-

lashed black eyes, a snub nose and full and sensuous and yet pretty lips, and a vigorous and not 

ungraceful body, who, from day to day, once he had been there a little while, had continued to 



look at him as if to say—"What! You don't think I'm attractive?" and with a look which said: 

"How can you continue to ignore me? There are lots of fellows who would be delighted to have 

your chance, I can tell you." 

And, in connection with these three, the thought came to him after a time that since they 

were so different, more common as he thought, less well-guarded and less sharply interested in 

the conventional aspects of their contacts, it might be possible and that without detection on the 

part of any one for him to play with one or another of them—or all three in turn if his interest 

should eventually carry him so far—without being found out, particularly if beforehand he chose 

to impress on them the fact that he was condescending when he noticed them at all. Most 

certainly, if he could judge by their actions, they would willingly reward him by letting him have 

his way with them somewhere, and think nothing of it afterward if he chose to ignore them, as he 

must to keep his position here. Nevertheless, having given his word as he had to Gilbert 

Griffiths, he was still in no mood to break it. These were merely thoughts which from time to 

time were aroused in him by a situation which for him was difficult in the extreme. His was a 

disposition easily and often intensely inflamed by the chemistry of sex and the formula of 

beauty. He could not easily withstand the appeal, let alone the call, of sex. And by the actions 

and approaches of each in turn he was surely tempted at times, especially in these warm and 

languorous summer days, with no place to go and no single intimate to commune with. From 

time to time he could not resist drawing near to these very girls who were most bent on tempting 

him, although in the face of their looks and nudges, not very successfully concealed at times, he 

maintained an aloofness and an assumed indifference which was quite remarkable for him. 

But just about this time there was a rush of orders, which necessitated, as both Whiggam 

and Liggett advised, Clyde taking on a few extra "try-out" girls who were willing to work for the 

very little they could earn at the current piece work rate until they had mastered the technique, 

when of course they would be able to earn more. There were many such who applied at the 

employment branch of the main office on the ground floor. In slack times all applications were 

rejected or the sign hung up "No Help Wanted." 

And since Clyde was relatively new to this work, and thus far had neither hired nor 

discharged any one, it was agreed between Whiggam and Liggett that all the help thus sent up 

should first be examined by Liggett, who was looking for extra stitchers also. And in case any 

were found who promised to be satisfactory as stampers, they were to be turned over to Clyde 

with the suggestion that he try them. Only before bringing any one back to Clyde, Liggett was 

very careful to explain that in connection with this temporary hiring and discharging there was a 

system. One must not ever give a new employee, however well they did, the feeling that they 

were doing anything but moderately well until their capacity had been thoroughly tested. It 

interfered with their proper development as piece workers, the greatest results that could be 

obtained by any one person. Also one might freely take on as many girls as were needed to meet 

any such situation, and then, once the rush was over, as freely drop them—unless, occasionally, a 

very speedy worker was found among the novices. In that case it was always advisable to try to 

retain such a person, either by displacing a less satisfactory person or transferring some one from 

some other department, to make room for new blood and new energy. 



The next day, after this notice of a rush, back came four girls at different times and 

escorted always by Liggett, who in each instance explained to Clyde: "Here's a girl who might do 

for you. Miss Tyndal is her name. You might give her a try-out." Or, "You might see if this girl 

will be of any use to you." And Clyde, after he had questioned them as to where they had 

worked, what the nature of the general working experiences were, and whether they lived at 

home here in Lycurgus or alone (the bachelor girl was not much wanted by the factory) would 

explain the nature of the work and pay, and then call Miss Todd, who in her turn would first take 

them to the rest room where were lockers for their coats, and then to one of the tables where they 

would be shown what the process was. And later it was Miss Todd's and Clyde's business to 

discover how well they were getting on and whether it was worth while to retain them or not. 

Up to this time, apart from the girls to whom he was so definitely drawn, Clyde was not 

so very favorably impressed with the type of girl who was working here. For the most part, as he 

saw them, they were of a heavy and rather unintelligent company, and he had been thinking that 

smarter-looking girls might possibly be secured. Why not? Were there none in Lycurgus in the 

factory world? So many of these had fat hands, broad faces, heavy legs and ankles. Some of 

them even spoke with an accent, being Poles or the children of Poles, living in that slum north of 

the mill. And they were all concerned with catching a "feller," going to some dancing place with 

him afterwards, and little more. Also, Clyde had noticed that the American types who were here 

were of a decidedly different texture, thinner, more nervous and for the most part more angular, 

and with a general reserve due to prejudices, racial, moral and religious, which would not permit 

them to mingle with these others or with any men, apparently. 

But among the extras or try-outs that were brought to him during this and several 

succeeding days, finally came one who interested Clyde more than any girl whom he had seen 

here so far. She was, as he decided on sight, more intelligent and pleasing—more spiritual— 

though apparently not less vigorous, if more gracefully proportioned. As a matter of fact, as he 

saw her at first, she appeared to him to possess a charm which no one else in this room had, a 

certain wistfulness and wonder combined with a kind of self-reliant courage and determination 

which marked her at once as one possessed of will and conviction to a degree. Nevertheless, as 

she said, she was inexperienced in this kind of work, and highly uncertain as to whether she 

would prove of service here or anywhere. 

Her name was Roberta Alden, and, as she at once explained, previous to this she had 

been working in a small hosiery factory in a town called Trippetts Mills fifty miles north of 

Lycurgus. She had on a small brown hat that did not look any too new, and was pulled low over 

a face that was small and regular and pretty and that was haloed by bright, light brown hair. Her 

eyes were of a translucent gray blue. Her little suit was commonplace, and her shoes were not so 

very new-looking and quite solidly-soled. She looked practical and serious and yet so bright and 

clean and willing and possessed of so much hope and vigor that along with Liggett, who had first 

talked with her, he was at once taken with her. Distinctly she was above the average of the girls 

in this room. And he could not help wondering about her as he talked to her, for she seemed so 

tense, a little troubled as to the outcome of this interview, as though this was a very great 

adventure for her. 



She explained that up to this time she had been living with her parents near a town called 

Biltz, but was now living with friends here. She talked so honestly and simply that Clyde was 

very much moved by her, and for this reason wished to help her. At the same time he wondered 

if she were not really above the type of work she was seeking. Her eyes were so round and blue 

and intelligent—her lips and nose and ears and hands so small and pleasing. 

"You're going to live in Lycurgus, then, if you can get work here?" he said, more to be 

talking to her than anything else. 

"Yes," she said, looking at him most directly and frankly. 

"And the name again?" He took down a record pad. 

"Roberta Alden." 

"And your address here?" 

"228 Taylor Street." 

"I don't even know where that is myself," he informed her because he liked talking to her. 

"I haven't been here so very long, you see." He wondered just why afterwards he had chosen to 

tell her as much about himself so swiftly. Then he added: "I don't know whether Mr. Liggett has 

told you all about the work here. But it's piece work, you know, stamping collars. I'll show you if 

you'll just step over here," and he led the way to a near-by table where the stampers were. After 

letting her observe how it was done, and without calling Miss Todd, he picked up one of the 

collars and proceeded to explain all that had been previously explained to him. 

At the same time, because of the intentness with which she observed him and his 

gestures, the seriousness with which she appeared to take all that he said, he felt a little nervous 

and embarrassed. There was something quite searching and penetrating about her glance. After 

he had explained once more what the bundle rate was, and how much some made and how little 

others, and she had agreed that she would like to try, he called Miss Todd, who took her to the 

locker room to hang up her hat and coat. Then presently he saw her returning, a fluff of light hair 

about her forehead, her cheeks slightly flushed, her eyes very intent and serious. And as advised 

by Miss Todd, he saw her turn back her sleeves, revealing a pretty pair of forearms. Then she fell 

to, and by her gestures Clyde guessed that she would prove both speedy and accurate. For she 

seemed most anxious to obtain and keep this place. 

After she had worked a little while, he went to her side and watched her as she picked up 

and stamped the collars piled beside her and threw them to one side. Also the speed and accuracy 

with which she did it. Then, because for a second she turned and looked at him, giving him an 

innocent and yet cheerful and courageous smile, he smiled back, most pleased. 

"Well, I guess you'll make out all right," he ventured to say, since he could not help 

feeling that she would. And instantly, for a second only, she turned and smiled again. And Clyde, 

in spite of himself, was quite thrilled. He liked her on the instant, but because of his own station 



here, of course, as he now decided, as well as his promise to Gilbert, he must be careful about 

being congenial with any of the help in this room—even as charming a girl as this. It would not 

do. He had been guarding himself in connection with the others and must with her too, a thing 

which seemed a little strange to him then, for he was very much drawn to her. She was so pretty 

and cute. Yet she was a working girl, as he remembered now, too—a factory girl, as Gilbert 

would say, and he was her superior. But she was so pretty and cute. 

Instantly he went on to others who had been put on this same day, and finally coming to 

Miss Todd asked her to report pretty soon on how Miss Alden was getting along—that he wanted 

to know. 

But at the same time that he had addressed Roberta, and she had smiled back at him, 

Ruza Nikoforitch, who was working two tables away, nudged the girl working next her, and 

without any one noting it, first winked, then indicated with a slight movement of the head both 

Clyde and Roberta. Her friend was to watch them. And after Clyde had gone away and Roberta 

was working as before, she leaned over and whispered: "He says she'll do already." Then she 

lifted her eyebrows and compressed her lips. And her friend replied, so softly that no one could 

hear her: "Pretty quick, eh? And he didn't seem to see any one else at all before." 

Then the twain smiled most wisely, a choice bit between them. Ruza Nikoforitch was 

jealous. 

  



Chapter 13 

The reasons why a girl of Roberta's type should be seeking employment with Griffiths 

and Company at this time and in this capacity are of some point. For, somewhat after the fashion 

of Clyde in relation to his family and his life, she too considered her life a great disappointment. 

She was the daughter of Titus Alden, a farmer—of near Biltz, a small town in Mimico County, 

some fifty miles north. And from her youth up she had seen little but poverty. Her father—the 

youngest of three sons of Ephraim Alden, a farmer in this region before him—was so 

unsuccessful that at forty-eight he was still living in a house which, though old and much in need 

of repair at the time his father willed it to him, was now bordering upon a state of dilapidation. 

The house itself, while primarily a charming example of that excellent taste which produced 

those delightful gabled homes which embellish the average New England town and street, had 

been by now so reduced for want of paint, shingles, and certain flags which had once made a 

winding walk from a road gate to the front door, that it presented a decidedly melancholy aspect 

to the world, as though it might be coughing and saying: "Well, things are none too satisfactory 

with me." 

The interior of the house corresponded with the exterior. The floor boards and stair 

boards were loose and creaked most eerily at times. Some of the windows had shades—some did 

not. Furniture of both an earlier and a later date, but all in a somewhat decayed condition, 

intermingled and furnished it in some nondescript manner which need hardly be described. 

As for the parents of Roberta, they were excellent examples of that native type of 

Americanism which resists facts and reveres illusion. Titus Alden was one of that vast company 

of individuals who are born, pass through and die out of the world without ever quite getting any 

one thing straight. They appear, blunder, and end in a fog. Like his two brothers, both older and 

almost as nebulous, Titus was a farmer solely because his father had been a farmer. And he was 

here on this farm because it had been willed to him and because it was easier to stay here and try 

to work this than it was to go elsewhere. He was a Republican because his father before him was 

a Republican and because this county was Republican. It never occurred to him to be otherwise. 

And, as in the case of his politics and his religion, he had borrowed all his notions of what was 

right and wrong from those about him. A single, serious, intelligent or rightly informing book 

had never been read by any member of this family—not one. But they were nevertheless 

excellent, as conventions, morals and religions go— honest, upright, God-fearing and 

respectable. 

In so far as the daughter of these parents was concerned, and in the face of natural gifts 

which fitted her for something better than this world from which she derived, she was still, in 

part, at least, a reflection of the religious and moral notions there and then prevailing,—the views 

of the local ministers and the laity in general. At the same time, because of a warm, imaginative, 

sensuous temperament, she was filled—once she reached fifteen and sixteen—with the world-old 

dream of all of Eve's daughters from the homeliest to the fairest—that her beauty or charm might 

some day and ere long smite bewitchingly and so irresistibly the soul of a given man or men. 

So it was that although throughout her infancy and girlhood she was compelled to hear of 

and share a depriving and toilsome poverty, still, because of her innate imagination, she was 



always thinking of something better. Maybe, some day, who knew, a larger city like Albany or 

Utica! A newer and greater life. 

And then what dreams! And in the orchard of a spring day later, between her fourteenth 

and eighteenth years when the early May sun was making pink lamps of every aged tree and the 

ground was pinkly carpeted with the falling and odorous petals, she would stand and breathe and 

sometimes laugh, or even sigh, her arms upreached or thrown wide to life. To be alive! To have 

youth and the world before one. To think of the eyes and the smile of some youth of the region 

who by the merest chance had passed her and looked, and who might never look again, but who, 

nevertheless, in so doing, had stirred her young soul to dreams. 

None the less she was shy, and hence recessive—afraid of men, especially the more 

ordinary types common to this region. And these in turn, repulsed by her shyness and refinement, 

tended to recede from her, for all of her physical charm, which was too delicate for this region. 

Nevertheless, at the age of sixteen, having repaired to Biltz, in order to work in Appleman's Dry 

Goods Store for five dollars a week, she saw many young men who attracted her. But here 

because of her mood in regard to her family's position, as well as the fact that to her 

inexperienced eyes they appeared so much better placed than herself, she was convinced that 

they would not be interested in her. And here again it was her own mood that succeeded in 

alienating them almost completely. Nevertheless she remained working for Mr. Appleman until 

she was between eighteen and nineteen, all the while sensing that she was really doing nothing 

for herself because she was too closely identified with her home and her family, who appeared to 

need her. 

And then about this time, an almost revolutionary thing for this part of the world 

occurred. For because of the cheapness of labor in such an extremely rural section, a small 

hosiery plant was built at Trippetts Mills. And though Roberta, because of the views and 

standards that prevailed hereabout, had somehow conceived of this type of work as beneath her, 

still she was fascinated by the reports of the high wages to be paid. Accordingly she repaired to 

Trippetts Mills, where, boarding at the house of a neighbor who had previously lived in Biltz, 

and returning home every Saturday afternoon, she planned to bring together the means for some 

further form of practical education—a course at a business college at Homer or Lycurgus or 

somewhere which might fit her for something better—bookkeeping or stenography. 

And in connection with this dream and this attempted saving two years went by. And in 

the meanwhile, although she earned more money (eventually twelve dollars a week), still, 

because various members of her family required so many little things and she desired to alleviate 

to a degree the privations of these others from which she suffered, nearly all that she earned went 

to them. 

And again here, as at Biltz, most of the youths of the town who were better suited to her 

intellectually and temperamentally—still looked upon the mere factory type as beneath them in 

many ways. And although Roberta was far from being that type, still having associated herself 

with them she was inclined to absorb some of their psychology in regard to themselves. Indeed 

by then she was fairly well satisfied that no one of these here in whom she was interested would 

be interested in her—at least not with any legitimate intentions. 



And then two things occurred which caused her to think, not only seriously of marriage, 

but of her own future, whether she married or not. For her sister, Agnes, now twenty, and three 

years her junior, having recently reencountered a young schoolmaster who some time before had 

conducted the district school near the Alden farm, and finding him more to her taste now than 

when she had been in school, had decided to marry him. And this meant, as Roberta saw it, that 

she was about to take on the appearance of a spinster unless she married soon. Yet she did not 

quite see what was to be done until the hosiery factory at Trippetts Mills suddenly closed, never 

to reopen. And then, in order to assist her mother, as well as help with her sister's wedding, she 

returned to Biltz. 

But then there came a third thing which decidedly affected her dreams and plans. Grace 

Marr, a girl whom she had met at Trippetts Mills, had gone to Lycurgus and after a few weeks 

there had managed to connect herself with the Finchley Vacuum Cleaner Company at a salary of 

fifteen dollars a week and at once wrote to Roberta telling her of the opportunities that were then 

present in Lycurgus. For in passing the Griffiths Company, which she did daily, she had seen a 

large sign posted over the east employment door reading "Girls Wanted." And inquiry revealed 

the fact that girls at this company were always started at nine or ten dollars, quickly taught some 

one of the various phases of piece work and then, once they were proficient, were frequently able 

to earn as much as from fourteen to sixteen dollars, according to their skill. And since board and 

room were only consuming seven of what she earned, she was delighted to communicate to 

Roberta, whom she liked very much, that she might come and room with her if she wished. 

Roberta, having reached the place where she felt that she could no longer endure farm life 

but must act for herself once more, finally arranged with her mother to leave in order that she 

might help her more directly with her wages. 

But once in Lycurgus and employed by Clyde, her life, after the first flush of self-interest 

which a change so great implied for her, was not so much more enlarged socially or materially 

either, for that matter, over what it had been in Biltz and Trippetts Mills. For, despite the genial 

intimacy of Grace Marr—a girl not nearly as attractive as Roberta, and who, because of 

Roberta's charm and for the most part affected gayety, counted on her to provide a cheer and 

companionship which otherwise she would have lacked—still the world into which she was 

inducted here was scarcely any more liberal or diversified than that from which she sprang. 

For, to begin with, the Newtons, sister and brother-in-law of Grace Marr, with whom she 

lived, and who, despite the fact that they were not unkindly, proved to be, almost more so than 

were the types with whom, either in Biltz or Trippets Mills, she had been in constant contact, the 

most ordinary small town mill workers—religious and narrow to a degree. George Newton, as 

every one could see and feel, was a pleasant if not very emotional or romantic person who took 

his various small plans in regard to himself and his future as of the utmost importance. Primarily 

he was saving what little cash he could out of the wages he earned as threadman in the Cranston 

Wickwire factory to enable him to embark upon some business for which he thought himself 

fitted. And to this end, and to further enhance his meager savings, he had joined with his wife in 

the scheme of taking over an old house in Taylor Street which permitted the renting of enough 

rooms to carry the rent and in addition to supply the food for the family and five boarders, 

counting their labor and worries in the process as nothing. And on the other hand, Grace Marr, as 



well as Newton's wife, Mary, were of that type that here as elsewhere find the bulk of their social 

satisfaction in such small matters as relate to the organization of a small home, the establishing 

of its import and integrity in a petty and highly conventional neighborhood and the 

contemplation of life and conduct through the lens furnished by a purely sectarian creed. 

And so, once part and parcel of this particular household, Roberta found after a time, that 

it, if not Lycurgus, was narrow and restricted—not wholly unlike the various narrow and 

restricted homes at Biltz. And these lines, according to the Newtons and their like, to be strictly 

observed. No good could come of breaking them. If you were a factory employee you should 

accommodate yourself to the world and customs of the better sort of Christian factory 

employees. Every day therefore—and that not so very long after she had arrived—she found 

herself up and making the best of a not very satisfactory breakfast in the Newton dining room, 

which was usually shared by Grace and two other girls of nearly their own age—Opal Feliss and 

Olive Pope—who were connected with the Cranston Wickwire Company. Also by a young 

electrician by the name of Fred Shurlock, who worked for the City Lighting Plant. And 

immediately after breakfast joining a long procession that day after day at this hour made for the 

mills across the river. For just outside her own door she invariably met with a company of 

factory girls and women, boys and men, of the same relative ages, to say nothing of many old 

and weary-looking women who looked more like wraiths than human beings, who had issued 

from the various streets and houses of this vicinity. And as the crowd, because of the general 

inpour into it from various streets, thickened at Central Avenue, there was much ogling of the 

prettier girls by a certain type of factory man, who, not knowing any of them, still sought, as 

Roberta saw it, unlicensed contacts and even worse. Yet there was much giggling and simpering 

on the part of girls of a certain type who were by no means as severe as most of those she had 

known elsewhere. Shocking! 

And at night the same throng, re-forming at the mills, crossing the bridge at the depot and 

returning as it had come. And Roberta, because of her social and moral training and mood, and in 

spite of her decided looks and charm and strong desires, feeling alone and neglected. Oh, how 

sad to see the world so gay and she so lonely. And it was always after six when she reached 

home. And after dinner there was really nothing much of anything to do unless she and Grace 

attended one or another of the moving picture theaters or she could bring herself to consent to 

join the Newtons and Grace at a meeting of the Methodist Church. 

None the less once part and parcel of this household and working for Clyde she was 

delighted with the change. This big city. This fine Central Avenue with its stores and moving 

picture theaters. These great mills. And again this Mr. Griffiths, so young, attractive, smiling and 

interested in her. 

  



Chapter 14 

In the same way Clyde, on encountering her, was greatly stirred. Since the abortive 

contact with Dillard, Rita and Zella, and afterwards the seemingly meaningless invitation to the 

Griffiths with its introduction to and yet only passing glimpse of such personages as Bella, 

Sondra Finchley and Bertine Cranston, he was lonely indeed. That high world! But plainly he 

was not to be allowed to share in it. And yet because of his vain hope in connection with it, he 

had chosen to cut himself off in this way. And to what end? Was he not if anything more lonely 

than ever? Mrs. Peyton! Going to and from his work but merely nodding to people or talking 

casually—or however sociably with one or another of the storekeepers along Central Avenue 

who chose to hail him—or even some of the factory girls here in whom he was not interested or 

with whom he did not dare to develop a friendship. What was that? Just nothing really. And yet 

as an offset to all this, of course, was he not a Griffiths and so entitled to their respect and 

reverence even on this account? What a situation really! What to do! 

And at the same time, this Roberta Alden, once she was placed here in this fashion and 

becoming more familiar with local conditions, as well as the standing of Clyde, his charm, his 

evasive and yet sensible interest in her, was becoming troubled as to her state too. For once part 

and parcel of this local home she had joined she was becoming conscious of various local taboos 

and restrictions which made it seem likely that never at any time here would it be possible to 

express an interest in Clyde or any one above her officially. For there was a local taboo in regard 

to factory girls aspiring toward or allowing themselves to become interested in their official 

superiors. Religious, moral and reserved girls didn't do it. And again, as she soon discovered, the 

line of demarcation and stratification between the rich and the poor in Lycurgus was as sharp as 

though cut by a knife or divided by a high wall. And another taboo in regard to all the foreign 

family girls and men,—ignorant, low, immoral, un-American! One should—above all—have 

nothing to do with them. 

But among these people as she could see—the religious and moral, lower middle-class 

group to which she and all of her intimates belonged—dancing or local adventurous gayety, such 

as walking the streets or going to a moving picture theater—was also taboo. And yet she, herself, 

at this time, was becoming interested in dancing. Worse than this, the various young men and 

girls of the particular church which she and Grace Marr attended at first, were not inclined to see 

Roberta or Grace as equals, since they, for the most part, were members of older and more 

successful families of the town. And so it was that after a very few weeks of attendance of 

church affairs and services, they were about where they had been when they started—

conventional and acceptable, but without the amount of entertainment and diversion which was 

normally reaching those who were of their same church but better placed. 

And so it was that Roberta, after encountering Clyde and sensing the superior world in 

which she imagined he moved, and being so taken with the charm of his personality, was seized 

with the very virus of ambition and unrest that afflicted him. And every day that she went to the 

factory now she could not help but feel that his eyes were upon her in a quiet, seeking and yet 

doubtful way. Yet she also felt that he was too uncertain as to what she would think of any 

overture that he might make in her direction to risk a repulse or any offensive interpretation on 

her part. And yet at times, after the first two weeks of her stay here, she wishing that he would 



speak to her—that he would make some beginning—at other times that he must not dare—that it 

would be dreadful and impossible. The other girls there would see at once. And since they all 

plainly felt that he was too good or too remote for them, they would at once note that he was 

making an exception in her case and would put their own interpretation on it. And she knew the 

type of a girl who worked in the Griffiths stamping room would put but one interpretation on 

it,—that of looseness. 

At the same time in so far as Clyde and his leaning toward her was concerned there was 

that rule laid down by Gilbert. And although, because of it, he had hitherto appeared not to notice 

or to give any more attention to one girl than another, still, once Roberta arrived, he was almost 

unconsciously inclined to drift by her table and pause in her vicinity to see how she was 

progressing. And, as he saw from the first, she was a quick and intelligent worker, soon 

mastering without much advice of any kind all the tricks of the work, and thereafter earning 

about as much as any of the others— fifteen dollars a week. And her manner was always that of 

one who enjoyed it and was happy to have the privilege of working here. And pleased to have 

him pay any little attention to her. 

At the same time he noted to his surprise and especially since to him she seemed so 

refined and different, a certain exuberance and gayety that was not only emotional, but in a 

delicate poetic way, sensual. Also that despite her difference and reserve she was able to make 

friends with and seemed to be able to understand the viewpoint of most of the foreign girls who 

were essentially so different from her. For, listening to her discuss the work here, first with Lena 

Schlict, Hoda Petkanas, Angelina Pitti and some others who soon chose to speak to her, he 

reached the conclusion that she was not nearly so conventional or standoffish as most of the 

other American girls. And yet she did not appear to lose their respect either. 

Thus, one noontime, coming back from the office lunch downstairs a little earlier than 

usual, he found her and several of the foreign-family girls, as well as four of the American girls, 

surrounding Polish Mary, one of the gayest and roughest of the foreign-family girls, who was 

explaining in rather a high key how a certain "feller" whom she had met the night before had 

given her a beaded bag, and for what purpose. 

"I should go with heem to be his sweetheart," she announced with a flourish, the while 

she waved the bag before the interested group. "And I say, I tack heem an' think on heem. Pretty 

nice bag, eh?" she added, holding it aloft and turning it about. "Tell me," she added with 

provoking and yet probably only mock serious eyes and waving the bag toward Roberta, "what 

shall I do with heem? Keep heem an' go with heem to be his sweetheart or give heem back? I like 

heem pretty much, that bag, you bet." 

And although, according to the laws of her upbringing, as Clyde suspected, Roberta 

should have been shocked by all this, she was not, as he noticed—far from it. If one might have 

judged from her face, she was very much amused. 

Instantly she replied with a gay smile: "Well, it all depends on how handsome he is, 

Mary. If he's very attractive, I think I'd string him along for a while, anyhow, and keep the bag as 

long as I could." 



"Oh, but he no wait," declared Mary archly, and with plainly a keen sense of the riskiness 

of the situation, the while she winked at Clyde who had drawn near. "I got to give heem bag or 

be sweetheart to-night, and so swell bag I never can buy myself." She eyed the bag archly and 

roguishly, her own nose crinkling with the humor of the situation. "What I do then?" 

"Gee, this is pretty strong stuff for a little country girl like Miss Alden. She won't like 

this, maybe," thought Clyde to himself. 

However, Roberta, as he now saw, appeared to be equal to the situation, for she 

pretended to be troubled. "Gee, you are in a fix," she commented. "I don't know what you'll do 

now." She opened her eyes wide and pretended to be greatly concerned. However, as Clyde 

could see, she was merely acting, but carrying it off very well. 

And frizzled-haired Dutch Lena now leaned over to say: "I take it and him too, you bet, if 

you don't want him. Where is he? I got no feller now." She reached over as if to take the bag 

from Mary, who as quickly withdrew it. And there were squeals of delight from nearly all the 

girls in the room, who were amused by this eccentric horseplay. Even Roberta laughed loudly, a 

fact which Clyde noted with pleasure, for he liked all this rough humor, considering it mere 

innocent play. 

"Well, maybe you're right, Lena," he heard her add just as the whistle blew and the 

hundreds of sewing machines in the next room began to hum. "A good man isn't to be found 

every day." Her blue eyes were twinkling and her lips, which were most temptingly modeled, 

were parted in a broad smile. There was much banter and more bluff in what she said than 

anything else, as Clyde could see, but he felt that she was not nearly as narrow as he had feared. 

She was human and gay and tolerant and good-natured. There was decidedly a very liberal 

measure of play in her. And in spite of the fact that her clothes were poor, the same little round 

brown hat and blue cloth dress that she had worn on first coming to work here, she was prettier 

than anyone else. And she never needed to paint her lips and cheeks like the foreign girls, whose 

faces at times looked like pink-frosted cakes. And how pretty were her arms and neck—plump 

and gracefully designed! And there was a certain grace and abandon about her as she threw 

herself into her work as though she really enjoyed it. As she worked fast during the hottest 

portions of the day, there would gather on her upper lip and chin and forehead little beads of 

perspiration which she was always pausing in her work to touch with her handkerchief, while to 

him, like jewels, they seemed only to enhance her charm. 

Wonderful days, these, now for Clyde. For once more and here, where he could be near 

her the long day through, he had a girl whom he could study and admire and by degrees proceed 

to crave with all of the desire of which he seemed to be capable—and with which he had craved 

Hortense Briggs—only with more satisfaction, since as he saw it she was simpler, more kindly 

and respectable. And though for quite a while at first Roberta appeared or pretended to be quite 

indifferent to or unconscious of him, still from the very first this was not true. She was only 

troubled as to the appropriate attitude for her. The beauty of his face and hands— the blackness 

and softness of his hair, the darkness and melancholy and lure of his eyes. He was attractive—

oh, very. Beautiful, really, to her. 



And then one day shortly thereafter, Gilbert Griffiths walking through here and stopping 

to talk to Clyde, she was led to imagine by this that Clyde was really much more of a figure 

socially and financially than she had previously thought. For just as Gilbert was approaching, 

Lena Schlict, who was working beside her, leaned over to say: "Here comes Mr. Gilbert 

Griffiths. His father owns this whole factory and when he dies, he'll get it, they say. And he's his 

cousin," she added, nodding toward Clyde. "They look a lot alike, don't they?" 

"Yes, they do," replied Roberta, slyly studying not only Clyde but Gilbert, "only I think 

Mr. Clyde Griffiths is a little nicer looking, don't you?" 

Hoda Petkanas, sitting on the other side of Roberta and overhearing this last remark, 

laughed. "That's what every one here thinks. He's not stuck up like that Mr. Gilbert Griffiths, 

either." 

"Is he rich, too?" inquired Roberta, thinking of Clyde. 

"I don't know. They say not," she pursed her lips dubiously, herself rather interested in 

Clyde along with the others. "He worked down in the shrinking room before he came up here. He 

was just working by the day, I guess. But he only came on here a little while ago to learn the 

business. Maybe he won't work in here much longer." 

Roberta was suddenly troubled by this last remark. She had not been thinking, or so she 

had been trying to tell herself, of Clyde in any romantic way, and yet the thought that he might 

suddenly go at any moment, never to be seen by her any more, disturbed her now. He was so 

youthful, so brisk, so attractive. And so interested in her, too. Yes, that was plain. It was wrong 

to think that he would be interested in her—or to try to attract him by any least gesture of hers, 

since he was so important a person here—far above her. 

For, true to her complex, the moment she heard that Clyde was so highly connected and 

might even have money, she was not so sure that he could have any legitimate interest in her. For 

was she not a poor working girl? And was he not a very rich man's nephew? He would not marry 

her, of course. And what other legitimate thing would he want with her? She must be on her 

guard in regard to him. 

  



Chapter 15 

The thoughts of Clyde at this time in regard to Roberta and his general situation in 

Lycurgus were for the most part confused and disturbing. For had not Gilbert warned him against 

associating with the help here? On the other hand, in so far as his actual daily life was concerned, 

his condition was socially the same as before. Apart from the fact that his move to Mrs. Peyton's 

had taken him into a better street and neighborhood, he was really not so well off as he had been 

at Mrs. Cuppy's. For there at least he had been in touch with those young people who would have 

been diverting enough had he felt that it would have been wise to indulge them. But now, aside 

from a bachelor brother who was as old as Mrs. Peyton herself, and a son thirty—slim and 

reserved, who was connected with one of the Lycurgus banks—he saw no one who could or 

would trouble to entertain him. Like the others with whom he came in contact, they thought him 

possessed of relationships which would make it unnecessary and even a bit presumptuous for 

them to suggest ways and means of entertaining him. 

On the other hand, while Roberta was not of that high world to which he now aspired, 

still there was that about her which enticed him beyond measure. Day after day and because so 

much alone, and furthermore because of so strong a chemic or temperamental pull that was so 

definitely asserting itself, he could no longer keep his eyes off her—or she hers from him. There 

were evasive and yet strained and feverish eye-flashes between them. And after one such in his 

case—a quick and furtive glance on her part at times—by no means intended to be seen by him, 

he found himself weak and then feverish. Her pretty mouth, her lovely big eyes, her radiant and 

yet so often shy and evasive smile. And, oh, she had such pretty arms—such a trim, lithe, 

sentient, quick figure and movements. If he only dared be friendly with her—venture to talk with 

and then see her somewhere afterwards—if she only would and if he only dared. 

Confusion. Aspiration. Hours of burning and yearning. For indeed he was not only 

puzzled but irritated by the anomalous and paradoxical contrasts which his life here presented—

loneliness and wistfulness as against the fact that it was being generally assumed by such as 

knew him that he was rather pleasantly and interestingly employed socially. 

Therefore in order to enjoy himself in some way befitting his present rank, and to keep 

out of the sight of those who were imagining that he was being so much more handsomely 

entertained than he was, he had been more recently, on Saturday afternoons and Sundays, 

making idle sightseeing trips to Gloversville, Fonda, Amsterdam and other places, as well as 

Gray and Crum Lakes, where there were boats, beaches and bathhouses, with bathing suits for 

rent. And there, because he was always thinking that if by chance he should be taken up by the 

Griffiths, he would need as many social accomplishments as possible, and by reason of 

encountering a man who took a fancy to him and who could both swim and dive, he learned to 

do both exceedingly well. But canoeing fascinated him really. He was pleased by the picturesque 

and summery appearance he made in an outing shirt and canvas shoes paddling about Crum Lake 

in one of the bright red or green or blue canoes that were leased by the hour. And at such times 

these summer scenes appeared to possess an airy, fairy quality, especially with a summer cloud 

or two hanging high above in the blue. And so his mind indulged itself in day dreams as to how 

it would feel to be a member of one of the wealthy groups that frequented the more noted resorts 



of the north—Racquette Lake—Schroon Lake—Lake George and Champlain— dance, golf, 

tennis, canoe with those who could afford to go to such places—the rich of Lycurgus. 

But it was about this time that Roberta with her friend Grace found Crum Lake and had 

decided on it, with the approval of Mr. and Mrs. Newton, as one of the best and most reserved of 

all the smaller watering places about here. And so it was that they, too, were already given to 

riding out to the pavilion on a Saturday or Sunday afternoon, and once there following the west 

shore along which ran a well-worn footpath which led to clumps of trees, underneath which they 

sat and looked at the water, for neither could row a boat or swim. Also there were wild flowers 

and berry bushes to be plundered. And from certain marshy spots, to be reached by venturing out 

for a score of feet or more, it was possible to reach and take white lilies with their delicate yellow 

hearts. They were decidedly tempting and on two occasions already the marauders had brought 

Mrs. Newton large armfuls of blooms from the fields and shore line here. 

On the third Sunday afternoon in July, Clyde, as lonely and rebellious as ever, was 

paddling about in a dark blue canoe along the south bank of the lake about a mile and a half from 

the boathouse. His coat and hat were off, and in a seeking and half resentful mood he was 

imagining vain things in regard to the type of life he would really like to lead. At different points 

on the lake in canoes, or their more clumsy companions, the row-boats, were boys and girls, men 

and women. And over the water occasionally would come their laughter or bits of their 

conversation. And in the distance would be other canoes and other dreamers, happily in love, as 

Clyde invariably decided, that being to him the sharpest contrast to his own lorn state. 

At any rate, the sight of any other youth thus romantically engaged with his girl was 

sufficient to set dissonantly jangling the repressed and protesting libido of his nature. And this 

would cause his mind to paint another picture in which, had fortune favored him in the first place 

by birth, he would now be in some canoe on Schroon or Racquette or Champlain Lake with 

Sondra Finchley or some such girl, paddling and looking at the shores of a scene more distingue 

than this. Or might he not be riding or playing tennis, or in the evening dancing or racing from 

place to place in some high-powered car, Sondra by his side? He felt so out of it, so lonely and 

restless and tortured by all that he saw here, for everywhere that he looked he seemed to see love, 

romance, contentment. What to do? Where to go? He could not go on alone like this forever. He 

was too miserable. 

In memory as well as mood his mind went back to the few gay happy days he had 

enjoyed in Kansas City before that dreadful accident— Ratterer, Hegglund, Higby, Tina Kogel, 

Hortense, Ratterer's sister Louise—in short, the gay company of which he was just beginning to 

be a part when that terrible accident had occurred. And next to Dillard, Rita, Zella,—a 

companionship that would have been better than this, certainly. Were the Griffiths never going to 

do any more for him than this? Had he only come here to be sneered at by his cousin, pushed 

aside, or rather completely ignored by all the bright company of which the children of his rich 

uncle were a part? And so plainly, from so many interesting incidents, even now in this dead 

summertime, he could see how privileged and relaxed and apparently decidedly happy were 

those of that circle. Notices in the local papers almost every day as to their coming and going 

here and there, the large and expensive cars of Samuel as well as Gilbert Griffiths parked outside 

the main office entrance on such days as they were in Lycurgus—an occasional group of young 



society figures to be seen before the grill of the Lycurgus Hotel, or before one of the fine homes 

in Wykeagy Avenue, some one having returned to the city for an hour or a night. 

And in the factory itself, whenever either was there—Gilbert or Samuel—in the smartest 

of summer clothes and attended by either Messrs. Smillie, Latch, Gotboy or Burkey, all high 

officials of the company, making a most austere and even regal round of the immense plant and 

consulting with or listening to the reports of the various minor department heads. And yet here 

was he—a full cousin to this same Gilbert, a nephew to this distinguished Samuel—being left to 

drift and pine by himself, and for no other reason than, as he could now clearly see, he was not 

good enough. His father was not as able as this, his great uncle—his mother (might Heaven keep 

her) not as distinguished or as experienced as his cold, superior, indifferent aunt. Might it not be 

best to leave? Had he not made a foolish move, after all, in coming on here? What, if anything, 

did these high relatives ever intend to do for him? 

In loneliness and resentment and disappointment, his mind now wandered from the 

Griffiths and their world, and particularly that beautiful Sondra Finchley, whom he recalled with 

a keen and biting thrill, to Roberta and the world which she as well as he was occupying here. 

For although a poor factory girl, she was still so much more attractive than any of these other 

girls with whom he was every day in contact. 

How unfair and ridiculous for the Griffiths to insist that a man in his position should not 

associate with a girl such as Roberta, for instance, and just because she worked in the mill. He 

might not even make friends with her and bring her to some such lake as this or visit her in her 

little home on account of that. And yet he could not go with others more worthy of him, perhaps, 

for lack of means or contacts. And besides she was so attractive—very—and especially enticing 

to him. He could see her now as she worked with her swift, graceful movements at her machine. 

Her shapely arms and hands, her smooth skin and her bright eyes as she smiled up at him. And 

his thoughts were played over by exactly the same emotions that swept him so regularly at the 

factory. For poor or not—a working girl by misfortune only—he could see how he could be very 

happy with her if only he did not need to marry her. For now his ambitions toward marriage had 

been firmly magnetized by the world to which the Griffiths belonged. And yet his desires were 

most colorfully inflamed by her, if only he might venture to talk to her more—to walk home with 

her some day from the mill—to bring her out here to this lake on a Saturday or Sunday, and row 

about— just to idle and dream with her. 

He rounded a point studded with a clump of trees and bushes and covering a shallow 

where were scores of water lilies afloat, their large leaves resting flat upon the still water of the 

lake. And on the bank to the left was a girl standing and looking at them. She had her hat off and 

one hand to her eyes for she was facing the sun and was looking down in the water. Her lips 

were parted in careless inquiry. She was very pretty, he thought, as he paused in his paddling to 

look at her. The sleeves of a pale blue waist came only to her elbows. And a darker blue skirt of 

flannel reconveyed to him the trimness of her figure. It wasn't Roberta! It couldn't be! Yes, it 

was! 

Almost before he had decided, he was quite beside her, some twenty feet from the shore, 

and was looking up at her, his face lit by the radiance of one who had suddenly, and beyond his 



belief, realized a dream. And as though he were a pleasant apparition suddenly evoked out of 

nothing and nowhere, a poetic effort taking form out of smoke or vibrant energy, she in turn 

stood staring down at him, her lips unable to resist the wavy line of beauty that a happy mood 

always brought to them. 

"My, Miss Alden! It is you, isn't it?" he called. "I was wondering whether it was. I 

couldn't be sure from out there." 

"Why, yes it is," she laughed, puzzled, and again just the least bit abashed by the reality 

of him. For in spite of her obvious pleasure at seeing him again, only thinly repressed for the first 

moment or two, she was on the instant beginning to be troubled by her thoughts in regard to 

him—the difficulties that contact with him seemed to prognosticate. For this meant contact and 

friendship, maybe, and she was no longer in any mood to resist him, whatever people might 

think. And yet here was her friend, Grace Marr. Would she want her to know of Clyde and her 

interest in him? She was troubled. And yet she could not resist smiling and looking at him in a 

frank and welcoming way. She had been thinking of him so much and wishing for him in some 

happy, secure, commendable way. And now here he was. And there could be nothing more 

innocent than his presence here—nor hers. 

"Just out for a walk?" he forced himself to say, although, because of his delight and his 

fear of her really, he felt not a little embarrassed now that she was directly before him. At the 

same time he added, recalling that she had been looking so intently at the water: "You want some 

of these water lilies? Is that what you're looking for?" 

"Uh, huh," she replied, still smiling and looking directly at him, for the sight of his dark 

hair blown by the wind, the pale blue outing shirt he wore open at the neck, his sleeves rolled up 

and the yellow paddle held by him above the handsome blue boat, quite thrilled her. If only she 

could win such a youth for her very own self—just hers and no one else's in the whole world. It 

seemed as though this would be paradise—that if she could have him she would never want 

anything else in all the world. And here at her very feet he sat now in this bright canoe on this 

clear July afternoon in this summery world—so new and pleasing to her. And now he was 

laughing up at her so directly and admiringly. Her girl friend was far in the rear somewhere 

looking for daisies. Could she? Should she? 

"I was seeing if there was any way to get out to any of them," she continued a little 

nervously, a tremor almost revealing itself in her voice. "I haven't seen any before just here on 

this side." 

"I'll get you all you want," he exclaimed briskly and gayly. "You just stay where you are. 

I'll bring them." But then, bethinking him of how much more lovely it would be if she were to 

get in with him, he added: "But see here—why don't you get in here with me? There's plenty of 

room and I can take you anywhere you want to go. There's lots nicer lilies up the lake here a little 

way and on the other side too. I saw hundreds of them over there just beyond that island." 

Roberta looked. And as she did, another canoe paddled by, holding a youth of about 

Clyde's years and a girl no older than herself. She wore a white dress and a pink hat and the 



canoe was green. And far across the water at the point of the very island about which Clyde was 

talking was another canoe—bright yellow with a boy and a girl in that. She was thinking she 

would like to get in without her companion, if possible—with her, if need be. She wanted so 

much to have him all to herself. If she had only come out here alone. For if Grace Marr were 

included, she would know and later talk, maybe, or think, if she heard anything else in regard to 

them ever. And yet if she did not, there was the fear that he might not like her any more—might 

even come to dislike her or give up being interested in her, and that would be dreadful. 

She stood staring and thinking, and Clyde, troubled and pained by her doubt on this 

occasion and his own loneliness and desire for her, suddenly called: "Oh, please don't say no. 

Just get in, won't you? You'll like it. I want you to. Then we can find all the lilies you want. I can 

let you out anywhere you want to get out—in ten minutes if you want to." 

She marked the "I want you to." It soothed and strengthened her. He had no desire to take 

any advantage of her as she could see. 

"But I have my friend with me here," she exclaimed almost sadly and dubiously, for she 

still wanted to go alone—never in her life had she wanted any one less than Grace Marr at this 

moment. Why had she brought her? She wasn't so very pretty and Clyde might not like her, and 

that might spoil the occasion. "Besides," she added almost in the same breath and with many 

thoughts fighting her, "maybe I'd better not. Is it safe?" 

"Oh, yes, maybe you better had," laughed Clyde seeing that she was yielding. "It's 

perfectly safe," he added eagerly. Then maneuvering the canoe next to the bank, which was a 

foot above the water, and laying hold of a root to hold it still, he said: "Of course you won't be in 

any danger. Call your friend then, if you want to, and I'll row the two of you. There's room for 

two and there are lots of water lilies everywhere over there." He nodded toward the east side of 

the lake. 

Roberta could no longer resist and seized an overhanging branch by which to steady 

herself. At the same time she began to call: "Oh, Gray-ace! Gray-ace! Where are you?" for she 

had at last decided that it was best to include her. 

A far-off voice as quickly answered: "Hello-o! What do you want?" 

"Come up here. Come on. I got something I want to tell you." 

"Oh, no, you come on down here. The daisies are just wonderful." 

"No, you come on up here. There's some one here that wants to take us boating." She 

intended to call this loudly, but somehow her voice failed and her friend went on gathering 

flowers. Roberta frowned. She did not know just what to do. "Oh, very well, then," she suddenly 

decided, and straightening up added: "We can row down to where she is, I guess." 



And Clyde, delighted, exclaimed: "Oh, that's just fine. Sure. Do get in. We'll pick these 

here first and then if she hasn't come, I'll paddle down nearer to where she is. Just step square in 

the center and that will balance it." 

He was leaning back and looking up at her and Roberta was looking nervously and yet 

warmly into his eyes. Actually it was as though she were suddenly diffused with joy, enveloped 

in a rosy mist. 

She balanced one foot. "Will it be perfectly safe?" 

"Sure, sure," emphasized Clyde. "I'll hold it safe. Just take hold of that branch there and 

steady yourself by that." He held the boat very still as she stepped. Then, as the canoe careened 

slightly to one side, she dropped to the cushioned seat with a little cry. It was like that of a baby 

to Clyde. 

"It's all right," he reassured her. "Just sit in the center there. It won't tip over. Gee, but this 

is funny. I can't make it out quite. You know just as I was coming around that point I was 

thinking of you—how maybe you might like to come out to a place like this sometime. And now 

here you are and here I am, and it all happened just like that." He waved his hand and snapped 

his fingers. 

And Roberta, fascinated by this confession and yet a little frightened by it, added: "Is that 

so?" She was thinking of her own thoughts in regard to him. 

"Yes, and what's more," added Clyde, "I've been thinking of you all day, really. That's the 

truth. I was wishing I might see you somewhere this morning and bring you out here." 

"Oh, now, Mr. Griffiths. You know you don't mean that," pleaded Roberta, fearful lest 

this sudden contact should take too intimate and sentimental a turn too quickly. She scarcely 

liked that because she was afraid of him and herself, and now she looked at him, trying to appear 

a little cold or at least disinterested, but it was a very weak effort. 

"That's the truth, though, just the same," insisted Clyde. 

"Well, I think it is beautiful myself," admitted Roberta. "I've been out here, too, several 

times now. My friend and I." Clyde was once more delighted. She was smiling now and full of 

wonder. 

"Oh, have you?" he exclaimed, and there was more talk as to why he liked to come out 

and how he had learned to swim here. "And to think I turned in here and there you were on the 

bank, looking at those water lilies. Wasn't that queer? I almost fell out of the boat. I don't think I 

ever saw you look as pretty as you did just now standing there." 

"Oh, now, Mr. Griffiths," again pleaded Roberta cautiously. "You mustn't begin that way. 

I'll be afraid you're a dreadful flatterer. I'll have to think you are if you say anything like that so 

quickly." 



Clyde once more gazed at her weakly, and she smiled because she thought he was more 

handsome than ever. But what would he think, she added to herself, if she were to tell him that 

just before he came around that point she was thinking of him too, and wishing that he were 

there with her, and not Grace. And how they might sit and talk, and hold hands perhaps. He 

might even put his arms around her waist, and she might let him. That would be terrible, as some 

people here would see it, she knew. And it would never do for him to know that—never. That 

would be too intimate—too bold. But just the same it was so. Yet what would these people here 

in Lycurgus think of her and him now if they should see her, letting him paddle her about in this 

canoe! He a factory manager and she an employee in his department. The conclusion! The 

scandal, maybe, even. And yet Grace Marr was along—or soon would be. And she could explain 

to her—surely. He was out rowing and knew her, and why shouldn't he help her get some lilies if 

he wanted to? It was almost unavoidable—this present situation, wasn't it? 

Already Clyde had maneuvered the canoe around so that they were now among the water 

lilies. And as he talked, having laid his paddle aside, he had been reaching over and pulling them 

up, tossing them with their long, wet stems at her feet as she lay reclining in the seat, one hand 

over the side of the canoe in the water, as she had seen other girls holding theirs. And for the 

moment her thoughts were allayed and modified by the beauty of his head and arms and the 

tousled hair that now fell over his eyes. How handsome he was! 

  



Chapter 16 

The outcome of that afternoon was so wonderful for both that for days thereafter neither 

could cease thinking about it or marveling that anything so romantic and charming should have 

brought them together so intimately when both were considering that it was not wise for either to 

know the other any better than employee and superior. 

After a few moments of badinage in the boat in which he had talked about the beauty of 

the lilies and how glad he was to get them for her, they picked up her friend, Grace, and 

eventually returned to the boathouse. 

Once on the land again there developed not a little hesitation on her part as well as his as 

to how farther to proceed, for they were confronted by the problem of returning into Lycurgus 

together. As Roberta saw it, it would not look right and might create talk. And on his part, he 

was thinking of Gilbert and other people he knew. The trouble that might come of it. What 

Gilbert would say if he did hear. And so both he and she, as well as Grace, were dubious on the 

instant about the wisdom of riding back together. Grace's own reputation, as well as the fact that 

she knew Clyde was not interested in her, piqued her. And Roberta, realizing this from her 

manner, said: "What do you think we had better do, excuse ourselves?" 

At once Roberta tried to think just how they could extricate themselves gracefully 

without offending Clyde. Personally she was so enchanted that had she been alone she would 

have preferred to have ridden back with him. But with Grace here and in this cautious mood, 

never. She must think up some excuse. 

And at the same time, Clyde was wondering just how he was to do now—ride in with 

them and brazenly face the possibility of being seen by some one who might carry the news to 

Gilbert Griffiths or evade doing so on some pretext or other. He could think of none, however, 

and was about to turn and accompany them to the car when the young electrician, Shurlock, who 

lived in the Newton household and who had been on the balcony of the pavilion, hailed them. He 

was with a friend who had a small car, and they were ready to return to the city. 

"Well, here's luck," he exclaimed. "How are you, Miss Alden? How do you do, Miss 

Marr? You two don't happen to be going our way, do you? If you are, we can take you in with 

us." 

Not only Roberta but Clyde heard. And at once she was about to say that, since it was a 

little late and she and Grace were scheduled to attend church services with the Newtons, it would 

be more convenient for them to return this way. She was, however, half hoping that Shurlock 

would invite Clyde and that he would accept. But on his doing so, Clyde instantly refused. He 

explained that he had decided to stay out a little while longer. And so Roberta left him with a 

look that conveyed clearly enough the gratitude and delight she felt. They had had such a good 

time. And he in turn, in spite of many qualms as to the wisdom of all this, fell to brooding on 

how sad it was that just he and Roberta might not have remained here for hours longer. And 

immediately after they had gone, he returned to the city alone. 



The next morning he was keener than ever to see Roberta again. And although the 

peculiarly exposed nature of the work at the factory made it impossible for him to demonstrate 

his feelings, still by the swift and admiring and seeking smiles that played over his face and 

blazed in his eyes, she knew that he was as enthusiastic, if not more so, as on the night before. 

And on her part, although she felt that a crisis of some sort was impending, and in spite of the 

necessity of a form of secrecy which she resented, she could not refrain from giving him a warm 

and quite yielding glance in return. The wonder of his being interested in her! The wonder and 

the thrill! 

Clyde decided at once that his attentions were still welcome. Also that he might risk 

saying something to her, supposing that a suitable opportunity offered. And so, after waiting an 

hour and seeing two fellow workers leave from either side of her, he seized the occasion to drift 

near and to pick up one of the collars she had just stamped, saying, as though talking about that: 

"I was awfully sorry to have to leave you last night. I wish we were out there again to-day 

instead of here, just you and me, don't you?" 

Roberta turned, conscious that now was the time to decide whether she would encourage 

or discourage any attention on his part. At the same time she was almost faintingly eager to 

accept his attentions regardless of the problem in connection with them. His eyes! His hair! His 

hands! And then instead of rebuking or chilling him in any way, she only looked, but with eyes 

too weak and melting to mean anything less than yielding and uncertainty. Clyde saw that she 

was hopelessly and helplessly drawn to him, as indeed he was to her. On the instant he was 

resolved to say something more, when he could, as to where they could meet when no one was 

along, for it was plain that she was no more anxious to be observed than he was. He well knew 

more sharply to-day than ever before that he was treading on dangerous ground. 

He began to make mistakes in his calculations, to feel that, with her so near him, he was 

by no means concentrating on the various tasks before him. She was too enticing, too compelling 

in so many ways to him. There was something so warm and gay and welcome about her that he 

felt that if he could persuade her to love him he would be among the most fortunate of men. Yet 

there was that rule, and although on the lake the day before he had been deciding that his 

position here was by no means as satisfactory as it should be, still with Roberta in it, as now it 

seemed she well might be, would it not be much more delightful for him to stay? Could he not, 

for the time being at least, endure the further indifference of the Griffiths? And who knows, 

might they not yet become interested in him as a suitable social figure if only he did nothing to 

offend them? And yet here he was attempting to do exactly the thing he had been forbidden to 

do. What kind of an injunction was this, anyhow, wherewith Gilbert had enjoined him? If he 

could come to some understanding with her, perhaps she would meet him in some clandestine 

way and thus obviate all possibility of criticism. 

It was thus that Clyde, seated at his desk or walking about, was thinking. For now his 

mind, even in the face of his duties, was almost entirely engaged by her, and he could think of 

nothing else. He had decided to suggest that they meet for the first time, if she would, in a small 

park which was just west of the first outlying resort on the Mohawk. But throughout the day, so 

close to each other did the girls work, he had no opportunity to communicate with her. Indeed 

noontime came and he went below to his lunch, returning a little early in the hope of finding her 



sufficiently detached to permit him to whisper that he wished to see her somewhere. But she was 

surrounded by others at the time and so the entire afternoon went by without a single 

opportunity. 

However, as he was going out, he bethought him that if he should chance to meet her 

alone somewhere in the street, he would venture to speak to her. For she wanted him to—that he 

knew, regardless of what she might say at any time. And he must find some way that would 

appear as accidental and hence as innocent to her as to others. But as the whistle blew and she 

left the building she was joined by another girl, and he was left to think of some other way. 

That same evening, however, instead of lingering about the Peyton house or going to a 

moving picture theater, as he so often did now, or walking alone somewhere in order to allay his 

unrest and loneliness, he chose now instead to seek out the home of Roberta on Taylor Street. It 

was not a pleasing house, as he now decided, not nearly so attractive as Mrs. Cuppy's or the 

house in which he now dwelt. It was too old and brown, the neighborhood too nondescript, if 

conservative. But the lights in different rooms glowing at this early hour gave it a friendly and 

genial look. And the few trees in front were pleasant. What was Roberta doing now? Why 

couldn't she have waited for him in the factory? Why couldn't she sense now that he was outside 

and come out? He wished intensely that in some way he could make her feel that he was out 

here, and so cause her to come out. But she didn't. On the contrary, he observed Mr. Shurlock 

issue forth and disappear toward Central Avenue. And, after that, pedestrian after pedestrian 

making their way out of different houses along the street and toward Central, which caused him 

to walk briskly about the block in order to avoid being seen. At the same time he sighed often, 

because it was such a fine night— a full moon rising about nine-thirty and hanging heavy and 

yellow over the chimney tops. He was so lonely. 

But at ten, the moon becoming too bright, and no Roberta appearing, he decided to leave. 

It was not wise to be hanging about here. But the night being so fine he resented the thought of 

his room and instead walked up and down Wykeagy Avenue, looking at the fine houses there—

his uncle Samuel's among them. Now, all their occupants were away at their summer places. The 

houses were dark. And Sondra Finchley and Bertine Cranston and all that company—what were 

they doing on a night like this? Where dancing? Where speeding? Where loving? It was so hard 

to be poor, not to have money and position and to be able to do in life exactly as you wished. 

And the next morning, more eager than usual, he was out of Mrs. Peyton's by six-forty-

five, anxious to find some way of renewing his attentions to Roberta. For there was that crowd of 

factory workers that proceeded north along Central Avenue. And she would be a unit in it, of 

course, at about 7.10. But his trip to the factory was fruitless. For, after swallowing a cup of 

coffee at one of the small restaurants near the post-office and walking the length of Central 

Avenue toward the mill, and pausing at a cigar store to see if Roberta should by any chance 

come along alone, he was rewarded by the sight of her with Grace Marr again. What a wretched, 

crazy world this was, he at once decided, and how difficult it was in this miserable town for 

anyone to meet anyone else alone. Everyone, nearly, knew everyone else. Besides, Roberta knew 

that he was trying to get a chance to talk to her. Why shouldn't she walk alone then? He had 

looked at her enough yesterday. And yet here she was walking with Grace Marr and appeared 

seemingly contented. What was the matter with her anyhow? 



By the time he reached the factory he was very sour. But the sight of Roberta taking her 

place at her bench and tossing him a genial "good morning" with a cheerful smile, caused him to 

feel better and that all was not lost. 

It was three o'clock in the afternoon and a lull due to the afternoon heat, the fag of 

steadily continued work, and the flare of reflected light from the river outside was over all. The 

tap, tap, tap of metal stamps upon scores of collars at once—nearly always slightly audible above 

the hum and whirr of the sewing machines beyond was, if anything, weaker than usual. And 

there was Ruza Nikoforitch, Hoda Petkanas, Martha Bordaloue, Angelina Pitti and Lena Schlict, 

all joining in a song called "Sweethearts" which some one had started. And Roberta, perpetually 

conscious of Clyde's eyes, as well as his mood, was thinking how long it would be before he 

would come around with some word in regard to something. For she wished him to—and 

because of his whispered words of the day before, she was sure that it would not be long, 

because he would not be able to resist it. His eyes the night before had told her that. Yet because 

of the impediments of this situation she knew that he must be having a difficult time thinking of 

any way by which he could say anything to her. And still at certain moments she was glad, for 

there were such moments when she felt she needed the security which the presence of so many 

girls gave her. 

And as she thought of all this, stamping at her desk along with the others, she suddenly 

discovered that a bundle of collars which she had already stamped as sixteens were not of that 

size but smaller. She looked at it quickly and nervously, then decided that there was but one 

thing to do—lay the bundle aside and await comment from one of the foremen, including Clyde, 

or take it directly to him now—really the better way, because it prevented any of the foremen 

seeing it before he did. That was what all the girls did when they made mistakes of any kind. 

And all trained girls were supposed to catch all possible errors of that kind. 

And yet now and in the face of all her very urgent desires she hesitated, for this would 

take her direct to Clyde and give him the opportunity he was seeking. But, more terrifying, it was 

giving her the opportunity she was seeking. She wavered between loyalty to Clyde as a 

superintendent, loyalty to her old conventions as opposed to her new and dominating desire and 

her repressed wish to have Clyde speak to her—then went over with the bundle and laid it on his 

desk. But her hands, as she did so, trembled. Her face was white—her throat taut. At the 

moment, as it chanced, he was almost vainly trying to calculate the scores of the different girls 

from the stubs laid before him, and was having a hard time of it because his mind was not on 

what he was doing. And then he looked up. And there was Roberta bending toward him. His 

nerves became very taut, his throat and lips, dry, for here and now was his opportunity. And, as 

he could see, Roberta was almost suffocating from the strain which her daring and self-deception 

was putting upon her nerves and heart. 

"There's been a distake" (she meant to say mistake) "in regard to this bundle upstairs," 

she began. "I didn't notice it either until I'd stamped nearly all of them. They're fifteen-and-a-half 

and I've stamped nearly all of them sixteen. I'm sorry." 

Clyde noticed, as she said this, that she was trying to smile a little and appear calm, but 

her cheeks were quite blanched and her hands, particularly the one that held the bundle, 



trembled. On the instant he realized that although loyalty and order were bringing her with this 

mistake to him, still there was more than that to it. In a weak, frightened, and yet love-driven 

way, she was courting him, giving him the opportunity he was seeking, wishing him to take 

advantage of it. And he, embarrassed and shaken for the moment by this sudden visitation, was 

still heartened and hardened into a kind of effrontery and gallantry such as he had not felt as yet 

in regard to her. She was seeking him—that was plain. She was interested, and clever enough to 

make the occasion which permitted him to speak. Wonderful! The sweetness of her daring. 

"Oh, that's all right," he said, pretending a courage and a daring in regard to her which he 

did not feel even now. "I'll just send them down to the wash room and then we'll see if we can't 

restamp them. It's not our mistake, really." 

He smiled most warmly and she met his look with a repressed smile of her own, already 

turning and fearing that she had manifested too clearly what had brought her. 

"But don't go," he added quickly. "I want to ask you something. I've been trying to get a 

word with you ever since Sunday. I want you to meet me somewhere, will you? There's a rule 

here that says a head of a department can't have anything to do with a girl who works for him—

outside I mean. But I want you to see me just the same, won't you? You know," and he smiled 

winsomely and coaxingly into her eyes, "I've been just nearly crazy over you ever since you 

came in here and Sunday made it worse. And now I'm not going to let any old rule come 

between me and you, if I can help it. Will you?" 

"Oh, I don't know whether I can do that or not," replied Roberta, who, now that she had 

succeeded in accomplishing what she had wished, was becoming terrorized by her own daring. 

She began looking around nervously and feeling that every eye in the room must be upon her. "I 

live with Mr. and Mrs. Newton, my friend's sister and brother-in-law, you know, and they're very 

strict. It isn't the same as if—" She was going to add "I was home," but Clyde interrupted her. 

"Oh, now please don't say no, will you? Please don't. I want to see you. I don't want to 

cause you any trouble, that's all. Otherwise I'd be glad to come round to your house. You know 

how it is." 

"Oh, no, you mustn't do that," cautioned Roberta. "Not yet anyhow." She was so 

confused that quite unconsciously she was giving Clyde to understand that she was expecting 

him to come around some time later. 

"Well," smiled Clyde, who could see that she was yielding in part. "We could just walk 

out near the end of some street here—that street you live in, if you wish. There are no houses out 

there. Or there's a little park—Mohawk—just west of Dreamland on the Mohawk Street line. It's 

right on the river. You might come out there. I could meet you where the car stops. Will you do 

that?" 

"Oh, I'd be afraid to do that I think—go so far, I mean. I never did anything like that 

before." She looked so innocent and frank as she said this that Clyde was quite carried away by 

the sweetness of her. And to think he was making a clandestine appointment with her. "I'm 



almost afraid to go anywhere here alone, you know. People talk so here, they say, and some one 

would be sure to see me. But—" 

"Yes, but what?" 

"I'm afraid I'm staying too long at your desk here, don't you think?" She actually gasped 

as she said it. And Clyde realizing the openness of it, although there was really nothing very 

unusual about it, now spoke quickly and forcefully. 

"Well, then, how about the end of that street you live in? Couldn't you come down there 

for just a little while to-night—a half hour or so, maybe?" 

"Oh, I couldn't make it to-night, I think—not so soon. I'll have to see first, you know. 

Arrange, that is. But another day." She was so excited and troubled by this great adventure of 

hers that her face, like Clyde's at times, changed from a half smile to a half frown without her 

realizing that it was registering these changes. 

"Well, then, how about Wednesday night at eight-thirty or nine? Couldn't you do that? 

Please, now." 

Roberta considered most sweetly, nervously. Clyde was enormously fascinated by her 

manner at the moment, for she looked around, conscious, or so she seemed, that she was being 

observed and that her stay here for a first visit was very long. 

"I suppose I'd better be going back to my work now," she replied without really 

answering him. 

"Wait a minute," pled Clyde. "We haven't fixed on the time for Wednesday. Aren't you 

going to meet me? Make it nine or eight-thirty, or any time you want to. I'll be there waiting for 

you after eight if you wish. Will you?" 

"All right, then, say eight-thirty or between eight-thirty and nine, if I can. Is that all right? 

I'll come if I can, you know, and if anything does happen I'll tell you the next morning, you see." 

She flushed and then looked around once more, a foolish, flustered look, then hurried back to her 

bench, fairly tingling from head to toe, and looking as guilty as though she had been caught red-

handed in some dreadful crime. And Clyde at his desk was almost choking with excitement. The 

wonder of her agreeing, of his talking to her like that, of her venturing to make a date with him at 

all here in Lycurgus, where he was so well-known! Thrilling! 

For her part, she was thinking how wonderful it would be just to walk and talk with him 

in the moonlight, to feel the pressure of his arm and hear his soft appealing voice. 

  



Chapter 17 

It was quite dark when Roberta stole out on Wednesday night to meet Clyde. But before 

that what qualms and meditations in the face of her willingness and her agreement to do so. For 

not only was it difficult for her to overcome her own mental scruples within, but in addition there 

was all the trouble in connection with the commonplace and religious and narrow atmosphere in 

which she found herself imbedded at the Newtons'. For since coming here she had scarcely gone 

anywhere without Grace Marr. Besides on this occasion—a thing she had forgotten in talking to 

Clyde—she had agreed to go with the Newtons and Grace to the Gideon Baptist Church, where a 

Wednesday prayer meeting was to be followed by a social with games, cake, tea and ice cream. 

In consequence she was troubled severely as to how to manage, until it came back to her 

that a day or two before Mr. Liggett, in noting how rapid and efficient she was, had observed that 

at any time she wanted to learn one phase of the stitching operations going on in the next room, 

he would have her taken in hand by Mrs. Braley, who would teach her. And now that Clyde's 

invitation and this church affair fell on the same night, she decided to say that she had an 

appointment with Mrs. Braley at her home. Only, as she also decided, she would wait until just 

before dinner Wednesday and then say that Mrs. Braley had invited her to come to her house. 

Then she could see Clyde. And by the time the Newtons and Grace returned she could be back. 

Oh, how it would feel to have him talk to her—say again as he did in the boat that he never had 

seen any one look so pretty as she did standing on the bank and looking for water lilies. Many, 

many thoughts—vague, dreadful, colorful, came to her—how and where they might go—be—

do—from now on, if only she could arrange to be friends with him without harm to her or him. If 

need be, she now decided, she could resign from the factory and get a place somewhere else—a 

change which would absolve Clyde from any responsibility in regard to her. 

There was, however, another mental as well as emotional phase in regard to all this and 

that related to her clothes. For since coming to Lycurgus she had learned that the more intelligent 

girls here dressed better than did those about Biltz and Trippetts Mills. At the same time she had 

been sending a fair portion of her money to her mother—sufficient to have equipped her 

exceptionally well, as she now realized, had she retained it. But now that Clyde was swaying her 

so greatly she was troubled about her looks, and on the evening after her conversation with him 

at the mill, she had gone through her small wardrobe, fixing upon a soft blue hat which Clyde 

had not yet seen, together with a checkered blue and white flannel skirt and a pair of white 

canvas shoes purchased the previous summer at Biltz. Her plan was to wait until the Newtons 

and Grace had departed for church and then swiftly dress and leave. 

At eight-thirty, when night had finally fallen, she went east along Taylor to Central 

Avenue, then by a circuitous route made her way west again to the trysting place. And Clyde was 

already there. Against an old wooden fence that enclosed a five-acre cornfield, he was leaning 

and looking back toward the interesting little city, the lights in so many of the homes of which 

were aglow through the trees. The air was laden with spices—the mingled fragrance of many 

grasses and flowers. There was a light wind stirring in the long swords of the corn at his back—

in the leaves of the trees overhead. And there were stars—the big dipper and the little dipper and 

the milky way—sidereal phenomena which his mother had pointed out to him long ago. 



And he was thinking how different was his position here to what it had been in Kansas 

City. There he had been so nervous in regard to Hortense Briggs or any girl, really—afraid 

almost to say a word to any of them. Whereas here, and especially since he had had charge of 

this stamping room, he had seemed to become aware of the fact that he was more attractive than 

he had ever thought he was before. Also that the girls were attracted to him and that he was not 

so much afraid of them. The eyes of Roberta herself showed him this day how much she was 

drawn to him. She was his girl. And when she came, he would put his arms around her and kiss 

her. And she would not be able to resist him. 

He stood listening, dreaming and watching, the rustling corn behind him stirring an old 

recollection in him, when suddenly he saw her coming. She looked trim and brisk and yet 

nervous, and paused at the street end and looked about like a frightened and cautious animal. At 

once Clyde hurried forward toward her and called softly: "Hello. Gee, it's nice to have you meet 

me. Did you have any trouble?" He was thinking how much more pleasing she was than either 

Hortense Briggs or Rita Dickerman, the one so calculating, the other so sensually free and 

indiscriminate. 

"Did I have any trouble? Oh, didn't I though?" And at once she plunged into a full and 

picturesque account, not only of the mistake in regard to the Newtons' church night and her 

engagement with them, but of a determination on the part of Grace Marr not to go to the church 

social without her, and how she had to fib, oh, so terribly, about going over to Mrs. Braley's to 

learn to stitch—a Liggett-Roberta development of which Clyde had heard nothing so far and 

concerning which he was intensely curious, because at once it raised the thought that already 

Liggett might be intending to remove her from under his care. He proceeded to question her 

about that before he would let her go on with her story, an interest which Roberta noticed and 

because of which she was very pleased. 

"But I can't stay very long, you know," she explained briskly and warmly at the first 

opportunity, the while Clyde laid hold of her arm and turned toward the river, which was to the 

north and untenanted this far out. "The Baptist Church socials never last much beyond ten-thirty 

or eleven, and they'll be back soon. So I'll have to manage to be back before they are." 

Then she gave many reasons why it would be unwise for her to be out after ten, reasons 

which annoyed yet convinced Clyde by their wisdom. He had been hoping to keep her out 

longer. But seeing that the time was to be brief, he was all the keener for a closer contact with 

her now, and fell to complimenting her on her pretty hat and cape and how becoming they were. 

At once he tried putting his arm about her waist, but feeling this to be a too swift advance she 

removed his arm, or tried to, saying in the softest and most coaxing voice "Now, now—that's not 

nice, is it? Can't you just hold my arm or let me hold yours?" But he noted, once she persuaded 

him to disengage her waist, she took his arm in a clinging, snuggling embrace and measured her 

stride to his. On the instant he was thinking how natural and unaffected her manner was now that 

the ice between them had been broken. 

And how she went on babbling! She liked Lycurgus, only she thought it was the most 

religious town she had ever been in—worse than Biltz or Trippetts Mills that way. And then she 

had to explain to Clyde what Biltz and Trippetts Mills were like—and her home—a very little, 



for she did not care to talk about that. And then back to the Newtons and Grace Marr and how 

they watched her every move. Clyde was thinking as she talked how different she was from 

Hortense Briggs or Rita, or any other girl he had ever known—so much more simple and 

confiding—not in any way mushy as was Rita, or brash or vain or pretentious, as was Hortense, 

and yet really as pretty and so much sweeter. He could not help thinking if she were smartly 

dressed how sweet she would be. And again he was wondering what she would think of him and 

his attitude toward Hortense in contrast to his attitude toward her now, if she knew. 

"You know," he said at the very first opportunity, "I've been trying to talk to you ever 

since you came to work at the factory but you see how very watchful every one is. They're the 

limit. They told me when I came up there that I mustn't interest myself in any girl working there 

and so I tried not to. But I just couldn't help this, could I?" He squeezed her arm affectionately, 

then stopped suddenly and, disengaging his arm from hers, put both his about her. "You know, 

Roberta, I'm crazy about you. I really am. I think you're the dearest, sweetest thing. Oh, say! Do 

you mind my telling you? Ever since you showed up there, I haven't been able to sleep, nearly. 

You've got such nice eyes and hair. To-night you look just too cute—lovely, I think. Oh, 

Roberta," suddenly he caught her face between his two hands and kissed her, before really she 

could evade him. Then having done this he held her while she resisted him, although it was 

almost impossible for her to do so. Instead she felt as though she wanted to put her arms around 

him or have him hold her tight, and this mood in regard to him and herself puzzled and troubled 

her. It was awful. What would people think—say—if they knew? She was a bad girl, really, and 

yet she wanted to be this way—near him—now as never before. 

"Oh, you mustn't, Mr. Griffiths," she pleaded. "You really mustn't, you know. Please. 

Some one might see us. I think I hear some one coming. Please, now." She looked about quite 

frightened, apparently, while Clyde laughed ecstatically. Life had presented him a delicious 

sweet at last. "You know I never did anything like this before," she went on. "Honest, I didn't. 

Please. It's only because you said—" 

Clyde was pressing her close, not saying anything in reply—his pale face and dark 

hungry eyes held very close to hers. He kissed her again and again despite her protests, her little 

mouth and chin and cheeks seeming too beautiful—too irresistible—then murmured pleadingly, 

for he was too overcome to speak vigorously. 

"Oh, Roberta, dearest, please, please, say that you love me. Please do! I know that you 

do, Roberta. I can tell. Please, tell me now. I'm crazy about you. We have so little time." 

He kissed her again upon the cheek and mouth, and suddenly he felt her relax. She stood 

quite still and unresisting in his arms. He felt a wonder of something—he could not tell what. All 

of a sudden he felt tears upon her face, her head sunk to his shoulder, and then he heard her say: 

"Yes, yes, yes. I do love you. Yes, yes. I do. I do." 

There was a sob—half of misery, half of delight—in her voice and Clyde caught that. He 

was so touched by her honesty and simplicity that tears sprang to his own eyes. "It's all right, 

Roberta. It's all right. Please don't cry. Oh, I think you're so sweet. I do. I do, Roberta." 



He looked up and before him in the east over the low roofs of the city was the thinnest, 

yellowest topmost arc of the rising July moon. It seemed at the moment as though life had given 

him all— all—that he could possibly ask of it. 

  



Chapter 18 

The culmination of this meeting was but the prelude, as both Clyde and Roberta realized, 

to a series of contacts and rejoicings which were to extend over an indefinite period. They had 

found love. They were deliciously happy, whatever the problems attending its present realization 

might be. But the ways and means of continuing with it were a different matter. For not only was 

her connection with the Newtons a bar to any normal procedure in so far as Clyde was 

concerned, but Grace Marr herself offered a distinct and separate problem. Far more than 

Roberta she was chained, not only by the defect of poor looks, but by the narrow teachings and 

domestic training of her early social and religious life. Yet she wanted to be gay and free, too. 

And in Roberta, who, while gay and boastful at times, was still well within the conventions that 

chained Grace, she imagined that she saw one who was not so bound. And so it was that she 

clung to her closely and as Roberta saw it a little wearisomely. She imagined that they could 

exchange ideas and jests and confidences in regard to the love life and their respective dreams 

without injury to each other. And to date this was her one solace in an otherwise gray world. 

But Roberta, even before the arrival of Clyde in her life, did not want to be so clung to. It 

was a bore. And afterwards she developed an inhibition in regard to him where Grace was 

concerned. For she not only knew that Grace would resent this sudden desertion, but also that she 

had no desire to face out within herself the sudden and revolutionary moods which now 

possessed her. Having at once met and loved him, she was afraid to think what, if anything, she 

proposed to permit herself to do in regard to him. Were not such contacts between the classes 

banned here? She knew they were. Hence she did not care to talk about him at all. 

In consequence on Monday evening following the Sunday on the lake when Grace had 

inquired most gayly and familiarly after Clyde, Roberta had as instantly decided not to appear 

nearly as interested in him as Grace might already be imagining. Accordingly, she said little 

other than that he was very pleasant to her and had inquired after Grace, a remark which caused 

the latter to eye her slyly and to wonder if she were really telling what had happened since. "He 

was so very friendly I was beginning to think he was struck on you." 

"Oh, what nonsense!" Roberta replied shrewdly, and a bit alarmed. "Why, he wouldn't 

look at me. Besides, there's a rule of the company that doesn't permit him to, as long as I work 

there." 

This last, more than anything else, served to allay Grace's notions in regard to Clyde and 

Roberta, for she was of that conventional turn of mind which would scarcely permit her to think 

of any one infringing upon a company rule. Nevertheless Roberta was nervous lest Grace should 

be associating her and Clyde in her mind in some clandestine way, and she decided to be doubly 

cautious in regard to Clyde—to feign a distance she did not feel. 

But all this was preliminary to troubles and strains and fears which had nothing to do 

with what had gone before, but took their rise from difficulties which sprang up immediately 

afterwards. For once she had come to this complete emotional understanding with Clyde, she 

saw no way of meeting him except in this very clandestine way and that so very rarely and 

uncertainly that she could not say when there was likely to be another meeting. 



"You see, it's this way," she explained to Clyde when, a few evenings later, she had 

managed to steal out for an hour and they walked from the region at the end of Taylor Street 

down to the Mohawk, where were some open fields and a low bank rising above the pleasant 

river. "The Newtons never go any place much without inviting me. And even if they didn't, 

Grace'd never go unless I went along. It's just because we were together so much in Trippetts 

Mills that she feels that way, as though I were a part of the family. But now it's different, and yet 

I don't see how I am going to get out of it so soon. I don't know where to say I'm going or whom 

I am going with." 

"I know that, honey," he replied softly and sweetly. "That's all true enough. But how is 

that going to help us now? You can't expect me to get along with just looking at you in the 

factory, either, can you?" 

He gazed at her so solemnly and yearningly that she was moved by her sympathy for 

him, and in order to assuage his depression added: "No, I don't want you to do that, dear. You 

know I don't. But what am I to do?" She laid a soft and pleading hand on the back of one of 

Clyde's thin, long and nervous ones. 

"I'll tell you what, though," she went on after a period of reflection, "I have a sister living 

in Homer, New York. That's about thirty-five miles north of here. I might say I was going up 

there some Saturday afternoon or Sunday. She's been writing me to come up, but I hadn't thought 

of it before. But I might go—that is—I might—" 

"Oh, why not do that?" exclaimed Clyde eagerly. "That's fine! A good idea!" 

"Let me see," she added, ignoring his exclamation. "If I remember right you have to go to 

Fonda first, then change cars there. But I could leave here any time on the trolley and there are 

only two trains a day from Fonda, one at two, and one at seven on Saturday. So I might leave 

here any time before two, you see, and then if I didn't make the two o'clock train, it would be all 

right, wouldn't it? I could go on the seven. And you could be over there, or meet me on the way, 

just so no one here saw us. Then I could go on and you could come back. I could arrange that 

with Agnes, I'm sure. I would have to write her." 

"How about all the time between then and now, though?" he queried peevishly. "It's a 

long time till then, you know." 

"Well, I'll have to see what I can think of, but I'm not sure, dear. I'll have to see. And you 

think too. But I ought to be going back now," she added nervously. She at once arose, causing 

Clyde to rise, too, and consult his watch, thereby discovering that it was already near ten. 

"But what about us!" he continued persistently. "Why couldn't you pretend next Sunday 

that you're going to some other church than yours and meet me somewhere instead? Would they 

have to know?" 



At once Clyde noted Roberta's face darken slightly, for here he was encroaching upon 

something that was still too closely identified with her early youth and convictions to permit 

infringement. 

"Hump, uh," she replied quite solemnly. "I wouldn't want to do that. I wouldn't feel right 

about it. And it wouldn't be right, either." 

Immediately Clyde sensed that he was treading on dangerous ground and withdrew the 

suggestion because he did not care to offend or frighten her in any way. "Oh, well. Just as you 

say. I only thought since you don't seem to be able to think of any other way." 

"No, no, dear," she pleaded softly, because she noted that he felt that she might be 

offended. "It's all right, only I wouldn't want to do that. I couldn't." 

Clyde shook his head. A recollection of his own youthful inhibitions caused him to feel 

that perhaps it was not right for him to have suggested it. 

They returned in the direction of Taylor Street without, apart from the proposed trip to 

Fonda, either having hit upon any definite solution. Instead, after kissing her again and again and 

just before letting her go, the best he could suggest was that both were to try and think of some 

way by which they could meet before, if possible. And she, after throwing her arms about his 

neck for a moment, ran east along Taylor Street, her little figure swaying in the moonlight. 

However, apart from another evening meeting which was made possible by Roberta's 

announcing a second engagement with Mrs. Braley, there was no other encounter until the 

following Saturday when Roberta departed for Fonda. And Clyde, having ascertained the exact 

hour, left by the car ahead, and joined Roberta at the first station west. From that point on until 

evening, when she was compelled to take the seven o'clock train, they were unspeakably happy 

together, loitering near the little city comparatively strange to both. 

For outside of Fonda a few miles they came to a pleasure park called Starlight where, in 

addition to a few clap-trap pleasure concessions such as a ring of captive aeroplanes, a Ferris 

wheel, a merry-go-round, an old mill and a dance floor, was a small lake with boats. It was after 

its fashion an idyllic spot with a little band-stand out on an island near the center of the lake and 

on the shore a grave and captive bear in a cage. Since coming to Lycurgus Roberta had not 

ventured to visit any of the rougher resorts near there, which were very much like this, only 

much more strident. On sight of this both exclaimed: "Oh, look!" And Clyde added at once: 

"Let's get off here, will you—shall we? What do you say? We're almost to Fonda anyhow. And 

we can have more fun here." 

At once they climbed down. And having disposed of her bag for the time being, he led 

the way first to the stand of a man who sold frankfurters. Then, since the merry-go-round was in 

full blast, nothing would do but that Roberta should ride with him. And in the gayest of moods, 

they climbed on, and he placed her on a zebra, and then stood close in order that he might keep 

his arm about her, and both try to catch the brass ring. And as commonplace and noisy and gaudy 

as it all was, the fact that at last he had her all to himself unseen, and she him, was sufficient to 



evoke in both a kind of ecstasy which was all out of proportion to the fragile, gimcrack scene. 

Round and round they spun on the noisy, grinding machine, surveying now a few idle pleasure 

seekers who were in boats upon the lake, now some who were flying round in the gaudy green 

and white captive aeroplanes or turning upward and then down in the suspended cages of the 

Ferris wheel. 

Both looked at the woods and sky beyond the lake; the idlers and dancers in the dancing 

pavilion dreaming and thrilling, and then suddenly Clyde asked: "You dance, don't you, 

Roberta?" 

"Why, no, I don't," she replied, a little sadly, for at the very moment she had been looking 

at the happy dancers rather ruefully and thinking how unfortunate it was that she had never been 

allowed to dance. It might not be right or nice, perhaps—her own church said it was not—but 

still, now that they were here and in love like this—these others looked so gay and happy—a 

pretty medley of colors moving round and round in the green and brown frame—it did not seem 

so bad to her. Why shouldn't people dance, anyway? Girls like herself and boys like Clyde? Her 

younger brother and sister, in spite of the views of her parents, were already declaring that when 

the opportunity offered, they were going to learn. 

"Oh, isn't that too bad!" he exclaimed, thinking how delightful it would be to hold 

Roberta in his arms. "We could have such fun now if you could. I could teach you in a few 

minutes if you wanted me to." 

"I don't know about that," she replied quizzically, her eyes showing that his suggestion 

appealed to her. "I'm not so clever that way. And you know dancing isn't considered so very nice 

in my part of the country. And my church doesn't approve of it, either. And I know my parents 

wouldn't like me to." 

"Oh, shucks," replied Clyde foolishly and gayly, "what nonsense, Roberta. Why, 

everybody dances these days or nearly everybody. How can you think there's anything wrong 

with it?" 

"Oh, I know," replied Roberta oddly and quaintly, "maybe they do in your set. I know 

most of those factory girls do, of course. And I suppose where you have money and position, 

everything's right. But with a girl like me, it's different. I don't suppose your parents were as 

strict as mine, either." 

"Oh, weren't they, though?" laughed Clyde who had not failed to catch the "your set"; 

also the "where you have money and position." 

"Well, that's all you know about it," he went on. "They were as strict as yours and stricter, 

I'll bet. But I danced just the same. Why, there's no harm in it, Roberta. Come on, let me teach 

you. It's wonderful, really. Won't you, dearest?" 

He put his arm around her and looked into her eyes and she half relented, quite weakened 

by her desire for him. 



Just then the merry-go-round stopped and without any plan or suggestion they seemed 

instinctively to drift to the side of the pavilion where the dancers—not many but avid—were 

moving briskly around. Fox-trots and one-steps were being supplied by an orchestrelle of 

considerable size. At a turnstile, all the remaining portions of the pavilion being screened in, a 

pretty concessionaire was sitting and taking tickets—ten cents per dance per couple. But the 

color and the music and the motions of the dancers gliding rhythmically here and there quite 

seized upon both Clyde and Roberta. 

The orchestrelle stopped and the dancers were coming out. But no sooner were they out 

than five-cent admission checks were once more sold for the new dance. 

"I don't believe I can," pleaded Roberta, as Clyde led her to the ticket-stile. "I'm afraid 

I'm too awkward, maybe. I never danced, you know." 

"You awkward, Roberta," he exclaimed. "Oh, how crazy. Why, you're as graceful and 

pretty as you can be. You'll see. You'll be a wonderful dancer." 

Already he had paid the coin and they were inside. 

Carried away by a bravado which was three-fourths her conception of him as a member 

of the Lycurgus upper crust and possessor of means and position, he led the way into a corner 

and began at once to illustrate the respective movements. They were not difficult and for a girl of 

Roberta's natural grace and zest, easy. Once the music started and Clyde drew her to him, she fell 

into the positions and steps without effort, and they moved rhythmically and instinctively 

together. It was the delightful sensation of being held by him and guided here and there that so 

appealed to her—the wonderful rhythm of his body coinciding with hers. 

"Oh, you darling," he whispered. "Aren't you the dandy little dancer, though. You've 

caught on already. If you aren't the wonderful kid. I can hardly believe it." 

They went about the floor once more, then a third time, before the music stopped and by 

the time it did, Roberta was lost in a sense of delight such as had never come to her before. To 

think she had been dancing! And it should be so wonderful! And with Clyde! He was so slim, 

graceful—quite the handsomest of any of the young men on the floor, she thought. And he, in 

turn, was now thinking that never had he known any one as sweet as Roberta. She was so gay 

and winsome and yielding. She would not try to work him for anything. And as for Sondra 

Finchley, well, she had ignored him and he might as well dismiss her from his mind—and yet 

even here, and with Roberta, he could not quite forget her. 

At five-thirty when the orchestrelle was silenced for lack of customers and a sign reading 

"Next Concert 7.30" hung up, they were still dancing. After that they went for an ice-cream soda, 

then for something to eat, and by then, so swiftly had sped the time, it was necessary to take the 

very next car for the depot at Fonda. 

As they neared this terminal, both Clyde and Roberta were full of schemes as to how they 

were to arrange for to-morrow. For Roberta would be coming back then and if she could arrange 



to leave her sister's a little early Sunday he could come over from Lycurgus to meet her. They 

could linger around Fonda until eleven at least, when the last train south from Homer was due. 

And pretending she had arrived on that they could then, assuming there was no one whom they 

knew on the Lycurgus car, journey to that city. 

And as arranged so they met. And in the dark outlying streets of that city, walked and 

talked and planned, and Roberta told Clyde something—though not much—of her home life at 

Biltz. 

But the great thing, apart from their love for each other and its immediate expression in 

kisses and embraces, was the how and where of further contacts. They must find some way, only, 

really, as Roberta saw it, she must be the one to find the way, and that soon. For while Clyde was 

obviously very impatient and eager to be with her as much as possible, still he did not appear to 

be very ready with suggestions—available ones. 

But that, as she also saw, was not easy. For the possibility of another visit to her sister in 

Homer or her parents in Biltz was not even to be considered under a month. And apart from them 

what other excuses were there? New friends at the factory—the post-office—the library—the Y. 

W. C. A.—all suggestions of Clyde's at the moment. But these spelled but an hour or two 

together at best, and Clyde was thinking of other week-ends like this. And there were so few 

remaining summer week-ends. 

  



Chapter 19 

The return of Roberta and Clyde, as well as their outing together, was quite unobserved, 

as they thought. On the car from Fonda they recognized no one. And at the Newtons' Grace was 

already in bed. She merely awakened sufficiently to ask a few questions about the trip—and 

those were casual and indifferent. How was Roberta's sister? Had she stayed all day in Homer or 

had she gone to Biltz or Trippetts Mills? (Roberta explained that she had remained at her 

sister's.) She herself must be going up pretty soon to see her parents at Trippetts Mills. Then she 

fell asleep. 

But at dinner the next night the Misses Opal Feliss and Olive Pope, who had been kept 

from the breakfast table by a too late return from Fonda and the very region in which Roberta 

had spent Saturday afternoon, now seated themselves and at once, as Roberta entered, interjected 

a few genial and well-meant but, in so far as Roberta was concerned, decidedly troubling 

observations. 

"Oh, there you are! Look who's back from Starlight Park. Howja like the dancing over 

there, Miss Alden? We saw you, but you didn't see us." And before Roberta had time to think 

what to reply, Miss Feliss had added: "We tried to get your eye, but you couldn't see any one but 

him, I guess. I'll say you dance swell." 

At once Roberta, who had never been on very intimate terms with either of these girls 

and who had neither the effrontery nor the wit to extricate herself from so swift and complete 

and so unexpected an exposure, flushed. She was all but speechless and merely stared, 

bethinking her at once that she had explained to Grace that she was at her sister's all day. And 

opposite sat Grace, looking directly at her, her lips slightly parted as though she would exclaim: 

"Well, of all things! And dancing! A man!" And at the head of the table, George Newton, thin 

and meticulous and curious, his sharp eyes and nose and pointed chin now turned in her 

direction. 

But on the instant, realizing that she must say something, Roberta replied: "Oh, yes, that's 

so. I did go over there for a little while. Some friends of my sister's were coming over and I went 

with them." She was about to add, "We didn't stay very long," but stopped herself. For at that 

moment a certain fighting quality which she had inherited from her mother, and which had 

asserted itself in the case of Grace before this, now came to her rescue. After all, why shouldn't 

she be at Starlight Park if she chose? And what right had the Newtons or Grace or anyone else to 

question her for that matter? She was paying her way. Nevertheless, as she realized, she had been 

caught in a deliberate lie and all because she lived here and was constantly being questioned and 

looked after in regard to her very least move. Miss Pope added curiously, "I don't suppose he's a 

Lycurgus boy. I don't remember ever seeing him around here." 

"No, he isn't from here," returned Roberta shortly and coldly, for by now she was fairly 

quivering with the realization that she had been caught in a falsehood before Grace. Also that 

Grace would resent intensely this social secrecy and desertion of her. At once she felt as though 

she would like to get up from the table and leave and never return. But instead she did her best to 

compose herself, and now gave the two girls with whom she had never been familiar, a steady 



look. At the same time she looked at Grace and Mr. Newton with defiance. If anything more 

were said she proposed to give a fictitious name or two—friends of her brother-in-law in Homer, 

or better yet to refuse to give any information whatsoever. Why should she? 

Nevertheless, as she learned later that evening, she was not to be spared the refusing of it. 

Grace, coming to their room immediately afterward, reproached her with: "I thought you said 

you stayed out at your sister's all the time you were gone?" 

"Well, what if I did say it?" replied Roberta defiantly and even bitterly, but without a 

word in extenuation, for her thought was now that unquestionably Grace was pretending to 

catechize her on moral grounds, whereas in reality the real source of her anger and pique was 

that Roberta was slipping away from and hence neglecting her. 

"Well, you don't have to lie to me in order to go anywhere or see anybody without me in 

the future. I don't want to go with you. And what's more I don't want to know where you go or 

who you go with. But I do wish you wouldn't tell me one thing and then have George and Mary 

find out that it ain't so, and that you're just trying to slip away from me or that I'm lying to them 

in order to protect myself. I don't want you to put me in that position." 

She was very hurt and sad and contentious and Roberta could see for herself that there 

was no way out of this trying situation other than to move. Grace was a leech—a hanger-on. She 

had no life of her own and could contrive none. As long as she was anywhere near her she would 

want to devote herself to her—to share her every thought and mood with her. And yet if she told 

her about Clyde she would be shocked and critical and would unquestionably eventually turn on 

her or even expose her. So she merely replied: "Oh, well, have it that way if you want to. I don't 

care. I don't propose to tell anything unless I choose to." 

And at once Grace conceived the notion that Roberta did not like her any more and would 

have nothing to do with her. She arose immediately and walked out of the room—her head very 

high and her spine very stiff. And Roberta, realizing that she had made an enemy of her, now 

wished that she was out of here. They were all too narrow here anyway. They would never 

understand or tolerate this clandestine relationship with Clyde—so necessary to him apparently, 

as he had explained—so troublesome and even disgraceful to her from one point of view, and yet 

so precious. She did love him, so very, very much. And she must now find some way to protect 

herself and him—move to another room. 

But that in this instance required almost more courage and decision than she could 

muster. The anomalous and unprotected nature of a room where one was not known. The look of 

it. Subsequent explanation to her mother and sister maybe. Yet to remain here after this was all 

but impossible, too, for the attitude of Grace as well as the Newtons—particularly Mrs. Newton, 

Grace's sister— was that of the early Puritans or Friends who had caught a "brother" or "sister" 

in a great sin. She was dancing—and secretly! There was the presence of that young man not 

quite adequately explained by her trip home, to say nothing of her presence at Starlight Park. 

Besides, in Roberta's mind was the thought that under such definite espionage as must now 

follow, to say nothing of the unhappy and dictatorial attitude of Grace, she would have small 

chance to be with Clyde as much as she now most intensely desired. And accordingly, after two 



days of unhappy thought and then a conference with Clyde who was all for her immediate 

independence in a new room where she would not be known or spied upon, she proceeded to 

take an hour or two off; and having fixed upon the southeast section of the city as one most 

likely to be free from contact with either the Newtons or those whom thus far she had 

encountered at the Newtons', she inquired there, and after little more than an hour's search found 

one place which pleased her. This was in an old brick house in Elm Street occupied by an 

upholsterer and his wife and two daughters, one a local milliner and another still in school. The 

room offered was on the ground floor to the right of a small front porch and overlooking the 

street. A door off this same porch gave into a living room which separated this room from the 

other parts of the house and permitted ingress and egress without contact with any other portion 

of the house. And since she was still moved to meet Clyde clandestinely this as she now saw was 

important. 

Besides, as she gathered from her one conversation with Mrs. Gilpin, the mother of this 

family, the character of this home was neither so strict nor inquisitive as that of the Newtons. 

Mrs. Gilpin was large, passive, cleanly, not so very alert and about fifty. She informed Roberta 

that as a rule she didn't care to take boarders or roomers at all, since the family had sufficient 

means to go on. However, since the family scarcely ever used the front room, which was rather 

set off from the remainder of the house, and since her husband did not object, she had made up 

her mind to rent it. And again she preferred some one who worked like Roberta—a girl, not a 

man—and one who would be glad to have her breakfast and dinner along with her family. Since 

she asked no questions as to her family or connections, merely looking at her interestedly and 

seeming to be favorably impressed by her appearance, Roberta gathered that here were no such 

standards as prevailed at the Newtons. 

And yet what qualms in connection with the thought of moving thus. For about this entire 

clandestine procedure there hung, as she saw it, a sense of something untoward and even sinful, 

and then on top of it all, quarreling and then breaking with Grace Marr, her one girl friend here 

thus far, and the Newtons on account of it, when, as she well knew, it was entirely due to Grace 

that she was here at all. Supposing her parents or her sister in Homer should hear about this 

through some one whom Grace knew and think strangely of her going off by herself in Lycurgus 

in this way? Was it right? Was it possible that she could do things like this—and so soon after 

her coming here? She was beginning to feel as though her hitherto impeccable standards were 

crumbling. 

And yet there was Clyde now. Could she give him up? 

After many emotional aches she decided that she could not. And accordingly after paying 

a deposit and arranging to occupy the room within the next few days, she returned to her work 

and after dinner the same evening announced to Mrs. Newton that she was going to move. Her 

premeditated explanation was that recently she had been thinking of having her younger brother 

and sister come and live with her and since one or both were likely to come soon, she thought it 

best to prepare for them. 

And the Newtons, as well as Grace, feeling that this was all due to the new connections 

which Roberta had recently been making and which were tending to alienate her from Grace, 



were now content to see her go. Plainly she was beginning to indulge in a type of adventure of 

which they could not approve. Also it was plain that she was not going to prove as useful to 

Grace as they had at first imagined. Possibly she knew what she was doing. But more likely she 

was being led astray by notions of a good time not consistent with the reserved life led by her at 

Trippetts Mills. 

And Roberta herself, once having made this move and settled herself in this new 

atmosphere (apart from the fact that it gave her much greater freedom in connection with Clyde) 

was dubious as to her present course. Perhaps—perhaps—she had moved hastily and in anger 

and might be sorry. Still she had done it now, and it could not be helped. So she proposed to try 

it for a while. 

To salve her own conscience more than anything else, she at once wrote her mother and 

her sister a very plausible version of why she had been compelled to leave the Newtons. Grace 

had grown too possessive, domineering and selfish. It had become unendurable. However, her 

mother need not worry. She was satisfactorily placed. She had a room to herself and could now 

entertain Tom and Emily or her mother or Agnes, in case they should ever visit her here. And she 

would be able to introduce them to the Gilpins whom she proceeded to describe. 

Nevertheless, her underlying thought in connection with all this, in so far as Clyde and 

his great passion for her was concerned— and hers for him—was that she was indeed trifling 

with fire and perhaps social disgrace into the bargain. For, although consciously at this time she 

was scarcely willing to face the fact that this room—its geometric position in relation to the rest 

of the house— had been of the greatest import to her at the time she first saw it, yet 

subconsciously she knew it well enough. The course she was pursuing was dangerous—that she 

knew. And yet how, as she now so often asked herself at moments when she was confronted by 

some desire which ran counter to her sense of practicability and social morality, was she to do? 

  



Chapter 20 

However, as both Roberta and Clyde soon found, after several weeks in which they met 

here and there, such spots as could be conveniently reached by interurban lines, there were still 

drawbacks and the principal of these related to the attitude of both Roberta and Clyde in regard 

to this room, and what, if any, use of it was to be made by them jointly. For in spite of the fact 

that thus far Clyde had never openly agreed with himself that his intentions in relation to Roberta 

were in any way different to those normally entertained by any youth toward any girl for whom 

he had a conventional social regard, still, now that she had moved into this room, there was that 

ineradicable and possibly censurable, yet very human and almost unescapable, desire for 

something more—the possibility of greater and greater intimacy with and control of Roberta and 

her thoughts and actions in everything so that in the end she would be entirely his. But how his? 

By way of marriage and the ordinary conventional and durable existence which thereafter must 

ordinarily ensue? He had never said so to himself thus far. For in flirting with her or any girl of a 

lesser social position than that of the Griffiths here (Sondra Finchley, Bertine Cranston, for 

instance) he would not—and that largely due to the attitude of his newly-found relatives, their 

very high position in this city—have deemed marriage advisable. And what would they think if 

they should come to know? For socially, as he saw himself now, if not before coming here, he 

was supposed to be above the type of Roberta and should of course profit by that notion. Besides 

there were all those that knew him here, at least to speak to. On the other hand, because of the 

very marked pull that her temperament had for him, he had not been able to say for the time 

being that she was not worthy of him or that he might not be happy in case it were possible or 

advisable for him to marry her. 

And there was another thing now that tended to complicate matters. And that was that fall 

with its chilling winds and frosty nights was drawing near. Already it was near October first and 

most of those out-of-door resorts which, up to the middle of September at least, had provided 

diversion, and that at a fairly safe distance from Lycurgus, were already closed for the season. 

And dancing, except in the halls of the near-by cities and which, because of a mood of hers in 

regard to them, were unacceptable, was also for the time being done away with. As for the 

churches, moving pictures, and restaurants of Lycurgus, how under the circumstances, owing to 

Clyde's position here, could they be seen in them? They could not, as both reasoned between 

them. And so now, while her movements were unrestrained, there was no place to go unless by 

some readjustment of their relations he might be permitted to call on her at the Gilpins'. But that, 

as he knew, she would not think of and, at first, neither had he the courage to suggest it. 

However they were at a street-end one early October night about six weeks after she had 

moved to her new room. The stars were sharp. The air cool. The leaves were beginning to turn. 

Roberta had returned to a three-quarter green-and-cream-striped winter coat that she wore at this 

season of the year. Her hat was brown, trimmed with brown leather and of a design that became 

her. There had been kisses over and over—that same fever that had been dominating them 

continuously since first they met—only more pronounced if anything. 

"It's getting cold, isn't it?" It was Clyde who spoke. And it was eleven o'clock and chill. 

"Yes, I should say it is. I'll soon have to get a heavier coat." 



"I don't see how we are to do from now on, do you? There's no place to go any more 

much, and it won't be very pleasant walking the streets this way every night. You don't suppose 

we could fix it so I could call on you at the Gilpins' once in a while, do you? It isn't the same 

there now as it was at the Newtons'." 

"Oh, I know, but then they use their sitting room every night nearly until ten-thirty or 

eleven. And besides their two girls are in and out all hours up to twelve, anyhow, and they're in 

there often. I don't see how I can. Besides, I thought you said you didn't want to have any one see 

you with me that way, and if you came there I couldn't help introducing you." 

"Oh, but I don't mean just that way," replied Clyde audaciously and yet with the feeling 

that Roberta was much too squeamish and that it was high time she was taking a somewhat more 

liberal attitude toward him if she cared for him as much as she appeared to: "Why wouldn't it be 

all right for me to stop in for a little while? They wouldn't need to know, would they?" He took 

out his watch and discovered with the aid of a match that it was eleven-thirty. He showed the 

time to her. "There wouldn't be anybody there now, would there?" 

She shook her head in opposition. The thought not only terrified but sickened her. Clyde 

was getting very bold to even suggest anything like that. Besides this suggestion embodied in 

itself all the secret fears and compelling moods which hitherto, although actual in herself, she 

was still unwilling to face. There was something sinful, low, dreadful about it. She would not. 

That was one thing sure. At the same time within her was that overmastering urge of repressed 

and feared desire now knocking loudly for recognition. 

"No, no, I can't let you do that. It wouldn't be right. I don't want to. Some one might see 

us. Somebody might know you." For the moment the moral repulsion was so great that 

unconsciously she endeavored to relinquish herself from his embrace. 

Clyde sensed how deep was this sudden revolt. All the more was he flagellated by the 

desire for possession of that which now he half feared to be unobtainable. A dozen seductive 

excuses sprang to his lips. "Oh, who would be likely to see us anyhow, at this time of night? 

There isn't any one around. Why shouldn't we go there for a few moments if we want to? No one 

would be likely to hear us. We needn't talk so loud. There isn't any one on the street, even. Let's 

walk by the house and see if anybody is up." 

Since hitherto she had not permitted him to come within half a block of the house, her 

protest was not only nervous but vigorous. Nevertheless on this occasion Clyde was proving a 

little rebellious and Roberta, standing somewhat in awe of him as her superior, as well as her 

lover, was unable to prevent their walking within a few feet of the house where they stopped. 

Except for a barking dog there was not a sound to be heard anywhere. And in the house no light 

was visible. 

"See, there's no one up," protested Clyde reassuringly. "Why shouldn't we go in for a 

little while if we want to? Who will know? We needn't make any noise. Besides, what is wrong 

with it? Other people do it. It isn't such a terrible thing for a girl to take a fellow to her room if 

she wants to for a little while." 



"Oh, isn't it? Well, maybe not in your set. But I know what's right and I don't think that's 

right and I won't do it." 

At once, as she said this, Roberta's heart gave a pained and weakening throb, for in 

saying so much she had exhibited more individuality and defiance than ever he had seen or that 

she fancied herself capable of in connection with him. It terrified her not a little. Perhaps he 

would not like her so much now if she were going to talk like that. 

His mood darkened immediately. Why did she want to act so? She was too cautious, too 

afraid of anything that spelled a little life or pleasure. Other girls were not like that,—Rita, those 

girls at the factory. She pretended to love him. She did not object to his holding her in his arms 

and kissing her under a tree at the end of the street. But when it came to anything slightly more 

private or intimate, she could not bring herself to agree. What kind of a girl was she, anyhow? 

What was the use of pursuing her? Was this to be another case of Hortense Briggs with all her 

wiles and evasions? Of course Roberta was in no wise like her, but still she was so stubborn. 

Although she could not see his face she knew he was angry and quite for the first time in 

this way. 

"All right, then, if you don't want to, you don't have to," came his words and with 

decidedly a cold ring to them. "There are others places I can go. I notice you never want to do 

anything I want to do, though. I'd like to know how you think we're to do. We can't walk the 

streets every night." His tone was gloomy and foreboding—more contentious and bitter than at 

any time ever between them. And his references to other places shocked and frightened 

Roberta—so much so that instantly almost her own mood changed. Those other girls in his own 

world that no doubt he saw from time to time! Those other girls at the factory who were always 

trying to make eyes at him! She had seen them trying, and often. That Ruza Nikoforitch—as 

coarse as she was, but pretty, too. And that Flora Brandt! And Martha Bordaloue—ugh! To think 

that any one as nice as he should be pursued by such wretches as those. However, because of 

that, she was fearful lest he would think her too difficult—some one without the experience or 

daring to which he, in his superior world, was accustomed, and so turn to one of those. Then she 

would lose him. The thought terrified her. Immediately from one of defiance her attitude 

changed to one of pleading persuasion. 

"Oh, please, Clyde, don't be mad with me now, will you? You know that I would if I 

could. I can't do anything like that here. Can't you see? You know that. Why, they'd be sure to 

find out. And how would you feel if some one were to see us or recognize you?" In a pleading 

way she put one hand on his arm, then about his waist and he could feel that in spite of her sharp 

opposition the moment before, she was very much concerned—painfully so. "Please don't ask me 

to," she added in a begging tone. 

"Well, what did you want to leave the Newtons for then?" he asked sullenly. "I can't see 

where else we can go now if you won't let me come to see you once in a while. We can't go any 

place else." 



The thought gave Roberta pause. Plainly this relationship was not to be held within 

conventional lines. At the same time she did not see how she could possibly comply. It was too 

unconventional—too unmoral—bad. 

"I thought we took it," she said weakly and placatively, "just so that we could go places 

on Saturday and Sunday." 

"But where can we go Saturday and Sunday now? Everything's closed." 

Again Roberta was checked by these unanswerable complexities which beleaguered them 

both and she exclaimed futilely, "Oh, I wish I knew what to do." 

"Oh, it would be easy enough if you wanted to do it, but that's always the way with you, 

you don't want to." 

She stood there, the night wind shaking the drying whispering leaves. Distinctly the 

problem in connection with him that she had been fearing this long while was upon her. Could 

she possibly, with all the right instruction that she had had, now do as he suggested. She was 

pulled and swayed by contending forces within herself, strong and urgent in either case. In the 

one instance, however painful it was to her moral and social mood, she was moved to comply—

in another to reject once and for all, any such, as she saw it, bold and unnatural suggestion. 

Nevertheless, in spite of the latter and because of her compelling affection she could not do other 

than deal tenderly and pleadingly with him. 

"I can't, Clyde, I can't. I would if I could but I can't. It wouldn't be right. I would if I 

could make myself, but I can't." She looked up into his face, a pale oval in the dark, trying to see 

if he would not see, sympathize, be moved in her favor. However, irritated by this plainly 

definite refusal, he was not now to be moved. All this, as he saw it, smacked of that long series 

of defeats which had accompanied his attentions to Hortense Briggs. He was not going to stand 

for anything now like that, you bet. If this was the way she was going to act, well let her act so—

but not with him. He could get plenty of girls now—lots of them—who would treat him better 

than this. 

At once, and with an irritated shrug of the shoulders, as she now saw, he turned and 

started to leave her, saying as he did so, "Oh, that's all right, if that's the way you feel about it." 

And Roberta dumfounded and terrified, stood there. 

"Please don't, go, Clyde. Please don't leave me," she exclaimed suddenly and pathetically, 

her defiance and courage undergoing a deep and sad change. "I don't want you to. I love you so, 

Clyde. I would if I could. You know that." 

"Oh, yes, I know, but you needn't tell me that" (it was his experience with Hortense and 

Rita that was prompting him to this attitude). With a twist he released his body from her arm and 

started walking briskly down the street in the dark. 



And Roberta, stricken by this sudden development which was so painful to both, called, 

"Clyde!" And then ran after him a little way, eager that he should pause and let her plead with 

him more. But he did not return. Instead he went briskly on. And for the moment it was all she 

could do to keep from following him and by sheer force, if need be, restrain him. Her Clyde! 

And she started running in his direction a little, but as suddenly stopped, checked for the moment 

by the begging, pleading, compromising attitude in which she, for the first time, found herself. 

For on the one hand all her conventional training was now urging her to stand firm—not to 

belittle herself in this way—whereas on the other, all her desires for love, understanding, 

companionship, urged her to run after him before it was too late, and he was gone. His beautiful 

face, his beautiful hands. His eyes. And still the receding echo of his feet. And yet so binding 

were the conventions which had been urged upon her up to this time that, though suffering 

horribly, a balance between the two forces was struck, and she paused, feeling that she could 

neither go forward nor stand still— understand or endure this sudden rift in their wonderful 

friendship. 

Pain constricted her heart and whitened her lips. She stood there numb and silent—unable 

to voice anything, even the name Clyde which persistently arose as a call in her throat. Instead 

she was merely thinking, "Oh, Clyde, please don't go, Clyde. Oh, please don't go." And he was 

already out of hearing, walking briskly and grimly on, the click and echo of his receding steps 

falling less and less clearly on her suffering ears. 

It was the first flashing, blinding, bleeding stab of love for her. 

  



Chapter 21 

The state of Roberta's mind for that night is not easily to be described. For here was true 

and poignant love, and in youth true and poignant love is difficult to withstand. Besides it was 

coupled with the most stirring and grandiose illusions in regard to Clyde's local material and 

social condition—illusions which had little to do with anything he had done to build up, but were 

based rather on conjecture and gossip over which he had no control. And her own home, as well 

as her personal situation was so unfortunate— no promise of any kind save in his direction. And 

here she was quarreling with him—sending him away angry. On the other hand was he not 

beginning to push too ardently toward those troublesome and no doubt dreadful liberties and 

familiarities which her morally trained conscience would not permit her to look upon as right? 

How was she to do now? What to say? 

Now it was that she said to herself in the dark of her room, after having slowly and 

thoughtfully undressed and noiselessly crept into the large, old-fashioned bed. "No, I won't do 

that. I mustn't. I can't. I will be a bad girl if I do. I should not do that for him even though he does 

want me to, and should threaten to leave me forever in case I refuse. He should be ashamed to 

ask me." And at the very same moment, or the next, she would be asking herself what else under 

the circumstances they were to do. For most certainly Clyde was at least partially correct in his 

contention that they had scarcely anywhere else they could go and not be recognized. How unfair 

was that rule of the company. And no doubt apart from that rule, the Griffiths would think it 

beneath him to be troubling with her, as would no doubt the Newtons and the Gilpins for that 

matter, if they should hear and know who he was. And if this information came to their 

knowledge it would injure him and her. And she would not do anything that would injure him—

never. 

One thing that occurred to her at this point was that she should get a place somewhere 

else so that this problem should be solved— a problem which at the moment seemed to have 

little to do with the more immediate and intimate one of desiring to enter her room. But that 

would mean that she would not see him any more all day long— only at night. And then not 

every night by any means. And that caused her to lay aside this thought of seeking another place. 

At the same time as she now meditated the dawn would come to-morrow and there would 

be Clyde at the factory. And supposing that he should not speak to her nor she to him. 

Impossible! Ridiculous! Terrible! The mere thought brought her to a sitting posture in bed, 

where distractedly a vision of Clyde looking indifferently and coldly upon her came to her. 

On the instant she was on her feet and had turned on the one incandescent globe which 

dangled from the center of the room. She went to the mirror hanging above the old walnut 

dresser in the corner and stared at herself. Already she imagined she could see dark rings under 

her eyes. She felt numb and cold and now shook her head in a helpless and distracted way. He 

couldn't be that mean. He couldn't be that cruel to her now—could he? Oh, if he but knew how 

difficult—how impossible was the thing he was asking of her! Oh, if the day would only come so 

that she could see his face again! Oh, if it were only another night so that she could take his 

hands in hers—his arm—feel his arms about her. 



"Clyde, Clyde," she exclaimed half aloud, "you wouldn't do that to me, would you—you 

couldn't." 

She crossed to an old, faded and somewhat decrepit overstuffed chair which stood in the 

center of the room beside a small table whereon lay some nondescript books and magazines—the 

Saturday Evening Post, Munsey's, the Popular Science Monthly, Bebe's Garden Seeds, and to 

escape most distracting and searing thoughts, sat down, her chin in her hands, her elbows planted 

on her knees. But the painful thoughts continuing and a sense of chill overtaking her, she took a 

comforter off the bed and folded it about her, then opened the seed catalogue—only to throw it 

down. 

"No, no, no, he couldn't do that to me, he wouldn't." She must not let him. Why, he had 

told her over and over that he was crazy about her—madly in love with her. They had been to all 

these wonderful places together. 

And now, without any real consciousness of her movements, she was moving from the 

chair to the edge of the bed, sitting with elbows on knees and chin in hands; or she was before 

the mirror or peering restlessly out into the dark to see if there were any trace of day. And at six, 

and six-thirty when the light was just breaking and it was nearing time to dress, she was still 

up—in the chair, on the edge of the bed, in the corner before the mirror. 

But she had reached but one definite conclusion and that was that in some way she must 

arrange not to have Clyde leave her. That must not be. There must be something that she could 

say or do that would cause him to love her still—even if, even if—well, even if she must let him 

stop in here or somewhere from time to time—some other room in some other rooming house 

maybe, where she could arrange in some way beforehand—say that he was her brother or 

something. 

But the mood that dominated Clyde was of a different nature. To have understood it 

correctly, the full measure and obstinacy and sullen contentiousness that had suddenly generated, 

one would have had to return to Kansas City and the period in which he had been so futilely 

dancing attendance upon Hortense Briggs. Also his having been compelled to give up Rita,—yet 

to no end. For, although the present conditions and situation were different, and he had no moral 

authority wherewith to charge Roberta with any such unfair treatment as Hortense had meted out 

to him, still there was this other fact that girls—all of them—were obviously stubborn and self-

preservative, always setting themselves apart from and even above the average man and so 

wishing to compel him to do a lot of things for them without their wishing to do anything in 

return. And had not Ratterer always told him that in so far as girls were concerned he was more 

or less of a fool—too easy—too eager to show his hand and let them know that he was struck on 

them. Whereas, as Ratterer had explained, Clyde possessed the looks—the "goods"—and why 

should he always be trailing after girls unless they wanted him very much. And this thought and 

compliment had impressed him very much at that time. Only because of the fiascos in connection 

with Hortense and Rita he was more earnest now. Yet here he was again in danger of repeating 

or bringing upon himself what had befallen him in the case of Hortense and Rita. 



At the same time he was not without the self-incriminating thought that in seeking this, 

most distinctly he was driving toward a relationship which was not legitimate and that would 

prove dangerous in the future. For, as he now darkly and vaguely thought, if he sought a 

relationship which her prejudices and her training would not permit her to look upon as anything 

but evil, was he not thereby establishing in some form a claim on her part to some consideration 

from him in the future which it might not be so easy for him to ignore? For after all he was the 

aggressor—not she. And because of this, and whatever might follow in connection with it, might 

not she be in a position to demand more from him than he might be willing to give? For was it 

his intention to marry her? In the back of his mind there lurked something which even now 

assured him that he would never desire to marry her—could not in the face of his high family 

connections here. Therefore should he proceed to demand—or should he not? And if he did, 

could he avoid that which would preclude any claim in the future? 

He did not thus so distinctly voice his inmost feelings to himself, but relatively of such 

was their nature. Yet so great was the temperamental and physical enticement of Roberta that in 

spite of a warning nudge or mood that seemed to hint that it was dangerous for him to persist in 

his demand, he kept saying to himself that unless she would permit him to her room, he would 

not have anything more to do with her, the desire for her being all but overpowering. 

This contest which every primary union between the sexes, whether with or without 

marriage implies, was fought out the next day in the factory. And yet without a word on either 

side. For Clyde, although he considered himself to be deeply in love with Roberta, was still not 

so deeply involved but that a naturally selfish and ambitious and seeking disposition would in 

this instance stand its ground and master any impulse. And he was determined to take the attitude 

of one who had been injured and was determined not to be friends any more or yield in any way 

unless some concession on her part, such as would appease him, was made. 

And in consequence he came into the stamping department that morning with the face 

and air of one who was vastly preoccupied with matters which had little, if anything, to do with 

what had occurred the night before. Yet, being far from certain that this attitude on his part was 

likely to lead to anything but defeat, he was inwardly depressed and awry. For, after all, the sight 

of Roberta, freshly arrived, and although pale and distrait, as charming and energetic as ever, 

was not calculated to assure him of any immediate or even ultimate victory. And knowing her as 

well as he thought he did, by now, he was but weakly sustained by the thought that she might 

yield. 

He looked at her repeatedly when she was not looking. And when in turn she looked at 

him repeatedly, but only at first when he was not looking, later when she felt satisfied that his 

eyes, whether directly bent on her or not, must be encompassing her, still no trace of recognition 

could she extract. And now to her bitter disappointment, not only did he choose to ignore her, but 

quite for the first time since they had been so interested in each other, he professed to pay, if not 

exactly conspicuous at least noticeable and intentional attention to those other girls who were 

always so interested in him and who always, as she had been constantly imagining, were but 

waiting for any slight overture on his part, to yield themselves to him in any way that he might 

dictate. 



Now he was looking over the shoulder of Ruza Nikoforitch, her plump face with its snub 

nose and weak chin turned engagingly toward him, and he commenting on something not 

particularly connected with the work in hand apparently, for both were idly smiling. Again, in a 

little while, he was by the side of Martha Bordaloue, her plump French shoulders and arms bare 

to the pits next to his. And for all her fleshy solidity and decidedly foreign flavor, there was still 

enough about her which most men would like. And with her Clyde was attempting to jest, too. 

And later it was Flora Brandt, the very sensuous and not unpleasing American girl whom 

Roberta had seen Clyde cultivating from time to time. Yet, even so, she had never been willing 

to believe that he might become interested in any of these. Not Clyde, surely. 

And yet he could not see her at all now—could not find time to say a single word, 

although all these pleasant words and gay looks for all these others. Oh, how bitter! Oh, how 

cruel! And how utterly she despised those other girls with their oglings and their open attempts 

to take him from her. Oh, how terrible. Surely he must be very opposed to her now—otherwise 

he could not do this, and especially after all that had been between them—the love—the kisses. 

The hours dragged for both, and with as much poignance for Clyde as for Roberta. For 

his was a feverish, urgent disposition where his dreams were concerned, and could ill brook the 

delay or disappointments that are the chief and outstanding characteristics of the ambitions of 

men, whatever their nature. He was tortured hourly by the thought that he was to lose Roberta or 

that to win her back he would have to succumb to her wishes. 

And on her part she was torn, not so much by the question as to whether she would have 

to yield in this matter (for by now that was almost the least of her worries), but whether, once so 

yielding, Clyde would be satisfied with just some form of guarded social contact in the room—or 

not. And so continue on the strength of that to be friends with her. For more than this she would 

not grant—never. And yet—this suspense. The misery of his indifference. She could scarcely 

endure it from minute to minute, let alone from hour to hour, and finally in an agony of 

dissatisfaction with herself at having brought all this on herself, she retired to the rest room at 

about three in the afternoon and there with the aid of a piece of paper found on the floor and a 

small bit of pencil which she had, she composed a brief note: 

"Please, Clyde, don't be mad at me, will you? Please don't. Please look at me and speak to 

me, won't you? I'm so sorry about last night, really I am—terribly. And I must see you to-night at 

the end of Elm Street at 8:30 if you can, will you? I have something to tell you. Please do come. 

And please do look at me and tell me you will, even though you are angry. You won't be sorry. I 

love you so. You know I do. 

 

"Your sorrowful, 

 

"ROBERTA." 

And in the spirit of one who is in agonized search for an opiate, she folded up the paper 

and returning to the room, drew close to Clyde's desk. He was before it at the time, bent over 

some slips. And quickly as she passed she dropped the paper between his hands. He looked up 



instantly, his dark eyes still hard at the moment with the mingled pain and unrest and 

dissatisfaction and determination that had been upon him all day, and noting Roberta's retreating 

figure as well as the note, he at once relaxed, a wave of puzzled satisfaction as well as delight 

instantly filled him. He opened it and read. And as instantly his body was suffused with a warm 

and yet very weakening ray. 

And Roberta in turn, having reached her table and paused to note if by any chance any 

one had observed her, now looked cautiously about, a strained and nervous look in her eyes. But 

seeing Clyde looking directly at her, his eyes filled with a conquering and yet yielding light and a 

smile upon his lips, and his head nodding a happy assent, she as suddenly experienced a dizzying 

sensation, as though her hitherto constricted blood, detained by a constricted heart and 

constricted nerves, were as suddenly set free. And all the dry marshes and cracked and parched 

banks of her soul—the dry rivulets and streams and lakes of misery that seemed to dot her 

being—were as instantly flooded with this rich upwelling force of life and love. 

He would meet her. They would meet to-night. He would put his arms around her and 

kiss her as before. She would be able to look in his eyes. They would not quarrel any more—oh, 

never if she could help it. 

  



Chapter 22 

The wonder and, delight of a new and more intimate form of contact, of protest gainsaid, 

of scruples overcome! Days, when both, having struggled in vain against the greater intimacy 

which each knew that the other was desirous of yielding to, and eventually so yielding, looked 

forward to the approaching night with an eagerness which was as a fever embodying a fear. For 

with what qualms—what protests on the part of Roberta; what determination, yet not without a 

sense of evil—seduction—betrayal, on the part of Clyde. Yet the thing once done, a wild 

convulsive pleasure motivating both. Yet, not without, before all this, an exaction on the part of 

Roberta to the effect that never—come what might (the natural consequences of so wild an 

intimacy strong in her thoughts) would he desert her, since without his aid she would be helpless. 

Yet, with no direct statement as to marriage. And he, so completely overcome and swayed by his 

desire, thoughtlessly protesting that he never would— never. She might depend on that, at least, 

although even then there was no thought in his mind of marriage. He would not do that. Yet 

nights and nights—all scruples for the time being abandoned, and however much by day Roberta 

might brood and condemn herself—when each yielded to the other completely. And dreamed 

thereafter, recklessly and wildly, of the joy of it—wishing from day to day for the time being that 

the long day might end—that the concealing, rewarding feverish night were at hand. 

And Clyde feeling, and not unlike Roberta, who was firmly and even painfully convinced 

of it, that this was sin—deadly, mortal—since both his mother and father had so often 

emphasized that—the seducer—adulterer—who preys outside the sacred precincts of marriage. 

And Roberta, peering nervously into the blank future, wondering what—how, in any case, by 

any chance, Clyde should change, or fail her. Yet the night returning, her mood once more 

veering, and she as well as he hurrying to meet somewhere—only later, in the silence of the 

middle night, to slip into this unlighted room which was proving so much more of a Paradise 

than either might ever know again—so wild and unrecapturable is the fever of youth. 

And—at times—and despite all his other doubts and fears, Clyde, because of this sudden 

abandonment by Roberta of herself to his desires, feeling for the first time, really, in all his 

feverish years, that at last he was a man of the world—one who was truly beginning to know 

women. And so taking to himself an air or manner that said as plainly as might have any 

words—"Behold I am no longer the inexperienced, neglected simpleton of but a few weeks ago, 

but an individual of import now—some one who knows something about life. What have any of 

these strutting young men, and gay, coaxing, flirting girls all about me, that I have not? And if I 

chose—were less loyal than I am—what might I not do?" And this was proving to him that the 

notion which Hortense Briggs, to say nothing of the more recent fiasco in connection with Rita 

had tended to build up in his mind, i.e.,—that he was either unsuccessful or ill-fated where girls 

were concerned was false. He was after all and despite various failures and inhibitions a youth of 

the Don Juan or Lothario stripe. 

And if now Roberta was obviously willing to sacrifice herself for him in this fashion, 

must there not be others? 

And this, in spite of the present indifference of the Griffiths, caused him to walk with 

even more of an air than had hitherto characterized him. Even though neither they nor any of 



those connected with them recognized him, still he looked at himself in his mirror from time to 

time with an assurance and admiration which before this he had never possessed. For now 

Roberta, feeling that her future was really dependent on his will and whim, had set herself to 

flatter him almost constantly, to be as obliging and convenient to him as possible. Indeed, 

according to her notion of the proper order of life, she was now his and his only, as much as any 

wife is ever to a husband, to do with as he wished. 

And for a time therefore, Clyde forgot his rather neglected state here and was content to 

devote himself to her without thinking much of the future. The one thing that did trouble him at 

times was the thought that possibly, in connection with the original fear she had expressed to 

him, something might go wrong, which, considering her exclusive devotion to him, might prove 

embarrassing. At the same time he did not trouble to speculate too deeply as to that. He had 

Roberta now. These relations, in so far as either of them could see, or guess, were a dark secret. 

The pleasures of this left-handed honeymoon were at full tide. And the remaining brisk and often 

sunshiny and warm November and first December days passed—as in a dream, really—an 

ecstatic paradise of sorts in the very center of a humdrum conventional and petty and underpaid 

work-a-day world. 

In the meantime the Griffiths had been away from the city since the middle of June and 

ever since their departure Clyde had been meditating upon them and all they represented in his 

life and that of the city. Their great house closed and silent, except for gardeners and an 

occasional chauffeur or servant visible as he walked from time to time past the place, was the 

same as a shrine to him, nearly—the symbol of that height to which by some turn of fate he 

might still hope to attain. For he had never quite been able to expel from his mind the thought 

that his future must in some way be identified with the grandeur that was here laid out before 

him. 

Yet so far as the movements of the Griffiths family and their social peers outside 

Lycurgus were concerned, he knew little other than that which from time to time he had read in 

the society columns of the two local papers which almost obsequiously pictured the comings and 

goings of all those who were connected with the more important families of the city. At times, 

after reading these accounts he had pictured to himself, even when he was off somewhere with 

Roberta at some unheralded resort, Gilbert Griffiths racing in his big car, Bella, Bertine and 

Sandra dancing, canoeing in the moonlight, playing tennis, riding at some of the smart resorts 

where they were reported to be. The thing had had a bite and ache for him that was almost 

unendurable and had lit up for him at times and with overwhelming clarity this connection of his 

with Roberta. For after all, who was she? A factory girl! The daughter of parents who lived and 

worked on a farm and one who was compelled to work for her own living. Whereas he—he—if 

fortune would but favor him a little—! Was this to be the end of all his dreams in connection 

with his perspective superior life here? 

So it was that at moments and in his darker moods, and especially after she had 

abandoned herself to him, his thoughts ran. She was not of his station, really—at least not of that 

of the Griffiths to which still he most eagerly aspired. Yet at the same time, whatever the mood 

generated by such items as he read in The Star, he would still return to Roberta, picturing her, 

since the other mood which had drawn him to her had by no means palled as yet, as delightful, 



precious, exceedingly worthwhile from the point of view of beauty, pleasure, sweetness—the 

attributes and charms which best identify any object of delight. 

But the Griffiths and their friends having returned to the city, and Lycurgus once more 

taken on that brisk, industrial and social mood which invariably characterized it for at least seven 

months in the year, he was again, and even more vigorously than before, intrigued by it. The 

beauty of the various houses along Wykeagy Avenue and its immediate tributaries! The unusual 

and intriguing sense of movement and life there so much in evidence. Oh, if he were but of it! 

  



Chapter 23 

And then, one November evening as Clyde was walking along Wykeagy Avenue, just 

west of Central, a portion of the locally celebrated avenue which, ever since he had moved to 

Mrs. Peyton's he was accustomed to traverse to and from his work, one thing did occur which in 

so far as he and the Griffiths were concerned was destined to bring about a chain of events which 

none of them could possibly have foreseen. At the time there was in his heart and mind that 

singing which is the inheritance of youth and ambition and which the dying of the old year, 

instead of depressing, seemed but to emphasize. He had a good position. He was respected here. 

Over and above his room and board he had not less than fifteen dollars a week to spend on 

himself and Roberta, an income which, while it did not parallel that which had been derived from 

the Green-Davidson or the Union League, was still not so involved with family miseries in the 

one place or personal loneliness in the other. And he had Roberta secretly devoted to him. And 

the Griffiths, thank goodness, did not and should not know anything of that, though just how in 

case of a difficulty it was to be avoided, he was not even troubling to think. His was a disposition 

which did not tend to load itself with more than the most immediate cares. 

And although the Griffiths and their friends had not chosen to recognize him socially, 

still more and more all others who were not connected with local society and who knew of him, 

did. Only this very day, because the spring before he had been made a room-chief, perhaps, and 

Samuel Griffiths had recently paused and talked with him, no less an important personage than 

Mr. Rudolph Smillie, one of the several active vice-presidents, had asked him most cordially and 

casually whether he played golf, and if so, when spring came again, whether he might not be 

interested to join the Amoskeag, one of the two really important golf clubs within a half dozen 

miles of the city. Now, what could that mean, if not that Mr. Smillie was beginning to see him as 

a social possibility, and that he as well as many others about the factory, were becoming aware 

of him as some one who was of some importance to the Griffiths, if not the factory. 

This thought, together with one other—that once more after dinner he was to see Roberta 

and in her room as early as eleven o'clock or even earlier—cheered him and caused him to step 

along most briskly and gayly. For, since having indulged in this secret adventure so many times, 

both were unconsciously becoming bolder. Not having been detected to date, they were of the 

notion that it was possible they might not be. Or if they were Clyde might be introduced as her 

brother or cousin for the moment, anyhow, in order to avoid immediate scandal. Later, to avoid 

danger of comment or subsequent detection, as both had agreed after some discussion, Roberta 

might have to move to some other place where the same routine was to be repeated. But that 

would be easy, or at least better than no freedom of contact. And with that Roberta had been 

compelled to agree. 

However, on this occasion there came a contact and an interruption which set his 

thoughts careening in an entirely different direction. Reaching the first of the more important 

houses of Wykeagy Avenue, although he had not the slightest idea who lived there, he was 

gazing interestedly at the high wrought-iron fence, as well as the kempt lawn within, dimly 

illuminated by street lamps, and upon the surface of which he could detect many heaps of freshly 

fallen brown leaves being shaken and rolled by a winnowing and gamboling wind. It was all so 

starkly severe, placid, reserved, beautiful, as he saw it, that he was quite stirred by the dignity 



and richness of it. And as he neared the central gate, above which two lights were burning, 

making a circle of light about it, a closed car of great size and solidity stopped directly in front of 

it. And the chauffeur stepping down and opening the door, Clyde instantly recognized Sondra 

Finchley leaning forward in the car. 

"Go around to the side entrance, David, and tell Miriam that I can't wait for her because 

I'm going over to the Trumbulls for dinner, but that I'll be back by nine. If she's not there, leave 

this note and hurry, will you?" The voice and manner were of that imperious and yet pleasing 

mode which had so intrigued him the spring before. 

At the same time seeing, as she thought, Gilbert Griffiths approaching along the 

sidewalk, she called, "Oh, hello. Walking to-night? If you want to wait a minute, you can ride 

out with me. I've just sent David in with a note. He won't be long." 

Now Sondra Finchley, despite the fact that she was interested in Bella and the Griffiths' 

wealth and prestige in general was by no means as well pleased with Gilbert. He had been 

indifferent to her in the beginning when she had tried to cultivate him and he had remained so. 

He had wounded her pride. And to her, who was overflowing with vanity and self-conceit, this 

was the last offense, and she could not forgive him. She could not and would not brook the 

slightest trace of ego in another, and most especially the vain, cold, self-centered person of 

Bella's brother. He had too fine an opinion of himself, as she saw it, was one who was too 

bursting with vanity to be of service to anyone. "Hmp! That stick." It was so that she invariably 

thought of him. "Who does he think he is anyhow? He certainly does think he's a lot around here. 

You'd think he was a Rockefeller or a Morgan. And for my part I can't see where he's a bit 

interesting—any more. I like Bella. I think she's lovely. But that smarty. I guess he would like to 

have a girl wait on him. Well, not for me." Such in the main were the comments made by Sondra 

upon such reported acts and words of Gilbert as were brought to her by others. 

And for his part, Gilbert, hearing of the gyrations, airs, and aspirations of Sondra from 

Bella from time to time, was accustomed to remark: "What, that little snip! Who does she think 

she is anyhow? If ever there was a conceited little nut!..." 

However, so tightly were the social lines of Lycurgus drawn, so few the truly eligibles, 

that it was almost necessary and compulsory upon those "in" to make the best of such others as 

were "in." And so it was that she now greeted Gilbert as she thought. And as she moved over 

slightly from the door to make room for him, Clyde almost petrified by this unexpected 

recognition, and quite shaken out of his pose and self-contemplation, not being sure whether he 

had heard aright, now approached, his manner the epitome almost of a self-ingratiating and 

somewhat affectionate and wistful dog of high breeding and fine temperament. 

"Oh, good evening," he exclaimed, removing his cap and bowing. "How are you?" while 

his mind was registering that this truly was the beautiful, the exquisite Sondra whom months 

before he had met at his uncle's, and concerning whose social activities during the preceding 

summer he had been reading in the papers. And now here she was as lovely as ever, seated in 

this beautiful car and addressing him, apparently. However, Sondra on the instant realizing that 



she had made a mistake and that it was not Gilbert, was quite embarrassed and uncertain for the 

moment just how to extricate herself from a situation which was a bit ticklish, to say the least. 

"Oh, pardon me, you're Mr. Clyde Griffiths, I see now. It's my mistake. I thought you 

were Gilbert. I couldn't quite make you out in the light." She had for the moment an embarrassed 

and fidgety and halting manner, which Clyde noticed and which he saw implied that she had 

made a mistake that was not entirely flattering to him nor satisfactory to her. And this in turn 

caused him to become confused and anxious to retire. 

"Oh, pardon me. But that's all right. I didn't mean to intrude. I thought..." He flushed and 

stepped back really troubled. 

But now Sondra, seeing at once that Clyde was if anything much more attractive than his 

cousin and far more diffident, and obviously greatly impressed by her charms as well as her 

social state, unbent sufficiently to say with a charming smile: "But that's all right. Won't you get 

in, please, and let me take you where you are going. Oh, I wish you would. I will be so glad to 

take you." 

For there was that in Clyde's manner the instant he learned that it was due to a mistake 

that he had been recognized which caused even her to understand that he was hurt, abashed and 

disappointed. His eyes took on a hurt look and there was a wavering, apologetic, sorrowful smile 

playing about his lips. 

"Why, yes, of course," he said jerkily, "that is, if you want me to. I understand how it 

was. That's all right. But you needn't mind, if you don't wish to. I thought..." He had half turned 

to go, but was so drawn by her that he could scarcely tear himself away before she repeated: 

"Oh, do come, get in, Mr. Griffiths. I'll be so glad if you will. It won t take David a moment to 

take you wherever you are going, I'm sure. And I am sorry about the other, really I am. I didn't 

mean, you know, that just because you weren't Gilbert Griffiths—" 

He paused and in a bewildered manner stepped forward and entering the car, slipped into 

the seat beside her. And she, interested by his personality, at once began to look at him, feeling 

glad that it was he now instead of Gilbert. In order the better to see and again reveal her 

devastating charms, as she saw them, to Clyde, she now switched on the roof light. And the 

chauffeur returning, she asked Clyde where he wished to go—an address which he gave 

reluctantly enough, since it was so different from the street in which she resided. As the car sped 

on, he was animated by a feverish desire to make some use of this brief occasion which might 

cause her to think favorably of him—perhaps, who knows—lead to some faint desire on her part 

to contact him again at some time or other. He was so truly eager to be of her world. 

"It's certainly nice of you to take me up this way," he now turned to her and observed, 

smiling. "I didn't think it was my cousin you meant or I wouldn't have come up as I did." 

"Oh, that's all right. Don't mention it," replied Sondra archly with a kind of sticky 

sweetness in her voice. Her original impression of him as she now felt, had been by no means so 

vivid. "It's my mistake, not yours. But I'm glad I made it now, anyhow," she added most 



definitely and with an engaging smile. "I think I'd rather pick you up than I would Gil, anyhow. 

We don't get along any too well, he and I. We quarrel a lot whenever we do meet anywhere." She 

smiled, having completely recovered from her momentary embarrassment, and now leaned back 

after the best princess fashion, her glance examining Clyde's very regular features with interest. 

He had such soft smiling eyes she thought. And after all, as she now reasoned, he was Bella's and 

Gilbert's cousin, and looked prosperous. 

"Well, that's too bad," he said stiffly, and with a very awkward and weak attempt at being 

self-confident and even high-spirited in her presence. 

"Oh, it doesn't amount to anything, really. We just quarrel, that's all, once in a while." 

She saw that he was nervous and bashful and decidedly unresourceful in her presence and 

it pleased her to think that she could thus befuddle and embarrass him so much. "Are you still 

working for your uncle?" 

"Oh, yes," replied Clyde quickly, as though it would make an enormous difference to her 

if he were not. "I have charge of a department over there now." 

"Oh, really, I didn't know. I haven't seen you at all, since that one time, you know. You 

don't get time to go about much, I suppose." She looked at him wisely, as much as to say, "Your 

relatives aren't so very much interested in you," but really liking him now, she said instead, "You 

have been in the city all summer, I suppose?" 

"Oh, yes," replied Clyde quite simply and winningly. "I have to be, you know. It's the 

work that keeps me here. But I've seen your name in the papers often, and read about your riding 

and tennis contests and I saw you in that flower parade last June, too. I certainly thought you 

looked beautiful, like an angel almost." 

There was an admiring, pleading light in his eyes which now quite charmed her. What a 

pleasing young man—so different to Gilbert. And to think he should be so plainly and hopelessly 

smitten, and when she could take no more than a passing interest in him. It made her feel sorry, a 

little, and hence kindly toward him. Besides what would Gilbert think if only he knew that his 

cousin was so completely reduced by her—how angry he would be—he, who so plainly thought 

her a snip? It would serve him just right if Clyde were taken up by some one and made more of 

than he (Gilbert) ever could hope to be. The thought had a most pleasing tang for her. 

However, at this point, unfortunately, the car turned in before Mrs. Peyton's door and 

stopped. The adventure for Clyde and for her was seemingly over. 

"That's awfully nice of you to say that. I won't forget that." She smiled archly as, the 

chauffeur opening the door, Clyde stepped down, his own nerves taut because of the grandeur 

and import of this encounter. "So this is where you live. Do you expect to be in Lycurgus all 

winter?" 



"Oh, yes. I'm quite sure of it. I hope to be anyhow," he added, quite yearningly, his eyes 

expressing his meaning completely. 

"Well, perhaps, then I'll see you again somewhere, some time. I hope so, anyhow." 

She nodded and gave him her fingers and the most fetching and wreathy of smiles, and 

he, eager to the point of folly, added: "Oh, so do I." 

"Good night! Good night!" she called as the car sprang away, and Clyde, looking after it, 

wondered if he would ever see her again so closely and intimately as here. To think that he 

should have met her again in this way! And she had proved so very different from that first time 

when, as he distinctly recalled, she took no interest in him at all. 

He turned hopefully and a little wistfully toward his own door. 

And Sondra...why was it, she pondered, as the motor car sped on its way, that the 

Griffiths were apparently not much interested in him? 

  



Chapter 24 

The effect of this so casual contact was really disrupting in more senses than one. For 

now in spite of his comfort in and satisfaction with Roberta, once more and in this positive and 

to him entrancing way, was posed the whole question of his social possibilities here. And that 

strangely enough by the one girl of this upper level who had most materialized and magnified for 

him the meaning of that upper level itself. The beautiful Sondra Finchley! Her lovely face, smart 

clothes, gay and superior demeanor! If only at the time he had first encountered her he had 

managed to interest her. Or could now. 

The fact that his relations with Roberta were what they were now was not of sufficient 

import or weight to offset the temperamental or imaginative pull of such a girl as Sondra and all 

that she represented. Just to think the Wimblinger Finchley Electric Sweeper Company was one 

of the largest manufacturing concerns here. Its tall walls and stacks made a part of the striking 

sky line across the Mohawk. And the Finchley residence in Wykeagy Avenue, near that of the 

Griffiths, was one of the most impressive among that distinguished row of houses which had 

come with the latest and most discriminating architectural taste here—Italian Renaissance— 

cream hued marble and Dutchess County sandstone combined. And the Finchleys were among 

the most discussed of families here. 

Ah, to know this perfect girl more intimately! To be looked upon by her with favor,—

made, by reason of that favor, a part of that fine world to which she belonged. Was he not a 

Griffiths—as good looking as Gilbert Griffiths any day? And as attractive if he only had as much 

money—or a part of it even. To be able to dress in the Gilbert Griffiths' fashion; to ride around in 

one of the handsome cars he sported! Then, you bet, a girl like this would be delighted to notice 

him,—mayhap, who knows, even fall in love with him. Analschar and the tray of glasses. But 

now, as he gloomily thought, he could only hope, hope, hope. 

The devil! He would not go around to Roberta's this evening. He would trump up some 

excuse—tell her in the morning that he had been called upon by his uncle or cousin to do some 

work. He could not and would not go, feeling as he did just now. 

So much for the effect of wealth, beauty, the peculiar social state to which he most 

aspired, on a temperament that was as fluid and unstable as water. 

On the other hand, later, thinking over her contact with Clyde, Sondra was definitely 

taken with what may only be described as his charm for her, all the more definite in this case 

since it represented a direct opposite to all that his cousin offered by way of offense. His clothes 

and his manner, as well as a remark he had dropped, to the effect that he was connected with the 

company in some official capacity, seemed to indicate that he might be better placed than she 

had imagined. Yet she also recalled that although she had been about with Bella all summer and 

had encountered Gilbert, Myra and their parents from time to time, there had never been a word 

about Clyde. Indeed all the information she had gathered concerning him was that originally 

furnished by Mrs. Griffiths, who had said that he was a poor nephew whom her husband had 

brought on from the west in order to help in some way. Yet now, as she viewed Clyde on this 

occasion, he did not seem so utterly unimportant or poverty-stricken by any means—quite 



interesting and rather smart and very attractive, and obviously anxious to be taken seriously by a 

girl like herself, as she could see. And this coming from Gilbert's cousin—a Griffiths—was 

flattering. 

Arriving at the Trumbull's, a family which centered about one Douglas Trumbull, a 

prosperous lawyer and widower and speculator of this region, who, by reason of his children as 

well as his own good manners and legal subtlety, had managed to ingratiate himself into the best 

circles of Lycurgus society, she suddenly confided to Jill Trumbull, the elder of the lawyer's two 

daughters: "You know I had a funny experience to-day." And she proceeded to relate all that had 

occurred in detail. Afterward at dinner, Jill having appeared to find it most fascinating, she again 

repeated it to Gertrude and Tracy, the younger daughter and only son of the Trumbull family. 

"Oh, yes," observed Tracy Trumbull, a law student in his father's office, "I've seen that 

fellow, I bet, three or four times on Central Avenue. He looks a lot like Gil, doesn't he? Only not 

so swagger. I've nodded to him two or three times this summer because I thought he was Gil for 

the moment." 

"Oh, I've seen him, too," commented Gertrude Trumbull. "He wears a cap and a belted 

coat like Gilbert Griffiths, sometimes, doesn't he? Arabella Stark pointed him out to me once and 

then Jill and I saw him passing Stark's once on a Saturday afternoon. He is better looking than 

Gil, any day, I think." 

This confirmed Sondra in her own thoughts in regard to Clyde and now she added: 

"Bertine Cranston and I met him one evening last spring at the Griffiths'. We thought he was too 

bashful, then. But I wish you could see him now—he's positively handsome, with the softest 

eyes and the nicest smile." 

"Oh, now, Sondra," commented Jill Trumbull, who, apart from Bertine and Bella, was as 

close to Sondra as any girl here, having been one of her classmates at the Snedeker School, "I 

know some one who would be jealous if he could hear you say that." 

"And wouldn't Gil Griffiths like to hear that his cousin's better looking than he is?" 

chimed in Tracy Trumbull. "Oh, say—" 

"Oh, he," sniffed Sondra irritably. "He thinks he's so much. I'll bet anything it's because 

of him that the Griffiths won't have anything to do with their cousin. I'm sure of it, now that I 

think of it. Bella would, of course, because I heard her say last spring that she thought he was 

good-looking. And Myra wouldn't do anything to hurt anybody. What a lark if some of us were 

to take him up some time and begin inviting him here and there—once in a while, you know—

just for fun, to see how he would do. And how the Griffiths would take it. I know well enough it 

would be all right with Mr. Griffiths and Myra and Bella, but Gil I'll bet would be as peeved as 

anything. I couldn't do it myself very well, because I'm so close to Bella, but I know who could 

and they couldn't say a thing." She paused, thinking of Bertine Cranston and how she disliked 

Gil and Mrs. Griffiths. "I wonder if he dances or rides or plays tennis or anything like that?" She 

stopped and meditated amusedly, the while the others studied her. And Jill Trumbull, a restless, 



eager girl like herself, without so much of her looks or flair, however, observed: "It would be a 

prank, wouldn't it? Do you suppose the Griffiths really would dislike it very much?" 

"What's the difference if they did?" went on Sondra. "They couldn't do anything more 

than ignore him, could they? And who would care about that, I'd like to know. Not the people 

who invited him." 

"Go on, you fellows, stir up a local scrap, will you?" put in Tracy Trumbull. "I'll bet 

anything that's what comes of it in the end. Gil Griffiths won't like it, you can gamble on that. I 

wouldn't if I were in his position. If you want to stir up a lot of feeling here, go to it, but I'll lay a 

bet that's what it comes to." 

Now Sondra Finchley's nature was of just such a turn that a thought of this kind was most 

appealing to her. However, as interesting as the idea was to her at the time, nothing definite 

might have come of it, had it not been that subsequent to this conversation and several others 

held with Bertine Cranston, Jill Trumbull, Patricia Anthony, and Arabella Stark, the news of this 

adventure, together with some comments as to himself, finally came to the ears of Gilbert 

Griffiths, yet only via Constance Wynant to whom, as local gossips would have it, he was 

prospectively engaged. And Constance, hoping that Gilbert would marry her eventually, was 

herself irritated by the report that Sondra had chosen to interest herself in Clyde, and then, for no 

sane reason, as she saw it, proclaim that he was more attractive than Gilbert. So, as much to 

relieve herself as to lay some plan of avenging herself upon Sondra, if possible, she conveyed the 

whole matter in turn to Gilbert, who at once proceeded to make various cutting references to 

Clyde and Sondra. And these carried back to Sondra, along with certain embellishments by 

Constance, had the desired effect. It served to awaken in her the keenest desire for retaliation. 

For if she chose she certainly could be nice to Clyde, and have others be nice to him, too. And 

that would mean perhaps that Gilbert would find himself faced by a social rival of sorts—his 

own cousin, too, who, even though he was poor, might come to be liked better. What a lark! At 

the very same time there came to her a way by which she might most easily introduce Clyde, and 

yet without seeming so to do, and without any great harm to herself, if it did not terminate as she 

wished. 

For in Lycurgus among the younger members of those smarter families whose children 

had been to the Snedeker School, existed a rather illusory and casual dinner and dance club 

called the "Now and Then." It had no definite organization, officers or abode. Any one, who, 

because of class and social connections was eligible and chose to belong, could call a meeting of 

other members to give a dinner or dance or tea in their homes. 

And how simple, thought Sondra in browsing around for a suitable vehicle by which to 

introduce Clyde, if some one other than herself who belonged could be induced to get up 

something and then at her suggestion invite Clyde. How easy, say, for Jill Trumbull to give a 

dinner and dance to the "Now and Thens," to which Clyde might be invited. And by this ruse she 

would thus be able to see him again and find out just how much he did interest her and what he 

was like. 



Accordingly a small dinner for this club and its friends was announced for the first 

Thursday in December, Jill Trumbull to be the hostess. To it were to be invited Sondra and her 

brother, Stuart, Tracy and Gertrude Trumbull, Arabella Stark, Bertine and her brother, and some 

others from Utica and Gloversville as well. And Clyde. But in order to safeguard Clyde against 

any chance of failure or even invidious comment of any kind, not only she but Bertine and Jill 

and Gertrude were to be attentive to and considerate of him. They were to see that his dance 

program was complete and that neither at dinner nor on the dance floor was he to be left to 

himself, but was to be passed on most artfully from one to the other until evening should be over. 

For, by reason of that, others might come to be interested in him, which would not only take the 

thorn from the thought that Sondra alone, of all the better people of Lycurgus, had been friendly 

to him, but would sharpen the point of this development for Gilbert, if not for Bella and the other 

members of the Griffiths family. 

And in accordance with this plan, so it was done. 

And so it was that Clyde, returning from the factory one early December evening about 

two weeks after his encounter with Sondra, was surprised by the sight of a cream-colored note 

leaning against the mirror of his dresser. It was addressed in a large, scrawly and unfamiliar 

hand. He picked it up and turned it over without being able in any way to fix upon the source. On 

the back were the initials B. T. or J. T., he could not decide which, so elaborately intertwined 

was the engraved penmanship. He tore it open and drew out a card which read: 

The Now and Then Club 

Will Hold Its First 

Winter Dinner Dance 

At the Home of 

Douglas Trumbull 

135 Wykeagy Ave 

On Thursday, December 4 

You Are Cordially Invited 

Will You Kindly Reply to Miss Jill Trumbull? 

On the back of this, though, in the same scrawly hand that graced the envelope was 

written: "Dear Mr. Griffiths: Thought you might like to come. It will be quite informal. And I'm 

sure you'll like it. If so, will you let Jill Trumbull know? Sondra Finchley." 

Quite amazed and thrilled, Clyde stood and stared. For ever since that second contact 

with her, he had been more definitely fascinated than at any time before by the dream that 

somehow, in some way, he was to be lifted from the lowly state in which he now dwelt. He was, 

as he now saw it, really too good for the Commonplace world by which he was environed. And 

now here was this—a social invitation issued by the "Now and Then Club," of which, even 

though he had never heard of it, must be something since it was sponsored by such exceptional 

people. And on the back of it, was there not the writing of Sondra herself? How marvelous, 

really! 



So astonished was he that he could scarcely contain himself for joy, but now on the 

instant must walk to and fro, looking at himself in the mirror, washing his hands and face, then 

deciding that his tie was not just right, perhaps, and changing to another— thinking forward to 

what he should wear and back upon how Sondra had looked at him on that last occasion. And 

how she had smiled. At the same time he could not help wondering even at this moment of what 

Roberta would think, if now, by some extra optical power of observation she could note his 

present joy in connection with this note. For plainly, and because he was no longer governed by 

the conventional notions of his parents, he had been allowing himself to drift into a position in 

regard to her which would certainly spell torture to her in case she should discover the nature of 

his present mood, a thought which puzzled him not a little, but did not serve to modify his 

thoughts in regard to Sondra in the least. 

That wonderful girl! 

That beauty! 

That world of wealth and social position she lived in! 

At the same time so innately pagan and unconventional were his thoughts in regard to all 

this that he could now ask himself, and that seriously enough, why should he not be allowed to 

direct his thoughts toward her and away from Roberta, since at the moment Sondra supplied the 

keener thought of delight. Roberta could not know about this. She could not see into his mind, 

could she— become aware of any such extra experience as this unless he told her. And most 

assuredly he did not intend to tell her. And what harm, he now asked himself, was there in a poor 

youth like himself aspiring to such heights? Other youths as poor as himself had married girls as 

rich as Sondra. 

For in spite of all that had occurred between him and Roberta he had not, as he now 

clearly recalled, given her his word that he would marry her except under one condition. And 

such a condition, especially with the knowledge that he had all too clearly acquired in Kansas 

City, was not likely to happen as he thought. 

And Sondra, now that she had thus suddenly burst upon him again in this way was the 

same as a fever to his fancy. This goddess in her shrine of gilt and tinsel so utterly enticing to 

him, had deigned to remember him in this open and direct way and to suggest that he be invited. 

And no doubt she, herself, was going to be there, a thought which thrilled him beyond measure. 

And what would not Gilbert and the Griffiths think if they were to hear of his going to 

this affair now, as they surely would? Or meet him later at some other party to which Sondra 

might invite him? Think of that! Would it irritate or please them? Make them think less or more 

of him? For, after all, this certainly was not of his doing. Was he not properly invited by people 

of their own station here in Lycurgus whom most certainly they were compelled to respect? And 

by no device of his, either—sheer accident—the facts concerning which would most certainly 

not reflect on him as pushing. As lacking as he was in some of the finer shades of mental 

discrimination, a sly and ironic pleasure lay in the thought that now Gilbert and the Griffiths 

might be compelled to countenance him whether they would or not—invite him to their home, 



even. For, if these others did, how could they avoid it, really? Oh, joy! And that in the face of 

Gilbert's high contempt for him. He fairly chuckled as he thought of it, feeling that however 

much Gilbert might resent it, neither his uncle nor Myra were likely to, and that hence he would 

be fairly safe from any secret desire on the part of Gilbert to revenge himself on him for this. 

But how wonderful this invitation! Why that intriguing scribble of Sondra's unless she 

was interested in him some? Why? The thought was so thrilling that Clyde could scarcely eat his 

dinner that night. He took up the card and kissed the handwriting. And instead of going to see 

Roberta as usual, he decided as before on first reencountering her, to walk a bit, then return to his 

room, and retire early. And on the morrow as before he could make some excuse—say that he 

had been over to the Griffiths' home, or some one of the heads of the factory, in order to listen to 

an explanation in regard to something in connection with the work, since there were often such 

conferences. For, in the face of this, he did not care to see or talk to Roberta this night. He could 

not. The other thought—that of Sondra and her interest in him— was too enticing. 

  



Chapter 25 

But in the interim, in connection with his relations with Roberta no least reference to 

Sondra, although, even when near her in the factory or her room, he could not keep his thoughts 

from wandering away to where Sondra in her imaginary high social world might be. The while 

Roberta, at moments only sensing a drift and remoteness in his thought and attitude which had 

nothing to do with her, was wondering what it was that of late was beginning to occupy him so 

completely. And he, in his turn, when she was not looking was thinking—supposing?—

supposing—(since she had troubled to recall herself to him), that he could interest a girl like 

Sondra in him? What then of Roberta? What? And in the face of this intimate relation that had 

now been established between them? (Goodness! The deuce!) And that he did care for her (yes, 

he did), although now—basking in the direct rays of this newer luminary—he could scarcely see 

Roberta any longer, so strong were the actinic rays of this other. Was he all wrong? Was it evil to 

be like this? His mother would say so! And his father too—and perhaps everybody who thought 

right about life—Sondra Finchley, maybe—the Griffiths— all. 

And yet! And yet! It was snowing the first light snow of the year as Clyde, arrayed in a 

new collapsible silk hat and white silk muffler, both suggested by a friendly haberdasher—Orrin 

Short, with whom recently he had come in contact here—and a new silk umbrella wherewith to 

protect himself from the snow, made his way toward the very interesting, if not so very imposing 

residence of the Trumbulls on Wykeagy Avenue. It was quaint, low and rambling, and the lights 

beaming from within upon the many drawn blinds gave it a Christmas-card effect. And before it, 

even at the prompt hour at which he arrived, were ranged a half dozen handsome cars of various 

builds and colors. The sight of them, sprinkled on tops, running boards and fenders with the 

fresh, flaky snow, gave him a keen sense of a deficiency that was not likely soon to be remedied 

in his case—the want of ample means wherewith to equip himself with such a necessity as that. 

And inside as he approached the door he could hear voices, laughter and conversation 

commingled. 

A tall, thin servant relieved him of his hat, coat and umbrella and he found himself face 

to face with Jill Trumbull, who apparently was on the look-out for him—a smooth, curly-haired 

blonde girl, not too thrillingly pretty, but brisk and smart, in white satin with arms and shoulders 

bare and rhinestones banded around her forehead. 

"No trouble to tell who you are," she said gayly, approaching and giving Clyde her hand. 

"I'm Jill Trumbull. Miss Finchley hasn't come yet. But I can do the honors just as well, I guess. 

Come right in where the rest of us are." 

She led the way into a series of connecting rooms that seemed to join each other at right 

angles, adding as she went, "You do look an awful lot like Gil Griffiths, don't you?" 

"Do I?" smiled Clyde simply and courageously and very much flattered by the 

comparison. 



The ceilings were low. Pretty lamps behind painted shades hugged dark walls. Open fires 

in two connecting rooms cast a rosy glow upon cushioned and comfortable furniture. There were 

pictures, books, objects of art. 

"Here, Tracy, you do the announcing, will you?" she called. "My brother, Tracy 

Trumbull, Mr. Griffiths. Mr. Clyde Griffiths, everybody," she added, surveying the company in 

general which in turn fixed varying eyes upon him, while Tracy Trumbull took him by the hand. 

Clyde, suffering from a sense of being studied, nevertheless achieved a warm smile. At the same 

time he realized that for the moment at least conversation had stopped. "Don't all stop talking on 

my account," he ventured, with a smile, which caused most of those present to conceive of him 

as at his ease and resourceful. At the same time Tracy added: "I'm not going to do any man-to-

man introduction stuff. We'll stand right here and point 'em out. That's my sister, Gertrude, over 

there talking to Scott Nicholson." Clyde noted that a small, dark girl dressed in pink with a pretty 

and yet saucy and piquant face, nodded to him. And beside her a very de rigueur youth of fine 

physique and pink complexion nodded jerkily. "Howja do." And a few feet from them near a 

deep window stood a tall and yet graceful girl of dark and by no means ravishing features talking 

to a broad-shouldered and deep-chested youth of less than her height, who were proclaimed to be 

Arabella Stark and Frank Harriet. "They're arguing over a recent Cornell-Syracuse foot-ball 

game...Burchard Taylor and Miss Phant of Utica," he went on almost too swiftly for Clyde to 

assemble any mental notes. "Perley Haynes and Miss Vanda Steele...well, I guess that's all as yet. 

Oh, no, here come Grant and Nina Temple." Clyde paused and gazed as a tall and somewhat 

dandified-looking youth, sharp of face and with murky-gray eyes, steered a trim, young, plump 

girl in fawn gray and with a light chestnut braid of hair laid carefully above her forehead, into the 

middle of the room. 

"Hello, Jill. Hello, Vanda. Hello, Wynette." In the midst of these greetings on his part, 

Clyde was presented to these two, neither of whom seemed to pay much attention to him. "Didn't 

think we'd make it," went on young Cranston speaking to all at once. "Nina didn't want to come, 

but I promised Bertine and Jill or I wouldn't have, either. We were up at the Bagleys'. Guess 

who's up there, Scott. Van Peterson and Rhoda Hull. They're just over for the day." 

"You don't say," called Scott Nicholson, a determined and self-centered looking 

individual. Clyde was arrested by the very definite sense of social security and ease that seemed 

to reside in everybody. "Why didn't you bring 'em along? I'd like to see Rhoda again and Van, 

too." 

"Couldn't. They have to go back early, they say. They may stop in later for a minute. Gee, 

isn't dinner served yet? I expected to sit right down." 

"These lawyers! Don't you know they don't eat often?" commented Frank Harriet, who 

was a short, but broad-chested and smiling youth, very agreeable, very good-looking and with 

even, white teeth. Clyde liked him. 

"Well, whether they do or not, we do, or out I go. Did you hear who is being touted for 

stroke next year over at Cornell?" This college chatter relating to Cornell and shared by Harriet, 

Cranston and others, Clyde could not understand. He had scarcely heard of the various colleges 



with which this group was all too familiar. At the same time he was wise enough to sense the 

defect and steer clear of any questions or conversations which might relate to them. However, 

because of this, he at once felt out of it. These people were better informed than he was—had 

been to colleges. Perhaps he had better claim that he had been to some school. In Kansas City he 

had heard of the State University of Kansas—not so very far from there. Also the University of 

Missouri. And in Chicago of the University of Chicago. Could he say that he had been to one of 

those—that Kansas one, for a little while, anyway? On the instant he proposed to claim it, if 

asked, and then look up afterwards what, if anything, he was supposed to know about it—what, 

for instance, he might have studied. He had heard of mathematics somewhere. Why not that? 

But these people, as he could see, were too much interested in themselves to pay much 

attention to him now. He might be a Griffiths and important to some outside, but here not so 

much—a matter of course, as it were. And because Tracy Trumbull for the moment had turned to 

say something to Wynette Phant, he felt quite alone, beached and helpless and with no one to 

talk to. But just then the small, dark girl, Gertrude, came over to him. 

"The crowd's a little late in getting together. It always is. If we said eight, they'd come at 

eight-thirty or nine. Isn't that always the way?" 

"It certainly is," replied Clyde gratefully, endeavoring to appear as brisk and as much at 

ease as possible. 

"I'm Gertrude Trumbull," she repeated. "The sister of the good-looking Jill," a cynical 

and yet amused smile played about her mouth and eyes. "You nodded to me, but you don't know 

me. Just the same we've been hearing a lot about you." She teased in an attempt to trouble Clyde 

a little, if possible. "A mysterious Griffiths here in Lycurgus whom no one seems to have met. I 

saw you once in Central Avenue, though. You were going into Rich's candy store. You didn't 

know that, though. Do you like candy?" 

"Oh, yes, I like candy. Why?" asked Clyde on the instant feeling teased and disturbed, 

since the girl for whom he was buying the candy was Roberta. At the same time he could not 

help feeling slightly more at ease with this girl than with some others, for although cynical and 

not so attractive, her manner was genial and she now spelled escape from isolation and hence 

diffidence. 

"You're probably just saying that," she laughed, a bantering look in her eyes. "More 

likely you were buying it for some girl. You have a girl, haven't you?" 

"Why—" Clyde paused for the fraction of a second because as she asked this Roberta 

came into his mind and the query, "Had any one ever seen him with Roberta?" flitted through his 

brain. Also thinking at the same time, what a bold, teasing, intelligent girl this was, different 

from any that thus far he had known. Yet quite without more pause he added: "No, I haven't. 

What makes you ask that?" 



As he said this there came to him the thought of what Roberta would think if she could 

hear him. "But what a question," he continued a little nervously now. "You like to tease, don't 

you?" 

"Who, me? Oh, no. I wouldn't do anything like that. But I'm sure you have just the same. 

I like to ask questions sometimes, just to see what people will say when they don't want you to 

know what they really think." She beamed into Clyde's eyes amusedly and defiantly. "But I 

know you have a girl just the same. All good-looking fellows have." 

"Oh, am I good-looking?" he beamed nervously, amused and yet pleased. "Who said so?" 

"As though you didn't know. Well, different people. I for one. And Sondra Finchley 

thinks you're good-looking, too. She's only interested in men who are. So does my sister Jill, for 

that matter. And she only likes men who are good-looking. I'm different because I'm not so 

good-looking myself." She blinked cynically and teasingly into his eyes, which caused him to 

feel oddly out of place, not able to cope with such a girl at all, at the same time very much 

flattered and amused. "But don't you think you're better looking than your cousin," she went on 

sharply and even commandingly. "Some people think you are." 

Although a little staggered and yet flattered by this question which propounded what he 

might have liked to believe, and although intrigued by this girl's interest in him, still Clyde 

would not have dreamed of venturing any such assertion even though he had believed it. Too 

vividly it brought the aggressive and determined and even at times revengeful-looking features 

of Gilbert before him, who, stirred by such a report as this, would not hesitate to pay him out. 

"Why, I don't think anything of the kind," he laughed. "Honest, I don't. Of course I don't." 

"Oh, well, then maybe you don't, but you are just the same. But that won't help you much 

either, unless you have money—that is, if you want to run with people who have." She looked up 

at him and added quite blandly. "People like money even more than they do looks." 

What a sharp girl this was, he thought, and what a hard, cold statement. It cut him not a 

little, even though she had not intended that it should. 

But just then Sondra herself entered with some youth whom Clyde did not know—a tall, 

gangling, but very smartly-dressed individual. And after them, along with others, Bertine and 

Stuart Finchley. 

"Here she is now," added Gertrude a little spitefully, for she resented the fact that Sondra 

was so much better-looking than either she or her sister, and that she had expressed an interest in 

Clyde. "She'll be looking to see if you notice how pretty she looks, so don't disappoint her." 

The impact of this remark, a reflection of the exact truth, was not necessary to cause 

Clyde to gaze attentively, and even eagerly. For apart from her local position and means and 

taste in dress and manners, Sondra was of the exact order and spirit that most intrigued him—a 

somewhat refined (and because of means and position showered upon her) less savage, although 



scarcely less self-centered, Hortense Briggs. She was, in her small, intense way, a seeking 

Aphrodite, eager to prove to any who were sufficiently attractive the destroying power of her 

charm, while at the same time retaining her own personality and individuality free of any 

entangling alliance or compromise. However, for varying reasons which she could not quite 

explain to herself, Clyde appealed to her. He might not be anything socially or financially, but he 

was interesting to her. 

Hence she was now keen, first to see if he were present, next to be sure that he gained no 

hint that she had seen him first, and lastly to act as grandly as possible for his benefit—a 

Hortensian procedure and type of thought that was exactly the thing best calculated to impress 

him. He gazed and there she was—tripping here and there in a filmy chiffon dance frock, shaded 

from palest yellow to deepest orange, which most enhanced her dark eyes and hair. And having 

exchanged a dozen or more "Oh, Hellos," and references with one and another to this, that and 

the other local event, she at last condescended to evince awareness of his proximity. 

"Oh, here you are. You decided to come after all. I wasn't sure whether you would think 

it worth while. You've been introduced to everybody, of course?" She looked around as much as 

to say, that if he had not been she would proceed to serve him in this way. The others, not so 

very much impressed by Clyde, were still not a little interested by the fact that she seemed so 

interested in him. 

"Yes, I met nearly everybody, I think." 

"Except Freddie Sells. He came in with me just now. Here you are, Freddie," she called 

to a tall and slender youth, smooth of cheek and obviously becurled as to hair, who now came 

over and in his closely-fitting dress coat looked down on Clyde about as a spring rooster might 

look down on a sparrow. 

"This is Clyde Griffiths, I was telling you about, Fred," she began briskly. "Doesn't he 

look a lot like Gilbert?" 

"Why, you do at that," exclaimed this amiable person, who seemed to be slightly troubled 

with weak eyes since he bent close. "I hear you're a cousin of Gil's. I know him well. We went 

through Princeton together. I used to be over here before I joined the General Electric over at 

Schenectady. But I'm around a good bit yet. You're connected with the factory, I suppose." 

"Yes, I am," said Clyde, who, before a youth of obviously so much more training and 

schooling than he possessed, felt not a little reduced. He began to fear that this individual would 

try to talk to him about things which he could not understand, things concerning which, having 

had no consecutive training of any kind, he had never been technically informed. 

"In charge of some department, I suppose?" 

"Yes, I am," said Clyde, cautiously and nervously. 



"You know," went on Mr. Sells, briskly and interestingly, being of a commercial as well 

as technical turn, "I've always wondered just what, outside of money, there is to the collar 

business. Gil and I used to argue about that when we were down at college. He used to try to tell 

me that there was some social importance to making and distributing collars, giving polish and 

manner to people who wouldn't otherwise have them, if it weren't for cheap collars. I think he 

musta read that in a book somewhere. I always laughed at him." 

Clyde was about to attempt an answer, although already beyond his depth in regard to 

this. "Social importance." Just what did he mean by that—some deep, scientific information that 

he had acquired at college. He was saved a non-committal or totally uninformed answer by 

Sondra who, without thought or knowledge of the difficulty which was then and there before 

him, exclaimed: "Oh, no arguments, Freddie. That's not interesting. Besides I want him to meet 

my brother and Bertine. You remember Miss Cranston. She was with me at your uncle's last 

spring." 

Clyde turned, while Fred made the best of the rebuff by merely looking at Sondra, whom 

he admired so very much. 

"Yes, of course," Clyde began, for he had been studying these two along with others. To 

him, apart from Sondra, Bertine seemed exceedingly attractive, though quite beyond his 

understanding also. Being involved, insincere and sly, she merely evoked in him a troubled sense 

of ineffectiveness, and hence uncertainty, in so far as her particular world was concerned—no 

more. 

"Oh, how do you do? It's nice to see you again," she drawled, the while her greenish-gray 

eyes went over him in a smiling and yet indifferent and quizzical way. She thought him 

attractive, but not nearly as shrewd and hard as she would have preferred him to be. "You've 

been terribly busy with your work, I suppose. But now that you've come out once, I suppose 

we'll see more of you here and there." 

"Well, I hope so," he replied, showing his even teeth. 

Her eyes seemed to be saying that she did not believe what she was saying and that he did 

not either, but that it was necessary, possibly amusing, to say something of the sort. 

And a related, though somewhat modified, version of this same type of treatment was 

accorded him by Stuart, Sondra's brother. 

"Oh, how do you do. Glad to know you. My sister has just been telling me about you. 

Going to stay in Lycurgus long? Hope you do. We'll run into one another once in a while then, I 

suppose." 

Clyde was by no means so sure, but he admired the easy, shallow way in which Stuart 

laughed and showed his even white teeth—a quick, genial, indifferent laugh. Also the way in 

which he turned and laid hold of Wynette Phant's white arm as she passed. "Wait a minute, Wyn. 



I want to ask you something." He was gone—into another room—bending close to her and 

talking fast. And Clyde had noticed that his clothes were perfectly cut. 

What a gay world, he thought. What a brisk world. And just then Jill Trumbull began 

calling, "Come on, people. It's not my fault. The cook's mad about something and you're all late 

anyhow. We'll get it over with and then dance, eh?" 

"You can sit between me and Miss Trumbull when she gets the rest of us seated," assured 

Sondra. "Won't that be nice? And now you may take me in." 

She slipped a white arm under Clyde's and he felt as though he were slowly but surely 

being transported to paradise. 

  



Chapter 26 

The dinner itself was chatter about a jumble of places, personalities, plans, most of which 

had nothing to do with anything that Clyde had personally contacted here. However, by reason of 

his own charm, he soon managed to overcome the sense of strangeness and hence indifference in 

some quarters, more particularly the young women of the group who were interested by the fact 

that Sondra Finchley liked him. And Jill Trumbull, sitting beside him, wanted to know where he 

came from, what his own home life and connections were like, why he had decided to come to 

Lycurgus, questions which, interjected as they were between silly banter concerning different 

girls and their beaus, gave Clyde pause. He did not feel that he could admit the truth in 

connection with his family at all. So he announced that his father conducted a hotel in Denver—

not so very large, but still a hotel. Also that he had come to Lycurgus because his uncle had 

suggested to him in Chicago that he come to learn the collar business. He was not sure that he 

was wholly interested in it or that he would continue indefinitely unless it proved worth while; 

rather he was trying to find out what it might mean to his future, a remark which caused Sondra, 

who was also listening, as well as Jill, to whom it was addressed, to consider that in spite of all 

rumors attributed to Gilbert, Clyde must possess some means and position to which, in case he 

did not do so well here, he could return. 

This in itself was important, not only to Sondra and Jill, but to all the others. For, despite 

his looks and charm and family connections here, the thought that he was a mere nobody, 

seeking, as Constance Wynant had reported, to attach himself to his cousin's family, was 

disquieting. One couldn't ever be anything much more than friendly with a moneyless clerk or 

pensioner, whatever his family connections, whereas if he had a little money and some local 

station elsewhere, the situation was entirely different. 

And now Sondra, relieved by this and the fact that he was proving more acceptable than 

she had imagined he would, was inclined to make more of him than she otherwise would have 

done. 

"Are you going to let me dance with you after dinner?" was one of the first things he said 

to her, infringing on a genial smile given him in the midst of clatter concerning an approaching 

dance somewhere. 

"Why, yes, of course, if you want me to," she replied, coquettishly, seeking to intrigue 

him into further romanticisms in regard to her. 

"Just one?" 

"How many do you want? There are a dozen boys here, you know. Did you get a program 

when you came in?" 

"I didn't see any." 



"Never mind. After dinner you can get one. And you may put me down for three and 

eight. That will leave you room for others." She smiled bewitchingly. "You have to be nice to 

everybody, you know." 

"Yes, I know." He was still looking at her. "But ever since I saw you at my uncle's last 

April, I've been wishing I might see you again. I always look for your name in the papers." 

He looked at her seekingly and questioningly and in spite of herself, Sondra was 

captivated by this naive confession. Plainly he could not afford to go where or do what she did, 

but still he would trouble to follow her name and movements in print. She could not resist the 

desire to make something more of this. 

"Oh, do you?" she added. "Isn't that nice? But what do you read about me?" 

"That you were at Twelfth and Greenwood Lakes and up at Sharon for the swimming 

contests. I saw where you went up to Paul Smith's, too. The papers here seemed to think you 

were interested in some one from Schroon Lake and that you might be going to marry him." 

"Oh, did they? How silly. The papers here always say such silly things." Her tone implied 

that he might be intruding. He looked embarrassed. This softened her and after a moment she 

took up the conversation in the former vein. 

"Do you like to ride?" she asked sweetly and placatively. 

"I never have. You know I never had much chance at that, but I always thought I could if 

I tried." 

"Of course, it's not hard. If you took a lesson or two you could, and," she added in a 

somewhat lower tone, "we might go for a canter sometime. There are lots of horses in our stable 

that you would like, I'm sure." 

Clyde's hair-roots tingled anticipatorily. He was actually being invited by Sondra to ride 

with her sometime and he could use one of her horses in the bargain. 

"Oh, I would love that," he said. "That would be wonderful." 

The crowd was getting up from the table. Scarcely any one was interested in the dinner, 

because a chamber orchestra of four having arrived, the strains of a preliminary fox trot were 

already issuing from the adjacent living room—a long, wide affair from which all obstructing 

furniture with the exception of wall chairs had been removed. 

"You had better see about your program and your dance before all the others are gone," 

cautioned Sondra. 

"Yes, I will right away," said Clyde, "but is two all I get with you?" 



"Well, make it three, five and eight then, in the first half." She waved him gayly away 

and he hurried for a dance card. 

The dances were all of the eager fox-trotting type of the period with interpolations and 

variations according to the moods and temperaments of the individual dancers. Having danced so 

much with Roberta during the preceding month, Clyde was in excellent form and keyed to the 

breaking point by the thought that at last he was in social and even affectional contact with a girl 

as wonderful as Sondra. 

And although wishing to seem courteous and interested in others with whom he was 

dancing, he was almost dizzied by passing contemplations of Sondra. She swayed so droopily 

and dreamily in the embrace of Grant Cranston, the while without seeming to, looking in his 

direction when he was near, permitting him to sense how graceful and romantic and poetic was 

her attitude toward all things—what a flower of life she really was. And Nina Temple, with 

whom he was now dancing for his benefit, just then observed: "She is graceful, isn't she?" 

"Who?" asked Clyde, pretending an innocence he could not physically verify, for his 

cheek and forehead flushed. "I don't know who you mean." 

"Don't you? Then what are you blushing for?" 

He had realized that he was blushing. And that his attempted escape was ridiculous. He 

turned, but just then the music stopped and the dancers drifted away to their chairs. Sondra 

moved off with Grant Cranston and Clyde led Nina toward a cushioned seat in a window in the 

library. 

And in connection with Bertine with whom he next danced, he found himself slightly 

flustered by the cool, cynical aloofness with which she accepted and entertained his attention. 

Her chief interest in Clyde was the fact that Sondra appeared to find him interesting. 

"You do dance well, don't you? I suppose you must have done a lot of dancing before you 

came here—in Chicago, wasn't it, or where?" 

She talked slowly and indifferently. 

"I was in Chicago before I came here, but I didn't do so very much dancing. I had to 

work." He was thinking how such girls as she had everything, as contrasted with girls like 

Roberta, who had nothing. And yet, as he now felt in this instance, he liked Roberta better. She 

was sweeter and warmer and kinder—not so cold. 

When the music started again with the sonorous melancholy of a single saxophone 

interjected at times, Sondra came over to him and placed her right hand in his left and allowed 

him to put his arm about her waist, an easy, genial and unembarrassed approach which, in the 

midst of Clyde's dream of her, was thrilling. 



And then in her coquettish and artful way she smiled up in his eyes, a bland, deceptive 

and yet seemingly promising smile, which caused his heart to beat faster and his throat to tighten. 

Some delicate perfume that she was using thrilled in his nostrils as might have the fragrance of 

spring. 

"Having a good time?" 

"Yes—looking at you." 

"When there are so many other nice girls to look at?" 

"Oh, there are no other girls as nice as you." 

"And I dance better than any other girl, and I'm much the best-looking of any other girl 

here. Now—I've said it all for you. Now what are you going to say?" 

She looked up at him teasingly, and Clyde realizing that he had a very different type to 

Roberta to deal with, was puzzled and flushed. 

"I see," he said, seriously. "Every fellow tells you that, so you don't want me to." 

"Oh, no, not every fellow." Sondra was at once intrigued and checkmated by the 

simplicity of his retort. "There are lots of people who don't think I'm very pretty." 

"Oh, don't they, though?" he returned quite gayly, for at once he saw that she was not 

making fun of him. And yet he was almost afraid to venture another compliment. Instead he cast 

about for something else to say, and going back to the conversation at the table concerning riding 

and tennis, he now asked: "You like everything out-of-doors and athletic, don't you?" 

"Oh, do I?" was her quick and enthusiastic response. "There isn't anything I like as much, 

really. I'm just crazy about riding, tennis, swimming, motor-boating, aqua-planing. You swim, 

don't you?" 

"Oh, sure," said Clyde, grandly. 

"Do you play tennis?" 

"Well, I've just taken it up," he said, fearing to admit that he did not play at all. 

"Oh, I just love tennis. We might play sometime together." Clyde's spirits were 

completely restored by this. And tripping as lightly as dawn to the mournful strains of a popular 

love song, she went right on. "Bella Griffiths and Stuart and Grant and I play fine doubles. We 

won nearly all the finals at Greenwood and Twelfth Lake last summer. And when it comes to 

aqua-planing and high diving you just ought to see me. We have the swiftest motor-boat up at 

Twelfth Lake now—Stuart has. It can do sixty miles an hour." 



At once Clyde realized that he had hit upon the one subject that not only fascinated, but 

even excited her. For not only did it involve outdoor exercise, in which obviously she reveled, 

but also the power to triumph and so achieve laurels in such phases of sport as most interested 

those with whom she was socially connected. And lastly, although this was something which he 

did not so clearly realize until later, she was fairly dizzied by the opportunity all this provided for 

frequent changes of costume and hence social show, which was the one thing above all others 

that did interest her. How she looked in a bathing suit—a riding or tennis or dancing or 

automobile costume! 

They danced on together, thrilled for the moment at least, by this mutual recognition of 

the identity and reality of this interest each felt for the other—a certain momentary warmth or 

enthusiasm which took the form of genial and seeking glances into each other's eyes, hints on the 

part of Sondra that, assuming that Clyde could fit himself athletically, financially and in other 

ways for such a world as this, it might be possible that he would be invited here and there by her; 

broad and for the moment self-deluding notions on his part that such could and would be the 

case, while in reality just below the surface of his outward or seeming conviction and assurance 

ran a deeper current of self-distrust which showed as a decidedly eager and yet slightly mournful 

light in his eye, a certain vigor and assurance in his voice, which was nevertheless touched, had 

she been able to define it, with something that was not assurance by any means. 

"Oh, the dance is done," he said sadly. 

"Let's try to make them encore," she said, applauding. The orchestra struck up a lively 

tune and they glided off together once more, dipping and swaying here and there—harmoniously 

abandoning themselves to the rhythm of the music—like two small chips being tossed about on a 

rough but friendly sea. 

"Oh, I'm so glad to be with you again—to be dancing with you. It's so 

wonderful...Sondra." 

"But you mustn't call me that, you know. You don't know me well enough." 

"I mean Miss Finchley. But you're not going to be mad at me again, are you?" 

His face was very pale and sad again. 

She noticed it. 

"No. Was I mad at you? I wasn't really. I like you some...when you're not sentimental." 

The music stopped. The light tripping feet became walking ones. 

"I'd like to see if it's still snowing outside, wouldn't you?" It was Sondra asking. 

"Oh, yes. Let's go." 



Through the moving couples they hurried out a side-door to a world that was covered 

thick with soft, cottony, silent snow. The air was filled with it silently eddying down. 

  



Chapter 27 

The ensuing December days brought to Clyde some pleasing and yet complicating and 

disturbing developments. For Sondra Finchley, having found him so agreeable an admirer of 

hers, was from the first inclined neither to forget nor neglect him. But, occupying the rather 

prominent social position which she did, she was at first rather dubious as to how to proceed. For 

Clyde was too poor and decidedly too much ignored by the Griffiths themselves, even, for her to 

risk any marked manifestation of interest in him. 

And now, in addition to the primary motivating reason for all this— her desire to irritate 

Gilbert by being friends with his cousin— there was another. She liked him. His charm and his 

reverence for her and her station flattered and intrigued her. For hers was a temperament which 

required adulation in about the measure which Clyde provided it—sincere and romantic 

adulation. And at the very same time he represented physical as well as mental attributes which 

were agreeable to her—amorousness without the courage at the time, anyhow, to annoy her too 

much; reverence which yet included her as a very human being; a mental and physical animation 

which quite matched and companioned her own. 

Hence it was decidedly a troublesome thought with Sondra how she was to proceed with 

Clyde without attracting too much attention and unfavorable comment to herself—a thought 

which kept her sly little brain going at nights after she had retired. However, those who had met 

him at the Trumbulls' were so much impressed by her interest in him that evening and the fact 

that he had proved so pleasing and affable, they in turn, the girls particularly, were satisfied that 

he was eligible enough. 

And in consequence, two weeks later, Clyde, searching for inexpensive Christmas 

presents in Stark's for his mother, father, sisters, brother and Roberta, and encountering Jill 

Trumbull doing a little belated shopping herself, was invited by her to attend a pre-Christmas 

dance that was to be given the next night by Vanda Steele at her home in Gloversville. Jill 

herself was going with Frank Harriet and she was not sure but that Sondra Finchley would be 

there. Another engagement of some kind appeared to be in the way, but still she was intending to 

come if she could. But her sister Gertrude would be glad to have him escort her—a very polite 

way of arranging for Gertrude. Besides, as she knew, if Sondra heard that Clyde was to be there, 

this might induce her to desert her other engagement. 

"Tracy will be glad to stop for you in time," she went on, "or—" she hesitated—"perhaps 

you'd like to come over for dinner with us before we go. It'll be just the family, but we'd be 

delighted to have you. The dancing doesn't begin till eleven." 

The dance was for Friday night, and on that night Clyde had arranged to be with Roberta 

because on the following day she was leaving for a three-day-over-Christmas holiday visit to her 

parents—the longest stretch of time thus far she had spent away from him. And because, apart 

from his knowledge she had arranged to present him with a new fountain pen and Eversharp 

pencil, she had been most anxious that he should spend this last evening with her, a fact which 

she had impressed upon him. And he, on his part, had intended to make use of this last evening 

to surprise her with a white-and-black toilet set. 



But now, so thrilled was he at the possibility of a reencounter with Sondra, he decided 

that he would cancel this last evening engagement with Roberta, although not without some 

misgivings as to the difficulty as well as the decency of it. For despite the fact that he was now 

so lured by Sondra, nevertheless he was still deeply interested in Roberta and he did not like to 

grieve her in this way. She would look so disappointed, as he knew. Yet at the same time so 

flattered and enthused was he by this sudden, if tardy, social development that he could not now 

think of refusing Jill. What? Neglect to visit the Steeles in Gloversville and in company with the 

Trumbulls and without any help from the Griffiths, either? It might be disloyal, cruel, 

treacherous to Roberta, but was he not likely to meet Sondra? 

In consequence he announced that he would go, but immediately afterwards decided that 

he must go round and explain to Roberta, make some suitable excuse—that the Griffiths, for 

instance, had invited him for dinner. That would be sufficiently overawing and compelling to 

her. But upon arriving, and finding her out, he decided to explain the following morning at the 

factory—by note, if necessary. To make up for it he decided he might promise to accompany her 

as far as Fonda on Saturday and give her her present then. 

But on Friday morning at the factory, instead of explaining to her with the seriousness 

and even emotional dissatisfaction which would have governed him before, he now whispered: 

"I have to break that engagement to-night, honey. Been invited to my uncle's, and I have to go. 

And I'm not sure that I can get around afterwards. I'll try if I get through in time. But I'll see you 

on the Fonda car to-morrow if I don't. I've got something I want to give you, so don't feel too 

bad. Just got word this morning or I'd have let you know. You're not going to feel bad, are you?" 

He looked at her as gloomily as possible in order to express his own sorrow over this. 

But Roberta, her presents and her happy last evening with him put aside in this casual 

way, and for the first time, too, in this fashion, shook her head negatively, as if to say "Oh, no," 

but her spirits were heavily depressed and she fell to wondering what this sudden desertion of her 

at this time might portend. For, up to this time, Clyde had been attentiveness itself, concealing 

his recent contact with Sondra behind a veil of pretended, unmodified affection which had, as 

yet, been sufficient to deceive her. It might be true, as he said, that an unescapable invitation had 

come up which necessitated all this. But, oh, the happy evening she had planned! And now they 

would not be together again for three whole days. She grieved dubiously at the factory and in her 

room afterwards, thinking that Clyde might at least have suggested coming around to her room 

late, after his uncle's dinner in order that she might give him the presents. But his eventual 

excuse made this day was that the dinner was likely to last too late. He could not be sure. They 

had talked of going somewhere else afterwards. 

But meanwhile Clyde, having gone to the Trumbulls', and later to the Steeles', was 

flattered and reassured by a series of developments such as a month before he would not have 

dreamed of anticipating. For at the Steeles' he was promptly introduced to a score of 

personalities there who, finding him chaperoned by the Trumbulls and learning that he was a 

Griffiths, as promptly invited him to affairs of their own—or hinted at events that were to come 

to which he might be invited, so that at the close he found himself with cordial invitations to 

attend a New Year's dance at the Vandams' in Gloversville, as well as a dinner and dance that 



was to be given Christmas Eve by the Harriets in Lycurgus, an affair to which Gilbert and his 

sister Bella, as well as Sondra, Bertine and others were invited. 

And lastly, there was Sondra herself appearing on the scene at about midnight in 

company with Scott Nicholson, Freddie Sells and Bertine, at first pretending to be wholly 

unaware of his presence, yet deigning at last to greet him with an, "Oh, hello, I didn't expect to 

find you here." She was draped most alluringly in a deep red Spanish shawl. But Clyde could 

sense from the first that she was quite aware of his presence, and at the first available opportunity 

he drew near to her and asked yearningly, "Aren't you going to dance with me at all?" 

"Why, of course, if you want me to. I thought maybe you had forgotten me by now," she 

said mockingly. 

"As though I'd be likely to forget you. The only reason I'm here to-night is because I 

thought I might see you again. I haven't thought of any one or anything else since I saw you last." 

Indeed so infatuated was he with her ways and airs, that instead of being irritated by her 

pretended indifference, he was all the more attracted. And he now achieved an intensity which to 

her was quite compelling. His eyelids narrowed and his eyes lit with a blazing desire which was 

quite disturbing to see. 

"My, but you can say the nicest things in the nicest way when you want to." She was 

toying with a large Spanish comb in her hair for the moment and smiling. "And you say them 

just as though you meant them." 

"Do you mean to say that you don't believe me, Sondra," he inquired almost feverishly, 

this second use of her name thrilling her now as much as it did him. Although inclined to frown 

on so marked a presumption in his case, she let it pass because it was pleasing to her. 

"Oh, yes, I do. Of course," she said a little dubiously, and for the first time nervously, 

where he was concerned. She was beginning to find it a little hard to decipher her proper line of 

conduct in connection with him, whether to repress him more or less. "But you must say now 

what dance you want. I see some one coming for me." And she held her small program up to him 

archly and intriguingly. "You may have the eleventh. That's the next after this." 

"Is that all?" 

"Well, and the fourteenth, then, greedy," she laughed into Clyde's eyes, a laughing look 

which quite enslaved him. 

Subsequently learning from Frank Harriet in the course of a dance that Clyde had been 

invited to his house for Christmas Eve, as well as that Jessica Phant had invited him to Utica for 

New Year's Eve, she at once conceived of him as slated for real success and decided that he was 

likely to prove less of a social burden than she had feared. He was charming—there was no 

doubt of it. And he was so devoted to her. In consequence, as she now decided, it might be 

entirely possible that some of these other girls, seeing him recognized by some of the best people 



here and elsewhere, would become sufficiently interested, or drawn to him even, to wish to 

overcome his devotion to her. Being of a vain and presumptuous disposition herself, she decided 

that that should not be. Hence, in the course of her second dance with Clyde, she said: "You've 

been invited to the Harriets' for Christmas Eve, haven't you?" 

"Yes, and I owe it all to you, too," he exclaimed warmly. "Are you going to be there?" 

"Oh, I'm awfully sorry. I am invited and I wish now that I was going. But you know I 

arranged some time ago to go over to Albany and then up to Saratoga for the holidays. I'm going 

to-morrow, but I'll be back before New Year's. Some friends of Freddie's are giving a big affair 

over in Schenectady New Year's Eve, though. And your cousin Bella and my brother Stuart and 

Grant and Bertine are going. If you'd like to go, you might go along with us over there." 

She had been about to say "me," but had changed it to "us." She was thinking that this 

would certainly demonstrate her control over him to all those others, seeing that it nullified Miss 

Phant's invitation. And at once Clyde accepted, and with delight, since it would bring him in 

contact with her again. 

At the same time he was astonished and almost aghast over the fact that in this casual and 

yet very intimate and definite way she was planning for him to reencounter Bella, who would at 

once carry the news of his going with her and these others to her family. And what would not 

that spell, seeing that even as yet the Griffiths had not invited him anywhere—not even for 

Christmas? For although the fact of Clyde having been picked up by Sondra in her car as well as 

later, that he had been invited to the Now and Then, had come to their ears, still nothing had been 

done. Gilbert Griffiths was wroth, his father and mother puzzled as to their proper course but 

remaining inactive nonetheless. 

But the group, according to Sondra, might remain in Schenectady until the following 

morning, a fact which she did not trouble to explain to Clyde at first. And by now he had 

forgotten that Roberta, having returned from her long stay at Biltz by then, and having been 

deserted by him over Christmas, would most assuredly be expecting him to spend New Year's 

Eve with her. That was a complication which was to dawn later. Now he only saw bliss in 

Sandra's thought of him and at once eagerly and enthusiastically agreed. 

"But you know," she said cautiously, "you mustn't pay so very much attention to me over 

there or here or anywhere or think anything of it, if I don't to you. I may not be able to see so 

very much of you if you do. I'll tell you about that sometime. You see my father and mother are 

funny people. And so are some of my friends here. But if you'll just be nice and sort of 

indifferent—you know—I may be able to see quite a little of you this winter yet. Do you see?" 

Thrilled beyond words by this confession, which came because of his too ardent 

approaches as he well knew, he looked at her eagerly and searchingly. 

"But you care for me a little, then, don't you?" he half-demanded, half-pleaded, his eyes 

lit with that alluring light which so fascinated her. And cautious and yet attracted, swayed 

sensually and emotionally and yet dubious as to the wisdom of her course, Sondra replied: "Well, 



I'll tell you. I do and I don't. That is, I can't tell yet. I like you a lot. Sometimes I think I like you 

more than others. You see we don't know each other very well yet. But you'll come with me to 

Schenectady, though, won't you?" 

"Oh, will I?" 

"I'll write you more about that, or call you up. You have a telephone, haven't you?" 

He gave her the number. 

"And if by any chance there's any change or I have to break the engagement, don't think 

anything of it. I'll see you later— somewhere, sure." She smiled and Clyde felt as though he were 

choking. The mere thought of her being so frank with him, and saying that she cared for him a 

lot, at times, was sufficient to cause him to almost reel with joy. To think that this beautiful girl 

was so anxious to include him in her life if she could—this wonderful girl who was surrounded 

by so many friends and admirers from which she could take her pick. 

  



Chapter 28 

Six-thirty the following morning. And Clyde, after but a single hour's rest after his return 

from Gloversville, rising, his mind full of mixed and troubled thoughts as to how to readjust his 

affairs in connection with Roberta. She was going to Biltz to-day. He had promised to go as far 

as Fonda. But now he did not want to go. Of course he would have to concoct some excuse. But 

what? 

Fortunately the day before he had heard Whiggam tell Liggett there was to be a meeting 

of department heads after closing hours in Smillie's office to-day, and that he was to be there. 

Nothing was said to Clyde, since his department was included in Liggett's, but now he decided 

that he could offer this as a reason and accordingly, about an hour before noon, he dropped a 

note on her desk which read: 

"HONEY: Awfully sorry, but just told that I have to be at a meeting of department heads 

downstairs at three. That means I can't go to Fonda with you, but will drop around to the room 

for a few minutes right after closing. Have something I want to give you, so be sure and wait. 

But don't feel too bad. It can't be helped. See you sure when you come back Wednesday. 

 

"CLYDE." 

At first, since she could not read it at once, Roberta was pleased because she imagined it 

contained some further favorable word about the afternoon. But on opening it in the ladies' rest 

room a few minutes afterwards, her face fell. Coupled as this was with the disappointment of the 

preceding evening, when Clyde had failed to appear, together with his manner of the morning 

which to her had seemed self-absorbed, if not exactly distant, she began to wonder what it was 

that was bringing about this sudden change. Perhaps he could not avoid attending a meeting any 

more than he could avoid going to his uncle's when he was asked. But the day before, following 

his word to her that he could not be with her that evening, his manner was gayer, less sober, than 

his supposed affection in the face of her departure would warrant. After all he had known before 

that she was to be gone for three days. He also knew that nothing weighed on her more than 

being absent from him any length of time. 

At once her mood from one of hopefulness changed to one of deep depression—the 

blues. Life was always doing things like this to her. Here it was—two days before Christmas, 

and now she would have to go to Biltz, where there was nothing much but such cheer as she 

could bring, and all by herself, and after scarcely a moment with him. She returned to her bench, 

her face showing all the unhappiness that had suddenly overtaken her. Her manner was listless 

and her movements indifferent—a change which Clyde noticed; but still, because of his sudden 

and desperate feeling for Sondra, he could not now bring himself to repent. 

At one, the giant whistles of some of the neighboring factories sounding the Saturday 

closing hours, both he and Roberta betook themselves separately to her room. And he was 

thinking to himself as he went what to say now. What to do? How in the face of this suddenly 

frosted and blanched affection to pretend an interest he did not feel—how, indeed, continue with 

a relationship which now, as alive and vigorous as it might have been as little as fifteen days 



before, appeared exceedingly anemic and colorless. It would not do to say or indicate in any way 

that he did not care for her any more—for that would be so decidedly cruel and might cause 

Roberta to say what? Do what? And on the other hand, neither would it do, in the face of his 

longings and prospects in the direction of Sondra to continue in a type of approach and 

declaration that was not true or sound and that could only tend to maintain things as they were. 

Impossible! Besides, at the first hint of reciprocal love on the part of Sondra, would he not be 

anxious and determined to desert Roberta if he could? And why not? As contrasted with one of 

Sondra's position and beauty, what had Roberta really to offer him? And would it be fair in one 

of her station and considering the connections and the possibilities that Sondra offered, for her to 

demand or assume that he should continue a deep and undivided interest in her as opposed to this 

other? That would not really be fair, would it? 

It was thus that he continued to speculate while Roberta, preceding him to her room, was 

asking herself what was this now that had so suddenly come upon her—over Clyde—this sudden 

indifference, this willingness to break a pre-Christmas date, and when she was about to leave for 

home and not to see him for three days and over Christmas, too, to make him not wish to ride 

with her even so far as Fonda. He might say that it was that meeting, but was it? She could have 

waited until four if necessary, but something in his manner had precluded that—something 

distant and evasive. Oh, what did this all mean? And, so soon after the establishing of this 

intimacy, which at first and up to now at least had seemed to be drawing them indivisibly 

together. Did it spell a change—danger to or the end even of their wonderful love dream? Oh, 

dear! And she had given him so much and now his loyalty meant everything—her future—her 

life. 

She stood in her room pondering this new problem as Clyde arrived, his Christmas 

package under his arm, but still fixed in his determination to modify his present relationship with 

Roberta, if he could—yet, at the same time anxious to put as inconsequential a face on the 

proceeding as possible. 

"Gee, I'm awfully sorry about this, Bert," he began briskly, his manner a mixture of 

attempted gayety, sympathy and uncertainty. "I hadn't an idea until about a couple of hours ago 

that they were going to have this meeting. But you know how it is. You just can't get out of a 

thing like this. You're not going to feel too bad, are you?" For already, from her expression at the 

factory as well as here, he had gathered that her mood was of the darkest. "I'm glad I got the 

chance to bring this around to you, though," he added, handing the gift to her. "I meant to bring it 

around last night only that other business came up. Gee, I'm sorry about the whole thing. Really, 

I am." 

Delighted as she might have been the night before if this gift had been given to her, 

Roberta now put the box on the table, all the zest that might have been joined with it completely 

banished. 

"Did you have a good time last night, dear?" she queried, curious as to the outcome of the 

event that had robbed her of him. 



"Oh, pretty good," returned Clyde, anxious to put as deceptive a face as possible on the 

night that had meant so much to him and spelled so much danger to her. "I thought I was just 

going over to my uncle's for dinner like I told you. But after I got there I found that what they 

really wanted me for was to escort Bella and Myra over to some doings in Gloversvile. There's a 

rich family over there, the Steeles—big glove people, you know. Well, anyhow, they were giving 

a dance and they wanted me to take them over because Gil couldn't go. But it wasn't so very 

interesting. I was glad when it was all over." He used the names Bella, Myra and Gilbert as 

though they were long and assured intimates of his—an intimacy which invariably impressed 

Roberta greatly. 

"You didn't get through in time then to come around here, did you?" 

"No, I didn't, 'cause I had to wait for the bunch to come back. I just couldn't get away. 

But aren't you going to open your present?" he added, anxious to divert her thoughts from this 

desertion which he knew was preying on her mind. 

She began to untie the ribbon that bound his gift, at the same time that her mind was 

riveted by the possibilities of the party which he had felt called upon to mention. What girls 

beside Bella and Myra had been there? Was there by any chance any girl outside of herself in 

whom he might have become recently interested? He was always talking about Sondra Finchley, 

Bertine Cranston and Jill Trumbull. Were they, by any chance, at this party? 

"Who all were over there beside your cousins?" she suddenly asked. 

"Oh, a lot of people that you don't know. Twenty or thirty from different places around 

here." 

"Any others from Lycurgus beside your cousins?" she persisted. 

"Oh, a few. We picked up Jill Trumbull and her sister, because Bella wanted to. Arabella 

Stark and Perley Haynes were already over there when we got there." He made no mention of 

Sondra or any of the others who so interested him. 

But because of the manner in saying it—something in the tone of his voice and flick of 

his eyes, the answer did not satisfy Roberta. She was really intensely troubled by this new 

development, but did not feel that under the circumstances it was wise to importune Clyde too 

much. He might resent it. After all he had always been identified with this world since ever she 

had known him. And she did not want him to feel that she was attempting to assert any claims 

over him, though such was her true desire. 

"I wanted so much to be with you last night to give you your present," she returned 

instead, as much to divert her own thoughts as to appeal to his regard for her. Clyde sensed the 

sorrow in her voice and as of old it appealed to him, only now he could not and would not let it 

take hold of him as much as otherwise it might have. 



"But you know how that was, Bert," he replied, with almost an air of bravado. "I just told 

you." 

"I know," she replied sadly and attempting to conceal the true mood that was dominating 

her. At the same time she was removing the paper and opening the lid to the case that contained 

her toilet set. And once opened, her mood changed slightly because never before had she 

possessed anything so valuable or original. "Oh, this is beautiful, isn't it?" she exclaimed, 

interested for the moment in spite of herself. "I didn't expect anything like this. My two little 

presents won't seem like very much now." 

She crossed over at once to get her gifts. Yet Clyde could see that although his gift was 

exceptional, still it was not sufficient to overcome the depression which his indifference had 

brought upon her. His continued love was far more vital than any present. 

"You like it, do you?" he asked, eagerly hoping against hope that it would serve to divert 

her. 

"Of course, dear," she replied, looking at it interestedly. "But mine won't seem so much," 

she added gloomily, and not a little depressed by the general outcome of all her plans. "But 

they'll be useful to you and you'll always have them near you, next your heart, where I want them 

to be." 

She handed over the small box which contained the metal Eversharp pencil and the silver 

ornamental fountain pen she had chosen for him because she fancied they would be useful to him 

in his work at the factory. Two weeks before he would have taken her in his arms and sought to 

console her for the misery he was now causing her. But now he merely stood there wondering 

how, without seeming too distant, he could assuage her and yet not enter upon the customary 

demonstrations. And in order so to do he burst into enthusiastic and yet somehow hollow words 

in regard to her present to him. 

"Oh, gee, these are swell, honey, and just what I need. You certainly couldn't have given 

me anything that would come in handier. I can use them all the time." He appeared to examine 

them with the utmost pleasure and afterwards fastened them in his pocket ready for use. Also, 

because for the moment she was before him so downcast and wistful, epitomizing really all the 

lure of the old relationship, he put his arms around her and kissed her. She was winsome, no 

doubt of it. And then when she threw her arms around his neck and burst into tears, he held her 

close, saying that there was no cause for all this and that she would be back Wednesday and all 

would be as before. At the same time he was thinking that this was not true, and how strange that 

was—seeing that only so recently he had cared for her so much. It was amazing how another girl 

could divert him in this way. And yet so it was. And although she might be thinking that he was 

still caring for her as he did before, he was not and never would again. And because of this he 

felt really sorry for her. 

Something of this latest mood in him reached Roberta now, even as she listened to his 

words and felt his caresses. They failed to convey sincerity. His manner was too restless, his 

embraces too apathetic, his tone without real tenderness. Further proof as to this was added 



when, after a moment or two, he sought to disengage himself and look at his watch, saying, "I 

guess I'll have to be going now, honey. It's twenty of three now and that meeting is for three. I 

wish I could ride over with you, but I'll see you when you get back." 

He bent down to kiss her but with Roberta sensing once and for all, this time, that his 

mood in regard to her was different, colder. He was interested and kind, but his thoughts were 

elsewhere—and at this particular season of the year, too—of all times. She tried to gather her 

strength and her self-respect together and did, in part—saying rather coolly, and determinedly 

toward the last: "Well, I don't want you to be late, Clyde. You better hurry. But I don't want to 

stay over there either later than Christmas night. Do you suppose if I come back early Christmas 

afternoon, you will come over here at all? I don't want to be late Wednesday for work." 

"Why, sure, of course, honey, I'll be around," replied Clyde genially and even 

wholeheartedly, seeing that he had nothing else scheduled, that he knew of, for then, and would 

not so soon and boldly seek to evade her in this fashion. "What time do you expect to get in?" 

The hour was to be eight and he decided that for that occasion, anyhow, a reunion would 

be acceptable. He drew out his watch again and saying, "I'll have to be going now, though," 

moved toward the door. 

Nervous as to the significance of all this and concerned about the future, she now went 

over to him and seizing his coat lapels and looking into his eyes, half-pleaded and half-

demanded: "Now, this is sure for Christmas night, is it, Clyde? You won't make any other 

engagement this time, will you?" 

"Oh, don't worry. You know me. You know I couldn't help that other, honey, but I'll be 

on hand Tuesday, sure," he returned. And kissing her, he hurried out, feeling, perhaps, that he 

was not acting as wisely as he should, but not seeing clearly how otherwise he was to do. A man 

couldn't break off with a girl as he was trying to do, or at least might want to, without exercising 

some little tact or diplomacy, could he? There was no sense in that nor any real skill, was there? 

There must be some other and better way than that, surely. At the same time his thoughts were 

already running forward to Sondra and New Year's Eve. He was going with her to Schenectady 

to a party and then he would have a chance to judge whether she was caring for him as much as 

she had seemed to the night before. 

After he had gone, Roberta turned in a rather lorn and weary way and looked out the 

window after him, wondering as to what her future with him was to be, if at all? Supposing now, 

for any reason, he should cease caring for her. She had given him so much. And her future was 

now dependent upon him, his continued regard. Was he going to get tired of her now—not want 

to see her any more? Oh, how terrible that would be. What would she—what could she do then? 

If only she had not given herself to him, yielded so easily and so soon upon his demand. 

She gazed out of her window at the bare snow-powdered branches of the trees outside 

and sighed. The holidays! And going away like this. Oh! Besides he was so high placed in this 

local society. And there were so many things brighter and better than she could offer calling him. 



She shook her head dubiously, surveyed her face in the mirror, put together the few 

presents and belongings which she was taking with her to her home, and departed. 

  



Chapter 29 

Biltz and the fungoid farm land after Clyde and Lycurgus was depressing enough to 

Roberta, for all there was too closely identified with deprivations and repressions which discolor 

the normal emotions centering about old scenes. 

As she stepped down from the train at the drab and aged chalet which did service for a 

station, she observed her father in the same old winter overcoat he had worn for a dozen years, 

waiting for her with the old family conveyance, a decrepit but still whole buggy and a horse as 

bony and weary as himself. He had, as she had always thought, the look of a tired and defeated 

man. His face brightened when he saw Roberta, for she had always been his favorite child, and 

he chatted quite cheerfully as she climbed in alongside of him and they turned around and started 

toward the road that led to the farmhouse, a rough and winding affair of dirt at a time when 

excellent automobile roads were a commonplace elsewhere. 

As they rode along Roberta found herself checking off mentally every tree, curve, 

landmark with which she had been familiar. But with no happy thoughts. It was all too drab. The 

farm itself, coupled with the chronic illness and inefficiency of Titus and the inability of the 

youngest boy Tom or her mother to help much, was as big a burden as ever. A mortgage of 

$2000 that had been placed on it years before had never been paid off, the north chimney was 

still impaired, the steps were sagging even more than ever and the walls and fences and outlying 

buildings were no different—save to be made picturesque now by the snows of winter covering 

them. Even the furniture remained the same jumble that it had always been. And there were her 

mother and younger sister and brother, who knew nothing of her true relationship to Clyde—a 

mere name his here— and assuming that she was wholeheartedly delighted to be back with them 

once more. Yet because of what she knew of her own life and Clyde's uncertain attitude toward 

her, she was now, if anything, more depressed than before. 

Indeed, the fact that despite her seeming recent success she had really compromised 

herself in such a way that unless through marriage with Clyde she was able to readjust herself to 

the moral level which her parents understood and approved, she, instead of being the emissary of 

a slowly and modestly improving social condition for all, might be looked upon as one who had 

reduced it to a lower level still—its destroyer—was sufficient to depress and reduce her even 

more. A very depressing and searing thought. 

Worse and more painful still was the thought in connection with all this that, by reason of 

the illusions which from the first had dominated her in connection with Clyde, she had not been 

able to make a confidant of her mother or any one else in regard to him. For she was dubious as 

to whether her mother would not consider that her aspirations were a bit high. And she might ask 

questions in regard to him and herself which might prove embarrassing. At the same time, unless 

she had some confidant in whom she could truly trust, all her troublesome doubts in regard to 

herself and Clyde must remain a secret. 

After talking for a few moments with Tom and Emily, she went into the kitchen where 

her mother was busy with various Christmas preparations. Her thought was to pave the way with 

some observations of her own in regard to the farm here and her life at Lycurgus, but as she 



entered, her mother looked up to say: "How does it feel, Bob, to come back to the country? I 

suppose it all looks rather poor compared to Lycurgus," she added a little wistfully. 

Roberta could tell from the tone of her mother's voice and the rather admiring look she 

cast upon her that she was thinking of her as one who had vastly improved her state. At once she 

went over to her and, putting her arms about her affectionately, exclaimed: "Oh, Mamma, 

wherever you are is just the nicest place. Don't you know that?" 

For answer her mother merely looked at her with affectionate and well-wishing eyes and 

patted her on the back. "Well, Bobbie," she added, quietly, "you know how you are about me." 

Something in her mother's voice which epitomized the long years of affectionate 

understanding between them—an understanding based, not only on a mutual desire for each 

other's happiness, but a complete frankness in regard to all emotions and moods which had 

hitherto dominated both—touched her almost to the point of tears. Her throat tightened and her 

eyes moistened, although she sought to overcome any show of emotion whatsoever. She longed 

to tell her everything. At the same time the compelling passion she retained for Clyde, as well as 

the fact that she had compromised herself as she had, now showed her that she had erected a 

barrier which could not easily be torn down. The conventions of this local world were much too 

strong—even where her mother was concerned. 

She hesitated a moment, wishing that she could quickly and clearly present to her mother 

the problem that was weighing upon her and receive her sympathy, if not help. But instead she 

merely said: "Oh, I wish you could have been with me all the time in Lycurgus, Mamma. 

Maybe—" She paused, realizing that she had been on the verge of speaking without due caution. 

Her thought was that with her mother near at hand she might have been able to have resisted 

Clyde's insistent desires. 

"Yes, I suppose you do miss me," her mother went on, "but it's better for you, don't you 

think? You know how it is over here, and you like your work. You do like your work, don't 

you?" 

"Oh, the work is nice enough. I like that part of it. It's been so nice to be able to help here 

a little, but it's not so nice living all alone." 

"Why did you leave the Newtons, Bob? Was Grace so disagreeable? I should have 

thought she would have been company for you." 

"Oh, she was at first," replied Roberta. "Only she didn't have any men friends of her own, 

and she was awfully jealous of anybody that paid the least attention to me. I couldn't go 

anywhere but she had to go along, or if it wasn't that then she always wanted me to be with her, 

so I couldn't go anywhere by myself. You know how it is, Mamma. Two girls can't go with one 

young man." 

"Yes, I know how it is, Bob." Her mother laughed a little, then added: "Who is he?" 



"It's Mr. Griffiths, Mother," she added, after a moment's hesitation, a sense of the 

exceptional nature of her contact as contrasted with this very plain world here passing like a light 

across her eyes. For all her fears, even the bare possibility of joining her life with Clyde's was 

marvelous. "But I don't want you to mention his name to anybody yet," she added. "He doesn't 

want me to. His relatives are so very rich, you know. They own the company—that is, his uncle 

does. But there's a rule there about any one who works for the company—any one in charge of a 

department. I mean not having anything to do with any of the girls. And he wouldn't with any of 

the others. But he likes me— and I like him, and it's different with us. Besides I'm going to 

resign pretty soon and get a place somewhere else, I think, and then it won't make any difference. 

I can tell anybody, and so can he." 

Roberta was thinking now that, in the face of her recent treatment at the hands of Clyde, 

as well as because of the way in which she had given herself to him without due precaution as to 

her ultimate rehabilitation via marriage, that perhaps this was not exactly true. He might not—a 

vague, almost formless, fear this, as yet— want her to tell anybody now—ever. And unless he 

were going to continue to love her and marry her, she might not want any one to know of it, 

either. The wretched, shameful, difficult position in which she had placed herself by all this. 

On the other hand, Mrs. Alden, learning thus casually of the odd and seemingly 

clandestine nature of this relationship, was not only troubled but puzzled, so concerned was she 

for Roberta's happiness. For, although, as she now said to herself, Roberta was such a good, pure 

and careful girl—the best and most unselfish and wisest of all her children—still might it not be 

possible—? But, no, no one was likely to either easily or safely compromise or betray Roberta. 

She was too conservative and good, and so now she added: "A relative of the owner, you say—

the Mr. Samuel Griffiths you wrote about?" 

"Yes, Mamma. He's his nephew." 

"The young man at the factory?" her mother asked, at the same time wondering just how 

Roberta had come to attract a man of Clyde's position, for, from the very first she had made it 

plain that he was a member of the family who owned the factory. This in itself was a 

troublesome fact. The traditional result of such relationships, common the world over, naturally 

caused her to be intensely fearful of just such an association as Roberta seemed to be making. 

Nevertheless she was not at all convinced that a girl of Roberta's looks and practicality would not 

be able to negotiate an association of the sort without harm to herself. 

"Yes," Roberta replied simply. 

"What's he like, Bob?" 

"Oh, awfully nice. So good-looking, and he's been so nice to me. I don't think the place 

would be as nice as it is except that he is so refined, he keeps those factory girls in their place. 

He's a nephew of the president of the company, you see, and the girls just naturally have to 

respect him." 



"Well, that is nice, isn't it? I think it's so much better to work for refined people than just 

anybody. I know you didn't think so much of the work over at Trippetts Mills. Does he come to 

see you often, Bob?" 

"Well, yes, pretty often," Roberta replied, flushing slightly, for she realized that she could 

not be entirely frank with her mother. 

Mrs. Alden, looking up at the moment, noticed this, and, mistaking it for embarrassment, 

asked teasingly: "You like him, don't you?" 

"Yes, I do, Mother," Roberta replied, simply and honestly. 

"What about him? Does he like you?" 

Roberta crossed to the kitchen window. Below it at the base of the slope which led to the 

springhouse, and the one most productive field of the farm, were ranged all the dilapidated 

buildings which more than anything else about the place bespoke the meager material condition 

to which the family had fallen. In fact, during the last ten years these things had become symbols 

of inefficiency and lack. Somehow at this moment, bleak and covered with snow, they identified 

themselves in her mind as the antithesis of all to which her imagination aspired. And, not 

strangely either, the last was identified with Clyde. Somberness as opposed to happiness—

success in love or failure in love. Assuming that he truly loved her now and would take her away 

from all this, then possibly the bleakness of it all for her and her mother would be broken. But 

assuming that he did not, then all the results of her yearning, but possibly mistaken, dreams 

would be not only upon her own head, but upon those of these others, her mother's first. She 

troubled what to say, but finally observed: "Well, he says he does." 

"Do you think he intends to marry you?" Mrs. Alden asked, timidly and hopefully, 

because of all her children her heart and hopes rested most with Roberta. 

"Well, I'll tell you, Mamma..." The sentence was not finished, for just then Emily, 

hurrying in from the front door, called: "Oh, Gifs here. He came in an automobile. Somebody 

drove him over, I guess, and he's got four or five big bundles." 

And immediately after came Tom with the elder brother, who, in a new overcoat, the first 

result of his career with the General Electric Company in Schenectady, greeted his mother 

affectionately, and after her, Roberta. 

"Why, Gifford," his mother exclaimed. "We didn't expect you until the nine o'clock. How 

did you get here so soon?" 

"Well, I didn't think I would be. I ran into Mr. Rearick down in Schenectady and he 

wanted to know if I didn't want to drive back with him. I see old Pop Myers over at Trippetts 

Mills has got the second story to his house at last, Bob," he turned and added to Roberta: "I 

suppose it'll be another year before he gets the roof on." 



"I suppose so," replied Roberta, who knew the old Trippetts Mills character well. In the 

meantime she had relieved him of his coat and packages which, piled on the dining-room table, 

were being curiously eyed by Emily. 

"Hands off, Em!" called Gifford to his little sister. "Nothing doing with those until 

Christmas morning. Has anybody cut a Christmas tree yet? That was my job last year." 

"It still is, Gifford," his mother replied. "I told Tom to wait until you came, 'cause you 

always get such a good one." 

And just then through the kitchen door Titus entered, bearing an armload of wood, his 

gaunt face and angular elbows and knees contributing a sharp contrast to the comparative 

hopefulness of the younger generation. Roberta noticed it as he stood smiling upon his son, and, 

because she was so eager for something better than ever had been to come to all, now went over 

to her father and put her arms around him. "I know something Santy has brought my Dad that 

he'll like." It was a dark red plaid mackinaw that she was sure would keep him warm while 

executing his chores about the house, and she was anxious for Christmas morning to come so 

that he could see it. 

She then went to get an apron in order to help her mother with the evening meal. No 

additional moment for complete privacy occurring, the opportunity to say more concerning that 

which both were so interested in—the subject of Clyde—did not come up again for several 

hours, after which length of time she found occasion to say: "Yes, but you mustn't ever say 

anything to anybody yet. I told him I wouldn't tell, and you mustn't." 

"No, I won't, dear. But I was just wondering. But I suppose you know what you're doing. 

You're old enough now to take care of yourself, Bob, aren't you?" 

"Yes, I am, Ma. And you mustn't worry about me, dear," she added, seeing a shadow, not 

of distrust but worry, passing over her beloved mother's face. How careful she must be not to 

cause her to worry when she had so much else to think about here on the farm. 

Sunday morning brought the Gabels with full news of their social and material progress 

in Homer. Although her sister was not as attractive as she, and Fred Gabel was not such a man as 

at any stage in her life Roberta could have imagined herself interested in, still, after her 

troublesome thoughts in regard to Clyde, the sight of Agnes emotionally and materially content 

and at ease in the small security which matrimony and her none-too-efficient husband provided, 

was sufficient to rouse in her that flapping, doubtful mood that had been assailing her since the 

previous morning. Was it not better, she thought, to be married to a man even as inefficient and 

unattractive but steadfast as Fred Gabel, than to occupy the anomalous position in which she now 

found herself in her relations with Clyde? For here was Gabel now talking briskly of the 

improvements that had come to himself and Agnes during the year in which they had been 

married. In that time he had been able to resign his position as teacher in Homer and take over on 

shares the management of a small book and stationery store whose principal contributory 

features were a toy department and soda fountain. They had been doing a good business. Agnes, 

if all went well, would be able to buy a mission parlor suite by next summer. Fred had already 



bought her a phonograph for Christmas. In proof of their well-being, they had brought 

satisfactory remembrances for all of the Aldens. 

But Gabel had with him a copy of the Lycurgus Star, and at breakfast, which because of 

the visitors this morning was unusually late, was reading the news of that city, for in Lycurgus 

was located the wholesale house from which he secured a portion of his stock. 

"Well, I see things are going full blast in your town, Bob," he observed. "The Star here 

says the Griffiths Company have got an order for 120,000 collars from the Buffalo trade alone. 

They must be just coining money over there." 

"There's always plenty to do in my department, I know that," replied Roberta, briskly. 

"We never seem to have any the less to do whether business is good or bad. I guess it must be 

good all the time." 

"Pretty soft for those people. They don't have to worry about anything. Some one was 

telling me they're going to build a new factory in Ilion to manufacture shirts alone. Heard 

anything about that down there?" 

"Why, no, I haven't. Maybe it's some other company." 

"By the way, what's the name of that young man you said was the head of your 

department? Wasn't he a Griffiths, too?" he asked briskly, turning to the editorial page, which 

also carried news of local Lycurgus society. 

"Yes, his name is Griffiths—Clyde Griffiths. Why?" 

"I think I saw his name in here a minute ago. I just wanted to see if it ain't the same 

fellow. Sure, here you are. Ain't this the one?" He passed the paper to Roberta with his finger on 

an item which read: 

"Miss Vanda Steele, of Gloversville, was hostess at an informal dance held at her home 

in that city Friday night, at which were present several prominent members of Lycurgus society, 

among them the Misses Sondra Finchiey, Bertine Cranston, Jill and Gertrude Trumbull and 

Perley Haynes, and Messrs. Clyde Griffiths, Frank Harriet, Tracy Trumbull, Grant Cranston and 

Scott Nicholson. The party, as is usual whenever the younger group assembles, did not break up 

until late, the Lycurgus members motoring back just before dawn. It is already rumored that most 

of this group will gather at the Ellerslies', in Schenectady, New Year's Eve for another event of 

this same gay nature." 

"He seems to be quite a fellow over there," Gabel remarked, even as Roberta was 

reading. 

The first thing that occurred to Roberta on reading this item was that it appeared to have 

little, if anything, to do with the group which Clyde had said was present. In the first place there 

was no mention of Myra or Bella Griffiths. On the other hand, all those names with which, 



because of recent frequent references on the part of Clyde, she was becoming most familiar were 

recorded as present. Sondra Finchley, Bertine Cranston, the Trumbull girls, Perley Haynes. He 

had said it had not been very interesting, and here it was spoken of as gay and he himself was 

listed for another engagement of the same character New Year's Eve, when, as a matter of fact, 

she had been counting on being with him. He had not even mentioned this New Year's 

engagement. And perhaps he would now make some last minute excuse for that, as he had for 

the previous Friday evening. Oh, dear! What did all this mean, anyhow! 

Immediately what little romantic glamour this Christmas homecoming had held for her 

was dissipated. She began to wonder whether Clyde really cared for her as he had pretended. The 

dark state to which her incurable passion for him had brought her now pained her terribly. For 

without him and marriage and a home and children, and a reasonable place in such a local world 

as she was accustomed to, what was there for a girl like her in the world? And apart from his 

own continuing affection for her—if it was really continuing, what assurance had she, in the face 

of such incidents as these, that he would not eventually desert her? And if this was true, here was 

her future, in so far as marriage with any one else was concerned, compromised or made 

impossible, maybe, and with no reliance to be placed on him. 

She fell absolutely silent. And although Gabel inquired: "That's the fellow, isn't it?" she 

arose without answering and said: "Excuse me, please, a moment. I want to get something out of 

my bag," and hurried once more to her former room upstairs. Once there she sat down on the 

bed, and, resting her chin in her hands, a habit when troublesome or necessary thoughts 

controlled her, gazed at the floor. 

Where was Clyde now? 

What one, if any, of those girls did he take to the Steele party? Was he very much 

interested in her? Until this very day, because of Clyde's unbroken devotion to her, she had not 

even troubled to think there could be any other girl to whom his attentions could mean anything. 

But now—now! 

She got up and walked to the window and looked out on that same orchard where as a girl 

so many times she had been thrilled by the beauty of life. The scene was miserably bleak and 

bare. The thin, icy arms of the trees—the gray, swaying twigs—a lone, rustling leaf somewhere. 

And snow. And wretched outbuildings in need of repair. And Clyde becoming indifferent to her. 

And the thought now came to her swiftly and urgently that she must not stay here any longer 

than she could help—not even this day, if possible. She must return to Lycurgus and be near 

Clyde, if no more than to persuade him to his old affection for her, or if not that, then by her 

presence to prevent him from devoting himself too wholly to these others. Decidedly, to go away 

like this, even for the holidays, was not good. In her absence he might desert her completely for 

another girl, and if so, then would it not be her fault? At once she pondered as to what excuse she 

could make in order to return this day. But realizing that in view of all these preliminary 

preparations this would seem inexplicably unreasonable, to her mother most of all, she decided 

to endure it as she had planned until Christmas afternoon, then to return, never to leave for so 

long a period again. 



But ad interim, all her thoughts were on how and in what way she could make more sure, 

if at all, of Clyde's continued interest and social and emotional support, as well as marriage in the 

future. Supposing he had lied to her, how could she influence him, if at all, not to do so again? 

How to make him feel that lying between them was not right? How to make herself securely first 

in his heart against the dreams engendered by the possible charms of another? 

How? 

  



Chapter 30 

But Roberta's return to Lycurgus and her room at the Gilpins' Christmas night brought no 

sign of Clyde nor any word of explanation. For in connection with the Griffiths in the meantime 

there had been a development relating to all this which, could she or Clyde have known, would 

have interested both not a little. For subsequent to the Steele dance that same item read by 

Roberta fell under the eyes of Gilbert. He was seated at the breakfast table the Sunday morning 

after the party and was about to sip from a cup of coffee when he encountered it. On the instant 

his teeth snapped about as a man might snap his watch lid, and instead of drinking he put his cup 

down and examined the item with more care. Other than his mother there was no one at the table 

or in the room with him, but knowing that she, more than any of the others, shared his views in 

regard to Clyde, he now passed the paper over to her. 

"Look at who's breaking into society now, will you?" he admonished sharply and 

sarcastically, his eyes radiating the hard and contemptuous opposition he felt. "We'll be having 

him up here next!" 

"Who?" inquired Mrs. Griffiths, as she took the paper and examined the item calmly and 

judicially, yet not without a little of outwardly suppressed surprise when she saw the name. For 

although the fact of Clyde's having been picked up by Sondra in her car sometime before and 

later been invited to dinner at the Trumbulls', had been conveyed to the family sometime before, 

still a society notice in The Star was different. "Now I wonder how it was that he came to be 

invited to that?" meditated Mrs. Griffiths who was always conscious of her son's mood in regard 

to all this. 

"Now, who would do it but that little Finchley snip, the little smart aleck?" snapped 

Gilbert. "She's got the idea from somewhere— from Bella for all I know—that we don't care to 

have anything to do with him, and she thinks this is a clever way to hit back at me for some of 

the things I've done to her, or that she thinks I've done. At any rate, she thinks I don't like her, 

and that's right, I don't. And Bella knows it, too. And that goes for that little Cranston show-off, 

too. They're both always running around with her. They're a set of show-offs and wasters, the 

whole bunch, and that goes for their brothers, too—Grant Cranston and Stew Finchley—and if 

something don't go wrong with one or another of that bunch one of these days, I miss my guess. 

You mark my word! They don't do a thing, the whole lot of them, from one year's end to the 

other but play around and dance and run here and there, as though there wasn't anything else in 

the world for them to do. And why you and Dad let Bella run with 'em as much as she does is 

more than I can see." 

To this his mother protested. It was not possible for her to entirely estrange Bella from 

one portion of this local social group and direct her definitely toward the homes of certain others. 

They all mingled too freely. And she was getting along in years and had a mind of her own. 

Just the same his mother's apology and especially in the face of the publication of this 

item by no means lessened Gilbert's opposition to Clyde's social ambitions and opportunities. 

What! That poor little moneyless cousin of his who had committed first the unpardonable offense 

of looking like him and, second, of coming here to Lycurgus and fixing himself on this very 



superior family. And after he had shown him all too plainly, and from the first, that he personally 

did not like him, did not want him, and if left to himself would never for so much as a moment 

endure him. 

"He hasn't any money," he declared finally and very bitterly to his mother, "and he's 

hanging on here by the skin of his teeth as it is. And what for? If he is taken up by these people, 

what can he do? He certainly hasn't the money to do as they do, and he can't get it. And if he 

could, his job here wouldn't let him go anywhere much, unless some one troubled to pay his way. 

And how he is going to do his work and run with that crowd is more than I know. That bunch is 

on the go all the time." 

Actually he was wondering whether Clyde would be included from now on, and if so, 

what was to be done about it. If he were to be taken up in this way, how was he, or the family, 

either, to escape from being civil to him? For obviously, as earlier and subsequent developments 

proved, his father did not choose to send him away. 

Indeed, subsequent to this conversation, Mrs. Griffiths had laid the paper, together with a 

version of Gilbert's views before her husband at this same breakfast table. But he, true to his 

previous mood in regard to Clyde, was not inclined to share his son's opinion. On the contrary, 

he seemed, as Mrs. Griffiths saw it, to look upon the development recorded by the item as a 

justification in part of his own original estimate of Clyde. 

"I must say," he began, after listening to his wife to the end, "I can't see what's wrong 

with his going to a party now and then, or being invited here and there even if he hasn't any 

money. It looks more like a compliment to him and to us than anything else. I know how Gil 

feels about him. But it rather looks to me as though Clyde's just a little better than Gil thinks he 

is. At any rate, I can't and I wouldn't want to do anything about it. I've asked him to come down 

here, and the least I can do is to give him an opportunity to better himself. He seems to be doing 

his work all right. Besides, how would it look if I didn't?" 

And later, because of some additional remarks on the part of Gilbert to his mother, he 

added: "I'd certainly rather have him going with some of the better people than some of the 

worse ones— that's one thing sure. He's neat and polite and from all I hear at the factory does his 

work well enough. As a matter of fact, I think it would have been better if we had invited him up 

to the lake last summer for a few days anyhow, as I suggested. As it is now, if we don't do 

something pretty soon, it will look as though we think he isn't good enough for us when the other 

people here seem to think he is. If you'll take my advice, you'll have him up here for Christmas 

or New Year's, anyhow, just to show that we don't think any less of him than our friends do." 

This suggestion, once transferred to Gilbert by his mother, caused him to exclaim: "Well, 

I'll be hanged! All right, only don't think I'm going to lay myself out to be civil to him. It's a 

wonder, if Father thinks he's so able, that he don't make a real position for him somewhere." 

Just the same, nothing might have come of this had it not been that Bella, returning from 

Albany this same day, learned via contacts and telephone talks with Sondra and Bertine of the 

developments in connection with Clyde. Also that he had been invited to accompany them to the 



New Year's Eve dance at the Ellerslies' in Schenectady, Bella having been previously scheduled 

to make a part of this group before Clyde was thought of. 

This sudden development, reported by Bella to her mother, was of sufficient import to 

cause Mrs. Griffiths as well as Samuel, if not Gilbert, later to decide to make the best of a 

situation which obviously was being forced upon them and themselves invite Clyde for dinner—

Christmas Day—a sedate affair to which many others were bid. For this as they now decided 

would serve to make plain to all and at once that Clyde was not being as wholly ignored as some 

might imagine. It was the only reasonable thing to do at this late date. And Gilbert, on hearing 

this, and realizing that in this instance he was checkmated, exclaimed sourly: "Oh, all right. 

Invite him if you want to—if that's the way you and Dad feel about it. I don't see any real 

necessity for it even now. But you fix it to suit yourself. Constance and I are going over to Utica 

for the afternoon, anyhow, so I couldn't be there even if I wanted to." 

He was thinking of what an outrageous thing it was that a girl whom he disliked as much 

as he did Sondra could thus via her determination and plottings thrust his own cousin on him and 

he be unable to prevent it. And what a beggar Clyde must be to attempt to attach himself in this 

way when he knew that he was not wanted! What sort of a youth was he, anyhow? 

And so it was that on Monday morning Clyde had received another letter from the 

Griffiths, this time signed by Myra, asking him to have dinner with them at two o'clock 

Christmas Day. But, since this at that time did not seem to interfere with his meeting Roberta 

Christmas night at eight, he merely gave himself over to extreme rejoicing in regard to it all now, 

and at last he was nearly as well placed here, socially, as any one. For although he had no 

money, see how he was being received—and by the Griffiths, too—among all the others. And 

Sondra taking so great an interest in him, actually talking and acting as though she might be 

ready to fall in love. And Gilbert checkmated by his social popularity. What would you say to 

that? It testified, as he saw it now, that at least his relatives had not forgotten him or that, because 

of his recent success in other directions, they were finding it necessary to be civil to him—a 

thought that was the same as the bays of victory to a contestant. He viewed it with as much 

pleasure almost as though there had never been any hiatus at all. 

  



Chapter 31 

Unfortunately, however, the Christmas dinner at the Griffiths', which included the Starks 

and their daughter Arabella, Mr. and Mrs. Wynant, who in the absence of their daughter 

Constance with Gilbert were dining with the Griffiths, the Arnolds, Anthonys, Harriets, Taylors 

and others of note in Lycurgus, so impressed and even overawed Clyde that although five o'clock 

came and then six, he was incapable of breaking away or thinking clearly and compellingly of 

his obligation to Roberta. Even when, slightly before six, the greater portion of those who had 

been thus cheerfully entertained began rising and making their bows and departing (and when he, 

too, should have been doing the same and thinking of his appointment with Roberta), being 

accosted by Violet Taylor, who was part of the younger group, and who now began talking of 

some additional festivities to be held that same evening at the Anthonys', and who added most 

urgently, "You're coming with us, aren't you? Sure you are," he at once acquiesced, although his 

earlier promise to Roberta forced the remembrance that she was probably already back and 

expecting him. But still he had time even now, didn't he? 

Yet, once at the Anthonys', and talking and dancing with various girls, the obligation 

faded. But at nine he began worrying a little. For by this time she must be in her room and 

wondering what had become of him and his promise. And on Christmas night, too. And after she 

had been away three days. 

Inwardly he grew more and more restless and troubled, the while outwardly he 

maintained that same high spirit that characterized him throughout the afternoon. Fortunately for 

his own mood, this same group, having danced and frolicked every night for the past week until 

almost nervously exhausted, it now unanimously and unconsciously yielded to weariness and at 

eleven thirty, broke up. And after having escorted Bella Griffiths to her door, Clyde hurried 

around to Elm Street to see if by any chance Roberta was still awake. 

As he neared the Gilpins' he perceived through the snow-covered bushes and trees the 

glow of her single lamp. And for the time being, troubled as to what he should say—how excuse 

himself for this inexplicable lapse—he paused near one of the large trees that bordered the street, 

debating with himself as to just what he would say. Would he insist that he had again been to the 

Griffiths', or where? For according to his previous story he had only been there the Friday 

before. In the months before when he had no social contacts, but was merely romanticizing in 

regard to them, the untruths he found himself telling her caused him no twinges of any kind. 

They were not real and took up no actual portion of his time, nor did they interfere with any of 

his desired contacts with her. But now in the face of the actuality and the fact that these new 

contacts meant everything to his future, as he saw it, he hesitated. His quick conclusion was to 

explain his absence this evening by a second invitation which had come later, also by 

asseverating that the Griffiths being potentially in charge of his material welfare, it was 

becoming more and more of a duty rather than an idle, evasive pleasure to desert her in this way 

at their command. Could he help it? And with this half-truth permanently fixed in his mind, he 

crossed the snow and gently tapped at her window. 

At once the light was extinguished and a moment later the curtain lifted. Then Roberta, 

who had been mournfully brooding, opened the door and admitted him, having previously lit a 



candle as was her custom in order to avoid detection as much as possible, and at once he began 

in a whisper: 

"Gee, but this society business here is getting to be the dizzy thing, honey. I never saw 

such a town as this. Once you go with these people one place to do one thing, they always have 

something else they want you to do. They're on the go all the time. When I went there Friday (he 

was referring to his lie about having gone to the Griffiths'), I thought that would be the last until 

after the holidays, but yesterday, and just when I was planning to go somewhere else, I got a note 

saying they expected me to come there again to-day for dinner sure." 

"And to-day when I thought the dinner would begin at two," he continued to explain, 

"and end in time for me to be around here by eight like I said, it didn't start until three and only 

broke up a few minutes ago. Isn't that the limit? And I just couldn't get away for the last four 

hours. How've you been, honey? Did you have a good time? I hope so. Did they like the present I 

gave you?" 

He rattled off these questions, to which she made brief and decidedly terse replies, all the 

time looking at him as much as to say, "Oh, Clyde, how can you treat me like this?" 

But Clyde was so much interested in his own alibi, and how to convince Roberta of the 

truth of it, that neither before nor after slipping off his coat, muffler and gloves and smoothing 

back his hair, did he look at her directly, or even tenderly, or indeed do anything to demonstrate 

to her that he was truly delighted to see her again. On the contrary, he was so fidgety and in part 

flustered that despite his past professions and actions she could feel that apart from being 

moderately glad to see her again he was more concerned about himself and his own partially 

explained defection than he was about her. And although after a few moments he took her in his 

arms and pressed his lips to hers, still, as on Saturday, she could feel that he was only partially 

united to her in spirit. Other things—the affairs that had kept him from her on Friday and to-

night—were disturbing his thoughts and hers. 

She looked at him, not exactly believing and yet not entirely wishing to disbelieve him. 

He might have been at the Griffiths', as he said, and they might have detained him. And yet he 

might not have, either. For she could not help recalling that on the previous Saturday he had said 

he had been there Friday and the paper on the other hand had stated that he was in Gloversville. 

But if she questioned him in regard to these things now, would he not get angry and lie to her 

still more? For after all she could not help thinking that apart from his love for her she had no 

real claim on him. But she could not possibly imagine that he could change so quickly. 

"So that was why you didn't come to-night, was it?" she asked, with more spirit and 

irritation than she had ever used with him before. "I thought you told me sure you wouldn't let 

anything interfere," she went on, a little heavily. 

"Well, so I did," he admitted. "And I wouldn't have either, except for the letter I got. You 

know I wouldn't let any one but my uncle interfere, but I couldn't turn them down when they 

asked me to come there on Christmas Day. It's too important. It wouldn't look right, would it, 

especially when you weren't going to be here in the afternoon?" 



The manner and tone in which he said this conveyed to Roberta more clearly than 

anything that he had ever said before how significant he considered this connection with his 

relatives to be and how unimportant anything she might value in regard to this relationship was 

to him. It came to her now that in spite of all his enthusiasm and demonstrativeness in the first 

stages of this affair, possibly she was much more trivial in his estimation than she had seemed to 

herself. And that meant that her dreams and sacrifices thus far had been in vain. She became 

frightened. 

"Well, anyhow," she went on dubiously in the face of this, "don't you think you might 

have left a note here, Clyde, so I would have got it when I got in?" She asked this mildly, not 

wishing to irritate him too much. 

"But didn't I just tell you, honey, I didn't expect to be so late. I thought the thing would all 

be over by six, anyhow." 

"Yes—well—anyhow—I know—but still—" 

Her face wore a puzzled, troubled, nervous look, in which was mingled fear, sorrow, 

depression, distrust, a trace of resentment and a trace of despair, all of which, coloring and 

animating her eyes, which were now fixed on him in round orblike solemnity, caused him to 

suffer from a sense of having misused and demeaned her not a little. And because her eyes 

seemed to advertise this, he flushed a dark red flush that colored deeply his naturally very pale 

cheeks. But without appearing to notice this or lay any stress on it in any way at the time, 

Roberta added after a moment: "I notice that The Star mentioned that Gloversville party Sunday, 

but it didn't say anything about your cousins being over there. Were they?" 

For the first time in all her questioning of him, she asked this as though she might 

possibly doubt him—a development which Clyde had scarcely anticipated in connection with her 

up to this time, and more than anything else, it troubled and irritated him. 

"Of course they were," he replied falsely. "Why do you want to ask a thing like that when 

I told you they were?" 

"Well, dear, I don't mean anything by it. I only wanted to know. But I did notice that it 

mentioned all those other people from Lycurgus that you are always talking about, Sondra 

Finchley, Bertine Cranston. You know you never mentioned anybody but the Trumbulls." 

Her tone tended to make him bristle and grow cross, as she saw. 

"Yes, I saw that, too, but it ain't so. If they were there, I didn't see them. The papers don't 

always get everything right." In spite of a certain crossness and irritation at being trapped in this 

fashion, his manner did not carry conviction, and he knew it. And he began to resent the fact that 

she should question him so. Why should she? Wasn't he of sufficient importance to move in this 

new world without her holding him back in this way? 



Instead of denying or reproaching him further, she merely looked at him, her expression 

one of injured wistfulness. She did not believe him now entirely and she did not utterly 

disbelieve him. A part of what he said was probably true. More important was it that he should 

care for her enough not to want to lie to her or to treat her badly. But how was that to be effected 

if he did not want to be kind or truthful? She moved back from him a few steps and with a 

gesture of helplessness said: "Oh, Clyde, you don't have to story to me. Don't you know that? I 

wouldn't care where you went if you would just tell me beforehand and not leave me like this all 

alone on Christmas night. It's just that that hurts so." 

"But I'm not storying to you, Bert," he reiterated crossly. "I can't help how things look 

even if the paper did say so. The Griffiths were over there, and I can prove it. I got around here 

as soon as I could to-day. What do you want to get so mad about all at once? I've told you how 

things are. I can't do just as I want to here. They call me up at the last minute and want me to go. 

And I just can't get out of it. What's the use of being so mad about it?" 

He stared defiantly while Roberta, checkmated in this general way, was at a loss as to 

how to proceed. The item about New Year's Eve was in her mind, but she felt that it might not be 

wise to say anything more now. More poignantly than ever now she was identifying him with 

that gay life of which he, but not she, was a part. And yet she hesitated even now to let him know 

how sharp were the twinges of jealousy that were beginning to assail her. They had such a good 

time in that fine world—he and those he knew— and she had so little. And besides, now he was 

always talking about that Sondra Finchley and that Bertine Cranston, or the papers were. Was it 

in either of those that he was most interested? 

"Do you like that Miss Finchley very much?" she suddenly asked, looking up at him in 

the shadow, her desire to obtain some slight satisfaction—some little light on all this trouble—

still torturing her. 

At once Clyde sensed the importance of the question—a suggestion of partially 

suppressed interest and jealousy and helplessness, more in her voice even than in the way she 

looked. There was something so soft, coaxing and sad about her voice at times, especially when 

she was most depressed. At the same time he was slightly taken back by the shrewd or telepathic 

way in which she appeared to fix on Sondra. Immediately he felt that she should not know—that 

it would irritate her. At the same time, vanity in regard to his general position here, which hourly 

was becoming more secure apparently, caused him to say: 

"Oh, I like her some, sure. She's very pretty, and a dandy dancer. And she has lots of 

money and dresses well." He was about to add that outside of that Sondra appealed to him in no 

other way, when Roberta, sensing something of the true interest he felt in this girl perhaps and 

the wide gulf that lay between herself and all his world, suddenly exclaimed: "Yes, and who 

wouldn't, with all the money she has? If I had as much money as that, I could too." 

And to his astonishment and dismay even, at this point her voice grew suddenly vibrant 

and then broke, as on a sob. And as he could both see and feel, she was deeply hurt—terribly and 

painfully hurt—heartsore and jealous; and at once, although his first impulse was to grow angry 

and defiant again, his mood as suddenly softened. For it now pained him not a little to think that 



some one of whom he had once been so continuously fond up to this time should be made to 

suffer through jealousy of him, for he himself well knew the pangs of jealousy in connection 

with Hortense. He could for some reason almost see himself in Roberta's place. And for this 

reason, if no other, he now said, and quite softly: "Oh, now, Bert, as though I couldn't tell you 

about her or any one else without your getting mad about it! I didn't mean that I was especially 

interested in her. I was just telling you what I thought you wanted to know because you asked me 

if I liked her, that's all." 

"Oh, yes, I know," replied Roberta, standing tensely and nervously before him, her face 

white, her hands suddenly clenched, and looking up at him dubiously and yet pleadingly. "But 

they've got everything. You know they have. And I haven't got anything, really. And it's so hard 

for me to keep up my end and against all of them, too, and with all they have." Her voice shook, 

and she ceased talking, her eyes filling and her lips beginning to quiver. And as swiftly she 

concealed her face with her hands and turned away, her shoulders shaking as she did so. Indeed 

her body was now torn for the moment by the most desperate and convulsive sobs, so much so 

that Clyde, perplexed and astonished and deeply moved by this sudden display of a pent-up and 

powerful emotion, as suddenly was himself moved deeply. For obviously this was no trick or 

histrionic bit intended to influence him, but rather a sudden and overwhelming vision of herself, 

as he himself could sense, as a rather lorn and isolated girl without friends or prospects as 

opposed to those others in whom he was now so interested and who had so much more—

everything in fact. For behind her in her vision lay all the lorn and detached years that had 

marred her youth, now so vivid because of her recent visit. She was really intensely moved—

overwhelmingly and helplessly. 

And now from the very bottom of her heart she exclaimed: "If I'd ever had a chance like 

some girls—if I'd ever been anywhere or seen anything! But just to be brought up in the country 

and without any money or clothes or anything—and nobody to show you. Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh!" 

The moment she said these things she was actually ashamed of having made so weak and 

self-condemnatory a confession, since that was what really was troubling him in connection with 

her, no doubt. 

"Oh, Roberta, darling," he said instantly and tenderly, putting his arms around her, 

genuinely moved by his own dereliction. "You mustn't cry like that, dearest. You mustn't. I didn't 

mean to hurt you, honest I didn't. Truly, I didn't, dear. I know you've had a hard time, honey. I 

know how you feel, and how you've been up against things in one way and another. Sure I do, 

Bert, and you mustn't cry, dearest. I love you just the same. Truly I do, and I always will. I'm 

sorry if I've hurt you, honest I am. I couldn't help it to-night if I didn't come, honest, or last 

Friday either. Why, it just wasn't possible. But I won't be so mean like that any more, if I can 

help it. Honest I won't. You're the sweetest, dearest girl. And you've got such lovely hair and 

eyes, and such a pretty little figure. Honest you have, Bert. And you can dance too, as pretty as 

anybody. And you look just as nice, honest you do, dear. Won't you stop now, honey? Please do. 

I'm so sorry, honey, if I've hurt you in any way." 

There was about Clyde at times a certain strain of tenderness, evoked by experiences, 

disappointments, and hardships in his own life, which came out to one and another, almost any 



other, under such circumstances as these. At such times he had a soft and melting voice. His 

manner was as tender and gentle almost as that of a mother with a baby. It drew a girl like 

Roberta intensely to him. At the same time, such emotion in him, though vivid, was of brief 

duration. It was like the rush and flutter of a summer storm—soon come and soon gone. Yet in 

this instance it was sufficient to cause Roberta to feel that he fully understood and sympathized 

with her and perhaps liked her all the better for it. Things were not so had for the moment, 

anyhow. She had him and his love and sympathy to a very marked degree at any rate, and 

because of this and her very great comfort in it, and his soothing words, she began to dry her 

eyes, to say that she was sorry to think that she was such a cry-baby and that she hoped he would 

forgive her, because in crying she had wet the bosom of his spotless white shirt with her tears. 

And she would not do it any more if Clyde would just forgive her this once—the while, touched 

by a passion he scarcely believed was buried in her in any such volume, he now continued to kiss 

her hands, cheeks, and finally her lips. 

And between these pettings and coaxings and kissings it was that he reaffirmed to her, 

most foolishly and falsely in this instance (since he was really caring for Sondra in a way which, 

while different, was just as vital—perhaps even more so), that he regarded her as first, last and 

most in his heart, always—a statement which caused her to feel that perhaps after all she might 

have misjudged him. Also that her position, if anything, was more secure, if not more wonderful 

than ever it had been before—far superior to that of these other girls who might see him socially 

perhaps, but who did not have him to love them in this wonderful way. 

  



Chapter 32 

Clyde now was actually part and parcel of this local winter social scene. The Griffiths 

having introduced him to their friends and connections, it followed as a matter of course that he 

would be received in most homes here. But in this very limited world, where quite every one 

who was anything at all knew every one else, the state of one's purse was as much, and in some 

instances even more, considered than one's social connections. For these local families of 

distinction were convinced that not only one's family but one's wealth was the be-all and end-all 

of every happy union meant to include social security. And in consequence, while considering 

Clyde as one who was unquestionably eligible socially, still, because it had been whispered 

about that his means were very slender, they were not inclined to look upon him as one who 

might aspire to marriage with any of their daughters. Hence, while they were to the fore with 

invitations, still in so far as their own children and connections were concerned they were also to 

the fore with precautionary hints as to the inadvisability of too numerous contacts with him. 

However, the mood of Sondra and her group being friendly toward him, and the 

observations and comments of their friends and parents not as yet too definite, Clyde continued 

to receive invitations to the one type of gathering that most interested him—that which began 

and ended with dancing. And although his purse was short, he got on well enough. For once 

Sondra had interested herself in him, it was not long before she began to realize what his 

financial state was and was concerned to make his friendship for her at least as inexpensive as 

possible. And because of this attitude on her part, which in turn was conveyed to Bertine, Grant 

Cranston and others, it became possible on most occasions for Clyde, especially when the affair 

was local, to go here and there without the expenditure of any money. Even when the affair was 

at any point beyond Lycurgus and he consented to go, the car of another was delegated to pick 

him up. 

Frequently after the New Year's Eve trip to Schenectady, which proved to be an outing of 

real import to both Clyde and Sondra— seeing that on that occasion she drew nearer to him 

affectionately than ever before—it was Sondra herself who chose to pick him up in her car. He 

had actually succeeded in impressing her, and in a way that most flattered her vanity at the same 

time that it appealed to the finest trait in her—a warm desire to have some one, some youth like 

Clyde, who was at once attractive and of good social station, dependent upon her. She knew that 

her parents would not countenance an affair between her and Clyde because of his poverty. She 

had originally not contemplated any, though now she found herself wishing that something of the 

kind might be. 

However, no opportunity for further intimacies occurred until one night about two weeks 

after the New Year's party. They were returning from a similar affair at Amsterdam, and after 

Bella Griffiths and Grant and Bertine Cranston had been driven to their respective homes, Stuart 

Finchley had called back: "Now we'll take you home, Griffiths." At once Sondra, swayed by the 

delight of contact with Clyde and not willing to end it so soon, said: "If you want to come over to 

our place, I'll make some hot chocolate before you go home. Would you like that?" 

"Oh, sure I would," Clyde had answered gayly. 



"Here goes then," called Stuart, turning the car toward the Finchley home. "But as for me, 

I'm going to turn in. It's way after three now." 

"That's a good brother. Your beauty sleep, you know," replied Sondra. 

And having turned the car into the garage, the three made their way through the rear 

entrance into the kitchen. Her brother having left them, Sondra asked Clyde to be seated at a 

servants' table while she brought the ingredients. But he, impressed by this culinary equipment, 

the like of which he had never seen before, gazed about wondering at the wealth and security 

which could sustain it. 

"My, this is a big kitchen, isn't it?" he remarked. "What a lot of things you have here to 

cook with, haven't you?" 

And she, realizing from this that he had not been accustomed to equipment of this order 

before coming to Lycurgus and hence was all the more easily to be impressed, replied: "Oh, I 

don't know. Aren't all kitchens as big as this?" 

Clyde, thinking of the poverty he knew, and assuming from this that she was scarcely 

aware of anything less than this, was all the more overawed by the plethora of the world to which 

she belonged. What means! Only to think of being married to such a girl, when all such as this 

would become an everyday state. One would have a cook and servants, a great house and car, no 

one to work for, and only orders to give, a thought which impressed him greatly. It made her 

various self-conscious gestures and posings all the more entrancing. And she, sensing the import 

of all this to Clyde, was inclined to exaggerate her own inseparable connection with it. To him, 

more than any one else, as she now saw, she shone as a star, a paragon of luxury and social 

supremacy. 

Having prepared the chocolate in a commonplace aluminum pan, to further impress him 

she sought out a heavily chased silver service which was in another room. She poured the 

chocolate into a highly ornamented urn and then carried it to the table and put it down before 

him. Then swinging herself up beside him, she said: "Now, isn't this chummy? I just love to get 

out in the kitchen like this, but I can only do it when the cook's out. He won't let any one near the 

place when he's here." 

"Oh, is that so?" asked Clyde, who was quite unaware of the ways of cooks in connection 

with private homes—an inquiry which quite convinced Sondra that there must have been little if 

any real means in the world from which he sprang. Nevertheless, because he had come to mean 

so much to her, she was by no means inclined to turn back. And so when he finally exclaimed: 

"Isn't it wonderful to be together like this, Sondra? Just think, I hardly got a chance to say a word 

to you all evening, alone," she replied, without in any way being irritated by the familiarity, 

"You think so? I'm glad you do," and smiled in a slightly supercilious though affectionate way. 

And at the sight of her now in her white satin and crystal evening gown, her slippered 

feet swinging so intimately near, a faint perfume radiating to his nostrils, he was stirred. In fact, 

his imagination in regard to her was really inflamed. Youth, beauty, wealth such as this—what 



would it not mean? And she, feeling the intensity of his admiration and infected in part at least 

by the enchantment and fervor that was so definitely dominating him, was swayed to the point 

where she was seeing him as one for whom she could care—very much. Weren't his eyes bright 

and dark—very liquid and eager? And his hair! It looked so enticing, lying low upon his white 

forehead. She wished that she could touch it now— smooth it with her hands and touch his 

cheeks. And his hands—they were thin and sensitive and graceful. Like Roberta, and Hortense 

and Rita before her, she noticed them. 

But he was silent now with a tightly restrained silence which he was afraid to liberate in 

words. For he was thinking: "Oh, if only I could say to her how beautiful I really think she is. If I 

could just put my arms around her and kiss her, and kiss her, and kiss her, and have her kiss me 

in the same way." And strangely, considering his first approaches toward Roberta, the thought 

was without lust, just the desire to constrain and fondle a perfect object. Indeed, his eyes fairly 

radiated this desire and intensity. And while she noted this and was in part made dubious by it, 

since it was the thing in Clyde she most feared—still she was intrigued by it to the extent of 

wishing to know its further meaning. 

And so she now said, teasingly: "Was there anything very important you wanted to say?" 

"I'd like to say a lot of things to you, Sondra, if you would only let me," he returned 

eagerly. "But you told me not to." 

"Oh, so I did. Well, I meant that, too. I'm glad you mind so well." There was a provoking 

smile upon her lips and she looked at him as much as to say: "But you don't really believe I 

meant all of that, do you?" 

Overcome by the suggestion of her eyes, Clyde got up and, taking both her hands in his 

and looking directly into her eyes, said: "You didn't mean all of it, then, did you, Sondra? Not all 

of it, anyhow. Oh, I wish I could tell you all that I am thinking." His eyes spoke, and now sharply 

conscious again of how easy it was to inflame him, and yet anxious to permit him to proceed as 

he wished, she leaned back from him and said, "Oh, yes, I'm sure I did. You take almost 

everything too seriously, don't you?" But at the same time, and in spite of herself, her expression 

relaxed and she once more smiled. 

"I can't help it, Sondra. I can't! I can't!" he began, eagerly and almost vehemently. "You 

don't know what effect you have on me. You're so beautiful. Oh, you are. You know you are. I 

think about you all the time. Really I do, Sondra. You've made me just crazy about you, so much 

so that I can hardly sleep for thinking about you. Gee, I'm wild! I never go anywhere or see you 

any place but what I think of you all the time afterward. Even to-night when I saw you dancing 

with all those fellows I could hardly stand it. I just wanted you to be dancing with me—no one 

else. You've got such beautiful eyes, Sondra, and such a lovely mouth and chin, and such a 

wonderful smile." 

He lifted his hands as though to caress her gently, yet holding them back, and at the same 

time dreamed into her eyes as might a devotee into those of a saint, then suddenly put his arms 

about her and drew her close to him. She, thrilled and in part seduced by his words, instead of 



resisting as definitely as she would have in any other case, now gazed at him, fascinated by his 

enthusiasms. She was so trapped and entranced by his passion for her that it seemed to her now 

as though she might care for him as much as he wished. Very, very much, if she only dared. He, 

too, was beautiful and alluring to her. He, too, was really wonderful, even if he were poor—so 

much more intense and dynamic than any of these other youths that she knew here. Would it not 

be wonderful if, her parents and her state permitting, she could share with him completely such a 

mood as this? Simultaneously the thought came to her that should her parents know of this it 

might not be possible for her to continue this relationship in any form, let alone to develop it or 

enjoy it in the future. Yet regardless of this thought now, which arrested and stilled her for a 

moment, she continued to yearn toward him. Her eyes were warm and tender— her lips wreathed 

with a gracious smile. 

"I'm sure I oughtn't to let you say all these things to me. I know I shouldn't," she protested 

weakly, yet looking at him affectionately. "It isn't the right thing to do, I know, but still—" 

"Why not? Why isn't it right, Sondra? Why mayn't I when I care for you so much?" His 

eyes became clouded with sadness, and she, noting it, exclaimed: "Oh, well," then paused, "I—

I—" She was about to add, "Don't think they would ever let us go on with it," but instead she 

only replied, "I guess I don't know you well enough." 

"Oh, Sondra, when I love you so much and I'm so crazy about you! Don't you care at all 

like I care for you?" 

Because of the uncertainty expressed by her, his eyes were now seeking, frightened, sad. 

The combination had an intense appeal for her. She merely looked at him dubiously, wondering 

what could be the result of such an infatuation as this. And he, noting the wavering something in 

her own eyes, pulled her closer and kissed her. Instead of resenting it she lay for a moment 

willingly, joyously, in his arms, then suddenly sat up, the thought of what she was permitting 

him to do—kiss her in this way—and what it must mean to him, causing her on the instant to 

recover all her poise. "I think you'd better go now," she said definitely, yet not unkindly. "Don't 

you?" 

And Clyde, who himself had been surprised and afterwards a little startled, and hence 

reduced by his own boldness, now pleaded rather weakly, and yet submissively. "Angry?" 

And she, in turn sensing his submissiveness, that of the slave for the master, and in part 

liking and in part resenting it, since like Roberta and Hortense, even she preferred to be mastered 

rather than to master, shook her head negatively and a little sadly. 

"It's very late," was all she said, and smiled tenderly. 

And Clyde, realizing that for some reason he must not say more, had not the courage or 

persistence or the background to go further with her now, went for his coat and, looking sadly 

but obediently back at her, departed. 

  



Chapter 33 

One of the things that Roberta soon found was that her intuitive notions in regard to all 

this were not without speedy substantiation. For exactly as before, though with the usual 

insistence afterward that there was no real help for it, there continued to be these same last 

moment changes of plan and unannounced absences. And although she complained at times, or 

pleaded, or merely contented herself with quite silent and not always obvious "blues," still these 

same effected no real modification or improvement. For Clyde was now hopelessly enamored of 

Sandra and by no means to be changed, or moved even, by anything in connection with Roberta. 

Sondra was too wonderful! 

At the same time because she was there all of the working hours of each day in the same 

room with him, he could not fail instinctively to feel some of the thoughts that employed her 

mind—such dark, sad, despairing thoughts. And these seized upon him at times as definitely and 

poignantly as though they were voices of accusation or complaint—so much so that he could not 

help but suggest by way of amelioration that he would like to see her and that he was coming 

around that night if she were going to be home. And so distrait was she, and still so infatuated 

with him, that she could not resist admitting that she wanted him to come. And once there, the 

psychic personality of the past as well as of the room itself was not without its persuasion and 

hence emotional compulsion. 

But most foolishly anticipating, as he now did, a future more substantial than the general 

local circumstances warranted, he was more concerned than ever lest his present relationship to 

Roberta should in any way prove inimical to all this. Supposing that Sondra at some time, in 

some way, should find out concerning Roberta? How fatal that would be! Or that Roberta should 

become aware of his devotion to Sondra and so develop an active resentment which should carry 

her to the length of denouncing or exposing him. For subsequent to the New Year's Eve 

engagement, he was all too frequently appearing at the factory of a morning with explanatory 

statements that because of some invitation from the Griffiths, Harriets, or others, he would not be 

able to keep an engagement with her that night, for instance, that he had made a day or two 

before. And later, on three different occasions, because Sondra had called for him in her car, he 

had departed without a word, trusting to what might come to him the next day in the way of an 

excuse to smooth the matter over. 

Yet anomalous, if not exactly unprecedented as it may seem, this condition of mingled 

sympathy and opposition gave rise at last to the feeling in him that come what might he must 

find some method of severing this tie, even though it lacerated Roberta to the point of death 

(Why should he care? He had never told her that he would marry her.) or endangered his own 

position here in case she were not satisfied to release him as voicelessly as he wished. At other 

times it caused him to feel that indeed he was a sly and shameless and cruel person who had 

taken undue advantage of a girl who, left to herself, would never have troubled with him. And 

this latter mood, in spite of slights and lies and thinly excused neglects and absences at times in 

the face of the most definite agreements—so strange is the libido of the race—brought about the 

reenactment of the infernal or celestial command laid upon Adam and his breed: "Thy desire 

shall be to thy mate." 



But there was this to be said in connection with the relationship between these two, that 

no time, owing to the inexperience of Clyde, as well as Roberta, had there been any adequate 

understanding or use of more than the simplest, and for the most part unsatisfactory, 

contraceptive devices. About the middle of February, and, interestingly enough, at about the time 

when Clyde, because of the continuing favor of Sondra, had about reached the point where he 

was determined once and for all to end, not only this physical, but all other connection with 

Roberta, she on her part was beginning to see clearly that, in spite of his temporizing and her 

own incurable infatuation for him, pursuit of him by her was futile and that it would be more to 

the satisfaction of her pride, if not to the ease of her heart, if she were to leave here and in some 

other place seek some financial help that would permit her to live and still help her parents and 

forget him if she could. Unfortunately for this, she was compelled, to her dismay and terror, to 

enter the factory one morning, just about this time, her face a symbol of even graver and more 

terrifying doubts and fears than any that had hitherto assailed her. For now, in addition to her 

own troubled conclusions in regard to Clyde, there had sprung up over night the dark and 

constraining fear that even this might not now be possible, for the present at least. For because of 

her own and Clyde's temporizing over his and her sentimentality and her unconquerable affection 

for him, she now, at a time when it was most inimical for both, found herself pregnant. 

Ever since she had yielded to his blandishments, she had counted the days and always 

had been able to congratulate herself that all was well. But forty-eight hours since the always 

exactly calculated time had now passed, and there had been no sign. And for four days preceding 

this Clyde had not even been near her. And his attitude at the factory was more remote and 

indifferent than ever. 

And now, this! 

And she had no one but him to whom she might turn. And he was in this estranged and 

indifferent mood. 

Because of her fright, induced by the fear that with or without Clyde's aid she might not 

easily be extricated from her threatened predicament, she could see her home, her mother, her 

relatives, all who knew her, and their thoughts in case anything like this should befall her. For of 

the opinion of society in general and what other people might say, Roberta stood in extreme 

terror. The stigma of unsanctioned concupiscence! The shame of illegitimacy for a child! It was 

bad enough, as she had always thought, listening to girls and women talk of life and marriage 

and adultery and the miseries that had befallen girls who had yielded to men and subsequently 

been deserted, for a woman when she was safely married and sustained by the love and strength 

of a man—such love, for instance, as her brother-in-law Gabel brought to her sister Agnes, and 

her father to her mother in the first years, no doubt—and Clyde to her when he had so feverishly 

declared that he loved her. 

But now—now! 

She could not permit any thoughts in regard to his recent or present attitude to delay her. 

Regardless of either, he must help her. She did not know what else to do under such 

circumstances— which way to turn. And no doubt Clyde did. At any rate he had said once that 



he would stand by her in case anything happened. And although, because at first, even on the 

third day on reaching the factory, she imagined that she might be exaggerating the danger and 

that it was perhaps some physical flaw or lapse that might still overcome itself, still by late 

afternoon no evidence of any change coming to her, she began to be a prey to the most nameless 

terrors. What little courage she had mustered up to this time began to waver and break. She was 

all alone, unless he came to her now. And she was in need of advice and good counsel—loving 

counsel. Oh, Clyde! Clyde! If he would only not be so indifferent to her! He must not be! 

Something must be done, and right away—quick—else—Great Heavens, what a terrible thing 

this could easily come to be! 

At once she stopped her work between four and five in the afternoon and hurried to the 

dressing-room. And there she penned a note— hurried, hysterical—a scrawl. 

"CLYDE—I must see you to-night, sure, sure. You mustn't fail me. I have something to 

tell you. Please come as soon after work as possible, or meet me anywhere. I'm not angry or mad 

about anything. But I must see you to-night, sure. Please say right away where. 

 

"ROBERTA." 

And he, sensing a new and strange and quite terrified note in all this the moment he read 

it, at once looked over his shoulder at her and, seeing her face so white and drawn, signaled that 

he would meet her. For judging by her face the thing she had to tell must be of the utmost 

importance to her, else why this tensity and excitement on her part. And although he had another 

engagement later, as he now troublesomely recalled, at the Starks for dinner, still it was 

necessary to do this first. Yet, what was it anyhow? Was anybody dead or hurt or what—her 

mother or father or brother or sister? 

At five-thirty, he made his way to the appointed place, wondering what it could be that 

could make her so pale and concerned. Yet at the same time saying to himself that if this other 

dream in regard to Sondra were to come true he must not let himself be reentangled by any great 

or moving sympathy—must maintain his new poise and distance so that Roberta could see that 

he no longer cared for her as he had. Reaching the appointed place at six o'clock, he found her 

leaning disconsolately against a tree in the shadow. She looked distraught, despondent. 

"Why, what's the matter, Bert? What are you so frightened about? What's happened?" 

Even his obviously dwindling affection was restimulated by her quite visible need of 

help. 

"Oh, Clyde," she said at last, "I hardly know how to tell you. It's so terrible for me if it's 

so." Her voice, tense and yet low, was in itself a clear proof of her anguish and uncertainty. 

"Why, what is it, Bert? Why don't you tell me?" he reiterated, briskly and yet cautiously, 

essaying an air of detached assurance which he could not quite manage in this instance. "What's 

wrong? What are you so excited about? You're all trembly." 



Because of the fact that never before in all his life had he been confronted by any such 

predicament as this, it did not even now occur to him just what the true difficulty could be. At 

the same time, being rather estranged and hence embarrassed by his recent treatment of her, he 

was puzzled as to just what attitude to assume in a situation where obviously something was 

wrong. Being sensitive to conventional or moral stimuli as he still was, he could not quite 

achieve a discreditable thing, even where his own highest ambitions were involved, without a 

measure of regret or at least shame. Also he was so anxious to keep his dinner engagement and 

not to be further involved that his manner was impatient. It did not escape Roberta. 

"You know, Clyde," she pleaded, both earnestly and eagerly, the very difficulty of her 

state encouraging her to be bold and demanding, "you said if anything went wrong you'd help 

me." 

At once, because of those recent few and, as he now saw them, foolish visits to her room, 

on which occasions because of some remaining sentiment and desire on the part of both he had 

been betrayed into sporadic and decidedly unwise physical relations with her, he now realized 

what the difficulty was. And that it was a severe, compelling, dangerous difficulty, if it were 

true. Also that he was to blame and that here was a real predicament that must be overcome, and 

that quickly, unless a still greater danger was to be faced. Yet, simultaneously, his very recent 

and yet decidedly compelling indifference dictating, he was almost ready now to assume that this 

might be little more than a ruse or lovelorn device or bit of strategy intended to retain or reenlist 

his interest in spite of himself—a thought which he was only in part ready to harbor. Her manner 

was too dejected and despairing. And with the first dim realization of how disastrous such a 

complication as this might prove to be in his case, he began to be somewhat more alarmed than 

irritated. So much so that he exclaimed: 

"Yes, but how do you know that there is anything wrong? You can't be sure so soon as all 

this, can you? How can you? You'll probably be all right to-morrow, won't you?" At the same 

time his voice was beginning to suggest the uncertainty that he felt. 

"Oh, no, I don't think so, Clyde. I wish I did. It's two whole days, and it's never been that 

way before." 

Her manner as she said this was so obviously dejected and self-commiserating that at 

once he was compelled to dismiss the thought of intrigue. At the same time, unwilling to face so 

discouraging a fact so soon, he added: "Oh, well, that might not mean anything, either. Girls go 

longer than two days, don't they?" 

The tone, implying as it did uncertainty and non-sophistication even, which previously 

had not appeared characteristic of him, was sufficient to alarm Roberta to the point where she 

exclaimed: "Oh, no, I don't think so. Anyhow, it would be terrible, wouldn't it, if something were 

wrong? What do you suppose I ought to do? Don't you know something I can take?" 

At once Clyde, who had been so brisk and urgent in establishing this relationship and had 

given Roberta the impression that he was a sophisticated and masterful youth who knew much 

more of life than ever she could hope to know, and to whom all such dangers and difficulties as 



were implied in the relationship could be left with impunity, was at a loss what to do. Actually, 

as he himself now realized, he was as sparingly informed in regard to the mysteries of sex and 

the possible complications attending upon such a situation as any youth of his years could well 

be. True, before coming here he had browsed about Kansas City and Chicago with such worldly-

wise mentors of the hotel bell-boy world as Ratterer, Higby, Hegglund and others and had 

listened to much of their gossiping and boasting. But their knowledge, for all their boasting, as 

he now half guessed, must have related to girls who were as careless and uninformed as 

themselves. And beyond those again, although he was by no means so clearly aware of that fact 

now, lay little more than those rumored specifics and preventatives of such quack doctors and 

shady druggists and chemists as dealt with intelligences of the Hegglund and Ratterer order. But 

even so, where were such things to be obtained in a small city like Lycurgus? Since dropping 

Dillard he had no intimates let alone trustworthy friends who could be depended on to help in 

such a crisis. 

The best he could think of for the moment was to visit some local or near-by druggist 

who might, for a price, provide him with some worth-while prescription or information. But for 

how much? And what were the dangers in connection with such a proceeding? Did they talk? 

Did they ask questions? Did they tell any one else about such inquiries or needs? He looked so 

much like Gilbert Griffiths, who was so well known in Lycurgus that any one recognizing him as 

Gilbert might begin to talk of him in that way and so bring about trouble. 

And this terrible situation arising now—when in connection with Sondra, things had 

advanced to the point where she was now secretly permitting him to kiss her, and, more pleasing 

still, exhibiting little evidences of her affection and good will in the form of presents of ties, a 

gold pencil, a box of most attractive handkerchiefs, all delivered to his door in his absence with a 

little card with her initials, which had caused him to feel sure that his future in connection with 

her was of greater and greater promise. So much so that even marriage, assuming that her family 

might not prove too inimical and that her infatuation and diplomacy endured, might not be 

beyond the bounds of possibility. He could not be sure, of course. Her true intentions and 

affections so far were veiled behind a tantalizing evasiveness which made her all the more 

desirable. Yet it was these things that had been causing him to feel that he must now, and 

speedily, extract himself as gracefully and unirritatingly as possible from his intimacy with 

Roberta. 

For that reason, therefore, he now announced, with pretended assurance: "Well, I 

wouldn't worry about it any more to-night if I were you. You may be all right yet, you know. 

You can't be sure. Anyhow, I'll have to have a little time until I can see what I can do. I think I 

can get something for you. But I wish you wouldn't get so excited." 

At the same time he was far from feeling as secure as he sounded. In fact he was very 

much shaken. His original determination to have as little to do with her as possible, was now 

complicated by the fact that he was confronted by a predicament that spelled real danger to 

himself, unless by some argument or assertion he could absolve himself of any responsibility in 

connection with this—a possibility which, in view of the fact that Roberta still worked for him, 

that he had written her some notes, and that any least word from her would precipitate an inquiry 

which would prove fatal to him, was sufficient to cause him to feel that he must assist her 



speedily and without a breath of information as to all this leaking out in any direction. At the 

same time it is only fair to say that because of all that had been between them, he did not object 

to assisting her in any way that he could. But in the event that he could not (it was so that his 

thoughts raced forward to an entirely possible inimical conclusion to all this) well, then—well, 

then— might it not be possible at least—some fellows, if not himself would—to deny that he had 

held any such relationship with her and so escape. That possibly might be one way out—if only 

he were not as treacherously surrounded as he was here. 

But the most troublesome thing in connection with all this was the thought that he knew 

of nothing that would really avail in such a case, other than a doctor. Also that that probably 

meant money, time, danger—just what did it mean? He would see her in the morning, and if she 

weren't all right by then he would act. 

And Roberta, for the first time forsaken in this rather casual and indifferent way, and in 

such a crisis as this, returned to her room with her thoughts and fears, more stricken and 

agonized than ever before she had been in all her life. 

  



Chapter 34 

But the resources of Clyde, in such a situation as this, were slim. For, apart from Liggett, 

Whiggam, and a few minor though decidedly pleasant and yet rather remote department heads, 

all of whom were now looking on him as a distinctly superior person who could scarcely be 

approached too familiarly in connection with anything, there was no one to whom he could 

appeal. In so far as the social group to which he was now so eagerly attaching himself was 

concerned, it would have been absurd for him to attempt, however slyly, to extract any 

information there. For while the youths of this world at least were dashing here and there, and 

because of their looks, taste and means indulging themselves in phases of libertinism—the 

proper wild oats of youth—such as he and others like himself could not have dreamed of 

affording, still so far was he from any real intimacy with any of these that he would not have 

dreamed of approaching them for helpful information. 

His sanest thought, which occurred to him almost immediately after leaving Roberta, was 

that instead of inquiring of any druggist or doctor or person in Lycurgus—more particularly any 

doctor, since the entire medical profession here, as elsewhere, appeared to him as remote, cold, 

unsympathetic and likely very expensive and unfriendly to such an immoral adventure as this—

was to go to some near-by city, preferably Schenectady, since it was larger and as near as any, 

and there inquire what, if anything, could be obtained to help in such a situation as this. For he 

must find something. 

At the same time, the necessity for decision and prompt action was so great that even on 

his way to the Starks', and without knowing any drug or prescription to ask for, he resolved to go 

to Schenectady the next night. Only that meant, as he later reasoned, that a whole day must 

elapse before anything could be done for Roberta, and that, in her eyes, as well as his own, 

would be leaving her open to the danger that any delay at all involved. Therefore, he decided to 

act at once, if he could; excuse himself to the Starks and then make the trip to Schenectady on 

the interurban before the drug-stores over there should close. But once there—what? How face 

the local druggist or clerk—and ask for what? His mind was troubled with hard, abrasive 

thoughts as to what the druggist might think, look or say. If only Ratterer or Hegglund were 

here! They would know, of course, and be glad to help him. Or Higby, even. But here he was 

now, all alone, for Roberta knew nothing at all. There must be something though, of course. If 

not, if he failed there, he would return and write Ratterer in Chicago, only in order to keep 

himself out of this as much as possible he would say that he was writing for a friend. 

Once in Schenectady, since no one knew him there, of course he might say (the thought 

came to him as an inspiration) that he was a newly married man—why not? He was old enough 

to be one, and that his wife, and that in the face of inability to care for a child now, was "past her 

time" (he recalled a phrase that he had once heard Higby use), and that he wanted something that 

would permit her to escape from that state. What was so wrong with that as an idea? A young 

married couple might be in just such a predicament. And possibly the druggist would, or should 

be stirred to a little sympathy by such a state and might be glad to tell him of something. Why 

not? That would be no real crime. To be sure, one and another might refuse, but a third might 

not. And then he would be rid of this. And then never again, without knowing a lot more than he 

did now, would he let himself drift into any such predicament as this. Never! It was too dreadful. 



He betook himself to the Stark house very nervous and growing more so every moment. 

So much so that, the dinner being eaten, he finally declared as early as nine-thirty that at the last 

moment at the factory a very troublesome report, covering a whole month's activities, had been 

requested of him. And since it was not anything he could do at the office, he was compelled to 

return to his room and make it out there—a bit of energetic and ambitious commercialism, as the 

Starks saw it, worthy of their admiration and sympathy. And in consequence he was excused. 

But arrived at Schenectady, he had barely time to look around a little before the last car 

for Lycurgus should be leaving. His nerve began to fail him. Did he look enough like a young 

married man to convince any one that he was one? Besides were not such preventatives 

considered very wrong—even by druggists? 

Walking up and down the one very long Main Street still brightly lighted at this hour, 

looking now in one drug-store window and another, he decided for different reasons that each 

particular one was not the one. In one, as he saw at a glance, stood a stout, sober, smooth-shaven 

man of fifty whose bespectacled eyes and iron gray hair seemed to indicate to Clyde's mind that 

he would be most certain to deny such a youthful applicant as himself—refuse to believe that he 

was married—or to admit that he had any such remedy, and suspect him of illicit relations with 

some young, unmarried girl into the bargain. He looked so sober, God-fearing, ultra-respectable 

and conventional. No, it would not do to apply to him. He had not the courage to enter and face 

such a person. 

In another drug-store he observed a small, shriveled and yet dapper and shrewd-looking 

man of perhaps thirty-five, who appeared to him at the time as satisfactory enough, only, as he 

could see from the front, he was being briskly assisted by a young woman of not more than 

twenty or twenty-five. And assuming that she would approach him instead of the man—an 

embarrassing and impossible situation— or if the man waited on him, was it not probable that 

she would hear? In consequence he gave up that place, and a third, a fourth, and a fifth, for 

varying and yet equally cogent reasons—customers inside, a girl and a boy at a soda fountain in 

front, an owner posed near the door and surveying Clyde as he looked in and thus disconcerting 

him before he had time to consider whether he should enter or not. 

Finally, however, after having abandoned so many, he decided that he must act or return 

defeated, his time and carfare wasted. Returning to one of the lesser stores in a side street, in 

which a moment before he had observed an undersized chemist idling about, he entered, and 

summoning all the bravado he could muster, began: "I want to know something. I want to know 

if you know of anything— well, you see, it's this way—I'm just married and my wife is past her 

time and I can't afford to have any children now if I can help it. Is there anything a person can get 

that will get her out of it?" 

His manner was brisk and confidential enough, although tinged with nervousness and the 

inner conviction that the druggist must guess that he was lying. At the same time, although he 

did not know it, he was talking to a confirmed religionist of the Methodist group who did not 

believe in interfering with the motives or impulses of nature. Any such trifling was against the 

laws of God and he carried nothing in stock that would in any way interfere with the ways of the 

Creator. At the same time he was too good a merchant to wish to alienate a possible future 



customer, and so he now said: "I'm sorry, young man, but I'm afraid I can't help you in this case. 

I haven't a thing of that kind in stock here—never handle anything of that kind because I don't 

believe in 'em. It may be, though, that some of the other stores here in town carry something of 

the sort. I wouldn't be able to tell you." His manner as he spoke was solemn, the convinced and 

earnest tone and look of the moralist who knows that he is right. 

And at once Clyde gathered, and fairly enough in this instance, that this man was 

reproachful. It reduced to a much smaller quantity the little confidence with which he had begun 

his quest. And yet, since the dealer had not directly reproached him and had even said that it 

might be possible that some of the other druggists carried such a thing, he took heart after a few 

moments, and after a brief fit of pacing here and there in which he looked through one window 

and another, he finally espied a seventh dealer alone. He entered, and after repeating his first 

explanation he was informed, very secretively and yet casually, by the thin, dark, casuistic 

person who waited on him—not the owner in this instance— that there was such a remedy. Yes. 

Did he wish a box? That (because Clyde asked the price) would be six dollars—a staggering sum 

to the salaried inquirer. However, since the expenditure seemed unescapable—to find anything at 

all a great relief—he at once announced that he would take it, and the clerk, bringing him 

something which he hinted ought to prove "effectual" and wrapping it up, he paid and went out. 

And then actually so relieved was he, so great had been the strain up to this moment, that 

he could have danced for joy. Then there was a cure, and it would work, of course. The excessive 

and even outrageous price seemed to indicate as much. And under the circumstances, might he 

not even consider that sum moderate, seeing that he was being let off so easily? However, he 

forgot to inquire as to whether there was any additional information or special direction that 

might prove valuable, and instead, with the package in his pocket, some central and detached 

portion of the ego within himself congratulating him upon his luck and undaunted efficiency in 

such a crisis as this, he at once returned to Lycurgus, where he proceeded to Roberta's room. 

And she, like himself, impressed by his success in having secured something which both 

he and she had feared did not exist, or if it did, might prove difficult to procure, felt enormously 

relieved. In fact, she was reimpressed by his ability and efficiency, qualities with which, up to 

this time at least, she had endowed him. Also that he was more generous and considerate than 

under the circumstances she feared he would be. At least he was not coldly abandoning her to 

fate, as previously in her terror she had imagined that he might. And this fact, even in the face of 

his previous indifference, was sufficient to soften her mood in regard to him. So with a kind of 

ebullience, based on fattened hope resting on the pills, she undid the package and read the 

directions, assuring him the while of her gratitude and that she would not forget how good he had 

been to her in this instance. At the same time, even as she untied the package, the thought came 

to her—supposing they would not work? Then what? And how would she go about arranging 

with Clyde as to that? However, for the time being, as she now reasoned, she must be satisfied 

and grateful for this, and at once took one of the pills. 

But once her expressions of gratefulness had been offered and Clyde sensed that these 

same might possibly be looked upon as overtures to a new intimacy between them, he fell back 

upon the attitude that for days past had characterized him at the factory. Under no circumstances 

must he lend himself to any additional blandishments or languishments in this field. And if this 



drug proved effectual, as he most earnestly hoped, it must be the last of any save the most 

accidental and casual contacts. For there was too much danger, as this particular crisis had 

proved—too much to be lost on his side—everything, in short—nothing but worry and trouble 

and expense. 

In consequence he retreated to his former reserve. "Well, you'll be all right now, eh? 

Anyhow, let's hope so, huh? It says to take one every two hours for eight or ten hours. And if 

you're just a little sick, it says it doesn't make any difference. You may have to knock off a day 

or two at the factory, but you won't mind that, will you, if it gets you out of this? I'll come around 

to-morrow night and see how you are, if you don't show up any time to-morrow." 

He laughed genially, the while Roberta gazed at him, unable to associate his present 

casual attitude with his former passion and deep solicitude. His former passion! And now this! 

And yet, under the circumstances, being truly grateful, she now smiled cordially and he the 

same. Yet, seeing him go out, the door close, and no endearing demonstrations of any kind 

having been exchanged between them, she returned to her bed, shaking her head dubiously. For, 

supposing that this remedy did not work after all? And he continued in this same casual and 

remote attitude toward her? Then what? For unless this remedy proved effectual, he might still 

be so indifferent that he might not want to help her long—or would he? Could he do that, really? 

He was the one who had brought her to this difficulty, and against her will, and he had so 

definitely assured her that nothing would happen. And now she must lie here alone and worry, 

not a single person to turn to, except him, and he was leaving her for others with the assurance 

that she would be all right. And he had caused it all! Was this quite right? 

"Oh, Clyde! Clyde!" 

  



Chapter 35 

But the remedy he purchased failed to work. And because of nausea and his advice she 

had not gone to the factory, but lay about worrying. But, no saving result appearing, she began to 

take two pills every hour instead of one—eager at any cost to escape the fate which seemingly 

had overtaken her. And this made her exceedingly sick—so much so that when Clyde arrived at 

six-thirty he was really moved by her deathly white face, drawn cheeks and large and nervous 

eyes, the pupils of which were unduly dilated. Obviously she was facing a crisis, and because of 

him, and, while it frightened, at the same time it made him sorry for her. Still, so confused and 

perplexed was he by the problem which her unchanged state presented to him that his mind now 

leaped forward to the various phases and eventualities of such a failure as this. The need of 

additional advice or service of some physician somewhere! But where and how and who? And 

besides, as he now asked himself, where was he to obtain the money in any such event? 

Plainly in view of no other inspiration it was necessary for him to return to the druggist at 

once and there inquire if there was anything else—some other drug or some other thing that one 

might do. Or if not that, then some low-priced shady doctor somewhere, who, for a small fee, or 

a promise of payments on time, would help in this case. 

Yet even though this other matter was so important—tragic almost— once outside his 

spirits lifted slightly. For he now recalled that he had an appointment with Sondra at the 

Cranstons', where at nine he and she, along with a number of others, were to meet and play about 

as usual—a party. Yet once at the Cranstons', and despite the keen allurement of Sondra, he 

could not keep his mind off Roberta's state, which rose before him as a specter. Supposing now 

any one of those whom he found gathered here—Nadine Harriet, Perley Haynes, Violet Taylor, 

Jill Trumbull, Bella, Bertine, and Sondra, should gain the least inkling of the scene he had just 

witnessed? In spite of Sondra at the piano throwing him a welcoming smile over her shoulder as 

he entered, his thoughts were on Roberta. He must go around there again after this was over, to 

see how she was and so relieve his own mind in case she were better. In case she was not, he 

must write to Ratterer at once for advice. 

In spite of his distress he was trying to appear as gay and unconcerned as ever—dancing 

first with Perley Haynes and then with Nadine and finally, while waiting for a chance to dance 

with Sondra, he approached a group who were trying to help Vanda Steele solve a new scenery 

puzzle and asserted that he could read messages written on paper and sealed in envelopes (the 

old serial letter trick which he had found explained in an ancient book of parlor tricks discovered 

on a shelf at the Peytons'). It had been his plan to use it before in order to give himself an air of 

ease and cleverness, but to-night he was using it to take his mind off the greater problem that was 

weighing on him. And, although with the aid of Nadine Harriet, whom he took into his 

confidence, he succeeded in thoroughly mystifying the others, still his mind was not quite on it. 

Roberta was always there. Supposing something should really be wrong with her and he could 

not get her out of it. She might even expect him to marry her, so fearful was she of her parents 

and people. What would he do then? He would lose the beautiful Sondra and she might even 

come to know how and why he had lost her. But that would be wild of Roberta to expect him to 

do that. He would not do it. He could not do it. 



One thing was certain. He must get her out of this. He must! But how? How? 

And although at twelve o'clock Sondra signaled that she was ready to go and that if he 

chose he might accompany her to her door (and even stop in for a few moments) and although 

once there, in the shade of a pergola which ornamented the front gate, she had allowed him to 

kiss her and told him that she was beginning to think he was the nicest ever and that the 

following spring when the family moved to Twelfth Lake she was going to see if she couldn't 

think of some way by which she could arrange to have him there over week-ends, still, because 

of this pressing problem in connection with Roberta, Clyde was so worried that he was not able 

to completely enjoy this new and to him exquisitely thrilling demonstration of affection on her 

part—this new and amazing social and emotional victory of his. 

He must send that letter to Ratterer to-night. But before that he must return to Roberta as 

he had promised and find out if she was better. And after that he must go over to Schenectady in 

the morning, sure, to see the druggist over there. For something must be done about this unless 

she were better to-night. 

And so, with Sondra's kisses thrilling on his lips, he left her to go to Roberta, whose 

white face and troubled eyes told him as he entered her room that no change had taken place. If 

anything she was worse and more distressed than before, the larger dosage having weakened her 

to the point of positive illness. However, as she said, nothing mattered if only she could get out 

of this—that she would almost be willing to die rather than face the consequences. And Clyde, 

realizing what she meant and being so sincerely concerned for himself, appeared in part 

distressed for her. However, his previous indifference and the manner in which he had walked 

off and left her alone this very evening prevented her from feeling that there was any abiding 

concern in him for her now. And this grieved her terribly. For she sensed now that he did not 

really care for her any more, even though now he was saying that she mustn't worry and that it 

was likely that if these didn't work he would get something else that would; that he was going 

back to the druggist at Schenectady the first thing in the morning to see if there wasn't something 

else that he could suggest. 

But the Gilpins had no telephone, and since he never ventured to call at her room during 

the day and he never permitted her to call him at Mrs. Peyton's, his plan in this instance was to 

pass by the following morning before work. If she were all right, the two front shades would be 

raised to the top; if not, then lowered to the center. In that case he would depart for Schenectady 

at once, telephoning Mr. Liggett that he had some outside duties to perform. 

Just the same, both were terribly depressed and fearful as to what this should mean for 

each of them. Clyde could not quite assure himself that, in the event that Roberta was not 

extricated, he would be able to escape without indemnifying her in some form which might not 

mean just temporary efforts to aid her, but something more—marriage, possibly—since already 

she had reminded him that he had promised to see her through. But what had he really meant by 

that at the time that he said it, he now asked himself. Not marriage, most certainly, since his 

thought was not that he had ever wanted to marry her, but rather just to play with her happily in 

love, although, as he well knew, she had no such conception of his eager mood at that time. He 



was compelled to admit to himself that she had probably thought his intentions were more 

serious or she would not have submitted to him at all. 

But reaching home, and after writing and mailing the letter to Ratterer, Clyde passed a 

troubled night. Next morning he paid a visit to the druggist at Schenectady, the curtains of 

Roberta's windows having been lowered to the center when he passed. But on this occasion the 

latter had no additional aid to offer other than the advisability of a hot and hence weakening bath, 

which he had failed to mention in the first instance. Also some wearying form of physical 

exercise. But noting Clyde's troubled expression and judging that the situation was causing him 

great worry, he observed: "Of course, the fact that your wife has skipped a month doesn't mean 

that there is anything seriously wrong, you know. Women do that sometimes. Anyhow, you can't 

ever be sure until the second month has passed. Any doctor will tell you that. If she's nervous, let 

her try something like this. But even if it fails to work, you can't be positive. She might be all 

right next month just the same." 

Thinly cheered by this information, Clyde was about to depart, for Roberta might be 

wrong. He and she might be worrying needlessly. Still—he was brought up with a round turn as 

he thought of it— there might be real danger, and waiting until the end of the second period 

would only mean that a whole month had elapsed and nothing helpful accomplished—a freezing 

thought. In consequence he now observed: "In case things don't come right, you don't happen to 

know of a doctor she could go to, do you? This is rather a serious business for both of us, and I'd 

like to get her out of it if I could." 

Something about the way in which Clyde said this—his extreme nervousness as well as 

his willingness to indulge in a form of malpractice which the pharmacist by some logic all his 

own considered very different from just swallowing a preparation intended to achieve the same 

result—caused him to look suspiciously at Clyde, the thought stirring in his brain that very likely 

after all Clyde was not married, also that this was one of those youthful affairs which spelled 

license and future difficulty for some unsophisticated girl. Hence his mood now changed, and 

instead of being willing to assist, he now said coolly: "Well, there may be a doctor around here, 

but if so I don't know. And I wouldn't undertake to send any one to a doctor like that. It's against 

the law. It would certainly go hard with any doctor around here who was caught doing that sort 

of thing. That's not to say, though, that you aren't at liberty to look around for yourself, if you 

want to," he added gravely, giving Clyde a suspicious and examining glance, and deciding it 

were best if he had nothing further to do with such a person. 

Clyde therefore returned to Roberta with the same prescription renewed, although she 

had most decidedly protested that, since the first box had not worked, it was useless to get more. 

But since he insisted, she was willing to try the drug the new way, although the argument that a 

cold or nerves was the possible cause was only sufficient to convince her that Clyde was at the 

end of his resources in so far as she was concerned, or if not that, he was far from being alive to 

the import of this both to herself and to him. And supposing this new treatment did not work, 

then what? Was he going to stop now and let the thing rest there? 

Yet so peculiar was Clyde's nature that in the face of his fears in regard to his future, and 

because it was far from pleasant to be harried in this way and an infringement on his other 



interests, the assurance that the delay of a month might not prove fatal was sufficient to cause 

him to be willing to wait, and that rather indifferently, for that length of time. Roberta might be 

wrong. She might be making all this trouble for nothing. He must see how she felt after she had 

tried this new way. 

But the treatment failed. Despite the fact that in her distress Roberta returned to the 

factory in order to weary herself, until all the girls in the department assured her that she must be 

ill— that she should not be working when she looked and plainly felt so bad—still nothing came 

of it. And the fact that Clyde could dream of falling back on the assurance of the druggist that a 

first month's lapse was of no import only aggravated and frightened her the more. 

The truth was that in this crisis he was as interesting an illustration of the enormous 

handicaps imposed by ignorance, youth, poverty and fear as one could have found. Technically 

he did not even know the meaning of the word "midwife," or the nature of the services 

performed by her. (And there were three here in Lycurgus at this time in the foreign family 

section.) Again, he had been in Lycurgus so short a time, and apart from the young society men 

and Dillard whom he had cut, and the various department heads at the factory, he knew no one—

an occasional barber, haberdasher, cigar dealer and the like, the majority of whom, as he saw 

them, were either too dull or too ignorant for his purpose. 

One thing, however, which caused him to pause before ever he decided to look up a 

physician was the problem of who was to approach him and how. To go himself was simply out 

of the question. In the first place, he looked too much like Gilbert Griffiths, who was decidedly 

too well-known here and for whom he might be mistaken. Next, it was unquestionable that, 

being as well-dressed as he was, the physician would want to charge him more, maybe, than he 

could afford and ask him all sorts of embarrassing questions, whereas if it could be arranged 

through some one else—the details explained before ever Roberta was sent— Why not Roberta 

herself! Why not? She looked so simple and innocent and unassuming and appealing at all times. 

And in such a situation as this, as depressed and downcast as she was, well...For after all, as he 

now casuistically argued with himself, it was she and not he who was facing the immediate 

problem which had to be solved. 

And again, as it now came to him, would she not be able to get it done cheaper? For 

looking as she did now, so distrait—If only he could get her to say that she had been deserted by 

some young man, whose name she would refuse to divulge, of course, well, what physician 

seeing a girl like her alone and in such a state—no one to look after her—would refuse her? It 

might even be that he would help her out for nothing. Who could tell? And that would leave him 

clear of it all. 

And in consequence he now approached Roberta, intending to prepare her for the 

suggestion that, assuming that he could provide a physician and the nature of his position being 

what it was, she must speak for herself. But before he had spoken she at once inquired of him as 

to what, if anything, more he had heard or done. Wasn't some other remedy sold somewhere? 

And this giving him the opportunity he desired, he explained: "Well, I've asked around and 

looked into most of the drug-stores and they tell me if this one won't work that none will. That 

leaves me sorta stumped now, unless you're willing to go and see a doctor. But the trouble with 



that is they're hard to find—the ones who'll do anything and keep their mouths shut. I've talked 

with several fellows without saying who it's for, of course, but it ain't so easy to get one around 

here, because they are all too much afraid. It's against the law, you see. But what I want to know 

now is, supposing I find a doctor who would do it, will you have the nerve to go and see him and 

tell him what the trouble is? That's what I want to know." 

She looked at him dazedly, not quite grasping that he was hinting that she was to go 

entirely alone, but rather assuming that of course he meant to go with her. Then, her mind 

concentrating nervously upon the necessity of facing a doctor in his company, she first 

exclaimed: "Oh, dear, isn't it terrible to think of us having to go to a doctor in this way? Then 

he'll know all about us, won't he? And besides it's dangerous, isn't it, although I don't suppose it 

could be much worse than those old pills." She went off into more intimate inquiries as to what 

was done and how, but Clyde could not enlighten her. 

"Oh, don't be getting nervous over that now," he said. "It isn't anything that's going to 

hurt you, I know. Besides we'll be lucky if we find some one to do it. What I want to know is if I 

do find a doctor, will you be willing to go to him alone?" She started as if struck, but unabashed 

now he went on, "As things stand with me here, I can't go with you, that's sure. I'm too well 

known around here, and besides I look too much like Gilbert and he's known to everybody. If I 

should be mistaken for him, or be taken for his cousin or relative, well, then the jig's up." 

His eyes were not only an epitome of how wretched he would feel were he exposed to all 

Lycurgus for what he was, but also in them lurked a shadow of the shabby role he was 

attempting to play in connection with her—in hiding thus completely behind her necessity. And 

yet so tortured was he by the fear of what was about to befall him in case he did not succeed in 

so doing, that he was now prepared, whatever Roberta might think or say, to stand his ground. 

But Roberta, sensing only the fact that he was thinking of sending her alone, now exclaimed 

incredulously: "Not alone, Clyde! Oh, no, I couldn't do that! Oh, dear, no! Why, I'd be frightened 

to death. Oh, dear, no. Why, I'd be so frightened I wouldn't know what to do. Just think how I'd 

feel, trying to explain to him alone. I just couldn't do that. Besides, how would I know what to 

say—how to begin? You'll just have to go with me at first, that's all, and explain, or I never can 

go—I don't care what happens." Her eyes were round and excited and her face, while registering 

all the depression and fear that had recently been there, was transfigured by definite opposition. 

But Clyde was not to be shaken either. 

"You know how it is with me here, Bert. I can't go, and that's all there is to it. Why, 

supposing I were seen—supposing some one should recognize me? What then? You know how 

much I've been going around here since I've been here. Why, it's crazy to think that I could go. 

Besides, it will be a lot easier for you than for me. No doctor's going to think anything much of 

your coming to him, especially if you're alone. He'll just think you're some one who's got in 

trouble and with no one to help you. But if I go, and it should be any one who knows anything 

about the Griffiths, there'd be the deuce to pay. Right off he'd think I was stuffed with money. 

Besides, if I didn't do just what he wanted me to do afterwards, he could go to my uncle, or my 

cousin, and then, good night! That would be the end of me. And if I lost my place here now, and 

with no money and that kind of scandal connected with me, where do you suppose I would be 



after that, or you either? I certainly couldn't look after you then. And then what would you do? I 

should think you'd wake up and see what a tough proposition this is. My name can't be pulled 

into this without trouble for both of us. It's got to be kept out, that's all, and the only way for me 

to keep it out is for me to stay away from any doctor. Besides, he'd feel a lot sorrier for you than 

he would for me. You can't tell me!" 

His eyes were distressed and determined, and, as Roberta could gather from his manner, a 

certain hardness, or at least defiance, the result of fright, showed in every gesture. He was 

determined to protect his own name, come what might—a fact which, because of her own 

acquiescence up to this time, still carried great weight with her. 

"Oh, dear! dear!" she exclaimed, nervously and sadly now, the growing and drastic terror 

of the situation dawning upon her, "I don't see how we are to do then. I really don't. For I can't do 

that and that's all there is to it. It's all so hard—so terrible. I'd feel too much ashamed and 

frightened to ever go alone." 

But even as she said this she began to feel that she might, and even would, go alone, if 

must be. For what else was there to do? And how was she to compel him, in the face of his own 

fears and dangers, to jeopardize his position here? He began once more, in self-defense more 

than from any other motive: 

"Besides, unless this thing isn't going to cost very much, I don't see how I'm going to get 

by with it anyhow, Bert. I really don't. I don't make so very much, you know—only twenty-five 

dollars up to now." (Necessity was at last compelling him to speak frankly with Roberta.) "And I 

haven't saved anything—not a cent. And you know why as well as I do. We spent the most of it 

together. Besides if I go and he thought I had money, he might want to charge me more than I 

could possibly dig up. But if you go and just tell him how things are—and that you haven't got 

anything—if you'd only say I'd run away or something, see—" 

He paused because, as he said it, he saw a flicker of shame, contempt, despair at being 

connected with anything so cheap and shabby, pass over Roberta's face. And yet in spite of this 

sly and yet muddy tergiversation on his part—so great is the compelling and enlightening power 

of necessity—she could still see that there was some point to his argument. He might be trying to 

use her as a foil, a mask, behind which he, and she too for that matter, was attempting to hide. 

But just the same, shameful as it was, here were the stark, bald headlands of fact, and at their 

base the thrashing, destroying waves of necessity. She heard him say: "You wouldn't have to 

give your right name, you know, or where you came from. I don't intend to pick out any doctor 

right around here, see. Then, if you'd tell him you didn't have much money—just your weekly 

salary—" 

She sat down weakly to think, the while this persuasive trickery proceeded from him—

the import of most of his argument going straight home. For as false and morally meretricious as 

this whole plan was, still, as she could see for herself, her own as well as Clyde's situation was 

desperate. And as honest and punctilious as she might ordinarily be in the matter of truth-telling 

and honest-dealing, plainly this was one of those whirling tempests of fact and reality in which 

the ordinary charts and compasses of moral measurement were for the time being of small use. 



And so, insisting then that they go to some doctor far away, Utica or Albany, maybe—but 

still admitting by this that she would go— the conversation was dropped. And he having 

triumphed in the matter of excepting his own personality from this, took heart to the extent, at 

least, of thinking that at once now, by some hook or crook, he must find a doctor to whom he 

could send her. Then his terrible troubles in connection with all this would be over. And after 

that she could go her way, as surely she must; then, seeing that he would have done all that he 

could for her he would go his way to the glorious denouement that lay directly before him in case 

only this were adjusted. 

  



Chapter 36 

Nevertheless hours and even days, and finally a week and then ten days, passed without 

any word from him as to the whereabouts of a doctor to whom she could go. For although having 

said so much to her he still did not know to whom to apply. And each hour and day as great a 

menace to him as to her. And her looks as well as her inquiries registering how intense and vital 

and even clamorous at moments was her own distress. Also he was harried almost to the point of 

nervous collapse by his own inability to think of any speedy and sure way by which she might be 

aided. Where did a physician live to whom he might send her with some assurance of relief for 

her, and how was he to find out about him? 

After a time, however, in running over all the names of those he knew, he finally struck 

upon a forlorn hope in the guise of Orrin Short, the young man conducting the one small "gents' 

furnishing store" in Lycurgus which catered more or less exclusively to the rich youths of the 

city—a youth of about his own years and proclivities, as Clyde had guessed, who ever since he 

had been here had been useful to him in the matter of tips as to dress and style in general. Indeed, 

as Clyde had for some time noted, Short was a brisk, inquiring and tactful person, who, in 

addition to being quite attractive personally to girls, was also always most courteous to his 

patrons, particularly to those whom he considered above him in the social scale, and among these 

was Clyde. For having discovered that Clyde was related to the Griffiths, this same Short had 

sought, as a means for his own general advancement in other directions, to scrape as much of a 

genial and intimate relationship with him as possible, only, as Clyde saw it, and in view of the 

general attitude of his very high relatives, it had not, up to this time at least, been possible for 

him to consider any such intimacy seriously. And yet, finding Short so very affable and helpful 

in general, he was not above reaching at least an easy and genial surface relationship with him, 

which Short appeared to accept in good part. Indeed, as at first, his manner remained seeking and 

not a little sycophantic at times. And so it was that among all those with whom he could be said 

to be in either intimate or casual contact, Short was about the only one who offered even a 

chance for an inquiry which might prove productive of some helpful information. 

In consequence, in passing Short's place each evening and morning, once he thought of 

him in this light, he made it a point to nod and smile in a most friendly manner, until at least 

three days had gone by. And then, feeling that he had paved the way as much as his present 

predicament would permit, he stopped in, not at all sure that on this first occasion he would be 

able to broach the dangerous subject. The tale he had fixed upon to tell Short was that he had 

been approached by a young working-man in the factory, newly-married, who, threatened with 

an heir and not being able to afford one as yet, had appealed to him for information as to where 

he might now find a doctor to help him. The only interesting additions which Clyde proposed to 

make to this were that the young man, being very poor and timid and not so very intelligent, was 

not able to speak or do much for himself. Also that he, Clyde, being better informed, although so 

new locally as not to be able to direct him to any physician (an after-thought intended to put the 

idea into Short's mind that he himself was never helpless and so not likely ever to want such 

advice himself), had already advised the young man of a temporary remedy. But unfortunately, 

so his story was to run, this had already failed to work. Hence something more certain—a 

physician, no less—was necessary. And Short, having been here longer, and, as he had heard him 

explain, hailing previously from Gloversville, it was quite certain, as Clyde now argued with 



himself, that he would know of at least one—or should. But in order to divert suspicion from 

himself he was going to add that of course he probably could get news of some one in his own 

set, only, the situation being so unusual (any reference to any such thing in his own world being 

likely to set his own group talking), he preferred to ask some one like Short, who as a favor 

would keep it quiet. 

As it chanced on this occasion, Short himself, owing to his having done a very fair day's 

business, was in an exceedingly jovial frame of mind. And Clyde having entered, to buy a pair of 

socks, perhaps, he began: "Well, it's good to see you again, Mr. Griffiths. How are you? I was 

just thinking it's about time you stopped in and let me show you some of the things I got in since 

you were here before. How are things with the Griffiths Company anyhow?" 

Short's manner, always brisk, was on this occasion doubly reassuring, since he liked 

Clyde, only now the latter was so intensely keyed up by the daring of his own project that he 

could scarcely bring himself to carry the thing off with the air he would have liked to have 

employed. 

Nevertheless, being in the store and so, seemingly, committed to the project, he now 

began: "Oh, pretty fair. Can't kick a bit. I always have all I can do, you know." At the same time 

he began nervously fingering some ties hung upon movable nickeled rods. But before he had 

wasted a moment on these, Mr. Short, turning and spreading some boxes of very special ties 

from a shelf behind him on the glass case, remarked: "Never mind looking at those, Mr. 

Griffiths. Look at these. These are what I want to show you and they won't cost you any more. 

Just got 'em in from New York this morning." He picked up several bundles of six each, the very 

latest, as he explained. "See anything else like this anywhere around here yet? I'll say you 

haven't." He eyed Clyde smilingly, the while he wished sincerely that such a young man, so well 

connected, yet not rich like the others, would be friends with him. It would place him here. 

Clyde, fingering the offerings and guessing that what Short was saying was true, was now 

so troubled and confused in his own mind that he could scarcely think and speak as planned. 

"Very nice, sure," he said, turning them over, feeling that at another time he would have been 

pleased to possess at least two. "I think maybe I'll take this one, anyhow, and this one, too." He 

drew out two and held them up, while he was thinking how to broach the so much more 

important matter that had brought him here. For why should he be troubling to buy ties, dilly-

dallying in this way, when all he wanted to ask Short about was this other matter? Yet how hard 

it was now—how very hard. And yet he really must, although perhaps not so abruptly. He would 

look around a little more at first in order to allay suspicion—ask about some socks. Only why 

should he be doing that, since he did not need anything, Sondra only recently having presented 

him with a dozen handkerchiefs, some collars, ties and socks. Nevertheless every time he 

decided to speak he felt a sort of sinking sensation at the pit of his stomach, a fear that he could 

not or would not carry the thing off with the necessary ease and conviction. It was all so 

questionable and treacherous—so likely to lead to exposure and disgrace in some way. He would 

probably not be able to bring himself to speak to Short to-night. And yet, as he argued with 

himself, how could the occasion ever be more satisfactory? 



Short, in the meantime having gone to the rear of the store and now returning, with a 

most engaging and even sycophantic smile on his face, began with: "Saw you last Tuesday 

evening about nine o'clock going into the Finchleys' place, didn't I? Beautiful house and grounds 

they have there." 

Clyde saw that Short really was impressed by his social station here. There was a wealth 

of admiration mingled with a touch of servility. And at once, because of this, he took heart, since 

he realized that with such an attitude dominating the other, whatever he might say would be 

colored in part at least by his admirer's awe and respect. And after examining the socks and 

deciding that one pair at least would soften the difficulty of his demand, he added: "Oh, by the 

way, before I forget it. There's something I've been wanting to ask you about. Maybe you can tell 

me what I want to know. One of the boys at the factory—a young fellow who hasn't been 

married very long—about four months now, I guess—is in a little trouble on account of his 

wife." He paused, because of his uncertainty as to whether he could succeed with this now or 

not, seeing that Short's expression changed ever so slightly. And yet, having gone so far, he did 

not know how to recede. So now he laughed nervously and then added: "I don't know why they 

always come to me with their troubles, but I guess they think I ought to know all about these 

things." (He laughed again.) "Only I'm about as new and green here as anybody and so I'm kinda 

stumped. But you've been here longer than I have, I guess, and so I thought I might ask you." 

His manner as he said this was as nonchalant as he could make it, the while he decided 

now that this was a mistake—that Short would most certainly think him a fool or queer. Yet 

Short, taken back by the nature of the query, which he sensed as odd coming from Clyde to him 

(he had noted Clyde's sudden restraint and slight nervousness), was still so pleased to think that 

even in connection with so ticklish a thing as this, he should be made the recipient of his 

confidence, that he instantly recovered his former poise and affability, and replied: "Why, sure, if 

it's anything I can help you with, Mr. Griffiths, I'll be only too glad to. Go ahead, what is it?" 

"Well, it's this way," began Clyde, not a little revived by the other's hearty response, yet 

lowering his voice in order to give the dreadful subject its proper medium of obscurity, as it 

were. "His wife's already two months gone and he can't afford a kid yet and he doesn't know how 

to get rid of it. I told him last month when he first came to me to try a certain medicine that 

usually works"—this to impress Short with his own personal wisdom and resourcefulness in such 

situations and hence by implication to clear his own skirts, as it were—"But I guess he didn't 

handle it right. Anyhow he's all worked up about it now and wants to see some doctor who could 

do something for her, you see. Only I don't know anybody here myself. Haven't been here long 

enough. If it were Kansas City or Chicago now," he interpolated securely, "I'd know what to do. 

I know three or four doctors out there." (To impress Short he attempted a wise smile.) "But down 

here it's different. And if I started asking around in my crowd and it ever got back to my 

relatives, they wouldn't understand. But I thought if you knew of any one you wouldn't mind 

telling me. I wouldn't really bother myself, only I'm sorry for this fellow." 

He paused, his face, largely because of the helpful and interested expression on Short's, 

expressing more confidence than when he had begun. And although Short was still surprised he 

was more than pleased to be as helpful as he could. 



"You say it's been two months now." 

"Yes." 

"And the stuff you suggested didn't work, eh?" 

"No." 

"She's tried it again this month, has she?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, that is bad, sure enough. I guess she's in bad all right. The trouble with this place 

is that I haven't been here so very long either, Mr. Griffiths. I only bought this place about a year 

and a half ago. Now, if I were over in Gloversville—" He paused for a moment, as though, like 

Clyde, he too were dubious of the wisdom of entering upon details of this kind, but after a few 

seconds continued: "You see a thing like that's not so easy, wherever you are. Doctors are always 

afraid of getting in trouble. I did hear once of a case over there, though, where a girl went to a 

doctor—a fellow who lived a couple miles out. But she was of pretty good family too, and the 

fellow who took her to him was pretty well-known about there. So I don't know whether this 

doctor would do anything for a stranger, although he might at that. But I know that sort of thing 

is going on all the time, so you might try. If you wanta send this fellow to him, tell him not to 

mention me or let on who sent him, 'cause I'm pretty well-known around there and I wouldn't 

want to be mixed up in it in case anything went wrong, you see. You know how it is." 

And Clyde, in turn, replied gratefully: "Oh, sure, he'll understand all right. I'll tell him not 

to mention any names." And getting the doctor's name, he extracted a pencil and notebook from 

his pocket in order to be sure that the important information should not escape him. 

Short, sensing his relief, was inclined to wonder whether there was a working-man, or 

whether it was not Clyde himself who was in this scrape. Why should he be speaking for a young 

working-man at the factory? Just the same, he was glad to be of service, though at the same time 

he was thinking what a bit of local news this would be, assuming that any time in the future he 

should choose to retail it. Also that Clyde, unless he was truly playing about with some girl here 

who was in trouble, was foolish to be helping anybody else in this way—particularly a working-

man. You bet he wouldn't. 

Nevertheless he repeated the name, with the initials, and the exact neighborhood, as near 

as he could remember, giving the car stop and a description of the house. Clyde, having obtained 

what he desired, now thanked him, and then went out while the haberdasher looked after him 

genially and a little suspiciously. These rich young bloods, he thought. That's a funny request for 

a fellow like that to make of me. You'd think with all the people he knows and runs with here 

he'd know some one who would tip him off quicker than I could. Still, maybe, it's just because of 

them that he is afraid to ask around here. You don't know who he might have got in trouble—that 

young Finchley girl herself, even. You never can tell. I see him around with her occasionally, 

and she's gay enough. But, gee, wouldn't that be the... 



  



Chapter 37 

The information thus gained was a relief, but only partially so. For both Clyde and 

Roberta there was no real relief now until this problem should be definitely solved. And although 

within a few moments after he had obtained it, he appeared and explained that at last he had 

secured the name of some one who might help her, still there was yet the serious business of 

heartening her for the task of seeing the doctor alone, also for the story that was to exculpate him 

and at the same time win for her sufficient sympathy to cause the doctor to make the charge for 

his service merely nominal. 

But now, instead of protesting as at first he feared that she might, Roberta was moved to 

acquiesce. So many things in Clyde's attitude since Christmas had so shocked her that she was 

bewildered and without a plan other than to extricate herself as best she might without any 

scandal attaching to her or him and then going her own way—pathetic and abrasive though it 

might be. For since he did not appear to care for her any more and plainly desired to be rid of 

her, she was in no mood to compel him to do other than he wished. Let him go. She could make 

her own way. She had, and she could too, without him, if only she could get out of this. Yet, as 

she said this to herself, however, and a sense of the full significance of it all came to her, the 

happy days that would never be again, she put her hands to her eyes and brushed away 

uncontrollable tears. To think that all that was should come to this. 

Yet when he called the same evening after visiting Short, his manner redolent of a fairly 

worth-while achievement, she merely said, after listening to his explanation in as receptive a 

manner as she could: "Do you know just where this is, Clyde? Can we get there on the car 

without much trouble, or will we have to walk a long way?" And after he had explained that it 

was but a little way out of Gloversville, in the suburbs really, an interurban stop being but a 

quarter of a mile from the house, she had added: "Is he home at night, or will we have to go in 

the daytime? It would be so much better if we could go at night. There'd be so much less danger 

of any one seeing us." And being assured that he was, as Clyde had learned from Short, she went 

on: "But do you know is he old or young? I'd feel so much easier and safer if he were old. I don't 

like young doctors. We've always had an old doctor up home and I feel so much easier talking to 

some one like him." 

Clyde did not know. He had not thought to inquire, but to reassure her he ventured that he 

was middle-aged—which chanced to be the fact. 

The following evening the two of them departed, but separately as usual, for Fonda, 

where it was necessary to change cars. And once within the approximate precincts of the 

physician's residence, they stepped down and made their way along a road, which in this mid-

state winter weather was still covered with old and dry-packed snow. It offered a comparatively 

smooth floor for their quick steps. For in these days, there was no longer that lingering intimacy 

which formerly would have characterized both. In those other and so recent days, as Roberta was 

constantly thinking, he would have been only too glad in such a place as this, if not on such an 

occasion, to drag his steps, put an arm about her waist, and talk about nothing at all—the night, 

the work at the factory, Mr. Liggett, his uncle, the current movies, some place they were 

planning to go, something they would love to do together if they could. But now...And on this 



particular occasion, when most of all, and if ever, she needed the full strength of his devotion and 

support! Yet now, as she could see, he was most nervously concerned as to whether, going alone 

in this way, she was going to get scared and "back out"; whether she was going to think to say 

the right thing at the right time and convince the doctor that he must do something for her, and 

for a nominal fee. 

"Well, Bert, how about you? All right? You're not going to get cold feet now, are you? 

Gee, I hope not because this is going to be a good chance to get this thing done and over with. 

And it isn't like you were going to some one who hadn't done anything like this before, you 

know, because this fellow has. I got that straight. All you have to do now, is to say, well, you 

know, that you're in trouble, see, and that you don't know how you're going to get out of it unless 

he'll help you in some way, because you haven't any friends here you can go to. And besides, as 

things are, you couldn't go to 'em if you wanted to. They'd tell on you, see. Then if he asks where 

I am or who I am, you just say that I was a fellow here—but that I've gone—give any name you 

want to, but that I've gone, and you don't know where I've gone to—run away, see. Then you'd 

better say, too, that you wouldn't have come to him only that you heard of another case in which 

he helped some one else—that a girl told you, see. Only you don't want to let on that you're paid 

much, I mean,—because if you do he may want to make the bill more than I can pay, see, unless 

he'll give us a few months in which to do it, or something like that, you see." 

Clyde was so nervous and so full of the necessity of charging Roberta with sufficient 

energy and courage to go through with this and succeed, now that he had brought her this far 

along with it, that he scarcely realized how inadequate and trivial, even, in so far as her 

predicament and the doctor's mood and temperament were concerned, his various instructions 

and bits of inexperienced advice were. And she on her part was not only thinking how easy it 

was for him to stand back and make suggestions, while she was confronted with the necessity of 

going forward, and that alone, but also that he was really thinking more of himself than he was of 

her—some way to make her get herself out of it inexpensively and without any real trouble to 

him. 

At the same time, even here and now, in spite of all this, she was still decidedly drawn to 

him—his white face, his thin hands, nervous manner. And although she knew he talked to 

encourage her to do what he had not the courage or skill to do himself, she was not angry. 

Rather, she was merely saying to herself in this crisis that although he advised so freely she was 

not going to pay attention to him—much. What she was going to say was not that she was 

deserted, for that seemed too much of a disagreeable and self-incriminating remark for her to 

make concerning herself, but rather that she was married and that she and her young husband 

were too poor to have a baby as yet—the same story Clyde had told the druggist in Schenectady, 

as she recalled. For after all, what did he know about how she felt? And he was not going with 

her to make it easier for her. 

Yet dominated by the purely feminine instinct to cling to some one for support, she now 

turned to Clyde, taking hold of his hands and standing quite still, wishing that he would hold and 

pet her and tell her that it was all right and that she must not be afraid. And although he no longer 

cared for her, now in the face of this involuntary evidence of her former trust in him, he released 

both hands and putting his arms about her, the more to encourage her than anything else, 



observed: "Come on now, Bert. Gee, you can't act like this, you know. You don't want to lose 

your nerve now that we're here, do you? It won't be so hard once you get there. I know it won't. 

All you got to do is to go up and ring the bell, see, and when he comes, or whoever comes, just 

say you want to see the doctor alone, see. Then he'll understand it's something private and it'll be 

easier." 

He went on with more advice of the same kind, and she, realizing from his lack of 

spontaneous enthusiasm for her at this moment how desperate was her state, drew herself 

together as vigorously as she could, and saying: "Well, wait here, then, will you? Don't go very 

far away, will you? I may be right back," hurried along in the shadow through the gate and up a 

walk which led to the front door. 

In answer to her ring the door was opened by one of those exteriorly as well as mentally 

sober, small-town practitioners who, Clyde's and Short's notion to the contrary notwithstanding, 

was the typical and fairly conservative physician of the countryside— solemn, cautious, moral, 

semi-religious to a degree, holding some views which he considered liberal and others which a 

fairly liberal person would have considered narrow and stubborn into the bargain. Yet because of 

the ignorance and stupidity of so many of those about him, he was able to consider himself at 

least fairly learned. In constant touch with all phases of ignorance and dereliction as well as 

sobriety, energy, conservatism, success and the like, he was more inclined, where fact appeared 

to nullify his early conclusion in regard to many things, to suspend judgment between the alleged 

claims of heaven and hell and leave it there suspended and undisturbed. Physically he was short, 

stocky, bullet-headed and yet interestingly-featured, with quick gray eyes and a pleasant mouth 

and smile. His short iron-gray hair was worn "bangs" fashion, a bit of rural vanity. And his arms 

and hands, the latter fat and pudgy, yet sensitive, hung limply at his sides. He was fifty-eight, 

married, the father of three children, one of them a son already studying medicine in order to 

succeed to his father's practice. 

After showing Roberta into a littered and commonplace waiting room and asking her to 

remain until he had finished his dinner, he presently appeared in the door of an equally 

commonplace inner room, or office, where were his desk, two chairs, some medical instruments, 

books and apparently an ante-chamber containing other medical things, and motioned her to a 

chair. And because of his grayness, solidity, stolidity, as well as an odd habit he had of blinking 

his eyes, Roberta was not a little overawed, though by no means so unfavorably impressed as she 

had feared she might be. At least he was old and he seemed intelligent and conservative, if not 

exactly sympathetic or warm in his manner. And after looking at her curiously a moment, as 

though seeking to recognize some one of the immediate vicinity, he began: "Well, now who is 

this, please? And what can I do for you?" His voice was low and quite reassuring—a fact for 

which Roberta was deeply grateful. 

At the same time, startled by the fact that at last she had reached the place and the 

moment when, if ever, she must say the degrading truth about herself, she merely sat there, her 

eyes first upon him, then upon the floor, her fingers beginning to toy with the handle of the small 

bag she carried. 



"You see, well," she began, earnestly and nervously, her whole manner suddenly 

betraying the terrific strain under which she was laboring. "I came...I came...that is...I don't know 

whether I can tell you about myself or not. I thought I could just before I came in, but now that I 

am here and I see you..." She paused and moved back in her chair as though to rise, at the same 

time that she added: "Oh, dear, how very dreadful it all is. I'm so nervous and..." 

"Well, now, my dear," he resumed, pleasantly and reassuringly, impressed by her 

attractive and yet sober appearance and wondering for the moment what could have upset so 

clean, modest and sedate-looking a girl, and hence not a little amused by her "now that I see 

you,"—"Just what is there about me 'now that you see me,'" he repeated after her, "that so 

frightens you? I am only a country doctor, you know, and I hope I'm not as dreadful as you seem 

to think. You can be sure that you can tell me anything you wish— anything at all about 

yourself—and you needn't be afraid. If there's anything I can do for you, I'll do it." 

He was decidedly pleasant, as she now thought, and yet so sober and reserved and 

probably conventional withal that what she was holding in mind to tell him would probably 

shock him not a little—and then what? Would he do anything for her? And if he would, how was 

she to arrange about money, for that certainly would be a point in connection with all this? If 

only Clyde or some one were here to speak for her. And yet she must speak now that she was 

here. She could not leave without. Once more she moved and twisted, seizing nervously on a 

large button of her coat to turn between her thumb and forefinger, and then went on chokingly. 

"But this is...this is...well, something different, you know, maybe not what you 

think...I...I...well..." 

Again she paused, unable to proceed, shading from white to red and back as she spoke. 

And because of the troubled modesty of her approach, as well as a certain clarity of eye, 

whiteness of forehead, sobriety of manner and dress, the doctor could scarcely bring himself to 

think for a moment that this was anything other than one of those morbid exhibitions of 

innocence, or rather inexperience, in connection with everything relating to the human body—so 

characteristic of the young and unsophisticated in some instances. And so he was about to repeat 

his customary formula in such cases that all could be told to him without fear or hesitation, 

whatever it might be, when a secondary thought, based on Roberta's charm and vigor, as well as 

her own thought waves attacking his cerebral receptive centers, caused him to decide that he 

might be wrong. After all, why might not this be another of those troublesome youthful cases in 

which possibly immorality and illegitimacy was involved. She was so young, healthy and 

attractive, besides, they were always cropping up, these cases,—in connection with the most 

respectable-looking girls at times. And invariably they spelled trouble and distress for doctors. 

And, for various reasons connected with his own temperament, which was retiring and recessive, 

as well as the nature of this local social world, he disliked and hesitated to even trifle with them. 

They were illegal, dangerous, involved little or no pay as a rule, and the sentiment of this local 

world was all against them as he knew. Besides he personally was more or less irritated by these 

young scamps of boys and girls who were so free to exercise the normal functions of their 

natures in the first instance, but so ready to refuse the social obligations which went with them—

marriage afterwards. And so, although in several cases in the past ten years where family and 

other neighborhood and religious considerations had made it seem quite advisable, he had 



assisted in extricating from the consequences of their folly several young girls of good family 

who had fallen from grace and could not otherwise be rescued, still he was opposed to aiding, 

either by his own countenance or skill, any lapses or tangles not heavily sponsored by others. It 

was too dangerous. Ordinarily it was his custom to advise immediate and unconditional 

marriage. Or, where that was not possible, the perpetrator of the infamy having decamped, it was 

his general and self-consciously sanctioned practice to have nothing at all to do with the matter. 

It was too dangerous and ethically and socially wrong and criminal into the bargain. 

In consequence he now looked at Roberta in an extremely sober manner. By no means, 

he now said to himself, must he allow himself to become emotionally or otherwise involved 

here. And so in order to help himself as well as her to attain and maintain a balance which would 

permit of both extricating themselves without too much trouble, he drew toward him his black 

leather case record book and, opening it, said: "Now, let's see if we can't find out what the 

trouble is here. What is your name?" 

"Ruth Howard. Mrs. Howard," replied Roberta nervously and tensely, at once fixing upon 

a name which Clyde had suggested for her use. And now, interestingly enough, at mention of the 

fact that she was married, he breathed easier. But why the tears then? What reason could a young 

married woman have for being so intensely shy and nervous? 

"And your husband's first name?" he went on. 

As simple as the question was, and as easy as it should have been to answer, Roberta 

nevertheless hesitated before she could bring herself to say: "Gifford," her older brother's name. 

"You live around her, I presume?" 

"In Fonda." 

"Yes. And how old are you?" 

"Twenty-two." 

"How long have you been married?" 

This inquiry being so intimately connected with the problem before her, she again 

hesitated before saying, "Let me see—three months." 

At once Dr. Glenn became dubious again, though he gave her no sign. Her hesitancy 

arrested him. Why the uncertainty? He was wondering now again whether he was dealing with a 

truthful girl or whether his first suspicions were being substantiated. In consequence he now 

asked: "Well, now what seems to be the trouble, Mrs. Howard? You need have no hesitancy in 

telling me—none whatsoever. I am used to such things year in and out, whatever they are. That 

is my business, listening to the troubles of people." 



"Well," began Roberta, nervously once more, this terrible confession drying her throat 

and thickening her tongue almost, while once more she turned the same button of her coat and 

gazed at the floor. "It's like this...You see...my husband hasn't much money...and I have to work 

to help out with expenses and neither of us make so very much." (She was astonishing herself 

with her own shameful power to lie in this instance—she, who had always hated to lie.) "So...of 

course...we can't afford to...to have...well, any...children, you see, so soon, anyhow, and..." 

She paused, her breath catching, and really unable to proceed further with this wholesale 

lying. 

The doctor realizing from this, as he thought, what the true problem was—that she was a 

newly-married girl who was probably faced by just such a problem as she was attempting to 

outline—yet not wishing to enter upon any form of malpractice and at the same time not wishing 

to appear too discouraging to a young couple just starting out in life, gazed at her somewhat 

more sympathetically, the decidedly unfortunate predicament of these young people, as well as 

her appropriate modesty in the face of such a conventionally delicate situation, appealing to him. 

It was too bad. Young people these days did have a rather hard time of it, getting started in some 

cases, anyhow. And they were no doubt faced by some pressing financial situations. Nearly all 

young people were. Nevertheless, this business of a contraceptal operation or interference with 

the normal or God-arranged life processes, well, that was a ticklish and unnatural business at best 

which he wanted as little as possible to do with. Besides, young, healthy people, even though 

poor, when they undertook marriage, knew what they were about. And it was not impossible for 

them to work, the husband anyhow, and hence manage in some way. 

And now straightening himself around in his chair very soberly and authoritatively, he 

began: "I think I understand what you want to say to me, Mrs. Howard. But I'm also wondering if 

you have considered what a very serious and dangerous thing it is you have in mind. But," he 

added, suddenly, another thought as to whether his own reputation in this community was in any 

way being tarnished by rumor of anything he had done in the past coming to him, "just how did 

you happen to come to me, anyhow?" 

Something about the tone of his voice, the manner in which he asked the question—the 

caution of it as well as the possibly impending resentment in case it should turn out that any one 

suspected him of a practice of this sort—caused Roberta to hesitate and to feel that any statement 

to the effect that she had heard of or been sent by any one else—Clyde to the contrary 

notwithstanding—might be dangerous. Perhaps she had better not say that she had been sent by 

any one. He might resent it as an insult to his character as a reputable physician. A budding 

instinct for diplomacy helped her in this instance, and she replied: "I've noticed your sign in 

passing several times and I've heard different people say you were a good doctor." 

His uncertainty allayed, he now continued: "In the first place, the thing you want done is 

something my conscience would not permit me to advise. I understand, of course, that you 

consider it necessary. You and your husband are both young and you probably haven't very 

much money to go on, and you both feel that an interruption of this kind will be a great strain in 

every way. And no doubt it will be. Still, as I see it, marriage is a very sacred thing, and children 

are a blessing—not a curse. And when you went to the altar three months ago you were probably 



not unaware that you might have to face just such a situation as this. All young married people 

are, I think." ("The altar," thought Roberta sadly. If only it were so.) "Now I know that the 

tendency of the day in some quarters is very much in this direction, I am sorry to say. There are 

those who feel it quite all right if they can shirk the normal responsibilities in such cases as to 

perform these operations, but it's very dangerous, Mrs. Howard, very dangerous legally and 

ethically as well as medically very wrong. Many women who seek to escape childbirth die in this 

way. Besides it is a prison offense for any doctor to assist them, whether there are bad 

consequences or not. You know that, I suppose. At any rate, I, for one, am heartily opposed to 

this sort of thing from every point of view. The only excuse I have ever been able to see for it is 

when the life of the mother, for instance, depends upon such an operation. Not otherwise. And in 

such cases the medical profession is in accord. But in this instance I'm sure the situation isn't one 

which warrants anything like that. You seem to me to be a strong, healthy girl. Motherhood 

should hold no serious consequences for you. And as for money reasons, don't you really think 

now that if you just go ahead and have this baby, you and your husband would find means of 

getting along? You say your husband is an electrician?" 

"Yes," replied Roberta, nervously, not a little overawed and subdued by his solemn 

moralizing. 

"Well, now, there you are," he went on. "That's not such an unprofitable profession. At 

least all electricians charge enough. And when you consider, as you must, how serious a thing 

you are thinking of doing, that you are actually planning to destroy a young life that has as good 

a right to its existence as you have to yours..." he paused in order to let the substance of what he 

was saying sink in—"well, then, I think you might feel called upon to stop and consider—both 

you and your husband. Besides," he added, in a diplomatic and more fatherly and even intriguing 

tone of voice, "I think that once you have it it will more than make up to you both for whatever 

little hardship its coming will bring you. Tell me," he added curiously at this point, "does your 

husband know of this? Or is this just some plan of yours to save him and yourself from too much 

hardship?" He almost beamed cheerfully as, fancying he had captured Roberta in some purely 

nervous and feminine economy as well as dread, he decided that if so he could easily extract her 

from her present mood. And she, sensing his present drift and feeling that one lie more or less 

could neither help nor harm her, replied quickly: "He knows." 

"Well, then," he went on, slightly reduced by the fact that his surmise was incorrect, but 

none the less resolved to dissuade her and him, too: "I think you two should really consider very 

seriously before you go further in this matter. I know when young people first face a situation 

like this they always look on the darkest side of it, but it doesn't always work out that way. I 

know my wife and I did with our first child. But we got along. And if you will only stop now and 

talk it over, you'll see it in a different light, I'm sure. And then you won't have your conscience to 

deal with afterwards, either." He ceased, feeling reasonably sure that he had dispelled the fear, as 

well as the determination that had brought Roberta to him—that, being a sensible, ordinary wife, 

she would now desist of course—think nothing more of her plan and leave. 

But instead of either acquiescing cheerfully or rising to go, as he thought she might, she 

gave him a wide-eyed terrified look and then as instantly burst into tears. For the total effect of 

his address had been to first revive more clearly than ever the normal social or conventional 



aspect of the situation which all along she was attempting to shut out from her thoughts and 

which, under ordinary circumstances, assuming that she was really married, was exactly the 

attitude she would have taken. But now the realization that her problem was not to be solved at 

all, by this man at least, caused her to be seized with what might best be described as morbid 

panic. 

Suddenly beginning to open and shut her fingers and at the same time beating her knees, 

while her face contorted itself with pain and terror, she exclaimed: "But you don't understand, 

doctor, you don't understand! I have to get out of this in some way! I have to. It isn't like I told 

you at all. I'm not married. I haven't any husband at all. But, oh, you don't know what this means 

to me. My family! My father! My mother! I can't tell you. But I must get out of it. I must! I must! 

Oh, you don't know, you don't know! I must! I must!" She began to rock backward and forward, 

at the same time swaying from side to side as in a trance. 

And Glenn, surprised and startled by this sudden demonstration as well as emotionally 

affected, and yet at the same time advised thereby that his original surmise had been correct, and 

hence that Roberta had been lying, as well as that if he wished to keep himself out of this he 

must now assume a firm and even heartless attitude, asked solemnly: "You are not married, you 

say?" 

For answer now Roberta merely shook her head negatively and continued to cry. And at 

last gathering the full import of her situation, Dr. Glenn got up, his face a study of troubled and 

yet conservative caution and sympathy. But without saying anything at first he merely looked at 

her as she wept. Later he added: "Well, well, this is too bad. I'm sorry." But fearing to commit 

himself in any way, he merely paused, adding after a time soothingly and dubiously: "You 

mustn't cry. That won't help you any." He then paused again, still determined not to have 

anything to do with this case. Yet a bit curious as to the true nature of the story he finally asked: 

"Well, then where is the young man who is the cause of your trouble? Is he here?" 

Still too overcome by shame and despair to speak, Roberta merely shook her head 

negatively. 

"But he knows that you're in trouble, doesn't he?" 

"Yes," replied Roberta faintly. 

"And he won't marry you?" 

"He's gone away." 

"Oh, I see. The young scamp! And don't you know where he's gone?" 

"No," lied Roberta, weakly. 

"How long has it been since he left you?" 



"About a week now." Once more she lied. 

"And you don't know where he is?" 

"No." 

"How long has it been since you were sick?" 

"Over two weeks now," sobbed Roberta. 

"And before that you have always been regular?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, in the first place," his tone was more comfortable and pleasant than before—he 

seemed to be snatching at a plausible excuse for extricating himself from a case which promised 

little other than danger and difficulty, "this may not be as serious as you think. I know you're 

probably very much frightened, but it's not unusual for women to miss a period. At any rate, 

without an examination it wouldn't be possible to be sure, and even if you were, the most 

advisable thing would be to wait another two weeks. You may find then that there is nothing 

wrong. I wouldn't be surprised if you did. You seem to be oversensitive and nervous and that 

sometimes brings about delays of this kind—mere nervousness. At any rate, if you'll take my 

advice, whatever you do, you'll not do anything now but just go home and wait until you're really 

sure. For even if anything were to be done, it wouldn't be advisable for you to do anything before 

then." 

"But I've already taken some pills and they haven't helped me," pleaded Roberta. 

"What were they?" asked Glenn interestedly, and, after he had learned, merely 

commented: "Oh, those. Well, they wouldn't be likely to be of any real service to you, if you 

were pregnant. But I still suggest that you wait, and if you find you pass your second period, then 

it will be time enough to act, although I earnestly advise you, even then, to do nothing if you can 

help it, because I consider it wrong to interfere with nature in this way. It would be much better, 

if you would arrange to have the child and take care of it. Then you wouldn't have the additional 

sin of destroying a life upon your conscience." 

He was very grave and felt very righteous as he said this. But Roberta, faced by terrors 

which he did not appear to be able to grasp, merely exclaimed, and as dramatically as before: 

"But I can't do that, doctor, I tell you! I can't. I can't! You don't understand. Oh, I don't know 

what I shall do unless I find some way out of this. I don't! I don't! I don't!" 

She shook her head and clenched her fingers and rocked to and fro while Glenn, 

impressed by her own terrors, the pity of the folly which, as he saw it, had led her to this dreadful 

pass, yet professionally alienated by a type of case that spelled nothing but difficulty for him 

stood determinedly before her and added: "As I told you before, Miss—" (he paused) "Howard, 

if that is your name, I am seriously opposed to operations of this kind, just as I am to the folly 



that brings girls and young men to the point where they seem to think they are necessary. A 

physician may not interfere in a case of this kind unless he is willing to spend ten years in prison, 

and I think that law is fair enough. Not that I don't realize how painful your present situation 

appears to you. But there are always those who are willing to help a girl in your state, providing 

she doesn't wish to do something which is morally and legally wrong. And so the very best 

advice I can give you now is that you do nothing at all now or at any time. Better go home and 

see your parents and confess. It will be much better—much better, I assure you. Not nearly as 

hard as you think or as wicked as this other way. Don't forget there is a life there—a human—if 

it is really as you think. A human life which you are seeking to end and that I cannot help you to 

do. I really cannot. There may be doctors—I know there are—men here and there who take their 

professional ethics a little less seriously than I do; but I cannot let myself become one of them. I 

am sorry—very. 

"So now the best I can say is—go home to your parents and tell them. It may look hard 

now but you are going to feel better about it in the long run. If it will make you or them feel any 

better about it, let them come and talk to me. I will try and make them see that this is not the 

worst thing in the world, either. But as for doing what you want—I am very, very sorry, but I 

cannot. My conscience will not permit me." 

He paused and gazed at her sympathetically, yet with a determined and concluded look in 

his eye. And Roberta, dumbfounded by this sudden termination of all her hopes in connection 

with him and realizing at last that not only had she been misled by Clyde's information in regard 

to this doctor, but that her technical as well as emotional plea had failed, now walked unsteadily 

to the door, the terrors of the future crowding thick upon her. And once outside in the dark, after 

the doctor had most courteously and ruefully closed the door behind her, she paused to lean 

against a tree that was there—her nervous and physical strength all but failing her. He had 

refused to help her. He had refused to help her. And now what? 

  



Chapter 38 

The first effect of the doctor's decision was to shock and terrify them both—Roberta and 

Clyde—beyond measure. For apparently now here was illegitimacy and disgrace for Roberta. 

Exposure and destruction for Clyde. And this had been their one solution seemingly. Then, by 

degrees, for Clyde at least, there was a slight lifting of the heavy pall. Perhaps, after all, as the 

doctor had suggested—and once she had recovered her senses sufficiently to talk, she had told 

him—the end had not been reached. There was the bare possibility, as suggested by the druggist, 

Short and the doctor, that she might be mistaken. And this, while not producing a happy reaction 

in her, had the unsatisfactory result of inducing in Clyde a lethargy based more than anything 

else on the ever-haunting fear of inability to cope with this situation as well as the certainty of 

social exposure in case he did not which caused him, instead of struggling all the more 

desperately, to defer further immediate action. For, such was his nature that, although he realized 

clearly the probably tragic consequences if he did not act, still it was so hard to think to whom 

else to apply to without danger to himself. To think that the doctor had "turned her down," as he 

phrased it, and that Short's advice should have been worth as little as that! 

But apart from nervous thoughts as to whom to turn to next, no particular individual 

occurred to him before the two weeks were gone, or after. It was so hard to just ask anywhere. 

One just couldn't do it. Besides, of whom could he ask now? Of whom? These things took time, 

didn't they? Yet in the meantime, the days going by, both he and Roberta had ample time to 

consider what, if any, steps they must take—the one in regard to the other—in case no medical 

or surgical solution was found. For Roberta, while urging and urging, if not so much by words as 

by expression and mood at her work, was determined that she must not be left to fight this out 

alone—she could not be. On the other hand, as she could see, Clyde did nothing. For apart from 

what he had already attempted to do, he was absolutely at a loss how to proceed. He had no 

intimates and in consequence he could only think of presenting the problem as an imaginary one 

to one individual and another here or there in the hope of extracting some helpful information. At 

the same time, and as impractical and evasive as it may seem, there was the call of that diverting 

world of which Sondra was a part, evenings and Sundays, when, in spite of Roberta's wretched 

state and mood, he was called to go here and there, and did, because in so doing he was actually 

relieving his own mind of the dread specter of disaster that was almost constantly before it. If 

only he could get her out of this! If only he could. But how, without money, intimates, a more 

familiar understanding of the medical or if not that exactly, then the sub rosa world of sexual 

free-masonry which some at times—the bell-hops of the Green-Davidson, for instance, seemed 

to understand. He had written to Ratterer, of course, but there had been no answer, since Ratterer 

had removed to Florida and as yet Clyde's letter had not reached him. And locally all those he 

knew best were either connected with the factory or society—individuals on the one hand too 

inexperienced or dangerous, or on the other hand, too remote and dangerous, since he was not 

sufficiently intimate with any of them as yet to command their true confidence and secrecy. 

At the same time he must do something—he could not just rest and drift. Assuredly 

Roberta could not long permit him to do that— faced as she was by exposure. And so from time 

to time he actually racked himself—seized upon straws and what would have been looked upon 

by most as forlorn chances. Thus, for instance, an associate foreman, chancing to reminisce one 

day concerning a certain girl in his department who had "gotten in trouble" and had been 



compelled to leave, he had been given the opportunity to inquire what he thought such a girl did 

in case she could not afford or did not want to have a child. But this particular foreman, being as 

uninformed as himself, merely observed that she probably had to see a doctor if she knew one or 

"go through with it"—which left Clyde exactly where he was. On another occasion, in 

connection with a conversation in a barber shop, relating to a local case reported in The Star 

where a girl was suing a local ne'er-do-well for breach of promise, the remark was made that she 

would "never have sued that guy, you bet, unless she had to." Whereupon Clyde seized the 

opportunity to remark hopefully, "But wouldn't you think that she could find some way of 

getting out of trouble without marrying a fellow she didn't like?" 

"Well, that's not so easy as you may think, particularly around here," elucidated the 

wiseacre who was trimming his hair. "In the first place it's agin' the law. And next it takes a lotta 

money. An' in case you ain't got it, well, money makes the mare go, you know." He snip-snipped 

with his scissors while Clyde, confronted by his own problem, meditated on how true it was. If 

he had a lot of money—even a few hundred dollars—he might take it now and possibly persuade 

her—who could tell—to go somewhere by herself and have an operation performed. 

Yet each day, as on the one before, he was saying to himself that he must find some one. 

And Roberta was saying to herself that she too must act—must not really depend on Clyde any 

longer if he were going to act so. One could not trifle or compromise with a terror of this kind. It 

was a cruel imposition on her. It must be that Clyde did not realize how terribly this affected her 

and even him. For certainly, if he were not going to help her out of it, as he had distinctly said he 

would do at first, then decidedly she could not be expected to weather the subsequent storm 

alone. Never, never, never! For, after all, as Roberta saw it, Clyde was a man— he had a good 

position—it was not he, but she, who was in this treacherous position and unable to extricate 

herself alone. 

And beginning with the second day after the second period, when she discovered for once 

and all that her worst suspicions were true, she not only emphasized the fact in every way that 

she could that she was distressed beyond all words, but on the third day announced to him in a 

note that she was again going to see the doctor near Gloversville that evening, regardless of his 

previous refusal—so great was her need—and also asking Clyde whether he would accompany 

her—a request which, since he had not succeeded in doing anything, and although he had an 

engagement with Sondra, he instantly acceded to—feeling it to be of greater importance than 

anything else. He must excuse himself to Sondra on the ground of work. 

And accordingly this second trip was made, a long and nervous conversation between 

himself and Roberta on the way resulting in nothing more than some explanations as to why thus 

far he had not been able to achieve anything, plus certain encomiums addressed to her 

concerning her courage in acting for herself in this way. 

Yet the doctor again would not and did not act. After waiting nearly an hour for his return 

from somewhere, she was merely permitted to tell him of her unchanged state and her destroying 

fears in regard to herself, but with no hint from him that he could be induced to act as indeed he 

could act. It was against his prejudices and ethics. 



And so once more Roberta returned, this time not crying, actually too sad to cry, choked 

with the weight of her impending danger and the anticipatory fears and miseries that attended it. 

And Clyde, hearing of this defeat, was at last reduced to a nervous, gloomy silence, 

absolutely devoid of a helpful suggestion. He could not think what to say and was chiefly fearful 

lest Roberta now make some demand with which socially or economically he could not comply. 

However, in regard to this she said little on the way home. Instead she sat and stared out of the 

window—thinking of her defenseless predicament that was becoming more real and terrible to 

her hourly. By way of excuse she pleaded that she had a headache. She wanted to be alone—only 

to think more—to try to work out a solution. She must work out some way. That she knew. But 

what? How? What could she do? How could she possibly escape? She felt like a cornered animal 

fighting for its life with all odds against it, and she thought of a thousand remote and entirely 

impossible avenues of escape, only to return to the one and only safe and sound solution that she 

really felt should be possible— and that was marriage. And why not? Hadn't she given him all, 

and that against her better judgment? Hadn't he overpersuaded her? Who was he anyway to so 

cast her aside? For decidedly at times, and especially since this latest crisis had developed, his 

manner, because of Sondra and the Griffiths and what he felt to be the fatal effect of all this on 

his dreams here, was sufficient to make plain that love was decidedly dead, and that he was not 

thinking nearly so much of the meaning of her state to her, as he was of its import to him, the 

injury that was most certain to accrue to him. And when this did not completely terrify her, as 

mostly it did, it served to irritate and slowly develop the conclusion that in such a desperate state 

as this, she was justified in asking more than ordinarily she would have dreamed of asking, 

marriage itself, since there was no other door. And why not? Wasn't her life as good as his? And 

hadn't he joined his to hers, voluntarily? Then, why shouldn't he strive to help her now—or, 

failing that, make this final sacrifice which was the only one by which she could be rescued 

apparently. For who were all the society people with whom he was concerned anyhow? And why 

should he ask her in such a crisis to sacrifice herself, her future and good name, just because of 

his interest in them? They had never done anything very much for him, certainly not as much as 

had she. And, just because he was wearying now, after persuading her to do his bidding—was 

that any reason why now, in this crisis, he should be permitted to desert her? After all, wouldn't 

all of these society people in whom he was so much interested feel that whatever his relationship 

to them, she would be justified in taking the course which she might be compelled to take? 

She brooded on this much, more especially on the return from this second attempt to 

induce Dr. Glenn to help her. In fact, at moments, her face took on a defiant, determined look 

which was seemingly new to her, but which only developed suddenly under such pressure. Her 

jaw became a trifle set. She had made a decision. He would have to marry her. She must make 

him if there were no other way out of this. She must—she must. Think of her home, her mother, 

Grace Marr, the Newtons, all who knew her in fact—the terror and pain and shame with which 

this would sear all those in any way identified with her—her father, brothers, sisters. Impossible! 

Impossible! It must not and could not be! Impossible. It might seem a little severe to her, even 

now, to have to insist on this, considering all the emphasis Clyde had hitherto laid upon his 

prospects here. But how, how else was she to do? 

Accordingly the next day, and not a little to his surprise, since for so many hours the 

night before they had been together, Clyde received another note telling him that he must come 



again that night. She had something to say to him, and there was something in the tone of the 

note that seemed to indicate or suggest a kind of defiance of a refusal of any kind, hitherto absent 

in any of her communications to him. And at once the thought that this situation, unless cleared 

away, was certain to prove disastrous, so weighed upon him that he could not but put the best 

face possible on it and consent to go and hear what it was that she had to offer in the way of a 

solution—or—on the other hand, of what she had to complain. 

Going to her room at a late hour, he found her in what seemed to him a more composed 

frame of mind than at any time since this difficulty had appeared, a state which surprised him a 

little, since he had expected to find her in tears. But now, if anything, she appeared more 

complacent, her nervous thoughts as to how to bring about a satisfactory conclusion for herself 

having called into play a native shrewdness which was now seeking to exercise itself. 

And so directly before announcing what was in her mind, she began by asking: "You 

haven't found out about another doctor, have you, Clyde, or thought of anything?" 

"No, I haven't, Bert," he replied most dismally and wearisomely, his own mental tether-

length having been strained to the breaking point. "I've been trying to, as you know, but it's so 

darn hard to find any one who isn't afraid to monkey with a case like this. Honest, to tell the 

truth, Bert, I'm about stumped. I don't know what we are going to do unless you can think of 

something. You haven't thought or heard of any one else you could go to, have you?" For, during 

the conversation that had immediately followed her first visit to the doctor, he had hinted to her 

that by striking up a fairly intimate relationship with one of the foreign family girls, she might by 

degrees extract some information there which would be of use to both. But Roberta was not of a 

temperament that permitted of any such facile friendships, and nothing had come of it. 

However, his stating that he was "stumped" now gave her the opportunity she was really 

desiring, to present the proposition which she felt to be unavoidable and not longer to be delayed. 

Yet being fearful of how Clyde would react, she hesitated as to the form in which she would 

present it, and, after shaking her head and manifesting a nervousness which was real enough, she 

finally said: "Well, I'll tell you, Clyde. I've been thinking about it and I don't see any way out of 

it unless—unless you, well, marry me. It's two months now, you know, and unless we get 

married right away, everybody'll know, won't they?" 

Her manner as she said this was a mixture of outward courage born out of her conviction 

that she was in the right and an inward uncertainty about Clyde's attitude, which was all the more 

fused by a sudden look of surprise, resentment, uncertainty and fear that now transformation-

wise played over his countenance; a variation and play which, if it indicated anything definite, 

indicated that she was seeking to inflict an unwarranted injury on him. For since he had been 

drawing closer and closer to Sondra, his hopes had heightened so intensely that, hearkening to 

this demand on the part of Roberta now, his brow wrinkled and his manner changed from one of 

comparatively affable, if nervous, consideration to that of mingled fear, opposition as well as 

determination to evade drastic consequence. For this would spell complete ruin for him, the loss 

of Sondra, his job, his social hopes and ambitions in connection with the Griffiths—all—a 

thought which sickened and at the same time caused him to hesitate about how to proceed. But 

he would not! he would not! He would not do this! Never! Never!! Never!!! 



Yet after a moment he exclaimed equivocally: "Well, gee, that's all right, too, Bert, for 

you, because that fixes everything without any trouble at all. But what about me? You don't want 

to forget that that isn't going to be easy for me, the way things are now. You know I haven't any 

money. All I have is my job. And besides, the family don't know anything about you yet—not a 

thing. And if it should suddenly come out now that we've been going together all this time, and 

that this has happened, and that I was going to have to get married right away, well, gee, they'll 

know I've been fooling 'em and they're sure to get sore. And then what? They might even fire 

me." 

He paused to see what effect this explanation would have, but noting the somewhat 

dubious expression which of late characterized Roberta's face whenever he began excusing 

himself, he added hopefully and evasively, seeking by any trick that he could to delay this 

sudden issue: "Besides, I'm not so sure that I can't find a doctor yet, either. I haven't had much 

luck so far, but that's not saying that I won't. And there's a little time yet, isn't there? Sure there 

is. It's all right up to three months anyway." (He had since had a letter from Ratterer who had 

commented on this fact.) "And I did hear something the other day of a doctor over in Albany 

who might do it. Anyway, I thought I'd go over and see before I said anything about him." 

His manner, when he said this, was so equivocal that Roberta could tell he was merely 

lying to gain time. There was no doctor in Albany. Besides it was so plain that he resented her 

suggestion and was only thinking of some way of escaping it. And she knew well enough that at 

no time had he said directly that he would marry her. And while she might urge, in the last 

analysis she could not force him to do anything. He might just go away alone, as he had once 

said in connection with inadvertently losing his job because of her. And how much greater might 

not his impulse in that direction now be, if this world here in which he was so much interested 

were taken away from him, and he were to face the necessity of taking her and a child, too. It 

made her more cautious and caused her to modify her first impulse to speak out definitely and 

forcefully, however great her necessity might be. And so disturbed was he by the panorama of 

the bright world of which Sondra was the center and which was now at stake, that he could 

scarcely think clearly. Should he lose all this for such a world as he and Roberta could provide 

for themselves—a small home— a baby, such a routine work-a-day life as taking care of her and 

a baby on such a salary as he could earn, and from which most likely he would never again be 

freed! God! A sense of nausea seized him. He could not and would not do this. And yet, as he 

now saw, all his dreams could be so easily tumbled about his ears by her and because of one 

false step on his part. It made him cautious and for the first time in his life caused tact and 

cunning to visualize itself as a profound necessity. 

And at the same time, Clyde was sensing inwardly and somewhat shamefacedly all of 

this profound change in himself. 

But Roberta was saying: "Oh, I know, Clyde, but you yourself said just now that you 

were stumped, didn't you? And every day that goes by just makes it so much the worse for me, if 

we're not going to be able to get a doctor. You can't get married and have a child born within a 

few months—you know that. Every one in the world would know. Besides I have myself to 

consider as well as you, you know. And the baby, too." (At the mere mention of a coming child 

Clyde winced and recoiled as though he had been slapped. She noted it.) "I just must do one of 



two things right away, Clyde—get married or get out of this and you don't seem to be able to get 

me out of it, do you? If you're so afraid of what your uncle might think or do in case we get 

married," she added nervously and yet suavely, "why couldn't we get married right away and 

then keep it a secret for a while—as long as we could, or as long as you thought we ought to," 

she added shrewdly. "Meanwhile I could go home and tell my parents about it—that I am 

married, but that it must be kept a secret for a while. Then when the time came, when things got 

so bad that we couldn't stay here any longer without telling, why we could either go away 

somewhere, if we wanted to—that is, if you didn't want your uncle to know, or we could just 

announce that we were married some time ago. Lots of young couples do that nowadays. And as 

for getting along," she went on, noting a sudden dour shadow that passed over Clyde's face like a 

cloud, "why we could always find something to do—I know I could, anyhow, once the baby is 

born." 

When first she began to speak, Clyde had seated himself on the edge of the bed, listening 

nervously and dubiously to all she had to offer. However, when she came to that part which 

related to marriage and going away, he got up—an irresistible impulse to move overcoming him. 

And when she concluded with the commonplace suggestion of going to work as soon as the baby 

was born, he looked at her with little less than panic in his eyes. To think of marrying and being 

in a position where it would be necessary to do that, when with a little luck and without 

interference from her, he might marry Sondra. 

"Oh, yes, that's all right for you, Bert. That fixes everything up for you, but how about 

me? Why, gee whiz, I've only got started here now as it is, and if I have to pack up and get out, 

and I would have to, if ever they found out about this, why I don't know what I'd do. I haven't 

any business or trade that I could turn my hand to. It might go hard with both of us. Besides my 

uncle gave me this chance because I begged him to, and if I walked off now he never would do 

anything for me." 

In his excitement he was forgetting that at one time and another in the past he had 

indicated to Roberta that the state of his own parents was not wholly unprosperous and that if 

things did not go just to his liking here, he could return west and perhaps find something to do 

out there. And it was some general recollection of this that now caused her to ask: "Couldn't we 

go out to Denver or something like that? Wouldn't your father be willing to help you get 

something for a time, anyhow?" 

Her tone was very soft and pleading, an attempt to make Clyde feel that things could not 

be as bad as he was imagining. But the mere mention of his father in connection with all this—

the assumption that he, of all people, might prove an escape from drudgery for them both, was a 

little too much. It showed how dreadfully incomplete was her understanding of his true position 

in this world. Worse, she was looking for help from that quarter. And, not finding it, later might 

possibly reproach him for that—who could tell—for his lies in connection with it. It made so 

very clear now the necessity for frustrating, if possible, and that at once, any tendency toward 

this idea of marriage. It could not be— ever. 

And yet how was he to oppose this idea with safety, since she felt that she had this claim 

on him—how say to her openly and coldly that he could not and would not marry her? And 



unless he did so now she might think it would be fair and legitimate enough for her to compel 

him to do so. She might even feel privileged to go to his uncle—his cousin (he could see 

Gilbert's cold eyes) and expose him! And then destruction! Ruin! The end of all his dreams in 

connection with Sondra and everything else here. But all he could think of saying now was: "But 

I can't do this, Bert, not now, anyway," a remark which at once caused Roberta to assume that 

the idea of marriage, as she had interjected it here, was not one which, under the circumstances, 

he had the courage to oppose—his saying, "not now, anyway." Yet even as she was thinking this, 

he went swiftly on with: "Besides I don't want to get married so soon. It means too much to me at 

this time. In the first place I'm not old enough and I haven't got anything to get married on. And I 

can't leave here. I couldn't do half as well anywhere else. You don't realize what this chance 

means to me. My father's all right, but he couldn't do what my uncle could and he wouldn't. You 

don't know or you wouldn't ask me to do this." 

He paused, his face a picture of puzzled fear and opposition. He was not unlike a harried 

animal, deftly pursued by hunter and hound. But Roberta, imagining that his total defection had 

been caused by the social side of Lycurgus as opposed to her own low state and not because of 

the superior lure of any particular girl, now retorted resentfully, although she desired not to 

appear so: "Oh, yes, I know well enough why you can't leave. It isn't your position here, though, 

half as much as it is those society people you are always running around with. I know. You don't 

care for me any more, Clyde, that's it, and you don't want to give these other people up for me. I 

know that's it and nothing else. But just the same it wasn't so very long ago that you did, 

although you don't seem to remember it now." Her cheeks burned and her eyes flamed as she 

said this. She paused a moment while he gazed at her wondering about the outcome of all this. 

"But you can't leave me to make out any way I can, just the same, because I won't be left this 

way, Clyde. I can't! I can't! I tell you." She grew tense and staccato, "It means too much to me. I 

don't know how to do alone and I, besides, have no one to turn to but you and you must help me. 

I've got to get out of this, that's all, Clyde, I've got to. I'm not going to be left to face my people 

and everybody without any help or marriage or anything." As she said this, her eyes turned 

appealingly and yet savagely toward him and she emphasized it all with her hands, which she 

clinched and unclinched in a dramatic way. "And if you can't help me out in the way you 

thought," she went on most agonizedly as Clyde could see, "then you've got to help me out in 

this other, that's all. At least until I can do for myself I just won't be left. I don't ask you to marry 

me forever," she now added, the thought that if by presenting this demand in some modified 

form, she could induce Clyde to marry her, it might be possible afterwards that his feeling 

toward her would change to a much more kindly one. "You can leave me after a while if you 

want to. After I'm out of this. I can't prevent you from doing that and I wouldn't want to if I 

could. But you can't leave me now. You can't. You can't! Besides," she added, "I didn't want to 

get myself in this position and I wouldn't have, but for you. But you made me and made me let 

you come in here. And now you want to leave me to shift for myself, just because you think you 

won't be able to go in society any more, if they find out about me." 

She paused, the strain of this contest proving almost too much for her tired nerves. At the 

same time she began to sob nervously and yet not violently—a marked effort at self-restraint and 

recovery marking her every gesture. And after a moment or two in which both stood there, he 

gazing dumbly and wondering what else he was to say in answer to all this, she struggling and 

finally managing to recover her poise, she added: "Oh, what is it about me that's so different to 



what I was a couple of months ago, Clyde? Will you tell me that? I'd like to know. What is it that 

has caused you to change so? Up to Christmas, almost, you were as nice to me as any human 

being could be. You were with me nearly all the time you had, and since then I've scarcely had 

an evening that I didn't beg for. Who is it? What is it? Some other girl, or what, I'd like to 

know—that Sondra Finchley or Bertine Cranston, or who?" 

Her eyes as she said this were a study. For even to this hour, as Clyde could now see to 

his satisfaction, since he feared the effect on Roberta of definite and absolute knowledge 

concerning Sondra, she had no specific suspicion, let alone positive knowledge concerning any 

girl. And coward-wise, in the face of her present predicament and her assumed and threatened 

claims on him, he was afraid to say what or who the real cause of this change was. Instead he 

merely replied and almost unmoved by her sorrow, since he no longer really cared for her: "Oh, 

you're all wrong, Bert. You don't see what the trouble is. It's my future here—if I leave here I 

certainly will never find such an opportunity. And if I have to marry in this way or leave here it 

will all go flooey. I want to wait and get some place first before I marry, see—save some money 

and if I do this I won't have a chance and you won't either," he added feebly, forgetting for the 

moment that up to this time he had been indicating rather clearly that he did not want to have 

anything more to do with her in any way. 

"Besides," he continued, "if you could only find some one, or if you would go away by 

yourself somewhere for a while, Bert, and go through with this alone, I could send you the 

money to do it on, I know. I could have it between now and the time you had to go." 

His face, as he said this, and as Roberta clearly saw, mirrored the complete and 

resourceless collapse of all his recent plans in regard to her. And she, realizing that his 

indifference to her had reached the point where he could thus dispose of her and their prospective 

baby in this casual and really heartless manner, was not only angered in part, but at the same 

time frightened by the meaning of it all. 

"Oh, Clyde," she now exclaimed boldly and with more courage and defiance than at any 

time since she had known him, "how you have changed! And how hard you can be. To want me 

to go off all by myself and just to save you—so you can stay here and get along and marry some 

one here when I am out of the way and you don't have to bother about me any more. Well, I 

won't do it. It's not fair. And I won't, that's all. I won't. And that's all there is to it. You can get 

some one to get me out of this or you can marry me and come away with me, at least long 

enough for me to have the baby and place myself right before my people and every one else that 

knows me. I don't care if you leave me afterwards, because I see now that you really don't care 

for me any more, and if that's the way you feel, I don't want you any more than you want me. But 

just the same, you must help me now—you must. But, oh, dear," she began whimpering again, 

and yet only slightly and bitterly. "To think that all our love for each other should have come to 

this—that I am asked to go away by myself—all alone—with no one—while you stay here, oh, 

dear! oh, dear! And with a baby on my hands afterwards. And no husband." 

She clinched her hands and shook her head bleakly. Clyde, realizing well enough that his 

proposition certainly was cold and indifferent but, in the face of his intense desire for Sondra, the 



best or at least safest that he could devise, now stood there unable for the moment to think of 

anything more to say. 

And although there was some other discussion to the same effect, the conclusion of this 

very difficult hour was that Clyde had another week or two at best in which to see if he could 

find a physician or any one who would assist him. After that—well after that the implied, if not 

openly expressed, threat which lay at the bottom of this was, unless so extricated and speedily, 

that he would have to marry her, if not permanently, then at least temporarily, but legally just the 

same, until once again she was able to look after herself—a threat which was as crushing and 

humiliating to Roberta as it was torturing to him. 

  



Chapter 39 

Opposing views such as these, especially where no real skill to meet such a situation 

existed, could only spell greater difficulty and even eventual disaster unless chance in some form 

should aid. And chance did not aid. And the presence of Roberta in the factory was something 

that would not permit him to dismiss it from his mind. If only he could persuade her to leave and 

go somewhere else to live and work so that he should not always see her, he might then think 

more calmly. For with her asking continuously, by her presence if no more, what he intended to 

do, it was impossible for him to think. And the fact that he no longer cared for her as he had, 

tended to reduce his normal consideration of what was her due. He was too infatuated with, and 

hence disarranged by his thoughts of Sondra. 

For in the very teeth of this grave dilemma he continued to pursue the enticing dream in 

connection with Sondra—the dark situation in connection with Roberta seeming no more at 

moments than a dark cloud which shadowed this other. And hence nightly, or as often as the 

exigencies of his still unbroken connection with Roberta would permit, he was availing himself 

of such opportunities as his flourishing connections now afforded. Now, and to his great pride 

and satisfaction, it was a dinner at the Harriets' or Taylors' to which he was invited; or a party at 

the Finchleys' or the Cranstons', to which he would either escort Sondra or be animated by the 

hope of encountering her. And now, also without so many of the former phases or attempts at 

subterfuge, which had previously characterized her curiosity in regard to him, she was at times 

openly seeking him out and making opportunities for social contact. And, of course, these 

contacts being identical with this typical kind of group gathering, they seemed to have no special 

significance with the more conservative elders. 

For although Mrs. Finchley, who was of an especially shrewd and discerning turn 

socially, had at first been dubious over the attentions being showered upon Clyde by her 

daughter and others, still observing that Clyde was more and more being entertained, not only in 

her own home by the group of which her daughter was a part, but elsewhere, everywhere, was at 

last inclined to imagine that he must be more solidly placed in this world than she had heard, and 

later to ask her son and even Sondra concerning him. But receiving from Sondra only the 

equivocal information that, since he was Gil and Bella Griffiths' cousin, and was being taken up 

by everybody because he was so charming—even if he didn't have any money—she couldn't see 

why she and Stuart should not be allowed to entertain him also, her mother rested on that for the 

time being—only cautioning her daughter under no circumstances to become too friendly. And 

Sondra, realizing that in part her mother was right, yet being so drawn to Clyde was now 

determined to deceive her, at least to the extent of being as clandestinely free with Clyde as she 

could contrive. And was, so much so that every one who was privy to the intimate contacts 

between Clyde and Sondra might have reported that the actual understanding between them was 

assuming an intensity which most certainly would have shocked the elder Finchleys, could they 

have known. For apart from what Clyde had been, and still was dreaming in regard to her, 

Sondra was truly being taken with thoughts and moods in regard to him which were fast verging 

upon the most destroying aspects of the very profound chemistry of love. Indeed, in addition to 

handclasps, kisses and looks of intense admiration always bestowed when presumably no one 

was looking, there were those nebulous and yet strengthening and lengthening fantasies 



concerning a future which in some way or other, not clear to either as yet, was still always to 

include each other. 

Summer days perhaps, and that soon, in which he and she would be in a canoe at Twelfth 

Lake, the long shadows of the trees on the bank lengthening over the silvery water, the wind 

rippling the surface while he paddled and she idled and tortured him with hints of the future; a 

certain forest path, grass-sodden and sun-mottled to the south and west of the Cranston and Phant 

estates, near theirs, through which they might canter in June and July to a wonderful view known 

as Inspiration Point some seven miles west; the country fair at Sharon, at which, in a gypsy 

costume, the essence of romance itself, she would superintend a booth, or, in her smartest riding 

habit, give an exhibition of her horsemanship—teas, dances in the afternoon and in the 

moonlight at which, languishing in his arms, their eyes would speak. 

None of the compulsion of the practical. None of the inhibitions which the dominance 

and possible future opposition of her parents might imply. Just love and summer, and idyllic and 

happy progress toward an eventual secure and unopposed union which should give him to her 

forever. 

And in the meantime, in so far as Roberta was concerned, two more long, dreary, 

terrifying months going by without that meditated action on her part which must result once it 

was taken in Clyde's undoing. For, as convinced as she was that apart from meditating and 

thinking of some way to escape his responsibility, Clyde had no real intention of marrying her, 

still, like Clyde, she drifted, fearing to act really. For in several conferences following that in 

which she had indicated that she expected him to marry her, he had reiterated, if vaguely, a 

veiled threat that in case she appealed to his uncle he would not be compelled to marry her, after 

all, for he could go elsewhere. 

The way he put it was that unless left undisturbed in his present situation he would be in 

no position to marry her and furthermore could not possibly do anything to aid her at the coming 

time when most of all she would stand in need of aid—a hint which caused Roberta to reflect on 

a hitherto not fully developed vein of hardness in Clyde, although had she but sufficiently 

reflected, it had shown itself at the time that he compelled her to admit him to her room. 

In addition and because she was doing nothing and yet he feared that at any moment she 

might, he shifted in part at least from the attitude of complete indifference, which had availed 

him up to the time that she had threatened him, to one of at least simulated interest and good-will 

and friendship. For the very precarious condition in which he found himself was sufficiently 

terrifying to evoke more diplomacy than ever before had characterized him. Besides he was 

foolish enough to hope, if not exactly believe, that by once more conducting himself as though 

he still entertained a lively sense of the problem that afflicted her and that he was willing, in case 

no other way was found, to eventually marry her (though he could never definitely be persuaded 

to commit himself as to this), he could reduce her determination to compel him to act soon at 

least to a minimum, and so leave him more time in which to exhaust every possibility of escape 

without marriage, and without being compelled to run away. 



And although Roberta sensed the basis of this sudden shift, still she was so utterly alone 

and distrait that she was willing to give ear to Clyde's mock genial, if not exactly affectionate 

observations and suggestions. It caused her, at his behest, to wait a while longer, the while, as he 

now explained, he would not only have saved up some money, but devised some plan in 

connection with his work which would permit him to leave for a time anyhow, marry her 

somewhere and then establish her and the baby as a lawful married woman somewhere else, 

while, although he did not explain this just now, he returned to Lycurgus and sent her such aid as 

he could. But on condition, of course, that never anywhere, unless he gave her permission, must 

she assert that he had married her, or point to him in any way as the father of her child. Also it 

was understood that she, as she herself had asserted over and over that she would, if only he 

would do this—marry her—take steps to free herself on the ground of desertion, or something, in 

some place sufficiently removed from Lycurgus for no one to hear. And that within a reasonable 

time after her marriage to him, although he was not at all satisfied that, assuming that he did 

marry her, she would. 

But Clyde, of course, was insincere in regard to all his overtures at this time, and really 

not concerned as to her sincerity or insincerity. Nor did he have any intention of leaving 

Lycurgus even for the moderate length of time that her present extrication would require unless 

he had to. For that meant that he would be separated from Sondra, and such absence, for 

whatever period, would most definitely interfere with his plans. And so, on the contrary, he 

drifted—thinking most idly at times of some possible fake or mock marriage such as he had seen 

in some melodramatic movie—a fake minister and witnesses combining to deceive some simple 

country girl such as Roberta was not, but at such expense of time, resources, courage and 

subtlety as Clyde himself, after a little reflection, was wise enough to see was beyond him. 

Again, knowing that, unless some hitherto unforeseen aid should eventuate, he was 

heading straight toward a disaster which could not much longer be obviated, he even allowed 

himself to dream that, once the fatal hour was at hand and Roberta, no longer to be put off by any 

form of subterfuge, was about to expose him, he might even flatly deny that he had ever held any 

such relationship with her as then she would be charging—rather that at all times his relationship 

with her had been that of a department manager to employee—no more. Terror—no less! 

But at the same time, early in May, when Roberta, because of various gestative signs and 

ailments, was beginning to explain, as well as insist, to Clyde that by no stretch of the 

imagination or courage could she be expected to retain her position at the factory or work later 

than June first, because by then the likelihood of the girls there beginning to notice something, 

would be too great for her to endure, Sondra was beginning to explain that not so much later than 

the fourth or fifth of June she and her mother and Stuart, together with some servants, would be 

going to their new lodge at Twelfth Lake in order to supervise certain installations then being 

made before the regular season should begin. And after that, not later than the eighteenth, at 

which time the Cranstons, Harriets, and some others would have arrived, including very likely 

visits from Bella and Myra, he might expect a week-end invitation from the Cranstons, with 

whom, through Bertine, she would arrange as to this. And after that, the general circumstances 

proving fairly propitious, there would be, of course, other week-end invitations to the Harriets', 

Phants' and some others who dwelt there, as well as to the Griffiths' at Greenwood, to which 

place, on account of Bella, he could easily come. And during his two weeks' vacation in July, he 



could either stop at the Casino, which was at Pine Point, or perhaps the Cranstons or Harriets, at 

her suggestion, might choose to invite him. At any rate, as Clyde could see, and with no more 

than such expenditures as, with a little scrimping during his ordinary working days here, he 

could provide for, he might see not a little of that lake life of which he had read so much in the 

local papers, to say nothing of Sondra at one and another of the lodges, the masters of which 

were not so inimical to his presence and overtures as were Sondra's parents. 

For now it was, and for the first time, as she proceeded to explain to him that her mother 

and father, because of his continued and reported attentions to her, were already beginning to 

talk of an extended European tour which might keep her and Stuart and her mother abroad for at 

least the next two years. But since, at news of this, Clyde's face as well as his spirits darkened, 

and she herself was sufficiently enmeshed to suffer because of this, she at once added that he 

must not feel so bad—he must not; things would work out well enough, she knew. For at the 

proper time, and unless between then and now, something—her own subtle attack if not her at 

present feverish interest in Clyde—should have worked to alter her mother's viewpoint in regard 

to him—she might be compelled to take some steps of her own in order to frustrate her mother. 

Just what, she was not willing to say at this time, although to Clyde's overheated imagination it 

took the form of an elopement and marriage, which could not then be gainsaid by her parents 

whatever they might think. And it was true that in a vague and as yet repressed way some such 

thought was beginning to form in Sondra's mind. For, as she now proceeded to explain to Clyde, 

it was so plain that her mother was attempting to steer her in the direction of a purely social 

match—the one with the youth who had been paying her such marked attention the year before. 

But because of her present passion for Clyde, as she now gayly declared, it was not easy to see 

how she was to be made to comply. "The only trouble with me is that I'm not of age yet," she 

here added briskly and slangily. "They've got me there, of course. But I will be by next October 

and they can't do very much with me after that, I want to let you know. I can marry the person I 

want, I guess. And if I can't do it here, well, there are more ways than one to kill a cat." 

The thought was like some sweet, disarranging poison to Clyde. It fevered and all but 

betrayed him mentally. If only—if only—it were not for Roberta now. That terrifying and all but 

insoluble problem. But for that, and the opposition of Sondra's parents which she was thinking 

she would be able to overcome, did not heaven itself await him? Sondra, Twelfth Lake, society, 

wealth, her love and beauty. He grew not a little wild in thinking of it all. Once he and she were 

married, what could Sondra's relatives do? What, but acquiesce and take them into the glorious 

bosom of their resplendent home at Lycurgus or provide for them in some other way—he to no 

doubt eventually take some place in connection with the Finchley Electric Sweeper Company. 

And then would he not be the equal, if not the superior, of Gilbert Griffiths himself and all those 

others who originally had ignored him here—joint heir with Stuart to all the Finchley means. 

And with Sondra as the central or crowning jewel to so much sudden and such Aladdin-like 

splendor. 

No thought as to how he was to overcome the time between now and October. No serious 

consideration of the fact that Roberta then and there was demanding that he marry her. He could 

put her off, he thought. And yet, at the same time, he was painfully and nervously conscious of 

the fact that at no period in his life before had he been so treacherously poised at the very brink 

of disaster. It might be his duty as the world would see it—his mother would say so—to at least 



extricate Roberta. But in the case of Esta, who had come to her rescue? Her lover? He had 

walked off from her without a qualm and she had not died. And why, when Roberta was no 

worse off than his sister had been, why should she seek to destroy him in this way? Force him to 

do something which would be little less than social, artistic, passional or emotional 

assassination? And when later, if she would but spare him for this, he could do so much more for 

her—with Sondra's money of course. He could not and would not let her do this to him. His life 

would be ruined! 

  



Chapter 40 

Two incidents which occurred at this time tended still more to sharpen the contrary points 

of view holding between Clyde and Roberta. One of these was no more than a glimpse which 

Roberta had one evening of Clyde pausing at the Central Avenue curb in front of the post-office 

to say a few words to Arabella Stark, who in a large and impressive-looking car, was waiting for 

her father who was still in the Stark Building opposite. And Miss Stark, fashionably outfitted 

according to the season, her world and her own pretentious taste, was affectedly posed at the 

wheel, not only for the benefit of Clyde but the public in general. And to Roberta, who by now 

was reduced to the verge of distraction between Clyde's delay and her determination to compel 

him to act in her behalf, she appeared to be little less than an epitome of all the security, luxury 

and freedom from responsibility which so enticed and hence caused Clyde to delay and be as 

indifferent as possible to the dire state which confronted her. For, alas, apart from this claim of 

her condition, what had she to offer him comparable to all he would be giving up in case he 

acceded to her request? Nothing— a thought which was far from encouraging. 

Yet, at this moment contrasting her own wretched and neglected state with that of this 

Miss Stark, for example, she found herself a prey to an even more complaining and antagonistic 

mood than had hitherto characterized her. It was not right. It was not fair. For during the several 

weeks that had passed since last they had discussed this matter, Clyde had scarcely said a word 

to her at the factory or elsewhere, let alone called upon her at her room, fearing as he did the 

customary inquiry which he could not satisfy. And this caused her to feel that not only was he 

neglecting but resenting her most sharply. 

And yet as she walked home from this trivial and fairly representative scene, her heart 

was not nearly so angry as it was sad and sore because of the love and comfort that had vanished 

and was not likely ever to come again...ever...ever...ever. Oh, how terrible...how terrible! 

On the other hand, Clyde, and at approximately this same time, was called upon to 

witness a scene identified with Roberta, which, as some might think, only an ironic and even 

malicious fate could have intended or permitted to come to pass. For motoring north the 

following Sunday to Arrow Lake to the lodge of the Trumbulls' to take advantage of an early 

spring week-end planned by Sondra, the party on nearing Biltz, which was in the direct line of 

the trip, was compelled to detour east in the direction of Roberta's home. And coming finally to a 

north and south road which ran directly from Trippettsville past the Alden farm, they turned 

north into that. And a few minutes later, came directly to the corner adjoining the Alden farm, 

where an east and west road led to Biltz. Here Tracy Trumbull, driving at the time, requested that 

some one should get out and inquire at the adjacent farm-house as to whether this road did lead 

to Biltz. And Clyde, being nearest to one door, jumped out. And then, glancing at the name on 

the mail-box which stood at the junction and evidently belonged to the extremely dilapidated old 

farm-house on the rise above, he was not a little astonished to note that the name was that of 

Titus Alden—Roberta's father. Also, as it instantly came to him, since she had described her 

parents as being near Biltz, this must be her home. It gave him pause, caused him for the moment 

to hesitate as to whether to go on or not, for once he had given Roberta a small picture of 

himself, and she might have shown it up here. Again the mere identification of this lorn, 



dilapidated realm with Roberta and hence himself, was sufficient to cause him to wish to turn 

and run. 

But Sondra, who was sitting next him in the car and now noting his hesitation, called: 

"What's the matter, Clyde? Afraid of the bow-wow?" And he, realizing instantly that they would 

comment further on his actions if he did not proceed at once, started up the path. But the effect of 

this house, once he contemplated it thoroughly, was sufficient to arouse in his brain the most 

troubled and miserable of thoughts. For what a house, to be sure! So lonely and bare, even in this 

bright, spring weather! The decayed and sagging roof. The broken chimney to the north—rough 

lumps of cemented field stones lying at its base; the sagging and semi-toppling chimney to the 

south, sustained in place by a log chain. The unkempt path from the road below, which slowly he 

ascended! He was not a little dejected by the broken and displaced stones which served as steps 

before the front door. And the unpainted dilapidated out-buildings, all the more dreary because 

of these others. 

"Gee!" To think that this was Roberta's home. And to think, in the face of all that he now 

aspired to in connection with Sondra and this social group at Lycurgus, she should be demanding 

that he marry her! And Sondra in the car with him here to see—if not know. The poverty! The 

reduced grimness of it all. How far he had traveled away from just such a beginning as this! 

With a weakening and sickening sensation at the pit of his stomach, as of some blow 

administered there, he now approached the door. And then, as if to further distress him, if that 

were possible, the door was opened by Titus Alden, who, in an old, thread-bare and out-at-

elbows coat, as well as baggy, worn, jean trousers and rough, shineless, ill-fitting country shoes, 

desired by his look to know what he wanted. And Clyde, being taken aback by the clothes, as 

well as a marked resemblance to Roberta about the eyes and mouth, now as swiftly as possible 

asked if the east and west road below ran through Biltz and joined the main highway north. And 

although he would have preferred a quick "yes" so that he might have turned and gone, Titus 

preferred to step down into the yard and then, with a gesture of the arm, indicate that if they 

wanted to strike a really good part of the road, they had better follow this Trippettsville north and 

south road for at least two more miles, and then turn west. Clyde thanked him briefly and turned 

almost before he had finished and hurried away. 

For, as he now recalled, and with an enormous sense of depression, Roberta was thinking 

and at this very time, that soon now, and in the face of all Lycurgus had to offer him—Sondra—

the coming spring and summer—the love and romance, gayety, position, power— he was going 

to give all that up and go away with and marry her. Sneak away to some out-of-the-way place! 

Oh, how horrible! And with a child at his age! Oh, why had he ever been so foolish and weak as 

to identify himself with her in this intimate way? Just because of a few lonely evenings! Oh, 

why, why couldn't he have waited and then this other world would have opened up to him just 

the same? If only he could have waited! 

And now unquestionably, unless he could speedily and easily disengage himself from 

her, all this other splendid recognition would be destined to be withdrawn from him, and this 

other world from which he sprang might extend its gloomy, poverty-stricken arms to him and 

envelop him once more, just as the poverty of his family had enveloped and almost strangled him 



from the first. And it even occurred to him, in a vague way for the first time, how strange it was 

that this girl and he, whose origin had been strikingly similar, should have been so drawn to each 

other in the beginning. Why should it have been? How strange life was, anyway? But even more 

harrowing than this, was the problem of a way out that was before him. And his mind from now 

on, on this trip, was once more searching for some solution. A word of complaint from Roberta 

or her parents to his uncle or Gilbert, and assuredly he would be done for. 

The thought so troubled him that once in the car, and although previously he had been 

chattering along with the others about what might be in store ahead in the way of divertissement, 

he now sat silent. And Sondra, who sat next to him and who previously had been whispering at 

intervals of her plans for the summer, now, instead of resuming the patter, whispered: "What 

come over de sweet phing?" (When Clyde appeared to be the least reduced in mind she most 

affected this patter with him, since it had an almost electric, if sweetly tormenting effect on him. 

"His baby-talking girl," he sometimes called her.) "Facey all dark now. Little while ago facey all 

smiles. Come make facey all nice again. Smile at Sondra. Squeeze Sondra's arm like good boy, 

Clyde." 

She turned and looked up into his eyes to see what if any effect this baby-worded cajolery 

was having, and Clyde did his best to brighten, of course. But even so, and in the face of all this 

amazingly wonderful love on her part for him, the specter of Roberta and all that she represented 

now in connection with all this, was ever before him—her state, her very recent edict in regard to 

it, the obvious impossibility of doing anything now but go away with her. 

Why—rather than let himself in for a thing like that—would it not be better, and even 

though he lost Sondra once and for all, for him to decamp as in the instance of the slain child in 

Kansas City—and be heard of nevermore here. But then he would lose Sondra, his connections 

here, and his uncle—this world! The loss! The loss! The misery of once more drifting about here 

and there; of being compelled to write his mother once more concerning certain things about his 

flight, which some one writing from here might explain to her afterwards—and so much more 

damagingly. And the thoughts concerning him on the part of his relatives! And of late he had 

been writing his mother that he was doing so well. What was it about his life that made things 

like this happen to him? Was this what his life was to be like? Running away from one situation 

and another just to start all over somewhere else—perhaps only to be compelled to flee from 

something worse. No, he could not run away again. He must face it and solve it in some way. He 

must! 

God! 

  



Chapter 41 

The fifth of June arriving, the Finchleys departed as Sondra had indicated, but not 

without a most urgent request from her that he be prepared to come to the Cranstons' either the 

second or third week-end following—she to advise him definitely later—a departure which so 

affected Clyde that he could scarcely think what to do with himself in her absence, depressed as 

he was by the tangle which Roberta's condition presented. And exactly at this time also, 

Roberta's fears and demands had become so urgent that it was really no longer possible for him 

to assure her that if she would but wait a little while longer, he would be prepared to act in her 

behalf. Plead as he might, her case, as she saw it, was at last critical and no longer to be trifled 

with in any way. Her figure, as she insisted (although this was largely imaginative on her part), 

had altered to such an extent that it would not be possible for her longer to conceal it, and all 

those who worked with her at the factory were soon bound to know. She could no longer work or 

sleep with any comfort—she must not stay here any more. She was having preliminary pains—

purely imaginary ones in her case. He must marry her now, as he had indicated he would, and 

leave with her at once—for some place—any place, really—near or far—so long as she was 

extricated from this present terrible danger. And she would agree, as she now all but pleaded, to 

let him go his way again as soon as their child was born—truly—and would not ask any more of 

him ever—ever. But now, this very week—not later than the fifteenth at the latest—he must 

arrange to see her through with this as he had promised. 

But this meant that he would be leaving with her before ever he should have visited 

Sondra at Twelfth Lake at all, and without ever seeing her any more really. And, besides, as he 

so well knew, he had not saved the sum necessary to make possible the new venture on which 

she was insisting. In vain it was that Roberta now explained that she had saved over a hundred, 

and they could make use of that once they were married or to help in connection with whatever 

expenses might be incurred in getting to wherever he should decide they were going. All that he 

would see or feel was that this meant the loss of everything to him, and that he would have to go 

away with her to some relatively near-by place and get work at anything he could, in order to 

support her as best he might. But the misery of such a change! The loss of all his splendid 

dreams. And yet, racking his brains, he could think of nothing better than that she should quit 

and go home for the time being, since as he now argued, and most shrewdly, as he thought, he 

needed a few more weeks to prepare for the change which was upon them both. For, in spite of 

all his efforts, as he now falsely asserted, he had not been able to save as much as he had hoped. 

He needed at least three or four more weeks in which to complete the sum, which he had been 

looking upon as advisable in the face of this meditated change. Was not she herself guessing, as 

he knew, that it could not be less than a hundred and fifty or two hundred dollars—quite large 

sums in her eyes—whereas, above his current salary, Clyde had no more than forty dollars and 

was dreaming of using that and whatever else he might secure in the interim to meet such 

expenses as might be incurred in the anticipated visit to Twelfth Lake. 

But to further support his evasive suggestion that she now return to her home for a short 

period, he added that she would want to fix herself up a little, wouldn't she? She couldn't go 

away on a trip like this, which involved marriage and a change of social contacts in every way, 

without some improvements in her wardrobe. Why not take her hundred dollars or a part of it 

anyhow and use it for that? So desperate was his state that he even suggested that. And Roberta, 



who, in the face of her own uncertainty up to this time as to what was to become of her had not 

ventured to prepare or purchase anything relating either to a trousseau or layette, now began to 

think that whatever the ulterior purpose of his suggestion, which like all the others was 

connected with delay, it might not be unwise even now if she did take a fortnight or three weeks, 

and with the assistance of an inexpensive and yet tolerable dressmaker, who had aided her sister 

at times, make at least one or two suitable dresses—a flowered gray taffeta afternoon dress, such 

as she had once seen in a movie, in which, should Clyde keep his word, she could be married. To 

match this pleasing little costume, she planned to add a chic little gray silk hat—poke-shaped, 

with pink or scarlet cherries nestled up under the brim, together with a neat little blue serge 

traveling suit, which, with brown shoes and a brown hat, would make her as smart as any bride. 

The fact that such preparations as these meant additional delay and expense, or that Clyde might 

not marry her after all, or that this proposed marriage from the point of view of both was the 

tarnished and discolored thing that it was, was still not sufficient to take from the thought of 

marriage as an event, or sacrament even, that proper color and romance with which it was 

invested in her eyes and from which, even under such an unsatisfactory set of circumstances as 

these, it could not be divorced. And, strangely enough, in spite of all the troubled and strained 

relations that had developed between them, she still saw Clyde in much the same light in which 

she had seen him at first. He was a Griffiths, a youth of genuine social, if not financial 

distinction, one whom all the girls in her position, as well as many of those far above her, would 

be delighted to be connected with in this way—that is, via marriage. He might be objecting to 

marrying her, but he was a person of consequence, just the same. And one with whom, if he 

would but trouble to care for her a little, she could be perfectly happy. And at any rate, once he 

had loved her. And it was said of men— some men, anyway (so she had heard her mother and 

others say) that once a child was presented to them, it made a great difference in their attitude 

toward the mother, sometimes. They came to like the mother, too. Anyhow for a little while—a 

very little while—if what she had agreed to were strictly observed, she would have him with her 

to assist her through this great crisis—to give his name to her child—to aid her until she could 

once more establish herself in some way. 

For the time being, therefore, and with no more plan than this, although with great 

misgivings and nervous qualms, since, as she could see, Clyde was decidedly indifferent, she 

rested on this. And it was in this mood that five days later, and after Roberta had written to her 

parents that she was coming home for two weeks at least, to get a dress or two made and to rest a 

little, because she was not feeling very well, that Clyde saw her off for her home in Biltz, riding 

with her as far as Fonda. But in so far as he was concerned, and since he had really no definite or 

workable idea, it seemed important to him that only silence, silence was the great and all 

essential thing now, so that, even under the impending edge of the knife of disaster, he might be 

able to think more, and more, and more, without being compelled to do anything, and without 

momentarily being tortured by the thought that Roberta, in some nervous or moody or frantic 

state, would say or do something which, assuming that he should hit upon some helpful thought 

or plan in connection with Sondra, would prevent him from executing it. 

And about the same time, Sondra was writing him gay notes from Twelfth Lake as to 

what he might expect upon his arrival a little later. Blue water—white sails—tennis—golf-

horseback riding— driving. She had it all arranged with Bertine, as she said. And kisses—

kisses—kisses! 



  



Chapter 42 

Two letters, which arrived at this time and simultaneously, but accentuated the difficulty 

of all this. 

Pine Point Landing, June 10th 

 

CLYDE MYDIE: 

 

How is my pheet phing? All whytie? It's just glorious up here. Lots of people already here and 

more coming every day. The Casino and golf course over at Pine Point are open and lots of 

people about. I can hear Stuart and Grant with their launches going up toward Gray's Inlet now. 

You must hurry and come up, dear. It's too nice for words. Green roads to gallop through, and 

swimming and dancing at the Casino every afternoon at four. Just back from a wonderful gallop 

on Dickey and going again after luncheon to mail these letters. Bertine says she'll write you a 

letter to-day or tomorrow good for any week-end or any old time, so when Sonda says come, you 

come, you hear, else Sonda whip hard. You baddie, good boy. 

 

Is he working hard in the baddie old factory? Sonda wisses he was here wiss her instead. We'd 

ride and drive and swim and dance. Don't forget your tennis racquet and golf clubs. There's a 

dandy course on the Casino grounds. 

 

This morning when I was riding a bird flew right up under Dickey's heels. It scared him so that 

he bolted, and Sonda got all switched and scwatched. Isn't Clydie sorry for his Sonda? 

 

She is writing lots of notes to-day. After lunch and the ride to catch the down mail, Sonda and 

Bertine and Nina going to the Casino. Don't you wish you were going to be there? We could 

dance to "Taudy." Sonda just loves that song. But she has to dress now. More to-morrow, baddie 

boy. And when Bertine writes, answer right away. See all 'ose dots? Kisses. Big and little ones. 

All for baddie boy. And wite Sonda every day and she'll write 'oo. 

 

More kisses. 

To which Clyde responded eagerly and in kind in the same hour. But almost the same 

mail, at least the same day, brought the following letter from Roberta. 

Biltz, June 10th. 

 

DEAR CLYDE: 

 

I am nearly ready for bed, but I will write you a few lines. I had such a tiresome journey coming 

up that I was nearly sick. In the first place I didn't want to come much (alone) as you know. I feel 

too upset and uncertain about everything, although I try not to feel so now that we have our plan 

and you are going to come for me as you said. 



(At this point, while nearly sickened by the thought of the wretched country world in 

which she lived, still, because of Roberta's unfortunate and unavoidable relation to it, he now 

experienced one of his old time twinges of remorse and pity in regard to her. For after all, this 

was not her fault. She had so little to look forward to—nothing but her work or a commonplace 

marriage. For the first time in many days, really, and in the absence of both, he was able to think 

clearly—and to sympathize deeply, if gloomily. For the remainder of the letter read:) 

But it's very nice here now. The trees are so beautifully green and the flowers in bloom. I 

can hear the bees in the orchard whenever I go near the south windows. On the way up instead of 

coming straight home I decided to stop at Homer to see my sister and brother-in-law, since I am 

not so sure now when I shall see them again, if ever, for I am resolved that they shall see me 

respectable, or never at all any more. You mustn't think I mean anything hard or mean by this. I 

am just sad. They have such a cute little home there, Clyde—pretty furniture, a victrola and all, 

and Agnes is so very happy with Fred. I hope she always will be. I couldn't help thinking of what 

a dear place we might have had, if only my dreams had come true. And nearly all the time I was 

there Fred kept teasing me as to why I don't get married, until I said, "Oh, well, Fred, you mustn't 

be too sure that I won't one of these days. All good things come to him who waits, you know." 

"Yes, unless you just turn out to be a waiter," was the way he hit me back. 

 

But I was truly glad to see mother again, Clyde. She's so loving and patient and helpful. The 

sweetest, dearest mother that ever, ever was. And I just hate to hurt her in any way. And Tom 

and Emily, too. They have had friends here every evening since I've been here—and they want 

me to join in, but I hardly feel well enough now to do all the things they want me to do—play 

cards and games—dance. 

(At this point Clyde could not help emphasizing in his own mind the shabby home world 

of which she was a part and which so recently he had seen—that rickety house! those toppling 

chimneys! Her uncouth father. And that in contrast to such a letter as this other from Sondra.) 

Father and mother and Tom and Emily just seem to hang around and try to do things for 

me. And I feel remorseful when I think how they would feel if they knew, for, of course, I have 

to pretend that it is work that makes me feel so tired and depressed as I am sometimes. Mother 

keeps saying that I must stay a long time or quit entirely and rest and get well again, but she just 

don't know of course—poor dear. If she did! I can't tell you how that makes me feel sometimes, 

Clyde. Oh, dear! 

 

But there, I mustn't put my sad feelings over on you either. I don't want to, as I told you, if you 

will only come and get me as we've agreed. And I won't be like that either, Clyde. I'm not that 

way all the time now. I've started to get ready and do all the things it'll take to do in three weeks 

and that's enough to keep my mind off everything but work. But you will come for me, won't 

you, dear? You won't disappoint me any more and make me suffer this time like you have so far, 

for, oh, how long it has been now—ever since I was here before at Christmas time, really. But 

you were truly nice to me. I promise not to be a burden on you, for I know you don't really care 

for me any more and so I don't care much what happens now, so long as I get out of this. But I 



truly promise not to be a burden on you. 

 

Oh, dear, don't mind this blot. I just don't seem to be able to control myself these days like I once 

could. 

 

But as for what I came for. The family think they are clothes for a party down in Lycurgus and 

that I must be having a wonderful time. Well, it's better that way than the other. I may have to 

come as far as Fonda to get some things, if I don't send Mrs. Anse, the dressmaker, and if so, and 

if you wanted to see me again before you come, although I don't suppose you do, you could. I'd 

like to see you and talk to you again if you care to, before we start. It all seems so funny to me, 

Clyde, having these clothes made and wishing to see you so much and yet knowing that you 

would rather not do this. And yet I hope you are satisfied now that you have succeeded in 

making me leave Lycurgus and come up here and are having what you call a good time. Are they 

so very much better than the ones we used to have last summer when we went about to the lakes 

and everywhere? But whatever they are, Clyde, surely you can afford to do this for me without 

feeling too bad. I know it seems hard to you now, but you don't want to forget either that if I was 

like some that I know, I might and would ask more. But as I told you I'm not like that and never 

could be. If you don't really want me after you have helped me out like I said, you can go. 

 

Please write me, Clyde, a long, cheery letter, even though you don't want to, and tell me all about 

how you have not thought of me once since I've been away or missed me at all—you used to, 

you know, and how you don't want me to come back and you can't possibly come up before two 

weeks from Saturday if then. 

 

Oh, dear, I don't mean the horrid things I write, but I'm so blue and tired and lonely that I can't 

help it at times. I need some one to talk to—not just any one here, because they don't understand, 

and I can't tell anybody. 

 

But there, I said I wouldn't be blue or gloomy or cross and yet I haven't done so very well this 

time, have I? But I promise to do better next time—tomorrow or next day, because it relieves me 

to write to you, Clyde. And won't you please write me just a few words to cheer me up while I'm 

waiting, whether you mean it or not, I need it so. And you will come, of course. I'll be so happy 

and grateful and try not to bother you too much in any way. 

 

Your lonely 

 

BERT 

And it was the contrast presented by these two scenes which finally determined for him 

the fact that he would never marry Roberta— never—nor even go to her at Biltz, or let her come 

back to him here, if he could avoid that. For would not his going, or her return, put a period to all 

the joys that so recently in connection with Sondra had come to him here—make it impossible 

for him to be with Sondra at Twelfth Lake this summer—make it impossible for him to run away 



with and marry her? In God's name was there no way? No outlet from this horrible difficulty 

which now confronted him? 

And in a fit of despair, having found the letters in his room on his return from work one 

warm evening in June, he now threw himself upon his bed and fairly groaned. The misery of 

this! The horror of his almost insoluble problem! Was there no way by which she could be 

persuaded to go away—and stay—remain at home, maybe for a while longer, while he sent her 

ten dollars a week, or twelve, even—a full half of all his salary? Or could she go to some 

neighboring town—Fonda, Gloversville, Schenectady—she was not so far gone but what she 

could take care of herself well enough as yet, and rent a room and remain there quietly until the 

fatal time, when she could go to some doctor or nurse? He might help her to find some one like 

that when the time came, if only she would be willing not to mention his name. 

But this business of making him come to Biltz, or meeting her somewhere, and that 

within two weeks or less. He would not, he would not. He would do something desperate if she 

tried to make him do that—run away—or—maybe go up to Twelfth Lake before it should be 

time for him to go to Biltz, or before she would think it was time, and then persuade Sondra if he 

could—but oh, what a wild, wild chance was that—to run away with and marry him, even if she 

wasn't quite eighteen—and then—and then—being married, and her family not being able to 

divorce them, and Roberta not being able to find him, either, but only to complain—well, 

couldn't he deny it—say that it was not so—that he had never had any relationship, other than 

that which any department head might have with any girl working for him. He had not been 

introduced to the Gilpins, nor had he gone with Roberta to see that Dr. Glenn near Gloversville, 

and she had told him at the time, she had not mentioned his name. 

But the nerve of trying to deny it! 

The courage it would take. 

The courage to try to face Roberta when, as he knew, her steady, accusing, horrified, 

innocent, blue eyes would be about as difficult to face as anything in all the world. And could he 

do that? Had he the courage? And would it all work out satisfactorily if he did? Would Sondra 

believe him—once she heard? 

But just the same in pursuance of this idea, whether finally he executed it or not, even 

though he went to Twelfth Lake, he must write Sondra a letter saying that he was coming. And 

this he did at once, writing her passionately and yearningly. At the same time he decided not to 

write Roberta at all. Maybe call her on long distance, since she had recently told him that there 

was a neighbor near-by who had a telephone, and if for any reason he needed to reach her, he 

could use that. For writing her in regard to all this, even in the most guarded way, would place in 

her hands, and at this time, exactly the type of evidence in regard to this relationship which she 

would most need, and especially when he was so determined not to marry her. The trickery of all 

this! It was low and shabby, no doubt. Yet if only Roberta had agreed to be a little reasonable 

with him, he would never have dreamed of indulging in any such low and tricky plan as this. 

But, oh, Sondra! Sondra! And the great estate that she had described, lying along the west shore 



of Twelfth Lake. How beautiful that must be! He could not help it! He must act and plan as he 

was doing! He must! 

And forthwith he arose and went to mail the letter to Sondra. And then while out, having 

purchased an evening paper and hoping via the local news of all whom he knew, to divert his 

mind for the time being, there, upon the first page of the Times-Union of Albany, was an item 

which read: 

ACCIDENTAL DOUBLE TRAGEDY AT PASS LAKE—UPTURNED CANOE AND 

FLOATING HATS REVEAL PROBABLE LOSS OF TWO LIVES AT RESORT NEAR 

PITTSFIELD— UNIDENTIFIED BODY OF GIRL RECOVERED—THAT OF COMPANION 

STILL MISSING 

Because of his own great interest in canoeing, and indeed in any form of water life, as 

well as his own particular skill when it came to rowing, swimming, diving, he now read with 

interest: 

Pancoast, Mass., June 7th...What proved to be a fatal boat ride for two, apparently, was 

taken here day before yesterday by an unidentified man and girl who came presumably from 

Pittsfield to spend the day at Pass Lake, which is fourteen miles north of this place. 

 

Tuesday morning a man and a girl, who said to Thomas Lucas, who conducts the Casino Lunch 

and Boat House there, that they were from Pittsfield, rented a small row-boat about ten o'clock in 

the morning and with a basket, presumably containing lunch, departed for the northern end of the 

lake. At seven o'clock last evening, when they did not return, Mr. Lucas, in company with his 

son Jeffrey, made a tour of the lake in his motor boat and discovered the row-boat upside down 

in the shallows near the north shore, but no trace of the occupants. Thinking at the time that it 

might be another instance of renters having decamped in order to avoid payment, he returned the 

boat to his own dock. 

 

But this morning, doubtful as to whether or not an accident had occurred, he and his assistant, 

Fred Walsh, together with his son, made a second tour of the north shore and finally came upon 

the hats of both the girl and the man floating among some rushes near the shore. At once a 

dredging party was organized, and by three o'clock to-day the body of the girl, concerning whom 

nothing is known here, other than that she came here with her companion, was brought up and 

turned over to the authorities. That of the man has not yet been found. The water in the 

immediate vicinity of the accident in some places being over thirty feet deep, it is not certain 

whether the trolling and dredging will yield the other body or not. In the case of a similar 

accident which took place here some fifteen years ago, neither body was ever recovered. 

 

To the lining of the small jacket which the girl wore was sewed the tag of a Pittsfield dealer. 

Also in her shoe lining was stamped the name of Jacobs of this same city. But other than these 

there was no evidence as to her identity. It is assumed by the authorities here that if she carried a 

bag of any kind it lies at the bottom of the lake. 



 

The man is recalled as being tall, dark, about thirty-five years of age, and wore a light green suit 

and straw hat with a white and blue band. The girl appears to be not more than twenty-five, five 

feet five inches tall, and weighs 130 pounds. She wore her hair, which was long and dark brown, 

in braids about her forehead. On her left middle finger is a small gold ring with an amethyst 

setting. The police of Pittsfield and other cities in this vicinity have been notified, but as yet no 

word as to her identity has been received. 

This item, commonplace enough in the usual grist of summer accidents, interested Clyde 

only slightly. It seemed odd, of course, that a girl and a man should arrive at a small lake 

anywhere, and setting forth in a small boat in broad daylight thus lose their lives. Also it was odd 

that afterwards no one should be able to identify either of them. And yet here it was. The man 

had disappeared for good. He threw the paper down, little concerned at first, and turned to other 

things—the problem that was confronting him really—how he was to do. But later—and because 

of that, and as he was putting out the light before getting into bed, and still thinking of the 

complicated problem which his own life here presented, he was struck by the thought (what 

devil's whisper?— what evil hint of an evil spirit?)—supposing that he and Roberta— no, say he 

and Sondra—(no, Sondra could swim so well, and so could he)—he and Roberta were in a small 

boat somewhere and it should capsize at the very time, say, of this dreadful complication which 

was so harassing him? What an escape? What a relief from a gigantic and by now really 

destroying problem! On the other hand— hold—not so fast!—for could a man even think of such 

a solution in connection with so difficult a problem as his without committing a crime in his 

heart, really—a horrible, terrible crime? He must not even think of such a thing. It was wrong—

wrong—terribly wrong. And yet, supposing,—by accident, of course—such a thing as this did 

occur? That would be the end, then, wouldn't it, of all his troubles in connection with Roberta? 

No more terror as to her—no more fear and heartache even as to Sondra. A noiseless, pathless, 

quarrelless solution of all his present difficulties, and only joy before him forever. Just an 

accidental, unpremeditated drowning—and then the glorious future which would be his! 

But the mere thinking of such a thing in connection with Roberta at this time—(why was 

it that his mind persisted in identifying her with it?) was terrible, and he must not, he must not, 

allow such a thought to enter his mind. Never, never, never! He must not. It was horrible! 

Terrible! A thought of murder, no less! Murder?!!! Yet so wrought up had he been, and still was, 

by the letter which Roberta had written him, as contrasted with the one from Sondra—so 

delightful and enticing was the picture of her life and his as she now described it, that he could 

not for the life of him quite expel that other and seemingly easy and so natural a solution of all 

his problem—if only such an accident could occur to him and Roberta. For after all he was not 

planning any crime, was he? Was he not merely thinking of an accident that, had it occurred or 

could it but occur in his case...Ah—but that "could it but occur." There was the dark and evil 

thought about which he must not, He must not think. He must not. And yet—and yet...He was an 

excellent swimmer and could swim ashore, no doubt—whatever the distance. Whereas Roberta, 

as he knew from swimming with her at one beach and another the previous summer, could not 

swim. And then—and then—well and then, unless he chose to help her, of course... 

As he thought, and for the time, sitting in the lamplight of his own room between nine-

thirty and ten at night, a strange and disturbing creepiness as to flesh and hair and finger-tips 



assailed him. The wonder and the horror of such a thought! And presented to him by this paper 

in this way. Wasn't that strange? Besides, up in that lake country to which he was now going to 

Sondra, were many, many lakes about everywhere—were there not? Scores up there where 

Sondra was. Or so she had said. And Roberta loved the out-of-doors and the water so—although 

she could not swim—could not swim—could not swim. And they or at least he was going where 

lakes were, or they might, might they not—and if not, why not? since both had talked of some 

Fourth of July resort in their planning, their final departure—he and Roberta. 

But, no! no! The mere thought of an accident such as that in connection with her, 

however much he might wish to be rid of her— was sinful, dark and terrible! He must not let his 

mind run on any such things for even a moment. It was too wrong—too vile—too terrible! Oh, 

dreadful thought! To think it should have come to him! And at this time of all times—when she 

was demanding that he go away with her! 

Death! 

Murder! 

The murder of Roberta! 

But to escape her of course—this unreasonable, unshakable, unchangeable demand of 

hers! Already he was quite cold, quite damp—with the mere thought of it. And now—when—

when—! But he must not think of that! The death of that unborn child, too!! 

But how could any one even think of doing any such thing with calculation—

deliberately? And yet—many people were drowned like that—boys and girls—men and 

women—here and there—everywhere the world over in the summer time. To be sure, he would 

not want anything like that to happen to Roberta. And especially at this time. He was not that 

kind of a person, whatever else he was. He was not. He was not. He was not. The mere thought 

now caused a damp perspiration to form on his hands and face. He was not that kind of a person. 

Decent, sane people did not think of such things. And so he would not either—from this hour on. 

In a tremulous state of dissatisfaction with himself—that any such grisly thought should 

have dared to obtrude itself upon him in this way—he got up and lit the lamp—re-read this 

disconcerting item in as cold and reprobative way as he could achieve, feeling that in so doing he 

was putting anything at which it hinted far from him once and for all. Then, having done so, he 

dressed and went out of the house for a walk—up Wykeagy Avenue, along Central Avenue, out 

Oak, and then back on Spruce and to Central again—feeling that he was walking away from the 

insinuating thought or suggestion that had so troubled him up to now. And after a time, feeling 

better, freer, more natural, more human, as he so much wished to feel—he returned to his room, 

once more to sleep, with the feeling that he had actually succeeded in eliminating completely a 

most insidious and horrible visitation. He must never think of it again! He must never think of it 

again. He must never, never, never think of it— never. 

And then falling into a nervous, feverish doze soon thereafter, he found himself dreaming 

of a savage black dog that was trying to bite him. Having escaped from the fangs of the creature 



by waking in terror, he once more fell asleep. But now he was in some very strange and gloomy 

place, a wood or a cave or narrow canyon between deep hills, from which a path, fairly 

promising at first, seemed to lead. But soon the path, as he progressed along it, became narrower 

and narrower and darker, and finally disappeared entirely. And then, turning to see if he could 

not get back as he had come, there directly behind him were arrayed an entangled mass of snakes 

that at first looked more like a pile of brush. But above it waved the menacing heads of at least a 

score of reptiles, forked tongues and agate eyes. And in front now, as he turned swiftly, a horned 

and savage animal—huge, it was—its heavy tread crushing the brush—blocked the path in that 

direction. And then, horrified and crying out in hopeless desperation, once more he awoke—not 

to sleep again that night. 

  



Chapter 43 

Yet a thought such as that of the lake, connected as it was with the predicament by which 

he was being faced, and shrink from it though he might, was not to be dismissed as easily as he 

desired. Born as it was of its accidental relation to this personal problem that was shaking and 

troubling and all but disarranging his own none-too-forceful mind, this smooth, seemingly 

blameless, if dreadful, blotting out of two lives at Pass Lake, had its weight. That girl's body—as 

some peculiar force in his own brain now still compelled him to think—being found, but the 

man's not. In that interesting fact—and this quite in spite of himself—lurked a suggestion that 

insisted upon obtruding itself on his mind—to wit, that it might be possible that the man's body 

was not in that lake at all. For, since evil-minded people did occasionally desire to get rid of 

other people, might it not be possible that that man had gone there with that girl in order to get 

rid of her? A very smooth and devilish trick, of course, but one which, in this instance at least, 

seemed to have succeeded admirably. 

But as for him accepting such an evil suggestion and acting upon it...never! Yet here was 

his own problem growing hourly more desperate, since every day, or at least every other day, 

brought him either letters from Roberta or a note from Sondra—their respective missives 

maintaining the same relative contrast between ease and misery, gayety of mood and the 

somberness of defeat and uncertainty. 

To Roberta, since he would not write her, he was telephoning briefly and in as non-

committal a manner as possible. How was she? He was so glad to hear from her and to know that 

she was out in the country and at home, where it must be much nicer than in the factory here in 

this weather. Everything was going smoothly, of course, and except for a sudden rush of orders 

which made it rather hard these last two days, all was as before. He was doing his best to save a 

certain amount of money for a certain project about which she knew, but otherwise he was not 

worrying about anything—and she must not. He had not written before because of the work, and 

could not write much—there were so many things to do—but he missed seeing her in her old 

place, and was looking forward to seeing her again soon. If she were coming down toward 

Lycurgus as she said, and really thought it important to see him, well, that could be arranged, 

maybe—but was it necessary right now? He was so very busy and expected to see her later, of 

course. 

But at the same time he was writing Sondra that assuredly on the eighteenth, and the 

week-end following, if possible, he would be with her. 

So, by virtue of such mental prestidigitation and tergiversation, inspired and animated as 

it was by his desire for Sondra, his inability to face the facts in connection with Roberta, he 

achieved the much-coveted privilege of again seeing her, over one week-end at least, and in such 

a setting as never before in his life had he been privileged to witness. 

For as he came down to the public dock at Sharon, adjoining the veranda of the inn at the 

foot of Twelfth Lake, he was met by Bertine and her brother as well as Sondra, who, in Grant's 

launch, had motored down the Chain to pick him up. The bright blue waters of the Indian Chain. 

The tall, dark, spear pines that sentineled the shores on either side and gave to the waters at the 



west a band of black shadow where the trees were mirrored so clearly. The small and large, 

white and pink and green and brown lodges on every hand, with their boathouses. Pavilions by 

the shore. An occasional slender pier reaching out from some spacious and at times stately 

summer lodge, such as those now owned by the Cranstons, Finchleys and others. The green and 

blue canoes and launches. The gay hotel and pavilion at Pine Point already smartly attended by 

the early arrivals here! And then the pier and boathouse of the Cranston Lodge itself, with two 

Russian wolfhounds recently acquired by Bertine lying on the grass near the shore, apparently 

awaiting her return, and a servant John, one of a half dozen who attended the family here, 

waiting to take the single bag of Clyde, his tennis racquet and golf sticks. But most of all he was 

impressed by the large rambling and yet smartly-designed house, with its bright geranium-

bordered walks, its wide, brown, wicker-studded veranda commanding a beautiful view of the 

lake; the cars and personalities of the various guests, who in golf, tennis or lounging clothes were 

to be seen idling here and there. 

At Bertine's request, John at once showed him to a spacious room overlooking the lake, 

where it was his privilege now to bathe and change for tennis with Sondra, Bertine and Grant. 

After dinner, as explained by Sondra, who was over at Bertine's for the occasion, he was to come 

over with Bertine and Grant to the Casino, where he would be introduced to such as all here 

knew. There was to be dancing. To-morrow, in the morning early, before breakfast, if he chose—

he should ride with her and Bertine and Stuart along a wonderful woodland trail through the 

forests to the west which led to Inspiration Point and a more distant view of the lake. And, as he 

now learned, except for a few such paths as this, the forest was trackless for forty miles. Without 

a compass or guide, as he was told, one might wander to one's death even—so evasive were 

directions to those who did not know. And after breakfast and a swim she and Bertine and Nina 

Temple would demonstrate their new skill with Sondra's aquaplane. After that, lunch, tennis, or 

golf, a trip to the Casino for tea. After dinner at the lodge of the Brookshaws of Utica across the 

lake, there was to be dancing. 

Within an hour after his arrival, as Clyde could see, the program for the week-end was 

already full. But that he and Sondra would contrive not only moments but possibly hours 

together he well knew. And then he would see what new delight, in connection with her many-

faceted temperament, the wonderful occasion would provide. To him, in spite of the dour burden 

of Roberta, which for this one week-end at least he could lay aside, it was as though he were in 

Paradise. 

And on the tennis grounds of the Cranstons, it seemed as though never before had 

Sondra, attired in a short, severe white tennis skirt and blouse, with a yellow-and-green dotted 

handkerchief tied about her hair, seemed so gay, graceful and happy. The smile that was upon 

her lips! The gay, laughing light of promise that was in her eyes whenever she glanced at him! 

And now and then, in running to serve him, it was as though she were poised bird-like in flight— 

her racquet arm high, a single toe seeming barely to touch the ground, her head thrown back, her 

lips parted and smiling always. And in calling twenty love, thirty love, forty love, it was always 

with a laughing accent on the word love, which at once thrilled and saddened him, as he saw, and 

rejoiced in from one point of view, she was his to take, if only he were free to take her now. But 

this other black barrier which he himself had built! 



And then this scene, where a bright sun poured a flood of crystal light upon a greensward 

that stretched from tall pines to the silver rippling waters of a lake. And off shore in a half dozen 

different directions the bright white sails of small boats—the white and green and yellow 

splashes of color, where canoes paddled by idling lovers were passing in the sun! Summertime—

leisure— warmth—color—ease—beauty—love—all that he had dreamed of the summer before, 

when he was so very much alone. 

At moments it seemed to Clyde that he would reel from very joy of the certain fulfillment 

of a great desire, that was all but immediately within his control; at other times (the thought of 

Roberta sweeping down upon him as an icy wind), as though nothing could be more sad, terrible, 

numbing to the dreams of beauty, love and happiness than this which now threatened him. That 

terrible item about the lake and those two people drowned! The probability that in spite of his 

wild plan within a week, or two or three at most, he would have to leave all this forever. And 

then of a sudden he would wake to realize that he was fumbling or playing badly—that Bertine 

or Sondra or Grant was calling: "Oh, Clyde, what are you thinking of, anyhow?" And from the 

darkest depths of his heart he would have answered, had he spoken, "Roberta." 

At the Brookshaws', again that evening, a smart company of friends of Sondra's, Bertine's 

and others. On the dance floor a reencounter with Sondra, all smiles, for she was pretending for 

the benefit of others here—her mother and father in particular—that she had not seen Clyde 

before—did not even know that he was here. 

"You up here? That's great. Over at the Cranstons'? Oh, isn't that dandy? Right next door 

to us. Well, we'll see a lot of each other, what? How about a canter to-morrow before seven? 

Bertine and I go nearly every day. And we'll have a picnic tomorrow, if nothing interferes, 

canoeing and motoring. Don't worry about not riding well. I'll get Bertine to let you have Jerry—

he's just a sheep. And you don't need to worry about togs, either. Grant has scads of things. I'll 

dance the next two dances with others, but you sit out the third one with me, will you? I know a 

peach of a place outside on the balcony." 

She was off with fingers extended but with a "we-understand-each-other" look in her eye. 

And outside in the shadow later she pulled his face to hers when no one was looking and kissed 

him eagerly, and, before the evening was over, they had managed, by strolling along a path 

which led away from the house along the lake shore, to embrace under the moon. 

"Sondra so glad Clydie here. Misses him so much." She smoothed his hair as he kissed 

her, and Clyde, bethinking him of the shadow which lay so darkly between them, crushed her 

feverishly, desperately. "Oh, my darling baby girl," he exclaimed. "My beautiful, beautiful 

Sondra! If you only knew how much I love you! If you only knew! I wish I could tell you all. I 

wish I could." 

But he could not now—or ever. He would never dare to speak to her of even so much as a 

phase of the black barrier that now lay between them. For, with her training, the standards of 

love and marriage that had been set for her, she would never understand, never be willing to 

make so great a sacrifice for love, as much as she loved him. And he would be left, abandoned 

on the instant, and with what horror in her eyes! 



Yet looking into his eyes, his face white and tense, and the glow of the moon above 

making small white electric sparks in his eyes, she exclaimed as he gripped her tightly: "Does he 

love Sondra so much? Oh, sweetie boy! Sondra loves him, too." She seized his head between her 

hands and held it tight, kissing him swiftly and ardently a dozen times. "And Sondra won't give 

her Clydie up either. She won't. You just wait and see! It doesn't matter what happens now. It 

may not be so very easy, but she won't." Then as suddenly and practically, as so often was her 

way, she exclaimed: "But we must go now, right away. No, not another kiss now. No, no, Sondra 

says no, now. They'll be missing us." And straightening up and pulling him by the arm she 

hurried him back to the house in time to meet Palmer Thurston, who was looking for her. 

The next morning, true to her promise, there was the canter to Inspiration Point, and that 

before seven—Bertine and Sondra in bright red riding coats and white breeches and black boots, 

their hair unbound and loose to the wind, and riding briskly on before for the most part; then 

racing back to where he was. Or Sondra halloing gayly for him to come on, or the two of them 

laughing and chatting a hundred yards ahead in some concealed chapel of the aisled trees where 

he could not see them. And because of the interest which Sondra was so obviously manifesting 

in him these days—an interest which Bertine herself had begun to feel might end in marriage, if 

no family complications arose to interfere—she, Bertine, was all smiles, the very soul of 

cordiality, winsomely insisting that he should come up and stay for the summer and she would 

chaperon them both so that no one would have a chance to complain. And Clyde thrilling, and 

yet brooding too—by turns— occasionally—and in spite of himself drifting back to the thought 

that the item in the paper had inspired—and yet fighting it— trying to shut it out entirely. 

And then at one point, Sondra, turning down a steep path which led to a stony and moss-

lipped spring between the dark trees, called to Clyde to "Come on down. Jerry knows the way. 

He won't slip. Come and get a drink. If you do, you'll come back again soon—so they say." 

And once he was down and had dismounted to drink, she exclaimed: "I've been wanting 

to tell you something. You should have seen Mamma's face last night when she heard you were 

up here. She can't be sure that I had anything to do with it, of course, because she thinks that 

Bertine likes you, too. I made her think that. But just the same she suspects that I had a hand in 

it, I guess, and she doesn't quite like it. But she can't say anything more than she has before. And 

I had a talk with Bertine just now and she's agreed to stick by me and help me all she can. But 

we'll have to be even more careful than ever now, because I think if Mamma got too suspicious I 

don't know what she might do—want us to leave here, even now maybe, just so I couldn't see 

you. You know she feels that I shouldn't be interested in any one yet except some one she likes. 

You know how it is. She's that way with Stuart, too. But if you'll take care not to show that you 

care for me so much whenever we're around any one of our crowd, I don't think she'll do 

anything—not now, anyhow. Later on, in the fall, when we're back in Lycurgus, things will be 

different. I'll be of age then, and I'm going to see what I can do. I never loved any one before, but 

I do love you, and, well, I won't give you up, that's all. I won't. And they can't make me, either!" 

She stamped her foot and struck her boot, the while the two horses looked idly and 

vacantly about. And Clyde, enthused and astonished by this second definite declaration in his 

behalf, as well as fired by the thought that now, if ever, he might suggest the elopement and 

marriage and so rid himself of the sword that hung so threateningly above him, now gazed at 



Sondra, his eyes filled with a nervous hope and a nervous fear. For she might refuse, and change, 

too, shocked by the suddenness of his suggestion. And he had no money and no place in mind 

where they might go either, in case she accepted his proposal. But she had, perhaps, or she might 

have. And having once consented, might she not help him? Of course. At any rate, he felt that he 

must speak, leaving luck or ill luck to the future. 

And so he said: "Why couldn't you run away with me now, Sondra, darling? It's so long 

until fall and I want you so much. Why couldn't we? Your mother's not likely to want to let you 

marry me then, anyhow. But if we went away now, she couldn't help herself, could she? And 

afterwards, in a few months or so, you could write her and then she wouldn't mind. Why couldn't 

we, Sondra?" His voice was very pleading, his eyes full of a sad dread of refusal— and of the 

future that lay unprotected behind that. 

And by now so caught was she by the tremor with which his mood invested him, that she 

paused—not really shocked by the suggestion at all—but decidedly moved, as well as flattered 

by the thought that she was able to evoke in Clyde so eager and headlong a passion. He was so 

impetuous—so blazing now with a flame of her own creating, as she felt, yet which she was 

incapable of feeling as much as he, as she knew—such a flame as she had never seen in him or 

any one else before. And would it not be wonderful if she could run away with him now—

secretly—to Canada or New York or Boston, or anywhere? The excitement her elopement would 

create here and elsewhere—in Lycurgus, Albany, Utica! The talk and feeling in her own family 

as well as elsewhere! And Gilbert would be related to her in spite of him—and the Griffiths, too, 

whom her mother and father so much admired. 

For a moment there was written in her eyes the desire and the determination almost, to do 

as he suggested—run away—make a great lark of this, her intense and true love. For, once 

married, what could her parents do? And was not Clyde worthy of her and them, too? Of 

course—even though nearly all in her set fancied that he was not quite all he should be, just 

because he didn't have as much money as they had. But he would have—would he not—after he 

was married to her—and get as good a place in her father's business as Gil Griffiths had in his 

father's? 

Yet a moment later, thinking of her life here and what her going off in such a way would 

mean to her father and mother just then—in the very beginning of the summer season—as well 

as how it would disrupt her own plans and cause her mother to feel especially angry, and perhaps 

even to bring about the dissolution of the marriage on the ground that she was not of age, she 

paused—that gay light of adventure replaced by a marked trace of the practical and the material 

that so persistently characterized her. What difference would a few months make, anyhow? It 

might, and no doubt would, save Clyde from being separated from her forever, whereas their 

present course might insure their separation. 

Accordingly she now shook her head in a certain, positive and yet affectionate way, 

which by now Clyde had come to know spelled defeat—the most painful and irremediable defeat 

that had yet come to him in connection with all this. She would not go! Then he was lost—lost—

and she to him forever maybe. Oh, God! For while her face softened with a tenderness which 

was not usually there—even when she was most moved emotionally—she said: "I would, honey, 



if I did not think it best not to, now. It's too soon. Mamma isn't going to do anything right now. I 

know she isn't. Besides she has made all her plans to do a lot of entertaining here this summer, 

and for my particular benefit. She wants me to be nice to—well, you know who I mean. And I 

can be, without doing anything to interfere with us in any way, I'm sure—so long as I don't do 

anything to really frighten her." She paused to smile a reassuring smile. "But you can come up 

here as often as you choose, don't you see, and she and these others won't think anything of it, 

because you won't be our guest, don't you see? I've fixed all that with Bertine. And that means 

that we can see each other all summer long up here, just about as much as we want to, don't you 

see? Then in the fall, when I come back, and if I find that I can't make her be nice to you at all, or 

consider our being engaged, why, I will run away with you. Yes, I will, darling—really and 

truly." 

Darling! The fall! 

She stopped, her eyes showing a very shrewd conception of all the practical difficulties 

before them, while she took both of his hands in hers and looked up into his face. Then, 

impulsively and conclusively, she threw both arms about his neck and, pulling his head down, 

kissed him. 

"Can't you see, dearie? Please don't look so sad, darling. Sondra loves her Clyde so much. 

And she'll do anything and everything to make things come out right. Yes, she will. And they 

will, too. Now you wait and see. She won't give him up ever—ever!" 

And Clyde, realizing that he had not one moving argument wherewith to confront her, 

really—not one that might not cause her to think strangely and suspiciously of his intense 

anxiety, and that this, because of Roberta's demand, and unless—unless—well—, unless Roberta 

let him go it all spelled defeat for him, now looked gloomily and even desperately upon her face. 

The beauty of her! The completeness of this world! And yet not to be allowed to possess her or 

it, ever. And Roberta with her demand and his promise in the immediate background! And no 

way of escape save by flight! God! 

At this point it was that a nervous and almost deranged look—never so definite or 

powerful at any time before in his life—the border-line look between reason and unreason, no 

less—so powerful that the quality of it was even noticeable to Sondra—came into his eyes. He 

looked sick, broken, unbelievably despairing. So much so that she exclaimed, "Why, what is it, 

Clyde, dearie—you look so— oh, I can't say just how—forlorn or—Does he love me so much? 

And can't he wait just three or four months? But, oh, yes he can, too. It isn't as bad as he thinks. 

He'll be with me most of the time—the lovekins will. And when he isn't, Sondra'll write him 

every day—every day." 

"But, Sondra! Sondra! If I could just tell you. If you knew how much it were going to 

mean to me—" 

He paused here, for as he could see at this point, into the expression of Sondra came a 

practical inquiry as to what it was that made it so urgent for her to leave with him at once. And 

immediately, on his part, Clyde sensing how enormous was the hold of this world on her—how 



integral a part of it she was—and how, by merely too much insistence here and now, he might so 

easily cause her to doubt the wisdom of her primary craze for him, was moved to desist, sure that 

if he spoke it would lead her to questioning him in such a way as might cause her to change—or 

at least to modify her enthusiasm to the point where even the dream of the fall might vanish. 

And so, instead of explaining further why he needed a decision on her part, he merely 

desisted, saying: "It's because I need you so much now, dear—all of the time. That's it, just that. 

It seems at times as though I could never be away from you another minute any more. Oh, I'm so 

hungry for you all of the time." 

And yet Sondra, flattered as she was by this hunger, and reciprocating it in part at least, 

merely repeated the various things she had said before. They must wait. All would come out all 

right in the fall. And Clyde, quite numb because of his defeat, yet unable to forego or deny the 

delight of being with her now, did his best to recover his mood—and think, think, think that in 

some way—somehow—maybe via that plan of that boat or in some other way! 

But what other way? 

But no, no, no—not that. He was not a murderer and never could be. He was not a 

murderer—never—never—never. 

And yet this loss. 

This impending disaster. 

This impending disaster. 

How to avoid that and win to Sondra after all. 

How, how, how? 

  



Chapter 44 

And then on his return to Lycurgus early Monday morning, the following letter from 

Roberta, 

DEAR CLYDE: 

 

My dear, I have often heard the saying, "it never rains but it pours," but I never knew what it 

meant until to-day. About the first person I saw this morning was Mr. Wilcox, a neighbor of 

ours, who came to say that Mrs. Anse would not be out today on account of some work she had 

to do for Mrs. Dinwiddie in Biltz, although when she left yesterday everything had been 

prepared for her so that I could help her a little with the sewing and so hurry things up a bit. And 

now she won't be here until tomorrow. Next word came that Mother's sister, Mrs. Nichols, is 

very ill and Mother had to go over to her house at Baker's Pond, which is about twelve miles east 

of here, Tom driving her, although he ought to be here to help father with all the work that there 

is to do about the farm. And I don't know if Mother will be able to get back before Sunday. If I 

were better and didn't have all this work of my own on my hands I would have to go too, I 

suppose, although Mother insists not. 

 

Next, Emily and Tom, thinking all is going so well with me and that I might enjoy it, were 

having four girls and four boys come here tonight for a sort of June moon-party, with ice cream 

and cake to be made by Emily and Mother and myself. But now, poor dear, she has to do a lot of 

telephoning over Mr. Wilcox's phone, which we share, in order to put it off until some day next 

week, if possible. And she's just heartsick and gloomy, of course. 

 

As for myself, I'm trying to keep a stiff upper lip, as the saying is. But it's pretty hard, dear, I'll 

tell you. For so far I have only had three small telephone talks with you, saying that you didn't 

think you would have the necessary money before July fifth. And to put the finishing touches on 

it, as I only learned to-day, Mamma and Papa have about decided to go to my Uncle Charlie's in 

Hamilton for over the fourth (from the fourth to the fifteenth) and take me with them, unless I 

decide to return to Lycurgus, while Tom and Emily visit with my sister at Homer. But, dear, I 

can't do that, as you know. I'm too sick and worried. Last night I vomited dreadful and have been 

half dead on my feet all day, and I am just about crazy tonight. Dear, what can we do? Can't you 

come for me before July third, which will be the time they will be going? You will have to come 

for me before then, really, because I just can't go up there with them. It's fifty miles from here. I 

could say I would go up there with them if only you would be sure to come for me before they 

start. But I must be absolutely sure that you are coming—absolutely. 

 

Clyde, I have done nothing but cry since I got here. If you were only here I wouldn't feel so 

badly. I do try to be brave, dear, but how can I help thinking at times that you will never come 

for me when you haven't written me one single note and have only talked to me three times since 

I've been up here. But then I say to myself you couldn't be so mean as that, and especially since 

you have promised. Oh, you will come, won't you? Everything worries me so now, Clyde, for 



some reason and I'm so frightened, dear. I think of last summer and then this one, and all my 

dreams. It won't make any real difference to you about your coming a few days sooner than you 

intended, will it, dear? Even if we have to get along on a little less. I know that we can. I can be 

very saving and economical. I will try to have my dresses made by then. If not, I will do with 

what I have and finish them later. And I will try and be brave, dear, and not annoy you much, if 

only you will come. You must, you know, Clyde. It can't be any other way, although for your 

sake now I wish it could. 

 

Please, please, Clyde, write and tell me that you will be here at the end of the time that you said. 

I worry so and get so lonesome off here all by myself. I will come straight back to you if you 

don't come by the time you said. I know you will not like me to say this, but, Clyde, I can't stay 

here and that's all there is to it. And I can't go away with Mamma and Papa either, so there is 

only one way out. I don't believe I will sleep a wink to-night, so please write me and in your 

letter tell me over and over not to worry about your not coming for me. If you could only come 

to-day, dear, or this week-end, I wouldn't feel so blue. But nearly two weeks more! Every one is 

in bed and the house is still, so I will stop. 

 

But please write me, dear, right away, or if you won't do that call me up sure to-morrow, because 

I just can't rest one single minute until I do hear from you. 

 

Your miserable ROBERTA. 

 

P. S.: This is a horrid letter, but I just can't write a better one. I'm so blue. 

But the day this letter arrived in Lycurgus Clyde was not there to answer it at once. And 

because of that, Roberta being in the darkest and most hysterical mood and thought, sat down on 

Saturday afternoon and, half-convinced as she was that he might already have departed for some 

distant point without any word to her, almost shrieked or screamed, if one were to properly 

characterize the mood that animated the following: 

Biltz, Saturday, June 14th. 

 

MY DEAR CLYDE: 

 

I am writing to tell you that I am coming back to Lycurgus. I simply can't stay here any longer. 

Mamma worries and wonders why I cry so much, and I am just about sick. I know I promised to 

stay until the 25th or 26th, but then you said you would write me, but you never have—only an 

occasional telephone message when I am almost crazy. I woke up this morning and couldn't help 

crying right away and this afternoon my headache is dreadful. 

 

I'm so afraid you won't come and I'm so frightened, dear. Please come and take me away some 

place, anywhere, so I can get out of here and not worry like I do. I'm so afraid in the state that I'm 

in that Papa and Mamma may make me tell the whole affair or that they will find it out for 

themselves. 



 

Oh, Clyde, you will never know. You have said you would come, and sometimes I just know you 

will. But at other times I get to thinking about other things and I'm just as certain you won't, 

especially when you don't write or telephone. I wish you would write and say that you will come 

just so I can stand to stay here. Just as soon as you get this, I wish you would write me and tell 

me the exact day you can come—not later than the first, really, because I know I cannot stand to 

stay here any longer than then. Clyde, there isn't a girl in the whole world as miserable as I am, 

and you have made me so. But I don't mean that, either, dear. You were good to me once, and 

you are now, offering to come for me. And if you will come right away I will be so grateful. And 

when you read this, if you think I am unreasonable, please do not mind it, Clyde, but just think I 

am crazy with grief and worry and that I just don't know what to do. Please write me, Clyde. If 

you only knew how I need a word. 

 

ROBERTA. 

This letter, coupled as it was with a threat to come to Lycurgus, was sufficient to induce 

in Clyde a state not unlike Roberta's. To think that he had no additional, let alone plausible, 

excuse to offer Roberta whereby she could be induced to delay her final and imperative demand. 

He racked his brains. He must not write her any long and self-incriminating letters. That would 

be foolish in the face of his determination not to marry her. Besides his mood at the moment, so 

fresh from the arms and kisses of Sondra, was not for anything like that. He could not, even if he 

would. 

At the same time, something must be done at once, as he could see, in order to allay her 

apparently desperate mood. And ten minutes after he had finished reading the last of these two 

letters, he was attempting to reach Roberta over the telephone. And finally getting her after a 

troublesome and impatient half-hour, he heard her voice, thin and rather querulous as it seemed 

to him at first, but really only because of a poor connection, saying: "Hello, Clyde, hello. Oh, I'm 

so glad you called. I've been terribly nervous. Did you get my two letters? I was just about to 

leave here in the morning if I didn't hear from you by then. I just couldn't stand not to hear 

anything. Where have you been, dear? Did you read what I said about my parents going away? 

That's true. Why don't you write, Clyde, or call me up anyhow? What about what I said in my 

letter about the third? Will you be sure and come then? Or shall I meet you somewhere? I've 

been so nervous the last three or four days, but now that I hear you again, maybe I'll be able to 

quiet down some. But I do wish you would write me a note every few days anyhow. Why won't 

you, Clyde? You haven't even written me one since I've been here. I can't tell you what a state 

I'm in and how hard it is to keep calm now." 

Plainly Roberta was very nervous and fearsome as she talked. As a matter of fact, except 

that the home in which she was telephoning was deserted at the moment she was talking very 

indiscreetly, it seemed to Clyde. And it aided but little in his judgment for her to explain that she 

was all alone and that no one could hear her. He did not want her to use his name or refer to 

letters written to him. 



Without talking too plainly, he now tried to make it clear that he was very busy and that it 

was hard for him to write as much as she might think necessary. Had he not said that he was 

coming on the 28th or thereabouts if he could? Well, he would if he could, only it looked now as 

though it might be necessary for him to postpone it for another week or so, until the seventh or 

eighth of July— long enough for him to get together an extra fifty for which he had a plan, and 

which would be necessary for him to have. But really, which was the thought behind this other, 

long enough for him to pay one more visit to Sondra as he was yearning to do, over the next 

week-end. But this demand of hers, now! Couldn't she go with her parents for a week or so and 

then let him come for her there or she come to him? It would give him more needed time, and— 

But at this Roberta, bursting forth in a storm of nervous disapproval—saying that most 

certainly if that were the case she was going back to her room at the Gilpins', if she could get it, 

and not waste her time up there getting ready and waiting for him when he was not coming—he 

suddenly decided that he might as well say that he was coming on the third, or that if he did not, 

that at least by then he would have arranged with her where to meet him. For even by now, he 

had not made up his mind as to how he was to do. He must have a little more time to think—

more time to think. 

And so now he altered his tone greatly and said: "But listen, Bert. Please don't be angry 

with me. You talk as though I didn't have any troubles in connection with all this, either. You 

don't know what this may be going to cost me before I'm through with it, and you don't seem to 

care much. I know you're worried and all that, but what about me? I'm doing the very best I can 

now, Bert, with all I have to think about. And won't you just be patient now until the third, 

anyhow? Please do. I promise to write you and if I don't, I'll call you up every other day. Will 

that be all right? But I certainly don't want you to be using my name like you did a while ago. 

That will lead to trouble, sure. Please don't. And when I call again, I'll just say it's Mr. Baker 

asking, see, and you can say it's any one you like afterwards. And then, if by any chance 

anything should come up that would stop our starting exactly on the third, why you can come 

back here if you want to, see, or somewhere near here, and then we can start as soon as possible 

after that." 

His tone was so pleading and soothing, infused as it was—but because of his present 

necessity only with a trace of that old tenderness and seeming helplessness which, at times, had 

quite captivated Roberta, that even now it served to win her to a bizarre and groundless gratitude. 

So much so that at once she had replied, warmly and emotionally, even: "Oh, no, dear. I don't 

want to do anything like that. You know I don't. It's just because things are so bad as they are 

with me and I can't help myself now. You know that, Clyde, don't you? I can't help loving you. I 

always will, I suppose. And I don't want to do anything to hurt you, dear, really I don't if I can 

help it." 

And Clyde, hearing the ring of genuine affection, and sensing anew his old-time power 

over her, was disposed to reenact the role of lover again, if only in order to dissuade Roberta 

from being too harsh and driving with him now. For while he could not like her now, he told 

himself, and could not think of marrying her, still in view of this other dream he could at least be 

gracious to her— could he not?—Pretend! And so this conversation ended with a new peace 

based on this agreement. 



The preceding day—a day of somewhat reduced activities on the lakes from which he 

had just returned—he and Sondra and Stuart and Bertine, together with Nina Temple and a youth 

named Harley Baggott, then visiting the Thurstons, had motored first from Twelfth Lake to 

Three Mile Bay, a small lakeside resort some twenty-five miles north, and from thence, between 

towering walls of pines, to Big Bittern and some other smaller lakes lost in the recesses of the 

tall pines of the region to the north of Trine Lake. And en route, Clyde, as he now recalled, had 

been most strangely impressed at moments and in spots by the desolate and for the most part 

lonely character of the region. The narrow and rain-washed and even rutted nature of the dirt 

roads that wound between tall, silent and darksome trees—forests in the largest sense of the 

word—that extended for miles and miles apparently on either hand. The decadent and weird 

nature of some of the bogs and tarns on either side of the only comparatively passable dirt roads 

which here and there were festooned with funereal or viperous vines, and strewn like deserted 

battlefields with soggy and decayed piles of fallen and crisscrossed logs—in places as many as 

four deep—one above the other—in the green slime that an undrained depression in the earth had 

accumulated. The eyes and backs of occasional frogs that, upon lichen or vine or moss-covered 

stumps and rotting logs in this warm June weather, there sunned themselves apparently 

undisturbed; the spirals of gnats, the solitary flick of a snake's tail as disturbed by the sudden 

approach of the machine, one made off into the muck and the poisonous grasses and water-plants 

which were thickly imbedded in it. 

And in seeing one of these Clyde, for some reason, had thought of the accident at Pass 

Lake. He did not realize it, but at the moment his own subconscious need was contemplating the 

loneliness and the usefulness at times of such a lone spot as this. And at one point it was that a 

wier-wier, one of the solitary water-birds of this region, uttered its ouphe and barghest cry, flying 

from somewhere near into some darker recess within the woods. And at this sound it was that 

Clyde had stirred nervously and then sat up in the car. It was so very different to any bird-cry he 

had ever heard anywhere. 

"What was that?" he asked of Harley Baggott, who sat next him. 

"What?" 

"Why, that bird or something that just flew away back there just now?" 

"I didn't hear any bird." 

"Gee! That was a queer sound. It makes me feel creepy." 

As interesting and impressive as anything else to him in this almost tenantless region had 

been the fact that there were so many lonesome lakes, not one of which he had ever heard of 

before. The territory through which they were speeding as fast as the dirt roads would permit, 

was dotted with them in these deep forests of pine. And only occasionally in passing near one, 

were there any signs indicating a camp or lodge, and those to be reached only by some half-

blazed trail or rutty or sandy road disappearing through darker trees. In the main, the shores of 

the more remote lakes passed, were all but untenanted, or so sparsely that a cabin or a distant 



lodge to be seen across the smooth waters of some pine-encircled gem was an object of interest 

to all. 

Why must he think of that other lake in Massachusetts! That boat! The body of that girl 

found—but not that of the man who accompanied her! How terrible, really! 

He recalled afterwards,—here in his room, after the last conversation with Roberta—that 

the car, after a few more miles, had finally swung into an open space at the north end of a long 

narrow lake—the south prospect of which appeared to be divided by a point or an island 

suggesting a greater length and further windings or curves than were visible from where the car 

had stopped. And except for the small lodge and boathouse at this upper end it had appeared so 

very lonesome—not a launch or canoe on it at the time their party arrived. And as in the case of 

all the other lakes seen this day, the banks to the very shore line were sentineled with those same 

green pines—tall, spear-shaped— their arms widespread like one outside his window here in 

Lycurgus. And beyond them in the distance, to the south and west, rose the humped and still 

smooth and green backs of the nearer Adirondacks. And the water before them, now ruffled by a 

light wind and glowing in the afternoon sun, was of an intense Prussian blue, almost black, 

which suggested, as was afterwards confirmed by a guide who was lounging upon the low 

veranda of the small inn—that it was very deep—"all of seventy feet not more than a hundred 

feet out from that boathouse." 

And at this point Harley Baggott, who was interested to learn more about the fishing 

possibilities of this lake in behalf of his father, who contemplated coming to this region in a few 

days, had inquired of the guide who appeared not to look at the others in the car: 

"How long is this lake, anyhow?" 

"Oh, about seven miles." 

"Any fish in it?" 

"Throw a line in and see. The best place for black bass and the like of that almost 

anywhere around here. Off the island down yonder, or just to the south of it round on the other 

side there, there's a little bay that's said to be one of the best fishin' holes in any of the lakes up 

this way. I've seen a coupla men bring back as many as seventy-five fish in two hours. That 

oughta satisfy anybody that ain't tryin' to ruin the place for the rest of us." 

The guide, a thinnish, tall and wizened type, with a long, narrow head and small, keen, 

bright blue eyes laughed a yokelish laugh as he studied the group. "Not thinkin' of tryin' your 

luck to-day?" 

"No, just inquiring for my dad. He's coming up here next week, maybe. I want to see 

about accommodations." 

"Well, they ain't what they are down to Racquette, of course, but then the fish down there 

ain't what they are up here, either." He visited all with a sly and wry and knowing smile. 



Clyde had never seen the type before. He was interested by all the anomalies and 

contrarities of this lonesome world as contrasted with cities he had known almost exclusively, as 

well as the decidedly exotic and material life and equipment with which, at the Cranstons' and 

elsewhere, he was then surrounded. The strange and comparatively deserted nature of this region 

as contrasted with the brisk and vigorous life of Lycurgus, less than a hundred miles to the south. 

"The country up here kills me," commented Stuart Finchley at this point. "It's so near the 

Chain and yet it's so different, scarcely any one living up here at all, it seems." 

"Well, except for the camps in summer and the fellows that come up to hunt moose and 

deer in the fall, there ain't much of anybody or anything around here after September first," 

commented the guide. "I've been guidin' and trappin' for nigh onto seventeen years now around 

here and 'cept for more and more people around some of the lakes below here—the Chain 

principally in summer—I ain't seen much change. You need to know this country purty well if 

yer goin't strike out anywhere away from the main roads, though o' course about five miles to the 

west o' here is the railroad. Gun Lodge is the station. We bring 'em by bus from there in the 

summer. And from the south end down there is a sorta road leadin' down to Greys Lake and 

Three Mile Bay. You musta come along a part of it, since it's the only road up into this country 

as yet. They're talkin' of cuttin' one through to Long Lake sometime, but so far it's mostly talk. 

But from most of these other lakes around here, there's no road at all, not that an automobile 

could make. Just trails and there's not even a decent camp on some o' 'em. You have to bring 

your own outfit. But Ellis and me was over to Gun Lake last summer—that's thirty miles west o' 

here and we had to walk every inch of the way and carry our packs. But, oh, say, the fishin' and 

moose and deer come right down to the shore in places to drink. See 'em as plain as that stump 

across the lake." 

And Clyde remembered that, along with the others, he had carried away the impression 

that for solitude and charm—or at least mystery—this region could scarcely be matched. And to 

think it was all so comparatively near Lycurgus—not more than a hundred miles by road; not 

more than seventy by rail, as he eventually came to know. 

But now once more in Lycurgus and back in his room after just explaining to Roberta, as 

he had, he once more encountered on his writing desk, the identical paper containing the item 

concerning the tragedy at Pass Lake. And in spite of himself, his eye once more followed 

nervously and yet unwaveringly to the last word all the suggestive and provocative details. The 

uncomplicated and apparently easy way in which the lost couple had first arrived at the 

boathouse; the commonplace and entirely unsuspicious way in which they had hired a boat and 

set forth for a row; the manner in which they had disappeared to the north end; and then the 

upturned boat, the floating oars and hats near the shore. He stood reading in the still strong 

evening light. Outside the windows were the dark boughs of the fir tree of which he had thought 

the preceding day and which now suggested all those firs and pines about the shores of Big 

Bittern. 

But, good God! What was he thinking of anyhow? He, Clyde Griffiths! The nephew of 

Samuel Griffiths! What was "getting into" him? Murder! That's what it was. This terrible item—

this devil's accident or machination that was constantly putting it before him! A most horrible 



crime, and one for which they electrocuted people if they were caught. Besides, he could not 

murder anybody—not Roberta, anyhow. Oh, no! Surely not after all that had been between them. 

And yet—this other world!—Sondra— which he was certain to lose now unless he acted in some 

way— 

His hands shook, his eyelids twitched—then his hair at the roots tingled and over his 

body ran chill nervous titillations in waves. Murder! Or upsetting a boat at any rate in deep 

water, which of course might happen anywhere, and by accident, as at Pass Lake. And Roberta 

could not swim. He knew that. But she might save herself at that—scream—cling to the boat—

and then—if there were any to hear—and she told afterwards! An icy perspiration now sprang to 

his forehead; his lips trembled and suddenly his throat felt parched and dry. To prevent a thing 

like that he would have to—to—but no—he was not like that. He could not do a thing like that—

hit any one—a girl—Roberta—and when drowning or struggling. Oh, no, no—no such thing as 

that! Impossible. 

He took his straw hat and went out, almost before any one heard him think, as he would 

have phrased it to himself, such horrible, terrible thoughts. He could not and would not think 

them from now on. He was no such person. And yet—and yet—these thoughts. The solution—if 

he wanted one. The way to stay here—not leave—marry Sondra—be rid of Roberta and all—

all—for the price of a little courage or daring. But no! 

He walked and walked—away from Lycurgus—out on a road to the southeast which 

passed through a poor and decidedly unfrequented rural section, and so left him alone to think—

or, as he felt, not to be heard in his thinking. 

Day was fading into dark. Lamps were beginning to glow in the cottages here and there. 

Trees in groups in fields or along the road were beginning to blur or smokily blend. And 

although it was warm—the air lifeless and lethargic—he walked fast, thinking, and perspiring as 

he did so, as though he were seeking to outwalk and outthink or divert some inner self that 

preferred to be still and think. 

That gloomy, lonely lake up there! 

That island to the south! 

Who would see? 

Who could hear? 

That station at Gun Lodge with a bus running to it at this season of the year. (Ah, he 

remembered that, did he? The deuce!) A terrible thing, to remember a thing like that in 

connection with such a thought as this! But if he were going to think of such a thing as this at all, 

he had better think well—he could tell himself that—or stop thinking about it now—once and 

forever— forever. But Sondra! Roberta! If ever he were caught— electrocuted! And yet the 

actual misery of his present state. The difficulty! The danger of losing Sondra. And yet, 

murder— 



He wiped his hot and wet face, and paused and gazed at a group of trees across a field 

which somehow reminded him of the trees of...well...he didn't like this road. It was getting too 

dark out here. He had better turn and go back. But that road at the south and leading to Three 

Mile Bay and Greys Lake—if one chose to go that way—to Sharon and the Cranston Lodge—

whither he would be going afterwards if he did go that way. God! Big Bittern—the trees along 

there after dark would be like that—blurred and gloomy. It would have to be toward evening, of 

course. No one would think of trying to...well...in the morning, when there was so much light. 

Only a fool would do that. But at night, toward dusk, as it was now, or a little later. But, damn it, 

he would not listen to such thoughts. Yet no one would be likely to see him or Roberta either—

would they—there? It would be so easy to go to a place like Big Bittern—for an alleged wedding 

trip— would it not—over the Fourth, say—or after the fourth or fifth, when there would be fewer 

people. And to register as some one else—not himself—so that he could never be traced that 

way. And then, again, it would be so easy to get back to Sharon and the Cranstons' by midnight, 

or the morning of the next day, maybe, and then, once there he could pretend also that he had 

come north on that early morning train that arrived about ten o'clock. And then... 

Confound it—why should his mind keep dwelling on this idea? Was he actually planning 

to do a thing like this? But he was not! He could not be! He, Clyde Griffiths, could not be serious 

about a thing like this. That was not possible. He could not be. Of course! It was all too 

impossible, too wicked, to imagine that he, Clyde Griffiths, could bring himself to execute a 

deed like that. And yet... 

And forthwith an uncanny feeling of wretchedness and insufficiency for so dark a crime 

insisted on thrusting itself forward. He decided to retrace his steps toward Lycurgus, where at 

least he could be among people. 

  



Chapter 45 

There are moments when in connection with the sensitively imaginative or morbidly 

anachronistic—the mentality assailed and the same not of any great strength and the problem 

confronting it of sufficient force and complexity—the reason not actually toppling from its 

throne, still totters or is warped or shaken—the mind befuddled to the extent that for the time 

being, at least, unreason or disorder and mistaken or erroneous counsel would appear to hold 

against all else. In such instances the will and the courage confronted by some great difficulty 

which it can neither master nor endure, appears in some to recede in precipitate flight, leaving 

only panic and temporary unreason in its wake. 

And in this instance, the mind of Clyde might well have been compared to a small and 

routed army in full flight before a major one, yet at various times in its precipitate departure, 

pausing for a moment to meditate on some way of escaping complete destruction and in the 

coincident panic of such a state, resorting to the weirdest and most haphazard of schemes of 

escaping from an impending and yet wholly unescapable fate. The strained and bedeviled look in 

his eyes at moments—the manner in which, from moment to moment and hour to hour, he went 

over and over his hitherto poorly balanced actions and thoughts but with no smallest door of 

escape anywhere. And yet again at moments the solution suggested by the item in The Times-

Union again thrusting itself forward, psychogenetically, born of his own turbulent, eager and 

disappointed seeking. And hence persisting. 

Indeed, it was now as though from the depths of some lower or higher world never before 

guessed or plumbed by him...a region otherwhere than in life or death and peopled by creatures 

otherwise than himself...there had now suddenly appeared, as the genie at the accidental rubbing 

of Aladdin's lamp—as the efrit emerging as smoke from the mystic jar in the net of the 

fisherman—the very substance of some leering and diabolic wish or wisdom concealed in his 

own nature, and that now abhorrent and yet compelling, leering and yet intriguing, friendly and 

yet cruel, offered him a choice between an evil which threatened to destroy him (and against his 

deepest opposition) and a second evil which, however it might disgust or sear or terrify, still 

provided for freedom and success and love. 

Indeed the center or mentating section of his brain at this time might well have been 

compared to a sealed and silent hall in which alone and undisturbed, and that in spite of himself, 

he now sat thinking on the mystic or evil and terrifying desires or advice of some darker or 

primordial and unregenerate nature of his own, and without the power to drive the same forth or 

himself to decamp, and yet also without the courage to act upon anything. 

For now the genie of his darkest and weakest side was speaking. And it said: "And would 

you escape from the demands of Roberta that but now and unto this hour have appeared 

unescapable to you? Behold! I bring you a way. It is the way of the lake—Pass Lake. This item 

that you have read—do you think it was placed in your hands for nothing? Remember Big 

Bittern, the deep, blue-black water, the island to the south, the lone road to Three Mile Bay? 

How suitable to your needs! A row-boat or a canoe upset in such a lake and Roberta would pass 

forever from your life. She cannot swim! The lake—the lake—that you have seen—that I have 

shown you—is it not ideal for the purpose? So removed and so little frequented and yet 



comparatively near—but a hundred miles from here. And how easy for you and Roberta to go 

there—not directly but indirectly—on this purely imaginative marriage-trip that you have 

already agreed to. And all that you need do now is to change your name—and hers—or let her 

keep her own and you use yours. You have never permitted her to speak of you and this 

relationship, and she never has. You have written her but formal notes. And now if you should 

meet her somewhere as you have already agreed to, and without any one seeing you, you might 

travel with her, as in the past to Fonda, to Big Bittern—or some point near there." 

"But there is no hotel at Big Bittern," at once corrected Clyde. "A mere shack that 

entertains but few people and that not very well." 

"All the better. The less people are likely to be there." 

"But we might be seen on the train going up together. I would be identified as having 

been with her." 

"Were you seen at Fonda, Gloversville, Little Falls? Have you not ridden in separate cars 

or seats before and could you not do so now? Is it not presumably to be a secret marriage? Then 

why not a secret honeymoon?" 

"True enough—true enough." 

"And once you have arranged for that and arrive at Big Bittern or some lake like it—there 

are so many there—how easy to row out on such a lake? No questions. No registry under your 

own name or hers. A boat rented for an hour or half-day or day. You saw the island far to the 

south on that lone lake. Is it not beautiful? It is well worth seeing. Why should you not go there 

on such a pleasure trip before marriage? Would she not be happy so to do—as weary and 

distressed as she is now—an outing—a rest before the ordeal of the new life? Is not that 

sensible—plausible? And neither of you will ever return presumably. You will both be drowned, 

will you not? Who is to see? A guide or two—the man who rents you the boat—the innkeeper 

once, as you go. But how are they to know who you are? Or who she is? And you heard the 

depth of the water." 

"But I do not want to kill her. I do not want to kill her. I do not want to injure her in any 

way. If she will but let me go and she go her own way, I will be so glad and so happy never to 

see her more." 

"But she will not let you go or go her way unless you accompany her. And if you go 

yours, it will be without Sondra and all that she represents, as well as all this pleasant life here—

your standing with your uncle, his friends, their cars, the dances, visits to the lodges on the lakes. 

And what then? A small job! Small pay! Another such period of wandering as followed that 

accident at Kansas City. Never another chance like this anywhere. Do you prefer that?" 

"But might there not be some accident here, destroying all my dreams—my future—as 

there was in Kansas City?" 



"An accident, to be sure—but not the same. In this instance the plan is in your hands. 

You can arrange it all as you will. And how easy! So many boats upsetting every summer—the 

occupants of them drowning, because in most cases they cannot swim. And will it ever be known 

whether the man who was with Roberta Alden on Big Bittern could swim? And of all deaths, 

drowning is the easiest—no noise—no outcry—perhaps the accidental blow of an oar—the side 

of a boat. And then silence! Freedom—a body that no one may ever find. Or if found and 

identified, will it not be easy, if you but trouble to plan, to make it appear that you were 

elsewhere, visiting at one of the other lakes before you decided to go to Twelfth Lake. What is 

wrong with it? Where is the flaw?" 

"But assuming that I should upset the boat and that she should not drown, then what? 

Should cling to it, cry out, be saved and relate afterward that...But no, I cannot do that—will not 

do it. I will not hit her. That would be too terrible...too vile." 

"But a little blow—any little blow under such circumstances would be sufficient to 

confuse and complete her undoing. Sad, yes, but she has an opportunity to go her own way, has 

she not? And she will not, nor let you go yours. Well, then, is this so terribly unfair? And do not 

forget that afterwards there is Sondra—the beautiful—a home with her in Lycurgus—wealth, a 

high position such as elsewhere you may never obtain again—never—never. Love and 

happiness—the equal of any one here—superior even to your cousin Gilbert." 

The voice ceased temporarily, trailing off into shadow,—silence, dreams. 

And Clyde, contemplating all that had been said, was still unconvinced. Darker fears or 

better impulses supplanted the counsel of the voice in the great hall. But presently thinking of 

Sondra and all that she represented, and then of Roberta, the dark personality would as suddenly 

and swiftly return and with amplified suavity and subtlety. 

"Ah, still thinking on the matter. And you have not found a way out and you will not. I 

have truly pointed out to you and in all helpfulness the only way—the only way—It is a long 

lake. And would it not be easy in rowing about to eventually find some secluded spot—some 

invisible nook near that south shore where the water is deep? And from there how easy to walk 

through the woods to Three Mile Bay and Upper Greys Lake? And from there to the Cranstons'? 

There is a boat from there, as you know. Pah—how cowardly—how lacking in courage to win 

the thing that above all things you desire—beauty—wealth—position—the solution of your 

every material and spiritual desire. And with poverty, commonplace, hard and poor work as the 

alternative to all this. 

"But you must choose—choose! And then act. You must! You must! You must!" 

Thus the voice in parting, echoing from some remote part of the enormous chamber. 

And Clyde, listening at first with horror and in terror, later with a detached and 

philosophic calm as one who, entirely apart from what he may think or do, is still entitled to 

consider even the wildest and most desperate proposals for his release, at last, because of his own 

mental and material weakness before pleasures and dreams which he could not bring himself to 



forego, psychically intrigued to the point where he was beginning to think that it might be 

possible. Why not? Was it not even as the voice said—a possible and plausible way—all his 

desires and dreams to be made real by this one evil thing? Yet in his case, because of flaws and 

weaknesses in his own unstable and highly variable will, the problem was not to be solved by 

thinking thus—then—nor for the next ten days for that matter. 

He could not really act on such a matter for himself and would not. It remained as usual 

for him to be forced either to act or to abandon this most wild and terrible thought. Yet during 

this time a series of letters—seven from Roberta, five from Sondra—in which in somber tones in 

so far as Roberta was concerned—in gay and colorful ones in those which came from Sondra—

was painted the now so sharply contrasting phases of the black rebus which lay before him. To 

Roberta's pleadings, argumentative and threatening as they were, Clyde did not trust himself to 

reply, not even by telephone. For now he reasoned that to answer would be only to lure Roberta 

to her doom—or to the attempted drastic conclusion of his difficulties as outlined by the tragedy 

at Pass Lake. 

At the same time, in several notes addressed to Sondra, he gave vent to the most 

impassioned declarations of love—his darling—his wonder girl—how eager he was to be at 

Twelfth Lake by the morning of the Fourth, if he could, and so thrilled to see her there again. 

Yet, alas, as he also wrote now, so uncertain was he, even now, as to how he was to do, there 

were certain details in connection with his work here that might delay him a day or two or 

three—he could not tell as yet—but would write her by the second at the latest, when he would 

know positively. Yet saying to himself as he wrote this, if she but knew what those details 

were—if she but knew. Yet in penning this, and without having as yet answered the last 

importunate letter from Roberta, he was also saying to himself that this did not mean that he was 

planning to go to Roberta at all, or that if he did, it did not mean that he was going to attempt to 

kill her. Never once did he honestly, or to put it more accurately, forthrightly and courageously 

or coldly face the thought of committing so grim a crime. On the contrary, the nearer he 

approached a final resolution or the need for one in connection with all this, the more hideous 

and terrible seemed the idea—hideous and difficult, and hence the more improbable it seemed 

that he should ever commit it. It was true that from moment to moment— arguing with himself 

as he constantly was—sweating mental sweats and fleeing from moral and social terrors in 

connection with it all, he was thinking from time to time that he might go to Big Bittern in order 

to quiet her in connection with these present importunities and threats and hence (once more 

evasion—tergiversation with himself) give himself more time in which to conclude what his true 

course must be. 

The way of the Lake. 

The way of the Lake. 

But once there—whether it would then be advisable so to do—or not—well who could 

tell. He might even yet be able to convert Roberta to some other point of view. For, say what you 

would, she was certainly acting very unfairly and captiously in all this. She was, as he saw it in 

connection with his very vital dream of Sondra, making a mountain—an immense terror—out of 

a state that when all was said and done, was not so different from Esta's. And Esta had not 



compelled any one to marry her. And how much better were the Aldens to his own parents—

poor farmers as compared to poor preachers. And why should he be so concerned as to what they 

would think when Esta had not troubled to think what her parents would feel? 

In spite of all that Roberta had said about blame, was she so entirely lacking in blame 

herself? To be sure, he had sought to entice or seduce her, as you will, but even so, could she be 

held entirely blameless? Could she not have refused, if she was so positive at the time that she 

was so very moral? But she had not. And as to all this, all that he had done, had he not done all 

he could to help her out of it? And he had so little money, too. And was placed in such a difficult 

position. She was just as much to blame as he was. And yet now she was so determined to drive 

him this way. To insist on his marrying her, whereas if she would only go her own way—as she 

could with his help—she might still save both of them all this trouble. 

But no, she would not, and he would not marry her and that was all there was to it. She 

need not think that she could make him. No, no, no! At times, when in such moods, he felt that 

he could do anything—drown her easily enough, and she would only have herself to blame. 

Then again his more cowering sense of what society would think and do, if it knew, what 

he himself would be compelled to think of himself afterwards, fairly well satisfied him that as 

much as he desired to stay, he was not the one to do anything at all and in consequence must flee. 

And so it was that Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday following Roberta's letter received 

on Monday, had passed. And then, on Thursday night, following a most torturesome mental day 

on his and Roberta's part for that matter, this is what he received: 

Biltz, Wednesday, June 30th. 

 

DEAR CLYDE: 

 

This is to tell you that unless I hear from you either by telephone or letter before noon, Friday, I 

shall be in Lycurgus that same night, and the world will know how you have treated me. I cannot 

and will not wait and suffer one more hour. I regret to be compelled to take this step, but you 

have allowed all this time to go in silence really, and Saturday is the third, and without any plans 

of any kind. My whole life is ruined and so will yours be in a measure, but I cannot feel that I am 

entirely to blame. I have done all I possibly could to make this burden as easy for you as possible 

and I certainly regret all the misery it will cause my parents and friends and all whom you know 

and hold dear. But I will not wait and suffer one hour more. 

 

ROBERTA. 

And with this in his hands, he was finally all but numbed by the fact that now decidedly 

he must act. She was actually coming! Unless he could soothe or restrain her in some manner she 

would be here to-morrow—the second. And yet the second, or the third, or any time until after 

the Fourth, was no time to leave with her. The holiday crowds would be too great. There would 

be too many people to see—to encounter. There must be more secrecy. He must have at least a 



little more time in which to get ready. He must think now quickly and then act. Great God! Get 

ready. Could he not telephone her and say that he had been sick or so worried on account of the 

necessary money or something that he could not write—and that besides his uncle had sent for 

him to come to Greenwood Lake over the Fourth. His uncle! His uncle! No, that would not do. 

He had used his name too much, what difference should it make to him or her now, whether he 

saw his uncle once more or not? He was leaving once and for all, or so he had been telling her, 

on her account, was he not? And so he had better say that he was going to his uncle, in order to 

give a reason why he was going away so that, possibly, he might be able to return in a year or so. 

She might believe that. At any rate he must tell her something that would quiet her until after the 

Fourth—make her stay up there until at least he could perfect some plan—bring himself to the 

place where he could do one thing or the other. One thing or the other. 

Without pausing to plan anything more than just this at this time, he hurried to the nearest 

telephone where he was least likely to be overheard. And, getting her once more, began one of 

those long and evasive and, in this instance, ingratiating explanations which eventually, after he 

had insisted that he had actually been sick— confined to his room with a fever and hence not 

able to get to a telephone—and because, as he now said, he had finally decided that it would be 

best if he were to make some explanation to his uncle, so that he might return some time in the 

future, if necessary—he, by using the most pleading, if not actually affectionate, tones and 

asking her to consider what a state he had been in, too, was able not only to make her believe that 

there was some excuse for his delay and silence, but also to introduce the plan that he now had in 

mind; which was if only she could wait until the sixth, then assuredly, without fail as to any 

particular, he would meet her at any place she would choose to come—Homer, Fonda, Lycurgus, 

Little Falls—only since they were trying to keep everything so secret, he would suggest that she 

come to Fonda on the morning of the sixth in order to make the noon train for Utica. There they 

could spend the night since they could not very well discuss and decide on their plans over the 

telephone, now, and then they could act upon whatever they had decided. Besides he could tell 

her better then just how he thought they ought to do. He had an idea—a little trip maybe, 

somewhere before they got married or after, just as she wished, but—something nice anyhow—

(his voice grew husky and his knees and hands shook slightly as he said this, only Roberta could 

not detect the sudden perturbation within him). But she must not ask him now. He could not tell 

her over the phone. But as sure as anything, at noon on the sixth, he would be on the station 

platform at Fonda. All she had to do after seeing him was to buy her ticket to Utica and get in 

one coach, and he would buy his separately and get in another—the one just ahead or behind 

hers. On the way down, if she didn't see him at the station beforehand, he would pass through her 

car for a drink so that she could see that he was there—no more than that—but she mustn't speak 

to him. Then once in Utica, she should check her bag and he would follow her out to the nearest 

quiet corner. After that he would go and get her bag, and then they could go to some little hotel 

and he would take care of all the rest. 

But she must do this. Would she have that much faith in him? If so, he would call her up 

on the third—the very next day—and on the morning of the sixth—sure, so that both he and she 

would know that everything was all right—that she was starting and that he would be there. 

What was that? Her trunk? The little one? Sure. If she needed it, certainly bring it. Only, if he 

were she, he would not trouble to try to bring too much now, because once she was settled 

somewhere, it would be easy enough to send for anything else that she really needed. 



As Clyde stood at the telephone in a small outlying drug store and talked—the lonely 

proprietor buried in a silly romance among his pots and phials at the back—it seemed as though 

the Giant Efrit that had previously materialized in the silent halls of his brain, was once more 

here at his elbow—that he himself, cold and numb and fearsome, was being talked through—not 

actually talking himself. 

Go to the lake which you visited with Sondra! 

Get travel folders of the region there from either the Lycurgus House here or the depot. 

Go to the south end of it and from there walk south, afterwards. 

Pick a boat that will upset easily—one with a round bottom, such as those you have seen 

here at Crum Lake and up there. 

Buy a new and different hat and leave that on the water—one that cannot be traced to 

you. You might even tear the lining out of it so that it cannot be traced. 

Pack all of your things in your trunk here, but leave it, so that swiftly, in the event that 

anything goes wrong, you can return here and get it and depart. 

And take only such things with you as will make it seem as though you were going for an 

outing to Twelfth Lake—not away, so that should you be sought at Twelfth Lake, it will look as 

though you had gone only there, not elsewhere. 

Tell her that you intend to marry her, but after you return from this outing, not before. 

And if necessary strike a light blow, so as to stun her—no more— so that falling in the 

water, she will drown the more easily. 

Do not fear! 

Do not be weak! 

Walk through the woods by night, not by day—so that when seen again you will be in 

Three Mile Bay or Sharon—and can say that you came from Racquette or Long Lake south, or 

from Lycurgus north. 

Use a false name and alter your handwriting as much as possible. 

Assume that you will be successful. 

And whisper, whisper—let your language be soft, your tone tender, loving, even. It must 

be, if you are to win her to your will now. 

So the Efrit of his own darker self. 



  



Chapter 46 

And then at noon on Tuesday, July sixth, the station platform of the railroad running from 

Fonda to Utica, with Roberta stepping down from the train which came south from Biltz to await 

Clyde, for the train that was to take them to Utica was not due for another half hour. And fifteen 

minutes later Clyde himself coming from a side street and approaching the station from the 

south, from which position Roberta could not see him but from where, after turning the west 

corner of the depot and stationing himself behind a pile of crates, he could see her. How thin and 

pale indeed! By contrast with Sondra, how illy-dressed in the blue traveling suit and small brown 

hat with which she had equipped herself for this occasion—the promise of a restricted and 

difficult life as contrasted with that offered by Sondra. And she was thinking of compelling him 

to give up Sondra in order to marry her, and from which union he might never be able to 

extricate himself until such time as would make Sondra and all she represented a mere 

recollection. The difference between the attitudes of these two girls—Sondra with everything 

offering all—asking nothing of him; Roberta, with nothing, asking all. 

A feeling of dark and bitter resentment swept over him and he could not help but feel 

sympathetic toward that unknown man at Pass Lake and secretly wish that he had been 

successful. Perhaps he, too, had been confronted by a situation just like this. And perhaps he had 

done right, too, after all, and that was why it had not been found out. His nerves twitched. His 

eyes were somber, resentful and yet nervous. Could it not happen again successfully in this case? 

But here he was now upon the same platform with her as the result of her persistent and 

illogical demands, and he must be thinking how, and boldly, he must carry out the plans which, 

for four days, or ever since he had telephoned her, and in a dimmer way for the ten preceding 

those, he had been planning. This settled course must not be interfered with now. He must act! 

He must not let fear influence him to anything less than he had now planned. 

And so it was that he now stepped forth in order that she might see him, at the same time 

giving her a wise and seemingly friendly and informative look as if to say, "You see I am here." 

But behind the look! If only she could have pierced beneath the surface and sensed that dark and 

tortured mood, how speedily she would have fled. But now seeing him actually present, a heavy 

shadow that was lurking in her eyes lifted, the somewhat down-turned corners of her mouth 

reversed themselves, and without appearing to recognize him, she nevertheless brightened and at 

once proceeded to the window to purchase her ticket to Utica, as he had instructed her to do. 

And she was now thinking that at last, at last he had come. And he was going to take her 

away. And hence a kind of gratefulness for this welling up in her. For they were to be together 

for seven or eight months at the least. And while it might take tact and patience to adjust things, 

still it might and probably could be done. From now on she must be the very soul of caution—

not do or say anything that would irritate him in any way, since naturally he would not be in the 

best mood because of this. But he must have changed some—perhaps he was seeing her in a 

more kindly light— sympathizing with her a little, since he now appeared at last to have most 

gracefully and genially succumbed to the unavoidable. And at the same time noting his light gray 

suit, his new straw hat, his brightly polished shoes and the dark tan suitcase and (strange, 

equivocal, frivolous erraticism of his in this instance) the tripod of a recently purchased camera 



together with his tennis racquet in its canvas case strapped to the side—more than anything to 

conceal the initials C. G.—she was seized with much of her old-time mood and desire in regard 

to his looks and temperament. He was still, and despite his present indifference to her, her Clyde. 

Having seen her secure her ticket, he now went to get his own, and then, with another 

knowing look in her direction, which said that everything was now all right, he returned to the 

eastern end of the platform, while she returned to her position at the forward end. 

(Why was that old man in that old brown winter suit and hat and carrying that bird cage 

in a brown paper looking at him so? Could he sense anything? Did he know him? Had he ever 

worked in Lycurgus or seen him before?) 

He was going to buy a second straw hat in Utica to-day—he must remember that—a 

straw hat with a Utica label, which he would wear instead of his present one. Then, when she 

was not looking, he would put the old one in his bag with his other things. That was why he 

would have to leave her for a little while after they reached Utica—at the depot or library or 

somewhere—perhaps as was his first plan, take her to some small hotel somewhere and register 

as Mr. and Mrs. Carl Graham or Clifford Golden or Gehring (there was a girl in the factory by 

that name) so if they were ever traced in any way, it would be assumed that she had gone away 

with some man of that name. 

(That whistle of a train afar off. It must be coming now. His watch said twelve-twenty-

seven.) 

And again he must decide what his manner toward her in Utica must be—whether very 

cordial or the opposite. For over the telephone, of course, he had talked very soft and genial-like 

because he had to. Perhaps it would be best to keep that up, otherwise she might become angry 

or suspicious or stubborn and that would make it hard. 

(Would that train never get here?) 

At the same time it was going to be very hard on him to be so very pleasant when, after 

all, she was driving him as she was—expecting him to do all that she was asking him to do and 

yet be nice to her. Damn! And yet if he weren't?—Supposing she should sense something of his 

thoughts in connection with this—really refuse to go through with it this way and spoil his plans. 

(If only his knees and hands wouldn't tremble so at times.) 

But no, how was she to be able to detect anything of that kind, when he himself had not 

quite made up his mind as to whether he would be able to go through with it or not? He only 

knew he was not going away with her, and that was all there was to that. He might not upset the 

boat, as he had decided on the day before, but just the same he was not going away with her. 

But here now was the train. And there was Roberta lifting her bag. Was it too heavy for 

her in her present state? It probably was. Well, too bad. It was very hot to-day, too. At any rate 

he would help her with it later, when they were where no one could see them. She was looking 



toward him to be sure he was getting on—so like her these days, in her suspicious, doubtful 

mood in regard to him. But here was a seat in the rear of the car on the shady side, too. That was 

not so bad. He would settle himself comfortably and look out. For just outside Fonda, a mile or 

two beyond, was that same Mohawk that ran through Lycurgus and past the factory, and along 

the banks of which the year before, he and Roberta had walked about this time. But the memory 

of that being far from pleasant now, he turned his eyes to a paper he had bought, and behind 

which he could shield himself as much as possible, while he once more began to observe the 

details of the more inward scene which now so much more concerned him—the nature of the 

lake country around Big Bittern, which ever since that final important conversation with Roberta 

over the telephone, had been interesting him more than any other geography of the world. 

For on Friday, after the conversation, he had stopped in at the Lycurgus House and 

secured three different folders relating to hotels, lodges, inns and other camps in the more remote 

region beyond Big Bittern and Long Lake. (If only there were some way to get to one of those 

completely deserted lakes described by that guide at Big Bittern—only, perhaps, there might not 

be any row-boats on any of these lakes at all!) And again on Saturday, had he not secured four 

more circulars from the rack at the depot (they were in his pocket now)? Had they not proved 

how many small lakes and inns there were along this same railroad, which ran north to Big 

Bittern, to which he and Roberta might resort for a day or two if she would—a night, anyhow, 

before going to Big Bittern and Grass Lake—had he not noted that in particular—a beautiful lake 

it had said—near the station, and with at least three attractive lodges or country home inns where 

two could stay for as low as twenty dollars a week. That meant that two could stay for one night 

surely for as little as five dollars. It must be so surely— and so he was going to say to her, as he 

had already planned these several days, that she needed a little rest before going away to a 

strange place. That it would not cost very much—about fifteen dollars for fares and all, so the 

circulars said—if they went to Grass Lake for a night—this same night after reaching Utica—or 

on the morrow, anyhow. And he would have to picture it all to her as a sort of honeymoon 

journey—a little pleasant outing—before getting married. And it would not do to succumb to any 

plan of hers to get married before they did this—that would never do. 

(Those five birds winging toward that patch of trees over there— below that hill.) 

It certainly would not do to go direct to Big Bittern from Utica for a boat ride—just one 

day—seventy miles. That would not sound right to her, or to any one. It would make her 

suspicious, maybe. It might be better, since he would have to get away from her to buy a hat in 

Utica, to spend this first night there at some inexpensive, inconspicuous hotel, and once there, 

suggest going up to Grass Lake. And from there they could go to Big Bittern in the morning. He 

could say that Big Bittern was nicer—or that they would go down to Three Mile Bay—a hamlet 

really as he knew—where they could be married, but en route stop at Big Bittern as a sort of lark. 

He would say that he wanted to show her the lake—take some pictures of her and himself. He 

had brought his camera for that and for other pictures of Sondra later. 

The blackness of this plot of his! 

(Those nine black and white cows on that green hillside.) 



But again, strapping that tripod along with his tennis racquet to the side of his suitcase, 

might not that cause people to imagine that they were passing tourists from some distant point, 

maybe, and if they both disappeared, well, then, they were not people from anywhere around 

here, were they? Didn't the guide say that the water in the lake was all of seventy-five feet 

deep—like that water at Pass Lake? And as for Roberta's grip—oh, yes, what about that? He 

hadn't even thought about that as yet, really. 

(Those three automobiles out there running almost as fast as this train.) 

Well, in coming down from Grass Lake after one night there (he could say that he was 

going to marry her at Three Mile Bay at the north end of Greys Lake, where a minister lived 

whom he had met), he would induce her to leave her bag at that Gun Lodge station, where they 

took the bus over to Big Bittern, while he took his with him. He could just say to some one—the 

boatman, maybe, or the driver, that he was taking his camera in his bag, and ask where the best 

views were. Or maybe a lunch. Was that not a better idea—to take a lunch and so deceive 

Roberta, too, perhaps? And that would tend to mislead the driver, also, would it not? People did 

carry cameras in bags when they went out on lakes, at times. At any rate it was most necessary 

for him to carry his bag in this instance. Else why the plan to go south to that island and from 

thence through the woods? 

(Oh, the grimness and the terror of this plan! Could he really execute it?) 

But that strange cry of that bird at Big Bittern. He had not liked that, or seeing that guide 

up there who might remember him now. He had not talked to him at all—had not even gotten out 

of the car, but had only looked out at him through the window; and in so far as he could recall 

the guide had not even once looked at him—had merely talked to Grant Cranston and Harley 

Baggott, who had gotten out and had done all the talking. But supposing this guide should be 

there and remember him? But how could that be when he really had not seen him? This guide 

would probably not remember him at all—might not even be there. But why should his hands 

and face be damp all the time now—wet almost, and cold—his knees shaky? 

(This train was following the exact curve of this stream—and last summer he and 

Roberta. But no—) 

As soon as they reached Utica now this was the way he would do—and must keep it well 

in mind and not get rattled in any way. He must not—he must not. He must let her walk up the 

street before him, say a hundred feet or so between them, so that no one would think he was 

following her, of course. And then when they were quite alone somewhere he would catch up 

with her and explain all about this—be very nice as though he cared for her as much as ever 

now— he would have to—if he were to get her to do as he wanted. And then—and then, oh, yes, 

have her wait while he went for that extra straw hat that he was going to—well, leave on the 

water, maybe. And the oars, too, of course. And her hat—and—well— 

(The long, sad sounding whistle of this train. Damn. He was getting nervous already.) 



But before going to the hotel, he must go back to the depot and put his new hat in the bag, 

or better yet, carry it while he looked for the sort of hotel he wanted, and then, before going to 

Roberta, take the hat and put it in his bag. Then he would go and find her and have her come to 

the entrance of the hotel he had found and wait for him, while he got the bags. And, of course, if 

there was no one around or very few, they would enter together, only she could wait in the ladies' 

parlor somewhere, while he went and registered as Charles Golden, maybe, this time. And then, 

well, in the morning, if she agreed, or to-night, for that matter, if there were any trains—he 

would have to find out about that—they could go up to Grass Lake in separate cars until they 

were past Twelfth Lake and Sharon, at any rate. 

(The beautiful Cranston Lodge there and Sondra.) 

And then—and then— 

(That big red barn and that small white house near it. And that wind-mill. So like those 

houses and barns that he had seen out there in Illinois and Missouri. And Chicago, too.) 

And at the same time Roberta in her car forward thinking that Clyde had not appeared so 

very unfriendly to her. To be sure, it was hard on him, making him leave Lycurgus in this way, 

and when he might be enjoying himself as he wished to. But on the other hand, here was she—

and there was no other way for her to be. She must be very genial and yet not put herself forward 

too much or in his way. And yet she must not be too receding or weak, either, for, after all, Clyde 

was the one who had placed her in this position. And it was only fair, and little enough for him to 

do. She would have a baby to look after in the future, and all that trouble to go through with from 

now on. And later, she would have to explain to her parents this whole mysterious proceeding, 

which covered her present disappearance and marriage, if Clyde really did marry her now. But 

she must insist upon that—and soon—in Utica, perhaps— certainly at the very next place they 

went to—and get a copy of her marriage certificate, too, and keep it for her own as well as the 

baby's sake. He could get a divorce as he pleased after that. She would still be Mrs. Griffiths. 

And Clyde's baby and hers would be a Griffiths, too. That was something. 

(How beautiful the little river was. It reminded her of the Mohawk and the walks she and 

he had taken last summer when they first met. Oh, last summer! And now this!) 

And they would settle somewhere—in one or two rooms, no doubt. Where, she 

wondered—in what town or city? How far away from Lycurgus or Biltz—the farther from Biltz 

the better, although she would like to see her mother and father again, and soon—as soon as she 

safely could. But what matter, as long as they were going away together and she was to be 

married? 

Had he noticed her blue suit and little brown hat? And had he thought she looked at all 

attractive compared to those rich girls with whom he was always running? She must be very 

tactful—not irritate him in any way. But—oh, the happy life they could have if only—if only he 

cared for her a little—just a little... 



And then Utica, and on a quiet street Clyde catching up with Roberta, his expression a 

mixture of innocent geniality and good-will, tempered by worry and opposition, which was 

really a mask for the fear of the deed that he himself was contemplating—his power to execute 

it—the consequences in case he failed. 

  



Chapter 47 

And then, as planned that night between them—a trip to Grass Lake the next morning in 

separate cars, but which, upon their arrival and to his surprise, proved to be so much more 

briskly tenanted than he anticipated. He was very much disturbed and frightened by the evidence 

of so much active life up here. For he had fancied this, as well as Big Bittern, would be all but 

deserted. Yet here now, as both could see, it was the summer seat and gathering place of some 

small religious organization or group—the Winebrennarians of Pennsylvania—as it proved with 

a tabernacle and numerous cottages across the lake from the station. And Roberta at once 

exclaiming: 

"Now, there, isn't that cute? Why couldn't we be married over there by the minister of 

that church?" 

And Clyde, puzzled and shaken by this sudden and highly unsatisfactory development, at 

once announced: "Why, sure—I'll go over after a bit and see," yet his mind busy with schemes 

for circumventing her. He would take her out in a boat after registering and getting settled and 

remain too long. Or should a peculiarly remote and unobserved spot be found...but no, there were 

too many people here. The lake was not large enough, and probably not very deep. It was black 

or dark like tar, and sentineled to the east and north by tall, dark pines—the serried spears of 

armed and watchful giants, as they now seemed to him—ogres almost—so gloomy, suspicious 

and fantastically erratic was his own mood in regard to all this. But still there were too many 

people—as many as ten on the lake. 

The weirdness of it. 

The difficulty. 

But whisper:—one could not walk from here through any woods to Three Mile Bay. Oh, 

no. That was all of thirty miles to the south now. And besides this lake was less lonely—

probably continually observed by members of this religious group. Oh, no—he must say— he 

must say—but what—could he say? That he had inquired, and that no license could be procured 

here? Or that the minister was away, or that he required certain identifications which he did not 

have—or—or, well, well—anything that would serve to still Roberta until such hour to-morrow, 

as the train south from here left for Big Bittern and Sharon, where, of course, they would surely 

be married. 

Why should she be so insistent? And why, anyhow, and except for her crass 

determination to force him in this way, should he be compelled to track here and there with 

her—every hour—every minute of which was torture—an unending mental crucifixion really, 

when, if he were but rid of her! Oh, Sondra, Sondra, if but now from your high estate, you might 

bend down and aid me. No more lies! No more suffering! No more misery of any kind! 

But instead, more lies. A long and aimless and pestilential search for water-lilies, which 

because of his own restless mood, bored Roberta as much as it did him. For why, she was now 

thinking to herself as they rowed about, this indifference to this marriage possibility, which could 



have been arranged before now and given this outing the dream quality it would and should have 

had, if only—if only he had arranged for everything in Utica, even as she had wanted. But this 

waiting—evasion—and so like Clyde, his vacillating, indefinite, uncertain mood, always. She 

was beginning to wonder now as to his intentions again—whether really and truly he did intend 

to marry her as he had promised. Tomorrow, or the next day at most, would show. So why worry 

now? 

And then the next day at noon, Gun Lodge and Big Bittern itself and Clyde climbing 

down from the train at Gun Lodge and escorting Roberta to the waiting bus, the while he assured 

her that since they were coming back this way, it would be best if she were to leave her bag here, 

while he, because of his camera as well as the lunch done up at Grass Lake and crowded into his 

suitcase, would take his own with him, because they would lunch on the lake. But on reaching 

the bus, he was dismayed by the fact that the driver was the same guide whom he had heard talk 

at Big Bittern. What if it should prove now that this guide had seen and remembered him! Would 

he not at least recall the handsome Finchley car—Bertine and Stuart on the front seat—himself 

and Sondra at the back—Grant and that Harley Baggott talking to him outside? 

At once that cold perspiration that had marked his more nervous and terrified moods for 

weeks past, now burst forth on his face and hands. Of what had he been thinking, anyhow? How 

planning? In God's name, how expect to carry a thing like this through, if he were going to think 

so poorly? It was like his failing to wear his cap from Lycurgus to Utica, or at least getting it out 

of his bag before he tried to buy that straw hat; it was like not buying the straw hat before he 

went to Utica at all. 

Yet the guide did not remember him, thank God! On the contrary he inquired rather 

curiously, and as of a total stranger: "Goin' over to the lodge at Big Bittern? First time up here?" 

And Clyde, enormously relieved and yet really tremulous, replied: "Yes," and then in his nervous 

excitement asked: "Many people over there to-day?" a question which the moment he had 

propounded it, seemed almost insane. Why, why, of all questions, should he ask that? Oh, God, 

would his silly, self-destructive mistakes never cease? 

So troubled was he indeed, now, that he scarcely heard the guide's reply, or, if at all, as a 

voice speaking from a long way off. "Not so many. About seven or eight, I guess. We did have 

about thirty over the Fourth, but most o' them went down yesterday." 

The stillness of these pines lining this damp yellow road along which they were traveling; 

the cool and the silence; the dark shadows and purple and gray depths and nooks in them, even at 

high noon. If one were slipping away at night or by day, who would encounter one here? A blue-

jay far in the depths somewhere uttered its metallic shriek; a field sparrow, tremulous upon some 

distant twig, filled the silver shadows with its perfect song. And Roberta, as this heavy, covered 

bus crossed rill and thin stream, and then rough wooden bridges here and there, commented on 

the clarity and sparkle of the water: "Isn't that wonderful in there? Do you hear the tinkling of 

that water, Clyde? Oh, the freshness of this air!" 

And yet she was going to die so soon! 



God! 

But supposing now, at Big Bittern—the lodge and boathouse there— there were many 

people. Or that the lake, peradventure, was literally dotted with those that were there—all 

fishermen and all fishing here and there, each one separate and alone—no privacy or a deserted 

spot anywhere. And how strange he had not thought of that. This lake was probably not nearly as 

deserted as he had imagined, or would not be to-day, any more than Grass Lake had proved. And 

then what? 

Well, flight then—flight—and let it go at that. This strain was too much—hell—he would 

die, thinking thoughts like these. How could he have dreamed to better his fortunes by any so 

wild and brutal a scheme as this anyhow—to kill and then run away—or rather to kill and 

pretend that he and she had drowned—while he— the real murderer—slipped away to life and 

happiness. What a horrible plan! And yet how else? How? Had he not come all this way to do 

this? And was he going to turn back now? 

And all this time Roberta at his side was imagining that she was not going to anything but 

marriage—tomorrow morning sure; and now only to the passing pleasure of seeing this beautiful 

lake of which he had been talking—talking, as though it were something more important and 

delectable than any that had as yet been in her or his life for that matter. 

But now the guide was speaking again, and to him: "You're not mindin' to stay over, I 

suppose. I see you left the young lady's bag over there." He nodded in the direction of Gun 

Lodge. 

"No, we're going on down to-night—on that 8:10. You take people over to that?" 

"Oh, sure." 

"They said you did—at Grass Lake." 

But now why should he have added that reference to Grass Lake, for that showed that he 

and Roberta had been there before coming here. But this fool with his reference to "the young 

lady's bag"! And leaving it at Gun Lodge. The Devil! Why shouldn't he mind his own business? 

Or why should he have decided that he and Roberta were not married? Or had he so decided? At 

any rate, why such a question when they were carrying two bags and he had brought one? 

Strange! The effrontery! How should he know or guess or what? But what harm could it do—

married or unmarried? If she were not found—"married or unmarried" would make no 

difference, would it? And if she were, and it was discovered that she was not married, would that 

not prove that she was off with some one else? Of course! So why worry over that now? 

And Roberta asking: "Are there any hotels or boarding houses on the lake besides this 

one we're going to?" 



"Not a one, miss, outside o' the inn that we're goin' to. There was a crowd of young fellers 

and girls campin' over on the east shore, yisterday, I believe, about a mile from the inn—but 

whether they're there now or not, I dunno. Ain't seen none of 'em to-day." 

A crowd of young fellows and girls! For God's sake! And might not they now be out on 

the water—all of them—rowing—or sailing—or what? And he here with her! Maybe some of 

them from Twelfth Lake! Just as he and Sondra and Harriet and Stuart and Bertine had come up 

two weeks before—some of them friends of the Cranstons, Harriets, Finchleys or others who had 

come up here to play and who would remember him, of course. And again, then, there must be a 

road to the east of this lake. And all this knowledge and their presence there now might make 

this trip of his useless. Such silly plotting! Such pointless planning as this—when at least he 

might have taken more time—chosen a lake still farther away and should have—only so tortured 

had he been for these last many days, that he could scarcely think how to think. Well, all he 

could do now was to go and see. If there were many he must think of some way to row to some 

real lonely spot or maybe turn and return to Grass Lake—or where? Oh, what could or would he 

do—if there were many over here? 

But just then a long aisle of green trees giving out at the far end as he now recalled upon 

a square of lawn, and the lake itself, the little inn with its pillared verandah, facing the dark blue 

waters of Big Bittern. And that low, small red-roofed boathouse to the right on the water that he 

had seen before when he was here. And Roberta exclaiming on sight, "Oh, it is pretty, isn't it—

just beautiful." And Clyde surveying that dark, low island in the distance, to the south, and 

seeing but few people about—none on the lake itself—exclaiming nervously, "Yes, it is, you 

bet." But feeling half choked as he said it. 

And now the host of the inn himself appearing and approaching—a medium-sized, red-

faced, broad-shouldered man who was saying most intriguingly, "Staying over for a few days?" 

But Clyde, irritated by this new development and after paying the guide a dollar, replying 

crustily and irritably, "No, no—just came over for the afternoon. We're going on down to-night." 

"You'll be staying over for dinner then, I suppose? The train doesn't leave till eight-

fifteen." 

"Oh, yes—that's so. Sure. Yes, well, in that case, we will."...For, of course, Roberta on 

her honeymoon—the day before her wedding and on a trip like this, would be expecting her 

dinner. Damn this stocky, red-faced fool, anyway. 

"Well, then, I'll just take your bag and you can register. Your wife'll probably be wanting 

to freshen up a bit anyway." 

He led the way, bag in hand, although Clyde's greatest desire was to snatch it from him. 

For he had not expected to register here— nor leave his bag either. And would not. He would 

recapture it and hire a boat. But on top of that, being compelled "for the register's sake," as 

Boniface phrased it, to sign Clifford Golden and wife—before he could take his bag again. 



And then to add to the nervousness and confusion engendered by all this, thoughts as to 

what additional developments or persons, even, he might encounter before leaving on his 

climacteric errand— Roberta announcing that because of the heat and the fact that they were 

coming back to dinner, she would leave her hat and coat—a hat in which he had already seen the 

label of Braunstein in Lycurgus— and which at the time caused him to meditate as to the 

wisdom of leaving or extracting it. But he had decided that perhaps afterwards—afterwards—if 

he should really do this—it might not make any difference whether it was there, or not. Was she 

not likely to be identified anyhow, if found, and if not found, who was to know who she was? 

In a confused and turbulent state mentally, scarcely realizing the clarity or import of any 

particular thought or movement or act now, he took up his bag and led the way to the boathouse 

platform. And then, after dropping the bag into the boat, asking of the boathouse keeper if he 

knew where the best views were, that he wanted to photograph them. And this done—the 

meaningless explanation over, assisting Roberta (an almost nebulous figure, she now seemed, 

stepping down into an insubstantial row-boat upon a purely ideational lake), he now stepped in 

after her, seating himself in the center and taking the oars. 

The quiet, glassy, iridescent surface of this lake that now to both seemed, not so much 

like water as oil—like molten glass that, of enormous bulk and weight, resting upon the 

substantial earth so very far below. And the lightness and freshness and intoxication of the gentle 

air blowing here and there, yet scarcely rippling the surface of the lake. And the softness and 

furry thickness of the tall pines about the shore. Everywhere pines—tall and spearlike. And 

above them the humped backs of the dark and distant Adirondacks beyond. Not a rower to be 

seen. Not a house or cabin. He sought to distinguish the camp of which the guide had spoken. He 

could not. He sought to distinguish the voices of those who might be there—or any voices. Yet, 

except for the lock-lock of his own oars as he rowed and the voice of the boathouse keeper and 

the guide in converse two hundred, three hundred, five hundred, a thousand feet behind, there 

was no sound. 

"Isn't it still and peaceful?" It was Roberta talking. "It seems to be so restful here. I think 

it's beautiful, truly, so much more beautiful than that other lake. These trees are so tall, aren't 

they? And those mountains. I was thinking all the way over how cool and silent that road was, 

even if it was a little rough." 

"Did you talk to any one in the inn there just now?" 

"Why, no; what makes you ask?" 

"Oh, I thought you might have run into some one. There don't seem to be very many 

people up here to-day, though, does there?" 

"No, I don't see any one on the lake. I saw two men in that billiard room at the back there, 

and there was a girl in the ladies' room, that was all. Isn't this water cold?" She had put her hand 

over the side and was trailing it in the blue-black ripples made by his oars. 

"Is it? I haven't felt it yet." 



He paused in his rowing and put out his hand, then resumed. He would not row directly 

to that island to the south. It was—too far—too early. She might think it odd. Better a little delay. 

A little time in which to think—a little while in which to reconnoiter. Roberta would be wanting 

to eat her lunch (her lunch!) and there was a charming looking point of land there to the west 

about a mile further on. They could go there and eat first— or she could—for he would not be 

eating today. And then—and then— 

She was looking at the very same point of land that he was—a curved horn of land that 

bent to the south and yet reached quite far out into the water and combed with tall pines. And 

now she added: 

"Have you any spot in mind, dear, where we could stop and eat? I'm getting a little 

hungry, aren't you?" (If she would only not call him dear, here and now!) 

The little inn and the boathouse to the north were growing momentarily smaller,—

looking now, like that other boathouse and pavilion on Crum Lake the day he had first rowed 

there, and when he had been wishing that he might come to such a lake as this in the 

Adirondacks, dreaming of such a lake—and wishing to meet such a girl as Roberta—then—And 

overhead was one of those identical woolly clouds that had sailed above him at Crum Lake on 

that fateful day. 

The horror of this effort! 

They might look for water-lilies here today to kill time a little, before—to kill time...to 

kill, (God)—he must quit thinking of that, if he were going to do it at all. He needn't be thinking 

of it now, at any rate. 

At the point of land favored by Roberta, into a minute protected bay with a small, curved, 

honey-colored beach, and safe from all prying eyes north or east. And then he and she stepping 

out normally enough. And Roberta, after Clyde had extracted the lunch most cautiously from his 

bag, spreading it on a newspaper on the shore, while he walked here and there, making strained 

and yet admiring comments on the beauty of the scene—the pines and the curve of this small 

bay, yet thinking—thinking, thinking of the island farther on and the bay below that again 

somewhere, where somehow, and in the face of a weakening courage for it, he must still execute 

this grim and terrible business before him—not allow this carefully planned opportunity to go for 

nothing—if—if—he were to not really run away and leave all that he most desired to keep. 

And yet the horror of this business and the danger, now that it was so close at hand—the 

danger of making a mistake of some kind—if nothing more, of not upsetting the boat right—of 

not being able to—to—oh, God! And subsequently, maybe, to be proved to be what he would 

be—then—a murderer. Arrested! Tried. (He could not, he would not, go through with it. No, no, 

no!) 

And yet Roberta, sitting here with him now on the sand, feeling quite at peace with all the 

world as he could see. And she was beginning to hum a little, and then to make advisory and 

practical references to the nature of their coming adventure together—their material and financial 



state from now on—how and where they would go from here—Syracuse, most likely—since 

Clyde seemed to have no objection to that—and what, once there, they would do. For Roberta 

had heard from her brother-in-law, Fred Gabel, of a new collar and shirt factory that was just 

starting up in Syracuse. Might it not be possible for Clyde, for the time being at least, to get 

himself a position with that firm at once? And then later, when her own worst trouble was over, 

might not she connect herself with the same company, or some other? And temporarily, since 

they had so little money, could they not take a small room together, somewhere in some family 

home, or if he did not like that, since they were by no means so close temperamentally as they 

once had been, then two small adjoining rooms, maybe. She could still feel his unrelenting 

opposition under all this present show of courtesy and consideration. 

And he thinking, Oh, well, what difference such talk now? And whether he agreed or 

whether he did not. What difference since he was not going—or she either—that way. Great 

God! But here he was talking as though tomorrow she would be here still. And she would not be. 

If only his knees would not tremble so; his hands and face and body continue so damp. 

And after that, farther on down the west shore of this small lake in this little boat, to that 

island, with Clyde looking nervously and wearily here and there to see that there was no one—no 

one— not anywhere in sight on land or water—no one. It was so still and deserted here, thank 

God. Here—or anywhere near here might do, really,—if only he had the courage so to do now, 

which he had not,—yet. Roberta trailing her hand in the water, asking him if he thought they 

might find some water-lilies or wild flowers somewhere on shore. Water-lilies! Wild flowers! 

And he convincing himself as he went that there were no roads, cabins, tents, paths, anything in 

the form of a habitation among these tall, close, ranking pines—no trace of any little boat on the 

widespread surface of this beautiful lake on this beautiful day. Yet might there not be some lone, 

solitary hunter and trapper or guide or fisherman in these woods or along these banks? Might 

there not be? And supposing there were one here now somewhere? And watching! 

Fate! 

Destruction! 

Death! Yet no sound and no smoke. Only—only—these tall, dark, green pines—spear-

shaped and still, with here and there a dead one—ashen pale in the hard afternoon sun, its gaunt, 

sapless arms almost menacingly outstretched. 

Death! 

And the sharp metallic cry of a blue-jay speeding in the depths of these woods. Or the 

lone and ghostly tap-tap-tap of some solitary woodpecker, with now and then the red line of a 

flying tanager, the yellow and black of a yellow-shouldered blackbird. 

"Oh, the sun shines bright in my old Kentucky home." 

It was Roberta singing cheerfully, one hand in the deep blue water. 



And then a little later—"I'll be there Sunday if you will," one of the popular dance pieces 

of the day. 

And then at last, after fully an hour of rowing, brooding, singing, stopping to look at 

some charming point of land, reconnoitering some receding inlet which promised water-lilies, 

and with Roberta already saying that they must watch the time and not stay out too long,—the 

bay, south of the island itself—a beautiful and yet most funereally pine-encircled and land 

delimited bit of water— more like a smaller lake, connected by an inlet or passage to the larger 

one, and yet itself a respectable body of water of perhaps twenty acres of surface and almost 

circular in form. The manner in which to the east, the north, the south, the west, even, except for 

the passage by which the island to the north of it was separated from the mainland, this pool or 

tarn was encircled by trees! And cat-tails and water-lilies here and there—a few along its shores. 

And somehow suggesting an especially arranged pool or tarn to which one who was weary of life 

and cares—anxious to be away from the strife and contentions of the world, might most wisely 

and yet gloomily repair. 

And as they glided into this, this still dark water seemed to grip Clyde as nothing here or 

anywhere before this ever had—to change his mood. For once here he seemed to be fairly pulled 

or lured along into it, and having encircled its quiet banks, to be drifting, drifting—in endless 

space where was no end of anything— no plots—no plans—no practical problems to be 

solved—nothing. The insidious beauty of this place! Truly, it seemed to mock him— this 

strangeness—this dark pool, surrounded on all sides by those wonderful, soft, fir trees. And the 

water itself looking like a huge, black pearl cast by some mighty hand, in anger possibly, in sport 

or phantasy maybe, into the bosom of this valley of dark, green plush—and which seemed 

bottomless as he gazed into it. 

And yet, what did it all suggest so strongly? Death! Death! More definitely than anything 

he had ever seen before. Death! But also a still, quiet, unprotesting type of death into which one, 

by reason of choice or hypnosis or unutterable weariness, might joyfully and gratefully sink. So 

quiet—so shaded—so serene. Even Roberta exclaimed over this. And he now felt for the first 

time the grip of some seemingly strong, and yet friendly sympathetic, hands laid firmly on his 

shoulders. The comfort of them! The warmth! The strength! For now they seemed to have a 

steadying effect on him and he liked them—their reassurance—their support. If only they would 

not be removed! If only they would remain always—the hands of this friend! For where had he 

ever known this comforting and almost tender sensation before in all his life? Not anywhere—

and somehow this calmed him and he seemed to slip away from the reality of all things. 

To be sure, there was Roberta over there, but by now she had faded to a shadow or 

thought really, a form of illusion more vaporous than real. And while there was something about 

her in color, form that suggested reality—still she was very insubstantial—so very— and once 

more now he felt strangely alone. For the hands of the friend of firm grip had vanished also. And 

Clyde was alone, so very much alone and forlorn, in this somber, beautiful realm to which 

apparently he had been led, and then deserted. Also he felt strangely cold—the spell of this 

strange beauty overwhelming him with a kind of chill. 

He had come here for what? 



And he must do what? 

Kill Roberta? Oh, no! 

And again he lowered his head and gazed into the fascinating and yet treacherous depths 

of that magnetic, bluish, purple pool, which, as he continued to gaze, seemed to change its form 

kaleidoscopically to a large, crystalline ball. But what was that moving about in this crystal? A 

form! It came nearer—clearer— and as it did so, he recognized Roberta struggling and waving 

her thin white arms out of the water and reaching toward him! God! How terrible! The 

expression on her face! What in God's name was he thinking of anyway? Death! Murder! 

And suddenly becoming conscious that his courage, on which he had counted so much 

this long while to sustain him here, was leaving him, and he instantly and consciously plumbing 

the depths of his being in a vain search to recapture it. 

Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah! 

Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah! 

Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah! 

(The weird, haunting cry of that unearthly bird again. So cold, so harsh! Here it was once 

more to startle him out of his soul flight into a realization of the real or unreal immediate 

problem with all of its torturesome angles that lay before him.) 

He must face this thing! He must! 

Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah! 

Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah! 

What was it sounding—a warning—a protest—condemnation? The same bird that had 

marked the very birth of this miserable plan. For there it was now upon that dead tree—that 

wretched bird. And now it was flying to another one—as dead—a little farther inland and crying 

as it did so. God! 

And then to the shore again in spite of himself. For Clyde, in order to justify his having 

brought his bag, now must suggest that pictures of this be taken—and of Roberta—and of 

himself, possibly—on land and water. For that would bring her into the boat again, without his 

bag, which would be safe and dry on land. And once on shore, actually pretending to be seeking 

out various special views here and there, while he fixed in his mind the exact tree at the base of 

which he might leave his bag against his return—which must be soon now—must be soon. They 

would not come on shore again together. Never! Never! And that in spite of Roberta protesting 

that she was getting tired; and did he not think they ought to be starting back pretty soon? It must 

be after five, surely. And Clyde, assuring her that presently they would—after he had made one 

or two more pictures of her in the boat with those wonderful trees—that island and this dark 

water around and beneath her. 



His wet, damp, nervous hands! And his dark, liquid, nervous eyes, looking anywhere but 

at her. 

And then once more on the water again—about five hundred feet from shore, the while 

he fumbled aimlessly with the hard and heavy and yet small camera that he now held, as the boat 

floated out nearer the center. And then, at this point and time looking fearfully about. For now—

now—in spite of himself, the long evaded and yet commanding moment. And no voice or figure 

or sound on shore. No road or cabin or smoke! And the moment which he or something had 

planned for him, and which was now to decide his fate at hand! The moment of action—of crisis! 

All that he needed to do now was to turn swiftly and savagely to one side or the other—leap 

up—upon the left wale or right and upset the boat; or, failing that, rock it swiftly, and if Roberta 

protested too much, strike her with the camera in his hand, or one of the oars at his right. It could 

be done—it could be done—swiftly and simply, were he now of the mind and heart, or lack of 

it—with him swimming swiftly away thereafter to freedom—to success—of course—to Sondra 

and happiness—a new and greater and sweeter life than any he had ever known. 

Yet why was he waiting now? 

What was the matter with him, anyhow? 

Why was he waiting? 

At this cataclysmic moment, and in the face of the utmost, the most urgent need of action, 

a sudden palsy of the will—of courage—of hate or rage sufficient; and with Roberta from her 

seat in the stern of the boat gazing at his troubled and then suddenly distorted and fulgurous, yet 

weak and even unbalanced face—a face of a sudden, instead of angry, ferocious, demoniac—

confused and all but meaningless in its registration of a balanced combat between fear (a chemic 

revulsion against death or murderous brutality that would bring death) and a harried and restless 

and yet self-repressed desire to do—to do—to do—yet temporarily unbreakable here and now—

a static between a powerful compulsion to do and yet not to do. 

And in the meantime his eyes—the pupils of the same growing momentarily larger and 

more lurid; his face and body and hands tense and contracted—the stillness of his position, the 

balanced immobility of the mood more and more ominous, yet in truth not suggesting a brutal, 

courageous power to destroy, but the imminence of trance or spasm. 

And Roberta, suddenly noticing the strangeness of it all—the something of eerie 

unreason or physical and mental indetermination so strangely and painfully contrasting with this 

scene, exclaiming: "Why, Clyde! Clyde! What is it? Whatever is the matter with you anyhow? 

You look so—so strange—so—so—Why, I never saw you look like this before. What is it?" And 

suddenly rising, or rather leaning forward, and by crawling along the even keel, attempting to 

approach him, since he looked as though he was about to fall forward into the boat—or to one 

side and out into the water. And Clyde, as instantly sensing the profoundness of his own failure, 

his own cowardice or inadequateness for such an occasion, as instantly yielding to a tide of 

submerged hate, not only for himself, but Roberta—her power—or that of life to restrain him in 

this way. And yet fearing to act in any way—being unwilling to— being willing only to say that 



never, never would he marry her— that never, even should she expose him, would he leave here 

with her to marry her—that he was in love with Sondra and would cling only to her—and yet not 

being able to say that even. But angry and confused and glowering. And then, as she drew near 

him, seeking to take his hand in hers and the camera from him in order to put it in the boat, he 

flinging out at her, but not even then with any intention to do other than free himself of her—her 

touch— her pleading—consoling sympathy—her presence forever—God! 

Yet (the camera still unconsciously held tight) pushing at her with so much vehemence as 

not only to strike her lips and nose and chin with it, but to throw her back sidewise toward the 

left wale which caused the boat to careen to the very water's edge. And then he, stirred by her 

sharp scream, (as much due to the lurch of the boat, as the cut on her nose and lip), rising and 

reaching half to assist or recapture her and half to apologize for the unintended blow—yet in so 

doing completely capsizing the boat—himself and Roberta being as instantly thrown into the 

water. And the left wale of the boat as it turned, striking Roberta on the head as she sank and 

then rose for the first time, her frantic, contorted face turned to Clyde, who by now had righted 

himself. For she was stunned, horror-struck, unintelligible with pain and fear—her lifelong fear 

of water and drowning and the blow he had so accidentally and all but unconsciously 

administered. 

"Help! Help! 

"Oh, my God, I'm drowning, I'm drowning. Help! Oh, my God! 

"Clyde, Clyde!" 

And then the voice at his ear! 

"But this—this—is not this that which you have been thinking and wishing for this 

while—you in your great need? And behold! For despite your fear, your cowardice, this—this—

has been done for you. An accident—an accident—an unintentional blow on your part is now 

saving you the labor of what you sought, and yet did not have the courage to do! But will you 

now, and when you need not, since it is an accident, by going to her rescue, once more plunge 

yourself in the horror of that defeat and failure which has so tortured you and from which this 

now releases you? You might save her. But again you might not! For see how she strikes about. 

She is stunned. She herself is unable to save herself and by her erratic terror, if you draw near her 

now, may bring about your own death also. But you desire to live! And her living will make your 

life not worth while from now on. Rest but a moment—a fraction of a minute! Wait—wait—

ignore the pity of that appeal. And then— then—But there! Behold. It is over. She is sinking 

now. You will never, never see her alive any more—ever. And there is your own hat upon the 

water—as you wished. And upon the boat, clinging to that rowlock a veil belonging to her. 

Leave it. Will it not show that this was an accident?" 

And apart from that, nothing—a few ripples—the peace and solemnity of this wondrous 

scene. And then once more the voice of that weird, contemptuous, mocking, lonely bird. 



Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah! 

Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah! 

Kit, kit, kit, Ca-a-a-ah! 

The cry of that devilish bird upon that dead limb—the wier-wier. 

And then Clyde, with the sound of Roberta's cries still in his ears, that last frantic, white, 

appealing look in her eyes, swimming heavily, gloomily and darkly to shore. And the thought 

that, after all, he had not really killed her. No, no. Thank God for that. He had not. And yet 

(stepping up on the near-by bank and shaking the water from his clothes) had he? Or, had he not? 

For had he not refused to go to her rescue, and when he might have saved her, and when the fault 

for casting her in the water, however accidentally, was so truly his? And yet—and yet— 

The dusk and silence of a closing day. A concealed spot in the depths of the same 

sheltering woods where alone and dripping, his dry bag near, Clyde stood, and by waiting, 

sought to dry himself. But in the interim, removing from the side of the bag the unused tripod of 

his camera and seeking an obscure, dead log farther in the woods, hiding it. Had any one seen? 

Was any one looking? Then returning and wondering as to the direction! He must go west and 

then south. He must not get turned about! But the repeated cry of that bird,—harsh, nerve 

shaking. And then the gloom, in spite of the summer stars. And a youth making his way through 

a dark, uninhabited wood, a dry straw hat upon his head, a bag in his hand, walking briskly and 

yet warily—south—south. 

  



BOOK THREE 

Chapter 1 

Cataraqui County extending from the northernmost line of the village known as Three 

Mile Bay on the south to the Canadian border, on the north a distance of fifty miles. And from 

Senaschet and Indian Lakes on the east to the Rock and Scarf Rivers on the west—a width of 

thirty miles. Its greater portion covered by uninhabited forests and lakes, yet dotted here and 

there with such villages and hamlets as Koontz, Grass Lake, North Wallace, Brown Lake, with 

Bridgeburg, the county seat, numbering no less than two thousand souls of the fifteen thousand 

in the entire county. And the central square of the town occupied by the old and yet not 

ungraceful county courthouse, a cupola with a clock and some pigeons surmounting it, the four 

principal business streets of the small town facing it. 

In the office of the County Coroner in the northeast corner of the building on Friday, July 

ninth, one Fred Heit, coroner, a large and broad-shouldered individual with a set of gray-brown 

whiskers such as might have graced a Mormon elder. His face was large and his hands and his 

feet also. And his girth was proportionate. 

At the time that this presentation begins, about two-thirty in the afternoon, he was 

lethargically turning the leaves of a mail-order catalogue for which his wife had asked him to 

write. And while deciphering from its pages the price of shoes, jackets, hats, and caps for his five 

omnivorous children, a greatcoat for himself of soothing proportions, high collar, broad belt, 

large, impressive buttons chancing to take his eye, he had paused to consider regretfully that the 

family budget of three thousand dollars a year would never permit of so great luxury this coming 

winter, particularly since his wife, Ella, had had her mind upon a fur coat for at least three 

winters past. 

However his thoughts might have eventuated on this occasion, they were interrupted by 

the whirr of a telephone bell. 

"Yes, this is Mr. Heit speaking—Wallace Upham of Big Bittern. Why, yes, go on, 

Wallace—young couple drowned—all right, just wait a minute—" 

He turned to the politically active youth who drew a salary from the county under the 

listing of "secretary to the coroner"—"Get these points, Earl." Then into the telephone: "All 

right, Wallace, now give me all the facts—everything—yes. The body of the wife found but not 

that of the husband—yes—a boat upset on the south shore—yes—straw hat without any lining—

yes—some marks about her mouth and eye—her coat and hat at the inn—yes—a letter in one of 

the pockets of the coat—addressed to who?—Mrs. Titus Alden, Biltz, Mimico County—yes—

still dragging for the man's body, are they?—yes—no trace of him yet—I see. All right, 

Wallace—Well—I'll tell you, Wallace, have them leave the coat and hat just where they are. Let 

me see—it's two-thirty now. I'll be up on the four o'clock. The bus from the inn there meets that, 

doesn't it? Well, I'll be over on that, sure—And, Wallace, I wish you'd write down the names of 

all present who saw the body brought up. What was that?—eighteen feet of water at least?—

yes—a veil caught in one of the rowlocks—yes—a brown veil—yes—sure, that's all—Well, then 



have them leave everything just as found, Wallace, and I'll be right up. Yes, Wallace, thank 

you—Goodbye." 

Slowly Mr. Heit restored the receiver to the hook and as slowly arose from the capacious 

walnut-hued chair in which he sat, stroking his heavy whiskers, while he eyed Earl Newcomb, 

combination typist, record clerk, and what not. 

"You got all that down, did you, Earl?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well, you better get your hat and coat and come along with me. We'll have to catch that 

3:10. You can fill in a few subpoenas on the train. I should say you better take fifteen or 

twenty—to be on the safe side, and take the names of such witnesses as we can find on the spot. 

And you better call up Mrs. Heit and say 'taint likely I'll be home for dinner tonight or much 

before the down train. We may have to stay up there until tomorrow. You never can tell in these 

cases how they're going to turn out and it's best to be on the safe side." 

Heit turned to a coat-room in one corner of the musty old room and extracted a large, 

soft-brimmed, straw hat, the downward curving edges of which seemed to heighten the really 

bland and yet ogreish effect of his protruding eyes and voluminous whiskers, and having thus 

equipped himself, said: "I'm just going in the sheriff's office a minute, Earl. You'd better call up 

the Republican and the Democrat and tell 'em about this, so they won't think we're slightin' 'em. 

Then I'll meet you down at the station." And he lumbered out. 

And Earl Newcomb, a tall, slender, shock-headed young man of perhaps nineteen, and of 

a very serious, if at times befuddled, manner, at once seized a sheaf of subpoenas, and while 

stuffing these in his pocket, sought to get Mrs. Heit on the telephone. And then, after explaining 

to the newspapers about a reported double drowning at Big Bittern, he seized his own blue-

banded straw hat, some two sizes too large for him, and hurried down the hall, only to encounter, 

opposite the wide-open office door of the district attorney, Zillah Saunders, spinster and solitary 

stenographer to the locally somewhat famous and mercurial Orville W. Mason, district attorney. 

She was on her way to the auditor's office, but being struck by the preoccupation and haste of 

Mr. Newcomb, usually so much more deliberate, she now called: "Hello, Earl. What's the rush? 

Where you going so fast?" 

"Double drowning up at Big Bittern, we hear. Maybe something worse. Mr. Heit's going 

up and I'm going along. We have to make that 3:10." 

"Who said so? Is it anyone from here?" 

"Don't know yet, but don't think so. There was a letter in the girl's pocket addressed to 

some one in Biltz, Mimico County, a Mrs. Alden. I'll tell you when we get back or I'll telephone 

you." 

"My goodness, if it's a crime, Mr. Mason'll be interested, won't he?" 



"Sure, I'll telephone him, or Mr. Heit will. If you see Bud Parker or Karel Badnell, tell 

'em I had to go out of town, and call up my mother for me, will you, Zillah, and tell her, too. I'm 

afraid I won't have time." 

"Sure I will, Earl." 

"Thanks." 

And, highly interested by this latest development in the ordinary humdrum life of his 

chief, he skipped gayly and even eagerly down the south steps of the Cataraqui County 

Courthouse, while Miss Saunders, knowing that her own chief was off on some business 

connected with the approaching County Republican Convention, and there being no one else in 

his office with whom she could communicate at this time, went on to the auditor's office, where 

it was possible to retail to any who might be assembled there, all that she had gathered 

concerning this seemingly important lake tragedy. 

  



Chapter 2 

The information obtained by Coroner Heit and his assistant was of a singular and 

disturbing character. In the first instance, because of the disappearance of a boat and an 

apparently happy and attractive couple bent on sight-seeing, an early morning search, instigated 

by the inn-keeper of this region, had revealed, in Moon Cove, the presence of the overturned 

canoe, also the hat and veil. And immediately such available employees, as well as guides and 

guests of the Inn, as could be impressed, had begun diving into the waters or by means of long 

poles equipped with hooks attempting to bring one or both bodies to the surface. The fact, as 

reported by Sim Shoop, the guide, as well as the innkeeper and the boathouse lessee, that the lost 

girl was both young and attractive and her companion seemingly a youth of some means, was 

sufficient to whet the interest of this lake group of woodsmen and inn employees to a point 

which verged on sorrow. And in addition, there was intense curiosity as to how, on so fair and 

windless a day, so strange an accident could have occurred. 

But what created far more excitement after a very little time was the fact that at high 

noon one of the men who trolled—John Pole—a woodsman, was at last successful in bringing to 

the surface Roberta herself, drawn upward by the skirt of her dress, obviously bruised about the 

face—the lips and nose and above and below the right eye—a fact which to those who were 

assisting at once seemed to be suspicious. Indeed, John Pole, who with Joe Rainer at the oars was 

the one who had succeeded in bringing her to the surface, had exclaimed at once on seeing her: 

"Why, the pore little thing! She don't seem to weigh more'n nothin' at all. It's a wonder tuh me 

she coulda sunk." And then reaching over and gathering her in his strong arms, he drew her in, 

dripping and lifeless, while his companions signaled to the other searchers, who came swiftly. 

And putting back from her face the long, brown, thick hair which the action of the water had 

swirled concealingly across it, he had added: "I do declare, Joe! Looka here. It does look like the 

child mighta been hit by somethin'! Looka here, Joe!" And soon the group of woodsmen and inn 

guests in their boats alongside were looking at the brownish-blue marks on Roberta's face. 

And forthwith, even while the body of Roberta was being taken north to the boat-house, 

and the dragging for the body of the lost man was resumed, suspicions were being voiced in such 

phrases as: "Well, it looks kinda queer—them marks—an' all,—don't it? It's curious a boat like 

that coulda upset on a day like yesterday." "We'll soon know if he's down there or not!"; the 

feeling, following failure after hours of fruitless search for him, definitely coalescing at last into 

the conclusion that more than likely he was not down there at all—a hard and stirring thought to 

all. 

Subsequent to this, the guide who had brought Clyde and Roberta from Gun Lodge 

conferring with the inn-keepers at Big Bittern and Grass Lake, it was factually determined: (1) 

that the drowned girl had left her bag at Gun Lodge whereas Clifford Golden had taken his with 

him; (2) that there was a disturbing discrepancy between the registration at Grass Lake and that 

at Big Bittern, the names Carl Graham and Clifford Golden being carefully discussed by the two 

inn-keepers and the identity of the bearer as to looks established; and (3) that the said Clifford 

Golden or Carl Graham had asked of the guide who had driven him over to Big Bittern whether 

there were many people on the lake that day. And thereafter the suspicions thus far engendered 



further coalescing into the certainty that there had been foul play. There was scarcely any doubt 

of it. 

Immediately upon his arrival Coroner Heit was made to understand that these men of the 

north woods were deeply moved and in addition determined in their suspicions. They did not 

believe that the body of Clifford Golden or Carl Graham had ever sunk to the bottom of the lake. 

With the result that Heit on viewing the body of the unknown girl laid carefully on a cot in the 

boat-house, and finding her young and attractive, was strangely affected, not only by her looks 

but this circumambient atmosphere of suspicion. Worse yet, on retiring to the office of the 

manager of the inn, and being handed the letter found in the pocket of Roberta's coat, he was 

definitely swayed in the direction of a somber and unshakable suspicion. For he read: 

Grass Lake, N. Y., July 8th. 

 

DEAREST MAMMA: 

 

We're up here and we're going to be married, but this is for your eyes alone. Please don't show it 

to papa or any one, for it mustn't become known yet. I told you why at Christmas. And you're not 

to worry or ask any questions or tell any one except just that you've heard from me and know 

where I am—not anybody. And you mustn't think I won't be getting along all right because I will 

be. Here's a big hug and kiss for each cheek, mamma. Be sure and make father understand that 

it's all right without telling him anything, or Emily or Tom or Gifford, either, do you hear? I'm 

sending you nice, big kisses. 

 

Lovingly, 

 

BERT. 

 

P.S. This must be your secret and mine until I write you different a little later on. 

And in the upper right-hand corner of the paper, as well as on the envelope, were printed 

the words: "Grass Lake Inn, Grass Lake, N. Y., Jack Evans, Prop." And the letter had evidently 

been written the morning after the night they had spent at Grass Lake as Mr. and Mrs. Carl 

Graham. 

The waywardness of young girls! 

For plainly, as this letter indicated, these two had stayed together as man and wife at that 

inn when they were not as yet married. He winced as he read, for he had daughters of his own of 

whom he was exceedingly fond. But at this point he had a thought. A quadrennial county 

election was impending, the voting to take place the following November, at which were to be 

chosen for three years more the entire roster of county offices, his own included, and in addition 

this year a county judge whose term was for six years. In August, some six weeks further on, 

were to be held the county Republican and Democratic conventions at which were to be chosen 

the regular party nominees for these respective offices. Yet for no one of these places, thus far, 



other than that of the county judgeship, could the present incumbent of the office of district 

attorney possibly look forward with any hope, since already he had held the position of district 

attorney for two consecutive terms, a length of office due to the fact that not only was he a good 

orator of the inland political stripe but also, as the chief legal official of the county, he was in a 

position to do one and another of his friends a favor. But now, unless he were so fortunate as to 

be nominated and subsequently elected to this county judgeship, defeat and political doldrums 

loomed ahead. For during all his term of office thus far, there had been no really important case 

in connection with which he had been able to distinguish himself and so rightfully and hopefully 

demand further recognition from the people. But this... 

But now, as the Coroner shrewdly foresaw, might not this case prove the very thing to fix 

the attention and favor of the people upon one man—the incumbent district attorney—a close 

and helpful friend of his, thus far—and so sufficiently redound to his credit and strength, and 

through him to the party ticket itself, so that at the coming election all might be elected—the 

reigning district attorney thus winning for himself not only the nomination for but his election to 

the six-year term judgeship. Stranger things than this had happened in the political world. 

Immediately he decided not to answer any questions in regard to this letter, since it 

promised a quick solution of the mystery of the perpetrator of the crime, if there had been one, 

plus exceptional credit in the present political situation to whosoever should appear to be 

instrumental in the same. At the same time he at once ordered Earl Newcomb, as well as the 

guide who had brought Roberta and Clyde to Big Bittern, to return to Gun Lodge station from 

where the couple had come and say that under no circumstances was the bag held there to be 

surrendered to any one save himself or a representative of the district attorney. Then, when he 

was about to telephone to Biltz to ascertain whether there was such a family as Alden possessing 

a daughter by the name of Bert, or possibly Alberta, he was most providentially, as it seemed to 

him, interrupted by two men and a boy, trappers and hunters of this region, who, accompanied by 

a crowd of those now familiar with the tragedy, were almost tumultuously ushered into his 

presence. For they had news—news of the utmost importance! As they now related, with many 

interruptions and corrections, at about five o'clock of the afternoon of the day on which Roberta 

was drowned, they were setting out from Three Mile Bay, some twelve miles south of Big 

Bittern, to hunt and fish in and near this lake. And, as they now unanimously testified, on the 

night in question, at about nine o'clock, as they were nearing the south shore of Big Bittern— 

perhaps three miles to the south of it—they had encountered a young man, whom they took to be 

some stranger making his way from the inn at Big Bittern south to the village at Three Mile Bay. 

He was a smartishly and decidedly well dressed youth for these parts, as they now said—wearing 

a straw hat and carrying a bag, and at the time they wondered why such a trip on foot and at such 

an hour since there was a train south early next morning which reached Three Mile Bay in an 

hour's time. And why, too, should he have been so startled at meeting them? For as they 

described it, on his encountering them in the woods thus, he had jumped back as though startled 

and worse—terrified—as though about to run. To be sure, the lantern one of them was carrying 

was turned exceedingly low, the moon being still bright, and they had walked quietly, as became 

men who were listening for wild life of any kind. At the same time, surely this was a perfectly 

safe part of the country, traversed for the most part by honest citizens such as themselves, and 

there was no need for a young man to jump as though he were seeking to hide in the brush. 

However, when the youth, Bud Brunig, who carried the light, turned it up the stranger seemed to 



recover his poise and after a moment in response to their "Howdy" had replied: "How do you do? 

How far is it to Three Mile Bay?" and they had replied, "About seven mile." And then he had 

gone on and they also, discussing the encounter. 

And now, since the description of this youth tallied almost exactly with that given by the 

guide who had driven Clyde over from Gun Lodge, as well as that furnished by the innkeepers at 

Big Bittern and Grass Lake, it seemed all too plain that he must be the same youth who had been 

in that boat with the mysterious dead girl. 

At once Earl Newcomb suggested to his chief that he be permitted to telephone to the one 

inn-keeper at Three Mile Bay to see if by any chance this mysterious stranger had been seen or 

had registered there. He had not. Nor apparently at that time had he been seen by any other than 

the three men. In fact, he had vanished as though into air, although by nightfall of this same day 

it was established that on the morning following the chance meeting of the men with the 

stranger, a youth of somewhat the same description and carrying a bag, but wearing a cap—not a 

straw hat—had taken passage for Sharon on the small lake steamer "Cygnus" plying between 

that place and Three Mile Bay. But again, beyond that point, the trail appeared to be lost. No one 

at Sharon, at least up to this time, seemed to recall either the arrival or departure of any such 

person. Even the captain himself, as he later testified, had not particularly noted his 

debarkation—there were some fourteen others going down the lake that day and he could not be 

sure of any one person. 

But in so far as the group at Big Bittern was concerned, the conclusion slowly but 

definitely impressed itself upon all those present that whoever this individual was, he was an 

unmitigated villain—a reptilian villain! And forthwith there was doubled and trebled in the 

minds of all a most urgent desire that he be overtaken and captured. The scoundrel! The 

murderer! And at once there was broadcast throughout this region by word of mouth, telephone, 

telegraph, to such papers as The Argus and Times-Union of Albany, and The Star of Lycurgus, 

the news of this pathetic tragedy with the added hint that it might conceal a crime of the gravest 

character. 

  



Chapter 3 

Coroner Heit, his official duties completed for the time being, found himself pondering, 

as he traveled south on the lake train, how he was to proceed farther. What was the next step he 

should take in this pathetic affair? For the coroner, as he had looked at Roberta before he left was 

really deeply moved. She seemed so young and innocent-looking and pretty. The little blue serge 

dress lying heavily and clinging tightly to her, her very small hands folded across her breast, her 

warm, brown hair still damp from its twenty-four hours in the water, yet somehow suggesting 

some of the vivacity and passion that had invested her in life—all seemed to indicate a sweetness 

which had nothing to do with crime. 

But deplorable as it might be, and undoubtedly was, there was another aspect of the case 

that more vitally concerned himself. Should he go to Biltz and convey to the Mrs. Alden of the 

letter the dreadful intelligence of her daughter's death, at the same time inquiring about the 

character and whereabouts of the man who had been with her, or should he proceed first to 

District Attorney Mason's office in Bridgeburg and having imparted to him all of the details of 

the case, allow that gentleman to assume the painful responsibility of devastating a probably 

utterly respectable home? For there was the political situation to be considered. And while he 

himself might act and so take personal credit, still there was this general party situation to be 

thought of. A strong man should undoubtedly head and so strengthen the party ticket this fall and 

here was the golden opportunity. The latter course seemed wiser. It would provide his friend, the 

district attorney, with his great chance. Arriving in Bridgeburg in this mood, he ponderously 

invaded the office of Orville W. Mason, the district attorney, who immediately sat up, all 

attention, sensing something of import in the coroner's manner. 

Mason was a short, broad-chested, broad-backed and vigorous individual physically, but 

in his late youth had been so unfortunate as to have an otherwise pleasant and even arresting face 

marred by a broken nose, which gave to him a most unprepossessing, almost sinister, look. Yet 

he was far from sinister. Rather, romantic and emotional. His boyhood had been one of poverty 

and neglect, causing him in his later and somewhat more successful years to look on those with 

whom life had dealt more kindly as too favorably treated. The son of a poor farmer's widow, he 

had seen his mother put to such straits to make ends meet that by the time he reached the age of 

twelve he had surrendered nearly all of the pleasures of youth in order to assist her. And then, at 

fourteen, while skating, he had fallen and broken his nose in such a way as to forever disfigure 

his face. Thereafter, feeling himself handicapped in the youthful sorting contests which gave to 

other boys the female companions he most craved, he had grown exceedingly sensitive to the 

fact of his facial handicap. And this had eventually resulted in what the Freudians are 

accustomed to describe as a psychic sex scar. 

At the age of seventeen, however, he had succeeded in interesting the publisher and 

editor of the Bridgeburg Republican to the extent that he was eventually installed as official local 

news-gatherer of the town. Later he came to be the Cataraqui County correspondent of such 

papers as the Albany Times-Union and the Utica Star, ending eventually at the age of nineteen 

with the privilege of studying law in the office of one ex-Judge Davis Richofer, of Bridgeburg. 

And a few years later, after having been admitted to the bar, he had been taken up by several 

county politicians and merchants who saw to it that he was sent to the lower house of the state 



legislature for some six consecutive years, where, by reason of a modest and at the same time 

shrewd and ambitious willingness to do as he was instructed, he attained favor with those at the 

capital while at the same time retaining the good will of his home-town sponsors. Later, 

returning to Bridgeburg and possessing some gifts of oratory, he was given, first, the position of 

assistant district attorney for four years, and following that elected auditor, and subsequently 

district attorney for two terms of four years each. Having acquired so high a position locally, he 

was able to marry the daughter of a local druggist of some means, and two children had been 

born to them. 

In regard to this particular case he had already heard from Miss Saunders all she knew of 

the drowning, and, like the coroner, had been immediately impressed with the fact that the 

probable publicity attendant on such a case as this appeared to be might be just what he needed 

to revive a wavering political prestige and might perhaps solve the problem of his future. At any 

rate he was most intensely interested. So that now, upon sight of Heit, he showed plainly the 

keen interest he felt in the case. 

"Well, Colonel Heit?" 

"Well, Orville, I'm just back from Big Bittern. It looks to me as though I've got a case for 

you now that's going to take quite a little of your time." 

Heit's large eyes bulged and conveyed hints of much more than was implied by his non-

committal opening remark. 

"You mean that drowning up there?" returned the district attorney. 

"Yes, sir. Just that," replied the coroner. 

"You've some reason for thinking there's something wrong up there?" 

"Well, the truth is, Orville, I think there's hardly a doubt that this is a case of murder." 

Heit's heavy eyes glowed somberly. "Of course, it's best to be on the safe side, and I'm only 

telling you this in confidence, because even yet I'm not absolutely positive that that young man's 

body may not be in the lake. But it looks mighty suspicious to me, Orville. There's been at least 

fifteen men up there in row-boats all day yesterday and to-day, dragging the south part of that 

lake. I had a number of the boys take soundings here and there, and the water ain't more than 

twenty-five feet deep at any point. But so far they haven't found any trace of him. They brought 

her up about one o'clock yesterday, after they'd been only dragging a few hours, and a mighty 

pretty girl she is too, Orville—quite young—not more than eighteen or twenty, I should say. But 

there are some very suspicious circumstances about it all that make me think that he ain't in 

there. In fact, I never saw a case that I thought looked more like a devilish crime than this." 

As he said this, he began to search in the right-hand pocket of his well-worn and baggy 

linen suit and finally extracted Roberta's letter, which he handed his friend, drawing up a chair 

and seating himself while the district attorney proceeded to read. 



"Well, this does look rather suspicious, don't it?" he announced, as he finished. "You say 

they haven't found him yet. Well, have you communicated with this woman to see what she 

knows about it?" 

"No, Orville, I haven't," replied Heit, slowly and meditatively. "And I'll tell you why. The 

fact is, I decided up there last night that this was something I had better talk over with you before 

I did anything at all. You know what the political situation here is just now. And how the proper 

handling of a case like this is likely to affect public opinion this fall. And while I certainly don't 

think we ought to mix politics in with crime there certainly is no reason why we shouldn't handle 

this in such a way as to make it count in our favor. And so I thought I had better come and see 

you first. Of course, if you want me to, Orville, I'll go over there. Only I was thinking that 

perhaps it would be better for you to go, and find out just who this fellow is and all about him. 

You know what a case like this might mean from a political point of view, if only we clean it up, 

and I know you're the one to do it, Orville." 

"Thanks, Fred, thanks," replied Mason, solemnly, tapping his desk with the letter and 

squinting at his friend. "I'm grateful to you for your opinion and you've outlined the very best 

way to go about it, I think. You're sure no one outside yourself has seen this letter?" 

"Only the envelope. And no one but Mr. Hubbard, the proprietor of the inn up there, has 

seen that, and he told me that he found it in her pocket and took charge of it for fear it might 

disappear or be opened before I got there. He said he had a feeling there might be something 

wrong the moment he heard of the drowning. The young man had acted so nervous—strange-

like, he said." 

"Very good, Fred. Then don't say anything more about it to any one for the present, will 

you? I'll go right over there, of course. But what else did you find, anything?" Mr. Mason was 

quite alive now, interrogative, dynamic, and a bit dictatorial in his manner, even to his old friend. 

"Plenty, plenty," replied the coroner, most sagely and solemnly. "There were some 

suspicious cuts or marks under the girl's right eye and above the left temple, Orville, and across 

the lip and nose, as though the poor little thing mighta been hit by something— a stone or a stick 

or one of those oars that they found floating up there. She's just a child yet, Orville, in looks and 

size, anyhow—a very pretty girl—but not as good as she might have been, as I'll show you 

presently." At this point the coroner paused to extract a large handkerchief and blow into it a 

very loud blast, brushing his beard afterward in a most orderly way. "I didn't have time to get a 

doctor up there and besides I'm going to hold the inquest down here, Monday, if I can. I've 

ordered the Lutz boys to go up there to-day and bring her body down. But the most suspicious of 

all the evidence that has come to light so far, Orville, is the testimony of two men and a boy who 

live up at Three Mile Bay and who were walking up to Big Bittern on Thursday night to hunt and 

fish. I had Earl take down their names and subpoena 'em for the inquest next Monday." 

And the coroner proceeded to detail their testimony about their accidental meeting of 

Clyde. 

"Well, well!" interjected the district attorney, thoroughly interested. 



"Then, another thing, Orville," continued the coroner, "I had Earl telephone the Three 

Mile Bay people, the owner of the hotel there as well as the postmaster and the town marshal, but 

the only person who appears to have seen the young man is the captain of that little steamboat 

that runs from Three Mile Bay to Sharon. You know the man, I guess, Captain Mooney. I left 

word with Earl to subpoena him too. According to him, about eight-thirty, Friday morning, or 

just before his boat started for Sharon on its first trip, this same young man, or some one very 

much like the description furnished, carrying a suitcase and wearing a cap—he had on a straw 

hat when those three men met him—came on board and paid his way to Sharon and got off there. 

Good-looking young chap, the captain says. Very spry and well-dressed, more like a young 

society man than anything else, and very stand-offish." 

"Yes, yes," commented Mason. 

"I also had Earl telephone the people at Sharon—whoever he could reach—to see if he 

had been seen there getting off, but up to the time I left last night no one seemed to remember 

him. But I left word for Earl to telegraph a description of him to all the resort hotels and stations 

hereabouts so that if he's anywhere around, they'll be on the lookout for him. I thought you'd 

want me to do that. But I think you'd better give me a writ for that bag at Gun Lodge station. 

That may contain something we ought to know. I'll go up and get it myself. Then I want to go to 

Grass Lake and Three Mile Bay and Sharon yet to-day, if I can, and see what else I can find. But 

I'm afraid, Orville, it's a plain case of murder. The way he took that young girl to that hotel up 

there at Grass Lake and then registered under another name at Big Bittern, and the way he had 

her leave her bag and took his own with him!" He shook his head most solemnly. "Those are not 

the actions of an honest young man, Orville, and you know it. What I can't understand is how her 

parents could let her go off like that anywhere with a man without knowing about him in the first 

place." 

"That's true," replied Mason, tactfully, but made intensely curious by the fact that it had 

at least been partially established that the girl in the case was not as good as she should have 

been. Adultery! And with some youth of means, no doubt, from some one of the big cities to the 

south. The prominence and publicity with which his own activities in connection with this were 

very likely to be laden! At once he got up, energetically stirred. If he could only catch such a 

reptilian criminal, and that in the face of all the sentiment that such a brutal murder was likely to 

inspire! The August convention and nominations. The fall election. 

"Well, I'll be switched," he exclaimed, the presence of Heit, a religious and conservative 

man, suppressing anything more emphatic. "I do believe we're on the trail of something 

important, Fred. I really think so. It looks very black to me—a most damnable outrage. I suppose 

the first thing to do, really, is to telephone over there and see if there is such a family as Alden 

and exactly where they live. It's not more than fifty miles direct by car, if that much. Poor roads, 

though," he added. Then: "That poor woman. I dread that scene. It will be a painful one, I know." 

Then he called Zillah and asked her to ascertain if there was such a person as Titus Alden 

living near Biltz. Also, exactly how to get there. Next he added: "The first thing to do will be to 

get Burton back here" (Burton being Burton Burleigh, his legal assistant, who had gone away for 

a week-end vacation) "and put him in charge so as to furnish you whatever you need in the way 



of writs and so on, Fred, while I go right over to see this poor woman. And then, if you'll have 

Earl go back up there and get that suitcase, I'll be most obliged to you. I'll bring the father back 

with me, too, to identify the body. But don't say anything at all about this letter now or my going 

over there until I see you later, see." He grasped the hand of his friend. "In the meantime," he 

went on, a little grandiosely, now feeling the tang of great affairs upon him, "I want to thank you, 

Fred. I certainly do, and I won't forget it, either. You know that, don't you?" He looked his old 

friend squarely in the eye. "This may turn out better than we think. It looks to be the biggest and 

most important case in all my term of office, and if we can only clean it up satisfactorily and 

quickly, before things break here this fall, it may do us all some good, eh?" 

"Quite so, Orville, quite so," commented Fred Heit. "Not, as I said before, that I think we 

ought to mix politics in with a thing like this, but since it has come about so—" he paused, 

meditatively. 

"And in the meantime," continued the district attorney "if you'll have Earl have some 

pictures made of the exact position where the boat, oars, and hat were found, as well as mark the 

spot where the body was found, and subpoena as many witnesses as you can, I'll have vouchers 

for it all put through with the auditor. And to-morrow or Monday I'll pitch in and help myself." 

And here he gripped Heit's right hand—then patted him on the shoulder. And Heit, much 

gratified by his various moves so far— and in consequence hopeful for the future—now took up 

his weird straw hat and buttoning his thin, loose coat, returned to his office to get his faithful Earl 

on the long distance telephone to instruct him and to say that he was returning to the scene of the 

crime himself. 

  



Chapter 4 

Orville Mason could readily sympathize with a family which on sight struck him as 

having, perhaps, like himself endured the whips, the scorns and contumelies of life. As he drove 

up in his official car from Bridgeburg at about four o'clock that Saturday afternoon, there was the 

old tatterdemalion farmhouse and Titus Alden himself in his shirt-sleeves and overalls coming 

up from a pig-pen at the foot of the hill, his face and body suggesting a man who is constantly 

conscious of the fact that he has made out so poorly. And now Mason regretted that he had not 

telephoned before leaving Bridgeburg, for he could see that the news of his daughter's death 

would shock such a man as this most terribly. At the same time, Titus, noting his approach and 

assuming that it might be some one who was seeking a direction, civilly approached him. 

"Is this Mr. Titus Alden?" 

"Yes, sir, that's my name." 

"Mr. Alden, my name is Mason. I am from Bridgeburg, district attorney of Cataraqui 

County." 

"Yes, sir," replied Titus, wondering by what strange chance the district attorney of so 

distant a county should be approaching and inquiring of him. And Mason now looked at Titus, 

not knowing just how to begin. The bitterness of the news he had to impart—the crumpling 

power of it upon such an obviously feeble and inadequate soul. They had paused under one of 

the large, dark fir trees that stood in front of the house. The wind in its needles was whispering 

its world-old murmur. 

"Mr. Alden," began Mason, with more solemnity and delicacy than ordinarily 

characterized him, "you are the father of a girl by the name of Bert, or possibly Alberta, are you 

not? I'm not sure that I have the name right." 

"Roberta," corrected Titus Alden, a titillating sense of something untoward affecting his 

nerves as he said it. 

And Mason, before making it impossible, probably, for this man to connectedly inform 

him concerning all that he wished to know, now proceeded to inquire: "By the way, do you 

happen to know a young man around here by the name of Clifford Golden?" 

"I don't recall that I ever hard of any such person," replied Titus, slowly. 

"Or Carl Graham?" 

"No, sir. No one by that name either that I recall now." 

"I thought so," exclaimed Mason, more to himself than to Titus. "By the way," this 

shrewdly and commandingly, "where is your daughter now?" 



"Why, she's in Lycurgus at present. She works there. But why do you ask? Has she done 

anything she shouldn't—been to see you about anything?" He achieved a wry smile while his 

gray-blue eyes were by now perturbed by puzzled inquiry. 

"One moment, Mr. Alden," proceeded Mason, tenderly and yet most firmly and 

effectively. "I will explain everything to you in a moment. Just now I want to ask a few 

necessary questions." And he gazed at Titus earnestly and sympathetically. "How long has it 

been since you last saw your daughter?" 

"Why, she left here last Tuesday morning to go back to Lycurgus. She works down there 

for the Griffiths Collar & Shirt Company. But—?" 

"Now, one moment," insisted the district attorney determinedly, "I'll explain all in a 

moment. She was up here over the week-end, possibly. Is that it?" 

"She was up here on a vacation for about a month," explained Titus, slowly and 

meticulously. "She wasn't feeling so very good and she came home to rest up a bit. But she was 

all right when she left. You don't mean to tell me, Mr. Mason, that anything has gone wrong with 

her, do you?" He lifted one long, brown hand to his chin and cheek in a gesture, of nervous 

inquiry. "If I thought there was anything like that—?" He ran his hand through his thinning gray 

hair. 

"Have you had any word from her since she left here?" Mason went on quietly, 

determined to extract as much practical information as possible before the great blow fell. "Any 

information that she was going anywhere but back there?" 

"No, sir, we haven't. She's not hurt in any way, is she? She's not done anything that's got 

her into trouble? But, no, that couldn't be. But your questions! The way you talk." He was now 

trembling slightly, the hand that sought his thin, pale lips, visibly and aimlessly playing about his 

mouth. But instead of answering, the district attorney drew from his pocket the letter of Roberta 

to her mother, and displaying only the handwriting on the envelope, asked: "Is that the 

handwriting of your daughter?" 

"Yes, sir, that's her handwriting," replied Titus, his voice rising slightly. "But what is this, 

Mr. District Attorney? How do you come to have that? What's in there?" He clinched his hands 

in a nervous way, for in Mason's eyes he now clearly foresaw tragedy in some form. "What is 

this—this—what has she written in that letter? You must tell me—if anything has happened to 

my girl!" He began to look excitedly about as though it were his intention to return to the house 

for aid—to communicate to his wife the dread that was coming upon him—while Mason, seeing 

the agony into which he had plunged him, at once seized him firmly and yet kindly by the arms 

and began: 

"Mr. Alden, this is one of those dark times in the lives of some of us when all the courage 

we have is most needed. I hesitate to tell you because I am a man who has seen something of life 

and I know how you will suffer." 



"She is hurt. She is dead, maybe," exclaimed Titus, almost shrilly, the pupils of his eyes 

dilating. 

Orville Mason nodded. 

"Roberta! My first born! My God! Our Heavenly Father!" His body crumpled as though 

from a blow and he leaned to steady himself against an adjacent tree. "But how? Where? In the 

factory by a machine? Oh, dear God!" He turned as though to go to his wife, while the strong, 

scar-nosed district attorney sought to detain him. 

"One moment, Mr. Alden, one moment. You must not go to your wife yet. I know this is 

very hard, terrible, but let me explain. Not in Lycurgus. Not by any machine. No! No—drowned! 

In Big Bittern. She was up there on an outing on Thursday, do you understand? Do you hear? 

Thursday. She was drowned in Big Bittern on Thursday in a boat. It overturned." 

The excited gestures and words of Titus at this point so disturbed the district attorney that 

he found himself unable to explain as calmly as he would have liked the process by which even 

an assumed accidental drowning had come about. From the moment the word death in 

connection with Roberta had been used by Mason, the mental state of Alden was that of one not 

a little demented. After his first demands he now began to vent a series of animal-like groans as 

though the breath had been knocked from his body. At the same time, he bent over, crumpled up 

as from pain—then struck his hands together and threw them to his temples. 

"My Roberta dead! My daughter! Oh, no, no, Roberta! Oh, my God! Not drowned! It 

can't be. And her mother speaking of her only an hour ago. This will be the death of her when 

she hears it. It will kill me, too. Yes, it will. Oh, my poor, dear, dear girl. My darling! I'm not 

strong enough to stand anything like this, Mr. District Attorney." 

He leaned heavily and wearily upon Mason's arms while the latter sustained him as best 

he could. Then, after a moment, he turned questioningly and erratically toward the front door of 

the house at which he gazed as one might who was wholly demented. "Who's to tell her?" he 

demanded. "How is any one to tell her?" 

"But, Mr. Alden," consoled Mason, "for your own sake, for your wife's sake, I must ask 

you now to calm yourself and help me consider this matter as seriously as you would if it were 

not your daughter. There is much more to this than I have been able to tell you. But you must be 

calm. You must allow me to explain. This is all very terrible and I sympathize with you wholly. I 

know what it means. But there are some dreadful and painful facts that you will have to know 

about. Listen. Listen." 

And then, still holding Titus by the arm he proceeded to explain as swiftly and forcefully 

as possible, the various additional facts and suspicions in connection with the death of Roberta, 

finally giving him her letter to read, and winding up with: "A crime! A crime, Mr. Alden! That's 

what we think over in Bridgeburg, or at least that's what we're afraid of—plain murder, Mr. 

Alden, to use a hard, cold word in connection with it." He paused while Alden, struck by this—

the element of crime—gazed as one not quite able to comprehend. And, as he gazed, Mason 



went on: "And as much as I respect your feelings, still as the chief representative of the law in 

my county, I felt it to be my personal duty to come here to-day in order to find out whether there 

is anything that you or your wife or any of your family know about this Clifford Golden, or Carl 

Graham, or whoever he is who lured your daughter to that lonely lake up there. And while I 

know that the blackest of suffering is yours right now, Mr. Alden, I maintain that it should be 

your wish, as well as your duty, to do whatever you can to help us clear up this matter. This letter 

here seems to indicate that your wife at least knows something concerning this individual—his 

name, anyhow." And he tapped the letter significantly and urgently. 

The moment the suggested element of violence and wrong against his daughter had been 

injected into this bitter loss, there was sufficient animal instinct, as well as curiosity, resentment 

and love of the chase inherent in Titus to cause him to recover his balance sufficiently to give 

silent and solemn ear to what the district attorney was saying. His daughter not only drowned, 

but murdered, and that by some youth who according to this letter she was intending to marry! 

And he, her father, not even aware of his existence! Strange that his wife should know and he 

not. And that Roberta should not want him to know. 

And at once, born for the most part of religion, convention and a general rural suspicion 

of all urban life and the mystery and involuteness of its ungodly ways, there sprang into his mind 

the thought of a city seducer and betrayer—some youth of means, probably, whom Roberta had 

met since going to Lycurgus and who had been able to seduce her by a promise of marriage 

which he was not willing to fulfil. And forthwith there flared up in his mind a terrible and quite 

uncontrollable desire for revenge upon any one who could plot so horrible a crime as this against 

his daughter. The scoundrel! The raper! The murderer! 

Here he and his wife had been thinking that Roberta was quietly and earnestly and 

happily pursuing her hard, honest way in Lycurgus in order to help them and herself. And from 

Thursday afternoon until Friday her body had lain beneath the waters of that lake. And they 

asleep in their comfortable beds, or walking about, totally unaware of her dread state. And now 

her body in a strange room or morgue somewhere, unseen and unattended by any of all those 

who loved her so—and to-morrow to be removed by cold, indifferent public officials to 

Bridgeburg. 

"If there is a God," he exclaimed excitedly, "He will not let such a scoundrel as this go 

unpunished! Oh, no, He will not! 'I have yet to see,'" he suddenly quoted, "'the children of the 

righteous forsaken or their seed begging for bread.'" At the same time, a quivering compulsion 

for action dominating him, he added: "I must talk to my wife about this right away. Oh, yes, I 

must. No, no, you wait here. I must tell her first, and alone. I'll be back. I'll be back. You just 

wait here. I know it will kill her. But she must know about this. Maybe she can tell us who this is 

and then we can catch him before he manages to get too far away. But, oh, my poor girl! My 

poor, dear Roberta! My good, kind, faithful daughter!" 

And so, talking in a maundering manner, his eyes and face betraying an only half-sane 

misery, he turned, the shambling, automaton-like motions of his angular figure now directing 

him to a lean-to, where, as he knew, Mrs. Alden was preparing some extra dishes for the next 

day, which was Sunday. But once there he paused in the doorway without the courage to 



approach further, a man expressing in himself all the pathos of helpless humanity in the face of 

the relentless and inexplicable and indifferent forces of Life! 

Mrs. Alden turned, and at the sight of his strained expression, dropped her own hands 

lifelessly, the message of his eyes as instantly putting to flight the simple, weary and yet peaceful 

contemplation in her own. 

"Titus! For goodness' sake! Whatever is the matter?" 

Lifted hands, half-open mouth, an eerie, eccentric and uncalculated tensing and then 

widening of the eyelids, and then the word: "Roberta!" 

"What about her? What about her? Titus—what about her?" 

Silence. More of those nervous twitchings of the mouth eyes, hands. Then..."Dead! She's 

been—been drowned!" followed by his complete collapse on a bench that stood just inside the 

door. And Mrs. Alden, staring for a moment, at first not quite comprehending, then fully 

realizing, sinking heavily and without a word to the floor. And Titus, looking at her and nodding 

his head as if to say: "Quite right. So should it be. Momentary escape for her from the 

contemplation of this horrible fact." And then slowly rising, going to her and kneeling beside 

her, straightening her out. Then as slowly going out to the door and around to the front of the 

house where Orville Mason was seated on the broken front steps, contemplating speculatively 

along with the afternoon sun in the west the misery that this lorn and incompetent farmer was 

conveying to his wife. And wishing for the moment that it might be otherwise—that no such 

case, however profitable to himself, had arisen. 

But now, at sight of Titus Alden, he jumped up and preceded the skeleton-like figure into 

the lean-to. And finding Mrs. Alden, as small as her daughter nearly, and limp and still, he 

gathered her into his strong arms and carried her through the dining-room into the living-room, 

where stood an antiquated lounge, on which he laid her. And there, feeling for her pulse, and 

then hurrying for some water, while he looked for some one—a son, daughter, neighbor, any 

one. But not seeing any one, hurrying back with the water to dash a little of it on her face and 

hands. 

"Is there a doctor anywhere near here?" He was addressing Titus, who was now kneeling 

by his wife. 

"In Biltz—yes—Dr. Crane." 

"Have you—has any one around here a telephone?" 

"Mr. Wilcox." He pointed in the direction of the Wilcox's, whose telephone Roberta had 

so recently used. 

"Just watch her. I'll be back." 



Forthwith he was out of the house and away to call Crane or any other doctor, and then as 

swiftly returning with Mrs. Wilcox and her daughter. And then waiting, waiting, until first 

neighbors arrived and then eventually Dr. Crane, with whom he consulted as to the advisability 

of discussing with Mrs. Alden yet this day the unescapable mystery which had brought him here. 

And Dr. Crane, very much impressed by Mr. Mason's solemn, legal manner, admitting that it 

might even be best. 

And at last Mrs. Alden treated with heroin and crooned and mourned over by all present, 

being brought to the stage where it was possible, slowly and with much encouragement, to hear 

in the first place what the extenuating circumstances were; next being questioned concerning the 

identity of the cryptic individual referred to in Roberta's letter. The only person whom Mrs. 

Alden could recall as ever having been mentioned by Roberta as paying particular attention to 

her, and that but once the Christmas before, was Clyde Griffiths, the nephew of the wealthy 

Samuel Griffiths, of Lycurgus, and the manager of the department in which Roberta worked. 

But this in itself, as Mason and the Aldens themselves at once felt, was something which 

assuredly could not be taken to mean that the nephew of so great a man could be accused of the 

murder of Roberta. Wealth! Position! Indeed, in the face of such an accusation Mason was 

inclined to pause and consider. For the social difference between this man and this girl from his 

point of view seemed great. At that, it might be so. Why not? Was it not likely that a youth of 

such a secure position would possibly more than another, since she was so attractive as Heit had 

said, be the one to be paying casual and secret attention to a girl like Roberta? Did she not work 

in his uncle's factory? And was she not poor? Besides, as Fred Heit had already explained, 

whoever it was that this girl was with at the time of her death, she had not hesitated to cohabit 

with him before marriage. And was that not part and parcel of a rich and sophisticated youth's 

attitude toward a poor girl? By reason of his own early buffetings at the mood of chance and 

established prosperity the idea appealed to him intensely. The wretched rich! The indifferent 

rich! And here were her mother and father obviously believing most firmly in her innocence and 

virtue. 

Further questioning of Mrs. Alden only brought out the fact that she had never seen this 

particular youth, and had never even heard of any other. The only additional data that either she 

or her husband could furnish was that during her last home-coming of a month Roberta had not 

been feeling at all well—drooped about the house and rested a good deal. Also that she had 

written a number of letters which she had given to the postman or placed in the delivery box at 

the road-crossing below. Neither Mr. nor Mrs. Alden knew to whom they were addressed, 

although the postman would be likely to know, as Mason quickly thought. Also, during this 

period, she had been busy making some dresses, at least four. And during the latter part of her 

stay, she had been the recipient of a number of telephone calls—from a certain Mr. Baker, as 

Titus had heard Mr. Wilcox say. Also, on departing, she had taken only such baggage as she had 

brought with her—her small trunk and her bag. The trunk she had checked herself at the station, 

but just where, other than Lycurgus, Titus could not say. 

But now, suddenly, since he was attaching considerable importance to the name Baker, 

there popped into Mason's mind: 



"Clifford Golden! Carl Graham! Clyde Griffiths!" and at once the identity of the intitials 

as well as the related euphony of the names gave him pause. An astounding coincidence truly, if 

this same Clyde Griffiths had nothing to do with this crime! Immediately he was anxious to go 

direct to the mailman and question him. 

But since Titus Alden was important not only as a witness in identifying Roberta's body 

and the contents of the suitcase left by her at Gun Lodge but also to persuade the postman to talk 

freely, he now asked him to dress and accompany him, assuring him that he would allow him to 

return to-morrow. 

After cautioning Mrs. Alden to talk to no one in regard to this, he now proceeded to the 

post office to question the mailman. That individual when found, recalled, upon inquiry, and in 

the presence of Titus who stood like a galvanized corpse by the side of the district attorney, that 

not only had there been a few letters—no less than twelve or fifteen even—handed him by 

Roberta, during her recent stay here, but that all of them had been addressed to some one in 

Lycurgus by the name of—let him see—Clyde Griffiths—no less—care of General Delivery 

there. Forthwith, the district attorney proceeded with him to a local notary's office where a 

deposition was made, after which he called his office, and learning that Roberta's body had been 

brought to Bridgeburg, he drove there with as much speed as he could attain. And once there and 

in the presence of the body along with Titus, Burton Burleigh, Heit and Earl Newcomb, he was 

able to decide for himself, even while Titus, half demented, gazed upon the features of his child, 

first that she truly was Roberta Alden and next as to whether he considered her of the type who 

would wantonly yield herself to such a liaison as the registration at Grass Lake seemed to 

indicate. He decided he did not. This was a case of sly, evil seduction as well as murder. Oh, the 

scoundrel! And still at large. Almost the political value of all this was obscured by an angry 

social resentfulness against men of means in general. 

But this particular contact with the dead, made at ten o'clock at night in the receiving 

parlors of the Lutz Brothers, Undertakers, and with Titus Alden falling on his knees by the side 

of his daughter and emotionally carrying her small, cold hands to his lips while he gazed 

feverishly and protestingly upon her waxy face, framed by her long brown hair, was scarcely 

such as to promise an unbiased or even legal opinion. The eyes of all those present were wet with 

tears. 

And now Titus Alden injected a new and most dramatic note into the situation. For while 

the Lutz Brothers, with three of their friends who kept an automobile shop next door, Everett 

Beeker, the present representative of the Bridgeburg Republican, and Sam Tacksun, the editor 

and publisher of the Democrat, awesomely gazed over or between the heads of each other from 

without a side door which gave into the Lutzs' garage, he suddenly rose and moving wildly 

toward Mason, exclaimed: "I want you to find the scoundrel who did this, Mr. District Attorney. 

I want him to be made to suffer as this pure, good girl has been made to suffer. She's been 

murdered—that's all. No one but a murderer would take a girl out on a lake like that and strike 

her as any one can see she has been struck." He gestured toward his dead child. "I have no 

money to help prosecute a scoundrel like that. But I will work. I will sell my farm." 



His voice broke and seemingly he was in danger of falling as he turned toward Roberta 

again. And now, Orville Mason, swept into this father's stricken and yet retaliatory mood, 

pressed forward to exclaim: "Come away, Mr. Alden. We know this is your daughter. I swear all 

you gentlemen as witnesses to this identification. And if it shall be proved that this little girl of 

yours was murdered, as it now seems, I promise you, Mr. Alden, faithfully and dutifully as the 

district attorney of this county, that no time or money or energy on my part will be spared to 

track down this scoundrel and hale him before the proper authorities! And if the justice of 

Cataraqui County is what I think it is, you can leave him to any jury which our local court will 

summon. And you won't need to sell your farm, either." 

Mr. Mason, because of his deep, if easily aroused, emotion, as well as the presence of the 

thrilled audience, was in his most forceful as well as his very best oratorical mood. 

And one of the Lutz Brothers—Ed—the recipient of all of the county coroner's 

business—was moved to exclaim: 

"That's the ticket, Orville. You're the kind of a district attorney we like." And Everett 

Beeker now called out: "Go to it, Mr. Mason. We're with you to a man when it comes to that." 

And Fred Heit, as well as his assistant, touched by Mason's dramatic stand, his very picturesque 

and even heroic appearance at the moment, now crowded closer, Heit to take his friend by the 

hand, Earl to exclaim: "More power to you, Mr. Mason. We'll do all we can, you bet. And don't 

forget that bag that she left at Gun Lodge is over at your office. I gave it to Burton two hours 

ago." 

"That's right, too. I was almost forgetting that," exclaimed Mason, most calmly and 

practically at the moment, the previous burst of oratory and emotion having by now been 

somehow merged in his own mind with the exceptional burst of approval which up to this hour 

he had never experienced in any case with which previously he had been identified. 

  



Chapter 5 

As he proceeded to his office, accompanied by Alden and the officials in this case, his 

thought was running on the motive of this heinous crime—the motive. And because of his 

youthful sexual deprivations, his mind now tended continually to dwell on that. And meditating 

on the beauty and charm of Roberta, contrasted with her poverty and her strictly moral and 

religious upbringing, he was convinced that in all likelihood this man or boy, whoever he was, 

had seduced her and then later, finding himself growing tired of her, had finally chosen this way 

to get rid of her—this deceitful, alleged marriage trip to the lake. And at once he conceived an 

enormous personal hate for the man. The wretched rich! The idle rich! The wastrel and evil 

rich—a scion or representative of whom this young Clyde Griffiths was. If he could but catch 

him. 

At the same time it now suddenly occurred to him that because of the peculiar 

circumstances attending this case—this girl cohabiting with this man in this way—she might be 

pregnant. And at once this suspicion was sufficient, not only to make him sexually curious in 

regard to all the details of the life and courtship that had led to this—but also very anxious to 

substantiate for himself whether his suspicions were true. Immediately he began to think of a 

suitable doctor to perform an autopsy—if not here, then in Utica or Albany— also of 

communicating to Heit his suspicions in the connection, and of having this, as well as the import 

of the blows upon her face, determined. 

But in regard to the bag and its contents, which was the immediate matter before him, he 

was fortunate in finding one additional bit of evidence of the greatest importance. For, apart from 

the dresses and hats made by Roberta, her lingerie, a pair of red silk garters purchased at 

Braunstein's in Lycurgus and still in their original box, there was the toilet set presented by 

Clyde to her the Christmas before. And with it the small, plain white card, on which Clyde had 

written: "For Bert from Clyde—Merry Xmas." But no family name. And the writing a hurried 

scrawl, since it had been written at a time when Clyde was most anxious to be elsewhere than 

with her. 

At once it occurred to Mason—how odd that the presence of this toilet set in this bag, 

together with the card, should not have been known to the slayer. But if it were, and he had not 

removed the card, could it be possible that this same Clyde was the slayer? Would a man 

contemplating murder fail to see a card such as this, with his own handwriting on it? What sort 

of a plotter and killer would that be? Immediately afterward he thought: Supposing the presence 

of this card could be concealed until the day of the trial and then suddenly produced, assuming 

the criminal denied any intimacy with the girl, or having given her any toilet set? And for the 

present he took the card and put it in his pocket, but not before Earl Newcomb, looking at it 

carefully, had observed: "I'm not positive, Mr. Mason, but that looks to me like the writing on the 

register up at Big Bittern." And at once Mason replied: "Well, it won't take long to establish the 

fact." 

He then signaled Heit to follow him into an adjoining chamber, where once alone with 

him, free from the observation and hearing of the others, he began: "Well, Fred, you see it was 

just as you thought. She did know who she was going with." (He was referring to his own advice 



over the telephone from Biltz that Mrs. Alden had provided him with definite information as to 

the criminal.) "But you couldn't guess in a thousand years unless I told you." He leaned over and 

looked at Heit shrewdly. 

"I don't doubt it, Orville. I haven't the slightest idea." 

"Well, you know of Griffiths & Company, of Lycurgus?" 

"Not the collar people?" 

"Yes, the collar people." 

"Not the son." Fred Heit's eyes opened wider than they had in years. His wide, brown 

hand grasped the end of his beard. 

"No, not the son. A nephew!" 

"Nephew! Of Samuel Griffiths? Not truly!" The old, moral-religious, politic-commercial 

coroner stroked his beard again and stared. 

"The fact seems to point that way, Fred, now at least. I'm going down there yet to-night, 

though, and I hope to know a lot more to-morrow. But this Alden girl—they're the poorest kind 

of farm people, you know—worked for Griffiths & Company in Lycurgus and this nephew, 

Clyde Griffiths, as I understand it, is in charge of the department in which she worked." 

"Tst! Tst! Tst!" interjected the coroner. 

"She was home for a month—sick" (he emphasized the word) "just before she went on 

this trip last Tuesday. And during that time she wrote him at least ten letters, and maybe more. I 

got that from the rural delivery man. I have his affidavit here." He tapped his coat. "All 

addressed to Clyde Griffiths in Lycurgus. I even have his house number. And the name of the 

family with whom she lived. I telephoned down there from Biltz. I'm going to take the old man 

with me tonight in case anything comes up that he might know about." 

"Yes, yes, Orville. I understand. I see. But a Griffiths!" And once more he clucked with 

his tongue. 

"But what I want to talk to you about is the inquest," now went on Mason quickly and 

sharply. "You know I've been thinking that it couldn't have been just because he didn't want to 

marry her that he wanted to kill her. That doesn't seem reasonable to me," and he added the 

majority of the thoughts that had caused him to conclude that Roberta was pregnant. And at once 

Heit agreed with him. 

"Well, then that means an autopsy," Mason resumed. "As well as medical opinion as to 

the nature of those wounds. We'll have to know beyond a shadow of a doubt, Fred, and before 

that body is taken away from here, whether that girl was killed before she was thrown out of that 



boat, or just stunned and then thrown out, or the boat upset. That's very vital to the case, as you 

know. We'll never be able to do anything unless we're positive about those things. But what 

about the medical men around here? Do you think any of them will be able to do all these things 

in a shipshape way so that what they say will hold water in court." 

Mason was dubious. Already he was building his case. 

"Well, as to that, Orville," Heit replied slowly, "I can't say exactly. You'd be a better 

judge, maybe, than I would. I've already asked Dr. Mitchell to step over to-morrow and take a 

look at her. Also Betts. But if there's any other doctor you'd rather have—Bavo or Lincoln of 

Coldwater—how about Bavo?" 

"I'd rather have Webster, of Utica," went on Mason, "or Beemis, or both. Four or five 

opinions in a case like this won't be any too many." 

And Heit, sensing the importance of the great responsibility now resting on him, added: 

"Well, I guess you're right, Orville. Maybe four or five would be better than one or two. That 

means, though, that the inquest will have to be postponed for a day or two more, till we get these 

men here." 

"Quite right! Quite right," went on Mason, "but that will be a good thing, too, as long as 

I'm going down to Lycurgus to-night to see what I can find out. You never can tell. I may catch 

up with him. I hope so, anyhow, or if not that, then I may come upon something that'll throw 

some extra light on this. For this is going to be a big thing, Fred. I can see that—the most 

difficult case that ever came my way, or yours, either,—and we can't be too careful as to how we 

move from now on. He's likely to be rich, you see, and if he is he'll fight. Besides there's that 

family down there to back him up." 

He ran a nervous hand through his shock of hair, then added: "Well, that's all right too. 

The next thing to do is to get Beemis and Webster of Utica—better wire them to-night, eh, or call 

them up. And Sprull of Albany, and then, to keep peace in the family around here, perhaps we'd 

better have Lincoln and Betts over here. And maybe Bavo." He permitted himself the faintest 

shadow of a smile. "In the meantime, I'll be going along, Fred. Arrange to have them come up 

Monday or Tuesday, instead of to-morrow. I expect to be back by then and if so I can be with 

you. If you can, better get 'em up here, Monday—see—the quicker the better—and we'll see 

what we know by then." 

He went to a drawer to secure some extra writs. And then into the outer room to explain 

to Alden the trip that was before him. And to have Burleigh call up his wife, to whom he 

explained the nature of his work and haste and that he might not be back before Monday. 

And all the way down to Utica, which took three hours, as well as a wait of one hour 

before a train for Lycurgus could be secured, and an additional hour and twenty minutes on that 

train, which set them down at about seven, Orville Mason was busy extracting from the broken 

and gloomy Titus, as best he could, excerpts from his own as well as Roberta's humble past—her 

generosity, loyalty, virtue, sweetness of heart, and the places and conditions under which 



previously she had worked, and what she had received, and what she had done with the money—

a humble story which he was quite able to appreciate. 

Arriving at Lycurgus with Titus by his side, he made his way as quickly as possible to the 

Lycurgus House, where he took a room for the father in order that he might rest. And after that to 

the office of the local district attorney, from whom he must obtain authority to proceed, as well 

as an officer who would execute his will for him here. And then being supplied with a stalwart 

detective in plain clothes, he proceeded to Clyde's room in Taylor Street, hoping against hope 

that he might find him there. But Mrs. Peyton appearing and announcing that Clyde lived there 

but that at present he was absent (having gone the Tuesday before to visit friends at Twelfth 

Lake, she believed), he was rather painfully compelled to announce, first, that he was the district 

attorney of Cataraqui County, and, next, that because of certain suspicious circumstances in 

connection with the drowning of a girl in Big Bittern, with whom they had reason to believe that 

Clyde was at the time, they would now be compelled to have access to his room, a statement 

which so astonished Mrs. Peyton that she fell back, an expression of mixed amazement, horror, 

and unbelief overspreading her features. 

"Not Mr. Clyde Griffiths! Oh, how ridiculous! Why, he's the nephew of Mr. Samuel 

Griffiths and very well known here. I'm sure they can tell you all about him at their residence, if 

you must know. But anything like—oh, impossible!" And she looked at both Mason and the 

local detective who was already displaying his official badge, as though she doubted both their 

honesty and authority. 

At the same time, the detective, being all too familiar with such circumstances, had 

already placed himself beyond Mrs. Peyton at the foot of the stairs leading to the floor above. 

And Mason now drew from his pocket a writ of search, which he had been careful to secure. 

"I am sorry, Madam, but I am compelled to ask you to show us his room. This is a search 

warrant and this officer is here at my direction." And at once struck by the futility of contending 

with the law, she now nervously indicated Clyde's room, feeling still that some insane and most 

unfair and insulting mistake was being made. 

But the two having proceeded to Clyde's room, they began to look here and there. At 

once both noted one small and not very strong trunk, locked and standing in one corner, which 

Mr. Faunce, the detective, immediately began to lift to decide upon its weight and strength, while 

Mason began to examine each particular thing in the room—the contents of all drawers and 

boxes, as well as the pockets of all clothes. And in the chiffonier drawers, along with some 

discarded underwear and shirts and a few old invitations from the Trumbulls, Starks, Griffiths, 

and Harriets, he now found a memorandum sheet which Clyde had carried home from his desk 

and on which he had written: "Wednesday, Feb. 20th, dinner at Starks"— and below that, 

"Friday, 22nd, Trumbulls"—and this handwriting Mason at once compared with that on the card 

in his pocket, and being convinced by the similarity that he was in the room of the right man, he 

took the invitations and then looked toward the trunk which the detective was now 

contemplating. 

"What about this, chief? Will you take it away or open it here?" 



"I think," said Mason solemnly, "we'd better open that right here, Faunce. I'll send for it 

afterwards, but I want to see what's in it now." And at once the detective extracted from his 

pocket a heavy chisel, while he began looking around for a hammer. 

"It isn't very strong," he said, "I think I can kick it open if you say so." 

At this point, Mrs. Peyton, most astounded by these developments, and anxious to avoid 

any such rough procedure, exclaimed: "You can have a hammer if you wish, but why not wait 

and send for a key man? Why, I never heard of such a thing in all my life." 

However, the detective having secured the hammer and jarred the lock loose, there lay 

revealed in a small top crate various unimportant odds and ends of Clyde's wardrobe—socks, 

collars, ties, a muffler, suspenders, a discarded sweater, a pair of not too good high-top winter 

shoes, a cigarette holder, a red lacquer ash tray, and a pair of skates. But in addition among these, 

in the corner in one compact bundle, the final fifteen letters of Roberta, written him from Biltz, 

together with a small picture of herself given him the year before, as well as another small 

bundle consisting of all the notes and invitations written him by Sondra up to the time she had 

departed for Pine Point, The letters written from there Clyde had taken with him—laid next his 

heart. And, even more incriminating, a third bundle, consisting of eleven letters from his mother, 

the first two addressed to Harry Tenet, care of general delivery, Chicago—a most suspicious 

circumstance on the surface—whereas the others of the bundle were addressed to Clyde 

Griffiths, not only care of the Union League, Chicago, but to Lycurgus. 

Without waiting further to see what else the trunk might contain, the district attorney 

began opening these and reading—first three from Roberta, after which the reason she had gone 

to Biltz was made perfectly plain—then the three first letters from his mother, on most 

pathetically commonplace stationery, as he could see, hinting at the folly of the life as well as the 

nature of the accident that had driven him from Kansas City, and at the same time advising him 

most solicitously and tenderly as to the proper path for his feet in the future, the general effect of 

which was to convey to a man of Mason's repressed temperament and limited social experience 

the impression that from the very beginning this individual had been of a loose, wayward and 

errant character. 

At the same time, and to his surprise, he now learned that except for what his rich uncle 

might have done for him here, Clyde was obviously of a poor, as well as highly religious, branch 

of the Griffiths family, and while ordinarily this might have influenced him in Clyde's favor a 

little, still now, in view of the notes of Sondra, as well as the pathetic letters of Roberta and his 

mother's reference to some earlier crime in Kansas City, he was convinced that not only was 

Clyde of such a disposition as could plot such a crime but also one who could execute it in cold 

blood. That crime in Kansas City. He must wire the district attorney there for particulars. 

And with this thought in mind, he now scanned more briefly but none the less sharply 

and critically the various notes or invitations or love messages from Sondra, all on heavily 

perfumed and monogrammed stationery, which grew more and more friendly and intimate as the 

correspondence progressed, until toward the last they invariably began: 



"Clydie-Mydie," or "Sweetest Black Eyes," or "My sweetest boy," and were signed 

"Sonda," or "Your own Sondra." And some of them dated so recently as May 10th, May 15th, 

May 26th, or up to the very time at which, as he instantly noted, Roberta's most doleful letters 

began to arrive. 

It was all so plain, now. One secretly betrayed girl in the background while he had the 

effrontery to ingratiate himself into the affections of another, this time obviously one of much 

higher social position here. 

Although fascinated and staggered by this interesting development, he at the same time 

realized that this was no hour in which to sit meditating. Far from it. This trunk must be 

transferred at once to his hotel. Later he must go forth to find out, if he could, exactly where this 

individual was, and arrange for his capture. And while he ordered the detective to call up the 

police department and arrange for the transfer of the trunk to his room at the Lycurgus House, he 

hurried next to the residence of Samuel Griffiths, only to learn that no member of the family was 

then in the city. They were all at Greenwood Lake. But a telephone message to that place 

brought the information that in so far as they knew, this same Clyde Griffiths, their nephew, was 

at the Cranston lodge on Twelfth Lake, near Sharon, adjoining the Finchley lodge. The name 

Finchley, together with the town of Sharon, being already identified in Mason's mind with Clyde, 

he at once decided that if he were still anywhere in this region, he would be there— at the 

summer home perhaps of this girl who had written him the various notes and invitations he had 

seen—this Sondra Finchley. Also had not the captain of the "Cygnus" declared that he had seen 

the youth who had come down from Three Mile Bay debark there? Eureka! He had him! 

And at once, after meditating sharply on the wisdom of his course, he decided to proceed 

to Sharon and Pine Point himself. But in the meantime being furnished with an accurate 

description of Clyde, he now furnished this as well as the fact that he was wanted for murder, not 

only to the district attorney and the chief of police of Lycurgus, but to Newton Slack, the sheriff 

at Bridgeburg, as well as to Heit and his own assistant, urging all three to proceed at once to 

Sharon, where he would meet them. 

At the same time, speaking as though for Mrs. Peyton, he now called upon the long 

distance telephone the Cranston lodge at Pine Point, and getting the butler on the wire, inquired 

whether Mr. Clyde Griffiths chanced to be there. "Yes sir, he is, sir, but he's not here now, sir. I 

think he's on a camping party farther up the lake, sir. Any message, sir?" And in response to 

further inquiries, he replied that he could not say exactly—a party had gone, presumably, to Bear 

Lake some thirty miles farther up, but when it would return he could not say—not likely before a 

day or two. But distinctly this same Clyde was with that party. 

And at once Mason recalled the sheriff at Bridgeburg, instructing him to take four or five 

deputies with him so that the searching party might divide at Sharon and seize this same Clyde 

wherever he chanced to be. And throw him in jail at Bridgeburg, where he could explain, with all 

due process of law, the startling circumstances that thus far seemed to unescapably point to him 

as the murderer of Roberta Alden. 

  



Chapter 6 

In the interim the mental state of Clyde since that hour when, the water closing over 

Roberta, he had made his way to the shore, and then, after changing his clothes, had 

subsequently arrived at Sharon and the lakeside lodge of the Cranstons, was almost one of 

complete mental derangement, mainly caused by fear and confusion in his own mind as to 

whether he did or did not bring about her untimely end. At the same time at the lakeside the 

realization that if by any chance he were then and there found, skulking south rather than 

returning north to the inn at Big Bittern to report this seeming accident, there would be sufficient 

hardness and cruelty to the look of it all to convince any one that a charge of murder should be 

made against him, had fiercely tortured him. For, as he now saw it, he really was not guilty—was 

he, since at the last moment he had experienced that change of heart? 

But who was going to believe that now, since he did not go back to explain? And it 

would never do to go back now! For if Sondra should hear that he had been on this lake with this 

factory girl— that he had registered with her as husband and wife...God! 

And then trying to explain to his uncle afterwards, or his cold, hard cousin—or all those 

smart, cynical Lycurgus people! No! No! Having gone so far he must go on. Disaster—if not 

death—lay in the opposite direction. He would have to make the best of this terrible situation—

make the best of this plan that had ended so strangely and somewhat exculpatorily for him. 

And yet these woods! This approaching night. The eerie loneliness and danger of it all 

now. How now to do, what to say, if met by any one. He was so confused—mentally and 

nervously sick. The crackle of a twig and he leaped forward as a hare. 

And in this state it was that, after having recovered his bag and changed his clothes, 

wringing out his wet suit and attempting to dry it, then packing it in his bag under some dry 

twigs and pine-needles and burying the tripod beneath a rotting log, that he plunged into the 

woods after night had fallen. Yet meditating more and more on his very strange and perilous 

position. For supposing, just as he had unintentionally struck at her, and they had fallen into the 

water and she uttered those piercing and appealing cries, there had been some one on the shore—

some one watching—one of those strong, hardy men whom he had seen loitering about during 

the day and who might even at this moment be sounding a local alarm that would bring a score 

of such men to the work of hunting for him this very night! A man hunt! And they would take 

him back and no one would ever believe that he had not intentionally struck her! They might 

even lynch him before he could so much as secure a fair trial. It was possible. It had been done. 

A rope around his neck. Or shot down in these woods, maybe. And without an opportunity to 

explain how it had all come about—how harried and tortured he had been by her for so long. 

They would never understand that. 

And so thinking he hurried faster and faster—as fast as strong and serried and brambly 

young firs and dead branches that cracked most ominously at times would permit, thinking 

always as he went that the road to Three Mile Bay must be to his right hand, the moon to his left 

when it should rise. 



But, God, what was that? 

Oh, that terrible sound! 

Like a whimpering, screeching spirit in this dark! 

There! 

What was it? 

He dropped his bag and in a cold sweat sunk down, crouching behind a tall, thick tree, 

rigid and motionless with fear. 

That sound! 

But only a screech-owl! He had heard it several weeks before at the Cranston lodge. But 

here! In this wood! This dark! He must be getting on and out of here. There was no doubt of that. 

He must not be thinking such horrible, fearful thoughts, or he would not be able to keep up his 

strength or courage at all. 

But that look in the eyes of Roberta! That last appealing look! God! He could not keep 

from seeing it! Her mournful, terrible screams! Could he not cease from hearing them—until he 

got out of here anyhow? 

Had she understood, when he struck her, that it was not intentional— a mere gesture of 

anger and protest? Did she know that now, wherever she was—in the bottom of the lake—or 

here in the dark of these woods beside him, mayhap? Ghosts! Hers. But he must get out of this—

out of this! He must—and yet the safety of these woods, too. He must not be too brash in 

stepping out into any road, either. Pedestrians! People in search of him, maybe! But did people 

really live after death? Were there ghosts? And did they know the truth? Then she must know—

but how he plotted before that, too. And what would she think of that! And was she here now 

reproachfully and gloomily pursuing him with mistaken accusations, as true as it might be that he 

had intended to kill her at first? He had! He had! And that was the great sin, of course. Even 

though he had not killed her, yet something had done it for him! That was true. 

But ghosts—God—spirits that might pursue you after they were dead, seeking to expose 

and punish you—seeking to set people on your track, maybe! Who could tell? His mother had 

confessed to him and Frank and Esta and Julia that she believed in ghosts. 

And then at last the moon, after three such hours of stumbling, listening, waiting, 

perspiring, trembling. No one in sight now, thank God! And the stars overhead—bright and yet 

soft, as at Pine Point where Sondra was. If she could see him now, slipping away from Roberta 

dead in that lake, his own hat upon the waters there! If she could have heard Roberta's cries! 

How strange, that never, never, never would he be able to tell her that because of her, her beauty, 

his passion for her and all that she had come to mean to him, he had been able 

to...to...to...well, attempt this terrible thing—kill a girl whom once he had loved. And all his life 



he would have this with him, now,—this thought! He would never be able to shake it off—never, 

never, never. And he had not thought of that, before. It was a terrible thing in its way, just that, 

wasn't it? 

But then suddenly there in the dark, at about eleven o'clock, as he afterwards guessed, the 

water having stopped his watch, and after he had reached the highroad to the west—and walked 

a mile or two,— those three men, quick, like ghosts coming out of the shadow of the woods. He 

thought at first that having seen him at the moment he had struck Roberta or the moment 

afterward, they had now come to take him. The sweating horror of that moment! And that boy 

who had held up the light the better to see his face. And no doubt he had evinced most suspicious 

fear and perturbation, since at the moment he was most deeply brooding on all that had 

happened, terrorized really by the thought that somehow, in some way, he had left some clue that 

might lead directly to him. And he did jump back, feeling that these were men sent to seize him. 

But at that moment, the foremost, a tall, bony man, without appearing to be more than amused at 

his obvious cowardice, had called, "Howdy, stranger!" while the youngest, without appearing to 

be suspicious at all, had stepped forward and then turned up the light. And it was then that he had 

begun to understand that they were just countrymen or guides—not a posse in pursuit of him—

and that if he were calm and civil they would have no least suspicion that he was the murderer 

that he was. 

But afterward he had said to himself—"But they will remember me, walking along this 

lonely road at this hour with this bag, won't they?" And so at once he had decided that he must 

hurry—hurry— and not be seen by any others anywhere there. 

Then, hours later and just as the moon was lowering toward the west, a sickly yellow 

pallor overspreading the woods and making the night even more wretched and wearisome, he 

had come to Three Mile Bay itself—a small collection of native and summer cottages nestling at 

the northernmost end of what was known as the Indian Chain. And in it, as he could see from a 

bend in the road, a few pale lights still twinkling. Stores. Houses. Street lamps. But all dim in the 

pale light—so dim and eerie to him. One thing was plain—at this hour and dressed as he was and 

with his bag in hand, he could not enter there. That would be to fix curiosity as well as suspicion 

on him, assuredly, if any one was still about. And as the launch that ran between this place and 

Sharon, from whence he would proceed to Pine Point, did not leave until eight-thirty, he must 

hide away in the meantime and make himself as presentable as possible. 

And accordingly re-entering a thicket of pines that descended to the very borders of the 

town, there to wait until morning, being able to tell by a small clock-face which showed upon the 

sides of a small church tower, when the hour for emerging had arrived. But, in the interim 

debating,—"Was it wise so to do?" For who might not be here to wait for him? Those three 

men—or some one else who might have seen?—Or an officer, notified from somewhere else. 

Yet deciding after a time that it was best to go just the same. For to stalk along in the woods west 

of this lake—and by night rather than day—seeing that by day he might be seen, and when by 

taking this boat he could reach in an hour and a half—or two hours at the most—the Cranston 

lodge at Sharon, whereas by walking he would not arrive until to-morrow,—was not that unwise, 

more dangerous? Besides, he had promised Sondra and Bertine that he would be there Tuesday. 

And here it was Friday! Again, by tomorrow, might not a hue and cry be on—his description 



sent here and there—whereas this morning—well, how could Roberta have been found as yet? 

No, no. Better this way. For who knew him here—or could identify him as yet with either Carl 

Graham or Clifford Golden. Best go this way,—speedily, before anything else in connection with 

her developed. Yes, yes. And finally, the clock-hands pointing to eight-ten, making his way out, 

his heart beating heavily as he did so. 

At the foot of this street was the launch which steamed from here to Sharon. And as he 

loitered he observed the bus from Raquette Lake approaching. It now occurred to him, if he 

encountered any one he knew on the steamer dock or boat, could he not say that he was fresh 

from Raquette Lake, where Sondra, as well as Bertine, had many friends, or in case they 

themselves came down on the boat, that he had been there the day before. What matter whose 

name or lodge he mentioned—an invented one, if need be. 

And so, at last, making his way to the boat and boarding it. And later at Sharon, leaving it 

again and without, as he thought, appearing to attract any particular attention at either end. For, 

although there were some eleven passengers, all strangers to him, still no one other than a young 

country girl in a blue dress and a white straw hat, whom he guessed to be from this vicinity, 

appeared to pay any particular attention to him. And her glances were admiring rather than 

otherwise, although sufficient, because of his keen desire for secrecy, to cause him to retire to the 

rear of the boat, whereas the others appeared to prefer the forward deck. And once in Sharon, 

knowing that the majority were making for the railway station to catch the first morning train 

down, he followed briskly in their wake, only to turn into the nearest lunch-room in order to 

break the trail, as he hoped. For although he had walked the long distance from Big Bittern to 

Three Mile Bay, and previously had rowed all afternoon, and merely made a pretense of eating 

the lunch which Roberta had prepared at Grass Lake, still even now he was not hungry. Then 

seeing a few passengers approaching from the station, yet none whom he knew, he joined these 

again as though just coming to the inn and launch from the train. 

For at this time there had come to him the thought that this south train from Albany, as 

well as Utica being due here at this hour, it was only natural that he should seem to come on that. 

Pretending first, therefore, to be going to the station, yet stopping en route to telephone Bertine 

and Sondra that he was here, and being assured that a car rather than a launch would be sent for 

him, he explained that he would be waiting on the west veranda of the inn. En route also he 

stopped at a news stand for a morning paper, although he knew there could be nothing in it as 

yet. And he had barely crossed to the veranda of the inn and seated himself before the Cranston 

car approached. 

And in response to the greeting of the Cranston family chauffeur, whom he knew well, 

and who smiled most welcomingly, he was now able to achieve a seemingly easy and genial 

smile, though still inwardly troubled by his great dread. For no doubt by now, as he persistently 

argued with himself, the three men whom he had met had reached Big Bittern. And by now both 

Roberta and he must assuredly have been missed, and maybe, who knows, the upturned boat 

with his hat and her veil discovered! If so, might they not have already reported that they had 

seen such a man as himself, carrying a bag, and making his way to the south in the night? And, if 

so, would not that, regardless of whether the body was found or not, cause them to become 

dubious as to whether a double drowning had occurred? And supposing by some strange chance 



her body should come to the surface? Then what? And might there not be a mark left by that 

hard blow he had given her? If so, would they not suspect murder, and his body not coming up 

and those men describing the man they had seen, would not Clifford Golden or Carl Graham be 

suspected of murder? 

But neither Clifford Golden nor Carl Graham were Clyde Griffiths by any means. And 

they could not possibly identify Clyde Griffiths— with either Clifford Golden or Carl Graham. 

For had he not taken every precaution, even searching through Roberta's bag and purse there at 

Grass Lake while at his request after breakfast she had gone back to see about the lunch? Had he 

not? True, he had found those two letters from that girl, Theresa Bouser, addressed to Roberta at 

Biltz, and he had destroyed them before ever leaving for Gun Lodge. And as for that toilet set in 

its original case, with the label "Whitely-Lycurgus" on it, while it was true that he had been 

compelled to leave that, still might not any one—Mrs. Clifford Golden, or Mrs. Carl Graham—

have bought that in Whitely's, and so without the possibility of its being traced to him? 

Assuredly. And as for her clothes, even assuming that they did go to prove her identity, would it 

not be assumed, by her parents as well as others, that she had gone on this trip with a strange 

man by the name of Golden or Graham, and would they not want that hushed up without further 

ado? At any rate, he would hope for the best—keep up his nerve, put on a strong, pleasant, 

cheerful front here, so that no one would think of him as the one, since he had not actually killed 

her, anyhow. 

Here he was in this fine car. And Sondra, as well as Bertine, waiting for him. He would 

have to say that he was just up from Albany—had been on some errand over there for his uncle 

which had taken all of this time since Tuesday. And while he should be blissfully happy with 

Sondra, still here were all of those dreadful things of which now all of the time he would be 

compelled to think. The danger that in some inadvertent way he had not quite covered all the 

tracks that might lead to him. And if he had not! Exposure! Arrest! Perhaps a hasty and unjust 

conviction— punishment, even! Unless he was able to explain about that accidental blow. The 

end of all his dreams in connection with Sondra—Lycurgus—the great life that he had hoped for 

himself. But could he explain as to that? Could he? God! 

  



Chapter 7 

From Friday morning until the following Tuesday noon, moving amid such scenes as 

previously had so exhilarated and enthralled him, Clyde was now compelled to suffer the most 

frightful fears and dreads. For, although met by Sondra, as well as Bertine, at the door of the 

Cranston lodge, and shown by them to the room he was to occupy, he could not help but contrast 

every present delight here with the danger of his immediate and complete destruction. 

As he had entered, Sondra had poutingly whispered, so that Bertine might not hear: 

"Baddie! Staying down there a whole week when you might have been up here. And Sondra 

planning everything for you! You ought to have a good spanking. I was going to call up to-day to 

see where you were." Yet at the same time her eyes conveying the infatuation that now 

dominated her. 

And he, in spite of his troubled thoughts achieving a gay smile,— for once in her 

presence even the terror of Roberta's death, his own present danger appeared to dwindle. If only 

all went well, now,—nothing were traced to him! A clear path! A marvelous future! Her beauty! 

Her love! Her wealth. And yet, after being ushered to his room, his bag having been carried in 

before him, at once becoming nervous as to the suit. It was damp and wrinkled. He must hide it 

on one of the upper shelves of a closet, maybe. And the moment he was alone and the door 

locked, taking it out, wet and wrinkled, the mud of the shores of Big Bittern still about the legs—

yet deciding perhaps not—perhaps he had better keep it locked in his bag until night when he 

could better decide what to do. Yet tying up in a single bundle, in order to have them laundered, 

other odds and ends he had worn that day. And, as he did so, terribly, sickeningly conscious of 

the mystery and drama as well as the pathos of his life—all he had contacted since his arrival in 

the east, how little he had in his youth. How little he had now, really. The spaciousness and 

grandeur of this room as contrasted with the one he occupied in Lycurgus. The strangeness of his 

being here at all after yesterday. The blue waters of this bright lake without as contrasted with 

the darker ones of Big Bittern. And on the green-sward that reached from this bright, strong, 

rambling house, with its wide veranda and striped awnings to the shore of the lake itself, Stuart 

Finchley and Violet Taylor, together with Frank Harriet and Wynette Phant, in the smartest of 

sport clothes, playing tennis, while Bertine and Harley Baggott tolled in the shade of a striped 

marquee swing. 

And, he himself, after bathing and dressing, assuming a jocular air although his nerves 

remained tense and his mood apprehensive. And then descending to where Sondra and Burchard 

Taylor and Jill Trumbull were laughing over some amusing experiences in connection with 

motor-boating the day before. Jill Trumbull called to him as he came out: "Hello, Clyde! Been 

playing hookey or what? I haven't seen you in I don't know when." And he, after smiling 

wistfully at Sondra, craving as never before her sympathy as well as her affection, drawing 

himself up on the railing of the veranda and replying, as smoothly as he could: "Been working 

over at Albany since Tuesday. Hot down there. It's certainly fine to be up here to-day. Who's all 

up?" And Jill Trumbull, smiling: "Oh, nearly every one, I guess. I saw Vanda over at the 

Randalls' yesterday. And Scott wrote Bertine he was coming to the Point next Tuesday. It looks 

to me as though no one was going over to Greenwood much this year." And then a long and 

intense discussion as to why Greenwood was no longer what it had been. And then Sondra 



exclaiming: "That reminds me! I have to phone Bella to-day. She promised to come up to that 

horse show over at Bristol week after next, sure." And then more talk of horses and dogs. And 

Clyde, listening intently in his anxiety to seem an integral part of it all, yet brooding on all that 

so desperately concerned him. Those three men. Roberta. Maybe they had found her body by 

now—who could tell, yet saying to himself—why so fearsome? Was it likely that in that depth of 

water—fifty feet maybe, for all he knew—that they would find her? Or that they could ever 

identify him with Clifford Golden or Carl Graham? How could they? Hadn't he really and truly 

covered his tracks except for those three men? Those three men! He shivered, as with cold, in 

spite of himself. 

And then Sondra, sensing a note of depression about him. (She had determined from his 

obvious lack of equipment on his first visit that perhaps the want of money was at the bottom of 

his present mood, and so proposed later this day to extract seventy-five dollars from her purse 

and force that upon him in order that at no point where petty expenditures should be required, 

should he feel the least bit embarrassed during his stay this time.) And after a few moments, 

thinking of the short golf course, with its variety of concealing hazards for unseen kisses and 

embraces, she now jumped up with: "Who's for a mixed foursome? Come on, Jill, Clyde, Burch! 

I'll bet Clyde and I can turn in a lower card than you two can!" 

"I'll take that!" exclaimed Burchard Taylor, rising and straightening his yellow and blue 

striped sweater, "even if I didn't get in until four this morning. How about you, Jilly? If you want 

to make that for the lunches, Sonny, I'll take it." 

And at once Clyde wincing and chilling, for he was thinking of the miserable twenty-five 

dollars left him from all his recent ghastly adventures. And a lunch for four here would cost not 

less than eight or ten dollars! Perhaps more. At the same time, Sondra, noting his expression, 

exclaimed: "That's a go!" and drawing near to Clyde tapped him gently with her toe, exclaiming: 

"But I have to change. I'll be right down. In the meantime, Clyde, I'll tell you what you do—go 

and find Andrew and tell him to get the clubs, will you? We can go over in your boat, can't we, 

Burchy?" And Clyde, hurrying to find Andrew, and thinking of the probable cost of the lunch if 

he and Sondra were defeated, but being caught up with by Sondra and seized by the arm. "Wait a 

minute, honey, I'll be right back." Then dashing up the steps to her room, and in a moment down 

again, a handful of bills she had reserved shut tightly in her little fist: "Here, darling, quick!" she 

whispered, taking hold of one of Clyde's coat pockets and putting the money into it. "Ssh! Not a 

word, now! Hurry! It's to pay for the lunch in case we lose, and some other things. I'll tell you 

afterwards. Oh, but I do love you, baby boy!" And then, her warm, brown eyes fixed on him for 

a moment in profound admiration, dashing up the stairs again, from where she called: "Don't 

stand there, silly! Get the golf clubs! The golf clubs!" And she was gone. 

And Clyde, feeling his pocket and realizing that she had given him much—plenty, no 

doubt, for all of his needs while here, as well as to escape if need be. And exclaiming to himself: 

"Darling!" "Baby girl!" His beautiful, warm, generous Sondra! She loved him so—truly loved 

him. But if ever she should find out! Oh, God! And yet all for her, if she only knew. All for her! 

And then finding Andrew and returning with him carrying the bags. 



And here was Sondra again, dancing down in a smart green knitted sports costume. And 

Jill in a new cap and blouse which made her look like a jockey, laughing at Burchard who was at 

the wheel of the boat. And Sondra calling back to Bertine and Harley Baggott in the swing as she 

was passing: "Hey, fellows! You won't come, eh?" 

"Where?" 

"Casino Golf Club." 

"Oh, too far. See you after lunch on the beach, though." 

And then Burchard shooting the boat out in the lake with a whir that set it bounding like a 

porpoise—and Clyde gazing half in a dream, half delight and hope and the other half a cloud of 

shadow and terror, with arrest and death, maybe, stalking close behind. For in spite of all his 

preliminary planning, he was beginning to feel that he had made a mistake in openly coming out 

of the wood this morning. And yet had it not been best, since the only alternative was that of 

remaining there by day and coming out at night and following the shore road on foot to Sharon? 

That would have required two or three days. And Sondra, anxious as well as curious about the 

delay, might have telephoned to Lycurgus, thereby raising some question in regard to him which 

might have proved dangerous later might it not? 

But here now, this bright day, with seemingly no cares of any kind, for these others at 

least, however dark and bleak his own background might be. And Sondra, all gayety because of 

his presence, now jumping up, her bright scarf held aloft in one hand like a pennant, and 

exclaiming foolishly and gayly: "Cleopatra sailing to meet—to meet—who was it she was sailing 

to meet, anyhow?" 

"Charlie Chaplin," volunteered Taylor, at the same time proceeding to ricochet the boat 

as roughly and erratically as possible in order to make her lose her balance. 

"Oh, you silly!" returned Sondra, spreading her feet sufficiently apart to maintain her 

equilibrium, and adding for the benefit of Burchard: "No, you don't either, Burchy," then 

continuing: "Cleopatra sailing, a-a-oh, I know, aquaplaning," and throwing her head back and her 

arms wide, while the boat continued to jump and lurch like a frightened horse. 

"See if you can upset me now, Burchy," she called. 

And Burchard, throwing the boat from side to side as swiftly as he dared, with Jill 

Trumbull, anxious for her own safety, calling: "Oh, say, what do you want to do? Drown us all?" 

at which Clyde winced and blanched as though struck. 

At once he felt sick, weak. He had never imagined that it was going to be like this; that he 

was going to suffer so. He had imagined that it was all going to be different. And yet here he 

was, blanching at every accidental and unintended word! Why, if he were put to any real test—

an officer descending on him unexpectedly and asking him where he had been yesterday and 

what he knew of Roberta's death—why, he would mumble, shiver, not be able to talk, maybe—



and so give his whole case away wouldn't he! He must brace up, try to look natural, happy—

mustn't he—for this first day at least. 

Fortunately in the speed and excitement of the play, the others seemed not to notice the 

startling effect of the remark upon him, and he managed by degrees to recover his outward 

composure. Then the launch approached the Casino and Sondra, wishing to execute some last 

showy stunt, jumped up and catching the rail pulled herself up, while the boat rolled past only to 

reverse later. And Clyde, because of a happy smile in his direction, was seized by an 

uncontrollable desire for her—her love, sympathy, generosity, courage. And so now, to match 

her smiles, he jumped up and after assisting Jill to the steps, quickly climbed up after her, 

pretending a gayety and enthusiasm that was as hollow inwardly as outwardly it was accurate. 

"Gee! Some athlete you are!" 

And then on the links a little later with her, and under her guidance and direction, playing 

as successful a game as it was possible with his little experience and as troubled as he was. And 

she, because of the great delight of having him all to herself in shadowy hazards where they 

might kiss and embrace, beginning to tell him of a proposed camping trip which she, Frank 

Harriet, Wynette Phant, Burchard Taylor, her brother Stuart, Grant Cranston and Bertine, as well 

as Harley Baggott, Perley Haynes, Jill Trumbull and Violet Taylor, had been organizing for a 

week, and which was to begin on the morrow afternoon, with a motor trip thirty miles up the lake 

and then forty miles east to a lake known as Bear, along which, with tents and equipment, they 

were to canoe to certain beaches and scenes known only to Harley and Frank. Different days, 

different points. The boys would kill squirrels and catch fish for food. Also there would be 

moonlight trips to an inn that could be reached by boat, so they said. A servant or two or three 

from different homes was to accompany them, as well as a chaperon or two. But, oh, the walks in 

the woods! The opportunities for love—canoe trips on the lake—hours of uninterrupted love-

making for at least a week! 

In spite of all that had occurred thus far to give him pause, he could not help thinking that 

whatever happened, was it not best to go? How wonderful to have her love him so! And what 

else here could he do? It would take him out of this, would it not—farther and farther from the 

scene of the—of the—accident and in case any one were looking for any one who looked like 

him, for instance—well, he would not be around where he could be seen and commented 

upon. Those three men. 

Yet, as it now instantly occurred to him, under no circumstances must he leave here 

without first finding out as definitely as possible whether any one was as yet suspected. And 

once at the Casino, and for the moment left alone, he learned on inquiring at the news stand that 

there would be no Albany, Utica, or any local afternoon paper there until seven or seven-thirty. 

He must wait until then to know. 

And so although after the lunch there was swimming and dancing, then a return to the 

Cranstons with Harley Baggott and Bertine— Sondra going to Pine Point, with an agreement to 

meet him afterwards at the Harriets' for dinner—still his mind was on the business of getting 

these papers at the first possible opportunity. Yet unless, as he now saw, he was so fortunate as 



to be able to stop on his way from the Cranstons' to the Harriets' and so obtain one or all, he must 

manage to come over to this Casino in the morning before leaving for Bear Lake. He must have 

them. He must know what, if anything, was either being said or done so far in regard to that 

drowned couple. 

But on his way to Harriets' he was not able to get the papers. They had not come. And 

none at the Harriets' either, when he first arrived. Yet sitting on the veranda about a half hour 

later, talking with the others although brooding as to all this, Sondra herself appeared and said: 

"Oh, say, people! I've got something to tell you. Two people were drowned this morning or 

yesterday up at Big Bittern, so Blanche Locke was telling me just now over the phone. She's up 

at Three Mile Bay today and she says they've found the body of the girl but not the man yet. 

They were drowned in the south part of the lake somewhere, she said." 

At once Clyde sat up, rigid and white, his lips a bloodless line, his eyes fixed not on 

anything here but rather the distant scene at Big Bittern—the tall pines, the dark water closing 

over Roberta. Then they had found her body. And now would they believe that his body was 

down there, too, as he had planned? But, listen! He must hear in spite of his dizziness. 

"Gee, that's tough!" observed Burchard Taylor, stopping his strumming on a mandolin. 

"Anybody we know?" 

"She says she didn't hear yet." 

"I never did like that lake," put in Frank Harriet. "It's too lonely. Dad and I and Mr. 

Randall were up there fishing last summer, but we didn't stay long. It's too gloomy." 

"We were up there three weeks ago—don't you remember, Sondra?" added Harley 

Baggott. "You didn't care for it." 

"Yes, I remember," replied Sondra. "A dreadfully lonely place. I can't imagine any one 

wanting to go up there for anything." 

"Well, I only hope it isn't any one we know from around here," added Burchard, 

thoughtfully. "It would put a crimp in the fun around here for a while, anyhow." 

And Clyde unconsciously wet his dry lips with his tongue and swallowed to moisten his 

already dry throat. 

"I don't suppose any of to-day's papers would have anything about it yet. Has any one 

looked?" inquired Wynette Phant, who had not heard Sondra's opening remark. 

"There ain't no papers," commented Burchard Taylor. "Besides, it's not likely yet, didn't 

Sondra say she just heard it from Blanche Locke over the phone? She's up near there." 

"Oh, yes, that's right." 



And yet might not that small local afternoon paper of Sharon—The Banner, wasn't it—

have something as to this? If only he could see it yet to-night! 

But another thought! For Heaven's sake! It came to him now for the first time. His 

footprints! Were there any in the mud of that shore? He had not even stopped to look, climbing 

out so hastily as he did. And might there not have been? And then would they not know and 

proceed to follow him—the man those three men saw? Clifford Golden! That ride down this 

morning. His going out to the Cranstons' in their car. That wet suit over in the room at the 

Cranstons'! Had any one in his absence been in his room as yet to look, examine, inquire—open 

his bag, maybe? An officer? God! It was there in his bag. But why in his bag or anywhere else 

near him now? Why had he not hidden it before this—thrown it in the lake here, maybe, with a 

stone in it? That would keep it down. God! What was he thinking in the face of such a desperate 

situation as this? Supposing he did need the suit! 

He was now up, standing—mentally and physically frozen really—his eyes touched with 

a stony glaze for the moment. He must get out of here. He must go back there, at once, and 

dispose of that suit— drop it in the lake—hide it somewhere in those woods beyond the house! 

And yet—he could not do that so swiftly, either—leave so instantly after this light conversation 

about the drowning of those two people. How would that look? 

And as instantly there came the thought—no—be calm—show no trace of excitement of 

any kind, if you can manage it—appear cool—make some unimportant remark, if you can. 

And so now, mustering what nervous strength he had, and drawing near to Sondra, he 

said: "Too bad, eh?" Yet in a voice that for all its thinly-achieved normality was on the 

borderline of shaking and trembling. His knees and his hands, also. 

"Yes, it certainly is," replied Sondra, turning to him alone now. "I always hate to hear of 

anything like that, don't you? Mother worries so about Stuart and me fooling around these lakes 

as it is." 

"Yes, I know." His voice was thick and heavy. He could scarcely form the words. They 

were smothered, choked. His lips tightened to a thinner white line than before. His face grew 

paler still. 

"Why, what's the matter, Clydie?" Sondra asked, of a sudden, looking at him more 

closely. "You look so pale! Your eyes. Anything wrong? Aren't you feeling well tonight, or is it 

this light out here?" 

She turned to look at some of the others in order to make sure, then back at him. And he, 

feeling the extreme importance of looking anything but the way she was describing him now 

drew himself up as best he could, and replied: "Oh, no. It must be the light, I guess. Sure, it's the 

light. I had—a—a hard day yesterday, that's all. I shouldn't have come over to-night, I suppose." 

And then achieving the weirdest and most impossible of smiles. And Sondra, gazing most 

sympathetically, adding: "Was he so tired? My Clydie-mydie boy, after his work yesterday. Why 

didn't my baby boy tell me that this morning instead of doing all that we did today? Want me to 



get Frank to run you down to the Cranstons' now? Or maybe you'd like to go up in his room and 

lie down? He won't mind, I know. Shall I ask him?" 

She turned as if to speak to Frank, but Clyde, all but panic-stricken by this latest 

suggestion, and yet angling for an excuse to leave, exclaimed earnestly and yet shakily: "Please, 

please don't, darling. I—I—don't want you to. I'll be all right. I'll go up after a bit if I want to, or 

maybe home a little early, if you're going after a while, but not now. I'm not feeling as good as I 

should, but I'll be all right." 

Sondra, because of his strained and as she now fancied almost peevish tone, desisted 

with: "All right, honey. All right. But if you don't feel well, I wish you would let me get Frank to 

take you down or go upstairs. He won't mind. And then after a while— about ten-thirty—I'll 

excuse myself and you can go down with me to your place. I'll take you there before I go home 

and whoever else wants to go. Won't my baby boy do something like that?" 

And Clyde saying: "Well, I think I'll go up and get a drink, anyhow." And disappearing in 

one of the spacious baths of the Harriet home, locking the door and sitting down and thinking, 

thinking—of Roberta's body recovered, of the possibilities of a bruise of some kind, of the 

possibility of the print of his own feet in the mud and sandy loam of the shore; of that suit over at 

the Cranstons', the men in the wood, Roberta's bag, hat and coat, his own liningless hat left on 

the water—and wondering what next to do. How to act! How to talk! Whether to go downstairs 

to Sondra now and persuade her to go, or whether to stay and suffer and agonize? And what 

would the morrow's papers reveal? What? What? And was it wise, in case there was any news 

which would make it look as though eventually he was to be sought after, or in any way 

connected with this, to go on that proposed camping trip tomorrow! Or, wiser, to run away from 

here? He had some money now. He could go to New York, Boston, New Orleans where Ratterer 

was—but oh, no—not where any one knew him. 

Oh, God! The folly of all his planning in connection with all this to date! The flaws! Had 

he ever really planned it right from the start? Had he ever really imagined, for instance, that 

Roberta's body would be found in that deep water? And yet, here it was— risen so soon—this 

first day—to testify against him! And although he had signed as he had on those registers up 

there, was it not possible now, on account of those three men and that girl on that boat, for him to 

be traced? He must think, think, think! And get out of here as soon as possible, before anything 

really fatal in connection with that suit should happen. 

Growing momentarily weaker and more terrorized, he now decided to return to Sondra 

below, and say that he was really feeling quite sick and that if she did not object he would prefer 

to go home with her, if she could arrange it. And consequently, at ten-thirty, when the evening 

still had hours to go, Sondra announced to Burchard that she was not feeling well and would he 

run her and Clyde and Jill down to her place, but that she would see them all on the morrow in 

time for the proposed departure for Bear Lake. 

And Clyde, though brooding as to whether this early leaving on his part was not another 

of those wretched errors which had seemed to mark every step of this desperate and murderous 

scheme so far, finally entering the swift launch and being raced to the Cranston lodge in no time. 



And once there, excusing himself to Burchard and Sondra as nonchalantly and apologetically as 

might be, and then hurrying to his own room only to find the suit as he had left it— no least 

evidence that any one had been there to disturb the serenity of his chamber. Just the same, 

nervously and suspiciously, he now took it out and tied it up, and then waiting and listening for a 

silent moment in which to slip from the house unobserved— finally ambled out as though going 

for a short walk. And then, by the shore of the lake—about a quarter of a mile distant from the 

house—seeking out a heavy stone and tying the suit to that. And then throwing it out into the 

water, as far as his strength would permit. And then returning, as silently and gloomily and 

nervously as he had gone, and brooding and brooding as to what the morrow might reveal and 

what, if any appeared to question him, he would say. 

  



Chapter 8 

The morrow dawned after an all but sleepless night, harrowed by the most torturesome 

dreams in regard to Roberta, men who arrived to arrest him, and the hike, until at last he arose, 

his nerves and eyes aching. Then, venturing to come downstairs about an hour later, he saw 

Frederick, the chauffeur who had driven him out the day before, getting one of the cars out. And 

thereupon instructing him to bring all the morning Albany and Utica papers. And about nine-

thirty, when he returned, proceeding to his room with them, where, locking the door and 

spreading one of the papers before him, he was immediately confronted by the startling 

headlines: 

"MYSTERY IN GIRL'S DEATH 

BODY FOUND YESTERDAY IN ADIRONDACK LAKE 

MAN COMPANION MISSING" 

And at once strained and white he sat down in one of the chairs near the window and 

began to read: 

"Bridgeburg, N. Y., July 9.—The body of an unknown girl, presumably the wife of a 

young man who registered first on Wednesday morning at Grass Lake Inn, Grass Lake, N. Y., as 

Carl Graham and wife, and later, Thursday noon, at Big Bittern Lodge, Big Bittern, as Clifford 

Golden and wife was taken from the waters of the south end of Big Bittern just before noon 

yesterday. Because of an upturned boat, as well as a man's straw hat found floating on the water 

in Moon Cove, dredging with hooks and lines had been going on all morning...Up to seven 

o'clock last evening, however, the body of the man had not as yet been recovered, and according 

to Coroner Heit of Bridgeburg, who by two o'clock had been summoned to the scene of the 

tragedy, it was not considered at all likely that it would be. Several marks and abrasions found 

upon the dead girl's head and face, as well as the testimony of three men who arrived on the 

scene while the search was still on and testified to having met a young man who answered to the 

description of Golden or Graham in the woods to the south of the lake the night before, caused 

many to conclude that a murder had been committed and that the murderer was seeking to make 

his escape. 

 

"The girl's brown leather traveling bag, as well as a hat and coat belonging to her, were left, the 

bag in the ticket agent's room at Gun Lodge, which is the railway station five miles east of Big 

Bittern, and the hat and coat in the coatroom of the inn at the Lake, whereas Graham or Golden 

is said to have taken his suitcase with him into the boat. 

 

"According to the innkeeper at Big Bittern, the couple on their arrival registered as Clifford 

Golden and wife of Albany. They remained in the inn but a few minutes before Golden walked 

to the boat-landing just outside and procured a light boat, in which, accompanied by the girl and 

his suitcase, he went out on the lake. They did not return, and yesterday morning the boat was 

found bottomside up in what is known as Moon Cove, a small bay or extension at the extreme 

south end of the lake, from the waters of which soon afterwards the body of the young woman 



was recovered. As there are no known rocks in the lake at that point, and the wounds upon the 

face are quite marked, suspicion was at once aroused that the girl might have been unfairly dealt 

with. This, together with the testimony of the three men, as well as the fact that a man's straw hat 

found nearby contained no lining or other method of identification, has caused Coroner Heit to 

assert that unless the body of the man is found he will assume that murder has been committed. 

 

"Golden or Graham, as described by innkeepers and guests and guides at Grass Lake and Big 

Bittern, is not more than twenty-four or twenty-five years of age, slender, dark, and not more 

than five feet eight or nine inches tall. At the time he arrived he was dressed in a light gray suit, 

tan shoes, and a straw hat and carried a brown suitcase to which was attached an umbrella and 

some other object, presumably a cane. 

 

"The hat and coat left by the girl at the inn were of dark and light tan respectively, her dress a 

dark blue. 

 

"Notice has been sent to all railroad stations in this vicinity to be on the lookout for Golden, or 

Graham, in order that he may be arrested if he is alive and attempts to make his escape. The body 

of the drowned girl is to be removed to Bridgeburg, the county seat of this county, where an 

inquest is later to be held." 

In frozen silence he sat and pondered. For would not the news of such a dastardly murder 

as this now appeared to be, together with the fact that it had been committed in this immediate 

vicinity, stir up such marked excitement as to cause many—perhaps all—to scan all goers and 

comers everywhere in the hope of detecting the one who had thus been described? Might it not 

be better, therefore, since they were so close on his trail already, if he were to go to the 

authorities at Big Bittern or here and make a clean breast of all that had thus far occurred, the 

original plot and the reasons therefor, only explaining how at the very last he had not really 

killed her—had experienced a change of heart and had not been able to do as he had planned? 

But, no. That would be to give away to Sondra and the Griffiths all that had been going on 

between him and Roberta—and before it was absolutely certain that all was ended for him here. 

And besides, would they believe him now, after that flight—those reported wounds? Did it not 

really look as though he had killed her, regardless of how he might try to explain that he had not? 

It was not unlikely also that at least some among all those who had seen him would be 

able to detect him from this printed description, even though he no longer wore the gray suit or 

the straw hat. God! They were looking for him, or rather for that Clifford Golden or Carl Graham 

who looked like him, in order to charge him with murder! But if he looked exactly like Clifford 

Golden and those three men came! He began to shiver. And worse yet. A new and horrible 

thought, this—and at this instant, and for the first time flashing upon his mind—the similarity of 

those initials to his own! He had never thought of them in an unfavorable light before, but now 

he could see that they were detrimental. Why was it that he had never thought of that before? 

Why was it? Why was it? Oh, God! 

Just then a telephone call for him came from Sondra. It was announced as from her. Yet 

even so he was compelled to brace himself in order to make even an acceptable showing, 



vocally. How was her sick boy this morning? Any better? How dreadful that illness last night to 

come on him so suddenly. Was he really all right now? And was he going to be able to go on the 

trip all right? That was fine. She had been so frightened and so worried all night for fear he might 

be too sick to want to go. But he was going, so everything was all right again now. Darling! 

Precious baby! Did her baby boy love her so? She was just sure that the trip would do him a lot 

of good. But until noon, now, dear, she would be using all her spare time getting ready, but at 

one, or one-thirty, everybody would be at the Casino pier. And then—oh, my! Ho! for a great old 

time up there! He was to come with Bertine and Grant and whoever else was coming from there, 

and then at the pier he could change to Stuart's launch. They were certain to have so much fun—

just loads of it—but just now she would have to go. Bye-bye! 

And once more like a bright-colored bird she was gone. 

But three hours to wait before he could leave here and so avoid the danger of 

encountering any one who might be looking for Clifford Golden or Carl Graham! Still until then 

he could walk up the lake shore into the woods, couldn't he?—or sit below, his bag all packed, 

and watch who, if anybody, might approach along the long-winding path from the road or by 

launch across the lake. And if he saw any one who looked at all suspicious, he could take flight, 

could he not? And afterwards doing just that—first walking away into the woods and looking 

back, as might a hunted animal. Then later returning and sitting or walking, but always watching, 

watching. (What man was that? What boat was that? Where was it going? Was it coming here, 

by any chance? Who was in it? Supposing an officer—a detective? Then flight, of course—if 

there was still time.) 

But, at last one o'clock, and the Cranston launch, with Bertine and Harley and Wynette, 

as well as Grant and himself, setting out for the pier. And once there, joined by all who were 

going, together with the servants. And at Little Fish Inlet, thirty miles north, on the eastern shore, 

they were met by the cars of the Baggotts, Harriets and others, from where, with their goods and 

canoes, they were portaged forty miles east to Bear Lake, as lonely and as arresting almost as 

Big Bittern itself. 

The joy of this trip if only that other thing were not hanging over him now. This exquisite 

pleasure of being near Sondra, her eyes constantly telling him how much she cared. And her 

spirit's flame so high because of his presence here with her now. And yet Roberta's body up! 

That search for Clifford Golden—Carl Graham. His identical description wired as well as 

published everywhere. These others—all of them in their boats and cars had probably read it. 

And yet, because of their familiarity with him and his connections—Sondra, the Griffiths—not 

suspecting him—not thinking of the description even. But if they should! If they should guess! 

The horror! The flight! The exposure! The police! The first to desert him—these—all save 

Sondra perhaps. And even she, too. Yes, she, of course. The horror in her eyes. 

And then that evening at sundown, on the west shore of this same lake, on an open sward 

that was as smooth as any well-kept lawn, the entire company settled, in five different colored 

tents ranged about a fire like an Indian village, with cooks' and servants' tents in the distance. 

And the half dozen canoes beached like bright fish along the grassy shore of the lake. And then 

supper around an open fire. And Baggott and Harriet and Stuart and Grant, after furnishing 



music for the others to dance by, organizing by the flare of a large gasoline lamp, a poker game. 

And the others joining in singing ribald camping and college songs, no one of which Clyde 

knew, yet in which he tried to join. And shouts of laughter. And bets as to who would be the first 

to catch the first fish, to shoot the first squirrel or partridge, to win the first race. And lastly, 

solemn plans for moving the camp at least ten miles farther east, after breakfast, on the morrow 

where was an ideal beach, and where they would be within five miles of the Metissic Inn, and 

where they could dine and dance to their heart's content. 

And then the silence and the beauty of this camp at night, after all had presumably gone 

to bed. The stars! The mystic, shadowy water, faintly rippling in a light wind, the mystic, 

shadowy pines conferring in the light breezes, the cries of night birds and owls— too disturbing 

to Clyde to be listened to with anything but inward distress. The wonder and glory of all this—if 

only—if only he were not stalked after, as by a skeleton, by the horror not only of what he had 

done in connection with Roberta but the danger and the power of the law that deemed him a 

murderer! And then Sondra, the others having gone to bed—or off into the shadow,—stealing 

out for a few last words and kisses under the stars. And he whispering to her how happy he was, 

how grateful for all her love and faith, and at one point almost tempted to ask whether in case it 

should ever appear that he was not as good as she now seemed to imagine him, she would still 

love him a little—not hate him entirely—yet refraining for fear that after that exhibition of terror 

the preceding night she might connect his present mood with that, or somehow with the horrible, 

destructive secret that was gnawing at his vitals. 

And then afterwards, lying in the four-cot tent with Baggott, Harriet and Grant, listening 

nervously for hours for any prowling steps that might mean—that might mean—God—what 

might they not mean even up here?—the law! arrest! exposure! Death. And waking twice in the 

night out of dread, destructive dreams,—and feeling as though—and fearing—that he had cried 

out in his sleep. 

But then the glory of the morning once more—with its rotund and yellow sun rising over 

the waters of the lake—and in a cove across the lake wild ducks paddling about. And after a time 

Grant and Stuart and Harley, half-clad and with guns and a great show of fowling skill, foolishly 

setting forth in canoes in the hope of bagging some of the game with long distance shots, yet 

getting nothing, to the merriment of all the others. And the boys and girls, stealing out in bright-

colored bathing suits and silken beach robes to the water, there to plunge gayly in and shout and 

clatter concerning the joy of it all. And breakfast at nine, with afterwards the gayety and beauty 

of the bright flotilla of canoes making eastward along the southern lake shore, banjos, guitars and 

mandolins strumming and voices raised in song, jest, laughter. 

"Whatever matter wissum sweet to-day? Face all dark. Cantum be happy out here wis 

Sondra and all these nicey good-baddies?" 

And Clyde as instantly realizing that he must pretend to be gay and care-free. 

And then Harley Baggott and Grant and Harriet at about noon announcing that there—

just ahead—was the fine beach they had in mind—the Ramshorn, a spit of Land commanding 

from its highest point all the length and breadth of the lake. And with room on the shore below 



for all the tents and paraphernalia of the company. And then, throughout this warm, pleasant 

Sunday afternoon, the usual program of activities—lunching, swimming, dancing, walking, card-

playing, music. And Clyde and Sondra, like other couples, stealing off—Sondra with a 

mandolin—to a concealed rock far to the east of the camp, where in the shade of the pines they 

could lie—Sondra in Clyde's arms—and talk of the things they were certain to do later, even 

though, as she now announced, Mrs. Finchley was declaring that after this particular visit of 

Clyde's her daughter was to have nothing more to do with him in any such intimate social way as 

this particular trip gave opportunity for. He was too poor—too nondescript a relative of the 

Griffiths. (It was so that Sondra, yet in a more veiled way, described her mother as talking.) Yet 

adding: "How ridiculous, sweetum! But don't you mind. I just laughed and agreed because I don't 

want to aggravate her just now. But I did ask her how I was to avoid meeting you here or 

anywhere now since you are as popular as you are. My sweetum is so good-looking. Everybody 

thinks so—even the boys." 

At this very hour, on the veranda of the Silver Inn at Sharon, District Attorney Mason, 

with his assistant Burton Burleigh, Coroner Heit and Earl Newcomb, and the redoubtable Sheriff 

Slack, paunched and scowling, yet genial enough in ordinary social intercourse, together with 

three assistants—first, second and third deputies Kraut, Sissel and Swenk—conferring as to the 

best and most certain methods of immediate capture. 

"He has gone to Bear Lake. We must follow and trap him before news reaches him in any 

way that he is wanted." 

And so they set forth—this group—Burleigh and Earl Newcomb about Sharon itself in 

order to gather such additional data as they might in connection with Clyde's arrival and 

departure from here for the Cranstons' on Friday, talking with and subpoenaing any such 

individuals as might throw any light on his movements; Heit to Three Mile Bay on much the 

same errand, to see Captain Mooney of the "Cygnus" and the three men and Mason, together 

with the sheriff and his deputies, in a high-powered launch chartered for the occasion, to follow 

the now known course of the only recently-departed camping party, first to Little Fish Inlet and 

from there, in case the trail proved sound, to Bear Lake. 

And on Monday morning, while those at Ramshorn Point after breaking camp were 

already moving on toward Shelter Beach fourteen miles east, Mason, together with Slack and his 

three deputies, arriving at the camp deserted the morning before. And there, the sheriff and 

Mason taking counsel with each other and then dividing their forces so that in canoes 

commandeered from lone residents of the region they now proceeded, Mason and First Deputy 

Kraut along the south shore, Slack and Second Deputy Sissel along the north shore, while young 

Swenk, blazing with a desire to arrest and handcuff some one, yet posing for the occasion as a 

lone young hunter or woodsman, paddled directly east along the center of the lake in search of 

any informing smoke or fires or tents or individuals idling along the shores. And with great 

dreams of being the one to capture the murderer—I arrest you, Clyde Griffiths, in the name of 

the law!—yet because of instructions from Mason, as well as Slack, grieving that instead, should 

he detect any signs, being the furthermost outpost, he must, in order to avoid frightening the prey 

or losing him, turn on his track and from some point not so likely to be heard by the criminal fire 

one single shot from his eight-chambered repeater, whereupon whichever party chanced to be 



nearest would fire one shot in reply and then proceed as swiftly as possible in his direction. But 

under no circumstances was he to attempt to take the criminal alone, unless noting the departure 

by boat or on foot of a suspicious person who answered the description of Clyde. 

At this very hour, Clyde, with Harley Baggott, Bertine and Sondra, in one of the canoes, 

paddling eastward along with the remainder of the flotilla, looking back and wondering. 

Supposing by now, some officer or some one had arrived at Sharon and was following him up 

here? For would it be hard to find where he had gone, supposing only that they knew his name? 

But they did not know his name. Had not the items in the papers proved that? Why worry 

so always, especially on this utterly wonderful trip and when at last he and Sondra could be 

together again? And besides, was it not now possible for him to wander off by himself into these 

thinly populated woods along the shore to the eastward, toward that inn at the other end of the 

lake—and not return? Had he not inquired most casually on Saturday afternoon of Harley 

Baggott as well as others as to whether there was a road south or east from the east end of the 

lake? And had he not learned there was? 

And at last, at noon, Monday, reaching Shelter Beach, the third spot of beauty 

contemplated by the planners of this outing, where he helped to pitch the tents again while the 

girls played about. 

Yet at the same hour, at the Ramshorn site, because of the ashes from their fires left upon 

the shore, young Swenk, most eagerly and enthusiastically, like some seeking animal, 

approaching and examining the same and then going on—swiftly. And but one hour later, Mason 

and Kraut, reconnoitering the same spot, but without either devoting more than a cursory glance, 

since it was obvious that the prey had moved farther on. 

But then greater speed in paddling on the part of Swenk, until by four he arrived at 

Shelter Beach. And then, descrying as many as a half dozen people in the water in the distance, 

at once turning and retreating in the direction of the others in order to give the necessary signal. 

And some two miles back firing one shot, which in its turn was responded to by Mason as well 

as Sheriff Slack. Both parties had heard and were now paddling swiftly east. 

At once Clyde in the water—near Sondra—hearing this was made to wonder. The 

ominous quality of that first shot! Followed by those two additional signals—farther away, yet 

seemingly in answer to the first! And then the ominous silence thereafter! What was that? And 

with Harley Baggott jesting: "Listen to the guys shooting game out of season, will you. It's 

against the law, isn't it?" 

"Hey, you!" Grant Cranston shouted. "Those are my ducks down there! Let 'em alone." 

"If they can't shoot any better than you, Granty, they will let 'em alone." This from 

Bertine. 

Clyde, while attempting to smile, looked in the direction of the sound and listened like a 

hunted animal. 



What was it now that urged him to get out of the water and dress and run? Hurry! Hurry! 

To your tent! To the woods, quick! Until at last heeding this, and while most of the others were 

not looking, hurrying to his tent, changing to the one plain blue business suit and cap that he still 

possessed, then slipping into the woods back of the camp—out of sight and hearing of all present 

until he should be able to think and determine, but keeping always safely inland out of the direct 

view of the water, for fear—for fear—who could tell exactly what those shots meant? 

Yet Sondra! And her words of Saturday and yesterday and to-day. Could he leave her in 

this way, without being sure? Could he? Her kisses! Her dear assurances as to the future! What 

would she think now—and those others—in case he did not go back? The comment which was 

certain to be made in the Sharon and other papers in regard to this disappearance of his, and 

which was certain to identify him with this same Clifford Golden or Carl Graham! was it not? 

Then reflecting also—the possible groundlessness of these fears, based on nothing more, 

maybe, than the chance shots of passing hunters on the lake or in these woods. And then pausing 

and debating with himself whether to go on or not. Yet, oh, the comfort of these tall, pillared 

trees—the softness and silence of these brown, carpeting needles on the ground—the clumps and 

thickets of underbrush under which one could lie and hide until night should fall again. And then 

on—and on. But turning, none-the-less, with the intention of returning to the camp to see 

whether any one had come there. (He might say he had taken a walk and got lost in the woods.) 

But about this time, behind a protecting group of trees at least two miles west of the 

camp, a meeting and conference between Mason, Slack and all the others. And later, as a result 

of this and even as Clyde lingered and returned somewhat nearer the camp, Mason, Swenk 

paddling the canoe, arriving and inquiring of those who were now on shore if a Mr. Clyde 

Griffiths was present and might he see him. And Harley Baggott, being nearest, replying: "Why, 

yes, sure. He's around here somewhere." And Stuart Finchley calling: "Eh-o, Griffiths!" But no 

reply. 

Yet Clyde, not near enough to hear any of this, even now returning toward the camp, very 

slowly and cautiously. And Mason concluding that possibly he was about somewhere and 

unaware of anything, of course, deciding to wait a few minutes anyhow—while advising Swenk 

to fall back into the woods and if by any chance encountering Slack or any other to advise him 

that one man be sent east along the bank and another west, while he—Swenk—proceeded in a 

boat eastward as before to the inn at the extreme end, in order that from there word might be 

given to all as to the presence of the suspect in this region. 

In the meanwhile Clyde by now only three-quarters of a mile east, and still whispered to 

by something which said: Run, run, do not linger! yet lingering, and thinking Sondra, this 

wonderful life! Should he go so? And saying to himself that he might be making a greater 

mistake by going than by staying. For supposing those shots were nothing—hunters, mere game 

shots meaning nothing in his case—and yet costing him all? And yet turning at last and saying to 

himself that perhaps it might be best not to return at present, anyhow at least not until very late—

after dark—to see if those strange shots had meant anything. 



But then again pausing silently and dubiously, the while vesper sparrows and 

woodfinches sang. And peering. And peeking nervously. 

And then all at once, not more than fifty feet distant, out of the long, tall aisles of the 

trees before him, a whiskered, woodsman-like type of man approaching swiftly, yet silently—a 

tall, bony, sharp-eyed man in a brown felt hat and a brownish-gray baggy and faded suit that 

hung loosely over his spare body. And as suddenly calling as he came—which caused Clyde's 

blood to run cold with fear and rivet him to the spot. 

"Hold on a moment, mister! Don't move. Your name don't happen to be Clyde Griffiths, 

does it?" And Clyde, noting the sharp inquisitorial look in the eye of this stranger, as well as the 

fact that he had already drawn a revolver and was lifting it up, now pausing, the definiteness and 

authority of the man chilling him to the marrow. Was he really being captured? Had the officers 

of the law truly come for him? God! No hope of flight now! Why had he not gone on? Oh, why 

not? And at once he was weak and shaking, yet, not wishing to incriminate himself about to 

reply, "No!" Yet because of a more sensible thought, replying, "Why, yes, that's my name." 

"You're with this camping party just west of here, aren't you?" 

"Yes, sir, I am." 

"All right, Mr. Griffiths. Excuse the revolver. I'm told to get you, whatever happens, 

that's all. My name is Kraut. Nicholas Kraut. I'm a deputy sheriff of Cataraqui County. And I 

have a warrant here for your arrest. I suppose you know what for, and that you're prepared to 

come with me peaceably." And at this Mr. Kraut gripped the heavy, dangerous-looking weapon 

more firmly even, and gazed at Clyde in a firm, conclusive way. 

"Why—why—no—I don't," replied Clyde, weakly and heavily, his face white and thin. 

"But if you have a warrant for my arrest, I'll go with you, certainly. But what—what—I don't 

understand"— his voice began to tremble slightly as he said this—"is—is why you want to arrest 

me?" 

"You don't, eh? You weren't up at either Big Bittern or Grass Lake by any chance on last 

Wednesday or Thursday, eh?" 

"Why, no, sir, I wasn't," replied Clyde, falsely. 

"And you don't happen to know anything about the drowning of a girl up there that you 

were supposed to be with—Roberta Alden, of Biltz, New York, I believe." 

"Why, my God, no!" replied Clyde, nervously and staccatically, the true name of Roberta 

and her address being used by this total stranger, and so soon, staggering him. Then they knew! 

They had obtained a clue. His true name and hers! God! "Am I supposed to have committed a 

murder?" he added, his voice faint—a mere whisper. 



"Then you don't know that she was drowned last Thursday? And you weren't with her at 

that time?" Mr. Kraut fixed a hard, inquisitive, unbelieving eye on him. 

"Why, no, of course, I wasn't," replied Clyde, recalling now but one thing—that he must 

deny all—until he should think or know what else to do or say. 

"And you didn't meet three men walking south last Thursday night from Big Bittern to 

Three Mile Bay at about eleven o'clock?" 

"Why, no, sir. Of course I didn't. I wasn't up there, I told you." 

"Very well, Mr. Griffiths, I haven't anything more to say. All I'm supposed to do is to 

arrest you, Clyde Griffiths, for the murder of Roberta Alden. You're my prisoner." He drew 

forth—more by way of a demonstration of force and authority than anything else—a pair of steel 

handcuffs, which caused Clyde to shrink and tremble as though he had been beaten. 

"You needn't put those on me, mister," he pleaded. "I wish you wouldn't. I never had 

anything like that on before. I'll go with you without them." He looked longingly and sadly about 

at the trees, into the sheltering depths of which so recently he ought to have plunged. To safety. 

"Very well, then," replied the redoubtable Kraut. "So long as you come along peaceful." 

And he took Clyde by one of his almost palsied arms. 

"Do you mind if I ask you something else," asked Clyde, weakly and fearsomely, as they 

now proceeded, the thought of Sondra and the others shimmering blindingly and reducingly 

before his eyes. Sondra! Sondra! To go back there an arrested murderer! And before her and 

Bertine! Oh, no! "Are you, are you intending to take me to that camp back there?" 

"Yes, sir, that's where I'm intending to take you now. Them's my orders. That's where the 

district attorney and the sheriff of Cataraqui County are just now." 

"Oh, I know, I know," pleaded Clyde, hysterically, for by now he had lost almost all 

poise, "but couldn't you—couldn't you—so long as I go along just as you want—those are all my 

friends, you know, back there, and I'd hate...couldn't you just take me around the camp 

somewhere to wherever you want to take me? I have a very special reason—that is—I—I, oh, 

God, I hope you won't take me back there right now—will you please, Mr. Kraut?" 

He seemed to Kraut very boyish and weak now—clean of feature, rather innocent as to 

eye, well-dressed and well-mannered—not at all the savage and brutal or murderous type he had 

expected to find. Indeed quite up to the class whom he (Kraut) was inclined to respect. And 

might he not after all be a youth of very powerful connections? The conversations he had 

listened to thus far had indicated that this youth was certainly identified with one of the best 

families in Lycurgus. And in consequence he was now moved to a slight show of courtesy and so 

added: "Very well, young man, I don't want to be too hard on you. After all, I'm not the sheriff or 

the district attorney—just the arresting officer. There are others down there who are going to be 

able to say what to do about you—and when we get down to where they are, you can ask 'em, 



and it may be that they won't find it necessary to take you back in there. But how about your 

clothes? They're back there, ain't they?" 

"Oh, yes, but that doesn't matter," replied Clyde, nervously and eagerly. "I can get those 

any time. I just don't want to go back now, if I can help it." 

"All right, then, come along," replied Mr. Kraut. 

And so it was that they walked on together now in silence, the tall shafts of the trees in 

the approaching dusk making solemn aisles through which they proceeded as might worshipers 

along the nave of a cathedral, the eyes of Clyde contemplating nervously and wearily a smear of 

livid red still visible through the trees to the west. 

Charged with murder! Roberta dead! And Sondra dead—to him! And the Griffiths! And 

his uncle! And his mother! and all those people in that camp! 

Oh, oh, God, why was it that he had not run, when that something, whatever it was, had 

so urged him? 

  



Chapter 9 

In the absence of Clyde, the impressions taken by Mr. Mason of the world in which he 

moved here, complementing and confirming those of Lycurgus and Sharon, were sufficient to 

sober him in regard to the ease (possibly) with which previously he had imagined it might be 

possible to convict him. For about him was such a scene as suggested all the means as well as the 

impulse to quiet such a scandal as this. Wealth. Luxury. Important names and connections to 

protect no doubt. Was it not possible that the rich and powerful Griffiths, their nephew seized in 

this way and whatever his crime, would take steps to secure the best legal talent available, in 

order to protect their name? Unquestionably—and then with such adjournments as it was 

possible for such talent to secure, might it not be possible that long before he could hope to 

convict him, he himself would automatically be disposed of as a prosecutor and without being 

nominated for and elected to the judgeship he so craved and needed. 

Sitting before the circle of attractive tents that faced the lake and putting in order a 

fishing-pole and reel, was Harley Baggott, in a brightly-colored sweater and flannel trousers. 

And through the open flies of several tents, glimpses of individuals—Sondra, Bertine, Wynette 

and others—busy about toilets necessitated by the recent swim. Being dubious because of the 

smartness of the company as to whether it was politically or socially wise to proclaim openly the 

import of his errand, he chose to remain silent for a time, reflecting on the difference between the 

experiences of his early youth and that of Roberta Alden and these others. Naturally as he saw it 

a man of this Griffiths' connections would seek to use a girl of Roberta's connections thus 

meanly and brutally and hope to get away with it. Yet, eager to make as much progress as he 

could against whatever inimical fates might now beset him, he finally approached Baggott, and 

most acidly, yet with as much show of genial and appreciative sociability as he could muster, 

observed: 

"A delightful place for a camp, eh?" 

"Yeh, we think so." 

"Just a group from the estates and hotels about Sharon, I suppose?" 

"Yeh. The south and west shore principally." 

"Not any of the Griffiths, other than Mr. Clyde, I presume?" 

"No, they're still over at Greenwood, I think." 

"You know Mr. Clyde Griffiths personally, I suppose?" 

"Oh, sure—he's one of the party." 

"You don't happen to know how long he's been up here this time, I presume—up with the 

Cranstons, I mean." 



"Since Friday, I think. I saw him Friday morning, anyhow. But he'll be back here soon 

and you can ask him yourself," concluded Baggott, beginning to sense that Mr. Mason was a 

little too inquisitive and in addition not of either his or Clyde's world. 

And just then, Frank Harriet, with a tennis racquet under his arm, striding across the 

foreground. 

"Where to, Frankie?" 

"To try those courts Harrison laid out up here this morning." 

"Who with?" 

"Violet, Nadine and Stuart." 

"Any room for another court?" 

"Sure, there's two. Why not get Bert, and Clyde, and Sondra, and come up?" 

"Well, maybe, after I get this thing set." 

And Mason at once thinking: Clyde and Sondra. Clyde Griffiths and Sondra Finchley—

the very girl whose notes and cards were in one of his pockets now. And might he not see her 

here, along with Clyde— possibly later talk to her about him? 

But just then, Sondra and Bertine and Wynette coming out of their respective tents. And 

Bertine calling: "Oh, say, Harley, seen Nadine anywhere?" 

"No, but Frank just went by. He said he was going up to the courts to play with her and 

Violet and Stew." 

"Yes? Well, then, come on, Sondra. You too, Wynette. We'll see how it looks." 

Bertine, as she pronounced Sondra's name, turned to take her arm, which gave Mason the 

exact information and opportunity he desired— that of seeing and studying for a moment the girl 

who had so tragically and no doubt all unwittingly replaced Roberta in Clyde's affections. And, 

as he could see for himself, more beautiful, more richly appareled than ever the other could have 

hoped to be. And alive, as opposed to the other now dead and in a morgue in Bridgeburg. 

But even as he gazed, the three tripping off together arm in arm, Sondra calling back to 

Harley: "If you see Clyde, tell him to come on up, will you?" And he replying: "Do you think 

that shadow of yours needs to be told?" 

Mason, impressed by the color and the drama, looked intently and even excitedly about. 

Now it was all so plain why he wanted to get rid of the girl—the true, underlying motive. That 

beautiful girl there, as well as this luxury to which he aspired. And to think that a young man of 



his years and opportunities would stoop to such a horrible trick as that! Unbelievable! And only 

four days after the murder of the other poor girl, playing about with this beautiful girl in this 

fashion, and hoping to marry her, as Roberta had hoped to marry him. The unbelievable 

villainies of life! 

Now, half-determining since Clyde did not appear, that he would proclaim himself and 

proceed to search for and seize his belongings here, Ed Swenk re-appearing and with a motion of 

the head indicating that Mason was to follow him. And once well within the shadow of the 

surrounding trees, indicating no less an individual than Nicholas Kraut, attended by a slim, 

neatly-dressed youth of about Clyde's reported years, who, on the instant and because of the 

waxy paleness of his face, he assumed must be Clyde. And at once he now approached him, as 

might an angry wasp or hornet, only pausing first to ask of Swenk where he had been captured 

and by whom—then gazing at Clyde critically and austerely as befitted one who represented the 

power and majesty of the law. 

"So you are Clyde Griffiths, are you?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well, Mr. Griffiths, my name is Orville Mason. I am the district attorney of the county 

in which Big Bittern and Grass Lake are situated. I suppose you are familiar enough with those 

two places by now, aren't you?" 

He paused to see the effect of this sardonic bit of commentary. Yet although he expected 

to see him wince and quail, Clyde merely gazed at him, his nervous, dark eyes showing 

enormous strain. "No, sir, I can't say that I am." 

For with each step through the woods thus far back, there had been growing within him 

the utter and unshakable conviction that in the face of whatever seeming proof or charges might 

now appear, he dared not tell anything in regard to himself, his connection with Roberta, his visit 

to Big Bittern or Grass Lake. He dared not. For that would be the same as a confession of guilt in 

connection with something of which he was not really guilty. And no one must believe—never—

Sondra, or the Griffiths, or any of these fine friends of his, that he could ever have been guilty of 

such a thought, even. And yet here they were, all within call, and at any moment might approach 

and so learn the meaning of his arrest. And while he felt the necessity for so denying any 

knowledge in connection with all this, at the same time he stood in absolute terror of this man—

the opposition and irritated mood such an attitude might arouse in him. That broken nose. His 

large, stern eyes. 

And then Mason, eyeing him as one might an unheard-of and yet desperate animal and 

irritated also by his denial, yet assuming from his blanched expression that he might and no 

doubt would shortly be compelled to confess his guilt, continuing with: "You know what you are 

charged with, Mr. Griffiths, of course." 

"Yes, sir, I just heard it from this man here." 



"And you admit it?" 

"Why, no sir, of course I don't admit it," replied Clyde, his thin and now white lips drawn 

tight over his even teeth, his eyes full of a deep, tremulous yet evasive terror. 

"Why, what nonsense! What effrontery! You deny being up to Grass Lake and Big 

Bittern on last Wednesday and Thursday?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well, then," and now Mason stiffened himself in an angry and at the same time 

inquisitorial way, "I suppose you are going to deny knowing Roberta Alden—the girl you took to 

Grass Lake, and then out on Big Bittern in that boat last Thursday—the girl you knew in 

Lycurgus all last year, who lived at Mrs. Gilpin's and worked under you in your department at 

Griffiths & Company—the girl to whom you gave that toilet set last Christmas! I suppose you're 

going to say that your name isn't Clyde Griffiths and that you haven't been living with Mrs. 

Peyton in Taylor Street, and that these aren't letters and cards from your trunk there—from 

Roberta Alden and from Miss Finchley, all these cards and notes." And extracting the letters and 

cards as he spoke and waving them before Clyde. And at each point in this harangue, thrusting 

his broad face, with its flat, broken nose and somewhat aggressive chin directly before Clyde's, 

and blazing at him with sultry, contemptuous eyes, while the latter leaned away from him, 

wincing almost perceptibly and with icy chills running up and down his spine and affecting his 

heart and brain. Those letters! All this information concerning him! And back in his bag in the 

tent there, all those more recent letters of Sondra's in which she dwelt on how they were to elope 

together this coming fall. If only he had destroyed them! And now this man might find those—

would—and question Sondra maybe, and all these others. He shrunk and congealed spiritually, 

the revealing effects of his so poorly conceived and executed scheme weighing upon him as the 

world upon the shoulders of an inadequate Atlas. 

And yet, feeling that he must say something and yet not admit anything. And finally 

replying: "My name's Clyde Griffiths all right, but the rest of this isn't true. I don't know 

anything about the rest of it." 

"Oh, come now, Mr. Griffiths! Don't begin by trying to play fast and loose with me. We 

won't get anywhere that way. You won't help yourself one bit by that with me, and besides I 

haven't any time for that now. Remember these men here are witnesses to what you say. I've just 

come from Lycurgus—your room at Mrs. Peyton's—and I have in my possession your trunk and 

this Miss Alden's letters to you—indisputable proof that you did know this girl, that you courted 

and seduced her last winter, and that since then—this spring—when she became pregnant on 

your account, you induced her first to go home and then later to go away with you on this trip in 

order, as you told her, to marry her. Well, you married her all right—to the grave—that's how 

you married her—to the water at the bottom of Big Bittern Lake! And you can actually stand 

here before me now, when I tell you that I have all the evidence I need right on my person, and 

say that you don't even know her! Well, I'll be damned!" 



And as he spoke his voice grew so loud that Clyde feared that it could be clearly heard in 

the camp beyond. And that Sondra herself might hear it and come over. And although at the 

outrush and jab and slash of such dooming facts as Mason so rapidly outlined, his throat 

tightened and his hands were with difficulty restrained from closing and clinching vise-wise, at 

the conclusion of it all he merely replied: "Yes, sir." 

"Well, I'll be damned!" reiterated Mason. "I can well believe now that you would kill a 

girl and sneak away in just such a way as you did—and with her in that condition! But then to try 

to deny her own letters to you! Why, you might as well try to deny that you're here and alive. 

These cards and notes here—what about them? I suppose they're not from Miss Finchley? How 

about those? Do you mean to tell me these are not from her either?" 

He waved them before Clyde's eyes. And Clyde, seeing that the truth concerning these, 

Sondra being within call, was capable of being substantiated here and now, replied: "No, I don't 

deny that those are from her." 

"Very good. But these others from your trunk in the same room are not from Miss Alden 

to you?" 

"I don't care to say as to that," he replied, blinking feebly as Mason waved Roberta's 

letters before him. 

"Tst! Tst! Tst! Of all things," clicked Mason in high dudgeon. "Such nonsense! Such 

effrontery! Oh, very well, we won't worry about all that now. I can easily prove it all when the 

time comes. But how you can stand there and deny it, knowing that I have the evidence, is 

beyond me! A card in your own handwriting which you forgot to take out of the bag you had her 

leave at Gun Lodge while you took yours with you. Mr. Carl Graham, Mr. Clifford Golden, Mr. 

Clyde Griffiths,—a card on which you wrote 'From Clyde to Bert, Merry Xmas.' Do you 

remember that? Well, here it is." And here he reached into his pocket and drew forth the small 

card taken from the toilet set and waved it under Clyde's nose. "Have you forgotten that, too? 

Your own handwriting!" And then pausing and getting no reply, finally adding: "Why, what a 

dunce you are!— what a poor plotter, without even the brains not to use your own initials in 

getting up those fake names you had hoped to masquerade under—Mr. Carl Graham—Mr. 

Clifford Golden!" 

At the same time, fully realizing the importance of a confession and wondering how it 

was to be brought about here and now, Mason suddenly—Clyde's expression, his frozen-faced 

terror, suggesting the thought that perhaps he was too frightened to talk at once changed his 

tactics—at least to the extent of lowering his voice, smoothing the formidable wrinkles from his 

forehead and about his mouth. 

"You see, it's this way, Griffiths," he now began, much more calmly and simply. "Lying 

or just foolish thoughtless denial under such circumstances as these can't help you in the least. It 

can only harm you, and that's the truth. You may think I've been a little rough so far, but it was 

only because I've been under a great strain myself in connection with this case, trying to catch up 

with some one I thought would be a very different type from yourself. But now that I see you and 



see how you feel about it all—how really frightened you are by what has happened—it just 

occurs to me that there may be something in connection with this case, some extenuating 

circumstances, which, if they were related by you now, might throw a slightly different light on 

all this. Of course, I don't know. You yourself ought to be the best judge, but I'm laying the 

thought before you for what it's worth. For, of course, here are these letters. Besides, when we 

get to Three Mile Bay to-morrow, as we will, I hope, there will be those three men who met you 

the other night walking south from Big Bittern. And not only those, but the innkeeper from Grass 

Lake, the innkeeper from Big Bittern, the boatkeeper up there who rented that boat, and the 

driver who drove you and Roberta Alden over from Gun Lodge. They will identify you. Do you 

think they won't know you—not any of them—not be able to say whether you were up there with 

her or not, or that a jury when the time comes won't believe them?" 

And all this Clyde registered mentally like a machine clicking to a coin, yet said 

nothing,—merely staring, frozen. 

"And not only that," went on Mason, very softly and most ingratiatingly, "but there's Mrs. 

Peyton. She saw me take these letters and cards out of that trunk of yours in your room and from 

the top drawer of your chiffonier. Next, there are all those girls in that factory where you and 

Miss Alden worked. Do you suppose they're not going to remember all about you and her when 

they learn that she is dead? Oh, what nonsense! You ought to be able to see that for yourself, 

whatever you think. You certainly can't expect to get away with that. It makes a sort of a fool out 

of you. You can see that for yourself." 

He paused again, hoping for a confession. But Clyde still convinced that any admission in 

connection with Roberta or Big Bittern spelled ruin, merely stared while Mason proceeded to 

add: 

"All right, Griffiths, I'm now going to tell you one more thing, and I couldn't give you 

better advice if you were my own son or brother and I were trying to get you out of this instead 

of merely trying to get you to tell the truth. If you hope to do anything at all for yourself now, it's 

not going to help you to deny everything in the way you are doing. You are simply making 

trouble and condemning yourself in other people's eyes. Why not say that you did know her and 

that you were up there with her and that she wrote you those letters, and be done with it? You 

can't get out of that, whatever else you may hope to get out of. Any sane person—your own 

mother, if she were here—would tell you the same thing. It's too ridiculous and indicates guilt 

rather than innocence. Why not come clean here and now as to those facts, anyhow, before it's 

too late to take advantage of any mitigating circumstances in connection with all this—if there 

are any? And if you do now, and I can help you in any way, I promise you here and now that I'll 

be only too glad to do so. For, after all, I'm not out here just to hound a man to death or make 

him confess to something that he hasn't done, but merely to get at the truth in the case. But if 

you're going to deny that you even knew this girl when I tell you I have all the evidence and can 

prove it, why then—" and here the district attorney lifted his hands aloft most wearily and 

disgustedly. 

But now as before Clyde remained silent and pale. In spite of all Mason had revealed, and 

all that this seemingly friendly, intimate advice seemed to imply, still he could not conceive that 



it would be anything less than disastrous for him to admit that he even knew Roberta. The 

fatality of such a confession in the eyes of these others here. The conclusion of all his dreams in 

connection with Sondra and this life. And so, in the face of this—silence, still. And at this, 

Mason, irritated beyond measure, finally exclaiming: "Oh, very well, then. So you've finally 

decided not to talk, have you?" And Clyde, blue and weak, replied: "I had nothing to do with her 

death. That's all I can say now," and yet even as he said it thinking that perhaps he had better not 

say that—that perhaps he had better say—well, what? That he knew Roberta, of course, had been 

up there with her, for that matter—but that he had never intended to kill her—that her drowning 

was an accident. For he had not struck her at all, except by accident, had he? Only it was best not 

to confess to having struck her at all, wasn't it? For who under such circumstances would believe 

that he had struck her with a camera by accident. Best not to mention the camera, since there was 

no mention anywhere in the papers that he had had one with him. 

And he was still cogitating while Mason was exclaiming: "Then you admit that you knew 

her?" 

"No, sir." 

"Very well, then," he now added, turning to the others, "I suppose there's nothing for it 

but to take him back there and see what they know about him. Perhaps that will get something 

out of this fine bird—to confront him with his friends. His bag and things are still back there in 

one of those tents, I believe. Suppose we take him down there, gentlemen, and see what these 

other people know about him." 

And now, swiftly and coldly he turned, while Clyde, already shrinking at the horror of 

what was coming, exclaimed: "Oh, please, no! You don't mean to do that, do you? Oh, you won't 

do that! Oh, please, no!" 

And at this point Kraut speaking up and saying: "He asked me back there in the woods if 

I wouldn't ask you not to take him in there." "Oh, so that's the way the wind blows, is it?" 

exclaimed Mason at this. "Too thin-skinned to be shown up before ladies and gentlemen of the 

Twelfth Lake colony, but not even willing to admit that you knew the poor little working-girl 

who worked for you. Very good. Well, then, my fine friend, suppose you come through with 

what you really do know now, or down there you go." And he paused a moment to see what 

effect that would have. "We'll call all those people together and explain just how things are, and 

then see if you will be willing to stand there and deny everything!" But noting still a touch of 

hesitation in Clyde he now added: "Bring him along, boys." And turning toward the camp he 

proceeded to walk in that direction a few paces while Kraut taking one arm, and Swenk another, 

and beginning to move Clyde he ended by exclaiming: 

"Oh, please, no! Oh, I hope you won't do anything like that, will you, Mr. Mason? Oh, I 

don't want to go back there if you don't mind. It isn't that I'm guilty, but you can get all my things 

without my going back there. And besides it will mean so much to me just now." Beads of 

perspiration once more burst forth on his pale face and hands and he was deadly cold. 



"Don't want to go, eh?" exclaimed Mason, pausing as he heard this. "It would hurt your 

pride, would it, to have 'em know? Well, then, supposing you just answer some of the things I 

want to know—and come clean and quick, or off we go—and that without one more moment's 

delay! Now, will you answer or won't you?" And again he turned to confront Clyde, who, with 

lips trembling and eyes confused and wavering, nervously and emphatically announced: 

"Of course I knew her. Of course I did. Sure! Those letters show that. But what of it? I 

didn't kill her. And I didn't go up there with her with any intention of killing her, either. I didn't. I 

didn't, I tell you! It was all an accident. I didn't even want to take her up there. She wanted me to 

go—to go away with her somewhere, because—because, well you know—her letters show. And 

I was only trying to get her to go off somewhere by herself, so she would let me alone, because I 

didn't want to marry her. That's all. And I took her out there, not to kill her at all, but to try to 

persuade her, that's all. And I didn't upset the boat—at least, I didn't mean to. The wind blew my 

hat off, and we—she and I—got up at the same time to reach for it and the boat upset—that's all. 

And the side of it hit her on the head. I saw it, only I was too frightened the way she was 

struggling about in the water to go near her, because I was afraid that if I did she might drag me 

down. And then she went down. And I swam ashore. And that's the God's truth!" 

His face, as he talked, had suddenly become all flushed, and his hands also. Yet his eyes 

were tortured, terrified pools of misery. He was thinking—but maybe there wasn't any wind that 

afternoon and maybe they would find that out. Or the tripod hidden under a log. If they found 

that, wouldn't they think he hit her with that? He was wet and trembling. 

But already Mason was beginning to question him again. 

"Now, let's see as to this a minute. You say you didn't take her up there with any intention 

of killing her?" 

"No, sir, I didn't." 

"Well, then, how was it that you decided to write your name two different ways on those 

registers up there at Big Bittern and Grass Lake?" 

"Because I didn't want any one to know that I was up there with her." 

"Oh, I see. Didn't want any scandal in connection with the condition she was in?" 

"No, sir. Yes, sir, that is." 

"But you didn't mind if her name was scandalized in case she was found afterwards?" 

"But I didn't know she was going to be drowned," replied Clyde, slyly and shrewdly, 

sensing the trap in time. 

"But you did know that you yourself weren't coming back, of course. You knew that, 

didn't you?" 



"Why, no, sir, I didn't know that I wasn't coming back. I thought I was." 

"Pretty clever. Pretty clever," thought Mason to himself, but not saying so, and then, 

rapidly: "And so in order to make everything easy and natural as possible for you to come back, 

you took your own bag with you and left hers up there. Is that the way? How about that?" 

"But I didn't take it because I was going away. We decided to put our lunch in it." 

"We, or you?" 

"We." 

"And so you had to carry that big bag in order to take a little lunch along, eh? Couldn't 

you have taken it in a paper, or in her bag?" 

"Well, her bag was full, and I didn't like to carry anything in a paper." 

"Oh, I see. Too proud and sensitive, eh? But not too proud to carry a heavy bag all the 

way, say twelve miles, in the night to Three Mile Bay, and not ashamed to be seen doing it, 

either, were you?" 

"Well, after she was drowned and I didn't want to be known as having been up there with 

her, and had to go along—" 

He paused while Mason merely looked at him, thinking of the many, many questions he 

wanted to ask him—so many, many more, and which, as he knew or guessed, would be 

impossible for him to explain. Yet it was getting late, and back in the camp were Clyde's as yet 

unclaimed belongings—his bag and possibly that suit he had worn that day at Big Bittern—a 

gray one as he had heard—not this one. And to catechize him here this way in the dusk, while it 

might be productive of much if only he could continue it long enough, still there was the trip 

back, and en route he would have ample time to continue his questionings. 

And so, although he disliked much so to do at the moment, he now concluded with: "Oh, 

well, I tell you, Griffiths, we'll let you rest here for the present. It may be that what you are 

saying is so—I don't know. I most certainly hope it is, for your sake. At any rate, you go along 

there with Mr. Kraut. He'll show you where to go." 

And then turning to Swenk and Kraut, he exclaimed: "All right, boys. I'll tell you how 

we'll do. It's getting late and we'll have to hurry a little if we expect to get anywhere yet tonight. 

Mr. Kraut, suppose you take this young man down where those other two boats are and wait 

there. Just halloo a little as you go along to notify the sheriff and Sissel that we're ready. And 

then Swenk and I'll be along in the other boat as soon as we can." 

And so saying and Kraut obeying, he and Swenk proceeded inward through the gathering 

dusk to the camp, while Kraut with Clyde went west, hallooing for the sheriff and his deputy 

until a response was had. 



  



Chapter 10 

The effect of Mason's re-appearance in the camp with the news, announced first to Frank 

Harriet, next to Harley Baggott and Grant Cranston, that Clyde was under arrest—that he 

actually had confessed to having been with Roberta at Big Bittern, if not to having killed her, and 

that he, Mason, was there with Swenk to take possession of his property—was sufficient to 

destroy this pretty outing as by a breath. For although amazement and disbelief and astounded 

confusion were characteristic of the words of all, nevertheless here was Mason demanding to 

know where were Clyde's things, and asserting that it was at Clyde's request only that he was not 

brought here to identify his own possessions. 

Frank Harriet, the most practical of the group, sensing the truth and authority of this, at 

once led the way to Clyde's tent, where Mason began an examination of the contents of the bag 

and clothes, while Grant Cranston, as well as Baggott, aware of Sondra's intense interest in 

Clyde, departed first to call Stuart, then Bertine, and finally Sondra—moving apart from the rest 

the more secretly to inform her as to what was then occurring. And she, following the first clear 

understanding as to this, turning white and fainting at the news, falling back in Grant's arms and 

being carried to her tent, where, after being restored to consciousness, she exclaimed: "I don't 

believe a word of it! It's not true! Why, it couldn't be! That poor boy! Oh, Clyde! Where is he? 

Where have they taken him?" But Stuart and Grant, by no means as emotionally moved as 

herself, cautioning her to be silent. It might be true at that. Supposing it were! The others would 

hear, wouldn't they? And supposing it weren't—he could soon prove his innocence and be 

released, couldn't he? There was no use in carrying on like this now. 

But then, Sondra in her thoughts going over the bare possibility of such a thing—a girl 

killed by Clyde at Big Bittern—himself arrested and being taken off in this way—and she thus 

publicly—or at least by this group—known to be so interested in him,—her parents to know, the 

public itself to know—maybe— 

But Clyde must be innocent. It must be all a mistake. And then her mind turning back and 

thinking of that news of the drowned girl she had first heard over the telephone there at the 

Harriets'. And then Clyde's whiteness—his illness—his all but complete collapse. Oh, no!—not 

that! Yet his delay in coming from Lycurgus until the Friday before. His failure to write from 

there. And then, the full horror of the charge returning, as suddenly collapsing again, lying 

perfectly still and white while Grant and the others agreed among themselves that the best thing 

to be done was to break up the camp, either now or early in the morning, and depart for Sharon. 

And Sondra returning to consciousness after a time tearfully announcing that she must 

get out of here at once, that she couldn't "endure this place," and begging Bertine and all the 

others to stay close to her and say nothing about her having fainted and cried, since it would only 

create talk. And thinking all the time of how, if this were all true, she could secure those letters 

she had written him! Oh, heavens! For supposing now at this time they should fall into the hands 

of the police or the newspapers, and be published? And yet moved by her love for him and for 

the first time in her young life shaken to the point where the grim and stern realities of life were 

thrust upon her gay and vain notice. 



And so it was immediately arranged that she leave with Stuart, Bertine and Grant for the 

Metissic Inn at the eastern end of the Lake, since from there, at dawn, according to Baggott, they 

might leave for Albany—and so, in a roundabout way for Sharon. 

In the meantime, Mason, after obtaining possession of all Clyde's belongings here, 

quickly making his way west to Little Fish Inlet and Three Mile Bay, stopping only for the first 

night at a farmhouse and arriving at Three Mile Bay late on Tuesday night. Yet not without, en 

route, catechizing Clyde as he had planned, the more particularly since in going through his 

effects in the tent at the camp he had not found the gray suit said to have been worn by Clyde at 

Big Bittern. 

And Clyde, troubled by this new development, denying that he had worn a gray suit and 

insisting that the suit he had on was the one he had worn. 

"But wasn't it thoroughly soaked?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, then, where was it cleaned and pressed afterward?" 

"In Sharon." 

"In Sharon?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"By a tailor there?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"What tailor?" 

Alas, Clyde could not remember. 

"Then you wore it crumpled and wet, did you, from Big Bittern to Sharon?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And no one noticed it, of course." 

"Not that I remember—no." 

"Not that you remember, eh? Well, we'll see about that later," and deciding that 

unquestionably Clyde was a plotter and a murderer. Also that eventually he could make Clyde 

show where he had hidden the suit or had had it cleaned. 



Next there was the straw hat found on the lake. What about that? By admitting that the 

wind had blown his hat off, Clyde had intimated that he had worn a hat on the lake, but not 

necessarily the straw hat found on the water. But now Mason was intent on establishing within 

hearing of these witnesses, the ownership of the hat found on the water as well as the existence 

of a second hat worn later. 

"That straw hat of yours that you say the wind blew in the water? You didn't try to get 

that either at the time, did you?" 

"No, sir." 

"Didn't think of it, I suppose, in the excitement?" 

"No, sir." 

"But just the same, you had another straw hat when you went down through the woods 

there. Where did you get that one?" 

And Clyde, trapped and puzzled by this pausing for the fraction of a second, frightened 

and wondering whether or not it could be proved that this second straw hat he was wearing was 

the one he had worn through the woods. Also whether the one on the water had been purchased 

in Utica, as it had. And then deciding to lie. "But I didn't have another straw hat." Without 

paying any attention to that, Mason reached over and took the straw hat on Clyde's head and 

proceeded to examine the lining with its imprint—Stark & Company, Lycurgus. 

"This one has a lining, I see. Bought this in Lycurgus, eh?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"When?" 

"Oh, back in June." 

"But still you're sure now it's not the one you wore down through the woods that night?" 

"No, sir." 

"Well, where was it then?" 

And Clyde once more pausing like one in a trap and thinking: My God! How am I to 

explain this now? Why did I admit that the one on the lake was mine? Yet, as instantly recalling 

that whether he had denied it or not, there were those at Grass Lake and Big Bittern who would 

remember that he had worn a straw hat on the lake, of course. 

"Where was it then?" insisted Mason. 



And Clyde at last saying: "Oh, I was up here once before and wore it then. I forgot it 

when I went down the last time but I found it again the other day." 

"Oh, I see. Very convenient, I must say." He was beginning to believe that he had a very 

slippery person to deal with indeed— that he must think of his traps more shrewdly, and at the 

same time determining to summon the Cranstons and every member of the Bear Lake party in 

order to discover, whether any recalled Clyde not wearing a straw hat on his arrival this time, 

also whether he had left a straw hat the time before. He was lying, of course, and he would catch 

him. 

And so no real peace for Clyde at any time between there and Bridgeburg and the county 

jail. For however much he might refuse to answer, still Mason was forever jumping at him with 

such questions as: Why was it if all you wanted to do was to eat lunch on shore that you had to 

row all the way down to that extreme south end of the lake when it isn't nearly so attractive there 

as it is at other points? And: Where was it that you spent the rest of that afternoon—surely not 

just there? And then, jumping back to Sondra's letters discovered in his bag. How long had he 

known her? Was he as much in love with her as she appeared to be with him? Wasn't it because 

of her promise to marry him in the fall that he had decided to kill Miss Alden? 

But while Clyde vehemently troubled to deny this last charge, still for the most part he 

gazed silently and miserably before him with his tortured and miserable eyes. 

And then a most wretched night spent in the garret of a farmhouse at the west end of the 

lake, and on a pallet on the floor, while Sissel, Swenk and Kraut, gun in hand, in turn kept watch 

over him, and Mason and the sheriff and the others slept below stairs. And some natives, because 

of information distributed somehow, coming toward morning to inquire: "We hear the feller that 

killed the girl over to Big Bittern is here—is that right?" And then waiting to see them off at 

dawn in the Fords secured by Mason. 

And again at Little Fish Inlet as well as Three Mile Bay, actual crowds—farmers, store-

keepers, summer residents, woodsmen, children—all gathered because of word telephoned on 

ahead apparently. And at the latter place, Burleigh, Heit and Newcomb, who, because of 

previously telephoned information, had brought before one Gabriel Gregg, a most lanky and 

crusty and meticulous justice of the peace, all of the individuals from Big Bittern necessary to 

identify him fully. And now Mason, before this local justice, charging Clyde with the death of 

Roberta and having him properly and legally held as a material witness to be lodged in the 

county jail at Bridgeburg. And then taking him, along with Burton, the sheriff and his deputies, 

to Bridgeburg, where he was promptly locked up. 

And once there, Clyde throwing himself on the iron cot and holding his head in a kind of 

agony of despair. It was three o'clock in the morning, and just outside the jail as they approached 

he had seen a crowd of at least five hundred—noisy, jeering, threatening. For had not the news 

been forwarded that because of his desire to marry a rich girl he had most brutally assaulted and 

murdered a young and charming working-girl whose only fault had been that she loved him too 

well. There had been hard and threatening cries of "There he is, the dirty bastard! You'll swing 

for this yet, you young devil, wait and see!" This from a young woodsman not unlike Swenk in 



type—a hard, destroying look in his fierce young eyes, leaning out from the crowd. And worse, a 

waspish type of small-town slum girl, dressed in a gingham dress, who in the dim light of the 

arcs, had leaned forward to cry: "Lookit, the dirty little sneak—the murderer! You thought you'd 

get away with it, didnja?" 

And Clyde, crowding closer to Sheriff Slack, and thinking: Why, they actually think I did 

kill her! And they may even lynch me! But so weary and confused and debased and miserable 

that at the sight of the outer steel jail door swinging open to receive him, he actually gave vent to 

a sigh of relief because of the protection it afforded. 

But once in his cell, suffering none the less without cessation the long night through, 

from thoughts—thoughts concerning all that had just gone. Sondra! the Griffiths! Bertine. All 

those people in Lycurgus when they should hear in the morning. His mother eventually, 

everybody. Where was Sondra now? For Mason had told her, of course, and all those others, 

when he had gone back to secure his things. And they knew him now for what he was—a plotter 

of murder! Only, only, if somebody could only know how it had all come about! If Sondra, his 

mother, any one, could truly see! 

Perhaps if he were to explain all to this man Mason now, before it all went any further, 

exactly how it all had happened. But that meant a true explanation as to his plot, his real original 

intent, that camera, his swimming away. That unintended blow—(and who was going to believe 

him as to that)—his hiding the tripod afterwards. Besides once all that was known would he not 

be done for just the same in connection with Sondra, the Griffiths—everybody. And very likely 

prosecuted and executed for murder just the same. Oh, heavens—murder. And to be tried for that 

now; this terrible crime against her proved. They would electrocute him just the same— wouldn't 

they? And then the full horror of that coming upon him,— death, possibly—and for murder—he 

sat there quite still. Death! God! If only he had not left those letters written him by Roberta and 

his mother in his room there at Mrs. Peyton's. If only he had removed his trunk to another room, 

say, before he left. Why hadn't he thought of that? Yet as instantly thinking, might not that have 

been a mistake, too, being seemingly a suspicious thing to have done then? But how came they 

to know where he was from and what his name was? Then, as instantly returning in mind to the 

letters in the trunk. For, as he now recalled, in one of those letters from his mother she had 

mentioned that affair in Kansas City, and Mason would come to know of that. If only he had 

destroyed them. Roberta's, his mother's, all! Why hadn't he? But not being able to answer why—

just an insane desire to keep things maybe—anything that related to him—a kindness, a 

tenderness toward him. If only he had not worn that second straw hat—had not met those three 

men in the woods! God! He might have known they would be able to trace him in some way. If 

only he had gone on in that wood at Bear Lake, taking his suit case and Sondra's letters with him. 

Perhaps, perhaps, who knows, in Boston, or New York, or somewhere he might have hidden 

away. 

Unstrung and agonized, he was unable to sleep at all, but walked back and forth, or sat on 

the side of the hard and strange cot, thinking, thinking. And at dawn, a bony, aged, rheumy jailer, 

in a baggy, worn, blue uniform, bearing a black, iron tray, on which was a tinful of coffee, some 

bread and a piece of ham with one egg. And looking curiously and yet somehow indifferently at 



Clyde, while he forced it through an aperture only wide and high enough for its admission, 

though Clyde wanted nothing at all. 

And then later Kraut and Sissel and Swenk, and eventually the sheriff himself, each 

coming separately, to look in and say: "Well, Griffiths, how are you this morning?" or, "Hello, 

anything we can do for you?", while their eyes showed the astonishment, disgust, suspicion or 

horror with which his assumed crime had filled them. Yet, even in the face of that, having one 

type of interest and even sycophantic pride in his presence here. For was he not a Griffiths—a 

member of the well-known social group of the big central cities to the south of here. Also the 

same to them, as well as to the enormously fascinated public outside, as a trapped and captured 

animal, taken in their legal net by their own superlative skill and now held as witness to it? And 

with the newspapers and people certain to talk, enormous publicity for them— their pictures in 

the papers as well as his, their names persistently linked with his. 

And Clyde, looking at them between the bars, attempted to be civil, since he was now in 

their hands and they could do with him as they would. 

  



Chapter 11 

In connection with the autopsy and its results there was a decided set-back. For while the 

joint report of the five doctors showed: "An injury to the mouth and nose; the tip of the nose 

appears to have been slightly flattened, the lips swollen, one front tooth slightly loosened, and an 

abrasion of the mucous membrane within the lips"—all agreed that these injuries were by no 

means fatal. The chief injury was to the skull (the very thing which Clyde in his first confession 

had maintained), which appeared to have been severely bruised by a blow of "some sharp 

instrument," unfortunately in this instance, because of the heaviness of the blow of the boat, 

"signs of fracture and internal haemorrhage which might have produced death." 

But—the lungs when placed in water, sinking—an absolute proof that Roberta could not 

have been dead when thrown into the water, but alive and drowning, as Clyde had maintained. 

And no other signs of violence or struggle, although her arms and fingers appeared to be set in 

such a way as to indicate that she might have been reaching or seeking to grasp something. The 

wale of the boat? Could that be? Might Clyde's story, after all, conceal a trace of truth? Certainly 

these circumstances seemed to favor him a little. Yet as Mason and the others agreed, all these 

circumstances most distinctly seemed to prove that although he might not have slain her outright 

before throwing her into the water, none the less he had struck her and then had thrown her, 

perhaps unconscious, into the water. 

But with what? If he could but make Clyde say that! 

And then an inspiration! He would take Clyde and, although the law specifically 

guaranteed accused persons against compulsions, compel him to retrace the scenes of his crime. 

And although he might not be able to make him commit himself in any way, still, once on the 

ground and facing the exact scene of his crime, his actions might reveal something of the 

whereabouts of the suit, perhaps, or possibly some instrument with which he had struck her. 

And in consequence, on the third day following Clyde's incarceration, a second visit to 

Big Bittern, with Kraut, Heit, Mason, Burton, Burleigh, Earl Newcomb and Sheriff Slack as his 

companions, and a slow re-canvassing of all the ground he had first traveled on that dreadful day. 

And with Kraut, following instructions from Mason, "playing up" to him, in order to ingratiate 

himself into his good graces, and possibly cause him to make a clean breast of it. For Kraut was 

to argue that the evidence, so far was so convincing that you "never would get a jury to believe 

that you didn't do it," but that, "if you would talk right out to Mason, he could do more for you 

with the judge and the governor than any one could—get you off, maybe, with life or twenty 

years, while this way you're likely to get the chair, sure." 

Yet Clyde, because of that same fear that had guided him at Bear Lake, maintaining a 

profound silence. For why should he say that he had struck her, when he had not—intentionally 

at least? Or with what, since no thought of the camera had come up as yet. 

At the lake, after definite measurements by the county surveyor as to the distance from 

the spot where Roberta had drowned to the spot where Clyde had landed, Earl Newcomb 

suddenly returning to Mason with an important discovery. For under a log not so far from the 



spot at which Clyde had stood to remove his wet clothes, the tripod he had hidden, a little rusty 

and damp, but of sufficient weight, as Mason and all these others were now ready to believe, to 

have delivered the blow upon Roberta's skull which had felled her and so make it possible for 

him to carry her to the boat and later drown her. Yet, confronted with this and turning paler than 

before, Clyde denying that he had a camera or a tripod with him, although Mason was instantly 

deciding that he would re-question all witnesses to find out whether any recalled seeing a tripod 

or camera in Clyde's possession. 

And before the close of this same day learning from the guide who had driven Clyde and 

Roberta over, as well as the boatman who had seen Clyde drop his bag into the boat, and a young 

waitress at Grass Lake who had seen Clyde and Roberta going out from the inn to the station on 

the morning of their departure from Grass Lake, that all now recalled a "yellow bundle of sticks," 

fastened to his bag which must have been the very tripod. 

And then Burton Burleigh deciding that it might not really have been the tripod, after all 

with which he had struck her but possibly and even probably the somewhat heavier body of the 

camera itself, since an edge of it would explain the wound on the top of the head and the flat 

surface would explain the general wounds on her face. And because of this conclusion, without 

any knowledge on the part of Clyde, however, Mason securing divers from among the 

woodsmen of the region and setting them to diving in the immediate vicinity of the spot where 

Roberta's body had been found, with the result that after an entire day's diving on the part of 

six—and because of a promised and substantial reward, one Jack Bogart arose with the very 

camera which Clyde, as the boat had turned over, had let fall. Worse, after examination it proved 

to contain a roll of films, which upon being submitted to an expert chemist for development, 

showed finally to be a series of pictures of Roberta, made on shore—one sitting on a log, a 

second posed by the side of the boat on shore, a third reaching up toward the branches of a tree—

all very dim and water-soaked but still decipherable. And the exact measurements of the broadest 

side of the camera corresponding in a general way to the length and breadth of the wounds upon 

Roberta's face, which caused it now to seem positive that they had discovered the implement 

wherewith Clyde had delivered the blows. 

Yet no trace of blood upon the camera itself. And none upon the side or bottom of the 

boat, which had been brought to Bridgeburg for examination. And none upon the rug which had 

lain in the bottom of the boat. 

In Burton Burleigh there existed as sly a person as might have been found in a score of 

such backwoods counties as this, and soon he found himself meditating on how easy it would be, 

supposing irrefragable evidence were necessary, for him or any one to cut a finger and let it 

bleed on the rug or the side of the boat or the edge of the camera. Also, how easy to take from 

the head of Roberta two or three hairs and thread them between the sides of the camera, or about 

the rowlock to which her veil had been attached. And after due and secret meditation, he actually 

deciding to visit the Lutz Brothers morgue and secure a few threads of Roberta's hair. For he 

himself was convinced that Clyde had murdered the girl in cold blood. And for want of a bit of 

incriminating proof, was such a young, silent, vain crook as this to be allowed to escape? Not if 

he himself had to twine the hairs about the rowlock or inside the lid of the camera, and then call 

Mason's attention to them as something overlooked! 



And in consequence, upon the same day that Heit and Mason were personally re-

measuring the wounds upon Roberta's face and head, Burleigh slyly threading two of Roberta's 

hairs in between the door and the lens of the camera, so that Mason and Heit a little while later 

unexpectedly coming upon them, and wondering why they had not seen them before—

nevertheless accepting them immediately as conclusive evidence of Clyde's guilt. Indeed, Mason 

thereupon announcing that in so far as he was concerned, his case was complete. He had truly 

traced out every step in this crime and if need be was prepared to go to trial on the morrow. 

Yet, because of the very completeness of the testimony, deciding for the present, at least, 

not to say anything in connection with the camera—to seal, if possible, the mouth of every one 

who knew. For, assuming that Clyde persisted in denying that he had carried a camera, or that his 

own lawyer should be unaware of the existence of such evidence, then how damning in court, 

and out of a clear sky, to produce this camera, these photographs of Roberta made by him, and 

the proof that the very measurements of one side of the camera coincided with the size of the 

wounds upon her face! How complete! How incriminating! 

Also since he personally having gathered the testimony was the one best fitted to present 

it, he decided to communicate with the governor of the state for the purpose of obtaining a 

special term of the Supreme Court for this district, with its accompanying special session of the 

local grand jury, which would then be subject to his call at any time. For with this granted, he 

would be able to impanel a grand jury and in the event of a true bill being returned against Clyde, 

then within a month or six weeks, proceed to trial. Strictly to himself, however, he kept the fact 

that in view of his own approaching nomination in the ensuing November election this should all 

prove most opportune, since in the absence of any such special term the case could not possibly 

be tried before the succeeding regular January term of the Supreme Court, by which time he 

would be out of office and although possibly elected to the local judgeship still not able to try the 

case in person. And in view of the state of public opinion, which was most bitterly and 

vigorously anti-Clyde, a quick trial would seem fair and logical to every one in this local world. 

For why delay? Why permit such a criminal to sit about and speculate on some plan of escape? 

And especially when his trial by him, Mason, was certain to rebound to his legal and political 

and social fame the country over. 

  



Chapter 12 

And then out of the north woods a crime sensation of the first magnitude, with all of 

those intriguingly colorful, and yet morally and spiritually atrocious, elements—love, romance, 

wealth; poverty, death. And at once picturesque accounts of where and how Clyde had lived in 

Lycurgus, with whom he had been connected, how he had managed to conceal his relations with 

one girl while obviously planning to elope with another—being wired for and published by that 

type of editor so quick to sense the national news value of crimes such as this. And telegrams of 

inquiry pouring in from New York, Chicago, Boston, Philadelphia, San Francisco and other large 

American cities east and west, either to Mason direct or the representatives of the Associated or 

United Press in this area, asking for further and more complete details of the crime. Who was 

this beautiful wealthy girl with whom it was said this Griffiths was in love? Where did she live? 

What were Clyde's exact relations with her? Yet Mason, over-awed by the wealth of the 

Finchleys and the Griffiths, loath to part with Sondra's name, simply asserting for the present that 

she was the daughter of a very wealthy manufacturer in Lycurgus, whose name he did not care to 

furnish—yet not hesitating to show the bundle of letters carefully tied with a ribbon by Clyde. 

But Roberta's letters on the other hand being described in detail,— even excerpts of some 

of them—the more poetic and gloomy being furnished the Press for use, for who was there to 

protect her. And on their publication a wave of hatred for Clyde as well as a wave of pity for 

her—the poor, lonely, country girl who had had no one but him—and he cruel, faithless,—a 

murderer even. Was not hanging too good for him? For en route to and from Bear Lake, as well 

as since, Mason had pored over these letters. And because of certain intensely moving passages 

relating to her home life, her gloomy distress as to her future, her evident loneliness and 

weariness of heart, he had been greatly moved, and later had been able to convey this feeling to 

others—his wife and Heit and the local newspapermen. So much so that the latter in particular 

were sending from Bridgeburg vivid, if somewhat distorted, descriptions of Clyde, his silence, 

his moodiness, and his hard-heartedness. 

And then a particularly romantic young reporter from The Star, of Utica arriving at the 

home of the Aldens, there was immediately given to the world a fairly accurate picture of the 

weary and defeated Mrs. Alden, who, too exhausted to protest or complain, merely contented 

herself with a sincere and graphic picture of Roberta's devotion to her parents, her simple ways 

of living, her modesty, morality, religious devotion—how once the local pastor of the Methodist 

Church had said that she was the brightest and prettiest and kindest girl he had ever known, and 

how for years before leaving home she had been as her mother's own right hand. And that 

undoubtedly because of her poverty and loneliness in Lycurgus, she had been led to listen to the 

honeyed words of this scoundrel, who, coming to her with promises of marriage, had lured her 

into this unhallowed and, in her case, all but unbelievable relationship which had led to her 

death. For she was good and pure and sweet and kind always. "And to think that she is dead. I 

can't believe it." 

It was so that her mother was quoted. 

"Only Monday a week ago she was about—a little depressed, I thought, but smiling, and 

for some reason which I thought odd at the time went all over the place Monday afternoon and 



evening, looking at things and gathering some flowers. And then she came over and put her arms 

around me and said: 'I wish I were a little girl again, Mamma, and that you would take me in 

your arms and rock me like you used to.' And I said, 'Why, Roberta, what makes you so sad to-

night, anyhow?' And she said, 'Oh, nothing. You know I'm going back in the morning. And 

somehow I feel a little foolish about it to-night.' And to think that it was this trip that was in her 

mind. I suppose she had a premonition that all would not work out as she had planned. And to 

think he struck my little girl, she who never could harm anything, not even a fly." And here, in 

spite of herself, and with the saddened Titus in the background, she began to cry silently. 

But from the Griffiths and other members of this local social world, complete and almost 

unbreakable silence. For in so far as Samuel Griffiths was concerned, it was impossible for him 

at first either to grasp or believe that Clyde could be capable of such a deed. What! That bland 

and rather timid and decidedly gentlemanly youth, as he saw him, charged with murder? Being 

rather far from Lycurgus at the time—Upper Saranac—where he was reached with difficulty by 

Gilbert—he was almost unprepared to think, let alone act. Why, how impossible! There must be 

some mistake here. They must have confused Clyde with some one else. 

Nevertheless, Gilbert proceeding to explain that it was unquestionably true, since the girl 

had worked in the factory under Clyde, and the district attorney at Bridgeburg with whom he had 

already been in communication had assured him that he was in possession of letters which the 

dead girl had written to Clyde and that Clyde did not attempt to deny them. 

"Very well, then," countered Samuel. "Don't act hastily, and above all, don't talk to 

anyone outside of Smillie or Gotboy until I see you. Where's Brookhart?"—referring to Darrah 

Brookhart, of counsel for Griffiths & Company. 

"He's in Boston to-day," returned his son. "I think he told me last Friday that he wouldn't 

be back here until Monday or Tuesday." 

"Well, wire him that I want him to return at once. Incidentally, have Smillie see if he can 

arrange with the editors of The Star and Beacon down there to suspend any comment until I get 

back. I'll be down in the morning. Also tell him to get in the car and run up there" (Bridgeburg) 

"to-day if he can. I must know from first hand all there is to know. Have him see Clyde if he can, 

also this district attorney, and bring down any news that he can get. And all the newspapers. I 

want to see for myself what has been published." 

And at approximately the same time, in the home of the Finchleys on Fourth Lake, 

Sondra herself, after forty-eight hours of most macerating thoughts spent brooding on the 

astounding climax which had put a period to all her girlish fancies in regard to Clyde, deciding at 

last to confess all to her father, to whom she was more drawn than to her mother. And 

accordingly approaching him in the library, where usually he sat after dinner, reading or 

considering his various affairs. But having come within earshot of him, beginning to sob, for 

truly she was stricken in the matter of her love for Clyde, as well as her various vanities and 

illusions in regard to her own high position, the scandal that was about to fall on her and her 

family. Oh, what would her mother say now, after all her warnings? And her father? And Gilbert 



Griffiths and his affianced bride? And the Cranstons, who except for her influence over Bertine, 

would never have been drawn into this intimacy with Clyde? 

Her sobs arresting her father's attention, he at once paused to look up, the meaning of this 

quite beyond him. Yet instantly sensing something very dreadful, gathering her up in his arms, 

and consolingly murmuring: "There, there! For heaven's sake, what's happened to my little girl 

now? Who's done what and why?" And then, with a decidedly amazed and shaken expression, 

listening to a complete confession of all that had occurred thus far—the first meeting with Clyde, 

her interest in him, the attitude of the Griffiths, her letters, her love, and then this—this awful 

accusation and arrest. And if it were true! And her name were used, and her daddy's! And once 

more she fell to weeping as though her heart would break, yet knowing full well that in the end 

she would have her father's sympathy and forgiveness, whatever his subsequent suffering and 

mood. 

And at once Finchley, accustomed to peace and order and tact and sense in his own 

home, looking at his daughter in an astounded and critical and yet not uncharitable way, and 

exclaiming: "Well, well, of all things! Well, I'll be damned! I am amazed, my dear! I am 

astounded! This is a little too much, I must say. Accused of murder! And with letters of yours in 

your own handwriting, you say, in his possession, or in the hands of this district attorney, for all 

we know by now. Tst! Tst! Tst! Damned foolish, Sondra, damned foolish! Your mother has been 

talking to me for months about this, and you know I was taking your word for it against hers. 

And now see what's happened! Why couldn't you have told me or listened to her? Why couldn't 

you have talked all this over with me before going so far? I thought we understood each other, 

you and I. Your mother and I have always acted for your own good, haven't we? You know that. 

Besides, I certainly thought you had better sense. Really, I did. But a murder case, and you 

connected with it! My God!" 

He got up, a handsome blond man in carefully made clothes, and paced the floor, 

snapping his fingers irritably, while Sondra continued to weep. Suddenly, ceasing his walking, 

he turned again toward her and resumed with: "But, there, there! There's no use crying over it. 

Crying isn't going to fix it. Of course, we may be able to live it down in some way. I don't know. 

I don't know. I can't guess what effect this is likely to have on you personally. But one thing is 

sure. We do want to know something about those letters." 

And forthwith, and while Sondra wept on, he proceeded first to call his wife in order to 

explain the nature of the blow—a social blow that was to lurk in her memory as a shadow for the 

rest of her years—and next to call up Legare Atterbury, lawyer, state senator, chairman of the 

Republican State Central Committee and his own private counsel for years past, to whom he 

explained the amazing difficulty in which his daughter now found herself. Also to inquire what 

was the most advisable thing to be done. 

"Well, let me see," came from Atterbury, "I wouldn't worry very much if I were you, Mr. 

Finchley. I think I can do something to straighten this out for you before any real public damage 

is done. Now, let me see. Who is the district attorney of Cataraqui County, anyhow? I'll have to 

look that up and get in touch with him and call you back. But never mind, I promise you I'll be 



able to do something—keep the letters out of the papers, anyhow. Maybe out of the trial—I'm 

not sure—but I am sure I can fix it so that her name will not be mentioned, so don't worry." 

And then Atterbury in turn calling up Mason, whose name he found in his lawyers' 

directory, and at once arranging for a conference with him, since Mason seemed to think that the 

letters were most vital to his case, although he was so much overawed by Atterbury's voice that 

he was quick to explain that by no means had he planned as yet to use publicly the name of 

Sondra or the letters either, but rather to reserve their actuality for the private inspection of the 

grand jury, unless Clyde should choose to confess and avoid a trial. 

But Atterbury, after referring back to Finchley and finding him opposed to any use of the 

letters whatsoever, or Sondra's name either, assuring him that on the morrow or the day after he 

would himself proceed to Bridgeburg with some plans and political information which might 

cause Mason to think twice before he so much as considered referring to Sondra in any public 

way. 

And then after due consideration by the Finchley family, it was decided that at once, and 

without explanation or apology to any one, Mrs. Finchley, Stuart and Sondra should leave for the 

Maine coast or any place satisfactory to them. Finchley himself proposed to return to Lycurgus 

and Albany. It was not wise for any of them to be about where they could be reached by 

reporters or questioned by friends. And forthwith, a hegira of the Finchleys to Narragansett, 

where under the name of Wilson they secluded themselves for the next six weeks. Also, and 

because of the same cause the immediate removal of the Cranstons to one of the Thousand 

Islands, where there was a summer colony not entirely unsatisfactory to their fancy. But on the 

part of the Baggotts and the Harriets, the contention that they were not sufficiently incriminated 

to bother and so remaining exactly where they were at Twelfth Lake. But all talking of Clyde and 

Sondra—this horrible crime and the probable social destruction of all those who had in any way 

been thus innocently defiled by it. 

And in the interim, Smillie, as directed by Griffiths, proceeding to Bridgeburg, and after 

two long hours with Mason, calling at the jail to see Clyde. And because of authorization from 

Mason being permitted to see him quite alone in his cell. Smillie having explained that it was not 

the intention of the Griffiths to try to set up any defense for Clyde, but rather to discover whether 

under the circumstances there was a possibility for a defense, Mason had urged upon him the 

wisdom of persuading Clyde to confess, since, as he insisted, there was not the slightest doubt as 

to his guilt, and a trial would but cost the county money without result to Clyde— whereas if he 

chose to confess, there might be some undeveloped reasons for clemency—at any rate, a great 

social scandal prevented from being aired in the papers. 

And thereupon Smillie proceeding to Clyde in his cell where brooding most darkly and 

hopelessly he was wondering how to do. Yet at the mere mention of Smillie's name shrinking as 

though struck. The Griffiths—Samuel Griffiths and Gilbert! Their personal representative. And 

now what would he say? For no doubt, as he now argued with himself, Smillie, having talked 

with Mason, would think him guilty. And what was he to say now? What sort of a story tell—the 

truth or what? But without much time to think, for even while he was trying to do so Smillie had 

been ushered into his presence. And then moistening his dry lips with his tongue, he could only 



achieve, "Why, how do you do, Mr. Smillie?" to which the latter replied, with a mock geniality, 

"Why, hello, Clyde, certainly sorry to see you tied up in a place like this." And then continuing: 

"The papers and the district attorney over here are full of a lot of stuff about some trouble you're 

in, but I suppose there can't be much to it—there must be some mistake, of course. And that's 

what I'm up here to find out. Your uncle telephoned me this morning that I was to come up and 

see you to find out how they come to be holding you. Of course, you can understand how they 

feel down there. So they wanted me to come up and get the straight of it so as to get the charge 

dismissed, if possible—so now if you'll just let me know the ins and outs of this—you know—

that is—" 

He paused there, confident because of what the district attorney had just told him, as well 

as Clyde's peculiarly nervous and recessive manner, that he would not have very much that was 

exculpatory to reveal. 

And Clyde, after moistening his lips once more, beginning with: "I suppose things do 

look pretty bad for me, Mr. Smillie. I didn't think at the time that I met Miss Alden that I would 

ever get into such a scrape as this. But I didn't kill her, and that's the God's truth. I never even 

wanted to kill her or take her up to that lake in the first place. And that's the truth, and that's what 

I told the district attorney. I know he has some letters from her to me, but they only show that she 

wanted me to go away with her—not that I wanted to go with her at all—" 

He paused, hoping that Smillie would stamp this with his approval of faith. And Smillie, 

noting the agreement between his and Mason's assertions, yet anxious to placate him, returned: 

"Yes, I know. He was just showing them to me." 

"I knew he would," continued Clyde, weakly. "But you know how it is sometimes, Mr. 

Smillie," his voice, because of his fears that the sheriff or Kraut were listening, pitched very low. 

"A man can get in a jam with a girl when he never even intended to at first. You know that 

yourself. I did like Roberta at first, and that's the truth, and I did get in with her just as those 

letters show. But you know that rule they have down there, that no one in charge of a department 

can have anything to do with any of the women under him. Well, that's what started all the 

trouble for me, I guess. I was afraid to let any one know about it in the first place, you see." 

"Oh, I see." 

And so by degrees, and growing less and less tense as he proceeded, since Smillie 

appeared to be listening with sympathy, he now outlined most of the steps of his early intimacy 

with Roberta, together with his present defense. But with no word as to the camera, or the two 

hats or the lost suit, which things were constantly and enormously troubling him. How could he 

ever explain these, really? And with Smillie at the conclusion of this and because of what Mason 

had told him, asking: "But what about those two hats, Clyde? This man over here was telling me 

that you admit to having two straw hats—the one found on the lake and the one you wore away 

from there." 

And Clyde, forced to say something, yet not knowing what, replying: "But they're wrong 

as to my wearing a straw hat away from there, Mr. Smillie, it was a cap." 



"I see. But still you did have a straw hat up at Bear Lake, he tells me." 

"Yes, I had one there, but as I told him, that was the one I had with me when I went up to 

the Cranstons' the first time. I told him that. I forgot it and left it there." 

"Oh, I see. But now there was something about a suit—a gray one, I believe—that he 

says you were seen wearing up there but that he can't find now? Were you wearing one?" 

"No. I was wearing the blue suit I had on when I came down here. They've taken that 

away now and given me this one." 

"But he says that you say you had it dry-cleaned at Sharon but that he can't find any one 

there who knows anything about it. How about that? Did you have it dry-cleaned there?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"By whom?" 

"Well, I can't just remember now. But I think I can find the man if I were to go up there 

again—he's near the depot," but at the same time looking down and away from Smillie. 

And then Smillie, like Mason before him, proceeding to ask about the bag in the boat, 

and whether it had not been possible, if he could swim to shore with his shoes and suit on, for 

him to have swam to Roberta and assisted her to cling to the overturned boat. And Clyde 

explaining, as before, that he was afraid of being dragged down, but adding now, for the first 

time, that he had called to her to hang on to the boat, whereas previously he had said that the boat 

drifted away from them. And Smillie recalled that Mason had told him this. Also, in connection 

with Clyde's story of the wind blowing his hat off, Mason had said he could prove by witnesses, 

as well as the U. S. Government reports, that there was not a breath of air stirring on that most 

halcyon day. And so, plainly, Clyde was lying. His story was too thin. Yet Smillie, not wishing 

to embarrass him, kept saying: "Oh, I see," or, "To be sure," or "That's the way it was, was it?" 

And then finally asking about the marks on Roberta's face and head. For Mason had 

called his attention to them and insisted that no blow from a boat would make both abrasions. 

But Clyde sure that the boat had only struck her once and that all the bruises had come from that 

or else he could not guess from what they had come. But then beginning to see how hopeless was 

all this explanation. For it was so plain from his restless, troubled manner that Smillie did not 

believe him. Quite obviously he considered his not having aided Roberta as dastardly—a thin 

excuse for letting her die. 

And so, too weary and disheartened to lie more, finally ceasing. And Smillie, too sorry 

and disturbed to wish to catechize or confuse him further, fidgeting and fumbling and finally 

declaring: "Well, I'm afraid I'll have to be going now, Clyde. The roads are pretty bad between 

here and Sharon. But I've been mighty glad to hear your side of it. And I'll present it to your 

uncle just as you have told it to me. But in the meantime, if I were you, I wouldn't do any more 

talking than I could help—not until you hear further from me. I was instructed to find an attorney 



up here to handle this case for you, if I could, but since it's late and Mr. Brookhart, our chief 

counsel, will be back to-morrow, I think I'll just wait until I can talk to him. So if you'll take my 

advice, you'll just not say anything until you hear from him or me. Either he'll come or he'll send 

some one—he'll bring a letter from me, whoever he is, and then he'll advise you." 

And with this parting admonition, leaving Clyde to his thoughts and himself feeling no 

least doubt of his guilt and that nothing less than the Griffiths' millions, if so they chose to spend 

them, could save him from a fate which was no doubt due him. 

  



Chapter 13 

And then on the following morning Samuel Griffiths, with his own son Gilbert standing 

by, in the large drawing room of their Wykeagy Avenue mansion, listening to Smillie's report of 

his conference with Clyde and Mason. And Smillie reporting all he had heard and seen. And with 

Gilbert Griffiths, unbelievably shaken and infuriated by all this, exclaiming at one point: 

"Why, the little devil! The little beast! But what did I tell you, Dad? Didn't I warn you 

against bringing him on?" 

And Samuel Griffiths after meditating on this reference to his earlier sympathetic folly 

now giving Gilbert a most suggestive and intensely troubled look, which said: Are we here to 

discuss the folly of my original, if foolish, good intentions, or the present crisis? And Gilbert 

thinking: The murderer! And that wretched little show-off, Sondra Finchley, trying to make 

something of him in order to spite me, Gilbert, principally, and so getting herself smirched. The 

little fool! But it served her right. She would get her share of this now. Only it would cause him 

and his father and all of them infinite trouble also. For was this not an ineradicable stain which 

was likely to defile all—himself, his fiancee, Bella, Myra, his parents—and perhaps cost them 

their position here in Lycurgus society? The tragedy! Maybe an execution! And in this family! 

Yet Samuel Griffiths, on his part, going back in his mind to all that had occurred since 

Clyde had arrived in Lycurgus. 

His being left to work in that basement at first and ignored by the family. Left to his own 

devices for fully eight months. Might not that have been at least a contributing cause to all this 

horror? And then being put over all those girls! Was not that a mistake? He could see all this 

now clearly, although by no means condoning Clyde's deed in any way—far from it. The 

wretchedness of such a mind as that—the ungoverned and carnal desires! The uncontrollable 

brutality of seducing that girl and then because of Sondra—the pleasant, agreeable little 

Sondra—plotting to get rid of her! And now in jail, and offering no better explanation of all the 

amazing circumstances, as reported by Smillie, than that he had not intended to kill her at all—

had not even plotted to do so—that the wind had blown his hat off! How impossibly weak! And 

with no suitable explanation for the two hats, or the missing suit, or of not going to the aid of the 

drowning girl. And those unexplained marks on her face. How strongly all these things pointed 

to his guilt. 

"For God's sake," exclaimed Gilbert, "hasn't he anything better than that to offer, the little 

fool!" And Smillie replied that that was all he could get him to say, and that Mr. Mason was 

absolutely and quite dispassionately convinced of his guilt. "Dreadful! Dreadful!" put in Samuel. 

"I really can't grasp it yet. I can't! It doesn't seem possible that any one of my blood could be 

guilty of such a thing!" And then getting up and walking the floor in real and crushing distress 

and fear. His family! Gilbert and his future! Bella, with all her ambitions and dreams! And 

Sondra! And Finchley! 



He clinched his hands. He knitted his brows and tightened his lips. He looked at Smillie, 

who, immaculate and sleek, showed nevertheless the immense strain that was on him, shaking 

his head dismally whenever Griffiths looked at him. 

And then after nearly an hour and a half more of such questioning and requestioning as to 

the possibility of some other interpretation than the data furnished by Smillie would permit, 

Griffiths, senior, pausing and declaring: "Well, it does look bad, I must say. Still, in the face of 

what you tell me, I can't find it in me to condemn completely without more knowledge than we 

have here. There may be some other facts not as yet come to light—he won't talk, you say, about 

most things—some little details we don't know about—some slight excuse of some kind—for 

without that this does appear to be a most atrocious crime. Has Mr. Brookhart got in from 

Boston?" 

"Yes, sir, he's here," replied Gilbert. "He telephoned Mr. Smillie." 

"Well, have him come out here at two this afternoon to see me. I'm too tired to talk more 

about this right now. Tell him all that you have told me, Smillie. And then come back here with 

him at two. It may be that he will have some suggestion to make that will be of value to us, 

although just what I can't see. Only one thing I want to say—I hope he isn't guilty. And I want 

every proper step taken to discover whether he is or not, and if not, to defend him to the limit of 

the law. But no more than that. No trying to save anybody who is guilty of such a thing as this—

no, no, no!—not even if he is my nephew! Not me! I'm not that kind of a man! Trouble or no 

trouble—disgrace or no disgrace—I'll do what I can to help him if he's innocent—if there's even 

the faintest reason for believing so. But guilty? No! Never! If this boy is really guilty, he'll have 

to take the consequences. Not a dollar—not a penny—of my money will I devote to any one who 

could be guilty of such a crime, even if he is my nephew!" 

And turning and slowly and heavily moving toward the rear staircase, while Smillie, 

wide-eyed, gazed after him in awe. The power of him! The decision of him! The fairness of him 

in such a deadly crisis! And Gilbert equally impressed, also sitting and staring. His father was a 

man, really. He might be cruelly wounded and distressed, but, unlike himself, he was neither 

petty nor revengeful. 

And next Mr. Darrah Brookhart, a large, well-dressed, well-fed, ponderous and cautious 

corporation lawyer, with one eye half concealed by a drooping lid and his stomach rather 

protuberant, giving one the impression of being mentally if not exactly physically suspended, 

balloon-wise, in some highly rarefied atmosphere where he was moved easily hither and yon by 

the lightest breath of previous legal interpretations or decisions of any kind. In the absence of 

additional facts, the guilt of Clyde (to him) seemed obvious. Or, waiving that, as he saw it after 

carefully listening to Smillie's recounting of all the suspicious and incriminating circumstances, 

he would think it very difficult to construct an even partially satisfactory defense, unless there 

were some facts favoring Clyde which had not thus far appeared. Those two hats, that bag—his 

slipping away like that. Those letters. But he would prefer to read them. For upon the face of the 

data so far, unquestionably public sentiment would be all against Clyde and in favor of the dead 

girl and her poverty and her class, a situation which made a favorable verdict in such a 

backwoods county seat as Bridgeburg almost impossible. For Clyde, although himself poor, was 



the nephew of a rich man and hitherto in good standing in Lycurgus society. That would most 

certainly tend to prejudice country-born people against him. It would probably be better to ask 

for a change of venue so as to nullify the force of such a prejudice. 

On the other hand, without first sending a trained cross-examiner to Clyde—one, who 

being about to undertake the defense should be able to extract the facts from him on the plea that 

on his truthful answers depended his life—he would not be able to say whether there was any 

hope or not. In his office was a certain Mr. Catchuman, a very able man, who might be sent on 

such a mission and on whose final report one could base a reasonable opinion. However, there 

were now various other aspects of such a case as this which, in his estimation, needed to be 

carefully looked into and decided upon. For, of course, as Mr. Griffiths and his son so well knew, 

in Utica, New York City, Albany (and now that he came to think of it, more particularly in 

Albany, where were two brothers, Canavan & Canavan, most able if dubious individuals), there 

were criminal lawyers deeply versed in the abstrusities and tricks of the criminal law. And any of 

them—no doubt—for a sufficient retainer, and irrespective of the primary look of a situation of 

this kind, might be induced to undertake such a defense. And, no doubt, via change of venue, 

motions, appeals, etc., they might and no doubt would be able to delay and eventually effect an 

ultimate verdict of something less than death, if such were the wish of the head of this very 

important family. On the other hand, there was the undeniable fact that such a hotly contested 

trial as this would most assuredly prove to be would result in an enormous amount of publicity, 

and did Mr. Samuel Griffiths want that? For again, under such circumstances, was it not likely to 

be said, if most unjustly, of course, that he was using his great wealth to frustrate justice? The 

public was so prejudiced against wealth in such cases. Yet, some sort of a defense on the part of 

the Griffiths would certainly be expected by the public, whether subsequently the same necessity 

for such defense was criticized by them or not. 

And in consequence, it was now necessary for Mr. Griffiths and his son to decide how 

they would prefer to proceed—whether with very distinguished criminal lawyers such as the two 

he had just named, or with less forceful counsel, or none. For, of course, it would be possible, 

and that quite inconspicuously, to supply Clyde with a capable and yet thoroughly conservative 

trial lawyer—some one residing and practising in Bridgeburg possibly—whose duty it would be 

to see that all blatant and unjustified reference to the family on the part of the newspapers was 

minimized. 

And so, after three more hours of conference, it was finally decided by Samuel himself 

that at once Mr. Brookhart was to despatch his Mr. Catchuman to Bridgeburg to interview Clyde, 

and thereafter, whatever his conclusions as to his guilt or innocence, he was to select from the 

local array of legal talent—for the present, anyhow—such a lawyer as would best represent 

Clyde fairly. Yet with no assurances of means or encouragement to do more than extract from 

Clyde the true details of his relationship to this charge. And those once ascertained to center 

upon such a defense as would most honestly tend to establish only such facts as were honestly 

favorable to Clyde—in short, in no way, either by legal chicane or casuistry or trickery of any 

kind, to seek to establish a false innocence and so defeat the ends of justice. 

  



Chapter 14 

Mr. Catchuman did not prove by any means to be the one to extract from Clyde anything 

more than had either Mason or Smillie. Although shrewd to a degree in piecing together out of 

the muddled statements of another such data as seemed most probable, still he was not so 

successful in the realm of the emotions, as was necessary in the case of Clyde. He was too legal, 

chilling— unemotional. And in consequence, after grilling Clyde for four long hours one hot 

July afternoon, he was eventually compelled to desist with the feeling that as a plotter of crime 

Clyde was probably the most arresting example of feeble and blundering incapacity he had ever 

met. 

For since Smillie's departure Mason had proceeded to the shores of Big Bittern with 

Clyde. And there discovered the tripod and camera. Also listened to more of Clyde's lies. And as 

he now explained to Catchuman that, while Clyde denied owning a camera, nevertheless he had 

proof that he did own one and had taken it with him when he left Lycurgus. Yet when confronted 

with this fact by Catchuman, as the latter now noticed, Clyde had nothing to say other than that 

he had not taken a camera with him and that the tripod found was not the one belonging to any 

camera of his—a lie which so irritated Catchuman that he decided not to argue with him further. 

At the same time, however, Brookhart having instructed him that, whatever his personal 

conclusions in regard to Clyde, a lawyer of sorts was indispensable—the charity, if not the 

honor, of the Griffiths being this much involved, the western Griffiths, as Brookhart had already 

explained to him, having nothing and not being wanted in the case anyhow—he decided that he 

must find one before leaving. In consequence, and without any knowledge of the local political 

situation, he proceeded to the office of Ira Kellogg, president of the Cataraqui County National 

Bank, who, although Catchuman did not know it, was high in the councils of the Democratic 

organization. And because of his religious and moral views, this same Kellogg was already 

highly incensed and irritated by the crime of which Clyde was accused. On the other hand, 

however, because as he well knew this case was likely to pave the way for an additional 

Republican sweep at the approaching primaries, he was not blind to the fact that some reducing 

opposition to Mason might not be amiss. Fate seemed too obviously to be favoring the 

Republican machine in the person of and crime committed by Clyde. 

For since the discovery of this murder, Mason had been basking in such publicity and 

even nation-wide notoriety as had not befallen any district attorney of this region in years and 

years. Newspaper correspondents and reporters and illustrators from such distant cities as 

Buffalo, Rochester, Chicago, New York and Boston, were already arriving as everybody knew or 

saw, to either interview or make sketches or take photos of Clyde, Mason, the surviving 

members of the Alden family, et cetera, while locally Mason was the recipient of undiluted 

praise, even the Democratic voters in the county joining with the Republicans in assuring each 

other that Mason was all right, that he was handling this young murderer in the way that he 

deserved to be handled, and that neither the wealth of the Griffiths nor of the family of that rich 

girl whom he appeared to have been trying to capture, was influencing this young tribune of the 

people in the least. He was a real attorney. He had not "allowed any grass to grow under his feet, 

you bet." 



Indeed previous to Catchuman's visit, a coroner's jury had been called, with Mason 

attending and directing even, the verdict being that the dead girl had come to her death through a 

plot devised and executed by one Clyde Griffiths who was then and there in the county jail of 

Bridgeburg and that he be held to await the verdict of the County Grand Jury to whom his crime 

was soon to be presented. And Mason, through an appeal to the Governor, as all now knew was 

planning to secure a special sitting of the Supreme Court, which would naturally involve an 

immediate session of the County Grand Jury in order to hear the evidence and either indict or 

discharge Clyde. And now, Catchuman arriving to inquire where he was likely to find a local 

lawyer of real ability who could be trusted to erect some sort of a defense for Clyde. And 

immediately as an offset to all this there popped into Kellogg's mind the name and reputation of 

one Hon. Alvin Belknap, of Belknap and Jephson, of this same city—an individual who had been 

twice state senator, three times Democratic assemblyman from this region, and more recently 

looked upon by various Democratic politicians as one who would be favored with higher honors 

as soon as it was possible to arrange an issue which would permit the Democrats to enter into 

local office. In fact, only three years before, in a contest with Mason for the district attorneyship, 

this same Belknap had run closer to victory than any other candidate on the Democratic ticket. 

Indeed, so rounded a man was he politically that this year he had been slated for that very county 

judgeship nomination which Mason had in view. And but for this sudden and most amazing 

development in connection with Clyde, it had been quite generally assumed that Belknap, once 

nominated, would be elected. And although Mr. Kellogg did not quite trouble to explain to 

Catchuman all the complicated details of this very interesting political situation, he did explain 

that Mr. Belknap was a very exceptional man, almost the ideal one, if one were looking for an 

opponent to Mason. 

And with this slight introduction, Kellogg now offered personally to conduct Catchuman 

to Belknap and Jephson's office, just across the way in the Bowers Block. 

And then knocking at Belknap's door, they were admitted by a brisk, medium-sized and 

most engaging-looking man of about forty-eight, whose gray-blue eyes at once fixed themselves 

in the mind of Catchuman as the psychic windows of a decidedly shrewd if not altogether 

masterful and broad-gauge man. For Belknap was inclined to carry himself with an air which all 

were inclined to respect. He was a college graduate, and in his youth because of his looks, his 

means, and his local social position (his father had been a judge as well as a national senator 

from here), he had seen so much of what might be called near-city life that all those gaucheries 

as well as sex-inhibitions and sex-longings which still so greatly troubled and motivated and 

even marked a man like Mason had long since been covered with an easy manner and social 

understanding which made him fairly capable of grasping any reasonable moral or social 

complication which life was prepared to offer. 

Indeed he was one who naturally would approach a case such as Clyde's with less 

vehemence and fever than did Mason. For once, in his twentieth year, he himself had been 

trapped between two girls, with one of whom he was merely playing while being seriously in 

love with the other. And having seduced the first and being confronted with an engagement or 

flight, he had chosen flight. But not before laying the matter before his father, by whom he was 

advised to take a vacation, during which time the services of the family doctor were engaged 

with the result that for a thousand dollars and expenses necessary to house the pregnant girl in 



Utica, the father had finally extricated his son and made possible his return, and eventual 

marriage to the other girl. 

And therefore, while by no means sympathizing with the more cruel and drastic phases of 

Clyde's attempt at escape—as so far charged (never in all the years of his law practice had he 

been able to grasp the psychology of a murderer) still because of the rumored existence and love 

influence of a rich girl whose name had not as yet been divulged he was inclined to suspect that 

Clyde had been emotionally betrayed or bewitched. Was he not poor and vain and ambitious? He 

had heard so: had even been thinking that he—the local political situation being what it was 

might advantageously to himself—and perhaps most disruptingly to the dreams of Mr. Mason be 

able to construct a defense—or at least a series of legal contentions and delays which might 

make it not so easy for Mr. Mason to walk away with the county judgeship as he imagined. 

Might it not, by brisk, legal moves now—and even in the face of this rising public sentiment, or 

because of it,—be possible to ask for a change of venue—or time to develop new evidence in 

which case a trial might not occur before Mr. Mason was out of office. He and his young and 

somewhat new associate, Mr. Reuben Jephson, of quite recently the state of Vermont, had been 

thinking of it. 

And now Mr. Catchuman accompanied by Mr. Kellogg. And thereupon a conference 

with Mr. Catchuman and Mr. Kellogg, with the latter arguing quite politically the wisdom of his 

undertaking such a defense. And his own interest in the case being what it was, he was not long 

in deciding, after a conference with his younger associate, that he would. In the long run it could 

not possibly injure him politically, however the public might feel about it now. 

And then Catchuman having handed over a retainer to Belknap as well as a letter 

introducing him to Clyde, Belknap had Jephson call up Mason to inform him that Belknap & 

Jephson, as counsel for Samuel Griffiths on behalf of his nephew, would require of him a 

detailed written report of all the charges as well as all the evidence thus far accumulated, the 

minutes of the autopsy and the report of the coroner's inquest. Also information as to whether 

any appeal for a special term of the Supreme Court had as yet been acted upon, and if so what 

judge had been named to sit, and when and where the Grand Jury would be gathered. 

Incidentally, he said, Messrs. Belknap and Jephson, having heard that Miss Alden's body had 

been sent to her home for burial, would request at once a counsel's agreement whereby it might 

be exhumed in order that other doctors now to be called by the defense might be permitted to 

examine it—a proposition which Mason at once sought to oppose but finally agreed to rather 

than submit to an order from a Supreme Court judge. 

These details having been settled, Belknap announced that he was going over to the jail to 

see Clyde. It was late and he had had no dinner, and might get none now, but he wanted to have a 

"heart to heart" with this youth, whom Catchuman informed him he would find very difficult. 

But Belknap, buoyed up as he was by his opposition to Mason, his conviction that he was in a 

good mental state to understand Clyde, was in a high degree of legal curiosity. The romance and 

drama of this crime! What sort of a girl was this Sondra Finchley, of whom he had already heard 

through secret channels? And could she by any chance be brought to Clyde's defense? He had 

already understood that her name was not to be mentioned—high politics demanding this. He 

was really most eager to talk to this sly and ambitious and futile youth. 



However, on reaching the jail, and after showing Sheriff Slack a letter from Catchuman 

and asking as a special favor to himself that he be taken upstairs to some place near Clyde's cell 

in order that, unannounced, he might first observe Clyde, he was quietly led to the second floor 

and, the outside door leading to the corridor which faced Clyde's cell being opened for him, 

allowed to enter there alone. And then walking to within a few feet of Clyde's cell he was able to 

view him—at the moment lying face down on his iron cot, his arms above his head, a tray of 

untouched food standing in the aperture, his body sprawled and limp. For, since Catchuman's 

departure, and his second failure to convince any one of his futile and meaningless lies, he was 

more despondent than ever. In fact, so low was his condition that he was actually crying, his 

shoulders heaving above his silent emotion. At sight of this, and remembering his own youthful 

escapades, Belknap now felt intensely sorry for him. No soulless murderer, as he saw it, would 

cry. 

Approaching Clyde's cell door, after a pause, he began with: "Come, come, Clyde! This 

will never do. You mustn't give up like this. Your case mayn't be as hopeless as you think. 

Wouldn't you like to sit up and talk to a lawyer fellow who thinks he might be able to do 

something for you? Belknap is my name—Alvin Belknap. I live right here in Bridgeburg and I 

have been sent over by that other fellow who was here a while ago—Catchuman, wasn't that his 

name? You didn't get along with him so very well, did you? Well, I didn't either. He's not our 

kind, I guess. But here's a letter from him authorizing me to represent you. Want to see it?" He 

poked it genially and authoritatively through the narrow bars toward which Clyde, now curious 

and dubious, approached. For there was something so whole-hearted and unusual and seemingly 

sympathetic and understanding in this man's voice that Clyde took courage. And without 

hesitancy, therefore, he took the letter and looked at it, then returned it with a smile. 

"There, I thought so," went on Belknap, most convincingly and pleased with his effect, 

which he credited entirely to his own magnetism and charm. "That's better. I know we're going to 

get along. I can feel it. You are going to be able to talk to me as easily and truthfully as you 

would to your mother. And without any fear that any word of anything you ever tell me is going 

to reach another ear, unless you want it to, see? For I'm going to be your lawyer, Clyde, if you'll 

let me, and you're going to be my client, and we're going to sit down together to-morrow, or 

whenever you say so, and you're going to tell me all you think I ought to know, and I'm going to 

tell you what I think I ought to know, and whether I'm going to be able to help you. And I'm 

going to prove to you that in every way that you help me, you're helping yourself, see? And I'm 

going to do my damnedest to get you out of this. Now, how's that, Clyde?" 

He smiled most encouragingly and sympathetically—even affectionately. And Clyde, 

feeling for the first time since his arrival here that he had found some one in whom he could 

possibly confide without danger, was already thinking it might be best if he should tell this man 

all—everything—he could not have said why, quite, but he liked him. In a quick, if dim way he 

felt that this man understood and might even sympathize with him, if he knew all or nearly all. 

And after Belknap had detailed how eager this enemy of his—Mason—was to convict him, and 

how, if he could but devise a reasonable defense, he was sure he could delay the case until this 

man was out of office, Clyde announced that if he would give him the night to think it all out, to-

morrow or any time he chose to come back, he would tell him all. 



And then, the next day Belknap sitting on a stool and munching chocolate bars, listened 

while Clyde before him on his iron cot, poured forth his story—all the details of his life since 

arriving at Lycurgus—how and why he had come there, the incident of the slain child in Kansas 

City, without, however, mention of the clipping which he himself had preserved and then 

forgotten; his meeting with Roberta, and his desire for her; her pregnancy and how he had sought 

to get her out of it—on and on until, she having threatened to expose him, he had at last, and in 

great distress and fright, found the item in The Times-Union and had sought to emulate that in 

action. But he had never plotted it personally, as Belknap was to understand. Nor had he 

intentionally killed her at the last. No, he had not. Mr. Belknap must believe that, whatever else 

he thought. He had never deliberately struck her. No, no, no! It had been an accident. There had 

been a camera, and the tripod reported to have been found by Mason was unquestionably his 

tripod. Also, he had hidden it under a log, after accidentally striking Roberta with the camera and 

then seeing that sink under the waters, where no doubt it still was, and with pictures of himself 

and Roberta on the film it contained, if they were not dissolved by the water. But he had not 

struck her intentionally. No—he had not. She had approached and he had struck, but not 

intentionally. The boat had upset. And then as nearly as he could, he described how before that 

he had seemed to be in a trance almost, because having gone so far he could go no farther. 

But in the meantime, Belknap, himself finally wearied and confused by this strange story, 

the impossibility as he now saw it of submitting to, let alone convincing, any ordinary 

backwoods jury of this region, of the innocence of these dark and bitter plans and deeds, finally 

in great weariness and uncertainty and mental confusion, even, getting up and placing his hands 

on Clyde's shoulders, saying: "Well, that'll be enough of this for to-day, Clyde, I think. I see how 

you felt and how it all came about—also I see how tired you are, and I'm mighty glad you've 

been able to give me the straight of this, because I know how hard it's been for you to do it. But I 

don't want you to talk any more now. There are going to be other days, and I have a few things I 

want to attend to before I take up some of the minor phases of this with you to-morrow or next 

day. Just you sleep and rest for the present. You'll need all you can get for the work both of us 

will have to do a little later. But just now, you're not to worry, because there's no need of it, do 

you see? I'll get you out of this—or we will—my partner and I. I have a partner that I'm going to 

bring around here presently. You'll like him, too. But there are one or two things that I want you 

to think about and stick to—and one of these is that you're not to let anybody frighten you into 

anything, because either myself or my partner will be around here once a day anyhow, and 

anything you have to say or want to know you can say or find out from us. Next you're not to 

talk to anybody—Mason, the sheriff, these jailers, no one— unless I tell you to. No one, do you 

hear! And above all things, don't cry any more. For if you are as innocent as an angel, or as black 

as the devil himself, the worst thing you can do is to cry before any one. The public and these jail 

officers don't understand that—they invariably look upon it as weakness or a confession of guilt. 

And I don't want them to feel any such thing about you now, and especially when I know that 

you're really not guilty. I know that now. I believe it. See! So keep a stiff upper lip before Mason 

and everybody. 

"In fact, from now on I want you to try and laugh a little—or at any rate, smile and pass 

the time of day with these fellows around here. There's an old saying in law, you know, that the 

consciousness of innocence makes any man calm. Think and look innocent. Don't sit and brood 

and look as though you had lost your last friend, because you haven't. I'm here, and so is my 



partner, Mr. Jephson. I'll bring him around here in a day or two, and you're to look and act 

toward him exactly as you have toward me. Trust him, because in legal matters he's even smarter 

than I am in some ways. And to-morrow I'm going to bring you a couple of books and some 

magazines and papers, and I want you to read them or look at the pictures. They'll help keep your 

mind off your troubles." 

Clyde achieved a rather feeble smile and nodded his head. 

"From now on, too,—I don't know whether you're at all religious— but whether you are 

or not, they hold services here in the jail on Sundays, and I want you to attend 'em regularly—

that is, if they ask you to. For this is a religious community and I want you to make as good an 

impression as you can. Never mind what people say or how they look—you do as I tell you. And 

if this fellow Mason or any of those fellows around here get to pestering you any more, send me 

a note. 

"And now I'll be going, so give me a cheerful smile as I go out— and another one as I 

come in. And don't talk, see?" 

Then shaking Clyde briskly by the shoulders and slapping him on the back, he strode out, 

actually thinking to himself: "But do I really believe that this fellow is as innocent as he says? 

Would it be possible for a fellow to strike a girl like that and not know that he was doing it 

intentionally? And then swimming away afterwards, because, as he says, if he went near her he 

thought he might drown too. Bad. Bad! What twelve men are going to believe that? And that 

bag, those two hats, that missing suit! And yet he swears he didn't intentionally strike her. But 

what about all that planning—the intent—which is just as bad in the eyes of the law. Is he telling 

the truth or is he lying even now—perhaps trying to deceive himself as well as me? And that 

camera—we ought to get hold of that before Mason finds it and introduces it. And that suit. I 

ought to find that and mention it, maybe, so as to offset the look of its being hidden—say that we 

had it all the time—send it to Lycurgus to be cleaned. But no, no—wait a minute—I must think 

about that." 

And so on, point by point, while deciding wearily that perhaps it would be better not to 

attempt to use Clyde's story at all, but rather to concoct some other story—this one changed or 

modified in some way which would make it appear less cruel or legally murderous. 

  



Chapter 15 

Mr. Reuben Jephson was decidedly different from Belknap, Catchuman, Mason, 

Smillie—in fact any one, thus far, who had seen Clyde or become legally interested in this case. 

He was young, tall, thin, rugged, brown, cool but not cold spiritually, and with a will and a 

determination of the tensile strength of steel. And with a mental and legal equipment which for 

shrewdness and self-interest was not unlike that of a lynx or a ferret. Those shrewd, steel, very 

light blue eyes in his brown face. The force and curiosity of the long nose. The strength of the 

hands and the body. He had lost no time, as soon as he discovered there was a possibility of their 

(Belknap & Jephson) taking over the defense of Clyde, in going over the minutes of the coroner's 

inquest as well as the doctors' reports and the letters of Roberta and Sondra. And now being 

faced by Belknap who was explaining that Clyde did now actually admit to having plotted to kill 

Roberta, although not having actually done so, since at the fatal moment, some cataleptic state of 

mind or remorse had intervened and caused him to unintentionally strike her—he merely stared 

without the shadow of a smile or comment of any kind. 

"But he wasn't in such a state when he went out there with her, though?" 

"No." 

"Nor when he swam away afterwards?" 

"No." 

"Nor when he went through those woods, or changed to another suit and hat, or hid that 

tripod?" 

"No." 

"Of course you know, constructively, in the eyes of the law, if we use his own story, he's 

just as guilty as though he had struck her, and the judge would have to so instruct." 

"Yes, I know. I've thought of all that." 

"Well, then—" 

"Well, I'll tell you, Jephson, it's a tough case and no mistake. It looks to me now as 

though Mason has all the cards. If we can get this chap off, we can get anybody off. But as I see 

it, I'm not so sure that we want to mention that cataleptic business yet— at least not unless we 

want to enter a plea of insanity or emotional insanity, or something like that—about like that 

Harry Thaw case, for instance." He paused and scratched his slightly graying temple dubiously. 

"You think he's guilty, of course?" interpolated Jephson, dryly. 

"Well, now, as astonishing as it may seem to you, no. At least, I'm not positive that I do. 

To tell you the truth, this is one of the most puzzling cases I have ever run up against. This 



fellow is by no means as hard as you think, or as cold—quite a simple, affectionate chap, in a 

way, as you'll see for yourself—his manner, I mean. He's only twenty-one or two. And for all his 

connections with these Griffiths, he's very poor—just a clerk, really. And he tells me that his 

parents are poor, too. They run a mission of some kind out west—Denver, I believe—and before 

that in Kansas City. He hasn't been home in four years. In fact, he got into some crazy boy scrape 

out there in Kansas City when he was working for one of the hotels as a bell-boy, and had to run 

away. That's something we've got to look out for in connection with Mason—whether he knows 

about that or not. It seems he and a bunch of other bell-hops took some rich fellow's car without 

his knowing it, and then because they were afraid of being late, they ran over and killed a little 

girl. We've got to find out about that and prepare for it, for if Mason does know about it, he'll 

spring it at the trial, and just when he thinks we're least expecting it." 

"Well, he won't pull that one," replied Jephson, his hard, electric, blue eyes gleaming, 

"not if I have to go to Kansas City to find out." 

And Belknap went on to tell Jephson all that he knew about Clyde's life up to the present 

time—how he had worked at dish-washing, waiting on table, soda-clerking, driving a wagon, 

anything and everything, before he had arrived in Lycurgus—how he had always been fascinated 

by girls—how he had first met Roberta and later Sondra. Finally how he found himself trapped 

by one and desperately in love with the other, whom he could not have unless he got rid of the 

first one. 

"And notwithstanding all that, you feel a doubt as to whether he did kill her?" asked 

Jephson, at the conclusion of all this. 

"Yes, as I say, I'm not at all sure that he did. But I do know that he is still hipped over this 

second girl. His manner changed whenever he or I happened to mention her. Once, for instance, I 

asked him about his relations with her—and in spite of the fact that he's accused of seducing and 

killing this other girl, he looked at me as though I had said something I shouldn't have— insulted 

him or her." And here Belknap smiled a wry smile, while Jephson, his long, bony legs propped 

against the walnut desk before him, merely stared at him. 

"You don't say," he finally observed. 

"And not only that," went on Belknap, "but he said, 'Why, no, of course not. She wouldn't 

allow anything like that, and besides,' and then he stopped. 'And besides what, Clyde,' I asked. 

'Well, you don't want to forget who she is.' 'Oh, I see,' I said. And then, will you believe it, he 

wanted to know if there wasn't some way by which her name and those letters she wrote him 

couldn't be kept out of the papers and this case—her family prevented from knowing so that she 

and they wouldn't be hurt too much." 

"Not really? But what about the other girl?" 

"That's just the point I'm trying to make. He could plot to kill one girl and maybe even 

did kill her, for all I know, after seducing her, but because he was being so sculled around by his 

grand ideas of this other girl, he didn't quite know what he was doing, really. Don't you see? You 



know how it is with some of these young fellows of his age, and especially when they've never 

had anything much to do with girls or money, and want to be something grand." 

"You think that made him a little crazy, maybe?" put in Jephson. 

"Well, it's possible—confused, hypnotized, loony—you know—a brain storm as they say 

down in New York. But he certainly is still cracked over that other girl. In fact, I think most of 

his crying in jail is over her. He was crying, you know, when I went in to see him, sobbing as if 

his heart would break." 

Meditatively Belknap scratched his right ear. "But just the same, there certainly is 

something to this other idea—that his mind was turned by all this—that Alden girl forcing him 

on the one hand to marry her while the other girl was offering to marry him. I know. I was once 

in such a scrape myself." And here he paused to relate that to Jephson. "By the way," he went on, 

"he says we can find that item about that other couple drowning in The Times-Union of about 

June 18th or 19th." 

"All right," replied Jephson, "I'll get it." 

"What I want you to do to-morrow," continued Belknap, "is to go over there with me and 

see what impression you get of him. I'll be there to see if he tells it all to you in the same way. I 

want your own individual viewpoint of him." 

"You most certainly will get it," snapped Jephson. 

Belknap and Jephson proceeded the next day to visit Clyde in jail. And Jephson, after 

interviewing him and meditating once more on his strange story, was even then not quite able to 

make up his mind whether Clyde was as innocent of intending to strike Roberta as he said, or 

not. For if he were, how could he have swum away afterward, leaving her to drown? Decidedly it 

would be more difficult for a jury than for himself, even, to be convinced. 

At the same time, there was that contention of Belknap's as to the possibility of Clyde's 

having been mentally upset or unbalanced at the time that he accepted The Times-Union plot and 

proceeded to act on it. That might be true, of course, yet personally, to Jephson at least, Clyde 

appeared to be wise and sane enough now. As Jephson saw him, he was harder and more 

cunning than Belknap was willing to believe—a cunning, modified of course, by certain soft and 

winning social graces for which one could hardly help liking him. However, Clyde was by no 

means as willing to confide in Jephson as he had been in Belknap—an attitude which did little to 

attract Jephson to him at first. At the same time, there was about Jephson a hard, integrated 

earnestness which soon convinced Clyde of his technical, if not his emotional interest. And after 

a while he began looking toward this younger man, even more than toward Belknap as the one 

who might do most for him. 

"Of course, you know that those letters which Miss Alden wrote you are very strong?" 

began Jephson, after hearing Clyde restate his story. 



"Yes, sir." 

"They're very sad to any one who doesn't know all of the facts, and on that account they 

are likely to prejudice any jury against you, especially when they're put alongside Miss 

Finchley's letters." 

"Yes, I suppose they might," replied Clyde, "but then, she wasn't always like that, either. 

It was only after she got in trouble and I wanted her to let me go that she wrote like that." 

"I know. I know. And that's a point we want to think about and maybe bring out, if we 

can. If only there were some way to keep those letters out," he now turned to Belknap to say. 

Then, to Clyde, "but what I want to ask you now is this—you were close to her for something 

like a year, weren't you?" 

"Yes." 

"In all of that time that you were with her, or before, was she ever friendly, or maybe 

intimate, with any other young man anywhere—that is, that you know of?" 

As Clyde could see, Jephson was not afraid, or perhaps not sufficiently sensitive, to 

refrain from presenting any thought or trick that seemed to him likely to provide a loophole for 

escape. But, far from being cheered by this suggestion, he was really shocked. What a shameful 

thing in connection with Roberta and her character it would be to attempt to introduce any such 

lie as this. He could not and would not hint at any such falsehood, and so he replied: 

"No, sir. I never heard of her going with any one else. In fact, I know she didn't." 

"Very good! That settles that," snapped Jephson. "I judged from her letters that what you 

say is true. At the same time, we must know all the facts. It might make a very great difference if 

there were some one else." 

And at this point Clyde could not quite make sure whether he was attempting to impress 

upon him the value of this as an idea or not, but just the same he decided it was not right even to 

consider it. And yet he was thinking: If only this man could think of a real defense for me! He 

looks so shrewd. 

"Well, then," went on Jephson, in the same hard, searching tone, devoid, as Clyde saw it, 

of sentiment or pity of any kind, "here's something else I want to ask you. In all the time that you 

knew her, either before you were intimate with her or afterwards, did she ever write you a mean 

or sarcastic or demanding or threatening letter of any kind?" 

"No, sir, I can't say that she ever did," replied Clyde, "in fact, I know she didn't. No, sir. 

Except for those few last ones, maybe—the very last one." 

"And you never wrote her any, I suppose?" 



"No, sir, I never wrote her any letters." 

"Why?" 

"Well, she was right there in the factory with me, you see. Besides at the last there, after 

she went home, I was afraid to." 

"I see." 

At the same time, as Clyde now proceeded to point out, and that quite honestly, Roberta 

could be far from sweet-tempered at times— could in fact be quite determined and even 

stubborn. And she had paid no least attention to his plea that her forcing him to marry her now 

would ruin him socially as well as in every other way, and that even in the face of his willingness 

to work along and pay for her support—an attitude which, as he now described it, was what had 

caused all the trouble—whereas Miss Finchley (and here he introduced an element of reverence 

and enthusiasm which Jephson was quick to note) was willing to do everything for him. 

"So you really loved that Miss Finchley very much then, did you?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And you couldn't care for Roberta any more after you met her?" 

"No, no. I just couldn't." 

"I see," observed Jephson, solemnly nodding his head, and at the same time meditating 

on how futile and dangerous, even, it might be to let the jury know that. And then thinking that 

possibly it were best to follow the previous suggestion of Belknap's, based on the customary 

legal proceeding of the time, and claim insanity, or a brain storm, brought about by the terrifying 

position in which he imagined himself to be. But apart from that he now proceeded: 

"You say something came over you when you were in the boat out there with her on that 

last day—that you really didn't know what you were doing at the time that you struck her?" 

"Yes, sir, that's the truth." And here Clyde went on to explain once more just what his 

state was at that time. 

"All right, all right, I believe you," replied Jephson, seemingly believing what Clyde said 

but not actually able to conceive it at that. "But you know, of course, that no jury, in the face of 

all these other circumstances, is going to believe that," he now announced. "There are too many 

things that'll have to be explained and that we can't very well explain as things now stand. I don't 

know about that idea." He now turned and was addressing Belknap. "Those two hats, that bag—

unless we're going to plead insanity or something like that. I'm not so sure about all this. Was 

there ever any insanity in your family that you know of?" he now added, turning to Clyde once 

more. 



"No, sir, not that I know of." 

"No uncle or cousin or grandfather who had fits or strange ideas or anything like that?" 

"Not that I ever heard of, no, sir." 

"And your rich relatives down there in Lycurgus—I suppose they'd not like it very much 

if I were to step up and try to prove anything like that?" 

"I'm afraid they wouldn't, no, sir," replied Clyde, thinking of Gilbert. 

"Well, let me see," went on Jephson after a time. "That makes it rather hard. I don't see, 

though, that anything else would be as safe." And here he turned once more to Belknap and 

began to inquire as to what he thought of suicide as a theory, since Roberta's letters themselves 

showed a melancholy trend which might easily have led to thoughts of suicide. And could they 

not say that once out on the lake with Clyde and pleading with him to marry her, and he refusing 

to do so, she had jumped overboard. And he was too astounded and mentally upset to try to save 

her. 

"But what about his own story that the wind had blown his hat off, and in trying to save 

that he upset the boat?" interjected Belknap, and exactly as though Clyde were not present. 

"Well, that's true enough, too, but couldn't we say that perhaps, since he was morally 

responsible for her condition, which in turn had caused her to take her life, he did not want to 

confess to the truth of her suicide?" 

At this Clyde winced, but neither now troubled to notice him. They talked as though he 

was not present or could have no opinion in the matter, a procedure which astonished but by no 

means moved him to object, since he was feeling so helpless. 

"But the false registrations! The two hats—the suit—his bag!" insisted Belknap 

staccatically, a tone which showed Clyde how serious Belknap considered his predicament to be. 

"Well, whatever theory we advance, those things will have to be accounted for in some 

way," replied Jephson, dubiously. "We can't admit the true story of his plotting without an 

insanity plea, not as I see it—at any rate. And unless we use that, we've got that evidence to deal 

with whatever we do." He threw up his hands wearily and as if to say: I swear I don't know what 

to do about this. 

"But," persisted Belknap, "in the face of all that, and his refusal to marry her, after his 

promises referred to in her letters—why, it would only react against him, so that public opinion 

would be more prejudiced against him than ever. No, that won't do," he concluded. "We'll have 

to think of something which will create some sort of sympathy for him." 

And then once more turning to Clyde as though there had been no such discussion. And 

looking at him as much as to say: "You are a problem indeed." And then Jephson, observing: 



"And, oh, yes, that suit you dropped in that lake up there near the Cranstons'— describe the spot 

to me as near as you can where you threw it—how far from the house was it?" He waited until 

Clyde haltingly attempted to recapture the various details of the hour and the scene as he could 

recall it. 

"If I could go up there, I could find it quick enough." 

"Yes, I know, but they won't let you go up there without Mason being along," he 

returned. "And maybe not even then. You're in prison now, and you can't be taken out without 

the state's consent, you see. But we must get that suit." Then turning to Belknap and lowering his 

voice, he added: "We want to get it and have it cleaned and submit it as having been sent away to 

be cleaned by him—not hidden, you see." 

"Yes, that's so," commented Belknap idly while Clyde stood listening curiously and a 

little amazed by this frank program of trickery and deception on his behalf. 

"And now in regard to that camera that fell in the lake—we have to try and find that, too. 

I think maybe Mason may know about it or suspect that it's there. At any rate it's very important 

that we should find it before he does. You think that about where that pole was that day you were 

up there is where the boat was when it overturned?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well, we must see if we can get that," he continued, turning to Belknap. "We don't want 

that turning up in the trial, if we can help it. For without that, they'll have to be swearing that he 

struck her with that tripod or something that he didn't, and that's where we may trip 'em up." 

"Yes, that's true, too," replied Belknap. 

"And now in regard to the bag that Mason has. That's another thing I haven't seen yet, but 

I will see it to-morrow. Did you put that suit, as wet as it was, in the bag when you came out of 

the water?" 

"No, sir, I wrung it out first. And then I dried it as much as I could. And then I wrapped it 

up in the paper that we had the lunch in and then put some dry pine needles underneath it in the 

bag and on top of it" 

"So there weren't any wet marks in the bag after you took it out, as far as you know?" 

"No, sir, I don't think so." 

"But you're not sure?" 

"Not exactly sure now that you ask me—no, sir." 



"Well, I'll see for myself to-morrow. And now as to those marks on her face, you have 

never admitted to any one around here or anywhere that you struck her in any way?" 

"No, sir." 

"And the mark on the top of her head was made by the boat, just as you said?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"But the others you think you might have made with the camera?" 

"Yes, sir. I suppose they were." 

"Well, then, this is the way it looks to me," said Jephson, again turning to Belknap. "I 

think we can safely say when the time comes that those marks were never made by him at all, 

see?—but by the hooks and the poles with which they were scraping around up there when they 

were trying to find her. We can try it, anyhow. And if the hooks and poles didn't do it," he added, 

a little grimly and dryly, "certainly hauling her body from that lake to that railroad station and 

from there to here on the train might have." 

"Yes, I think Mason would have a hard time proving that they weren't made that way," 

replied Belknap. 

"And as for that tripod, well, we'd better exhume the body and make our own 

measurements, and measure the thickness of the edge of that boat, so that it may not be so easy 

for Mason to make any use of the tripod now that he has it, after all." 

Mr. Jephson's eyes were very small and very clear and very blue, as he said this. His 

head, as well as his body, had a thin, ferrety look. And it seemed to Clyde, who had been 

observing and listening to all this with awe, that this younger man might be the one to aid him. 

He was so shrewd and practical, so very direct and chill and indifferent and yet confidence-

inspiring, quite like an uncontrollable machine of a kind which generates power. 

And when at last these two were ready to go, he was sorry. For with them near him, 

planning and plotting in regard to himself, he felt so much safer, stronger, more hopeful, more 

certain of being free, maybe, at some future date. 

  



Chapter 16 

The result of all this, however, was that it was finally decided that perhaps the easiest and 

safest defense that could be made, assuming that the Griffiths family of Lycurgus would submit 

to it, would be that of insanity or "brain storm"—a temporary aberration due to love and an 

illusion of grandeur aroused in Clyde by Sondra Finchley and the threatened disruption by 

Roberta of all his dreams and plans. But after consultation with Catchuman and Darrah 

Brookhart at Lycurgus, and these in turn conferring with Samuel and Gilbert Griffiths, it was 

determined that this would not do. For to establish insanity or "brain storm" would require 

previous evidence or testimony to the effect that Clyde was of none too sound mind, erratic his 

whole life long, and with certain specific instances tending to demonstrate how really peculiar he 

was— relatives (among them the Griffiths of Lycurgus themselves, perhaps), coming on to 

swear to it—a line of evidence, which, requiring as it would, outright lying and perjury on the 

part of many as well as reflecting on the Griffiths' blood and brain, was sufficient to alienate both 

Samuel and Gilbert to the extent that they would have none of it. And so Brookhart was 

compelled to assure Belknap that this line of defense would have to be abandoned. 

Such being the case, both Belknap and Jephson were once more compelled to sit down 

and consider. For any other defense which either could think of now seemed positively hopeless. 

"I want to tell you one thing!" observed the sturdy Jephson, after thumbing through the 

letters of both Roberta and Sondra again. "These letters of this Alden girl are the toughest things 

we're going to have to face. They're likely to make any jury cry if they're read right, and then to 

introduce those letters from that other girl on top of these would be fatal. It will be better, I think, 

if we do not mention hers at all, unless he does. It will only make it look as though he had killed 

that Alden girl to get rid of her. Mason couldn't want anything better, as I see it." And with this 

Belknap agreed most heartily. 

At the same time, some plan must be devised immediately. And so, out of these various 

conferences, it was finally deduced by Jephson, who saw a great opportunity for himself in this 

matter, that the safest possible defense that could be made, and one to which Clyde's own 

suspicious and most peculiar actions would most exactly fit, would be that he had never 

contemplated murder. On the contrary, being a moral if not a physical coward, as his own story 

seemed to suggest, and in terror of being exposed and driven out of Lycurgus and of the heart of 

Sondra, and never as yet having told Roberta of Sondra and thinking that knowledge of this great 

love for her (Sondra) might influence Roberta to wish to be rid of him, he had hastily and 

without any worse plan in mind, decided to persuade Roberta to accompany him to any near-by 

resort but not especially Grass Lake or Big Bittern, in order to tell her all this and so win his 

freedom—yet not without offering to pay her expenses as nearly as he could during her very 

trying period. 

"All well and good," commented Belknap. "But that involves his refusing to marry her, 

doesn't it? And what jury is going to sympathize with him for that or believe that he didn't want 

to kill her?" 



"Wait a minute, wait a minute," replied Jephson, a little testily. "So far it does. Sure. But 

you haven't heard me to the end yet. I said I had a plan." 

"All right, then what is it?" replied Belknap most interested. 

"Well, I'll tell you—my plan's this—to leave all the facts just as they are, and just as he 

tells them, and just as Mason has discussed them so far, except, of course, his striking her—and 

then explain them—the letters, the wounds, the bag, the two hats, everything—not deny them in 

any way." 

And here he paused and ran his long, thin, freckled hands eagerly through his light hair 

and looked across the grass of the public square to the jail where Clyde was, then toward 

Belknap again. 

"All very good, but how?" queried Belknap. 

"There's no other way, I tell you," went on Jephson quite to himself, and ignoring his 

senior, "and I think this will do it." He turned to look out the window again, and began as though 

talking to some one outside: "He goes up there, you see, because he's frightened and because he 

has to do something or be exposed. And he signs those registers just as he did because he's afraid 

to have it known by anybody down there in Lycurgus that he is up there. And he has this plan 

about confessing to her about this other girl. but," and now he paused and looked fixedly at 

Belknap, "and this is the keystone of the whole thing—if this won't hold water, then down we 

go! Listen! He goes up there with her, frightened, and not to marry her or to kill her but to argue 

with her to go away. But once up there and he sees how sick she is, and tired, and sad— well, 

you know how much she still loves him, and he spends two nights with her, see?" 

"Yes, I see," interrupted Belknap, curiously, but not quite so dubiously now. "And that 

might explain those nights." 

"Might? Would!" replied Jephson, slyly and calmly, his harebell eyes showing only cold, 

eager, practical logic, no trace of emotion or even sympathy of any kind, really. "Well, while he's 

up there with her under those conditions—so close to her again, you see" (and his facial 

expression never altered so much as by a line) "he experiences a change of heart. You get me? 

He's sorry for her. He's ashamed of himself—his sin against her. That ought to appeal to these 

fellows around here, these religious and moral people, oughtn't it?" 

"It might," quietly interpolated Belknap, who by now was very much interested and a 

little hopeful. 

"He sees that he's done her a wrong," continued Jephson, intent, like a spider spinning a 

web, on his own plan, "and in spite of all his affection for this other girl, he's now ready to do the 

right thing by this Alden girl, do you see, because he's sorry and ashamed of himself. That takes 

the black look off his plotting to kill her while spending those two nights in Utica and Grass 

Lake with her." 



"He still loves the other girl, though?" interjected Belknap. 

"Well, sure. He likes her at any rate, has been fascinated by that life down there and sort 

of taken out of himself, made over into a different person, but now he's ready to marry Roberta, 

in case, after telling her all about this other girl and his love for her, she still wants him to." 

"I see. But how about the boat now and that bag and his going up to this Finchley girl's 

place afterwards?" 

"Just a minute! Just a minute! I'll tell you about that," continued Jephson, his blue eyes 

boring into space like a powerful electric ray. "Of course, he goes out in the boat with her, and of 

course he takes that bag, and of course he signs those registers falsely, and walks away through 

those woods to that other girl, after Roberta is drowned. But why? Why? Do you want to know 

why? I'll tell you! He felt sorry for her, see, and he wanted to marry her, or at least he wanted to 

do the right thing by her at the very last there. Not before, not before, remember, but after he had 

spent a night with her in Utica and another one in Grass Lake. But once she was drowned—and 

accidentally, of course, as he says, there was his love for that other girl. He hadn't ceased loving 

her even though he was willing to sacrifice her in order to do the right thing by Roberta. See?" 

"I see." 

"And how are they going to prove that he didn't experience a change of heart if he says he 

did and sticks to it?" 

"I see, but he'll have to tell a mighty convincing story," added Belknap, a little heavily. 

"And how about those two hats? They're going to have to be explained." 

"Well, I'm coming to those now. The one he had was a little soiled. And so he decided to 

buy another. As for that story he told Mason about wearing a cap, well, he was frightened and 

lied because he thought he would have to get out of it. Now, of course, before he goes to that 

other girl afterwards—while Roberta is still alive, I mean, there's his relationship with the other 

girl, what he intends to do about her. He's talking to Roberta, now you see," he continued, "and 

that has to be disposed of in some way. But, as I see it, that's easy, for of course after he 

experiences a change of heart and wants to do the right thing by Roberta, all he has to do is to 

write that other girl or go to her and tell her— about the wrong he has done Roberta." 

"Yes." 

"For, as I see it now, she can't be kept out of the case entirely, after all. We'll have to ring 

her in, I'm afraid." 

"All right; then we have to," said Belknap. 

"Because you see, if Roberta still feels that he ought to marry her—he'll go first and tell 

that Finchley girl that he can't marry her—that he's going away—that is, if Roberta doesn't object 

to his leaving her that long, don't you see?" 



"Yes." 

"If she does, he'll marry her, either at Three Mile Bay or some other place." 

"Yes." 

"But you don't want to forget that while she's still alive he's puzzled and distressed. And 

it's only after that second night, at Grass Lake, that he begins to see how wrong all his actions 

have been, you understand. Something happens. Maybe she cries or talks about wanting to die, 

like she does in those letters." 

"Yes." 

"And so he wants a quiet place where they can sit down in peace and talk, where no one 

else will see or hear them." 

"Yes, yes—go on." 

"Well, he thinks of Big Bittern. He's been up there once before or they're near there, then, 

and just below there, twelve miles, is Three Mile Bay, where, if they decide to marry, they can." 

"I see." 

"If not, if she doesn't want to marry him after his full confession, he can row her back to 

the inn, can't he, and he or she can stay there or go on." 

"Yes, yes." 

"In the meantime, not to have any delay or be compelled to hang about that inn—it's 

rather expensive, you know, and he hasn't any too much money—he takes that lunch in his bag. 

Also his camera, because he wants to take some pictures. For if Mason should turn up with that 

camera, it's got to be explained, and it will be better explained by us than it will be by him, won't 

it?" 

"I see, I see," exclaimed Belknap, intensely interested by now and actually smiling and 

beginning to rub his hands. 

"So they go out on the lake." 

"Yes." 

"And they row around." 

"Yes." 

"And finally after lunch on shore, some pictures taken—" 



"Yes." 

"He decides to tell her just how things stand with him. He's ready, willing—" 

"I get you." 

"Only just before doing that, he wants to take one or two more pictures of her there in the 

boat, just off shore." 

"Yes." 

"And then he'll tell her, see?" 

"Yes." 

"And so they go out in the boat again for a little row, just as he did, see?" 

"Yes." 

"But because they intend to go ashore again for some flowers, he's left the bag there, see? 

That explains the bag." 

"Yes." 

"But before taking any more pictures there, in the boat on the water, he begins to tell her 

about his love for this other girl— that if she wants him to, now he'll marry her and then write 

this Sondra a letter. Or, if she feels she doesn't want to marry him with him loving this other 

girl..." 

"Yes, go on!" interrupted Belknap, eagerly. 

"Well," continued Jephson, "he'll do his best to take care of her and support her out of the 

money he'll have after he marries the rich girl." 

"Yes." 

"Well, she wants him to marry her and drop this Miss Finchley!" 

"I see." 

"And he agrees?" 

"Sure." 

"Also she's so grateful that in her excitement, or gratitude, she jumps up to come toward 

him, you see?" 



"Yes." 

"And the boat rocks a little, and he jumps up to help her because he's afraid she's going to 

fall, see?" 

"Yes, I see." 

"Well, now if we wanted to we could have him have that camera of his in his hand or not, 

just as you think fit." 

"Yes, I see what you're driving at." 

"Well, whether he keeps it in his hand or doesn't, there's some misstep on his part or hers, 

just as he says, or just the motion of the two bodies, causes the boat to go over, and he strikes 

her, or not, just as you think fit, but accidentally, of course." 

"Yes, I see, and I'll be damned!" exclaimed Belknap. "Fine, Reuben! Excellent! 

Wonderful, really!" 

"And the boat strikes her too, as well as him, a little, see?" went on Jephson, paying no 

attention to this outburst, so interested was he in his own plot, "and makes him a little dizzy, 

too." 

"I see." 

"And he hears her cries and sees her, but he's a little stunned himself, see? And by the 

time he's ready to do something—" 

"She's gone," concluded Belknap, quietly. "Drowned. I get you." 

"And then, because of all those other suspicious circumstances and false registrations—

and because now she's gone and he can't do anything more for her, anyhow—her relatives might 

not want to know her condition, you know—" 

"I see." 

"He slips away, frightened, a moral coward, just as we'll have to contend from the first, 

anxious to stand well with his uncle and not lose his place in this world. Doesn't that explain it?" 

"About as well as anything could explain it, Reuben, I think. In fact, I think it's a 

plausible explanation and I congratulate you. I don't see how any one could hope to find a better. 

If that doesn't get him off, or bring about a disagreement, at least we might get him off with, 

well, say, twenty years, don't you think?" And very much cheered, he got up, and after eyeing his 

long, thin associate admiringly, added: "Fine!" while Jephson, his blue eyes for all the world like 

windless, still pools, looked steadily back. 



"But of course you know what that means?" Jephson now added, calmly and softly. 

"That we have to put him on the witness stand? Surely, surely. I see that well enough. But 

it's his only chance." 

"And he won't strike people as a very steady or convincing fellow, I'm afraid—too 

nervous and emotional." 

"Yes, I know all that," replied Belknap, quickly. "He's easily rattled. And Mason will go 

after him like a wild bull. But we'll have to coach him as to all this—drill him. Make him 

understand that it's his only chance—that his very life depends on it. Drill him for months." 

"If he fails, then he's gone. If only we could do something to give him courage—teach 

him to act it out." Jephson's eyes seemed to be gazing directly before him at the very courtroom 

scene in which Clyde on the stand would have Mason before him. And then picking up Roberta's 

letters (copies of them furnished by Mason) and looking at them, he concluded: "If it only 

weren't for these— here." He weighed them up and down in his hand. "Christ!" he finally 

concluded, darkly. "What a case! But we're not licked yet, not by a darn sight! Why, we haven't 

begun to fight yet. And we'll get a lot of publicity, anyhow. By the way," he added, "I'm having a 

fellow I know down near Big Bittern dredge for that camera to-night. Wish me luck." 

"Do I?" was all Belknap replied. 

  



Chapter 17 

The struggle and excitement of a great murder trial! Belknap and Jephson, after 

consulting with Brookhart and Catchuman, learning that they considered Jephson's plan "perhaps 

the only way," but with as little reference to the Griffiths as possible. 

And then at once, Messrs. Belknap and Jephson issuing preliminary statements framed in 

such a manner as to show their faith in Clyde, presenting him as being, in reality, a much 

maligned and entirely misunderstood youth, whose intentions and actions toward Miss Alden 

were as different from those set forth by Mason as white from black. And intimating that the 

undue haste of the district attorney in seeking a special term of the Supreme Court might 

possibly have a political rather than a purely legal meaning. Else why the hurry, especially in the 

face of an approaching county election? Could there be any plan to use the results of such a trial 

as this to further any particular person's, or group of persons', political ambitions? Messrs. 

Belknap and Jephson begged to hope not. 

But regardless of such plans or the prejudices or the political aspirations of any particular 

person or group, the defense in this instance did not propose to permit a boy as innocent as 

Clyde, trapped by circumstances—as counsel for the defense would be prepared to show—to be 

railroaded to the electric chair merely to achieve a victory for the Republican party in November. 

Furthermore, to combat these strange and yet false circumstances, the defense would require a 

considerable period of time to prepare its case. Therefore, it would be necessary for them to file a 

formal protest at Albany against the district attorney's request to the governor for a special term 

of the Supreme Court. There was no need for the same, since the regular term for the trial of such 

cases would fall in January, and the preparation of their case would require that much time. 

But while this strong, if rather belated, reply was listened to with proper gravity by the 

representatives of the various newspapers, Mason vigorously pooh-poohed this "windy" 

assertion of political plotting, as well as the talk of Clyde's innocence. "What reason have I, a 

representative of all the people of this county, to railroad this man anywhere or make one single 

charge against him unless the charges make themselves? Doesn't the evidence itself show that he 

did kill this girl? And has he ever said or done one thing to clear up any of the suspicious 

circumstances? No! Silence or lies. And until these circumstances are disproved by these very 

able gentlemen, I am going right ahead. I have all the evidence necessary to convict this young 

criminal now. And to delay it until January, when I shall be out of office, as they know, and 

when a new man will have to go over all this evidence with which I have familiarized myself, is 

to entail great expense to the county. For all the witnesses I have gotten together are right here 

now, easy to bring into Bridgeburg without any great expense to the county. But where will they 

be next January or February, especially after the defense has done its best to scatter them? No, 

sir! I will not agree to it. But, if within ten days or two weeks from now even, they can bring me 

something that will so much as make it look as though even some of the charges I have made are 

not true, I'll be perfectly willing to go before the presiding judge with them, and if they can show 

him any evidence they have or hope to have, or that there are any distant known witnesses to be 

secured who can help prove this fellow's innocence, why, then, well and good. I'll be willing to 

ask the judge to grant them as much time as he may see fit, even if it throws the trial over until I 

am out of office. But if the trial comes up while I'm here, as I honestly hope it will, I'll prosecute 



it to the best of my ability, not because I'm looking for an office of any kind but because I am 

now the district attorney and it is my duty to do so. And as for my being in politics, well, Mr. 

Belknap is in politics, isn't he? He ran against me the last time, and I hear he desires to run 

again." 

Accordingly he proceeded to Albany further to impress upon the Governor the very great 

need of an immediate special term of the Court so that Clyde might be indicted. And the 

Governor, hearing the personal arguments of both Mason and Belknap, decided in favor of 

Mason, on the ground that the granting of a special term did not militate against any necessary 

delay of the trial of the case, since nothing which the defense as yet had to offer seemed to 

indicate that the calling of a special term was likely in any way to prevent it from obtaining as 

much time wherein to try the case as needed. Besides, it would be the business of the Supreme 

Court justice appointed to consider such arguments—not himself. And accordingly, a special 

term of the Supreme Court was ordered, with one Justice Frederick Oberwaltzer of the eleventh 

judicial district designated to preside. And when Mason appeared before him with the request 

that he fix the date of the Special Grand Jury by which Clyde might be indicted, this was set for 

August fifth. 

And then that body sitting, it was no least trouble for Mason to have Clyde indicted. 

And thereafter the best that Belknap and Jephson could do was to appear before 

Oberwaltzer, a Democrat, who owed his appointment to a previous governor, to argue for a 

change of venue, on the ground that by no possible stretch of the imagination could any twelve 

men residing in Cataraqui County be found who, owing to the public and private statements of 

Mason, were not already vitally opposed to Clyde and so convinced of his guilt that before ever 

such a jury could be addressed by a defense, he would be convicted. 

"But where are you going then?" inquired Justice Oberwaltzer, who was impartial 

enough. "The same material has been published everywhere." 

"But, your Honor, this crime which the district attorney here has been so busy in 

magnifying—" (a long and heated objection on the part of Mason). 

"But we contend just the same," continued Belknap, "that the public has been unduly 

stirred and deluded. You can't get twelve men now who will try this man fairly." 

"What nonsense!" exclaimed Mason, angrily. "Mere twaddle! Why, the newspapers 

themselves have gathered and published more evidence than I have. It's the publicly discovered 

facts in this case that have aroused prejudice, if any has been aroused. But no more than would 

be aroused anywhere, I maintain. Besides, if this case is to be transferred to a distant county 

when the majority of the witnesses are right here, this county is going to be saddled with an 

enormous expense, which it cannot afford and which the facts do not warrant." 

Justice Oberwaltzer, who was of a sober and moral turn, a slow and meticulous man 

inclined to favor conservative procedure in all things, was inclined to agree. And after five days, 

in which he did not more than muse idly upon the matter, he decided to deny the motion. If he 



were wrong, there was the Appellate Division to which the defense could resort. As for stays, 

having fixed the date of the trial for October fifteenth (ample time, as he judged, for the defense 

to prepare its case), he adjourned for the remainder of the summer to his cottage on Blue 

Mountain Lake, where both the prosecution and the defense, should any knotty or locally 

insoluble legal complication arise, would be able to find him and have his personal attention. 

But with the entry of the Messrs. Belknap and Jephson into the case, Mason found it 

advisable to redouble his efforts to make positive, in so far as it were possible, the conviction of 

Clyde. He feared the young Jephson as much as he did Belknap. And for that reason, taking with 

him Burton Burleigh and Earl Newcomb, he now revisited Lycurgus, where among other things 

he was able to discover (1) where Clyde had purchased the camera; (2) that three days before his 

departure for Big Bittern he had said to Mrs. Peyton that he was thinking of taking his camera 

with him and that he must get some films for it; (3) that there was a haberdasher by the name of 

Orrin Short who had known Clyde well and that but four months before Clyde had applied to 

him for advice in connection with a factory hand's pregnant wife—also (and this in great 

confidence to Burton Burleigh, who had unearthed him) that he had recommended to Clyde a 

certain Dr. Glenn, near Gloversville; (4) Dr. Glenn himself being sought and pictures of Clyde 

and Roberta being submitted, he was able to identify Roberta, although not Clyde, and to 

describe the state of mind in which she had approached him, as well as the story she had told—a 

story which in no way incriminated Clyde or herself, and which, therefore, Mason decided might 

best be ignored, for the present, anyhow. 

And (5), via these same enthusiastic efforts, there rose to the surface the particular hat 

salesman in Utica who had sold Clyde the hat. For Burton Burleigh being interviewed while in 

Utica, and his picture published along with one of Clyde, this salesman chanced to see it and 

recalling him at once made haste to communicate with Mason, with the result that his testimony, 

properly typewritten and sworn to, was carried away by Mason. 

And, in addition, the country girl who had been on the steamer "Cygnus" and who had 

noticed Clyde, wrote Mason that she remembered him wearing a straw hat, also his leaving the 

boat at Sharon, a bit of evidence which most fully confirmed that of the captain of the boat and 

caused Mason to feel that Providence or Fate was working with him. And last, but most 

important of all to him, there came a communication from a woman residing in Bedford, 

Pennsylvania, who announced that during the week of July third to tenth, she and her husband 

had been camping on the east shore of Big Bittern, near the southern end of the lake. And while 

rowing on the lake on the afternoon of July eighth, at about six o'clock, she had heard a cry 

which sounded like that of a woman or girl in distress—a plaintive, mournful cry. It was very 

faint and had seemed to come from beyond the island which was to the south and west of the bay 

in which they were fishing. 

Mason now proposed to remain absolutely silent regarding this information, and that 

about the camera and films and the data regarding Clyde's offense in Kansas City, until nearer 

the day of trial, or during the trial itself, when it would be impossible for the defense to attempt 

either to refute or ameliorate it in any way. 



As for Belknap and Jephson, apart from drilling Clyde in the matter of his general denial 

based on his change of heart once he had arrived at Grass Lake, and the explanation of the two 

hats and the bag, they could not see that there was much to do. True, there was the suit thrown in 

Fourth Lake near the Cranstons', but after much trolling on the part of a seemingly casual 

fisherman, that was brought up, cleaned and pressed, and now hung in a locked closet in the 

Belknap and Jephson office. Also, there was the camera at Big Bittern, dived for but never found 

by them—a circumstance which led Jephson to conclude that Mason must have it, and so caused 

him to decide that he would refer to it at the earliest possible opportunity at the trial. But as for 

Clyde striking her with it, even accidentally, well, it was decided at that time at least, to contend 

that he had not—although after exhuming Roberta's body at Biltz it had been found that the 

marks on her face, even at this date, did correspond in some degree to the size and shape of the 

camera. 

For, in the first place, they were exceedingly dubious of Clyde as a witness. Would he or 

would he not, in telling of how it all happened, be sufficiently direct or forceful and sincere to 

convince any jury that he had so struck her without intending to strike her? For on that, marks or 

no marks, would depend whether the jury was going to believe him. And if it did not believe that 

he struck her accidentally, then a verdict of guilty, of course. 

And so they prepared to await the coming of the trial, only working betimes and in so far 

as they dared, to obtain testimony or evidence as to Clyde's previous good character, but being 

blocked to a degree by the fact that in Lycurgus, while pretending to be a model youth 

outwardly, he had privately been conducting himself otherwise, and that in Kansas City his first 

commercial efforts had resulted in such a scandal. 

However, one of the most difficult matters in connection with Clyde and his incarceration 

here, as Belknap and Jephson as well as the prosecution saw it, was the fact that thus far not one 

single member of his own or his uncle's family had come forward to champion him. And to no 

one save Belknap and Jephson had he admitted where his parents were. Yet would it not be 

necessary, as both Belknap and Jephson argued from time to time, if any case at all were to be 

made out for him, to have his mother or father, or at least a sister or a brother, come forward to 

say a good word for him? Otherwise, Clyde might appear to be a pariah, one who had been from 

the first a drifter and a waster and was now purposely being avoided by all who knew him. 

For this reason, at their conference with Darrah Brookhart they had inquired after Clyde's 

parents and had learned that in so far as the Griffiths of Lycurgus were concerned, there lay a 

deep objection to bringing on any member of this western branch of the family. There was, as he 

explained, a great social gap between them, which it would not please the Lycurgus Griffiths to 

have exploited here. Besides, who could say but that once Clyde's parents were notified or 

discovered by the yellow press, they might not lend themselves to exploitation. Both Samuel and 

Gilbert Griffiths, as Brookhart now informed Belknap, had suggested that it was best, if Clyde 

did not object, to keeping his immediate relatives in the background. In fact, on this, in some 

measure at least, was likely to depend the extent of their financial aid to Clyde. 

Clyde was in accord with this wish of the Griffiths, although no one who talked with him 

sufficiently or heard him express how sorry he was on his mother's account that all this had 



happened, could doubt the quality of the blood and emotional tie that held him and his mother 

together. The complete truth was that his present attitude toward her was a mixture of fear and 

shame because of the manner in which she was likely to view his predicament—his moral if not 

his social failure. Would she be willing to believe the story prepared by Belknap and Jephson as 

to his change of heart? But even apart from that, to have her come here now and look at him 

through these bars when he was so disgraced—to be compelled to face her and talk to her day 

after day! Her clear, inquiring, tortured eyes! Her doubt as to his innocence, since he could feel 

that even Belknap and Jephson, in spite of all their plans for him, were still a little dubious as to 

that unintentional blow of his. They did not really believe it, and they might tell her that. And 

would his religious, God-fearing, crime-abhorring mother be more credulous than they? 

Being asked again what he thought ought to be done about his parents, he replied that he 

did not believe he could face his mother yet—it would do no good and would only torture both. 

And fortunately, as he saw it, apparently no word of all that had befallen him had yet 

reached his parents in Denver. Because of their peculiar religious and moral beliefs, all copies of 

worldly and degenerate daily papers were consistently excluded from their home and Mission. 

And the Lycurgus Griffiths had had no desire to inform them. 

Yet one night, at about the time that Belknap and Jephson were most seriously debating 

the absence of his parents and what, if anything, should be done about it, Esta, who some time 

after Clyde had arrived in Lycurgus had married and was living in the southeast portion of 

Denver, chanced to read in The Rocky Mountain News—and this just subsequent to Clyde's 

indictment by the Grand Jury at Bridgeburg: 

"BOY SLAYER OF WORKING GIRL INDICTED 

 

"Bridgeburg, N. Y., Aug. 6: A special Grand Jury appointed by Governor Stouderback, of this 

state, to sit in the case of Clyde Griffiths, the nephew of the wealthy collar manufacturer of the 

same name, of Lycurgus, New York, recently charged with the killing of Miss Roberta Alden, of 

Biltz, New York, at Big Bittern Lake in the Adirondacks on July 8th last, to-day returned an 

indictment charging murder in the first degree. 

 

"Subsequent to the indictment, Griffiths, who in spite of almost overwhelming evidence, has 

persisted in asserting that the alleged crime was an accident, and who, accompanied by his 

counsel, Alvin Belknap, and Reuben Jephson, of this city, was arraigned before Supreme Court 

Justice Oberwaltzer, pleaded not guilty. He was remanded for trial, which was set for October 

15th. 

 

"Young Griffiths, who is only twenty-two years of age, and up to the day of his arrest a respected 

member of Lycurgus smart society, is alleged to have stunned and then drowned his working-girl 

sweetheart, whom he had wronged and then planned to desert in favor of a richer girl. The 

lawyers in this case have been retained by his wealthy uncle of Lycurgus, who has hitherto 

remained aloof. But apart from this, it is locally asserted, no relative has come forward to aid in 

his defense." 



Esta forthwith made a hurried departure for her mother's home. Despite the directness 

and clarity of this she was not willing to believe it was Clyde. Still there was the damning force 

of geography and names—the rich Lycurgus Griffiths, the absence of his own relatives. 

As quickly as the local street car would carry her, she now presented herself at the 

combined lodging house and mission known as the "Star of Hope," in Bildwell Street, which was 

scarcely better than that formerly maintained in Kansas City. For while it provided a number of 

rooms for wayfarers at twenty-five cents a night, and was supposed to be self-supporting, it 

entailed much work with hardly any more profit. Besides, by now, both Frank and Julia, who 

long before this had become irked by the drab world in which they found themselves, had 

earnestly sought to free themselves of it, leaving the burden of the mission work on their father 

and mother. Julia, now nineteen, was cashiering for a local downtown restaurant, and Frank, 

nearing seventeen, had but recently found work in a fruit and vegetable commission house. In 

fact, the only child about the place by day was little Russell, the illegitimate son of Esta—now 

between three and four years of age, and most reservedly fictionalized by his grandparents as an 

orphan whom they had adopted in Kansas City. He was a dark-haired child, in some ways 

resembling Clyde, who, even at this early age, as Clyde had been before him, was being 

instructed in those fundamental verities which had irritated Clyde in his own childhood. 

At the time that Esta, now a decidedly subdued and reserved wife, entered, Mrs. Griffiths 

was busy sweeping and dusting and making up beds. But on sight of her daughter at this unusual 

hour approaching, and with blanched cheeks signaling her to come inside the door of a vacant 

room, Mrs. Griffiths, who, because of years of difficulties of various kinds, was more or less 

accustomed to scenes such as this, now paused in wonder, the swiftly beclouding mist of 

apprehension shining in her eyes. What new misery or ill was this? For decidedly Esta's weak 

gray eyes and manner indicated distress. And in her hand was folded a paper, which she opened 

and after giving her mother a most solicitous look, pointed to the item, toward which Mrs. 

Griffiths now directed her look. But what was this? 

"Boy slayer of working-girl sweetheart indicted." 

 

"Charged with the killing of Miss Roberta Alden at Big Bittern Lake in the Adirondacks on July 

8 last." 

 

"Returned indictment charging murder in the first degree." 

 

"In spite of almost overwhelming circumstantial evidence." 

 

"Pleaded not guilty." 

 

"Remanded for trial." 

 

"Set for October 15." 

 

"Stunned and drowned his working-girl sweetheart." 



 

"No relative has come forward." 

It was thus that her eye and her mind automatically selected the most essential lines. And 

then as swiftly going over them again. 

"Clyde Griffiths, nephew of the wealthy collar manufacturer of Lycurgus, New York." 

Clyde—her son! And only recently—but no, over a month ago—(and they had been 

worrying a little as to that, she and Asa, because he had not—) July 8th! And it was now August 

11th! Then—yes! But not her son! Impossible! Clyde the murderer of a girl who was his 

sweetheart! But he was not like that! He had written to her how he was getting along—the head 

of a large department, with a future. But of no girl. But now! And yet that other little girl there in 

Kansas City. Merciful God! And the Griffiths, of Lycurgus, her husband's brother, knowing of 

this and not writing! Ashamed, disgusted, no doubt. Indifferent. But no, he had hired two 

lawyers. Yet the horror! Asa! Her other children! What the papers would say! This mission! 

They would have to give it up and go somewhere else again. Yet was he guilty or not guilty? She 

must know that before judging or thinking. This paper said he had pleaded not guilty. Oh, that 

wretched, worldly, showy hotel in Kansas City! Those other bad boys! Those two years in which 

he wandered here and there, not writing, passing as Harry Tenet. Doing what? Learning what? 

She paused, full of that intense misery and terror which no faith in the revealed and 

comforting verities of God and mercy and salvation which she was always proclaiming, could 

for the moment fend against. Her boy! Her Clyde! In jail, accused of murder! She must wire! She 

must write! She must go, maybe. But how to get the money! What to do when she got there. 

How to get the courage—the faith—to endure it. Yet again, neither Asa nor Frank nor Julia must 

know. Asa, with his protesting and yet somehow careworn faith, his weak eyes and weakening 

body. And must Frank and Julia, now just starting out in life, be saddled with this? Marked thus? 

Merciful God! Would her troubles never end? 

She turned, her big, work-worn hands trembling slightly, shaking the paper she held, 

while Esta, who sympathized greatly with her mother these days because of all she had been 

compelled to endure, stood by. She looked so tired at times, and now to be racked by this! Yet, 

as she knew, her mother was the strongest in the family—so erect, so square-shouldered, 

defiant—a veritable soul pilot in her cross-grained, uniformed way. 

"Mamma, I just can't believe it can be Clyde," was all Esta could say now. "It just can't 

be, can it?" 

But Mrs. Griffiths merely continued to stare at that ominous headline, then swiftly ran her 

gray-blue eyes over the room. Her broad face was blanched and dignified by an enormous strain 

and an enormous pain. Her erring, misguided, no doubt unfortunate, son, with all his wild dreams 

of getting on and up, was in danger of death, of being electrocuted for a crime—for murder! He 

had killed some one—a poor working-girl, the paper said. 



"Ssh!" she whispered, putting one finger to her own lips as a sign. "He" (indicating Asa) 

"must not know yet, anyhow. We must wire first, or write. You can have the answers come to 

you, maybe. I will give you the money. But I must sit down somewhere now for a minute. I feel 

a little weak. I'll sit here. Let me have the Bible." 

On the small dresser was a Gideon Bible, which, sitting on the edge of the commonplace 

iron bed, she now opened instinctively at Psalms 3 and 4. 

"Lord, how are they increased that trouble." 

"Hear me, when I call, O God of my righteousness." 

And then reading on silently, even placidly apparently, through 6, 8, 10, 13, 23, 91, while 

Esta stood by in silent amazement and misery. 

"Oh, Mamma, I just can't believe it. Oh, this is too terrible!" But Mrs. Griffiths read on. It 

was as if, and in spite of all this, she had been able to retreat into some still, silent place, where, 

for the time being at least, no evil human ill could reach her. Then at last, quite calmly closing 

the book, and rising, she went on: 

"Now, we must think out what to say and who to send that telegram to—I mean to Clyde, 

of course—at that place, wherever it is— Bridgeburg," she added, looking at the paper, and then 

interpolating from the Bible—"By terrible things in righteousness wilt thou answer us, O God!" 

"Or, maybe, those two lawyers—their names are there. I'm afraid to wire Asa's brother for fear 

he'll wire back to him." (Then: 'Thou art my bulwark and my strength. In Thee will I trust.') "But 

I suppose they would give it to him if we sent it care of that judge or those lawyers, don't you 

think? But it would be better if we could send it to him direct, I suppose. ('He leadeth me by the 

still waters.') Just say that I have read about him and still have faith and love for him, but he is to 

tell me the truth and what to do. If he needs money we will have to see what we can do, I 

suppose. ('He restoreth my soul.')" 

And then, despite her sudden peace of the moment, she once more began wringing her 

large, rough hands. "Oh, it can't be true. Oh, dear, no! After all, he is my son. We all love him 

and have faith. We must say that. God will deliver him. Watch and pray. Have faith. Under his 

wings shalt thou trust." 

She was so beside herself that she scarcely knew what she was saying. And Esta, at her 

side, was saying: "Yes, Mamma! Oh, of course! Yes, I will! I know he'll get it all right." But she, 

too, was saying to herself: "My God! My God! What could be worse than this—to be accused of 

murder! But, of course, it can't be true. It can't be true. If he should hear!" (She was thinking of 

her husband.) "And after Russell, too. And Clyde's trouble there in Kansas City. Poor Mamma. 

She has so much trouble." 

Together, after a time, and avoiding Asa who was in an adjoining room helping with the 

cleaning, the two made their way to the general mission room below, where was silence and 



many placards which proclaimed the charity, the wisdom, and the sustaining righteousness of 

God. 

  



Chapter 18 

The telegram, worded in the spirit just described, was forthwith despatched care of 

Belknap and Jephson, who immediately counseled Clyde what to reply—that all was well with 

him; that he had the best of advice and would need no financial aid. Also that until his lawyers 

advised it, it would be best if no member of the family troubled to appear, since everything that 

could possibly be done to aid him was already being done. At the same time they wrote Mrs. 

Griffiths, assuring her of their interest in Clyde and advising her to let matters rest as they were 

for the present. 

Despite the fact that the Griffiths were thus restrained from appearing in the east, neither 

Belknap nor Jephson were averse to some news of the existence, whereabouts, faith and 

sympathy of Clyde's most immediate relatives creeping into the newspapers, since the latter were 

so persistent in referring to his isolation. And in this connection they were aided by the fact that 

his mother's telegram on being received in Bridgeburg was at once read by individuals who were 

particularly interested in the case and by them whispered to the public and the press, with the 

result that in Denver the family was at once sought out and interviewed. And shortly after, there 

was circulated in all the papers east and west a more or less complete account of the present state 

of Clyde's family, the nature of the mission conducted by them, as well as their narrow and 

highly individualistic religious beliefs and actions, even the statement that often in his early 

youth Clyde had been taken into the streets to sing and pray—a revelation which shocked 

Lycurgus and Twelfth Lake society about as much as it did him. 

At the same time, Mrs. Griffiths, being an honest woman and whole-heartedly sincere in 

her faith and in the good of her work, did not hesitate to relate to reporter after reporter who 

called, all the details of the missionary work of her husband and herself in Denver and elsewhere. 

Also that neither Clyde nor any of the other children had ever enjoyed the opportunities that 

come to most. However, her boy, whatever the present charge might be, was not innately bad, 

and she could not believe that he was guilty of any such crime. It was all an unfortunate and 

accidental combination of circumstances which he would explain at the trial. However, whatever 

foolish thing he might have done, it was all to be attributed to an unfortunate accident which 

broke up the mission work in Kansas City a few years before and compelled the removal of the 

family from there to Denver, leaving Clyde to make his way alone. And it was because of advice 

from her that he had written her husband's rich brother in Lycurgus, which led to his going 

there—a series of statements which caused Clyde in his cell to tingle with a kind of prideful 

misery and resentment and forced him to write his mother and complain. Why need she always 

talk so much about the past and the work that she and his father were connected with, when she 

knew that he had never liked it and resented going on the streets? Many people didn't see it as 

she and his father did, particularly his uncle and cousin and all those rich people he had come to 

know, and who were able to make their way in so different and much more brilliant fashion. And 

now, as he said to himself, Sondra would most certainly read this—all that he had hoped to 

conceal. 

Yet even in the face of all this, because of so much sincerity and force in his mother, he 

could not help but think of her with affection and respect, and because of her sure and unfailing 

love for him, with emotion. For in answer to his letter she wrote that she was sorry if she had 



hurt his feelings or injured him in any way. But must not the truth be shown always? The ways 

of God were for the best and surely no harm could spring from service in His cause. He must not 

ask her to lie. But if he said the word, she would so gladly attempt to raise the necessary money 

and come to his aid—sit in his cell and plan with him—holding his hands—but as Clyde so well 

knew and thought at this time and which caused him to decide that she must not come yet—

demanding of him the truth— with those clear, steady blue eyes of hers looking into his own. He 

could not stand that now. 

For, frowning directly before him, like a huge and basalt headland above a troubled and 

angry sea, was the trial itself, with all that it implied—the fierce assault of Mason which he could 

only confront, for the most part, with the lies framed for him by Jephson and Belknap. For, 

although he was constantly seeking to salve his conscience with the thought that at the last 

moment he had not had the courage to strike Roberta, nevertheless this other story was so 

terribly difficult for him to present and defend—a fact which both Belknap and Jephson realized 

and which caused the latter to appear most frequently at Clyde's cell door with the greeting: 

"Well, how's tricks to-day?" 

The peculiarly rusty and disheveled and indifferently tailored character of Jephson's suits! 

The worn and disarranged effect of his dark brown soft hat, pulled low over his eyes! His long, 

bony, knotty hands, suggesting somehow an enormous tensile strength. And the hard, small blue 

eyes filled with a shrewd, determined cunning and courage, with which he was seeking to 

inoculate Clyde, and which somehow did inoculate him! 

"Any more preachers around to-day? Any more country girls or Mason's boys?" For 

during this time, because of the enormous interest aroused by the pitiable death of Roberta, as 

well as the evidence of her rich and beautiful rival, Clyde was being visited by every type of 

shallow crime-or-sex-curious country bumpkin lawyer, doctor, merchant, yokel evangelist or 

minister, all friends or acquaintances of one or another of the officials of the city, and who, 

standing before his cell door betimes, and at the most unexpected moments, and after surveying 

him with curious, or resentful, or horrified eyes, asked such questions as: "Do you pray, brother? 

Do you get right down on your knees and pray?" (Clyde was reminded of his mother and father 

at such times.) Had he made his peace with God? Did he actually deny that he had killed Roberta 

Alden? In the case of three country girls: "Would you mind telling us the name of the girl you 

are supposed to be in love with, and where she is now? We won't tell any one. Will she appear at 

the trial?" Questions which Clyde could do no more than ignore, or if not, answer as equivocally 

or evasively or indifferently as possible. For although he was inclined to resent them, still was he 

not being constantly instructed by both Belknap and Jephson that for the good of his own cause 

he must try to appear genial and civil and optimistic? Then there came also newspaper men, or 

women, accompanied by artists or photographers, to interview and make studies of him. But with 

these, for the most part and on the advice of Belknap and Jephson he refused to communicate or 

said only what he was told to say. 

"You can talk all you want," suggested Jephson, genially, "so long as you don't say 

anything. And the stiff upper lip, you know. And the smile that won't come off, see? Not failing 

to go over that list, are you?" (He had provided Clyde with a long list of possible questions 

which no doubt would be asked him on the stand and which he was to answer according to 



answers typewritten beneath them, or to suggest something better. They all related to the trip to 

Big Bittern, his reason for the extra hat, his change of heart— why, when, where.) "That's your 

litany, you know." And then he might light a cigarette without ever offering one to Clyde, since 

for the sake of a reputation for sobriety he was not to smoke here. 

And for a time, after each visit, Clyde finding himself believing that he could and would 

do exactly as Jephson had said—walk briskly and smartly into court—bear up against every one, 

every eye, even that of Mason himself—forget that he was afraid of him, even when on the 

witness stand—forget all the terror of those many facts in Mason's possession, which he was to 

explain with this list of answers—forget Roberta and her last cry, and all the heartache and 

misery that went with the loss of Sondra and her bright world. 

Yet, with the night having once more fallen, or the day dragging on with only the lean 

and bearded Kraut or the sly and evasive Sissel, or both, hanging about, or coming to the door to 

say, "Howdy!" or to discuss something that had occurred in town, or to play chess, or checkers, 

Clyde growing more and more moody and deciding, maybe, that there was no real hope for him 

after all. For how alone he was, except for his attorneys and mother and brother and sisters! 

Never a word from Sondra, of course. For along with her recovery to some extent from her 

original shock and horror, she was now thinking somewhat differently of him—that after all it 

was for love of her, perhaps, that he had slain Roberta and made himself the pariah and victim 

that he now was. Yet, because of the immense prejudice and horror expressed by the world, she 

was by no means able to think of venturing to send him a word. Was he not a murderer? And in 

addition, that miserable western family of his, pictured as street preachers, and he, too,—or as a 

singing and praying boy from a mission! Yet occasionally returning in thought, and this quite in 

spite of herself, to his eager, unreasoning and seemingly consuming enthusiasm for her. (How 

deeply he must have cared to venture upon so deadly a deed!) And hence wondering whether at 

some time, once this case was less violently before the public eye, it might not be possible to 

communicate with him in some guarded and unsigned way, just to let him know, perhaps, that 

because of his great love for her she desired him to know that he was not entirely forgotten. Yet 

as instantly deciding, no, no—her parents—if they should learn—or guess—or the public, or her 

one-time associates. Not now, oh, not now at least. Maybe later if he were set free—or—or—

convicted—she couldn't tell. Yet suffering heartaches for the most part—as much as she detested 

and abhorred the horrible crime by which he had sought to win her. 

And in the interim, Clyde in his cell, walking to and fro, or looking out on the dull square 

through the heavily barred windows, or reading and re-reading the newspapers, or nervously 

turning the pages of magazines or books furnished by his counsel, or playing chess or checkers, 

or eating his meals, which, by special arrangement on the part of Belknap and Jephson (made at 

the request of his uncle), consisted of better dishes than were usually furnished to the ordinary 

prisoner. 

Yet with the iterated and reiterated thought, based on the seemingly irreparable and 

irreconcilable loss of Sondra, as to whether it was possible for him to go on with this—make 

this, as he at times saw it, almost useless fight. 



At times, in the middle of the night or just before dawn, with all the prison silent—

dreams—a ghastly picture of all that he most feared and that dispelled every trace of courage and 

drove him instantly to his feet, his heart pounding wildly, his eyes strained, a cold damp upon his 

face and hands. That chair, somewhere in the State penitentiary. He had read of it—how men 

died in it. And then he would walk up and down, thinking how, how, in case it did not come 

about as Jephson felt so sure that it would—in case he was convicted and a new trial refused—

then, well—then, might one be able to break out of such a jail as this, maybe, and run away? 

These old brick walls. How thick were they? But was it possible that with a hammer or a stone, 

or something that some one might bring him—his brother Frank, or his sister Julia, or Ratterer, 

or Hegglund—if only he could get in communication with some one of them and get him or her 

to bring him something of the kind—If only he could get a saw, to saw those bars! And then run, 

run, as he should have in those woods up there that time! But how? And whither? 

  



Chapter 19 

October 15—with gray clouds and a sharp, almost January wind that herded the fallen 

leaves into piles and then scurried them in crisp and windy gusts like flying birds here and there. 

And, in spite of the sense of struggle and tragedy in the minds of many, with an electric chair as 

the shadowy mental background to it all, a sense of holiday or festival, with hundreds of farmers, 

woodsmen, traders, entering in Fords and Buicks—farmer wives and husbands— daughters and 

sons—even infants in arms. And then idling about the public square long before the time for 

court to convene, or, as the hour neared, congregating before the county jail in the hope of 

obtaining a glimpse of Clyde, or before the courthouse door nearest the jail, which was to be the 

one entrance to the courtroom for the public and Clyde, and from which position they could see 

and assure entrance into the courtroom itself when the time came. And a flock of pigeons 

parading rather dismally along the cornices and gutters of the upper floor and roof of the ancient 

court. 

And with Mason and his staff—Burton Burleigh, Earl Newcomb, Zillah Saunders, and a 

young Bridgeburg law graduate by the name of Manigault—helping to arrange the order of 

evidence as well as direct or instruct the various witnesses and venire-men who were already 

collecting in the antechamber of the now almost nationally known attorney for the people. And 

with cries outside of: "Peanuts!" "Popcorn!" "Hot dogs!" "Get the story of Clyde Griffiths, with 

all the letters of Roberta Alden. Only twenty-five cents!" (This being a set of duplicate copies of 

Roberta's letters which had been stolen from Mason's office by an intimate of Burton Burleigh's 

and by him sold to a penny-dreadful publisher of Binghamton, who immediately issued them in 

pamphlet form together with an outline of "the great plot" and Roberta's and Clyde's pictures.) 

And in the meantime, over in the reception or conference room of the jail, Alvin Belknap 

and Reuben Jephson, side by side with Clyde, neatly arrayed in the very suit he had sought to 

sink forever in the waters of Lower Twelfth Lake. And with a new tie and shirt and shoes added 

in order to present him in his Lycurgus best. Jephson, long and lean and shabbily dressed as 

usual, but with all of that iron and power that so impressed Clyde in every line of his figure and 

every movement or gesture of his body. Belknap—looking like an Albany beau—the one on 

whom was to fall the burden of the opening presentation of the case as well as the cross-

examining, now saying: "Now you're not going to get frightened or show any evidence of 

nervousness at anything that may be said or done at any time, are you, Clyde? We're to be with 

you, you know, all through the trial. You sit right between us. And you're going to smile and 

look unconcerned or interested, just as you wish, but never fearful—but not too bold or gay, you 

know, so that they'd feel that you're not taking this thing seriously. You understand—just a 

pleasant, gentlemanly, and sympathetic manner all the time. And not frightened. For that will be 

certain to do us and you great harm. Since you're innocent, you have no real reason to be 

frightened—although you're sorry, of course. You understand all that, I know, by now." 

"Yes, sir, I understand," replied Clyde. "I will do just as you say. Besides, I never struck 

her intentionally, and that's the truth. So why should I be afraid?" And here he looked at Jephson, 

on whom, for psychic reasons, he depended most. In fact the words he had just spoken were the 

very words which Jephson had so drilled into him during the two months just past. And catching 



the look, Jephson now drew closer and fixing Clyde with his gimlet and yet encouraging and 

sustaining blue eyes, began: 

"You're not guilty! You're not guilty, Clyde, see? You understand that fully by now, and 

you must always believe and remember that, because it's true. You didn't intend to strike her, do 

you hear? You swear to that. You have sworn it to me and Belknap here, and we believe you. 

Now, it doesn't make the least bit of difference that because of the circumstances surrounding all 

this we are not going to be able to make the average jury see this or believe it just as you tell it. 

That's neither here nor there. I've told you that before. You know what the truth is—and so do 

we. But, in order to get justice for you, we've had to get up something else—a dummy or 

substitute for the real fact, which is that you didn't strike her intentionally, but which we cannot 

hope to make them see without disguising it in some way. You get that, don't you?" 

"Yes, sir," replied Clyde, always over-awed and intrigued by this man. 

"And for that reason, as I've so often told you, we've invented this other story about a 

change of heart. It's not quite true as to time, but it is true that you did experience a change of 

heart there in the boat. And that's our justification. But they'd never believe that under all of the 

peculiar circumstances, so we're merely going to move that change of heart up a little, see? Make 

it before you ever went into that boat at all. And while we know it isn't true that way, still neither 

is the charge that you intentionally struck her true, and they're not going to electrocute you for 

something that isn't true—not with my consent, at least." He looked into Clyde's eyes for a 

moment more, and then added: "It's this way, Clyde. It's like having to pay for potatoes, or for 

suits of clothes, with corn or beans instead of money, when you have money to pay with but 

when, because of the crazy notions on the part of some one, they won't believe that the money 

you have is genuine. So you've got to use the potatoes or beans. And beans is what we're going to 

give 'em. But the justification is that you're not guilty. You're not guilty. You've sworn to me that 

you didn't intend to strike her there at the last, whatever you might have been provoked to do at 

first. And that's enough for me. You're not guilty." 

And here, firmly and convincingly, which was the illusion in regard to his own attitude 

which he was determined to convey to Clyde, he laid hold of his coat lapels, and after looking 

fixedly into his somewhat strained and now nervous brown eyes, added: "And now, whenever 

you get to feeling weak or nervous, or if, when you go on the stand, you think Mason is getting 

the best of you, I want you to remember this—just say to yourself—'I'm not guilty! I'm not 

guilty! And they can't fairly convict me unless I really am.' And if that don't pull you together, 

look at me. I'll be right there. All you have to do, if you feel yourself rattled, is to look at me— 

right into my eyes, just as I'm looking at you now—and then you'll know that I'm wanting you to 

brace up and do what I'm telling you to do now—swear to the things that we are asking you to 

swear to, however they may look like lies, and however you may feel about them. I'm not going 

to have you convicted for something you didn't do, just because you can't be allowed to swear to 

what is the truth—not if I can help it. And now that's all." 

And here he slapped him genially and heartily on the back, while Clyde, strangely 

heartened, felt, for the time being at least, that certainly he could do as he was told, and would. 



And then Jephson, taking out his watch and looking first at Belknap, then out of the 

nearest window through which were to be seen the already assembled crowds—one about the 

courthouse steps; a second including newspapermen and women, newspaper photographers and 

artists, gathered closely before the jail walk, and eagerly waiting to "snap" Clyde or any one 

connected with this case—went calmly on with: 

"Well, it's about time, I guess. Looks as though all Cataraqui would like to get inside. 

We're going to have quite an audience." And turning to Clyde once more, he added: "Now, you 

don't want to let those people disturb you, Clyde. They're nothing but a lot of country people 

come to town to see a show." 

And then the two of them, Belknap and Jephson, going out. And Kraut and Sissel coming 

in to take personal charge of Clyde, while the two lawyers, passing amid whispers, crossed over 

to the court building in the square of brown grass beyond. 

And after them, and in less than five minutes, and preceded by Slack and Sissel and 

followed by Kraut and Swenk—yet protected on either side by two extra deputies in case there 

should be an outbreak or demonstration of any kind—Clyde himself, attempting to look as jaunty 

and nonchalant as possible, yet because of the many rough and strange faces about him—men in 

heavy raccoon coats and caps, and with thick whiskers, or in worn and faded and nondescript 

clothes such as characterized many of the farmers of this region, accompanied by their wives and 

children, and all staring so strangely and curiously—he felt not a little nervous, as though at any 

moment there might be a revolver shot, or some one might leap at him with a knife—the deputies 

with their hands on their guns lending not a little to the reality of his mood. Yet only cries of: 

"Here he comes! Here he comes!" "There he is!" "Would you believe that he could do a thing 

like that?" 

And then the cameras clicking and whirring and his two protectors shouldering closer and 

closer to him while he shrank down within himself mentally. 

And then a flight of five brown stone steps leading up to an old courthouse door. And 

beyond that, an inner flight of steps to a large, long, brown, high-ceilinged chamber, in which, to 

the right and left, and in the rear facing east, were tall, thin, round-topped windows, fitted with 

thin panes, admitting a flood of light. And at the west end, a raised platform, with a highly 

ornamental, dark brown carved bench upon it. And behind it, a portrait—and on either side, 

north and south, and at the rear, benches and benches in rows—each tier higher than the other, 

and all crowded with people, the space behind them packed with standing bodies, and all 

apparently, as he entered, leaning and craning and examining him with sharp keen eyes, while 

there went about a conversational buzz or brrh. He could hear a general sssss—pppp—as he 

approached and passed through a gate to an open space beyond it, wherein, as he could see, were 

Belknap and Jephson at a table, and between them a vacant chair for him. And he could see and 

feel the eyes and faces on which he was not quite willing to look. 

But directly before him, at another table in the same square, but more directly below the 

raised platform at the west end, as he could see now, were Mason and several men whom he 



seemed to recollect—Earl Newcomb and Burton Burleigh and yet another man whom he had 

never seen before, all four turning and gazing at him as he came. 

And about this inner group, an outer circle of men and women writers and sketch artists. 

And then, after a time, recalling Belknap's advice, he managed to straighten up and with 

an air of studied ease and courage—which was belied to a certain extent by his strained, pale 

face and somewhat hazy stare—look at the writers and artists who were either studying or 

sketching him, and even to whisper: "Quite a full house, eh?" But just then, and before he could 

say anything more, a resounding whack, whack, from somewhere. And then a voice: "Order in 

the Court! His Honor, the Court! Everybody please rise!" And as suddenly the whispering and 

stirring audience growing completely silent. And then, through a door to the south of the dais, a 

large urbane and florid and smooth-faced man, who in an ample black gown, walked swiftly to 

the large chair immediately behind the desk, and after looking steadily upon all before him, but 

without appearing to see any one of them seated himself. Whereupon every one assembled in the 

courtroom sat down. 

And then to the left, yet below the judge, at a smaller desk, a smaller and older individual 

standing and calling, "Oyez! Oyez! All persons having business before the honorable, the 

Supreme Court of the State of New York, County of Cataraqui, draw near and give attention. 

This court is now in session!" 

And after that this same individual again rising and beginning: "The State of New York 

against Clyde Griffiths." Then Mason, rising and standing before his table, at once announced: 

"The People are ready." Whereupon Belknap arose, and in a courtly and affable manner, stated: 

"The defendant is ready." 

Then the same clerk reached into a square box that was before him, and drawing forth a 

piece of paper, called "Simeon Dinsmore," whereupon a little, hunched and brown-suited man, 

with claw-like hands, and a ferret-like face, immediately scuttled to the jury box and was seated. 

And once there he was approached by Mason, who, in a brisk manner—his flat-nosed face 

looking most aggressive and his strong voice reaching to the uttermost corners of the court, 

began to inquire as to his age, his business, whether he was single or married, how many children 

he had, whether he believed or did not believe in capital punishment. The latter question as 

Clyde at once noted seemed to stir in him something akin to resentment or suppressed emotion of 

some kind, for at once and with emphasis, he answered: "I most certainly do—for some 

people"—a reply which caused Mason to smile slightly and Jephson to turn and look toward 

Belknap, who mumbled sarcastically: "And they talk about the possibility of a fair trial here." 

But at the same time Mason feeling that this very honest, if all too convinced farmer, was a little 

too emphatic in his beliefs, saying: "With the consent of the Court, the People will excuse the 

talesman." And Belknap, after an inquiring glance from the Judge, nodding his agreement, at 

which the prospective juror was excused. 

And the clerk, immediately drawing out of the box a second slip of paper, and then 

calling: "Dudley Sheerline!" Whereupon, a thin, tall man of between thirty-eight and forty, 



neatly dressed and somewhat meticulous and cautious in his manner, approached and took his 

place in the box. And Mason once more began to question him as he had the other. 

In the meantime, Clyde, in spite of both Belknap's and Jephson's preliminary precautions, 

was already feeling stiff and chill and bloodless. For, decidedly, as he could feel, this audience 

was inimical. And amid this closely pressing throng, as he now thought, with an additional chill, 

there must be the father and mother, perhaps also the sisters and brothers, of Roberta, and all 

looking at him, and hoping with all their hearts, as the newspapers during the weeks past 

informed him, that he would be made to suffer for this. 

And again, all those people of Lycurgus and Twelfth Lake, no one of whom had troubled 

to communicate with him in any way, assuming him to be absolutely guilty, of course—were any 

of those here? Jill or Gertrude or Tracy Trumbull, for instance? Or Wynette Phant or her brother? 

She had been at that camp at Bear Lake the day he was arrested. His mind ran over all the social 

personages whom he had encountered during the last year and who would now see him as he 

was—poor and commonplace and deserted, and on trial for such a crime as this. And after all his 

bluffing about his rich connections here and in the west. For now, of course, they would believe 

him as terrible as his original plot, without knowing or caring about his side of the story—his 

moods and fears—that predicament that he was in with Roberta—his love for Sondra and all that 

she had meant to him. They wouldn't understand that, and he was not going to be allowed to tell 

anything in regard to it, even if he were so minded. 

And yet, because of the advice of Belknap and Jephson, he must sit up and smile, or at 

least look pleasant and meet the gaze of every one boldly and directly. And in consequence, 

turning, and for the moment feeling absolutely transfixed. For there—God, what a 

resemblance!—to the left of him on one of those wall benches, was a woman or girl who 

appeared to be the living image of Roberta! It was that sister of hers—Emily—of whom she had 

often spoken—but oh, what a shock! His heart almost stopped. It might even be Roberta! And 

transfixing him with what ghostly, and yet real, and savage and accusing eyes! And next to her 

another girl, looking something like her, too—and next to her that old man, Roberta's father—

that wrinkled old man whom he had encountered that day he had called at his farm door for 

information, now looking at him almost savagely, a gray and weary look that said so plainly: 

"You murderer! You murderer!" And beside him a mild and small and ill-looking woman of 

about fifty, veiled and very shrunken and sunken-eyed, who, at his glance dropped her own eyes 

and turned away, as if stricken with a great pain, not hate. Her mother—no doubt of it. Oh, what 

a situation was this! How unthinkably miserable! His heart fluttered. His hands trembled. 

So now to stay himself, he looked down, first at the hands of Belknap and Jephson on the 

table before him, since each was toying with a pencil poised above the pad of paper before them, 

as they gazed at Mason and whoever was in the jury box before him—a foolish-looking fat man 

now. What a difference between Jephson's and Belknap's hands—the latter so short and soft and 

white, the former's so long and brown and knotty and bony. And Belknap's pleasant and 

agreeable manner here in court—his voice—"I think I will ask the juror to step down"—as 

opposed to Mason's revolver-like "Excused!" or Jephson's slow and yet powerful, though 

whispered, "Better let him go, Alvin. Nothing in him for us." And then all at once Jephson 

saying to him: "Sit up! Sit up! Look around! Don't sag down like that. Look people in the eye. 



Smile naturally, Clyde, if you're going to smile at all, just look 'em in the eye. They're not going 

to hurt you. They're just a lot of farmers out sightseeing." 

But Clyde, noting at once that several reporters and artists were studying and then 

sketching or writing of him, now flushed hotly and weakly, for he could feel their eager eyes and 

their eager words as clearly as he could hear their scratching pens. And all for the papers—his 

blanching face and trembling hands—they would have that down—and his mother in Denver and 

everybody else there in Lycurgus would see and read—how he had looked at the Aldens and 

they had looked at him and then he had looked away again. Still— still—he must get himself 

better in hand—sit up once more and look about—or Jephson would be disgusted with him. And 

so once more he did his best to crush down his fear, to raise his eyes and then turn slightly and 

look about. 

But in doing so, there next to the wall, and to one side of that tall window, and just as he 

had feared, was Tracy Trumbull, who evidently because of the law interest or his curiosity and 

what not—no pity or sympathy for him, surely—had come up for this day anyhow, and was 

looking, not at him for the moment, thank goodness, but at Mason, who was asking the fat man 

some questions. And next to him Eddie Sells, with nearsighted eyes equipped with thick lenses 

of great distance-power, and looking in Clyde's direction, yet without seeing him apparently, for 

he gave no sign. Oh, how trying all this! 

And five rows from them again, in another direction, Mr. and Mrs. Gilpin, whom Mason 

had found, of course. And what would they testify to now? His calling on Roberta in her room 

there? And how secret it had all been? That would be bad, of course. And of all people, Mr. and 

Mrs. George Newton! What were they going to put them on the stand for? To tell about 

Roberta's life before she got to going with him, maybe? And that Grace Marr, whom he had seen 

often but met only once out there on Crum Lake, and whom Roberta had not liked any more. 

What would she have to say? She could tell how he had met Roberta, of course, but what else? 

And then— but, no, it could not be—and yet—yet, it was, too—surely—that Orrin Short, of 

whom he had asked concerning Glenn. Gee!—he was going to tell about that now, maybe—no 

doubt of it. How people seemed to remember things—more than ever he would have dreamed 

they would have. 

And again, this side of that third window from the front, but beyond that dreaded group 

of the Aldens, that very large and whiskered man who looked something like an old-time Quaker 

turned bandit—Heit was his name. He had met him at Three Mile Bay, and again on that day on 

which he had been taken up to Big Bittern against his will. Oh, yes, the coroner he was. And 

beside him, that innkeeper up there who had made him sign the register that day. And next to 

him the boathouse-keeper who had rented him the boat. And next to him, that tall, lank guide 

who had driven him and Roberta over from Gun Lodge, a brown and wiry and loutish man who 

seemed to pierce him now with small, deep-set, animal-like eyes, and who most certainly was 

going to testify to all the details of that ride from Gun Lodge. Would his nervousness on that day, 

and his foolish qualms, be as clearly remembered by him as they were now by himself. And if 

so, how would that affect his plea of a change of heart? Would he not better talk all that over 

again with Jephson? 



But this man Mason! How hard he was! How energetic! And how he must have worked 

to get all of these people here to testify against him! And now here he was, exclaiming as he 

chanced to look at him, and as he had in at least the last dozen cases (yet with no perceptible 

result in so far as the jury box was concerned), "Acceptable to the People!" But, invariably, 

whenever he had done so, Jephson had merely turned slightly, but without looking, and had said: 

"Nothing in him for us, Alvin. As set as a bone." And then Belknap, courteous and bland, had 

challenged for cause and usually succeeded in having his challenge sustained. 

But then at last, and oh, how agreeably, the clerk of the court announcing in a clear, thin, 

rasping and aged voice, a recess until two P. M. And Jephson smilingly turning to Clyde with: 

"Well, Clyde, that's the first round—not so very much to it, do you think? And not very hard 

either, is it? Better go over there and get a good meal, though. It'll be just as long and dull this 

afternoon." 

And in the meantime, Kraut and Sissel, together with the extra deputies, pushing close 

and surrounding him. And then the crowding and swarming and exclaiming: "There he is! There 

he is! Here he comes! Here! Here!" And a large and meaty female pushing as close as possible 

and staring directly into his face, exclaiming as she did so: "Let me see him! I just want to get a 

good look at you, young man. I have two daughters of my own." But without one of all those of 

Lycurgus or Twelfth Lake whom he had recognized in the public benches, coming near him. 

And no glimpse of Sondra anywhere, of course. For as both Belknap and Jephson had repeatedly 

assured him, she would not appear. Her name was not even to be mentioned, if possible. The 

Griffiths, as well as the Finchleys, were opposed. 

  



Chapter 20 

And then five entire days consumed by Mason and Belknap in selecting a jury. But at last 

the twelve men who were to try Clyde, sworn and seated. And such men—odd and grizzled, or 

tanned and wrinkled, farmers and country storekeepers, with here and there a Ford agent, a 

keeper of an inn at Tom Dixon's Lake, a salesman in Hamburger's dry goods store at Bridgeburg, 

and a peripatetic insurance agent residing in Purday just north of Grass Lake. And with but one 

exception, all married. And with but one exception, all religious, if not moral, and all convinced 

of Clyde's guilt before ever they sat down, but still because of their almost unanimous 

conception of themselves as fair and open-minded men, and because they were so interested to 

sit as jurors in this exciting case, convinced that they could pass fairly and impartially on the 

facts presented to them. 

And so, all rising and being sworn in. 

And at once Mason rising and beginning: "Gentlemen of the jury." 

And Clyde, as well as Belknap and Jephson, now gazing at them and wondering what the 

impression of Mason's opening charge was likely to be. For a more dynamic and electric 

prosecutor under these particular circumstances was not to be found. This was his opportunity. 

Were not the eyes of all the citizens of the United States upon him? He believed so. It was as if 

some one had suddenly exclaimed: "Lights! Camera!" 

"No doubt many of you have been wearied, as well as puzzled, at times during the past 

week," he began, "by the exceeding care with which the lawyers in this case have passed upon 

the panels from which you twelve men have been chosen. It has been no light matter to find 

twelve men to whom all the marshaled facts in this astonishing cause could be submitted and by 

them weighed with all the fairness and understanding which the law commands. For my part, the 

care which I have exercised, gentlemen, has been directed by but one motive—that the state shall 

have justice done. No malice, no pre-conceived notions of any kind. So late as July 9th last I 

personally was not even aware of the existence of this defendant, nor of his victim, nor of the 

crime with which he is now charged. But, gentlemen, as shocked and unbelieving as I was at first 

upon hearing that a man of the age, training and connections of the defendant here could have 

placed himself in a position to be accused of such an offense, step by step I was compelled to 

alter and then dismiss forever from my mind my original doubts and to conclude from the mass 

of evidence that was literally thrust upon me, that it was my duty to prosecute this action in 

behalf of the people. 

"But, however that may be, let us proceed to the facts. There are two women in this 

action. One is dead. The other" (and he now turned toward where Clyde sat, and here he pointed 

a finger in the direction of Belknap and Jephson), "by agreement between the prosecution and 

the defense is to be nameless here, since no good can come from inflicting unnecessary injury. In 

fact, the sole purpose which I now announce to you to be behind every word and every fact as it 

will be presented by the prosecution is that exact justice, according to the laws of this state and 

the crime with which this defendant is charged, shall be done. Exact justice, gentlemen, exact 

and fair. But if you do not act honestly and render a true verdict according to the evidence, the 



people of the state of New York and the people of the county of Cataraqui will have a grievance 

and a serious one. For it is they who are looking to you for a true accounting for your reasoning 

and your final decision in this case." 

And here Mason paused, and then turning dramatically toward Clyde, and with his right 

index finger pointing toward him at times, continued: "The people of the state of New 

York charge," (and he hung upon this one word as though he desired to give it the value of 

rolling thunder), "that the crime of murder in the first degree has been committed by the prisoner 

at the bar—Clyde Griffiths. They charge that he willfully, and with malice and cruelty and 

deception, murdered and then sought to conceal forever from the knowledge and the justice of 

the world, the body of Roberta Alden, the daughter of a farmer who has for years resided near 

the village of Biltz, in Mimico County. They charge" (and here Clyde, because of whispered 

advice from Jephson, was leaning back as comfortably as possible and gazing as imperturbably 

as possible upon the face of Mason, who was looking directly at him) "that this same Clyde 

Griffiths, before ever this crime was committed by him, plotted for weeks the plan and 

commission of it, and then, with malice aforethought and in cold blood, executed it. 

"And in charging these things, the people of the State of New York expect to, and will, 

produce before you substantiations of every one of them. You will be given facts, and of these 

facts you, not I, are to be the sole judge." 

And here he paused once more, and shifting to a different physical position while the 

eager audience crowded and leaned forward, hungry and thirsty for every word he should utter, 

he now lifted one arm and dramatically pushing back his curly hair, resumed: 

"Gentlemen, it will not take me long to picture, nor will you fail to perceive for 

yourselves as this case proceeds, the type of girl this was whose life was so cruelly blotted out 

beneath the waters of Big Bittern. All the twenty years of her life" (and Mason knew well that 

she was twenty-three and two years older than Clyde) "no person who ever knew her ever said 

one word in criticism of her character. And no evidence to that effect, I am positive, will be 

introduced in this trial. Somewhat over a year ago—on July 19— she went to the city of 

Lycurgus, in order that by working with her own hands she might help her family." (And here 

the sobs of her parents and sisters and brothers were heard throughout the courtroom.) 

"Gentlemen," went on Mason, and from this point carrying on the picture of Roberta's life 

from the time she first left home to join Grace Marr until, having met Clyde on Crum Lake and 

fallen out with her friend and patrons, the Newtons, because of him, she accepted his dictum that 

she live alone, amid strange people, concealing the suspicious truth of this from her parents, and 

then finally succumbing to his wiles—the letters she had written him from Biltz detailing every 

single progressive step in this story. And from there, by the same meticulous process, he 

proceeded to Clyde—his interest in the affairs of Lycurgus society and the rich and beautiful 

Miss X, who because of a purely innocent and kindly, if infatuated, indication on her part that he 

might hope to aspire to her hand—had unwittingly evoked in him a passion which had been the 

cause of the sudden change in his attitude and emotions toward Roberta, resulting, as Mason 

insisted he would show, in the plot that had resulted in Roberta's death. 



"But who is the individual," he suddenly and most dramatically exclaimed at this point, 

"against whom I charge all these things? There he sits! Is he the son of wastrel parents—a 

product of the slums—one who had been denied every opportunity for a proper or honorable 

conception of the values and duties of a decent and respectable life? Is he? On the contrary. His 

father is of the same strain that has given Lycurgus one of its largest and most constructive 

industries—the Griffiths Collar & Shirt Company. He was poor—yes—no doubt of that. But not 

more so than Roberta Alden—and her character appears not to have been affected by her 

poverty. His parents in Kansas City, Denver, and before that Chicago and Grand Rapids, 

Michigan, appear to have been unordained ministers of the proselytizing and mission-conducting 

type-people who, from all I can gather, are really, sincerely religious and right-principled in 

every sense. But this, their oldest son, and the one who might have been expected to be deeply 

influenced by them, early turned from their world and took to a more garish life. He became a 

bell-boy in a celebrated Kansas City hotel, the Green-Davidson." 

And now he proceeded to explain that Clyde had ever been a rolling stone—one who, by 

reason of some quirk of temperament, perhaps, preferred to wander here and there. Later, as he 

now explained, he had been given an important position as head of a department in the well-

known factory of his uncle at Lycurgus. And then gradually he was introduced into the circles in 

which his uncle and his children were familiar. And his salary was such that he could afford to 

keep a room in one of the better residences of the city, while the girl he had slain lived in a mean 

room in a back street. 

"And yet," he continued, "how much has been made here of the alleged youth of this 

defendant?" (Here he permitted himself a scornful smile.) "He has been called by his counsel and 

others in the newspapers a boy, over and over again. He is not a boy. He is a bearded man. He 

has had more social and educational advantages than any one of you in the jury box. He has 

traveled. In hotels and clubs and the society with which he was so intimately connected in 

Lycurgus, he has been in contact with decent, respectable, and even able and distinguished 

people. Why, as a matter of fact, at the time of his arrest two months ago, he was part of as smart 

a society and summer resort group as this region boasts. Remember that! His mind is a mature, 

not, an immature one. It is fully developed and balanced perfectly. 

"Gentlemen, as the state will soon proceed to prove," he went on, "it was no more than 

four months after his arrival in Lycurgus that this dead girl came to work for the defendant in the 

department of which he was the head. And it was not more than two months after that before he 

had induced her to move from the respectable and religious home which she had chosen in 

Lycurgus, to one concerning which she knew nothing and the principal advantage of which, as 

he saw it, was that it offered secrecy and seclusion and freedom from observation for that vile 

purpose which already he entertained in regard to her. 

"There was a rule of the Griffiths Company, as we will later show in this trial, which 

explains much—and that was that no superior officer or head of any department was permitted to 

have anything to do with any girls working under him, or for the factory, in or out of the factory. 

It was not conducive to either the morals or the honor of those working for this great company, 

and they would not allow it. And shortly after coming there, this man had been instructed as to 

that rule. But did that deter him? Did the so recent and favorable consideration of his uncle in 



any way deter him? Not in the least. Secrecy! Secrecy! From the very beginning! Seduction! 

Seduction! The secret and intended and immoral and illegal and socially unwarranted and 

condemned use of her body outside the regenerative and ennobling pale of matrimony! 

"That was his purpose, gentlemen! But was it generally known by any one in Lycurgus or 

elsewhere that such a relationship as this existed between him and Roberta Alden? Not a 

soul! Not a soul!, as far as I have been able to ascertain, was ever so much as partially aware of 

this relationship until after this girl was dead. Not a soul! Think of that! 

"Gentlemen of the jury," and here his voice took on an almost reverential tone, "Roberta 

Alden loved this defendant with all the strength of her soul. She loved him with that love which 

is the crowning mystery of the human brain and the human heart, that transcends in its strength 

and its weakness all fear of shame or punishment from even the immortal throne above. She was 

a true and human and decent and kindly girl—a passionate and loving girl. And she loved as only 

a generous and trusting and self-sacrificing soul can love. And loving so, in the end she gave to 

him all that any woman can give the man she loves. 

"Friends, this thing has happened millions of times in this world of ours, and it will 

happen millions and millions of times in the days to come. It is not new and it will never be old. 

"But in January or February last, this girl, who is now dead in her grave, was compelled 

to come to this defendant, Clyde Griffiths, and tell him that she was about to become a mother. 

We shall prove to you that then and later she begged him to go away with her and make her his 

wife. 

"But did he? Would he? Oh, no! For by that time a change had come over the dreams and 

the affections of Clyde Griffiths. He had had time to discover that the name of Griffiths in 

Lycurgus was one that would open the doors of Lycurgus exclusive circles—that the man who 

was no one in Kansas City or Chicago—was very much of a person here, and that it would bring 

him in contact with girls of education and means, girls who moved far from the sphere to which 

Roberta Alden belonged. Not only that, but he had found one girl to whom, because of her 

beauty, wealth, position, he had become enormously attached and beside her the little farm and 

factory girl in the pathetically shabby and secret room to which he had assigned her, looked poor 

indeed—good enough to betray but not good enough to marry. And he would not." Here he 

paused, but only for a moment, then went on: 

"But at no point have I been able to find the least modification or cessation of any of 

these social activities on his part which so entranced him. On the contrary, from January to July 

fifth last, and after—yes, even after she was finally compelled to say to him that unless he could 

take her away and marry her, she would have to appeal to the sense of justice in the community 

in which they moved, and after she was cold and dead under the waters of Big Bittern—dances, 

lawn fetes, automobile parties, dinners, gay trips to Twelfth Lake and Bear Lake, and without a 

thought, seemingly, that her great moral and social need should modify his conduct in any way." 

And here he paused and gazed in the direction of Belknap and Jephson, who in turn, were 

not sufficiently disturbed or concerned to do more than smile, first at him and then at each other, 



although Clyde, terrorized by the force and the vehemence of it all, was chiefly concerned to 

note how much of exaggeration and unfairness was in all this. 

But even as he was thinking so, Mason was continuing with: "But by this time, 

gentlemen, as I have indicated, Roberta Alden had become insistent that Griffiths make her his 

wife. And this he promised to do. Yet, as all the evidence here will show, he never intended to do 

anything of the kind. On the contrary, when her condition became such that he could no longer 

endure her pleas or the danger which her presence in Lycurgus unquestionably spelled for him, 

he induced her to go home to her father's house, with the suggestion, apparently, that she prepare 

herself by making some necessary clothes, against the day when he would come for her and 

remove her to some distant city where they would not be known, yet where as his wife she could 

honorably bring their child into the world. And according to her letters to him, as I will show, 

that was to have been in three weeks from the time she departed for her home in Biltz. But did he 

come for her as he had promised? No, he never did. 

"Eventually, and solely because there was no other way out, he permitted her to come to 

him—on July sixth last—exactly two days before her death. But not before—but wait!—In the 

meantime, or from June fifth to July sixth, he allowed her to brood in that little, lonely farm-

house on the outskirts of Biltz in Mimico County, with the neighbors coming in to watch and 

help her make some clothes, which even then she did not dare announce as her bridal trousseau. 

And she suspected and feared that this defendant would fail her. For daily, and sometimes twice 

daily, she wrote him, telling him of her fears and asking him to assure her by letter or word in 

some form that he would come and take her away. 

"But did he even do that? Never by letter! Never! Oh, no, gentlemen, oh, no! On the 

contrary some telephone messages—things that could not be so easily traced or understood. And 

these so few and brief that she herself complained bitterly of his lack of interest and 

consideration for her at this time. So much so that at the end of five weeks, growing desperate, 

she wrote" (and here Mason picked from a collection of letters on the table behind him a 

particular letter, and read): "'This is to tell you that unless I hear from you either by telephone or 

letter before noon Friday, I will come to Lycurgus and the world will know how you have treated 

me.' Those are the words, gentlemen, that this poor girl was at last compelled to write. 

"But did Clyde Griffiths want the world to know how he had treated her? Of course not! 

And there and then began to form in his mind a plan by which he could escape exposure and seal 

Roberta Alden's lips forever. And, gentlemen, the state will prove that he did so close her 

mouth." 

At this point Mason produced a map of the Adirondacks which he had had made for the 

purpose, and on which in red ink were traced the movements of Clyde up to and after her 

death—up to the time of his arrest at Big Bear. Also, in doing this, he paused to tell the jury of 

Clyde's well-conceived plan of hiding his identity, the various false registrations, the two hats. 

Here also he explained that on the train between Fonda and Utica, as again between Utica and 

Grass Lake, he had not ridden in the same car with Roberta. And then he announced: 



"Don't forget, gentlemen, that although he had previously indicated to Roberta that this 

was to be their wedding journey, he did not want anybody to know that he was with his 

prospective bride—no, not even after they had reached Big Bittern. For he was seeking, not to 

marry but to find a wilderness in which to snuff out the life of this girl of whom he had tired. But 

did that prevent him, twenty-four and forty-eight hours before that time, from holding her in his 

arms and repeating the promises he had no intention of keeping? Did it? I will show you the 

registers of the two hotels in which they stayed, and where, because of their assumed 

approaching marriage, they occupied a single room together. Yet the only reason it was forty-

eight instead of twenty-four hours was that he had made a mistake in regard to the solitude of 

Grass Lake. Finding it brisk with life, the center of a summer religious colony, he decided to 

leave and go to Big Bittern, which was more lonely. And so you have the astounding and bitter 

spectacle, gentlemen, of a supposedly innocent and highly misunderstood young man dragging 

this weary and heart-sick girl from place to place, in order to find a lake deserted enough in 

which to drown her. And with her but four months from motherhood! 

"And then, having arrived at last at one lake lonely enough, putting her in a boat and 

taking her out from the inn where he had again falsely registered as Mr. Clifford Golden and 

wife, to her death. The poor little thing imagined that she was going for a brief outing before that 

marriage of which he talked and which was to seal and sanctify it. To seal and sanctify it! To seal 

and sanctify, as closing waters seal and sanctify, but in no other way— no other way. And with 

him walking, whole and sly—as a wolf from its kill—to freedom, to marriage, to social and 

material and affectionate bliss and superiority and ease, while she slept still and nameless in her 

watery grave. 

"But, oh, gentlemen, the ways of nature, or of God, and the Providence that shapes our 

ends, rough-hew them how we may! It is man who proposes, but God—God—who disposes! 

"The defendant is still wondering, I am sure, as to how I know that she thought she was 

still going to be married after leaving the inn at Big Bittern. And I have no doubt that he still has 

some comforting thoughts to the effect that I cannot really and truly know it. But how shrewd 

and deep must be that mind that would foresee and forestall all the accidents and chances of life. 

For, as he sits there now, secure in the faith that his counsel may be able to extract him safely 

from this" (and at this Clyde sat bolt upright, his hair tingling, and his hands concealed beneath 

the table, trembling slightly), "he does not know that that girl, while in her room in the Grass 

Lake Inn, had written her mother a letter, which she had not had time to mail, and which was in 

the pocket of her coat left behind because of the heat of the day, and because she imagined she 

was coming back, of course. And which is here now upon this table." 

At this Clyde's teeth fairly chattered. He shook as with a chill. To be sure, she had left her 

coat behind! And Belknap and Jephson also sat up, wondering what this could be. How fatally, if 

at all, could it mar or make impossible the plan of defense which they had evolved? They could 

only wait and see. 

"But in that letter," went on Mason, "she tells why she was up there—to be married, no 

less" (and at this point Jephson and Belknap, as well as Clyde, heaved an enormous sigh of 

relief—it was directly in the field of their plan) "and within a day or two," continued Mason, 



thinking still that he was literally riddling Clyde with fear. "But Griffiths, or Graham, of Albany, 

or Syracuse, or anywhere, knew better. He knew he was not coming back. And he took all of his 

belongings with him in that boat. And all afternoon long, from noon until evening, he searched 

for a spot on that lonely lake—a spot not easily observed from any point of the shore, as we will 

show. And as evening fell, he found it. And walking south through the woods afterwards, with a 

new straw hat upon his head, a clean, dry bag in his hand, he imagined himself to be secure. 

Clifford Golden was no more—Carl Graham was no more—drowned—at the bottom of Big 

Bittern, along with Roberta Alden. But Clyde Griffiths was alive and free, and on his way to 

Twelfth Lake, to the society he so loved. 

"Gentlemen, Clyde Griffiths killed Roberta Alden before he put her in that lake. He beat 

her on the head and face, and he believed no eye saw him. But, as her last death cry rang out over 

the water of Big Bittern, there was a witness, and before the prosecution has closed its case, that 

witness will be here to tell you the story." 

Mason had no eye witness, but he could not resist this opportunity to throw so disrupting 

a thought into the opposition camp. 

And decidedly, the result was all that he expected, and more. For Clyde, who up to this 

time and particularly since the thunderbolt of the letter, had been seeking to face it all with an 

imperturbable look of patient innocence, now stiffened and then wilted. A witness! And here to 

testify! God! Then he, whoever he was, lurking on the lone shore of the lake, had seen the 

unintended blow, had heard her cries—had seen that he had not sought to aid her! Had seen him 

swim to shore and steal away—maybe had watched him in the woods as he changed his clothes. 

God! His hands now gripped the sides of the chair, and his head went back with a jerk as if from 

a powerful blow, for that meant death—his sure execution. God! No hope now! His head 

dropped and he looked as though he might lapse into a state of coma. 

As to Belknap, Mason's revelation at first caused him to drop the pencil with which he 

was making notes, then next to stare in a puzzled and dumbfounded way, since they had no 

evidence wherewith to forefend against such a smash as this—But as instantly recalling how 

completely off his guard he must look, recovering. Could it be that Clyde might have been lying 

to them, after all— that he had killed her intentionally, and before this unseen witness? If so it 

might be necessary for them to withdraw from such a hopeless and unpopular case, after all. 

As for Jephson, he was for the moment stunned and flattened. And through his stern and 

not easily shakable brain raced such thoughts as—was there really a witness?—has Clyde 

lied?—then the die was cast, for had he not already admitted to them that he had struck Roberta, 

and the witness must have seen that? And so the end of any plea of a change of heart. Who 

would believe that, after such testimony as this? 

But because of the sheer contentiousness and determination of his nature, he would not 

permit himself to be completely baffled by this smashing announcement. Instead he turned, and 

after surveying the flustered and yet self-chastising Belknap and Clyde, commented: "I don't 

believe it. He's lying, I think, or bluffing. At any rate, we'll wait and see. It's a long time between 

now and our side of the story. Look at all those witnesses there. And we can cross-question them 



by the week, if we want to—until he's out of office. Plenty of time to do a lot of things—find out 

about this witness in the meantime. And besides, there's suicide, or there's the actual thing that 

happened. We can let Clyde swear to what did happen—a cataleptic trance—no courage to do it. 

It's not likely anybody can see that at five hundred feet." And he smiled grimly. At almost the 

same time he added, but not for Clyde's ears: "We might be able to get him off with twenty years 

at the worst, don't you think?" 

  



Chapter 21 

And then witnesses, witnesses, witnesses—to the number of one hundred and twenty-

seven. And their testimony, particularly that of the doctors, three guides, the woman who heard 

Roberta's last cry, all repeatedly objected to by Jephson and Belknap, for upon such weakness 

and demonstrable error as they could point out depended the plausibility of Clyde's daring 

defense. And all of this carrying the case well into November, and after Mason had been 

overwhelmingly elected to the judgeship which he had so craved. And because of the very vigor 

and strife of the trial, the general public from coast to coast taking more and more interest. And 

obviously, as the days passed and the newspaper writers at the trial saw it, Clyde was guilty. Yet 

he, because of the repeated commands of Jephson, facing each witness who assailed him with 

calm and even daring. 

"Your name?" 

"Titus Alden." 

"You are the father of Roberta Alden?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Now, Mr. Alden, just tell the jury how and under what circumstances it was that your 

daughter Roberta happened to go to Lycurgus." 

"Objected to. Irrelevant, immaterial, incompetent," snapped Belknap. 

"I'll connect it up," put in Mason, looking up at the judge, who ruled that Titus might 

answer subject to a motion to strike out his testimony if not "connected up." 

"She went there to get work," replied Titus. 

"And why did she go there to get work?" 

Again objection, and the old man allowed to proceed after the legal formalities had again 

been complied with. 

"Well, the farm we have over there near Biltz hasn't ever paid so very well, and it's been 

necessary for the children to help out and Bobbie being the oldest—" 

"Move to strike out!" 

"Strike it out." 

"'Bobbie' was the pet name you gave your daughter Roberta, was it?" 

"Objected to," etc., etc. "Exception." 



"Yes, sir. 'Bobbie' was what we sometimes called her around there— just Bobbie." 

And Clyde listening intently and enduring without flinching the stern and accusing stare 

of this brooding Priam of the farm, wondering at the revelation of his former sweetheart's pet 

name. He had nicknamed her "Bert"; she had never told him that at home she was called 

"Bobbie." 

And amid a fusillade of objections and arguments and rulings, Alden continuing, under 

the leading of Mason, to recite how she had decided to go to Lycurgus, after receipt of a letter 

from Grace Marr, and stop with Mr. and Mrs. Newton. And after securing work with the 

Griffiths Company, how little the family had seen of her until June fifth last, when she had 

returned to the farm for a rest and in order to make some clothes. 

"No announcement of any plans for marriage?" 

"None." 

But she had written a number of long letters—to whom he did not know at the time. And 

she had been depressed and sick. Twice he had seen her crying, although he said nothing, 

knowing that she did not want to be noticed. There had been a few telephone calls from 

Lycurgus, the last on July fourth or fifth, the day before she left, he was quite sure. 

"And what did she have with her when she left?" 

"Her bag and her little trunk." 

"And would you recognize the bag that she carried, if you saw it?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Is this the bag?" (A deputy assistant district attorney carrying forward a bag and placing 

it on a small stand.) 

And Alden, after looking at it and wiping his eyes with the back of his hand, announcing: 

"Yes, sir." 

And then most dramatically, as Mason intended in connection with every point in this 

trial, a deputy assistant carrying in a small trunk, and Titus Alden and his wife and daughters and 

sons all crying at the sight of it. And after being identified by him as Roberta's, the bag and then 

the trunk were opened in turn. And the dresses made by Roberta, some underclothing, shoes, 

hats, the toilet set given her by Clyde, pictures of her mother and father and sister and brothers, 

an old family cookbook, some spoons and forks and knives and salt and pepper sets—all given 

her by her grandmother and treasured by her for her married life—held up and identified in turn. 

All this over Belknap's objection, and on Mason's promise to "connect it up," which, 

however, he was unable to do, and the evidence was accordingly ordered "struck out." But its 



pathetic significance by that time deeply impressed on the minds and hearts of the jurymen. And 

Belknap's criticism of Mason's tactics merely resulting in that gentleman bellowing, in an 

infuriated manner: "Who's conducting this prosecution, anyhow?" To which Belknap replied: 

"The Republican candidate for county judge in this county, I believe!"—thus evoking a wave of 

laughter which caused Mason to fairly shout: "Your Honor, I protest! This is an unethical and 

illegal attempt to inject into this case a political issue which has nothing to do with it. It is slyly 

and maliciously intended to convey to this jury that because I am the Republican nominee for 

judge of the county, it is impossible for me to properly and fairly conduct the prosecution of this 

case. And I now demand an apology, and will have it before I proceed one step further in this 

case." 

Whereupon Justice Oberwaltzer, feeling that a very serious breach of court etiquette had 

occurred, proceeded to summon Belknap and Mason before him, and after listening to placid and 

polite interpretations of what was meant, and what was not meant, finally ordered, on pain of 

contempt, that neither of them again refer to the political situation in any way. 

Nevertheless, Belknap and Jephson congratulating themselves that in this fashion their 

mood in regard to Mason's candidacy and his use of this case to further it had effectively gotten 

before the jury and the court. 

But more and more witnesses! 

Grace Marr now taking the stand, and in a glib and voluble outpouring describing how 

and where she had first met Roberta—how pure and clean and religious a girl she was, but how 

after meeting Clyde on Crum Lake a great change had come over her. She was more secretive 

and evasive and given to furnishing all sorts of false excuses for new and strange adventures—

as, for instance, going out nights and staying late, and claiming to be places over Saturday and 

Sunday where she wasn't—until finally, because of criticism which she, Grace Marr, had 

ventured to make, she had suddenly left, without giving any address. But there was a man, and 

that man was Clyde Griffiths. For having followed Roberta to her room one evening in 

September or October of the year before, she had observed her and Clyde in the distance, near 

the Gilpin home. They were standing under some trees and he had his arm around her. 

And thereafter Belknap, at Jephson's suggestion, taking her and by the slyest type of 

questioning, trying to discover whether, before coming to Lycurgus, Roberta was as religious 

and conventional as Miss Marr would have it. But Miss Marr, faded and irritable, insisting that 

up to the day of her meeting with Clyde on Crum Lake, Roberta had been the soul of truth and 

purity, in so far as she knew. 

And next the Newtons swearing to much the same thing. 

And then the Gilpins, wife and husband and daughters, each swearing to what she or he 

alone saw or heard. Mrs. Gilpin as to the approximate day of Roberta's moving into her home 

with one small trunk and bag—the identical trunk and bag identified by Titus. And thereafter 

seeming to live very much alone until finally she, feeling sorry for her, had suggested one type of 

contact and another, but Roberta invariably refusing. But later, along in late November, although 



she had never had the heart to say anything about it to her because of her sweetness and general 

sobriety, she and her two daughters had become aware of the fact that occasionally, after eleven 

o'clock, it had seemed as though Roberta must be entertaining some one in her room, but just 

whom she could not say. And again at this point, on cross-examination, Belknap trying to extract 

any admissions or impressions which would tend to make it look as though Roberta was a little 

less reserved and puritanical than all the witnesses had thus far painted her, but failing. Mrs. 

Gilpin, as well as her husband, was plainly fond of her and only under pressure from Mason and 

later Belknap testified to Clyde's late visits. 

And then the elder daughter, Stella, testifying that during the latter part of October or the 

first of November, shortly after Roberta had taken the room, she had passed her and a man, 

whom she was now able to identify as Clyde, standing less than a hundred feet from the house, 

and noticing that they were evidently quarreling she had paused to listen. She was not able to 

distinguish every word of the conversation, but upon leading questions from Mason was able to 

recall that Roberta had protested that she could not let him come into her room—"it would not 

look right." And he had finally turned upon his heel, leaving Roberta standing with outstretched 

arms as if imploring him to return. 

And throughout all this Clyde staring in amazement, for he had in those days—in fact 

throughout his entire contact with Roberta— imagined himself unobserved. And decidedly this 

confirmed much of what Mason had charged in his opening address—that he had willfully and 

with full knowledge of the nature of the offense, persuaded Roberta to do what plainly she had 

not wanted to do—a form of testimony that was likely to prejudice the judge as well as the jury 

and all these conventional people of this rural county. And Belknap, realizing this, trying to 

confuse this Stella in her identification of Clyde. But only succeeding in eliciting information 

that some time in November or the early part of December, shortly after the above incident, she 

had seen Clyde arrive, a box of some kind under his arm, and knock at Roberta's door and enter, 

and was then positive that he was the same young man she had seen that moonlight night 

quarreling with Roberta. 

And next, Whiggam, and after him Liggett, testifying as to the dates of arrival of Clyde at 

the factory, as well as Roberta, and as to the rule regarding department heads and female help, 

and, in so far as they could see, the impeccable surface conduct of both Clyde and Roberta, 

neither seeming to look at the other or at any one else for that matter. (That was Liggett 

testifying.) 

And after them again, others. Mrs. Peyton to testify as to the character of his room and 

his social activities in so far as she was able to observe them. Mrs. Alden to testify that at 

Christmas the year before Roberta had confessed to her that her superior at the factory—Clyde 

Griffiths, the nephew of the owner—was paying attention to her, but that it had to be kept secret 

for the time being. Frank Harriet, Harley Baggott, Tracy Trumbull and Eddie Sells to testify that 

during December last Clyde had been invited here and there and had attended various social 

gatherings in Lycurgus. John Lambert, a druggist of Schenectady, testifying that some time in 

January he had been applied to by a youth, who he now identified as the defendant, for some 

medicine which would bring about a miscarriage. Orrin Short to testify that in late January Clyde 

had asked him if he knew of a doctor who could aid a young married woman—according to 



Clyde's story, the wife of an employee of Griffiths & Company—who was too poor to afford a 

child, and whose husband, according to Clyde, had asked him for this information. And next Dr. 

Glenn, testifying to Roberta's visit, having previously recalled her from pictures published in the 

papers, but adding that professionally he had been unwilling to do anything for her. 

And then C. B. Wilcox, a farmer neighbor of the Aldens, testifying to having been in the 

washroom back of the kitchen on or about June twenty-ninth or thirtieth, on which occasion 

Roberta having been called over the long distance telephone from Lycurgus by a man who gave 

his name as Baker, he had heard her say to him: "But, Clyde, I can't wait that long. You know I 

can't. And I won't." And her voice had sounded excited and distressed. Mr. Wilcox was positive 

as to the name Clyde. 

And Ethel Wilcox, a daughter of this same C. B.—short and fat and with a lisp—who 

swore that on three preceding occasions, having received long distance requests for Roberta, she 

had proceeded to get her. And each time the call was from Lycurgus from a man named Baker. 

Also, on one occasion, she had heard her refer to the caller as Clyde. And once she had heard her 

say that "under no circumstances would she wait that long," although what she meant by that she 

did not know. 

And next Roger Beane, a rural free delivery letter-carrier, who testified that between June 

seventh or eighth to July fourth or fifth, he had received no less than fifteen letters from Roberta 

herself or the mail box at the crossroads of the Alden farm, and that he was positive that most of 

the letters were addressed to Clyde Griffiths, care of General Delivery, Lycurgus. 

And next Amos Showalter, general delivery clerk at Lycurgus, who swore that to the best 

of his recollection, from or between June seventh or eighth and July fourth or fifth, Clyde, whom 

he knew by name, had inquired for and received not less than fifteen or sixteen letters. 

And after him, R. T. Biggen, an oil station manager of Lycurgus, who swore that on the 

morning of July sixth, at about eight o'clock, having gone to Fielding Avenue, which was on the 

extreme west of the city, leading on the northern end to a "stop" on the Lycurgus and Fonda 

electric line, he had seen Clyde, dressed in a gray suit and wearing a straw hat and carrying a 

brown suit-case, to one side of which was strapped a yellow camera tripod and something else—

an umbrella it might have been. And knowing in which direction Clyde lived, he had wondered 

at his walking, when at Central Avenue, not so far from his home, he could have boarded the 

Fonda-Lycurgus car. And Belknap in his cross-examination inquiring of this witness how, being 

one hundred and seventy-five feet distant, he could swear that it was a tripod that he saw, and 

Biggens insisting that it was—it was bright yellow and wood and had brass clops and three legs. 

And then after him, John W. Troescher, station master at Fonda, who testified that on the 

morning of July sixth last (he recalled it clearly because of certain other things which he listed), 

he had sold Roberta Alden a ticket to Utica. He recalled Miss Alden because of having noted her 

several times during the preceding winter. She looked quite tired, almost sick, and carried a 

brown bag, something like the brown bag there and then exhibited to him. Also he recalled the 

defendant, who also carried a bag. He did not see him notice or talk to the girl. 



And next Quincy B. Dale, conductor of the particular train that ran from Fonda to Utica. 

He had noticed, and now recalled, Clyde in one car toward the rear. He also noticed, and from 

photographs later published, had recalled Roberta. 

She gave him a friendly smile and he had said that such a bag as she was carrying seemed 

rather heavy for her and that he would have one of the brakemen carry it out for her at Utica, for 

which she thanked him. He had seen her descend at Utica and disappear into the depot. He had 

not noticed Clyde there. 

And then the identification of Roberta's trunk as having been left in the baggage room at 

the station at Utica for a number of days. And after that the guest page of the Renfrew House, of 

Utica, for July sixth last, identified by Jerry K. Kernocian, general manager of said hotel, which 

showed an entry—"Clifford Golden and wife." And the same then and there compared by 

handwriting experts with two other registration pages from the Grass Lake and Big Bittern inns 

and sworn to as being identically the same handwriting. And these compared with the card in 

Roberta's suit-case, and all received in evidence and carefully examined by each juror in turn and 

by Belknap and Jephson, who, however, had seen all but the card before. And once more a 

protest on the part of Belknap as to the unwarranted and illegal and shameful withholding of 

evidence on the part of the district attorney. And a long and bitter wrangle as to that, serving, in 

fact, to bring to a close the tenth day of the trial. 

  



Chapter 22 

And then, on the eleventh day, Frank W. Schaefer, clerk of the Renfrew House in Utica, 

recalling the actual arrival of Clyde and Roberta and their actions; also Clyde's registration for 

both as Mr. and Mrs. Clifford Golden, of Syracuse. And then Wallace Vanderhoff, one of the 

clerks of the Star Haberdashery in Utica, with a story of Clyde's actions and general appearance 

at the time of his buying a straw hat. And then the conductor of the train running between Utica 

and Grass Lake. And the proprietor of the Grass Lake House. And Blanche Pettingill, a waitress, 

who swore that at dinner she overheard Clyde arguing with Roberta as to the impossibility of 

getting a marriage license there—that it would be better to wait until they reached some other 

place the next day—a bit of particularly damaging testimony, since it pre-dated by a day the 

proposed confession which Clyde was supposed to have made to Roberta, but which Jephson and 

Belknap afterward agreed between themselves might easily have had some preliminary phases. 

And after her the conductor of the train that carried them to Gun Lodge. And after him the guide 

and the driver of the bus, with his story of Clyde's queer talk about many people being over there 

and leaving Roberta's bag while he took his own, and saying they would be back. 

And then, the proprietor of the Inn at Big Bittern; the boatkeeper; the three men in the 

woods—their testimony very damaging to Clyde's case, since they pictured his terror on 

encountering them. And then the story of the finding of the boat and Roberta's body, and the 

eventual arrival of Heit and his finding of the letter in Roberta's coat. A score of witnesses 

testifying as to all this. And next the boat captain, the farm girl, the Cranston chauffeur, the 

arrival of Clyde at the Cranstons', and at last (every step accounted for and sworn to) his arrival 

at Bear Lake, the pursuit and his capture—to say nothing of the various phases of his arrest—

what he said—this being most damaging indeed, since it painted Clyde as false, evasive, and 

terrified. 

But unquestionably, the severest and most damaging testimony related to the camera and 

the tripod—the circumstances surrounding the finding of them—and on the weight of this Mason 

was counting for a conviction. His one aim first was to convict Clyde of lying as to his 

possession of either a tripod or a camera. And in order to do that he first introduced Earl 

Newcomb, who swore that on a certain day, when he, Mason and Heit and all the others 

connected with the case were taking Clyde over the area in which the crime had been committed, 

he and a certain native, one Bill Swartz, who was afterwards put on the stand, while poking 

about under some fallen logs and bushes, had come across the tripod, hidden under a log. Also 

(under the leadership of Mason, although over the objections of both Belknap and Jephson, 

which were invariably overruled), he proceeded to add that Clyde, on being asked whether he 

had a camera or this tripod, had denied any knowledge of it, on hearing which Belknap and 

Jephson actually shouted their disapproval. 

Immediately following, though eventually ordered stricken from the records by Justice 

Oberwaltzer, there was introduced a paper signed by Heit, Burleigh, Slack, Kraut, Swenk, Sissel, 

Bill Swartz, Rufus Forster, county surveyor, and Newcomb, which set forth that Clyde, on being 

shown the tripod and asked whether he had one, "vehemently and repeatedly denied that he had." 

But in order to drive the import of this home, Mason immediately adding: "Very well, your 

Honor, but I have other witnesses who will swear to everything that is in that paper and more," 



and at once calling "Joseph Frazer! Joseph Frazer!" and then placing on the stand a dealer in 

sporting goods, cameras, etc., who proceeded to swear that some time between May fifteenth and 

June first, the defendant, Clyde Griffiths, whom he knew by sight and name, had applied to him 

for a camera of a certain size, with tripod attached, and that the defendant had finally selected a 

Sank, 3½ by 5½, for which he had made arrangements to pay in installments. And after due 

examination and consulting certain stock numbers with which the camera and the tripod and his 

own book were marked, Mr. Frazer identifying first the camera now shown him, and 

immediately after that the yellow tripod as the one he had sold Clyde. 

And Clyde sitting up aghast. Then they had found the camera, as well as the tripod, after 

all. And after he had protested so that he had no camera with him. What would that jury and the 

judge and this audience think of his lying about that? Would they be likely to believe his story of 

a change of heart after this proof that he had lied about a meaningless camera? Better to have 

confessed in the first place. 

But even as he was so thinking Mason calling Simeon Dodge, a young woodsman and 

driver, who testified that on Saturday, the sixteenth of July, accompanied by John Pole, who had 

lifted Roberta's body out of the water, he had at the request of the district attorney, repeatedly 

dived into the exact spot where her body was found, and finally succeeded in bringing up a 

camera. And then the camera itself identified by Dodge. 

Immediately after this all the testimony in regard to the hitherto as yet unmentioned films 

found in the camera at the time of its recovery, since developed, and now received in evidence, 

four views which showed a person looking more like Roberta than any one else, together with 

two, which clearly enough represented Clyde. Belknap was not able to refute or exclude them. 

Then Floyd Thurston, one of the guests at the Cranston lodge at Sharon on June 

eighteenth—the occasion of Clyde's first visit there—placed on the stand to testify that on that 

occasion Clyde had made a number of pictures with a camera about the size and description of 

the one shown him, but failing to identify it as the particular one, his testimony being stricken 

out. 

After him again, Edna Patterson, a chambermaid in the Grass Lake Inn, who, as she 

swore, on entering the room which Clyde and Roberta occupied on the night of July seventh, had 

seen Clyde with a camera in his hand, which was of the size and color, as far as she could recall, 

of the one then and there before her. She had also at the same time seen a tripod. And Clyde, in 

his curious and meditative and half-hypnotized state, recalling well enough the entrance of this 

girl into that room and marveling and suffering because of the unbreakable chain of facts that 

could thus be built up by witnesses from such varying and unconnected and unexpected places, 

and so long after, too. 

After her, but on different days, and with Belknap and Jephson contending every inch of 

the way as to the admissibility of all this, the testimony of the five doctors whom Mason had 

called in at the time Roberta's body was first brought to Bridgeburg, and who in turn swore that 

the wounds, both on the face and head, were sufficient, considering Roberta's physical condition, 

to stun her. And because of the condition of the dead girl's lungs, which had been tested by 



attempting to float them in water, averring that at the time her body had first entered the water, 

she must have been still alive, although not necessarily conscious. But as to the nature of the 

instrument used to make these wounds, they would not venture to guess, other than to say it must 

have been blunt. And no grilling on the part of either Belknap or Jephson could bring them to 

admit that the blows could have been of such a light character as not to stun or render 

unconscious. The chief injury appeared to be on the top of the skull, deep enough to have caused 

a blood clot, photographs of all of which were put in evidence. 

At this psychological point, when both audience and jury were most painfully and 

effectively stirred, a number of photographs of Roberta's face, made at the time that Heit, the 

doctors and the Lutz Brothers had her in charge, were introduced. Then the dimensions of the 

bruises on the right side of her face were shown to correspond exactly in size with two sides of 

the camera. Immediately after that, Burton Burleigh, placed on the stand to swear how he had 

discovered the two strands of hair which corresponded with the hair on Roberta's head—or so 

Mason tried to show—caught between the lens and the lid. And then, after hours and hours, 

Belknap, infuriated and yet made nervous by this type of evidence and seeking to riddle it with 

sarcasm, finally pulling a light hair out of his head and then asking the jurors and Burleigh if 

they could venture to tell whether one single hair from any one's head could be an indication of 

the general color of a person's hair, and if not, whether they were ready to believe that this 

particular hair was from Roberta's head or not. 

Mason then calling a Mrs. Rutger Donahue, who proceeded, in the calmest and most 

placid fashion, to tell how on the evening of July eighth last, between five-thirty and six, she and 

her husband immediately after setting up a tent above Moon Cove, had started out to row and 

fish, when being about a half-mile off shore and perhaps a quarter of a mile above the woods or 

northern fringe of land which enclosed Moon Cove, she had heard a cry. 

"Between half past five and six in the afternoon, you say?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And on what date again?" 

"July eighth." 

"And where were you exactly at that time?" 

"We were—" 

"Not 'we.' Where were you personally?" 

"I was crossing what I have since learned was South Bay in a row-boat with my 

husband." 

"Yes. Now tell what happened next." 



"When we reached the middle of the bay I heard a cry." 

"What was it like?" 

"It was penetrating—like the cry of some one in pain—or in danger. It was sharp—a 

haunting cry." 

Here a motion to "strike out," with the result that the last phrase was so ordered stricken 

out. 

"Where did it come from?" 

"From a distance. From within or beyond the woods." 

"Did you know at the time that there was another bay or cove there— below that strip of 

woods?" 

"No, sir." 

"Well, what did you think then—that it might have come from within the woods below 

where you were?" 

(Objected to—and objection sustained.) 

"And now tell us, was it a man's or a woman's cry? What kind of a cry was it?" 

"It was a woman's cry, and something like 'Oh, oh!' or 'Oh, my!'— very piercing and 

clear, but distant, of course. A double scream such as one might make when in pain." 

"You are sure you could not be mistaken as to the kind of a cry it was—male or female." 

"No, sir. I am positive. It was a woman's. It was pitched too high for a man's voice or a 

boy's. It could not have been anything but a woman's." 

"I see. And now tell us, Mrs. Donahue—you see this dot on the map showing where the 

body of Roberta Alden was found?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And you see this other dot, over those trees, showing approximately where your boat 

was?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Do you think that voice came from where this dot in Moon Cove is?" 



(Objected to. Sustained.) 

"And was that cry repeated?" 

"No, sir. I waited, and I called my husband's attention to it, too, and we waited, but didn't 

hear it again." 

Then Belknap, eager to prove that it might have been a terrified and yet not a pained or 

injured cry, taking her and going all over the ground again, and finding that neither she nor her 

husband, who was also put on the stand, could be shaken in any way. Neither, they insisted, 

could the deep and sad effect of this woman's voice be eradicated from their minds. It had 

haunted both, and once in their camp again they had talked about it. Because it was dusk he did 

not wish to go seeking after the spot from which it came; because she felt that some woman or 

girl might have been slain in those woods, she did not want to stay any longer, and the next 

morning early they had moved on to another lake. 

Thomas Barrett, another Adirondack guide, connected with a camp at Dam's Lake, swore 

that at the time referred to by Mrs. Donahue, he was walking along the shore toward Big Bittern 

Inn and had seen not only a man and woman off shore in about the position described, but farther 

back, toward the south shore of this bay, had noted the tent of these campers. Also that from no 

point outside Moon Cove, unless near the entrance, could one observe any boat within the cove. 

The entrance was narrow and any view from the lake proper completely blocked. And there were 

other witnesses to prove this. 

At this psychological moment, as the afternoon sun was already beginning to wane in the 

tall, narrow courtroom, and as carefully planned by him beforehand, Mason's reading all of 

Roberta's letters, one by one, in a most simple and nondeclamatory fashion, yet with all the 

sympathy and emotion which their first perusal had stirred in him. They had made him cry. 

He began with letter number one, dated June eighth, only three days after her departure 

from Lycurgus, and on through them all down to letters fourteen, fifteen, sixteen and seventeen, 

in which, in piecemeal or by important references here and there, she related her whole contact 

with Clyde down to his plan to come for her in three weeks, then in a month, then on July eighth 

or ninth, and then the sudden threat from her which precipitated his sudden decision to meet her 

at Fonda. And as Mason read them, all most movingly, the moist eyes and the handkerchiefs and 

the coughs in the audience and among the jurors attested their import: 

"You said I was not to worry or think so much about how I feel, and have a good time. 

That's all right for you to say, when you're in Lycurgus and surrounded by your friends and 

invited everywhere. It's hard for me to talk over there at Wilcox's with somebody always in 

earshot and with you constantly reminding me that I mustn't say this or that. But I had so much 

to ask and no chance there. And all that you would say was that everything was all right. But you 

didn't say positively that you were coming on the 27th, that because of something I couldn't quite 

make out—there was so much buzzing on the wire—you might not be able to start until later. 

But that can't be, Clyde. My parents are leaving for Hamilton where my uncle lives on the third. 

And Tom and Emily are going to my sister's on the same day. But I can't and won't go there 



again. I can't stay here all alone. So you must, you really must come, as you agreed. I can't wait 

any longer than that, Clyde, in the condition that I'm in, and so you just must come and take me 

away. Oh, please, please, I beg of you, not to torture me with any more delays now." 

And again: 

"Clyde, I came home because I thought I could trust you. You told me so solemnly before 

I left that if I would, you would come and get me in three weeks at the most—that it would not 

take you longer than that to get ready, have enough money for the time we would be together, or 

until you could get something to do somewhere else. But yesterday, although the third of July 

will be nearly a month since I left, you were not at all sure at first that you could come by then, 

and when as I told you my parents are surely leaving for Hamilton to be gone for ten days. Of 

course, afterwards, you said you would come, but you said it as though you were just trying to 

quiet me. It has been troubling me awfully ever since. 

 

"For I tell you, Clyde, I am sick, very. I feel faint nearly all the time. And besides, I am so 

worried as to what I shall do if you don't come that I am nearly out of my mind." 

 

"Clyde, I know that you don't care for me any more like you did and that you are wishing things 

could be different. And yet, what am I to do? I know you'll say that it has all been as much my 

fault as yours. And the world, if it knew, might think so, too. But how often did I beg you not to 

make me do what I did not want to do, and which I was afraid even then I would regret, although 

I loved you too much to let you go, if you still insisted on having your way." 

 

"Clyde, if I could only die. That would solve all this. And I have prayed and prayed that I would 

lately, yes I have. For life does not mean as much to me now as when I first met you and you 

loved me. Oh, those happy days! If only things were different. If only I were out of your way. It 

would all be so much better for me and for all of us. But I can't now, Clyde, without a penny and 

no way to save the name of our child, except this. Yet if it weren't for the terrible pain and 

disgrace it would bring to my mother and father and all my family, I would be willing to end it 

all in another way. I truly would." 

And again: 

"Oh, Clyde, Clyde, life is so different to-day to what it was last year. Think—then we 

were going to Crum and those other lakes over near Fonda and Gloversville and Little Falls, but 

now—now. Only just now some boy and girl friends of Tom's and Emily's came by to get them 

to go after strawberries, and when I saw them go and knew I couldn't, and that I couldn't be like 

that any more ever, I cried and cried, ever so long." 

And finally: 

"I have been bidding good-by to some places to-day. There are so many nooks, dear, and 

all of them so dear to me. I have lived here all my life, you know. First, there was the 



springhouse with its great masses of green moss, and in passing it I said good-by to it, for I won't 

be coming to it soon again—maybe never. And then the old apple tree where we had our 

playhouse years ago—Emily and Tom and Gifford and I. Then the 'Believe,' a cute little house in 

the orchard where we sometimes played. 

 

"Oh, Clyde, you can't realize what all this means to me, I feel as though I shall never see my 

home again after I leave here this time. And mamma, poor dear mamma, how I do love her and 

how sorry I am to have deceived her so. She is never cross and she always helps me so much. 

Sometimes I think if I could tell her, but I can't. She has had trouble enough, and I couldn't break 

her heart like that. No, if I go away and come back some time, either married or dead—it doesn't 

make so much difference now—she will never know, and I will not have caused her any pain, 

and that means so much more than life itself to me. So good-by, Clyde, until I do meet you, as 

you telephoned. And forgive me all the trouble that I have caused you. 

 

"Your sorrowful, 

 

"ROBERTA." 

And at points in the reading, Mason himself crying, and at their conclusion turning, 

weary and yet triumphant, a most complete and indestructible case, as he saw it, having been 

presented, and exclaiming: "The People rest." And at that moment, Mrs. Alden, in court with her 

husband and Emily, and overwrought, not only by the long strain of the trial but this particular 

evidence, uttering a whimpering yet clear cry and then falling forward in a faint. And Clyde, in 

his own overwrought condition, hearing her cry and seeing her fall, jumping up—the restraining 

hand of Jephson instantly upon him, while bailiffs and others assisted her and Titus who was 

beside her from the courtroom. And the audience almost, if not quite, as moved and incensed 

against Clyde by that development as though, then and there, he had committed some additional 

crime. 

But then, that excitement having passed and it being quite dark, and the hands of the 

court clock pointing to five, and all the court weary, Justice Oberwaltzer signifying his intention 

of adjourning for the night. 

And at once all the newspaper men and feature writers and artists rising and whispering 

to each other that on the morrow the defense would start, and wondering as to who and where the 

witnesses were, also whether Clyde would be permitted to go on the stand in his own defense in 

the face of this amazing mass of evidence against him, or whether his lawyers would content 

themselves with some specious argument as to mental and moral weakness which might end in 

prison for life—not less. 

And Clyde, hissed and cursed as he left the court, wondering if on the morrow, and as 

they had planned this long time since, he would have the courage to rise and go on the stand—

wondering if there was not some way, in case no one was looking (he was not handcuffed as he 

went to and from the jail) maybe to-morrow night when all were rising, the crowds moving and 

these deputies coming toward him—if—well, if he could only run, or walk easily and quietly and 



yet, quickly and seemingly unintentionally, to that stair and then down and out—to—well—to 

wherever it went—that small side door to the main stairs which before this he had seen from the 

jail! If he could only get to some woods somewhere, and then walk and walk, or run and run, 

maybe, without stopping, and without eating, for days maybe, until, well, until he had gotten 

away—anywhere. It was a chance, of course. He might be shot, or tracked with dogs and men, 

but still it was a chance, wasn't it? 

For this way he had no chance at all. No one anywhere, after all this, was going to believe 

him not guilty. And he did not want to die that way. No, no, not that way! 

And so another miserable, black and weary night. And then another miserable gray and 

wintry morning. 

  



Chapter 23 

By eight o'clock the next morning the great city papers were on the stands with the 

sprawling headlines, which informed every one in no uncertain terms: 

"PROSECUTION IN GRIFFITHS' CASE CLOSES WITH IMPRESSIVE DELUGE OF 

TESTIMONY." 

 

"MOTIVE AS WELL AS METHOD HAMMERED HOME." 

 

"DESTRUCTIVE MARKS ON FACE AND HEAD SHOWN TO CORRESPOND WITH ONE 

SIDE OF CAMERA." 

 

"MOTHER OF DEAD GIRL FAINTS AT CLOSE OF DRAMATIC READING OF HER 

LETTERS." 

And the architectonic way in which Mason had built his case, together with his striking 

and dramatic presentation of it, was sufficient to stir in Belknap and Jephson, as well as Clyde, 

the momentary conviction that they had been completely routed—that by no conceivable device 

could they possibly convince this jury now that Clyde was not a quadruple-dyed villain. 

And all congratulating Mason on the masterly way he had presented his case. And Clyde, 

greatly reduced and saddened by the realization that his mother would be reading all that had 

transpired the day before. He must ask Jephson to please wire her so that she would not believe 

it. And Frank and Julia and Esta. And no doubt Sondra reading all this, too, to-day, yet through 

all these days, all these black nights, not one word! A reference now and then in the papers to a 

Miss X but at no time a single correct picture of her. That was what a family with money could 

do for you. And on this very day his defense would begin and he would have to go forward as 

the only witness of any import. Yet asking himself, how could he? The crowd. Its temper. The 

nervous strain of its unbelief and hatred by now. And after Belknap was through with him, then 

Mason. It was all right for Belknap and Jephson. They were in no danger of being tortured, as he 

was certain of being tortured. 

Yet in the face of all this, and after an hour spent with Jephson and Belknap in his cell, 

finding himself back in the courtroom, under the persistent gaze of this nondescript jury and the 

tensely interested audience. And now Belknap rising before the jury and after solemnly 

contemplating each one of them, beginning: 

"Gentlemen—somewhat over three weeks ago you were told by the district attorney that 

because of the evidence he was about to present he would insist that you jurors must find the 

prisoner at the bar guilty of the crime of which he stands indicted. It has been a long and tedious 

procedure since then. The foolish and inexperienced, yet in every case innocent and 

unintentional, acts of a boy of fifteen or sixteen have been gone into before you gentlemen as 

though they were the deeds of a hardened criminal, and plainly with the intention of prejudicing 

you against this defendant, who, with the exception of one misinterpreted accident in Kansas 

City—the most brutally and savagely misinterpreted accident it has ever been my professional 



misfortune to encounter— can be said to have lived as clean and energetic and blameless and 

innocent a life as any boy of his years anywhere. You have heard him called a man—a bearded 

man—a criminal and a crime-soaked product of the darkest vomiting of Hell. And yet he is but 

twenty-one. And there he sits. And I venture to say that if by some magic of the spoken word I 

could at this moment strip from your eye the substance of all the cruel thoughts and emotions 

which have been attributed to him by a clamorous and mistaken and I might say (if I had not 

been warned not to do so), politically biased prosecution, you could no more see him in the light 

that you do than you could rise out of that box and fly through those windows. 

"Gentlemen of the jury, I have no doubt that you, as well as the district attorney and even 

the audience, have wondered how under the downpour of such linked and at times almost 

venomous testimony, I or my colleague or this defendant could have remained as calm and 

collected as we have." (And here he waved with grave ceremoniousness in the direction of his 

partner, who was still waiting his own hour.) "Yet, as you have seen, we have not only 

maintained but enjoyed the serenity of those who not only feel but know that they have the right 

and just end of any legal contest. You recall, of course, the words of the Avon bard—'Thrice 

armed is he who hath his quarrel just.' 

"In fact, we know, as the prosecution in this case unfortunately does not, the peculiarly 

strange and unexpected circumstances by which this dramatic and most unfortunate death came 

about. And before we are through you shall see for yourselves. In the meantime, let me tell you, 

gentlemen, that since this case opened I have believed that even apart from the light we propose 

to throw on this disheartening tragedy, you gentlemen are not at all sure that a brutal or bestial 

crime can be laid upon the shoulders of this defendant. You cannot be! For after all, love is love, 

and the ways of passion and the destroying emotion of love in either sex are not those of the 

ordinary criminal. Only remember, we were once all boys. And those of you who are grown 

women were girls, and know well—oh, how very well—the fevers and aches of youth that have 

nothing to do with a later practical life. 'Judge not, lest ye be judged and with whatsoever 

measure ye mete, it will be measured unto ye again.' 

"We admit the existence and charm and potent love spell of the mysterious Miss X and 

her letters, which we have not been able to introduce here, and their effect on this defendant. We 

admit his love for this Miss X, and we propose to show by witnesses of our own, as well as by 

analyzing some of the testimony that has been offered here, that perhaps the sly and lecherous 

overtures with which this defendant is supposed to have lured the lovely soul now so sadly and 

yet so purely accidentally blotted out, as we shall show, from the straight and narrow path of 

morality, were perhaps no more sly nor lecherous than the proceedings of any youth who finds 

the girl of his choice surrounded by those who see life only in the terms of the strictest and 

narrowest moral regime. And, gentlemen, as your own county district attorney has told you, 

Roberta Alden loved Clyde Griffiths. At the very opening of this relationship which has since 

proved to be a tragedy, this dead girl was deeply and irrevocably in love with him, just as at the 

time he imagined that he was in love with her. And people who are deeply and earnestly in love 

with each other are not much concerned with the opinions of others in regard to themselves. 

They are in love— and that is sufficient! 



"But, gentlemen, I am not going to dwell on that phase of the question so much as on this 

explanation which we are about to offer. Why did Clyde Griffiths go to Fonda, or to Utica, or to 

Grass Lake, or to Big Bittern, at all? Do you think we have any reason for or any desire to deny 

or discolor in any way the fact of his having done so, or with Roberta Alden either? Or why, 

after the suddenness and seeming strangeness and mystery of her death, he should have chosen to 

walk away as he did? If you seriously think so for one fraction of a moment, you are the most 

hopelessly deluded and mistaken dozen jurymen it has been our privilege to argue before in all 

our twenty-seven years' contact with juries. 

"Gentlemen, I have said to you that Clyde Griffiths is not guilty, and he is not. You may 

think, perhaps, that we ourselves must be believing in his guilt. But you are wrong. The 

peculiarity, the strangeness of life, is such that oftentimes a man may be accused of something 

that he did not do and yet every circumstance surrounding him at the time seem to indicate that 

he did do it. There have been many very pathetic and very terrible instances of miscarriages of 

justice through circumstantial evidence alone. Be sure! Oh, be very sure that no such mistaken 

judgment based on any local or religious or moral theory of conduct or bias, because of 

presumed irrefutable evidence, is permitted to prejudice you, so that without meaning to, and 

with the best and highest-minded intentions, you yourselves see a crime, or the intention to 

commit a crime, when no such crime or any such intention ever truly or legally existed or lodged 

in the mind or acts of this defendant. Oh, be sure! Be very, very sure!" 

And here he paused to rest and seemed to give himself over to deep and even melancholy 

thought, while Clyde, heartened by this shrewd and defiant beginning was inclined to take more 

courage. But now Belknap was talking again, and he must listen—not lose a word of all this that 

was so heartening. 

"When Roberta Alden's body was taken out of the water at Big Bittern, gentlemen, it was 

examined by a physician. He declared at the time that the girl had been drowned. He will be here 

and testify and the defendant shall have the benefit of that testimony, and you must render it to 

him. 

"You were told by the district attorney that Roberta Alden and Clyde Griffiths were 

engaged to be married and that she left her home at Biltz and went forth with him on July sixth 

last on her wedding journey. Now, gentlemen, it is so easy to slightly distort a certain set of 

circumstances. 'Were engaged to be married' was how the district attorney emphasized the 

incidents leading up to the departure on July sixth. As a matter of fact, not one iota of any direct 

evidence exists which shows that Clyde Griffiths was ever formally engaged to Roberta Alden, 

or that, except for some passages in her letters, he agreed to marry her. And those passages, 

gentlemen, plainly indicate that it was only under the stress of moral and material worry, due to 

her condition—for which he was responsible, of course, but which, nevertheless, was with the 

consent of both—a boy of twenty-one and a girl of twenty-three—that he agreed to marry her. Is 

that, I ask you, an open and proper engagement—the kind of an engagement you think of when 

you think of one at all? Mind you, I am not seeking to flout or belittle or reflect in any way on 

this poor, dead girl. I am simply stating, as a matter of fact and of law, that this boy was not 

formally engaged to this dead girl. He had not given her his word beforehand that he would 

marry her...Never! There is no proof. You must give him the benefit of that. And only because of 



her condition, for which we admit he was responsible, he came forward with an agreement to 

marry her, in case...in case" (and here he paused and rested on the phrase), "she was not willing 

to release him. And since she was not willing to release him, as her various letters read here 

show, that agreement, on pain of a public exposure in Lycurgus, becomes, in the eyes and words 

of the district attorney, an engagement, and not only that but a sacred engagement which no one 

but a scoundrel and a thief and a murderer would attempt to sever! But, gentlemen, many 

engagements, more open and sacred in the eyes of the law and of religion, have been broken. 

Thousands of men and thousands of women have seen their hearts change, their vows and faith 

and trust flouted, and have even carried their wounds into the secret places of their souls, or gone 

forth, and gladly, to death at their own hands because of them. As the district attorney said in his 

address, it is not new and it will never be old. Never! 

"But it is such a case as this last, I warn you, that you are now contemplating and are 

about to pass upon—a girl who is the victim of such a change of mood. But that is not a legal, 

however great a moral or social crime it may be. And it is only a curious and almost 

unbelievably tight and yet utterly misleading set of circumstances in connection with the death of 

this girl that chances to bring this defendant before you at this time. I swear it. I truly know it to 

be so. And it can and will be fully explained to your entire satisfaction before this case is closed. 

"However, in connection with this last statement, there is another which must be made as 

a preface to all that is to follow. 

"Gentlemen of the jury, the individual who is on trial here for his life is a mental as well 

as a moral coward—no more and no less— not a downright, hardhearted criminal by any means. 

Not unlike many men in critical situations, he is a victim of a mental and moral fear complex. 

Why, no one as yet has been quite able to explain. We all have one secret bugbear or fear. And it 

is these two qualities, and no others, that have placed him in the dangerous position in which he 

now finds himself. It was cowardice, gentlemen—fear of a rule of the factory of which his uncle 

is the owner, as well as fear of his own word given to the officials above him, that caused him 

first to conceal the fact that he was interested in the pretty country girl who had come to work for 

him. And later, to conceal the fact that he was going with her. 

"Yet no statutory crime of any kind there. You could not possibly try a man for that, 

whatever privately you might think. And it was cowardice, mental and moral, gentlemen, which 

prevented him, after he became convinced that he could no longer endure a relationship which 

had once seemed so beautiful, from saying outright that he could not, and would not continue 

with her, let alone marry her. Yet, will you slay a man because he is the victim of fear? And 

again, after all, if a man has once and truly decided that he cannot and will not endure a given 

woman, or a woman a man—that to live with her could only prove torturesome—what would 

you have that person do? Marry her? To what end? That they may hate and despise and torture 

each other forever after? Can you truly say that you agree with that as a rule, or a method, or a 

law? Yet, as the defense sees it, a truly intelligent and fair enough thing, under the 

circumstances, was done in this instance. An offer, but without marriage—and alas, without 

avail—was made. A suggestion for a separate life, with him working to support her while she 

dwelt elsewhere. Her own letters, read only yesterday in this court, indicate something of the 

kind. But the oh, so often tragic insistence upon what in so many cases were best left undone! 



And then that last, long, argumentative trip to Utica, Grass Lake, and Big Bittern. And all to no 

purpose. Yet with no intention to kill or betray unto death. Not the slightest. And we will show 

you why. 

"Gentlemen, once more I insist that it was cowardice, mental and moral, and not any plot 

or plan for any crime of any kind, that made Clyde Griffiths travel with Roberta Alden under 

various aliases to all the places I have just mentioned—that made him write 'Mr. and Mrs. Carl 

Graham,' 'Mr. and Mrs. Clifford Golden'— mental and moral fear of the great social mistake as 

well as sin that he had committed in pursuing and eventually allowing himself to fail into this 

unhallowed relationship with her—mental and moral fear or cowardice of what was to follow. 

"And again, it was mental and moral cowardice that prevented him there at Big Bittern, 

once the waters of the lake had so accidentally closed over her, from returning to Big Bittern Inn 

and making public her death. Mental and Moral Cowardice—and nothing more and nothing less. 

He was thinking of his wealthy relatives in Lycurgus, their rule which his presence here on the 

lake with this girl would show to have been broken—of the suffering and shame and rage of her 

parents. And besides, there was Miss X—the brightest star in the brightest constellation of all his 

dreams. 

"We admit all that, and we are completely willing to concede that he was, or must have 

been, thinking of all these things. The prosecution charges, and we admit that such is the fact, 

that he had been so completely ensnared by this Miss X, and she by him, that he was willing and 

eager to forsake this first love who had given herself to him, for one who, because of her beauty 

and her wealth, seemed so much more desirable—even as to Roberta Alden he seemed more 

desirable than others. And if she erred as to him—as plainly she did—might not—might not he 

have erred eventually in his infatuated following of one who in the ultimate—who can say?— 

might not have cared so much for him. At any rate, one of his strongest fear thoughts at this time, 

as he himself has confessed to us, his counsel, was that if this Miss X learned that he had been up 

there with this other girl of whom she had not even so much as heard, well then, it would mean 

the end of her regard for him. 

"I know that as you gentlemen view such things, such conduct has no excuse for being. 

One may be the victim of an internal conflict between two illicit moods, yet nevertheless, as the 

law and the church see it, guilty of sin and crime. But the truth, none-the-less, is that they do 

exist in the human heart, law or no law, religion or no religion, and in scores of cases they 

motivate the actions of the victims. And we admit that they motivated the actions of Clyde 

Griffiths. 

"But did he kill Roberta Alden? 

"No! 

"And again, no! 



"Or did he plot in any way, half-heartedly or otherwise, to drag her up there under the 

guise of various aliases and then, because she would not set him free, drown her? Ridiculous! 

Impossible! Insane! His plan was completely and entirely different. 

"But, gentlemen," and here he suddenly paused as though a new or overlooked thought 

had just come to him, "perhaps you would be better satisfied with my argument and the final 

judgment you are to render if you were to have the testimony of one eye-witness at least of 

Roberta Alden's death—one who, instead of just hearing a voice, was actually present, and who 

saw and hence knows how she met her death." 

He now looked at Jephson as much as to say: Now, Reuben, at last, here we are! And 

Reuben, turning to Clyde, easily and yet with iron in his every motion, whispered: "Well, here 

we are, Clyde, it's up to you now. Only I'm going along with you, see? I've decided to examine 

you myself. I've drilled and drilled you, and I guess you won't have any trouble in telling me, 

will you?" He beamed on Clyde genially and encouragingly, and Clyde, because of Belknap's 

strong plea as well as this newest and best development in connection with Jephson, now stood 

up and with almost a jaunty air, and one out of all proportion to his mood of but four hours 

before, now whispered: "Gee! I'm glad you're going to do it. I'll be all right now, I think." 

But in the meantime the audience, hearing that an actual eye-witness was to be produced, 

and not by the prosecution but the defense, was at once upon its feet, craning and stirring. And 

Justice Oberwaltzer, irritated to an exceptional degree by the informality characteristic of this 

trial, was now rapping with his gavel while his clerk cried loudly: "Order! Order! Unless 

everybody is seated, all spectators will be dismissed! The deputies will please see that all are 

seated." And then a hushed and strained silence falling as Belknap called: "Clyde Griffiths, take 

the witness chair." And the audience—seeing to its astonishment, Clyde, accompanied by 

Reuben Jephson, making his way forward—straining and whispering in spite of all the gruff 

commands of the judge and the bailiffs. And even Belknap, as he saw Jephson approaching, 

being a little astonished, since it was he who according to the original plan was to have led Clyde 

through his testimony. But now Jephson drawing near to him as Clyde was being seated and 

sworn, merely whispered: "Leave him to me, Alvin, I think it's best. He looks a little too strained 

and shaky to suit me, but I feel sure I can pull him through." 

And then the audience noting the change and whispering in regard to it. And Clyde, his 

large nervous eyes turning here and there, thinking: Well, I'm on the witness stand at last. And 

now everybody's watching me, of course. I must look very calm, like I didn't care so very much, 

because I didn't really kill her. That's right, I didn't. Yet his skin blue and the lids of his eyes red 

and puffy and his hands trembling slightly in spite of himself. And Jephson, his long, tensile and 

dynamic body like that of a swaying birch, turning toward him and looking fixedly into Clyde's 

brown eyes with his blue ones, beginning: 

"Now, Clyde, the first thing we want to do is make sure that the jury and every one else 

hears our questions and answers. And next, when you're all set, you're going to begin with your 

life as you remember it—where you were born, where you came from, what your father did and 

your mother, too, and finally, what you did and why, from the time you went to work until now. I 

may interrupt you with a few questions now and then, but in the main I'm going to let you tell it, 



because I know you can tell it better than any one." Yet in order to reassure Clyde and to make 

him know each moment that he was there—a wall, a bulwark, between him and the eager, 

straining, unbelieving and hating crowd—he now drew nearer, at times so close as to put one 

foot on the witness stand, or if not that to lean forward and lay a hand on the arm of the chair in 

which Clyde sat. And all the while saying, "Yay-uss—Yay-uss." "And then what?" "And then?" 

And invariably at the strong and tonic or protective sound of his voice Clyde stirring as with a 

bolstering force and finding himself able, and without shaking or quavering, to tell the short but 

straitened story of his youth. 

"I was born in Grand Rapids, Michigan. My parents were conducting a mission there at 

that time and used to hold open air meetings..." 

  



Chapter 24 

Clyde's testimony proceeded to the point where the family had removed from Quincy, 

Illinois (a place resorted to on account of some Salvation Army work offered his father and 

mother), to Kansas City, where from his twelfth to his fifteenth year he had browsed about trying 

to find something to do while still resenting the combination of school and religious work 

expected of him. 

"Were you up with your classes in the public schools?" 

"No, sir. We had moved too much." 

"In what grade were you when you were twelve years old?" 

"Well, I should have been in the seventh but I was only in the sixth. That's why I didn't 

like it." 

"And how about the religious work of your parents?" 

"Well, it was all right—only I never did like going out nights on the street corners." 

And so on, through five-and-ten cent store, soda and newspaper carrier jobs, until at last 

he was a bell-hop at the Green-Davidson, the finest hotel in Kansas City, as he informed them. 

"But now, Clyde," proceeded Jephson who, fearful lest Mason on the cross-examination 

and in connection with Clyde's credibility as a witness should delve into the matter of the 

wrecked car and the slain child in Kansas City and so mar the effect of the story he was now 

about to tell, was determined to be beforehand in this. Decidedly, by questioning him properly he 

could explain and soften all that, whereas if left to Mason it could be tortured into something 

exceedingly dark indeed. And so now he continued: 

"And how long did you work there?" 

"A little over a year." 

"And why did you leave?" 

"Well, it was on account of an accident." 

"What kind of an accident?" 

And here Clyde, previously prepared and drilled as to all this plunged into the details 

which led up to and included the death of the little girl and his flight—which Mason, true 

enough, had been intending to bring up. But, now, as he listened to all this, he merely shook his 

head and grunted ironically, "He'd better go into all that," he commented. And Jephson, sensing 



the import of what he was doing—how most likely he was, as he would have phrased it, 

"spiking" one of Mr. Mason's best guns, continued with: 

"How old were you then, Clyde, did you say?" 

"Between seventeen and eighteen." 

"And do you mean to tell me," he continued, after he had finished with all of the 

questions he could think of in connection with all this, "that you didn't know that you might have 

gone back there, since you were not the one who took the car, and after explaining it all, been 

paroled in the custody of your parents?" 

"Object!" shouted Mason. "There's no evidence here to show that he could have returned 

to Kansas City and been paroled in the custody of his parents." 

"Objection sustained!" boomed the judge from his high throne. "The defense will please 

confine itself a little more closely to the letter of the testimony." 

"Exception," noted Belknap, from his seat. 

"No, sir. I didn't know that," replied Clyde, just the same. 

"Anyhow was that the reason after you got away that you changed your name to Tenet as 

you told me?" continued Jephson. 

"Yes, sir." 

"By the way, just where did you get that name of Tenet, Clyde?" 

"It was the name of a boy I used to play with in Quincy." 

"Was he a good boy?" 

"Object!" called Mason, from his chair. "Incompetent, immaterial, irrelevant." 

"Oh, he might have associated with a good boy in spite of what you would like to have 

the jury believe, and in that sense it is very relevant," sneered Jephson. 

"Objection sustained!" boomed Justice Oberwaltzer. 

"But didn't it occur to you at the time that he might object or that you might be doing him 

an injustice in using his name to cover the identity of a fellow who was running away?" 

"No, sir—I thought there were lots of Tenets." 



An indulgent smile might have been expected at this point, but so antagonistic and bitter 

was the general public toward Clyde that such levity was out of the question in this courtroom. 

"Now listen, Clyde," continued Jephson, having, as he had just seen, failed to soften the 

mood of the throng, "you cared for your mother, did you?—or didn't you?" 

Objection and argument finally ending in the question being allowed. 

"Yes, sir, certainly I cared for her," replied Clyde—but after a slight hesitancy which was 

noticeable—a tightening of the throat and a swelling and sinking of the chest as he exhaled and 

inhaled. 

"Much?" 

"Yes, sir—much." He didn't venture to look at any one now. 

"Hadn't she always done as much as she could for you, in her way?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well, then, Clyde, how was it, after all that, and even though that dreadful accident had 

occurred, you could run away and stay away so long without so much as one word to tell her that 

you were by no means as guilty as you seemed and that she shouldn't worry because you were 

working and trying to be a good boy again?" 

"But I did write her—only I didn't sign my name." 

"I see. Anything else?" 

"Yes, sir. I sent her a little money. Ten dollars once." 

"But you didn't think of going back at all?" 

"No, sir. I was afraid that if I went back they might arrest me." 

"In other words," and here Jephson emphasized this with great clearness, "you were a 

moral and mental coward, as Mr. Belknap, my colleague, said." 

"I object to this interpretation of this defendant's testimony for the benefit of the jury!" 

interrupted Mason. 

"This defendant's testimony really needs no interpretation. It is very plain and honest, as 

any one can see," quickly interjected Jephson. 

"Objection sustained!" called the judge. "Proceed. Proceed." 



"And it was because you were a moral and mental coward as I see it, Clyde—not that I 

am condemning you for anything that you cannot help. (After all, you didn't make yourself, did 

you?)" 

But this was too much, and the judge here cautioned him to use more discretion in 

framing his future questions. 

"Then you went about in Alton, Peoria, Bloomington, Milwaukee, and Chicago—hiding 

away in small rooms in back streets and working as a dishwasher or soda fountain man, or a 

driver, and changing your name to Tenet when you really might have gone back to Kansas City 

and resumed your old place?" continued Jephson. 

"I object! I object!" yelled Mason. "There is no evidence here to show that he could have 

gone there and resumed his old place." 

"Objection sustained," ruled Oberwaltzer, although at the time in Jephson's pocket was a 

letter from Francis X. Squires, formerly captain of the bell-hops of the Green-Davidson at the 

time Clyde was there, in which he explained that apart from the one incident in connection with 

the purloined automobile, he knew nothing derogatory to Clyde; and that always previously, he 

had found him prompt, honest, willing, alert and well-mannered. Also that at the time the 

accident occurred, he himself had been satisfied that Clyde could have been little else than one of 

those led and that if he had returned and properly explained matters he would have been 

reinstated. It was irrelevant. 

Thereafter followed Clyde's story of how, having fled from the difficulties threatening 

him in Kansas City and having wandered here and there for two years, he had finally obtained a 

place in Chicago as a driver and later as a bell-boy at the Union League, and also how while still 

employed at the first of these places he had written his mother and later at her request was about 

to write his uncle, when, accidentally meeting him at the Union League, he was invited by him to 

come to Lycurgus. And thereupon, in their natural order, followed all of the details, of how he 

had gone to work, been promoted and instructed by his cousin and the foreman as to the various 

rules, and then later how he had met Roberta and still later Miss X. But in between came all the 

details as to how and why he had courted Roberta Alden, and how and why, having once secured 

her love he felt and thought himself content—but how the arrival of Miss X, and her 

overpowering fascination for him, had served completely to change all his notions in regard to 

Roberta, and although he still admired her, caused him to feel that never again as before could he 

desire to marry her. 

But Jephson, anxious to divert the attention of the jury from the fact that Clyde was so 

very fickle—a fact too trying to be so speedily introduced into the case—at once interposed with: 

"Clyde! You really loved Roberta Alden at first, didn't you?" 

"Yes, sir." 



"Well, then, you must have known, or at least you gathered from her actions, from the 

first, didn't you, that she was a perfectly good and innocent and religious girl." 

"Yes, sir, that's how I felt about her," replied Clyde, repeating what he had been told to 

say. 

"Well, then, just roughly now, without going into detail, do you suppose you could 

explain to yourself and this jury how and why and where and when those changes came about 

which led to that relationship which we all of us" (and here he looked boldly and wisely and 

coldly out over the audience and then afterwards upon the jurors) "deplore. How was it, if you 

thought so highly of her at first that you could so soon afterwards descend to this evil 

relationship? Didn't you know that all men, and all women also, view it as wrong, and outside of 

marriage unforgivable—a statutory crime?" 

The boldness and ironic sting of this was sufficient to cause at first a hush, later a slight 

nervous tremor on the part of the audience which, Mason as well as Justice Oberwaltzer noting, 

caused both to frown apprehensively. Why, this brazen young cynic! How dared he, via 

innuendo and in the guise of serious questioning, intrude such a thought as this, which by 

implication at least picked at the very foundations of society—religious and moral! At the same 

time there he was, standing boldly and leoninely, the while Clyde replied: 

"Yes, sir, I suppose I did—certainly—but I didn't try to seduce her at first or at any time, 

really. I was in love with her." 

"You were in love with her?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Very much?" 

"Very much." 

"And was she as much in love with you at that time?" 

"Yes, sir, she was." 

"From the very first?" 

"From the very first." 

"She told you so?" 

"Yes, sir." 



"At the time she left the Newtons—you have heard all the testimony here in regard to 

that—did you induce or seek to induce her in any way, by any trick or agreement, to leave 

there?" 

"No, sir, I didn't. She wanted to leave there of her own accord. She wanted me to help her 

find a place." 

"She wanted you to help her find a place?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And just why?" 

"Because she didn't know the city very well and she thought maybe I could tell her where 

there was a nice room she could get—one that she could afford." 

"And did you tell her about the room she took at the Gilpins'?" 

"No, sir, I didn't. I never told her about any room. She found it herself." (This was the 

exact answer he had memorized.) 

"But why didn't you help her?" 

"Because I was busy, days and most evenings. And besides I thought she knew better 

what she wanted than I did—the kind of people and all." 

"Did you personally ever see the Gilpin place before she went there?" 

"No, sir." 

"Ever have any discussion with her before she moved there as to the kind of a room she 

was to take—its position as regards to entrance, exit, privacy, or anything of that sort?" 

"No, sir, I never did." 

"Never insisted, for instance, that she take a certain type of room which you could slip in 

and out of at night or by day without being seen?" 

"I never did. Besides, no one could very well slip in or out of that house without being 

seen." 

"And why not?" 

"Because the door to her room was right next to the door to the general front entrance 

where everybody went in and out and anybody that was around could see." That was another 

answer he had memorized. 



"But you slipped in and out, didn't you?" 

"Well, yes, sir—that is, we both decided from the first that the less we were seen together 

anywhere, the better." 

"On account of that factory rule?" 

"Yes, sir—on account of that factory rule." 

And then the story of his various difficulties with Roberta, due to Miss X coming into his 

life. 

"Now, Clyde, we will have to go into the matter of this Miss X a little. Because of an 

agreement between the defense and the prosecution which you gentlemen of the jury fully 

understand, we can only touch on this incidentally, since it all concerns an entirely innocent 

person whose real name can be of no service here anyhow. But some of the facts must be 

touched upon, although we will deal with them as light as possible, as much for the sake of the 

innocent living as the worthy dead. And I am sure Miss Alden would have it so if she were alive. 

But now in regard to Miss X," he continued, turning to Clyde, "it is already agreed by both sides 

that you met her in Lycurgus some time in November or December of last year. That is correct, 

is it not?" 

"Yes, sir, that is correct," replied Clyde, sadly. 

"And that at once you fell very much in love with her?" 

"Yes, sir. That's true." 

"She was rich?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Beautiful? 

"I believe it is admitted by all that she is," he said to the court in general without 

requiring or anticipating a reply from Clyde, yet the latter, so thoroughly drilled had he been, 

now replied: "Yes, sir." 

"Had you two—yourself and Miss Alden, I mean—at that time when you first met Miss 

X already established that illicit relationship referred to?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well, now, in view of all that—but no, one moment, there is something else I want to 

ask you first—now, let me see—at the time that you first met this Miss X you were still in love 

with Roberta Alden, were you—or were you not?" 



"I was still in love with her—yes, sir." 

"You had not, up to that time at least, in any way become weary of her? Or had you?" 

"No, sir. I had not." 

"Her love and her companionship were just as precious and delightful to you as ever?" 

"Yes, sir, they were." 

And as Clyde said that, he was thinking back and it seemed to him that what he had just 

said was really true. It was true that just before meeting Sondra he was actually at the zenith of 

content and delight with Roberta. 

"And what, if any, were your plans for your future with Miss Alden— before you met 

this Miss X? You must have thought at times of that, didn't you?" 

"Well, not exactly," (and as he said this he licked his lips in sheer nervousness). "You 

see, I never had any real plan to do anything—that is, to do anything that wasn't quite right with 

her. And neither did she, of course. We just drifted kinda, from the first. It was being alone there 

so much, maybe. She hadn't taken up with anybody yet and I hadn't either. And then there was 

that rule that kept me from taking her about anywhere, and once we were together, of course we 

just went on without thinking very much about it, I suppose—either of us." 

"You just drifted because nothing had happened as yet and you didn't suppose anything 

would. Is that the way?" 

"No, sir. I mean, yes, sir. That's the way it was." Clyde was very eager to get those much-

rehearsed and very important answers, just right. 

"But you must have thought of something—one or both of you. You were twenty-one and 

she was twenty-three." 

"Yes, sir. I suppose we did—I suppose I did think of something now and then." 

"And what was it that you thought? Can you recollect?" 

"Well, yes, sir. I suppose I can. That is, I know that I did think at times that if things went 

all right and I made a little more money and she got a place somewhere else, that I would begin 

taking her out openly, and then afterwards maybe, if she and I kept on caring for each other as 

we did then, marry her, maybe." 

"You actually thought of marrying her then, did you?" 

"Yes, sir. I know I did in the way that I've said, of course." 



"But that was before you met this Miss X?" 

"Yes, sir, that was before that." 

("Beautifully done!" observed Mason, sarcastically, under his breath to State Senator 

Redmond. "Excellent stage play," replied Redmond in a stage whisper.) 

"But did you ever tell her in so many words?" continued Jephson. 

"Well, no, sir. I don't recall that I did—not just in so many words." 

"You either told her or you didn't tell her. Now, which was it?" 

"Well, neither, quite. I used to tell her that I loved her and that I never wanted her to 

leave me and that I hoped she never would." 

"But not that you wanted to marry her?" 

"No, sir. Not that I wanted to marry her." 

"Well, well, all right!—and she—what did she say?" 

"That she never would leave me," replied Clyde, heavily and fearsomely, thinking, as he 

did so, of Roberta's last cries and her eyes bent on him. And he took from his pocket a 

handkerchief and began to wipe his moist, cold face and hands. 

("Well staged!" murmured Mason, softly and cynically. "Pretty shrewd—pretty shrewd!" 

commented Redmond, lightly.) 

"But, tell me," went on Jephson, softly and coldly, "feeling as you did about Miss Alden, 

how was it that upon meeting this Miss X, you could change so quickly? Are you so fickle that 

you don't know your own mind from day to day?" 

"Well, I didn't think so up to that time—no, sir!" 

"Had you ever had a strong and binding love affair at any time in your life before you 

met Miss Alden?" 

"No, sir." 

"But did you consider this one with Miss Alden strong and binding— a true love affair—

up to the time you met this Miss X?" 

"Yes, sir, I did." 

"And afterwards—then what?" 



"Well—afterwards—it wasn't quite like that any more." 

"You mean to say that on sight of Miss X, after encountering her once or twice, you 

ceased to care for Miss Alden entirely?" 

"Well, no, sir. It wasn't quite like that," volunteered Clyde, swiftly and earnestly. "I did 

continue to care for her some—quite a lot, really. But before I knew it I had completely lost my 

head over—over Miss—Miss—" 

"Yes, this Miss X. We know. You fell madly and unreasonably in love with her. Was that 

the way of it?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And then?" 

"Well—and then—I just couldn't care for Miss Alden so much any more." A thin film of 

moisture covered Clyde's forehead and cheeks as he spoke. 

"I see! I see!" went on Jephson, oratorically and loudly, having the jury and audience in 

mind. "A case of the Arabian Nights, of the enscorcelled and the enscorcellor." 

"I don't think I know what you mean," said Clyde. 

"A case of being betwitched, my poor boy—by beauty, love, wealth, by things that we 

sometimes think we want very, very much, and cannot ever have—that is what I mean, and that 

is what much of the love in the world amounts to." 

"Yes, sir," replied Clyde, quite innocently, concluding rightly that this was mere show of 

rhetoric on Jephson's part. 

"But what I want to know is—how was it that loving Miss Alden as much as you say you 

did—and having reached that relationship which should have been sanctified by marriage—how 

was it that you could have felt so little bound or obligated to her as to entertain the idea of 

casting her over for this Miss X? Now just how was that? I would like to know, and so would 

this jury, I am sure. Where was your sense of gratitude? Your sense of moral obligation? Do you 

mean to say that you have none? We want to know." 

This was really cross-examination—an attack on his own witness. Yet Jephson was 

within his rights and Mason did not interfere. 

"Well..." and here Clyde hesitated and stumbled, quite as if he had not been instructed as 

to all this beforehand, and seemed to and did truly finger about in his own mind or reason for 

some thought that would help him to explain all this. For although it was true that he had 

memorized the answer, now that he was confronted by the actual question here in court, as well 



as the old problem that had so confused and troubled him in Lycurgus, he could scarcely think 

clearly of all he had been told to say, but instead twisted and turned, and finally came out with: 

"The fact is, I didn't think about those things at all very much. I couldn't after I saw her. I 

tried to at times, but I couldn't. I only wanted her and I didn't want Miss Alden any more. I knew 

I wasn't doing right—exactly—and I felt sorry for Roberta—but just the same I didn't seem able 

to do anything much about it. I could only think of Miss X and I couldn't think of Roberta as I 

had before no matter how hard I tried." 

"Do you mean to say that you didn't suffer in your own conscience on account of this?" 

"Yes, sir, I suffered," replied Clyde. "I knew I wasn't doing right, and it made me worry a 

lot about her and myself, but just the same I didn't seem to be able to do any better." (He was 

repeating words that Jephson had written out for him, although at the time he first read them he 

felt them to be fairly true. He had suffered some.) 

"And then?" 

"Well, then she began to complain because I didn't go round to see her as much as 

before." 

"In other words, you began to neglect her." 

"Yes, sir, some—but not entirely—no, sir." 

"Well, when you found you were so infatuated with this Miss X, what did you do? Did 

you go and tell Miss Alden that you were no longer in love with her but in love with some one 

else?" 

"No, I didn't. Not then." 

"Why not then? Did you think it fair and honorable to be telling two girls at once that you 

cared for them?" 

"No, sir, but it wasn't quite like that either. You see at that time I was just getting 

acquainted with Miss X, and I wasn't telling her anything. She wouldn't let me. But I knew then, 

just the same, that I couldn't care for Miss Alden any more." 

"But what about the claim Miss Alden had on you? Didn't you feel that that was enough 

or should be, to prevent you from running after another girl?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well, why did you then?" 

"I couldn't resist her." 



"Miss X, you mean?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And so you continued to run after her until you had made her care for you?" 

"No, sir, that wasn't the way at all." 

"Well then, what was the way?" 

"I just met her here and there and got crazy about her." 

"I see. But still you didn't go and tell Miss Alden that you couldn't care for her any 

longer?" 

"No, sir. Not then." 

"And why not?" 

"Because I thought it would hurt her, and I didn't want to do that." 

"Oh, I see. You didn't have the moral or mental courage to do it then?" 

"I don't know about the moral or mental courage," replied Clyde, a little hurt and irritated 

by this description of himself, "but I felt sorry for her just the same. She used to cry and I didn't 

have the heart to tell her anything." 

"I see. Well, let it stand that way, if you want to. But now answer me one other thing. 

That relationship between you two—what about that—after you knew that you didn't care for her 

any more. Did that continue?" 

"Well, no, sir, not so very long, anyhow," replied Clyde, most nervously and 

shamefacedly. He was thinking of all the people before him now—of his mother—Sondra—of 

all the people throughout the entire United States—who would read and so know. And on first 

being shown these questions weeks and weeks before he had wanted to know of Jephson what 

the use of all that was. And Jephson had replied: "Educational effect. The quicker and harder we 

can shock 'em with some of the real facts of life around here, the easier it is going to be for you 

to get a little more sane consideration of what your problem was. But don't worry your head over 

that now. When the time comes, just answer 'em and leave the rest to us. We know what we're 

doing." And so now Clyde added: 

"You see, after meeting Miss X I couldn't care for her so much that way any more, and so 

I tried not to go around her so much any more. But anyhow, it wasn't so very long after that 

before she got in trouble and then—well—" 

"I see. And when was that—about?" 



"Along in the latter part of January last year." 

"And once that happened, then what? Did you or did you not feel that it was your duty 

under the circumstances to marry her?" 

"Well, no—not the way things were then—that is, if I could get her out of it, I mean." 

"And why not? What do you mean by 'as things were then'?" 

"Well, you see, it was just as I told you. I wasn't caring for her any more, and since I 

hadn't promised to marry her, and she knew it, I thought it would be fair enough if I helped her 

out of it and then told her that I didn't care for her as I once did." 

"But couldn't you help her out of it?" 

"No, sir. But I tried." 

"You went to that druggist who testified here?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"To anybody else?" 

"Yes, sir—to seven others before I could get anything at all." 

"But what you got didn't help?" 

"No, sir." 

"Did you go to that young haberdasher who testified here as he said?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And did he give you the name of any particular doctor?" 

"Well—yes—but I wouldn't care to say which one." 

"All right, you needn't. But did you send Miss Alden to any doctor?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Did she go alone or did you go with her?" 

"I went with her—that is, to the door." 

"Why only to the door?" 



"Well, we talked it over, and she thought just as I did, that it might be better that way. I 

didn't have any too much money at the time. I thought he might be willing to help her for less if 

she went by herself than if we both went together." 

("I'll be damned if he isn't stealing most of my thunder," thought Mason to himself at this 

point. "He's forestalling most of the things I intended to riddle him with." And he sat up worried. 

Burleigh and Redmond and Earl Newcomb—all now saw clearly what Jephson was attempting 

to do.) 

"I see. And it wasn't by any chance because you were afraid that your uncle or Miss X 

might hear of it?" 

"Oh, yes, I...that is, we both thought of that and talked of it. She understood how things 

were with me down there." 

"But not about Miss X?" 

"No, not about Miss X." 

"And why not?" 

"Well, because I didn't think I could very well tell her just then. It would have made her 

feel too bad. I wanted to wait until she was all right again." 

"And then tell her and leave her. Is that what you mean?" 

"Well, yes, if I still couldn't care for her any more—yes, sir." 

"But not if she was in trouble?" 

"Well, no, sir, not if she was in trouble. But you see, at that time I was expecting to be 

able to get her out of that." 

"I see. But didn't her condition affect your attitude toward her— cause you to want to 

straighten the whole thing out by giving up this Miss X and marrying Miss Alden?" 

"Well, no, sir—not then exactly—that is, not at that time." 

"How do you mean—'not at that time'?" 

"Well, I did come to feel that way later, as I told you—but not then—that was 

afterwards—after we started on our trip to the Adirondacks—" 

"And why not then?" 

"I've said why. I was too crazy about Miss X to think of anything but her." 



"You couldn't change even then?" 

"No, sir. I felt sorry, but I couldn't." 

"I see. But never mind that now. I will come to that later. Just now I want to have you 

explain to the jury, if you can, just what it was about this Miss X, as contrasted with Miss Alden, 

that made her seem so very much more desirable in your eyes. Just what characteristics of 

manner or face or mind or position—or whatever it was that so enticed you? Or do you know?" 

This was a question which both Belknap and Jephson in various ways and for various 

reasons—psychic, legal, personal—had asked Clyde before, and with varying results. At first he 

could not and would not discuss her at all, fearing that whatever he said would be seized upon 

and used in his trial and the newspapers along with her name. But later, when because of the 

silence of the newspapers everywhere in regard to her true name, it became plain that she was 

not to be featured, he permitted himself to talk more freely about her. But now here on the stand, 

he grew once more nervous and reticent. 

"Well, you see, it's hard to say. She was very beautiful to me. Much more so than 

Roberta—but not only that, she was different from any one I had ever known—more 

independent—and everybody paid so much attention to what she did and what she said. She 

seemed to know more than any one else I ever knew. Then she dressed awfully well, and was 

very rich and in society and her name and pictures were always in the paper. I used to read about 

her every day when I didn't see her, and that seemed to keep her before me a lot. She was daring, 

too—not so simple or trusting as Miss Alden was—and at first it was hard for me to believe that 

she was becoming so interested in me. It got so that I couldn't think of any one or anything else, 

and I didn't want Roberta any more. I just couldn't, with Miss X always before me." 

"Well, it looks to me as if you might have been in love, or hypnotized at that," insinuated 

Jephson at the conclusion of this statement, the tail of his right eye upon the jury. "If that isn't a 

picture of pretty much all gone, I guess I don't know one when I see it." But with the audience 

and the jury as stony-faced as before, as he could see. 

But immediately thereafter the swift and troubled waters of the alleged plot which was 

the stern trail to which all this was leading. 

"Well, now, Clyde, from there on, just what happened? Tell us now, as near as you can 

recall. Don't shade it or try to make yourself look any better or any worse. She is dead, and you 

may be, eventually, if these twelve gentlemen here finally so decide." (And at this an icy chill 

seemed to permeate the entire courtroom as well as Clyde.) "But the truth for the peace of your 

own soul is the best,"—and here Jephson thought of Mason—let him counteract that if he can. 

"Yes, sir," said Clyde, simply. 

"Well, then, after she got in trouble and you couldn't help her, then what? What was it 

you did? How did you act?...By the way, one moment—what was your salary at that time?" 



"Twenty-five dollars a week," confessed Clyde. 

"No other source of income?" 

"I didn't quite hear." 

"Was there any other source from which you were obtaining any money at that time in 

any way?" 

"No, sir." 

"And how much was your room?" 

"Seven dollars a week." 

"And your board?" 

"Oh, from five to six." 

"Any other expenses?" 

"Yes, sir—my clothes and laundry." 

"You had to stand your share of whatever social doings were on foot, didn't you?" 

"Objected to as leading!" called Mason. 

"Objection sustained," replied Justice Oberwaltzer. 

"Any other expenses that you can think of?" 

"Well, there were carfares and trainfares. And then I had to share in whatever social 

expenses there were." 

"Exactly!" cried Mason, with great irritation. "I wish you would quit leading this parrot 

here." 

"I wish the honorable district attorney would mind his own business!" snorted Jephson—

as much for Clyde's benefit as for his own. He wished to break down his fear of Mason. "I'm 

examining this defendant, and as for parrots we've seen quite a number of them around here in 

the last few weeks, and coached to the throat like school-boys." 

"That's a malicious lie!" shouted Mason. "I object and demand an apology." 

"The apology is to me and to this defendant, if your Honor pleases, and will be exacted 

quickly if your Honor will only adjourn this court for a few minutes," and then stepping directly 



in front of Mason, he added: "And I will be able to obtain it without any judicial aid." 

Whereupon Mason, thinking he was about to be attacked, squared off, the while assistants and 

deputy sheriffs, and stenographers and writers, and the clerk of the court himself, gathered round 

and seized the two lawyers while Justice Oberwaltzer pounded violently on his desk with his 

gavel: 

"Gentlemen! Gentlemen! You are both in contempt of court, both of you! You will 

apologize to the court and to each other, or I'll declare a mistrial and commit you both for ten 

days and fine you five hundred dollars each." With this he leaned down and frowned on both. 

And at once Jephson replied, most suavely and ingratiatingly: "Under the circumstances, your 

Honor, I apologize to you and to the attorney for the People and to this jury. The attack on this 

defendant, by the district attorney, seemed too unfair and uncalled for—that was all." 

"Never mind that," continued Oberwaltzer. 

"Under the circumstances, your Honor, I apologize to you and to the counsel for the 

defense. I was a little hasty, perhaps. And to this defendant also," sneered Mason, after first 

looking into Justice Oberwaltzer's angry and uncompromising eyes and then into Clyde's, who 

instantly recoiled and turned away. 

"Proceed," growled Oberwaltzer, sullenly. 

"Now, Clyde," resumed Jephson anew, as calm as though he had just lit and thrown away 

a match. "You say your salary was twenty-five dollars and you had these various expenses. Had 

you, up to this time, been able to put aside any money for a rainy day?" 

"No, sir—not much—not any, really." 

"Well, then, supposing some doctor to whom Miss Alden had applied had been willing to 

assist her and wanted—say a hundred dollars or so—were you ready to furnish that?" 

"No, sir—not right off, that is." 

"Did she have any money of her own that you know of?" 

"None that I know of—no, sir." 

"Well, how did you intend to help her then?" 

"Well, I thought if either she or I found any one and he would wait and let me pay for it 

on time, that I could save and pay it that way, maybe." 

"I see. You were perfectly willing to do that, were you?" 

"Yes, sir, I was." 



"You told her so, did you?" 

"Yes, sir. She knew that." 

"Well, when neither you nor she could find any one to help her, then what? What did you 

do next?" 

"Well, then she wanted me to marry her." 

"Right away?" 

"Yes, sir. Right away." 

"And what did you say to that?" 

"I told her I just couldn't then. I didn't have any money to get married on. And besides if I 

did and didn't go away somewhere, at least until the baby was born, everybody would find out 

and I couldn't have stayed there anyhow. And she couldn't either." 

"And why not?" 

"Well, there were my relatives. They wouldn't have wanted to keep me any more, or her 

either, I guess." 

"I see. They wouldn't have considered you fit for the work you were doing, or her either. 

Is that it?" 

"I thought so, anyhow," replied Clyde. 

"And then what?" 

"Well, even if I had wanted to go away with her and marry her, I didn't have enough 

money to do that and she didn't either. I would have had to give up my place and gone and found 

another somewhere before I could let her come. Besides that, I didn't know any place where I 

could go and earn as much as I did there." 

"How about hotel work? Couldn't you have gone back to that?" 

"Well, maybe—if I had an introduction of some kind. But I didn't want to go back to 

that." 

"And why not?" 

"Well, I didn't like it so much any more—not that kind of life." 



"But you didn't mean that you didn't want to do anything at all, did you? That wasn't your 

attitude, was it?" 

"Oh, no, sir. That wasn't it. I told her right away if she would go away for a while—while 

she had her baby—and let me stay on there in Lycurgus, that I would try to live on less and give 

her all I could save until she was all right again." 

"But not marry her?" 

"No, sir, I didn't feel that I could do that then." 

"And what did she say to that?" 

"She wouldn't do it. She said she couldn't and wouldn't go through with it unless I would 

marry her." 

"I see. Then and there?" 

"Well, yes—pretty soon, anyhow. She was willing to wait a little while, but she wouldn't 

go away unless I would marry her." 

"And did you tell her that you didn't care for her any more?" 

"Well, nearly—yes, sir" 

"What do you mean by 'nearly'?" 

"Well, that I didn't want to. Besides, she knew I didn't care for her any more. She said so 

herself." 

"To you, at that time?" 

"Yes, sir. Lots of times." 

"Well, yes, that's true—it was in all of those letters of hers that were read here. But when 

she refused so flatly, what did you do then?" 

"Well, I didn't know what to do. But I thought maybe if I could get her to go up to her 

home for a while, while I tried and saved what I could—well...maybe...once she was up there 

and saw how much I didn't want to marry her—" (Clyde paused and fumbled at his lips. This 

lying was hard.) 

"Yes, go on. And remember, the truth, however ashamed of it you may be, is better than 

any lie." 

"And maybe when she was a little more frightened and not so determined—" 



"Weren't you frightened, too?" 

"Yes, sir, I was." 

"Well, go on." 

"That then—well—maybe if I offered her all that I had been able to save up to then—you 

see I thought maybe I might be able to borrow some from some one too—that she might be 

willing to go away and not make me marry her—just live somewhere and let me help her." 

"I see. But she wouldn't agree to that?" 

"Well, no—not to my not marrying her, no—but to going up there for a month, yes. I 

couldn't get her to say that she would let me off." 

"But did you at that or any other time before or subsequent to that say that you would 

come up there and marry her?" 

"No, sir. I never did." 

"Just what did you say then?" 

"I said that...as soon as I could get the money," stuttered Clyde at this point, so nervous 

and shamed was he, "I would come for her in about a month and we could go away somewhere 

until— until—well, until she was out of that." 

"But you did not tell her that you would marry her?" 

"No, sir. I did not." 

"But she wanted you to, of course." 

"Yes, sir." 

"Had you any notion that she could force you so to do at that time— marry her against 

your will, I mean?" 

"No, sir, I didn't. Not if I could help it. My plan was to wait as long as I could and save 

all the money I could and then when the time came just refuse and give her all the money that I 

had and help her all I could from then on." 

"But you know," proceeded Jephson, most suavely and diplomatically at this point, "there 

are various references in these letters here which Miss Alden wrote you"—and he reached over 

and from the district attorney's table picked up the original letters of Roberta and weighed them 

solemnly in his hand—"to a plan which you two had in connection with this trip—or at least that 



she seemed to think you had. Now, exactly what was that plan? She distinctly refers to it, if I 

recall aright, as 'our plan.'" 

"I know that," replied Clyde—since for two months now he, along with Belknap and 

Jephson, had discussed this particular question. "But the only plan I know of"—and here he did 

his best to look frank and be convincing—"was the one I offered over and over." 

"And what was that?" 

"Why, that she go away and take a room somewhere and let me help her and come over 

and see her once in a while." 

"Well, no, you're wrong there," returned Jephson, slyly. "That isn't and couldn't be the 

plan she had in mind. She says in one of these letters that she knows it will be hard on you to 

have to go away and stay so long, or until she is out of this thing, but that it can't be helped." 

"Yes, I know," replied Clyde, quickly and exactly as he had been told to do, "but that was 

her plan, not mine. She kept saying to me most of the time that that was what she wanted me to 

do, and that I would have to do it. She told me that over the telephone several times, and I may 

have said all right, all right, not meaning that I agreed with her entirely but that I wanted to talk 

with her about it some more later." 

"I see. And so that's what you think—that she meant one thing and you meant another." 

"Well, I know I never agreed to her plan—exactly. That is, I never did any more than just 

to ask her to wait and not do anything until I could get money enough together to come up there 

and talk to her some more and get her to go away—the way I suggested." 

"But if she wouldn't accede to your plan, then what?" 

"Well, then I was going to tell her about Miss X, and beg her to let me go." 

"And if she still wouldn't?" 

"Well, then I thought I might run away, but I didn't like to think about that very much." 

"You know, Clyde, of course, that some here are of the opinion that there was a plot on 

your part which originated in your mind about this time to conceal your identity and hers and 

lure her up there to one of those lone lakes in the Adirondacks and slay her or drown her in cold 

blood, in order that you might be free to marry this Miss X. Any truth in that? Tell this jury—yes 

or no—which is it?" 

"No! No! I never did plot to kill her, or any one," protested Clyde, quite dramatically, and 

clutching at the arms of his chair and seeking to be as emphatic as possible, since he had been 

instructed so to do. At the same time he arose in his seat and sought to look stern and convincing, 

although in his heart and mind was the crying knowledge that he had so plotted, and this it was 



that most weakened him at this moment—most painfully and horribly weakened him. The eyes 

of all these people. The eyes of the judge and jury and Mason and all the men and women of the 

press. And once more his brow was wet and cold and he licked his thin lips nervously and 

swallowed with difficulty because his throat was dry. 

And then it was that piecemeal, and beginning with the series of letters written by 

Roberta to Clyde after she reached her home and ending with the one demanding that he come 

for her or she would return to Lycurgus and expose him, Jephson took up the various phases of 

the "alleged" plot and crime, and now did his best to minimize and finally dispel all that had 

been testified to so far. 

Clyde's suspicious actions in not writing Roberta. Well, he was afraid of complications in 

connection with his relatives, his work, everything. And the same with his arranging to meet her 

in Fonda. He had no plan as to any trip with her anywhere in particular at the time. He only 

thought vaguely of meeting her somewhere— anywhere—and possibly persuading her to leave 

him. But July arriving and his plan still so indefinite, the first thing that occurred to him was that 

they might go off to some inexpensive resort somewhere. It was Roberta who in Utica had 

suggested some of the lakes north of there. It was there in the hotel, not at the railway station, 

that he had secured some maps and folders—a fatal contention in one sense, for Mason had one 

folder with a Lycurgus House stamp on the cover, which Clyde had not noticed at the time. And 

as he was so testifying, Mason was thinking of this. In regard to leaving Lycurgus by a back 

street—well, there had been a desire to conceal his departure with Roberta, of course, but only to 

protect her name and his from notoriety. And so with the riding in separate cars, registering as 

Mr. and Mrs. Clifford Golden, and so on indefinitely throughout the entire list of shifty 

concealments and evasions. In regard to the two hats, well, the one hat was soiled and seeing one 

that he liked he bought it. Then when he lost the hat in the accident he naturally put on the other. 

To be sure, he had owned and carried a camera, and it was true that he had it at the Cranstons' on 

his first visit there on the eighteenth of June. The only reason he denied having it at first was 

because he was afraid of being identified with this purely accidental death of Roberta in a way 

that would be difficult to explain. He had been falsely charged with her murder immediately 

upon his arrest in the woods, and he was fearful of his entire connection with this ill-fated trip, 

and not having any lawyer or any one to say a word for him, he thought it best to say nothing and 

so for the time being had denied everything, although at once on being provided counsel he had 

confided to his attorneys the true facts of the case. 

And so, too, with the missing suit, which because it was wet and muddy he had done up 

in a bundle in the woods and after reaching the Cranstons' had deposited it behind some stones 

there, intending to return and secure it and have it dry-cleaned. But on being introduced to Mr. 

Belknap and Mr. Jephson he had at once told both and they had secured it and had it cleaned for 

him. 

"But now, Clyde, in regard to your plans and your being out on that lake in the first 

place—let's hear about that now." 

And then—quite as Jephson had outlined it to Belknap, came the story of how he and 

Roberta had reached Utica and afterwards Grass Lake. And yet no plan. He intended, if worst 



came to worst, to tell her of his great love for Miss X and appeal to her sympathy and 

understanding to set him free at the same time that he offered to do anything that he could for 

her. If she refused he intended to defy her and leave Lycurgus, if necessary, and give up 

everything. 

"But when I saw her at Fonda, and later in Utica, looking as tired and worried as she 

was," and here Clyde was endeavoring to give the ring of sincerity to words carefully supplied 

him, "and sort of helpless, I began to feel sorry for her again." 

"Yes, and then what?" 

"Well, I wasn't quite so sure whether in case she refused to let me off I could go through 

with leaving her." 

"Well, what did you decide then?" 

"Not anything just then. I listened to what she had to say and I tried to tell her how hard it 

was going to be for me to do anything much, even if I did go away with her. I only had fifty 

dollars." 

"Yes?" 

"And then she began to cry, and I decided I couldn't talk to her any more about it there. 

She was too run-down and nervous. So I asked her if there wasn't any place she would like to go 

to for a day or two to brace herself up a little," went on Clyde, only here on account of the 

blackness of the lie he was telling he twisted and swallowed in the weak, stigmatic way that was 

his whenever he was attempting something which was beyond him—any untruth or a feat of 

skill—and then added: "And she said yes, maybe to one of those lakes up in the Adirondacks—it 

didn't make much difference which one—if we could afford it. And when I told her, mostly 

because of the way she was feeling, that I thought we could—" 

"Then you really only went up there on her account?" 

"Yes, sir, only on account of her." 

"I see. Go on." 

"Well, then she said if I would go downstairs or somewhere and get some folders we 

might be able to find a place up there somewhere where it wasn't so expensive." 

"And did you?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well, and then what?" 



"Well, we looked them over and we finally hit on Grass Lake." 

"Who did? The two of you—or she?" 

"Well, she took one folder and I took another, and in hers she found an ad about an inn up 

there where two people could stay for twenty-one dollars a week, or five dollars a day for the 

two. And I thought we couldn't do much better than that for one day." 

"Was one day all you intended to stay?" 

"No, sir. Not if she wanted to stay longer. My idea at first was that we might stay one or 

two days or three. I couldn't tell— whatever time it took me to talk things out with her and make 

her understand and see where I stood." 

"I see. And then...?" 

"Well, then we went up to Grass Lake the next morning." 

"In separate cars still?" 

"Yes, sir—in separate cars." 

"And when you got there?" 

"Why, we registered." 

"How?" 

"Clifford Graham and wife." 

"Still afraid some one would know who you were?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Did you try to disguise your handwriting in any way?" 

"Yes, sir—a little." 

"But just why did you always use your own initials—C. G.?" 

"Well, I thought that the initials on my bag should be the same as the initials on the 

register, and still not be my name either." 

"I see. Clever in one sense, not so clever in another—just half clever, which is the worst 

of all." At this Mason half rose in his seat as though to object, but evidently changing his mind, 

sank slowly back again. And once more Jephson's right eye swiftly and inquiringly swept the 



jury to his right. "Well, did you finally explain to her that you wanted to be done with it all as 

you had planned—or did you not?" 

"I wanted to talk to her about it just after we got there if I could—the next morning, 

anyhow—but just as soon as we got off up there and got settled she kept saying to me that if I 

would only marry her then—that she would not want to stay married long—that she was so sick 

and worried and felt so bad—that all she wanted to do was to get through and give the baby a 

name, and after that she would go away and let me go my way, too." 

"And then?" 

"Well, and then—then we went out on the lake—" 

"Which lake, Clyde?" 

"Why, Grass Lake. We went out for a row after we got there." 

"Right away? In the afternoon?" 

"Yes, sir. She wanted to go. And then while we were out there rowing around—" (He 

paused.) 

"She got to crying again, and she seemed so much up against it and looked so sick and so 

worried that I decided that after all she was right and I was wrong—that it wouldn't be right, on 

account of the baby and all, not to marry her, and so I thought I had better do it." 

"I see. A change of heart. And did you tell her that then and there?" 

"No, sir." 

"And why not? Weren't you satisfied with the trouble you had caused her so far?" 

"Yes, sir. But you see just as I was going to talk to her at that time I got to thinking of all 

the things I had been thinking before I came up." 

"What, for instance?" 

"Why, Miss X and my life in Lycurgus, and what we'd be up against in case we did go 

away this way." 

"Yes." 

"And...well...and then I couldn't just tell her then—not that day, anyhow." 

"Well, when did you tell her then?" 



"Well, I told her not to cry any more—that I thought maybe it would be all right if she 

gave me twenty-four hours more to think things all out—that maybe we'd be able to settle on 

something." 

"And then?" 

"Well, then she said after a while that she didn't care for Grass Lake. She wished we 

would go away from there." 

"She did?" 

"Yes. And then we got out the maps again and I asked a fellow at the hotel there if he 

knew about the lakes up there. And he said of all the lakes around there Big Bittern was the most 

beautiful. I had seen it once, and I told Roberta about it and what the man said, and then she 

asked why didn't we go there." 

"And is that why you went there?" 

"Yes, sir" 

"No other reason?" 

"No, sir—none—except that it was back, or south, and we were going that way anyhow." 

"I see. And that was Thursday, July eighth?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well, now, Clyde, as you have seen, it has been charged here that you took Miss Alden 

to and out on that lake with the sole and premeditated intent of killing her—murdering her—

finding some unobserved and quiet spot and then first striking her with your camera, or an oar, or 

club, or stone maybe, and then drowning her. Now, what have you to say to that? Is that true, or 

isn't it?" 

"No, sir! It's not true!" returned Clyde, clearly and emphatically. "I never went there of 

my own accord in the first place, and I only went there because she didn't like Grass Lake." And 

here, because he had been sinking down in his chair, he pulled himself up and looked at the jury 

and the audience with what measure of strength and conviction he could summon—as previously 

he had been told to do. At the same time he added: "And I wanted to please her in any way that I 

could so that she might be a little more cheerful." 

"Were you still as sorry for her on this Thursday as you had been the day before?" 

"Yes, sir—more, I think." 

"And had you definitely made up your mind by then as to what you wanted to do?" 



"Yes, sir." 

"Well, and just what was that?" 

"Well, I had decided to play as fair as I could. I had been thinking about it all night, and I 

realized how badly she would feel and I too if I didn't do the right thing by her—because she had 

said three or four times that if I didn't she would kill herself. And I had made up my mind that 

morning that whatever else happened that day, I was going to straighten the whole thing out." 

"This was at Grass Lake. You were still in the hotel on Thursday morning?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And you were going to tell her just what?" 

"Well, that I knew that I hadn't treated her quite right and that I was sorry—besides, that 

her offer was fair enough, and that if after what I was going to tell her she still wanted me, I 

would go away with her and marry her. But that I had to tell her first the real reason for my 

changing as I had—that I had been and still was in love with another girl and that I couldn't help 

it—that probably whether I married her or not—" 

"Miss Alden you mean?" 

"Yes, sir—that I would always go on loving this other girl, because I just couldn't get her 

out of my mind. But just the same, if that didn't make any difference to her, that I would marry 

her even if I couldn't love her any more as I once did. That was all." 

"But what about Miss X?" 

"Well, I had thought about her too, but I thought she was better off and could stand it 

easier. Besides, I thought perhaps Roberta would let me go and we could just go on being friends 

and I would help her all I could." 

"Had you decided just where you would marry her?" 

"No, sir. But I knew there were plenty of towns below Big Bittern and Grass Lake." 

"But were you going to do that without one single word to Miss X beforehand?" 

"Well, no, sir—not exactly. I figured that if Roberta wouldn't let me off but didn't mind 

my leaving her for a few days, I would go down to where Miss X lived and tell her, and then 

come back. But if she objected to that, why then I was going to write Miss X a letter and explain 

how it was and then go on and get married to Roberta." 

"I see. But, Clyde, among other bits of testimony here, there was that letter found in Miss 

Alden's coat pocket—the one written on Grass Lake Inn stationery and addressed to her mother, 



in which she told her that she was about to be married. Had you already told her up there at 

Grass Lake that morning that you were going to marry her for sure?" 

"No, sir. Not exactly, but I did say on getting up that day that it was the deciding day for 

us and that she was going to be able to decide for herself whether she wanted me to marry her or 

not." 

"Oh, I see. So that's it," smiled Jephson, as though greatly relieved. (And Mason and 

Newcomb and Burleigh and State Senator Redmond all listening with the profoundest attention, 

now exclaimed, sotto voce and almost in unison: "Of all the bunk!") 

"Well, now we come to the trip itself. You have heard the testimony here and the dark 

motive and plotting that has been attributed to every move in connection with it. Now I want you 

to tell it in your own way. It has been testified here that you took both bags—yours and hers—up 

there with you but that you left hers at Gun Lodge when you got there and took your own out on 

the lake in that boat with you. Now just why did you do that? Please speak so that all of the 

jurymen can hear you." 

"Well, the reason for that was," and here once more his throat became so dry that he 

could scarcely speak, "we didn't know whether we could get any lunch at Big Bittern, so we 

decided to take some things along with us from Grass Lake. Her bag was packed full of things, 

but there was room in mine. Besides, it had my camera with the tripod outside. So I decided to 

leave hers and take mine." 

"You decided?" 

"Well, I asked her what she thought and she said she thought that was best." 

"Where was it you asked her that?" 

"On the train coming down." 

"And did you know then that you were coming back to Gun Lodge after going out on the 

lake?" 

"Yes, sir, I did. We had to. There was no other road. They told us that at Grass Lake." 

"And in riding over to Big Bittern—do you recall the testimony of the driver who drove 

you over—that you were 'very nervous' and that you asked him whether there were many people 

over that that day?" 

"I recall it, yes, sir, but I wasn't nervous at all. I may have asked about the people, but I 

can't see anything wrong with that. It seems to me that any one might ask that." 

"And so it seems to me," echoed Jephson. "Then what happened after you registered at 

Big Bittern Inn and got into that boat and went out on the lake with Miss Alden? Were you or 



she especially preoccupied or nervous or in any state different from that of any ordinary person 

who goes out on a lake to row? Were you particularly happy or particularly gloomy, or what?" 

"Well, I don't think I was especially gloomy—no, sir. I was thinking of all I was going to 

tell her, of course, and of what was before me either way she decided. I wasn't exactly gay, I 

guess, but I thought it would be all right whichever way things went. I had decided that I was 

willing to marry her." 

"And how about her? Was she quite cheerful?" 

"Well—yes, sir. She seemed to feel much happier for some reason." 

"And what did you talk about?" 

"Oh, about the lake first—how beautiful it was and where we would have our lunch when 

we were ready for it. And then we rowed along the west shore looking for water lilies. She was 

so happy that I hated to bring up anything just then, and so we just kept on rowing until about 

two, when we stopped for lunch." 

"Just where was that? Just get up and trace on the map with that pointer there just where 

you did go and how long you stopped and for what." 

And so Clyde, pointer in hand and standing before the large map of the lake and region 

which particularly concerned this tragedy, now tracing in detail the long row along the shore, a 

group of trees, which, after having lunch, they had rowed to see—a beautiful bed of water lilies 

which they had lingered over—each point at which they had stopped, until reaching Moon Cove 

at about five in the afternoon, they had been so entranced by its beauty that they had merely sat 

and gazed, as he said. Afterwards, in order that he might take some pictures, they had gone 

ashore in the woods nearby— he all the while preparing himself to tell Roberta of Miss X and 

ask her for her final decision. And then having left the bag on shore for a few moments while 

they rowed out and took some snapshots in the boat, they had drifted in the calm of the water and 

the stillness and beauty until finally he had gathered sufficient courage to tell her what was in his 

heart. And at first, as he now said, Roberta seemed greatly startled and depressed and began 

crying a little, saying that perhaps it was best for her not to live any longer—she felt so 

miserable. But, afterwards, when he had impressed on her the fact that he was really sorry and 

perfectly willing to make amends, she had suddenly changed and begun to grow more cheerful, 

and then of a sudden, in a burst of tenderness and gratefulness—he could not say exactly—she 

had jumped up and tried to come to him. Her arms were outstretched and she moved as if to 

throw herself at his feet or into his lap. But just then, her foot, or her dress, had caught and she 

had stumbled. And he—camera in hand—(a last minute decision or legal precaution on the part 

of Jephson)—had risen instinctively to try to catch her and stop her fall. Perhaps—he would not 

be able to say here—her face or hand had struck the camera. At any rate, the next moment, 

before he quite understood how it all happened, and without time for thought or action on his 

part or hers, both were in the water and the boat, which had overturned, seemed to have struck 

Roberta, for she seemed to be stunned. 



"I called to her to try to get to the boat—it was moving away—to take hold of it, but she 

didn't seem to hear me or understand what I meant. I was afraid to go too near her at first because 

she was striking out in every direction—and before I could swim ten strokes forward her head 

had gone down once and come up and then gone down again for a second time. By then the boat 

had floated all of thirty or forty feet away and I knew that I couldn't get her into that. And then I 

decided that if I wanted to save myself I had better swim ashore." 

And once there, as he now narrated, it suddenly occurred to him how peculiar and 

suspicious were all the circumstances surrounding his present position. He suddenly realized, as 

he now said, how had the whole thing looked from the beginning. The false registering. The fact 

his bag was there—hers not. Besides, to return now meant that he would have to explain and it 

would become generally known— and everything connected with his life would go—Miss X, his 

work, his social position—all—whereas, if he said nothing (and here it was, and for the first 

time, as he now swore, that this thought occurred to him), it might be assumed that he too had 

drowned. In view of this fact and that any physical help he might now give her would not restore 

her to life, and that acknowledgment would mean only trouble for him and shame for her, he 

decided to say nothing. And so, to remove all traces, he had taken off his clothes and wrung them 

out and wrapped them for packing as best he could. Next, having left the tripod on shore with his 

bag, he decided to hide that, and did. His first straw hat, the one without the lining (but about 

which absent lining he now declared he knew nothing), had been lost with the overturning of the 

boat, and so now he had put on the extra one he had with him, although he also had a cap which 

he might have worn. (He usually carried an extra hat on a trip because so often, it seemed, 

something happened to one.) Then he had ventured to walk south through the woods toward a 

railroad which he thought cut through the woods in that direction. He had not known of any 

automobile road through there then, and as for making for the Cranstons so directly, he 

confessed quite simply that he would naturally have gone there. They were his friends and he 

wanted to get off somewhere where he could think about this terrible thing that had descended 

upon him so suddenly out of a clear sky. 

And then having testified to so much—and no more appearing to occur either to Jephson 

or himself—the former after a pause now turned and said, most distinctly and yet somehow 

quietly: 

"Now, Clyde, you have taken a solemn oath before this jury, this judge, all these people 

here, and above all your God, to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. You 

realize what that means, don't you?" 

"Yes, sir, I do." 

"You swear before God that you did not strike Roberta Alden in that boat?" 

"I swear. I did not." 

"Or throw her into the lake?" 

"I swear it. I did not." 



"Or willfully or willingly in any way attempt to upset that boat or in any other fashion 

bring about the death that she suffered?" 

"I swear it!" cried Clyde, emphatically and emotionally. 

"You swear that it was an accident—unpremeditated and undesigned by you?" 

"I do," lied Clyde, who felt that in fighting for his life he was telling a part of the truth, 

for that accident was unpremeditated and undesigned. It had not been as he had planned and he 

could swear to that. 

And then Jephson, running one of his large strong hands over his face and looking 

blandly and nonchalantly around upon the court and jury, the while he compressed his thin lips 

into a long and meaningful line, announced: "The prosecution may take the witness." 

  



Chapter 25 

The mood of Mason throughout the entire direct examination was that of a restless harrier 

anxious to be off at the heels of its prey— of a foxhound within the last leap of its kill. A keen 

and surging desire to shatter this testimony, to show it to be from start to finish the tissue of lies 

that in part at least it was, now animated him. And no sooner had Jephson concluded than he 

leaped up and confronted Clyde, who, seeing him blazing with this desire to undo him, felt as 

though he was about to be physically attacked. 

"Griffiths, you had that camera in your hand at the time she came toward you in the 

boat?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"She stumbled and fell and you accidentally struck her with it?" 

"Yes." 

"I don't suppose in your truthful and honest way you remember telling me there in the 

woods on the shore of Big Bittern that you never had a camera?" 

"Yes, sir—I remember that." 

"And that was a lie, of course?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And told with all the fervor and force that you are now telling this other lie?" 

"I'm not lying. I've explained why I said that." 

"You've explained why you said that! You've explained why you said that! And because 

you lied there you expect to be believed here, do you?" 

Belknap rose to object, but Jephson pulled him down. 

"Well, this is the truth, just the same." 

"And no power under heaven could make you tell another lie here, of course—not a 

strong desire to save yourself from the electric chair?" 

Clyde blanched and quivered slightly; he blinked his red, tired eyelids. "Well, I might, 

maybe, but not under oath, I don't think." 

"You don't think! Oh, I see. Lie all you want wherever you are— and at any time—and 

under any circumstances—except when you're on trial for murder!" 



"No, sir. It isn't that. But what I just said is so." 

"And you swear on the Bible, do you, that you experienced a change of heart?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"That Miss Alden was very sad and that was what moved you to experience this change 

of heart?" 

"Yes, sir. That's how it was." 

"Well, now, Griffiths, when she was up there in the country and waiting for you—she 

wrote you all those letters there, did she not?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"You received one on an average of every two days, didn't you?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And you knew she was lonely and miserable there, didn't you?" 

"Yes, sir—but then I've explained—" 

"Oh, you've explained! You mean your lawyers have explained it for you! Didn't they 

coach you day after day in that jail over there as to how you were to answer when the time 

came?" 

"No, sir, they didn't!" replied Clyde, defiantly, catching Jephson's eye at this moment. 

"Well, then when I asked you up there at Bear Lake how it was that his girl met her 

death—why didn't you tell me then and save all this trouble and suspicion and investigation? 

Don't you think the public would have listened more kindly and believingly there than it will 

now after you've taken five long months to think it all out with the help of two lawyers?" 

"But I didn't think it out with any lawyers," persisted Clyde, still looking at Jephson, who 

was supporting him with all his mental strength. "I've just explained why I did that." 

"You've explained! You've explained!" roared Mason, almost beside himself with the 

knowledge that this false explanation was sufficient of a shield or barrier for Clyde to hide 

behind whenever he found himself being too hard pressed—the little rat! And so now he fairly 

quivered with baffled rage as he proceeded. 

"And before you went up—while she was writing them to you—you considered them 

sad, didn't you?" 



"Why, yes, sir. That is"—he hesitated incautiously—"some parts of them anyhow." 

"Oh, I see—only some parts of them now. I thought you just said you considered them 

sad." 

"Well, I do." 

"And did." 

"Yes, sir—and did." But Clyde's eyes were beginning to wander nervously in the 

direction of Jephson, who was fixing him as with a beam of light. 

"Remember her writing you this?" And here Mason picked up and opened one of the 

letters and began reading: "Clyde—I shall certainly die, dear, if you don't come. I am so much 

alone. I am nearly crazy now. I wish I could go away and never return or trouble you any more. 

But if you would only telephone me, even so much as once every other day, since you won't 

write. And when I need you and a word of encouragement so." Mason's voice was mellow. It 

was sad. One could feel, as he spoke, the wave of passing pity that was moving as sound and 

color not only through him but through every spectator in the high, narrow courtroom. "Does that 

seem at all sad to you?" 

"Yes, sir, it does." 

"Did it then?" 

"Yes, sir, it did." 

"You knew it was sincere, didn't you?" snarled Mason. 

"Yes, sir. I did." 

"Then why didn't a little of that pity that you claim moved you so deeply out there in the 

center of Big Bittern move you down there in Lycurgus to pick up the telephone there in Mrs. 

Peyton's house where you were and reassure that lonely girl by so much as a word that you were 

coming? Was it because your pity for her then wasn't as great as it was after she wrote you that 

threatening letter? Or was it because you had a plot and you were afraid that too much 

telephoning to her might attract attention? How was it that you had so much pity all of a sudden 

up at Big Bittern, but none at all down there at Lycurgus? Is it something you can turn on and off 

like a faucet?" 

"I never said I had none at all," replied Clyde, defiantly, having just received an eye-flash 

from Jephson. 

"Well, you left her to wait until she had to threaten you because of her own terror and 

misery." 



"Well, I've admitted that I didn't treat her right." 

"Ha, ha! Right! Right! And because of that admission and in face of all the other 

testimony we've had here, your own included, you expect to walk out of here a free man, do 

you?" 

Belknap was not to be restrained any longer. His objection came— and with bitter 

vehemence he addressed the judge: "This is infamous, your Honor. Is the district attorney to be 

allowed to make a speech with every question?" 

"I heard no objection," countered the court. "The district attorney will frame his questions 

properly." 

Mason took the rebuke lightly and turned again to Clyde. "In that boat there in the center 

of Big Bittern you have testified that you had in your hand that camera that you once denied 

owning?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And she was in the stern of the boat?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Bring in that boat, will you, Burton?" he called to Burleigh at this point, and forthwith 

four deputies from the district attorney's office retired through a west door behind the judge's 

rostrum and soon returned carrying the identical boat in which Clyde and Roberta had sat, and 

put it down before the jury. And as they did so Clyde chilled and stared. The identical boat! He 

blinked and quivered as the audience stirred, stared and strained, an audible wave of curiosity 

and interest passing over the entire room. And then Mason, taking the camera and shaking it up 

and down, exclaimed: "Well, here you are now, Griffiths! The camera you never owned. Step 

down here into this boat and take this camera here and show the jury just where you sat, and 

where Miss Alden sat. And exactly, if you can, how and where it was that you struck Miss Alden 

and where and about how she fell." 

"Object!" declared Belknap. 

A long and wearisome legal argument, finally terminating in the judge allowing this type 

of testimony to be continued for a while at least. And at the conclusion of it, Clyde declaring: "I 

didn't intentionally strike her with it though"—to which Mason replied: "Yes, we heard you 

testify that way"—then Clyde stepping down and after being directed here and there finally 

stepping into the boat at the middle seat and seating himself while three men held it straight. 

"And now, Newcomb—I want you to come here and sit wherever Miss Alden was 

supposed to sit and take any position which he describes as having been taken by her." 



"Yes, sir," said Newcomb, coming forward and seating himself while Clyde vainly 

sought to catch Jephson's eye but could not since his own back was partially turned from him. 

"And now, Griffiths," went on Mason, "just you show Mr. Newcomb here how Miss 

Alden arose and came toward you. Direct him." 

And then Clyde, feeling weak and false and hated, arising again and in a nervous and 

angular way—the eerie strangeness of all this affecting him to the point of unbelievable 

awkwardness—attempting to show Newcomb just how Roberta had gotten up and half walked 

and half crawled, then had stumbled and fallen. And after that, with the camera in his hand, 

attempting to show as nearly as he could recall, how unconsciously his arm had shot out and he 

had struck Roberta, he scarcely knowing where—on the chin and cheek maybe, he was not sure, 

but not intentionally, of course, and not with sufficient force really to injure her, he thought at the 

time. But just here a long wrangle between Belknap and Mason as to the competency of such 

testimony since Clyde declared that he could not remember clearly—but Oberwaltzer finally 

allowing the testimony on the ground that it would show, relatively, whether a light or heavy 

push or blow was required in order to upset any one who might be "lightly" or "loosely" poised. 

"But how in Heaven's name are these antics as here demonstrated on a man of Mr. 

Newcomb's build to show what would follow in the case of a girl of the size and weight of Miss 

Alden?" persisted Belknap. 

"Well, then we'll put a girl of the size and weight of Miss Alden in here." And at once 

calling for Zillah Saunders and putting her in Newcomb's place. But Belknap none-the-less 

proceeding with: 

"And what of that? The conditions aren't the same. This boat isn't on the water. No two 

people are going to be alike in their resistance or their physical responses to accidental blows." 

"Then you refuse to allow this demonstration to be made?" (This was from Mason, 

turning and cynically inquiring.) 

"Oh, make it if you choose. It doesn't mean anything though, as anybody can see," 

persisted Belknap, suggestively. 

And so Clyde, under directions from Mason, now pushing at Zillah, "about as hard," (he 

thought) as he had accidentally pushed at Roberta. And she falling back a little—not much—but 

in so doing being able to lay a hand on each side of the boat and so save herself. And the jury, in 

spite of Belknap's thought that his contentions would have counteracted all this, gathering the 

impression that Clyde, on account of his guilt and fear of death, was probably attempting to 

conjure something that had been much more viciously executed, to be sure. For had not the 

doctors sworn to the probable force of this and another blow on the top of the head? And had not 

Burton Burleigh testified to having discovered a hair in the camera? And how about the cry that 

woman had heard? How about that? 

But with that particular incident the court was adjourned for this day. 



On the following morning at the sound of the gavel, there was Mason, as fresh and 

vigorous and vicious as ever. And Clyde, after a miserable night in his cell and much bolstering 

by Jephson and Belknap, determined to be as cool and insistent and innocent-appearing as he 

could be, but with no real heart for the job, so convinced was he that local sentiment in its 

entirety was against him—that he was believed to be guilty. And with Mason beginning most 

savagely and bitterly: 

"You still insist that you experienced a change of heart, do you, Griffiths?" 

"Yes, sir, I do." 

"Ever hear of people being resuscitated after they have apparently drowned?" 

"I don't quite understand." 

"You know, of course, that people who are supposed to be drowned, who go down for the 

last time and don't come up, are occasionally gotten out of the water and revived, brought back to 

life by first-aid methods—working their arms and rolling them over a log or a barrel. You've 

heard of that, haven't you?" 

"Yes, sir, I think I have. I've heard of people being brought back to life after they're 

supposed to be drowned, but I don't think I ever heard just how." 

"You never did?" 

"No, sir." 

"Or how long they could stay under water and still be revived?" 

"No, sir. I never did." 

"Never heard, for instance, that a person who had been in the water as long as fifteen 

minutes might still be brought to?" 

"No, sir." 

"So it never occurred to you after you swam to shore yourself that you might still call for 

aid and so save her life even then?" 

"No, sir, it didn't occur to me. I thought she was dead by then." 

"I see. But when she was still alive out there in the water—how about that? You're a 

pretty good swimmer, aren't you?" 

"Yes, sir, I swim fairly well." 



"Well enough, for instance, to save yourself by swimming over five hundred feet with 

your shoes and clothes on. Isn't that so?" 

"Well, I did swim that distance then—yes, sir." 

"Yes, you did indeed—and pretty good for a fellow who couldn't swim thirty-five feet to 

an overturned boat, I'll say," concluded Mason. 

Here Jephson waved aside Belknap's suggestion that he move to have this comment 

stricken out. 

Clyde was now dragged over his various boating and swimming experiences and made to 

tell how many times he had gone out on lakes in craft as dangerous as canoes and had never had 

an accident. 

"The first time you took Roberta out on Crum Lake was in a canoe, wasn't it?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"But you had no accident then?" 

"No, sir." 

"You cared for her then very much, didn't you?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"But the day she was drowned in Big Bittern, in this solid, round-bottomed row-boat, you 

didn't care for her any more." 

"Well, I've said how I felt then." 

"And of course there couldn't be any relation between the fact that on Crum Lake you 

cared for her but on Big Bittern—" 

"I said how I felt then." 

"But you wanted to get rid of her just the same, didn't you? The moment she was dead to 

run away to that other girl. You don't deny that, do you?" 

"I've explained why I did that," reiterated Clyde. 

"Explained! Explained! And you expect any fair-minded, decent, intelligent person to 

believe that explanation, do you?" Mason was fairly beside himself with rage and Clyde did not 

venture to comment as to that. The judge anticipated Jephson's objection to this and bellowed, 

"Objection sustained." But Mason went right on. "You couldn't have been just a little careless, 



could you, Griffiths, in the handling of the boat and upset it yourself, say?" He drew near and 

leered. 

"No, sir, I wasn't careless. It was an accident that I couldn't avoid." Clyde was quite cool, 

though pale and tired. 

"An accident. Like that other accident out there in Kansas City, for instance. You're 

rather familiar with accidents of that kind, aren't you, Griffiths?" queried Mason sneeringly and 

slowly. 

"I've explained how that happened," replied Clyde nervously. 

"You're rather familiar with accidents that result in death to girls, aren't you? Do you 

always run away when one of them dies?" 

"Object," yelled Belknap, leaping to his feet. 

"Objection sustained," called Oberwaltzer sharply. "There is nothing before this court 

concerning any other accident. The prosecution will confine itself more closely to the case in 

hand." 

"Griffiths," went on Mason, pleased with the way he had made a return to Jephson for his 

apology for the Kansas City accident, "when that boat upset after that accidental blow of yours 

and you and Miss Alden fell into the water—how far apart were you?" 

"Well, I didn't notice just then." 

"Pretty close, weren't you? Not much more than a foot or two, surely—the way you stood 

there in the boat?" 

"Well, I didn't notice. Maybe that, yes, sir." 

"Close enough to have grabbed her and hung on to her if you had wanted to, weren't you? 

That's what you jumped up for, wasn't it, when she started to fall out?" 

"Yes, that's what I jumped up for," replied Clyde heavily, "but I wasn't close enough to 

grab her. I know I went right under, and when I came up she was some little distance away." 

"Well, how far exactly? As far as from here to this end of the jury box or that end, or half 

way, or what?" 

"Well, I say I didn't notice, quite. About as far from here to that end, I guess," he lied, 

stretching the distance by at least eight feet. 



"Not really!" exclaimed Mason, pretending to evince astonishment. "This boat here turns 

over, you both fall in the water close together, and when you come up you and she are nearly 

twenty feet apart. Don't you think your memory is getting a little the best of you there?" 

"Well, that's the way it looked to me when I came up." 

"Well, now, after that boat turned over and you both came up, where were you in relation 

to it? Here is the boat now and where were you out there in the audience, as to distance, I mean?" 

"Well, as I say, I didn't exactly notice when I first came up," returned Clyde, looking 

nervously and dubiously at the space before him. Most certainly a trap was being prepared for 

him. "About as far as from here to that railing beyond your table, I guess." 

"About thirty to thirty-five feet then," suggested Mason, slyly and hopefully. 

"Yes, sir. About that maybe. I couldn't be quite sure." 

"And now with you over there and the boat here, where was Miss Alden at that time?" 

And Clyde now sensed that Mason must have some geometric or mathematic scheme in 

mind whereby he proposed to establish his guilt. And at once he was on his guard, and looking in 

the direction of Jephson. At the same time he could not see how he was to put Roberta too far 

away either. He had said she couldn't swim. Wouldn't she be nearer the boat than he was? Most 

certainly. He leaped foolishly—wildly—at the thought that it might be best to say that she was 

about half that distance—not more, very likely. And said so. And at once Mason proceeded with: 

"Well, then she was not more than fifteen feet or so from you or the boat." 

"No, sir, maybe not. I guess not." 

"Well then, do you mean to say that you couldn't have swum that little distance and 

buoyed her up until you could reach the boat just fifteen feet beyond her?" 

"Well, as I say, I was a little dazed when I came up and she was striking about and 

screaming so." 

"But there was that boat—not more than thirty-five feet away, according to your own 

story—and a mighty long way for a boat to move in that time, I'll say. And do you mean to say 

that when you could swim five hundred feet to shore afterwards that you couldn't have swum to 

that boat and pushed it to her in time for her to save herself? She was struggling to keep herself 

up, wasn't she?" 

"Yes, sir. But I was rattled at first," pleaded Clyde, gloomily, conscious of the eyes of all 

the jurors and all the spectators fixed upon his face, "and...and..." (because of the general strain 

of the suspicion and incredulity now focused as a great force upon him, his nerve was all but 



failing him, and he was hesitating and stumbling)..."I didn't think quite quick enough I guess, 

what to do. Besides I was afraid if I went near her..." 

"I know. A mental and moral coward," sneered Mason. "Besides very slow to think when 

it's to your advantage to be slow and swift when it's to your advantage to be swift. Is that it?" 

"No, sir." 

"Well, then, if it isn't, just tell me this, Griffiths, why was it, after you got out of the water 

a few moments later you had sufficient presence of mind to stop and bury that tripod before 

starting through the woods, whereas, when it came to rescuing her you got rattled and couldn't do 

a thing? How was it that you could get so calm and calculating the moment you set your foot on 

land? What can you say to that?" 

"Well...a...I told you that afterwards I realized that there was nothing else to do." 

"Yes, we know all about that. But doesn't it occur to you that it takes a pretty cool head 

after so much panic in the water to stop at a moment like that and take such a precaution as 

that—burying that tripod? How was it that you could think so well of that and not think anything 

about the boat a few moments before?" 

"Well...but..." 

"You didn't want her to live, in spite of your alleged change of heart! Isn't that it?" yelled 

Mason. "Isn't that the black, sad truth? She was drowning, as you wanted her to drown, and you 

just let her drown! Isn't that so?" 

He was fairly trembling as he shouted this, and Clyde, the actual boat before him and 

Roberta's eyes and cries as she sank coming back to him with all their pathetic and horrible 

force, now shrank and cowered in his seat—the closeness of Mason's interpretation of what had 

really happened terrifying him. For never, even to Jephson and Belknap, had he admitted that 

when Roberta was in the water he had not wished to save her. Changelessly and secretively he 

insisted he had wanted to but that it had all happened so quickly, and he was so dazed and 

frightened by her cries and movements, that he had not been able to do anything before she was 

gone. 

"I...I wanted to save her," he mumbled, his face quite gray, "but...but...as I said, I was 

dazed...and...and..." 

"Don't you know that you're lying!" shouted Mason, leaning still closer, his stout arms 

aloft, his disfigured face glowering and scowling like some avenging nemesis or fury of gargoyle 

design— "that you deliberately and with cold-hearted cunning allowed that poor, tortured girl to 

die there when you might have rescued her as easily as you could have swum fifty of those five 

hundred feet you did swim in order to save yourself?" For by now he was convinced that he 

knew just how Clyde had actually slain Roberta, something in his manner and mood convincing 

him, and he was determined to drag it out of him if he could. And although Belknap was 



instantly on his feet with a protest that his client was being unfairly prejudiced in the eyes of the 

jury and that he was really entitled to—and now demanded—a mistrial—which complaint 

Justice Oberwaltzer eventually overruled—still Clyde had time to reply, but most meekly and 

feebly: "No! No! I didn't. I wanted to save her if I could." Yet his whole manner, as each and 

every juror noted, was that of one who was not really telling the truth, who was really all of the 

mental and moral coward that Belknap had insisted he was—but worse yet, really guilty of 

Roberta's death. For after all, asked each juror of himself as he listened, why couldn't he have 

saved her if he was strong enough to swim to shore afterwards—or at least have swum to and 

secured the boat and helped her to take hold of it? 

"She only weighed a hundred pounds, didn't she?" went on Mason feverishly. 

"Yes, I think so." 

"And you—what did you weigh at the time?" 

"About a hundred and forty," replied Clyde. 

"And a hundred and forty pound man," sneered Mason, turning to the jury, "is afraid to 

go near a weak, sick, hundred-pound little girl who is drowning, for fear she will cling to him 

and drag him under! And a perfectly good boat, strong enough to hold three or four up, within 

fifteen or twenty feet! How's that?" 

And to emphasize it and let it sink in, he now paused, and took from his pocket a large 

white handkerchief, and after wiping his neck and face and wrists—since they were quite damp 

from his emotional and physical efforts—turned to Burton Burleigh and called: "You might as 

well have this boat taken out of here, Burton. We're not going to need it for a little while 

anyhow." And forthwith the four deputies carried it out. 

And then, having recovered his poise, he once more turned to Clyde and began with: 

"Griffiths, you knew the color and feel of Roberta Alden's hair pretty well, didn't you? You were 

intimate enough with her, weren't you?" 

"I know the color of it or I think I do," replied Clyde wincing— an anguished chill at the 

thought of it affecting him almost observably. 

"And the feel of it, too, didn't you?" persisted Mason. "In those very loving days of yours 

before Miss X came along—you must have touched it often enough." 

"I don't know whether I did or not," replied Clyde, catching a glance from Jephson. 

"Well, roughly. You must know whether it was coarse or fine—silky or coarse. You 

know that, don't you?" 

"It was silky, yes." 



"Well, here's a lock of it," he now added more to torture Clyde than anything else—to 

wear him down nervously—and going to his table where was an envelope and from it extracting 

a long lock of light brown hair. "Don't that look like her hair?" And now he shoved it forward at 

Clyde who shocked and troubled withdrew from it as from some unclean or dangerous thing—

yet a moment after sought to recover himself—the watchful eyes of the jury having noted all. 

"Oh, don't be afraid," persisted Mason, sardonically. "It's only your dead love's hair." 

And shocked by the comment—and noting the curious eyes of the jury, Clyde took it in 

his hand. "That looks and feels like her hair, doesn't it?" went on Mason. 

"Well, it looks like it anyhow," returned Clyde shakily. 

"And now here," continued Mason, stepping quickly to the table and returning with the 

camera in which between the lid and the taking mechanism were caught the two threads of 

Roberta's hair put there by Burleigh, and then holding it out to him. "Just take this camera. It's 

yours even though you did swear that it wasn't—and look at those two hairs there. See them?" 

And he poked the camera at Clyde as though he might strike him with it. "They were caught in 

there—presumably—at the time you struck her so lightly that it made all those wounds on her 

face. Can't you tell the jury whether those hairs are hers or not?" 

"I can't say," replied Clyde most weakly. 

"What's that? Speak up. Don't be so much of a moral and mental coward. Are they or are 

they not?" 

"I can't say," repeated Clyde—but not even looking at them. 

"Look at them. Look at them. Compare them with these others. We know these are hers. 

And you know that these in this camera are, don't you? Don't be so squeamish. You've often 

touched her hair in real life. She's dead. They won't bite you. Are these two hairs—or are they 

not—the same as these other hairs here—which we know are hers—the same color—same 

feel—all? Look! Answer! Are they or are they not?" 

But Clyde, under such pressure and in spite of Belknap, being compelled to look and then 

feel them too. Yet cautiously replying, "I wouldn't be able to say. They look and feel a little 

alike, but I can't tell." 

"Oh, can't you? And even when you know that when you struck her that brutal vicious 

blow with that camera—these two hairs caught there and held." 

"But I didn't strike her any vicious blow," insisted Clyde, now observing Jephson—"and I 

can't say." He was saying to himself that he would not allow himself to be bullied in this way by 

this man—yet, at the same time, feeling very weak and sick. And Mason, triumphant because of 

the psychologic effect, if nothing more, returning the camera and lock to the table and remarking, 

"Well, it's been amply testified to that those two hairs were in that camera when found in the 

water. And you yourself swear that it was last in your hands before it reached the water." 



He turned to think of something else—some new point with which to rack Clyde and now 

began once more: 

"Griffiths, in regard to that trip south through the woods, what time was it when you got 

to Three Mile Bay?" 

"About four in the morning, I think—just before dawn." 

"And what did you do between then and the time that boat down there left?" 

"Oh, I walked around." 

"In Three Mile Bay?" 

"No, sir—just outside of it." 

"In the woods, I suppose, waiting for the town to wake up so you wouldn't look so much 

out of place. Was that it?" 

"Well, I waited until after the sun came up. Besides I was tired and I sat down and rested 

for a while." 

"Did you sleep well and did you have pleasant dreams?" 

"I was tired and I slept a little—yes." 

"And how was it you knew so much about the boat and the time and all about Three Mile 

Bay? Hadn't you familiarized yourself with this data beforehand?" 

"Well, everybody knows about the boat from Sharon to Three Mile Bay around there." 

"Oh, do they? Any other reason?" 

"Well, in looking for a place to get married, both of us saw it," returned Clyde, shrewdly, 

"but we didn't see that any train went to it. Only to Sharon." 

"But you did notice that it was south of Big Bittern?" 

"Why, yes—I guess I did," replied Clyde. 

"And that that road west of Gun Lodge led south toward it around the lower edge of Big 

Bittern?" 

"Well, I noticed after I got up there that there was a road of some kind or a trail 

anyhow—but I didn't think of it as a regular road." 



"I see. How was it then that when you met those three men in the woods you were able to 

ask them how far it was to Three Mile Bay?" 

"I didn't ask 'em that," replied Clyde, as he had been instructed by Jephson to say. "I 

asked 'em if they knew any road to Three Mile Bay, and how far it was. I didn't know whether 

that was the road or not." 

"Well, that wasn't how they testified here." 

"Well, I don't care what they testified to, that's what I asked 'em just the same." 

"It seems to me that according to you all the witnesses are liars and you are the only 

truthful one in the bunch...Isn't that it? But, when you reached Three Mile Bay, did you stop to 

eat? You must have been hungry, weren't you?" 

"No, I wasn't hungry," replied Clyde, simply. 

"You wanted to get away from that place as quickly as possible, wasn't that it? You were 

afraid that those three men might go up to Big Bittern and having heard about Miss Alden, tell 

about having seen you—wasn't that it?" 

"No, that wasn't it. But I didn't want to stay around there. I've said why." 

"I see. But after you got down to Sharon where you felt a little more safe—a little further 

away, you didn't lose any time in eating, did you? It tasted pretty good all right down there, didn't 

it?" 

"Oh, I don't know about that. I had a cup of coffee and a sandwich." 

"And a piece of pie, too, as we've already proved here," added Mason. "And after that 

you joined the crowd coming up from the depot as though you had just come up from Albany, as 

you afterwards told everybody. Wasn't that it?" 

"Yes, that was it." 

"Well, now for a really innocent man who only so recently experienced a kindly change 

of heart, don't you think you were taking an awful lot of precaution? Hiding away like that and 

waiting in the dark and pretending that you had just come up from Albany." 

"I've explained all that," persisted Clyde. 

Mason's next tack was to hold Clyde up to shame for having been willing, in the face of 

all she had done for him, to register Roberta in three different hotel registers as the unhallowed 

consort of presumably three different men in three different days. 

"Why didn't you take separate rooms?" 



"Well, she didn't want it that way. She wanted to be with me. Besides I didn't have any 

too much money." 

"Even so, how could you have so little respect for her there, and then be so deeply 

concerned about her reputation after she was dead that you had to run away and keep the secret 

of her death all to yourself, in order, as you say, to protect her name and reputation?" 

"Your Honor," interjected Belknap, "this isn't a question. It's an oration." 

"I withdraw the question," countered Mason, and then went on. "Do you admit, by the 

way, that you are a mental and moral coward, Griffiths—do you?" 

"No, sir. I don't." 

"You do not?" 

"No, sir." 

"Then when you lie, and swear to it, you are just the same as any other person who is not 

a mental and moral coward, and deserving of all the contempt and punishment due a person who 

is a perjurer and a false witness. Is that correct?" 

"Yes, sir. I suppose so." 

"Well, if you are not a mental and moral coward, how can you justify your leaving that 

girl in that lake—after as you say you accidentally struck her and when you knew how her 

parents would soon be suffering because of her loss—and not say one word to anybody—just 

walk off—and hide the tripod and your suit and sneak away like an ordinary murderer? Wouldn't 

you think that that was the conduct of a man who had plotted and executed murder and was 

trying to get away with it—if you had heard of it about some one else? Or would you think it was 

just the sly, crooked trick of a man who was only a mental and moral coward and who was trying 

to get away from the blame for the accidental death of a girl whom he had seduced and news of 

which might interfere with his prosperity? Which?" 

"Well, I didn't kill her, just the same," insisted Clyde. 

"Answer the question!" thundered Mason. 

"I ask the court to instruct the witness that he need not answer such a question," put in 

Jephson, rising and fixing first Clyde and then Oberwaltzer with his eye. "It is purely an 

argumentative one and has no real bearing on the facts in this case." 

"I so instruct," replied Oberwaltzer. "The witness need not answer." Whereupon Clyde 

merely stared, greatly heartened by this unexpected aid. 



"Well, to go on," proceeded Mason, now more nettled and annoyed than ever by this 

watchful effort on the part of Belknap and Jephson to break the force and significance of his each 

and every attack, and all the more determined not to be outdone—"you say you didn't intend to 

marry her if you could help it, before you went up there?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"That she wanted you to but you hadn't made up your mind?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, do you recall the cook-book and the salt and pepper shakers and the spoons and 

knives and so on that she put in her bag?" 

"Yes, sir. I do." 

"What do you suppose she had in mind when she left Biltz—with those things in her 

trunk—that she was going out to live in some hall bedroom somewhere, unmarried, while you 

came to see her once a week or once a month?" 

Before Belknap could object, Clyde shot back the proper answer. 

"I can't say what she had in her mind about that." 

"You couldn't possibly have told her over the telephone there at Biltz, for instance—after 

she wrote you that if you didn't come for her she was coming to Lycurgus—that you would 

marry her?" 

"No, sir—I didn't." 

"You weren't mental and moral coward enough to be bullied into anything like that, were 

you?" 

"I never said I was a mental and moral coward." 

"But you weren't to be bullied by a girl you had seduced?" 

"Well, I couldn't feel then that I ought to marry her." 

"You didn't think she'd make as good a match as Miss X?" 

"I didn't think I ought to marry her if I didn't love her any more." 

"Not even to save her honor—and your own decency?" 

"Well, I didn't think we could be happy together then." 



"That was before your great change of heart, I suppose." 

"It was before we went to Utica, yes." 

"And while you were still so enraptured with Miss X?" 

"I was in love with Miss X—yes." 

"Do you recall, in one of those letters to you that you never answered" (and here Mason 

proceeded to take up and read from one of the first seven letters), "her writing this to you; 'I feel 

upset and uncertain about everything although I try not to feel so—now that we have our plan 

and you are going to come for me as you said.' Now just what was she referring to there when 

she wrote— 'now that we have our plan'?" 

"I don't know unless it was that I was coming to get her and take her away somewhere 

temporarily." 

"Not to marry her, of course." 

"No, I hadn't said so." 

"But right after that in this same letter she says: 'On the way up, instead of coming 

straight home, I decided to stop at Homer to see my sister and brother-in-law, since I am not sure 

now when I'll see them again, and I want so much that they shall see me respectable or never at 

all any more.' Now just what do you suppose, she meant by that word 'respectable'? Living 

somewhere in secret and unmarried and having a child while you sent her a little money, and 

then coming back maybe and posing as single and innocent or married and her husband dead—or 

what? Don't you suppose she saw herself married to you, for a time at least, and the child given a 

name? That 'plan' she mentions couldn't have contemplated anything less than that, could it?" 

"Well, maybe as she saw it it couldn't," evaded Clyde. "But I never said I would marry 

her." 

"Well, well—we'll let that rest a minute," went on Mason doggedly. "But now take this," 

and here he began reading from the tenth letter: "'It won't make any difference to you about your 

coming a few days sooner than you intended, will it, dear? Even if we have got to get along on a 

little less, I know we can, for the time I will be with you anyhow, probably no more than six or 

eight months at the most. I agreed to let you go by then, you know, if you want to. I can be very 

saving and economical. It can't be any other way now, Clyde, although for your own sake I wish 

it could.' What do you suppose all that means—'saving and economical'—and not letting you go 

until after eight months? Living in a hall bedroom and you coming to see her once a week? Or 

hadn't you really agreed to go away with her and marry her, as she seems to think here?" 

"I don't know unless she thought she could make me, maybe," replied Clyde, the while 

various backwoodsmen and farmers and jurors actually sniffed and sneered, so infuriated were 

they by the phrase "make me" which Clyde had scarcely noticed. "I never agreed to." 



"Unless she could make you. So that was the way you felt about it, was it, Griffiths?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"You'd swear to that as quick as you would to anything else?" 

"Well, I have sworn to it." 

And Mason as well as Belknap and Jephson and Clyde himself now felt the strong public 

contempt and rage that the majority of those present had for him from the start—now surging 

and shaking all. It filled the room. Yet before him were all the hours Mason needed in which he 

could pick and choose at random from the mass of testimony as to just what he would quiz and 

bedevil and torture Clyde with next. And so now, looking over his notes—arranged fan-wise on 

the table by Earl Newcomb for his convenience—he now began once more with: 

"Griffiths, in your testimony here yesterday, through which you were being led by your 

counsel, Mr. Jephson" (at this Jephson bowed sardonically), "you talked about that change of 

heart that you experienced after you encountered Roberta Alden once more at Fonda and Utica 

back there in July—just as you were starting on this death trip." 

Clyde's "yes, sir," came before Belknap could object, but the latter managed to have 

"death trip" changed to "trip." 

"Before going up there with her you hadn't been liking her as much as you might have. 

Wasn't that the way of it?" 

"Not as much as I had at one time—no, sir." 

"And just how long—from when to when—was the time in which you really did like her, 

before you began to dislike her, I mean?" 

"Well, from the time I first met her until I met Miss X." 

"But not afterwards?" 

"Oh, I can't say not entirely afterwards. I cared for her some— a good deal, I guess—but 

still not as much as I had. I felt more sorry for her than anything else, I suppose." 

"And now, let's see—that was between December first last say, and last April or May—or 

wasn't it?" 

"About that time, I think—yes, sir." 

"Well, during that time—December first to April or May first you were intimate with her, 

weren't you?" 



"Yes, sir." 

"Even though you weren't caring for her so much." 

"Why—yes, sir," replied Clyde, hesitating slightly, while the rurals jerked and craned at 

this introduction of the sex crime. 

"And yet at nights, and in spite of the fact that she was alone over there in her little 

room—as faithful to you, as you yourself have testified, as any one could be—you went off to 

dances, parties, dinners, and automobile rides, while she sat there." 

"Oh, but I wasn't off all the time." 

"Oh, weren't you? But you heard the testimony of Tracy and Jill Trumbull, and Frederick 

Sells, and Frank Harriet, and Burchard Taylor, on this particular point, didn't you?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well, were they all liars, or were they telling the truth?" 

"Well, they were telling the truth as near as they could remember, I suppose." 

"But they couldn't remember very well—is that it?" 

"Well, I wasn't off all the time. Maybe I was gone two or three times a week—maybe 

four sometimes—not more." 

"And the rest you gave to Miss Alden?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Is that what she meant in this letter here?" And here he took up another letter from the 

pile of Roberta's letters, and opening it and holding it before him, read: "'Night after night, 

almost every night after that dreadful Christmas day when you left me, I was alone nearly 

always.' Is she lying, or isn't she?" snapped Mason fiercely, and Clyde, sensing the danger of 

accusing Roberta of lying here, weakly and shamefacedly replied: "No, she isn't lying. But I did 

spend some evenings with her just the same." 

"And yet you heard Mrs. Gilpin and her husband testify here that night after night from 

December first on Miss Alden was mostly always alone in her room and that they felt sorry for 

her and thought it so unnatural and tried to get her to join them, but she wouldn't. You heard 

them testify to that, didn't you?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And yet you insist that you were with her some?" 



"Yes, sir." 

"Yet at the same time loving and seeking the company of Miss X?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And trying to get her to marry you?" 

"I wanted her to—yes, sir." 

"Yet continuing relations with Miss Alden when your other interests left you any time." 

"Well...yes, sir," once more hesitated Clyde, enormously troubled by the shabby picture 

of his character which these disclosures seemed to conjure, yet somehow feeling that he was not 

as bad, or at least had not intended to be, as all this made him appear. Other people did things 

like that too, didn't they—those young men in Lycurgus society—or they had talked as though 

they did. 

"Well, don't you think your learned counsel found a very mild term for you when they 

described you as a mental and moral coward?" sneered Mason—and at the same time from the 

rear of the long narrow courtroom, a profound silence seeming to precede, accompany and 

follow it,—yet not without an immediate roar of protest from Belknap, came the solemn, 

vengeful voice of an irate woodsman: "Why don't they kill the God-damned bastard and be done 

with him?"— And at once Oberwaltzer gaveling for order and ordering the arrest of the offender 

at the same time that he ordered all those not seated driven from the courtroom—which was 

done. And then the offender arrested and ordered arraigned on the following morning. And after 

that, silence, with Mason once more resuming: 

"Griffiths, you say when you left Lycurgus you had no intention of marrying Roberta 

Alden unless you could not arrange in any other way." 

"Yes, sir. That was my intention at that time." 

"And accordingly you were fairly certain of coming back?" 

"Yes, sir—I thought I was." 

"Then why did you pack everything in your room in your trunk and lock it?" 

"Well...well...that is," hesitated Clyde, the charge coming so quickly and so entirely apart 

from what had just been spoken of before that he had scarcely time to collect his wits—"well, 

you see—I wasn't absolutely sure. I didn't know but what I might have to go whether I wanted to 

or not." 



"I see. And so if you had decided up there unexpectedly as you did—" (and here Mason 

smirked on him as much as to say—you think any one believes that?) "you wouldn't have had 

time to come back and decently pack your things and depart?" 

"Well, no, sir—that wasn't the reason either." 

"Well then, what was the reason?" 

"Well, you see," and here for lack of previous thought on this subject as well as lack of 

wit to grasp the essentiality of a suitable and plausible answer quickly, Clyde hesitated—as every 

one—first and foremost Belknap and Jephson—noted—and then went on: "Well, you see—if I 

had to go away, even for a short time as I thought I might, I decided that I might need whatever I 

had in a hurry." 

"I see. You're quite sure it wasn't that in case the police discovered who Clifford Golden 

or Carl Graham were, that you might wish to leave quickly?" 

"No, sir. It wasn't." 

"And so you didn't tell Mrs. Peyton you were giving up the room either, did you?" 

"No, sir." 

"In your testimony the other day you said something about not having money enough to 

go up there and take Miss Alden away on any temporary marriage scheme—even one that would 

last so long as six months." 

"Yes, sir." 

"When you left Lycurgus to start on the trip, how much did you have?" 

"About fifty dollars." 

"'About' fifty? Don't you know exactly how much you had?" 

"I had fifty dollars—yes, sir." 

"And while you were in Utica and Grass Lake and getting down to Sharon afterwards, 

how much did you spend?" 

"I spent about twenty dollars on the trip, I think." 

"Don't you know?" 

"Not exactly—no, sir—somewhere around twenty dollars, though." 



"Well, now let's see about that exactly if we can," went on Mason, and here, once more, 

Clyde began to sense a trap and grew nervous— for there was all that money given him by 

Sondra and some of which he had spent, too. "How much was your fare from Fonda to Utica for 

yourself?" 

"A dollar and a quarter." 

"And what did you have to pay for your room at the hotel at Utica for you and Roberta?" 

"That was four dollars." 

"And of course you had dinner that night and breakfast the next morning, which cost you 

how much?" 

"It was about three dollars for both meals." 

"Was that all you spent in Utica?" Mason was taking a side glance occasionally at a slip 

of paper on which he had figures and notes, but which Clyde had not noticed. 

"Yes, sir." 

"How about the straw hat that it has been proved you purchased while there?" 

"Oh, yes, sir, I forgot about that," said Clyde, nervously. "That was two dollars—yes, 

sir." He realized that he must be more careful. 

"And your fares to Grass Lake were, of course, five dollars. Is that right?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Then you hired a boat at Grass Lake. How much was that?" 

"That was thirty-five cents an hour." 

"And you had it how long?" 

"Three hours." 

"Making one dollar and five cents." 

"Yes, sir." 

"And then that night at the hotel, they charged you how much? Five dollars, wasn't it?" 

"Yes, sir." 



"And then didn't you buy that lunch that you carried out in that lake with you up there?" 

"Yes, sir. I think that was about sixty cents." 

"And how much did it cost you to get to Big Bittern?" 

"It was a dollar on the train to Gun Lodge and a dollar on the bus for the two of us to Big 

Bittern." 

"You know these figures pretty well, I see. Naturally, you would. You didn't have much 

money and it was important. And how much was your fare from Three Mile Bay to Sharon 

afterwards?" 

"My fare was seventy-five cents." 

"Did you ever stop to figure this all up exactly?" 

"No, sir." 

"Well, will you?" 

"Well, you know how much it is, don't you?" 

"Yes, sir, I do. It was twenty-four dollars and sixty-five cents. You said you spent twenty 

dollars. But here is a discrepancy of four dollars and sixty-five cents. How do you account for 

it?" 

"Well, I suppose I didn't figure just exactly right," said Clyde, irritated by the accuracy of 

figures such as these. 

But now Mason slyly and softly inquiring: "Oh, yes, Griffiths, I forgot, how much was 

the boat you hired at Big Bittern?" He was eager to hear what Clyde would have to say as to this, 

seeing that he had worked hard and long on this pitfall. 

"Oh—ah—ah—that is," began Clyde, hesitatingly, for at Big Bittern, as he now recalled, 

he had not even troubled to inquire the cost of the boat, feeling as he did at the time that neither 

he nor Roberta were coming back. But now here and in this way it was coming up for the first 

time. And Mason, realizing that he had caught him here, quickly interpolated a "Yes?" to which 

Clyde replied, but merely guessing at that: "Why, thirty-five cents an hour—just the same as at 

Grass Lake—so the boatman said." 

But he had spoken too quickly. And he did not know that in reserve was the boatman who 

was still to testify that he had not stopped to ask the price of the boat. And Mason continued: 

"Oh, it was, was it? The boatman told you that, did he?" 



"Yes, sir." 

"Well now, don't you recall that you never asked the boatman at all? It was not thirty-five 

cents an hour, but fifty cents. But of course you do not know that because you were in such a 

hurry to get out on the water and you did not expect to have to come back and pay for it anyway. 

So you never even asked, you see. Do you see? Do you recall that now?" And here Mason 

produced a bill that he had gotten from the boatman and waved it in front of Clyde. "It was fifty 

cents an hour," he repeated. "They charge more than at Grass Lake. But what I want to know is, 

if you are so familiar with these other figures, as you have just shown that you are, how comes it 

that you are not familiar with this figure? Didn't you think of the expense of taking her out in a 

boat and keeping the boat from noon until night?" The attack came so swiftly and bitterly that at 

once Clyde was confused. He twisted and turned, swallowed and looked nervously at the floor, 

ashamed to look at Jephson who had somehow failed to coach him as to this. 

"Well," bawled Mason, "any explanation to make as to that? Doesn't it strike even you as 

strange that you can remember every other item of all your expenditures—but not that item?" 

And now each juror was once more tense and leaning forward. And Clyde noting their interest 

and curiosity, and most likely suspicion, now returned: 

"Well, I don't know just how I came to forget that." 

"Oh, no, of course you don't," snorted Mason. "A man who is planning to kill a girl on a 

lone lake has a lot of things to think of, and it isn't any wonder if you forget a few of them. But 

you didn't forget to ask the purser the fare to Sharon, once you got to Three Mile Bay, did you?" 

"I don't remember if I did or not." 

"Well, he remembers. He testified to it here. You bothered to ask the price of the room at 

Grass Lake. You asked the price of the boat there. You even asked the price of the bus fare to 

Big Bittern. What a pity you couldn't think to ask the price of the boat at Big Bittern? You 

wouldn't be so nervous about it now, would you?" and here Mason looked at the jurors as much 

as to say: You see! 

"I just didn't think of it, I guess," repeated Clyde. 

"A very satisfactory explanation, I'm sure," went on Mason, sarcastically. And then as 

swiftly as possible: "I don't suppose you happen to recall an item of thirteen dollars and twenty 

cents paid for a lunch at the Casino on July ninth—the day after Roberta Alden's death—do you 

or do you not?" Mason was dramatic, persistent, swift—scarcely giving him time to think or 

breathe, as he saw it. 

At this Clyde almost jumped, so startled was he by this question and charge, for he did 

not know that they had found out about the lunch. "And do you remember, too," went on Mason, 

"that over eighty dollars was found on you when you were arrested?" 

"Yes, I remember it now," he replied. 



As for the eighty dollars he had forgotten. Yet now he said nothing, for he could not think 

what to say. 

"How about that?" went on Mason, doggedly and savagely. "If you only had fifty dollars 

when you left Lycurgus and over eighty dollars when you were arrested, and you spent twenty-

four dollars and sixty-five cents plus thirteen for a lunch, where did you get that extra money 

from?" 

"Well, I can't answer that just now," replied Clyde, sullenly, for he felt cornered and hurt. 

That was Sondra's money and nothing would drag out of him where he had gotten it. 

"Why can't you answer it?" roared Mason. "Where do you think you are, anyhow? And 

what do you think we are here for? To say what you will or will not answer? You are on trial for 

your life—don't forget that! You can't play fast and loose with law, however much you may have 

lied to me. You are here before these twelve men and they are waiting to know. Now, what about 

it? Where did you get that money?" 

"I borrowed it from a friend." 

"Well, give his name. What friend?" 

"I don't care to 

"Oh, you don't! Well, you're lying about the amount of money you had when you left 

Lycurgus—that's plain. And under oath, too. Don't forget that! That sacred oath that you respect 

so much. Isn't that true?" 

"No, it isn't," finally observed Clyde, stung to reason by this charge. "I borrowed that 

money after I got to Twelfth Lake." 

"And from whom?" 

"Well, I can't say." 

"Which makes the statement worthless," retorted Mason. 

Clyde was beginning to show a disposition to balk. He had been sinking his voice and 

each time Mason commanded him to speak up and turn around so the jury could see his face, he 

had done so, only feeling more and more resentful toward this man who was thus trying to drag 

out of him every secret he possessed. He had touched on Sondra, and she was still too near his 

heart to reveal anything that would reflect on her. So now he sat staring down at the jurors 

somewhat defiantly, when Mason picked up some pictures. 

"Remember these?" he now asked Clyde, showing him some of the dim and water-

marked reproductions of Roberta besides some views of Clyde and some others—none of them 

containing the face of Sondra— which were made at the Cranstons' on his first visit, as well as 



four others made at Bear Lake later, and with one of them showing him holding a banjo, his 

fingers in position. "Recall where these were made?" asked Mason, showing him the 

reproduction of Roberta first. 

"Yes, I do." 

"Where was it?" 

"On the south shore of Big Bittern the day we were there." He knew that they were in the 

camera and had told Belknap and Jephson about them, yet now he was not a little surprised to 

think that they had been able to develop them. 

"Griffiths," went on Mason, "your lawyers didn't tell you that they fished and fished for 

that camera you swore you didn't have with you before they found that I had it, did they?" 

"They never said anything to me about it," replied Clyde. 

"Well, that's too bad. I could have saved them a lot of trouble. Well, these were the 

photos that were found in that camera and that were made just after that change of heart you 

experienced, you remember?" 

"I remember when they were made," replied Clyde, sullenly. 

"Well, they were made before you two went out in that boat for the last time—before you 

finally told her whatever it was you wanted to tell her—before she was murdered out there—at a 

time when, as you have testified, she was very sad." 

"No, that was the day before," defied Clyde. 

"Oh, I see. Well, anyhow, these pictures look a little cheerful for one who was as 

depressed as you say she was." 

"Well—but—she wasn't nearly as depressed then as she was the day before," flashed 

Clyde, for this was the truth and he remembered it. 

"I see. But just the same, look at these other pictures. These three here, for instance. 

Where were they made?" 

"At the Cranston Lodge on Twelfth Lake, I think." 

"Right. And that was June eighteenth or nineteenth, wasn't it?" 

"On the nineteenth, I think." 

"Well, now, do you recall a letter Roberta wrote you on the nineteenth?" 



"No, sir." 

"You don't recall any particular one?" 

"No, sir." 

"But they were all very sad, you have said." 

"Yes, sir—they were." 

"Well, this is that letter written at the time these pictures were made." He turned to the 

jury. 

"I would like the jury to look at these pictures and then listen to just one passage from 

this letter written by Miss Alden to this defendant on the same day. He has admitted that he was 

refusing to write or telephone her, although he was sorry for her," he said, turning to the jury. 

And here he opened a letter and read a long sad plea from Roberta. "And now here are four more 

pictures, Griffiths." And he handed Clyde the four made at Bear Lake. "Very cheerful, don't you 

think? Not much like pictures of a man who has just experienced a great change of heart after a 

most terrific period of doubt and worry and evil conduct—and has just seen the woman whom he 

had most cruelly wronged, but whom he now proposed to do right by, suddenly drowned. They 

look as though you hadn't a care in the world, don't they?" 

"Well, they were just group pictures. I couldn't very well keep out of them." 

"But this one in the water here. Didn't it trouble you the least bit to go in the water the 

second or third day after Roberta Alden had sunk to the bottom of Big Bittern, and especially 

when you had experienced such an inspiring change of heart in regard to her?" 

"I didn't want any one to know I had been up there with her." 

"We know all about that. But how about this banjo picture here. Look at this!" And he 

held it out. "Very gay, isn't it?" he snarled. And now Clyde, dubious and frightened, replied: 

"But I wasn't enjoying myself just the same!" 

"Not when you were playing the banjo here? Not when you were playing golf and tennis 

with your friends the very next day after her death? Not when you were buying and eating 

thirteen-dollar lunches? Not when you were with Miss X again, and where you yourself testified 

that you preferred to be?" 

Mason's manner was snarling, punitive, sinister, bitterly sarcastic. 

"Well, not just then, anyhow—no, sir." 

"What do you mean—'not just then'? Weren't you where you wanted to be?" 



"Well, in one way I was—certainly," replied Clyde, thinking of what Sondra would think 

when she read this, as unquestionably she would. Quite everything of all this was being 

published in the papers every day. He could not deny that he was with her and that he wanted to 

be with her. At the same time he had not been happy. How miserably unhappy he had been, 

enmeshed in that shameful and brutal plot! But now he must explain in some way so that Sondra, 

when she should read it, and this jury, would understand. And so now he added, while he 

swallowed with his dry throat and licked his lips with his dry tongue: "But I was sorry about 

Miss Alden just the same. I couldn't be happy then—I couldn't be. I was just trying to make 

people think that I hadn't had anything to do with her going up there—that's all. I couldn't see 

that there was any better way to do. I didn't want to be arrested for what I hadn't done." 

"Don't you know that is false! Don't you know you are lying!" shouted Mason, as though 

to the whole world, and the fire and the fury of his unbelief and contempt was sufficient to 

convince the jury, as well as the spectators, that Clyde was the most unmitigated of liars. "You 

heard the testimony of Rufus Martin, the second cook up there at Bear Lake?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"You heard him swear that he saw you and Miss X at a certain point overlooking Bear 

Lake and that she was in your arms and that you were kissing her. Was that true?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And that exactly four days after you had left Roberta Alden under the waters of Big 

Bittern. Were you afraid of being arrested then?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Even when you were kissing her and holding her in your arms?" 

"Yes, sir," replied Clyde drearily and hopelessly. 

"Well, of all things!" bawled Mason. "Could you imagine such stuff being whimpered 

before a jury, if you hadn't heard it with your own ears? Do you really sit there and swear to this 

jury that you could bill and coo with one deceived girl in your arms and a second one in a lake a 

hundred miles away, and yet be miserable because of what you were doing?" 

"Just the same, that's the way it was," replied Clyde. 

"Excellent! Incomparable," shouted Mason. 

And here he wearily and sighfully drew forth his large white handkerchief once more and 

surveying the courtroom at large proceeded to mop his face as much as to say: Well, this is a task 

indeed, then continuing with more force than ever: 



"Griffiths, only yesterday on the witness stand you swore that you personally had no plan 

to go to Big Bittern when you left Lycurgus." 

"No, sir, I hadn't." 

"But when you two got in that room at the Renfrew House in Utica and you saw how 

tired she looked, it was you that suggested that a vacation of some kind—a little one—something 

within the range of your joint purses at the time—would be good for her. Wasn't that the way of 

it?" 

"Yes, sir. That was the way of it," replied Clyde. 

"But up to that time you hadn't even thought of the Adirondacks specifically." 

"Well, no sir—no particular lake, that is. I did think we might go to some summer place 

maybe—they're mostly lakes around there— but not to any particular one that I knew of." 

"I see. And after you suggested it, it was she that said that you had better get some folders 

or maps, wasn't it?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And then it was that you went downstairs and got them?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"At the Renfrew House in Utica?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Not anywhere else by any chance?" 

"No, sir." 

"And afterwards, in looking over those maps, you saw Grass Lake and Big Bittern and 

decided to go up that way. Was that the way of it?" 

"Yes, we did," lied Clyde, most nervously, wishing now that he had not testified that it 

was in the Renfrew House that he had secured the folders. There might be some trap here again. 

"You and Miss Alden?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And you picked on Grass Lake as being the best because it was the cheapest. Wasn't that 

the way of it?" 



"Yes, sir. That was the way." 

"I see. And now do you remember these?" he added, reaching over and taking from his 

table a series of folders all properly identified as part and parcel of the contents of Clyde's bag at 

Bear Lake at the time he was arrested and which he now placed in Clyde's hands. "Look them 

over. Are those the folders I found in your bag at Bear Lake?" 

"Well, they look like the ones I had there." 

"Are these the ones you found in the rack at the Renfrew House and took upstairs to show 

Miss Alden?" 

Not a little terrified by the care with which this matter of folders was now being gone into 

by Mason, Clyde opened them and turned them over. Even now, because the label of the 

Lycurgus House ("Compliments of Lycurgus House, Lycurgus, N. Y.") was stamped in red very 

much like the printed red lettering on the rest of the folder, he failed to notice it at first. He 

turned and turned them over, and then having decided that there was no trap here, replied: 

"Yes, I think these are the ones." 

"Well, now," went on Mason, slyly, "in which one of these was it that you found that 

notice of Grass Lake Inn and the rate they charged up there? Wasn't it in this one?" And here he 

returned the identical stamped folder, on one page of which—and the same indicated by Mason's 

left forefinger—was the exact notice to which Clyde had called Roberta's attention. Also in the 

center was a map showing the Indian Chain together with Twelfth, Big Bittern, and Grass Lakes, 

as well as many others, and at the bottom of this map a road plainly indicated as leading from 

Grass Lake and Gun Lodge south past the southern end of Big Bittern to Three Mile Bay. Now 

seeing this after so long a time again, he suddenly decided that it must be his knowledge of this 

road that Mason was seeking to establish, and a little quivery and creepy now, he replied: "Yes, 

it may be the one. It looks like it. I guess it is, maybe." 

"Don't you know that it is?" insisted Mason, darkly and dourly. "Can't you tell from 

reading that item there whether it is or not?" 

"Well, it looks like it," replied Clyde, evasively after examining the item which had 

inclined him toward Grass Lake in the first place. "I suppose maybe it is." 

"You suppose! You suppose! Getting a little more cautious now that we're getting down 

to something practical. Well, just look at that map there again and tell me what you see. Tell me 

if you don't see a road marked as leading south from Grass Lake." 

"Yes," replied Clyde, a little sullenly and bitterly after a time, so flayed and bruised was 

he by this man who was so determined to harry him to his grave. He fingered the map and 

pretended to look as directed, but was seeing only all that he had seen long before there in 

Lycurgus, so shortly before he departed for Fonda to meet Roberta. And now here it was being 

used against him. 



"And where does it run, please? Do you mind telling the jury where it runs—from where 

to where?" 

And Clyde, nervous and fearful and physically very much reduced, now replied: "Well, it 

runs from Grass Lake to Three Mile Bay." 

"And to what or near what other places in between?" continued Mason, looking over his 

shoulder. 

"Gun Lodge. That's all." 

"What about Big Bittern? Doesn't it run near that when it gets to the south of it?" 

"Yes, sir, it does here." 

"Ever notice or study that map before you went to Grass Lake from Utica?" persisted 

Mason, tensely and, forcefully. 

"No, sir—I did not." 

"Never knew the road was on there?" 

"Well, I may have seen it," replied Clyde, "but if so I didn't pay any attention to it." 

"And, of course, by no possible chance could you have seen or studied this folder and 

that road before you left Utica?" 

"No, sir. I never saw it before." 

"I see. You're absolutely positive as to that?" 

"Yes, sir. I am." 

"Well then, explain to me, or to this jury, if you can, and under your solemn oath which 

you respect so much, how it comes that this particular folder chances to be marked, 

'Compliments of the Lycurgus House, Lycurgus, N. Y.'" And here he folded the folder and 

presenting the back, showed Clyde the thin red stamp in between the other red lettering. And 

Clyde, noting it, gazed as one in a trance. His ultra-pale face now blanched gray again, his long 

thin fingers opened and shut, the red and swollen and weary lids of his eyes blinked and blinked 

to break the strain of the damning fact before him. 

"I don't know," he said, a little weakly, after a time. "It must have been in the Renfrew 

House rack." 

"Oh, must it? And if I bring two witnesses here to swear that on July third—three days 

before you left Lycurgus for Fonda—you were seen by them to enter the Lycurgus House and 



take four or five folders from the rack there, will you still say that it 'musta been in the rack at the 

Renfrew House' on July sixth?" As he said this, Mason paused and looked triumphantly about as 

much as to say: There, answer that if you can! and Clyde, shaken and stiff and breathless for the 

time being was compelled to wait at least fifteen seconds before he was able sufficiently to 

control his nerves and voice in order to reply: "Well, it musta been. I didn't get it in Lycurgus." 

"Very good. But in the meantime we'll just let these gentlemen here look at this," and he 

now turned the folder over to the foreman of the jury, who in turn passed it to the juryman next 

to him, and so on, the while a distinct whisper and buzz passed over the entire courtroom. 

And when they had concluded—and much to the surprise of the audience, which was 

expecting more and more attacks and exposures, almost without cessation—Mason turned and 

explained: "That's all." And at once many of the spectators in the room beginning to whisper: 

"Trapped! Trapped!" And Justice Oberwaltzer at once announcing that because of the lateness of 

the hour, and in the face of a number of additional witnesses for the defense, as well as a few in 

rebuttal for the prosecution, he would prefer it if the work for the day ended here. And both 

Belknap and Mason gladly agreeing. And Clyde—the doors of the courtroom being stoutly 

locked until he should be in his cell across the way—being descended upon by Kraut and Sissel 

and by them led through and down the very door and stairs which for days he had been looking 

at and pondering about. And once he was gone, Belknap and Jephson looking at each other but 

not saying anything until once more safely locked in their own office, when Belknap began with: 

"...not carried off with enough of an air. The best possible defense but not enough courage. It just 

isn't in him, that's all." And Jephson, flinging himself heavily into a chair, his overcoat and hat 

still on, and saying: "No, that's the real trouble, no doubt. It musta been that he really did kill her. 

But I suppose we can't give up the ship now. He did almost better than I expected, at that." And 

Belknap adding: "Well, I'll do my final best and damnedest in my summing up, and that's all I 

can do." And Jephson replying, a little wearily: "That's right, Alvin, it's mostly up to you now, 

I'm sorry. But in the meantime, I think I'll go around to the jail and try and hearten 'im up a bit. It 

won't do to let him look too winged or lame tomorrow. He has to sit up and make the jury feel 

that he, himself, feels that he isn't guilty whatever they think." And rising he shoved his hands in 

the side pockets of his long coat and proceeded through the winter's dark and cold of the dreary 

town to see Clyde. 

  



Chapter 26 

The remainder of the trial consisted of the testimony of eleven witnesses—four for 

Mason and seven for Clyde. One of the latter— a Dr. A. K. Sword, of Rehobeth—chancing to be 

at Big Bittern on the day that Roberta's body was returned to the boat-house, now declared that 

he had seen and examined it there and that the wounds, as they appeared then, did not seem to 

him as other than such as might have been delivered by such a blow as Clyde admitted to having 

struck accidentally, and that unquestionably Miss Alden had been drowned while conscious—

and not unconscious, as the state would have the jury believe—a result which led Mason into an 

inquiry concerning the gentleman's medical history, which, alas, was not as impressive as it 

might have been. He had been graduated from a second-rate medical school in Oklahoma and 

had practised in a small town ever since. In addition to him—and entirely apart from the crime 

with which Clyde was charged—there was Samuel Yearsley, one of the farmers from around 

Gun Lodge, who, driving over the road which Roberta's body had traveled in being removed 

from Big Bittern to Gun Lodge, now earnestly swore that the road, as he had noticed in driving 

over it that same morning, was quite rough—making it possible for Belknap, who was examining 

him, to indicate that this was at least anapproximate cause of the extra-severity of the wounds 

upon Roberta's head and face. This bit of testimony was later contradicted, however, by a rival 

witness for Mason—the driver for Lutz Brothers, no less, who as earnestly swore that he found 

no ruts or rough places whatsoever in the road. And again there were Liggett and Whiggam to 

say that in so far as they had been able to note or determine, Clyde's conduct in connection with 

his technical efforts for Griffiths & Company had been attentive, faithful and valuable. They had 

seen no official harm in him. And then several other minor witnesses to say that in so far as they 

had been able to observe his social comings and goings, Clyde's conduct was most circumspect, 

ceremonious and guarded. He had done no ill that they knew of. But, alas, as Mason in cross-

examining them was quick to point out, they had never heard of Roberta Alden or her trouble or 

even of Clyde's social relationship with her. 

Finally many small and dangerous and difficult points having been bridged or buttressed 

or fended against as well as each side could, it became Belknap's duty to say his last word for 

Clyde. And to this he gave an entire day, most carefully, and in the spirit of his opening address, 

retracing and emphasizing every point which tended to show how almost unconsciously, if not 

quite innocently, Clyde had fallen into the relationship with Roberta which had ended so 

disastrously for both. Mental and moral cowardice, as he now reiterated, inflamed or at least 

operated on by various lacks in Clyde's early life, plus new opportunities such as previously had 

never appeared to be within his grasp, had affected his "perhaps too pliable and sensual and 

impractical and dreamy mind." No doubt he had not been fair to Miss Alden. No question as to 

that. He had not. But on the other hand—and as had been most clearly shown by the confession 

which the defense had elicited—he had not proved ultimately so cruel or vile as the prosecution 

would have the public and this honorable jury believe. Many men were far more cruel in their 

love life than this young boy had ever dreamed of being, and of course they were not necessarily 

hung for that. And in passing technically on whether this boy had actually committed the crime 

charged, it was incumbent upon this jury to see that no generous impulse relating to what this 

poor girl might have suffered in her love-relations with this youth be permitted to sway them to 

the belief or decision that for that this youth had committed the crime specifically stated in the 

indictment. Who among both sexes were not cruel at times in their love life, the one to the other? 



And then a long and detailed indictment of the purely circumstantial nature of the 

evidence—no single person having seen or heard anything of the alleged crime itself, whereas 

Clyde himself had explained most clearly how he came to find himself in the peculiar situation in 

which he did find himself. And after that, a brushing aside of the incident of the folder, as well as 

Clyde's not remembering the price of the boat at Big Bittern, his stopping to bury the tripod and 

his being so near Roberta and not aiding her, as either being mere accidents of chance, or 

memory, or, in the case of his failing to go to her rescue, of his being dazed, confused, 

frightened—"hesitating fatally but not criminally at the one time in his life when he should not 

have hesitated"—a really strong if jesuitical plea which was not without its merits and its weight. 

And then Mason, blazing with his conviction that Clyde was a murderer of the coldest 

and blackest type, and spending an entire day in riddling the "spider's tissue of lies and 

unsupported statements" with which the defense was hoping to divert the minds of the jury from 

the unbroken and unbreakable chain of amply substantiated evidence wherewith the prosecution 

had proved this "bearded man" to be the "red-handed murderer" that he was. And with hours 

spent in retracing the statements of the various witnesses. And other hours in denouncing Clyde, 

or re-telling the bitter miseries of Roberta—so much so that the jury, as well as the audience, was 

once more on the verge of tears. And with Clyde deciding in his own mind as he sat between 

Belknap and Jephson, that no jury such as this was likely to acquit him in the face of evidence so 

artfully and movingly recapitulated. 

And then Oberwaltzer from his high seat finally instructing the jury: "Gentlemen—all 

evidence is, in a strict sense, more or less circumstantial, whether consisting of facts which 

permit the inference of guilt or whether given by an eyewitness. The testimony of an eyewitness 

is, of course, based upon circumstances. 

"If any of the material facts of the case are at variance with the probability of guilt, it will 

be the duty of you gentlemen to give the defendant the benefit of the doubt raised. 

"And it must be remembered that evidence is not to be discredited or decried because it is 

circumstantial. It may often be more reliable evidence than direct evidence. 

"Much has been said here concerning motive and its importance in this case, but you are 

to remember that proof of motive is by no means indispensable or essential to conviction. While 

a motive may be shown as a circumstance to aid in fixing a crime, yet the people are not required 

to prove a motive. 

"If the jury finds that Roberta Alden accidentally or involuntarily fell out of the boat and 

that the defendant made no attempt to rescue her, that does not make the defendant guilty and the 

jury must find the defendant 'not guilty.' On the other hand, if the jury finds that the defendant in 

any way, intentionally, there and then brought about or contributed to that fatal accident, either 

by a blow or otherwise, it must find the defendant guilty. 

"While I do not say that you must agree upon your verdict, I would suggest that you 

ought not, any of you, place your minds in a position which will not yield if after careful 

deliberation you find you are wrong." 



So, Justice Oberwaltzer—solemnly and didactically from his high seat to the jury. 

And then, that point having been reached, the jury rising and filing from the room at five 

in the afternoon. And Clyde immediately thereafter being removed to his cell before the audience 

proper was allowed to leave the building. There was constant fear on the part of the sheriff that 

he might be attacked. And after that five long hours in which he waited, walking to and fro, to 

and fro, in his cell, or pretending to read or rest, the while Kraut or Sissel, tipped by various 

representatives of the press for information as to how Clyde "took it" at this time, slyly and 

silently remained as near as possible to watch. 

And in the meantime Justice Oberwaltzer and Mason and Belknap and Jephson, with 

their attendants and friends, in various rooms of the Bridgeburg Central Hotel, dining and then 

waiting impatiently, with the aid of a few drinks, for the jury to agree, and wishing and hoping 

that the verdict would be reached soon, whatever it might be. 

And in the meantime the twelve men—farmers, clerks and storekeepers, re-canvassing 

for their own mental satisfaction the fine points made by Mason and Belknap and Jephson. Yet 

out of the whole twelve but one man—Samuel Upham, a druggist—(politically opposed to 

Mason and taken with the personality of Jephson)—sympathizing with Belknap and Jephson. 

And so pretending that he had doubts as to the completeness of Mason's proof until at last after 

five ballots were taken he was threatened with exposure and the public rage and obloquy which 

was sure to follow in case the jury was hung. "We'll fix you. You won't get by with this without 

the public knowing exactly where you stand." Whereupon, having a satisfactory drug business in 

North Mansfield, he at once decided that it was best to pocket this opposition to Mason and 

agree. 

Then four hollow knocks on the door leading from the jury room to the courtroom. It was 

the foreman of the jury, Foster Lund, a dealer in cement, lime and stone. His great fist was 

knocking. And at that the hundreds who had crowded into the hot stuffy courtroom after dinner 

though many had not even left—stirred from the half stupor into which they had fallen. "What's 

that? What's happened? Is the jury ready to report? What's the verdict?" And men and women 

and children starting up to draw nearer the excluding rail. And the two deputies on guard before 

the jury door beginning to call. "All right! All right! As soon as the judge comes." And then 

other deputies hurrying to the prison over the way in order that the sheriff might be notified and 

Clyde brought over— and to the Bridgeburg Central Hotel to summon Oberwaltzer and all the 

others. And then Clyde, in a half stupor or daze from sheer loneliness and killing suspense, being 

manacled to Kraut and led over between Slack, Sissel and others. And Oberwaltzer, Mason, 

Belknap and Jephson and the entire company of newspaper writers, artists, photographers and 

others entering and taking the places that they had occupied all these long weeks. And Clyde 

winking and blinking as he was seated behind Belknap and Jephson now—not with them, for as 

stoutly manacled as he was to Kraut, he was compelled to sit by him. And then Oberwaltzer on 

the bench and the clerk in his place, the jury room door being opened and the twelve men filing 

solemnly in—quaint and varied figures in angular and for the most part much-worn suits of the 

ready-made variety. And as they did so, seating themselves in the jury box, only to rise again at 

the command of the clerk, who began: "Gentlemen of the jury, have you agreed on a verdict?"—



yet without one of them glancing in the direction of either Belknap or Jephson or Clyde, which 

Belknap at once interpreted as fatal. 

"It's all off," he whispered to Jephson. "Against us. I can tell." And then Lund 

announcing: "We have. We find the defendant guilty of murder in the first degree." And Clyde, 

entirely dazed and yet trying to keep his poise and remain serene, gazing straight before him 

toward the jury and beyond, and with scarcely a blink of the eye. For had he not, in his cell the 

night before, been told by Jephson, who had found him deeply depressed, that the verdict in this 

trial, assuming that it proved to be unfavorable, was of no consequence. The trial from start to 

finish had been unfair. Prejudice and bias had governed its every step. Such bullying and 

browbeating and innuendo as Mason had indulged in before the jury would never pass as fair or 

adequate in any higher court. And a new trial—on appeal—would certainly be granted—

although by whom such an appeal was to be conducted he was not now prepared to discuss. 

And now, recalling that, Clyde saying to himself that it did not so much matter perhaps, 

after all. It could not, really—or could it? Yet think what these words meant in case he could not 

get a new trial! Death! That is what it would mean if this were final—and perhaps it was final. 

And then to sit in that chair he had seen in his mind's eye for so long—these many days and 

nights when he could not force his mind to drive it away. Here it was again before him—that 

dreadful, ghastly chair—only closer and larger than ever before—there in the very center of the 

space between himself and Justice Oberwaltzer. He could see it plainly now— squarish, heavy-

armed, heavy-backed, some straps at the top and sides. God! Supposing no one would help him 

now! Even the Griffiths might not be willing to pay out any more money! Think of that! The 

Court of Appeals to which Jephson and Belknap had referred might not be willing to help him 

either. And then these words would be final. They would! They would! God! His jaws moved 

slightly, then set—because at the moment he became conscious that they were moving. Besides, 

at that moment Belknap was rising and asking for an individual poll of the jury, while Jephson 

leaned over and whispered: "Don't worry about it. It isn't final. We'll get a reversal as sure as 

anything." Yet as each of the jurors was saying: "Yes"—Clyde was listening to them, not to 

Jephson. Why should each one say that with so much emphasis? Was there not one who felt that 

he might not have done as Mason had said—struck her intentionally? Was there not one who 

even half-believed in that change of heart which Belknap and Jephson had insisted that he had 

experienced? He looked at them all—little and big. They were like a blackish-brown group of 

wooden toys with creamish-brown or old ivory faces and hands. Then he thought of his mother. 

She would hear of this now, for here were all these newspaper writers and artists and 

photographers assembled to hear this. And what would the Griffiths—his uncle and Gilbert—

think now? And Sondra! Sondra! Not a word from her. And through all this he had been openly 

testifying, as Belknap and Jcphson had agreed that he must do—to the compelling and directing 

power of his passion for her— the real reason for all this! But not a word. And she would not 

send him any word now, of course—she who had been going to marry him and give him 

everything! 

But in the meantime the crowd about him silent although—or perhaps because—

intensely satisfied. The little devil hadn't "gotten by." He hadn't fooled the twelve sane men of 

this county with all that bunk about a change of heart. What rot! While Jephson sat and stared, 

and Belknap, his strong face written all over with contempt and defiance, making his motions. 



And Mason and Burleigh and Newcomb and Redmond thinly repressing their intense satisfaction 

behind masks preternaturally severe, the while Belknap continued with a request that the 

sentence be put off until the following Friday—a week hence, when he could more conveniently 

attend, but with Justice Oberwaltzer replying that he thought not—unless some good reason 

could be shown. But on the morrow, if counsel desired, he would listen to an argument. If it were 

satisfactory he would delay sentence—otherwise, pronounce it the following Monday. 

Yet, even so, Clyde was not concerned with this argument at the moment. He was 

thinking of his mother and what she would think— feel. He had been writing her so regularly, 

insisting always that he was innocent and that she must not believe all, or even a part, of what 

she read an the newspapers. He was going to be acquitted sure. He was going to go on the stand 

and testify for himself. But now...now...oh, he needed her now—so much. Quite every one, as it 

seemed now, had forsaken him. He was terribly, terribly alone. And he must send her some word 

quickly. He must. He must. And then asking Jephson for a piece of paper and a pencil, he wrote: 

"Mrs. Asa Griffiths, care of Star of Hope Mission, Denver, Colorado. Dear mother—I am 

convicted—Clyde." And then handing that to Jephson, he asked him, nervously and weakly, if he 

would see that it was sent right away. "Right away, son, sure," replied Jephson, touched by his 

looks, and waving to a press boy who was near gave it to him together with the money. 

And then, while this was going on, all the public exits being locked until Clyde, 

accompanied by Sissel and Kraut, had been ushered through the familiar side entrance through 

which he had hoped to escape. And while all the press and the public and the still-remaining jury 

gazing, for even yet they had not seen enough of Clyde but must stare into his face to see how he 

was taking it. And because of the local feeling against him, Justice Oberwaltzer, at Slack's 

request, holding court un-adjourned until word was brought that Clyde was once more locked in 

his cell, whereupon the doors were re-opened. And then the crowd surging out but only to wait at 

the courtroom door in order to glimpse, as he passed out, Mason, who now, of all the figures in 

this case, was the true hero— the nemesis of Clyde—the avenger of Roberta. That he not 

appearing at first but instead Jephson and Belknap together, and not so much depressed as 

solemn, defiant—Jephson in particular, looking unconquerably contemptuous. Then some one 

calling: "Well, you didn't get him off just the same," and Jephson replying, with a shrug of his 

shoulders, "Not yet, but this county isn't all of the law either." Then Mason, immediately 

afterward—a heavy, baggy overcoat thrown over his shoulder, his worn soft hat pulled low over 

his eyes—and followed by Burleigh, Heit, Newcomb and others as a royal train—while he 

walked in the manner of one entirely oblivious of the meaning or compliment of this waiting 

throng. For was he not now a victor and an elected judge! And as instantly being set upon by a 

circling, huzzahing mass—the while a score of those nearest sought to seize him by the hand or 

place a grateful pat upon his arm or shoulder. "Hurrah for Orville!" "Good for you, Judge!" (his 

new or fast-approaching title). "By God! Orville Mason, you deserve the thanks of this county!" 

"Hy-oh! Heigh! Heigh!" "Three cheers for Orville Mason!" And with that the crowd bursting 

into three resounding huzzahs—which Clyde in his cell could clearly hear and at the same time 

sense the meaning of. 

They were cheering Mason for convicting him. In that large crowd out there there was 

not one who did not believe him totally and completely guilty. Roberta—her letters—her 

determination to make him marry her—her giant fear of exposure—had dragged him down to 



this. To conviction. To death, maybe. Away from all he had longed for—away from all he had 

dreamed he might possess. And Sondra! Sondra! Not a word! Not a word! And so now, fearing 

that Kraut or Sissel or some one might be watching (ready to report even now his every gesture), 

and not willing to show after all how totally collapsed and despondent he really was, he sat down 

and taking up a magazine pretended to read, the while he looked far, far beyond it to other 

scenes—his mother—his brother and sisters— the Griffiths—all he had known. But finding 

these unsubstantiated mind visions a little too much, he finally got up and throwing off his 

clothes climbed into his iron cot. 

"Convicted! Convicted!" And that meant that he must die! God! But how blessed to be 

able to conceal his face upon a pillow and not let any one see—however accurately they might 

guess! 

  



Chapter 27 

The dreary aftermath of a great contest and a great failure, with the general public from 

coast to coast—in view of this stern local interpretation of the tragedy—firmly convinced that 

Clyde was guilty and, as heralded by the newspapers everywhere, that he had been properly 

convicted. The pathos of that poor little murdered country girl! Her sad letters! How she must 

have suffered! That weak defense! Even the Griffiths of Denver were so shaken by the evidence 

as the trial had progressed that they scarcely dared read the papers openly—one to the other—

but, for the most part, read of it separately and alone, whispering together afterwards of the 

damning, awful deluge of circumstantial evidence. Yet, after reading Belknap's speech and 

Clyde's own testimony, this little family group that had struggled along together for so long 

coming to believe in their own son and brother in spite of all they had previously read against 

him. And because of this—during the trial as well as afterwards—writing him cheerful and 

hopeful letters, based frequently on letters from him in which he insisted over and over again that 

he was not guilty. Yet once convicted, and out of the depths of his despair wiring his mother as 

he did—and the papers confirming it—absolute consternation in the Griffiths family. For was not 

this proof? Or, was it? All the papers seemed to think so. And they rushed reporters to Mrs. 

Griffiths, who, together with her little brood, had sought refuge from the unbearable publicity in 

a remote part of Denver entirely removed from the mission world. A venal moving-van company 

had revealed her address. 

And now this American witness to the rule of God upon earth, sitting in a chair in her 

shabby, nondescript apartment, hard-pressed for the very means to sustain herself—degraded by 

the milling forces of life and the fell and brutal blows of chance—yet serene in her trust—and 

declaring: "I cannot think this morning. I seem numb and things look strange to me. My boy 

found guilty of murder! But I am his mother and I am not convinced of his guilt by any means! 

He has written me that he is not guilty and I believe him. And to whom should he turn with the 

truth and for trust if not to me? But there is He who sees all things and who knows." 

At the same time there was so much in the long stream of evidence, as well as Clyde's 

first folly in Kansas City, that had caused her to wonder—and fear. Why was he unable to 

explain that folder? Why couldn't he have gone to the girl's aid when he could swim so well? 

And why did he proceed so swiftly to the mysterious Miss X— whoever she was? Oh, surely, 

surely, surely, she was not going to be compelled, in spite of all her faith, to believe that her 

eldest—the most ambitious and hopeful, if restless, of all of her children, was guilty of such a 

crime! No! She could not doubt him—even now. Under the merciful direction of a living God, 

was it not evil in a mother to believe evil of a child, however dread his erring ways might seem? 

In the silence of the different rooms of the mission, before she had been compelled to remove 

from there because of curious and troublesome visitors, had she not stood many times in the 

center of one of those miserable rooms while sweeping and dusting, free from the eye of any 

observer—her head thrown back, her eyes closed, her strong, brown face molded in homely and 

yet convinced and earnest lines—a figure out of the early Biblical days of her six-thousand-year-

old world—and earnestly directing her thoughts to that imaginary throne which she saw as 

occupied by the living, giant mind and body of the living God—her Creator. And praying by the 

quarter and the half hour that she be given strength and understanding and guidance to know of 

her son's innocence or guilt—and if innocent that this searing burden of suffering be lifted from 



him and her and all those dear to him and her—or if guilty, she be shown how to do—how to 

endure the while he be shown how to wash from his immortal soul forever the horror of the thing 

he had done—make himself once more, if possible, white before the Lord. 

"Thou art mighty, O God, and there is none beside Thee. Behold, to Thee all things are 

possible. In Thy favor is Life. Have mercy, O God. Though his sins be as scarlet, make him 

white as snow. Though they be red like crimson, make them as wool." 

Yet in her then—and as she prayed—was the wisdom of Eve in regard to the daughters of 

Eve. That girl whom Clyde was alleged to have slain—what about her? Had she not sinned too? 

And was she not older than Clyde? The papers said so. Examining the letters, line by line, she 

was moved by their pathos and was intensely and pathetically grieved for the misery that had 

befallen the Aldens. Nevertheless, as a mother and woman full of the wisdom of ancient Eve, she 

saw how Roberta herself must have consented—how the lure of her must have aided in the 

weakening and the betrayal of her son. A strong, good girl would not have consented—could not 

have. How many confessions about this same thing had she not heard in the mission and at street 

meetings? And might it not be said in Clyde's favor—as in the very beginning of life in the 

Garden of Eden—"the woman tempted me"? 

Truly—and because of that— 

"His mercy endureth forever," she quoted. And if His mercy endureth—must that of 

Clyde's mother be less? 

"If ye have faith, so much as the grain of a mustard seed," she quoted to herself—and 

now, in the face of these importuning reporters added: "Did my son kill her? That is the question. 

Nothing else matters in the eyes of our Maker," and she looked at the sophisticated, callous 

youths with the look of one who was sure that her God would make them understand. And even 

so they were impressed by her profound sincerity and faith. "Whether or not the jury has found 

him guilty or innocent is neither here nor there in the eyes of Him who holds the stars in the 

hollow of His hand. The jury's finding is of men. It is of the earth's earthy. I have read his 

lawyer's plea. My son himself has told me in his letters that he is not guilty. I believe my son. I 

am convinced that he is innocent." 

And Asa in another corner of the room, saying little. Because of his lack of 

comprehension of the actualities as well as his lack of experience of the stern and motivating 

forces of passion, he was unable to grasp even a tithe of the meaning of this. He had never 

understood Clyde or his lacks or his feverish imaginings, so he said, and preferred not to discuss 

him. 

"But," continued Mrs. Griffiths, "at no time have I shielded Clyde in his sin against 

Roberta Alden. He did wrong, but she did wrong too in not resisting him. There can be no 

compromising with sin in any one. And though my heart goes out in sympathy and love to the 

bleeding heart of her dear mother and father who have suffered so, still we must not fail to see 

that this sin was mutual and that the world should know and judge accordingly. Not that I want 

to shield him," she repeated. "He should have remembered the teachings of his youth." And here 



her lips compressed in a sad and somewhat critical misery. "But I have read her letters too. And I 

feel that but for them, the prosecuting attorney would have no real case against my son. He used 

them to work on the emotions of the jury." She got up, tried as by fire, and exclaimed, tensely 

and beautifully: "But he is my son! He has just been convicted. I must think as a mother how to 

help him, however I feel as to his sin." She gripped her hands together, and even the reporters 

were touched by her misery. "I must go to him! I should have gone before. I see it now." She 

paused, discovering herself to be addressing her inmost agony, need, fear, to these public ears 

and voices, which might in no wise understand or care. 

"Some people wonder," now interrupted one of these same—a most practical and 

emotionally calloused youth of Clyde's own age—"why you weren't there during the trial. Didn't 

you have the money to go?" 

"I had no money," she replied simply. "Not enough, anyhow. And besides, they advised 

me not to come—that they did not need me. But now—now I must go—in some way—I must 

find out how." She went to a small shabby desk, which was a part of the sparse and colorless 

equipment of the room. "You boys are going downtown," she said. "Would one of you send a 

telegram for me if I give you the money?" 

"Sure!" exclaimed the one who had asked her the rudest question. "Give it to me. You 

don't need any money. I'll have the paper send it." Also, as he thought, he would write it up, or 

in, as part of his story. 

She seated herself at the yellow and scratched desk and after finding a small pad and pen, 

she wrote: "Clyde—Trust in God. All things are possible to Him. Appeal at once. Read Psalm 

51. Another trial will prove your innocence. We will come to you soon. Father and Mother." 

"Perhaps I had just better give you the money," she added, nervously, wondering whether 

it would be well to permit a newspaper to pay for this and wondering at the same time if Clyde's 

uncle would be willing to pay for an appeal. It might cost a great deal. Then she added: "It's 

rather long." 

"Oh, don't bother about that!" exclaimed another of the trio, who was anxious to read the 

telegram. "Write all you want. We'll see that it goes." 

"I want a copy of that," added the third, in a sharp and uncompromising tone, seeing that 

the first reporter was proceeding to take and pocket the message. "This isn't private. I get it from 

you or her—now!" 

And at this, number one, in order to avoid a scene, which Mrs. Griffiths, in her slow way, 

was beginning to sense, extracted the slip from his pocket and turned it over to the others, who 

there and then proceeded to copy it. 

At the same time that this was going on, the Griffiths of Lycurgus, having been consulted 

as to the wisdom and cost of a new trial, disclosed themselves as by no means interested, let 

alone convinced, that an appeal—at least at their expense—was justified. The torture and 



socially—if not commercially— destroying force of all this—every hour of it a Golgotha! Bella 

and her social future, to say nothing of Gilbert and his— completely overcast and charred by this 

awful public picture of the plot and crime that one of their immediate blood had conceived and 

executed! Samuel Griffiths himself, as well as his wife, fairly macerated by this blasting flash 

from his well-intentioned, though seemingly impractical and nonsensical good deed. Had not a 

long, practical struggle with life taught him that sentiment in business was folly? Up to the hour 

he had met Clyde he had never allowed it to influence him in any way. But his mistaken notion 

that his youngest brother had been unfairly dealt with by their father! And now this! This! His 

wife and daughter compelled to remove from the scene of their happiest years and comforts and 

live as exiles— perhaps forever—in one of the suburbs of Boston, or elsewhere—or forever 

endure the eyes and sympathy of their friends! And himself and Gilbert almost steadily 

conferring ever since as to the wisdom of uniting the business in stock form with some of the 

others of Lycurgus or elsewhere—or, if not that, of transferring, not by degrees but speedily, to 

either Rochester or Buffalo or Boston or Brooklyn, where a main plant might be erected. The 

disgrace of this could only be overcome by absenting themselves from Lycurgus and all that it 

represented to them. They must begin life all over again—socially at least. That did not mean so 

much to himself or his wife—their day was about over anyhow. But Bella and Gilbert and 

Myra—how to rehabilitate them in some way, somewhere? 

And so, even before the trial was finished, a decision on the part of Samuel and Gilbert 

Griffiths to remove the business to South Boston, where they might decently submerge 

themselves until the misery and shame of this had in part at least been forgotten. 

And because of this further aid to Clyde absolutely refused. And Belknap and Jephson 

then sitting down together to consider. For obviously, their time being as valuable as it was—

devoted hitherto to the most successful practice in Bridgeburg—and with many matters waiting 

on account of the pressure of this particular case— they were by no means persuaded that either 

their practical self-interest or their charity permitted or demanded their assisting Clyde without 

further recompense. In fact, the expense of appealing this case was going to be considerable as 

they saw it. The record was enormous. The briefs would be large and expensive, and the State's 

allowance for them was pitifully small. At the same time, as Jephson pointed out, it was folly to 

assume that the western Griffiths might not be able to do anything at all. Had they not been 

identified with religious and charitable work this long while? And was it not possible, the 

tragedy of Clyde's present predicament pointed out to them, that they might through appeals of 

various kinds raise at least sufficient money to defray the actual costs of such an appeal? Of 

course, they had not aided Clyde up to the present time but that was because his mother had been 

notified that she was not needed. It was different now. 

"Better wire her to come on," suggested Jephson, practically. "We can get Oberwaltzer to 

set the sentence over until the tenth if we say that she is trying to come on here. Besides, just tell 

her to do it and if she says she can't we'll see about the money then. But she'll be likely to get it 

and maybe some towards the appeal too." 

And forthwith a telegram and a letter to Mrs. Griffiths, saying that as yet no word had 

been said to Clyde but none-the-less his Lycurgus relatives had declined to assist him further in 

any way. Besides, he was to be sentenced not later than the tenth, and for his own future welfare 



it was necessary that some one—preferably herself—appear. Also that funds to cover the cost of 

an appeal be raised, or at least the same guaranteed. 

And then Mrs. Griffiths, on her knees praying to her God to help her. Here, now, he must 

show his Almighty hand—his never-failing mercy. Enlightenment and help must come from 

somewhere—otherwise how was she to get the fare, let alone raise money for Clyde's appeal? 

Yet as she prayed—on her knees—a thought. The newspapers had been hounding her for 

interviews. They had followed her here and there. Why had she not gone to her son's aid? What 

did she think of this? What of that? And now she said to herself, why should she not go to the 

editor of one of the great papers so anxious to question her always and tell him how great was 

her need? Also, that if he would help her to reach her son in time to be with him on his day of 

sentence that she, his mother, would report the same for him. These papers were sending their 

reporters here, there— even to the trial, as she had read. Why not her—his mother? Could she 

not speak and write too? How many, many tracts had she not composed? 

And so now to her feet—only to sink once more on her knees: "Thou hast answered me, 

oh, my God!" she exclaimed. Then rising, she got out her ancient brown coat, the commonplace 

brown bonnet with strings—based on some mood in regard to religious livery—and at once 

proceeded to the largest and most important newspaper. And because of the notoriety of her son's 

trial she was shown directly to the managing editor, who was as much interested as he was 

impressed and who listened to her with respect and sympathy. He understood her situation and 

was under the impression that the paper would be interested in this. He disappeared for a few 

moments—then returned. She would be employed as a correspondent for a period of three 

weeks, and after that until further notice. Her expenses to and fro would be covered. An assistant, 

into whose hands he would now deliver her would instruct her as to the method of preparing and 

filing her communications. He would also provide her with some ready cash. She might even 

leave tonight if she chose—the sooner, the better. The paper would like a photograph or two 

before she left. But as he talked, and as he noticed, her eyes were closed—her head back. She 

was offering thanks to the God who had thus directly answered her plea. 

  



Chapter 28 

Bridgeburg and a slow train that set down a tired, distrait woman at its depot after 

midnight on the eighth of December. Bitter cold and bright stars. A lone depot assistant who on 

inquiry directed her to the Bridgeburg Central House—straight up the street which now faced 

her, then two blocks to her left after she reached the second street. The sleepy night clerk of the 

Central House providing her instantly with a room and, once he knew who she was, directing her 

to the county jail. But she deciding after due rumination that now was not the hour. He might be 

sleeping. She would go to bed and rise early in the morning. She had sent him various telegrams. 

He knew that she was coming. 

But as early as seven in the morning, rising, and by eight appearing at the jail, letters, 

telegrams and credentials in hand. And the jail officials, after examining the letters she carried 

and being convinced of her identity, notifying Clyde of her presence. And he, depressed and 

forlorn, on hearing this news, welcoming the thought of her as much as at first he had dreaded 

her coming. For now things were different. All the long grim story had been told. And because of 

the plausible explanation which Jephson had provided him, he could face her perhaps and say 

without a quaver that it was true—that he had not plotted to kill Roberta—that he had not 

willingly left her to die in the water. And then hurrying down to the visitor's room, where, by the 

courtesy of Slack, he was permitted to talk with his mother alone. 

On seeing her rise at his entrance, and hurrying to her, his troubled intricate soul not a 

little dubious, yet confident also that it was to find sanctuary, sympathy, help, perhaps—and that 

without criticism—in her heart. And exclaiming with difficulty, as a lump thickened in his 

throat: "Gee, Ma! I'm glad you've come." But she too moved for words—her condemned boy in 

her arms— merely drawing his head to her shoulder and then looking up. The Lord God had 

vouchsafed her this much. Why not more? The ultimate freedom of her son—or if not that, at 

least a new trial—a fair consideration of the evidence in his favor which had not been had yet, of 

course. And so they stood for several moments. 

Then news of home, the reason for her presence, her duty as a correspondent to interview 

him—later to appear with him in court at the hour of his sentence—a situation over which Clyde 

winced. Yet now, as he heard from her, his future was likely to depend on her efforts alone. The 

Lycurgus Griffiths, for reasons of their own, had decided not to aid him further. But she—if she 

were but able to face the world with a sound claim—might still aid him. Had not the Lord aided 

her thus far? Yet to face the world and the Lord with her just one plea she must know from 

him—now—the truth as to whether he had intentionally or unintentionally struck Roberta—

whether intentionally or unintentionally he had left her to die. She had read the evidence and his 

letters and had noted all the defects in his testimony. But were those things as contended by 

Mason true or false? 

Clyde, now as always overawed and thrown back on himself by that uncompromising and 

shameless honesty which he had never been able quite to comprehend in her, announced, with all 

the firmness that he could muster—yet with a secret quavering chill in his heart— that he had 

sworn to the truth. He had not done those things with which he had been charged. He had not. 

But, alas, as she now said to herself, on observing him, what was that about his eyes—a faint 



flicker perhaps. He was not so sure—as self-convinced and definite as she had hoped—as she 

had prayed he would be. No, no, there was something in his manner, his words, as he spoke—a 

faint recessive intonation, a sense of something troubled, dubious, perhaps, which quite froze her 

now. 

He was not positive enough. And so he might have plotted, in part at least, as she had 

feared at first, when she had first heard of this—might have even struck her on that lone, secret 

lake!—who could tell? (the searing, destroying power of such a thought as that). And that in the 

face of all his testimony to the contrary. 

But "Jehovah, jirah, Thou wilt not require of a mother, in her own and her son's darkest 

hour, that she doubt him,—make sure his death through her own lack of faith? Oh, no—Thou 

wilt not. O Lamb of God, Thou wilt not!" She turned; she bruised under her heel the scaly head 

of this dark suspicion—as terrifying to her as his guilt was to him. "O Absalom, my Absalom!" 

Come, come, we will not entertain such a thought. God himself would not urge it upon a mother. 

Was he not here—her son—before her, declaring firmly that he had not done this thing. She must 

believe—she would believe him utterly. She would—and did—whatever fiend of doubt might 

still remain locked in the lowest dungeon of her miserable heart. Come, come, the public should 

know how she felt. She and her son would find a way. He must believe and pray. Did he have a 

Bible? Did he read it? And Clyde having been long since provided with a Bible by a prison 

worker, assured her that he had and did read it. 

But now she must go first to see his lawyers, next to file her dispatch, after which she 

would return. But once out on the street being immediately set upon by several reporters and 

eagerly questioned as to the meaning of her presence here. Did she believe in her son's 

innocence? Did she or did she not think that he had had a fair trial? Why had she not come on 

before? And Mrs. Griffiths, in her direct and earnest and motherly way, taking them into her 

confidence and telling how as well as why she came to be here, also why she had not come 

before. 

But now that she was here she hoped to stay. The Lord would provide the means for the 

salvation of her son, of whose innocence she was convinced. Would they not ask God to help 

her? Would they not pray for her success? And with the several reporters not a little moved and 

impressed, assuring her that they would, of course, and thereafter describing her to the world at 

large as she was—middle-aged, homely, religious, determined, sincere and earnest and with a 

moving faith in the innocence of her boy. 

But the Griffiths of Lycurgus, on hearing this, resenting her coming as one more blow. 

And Clyde, in his cell, on reading of it later, somewhat shocked by the gross publicity now 

attending everything in connection with him, yet, because of his mother's presence, resigned and 

after a time almost happy. Whatever her faults or defects, after all she was his mother, wasn't 

she? And she had come to his aid. Let the public think what it would. Was he not in the shadow 

of death and she at least had not deserted him. And with this, her suddenly manifested skill in 

connecting herself in this way with a Denver paper, to praise her for. 



She had never done anything like this before. And who knew but that possibly, and even 

in the face of her dire poverty now, she might still be able to solve this matter of a new trial for 

him and to save his life? Who knew? And yet how much and how indifferently he had sinned 

against her! Oh, how much. And still here she was— his mother still anxious and tortured and 

yet loving and seeking to save his life by writing up his own conviction for a western paper. No 

longer did the shabby coat and the outlandish hat and the broad, immobile face and somewhat 

stolid and crude gestures seem the racking and disturbing things they had so little time since. She 

was his mother and she loved him, and believed in him and was struggling to save him. 

On the other hand Belknap and Jephson on first encountering her were by no means so 

much impressed. For some reason they had not anticipated so crude and unlettered and yet 

convinced a figure. The wide, flat shoes. The queer hat. The old brown coat. Yet somehow, after 

a few moments, arrested by her earnestness and faith and love for her son and her fixed, 

inquiring, and humanly clean and pure blue eyes in which dwelt immaterial conviction and 

sacrifice with no shadow of turning. 

Did they personally think her son innocent? She must know that first. Or did they secretly 

believe that he was guilty? She had been so tortured by all the contradictory evidence. God had 

laid a heavy cross upon her and hers. Nevertheless, Blessed be His name! And both, seeing and 

feeling her great concern, were quick to assure her that they were convinced of Clyde's 

innocence. If he were executed for this alleged crime it would be a travesty on justice. 

Yet both, now that they saw her, troubled as to the source of any further funds, her 

method of getting here, which she now explained, indicating that she had nothing. And an appeal 

sure to cost not less than two thousand. And Mrs. Griffiths, after an hour in their presence, in 

which they made clear to her the basic cost of an appeal—covering briefs to be prepared, 

arguments, trips to be made—asserting repeatedly that she did not quite see how she was to do. 

Then suddenly, and to them somewhat inconsequentially, yet movingly and dramatically, 

exclaiming: "The Lord will not desert me. I know it. He has declared himself unto me. It was His 

voice there in Denver that directed me to that paper. And now that I am here, I will trust Him and 

He will guide me." 

But Belknap and Jephson merely looking at one another in unconvinced and pagan 

astonishment. Such faith! An exhorter! An Evangelist, no less! Yet to Jephson, here was an idea! 

There was the religious element to be reckoned with everywhere—strong in its agreement with 

just such faith. Assuming the Griffiths of Lycurgus to remain obdurate and unmoved—why 

then—why then—and now that she was here—there were the churches and the religious people 

generally. Might it not be possible, with such a temperament and such faith as this, to appeal to 

the very element that had hitherto most condemned Clyde and made his conviction a certainty, 

for funds wherewith to carry this case to the court of appeals? This lorn mother. Her faith in her 

boy. 

Presto! 

A lecture, at so much for admission, and in which, hard-pressed as she was and could 

show, she would set forth the righteousness of her boy's claim—seek to obtain the sympathy of 



the prejudiced public and incidentally two thousand dollars or more with which this appeal could 

be conducted. 

And now Jephson, turning to her and laying the matter before her and offering to prepare 

a lecture or notes—a condensation of his various arguments—in fact, an entire lecture which she 

could re-arrange and present as she chose—all the data which was the ultimate, basic truth in 

regard to her son. And she, her brown cheeks flushing and her eyes brightening, agreeing she 

would do it. She would try. She could do no less than try. Verily, verily, was not this the Voice 

and Hand of God in the darkest hour of her tribulation? 

On the following morning Clyde was arraigned for sentence, with Mrs. Griffiths given a 

seat near him and seeking, paper and pencil in hand, to make notes of, for her, an unutterable 

scene, while a large crowd surveyed her. His own mother! And acting as a reporter! Something 

absurd, grotesque, insensitive, even ludicrous, about such a family and such a scene. And to 

think the Griffiths of Lycurgus should be so immediately related to them. 

Yet Clyde sustained and heartened by her presence. For had she not returned to the jail 

the previous afternoon with her plan? And as soon as this was over—whatever the sentence 

might be—she would begin with her work. 

And so, and that almost in spite of himself, in his darkest hour, standing up before Justice 

Oberwaltzer and listening first to a brief recital of his charge and trial (which was pronounced by 

Oberwaltzer to have been fair and impartial), then to the customary: "Have you any cause which 

shows why the judgment of death should not now be pronounced against you according to 

law?"— to which and to the astonishment of his mother and the auditors (if not Jephson, who 

had advised and urged him so to do), Clyde now in a clear and firm voice replied: 

"I am innocent of the crime as charged in the indictment. I never killed Roberta Alden 

and therefore I think this sentence should not be passed." 

And then staring straight before him conscious only of the look of admiration and love 

turned on him by his mother. For had not her son now declared himself, here at this fatal 

moment, before all these people? And his word here, if not in that jail, would be true, would it 

not? Then her son was not guilty. He was not. He was not. Praised be the name of the Lord in the 

highest. And deciding to make a great point of this in her dispatch—so as to get it in all the 

papers, and in her lecture afterwards. 

However, Oberwaltzer, without the faintest sign of surprise or perturbation, now 

continued: "Is there anything else you care to say?" 

"No," replied Clyde, after a moment's hesitation. 

"Clyde Griffiths," then concluded Oberwaltzer, "the judgment of the Court is that you, 

Clyde Griffiths, for the murder in the first degree of one, Roberta Alden, whereof you are 

convicted, be, and you are hereby sentenced to the punishment of death; and it is ordered that, 

within ten days after this day's session of Court, the Sheriff of this county of Cataraqui deliver 



you, together with the warrant of this Court, to the Agent and Warden of the State Prison of the 

State of New York at Auburn, where you shall be kept in solitary confinement until the week 

beginning Monday the 28th day of January, 19—, and, upon some day within the week so 

appointed, the said Agent and Warden of the State Prison of the State of New York at Auburn is 

commended to do execution upon you, Clyde Griffiths, in the mode and manner prescribed by 

the laws of the State of New York." 

And that done, a smile from Mrs. Griffiths to her boy and an answering smile from Clyde 

to her. For since he had announced that he was not guilty—here—her spirit had risen in the face 

of this sentence. He was really innocent,—he must be, since he had declared it here. And Clyde 

because of her smile saying to himself, his mother believed in him now. She had not been 

swayed by all the evidence against him. And this faith, mistaken or not, was now so sustaining—

so needed. What he had just said was true as he now saw it. He had not struck Roberta. 

That was true. And therefore he was not guilty. Yet Kraut and Slack were once more seizing him 

and escorting him to the cell. 

Immediately thereafter his mother seating herself at a press table proceeded to explain to 

contiguous press representatives now curiously gathering about her: "You mustn't think too 

badly of me, you gentlemen of the papers. I don't know much about this but it is the only way I 

could think of to be with my boy. I couldn't have come otherwise." And then one lanky 

correspondent stepping up to say: "Don't worry, mother. Is there any way I can help you? Want 

me to straighten out what you want to say? I'll be glad to." And then sitting down beside her and 

proceeding to help her arrange her impressions in the form in which he assumed her Denver 

paper might like them. And others as well offering to do anything they could—and all greatly 

moved. 

Two days later, the proper commitment papers having been prepared and his mother 

notified of the change but not permitted to accompany him, Clyde was removed to Auburn, the 

Western penitentiary of the State of New York, where in the "death house" or "Murderers' Row," 

as it was called—as gloomy and torturesome an inferno as one could imagine any human 

compelled to endure—a combination of some twenty-two cells on two separate levels—he was 

to be restrained until ordered retried or executed. 

Yet as he traveled from Bridgeburg to this place, impressive crowds at every station—

young and old—men, women and children—all seeking a glimpse of the astonishingly youthly 

slayer. And girls and women, under the guise of kindly interest, but which, at best, spelled little 

more than a desire to achieve a facile intimacy with this daring and romantic, if unfortunate 

figure, throwing him a flower here and there and calling to him gayly and loudly as the train 

moved out from one station or another: 

"Hello, Clyde! Hope to see you soon again. Don't stay too long down there." 

"If you take an appeal, you're sure to be acquitted. We hope so, anyhow." 

And with Clyde not a little astonished and later even heartened by this seemingly 

favorable discrepancy between the attitude of the crowds in Bridgeburg and this sudden, morbid, 



feverish and even hectic curiosity here, bowing and smiling and even waving with his hand. Yet 

thinking, none the less, "I am on the way to the death house and they can be so friendly. It is a 

wonder they dare." And with Kraut and Sissel, his guards, because of the distinction and 

notoriety of being both his captors and jailors, as well also because of these unusual attentions 

from passengers on the train and individuals in these throngs without being themselves flattered 

and ennobled. 

But after this one brief colorful flight in the open since his arrest, past these waiting 

throngs and over winter sunlit fields and hills of snow that reminded him of Lycurgus, Sondra, 

Roberta, and all that he had so kaleidoscopically and fatally known in the twenty months just 

past, the gray and restraining walls of Auburn itself—with, once he was presented to a clerk in 

the warden's office and his name and crime entered in the books—himself assigned to two 

assistants, who saw to it that he was given a prison bath and hair cut—all the wavy, black hair he 

so much admired cut away—a prison-striped uniform and hideous cap of the same material, 

prison underwear and heavy gray felt shoes to quiet the restless prison tread in which in time he 

might indulge, together with the number, 77221. 

And so accoutered, immediately transferred to the death house proper, where in a cell on 

the ground floor he was now locked—a squarish light clean space, eight by ten feet in size and 

fitted with sanitary plumbing as well as a cot bed, a table, a chair and a small rack for books. 

And here then, while he barely sensed that there were other cells about him—ranging up and 

down a wide hall— he first stood—and then seated himself—now no longer buoyed by the more 

intimate and sociable life of the jail at Bridgeburg—or those strange throngs and scenes that had 

punctuated his trip here. 

The hectic tensity and misery of these hours! That sentence to die; that trip with all those 

people calling to him; that cutting of his hair downstairs in that prison barber shop—and by a 

convict; the suit and underwear that was now his and that he now had on. There was no mirror 

here—or anywhere,—but no matter—he could feel how he looked. This baggy coat and trousers 

and this striped cap. He threw it hopelessly to the floor. For but an hour before he had been 

clothed in a decent suit and shirt and tie and shoes, and his appearance had been neat and 

pleasing as he himself had thought as he left Bridgeburg. But now—how must he look? And to-

morrow his mother would be coming—and later Jephson or Belknap, maybe. God! 

But worse—there, in that cell directly opposite him, a sallow and emaciated and sinister-

looking Chinaman in a suit exactly like his own, who had come to the bars of his door and was 

looking at him out of inscrutable slant eyes, but as immediately turning and scratching himself—

vermin, maybe, as Clyde immediately feared. There had been bedbugs at Bridgeburg. 

A Chinese murderer. For was not this the death house? But as good as himself here. And 

with a garb like his own. Thank God visitors were probably not many. He had heard from his 

mother that scarcely any were allowed—that only she and Belknap and Jephson and any minister 

he chose might come once a week. But now these hard, white-painted walls brightly lighted by 

wide unobstructed skylights by day and as he could see—by incandescent lamps in the hall 

without at night—yet all so different from Bridgeburg,—so much more bright or harsh 

illuminatively. For there, the jail being old, the walls were a gray-brown, and not very clean—the 



cells larger, the furnishings more numerous—a table with a cloth on it at times, books, papers, a 

chess- and checker-board—whereas here— here was nothing, these hard narrow walls—the iron 

bars rising to a heavy solid ceiling above—and that very, very heavy iron door which yet—like 

the one at Bridgeburg, had a small hole through which food would be passed, of course. 

But just then a voice from somewhere: 

"Hey! we got a new one wid us, fellers! Ground tier, second cell, east." And then a 

second voice: "You don't say. Wot's he like?" And a third: "Wot's yer name, new man? Don't be 

scared. You ain't no worse off than the rest of us." And then the first voice, answering number 

two: "Kinda tall and skinny. A kid. Looks a little like mamma's boy, but not bad at dat. Hey, 

you! Tell us your name!" 

And Clyde, amazed and dumb and pondering. For how was one to take such an 

introduction as this? What to say—what to do? Should he be friendly with these men? Yet, his 

instinct for tact prompting him even here to reply, most courteously and promptly: "Clyde 

Griffiths." And one of the first voices continuing: "Oh, sure! We know who you are. Welcome, 

Griffiths. We ain't as bad as we sound. We been readin' a lot about you, up dere in Bridgeburg. 

We thought you'd be along pretty soon now." And another voice: "You don't want to be too 

down. It ain't so worse here. At least de place is all right—a roof over your head, as dey say." 

And then a laugh from somewhere. 

But Clyde, too horrified and sickened for words, was sadly gazing at the walls and door, 

then over at the Chinaman, who, silent at his door, was once more gazing at him. Horrible! 

Horrible! And they talked to each other like that, and to a stranger among them so familiarly. No 

thought for his wretchedness, his strangeness, his timidity—the horror he must be suffering. But 

why should a murderer seem timid to any one, perhaps, or miserable? Worst of all they had been 

speculating here as to how long it would be before he would be along which meant that 

everything concerning him was known here. Would they nag—or bully—or make trouble for one 

unless one did just as they wished? If Sondra, or any one of all the people he had known, should 

see or even dream of him as he was here now...God!—And his own mother was coming to-

morrow. 

And then an hour later, now evening, a tall, cadaverous guard in a more pleasing uniform, 

putting an iron tray with food on it through that hole in the door. Food! And for him here. And 

that sallow, rickety Chinaman over the way taking his. Whom had he murdered? How? And then 

the savage scraping of iron trays in the various cells! Sounds that reminded him more of hungry 

animals being fed than men. And some of these men were actually talking as they ate and 

scraped. It sickened him. 

"Gee! It's a wonder them guys in the mush gallery couldn't think of somepin else besides 

cold beans and fried potatoes and coffee." 

"The coffee tonight...oh, boy!...Now in the jail at Buffalo—though..." 



"Oh, cut it out," came from another corner. "We've heard enough about the jail at Buffalo 

and your swell chow. You don't show any afternoon tea appetite around here, I notice." 

"Just the same," continued the first voice, "as I look back on't now, it musta been pretty 

good. Dat's a way it seems, anyhow, now." 

"Oh, Rafferty, do let up," called still another. 

And then, presumably "Rafferty" once more, who said: "Now, I'll just take a little siesta 

after dis—and den I'll call me chauffeur and go for a little spin. De air to-night must be fine." 

Then from still another hoarse voice: "Oh, you with your sick imagination. Say, I'd give 

me life for a smoker. And den a good game of cards." 

"Do they play cards here?" thought Clyde. 

"I suppose since Rosenstein was defeated for mayor here he won't play." 

"Won't he, though?" This presumably from Rosenstein. 

To Clyde's left, in the cell next to him, a voice, to a passing guard, low and yet distinctly 

audible: "Psst! Any word from Albany yet?" 

"No word, Herman." 

"And no letter, I suppose." 

"No letter." 

The voice was very strained, very tense, very miserable, and after this, silence. 

A moment later, from another cell farther off, a voice from the lowest hell to which a soul 

can descend—complete and unutterable despair—"Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God!" 

And then from the tier above another voice: "Oh, Jesus! Is that farmer going to begin 

again? I can't stand it. Guard! Guard! Can't you get some dope for that guy?" 

Once more the voice from the lowest: "Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God!" 

Clyde was up, his fingers clinched. His nerves were as taut as cords about to snap. A 

murderer! And about to die, perhaps. Or grieving over some terrible thing like his own fate. 

Moaning—as he in spirit at least had so often moaned there in Bridgeburg. Crying like that! 

God! And there must be others! 

And day after day and night after night more of this, no doubt, until, maybe—who could 

tell—unless. But, oh, no! Oh, no! Not himself—not that—not his day. Oh, no. A whole year 



must elapse before that could possibly happen—or so Jephson had said. Maybe two. But, at 

that—!...in two years!!! He found himself stricken with an ague because of the thought that even 

in so brief a time as two years... 

That other room! It was in here somewhere too. This room was connected with it. He 

knew that. There was a door. It led to that chair. That chair. 

And then the voice again, as before, "Oh, my God! Oh, my God!" 

He sank to his couch and covered his ears with his hands. 

  



Chapter 29 

The "death house" in this particular prison was one of those crass erections and 

maintenances of human insensitiveness and stupidity principally for which no one primarily was 

really responsible. Indeed, its total plan and procedure were the results of a series of primary 

legislative enactments, followed by decisions and compulsions as devised by the temperaments 

and seeming necessities of various wardens, until at last—by degrees and without anything 

worthy of the name of thinking on any one's part—there had been gathered and was now being 

enforced all that could possibly be imagined in the way of unnecessary and really unauthorized 

cruelty or stupid and destructive torture. And to the end that a man, once condemned by a jury, 

would be compelled to suffer not alone the death for which his sentence called, but a thousand 

others before that. For the very room by its arrangement, as well as the rules governing the lives 

and actions of the inmates, was sufficient to bring about this torture, willy-nilly. 

It was a room thirty by fifty feet, of stone and concrete and steel, and surmounted some 

thirty feet from the floor by a skylight. Presumably an improvement over an older and worse 

death house, with which it was still connected by a door, it was divided lengthwise by a broad 

passage, along which, on the ground floor, were twelve cells, six on a side and eight by ten each 

and facing each other. And above again a second tier of what were known as balcony cells—five 

on a side. 

There was, however, at the center of this main passage—and dividing these lower cells 

equally as to number—a second and narrower passage, which at one end gave into what was now 

known as the Old Death House (where at present only visitors to the inmates of the new Death 

House were received), and at the other into the execution room in which stood the electric chair. 

Two of the cells on the lower passage—those at the junction of the narrower passage—faced the 

execution-room door. The two opposite these, on the corresponding corners, faced the passage 

that gave into the Old Death House or what now by a large stretch of the imagination, could be 

called the condemned men's reception room, where twice weekly an immediate relative or a 

lawyer might be met. But no others. 

In the Old Death House (or present reception room), the cells still there, and an integral 

part of this reception plan, were all in a row and on one side only of a corridor, thus preventing 

prying inspection by one inmate of another, and with a wire screen in front as well as green 

shades which might be drawn in front of each cell. For, in an older day, whenever a new convict 

arrived or departed, or took his daily walk, or went for his bath, or was led eventually through 

the little iron door to the west where formerly was the execution chamber, these shades were 

drawn. He was not supposed to be seen by his associates. Yet the old death house, because of 

this very courtesy and privacy, although intense solitude, was later deemed inhuman and hence 

this newer and better death house, as the thoughtful and condescending authorities saw it, was 

devised. 

In this, to be sure, were no such small and gloomy cells as those which characterized the 

old, for there the ceiling was low and the sanitary arrangements wretched, whereas in the new 

one the ceiling was high, the rooms and corridors brightly lighted and in every instance no less 



than eight by ten feet in size. But by contrast with the older room, they had the enormous 

disadvantage of the unscreened if not uncurtained cell doors. 

Besides, by housing all together in two such tiers as were here, it placed upon each 

convict the compulsion of enduring all the horrors of all the vicious, morbid or completely 

collapsed and despairing temperaments about him. No true privacy of any kind. By day—a blaze 

of light pouring through an over-arching skylight high above the walls. By night—glistening 

incandescents of large size and power which flooded each nook and cranny of the various cells. 

No privacy, no games other than cards and checkers—the only ones playable without releasing 

the prisoners from their cells. Books, newspapers, to be sure, for all who could read or enjoy 

them under the circumstances. And visits—mornings and afternoons, as a rule, from a priest, and 

less regularly from a rabbi and a Protestant minister, each offering his sympathies or services to 

such as would accept them. 

But the curse of the place was not because of these advantages, such as they were, but in 

spite of them—this unremitted contact, as any one could see, with minds now terrorized and 

discolored by the thought of an approaching death that was so near for many that it was as an icy 

hand upon the brow or shoulder. And none— whatever the bravado—capable of enduring it 

without mental or physical deterioration in some form. The glooms—the strains—the indefinable 

terrors and despairs that blew like winds or breaths about this place and depressed or terrorized 

all by turns! They were manifest at the most unexpected moments, by curses, sighs, tears even, 

calls for a song—for God's sake!—or the most unintended and unexpected yells or groans. 

Worse yet, and productive of perhaps the most grinding and destroying of all the miseries here—

the transverse passage leading between the old death house on the one hand and the execution-

chamber on the other. For this from time to time—alas, how frequently—was the scene or stage 

for at least a part of the tragedy that was here so regularly enacted—the final business of 

execution. 

For through this passage, on his last day, a man was transferred from his better cell in the 

new building, where he might have been incarcerated for so much as a year or two, to one of the 

older ones in the old death house, in order that he might spend his last hours in solitude, although 

compelled at the final moment, none-the-less (the death march), to retrace his steps along this 

narrower cross passage—and where all might see—into the execution chamber at the other end 

of it. 

Also at any time, in going to visit a lawyer or relative brought into the old death house for 

this purpose, it was necessary to pass along the middle passage to this smaller one and so into the 

old death house, there to be housed in a cell, fronted by a wire screen two feet distant, between 

which and the cell proper a guard must sit while a prisoner and his guest (wife, son, mother, 

daughter, brother, lawyer) should converse—the guard hearing all. No hand-clasps, no kisses, no 

friendly touches of any kind—not even an intimate word that a listening guard might not hear. 

And when the fatal hour for any one had at last arrived, every prisoner—if sinister or simple, 

sensitive or of rugged texture—was actually if not intentionally compelled to hear if not witness 

the final preparations—the removal of the condemned man to one of the cells of the older death 

house, the final and perhaps weeping visit of a mother, son, daughter, father. 



No thought in either the planning or the practice of all this of the unnecessary and unfair 

torture for those who were brought here, not to be promptly executed, by any means, but rather 

to be held until the higher courts should have passed upon the merits of their cases—an appeal. 

At first, of course, Clyde sensed little if anything of all this. In so far as his first day was 

concerned, he had but tasted the veriest spoonful of it all. And to lighten or darken his burden his 

mother came at noon the very next day. Not having been permitted to accompany him, she had 

waited over for a final conference with Belknap and Jephson, as well as to write in full her 

personal impressions in connection with her son's departure— (Those nervously searing 

impressions!) And although anxious to find a room somewhere near the penitentiary, she hurried 

first to the office of the penitentiary immediately upon her arrival at Auburn and, after presenting 

an order from Justice Oberwaltzer as well as a solicitous letter from Belknap and Jephson urging 

the courtesy of a private interview with Clyde to begin with at least, she was permitted to see her 

son in a room entirely apart from the old death house. For already the warden himself had been 

reading of her activities and sacrifices and was interested in seeing not only her but Clyde also. 

But so shaken was she by Clyde's so sudden and amazingly changed appearance here that 

she could scarcely speak upon his entrance, even in recognition of him, so blanched and gray 

were his cheeks and so shadowy and strained his eyes. His head clipped that way! This uniform! 

And in this dreadful place of iron gates and locks and long passages with uniformed guards at 

every turn! 

For a moment she winced and trembled, quite faint under the strain, although previous to 

this she had entered many a jail and larger prison—in Kansas City, Chicago, Denver—and 

delivered tracts and exhortations and proffered her services in connection with anything she 

might do. But this—this! Her own son! Her broad, strong bosom began to heave. She looked, 

and then turned her heavy, broad back to hide her face for the nonce. Her lips and chin quivered. 

She began to fumble in the small bag she carried for her handkerchief at the same time that she 

was muttering to herself: "My God—why hast Thou forsaken me?" But even as she did so there 

came the thought—no, no, he must not see her so. What a way was this to do—and by her tears 

weaken him. And yet despite her great strength she could not now cease at once but cried on. 

And Clyde seeing this, and despite his previous determination to bear up and say some 

comforting and heartening word to his mother, now began: 

"But you mustn't, Ma. Gee, you mustn't cry. I know it's hard on you. But I'll be all right. 

Sure I will. It isn't as bad as I thought." Yet inwardly saying: "Oh, God how bad!" 

And Mrs. Griffiths adding aloud: "My poor boy! My beloved son! But we mustn't give 

way. No. No. 'Behold I will deliver thee out of the snares of the wicked.' God has not deserted 

either of us. And He will not—that I know. 'He leadeth me by the still waters.' 'He restoreth my 

soul.' We must put our trust in Him. Besides," she added, briskly and practically, as much to 

strengthen herself as Clyde, "haven't I already arranged for an appeal? It is to be made yet this 

week. They're going to file a notice. And that means that your case can't even be considered 

under a year. But it is just the shock of seeing you so. You see, I wasn't quite prepared for it." 



She straightened her shoulders and now looked up and achieved a brave if strained smile. "The 

warden here seems very kind, but still, somehow, when I saw you just now—" 

She dabbed at her eyes which were damp from this sudden and terrific storm, and to 

divert herself as well as him she talked of the so very necessary work before her. Messrs. 

Belknap and Jephson had been so encouraging to her just before she left. She had gone to their 

office and they had urged her and him to be of good cheer. And now she was going to lecture, 

and at once, and would soon have means to do with that way. Oh, yes. And Mr. Jephson would 

be down to see him one of these days soon. He was by no means to feel that the legal end of all 

this had been reached. Far from it. The recent verdict and sentence was sure to be reversed and a 

new trial ordered. The recent one was a farce, as he knew. 

And as for herself—as soon as she found a room near the prison— she was going to the 

principal ministers of Auburn and see if she could not secure a church, or two, or three, in which 

to speak and plead his cause. Mr. Jephson was mailing her some information she could use 

within a day or two. And after that, other churches in Syracuse, Rochester, Albany, 

Schenectady—in fact many cities in the east—until she had raised the necessary sum. But she 

would not neglect him. She would see him at least once a week and would write him a letter 

every other day, or maybe even daily if she could. She would talk to the warden. So he must not 

despair. She had much hard work ahead of her, of course, but the Lord would guide her in all that 

she undertook. She knew that. Had He not already shown his gracious and miraculous mercy? 

Clyde must pray for her and for himself. Read Isaiah. Read the psalms—the 23rd and the 

51st and 91st daily. Also Habbakuk. "Are there walls against the Hand of the Lord?" And then 

after more tears, an utterly moving and macerating scene, at last achieving her departure while 

Clyde, shaken to his soul by so much misery, returned to his cell. His mother. And at her age—

and with so little money—she was going out to try to raise the money necessary to save him. 

And in the past he had treated her so badly—as he now saw. 

He sat down on the side of his cot and held his head in his hands the while outside the 

prison—the iron door of the same closed and only a lonely room and the ordeal of her proposed 

lecture tour ahead of her—Mrs. Griffiths paused—by no means so assured or convinced of all 

she had said to Clyde. To be sure God would aid her. He must. Had He ever failed her yet—

completely? And now— herein her darkest hour, her son's! Would He? 

She paused for a moment a little later in a small parking-place, beyond the prison, to stare 

at the tall, gray walls, the watch towers with armed guards in uniform, the barred windows and 

doors. A penitentiary. And her son was now within—worse yet, in that confined and narrow 

death house. And doomed to die in an electric chair. Unless—unless—But, no, no—that should 

not be. It could not be. That appeal. The money for it. She must busy herself as to that at once—

not think or brood or despair. Oh, no. "My shield and my buckler." "My Light and my Strength." 

"Oh, Lord, Thou art my strength and my deliverance. In Thee will I trust." And then dabbing at 

her eyes once more and adding: "Oh, Lord, I believe. Help Thou mine unbelief." 

So Mrs. Griffiths, alternately praying and crying as she walked. 



  



Chapter 30 

But after this the long days in prison for Clyde. Except for a weekly visit from his 

mother, who, once she was entered upon her work, found it difficult to see him more often than 

that—traveling as she did in the next two months between Albany and Buffalo and even New 

York City—but without the success she had at first hoped for. For in the matter of her appeal to 

the churches and the public—as most wearily (and in secret if not to Clyde)—and after three 

weeks of more or less regional and purely sectarian trying, she was compelled to report the 

Christians at least were very indifferent—not as Christian as they should be. For as all, but more 

particularly the ministers of the region, since they most guardedly and reservedly represented 

their congregations in every instance, unanimously saw it, here was a notorious and, of course, 

most unsavory trial which had resulted in a conviction with which the more conservative element 

of the country—if one could judge by the papers at least, were in agreement. 

Besides who was this woman—as well as her son? An exhorter— a secret preacher—one, 

who in defiance of all the tenets and processes of organized and historic, as well as hieratic, 

religious powers and forms (theological seminaries, organized churches and their affiliations and 

product—all carefully and advisedly and legitimately because historically and dogmatically 

interpreting the word of God) choosing to walk forth and without ordination after any fashion 

conduct an unauthorized and hence nondescript mission. Besides if she had remained at home, as 

a good mother should, and devoted herself to her son, as well as to her other children—their care 

and education—would this—have happened? 

And not only that—but according to Clyde's own testimony in this trial, had he not been 

guilty of adultery with this girl—whether he had slain her or not? A sin almost equal to murder 

in many minds. Had he not confessed it? And was an appeal for a convicted adulterer—if not 

murderer (who could tell as to that?) to be made in a church? No,—no Christian church was the 

place to debate, and for a charge, the merits of this case, however much each Christian of each 

and every church might sympathize with Mrs. Griffiths personally—or resent any legal injustice 

that might have been done her son. No, no. It was not morally advisable. It might even tend to 

implant in the minds of the young some of the details of the crime. 

Besides, because of what the newspapers had said of her coming east to aid her son and 

the picture that she herself presented in her homely garb, it was assumed by most ministers that 

she was one of those erratic persons, not a constituent of any definite sect, or schooled theology, 

who tended by her very appearance to cast contempt on true and pure religion. 

And in consequence, each in turn—not hardening his heart exactly— but thinking 

twice—and deciding no—there must be some better way— less troublesome to Christians,—a 

public hall, perhaps, to which Christians, if properly appealed to through the press, might well 

repair. And so Mrs. Griffiths, in all but one instance, rejected in that fashion and told to go 

elsewhere—while in regard to the Catholics—instinctively—because of prejudice—as well as a 

certain dull wisdom not inconsistent with the facts—she failed even to so much as think of them. 

The mercies of Christ as interpreted by the holder of the sacred keys of St. Peter, as she knew, 

were not for those who failed to acknowledge the authority of the Vicar of Christ. 



And therefore after many days spent in futile knockings here and there she was at last 

compelled—and in no little depression, to appeal to a Jew who controlled the principal moving 

picture theater of Utica—a sinful theater. And from him, this she secured free for a morning 

address on the merits of her son's case—"A mother's appeal for her son," it was entitled—which 

netted her, at twenty-five cents per person—the amazing sum of two hundred dollars. At first this 

sum, small as it was, so heartened her that she was now convinced that soon—whatever the 

attitude of the orthodox Christians—she would earn enough for Clyde's appeal. It might take 

time—but she would. 

Nevertheless, as she soon discovered, there were other factors to be considered—carfare, 

her own personal expenses in Utica and elsewhere, to say nothing of certain very necessary sums 

to be sent to Denver to her husband, who had little or nothing to go on at present, and who, 

because of this very great tragedy in the family, had been made ill—so ill indeed that the letters 

from Frank and Julia were becoming very disturbing. It was possible that he might not get well at 

all. Some help was necessary there. 

And in consequence, in addition to paying her own expenses here, Mrs. Griffiths was 

literally compelled to deduct other reducing sums from this, her present and only source of 

income. It was terrible—considering Clyde's predicament—but nevertheless must she not sustain 

herself in every way in order to win to victory? She could not reasonably abandon her husband in 

order to aid Clyde alone. 

Yet in the face of this—as time went on, the audiences growing smaller and smaller until 

at last they constituted little more than a handful—and barely paying her expenses—although 

through this process none-the-less she finally managed to put aside—over and above all her 

expenses—eleven hundred dollars. 

Yet, also, just at this time, and in a moment of extreme anxiety, Frank and Julia wiring 

her that if she desired to see Asa again she had better come home at once. He was exceedingly 

low and not expected to live. Whereupon, played upon by these several difficulties and there 

being no single thing other than to visit him once or twice a week—as her engagements 

permitted—which she could do for Clyde, she now hastily conferred with Belknap and Jephson, 

setting forth her extreme difficulties. 

And these, seeing that eleven hundred dollars of all she had thus far collected was to be 

turned over to them, now, in a burst of humanity, advised her to return to her husband. Decidedly 

Clyde would do well enough for the present seeing that there was an entire year—or at least ten 

months before it was necessary to file the record and the briefs in the case. In addition another 

year assuredly must elapse before a decision could be reached. And no doubt before that time the 

additional part of the appeal fee could be raised. Or, if not—well, then—anyhow (seeing how 

worn and distrait she was at this time) she need not worry. Messrs. Belknap and Jephson would 

see to it that her son's interests were properly protected. They would file an appeal and make an 

argument—and do whatever else was necessary to insure her son a fair hearing at the proper 

time. 



And with that great burden off her mind—and two last visits to Clyde in which she 

assured him of her determination to return as speedily as possible—once Asa was restored to 

strength again and she could see her way to financing such a return—she now departed only to 

find that, once she was in Denver once more, it was not so easy to restore him by any means. 

And in the meantime Clyde was left to cogitate on and make the best of a world that at its 

best was a kind of inferno of mental ills— above which—as above Dante's might have been 

written—"abandon hope—ye who enter here." 

The somberness of it. Its slow and yet searing psychic force! The obvious terror and 

depression—constant and unshakeable of those who, in spite of all their courage or their fears, 

their bravado or their real indifference (there were even those) were still compelled to think and 

wait. For, now, in connection with this coldest and bitterest form of prison life he was in constant 

psychic, if not physical contact, with twenty other convicted characters of varying temperaments 

and nationalities, each one of whom, like himself, had responded to some heat or lust or misery 

of his nature or his circumstances. And with murder, a mental as well as physical explosion, as 

the final outcome or concluding episode which, being detected, and after what horrors and 

wearinesses of mental as well as legal contest and failure, such as fairly paralleled his own, now 

found themselves islanded—immured—in one or another of these twenty-two iron cages and 

awaiting—awaiting what? 

How well they knew. And how well he knew. And here with what loud public rages and 

despairs or prayers—at times. At others—what curses—foal or coarse jests—or tales addressed 

to all—or ribald laughter—or sighings and groanings in these later hours when the straining 

spirit having struggled to silence, there was supposedly rest for the body and the spirit. 

In an exercise court, beyond the farthermost end of the long corridor, twice daily, for a 

few minutes each time, between the hours of ten and five—the various inmates in groups of five 

or six were led forth—to breathe, to walk, to practice calisthenics—or run and leap as they 

chose. But always under the watchful eyes of sufficient guards to master them in case they 

attempted rebellion in any form. And to this it was, beginning with the second day, that Clyde 

himself was led, now with one set of men and now with another. But with the feeling at first 

strong in him that he could not share in any of these public activities which, nevertheless, these 

others—and in spite of their impending doom—seemed willing enough to indulge in. 

The two dark-eyed sinister-looking Italians, one of whom had slain a girl because she 

would not marry him; the other who had robbed and then slain and attempted to burn the body of 

his father-in-law in order to get money for himself and his wife! And big Larry Donahue—

square-headed, square-shouldered—big of feet and hands, an overseas soldier, who, being 

ejected from a job as night watchman in a Brooklyn factory, had lain for the foreman who had 

discharged him—and then killed him on an open common somewhere at night, but without the 

skill to keep from losing a service medal which had eventually served to betray and identify him. 

Clyde had learned all this from the strangely indifferent and non-committal, yet seemingly 

friendly guards, who were over these cells by night and by day—two and two, turn about—who 

relieved each other every eight hours. And police officer Riordan of Rochester, who had killed 

his wife because she was determined to leave him—and now, himself, was to die. And Thomas 



Mowrer, the young "farmer" or farm hand, as he really was, whom Clyde on his first night had 

heard moaning—a man who had killed his employer with a pitchfork—and was soon to die 

now—as Clyde heard, and who walked and walked, keeping close to the wall—his head down, 

his hands behind his back—a rude, strong, loutish man of about thirty, who looked more beaten 

and betrayed than as though he had been able to torture or destroy another. Clyde wondered 

about him—his real guilt. 

Again Miller Nicholson, a lawyer of Buffalo of perhaps forty years of age who was tall 

and slim and decidedly superior looking—a refined, intellectual type, one you would have said 

was no murderer—any more than Clyde—to look at, who, none-the-less was convicted of 

poisoning an old man of great wealth and afterwards attempting to convert his fortune to his own 

use. Yet decidedly with nothing in his look or manner, as Clyde felt, at least, which marked him 

as one so evil—a polite and courteous man, who, noting Clyde on the very first morning of his 

arrival here, approached and said: "Scared?" But in the most gentle and solicitous tone, as Clyde 

could hear and feel, even though he stood blank and icy— afraid almost to move—or think. Yet 

in this mood—and because he felt so truly done for, replying: "Yes, I guess I am." But once it 

was out, wondering why he had said it (so weak a confession) and afterwards something in the 

man heartening him, wishing that he had not. 

"Your name's Griffiths, isn't it?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, my name's Nicholson. Don't be frightened. You'll get used to it." He achieved a 

cheerful, if wan smile. But his eyes—they did not seem like that—no smile there. 

"I don't suppose I'm so scared either," replied Clyde, trying to modify his first, quick and 

unintended confession. 

"Well, that's good. Be game. We all have to be here—or the whole place would go crazy. 

Better breathe a little. Or walk fast. It'll do you good." 

He moved away a few paces and began exercising his arms while Clyde stood there, 

saying—almost loudly—so shaken was he still: "We all have to be or the whole place would go 

crazy." That was true, as he could see and feel after that first night. Crazy, indeed. Tortured to 

death, maybe, by being compelled to witness these terrible and completely destroying—and for 

each—impending tragedies. But how long would he have to endure this? How long would he? 

In the course of a day or two, again he found this death house was not quite like that 

either—not all terror—on the surface at least. It was in reality—and in spite of impending death 

in every instance, a place of taunt and jibe and jest—even games, athletics, the stage—all forms 

of human contest of skill—or the arguments on every conceivable topic from death and women 

to lack of it, as far at least as the general low intelligence of the group permitted. 

For the most part, as soon as breakfast was over—among those who were not called upon 

to join the first group for exercise, there were checkers or cards, two games that were played—



not with a single set of checkers or a deck of cards between groups released from their cells, but 

by one of the ever present keepers providing two challenging prisoners (if it were checkers) with 

one checker-board but no checkers. They were not needed. Thereafter the opening move was 

called by one. "I move from G 2 to E 1"—each square being numbered—each side lettered. The 

moves checked with a pencil. 

Thereafter the second party—having recorded this move on his own board and having 

studied the effect of it on his own general position, would call: "I move from E 7 to F 5." If more 

of those present decided to join in this—either on one side or the other, additional boards and 

pencils were passed to each signifying his desire. Then Shorty Bristol, desiring to aid "Dutch" 

Swighort, three cells down, might call: "I wouldn't do that, Dutch. Wait a minute, there's a better 

move than that." And so on with taunts, oaths, laughter, arguments, according to the varying 

fortunes and difficulties of the game. And so, too, with cards. These were played with each man 

locked in his cell, yet quite as successfully. 

But Clyde did not care for cards—or for these jibing and coarse hours of conversation. 

There was for him—and with the exception of the speech of one—Nicholson—alone, too much 

ribald and even brutal talk which he could not appreciate. But he was drawn to Nicholson. He 

was beginning to think after a time—a few days— that this lawyer—his presence and 

companionship during the exercise hour—whenever they chanced to be in the same set—could 

help him to endure this. He was the most intelligent and respectable man here. The others were 

all so different—taciturn at times—and for the most part so sinister, crude or remote. 

But then and that not more than a week after his coming here—and when, because of his 

interest in Nicholson, he was beginning to feel slightly sustained at least—the execution of 

Pasquale Cutrone, of Brooklyn, an Italian, convicted of the slaying of his brother for attempting 

to seduce his wife. He had one of the cells nearest the transverse passage, so Clyde learned after 

arriving, and had in part lost his mind from worrying. At any rate he was invariably left in his 

cell when the others—in groups of six—were taken for exercise. But the horror of his emaciated 

face, as Clyde passed and occasionally looked in—a face divided into three grim panels by two 

gutters or prison lines of misery that led from the eyes to the corners of the mouth. 

Beginning with his, Clyde's arrival, as he learned, Pasquale had begun to pray night and 

day. For already, before that, he had been notified of the approximate date of his death which 

was to be within the week. And after that he was given to crawling up and down his cell on his 

hands and knees, kissing the floor, licking the feet of a brass Christ on a cross that had been 

given him. Also he was repeatedly visited by an Italian brother and sister fresh from Italy and for 

whose benefit at certain hours, he was removed to the old death house. But as all now whispered, 

Pasquale was mentally beyond any help that might lie in brothers or sisters. 

All night long and all day long, when they were not present, he did this crawling to and 

fro and praying, and those who were awake and trying to read to pass the time, were compelled 

to listen to his mumbled prayers, the click of the beads of a rosary on which he was numbering 

numberless Our Fathers and Hail Marys. 



And though there were voices which occasionally said: "Oh, for Christ's sake—if he 

would only sleep a little"—still on, on. And the tap of his forehead on the floor—in prayer, until 

at last the fatal day preceding the one on which he was to die, when Pasquale was taken from his 

cell here and escorted to another in the old death house beyond and where, before the following 

morning, as Clyde later learned, last farewells, if any, were to be said. Also he was to be allowed 

a few hours in which to prepare his soul for his maker. 

But throughout that night what a strange condition was this that settled upon all who were 

of this fatal room. Few ate any supper as the departing trays showed. There was silence—and 

after that mumbled prayers on the part of some—not so greatly removed by time from Pasquale's 

fate, as they knew. One Italian, sentenced for the murder of a bank watchman, became hysterical, 

screamed, dashed the chair and table of his cell against the bars of his door, tore the sheets of his 

bed to shreds and even sought to strangle himself before eventually he was overpowered and 

removed to a cell in a different part of the building to be observed as to his sanity. 

As for the others, throughout this excitement, one could hear them walking and 

mumbling or calling to the guards to do something. And as for Clyde, never having experienced 

or imagined such a scene, he was literally shivering with fear and horror. All through the last 

night of this man's life he lay on his pallet, chasing phantoms. So this was what death was like 

here; men cried, prayed, they lost their minds—yet the deadly process was in no way halted, for 

all their terror. Instead, at ten o'clock and in order to quiet all those who were left, a cold lunch 

was brought in and offered—but with none eating save the Chinaman over the way. 

And then at four the following morning—the keepers in charge of the deadly work 

coming silently along the main passage and drawing the heavy green curtains with which the 

cells were equipped so that none might see the fatal procession which was yet to return along the 

transverse passage from the old death house to the execution room. And yet with Clyde and all 

the others waking and sitting up at the sound. 

It was here, the execution! The hour of death was at hand. This was the signal. In their 

separate cells, many of those who through fear or contrition, or because of innate religious 

convictions, had been recalled to some form of shielding or comforting faith, were upon their 

knees praying. Among the rest were others who merely walked or muttered. And still others who 

screamed from time to time in an incontrollable fever of terror. 

As for Clyde he was numb and dumb. Almost thoughtless. They were going to kill that 

man in that other room in there. That chair— that chair that he had so greatly feared this long 

while was in there—was so close now. Yet his time as Jephson and his mother had told him was 

so long and distant as yet—if ever—ever it was to be—if ever—ever— 

But now other sounds. Certain walkings to and fro. A cell door clanking somewhere. 

Then plainly the door leading from the old death house into this room opening—for there was a 

voice—several voices indistinct as yet. Then another voice a little clearer as if some one praying. 

That tell-tale shuffling of feet as a procession moved across and through that passage. "Lord 

have mercy. Christ have mercy." 



"Mary, Mother of Grace, Mary, Mother of Mercy, St. Michael, pray for me; my good 

Angel, pray for me." 

"Holy Mary, pray for me; St. Joseph, pray for me. St. Ambrose, pray for me; all ye saints 

and angels, pray for me." 

"St. Michael, pray for me; my good Angel, pray for me." 

It was the voice of the priest accompanying the doomed man and reciting a litany. Yet he 

was no longer in his right mind they said. And yet was not that his voice mumbling too? It was. 

Clyde could tell. He had heard it too much recently. And now that other door would be opened. 

He would be looking through it—this condemned man—so soon to be dead—at it—seeing it—

that cap— those straps. Oh, he knew all about those by now though they should never come to be 

put upon him, maybe. 

"Good-by, Cutrone!" It was a hoarse, shaky voice from some near-by cell—Clyde could 

not tell which. "Go to a better world than this." And then other voices: "Goodby, Cutrone. God 

keep you— even though you can't talk English." 

The procession had passed. That door was shut. He was in there now. They were 

strapping him in, no doubt. Asking him what more he had to say—he who was no longer quite 

right in his mind. Now the straps must be fastened on, surely. The cap pulled down. In a 

moment, a moment, surely— 

And then, although Clyde did not know or notice at the moment—a sudden dimming of 

the lights in this room—as well as over the prison—an idiotic or thoughtless result of having one 

electric system to supply the death voltage and the incandescence of this and all other rooms. 

And instantly a voice calling: 

"There she goes. That's one. Well, it's all over with him." 

And a second voice: "Yes, he's topped off, poor devil." 

And then after the lapse of a minute perhaps, a second dimming lasting for thirty 

seconds—and finally a third dimming. 

"There—sure—that's the end now." 

"Yes. He knows what's on the other side now." 

Thereafter silence—a deadly hush with later some murmured prayers here and there. But 

with Clyde cold and with a kind of shaking ague. He dared not think—let alone cry. So that's 

how it was. They drew the curtains. And then—and then. He was gone now. Those three 

dimmings of the lights. Sure, those were the flashes. And after all those nights at prayer. Those 

moanings! Those beatings of his head! And only a minute ago he had been alive— walking by 



there. But now dead. And some day he—he!—how could he be sure that he would not? How 

could he? 

He shook and shook, lying on his couch, face down. The keepers came and ran up the 

curtains—as sure and secure in their lives apparently as though there was no death in the world. 

And afterwards he could hear them talking—not to him so much—he had proved too reticent 

thus far—but to some of the others. 

Poor Pasquale. This whole business of the death penalty was all wrong. The warden 

thought so. So did they. He was working to have it abolished. 

But that man! His prayers! And now he was gone. His cell over there was empty and 

another man would be put in it—to go too, later. Some one—many—like Cutrone, like 

himself—had been in this one—on this pallet. He sat up—moved to the chair. But he—they— 

had sat on that—too. He stood up—only to sink down on the pallet again. "God! God! God! 

God!" he now exclaimed to himself—but not aloud—and yet not unlike that other man who had 

so terrorized him on the night of his arrival here and who was still here. But he would go too. 

And all of these others—and himself maybe—unless— unless. 

He had seen his first man die. 

  



Chapter 31 

In the meantime, however, Asa's condition had remained serious, and it was four entire 

months before it was possible for him to sit up again or for Mrs. Griffiths to dream of resuming 

her lecturing scheme. But by that time, public interest in her and her son's fate was considerably 

reduced. No Denver paper was interested to finance her return for anything she could do for 

them. And as for the public in the vicinity of the crime, it remembered Mrs. Griffiths and her son 

most clearly, and in so far as she was concerned, sympathetically—but only, on the other hand, 

to think of him as one who probably was guilty and in that case, being properly punished for his 

crime—that it would be as well if an appeal were not taken—or—if it were—that it be refused. 

These guilty criminals with their interminable appeals! 

And with Clyde where he was, more and more executions—although as he found—and to 

his invariable horror, no one ever became used to such things there; farmhand Mowrer for the 

slaying of his former employer; officer Riordan for the slaying of his wife—and a fine 

upstanding officer too but a minute before his death; and afterwards, within the month, the going 

of the Chinaman, who seemed, for some reason, to endure a long time (and without a word in 

parting to any one—although it was well known that he spoke a few words of English). And after 

him Larry Donahue, the overseas soldier—with a grand call—just before the door closed behind: 

"Good-by boys. Good luck." 

And after him again—but, oh—that was so hard; so much closer to Clyde—so depleting 

to his strength to think of bearing this deadly life here without—Miller Nicholson—no less. For 

after five months in which they had been able to walk and talk and call to each other from time to 

time from their cells and Nicholson had begun to advise him as to books to read—as well as one 

important point in connection with his own case—on appeal—or in the event of any second trial, 

i.e.,—that the admission of Roberta's letters as evidence, as they stood, at least, be desperately 

fought on the ground that the emotional force of them was detrimental in the case of any jury 

anywhere, to a calm unbiased consideration of the material facts presented by them—and that 

instead of the letters being admitted as they stood they should be digested for the facts alone and 

that digest—and that only offered to the jury. "If your lawyers can get the Court of Appeals to 

agree to the soundness of that you will win your case sure." 

And Clyde at once, after inducing a personal visit on the part of Jephson, laying this 

suggestion before him and hearing him say that it was sound and that he and Belknap would 

assuredly incorporate it in their appeal. 

Yet not so long after that the guard, after locking his door on returning from the courtyard 

whispered, with a nod in the direction of Nicholson's cell, "His next. Did he tell you? Within 

three days." 

And at once Clyde shriveling—the news playing upon him as an icy and congealing 

breath. For he had just come from the courtyard with him where they had walked and talked of 

another man who had just been brought in—a Hungarian of Utica who was convicted of burning 

his paramour—in a furnace—then confessing it—a huge, rough, dark, ignorant man with a face 

like a gargoyle. And Nicholson saying he was more animal than man, he was sure. Yet no word 



about himself. And in three days! And he could walk and talk as though there was nothing to 

happen, although, according to the guard, he had been notified the night before. 

And the next day the same—walking and talking as though nothing had happened—

looking up at the sky and breathing the air. Yet Clyde, his companion, too sick and feverish—too 

awed and terrified from merely thinking on it all night to be able to say much of anything as he 

walked but thinking: "And he can walk here. And be so calm. What sort of a man is this?" and 

feeling enormously overawed and weakened. 

The following morning Nicholson did not appear—but remained in his cell destroying 

many letters he had received from many places. And near noon, calling to Clyde who was two 

cells removed from him on the other side: "I'm sending you something to remember me by." But 

not a word as to his going. 

And then the guard bringing two books—Robinson Crusoe and the Arabian Nights. That 

night Nicholson's removal from his cell—and the next morning before dawn the curtains; the 

same procession passing through, which was by now an old story to Clyde. But somehow this 

was so different—so intimate—so cruel. And as he passed, calling: "God bless you all. I hope 

you have good luck and get out." And then that terrible stillness that followed the passing of each 

man. 

And Clyde thereafter—lonely—terribly so. Now there was no one here—no one—in 

whom he was interested. He could only sit and read—and think—or pretend to be interested in 

what these others said, for he could not really be interested in what they said. His was a mind 

that, freed from the miseries that had now befallen him, was naturally more drawn to romance 

than to reality. Where he read at all he preferred the light, romantic novel that pictured some 

such world as he would have liked to share, to anything that even approximated the hard reality 

of the world without, let alone this. Now what was going to become of him eventually? So alone 

was he! Only letters from his mother, brother and sisters. And Asa getting no better, and his 

mother not able to return as yet—things were so difficult there in Denver. She was seeking a 

religious school in which to teach somewhere—while nursing Asa. But she was asking the Rev. 

Duncan McMillan, a young minister whom she had encountered in Syracuse, in the course of her 

work there, to come and see him. He was so spiritual and so kindly. And she was sure, if he 

would but come, that Clyde would find him a helpful and a strong support in these, his dark and 

weary hours when she could no longer be with him herself. 

For while Mrs. Griffiths was first canvassing the churches and ministers of this section 

for aid for her son, and getting very little from any quarter, she had met the Rev. Duncan 

McMillan in Syracuse, where he was conducting an independent, non-sectarian church. He was a 

young, and like herself or Asa, unordained minister or evangelist of, however, far stronger and 

more effective temperament religiously. At the time Mrs. Griffiths appeared on the scene, he had 

already read much concerning Clyde and Roberta— and was fairly well satisfied that, by the 

verdict arrived at, justice had probably been done. However, because of her great sorrow and 

troubled search for aid he was greatly moved. 



He, himself, was a devoted son. And possessing a highly poetic and emotional though so 

far repressed or sublimated sex nature, he was one who, out of many in this northern region, had 

been touched and stirred by the crime of which Clyde was presumed to be guilty. Those highly 

emotional and tortured letters of Roberta's! Her seemingly sad life at Lycurgus and Biltz! How 

often he had thought of those before ever he had encountered Mrs. Griffiths. The simple and 

worthy virtues which Roberta and her family had seemingly represented in that romantic, pretty 

country world from which they had derived. Unquestionably Clyde was guilty. And yet here, 

suddenly, Mrs. Griffiths, very lorn and miserable and maintaining her son's innocence. At the 

same time there was Clyde in his cell doomed to die. Was it possible that by any strange freak or 

circumstance—a legal mistake had been made and Clyde was not as guilty as he appeared? 

The temperament of McMillan was exceptional—tense, exotic. A present hour St. 

Bernard, Savonarola, St. Simeon, Peter the Hermit. Thinking of life, thought, all forms and social 

structures as the word, the expression, the breath of God. No less. Yet room for the Devil and his 

anger—the expelled Lucifer—going to and fro in the earth. Yet, thinking on the Beatitudes, on 

the Sermon on the Mount, on St. John and his direct seeing and interpretation of Christ and God. 

"He that is not with me is against me; and he that gathereth not with me, scattereth." A strange, 

strong, tense, confused, merciful and too, after his fashion beautiful soul; sorrowing with misery 

yearning toward an impossible justice. 

Mrs. Griffiths in her talks with him had maintained that he was to remember that Roberta 

was not wholly guiltless. Had she not sinned with her son? And how was he to exculpate her 

entirely? A great legal mistake. Her son was being most unjustly executed—and by the pitiful 

but none-the-less romantic and poetic letters of this girl which should never have been poured 

forth upon a jury of men at all. They were, as she now maintained, incapable of judging justly or 

fairly where anything sad in connection with a romantic and pretty girl was concerned. She had 

found that to be true in her mission work. 

And this idea now appealed to the Rev. Duncan as important and very likely true. And 

perhaps, as she now contended, if only some powerful and righteous emissary of God would visit 

Clyde and through the force of his faith and God's word make him see—which she was sure he 

did not yet, and which she in her troubled state, and because she was his mother, could not make 

him,—the blackness and terror of his sin with Roberta as it related to his immortal soul here and 

hereafter,—then in gratitude to, reverence and faith in God, would be washed away, all his 

iniquity, would it not? For irrespective of whether he had committed the crime now charged 

against him or not—and she was convinced that he had not—was he not, nevertheless, in the 

shadow of the electric chair—in danger at any time through death (even before a decision should 

be reached) of being called before his maker—and with the deadly sin of adultery, to say nothing 

of all his lies and false conduct, not only in connection with Roberta but that other girl there in 

Lycurgus, upon him? And by conversion and contrition should he not be purged of this? If only 

his soul were saved—she and he too would be at peace in this world. 

And after a first and later a second pleading letter from Mrs. Griffiths, in which, after she 

had arrived at Denver, she set forth Clyde's loneliness and need of counsel and aid, the Rev. 

Duncan setting forth for Auburn. And once there—having made it clear to the warden what his 

true purpose was—the spiritual salvation of Clyde's soul, for his own, as well as his mother and 



God's sake, he was at once admitted to the death house and to Clyde's presence— the very door 

of his cell, where he paused and looked through, observing Clyde lying most wretchedly on his 

cot trying to read. And then McMillan outlining his tall, thin figure against the bars and without 

introduction of any kind, beginning, his head bowed in prayer: 

"Have mercy upon me, O God, according to Thy loving-kindness; according unto the 

multitude of Thy tender mercies, blot out my transgressions." 

"Wash me thoroughly from my iniquity and cleanse me from my sin." 

"For I acknowledge my transgressions, and my sin is ever before me." 

"Against Thee, Thee only have I sinned, and done this evil in Thy sight, that Thou 

mightest be justified when Thou speakest and be clear when Thou judgest." 

"Behold, I was shapen in iniquity; and in sin did my mother conceive me." 

"Behold, Thou desireth truth in the inward parts; and in the hidden part Thou shalt make 

me to know wisdom." 

"Purge me with hyssop, and I shall be clean; wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow." 

"Make me to hear joy and gladness; that the bones which Thou hast broken may rejoice." 

"Hide Thy face from my sins, and blot out all mine iniquities." 

"Create in me a clean heart, O God; and renew a right spirit within me." 

"Cast me not away from Thy presence; and take not Thy holy spirit away from me." 

"Restore unto me the joy of Thy salvation, and uphold me with Thy free spirit." 

"Then will I teach transgressors Thy ways; and sinners will be converted unto Thee." 

"Deliver me from blood guiltiness, O God, thou God of my salvation, and my tongue 

shall sing aloud of Thy righteousness." 

"O Lord, open Thou my lips; and my mouth shall show forth Thy praise." 

"For Thou desirest not sacrifice; else would I give it; Thou delightest not in burnt 

offering." 

"The sacrifices of God are a broken spirit; a broken and a contrite heart, O God, Thou 

wilt not despise." 



He paused—but only after he had intoned, and in a most sonorous and really beautiful 

voice the entire 51st Psalm. And then looking up, because Clyde, much astonished, had first sat 

up and then risen—and curiously enticed by the clean and youthful and vigorous if pale figure 

had approached nearer the cell door, he now added: 

"I bring you, Clyde, the mercy and the salvation of your God. He has called on me and I 

have come. He has sent me that I may say unto you though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be 

white—like snow. Though they be red, like crimson, they shall be as wool. Come now, let us 

reason together with the Lord." 

He paused and stared at Clyde tenderly. A warm, youthful, half smile, half romantic, 

played about his lips. He liked the youth and refinement of Clyde, who, on his part was plainly 

taken by this exceptional figure. Another religionist, of course. But the Protestant chaplain who 

was here was nothing like this man—neither so arresting nor attractive. 

"Duncan McMillan is my name," he said, "and I come from the work of the Lord in 

Syracuse. He has sent me—just as he sent your mother to me. She has told me all that she 

believes. I have read all that you have said. And I know why you are here. But it is to bring you 

spiritual joy and gladness that I am here." 

And he suddenly quoted from Psalms 13:2, "'How shall I take counsel in my soul, having 

sorrow in my heart, daily.' That is from Psalms 13:2. And here is another thing that now comes 

to me as something that I should say to you. It is from the Bible, too—the Tenth Psalm: 'He hath 

said in his heart, I shall not be moved, for I shall never be in adversity.' But you are in adversity, 

you see. We all are, who live in sin. And here is another thing that comes to me, just now to say. 

It is from Psalm 10:11: 'He hath said in his heart, God hath forgotten. He hideth His face.' And I 

am told to say to you that He does not hide His face. Rather I am told to quote this to you from 

the Eighteenth Psalm: 'They prevented me in the day of my calamity, but the Lord was my stay. 

He sent from above, He took me, He drew me out of many waters.' 

"'He delivered me from my strong enemy. 

"'And from them which hated me, for they were too many for me. 

"'He brought me forth also unto a large place. 

"'He delivered me because He delighted in me.' 

"Clyde, those are all words addressed to you. They come to me here to say to you just as 

though they were being whispered to me. I am but the mouthpiece for these words spoken direct 

to you. Take counsel with your own heart. Turn from the shadow to the light. Let us break these 

bonds of misery and gloom; chase these shadows and this darkness. You have sinned. The Lord 

can and will forgive. Repent. Join with Him who has shaped the world and keeps it. He will not 

spurn your faith; He will not neglect your prayers. Turn—in yourself—in the confines of this 

cell—and say: 'Lord, help me. Lord, hear Thou my prayer. Lord, lighten mine eyes!' 



"Do you think there is no God—and that He will not answer you? Pray. In your trouble 

turn to Him—not me—or any other. But to Him. Pray. Speak to Him. Call to Him. Tell Him the 

truth and ask for help. As surely as you are here before me—and if in your heart you truly repent 

of any evil you have done—truly, truly, you will hear and feel Him. He will take your hand. He 

will enter this cell and your soul. You will know Him by the peace and the light that will fill your 

mind and heart. Pray. And if you need me again to help you in any way—to pray with you—or 

to do you any service of any kind—to cheer you in your loneliness—you have only to send for 

me; drop me a card. I have promised your mother and I will do what I can. The warden has my 

address." He paused, serious and conclusive in his tone—because up to this time, Clyde had 

looked more curious and astonished than anything else. 

At the same time because of Clyde's extreme youthfulness and a certain air of lonely 

dependence which marked him ever since his mother and Nicholson had gone: "I'll always be in 

easy reach. I have a lot of religious work over in Syracuse but I'll be glad to drop it at any time 

that I can really do anything more for you." And here he turned as if to go. 

But Clyde, now taken by him—his vital, confident and kindly manner—so different to 

the tense, fearful and yet lonely life here, called after him: "Oh, don't go just yet. Please don't. It's 

very nice of you to come and see me and I'm obliged to you. My mother wrote me you might. 

You see, it's very lonely here. I haven't thought much of what you were saying, perhaps, because 

I haven't felt as guilty as some think I am. But I've been sorry enough. And certainly any one in 

here pays a good deal." His eyes looked very sad and strained. 

And at once, McMillan, now deeply touched for the first time replied: "Clyde, you 

needn't worry. I'll come to see you again within a week, because now I see you need me. I'm not 

asking you to pray because I think you are guilty of the death of Roberta Alden. I don't know. 

You haven't told me. Only you and God know what your sins and your sorrows are. But I do 

know you need spiritual help and He will give you that—oh, fully. 'The Lord will be a refuge for 

the oppressed; a refuge in time of trouble.'" 

He smiled as though he were now really fond of Clyde. And Clyde feeling this and being 

intrigued by it, replied that there wasn't anything just then that he wanted to say except to tell his 

mother that he was all right—and make her feel a little better about him, maybe, if he could. Her 

letters were very sad, he thought. She worried too much about him. Besides he, himself, wasn't 

feeling so very good—not a little run down and worried these days. Who wouldn't be in his 

position? Indeed, if only he could win to spiritual peace through prayer, he would be glad to do 

it. His mother had always urged him to pray—but up to now he was sorry to say he hadn't 

followed her advice very much. He looked very distrait and gloomy—the marked prison pallor 

having long since settled on his face. 

And the Reverend Duncan, now very much touched by his state, replied: "Well, don't 

worry, Clyde. Enlightenment and peace are surely going to come to you. I can see that. You have 

a Bible there, I see. Open it anywhere in Psalms and read. The 51st, 91st, 23rd. Open to St. John. 

Read it all—over and over. Think and pray—and think on all the things about you—the moon, 

the stars, the sun, the trees, the sea—your own beating heart, your body and strength—and ask 

yourself who made them. How did they come to be? Then, if you can't explain them, ask 



yourself if the one who made them and you—whoever he is, whatever he is, wherever he is, isn't 

strong and wise enough and kind enough to help you when you need help—provide you with 

light and peace and guidance, when you need them. Just ask yourself what of the Maker of all 

this certain reality. And then ask Him—the Creator of it all—to tell you how and what to do. 

Don't doubt. Just ask and see. Ask in the night—in the day. Bow your head and pray and see. 

Verily, He will not fail you. I know because I have that peace." 

He stared at Clyde convincingly—then smiled and departed. And Clyde, leaning against 

his cell door, began to wonder. The Creator! His Creator! The Creator of the World!...Ask and 

see—! 

And yet—there was still lingering here in him that old contempt of his for religion and its 

fruits,—the constant and yet fruitless prayers and exhortations of his father and mother. Was he 

going to turn to religion now, solely because he was in difficulties and frightened like these 

others? He hoped not. Not like that, anyway. 

Just the same the mood, as well as the temperament of the Reverend Duncan McMillan—

his young, forceful, convinced and dramatic body, face, eyes, now intrigued and then moved 

Clyde as no religionist or minister in all his life before ever had. He was interested, arrested and 

charmed by the man's faith—whether at once or not at all—ever—he could come to put the 

reliance in it that plainly this man did. 

  



Chapter 32 

The personal conviction and force of such an individual as the Reverend McMillan, while 

in one sense an old story to Clyde and not anything which so late as eighteen months before 

could have moved him in any way (since all his life he had been accustomed to something like 

it), still here, under these circumstances, affected him differently. Incarcerated, withdrawn from 

the world, compelled by the highly circumscribed nature of this death house life to find solace or 

relief in his own thoughts, Clyde's, like every other temperament similarly limited, was 

compelled to devote itself either to the past, the present or the future. But the past was so painful 

to contemplate at any point. It seared and burned. And the present (his immediate surroundings) 

as well as the future with its deadly fear of what was certain to happen in case his appeal failed, 

were two phases equally frightful to his waking consciousness. 

What followed then was what invariably follows in the wake of every tortured 

consciousness. From what it dreads or hates, yet knows or feels to be unescapable, it takes refuge 

in that which may be hoped for—or at least imagined. But what was to be hoped for or 

imagined? Because of the new suggestion offered by Nicholson, a new trial was all that he had to 

look forward to, in which case, and assuming himself to be acquitted thereafter, he could go far, 

far away—to Australia—or Africa—or Mexico—or some such place as that, where, under a 

different name—his old connections and ambitions relating to that superior social life that had so 

recently intrigued him, laid aside, he might recover himself in some small way. But directly in 

the path of that hopeful imagining, of course, stood the death's head figure of a refusal on the 

part of the Court of Appeals to grant him a new trial. Why not—after that jury at Bridgeburg? 

And then—as in that dream in which he turned from the tangle of snakes to face the tramping 

rhinoceros with its two horns—he was confronted by that awful thing in the adjoining room—

that chair! That chair! Its straps and its flashes which so regularly dimmed the lights in this room. 

He could not bear to think of his entering there—ever. And yet supposing his appeal was 

refused! Away! He would like to think no more about it. 

But then, apart from that what was there to think of? It was that very question that up to 

the time of the arrival of the Rev. Duncan McMillan, with his plea for a direct and certainly (as 

he insisted) fruitful appeal to the Creator of all things, that had been definitely torturing Clyde. 

Yet see—how simple was his solution! 

"It was given unto you to know the Peace of God," he insisted, quoting Paul and 

thereafter sentences from Corinthians, Galatians, Ephesians, on how easy it was—if Clyde would 

but repeat and pray as he had asked him to—for him to know and delight in the "peace that 

passeth all understanding." It was with him, all around him. He had but to seek; confess the 

miseries and errors of his heart, and express contrition. "Ask, and ye shall receive; seek, and ye 

shall find; knock, and it shall be opened unto you. For every one that asketh, receiveth; and he 

that seeketh, findeth; and to him that knocketh it shall be opened. For what man is there of you 

whom, if his son ask bread, will give him a stone; or, if he ask fish, will give him a serpent?" So 

he quoted, beautifully and earnestly. 

And yet before Clyde always was the example of his father and mother. What had they? 

It had not availed them much—praying. Neither, as he noticed here, did it appear to avail or aid 



these other condemned men, the majority of whom lent themselves to the pleas or prayers of 

either priest or rabbi or minister, one and the other of whom was about daily. Yet were they not 

led to their death just the same—and complaining or protesting, or mad like Cutrone, or 

indifferent? As for himself, up to this he had not been interested by any of these. Bunk. Notions. 

Of what? He could not say. Nevertheless, here was the appealing Rev. Duncan McMillan. His 

mild, serene eyes. His sweet voice. His faith. It moved and intrigued Clyde deeply. Could 

there—could there? He was so lonely—so despairing—so very much in need of help. 

Was it not also true (the teaching of the Rev. McMillan— influencing him to that extent 

at least) that if he had led a better life—had paid more attention to what his mother had said and 

taught—not gone into that house of prostitution in Kansas City—or pursued Hortense Briggs in 

the evil way that he had—or after her, Roberta—had been content to work and save, as no doubt 

most men were—would he not be better off than he now was? But then again, there was the fact 

or truth of those very strong impulses and desires within himself that were so very, very hard to 

overcome. He had thought of those, too, and then of the fact that many other people like his 

mother, his uncle, his cousin, and this minister here, did not seem to be troubled by them. And 

yet also he was given to imagining at times that perhaps it was because of superior mental and 

moral courage in the face of passions and desires, equivalent to his own, which led these others 

to do so much better. He was perhaps just willfully devoting himself to these other thoughts and 

ways, as his mother and McMillan and most every one else whom he had heard talk since his 

arrest seemed to think. 

What did it all mean? Was there a God? Did He interfere in the affairs of men as Mr. 

McMillan was now contending? Was it possible that one could turn to Him, or at least some 

creative power, in some such hour as this and when one had always ignored Him before, and ask 

for aid? Decidedly one needed aid under such circumstances— so alone and ordered and 

controlled by law—not man—since these, all of them, were the veriest servants of the law. But 

would this mysterious power be likely to grant aid? Did it really exist and hear the prayers of 

men? The Rev. McMillan insisted yes. "He hath said God hath forgotten; He hideth His face. But 

He has not forgotten. He has not hidden His face." But was that true? Was there anything to it? 

Tortured by the need of some mental if not material support in the face of his great danger, Clyde 

was now doing what every other human in related circumstances invariably does—seeking, and 

yet in the most indirect and involute and all but unconscious way, the presence or existence at 

least of some superhuman or supernatural personality or power that could and would aid him in 

some way—beginning to veer—however slightly or unconsciously as yet,—toward the 

personalization and humanization of forces, of which, except in the guise of religion, he had not 

the faintest conception. "The Heavens declare the Glory of God, and the Firmament sheweth His 

handiwork." He recalled that as a placard in one of his mother's mission windows. And another 

which read: "For He is Thy life and Thy length of Days." Just the same—and far from it as yet, 

even in the face of his sudden predisposition toward the Rev. Duncan McMillan, was he 

seriously moved to assume that in religion of any kind was he likely to find surcease from his 

present miseries? 

And yet the weeks and months going by—the Rev. McMillan calling regularly thereafter, 

every two weeks at the longest, sometimes every week and inquiring after his state, listening to 

his wants, advising him as to his health and peace of mind. And Clyde, anxious to retain his 



interest and visits, gradually, more and more, yielding himself to his friendship and influence. 

That high spirituality. That beautiful voice. And quoting always such soothing things. 

"Brethren now are we the children of God. And it doth not yet appear what we shall be; but we 

know that when He shall appear we shall be like Him, for we shall see Him as He is. And every 

man that has this hope in him purifieth himself even as He is pure." 

"Hereby know that we dwell in Him and He in us, because He hath given us of His 

spirit." 

"For ye are bought with a price." 

"Of His own will begot He us with the word of truth, and we should be a kind of first 

fruits of His creatures. And every good and every perfect gift is from above and cometh down 

from the Father of lights, with whom is no variableness, neither shadow of turning." 

"Draw nigh unto God and He will draw nigh unto you." 

He was inclined, at times, to feel that there might be peace and strength—aid, even—who 

could say, in appealing to this power. It was the force and the earnestness of the Rev. McMillan 

operating upon him. 

And yet, the question of repentance—and with it confession. But to whom? The Rev. 

Duncan McMillan, of course. He seemed to feel that it was necessary for Clyde to purge his soul 

to him—or some one like him—a material and yet spiritual emissary of God. But just there was 

the trouble. For there was all of that false testimony he had given in the trial, yet on which had 

been based his appeal. To go back on that now, and when his appeal was pending. Better wait, 

had he not, until he saw how that appeal had eventuated. 

But, ah, how shabby, false, fleeting, insincere. To imagine that any God would bother 

with a person who sought to dicker in such a way. No, no. That was not right either. What would 

the Rev. McMillan think of him if he knew what he was thinking? 

But again there was the troubling question in his own mind as to his real guilt—the 

amount of it. True there was no doubt that he had plotted to kill Roberta there at first—a most 

dreadful thing as he now saw it. For the complications and the fever in connection with his desire 

for Sondra having subsided somewhat, it was possible on occasion now for him to reason 

without the desperate sting and tang of the mental state that had characterized him at the time 

when he was so immediately in touch with her. Those terrible, troubled days when in spite of 

himself—as he now understood it (Belknap's argument having cleared it up for him) he had 

burned with that wild fever which was not unakin in its manifestations to a form of insanity. The 

beautiful Sondra! The glorious Sondra! The witchery and fire of her smile then! Even now that 

dreadful fever was not entirely out but only smoldering— smothered by all of the dreadful things 

that had since happened to him. 

Also, it must be said on his behalf now, must it not—that never, under any other 

circumstances, would he have succumbed to any such terrible thought or plot as that—to kill any 



one—let alone a girl like Roberta—unless he had been so infatuated—lunatic, even. But had not 

the jury there at Bridgeburg listened to that plea with contempt? And would the Court of Appeals 

think differently? He feared not. And yet was it not true? Or was he all wrong? Or what? Could 

the Rev. McMillan or any one else to whom he would explain tell him as to that? He would like 

to talk to him about it—confess everything perhaps, in order to get himself clear on all this. 

Further, there was the fact that having plotted for Sondra's sake (and God, if no one else, knew 

that) he still had not been able to execute it. And that had not been brought out in the trial, 

because the false form of defense used permitted no explanation of the real truth then—and yet it 

was a mitigating circumstance, was it not—or would the Rev. McMillan think so? A lie had to be 

used, as Jephson saw it. But did that make it any the less true? 

There were phases of this thing, the tangles and doubts involved in that dark, savage plot 

of his, as he now saw and brooded on it, which were not so easily to be disposed of. Perhaps the 

two worst were, first, that in bringing Roberta there to that point on that lake—that lone spot—

and then growing so weak and furious with himself because of his own incapacity to do evil, he 

had frightened her into rising and trying to come to him. And that in the first instance made it 

possible for her to be thus accidentally struck by him and so made him, in part at least, guilty of 

that blow—or did it?—a murderous, sinful blow in that sense. Maybe. What would the Rev. 

McMillan say to that? And since because of that she had fallen into the water, was he not guilty 

of her falling? It was a thought that troubled him very much now—his constructive share of guilt 

in all that. Regardless of what Oberwaltzer had said there at the trial in regard to his swimming 

away from her—that if she had accidentally fallen in the water, it was no crime on his part, 

supposing he refused to rescue her,—still, as he now saw it, and especially when taken in 

connection with all that he had thought in regard to Roberta up to that moment, it was a crime 

just the same, was it not? Wouldn't God—McMillan—think so? And unquestionably, as Mason 

had so shrewdly pointed out at the trial, he might have saved her. And would have too, no doubt, 

if she had been Sondra— or even the Roberta of the summer before. Besides, the fear of her 

dragging him down had been no decent fear. (It was at nights in his bunk at this time that he 

argued and reasoned with himself, seeing that McMillan was urging him now to repent and make 

peace with his God.) Yes, he would have to admit that to himself. Decidedly and instantly he 

would have sought to save her life, if it had been Sondra. And such being the case, he would 

have to confess that—if he confessed at all to the Rev. McMillan—or to whomever else one told 

the truth—when one did tell it—the public at large perhaps. But such a confession once made, 

would it not surely and truly lead to his conviction? And did he want to convict himself now and 

so die? 

No, no, better wait a while perhaps—at least until the Court of Appeals had passed on his 

case. Why jeopardize his case when God already knew what the truth was? Truly, truly he was 

sorry. He could see how terrible all this was now—how much misery and heartache, apart from 

the death of Roberta, he had caused. But still—still—was not life sweet? Oh, if he could only get 

out! Oh, if he could only go away from here—never to see or hear or feel anything more of this 

terrible terror that now hung over him. The slow coming dark—the slow coming dawn. The long 

night! The sighs—the groans. The tortures by day and by night until it seemed at times as though 

he should go mad; and would perhaps except for McMillan, who now appeared devoted to him—

so kind, appealing and reassuring, too, at times. He would just like to sit down some day—here 

or somewhere—and tell him all and get him to say how really guilty, if at all, he thought him to 



be—and if so guilty to get him to pray for him. At times he felt so sure that his mother's and the 

Rev. Duncan McMillan's prayers would do him so much more good with this God than any 

prayers of his own would. Somehow he couldn't pray yet. And at times hearing McMillan pray, 

softly and melodiously, his voice entering through the bars—or, reading from Galatians, 

Thessalonians, Corinthians, he felt as though he must tell him everything, and soon. 

But the days going by until finally one day six weeks after—and when because of his 

silence in regard to himself, the Rev. Duncan was beginning to despair of ever affecting him in 

any way toward his proper contrition and salvation—a letter or note from Sondra. It came 

through the warden's office and by the hand of the Rev. Preston Guilford, the Protestant chaplain 

of the prison, but was not signed. It was, however, on good paper, and because the rule of the 

prison so requiring had been opened and read. Nevertheless, on account of the nature of the 

contents which seemed to both the warden and the Rev. Guilford to be more charitable and 

punitive than otherwise, and because plainly, if not verifiably, it was from that Miss X of repute 

or notoriety in connection with his trial, it was decided, after due deliberation, that Clyde should 

be permitted to read it—even that it was best that he should. Perhaps it would prove of value as a 

lesson. The way of the transgressor. And so it was handed to him at the close of a late fall day—

after a long and dreary summer had passed (soon a year since he had entered here). And he 

taking it. And although it was typewritten with no date nor place on the envelope, which was 

postmarked New York—yet sensing somehow that it might be from her. And growing decidedly 

nervous—so much so that his hand trembled slightly. And then reading—over and over and 

over—during many days thereafter: "Clyde—This is so that you will not think that some one 

once dear to you has utterly forgotten you. She has suffered much, too. And though she can 

never understand how you could have done as you did, still, even now, although she is never to 

see you again, she is not without sorrow and sympathy and wishes you freedom and happiness." 

But no signature—no trace of her own handwriting. She was afraid to sign her name and 

she was too remote from him in her mood now to let him know where she was. New York! But it 

might have been sent there from anywhere to mail. And she would not let him know—would 

never let him know—even though he died here later, as well he might. His last hope—the last 

trace of his dream vanished. Forever! It was at that moment, as when night at last falls upon the 

faintest remaining gleam of dusk in the west. A dim, weakening tinge of pink—and then the 

dark. 

He seated himself on his cot. The wretched stripes of his uniform and his gray felt shoes 

took his eye. A felon. These stripes. These shoes. This cell. This uncertain, threatening prospect 

so very terrible to contemplate at any time. And then this letter. So this was the end of all that 

wonderful dream! And for this he had sought so desperately to disengage himself from 

Roberta—even to the point of deciding to slay her. This! This! He toyed with the letter, then held 

it quite still. Where was she now? Who in love with, maybe? She had had time to change 

perhaps. She had only been captivated by him a little, maybe. And then that terrible revelation in 

connection with him had destroyed forever, no doubt, all sentiment in connection with him. She 

was free. She had beauty—wealth. Now some other— 

He got up and walked to his cell door to still a great pain. Over the way, in that cell the 

Chinaman had once occupied, was a Negro— Wash Higgins. He had stabbed a waiter in a 



restaurant, so it was said, who had refused him food and then insulted him. And next to him was 

a young Jew. He had killed the proprietor of a jewelry store in trying to rob it. But he was very 

broken and collapsed now that he was here to die—sitting for the most part all day on his cot, his 

head in his hands. Clyde could see both now from where he stood—the Jew holding his head. 

But the Negro on his cot, one leg above the other, smoking—and singing— 

"Oh, big wheel ro-a-lin'...hmp! 

Oh, big wheel ro-a-lin'...hmp! 

Oh, big wheel ro-a-lin'...hmp! 

Foh me! Foh me!" 

And then Clyde, unable to get away from his own thoughts, turning again. 

Condemned to die! He. And this was the end as to Sondra. He could feel it. Farewell. 

"Although she is never to see you again." He threw himself on his couch—not to weep but to 

rest—he felt so weary. Lycurgus. Fourth Lake. Bear Lake. Laughter— kisses—smiles. What was 

to have been in the fall of the preceding year. And now—a year later. 

But then,—that young Jew. There was some religious chant into which he fell when his 

mental tortures would no longer endure silence. And oh, how sad. Many of the prisoners had 

cried out against it. And yet, oh, how appropriate now, somehow. 

"I have been evil. I have been unkind. I have lied. Oh! Oh! Oh! I have been unfaithful. 

My heart has been wicked. I have joined with those who have done evil things. Oh! Oh! Oh! I 

have stolen. I have been false. I have been cruel! Oh! Oh! Oh!" 

And the voice of Big Tom Rooney sentenced for killing Thomas Tighe, a rival for the 

hand of an underworld girl. "For Christ's sake! I know you feel bad. But so do I. Oh, for God's 

sake, don't do that!" 

Clyde, on his cot, his thoughts responding rhythmically to the chant of the Jew—and 

joining with him silently—"I have been evil. I have been unkind. I have lied. Oh! Oh! Oh! I have 

been unfaithful. My heart has been wicked. I have joined with those who have done evil things. 

Oh! Oh! Oh! I have been false. I have been cruel. I have sought to murder. Oh! Oh! Oh! And for 

what? A vain—impossible dream! Oh! Oh! Oh!...Oh! Oh! Oh!..." 

When the guard, an hour later, placed his supper on the shelf in the door, he made no 

move. Food! And when the guard returned in another thirty minutes, there it was, still untouched, 

as was the Jew's—and was taken away in silence. Guards knew when blue devils had seized the 

inmates of these cages. They couldn't eat. And there were times, too, when even guards couldn't 

eat. 

  



Chapter 33 

The depression resulting even after two days was apparent to the Reverend McMillan, 

who was concerned to know why. More recently, he had been led to believe by Clyde's manner, 

his visits, if not the fact that the totality of his preachments, had not been greeted with as much 

warmth as he would have liked, that by degrees Clyde was being won to his own spiritual 

viewpoint. With no little success, as it had seemed to him, he had counseled Clyde as to the folly 

of depression and despair. "What! Was not the peace of God within his grasp and for the asking. 

To one who sought God and found Him, as he surely would, if he sought, there could be no 

sorrow, but only joy. 'Hereby know we that we dwell in Him, and He in us, because He hath 

given us of His spirit.'" So he preached or read,—until finally—two weeks after receiving the 

letter from Sondra and because of the deep depression into which he had sunk on account of it, 

Clyde was finally moved to request of him that he try to induce the warden to allow him to be 

taken to some other cell or room apart from this room or cell which seemed to Clyde to be filled 

with too many of his tortured thoughts, in order that he might talk with him and get his advice. 

As he told the Reverend McMillan, he did not appear to be able to solve his true responsibility in 

connection with all that had so recently occurred in his life, and because of which he seemed not 

to be able to find that peace of mind of which McMillan talked so much. Perhaps...,—there must 

be something wrong with his viewpoint. Actually he would like to go over the offense of which 

he was convicted and see if there was anything wrong in his understanding of it. He was not so 

sure now. And McMillan, greatly stirred,—an enormous spiritual triumph, this—as he saw it—

the true reward of faith and prayer, at once proceeding to the warden, who was glad enough to be 

of service in such a cause. And he permitted the use of one of the cells in the old death house for 

as long as he should require, and with no guard between himself and Clyde—one only remaining 

in the general hall outside. 

And there Clyde began the story of his relations with Roberta and Sondra. Yet because of 

all that had been set forth at the trial, merely referring to most of the evidence—apart from his 

defense— the change of heart, as so; afterwards dwelling more particularly on the fatal 

adventure with Roberta in the boat. Did the Reverend McMillan—because of the original 

plotting—and hence the original intent—think him guilty?—especially in view of his obsession 

over Sondra—all his dreams in regard to her—did that truly constitute murder? He was asking 

this because, as he said, it was as he had done—not as his testimony at the trial had indicated that 

he had done. It was a lie that he had experienced a change of heart. His attorneys had counseled 

that defense as best, since they did not feel that he was guilty, and had thought that plan the 

quickest route to liberty. But it was a lie. In connection with his mental state also there in the 

boat, before and after her rising and attempting to come to him,—and that blow, and after,—he 

had not told the truth either—quite. That unintentional blow, as he now wished to explain, since 

it affected his efforts at religious meditation,—a desire to present himself honestly to his Creator, 

if at all (he did not then explain that as yet he had scarcely attempted to so present himself)—

there was more to it than he had been able yet to make clear, even to himself. In fact even now to 

himself there was much that was evasive and even insoluble about it. He had said that there had 

been no anger—that there had been a change of heart. But there had been no change of heart. In 

fact, just before she had risen to come to him, there had been a complex troubled state, 

bordering, as he now saw it, almost upon trance or palsy, and due—but he could scarcely say to 

what it was due, exactly. He had thought at first—or afterwards—that it was partly due to pity 



for Roberta—or, at least the shame of so much cruelty in connection with her—his plan to strike 

her. At the same time there was anger, too,—hate maybe—because of her determination to force 

him to do what he did not wish to do. Thirdly—yet he was not so sure as to that—(he had 

thought about it so long and yet he was not sure even now)—there might have been fear as to the 

consequences of such an evil deed—although, just at that time, as it seemed to him now, he was 

not thinking of the consequences—or of anything save his inability to do as he had come to do—

and feeling angry as to that. 

Yet in the blow—the accidental blow that had followed upon her rising and attempting to 

come to him, had been some anger against her for wanting to come near him at all. And that it 

was perhaps— he was truly not sure, even now, that had given that blow its so destructive force. 

It was so afterward, anyhow, that he was compelled to think of it. And yet there was also the 

truth that in rising he was seeking to save her—even in spite of his hate. That he was also, for the 

moment at least, sorry for that blow. Again, though, once the boat had upset and both were in the 

water—in all that confusion, and when she was drowning, he had been moved by the thought: 

"Do nothing." For thus he would be rid of her. Yes, he had so thought. But again, there was the 

fact that all through, as Mr. Belknap and Mr. Jephson had pointed out, he had been swayed by 

his obsession for Miss X, the super motivating force in connection with all of this. But now, did 

the Reverend McMillan, considering all that went before and all that came after—the fact that 

the unintentional blow still had had anger in it—angry dissatisfaction with her—really—and that 

afterwards he had not gone to her rescue—as now—honestly and truly as he was trying to 

show—did he think that that constituted murder—mortal blood guilt for which spiritually, as 

well as legally, he might be said to deserve death? Did he? He would like to know for his own 

soul's peace—so that he could pray, maybe. 

The Reverend McMillan hearing all this—and never in his life before having heard or 

having had passed to him so intricate and elusive and strange a problem—and because of Clyde's 

faith in and regard for him, enormously impressed. And now sitting before him quite still and 

pondering most deeply, sadly and even nervously—so serious and important was this request for 

an opinion—something which, as he knew, Clyde was counting on to give him earthly and 

spiritual peace. But, none-the-less, the Reverend McMillan was himself too puzzled to answer so 

quickly. 

"Up to the time you went in that boat with her, Clyde, you had not changed in your mood 

toward her—your intention to—to—" 

The Reverend McMillan's face was gray and drawn. His eyes were sad. He had been 

listening, as he now felt, to a sad and terrible story—an evil and cruel self-torturing and 

destroying story. This young boy—really—! His hot, restless heart which plainly for the lack of 

so many things which he, the Reverend McMillan, had never wanted for, had rebelled. And 

because of that rebellion had sinned mortally and was condemned to die. Indeed his reason was 

as intensely troubled as his heart was moved. 

"No, I had not." 



"You were, as you say, angry with yourself for being so weak as not to be able to do what 

you had planned to do." 

"In a way it was like that, yes. But then I was sorry, too, you see. And maybe afraid. I'm 

not exactly sure now. Maybe not, either." 

The Reverend McMillan shook his head. So strange! So evasive! So evil! And yet— 

"But at the same time, as you say, you were angry with her for having driven you to that 

point." 

"Yes." 

"Where you were compelled to wrestle with so terrible a problem?" 

"Yes." 

"Tst! Tst! Tst! And so you thought of striking her." 

"Yes, I did." 

"But you could not." 

"No." 

"Praised be the mercy of God. Yet in the blow that you did strike— unintentionally—as 

you say—there was still some anger against her. That was why the blow was so—so severe. You 

did not want her to come near you." 

"No, I didn't. I think I didn't, anyhow. I'm not quite sure. It may be that I wasn't quite 

right. Anyhow—all worked up, I guess— sick almost. I—I—" In his uniform—his hair cropped 

so close, Clyde sat there, trying honestly now to think how it really was (exactly) and greatly 

troubled by his inability to demonstrate to himself even—either his guilt or his lack of guilt. Was 

he—or was he not? And the Reverend McMillan—himself intensely strained, muttering: "Wide 

is the gate and broad the way that leadeth to destruction." And yet finally adding: "But you did 

rise to save her." 

"Yes, afterwards, I got up. I meant to catch her after she fell back. That was what upset 

the boat." 

"And you did really want to catch her?" 

"I don't know. At the moment I guess I did. Anyhow I felt sorry, I think." 

"But can you say now truly and positively, as your Creator sees you, that you were 

sorry—or that you wanted to save her then?" 



"It all happened so quick, you see," began Clyde nervously— hopelessly, almost, "that 

I'm not just sure. No, I don't know that I was so very sorry. No. I really don't know, you see, 

now. Sometimes I think maybe I was, a little, sometimes not, maybe. But after she was gone and 

I was on shore, I felt sorry—a little. But I was sort of glad, too, you know, to be free, and yet 

frightened, too—You see—" 

"Yes, I know. You were going to that Miss X. But out there, when she was in the water—

?" 

"No." 

"You did not want to go to her rescue?" 

"No." 

"Tst! Tst! Tst! You felt no sorrow? No shame? Then?" 

"Yes, shame, maybe. Maybe sorrow, too, a little. I knew it was terrible. I felt that it was, 

of course. But still—you see—" 

"Yes, I know. That Miss X. You wanted to get away." 

"Yes—but mostly I was frightened, and I didn't want to help her." 

"Yes! Yes! Tst! Tst! Tst! If she drowned you could go to that Miss X. You thought of 

that?" The Reverend McMillan's lips were tightly and sadly compressed. 

"Yes." 

"My son! My son! In your heart was murder then." 

"Yes, yes," Clyde said reflectively. "I have thought since it must have been that way." 

The Reverend McMillan paused and to hearten himself for this task began to pray—but 

silently—and to himself: "Our Father who art in Heaven—hallowed be Thy name. Thy Kingdom 

come, Thy will be done—on earth as it is in Heaven." He stirred again after a time. 

"Ah, Clyde. The mercy of God is equal to every sin. I know it. He sent His own son to 

die for the evil of the world. It must be so—if you will but repent. But that thought! That deed! 

You have much to pray for, my son—much. Oh, yes. For in the sight of God, I fear,—yes—And 

yet—I must pray for enlightenment. This is a strange and terrible story. There are so many 

phases. It may be but pray. Pray with me now that you and I may have light." He bowed his 

head. He sat for minutes in silence—while Clyde, also, in silence and troubled doubt, sat before 

him. Then, after a time he began: 



"Oh, Lord, rebuke me not in thine anger; neither chasten me in Thy hot displeasure. Have 

mercy on me, O Lord, for I am weak. Heal me in my shame and sorrow for my soul is wounded 

and dark in Thy sight. Oh, let the wickedness of my heart pass. Lead me, O God, into Thy 

righteousness. Let the wickedness of my heart pass and remember it not." 

Clyde—his head down—sat still—very still. He, himself, was at last shaken and 

mournful. No doubt his sin was very great. Very, very terrible! And yet—But then, the Reverend 

McMillan ceasing and rising, he, too, rose, the while McMillan added: "But I must go now. I 

must think—pray. This has troubled and touched me deeply. Oh, very, Lord. And you—my 

son—you return and pray— alone. Repent. Ask of God on your knees His forgiveness and He 

will hear you. Yes, He will. And to-morrow—or as soon as I honestly can—I will come again. 

But do not despair. Pray always— for in prayer alone, prayer and contrition, is salvation. Rest in 

the strength of Him who holds the world in the hollow of His hand. In His abounding strength 

and mercy, is peace and forgiveness. Oh, yes." 

He struck the iron door with a small key ring that he carried and at once the guard, 

hearing it, returned. 

Then having escorted Clyde to his cell and seen him once more shut within that 

restraining cage, he took his own departure, heavily and miserably burdened with all that he had 

heard. And Clyde was left to brood on all he had said—and how it had affected McMillan, as 

well as himself. His new friend's stricken mood. The obvious pain and horror with which he 

viewed it all. Was he really and truly guilty? Did he really and truly deserve to die for this? Was 

that what the Reverend McMillan would decide? And in the face of all his tenderness and 

mercy? 

And another week in which, moved by Clyde's seeming contrition, and all the confusing 

and extenuating circumstances of his story, and having wrestled most earnestly with every moral 

aspect of it, the Reverend McMillan once more before his cell door—but only to say that 

however liberal or charitable his interpretation of the facts, as at last Clyde had truthfully 

pictured them, still he could not feel that either primarily or secondarily could he be absolved 

from guilt for her death. He had plotted—had he not? He had not gone to her rescue when he 

might have. He had wished her dead and afterwards had not been sorry. In the blow that had 

brought about the upsetting of the boat had been some anger. Also in the mood that had not 

permitted him to strike. The facts that he had been influenced by the beauty and position of Miss 

X to the plotting of this deed, and, after his evil relations with Roberta, that she had been 

determined he should marry her, far from being points in extenuation of his actions, were really 

further evidence of his general earthly sin and guilt. Before the Lord then he had sinned in many 

ways. In those dark days, alas, as Mr. McMillan saw it, he was little more than a compound of 

selfishness and unhallowed desire and fornication against the evil of which Paul had thundered. 

It had endured to the end and had not changed—until he had been taken by the law. He had not 

repented—not even there at Bear Lake where he had time for thought. And besides, had he not, 

from the beginning to end, bolstered it with false and evil pretenses? Verily. 

On the other hand, no doubt if he were sent to the chair now in the face of his first—and 

yet so clear manifestation of contrition— when now, for the first time he was beginning to grasp 



the enormity of his offense—it would be but to compound crime with crime—the state in this 

instance being the aggressor. For, like the warden and many others, McMillan was against 

capital punishment— preferring to compel the wrong-doer to serve the state in some way. But, 

none-the-less, he felt himself compelled to acknowledge, Clyde was far from innocent. Think as 

he would—and however much spiritually he desired to absolve him, was he not actually guilty? 

In vain it was that McMillan now pointed out to Clyde that his awakened moral and 

spiritual understanding more perfectly and beautifully fitted him for life and action than ever 

before. He was alone. He had no one who believed in him. No one. He had no one, whom, in any 

of his troubled and tortured actions before that crime saw anything but the darkest guilt 

apparently. And yet—and yet—(and this despite Sondra and the Reverend McMillan and all the 

world for that matter, Mason, the jury at Bridgeburg, the Court of Appeals at Albany, if it should 

decide to confirm the jury at Bridgeburg), he had a feeling in his heart that he was not as guilty 

as they all seemed to think. After all they had not been tortured as he had by Roberta with her 

determination that he marry her and thus ruin his whole life. They had not burned with that 

unquenchable passion for the Sondra of his beautiful dream as he had. They had not been 

harassed, tortured, mocked by the ill-fate of his early life and training, forced to sing and pray on 

the streets as he had in such a degrading way, when his whole heart and soul cried out for better 

things. How could they judge him, these people, all or any one of them, even his own mother, 

when they did not know what his own mental, physical and spiritual suffering had been? And as 

he lived through it again in his thoughts at this moment the sting and mental poison of it was as 

real to him as ever. Even in the face of all the facts and as much as every one felt him to be 

guilty, there was something so deep within him that seemed to cry out against it that, even now, 

at times, it startled him. Still—there was the Reverend McMillan—he was a very fair and just 

and merciful man. Surely he saw all this from a higher light and better viewpoint than his own. 

While at times he felt strongly that he was innocent, at others he felt that he must be guilty. 

Oh, these evasive and tangled and torturesome thoughts!! Would he never be able—

quite—to get the whole thing straightened out in his own mind? 

So Clyde not being able to take advantage truly of either the tenderness and faith and 

devotion of so good and pure a soul as the Reverend McMillan or the all merciful and all 

powerful God of whom here he stood as the ambassador. What was he to do, really? How pray, 

resignedly, unreservedly, faithfully? And in that mood—and because of the urge of the Reverend 

Duncan, who was convinced by Clyde's confession that he must have been completely infused 

with the spirit of God, once more thumbing through the various passages and chapters pointed 

out to him—reading and re-reading the Psalms most familiar to him, seeking from their 

inspiration to catch the necessary contrition—which once caught would give him that peace and 

strength which in those long and dreary hours he so much desired. Yet never quite catching it. 

Parallel with all this, four more months passed. And at the end of that time—in January, 

19—, the Court of Appeals finding (Fulham, Jr., reviewing the evidence as offered by Belknap 

and Jephson)— with Kincaid, Briggs, Truman and Dobshutter concurring, that Clyde was guilty 

as decided by the Cataraqui County jury and sentencing him to die at some time within the week 

beginning February 28th or six weeks later—and saying in conclusion: 



"We are mindful that this is a case of circumstantial evidence and that the only 

eyewitness denies that death was the result of crime. But in obedience to the most exacting 

requirements of that manner of proof, the counsel for the people, with very unusual thoroughness 

and ability has investigated and presented evidence of a great number of circumstances for the 

purpose of truly solving the question of the defendant's guilt or innocence. 

"We might think that the proof of some of these facts standing by themselves was subject 

to doubt by reason of unsatisfactory or contradictory evidence, and that other occurrences might 

be so explained or interpreted as to be reconcilable with innocence. The defense—and very 

ably—sought to enforce this view. 

"But taken all together and considered as a connected whole, they make such convincing 

proof of guilt that we are not able to escape from its force by any justifiable process of reasoning 

and we are compelled to say that not only is the verdict not opposed to the weight of evidence, 

and to the proper inference to be drawn from it, but that it is abundantly justified thereby. 

Decision of the lower court unanimously confirmed." 

On hearing this, McMillan, who was in Syracuse at the time, hurrying to Clyde in the 

hope that before the news was conveyed officially, he should be there to encourage him 

spiritually, since, only with the aid of the Lord, as he saw it—the eternal and ever present help in 

trouble—would Clyde be able to endure so heavy a blow. And finding him—for which he was 

most deeply grateful— wholly unaware of what had occurred, since no news of any kind was 

conveyed to any condemned man until the warrant for his execution had arrived. 

After a most tender and spiritual conversation—in which he quoted from Matthew, Paul 

and John as to the unimportance of this world— the true reality and joy of the next—Clyde was 

compelled to learn from McMillan that the decision of the court had gone against him. And that 

though McMillan talked of an appeal to the Governor which he—and some others whom he was 

sure to be able to influence would make—unless the Governor chose to act, within six weeks, as 

Clyde knew, he would be compelled to die. And then, once the force of that fact had finally burst 

on him—and while McMillan talked on about faith and the refuge which the mercy and wisdom 

of God provided—Clyde, standing before him with more courage and character showing in his 

face and eyes than at any time previously in his brief and eager career. 

"So they decided against me. Now I will have to go through that door after all,—like all 

those others. They'll draw the curtains for me, too. Into that other room—then back across the 

passage— saying good-bye as I go, like those others. I will not be here any more." He seemed to 

be going over each step in his mind—each step with which he was so familiar, only now, for the 

first time, he was living it for himself. Now, in the face of this dread news, which somehow was 

as fascinating as it was terrible, feeling not as distrait or weak as at first he had imagined he 

would be. Rather, to his astonishment, considering all his previous terror in regard to this, 

thinking of what he would do, what he would say, in an outwardly calm way. 

Would he repeat prayers read to him by the Reverend McMillan here? No doubt. And 

maybe gladly, too. And yet— 



In his momentary trance he was unconscious of the fact that the Reverend Duncan was 

whispering: 

"But you see we haven't reached the end of this yet. There is a new Governor coming into 

office in January. He is a very sensible and kindly man, I hear. In fact I know several people who 

know him—and it is my plan to see him personally—as well as to have some other people whom 

I know write him on the strength of what I will tell them." 

But from Clyde's look at the moment, as well as what he now said, he could tell that he 

was not listening. 

"My mother. I suppose some one ought to telegraph her. She is going to feel very bad." 

And then: "I don't suppose they believed that those letters shouldn't have been introduced just as 

they were, did they? I thought maybe they would." He was thinking of Nicholson. 

"Don't worry, Clyde," replied the tortured and saddened McMillan, at this point more 

eager to take him in his arms and comfort him than to say anything at all. "I have already 

telegraphed your mother. As for that decision—I will see your lawyers right away. Besides—as I 

say—I propose to see the Governor myself. He is a new man, you see." 

Once more he was now repeating all that Clyde had not heard before. 

  



Chapter 34 

The scene was the executive chamber of the newly elected Governor of the State of New 

York some three weeks after the news conveyed to Clyde by McMillan. After many preliminary 

and futile efforts on the part of Belknap and Jephson to obtain a commutation of the sentence of 

Clyde from death to life imprisonment (the customary filing of a plea for clemency, together 

with such comments as they had to make in regard to the way the evidence had been 

misinterpreted and the illegality of introducing the letters of Roberta in their original form, to all 

of which Governor Waltham, an ex-district attorney and judge from the southern part of the 

state, had been conscientiously compelled to reply that he could see no reason for interfering) 

there was now before Governor Waltham Mrs. Griffiths together with the Reverend McMillan. 

For, moved by the widespread interest in the final disposition of Clyde's case, as well as the fact 

that his mother, because of her unshaken devotion to him, and having learned of the decision of 

the Court of Appeals, had once more returned to Auburn and since then had been appealing to 

the newspapers, as well as to himself through letters for a correct understanding of the 

extenuating circumstances surrounding her son's downfall, and because she herself had 

repeatedly appealed to him for a personal interview in which she should be allowed to present 

her deepest convictions in regard to all this, the Governor had at last consented to see her. It 

could do no harm. Besides it would tend to soothe her. Also variable public sentiment, whatever 

its convictions in any given case, was usually on the side of the form or gesture of clemency—

without, however, any violence to its convictions. And, in this case, if one could judge by the 

newspapers, the public was convinced that Clyde was guilty. On the other hand, Mrs. Griffiths, 

owing to her own long meditations in regard to Clyde, Roberta, his sufferings during and since 

the trial, the fact that according to the Reverend McMillan he had at last been won to a deep 

contrition and a spiritual union with his Creator whatever his original sin, was now more than 

ever convinced that humanity and even justice demanded that at least he be allowed to live. And 

so standing before the Governor, a tall, sober and somewhat somber man who, never in all his 

life had even so much as sensed the fevers or fires that Clyde had known, yet who, being a 

decidedly affectionate father and husband, could very well sense what Mrs. Griffiths' present 

emotions must be. Yet greatly exercised by the compulsion which the facts, as he understood 

them, as well as a deep-seated and unchangeable submission to law and order, thrust upon him. 

Like the pardon clerk before him, he had read all the evidence submitted to the Court of Appeals, 

as well as the latest briefs submitted by Belknap and Jephson. But on what grounds could he—

David Waltham, and without any new or varying data of any kind—just a reinterpretation of the 

evidence as already passed upon—venture to change Clyde's death sentence to life 

imprisonment? Had not a jury, as well as the Court of Appeals, already said he should die? 

In consequence, as Mrs. Griffiths began her plea, her voice shaky— retracing as best she 

could the story of Clyde's life, his virtues, the fact that at no time ever had he been a bad or cruel 

boy—that Roberta, if not Miss X, was not entirely guiltless in the matter— he merely gazed at 

her deeply moved. The love and devotion of such a mother! Her agony in this hour; her faith that 

her son could not be as evil as the proven facts seemed to indicate to him and every one else. 

"Oh, my dear Governor, how can the sacrifice of my son's life now, and when spiritually he has 

purged his soul of sin and is ready to devote himself to the work of God, repay the state for the 

loss of that poor, dear girl's life, whether it was accidentally or otherwise taken—how can it? 



Can not the millions of people of the state of New York be merciful? Cannot you as their 

representative exercise the mercy that they may feel?" 

Her voice broke—she could not go on. Instead she turned her back and began to cry 

silently, while Waltham, shaken by an emotion he could not master, merely stood there. This 

poor woman! So obviously honest and sincere. Then the Reverend McMillan, seeing his 

opportunity, now entering his plea. Clyde had changed. He could not speak as to his life 

before—but since his incarceration— or for the last year, at least, he had come into a new 

understanding of life, duty, his obligations to man and God. If but the death sentence could be 

commuted to life imprisonment— 

And the Governor, who was a very earnest and conscientious man, listened with all 

attention to McMillan, whom, as he saw and concluded was decidedly an intense and vital and 

highly idealistic person. No question in his own mind but what the words of this man—whatever 

they were, would be true—in so far as his own understanding would permit the conception of a 

truth. 

"But you, personally, Mr. McMillan," the Governor at last found voice to say, "because 

of your long contact with him in the prison there—do you know of any material fact not 

introduced at the trial which would in any way tend to invalidate or weaken any phase of the 

testimony offered at the trial? As you must know this is a legal proceeding. I cannot act upon 

sentiment alone—and especially in the face of the unanimous decision of two separate courts." 

He looked directly at McMillan, who, pale and dumb, now gazed at him in return. For 

now upon his word—upon his shoulders apparently was being placed the burden of deciding as 

to Clyde's guilt or innocence. But could he do that? Had he not decided, after due meditation as 

to Clyde's confessions, that he was guilty before God and the law? And could he now—for 

mercy's sake—and in the face of his deepest spiritual conviction, alter his report of his 

conviction? Would that be true—white, valuable before the Lord? And as instantly deciding that 

he, Clyde's spiritual adviser, must not in any way be invalidated in his spiritual worth to Clyde. 

"Ye are the salt of the earth; but if the salt have lost his savor, wherewith shall it be salted?" And 

forthwith he declared: "As his spiritual advisor I have entered only upon the spiritual, not the 

legal aspect of his life." And thereupon Waltham at once deciding, from something in 

McMillan's manner that he, like all others, apparently, was satisfied as to Clyde's guilt. And so, 

finally finding courage to say to Mrs. Griffiths: "Unless some definite evidence such as I have 

not yet seen and which will affect the legality of these two findings can be brought me, I have no 

alternative, Mrs. Griffiths, but to allow the verdict as written to stand. I am very sorry—oh, more 

than I can tell you. But if the law is to be respected its decisions can never be altered except for 

reasons that in themselves are full of legal merit. I wish I could decide differently. I do indeed. 

My heart and my prayers go with you." 

He pressed a button. His secretary entered. It was plain that the interview was ended. 

Mrs. Griffiths, violently shaken and deeply depressed by the peculiar silence and evasion of 

McMillan at the crucial moment of this interview when the Governor had asked such an all 

important and direct question as to the guilt of her son, was still unable to say a word more. But 

now what? Which way? To whom to turn? God, and God only. She and Clyde must find in their 



Creator the solace for his failure and death in this world. And as she was thinking and still 

weeping, the Reverend McMillan approached and gently led her from the room. 

When she was gone the Governor finally turned to his secretary: 

"Never in my life have I faced a sadder duty. It will always be with me." He turned and 

gazed out upon a snowy February landscape. 

And after this but two more weeks of life for Clyde, during which time, and because of 

his ultimate decision conveyed to him first by McMillan, but in company with his mother, from 

whose face Clyde could read all, even before McMillan spoke, and from whom he heard all once 

more as to his need of refuge and peace in God, his Savior, he now walked up and down his cell, 

unable to rest for any length of time anywhere. For, because of this final completely convincing 

sensation, that very soon he was to die, he felt the need, even now of retracing his unhappy life. 

His youth. Kansas City. Chicago. Lycurgus. Roberta and Sondra. How swiftly they and all that 

was connected with them passed in review. The few, brief, bright intense moments. His desire 

for more—more—that intense desire he had felt there in Lycurgus after Sondra came and now 

this, this! And now even this was ending—this—this—Why, he had scarcely lived at all as yet—

and these last two years so miserably between these crushing walls. And of this life but fourteen, 

thirteen, twelve, eleven, ten, nine, eight of the filtering and now feverish days left. They were 

going—going. But life—life—how was one to do without that—the beauty of the days— of the 

sun and rain—of work love, energy, desire. Oh, he really did not want to die. He did not. Why 

say to him so constantly as his mother and the Reverend McMillan now did to resolve all his care 

in divine mercy and think only of God, when now, now, was all? And yet the Reverend 

McMillan insisting that only in Christ and the hereafter was real peace. Oh, yes—but just the 

same, before the Governor might he not have said—might he not have said that he was not 

guilty—or at least not entirely guilty—if only he had seen it that way—that time—and then—

then—why then the Governor might have commuted his sentence to life imprisonment—might 

he not? For he had asked his mother what the Reverend McMillan had said to the Governor—

(yet without saying to her that he had ever confessed all to him), and she had replied that he had 

told him how sincerely he had humbled himself before the Lord—but not that he was not guilty. 

And Clyde, feeling how strange it was that the Reverend McMillan could not conscientiously 

bring himself to do more than that for him. How sad. How hopeless. Would no one ever 

understand—or give him credit for his human—if all too human and perhaps wrong hungers—

yet from which so many others—along with himself suffered? 

But worse yet, if anything, Mrs. Griffiths, because of what the Reverend McMillan had 

said—or failed to say, in answer to the final question asked by Governor Waltham—and 

although subsequently in answer to an inquiry of her own, he had repeated the statement, she was 

staggered by the thought that perhaps, after all, Clyde was as guilty as at first she had feared. 

And because of that asking at one point: 

"Clyde, if there is anything you have not confessed, you must confess it before you go." 

"I have confessed everything to God and to Mr. McMillan, Mother. Isn't that enough?" 



"No, Clyde. You have told the world that you are innocent. But if you are not you must 

say so." 

"But if my conscience tells me that I am right, is not that enough?" 

"No, not if God's word says differently, Clyde," replied Mrs. Griffiths nervously—and 

with great inward spiritual torture. But he chose to say nothing further at that time. How could he 

discuss with his mother or the world the strange shadings which in his confession and subsequent 

talks with the Reverend McMillan he had not been able to solve. It was not to be done. 

And because of that refusal on her son's part to confide in her, Mrs. Griffiths, tortured, 

not only spiritually but personally. Her own son—and so near death and not willing to say what 

already apparently he had said to Mr. McMillan. Would not God ever be done with this testing 

her? And yet on account of what McMillan had already said,—that he considered Clyde, 

whatever his past sins, contrite and clean before the Lord—a youth truly ready to meet his 

Maker—she was prone to rest. The Lord was great! He was merciful. In His bosom was peace. 

What was death—what life—to one whose heart and mind were at peace with Him? It was 

nothing. A few years (how very few) and she and Asa and after them, his brothers and sisters, 

would come to join him—and all his miseries here would be forgotten. But without peace in the 

Lord—the full and beautiful realization of His presence, love, care and mercy...! She was 

tremulous at moments now in her spiritual exaltation—no longer quite normal—as Clyde could 

see and feel. But also by her prayers and anxiety as to his spiritual welfare, he was also able to 

see how little, really, she had ever understood of his true moods and aspirations. He had longed 

for so much there in Kansas City and he had had so little. Things—just things—had seemed very 

important to him—and he had so resented being taken out on the street as he had been, before all 

the other boys and girls, many of whom had all the things that he so craved, and when he would 

have been glad to have been anywhere else in the world than out there—on the street! That 

mission life that to his mother was so wonderful, yet, to him, so dreary! But was it wrong for him 

to feel so? Had it been? Would the Lord resent it now? And, maybe, she was right as to her 

thoughts about him. Unquestionably he would have been better off if he had followed her advice. 

But how strange it was, that to his own mother, and even now in these closing hours, when above 

all things he craved sympathy—but more than sympathy, true and deep understanding—even 

now—and as much as she loved and sympathized with, and was seeking to aid him with all her 

strength in her stern and self-sacrificing way,—still he could not turn to her now and tell her, his 

own mother, just how it all happened. It was as though there was an unsurmountable wall or 

impenetrable barrier between them, built by the lack of understanding—for it was just that. She 

would never understand his craving for ease and luxury, for beauty, for love—his particular kind 

of love that went with show, pleasure, wealth, position, his eager and immutable aspirations and 

desires. She could not understand these things. She would look on all of it as sin—evil, 

selfishness. And in connection with all the fatal steps involving Roberta and Sondra, as 

adultery—unchastity—murder, even. And she would and did expect him to be terribly sorry and 

wholly repentant, when, even now, and for all he had said to the Reverend McMillan and to her, 

he could not feel so—not wholly so—although great was his desire now to take refuge in God, 

but better yet, if it were only possible, in her own understanding and sympathetic heart. If it were 

only possible. 



Lord, it was all so terrible! He was so alone, even in these last few and elusive hours (the 

swift passing of the days), with his mother and also the Reverend McMillan here with him, but 

neither understanding. 

But, apart from all this and much worse, he was locked up here and they would not let 

him go. There was a system—a horrible routine system—as long since he had come to feel it to 

be so. It was iron. It moved automatically like a machine without the aid or the hearts of men. 

These guards! They with their letters, their inquiries, their pleasant and yet really hollow words, 

their trips to do little favors, or to take the men in and out of the yard or to their baths—they were 

iron, too—mere machines, automatons, pushing and pushing and yet restraining and restraining 

one—within these walls, as ready to kill as to favor in case of opposition— but pushing, pushing, 

pushing—always toward that little door over there, from which there was no escape—no 

escape—just on and on— until at last they would push him through it never to return! Never to 

return! 

Each time he thought of this he arose and walked the floor. Afterwards, usually, he 

resumed the puzzle of his own guilt. He tried to think of Roberta and the evil he had done her, to 

read the Bible—even—lying on his face on the iron cot—repeating over and over: "Lord, give 

me peace. Lord, give me light. Lord, give me strength to resist any evil thoughts that I should not 

have. I know I am not wholly white. Oh, no. I know I plotted evil. Yes, yes, I know that. I 

confess. But must I really die now? Is there no help? Will you not help me, Lord? Will you not 

manifest yourself, as my mother says you will—for me? Will you get the Governor to change my 

sentence before the final moment to life imprisonment? Will you get the Reverend McMillan to 

change his views and go to him, and my mother, too? I will drive out all sinful thoughts. I will be 

different. Oh, yes, I will, if you will only spare me. Do not let me die now—so soon. Do not. I 

will pray. Yes, I will. Give me the strength to understand and believe—and pray. Oh, do!" 

It was like this in those short, horrible days between the return of his mother and the 

Reverend McMillan from their final visit to the Governor and in his last hour that Clyde thought 

and prayed— yet finally in a kind of psychic terror, evoked by his uncertainty as to the meaning 

of the hereafter, his certainty of death, and the faith and emotions of his mother, as well as those 

of the Reverend McMillan, who was about every day with his interpretations of divine mercy 

and his exhortations as to the necessity of complete faith and reliance upon it, he, himself coming 

at last to believe, not only must he have faith but that he had it—and peace—complete and 

secure. In that state, and at the request of the Reverend McMillan, and his mother, finally 

composing, with the personal aid and supervision of McMillan, who changed some of the 

sentences in his presence and with his consent, an address to the world, and more particularly to 

young men of his own years, which read: 

In the shadow of the Valley of Death it is my desire to do everything that would remove 

any doubt as to my having found Jesus Christ, the personal Savior and unfailing friend. My one 

regret at this time is that I have not given Him the preeminence in my life while I had the 

opportunity to work for Him. 

 

If I could only say some one thing that would draw young men to Him I would deem it the 

greatest privilege ever granted me. But all I can now say is, "I know in whom I have believed, 



and am persuaded that He is able to keep that which I have committed unto Him against that 

day" [a quotation that McMillan had familiarized him with]. 

 

If the young men of this country could only know the joy and pleasure of a Christian life, I know 

they would do all in their power to become earnest, active Christians, and would strive to live as 

Christ would have them live. 

 

There is not one thing I have left undone which will bar me from facing my God, knowing that 

my sins are forgiven, for I have been free and frank in my talks with my spiritual adviser, and 

God knows where I stand. 

 

My task is done, the victory won. 

 

CLYDE GRIFFITHS. 

Having written this—a statement so unlike all the previous rebellious moods that had 

characterized him that even now he was, not a little impressed by the difference, handing it to 

McMillan, who, heartened by this triumph, exclaimed: "And the victory is won, Clyde. 'This day 

shalt thou be with me in Paradise.' You have His word. Your soul and your body belong to Him. 

Praised, everlastingly, be His name." 

And then so wrought up was he by this triumph, taking both Clyde's hands in his and 

kissing them and then folding him in his arms: "My son, my son, in whom I am well pleased. In 

you God has truly manifested His truth. His power to save. I see it. I feel it. Your address to the 

world is really His own voice to the world." And then pocketing the note with the understanding 

that it was to be issued after Clyde's death—not before. And yet Clyde having written this, still 

dubious at moments. Was he truly saved? The time was so short? Could he rely on God with that 

absolute security which he had just announced now characterized him? Could he? Life was so 

strange. The future so obscure. Was there really a life after death—a God by whom he would be 

welcomed as the Reverend McMillan and his own mother insisted? Was there? 

In the midst of this, two days before his death and in a final burst of panic, Mrs. Griffiths 

wiring the Hon. David Waltham: "Can you say before your God that you have no doubt of 

Clyde's guilt? Please wire. If you cannot, then his blood will be upon your head. His mother." 

And Robert Fessler, the secretary to the Governor replying by wire: "Governor Waltham does 

not think himself justified in interfering with the decision of the Court of Appeals." 

At last the final day—the final hour—Clyde's transfer to a cell in the old death house, 

where, after a shave and a bath, he was furnished with black trousers, a white shirt without a 

collar, to be opened at the neck afterwards, new felt slippers and gray socks. So accoutered, he 

was allowed once more to meet his mother and McMillan, who, from six o'clock in the evening 

preceding the morning of his death until four of the final morning, were permitted to remain near 

him to counsel with him as to the love and mercy of God. And then at four the warden appearing 

to say that it was time, he feared, that Mrs. Griffiths depart leaving Clyde in the care of Mr. 

McMillan. (The sad compulsion of the law, as he explained.) And then Clyde's final farewell to 



his mother, before which, and in between the silences and painful twistings of heart strings, he 

had managed to say: 

"Mama, you must believe that I die resigned and content. It won't be hard. God has heard 

my prayers. He has given me strength and peace." But to himself adding: "Had he?" 

And Mrs. Griffiths exclaiming: "My son! My son, I know, I know. I have faith too. I 

know that my Redeemer liveth and that He is yours. Though we die—yet shall we live!" She was 

looking heavenward, and seemed transfixed. Yet as suddenly turning to Clyde and gathering him 

in her arms and holding him long and firmly to her, whispering: "My son—my baby—" And her 

voice broke and trailed off into breathlessness—and her strength seemed to be going all to him, 

until she felt she must leave or fall—And so she turned quickly and unsteadily to the warden, 

who was waiting for her to lead her to Auburn friends of McMillan's. 

And then in the dark of this midwinter morning—the final moment— with the guards 

coming, first to slit his right trouser leg for the metal plate and then going to draw the curtains 

before the cells: "It is time, I fear. Courage, my son." It was the Reverend McMillan—now 

accompanied by the Reverend Gibson, who, seeing the prison guards approaching, was then 

addressing Clyde. 

And Clyde now getting up from his cot, on which, beside the Reverend McMillan, he had 

been listening to the reading of John, 14, 15, 16: "Let not your heart be troubled. Ye believe in 

God— believe also in me." And then the final walk with the Reverend McMillan on his right 

hand and the Reverend Gibson on his left—the guards front and rear. But with, instead of the 

customary prayers, the Reverend McMillan announcing: "Humble yourselves under the mighty 

hand of God that He may exalt you in due time. Cast all your care upon Him for He careth for 

you. Be at peace. Wise and righteous are His ways, who hath called us into His eternal glory by 

Christ Jesus, after that we have suffered a little. I am the way, the truth and the life—no man 

cometh unto the Father but by me." 

But various voices—as Clyde entered the first door to cross to the chair room, calling: 

"Good-by, Clyde." And Clyde, with enough earthly thought and strength to reply: "Good-by, 

all." But his voice sounding so strange and weak, even to himself, so far distant as though it 

emanated from another being walking alongside of him, and not from himself. And his feet were 

walking, but automatically, it seemed. And he was conscious of that familiar shuffle—shuffle— 

as they pushed him on and on toward that door. Now it was here; now it was being opened. 

There it was—at last—the chair he had so often seen in his dreams—that he so dreaded—to 

which he was now compelled to go. He was being pushed toward that—into that—on— on—

through the door which was now open—to receive him—but which was as quickly closed again 

on all the earthly life he had ever known. 

It was the Reverend McMillan, who, gray and weary—a quarter of an hour later, walked 

desolately—and even a little uncertainly—as one who is physically very weak—through the cold 

doors of the prison. It was so faint—so weak—so gray as yet—this late winter day—and so like 

himself now. Dead! He, Clyde, had walked so nervously and yet somehow trustingly beside him 

but a few minutes before—and now he was dead. The law! Prisons such as this. Strong, evil men 



who scoffed betimes where Clyde had prayed. That confession! Had he decided truly—with the 

wisdom of God, as God gave him to see wisdom? Had he? Clyde's eyes! He, himself—the 

Reverend McMillan had all but fainted beside him as that cap was adjusted to his head—that 

current turned on—and he had had to be assisted, sick and trembling, from the room—he upon 

whom Clyde had relied. And he had asked God for strength,—was asking it. 

He walked along the silent street—only to be compelled to pause and lean against a 

tree—leafless in the winter—so bare and bleak. Clyde's eyes! That look as he sank limply into 

that terrible chair, his eyes fixed nervously and, as he thought, appealingly and dazedly upon him 

and the group surrounding him. 

Had he done right? Had his decision before Governor Waltham been truly sound, fair or 

merciful? Should he have said to him—that perhaps—perhaps—there had been those other 

influences playing upon him?...Was he never to have mental peace again, perhaps? 

"I know my Redeemer liveth and that He will keep him against that day." 

And then he walked and walked hours before he could present himself to Clyde's mother, 

who, on her knees in the home of the Rev. and Mrs. Francis Gault, Salvationists of Auburn, had 

been, since four-thirty, praying for the soul of her son whom she still tried to visualize as in the 

arms of his Maker. 

"I know in whom I have believed," was a part of her prayer. 

Souvenir 

Dusk, of a summer night. 

And the tall walls of the commercial heart of the city of San Francisco—tall and gray in 

the evening shade. 

And up a broad street from the south of Market—now comparatively hushed after the din 

of the day, a little band of five—a man of about sixty, short, stout, yet cadaverous as to the flesh 

of his face—and more especially about the pale, dim eyes—and with bushy white hair protruding 

from under a worn, round felt hat—a most unimportant and exhausted looking person, who 

carried a small, portable organ such as is customarily used by street preachers and singers. And 

by his side, a woman not more than five years his junior—taller, not so broad, but solid of frame 

and vigorous—with snow white hair and wearing an unrelieved costume of black—dress, 

bonnet, shoes. And her face broader and more characterful than her husband's, but more 

definitely seamed with lines of misery and suffering. At her side, again, carrying a Bible and 

several hymn books—a boy of not more than seven or eight—very round-eyed and alert, who, 

because of some sympathetic understanding between him and his elderly companion, seemed to 

desire to walk close to her—a brisk and smart stepping—although none-too-well dressed boy. 

With these three, again, but walking independently behind, a faded and unattractive woman of 

twenty-seven or eight and another woman of about fifty—apparently, because of their close 

resemblance, mother and daughter. 



It was hot, with the sweet languor of a Pacific summer about it all. At Market, the great 

thoroughfare which they had reached—and because of threading throngs of automobiles and 

various lines of cars passing in opposite directions, they awaited the signal of the traffic officer. 

"Russell, stay close now." It was the wife speaking. "Better take hold of my hand." 

"It seems to me," commented the husband, very feeble and yet serene, "that the traffic 

here grows worse all the time." 

The cars clanged their bells. The automobiles barked and snorted. But the little group 

seemed entirely unconscious of anything save a set purpose to make its way across the street. 

"Street preachers," observed a passing bank clerk to his cashier girl friend. 

"Sure—I see them up here nearly every Wednesday." 

"Gee, it's pretty tough on the little kid, I should think. He's pretty small to be dragged 

around on the streets, don't you think, Ella?" 

"Well, I'll say so. I'd hate to see a brother of mine in on any such game. What kind of a 

life is that for a kid anyhow?" commented Ella as they passed on. 

Having crossed the street and reached the first intersection beyond, they paused and 

looked around as though they had reached their destination—the man putting down his organ 

which he proceeded to open—setting up, as he did so, a small but adequate music rack. At the 

same time his wife, taking from her grandson the several hymnals and the Bible he carried, gave 

the Bible as well as a hymnal to her husband, put one on the organ and gave one to each of the 

remaining group including one for herself. The husband looked somewhat vacantly about him—

yet, none-the-less with a seeming wide-eyed assurance, and began with: 

"We will begin with 276 tonight. 'How firm a foundation.' All right, Miss Schoof." 

At this the younger of the two women—very parched and spare— angular and homely—

to whom life had denied quite all—seated herself upon the yellow camp chair and after arranging 

the stops and turning the leaves of the book, began playing the chosen hymn, to the tune of 

which they all joined in. 

By this time various homeward bound individuals of diverse occupations and interests 

noticing this small group so advantageously disposed near the principal thoroughfare of the city, 

hesitated a moment,—either to eye them askance or to ascertain the character of their work. And 

as they sang, the nondescript and indifferent street audience gazed, held by the peculiarity of 

such an unimportant group publicly raising its voice against the vast skepticism and apathy of 

life. That gray and flabby and ineffectual old man, in his worn and baggy blue suit. This robust 

and yet uncouth and weary and white-haired woman; this fresh and unsoiled and unspoiled and 

uncomprehending boy. What was he doing here? And again that neglected and thin spinster and 

her equally thin and distrait looking mother. Of the group, the wife stood out in the eyes of the 



passers-by as having the force and determination which, however blind or erroneous, makes for 

self-preservation, if not real success in life. She, more than any of the others, stood up with an 

ignorant, yet somehow respectable air of conviction. And as several of the many who chanced to 

pause, watched her, her hymn-book dropped to her side, her glance directed straight before her 

into space, each said on his way: "Well, here is one, who, whatever her defects, probably does 

what she believes as nearly as possible." A kind of hard, fighting faith in the wisdom and mercy 

of the definite overruling and watchful and merciful power which she proclaimed was written in 

her every feature and gesture. 

The song was followed with a long prayer and by the wife; then a sermon by the husband, 

testimonies by the others—all that God had done for them. Then the return march to the hall, the 

hymnals having been gathered, the organ folded and lifted by a strap over the husband's 

shoulder. And as they walked—it was the husband that commented: "A fine night. It seemed to 

me they were a little more attentive than usual." 

"Oh, yes," returned the younger woman that had played the organ. "At least eleven took 

tracts. And one old gentleman asked me where the mission was and when we held services." 

"Praise the Lord," commented the man. 

And then at last the mission itself—"The Star of Hope. Bethel Independent Mission, 

Meetings every Wednesday and Saturday night, 8 to 10. Sundays at 11, 3, 8. Everybody 

welcome." And under this legend in each window—"God is Love." And below that again in 

smaller type: "How long since you wrote to Mother." 

"Kin' I have a dime, grandma? I wana' go up to the corner and git an ice-cream cone." It 

was the boy asking. 

"Yes, I guess so, Russell. But listen to me. You are to come right back." 

"Yes, I will, grandma, sure. You know me." 

He took the dime that his Grandmother had extracted from a deep pocket in her dress and 

ran with it to the ice-cream vendor. 

Her darling boy. The light and color of her declining years. She must be kind to him, 

more liberal with him, not restrain him too much, as maybe, maybe, she had—She looked 

affectionately and yet a little vacantly after him as he ran. "For his sake." 

The small company, minus Russell, entered the yellow, unprepossessing door and 

disappeared. 

  



 

The Awakening and Selected Short Stories (by Kate Chopin) 

 

The Awakening is a novel by Kate Chopin, first published in 1899. Set in New Orleans 

and on the Louisiana Gulf coast at the end of the 19th century, the plot centers on Edna 

Pontellier and her struggle between her increasingly unorthodox views on femininity and 

motherhood with the prevailing social attitudes of the turn-of-the-century American South. It is 

one of the earlier American novels that focuses on women's issues without condescension. It is 

also widely seen as a landmark work of early feminism, generating a mixed reaction from 

contemporary readers and critics. 

The novel's blend of realistic narrative, incisive social commentary, and psychological 

complexity makes The Awakening a precursor of American modernist literature; it prefigures the 

works of American novelists such as William Faulkner and Ernest Hemingway and echoes the 

works of contemporaries such as Edith Wharton and Henry James. It can also be considered 

among the first Southern works in a tradition that would culminate with the modern works of 

Faulkner, Flannery O'Connor, Eudora Welty, Katherine Anne Porter, and Tennessee Williams. 

The Awakening was particularly controversial upon publication in 1899. Although the 

novel never was technically banned, it was censored. Chopin's novel was considered immoral for 

its comparatively frank depictions of female sexual desire and for its depiction of a protagonist 

who chafed against social norms and established gender roles. The public reaction to the novel 

was similar to the protests that greeted the publication and performance of Henrik Ibsen's 

landmark drama A Doll's House (1879), a work with which The Awakening shares an almost 

identical theme. Both contain a female protagonist who abandons her husband and children for 

self-fulfilment. 

However, published reviews ran the gamut from outright condemnation to the recognition 

of The Awakening as an important work of fiction by a gifted practitioner. Divergent reactions of 

two newspapers in Kate Chopin's hometown of St. Louis reflect these polarities. The St. Louis 

Republic labeled the novel "poison" and "too strong a drink for moral babes",[9] and the St. 

Louis Mirror stated "One would fain beg the gods, in pure cowardice, for sleep unending rather 

than to know what an ugly, cruel, loathsome Monster Passion can be when, like a tiger, it slowly 

awakens. This is the kind of awakening that impresses the reader in Mrs. Chopin's heroine." 

Later in the same year, the St. Louis Post-Dispatch praised the novel in "A St. Louis Woman 

Who Has Turned Fame Into Literature." 

Some reviews clucked in disappointment at Chopin's choice of subject: "It was not 

necessary for a writer of so great refinement and poetic grace to enter the over-worked field of 

sex-fiction" (Chicago Times Herald). Others mourned the loss of good taste; The Nation claimed 

that the book opened with high expectations, "remembering the author's agreeable short stories," 

and closed with "real disappointment," suggesting public dissatisfaction with the chosen topic: 



"we need not have been put to the unpleasantness of reading about her." The Nation also called 

Chopin "one more clever writer gone wrong." 

Some reviews indulged in outright vitriol as when Public Opinion stated "We are well-

satisfied when Mrs. Pontellier deliberately swims out to her death in the waters of the gulf." 

Chopin's work also garnered qualified, but still negative, reviews. The Dial called The 

Awakening a "poignant spiritual tragedy" with the caveat that the novel was "not altogether 

wholesome in its tendencies." Similarly, The Congregationalist called Chopin's novel "a brilliant 

piece of writing" but concludes "We cannot commend it." In the Pittsburgh Leader, Willa Cather 

set The Awakening alongside Madame Bovary, Gustave Flaubert's equally notorious and equally 

reviled novel of suburban ennui and unapologetic adultery—but Cather was no more impressed 

with the heroine than were most of her contemporaries. Cather "hope[d] that Miss Chopin will 

devote that flexible, iridescent style of hers to a better cause." 

On July 6, 1902, The New York Times reported that the Evanston, Illinois public library 

had removed The Awakening from its shelves with other books that the library board found 

objectionable. 

In 2006, the book was retained on the Northwestern Suburban High School District 214 reading 

list in Arlington Heights, IL along with eight other challenged titles. Leslie Pinney, a board 

member elected amid promises to bring her Christian beliefs into all board decision-making, 

raised the controversy based on excerpts from the books she'd found on the Internet. Pinney 

admitted she had had not read most of the books she wanted to ban. She had only read passages 

of the controversial selections, and said, “I don't know if I would want to." 

 

 

Want to know more? 

“Book-ban debate is long, impassioned” Chicago Tribune 

“Book-ban fights are far from over” Chicago Tribune 

 

  

https://www.chicagotribune.com/news/ct-xpm-2006-05-26-0605260141-story.html
https://www.chicagotribune.com/news/ct-xpm-2006-05-28-0605280303-story.html
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THE AWAKENING 

I 

A green and yellow parrot, which hung in a cage outside the door, kept repeating over and 

over: 

“Allez vous-en! Allez vous-en! Sapristi! That’s all right!” 

He could speak a little Spanish, and also a language which nobody understood, unless it was 

the mocking-bird that hung on the other side of the door, whistling his fluty notes out upon the 

breeze with maddening persistence. 

Mr. Pontellier, unable to read his newspaper with any degree of comfort, arose with an 

expression and an exclamation of disgust. 

He walked down the gallery and across the narrow “bridges” which connected the Lebrun 

cottages one with the other. He had been seated before the door of the main house. The parrot 

and the mocking-bird were the property of Madame Lebrun, and they had the right to make all 

the noise they wished. Mr. Pontellier had the privilege of quitting their society when they ceased 

to be entertaining. 

He stopped before the door of his own cottage, which was the fourth one from the main 

building and next to the last. Seating himself in a wicker rocker which was there, he once more 

applied himself to the task of reading the newspaper. The day was Sunday; the paper was a day 

old. The Sunday papers had not yet reached Grand Isle. He was already acquainted with the 

market reports, and he glanced restlessly over the editorials and bits of news which he had not 

had time to read before quitting New Orleans the day before. 

Mr. Pontellier wore eye-glasses. He was a man of forty, of medium height and rather slender 

build; he stooped a little. His hair was brown and straight, parted on one side. His beard was 

neatly and closely trimmed. 

Once in a while he withdrew his glance from the newspaper and looked about him. There was 

more noise than ever over at the house. The main building was called “the house,” to distinguish 

it from the cottages. The chattering and whistling birds were still at it. Two young girls, the 

Farival twins, were playing a duet from “Zampa” upon the piano. Madame Lebrun was bustling 

in and out, giving orders in a high key to a yard-boy whenever she got inside the house, and 

directions in an equally high voice to a dining-room servant whenever she got outside. She was a 

fresh, pretty woman, clad always in white with elbow sleeves. Her starched skirts crinkled as she 

came and went. Farther down, before one of the cottages, a lady in black was walking demurely 

up and down, telling her beads. A good many persons of the pension had gone over to 

the Chênière Caminada in Beaudelet’s lugger to hear mass. Some young people were out under 

the water-oaks playing croquet. Mr. Pontellier’s two children were there—sturdy little fellows of 

four and five. A quadroon nurse followed them about with a faraway, meditative air. 

Mr. Pontellier finally lit a cigar and began to smoke, letting the paper drag idly from his hand. 

He fixed his gaze upon a white sunshade that was advancing at snail’s pace from the beach. He 

could see it plainly between the gaunt trunks of the water-oaks and across the stretch of yellow 

camomile. The gulf looked far away, melting hazily into the blue of the horizon. The sunshade 

continued to approach slowly. Beneath its pink-lined shelter were his wife, Mrs. Pontellier, and 

young Robert Lebrun. When they reached the cottage, the two seated themselves with some 



appearance of fatigue upon the upper step of the porch, facing each other, each leaning against a 

supporting post. 

“What folly! to bathe at such an hour in such heat!” exclaimed Mr. Pontellier. He himself had 

taken a plunge at daylight. That was why the morning seemed long to him. 

“You are burnt beyond recognition,” he added, looking at his wife as one looks at a valuable 

piece of personal property which has suffered some damage. She held up her hands, strong, 

shapely hands, and surveyed them critically, drawing up her fawn sleeves above the wrists. 

Looking at them reminded her of her rings, which she had given to her husband before leaving 

for the beach. She silently reached out to him, and he, understanding, took the rings from his vest 

pocket and dropped them into her open palm. She slipped them upon her fingers; then clasping 

her knees, she looked across at Robert and began to laugh. The rings sparkled upon her fingers. 

He sent back an answering smile. 

“What is it?” asked Pontellier, looking lazily and amused from one to the other. It was some 

utter nonsense; some adventure out there in the water, and they both tried to relate it at once. It 

did not seem half so amusing when told. They realized this, and so did Mr. Pontellier. He 

yawned and stretched himself. Then he got up, saying he had half a mind to go over to Klein’s 

hotel and play a game of billiards. 

“Come go along, Lebrun,” he proposed to Robert. But Robert admitted quite frankly that he 

preferred to stay where he was and talk to Mrs. Pontellier. 

“Well, send him about his business when he bores you, Edna,” instructed her husband as he 

prepared to leave. 

“Here, take the umbrella,” she exclaimed, holding it out to him. He accepted the sunshade, and 

lifting it over his head descended the steps and walked away. 

“Coming back to dinner?” his wife called after him. He halted a moment and shrugged his 

shoulders. He felt in his vest pocket; there was a ten-dollar bill there. He did not know; perhaps 

he would return for the early dinner and perhaps he would not. It all depended upon the company 

which he found over at Klein’s and the size of “the game.” He did not say this, but she 

understood it, and laughed, nodding good-by to him. 

Both children wanted to follow their father when they saw him starting out. He kissed them 

and promised to bring them back bonbons and peanuts. 

  



II 

Mrs. Pontellier’s eyes were quick and bright; they were a yellowish brown, about the color of 

her hair. She had a way of turning them swiftly upon an object and holding them there as if lost 

in some inward maze of contemplation or thought. 

Her eyebrows were a shade darker than her hair. They were thick and almost horizontal, 

emphasizing the depth of her eyes. She was rather handsome than beautiful. Her face was 

captivating by reason of a certain frankness of expression and a contradictory subtle play of 

features. Her manner was engaging. 

Robert rolled a cigarette. He smoked cigarettes because he could not afford cigars, he said. He 

had a cigar in his pocket which Mr. Pontellier had presented him with, and he was saving it for 

his after-dinner smoke. 

This seemed quite proper and natural on his part. In coloring he was not unlike his companion. 

A clean-shaved face made the resemblance more pronounced than it would otherwise have been. 

There rested no shadow of care upon his open countenance. His eyes gathered in and reflected 

the light and languor of the summer day. 

Mrs. Pontellier reached over for a palm-leaf fan that lay on the porch and began to fan herself, 

while Robert sent between his lips light puffs from his cigarette. They chatted incessantly: about 

the things around them; their amusing adventure out in the water—it had again assumed its 

entertaining aspect; about the wind, the trees, the people who had gone to the Chênière; about 

the children playing croquet under the oaks, and the Farival twins, who were now performing the 

overture to “The Poet and the Peasant.” 

Robert talked a good deal about himself. He was very young, and did not know any better. 

Mrs. Pontellier talked a little about herself for the same reason. Each was interested in what the 

other said. Robert spoke of his intention to go to Mexico in the autumn, where fortune awaited 

him. He was always intending to go to Mexico, but some way never got there. Meanwhile he 

held on to his modest position in a mercantile house in New Orleans, where an equal familiarity 

with English, French and Spanish gave him no small value as a clerk and correspondent. 

He was spending his summer vacation, as he always did, with his mother at Grand Isle. In 

former times, before Robert could remember, “the house” had been a summer luxury of the 

Lebruns. Now, flanked by its dozen or more cottages, which were always filled with exclusive 

visitors from the “Quartier Français,” it enabled Madame Lebrun to maintain the easy and 

comfortable existence which appeared to be her birthright. 

Mrs. Pontellier talked about her father’s Mississippi plantation and her girlhood home in the 

old Kentucky blue-grass country. She was an American woman, with a small infusion of French 

which seemed to have been lost in dilution. She read a letter from her sister, who was away in 

the East, and who had engaged herself to be married. Robert was interested, and wanted to know 

what manner of girls the sisters were, what the father was like, and how long the mother had 

been dead. 

When Mrs. Pontellier folded the letter it was time for her to dress for the early dinner. 

“I see Léonce isn’t coming back,” she said, with a glance in the direction whence her husband 

had disappeared. Robert supposed he was not, as there were a good many New Orleans club men 

over at Klein’s. 



When Mrs. Pontellier left him to enter her room, the young man descended the steps and 

strolled over toward the croquet players, where, during the half-hour before dinner, he amused 

himself with the little Pontellier children, who were very fond of him. 

  



III 

It was eleven o’clock that night when Mr. Pontellier returned from Klein’s hotel. He was in an 

excellent humor, in high spirits, and very talkative. His entrance awoke his wife, who was in bed 

and fast asleep when he came in. He talked to her while he undressed, telling her anecdotes and 

bits of news and gossip that he had gathered during the day. From his trousers pockets he took a 

fistful of crumpled bank notes and a good deal of silver coin, which he piled on the bureau 

indiscriminately with keys, knife, handkerchief, and whatever else happened to be in his pockets. 

She was overcome with sleep, and answered him with little half utterances. 

He thought it very discouraging that his wife, who was the sole object of his existence, 

evinced so little interest in things which concerned him, and valued so little his conversation. 

Mr. Pontellier had forgotten the bonbons and peanuts for the boys. Notwithstanding he loved 

them very much, and went into the adjoining room where they slept to take a look at them and 

make sure that they were resting comfortably. The result of his investigation was far from 

satisfactory. He turned and shifted the youngsters about in bed. One of them began to kick and 

talk about a basket full of crabs. 

Mr. Pontellier returned to his wife with the information that Raoul had a high fever and 

needed looking after. Then he lit a cigar and went and sat near the open door to smoke it. 

Mrs. Pontellier was quite sure Raoul had no fever. He had gone to bed perfectly well, she said, 

and nothing had ailed him all day. Mr. Pontellier was too well acquainted with fever symptoms 

to be mistaken. He assured her the child was consuming at that moment in the next room. 

He reproached his wife with her inattention, her habitual neglect of the children. If it was not a 

mother’s place to look after children, whose on earth was it? He himself had his hands full with 

his brokerage business. He could not be in two places at once; making a living for his family on 

the street, and staying at home to see that no harm befell them. He talked in a monotonous, 

insistent way. 

Mrs. Pontellier sprang out of bed and went into the next room. She soon came back and sat on 

the edge of the bed, leaning her head down on the pillow. She said nothing, and refused to 

answer her husband when he questioned her. When his cigar was smoked out he went to bed, and 

in half a minute he was fast asleep. 

Mrs. Pontellier was by that time thoroughly awake. She began to cry a little, and wiped her 

eyes on the sleeve of her peignoir. Blowing out the candle, which her husband had left burning, 

she slipped her bare feet into a pair of satin mules at the foot of the bed and went out on the 

porch, where she sat down in the wicker chair and began to rock gently to and fro. 

It was then past midnight. The cottages were all dark. A single faint light gleamed out from 

the hallway of the house. There was no sound abroad except the hooting of an old owl in the top 

of a water-oak, and the everlasting voice of the sea, that was not uplifted at that soft hour. It 

broke like a mournful lullaby upon the night. 

The tears came so fast to Mrs. Pontellier’s eyes that the damp sleeve of her peignoir no longer 

served to dry them. She was holding the back of her chair with one hand; her loose sleeve had 

slipped almost to the shoulder of her uplifted arm. Turning, she thrust her face, steaming and 

wet, into the bend of her arm, and she went on crying there, not caring any longer to dry her face, 

her eyes, her arms. She could not have told why she was crying. Such experiences as the 

foregoing were not uncommon in her married life. They seemed never before to have weighed 



much against the abundance of her husband’s kindness and a uniform devotion which had come 

to be tacit and self-understood. 

An indescribable oppression, which seemed to generate in some unfamiliar part of her 

consciousness, filled her whole being with a vague anguish. It was like a shadow, like a mist 

passing across her soul’s summer day. It was strange and unfamiliar; it was a mood. She did not 

sit there inwardly upbraiding her husband, lamenting at Fate, which had directed her footsteps to 

the path which they had taken. She was just having a good cry all to herself. The mosquitoes 

made merry over her, biting her firm, round arms and nipping at her bare insteps. 

The little stinging, buzzing imps succeeded in dispelling a mood which might have held her 

there in the darkness half a night longer. 

The following morning Mr. Pontellier was up in good time to take the rockaway which was to 

convey him to the steamer at the wharf. He was returning to the city to his business, and they 

would not see him again at the Island till the coming Saturday. He had regained his composure, 

which seemed to have been somewhat impaired the night before. He was eager to be gone, as he 

looked forward to a lively week in Carondelet Street. 

Mr. Pontellier gave his wife half of the money which he had brought away from Klein’s hotel 

the evening before. She liked money as well as most women, and accepted it with no little 

satisfaction. 

“It will buy a handsome wedding present for Sister Janet!” she exclaimed, smoothing out the 

bills as she counted them one by one. 

“Oh! we’ll treat Sister Janet better than that, my dear,” he laughed, as he prepared to kiss her 

good-by. 

The boys were tumbling about, clinging to his legs, imploring that numerous things be brought 

back to them. Mr. Pontellier was a great favorite, and ladies, men, children, even nurses, were 

always on hand to say good-by to him. His wife stood smiling and waving, the boys shouting, as 

he disappeared in the old rockaway down the sandy road. 

A few days later a box arrived for Mrs. Pontellier from New Orleans. It was from her husband. 

It was filled with friandises, with luscious and toothsome bits—the finest of fruits, patés, a rare 

bottle or two, delicious syrups, and bonbons in abundance. 

Mrs. Pontellier was always very generous with the contents of such a box; she was quite used 

to receiving them when away from home. The patés and fruit were brought to the dining-room; 

the bonbons were passed around. And the ladies, selecting with dainty and discriminating fingers 

and a little greedily, all declared that Mr. Pontellier was the best husband in the world. Mrs. 

Pontellier was forced to admit that she knew of none better. 

  



IV 

It would have been a difficult matter for Mr. Pontellier to define to his own satisfaction or any 

one else’s wherein his wife failed in her duty toward their children. It was something which he 

felt rather than perceived, and he never voiced the feeling without subsequent regret and ample 

atonement. 

If one of the little Pontellier boys took a tumble whilst at play, he was not apt to rush crying to 

his mother’s arms for comfort; he would more likely pick himself up, wipe the water out of his 

eyes and the sand out of his mouth, and go on playing. Tots as they were, they pulled together 

and stood their ground in childish battles with doubled fists and uplifted voices, which usually 

prevailed against the other mother-tots. The quadroon nurse was looked upon as a huge 

encumbrance, only good to button up waists and panties and to brush and part hair; since it 

seemed to be a law of society that hair must be parted and brushed. 

In short, Mrs. Pontellier was not a mother-woman. The mother-women seemed to prevail that 

summer at Grand Isle. It was easy to know them, fluttering about with extended, protecting 

wings when any harm, real or imaginary, threatened their precious brood. They were women 

who idolized their children, worshiped their husbands, and esteemed it a holy privilege to efface 

themselves as individuals and grow wings as ministering angels. 

Many of them were delicious in the role; one of them was the embodiment of every womanly 

grace and charm. If her husband did not adore her, he was a brute, deserving of death by slow 

torture. Her name was Adèle Ratignolle. There are no words to describe her save the old ones 

that have served so often to picture the bygone heroine of romance and the fair lady of our 

dreams. There was nothing subtle or hidden about her charms; her beauty was all there, flaming 

and apparent: the spun-gold hair that comb nor confining pin could restrain; the blue eyes that 

were like nothing but sapphires; two lips that pouted, that were so red one could only think of 

cherries or some other delicious crimson fruit in looking at them. She was growing a little stout, 

but it did not seem to detract an iota from the grace of every step, pose, gesture. One would not 

have wanted her white neck a mite less full or her beautiful arms more slender. Never were 

hands more exquisite than hers, and it was a joy to look at them when she threaded her needle or 

adjusted her gold thimble to her taper middle finger as she sewed away on the little night-

drawers or fashioned a bodice or a bib. 

Madame Ratignolle was very fond of Mrs. Pontellier, and often she took her sewing and went 

over to sit with her in the afternoons. She was sitting there the afternoon of the day the box 

arrived from New Orleans. She had possession of the rocker, and she was busily engaged in 

sewing upon a diminutive pair of night-drawers. 

She had brought the pattern of the drawers for Mrs. Pontellier to cut out—a marvel of 

construction, fashioned to enclose a baby’s body so effectually that only two small eyes might 

look out from the garment, like an Eskimo’s. They were designed for winter wear, when 

treacherous drafts came down chimneys and insidious currents of deadly cold found their way 

through key-holes. 

Mrs. Pontellier’s mind was quite at rest concerning the present material needs of her children, 

and she could not see the use of anticipating and making winter night garments the subject of her 

summer meditations. But she did not want to appear unamiable and uninterested, so she had 

brought forth newspapers, which she spread upon the floor of the gallery, and under Madame 

Ratignolle’s directions she had cut a pattern of the impervious garment. 



Robert was there, seated as he had been the Sunday before, and Mrs. Pontellier also occupied 

her former position on the upper step, leaning listlessly against the post. Beside her was a box of 

bonbons, which she held out at intervals to Madame Ratignolle. 

That lady seemed at a loss to make a selection, but finally settled upon a stick of nougat, 

wondering if it were not too rich; whether it could possibly hurt her. Madame Ratignolle had 

been married seven years. About every two years she had a baby. At that time she had three 

babies, and was beginning to think of a fourth one. She was always talking about her 

“condition.” Her “condition” was in no way apparent, and no one would have known a thing 

about it but for her persistence in making it the subject of conversation. 

Robert started to reassure her, asserting that he had known a lady who had subsisted upon 

nougat during the entire—but seeing the color mount into Mrs. Pontellier’s face he checked 

himself and changed the subject. 

Mrs. Pontellier, though she had married a Creole, was not thoroughly at home in the society of 

Creoles; never before had she been thrown so intimately among them. There were only Creoles 

that summer at Lebrun’s. They all knew each other, and felt like one large family, among whom 

existed the most amicable relations. A characteristic which distinguished them and which 

impressed Mrs. Pontellier most forcibly was their entire absence of prudery. Their freedom of 

expression was at first incomprehensible to her, though she had no difficulty in reconciling it 

with a lofty chastity which in the Creole woman seems to be inborn and unmistakable. 

Never would Edna Pontellier forget the shock with which she heard Madame Ratignolle 

relating to old Monsieur Farival the harrowing story of one of her accouchements, withholding 

no intimate detail. She was growing accustomed to like shocks, but she could not keep the 

mounting color back from her cheeks. Oftener than once her coming had interrupted the droll 

story with which Robert was entertaining some amused group of married women. 

A book had gone the rounds of the pension. When it came her turn to read it, she did so with 

profound astonishment. She felt moved to read the book in secret and solitude, though none of 

the others had done so,—to hide it from view at the sound of approaching footsteps. It was 

openly criticised and freely discussed at table. Mrs. Pontellier gave over being astonished, and 

concluded that wonders would never cease. 

  



V 

They formed a congenial group sitting there that summer afternoon—Madame Ratignolle 

sewing away, often stopping to relate a story or incident with much expressive gesture of her 

perfect hands; Robert and Mrs. Pontellier sitting idle, exchanging occasional words, glances or 

smiles which indicated a certain advanced stage of intimacy and camaraderie. 

He had lived in her shadow during the past month. No one thought anything of it. Many had 

predicted that Robert would devote himself to Mrs. Pontellier when he arrived. Since the age of 

fifteen, which was eleven years before, Robert each summer at Grand Isle had constituted 

himself the devoted attendant of some fair dame or damsel. Sometimes it was a young girl, again 

a widow; but as often as not it was some interesting married woman. 

For two consecutive seasons he lived in the sunlight of Mademoiselle Duvigne’s presence. But 

she died between summers; then Robert posed as an inconsolable, prostrating himself at the feet 

of Madame Ratignolle for whatever crumbs of sympathy and comfort she might be pleased to 

vouchsafe. 

Mrs. Pontellier liked to sit and gaze at her fair companion as she might look upon a faultless 

Madonna. 

“Could any one fathom the cruelty beneath that fair exterior?” murmured Robert. “She knew 

that I adored her once, and she let me adore her. It was ‘Robert, come; go; stand up; sit down; do 

this; do that; see if the baby sleeps; my thimble, please, that I left God knows where. Come and 

read Daudet to me while I sew.’” 

“Par exemple! I never had to ask. You were always there under my feet, like a troublesome 

cat.” 

“You mean like an adoring dog. And just as soon as Ratignolle appeared on the scene, then 

it was like a dog. ‘Passez! Adieu! Allez vous-en!’” 

“Perhaps I feared to make Alphonse jealous,” she interjoined, with excessive naïveté. That 

made them all laugh. The right hand jealous of the left! The heart jealous of the soul! But for that 

matter, the Creole husband is never jealous; with him the gangrene passion is one which has 

become dwarfed by disuse. 

Meanwhile Robert, addressing Mrs Pontellier, continued to tell of his one time hopeless 

passion for Madame Ratignolle; of sleepless nights, of consuming flames till the very sea sizzled 

when he took his daily plunge. While the lady at the needle kept up a little running, 

contemptuous comment: 

“Blagueur—farceur—gros bête, va!” 

He never assumed this seriocomic tone when alone with Mrs. Pontellier. She never knew 

precisely what to make of it; at that moment it was impossible for her to guess how much of it 

was jest and what proportion was earnest. It was understood that he had often spoken words of 

love to Madame Ratignolle, without any thought of being taken seriously. Mrs. Pontellier was 

glad he had not assumed a similar role toward herself. It would have been unacceptable and 

annoying. 

Mrs. Pontellier had brought her sketching materials, which she sometimes dabbled with in an 

unprofessional way. She liked the dabbling. She felt in it satisfaction of a kind which no other 

employment afforded her. 



She had long wished to try herself on Madame Ratignolle. Never had that lady seemed a more 

tempting subject than at that moment, seated there like some sensuous Madonna, with the gleam 

of the fading day enriching her splendid color. 

Robert crossed over and seated himself upon the step below Mrs. Pontellier, that he might 

watch her work. She handled her brushes with a certain ease and freedom which came, not from 

long and close acquaintance with them, but from a natural aptitude. Robert followed her work 

with close attention, giving forth little ejaculatory expressions of appreciation in French, which 

he addressed to Madame Ratignolle. 

“Mais ce n’est pas mal! Elle s’y connait, elle a de la force, oui.” 

During his oblivious attention he once quietly rested his head against Mrs. Pontellier’s arm. As 

gently she repulsed him. Once again he repeated the offense. She could not but believe it to be 

thoughtlessness on his part; yet that was no reason she should submit to it. She did not 

remonstrate, except again to repulse him quietly but firmly. He offered no apology. The picture 

completed bore no resemblance to Madame Ratignolle. She was greatly disappointed to find that 

it did not look like her. But it was a fair enough piece of work, and in many respects satisfying. 

Mrs. Pontellier evidently did not think so. After surveying the sketch critically she drew a 

broad smudge of paint across its surface, and crumpled the paper between her hands. 

The youngsters came tumbling up the steps, the quadroon following at the respectful distance 

which they required her to observe. Mrs. Pontellier made them carry her paints and things into 

the house. She sought to detain them for a little talk and some pleasantry. But they were greatly 

in earnest. They had only come to investigate the contents of the bonbon box. They accepted 

without murmuring what she chose to give them, each holding out two chubby hands scoop-like, 

in the vain hope that they might be filled; and then away they went. 

The sun was low in the west, and the breeze soft and languorous that came up from the south, 

charged with the seductive odor of the sea. Children freshly befurbelowed, were gathering for 

their games under the oaks. Their voices were high and penetrating. 

Madame Ratignolle folded her sewing, placing thimble, scissors, and thread all neatly together 

in the roll, which she pinned securely. She complained of faintness. Mrs. Pontellier flew for the 

cologne water and a fan. She bathed Madame Ratignolle’s face with cologne, while Robert plied 

the fan with unnecessary vigor. 

The spell was soon over, and Mrs. Pontellier could not help wondering if there were not a little 

imagination responsible for its origin, for the rose tint had never faded from her friend’s face. 

She stood watching the fair woman walk down the long line of galleries with the grace and 

majesty which queens are sometimes supposed to possess. Her little ones ran to meet her. Two of 

them clung about her white skirts, the third she took from its nurse and with a thousand 

endearments bore it along in her own fond, encircling arms. Though, as everybody well knew, 

the doctor had forbidden her to lift so much as a pin! 

“Are you going bathing?” asked Robert of Mrs. Pontellier. It was not so much a question as a 

reminder. 

“Oh, no,” she answered, with a tone of indecision. “I’m tired; I think not.” Her glance 

wandered from his face away toward the Gulf, whose sonorous murmur reached her like a loving 

but imperative entreaty. 

“Oh, come!” he insisted. “You mustn’t miss your bath. Come on. The water must be delicious; 

it will not hurt you. Come.” 



He reached up for her big, rough straw hat that hung on a peg outside the door, and put it on 

her head. They descended the steps, and walked away together toward the beach. The sun was 

low in the west and the breeze was soft and warm. 

  



VI 

Edna Pontellier could not have told why, wishing to go to the beach with Robert, she should in 

the first place have declined, and in the second place have followed in obedience to one of the 

two contradictory impulses which impelled her. 

A certain light was beginning to dawn dimly within her,—the light which, showing the way, 

forbids it. 

At that early period it served but to bewilder her. It moved her to dreams, to thoughtfulness, to 

the shadowy anguish which had overcome her the midnight when she had abandoned herself to 

tears. 

In short, Mrs. Pontellier was beginning to realize her position in the universe as a human 

being, and to recognize her relations as an individual to the world within and about her. This may 

seem like a ponderous weight of wisdom to descend upon the soul of a young woman of twenty-

eight—perhaps more wisdom than the Holy Ghost is usually pleased to vouchsafe to any woman. 

But the beginning of things, of a world especially, is necessarily vague, tangled, chaotic, and 

exceedingly disturbing. How few of us ever emerge from such beginning! How many souls 

perish in its tumult! 

The voice of the sea is seductive; never ceasing, whispering, clamoring, murmuring, inviting 

the soul to wander for a spell in abysses of solitude; to lose itself in mazes of inward 

contemplation. 

The voice of the sea speaks to the soul. The touch of the sea is sensuous, enfolding the body in 

its soft, close embrace. 

  



VII 

Mrs. Pontellier was not a woman given to confidences, a characteristic hitherto contrary to her 

nature. Even as a child she had lived her own small life all within herself. At a very early period 

she had apprehended instinctively the dual life—that outward existence which conforms, the 

inward life which questions. 

That summer at Grand Isle she began to loosen a little the mantle of reserve that had always 

enveloped her. There may have been—there must have been—influences, both subtle and 

apparent, working in their several ways to induce her to do this; but the most obvious was the 

influence of Adèle Ratignolle. The excessive physical charm of the Creole had first attracted her, 

for Edna had a sensuous susceptibility to beauty. Then the candor of the woman’s whole 

existence, which every one might read, and which formed so striking a contrast to her own 

habitual reserve—this might have furnished a link. Who can tell what metals the gods use in 

forging the subtle bond which we call sympathy, which we might as well call love. 

The two women went away one morning to the beach together, arm in arm, under the huge 

white sunshade. Edna had prevailed upon Madame Ratignolle to leave the children behind, 

though she could not induce her to relinquish a diminutive roll of needlework, which Adèle 

begged to be allowed to slip into the depths of her pocket. In some unaccountable way they had 

escaped from Robert. 

The walk to the beach was no inconsiderable one, consisting as it did of a long, sandy path, 

upon which a sporadic and tangled growth that bordered it on either side made frequent and 

unexpected inroads. There were acres of yellow camomile reaching out on either hand. Further 

away still, vegetable gardens abounded, with frequent small plantations of orange or lemon trees 

intervening. The dark green clusters glistened from afar in the sun. 

The women were both of goodly height, Madame Ratignolle possessing the more feminine 

and matronly figure. The charm of Edna Pontellier’s physique stole insensibly upon you. The 

lines of her body were long, clean and symmetrical; it was a body which occasionally fell into 

splendid poses; there was no suggestion of the trim, stereotyped fashion-plate about it. A casual 

and indiscriminating observer, in passing, might not cast a second glance upon the figure. But 

with more feeling and discernment he would have recognized the noble beauty of its modeling, 

and the graceful severity of poise and movement, which made Edna Pontellier different from the 

crowd. 

She wore a cool muslin that morning—white, with a waving vertical line of brown running 

through it; also a white linen collar and the big straw hat which she had taken from the peg 

outside the door. The hat rested any way on her yellow-brown hair, that waved a little, was 

heavy, and clung close to her head. 

Madame Ratignolle, more careful of her complexion, had twined a gauze veil about her head. 

She wore dogskin gloves, with gauntlets that protected her wrists. She was dressed in pure white, 

with a fluffiness of ruffles that became her. The draperies and fluttering things which she wore 

suited her rich, luxuriant beauty as a greater severity of line could not have done. 

There were a number of bath-houses along the beach, of rough but solid construction, built 

with small, protecting galleries facing the water. Each house consisted of two compartments, and 

each family at Lebrun’s possessed a compartment for itself, fitted out with all the essential 

paraphernalia of the bath and whatever other conveniences the owners might desire. The two 

women had no intention of bathing; they had just strolled down to the beach for a walk and to be 



alone and near the water. The Pontellier and Ratignolle compartments adjoined one another 

under the same roof. 

Mrs. Pontellier had brought down her key through force of habit. Unlocking the door of her 

bath-room she went inside, and soon emerged, bringing a rug, which she spread upon the floor of 

the gallery, and two huge hair pillows covered with crash, which she placed against the front of 

the building. 

The two seated themselves there in the shade of the porch, side by side, with their backs 

against the pillows and their feet extended. Madame Ratignolle removed her veil, wiped her face 

with a rather delicate handkerchief, and fanned herself with the fan which she always carried 

suspended somewhere about her person by a long, narrow ribbon. Edna removed her collar and 

opened her dress at the throat. She took the fan from Madame Ratignolle and began to fan both 

herself and her companion. It was very warm, and for a while they did nothing but exchange 

remarks about the heat, the sun, the glare. But there was a breeze blowing, a choppy, stiff wind 

that whipped the water into froth. It fluttered the skirts of the two women and kept them for a 

while engaged in adjusting, readjusting, tucking in, securing hair-pins and hat-pins. A few 

persons were sporting some distance away in the water. The beach was very still of human sound 

at that hour. The lady in black was reading her morning devotions on the porch of a neighboring 

bath-house. Two young lovers were exchanging their hearts’ yearnings beneath the children’s 

tent, which they had found unoccupied. 

Edna Pontellier, casting her eyes about, had finally kept them at rest upon the sea. The day 

was clear and carried the gaze out as far as the blue sky went; there were a few white clouds 

suspended idly over the horizon. A lateen sail was visible in the direction of Cat Island, and 

others to the south seemed almost motionless in the far distance. 

“Of whom—of what are you thinking?” asked Adèle of her companion, whose countenance 

she had been watching with a little amused attention, arrested by the absorbed expression which 

seemed to have seized and fixed every feature into a statuesque repose. 

“Nothing,” returned Mrs. Pontellier, with a start, adding at once: “How stupid! But it seems to 

me it is the reply we make instinctively to such a question. Let me see,” she went on, throwing 

back her head and narrowing her fine eyes till they shone like two vivid points of light. “Let me 

see. I was really not conscious of thinking of anything; but perhaps I can retrace my thoughts.” 

“Oh! never mind!” laughed Madame Ratignolle. “I am not quite so exacting. I will let you off 

this time. It is really too hot to think, especially to think about thinking.” 

“But for the fun of it,” persisted Edna. “First of all, the sight of the water stretching so far 

away, those motionless sails against the blue sky, made a delicious picture that I just wanted to 

sit and look at. The hot wind beating in my face made me think—without any connection that I 

can trace of a summer day in Kentucky, of a meadow that seemed as big as the ocean to the very 

little girl walking through the grass, which was higher than her waist. She threw out her arms as 

if swimming when she walked, beating the tall grass as one strikes out in the water. Oh, I see the 

connection now!” 

“Where were you going that day in Kentucky, walking through the grass?” 

“I don’t remember now. I was just walking diagonally across a big field. My sun-bonnet 

obstructed the view. I could see only the stretch of green before me, and I felt as if I must walk 

on forever, without coming to the end of it. I don’t remember whether I was frightened or 

pleased. I must have been entertained. 



“Likely as not it was Sunday,” she laughed; “and I was running away from prayers, from the 

Presbyterian service, read in a spirit of gloom by my father that chills me yet to think of.” 

“And have you been running away from prayers ever since, ma chère?” asked Madame 

Ratignolle, amused. 

“No! oh, no!” Edna hastened to say. “I was a little unthinking child in those days, just 

following a misleading impulse without question. On the contrary, during one period of my life 

religion took a firm hold upon me; after I was twelve and until—until—why, I suppose until 

now, though I never thought much about it—just driven along by habit. But do you know,” she 

broke off, turning her quick eyes upon Madame Ratignolle and leaning forward a little so as to 

bring her face quite close to that of her companion, “sometimes I feel this summer as if I were 

walking through the green meadow again; idly, aimlessly, unthinking and unguided.” 

Madame Ratignolle laid her hand over that of Mrs. Pontellier, which was near her. Seeing that 

the hand was not withdrawn, she clasped it firmly and warmly. She even stroked it a little, 

fondly, with the other hand, murmuring in an undertone, “Pauvre chérie.” 

The action was at first a little confusing to Edna, but she soon lent herself readily to the 

Creole’s gentle caress. She was not accustomed to an outward and spoken expression of 

affection, either in herself or in others. She and her younger sister, Janet, had quarreled a good 

deal through force of unfortunate habit. Her older sister, Margaret, was matronly and dignified, 

probably from having assumed matronly and housewifely responsibilities too early in life, their 

mother having died when they were quite young. Margaret was not effusive; she was practical. 

Edna had had an occasional girl friend, but whether accidentally or not, they seemed to have 

been all of one type—the self-contained. She never realized that the reserve of her own character 

had much, perhaps everything, to do with this. Her most intimate friend at school had been one 

of rather exceptional intellectual gifts, who wrote fine-sounding essays, which Edna admired and 

strove to imitate; and with her she talked and glowed over the English classics, and sometimes 

held religious and political controversies. 

Edna often wondered at one propensity which sometimes had inwardly disturbed her without 

causing any outward show or manifestation on her part. At a very early age—perhaps it was 

when she traversed the ocean of waving grass—she remembered that she had been passionately 

enamored of a dignified and sad-eyed cavalry officer who visited her father in Kentucky. She 

could not leave his presence when he was there, nor remove her eyes from his face, which was 

something like Napoleon’s, with a lock of black hair failing across the forehead. But the cavalry 

officer melted imperceptibly out of her existence. 

At another time her affections were deeply engaged by a young gentleman who visited a lady 

on a neighboring plantation. It was after they went to Mississippi to live. The young man was 

engaged to be married to the young lady, and they sometimes called upon Margaret, driving over 

of afternoons in a buggy. Edna was a little miss, just merging into her teens; and the realization 

that she herself was nothing, nothing, nothing to the engaged young man was a bitter affliction to 

her. But he, too, went the way of dreams. 

She was a grown young woman when she was overtaken by what she supposed to be the 

climax of her fate. It was when the face and figure of a great tragedian began to haunt her 

imagination and stir her senses. The persistence of the infatuation lent it an aspect of 

genuineness. The hopelessness of it colored it with the lofty tones of a great passion. 

The picture of the tragedian stood enframed upon her desk. Any one may possess the portrait 

of a tragedian without exciting suspicion or comment. (This was a sinister reflection which she 



cherished.) In the presence of others she expressed admiration for his exalted gifts, as she handed 

the photograph around and dwelt upon the fidelity of the likeness. When alone she sometimes 

picked it up and kissed the cold glass passionately. 

Her marriage to Léonce Pontellier was purely an accident, in this respect resembling many 

other marriages which masquerade as the decrees of Fate. It was in the midst of her secret great 

passion that she met him. He fell in love, as men are in the habit of doing, and pressed his suit 

with an earnestness and an ardor which left nothing to be desired. He pleased her; his absolute 

devotion flattered her. She fancied there was a sympathy of thought and taste between them, in 

which fancy she was mistaken. Add to this the violent opposition of her father and her sister 

Margaret to her marriage with a Catholic, and we need seek no further for the motives which led 

her to accept Monsieur Pontellier for her husband. 

The acme of bliss, which would have been a marriage with the tragedian, was not for her in 

this world. As the devoted wife of a man who worshiped her, she felt she would take her place 

with a certain dignity in the world of reality, closing the portals forever behind her upon the 

realm of romance and dreams. 

But it was not long before the tragedian had gone to join the cavalry officer and the engaged 

young man and a few others; and Edna found herself face to face with the realities. She grew 

fond of her husband, realizing with some unaccountable satisfaction that no trace of passion or 

excessive and fictitious warmth colored her affection, thereby threatening its dissolution. 

She was fond of her children in an uneven, impulsive way. She would sometimes gather them 

passionately to her heart; she would sometimes forget them. The year before they had spent part 

of the summer with their grandmother Pontellier in Iberville. Feeling secure regarding their 

happiness and welfare, she did not miss them except with an occasional intense longing. Their 

absence was a sort of relief, though she did not admit this, even to herself. It seemed to free her 

of a responsibility which she had blindly assumed and for which Fate had not fitted her. 

Edna did not reveal so much as all this to Madame Ratignolle that summer day when they sat 

with faces turned to the sea. But a good part of it escaped her. She had put her head down on 

Madame Ratignolle’s shoulder. She was flushed and felt intoxicated with the sound of her own 

voice and the unaccustomed taste of candor. It muddled her like wine, or like a first breath of 

freedom. 

There was the sound of approaching voices. It was Robert, surrounded by a troop of children, 

searching for them. The two little Pontelliers were with him, and he carried Madame Ratignolle’s 

little girl in his arms. There were other children beside, and two nurse-maids followed, looking 

disagreeable and resigned. 

The women at once rose and began to shake out their draperies and relax their muscles. Mrs. 

Pontellier threw the cushions and rug into the bath-house. The children all scampered off to the 

awning, and they stood there in a line, gazing upon the intruding lovers, still exchanging their 

vows and sighs. The lovers got up, with only a silent protest, and walked slowly away 

somewhere else. 

The children possessed themselves of the tent, and Mrs. Pontellier went over to join them. 

Madame Ratignolle begged Robert to accompany her to the house; she complained of cramp 

in her limbs and stiffness of the joints. She leaned draggingly upon his arm as they walked. 

  



VIII 

“Do me a favor, Robert,” spoke the pretty woman at his side, almost as soon as she and Robert 

had started their slow, homeward way. She looked up in his face, leaning on his arm beneath the 

encircling shadow of the umbrella which he had lifted. 

“Granted; as many as you like,” he returned, glancing down into her eyes that were full of 

thoughtfulness and some speculation. 

“I only ask for one; let Mrs. Pontellier alone.” 

“Tiens!” he exclaimed, with a sudden, boyish laugh. “Voilà que Madame Ratignolle est 

jalouse!” 

“Nonsense! I’m in earnest; I mean what I say. Let Mrs. Pontellier alone.” 

“Why?” he asked; himself growing serious at his companion’s solicitation. 

“She is not one of us; she is not like us. She might make the unfortunate blunder of taking you 

seriously.” 

His face flushed with annoyance, and taking off his soft hat he began to beat it impatiently 

against his leg as he walked. “Why shouldn’t she take me seriously?” he demanded sharply. “Am 

I a comedian, a clown, a jack-in-the-box? Why shouldn’t she? You Creoles! I have no patience 

with you! Am I always to be regarded as a feature of an amusing programme? I hope Mrs. 

Pontellier does take me seriously. I hope she has discernment enough to find in me something 

besides the blagueur. If I thought there was any doubt—” 

“Oh, enough, Robert!” she broke into his heated outburst. “You are not thinking of what you 

are saying. You speak with about as little reflection as we might expect from one of those 

children down there playing in the sand. If your attentions to any married women here were ever 

offered with any intention of being convincing, you would not be the gentleman we all know you 

to be, and you would be unfit to associate with the wives and daughters of the people who trust 

you.” 

Madame Ratignolle had spoken what she believed to be the law and the gospel. The young 

man shrugged his shoulders impatiently. 

“Oh! well! That isn’t it,” slamming his hat down vehemently upon his head. “You ought to 

feel that such things are not flattering to say to a fellow.” 

“Should our whole intercourse consist of an exchange of compliments? Ma foi!” 

“It isn’t pleasant to have a woman tell you—” he went on, unheedingly, but breaking off 

suddenly: “Now if I were like Arobin—you remember Alcée Arobin and that story of the 

consul’s wife at Biloxi?” And he related the story of Alcée Arobin and the consul’s wife; and 

another about the tenor of the French Opera, who received letters which should never have been 

written; and still other stories, grave and gay, till Mrs. Pontellier and her possible propensity for 

taking young men seriously was apparently forgotten. 

Madame Ratignolle, when they had regained her cottage, went in to take the hour’s rest which 

she considered helpful. Before leaving her, Robert begged her pardon for the impatience—he 

called it rudeness—with which he had received her well-meant caution. 

“You made one mistake, Adèle,” he said, with a light smile; “there is no earthly possibility of 

Mrs. Pontellier ever taking me seriously. You should have warned me against taking myself 

seriously. Your advice might then have carried some weight and given me subject for some 



reflection. Au revoir. But you look tired,” he added, solicitously. “Would you like a cup of 

bouillon? Shall I stir you a toddy? Let me mix you a toddy with a drop of Angostura.” 

She acceded to the suggestion of bouillon, which was grateful and acceptable. He went 

himself to the kitchen, which was a building apart from the cottages and lying to the rear of the 

house. And he himself brought her the golden-brown bouillon, in a dainty Sèvres cup, with a 

flaky cracker or two on the saucer. 

She thrust a bare, white arm from the curtain which shielded her open door, and received the 

cup from his hands. She told him he was a bon garçon, and she meant it. Robert thanked her and 

turned away toward “the house.” 

The lovers were just entering the grounds of the pension. They were leaning toward each other 

as the water-oaks bent from the sea. There was not a particle of earth beneath their feet. Their 

heads might have been turned upside-down, so absolutely did they tread upon blue ether. The 

lady in black, creeping behind them, looked a trifle paler and more jaded than usual. There was 

no sign of Mrs. Pontellier and the children. Robert scanned the distance for any such apparition. 

They would doubtless remain away till the dinner hour. The young man ascended to his mother’s 

room. It was situated at the top of the house, made up of odd angles and a queer, sloping ceiling. 

Two broad dormer windows looked out toward the Gulf, and as far across it as a man’s eye 

might reach. The furnishings of the room were light, cool, and practical. 

Madame Lebrun was busily engaged at the sewing-machine. A little black girl sat on the floor, 

and with her hands worked the treadle of the machine. The Creole woman does not take any 

chances which may be avoided of imperiling her health. 

Robert went over and seated himself on the broad sill of one of the dormer windows. He took 

a book from his pocket and began energetically to read it, judging by the precision and frequency 

with which he turned the leaves. The sewing-machine made a resounding clatter in the room; it 

was of a ponderous, by-gone make. In the lulls, Robert and his mother exchanged bits of 

desultory conversation. 

“Where is Mrs. Pontellier?” 

“Down at the beach with the children.” 

“I promised to lend her the Goncourt. Don’t forget to take it down when you go; it’s there on 

the bookshelf over the small table.” Clatter, clatter, clatter, bang! for the next five or eight 

minutes. 

“Where is Victor going with the rockaway?” 

“The rockaway? Victor?” 

“Yes; down there in front. He seems to be getting ready to drive away somewhere.” 

“Call him.” Clatter, clatter! 

Robert uttered a shrill, piercing whistle which might have been heard back at the wharf. 

“He won’t look up.” 

Madame Lebrun flew to the window. She called “Victor!” She waved a handkerchief and 

called again. The young fellow below got into the vehicle and started the horse off at a gallop. 

Madame Lebrun went back to the machine, crimson with annoyance. Victor was the younger 

son and brother—a tête montée, with a temper which invited violence and a will which no ax 

could break. 



“Whenever you say the word I’m ready to thrash any amount of reason into him that he’s able 

to hold.” 

“If your father had only lived!” Clatter, clatter, clatter, clatter, bang! It was a fixed belief with 

Madame Lebrun that the conduct of the universe and all things pertaining thereto would have 

been manifestly of a more intelligent and higher order had not Monsieur Lebrun been removed to 

other spheres during the early years of their married life. 

“What do you hear from Montel?” Montel was a middle-aged gentleman whose vain ambition 

and desire for the past twenty years had been to fill the void which Monsieur Lebrun’s taking off 

had left in the Lebrun household. Clatter, clatter, bang, clatter! 

“I have a letter somewhere,” looking in the machine drawer and finding the letter in the 

bottom of the workbasket. “He says to tell you he will be in Vera Cruz the beginning of next 

month,”—clatter, clatter!—“and if you still have the intention of joining him”—bang! clatter, 

clatter, bang! 

“Why didn’t you tell me so before, mother? You know I wanted—” Clatter, clatter, clatter! 

“Do you see Mrs. Pontellier starting back with the children? She will be in late to luncheon 

again. She never starts to get ready for luncheon till the last minute.” Clatter, clatter! “Where are 

you going?” 

“Where did you say the Goncourt was?” 

  



IX 

Every light in the hall was ablaze; every lamp turned as high as it could be without smoking 

the chimney or threatening explosion. The lamps were fixed at intervals against the wall, 

encircling the whole room. Some one had gathered orange and lemon branches, and with these 

fashioned graceful festoons between. The dark green of the branches stood out and glistened 

against the white muslin curtains which draped the windows, and which puffed, floated, and 

flapped at the capricious will of a stiff breeze that swept up from the Gulf. 

It was Saturday night a few weeks after the intimate conversation held between Robert and 

Madame Ratignolle on their way from the beach. An unusual number of husbands, fathers, and 

friends had come down to stay over Sunday; and they were being suitably entertained by their 

families, with the material help of Madame Lebrun. The dining tables had all been removed to 

one end of the hall, and the chairs ranged about in rows and in clusters. Each little family group 

had had its say and exchanged its domestic gossip earlier in the evening. There was now an 

apparent disposition to relax; to widen the circle of confidences and give a more general tone to 

the conversation. 

Many of the children had been permitted to sit up beyond their usual bedtime. A small band of 

them were lying on their stomachs on the floor looking at the colored sheets of the comic papers 

which Mr. Pontellier had brought down. The little Pontellier boys were permitting them to do so, 

and making their authority felt. 

Music, dancing, and a recitation or two were the entertainments furnished, or rather, offered. 

But there was nothing systematic about the programme, no appearance of prearrangement nor 

even premeditation. 

At an early hour in the evening the Farival twins were prevailed upon to play the piano. They 

were girls of fourteen, always clad in the Virgin’s colors, blue and white, having been dedicated 

to the Blessed Virgin at their baptism. They played a duet from “Zampa,” and at the earnest 

solicitation of every one present followed it with the overture to “The Poet and the Peasant.” 

“Allez vous-en! Sapristi!” shrieked the parrot outside the door. He was the only being present 

who possessed sufficient candor to admit that he was not listening to these gracious 

performances for the first time that summer. Old Monsieur Farival, grandfather of the twins, 

grew indignant over the interruption, and insisted upon having the bird removed and consigned 

to regions of darkness. Victor Lebrun objected; and his decrees were as immutable as those of 

Fate. The parrot fortunately offered no further interruption to the entertainment, the whole 

venom of his nature apparently having been cherished up and hurled against the twins in that one 

impetuous outburst. 

Later a young brother and sister gave recitations, which every one present had heard many 

times at winter evening entertainments in the city. 

A little girl performed a skirt dance in the center of the floor. The mother played her 

accompaniments and at the same time watched her daughter with greedy admiration and nervous 

apprehension. She need have had no apprehension. The child was mistress of the situation. She 

had been properly dressed for the occasion in black tulle and black silk tights. Her little neck and 

arms were bare, and her hair, artificially crimped, stood out like fluffy black plumes over her 

head. Her poses were full of grace, and her little black-shod toes twinkled as they shot out and 

upward with a rapidity and suddenness which were bewildering. 



But there was no reason why every one should not dance. Madame Ratignolle could not, so it 

was she who gaily consented to play for the others. She played very well, keeping excellent 

waltz time and infusing an expression into the strains which was indeed inspiring. She was 

keeping up her music on account of the children, she said; because she and her husband both 

considered it a means of brightening the home and making it attractive. 

Almost every one danced but the twins, who could not be induced to separate during the brief 

period when one or the other should be whirling around the room in the arms of a man. They 

might have danced together, but they did not think of it. 

The children were sent to bed. Some went submissively; others with shrieks and protests as 

they were dragged away. They had been permitted to sit up till after the ice-cream, which 

naturally marked the limit of human indulgence. 

The ice-cream was passed around with cake—gold and silver cake arranged on platters in 

alternate slices; it had been made and frozen during the afternoon back of the kitchen by two 

black women, under the supervision of Victor. It was pronounced a great success—excellent if it 

had only contained a little less vanilla or a little more sugar, if it had been frozen a degree harder, 

and if the salt might have been kept out of portions of it. Victor was proud of his achievement, 

and went about recommending it and urging every one to partake of it to excess. 

After Mrs. Pontellier had danced twice with her husband, once with Robert, and once with 

Monsieur Ratignolle, who was thin and tall and swayed like a reed in the wind when he danced, 

she went out on the gallery and seated herself on the low window-sill, where she commanded a 

view of all that went on in the hall and could look out toward the Gulf. There was a soft 

effulgence in the east. The moon was coming up, and its mystic shimmer was casting a million 

lights across the distant, restless water. 

“Would you like to hear Mademoiselle Reisz play?” asked Robert, coming out on the porch 

where she was. Of course Edna would like to hear Mademoiselle Reisz play; but she feared it 

would be useless to entreat her. 

“I’ll ask her,” he said. “I’ll tell her that you want to hear her. She likes you. She will come.” 

He turned and hurried away to one of the far cottages, where Mademoiselle Reisz was shuffling 

away. She was dragging a chair in and out of her room, and at intervals objecting to the crying of 

a baby, which a nurse in the adjoining cottage was endeavoring to put to sleep. She was a 

disagreeable little woman, no longer young, who had quarreled with almost every one, owing to 

a temper which was self-assertive and a disposition to trample upon the rights of others. Robert 

prevailed upon her without any too great difficulty. 

She entered the hall with him during a lull in the dance. She made an awkward, imperious 

little bow as she went in. She was a homely woman, with a small weazened face and body and 

eyes that glowed. She had absolutely no taste in dress, and wore a batch of rusty black lace with 

a bunch of artificial violets pinned to the side of her hair. 

“Ask Mrs. Pontellier what she would like to hear me play,” she requested of Robert. She sat 

perfectly still before the piano, not touching the keys, while Robert carried her message to Edna 

at the window. A general air of surprise and genuine satisfaction fell upon every one as they saw 

the pianist enter. There was a settling down, and a prevailing air of expectancy everywhere. Edna 

was a trifle embarrassed at being thus signaled out for the imperious little woman’s favor. She 

would not dare to choose, and begged that Mademoiselle Reisz would please herself in her 

selections. 



Edna was what she herself called very fond of music. Musical strains, well rendered, had a 

way of evoking pictures in her mind. She sometimes liked to sit in the room of mornings when 

Madame Ratignolle played or practiced. One piece which that lady played Edna had entitled 

“Solitude.” It was a short, plaintive, minor strain. The name of the piece was something else, but 

she called it “Solitude.” When she heard it there came before her imagination the figure of a man 

standing beside a desolate rock on the seashore. He was naked. His attitude was one of hopeless 

resignation as he looked toward a distant bird winging its flight away from him. 

Another piece called to her mind a dainty young woman clad in an Empire gown, taking 

mincing dancing steps as she came down a long avenue between tall hedges. Again, another 

reminded her of children at play, and still another of nothing on earth but a demure lady stroking 

a cat. 

The very first chords which Mademoiselle Reisz struck upon the piano sent a keen tremor 

down Mrs. Pontellier’s spinal column. It was not the first time she had heard an artist at the 

piano. Perhaps it was the first time she was ready, perhaps the first time her being was tempered 

to take an impress of the abiding truth. 

She waited for the material pictures which she thought would gather and blaze before her 

imagination. She waited in vain. She saw no pictures of solitude, of hope, of longing, or of 

despair. But the very passions themselves were aroused within her soul, swaying it, lashing it, as 

the waves daily beat upon her splendid body. She trembled, she was choking, and the tears 

blinded her. 

Mademoiselle had finished. She arose, and bowing her stiff, lofty bow, she went away, 

stopping for neither thanks nor applause. As she passed along the gallery she patted Edna upon 

the shoulder. 

“Well, how did you like my music?” she asked. The young woman was unable to answer; she 

pressed the hand of the pianist convulsively. Mademoiselle Reisz perceived her agitation and 

even her tears. She patted her again upon the shoulder as she said: 

“You are the only one worth playing for. Those others? Bah!” and she went shuffling and 

sidling on down the gallery toward her room. 

But she was mistaken about “those others.” Her playing had aroused a fever of enthusiasm. 

“What passion!” “What an artist!” “I have always said no one could play Chopin like 

Mademoiselle Reisz!” “That last prelude! Bon Dieu! It shakes a man!” 

It was growing late, and there was a general disposition to disband. But some one, perhaps it 

was Robert, thought of a bath at that mystic hour and under that mystic moon. 

  



X 

At all events Robert proposed it, and there was not a dissenting voice. There was not one but 

was ready to follow when he led the way. He did not lead the way, however, he directed the way; 

and he himself loitered behind with the lovers, who had betrayed a disposition to linger and hold 

themselves apart. He walked between them, whether with malicious or mischievous intent was 

not wholly clear, even to himself. 

The Pontelliers and Ratignolles walked ahead; the women leaning upon the arms of their 

husbands. Edna could hear Robert’s voice behind them, and could sometimes hear what he said. 

She wondered why he did not join them. It was unlike him not to. Of late he had sometimes held 

away from her for an entire day, redoubling his devotion upon the next and the next, as though to 

make up for hours that had been lost. She missed him the days when some pretext served to take 

him away from her, just as one misses the sun on a cloudy day without having thought much 

about the sun when it was shining. 

The people walked in little groups toward the beach. They talked and laughed; some of them 

sang. There was a band playing down at Klein’s hotel, and the strains reached them faintly, 

tempered by the distance. There were strange, rare odors abroad—a tangle of the sea smell and 

of weeds and damp, new-plowed earth, mingled with the heavy perfume of a field of white 

blossoms somewhere near. But the night sat lightly upon the sea and the land. There was no 

weight of darkness; there were no shadows. The white light of the moon had fallen upon the 

world like the mystery and the softness of sleep. 

Most of them walked into the water as though into a native element. The sea was quiet now, 

and swelled lazily in broad billows that melted into one another and did not break except upon 

the beach in little foamy crests that coiled back like slow, white serpents. 

Edna had attempted all summer to learn to swim. She had received instructions from both the 

men and women; in some instances from the children. Robert had pursued a system of lessons 

almost daily; and he was nearly at the point of discouragement in realizing the futility of his 

efforts. A certain ungovernable dread hung about her when in the water, unless there was a hand 

near by that might reach out and reassure her. 

But that night she was like the little tottering, stumbling, clutching child, who of a sudden 

realizes its powers, and walks for the first time alone, boldly and with over-confidence. She 

could have shouted for joy. She did shout for joy, as with a sweeping stroke or two she lifted her 

body to the surface of the water. 

A feeling of exultation overtook her, as if some power of significant import had been given 

her to control the working of her body and her soul. She grew daring and reckless, 

overestimating her strength. She wanted to swim far out, where no woman had swum before. 

Her unlooked-for achievement was the subject of wonder, applause, and admiration. Each one 

congratulated himself that his special teachings had accomplished this desired end. 

“How easy it is!” she thought. “It is nothing,” she said aloud; “why did I not discover before 

that it was nothing. Think of the time I have lost splashing about like a baby!” She would not 

join the groups in their sports and bouts, but intoxicated with her newly conquered power, she 

swam out alone. 



She turned her face seaward to gather in an impression of space and solitude, which the vast 

expanse of water, meeting and melting with the moonlit sky, conveyed to her excited fancy. As 

she swam she seemed to be reaching out for the unlimited in which to lose herself. 

Once she turned and looked toward the shore, toward the people she had left there. She had 

not gone any great distance—that is, what would have been a great distance for an experienced 

swimmer. But to her unaccustomed vision the stretch of water behind her assumed the aspect of 

a barrier which her unaided strength would never be able to overcome. 

A quick vision of death smote her soul, and for a second of time appalled and enfeebled her 

senses. But by an effort she rallied her staggering faculties and managed to regain the land. 

She made no mention of her encounter with death and her flash of terror, except to say to her 

husband, “I thought I should have perished out there alone.” 

“You were not so very far, my dear; I was watching you,” he told her. 

Edna went at once to the bath-house, and she had put on her dry clothes and was ready to 

return home before the others had left the water. She started to walk away alone. They all called 

to her and shouted to her. She waved a dissenting hand, and went on, paying no further heed to 

their renewed cries which sought to detain her. 

“Sometimes I am tempted to think that Mrs. Pontellier is capricious,” said Madame Lebrun, 

who was amusing herself immensely and feared that Edna’s abrupt departure might put an end to 

the pleasure. 

“I know she is,” assented Mr. Pontellier; “sometimes, not often.” 

Edna had not traversed a quarter of the distance on her way home before she was overtaken by 

Robert. 

“Did you think I was afraid?” she asked him, without a shade of annoyance. 

“No; I knew you weren’t afraid.” 

“Then why did you come? Why didn’t you stay out there with the others?” 

“I never thought of it.” 

“Thought of what?” 

“Of anything. What difference does it make?” 

“I’m very tired,” she uttered, complainingly. 

“I know you are.” 

“You don’t know anything about it. Why should you know? I never was so exhausted in my 

life. But it isn’t unpleasant. A thousand emotions have swept through me to-night. I don’t 

comprehend half of them. Don’t mind what I’m saying; I am just thinking aloud. I wonder if I 

shall ever be stirred again as Mademoiselle Reisz’s playing moved me to-night. I wonder if any 

night on earth will ever again be like this one. It is like a night in a dream. The people about me 

are like some uncanny, half-human beings. There must be spirits abroad to-night.” 

“There are,” whispered Robert, “Didn’t you know this was the twenty-eighth of August?” 

“The twenty-eighth of August?” 

“Yes. On the twenty-eighth of August, at the hour of midnight, and if the moon is shining—

the moon must be shining—a spirit that has haunted these shores for ages rises up from the Gulf. 

With its own penetrating vision the spirit seeks some one mortal worthy to hold him company, 

worthy of being exalted for a few hours into realms of the semi-celestials. His search has always 



hitherto been fruitless, and he has sunk back, disheartened, into the sea. But to-night he found 

Mrs. Pontellier. Perhaps he will never wholly release her from the spell. Perhaps she will never 

again suffer a poor, unworthy earthling to walk in the shadow of her divine presence.” 

“Don’t banter me,” she said, wounded at what appeared to be his flippancy. He did not mind 

the entreaty, but the tone with its delicate note of pathos was like a reproach. He could not 

explain; he could not tell her that he had penetrated her mood and understood. He said nothing 

except to offer her his arm, for, by her own admission, she was exhausted. She had been walking 

alone with her arms hanging limp, letting her white skirts trail along the dewy path. She took his 

arm, but she did not lean upon it. She let her hand lie listlessly, as though her thoughts were 

elsewhere—somewhere in advance of her body, and she was striving to overtake them. 

Robert assisted her into the hammock which swung from the post before her door out to the 

trunk of a tree. 

“Will you stay out here and wait for Mr. Pontellier?” he asked. 

“I’ll stay out here. Good-night.” 

“Shall I get you a pillow?” 

“There’s one here,” she said, feeling about, for they were in the shadow. 

“It must be soiled; the children have been tumbling it about.” 

“No matter.” And having discovered the pillow, she adjusted it beneath her head. She 

extended herself in the hammock with a deep breath of relief. She was not a supercilious or an 

over-dainty woman. She was not much given to reclining in the hammock, and when she did so 

it was with no cat-like suggestion of voluptuous ease, but with a beneficent repose which seemed 

to invade her whole body. 

“Shall I stay with you till Mr. Pontellier comes?” asked Robert, seating himself on the outer 

edge of one of the steps and taking hold of the hammock rope which was fastened to the post. 

“If you wish. Don’t swing the hammock. Will you get my white shawl which I left on the 

window-sill over at the house?” 

“Are you chilly?” 

“No; but I shall be presently.” 

“Presently?” he laughed. “Do you know what time it is? How long are you going to stay out 

here?” 

“I don’t know. Will you get the shawl?” 

“Of course I will,” he said, rising. He went over to the house, walking along the grass. She 

watched his figure pass in and out of the strips of moonlight. It was past midnight. It was very 

quiet. 

When he returned with the shawl she took it and kept it in her hand. She did not put it around 

her. 

“Did you say I should stay till Mr. Pontellier came back?” 

“I said you might if you wished to.” 

He seated himself again and rolled a cigarette, which he smoked in silence. Neither did Mrs. 

Pontellier speak. No multitude of words could have been more significant than those moments of 

silence, or more pregnant with the first-felt throbbings of desire. 



When the voices of the bathers were heard approaching, Robert said good-night. She did not 

answer him. He thought she was asleep. Again she watched his figure pass in and out of the 

strips of moonlight as he walked away. 

  



XI 

“What are you doing out here, Edna? I thought I should find you in bed,” said her husband, 

when he discovered her lying there. He had walked up with Madame Lebrun and left her at the 

house. His wife did not reply. 

“Are you asleep?” he asked, bending down close to look at her. 

“No.” Her eyes gleamed bright and intense, with no sleepy shadows, as they looked into his. 

“Do you know it is past one o’clock? Come on,” and he mounted the steps and went into their 

room. 

“Edna!” called Mr. Pontellier from within, after a few moments had gone by. 

“Don’t wait for me,” she answered. He thrust his head through the door. 

“You will take cold out there,” he said, irritably. “What folly is this? Why don’t you come 

in?” 

“It isn’t cold; I have my shawl.” 

“The mosquitoes will devour you.” 

“There are no mosquitoes.” 

She heard him moving about the room; every sound indicating impatience and irritation. 

Another time she would have gone in at his request. She would, through habit, have yielded to 

his desire; not with any sense of submission or obedience to his compelling wishes, but 

unthinkingly, as we walk, move, sit, stand, go through the daily treadmill of the life which has 

been portioned out to us. 

“Edna, dear, are you not coming in soon?” he asked again, this time fondly, with a note of 

entreaty. 

“No; I am going to stay out here.” 

“This is more than folly,” he blurted out. “I can’t permit you to stay out there all night. You 

must come in the house instantly.” 

With a writhing motion she settled herself more securely in the hammock. She perceived that 

her will had blazed up, stubborn and resistant. She could not at that moment have done other 

than denied and resisted. She wondered if her husband had ever spoken to her like that before, 

and if she had submitted to his command. Of course she had; she remembered that she had. But 

she could not realize why or how she should have yielded, feeling as she then did. 

“Léonce, go to bed,” she said, “I mean to stay out here. I don’t wish to go in, and I don’t 

intend to. Don’t speak to me like that again; I shall not answer you.” 

Mr. Pontellier had prepared for bed, but he slipped on an extra garment. He opened a bottle of 

wine, of which he kept a small and select supply in a buffet of his own. He drank a glass of the 

wine and went out on the gallery and offered a glass to his wife. She did not wish any. He drew 

up the rocker, hoisted his slippered feet on the rail, and proceeded to smoke a cigar. He smoked 

two cigars; then he went inside and drank another glass of wine. Mrs. Pontellier again declined to 

accept a glass when it was offered to her. Mr. Pontellier once more seated himself with elevated 

feet, and after a reasonable interval of time smoked some more cigars. 

Edna began to feel like one who awakens gradually out of a dream, a delicious, grotesque, 

impossible dream, to feel again the realities pressing into her soul. The physical need for sleep 



began to overtake her; the exuberance which had sustained and exalted her spirit left her helpless 

and yielding to the conditions which crowded her in. 

The stillest hour of the night had come, the hour before dawn, when the world seems to hold 

its breath. The moon hung low, and had turned from silver to copper in the sleeping sky. The old 

owl no longer hooted, and the water-oaks had ceased to moan as they bent their heads. 

Edna arose, cramped from lying so long and still in the hammock. She tottered up the steps, 

clutching feebly at the post before passing into the house. 

“Are you coming in, Léonce?” she asked, turning her face toward her husband. 

“Yes, dear,” he answered, with a glance following a misty puff of smoke. “Just as soon as I 

have finished my cigar.” 

  



XII 

She slept but a few hours. They were troubled and feverish hours, disturbed with dreams that 

were intangible, that eluded her, leaving only an impression upon her half-awakened senses of 

something unattainable. She was up and dressed in the cool of the early morning. The air was 

invigorating and steadied somewhat her faculties. However, she was not seeking refreshment or 

help from any source, either external or from within. She was blindly following whatever 

impulse moved her, as if she had placed herself in alien hands for direction, and freed her soul of 

responsibility. 

Most of the people at that early hour were still in bed and asleep. A few, who intended to go 

over to the Chênière for mass, were moving about. The lovers, who had laid their plans the night 

before, were already strolling toward the wharf. The lady in black, with her Sunday prayer-book, 

velvet and gold-clasped, and her Sunday silver beads, was following them at no great distance. 

Old Monsieur Farival was up, and was more than half inclined to do anything that suggested 

itself. He put on his big straw hat, and taking his umbrella from the stand in the hall, followed the 

lady in black, never overtaking her. 

The little negro girl who worked Madame Lebrun’s sewing-machine was sweeping the 

galleries with long, absent-minded strokes of the broom. Edna sent her up into the house to 

awaken Robert. 

“Tell him I am going to the Chênière. The boat is ready; tell him to hurry.” 

He had soon joined her. She had never sent for him before. She had never asked for him. She 

had never seemed to want him before. She did not appear conscious that she had done anything 

unusual in commanding his presence. He was apparently equally unconscious of anything 

extraordinary in the situation. But his face was suffused with a quiet glow when he met her. 

They went together back to the kitchen to drink coffee. There was no time to wait for any 

nicety of service. They stood outside the window and the cook passed them their coffee and a 

roll, which they drank and ate from the window-sill. Edna said it tasted good. 

She had not thought of coffee nor of anything. He told her he had often noticed that she lacked 

forethought. 

“Wasn’t it enough to think of going to the Chênière and waking you up?” she laughed. “Do I 

have to think of everything?—as Léonce says when he’s in a bad humor. I don’t blame him; he’d 

never be in a bad humor if it weren’t for me.” 

They took a short cut across the sands. At a distance they could see the curious procession 

moving toward the wharf—the lovers, shoulder to shoulder, creeping; the lady in black, gaining 

steadily upon them; old Monsieur Farival, losing ground inch by inch, and a young barefooted 

Spanish girl, with a red kerchief on her head and a basket on her arm, bringing up the rear. 

Robert knew the girl, and he talked to her a little in the boat. No one present understood what 

they said. Her name was Mariequita. She had a round, sly, piquant face and pretty black eyes. 

Her hands were small, and she kept them folded over the handle of her basket. Her feet were 

broad and coarse. She did not strive to hide them. Edna looked at her feet, and noticed the sand 

and slime between her brown toes. 

Beaudelet grumbled because Mariequita was there, taking up so much room. In reality he was 

annoyed at having old Monsieur Farival, who considered himself the better sailor of the two. But 

he would not quarrel with so old a man as Monsieur Farival, so he quarreled with Mariequita. 



The girl was deprecatory at one moment, appealing to Robert. She was saucy the next, moving 

her head up and down, making “eyes” at Robert and making “mouths” at Beaudelet. 

The lovers were all alone. They saw nothing, they heard nothing. The lady in black was 

counting her beads for the third time. Old Monsieur Farival talked incessantly of what he knew 

about handling a boat, and of what Beaudelet did not know on the same subject. 

Edna liked it all. She looked Mariequita up and down, from her ugly brown toes to her pretty 

black eyes, and back again. 

“Why does she look at me like that?” inquired the girl of Robert. 

“Maybe she thinks you are pretty. Shall I ask her?” 

“No. Is she your sweetheart?” 

“She’s a married lady, and has two children.” 

“Oh! well! Francisco ran away with Sylvano’s wife, who had four children. They took all his 

money and one of the children and stole his boat.” 

“Shut up!” 

“Does she understand?” 

“Oh, hush!” 

“Are those two married over there—leaning on each other?” 

“Of course not,” laughed Robert. 

“Of course not,” echoed Mariequita, with a serious, confirmatory bob of the head. 

The sun was high up and beginning to bite. The swift breeze seemed to Edna to bury the sting 

of it into the pores of her face and hands. Robert held his umbrella over her. As they went cutting 

sidewise through the water, the sails bellied taut, with the wind filling and overflowing them. Old 

Monsieur Farival laughed sardonically at something as he looked at the sails, and Beaudelet 

swore at the old man under his breath. 

Sailing across the bay to the Chênière Caminada, Edna felt as if she were being borne away 

from some anchorage which had held her fast, whose chains had been loosening—had snapped 

the night before when the mystic spirit was abroad, leaving her free to drift whithersoever she 

chose to set her sails. Robert spoke to her incessantly; he no longer noticed Mariequita. The girl 

had shrimps in her bamboo basket. They were covered with Spanish moss. She beat the moss 

down impatiently, and muttered to herself sullenly. 

“Let us go to Grande Terre to-morrow?” said Robert in a low voice. 

“What shall we do there?” 

“Climb up the hill to the old fort and look at the little wriggling gold snakes, and watch the 

lizards sun themselves.” 

She gazed away toward Grande Terre and thought she would like to be alone there with 

Robert, in the sun, listening to the ocean’s roar and watching the slimy lizards writhe in and out 

among the ruins of the old fort. 

“And the next day or the next we can sail to the Bayou Brulow,” he went on. 

“What shall we do there?” 

“Anything—cast bait for fish.” 

“No; we’ll go back to Grande Terre. Let the fish alone.” 



“We’ll go wherever you like,” he said. “I’ll have Tonie come over and help me patch and trim 

my boat. We shall not need Beaudelet nor any one. Are you afraid of the pirogue?” 

“Oh, no.” 

“Then I’ll take you some night in the pirogue when the moon shines. Maybe your Gulf spirit 

will whisper to you in which of these islands the treasures are hidden—direct you to the very 

spot, perhaps.” 

“And in a day we should be rich!” she laughed. “I’d give it all to you, the pirate gold and 

every bit of treasure we could dig up. I think you would know how to spend it. Pirate gold isn’t a 

thing to be hoarded or utilized. It is something to squander and throw to the four winds, for the 

fun of seeing the golden specks fly.” 

“We’d share it, and scatter it together,” he said. His face flushed. 

They all went together up to the quaint little Gothic church of Our Lady of Lourdes, gleaming 

all brown and yellow with paint in the sun’s glare. 

Only Beaudelet remained behind, tinkering at his boat, and Mariequita walked away with her 

basket of shrimps, casting a look of childish ill humor and reproach at Robert from the corner of 

her eye. 

  



XIII 

A feeling of oppression and drowsiness overcame Edna during the service. Her head began to 

ache, and the lights on the altar swayed before her eyes. Another time she might have made an 

effort to regain her composure; but her one thought was to quit the stifling atmosphere of the 

church and reach the open air. She arose, climbing over Robert’s feet with a muttered apology. 

Old Monsieur Farival, flurried, curious, stood up, but upon seeing that Robert had followed Mrs. 

Pontellier, he sank back into his seat. He whispered an anxious inquiry of the lady in black, who 

did not notice him or reply, but kept her eyes fastened upon the pages of her velvet prayer-book. 

“I felt giddy and almost overcome,” Edna said, lifting her hands instinctively to her head and 

pushing her straw hat up from her forehead. “I couldn’t have stayed through the service.” They 

were outside in the shadow of the church. Robert was full of solicitude. 

“It was folly to have thought of going in the first place, let alone staying. Come over to 

Madame Antoine’s; you can rest there.” He took her arm and led her away, looking anxiously 

and continuously down into her face. 

How still it was, with only the voice of the sea whispering through the reeds that grew in the 

salt-water pools! The long line of little gray, weather-beaten houses nestled peacefully among the 

orange trees. It must always have been God’s day on that low, drowsy island, Edna thought. 

They stopped, leaning over a jagged fence made of sea-drift, to ask for water. A youth, a mild-

faced Acadian, was drawing water from the cistern, which was nothing more than a rusty buoy, 

with an opening on one side, sunk in the ground. The water which the youth handed to them in a 

tin pail was not cold to taste, but it was cool to her heated face, and it greatly revived and 

refreshed her. 

Madame Antoine’s cot was at the far end of the village. She welcomed them with all the 

native hospitality, as she would have opened her door to let the sunlight in. She was fat, and 

walked heavily and clumsily across the floor. She could speak no English, but when Robert 

made her understand that the lady who accompanied him was ill and desired to rest, she was all 

eagerness to make Edna feel at home and to dispose of her comfortably. 

The whole place was immaculately clean, and the big, four-posted bed, snow-white, invited 

one to repose. It stood in a small side room which looked out across a narrow grass plot toward 

the shed, where there was a disabled boat lying keel upward. 

Madame Antoine had not gone to mass. Her son Tonie had, but she supposed he would soon 

be back, and she invited Robert to be seated and wait for him. But he went and sat outside the 

door and smoked. Madame Antoine busied herself in the large front room preparing dinner. She 

was boiling mullets over a few red coals in the huge fireplace. 

Edna, left alone in the little side room, loosened her clothes, removing the greater part of them. 

She bathed her face, her neck and arms in the basin that stood between the windows. She took 

off her shoes and stockings and stretched herself in the very center of the high, white bed. How 

luxurious it felt to rest thus in a strange, quaint bed, with its sweet country odor of laurel 

lingering about the sheets and mattress! She stretched her strong limbs that ached a little. She ran 

her fingers through her loosened hair for a while. She looked at her round arms as she held them 

straight up and rubbed them one after the other, observing closely, as if it were something she 

saw for the first time, the fine, firm quality and texture of her flesh. She clasped her hands easily 

above her head, and it was thus she fell asleep. 



She slept lightly at first, half awake and drowsily attentive to the things about her. She could 

hear Madame Antoine’s heavy, scraping tread as she walked back and forth on the sanded floor. 

Some chickens were clucking outside the windows, scratching for bits of gravel in the grass. 

Later she half heard the voices of Robert and Tonie talking under the shed. She did not stir. Even 

her eyelids rested numb and heavily over her sleepy eyes. The voices went on—Tonie’s slow, 

Acadian drawl, Robert’s quick, soft, smooth French. She understood French imperfectly unless 

directly addressed, and the voices were only part of the other drowsy, muffled sounds lulling her 

senses. 

When Edna awoke it was with the conviction that she had slept long and soundly. The voices 

were hushed under the shed. Madame Antoine’s step was no longer to be heard in the adjoining 

room. Even the chickens had gone elsewhere to scratch and cluck. The mosquito bar was drawn 

over her; the old woman had come in while she slept and let down the bar. Edna arose quietly 

from the bed, and looking between the curtains of the window, she saw by the slanting rays of 

the sun that the afternoon was far advanced. Robert was out there under the shed, reclining in the 

shade against the sloping keel of the overturned boat. He was reading from a book. Tonie was no 

longer with him. She wondered what had become of the rest of the party. She peeped out at him 

two or three times as she stood washing herself in the little basin between the windows. 

Madame Antoine had laid some coarse, clean towels upon a chair, and had placed a box 

of poudre de riz within easy reach. Edna dabbed the powder upon her nose and cheeks as she 

looked at herself closely in the little distorted mirror which hung on the wall above the basin. Her 

eyes were bright and wide awake and her face glowed. 

When she had completed her toilet she walked into the adjoining room. She was very hungry. 

No one was there. But there was a cloth spread upon the table that stood against the wall, and a 

cover was laid for one, with a crusty brown loaf and a bottle of wine beside the plate. Edna bit a 

piece from the brown loaf, tearing it with her strong, white teeth. She poured some of the wine 

into the glass and drank it down. Then she went softly out of doors, and plucking an orange from 

the low-hanging bough of a tree, threw it at Robert, who did not know she was awake and up. 

An illumination broke over his whole face when he saw her and joined her under the orange 

tree. 

“How many years have I slept?” she inquired. “The whole island seems changed. A new race 

of beings must have sprung up, leaving only you and me as past relics. How many ages ago did 

Madame Antoine and Tonie die? and when did our people from Grand Isle disappear from the 

earth?” 

He familiarly adjusted a ruffle upon her shoulder. 

“You have slept precisely one hundred years. I was left here to guard your slumbers; and for 

one hundred years I have been out under the shed reading a book. The only evil I couldn’t 

prevent was to keep a broiled fowl from drying up.” 

“If it has turned to stone, still will I eat it,” said Edna, moving with him into the house. “But 

really, what has become of Monsieur Farival and the others?” 

“Gone hours ago. When they found that you were sleeping they thought it best not to awake 

you. Any way, I wouldn’t have let them. What was I here for?” 

“I wonder if Léonce will be uneasy!” she speculated, as she seated herself at table. 

“Of course not; he knows you are with me,” Robert replied, as he busied himself among 

sundry pans and covered dishes which had been left standing on the hearth. 



“Where are Madame Antoine and her son?” asked Edna. 

“Gone to Vespers, and to visit some friends, I believe. I am to take you back in Tonie’s boat 

whenever you are ready to go.” 

He stirred the smoldering ashes till the broiled fowl began to sizzle afresh. He served her with 

no mean repast, dripping the coffee anew and sharing it with her. Madame Antoine had cooked 

little else than the mullets, but while Edna slept Robert had foraged the island. He was childishly 

gratified to discover her appetite, and to see the relish with which she ate the food which he had 

procured for her. 

“Shall we go right away?” she asked, after draining her glass and brushing together the crumbs 

of the crusty loaf. 

“The sun isn’t as low as it will be in two hours,” he answered. 

“The sun will be gone in two hours.” 

“Well, let it go; who cares!” 

They waited a good while under the orange trees, till Madame Antoine came back, panting, 

waddling, with a thousand apologies to explain her absence. Tonie did not dare to return. He was 

shy, and would not willingly face any woman except his mother. 

It was very pleasant to stay there under the orange trees, while the sun dipped lower and 

lower, turning the western sky to flaming copper and gold. The shadows lengthened and crept 

out like stealthy, grotesque monsters across the grass. 

Edna and Robert both sat upon the ground—that is, he lay upon the ground beside her, 

occasionally picking at the hem of her muslin gown. 

Madame Antoine seated her fat body, broad and squat, upon a bench beside the door. She had 

been talking all the afternoon, and had wound herself up to the storytelling pitch. 

And what stories she told them! But twice in her life she had left the Chênière Caminada, and 

then for the briefest span. All her years she had squatted and waddled there upon the island, 

gathering legends of the Baratarians and the sea. The night came on, with the moon to lighten it. 

Edna could hear the whispering voices of dead men and the click of muffled gold. 

When she and Robert stepped into Tonie’s boat, with the red lateen sail, misty spirit forms 

were prowling in the shadows and among the reeds, and upon the water were phantom ships, 

speeding to cover. 

  



XIV 

The youngest boy, Etienne, had been very naughty, Madame Ratignolle said, as she delivered 

him into the hands of his mother. He had been unwilling to go to bed and had made a scene; 

whereupon she had taken charge of him and pacified him as well as she could. Raoul had been in 

bed and asleep for two hours. 

The youngster was in his long white nightgown, that kept tripping him up as Madame 

Ratignolle led him along by the hand. With the other chubby fist he rubbed his eyes, which were 

heavy with sleep and ill humor. Edna took him in her arms, and seating herself in the rocker, 

began to coddle and caress him, calling him all manner of tender names, soothing him to sleep. 

It was not more than nine o’clock. No one had yet gone to bed but the children. 

Léonce had been very uneasy at first, Madame Ratignolle said, and had wanted to start at once 

for the Chênière. But Monsieur Farival had assured him that his wife was only overcome with 

sleep and fatigue, that Tonie would bring her safely back later in the day; and he had thus been 

dissuaded from crossing the bay. He had gone over to Klein’s, looking up some cotton broker 

whom he wished to see in regard to securities, exchanges, stocks, bonds, or something of the 

sort, Madame Ratignolle did not remember what. He said he would not remain away late. She 

herself was suffering from heat and oppression, she said. She carried a bottle of salts and a large 

fan. She would not consent to remain with Edna, for Monsieur Ratignolle was alone, and he 

detested above all things to be left alone. 

When Etienne had fallen asleep Edna bore him into the back room, and Robert went and lifted 

the mosquito bar that she might lay the child comfortably in his bed. The quadroon had vanished. 

When they emerged from the cottage Robert bade Edna good-night. 

“Do you know we have been together the whole livelong day, Robert—since early this 

morning?” she said at parting. 

“All but the hundred years when you were sleeping. Good-night.” 

He pressed her hand and went away in the direction of the beach. He did not join any of the 

others, but walked alone toward the Gulf. 

Edna stayed outside, awaiting her husband’s return. She had no desire to sleep or to retire; nor 

did she feel like going over to sit with the Ratignolles, or to join Madame Lebrun and a group 

whose animated voices reached her as they sat in conversation before the house. She let her mind 

wander back over her stay at Grand Isle; and she tried to discover wherein this summer had been 

different from any and every other summer of her life. She could only realize that she herself—

her present self—was in some way different from the other self. That she was seeing with 

different eyes and making the acquaintance of new conditions in herself that colored and 

changed her environment, she did not yet suspect. 

She wondered why Robert had gone away and left her. It did not occur to her to think he might 

have grown tired of being with her the livelong day. She was not tired, and she felt that he was 

not. She regretted that he had gone. It was so much more natural to have him stay when he was 

not absolutely required to leave her. 

As Edna waited for her husband she sang low a little song that Robert had sung as they 

crossed the bay. It began with “Ah! si tu savais,” and every verse ended with “si tu savais.” 

Robert’s voice was not pretentious. It was musical and true. The voice, the notes, the whole 

refrain haunted her memory. 



  



XV 

When Edna entered the dining-room one evening a little late, as was her habit, an unusually 

animated conversation seemed to be going on. Several persons were talking at once, and Victor’s 

voice was predominating, even over that of his mother. Edna had returned late from her bath, had 

dressed in some haste, and her face was flushed. Her head, set off by her dainty white gown, 

suggested a rich, rare blossom. She took her seat at table between old Monsieur Farival and 

Madame Ratignolle. 

As she seated herself and was about to begin to eat her soup, which had been served when she 

entered the room, several persons informed her simultaneously that Robert was going to Mexico. 

She laid her spoon down and looked about her bewildered. He had been with her, reading to her 

all the morning, and had never even mentioned such a place as Mexico. She had not seen him 

during the afternoon; she had heard some one say he was at the house, upstairs with his mother. 

This she had thought nothing of, though she was surprised when he did not join her later in the 

afternoon, when she went down to the beach. 

She looked across at him, where he sat beside Madame Lebrun, who presided. Edna’s face 

was a blank picture of bewilderment, which she never thought of disguising. He lifted his 

eyebrows with the pretext of a smile as he returned her glance. He looked embarrassed and 

uneasy. “When is he going?” she asked of everybody in general, as if Robert were not there to 

answer for himself. 

“To-night!” “This very evening!” “Did you ever!” “What possesses him!” were some of the 

replies she gathered, uttered simultaneously in French and English. 

“Impossible!” she exclaimed. “How can a person start off from Grand Isle to Mexico at a 

moment’s notice, as if he were going over to Klein’s or to the wharf or down to the beach?” 

“I said all along I was going to Mexico; I’ve been saying so for years!” cried Robert, in an 

excited and irritable tone, with the air of a man defending himself against a swarm of stinging 

insects. 

Madame Lebrun knocked on the table with her knife handle. 

“Please let Robert explain why he is going, and why he is going to-night,” she called out. 

“Really, this table is getting to be more and more like Bedlam every day, with everybody talking 

at once. Sometimes—I hope God will forgive me—but positively, sometimes I wish Victor 

would lose the power of speech.” 

Victor laughed sardonically as he thanked his mother for her holy wish, of which he failed to 

see the benefit to anybody, except that it might afford her a more ample opportunity and license 

to talk herself. 

Monsieur Farival thought that Victor should have been taken out in mid-ocean in his earliest 

youth and drowned. Victor thought there would be more logic in thus disposing of old people 

with an established claim for making themselves universally obnoxious. Madame Lebrun grew a 

trifle hysterical; Robert called his brother some sharp, hard names. 

“There’s nothing much to explain, mother,” he said; though he explained, nevertheless—

looking chiefly at Edna—that he could only meet the gentleman whom he intended to join at 

Vera Cruz by taking such and such a steamer, which left New Orleans on such a day; that 

Beaudelet was going out with his lugger-load of vegetables that night, which gave him an 

opportunity of reaching the city and making his vessel in time. 



“But when did you make up your mind to all this?” demanded Monsieur Farival. 

“This afternoon,” returned Robert, with a shade of annoyance. 

“At what time this afternoon?” persisted the old gentleman, with nagging determination, as if 

he were cross-questioning a criminal in a court of justice. 

“At four o’clock this afternoon, Monsieur Farival,” Robert replied, in a high voice and with a 

lofty air, which reminded Edna of some gentleman on the stage. 

She had forced herself to eat most of her soup, and now she was picking the flaky bits of 

a court bouillon with her fork. 

The lovers were profiting by the general conversation on Mexico to speak in whispers of 

matters which they rightly considered were interesting to no one but themselves. The lady in 

black had once received a pair of prayer-beads of curious workmanship from Mexico, with very 

special indulgence attached to them, but she had never been able to ascertain whether the 

indulgence extended outside the Mexican border. Father Fochel of the Cathedral had attempted 

to explain it; but he had not done so to her satisfaction. And she begged that Robert would 

interest himself, and discover, if possible, whether she was entitled to the indulgence 

accompanying the remarkably curious Mexican prayer-beads. 

Madame Ratignolle hoped that Robert would exercise extreme caution in dealing with the 

Mexicans, who, she considered, were a treacherous people, unscrupulous and revengeful. She 

trusted she did them no injustice in thus condemning them as a race. She had known personally 

but one Mexican, who made and sold excellent tamales, and whom she would have trusted 

implicitly, so soft-spoken was he. One day he was arrested for stabbing his wife. She never knew 

whether he had been hanged or not. 

Victor had grown hilarious, and was attempting to tell an anecdote about a Mexican girl who 

served chocolate one winter in a restaurant in Dauphine Street. No one would listen to him but 

old Monsieur Farival, who went into convulsions over the droll story. 

Edna wondered if they had all gone mad, to be talking and clamoring at that rate. She herself 

could think of nothing to say about Mexico or the Mexicans. 

“At what time do you leave?” she asked Robert. 

“At ten,” he told her. “Beaudelet wants to wait for the moon.” 

“Are you all ready to go?” 

“Quite ready. I shall only take a hand-bag, and shall pack my trunk in the city.” 

He turned to answer some question put to him by his mother, and Edna, having finished her 

black coffee, left the table. 

She went directly to her room. The little cottage was close and stuffy after leaving the outer 

air. But she did not mind; there appeared to be a hundred different things demanding her 

attention indoors. She began to set the toilet-stand to rights, grumbling at the negligence of the 

quadroon, who was in the adjoining room putting the children to bed. She gathered together stray 

garments that were hanging on the backs of chairs, and put each where it belonged in closet or 

bureau drawer. She changed her gown for a more comfortable and commodious wrapper. She 

rearranged her hair, combing and brushing it with unusual energy. Then she went in and assisted 

the quadroon in getting the boys to bed. 

They were very playful and inclined to talk—to do anything but lie quiet and go to sleep. Edna 

sent the quadroon away to her supper and told her she need not return. Then she sat and told the 



children a story. Instead of soothing it excited them, and added to their wakefulness. She left 

them in heated argument, speculating about the conclusion of the tale which their mother 

promised to finish the following night. 

The little black girl came in to say that Madame Lebrun would like to have Mrs. Pontellier go 

and sit with them over at the house till Mr. Robert went away. Edna returned answer that she had 

already undressed, that she did not feel quite well, but perhaps she would go over to the house 

later. She started to dress again, and got as far advanced as to remove her peignoir. But changing 

her mind once more she resumed the peignoir, and went outside and sat down before her door. 

She was overheated and irritable, and fanned herself energetically for a while. Madame 

Ratignolle came down to discover what was the matter. 

“All that noise and confusion at the table must have upset me,” replied Edna, “and moreover, I 

hate shocks and surprises. The idea of Robert starting off in such a ridiculously sudden and 

dramatic way! As if it were a matter of life and death! Never saying a word about it all morning 

when he was with me.” 

“Yes,” agreed Madame Ratignolle. “I think it was showing us all—you especially—very little 

consideration. It wouldn’t have surprised me in any of the others; those Lebruns are all given to 

heroics. But I must say I should never have expected such a thing from Robert. Are you not 

coming down? Come on, dear; it doesn’t look friendly.” 

“No,” said Edna, a little sullenly. “I can’t go to the trouble of dressing again; I don’t feel like 

it.” 

“You needn’t dress; you look all right; fasten a belt around your waist. Just look at me!” 

“No,” persisted Edna; “but you go on. Madame Lebrun might be offended if we both stayed 

away.” 

Madame Ratignolle kissed Edna good-night, and went away, being in truth rather desirous of 

joining in the general and animated conversation which was still in progress concerning Mexico 

and the Mexicans. 

Somewhat later Robert came up, carrying his hand-bag. 

“Aren’t you feeling well?” he asked. 

“Oh, well enough. Are you going right away?” 

He lit a match and looked at his watch. “In twenty minutes,” he said. The sudden and brief 

flare of the match emphasized the darkness for a while. He sat down upon a stool which the 

children had left out on the porch. 

“Get a chair,” said Edna. 

“This will do,” he replied. He put on his soft hat and nervously took it off again, and wiping 

his face with his handkerchief, complained of the heat. 

“Take the fan,” said Edna, offering it to him. 

“Oh, no! Thank you. It does no good; you have to stop fanning some time, and feel all the 

more uncomfortable afterward.” 

“That’s one of the ridiculous things which men always say. I have never known one to speak 

otherwise of fanning. How long will you be gone?” 

“Forever, perhaps. I don’t know. It depends upon a good many things.” 

“Well, in case it shouldn’t be forever, how long will it be?” 



“I don’t know.” 

“This seems to me perfectly preposterous and uncalled for. I don’t like it. I don’t understand 

your motive for silence and mystery, never saying a word to me about it this morning.” He 

remained silent, not offering to defend himself. He only said, after a moment: 

“Don’t part from me in any ill humor. I never knew you to be out of patience with me before.” 

“I don’t want to part in any ill humor,” she said. “But can’t you understand? I’ve grown used 

to seeing you, to having you with me all the time, and your action seems unfriendly, even 

unkind. You don’t even offer an excuse for it. Why, I was planning to be together, thinking of 

how pleasant it would be to see you in the city next winter.” 

“So was I,” he blurted. “Perhaps that’s the—” He stood up suddenly and held out his hand. 

“Good-by, my dear Mrs. Pontellier; good-by. You won’t—I hope you won’t completely forget 

me.” She clung to his hand, striving to detain him. 

“Write to me when you get there, won’t you, Robert?” she entreated. 

“I will, thank you. Good-by.” 

How unlike Robert! The merest acquaintance would have said something more emphatic than 

“I will, thank you; good-by,” to such a request. 

He had evidently already taken leave of the people over at the house, for he descended the 

steps and went to join Beaudelet, who was out there with an oar across his shoulder waiting for 

Robert. They walked away in the darkness. She could only hear Beaudelet’s voice; Robert had 

apparently not even spoken a word of greeting to his companion. 

Edna bit her handkerchief convulsively, striving to hold back and to hide, even from herself as 

she would have hidden from another, the emotion which was troubling—tearing—her. Her eyes 

were brimming with tears. 

For the first time she recognized the symptoms of infatuation which she had felt incipiently as 

a child, as a girl in her earliest teens, and later as a young woman. The recognition did not lessen 

the reality, the poignancy of the revelation by any suggestion or promise of instability. The past 

was nothing to her; offered no lesson which she was willing to heed. The future was a mystery 

which she never attempted to penetrate. The present alone was significant; was hers, to torture 

her as it was doing then with the biting conviction that she had lost that which she had held, that 

she had been denied that which her impassioned, newly awakened being demanded. 

  



XVI 

“Do you miss your friend greatly?” asked Mademoiselle Reisz one morning as she came 

creeping up behind Edna, who had just left her cottage on her way to the beach. She spent much 

of her time in the water since she had acquired finally the art of swimming. As their stay at 

Grand Isle drew near its close, she felt that she could not give too much time to a diversion 

which afforded her the only real pleasurable moments that she knew. When Mademoiselle Reisz 

came and touched her upon the shoulder and spoke to her, the woman seemed to echo the 

thought which was ever in Edna’s mind; or, better, the feeling which constantly possessed her. 

Robert’s going had some way taken the brightness, the color, the meaning out of everything. 

The conditions of her life were in no way changed, but her whole existence was dulled, like a 

faded garment which seems to be no longer worth wearing. She sought him everywhere—in 

others whom she induced to talk about him. She went up in the mornings to Madame Lebrun’s 

room, braving the clatter of the old sewing-machine. She sat there and chatted at intervals as 

Robert had done. She gazed around the room at the pictures and photographs hanging upon the 

wall, and discovered in some corner an old family album, which she examined with the keenest 

interest, appealing to Madame Lebrun for enlightenment concerning the many figures and faces 

which she discovered between its pages. 

There was a picture of Madame Lebrun with Robert as a baby, seated in her lap, a round-faced 

infant with a fist in his mouth. The eyes alone in the baby suggested the man. And that was he 

also in kilts, at the age of five, wearing long curls and holding a whip in his hand. It made Edna 

laugh, and she laughed, too, at the portrait in his first long trousers; while another interested her, 

taken when he left for college, looking thin, long-faced, with eyes full of fire, ambition and great 

intentions. But there was no recent picture, none which suggested the Robert who had gone away 

five days ago, leaving a void and wilderness behind him. 

“Oh, Robert stopped having his pictures taken when he had to pay for them himself! He found 

wiser use for his money, he says,” explained Madame Lebrun. She had a letter from him, written 

before he left New Orleans. Edna wished to see the letter, and Madame Lebrun told her to look 

for it either on the table or the dresser, or perhaps it was on the mantelpiece. 

The letter was on the bookshelf. It possessed the greatest interest and attraction for Edna; the 

envelope, its size and shape, the post-mark, the handwriting. She examined every detail of the 

outside before opening it. There were only a few lines, setting forth that he would leave the city 

that afternoon, that he had packed his trunk in good shape, that he was well, and sent her his love 

and begged to be affectionately remembered to all. There was no special message to Edna except 

a postscript saying that if Mrs. Pontellier desired to finish the book which he had been reading to 

her, his mother would find it in his room, among other books there on the table. Edna 

experienced a pang of jealousy because he had written to his mother rather than to her. 

Every one seemed to take for granted that she missed him. Even her husband, when he came 

down the Saturday following Robert’s departure, expressed regret that he had gone. 

“How do you get on without him, Edna?” he asked. 

“It’s very dull without him,” she admitted. Mr. Pontellier had seen Robert in the city, and 

Edna asked him a dozen questions or more. Where had they met? On Carondelet Street, in the 

morning. They had gone “in” and had a drink and a cigar together. What had they talked about? 

Chiefly about his prospects in Mexico, which Mr. Pontellier thought were promising. How did 

he look? How did he seem—grave, or gay, or how? Quite cheerful, and wholly taken up with the 



idea of his trip, which Mr. Pontellier found altogether natural in a young fellow about to seek 

fortune and adventure in a strange, queer country. 

Edna tapped her foot impatiently, and wondered why the children persisted in playing in the 

sun when they might be under the trees. She went down and led them out of the sun, scolding the 

quadroon for not being more attentive. 

It did not strike her as in the least grotesque that she should be making of Robert the object of 

conversation and leading her husband to speak of him. The sentiment which she entertained for 

Robert in no way resembled that which she felt for her husband, or had ever felt, or ever 

expected to feel. She had all her life long been accustomed to harbor thoughts and emotions 

which never voiced themselves. They had never taken the form of struggles. They belonged to 

her and were her own, and she entertained the conviction that she had a right to them and that 

they concerned no one but herself. Edna had once told Madame Ratignolle that she would never 

sacrifice herself for her children, or for any one. Then had followed a rather heated argument; the 

two women did not appear to understand each other or to be talking the same language. Edna 

tried to appease her friend, to explain. 

“I would give up the unessential; I would give my money, I would give my life for my 

children; but I wouldn’t give myself. I can’t make it more clear; it’s only something which I am 

beginning to comprehend, which is revealing itself to me.” 

“I don’t know what you would call the essential, or what you mean by the unessential,” said 

Madame Ratignolle, cheerfully; “but a woman who would give her life for her children could do 

no more than that—your Bible tells you so. I’m sure I couldn’t do more than that.” 

“Oh, yes you could!” laughed Edna. 

She was not surprised at Mademoiselle Reisz’s question the morning that lady, following her 

to the beach, tapped her on the shoulder and asked if she did not greatly miss her young friend. 

“Oh, good morning, Mademoiselle; is it you? Why, of course I miss Robert. Are you going 

down to bathe?” 

“Why should I go down to bathe at the very end of the season when I haven’t been in the surf 

all summer,” replied the woman, disagreeably. 

“I beg your pardon,” offered Edna, in some embarrassment, for she should have remembered 

that Mademoiselle Reisz’s avoidance of the water had furnished a theme for much pleasantry. 

Some among them thought it was on account of her false hair, or the dread of getting the violets 

wet, while others attributed it to the natural aversion for water sometimes believed to accompany 

the artistic temperament. Mademoiselle offered Edna some chocolates in a paper bag, which she 

took from her pocket, by way of showing that she bore no ill feeling. She habitually ate 

chocolates for their sustaining quality; they contained much nutriment in small compass, she 

said. They saved her from starvation, as Madame Lebrun’s table was utterly impossible; and no 

one save so impertinent a woman as Madame Lebrun could think of offering such food to people 

and requiring them to pay for it. 

“She must feel very lonely without her son,” said Edna, desiring to change the subject. “Her 

favorite son, too. It must have been quite hard to let him go.” 

Mademoiselle laughed maliciously. 

“Her favorite son! Oh, dear! Who could have been imposing such a tale upon you? Aline 

Lebrun lives for Victor, and for Victor alone. She has spoiled him into the worthless creature he 

is. She worships him and the ground he walks on. Robert is very well in a way, to give up all the 



money he can earn to the family, and keep the barest pittance for himself. Favorite son, indeed! I 

miss the poor fellow myself, my dear. I liked to see him and to hear him about the place—the 

only Lebrun who is worth a pinch of salt. He comes to see me often in the city. I like to play to 

him. That Victor! hanging would be too good for him. It’s a wonder Robert hasn’t beaten him to 

death long ago.” 

“I thought he had great patience with his brother,” offered Edna, glad to be talking about 

Robert, no matter what was said. 

“Oh! he thrashed him well enough a year or two ago,” said Mademoiselle. “It was about a 

Spanish girl, whom Victor considered that he had some sort of claim upon. He met Robert one 

day talking to the girl, or walking with her, or bathing with her, or carrying her basket—I don’t 

remember what;—and he became so insulting and abusive that Robert gave him a thrashing on 

the spot that has kept him comparatively in order for a good while. It’s about time he was getting 

another.” 

“Was her name Mariequita?” asked Edna. 

“Mariequita—yes, that was it; Mariequita. I had forgotten. Oh, she’s a sly one, and a bad one, 

that Mariequita!” 

Edna looked down at Mademoiselle Reisz and wondered how she could have listened to her 

venom so long. For some reason she felt depressed, almost unhappy. She had not intended to go 

into the water; but she donned her bathing suit, and left Mademoiselle alone, seated under the 

shade of the children’s tent. The water was growing cooler as the season advanced. Edna 

plunged and swam about with an abandon that thrilled and invigorated her. She remained a long 

time in the water, half hoping that Mademoiselle Reisz would not wait for her. 

But Mademoiselle waited. She was very amiable during the walk back, and raved much over 

Edna’s appearance in her bathing suit. She talked about music. She hoped that Edna would go to 

see her in the city, and wrote her address with the stub of a pencil on a piece of card which she 

found in her pocket. 

“When do you leave?” asked Edna. 

“Next Monday; and you?” 

“The following week,” answered Edna, adding, “It has been a pleasant summer, hasn’t it, 

Mademoiselle?” 

“Well,” agreed Mademoiselle Reisz, with a shrug, “rather pleasant, if it hadn’t been for the 

mosquitoes and the Farival twins.” 

  



XVII 

The Pontelliers possessed a very charming home on Esplanade Street in New Orleans. It was a 

large, double cottage, with a broad front veranda, whose round, fluted columns supported the 

sloping roof. The house was painted a dazzling white; the outside shutters, or jalousies, were 

green. In the yard, which was kept scrupulously neat, were flowers and plants of every 

description which flourishes in South Louisiana. Within doors the appointments were perfect 

after the conventional type. The softest carpets and rugs covered the floors; rich and tasteful 

draperies hung at doors and windows. There were paintings, selected with judgment and 

discrimination, upon the walls. The cut glass, the silver, the heavy damask which daily appeared 

upon the table were the envy of many women whose husbands were less generous than Mr. 

Pontellier. 

Mr. Pontellier was very fond of walking about his house examining its various appointments 

and details, to see that nothing was amiss. He greatly valued his possessions, chiefly because 

they were his, and derived genuine pleasure from contemplating a painting, a statuette, a rare 

lace curtain—no matter what—after he had bought it and placed it among his household gods. 

On Tuesday afternoons—Tuesday being Mrs. Pontellier’s reception day—there was a constant 

stream of callers—women who came in carriages or in the street cars, or walked when the air 

was soft and distance permitted. A light-colored mulatto boy, in dress coat and bearing a 

diminutive silver tray for the reception of cards, admitted them. A maid, in white fluted cap, 

offered the callers liqueur, coffee, or chocolate, as they might desire. Mrs. Pontellier, attired in a 

handsome reception gown, remained in the drawing-room the entire afternoon receiving her 

visitors. Men sometimes called in the evening with their wives. 

This had been the programme which Mrs. Pontellier had religiously followed since her 

marriage, six years before. Certain evenings during the week she and her husband attended the 

opera or sometimes the play. 

Mr. Pontellier left his home in the mornings between nine and ten o’clock, and rarely returned 

before half-past six or seven in the evening—dinner being served at half-past seven. 

He and his wife seated themselves at table one Tuesday evening, a few weeks after their return 

from Grand Isle. They were alone together. The boys were being put to bed; the patter of their 

bare, escaping feet could be heard occasionally, as well as the pursuing voice of the quadroon, 

lifted in mild protest and entreaty. Mrs. Pontellier did not wear her usual Tuesday reception 

gown; she was in ordinary house dress. Mr. Pontellier, who was observant about such things, 

noticed it, as he served the soup and handed it to the boy in waiting. 

“Tired out, Edna? Whom did you have? Many callers?” he asked. He tasted his soup and 

began to season it with pepper, salt, vinegar, mustard—everything within reach. 

“There were a good many,” replied Edna, who was eating her soup with evident satisfaction. 

“I found their cards when I got home; I was out.” 

“Out!” exclaimed her husband, with something like genuine consternation in his voice as he 

laid down the vinegar cruet and looked at her through his glasses. “Why, what could have taken 

you out on Tuesday? What did you have to do?” 

“Nothing. I simply felt like going out, and I went out.” 

“Well, I hope you left some suitable excuse,” said her husband, somewhat appeased, as he 

added a dash of cayenne pepper to the soup. 



“No, I left no excuse. I told Joe to say I was out, that was all.” 

“Why, my dear, I should think you’d understand by this time that people don’t do such things; 

we’ve got to observe les convenances if we ever expect to get on and keep up with the 

procession. If you felt that you had to leave home this afternoon, you should have left some 

suitable explanation for your absence. 

“This soup is really impossible; it’s strange that woman hasn’t learned yet to make a decent 

soup. Any free-lunch stand in town serves a better one. Was Mrs. Belthrop here?” 

“Bring the tray with the cards, Joe. I don’t remember who was here.” 

The boy retired and returned after a moment, bringing the tiny silver tray, which was covered 

with ladies’ visiting cards. He handed it to Mrs. Pontellier. 

“Give it to Mr. Pontellier,” she said. 

Joe offered the tray to Mr. Pontellier, and removed the soup. 

Mr. Pontellier scanned the names of his wife’s callers, reading some of them aloud, with 

comments as he read. 

“‘The Misses Delasidas.’ I worked a big deal in futures for their father this morning; nice 

girls; it’s time they were getting married. ‘Mrs. Belthrop.’ I tell you what it is, Edna; you can’t 

afford to snub Mrs. Belthrop. Why, Belthrop could buy and sell us ten times over. His business is 

worth a good, round sum to me. You’d better write her a note. ‘Mrs. James Highcamp.’ Hugh! 

the less you have to do with Mrs. Highcamp, the better. ‘Madame Laforcé.’ Came all the way 

from Carrolton, too, poor old soul. ‘Miss Wiggs,’ ‘Mrs. Eleanor Boltons.’” He pushed the cards 

aside. 

“Mercy!” exclaimed Edna, who had been fuming. “Why are you taking the thing so seriously 

and making such a fuss over it?” 

“I’m not making any fuss over it. But it’s just such seeming trifles that we’ve got to take 

seriously; such things count.” 

The fish was scorched. Mr. Pontellier would not touch it. Edna said she did not mind a little 

scorched taste. The roast was in some way not to his fancy, and he did not like the manner in 

which the vegetables were served. 

“It seems to me,” he said, “we spend money enough in this house to procure at least one meal 

a day which a man could eat and retain his self-respect.” 

“You used to think the cook was a treasure,” returned Edna, indifferently. 

“Perhaps she was when she first came; but cooks are only human. They need looking after, 

like any other class of persons that you employ. Suppose I didn’t look after the clerks in my 

office, just let them run things their own way; they’d soon make a nice mess of me and my 

business.” 

“Where are you going?” asked Edna, seeing that her husband arose from table without having 

eaten a morsel except a taste of the highly-seasoned soup. 

“I’m going to get my dinner at the club. Good night.” He went into the hall, took his hat and 

stick from the stand, and left the house. 

She was somewhat familiar with such scenes. They had often made her very unhappy. On a 

few previous occasions she had been completely deprived of any desire to finish her dinner. 

Sometimes she had gone into the kitchen to administer a tardy rebuke to the cook. Once she went 

to her room and studied the cookbook during an entire evening, finally writing out a menu for the 



week, which left her harassed with a feeling that, after all, she had accomplished no good that 

was worth the name. 

But that evening Edna finished her dinner alone, with forced deliberation. Her face was 

flushed and her eyes flamed with some inward fire that lighted them. After finishing her dinner 

she went to her room, having instructed the boy to tell any other callers that she was indisposed. 

It was a large, beautiful room, rich and picturesque in the soft, dim light which the maid had 

turned low. She went and stood at an open window and looked out upon the deep tangle of the 

garden below. All the mystery and witchery of the night seemed to have gathered there amid the 

perfumes and the dusky and tortuous outlines of flowers and foliage. She was seeking herself and 

finding herself in just such sweet, half-darkness which met her moods. But the voices were not 

soothing that came to her from the darkness and the sky above and the stars. They jeered and 

sounded mournful notes without promise, devoid even of hope. She turned back into the room 

and began to walk to and fro down its whole length without stopping, without resting. She 

carried in her hands a thin handkerchief, which she tore into ribbons, rolled into a ball, and flung 

from her. Once she stopped, and taking off her wedding ring, flung it upon the carpet. When she 

saw it lying there, she stamped her heel upon it, striving to crush it. But her small boot heel did 

not make an indenture, not a mark upon the little glittering circlet. 

In a sweeping passion she seized a glass vase from the table and flung it upon the tiles of the 

hearth. She wanted to destroy something. The crash and clatter were what she wanted to hear. 

A maid, alarmed at the din of breaking glass, entered the room to discover what was the 

matter. 

“A vase fell upon the hearth,” said Edna. “Never mind; leave it till morning.” 

“Oh! you might get some of the glass in your feet, ma’am,” insisted the young woman, 

picking up bits of the broken vase that were scattered upon the carpet. “And here’s your ring, 

ma’am, under the chair.” 

Edna held out her hand, and taking the ring, slipped it upon her finger. 

  



XVIII 

The following morning Mr. Pontellier, upon leaving for his office, asked Edna if she would 

not meet him in town in order to look at some new fixtures for the library. 

“I hardly think we need new fixtures, Léonce. Don’t let us get anything new; you are too 

extravagant. I don’t believe you ever think of saving or putting by.” 

“The way to become rich is to make money, my dear Edna, not to save it,” he said. He 

regretted that she did not feel inclined to go with him and select new fixtures. He kissed her 

good-by, and told her she was not looking well and must take care of herself. She was unusually 

pale and very quiet. 

She stood on the front veranda as he quitted the house, and absently picked a few sprays of 

jessamine that grew upon a trellis near by. She inhaled the odor of the blossoms and thrust them 

into the bosom of her white morning gown. The boys were dragging along the banquette a small 

“express wagon,” which they had filled with blocks and sticks. The quadroon was following 

them with little quick steps, having assumed a fictitious animation and alacrity for the occasion. 

A fruit vender was crying his wares in the street. 

Edna looked straight before her with a self-absorbed expression upon her face. She felt no 

interest in anything about her. The street, the children, the fruit vender, the flowers growing there 

under her eyes, were all part and parcel of an alien world which had suddenly become 

antagonistic. 

She went back into the house. She had thought of speaking to the cook concerning her 

blunders of the previous night; but Mr. Pontellier had saved her that disagreeable mission, for 

which she was so poorly fitted. Mr. Pontellier’s arguments were usually convincing with those 

whom he employed. He left home feeling quite sure that he and Edna would sit down that 

evening, and possibly a few subsequent evenings, to a dinner deserving of the name. 

Edna spent an hour or two in looking over some of her old sketches. She could see their 

shortcomings and defects, which were glaring in her eyes. She tried to work a little, but found 

she was not in the humor. Finally she gathered together a few of the sketches—those which she 

considered the least discreditable; and she carried them with her when, a little later, she dressed 

and left the house. She looked handsome and distinguished in her street gown. The tan of the 

seashore had left her face, and her forehead was smooth, white, and polished beneath her heavy, 

yellow-brown hair. There were a few freckles on her face, and a small, dark mole near the under 

lip and one on the temple, half-hidden in her hair. 

As Edna walked along the street she was thinking of Robert. She was still under the spell of 

her infatuation. She had tried to forget him, realizing the inutility of remembering. But the 

thought of him was like an obsession, ever pressing itself upon her. It was not that she dwelt 

upon details of their acquaintance, or recalled in any special or peculiar way his personality; it 

was his being, his existence, which dominated her thought, fading sometimes as if it would melt 

into the mist of the forgotten, reviving again with an intensity which filled her with an 

incomprehensible longing. 

Edna was on her way to Madame Ratignolle’s. Their intimacy, begun at Grand Isle, had not 

declined, and they had seen each other with some frequency since their return to the city. The 

Ratignolles lived at no great distance from Edna’s home, on the corner of a side street, where 

Monsieur Ratignolle owned and conducted a drug store which enjoyed a steady and prosperous 

trade. His father had been in the business before him, and Monsieur Ratignolle stood well in the 



community and bore an enviable reputation for integrity and clearheadedness. His family lived in 

commodious apartments over the store, having an entrance on the side within the porte cochère. 

There was something which Edna thought very French, very foreign, about their whole manner 

of living. In the large and pleasant salon which extended across the width of the house, the 

Ratignolles entertained their friends once a fortnight with a soirée musicale, sometimes 

diversified by card-playing. There was a friend who played upon the cello. One brought his flute 

and another his violin, while there were some who sang and a number who performed upon the 

piano with various degrees of taste and agility. The Ratignolles’ soirées musicales were widely 

known, and it was considered a privilege to be invited to them. 

Edna found her friend engaged in assorting the clothes which had returned that morning from 

the laundry. She at once abandoned her occupation upon seeing Edna, who had been ushered 

without ceremony into her presence. 

“’Cité can do it as well as I; it is really her business,” she explained to Edna, who apologized 

for interrupting her. And she summoned a young black woman, whom she instructed, in French, 

to be very careful in checking off the list which she handed her. She told her to notice 

particularly if a fine linen handkerchief of Monsieur Ratignolle’s, which was missing last week, 

had been returned; and to be sure to set to one side such pieces as required mending and darning. 

Then placing an arm around Edna’s waist, she led her to the front of the house, to the salon, 

where it was cool and sweet with the odor of great roses that stood upon the hearth in jars. 

Madame Ratignolle looked more beautiful than ever there at home, in a negligé which left her 

arms almost wholly bare and exposed the rich, melting curves of her white throat. 

“Perhaps I shall be able to paint your picture some day,” said Edna with a smile when they 

were seated. She produced the roll of sketches and started to unfold them. “I believe I ought to 

work again. I feel as if I wanted to be doing something. What do you think of them? Do you 

think it worth while to take it up again and study some more? I might study for a while with 

Laidpore.” 

She knew that Madame Ratignolle’s opinion in such a matter would be next to valueless, that 

she herself had not alone decided, but determined; but she sought the words of praise and 

encouragement that would help her to put heart into her venture. 

“Your talent is immense, dear!” 

“Nonsense!” protested Edna, well pleased. 

“Immense, I tell you,” persisted Madame Ratignolle, surveying the sketches one by one, at 

close range, then holding them at arm’s length, narrowing her eyes, and dropping her head on 

one side. “Surely, this Bavarian peasant is worthy of framing; and this basket of apples! never 

have I seen anything more lifelike. One might almost be tempted to reach out a hand and take 

one.” 

Edna could not control a feeling which bordered upon complacency at her friend’s praise, 

even realizing, as she did, its true worth. She retained a few of the sketches, and gave all the rest 

to Madame Ratignolle, who appreciated the gift far beyond its value and proudly exhibited the 

pictures to her husband when he came up from the store a little later for his midday dinner. 

Mr. Ratignolle was one of those men who are called the salt of the earth. His cheerfulness was 

unbounded, and it was matched by his goodness of heart, his broad charity, and common sense. 

He and his wife spoke English with an accent which was only discernible through its un-English 

emphasis and a certain carefulness and deliberation. Edna’s husband spoke English with no 



accent whatever. The Ratignolles understood each other perfectly. If ever the fusion of two 

human beings into one has been accomplished on this sphere it was surely in their union. 

As Edna seated herself at table with them she thought, “Better a dinner of herbs,” though it did 

not take her long to discover that it was no dinner of herbs, but a delicious repast, simple, choice, 

and in every way satisfying. 

Monsieur Ratignolle was delighted to see her, though he found her looking not so well as at 

Grand Isle, and he advised a tonic. He talked a good deal on various topics, a little politics, some 

city news and neighborhood gossip. He spoke with an animation and earnestness that gave an 

exaggerated importance to every syllable he uttered. His wife was keenly interested in everything 

he said, laying down her fork the better to listen, chiming in, taking the words out of his mouth. 

Edna felt depressed rather than soothed after leaving them. The little glimpse of domestic 

harmony which had been offered her, gave her no regret, no longing. It was not a condition of 

life which fitted her, and she could see in it but an appalling and hopeless ennui. She was moved 

by a kind of commiseration for Madame Ratignolle,—a pity for that colorless existence which 

never uplifted its possessor beyond the region of blind contentment, in which no moment of 

anguish ever visited her soul, in which she would never have the taste of life’s delirium. Edna 

vaguely wondered what she meant by “life’s delirium.” It had crossed her thought like some 

unsought, extraneous impression. 

  



XIX 

Edna could not help but think that it was very foolish, very childish, to have stamped upon her 

wedding ring and smashed the crystal vase upon the tiles. She was visited by no more outbursts, 

moving her to such futile expedients. She began to do as she liked and to feel as she liked. She 

completely abandoned her Tuesdays at home, and did not return the visits of those who had 

called upon her. She made no ineffectual efforts to conduct her household en bonne ménagère, 

going and coming as it suited her fancy, and, so far as she was able, lending herself to any 

passing caprice. 

Mr. Pontellier had been a rather courteous husband so long as he met a certain tacit 

submissiveness in his wife. But her new and unexpected line of conduct completely bewildered 

him. It shocked him. Then her absolute disregard for her duties as a wife angered him. When Mr. 

Pontellier became rude, Edna grew insolent. She had resolved never to take another step 

backward. 

“It seems to me the utmost folly for a woman at the head of a household, and the mother of 

children, to spend in an atelier days which would be better employed contriving for the comfort 

of her family.” 

“I feel like painting,” answered Edna. “Perhaps I shan’t always feel like it.” 

“Then in God’s name paint! but don’t let the family go to the devil. There’s Madame 

Ratignolle; because she keeps up her music, she doesn’t let everything else go to chaos. And 

she’s more of a musician than you are a painter.” 

“She isn’t a musician, and I’m not a painter. It isn’t on account of painting that I let things go.” 

“On account of what, then?” 

“Oh! I don’t know. Let me alone; you bother me.” 

It sometimes entered Mr. Pontellier’s mind to wonder if his wife were not growing a little 

unbalanced mentally. He could see plainly that she was not herself. That is, he could not see that 

she was becoming herself and daily casting aside that fictitious self which we assume like a 

garment with which to appear before the world. 

Her husband let her alone as she requested, and went away to his office. Edna went up to her 

atelier—a bright room in the top of the house. She was working with great energy and interest, 

without accomplishing anything, however, which satisfied her even in the smallest degree. For a 

time she had the whole household enrolled in the service of art. The boys posed for her. They 

thought it amusing at first, but the occupation soon lost its attractiveness when they discovered 

that it was not a game arranged especially for their entertainment. The quadroon sat for hours 

before Edna’s palette, patient as a savage, while the house-maid took charge of the children, and 

the drawing-room went undusted. But the house-maid, too, served her term as model when Edna 

perceived that the young woman’s back and shoulders were molded on classic lines, and that her 

hair, loosened from its confining cap, became an inspiration. While Edna worked she sometimes 

sang low the little air, “Ah! si tu savais!” 

It moved her with recollections. She could hear again the ripple of the water, the flapping sail. 

She could see the glint of the moon upon the bay, and could feel the soft, gusty beating of the hot 

south wind. A subtle current of desire passed through her body, weakening her hold upon the 

brushes and making her eyes burn. 



There were days when she was very happy without knowing why. She was happy to be alive 

and breathing, when her whole being seemed to be one with the sunlight, the color, the odors, the 

luxuriant warmth of some perfect Southern day. She liked then to wander alone into strange and 

unfamiliar places. She discovered many a sunny, sleepy corner, fashioned to dream in. And she 

found it good to dream and to be alone and unmolested. 

There were days when she was unhappy, she did not know why,—when it did not seem worth 

while to be glad or sorry, to be alive or dead; when life appeared to her like a grotesque 

pandemonium and humanity like worms struggling blindly toward inevitable annihilation. She 

could not work on such a day, nor weave fancies to stir her pulses and warm her blood. 

  



XX 

It was during such a mood that Edna hunted up Mademoiselle Reisz. She had not forgotten the 

rather disagreeable impression left upon her by their last interview; but she nevertheless felt a 

desire to see her—above all, to listen while she played upon the piano. Quite early in the 

afternoon she started upon her quest for the pianist. Unfortunately she had mislaid or lost 

Mademoiselle Reisz’s card, and looking up her address in the city directory, she found that the 

woman lived on Bienville Street, some distance away. The directory which fell into her hands 

was a year or more old, however, and upon reaching the number indicated, Edna discovered that 

the house was occupied by a respectable family of mulattoes who had chambres garnies to let. 

They had been living there for six months, and knew absolutely nothing of a Mademoiselle 

Reisz. In fact, they knew nothing of any of their neighbors; their lodgers were all people of the 

highest distinction, they assured Edna. She did not linger to discuss class distinctions with 

Madame Pouponne, but hastened to a neighboring grocery store, feeling sure that Mademoiselle 

would have left her address with the proprietor. 

He knew Mademoiselle Reisz a good deal better than he wanted to know her, he informed his 

questioner. In truth, he did not want to know her at all, or anything concerning her—the most 

disagreeable and unpopular woman who ever lived in Bienville Street. He thanked heaven she 

had left the neighborhood, and was equally thankful that he did not know where she had gone. 

Edna’s desire to see Mademoiselle Reisz had increased tenfold since these unlooked-for 

obstacles had arisen to thwart it. She was wondering who could give her the information she 

sought, when it suddenly occurred to her that Madame Lebrun would be the one most likely to 

do so. She knew it was useless to ask Madame Ratignolle, who was on the most distant terms 

with the musician, and preferred to know nothing concerning her. She had once been almost as 

emphatic in expressing herself upon the subject as the corner grocer. 

Edna knew that Madame Lebrun had returned to the city, for it was the middle of November. 

And she also knew where the Lebruns lived, on Chartres Street. 

Their home from the outside looked like a prison, with iron bars before the door and lower 

windows. The iron bars were a relic of the old régime, and no one had ever thought of dislodging 

them. At the side was a high fence enclosing the garden. A gate or door opening upon the street 

was locked. Edna rang the bell at this side garden gate, and stood upon the banquette, waiting to 

be admitted. 

It was Victor who opened the gate for her. A black woman, wiping her hands upon her apron, 

was close at his heels. Before she saw them Edna could hear them in altercation, the woman—

plainly an anomaly—claiming the right to be allowed to perform her duties, one of which was to 

answer the bell. 

Victor was surprised and delighted to see Mrs. Pontellier, and he made no attempt to conceal 

either his astonishment or his delight. He was a dark-browed, good-looking youngster of 

nineteen, greatly resembling his mother, but with ten times her impetuosity. He instructed the 

black woman to go at once and inform Madame Lebrun that Mrs. Pontellier desired to see her. 

The woman grumbled a refusal to do part of her duty when she had not been permitted to do it 

all, and started back to her interrupted task of weeding the garden. Whereupon Victor 

administered a rebuke in the form of a volley of abuse, which, owing to its rapidity and 

incoherence, was all but incomprehensible to Edna. Whatever it was, the rebuke was convincing, 

for the woman dropped her hoe and went mumbling into the house. 



Edna did not wish to enter. It was very pleasant there on the side porch, where there were 

chairs, a wicker lounge, and a small table. She seated herself, for she was tired from her long 

tramp; and she began to rock gently and smooth out the folds of her silk parasol. Victor drew up 

his chair beside her. He at once explained that the black woman’s offensive conduct was all due 

to imperfect training, as he was not there to take her in hand. He had only come up from the 

island the morning before, and expected to return next day. He stayed all winter at the island; he 

lived there, and kept the place in order and got things ready for the summer visitors. 

But a man needed occasional relaxation, he informed Mrs. Pontellier, and every now and 

again he drummed up a pretext to bring him to the city. My! but he had had a time of it the 

evening before! He wouldn’t want his mother to know, and he began to talk in a whisper. He was 

scintillant with recollections. Of course, he couldn’t think of telling Mrs. Pontellier all about it, 

she being a woman and not comprehending such things. But it all began with a girl peeping and 

smiling at him through the shutters as he passed by. Oh! but she was a beauty! Certainly he 

smiled back, and went up and talked to her. Mrs. Pontellier did not know him if she supposed he 

was one to let an opportunity like that escape him. Despite herself, the youngster amused her. 

She must have betrayed in her look some degree of interest or entertainment. The boy grew more 

daring, and Mrs. Pontellier might have found herself, in a little while, listening to a highly 

colored story but for the timely appearance of Madame Lebrun. 

That lady was still clad in white, according to her custom of the summer. Her eyes beamed an 

effusive welcome. Would not Mrs. Pontellier go inside? Would she partake of some 

refreshment? Why had she not been there before? How was that dear Mr. Pontellier and how 

were those sweet children? Had Mrs. Pontellier ever known such a warm November? 

Victor went and reclined on the wicker lounge behind his mother’s chair, where he 

commanded a view of Edna’s face. He had taken her parasol from her hands while he spoke to 

her, and he now lifted it and twirled it above him as he lay on his back. When Madame Lebrun 

complained that it was so dull coming back to the city; that she saw so few people now; that even 

Victor, when he came up from the island for a day or two, had so much to occupy him and 

engage his time; then it was that the youth went into contortions on the lounge and winked 

mischievously at Edna. She somehow felt like a confederate in crime, and tried to look severe 

and disapproving. 

There had been but two letters from Robert, with little in them, they told her. Victor said it 

was really not worth while to go inside for the letters, when his mother entreated him to go in 

search of them. He remembered the contents, which in truth he rattled off very glibly when put to 

the test. 

One letter was written from Vera Cruz and the other from the City of Mexico. He had met 

Montel, who was doing everything toward his advancement. So far, the financial situation was 

no improvement over the one he had left in New Orleans, but of course the prospects were vastly 

better. He wrote of the City of Mexico, the buildings, the people and their habits, the conditions 

of life which he found there. He sent his love to the family. He inclosed a check to his mother, 

and hoped she would affectionately remember him to all his friends. That was about the 

substance of the two letters. Edna felt that if there had been a message for her, she would have 

received it. The despondent frame of mind in which she had left home began again to overtake 

her, and she remembered that she wished to find Mademoiselle Reisz. 



Madame Lebrun knew where Mademoiselle Reisz lived. She gave Edna the address, regretting 

that she would not consent to stay and spend the remainder of the afternoon, and pay a visit to 

Mademoiselle Reisz some other day. The afternoon was already well advanced. 

Victor escorted her out upon the banquette, lifted her parasol, and held it over her while he 

walked to the car with her. He entreated her to bear in mind that the disclosures of the afternoon 

were strictly confidential. She laughed and bantered him a little, remembering too late that she 

should have been dignified and reserved. 

“How handsome Mrs. Pontellier looked!” said Madame Lebrun to her son. 

“Ravishing!” he admitted. “The city atmosphere has improved her. Some way she doesn’t 

seem like the same woman.” 

  



XXI 

Some people contended that the reason Mademoiselle Reisz always chose apartments up under 

the roof was to discourage the approach of beggars, peddlars and callers. There were plenty of 

windows in her little front room. They were for the most part dingy, but as they were nearly 

always open it did not make so much difference. They often admitted into the room a good deal 

of smoke and soot; but at the same time all the light and air that there was came through them. 

From her windows could be seen the crescent of the river, the masts of ships and the big 

chimneys of the Mississippi steamers. A magnificent piano crowded the apartment. In the next 

room she slept, and in the third and last she harbored a gasoline stove on which she cooked her 

meals when disinclined to descend to the neighboring restaurant. It was there also that she ate, 

keeping her belongings in a rare old buffet, dingy and battered from a hundred years of use. 

When Edna knocked at Mademoiselle Reisz’s front room door and entered, she discovered 

that person standing beside the window, engaged in mending or patching an old prunella gaiter. 

The little musician laughed all over when she saw Edna. Her laugh consisted of a contortion of 

the face and all the muscles of the body. She seemed strikingly homely, standing there in the 

afternoon light. She still wore the shabby lace and the artificial bunch of violets on the side of 

her head. 

“So you remembered me at last,” said Mademoiselle. “I had said to myself, ‘Ah, bah! she will 

never come.’” 

“Did you want me to come?” asked Edna with a smile. 

“I had not thought much about it,” answered Mademoiselle. The two had seated themselves on 

a little bumpy sofa which stood against the wall. “I am glad, however, that you came. I have the 

water boiling back there, and was just about to make some coffee. You will drink a cup with me. 

And how is la belle dame? Always handsome! always healthy! always contented!” She took 

Edna’s hand between her strong wiry fingers, holding it loosely without warmth, and executing a 

sort of double theme upon the back and palm. 

“Yes,” she went on; “I sometimes thought: ‘She will never come. She promised as those 

women in society always do, without meaning it. She will not come.’ For I really don’t believe 

you like me, Mrs. Pontellier.” 

“I don’t know whether I like you or not,” replied Edna, gazing down at the little woman with a 

quizzical look. 

The candor of Mrs. Pontellier’s admission greatly pleased Mademoiselle Reisz. She expressed 

her gratification by repairing forthwith to the region of the gasoline stove and rewarding her 

guest with the promised cup of coffee. The coffee and the biscuit accompanying it proved very 

acceptable to Edna, who had declined refreshment at Madame Lebrun’s and was now beginning 

to feel hungry. Mademoiselle set the tray which she brought in upon a small table near at hand, 

and seated herself once again on the lumpy sofa. 

“I have had a letter from your friend,” she remarked, as she poured a little cream into Edna’s 

cup and handed it to her. 

“My friend?” 

“Yes, your friend Robert. He wrote to me from the City of Mexico.” 

“Wrote to you?” repeated Edna in amazement, stirring her coffee absently. 



“Yes, to me. Why not? Don’t stir all the warmth out of your coffee; drink it. Though the letter 

might as well have been sent to you; it was nothing but Mrs. Pontellier from beginning to end.” 

“Let me see it,” requested the young woman, entreatingly. 

“No; a letter concerns no one but the person who writes it and the one to whom it is written.” 

“Haven’t you just said it concerned me from beginning to end?” 

“It was written about you, not to you. ‘Have you seen Mrs. Pontellier? How is she looking?’ 

he asks. ‘As Mrs. Pontellier says,’ or ‘as Mrs. Pontellier once said.’ ‘If Mrs. Pontellier should 

call upon you, play for her that Impromptu of Chopin’s, my favorite. I heard it here a day or two 

ago, but not as you play it. I should like to know how it affects her,’ and so on, as if he supposed 

we were constantly in each other’s society.” 

“Let me see the letter.” 

“Oh, no.” 

“Have you answered it?” 

“No.” 

“Let me see the letter.” 

“No, and again, no.” 

“Then play the Impromptu for me.” 

“It is growing late; what time do you have to be home?” 

“Time doesn’t concern me. Your question seems a little rude. Play the Impromptu.” 

“But you have told me nothing of yourself. What are you doing?” 

“Painting!” laughed Edna. “I am becoming an artist. Think of it!” 

“Ah! an artist! You have pretensions, Madame.” 

“Why pretensions? Do you think I could not become an artist?” 

“I do not know you well enough to say. I do not know your talent or your temperament. To be 

an artist includes much; one must possess many gifts—absolute gifts—which have not been 

acquired by one’s own effort. And, moreover, to succeed, the artist must possess the courageous 

soul.” 

“What do you mean by the courageous soul?” 

“Courageous, ma foi! The brave soul. The soul that dares and defies.” 

“Show me the letter and play for me the Impromptu. You see that I have persistence. Does that 

quality count for anything in art?” 

“It counts with a foolish old woman whom you have captivated,” replied Mademoiselle, with 

her wriggling laugh. 

The letter was right there at hand in the drawer of the little table upon which Edna had just 

placed her coffee cup. Mademoiselle opened the drawer and drew forth the letter, the topmost 

one. She placed it in Edna’s hands, and without further comment arose and went to the piano. 

Mademoiselle played a soft interlude. It was an improvisation. She sat low at the instrument, 

and the lines of her body settled into ungraceful curves and angles that gave it an appearance of 

deformity. Gradually and imperceptibly the interlude melted into the soft opening minor chords 

of the Chopin Impromptu. 



Edna did not know when the Impromptu began or ended. She sat in the sofa corner reading 

Robert’s letter by the fading light. Mademoiselle had glided from the Chopin into the quivering 

love notes of Isolde’s song, and back again to the Impromptu with its soulful and poignant 

longing. 

The shadows deepened in the little room. The music grew strange and fantastic—turbulent, 

insistent, plaintive and soft with entreaty. The shadows grew deeper. The music filled the room. 

It floated out upon the night, over the housetops, the crescent of the river, losing itself in the 

silence of the upper air. 

Edna was sobbing, just as she had wept one midnight at Grand Isle when strange, new voices 

awoke in her. She arose in some agitation to take her departure. “May I come again, 

Mademoiselle?” she asked at the threshold. 

“Come whenever you feel like it. Be careful; the stairs and landings are dark; don’t stumble.” 

Mademoiselle reentered and lit a candle. Robert’s letter was on the floor. She stooped and 

picked it up. It was crumpled and damp with tears. Mademoiselle smoothed the letter out, 

restored it to the envelope, and replaced it in the table drawer. 

  



XXII 

One morning on his way into town Mr. Pontellier stopped at the house of his old friend and 

family physician, Doctor Mandelet. The Doctor was a semi-retired physician, resting, as the 

saying is, upon his laurels. He bore a reputation for wisdom rather than skill—leaving the active 

practice of medicine to his assistants and younger contemporaries—and was much sought for in 

matters of consultation. A few families, united to him by bonds of friendship, he still attended 

when they required the services of a physician. The Pontelliers were among these. 

Mr. Pontellier found the Doctor reading at the open window of his study. His house stood 

rather far back from the street, in the center of a delightful garden, so that it was quiet and 

peaceful at the old gentleman’s study window. He was a great reader. He stared up 

disapprovingly over his eye-glasses as Mr. Pontellier entered, wondering who had the temerity to 

disturb him at that hour of the morning. 

“Ah, Pontellier! Not sick, I hope. Come and have a seat. What news do you bring this 

morning?” He was quite portly, with a profusion of gray hair, and small blue eyes which age had 

robbed of much of their brightness but none of their penetration. 

“Oh! I’m never sick, Doctor. You know that I come of tough fiber—of that old Creole race of 

Pontelliers that dry up and finally blow away. I came to consult—no, not precisely to consult—to 

talk to you about Edna. I don’t know what ails her.” 

“Madame Pontellier not well,” marveled the Doctor. “Why, I saw her—I think it was a week 

ago—walking along Canal Street, the picture of health, it seemed to me.” 

“Yes, yes; she seems quite well,” said Mr. Pontellier, leaning forward and whirling his stick 

between his two hands; “but she doesn’t act well. She’s odd, she’s not like herself. I can’t make 

her out, and I thought perhaps you’d help me.” 

“How does she act?” inquired the Doctor. 

“Well, it isn’t easy to explain,” said Mr. Pontellier, throwing himself back in his chair. “She 

lets the housekeeping go to the dickens.” 

“Well, well; women are not all alike, my dear Pontellier. We’ve got to consider—” 

“I know that; I told you I couldn’t explain. Her whole attitude—toward me and everybody and 

everything—has changed. You know I have a quick temper, but I don’t want to quarrel or be 

rude to a woman, especially my wife; yet I’m driven to it, and feel like ten thousand devils after 

I’ve made a fool of myself. She’s making it devilishly uncomfortable for me,” he went on 

nervously. “She’s got some sort of notion in her head concerning the eternal rights of women; 

and—you understand—we meet in the morning at the breakfast table.” 

The old gentleman lifted his shaggy eyebrows, protruded his thick nether lip, and tapped the 

arms of his chair with his cushioned fingertips. 

“What have you been doing to her, Pontellier?” 

“Doing! Parbleu!” 

“Has she,” asked the Doctor, with a smile, “has she been associating of late with a circle of 

pseudo-intellectual women—super-spiritual superior beings? My wife has been telling me about 

them.” 

“That’s the trouble,” broke in Mr. Pontellier, “she hasn’t been associating with any one. She 

has abandoned her Tuesdays at home, has thrown over all her acquaintances, and goes tramping 



about by herself, moping in the street-cars, getting in after dark. I tell you she’s peculiar. I don’t 

like it; I feel a little worried over it.” 

This was a new aspect for the Doctor. “Nothing hereditary?” he asked, seriously. “Nothing 

peculiar about her family antecedents, is there?” 

“Oh, no, indeed! She comes of sound old Presbyterian Kentucky stock. The old gentleman, her 

father, I have heard, used to atone for his weekday sins with his Sunday devotions. I know for a 

fact, that his race horses literally ran away with the prettiest bit of Kentucky farming land I ever 

laid eyes upon. Margaret—you know Margaret—she has all the Presbyterianism undiluted. And 

the youngest is something of a vixen. By the way, she gets married in a couple of weeks from 

now.” 

“Send your wife up to the wedding,” exclaimed the Doctor, foreseeing a happy solution. “Let 

her stay among her own people for a while; it will do her good.” 

“That’s what I want her to do. She won’t go to the marriage. She says a wedding is one of the 

most lamentable spectacles on earth. Nice thing for a woman to say to her husband!” exclaimed 

Mr. Pontellier, fuming anew at the recollection. 

“Pontellier,” said the Doctor, after a moment’s reflection, “let your wife alone for a while. 

Don’t bother her, and don’t let her bother you. Woman, my dear friend, is a very peculiar and 

delicate organism—a sensitive and highly organized woman, such as I know Mrs. Pontellier to 

be, is especially peculiar. It would require an inspired psychologist to deal successfully with 

them. And when ordinary fellows like you and me attempt to cope with their idiosyncrasies the 

result is bungling. Most women are moody and whimsical. This is some passing whim of your 

wife, due to some cause or causes which you and I needn’t try to fathom. But it will pass happily 

over, especially if you let her alone. Send her around to see me.” 

“Oh! I couldn’t do that; there’d be no reason for it,” objected Mr. Pontellier. 

“Then I’ll go around and see her,” said the Doctor. “I’ll drop in to dinner some evening en bon 

ami.” 

“Do! by all means,” urged Mr. Pontellier. “What evening will you come? Say Thursday. Will 

you come Thursday?” he asked, rising to take his leave. 

“Very well; Thursday. My wife may possibly have some engagement for me Thursday. In case 

she has, I shall let you know. Otherwise, you may expect me.” 

Mr. Pontellier turned before leaving to say: 

“I am going to New York on business very soon. I have a big scheme on hand, and want to be 

on the field proper to pull the ropes and handle the ribbons. We’ll let you in on the inside if you 

say so, Doctor,” he laughed. 

“No, I thank you, my dear sir,” returned the Doctor. “I leave such ventures to you younger 

men with the fever of life still in your blood.” 

“What I wanted to say,” continued Mr. Pontellier, with his hand on the knob; “I may have to 

be absent a good while. Would you advise me to take Edna along?” 

“By all means, if she wishes to go. If not, leave her here. Don’t contradict her. The mood will 

pass, I assure you. It may take a month, two, three months—possibly longer, but it will pass; 

have patience.” 

“Well, good-by, à jeudi,” said Mr. Pontellier, as he let himself out. 



The Doctor would have liked during the course of conversation to ask, “Is there any man in 

the case?” but he knew his Creole too well to make such a blunder as that. 

He did not resume his book immediately, but sat for a while meditatively looking out into the 

garden. 

  



XXIII 

Edna’s father was in the city, and had been with them several days. She was not very warmly 

or deeply attached to him, but they had certain tastes in common, and when together they were 

companionable. His coming was in the nature of a welcome disturbance; it seemed to furnish a 

new direction for her emotions. 

He had come to purchase a wedding gift for his daughter, Janet, and an outfit for himself in 

which he might make a creditable appearance at her marriage. Mr. Pontellier had selected the 

bridal gift, as every one immediately connected with him always deferred to his taste in such 

matters. And his suggestions on the question of dress—which too often assumes the nature of a 

problem—were of inestimable value to his father-in-law. But for the past few days the old 

gentleman had been upon Edna’s hands, and in his society she was becoming acquainted with a 

new set of sensations. He had been a colonel in the Confederate army, and still maintained, with 

the title, the military bearing which had always accompanied it. His hair and mustache were 

white and silky, emphasizing the rugged bronze of his face. He was tall and thin, and wore his 

coats padded, which gave a fictitious breadth and depth to his shoulders and chest. Edna and her 

father looked very distinguished together, and excited a good deal of notice during their 

perambulations. Upon his arrival she began by introducing him to her atelier and making a 

sketch of him. He took the whole matter very seriously. If her talent had been ten-fold greater 

than it was, it would not have surprised him, convinced as he was that he had bequeathed to all 

of his daughters the germs of a masterful capability, which only depended upon their own efforts 

to be directed toward successful achievement. 

Before her pencil he sat rigid and unflinching, as he had faced the cannon’s mouth in days 

gone by. He resented the intrusion of the children, who gaped with wondering eyes at him, 

sitting so stiff up there in their mother’s bright atelier. When they drew near he motioned them 

away with an expressive action of the foot, loath to disturb the fixed lines of his countenance, his 

arms, or his rigid shoulders. 

Edna, anxious to entertain him, invited Mademoiselle Reisz to meet him, having promised him 

a treat in her piano playing; but Mademoiselle declined the invitation. So together they attended 

a soirée musicale at the Ratignolles’. Monsieur and Madame Ratignolle made much of the 

Colonel, installing him as the guest of honor and engaging him at once to dine with them the 

following Sunday, or any day which he might select. Madame coquetted with him in the most 

captivating and naive manner, with eyes, gestures, and a profusion of compliments, till the 

Colonel’s old head felt thirty years younger on his padded shoulders. Edna marveled, not 

comprehending. She herself was almost devoid of coquetry. 

There were one or two men whom she observed at the soirée musicale; but she would never 

have felt moved to any kittenish display to attract their notice—to any feline or feminine wiles to 

express herself toward them. Their personality attracted her in an agreeable way. Her fancy 

selected them, and she was glad when a lull in the music gave them an opportunity to meet her 

and talk with her. Often on the street the glance of strange eyes had lingered in her memory, and 

sometimes had disturbed her. 

Mr. Pontellier did not attend these soirées musicales. He considered them bourgeois, and 

found more diversion at the club. To Madame Ratignolle he said the music dispensed at 

her soirées was too “heavy,” too far beyond his untrained comprehension. His excuse flattered 

her. But she disapproved of Mr. Pontellier’s club, and she was frank enough to tell Edna so. 



“It’s a pity Mr. Pontellier doesn’t stay home more in the evenings. I think you would be 

more—well, if you don’t mind my saying it—more united, if he did.” 

“Oh! dear no!” said Edna, with a blank look in her eyes. “What should I do if he stayed home? 

We wouldn’t have anything to say to each other.” 

She had not much of anything to say to her father, for that matter; but he did not antagonize 

her. She discovered that he interested her, though she realized that he might not interest her long; 

and for the first time in her life she felt as if she were thoroughly acquainted with him. He kept 

her busy serving him and ministering to his wants. It amused her to do so. She would not permit 

a servant or one of the children to do anything for him which she might do herself. Her husband 

noticed, and thought it was the expression of a deep filial attachment which he had never 

suspected. 

The Colonel drank numerous “toddies” during the course of the day, which left him, however, 

imperturbed. He was an expert at concocting strong drinks. He had even invented some, to which 

he had given fantastic names, and for whose manufacture he required diverse ingredients that it 

devolved upon Edna to procure for him. 

When Doctor Mandelet dined with the Pontelliers on Thursday he could discern in Mrs. 

Pontellier no trace of that morbid condition which her husband had reported to him. She was 

excited and in a manner radiant. She and her father had been to the race course, and their 

thoughts when they seated themselves at table were still occupied with the events of the 

afternoon, and their talk was still of the track. The Doctor had not kept pace with turf affairs. He 

had certain recollections of racing in what he called “the good old times” when the Lecompte 

stables flourished, and he drew upon this fund of memories so that he might not be left out and 

seem wholly devoid of the modern spirit. But he failed to impose upon the Colonel, and was 

even far from impressing him with this trumped-up knowledge of bygone days. Edna had staked 

her father on his last venture, with the most gratifying results to both of them. Besides, they had 

met some very charming people, according to the Colonel’s impressions. Mrs. Mortimer 

Merriman and Mrs. James Highcamp, who were there with Alcée Arobin, had joined them and 

had enlivened the hours in a fashion that warmed him to think of. 

Mr. Pontellier himself had no particular leaning toward horseracing, and was even rather 

inclined to discourage it as a pastime, especially when he considered the fate of that blue-grass 

farm in Kentucky. He endeavored, in a general way, to express a particular disapproval, and only 

succeeded in arousing the ire and opposition of his father-in-law. A pretty dispute followed, in 

which Edna warmly espoused her father’s cause and the Doctor remained neutral. 

He observed his hostess attentively from under his shaggy brows, and noted a subtle change 

which had transformed her from the listless woman he had known into a being who, for the 

moment, seemed palpitant with the forces of life. Her speech was warm and energetic. There was 

no repression in her glance or gesture. She reminded him of some beautiful, sleek animal waking 

up in the sun. 

The dinner was excellent. The claret was warm and the champagne was cold, and under their 

beneficent influence the threatened unpleasantness melted and vanished with the fumes of the 

wine. 

Mr. Pontellier warmed up and grew reminiscent. He told some amusing plantation 

experiences, recollections of old Iberville and his youth, when he hunted ’possum in company 

with some friendly darky; thrashed the pecan trees, shot the grosbec, and roamed the woods and 

fields in mischievous idleness. 



The Colonel, with little sense of humor and of the fitness of things, related a somber episode 

of those dark and bitter days, in which he had acted a conspicuous part and always formed a 

central figure. Nor was the Doctor happier in his selection, when he told the old, ever new and 

curious story of the waning of a woman’s love, seeking strange, new channels, only to return to 

its legitimate source after days of fierce unrest. It was one of the many little human documents 

which had been unfolded to him during his long career as a physician. The story did not seem 

especially to impress Edna. She had one of her own to tell, of a woman who paddled away with 

her lover one night in a pirogue and never came back. They were lost amid the Baratarian 

Islands, and no one ever heard of them or found trace of them from that day to this. It was a pure 

invention. She said that Madame Antoine had related it to her. That, also, was an invention. 

Perhaps it was a dream she had had. But every glowing word seemed real to those who listened. 

They could feel the hot breath of the Southern night; they could hear the long sweep of the 

pirogue through the glistening moonlit water, the beating of birds’ wings, rising startled from 

among the reeds in the salt-water pools; they could see the faces of the lovers, pale, close 

together, rapt in oblivious forgetfulness, drifting into the unknown. 

The champagne was cold, and its subtle fumes played fantastic tricks with Edna’s memory 

that night. 

Outside, away from the glow of the fire and the soft lamplight, the night was chill and murky. 

The Doctor doubled his old-fashioned cloak across his breast as he strode home through the 

darkness. He knew his fellow-creatures better than most men; knew that inner life which so 

seldom unfolds itself to unanointed eyes. He was sorry he had accepted Pontellier’s invitation. 

He was growing old, and beginning to need rest and an imperturbed spirit. He did not want the 

secrets of other lives thrust upon him. 

“I hope it isn’t Arobin,” he muttered to himself as he walked. “I hope to heaven it isn’t Alcée 

Arobin.” 

  



XXIV 

Edna and her father had a warm, and almost violent dispute upon the subject of her refusal to 

attend her sister’s wedding. Mr. Pontellier declined to interfere, to interpose either his influence 

or his authority. He was following Doctor Mandelet’s advice, and letting her do as she liked. The 

Colonel reproached his daughter for her lack of filial kindness and respect, her want of sisterly 

affection and womanly consideration. His arguments were labored and unconvincing. He 

doubted if Janet would accept any excuse—forgetting that Edna had offered none. He doubted if 

Janet would ever speak to her again, and he was sure Margaret would not. 

Edna was glad to be rid of her father when he finally took himself off with his wedding 

garments and his bridal gifts, with his padded shoulders, his Bible reading, his “toddies” and 

ponderous oaths. 

Mr. Pontellier followed him closely. He meant to stop at the wedding on his way to New York 

and endeavor by every means which money and love could devise to atone somewhat for Edna’s 

incomprehensible action. 

“You are too lenient, too lenient by far, Léonce,” asserted the Colonel. “Authority, coercion 

are what is needed. Put your foot down good and hard; the only way to manage a wife. Take my 

word for it.” 

The Colonel was perhaps unaware that he had coerced his own wife into her grave. Mr. 

Pontellier had a vague suspicion of it which he thought it needless to mention at that late day. 

Edna was not so consciously gratified at her husband’s leaving home as she had been over the 

departure of her father. As the day approached when he was to leave her for a comparatively 

long stay, she grew melting and affectionate, remembering his many acts of consideration and 

his repeated expressions of an ardent attachment. She was solicitous about his health and his 

welfare. She bustled around, looking after his clothing, thinking about heavy underwear, quite as 

Madame Ratignolle would have done under similar circumstances. She cried when he went 

away, calling him her dear, good friend, and she was quite certain she would grow lonely before 

very long and go to join him in New York. 

But after all, a radiant peace settled upon her when she at last found herself alone. Even the 

children were gone. Old Madame Pontellier had come herself and carried them off to Iberville 

with their quadroon. The old madame did not venture to say she was afraid they would be 

neglected during Léonce’s absence; she hardly ventured to think so. She was hungry for them—

even a little fierce in her attachment. She did not want them to be wholly “children of the 

pavement,” she always said when begging to have them for a space. She wished them to know 

the country, with its streams, its fields, its woods, its freedom, so delicious to the young. She 

wished them to taste something of the life their father had lived and known and loved when he, 

too, was a little child. 

When Edna was at last alone, she breathed a big, genuine sigh of relief. A feeling that was 

unfamiliar but very delicious came over her. She walked all through the house, from one room to 

another, as if inspecting it for the first time. She tried the various chairs and lounges, as if she 

had never sat and reclined upon them before. And she perambulated around the outside of the 

house, investigating, looking to see if windows and shutters were secure and in order. The 

flowers were like new acquaintances; she approached them in a familiar spirit, and made herself 

at home among them. The garden walks were damp, and Edna called to the maid to bring out her 

rubber sandals. And there she stayed, and stooped, digging around the plants, trimming, picking 



dead, dry leaves. The children’s little dog came out, interfering, getting in her way. She scolded 

him, laughed at him, played with him. The garden smelled so good and looked so pretty in the 

afternoon sunlight. Edna plucked all the bright flowers she could find, and went into the house 

with them, she and the little dog. 

Even the kitchen assumed a sudden interesting character which she had never before 

perceived. She went in to give directions to the cook, to say that the butcher would have to bring 

much less meat, that they would require only half their usual quantity of bread, of milk and 

groceries. She told the cook that she herself would be greatly occupied during Mr. Pontellier’s 

absence, and she begged her to take all thought and responsibility of the larder upon her own 

shoulders. 

That night Edna dined alone. The candelabra, with a few candles in the center of the table, 

gave all the light she needed. Outside the circle of light in which she sat, the large dining-room 

looked solemn and shadowy. The cook, placed upon her mettle, served a delicious repast—a 

luscious tenderloin broiled à point. The wine tasted good; the marron glacé seemed to be just 

what she wanted. It was so pleasant, too, to dine in a comfortable peignoir. 

She thought a little sentimentally about Léonce and the children, and wondered what they 

were doing. As she gave a dainty scrap or two to the doggie, she talked intimately to him about 

Etienne and Raoul. He was beside himself with astonishment and delight over these 

companionable advances, and showed his appreciation by his little quick, snappy barks and a 

lively agitation. 

Then Edna sat in the library after dinner and read Emerson until she grew sleepy. She realized 

that she had neglected her reading, and determined to start anew upon a course of improving 

studies, now that her time was completely her own to do with as she liked. 

After a refreshing bath, Edna went to bed. And as she snuggled comfortably beneath the 

eiderdown a sense of restfulness invaded her, such as she had not known before. 

  



XXV 

When the weather was dark and cloudy Edna could not work. She needed the sun to mellow 

and temper her mood to the sticking point. She had reached a stage when she seemed to be no 

longer feeling her way, working, when in the humor, with sureness and ease. And being devoid 

of ambition, and striving not toward accomplishment, she drew satisfaction from the work in 

itself. 

On rainy or melancholy days Edna went out and sought the society of the friends she had 

made at Grand Isle. Or else she stayed indoors and nursed a mood with which she was becoming 

too familiar for her own comfort and peace of mind. It was not despair; but it seemed to her as if 

life were passing by, leaving its promise broken and unfulfilled. Yet there were other days when 

she listened, was led on and deceived by fresh promises which her youth held out to her. 

She went again to the races, and again. Alcée Arobin and Mrs. Highcamp called for her one 

bright afternoon in Arobin’s drag. Mrs. Highcamp was a worldly but unaffected, intelligent, slim, 

tall blonde woman in the forties, with an indifferent manner and blue eyes that stared. She had a 

daughter who served her as a pretext for cultivating the society of young men of fashion. Alcée 

Arobin was one of them. He was a familiar figure at the race course, the opera, the fashionable 

clubs. There was a perpetual smile in his eyes, which seldom failed to awaken a corresponding 

cheerfulness in any one who looked into them and listened to his good-humored voice. His 

manner was quiet, and at times a little insolent. He possessed a good figure, a pleasing face, not 

overburdened with depth of thought or feeling; and his dress was that of the conventional man of 

fashion. 

He admired Edna extravagantly, after meeting her at the races with her father. He had met her 

before on other occasions, but she had seemed to him unapproachable until that day. It was at his 

instigation that Mrs. Highcamp called to ask her to go with them to the Jockey Club to witness 

the turf event of the season. 

There were possibly a few track men out there who knew the race horse as well as Edna, but 

there was certainly none who knew it better. She sat between her two companions as one having 

authority to speak. She laughed at Arobin’s pretensions, and deplored Mrs. Highcamp’s 

ignorance. The race horse was a friend and intimate associate of her childhood. The atmosphere 

of the stables and the breath of the blue grass paddock revived in her memory and lingered in her 

nostrils. She did not perceive that she was talking like her father as the sleek geldings ambled in 

review before them. She played for very high stakes, and fortune favored her. The fever of the 

game flamed in her cheeks and eyes, and it got into her blood and into her brain like an 

intoxicant. People turned their heads to look at her, and more than one lent an attentive ear to her 

utterances, hoping thereby to secure the elusive but ever-desired “tip.” Arobin caught the 

contagion of excitement which drew him to Edna like a magnet. Mrs. Highcamp remained, as 

usual, unmoved, with her indifferent stare and uplifted eyebrows. 

Edna stayed and dined with Mrs. Highcamp upon being urged to do so. Arobin also remained 

and sent away his drag. 

The dinner was quiet and uninteresting, save for the cheerful efforts of Arobin to enliven 

things. Mrs. Highcamp deplored the absence of her daughter from the races, and tried to convey 

to her what she had missed by going to the “Dante reading” instead of joining them. The girl 

held a geranium leaf up to her nose and said nothing, but looked knowing and noncommittal. Mr. 

Highcamp was a plain, bald-headed man, who only talked under compulsion. He was 



unresponsive. Mrs. Highcamp was full of delicate courtesy and consideration toward her 

husband. She addressed most of her conversation to him at table. They sat in the library after 

dinner and read the evening papers together under the droplight; while the younger people went 

into the drawing-room near by and talked. Miss Highcamp played some selections from Grieg 

upon the piano. She seemed to have apprehended all of the composer’s coldness and none of his 

poetry. While Edna listened she could not help wondering if she had lost her taste for music. 

When the time came for her to go home, Mr. Highcamp grunted a lame offer to escort her, 

looking down at his slippered feet with tactless concern. It was Arobin who took her home. The 

car ride was long, and it was late when they reached Esplanade Street. Arobin asked permission 

to enter for a second to light his cigarette—his match safe was empty. He filled his match safe, 

but did not light his cigarette until he left her, after she had expressed her willingness to go to the 

races with him again. 

Edna was neither tired nor sleepy. She was hungry again, for the Highcamp dinner, though of 

excellent quality, had lacked abundance. She rummaged in the larder and brought forth a slice of 

Gruyere and some crackers. She opened a bottle of beer which she found in the icebox. Edna felt 

extremely restless and excited. She vacantly hummed a fantastic tune as she poked at the wood 

embers on the hearth and munched a cracker. 

She wanted something to happen—something, anything; she did not know what. She regretted 

that she had not made Arobin stay a half hour to talk over the horses with her. She counted the 

money she had won. But there was nothing else to do, so she went to bed, and tossed there for 

hours in a sort of monotonous agitation. 

In the middle of the night she remembered that she had forgotten to write her regular letter to 

her husband; and she decided to do so next day and tell him about her afternoon at the Jockey 

Club. She lay wide awake composing a letter which was nothing like the one which she wrote 

next day. When the maid awoke her in the morning Edna was dreaming of Mr. Highcamp 

playing the piano at the entrance of a music store on Canal Street, while his wife was saying to 

Alcée Arobin, as they boarded an Esplanade Street car: 

“What a pity that so much talent has been neglected! but I must go.” 

When, a few days later, Alcée Arobin again called for Edna in his drag, Mrs. Highcamp was 

not with him. He said they would pick her up. But as that lady had not been apprised of his 

intention of picking her up, she was not at home. The daughter was just leaving the house to 

attend the meeting of a branch Folk Lore Society, and regretted that she could not accompany 

them. Arobin appeared nonplused, and asked Edna if there were any one else she cared to ask. 

She did not deem it worth while to go in search of any of the fashionable acquaintances from 

whom she had withdrawn herself. She thought of Madame Ratignolle, but knew that her fair 

friend did not leave the house, except to take a languid walk around the block with her husband 

after nightfall. Mademoiselle Reisz would have laughed at such a request from Edna. Madame 

Lebrun might have enjoyed the outing, but for some reason Edna did not want her. So they went 

alone, she and Arobin. 

The afternoon was intensely interesting to her. The excitement came back upon her like a 

remittent fever. Her talk grew familiar and confidential. It was no labor to become intimate with 

Arobin. His manner invited easy confidence. The preliminary stage of becoming acquainted was 

one which he always endeavored to ignore when a pretty and engaging woman was concerned. 

He stayed and dined with Edna. He stayed and sat beside the wood fire. They laughed and 

talked; and before it was time to go he was telling her how different life might have been if he 



had known her years before. With ingenuous frankness he spoke of what a wicked, ill-disciplined 

boy he had been, and impulsively drew up his cuff to exhibit upon his wrist the scar from a saber 

cut which he had received in a duel outside of Paris when he was nineteen. She touched his hand 

as she scanned the red cicatrice on the inside of his white wrist. A quick impulse that was 

somewhat spasmodic impelled her fingers to close in a sort of clutch upon his hand. He felt the 

pressure of her pointed nails in the flesh of his palm. 

She arose hastily and walked toward the mantel. 

“The sight of a wound or scar always agitates and sickens me,” she said. “I shouldn’t have 

looked at it.” 

“I beg your pardon,” he entreated, following her; “it never occurred to me that it might be 

repulsive.” 

He stood close to her, and the effrontery in his eyes repelled the old, vanishing self in her, yet 

drew all her awakening sensuousness. He saw enough in her face to impel him to take her hand 

and hold it while he said his lingering good night. 

“Will you go to the races again?” he asked. 

“No,” she said. “I’ve had enough of the races. I don’t want to lose all the money I’ve won, and 

I’ve got to work when the weather is bright, instead of—” 

“Yes; work; to be sure. You promised to show me your work. What morning may I come up to 

your atelier? To-morrow?” 

“No!” 

“Day after?” 

“No, no.” 

“Oh, please don’t refuse me! I know something of such things. I might help you with a stray 

suggestion or two.” 

“No. Good night. Why don’t you go after you have said good night? I don’t like you,” she 

went on in a high, excited pitch, attempting to draw away her hand. She felt that her words 

lacked dignity and sincerity, and she knew that he felt it. 

“I’m sorry you don’t like me. I’m sorry I offended you. How have I offended you? What have 

I done? Can’t you forgive me?” And he bent and pressed his lips upon her hand as if he wished 

never more to withdraw them. 

“Mr. Arobin,” she complained, “I’m greatly upset by the excitement of the afternoon; I’m not 

myself. My manner must have misled you in some way. I wish you to go, please.” She spoke in a 

monotonous, dull tone. He took his hat from the table, and stood with eyes turned from her, 

looking into the dying fire. For a moment or two he kept an impressive silence. 

“Your manner has not misled me, Mrs. Pontellier,” he said finally. “My own emotions have 

done that. I couldn’t help it. When I’m near you, how could I help it? Don’t think anything of it, 

don’t bother, please. You see, I go when you command me. If you wish me to stay away, I shall 

do so. If you let me come back, I—oh! you will let me come back?” 

He cast one appealing glance at her, to which she made no response. Alcée Arobin’s manner 

was so genuine that it often deceived even himself. 

Edna did not care or think whether it were genuine or not. When she was alone she looked 

mechanically at the back of her hand which he had kissed so warmly. Then she leaned her head 

down on the mantelpiece. She felt somewhat like a woman who in a moment of passion is 



betrayed into an act of infidelity, and realizes the significance of the act without being wholly 

awakened from its glamour. The thought was passing vaguely through her mind, “What would 

he think?” 

She did not mean her husband; she was thinking of Robert Lebrun. Her husband seemed to her 

now like a person whom she had married without love as an excuse. 

She lit a candle and went up to her room. Alcée Arobin was absolutely nothing to her. Yet his 

presence, his manners, the warmth of his glances, and above all the touch of his lips upon her 

hand had acted like a narcotic upon her. 

She slept a languorous sleep, interwoven with vanishing dreams. 

  



XXVI 

Alcée Arobin wrote Edna an elaborate note of apology, palpitant with sincerity. It embarrassed 

her; for in a cooler, quieter moment it appeared to her absurd that she should have taken his 

action so seriously, so dramatically. She felt sure that the significance of the whole occurrence 

had lain in her own self-consciousness. If she ignored his note it would give undue importance to 

a trivial affair. If she replied to it in a serious spirit it would still leave in his mind the impression 

that she had in a susceptible moment yielded to his influence. After all, it was no great matter to 

have one’s hand kissed. She was provoked at his having written the apology. She answered in as 

light and bantering a spirit as she fancied it deserved, and said she would be glad to have him 

look in upon her at work whenever he felt the inclination and his business gave him the 

opportunity. 

He responded at once by presenting himself at her home with all his disarming naïveté. And 

then there was scarcely a day which followed that she did not see him or was not reminded of 

him. He was prolific in pretexts. His attitude became one of good-humored subservience and 

tacit adoration. He was ready at all times to submit to her moods, which were as often kind as 

they were cold. She grew accustomed to him. They became intimate and friendly by 

imperceptible degrees, and then by leaps. He sometimes talked in a way that astonished her at 

first and brought the crimson into her face; in a way that pleased her at last, appealing to the 

animalism that stirred impatiently within her. 

There was nothing which so quieted the turmoil of Edna’s senses as a visit to Mademoiselle 

Reisz. It was then, in the presence of that personality which was offensive to her, that the 

woman, by her divine art, seemed to reach Edna’s spirit and set it free. 

It was misty, with heavy, lowering atmosphere, one afternoon, when Edna climbed the stairs 

to the pianist’s apartments under the roof. Her clothes were dripping with moisture. She felt 

chilled and pinched as she entered the room. Mademoiselle was poking at a rusty stove that 

smoked a little and warmed the room indifferently. She was endeavoring to heat a pot of 

chocolate on the stove. The room looked cheerless and dingy to Edna as she entered. A bust of 

Beethoven, covered with a hood of dust, scowled at her from the mantelpiece. 

“Ah! here comes the sunlight!” exclaimed Mademoiselle, rising from her knees before the 

stove. “Now it will be warm and bright enough; I can let the fire alone.” 

She closed the stove door with a bang, and approaching, assisted in removing Edna’s dripping 

mackintosh. 

“You are cold; you look miserable. The chocolate will soon be hot. But would you rather have 

a taste of brandy? I have scarcely touched the bottle which you brought me for my cold.” A piece 

of red flannel was wrapped around Mademoiselle’s throat; a stiff neck compelled her to hold her 

head on one side. 

“I will take some brandy,” said Edna, shivering as she removed her gloves and overshoes. She 

drank the liquor from the glass as a man would have done. Then flinging herself upon the 

uncomfortable sofa she said, “Mademoiselle, I am going to move away from my house on 

Esplanade Street.” 

“Ah!” ejaculated the musician, neither surprised nor especially interested. Nothing ever 

seemed to astonish her very much. She was endeavoring to adjust the bunch of violets which had 

become loose from its fastening in her hair. Edna drew her down upon the sofa, and taking a pin 

from her own hair, secured the shabby artificial flowers in their accustomed place. 



“Aren’t you astonished?” 

“Passably. Where are you going? to New York? to Iberville? to your father in Mississippi? 

where?” 

“Just two steps away,” laughed Edna, “in a little four-room house around the corner. It looks 

so cozy, so inviting and restful, whenever I pass by; and it’s for rent. I’m tired looking after that 

big house. It never seemed like mine, anyway—like home. It’s too much trouble. I have to keep 

too many servants. I am tired bothering with them.” 

“That is not your true reason, ma belle. There is no use in telling me lies. I don’t know your 

reason, but you have not told me the truth.” Edna did not protest or endeavor to justify herself. 

“The house, the money that provides for it, are not mine. Isn’t that enough reason?” 

“They are your husband’s,” returned Mademoiselle, with a shrug and a malicious elevation of 

the eyebrows. 

“Oh! I see there is no deceiving you. Then let me tell you: It is a caprice. I have a little money 

of my own from my mother’s estate, which my father sends me by driblets. I won a large sum 

this winter on the races, and I am beginning to sell my sketches. Laidpore is more and more 

pleased with my work; he says it grows in force and individuality. I cannot judge of that myself, 

but I feel that I have gained in ease and confidence. However, as I said, I have sold a good many 

through Laidpore. I can live in the tiny house for little or nothing, with one servant. Old 

Celestine, who works occasionally for me, says she will come stay with me and do my work. I 

know I shall like it, like the feeling of freedom and independence.” 

“What does your husband say?” 

“I have not told him yet. I only thought of it this morning. He will think I am demented, no 

doubt. Perhaps you think so.” 

Mademoiselle shook her head slowly. “Your reason is not yet clear to me,” she said. 

Neither was it quite clear to Edna herself; but it unfolded itself as she sat for a while in silence. 

Instinct had prompted her to put away her husband’s bounty in casting off her allegiance. She did 

not know how it would be when he returned. There would have to be an understanding, an 

explanation. Conditions would some way adjust themselves, she felt; but whatever came, she had 

resolved never again to belong to another than herself. 

“I shall give a grand dinner before I leave the old house!” Edna exclaimed. “You will have to 

come to it, Mademoiselle. I will give you everything that you like to eat and to drink. We shall 

sing and laugh and be merry for once.” And she uttered a sigh that came from the very depths of 

her being. 

If Mademoiselle happened to have received a letter from Robert during the interval of Edna’s 

visits, she would give her the letter unsolicited. And she would seat herself at the piano and play 

as her humor prompted her while the young woman read the letter. 

The little stove was roaring; it was red-hot, and the chocolate in the tin sizzled and sputtered. 

Edna went forward and opened the stove door, and Mademoiselle rising, took a letter from under 

the bust of Beethoven and handed it to Edna. 

“Another! so soon!” she exclaimed, her eyes filled with delight. “Tell me, Mademoiselle, does 

he know that I see his letters?” 

“Never in the world! He would be angry and would never write to me again if he thought so. 

Does he write to you? Never a line. Does he send you a message? Never a word. It is because he 



loves you, poor fool, and is trying to forget you, since you are not free to listen to him or to 

belong to him.” 

“Why do you show me his letters, then?” 

“Haven’t you begged for them? Can I refuse you anything? Oh! you cannot deceive me,” and 

Mademoiselle approached her beloved instrument and began to play. Edna did not at once read 

the letter. She sat holding it in her hand, while the music penetrated her whole being like an 

effulgence, warming and brightening the dark places of her soul. It prepared her for joy and 

exultation. 

“Oh!” she exclaimed, letting the letter fall to the floor. “Why did you not tell me?” She went 

and grasped Mademoiselle’s hands up from the keys. “Oh! unkind! malicious! Why did you not 

tell me?” 

“That he was coming back? No great news, ma foi. I wonder he did not come long ago.” 

“But when, when?” cried Edna, impatiently. “He does not say when.” 

“He says ‘very soon.’ You know as much about it as I do; it is all in the letter.” 

“But why? Why is he coming? Oh, if I thought—” and she snatched the letter from the floor 

and turned the pages this way and that way, looking for the reason, which was left untold. 

“If I were young and in love with a man,” said Mademoiselle, turning on the stool and 

pressing her wiry hands between her knees as she looked down at Edna, who sat on the floor 

holding the letter, “it seems to me he would have to be some grand esprit; a man with lofty aims 

and ability to reach them; one who stood high enough to attract the notice of his fellow-men. It 

seems to me if I were young and in love I should never deem a man of ordinary caliber worthy of 

my devotion.” 

“Now it is you who are telling lies and seeking to deceive me, Mademoiselle; or else you have 

never been in love, and know nothing about it. Why,” went on Edna, clasping her knees and 

looking up into Mademoiselle’s twisted face, “do you suppose a woman knows why she loves? 

Does she select? Does she say to herself: ‘Go to! Here is a distinguished statesman with 

presidential possibilities; I shall proceed to fall in love with him.’ Or, ‘I shall set my heart upon 

this musician, whose fame is on every tongue?’ Or, ‘This financier, who controls the world’s 

money markets?’ 

“You are purposely misunderstanding me, ma reine. Are you in love with Robert?” 

“Yes,” said Edna. It was the first time she had admitted it, and a glow overspread her face, 

blotching it with red spots. 

“Why?” asked her companion. “Why do you love him when you ought not to?” 

Edna, with a motion or two, dragged herself on her knees before Mademoiselle Reisz, who 

took the glowing face between her two hands. 

“Why? Because his hair is brown and grows away from his temples; because he opens and 

shuts his eyes, and his nose is a little out of drawing; because he has two lips and a square chin, 

and a little finger which he can’t straighten from having played baseball too energetically in his 

youth. Because—” 

“Because you do, in short,” laughed Mademoiselle. “What will you do when he comes back?” 

she asked. 

“Do? Nothing, except feel glad and happy to be alive.” 



She was already glad and happy to be alive at the mere thought of his return. The murky, 

lowering sky, which had depressed her a few hours before, seemed bracing and invigorating as 

she splashed through the streets on her way home. 

She stopped at a confectioner’s and ordered a huge box of bonbons for the children in 

Iberville. She slipped a card in the box, on which she scribbled a tender message and sent an 

abundance of kisses. 

Before dinner in the evening Edna wrote a charming letter to her husband, telling him of her 

intention to move for a while into the little house around the block, and to give a farewell dinner 

before leaving, regretting that he was not there to share it, to help out with the menu and assist 

her in entertaining the guests. Her letter was brilliant and brimming with cheerfulness. 

  



XXVII 

“What is the matter with you?” asked Arobin that evening. “I never found you in such a happy 

mood.” Edna was tired by that time, and was reclining on the lounge before the fire. 

“Don’t you know the weather prophet has told us we shall see the sun pretty soon?” 

“Well, that ought to be reason enough,” he acquiesced. “You wouldn’t give me another if I sat 

here all night imploring you.” He sat close to her on a low tabouret, and as he spoke his fingers 

lightly touched the hair that fell a little over her forehead. She liked the touch of his fingers 

through her hair, and closed her eyes sensitively. 

“One of these days,” she said, “I’m going to pull myself together for a while and think—try to 

determine what character of a woman I am; for, candidly, I don’t know. By all the codes which I 

am acquainted with, I am a devilishly wicked specimen of the sex. But some way I can’t 

convince myself that I am. I must think about it.” 

“Don’t. What’s the use? Why should you bother thinking about it when I can tell you what 

manner of woman you are.” His fingers strayed occasionally down to her warm, smooth cheeks 

and firm chin, which was growing a little full and double. 

“Oh, yes! You will tell me that I am adorable; everything that is captivating. Spare yourself 

the effort.” 

“No; I shan’t tell you anything of the sort, though I shouldn’t be lying if I did.” 

“Do you know Mademoiselle Reisz?” she asked irrelevantly. 

“The pianist? I know her by sight. I’ve heard her play.” 

“She says queer things sometimes in a bantering way that you don’t notice at the time and you 

find yourself thinking about afterward.” 

“For instance?” 

“Well, for instance, when I left her to-day, she put her arms around me and felt my shoulder 

blades, to see if my wings were strong, she said. ‘The bird that would soar above the level plain 

of tradition and prejudice must have strong wings. It is a sad spectacle to see the weaklings 

bruised, exhausted, fluttering back to earth.’” 

“Whither would you soar?” 

“I’m not thinking of any extraordinary flights. I only half comprehend her.” 

“I’ve heard she’s partially demented,” said Arobin. 

“She seems to me wonderfully sane,” Edna replied. 

“I’m told she’s extremely disagreeable and unpleasant. Why have you introduced her at a 

moment when I desired to talk of you?” 

“Oh! talk of me if you like,” cried Edna, clasping her hands beneath her head; “but let me 

think of something else while you do.” 

“I’m jealous of your thoughts to-night. They’re making you a little kinder than usual; but some 

way I feel as if they were wandering, as if they were not here with me.” She only looked at him 

and smiled. His eyes were very near. He leaned upon the lounge with an arm extended across 

her, while the other hand still rested upon her hair. They continued silently to look into each 

other’s eyes. When he leaned forward and kissed her, she clasped his head, holding his lips to 

hers. 



It was the first kiss of her life to which her nature had really responded. It was a flaming torch 

that kindled desire. 

  



XXVIII 

Edna cried a little that night after Arobin left her. It was only one phase of the multitudinous 

emotions which had assailed her. There was with her an overwhelming feeling of 

irresponsibility. There was the shock of the unexpected and the unaccustomed. There was her 

husband’s reproach looking at her from the external things around her which he had provided for 

her external existence. There was Robert’s reproach making itself felt by a quicker, fiercer, more 

overpowering love, which had awakened within her toward him. Above all, there was 

understanding. She felt as if a mist had been lifted from her eyes, enabling her to look upon and 

comprehend the significance of life, that monster made up of beauty and brutality. But among 

the conflicting sensations which assailed her, there was neither shame nor remorse. There was a 

dull pang of regret because it was not the kiss of love which had inflamed her, because it was not 

love which had held this cup of life to her lips. 

  



XXIX 

Without even waiting for an answer from her husband regarding his opinion or wishes in the 

matter, Edna hastened her preparations for quitting her home on Esplanade Street and moving 

into the little house around the block. A feverish anxiety attended her every action in that 

direction. There was no moment of deliberation, no interval of repose between the thought and 

its fulfillment. Early upon the morning following those hours passed in Arobin’s society, Edna 

set about securing her new abode and hurrying her arrangements for occupying it. Within the 

precincts of her home she felt like one who has entered and lingered within the portals of some 

forbidden temple in which a thousand muffled voices bade her begone. 

Whatever was her own in the house, everything which she had acquired aside from her 

husband’s bounty, she caused to be transported to the other house, supplying simple and meager 

deficiencies from her own resources. 

Arobin found her with rolled sleeves, working in company with the house-maid when he 

looked in during the afternoon. She was splendid and robust, and had never appeared handsomer 

than in the old blue gown, with a red silk handkerchief knotted at random around her head to 

protect her hair from the dust. She was mounted upon a high stepladder, unhooking a picture 

from the wall when he entered. He had found the front door open, and had followed his ring by 

walking in unceremoniously. 

“Come down!” he said. “Do you want to kill yourself?” She greeted him with affected 

carelessness, and appeared absorbed in her occupation. 

If he had expected to find her languishing, reproachful, or indulging in sentimental tears, he 

must have been greatly surprised. 

He was no doubt prepared for any emergency, ready for any one of the foregoing attitudes, 

just as he bent himself easily and naturally to the situation which confronted him. 

“Please come down,” he insisted, holding the ladder and looking up at her. 

“No,” she answered; “Ellen is afraid to mount the ladder. Joe is working over at the ‘pigeon 

house’—that’s the name Ellen gives it, because it’s so small and looks like a pigeon house—and 

some one has to do this.” 

Arobin pulled off his coat, and expressed himself ready and willing to tempt fate in her place. 

Ellen brought him one of her dust-caps, and went into contortions of mirth, which she found it 

impossible to control, when she saw him put it on before the mirror as grotesquely as he could. 

Edna herself could not refrain from smiling when she fastened it at his request. So it was he who 

in turn mounted the ladder, unhooking pictures and curtains, and dislodging ornaments as Edna 

directed. When he had finished he took off his dust-cap and went out to wash his hands. 

Edna was sitting on the tabouret, idly brushing the tips of a feather duster along the carpet 

when he came in again. 

“Is there anything more you will let me do?” he asked. 

“That is all,” she answered. “Ellen can manage the rest.” She kept the young woman occupied 

in the drawing-room, unwilling to be left alone with Arobin. 

“What about the dinner?” he asked; “the grand event, the coup d’état?” 

“It will be day after to-morrow. Why do you call it the ‘coup d’état?’ Oh! it will be very fine; 

all my best of everything—crystal, silver and gold, Sèvres, flowers, music, and champagne to 

swim in. I’ll let Léonce pay the bills. I wonder what he’ll say when he sees the bills.” 



“And you ask me why I call it a coup d’état?” Arobin had put on his coat, and he stood before 

her and asked if his cravat was plumb. She told him it was, looking no higher than the tip of his 

collar. 

“When do you go to the ‘pigeon house?’—with all due acknowledgment to Ellen.” 

“Day after to-morrow, after the dinner. I shall sleep there.” 

“Ellen, will you very kindly get me a glass of water?” asked Arobin. “The dust in the curtains, 

if you will pardon me for hinting such a thing, has parched my throat to a crisp.” 

“While Ellen gets the water,” said Edna, rising, “I will say good-by and let you go. I must get 

rid of this grime, and I have a million things to do and think of.” 

“When shall I see you?” asked Arobin, seeking to detain her, the maid having left the room. 

“At the dinner, of course. You are invited.” 

“Not before?—not to-night or to-morrow morning or to-morrow noon or night? or the day 

after morning or noon? Can’t you see yourself, without my telling you, what an eternity it is?” 

He had followed her into the hall and to the foot of the stairway, looking up at her as she 

mounted with her face half turned to him. 

“Not an instant sooner,” she said. But she laughed and looked at him with eyes that at once 

gave him courage to wait and made it torture to wait. 

  



XXX 

Though Edna had spoken of the dinner as a very grand affair, it was in truth a very small affair 

and very select, in so much as the guests invited were few and were selected with discrimination. 

She had counted upon an even dozen seating themselves at her round mahogany board, 

forgetting for the moment that Madame Ratignolle was to the last degree souffrante and 

unpresentable, and not foreseeing that Madame Lebrun would send a thousand regrets at the last 

moment. So there were only ten, after all, which made a cozy, comfortable number. 

There were Mr. and Mrs. Merriman, a pretty, vivacious little woman in the thirties; her 

husband, a jovial fellow, something of a shallow-pate, who laughed a good deal at other people’s 

witticisms, and had thereby made himself extremely popular. Mrs. Highcamp had accompanied 

them. Of course, there was Alcée Arobin; and Mademoiselle Reisz had consented to come. Edna 

had sent her a fresh bunch of violets with black lace trimmings for her hair. Monsieur Ratignolle 

brought himself and his wife’s excuses. Victor Lebrun, who happened to be in the city, bent 

upon relaxation, had accepted with alacrity. There was a Miss Mayblunt, no longer in her teens, 

who looked at the world through lorgnettes and with the keenest interest. It was thought and said 

that she was intellectual; it was suspected of her that she wrote under a nom de guerre. She had 

come with a gentleman by the name of Gouvernail, connected with one of the daily papers, of 

whom nothing special could be said, except that he was observant and seemed quiet and 

inoffensive. Edna herself made the tenth, and at half-past eight they seated themselves at table, 

Arobin and Monsieur Ratignolle on either side of their hostess. 

Mrs. Highcamp sat between Arobin and Victor Lebrun. Then came Mrs. Merriman, Mr. 

Gouvernail, Miss Mayblunt, Mr. Merriman, and Mademoiselle Reisz next to Monsieur 

Ratignolle. 

There was something extremely gorgeous about the appearance of the table, an effect of 

splendor conveyed by a cover of pale yellow satin under strips of lace-work. There were wax 

candles, in massive brass candelabra, burning softly under yellow silk shades; full, fragrant 

roses, yellow and red, abounded. There were silver and gold, as she had said there would be, and 

crystal which glittered like the gems which the women wore. 

The ordinary stiff dining chairs had been discarded for the occasion and replaced by the most 

commodious and luxurious which could be collected throughout the house. Mademoiselle Reisz, 

being exceedingly diminutive, was elevated upon cushions, as small children are sometimes 

hoisted at table upon bulky volumes. 

“Something new, Edna?” exclaimed Miss Mayblunt, with lorgnette directed toward a 

magnificent cluster of diamonds that sparkled, that almost sputtered, in Edna’s hair, just over the 

center of her forehead. 

“Quite new; ‘brand’ new, in fact; a present from my husband. It arrived this morning from 

New York. I may as well admit that this is my birthday, and that I am twenty-nine. In good time 

I expect you to drink my health. Meanwhile, I shall ask you to begin with this cocktail, 

composed—would you say ‘composed?’” with an appeal to Miss Mayblunt—“composed by my 

father in honor of Sister Janet’s wedding.” 

Before each guest stood a tiny glass that looked and sparkled like a garnet gem. 

“Then, all things considered,” spoke Arobin, “it might not be amiss to start out by drinking the 

Colonel’s health in the cocktail which he composed, on the birthday of the most charming of 

women—the daughter whom he invented.” 



Mr. Merriman’s laugh at this sally was such a genuine outburst and so contagious that it 

started the dinner with an agreeable swing that never slackened. 

Miss Mayblunt begged to be allowed to keep her cocktail untouched before her, just to look at. 

The color was marvelous! She could compare it to nothing she had ever seen, and the garnet 

lights which it emitted were unspeakably rare. She pronounced the Colonel an artist, and stuck to 

it. 

Monsieur Ratignolle was prepared to take things seriously; the mets, the entre-mets, the 

service, the decorations, even the people. He looked up from his pompano and inquired of 

Arobin if he were related to the gentleman of that name who formed one of the firm of Laitner 

and Arobin, lawyers. The young man admitted that Laitner was a warm personal friend, who 

permitted Arobin’s name to decorate the firm’s letterheads and to appear upon a shingle that 

graced Perdido Street. 

“There are so many inquisitive people and institutions abounding,” said Arobin, “that one is 

really forced as a matter of convenience these days to assume the virtue of an occupation if he 

has it not.” Monsieur Ratignolle stared a little, and turned to ask Mademoiselle Reisz if she 

considered the symphony concerts up to the standard which had been set the previous winter. 

Mademoiselle Reisz answered Monsieur Ratignolle in French, which Edna thought a little rude, 

under the circumstances, but characteristic. Mademoiselle had only disagreeable things to say of 

the symphony concerts, and insulting remarks to make of all the musicians of New Orleans, 

singly and collectively. All her interest seemed to be centered upon the delicacies placed before 

her. 

Mr. Merriman said that Mr. Arobin’s remark about inquisitive people reminded him of a man 

from Waco the other day at the St. Charles Hotel—but as Mr. Merriman’s stories were always 

lame and lacking point, his wife seldom permitted him to complete them. She interrupted him to 

ask if he remembered the name of the author whose book she had bought the week before to send 

to a friend in Geneva. She was talking “books” with Mr. Gouvernail and trying to draw from him 

his opinion upon current literary topics. Her husband told the story of the Waco man privately to 

Miss Mayblunt, who pretended to be greatly amused and to think it extremely clever. 

Mrs. Highcamp hung with languid but unaffected interest upon the warm and impetuous 

volubility of her left-hand neighbor, Victor Lebrun. Her attention was never for a moment 

withdrawn from him after seating herself at table; and when he turned to Mrs. Merriman, who 

was prettier and more vivacious than Mrs. Highcamp, she waited with easy indifference for an 

opportunity to reclaim his attention. There was the occasional sound of music, of mandolins, 

sufficiently removed to be an agreeable accompaniment rather than an interruption to the 

conversation. Outside the soft, monotonous splash of a fountain could be heard; the sound 

penetrated into the room with the heavy odor of jessamine that came through the open windows. 

The golden shimmer of Edna’s satin gown spread in rich folds on either side of her. There was 

a soft fall of lace encircling her shoulders. It was the color of her skin, without the glow, the 

myriad living tints that one may sometimes discover in vibrant flesh. There was something in her 

attitude, in her whole appearance when she leaned her head against the high-backed chair and 

spread her arms, which suggested the regal woman, the one who rules, who looks on, who stands 

alone. 

But as she sat there amid her guests, she felt the old ennui overtaking her; the hopelessness 

which so often assailed her, which came upon her like an obsession, like something extraneous, 

independent of volition. It was something which announced itself; a chill breath that seemed to 



issue from some vast cavern wherein discords waited. There came over her the acute longing 

which always summoned into her spiritual vision the presence of the beloved one, overpowering 

her at once with a sense of the unattainable. 

The moments glided on, while a feeling of good fellowship passed around the circle like a 

mystic cord, holding and binding these people together with jest and laughter. Monsieur 

Ratignolle was the first to break the pleasant charm. At ten o’clock he excused himself. Madame 

Ratignolle was waiting for him at home. She was bien souffrante, and she was filled with vague 

dread, which only her husband’s presence could allay. 

Mademoiselle Reisz arose with Monsieur Ratignolle, who offered to escort her to the car. She 

had eaten well; she had tasted the good, rich wines, and they must have turned her head, for she 

bowed pleasantly to all as she withdrew from table. She kissed Edna upon the shoulder, and 

whispered: “Bonne nuit, ma reine; soyez sage.” She had been a little bewildered upon rising, or 

rather, descending from her cushions, and Monsieur Ratignolle gallantly took her arm and led 

her away. 

Mrs. Highcamp was weaving a garland of roses, yellow and red. When she had finished the 

garland, she laid it lightly upon Victor’s black curls. He was reclining far back in the luxurious 

chair, holding a glass of champagne to the light. 

As if a magician’s wand had touched him, the garland of roses transformed him into a vision 

of Oriental beauty. His cheeks were the color of crushed grapes, and his dusky eyes glowed with 

a languishing fire. 

“Sapristi!” exclaimed Arobin. 

But Mrs. Highcamp had one more touch to add to the picture. She took from the back of her 

chair a white silken scarf, with which she had covered her shoulders in the early part of the 

evening. She draped it across the boy in graceful folds, and in a way to conceal his black, 

conventional evening dress. He did not seem to mind what she did to him, only smiled, showing 

a faint gleam of white teeth, while he continued to gaze with narrowing eyes at the light through 

his glass of champagne. 

“Oh! to be able to paint in color rather than in words!” exclaimed Miss Mayblunt, losing 

herself in a rhapsodic dream as she looked at him. 

“‘There was a graven image of Desire 

Painted with red blood on a ground of gold.’” 

murmured Gouvernail, under his breath. 

The effect of the wine upon Victor was to change his accustomed volubility into silence. He 

seemed to have abandoned himself to a reverie, and to be seeing pleasing visions in the amber 

bead. 

“Sing,” entreated Mrs. Highcamp. “Won’t you sing to us?” 

“Let him alone,” said Arobin. 

“He’s posing,” offered Mr. Merriman; “let him have it out.” 

“I believe he’s paralyzed,” laughed Mrs. Merriman. And leaning over the youth’s chair, she 

took the glass from his hand and held it to his lips. He sipped the wine slowly, and when he had 

drained the glass she laid it upon the table and wiped his lips with her little filmy handkerchief. 



“Yes, I’ll sing for you,” he said, turning in his chair toward Mrs. Highcamp. He clasped his 

hands behind his head, and looking up at the ceiling began to hum a little, trying his voice like a 

musician tuning an instrument. Then, looking at Edna, he began to sing: 

“Ah! si tu savais!” 

“Stop!” she cried, “don’t sing that. I don’t want you to sing it,” and she laid her glass so 

impetuously and blindly upon the table as to shatter it against a carafe. The wine spilled over 

Arobin’s legs and some of it trickled down upon Mrs. Highcamp’s black gauze gown. Victor had 

lost all idea of courtesy, or else he thought his hostess was not in earnest, for he laughed and 

went on: 

“Ah! si tu savais 

Ce que tes yeux me disent”— 

“Oh! you mustn’t! you mustn’t,” exclaimed Edna, and pushing back her chair she got up, and 

going behind him placed her hand over his mouth. He kissed the soft palm that pressed upon his 

lips. 

“No, no, I won’t, Mrs. Pontellier. I didn’t know you meant it,” looking up at her with 

caressing eyes. The touch of his lips was like a pleasing sting to her hand. She lifted the garland 

of roses from his head and flung it across the room. 

“Come, Victor; you’ve posed long enough. Give Mrs. Highcamp her scarf.” 

Mrs. Highcamp undraped the scarf from about him with her own hands. Miss Mayblunt and 

Mr. Gouvernail suddenly conceived the notion that it was time to say good night. And Mr. and 

Mrs. Merriman wondered how it could be so late. 

Before parting from Victor, Mrs. Highcamp invited him to call upon her daughter, who she 

knew would be charmed to meet him and talk French and sing French songs with him. Victor 

expressed his desire and intention to call upon Miss Highcamp at the first opportunity which 

presented itself. He asked if Arobin were going his way. Arobin was not. 

The mandolin players had long since stolen away. A profound stillness had fallen upon the 

broad, beautiful street. The voices of Edna’s disbanding guests jarred like a discordant note upon 

the quiet harmony of the night. 

  



XXXI 

“Well?” questioned Arobin, who had remained with Edna after the others had departed. 

“Well,” she reiterated, and stood up, stretching her arms, and feeling the need to relax her 

muscles after having been so long seated. 

“What next?” he asked. 

“The servants are all gone. They left when the musicians did. I have dismissed them. The 

house has to be closed and locked, and I shall trot around to the pigeon house, and shall send 

Celestine over in the morning to straighten things up.” 

He looked around, and began to turn out some of the lights. 

“What about upstairs?” he inquired. 

“I think it is all right; but there may be a window or two unlatched. We had better look; you 

might take a candle and see. And bring me my wrap and hat on the foot of the bed in the middle 

room.” 

He went up with the light, and Edna began closing doors and windows. She hated to shut in 

the smoke and the fumes of the wine. Arobin found her cape and hat, which he brought down 

and helped her to put on. 

When everything was secured and the lights put out, they left through the front door, Arobin 

locking it and taking the key, which he carried for Edna. He helped her down the steps. 

“Will you have a spray of jessamine?” he asked, breaking off a few blossoms as he passed. 

“No; I don’t want anything.” 

She seemed disheartened, and had nothing to say. She took his arm, which he offered her, 

holding up the weight of her satin train with the other hand. She looked down, noticing the black 

line of his leg moving in and out so close to her against the yellow shimmer of her gown. There 

was the whistle of a railway train somewhere in the distance, and the midnight bells were 

ringing. They met no one in their short walk. 

The “pigeon house” stood behind a locked gate, and a shallow parterre that had been 

somewhat neglected. There was a small front porch, upon which a long window and the front 

door opened. The door opened directly into the parlor; there was no side entry. Back in the yard 

was a room for servants, in which old Celestine had been ensconced. 

Edna had left a lamp burning low upon the table. She had succeeded in making the room look 

habitable and homelike. There were some books on the table and a lounge near at hand. On the 

floor was a fresh matting, covered with a rug or two; and on the walls hung a few tasteful 

pictures. But the room was filled with flowers. These were a surprise to her. Arobin had sent 

them, and had had Celestine distribute them during Edna’s absence. Her bedroom was adjoining, 

and across a small passage were the dining-room and kitchen. 

Edna seated herself with every appearance of discomfort. 

“Are you tired?” he asked. 

“Yes, and chilled, and miserable. I feel as if I had been wound up to a certain pitch—too 

tight—and something inside of me had snapped.” She rested her head against the table upon her 

bare arm. 

“You want to rest,” he said, “and to be quiet. I’ll go; I’ll leave you and let you rest.” 

“Yes,” she replied. 



He stood up beside her and smoothed her hair with his soft, magnetic hand. His touch 

conveyed to her a certain physical comfort. She could have fallen quietly asleep there if he had 

continued to pass his hand over her hair. He brushed the hair upward from the nape of her neck. 

“I hope you will feel better and happier in the morning,” he said. “You have tried to do too 

much in the past few days. The dinner was the last straw; you might have dispensed with it.” 

“Yes,” she admitted; “it was stupid.” 

“No, it was delightful; but it has worn you out.” His hand had strayed to her beautiful 

shoulders, and he could feel the response of her flesh to his touch. He seated himself beside her 

and kissed her lightly upon the shoulder. 

“I thought you were going away,” she said, in an uneven voice. 

“I am, after I have said good night.” 

“Good night,” she murmured. 

He did not answer, except to continue to caress her. He did not say good night until she had 

become supple to his gentle, seductive entreaties. 

  



XXXII 

When Mr. Pontellier learned of his wife’s intention to abandon her home and take up her 

residence elsewhere, he immediately wrote her a letter of unqualified disapproval and 

remonstrance. She had given reasons which he was unwilling to acknowledge as adequate. He 

hoped she had not acted upon her rash impulse; and he begged her to consider first, foremost, 

and above all else, what people would say. He was not dreaming of scandal when he uttered this 

warning; that was a thing which would never have entered into his mind to consider in 

connection with his wife’s name or his own. He was simply thinking of his financial integrity. It 

might get noised about that the Pontelliers had met with reverses, and were forced to conduct 

their ménage on a humbler scale than heretofore. It might do incalculable mischief to his 

business prospects. 

But remembering Edna’s whimsical turn of mind of late, and foreseeing that she had 

immediately acted upon her impetuous determination, he grasped the situation with his usual 

promptness and handled it with his well-known business tact and cleverness. 

The same mail which brought to Edna his letter of disapproval carried instructions—the most 

minute instructions—to a well-known architect concerning the remodeling of his home, changes 

which he had long contemplated, and which he desired carried forward during his temporary 

absence. 

Expert and reliable packers and movers were engaged to convey the furniture, carpets, 

pictures—everything movable, in short—to places of security. And in an incredibly short time 

the Pontellier house was turned over to the artisans. There was to be an addition—a small 

snuggery; there was to be frescoing, and hardwood flooring was to be put into such rooms as had 

not yet been subjected to this improvement. 

Furthermore, in one of the daily papers appeared a brief notice to the effect that Mr. and Mrs. 

Pontellier were contemplating a summer sojourn abroad, and that their handsome residence on 

Esplanade Street was undergoing sumptuous alterations, and would not be ready for occupancy 

until their return. Mr. Pontellier had saved appearances! 

Edna admired the skill of his maneuver, and avoided any occasion to balk his intentions. 

When the situation as set forth by Mr. Pontellier was accepted and taken for granted, she was 

apparently satisfied that it should be so. 

The pigeon house pleased her. It at once assumed the intimate character of a home, while she 

herself invested it with a charm which it reflected like a warm glow. There was with her a feeling 

of having descended in the social scale, with a corresponding sense of having risen in the 

spiritual. Every step which she took toward relieving herself from obligations added to her 

strength and expansion as an individual. She began to look with her own eyes; to see and to 

apprehend the deeper undercurrents of life. No longer was she content to “feed upon opinion” 

when her own soul had invited her. 

After a little while, a few days, in fact, Edna went up and spent a week with her children in 

Iberville. They were delicious February days, with all the summer’s promise hovering in the air. 

How glad she was to see the children! She wept for very pleasure when she felt their little 

arms clasping her; their hard, ruddy cheeks pressed against her own glowing cheeks. She looked 

into their faces with hungry eyes that could not be satisfied with looking. And what stories they 

had to tell their mother! About the pigs, the cows, the mules! About riding to the mill behind 

Gluglu; fishing back in the lake with their Uncle Jasper; picking pecans with Lidie’s little black 



brood, and hauling chips in their express wagon. It was a thousand times more fun to haul real 

chips for old lame Susie’s real fire than to drag painted blocks along the banquette on Esplanade 

Street! 

She went with them herself to see the pigs and the cows, to look at the darkies laying the cane, 

to thrash the pecan trees, and catch fish in the back lake. She lived with them a whole week long, 

giving them all of herself, and gathering and filling herself with their young existence. They 

listened, breathless, when she told them the house in Esplanade Street was crowded with 

workmen, hammering, nailing, sawing, and filling the place with clatter. They wanted to know 

where their bed was; what had been done with their rocking-horse; and where did Joe sleep, and 

where had Ellen gone, and the cook? But, above all, they were fired with a desire to see the little 

house around the block. Was there any place to play? Were there any boys next door? Raoul, 

with pessimistic foreboding, was convinced that there were only girls next door. Where would 

they sleep, and where would papa sleep? She told them the fairies would fix it all right. 

The old Madame was charmed with Edna’s visit, and showered all manner of delicate 

attentions upon her. She was delighted to know that the Esplanade Street house was in a 

dismantled condition. It gave her the promise and pretext to keep the children indefinitely. 

It was with a wrench and a pang that Edna left her children. She carried away with her the 

sound of their voices and the touch of their cheeks. All along the journey homeward their 

presence lingered with her like the memory of a delicious song. But by the time she had regained 

the city the song no longer echoed in her soul. She was again alone. 

  



XXXIII 

It happened sometimes when Edna went to see Mademoiselle Reisz that the little musician 

was absent, giving a lesson or making some small necessary household purchase. The key was 

always left in a secret hiding-place in the entry, which Edna knew. If Mademoiselle happened to 

be away, Edna would usually enter and wait for her return. 

When she knocked at Mademoiselle Reisz’s door one afternoon there was no response; so 

unlocking the door, as usual, she entered and found the apartment deserted, as she had expected. 

Her day had been quite filled up, and it was for a rest, for a refuge, and to talk about Robert, that 

she sought out her friend. 

She had worked at her canvas—a young Italian character study—all the morning, completing 

the work without the model; but there had been many interruptions, some incident to her modest 

housekeeping, and others of a social nature. 

Madame Ratignolle had dragged herself over, avoiding the too public thoroughfares, she said. 

She complained that Edna had neglected her much of late. Besides, she was consumed with 

curiosity to see the little house and the manner in which it was conducted. She wanted to hear all 

about the dinner party; Monsieur Ratignolle had left so early. What had happened after he left? 

The champagne and grapes which Edna sent over were too delicious. She had so little appetite; 

they had refreshed and toned her stomach. Where on earth was she going to put Mr. Pontellier in 

that little house, and the boys? And then she made Edna promise to go to her when her hour of 

trial overtook her. 

“At any time—any time of the day or night, dear,” Edna assured her. 

Before leaving Madame Ratignolle said: 

“In some way you seem to me like a child, Edna. You seem to act without a certain amount of 

reflection which is necessary in this life. That is the reason I want to say you mustn’t mind if I 

advise you to be a little careful while you are living here alone. Why don’t you have some one 

come and stay with you? Wouldn’t Mademoiselle Reisz come?” 

“No; she wouldn’t wish to come, and I shouldn’t want her always with me.” 

“Well, the reason—you know how evil-minded the world is—some one was talking of Alcée 

Arobin visiting you. Of course, it wouldn’t matter if Mr. Arobin had not such a dreadful 

reputation. Monsieur Ratignolle was telling me that his attentions alone are considered enough to 

ruin a woman’s name.” 

“Does he boast of his successes?” asked Edna, indifferently, squinting at her picture. 

“No, I think not. I believe he is a decent fellow as far as that goes. But his character is so well 

known among the men. I shan’t be able to come back and see you; it was very, very imprudent 

to-day.” 

“Mind the step!” cried Edna. 

“Don’t neglect me,” entreated Madame Ratignolle; “and don’t mind what I said about Arobin, 

or having some one to stay with you.” 

“Of course not,” Edna laughed. “You may say anything you like to me.” They kissed each 

other good-by. Madame Ratignolle had not far to go, and Edna stood on the porch a while 

watching her walk down the street. 



Then in the afternoon Mrs. Merriman and Mrs. Highcamp had made their “party call.” Edna 

felt that they might have dispensed with the formality. They had also come to invite her to 

play vingt-et-un one evening at Mrs. Merriman’s. She was asked to go early, to dinner, and Mr. 

Merriman or Mr. Arobin would take her home. Edna accepted in a half-hearted way. She 

sometimes felt very tired of Mrs. Highcamp and Mrs. Merriman. 

Late in the afternoon she sought refuge with Mademoiselle Reisz, and stayed there alone, 

waiting for her, feeling a kind of repose invade her with the very atmosphere of the shabby, 

unpretentious little room. 

Edna sat at the window, which looked out over the house-tops and across the river. The 

window frame was filled with pots of flowers, and she sat and picked the dry leaves from a rose 

geranium. The day was warm, and the breeze which blew from the river was very pleasant. She 

removed her hat and laid it on the piano. She went on picking the leaves and digging around the 

plants with her hat pin. Once she thought she heard Mademoiselle Reisz approaching. But it was 

a young black girl, who came in, bringing a small bundle of laundry, which she deposited in the 

adjoining room, and went away. 

Edna seated herself at the piano, and softly picked out with one hand the bars of a piece of 

music which lay open before her. A half-hour went by. There was the occasional sound of people 

going and coming in the lower hall. She was growing interested in her occupation of picking out 

the aria, when there was a second rap at the door. She vaguely wondered what these people did 

when they found Mademoiselle’s door locked. 

“Come in,” she called, turning her face toward the door. And this time it was Robert Lebrun 

who presented himself. She attempted to rise; she could not have done so without betraying the 

agitation which mastered her at sight of him, so she fell back upon the stool, only exclaiming, 

“Why, Robert!” 

He came and clasped her hand, seemingly without knowing what he was saying or doing. 

“Mrs. Pontellier! How do you happen—oh! how well you look! Is Mademoiselle Reisz not 

here? I never expected to see you.” 

“When did you come back?” asked Edna in an unsteady voice, wiping her face with her 

handkerchief. She seemed ill at ease on the piano stool, and he begged her to take the chair by 

the window. 

She did so, mechanically, while he seated himself on the stool. 

“I returned day before yesterday,” he answered, while he leaned his arm on the keys, bringing 

forth a crash of discordant sound. 

“Day before yesterday!” she repeated, aloud; and went on thinking to herself, “day before 

yesterday,” in a sort of an uncomprehending way. She had pictured him seeking her at the very 

first hour, and he had lived under the same sky since day before yesterday; while only by 

accident had he stumbled upon her. Mademoiselle must have lied when she said, “Poor fool, he 

loves you.” 

“Day before yesterday,” she repeated, breaking off a spray of Mademoiselle’s geranium; “then 

if you had not met me here to-day you wouldn’t—when—that is, didn’t you mean to come and 

see me?” 

“Of course, I should have gone to see you. There have been so many things—” he turned the 

leaves of Mademoiselle’s music nervously. “I started in at once yesterday with the old firm. 



After all there is as much chance for me here as there was there—that is, I might find it profitable 

some day. The Mexicans were not very congenial.” 

So he had come back because the Mexicans were not congenial; because business was as 

profitable here as there; because of any reason, and not because he cared to be near her. She 

remembered the day she sat on the floor, turning the pages of his letter, seeking the reason which 

was left untold. 

She had not noticed how he looked—only feeling his presence; but she turned deliberately and 

observed him. After all, he had been absent but a few months, and was not changed. His hair—

the color of hers—waved back from his temples in the same way as before. His skin was not 

more burned than it had been at Grand Isle. She found in his eyes, when he looked at her for one 

silent moment, the same tender caress, with an added warmth and entreaty which had not been 

there before—the same glance which had penetrated to the sleeping places of her soul and 

awakened them. 

A hundred times Edna had pictured Robert’s return, and imagined their first meeting. It was 

usually at her home, whither he had sought her out at once. She always fancied him expressing 

or betraying in some way his love for her. And here, the reality was that they sat ten feet apart, 

she at the window, crushing geranium leaves in her hand and smelling them, he twirling around 

on the piano stool, saying: 

“I was very much surprised to hear of Mr. Pontellier’s absence; it’s a wonder Mademoiselle 

Reisz did not tell me; and your moving—mother told me yesterday. I should think you would 

have gone to New York with him, or to Iberville with the children, rather than be bothered here 

with housekeeping. And you are going abroad, too, I hear. We shan’t have you at Grand Isle next 

summer; it won’t seem—do you see much of Mademoiselle Reisz? She often spoke of you in the 

few letters she wrote.” 

“Do you remember that you promised to write to me when you went away?” A flush 

overspread his whole face. 

“I couldn’t believe that my letters would be of any interest to you.” 

“That is an excuse; it isn’t the truth.” Edna reached for her hat on the piano. She adjusted it, 

sticking the hat pin through the heavy coil of hair with some deliberation. 

“Are you not going to wait for Mademoiselle Reisz?” asked Robert. 

“No; I have found when she is absent this long, she is liable not to come back till late.” She 

drew on her gloves, and Robert picked up his hat. 

“Won’t you wait for her?” asked Edna. 

“Not if you think she will not be back till late,” adding, as if suddenly aware of some 

discourtesy in his speech, “and I should miss the pleasure of walking home with you.” Edna 

locked the door and put the key back in its hiding-place. 

They went together, picking their way across muddy streets and sidewalks encumbered with 

the cheap display of small tradesmen. Part of the distance they rode in the car, and after 

disembarking, passed the Pontellier mansion, which looked broken and half torn asunder. Robert 

had never known the house, and looked at it with interest. 

“I never knew you in your home,” he remarked. 

“I am glad you did not.” 



“Why?” She did not answer. They went on around the corner, and it seemed as if her dreams 

were coming true after all, when he followed her into the little house. 

“You must stay and dine with me, Robert. You see I am all alone, and it is so long since I have 

seen you. There is so much I want to ask you.” 

She took off her hat and gloves. He stood irresolute, making some excuse about his mother 

who expected him; he even muttered something about an engagement. She struck a match and lit 

the lamp on the table; it was growing dusk. When he saw her face in the lamp-light, looking 

pained, with all the soft lines gone out of it, he threw his hat aside and seated himself. 

“Oh! you know I want to stay if you will let me!” he exclaimed. All the softness came back. 

She laughed, and went and put her hand on his shoulder. 

“This is the first moment you have seemed like the old Robert. I’ll go tell Celestine.” She 

hurried away to tell Celestine to set an extra place. She even sent her off in search of some added 

delicacy which she had not thought of for herself. And she recommended great care in dripping 

the coffee and having the omelet done to a proper turn. 

When she reentered, Robert was turning over magazines, sketches, and things that lay upon 

the table in great disorder. He picked up a photograph, and exclaimed: 

“Alcée Arobin! What on earth is his picture doing here?” 

“I tried to make a sketch of his head one day,” answered Edna, “and he thought the 

photograph might help me. It was at the other house. I thought it had been left there. I must have 

packed it up with my drawing materials.” 

“I should think you would give it back to him if you have finished with it.” 

“Oh! I have a great many such photographs. I never think of returning them. They don’t 

amount to anything.” Robert kept on looking at the picture. 

“It seems to me—do you think his head worth drawing? Is he a friend of Mr. Pontellier’s? You 

never said you knew him.” 

“He isn’t a friend of Mr. Pontellier’s; he’s a friend of mine. I always knew him—that is, it is 

only of late that I know him pretty well. But I’d rather talk about you, and know what you have 

been seeing and doing and feeling out there in Mexico.” Robert threw aside the picture. 

“I’ve been seeing the waves and the white beach of Grand Isle; the quiet, grassy street of 

the Chênière; the old fort at Grande Terre. I’ve been working like a machine, and feeling like a 

lost soul. There was nothing interesting.” 

She leaned her head upon her hand to shade her eyes from the light. 

“And what have you been seeing and doing and feeling all these days?” he asked. 

“I’ve been seeing the waves and the white beach of Grand Isle; the quiet, grassy street of 

the Chênière Caminada; the old sunny fort at Grande Terre. I’ve been working with a little more 

comprehension than a machine, and still feeling like a lost soul. There was nothing interesting.” 

“Mrs. Pontellier, you are cruel,” he said, with feeling, closing his eyes and resting his head 

back in his chair. They remained in silence till old Celestine announced dinner. 

  



XXXIV 

The dining-room was very small. Edna’s round mahogany would have almost filled it. As it 

was there was but a step or two from the little table to the kitchen, to the mantel, the small buffet, 

and the side door that opened out on the narrow brick-paved yard. 

A certain degree of ceremony settled upon them with the announcement of dinner. There was 

no return to personalities. Robert related incidents of his sojourn in Mexico, and Edna talked of 

events likely to interest him, which had occurred during his absence. The dinner was of ordinary 

quality, except for the few delicacies which she had sent out to purchase. Old Celestine, with a 

bandana tignon twisted about her head, hobbled in and out, taking a personal interest in 

everything; and she lingered occasionally to talk patois with Robert, whom she had known as a 

boy. 

He went out to a neighboring cigar stand to purchase cigarette papers, and when he came back 

he found that Celestine had served the black coffee in the parlor. 

“Perhaps I shouldn’t have come back,” he said. “When you are tired of me, tell me to go.” 

“You never tire me. You must have forgotten the hours and hours at Grand Isle in which we 

grew accustomed to each other and used to being together.” 

“I have forgotten nothing at Grand Isle,” he said, not looking at her, but rolling a cigarette. His 

tobacco pouch, which he laid upon the table, was a fantastic embroidered silk affair, evidently 

the handiwork of a woman. 

“You used to carry your tobacco in a rubber pouch,” said Edna, picking up the pouch and 

examining the needlework. 

“Yes; it was lost.” 

“Where did you buy this one? In Mexico?” 

“It was given to me by a Vera Cruz girl; they are very generous,” he replied, striking a match 

and lighting his cigarette. 

“They are very handsome, I suppose, those Mexican women; very picturesque, with their 

black eyes and their lace scarfs.” 

“Some are; others are hideous, just as you find women everywhere.” 

“What was she like—the one who gave you the pouch? You must have known her very well.” 

“She was very ordinary. She wasn’t of the slightest importance. I knew her well enough.” 

“Did you visit at her house? Was it interesting? I should like to know and hear about the 

people you met, and the impressions they made on you.” 

“There are some people who leave impressions not so lasting as the imprint of an oar upon the 

water.” 

“Was she such a one?” 

“It would be ungenerous for me to admit that she was of that order and kind.” He thrust the 

pouch back in his pocket, as if to put away the subject with the trifle which had brought it up. 

Arobin dropped in with a message from Mrs. Merriman, to say that the card party was 

postponed on account of the illness of one of her children. 

“How do you do, Arobin?” said Robert, rising from the obscurity. 



“Oh! Lebrun. To be sure! I heard yesterday you were back. How did they treat you down in 

Mexique?” 

“Fairly well.” 

“But not well enough to keep you there. Stunning girls, though, in Mexico. I thought I should 

never get away from Vera Cruz when I was down there a couple of years ago.” 

“Did they embroider slippers and tobacco pouches and hat-bands and things for you?” asked 

Edna. 

“Oh! my! no! I didn’t get so deep in their regard. I fear they made more impression on me than 

I made on them.” 

“You were less fortunate than Robert, then.” 

“I am always less fortunate than Robert. Has he been imparting tender confidences?” 

“I’ve been imposing myself long enough,” said Robert, rising, and shaking hands with Edna. 

“Please convey my regards to Mr. Pontellier when you write.” 

He shook hands with Arobin and went away. 

“Fine fellow, that Lebrun,” said Arobin when Robert had gone. “I never heard you speak of 

him.” 

“I knew him last summer at Grand Isle,” she replied. “Here is that photograph of yours. Don’t 

you want it?” 

“What do I want with it? Throw it away.” She threw it back on the table. 

“I’m not going to Mrs. Merriman’s,” she said. “If you see her, tell her so. But perhaps I had 

better write. I think I shall write now, and say that I am sorry her child is sick, and tell her not to 

count on me.” 

“It would be a good scheme,” acquiesced Arobin. “I don’t blame you; stupid lot!” 

Edna opened the blotter, and having procured paper and pen, began to write the note. Arobin 

lit a cigar and read the evening paper, which he had in his pocket. 

“What is the date?” she asked. He told her. 

“Will you mail this for me when you go out?” 

“Certainly.” He read to her little bits out of the newspaper, while she straightened things on 

the table. 

“What do you want to do?” he asked, throwing aside the paper. “Do you want to go out for a 

walk or a drive or anything? It would be a fine night to drive.” 

“No; I don’t want to do anything but just be quiet. You go away and amuse yourself. Don’t 

stay.” 

“I’ll go away if I must; but I shan’t amuse myself. You know that I only live when I am near 

you.” 

He stood up to bid her good night. 

“Is that one of the things you always say to women?” 

“I have said it before, but I don’t think I ever came so near meaning it,” he answered with a 

smile. There were no warm lights in her eyes; only a dreamy, absent look. 

“Good night. I adore you. Sleep well,” he said, and he kissed her hand and went away. 



She stayed alone in a kind of reverie—a sort of stupor. Step by step she lived over every 

instant of the time she had been with Robert after he had entered Mademoiselle Reisz’s door. 

She recalled his words, his looks. How few and meager they had been for her hungry heart! A 

vision—a transcendently seductive vision of a Mexican girl arose before her. She writhed with a 

jealous pang. She wondered when he would come back. He had not said he would come back. 

She had been with him, had heard his voice and touched his hand. But some way he had seemed 

nearer to her off there in Mexico. 

  



XXXV 

The morning was full of sunlight and hope. Edna could see before her no denial—only the 

promise of excessive joy. She lay in bed awake, with bright eyes full of speculation. “He loves 

you, poor fool.” If she could but get that conviction firmly fixed in her mind, what mattered 

about the rest? She felt she had been childish and unwise the night before in giving herself over 

to despondency. She recapitulated the motives which no doubt explained Robert’s reserve. They 

were not insurmountable; they would not hold if he really loved her; they could not hold against 

her own passion, which he must come to realize in time. She pictured him going to his business 

that morning. She even saw how he was dressed; how he walked down one street, and turned the 

corner of another; saw him bending over his desk, talking to people who entered the office, going 

to his lunch, and perhaps watching for her on the street. He would come to her in the afternoon 

or evening, sit and roll his cigarette, talk a little, and go away as he had done the night before. 

But how delicious it would be to have him there with her! She would have no regrets, nor seek to 

penetrate his reserve if he still chose to wear it. 

Edna ate her breakfast only half dressed. The maid brought her a delicious printed scrawl from 

Raoul, expressing his love, asking her to send him some bonbons, and telling her they had found 

that morning ten tiny white pigs all lying in a row beside Lidie’s big white pig. 

A letter also came from her husband, saying he hoped to be back early in March, and then they 

would get ready for that journey abroad which he had promised her so long, which he felt now 

fully able to afford; he felt able to travel as people should, without any thought of small 

economies—thanks to his recent speculations in Wall Street. 

Much to her surprise she received a note from Arobin, written at midnight from the club. It 

was to say good morning to her, to hope she had slept well, to assure her of his devotion, which 

he trusted she in some faintest manner returned. 

All these letters were pleasing to her. She answered the children in a cheerful frame of mind, 

promising them bonbons, and congratulating them upon their happy find of the little pigs. 

She answered her husband with friendly evasiveness,—not with any fixed design to mislead 

him, only because all sense of reality had gone out of her life; she had abandoned herself to Fate, 

and awaited the consequences with indifference. 

To Arobin’s note she made no reply. She put it under Celestine’s stove-lid. 

Edna worked several hours with much spirit. She saw no one but a picture dealer, who asked 

her if it were true that she was going abroad to study in Paris. 

She said possibly she might, and he negotiated with her for some Parisian studies to reach him 

in time for the holiday trade in December. 

Robert did not come that day. She was keenly disappointed. He did not come the following 

day, nor the next. Each morning she awoke with hope, and each night she was a prey to 

despondency. She was tempted to seek him out. But far from yielding to the impulse, she 

avoided any occasion which might throw her in his way. She did not go to Mademoiselle Reisz’s 

nor pass by Madame Lebrun’s, as she might have done if he had still been in Mexico. 

When Arobin, one night, urged her to drive with him, she went—out to the lake, on the Shell 

Road. His horses were full of mettle, and even a little unmanageable. She liked the rapid gait at 

which they spun along, and the quick, sharp sound of the horses’ hoofs on the hard road. They 

did not stop anywhere to eat or to drink. Arobin was not needlessly imprudent. But they ate and 



they drank when they regained Edna’s little dining-room—which was comparatively early in the 

evening. 

It was late when he left her. It was getting to be more than a passing whim with Arobin to see 

her and be with her. He had detected the latent sensuality, which unfolded under his delicate 

sense of her nature’s requirements like a torpid, torrid, sensitive blossom. 

There was no despondency when she fell asleep that night; nor was there hope when she 

awoke in the morning. 

  



XXXVI 

There was a garden out in the suburbs; a small, leafy corner, with a few green tables under the 

orange trees. An old cat slept all day on the stone step in the sun, and an old mulatresse slept her 

idle hours away in her chair at the open window, till some one happened to knock on one of the 

green tables. She had milk and cream cheese to sell, and bread and butter. There was no one who 

could make such excellent coffee or fry a chicken so golden brown as she. 

The place was too modest to attract the attention of people of fashion, and so quiet as to have 

escaped the notice of those in search of pleasure and dissipation. Edna had discovered it 

accidentally one day when the high-board gate stood ajar. She caught sight of a little green table, 

blotched with the checkered sunlight that filtered through the quivering leaves overhead. Within 

she had found the slumbering mulatresse, the drowsy cat, and a glass of milk which reminded 

her of the milk she had tasted in Iberville. 

She often stopped there during her perambulations; sometimes taking a book with her, and 

sitting an hour or two under the trees when she found the place deserted. Once or twice she took 

a quiet dinner there alone, having instructed Celestine beforehand to prepare no dinner at home. 

It was the last place in the city where she would have expected to meet any one she knew. 

Still she was not astonished when, as she was partaking of a modest dinner late in the 

afternoon, looking into an open book, stroking the cat, which had made friends with her—she 

was not greatly astonished to see Robert come in at the tall garden gate. 

“I am destined to see you only by accident,” she said, shoving the cat off the chair beside her. 

He was surprised, ill at ease, almost embarrassed at meeting her thus so unexpectedly. 

“Do you come here often?” he asked. 

“I almost live here,” she said. 

“I used to drop in very often for a cup of Catiche’s good coffee. This is the first time since I 

came back.” 

“She’ll bring you a plate, and you will share my dinner. There’s always enough for two—even 

three.” Edna had intended to be indifferent and as reserved as he when she met him; she had 

reached the determination by a laborious train of reasoning, incident to one of her despondent 

moods. But her resolve melted when she saw him before designing Providence had led him into 

her path. 

“Why have you kept away from me, Robert?” she asked, closing the book that lay open upon 

the table. 

“Why are you so personal, Mrs. Pontellier? Why do you force me to idiotic subterfuges?” he 

exclaimed with sudden warmth. “I suppose there’s no use telling you I’ve been very busy, or that 

I’ve been sick, or that I’ve been to see you and not found you at home. Please let me off with any 

one of these excuses.” 

“You are the embodiment of selfishness,” she said. “You save yourself something—I don’t 

know what—but there is some selfish motive, and in sparing yourself you never consider for a 

moment what I think, or how I feel your neglect and indifference. I suppose this is what you 

would call unwomanly; but I have got into a habit of expressing myself. It doesn’t matter to me, 

and you may think me unwomanly if you like.” 



“No; I only think you cruel, as I said the other day. Maybe not intentionally cruel; but you 

seem to be forcing me into disclosures which can result in nothing; as if you would have me bare 

a wound for the pleasure of looking at it, without the intention or power of healing it.” 

“I’m spoiling your dinner, Robert; never mind what I say. You haven’t eaten a morsel.” 

“I only came in for a cup of coffee.” His sensitive face was all disfigured with excitement. 

“Isn’t this a delightful place?” she remarked. “I am so glad it has never actually been 

discovered. It is so quiet, so sweet, here. Do you notice there is scarcely a sound to be heard? It’s 

so out of the way; and a good walk from the car. However, I don’t mind walking. I always feel 

so sorry for women who don’t like to walk; they miss so much—so many rare little glimpses of 

life; and we women learn so little of life on the whole. 

“Catiche’s coffee is always hot. I don’t know how she manages it, here in the open air. 

Celestine’s coffee gets cold bringing it from the kitchen to the dining-room. Three lumps! How 

can you drink it so sweet? Take some of the cress with your chop; it’s so biting and crisp. Then 

there’s the advantage of being able to smoke with your coffee out here. Now, in the city—aren’t 

you going to smoke?” 

“After a while,” he said, laying a cigar on the table. 

“Who gave it to you?” she laughed. 

“I bought it. I suppose I’m getting reckless; I bought a whole box.” She was determined not to 

be personal again and make him uncomfortable. 

The cat made friends with him, and climbed into his lap when he smoked his cigar. He stroked 

her silky fur, and talked a little about her. He looked at Edna’s book, which he had read; and he 

told her the end, to save her the trouble of wading through it, he said. 

Again he accompanied her back to her home; and it was after dusk when they reached the little 

“pigeon-house.” She did not ask him to remain, which he was grateful for, as it permitted him to 

stay without the discomfort of blundering through an excuse which he had no intention of 

considering. He helped her to light the lamp; then she went into her room to take off her hat and 

to bathe her face and hands. 

When she came back Robert was not examining the pictures and magazines as before; he sat 

off in the shadow, leaning his head back on the chair as if in a reverie. Edna lingered a moment 

beside the table, arranging the books there. Then she went across the room to where he sat. She 

bent over the arm of his chair and called his name. 

“Robert,” she said, “are you asleep?” 

“No,” he answered, looking up at her. 

She leaned over and kissed him—a soft, cool, delicate kiss, whose voluptuous sting penetrated 

his whole being—then she moved away from him. He followed, and took her in his arms, just 

holding her close to him. She put her hand up to his face and pressed his cheek against her own. 

The action was full of love and tenderness. He sought her lips again. Then he drew her down 

upon the sofa beside him and held her hand in both of his. 

“Now you know,” he said, “now you know what I have been fighting against since last 

summer at Grand Isle; what drove me away and drove me back again.” 

“Why have you been fighting against it?” she asked. Her face glowed with soft lights. 

“Why? Because you were not free; you were Léonce Pontellier’s wife. I couldn’t help loving 

you if you were ten times his wife; but so long as I went away from you and kept away I could 



help telling you so.” She put her free hand up to his shoulder, and then against his cheek, rubbing 

it softly. He kissed her again. His face was warm and flushed. 

“There in Mexico I was thinking of you all the time, and longing for you.” 

“But not writing to me,” she interrupted. 

“Something put into my head that you cared for me; and I lost my senses. I forgot everything 

but a wild dream of your some way becoming my wife.” 

“Your wife!” 

“Religion, loyalty, everything would give way if only you cared.” 

“Then you must have forgotten that I was Léonce Pontellier’s wife.” 

“Oh! I was demented, dreaming of wild, impossible things, recalling men who had set their 

wives free, we have heard of such things.” 

“Yes, we have heard of such things.” 

“I came back full of vague, mad intentions. And when I got here—” 

“When you got here you never came near me!” She was still caressing his cheek. 

“I realized what a cur I was to dream of such a thing, even if you had been willing.” 

She took his face between her hands and looked into it as if she would never withdraw her 

eyes more. She kissed him on the forehead, the eyes, the cheeks, and the lips. 

“You have been a very, very foolish boy, wasting your time dreaming of impossible things 

when you speak of Mr. Pontellier setting me free! I am no longer one of Mr. Pontellier’s 

possessions to dispose of or not. I give myself where I choose. If he were to say, ‘Here, Robert, 

take her and be happy; she is yours,’ I should laugh at you both.” 

His face grew a little white. “What do you mean?” he asked. 

There was a knock at the door. Old Celestine came in to say that Madame Ratignolle’s servant 

had come around the back way with a message that Madame had been taken sick and begged 

Mrs. Pontellier to go to her immediately. 

“Yes, yes,” said Edna, rising; “I promised. Tell her yes—to wait for me. I’ll go back with her.” 

“Let me walk over with you,” offered Robert. 

“No,” she said; “I will go with the servant.” She went into her room to put on her hat, and 

when she came in again she sat once more upon the sofa beside him. He had not stirred. She put 

her arms about his neck. 

“Good-by, my sweet Robert. Tell me good-by.” He kissed her with a degree of passion which 

had not before entered into his caress, and strained her to him. 

“I love you,” she whispered, “only you; no one but you. It was you who awoke me last 

summer out of a life-long, stupid dream. Oh! you have made me so unhappy with your 

indifference. Oh! I have suffered, suffered! Now you are here we shall love each other, my 

Robert. We shall be everything to each other. Nothing else in the world is of any consequence. I 

must go to my friend; but you will wait for me? No matter how late; you will wait for me, 

Robert?” 

“Don’t go; don’t go! Oh! Edna, stay with me,” he pleaded. “Why should you go? Stay with 

me, stay with me.” 



“I shall come back as soon as I can; I shall find you here.” She buried her face in his neck, and 

said good-by again. Her seductive voice, together with his great love for her, had enthralled his 

senses, had deprived him of every impulse but the longing to hold her and keep her. 

  



XXXVII 

Edna looked in at the drug store. Monsieur Ratignolle was putting up a mixture himself, very 

carefully, dropping a red liquid into a tiny glass. He was grateful to Edna for having come; her 

presence would be a comfort to his wife. Madame Ratignolle’s sister, who had always been with 

her at such trying times, had not been able to come up from the plantation, and Adèle had been 

inconsolable until Mrs. Pontellier so kindly promised to come to her. The nurse had been with 

them at night for the past week, as she lived a great distance away. And Dr. Mandelet had been 

coming and going all the afternoon. They were then looking for him any moment. 

Edna hastened upstairs by a private stairway that led from the rear of the store to the 

apartments above. The children were all sleeping in a back room. Madame Ratignolle was in the 

salon, whither she had strayed in her suffering impatience. She sat on the sofa, clad in an ample 

white peignoir, holding a handkerchief tight in her hand with a nervous clutch. Her face was 

drawn and pinched, her sweet blue eyes haggard and unnatural. All her beautiful hair had been 

drawn back and plaited. It lay in a long braid on the sofa pillow, coiled like a golden serpent. The 

nurse, a comfortable looking Griffe woman in white apron and cap, was urging her to return to 

her bedroom. 

“There is no use, there is no use,” she said at once to Edna. “We must get rid of Mandelet; he 

is getting too old and careless. He said he would be here at half-past seven; now it must be eight. 

See what time it is, Joséphine.” 

The woman was possessed of a cheerful nature, and refused to take any situation too seriously, 

especially a situation with which she was so familiar. She urged Madame to have courage and 

patience. But Madame only set her teeth hard into her under lip, and Edna saw the sweat gather 

in beads on her white forehead. After a moment or two she uttered a profound sigh and wiped 

her face with the handkerchief rolled in a ball. She appeared exhausted. The nurse gave her a 

fresh handkerchief, sprinkled with cologne water. 

“This is too much!” she cried. “Mandelet ought to be killed! Where is Alphonse? Is it possible 

I am to be abandoned like this—neglected by every one?” 

“Neglected, indeed!” exclaimed the nurse. Wasn’t she there? And here was Mrs. Pontellier 

leaving, no doubt, a pleasant evening at home to devote to her? And wasn’t Monsieur Ratignolle 

coming that very instant through the hall? And Joséphine was quite sure she had heard Doctor 

Mandelet’s coupé. Yes, there it was, down at the door. 

Adèle consented to go back to her room. She sat on the edge of a little low couch next to her 

bed. 

Doctor Mandelet paid no attention to Madame Ratignolle’s upbraidings. He was accustomed 

to them at such times, and was too well convinced of her loyalty to doubt it. 

He was glad to see Edna, and wanted her to go with him into the salon and entertain him. But 

Madame Ratignolle would not consent that Edna should leave her for an instant. Between 

agonizing moments, she chatted a little, and said it took her mind off her sufferings. 

Edna began to feel uneasy. She was seized with a vague dread. Her own like experiences 

seemed far away, unreal, and only half remembered. She recalled faintly an ecstasy of pain, the 

heavy odor of chloroform, a stupor which had deadened sensation, and an awakening to find a 

little new life to which she had given being, added to the great unnumbered multitude of souls 

that come and go. 



She began to wish she had not come; her presence was not necessary. She might have invented 

a pretext for staying away; she might even invent a pretext now for going. But Edna did not go. 

With an inward agony, with a flaming, outspoken revolt against the ways of Nature, she 

witnessed the scene of torture. 

She was still stunned and speechless with emotion when later she leaned over her friend to 

kiss her and softly say good-by. Adèle, pressing her cheek, whispered in an exhausted voice: 

“Think of the children, Edna. Oh think of the children! Remember them!” 

  



XXXVIII 

Edna still felt dazed when she got outside in the open air. The Doctor’s coupé had returned for 

him and stood before the porte cochère. She did not wish to enter the coupé, and told Doctor 

Mandelet she would walk; she was not afraid, and would go alone. He directed his carriage to 

meet him at Mrs. Pontellier’s, and he started to walk home with her. 

Up—away up, over the narrow street between the tall houses, the stars were blazing. The air 

was mild and caressing, but cool with the breath of spring and the night. They walked slowly, the 

Doctor with a heavy, measured tread and his hands behind him; Edna, in an absent-minded way, 

as she had walked one night at Grand Isle, as if her thoughts had gone ahead of her and she was 

striving to overtake them. 

“You shouldn’t have been there, Mrs. Pontellier,” he said. “That was no place for you. Adèle 

is full of whims at such times. There were a dozen women she might have had with her, 

unimpressionable women. I felt that it was cruel, cruel. You shouldn’t have gone.” 

“Oh, well!” she answered, indifferently. “I don’t know that it matters after all. One has to 

think of the children some time or other; the sooner the better.” 

“When is Léonce coming back?” 

“Quite soon. Some time in March.” 

“And you are going abroad?” 

“Perhaps—no, I am not going. I’m not going to be forced into doing things. I don’t want to go 

abroad. I want to be let alone. Nobody has any right—except children, perhaps—and even then, 

it seems to me—or it did seem—” She felt that her speech was voicing the incoherency of her 

thoughts, and stopped abruptly. 

“The trouble is,” sighed the Doctor, grasping her meaning intuitively, “that youth is given up 

to illusions. It seems to be a provision of Nature; a decoy to secure mothers for the race. And 

Nature takes no account of moral consequences, of arbitrary conditions which we create, and 

which we feel obliged to maintain at any cost.” 

“Yes,” she said. “The years that are gone seem like dreams—if one might go on sleeping and 

dreaming—but to wake up and find—oh! well! perhaps it is better to wake up after all, even to 

suffer, rather than to remain a dupe to illusions all one’s life.” 

“It seems to me, my dear child,” said the Doctor at parting, holding her hand, “you seem to me 

to be in trouble. I am not going to ask for your confidence. I will only say that if ever you feel 

moved to give it to me, perhaps I might help you. I know I would understand. And I tell you 

there are not many who would—not many, my dear.” 

“Some way I don’t feel moved to speak of things that trouble me. Don’t think I am ungrateful 

or that I don’t appreciate your sympathy. There are periods of despondency and suffering which 

take possession of me. But I don’t want anything but my own way. That is wanting a good deal, 

of course, when you have to trample upon the lives, the hearts, the prejudices of others—but no 

matter—still, I shouldn’t want to trample upon the little lives. Oh! I don’t know what I’m saying, 

Doctor. Good night. Don’t blame me for anything.” 

“Yes, I will blame you if you don’t come and see me soon. We will talk of things you never 

have dreamt of talking about before. It will do us both good. I don’t want you to blame yourself, 

whatever comes. Good night, my child.” 



She let herself in at the gate, but instead of entering she sat upon the step of the porch. The 

night was quiet and soothing. All the tearing emotion of the last few hours seemed to fall away 

from her like a somber, uncomfortable garment, which she had but to loosen to be rid of. She 

went back to that hour before Adèle had sent for her; and her senses kindled afresh in thinking of 

Robert’s words, the pressure of his arms, and the feeling of his lips upon her own. She could 

picture at that moment no greater bliss on earth than possession of the beloved one. His 

expression of love had already given him to her in part. When she thought that he was there at 

hand, waiting for her, she grew numb with the intoxication of expectancy. It was so late; he 

would be asleep perhaps. She would awaken him with a kiss. She hoped he would be asleep that 

she might arouse him with her caresses. 

Still, she remembered Adèle’s voice whispering, “Think of the children; think of them.” She 

meant to think of them; that determination had driven into her soul like a death wound—but not 

to-night. To-morrow would be time to think of everything. 

Robert was not waiting for her in the little parlor. He was nowhere at hand. The house was 

empty. But he had scrawled on a piece of paper that lay in the lamplight: 

“I love you. Good-by—because I love you.” 

Edna grew faint when she read the words. She went and sat on the sofa. Then she stretched 

herself out there, never uttering a sound. She did not sleep. She did not go to bed. The lamp 

sputtered and went out. She was still awake in the morning, when Celestine unlocked the kitchen 

door and came in to light the fire. 

  



XXXIX 

Victor, with hammer and nails and scraps of scantling, was patching a corner of one of the 

galleries. Mariequita sat near by, dangling her legs, watching him work, and handing him nails 

from the tool-box. The sun was beating down upon them. The girl had covered her head with her 

apron folded into a square pad. They had been talking for an hour or more. She was never tired 

of hearing Victor describe the dinner at Mrs. Pontellier’s. He exaggerated every detail, making it 

appear a veritable Lucullean feast. The flowers were in tubs, he said. The champagne was 

quaffed from huge golden goblets. Venus rising from the foam could have presented no more 

entrancing a spectacle than Mrs. Pontellier, blazing with beauty and diamonds at the head of the 

board, while the other women were all of them youthful houris, possessed of incomparable 

charms. She got it into her head that Victor was in love with Mrs. Pontellier, and he gave her 

evasive answers, framed so as to confirm her belief. She grew sullen and cried a little, 

threatening to go off and leave him to his fine ladies. There were a dozen men crazy about her at 

the Chênière; and since it was the fashion to be in love with married people, why, she could run 

away any time she liked to New Orleans with Célina’s husband. 

Célina’s husband was a fool, a coward, and a pig, and to prove it to her, Victor intended to 

hammer his head into a jelly the next time he encountered him. This assurance was very 

consoling to Mariequita. She dried her eyes, and grew cheerful at the prospect. 

They were still talking of the dinner and the allurements of city life when Mrs. Pontellier 

herself slipped around the corner of the house. The two youngsters stayed dumb with amazement 

before what they considered to be an apparition. But it was really she in flesh and blood, looking 

tired and a little travel-stained. 

“I walked up from the wharf,” she said, “and heard the hammering. I supposed it was you, 

mending the porch. It’s a good thing. I was always tripping over those loose planks last summer. 

How dreary and deserted everything looks!” 

It took Victor some little time to comprehend that she had come in Beaudelet’s lugger, that she 

had come alone, and for no purpose but to rest. 

“There’s nothing fixed up yet, you see. I’ll give you my room; it’s the only place.” 

“Any corner will do,” she assured him. 

“And if you can stand Philomel’s cooking,” he went on, “though I might try to get her mother 

while you are here. Do you think she would come?” turning to Mariequita. 

Mariequita thought that perhaps Philomel’s mother might come for a few days, and money 

enough. 

Beholding Mrs. Pontellier make her appearance, the girl had at once suspected a lovers’ 

rendezvous. But Victor’s astonishment was so genuine, and Mrs. Pontellier’s indifference so 

apparent, that the disturbing notion did not lodge long in her brain. She contemplated with the 

greatest interest this woman who gave the most sumptuous dinners in America, and who had all 

the men in New Orleans at her feet. 

“What time will you have dinner?” asked Edna. “I’m very hungry; but don’t get anything 

extra.” 

“I’ll have it ready in little or no time,” he said, bustling and packing away his tools. “You may 

go to my room to brush up and rest yourself. Mariequita will show you.” 



“Thank you,” said Edna. “But, do you know, I have a notion to go down to the beach and take 

a good wash and even a little swim, before dinner?” 

“The water is too cold!” they both exclaimed. “Don’t think of it.” 

“Well, I might go down and try—dip my toes in. Why, it seems to me the sun is hot enough to 

have warmed the very depths of the ocean. Could you get me a couple of towels? I’d better go 

right away, so as to be back in time. It would be a little too chilly if I waited till this afternoon.” 

Mariequita ran over to Victor’s room, and returned with some towels, which she gave to Edna. 

“I hope you have fish for dinner,” said Edna, as she started to walk away; “but don’t do 

anything extra if you haven’t.” 

“Run and find Philomel’s mother,” Victor instructed the girl. “I’ll go to the kitchen and see 

what I can do. By Gimminy! Women have no consideration! She might have sent me word.” 

Edna walked on down to the beach rather mechanically, not noticing anything special except 

that the sun was hot. She was not dwelling upon any particular train of thought. She had done all 

the thinking which was necessary after Robert went away, when she lay awake upon the sofa till 

morning. 

She had said over and over to herself: “To-day it is Arobin; to-morrow it will be some one 

else. It makes no difference to me, it doesn’t matter about Léonce Pontellier—but Raoul and 

Etienne!” She understood now clearly what she had meant long ago when she said to Adèle 

Ratignolle that she would give up the unessential, but she would never sacrifice herself for her 

children. 

Despondency had come upon her there in the wakeful night, and had never lifted. There was 

no one thing in the world that she desired. There was no human being whom she wanted near her 

except Robert; and she even realized that the day would come when he, too, and the thought of 

him would melt out of her existence, leaving her alone. The children appeared before her like 

antagonists who had overcome her; who had overpowered and sought to drag her into the soul’s 

slavery for the rest of her days. But she knew a way to elude them. She was not thinking of these 

things when she walked down to the beach. 

The water of the Gulf stretched out before her, gleaming with the million lights of the sun. The 

voice of the sea is seductive, never ceasing, whispering, clamoring, murmuring, inviting the soul 

to wander in abysses of solitude. All along the white beach, up and down, there was no living 

thing in sight. A bird with a broken wing was beating the air above, reeling, fluttering, circling 

disabled down, down to the water. 

Edna had found her old bathing suit still hanging, faded, upon its accustomed peg. 

She put it on, leaving her clothing in the bath-house. But when she was there beside the sea, 

absolutely alone, she cast the unpleasant, pricking garments from her, and for the first time in her 

life she stood naked in the open air, at the mercy of the sun, the breeze that beat upon her, and 

the waves that invited her. 

How strange and awful it seemed to stand naked under the sky! how delicious! She felt like 

some new-born creature, opening its eyes in a familiar world that it had never known. 

The foamy wavelets curled up to her white feet, and coiled like serpents about her ankles. She 

walked out. The water was chill, but she walked on. The water was deep, but she lifted her white 

body and reached out with a long, sweeping stroke. The touch of the sea is sensuous, enfolding 

the body in its soft, close embrace. 



She went on and on. She remembered the night she swam far out, and recalled the terror that 

seized her at the fear of being unable to regain the shore. She did not look back now, but went on 

and on, thinking of the blue-grass meadow that she had traversed when a little child, believing 

that it had no beginning and no end. 

Her arms and legs were growing tired. 

She thought of Léonce and the children. They were a part of her life. But they need not have 

thought that they could possess her, body and soul. How Mademoiselle Reisz would have 

laughed, perhaps sneered, if she knew! “And you call yourself an artist! What pretensions, 

Madame! The artist must possess the courageous soul that dares and defies.” 

Exhaustion was pressing upon and overpowering her. 

“Good-by—because I love you.” He did not know; he did not understand. He would never 

understand. Perhaps Doctor Mandelet would have understood if she had seen him—but it was 

too late; the shore was far behind her, and her strength was gone. 

She looked into the distance, and the old terror flamed up for an instant, then sank again. Edna 

heard her father’s voice and her sister Margaret’s. She heard the barking of an old dog that was 

chained to the sycamore tree. The spurs of the cavalry officer clanged as he walked across the 

porch. There was the hum of bees, and the musky odor of pinks filled the air. 

  



BEYOND THE BAYOU 

The bayou curved like a crescent around the point of land on which La Folle’s cabin stood. 

Between the stream and the hut lay a big abandoned field, where cattle were pastured when the 

bayou supplied them with water enough. Through the woods that spread back into unknown 

regions the woman had drawn an imaginary line, and past this circle she never stepped. This was 

the form of her only mania. 

She was now a large, gaunt black woman, past thirty-five. Her real name was Jacqueline, but 

every one on the plantation called her La Folle, because in childhood she had been frightened 

literally “out of her senses,” and had never wholly regained them. 

It was when there had been skirmishing and sharpshooting all day in the woods. Evening was 

near when P’tit Maître, black with powder and crimson with blood, had staggered into the cabin 

of Jacqueline’s mother, his pursuers close at his heels. The sight had stunned her childish reason. 

She dwelt alone in her solitary cabin, for the rest of the quarters had long since been removed 

beyond her sight and knowledge. She had more physical strength than most men, and made her 

patch of cotton and corn and tobacco like the best of them. But of the world beyond the bayou 

she had long known nothing, save what her morbid fancy conceived. 

People at Bellissime had grown used to her and her way, and they thought nothing of it. Even 

when “Old Mis’” died, they did not wonder that La Folle had not crossed the bayou, but had 

stood upon her side of it, wailing and lamenting. 

P’tit Maître was now the owner of Bellissime. He was a middle-aged man, with a family of 

beautiful daughters about him, and a little son whom La Folle loved as if he had been her own. 

She called him Chéri, and so did every one else because she did. 

None of the girls had ever been to her what Chéri was. They had each and all loved to be with 

her, and to listen to her wondrous stories of things that always happened “yonda, beyon’ de 

bayou.” 

But none of them had stroked her black hand quite as Chéri did, nor rested their heads against 

her knee so confidingly, nor fallen asleep in her arms as he used to do. For Chéri hardly did such 

things now, since he had become the proud possessor of a gun, and had had his black curls cut 

off. 

That summer—the summer Chéri gave La Folle two black curls tied with a knot of red 

ribbon—the water ran so low in the bayou that even the little children at Bellissime were able to 

cross it on foot, and the cattle were sent to pasture down by the river. La Folle was sorry when 

they were gone, for she loved these dumb companions well, and liked to feel that they were 

there, and to hear them browsing by night up to her own enclosure. 

It was Saturday afternoon, when the fields were deserted. The men had flocked to a 

neighboring village to do their week’s trading, and the women were occupied with household 

affairs,—La Folle as well as the others. It was then she mended and washed her handful of 

clothes, scoured her house, and did her baking. 

In this last employment she never forgot Chéri. To-day she had fashioned croquignoles of the 

most fantastic and alluring shapes for him. So when she saw the boy come trudging across the 

old field with his gleaming little new rifle on his shoulder, she called out gayly to him, “Chéri! 

Chéri!” 



But Chéri did not need the summons, for he was coming straight to her. His pockets all bulged 

out with almonds and raisins and an orange that he had secured for her from the very fine dinner 

which had been given that day up at his father’s house. 

He was a sunny-faced youngster of ten. When he had emptied his pockets, La Folle patted his 

round red cheek, wiped his soiled hands on her apron, and smoothed his hair. Then she watched 

him as, with his cakes in his hand, he crossed her strip of cotton back of the cabin, and 

disappeared into the wood. 

He had boasted of the things he was going to do with his gun out there. 

“You think they got plenty deer in the wood, La Folle?” he had inquired, with the calculating 

air of an experienced hunter. 

“Non, non!” the woman laughed. “Don’t you look fo’ no deer, Chéri. Dat’s too big. But you 

bring La Folle one good fat squirrel fo’ her dinner to-morrow, an’ she goin’ be satisfi’.” 

“One squirrel ain’t a bite. I’ll bring you mo’ ’an one, La Folle,” he had boasted pompously as 

he went away. 

When the woman, an hour later, heard the report of the boy’s rifle close to the wood’s edge, 

she would have thought nothing of it if a sharp cry of distress had not followed the sound. 

She withdrew her arms from the tub of suds in which they had been plunged, dried them upon 

her apron, and as quickly as her trembling limbs would bear her, hurried to the spot whence the 

ominous report had come. 

It was as she feared. There she found Chéri stretched upon the ground, with his rifle beside 

him. He moaned piteously:— 

“I’m dead, La Folle! I’m dead! I’m gone!” 

“Non, non!” she exclaimed resolutely, as she knelt beside him. “Put you’ arm ’roun’ La 

Folle’s nake, Chéri. Dat’s nuttin’; dat goin’ be nuttin’.” She lifted him in her powerful arms. 

Chéri had carried his gun muzzle-downward. He had stumbled,—he did not know how. He 

only knew that he had a ball lodged somewhere in his leg, and he thought that his end was at 

hand. Now, with his head upon the woman’s shoulder, he moaned and wept with pain and fright. 

“Oh, La Folle! La Folle! it hurt so bad! I can’ stan’ it, La Folle!” 

“Don’t cry, mon bébé, mon bébé, mon Chéri!” the woman spoke soothingly as she covered the 

ground with long strides. “La Folle goin’ mine you; Doctor Bonfils goin’ come make mon 

Chéri well agin.” 

She had reached the abandoned field. As she crossed it with her precious burden, she looked 

constantly and restlessly from side to side. A terrible fear was upon her,—the fear of the world 

beyond the bayou, the morbid and insane dread she had been under since childhood. 

When she was at the bayou’s edge she stood there, and shouted for help as if a life depended 

upon it:— 

“Oh, P’tit Maître! P’tit Maître! Venez donc! Au secours! Au secours!” 

No voice responded. Chéri’s hot tears were scalding her neck. She called for each and every 

one upon the place, and still no answer came. 

She shouted, she wailed; but whether her voice remained unheard or unheeded, no reply came 

to her frenzied cries. And all the while Chéri moaned and wept and entreated to be taken home to 

his mother. 



La Folle gave a last despairing look around her. Extreme terror was upon her. She clasped the 

child close against her breast, where he could feel her heart beat like a muffled hammer. Then 

shutting her eyes, she ran suddenly down the shallow bank of the bayou, and never stopped till 

she had climbed the opposite shore. 

She stood there quivering an instant as she opened her eyes. Then she plunged into the 

footpath through the trees. 

She spoke no more to Chéri, but muttered constantly, “Bon Dieu, ayez pitié La Folle! Bon 

Dieu, ayez pitié moi!” 

Instinct seemed to guide her. When the pathway spread clear and smooth enough before her, 

she again closed her eyes tightly against the sight of that unknown and terrifying world. 

A child, playing in some weeds, caught sight of her as she neared the quarters. The little one 

uttered a cry of dismay. 

“La Folle!” she screamed, in her piercing treble. “La Folle done cross de bayer!” 

Quickly the cry passed down the line of cabins. 

“Yonda, La Folle done cross de bayou!” 

Children, old men, old women, young ones with infants in their arms, flocked to doors and 

windows to see this awe-inspiring spectacle. Most of them shuddered with superstitious dread of 

what it might portend. “She totin’ Chéri!” some of them shouted. 

Some of the more daring gathered about her, and followed at her heels, only to fall back with 

new terror when she turned her distorted face upon them. Her eyes were bloodshot and the saliva 

had gathered in a white foam on her black lips. 

Some one had run ahead of her to where P’tit Maître sat with his family and guests upon the 

gallery. 

“P’tit Maître! La Folle done cross de bayou! Look her! Look her yonda totin’ Chéri!” This 

startling intimation was the first which they had of the woman’s approach. 

She was now near at hand. She walked with long strides. Her eyes were fixed desperately 

before her, and she breathed heavily, as a tired ox. 

At the foot of the stairway, which she could not have mounted, she laid the boy in his father’s 

arms. Then the world that had looked red to La Folle suddenly turned black,—like that day she 

had seen powder and blood. 

She reeled for an instant. Before a sustaining arm could reach her, she fell heavily to the 

ground. 

When La Folle regained consciousness, she was at home again, in her own cabin and upon her 

own bed. The moon rays, streaming in through the open door and windows, gave what light was 

needed to the old black mammy who stood at the table concocting a tisane of fragrant herbs. It 

was very late. 

Others who had come, and found that the stupor clung to her, had gone again. P’tit Maître had 

been there, and with him Doctor Bonfils, who said that La Folle might die. 

But death had passed her by. The voice was very clear and steady with which she spoke to 

Tante Lizette, brewing her tisane there in a corner. 

“Ef you will give me one good drink tisane, Tante Lizette, I b’lieve I’m goin’ sleep, me.” 



And she did sleep; so soundly, so healthfully, that old Lizette without compunction stole softly 

away, to creep back through the moonlit fields to her own cabin in the new quarters. 

The first touch of the cool gray morning awoke La Folle. She arose, calmly, as if no tempest 

had shaken and threatened her existence but yesterday. 

She donned her new blue cottonade and white apron, for she remembered that this was 

Sunday. When she had made for herself a cup of strong black coffee, and drunk it with relish, 

she quitted the cabin and walked across the old familiar field to the bayou’s edge again. 

She did not stop there as she had always done before, but crossed with a long, steady stride as 

if she had done this all her life. 

When she had made her way through the brush and scrub cottonwood-trees that lined the 

opposite bank, she found herself upon the border of a field where the white, bursting cotton, with 

the dew upon it, gleamed for acres and acres like frosted silver in the early dawn. 

La Folle drew a long, deep breath as she gazed across the country. She walked slowly and 

uncertainly, like one who hardly knows how, looking about her as she went. 

The cabins, that yesterday had sent a clamor of voices to pursue her, were quiet now. No one 

was yet astir at Bellissime. Only the birds that darted here and there from hedges were awake, 

and singing their matins. 

When La Folle came to the broad stretch of velvety lawn that surrounded the house, she 

moved slowly and with delight over the springy turf, that was delicious beneath her tread. 

She stopped to find whence came those perfumes that were assailing her senses with memories 

from a time far gone. 

There they were, stealing up to her from the thousand blue violets that peeped out from green, 

luxuriant beds. There they were, showering down from the big waxen bells of the magnolias far 

above her head, and from the jessamine clumps around her. 

There were roses, too, without number. To right and left palms spread in broad and graceful 

curves. It all looked like enchantment beneath the sparkling sheen of dew. 

When La Folle had slowly and cautiously mounted the many steps that led up to the veranda, 

she turned to look back at the perilous ascent she had made. Then she caught sight of the river, 

bending like a silver bow at the foot of Bellissime. Exultation possessed her soul. 

La Folle rapped softly upon a door near at hand. Chéri’s mother soon cautiously opened it. 

Quickly and cleverly she dissembled the astonishment she felt at seeing La Folle. 

“Ah, La Folle! Is it you, so early?” 

“Oui, madame. I come ax how my po’ li’le Chéri do, ’s mo’nin’.” 

“He is feeling easier, thank you, La Folle. Dr. Bonfils says it will be nothing serious. He’s 

sleeping now. Will you come back when he awakes?” 

“Non, madame. I’m goin’ wait yair tell Chéri wake up.” La Folle seated herself upon the 

topmost step of the veranda. 

A look of wonder and deep content crept into her face as she watched for the first time the sun 

rise upon the new, the beautiful world beyond the bayou. 

  



MA’AME PÉLAGIE 

I 

When the war began, there stood on Côte Joyeuse an imposing mansion of red brick, shaped 

like the Pantheon. A grove of majestic live-oaks surrounded it. 

Thirty years later, only the thick walls were standing, with the dull red brick showing here and 

there through a matted growth of clinging vines. The huge round pillars were intact; so to some 

extent was the stone flagging of hall and portico. There had been no home so stately along the 

whole stretch of Côte Joyeuse. Every one knew that, as they knew it had cost Philippe Valmêt 

sixty thousand dollars to build, away back in 1840. No one was in danger of forgetting that fact, 

so long as his daughter Pélagie survived. She was a queenly, white-haired woman of fifty. 

“Ma’ame Pélagie,” they called her, though she was unmarried, as was her sister Pauline, a child 

in Ma’ame Pélagie’s eyes; a child of thirty-five. 

The two lived alone in a three-roomed cabin, almost within the shadow of the ruin. They lived 

for a dream, for Ma’ame Pélagie’s dream, which was to rebuild the old home. 

It would be pitiful to tell how their days were spent to accomplish this end; how the dollars 

had been saved for thirty years and the picayunes hoarded; and yet, not half enough gathered! 

But Ma’ame Pélagie felt sure of twenty years of life before her, and counted upon as many more 

for her sister. And what could not come to pass in twenty—in forty—years? 

Often, of pleasant afternoons, the two would drink their black coffee, seated upon the stone-

flagged portico whose canopy was the blue sky of Louisiana. They loved to sit there in the 

silence, with only each other and the sheeny, prying lizards for company, talking of the old times 

and planning for the new; while light breezes stirred the tattered vines high up among the 

columns, where owls nested. 

“We can never hope to have all just as it was, Pauline,” Ma’ame Pélagie would say; “perhaps 

the marble pillars of the salon will have to be replaced by wooden ones, and the crystal 

candelabra left out. Should you be willing, Pauline?” 

“Oh, yes Sesoeur, I shall be willing.” It was always, “Yes, Sesoeur,” or “No, Sesoeur,” “Just 

as you please, Sesoeur,” with poor little Mam’selle Pauline. For what did she remember of that 

old life and that old spendor? Only a faint gleam here and there; the half-consciousness of a 

young, uneventful existence; and then a great crash. That meant the nearness of war; the revolt of 

slaves; confusion ending in fire and flame through which she was borne safely in the strong arms 

of Pélagie, and carried to the log cabin which was still their home. Their brother, Léandre, had 

known more of it all than Pauline, and not so much as Pélagie. He had left the management of 

the big plantation with all its memories and traditions to his older sister, and had gone away to 

dwell in cities. That was many years ago. Now, Léandre’s business called him frequently and 

upon long journeys from home, and his motherless daughter was coming to stay with her aunts at 

Côte Joyeuse. 

They talked about it, sipping their coffee on the ruined portico. Mam’selle Pauline was terribly 

excited; the flush that throbbed into her pale, nervous face showed it; and she locked her thin 

fingers in and out incessantly. 

“But what shall we do with La Petite, Sesoeur? Where shall we put her? How shall we amuse 

her? Ah, Seigneur!” 



“She will sleep upon a cot in the room next to ours,” responded Ma’ame Pélagie, “and live as 

we do. She knows how we live, and why we live; her father has told her. She knows we have 

money and could squander it if we chose. Do not fret, Pauline; let us hope La Petite is a true 

Valmêt.” 

Then Ma’ame Pélagie rose with stately deliberation and went to saddle her horse, for she had 

yet to make her last daily round through the fields; and Mam’selle Pauline threaded her way 

slowly among the tangled grasses toward the cabin. 

The coming of La Petite, bringing with her as she did the pungent atmosphere of an outside 

and dimly known world, was a shock to these two, living their dream-life. The girl was quite as 

tall as her aunt Pélagie, with dark eyes that reflected joy as a still pool reflects the light of stars; 

and her rounded cheek was tinged like the pink crèpe myrtle. Mam’selle Pauline kissed her and 

trembled. Ma’ame Pélagie looked into her eyes with a searching gaze, which seemed to seek a 

likeness of the past in the living present. 

And they made room between them for this young life. 

  



II 

La Petite had determined upon trying to fit herself to the strange, narrow existence which she 

knew awaited her at Côte Joyeuse. It went well enough at first. Sometimes she followed Ma’ame 

Pélagie into the fields to note how the cotton was opening, ripe and white; or to count the ears of 

corn upon the hardy stalks. But oftener she was with her aunt Pauline, assisting in household 

offices, chattering of her brief past, or walking with the older woman arm-in-arm under the 

trailing moss of the giant oaks. 

Mam’selle Pauline’s steps grew very buoyant that summer, and her eyes were sometimes as 

bright as a bird’s, unless La Petite were away from her side, when they would lose all other light 

but one of uneasy expectancy. The girl seemed to love her well in return, and called her 

endearingly Tan’tante. But as the time went by, La Petite became very quiet,—not listless, but 

thoughtful, and slow in her movements. Then her cheeks began to pale, till they were tinged like 

the creamy plumes of the white crèpe myrtle that grew in the ruin. 

One day when she sat within its shadow, between her aunts, holding a hand of each, she said: 

“Tante Pélagie, I must tell you something, you and Tan’tante.” She spoke low, but clearly and 

firmly. “I love you both,—please remember that I love you both. But I must go away from you. I 

can’t live any longer here at Côte Joyeuse.” 

A spasm passed through Mam’selle Pauline’s delicate frame. La Petite could feel the twitch of 

it in the wiry fingers that were intertwined with her own. Ma’ame Pélagie remained unchanged 

and motionless. No human eye could penetrate so deep as to see the satisfaction which her soul 

felt. She said: “What do you mean, Petite? Your father has sent you to us, and I am sure it is his 

wish that you remain.” 

“My father loves me, tante Pélagie, and such will not be his wish when he knows. Oh!” she 

continued with a restless movement, “it is as though a weight were pressing me backward here. I 

must live another life; the life I lived before. I want to know things that are happening from day 

to day over the world, and hear them talked about. I want my music, my books, my companions. 

If I had known no other life but this one of privation, I suppose it would be different. If I had to 

live this life, I should make the best of it. But I do not have to; and you know, tante Pélagie, you 

do not need to. It seems to me,” she added in a whisper, “that it is a sin against myself. Ah, 

Tan’tante!—what is the matter with Tan’tante?” 

It was nothing; only a slight feeling of faintness, that would soon pass. She entreated them to 

take no notice; but they brought her some water and fanned her with a palmetto leaf. 

But that night, in the stillness of the room, Mam’selle Pauline sobbed and would not be 

comforted. Ma’ame Pélagie took her in her arms. 

“Pauline, my little sister Pauline,” she entreated, “I never have seen you like this before. Do 

you no longer love me? Have we not been happy together, you and I?” 

“Oh, yes, Sesoeur.” 

“Is it because La Petite is going away?” 

“Yes, Sesoeur.” 

“Then she is dearer to you than I!” spoke Ma’ame Pélagie with sharp resentment. “Than I, 

who held you and warmed you in my arms the day you were born; than I, your mother, father, 

sister, everything that could cherish you. Pauline, don’t tell me that.” 

Mam’selle Pauline tried to talk through her sobs. 



“I can’t explain it to you, Sesoeur. I don’t understand it myself. I love you as I have always 

loved you; next to God. But if La Petite goes away I shall die. I can’t understand,—help me, 

Sesoeur. She seems—she seems like a saviour; like one who had come and taken me by the hand 

and was leading me somewhere—somewhere I want to go.” 

Ma’ame Pélagie had been sitting beside the bed in her peignoir and slippers. She held the hand 

of her sister who lay there, and smoothed down the woman’s soft brown hair. She said not a 

word, and the silence was broken only by Mam’selle Pauline’s continued sobs. Once Ma’ame 

Pélagie arose to mix a drink of orange-flower water, which she gave to her sister, as she would 

have offered it to a nervous, fretful child. Almost an hour passed before Ma’ame Pélagie spoke 

again. Then she said:— 

“Pauline, you must cease that sobbing, now, and sleep. You will make yourself ill. La Petite 

will not go away. Do you hear me? Do you understand? She will stay, I promise you.” 

Mam’selle Pauline could not clearly comprehend, but she had great faith in the word of her 

sister, and soothed by the promise and the touch of Ma’ame Pélagie’s strong, gentle hand, she 

fell asleep. 

  



III 

Ma’ame Pélagie, when she saw that her sister slept, arose noiselessly and stepped outside upon 

the low-roofed narrow gallery. She did not linger there, but with a step that was hurried and 

agitated, she crossed the distance that divided her cabin from the ruin. 

The night was not a dark one, for the sky was clear and the moon resplendent. But light or 

dark would have made no difference to Ma’ame Pélagie. It was not the first time she had stolen 

away to the ruin at night-time, when the whole plantation slept; but she never before had been 

there with a heart so nearly broken. She was going there for the last time to dream her dreams; to 

see the visions that hitherto had crowded her days and nights, and to bid them farewell. 

There was the first of them, awaiting her upon the very portal; a robust old white-haired man, 

chiding her for returning home so late. There are guests to be entertained. Does she not know it? 

Guests from the city and from the near plantations. Yes, she knows it is late. She had been 

abroad with Félix, and they did not notice how the time was speeding. Félix is there; he will 

explain it all. He is there beside her, but she does not want to hear what he will tell her father. 

Ma’ame Pélagie had sunk upon the bench where she and her sister so often came to sit. 

Turning, she gazed in through the gaping chasm of the window at her side. The interior of the 

ruin is ablaze. Not with the moonlight, for that is faint beside the other one—the sparkle from the 

crystal candelabra, which negroes, moving noiselessly and respectfully about, are lighting, one 

after the other. How the gleam of them reflects and glances from the polished marble pillars! 

The room holds a number of guests. There is old Monsieur Lucien Santien, leaning against 

one of the pillars, and laughing at something which Monsieur Lafirme is telling him, till his fat 

shoulders shake. His son Jules is with him—Jules, who wants to marry her. She laughs. She 

wonders if Félix has told her father yet. There is young Jérôme Lafirme playing at checkers upon 

the sofa with Léandre. Little Pauline stands annoying them and disturbing the game. Léandre 

reproves her. She begins to cry, and old black Clementine, her nurse, who is not far off, limps 

across the room to pick her up and carry her away. How sensitive the little one is! But she trots 

about and takes care of herself better than she did a year or two ago, when she fell upon the stone 

hall floor and raised a great “bo-bo” on her forehead. Pélagie was hurt and angry enough about 

it; and she ordered rugs and buffalo robes to be brought and laid thick upon the tiles, till the little 

one’s steps were surer. 

“Il ne faut pas faire mal à Pauline.” She was saying it aloud—“faire mal a Pauline.” 

But she gazes beyond the salon, back into the big dining hall, where the white crèpe myrtle 

grows. Ha! how low that bat has circled. It has struck Ma’ame Pélagie full on the breast. She 

does not know it. She is beyond there in the dining hall, where her father sits with a group of 

friends over their wine. As usual they are talking politics. How tiresome! She has heard them say 

“la guerre” oftener than once. La guerre. Bah! She and Félix have something pleasanter to talk 

about, out under the oaks, or back in the shadow of the oleanders. 

But they were right! The sound of a cannon, shot at Sumter, has rolled across the Southern 

States, and its echo is heard along the whole stretch of Côte Joyeuse. 

Yet Pélagie does not believe it. Not till La Ricaneuse stands before her with bare, black arms 

akimbo, uttering a volley of vile abuse and of brazen impudence. Pélagie wants to kill her. But 

yet she will not believe. Not till Félix comes to her in the chamber above the dining hall—there 

where that trumpet vine hangs—comes to say good-by to her. The hurt which the big brass 

buttons of his new gray uniform pressed into the tender flesh of her bosom has never left it. She 



sits upon the sofa, and he beside her, both speechless with pain. That room would not have been 

altered. Even the sofa would have been there in the same spot, and Ma’ame Pélagie had meant 

all along, for thirty years, all along, to lie there upon it some day when the time came to die. 

But there is no time to weep, with the enemy at the door. The door has been no barrier. They 

are clattering through the halls now, drinking the wines, shattering the crystal and glass, slashing 

the portraits. 

One of them stands before her and tells her to leave the house. She slaps his face. How the 

stigma stands out red as blood upon his blanched cheek! 

Now there is a roar of fire and the flames are bearing down upon her motionless figure. She 

wants to show them how a daughter of Louisiana can perish before her conquerors. But little 

Pauline clings to her knees in an agony of terror. Little Pauline must be saved. 

“Il ne faut pas faire mal à Pauline.” Again she is saying it aloud—“faire mal à Pauline.” 

The night was nearly spent; Ma’ame Pélagie had glided from the bench upon which she had 

rested, and for hours lay prone upon the stone flagging, motionless. When she dragged herself to 

her feet it was to walk like one in a dream. About the great, solemn pillars, one after the other, 

she reached her arms, and pressed her cheek and her lips upon the senseless brick. 

“Adieu, adieu!” whispered Ma’ame Pélagie. 

There was no longer the moon to guide her steps across the familiar pathway to the cabin. The 

brightest light in the sky was Venus, that swung low in the east. The bats had ceased to beat their 

wings about the ruin. Even the mocking-bird that had warbled for hours in the old mulberry-tree 

had sung himself asleep. That darkest hour before the day was mantling the earth. Ma’ame 

Pélagie hurried through the wet, clinging grass, beating aside the heavy moss that swept across 

her face, walking on toward the cabin—toward Pauline. Not once did she look back upon the 

ruin that brooded like a huge monster—a black spot in the darkness that enveloped it. 

  



IV 

Little more than a year later the transformation which the old Valmêt place had undergone was 

the talk and wonder of Côte Joyeuse. One would have looked in vain for the ruin; it was no 

longer there; neither was the log cabin. But out in the open, where the sun shone upon it, and the 

breezes blew about it, was a shapely structure fashioned from woods that the forests of the State 

had furnished. It rested upon a solid foundation of brick. 

Upon a corner of the pleasant gallery sat Léandre smoking his afternoon cigar, and chatting 

with neighbors who had called. This was to be his pied à terre now; the home where his sisters 

and his daughter dwelt. The laughter of young people was heard out under the trees, and within 

the house where La Petite was playing upon the piano. With the enthusiasm of a young artist she 

drew from the keys strains that seemed marvelously beautiful to Mam’selle Pauline, who stood 

enraptured near her. Mam’selle Pauline had been touched by the re-creation of Valmêt. Her 

cheek was as full and almost as flushed as La Petite’s. The years were falling away from her. 

Ma’ame Pélagie had been conversing with her brother and his friends. Then she turned and 

walked away; stopping to listen awhile to the music which La Petite was making. But it was only 

for a moment. She went on around the curve of the veranda, where she found herself alone. She 

stayed there, erect, holding to the banister rail and looking out calmly in the distance across the 

fields. 

She was dressed in black, with the white kerchief she always wore folded across her bosom. 

Her thick, glossy hair rose like a silver diadem from her brow. In her deep, dark eyes smouldered 

the light of fires that would never flame. She had grown very old. Years instead of months 

seemed to have passed over her since the night she bade farewell to her visions. 

Poor Ma’ame Pélagie! How could it be different! While the outward pressure of a young and 

joyous existence had forced her footsteps into the light, her soul had stayed in the shadow of the 

ruin. 

  



DÉSIRÉE’S BABY 

As the day was pleasant, Madame Valmondé drove over to L’Abri to see Désirée and the 

baby. 

It made her laugh to think of Désirée with a baby. Why, it seemed but yesterday that Désirée 

was little more than a baby herself; when Monsieur in riding through the gateway of Valmondé 

had found her lying asleep in the shadow of the big stone pillar. 

The little one awoke in his arms and began to cry for “Dada.” That was as much as she could 

do or say. Some people thought she might have strayed there of her own accord, for she was of 

the toddling age. The prevailing belief was that she had been purposely left by a party of Texans, 

whose canvas-covered wagon, late in the day, had crossed the ferry that Coton Maïs kept, just 

below the plantation. In time Madame Valmondé abandoned every speculation but the one that 

Désirée had been sent to her by a beneficent Providence to be the child of her affection, seeing 

that she was without child of the flesh. For the girl grew to be beautiful and gentle, affectionate 

and sincere,—the idol of Valmondé. 

It was no wonder, when she stood one day against the stone pillar in whose shadow she had 

lain asleep, eighteen years before, that Armand Aubigny riding by and seeing her there, had 

fallen in love with her. That was the way all the Aubignys fell in love, as if struck by a pistol 

shot. The wonder was that he had not loved her before; for he had known her since his father 

brought him home from Paris, a boy of eight, after his mother died there. The passion that awoke 

in him that day, when he saw her at the gate, swept along like an avalanche, or like a prairie fire, 

or like anything that drives headlong over all obstacles. 

Monsieur Valmondé grew practical and wanted things well considered: that is, the girl’s 

obscure origin. Armand looked into her eyes and did not care. He was reminded that she was 

nameless. What did it matter about a name when he could give her one of the oldest and proudest 

in Louisiana? He ordered the corbeille from Paris, and contained himself with what patience he 

could until it arrived; then they were married. 

Madame Valmondé had not seen Désirée and the baby for four weeks. When she reached 

L’Abri she shuddered at the first sight of it, as she always did. It was a sad looking place, which 

for many years had not known the gentle presence of a mistress, old Monsieur Aubigny having 

married and buried his wife in France, and she having loved her own land too well ever to leave 

it. The roof came down steep and black like a cowl, reaching out beyond the wide galleries that 

encircled the yellow stuccoed house. Big, solemn oaks grew close to it, and their thick-leaved, 

far-reaching branches shadowed it like a pall. Young Aubigny’s rule was a strict one, too, and 

under it his negroes had forgotten how to be gay, as they had been during the old master’s easy-

going and indulgent lifetime. 

The young mother was recovering slowly, and lay full length, in her soft white muslins and 

laces, upon a couch. The baby was beside her, upon her arm, where he had fallen asleep, at her 

breast. The yellow nurse woman sat beside a window fanning herself. 

Madame Valmondé bent her portly figure over Désirée and kissed her, holding her an instant 

tenderly in her arms. Then she turned to the child. 

“This is not the baby!” she exclaimed, in startled tones. French was the language spoken at 

Valmondé in those days. 



“I knew you would be astonished,” laughed Désirée, “at the way he has grown. The 

little cochon de lait! Look at his legs, mamma, and his hands and finger-nails,—real finger-nails. 

Zandrine had to cut them this morning. Isn’t it true, Zandrine?” 

The woman bowed her turbaned head majestically, “Mais si, Madame.” 

“And the way he cries,” went on Désirée, “is deafening. Armand heard him the other day as 

far away as La Blanche’s cabin.” 

Madame Valmondé had never removed her eyes from the child. She lifted it and walked with 

it over to the window that was lightest. She scanned the baby narrowly, then looked as 

searchingly at Zandrine, whose face was turned to gaze across the fields. 

“Yes, the child has grown, has changed,” said Madame Valmondé, slowly, as she replaced it 

beside its mother. “What does Armand say?” 

Désirée’s face became suffused with a glow that was happiness itself. 

“Oh, Armand is the proudest father in the parish, I believe, chiefly because it is a boy, to bear 

his name; though he says not,—that he would have loved a girl as well. But I know it isn’t true. I 

know he says that to please me. And mamma,” she added, drawing Madame Valmondé’s head 

down to her, and speaking in a whisper, “he hasn’t punished one of them—not one of them—

since baby is born. Even Négrillon, who pretended to have burnt his leg that he might rest from 

work—he only laughed, and said Négrillon was a great scamp. Oh, mamma, I’m so happy; it 

frightens me.” 

What Désirée said was true. Marriage, and later the birth of his son had softened Armand 

Aubigny’s imperious and exacting nature greatly. This was what made the gentle Désirée so 

happy, for she loved him desperately. When he frowned she trembled, but loved him. When he 

smiled, she asked no greater blessing of God. But Armand’s dark, handsome face had not often 

been disfigured by frowns since the day he fell in love with her. 

When the baby was about three months old, Désirée awoke one day to the conviction that 

there was something in the air menacing her peace. It was at first too subtle to grasp. It had only 

been a disquieting suggestion; an air of mystery among the blacks; unexpected visits from far-off 

neighbors who could hardly account for their coming. Then a strange, an awful change in her 

husband’s manner, which she dared not ask him to explain. When he spoke to her, it was with 

averted eyes, from which the old love-light seemed to have gone out. He absented himself from 

home; and when there, avoided her presence and that of her child, without excuse. And the very 

spirit of Satan seemed suddenly to take hold of him in his dealings with the slaves. Désirée was 

miserable enough to die. 

She sat in her room, one hot afternoon, in her peignoir, listlessly drawing through her fingers 

the strands of her long, silky brown hair that hung about her shoulders. The baby, half naked, lay 

asleep upon her own great mahogany bed, that was like a sumptuous throne, with its satin-lined 

half-canopy. One of La Blanche’s little quadroon boys—half naked too—stood fanning the child 

slowly with a fan of peacock feathers. Désirée’s eyes had been fixed absently and sadly upon the 

baby, while she was striving to penetrate the threatening mist that she felt closing about her. She 

looked from her child to the boy who stood beside him, and back again; over and over. “Ah!” It 

was a cry that she could not help; which she was not conscious of having uttered. The blood 

turned like ice in her veins, and a clammy moisture gathered upon her face. 



She tried to speak to the little quadroon boy; but no sound would come, at first. When he heard 

his name uttered, he looked up, and his mistress was pointing to the door. He laid aside the great, 

soft fan, and obediently stole away, over the polished floor, on his bare tiptoes. 

She stayed motionless, with gaze riveted upon her child, and her face the picture of fright. 

Presently her husband entered the room, and without noticing her, went to a table and began to 

search among some papers which covered it. 

“Armand,” she called to him, in a voice which must have stabbed him, if he was human. But 

he did not notice. “Armand,” she said again. Then she rose and tottered towards him. “Armand,” 

she panted once more, clutching his arm, “look at our child. What does it mean? tell me.” 

He coldly but gently loosened her fingers from about his arm and thrust the hand away from 

him. “Tell me what it means!” she cried despairingly. 

“It means,” he answered lightly, “that the child is not white; it means that you are not white.” 

A quick conception of all that this accusation meant for her nerved her with unwonted courage 

to deny it. “It is a lie; it is not true, I am white! Look at my hair, it is brown; and my eyes are 

gray, Armand, you know they are gray. And my skin is fair,” seizing his wrist. “Look at my 

hand; whiter than yours, Armand,” she laughed hysterically. 

“As white as La Blanche’s,” he returned cruelly; and went away leaving her alone with their 

child. 

When she could hold a pen in her hand, she sent a despairing letter to Madame Valmondé. 

“My mother, they tell me I am not white. Armand has told me I am not white. For God’s sake 

tell them it is not true. You must know it is not true. I shall die. I must die. I cannot be so 

unhappy, and live.” 

The answer that came was brief: 

“My own Désirée: Come home to Valmondé; back to your mother who loves you. Come with 

your child.” 

When the letter reached Désirée she went with it to her husband’s study, and laid it open upon 

the desk before which he sat. She was like a stone image: silent, white, motionless after she 

placed it there. 

In silence he ran his cold eyes over the written words. 

He said nothing. “Shall I go, Armand?” she asked in tones sharp with agonized suspense. 

“Yes, go.” 

“Do you want me to go?” 

“Yes, I want you to go.” 

He thought Almighty God had dealt cruelly and unjustly with him; and felt, somehow, that he 

was paying Him back in kind when he stabbed thus into his wife’s soul. Moreover he no longer 

loved her, because of the unconscious injury she had brought upon his home and his name. 

She turned away like one stunned by a blow, and walked slowly towards the door, hoping he 

would call her back. 

“Good-by, Armand,” she moaned. 

He did not answer her. That was his last blow at fate. 



Désirée went in search of her child. Zandrine was pacing the sombre gallery with it. She took 

the little one from the nurse’s arms with no word of explanation, and descending the steps, 

walked away, under the live-oak branches. 

It was an October afternoon; the sun was just sinking. Out in the still fields the negroes were 

picking cotton. 

Désirée had not changed the thin white garment nor the slippers which she wore. Her hair was 

uncovered and the sun’s rays brought a golden gleam from its brown meshes. She did not take 

the broad, beaten road which led to the far-off plantation of Valmondé. She walked across a 

deserted field, where the stubble bruised her tender feet, so delicately shod, and tore her thin 

gown to shreds. 

She disappeared among the reeds and willows that grew thick along the banks of the deep, 

sluggish bayou; and she did not come back again. 

Some weeks later there was a curious scene enacted at L’Abri. In the centre of the smoothly 

swept back yard was a great bonfire. Armand Aubigny sat in the wide hallway that commanded a 

view of the spectacle; and it was he who dealt out to a half dozen negroes the material which 

kept this fire ablaze. 

A graceful cradle of willow, with all its dainty furbishings, was laid upon the pyre, which had 

already been fed with the richness of a priceless layette. Then there were silk gowns, and velvet 

and satin ones added to these; laces, too, and embroideries; bonnets and gloves; for 

the corbeille had been of rare quality. 

The last thing to go was a tiny bundle of letters; innocent little scribblings that Désirée had 

sent to him during the days of their espousal. There was the remnant of one back in the drawer 

from which he took them. But it was not Désirée’s; it was part of an old letter from his mother to 

his father. He read it. She was thanking God for the blessing of her husband’s love:— 

“But above all,” she wrote, “night and day, I thank the good God for having so arranged our 

lives that our dear Armand will never know that his mother, who adores him, belongs to the race 

that is cursed with the brand of slavery.” 

  



A RESPECTABLE WOMAN 

Mrs. Baroda was a little provoked to learn that her husband expected his friend, Gouvernail, 

up to spend a week or two on the plantation. 

They had entertained a good deal during the winter; much of the time had also been passed in 

New Orleans in various forms of mild dissipation. She was looking forward to a period of 

unbroken rest, now, and undisturbed tête-à-tête with her husband, when he informed her that 

Gouvernail was coming up to stay a week or two. 

This was a man she had heard much of but never seen. He had been her husband’s college 

friend; was now a journalist, and in no sense a society man or “a man about town,” which were, 

perhaps, some of the reasons she had never met him. But she had unconsciously formed an 

image of him in her mind. She pictured him tall, slim, cynical; with eye-glasses, and his hands in 

his pockets; and she did not like him. Gouvernail was slim enough, but he wasn’t very tall nor 

very cynical; neither did he wear eyeglasses nor carry his hands in his pockets. And she rather 

liked him when he first presented himself. 

But why she liked him she could not explain satisfactorily to herself when she partly 

attempted to do so. She could discover in him none of those brilliant and promising traits which 

Gaston, her husband, had often assured her that he possessed. On the contrary, he sat rather mute 

and receptive before her chatty eagerness to make him feel at home and in face of Gaston’s frank 

and wordy hospitality. His manner was as courteous toward her as the most exacting woman 

could require; but he made no direct appeal to her approval or even esteem. 

Once settled at the plantation he seemed to like to sit upon the wide portico in the shade of one 

of the big Corinthian pillars, smoking his cigar lazily and listening attentively to Gaston’s 

experience as a sugar planter. 

“This is what I call living,” he would utter with deep satisfaction, as the air that swept across 

the sugar field caressed him with its warm and scented velvety touch. It pleased him also to get 

on familiar terms with the big dogs that came about him, rubbing themselves sociably against his 

legs. He did not care to fish, and displayed no eagerness to go out and kill grosbecs when Gaston 

proposed doing so. 

Gouvernail’s personality puzzled Mrs. Baroda, but she liked him. Indeed, he was a lovable, 

inoffensive fellow. After a few days, when she could understand him no better than at first, she 

gave over being puzzled and remained piqued. In this mood she left her husband and her guest, 

for the most part, alone together. Then finding that Gouvernail took no manner of exception to 

her action, she imposed her society upon him, accompanying him in his idle strolls to the mill 

and walks along the batture. She persistently sought to penetrate the reserve in which he had 

unconsciously enveloped himself. 

“When is he going—your friend?” she one day asked her husband. “For my part, he tires me 

frightfully.” 

“Not for a week yet, dear. I can’t understand; he gives you no trouble.” 

“No. I should like him better if he did; if he were more like others, and I had to plan somewhat 

for his comfort and enjoyment.” 

Gaston took his wife’s pretty face between his hands and looked tenderly and laughingly into 

her troubled eyes. 

They were making a bit of toilet sociably together in Mrs. Baroda’s dressing-room. 



“You are full of surprises, ma belle,” he said to her. “Even I can never count upon how you are 

going to act under given conditions.” He kissed her and turned to fasten his cravat before the 

mirror. 

“Here you are,” he went on, “taking poor Gouvernail seriously and making a commotion over 

him, the last thing he would desire or expect.” 

“Commotion!” she hotly resented. “Nonsense! How can you say such a thing? Commotion, 

indeed! But, you know, you said he was clever.” 

“So he is. But the poor fellow is run down by overwork now. That’s why I asked him here to 

take a rest.” 

“You used to say he was a man of ideas,” she retorted, unconciliated. “I expected him to be 

interesting, at least. I’m going to the city in the morning to have my spring gowns fitted. Let me 

know when Mr. Gouvernail is gone; I shall be at my Aunt Octavie’s.” 

That night she went and sat alone upon a bench that stood beneath a live oak tree at the edge 

of the gravel walk. 

She had never known her thoughts or her intentions to be so confused. She could gather 

nothing from them but the feeling of a distinct necessity to quit her home in the morning. 

Mrs. Baroda heard footsteps crunching the gravel; but could discern in the darkness only the 

approaching red point of a lighted cigar. She knew it was Gouvernail, for her husband did not 

smoke. She hoped to remain unnoticed, but her white gown revealed her to him. He threw away 

his cigar and seated himself upon the bench beside her; without a suspicion that she might object 

to his presence. 

“Your husband told me to bring this to you, Mrs. Baroda,” he said, handing her a filmy, white 

scarf with which she sometimes enveloped her head and shoulders. She accepted the scarf from 

him with a murmur of thanks, and let it lie in her lap. 

He made some commonplace observation upon the baneful effect of the night air at the season. 

Then as his gaze reached out into the darkness, he murmured, half to himself: 

“‘Night of south winds—night of the large few stars! 

Still nodding night—’” 

She made no reply to this apostrophe to the night, which, indeed, was not addressed to her. 

Gouvernail was in no sense a diffident man, for he was not a self-conscious one. His periods 

of reserve were not constitutional, but the result of moods. Sitting there beside Mrs. Baroda, his 

silence melted for the time. 

He talked freely and intimately in a low, hesitating drawl that was not unpleasant to hear. He 

talked of the old college days when he and Gaston had been a good deal to each other; of the 

days of keen and blind ambitions and large intentions. Now there was left with him, at least, a 

philosophic acquiescence to the existing order—only a desire to be permitted to exist, with now 

and then a little whiff of genuine life, such as he was breathing now. 

Her mind only vaguely grasped what he was saying. Her physical being was for the moment 

predominant. She was not thinking of his words, only drinking in the tones of his voice. She 

wanted to reach out her hand in the darkness and touch him with the sensitive tips of her fingers 

upon the face or the lips. She wanted to draw close to him and whisper against his cheek—she 

did not care what—as she might have done if she had not been a respectable woman. 



The stronger the impulse grew to bring herself near him, the further, in fact, did she draw 

away from him. As soon as she could do so without an appearance of too great rudeness, she rose 

and left him there alone. 

Before she reached the house, Gouvernail had lighted a fresh cigar and ended his apostrophe 

to the night. 

Mrs. Baroda was greatly tempted that night to tell her husband—who was also her friend—of 

this folly that had seized her. But she did not yield to the temptation. Beside being a respectable 

woman she was a very sensible one; and she knew there are some battles in life which a human 

being must fight alone. 

When Gaston arose in the morning, his wife had already departed. She had taken an early 

morning train to the city. She did not return till Gouvernail was gone from under her roof. 

There was some talk of having him back during the summer that followed. That is, Gaston 

greatly desired it; but this desire yielded to his wife’s strenuous opposition. 

However, before the year ended, she proposed, wholly from herself, to have Gouvernail visit 

them again. Her husband was surprised and delighted with the suggestion coming from her. 

“I am glad, chère amie, to know that you have finally overcome your dislike for him; truly he 

did not deserve it.” 

“Oh,” she told him, laughingly, after pressing a long, tender kiss upon his lips, “I have 

overcome everything! you will see. This time I shall be very nice to him.” 

  



THE KISS 

It was still quite light out of doors, but inside with the curtains drawn and the smouldering fire 

sending out a dim, uncertain glow, the room was full of deep shadows. 

Brantain sat in one of these shadows; it had overtaken him and he did not mind. The obscurity 

lent him courage to keep his eyes fastened as ardently as he liked upon the girl who sat in the 

firelight. 

She was very handsome, with a certain fine, rich coloring that belongs to the healthy brune 

type. She was quite composed, as she idly stroked the satiny coat of the cat that lay curled in her 

lap, and she occasionally sent a slow glance into the shadow where her companion sat. They 

were talking low, of indifferent things which plainly were not the things that occupied their 

thoughts. She knew that he loved her—a frank, blustering fellow without guile enough to conceal 

his feelings, and no desire to do so. For two weeks past he had sought her society eagerly and 

persistently. She was confidently waiting for him to declare himself and she meant to accept him. 

The rather insignificant and unattractive Brantain was enormously rich; and she liked and 

required the entourage which wealth could give her. 

During one of the pauses between their talk of the last tea and the next reception the door 

opened and a young man entered whom Brantain knew quite well. The girl turned her face 

toward him. A stride or two brought him to her side, and bending over her chair—before she 

could suspect his intention, for she did not realize that he had not seen her visitor—he pressed an 

ardent, lingering kiss upon her lips. 

Brantain slowly arose; so did the girl arise, but quickly, and the newcomer stood between 

them, a little amusement and some defiance struggling with the confusion in his face. 

“I believe,” stammered Brantain, “I see that I have stayed too long. I—I had no idea—that is, I 

must wish you good-by.” He was clutching his hat with both hands, and probably did not 

perceive that she was extending her hand to him, her presence of mind had not completely 

deserted her; but she could not have trusted herself to speak. 

“Hang me if I saw him sitting there, Nattie! I know it’s deuced awkward for you. But I hope 

you’ll forgive me this once—this very first break. Why, what’s the matter?” 

“Don’t touch me; don’t come near me,” she returned angrily. “What do you mean by entering 

the house without ringing?” 

“I came in with your brother, as I often do,” he answered coldly, in self-justification. “We 

came in the side way. He went upstairs and I came in here hoping to find you. The explanation is 

simple enough and ought to satisfy you that the misadventure was unavoidable. But do say that 

you forgive me, Nathalie,” he entreated, softening. 

“Forgive you! You don’t know what you are talking about. Let me pass. It depends upon—a 

good deal whether I ever forgive you.” 

At that next reception which she and Brantain had been talking about she approached the 

young man with a delicious frankness of manner when she saw him there. 

“Will you let me speak to you a moment or two, Mr. Brantain?” she asked with an engaging 

but perturbed smile. He seemed extremely unhappy; but when she took his arm and walked away 

with him, seeking a retired corner, a ray of hope mingled with the almost comical misery of his 

expression. She was apparently very outspoken. 



“Perhaps I should not have sought this interview, Mr. Brantain; but—but, oh, I have been very 

uncomfortable, almost miserable since that little encounter the other afternoon. When I thought 

how you might have misinterpreted it, and believed things”—hope was plainly gaining the 

ascendancy over misery in Brantain’s round, guileless face—“Of course, I know it is nothing to 

you, but for my own sake I do want you to understand that Mr. Harvy is an intimate friend of 

long standing. Why, we have always been like cousins—like brother and sister, I may say. He is 

my brother’s most intimate associate and often fancies that he is entitled to the same privileges as 

the family. Oh, I know it is absurd, uncalled for, to tell you this; undignified even,” she was 

almost weeping, “but it makes so much difference to me what you think of—of me.” Her voice 

had grown very low and agitated. The misery had all disappeared from Brantain’s face. 

“Then you do really care what I think, Miss Nathalie? May I call you Miss Nathalie?” They 

turned into a long, dim corridor that was lined on either side with tall, graceful plants. They 

walked slowly to the very end of it. When they turned to retrace their steps Brantain’s face was 

radiant and hers was triumphant. 

Harvy was among the guests at the wedding; and he sought her out in a rare moment when she 

stood alone. 

“Your husband,” he said, smiling, “has sent me over to kiss you.” 

A quick blush suffused her face and round polished throat. “I suppose it’s natural for a man to 

feel and act generously on an occasion of this kind. He tells me he doesn’t want his marriage to 

interrupt wholly that pleasant intimacy which has existed between you and me. I don’t know 

what you’ve been telling him,” with an insolent smile, “but he has sent me here to kiss you.” 

She felt like a chess player who, by the clever handling of his pieces, sees the game taking the 

course intended. Her eyes were bright and tender with a smile as they glanced up into his; and 

her lips looked hungry for the kiss which they invited. 

“But, you know,” he went on quietly, “I didn’t tell him so, it would have seemed ungrateful, 

but I can tell you. I’ve stopped kissing women; it’s dangerous.” 

Well, she had Brantain and his million left. A person can’t have everything in this world; and 

it was a little unreasonable of her to expect it. 

  



A PAIR OF SILK STOCKINGS 

Little Mrs. Sommers one day found herself the unexpected possessor of fifteen dollars. It 

seemed to her a very large amount of money, and the way in which it stuffed and bulged her 

worn old porte-monnaie gave her a feeling of importance such as she had not enjoyed for years. 

The question of investment was one that occupied her greatly. For a day or two she walked 

about apparently in a dreamy state, but really absorbed in speculation and calculation. She did 

not wish to act hastily, to do anything she might afterward regret. But it was during the still hours 

of the night when she lay awake revolving plans in her mind that she seemed to see her way 

clearly toward a proper and judicious use of the money. 

A dollar or two should be added to the price usually paid for Janie’s shoes, which would 

insure their lasting an appreciable time longer than they usually did. She would buy so and so 

many yards of percale for new shirt waists for the boys and Janie and Mag. She had intended to 

make the old ones do by skilful patching. Mag should have another gown. She had seen some 

beautiful patterns, veritable bargains in the shop windows. And still there would be left enough 

for new stockings—two pairs apiece—and what darning that would save for a while! She would 

get caps for the boys and sailor-hats for the girls. The vision of her little brood looking fresh and 

dainty and new for once in their lives excited her and made her restless and wakeful with 

anticipation. 

The neighbors sometimes talked of certain “better days” that little Mrs. Sommers had known 

before she had ever thought of being Mrs. Sommers. She herself indulged in no such morbid 

retrospection. She had no time—no second of time to devote to the past. The needs of the present 

absorbed her every faculty. A vision of the future like some dim, gaunt monster sometimes 

appalled her, but luckily to-morrow never comes. 

Mrs. Sommers was one who knew the value of bargains; who could stand for hours making 

her way inch by inch toward the desired object that was selling below cost. She could elbow her 

way if need be; she had learned to clutch a piece of goods and hold it and stick to it with 

persistence and determination till her turn came to be served, no matter when it came. 

But that day she was a little faint and tired. She had swallowed a light luncheon—no! when 

she came to think of it, between getting the children fed and the place righted, and preparing 

herself for the shopping bout, she had actually forgotten to eat any luncheon at all! 

She sat herself upon a revolving stool before a counter that was comparatively deserted, trying 

to gather strength and courage to charge through an eager multitude that was besieging 

breastworks of shirting and figured lawn. An all-gone limp feeling had come over her and she 

rested her hand aimlessly upon the counter. She wore no gloves. By degrees she grew aware that 

her hand had encountered something very soothing, very pleasant to touch. She looked down to 

see that her hand lay upon a pile of silk stockings. A placard near by announced that they had 

been reduced in price from two dollars and fifty cents to one dollar and ninety-eight cents; and a 

young girl who stood behind the counter asked her if she wished to examine their line of silk 

hosiery. She smiled, just as if she had been asked to inspect a tiara of diamonds with the ultimate 

view of purchasing it. But she went on feeling the soft, sheeny luxurious things—with both 

hands now, holding them up to see them glisten, and to feel them glide serpent-like through her 

fingers. 

Two hectic blotches came suddenly into her pale cheeks. She looked up at the girl. 

“Do you think there are any eights-and-a-half among these?” 



There were any number of eights-and-a-half. In fact, there were more of that size than any 

other. Here was a light-blue pair; there were some lavender, some all black and various shades of 

tan and gray. Mrs. Sommers selected a black pair and looked at them very long and closely. She 

pretended to be examining their texture, which the clerk assured her was excellent. 

“A dollar and ninety-eight cents,” she mused aloud. “Well, I’ll take this pair.” She handed the 

girl a five-dollar bill and waited for her change and for her parcel. What a very small parcel it 

was! It seemed lost in the depths of her shabby old shopping-bag. 

Mrs. Sommers after that did not move in the direction of the bargain counter. She took the 

elevator, which carried her to an upper floor into the region of the ladies’ waiting-rooms. Here, 

in a retired corner, she exchanged her cotton stockings for the new silk ones which she had just 

bought. She was not going through any acute mental process or reasoning with herself, nor was 

she striving to explain to her satisfaction the motive of her action. She was not thinking at all. 

She seemed for the time to be taking a rest from that laborious and fatiguing function and to have 

abandoned herself to some mechanical impulse that directed her actions and freed her of 

responsibility. 

How good was the touch of the raw silk to her flesh! She felt like lying back in the cushioned 

chair and reveling for a while in the luxury of it. She did for a little while. Then she replaced her 

shoes, rolled the cotton stockings together and thrust them into her bag. After doing this she 

crossed straight over to the shoe department and took her seat to be fitted. 

She was fastidious. The clerk could not make her out; he could not reconcile her shoes with 

her stockings, and she was not too easily pleased. She held back her skirts and turned her feet 

one way and her head another way as she glanced down at the polished, pointed-tipped boots. 

Her foot and ankle looked very pretty. She could not realize that they belonged to her and were a 

part of herself. She wanted an excellent and stylish fit, she told the young fellow who served her, 

and she did not mind the difference of a dollar or two more in the price so long as she got what 

she desired. 

It was a long time since Mrs. Sommers had been fitted with gloves. On rare occasions when 

she had bought a pair they were always “bargains,” so cheap that it would have been 

preposterous and unreasonable to have expected them to be fitted to the hand. 

Now she rested her elbow on the cushion of the glove counter, and a pretty, pleasant young 

creature, delicate and deft of touch, drew a long-wristed “kid” over Mrs. Sommers’s hand. She 

smoothed it down over the wrist and buttoned it neatly, and both lost themselves for a second or 

two in admiring contemplation of the little symmetrical gloved hand. But there were other places 

where money might be spent. 

There were books and magazines piled up in the window of a stall a few paces down the 

street. Mrs. Sommers bought two high-priced magazines such as she had been accustomed to 

read in the days when she had been accustomed to other pleasant things. She carried them 

without wrapping. As well as she could she lifted her skirts at the crossings. Her stockings and 

boots and well fitting gloves had worked marvels in her bearing—had given her a feeling of 

assurance, a sense of belonging to the well-dressed multitude. 

She was very hungry. Another time she would have stilled the cravings for food until reaching 

her own home, where she would have brewed herself a cup of tea and taken a snack of anything 

that was available. But the impulse that was guiding her would not suffer her to entertain any 

such thought. 



There was a restaurant at the corner. She had never entered its doors; from the outside she had 

sometimes caught glimpses of spotless damask and shining crystal, and soft-stepping waiters 

serving people of fashion. 

When she entered her appearance created no surprise, no consternation, as she had half feared 

it might. She seated herself at a small table alone, and an attentive waiter at once approached to 

take her order. She did not want a profusion; she craved a nice and tasty bite—a half dozen blue-

points, a plump chop with cress, a something sweet—a crème-frappée, for instance; a glass of 

Rhine wine, and after all a small cup of black coffee. 

While waiting to be served she removed her gloves very leisurely and laid them beside her. 

Then she picked up a magazine and glanced through it, cutting the pages with a blunt edge of her 

knife. It was all very agreeable. The damask was even more spotless than it had seemed through 

the window, and the crystal more sparkling. There were quiet ladies and gentlemen, who did not 

notice her, lunching at the small tables like her own. A soft, pleasing strain of music could be 

heard, and a gentle breeze was blowing through the window. She tasted a bite, and she read a 

word or two, and she sipped the amber wine and wiggled her toes in the silk stockings. The price 

of it made no difference. She counted the money out to the waiter and left an extra coin on his 

tray, whereupon he bowed before her as before a princess of royal blood. 

There was still money in her purse, and her next temptation presented itself in the shape of a 

matinee poster. 

It was a little later when she entered the theatre, the play had begun and the house seemed to 

her to be packed. But there were vacant seats here and there, and into one of them she was 

ushered, between brilliantly dressed women who had gone there to kill time and eat candy and 

display their gaudy attire. There were many others who were there solely for the play and acting. 

It is safe to say there was no one present who bore quite the attitude which Mrs. Sommers did to 

her surroundings. She gathered in the whole—stage and players and people in one wide 

impression, and absorbed it and enjoyed it. She laughed at the comedy and wept—she and the 

gaudy woman next to her wept over the tragedy. And they talked a little together over it. And the 

gaudy woman wiped her eyes and sniffled on a tiny square of filmy, perfumed lace and passed 

little Mrs. Sommers her box of candy. 

The play was over, the music ceased, the crowd filed out. It was like a dream ended. People 

scattered in all directions. Mrs. Sommers went to the corner and waited for the cable car. 

A man with keen eyes, who sat opposite to her, seemed to like the study of her small, pale 

face. It puzzled him to decipher what he saw there. In truth, he saw nothing—unless he were 

wizard enough to detect a poignant wish, a powerful longing that the cable car would never stop 

anywhere, but go on and on with her forever. 

  



THE LOCKET 

I 

One night in autumn a few men were gathered about a fire on the slope of a hill. They 

belonged to a small detachment of Confederate forces and were awaiting orders to march. Their 

gray uniforms were worn beyond the point of shabbiness. One of the men was heating something 

in a tin cup over the embers. Two were lying at full length a little distance away, while a fourth 

was trying to decipher a letter and had drawn close to the light. He had unfastened his collar and 

a good bit of his flannel shirt front. 

“What’s that you got around your neck, Ned?” asked one of the men lying in the obscurity. 

Ned—or Edmond—mechanically fastened another button of his shirt and did not reply. He 

went on reading his letter. 

“Is it your sweet heart’s picture?” 

“’Taint no gal’s picture,” offered the man at the fire. He had removed his tin cup and was 

engaged in stirring its grimy contents with a small stick. “That’s a charm; some kind of hoodoo 

business that one o’ them priests gave him to keep him out o’ trouble. I know them Cath’lics. 

That’s how come Frenchy got permoted an never got a scratch sence he’s been in the ranks. Hey, 

French! aint I right?” Edmond looked up absently from his letter. 

“What is it?” he asked. 

“Aint that a charm you got round your neck?” 

“It must be, Nick,” returned Edmond with a smile. “I don’t know how I could have gone 

through this year and a half without it.” 

The letter had made Edmond heart sick and home sick. He stretched himself on his back and 

looked straight up at the blinking stars. But he was not thinking of them nor of anything but a 

certain spring day when the bees were humming in the clematis; when a girl was saying good 

bye to him. He could see her as she unclasped from her neck the locket which she fastened about 

his own. It was an old fashioned golden locket bearing miniatures of her father and mother with 

their names and the date of their marriage. It was her most precious earthly possession. Edmond 

could feel again the folds of the girl’s soft white gown, and see the droop of the angel-sleeves as 

she circled her fair arms about his neck. Her sweet face, appealing, pathetic, tormented by the 

pain of parting, appeared before him as vividly as life. He turned over, burying his face in his 

arm and there he lay, still and motionless. 

The profound and treacherous night with its silence and semblance of peace settled upon the 

camp. He dreamed that the fair Octavie brought him a letter. He had no chair to offer her and 

was pained and embarrassed at the condition of his garments. He was ashamed of the poor food 

which comprised the dinner at which he begged her to join them. 

He dreamt of a serpent coiling around his throat, and when he strove to grasp it the slimy thing 

glided away from his clutch. Then his dream was clamor. 

“Git your duds! you! Frenchy!” Nick was bellowing in his face. There was what appeared to 

be a scramble and a rush rather than any regulated movement. The hill side was alive with clatter 

and motion; with sudden up-springing lights among the pines. In the east the dawn was unfolding 

out of the darkness. Its glimmer was yet dim in the plain below. 



“What’s it all about?” wondered a big black bird perched in the top of the tallest tree. He was 

an old solitary and a wise one, yet he was not wise enough to guess what it was all about. So all 

day long he kept blinking and wondering. 

The noise reached far out over the plain and across the hills and awoke the little babes that 

were sleeping in their cradles. The smoke curled up toward the sun and shadowed the plain so 

that the stupid birds thought it was going to rain; but the wise one knew better. 

“They are children playing a game,” thought he. “I shall know more about it if I watch long 

enough.” 

At the approach of night they had all vanished away with their din and smoke. Then the old 

bird plumed his feathers. At last he had understood! With a flap of his great, black wings he shot 

downward, circling toward the plain. 

A man was picking his way across the plain. He was dressed in the garb of a clergyman. His 

mission was to administer the consolations of religion to any of the prostrate figures in whom 

there might yet linger a spark of life. A negro accompanied him, bearing a bucket of water and a 

flask of wine. 

There were no wounded here; they had been borne away. But the retreat had been hurried and 

the vultures and the good Samaritans would have to look to the dead. 

There was a soldier—a mere boy—lying with his face to the sky. His hands were clutching the 

sward on either side and his finger nails were stuffed with earth and bits of grass that he had 

gathered in his despairing grasp upon life. His musket was gone; he was hatless and his face and 

clothing were begrimed. Around his neck hung a gold chain and locket. The priest, bending over 

him, unclasped the chain and removed it from the dead soldier’s neck. He had grown used to the 

terrors of war and could face them unflinchingly; but its pathos, someway, always brought the 

tears to his old, dim eyes. 

The angelus was ringing half a mile away. The priest and the negro knelt and murmured 

together the evening benediction and a prayer for the dead. 

  



II 

The peace and beauty of a spring day had descended upon the earth like a benediction. Along 

the leafy road which skirted a narrow, tortuous stream in central Louisiana, rumbled an old 

fashioned cabriolet, much the worse for hard and rough usage over country roads and lanes. The 

fat, black horses went in a slow, measured trot, notwithstanding constant urging on the part of 

the fat, black coachman. Within the vehicle were seated the fair Octavie and her old friend and 

neighbor, Judge Pillier, who had come to take her for a morning drive. 

Octavie wore a plain black dress, severe in its simplicity. A narrow belt held it at the waist and 

the sleeves were gathered into close fitting wristbands. She had discarded her hoopskirt and 

appeared not unlike a nun. Beneath the folds of her bodice nestled the old locket. She never 

displayed it now. It had returned to her sanctified in her eyes; made precious as material things 

sometimes are by being forever identified with a significant moment of one’s existence. 

A hundred times she had read over the letter with which the locket had come back to her. No 

later than that morning she had again pored over it. As she sat beside the window, smoothing the 

letter out upon her knee, heavy and spiced odors stole in to her with the songs of birds and the 

humming of insects in the air. 

She was so young and the world was so beautiful that there came over her a sense of unreality 

as she read again and again the priest’s letter. He told of that autumn day drawing to its close, 

with the gold and the red fading out of the west, and the night gathering its shadows to cover the 

faces of the dead. Oh! She could not believe that one of those dead was her own! with visage 

uplifted to the gray sky in an agony of supplication. A spasm of resistance and rebellion seized 

and swept over her. Why was the spring here with its flowers and its seductive breath if he was 

dead! Why was she here! What further had she to do with life and the living! 

Octavie had experienced many such moments of despair, but a blessed resignation had never 

failed to follow, and it fell then upon her like a mantle and enveloped her. 

“I shall grow old and quiet and sad like poor Aunt Tavie,” she murmured to herself as she 

folded the letter and replaced it in the secretary. Already she gave herself a little demure air like 

her Aunt Tavie. She walked with a slow glide in unconscious imitation of Mademoiselle Tavie 

whom some youthful affliction had robbed of earthly compensation while leaving her in 

possession of youth’s illusions. 

As she sat in the old cabriolet beside the father of her dead lover, again there came to Octavie 

the terrible sense of loss which had assailed her so often before. The soul of her youth clamored 

for its rights; for a share in the world’s glory and exultation. She leaned back and drew her veil a 

little closer about her face. It was an old black veil of her Aunt Tavie’s. A whiff of dust from the 

road had blown in and she wiped her cheeks and her eyes with her soft, white handkerchief, a 

homemade handkerchief, fabricated from one of her old fine muslin petticoats. 

“Will you do me the favor, Octavie,” requested the judge in the courteous tone which he never 

abandoned, “to remove that veil which you wear. It seems out of harmony, someway, with the 

beauty and promise of the day.” 

The young girl obediently yielded to her old companion’s wish and unpinning the 

cumbersome, sombre drapery from her bonnet, folded it neatly and laid it upon the seat in front 

of her. 



“Ah! that is better; far better!” he said in a tone expressing unbounded relief. “Never put it on 

again, dear.” Octavie felt a little hurt; as if he wished to debar her from share and parcel in the 

burden of affliction which had been placed upon all of them. Again she drew forth the old muslin 

handkerchief. 

They had left the big road and turned into a level plain which had formerly been an old 

meadow. There were clumps of thorn trees here and there, gorgeous in their spring radiance. 

Some cattle were grazing off in the distance in spots where the grass was tall and luscious. At the 

far end of the meadow was the towering lilac hedge, skirting the lane that led to Judge Pillier’s 

house, and the scent of its heavy blossoms met them like a soft and tender embrace of welcome. 

As they neared the house the old gentleman placed an arm around the girl’s shoulders and 

turning her face up to him he said: “Do you not think that on a day like this, miracles might 

happen? When the whole earth is vibrant with life, does it not seem to you, Octavie, that heaven 

might for once relent and give us back our dead?” He spoke very low, advisedly, and 

impressively. In his voice was an old quaver which was not habitual and there was agitation in 

every line of his visage. She gazed at him with eyes that were full of supplication and a certain 

terror of joy. 

They had been driving through the lane with the towering hedge on one side and the open 

meadow on the other. The horses had somewhat quickened their lazy pace. As they turned into 

the avenue leading to the house, a whole choir of feathered songsters fluted a sudden torrent of 

melodious greeting from their leafy hiding places. 

Octavie felt as if she had passed into a stage of existence which was like a dream, more 

poignant and real than life. There was the old gray house with its sloping eaves. Amid the blur of 

green, and dimly, she saw familiar faces and heard voices as if they came from far across the 

fields, and Edmond was holding her. Her dead Edmond; her living Edmond, and she felt the 

beating of his heart against her and the agonizing rapture of his kisses striving to awake her. It 

was as if the spirit of life and the awakening spring had given back the soul to her youth and 

bade her rejoice. 

It was many hours later that Octavie drew the locket from her bosom and looked at Edmond 

with a questioning appeal in her glance. 

“It was the night before an engagement,” he said. “In the hurry of the encounter, and the 

retreat next day, I never missed it till the fight was over. I thought of course I had lost it in the 

heat of the struggle, but it was stolen.” 

“Stolen,” she shuddered, and thought of the dead soldier with his face uplifted to the sky in an 

agony of supplication. 

Edmond said nothing; but he thought of his messmate; the one who had lain far back in the 

shadow; the one who had said nothing. 

  



A REFLECTION 

Some people are born with a vital and responsive energy. It not only enables them to keep 

abreast of the times; it qualifies them to furnish in their own personality a good bit of the motive 

power to the mad pace. They are fortunate beings. They do not need to apprehend the 

significance of things. They do not grow weary nor miss step, nor do they fall out of rank and 

sink by the wayside to be left contemplating the moving procession. 

Ah! that moving procession that has left me by the road-side! Its fantastic colors are more 

brilliant and beautiful than the sun on the undulating waters. What matter if souls and bodies are 

falling beneath the feet of the ever-pressing multitude! It moves with the majestic rhythm of the 

spheres. Its discordant clashes sweep upward in one harmonious tone that blends with the music 

of other worlds—to complete God’s orchestra. 

It is greater than the stars—that moving procession of human energy; greater than the 

palpitating earth and the things growing thereon. Oh! I could weep at being left by the wayside; 

left with the grass and the clouds and a few dumb animals. True, I feel at home in the society of 

these symbols of life’s immutability. In the procession I should feel the crushing feet, the 

clashing discords, the ruthless hands and stifling breath. I could not hear the rhythm of the 

march. 

Salve! ye dumb hearts. Let us be still and wait by the roadside. 

  



The Call of the Wild (by Jack London) 

 

The Call of the Wild is a short adventure novel by Jack London, published in 1903 and 

set in Yukon, Canada, during the 1890s Klondike Gold Rush, when strong sled dogs were in 

high demand. The central character of the novel is a dog named Buck. The story opens at a ranch 

in Santa Clara Valley, California, when Buck is stolen from his home and sold into service as a 

sled dog in Alaska. He becomes progressively more primitive and wild in the harsh environment, 

where he is forced to fight to survive and dominate other dogs. By the end, he sheds the veneer 

of civilization, and relies on primordial instinct and learned experience to emerge as a leader in 

the wild. 

London spent almost a year in the Yukon, and his observations form much of the material 

for the book. The story was serialized in The Saturday Evening Post in the summer of 1903 and 

was published later that year in book form. The book's great popularity and success made a 

reputation for London. As early as 1923, the story was adapted to film, and it has since seen 

several more cinematic adaptations. 

London's story is a tale of survival and a return to primitivism. Pizer writes that: "the 

strong, the shrewd, and the cunning shall prevail when ...life is bestial". 

The veneer of civilization is thin and fragile, writes E.L.Doctorow, and London exposes 

the brutality at the core of humanity and the ease with which humans revert to a state of 

primitivism. His interest in Marxism is evident in the sub-theme that humanity is motivated by 

materialism, and his interest in Nietzschean philosophy is shown by Buck's characterization. 

Tina Gianquitto writes that in Buck's characterization, London created a type of Nietzschean 

Übermensch – in this case a dog that reaches mythic proportions. 

Doctorow sees the story as a caricature of a bildungsroman – in which a character learns 

and grows – in that Buck becomes progressively less civilized. Gianquitto explains that Buck has 

evolved to the point that he is ready to join a wolf pack, which has a social structure uniquely 

adapted to and successful in the harsh Arctic environment, unlike humans, who are weak in the 

harsh environment. 

Jack London's writing was censored in several European dictatorships in the 1920s and 

1930s. In 1929, Italy banned all cheap editions of his Call of the Wild, and that same year 

Yugoslavia banned all his works as being "too radical." They were probably concerned about the 

ethos of individualism and attacks on totalitarianism in this and other books by London. 

In 1932, Call of the Wild was thrown into the Nazi bonfires along with other books. 

 

Want to know more? 

Why was The Call of the Wild banned? Literature Stack Exchange   

https://literature.stackexchange.com/questions/21/why-was-the-call-of-the-wild-banned
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Chapter I. Into the Primitive 

“Old longings nomadic leap, 

Chafing at custom’s chain; 

Again from its brumal sleep 

Wakens the ferine strain.” 

Buck did not read the newspapers, or he would have known that trouble was brewing, not 

alone for himself, but for every tide-water dog, strong of muscle and with warm, long hair, from 

Puget Sound to San Diego. Because men, groping in the Arctic darkness, had found a yellow 

metal, and because steamship and transportation companies were booming the find, thousands of 

men were rushing into the Northland. These men wanted dogs, and the dogs they wanted were 

heavy dogs, with strong muscles by which to toil, and furry coats to protect them from the frost. 

Buck lived at a big house in the sun-kissed Santa Clara Valley. Judge Miller’s place, it was 

called. It stood back from the road, half hidden among the trees, through which glimpses could 

be caught of the wide cool veranda that ran around its four sides. The house was approached by 

gravelled driveways which wound about through wide-spreading lawns and under the interlacing 

boughs of tall poplars. At the rear things were on even a more spacious scale than at the front. 

There were great stables, where a dozen grooms and boys held forth, rows of vine-clad servants’ 

cottages, an endless and orderly array of outhouses, long grape arbors, green pastures, orchards, 

and berry patches. Then there was the pumping plant for the artesian well, and the big cement 

tank where Judge Miller’s boys took their morning plunge and kept cool in the hot afternoon. 

And over this great demesne Buck ruled. Here he was born, and here he had lived the four 

years of his life. It was true, there were other dogs, There could not but be other dogs on so vast a 

place, but they did not count. They came and went, resided in the populous kennels, or lived 

obscurely in the recesses of the house after the fashion of Toots, the Japanese pug, or Ysabel, the 

Mexican hairless,—strange creatures that rarely put nose out of doors or set foot to ground. On 

the other hand, there were the fox terriers, a score of them at least, who yelped fearful promises 

at Toots and Ysabel looking out of the windows at them and protected by a legion of housemaids 

armed with brooms and mops. 

But Buck was neither house-dog nor kennel-dog. The whole realm was his. He plunged into 

the swimming tank or went hunting with the Judge’s sons; he escorted Mollie and Alice, the 

Judge’s daughters, on long twilight or early morning rambles; on wintry nights he lay at the 

Judge’s feet before the roaring library fire; he carried the Judge’s grandsons on his back, or 

rolled them in the grass, and guarded their footsteps through wild adventures down to the 

fountain in the stable yard, and even beyond, where the paddocks were, and the berry patches. 

Among the terriers he stalked imperiously, and Toots and Ysabel he utterly ignored, for he was 

king,—king over all creeping, crawling, flying things of Judge Miller’s place, humans included. 

His father, Elmo, a huge St. Bernard, had been the Judge’s inseparable companion, and Buck 

bid fair to follow in the way of his father. He was not so large,—he weighed only one hundred 

and forty pounds,—for his mother, Shep, had been a Scotch shepherd dog. Nevertheless, one 

hundred and forty pounds, to which was added the dignity that comes of good living and 

universal respect, enabled him to carry himself in right royal fashion. During the four years since 

his puppyhood he had lived the life of a sated aristocrat; he had a fine pride in himself, was even 

a trifle egotistical, as country gentlemen sometimes become because of their insular situation. 

But he had saved himself by not becoming a mere pampered house-dog. Hunting and kindred 



outdoor delights had kept down the fat and hardened his muscles; and to him, as to the cold-

tubbing races, the love of water had been a tonic and a health preserver. 

And this was the manner of dog Buck was in the fall of 1897, when the Klondike strike 

dragged men from all the world into the frozen North. But Buck did not read the newspapers, 

and he did not know that Manuel, one of the gardener’s helpers, was an undesirable 

acquaintance. Manuel had one besetting sin. He loved to play Chinese lottery. Also, in his 

gambling, he had one besetting weakness—faith in a system; and this made his damnation 

certain. For to play a system requires money, while the wages of a gardener’s helper do not lap 

over the needs of a wife and numerous progeny. 

The Judge was at a meeting of the Raisin Growers’ Association, and the boys were busy 

organizing an athletic club, on the memorable night of Manuel’s treachery. No one saw him and 

Buck go off through the orchard on what Buck imagined was merely a stroll. And with the 

exception of a solitary man, no one saw them arrive at the little flag station known as College 

Park. This man talked with Manuel, and money chinked between them. 

“You might wrap up the goods before you deliver ’m,” the stranger said gruffly, and Manuel 

doubled a piece of stout rope around Buck’s neck under the collar. 

“Twist it, an’ you’ll choke ’m plentee,” said Manuel, and the stranger grunted a ready 

affirmative. 

Buck had accepted the rope with quiet dignity. To be sure, it was an unwonted performance: 

but he had learned to trust in men he knew, and to give them credit for a wisdom that outreached 

his own. But when the ends of the rope were placed in the stranger’s hands, he growled 

menacingly. He had merely intimated his displeasure, in his pride believing that to intimate was 

to command. But to his surprise the rope tightened around his neck, shutting off his breath. In 

quick rage he sprang at the man, who met him halfway, grappled him close by the throat, and 

with a deft twist threw him over on his back. Then the rope tightened mercilessly, while Buck 

struggled in a fury, his tongue lolling out of his mouth and his great chest panting futilely. Never 

in all his life had he been so vilely treated, and never in all his life had he been so angry. But his 

strength ebbed, his eyes glazed, and he knew nothing when the train was flagged and the two 

men threw him into the baggage car. 

The next he knew, he was dimly aware that his tongue was hurting and that he was being 

jolted along in some kind of a conveyance. The hoarse shriek of a locomotive whistling a 

crossing told him where he was. He had travelled too often with the Judge not to know the 

sensation of riding in a baggage car. He opened his eyes, and into them came the unbridled anger 

of a kidnapped king. The man sprang for his throat, but Buck was too quick for him. His jaws 

closed on the hand, nor did they relax till his senses were choked out of him once more. 

“Yep, has fits,” the man said, hiding his mangled hand from the baggageman, who had been 

attracted by the sounds of struggle. “I’m takin’ ’m up for the boss to ’Frisco. A crack dog-doctor 

there thinks that he can cure ’m.” 

Concerning that night’s ride, the man spoke most eloquently for himself, in a little shed back 

of a saloon on the San Francisco water front. 

“All I get is fifty for it,” he grumbled; “an’ I wouldn’t do it over for a thousand, cold cash.” 

His hand was wrapped in a bloody handkerchief, and the right trouser leg was ripped from 

knee to ankle. 

“How much did the other mug get?” the saloon-keeper demanded. 



“A hundred,” was the reply. “Wouldn’t take a sou less, so help me.” 

“That makes a hundred and fifty,” the saloon-keeper calculated; “and he’s worth it, or I’m a 

squarehead.” 

The kidnapper undid the bloody wrappings and looked at his lacerated hand. “If I don’t get the 

hydrophoby—” 

“It’ll be because you was born to hang,” laughed the saloon-keeper. “Here, lend me a hand 

before you pull your freight,” he added. 

Dazed, suffering intolerable pain from throat and tongue, with the life half throttled out of 

him, Buck attempted to face his tormentors. But he was thrown down and choked repeatedly, till 

they succeeded in filing the heavy brass collar from off his neck. Then the rope was removed, 

and he was flung into a cagelike crate. 

There he lay for the remainder of the weary night, nursing his wrath and wounded pride. He 

could not understand what it all meant. What did they want with him, these strange men? Why 

were they keeping him pent up in this narrow crate? He did not know why, but he felt oppressed 

by the vague sense of impending calamity. Several times during the night he sprang to his feet 

when the shed door rattled open, expecting to see the Judge, or the boys at least. But each time it 

was the bulging face of the saloon-keeper that peered in at him by the sickly light of a tallow 

candle. And each time the joyful bark that trembled in Buck’s throat was twisted into a savage 

growl. 

But the saloon-keeper let him alone, and in the morning four men entered and picked up the 

crate. More tormentors, Buck decided, for they were evil-looking creatures, ragged and unkempt; 

and he stormed and raged at them through the bars. They only laughed and poked sticks at him, 

which he promptly assailed with his teeth till he realized that that was what they wanted. 

Whereupon he lay down sullenly and allowed the crate to be lifted into a wagon. Then he, and 

the crate in which he was imprisoned, began a passage through many hands. Clerks in the 

express office took charge of him; he was carted about in another wagon; a truck carried him, 

with an assortment of boxes and parcels, upon a ferry steamer; he was trucked off the steamer 

into a great railway depot, and finally he was deposited in an express car. 

For two days and nights this express car was dragged along at the tail of shrieking 

locomotives; and for two days and nights Buck neither ate nor drank. In his anger he had met the 

first advances of the express messengers with growls, and they had retaliated by teasing him. 

When he flung himself against the bars, quivering and frothing, they laughed at him and taunted 

him. They growled and barked like detestable dogs, mewed, and flapped their arms and crowed. 

It was all very silly, he knew; but therefore the more outrage to his dignity, and his anger waxed 

and waxed. He did not mind the hunger so much, but the lack of water caused him severe 

suffering and fanned his wrath to fever-pitch. For that matter, high-strung and finely sensitive, 

the ill treatment had flung him into a fever, which was fed by the inflammation of his parched 

and swollen throat and tongue. 

He was glad for one thing: the rope was off his neck. That had given them an unfair 

advantage; but now that it was off, he would show them. They would never get another rope 

around his neck. Upon that he was resolved. For two days and nights he neither ate nor drank, 

and during those two days and nights of torment, he accumulated a fund of wrath that boded ill 

for whoever first fell foul of him. His eyes turned blood-shot, and he was metamorphosed into a 

raging fiend. So changed was he that the Judge himself would not have recognized him; and the 

express messengers breathed with relief when they bundled him off the train at Seattle. 



Four men gingerly carried the crate from the wagon into a small, high-walled back yard. A 

stout man, with a red sweater that sagged generously at the neck, came out and signed the book 

for the driver. That was the man, Buck divined, the next tormentor, and he hurled himself 

savagely against the bars. The man smiled grimly, and brought a hatchet and a club. 

“You ain’t going to take him out now?” the driver asked. 

“Sure,” the man replied, driving the hatchet into the crate for a pry. 

There was an instantaneous scattering of the four men who had carried it in, and from safe 

perches on top the wall they prepared to watch the performance. 

Buck rushed at the splintering wood, sinking his teeth into it, surging and wrestling with it. 

Wherever the hatchet fell on the outside, he was there on the inside, snarling and growling, as 

furiously anxious to get out as the man in the red sweater was calmly intent on getting him out. 

“Now, you red-eyed devil,” he said, when he had made an opening sufficient for the passage 

of Buck’s body. At the same time he dropped the hatchet and shifted the club to his right hand. 

And Buck was truly a red-eyed devil, as he drew himself together for the spring, hair bristling, 

mouth foaming, a mad glitter in his blood-shot eyes. Straight at the man he launched his one 

hundred and forty pounds of fury, surcharged with the pent passion of two days and nights. In 

mid air, just as his jaws were about to close on the man, he received a shock that checked his 

body and brought his teeth together with an agonizing clip. He whirled over, fetching the ground 

on his back and side. He had never been struck by a club in his life, and did not understand. With 

a snarl that was part bark and more scream he was again on his feet and launched into the air. 

And again the shock came and he was brought crushingly to the ground. This time he was aware 

that it was the club, but his madness knew no caution. A dozen times he charged, and as often the 

club broke the charge and smashed him down. 

After a particularly fierce blow, he crawled to his feet, too dazed to rush. He staggered limply 

about, the blood flowing from nose and mouth and ears, his beautiful coat sprayed and flecked 

with bloody slaver. Then the man advanced and deliberately dealt him a frightful blow on the 

nose. All the pain he had endured was as nothing compared with the exquisite agony of this. 

With a roar that was almost lionlike in its ferocity, he again hurled himself at the man. But the 

man, shifting the club from right to left, coolly caught him by the under jaw, at the same time 

wrenching downward and backward. Buck described a complete circle in the air, and half of 

another, then crashed to the ground on his head and chest. 

For the last time he rushed. The man struck the shrewd blow he had purposely withheld for so 

long, and Buck crumpled up and went down, knocked utterly senseless. 

“He’s no slouch at dog-breakin’, that’s wot I say,” one of the men on the wall cried 

enthusiastically. 

“Druther break cayuses any day, and twice on Sundays,” was the reply of the driver, as he 

climbed on the wagon and started the horses. 

Buck’s senses came back to him, but not his strength. He lay where he had fallen, and from 

there he watched the man in the red sweater. 

“‘Answers to the name of Buck,’” the man soliloquized, quoting from the saloon-keeper’s 

letter which had announced the consignment of the crate and contents. “Well, Buck, my boy,” he 

went on in a genial voice, “we’ve had our little ruction, and the best thing we can do is to let it go 

at that. You’ve learned your place, and I know mine. Be a good dog and all ’ll go well and the 

goose hang high. Be a bad dog, and I’ll whale the stuffin’ outa you. Understand?” 



As he spoke he fearlessly patted the head he had so mercilessly pounded, and though Buck’s 

hair involuntarily bristled at touch of the hand, he endured it without protest. When the man 

brought him water he drank eagerly, and later bolted a generous meal of raw meat, chunk by 

chunk, from the man’s hand. 

He was beaten (he knew that); but he was not broken. He saw, once for all, that he stood no 

chance against a man with a club. He had learned the lesson, and in all his after life he never 

forgot it. That club was a revelation. It was his introduction to the reign of primitive law, and he 

met the introduction halfway. The facts of life took on a fiercer aspect; and while he faced that 

aspect uncowed, he faced it with all the latent cunning of his nature aroused. As the days went 

by, other dogs came, in crates and at the ends of ropes, some docilely, and some raging and 

roaring as he had come; and, one and all, he watched them pass under the dominion of the man 

in the red sweater. Again and again, as he looked at each brutal performance, the lesson was 

driven home to Buck: a man with a club was a lawgiver, a master to be obeyed, though not 

necessarily conciliated. Of this last Buck was never guilty, though he did see beaten dogs that 

fawned upon the man, and wagged their tails, and licked his hand. Also he saw one dog, that 

would neither conciliate nor obey, finally killed in the struggle for mastery. 

Now and again men came, strangers, who talked excitedly, wheedlingly, and in all kinds of 

fashions to the man in the red sweater. And at such times that money passed between them the 

strangers took one or more of the dogs away with them. Buck wondered where they went, for 

they never came back; but the fear of the future was strong upon him, and he was glad each time 

when he was not selected. 

Yet his time came, in the end, in the form of a little weazened man who spat broken English 

and many strange and uncouth exclamations which Buck could not understand. 

“Sacredam!” he cried, when his eyes lit upon Buck. “Dat one dam bully dog! Eh? How 

moch?” 

“Three hundred, and a present at that,” was the prompt reply of the man in the red sweater. 

“And seem’ it’s government money, you ain’t got no kick coming, eh, Perrault?” 

Perrault grinned. Considering that the price of dogs had been boomed skyward by the 

unwonted demand, it was not an unfair sum for so fine an animal. The Canadian Government 

would be no loser, nor would its despatches travel the slower. Perrault knew dogs, and when he 

looked at Buck he knew that he was one in a thousand—“One in ten t’ousand,” he commented 

mentally. 

Buck saw money pass between them, and was not surprised when Curly, a good-natured 

Newfoundland, and he were led away by the little weazened man. That was the last he saw of the 

man in the red sweater, and as Curly and he looked at receding Seattle from the deck of 

the Narwhal, it was the last he saw of the warm Southland. Curly and he were taken below by 

Perrault and turned over to a black-faced giant called François. Perrault was a French-Canadian, 

and swarthy; but François was a French-Canadian half-breed, and twice as swarthy. They were a 

new kind of men to Buck (of which he was destined to see many more), and while he developed 

no affection for them, he none the less grew honestly to respect them. He speedily learned that 

Perrault and François were fair men, calm and impartial in administering justice, and too wise in 

the way of dogs to be fooled by dogs. 

In the ’tween-decks of the Narwhal, Buck and Curly joined two other dogs. One of them was a 

big, snow-white fellow from Spitzbergen who had been brought away by a whaling captain, and 

who had later accompanied a Geological Survey into the Barrens. He was friendly, in a 



treacherous sort of way, smiling into one’s face the while he meditated some underhand trick, as, 

for instance, when he stole from Buck’s food at the first meal. As Buck sprang to punish him, the 

lash of François’s whip sang through the air, reaching the culprit first; and nothing remained to 

Buck but to recover the bone. That was fair of François, he decided, and the half-breed began his 

rise in Buck’s estimation. 

The other dog made no advances, nor received any; also, he did not attempt to steal from the 

newcomers. He was a gloomy, morose fellow, and he showed Curly plainly that all he desired 

was to be left alone, and further, that there would be trouble if he were not left alone. “Dave” he 

was called, and he ate and slept, or yawned between times, and took interest in nothing, not even 

when the Narwhal crossed Queen Charlotte Sound and rolled and pitched and bucked like a 

thing possessed. When Buck and Curly grew excited, half wild with fear, he raised his head as 

though annoyed, favored them with an incurious glance, yawned, and went to sleep again. 

Day and night the ship throbbed to the tireless pulse of the propeller, and though one day was 

very like another, it was apparent to Buck that the weather was steadily growing colder. At last, 

one morning, the propeller was quiet, and the Narwhal was pervaded with an atmosphere of 

excitement. He felt it, as did the other dogs, and knew that a change was at hand. François 

leashed them and brought them on deck. At the first step upon the cold surface, Buck’s feet sank 

into a white mushy something very like mud. He sprang back with a snort. More of this white 

stuff was falling through the air. He shook himself, but more of it fell upon him. He sniffed it 

curiously, then licked some up on his tongue. It bit like fire, and the next instant was gone. This 

puzzled him. He tried it again, with the same result. The onlookers laughed uproariously, and he 

felt ashamed, he knew not why, for it was his first snow. 

  



Chapter II. The Law of Club and Fang 

Buck’s first day on the Dyea beach was like a nightmare. Every hour was filled with shock 

and surprise. He had been suddenly jerked from the heart of civilization and flung into the heart 

of things primordial. No lazy, sun-kissed life was this, with nothing to do but loaf and be bored. 

Here was neither peace, nor rest, nor a moment’s safety. All was confusion and action, and every 

moment life and limb were in peril. There was imperative need to be constantly alert; for these 

dogs and men were not town dogs and men. They were savages, all of them, who knew no law 

but the law of club and fang. 

He had never seen dogs fight as these wolfish creatures fought, and his first experience taught 

him an unforgetable lesson. It is true, it was a vicarious experience, else he would not have lived 

to profit by it. Curly was the victim. They were camped near the log store, where she, in her 

friendly way, made advances to a husky dog the size of a full-grown wolf, though not half so 

large as she. There was no warning, only a leap in like a flash, a metallic clip of teeth, a leap out 

equally swift, and Curly’s face was ripped open from eye to jaw. 

It was the wolf manner of fighting, to strike and leap away; but there was more to it than this. 

Thirty or forty huskies ran to the spot and surrounded the combatants in an intent and silent 

circle. Buck did not comprehend that silent intentness, nor the eager way with which they were 

licking their chops. Curly rushed her antagonist, who struck again and leaped aside. He met her 

next rush with his chest, in a peculiar fashion that tumbled her off her feet. She never regained 

them, This was what the onlooking huskies had waited for. They closed in upon her, snarling and 

yelping, and she was buried, screaming with agony, beneath the bristling mass of bodies. 

So sudden was it, and so unexpected, that Buck was taken aback. He saw Spitz run out his 

scarlet tongue in a way he had of laughing; and he saw François, swinging an axe, spring into the 

mess of dogs. Three men with clubs were helping him to scatter them. It did not take long. Two 

minutes from the time Curly went down, the last of her assailants were clubbed off. But she lay 

there limp and lifeless in the bloody, trampled snow, almost literally torn to pieces, the swart 

half-breed standing over her and cursing horribly. The scene often came back to Buck to trouble 

him in his sleep. So that was the way. No fair play. Once down, that was the end of you. Well, he 

would see to it that he never went down. Spitz ran out his tongue and laughed again, and from 

that moment Buck hated him with a bitter and deathless hatred. 

Before he had recovered from the shock caused by the tragic passing of Curly, he received 

another shock. François fastened upon him an arrangement of straps and buckles. It was a 

harness, such as he had seen the grooms put on the horses at home. And as he had seen horses 

work, so he was set to work, hauling François on a sled to the forest that fringed the valley, and 

returning with a load of firewood. Though his dignity was sorely hurt by thus being made a 

draught animal, he was too wise to rebel. He buckled down with a will and did his best, though it 

was all new and strange. François was stern, demanding instant obedience, and by virtue of his 

whip receiving instant obedience; while Dave, who was an experienced wheeler, nipped Buck’s 

hind quarters whenever he was in error. Spitz was the leader, likewise experienced, and while he 

could not always get at Buck, he growled sharp reproof now and again, or cunningly threw his 

weight in the traces to jerk Buck into the way he should go. Buck learned easily, and under the 

combined tuition of his two mates and François made remarkable progress. Ere they returned to 

camp he knew enough to stop at “ho,” to go ahead at “mush,” to swing wide on the bends, and to 

keep clear of the wheeler when the loaded sled shot downhill at their heels. 



“T’ree vair’ good dogs,” François told Perrault. “Dat Buck, heem pool lak hell. I tich heem 

queek as anyt’ing.” 

By afternoon, Perrault, who was in a hurry to be on the trail with his despatches, returned with 

two more dogs. “Billee” and “Joe” he called them, two brothers, and true huskies both. Sons of 

the one mother though they were, they were as different as day and night. Billee’s one fault was 

his excessive good nature, while Joe was the very opposite, sour and introspective, with a 

perpetual snarl and a malignant eye. Buck received them in comradely fashion, Dave ignored 

them, while Spitz proceeded to thrash first one and then the other. Billee wagged his tail 

appeasingly, turned to run when he saw that appeasement was of no avail, and cried (still 

appeasingly) when Spitz’s sharp teeth scored his flank. But no matter how Spitz circled, Joe 

whirled around on his heels to face him, mane bristling, ears laid back, lips writhing and 

snarling, jaws clipping together as fast as he could snap, and eyes diabolically gleaming—the 

incarnation of belligerent fear. So terrible was his appearance that Spitz was forced to forego 

disciplining him; but to cover his own discomfiture he turned upon the inoffensive and wailing 

Billee and drove him to the confines of the camp. 

By evening Perrault secured another dog, an old husky, long and lean and gaunt, with a battle-

scarred face and a single eye which flashed a warning of prowess that commanded respect. He 

was called Sol-leks, which means the Angry One. Like Dave, he asked nothing, gave nothing, 

expected nothing; and when he marched slowly and deliberately into their midst, even Spitz left 

him alone. He had one peculiarity which Buck was unlucky enough to discover. He did not like 

to be approached on his blind side. Of this offence Buck was unwittingly guilty, and the first 

knowledge he had of his indiscretion was when Sol-leks whirled upon him and slashed his 

shoulder to the bone for three inches up and down. Forever after Buck avoided his blind side, 

and to the last of their comradeship had no more trouble. His only apparent ambition, like 

Dave’s, was to be left alone; though, as Buck was afterward to learn, each of them possessed one 

other and even more vital ambition. 

That night Buck faced the great problem of sleeping. The tent, illumined by a candle, glowed 

warmly in the midst of the white plain; and when he, as a matter of course, entered it, both 

Perrault and François bombarded him with curses and cooking utensils, till he recovered from his 

consternation and fled ignominiously into the outer cold. A chill wind was blowing that nipped 

him sharply and bit with especial venom into his wounded shoulder. He lay down on the snow 

and attempted to sleep, but the frost soon drove him shivering to his feet. Miserable and 

disconsolate, he wandered about among the many tents, only to find that one place was as cold as 

another. Here and there savage dogs rushed upon him, but he bristled his neck-hair and snarled 

(for he was learning fast), and they let him go his way unmolested. 

Finally an idea came to him. He would return and see how his own team-mates were making 

out. To his astonishment, they had disappeared. Again he wandered about through the great 

camp, looking for them, and again he returned. Were they in the tent? No, that could not be, else 

he would not have been driven out. Then where could they possibly be? With drooping tail and 

shivering body, very forlorn indeed, he aimlessly circled the tent. Suddenly the snow gave way 

beneath his fore legs and he sank down. Something wriggled under his feet. He sprang back, 

bristling and snarling, fearful of the unseen and unknown. But a friendly little yelp reassured 

him, and he went back to investigate. A whiff of warm air ascended to his nostrils, and there, 

curled up under the snow in a snug ball, lay Billee. He whined placatingly, squirmed and 

wriggled to show his good will and intentions, and even ventured, as a bribe for peace, to lick 

Buck’s face with his warm wet tongue. 



Another lesson. So that was the way they did it, eh? Buck confidently selected a spot, and with 

much fuss and waste effort proceeded to dig a hole for himself. In a trice the heat from his body 

filled the confined space and he was asleep. The day had been long and arduous, and he slept 

soundly and comfortably, though he growled and barked and wrestled with bad dreams. 

Nor did he open his eyes till roused by the noises of the waking camp. At first he did not know 

where he was. It had snowed during the night and he was completely buried. The snow walls 

pressed him on every side, and a great surge of fear swept through him—the fear of the wild 

thing for the trap. It was a token that he was harking back through his own life to the lives of his 

forebears; for he was a civilized dog, an unduly civilized dog, and of his own experience knew 

no trap and so could not of himself fear it. The muscles of his whole body contracted 

spasmodically and instinctively, the hair on his neck and shoulders stood on end, and with a 

ferocious snarl he bounded straight up into the blinding day, the snow flying about him in a 

flashing cloud. Ere he landed on his feet, he saw the white camp spread out before him and knew 

where he was and remembered all that had passed from the time he went for a stroll with Manuel 

to the hole he had dug for himself the night before. 

A shout from François hailed his appearance. “Wot I say?” the dog-driver cried to Perrault. 

“Dat Buck for sure learn queek as anyt’ing.” 

Perrault nodded gravely. As courier for the Canadian Government, bearing important 

despatches, he was anxious to secure the best dogs, and he was particularly gladdened by the 

possession of Buck. 

Three more huskies were added to the team inside an hour, making a total of nine, and before 

another quarter of an hour had passed they were in harness and swinging up the trail toward the 

Dyea Cañon. Buck was glad to be gone, and though the work was hard he found he did not 

particularly despise it. He was surprised at the eagerness which animated the whole team and 

which was communicated to him; but still more surprising was the change wrought in Dave and 

Sol-leks. They were new dogs, utterly transformed by the harness. All passiveness and 

unconcern had dropped from them. They were alert and active, anxious that the work should go 

well, and fiercely irritable with whatever, by delay or confusion, retarded that work. The toil of 

the traces seemed the supreme expression of their being, and all that they lived for and the only 

thing in which they took delight. 

Dave was wheeler or sled dog, pulling in front of him was Buck, then came Sol-leks; the rest 

of the team was strung out ahead, single file, to the leader, which position was filled by Spitz. 

Buck had been purposely placed between Dave and Sol-leks so that he might receive 

instruction. Apt scholar that he was, they were equally apt teachers, never allowing him to linger 

long in error, and enforcing their teaching with their sharp teeth. Dave was fair and very wise. He 

never nipped Buck without cause, and he never failed to nip him when he stood in need of it. As 

François’s whip backed him up, Buck found it to be cheaper to mend his ways than to retaliate. 

Once, during a brief halt, when he got tangled in the traces and delayed the start, both Dave and 

Sol-leks flew at him and administered a sound trouncing. The resulting tangle was even worse, 

but Buck took good care to keep the traces clear thereafter; and ere the day was done, so well had 

he mastered his work, his mates about ceased nagging him. François’s whip snapped less 

frequently, and Perrault even honored Buck by lifting up his feet and carefully examining them. 

It was a hard day’s run, up the Cañon, through Sheep Camp, past the Scales and the timber 

line, across glaciers and snowdrifts hundreds of feet deep, and over the great Chilcoot Divide, 

which stands between the salt water and the fresh and guards forbiddingly the sad and lonely 



North. They made good time down the chain of lakes which fills the craters of extinct volcanoes, 

and late that night pulled into the huge camp at the head of Lake Bennett, where thousands of 

goldseekers were building boats against the break-up of the ice in the spring. Buck made his hole 

in the snow and slept the sleep of the exhausted just, but all too early was routed out in the cold 

darkness and harnessed with his mates to the sled. 

That day they made forty miles, the trail being packed; but the next day, and for many days to 

follow, they broke their own trail, worked harder, and made poorer time. As a rule, Perrault 

travelled ahead of the team, packing the snow with webbed shoes to make it easier for them. 

François, guiding the sled at the gee-pole, sometimes exchanged places with him, but not often. 

Perrault was in a hurry, and he prided himself on his knowledge of ice, which knowledge was 

indispensable, for the fall ice was very thin, and where there was swift water, there was no ice at 

all. 

Day after day, for days unending, Buck toiled in the traces. Always, they broke camp in the 

dark, and the first gray of dawn found them hitting the trail with fresh miles reeled off behind 

them. And always they pitched camp after dark, eating their bit of fish, and crawling to sleep into 

the snow. Buck was ravenous. The pound and a half of sun-dried salmon, which was his ration 

for each day, seemed to go nowhere. He never had enough, and suffered from perpetual hunger 

pangs. Yet the other dogs, because they weighed less and were born to the life, received a pound 

only of the fish and managed to keep in good condition. 

He swiftly lost the fastidiousness which had characterized his old life. A dainty eater, he found 

that his mates, finishing first, robbed him of his unfinished ration. There was no defending it. 

While he was fighting off two or three, it was disappearing down the throats of the others. To 

remedy this, he ate as fast as they; and, so greatly did hunger compel him, he was not above 

taking what did not belong to him. He watched and learned. When he saw Pike, one of the new 

dogs, a clever malingerer and thief, slyly steal a slice of bacon when Perrault’s back was turned, 

he duplicated the performance the following day, getting away with the whole chunk. A great 

uproar was raised, but he was unsuspected; while Dub, an awkward blunderer who was always 

getting caught, was punished for Buck’s misdeed. 

This first theft marked Buck as fit to survive in the hostile Northland environment. It marked 

his adaptability, his capacity to adjust himself to changing conditions, the lack of which would 

have meant swift and terrible death. It marked, further, the decay or going to pieces of his moral 

nature, a vain thing and a handicap in the ruthless struggle for existence. It was all well enough 

in the Southland, under the law of love and fellowship, to respect private property and personal 

feelings; but in the Northland, under the law of club and fang, whoso took such things into 

account was a fool, and in so far as he observed them he would fail to prosper. 

Not that Buck reasoned it out. He was fit, that was all, and unconsciously he accommodated 

himself to the new mode of life. All his days, no matter what the odds, he had never run from a 

fight. But the club of the man in the red sweater had beaten into him a more fundamental and 

primitive code. Civilized, he could have died for a moral consideration, say the defence of Judge 

Miller’s riding-whip; but the completeness of his decivilization was now evidenced by his ability 

to flee from the defence of a moral consideration and so save his hide. He did not steal for joy of 

it, but because of the clamor of his stomach. He did not rob openly, but stole secretly and 

cunningly, out of respect for club and fang. In short, the things he did were done because it was 

easier to do them than not to do them. 



His development (or retrogression) was rapid. His muscles became hard as iron, and he grew 

callous to all ordinary pain. He achieved an internal as well as external economy. He could eat 

anything, no matter how loathsome or indigestible; and, once eaten, the juices of his stomach 

extracted the last least particle of nutriment; and his blood carried it to the farthest reaches of his 

body, building it into the toughest and stoutest of tissues. Sight and scent became remarkably 

keen, while his hearing developed such acuteness that in his sleep he heard the faintest sound and 

knew whether it heralded peace or peril. He learned to bite the ice out with his teeth when it 

collected between his toes; and when he was thirsty and there was a thick scum of ice over the 

water hole, he would break it by rearing and striking it with stiff fore legs. His most conspicuous 

trait was an ability to scent the wind and forecast it a night in advance. No matter how breathless 

the air when he dug his nest by tree or bank, the wind that later blew inevitably found him to 

leeward, sheltered and snug. 

And not only did he learn by experience, but instincts long dead became alive again. The 

domesticated generations fell from him. In vague ways he remembered back to the youth of the 

breed, to the time the wild dogs ranged in packs through the primeval forest and killed their meat 

as they ran it down. It was no task for him to learn to fight with cut and slash and the quick wolf 

snap. In this manner had fought forgotten ancestors. They quickened the old life within him, and 

the old tricks which they had stamped into the heredity of the breed were his tricks. They came 

to him without effort or discovery, as though they had been his always. And when, on the still 

cold nights, he pointed his nose at a star and howled long and wolflike, it was his ancestors, dead 

and dust, pointing nose at star and howling down through the centuries and through him. And his 

cadences were their cadences, the cadences which voiced their woe and what to them was the 

meaning of the stiffness, and the cold, and dark. 

Thus, as token of what a puppet thing life is, the ancient song surged through him and he came 

into his own again; and he came because men had found a yellow metal in the North, and 

because Manuel was a gardener’s helper whose wages did not lap over the needs of his wife and 

divers small copies of himself. 

  



Chapter III. The Dominant Primordial Beast 

The dominant primordial beast was strong in Buck, and under the fierce conditions of trail life 

it grew and grew. Yet it was a secret growth. His newborn cunning gave him poise and control. 

He was too busy adjusting himself to the new life to feel at ease, and not only did he not pick 

fights, but he avoided them whenever possible. A certain deliberateness characterized his 

attitude. He was not prone to rashness and precipitate action; and in the bitter hatred between 

him and Spitz he betrayed no impatience, shunned all offensive acts. 

On the other hand, possibly because he divined in Buck a dangerous rival, Spitz never lost an 

opportunity of showing his teeth. He even went out of his way to bully Buck, striving constantly 

to start the fight which could end only in the death of one or the other. Early in the trip this might 

have taken place had it not been for an unwonted accident. At the end of this day they made a 

bleak and miserable camp on the shore of Lake Le Barge. Driving snow, a wind that cut like a 

white-hot knife, and darkness had forced them to grope for a camping place. They could hardly 

have fared worse. At their backs rose a perpendicular wall of rock, and Perrault and François 

were compelled to make their fire and spread their sleeping robes on the ice of the lake itself. 

The tent they had discarded at Dyea in order to travel light. A few sticks of driftwood furnished 

them with a fire that thawed down through the ice and left them to eat supper in the dark. 

Close in under the sheltering rock Buck made his nest. So snug and warm was it, that he was 

loath to leave it when François distributed the fish which he had first thawed over the fire. But 

when Buck finished his ration and returned, he found his nest occupied. A warning snarl told him 

that the trespasser was Spitz. Till now Buck had avoided trouble with his enemy, but this was too 

much. The beast in him roared. He sprang upon Spitz with a fury which surprised them both, and 

Spitz particularly, for his whole experience with Buck had gone to teach him that his rival was an 

unusually timid dog, who managed to hold his own only because of his great weight and size. 

François was surprised, too, when they shot out in a tangle from the disrupted nest and he 

divined the cause of the trouble. “A-a-ah!” he cried to Buck. “Gif it to heem, by Gar! Gif it to 

heem, the dirty t’eef!” 

Spitz was equally willing. He was crying with sheer rage and eagerness as he circled back and 

forth for a chance to spring in. Buck was no less eager, and no less cautious, as he likewise 

circled back and forth for the advantage. But it was then that the unexpected happened, the thing 

which projected their struggle for supremacy far into the future, past many a weary mile of trail 

and toil. 

An oath from Perrault, the resounding impact of a club upon a bony frame, and a shrill yelp of 

pain, heralded the breaking forth of pandemonium. The camp was suddenly discovered to be 

alive with skulking furry forms,—starving huskies, four or five score of them, who had scented 

the camp from some Indian village. They had crept in while Buck and Spitz were fighting, and 

when the two men sprang among them with stout clubs they showed their teeth and fought back. 

They were crazed by the smell of the food. Perrault found one with head buried in the grub-box. 

His club landed heavily on the gaunt ribs, and the grub-box was capsized on the ground. On the 

instant a score of the famished brutes were scrambling for the bread and bacon. The clubs fell 

upon them unheeded. They yelped and howled under the rain of blows, but struggled none the 

less madly till the last crumb had been devoured. 

In the meantime the astonished team-dogs had burst out of their nests only to be set upon by 

the fierce invaders. Never had Buck seen such dogs. It seemed as though their bones would burst 



through their skins. They were mere skeletons, draped loosely in draggled hides, with blazing 

eyes and slavered fangs. But the hunger-madness made them terrifying, irresistible. There was no 

opposing them. The team-dogs were swept back against the cliff at the first onset. Buck was 

beset by three huskies, and in a trice his head and shoulders were ripped and slashed. The din 

was frightful. Billee was crying as usual. Dave and Sol-leks, dripping blood from a score of 

wounds, were fighting bravely side by side. Joe was snapping like a demon. Once, his teeth 

closed on the fore leg of a husky, and he crunched down through the bone. Pike, the malingerer, 

leaped upon the crippled animal, breaking its neck with a quick flash of teeth and a jerk, Buck 

got a frothing adversary by the throat, and was sprayed with blood when his teeth sank through 

the jugular. The warm taste of it in his mouth goaded him to greater fierceness. He flung himself 

upon another, and at the same time felt teeth sink into his own throat. It was Spitz, treacherously 

attacking from the side. 

Perrault and François, having cleaned out their part of the camp, hurried to save their sled-

dogs. The wild wave of famished beasts rolled back before them, and Buck shook himself free. 

But it was only for a moment. The two men were compelled to run back to save the grub, upon 

which the huskies returned to the attack on the team. Billee, terrified into bravery, sprang 

through the savage circle and fled away over the ice. Pike and Dub followed on his heels, with 

the rest of the team behind. As Buck drew himself together to spring after them, out of the tail of 

his eye he saw Spitz rush upon him with the evident intention of overthrowing him. Once off his 

feet and under that mass of huskies, there was no hope for him. But he braced himself to the 

shock of Spitz’s charge, then joined the flight out on the lake. 

Later, the nine team-dogs gathered together and sought shelter in the forest. Though 

unpursued, they were in a sorry plight. There was not one who was not wounded in four or five 

places, while some were wounded grievously. Dub was badly injured in a hind leg; Dolly, the 

last husky added to the team at Dyea, had a badly torn throat; Joe had lost an eye; while Billee, 

the good-natured, with an ear chewed and rent to ribbons, cried and whimpered throughout the 

night. At daybreak they limped warily back to camp, to find the marauders gone and the two men 

in bad tempers. Fully half their grub supply was gone. The huskies had chewed through the sled 

lashings and canvas coverings. In fact, nothing, no matter how remotely eatable, had escaped 

them. They had eaten a pair of Perrault’s moose-hide moccasins, chunks out of the leather traces, 

and even two feet of lash from the end of François’s whip. He broke from a mournful 

contemplation of it to look over his wounded dogs. 

“Ah, my frien’s,” he said softly, “mebbe it mek you mad dog, dose many bites. Mebbe all mad 

dog, sacredam! Wot you t’ink, eh, Perrault?” 

The courier shook his head dubiously. With four hundred miles of trail still between him and 

Dawson, he could ill afford to have madness break out among his dogs. Two hours of cursing 

and exertion got the harnesses into shape, and the wound-stiffened team was under way, 

struggling painfully over the hardest part of the trail they had yet encountered, and for that 

matter, the hardest between them and Dawson. 

The Thirty Mile River was wide open. Its wild water defied the frost, and it was in the eddies 

only and in the quiet places that the ice held at all. Six days of exhausting toil were required to 

cover those thirty terrible miles. And terrible they were, for every foot of them was accomplished 

at the risk of life to dog and man. A dozen times, Perrault, nosing the way broke through the ice 

bridges, being saved by the long pole he carried, which he so held that it fell each time across the 



hole made by his body. But a cold snap was on, the thermometer registering fifty below zero, and 

each time he broke through he was compelled for very life to build a fire and dry his garments. 

Nothing daunted him. It was because nothing daunted him that he had been chosen for 

government courier. He took all manner of risks, resolutely thrusting his little weazened face into 

the frost and struggling on from dim dawn to dark. He skirted the frowning shores on rim ice that 

bent and crackled under foot and upon which they dared not halt. Once, the sled broke through, 

with Dave and Buck, and they were half-frozen and all but drowned by the time they were 

dragged out. The usual fire was necessary to save them. They were coated solidly with ice, and 

the two men kept them on the run around the fire, sweating and thawing, so close that they were 

singed by the flames. 

At another time Spitz went through, dragging the whole team after him up to Buck, who 

strained backward with all his strength, his fore paws on the slippery edge and the ice quivering 

and snapping all around. But behind him was Dave, likewise straining backward, and behind the 

sled was François, pulling till his tendons cracked. 

Again, the rim ice broke away before and behind, and there was no escape except up the cliff. 

Perrault scaled it by a miracle, while François prayed for just that miracle; and with every thong 

and sled lashing and the last bit of harness rove into a long rope, the dogs were hoisted, one by 

one, to the cliff crest. François came up last, after the sled and load. Then came the search for a 

place to descend, which descent was ultimately made by the aid of the rope, and night found 

them back on the river with a quarter of a mile to the day’s credit. 

By the time they made the Hootalinqua and good ice, Buck was played out. The rest of the 

dogs were in like condition; but Perrault, to make up lost time, pushed them late and early. The 

first day they covered thirty-five miles to the Big Salmon; the next day thirty-five more to the 

Little Salmon; the third day forty miles, which brought them well up toward the Five Fingers. 

Buck’s feet were not so compact and hard as the feet of the huskies. His had softened during 

the many generations since the day his last wild ancestor was tamed by a cave-dweller or river 

man. All day long he limped in agony, and camp once made, lay down like a dead dog. Hungry 

as he was, he would not move to receive his ration of fish, which François had to bring to him. 

Also, the dog-driver rubbed Buck’s feet for half an hour each night after supper, and sacrificed 

the tops of his own moccasins to make four moccasins for Buck. This was a great relief, and 

Buck caused even the weazened face of Perrault to twist itself into a grin one morning, when 

François forgot the moccasins and Buck lay on his back, his four feet waving appealingly in the 

air, and refused to budge without them. Later his feet grew hard to the trail, and the worn-out 

foot-gear was thrown away. 

At the Pelly one morning, as they were harnessing up, Dolly, who had never been conspicuous 

for anything, went suddenly mad. She announced her condition by a long, heartbreaking wolf 

howl that sent every dog bristling with fear, then sprang straight for Buck. He had never seen a 

dog go mad, nor did he have any reason to fear madness; yet he knew that here was horror, and 

fled away from it in a panic. Straight away he raced, with Dolly, panting and frothing, one leap 

behind; nor could she gain on him, so great was his terror, nor could he leave her, so great was 

her madness. He plunged through the wooded breast of the island, flew down to the lower end, 

crossed a back channel filled with rough ice to another island, gained a third island, curved back 

to the main river, and in desperation started to cross it. And all the time, though he did not look, 

he could hear her snarling just one leap behind. François called to him a quarter of a mile away 

and he doubled back, still one leap ahead, gasping painfully for air and putting all his faith in that 



François would save him. The dog-driver held the axe poised in his hand, and as Buck shot past 

him the axe crashed down upon mad Dolly’s head. 

Buck staggered over against the sled, exhausted, sobbing for breath, helpless. This was Spitz’s 

opportunity. He sprang upon Buck, and twice his teeth sank into his unresisting foe and ripped 

and tore the flesh to the bone. Then François’s lash descended, and Buck had the satisfaction of 

watching Spitz receive the worst whipping as yet administered to any of the teams. 

“One devil, dat Spitz,” remarked Perrault. “Some dam day heem keel dat Buck.” 

“Dat Buck two devils,” was François’s rejoinder. “All de tam I watch dat Buck I know for 

sure. Lissen: some dam fine day heem get mad lak hell an’ den heem chew dat Spitz all up an’ 

spit heem out on de snow. Sure. I know.” 

From then on it was war between them. Spitz, as lead-dog and acknowledged master of the 

team, felt his supremacy threatened by this strange Southland dog. And strange Buck was to him, 

for of the many Southland dogs he had known, not one had shown up worthily in camp and on 

trail. They were all too soft, dying under the toil, the frost, and starvation. Buck was the 

exception. He alone endured and prospered, matching the husky in strength, savagery, and 

cunning. Then he was a masterful dog, and what made him dangerous was the fact that the club 

of the man in the red sweater had knocked all blind pluck and rashness out of his desire for 

mastery. He was preeminently cunning, and could bide his time with a patience that was nothing 

less than primitive. 

It was inevitable that the clash for leadership should come. Buck wanted it. He wanted it 

because it was his nature, because he had been gripped tight by that nameless, incomprehensible 

pride of the trail and trace—that pride which holds dogs in the toil to the last gasp, which lures 

them to die joyfully in the harness, and breaks their hearts if they are cut out of the harness. This 

was the pride of Dave as wheel-dog, of Sol-leks as he pulled with all his strength; the pride that 

laid hold of them at break of camp, transforming them from sour and sullen brutes into straining, 

eager, ambitious creatures; the pride that spurred them on all day and dropped them at pitch of 

camp at night, letting them fall back into gloomy unrest and uncontent. This was the pride that 

bore up Spitz and made him thrash the sled-dogs who blundered and shirked in the traces or hid 

away at harness-up time in the morning. Likewise it was this pride that made him fear Buck as a 

possible lead-dog. And this was Buck’s pride, too. 

He openly threatened the other’s leadership. He came between him and the shirks he should 

have punished. And he did it deliberately. One night there was a heavy snowfall, and in the 

morning Pike, the malingerer, did not appear. He was securely hidden in his nest under a foot of 

snow. François called him and sought him in vain. Spitz was wild with wrath. He raged through 

the camp, smelling and digging in every likely place, snarling so frightfully that Pike heard and 

shivered in his hiding-place. 

But when he was at last unearthed, and Spitz flew at him to punish him, Buck flew, with equal 

rage, in between. So unexpected was it, and so shrewdly managed, that Spitz was hurled 

backward and off his feet. Pike, who had been trembling abjectly, took heart at this open mutiny, 

and sprang upon his overthrown leader. Buck, to whom fair play was a forgotten code, likewise 

sprang upon Spitz. But François, chuckling at the incident while unswerving in the 

administration of justice, brought his lash down upon Buck with all his might. This failed to 

drive Buck from his prostrate rival, and the butt of the whip was brought into play. Half-stunned 

by the blow, Buck was knocked backward and the lash laid upon him again and again, while 

Spitz soundly punished the many times offending Pike. 



In the days that followed, as Dawson grew closer and closer, Buck still continued to interfere 

between Spitz and the culprits; but he did it craftily, when François was not around, With the 

covert mutiny of Buck, a general insubordination sprang up and increased. Dave and Sol-leks 

were unaffected, but the rest of the team went from bad to worse. Things no longer went right. 

There was continual bickering and jangling. Trouble was always afoot, and at the bottom of it 

was Buck. He kept François busy, for the dog-driver was in constant apprehension of the life-

and-death struggle between the two which he knew must take place sooner or later; and on more 

than one night the sounds of quarrelling and strife among the other dogs turned him out of his 

sleeping robe, fearful that Buck and Spitz were at it. 

But the opportunity did not present itself, and they pulled into Dawson one dreary afternoon 

with the great fight still to come. Here were many men, and countless dogs, and Buck found 

them all at work. It seemed the ordained order of things that dogs should work. All day they 

swung up and down the main street in long teams, and in the night their jingling bells still went 

by. They hauled cabin logs and firewood, freighted up to the mines, and did all manner of work 

that horses did in the Santa Clara Valley. Here and there Buck met Southland dogs, but in the 

main they were the wild wolf husky breed. Every night, regularly, at nine, at twelve, at three, 

they lifted a nocturnal song, a weird and eerie chant, in which it was Buck’s delight to join. 

With the aurora borealis flaming coldly overhead, or the stars leaping in the frost dance, and 

the land numb and frozen under its pall of snow, this song of the huskies might have been the 

defiance of life, only it was pitched in minor key, with long-drawn wailings and half-sobs, and 

was more the pleading of life, the articulate travail of existence. It was an old song, old as the 

breed itself—one of the first songs of the younger world in a day when songs were sad. It was 

invested with the woe of unnumbered generations, this plaint by which Buck was so strangely 

stirred. When he moaned and sobbed, it was with the pain of living that was of old the pain of his 

wild fathers, and the fear and mystery of the cold and dark that was to them fear and mystery. 

And that he should be stirred by it marked the completeness with which he harked back through 

the ages of fire and roof to the raw beginnings of life in the howling ages. 

Seven days from the time they pulled into Dawson, they dropped down the steep bank by the 

Barracks to the Yukon Trail, and pulled for Dyea and Salt Water. Perrault was carrying 

despatches if anything more urgent than those he had brought in; also, the travel pride had 

gripped him, and he purposed to make the record trip of the year. Several things favored him in 

this. The week’s rest had recuperated the dogs and put them in thorough trim. The trail they had 

broken into the country was packed hard by later journeyers. And further, the police had 

arranged in two or three places deposits of grub for dog and man, and he was travelling light. 

They made Sixty Mile, which is a fifty-mile run, on the first day; and the second day saw them 

booming up the Yukon well on their way to Pelly. But such splendid running was achieved not 

without great trouble and vexation on the part of François. The insidious revolt led by Buck had 

destroyed the solidarity of the team. It no longer was as one dog leaping in the traces. The 

encouragement Buck gave the rebels led them into all kinds of petty misdemeanors. No more 

was Spitz a leader greatly to be feared. The old awe departed, and they grew equal to challenging 

his authority. Pike robbed him of half a fish one night, and gulped it down under the protection 

of Buck. Another night Dub and Joe fought Spitz and made him forego the punishment they 

deserved. And even Billee, the good-natured, was less good-natured, and whined not half so 

placatingly as in former days. Buck never came near Spitz without snarling and bristling 

menacingly. In fact, his conduct approached that of a bully, and he was given to swaggering up 

and down before Spitz’s very nose. 



The breaking down of discipline likewise affected the dogs in their relations with one another. 

They quarrelled and bickered more than ever among themselves, till at times the camp was a 

howling bedlam. Dave and Sol-leks alone were unaltered, though they were made irritable by the 

unending squabbling. François swore strange barbarous oaths, and stamped the snow in futile 

rage, and tore his hair. His lash was always singing among the dogs, but it was of small avail. 

Directly his back was turned they were at it again. He backed up Spitz with his whip, while Buck 

backed up the remainder of the team. François knew he was behind all the trouble, and Buck 

knew he knew; but Buck was too clever ever again to be caught red-handed. He worked 

faithfully in the harness, for the toil had become a delight to him; yet it was a greater delight 

slyly to precipitate a fight amongst his mates and tangle the traces. 

At the mouth of the Tahkeena, one night after supper, Dub turned up a snowshoe rabbit, 

blundered it, and missed. In a second the whole team was in full cry. A hundred yards away was 

a camp of the Northwest Police, with fifty dogs, huskies all, who joined the chase. The rabbit 

sped down the river, turned off into a small creek, up the frozen bed of which it held steadily. It 

ran lightly on the surface of the snow, while the dogs ploughed through by main strength. Buck 

led the pack, sixty strong, around bend after bend, but he could not gain. He lay down low to the 

race, whining eagerly, his splendid body flashing forward, leap by leap, in the wan white 

moonlight. And leap by leap, like some pale frost wraith, the snowshoe rabbit flashed on ahead. 

All that stirring of old instincts which at stated periods drives men out from the sounding cities 

to forest and plain to kill things by chemically propelled leaden pellets, the blood lust, the joy to 

kill—all this was Buck’s, only it was infinitely more intimate. He was ranging at the head of the 

pack, running the wild thing down, the living meat, to kill with his own teeth and wash his 

muzzle to the eyes in warm blood. 

There is an ecstasy that marks the summit of life, and beyond which life cannot rise. And such 

is the paradox of living, this ecstasy comes when one is most alive, and it comes as a complete 

forgetfulness that one is alive. This ecstasy, this forgetfulness of living, comes to the artist, 

caught up and out of himself in a sheet of flame; it comes to the soldier, war-mad on a stricken 

field and refusing quarter; and it came to Buck, leading the pack, sounding the old wolf-cry, 

straining after the food that was alive and that fled swiftly before him through the moonlight. He 

was sounding the deeps of his nature, and of the parts of his nature that were deeper than he, 

going back into the womb of Time. He was mastered by the sheer surging of life, the tidal wave 

of being, the perfect joy of each separate muscle, joint, and sinew in that it was everything that 

was not death, that it was aglow and rampant, expressing itself in movement, flying exultantly 

under the stars and over the face of dead matter that did not move. 

But Spitz, cold and calculating even in his supreme moods, left the pack and cut across a 

narrow neck of land where the creek made a long bend around. Buck did not know of this, and as 

he rounded the bend, the frost wraith of a rabbit still flitting before him, he saw another and 

larger frost wraith leap from the overhanging bank into the immediate path of the rabbit. It was 

Spitz. The rabbit could not turn, and as the white teeth broke its back in mid air it shrieked as 

loudly as a stricken man may shriek. At sound of this, the cry of Life plunging down from Life’s 

apex in the grip of Death, the full pack at Buck’s heels raised a hell’s chorus of delight. 

Buck did not cry out. He did not check himself, but drove in upon Spitz, shoulder to shoulder, 

so hard that he missed the throat. They rolled over and over in the powdery snow. Spitz gained 

his feet almost as though he had not been overthrown, slashing Buck down the shoulder and 



leaping clear. Twice his teeth clipped together, like the steel jaws of a trap, as he backed away 

for better footing, with lean and lifting lips that writhed and snarled. 

In a flash Buck knew it. The time had come. It was to the death. As they circled about, 

snarling, ears laid back, keenly watchful for the advantage, the scene came to Buck with a sense 

of familiarity. He seemed to remember it all,—the white woods, and earth, and moonlight, and 

the thrill of battle. Over the whiteness and silence brooded a ghostly calm. There was not the 

faintest whisper of air—nothing moved, not a leaf quivered, the visible breaths of the dogs rising 

slowly and lingering in the frosty air. They had made short work of the snowshoe rabbit, these 

dogs that were ill-tamed wolves; and they were now drawn up in an expectant circle. They, too, 

were silent, their eyes only gleaming and their breaths drifting slowly upward. To Buck it was 

nothing new or strange, this scene of old time. It was as though it had always been, the wonted 

way of things. 

Spitz was a practised fighter. From Spitzbergen through the Arctic, and across Canada and the 

Barrens, he had held his own with all manner of dogs and achieved to mastery over them. Bitter 

rage was his, but never blind rage. In passion to rend and destroy, he never forgot that his enemy 

was in like passion to rend and destroy. He never rushed till he was prepared to receive a rush; 

never attacked till he had first defended that attack. 

In vain Buck strove to sink his teeth in the neck of the big white dog. Wherever his fangs 

struck for the softer flesh, they were countered by the fangs of Spitz. Fang clashed fang, and lips 

were cut and bleeding, but Buck could not penetrate his enemy’s guard. Then he warmed up and 

enveloped Spitz in a whirlwind of rushes. Time and time again he tried for the snow-white 

throat, where life bubbled near to the surface, and each time and every time Spitz slashed him 

and got away. Then Buck took to rushing, as though for the throat, when, suddenly drawing back 

his head and curving in from the side, he would drive his shoulder at the shoulder of Spitz, as a 

ram by which to overthrow him. But instead, Buck’s shoulder was slashed down each time as 

Spitz leaped lightly away. 

Spitz was untouched, while Buck was streaming with blood and panting hard. The fight was 

growing desperate. And all the while the silent and wolfish circle waited to finish off whichever 

dog went down. As Buck grew winded, Spitz took to rushing, and he kept him staggering for 

footing. Once Buck went over, and the whole circle of sixty dogs started up; but he recovered 

himself, almost in mid air, and the circle sank down again and waited. 

But Buck possessed a quality that made for greatness—imagination. He fought by instinct, but 

he could fight by head as well. He rushed, as though attempting the old shoulder trick, but at the 

last instant swept low to the snow and in. His teeth closed on Spitz’s left fore leg. There was a 

crunch of breaking bone, and the white dog faced him on three legs. Thrice he tried to knock him 

over, then repeated the trick and broke the right fore leg. Despite the pain and helplessness, Spitz 

struggled madly to keep up. He saw the silent circle, with gleaming eyes, lolling tongues, and 

silvery breaths drifting upward, closing in upon him as he had seen similar circles close in upon 

beaten antagonists in the past. Only this time he was the one who was beaten. 

There was no hope for him. Buck was inexorable. Mercy was a thing reserved for gentler 

climes. He manœuvred for the final rush. The circle had tightened till he could feel the breaths of 

the huskies on his flanks. He could see them, beyond Spitz and to either side, half crouching for 

the spring, their eyes fixed upon him. A pause seemed to fall. Every animal was motionless as 

though turned to stone. Only Spitz quivered and bristled as he staggered back and forth, snarling 

with horrible menace, as though to frighten off impending death. Then Buck sprang in and out; 



but while he was in, shoulder had at last squarely met shoulder. The dark circle became a dot on 

the moon-flooded snow as Spitz disappeared from view. Buck stood and looked on, the 

successful champion, the dominant primordial beast who had made his kill and found it good. 

  



Chapter IV. Who Has Won to Mastership 

“Eh? Wot I say? I spik true w’en I say dat Buck two devils.” This was François’s speech next 

morning when he discovered Spitz missing and Buck covered with wounds. He drew him to the 

fire and by its light pointed them out. 

“Dat Spitz fight lak hell,” said Perrault, as he surveyed the gaping rips and cuts. 

“An’ dat Buck fight lak two hells,” was François’s answer. “An’ now we make good time. No 

more Spitz, no more trouble, sure.” 

While Perrault packed the camp outfit and loaded the sled, the dog-driver proceeded to 

harness the dogs. Buck trotted up to the place Spitz would have occupied as leader; but François, 

not noticing him, brought Sol-leks to the coveted position. In his judgment, Sol-leks was the best 

lead-dog left. Buck sprang upon Sol-leks in a fury, driving him back and standing in his place. 

“Eh? eh?” François cried, slapping his thighs gleefully. “Look at dat Buck. Heem keel dat 

Spitz, heem t’ink to take de job.” 

“Go ’way, Chook!” he cried, but Buck refused to budge. 

He took Buck by the scruff of the neck, and though the dog growled threateningly, dragged 

him to one side and replaced Sol-leks. The old dog did not like it, and showed plainly that he was 

afraid of Buck. François was obdurate, but when he turned his back Buck again displaced Sol-

leks, who was not at all unwilling to go. 

François was angry. “Now, by Gar, I feex you!” he cried, coming back with a heavy club in 

his hand. 

Buck remembered the man in the red sweater, and retreated slowly; nor did he attempt to 

charge in when Sol-leks was once more brought forward. But he circled just beyond the range of 

the club, snarling with bitterness and rage; and while he circled he watched the club so as to 

dodge it if thrown by François, for he was become wise in the way of clubs. The driver went 

about his work, and he called to Buck when he was ready to put him in his old place in front of 

Dave. Buck retreated two or three steps. François followed him up, whereupon he again 

retreated. After some time of this, François threw down the club, thinking that Buck feared a 

thrashing. But Buck was in open revolt. He wanted, not to escape a clubbing, but to have the 

leadership. It was his by right. He had earned it, and he would not be content with less. 

Perrault took a hand. Between them they ran him about for the better part of an hour. They 

threw clubs at him. He dodged. They cursed him, and his fathers and mothers before him, and all 

his seed to come after him down to the remotest generation, and every hair on his body and drop 

of blood in his veins; and he answered curse with snarl and kept out of their reach. He did not try 

to run away, but retreated around and around the camp, advertising plainly that when his desire 

was met, he would come in and be good. 

François sat down and scratched his head. Perrault looked at his watch and swore. Time was 

flying, and they should have been on the trail an hour gone. François scratched his head again. 

He shook it and grinned sheepishly at the courier, who shrugged his shoulders in sign that they 

were beaten. Then François went up to where Sol-leks stood and called to Buck. Buck laughed, 

as dogs laugh, yet kept his distance. François unfastened Sol-leks’s traces and put him back in 

his old place. The team stood harnessed to the sled in an unbroken line, ready for the trail. There 

was no place for Buck save at the front. Once more François called, and once more Buck 

laughed and kept away. 



“T’row down de club,” Perrault commanded. 

François complied, whereupon Buck trotted in, laughing triumphantly, and swung around into 

position at the head of the team. His traces were fastened, the sled broken out, and with both men 

running they dashed out on to the river trail. 

Highly as the dog-driver had forevalued Buck, with his two devils, he found, while the day 

was yet young, that he had undervalued. At a bound Buck took up the duties of leadership; and 

where judgment was required, and quick thinking and quick acting, he showed himself the 

superior even of Spitz, of whom François had never seen an equal. 

But it was in giving the law and making his mates live up to it, that Buck excelled. Dave and 

Sol-leks did not mind the change in leadership. It was none of their business. Their business was 

to toil, and toil mightily, in the traces. So long as that were not interfered with, they did not care 

what happened. Billee, the good-natured, could lead for all they cared, so long as he kept order. 

The rest of the team, however, had grown unruly during the last days of Spitz, and their surprise 

was great now that Buck proceeded to lick them into shape. 

Pike, who pulled at Buck’s heels, and who never put an ounce more of his weight against the 

breast-band than he was compelled to do, was swiftly and repeatedly shaken for loafing; and ere 

the first day was done he was pulling more than ever before in his life. The first night in camp, 

Joe, the sour one, was punished roundly—a thing that Spitz had never succeeded in doing. Buck 

simply smothered him by virtue of superior weight, and cut him up till he ceased snapping and 

began to whine for mercy. 

The general tone of the team picked up immediately. It recovered its old-time solidarity, and 

once more the dogs leaped as one dog in the traces. At the Rink Rapids two native huskies, Teek 

and Koona, were added; and the celerity with which Buck broke them in took away François’s 

breath. 

“Nevaire such a dog as dat Buck!” he cried. “No, nevaire! Heem worth one t’ousan’ dollair, 

by Gar! Eh? Wot you say, Perrault?” 

And Perrault nodded. He was ahead of the record then, and gaining day by day. The trail was 

in excellent condition, well packed and hard, and there was no new-fallen snow with which to 

contend. It was not too cold. The temperature dropped to fifty below zero and remained there the 

whole trip. The men rode and ran by turn, and the dogs were kept on the jump, with but 

infrequent stoppages. 

The Thirty Mile River was comparatively coated with ice, and they covered in one day going 

out what had taken them ten days coming in. In one run they made a sixty-mile dash from the 

foot of Lake Le Barge to the White Horse Rapids. Across Marsh, Tagish, and Bennett (seventy 

miles of lakes), they flew so fast that the man whose turn it was to run towed behind the sled at 

the end of a rope. And on the last night of the second week they topped White Pass and dropped 

down the sea slope with the lights of Skaguay and of the shipping at their feet. 

It was a record run. Each day for fourteen days they had averaged forty miles. For three days 

Perrault and François threw chests up and down the main street of Skaguay and were deluged 

with invitations to drink, while the team was the constant centre of a worshipful crowd of dog-

busters and mushers. Then three or four western bad men aspired to clean out the town, were 

riddled like pepper-boxes for their pains, and public interest turned to other idols. Next came 

official orders. François called Buck to him, threw his arms around him, wept over him. And that 

was the last of François and Perrault. Like other men, they passed out of Buck’s life for good. 



A Scotch half-breed took charge of him and his mates, and in company with a dozen other 

dog-teams he started back over the weary trail to Dawson. It was no light running now, nor 

record time, but heavy toil each day, with a heavy load behind; for this was the mail train, 

carrying word from the world to the men who sought gold under the shadow of the Pole. 

Buck did not like it, but he bore up well to the work, taking pride in it after the manner of 

Dave and Sol-leks, and seeing that his mates, whether they prided in it or not, did their fair share. 

It was a monotonous life, operating with machine-like regularity. One day was very like another. 

At a certain time each morning the cooks turned out, fires were built, and breakfast was eaten. 

Then, while some broke camp, others harnessed the dogs, and they were under way an hour or so 

before the darkness fell which gave warning of dawn. At night, camp was made. Some pitched 

the flies, others cut firewood and pine boughs for the beds, and still others carried water or ice 

for the cooks. Also, the dogs were fed. To them, this was the one feature of the day, though it 

was good to loaf around, after the fish was eaten, for an hour or so with the other dogs, of which 

there were fivescore and odd. There were fierce fighters among them, but three battles with the 

fiercest brought Buck to mastery, so that when he bristled and showed his teeth they got out of 

his way. 

Best of all, perhaps, he loved to lie near the fire, hind legs crouched under him, fore legs 

stretched out in front, head raised, and eyes blinking dreamily at the flames. Sometimes he 

thought of Judge Miller’s big house in the sun-kissed Santa Clara Valley, and of the cement 

swimming-tank, and Ysabel, the Mexican hairless, and Toots, the Japanese pug; but oftener he 

remembered the man in the red sweater, the death of Curly, the great fight with Spitz, and the 

good things he had eaten or would like to eat. He was not homesick. The Sunland was very dim 

and distant, and such memories had no power over him. Far more potent were the memories of 

his heredity that gave things he had never seen before a seeming familiarity; the instincts (which 

were but the memories of his ancestors become habits) which had lapsed in later days, and still 

later, in him, quickened and become alive again. 

Sometimes as he crouched there, blinking dreamily at the flames, it seemed that the flames 

were of another fire, and that as he crouched by this other fire he saw another and different man 

from the half-breed cook before him. This other man was shorter of leg and longer of arm, with 

muscles that were stringy and knotty rather than rounded and swelling. The hair of this man was 

long and matted, and his head slanted back under it from the eyes. He uttered strange sounds, and 

seemed very much afraid of the darkness, into which he peered continually, clutching in his 

hand, which hung midway between knee and foot, a stick with a heavy stone made fast to the 

end. He was all but naked, a ragged and fire-scorched skin hanging part way down his back, but 

on his body there was much hair. In some places, across the chest and shoulders and down the 

outside of the arms and thighs, it was matted into almost a thick fur. He did not stand erect, but 

with trunk inclined forward from the hips, on legs that bent at the knees. About his body there 

was a peculiar springiness, or resiliency, almost catlike, and a quick alertness as of one who lived 

in perpetual fear of things seen and unseen. 

At other times this hairy man squatted by the fire with head between his legs and slept. On 

such occasions his elbows were on his knees, his hands clasped above his head as though to shed 

rain by the hairy arms. And beyond that fire, in the circling darkness, Buck could see many 

gleaming coals, two by two, always two by two, which he knew to be the eyes of great beasts of 

prey. And he could hear the crashing of their bodies through the undergrowth, and the noises 

they made in the night. And dreaming there by the Yukon bank, with lazy eyes blinking at the 

fire, these sounds and sights of another world would make the hair to rise along his back and 



stand on end across his shoulders and up his neck, till he whimpered low and suppressedly, or 

growled softly, and the half-breed cook shouted at him, “Hey, you Buck, wake up!” Whereupon 

the other world would vanish and the real world come into his eyes, and he would get up and 

yawn and stretch as though he had been asleep. 

It was a hard trip, with the mail behind them, and the heavy work wore them down. They were 

short of weight and in poor condition when they made Dawson, and should have had a ten days’ 

or a week’s rest at least. But in two days’ time they dropped down the Yukon bank from the 

Barracks, loaded with letters for the outside. The dogs were tired, the drivers grumbling, and to 

make matters worse, it snowed every day. This meant a soft trail, greater friction on the runners, 

and heavier pulling for the dogs; yet the drivers were fair through it all, and did their best for the 

animals. 

Each night the dogs were attended to first. They ate before the drivers ate, and no man sought 

his sleeping-robe till he had seen to the feet of the dogs he drove. Still, their strength went down. 

Since the beginning of the winter they had travelled eighteen hundred miles, dragging sleds the 

whole weary distance; and eighteen hundred miles will tell upon life of the toughest. Buck stood 

it, keeping his mates up to their work and maintaining discipline, though he, too, was very tired. 

Billee cried and whimpered regularly in his sleep each night. Joe was sourer than ever, and Sol-

leks was unapproachable, blind side or other side. 

But it was Dave who suffered most of all. Something had gone wrong with him. He became 

more morose and irritable, and when camp was pitched at once made his nest, where his driver 

fed him. Once out of the harness and down, he did not get on his feet again till harness-up time in 

the morning. Sometimes, in the traces, when jerked by a sudden stoppage of the sled, or by 

straining to start it, he would cry out with pain. The driver examined him, but could find nothing. 

All the drivers became interested in his case. They talked it over at meal-time, and over their last 

pipes before going to bed, and one night they held a consultation. He was brought from his nest 

to the fire and was pressed and prodded till he cried out many times. Something was wrong 

inside, but they could locate no broken bones, could not make it out. 

By the time Cassiar Bar was reached, he was so weak that he was falling repeatedly in the 

traces. The Scotch half-breed called a halt and took him out of the team, making the next dog, 

Sol-leks, fast to the sled. His intention was to rest Dave, letting him run free behind the sled. Sick 

as he was, Dave resented being taken out, grunting and growling while the traces were 

unfastened, and whimpering broken-heartedly when he saw Sol-leks in the position he had held 

and served so long. For the pride of trace and trail was his, and, sick unto death, he could not 

bear that another dog should do his work. 

When the sled started, he floundered in the soft snow alongside the beaten trail, attacking Sol-

leks with his teeth, rushing against him and trying to thrust him off into the soft snow on the 

other side, striving to leap inside his traces and get between him and the sled, and all the while 

whining and yelping and crying with grief and pain. The half-breed tried to drive him away with 

the whip; but he paid no heed to the stinging lash, and the man had not the heart to strike harder. 

Dave refused to run quietly on the trail behind the sled, where the going was easy, but continued 

to flounder alongside in the soft snow, where the going was most difficult, till exhausted. Then 

he fell, and lay where he fell, howling lugubriously as the long train of sleds churned by. 

With the last remnant of his strength he managed to stagger along behind till the train made 

another stop, when he floundered past the sleds to his own, where he stood alongside Sol-leks. 

His driver lingered a moment to get a light for his pipe from the man behind. Then he returned 



and started his dogs. They swung out on the trail with remarkable lack of exertion, turned their 

heads uneasily, and stopped in surprise. The driver was surprised, too; the sled had not moved. 

He called his comrades to witness the sight. Dave had bitten through both of Sol-leks’s traces, 

and was standing directly in front of the sled in his proper place. 

He pleaded with his eyes to remain there. The driver was perplexed. His comrades talked of 

how a dog could break its heart through being denied the work that killed it, and recalled 

instances they had known, where dogs, too old for the toil, or injured, had died because they 

were cut out of the traces. Also, they held it a mercy, since Dave was to die anyway, that he 

should die in the traces, heart-easy and content. So he was harnessed in again, and proudly he 

pulled as of old, though more than once he cried out involuntarily from the bite of his inward 

hurt. Several times he fell down and was dragged in the traces, and once the sled ran upon him so 

that he limped thereafter in one of his hind legs. 

But he held out till camp was reached, when his driver made a place for him by the fire. 

Morning found him too weak to travel. At harness-up time he tried to crawl to his driver. By 

convulsive efforts he got on his feet, staggered, and fell. Then he wormed his way forward 

slowly toward where the harnesses were being put on his mates. He would advance his fore legs 

and drag up his body with a sort of hitching movement, when he would advance his fore legs and 

hitch ahead again for a few more inches. His strength left him, and the last his mates saw of him 

he lay gasping in the snow and yearning toward them. But they could hear him mournfully 

howling till they passed out of sight behind a belt of river timber. 

Here the train was halted. The Scotch half-breed slowly retraced his steps to the camp they 

had left. The men ceased talking. A revolver-shot rang out. The man came back hurriedly. The 

whips snapped, the bells tinkled merrily, the sleds churned along the trail; but Buck knew, and 

every dog knew, what had taken place behind the belt of river trees. 

  



Chapter V. The Toil of Trace and Trail 

Thirty days from the time it left Dawson, the Salt Water Mail, with Buck and his mates at the 

fore, arrived at Skaguay. They were in a wretched state, worn out and worn down. Buck’s one 

hundred and forty pounds had dwindled to one hundred and fifteen. The rest of his mates, though 

lighter dogs, had relatively lost more weight than he. Pike, the malingerer, who, in his lifetime of 

deceit, had often successfully feigned a hurt leg, was now limping in earnest. Sol-leks was 

limping, and Dub was suffering from a wrenched shoulder-blade. 

They were all terribly footsore. No spring or rebound was left in them. Their feet fell heavily 

on the trail, jarring their bodies and doubling the fatigue of a day’s travel. There was nothing the 

matter with them except that they were dead tired. It was not the dead-tiredness that comes 

through brief and excessive effort, from which recovery is a matter of hours; but it was the dead-

tiredness that comes through the slow and prolonged strength drainage of months of toil. There 

was no power of recuperation left, no reserve strength to call upon. It had been all used, the last 

least bit of it. Every muscle, every fibre, every cell, was tired, dead tired. And there was reason 

for it. In less than five months they had travelled twenty-five hundred miles, during the last 

eighteen hundred of which they had had but five days’ rest. When they arrived at Skaguay they 

were apparently on their last legs. They could barely keep the traces taut, and on the down grades 

just managed to keep out of the way of the sled. 

“Mush on, poor sore feets,” the driver encouraged them as they tottered down the main street 

of Skaguay. “Dis is de las’. Den we get one long res’. Eh? For sure. One bully long res’.” 

The drivers confidently expected a long stopover. Themselves, they had covered twelve 

hundred miles with two days’ rest, and in the nature of reason and common justice they deserved 

an interval of loafing. But so many were the men who had rushed into the Klondike, and so many 

were the sweethearts, wives, and kin that had not rushed in, that the congested mail was taking 

on Alpine proportions; also, there were official orders. Fresh batches of Hudson Bay dogs were 

to take the places of those worthless for the trail. The worthless ones were to be got rid of, and, 

since dogs count for little against dollars, they were to be sold. 

Three days passed, by which time Buck and his mates found how really tired and weak they 

were. Then, on the morning of the fourth day, two men from the States came along and bought 

them, harness and all, for a song. The men addressed each other as “Hal” and “Charles.” Charles 

was a middle-aged, lightish-colored man, with weak and watery eyes and a mustache that twisted 

fiercely and vigorously up, giving the lie to the limply drooping lip it concealed. Hal was a 

youngster of nineteen or twenty, with a big Colt’s revolver and a hunting-knife strapped about 

him on a belt that fairly bristled with cartridges. This belt was the most salient thing about him. It 

advertised his callowness—a callowness sheer and unutterable. Both men were manifestly out of 

place, and why such as they should adventure the North is part of the mystery of things that 

passes understanding. 

Buck heard the chaffering, saw the money pass between the man and the Government agent, 

and knew that the Scotch half-breed and the mail-train drivers were passing out of his life on the 

heels of Perrault and François and the others who had gone before. When driven with his mates 

to the new owners’ camp, Buck saw a slipshod and slovenly affair, tent half stretched, dishes 

unwashed, everything in disorder; also, he saw a woman. “Mercedes” the men called her. She 

was Charles’s wife and Hal’s sister—a nice family party. 



Buck watched them apprehensively as they proceeded to take down the tent and load the sled. 

There was a great deal of effort about their manner, but no businesslike method. The tent was 

rolled into an awkward bundle three times as large as it should have been. The tin dishes were 

packed away unwashed. Mercedes continually fluttered in the way of her men and kept up an 

unbroken chattering of remonstrance and advice. When they put a clothes-sack on the front of 

the sled, she suggested it should go on the back; and when they had put it on the back, and 

covered it over with a couple of other bundles, she discovered overlooked articles which could 

abide nowhere else but in that very sack, and they unloaded again. 

Three men from a neighboring tent came out and looked on, grinning and winking at one 

another. 

“You’ve got a right smart load as it is,” said one of them; “and it’s not me should tell you your 

business, but I wouldn’t tote that tent along if I was you.” 

“Undreamed of!” cried Mercedes, throwing up her hands in dainty dismay. “However in the 

world could I manage without a tent?” 

“It’s springtime, and you won’t get any more cold weather,” the man replied. 

She shook her head decidedly, and Charles and Hal put the last odds and ends on top the 

mountainous load. 

“Think it’ll ride?” one of the men asked. 

“Why shouldn’t it?” Charles demanded rather shortly. 

“Oh, that’s all right, that’s all right,” the man hastened meekly to say. “I was just a-wonderin’, 

that is all. It seemed a mite top-heavy.” 

Charles turned his back and drew the lashings down as well as he could, which was not in the 

least well. 

“An’ of course the dogs can hike along all day with that contraption behind them,” affirmed a 

second of the men. 

“Certainly,” said Hal, with freezing politeness, taking hold of the gee-pole with one hand and 

swinging his whip from the other. “Mush!” he shouted. “Mush on there!” 

The dogs sprang against the breast-bands, strained hard for a few moments, then relaxed. They 

were unable to move the sled. 

“The lazy brutes, I’ll show them,” he cried, preparing to lash out at them with the whip. 

But Mercedes interfered, crying, “Oh, Hal, you mustn’t,” as she caught hold of the whip and 

wrenched it from him. “The poor dears! Now you must promise you won’t be harsh with them 

for the rest of the trip, or I won’t go a step.” 

“Precious lot you know about dogs,” her brother sneered; “and I wish you’d leave me alone. 

They’re lazy, I tell you, and you’ve got to whip them to get anything out of them. That’s their 

way. You ask any one. Ask one of those men.” 

Mercedes looked at them imploringly, untold repugnance at sight of pain written in her pretty 

face. 

“They’re weak as water, if you want to know,” came the reply from one of the men. “Plum 

tuckered out, that’s what’s the matter. They need a rest.” 

“Rest be blanked,” said Hal, with his beardless lips; and Mercedes said, “Oh!” in pain and 

sorrow at the oath. 



But she was a clannish creature, and rushed at once to the defence of her brother. “Never mind 

that man,” she said pointedly. “You’re driving our dogs, and you do what you think best with 

them.” 

Again Hal’s whip fell upon the dogs. They threw themselves against the breast-bands, dug 

their feet into the packed snow, got down low to it, and put forth all their strength. The sled held 

as though it were an anchor. After two efforts, they stood still, panting. The whip was whistling 

savagely, when once more Mercedes interfered. She dropped on her knees before Buck, with 

tears in her eyes, and put her arms around his neck. 

“You poor, poor dears,” she cried sympathetically, “why don’t you pull hard?—then you 

wouldn’t be whipped.” Buck did not like her, but he was feeling too miserable to resist her, 

taking it as part of the day’s miserable work. 

One of the onlookers, who had been clenching his teeth to suppress hot speech, now spoke 

up:— 

“It’s not that I care a whoop what becomes of you, but for the dogs’ sakes I just want to tell 

you, you can help them a mighty lot by breaking out that sled. The runners are froze fast. Throw 

your weight against the gee-pole, right and left, and break it out.” 

A third time the attempt was made, but this time, following the advice, Hal broke out the 

runners which had been frozen to the snow. The overloaded and unwieldy sled forged ahead, 

Buck and his mates struggling frantically under the rain of blows. A hundred yards ahead the 

path turned and sloped steeply into the main street. It would have required an experienced man to 

keep the top-heavy sled upright, and Hal was not such a man. As they swung on the turn the sled 

went over, spilling half its load through the loose lashings. The dogs never stopped. The 

lightened sled bounded on its side behind them. They were angry because of the ill treatment 

they had received and the unjust load. Buck was raging. He broke into a run, the team following 

his lead. Hal cried “Whoa! whoa!” but they gave no heed. He tripped and was pulled off his feet. 

The capsized sled ground over him, and the dogs dashed on up the street, adding to the gayety of 

Skaguay as they scattered the remainder of the outfit along its chief thoroughfare. 

Kind-hearted citizens caught the dogs and gathered up the scattered belongings. Also, they 

gave advice. Half the load and twice the dogs, if they ever expected to reach Dawson, was what 

was said. Hal and his sister and brother-in-law listened unwillingly, pitched tent, and overhauled 

the outfit. Canned goods were turned out that made men laugh, for canned goods on the Long 

Trail is a thing to dream about. “Blankets for a hotel” quoth one of the men who laughed and 

helped. “Half as many is too much; get rid of them. Throw away that tent, and all those dishes,—

who’s going to wash them, anyway? Good Lord, do you think you’re travelling on a Pullman?” 

And so it went, the inexorable elimination of the superfluous. Mercedes cried when her 

clothes-bags were dumped on the ground and article after article was thrown out. She cried in 

general, and she cried in particular over each discarded thing. She clasped hands about knees, 

rocking back and forth broken-heartedly. She averred she would not go an inch, not for a dozen 

Charleses. She appealed to everybody and to everything, finally wiping her eyes and proceeding 

to cast out even articles of apparel that were imperative necessaries. And in her zeal, when she 

had finished with her own, she attacked the belongings of her men and went through them like a 

tornado. 

This accomplished, the outfit, though cut in half, was still a formidable bulk. Charles and Hal 

went out in the evening and bought six Outside dogs. These, added to the six of the original 

team, and Teek and Koona, the huskies obtained at the Rink Rapids on the record trip, brought 



the team up to fourteen. But the Outside dogs, though practically broken in since their landing, 

did not amount to much. Three were short-haired pointers, one was a Newfoundland, and the 

other two were mongrels of indeterminate breed. They did not seem to know anything, these 

newcomers. Buck and his comrades looked upon them with disgust, and though he speedily 

taught them their places and what not to do, he could not teach them what to do. They did not 

take kindly to trace and trail. With the exception of the two mongrels, they were bewildered and 

spirit-broken by the strange savage environment in which they found themselves and by the ill 

treatment they had received. The two mongrels were without spirit at all; bones were the only 

things breakable about them. 

With the newcomers hopeless and forlorn, and the old team worn out by twenty-five hundred 

miles of continuous trail, the outlook was anything but bright. The two men, however, were quite 

cheerful. And they were proud, too. They were doing the thing in style, with fourteen dogs. They 

had seen other sleds depart over the Pass for Dawson, or come in from Dawson, but never had 

they seen a sled with so many as fourteen dogs. In the nature of Arctic travel there was a reason 

why fourteen dogs should not drag one sled, and that was that one sled could not carry the food 

for fourteen dogs. But Charles and Hal did not know this. They had worked the trip out with a 

pencil, so much to a dog, so many dogs, so many days, Q.E.D. Mercedes looked over their 

shoulders and nodded comprehensively, it was all so very simple. 

Late next morning Buck led the long team up the street. There was nothing lively about it, no 

snap or go in him and his fellows. They were starting dead weary. Four times he had covered the 

distance between Salt Water and Dawson, and the knowledge that, jaded and tired, he was facing 

the same trail once more, made him bitter. His heart was not in the work, nor was the heart of 

any dog. The Outsides were timid and frightened, the Insides without confidence in their 

masters. 

Buck felt vaguely that there was no depending upon these two men and the woman. They did 

not know how to do anything, and as the days went by it became apparent that they could not 

learn. They were slack in all things, without order or discipline. It took them half the night to 

pitch a slovenly camp, and half the morning to break that camp and get the sled loaded in fashion 

so slovenly that for the rest of the day they were occupied in stopping and rearranging the load. 

Some days they did not make ten miles. On other days they were unable to get started at all. And 

on no day did they succeed in making more than half the distance used by the men as a basis in 

their dog-food computation. 

It was inevitable that they should go short on dog-food. But they hastened it by overfeeding, 

bringing the day nearer when underfeeding would commence. The Outside dogs, whose 

digestions had not been trained by chronic famine to make the most of little, had voracious 

appetites. And when, in addition to this, the worn-out huskies pulled weakly, Hal decided that 

the orthodox ration was too small. He doubled it. And to cap it all, when Mercedes, with tears in 

her pretty eyes and a quaver in her throat, could not cajole him into giving the dogs still more, 

she stole from the fish-sacks and fed them slyly. But it was not food that Buck and the huskies 

needed, but rest. And though they were making poor time, the heavy load they dragged sapped 

their strength severely. 

Then came the underfeeding. Hal awoke one day to the fact that his dog-food was half gone 

and the distance only quarter covered; further, that for love or money no additional dog-food was 

to be obtained. So he cut down even the orthodox ration and tried to increase the day’s travel. 

His sister and brother-in-law seconded him; but they were frustrated by their heavy outfit and 



their own incompetence. It was a simple matter to give the dogs less food; but it was impossible 

to make the dogs travel faster, while their own inability to get under way earlier in the morning 

prevented them from travelling longer hours. Not only did they not know how to work dogs, but 

they did not know how to work themselves. 

The first to go was Dub. Poor blundering thief that he was, always getting caught and 

punished, he had none the less been a faithful worker. His wrenched shoulder-blade, untreated 

and unrested, went from bad to worse, till finally Hal shot him with the big Colt’s revolver. It is a 

saying of the country that an Outside dog starves to death on the ration of the husky, so the six 

Outside dogs under Buck could do no less than die on half the ration of the husky. The 

Newfoundland went first, followed by the three short-haired pointers, the two mongrels hanging 

more grittily on to life, but going in the end. 

By this time all the amenities and gentlenesses of the Southland had fallen away from the three 

people. Shorn of its glamour and romance, Arctic travel became to them a reality too harsh for 

their manhood and womanhood. Mercedes ceased weeping over the dogs, being too occupied 

with weeping over herself and with quarrelling with her husband and brother. To quarrel was the 

one thing they were never too weary to do. Their irritability arose out of their misery, increased 

with it, doubled upon it, outdistanced it. The wonderful patience of the trail which comes to men 

who toil hard and suffer sore, and remain sweet of speech and kindly, did not come to these two 

men and the woman. They had no inkling of such a patience. They were stiff and in pain; their 

muscles ached, their bones ached, their very hearts ached; and because of this they became sharp 

of speech, and hard words were first on their lips in the morning and last at night. 

Charles and Hal wrangled whenever Mercedes gave them a chance. It was the cherished belief 

of each that he did more than his share of the work, and neither forbore to speak this belief at 

every opportunity. Sometimes Mercedes sided with her husband, sometimes with her brother. 

The result was a beautiful and unending family quarrel. Starting from a dispute as to which 

should chop a few sticks for the fire (a dispute which concerned only Charles and Hal), presently 

would be lugged in the rest of the family, fathers, mothers, uncles, cousins, people thousands of 

miles away, and some of them dead. That Hal’s views on art, or the sort of society plays his 

mother’s brother wrote, should have anything to do with the chopping of a few sticks of 

firewood, passes comprehension; nevertheless the quarrel was as likely to tend in that direction 

as in the direction of Charles’s political prejudices. And that Charles’s sister’s tale-bearing 

tongue should be relevant to the building of a Yukon fire, was apparent only to Mercedes, who 

disburdened herself of copious opinions upon that topic, and incidentally upon a few other traits 

unpleasantly peculiar to her husband’s family. In the meantime the fire remained unbuilt, the 

camp half pitched, and the dogs unfed. 

Mercedes nursed a special grievance—the grievance of sex. She was pretty and soft, and had 

been chivalrously treated all her days. But the present treatment by her husband and brother was 

everything save chivalrous. It was her custom to be helpless. They complained. Upon which 

impeachment of what to her was her most essential sex-prerogative, she made their lives 

unendurable. She no longer considered the dogs, and because she was sore and tired, she 

persisted in riding on the sled. She was pretty and soft, but she weighed one hundred and twenty 

pounds—a lusty last straw to the load dragged by the weak and starving animals. She rode for 

days, till they fell in the traces and the sled stood still. Charles and Hal begged her to get off and 

walk, pleaded with her, entreated, the while she wept and importuned Heaven with a recital of 

their brutality. 



On one occasion they took her off the sled by main strength. They never did it again. She let 

her legs go limp like a spoiled child, and sat down on the trail. They went on their way, but she 

did not move. After they had travelled three miles they unloaded the sled, came back for her, and 

by main strength put her on the sled again. 

In the excess of their own misery they were callous to the suffering of their animals. Hal’s 

theory, which he practised on others, was that one must get hardened. He had started out 

preaching it to his sister and brother-in-law. Failing there, he hammered it into the dogs with a 

club. At the Five Fingers the dog-food gave out, and a toothless old squaw offered to trade them 

a few pounds of frozen horse-hide for the Colt’s revolver that kept the big hunting-knife 

company at Hal’s hip. A poor substitute for food was this hide, just as it had been stripped from 

the starved horses of the cattlemen six months back. In its frozen state it was more like strips of 

galvanized iron, and when a dog wrestled it into his stomach it thawed into thin and innutritious 

leathery strings and into a mass of short hair, irritating and indigestible. 

And through it all Buck staggered along at the head of the team as in a nightmare. He pulled 

when he could; when he could no longer pull, he fell down and remained down till blows from 

whip or club drove him to his feet again. All the stiffness and gloss had gone out of his beautiful 

furry coat. The hair hung down, limp and draggled, or matted with dried blood where Hal’s club 

had bruised him. His muscles had wasted away to knotty strings, and the flesh pads had 

disappeared, so that each rib and every bone in his frame were outlined cleanly through the loose 

hide that was wrinkled in folds of emptiness. It was heartbreaking, only Buck’s heart was 

unbreakable. The man in the red sweater had proved that. 

As it was with Buck, so was it with his mates. They were perambulating skeletons. There were 

seven all together, including him. In their very great misery they had become insensible to the 

bite of the lash or the bruise of the club. The pain of the beating was dull and distant, just as the 

things their eyes saw and their ears heard seemed dull and distant. They were not half living, or 

quarter living. They were simply so many bags of bones in which sparks of life fluttered faintly. 

When a halt was made, they dropped down in the traces like dead dogs, and the spark dimmed 

and paled and seemed to go out. And when the club or whip fell upon them, the spark fluttered 

feebly up, and they tottered to their feet and staggered on. 

There came a day when Billee, the good-natured, fell and could not rise. Hal had traded off his 

revolver, so he took the axe and knocked Billee on the head as he lay in the traces, then cut the 

carcass out of the harness and dragged it to one side. Buck saw, and his mates saw, and they 

knew that this thing was very close to them. On the next day Koona went, and but five of them 

remained: Joe, too far gone to be malignant; Pike, crippled and limping, only half conscious and 

not conscious enough longer to malinger; Sol-leks, the one-eyed, still faithful to the toil of trace 

and trail, and mournful in that he had so little strength with which to pull; Teek, who had not 

travelled so far that winter and who was now beaten more than the others because he was 

fresher; and Buck, still at the head of the team, but no longer enforcing discipline or striving to 

enforce it, blind with weakness half the time and keeping the trail by the loom of it and by the 

dim feel of his feet. 

It was beautiful spring weather, but neither dogs nor humans were aware of it. Each day the 

sun rose earlier and set later. It was dawn by three in the morning, and twilight lingered till nine 

at night. The whole long day was a blaze of sunshine. The ghostly winter silence had given way 

to the great spring murmur of awakening life. This murmur arose from all the land, fraught with 

the joy of living. It came from the things that lived and moved again, things which had been as 



dead and which had not moved during the long months of frost. The sap was rising in the pines. 

The willows and aspens were bursting out in young buds. Shrubs and vines were putting on fresh 

garbs of green. Crickets sang in the nights, and in the days all manner of creeping, crawling 

things rustled forth into the sun. Partridges and woodpeckers were booming and knocking in the 

forest. Squirrels were chattering, birds singing, and overhead honked the wild-fowl driving up 

from the south in cunning wedges that split the air. 

From every hill slope came the trickle of running water, the music of unseen fountains. All 

things were thawing, bending, snapping. The Yukon was straining to break loose the ice that 

bound it down. It ate away from beneath; the sun ate from above. Air-holes formed, fissures 

sprang and spread apart, while thin sections of ice fell through bodily into the river. And amid all 

this bursting, rending, throbbing of awakening life, under the blazing sun and through the soft-

sighing breezes, like wayfarers to death, staggered the two men, the woman, and the huskies. 

With the dogs falling, Mercedes weeping and riding, Hal swearing innocuously, and Charles’s 

eyes wistfully watering, they staggered into John Thornton’s camp at the mouth of White River. 

When they halted, the dogs dropped down as though they had all been struck dead. Mercedes 

dried her eyes and looked at John Thornton. Charles sat down on a log to rest. He sat down very 

slowly and painstakingly what of his great stiffness. Hal did the talking. John Thornton was 

whittling the last touches on an axe-handle he had made from a stick of birch. He whittled and 

listened, gave monosyllabic replies, and, when it was asked, terse advice. He knew the breed, 

and he gave his advice in the certainty that it would not be followed. 

“They told us up above that the bottom was dropping out of the trail and that the best thing for 

us to do was to lay over,” Hal said in response to Thornton’s warning to take no more chances on 

the rotten ice. “They told us we couldn’t make White River, and here we are.” This last with a 

sneering ring of triumph in it. 

“And they told you true,” John Thornton answered. “The bottom’s likely to drop out at any 

moment. Only fools, with the blind luck of fools, could have made it. I tell you straight, I 

wouldn’t risk my carcass on that ice for all the gold in Alaska.” 

“That’s because you’re not a fool, I suppose,” said Hal. “All the same, we’ll go on to 

Dawson.” He uncoiled his whip. “Get up there, Buck! Hi! Get up there! Mush on!” 

Thornton went on whittling. It was idle, he knew, to get between a fool and his folly; while 

two or three fools more or less would not alter the scheme of things. 

But the team did not get up at the command. It had long since passed into the stage where 

blows were required to rouse it. The whip flashed out, here and there, on its merciless errands. 

John Thornton compressed his lips. Sol-leks was the first to crawl to his feet. Teek followed. Joe 

came next, yelping with pain. Pike made painful efforts. Twice he fell over, when half up, and on 

the third attempt managed to rise. Buck made no effort. He lay quietly where he had fallen. The 

lash bit into him again and again, but he neither whined nor struggled. Several times Thornton 

started, as though to speak, but changed his mind. A moisture came into his eyes, and, as the 

whipping continued, he arose and walked irresolutely up and down. 

This was the first time Buck had failed, in itself a sufficient reason to drive Hal into a rage. He 

exchanged the whip for the customary club. Buck refused to move under the rain of heavier 

blows which now fell upon him. Like his mates, he was barely able to get up, but, unlike them, 

he had made up his mind not to get up. He had a vague feeling of impending doom. This had 

been strong upon him when he pulled in to the bank, and it had not departed from him. What of 

the thin and rotten ice he had felt under his feet all day, it seemed that he sensed disaster close at 



hand, out there ahead on the ice where his master was trying to drive him. He refused to stir. So 

greatly had he suffered, and so far gone was he, that the blows did not hurt much. And as they 

continued to fall upon him, the spark of life within flickered and went down. It was nearly out. 

He felt strangely numb. As though from a great distance, he was aware that he was being beaten. 

The last sensations of pain left him. He no longer felt anything, though very faintly he could hear 

the impact of the club upon his body. But it was no longer his body, it seemed so far away. 

And then, suddenly, without warning, uttering a cry that was inarticulate and more like the cry 

of an animal, John Thornton sprang upon the man who wielded the club. Hal was hurled 

backward, as though struck by a falling tree. Mercedes screamed. Charles looked on wistfully, 

wiped his watery eyes, but did not get up because of his stiffness. 

John Thornton stood over Buck, struggling to control himself, too convulsed with rage to 

speak. 

“If you strike that dog again, I’ll kill you,” he at last managed to say in a choking voice. 

“It’s my dog,” Hal replied, wiping the blood from his mouth as he came back. “Get out of my 

way, or I’ll fix you. I’m going to Dawson.” 

Thornton stood between him and Buck, and evinced no intention of getting out of the way. Hal 

drew his long hunting-knife. Mercedes screamed, cried, laughed, and manifested the chaotic 

abandonment of hysteria. Thornton rapped Hal’s knuckles with the axe-handle, knocking the 

knife to the ground. He rapped his knuckles again as he tried to pick it up. Then he stooped, 

picked it up himself, and with two strokes cut Buck’s traces. 

Hal had no fight left in him. Besides, his hands were full with his sister, or his arms, rather; 

while Buck was too near dead to be of further use in hauling the sled. A few minutes later they 

pulled out from the bank and down the river. Buck heard them go and raised his head to see, Pike 

was leading, Sol-leks was at the wheel, and between were Joe and Teek. They were limping and 

staggering. Mercedes was riding the loaded sled. Hal guided at the gee-pole, and Charles 

stumbled along in the rear. 

As Buck watched them, Thornton knelt beside him and with rough, kindly hands searched for 

broken bones. By the time his search had disclosed nothing more than many bruises and a state 

of terrible starvation, the sled was a quarter of a mile away. Dog and man watched it crawling 

along over the ice. Suddenly, they saw its back end drop down, as into a rut, and the gee-pole, 

with Hal clinging to it, jerk into the air. Mercedes’s scream came to their ears. They saw Charles 

turn and make one step to run back, and then a whole section of ice give way and dogs and 

humans disappear. A yawning hole was all that was to be seen. The bottom had dropped out of 

the trail. 

John Thornton and Buck looked at each other. 

“You poor devil,” said John Thornton, and Buck licked his hand. 

  



Chapter VI. For the Love of a Man 

When John Thornton froze his feet in the previous December his partners had made him 

comfortable and left him to get well, going on themselves up the river to get out a raft of saw-

logs for Dawson. He was still limping slightly at the time he rescued Buck, but with the 

continued warm weather even the slight limp left him. And here, lying by the river bank through 

the long spring days, watching the running water, listening lazily to the songs of birds and the 

hum of nature, Buck slowly won back his strength. 

A rest comes very good after one has travelled three thousand miles, and it must be confessed 

that Buck waxed lazy as his wounds healed, his muscles swelled out, and the flesh came back to 

cover his bones. For that matter, they were all loafing,—Buck, John Thornton, and Skeet and 

Nig,—waiting for the raft to come that was to carry them down to Dawson. Skeet was a little 

Irish setter who early made friends with Buck, who, in a dying condition, was unable to resent 

her first advances. She had the doctor trait which some dogs possess; and as a mother cat washes 

her kittens, so she washed and cleansed Buck’s wounds. Regularly, each morning after he had 

finished his breakfast, she performed her self-appointed task, till he came to look for her 

ministrations as much as he did for Thornton’s. Nig, equally friendly, though less demonstrative, 

was a huge black dog, half bloodhound and half deerhound, with eyes that laughed and a 

boundless good nature. 

To Buck’s surprise these dogs manifested no jealousy toward him. They seemed to share the 

kindliness and largeness of John Thornton. As Buck grew stronger they enticed him into all sorts 

of ridiculous games, in which Thornton himself could not forbear to join; and in this fashion 

Buck romped through his convalescence and into a new existence. Love, genuine passionate 

love, was his for the first time. This he had never experienced at Judge Miller’s down in the sun-

kissed Santa Clara Valley. With the Judge’s sons, hunting and tramping, it had been a working 

partnership; with the Judge’s grandsons, a sort of pompous guardianship; and with the Judge 

himself, a stately and dignified friendship. But love that was feverish and burning, that was 

adoration, that was madness, it had taken John Thornton to arouse. 

This man had saved his life, which was something; but, further, he was the ideal master. Other 

men saw to the welfare of their dogs from a sense of duty and business expediency; he saw to the 

welfare of his as if they were his own children, because he could not help it. And he saw further. 

He never forgot a kindly greeting or a cheering word, and to sit down for a long talk with them 

(“gas” he called it) was as much his delight as theirs. He had a way of taking Buck’s head 

roughly between his hands, and resting his own head upon Buck’s, of shaking him back and 

forth, the while calling him ill names that to Buck were love names. Buck knew no greater joy 

than that rough embrace and the sound of murmured oaths, and at each jerk back and forth it 

seemed that his heart would be shaken out of his body so great was its ecstasy. And when, 

released, he sprang to his feet, his mouth laughing, his eyes eloquent, his throat vibrant with 

unuttered sound, and in that fashion remained without movement, John Thornton would 

reverently exclaim, “God! you can all but speak!” 

Buck had a trick of love expression that was akin to hurt. He would often seize Thornton’s 

hand in his mouth and close so fiercely that the flesh bore the impress of his teeth for some time 

afterward. And as Buck understood the oaths to be love words, so the man understood this 

feigned bite for a caress. 



For the most part, however, Buck’s love was expressed in adoration. While he went wild with 

happiness when Thornton touched him or spoke to him, he did not seek these tokens. Unlike 

Skeet, who was wont to shove her nose under Thornton’s hand and nudge and nudge till petted, 

or Nig, who would stalk up and rest his great head on Thornton’s knee, Buck was content to 

adore at a distance. He would lie by the hour, eager, alert, at Thornton’s feet, looking up into his 

face, dwelling upon it, studying it, following with keenest interest each fleeting expression, every 

movement or change of feature. Or, as chance might have it, he would lie farther away, to the 

side or rear, watching the outlines of the man and the occasional movements of his body. And 

often, such was the communion in which they lived, the strength of Buck’s gaze would draw 

John Thornton’s head around, and he would return the gaze, without speech, his heart shining out 

of his eyes as Buck’s heart shone out. 

For a long time after his rescue, Buck did not like Thornton to get out of his sight. From the 

moment he left the tent to when he entered it again, Buck would follow at his heels. His transient 

masters since he had come into the Northland had bred in him a fear that no master could be 

permanent. He was afraid that Thornton would pass out of his life as Perrault and François and 

the Scotch half-breed had passed out. Even in the night, in his dreams, he was haunted by this 

fear. At such times he would shake off sleep and creep through the chill to the flap of the tent, 

where he would stand and listen to the sound of his master’s breathing. 

But in spite of this great love he bore John Thornton, which seemed to bespeak the soft 

civilizing influence, the strain of the primitive, which the Northland had aroused in him, 

remained alive and active. Faithfulness and devotion, things born of fire and roof, were his; yet 

he retained his wildness and wiliness. He was a thing of the wild, come in from the wild to sit by 

John Thornton’s fire, rather than a dog of the soft Southland stamped with the marks of 

generations of civilization. Because of his very great love, he could not steal from this man, but 

from any other man, in any other camp, he did not hesitate an instant; while the cunning with 

which he stole enabled him to escape detection. 

His face and body were scored by the teeth of many dogs, and he fought as fiercely as ever 

and more shrewdly. Skeet and Nig were too good-natured for quarrelling,—besides, they 

belonged to John Thornton; but the strange dog, no matter what the breed or valor, swiftly 

acknowledged Buck’s supremacy or found himself struggling for life with a terrible antagonist. 

And Buck was merciless. He had learned well the law of club and fang, and he never forewent an 

advantage or drew back from a foe he had started on the way to Death. He had lessoned from 

Spitz, and from the chief fighting dogs of the police and mail, and knew there was no middle 

course. He must master or be mastered; while to show mercy was a weakness. Mercy did not 

exist in the primordial life. It was misunderstood for fear, and such misunderstandings made for 

death. Kill or be killed, eat or be eaten, was the law; and this mandate, down out of the depths of 

Time, he obeyed. 

He was older than the days he had seen and the breaths he had drawn. He linked the past with 

the present, and the eternity behind him throbbed through him in a mighty rhythm to which he 

swayed as the tides and seasons swayed. He sat by John Thornton’s fire, a broad-breasted dog, 

white-fanged and long-furred; but behind him were the shades of all manner of dogs, half-wolves 

and wild wolves, urgent and prompting, tasting the savor of the meat he ate, thirsting for the 

water he drank, scenting the wind with him, listening with him and telling him the sounds made 

by the wild life in the forest, dictating his moods, directing his actions, lying down to sleep with 

him when he lay down, and dreaming with him and beyond him and becoming themselves the 

stuff of his dreams. 



So peremptorily did these shades beckon him, that each day mankind and the claims of 

mankind slipped farther from him. Deep in the forest a call was sounding, and as often as he 

heard this call, mysteriously thrilling and luring, he felt compelled to turn his back upon the fire 

and the beaten earth around it, and to plunge into the forest, and on and on, he knew not where or 

why; nor did he wonder where or why, the call sounding imperiously, deep in the forest. But as 

often as he gained the soft unbroken earth and the green shade, the love for John Thornton drew 

him back to the fire again. 

Thornton alone held him. The rest of mankind was as nothing. Chance travellers might praise 

or pet him; but he was cold under it all, and from a too demonstrative man he would get up and 

walk away. When Thornton’s partners, Hans and Pete, arrived on the long-expected raft, Buck 

refused to notice them till he learned they were close to Thornton; after that he tolerated them in 

a passive sort of way, accepting favors from them as though he favored them by accepting. They 

were of the same large type as Thornton, living close to the earth, thinking simply and seeing 

clearly; and ere they swung the raft into the big eddy by the saw-mill at Dawson, they understood 

Buck and his ways, and did not insist upon an intimacy such as obtained with Skeet and Nig. 

For Thornton, however, his love seemed to grow and grow. He, alone among men, could put a 

pack upon Buck’s back in the summer travelling. Nothing was too great for Buck to do, when 

Thornton commanded. One day (they had grub-staked themselves from the proceeds of the raft 

and left Dawson for the head-waters of the Tanana) the men and dogs were sitting on the crest of 

a cliff which fell away, straight down, to naked bed-rock three hundred feet below. John 

Thornton was sitting near the edge, Buck at his shoulder. A thoughtless whim seized Thornton, 

and he drew the attention of Hans and Pete to the experiment he had in mind. “Jump, Buck!” he 

commanded, sweeping his arm out and over the chasm. The next instant he was grappling with 

Buck on the extreme edge, while Hans and Pete were dragging them back into safety. 

“It’s uncanny,” Pete said, after it was over and they had caught their speech. 

Thornton shook his head. “No, it is splendid, and it is terrible, too. Do you know, it sometimes 

makes me afraid.” 

“I’m not hankering to be the man that lays hands on you while he’s around,” Pete announced 

conclusively, nodding his head toward Buck. 

“Py Jingo!” was Hans’s contribution. “Not mineself either.” 

It was at Circle City, ere the year was out, that Pete’s apprehensions were realized. “Black” 

Burton, a man evil-tempered and malicious, had been picking a quarrel with a tenderfoot at the 

bar, when Thornton stepped good-naturedly between. Buck, as was his custom, was lying in a 

corner, head on paws, watching his master’s every action. Burton struck out, without warning, 

straight from the shoulder. Thornton was sent spinning, and saved himself from falling only by 

clutching the rail of the bar. 

Those who were looking on heard what was neither bark nor yelp, but a something which is 

best described as a roar, and they saw Buck’s body rise up in the air as he left the floor for 

Burton’s throat. The man saved his life by instinctively throwing out his arm, but was hurled 

backward to the floor with Buck on top of him. Buck loosed his teeth from the flesh of the arm 

and drove in again for the throat. This time the man succeeded only in partly blocking, and his 

throat was torn open. Then the crowd was upon Buck, and he was driven off; but while a surgeon 

checked the bleeding, he prowled up and down, growling furiously, attempting to rush in, and 

being forced back by an array of hostile clubs. A “miners’ meeting,” called on the spot, decided 



that the dog had sufficient provocation, and Buck was discharged. But his reputation was made, 

and from that day his name spread through every camp in Alaska. 

Later on, in the fall of the year, he saved John Thornton’s life in quite another fashion. The 

three partners were lining a long and narrow poling-boat down a bad stretch of rapids on the 

Forty-Mile Creek. Hans and Pete moved along the bank, snubbing with a thin Manila rope from 

tree to tree, while Thornton remained in the boat, helping its descent by means of a pole, and 

shouting directions to the shore. Buck, on the bank, worried and anxious, kept abreast of the 

boat, his eyes never off his master. 

At a particularly bad spot, where a ledge of barely submerged rocks jutted out into the river, 

Hans cast off the rope, and, while Thornton poled the boat out into the stream, ran down the bank 

with the end in his hand to snub the boat when it had cleared the ledge. This it did, and was 

flying down-stream in a current as swift as a mill-race, when Hans checked it with the rope and 

checked too suddenly. The boat flirted over and snubbed in to the bank bottom up, while 

Thornton, flung sheer out of it, was carried down-stream toward the worst part of the rapids, a 

stretch of wild water in which no swimmer could live. 

Buck had sprung in on the instant; and at the end of three hundred yards, amid a mad swirl of 

water, he overhauled Thornton. When he felt him grasp his tail, Buck headed for the bank, 

swimming with all his splendid strength. But the progress shoreward was slow; the progress 

down-stream amazingly rapid. From below came the fatal roaring where the wild current went 

wilder and was rent in shreds and spray by the rocks which thrust through like the teeth of an 

enormous comb. The suck of the water as it took the beginning of the last steep pitch was 

frightful, and Thornton knew that the shore was impossible. He scraped furiously over a rock, 

bruised across a second, and struck a third with crushing force. He clutched its slippery top with 

both hands, releasing Buck, and above the roar of the churning water shouted: “Go, Buck! Go!” 

Buck could not hold his own, and swept on down-stream, struggling desperately, but unable to 

win back. When he heard Thornton’s command repeated, he partly reared out of the water, 

throwing his head high, as though for a last look, then turned obediently toward the bank. He 

swam powerfully and was dragged ashore by Pete and Hans at the very point where swimming 

ceased to be possible and destruction began. 

They knew that the time a man could cling to a slippery rock in the face of that driving current 

was a matter of minutes, and they ran as fast as they could up the bank to a point far above where 

Thornton was hanging on. They attached the line with which they had been snubbing the boat to 

Buck’s neck and shoulders, being careful that it should neither strangle him nor impede his 

swimming, and launched him into the stream. He struck out boldly, but not straight enough into 

the stream. He discovered the mistake too late, when Thornton was abreast of him and a bare 

half-dozen strokes away while he was being carried helplessly past. 

Hans promptly snubbed with the rope, as though Buck were a boat. The rope thus tightening 

on him in the sweep of the current, he was jerked under the surface, and under the surface he 

remained till his body struck against the bank and he was hauled out. He was half drowned, and 

Hans and Pete threw themselves upon him, pounding the breath into him and the water out of 

him. He staggered to his feet and fell down. The faint sound of Thornton’s voice came to them, 

and though they could not make out the words of it, they knew that he was in his extremity. His 

master’s voice acted on Buck like an electric shock, He sprang to his feet and ran up the bank 

ahead of the men to the point of his previous departure. 



Again the rope was attached and he was launched, and again he struck out, but this time 

straight into the stream. He had miscalculated once, but he would not be guilty of it a second 

time. Hans paid out the rope, permitting no slack, while Pete kept it clear of coils. Buck held on 

till he was on a line straight above Thornton; then he turned, and with the speed of an express 

train headed down upon him. Thornton saw him coming, and, as Buck struck him like a battering 

ram, with the whole force of the current behind him, he reached up and closed with both arms 

around the shaggy neck. Hans snubbed the rope around the tree, and Buck and Thornton were 

jerked under the water. Strangling, suffocating, sometimes one uppermost and sometimes the 

other, dragging over the jagged bottom, smashing against rocks and snags, they veered in to the 

bank. 

Thornton came to, belly downward and being violently propelled back and forth across a drift 

log by Hans and Pete. His first glance was for Buck, over whose limp and apparently lifeless 

body Nig was setting up a howl, while Skeet was licking the wet face and closed eyes. Thornton 

was himself bruised and battered, and he went carefully over Buck’s body, when he had been 

brought around, finding three broken ribs. 

“That settles it,” he announced. “We camp right here.” And camp they did, till Buck’s ribs 

knitted and he was able to travel. 

That winter, at Dawson, Buck performed another exploit, not so heroic, perhaps, but one that 

put his name many notches higher on the totem-pole of Alaskan fame. This exploit was 

particularly gratifying to the three men; for they stood in need of the outfit which it furnished, 

and were enabled to make a long-desired trip into the virgin East, where miners had not yet 

appeared. It was brought about by a conversation in the Eldorado Saloon, in which men waxed 

boastful of their favorite dogs. Buck, because of his record, was the target for these men, and 

Thornton was driven stoutly to defend him. At the end of half an hour one man stated that his 

dog could start a sled with five hundred pounds and walk off with it; a second bragged six 

hundred for his dog; and a third, seven hundred. 

“Pooh! pooh!” said John Thornton; “Buck can start a thousand pounds.” 

“And break it out? and walk off with it for a hundred yards?” demanded Matthewson, a 

Bonanza King, he of the seven hundred vaunt. 

“And break it out, and walk off with it for a hundred yards,” John Thornton said coolly. 

“Well,” Matthewson said, slowly and deliberately, so that all could hear, “I’ve got a thousand 

dollars that says he can’t. And there it is.” So saying, he slammed a sack of gold dust of the size 

of a bologna sausage down upon the bar. 

Nobody spoke. Thornton’s bluff, if bluff it was, had been called. He could feel a flush of 

warm blood creeping up his face. His tongue had tricked him. He did not know whether Buck 

could start a thousand pounds. Half a ton! The enormousness of it appalled him. He had great 

faith in Buck’s strength and had often thought him capable of starting such a load; but never, as 

now, had he faced the possibility of it, the eyes of a dozen men fixed upon him, silent and 

waiting. Further, he had no thousand dollars; nor had Hans or Pete. 

“I’ve got a sled standing outside now, with twenty fiftypound sacks of flour on it,” 

Matthewson went on with brutal directness; “so don’t let that hinder you.” 

Thornton did not reply. He did not know what to say. He glanced from face to face in the 

absent way of a man who has lost the power of thought and is seeking somewhere to find the 

thing that will start it going again. The face of Jim O’Brien, a Mastodon King and old-time 



comrade, caught his eyes. It was as a cue to him, seeming to rouse him to do what he would 

never have dreamed of doing. 

“Can you lend me a thousand?” he asked, almost in a whisper. 

“Sure,” answered O’Brien, thumping down a plethoric sack by the side of Matthewson’s. 

“Though it’s little faith I’m having, John, that the beast can do the trick.” 

The Eldorado emptied its occupants into the street to see the test. The tables were deserted, 

and the dealers and gamekeepers came forth to see the outcome of the wager and to lay odds. 

Several hundred men, furred and mittened, banked around the sled within easy distance. 

Matthewson’s sled, loaded with a thousand pounds of flour, had been standing for a couple of 

hours, and in the intense cold (it was sixty below zero) the runners had frozen fast to the hard-

packed snow. Men offered odds of two to one that Buck could not budge the sled. A quibble 

arose concerning the phrase “break out.” O’Brien contended it was Thornton’s privilege to knock 

the runners loose, leaving Buck to “break it out” from a dead standstill. Matthewson insisted that 

the phrase included breaking the runners from the frozen grip of the snow. A majority of the men 

who had witnessed the making of the bet decided in his favor, whereat the odds went up to three 

to one against Buck. 

There were no takers. Not a man believed him capable of the feat. Thornton had been hurried 

into the wager, heavy with doubt; and now that he looked at the sled itself, the concrete fact, with 

the regular team of ten dogs curled up in the snow before it, the more impossible the task 

appeared. Matthewson waxed jubilant. 

“Three to one!” he proclaimed. “I’ll lay you another thousand at that figure, Thornton. What 

d’ye say?” 

Thornton’s doubt was strong in his face, but his fighting spirit was aroused—the fighting spirit 

that soars above odds, fails to recognize the impossible, and is deaf to all save the clamor for 

battle. He called Hans and Pete to him. Their sacks were slim, and with his own the three 

partners could rake together only two hundred dollars. In the ebb of their fortunes, this sum was 

their total capital; yet they laid it unhesitatingly against Matthewson’s six hundred. 

The team of ten dogs was unhitched, and Buck, with his own harness, was put into the sled. 

He had caught the contagion of the excitement, and he felt that in some way he must do a great 

thing for John Thornton. Murmurs of admiration at his splendid appearance went up. He was in 

perfect condition, without an ounce of superfluous flesh, and the one hundred and fifty pounds 

that he weighed were so many pounds of grit and virility. His furry coat shone with the sheen of 

silk. Down the neck and across the shoulders, his mane, in repose as it was, half bristled and 

seemed to lift with every movement, as though excess of vigor made each particular hair alive 

and active. The great breast and heavy fore legs were no more than in proportion with the rest of 

the body, where the muscles showed in tight rolls underneath the skin. Men felt these muscles 

and proclaimed them hard as iron, and the odds went down to two to one. 

“Gad, sir! Gad, sir!” stuttered a member of the latest dynasty, a king of the Skookum Benches. 

“I offer you eight hundred for him, sir, before the test, sir; eight hundred just as he stands.” 

Thornton shook his head and stepped to Buck’s side. 

“You must stand off from him,” Matthewson protested. “Free play and plenty of room.” 

The crowd fell silent; only could be heard the voices of the gamblers vainly offering two to 

one. Everybody acknowledged Buck a magnificent animal, but twenty fifty-pound sacks of flour 

bulked too large in their eyes for them to loosen their pouch-strings. 



Thornton knelt down by Buck’s side. He took his head in his two hands and rested cheek on 

cheek. He did not playfully shake him, as was his wont, or murmur soft love curses; but he 

whispered in his ear. “As you love me, Buck. As you love me,” was what he whispered. Buck 

whined with suppressed eagerness. 

The crowd was watching curiously. The affair was growing mysterious. It seemed like a 

conjuration. As Thornton got to his feet, Buck seized his mittened hand between his jaws, 

pressing in with his teeth and releasing slowly, half-reluctantly. It was the answer, in terms, not 

of speech, but of love. Thornton stepped well back. 

“Now, Buck,” he said. 

Buck tightened the traces, then slacked them for a matter of several inches. It was the way he 

had learned. 

“Gee!” Thornton’s voice rang out, sharp in the tense silence. 

Buck swung to the right, ending the movement in a plunge that took up the slack and with a 

sudden jerk arrested his one hundred and fifty pounds. The load quivered, and from under the 

runners arose a crisp crackling. 

“Haw!” Thornton commanded. 

Buck duplicated the manœuvre, this time to the left. The crackling turned into a snapping, the 

sled pivoting and the runners slipping and grating several inches to the side. The sled was broken 

out. Men were holding their breaths, intensely unconscious of the fact. 

“Now, MUSH!” 

Thornton’s command cracked out like a pistol-shot. Buck threw himself forward, tightening 

the traces with a jarring lunge. His whole body was gathered compactly together in the 

tremendous effort, the muscles writhing and knotting like live things under the silky fur. His 

great chest was low to the ground, his head forward and down, while his feet were flying like 

mad, the claws scarring the hard-packed snow in parallel grooves. The sled swayed and 

trembled, half-started forward. One of his feet slipped, and one man groaned aloud. Then the 

sled lurched ahead in what appeared a rapid succession of jerks, though it never really came to a 

dead stop again...half an inch...an inch... two inches... The jerks perceptibly diminished; as the 

sled gained momentum, he caught them up, till it was moving steadily along. 

Men gasped and began to breathe again, unaware that for a moment they had ceased to 

breathe. Thornton was running behind, encouraging Buck with short, cheery words. The distance 

had been measured off, and as he neared the pile of firewood which marked the end of the 

hundred yards, a cheer began to grow and grow, which burst into a roar as he passed the 

firewood and halted at command. Every man was tearing himself loose, even Matthewson. Hats 

and mittens were flying in the air. Men were shaking hands, it did not matter with whom, and 

bubbling over in a general incoherent babel. 

But Thornton fell on his knees beside Buck. Head was against head, and he was shaking him 

back and forth. Those who hurried up heard him cursing Buck, and he cursed him long and 

fervently, and softly and lovingly. 

“Gad, sir! Gad, sir!” spluttered the Skookum Bench king. “I’ll give you a thousand for him, 

sir, a thousand, sir—twelve hundred, sir.” 

Thornton rose to his feet. His eyes were wet. The tears were streaming frankly down his 

cheeks. “Sir,” he said to the Skookum Bench king, “no, sir. You can go to hell, sir. It’s the best I 

can do for you, sir.” 



Buck seized Thornton’s hand in his teeth. Thornton shook him back and forth. As though 

animated by a common impulse, the onlookers drew back to a respectful distance; nor were they 

again indiscreet enough to interrupt. 

  



Chapter VII. The Sounding of the Call 

When Buck earned sixteen hundred dollars in five minutes for John Thornton, he made it 

possible for his master to pay off certain debts and to journey with his partners into the East after 

a fabled lost mine, the history of which was as old as the history of the country. Many men had 

sought it; few had found it; and more than a few there were who had never returned from the 

quest. This lost mine was steeped in tragedy and shrouded in mystery. No one knew of the first 

man. The oldest tradition stopped before it got back to him. From the beginning there had been 

an ancient and ramshackle cabin. Dying men had sworn to it, and to the mine the site of which it 

marked, clinching their testimony with nuggets that were unlike any known grade of gold in the 

Northland. 

But no living man had looted this treasure house, and the dead were dead; wherefore John 

Thornton and Pete and Hans, with Buck and half a dozen other dogs, faced into the East on an 

unknown trail to achieve where men and dogs as good as themselves had failed. They sledded 

seventy miles up the Yukon, swung to the left into the Stewart River, passed the Mayo and the 

McQuestion, and held on until the Stewart itself became a streamlet, threading the upstanding 

peaks which marked the backbone of the continent. 

John Thornton asked little of man or nature. He was unafraid of the wild. With a handful of 

salt and a rifle he could plunge into the wilderness and fare wherever he pleased and as long as 

he pleased. Being in no haste, Indian fashion, he hunted his dinner in the course of the day’s 

travel; and if he failed to find it, like the Indian, he kept on travelling, secure in the knowledge 

that sooner or later he would come to it. So, on this great journey into the East, straight meat was 

the bill of fare, ammunition and tools principally made up the load on the sled, and the time-card 

was drawn upon the limitless future. 

To Buck it was boundless delight, this hunting, fishing, and indefinite wandering through 

strange places. For weeks at a time they would hold on steadily, day after day; and for weeks 

upon end they would camp, here and there, the dogs loafing and the men burning holes through 

frozen muck and gravel and washing countless pans of dirt by the heat of the fire. Sometimes 

they went hungry, sometimes they feasted riotously, all according to the abundance of game and 

the fortune of hunting. Summer arrived, and dogs and men packed on their backs, rafted across 

blue mountain lakes, and descended or ascended unknown rivers in slender boats whipsawed 

from the standing forest. 

The months came and went, and back and forth they twisted through the uncharted vastness, 

where no men were and yet where men had been if the Lost Cabin were true. They went across 

divides in summer blizzards, shivered under the midnight sun on naked mountains between the 

timber line and the eternal snows, dropped into summer valleys amid swarming gnats and flies, 

and in the shadows of glaciers picked strawberries and flowers as ripe and fair as any the 

Southland could boast. In the fall of the year they penetrated a weird lake country, sad and silent, 

where wildfowl had been, but where then there was no life nor sign of life—only the blowing of 

chill winds, the forming of ice in sheltered places, and the melancholy rippling of waves on 

lonely beaches. 

And through another winter they wandered on the obliterated trails of men who had gone 

before. Once, they came upon a path blazed through the forest, an ancient path, and the Lost 

Cabin seemed very near. But the path began nowhere and ended nowhere, and it remained 

mystery, as the man who made it and the reason he made it remained mystery. Another time they 



chanced upon the time-graven wreckage of a hunting lodge, and amid the shreds of rotted 

blankets John Thornton found a long-barrelled flint-lock. He knew it for a Hudson Bay Company 

gun of the young days in the Northwest, when such a gun was worth its height in beaver skins 

packed flat, And that was all—no hint as to the man who in an early day had reared the lodge 

and left the gun among the blankets. 

Spring came on once more, and at the end of all their wandering they found, not the Lost 

Cabin, but a shallow placer in a broad valley where the gold showed like yellow butter across the 

bottom of the washing-pan. They sought no farther. Each day they worked earned them 

thousands of dollars in clean dust and nuggets, and they worked every day. The gold was sacked 

in moose-hide bags, fifty pounds to the bag, and piled like so much firewood outside the spruce-

bough lodge. Like giants they toiled, days flashing on the heels of days like dreams as they 

heaped the treasure up. 

There was nothing for the dogs to do, save the hauling in of meat now and again that Thornton 

killed, and Buck spent long hours musing by the fire. The vision of the short-legged hairy man 

came to him more frequently, now that there was little work to be done; and often, blinking by 

the fire, Buck wandered with him in that other world which he remembered. 

The salient thing of this other world seemed fear. When he watched the hairy man sleeping by 

the fire, head between his knees and hands clasped above, Buck saw that he slept restlessly, with 

many starts and awakenings, at which times he would peer fearfully into the darkness and fling 

more wood upon the fire. Did they walk by the beach of a sea, where the hairy man gathered 

shellfish and ate them as he gathered, it was with eyes that roved everywhere for hidden danger 

and with legs prepared to run like the wind at its first appearance. Through the forest they crept 

noiselessly, Buck at the hairy man’s heels; and they were alert and vigilant, the pair of them, ears 

twitching and moving and nostrils quivering, for the man heard and smelled as keenly as Buck. 

The hairy man could spring up into the trees and travel ahead as fast as on the ground, swinging 

by the arms from limb to limb, sometimes a dozen feet apart, letting go and catching, never 

falling, never missing his grip. In fact, he seemed as much at home among the trees as on the 

ground; and Buck had memories of nights of vigil spent beneath trees wherein the hairy man 

roosted, holding on tightly as he slept. 

And closely akin to the visions of the hairy man was the call still sounding in the depths of the 

forest. It filled him with a great unrest and strange desires. It caused him to feel a vague, sweet 

gladness, and he was aware of wild yearnings and stirrings for he knew not what. Sometimes he 

pursued the call into the forest, looking for it as though it were a tangible thing, barking softly or 

defiantly, as the mood might dictate. He would thrust his nose into the cool wood moss, or into 

the black soil where long grasses grew, and snort with joy at the fat earth smells; or he would 

crouch for hours, as if in concealment, behind fungus-covered trunks of fallen trees, wide-eyed 

and wide-eared to all that moved and sounded about him. It might be, lying thus, that he hoped to 

surprise this call he could not understand. But he did not know why he did these various things. 

He was impelled to do them, and did not reason about them at all. 

Irresistible impulses seized him. He would be lying in camp, dozing lazily in the heat of the 

day, when suddenly his head would lift and his ears cock up, intent and listening, and he would 

spring to his feet and dash away, and on and on, for hours, through the forest aisles and across 

the open spaces where the niggerheads bunched. He loved to run down dry watercourses, and to 

creep and spy upon the bird life in the woods. For a day at a time he would lie in the underbrush 

where he could watch the partridges drumming and strutting up and down. But especially he 



loved to run in the dim twilight of the summer midnights, listening to the subdued and sleepy 

murmurs of the forest, reading signs and sounds as man may read a book, and seeking for the 

mysterious something that called—called, waking or sleeping, at all times, for him to come. 

One night he sprang from sleep with a start, eager-eyed, nostrils quivering and scenting, his 

mane bristling in recurrent waves. From the forest came the call (or one note of it, for the call 

was many noted), distinct and definite as never before,—a long-drawn howl, like, yet unlike, any 

noise made by husky dog. And he knew it, in the old familiar way, as a sound heard before. He 

sprang through the sleeping camp and in swift silence dashed through the woods. As he drew 

closer to the cry he went more slowly, with caution in every movement, till he came to an open 

place among the trees, and looking out saw, erect on haunches, with nose pointed to the sky, a 

long, lean, timber wolf. 

He had made no noise, yet it ceased from its howling and tried to sense his presence. Buck 

stalked into the open, half crouching, body gathered compactly together, tail straight and stiff, 

feet falling with unwonted care. Every movement advertised commingled threatening and 

overture of friendliness. It was the menacing truce that marks the meeting of wild beasts that 

prey. But the wolf fled at sight of him. He followed, with wild leapings, in a frenzy to overtake. 

He ran him into a blind channel, in the bed of the creek where a timber jam barred the way. The 

wolf whirled about, pivoting on his hind legs after the fashion of Joe and of all cornered husky 

dogs, snarling and bristling, clipping his teeth together in a continuous and rapid succession of 

snaps. 

Buck did not attack, but circled him about and hedged him in with friendly advances. The wolf 

was suspicious and afraid; for Buck made three of him in weight, while his head barely reached 

Buck’s shoulder. Watching his chance, he darted away, and the chase was resumed. Time and 

again he was cornered, and the thing repeated, though he was in poor condition, or Buck could 

not so easily have overtaken him. He would run till Buck’s head was even with his flank, when 

he would whirl around at bay, only to dash away again at the first opportunity. 

But in the end Buck’s pertinacity was rewarded; for the wolf, finding that no harm was 

intended, finally sniffed noses with him. Then they became friendly, and played about in the 

nervous, half-coy way with which fierce beasts belie their fierceness. After some time of this the 

wolf started off at an easy lope in a manner that plainly showed he was going somewhere. He 

made it clear to Buck that he was to come, and they ran side by side through the sombre twilight, 

straight up the creek bed, into the gorge from which it issued, and across the bleak divide where 

it took its rise. 

On the opposite slope of the watershed they came down into a level country where were great 

stretches of forest and many streams, and through these great stretches they ran steadily, hour 

after hour, the sun rising higher and the day growing warmer. Buck was wildly glad. He knew he 

was at last answering the call, running by the side of his wood brother toward the place from 

where the call surely came. Old memories were coming upon him fast, and he was stirring to 

them as of old he stirred to the realities of which they were the shadows. He had done this thing 

before, somewhere in that other and dimly remembered world, and he was doing it again, now, 

running free in the open, the unpacked earth underfoot, the wide sky overhead. 

They stopped by a running stream to drink, and, stopping, Buck remembered John Thornton. 

He sat down. The wolf started on toward the place from where the call surely came, then 

returned to him, sniffing noses and making actions as though to encourage him. But Buck turned 

about and started slowly on the back track. For the better part of an hour the wild brother ran by 



his side, whining softly. Then he sat down, pointed his nose upward, and howled. It was a 

mournful howl, and as Buck held steadily on his way he heard it grow faint and fainter until it 

was lost in the distance. 

John Thornton was eating dinner when Buck dashed into camp and sprang upon him in a 

frenzy of affection, overturning him, scrambling upon him, licking his face, biting his hand—

“playing the general tom-fool,” as John Thornton characterized it, the while he shook Buck back 

and forth and cursed him lovingly. 

For two days and nights Buck never left camp, never let Thornton out of his sight. He 

followed him about at his work, watched him while he ate, saw him into his blankets at night and 

out of them in the morning. But after two days the call in the forest began to sound more 

imperiously than ever. Buck’s restlessness came back on him, and he was haunted by 

recollections of the wild brother, and of the smiling land beyond the divide and the run side by 

side through the wide forest stretches. Once again he took to wandering in the woods, but the 

wild brother came no more; and though he listened through long vigils, the mournful howl was 

never raised. 

He began to sleep out at night, staying away from camp for days at a time; and once he 

crossed the divide at the head of the creek and went down into the land of timber and streams. 

There he wandered for a week, seeking vainly for fresh sign of the wild brother, killing his meat 

as he travelled and travelling with the long, easy lope that seems never to tire. He fished for 

salmon in a broad stream that emptied somewhere into the sea, and by this stream he killed a 

large black bear, blinded by the mosquitoes while likewise fishing, and raging through the forest 

helpless and terrible. Even so, it was a hard fight, and it aroused the last latent remnants of 

Buck’s ferocity. And two days later, when he returned to his kill and found a dozen wolverenes 

quarrelling over the spoil, he scattered them like chaff; and those that fled left two behind who 

would quarrel no more. 

The blood-longing became stronger than ever before. He was a killer, a thing that preyed, 

living on the things that lived, unaided, alone, by virtue of his own strength and prowess, 

surviving triumphantly in a hostile environment where only the strong survived. Because of all 

this he became possessed of a great pride in himself, which communicated itself like a contagion 

to his physical being. It advertised itself in all his movements, was apparent in the play of every 

muscle, spoke plainly as speech in the way he carried himself, and made his glorious furry coat if 

anything more glorious. But for the stray brown on his muzzle and above his eyes, and for the 

splash of white hair that ran midmost down his chest, he might well have been mistaken for a 

gigantic wolf, larger than the largest of the breed. From his St. Bernard father he had inherited 

size and weight, but it was his shepherd mother who had given shape to that size and weight. His 

muzzle was the long wolf muzzle, save that it was larger than the muzzle of any wolf; and his 

head, somewhat broader, was the wolf head on a massive scale. 

His cunning was wolf cunning, and wild cunning; his intelligence, shepherd intelligence and 

St. Bernard intelligence; and all this, plus an experience gained in the fiercest of schools, made 

him as formidable a creature as any that roamed the wild. A carnivorous animal living on a 

straight meat diet, he was in full flower, at the high tide of his life, overspilling with vigor and 

virility. When Thornton passed a caressing hand along his back, a snapping and crackling 

followed the hand, each hair discharging its pent magnetism at the contact. Every part, brain and 

body, nerve tissue and fibre, was keyed to the most exquisite pitch; and between all the parts 

there was a perfect equilibrium or adjustment. To sights and sounds and events which required 



action, he responded with lightning-like rapidity. Quickly as a husky dog could leap to defend 

from attack or to attack, he could leap twice as quickly. He saw the movement, or heard sound, 

and responded in less time than another dog required to compass the mere seeing or hearing. He 

perceived and determined and responded in the same instant. In point of fact the three actions of 

perceiving, determining, and responding were sequential; but so infinitesimal were the intervals 

of time between them that they appeared simultaneous. His muscles were surcharged with 

vitality, and snapped into play sharply, like steel springs. Life streamed through him in splendid 

flood, glad and rampant, until it seemed that it would burst him asunder in sheer ecstasy and pour 

forth generously over the world. 

“Never was there such a dog,” said John Thornton one day, as the partners watched Buck 

marching out of camp. 

“When he was made, the mould was broke,” said Pete. 

“Py jingo! I t’ink so mineself,” Hans affirmed. 

They saw him marching out of camp, but they did not see the instant and terrible 

transformation which took place as soon as he was within the secrecy of the forest. He no longer 

marched. At once he became a thing of the wild, stealing along softly, cat-footed, a passing 

shadow that appeared and disappeared among the shadows. He knew how to take advantage of 

every cover, to crawl on his belly like a snake, and like a snake to leap and strike. He could take 

a ptarmigan from its nest, kill a rabbit as it slept, and snap in mid air the little chipmunks fleeing 

a second too late for the trees. Fish, in open pools, were not too quick for him; nor were beaver, 

mending their dams, too wary. He killed to eat, not from wantonness; but he preferred to eat 

what he killed himself. So a lurking humor ran through his deeds, and it was his delight to steal 

upon the squirrels, and, when he all but had them, to let them go, chattering in mortal fear to the 

treetops. 

As the fall of the year came on, the moose appeared in greater abundance, moving slowly 

down to meet the winter in the lower and less rigorous valleys. Buck had already dragged down a 

stray part-grown calf; but he wished strongly for larger and more formidable quarry, and he came 

upon it one day on the divide at the head of the creek. A band of twenty moose had crossed over 

from the land of streams and timber, and chief among them was a great bull. He was in a savage 

temper, and, standing over six feet from the ground, was as formidable an antagonist as even 

Buck could desire. Back and forth the bull tossed his great palmated antlers, branching to 

fourteen points and embracing seven feet within the tips. His small eyes burned with a vicious 

and bitter light, while he roared with fury at sight of Buck. 

From the bull’s side, just forward of the flank, protruded a feathered arrow-end, which 

accounted for his savageness. Guided by that instinct which came from the old hunting days of 

the primordial world, Buck proceeded to cut the bull out from the herd. It was no slight task. He 

would bark and dance about in front of the bull, just out of reach of the great antlers and of the 

terrible splay hoofs which could have stamped his life out with a single blow. Unable to turn his 

back on the fanged danger and go on, the bull would be driven into paroxysms of rage. At such 

moments he charged Buck, who retreated craftily, luring him on by a simulated inability to 

escape. But when he was thus separated from his fellows, two or three of the younger bulls 

would charge back upon Buck and enable the wounded bull to rejoin the herd. 

There is a patience of the wild—dogged, tireless, persistent as life itself—that holds 

motionless for endless hours the spider in its web, the snake in its coils, the panther in its 

ambuscade; this patience belongs peculiarly to life when it hunts its living food; and it belonged 



to Buck as he clung to the flank of the herd, retarding its march, irritating the young bulls, 

worrying the cows with their half-grown calves, and driving the wounded bull mad with helpless 

rage. For half a day this continued. Buck multiplied himself, attacking from all sides, enveloping 

the herd in a whirlwind of menace, cutting out his victim as fast as it could rejoin its mates, 

wearing out the patience of creatures preyed upon, which is a lesser patience than that of 

creatures preying. 

As the day wore along and the sun dropped to its bed in the northwest (the darkness had come 

back and the fall nights were six hours long), the young bulls retraced their steps more and more 

reluctantly to the aid of their beset leader. The down-coming winter was harrying them on to the 

lower levels, and it seemed they could never shake off this tireless creature that held them back. 

Besides, it was not the life of the herd, or of the young bulls, that was threatened. The life of only 

one member was demanded, which was a remoter interest than their lives, and in the end they 

were content to pay the toll. 

As twilight fell the old bull stood with lowered head, watching his mates—the cows he had 

known, the calves he had fathered, the bulls he had mastered—as they shambled on at a rapid 

pace through the fading light. He could not follow, for before his nose leaped the merciless 

fanged terror that would not let him go. Three hundredweight more than half a ton he weighed; 

he had lived a long, strong life, full of fight and struggle, and at the end he faced death at the 

teeth of a creature whose head did not reach beyond his great knuckled knees. 

From then on, night and day, Buck never left his prey, never gave it a moment’s rest, never 

permitted it to browse the leaves of trees or the shoots of young birch and willow. Nor did he 

give the wounded bull opportunity to slake his burning thirst in the slender trickling streams they 

crossed. Often, in desperation, he burst into long stretches of flight. At such times Buck did not 

attempt to stay him, but loped easily at his heels, satisfied with the way the game was played, 

lying down when the moose stood still, attacking him fiercely when he strove to eat or drink. 

The great head drooped more and more under its tree of horns, and the shambling trot grew 

weak and weaker. He took to standing for long periods, with nose to the ground and dejected 

ears dropped limply; and Buck found more time in which to get water for himself and in which 

to rest. At such moments, panting with red lolling tongue and with eyes fixed upon the big bull, 

it appeared to Buck that a change was coming over the face of things. He could feel a new stir in 

the land. As the moose were coming into the land, other kinds of life were coming in. Forest and 

stream and air seemed palpitant with their presence. The news of it was borne in upon him, not 

by sight, or sound, or smell, but by some other and subtler sense. He heard nothing, saw nothing, 

yet knew that the land was somehow different; that through it strange things were afoot and 

ranging; and he resolved to investigate after he had finished the business in hand. 

At last, at the end of the fourth day, he pulled the great moose down. For a day and a night he 

remained by the kill, eating and sleeping, turn and turn about. Then, rested, refreshed and strong, 

he turned his face toward camp and John Thornton. He broke into the long easy lope, and went 

on, hour after hour, never at loss for the tangled way, heading straight home through strange 

country with a certitude of direction that put man and his magnetic needle to shame. 

As he held on he became more and more conscious of the new stir in the land. There was life 

abroad in it different from the life which had been there throughout the summer. No longer was 

this fact borne in upon him in some subtle, mysterious way. The birds talked of it, the squirrels 

chattered about it, the very breeze whispered of it. Several times he stopped and drew in the fresh 

morning air in great sniffs, reading a message which made him leap on with greater speed. He 



was oppressed with a sense of calamity happening, if it were not calamity already happened; and 

as he crossed the last watershed and dropped down into the valley toward camp, he proceeded 

with greater caution. 

Three miles away he came upon a fresh trail that sent his neck hair rippling and bristling, It led 

straight toward camp and John Thornton. Buck hurried on, swiftly and stealthily, every nerve 

straining and tense, alert to the multitudinous details which told a story—all but the end. His 

nose gave him a varying description of the passage of the life on the heels of which he was 

travelling. He remarked the pregnant silence of the forest. The bird life had flitted. The squirrels 

were in hiding. One only he saw,—a sleek gray fellow, flattened against a gray dead limb so that 

he seemed a part of it, a woody excrescence upon the wood itself. 

As Buck slid along with the obscureness of a gliding shadow, his nose was jerked suddenly to 

the side as though a positive force had gripped and pulled it. He followed the new scent into a 

thicket and found Nig. He was lying on his side, dead where he had dragged himself, an arrow 

protruding, head and feathers, from either side of his body. 

A hundred yards farther on, Buck came upon one of the sled-dogs Thornton had bought in 

Dawson. This dog was thrashing about in a death-struggle, directly on the trail, and Buck passed 

around him without stopping. From the camp came the faint sound of many voices, rising and 

falling in a sing-song chant. Bellying forward to the edge of the clearing, he found Hans, lying 

on his face, feathered with arrows like a porcupine. At the same instant Buck peered out where 

the spruce-bough lodge had been and saw what made his hair leap straight up on his neck and 

shoulders. A gust of overpowering rage swept over him. He did not know that he growled, but he 

growled aloud with a terrible ferocity. For the last time in his life he allowed passion to usurp 

cunning and reason, and it was because of his great love for John Thornton that he lost his head. 

The Yeehats were dancing about the wreckage of the spruce-bough lodge when they heard a 

fearful roaring and saw rushing upon them an animal the like of which they had never seen 

before. It was Buck, a live hurricane of fury, hurling himself upon them in a frenzy to destroy. 

He sprang at the foremost man (it was the chief of the Yeehats), ripping the throat wide open till 

the rent jugular spouted a fountain of blood. He did not pause to worry the victim, but ripped in 

passing, with the next bound tearing wide the throat of a second man. There was no withstanding 

him. He plunged about in their very midst, tearing, rending, destroying, in constant and terrific 

motion which defied the arrows they discharged at him. In fact, so inconceivably rapid were his 

movements, and so closely were the Indians tangled together, that they shot one another with the 

arrows; and one young hunter, hurling a spear at Buck in mid air, drove it through the chest of 

another hunter with such force that the point broke through the skin of the back and stood out 

beyond. Then a panic seized the Yeehats, and they fled in terror to the woods, proclaiming as 

they fled the advent of the Evil Spirit. 

And truly Buck was the Fiend incarnate, raging at their heels and dragging them down like 

deer as they raced through the trees. It was a fateful day for the Yeehats. They scattered far and 

wide over the country, and it was not till a week later that the last of the survivors gathered 

together in a lower valley and counted their losses. As for Buck, wearying of the pursuit, he 

returned to the desolated camp. He found Pete where he had been killed in his blankets in the 

first moment of surprise. Thornton’s desperate struggle was fresh-written on the earth, and Buck 

scented every detail of it down to the edge of a deep pool. By the edge, head and fore feet in the 

water, lay Skeet, faithful to the last. The pool itself, muddy and discolored from the sluice boxes, 



effectually hid what it contained, and it contained John Thornton; for Buck followed his trace 

into the water, from which no trace led away. 

All day Buck brooded by the pool or roamed restlessly about the camp. Death, as a cessation 

of movement, as a passing out and away from the lives of the living, he knew, and he knew John 

Thornton was dead. It left a great void in him, somewhat akin to hunger, but a void which ached 

and ached, and which food could not fill, At times, when he paused to contemplate the carcasses 

of the Yeehats, he forgot the pain of it; and at such times he was aware of a great pride in 

himself,—a pride greater than any he had yet experienced. He had killed man, the noblest game 

of all, and he had killed in the face of the law of club and fang. He sniffed the bodies curiously. 

They had died so easily. It was harder to kill a husky dog than them. They were no match at all, 

were it not for their arrows and spears and clubs. Thenceforward he would be unafraid of them 

except when they bore in their hands their arrows, spears, and clubs. 

Night came on, and a full moon rose high over the trees into the sky, lighting the land till it lay 

bathed in ghostly day. And with the coming of the night, brooding and mourning by the pool, 

Buck became alive to a stirring of the new life in the forest other than that which the Yeehats had 

made, He stood up, listening and scenting. From far away drifted a faint, sharp yelp, followed by 

a chorus of similar sharp yelps. As the moments passed the yelps grew closer and louder. Again 

Buck knew them as things heard in that other world which persisted in his memory. He walked 

to the centre of the open space and listened. It was the call, the many-noted call, sounding more 

luringly and compellingly than ever before. And as never before, he was ready to obey. John 

Thornton was dead. The last tie was broken. Man and the claims of man no longer bound him. 

Hunting their living meat, as the Yeehats were hunting it, on the flanks of the migrating 

moose, the wolf pack had at last crossed over from the land of streams and timber and invaded 

Buck’s valley. Into the clearing where the moonlight streamed, they poured in a silvery flood; 

and in the centre of the clearing stood Buck, motionless as a statue, waiting their coming. They 

were awed, so still and large he stood, and a moment’s pause fell, till the boldest one leaped 

straight for him. Like a flash Buck struck, breaking the neck. Then he stood, without movement, 

as before, the stricken wolf rolling in agony behind him. Three others tried it in sharp succession; 

and one after the other they drew back, streaming blood from slashed throats or shoulders. 

This was sufficient to fling the whole pack forward, pell-mell, crowded together, blocked and 

confused by its eagerness to pull down the prey. Buck’s marvellous quickness and agility stood 

him in good stead. Pivoting on his hind legs, and snapping and gashing, he was everywhere at 

once, presenting a front which was apparently unbroken so swiftly did he whirl and guard from 

side to side. But to prevent them from getting behind him, he was forced back, down past the 

pool and into the creek bed, till he brought up against a high gravel bank. He worked along to a 

right angle in the bank which the men had made in the course of mining, and in this angle he 

came to bay, protected on three sides and with nothing to do but face the front. 

And so well did he face it, that at the end of half an hour the wolves drew back discomfited. 

The tongues of all were out and lolling, the white fangs showing cruelly white in the moonlight. 

Some were lying down with heads raised and ears pricked forward; others stood on their feet, 

watching him; and still others were lapping water from the pool. One wolf, long and lean and 

gray, advanced cautiously, in a friendly manner, and Buck recognized the wild brother with 

whom he had run for a night and a day. He was whining softly, and, as Buck whined, they 

touched noses. 



Then an old wolf, gaunt and battle-scarred, came forward. Buck writhed his lips into the 

preliminary of a snarl, but sniffed noses with him, Whereupon the old wolf sat down, pointed 

nose at the moon, and broke out the long wolf howl. The others sat down and howled. And now 

the call came to Buck in unmistakable accents. He, too, sat down and howled. This over, he came 

out of his angle and the pack crowded around him, sniffing in half-friendly, half-savage manner. 

The leaders lifted the yelp of the pack and sprang away into the woods. The wolves swung in 

behind, yelping in chorus. And Buck ran with them, side by side with the wild brother, yelping 

as he ran. 

 

And here may well end the story of Buck. The years were not many when the Yeehats noted a 

change in the breed of timber wolves; for some were seen with splashes of brown on head and 

muzzle, and with a rift of white centring down the chest. But more remarkable than this, the 

Yeehats tell of a Ghost Dog that runs at the head of the pack. They are afraid of this Ghost Dog, 

for it has cunning greater than they, stealing from their camps in fierce winters, robbing their 

traps, slaying their dogs, and defying their bravest hunters. 

Nay, the tale grows worse. Hunters there are who fail to return to the camp, and hunters there 

have been whom their tribesmen found with throats slashed cruelly open and with wolf prints 

about them in the snow greater than the prints of any wolf. Each fall, when the Yeehats follow 

the movement of the moose, there is a certain valley which they never enter. And women there 

are who become sad when the word goes over the fire of how the Evil Spirit came to select that 

valley for an abiding-place. 

In the summers there is one visitor, however, to that valley, of which the Yeehats do not know. 

It is a great, gloriously coated wolf, like, and yet unlike, all other wolves. He crosses alone from 

the smiling timber land and comes down into an open space among the trees. Here a yellow 

stream flows from rotted moose-hide sacks and sinks into the ground, with long grasses growing 

through it and vegetable mould overrunning it and hiding its yellow from the sun; and here he 

muses for a time, howling once, long and mournfully, ere he departs. 

But he is not always alone. When the long winter nights come on and the wolves follow their 

meat into the lower valleys, he may be seen running at the head of the pack through the pale 

moonlight or glimmering borealis, leaping gigantic above his fellows, his great throat a-bellow 

as he sings a song of the younger world, which is the song of the pack. 
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Voltaire’s brilliant parody of the ideological notion that all is for the best in this best of all 

possible worlds [1], ironically sub-titled "Optimism", that was written in three incredibly 

productive days(!) and has retained its charm, its venom and its Enlightenment message for 

mankind ever since. 

This 34,000-word English translation was done by an unidentified translator for an edition of 

Candide that was printed in New York in 1908.  

 

Candide, ou l'Optimisme is a French satire written by Voltaire, a philosopher of the Age 

of Enlightenment, first published in 1759. The novella has been widely translated, with English 

versions titled Candide: or, All for the Best (1759); Candide: or, The Optimist (1762); and 

Candide: Optimism (1947). It begins with a young man, Candide, who is living a sheltered life in 

an Edenic paradise and being indoctrinated with Leibnizian optimism by his mentor, Professor 

Pangloss. The work describes the abrupt cessation of this lifestyle, followed by Candide's slow 

and painful disillusionment as he witnesses and experiences great hardships in the world. 

Voltaire concludes Candide with, if not rejecting Leibnizian optimism outright, advocating a 

deeply practical precept, "we must cultivate our garden", in lieu of the Leibnizian mantra of 

Pangloss, "all is for the best" in the "best of all possible worlds". 

Candide is characterized by its tone as well as by its erratic, fantastical, and fast-moving 

plot. A picaresque novel with a story similar to that of a more serious coming-of-age narrative 

(Bildungsroman), it parodies many adventure and romance clichés, the struggles of which are 

caricatured in a tone that is bitter and matter-of-fact. Still, the events discussed are often based on 

historical happenings, such as the Seven Years' War and the 1755 Lisbon earthquake. As 

philosophers of Voltaire's day contended with the problem of evil, so does Candide in this short 

theological novel, albeit more directly and humorously. Voltaire ridicules religion, theologians, 

governments, armies, philosophies, and philosophers. Through Candide, he assaults Leibniz and 

his optimism. 



Candide has enjoyed both great success and great scandal. Immediately after its secretive 

publication, the book was widely banned because it contained religious blasphemy, political 

sedition, and intellectual hostility hidden under a thin veil of naïveté. However, with its sharp wit 

and insightful portrayal of the human condition, the novel has since inspired many later authors 

and artists to mimic and adapt it. Today, Candide is considered as Voltaire's magnum opus and is 

often listed as part of the Western canon. It is among the most frequently taught works of French 

literature. The British poet and literary critic Martin Seymour-Smith listed Candide as one of the 

100 most influential books ever written.  

Immediately after publication, the work and its author were denounced by both secular 

and religious authorities, because the book openly derides government and church alike. It was 

because of such polemics that Omer-Louis-François Joly de Fleury, who was Advocate General 

to the Parisian parliament when Candide was published, found parts of Candide to be "contrary 

to religion and morals". 

Despite much official indictment, soon after its publication, Candide's irreverent prose 

was being quoted. "Let us eat a Jesuit", for instance, became a popular phrase for its reference to 

a humorous passage in Candide. By the end of February 1759, the Grand Council of Geneva and 

the administrators of Paris had banned Candide. Candide nevertheless succeeded in selling 

twenty thousand to thirty thousand copies by the end of the year in over twenty editions, making 

it a best seller. The Duke de La Vallière speculated near the end of January 1759 that Candide 

might have been the fastest-selling book ever. In 1762, Candide was listed in the Index Librorum 

Prohibitorum, the Roman Catholic Church's list of prohibited books. 

Bannings of Candide lasted into the twentieth century in the United States, where it has 

long been considered a seminal work of Western literature. At least once, Candide was 

temporarily barred from entering America: in February 1929, a US customs official in Boston 

prevented a number of copies of the book, deemed "obscene", from reaching a Harvard 

University French class. Candide was admitted in August of the same year; however by that time 

the class was over. In an interview soon after Candide's detention, the official who confiscated 

the book explained the office's decision to ban it, "But about 'Candide,' I'll tell you. For years 

we've been letting that book get by. There were so many different editions, all sizes and kinds, 

some illustrated and some plain, that we figured the book must be all right. Then one of us 

happened to read it. It's a filthy book."  

In 1944, in New York, Concord Books, Inc. issued a sale catalogue of 100 books for 49 

cents each, including Candide. They were notified by the Post Office Department that the 

catalogue violated the section relating to the mailing of obscene literature, and the title must be 

blocked out before it could be mailed. Concord Books had to comply.  

U.S. obscenity laws were overturned in 1959 by the Supreme Court in Kingsley Pictures 

Corp. v. Regents. 
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This Is What It Was Like To Be the Book Censor for All of New England in 1930, New 

Republic  
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I – HOW CANDIDE WAS BROUGHT UP IN A MAGNIFICENT CASTLE, AND HOW 

HE WAS EXPELLED THENCE. 

In a castle of Westphalia, belonging to the Baron of Thunder-ten-Tronckh, lived a youth, whom 

nature had endowed with the most gentle manners. His countenance was a true picture of his 

soul. He combined a true judgment with simplicity of spirit, which was the reason, I apprehend, 

of his being called Candide. The old servants of the family suspected him to have been the son of 

the Baron’s sister, by a good, honest gentleman of the neighborhood, whom that young lady 

would never marry because he had been able to prove only seventy-one quarterings, the rest of 

his genealogical tree having been lost through the injuries of time. 

The Baron was one of the most powerful lords in Westphalia, for his castle had not only a gate, 

but windows. His great hall, even, was hung with tapestry. All the dogs of his farm-yards formed 

a pack of hounds at need; his grooms were his huntsmen; and the curate of the village was his 

grand almoner. They called him "My Lord," and laughed at all his stories. 

The Baron’s lady weighed about three hundred and fifty pounds, and was therefore a person of 

great consideration, and she did the honours of the house with a dignity that commanded still 

greater respect. Her daughter Cunegonde was seventeen years of age, fresh-coloured, comely, 

plump, and desirable. The Baron’s son seemed to be in every respect worthy of his father. The 

Preceptor Pangloss [2] was the oracle of the family, and little Candide heard his lessons with all 

the good faith of his age and character. 

Pangloss was professor of metaphysico-theologico-cosmolo-nigology. He proved admirably that 

there is no effect without a cause, and that, in this best of all possible worlds, the Baron’s castle 

was the most magnificent of castles, and his lady the best of all possible Baronesses. 

"It is demonstrable," said he, "that things cannot be otherwise than as they are; for all being 

created for an end, all is necessarily for the best end. Observe, that the nose has been formed to 

bear spectacles—thus we have spectacles. Legs are visibly designed for stockings —and we have 

stockings. Stones were made to be hewn, and to construct castles—therefore my lord has a 

magnificent castle; for the greatest baron in the province ought to be the best lodged. Pigs were 

made to be eaten—therefore we eat pork all the year round. Consequently they who assert that 

all is well have said a foolish thing, they should have said all is for the best." 

Candide listened attentively and believed innocently; for he thought Miss Cunegonde extremely 

beautiful, though he never had the courage to tell her so. He concluded that after the happiness of 

being born of Baron of Thunder-ten-Tronckh, the second degree of happiness was to be Miss 

Cunegonde, the third that of seeing her every day, and the fourth that of hearing Master 

Pangloss, the greatest philosopher of the whole province, and consequently of the whole world. 

One day Cunegonde, while walking near the castle, in a little wood which they called a park, saw 

between the bushes, Dr. Pangloss giving a lesson in experimental natural philosophy to her 

mother’s chamber-maid, a little brown wench, very pretty and very docile. As Miss Cunegonde 

had a great disposition for the sciences, she breathlessly observed the repeated experiments of 

which she was a witness; she clearly perceived the force of the Doctor’s reasons, the effects, and 



the causes; she turned back greatly flurried, quite pensive, and filled with the desire to be 

learned; dreaming that she might well be a sufficient reason for young Candide, and he for her. 

She met Candide on reaching the castle and blushed; Candide blushed also; she wished him good 

morrow in a faltering tone, and Candide spoke to her without knowing what he said. The next 

day after dinner, as they went from table, Cunegonde and Candide found themselves behind a 

screen; Cunegonde let fall her handkerchief, Candide picked it up, she took him innocently by 

the hand, the youth as innocently kissed the young lady’s hand with particular vivacity, 

sensibility, and grace; their lips met, their eyes sparkled, their knees trembled, their hands 

strayed. Baron Thunder-ten-Tronckh passed near the screen and beholding this cause and effect 

chased Candide from the castle with great kicks on the backside; Cunegonde fainted away; she 

was boxed on the ears by the Baroness, as soon as she came to herself; and all was consternation 

in this most magnificent and most agreeable of all possible castles. 

  



II – WHAT BECAME OF CANDIDE AMONG THE BULGARIANS. 

Candide, driven from terrestrial paradise, walked a long while without knowing where, weeping, 

raising his eyes to heaven, turning them often towards the most magnificent of castles which 

imprisoned the purest of noble young ladies. He lay down to sleep without supper, in the middle 

of a field between two furrows. The snow fell in large flakes. Next day Candide, all benumbed, 

dragged himself towards the neighbouring town which was called Waldberghofftrarbk-dikdorff, 

having no money, dying of hunger and fatigue, he stopped sorrowfully at the door of an inn. Two 

men dressed in blue observed him. 

"Comrade," said one, "here is a well-built young fellow, and of proper height." 

They went up to Candide and very civilly invited him to dinner. 

"Gentlemen," replied Candide, with a most engaging modesty, "you do me great honour, but I 

have not wherewithal to pay my share." 

"Oh, sir," said one of the blues to him, "people of your appearance and of your merit never pay 

anything: are you not five feet five inches high?" 

"Yes, sir, that is my height," answered he, making a low bow. 

"Come, sir, seat yourself; not only will we pay your reckoning, but we will never suffer such a 

man as you to want money; men are only born to assist one another." 

"You are right," said Candide; "this is what I was always taught by Mr. Pangloss, and I see 

plainly that all is for the best." 

They begged of him to accept a few crowns. He took them, and wished to give them his note; 

they refused; they seated themselves at table. 

"Love you not deeply?" 

"Oh yes," answered he; "I deeply love Miss Cunegonde." 

"No," said one of the gentlemen, "we ask you if you do not deeply love the King of the 

Bulgarians?" 

"Not at all," said he; "for I have never seen him." 

"What! he is the best of kings, and we must drink his health." 

"Oh! very willingly, gentlemen," and he drank. 

"That is enough," they tell him. "Now you are the help, the support, the defender, the hero of the 

Bulgarians. Your fortune is made, and your glory is assured." 

Instantly they fettered him, and carried him away to the regiment. There he was made to wheel 

about to the right, and to the left, to draw his rammer, to return his rammer, to present, to fire, to 

march, and they gave him thirty blows with a cudgel. The next day he did his exercise a little less 



badly, and he received but twenty blows. The day following they gave him only ten, and he was 

regarded by his comrades as a prodigy. 

Candide, all stupefied, could not yet very well realise how he was a hero. He resolved one fine 

day in spring to go for a walk, marching straight before him, believing that it was a privilege of 

the human as well as of the animal species to make use of their legs as they pleased. He had 

advanced two leagues when he was overtaken by four others, heroes of six feet, who bound him 

and carried him to a dungeon. He was asked which he would like the best, to be whipped six-

and-thirty times through all the regiment, or to receive at once twelve balls of lead in his brain. 

He vainly said that human will is free, and that he chose neither the one nor the other. He was 

forced to make a choice; he determined, in virtue of that gift of God called liberty, to run the 

gauntlet six-and-thirty times. He bore this twice. The regiment was composed of two thousand 

men; that composed for him four thousand strokes, which laid bare all his muscles and nerves, 

from the nape of his neck quite down to his rump. As they were going to proceed to a third 

whipping, Candide, able to bear no more, begged as a favour that they would be so good as to 

shoot him. He obtained this favour; they bandaged his eyes, and bade him kneel down. The King 

of the Bulgarians passed at this moment and ascertained the nature of the crime. As he had great 

talent, he understood from all that he learnt of Candide that he was a young metaphysician, 

extremely ignorant of the things of this world, and he accorded him his pardon with a clemency 

which will bring him praise in all the journals, and throughout all ages. 

An able surgeon cured Candide in three weeks by means of emollients taught by Dioscorides. He 

had already a little skin, and was able to march when the King of the Bulgarians gave battle to 

the King of the Abares [3]. 

  



III – HOW CANDIDE MADE HIS ESCAPE FROM THE BULGARIANS, AND WHAT 

AFTERWARDS BECAME OF HIM. 

There was never anything so gallant, so spruce, so brilliant, and so well disposed as the two 

armies. Trumpets, fifes, hautboys, drums, and cannon made music such as Hell itself had never 

heard. The cannons first of all laid flat about six thousand men on each side; the muskets swept 

away from this best of worlds nine or ten thousand ruffians who infested its surface. The bayonet 

was also a sufficient reason for the death of several thousands. The whole might amount to thirty 

thousand souls. Candide, who trembled like a philosopher, hid himself as well as he could during 

this heroic butchery. 

At length, while the two kings were causing Te Deum to be sung each in his own camp, Candide 

resolved to go and reason elsewhere on effects and causes. He passed over heaps of dead and 

dying, and first reached a neighbouring village; it was in cinders, it was an Abare village which 

the Bulgarians had burnt according to the laws of war. Here, old men covered with wounds, 

beheld their wives, hugging their children to their bloody breasts, massacred before their faces; 

there, their daughters, disembowelled and breathing their last after having satisfied the natural 

wants of Bulgarian heroes; while others, half burnt in the flames, begged to be despatched. The 

earth was strewed with brains, arms, and legs. 

Candide fled quickly to another village; it belonged to the Bulgarians; and the Abarian heroes 

had treated it in the same way. Candide, walking always over palpitating limbs or across ruins, 

arrived at last beyond the seat of war, with a few provisions in his knapsack, and Miss 

Cunegonde always in his heart. His provisions failed him when he arrived in Holland; but having 

heard that everybody was rich in that country, and that they were Christians, he did not doubt but 

he should meet with the same treatment from them as he had met with in the Baron’s castle, 

before Miss Cunegonde’s bright eyes were the cause of his expulsion thence. 

He asked alms of several grave-looking people, who all answered him, that if he continued to 

follow this trade they would confine him to the house of correction, where he should be taught to 

get a living. 

The next he addressed was a man who had been haranguing a large assembly for a whole hour on 

the subject of charity. But the orator, looking askew, said: 

"What are you doing here? Are you for the good cause?" 

"There can be no effect without a cause," modestly answered Candide; "the whole is necessarily 

concatenated and arranged for the best. It was necessary for me to have been banished from the 

presence of Miss Cunegonde, to have afterwards run the gauntlet, and now it is necessary I 

should beg my bread until I learn to earn it; all this cannot be otherwise." 

"My friend," said the orator to him, "do you believe the Pope to be Anti-Christ?" 

"I have not heard it," answered Candide; "but whether he be, or whether he be not, I want bread." 



"Thou dost not deserve to eat," said the other. "Begone, rogue; begone, wretch; do not come near 

me again." 

The orator’s wife, putting her head out of the window, and spying a man that doubted whether 

the Pope was Anti-Christ, poured over him a full.... Oh, heavens! to what excess does religious 

zeal carry the ladies. 

A man who had never been christened, a good Anabaptist, named James, beheld the cruel and 

ignominious treatment shown to one of his brethren, an unfeathered biped with a rational soul, he 

took him home, cleaned him, gave him bread and beer, presented him with two florins, and even 

wished to teach him the manufacture of Persian stuffs which they make in Holland. Candide, 

almost prostrating himself before him, cried: 

"Master Pangloss has well said that all is for the best in this world, for I am infinitely more 

touched by your extreme generosity than with the inhumanity of that gentleman in the black coat 

and his lady." 

The next day, as he took a walk, he met a beggar all covered with scabs, his eyes diseased, the 

end of his nose eaten away, his mouth distorted, his teeth black, choking in his throat, tormented 

with a violent cough, and spitting out a tooth at each effort. 

  



IV – HOW CANDIDE FOUND HIS OLD MASTER PANGLOSS, AND WHAT 

HAPPENED TO THEM. 

Candide, yet more moved with compassion than with horror, gave to this shocking beggar the 

two florins which he had received from the honest Anabaptist James. The spectre looked at him 

very earnestly, dropped a few tears, and fell upon his neck. Candide recoiled in disgust. 

"Alas!" said one wretch to the other, "do you no longer know your dear Pangloss?" 

"What do I hear? You, my dear master! you in this terrible plight! What misfortune has happened 

to you? Why are you no longer in the most magnificent of castles? What has become of Miss 

Cunegonde, the pearl of girls, and nature’s masterpiece?" 

"I am so weak that I cannot stand," said Pangloss. 

Upon which Candide carried him to the Anabaptist’s stable, and gave him a crust of bread. As 

soon as Pangloss had refreshed himself a little: 

"Well," said Candide, "Cunegonde?" 

"She is dead," replied the other. 

Candide fainted at this word; his friend recalled his senses with a little bad vinegar which he 

found by chance in the stable. Candide reopened his eyes. 

"Cunegonde is dead! Ah, best of worlds, where art thou? But of what illness did she die? Was it 

not for grief, upon seeing her father kick me out of his magnificent castle?" 

"No," said Pangloss, "she was ripped open by the Bulgarian soldiers, after having been violated 

by many; they broke the Baron’s head for attempting to defend her; my lady, her mother, was cut 

in pieces; my poor pupil was served just in the same manner as his sister; and as for the castle, 

they have not left one stone upon another, not a barn, nor a sheep, nor a duck, nor a tree; but we 

have had our revenge, for the Abares have done the very same thing to a neighbouring barony, 

which belonged to a Bulgarian lord." 

At this discourse Candide fainted again; but coming to himself, and having said all that it became 

him to say, inquired into the cause and effect, as well as into the sufficient reason that had 

reduced Pangloss to so miserable a plight. 

"Alas!" said the other, "it was love; love, the comfort of the human species, the preserver of the 

universe, the soul of all sensible beings, love, tender love." 

"Alas!" said Candide, "I know this love, that sovereign of hearts, that soul of our souls; yet it 

never cost me more than a kiss and twenty kicks on the backside. How could this beautiful cause 

produce in you an effect so abominable?" 

Pangloss made answer in these terms: "Oh, my dear Candide, you remember Paquette, that pretty 

wench who waited on our noble Baroness; in her arms I tasted the delights of paradise, which 

produced in me those hell torments with which you see me devoured; she was infected with 



them, she is perhaps dead of them. This present Paquette received of a learned Grey Friar, who 

had traced it to its source; he had had it of an old countess, who had received it from a cavalry 

captain, who owed it to a marchioness, who took it from a page, who had received it from a 

Jesuit, who when a novice had it in a direct line from one of the companions of Christopher 

Columbus. [4]  For my part I shall give it to nobody, I am dying." 

"Oh, Pangloss!" cried Candide, "what a strange genealogy! Is not the Devil the original stock of 

it?" 

"Not at all," replied this great man, "it was a thing unavoidable, a necessary ingredient in the best 

of worlds; for if Columbus had not in an island of America caught this disease, which 

contaminates the source of life, frequently even hinders generation, and which is evidently 

opposed to the great end of nature, we should have neither chocolate nor cochineal. We are also 

to observe that upon our continent, this distemper is like religious controversy, confined to a 

particular spot. The Turks, the Indians, the Persians, the Chinese, the Siamese, the Japanese, 

know nothing of it; but there is a sufficient reason for believing that they will know it in their 

turn in a few centuries. In the meantime, it has made marvellous progress among us, especially in 

those great armies composed of honest well-disciplined hirelings, who decide the destiny of 

states; for we may safely affirm that when an army of thirty thousand men fights another of an 

equal number, there are about twenty thousand of them p-x-d on each side." 

"Well, this is wonderful!" said Candide, "but you must get cured." 

"Alas! how can I?" said Pangloss, "I have not a farthing, my friend, and all over the globe there 

is no letting of blood or taking a glister, without paying, or somebody paying for you." 

These last words determined Candide; he went and flung himself at the feet of the charitable 

Anabaptist James, and gave him so touching a picture of the state to which his friend was 

reduced, that the good man did not scruple to take Dr. Pangloss into his house, and had him 

cured at his expense. In the cure Pangloss lost only an eye and an ear. He wrote well, and knew 

arithmetic perfectly. The Anabaptist James made him his bookkeeper. At the end of two months, 

being obliged to go to Lisbon about some mercantile affairs, he took the two philosophers with 

him in his ship. Pangloss explained to him how everything was so constituted that it could not be 

better. James was not of this opinion. 

"It is more likely," said he, "mankind have a little corrupted nature, for they were not born 

wolves, and they have become wolves; God has given them neither cannon of four-and-twenty 

pounders, nor bayonets; and yet they have made cannon and bayonets to destroy one another. 

Into this account I might throw not only bankrupts, but Justice which seizes on the effects of 

bankrupts to cheat the creditors." 

"All this was indispensable," replied the one-eyed doctor, "for private misfortunes make the 

general good, so that the more private misfortunes there are the greater is the general good." 

While he reasoned, the sky darkened, the winds blew from the four quarters, and the ship was 

assailed by a most terrible tempest within sight of the port of Lisbon. 



  



V – TEMPEST, SHIPWRECK, EARTHQUAKE, AND WHAT BECAME OF DOCTOR 

PANGLOSS, CANDIDE, AND JAMES THE ANABAPTIST. 

Half dead of that inconceivable anguish which the rolling of a ship produces, one-half of the 

passengers were not even sensible of the danger. The other half shrieked and prayed. The sheets 

were rent, the masts broken, the vessel gaped. Work who would, no one heard, no one 

commanded. The Anabaptist being upon deck bore a hand; when a brutish sailor struck him 

roughly and laid him sprawling; but with the violence of the blow he himself tumbled head 

foremost overboard, and stuck upon a piece of the broken mast. Honest James ran to his 

assistance, hauled him up, and from the effort he made was precipitated into the sea in sight of 

the sailor, who left him to perish, without deigning to look at him. Candide drew near and saw 

his benefactor, who rose above the water one moment and was then swallowed up for ever. He 

was just going to jump after him, but was prevented by the philosopher Pangloss, who 

demonstrated to him that the Bay of Lisbon had been made on purpose for the Anabaptist to be 

drowned. While he was proving this à priori, the ship foundered; all perished except Pangloss, 

Candide, and that brutal sailor who had drowned the good Anabaptist. The villain swam safely to 

the shore, while Pangloss and Candide were borne thither upon a plank. 

As soon as they recovered themselves a little they walked toward Lisbon. They had some money 

left, with which they hoped to save themselves from starving, after they had escaped drowning. 

Scarcely had they reached the city, lamenting the death of their benefactor, when they felt the 

earth tremble under their feet. The sea swelled and foamed in the harbour, and beat to pieces the 

vessels riding at anchor. Whirlwinds of fire and ashes covered the streets and public places; 

houses fell, roofs were flung upon the pavements, and the pavements were scattered. Thirty 

thousand inhabitants of all ages and sexes were crushed under the ruins. [5]  The sailor, whistling 

and swearing, said there was booty to be gained here. 

"What can be the sufficient reason of this phenomenon?" said Pangloss. 

"This is the Last Day!" cried Candide. 

The sailor ran among the ruins, facing death to find money; finding it, he took it, got drunk, and 

having slept himself sober, purchased the favours of the first good-natured wench whom he met 

on the ruins of the destroyed houses, and in the midst of the dying and the dead. Pangloss pulled 

him by the sleeve. 

"My friend," said he, "this is not right. You sin against the universal reason; you choose your 

time badly." 

"S’blood and fury!" answered the other; "I am a sailor and born at Batavia. Four times have I 

trampled upon the crucifix in four voyages to Japan [6] ; a fig for thy universal reason." 

Some falling stones had wounded Candide. He lay stretched in the street covered with rubbish. 

"Alas!" said he to Pangloss, "get me a little wine and oil; I am dying." 



"This concussion of the earth is no new thing," answered Pangloss. "The city of Lima, in 

America, experienced the same convulsions last year; the same cause, the same effects; there is 

certainly a train of sulphur under ground from Lima to Lisbon." 

"Nothing more probable," said Candide; "but for the love of God a little oil and wine." 

"How, probable?" replied the philosopher. "I maintain that the point is capable of being 

demonstrated." 

Candide fainted away, and Pangloss fetched him some water from a neighbouring fountain. The 

following day they rummaged among the ruins and found provisions, with which they repaired 

their exhausted strength. After this they joined with others in relieving those inhabitants who had 

escaped death. Some, whom they had succoured, gave them as good a dinner as they could in 

such disastrous circumstances; true, the repast was mournful, and the company moistened their 

bread with tears; but Pangloss consoled them, assuring them that things could not be otherwise. 

"For," said he, "all that is is for the best. If there is a volcano at Lisbon it cannot be elsewhere. It 

is impossible that things should be other than they are; for everything is right." 

A little man dressed in black, Familiar of the Inquisition, who sat by him, politely took up his 

word and said: 

"Apparently, then, sir, you do not believe in original sin; for if all is for the best there has then 

been neither Fall nor punishment." 

"I humbly ask your Excellency’s pardon," answered Pangloss, still more politely; "for the Fall 

and curse of man necessarily entered into the system of the best of worlds." 

"Sir," said the Familiar, "you do not then believe in liberty?" 

"Your Excellency will excuse me," said Pangloss; "liberty is consistent with absolute necessity, 

for it was necessary we should be free; for, in short, the determinate will——" 

Pangloss was in the middle of his sentence, when the Familiar beckoned to his footman, who 

gave him a glass of wine from Porto or Opporto. 

  



VI – HOW THE PORTUGUESE MADE A BEAUTIFUL AUTO-DA-FÉ, TO PREVENT 

ANY FURTHER EARTHQUAKES; AND HOW CANDIDE WAS PUBLICLY 

WHIPPED. 

After the earthquake had destroyed three-fourths of Lisbon, the sages of that country could think 

of no means more effectual to prevent utter ruin than to give the people a beautiful auto-da-fé [7] 

; for it had been decided by the University of Coimbra, that the burning of a few people alive by 

a slow fire, and with great ceremony, is an infallible secret to hinder the earth from quaking. 

In consequence hereof, they had seized on a Biscayner, convicted of having married his 

godmother, and on two Portuguese, for rejecting the bacon which larded a chicken they were 

eating [8] ; after dinner, they came and secured Dr. Pangloss, and his disciple Candide, the one 

for speaking his mind, the other for having listened with an air of approbation. They were 

conducted to separate apartments, extremely cold, as they were never incommoded by the sun. 

Eight days after they were dressed in san-benitos [9]  and their heads ornamented with paper 

mitres. The mitre and san-benito belonging to Candide were painted with reversed flames and 

with devils that had neither tails nor claws; but Pangloss’s devils had claws and tails and the 

flames were upright. They marched in procession thus habited and heard a very pathetic sermon, 

followed by fine church music. Candide was whipped in cadence while they were singing; the 

Biscayner, and the two men who had refused to eat bacon, were burnt; and Pangloss was hanged, 

though that was not the custom. The same day the earth sustained a most violent concussion. 

Candide, terrified, amazed, desperate, all bloody, all palpitating, said to himself: 

"If this is the best of possible worlds, what then are the others? Well, if I had been only whipped 

I could put up with it, for I experienced that among the Bulgarians; but oh, my dear Pangloss! 

thou greatest of philosophers, that I should have seen you hanged, without knowing for what! 

Oh, my dear Anabaptist, thou best of men, that thou should’st have been drowned in the very 

harbour! Oh, Miss Cunegonde, thou pearl of girls! that thou should’st have had thy belly ripped 

open!" 

Thus he was musing, scarce able to stand, preached at, whipped, absolved, and blessed, when an 

old woman accosted him saying: 

"My son, take courage and follow me." 

  



VII – HOW THE OLD WOMAN TOOK CARE OF CANDIDE, AND HOW HE FOUND 

THE OBJECT HE LOVED. 

Candide did not take courage, but followed the old woman to a decayed house, where she gave 

him a pot of pomatum to anoint his sores, showed him a very neat little bed, with a suit of clothes 

hanging up, and left him something to eat and drink. 

"Eat, drink, sleep," said she, "and may our lady of Atocha, [10]  the great St. Anthony of Padua, 

and the great St. James of Compostella, receive you under their protection. I shall be back to-

morrow." 

Candide, amazed at all he had suffered and still more with the charity of the old woman, wished 

to kiss her hand. 

"It is not my hand you must kiss," said the old woman; "I shall be back to-morrow. Anoint 

yourself with the pomatum, eat and sleep." 

Candide, notwithstanding so many disasters, ate and slept. The next morning the old woman 

brought him his breakfast, looked at his back, and rubbed it herself with another ointment: in like 

manner she brought him his dinner; and at night she returned with his supper. The day following 

she went through the very same ceremonies. 

"Who are you?" said Candide; "who has inspired you with so much goodness? What return can I 

make you?" 

The good woman made no answer; she returned in the evening, but brought no supper. 

"Come with me," she said, "and say nothing." 

She took him by the arm, and walked with him about a quarter of a mile into the country; they 

arrived at a lonely house, surrounded with gardens and canals. The old woman knocked at a little 

door, it opened, she led Candide up a private staircase into a small apartment richly furnished. 

She left him on a brocaded sofa, shut the door and went away. Candide thought himself in a 

dream; indeed, that he had been dreaming unluckily all his life, and that the present moment was 

the only agreeable part of it all. 

The old woman returned very soon, supporting with difficulty a trembling woman of a majestic 

figure, brilliant with jewels, and covered with a veil. 

"Take off that veil," said the old woman to Candide. 

The young man approaches, he raises the veil with a timid hand. Oh! what a moment! what 

surprise! he believes he beholds Miss Cunegonde? he really sees her! it is herself! His strength 

fails him, he cannot utter a word, but drops at her feet. Cunegonde falls upon the sofa. The old 

woman supplies a smelling bottle; they come to themselves and recover their speech. As they 

began with broken accents, with questions and answers interchangeably interrupted with sighs, 

with tears, and cries. The old woman desired they would make less noise and then she left them 

to themselves. 



"What, is it you?" said Candide, "you live? I find you again in Portugal? then you have not been 

ravished? then they did not rip open your belly as Doctor Pangloss informed me?" 

"Yes, they did," said the beautiful Cunegonde; "but those two accidents are not always mortal." 

"But were your father and mother killed?" 

"It is but too true," answered Cunegonde, in tears. 

"And your brother?" 

"My brother also was killed." 

"And why are you in Portugal? and how did you know of my being here? and by what strange 

adventure did you contrive to bring me to this house?" 

"I will tell you all that," replied the lady, "but first of all let me know your history, since the 

innocent kiss you gave me and the kicks which you received." 

Candide respectfully obeyed her, and though he was still in a surprise, though his voice was 

feeble and trembling, though his back still pained him, yet he gave her a most ingenuous account 

of everything that had befallen him since the moment of their separation. Cunegonde lifted up 

her eyes to heaven; shed tears upon hearing of the death of the good Anabaptist and of Pangloss; 

after which she spoke as follows to Candide, who did not lose a word and devoured her with his 

eyes. 

  



VIII – THE HISTORY OF CUNEGONDE. 

"I was in bed and fast asleep when it pleased God to send the Bulgarians to our delightful castle 

of Thunder-ten-Tronckh; they slew my father and brother, and cut my mother in pieces. A tall 

Bulgarian, six feet high, perceiving that I had fainted away at this sight, began to ravish me; this 

made me recover; I regained my senses, I cried, I struggled, I bit, I scratched, I wanted to tear out 

the tall Bulgarian’s eyes—not knowing that what happened at my father’s house was the usual 

practice of war. The brute gave me a cut in the left side with his hanger, and the mark is still 

upon me." 

"Ah! I hope I shall see it," said honest Candide. 

"You shall," said Cunegonde, "but let us continue." 

"Do so," replied Candide. 

Thus she resumed the thread of her story: 

"A Bulgarian captain came in, saw me all bleeding, and the soldier not in the least disconcerted. 

The captain flew into a passion at the disrespectful behaviour of the brute, and slew him on my 

body. He ordered my wounds to be dressed, and took me to his quarters as a prisoner of war. I 

washed the few shirts that he had, I did his cooking; he thought me very pretty—he avowed it; 

on the other hand, I must own he had a good shape, and a soft and white skin; but he had little or 

no mind or philosophy, and you might see plainly that he had never been instructed by Doctor 

Pangloss. In three months time, having lost all his money, and being grown tired of my company, 

he sold me to a Jew, named Don Issachar, who traded to Holland and Portugal, and had a strong 

passion for women. This Jew was much attached to my person, but could not triumph over it; I 

resisted him better than the Bulgarian soldier. A modest woman may be ravished once, but her 

virtue is strengthened by it. In order to render me more tractable, he brought me to this country 

house. Hitherto I had imagined that nothing could equal the beauty of Thunder-ten-Tronckh 

Castle; but I found I was mistaken. 

"The Grand Inquisitor, seeing me one day at Mass, stared long at me, and sent to tell me that he 

wished to speak on private matters. I was conducted to his palace, where I acquainted him with 

the history of my family, and he represented to me how much it was beneath my rank to belong 

to an Israelite. A proposal was then made to Don Issachar that he should resign me to my lord. 

Don Issachar, being the court banker, and a man of credit, would hear nothing of it. The 

Inquisitor threatened him with an auto-da-fé. At last my Jew, intimidated, concluded a bargain, 

by which the house and myself should belong to both in common; the Jew should have for 

himself Monday, Wednesday, and Saturday, and the Inquisitor should have the rest of the week. 

It is now six months since this agreement was made. Quarrels have not been wanting, for they 

could not decide whether the night from Saturday to Sunday belonged to the old law or to the 

new. For my part, I have so far held out against both, and I verily believe that this is the reason 

why I am still beloved. 



"At length, to avert the scourge of earthquakes, and to intimidate Don Issachar, my Lord 

Inquisitor was pleased to celebrate an auto-da-fé. He did me the honour to invite me to the 

ceremony. I had a very good seat, and the ladies were served with refreshments between Mass 

and the execution. I was in truth seized with horror at the burning of those two Jews, and of the 

honest Biscayner who had married his godmother; but what was my surprise, my fright, my 

trouble, when I saw in a san-benito and mitre a figure which resembled that of Pangloss! I 

rubbed my eyes, I looked at him attentively, I saw him hung; I fainted. Scarcely had I recovered 

my senses than I saw you stripped, stark naked, and this was the height of my horror, 

consternation, grief, and despair. I tell you, truthfully, that your skin is yet whiter and of a more 

perfect colour than that of my Bulgarian captain. This spectacle redoubled all the feelings which 

overwhelmed and devoured me. I screamed out, and would have said, ’Stop, barbarians!’ but my 

voice failed me, and my cries would have been useless after you had been severely whipped. 

How is it possible, said I, that the beloved Candide and the wise Pangloss should both be at 

Lisbon, the one to receive a hundred lashes, and the other to be hanged by the Grand Inquisitor, 

of whom I am the well-beloved? Pangloss most cruelly deceived me when he said that 

everything in the world is for the best. 

"Agitated, lost, sometimes beside myself, and sometimes ready to die of weakness, my mind was 

filled with the massacre of my father, mother, and brother, with the insolence of the ugly 

Bulgarian soldier, with the stab that he gave me, with my servitude under the Bulgarian captain, 

with my hideous Don Issachar, with my abominable Inquisitor, with the execution of Doctor 

Pangloss, with the grand Miserere to which they whipped you, and especially with the kiss I gave 

you behind the screen the day that I had last seen you. I praised God for bringing you back to me 

after so many trials, and I charged my old woman to take care of you, and to conduct you hither 

as soon as possible. She has executed her commission perfectly well; I have tasted the 

inexpressible pleasure of seeing you again, of hearing you, of speaking with you. But you must 

be hungry, for myself, I am famished; let us have supper." 

They both sat down to table, and, when supper was over, they placed themselves once more on 

the sofa; where they were when Signor Don Issachar arrived. It was the Jewish Sabbath, and 

Issachar had come to enjoy his rights, and to explain his tender love. 

  



IX – WHAT BECAME OF CUNEGONDE, CANDIDE, THE GRAND INQUISITOR, 

AND THE JEW. 

This Issachar was the most choleric Hebrew that had ever been seen in Israel since the Captivity 

in Babylon. 

"What!" said he, "thou bitch of a Galilean, was not the Inquisitor enough for thee? Must this 

rascal also share with me?" 

In saying this he drew a long poniard which he always carried about him; and not imagining that 

his adversary had any arms he threw himself upon Candide: but our honest Westphalian had 

received a handsome sword from the old woman along with the suit of clothes. He drew his 

rapier, despite his gentleness, and laid the Israelite stone dead upon the cushions at Cunegonde’s 

feet. 

"Holy Virgin!" cried she, "what will become of us? A man killed in my apartment! If the officers 

of justice come, we are lost!" 

"Had not Pangloss been hanged," said Candide, "he would give us good counsel in this 

emergency, for he was a profound philosopher. Failing him let us consult the old woman." 

She was very prudent and commenced to give her opinion when suddenly another little door 

opened. It was an hour after midnight, it was the beginning of Sunday. This day belonged to my 

lord the Inquisitor. He entered, and saw the whipped Candide, sword in hand, a dead man upon 

the floor, Cunegonde aghast, and the old woman giving counsel. 

At this moment, the following is what passed in the soul of Candide, and how he reasoned: 

If this holy man call in assistance, he will surely have me burnt; and Cunegonde will perhaps be 

served in the same manner; he was the cause of my being cruelly whipped; he is my rival; and, as 

I have now begun to kill, I will kill away, for there is no time to hesitate. This reasoning was 

clear and instantaneous; so that without giving time to the Inquisitor to recover from his surprise, 

he pierced him through and through, and cast him beside the Jew. 

"Yet again!" said Cunegonde, "now there is no mercy for us, we are excommunicated, our last 

hour has come. How could you do it? you, naturally so gentle, to slay a Jew and a prelate in two 

minutes!" 

"My beautiful young lady," responded Candide, "when one is a lover, jealous and whipped by 

the Inquisition, one stops at nothing." 

The old woman then put in her word, saying: 

"There are three Andalusian horses in the stable with bridles and saddles, let the brave Candide 

get them ready; madame has money, jewels; let us therefore mount quickly on horseback, though 

I can sit only on one buttock; let us set out for Cadiz, it is the finest weather in the world, and 

there is great pleasure in travelling in the cool of the night." 



Immediately Candide saddled the three horses, and Cunegonde, the old woman and he, travelled 

thirty miles at a stretch. While they were journeying, the Holy Brotherhood entered the house; 

my lord the Inquisitor was interred in a handsome church, and Issachar’s body was thrown upon 

a dunghill. 

Candide, Cunegonde, and the old woman, had now reached the little town of Avacena in the 

midst of the mountains of the Sierra Morena, and were speaking as follows in a public inn. 

  



X – IN WHAT DISTRESS CANDIDE, CUNEGONDE, AND THE OLD WOMAN 

ARRIVED AT CADIZ; AND OF THEIR EMBARKATION. 

"Who was it that robbed me of my money and jewels?" said Cunegonde, all bathed in tears. 

"How shall we live? What shall we do? Where find Inquisitors or Jews who will give me more?" 

"Alas!" said the old woman, "I have a shrewd suspicion of a reverend Grey Friar, who stayed last 

night in the same inn with us at Badajos. God preserve me from judging rashly, but he came into 

our room twice, and he set out upon his journey long before us." 

"Alas!" said Candide, "dear Pangloss has often demonstrated to me that the goods of this world 

are common to all men, and that each has an equal right to them. But according to these 

principles the Grey Friar ought to have left us enough to carry us through our journey. Have you 

nothing at all left, my dear Cunegonde?" 

"Not a farthing," said she. 

"What then must we do?" said Candide. 

"Sell one of the horses," replied the old woman. "I will ride behind Miss Cunegonde, though I 

can hold myself only on one buttock, and we shall reach Cadiz." 

In the same inn there was a Benedictine prior who bought the horse for a cheap price. Candide, 

Cunegonde, and the old woman, having passed through Lucena, Chillas, and Lebrixa, arrived at 

length at Cadiz. A fleet was there getting ready, and troops assembling to bring to reason the 

reverend Jesuit Fathers of Paraguay, accused of having made one of the native tribes in the 

neighborhood of San Sacrament revolt against the Kings of Spain and Portugal. Candide having 

been in the Bulgarian service, performed the military exercise before the general of this little 

army with so graceful an address, with so intrepid an air, and with such agility and expedition, 

that he was given the command of a company of foot. Now, he was a captain! He set sail with 

Miss Cunegonde, the old woman, two valets, and the two Andalusian horses, which had 

belonged to the grand Inquisitor of Portugal. 

During their voyage they reasoned a good deal on the philosophy of poor Pangloss. 

"We are going into another world," said Candide; "and surely it must be there that all is for the 

best. For I must confess there is reason to complain a little of what passeth in our world in regard 

to both natural and moral philosophy." 

"I love you with all my heart," said Cunegonde; "but my soul is still full of fright at that which I 

have seen and experienced." 

"All will be well," replied Candide; "the sea of this new world is already better than our 

European sea; it is calmer, the winds more regular. It is certainly the New World which is the 

best of all possible worlds." 

"God grant it," said Cunegonde; "but I have been so horribly unhappy there that my heart is 

almost closed to hope." 



"You complain," said the old woman; "alas! you have not known such misfortunes as mine." 

Cunegonde almost broke out laughing, finding the good woman very amusing, for pretending to 

have been as unfortunate as she. 

"Alas!" said Cunegonde, "my good mother, unless you have been ravished by two Bulgarians, 

have received two deep wounds in your belly, have had two castles demolished, have had two 

mothers cut to pieces before your eyes, and two of your lovers whipped at an auto-da-fé, I do not 

conceive how you could be more unfortunate than I. Add that I was born a baroness of seventy-

two quarterings—and have been a cook!" 

"Miss," replied the old woman, "you do not know my birth; and were I to show you my backside, 

you would not talk in that manner, but would suspend your judgment." 

This speech having raised extreme curiosity in the minds of Cunegonde and Candide, the old 

woman spoke to them as follows. 

  



XI – HISTORY OF THE OLD WOMAN. 

"I had not always bleared eyes and red eyelids; neither did my nose always touch my chin; nor 

was I always a servant. I am the daughter of Pope Urban X, [11]  and of the Princess of 

Palestrina. Until the age of fourteen I was brought up in a palace, to which all the castles of your 

German barons would scarcely have served for stables; and one of my robes was worth more 

than all the magnificence of Westphalia. As I grew up I improved in beauty, wit, and every 

graceful accomplishment, in the midst of pleasures, hopes, and respectful homage. Already I 

inspired love. My throat was formed, and such a throat! white, firm, and shaped like that of the 

Venus of Medici; and what eyes! what eyelids! what black eyebrows! such flames darted from 

my dark pupils that they eclipsed the scintillation of the stars—as I was told by the poets in our 

part of the world. My waiting women, when dressing and undressing me, used to fall into an 

ecstasy, whether they viewed me before or behind; how glad would the gentlemen have been to 

perform that office for them! 

"I was affianced to the most excellent Prince of Massa Carara. Such a prince! as handsome as 

myself, sweet-tempered, agreeable, brilliantly witty, and sparkling with love. I loved him as one 

loves for the first time—with idolatry, with transport. The nuptials were prepared. There was 

surprising pomp and magnificence; there were fêtes, carousals, continual opera bouffe; and all 

Italy composed sonnets in my praise, though not one of them was passable. I was just upon the 

point of reaching the summit of bliss, when an old marchioness who had been mistress to the 

Prince, my husband, invited him to drink chocolate with her. He died in less than two hours of 

most terrible convulsions. But this is only a bagatelle. My mother, in despair, and scarcely less 

afflicted than myself, determined to absent herself for some time from so fatal a place. She had a 

very fine estate in the neighbourhood of Gaeta. We embarked on board a galley of the country 

which was gilded like the great altar of St. Peter’s at Rome. A Sallee corsair swooped down and 

boarded us. Our men defended themselves like the Pope’s soldiers; they flung themselves upon 

their knees, and threw down their arms, begging of the corsair an absolution in articulo mortis. 

"Instantly they were stripped as bare as monkeys; my mother, our maids of honour, and myself 

were all served in the same manner. It is amazing with what expedition those gentry undress 

people. But what surprised me most was, that they thrust their fingers into the part of our bodies 

which the generality of women suffer no other instrument but—pipes to enter. It appeared to me 

a very strange kind of ceremony; but thus one judges of things when one has not seen the world. 

I afterwards learnt that it was to try whether we had concealed any diamonds. This is the practice 

established from time immemorial, among civilised nations that scour the seas. I was informed 

that the very religious Knights of Malta never fail to make this search when they take any 

Turkish prisoners of either sex. It is a law of nations from which they never deviate. 

"I need not tell you how great a hardship it was for a young princess and her mother to be made 

slaves and carried to Morocco. You may easily imagine all we had to suffer on board the pirate 

vessel. My mother was still very handsome; our maids of honour, and even our waiting women, 

had more charms than are to be found in all Africa. As for myself, I was ravishing, was exquisite, 

grace itself, and I was a virgin! I did not remain so long; this flower, which had been reserved for 

the handsome Prince of Massa Carara, was plucked by the corsair captain. He was an 



abominable negro, and yet believed that he did me a great deal of honour. Certainly the Princess 

of Palestrina and myself must have been very strong to go through all that we experienced until 

our arrival at Morocco. But let us pass on; these are such common things as not to be worth 

mentioning. 

"Morocco swam in blood when we arrived. Fifty sons of the Emperor Muley-Ismael [12]  had 

each their adherents; this produced fifty civil wars, of blacks against blacks, and blacks against 

tawnies, and tawnies against tawnies, and mulattoes against mulattoes. In short it was a continual 

carnage throughout the empire. 

"No sooner were we landed, than the blacks of a contrary faction to that of my captain attempted 

to rob him of his booty. Next to jewels and gold we were the most valuable things he had. I was 

witness to such a battle as you have never seen in your European climates. The northern nations 

have not that heat in their blood, nor that raging lust for women, so common in Africa. It seems 

that you Europeans have only milk in your veins; but it is vitriol, it is fire which runs in those of 

the inhabitants of Mount Atlas and the neighbouring countries. They fought with the fury of the 

lions, tigers, and serpents of the country, to see who should have us. A Moor seized my mother 

by the right arm, while my captain’s lieutenant held her by the left; a Moorish soldier had hold of 

her by one leg, and one of our corsairs held her by the other. Thus almost all our women were 

drawn in quarters by four men. My captain concealed me behind him; and with his drawn 

scimitar cut and slashed every one that opposed his fury. At length I saw all our Italian women, 

and my mother herself, torn, mangled, massacred, by the monsters who disputed over them. The 

slaves, my companions, those who had taken them, soldiers, sailors, blacks, whites, mulattoes, 

and at last my captain, all were killed, and I remained dying on a heap of dead. Such scenes as 

this were transacted through an extent of three hundred leagues—and yet they never missed the 

five prayers a day ordained by Mahomet. 

"With difficulty I disengaged myself from such a heap of slaughtered bodies, and crawled to a 

large orange tree on the bank of a neighbouring rivulet, where I fell, oppressed with fright, 

fatigue, horror, despair, and hunger. Immediately after, my senses, overpowered, gave 

themselves up to sleep, which was yet more swooning than repose. I was in this state of 

weakness and insensibility, between life and death, when I felt myself pressed by something that 

moved upon my body. I opened my eyes, and saw a white man, of good countenance, who 

sighed, and who said between his teeth: ’O che sciagura d’essere senza coglioni! [13] ’" 

  



XII – THE ADVENTURES OF THE OLD WOMAN CONTINUED. 

"Astonished and delighted to hear my native language, and no less surprised at what this man 

said, I made answer that there were much greater misfortunes than that of which he complained. 

I told him in a few words of the horrors which I had endured, and fainted a second time. He 

carried me to a neighbouring house, put me to bed, gave me food, waited upon me, consoled me, 

flattered me; he told me that he had never seen any one so beautiful as I, and that he never so 

much regretted the loss of what it was impossible to recover. 

"’I was born at Naples,’ said he, ’there they geld two or three thousand children every year; some 

die of the operation, others acquire a voice more beautiful than that of women, and others are 

raised to offices of state. [14]  This operation was performed on me with great success and I was 

chapel musician to madam, the Princess of Palestrina.’ 

"’To my mother!’ cried I. 

"’Your mother!’ cried he, weeping. ’What! can you be that young princess whom I brought up 

until the age of six years, and who promised so early to be as beautiful as you?’ 

"’It is I, indeed; but my mother lies four hundred yards hence, torn in quarters, under a heap of 

dead bodies.’ 

"I told him all my adventures, and he made me acquainted with his; telling me that he had been 

sent to the Emperor of Morocco by a Christian power, to conclude a treaty with that prince, in 

consequence of which he was to be furnished with military stores and ships to help to demolish 

the commerce of other Christian Governments. 

"’My mission is done,’ said this honest eunuch; ’I go to embark for Ceuta, and will take you to 

Italy.Ma che sciagura d’essere senza coglioni!’ 

"I thanked him with tears of commiseration; and instead of taking me to Italy he conducted me to 

Algiers, where he sold me to the Dey. Scarcely was I sold, than the plague which had made the 

tour of Africa, Asia, and Europe, broke out with great malignancy in Algiers. You have seen 

earthquakes; but pray, miss, have you ever had the plague?" 

"Never," answered Cunegonde. 

"If you had," said the old woman, "you would acknowledge that it is far more terrible than an 

earthquake. It is common in Africa, and I caught it. Imagine to yourself the distressed situation 

of the daughter of a Pope, only fifteen years old, who, in less than three months, had felt the 

miseries of poverty and slavery, had been ravished almost every day, had beheld her mother 

drawn in quarters, had experienced famine and war, and was dying of the plague in Algiers. I did 

not die, however, but my eunuch, and the Dey, and almost the whole seraglio of Algiers 

perished. 

"As soon as the first fury of this terrible pestilence was over, a sale was made of the Dey’s 

slaves; I was purchased by a merchant, and carried to Tunis; this man sold me to another 

merchant, who sold me again to another at Tripoli; from Tripoli I was sold to Alexandria, from 



Alexandria to Smyrna, and from Smyrna to Constantinople. At length I became the property of 

an Aga of the Janissaries, who was soon ordered away to the defence of Azof, then besieged by 

the Russians. 

"The Aga, who was a very gallant man, took his whole seraglio with him, and lodged us in a 

small fort on the Palus Méotides, guarded by two black eunuchs and twenty soldiers. The Turks 

killed prodigious numbers of the Russians, but the latter had their revenge. Azof was destroyed 

by fire, the inhabitants put to the sword, neither sex nor age was spared; until there remained 

only our little fort, and the enemy wanted to starve us out. The twenty Janissaries had sworn they 

would never surrender. The extremities of famine to which they were reduced, obliged them to 

eat our two eunuchs, for fear of violating their oath. And at the end of a few days they resolved 

also to devour the women. 

"We had a very pious and humane Iman, who preached an excellent sermon, exhorting them not 

to kill us all at once. 

"’Only cut off a buttock of each of those ladies,’ said he, ’and you’ll fare extremely well; if you 

must go to it again, there will be the same entertainment a few days hence; heaven will accept of 

so charitable an action, and send you relief.’ 

"He had great eloquence; he persuaded them; we underwent this terrible operation. The Iman 

applied the same balsam to us, as he does to children after circumcision; and we all nearly died. 

"Scarcely had the Janissaries finished the repast with which we had furnished them, than the 

Russians came in flat-bottomed boats; not a Janissary escaped. The Russians paid no attention to 

the condition we were in. There are French surgeons in all parts of the world; one of them who 

was very clever took us under his care—he cured us; and as long as I live I shall remember that 

as soon as my wounds were healed he made proposals to me. He bid us all be of good cheer, 

telling us that the like had happened in many sieges, and that it was according to the laws of war. 

"As soon as my companions could walk, they were obliged to set out for Moscow. I fell to the 

share of a Boyard who made me his gardener, and gave me twenty lashes a day. But this 

nobleman having in two years’ time been broke upon the wheel along with thirty more Boyards 

for some broils at court, I profited by that event; I fled. I traversed all Russia; I was a long time 

an inn-holder’s servant at Riga, the same at Rostock, at Vismar, at Leipzig, at Cassel, at Utrecht, 

at Leyden, at the Hague, at Rotterdam. I waxed old in misery and disgrace, having only one-half 

of my posteriors, and always remembering I was a Pope’s daughter. A hundred times I was upon 

the point of killing myself; but still I loved life. This ridiculous foible is perhaps one of our most 

fatal characteristics; for is there anything more absurd than to wish to carry continually a burden 

which one can always throw down? to detest existence and yet to cling to one’s existence? in 

brief, to caress the serpent which devours us, till he has eaten our very heart? 

"In the different countries which it has been my lot to traverse, and the numerous inns where I 

have been servant, I have taken notice of a vast number of people who held their own existence 

in abhorrence, and yet I never knew of more than eight who voluntarily put an end to their 

misery; three negroes, four Englishmen, and a German professor named Robek. [15]  I ended by 



being servant to the Jew, Don Issachar, who placed me near your presence, my fair lady. I am 

determined to share your fate, and have been much more affected with your misfortunes than 

with my own. I would never even have spoken to you of my misfortunes, had you not piqued me 

a little, and if it were not customary to tell stories on board a ship in order to pass away the time. 

In short, Miss Cunegonde, I have had experience, I know the world; therefore I advise you to 

divert yourself, and prevail upon each passenger to tell his story; and if there be one of them all, 

that has not cursed his life many a time, that has not frequently looked upon himself as the 

unhappiest of mortals, I give you leave to throw me headforemost into the sea." 

  



XIII – HOW CANDIDE WAS FORCED AWAY FROM HIS FAIR CUNEGONDE AND 

THE OLD WOMAN. 

The beautiful Cunegonde having heard the old woman’s history, paid her all the civilities due to 

a person of her rank and merit. She likewise accepted her proposal, and engaged all the 

passengers, one after the other, to relate their adventures; and then both she and Candide allowed 

that the old woman was in the right. 

"It is a great pity," said Candide, "that the sage Pangloss was hanged contrary to custom at an 

auto-da-fé; he would tell us most amazing things in regard to the physical and moral evils that 

overspread earth and sea, and I should be able, with due respect, to make a few objections." 

While each passenger was recounting his story, the ship made her way. They landed at Buenos 

Ayres. Cunegonde, Captain Candide, and the old woman, waited on the Governor, Don Fernando 

d’Ibaraa, y Figueora, y Mascarenes, y Lampourdos, y Souza. This nobleman had a stateliness 

becoming a person who bore so many names. He spoke to men with so noble a disdain, carried 

his nose so loftily, raised his voice so unmercifully, assumed so imperious an air, and stalked 

with such intolerable pride, that those who saluted him were strongly inclined to give him a good 

drubbing. Cunegonde appeared to him the most beautiful he had ever met. The first thing he did 

was to ask whether she was not the captain’s wife. The manner in which he asked the question 

alarmed Candide; he durst not say she was his wife, because indeed she was not; neither durst he 

say she was his sister, because it was not so; and although this obliging lie had been formerly 

much in favour among the ancients, and although it could be useful to the moderns, his soul was 

too pure to betray the truth. 

"Miss Cunegonde," said he, "is to do me the honour to marry me, and we beseech your 

excellency to deign to sanction our marriage." 

Don Fernando d’Ibaraa, y Figueora, y Mascarenes, y Lampourdos, y Souza, turning up his 

moustachios, smiled mockingly, and ordered Captain Candide to go and review his company. 

Candide obeyed, and the Governor remained alone with Miss Cunegonde. He declared his 

passion, protesting he would marry her the next day in the face of the church, or otherwise, just 

as should be agreeable to herself. Cunegonde asked a quarter of an hour to consider of it, to 

consult the old woman, and to take her resolution. 

The old woman spoke thus to Cunegonde: 

"Miss, you have seventy-two quarterings, and not a farthing; it is now in your power to be wife 

to the greatest lord in South America, who has very beautiful moustachios. Is it for you to pique 

yourself upon inviolable fidelity? You have been ravished by Bulgarians; a Jew and an Inquisitor 

have enjoyed your favours. Misfortune gives sufficient excuse. I own, that if I were in your 

place, I should have no scruple in marrying the Governor and in making the fortune of Captain 

Candide." 

While the old woman spoke with all the prudence which age and experience gave, a small ship 

entered the port on board of which were an Alcalde and his alguazils, and this was what had 

happened. 



As the old woman had shrewdly guessed, it was a Grey Friar who stole Cunegonde’s money and 

jewels in the town of Badajos, when she and Candide were escaping. The Friar wanted to sell 

some of the diamonds to a jeweller; the jeweller knew them to be the Grand Inquisitor’s. The 

Friar before he was hanged confessed he had stolen them. He described the persons, and the 

route they had taken. The flight of Cunegonde and Candide was already known. They were 

traced to Cadiz. A vessel was immediately sent in pursuit of them. The vessel was already in the 

port of Buenos Ayres. The report spread that the Alcalde was going to land, and that he was in 

pursuit of the murderers of my lord the Grand Inquisitor. The prudent old woman saw at once 

what was to be done. 

"You cannot run away," said she to Cunegonde, "and you have nothing to fear, for it was not you 

that killed my lord; besides the Governor who loves you will not suffer you to be ill-treated; 

therefore stay." 

She then ran immediately to Candide. 

"Fly," said she, "or in an hour you will be burnt." 

There was not a moment to lose; but how could he part from Cunegonde, and where could he 

flee for shelter? 

  



XIV – HOW CANDIDE AND CACAMBO WERE RECEIVED BY THE JESUITS OF 

PARAGUAY. 

Candide had brought such a valet with him from Cadiz, as one often meets with on the coasts of 

Spain and in the American colonies. He was a quarter Spaniard, born of a mongrel in Tucuman; 

he had been singing-boy, sacristan, sailor, monk, pedlar, soldier, and lackey. His name was 

Cacambo, and he loved his master, because his master was a very good man. He quickly saddled 

the two Andalusian horses. 

"Come, master, let us follow the old woman’s advice; let us start, and run without looking behind 

us." 

Candide shed tears. 

"Oh! my dear Cunegonde! must I leave you just at a time when the Governor was going to 

sanction our nuptials? Cunegonde, brought to such a distance what will become of you?" 

"She will do as well as she can," said Cacambo; "the women are never at a loss, God provides for 

them, let us run." 

"Whither art thou carrying me? Where shall we go? What shall we do without Cunegonde?" said 

Candide. 

"By St. James of Compostella," said Cacambo, "you were going to fight against the Jesuits; let us 

go to fight for them; I know the road well, I’ll conduct you to their kingdom, where they will be 

charmed to have a captain that understands the Bulgarian exercise. You’ll make a prodigious 

fortune; if we cannot find our account in one world we shall in another. It is a great pleasure to 

see and do new things." 

"You have before been in Paraguay, then?" said Candide. 

"Ay, sure," answered Cacambo, "I was servant in the College of the Assumption, and am 

acquainted with the government of the good Fathers as well as I am with the streets of Cadiz. It 

is an admirable government. The kingdom is upwards of three hundred leagues in diameter, and 

divided into thirty provinces; there the Fathers possess all, and the people nothing; it is a 

masterpiece of reason and justice. For my part I see nothing so divine as the Fathers who here 

make war upon the kings of Spain and Portugal, and in Europe confess those kings; who here kill 

Spaniards, and in Madrid send them to heaven; this delights me, let us push forward. You are 

going to be the happiest of mortals. What pleasure will it be to those Fathers to hear that a 

captain who knows the Bulgarian exercise has come to them!" 

As soon as they reached the first barrier, Cacambo told the advanced guard that a captain wanted 

to speak with my lord the Commandant. Notice was given to the main guard, and immediately a 

Paraguayan officer ran and laid himself at the feet of the Commandant, to impart this news to 

him. Candide and Cacambo were disarmed, and their two Andalusian horses seized. The 

strangers were introduced between two files of musketeers; the Commandant was at the further 

end, with the three-cornered cap on his head, his gown tucked up, a sword by his side, and a 



spontoon [16]  in his hand. He beckoned, and straightway the new-comers were encompassed by 

four-and-twenty soldiers. A sergeant told them they must wait, that the Commandant could not 

speak to them, and that the reverend Father Provincial does not suffer any Spaniard to open his 

mouth but in his presence, or to stay above three hours in the province. 

"And where is the reverend Father Provincial?" said Cacambo. 

"He is upon the parade just after celebrating mass," answered the sergeant, "and you cannot kiss 

his spurs till three hours hence." 

"However," said Cacambo, "the captain is not a Spaniard, but a German, he is ready to perish 

with hunger as well as myself; cannot we have something for breakfast, while we wait for his 

reverence?" 

The sergeant went immediately to acquaint the Commandant with what he had heard. 

"God be praised!" said the reverend Commandant, "since he is a German, I may speak to him; 

take him to my arbour." 

Candide was at once conducted to a beautiful summer-house, ornamented with a very pretty 

colonnade of green and gold marble, and with trellises, enclosing parraquets, humming-birds, 

fly-birds, guinea-hens, and all other rare birds. An excellent breakfast was provided in vessels of 

gold; and while the Paraguayans were eating maize out of wooden dishes, in the open fields and 

exposed to the heat of the sun, the reverend Father Commandant retired to his arbour. 

He was a very handsome young man, with a full face, white skin but high in colour; he had an 

arched eyebrow, a lively eye, red ears, vermilion lips, a bold air, but such a boldness as neither 

belonged to a Spaniard nor a Jesuit. They returned their arms to Candide and Cacambo, and also 

the two Andalusian horses; to whom Cacambo gave some oats to eat just by the arbour, having 

an eye upon them all the while for fear of a surprise. 

Candide first kissed the hem of the Commandant’s robe, then they sat down to table. 

"You are, then, a German?" said the Jesuit to him in that language. 

"Yes, reverend Father," answered Candide. 

As they pronounced these words they looked at each other with great amazement, and with such 

an emotion as they could not conceal. 

"And from what part of Germany do you come?" said the Jesuit. 

"I am from the dirty province of Westphalia," answered Candide; "I was born in the Castle of 

Thunder-ten-Tronckh." 

"Oh! Heavens! is it possible?" cried the Commandant. 

"What a miracle!" cried Candide. 

"Is it really you?" said the Commandant. 



"It is not possible!" said Candide. 

They drew back; they embraced; they shed rivulets of tears. 

"What, is it you, reverend Father? You, the brother of the fair Cunegonde! You, that was slain by 

the Bulgarians! You, the Baron’s son! You, a Jesuit in Paraguay! I must confess this is a strange 

world that we live in. Oh, Pangloss! Pangloss! how glad you would be if you had not been 

hanged!" 

The Commandant sent away the negro slaves and the Paraguayans, who served them with liquors 

in goblets of rock-crystal. He thanked God and St. Ignatius a thousand times; he clasped Candide 

in his arms; and their faces were all bathed with tears. 

"You will be more surprised, more affected, and transported," said Candide, "when I tell you that 

Cunegonde, your sister, whom you believe to have been ripped open, is in perfect health." 

"Where?" 

"In your neighbourhood, with the Governor of Buenos Ayres; and I was going to fight against 

you." 

Every word which they uttered in this long conversation but added wonder to wonder. Their 

souls fluttered on their tongues, listened in their ears, and sparkled in their eyes. As they were 

Germans, they sat a good while at table, waiting for the reverend Father Provincial, and the 

Commandant spoke to his dear Candide as follows. 

  



XV – HOW CANDIDE KILLED THE BROTHER OF HIS DEAR CUNEGONDE. 

"I shall have ever present to my memory the dreadful day, on which I saw my father and mother 

killed, and my sister ravished. When the Bulgarians retired, my dear sister could not be found; 

but my mother, my father, and myself, with two maid-servants and three little boys all of whom 

had been slain, were put in a hearse, to be conveyed for interment to a chapel belonging to the 

Jesuits, within two leagues of our family seat. A Jesuit sprinkled us with some holy water; it was 

horribly salt; a few drops of it fell into my eyes; the father perceived that my eyelids stirred a 

little; he put his hand upon my heart and felt it beat. I received assistance, and at the end of three 

weeks I recovered. You know, my dear Candide, I was very pretty; but I grew much prettier, and 

the reverend Father Didrie, [17]  Superior of that House, conceived the tenderest friendship for 

me; he gave me the habit of the order, some years after I was sent to Rome. The Father-General 

needed new levies of young German-Jesuits. The sovereigns of Paraguay admit as few Spanish 

Jesuits as possible; they prefer those of other nations as being more subordinate to their 

commands. I was judged fit by the reverend Father-General to go and work in this vineyard. We 

set out—a Pole, a Tyrolese, and myself. Upon my arrival I was honoured with a sub-deaconship 

and a lieutenancy. I am to-day colonel and priest. We shall give a warm reception to the King of 

Spain’s troops; I will answer for it that they shall be excommunicated and well beaten. 

Providence sends you here to assist us. But is it, indeed, true that my dear sister Cunegonde is in 

the neighbourhood, with the Governor of Buenos Ayres?" 

Candide assured him on oath that nothing was more true, and their tears began afresh. 

The Baron could not refrain from embracing Candide; he called him his brother, his saviour. 

"Ah! perhaps," said he, "we shall together, my dear Candide, enter the town as conquerors, and 

recover my sister Cunegonde." 

"That is all I want," said Candide, "for I intended to marry her, and I still hope to do so." 

"You insolent!" replied the Baron, "would you have the impudence to marry my sister who has 

seventy-two quarterings! I find thou hast the most consummate effrontery to dare to mention so 

presumptuous a design!" 

Candide, petrified at this speech, made answer: 

"Reverend Father, all the quarterings in the world signify nothing; I rescued your sister from the 

arms of a Jew and of an Inquisitor; she has great obligations to me, she wishes to marry me; 

Master Pangloss always told me that all men are equal, and certainly I will marry her." 

"We shall see that, thou scoundrel!" said the Jesuit Baron de Thunder-ten-Tronckh, and that 

instant struck him across the face with the flat of his sword. Candide in an instant drew his 

rapier, and plunged it up to the hilt in the Jesuit’s belly; but in pulling it out reeking hot, he burst 

into tears. 



"Good God!" said he, "I have killed my old master, my friend, my brother-in-law! I am the best-

natured creature in the world, and yet I have already killed three men, and of these three two 

were priests." 

Cacambo, who stood sentry by the door of the arbour, ran to him. 

"We have nothing more for it than to sell our lives as dearly as we can," said his master to him, 

"without doubt some one will soon enter the arbour, and we must die sword in hand." 

Cacambo, who had been in a great many scrapes in his lifetime, did not lose his head; he took the 

Baron’s Jesuit habit, put it on Candide, gave him the square cap, and made him mount on 

horseback. All this was done in the twinkling of an eye. 

"Let us gallop fast, master, everybody will take you for a Jesuit, going to give directions to your 

men, and we shall have passed the frontiers before they will be able to overtake us." 

He flew as he spoke these words, crying out aloud in Spanish: 

"Make way, make way, for the reverend Father Colonel." 

  



XVI – ADVENTURES OF THE TWO TRAVELLERS, WITH TWO GIRLS, TWO 

MONKEYS, AND THE SAVAGES CALLED OREILLONS. 

Candide and his valet had got beyond the barrier, before it was known in the camp that the 

German Jesuit was dead. The wary Cacambo had taken care to fill his wallet with bread, 

chocolate, bacon, fruit, and a few bottles of wine. With their Andalusian horses they penetrated 

into an unknown country, where they perceived no beaten track. At length they came to a 

beautiful meadow intersected with purling rills. Here our two adventurers fed their horses. 

Cacambo proposed to his master to take some food, and he set him an example. 

"How can you ask me to eat ham," said Candide, "after killing the Baron’s son, and being 

doomed never more to see the beautiful Cunegonde? What will it avail me to spin out my 

wretched days and drag them far from her in remorse and despair? And what will the Journal of 

Trevoux [18]  say?" 

While he was thus lamenting his fate, he went on eating. The sun went down. The two wanderers 

heard some little cries which seemed to be uttered by women. They did not know whether they 

were cries of pain or joy; but they started up precipitately with that inquietude and alarm which 

every little thing inspires in an unknown country. The noise was made by two naked girls, who 

tripped along the mead, while two monkeys were pursuing them and biting their buttocks. 

Candide was moved with pity; he had learned to fire a gun in the Bulgarian service, and he was 

so clever at it, that he could hit a filbert in a hedge without touching a leaf of the tree. He took up 

his double-barrelled Spanish fusil, let it off, and killed the two monkeys. 

"God be praised! My dear Cacambo, I have rescued those two poor creatures from a most 

perilous situation. If I have committed a sin in killing an Inquisitor and a Jesuit, I have made 

ample amends by saving the lives of these girls. Perhaps they are young ladies of family; and this 

adventure may procure us great advantages in this country." 

He was continuing, but stopped short when he saw the two girls tenderly embracing the 

monkeys, bathing their bodies in tears, and rending the air with the most dismal lamentations. 

"Little did I expect to see such good-nature," said he at length to Cacambo; who made answer: 

"Master, you have done a fine thing now; you have slain the sweethearts of those two young 

ladies." 

"The sweethearts! Is it possible? You are jesting, Cacambo, I can never believe it!" 

"Dear master," replied Cacambo; "you are surprised at everything. Why should you think it so 

strange that in some countries there are monkeys which insinuate themselves into the good 

graces of the ladies; they are a fourth part human, as I am a fourth part Spaniard." 

"Alas!" replied Candide, "I remember to have heard Master Pangloss say, that formerly such 

accidents used to happen; that these mixtures were productive of Centaurs, Fauns, and Satyrs; 

and that many of the ancients had seen such monsters, but I looked upon the whole as fabulous." 



"You ought now to be convinced," said Cacambo, "that it is the truth, and you see what use is 

made of those creatures, by persons that have not had a proper education; all I fear is that those 

ladies will play us some ugly trick." 

These sound reflections induced Candide to leave the meadow and to plunge into a wood. He 

supped there with Cacambo; and after cursing the Portuguese inquisitor, the Governor of Buenos 

Ayres, and the Baron, they fell asleep on moss. On awaking they felt that they could not move; 

for during the night the Oreillons, who inhabited that country, and to whom the ladies had 

denounced them, had bound them with cords made of the bark of trees. They were encompassed 

by fifty naked Oreillons, armed with bows and arrows, with clubs and flint hatchets. Some were 

making a large cauldron boil, others were preparing spits, and all cried: 

"A Jesuit! a Jesuit! we shall be revenged, we shall have excellent cheer, let us eat the Jesuit, let 

us eat him up!" 

"I told you, my dear master," cried Cacambo sadly, "that those two girls would play us some 

ugly trick." 

Candide seeing the cauldron and the spits, cried: 

"We are certainly going to be either roasted or boiled. Ah! what would Master Pangloss say, 

were he to see how pure nature is formed? Everything is right, may be, but I declare it is very 

hard to have lost Miss Cunegonde and to be put upon a spit by Oreillons." 

Cacambo never lost his head. 

"Do not despair," said he to the disconsolate Candide, "I understand a little of the jargon of these 

people, I will speak to them." 

"Be sure," said Candide, "to represent to them how frightfully inhuman it is to cook men, and 

how very un-Christian." 

"Gentlemen," said Cacambo, "you reckon you are to-day going to feast upon a Jesuit. It is all 

very well, nothing is more unjust than thus to treat your enemies. Indeed, the law of nature 

teaches us to kill our neighbour, and such is the practice all over the world. If we do not 

accustom ourselves to eating them, it is because we have better fare. But you have not the same 

resources as we; certainly it is much better to devour your enemies than to resign to the crows 

and rooks the fruits of your victory. But, gentlemen, surely you would not choose to eat your 

friends. You believe that you are going to spit a Jesuit, and he is your defender. It is the enemy of 

your enemies that you are going to roast. As for myself, I was born in your country; this 

gentleman is my master, and, far from being a Jesuit, he has just killed one, whose spoils he 

wears; and thence comes your mistake. To convince you of the truth of what I say, take his habit 

and carry it to the first barrier of the Jesuit kingdom, and inform yourselves whether my master 

did not kill a Jesuit officer. It will not take you long, and you can always eat us if you find that I 

have lied to you. But I have told you the truth. You are too well acquainted with the principles of 

public law, humanity, and justice not to pardon us." 



The Oreillons found this speech very reasonable. They deputed two of their principal people with 

all expedition to inquire into the truth of the matter; these executed their commission like men of 

sense, and soon returned with good news. The Oreillons untied their prisoners, showed them all 

sorts of civilities, offered them girls, gave them refreshment, and reconducted them to the 

confines of their territories, proclaiming with great joy: 

"He is no Jesuit! He is no Jesuit!" 

Candide could not help being surprised at the cause of his deliverance. 

"What people!" said he; "what men! what manners! If I had not been so lucky as to run Miss 

Cunegonde’s brother through the body, I should have been devoured without redemption. But, 

after all, pure nature is good, since these people, instead of feasting upon my flesh, have shown 

me a thousand civilities, when then I was not a Jesuit." 

  



XVII – ARRIVAL OF CANDIDE AND HIS VALET AT EL DORADO, AND WHAT 

THEY SAW THERE. 

"You see," said Cacambo to Candide, as soon as they had reached the frontiers of the Oreillons, 

"that this hemisphere is not better than the others, take my word for it; let us go back to Europe 

by the shortest way." 

"How go back?" said Candide, "and where shall we go? to my own country? The Bulgarians and 

the Abares are slaying all; to Portugal? there I shall be burnt; and if we abide here we are every 

moment in danger of being spitted. But how can I resolve to quit a part of the world where my 

dear Cunegonde resides?" 

"Let us turn towards Cayenne," said Cacambo, "there we shall find Frenchmen, who wander all 

over the world; they may assist us; God will perhaps have pity on us." 

It was not easy to get to Cayenne; they knew vaguely in which direction to go, but rivers, 

precipices, robbers, savages, obstructed them all the way. Their horses died of fatigue. Their 

provisions were consumed; they fed a whole month upon wild fruits, and found themselves at 

last near a little river bordered with cocoa trees, which sustained their lives and their hopes. 

Cacambo, who was as good a counsellor as the old woman, said to Candide: 

"We are able to hold out no longer; we have walked enough. I see an empty canoe near the river-

side; let us fill it with cocoanuts, throw ourselves into it, and go with the current; a river always 

leads to some inhabited spot. If we do not find pleasant things we shall at least find new things." 

"With all my heart," said Candide, "let us recommend ourselves to Providence." 

They rowed a few leagues, between banks, in some places flowery, in others barren; in some 

parts smooth, in others rugged. The stream ever widened, and at length lost itself under an arch 

of frightful rocks which reached to the sky. The two travellers had the courage to commit 

themselves to the current. The river, suddenly contracting at this place, whirled them along with 

a dreadful noise and rapidity. At the end of four-and-twenty hours they saw daylight again, but 

their canoe was dashed to pieces against the rocks. For a league they had to creep from rock to 

rock, until at length they discovered an extensive plain, bounded by inaccessible mountains. The 

country was cultivated as much for pleasure as for necessity. On all sides the useful was also the 

beautiful. The roads were covered, or rather adorned, with carriages of a glittering form and 

substance, in which were men and women of surprising beauty, drawn by large red sheep which 

surpassed in fleetness the finest coursers of Andalusia, Tetuan, and Mequinez. [19]  

"Here, however, is a country," said Candide, "which is better than Westphalia." 

He stepped out with Cacambo towards the first village which he saw. Some children dressed in 

tattered brocades played at quoits on the outskirts. Our travellers from the other world amused 

themselves by looking on. The quoits were large round pieces, yellow, red, and green, which cast 

a singular lustre! The travellers picked a few of them off the ground; this was of gold, that of 



emeralds, the other of rubies—the least of them would have been the greatest ornament on the 

Mogul’s throne. 

"Without doubt," said Cacambo, "these children must be the king’s sons that are playing at 

quoits!" 

The village schoolmaster appeared at this moment and called them to school. 

"There," said Candide, "is the preceptor of the royal family." 

The little truants immediately quitted their game, leaving the quoits on the ground with all their 

other playthings. Candide gathered them up, ran to the master, and presented them to him in a 

most humble manner, giving him to understand by signs that their royal highnesses had forgotten 

their gold and jewels. The schoolmaster, smiling, flung them upon the ground; then, looking at 

Candide with a good deal of surprise, went about his business. 

The travellers, however, took care to gather up the gold, the rubies, and the emeralds. 

"Where are we?" cried Candide. "The king’s children in this country must be well brought up, 

since they are taught to despise gold and precious stones." 

Cacambo was as much surprised as Candide. At length they drew near the first house in the 

village. It was built like a European palace. A crowd of people pressed about the door, and there 

were still more in the house. They heard most agreeable music, and were aware of a delicious 

odour of cooking. Cacambo went up to the door and heard they were talking Peruvian; it was his 

mother tongue, for it is well known that Cacambo was born in Tucuman, in a village where no 

other language was spoken. 

"I will be your interpreter here," said he to Candide; "let us go in, it is a public-house." 

Immediately two waiters and two girls, dressed in cloth of gold, and their hair tied up with 

ribbons, invited them to sit down to table with the landlord. They served four dishes of soup, 

each garnished with two young parrots; a boiled condor [20] which weighed two hundred 

pounds; two roasted monkeys, of excellent flavour; three hundred humming-birds in one dish, 

and six hundred fly-birds in another; exquisite ragouts; delicious pastries; the whole served up in 

dishes of a kind of rock-crystal. The waiters and girls poured out several liqueurs drawn from the 

sugar-cane. 

Most of the company were chapmen and waggoners, all extremely polite; they asked Cacambo a 

few questions with the greatest circumspection, and answered his in the most obliging manner. 

As soon as dinner was over, Cacambo believed as well as Candide that they might well pay their 

reckoning by laying down two of those large gold pieces which they had picked up. The landlord 

and landlady shouted with laughter and held their sides. When the fit was over: 

"Gentlemen," said the landlord, "it is plain you are strangers, and such guests we are not 

accustomed to see; pardon us therefore for laughing when you offered us the pebbles from our 

highroads in payment of your reckoning. You doubtless have not the money of the country; but it 

is not necessary to have any money at all to dine in this house. All hostelries established for the 



convenience of commerce are paid by the government. You have fared but very indifferently 

because this is a poor village; but everywhere else, you will be received as you deserve." 

Cacambo explained this whole discourse with great astonishment to Candide, who was as greatly 

astonished to hear it. 

"What sort of a country then is this," said they to one another; "a country unknown to all the rest 

of the world, and where nature is of a kind so different from ours? It is probably the country 

where all is well; for there absolutely must be one such place. And, whatever Master Pangloss 

might say, I often found that things went very ill in Westphalia." 

  



XVIII – WHAT THEY SAW IN THE COUNTRY OF EL DORADO. 

Cacambo expressed his curiosity to the landlord, who made answer: 

"I am very ignorant, but not the worse on that account. However, we have in this neighbourhood 

an old man retired from Court who is the most learned and most communicative person in the 

kingdom." 

At once he took Cacambo to the old man. Candide acted now only a second character, and 

accompanied his valet. They entered a very plain house, for the door was only of silver, and the 

ceilings were only of gold, but wrought in so elegant a taste as to vie with the richest. The 

antechamber, indeed, was only encrusted with rubies and emeralds, but the order in which 

everything was arranged made amends for this great simplicity. 

The old man received the strangers on his sofa, which was stuffed with humming-birds’ feathers, 

and ordered his servants to present them with liqueurs in diamond goblets; after which he 

satisfied their curiosity in the following terms: 

"I am now one hundred and seventy-two years old, and I learnt of my late father, Master of the 

Horse to the King, the amazing revolutions of Peru, of which he had been an eyewitness. The 

kingdom we now inhabit is the ancient country of the Incas, who quitted it very imprudently to 

conquer another part of the world, and were at length destroyed by the Spaniards. 

"More wise by far were the princes of their family, who remained in their native country; and 

they ordained, with the consent of the whole nation, that none of the inhabitants should ever be 

permitted to quit this little kingdom; and this has preserved our innocence and happiness. The 

Spaniards have had a confused notion of this country, and have called it El Dorado; and an 

Englishman, whose name was Sir Walter Raleigh, came very near it about a hundred years ago; 

but being surrounded by inaccessible rocks and precipices, we have hitherto been sheltered from 

the rapaciousness of European nations, who have an inconceivable passion for the pebbles and 

dirt of our land, for the sake of which they would murder us to the last man." 

The conversation was long: it turned chiefly on their form of government, their manners, their 

women, their public entertainments, and the arts. At length Candide, having always had a taste 

for metaphysics, made Cacambo ask whether there was any religion in that country. 

The old man reddened a little. 

"How then," said he, "can you doubt it? Do you take us for ungrateful wretches?" 

Cacambo humbly asked, "What was the religion in El Dorado?" 

The old man reddened again. 

"Can there be two religions?" said he. "We have, I believe, the religion of all the world: we 

worship God night and morning." 

"Do you worship but one God?" said Cacambo, who still acted as interpreter in representing 

Candide’s doubts. 



"Surely," said the old man, "there are not two, nor three, nor four. I must confess the people from 

your side of the world ask very extraordinary questions." 

Candide was not yet tired of interrogating the good old man; he wanted to know in what manner 

they prayed to God in El Dorado. 

"We do not pray to Him," said the worthy sage; "we have nothing to ask of Him; He has given us 

all we need, and we return Him thanks without ceasing." 

Candide having a curiosity to see the priests asked where they were. The good old man smiled. 

"My friend," said he, "we are all priests. The King and all the heads of families sing solemn 

canticles of thanksgiving every morning, accompanied by five or six thousand musicians." 

"What! have you no monks who teach, who dispute, who govern, who cabal, and who burn 

people that are not of their opinion?" 

"We must be mad, indeed, if that were the case," said the old man; "here we are all of one 

opinion, and we know not what you mean by monks." 

During this whole discourse Candide was in raptures, and he said to himself: 

"This is vastly different from Westphalia and the Baron’s castle. Had our friend Pangloss seen El 

Dorado he would no longer have said that the castle of Thunder-ten-Tronckh was the finest upon 

earth. It is evident that one must travel." 

After this long conversation the old man ordered a coach and six sheep to be got ready, and 

twelve of his domestics to conduct the travellers to Court. 

"Excuse me," said he, "if my age deprives me of the honour of accompanying you. The King will 

receive you in a manner that cannot displease you; and no doubt you will make an allowance for 

the customs of the country, if some things should not be to your liking." 

Candide and Cacambo got into the coach, the six sheep flew, and in less than four hours they 

reached the King’s palace situated at the extremity of the capital. The portal was two hundred 

and twenty feet high, and one hundred wide; but words are wanting to express the materials of 

which it was built. It is plain such materials must have prodigious superiority over those pebbles 

and sand which we call gold and precious stones. 

Twenty beautiful damsels of the King’s guard received Candide and Cacambo as they alighted 

from the coach, conducted them to the bath, and dressed them in robes woven of the down of 

humming-birds; after which the great crown officers, of both sexes, led them to the King’s 

apartment, between two files of musicians, a thousand on each side. When they drew near to the 

audience chamber Cacambo asked one of the great officers in what way he should pay his 

obeisance to his Majesty; whether they should throw themselves upon their knees or on their 

stomachs; whether they should put their hands upon their heads or behind their backs; whether 

they should lick the dust off the floor; in a word, what was the ceremony? 

"The custom," said the great officer, "is to embrace the King, and to kiss him on each cheek." 



Candide and Cacambo threw themselves round his Majesty’s neck. He received them with all the 

goodness imaginable, and politely invited them to supper. 

While waiting they were shown the city, and saw the public edifices raised as high as the clouds, 

the market places ornamented with a thousand columns, the fountains of spring water, those of 

rose water, those of liqueurs drawn from sugar-cane, incessantly flowing into the great squares, 

which were paved with a kind of precious stone, which gave off a delicious fragrancy like that of 

cloves and cinnamon. Candide asked to see the court of justice, the parliament. They told him 

they had none, and that they were strangers to lawsuits. He asked if they had any prisons, and 

they answered no. But what surprised him most and gave him the greatest pleasure was the 

palace of sciences, where he saw a gallery two thousand feet long, and filled with instruments 

employed in mathematics and physics. 

After rambling about the city the whole afternoon, and seeing but a thousandth part of it, they 

were reconducted to the royal palace, where Candide sat down to table with his Majesty, his 

valet Cacambo, and several ladies. Never was there a better entertainment, and never was more 

wit shown at a table than that which fell from his Majesty. Cacambo explained the King’s bon-

mots to Candide, and notwithstanding they were translated they still appeared to be bon-mots. Of 

all the things that surprised Candide this was not the least. 

They spent a month in this hospitable place. Candide frequently said to Cacambo: 

"I own, my friend, once more that the castle where I was born is nothing in comparison with this; 

but, after all, Miss Cunegonde is not here, and you have, without doubt, some mistress in Europe. 

If we abide here we shall only be upon a footing with the rest, whereas, if we return to our old 

world, only with twelve sheep laden with the pebbles of El Dorado, we shall be richer than all 

the kings in Europe. We shall have no more Inquisitors to fear, and we may easily recover Miss 

Cunegonde." 

This speech was agreeable to Cacambo; mankind are so fond of roving, of making a figure in 

their own country, and of boasting of what they have seen in their travels, that the two happy 

ones resolved to be no longer so, but to ask his Majesty’s leave to quit the country. 

"You are foolish," said the King. "I am sensible that my kingdom is but a small place, but when a 

person is comfortably settled in any part he should abide there. I have not the right to detain 

strangers. It is a tyranny which neither our manners nor our laws permit. All men are free. Go 

when you wish, but the going will be very difficult. It is impossible to ascend that rapid river on 

which you came as by a miracle, and which runs under vaulted rocks. The mountains which 

surround my kingdom are ten thousand feet high, and as steep as walls; they are each over ten 

leagues in breadth, and there is no other way to descend them than by precipices. However, since 

you absolutely wish to depart, I shall give orders to my engineers to construct a machine that will 

convey you very safely. When we have conducted you over the mountains no one can 

accompany you further, for my subjects have made a vow never to quit the kingdom, and they 

are too wise to break it. Ask me besides anything that you please." 



"We desire nothing of your Majesty," says Candide, "but a few sheep laden with provisions, 

pebbles, and the earth of this country." 

The King laughed. 

"I cannot conceive," said he, "what pleasure you Europeans find in our yellow clay, but take as 

much as you like, and great good may it do you." 

At once he gave directions that his engineers should construct a machine to hoist up these two 

extraordinary men out of the kingdom. Three thousand good mathematicians went to work; it 

was ready in fifteen days, and did not cost more than twenty million sterling in the specie of that 

country. They placed Candide and Cacambo on the machine. There were two great red sheep 

saddled and bridled to ride upon as soon as they were beyond the mountains, twenty pack-sheep 

laden with provisions, thirty with presents of the curiosities of the country, and fifty with gold, 

diamonds, and precious stones. The King embraced the two wanderers very tenderly. 

Their departure, with the ingenious manner in which they and their sheep were hoisted over the 

mountains, was a splendid spectacle. The mathematicians took their leave after conveying them 

to a place of safety, and Candide had no other desire, no other aim, than to present his sheep to 

Miss Cunegonde. 

"Now," said he, "we are able to pay the Governor of Buenos Ayres if Miss Cunegonde can be 

ransomed. Let us journey towards Cayenne. Let us embark, and we will afterwards see what 

kingdom we shall be able to purchase." 

  



XIX – WHAT HAPPENED TO THEM AT SURINAM AND HOW CANDIDE GOT 

ACQUAINTED WITH MARTIN. 

Our travellers spent the first day very agreeably. They were delighted with possessing more 

treasure than all Asia, Europe, and Africa could scrape together. Candide, in his raptures, cut 

Cunegonde’s name on the trees. The second day two of their sheep plunged into a morass, where 

they and their burdens were lost; two more died of fatigue a few days after; seven or eight 

perished with hunger in a desert; and others subsequently fell down precipices. At length, after 

travelling a hundred days, only two sheep remained. Said Candide to Cacambo: 

"My friend, you see how perishable are the riches of this world; there is nothing solid but virtue, 

and the happiness of seeing Cunegonde once more." 

"I grant all you say," said Cacambo, "but we have still two sheep remaining, with more treasure 

than the King of Spain will ever have; and I see a town which I take to be Surinam, belonging to 

the Dutch. We are at the end of all our troubles, and at the beginning of happiness." 

As they drew near the town, they saw a negro stretched upon the ground, with only one moiety 

of his clothes, that is, of his blue linen drawers; the poor man had lost his left leg and his right 

hand. 

"Good God!" said Candide in Dutch, "what art thou doing there, friend, in that shocking 

condition?" 

"I am waiting for my master, Mynheer Vanderdendur, the famous merchant," answered the 

negro. 

"Was it Mynheer Vanderdendur," said Candide, "that treated thee thus?" 

"Yes, sir," said the negro, "it is the custom. They give us a pair of linen drawers for our whole 

garment twice a year. When we work at the sugar-canes, and the mill snatches hold of a finger, 

they cut off the hand; and when we attempt to run away, they cut off the leg; both cases have 

happened to me. This is the price at which you eat sugar in Europe. Yet when my mother sold 

me for ten patagons [21]  on the coast of Guinea, she said to me: ’My dear child, bless our 

fetiches, adore them for ever; they will make thee live happily; thou hast the honour of being the 

slave of our lords, the whites, which is making the fortune of thy father and mother.’ Alas! I 

know not whether I have made their fortunes; this I know, that they have not made mine. Dogs, 

monkeys, and parrots are a thousand times less wretched than I. The Dutch fetiches, who have 

converted me, declare every Sunday that we are all of us children of Adam—blacks as well as 

whites. I am not a genealogist, but if these preachers tell truth, we are all second cousins. Now, 

you must agree, that it is impossible to treat one’s relations in a more barbarous manner." 

"Oh, Pangloss!" cried Candide, "thou hadst not guessed at this abomination; it is the end. I must 

at last renounce thy optimism." 

"What is this optimism?" said Cacambo. 



"Alas!" said Candide, "it is the madness of maintaining that everything is right when it is 

wrong." 

Looking at the negro, he shed tears, and weeping, he entered Surinam. 

The first thing they inquired after was whether there was a vessel in the harbour which could be 

sent to Buenos Ayres. The person to whom they applied was a Spanish sea-captain, who offered 

to agree with them upon reasonable terms. He appointed to meet them at a public-house, whither 

Candide and the faithful Cacambo went with their two sheep, and awaited his coming. 

Candide, who had his heart upon his lips, told the Spaniard all his adventures, and avowed that 

he intended to elope with Miss Cunegonde. 

"Then I will take good care not to carry you to Buenos Ayres," said the seaman. "I should be 

hanged, and so would you. The fair Cunegonde is my lord’s favourite mistress." 

This was a thunderclap for Candide: he wept for a long while. At last he drew Cacambo aside. 

"Here, my dear friend," said he to him, "this thou must do. We have, each of us in his pocket, 

five or six millions in diamonds; you are more clever than I; you must go and bring Miss 

Cunegonde from Buenos Ayres. If the Governor makes any difficulty, give him a million; if he 

will not relinquish her, give him two; as you have not killed an Inquisitor, they will have no 

suspicion of you; I’ll get another ship, and go and wait for you at Venice; that’s a free country, 

where there is no danger either from Bulgarians, Abares, Jews, or Inquisitors." 

Cacambo applauded this wise resolution. He despaired at parting from so good a master, who 

had become his intimate friend; but the pleasure of serving him prevailed over the pain of 

leaving him. They embraced with tears; Candide charged him not to forget the good old woman. 

Cacambo set out that very same day. This Cacambo was a very honest fellow. 

Candide stayed some time longer in Surinam, waiting for another captain to carry him and the 

two remaining sheep to Italy. After he had hired domestics, and purchased everything necessary 

for a long voyage, Mynheer Vanderdendur, captain of a large vessel, came and offered his 

services. 

"How much will you charge," said he to this man, "to carry me straight to Venice—me, my 

servants, my baggage, and these two sheep?" 

The skipper asked ten thousand piastres. Candide did not hesitate. 

"Oh! oh!" said the prudent Vanderdendur to himself, "this stranger gives ten thousand piastres 

unhesitatingly! He must be very rich." 

Returning a little while after, he let him know that upon second consideration, he could not 

undertake the voyage for less than twenty thousand piastres. 

"Well, you shall have them," said Candide. 

"Ay!" said the skipper to himself, "this man agrees to pay twenty thousand piastres with as much 

ease as ten." 



He went back to him again, and declared that he could not carry him to Venice for less than 

thirty thousand piastres. 

"Then you shall have thirty thousand," replied Candide. 

"Oh! oh!" said the Dutch skipper once more to himself, "thirty thousand piastres are a trifle to 

this man; surely these sheep must be laden with an immense treasure; let us say no more about it. 

First of all, let him pay down the thirty thousand piastres; then we shall see." 

Candide sold two small diamonds, the least of which was worth more than what the skipper 

asked for his freight. He paid him in advance. The two sheep were put on board. Candide 

followed in a little boat to join the vessel in the roads. The skipper seized his opportunity, set 

sail, and put out to sea, the wind favouring him. Candide, dismayed and stupefied, soon lost sight 

of the vessel. 

"Alas!" said he, "this is a trick worthy of the old world!" 

He put back, overwhelmed with sorrow, for indeed he had lost sufficient to make the fortune of 

twenty monarchs. He waited upon the Dutch magistrate, and in his distress he knocked over 

loudly at the door. He entered and told his adventure, raising his voice with unnecessary 

vehemence. The magistrate began by fining him ten thousand piastres for making a noise; then 

he listened patiently, promised to examine into his affair at the skipper’s return, and ordered him 

to pay ten thousand piastres for the expense of the hearing. 

This drove Candide to despair; he had, indeed, endured misfortunes a thousand times worse; the 

coolness of the magistrate and of the skipper who had robbed him, roused his choler and flung 

him into a deep melancholy. The villainy of mankind presented itself before his imagination in 

all its deformity, and his mind was filled with gloomy ideas. At length hearing that a French 

vessel was ready to set sail for Bordeaux, as he had no sheep laden with diamonds to take along 

with him he hired a cabin at the usual price. He made it known in the town that he would pay the 

passage and board and give two thousand piastres to any honest man who would make the 

voyage with him, upon condition that this man was the most dissatisfied with his state, and the 

most unfortunate in the whole province. 

Such a crowd of candidates presented themselves that a fleet of ships could hardly have held 

them. Candide being desirous of selecting from among the best, marked out about one-twentieth 

of them who seemed to be sociable men, and who all pretended to merit his preference. He 

assembled them at his inn, and gave them a supper on condition that each took an oath to relate 

his history faithfully, promising to choose him who appeared to be most justly discontented with 

his state, and to bestow some presents upon the rest. 

They sat until four o’clock in the morning. Candide, in listening to all their adventures, was 

reminded of what the old woman had said to him in their voyage to Buenos Ayres, and of her 

wager that there was not a person on board the ship but had met with very great misfortunes. He 

dreamed of Pangloss at every adventure told to him. 



"This Pangloss," said he, "would be puzzled to demonstrate his system. I wish that he were here. 

Certainly, if all things are good, it is in El Dorado and not in the rest of the world." 

At length he made choice of a poor man of letters, who had worked ten years for the booksellers 

of Amsterdam. He judged that there was not in the whole world a trade which could disgust one 

more. 

This philosopher was an honest man; but he had been robbed by his wife, beaten by his son, and 

abandoned by his daughter who got a Portuguese to run away with her. He had just been 

deprived of a small employment, on which he subsisted; and he was persecuted by the preachers 

of Surinam, who took him for a Socinian [22] . We must allow that the others were at least as 

wretched as he; but Candide hoped that the philosopher would entertain him during the voyage. 

All the other candidates complained that Candide had done them great injustice; but he appeased 

them by giving one hundred piastres to each. 

  



XX – WHAT HAPPENED AT SEA TO CANDIDE AND MARTIN. 

The old philosopher, whose name was Martin, embarked then with Candide for Bordeaux. They 

had both seen and suffered a great deal; and if the vessel had sailed from Surinam to Japan, by 

the Cape of Good Hope, the subject of moral and natural evil would have enabled them to 

entertain one another during the whole voyage. 

Candide, however, had one great advantage over Martin, in that he always hoped to see Miss 

Cunegonde; whereas Martin had nothing at all to hope. Besides, Candide was possessed of 

money and jewels, and though he had lost one hundred large red sheep, laden with the greatest 

treasure upon earth; though the knavery of the Dutch skipper still sat heavy upon his mind; yet 

when he reflected upon what he had still left, and when he mentioned the name of Cunegonde, 

especially towards the latter end of a repast, he inclined to Pangloss’s doctrine. 

"But you, Mr. Martin," said he to the philosopher, "what do you think of all this? what are your 

ideas on moral and natural evil?" 

"Sir," answered Martin, "our priests accused me of being a Socinian, but the real fact is I am a 

Manichean. [23] " 

"You jest," said Candide; "there are no longer Manicheans in the world." 

"I am one," said Martin. "I cannot help it; I know not how to think otherwise." 

"Surely you must be possessed by the devil," said Candide. 

"He is so deeply concerned in the affairs of this world," answered Martin, "that he may very well 

be in me, as well as in everybody else; but I own to you that when I cast an eye on this globe, or 

rather on this little ball, I cannot help thinking that God has abandoned it to some malignant 

being. I except, always, El Dorado. I scarcely ever knew a city that did not desire the destruction 

of a neighbouring city, nor a family that did not wish to exterminate some other family. 

Everywhere the weak execrate the powerful, before whom they cringe; and the powerful beat 

them like sheep whose wool and flesh they sell. A million regimented assassins, from one 

extremity of Europe to the other, get their bread by disciplined depredation and murder, for want 

of more honest employment. Even in those cities which seem to enjoy peace, and where the arts 

flourish, the inhabitants are devoured by more envy, care, and uneasiness than are experienced 

by a besieged town. Secret griefs are more cruel than public calamities. In a word I have seen so 

much, and experienced so much that I am a Manichean." 

"There are, however, some things good," said Candide. 

"That may be," said Martin; "but I know them not." 

In the middle of this dispute they heard the report of cannon; it redoubled every instant. Each 

took out his glass. They saw two ships in close fight about three miles off. The wind brought 

both so near to the French vessel that our travellers had the pleasure of seeing the fight at their 

ease. At length one let off a broadside, so low and so truly aimed, that the other sank to the 

bottom. Candide and Martin could plainly perceive a hundred men on the deck of the sinking 



vessel; they raised their hands to heaven and uttered terrible outcries, and the next moment were 

swallowed up by the sea. 

"Well," said Martin, "this is how men treat one another." 

"It is true," said Candide; "there is something diabolical in this affair." 

While speaking, he saw he knew not what, of a shining red, swimming close to the vessel. They 

put out the long-boat to see what it could be: it was one of his sheep! Candide was more rejoiced 

at the recovery of this one sheep than he had been grieved at the loss of the hundred laden with 

the large diamonds of El Dorado. 

The French captain soon saw that the captain of the victorious vessel was a Spaniard, and that the 

other was a Dutch pirate, and the very same one who had robbed Candide. The immense plunder 

which this villain had amassed, was buried with him in the sea, and out of the whole only one 

sheep was saved. 

"You see," said Candide to Martin, "that crime is sometimes punished. This rogue of a Dutch 

skipper has met with the fate he deserved." 

"Yes," said Martin; "but why should the passengers be doomed also to destruction? God has 

punished the knave, and the devil has drowned the rest." 

The French and Spanish ships continued their course, and Candide continued his conversation 

with Martin. They disputed fifteen successive days, and on the last of those fifteen days, they 

were as far advanced as on the first. But, however, they chatted, they communicated ideas, they 

consoled each other. Candide caressed his sheep. 

"Since I have found thee again," said he, "I may likewise chance to find my Cunegonde." 

  



XXI – CANDIDE AND MARTIN, REASONING, DRAW NEAR THE COAST OF 

FRANCE. 

At length they descried the coast of France. 

"Were you ever in France, Mr. Martin?" said Candide. 

"Yes," said Martin, "I have been in several provinces. In some one-half of the people are fools, in 

others they are too cunning; in some they are weak and simple, in others they affect to be witty; 

in all, the principal occupation is love, the next is slander, and the third is talking nonsense." 

"But, Mr. Martin, have you seen Paris?" 

"Yes, I have. All these kinds are found there. It is a chaos—a confused multitude, where 

everybody seeks pleasure and scarcely any one finds it, at least as it appeared to me. I made a 

short stay there. On my arrival I was robbed of all I had by pickpockets at the fair of St. 

Germain. I myself was taken for a robber and was imprisoned for eight days, after which I served 

as corrector of the press to gain the money necessary for my return to Holland on foot. I knew 

the whole scribbling rabble, the party rabble, the fanatic rabble. It is said that there are very 

polite people in that city, and I wish to believe it." 

"For my part, I have no curiosity to see France," said Candide. "You may easily imagine that 

after spending a month at El Dorado I can desire to behold nothing upon earth but Miss 

Cunegonde. I go to await her at Venice. We shall pass through France on our way to Italy. Will 

you bear me company?" 

"With all my heart," said Martin. "It is said that Venice is fit only for its own nobility, but that 

strangers meet with a very good reception if they have a good deal of money. I have none of it; 

you have, therefore I will follow you all over the world." 

"But do you believe," said Candide, "that the earth was originally a sea, as we find it asserted in 

that large book belonging to the captain?" 

"I do not believe a word of it," said Martin, "any more than I do of the many ravings which have 

been published lately." 

"But for what end, then, has this world been formed?" said Candide. 

"To plague us to death," answered Martin. 

"Are you not greatly surprised," continued Candide, "at the love which these two girls of the 

Oreillons had for those monkeys, of which I have already told you?" 

"Not at all," said Martin. "I do not see that that passion was strange. I have seen so many 

extraordinary things that I have ceased to be surprised." 

"Do you believe," said Candide, "that men have always massacred each other as they do to-day, 

that they have always been liars, cheats, traitors, ingrates, brigands, idiots, thieves, scoundrels, 



gluttons, drunkards, misers, envious, ambitious, bloody-minded, calumniators, debauchees, 

fanatics, hypocrites, and fools?" 

"Do you believe," said Martin, "that hawks have always eaten pigeons when they have found 

them?" 

"Yes, without doubt," said Candide. 

"Well, then," said Martin, "if hawks have always had the same character why should you 

imagine that men may have changed theirs?" 

"Oh!" said Candide, "there is a vast deal of difference, for free will——" 

And reasoning thus they arrived at Bordeaux. 

  



XXII – WHAT HAPPENED IN FRANCE TO CANDIDE AND MARTIN. 

Candide stayed in Bordeaux no longer than was necessary for the selling of a few of the pebbles 

of El Dorado, and for hiring a good chaise to hold two passengers; for he could not travel 

without his Philosopher Martin. He was only vexed at parting with his sheep, which he left to the 

Bordeaux Academy of Sciences, who set as a subject for that year’s prize, "to find why this 

sheep’s wool was red;" and the prize was awarded to a learned man of the North, who 

demonstrated by A plus B minus C divided by Z, that the sheep must be red, and die of the rot. 

Meanwhile, all the travellers whom Candide met in the inns along his route, said to him, "We go 

to Paris." This general eagerness at length gave him, too, a desire to see this capital; and it was 

not so very great a détour from the road to Venice. 

He entered Paris by the suburb of St. Marceau, and fancied that he was in the dirtiest village of 

Westphalia. 

Scarcely was Candide arrived at his inn, than he found himself attacked by a slight illness, 

caused by fatigue. As he had a very large diamond on his finger, and the people of the inn had 

taken notice of a prodigiously heavy box among his baggage, there were two physicians to attend 

him, though he had never sent for them, and two devotees who warmed his broths. 

"I remember," Martin said, "also to have been sick at Paris in my first voyage; I was very poor, 

thus I had neither friends, devotees, nor doctors, and I recovered." 

However, what with physic and bleeding, Candide’s illness became serious. A parson of the 

neighborhood came with great meekness to ask for a bill for the other world payable to the 

bearer. Candide would do nothing for him; but the devotees assured him it was the new fashion. 

He answered that he was not a man of fashion. Martin wished to throw the priest out of the 

window. The priest swore that they would not bury Candide. Martin swore that he would bury 

the priest if he continued to be troublesome. The quarrel grew heated. Martin took him by the 

shoulders and roughly turned him out of doors; which occasioned great scandal and a law-suit. 

Candide got well again, and during his convalescence he had very good company to sup with 

him. They played high. Candide wondered why it was that the ace never came to him; but Martin 

was not at all astonished. 

Among those who did him the honours of the town was a little Abbé of Perigord, one of those 

busybodies who are ever alert, officious, forward, fawning, and complaisant; who watch for 

strangers in their passage through the capital, tell them the scandalous history of the town, and 

offer them pleasure at all prices. He first took Candide and Martin to La Comédie, where they 

played a new tragedy. Candide happened to be seated near some of the fashionable wits. This did 

not prevent his shedding tears at the well-acted scenes. One of these critics at his side said to him 

between the acts: 

"Your tears are misplaced; that is a shocking actress; the actor who plays with her is yet worse; 

and the play is still worse than the actors. The author does not know a word of Arabic, yet the 



scene is in Arabia; moreover he is a man that does not believe in innate ideas; and I will bring 

you, to-morrow, twenty pamphlets written against him." 

"How many dramas have you in France, sir?" said Candide to the Abbé. 

"Five or six thousand." 

"What a number!" said Candide. "How many good?" 

"Fifteen or sixteen," replied the other. 

"What a number!" said Martin. 

Candide was very pleased with an actress who played Queen Elizabeth in a somewhat insipid 

tragedy [24]  sometimes acted. 

"That actress," said he to Martin, "pleases me much; she has a likeness to Miss Cunegonde; I 

should be very glad to wait upon her." 

The Perigordian Abbé offered to introduce him. Candide, brought up in Germany, asked what 

was the etiquette, and how they treated queens of England in France. 

"It is necessary to make distinctions," said the Abbé. "In the provinces one takes them to the inn; 

in Paris, one respects them when they are beautiful, and throws them on the highway when they 

are dead." [25]  

"Queens on the highway!" said Candide. 

"Yes, truly," said Martin, "the Abbé is right. I was in Paris when Miss Monime passed, as the 

saying is, from this life to the other. She was refused what people call the honours of sepulture—

that is to say, of rotting with all the beggars of the neighbourhood in an ugly cemetery; she was 

interred all alone by her company at the corner of the Rue de Bourgogne, which ought to trouble 

her much, for she thought nobly." 

"That was very uncivil," said Candide. 

"What would you have?" said Martin; "these people are made thus. Imagine all contradictions, 

all possible incompatibilities—you will find them in the government, in the law-courts, in the 

churches, in the public shows of this droll nation." 

"Is it true that they always laugh in Paris?" said Candide. 

"Yes," said the Abbé, "but it means nothing, for they complain of everything with great fits of 

laughter; they even do the most detestable things while laughing." 

"Who," said Candide, "is that great pig who spoke so ill of the piece at which I wept, and of the 

actors who gave me so much pleasure?" 

"He is a bad character," answered the Abbé, "who gains his livelihood by saying evil of all plays 

and of all books. He hates whatever succeeds, as the eunuchs hate those who enjoy; he is one of 

the serpents of literature who nourish themselves on dirt and spite; he is a folliculaire." 



"What is a folliculaire?" said Candide. 

"It is," said the Abbé, "a pamphleteer—a Fréron." [26]  

Thus Candide, Martin, and the Perigordian conversed on the staircase, while watching every one 

go out after the performance. 

"Although I am eager to see Cunegonde again," said Candide, "I should like to sup with Miss 

Clairon, for she appears to me admirable." 

The Abbé was not the man to approach Miss Clairon, who saw only good company. 

"She is engaged for this evening," he said, "but I shall have the honour to take you to the house 

of a lady of quality, and there you will know Paris as if you had lived in it for years." 

Candide, who was naturally curious, let himself be taken to this lady’s house, at the end of the 

Faubourg St. Honoré. The company was occupied in playing faro; a dozen melancholy punters 

held each in his hand a little pack of cards; a bad record of his misfortunes. Profound silence 

reigned; pallor was on the faces of the punters, anxiety on that of the banker, and the hostess, 

sitting near the unpitying banker, noticed with lynx-eyes all the doubled and other increased 

stakes, as each player dog’s-eared his cards; she made them turn down the edges again with 

severe, but polite attention; she showed no vexation for fear of losing her customers. The lady 

insisted upon being called the Marchioness of Parolignac. Her daughter, aged fifteen, was among 

the punters, and notified with a covert glance the cheating of the poor people who tried to repair 

the cruelties of fate. The Perigordian Abbé, Candide and Martin entered; no one rose, no one 

saluted them, no one looked at them; all were profoundly occupied with their cards. 

"The Baroness of Thunder-ten-Tronckh was more polite," said Candide. 

However, the Abbé whispered to the Marchioness, who half rose, honoured Candide with a 

gracious smile, and Martin with a condescending nod; she gave a seat and a pack of cards to 

Candide, who lost fifty thousand francs in two deals, after which they supped very gaily, and 

every one was astonished that Candide was not moved by his loss; the servants said among 

themselves, in the language of servants:— 

"Some English lord is here this evening." 

The supper passed at first like most Parisian suppers, in silence, followed by a noise of words 

which could not be distinguished, then with pleasantries of which most were insipid, with false 

news, with bad reasoning, a little politics, and much evil speaking; they also discussed new 

books. 

"Have you seen," said the Perigordian Abbé, "the romance of Sieur Gauchat, doctor of divinity?" 

[27]  

"Yes," answered one of the guests, "but I have not been able to finish it. We have a crowd of 

silly writings, but all together do not approach the impertinence of ’Gauchat, Doctor of Divinity.’ 

I am so satiated with the great number of detestable books with which we are inundated that I am 

reduced to punting at faro." 



"And the Mélanges of Archdeacon Trublet, [28]  what do you say of that?" said the Abbé. 

"Ah!" said the Marchioness of Parolignac, "the wearisome mortal! How curiously he repeats to 

you all that the world knows! How heavily he discusses that which is not worth the trouble of 

lightly remarking upon! How, without wit, he appropriates the wit of others! How he spoils what 

he steals! How he disgusts me! But he will disgust me no longer—it is enough to have read a few 

of the Archdeacon’s pages." 

There was at table a wise man of taste, who supported the Marchioness. They spoke afterwards 

of tragedies; the lady asked why there were tragedies which were sometimes played and which 

could not be read. The man of taste explained very well how a piece could have some interest, 

and have almost no merit; he proved in few words that it was not enough to introduce one or two 

of those situations which one finds in all romances, and which always seduce the spectator, but 

that it was necessary to be new without being odd, often sublime and always natural, to know the 

human heart and to make it speak; to be a great poet without allowing any person in the piece to 

appear to be a poet; to know language perfectly—to speak it with purity, with continuous 

harmony and without rhythm ever taking anything from sense. 

"Whoever," added he, "does not observe all these rules can produce one or two tragedies, 

applauded at a theatre, but he will never be counted in the ranks of good writers. There are very 

few good tragedies; some are idylls in dialogue, well written and well rhymed, others political 

reasonings which lull to sleep, or amplifications which repel; others demoniac dreams in 

barbarous style, interrupted in sequence, with long apostrophes to the gods, because they do not 

know how to speak to men, with false maxims, with bombastic commonplaces!" 

Candide listened with attention to this discourse, and conceived a great idea of the speaker, and 

as the Marchioness had taken care to place him beside her, he leaned towards her and took the 

liberty of asking who was the man who had spoken so well. 

"He is a scholar," said the lady, "who does not play, whom the Abbé sometimes brings to supper; 

he is perfectly at home among tragedies and books, and he has written a tragedy which was 

hissed, and a book of which nothing has ever been seen outside his bookseller’s shop excepting 

the copy which he dedicated to me." 

"The great man!" said Candide. "He is another Pangloss!" 

Then, turning towards him, he said: 

"Sir, you think doubtless that all is for the best in the moral and physical world, and that nothing 

could be otherwise than it is?" 

"I, sir!" answered the scholar, "I know nothing of all that; I find that all goes awry with me; that 

no one knows either what is his rank, nor what is his condition, what he does nor what he ought 

to do; and that except supper, which is always gay, and where there appears to be enough 

concord, all the rest of the time is passed in impertinent quarrels; Jansenist against Molinist, 

Parliament against the Church, men of letters against men of letters, courtesans against 



courtesans, financiers against the people, wives against husbands, relatives against relatives—it 

is eternal war." 

"I have seen the worst," Candide replied. "But a wise man, who since has had the misfortune to 

be hanged, taught me that all is marvellously well; these are but the shadows on a beautiful 

picture." 

"Your hanged man mocked the world," said Martin. "The shadows are horrible blots." 

"They are men who make the blots," said Candide, "and they cannot be dispensed with." 

"It is not their fault then," said Martin. 

Most of the punters, who understood nothing of this language, drank, and Martin reasoned with 

the scholar, and Candide related some of his adventures to his hostess. 

After supper the Marchioness took Candide into her boudoir, and made him sit upon a sofa. 

"Ah, well!" said she to him, "you love desperately Miss Cunegonde of Thunder-ten-Tronckh?" 

"Yes, madame," answered Candide. 

The Marchioness replied to him with a tender smile: 

"You answer me like a young man from Westphalia. A Frenchman would have said, ’It is true 

that I have loved Miss Cunegonde, but seeing you, madame, I think I no longer love her.’" 

"Alas! madame," said Candide, "I will answer you as you wish." 

"Your passion for her," said the Marchioness, "commenced by picking up her handkerchief. I 

wish that you would pick up my garter." 

"With all my heart," said Candide. And he picked it up. 

"But I wish that you would put it on," said the lady. 

And Candide put it on. 

"You see," said she, "you are a foreigner. I sometimes make my Parisian lovers languish for 

fifteen days, but I give myself to you the first night because one must do the honours of one’s 

country to a young man from Westphalia." 

The lady having perceived two enormous diamonds upon the hands of the young foreigner 

praised them with such good faith that from Candide’s fingers they passed to her own. 

Candide, returning with the Perigordian Abbé, felt some remorse in having been unfaithful to 

Miss Cunegonde. The Abbé sympathised in his trouble; he had had but a light part of the fifty 

thousand francs lost at play and of the value of the two brilliants, half given, half extorted. His 

design was to profit as much as he could by the advantages which the acquaintance of Candide 

could procure for him. He spoke much of Cunegonde, and Candide told him that he should ask 

forgiveness of that beautiful one for his infidelity when he should see her in Venice. 



The Abbé redoubled his politeness and attentions, and took a tender interest in all that Candide 

said, in all that he did, in all that he wished to do. 

"And so, sir, you have a rendezvous at Venice?" 

"Yes, monsieur Abbé," answered Candide. "It is absolutely necessary that I go to meet Miss 

Cunegonde." 

And then the pleasure of talking of that which he loved induced him to relate, according to his 

custom, part of his adventures with the fair Westphalian. 

"I believe," said the Abbé, "that Miss Cunegonde has a great deal of wit, and that she writes 

charming letters?" 

"I have never received any from her," said Candide, "for being expelled from the castle on her 

account I had not an opportunity for writing to her. Soon after that I heard she was dead; then I 

found her alive; then I lost her again; and last of all, I sent an express to her two thousand five 

hundred leagues from here, and I wait for an answer." 

The Abbé listened attentively, and seemed to be in a brown study. He soon took his leave of the 

two foreigners after a most tender embrace. The following day Candide received, on awaking, a 

letter couched in these terms: 

"My very dear love, for eight days I have been ill in this town. I learn that you are here. I would 

fly to your arms if I could but move. I was informed of your passage at Bordeaux, where I left 

faithful Cacambo and the old woman, who are to follow me very soon. The Governor of Buenos 

Ayres has taken all, but there remains to me your heart. Come! your presence will either give me 

life or kill me with pleasure." 

This charming, this unhoped-for letter transported Candide with an inexpressible joy, and the 

illness of his dear Cunegonde overwhelmed him with grief. Divided between those two passions, 

he took his gold and his diamonds and hurried away, with Martin, to the hotel where Miss 

Cunegonde was lodged. He entered her room trembling, his heart palpitating, his voice sobbing; 

he wished to open the curtains of the bed, and asked for a light. 

"Take care what you do," said the servant-maid; "the light hurts her," and immediately she drew 

the curtain again. 

"My dear Cunegonde," said Candide, weeping, "how are you? If you cannot see me, at least 

speak to me." 

"She cannot speak," said the maid. 

The lady then put a plump hand out from the bed, and Candide bathed it with his tears and 

afterwards filled it with diamonds, leaving a bag of gold upon the easy chair. 

In the midst of these transports in came an officer, followed by the Abbé and a file of soldiers. 

"There," said he, "are the two suspected foreigners," and at the same time he ordered them to be 

seized and carried to prison. 



"Travellers are not treated thus in El Dorado," said Candide. 

"I am more a Manichean now than ever," said Martin. 

"But pray, sir, where are you going to carry us?" said Candide. 

"To a dungeon," answered the officer. 

Martin, having recovered himself a little, judged that the lady who acted the part of Cunegonde 

was a cheat, that the Perigordian Abbé was a knave who had imposed upon the honest simplicity 

of Candide, and that the officer was another knave whom they might easily silence. 

Candide, advised by Martin and impatient to see the real Cunegonde, rather than expose himself 

before a court of justice, proposed to the officer to give him three small diamonds, each worth 

about three thousand pistoles. 

"Ah, sir," said the man with the ivory baton, "had you committed all the imaginable crimes you 

would be to me the most honest man in the world. Three diamonds! Each worth three thousand 

pistoles! Sir, instead of carrying you to jail I would lose my life to serve you. There are orders 

for arresting all foreigners, but leave it to me. I have a brother at Dieppe in Normandy! I’ll 

conduct you thither, and if you have a diamond to give him he’ll take as much care of you as I 

would." 

"And why," said Candide, "should all foreigners be arrested?" 

"It is," the Perigordian Abbé then made answer, "because a poor beggar of the country of 

Atrébatie [29]  heard some foolish things said. This induced him to commit a parricide, not such 

as that of 1610 in the month of May, [30]  but such as that of 1594 in the month of December, 

[31] and such as others which have been committed in other years and other months by other 

poor devils who had heard nonsense spoken." 

The officer then explained what the Abbé meant. 

"Ah, the monsters!" cried Candide. "What horrors among a people who dance and sing! Is there 

no way of getting quickly out of this country where monkeys provoke tigers? I have seen no 

bears in my country, but men I have beheld nowhere except in El Dorado. In the name of God, 

sir, conduct me to Venice, where I am to await Miss Cunegonde." 

"I can conduct you no further than lower Normandy," said the officer. 

Immediately he ordered his irons to be struck off, acknowledged himself mistaken, sent away his 

men, set out with Candide and Martin for Dieppe, and left them in the care of his brother. 

There was then a small Dutch ship in the harbour. The Norman, who by the virtue of three more 

diamonds had become the most subservient of men, put Candide and his attendants on board a 

vessel that was just ready to set sail for Portsmouth in England. 

This was not the way to Venice, but Candide thought he had made his way out of hell, and 

reckoned that he would soon have an opportunity for resuming his journey. 



  



XXIII – CANDIDE AND MARTIN TOUCHED UPON THE COAST OF ENGLAND, 

AND WHAT THEY SAW THERE. 

"Ah, Pangloss! Pangloss! Ah, Martin! Martin! Ah, my dear Cunegonde, what sort of a world is 

this?" said Candide on board the Dutch ship. 

"Something very foolish and abominable," said Martin. 

"You know England? Are they as foolish there as in France?" 

"It is another kind of folly," said Martin. "You know that these two nations are at war for a few 

acres of snow in Canada, [32]  and that they spend over this beautiful war much more than 

Canada is worth. To tell you exactly, whether there are more people fit to send to a madhouse in 

one country than the other, is what my imperfect intelligence will not permit. I only know in 

general that the people we are going to see are very atrabilious." 

Talking thus they arrived at Portsmouth. The coast was lined with crowds of people, whose eyes 

were fixed on a fine man kneeling, with his eyes bandaged, on board one of the men of war in 

the harbour. Four soldiers stood opposite to this man; each of them fired three balls at his head, 

with all the calmness in the world; and the whole assembly went away very well satisfied. 

"What is all this?" said Candide; "and what demon is it that exercises his empire in this country?" 

He then asked who was that fine man who had been killed with so much ceremony. They 

answered, he was an Admiral. [33]  

"And why kill this Admiral?" 

"It is because he did not kill a sufficient number of men himself. He gave battle to a French 

Admiral; and it has been proved that he was not near enough to him." 

"But," replied Candide, "the French Admiral was as far from the English Admiral." 

"There is no doubt of it; but in this country it is found good, from time to time, to kill one 

Admiral to encourage the others." 

Candide was so shocked and bewildered by what he saw and heard, that he would not set foot on 

shore, and he made a bargain with the Dutch skipper (were he even to rob him like the Surinam 

captain) to conduct him without delay to Venice. 

The skipper was ready in two days. They coasted France; they passed in sight of Lisbon, and 

Candide trembled. They passed through the Straits, and entered the Mediterranean. At last they 

landed at Venice. 

"God be praised!" said Candide, embracing Martin. "It is here that I shall see again my beautiful 

Cunegonde. I trust Cacambo as myself. All is well, all will be well, all goes as well as possible." 

  



XXIV – OF PAQUETTE AND FRIAR GIROFLÉE. 

Upon their arrival at Venice, Candide went to search for Cacambo at every inn and coffee-house, 

and among all the ladies of pleasure, but to no purpose. He sent every day to inquire on all the 

ships that came in. But there was no news of Cacambo. 

"What!" said he to Martin, "I have had time to voyage from Surinam to Bordeaux, to go from 

Bordeaux to Paris, from Paris to Dieppe, from Dieppe to Portsmouth, to coast along Portugal and 

Spain, to cross the whole Mediterranean, to spend some months, and yet the beautiful 

Cunegonde has not arrived! Instead of her I have only met a Parisian wench and a Perigordian 

Abbé. Cunegonde is dead without doubt, and there is nothing for me but to die. Alas! how much 

better it would have been for me to have remained in the paradise of El Dorado than to come 

back to this cursed Europe! You are in the right, my dear Martin: all is misery and illusion." 

He fell into a deep melancholy, and neither went to see the opera, nor any of the other diversions 

of the Carnival; nay, he was proof against the temptations of all the ladies. 

"You are in truth very simple," said Martin to him, "if you imagine that a mongrel valet, who has 

five or six millions in his pocket, will go to the other end of the world to seek your mistress and 

bring her to you to Venice. If he find her, he will keep her to himself; if he do not find her he will 

get another. I advise you to forget your valet Cacambo and your mistress Cunegonde." 

Martin was not consoling. Candide’s melancholy increased; and Martin continued to prove to 

him that there was very little virtue or happiness upon earth, except perhaps in El Dorado, where 

nobody could gain admittance. 

While they were disputing on this important subject and waiting for Cunegonde, Candide saw a 

young Theatin friar in St. Mark’s Piazza, holding a girl on his arm. The Theatin looked fresh 

coloured, plump, and vigorous; his eyes were sparkling, his air assured, his look lofty, and his 

step bold. The girl was very pretty, and sang; she looked amorously at her Theatin, and from 

time to time pinched his fat cheeks. 

"At least you will allow me," said Candide to Martin, "that these two are happy. Hitherto I have 

met with none but unfortunate people in the whole habitable globe, except in El Dorado; but as 

to this pair, I would venture to lay a wager that they are very happy." 

"I lay you they are not," said Martin. 

"We need only ask them to dine with us," said Candide, "and you will see whether I am 

mistaken." 

Immediately he accosted them, presented his compliments, and invited them to his inn to eat 

some macaroni, with Lombard partridges, and caviare, and to drink some Montepulciano, 

Lachrymæ Christi, Cyprus and Samos wine. The girl blushed, the Theatin accepted the invitation 

and she followed him, casting her eyes on Candide with confusion and surprise, and dropping a 

few tears. No sooner had she set foot in Candide’s apartment than she cried out: 

"Ah! Mr. Candide does not know Paquette again." 



Candide had not viewed her as yet with attention, his thoughts being entirely taken up with 

Cunegonde; but recollecting her as she spoke. 

"Alas!" said he, "my poor child, it is you who reduced Doctor Pangloss to the beautiful condition 

in which I saw him?" 

"Alas! it was I, sir, indeed," answered Paquette. "I see that you have heard all. I have been 

informed of the frightful disasters that befell the family of my lady Baroness, and the fair 

Cunegonde. I swear to you that my fate has been scarcely less sad. I was very innocent when you 

knew me. A Grey Friar, who was my confessor, easily seduced me. The consequences were 

terrible. I was obliged to quit the castle some time after the Baron had sent you away with kicks 

on the backside. If a famous surgeon had not taken compassion on me, I should have died. For 

some time I was this surgeon’s mistress, merely out of gratitude. His wife, who was mad with 

jealousy, beat me every day unmercifully; she was a fury. The surgeon was one of the ugliest of 

men, and I the most wretched of women, to be continually beaten for a man I did not love. You 

know, sir, what a dangerous thing it is for an ill-natured woman to be married to a doctor. 

Incensed at the behaviour of his wife, he one day gave her so effectual a remedy to cure her of a 

slight cold, that she died two hours after, in most horrid convulsions. The wife’s relations 

prosecuted the husband; he took flight, and I was thrown into jail. My innocence would not have 

saved me if I had not been good-looking. The judge set me free, on condition that he succeeded 

the surgeon. I was soon supplanted by a rival, turned out of doors quite destitute, and obliged to 

continue this abominable trade, which appears so pleasant to you men, while to us women it is 

the utmost abyss of misery. I have come to exercise the profession at Venice. Ah! sir, if you 

could only imagine what it is to be obliged to caress indifferently an old merchant, a lawyer, a 

monk, a gondolier, an abbé, to be exposed to abuse and insults; to be often reduced to borrowing 

a petticoat, only to go and have it raised by a disagreeable man; to be robbed by one of what one 

has earned from another; to be subject to the extortions of the officers of justice; and to have in 

prospect only a frightful old age, a hospital, and a dung-hill; you would conclude that I am one of 

the most unhappy creatures in the world." [34]  

Paquette thus opened her heart to honest Candide, in the presence of Martin, who said to his 

friend: 

"You see that already I have won half the wager." 

Friar Giroflée stayed in the dining-room, and drank a glass or two of wine while he was waiting 

for dinner. 

"But," said Candide to Paquette, "you looked so gay and content when I met you; you sang and 

you behaved so lovingly to the Theatin, that you seemed to me as happy as you pretend to be 

now the reverse." 

"Ah! sir," answered Paquette, "this is one of the miseries of the trade. Yesterday I was robbed 

and beaten by an officer; yet to-day I must put on good humour to please a friar." 



Candide wanted no more convincing; he owned that Martin was in the right. They sat down to 

table with Paquette and the Theatin; the repast was entertaining; and towards the end they 

conversed with all confidence. 

"Father," said Candide to the Friar, "you appear to me to enjoy a state that all the world might 

envy; the flower of health shines in your face, your expression makes plain your happiness; you 

have a very pretty girl for your recreation, and you seem well satisfied with your state as a 

Theatin." 

"My faith, sir," said Friar Giroflée, "I wish that all the Theatins were at the bottom of the sea. I 

have been tempted a hundred times to set fire to the convent, and go and become a Turk. My 

parents forced me at the age of fifteen to put on this detestable habit, to increase the fortune of a 

cursed elder brother, whom God confound. Jealousy, discord, and fury, dwell in the convent. It is 

true I have preached a few bad sermons that have brought me in a little money, of which the 

prior stole half, while the rest serves to maintain my girls; but when I return at night to the 

monastery, I am ready to dash my head against the walls of the dormitory; and all my fellows are 

in the same case." 

Martin turned towards Candide with his usual coolness. 

"Well," said he, "have I not won the whole wager?" 

Candide gave two thousand piastres to Paquette, and one thousand to Friar Giroflée. 

"I’ll answer for it," said he, "that with this they will be happy." 

"I do not believe it at all," said Martin; "you will, perhaps, with these piastres only render them 

the more unhappy." 

"Let that be as it may," said Candide, "but one thing consoles me. I see that we often meet with 

those whom we expected never to see more; so that, perhaps, as I have found my red sheep and 

Paquette, it may well be that I shall also find Cunegonde." 

"I wish," said Martin, "she may one day make you very happy; but I doubt it very much." 

"You are very hard of belief," said Candide. 

"I have lived," said Martin. 

"You see those gondoliers," said Candide, "are they not perpetually singing?" 

"You do not see them," said Martin, "at home with their wives and brats. The Doge has his 

troubles, the gondoliers have theirs. It is true that, all things considered, the life of a gondolier is 

preferable to that of a Doge; but I believe the difference to be so trifling that it is not worth the 

trouble of examining." 

"People talk," said Candide, "of the Senator Pococurante, who lives in that fine palace on the 

Brenta, where he entertains foreigners in the politest manner. They pretend that this man has 

never felt any uneasiness." 



"I should be glad to see such a rarity," said Martin. 

Candide immediately sent to ask the Lord Pococurante permission to wait upon him the next day. 

  



XXV – THE VISIT TO LORD POCOCURANTE, A NOBLE VENETIAN. 

Candide and Martin went in a gondola on the Brenta, and arrived at the palace of the noble 

Signor Pococurante. The gardens, laid out with taste, were adorned with fine marble statues. The 

palace was beautifully built. The master of the house was a man of sixty, and very rich. He 

received the two travellers with polite indifference, which put Candide a little out of 

countenance, but was not at all disagreeable to Martin. 

First, two pretty girls, very neatly dressed, served them with chocolate, which was frothed 

exceedingly well. Candide could not refrain from commending their beauty, grace, and address. 

"They are good enough creatures," said the Senator. "I make them lie with me sometimes, for I 

am very tired of the ladies of the town, of their coquetries, of their jealousies, of their quarrels, of 

their humours, of their pettinesses, of their prides, of their follies, and of the sonnets which one 

must make, or have made, for them. But after all, these two girls begin to weary me." 

After breakfast, Candide walking into a long gallery was surprised by the beautiful pictures. He 

asked, by what master were the two first. 

"They are by Raphael," said the Senator. "I bought them at a great price, out of vanity, some 

years ago. They are said to be the finest things in Italy, but they do not please me at all. The 

colours are too dark, the figures are not sufficiently rounded, nor in good relief; the draperies in 

no way resemble stuffs. In a word, whatever may be said, I do not find there a true imitation of 

nature. I only care for a picture when I think I see nature itself; and there are none of this sort. I 

have a great many pictures, but I prize them very little." 

While they were waiting for dinner Pococurante ordered a concert. Candide found the music 

delicious. 

"This noise," said the Senator, "may amuse one for half an hour; but if it were to last longer it 

would grow tiresome to everybody, though they durst not own it. Music, to-day, is only the art of 

executing difficult things, and that which is only difficult cannot please long. Perhaps I should be 

fonder of the opera if they had not found the secret of making of it a monster which shocks me. 

Let who will go to see bad tragedies set to music, where the scenes are contrived for no other end 

than to introduce two or three songs ridiculously out of place, to show off an actress’s voice. Let 

who will, or who can, die away with pleasure at the sight of an eunuch quavering the rôle of 

Cæsar, or of Cato, and strutting awkwardly upon the stage. For my part I have long since 

renounced those paltry entertainments which constitute the glory of modern Italy, and are 

purchased so dearly by sovereigns." 

Candide disputed the point a little, but with discretion. Martin was entirely of the Senator’s 

opinion. 

They sat down to table, and after an excellent dinner they went into the library. Candide, seeing a 

Homer magnificently bound, commended the virtuoso on his good taste. 



"There," said he, "is a book that was once the delight of the great Pangloss, the best philosopher 

in Germany." 

"It is not mine," answered Pococurante coolly. "They used at one time to make me believe that I 

took a pleasure in reading him. But that continual repetition of battles, so extremely like one 

another; those gods that are always active without doing anything decisive; that Helen who is the 

cause of the war, and who yet scarcely appears in the piece; that Troy, so long besieged without 

being taken; all these together caused me great weariness. I have sometimes asked learned men 

whether they were not as weary as I of that work. Those who were sincere have owned to me that 

the poem made them fall asleep; yet it was necessary to have it in their library as a monument of 

antiquity, or like those rusty medals which are no longer of use in commerce." 

"But your Excellency does not think thus of Virgil?" said Candide. 

"I grant," said the Senator, "that the second, fourth, and sixth books of his Æneid are excellent, 

but as for his pious Æneas, his strong Cloanthus, his friend Achates, his little Ascanius, his silly 

King Latinus, his bourgeois Amata, his insipid Lavinia, I think there can be nothing more flat 

and disagreeable. I prefer Tasso a good deal, or even the soporific tales of Ariosto." 

"May I presume to ask you, sir," said Candide, "whether you do not receive a great deal of 

pleasure from reading Horace?" 

"There are maxims in this writer," answered Pococurante, "from which a man of the world may 

reap great benefit, and being written in energetic verse they are more easily impressed upon the 

memory. But I care little for his journey to Brundusium, and his account of a bad dinner, or of 

his low quarrel between one Rupilius whose words he says were full of poisonous filth, and 

another whose language was imbued with vinegar. I have read with much distaste his indelicate 

verses against old women and witches; nor do I see any merit in telling his friend Mæcenas that 

if he will but rank him in the choir of lyric poets, his lofty head shall touch the stars. Fools 

admire everything in an author of reputation. For my part, I read only to please myself. I like 

only that which serves my purpose." 

Candide, having been educated never to judge for himself, was much surprised at what he heard. 

Martin found there was a good deal of reason in Pococurante’s remarks. 

"Oh! here is Cicero," said Candide. "Here is the great man whom I fancy you are never tired of 

reading." 

"I never read him," replied the Venetian. "What is it to me whether he pleads for Rabirius or 

Cluentius? I try causes enough myself; his philosophical works seem to me better, but when I 

found that he doubted of everything, I concluded that I knew as much as he, and that I had no 

need of a guide to learn ignorance." 

"Ha! here are four-score volumes of the Academy of Sciences," cried Martin. "Perhaps there is 

something valuable in this collection." 



"There might be," said Pococurante, "if only one of those rakers of rubbish had shown how to 

make pins; but in all these volumes there is nothing but chimerical systems, and not a single 

useful thing." 

"And what dramatic works I see here," said Candide, "in Italian, Spanish, and French." 

"Yes," replied the Senator, "there are three thousand, and not three dozen of them good for 

anything. As to those collections of sermons, which altogether are not worth a single page of 

Seneca, and those huge volumes of theology, you may well imagine that neither I nor any one 

else ever opens them." 

Martin saw some shelves filled with English books. 

"I have a notion," said he, "that a Republican must be greatly pleased with most of these books, 

which are written with a spirit of freedom." 

"Yes," answered Pococurante, "it is noble to write as one thinks; this is the privilege of 

humanity. In all our Italy we write only what we do not think; those who inhabit the country of 

the Cæsars and the Antoninuses dare not acquire a single idea without the permission of a 

Dominican friar. I should be pleased with the liberty which inspires the English genius if passion 

and party spirit did not corrupt all that is estimable in this precious liberty." 

Candide, observing a Milton, asked whether he did not look upon this author as a great man. 

"Who?" said Pococurante, "that barbarian, who writes a long commentary in ten books of harsh 

verse on the first chapter of Genesis; that coarse imitator of the Greeks, who disfigures the 

Creation, and who, while Moses represents the Eternal producing the world by a word, makes the 

Messiah take a great pair of compasses from the armoury of heaven to circumscribe His work? 

How can I have any esteem for a writer who has spoiled Tasso’s hell and the devil, who 

transforms Lucifer sometimes into a toad and other times into a pigmy, who makes him repeat 

the same things a hundred times, who makes him dispute on theology, who, by a serious 

imitation of Ariosto’s comic invention of firearms, represents the devils cannonading in heaven? 

Neither I nor any man in Italy could take pleasure in those melancholy extravagances; and the 

marriage of Sin and Death, and the snakes brought forth by Sin, are enough to turn the stomach 

of any one with the least taste, and his long description of a pest-house is good only for a grave-

digger. This obscure, whimsical, and disagreeable poem was despised upon its first publication, 

and I only treat it now as it was treated in its own country by contemporaries. For the matter of 

that I say what I think, and I care very little whether others think as I do." 

Candide was grieved at this speech, for he had a respect for Homer and was fond of Milton. 

"Alas!" said he softly to Martin, "I am afraid that this man holds our German poets in very great 

contempt." 

"There would not be much harm in that," said Martin. 

"Oh! what a superior man," said Candide below his breath. "What a great genius is this 

Pococurante! Nothing can please him." 



After their survey of the library they went down into the garden, where Candide praised its 

several beauties. 

"I know of nothing in so bad a taste," said the master. "All you see here is merely trifling. After 

to-morrow I will have it planted with a nobler design." 

"Well," said Candide to Martin when they had taken their leave, "you will agree that this is the 

happiest of mortals, for he is above everything he possesses." 

"But do you not see," answered Martin, "that he is disgusted with all he possesses? Plato 

observed a long while ago that those stomachs are not the best that reject all sorts of food." 

"But is there not a pleasure," said Candide, "in criticising everything, in pointing out faults where 

others see nothing but beauties?" 

"That is to say," replied Martin, "that there is some pleasure in having no pleasure." 

"Well, well," said Candide, "I find that I shall be the only happy man when I am blessed with the 

sight of my dear Cunegonde." 

"It is always well to hope," said Martin. 

However, the days and the weeks passed. Cacambo did not come, and Candide was so 

overwhelmed with grief that he did not even reflect that Paquette and Friar Giroflée did not 

return to thank him. 

  



XXVI – OF A SUPPER WHICH CANDIDE AND MARTIN TOOK WITH SIX 

STRANGERS, AND WHO THEY WERE.[35]  

 

One evening that Candide and Martin were going to sit down to supper with some foreigners 

who lodged in the same inn, a man whose complexion was as black as soot, came behind 

Candide, and taking him by the arm, said: 

"Get yourself ready to go along with us; do not fail." 

Upon this he turned round and saw—Cacambo! Nothing but the sight of Cunegonde could have 

astonished and delighted him more. He was on the point of going mad with joy. He embraced his 

dear friend. 

"Cunegonde is here, without doubt; where is she? Take me to her that I may die of joy in her 

company." 

"Cunegonde is not here," said Cacambo, "she is at Constantinople." 

"Oh, heavens! at Constantinople! But were she in China I would fly thither; let us be off." 

"We shall set out after supper," replied Cacambo. "I can tell you nothing more; I am a slave, my 

master awaits me, I must serve him at table; speak not a word, eat, and then get ready." 

Candide, distracted between joy and grief, delighted at seeing his faithful agent again, astonished 

at finding him a slave, filled with the fresh hope of recovering his mistress, his heart palpitating, 

his understanding confused, sat down to table with Martin, who saw all these scenes quite 

unconcerned, and with six strangers who had come to spend the Carnival at Venice. 

Cacambo waited at table upon one of the strangers; towards the end of the entertainment he drew 

near his master, and whispered in his ear: 

"Sire, your Majesty may start when you please, the vessel is ready." 

On saying these words he went out. The company in great surprise looked at one another without 

speaking a word, when another domestic approached his master and said to him: 

"Sire, your Majesty’s chaise is at Padua, and the boat is ready." 

The master gave a nod and the servant went away. The company all stared at one another again, 

and their surprise redoubled. A third valet came up to a third stranger, saying: 

"Sire, believe me, your Majesty ought not to stay here any longer. I am going to get everything 

ready." 

And immediately he disappeared. Candide and Martin did not doubt that this was a masquerade 

of the Carnival. Then a fourth domestic said to a fourth master: 

"Your Majesty may depart when you please." 



Saying this he went away like the rest. The fifth valet said the same thing to the fifth master. But 

the sixth valet spoke differently to the sixth stranger, who sat near Candide. He said to him: 

"Faith, Sire, they will no longer give credit to your Majesty nor to me, and we may perhaps both 

of us be put in jail this very night. Therefore I will take care of myself. Adieu." 

The servants being all gone, the six strangers, with Candide and Martin, remained in a profound 

silence. At length Candide broke it. 

"Gentlemen," said he, "this is a very good joke indeed, but why should you all be kings? For me 

I own that neither Martin nor I is a king." 

Cacambo’s master then gravely answered in Italian: 

"I am not at all joking. My name is Achmet III. I was Grand Sultan many years. I dethroned my 

brother; my nephew dethroned me, my viziers were beheaded, and I am condemned to end my 

days in the old Seraglio. My nephew, the great Sultan Mahmoud, permits me to travel sometimes 

for my health, and I am come to spend the Carnival at Venice." 

A young man who sat next to Achmet, spoke then as follows: 

"My name is Ivan. I was once Emperor of all the Russias, but was dethroned in my cradle. My 

parents were confined in prison and I was educated there; yet I am sometimes allowed to travel 

in company with persons who act as guards; and I am come to spend the Carnival at Venice." 

The third said: 

"I am Charles Edward, King of England; my father has resigned all his legal rights to me. I have 

fought in defence of them; and above eight hundred of my adherents have been hanged, drawn, 

and quartered. I have been confined in prison; I am going to Rome, to pay a visit to the King, my 

father, who was dethroned as well as myself and my grandfather, and I am come to spend the 

Carnival at Venice." 

The fourth spoke thus in his turn: 

"I am the King of Poland; the fortune of war has stripped me of my hereditary dominions; my 

father underwent the same vicissitudes; I resign myself to Providence in the same manner as 

Sultan Achmet, the Emperor Ivan, and King Charles Edward, whom God long preserve; and I am 

come to the Carnival at Venice." 

The fifth said: 

"I am King of Poland also; I have been twice dethroned; but Providence has given me another 

country, where I have done more good than all the Sarmatian kings were ever capable of doing 

on the banks of the Vistula; I resign myself likewise to Providence, and am come to pass the 

Carnival at Venice." 

It was now the sixth monarch’s turn to speak: 



"Gentlemen," said he, "I am not so great a prince as any of you; however, I am a king. I am 

Theodore, elected King of Corsica; I had the title of Majesty, and now I am scarcely treated as a 

gentleman. I have coined money, and now am not worth a farthing; I have had two secretaries of 

state, and now I have scarce a valet; I have seen myself on a throne, and I have seen myself upon 

straw in a common jail in London. I am afraid that I shall meet with the same treatment here 

though, like your majesties, I am come to see the Carnival at Venice." 

The other five kings listened to this speech with generous compassion. Each of them gave twenty 

sequins to King Theodore to buy him clothes and linen; and Candide made him a present of a 

diamond worth two thousand sequins. 

"Who can this private person be," said the five kings to one another, "who is able to give, and 

really has given, a hundred times as much as any of us?" 

Just as they rose from table, in came four Serene Highnesses, who had also been stripped of their 

territories by the fortune of war, and were come to spend the Carnival at Venice. But Candide 

paid no regard to these newcomers, his thoughts were entirely employed on his voyage to 

Constantinople, in search of his beloved Cunegonde. 

 

  



XXVII – CANDIDE’S VOYAGE TO CONSTANTINOPLE. 

The faithful Cacambo had already prevailed upon the Turkish skipper, who was to conduct the 

Sultan Achmet to Constantinople, to receive Candide and Martin on his ship. They both 

embarked after having made their obeisance to his miserable Highness. 

"You see," said Candide to Martin on the way, "we supped with six dethroned kings, and of 

those six there was one to whom I gave charity. Perhaps there are many other princes yet more 

unfortunate. For my part, I have only lost a hundred sheep; and now I am flying into 

Cunegonde’s arms. My dear Martin, yet once more Pangloss was right: all is for the best." 

"I wish it," answered Martin. 

"But," said Candide, "it was a very strange adventure we met with at Venice. It has never before 

been seen or heard that six dethroned kings have supped together at a public inn." 

"It is not more extraordinary," said Martin, "than most of the things that have happened to us. It 

is a very common thing for kings to be dethroned; and as for the honour we have had of supping 

in their company, it is a trifle not worth our attention." 

No sooner had Candide got on board the vessel than he flew to his old valet and friend Cacambo, 

and tenderly embraced him. 

"Well," said he, "what news of Cunegonde? Is she still a prodigy of beauty? Does she love me 

still? How is she? Thou hast doubtless bought her a palace at Constantinople?" 

"My dear master," answered Cacambo, "Cunegonde washes dishes on the banks of the Propontis, 

in the service of a prince, who has very few dishes to wash; she is a slave in the family of an 

ancient sovereign named Ragotsky, [36]  to whom the Grand Turk allows three crowns a day in 

his exile. But what is worse still is, that she has lost her beauty and has become horribly ugly." 

"Well, handsome or ugly," replied Candide, "I am a man of honour, and it is my duty to love her 

still. But how came she to be reduced to so abject a state with the five or six millions that you 

took to her?" 

"Ah!" said Cacambo, "was I not to give two millions to Senor Don Fernando d’Ibaraa, y 

Figueora, y Mascarenes, y Lampourdos, y Souza, Governor of Buenos Ayres, for permitting 

Miss Cunegonde to come away? And did not a corsair bravely rob us of all the rest? Did not this 

corsair carry us to Cape Matapan, to Milo, to Nicaria, to Samos, to Petra, to the Dardanelles, to 

Marmora, to Scutari? Cunegonde and the old woman serve the prince I now mentioned to you, 

and I am slave to the dethroned Sultan." 

"What a series of shocking calamities!" cried Candide. "But after all, I have some diamonds left; 

and I may easily pay Cunegonde’s ransom. Yet it is a pity that she is grown so ugly." 

Then, turning towards Martin: "Who do you think," said he, "is most to be pitied—the Sultan 

Achmet, the Emperor Ivan, King Charles Edward, or I?" 

"How should I know!" answered Martin. "I must see into your hearts to be able to tell." 



"Ah!" said Candide, "if Pangloss were here, he could tell." 

"I know not," said Martin, "in what sort of scales your Pangloss would weigh the misfortunes of 

mankind and set a just estimate on their sorrows. All that I can presume to say is, that there are 

millions of people upon earth who have a hundred times more to complain of than King Charles 

Edward, the Emperor Ivan, or the Sultan Achmet." 

"That may well be," said Candide. 

In a few days they reached the Bosphorus, and Candide began by paying a very high ransom for 

Cacambo. Then without losing time, he and his companions went on board a galley, in order to 

search on the banks of the Propontis for his Cunegonde, however ugly she might have become. 

Among the crew there were two slaves who rowed very badly, and to whose bare shoulders the 

Levantine captain would now and then apply blows from a bull’s pizzle. Candide, from a natural 

impulse, looked at these two slaves more attentively than at the other oarsmen, and approached 

them with pity. Their features though greatly disfigured, had a slight resemblance to those of 

Pangloss and the unhappy Jesuit and Westphalian Baron, brother to Miss Cunegonde. This 

moved and saddened him. He looked at them still more attentively. 

"Indeed," said he to Cacambo, "if I had not seen Master Pangloss hanged, and if I had not had the 

misfortune to kill the Baron, I should think it was they that were rowing." 

At the names of the Baron and of Pangloss, the two galley-slaves uttered a loud cry, held fast by 

the seat, and let drop their oars. The captain ran up to them and redoubled his blows with the 

bull’s pizzle. 

"Stop! stop! sir," cried Candide. "I will give you what money you please." 

"What! it is Candide!" said one of the slaves. 

"What! it is Candide!" said the other. 

"Do I dream?" cried Candide; "am I awake? or am I on board a galley? Is this the Baron whom I 

killed? Is this Master Pangloss whom I saw hanged?" 

"It is we! it is we!" answered they. 

"Well! is this the great philosopher?" said Martin. 

"Ah! captain," said Candide, "what ransom will you take for Monsieur de Thunder-ten-Tronckh, 

one of the first barons of the empire, and for Monsieur Pangloss, the profoundest metaphysician 

in Germany?" 

"Dog of a Christian," answered the Levantine captain, "since these two dogs of Christian slaves 

are barons and metaphysicians, which I doubt not are high dignities in their country, you shall 

give me fifty thousand sequins." 

"You shall have them, sir. Carry me back at once to Constantinople, and you shall receive the 

money directly. But no; carry me first to Miss Cunegonde." 



Upon the first proposal made by Candide, however, the Levantine captain had already tacked 

about, and made the crew ply their oars quicker than a bird cleaves the air. 

Candide embraced the Baron and Pangloss a hundred times. 

"And how happened it, my dear Baron, that I did not kill you? And, my dear Pangloss, how came 

you to life again after being hanged? And why are you both in a Turkish galley?" 

"And it is true that my dear sister is in this country?" said the Baron. 

"Yes," answered Cacambo. 

"Then I behold, once more, my dear Candide," cried Pangloss. 

Candide presented Martin and Cacambo to them; they embraced each other, and all spoke at 

once. The galley flew; they were already in the port. Instantly Candide sent for a Jew, to whom 

he sold for fifty thousand sequins a diamond worth a hundred thousand, though the fellow swore 

to him by Abraham that he could give him no more. He immediately paid the ransom for the 

Baron and Pangloss. The latter threw himself at the feet of his deliverer, and bathed them with 

his tears; the former thanked him with a nod, and promised to return him the money on the first 

opportunity. 

"But is it indeed possible that my sister can be in Turkey?" said he. 

"Nothing is more possible," said Cacambo, "since she scours the dishes in the service of a 

Transylvanian prince." 

Candide sent directly for two Jews and sold them some more diamonds, and then they all set out 

together in another galley to deliver Cunegonde from slavery. 

  



XXVIII – WHAT HAPPENED TO CANDIDE, CUNEGONDE, PANGLOSS, MARTIN, 

ETC. 

"I ask your pardon once more," said Candide to the Baron, "your pardon, reverend father, for 

having run you through the body." 

"Say no more about it," answered the Baron. "I was a little too hasty, I own, but since you wish 

to know by what fatality I came to be a galley-slave I will inform you. After I had been cured by 

the surgeon of the college of the wound you gave me, I was attacked and carried off by a party of 

Spanish troops, who confined me in prison at Buenos Ayres at the very time my sister was 

setting out thence. I asked leave to return to Rome to the General of my Order. I was appointed 

chaplain to the French Ambassador at Constantinople. I had not been eight days in this 

employment when one evening I met with a young Ichoglan, who was a very handsome fellow. 

The weather was warm. The young man wanted to bathe, and I took this opportunity of bathing 

also. I did not know that it was a capital crime for a Christian to be found naked with a young 

Mussulman. A cadi ordered me a hundred blows on the soles of the feet, and condemned me to 

the galleys. I do not think there ever was a greater act of injustice. But I should be glad to know 

how my sister came to be scullion to a Transylvanian prince who has taken shelter among the 

Turks." 

"But you, my dear Pangloss," said Candide, "how can it be that I behold you again?" 

"It is true," said Pangloss, "that you saw me hanged. I should have been burnt, but you may 

remember it rained exceedingly hard when they were going to roast me; the storm was so violent 

that they despaired of lighting the fire, so I was hanged because they could do no better. A 

surgeon purchased my body, carried me home, and dissected me. He began with making a 

crucial incision on me from the navel to the clavicula. One could not have been worse hanged 

than I was. The executioner of the Holy Inquisition was a sub-deacon, and knew how to burn 

people marvellously well, but he was not accustomed to hanging. The cord was wet and did not 

slip properly, and besides it was badly tied; in short, I still drew my breath, when the crucial 

incision made me give such a frightful scream that my surgeon fell flat upon his back, and 

imagining that he had been dissecting the devil he ran away, dying with fear, and fell down the 

staircase in his flight. His wife, hearing the noise, flew from the next room. She saw me stretched 

out upon the table with my crucial incision. She was seized with yet greater fear than her 

husband, fled, and tumbled over him. When they came to themselves a little, I heard the wife say 

to her husband: ’My dear, how could you take it into your head to dissect a heretic? Do you not 

know that these people always have the devil in their bodies? I will go and fetch a priest this 

minute to exorcise him.’ At this proposal I shuddered, and mustering up what little courage I had 

still remaining I cried out aloud, ’Have mercy on me!’ At length the Portuguese barber plucked 

up his spirits. He sewed up my wounds; his wife even nursed me. I was upon my legs at the end 

of fifteen days. The barber found me a place as lackey to a knight of Malta who was going to 

Venice, but finding that my master had no money to pay me my wages I entered the service of a 

Venetian merchant, and went with him to Constantinople. One day I took it into my head to step 

into a mosque, where I saw an old Iman and a very pretty young devotee who was saying her 

paternosters. Her bosom was uncovered, and between her breasts she had a beautiful bouquet of 



tulips, roses, anemones, ranunculus, hyacinths, and auriculas. She dropped her bouquet; I picked 

it up, and presented it to her with a profound reverence. I was so long in delivering it that the 

Iman began to get angry, and seeing that I was a Christian he called out for help. They carried 

me before the cadi, who ordered me a hundred lashes on the soles of the feet and sent me to the 

galleys. I was chained to the very same galley and the same bench as the young Baron. On board 

this galley there were four young men from Marseilles, five Neapolitan priests, and two monks 

from Corfu, who told us similar adventures happened daily. The Baron maintained that he had 

suffered greater injustice than I, and I insisted that it was far more innocent to take up a bouquet 

and place it again on a woman’s bosom than to be found stark naked with an Ichoglan. We were 

continually disputing, and received twenty lashes with a bull’s pizzle when the concatenation of 

universal events brought you to our galley, and you were good enough to ransom us." 

"Well, my dear Pangloss," said Candide to him, "when you had been hanged, dissected, whipped, 

and were tugging at the oar, did you always think that everything happens for the best?" 

"I am still of my first opinion," answered Pangloss, "for I am a philosopher and I cannot retract, 

especially as Leibnitz could never be wrong; and besides, the pre-established harmony is the 

finest thing in the world, and so is his plenum and materia subtilis." 

 

  



XXIX – HOW CANDIDE FOUND CUNEGONDE AND THE OLD WOMAN AGAIN. 

While Candide, the Baron, Pangloss, Martin, and Cacambo were relating their several 

adventures, were reasoning on the contingent or non-contingent events of the universe, disputing 

on effects and causes, on moral and physical evil, on liberty and necessity, and on the 

consolations a slave may feel even on a Turkish galley, they arrived at the house of the 

Transylvanian prince on the banks of the Propontis. The first objects which met their sight were 

Cunegonde and the old woman hanging towels out to dry. 

The Baron paled at this sight. The tender, loving Candide, seeing his beautiful Cunegonde 

embrowned, with blood-shot eyes, withered neck, wrinkled cheeks, and rough, red arms, recoiled 

three paces, seized with horror, and then advanced out of good manners. She embraced Candide 

and her brother; they embraced the old woman, and Candide ransomed them both. 

There was a small farm in the neighbourhood which the old woman proposed to Candide to 

make a shift with till the company could be provided for in a better manner. Cunegonde did not 

know she had grown ugly, for nobody had told her of it; and she reminded Candide of his 

promise in so positive a tone that the good man durst not refuse her. He therefore intimated to the 

Baron that he intended marrying his sister. 

"I will not suffer," said the Baron, "such meanness on her part, and such insolence on yours; I 

will never be reproached with this scandalous thing; my sister’s children would never be able to 

enter the church in Germany. No; my sister shall only marry a baron of the empire." 

Cunegonde flung herself at his feet, and bathed them with her tears; still he was inflexible. 

"Thou foolish fellow," said Candide; "I have delivered thee out of the galleys, I have paid thy 

ransom, and thy sister’s also; she was a scullion, and is very ugly, yet I am so condescending as 

to marry her; and dost thou pretend to oppose the match? I should kill thee again, were I only to 

consult my anger." 

"Thou mayest kill me again," said the Baron, "but thou shalt not marry my sister, at least whilst I 

am living." 

  



XXX – THE CONCLUSION. 

At the bottom of his heart Candide had no wish to marry Cunegonde. But the extreme 

impertinence of the Baron determined him to conclude the match, and Cunegonde pressed him 

so strongly that he could not go from his word. He consulted Pangloss, Martin, and the faithful 

Cacambo. Pangloss drew up an excellent memorial, wherein he proved that the Baron had no 

right over his sister, and that according to all the laws of the empire, she might marry Candide 

with her left hand. Martin was for throwing the Baron into the sea; Cacambo decided that it 

would be better to deliver him up again to the captain of the galley, after which they thought to 

send him back to the General Father of the Order at Rome by the first ship. This advice was well 

received, the old woman approved it; they said not a word to his sister; the thing was executed 

for a little money, and they had the double pleasure of entrapping a Jesuit, and punishing the 

pride of a German baron. 

It is natural to imagine that after so many disasters Candide married, and living with the 

philosopher Pangloss, the philosopher Martin, the prudent Cacambo, and the old woman, having 

besides brought so many diamonds from the country of the ancient Incas, must have led a very 

happy life. But he was so much imposed upon by the Jews that he had nothing left except his 

small farm; his wife became uglier every day, more peevish and unsupportable; the old woman 

was infirm and even more fretful than Cunegonde. Cacambo, who worked in the garden, and 

took vegetables for sale to Constantinople, was fatigued with hard work, and cursed his destiny. 

Pangloss was in despair at not shining in some German university. For Martin, he was firmly 

persuaded that he would be as badly off elsewhere, and therefore bore things patiently. Candide, 

Martin, and Pangloss sometimes disputed about morals and metaphysics. They often saw passing 

under the windows of their farm boats full of Effendis, Pashas, and Cadis, who were going into 

banishment to Lemnos, Mitylene, or Erzeroum. And they saw other Cadis, Pashas, and Effendis 

coming to supply the place of the exiles, and afterwards exiled in their turn. They saw heads 

decently impaled for presentation to the Sublime Porte. Such spectacles as these increased the 

number of their dissertations; and when they did not dispute time hung so heavily upon their 

hands, that one day the old woman ventured to say to them: 

"I want to know which is worse, to be ravished a hundred times by negro pirates, to have a 

buttock cut off, to run the gauntlet among the Bulgarians, to be whipped and hanged at an auto-

da-fé, to be dissected, to row in the galleys—in short, to go through all the miseries we have 

undergone, or to stay here and have nothing to do?" 

"It is a great question," said Candide. 

This discourse gave rise to new reflections, and Martin especially concluded that man was born 

to live either in a state of distracting inquietude or of lethargic disgust. Candide did not quite 

agree to that, but he affirmed nothing. Pangloss owned that he had always suffered horribly, but 

as he had once asserted that everything went wonderfully well, he asserted it still, though he no 

longer believed it. 

What helped to confirm Martin in his detestable principles, to stagger Candide more than ever, 

and to puzzle Pangloss, was that one day they saw Paquette and Friar Giroflée land at the farm in 



extreme misery. They had soon squandered their three thousand piastres, parted, were reconciled, 

quarrelled again, were thrown into gaol, had escaped, and Friar Giroflée had at length become 

Turk. Paquette continued her trade wherever she went, but made nothing of it. 

"I foresaw," said Martin to Candide, "that your presents would soon be dissipated, and only make 

them the more miserable. You have rolled in millions of money, you and Cacambo; and yet you 

are not happier than Friar Giroflée and Paquette." 

"Ha!" said Pangloss to Paquette, "Providence has then brought you amongst us again, my poor 

child! Do you know that you cost me the tip of my nose, an eye, and an ear, as you may see? 

What a world is this!" 

And now this new adventure set them philosophising more than ever. 

In the neighbourhood there lived a very famous Dervish who was esteemed the best philosopher 

in all Turkey, and they went to consult him. Pangloss was the speaker. 

"Master," said he, "we come to beg you to tell why so strange an animal as man was made." 

"With what meddlest thou?" said the Dervish; "is it thy business?" 

"But, reverend father," said Candide, "there is horrible evil in this world." 

"What signifies it," said the Dervish, "whether there be evil or good? When his highness sends a 

ship to Egypt, does he trouble his head whether the mice on board are at their ease or not?" 

"What, then, must we do?" said Pangloss. 

"Hold your tongue," answered the Dervish. 

"I was in hopes," said Pangloss, "that I should reason with you a little about causes and effects, 

about the best of possible worlds, the origin of evil, the nature of the soul, and the pre-established 

harmony." 

At these words, the Dervish shut the door in their faces. 

During this conversation, the news was spread that two Viziers and the Mufti had been strangled 

at Constantinople, and that several of their friends had been impaled. This catastrophe made a 

great noise for some hours. Pangloss, Candide, and Martin, returning to the little farm, saw a 

good old man taking the fresh air at his door under an orange bower. Pangloss, who was as 

inquisitive as he was argumentative, asked the old man what was the name of the strangled 

Mufti. 

"I do not know," answered the worthy man, "and I have not known the name of any Mufti, nor of 

any Vizier. I am entirely ignorant of the event you mention; I presume in general that they who 

meddle with the administration of public affairs die sometimes miserably, and that they deserve 

it; but I never trouble my head about what is transacting at Constantinople; I content myself with 

sending there for sale the fruits of the garden which I cultivate." 



Having said these words, he invited the strangers into his house; his two sons and two daughters 

presented them with several sorts of sherbet, which they made themselves, with Kaimak enriched 

with the candied-peel of citrons, with oranges, lemons, pine-apples, pistachio-nuts, and Mocha 

coffee unadulterated with the bad coffee of Batavia or the American islands. After which the two 

daughters of the honest Mussulman perfumed the strangers’ beards. 

"You must have a vast and magnificent estate," said Candide to the Turk. 

"I have only twenty acres," replied the old man; "I and my children cultivate them; our labour 

preserves us from three great evils—weariness, vice, and want." 

Candide, on his way home, made profound reflections on the old man’s conversation. 

"This honest Turk," said he to Pangloss and Martin, "seems to be in a situation far preferable to 

that of the six kings with whom we had the honour of supping." 

"Grandeur," said Pangloss, "is extremely dangerous according to the testimony of philosophers. 

For, in short, Eglon, King of Moab, was assassinated by Ehud; Absalom was hung by his hair, 

and pierced with three darts; King Nadab, the son of Jeroboam, was killed by Baasa; King Ela by 

Zimri; Ahaziah by Jehu; Athaliah by Jehoiada; the Kings Jehoiakim, Jeconiah, and Zedekiah, 

were led into captivity. You know how perished Crœsus, Astyages, Darius, Dionysius of 

Syracuse, Pyrrhus, Perseus, Hannibal, Jugurtha, Ariovistus, Cæsar, Pompey, Nero, Otho, 

Vitellius, Domitian, Richard II. of England, Edward II., Henry VI., Richard III., Mary Stuart, 

Charles I., the three Henrys of France, the Emperor Henry IV.! You know——" 

"I know also," said Candide, "that we must cultivate our garden." 

"You are right," said Pangloss, "for when man was first placed in the Garden of Eden, he was put 

there ut operaretur eum [37] , that he might cultivate it; which shows that man was not born to 

be idle." 

"Let us work," said Martin, "without disputing; it is the only way to render life tolerable." 

The whole little society entered into this laudable design, according to their different abilities. 

Their little plot of land produced plentiful crops. Cunegonde was, indeed, very ugly, but she 

became an excellent pastry cook; Paquette worked at embroidery; the old woman looked after 

the linen. They were all, not excepting Friar Giroflée, of some service or other; for he made a 

good joiner, and became a very honest man. 

Pangloss sometimes said to Candide: 

"There is a concatenation of events in this best of all possible worlds: for if you had not been 

kicked out of a magnificent castle for love of Miss Cunegonde: if you had not been put into the 

Inquisition: if you had not walked over America: if you had not stabbed the Baron: if you had not 

lost all your sheep from the fine country of El Dorado: you would not be here eating preserved 

citrons and pistachio-nuts." 

"All that is very well," answered Candide, "but let us cultivate our garden." 



  



Footnotes 

[1] epitomized for Voltaire by the German philosopher Leibniz. Back to the text. 

 

[2] The name Pangloss is derived from two Greek words signifying "all" and "language." Back 

to the text. 

 

[3] The Abares were a tribe of Tartars settled on the shores of the Danube, who later dwelt in 

part of Circassia. Back to the text. 

 

[4] Venereal disease was said to have been first brought from Hispaniola, in the West Indies, by 

some followers of Columbus who were later employed in the siege of Naples. From this latter 

circumstance it was at one time known as the Neapolitan disease. Back to the text. 

 

[5] The great earthquake of Lisbon happened on the first of November, 1755. Back to the text. 

 

[6] Such was the aversion of the Japanese to the Christian faith that they compelled Europeans 

trading with their islands to trample on the cross, renounce all marks of Christianity, and swear 

that it was not their religion. See chap. xi. of the voyage to Laputa in Swift’s Gulliver’s Travels. 

Back to the text. 

 

[7] This auto-da-fé actually took place, some months after the earthquake, on June 20, 1756. 

Back to the text. 

 

[8] The rejection of bacon convicting them, of course, of being Jews, and therefore fitting 

victims for an auto-da-fé. Back to the text. 

 

[9] The San-benito was a kind of loose over-garment painted with flames, figures of devils, the 

victim’s own portrait, etc., worn by persons condemned to death by the Inquisition when going 

to the stake on the occasion of an auto-da-fé. Those who expressed repentance for their errors 

wore a garment of the same kind covered with flames directed downwards, while that worn by 

Jews, sorcerers, and renegades bore a St. Andrew’s cross before and behind. Back to the text. 

 



[10] "This Notre-Dame is of wood; every year she weeps on the day of her fête, and the people 

weep also. One day the preacher, seeing a carpenter with dry eyes, asked him how it was that he 

did not dissolve in tears when the Holy Virgin wept. ’Ah, my reverend father,’ replied he, ’it is I 

who refastened her in her niche yesterday. I drove three great nails through her behind; it is then 

she would have wept if she had been able.’"—Voltaire, Mélanges. Back to the text. 

 

[11] The following posthumous note of Voltaire’s was first added to M. Beuchot’s edition of his 

works issued in 1829; "See the extreme discretion of the author; there has not been up to the 

present any Pope named Urban X.; he feared to give a bastard to a known Pope. What 

circumspection! What delicacy of conscience!" The last Pope Urban was the eighth, and he died 

in 1644. Back to the text. 

 

[12] Muley-Ismael was Emperor of Morocco from 1672 to 1727, and was a notoriously cruel 

tyrant. Back to the text. 

 

[13] O che sciagura d’essere senza coglioni! - "Oh, what a misfortune to be an eunuch!" Back to 

the text. 

 

[14] Carlo Broschi, called Farinelli, an Italian singer, born at Naples in 1705, without being 

exactly Minister, governed Spain under Ferdinand VI.; he died in 1782. He has been made one of 

the chief persons in one of the comic operas of MM. Auber and Scribe. Back to the text. 

 

[15] Jean Robeck, a Swede, who was born in 1672, will be found mentioned in Rousseau’s 

Nouvelle Héloïse. He drowned himself in the Weser at Bremen in 1729, and was the author of a 

Latin treatise on voluntary death, first printed in 1735. Back to the text. 

 

[16] spontoon – A spontoon was a kind of half-pike, a military weapon carried by officers of 

infantry and used as a medium for signalling orders to the regiment. Back to the text. 

 

[17] Later Voltaire substituted the name of the Father Croust for that of Didrie. Of Croust he said 

in the Dictionnaire Philosophique that he was "the most brutal of the Society." Back to the text. 

 

[18] By the Journal of Trevoux Voltaire meant a critical periodical printed by the Jesuits at 

Trevoux under the title of Mémoires pour servir à l’Historie des Sciences et des Beaux-Arts. It 



existed from 1701 until 1767, during which period its title underwent many changes. Back to the 

text. 

 

[19] It has been suggested that Voltaire, in speaking of red sheep, referred to the llama, a South 

American ruminant allied to the camel. These animals are sometimes of a reddish colour, and 

were notable as pack-carriers and for their fleetness. Back to the text. 

 

[20] The first English translator curiously gives "a tourene of bouilli that weighed two hundred 

pounds," as the equivalent of "‘un contour bouilli qui pesait deux cent livres." The French editor 

of the 1869 reprint points out that the South American vulture, or condor, is meant; the name of 

this bird, it may be added, is taken from "cuntur," that given it by the aborigines. Back to the 

text. 

 

[21] patagons– Spanish half-crowns. Back to the text. 

 

[22] Socinian; follower of the teaching of Lalius and Faustus Socinus (16th century), which 

denied the doctrine of the Trinity, the deity of Christ, the personality of the devil, the native and 

total depravity of man, the vicarious atonement and eternal punishment. The Socinians are now 

represented by the Unitarians. Back to the text. 

 

[23] Manicheans; followers of Manes or Manichæus (3rd century), a Persian who maintained 

that there are two principles, the one good and the other evil, each equally powerful in the 

government of the world. Back to the text. 

 

[24] The play referred to is supposed to be "Le Comte d’Essex," by Thomas Corneille. Back to 

the text. 

 

[25] In France actors were at one time looked upon as excommunicated persons, not worthy of 

burial in holy ground or with Christian rites. In 1730 the "honours of sepulture" were refused to 

Mademoiselle Lecouvreur (doubtless the Miss Monime of this passage). Voltaire’s 

miscellaneous works contain a paper on the matter. Back to the text. 

 

[26] Élie-Catherine Fréron was a French critic (1719-1776) who incurred the enmity of Voltaire. 

In 1752 Fréron, in Lettres sur quelques écrits du temps, wrote pointedly of Voltaire as one who 



chose to be all things to all men, and Voltaire retaliated by references such as these in Candide. 

Back to the text. 

 

[27] Gabriel Gauchat (1709-1779), French ecclesiastical writer, was author of a number of works 

on religious subjects. Back to the text. 

 

[28] Nicholas Charles Joseph Trublet (1697-1770) was a French writer whose criticism of 

Voltaire was revenged in passages such as this one in Candide, and one in the Pauvre Diable 

beginning: 

 

L’abbé Trublet avait alors le rage 

D’être à Paris un petit personage. Back to the text. 

 

[29] Damiens, who attempted the life of Louis XV. in 1757, was born at Arras, capital of Artois 

(Atrébatie). Back to the text. 

 

[30] On May 14, 1610, Ravaillac assassinated Henry IV. Back to the text. 

 

[31] On December 27, 1594, Jean Châtel attempted to assassinate Henry IV. Back to the text. 

 

[32] This same curiously inept criticism of the war which cost France her American provinces 

occurs in Voltaire’s Memoirs, wherein he says, "In 1756 England made a piratical war upon 

France for some acres of snow." See also his Précis du Siècle de Louis XV. Back to the text. 

 

[33] Admiral Byng was shot on March 14, 1757. Back to the text. 

 

[34] Commenting upon this passage, M. Sarcey says admirably: "All is there! In those ten lines 

Voltaire has gathered all the griefs and all the terrors of these creatures; the picture is admirable 

for its truth and power! But do you not feel the pity and sympathy of the painter? Here irony 

becomes sad, and in a way an avenger. Voltaire cries out with horror against the society which 

throws some of its members into such an abyss. He has his ’Bartholomew’ fever; we tremble 

with him through contagion." Back to the text. 



 

[35] The following particulars of the six monarchs may prove not uninteresting: 

- Achmet III. (b. 1673, d. 1739) was dethroned in 1730; 

- Ivan VI. (b. 1740, d. 1762) was dethroned in 1741; 

- Charles Edward Stuart, the Pretender (b. 1720, d. 1788); 

- Auguste III. (b. 1696, d. 1763); 

- Stanislaus (b. 1682, d. 1766); 

- Theodore (b. 1690, d. 1755). 

It will be observed that, although quite impossible for the six kings ever to have met, five of 

them might have been made to do so without any anachronism. Back to the text. 

 

[36] François Leopold Ragotsky (1676-1735). Back to the text. 

 

[37] ut operaretur eum – to dress it up. Back to the text. 

  



 

The Confessions Of Jean-Jacques Rousseau 

Complete 

By Jean Jacques Rousseau 

(In 12 books) 

Privately Printed for the Members of the Aldus Society 

London, 1903 

 

The Confessions is an autobiographical book by Jean-Jacques Rousseau. In modern 

times, it is often published with the title The Confessions of Jean-Jacques Rousseau in order to 

distinguish it from Saint Augustine's Confessions. Covering the first fifty-three years of 

Rousseau's life, up to 1765, it was completed in 1769, but not published until 1782, four years 

after Rousseau's death, even though Rousseau did read excerpts of his manuscript publicly at 

various salons and other meeting places. 

Rousseau's work is notable as one of the first major autobiographies. Prior to the 

Confessions, the two great autobiographies were Augustine's own Confessions and Saint Teresa's 

Life of Herself. However, both of these works focused on the religious experiences of their 

authors; the Confessions was one of the first autobiographies in which an individual wrote of his 

own life mainly in terms of his worldly experiences and personal feelings. Rousseau recognized 

the unique nature of his work; it opens with the famous words: "I have resolved on an enterprise 

which has no precedent and which, once complete, will have no imitator. My purpose is to 

display to my kind a portrait in every way true to nature, and the man I shall portray will be 

myself." His example was soon followed: not long after publication, many other writers (such as 

Goethe, Wordsworth, Stendhal, De Quincey, Casanova and Alfieri) wrote their own 

autobiographies in a similar fashion. 

The Confessions is noted for its detailed account of Rousseau's more humiliating and 

shameful moments. For instance, Rousseau recounts an incident when, while a servant, he 

covered up his theft of a ribbon by framing a young girl – who was working in the house – for 

the crime. In addition, Rousseau explains the manner in which he disposes of the five children he 

had with Thérèse Levasseur. 

Pope Pius VII placed The Confessions on the list of prohibited books of the Roman Index 

of 1806. In France, it was also among the works which Etuenne Antoine, bishop of Troyne, 

condemned in 1821 as godless and sacrilegious, and under canonical law, he prohibited the 

printing or selling the book within the territory of the diocese. U.S. Customs banned the book 

from entry in 1929, but revered the ban the following year. 



Confessions was banned by U.S. Customs in 1929 as injurious to public morality. His 

philosophical works were also banned in the USSR in 1935. 

 

Want to know more? 
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BOOK I. 

 

 

 

 

 

INTRODUCTION. 

Among the notable books of later times—we may say, without exaggeration, of all time—must 

be reckoned The Confessions of Jean Jacques Rousseau. It deals with leading personages and 

transactions of a momentous epoch, when absolutism and feudalism were rallying for their last 

struggle against the modern spirit, chiefly represented by Voltaire, the Encyclopedists, and 

Rousseau himself—a struggle to which, after many fierce intestine quarrels and sanguinary wars 

throughout Europe and America, has succeeded the prevalence of those more tolerant and 

rational principles by which the statesmen of our own day are actuated. 

On these matters, however, it is not our province to enlarge; nor is it necessary to furnish any 

detailed account of our author’s political, religious, and philosophic axioms and systems, his 

paradoxes and his errors in logic: these have been so long and so exhaustively disputed over by 

contending factions that little is left for even the most assiduous gleaner in the field. The inquirer 

will find, in Mr. John Money’s excellent work, the opinions of Rousseau reviewed succinctly 

and impartially. The ‘Contrat Social’, the ‘Lettres Ecrites de la Montagne’, and other treatises 

that once aroused fierce controversy, may therefore be left in the repose to which they have long 

been consigned, so far as the mass of mankind is concerned, though they must always form part 

of the library of the politician and the historian. One prefers to turn to the man Rousseau as he 

paints himself in the remarkable work before us. 

That the task which he undertook in offering to show himself—as Persius puts it—‘Intus et in 

cute’, to posterity, exceeded his powers, is a trite criticism; like all human enterprises, his 

purpose was only imperfectly fulfilled; but this circumstance in no way lessens the attractive 

qualities of his book, not only for the student of history or psychology, but for the intelligent man 

of the world. Its startling frankness gives it a peculiar interest wanting in most other 

autobiographies. 

Many censors have elected to sit in judgment on the failings of this strangely constituted 

being, and some have pronounced upon him very severe sentences. Let it be said once for all that 

his faults and mistakes were generally due to causes over which he had but little control, such as 

a defective education, a too acute sensitiveness, which engendered suspicion of his fellows, 

irresolution, an overstrained sense of honour and independence, and an obstinate refusal to take 

advice from those who really wished to befriend him; nor should it be forgotten that he was 

afflicted during the greater part of his life with an incurable disease. 

Lord Byron had a soul near akin to Rousseau’s, whose writings naturally made a deep 

impression on the poet’s mind, and probably had an influence on his conduct and modes of 



thought: In some stanzas of ‘Childe Harold’ this sympathy is expressed with truth and power; 

especially is the weakness of the Swiss philosopher’s character summed up in the following 

admirable lines: 

         “Here the self-torturing sophist, wild Rousseau, 

          The apostle of affliction, he who threw 

          Enchantment over passion, and from woe 

          Wrung overwhelming eloquence, first drew 

          The breath which made him wretched; yet he knew 

          How to make madness beautiful, and cast 

          O’er erring deeds and thoughts a heavenly hue 

          Of words, like sunbeams, dazzling as they passed 

          The eyes, which o’er them shed tears feelingly and fast. 

 

         “His life was one long war with self-sought foes, 

          Or friends by him self-banished; for his mind 

          Had grown Suspicion’s sanctuary, and chose, 

          For its own cruel sacrifice, the kind, 

          ‘Gainst whom he raged with fury strange and blind. 

          But he was frenzied,—wherefore, who may know? 

          Since cause might be which skill could never find; 

          But he was frenzied by disease or woe 

          To that worst pitch of all, which wears a reasoning show.” 

  

One would rather, however, dwell on the brighter hues of the picture than on its shadows and 

blemishes; let us not, then, seek to “draw his frailties from their dread abode.” His greatest fault 

was his renunciation of a father’s duty to his offspring; but this crime he expiated by a long and 

bitter repentance. We cannot, perhaps, very readily excuse the way in which he has occasionally 

treated the memory of his mistress and benefactress. That he loved Madame de Warens—his 

‘Mamma’—deeply and sincerely is undeniable, notwithstanding which he now and then dwells 

on her improvidence and her feminine indiscretions with an unnecessary and unbecoming lack of 

delicacy that has an unpleasant effect on the reader, almost seeming to justify the remark of one 

of his most lenient critics—that, after all, Rousseau had the soul of a lackey. He possessed, 

however, many amiable and charming qualities, both as a man and a writer, which were evident 

to those amidst whom he lived, and will be equally so to the unprejudiced reader of the 

Confessions. He had a profound sense of justice and a real desire for the improvement and 

advancement of the race. Owing to these excellences he was beloved to the last even by persons 

whom he tried to repel, looking upon them as members of a band of conspirators, bent upon 

destroying his domestic peace and depriving him of the means of subsistence. 

Those of his writings that are most nearly allied in tone and spirit to the ‘Confessions’ are the 

‘Reveries d’un Promeneur Solitaire’ and ‘La Nouvelle Heloise’. His correspondence throws 

much light on his life and character, as do also parts of ‘Emile’. It is not easy in our day to 

realize the effect wrought upon the public mind by the advent of ‘La Nouvelle Heloise’. Julie 

and Saint-Preux became names to conjure with; their ill-starred amours were everywhere sighed 

and wept over by the tender-hearted fair; indeed, in composing this work, Rousseau may be said 

to have done for Switzerland what the author of the Waverly Novels did for Scotland, turning its 

mountains, lakes and islands, formerly regarded with aversion, into a fairyland peopled with 



creatures whose joys and sorrows appealed irresistibly to every breast. Shortly after its 

publication began to flow that stream of tourists and travellers which tends to make Switzerland 

not only more celebrated but more opulent every year. It, is one of the few romances written in 

the epistolary form that do not oppress the reader with a sense of languor and unreality; for its 

creator poured into its pages a tide of passion unknown to his frigid and stilted predecessors, and 

dared to depict Nature as she really is, not as she was misrepresented by the modish authors and 

artists of the age. Some persons seem shy of owning an acquaintance with this work; indeed, it 

has been made the butt of ridicule by the disciples of a decadent school. Its faults and its beauties 

are on the surface; Rousseau’s own estimate is freely expressed at the beginning of the eleventh 

book of the Confessions and elsewhere. It might be wished that the preface had been differently 

conceived and worded; for the assertion made therein that the book may prove dangerous has 

caused it to be inscribed on a sort of Index, and good folk who never read a line of it blush at its 

name. Its “sensibility,” too, is a little overdone, and has supplied the wits with opportunities for 

satire; for example, Canning, in his ‘New Morality’: 

              “Sweet Sensibility, who dwells enshrined 

               In the fine foldings 

               Sweet child of sickly Fancy!—her of yore 

               From her loved France Rousseau to exile bore; 

               And while ‘midst lakes and mountains wild he ran, 

               Full of himself, and shunned the haunts of man, 

               Taught her o’er each lone vale and Alpine, steep 

               To lisp the story of his wrongs and weep.” 

  

As might be imagined, Voltaire had slight sympathy with our social reformer’s notions and 

ways of promulgating them, and accordingly took up his wonted weapons—sarcasm and 

ridicule—against poor Jean-Jacques. The quarrels of these two great men cannot be described in 

this place; but they constitute an important chapter in the literary and social history of the time. 

In the work with which we are immediately concerned, the author seems to avoid frequent 

mention of Voltaire, even where we should most expect it. However, the state of his mind when 

he penned this record of his life should be always remembered in relation to this as well as other 

occurrences. 

Rousseau had intended to bring his autobiography down to a later date, but obvious causes 

prevented this: hence it is believed that a summary of the chief events that marked his closing 

years will not be out of place here. 

On quitting the Ile de Saint-Pierre he travelled to Strasbourg, where he was warmly received, 

and thence to Paris, arriving in that city on December 16, 1765. The Prince de Conti provided 

him with a lodging in the Hotel Saint-Simon, within the precincts of the Temple—a place of 

sanctuary for those under the ban of authority. ‘Every one was eager to see the illustrious 

proscript, who complained of being made a daily show, “like Sancho Panza in his island of 

Barataria.” During his short stay in the capital there was circulated an ironical letter purporting to 

come from the Great Frederick, but really written by Horace Walpole. This cruel, clumsy, and 

ill-timed joke angered Rousseau, who ascribed it to, Voltaire. A few sentences may be quoted: 

     “My Dear Jean-Jacques,—You have renounced Geneva, your native 

     place.  You have caused your expulsion from Switzerland, a country 

     so extolled in your writings; France has issued a warrant against 



     you: so do you come to me.  My states offer you a peaceful retreat. 

     I wish you well, and will treat you well, if you will let me.  But, 

     if you persist in refusing my help, do not reckon upon my telling 

     any one that you did so.  If you are bent on tormenting your spirit 

     to find new misfortunes, choose whatever you like best.  I am a 

     king, and can procure them for you at your pleasure; and, what will 

     certainly never happen to you in respect of your enemies, I will 

     cease to persecute you as soon as you cease to take a pride in being 

     persecuted.  Your good friend, 

                                             “FREDERICK.” 

  

Early in 1766 David Hume persuaded Rousseau to go with him to England, where the exile 

could find a secure shelter. In London his appearance excited general attention. Edmund Burke 

had an interview with him and held that inordinate vanity was the leading trait in his character. 

Mr. Davenport, to whom he was introduced by Hume, generously offered Rousseau a home at 

Wootton, in Staffordshire, near the Peak Country; the latter, however, would only accept the 

offer on condition that he should pay a rent of L 30 a year. He was accorded a pension of L 100 

by George III., but declined to draw after the first annual payment. The climate and scenery of 

Wootton being similar to those of his native country, he was at first delighted with his new 

abode, where he lived with Therese, and devoted his time to herborising and inditing the first six 

books of his Confessions. Soon, however, his old hallucinations acquired strength, and Rousseau 

convinced himself that enemies were bent upon his capture, if not his death. In June, 1766, he 

wrote a violent letter to Hume, calling him “one of the worst of men.” Literary Paris had 

combined with Hume and the English Government to surround him—as he supposed—with 

guards and spies; he revolved in his troubled mind all the reports and rumours he had heard for 

months and years; Walpole’s forged letter rankled in his bosom; and in the spring of 1767 he 

fled; first to Spalding, in Lincolnshire, and subsequently to Calais, where he landed in May. 

On his arrival in France his restless and wandering disposition forced him continually to 

change his residence, and acquired for him the title of “Voyageur Perpetuel.” While at Trye, in 

Gisors, in 1767—8, he wrote the second part of the Confessions. He had assumed the surname of 

Renou, and about this time he declared before two witnesses that Therese was his wife—a 

proceeding to which he attached the sanctity of marriage. In 1770 he took up his abode in Paris, 

where he lived continuously for seven years, in a street which now bears his name, and gained a 

living by copying music. Bernardin de Saint-Pierre, the author of ‘Paul and Virginia’, who 

became acquainted with him in 1772, has left some interesting particulars of Rousseau’s daily 

mode of life at this period. Monsieur de Girardin having offered him an asylum at Ermemonville 

in the spring of 1778, he and Therese went thither to reside, but for no long time. On the 3d of 

July, in the same year, this perturbed spirit at last found rest, stricken by apoplexy. A rumor that 

he had committed suicide was circulated, but the evidence of trustworthy witnesses, including a 

physician, effectually contradicts this accusation. His remains, first interred in the Ile des 

Peupliers, were, after the Revolution, removed to the Pantheon. In later times the Government of 

Geneva made some reparation for their harsh treatment of a famous citizen, and erected his 

statue, modelled by his compatriot, Pradier, on an island in the Rhone. 

              “See nations, slowly wise and meanly just, 

               To buried merit raise the tardy bust.” 

  



November, 1896. S. W. ORSON. 

                             THE CONFESSIONS 

 

                                    OF 

 

                              J. J. ROUSSEAU 

BOOK I. 

I have entered upon a performance which is without example, whose accomplishment will have 

no imitator. I mean to present my fellow-mortals with a man in all the integrity of nature; and 

this man shall be myself. 

I know my heart, and have studied mankind; I am not made like any one I have been 

acquainted with, perhaps like no one in existence; if not better, I at least claim originality, and 

whether Nature did wisely in breaking the mould with which she formed me, can only be 

determined after having read this work. 

Whenever the last trumpet shall sound, I will present myself before the sovereign judge with 

this book in my hand, and loudly proclaim, thus have I acted; these were my thoughts; such was 

I. With equal freedom and veracity have I related what was laudable or wicked, I have concealed 

no crimes, added no virtues; and if I have sometimes introduced superfluous ornament, it was 

merely to occupy a void occasioned by defect of memory: I may have supposed that certain, 

which I only knew to be probable, but have never asserted as truth, a conscious falsehood. Such 

as I was, I have declared myself; sometimes vile and despicable, at others, virtuous, generous 

and sublime; even as thou hast read my inmost soul: Power eternal! assemble round thy throne 

an innumerable throng of my fellow-mortals, let them listen to my confessions, let them blush at 

my depravity, let them tremble at my sufferings; let each in his turn expose with equal sincerity 

the failings, the wanderings of his heart, and, if he dare, aver, I was better than that man. 

I was born at Geneva, in 1712, son of Isaac Rousseau and Susannah Bernard, citizens. My 

father’s share of a moderate competency, which was divided among fifteen children, being very 

trivial, his business of a watchmaker (in which he had the reputation of great ingenuity) was his 

only dependence. My mother’s circumstances were more affluent; she was daughter of a Mons. 

Bernard, minister, and possessed a considerable share of modesty and beauty; indeed, my father 

found some difficulty in obtaining her hand. 

The affection they entertained for each other was almost as early as their existence; at eight or 

nine years old they walked together every evening on the banks of the Treille, and before they 

were ten, could not support the idea of separation. A natural sympathy of soul confined those 

sentiments of predilection which habit at first produced; born with minds susceptible of the most 

exquisite sensibility and tenderness, it was only necessary to encounter similar dispositions; that 

moment fortunately presented itself, and each surrendered a willing heart. 

The obstacles that opposed served only to give a decree of vivacity to their affection, and the 

young lover, not being able to obtain his mistress, was overwhelmed with sorrow and despair. 

She advised him to travel—to forget her. He consented—he travelled, but returned more 

passionate than ever, and had the happiness to find her equally constant, equally tender. After 

this proof of mutual affection, what could they resolve?—to dedicate their future lives to love! 

the resolution was ratified with a vow, on which Heaven shed its benediction. 

Fortunately, my mother’s brother, Gabriel Bernard, fell in love with one of my father’s sisters; 

she had no objection to the match, but made the marriage of his sister with her brother an 



indispensable preliminary. Love soon removed every obstacle, and the two weddings were 

celebrated the same day: thus my uncle became the husband of my aunt, and their children were 

doubly cousins german. Before a year was expired, both had the happiness to become fathers, but 

were soon after obliged to submit to a separation. 

My uncle Bernard, who was an engineer, went to serve in the empire and Hungary, under 

Prince Eugene, and distinguished himself both at the siege and battle of Belgrade. My father, 

after the birth of my only brother, set off, on recommendation, for Constantinople, and was 

appointed watchmaker to the Seraglio. During his absence, the beauty, wit, and accomplishments 

of my mother attracted a number of admirers, among whom Mons. de la Closure, Resident of 

France, was the most assiduous in his attentions. 

     [They were too brilliant for her situation, the minister, her 

     father, having bestowed great pains on her education.  She was taught 

     drawing, singing, and to play on the theorbo; had learning, and 

     wrote very agreeable verses.  The following is an extempore piece 

     which she composed in the absence of her husband and brother, in a 

     conversation with some person relative to them, while walking with 

     her sister-in-law, and their two children: 

 

                    Ces deux messieurs, qui sont absens, 

                    Nous sont chers de bien des manieres; 

                    Ce sont nos amis, nos amans, 

                    Ce sont nos maris et nos freres, 

                    Et les peres de ces enfans. 

 

                    These absent ones, who just claim 

                    Our hearts, by every tender name, 

                    To whom each wish extends 

                    Our husbands and our brothers are, 

                    The fathers of this blooming pair, 

                    Our lovers and our friends.] 

His passion must have been extremely violent, since after a period of thirty years I have seen 

him affected at the very mention of her name. My mother had a defence more powerful even 

than her virtue; she tenderly loved my father, and conjured him to return; his inclination 

seconding his request, he gave up every prospect of emolument, and hastened to Geneva. 

I was the unfortunate fruit of this return, being born ten months after, in a very weakly and 

infirm state; my birth cost my mother her life, and was the first of my misfortunes. I am ignorant 

how my father supported her loss at that time, but I know he was ever after inconsolable. In me 

he still thought he saw her he so tenderly lamented, but could never forget I had been the 

innocent cause of his misfortune, nor did he ever embrace me, but his sighs, the convulsive 

pressure of his arms, witnessed that a bitter regret mingled itself with his caresses, though, as 

may be supposed, they were not on this account less ardent. When he said to me, “Jean Jacques, 

let us talk of your mother,” my usual reply was, “Yes, father, but then, you know, we shall cry,” 

and immediately the tears started from his eyes. “Ah!” exclaimed he, with agitation, “Give me 

back my wife; at least console me for her loss; fill up, dear boy, the void she has left in my soul. 

Could I love thee thus wert thou only my son?” Forty years after this loss he expired in the arms 



of his second wife, but the name of the first still vibrated on his lips, still was her image engraved 

on his heart. 

Such were the authors of my being: of all the gifts it had pleased Heaven to bestow on them, a 

feeling heart was the only one that descended to me; this had been the source of their felicity, it 

was the foundation of all my misfortunes. 

I came into the world with so few signs of life, that they entertained but little hope of 

preserving me, with the seeds of a disorder that has gathered strength with years, and from which 

I am now relieved at intervals, only to suffer a different, though more intolerable evil. I owed my 

preservation to one of my father’s sisters, an amiable and virtuous girl, who took the most tender 

care of me; she is yet living, nursing, at the age of four-score, a husband younger than herself, 

but worn out with excessive drinking. Dear aunt! I freely forgive your having preserved my life, 

and only lament that it is not in my power to bestow on the decline of your days the tender 

solicitude and care you lavished on the first dawn of mine. My nurse, Jaqueline, is likewise 

living: and in good health—the hands that opened my eyes to the light of this world may close 

them at my death. We suffer before we think; it is the common lot of humanity. I experienced 

more than my proportion of it. I have no knowledge of what passed prior to my fifth or sixth 

year; I recollect nothing of learning to read, I only remember what effect the first considerable 

exercise of it produced on my mind; and from that moment I date an uninterrupted knowledge of 

myself. 

Every night, after supper, we read some part of a small collection of romances which had been 

my mother’s. My father’s design was only to improve me in reading, and he thought these 

entertaining works were calculated to give me a fondness for it; but we soon found ourselves so 

interested in the adventures they contained, that we alternately read whole nights together, and 

could not bear to give over until at the conclusion of a volume. Sometimes, in a morning, on 

hearing the swallows at our window, my father, quite ashamed of this weakness, would cry, 

“Come, come, let us go to bed; I am more a child than thou art.” 

I soon acquired, by this dangerous custom, not only an extreme facility in reading and 

comprehending, but, for my age, a too intimate acquaintance with the passions. An infinity of 

sensations were familiar to me, without possessing any precise idea of the objects to which they 

related—I had conceived nothing—I had felt the whole. This confused succession of emotions 

did not retard the future efforts of my reason, though they added an extravagant, romantic notion 

of human life, which experience and reflection have never been able to eradicate. 

My romance reading concluded with the summer of 1719, the following winter was differently 

employed. My mother’s library being quite exhausted, we had recourse to that part of her 

father’s which had devolved to us; here we happily found some valuable books, which was by no 

means extraordinary, having been selected by a minister that truly deserved that title, in whom 

learning (which was the rage of the times) was but a secondary commendation, his taste and 

good sense being most conspicuous. The history of the Church and Empire by Le Sueur, 

Bossuett’s Discourses on Universal History, Plutarch’s Lives, the history of Venice by Nani, 

Ovid’s Metamorphoses, La Bruyere, Fontenelle’s World, his Dialogues of the Dead, and a few 

volumes of Moliere, were soon ranged in my father’s closet, where, during the hours he was 

employed in his business, I daily read them, with an avidity and taste uncommon, perhaps 

unprecedented at my age. 

Plutarch presently became my greatest favorite. The satisfaction I derived from repeated 

readings I gave this author, extinguished my passion for romances, and I shortly preferred 



Agesilaus, Brutus, and Aristides, to Orondates, Artemenes, and Juba. These interesting studies, 

seconded by the conversations they frequently occasioned with my father, produced that 

republican spirit and love of liberty, that haughty and invincible turn of mind, which rendered me 

impatient of restraint or servitude, and became the torment of my life, as I continually found 

myself in situations incompatible with these sentiments. Incessantly occupied with Rome and 

Athens, conversing, if I may so express myself with their illustrious heroes; born the citizen of a 

republic, of a father whose ruling passion was a love of his country, I was fired with these 

examples; could fancy myself a Greek or Roman, and readily give into the character of the 

personage whose life I read; transported by the recital of any extraordinary instance of fortitude 

or intrepidity, animation flashed from my eyes, and gave my voice additional strength and 

energy. One day, at table, while relating the fortitude of Scoevola, they were terrified at seeing 

me start from my seat and hold my hand over a hot chafing—dish, to represent more forcibly the 

action of that determined Roman. 

My brother, who was seven years older than myself, was brought up to my father’s profession. 

The extraordinary affection they lavished on me might be the reason he was too much neglected: 

this certainly was a fault which cannot be justified. His education and morals suffered by this 

neglect, and he acquired the habits of a libertine before he arrived at an age to be really one. My 

father tried what effect placing him with a master would produce, but he still persisted in the 

same ill conduct. Though I saw him so seldom that it could hardly be said we were acquainted, I 

loved him tenderly, and believe he had as strong an affection for me as a youth of his dissipated 

turn of mind could be supposed capable of. One day, I remember, when my father was correcting 

him severely, I threw myself between them, embracing my brother, whom I covered with my 

body, receiving the strokes designed for him; I persisted so obstinately in my protection, that 

either softened by my cries and tears, or fearing to hurt me most, his anger subsided, and he 

pardoned his fault. In the end, my brother’s conduct became so bad that he suddenly disappeared, 

and we learned some time after that he was in Germany, but he never wrote to us, and from that 

day we heard no news of him: thus I became an only son. 

If this poor lad was neglected, it was quite different with his brother, for the children of a king 

could not be treated with more attention and tenderness than were bestowed on my infancy, 

being the darling of the family; and what is rather uncommon, though treated as a beloved, never 

a spoiled child; was never permitted, while under paternal inspection, to play in the street with 

other children; never had any occasion to contradict or indulge those fantastical humors which 

are usually attributed to nature, but are in reality the effects of an injudicious education. I had the 

faults common to my age, was talkative, a glutton, and sometimes a liar, made no scruple of 

stealing sweetmeats, fruits, or, indeed, any kind of eatables; but never took delight in 

mischievous waste, in accusing others, or tormenting harmless animals. I recollect, indeed, that 

one day, while Madam Clot, a neighbor of ours, was gone to church, I made water in her kettle: 

the remembrance even now makes me smile, for Madame Clot (though, if you please, a good 

sort of creature) was one of the most tedious grumbling old women I ever knew. Thus have I 

given a brief, but faithful, history of my childish transgressions. 

How could I become cruel or vicious, when I had before my eyes only examples of mildness, 

and was surrounded by some of the best people in the world? My father, my aunt, my nurse, my 

relations, our friends, our neighbors, all I had any connection with, did not obey me, it is true, but 

loved me tenderly, and I returned their affection. I found so little to excite my desires, and those I 

had were so seldom contradicted, that I was hardly sensible of possessing any, and can solemnly 

aver I was an absolute stranger to caprice until after I had experienced the authority of a master. 



Those hours that were not employed in reading or writing with my father, or walking with my 

governess, Jaqueline, I spent with my aunt; and whether seeing her embroider, or hearing her 

sing, whether sitting or standing by her side, I was ever happy. Her tenderness and unaffected 

gayety, the charms of her figure and countenance have left such indelible impressions on my 

mind, that her manner, look, and attitude are still before my eyes; I recollect a thousand little 

caressing questions; could describe her clothes, her head-dress, nor have the two curls of fine 

black hair which hung on her temples, according to the mode of that time, escaped my memory. 

Though my taste, or rather passion, for music, did not show itself until a considerable time 

after, I am fully persuaded it is to her I am indebted for it. She knew a great number of songs, 

which she sung with great sweetness and melody. The serenity and cheerfulness which were 

conspicuous in this lovely girl, banished melancholy, and made all round her happy. 

The charms of her voice had such an effect on me, that not only several of her songs have ever 

since remained on my memory, but some I have not thought of from my infancy, as I grow old, 

return upon my mind with a charm altogether inexpressible. Would any one believe that an old 

dotard like me, worn out with care and infirmity, should sometime surprise himself weeping like 

a child, and in a voice querulous, and broken by age, muttering out one of those airs which were 

the favorites of my infancy? There is one song in particular, whose tune I perfectly recollect, but 

the words that compose the latter half of it constantly refuse every effort to recall them, though I 

have a confused idea of the rhymes. The beginning, with what I have been able to recollect of the 

remainder, is as follows: 

                    Tircis, je n’ose 

                    Ecouter ton Chalumeau 

                    Sous l’Ormeau; 

                    Car on en cause 

                    Deja dans notre hameau. 

                    ——   —— ———- 

                    ——— —- un Berger 

                    s’engager 

                    sans danger, 

                    Et toujours l’epine est sons la rose. 

I have endeavored to account for the invincible charm my heart feels on the recollection of this 

fragment, but it is altogether inexplicable. I only know, that before I get to the end of it, I always 

find my voice interrupted by tenderness, and my eyes suffused with tears. I have a hundred times 

formed the resolution of writing to Paris for the remainder of these words, if any one should 

chance to know them: but I am almost certain the pleasure I take in the recollection would be 

greatly diminished was I assured any one but my poor aunt Susan had sung them. 

Such were my affections on entering this life. Thus began to form and demonstrate itself, a 

heart, at once haughty and tender, a character effeminate, yet invincible; which, fluctuating 

between weakness and courage, luxury and virtue, has ever set me in contradiction to myself; 

causing abstinence and enjoyment, pleasure and prudence, equally to shun me. 

This course of education was interrupted by an accident, whose consequences influenced the 

rest of my life. My father had a quarrel with M. G——, who had a captain’s commission in 

France, and was related to several of the Council. This G——, who was an insolent, ungenerous 

man, happening to bleed at the nose, in order to be revenged, accused my father of having drawn 

his sword on him in the city, and in consequence of this charge they were about to conduct him 



to prison. He insisted (according to the law of this republic) that the accuser should be confined 

at the same time; and not being able to obtain this, preferred a voluntary banishment for the 

remainder of his life, to giving up a point by which he must sacrifice his honor and liberty. 

I remained under the tuition of my uncle Bernard, who was at that time employed in the 

fortifications of Geneva. He had lost his eldest daughter, but had a son about my own age, and 

we were sent together to Bossey, to board with the Minister Lambercier. Here we were to learn 

Latin, with all the insignificant trash that has obtained the name of education. 

Two years spent in this village softened, in some degree, my Roman fierceness, and again 

reduced me to a state of childhood. At Geneva, where nothing was exacted, I loved reading, 

which was, indeed, my principal amusement; but, at Bossey, where application was expected, I 

was fond of play as a relaxation. The country was so new, so charming in my idea, that it seemed 

impossible to find satiety in its enjoyments, and I conceived a passion for rural life, which time 

has not been able to extinguish; nor have I ever ceased to regret the pure and tranquil pleasures I 

enjoyed at this place in my childhood; the remembrance having followed me through every age, 

even to that in which I am hastening again towards it. 

M. Lambercier was a worthy, sensible man, who, without neglecting our instruction, never 

made our acquisitions burthensome, or tasks tedious. What convinces me of the rectitude of his 

method is, that notwithstanding my extreme aversion to restraint, the recollection of my studies 

is never attended with disgust; and, if my improvement was trivial, it was obtained with ease, 

and has never escaped memory. 

The simplicity of this rural life was of infinite advantage in opening my heart to the reception 

of true friendship. The sentiments I had hitherto formed on this subject were extremely elevated, 

but altogether imaginary. The habit of living in this peaceful manner soon united me tenderly to 

my cousin Bernard; my affection was more ardent than that I had felt for my brother, nor has 

time ever been able to efface it. He was a tall, lank, weakly boy, with a mind as mild as his body 

was feeble, and who did not wrong the good opinion they were disposed to entertain for the son 

of my guardian. Our studies, amusements, and tasks, were the same; we were alone; each wanted 

a playmate; to separate would in some measure, have been to annihilate us. Though we had not 

many opportunities of demonstrating our attachment to each other, it was certainly extreme; and 

so far from enduring the thought of separation, we could not even form an idea that we should 

ever be able to submit to it. Each of a disposition to be won by kindness, and complaisant, when 

not soured by contradiction, we agreed in every particular. If, by the favor of those who 

governed us he had the ascendant while in their presence, I was sure to acquire it when we were 

alone, and this preserved the equilibrium so necessary in friendship. If he hesitated in repeating 

his task, I prompted him; when my exercises were finished, I helped to write his; and, in our 

amusements, my disposition being most active, ever had the lead. In a word, our characters 

accorded so well, and the friendship that subsisted between us was so cordial, that during the five 

years we were at Bossey and Geneva we were inseparable: we often fought, it is true, but there 

never was any occasion to separate us. No one of our quarrels lasted more than a quarter of an 

hour, and never in our lives did we make any complaint of each other. It may be said, these 

remarks are frivolous; but, perhaps, a similiar example among children can hardly be produced. 

The manner in which I passed my time at Bossey was so agreeable to my disposition, that it 

only required a longer duration absolutely to have fixed my character, which would have had 

only peaceable, affectionate, benevolent sentiments for its basis. I believe no individual of our 

kind ever possessed less natural vanity than myself. At intervals, by an extraordinary effort, I 



arrived at sublime ideas, but presently sunk again into my original languor. To be loved by every 

one who knew me was my most ardent wish. I was naturally mild, my cousin was equally so, and 

those who had the care of us were of similiar dispositions. Everything contributed to strengthen 

those propensities which nature had implanted in my breast, and during the two years I was 

neither the victim nor witness of any violent emotions. 

I knew nothing so delightful as to see every one content, not only with me, but all that 

concerned them. When repeating our catechism at church, nothing could give me greater 

vexation, on being obliged to hesitate, than to see Miss Lambercier’s countenance express 

disapprobation and uneasiness. This alone was more afflicting to me than the shame of faltering 

before so many witnesses, which, notwithstanding, was sufficiently painful; for though not 

oversolicitous of praise, I was feelingly alive to shame; yet I can truly affirm, the dread of being 

reprimanded by Miss Lambercier alarmed me less than the thought of making her uneasy. 

Neither she nor her brother were deficient in a reasonable severity, but as this was scarce ever 

exerted without just cause, I was more afflicted at their disapprobation than the punishment. 

Certainly the method of treating youth would be altered if the distant effects this indiscriminate, 

and frequently indiscreet method produces, were more conspicuous. I would willingly excuse 

myself from a further explanation, did not the lesson this example conveys (which points out an 

evil as frequent as it is pernicious) forbid my silence. 

As Miss Lambercier felt a mother’s affection, she sometimes exerted a mother’s authority, 

even to inflicting on us when we deserved it, the punishment of infants. She had often threatened 

it, and this threat of a treatment entirely new, appeared to me extremely dreadful; but I found the 

reality much less terrible than the idea, and what is still more unaccountable, this punishment 

increased my affection for the person who had inflicted it. All this affection, aided by my natural 

mildness, was scarcely sufficient to prevent my seeking, by fresh offences, a return of the same 

chastisement; for a degree of sensuality had mingled with the smart and shame, which left more 

desire than fear of a repetition. I was well convinced the same discipline from her brother would 

have produced a quite contrary effect; but from a man of his disposition this was not probable, 

and if I abstained from meriting correction it was merely from a fear of offending Miss 

Lambercier, for benevolence, aided by the passions, has ever maintained an empire over me 

which has given law to my heart. 

This event, which, though desirable, I had not endeavored to accelerate, arrived without my 

fault; I should say, without my seeking; and I profited by it with a safe conscience; but this 

second, was also the last time, for Miss Lambercier, who doubtless had some reason to imagine 

this chastisement did not produce the desired effect, declared it was too fatiguing, and that she 

renounced it for the future. Till now we had slept in her chamber, and during the winter, even in 

her bed; but two days after another room was prepared for us, and from that moment I had the 

honor (which I could very well have dispensed with) of being treated by her as a great boy. 

Who would believe this childish discipline, received at eight years old, from the hands of a 

woman of thirty, should influence my propensities, my desires, my passions, for the rest of my 

life, and that in quite a contrary sense from what might naturally have been expected? The very 

incident that inflamed my senses, gave my desires such an extraordinary turn, that, confined to 

what I had already experienced, I sought no further, and, with blood boiling with sensuality, 

almost from my birth, preserved my purity beyond the age when the coldest constitutions lose 

their insensibility; long tormented, without knowing by what, I gazed on every handsome woman 



with delight; imagination incessantly brought their charms to my remembrance, only to 

transform them into so many Miss Lamberciers. 

If ever education was perfectly chaste, it was certainly that I received; my three aunts were not 

only of exemplary prudence, but maintained a degree of modest reserve which women have long 

since thought unnecessary. My father, it is true, loved pleasure, but his gallantry was rather of the 

last than the present century, and he never expressed his affection for any woman he regarded in 

terms a virgin could have blushed at; indeed, it was impossible more attention should be paid to 

that regard we owe the morals of children than was uniformly observed by every one I had any 

concern with. An equal degree of reserve in this particular was observed at M. Lambercier’s, 

where a good maid-servant was discharged for having once made use of an expression before us 

which was thought to contain some degree of indelicacy. I had no precise idea of the ultimate 

effect of the passions, but the conception I had formed was extremely disgusting; I entertained a 

particular aversion for courtesans, nor could I look on a rake without a degree of disdain mingled 

with terror. 

These prejudices of education, proper in themselves to retard the first explosions of a 

combustible constitution, were strengthened, as I have already hinted, by the effect the first 

moments of sensuality produced in me, for notwithstanding the troublesome ebullition of my 

blood, I was satisfied with the species of voluptuousness I had already been acquainted with, and 

sought no further. 

Thus I passed the age of puberty, with a constitution extremely ardent, without knowing or 

even wishing for any other gratification of the passions than what Miss Lambercier had 

innocently given me an idea of; and when I became a man, that childish taste, instead of 

vanishing, only associated with the other. This folly, joined to a natural timidity, has always 

prevented my being very enterprising with women, so that I have passed my days in languishing 

in silence for those I most admired, without daring to disclose my wishes. 

To fall at the feet of an imperious mistress, obey her mandates, or implore pardon, were for me 

the most exquisite enjoyments, and the more my blood was inflamed by the efforts of a lively 

imagination the more I acquired the appearance of a whining lover. 

It will be readily conceived that this mode of making love is not attended with a rapid progress 

or imminent danger to the virtue of its object; yet, though I have few favors to boast of, I have 

not been excluded from enjoyment, however imaginary. Thus the senses, in concurrence with a 

mind equally timid and romantic, have preserved my moral chaste, and feelings uncorrupted, 

with precisely the same inclinations, which, seconded with a moderate portion of effrontery, 

might have plunged me into the most unwarrantable excesses. 

I have made the first, most difficult step, in the obscure and painful maze of my Confessions. 

We never feel so great a degree of repugnance in divulging what is really criminal, as what is 

merely ridiculous. I am now assured of my resolution, for after what I have dared disclose, 

nothing can have power to deter me. The difficulty attending these acknowledgments will be 

readily conceived, when I declare, that during the whole of my life, though frequently laboring 

under the most violent agitation, being hurried away with the impetuosity of a passion which 

(when in company with those I loved) deprived me of the faculty of sight and hearing, I could 

never, in the course of the most unbounded familiarity, acquire sufficient resolution to declare 

my folly, and implore the only favor that remained to bestow. 

In thus investigating the first traces of my sensible existence, I find elements, which, though 

seemingly incompatible, have united to produce a simple and uniform effect; while others, 



apparently the same, have, by the concurrence of certain circumstances, formed such different 

combinations, that it would never be imagined they had any affinity; who would believe, for 

example, that one of the most vigorous springs of my soul was tempered in the identical source 

from whence luxury and ease mingled with my constitution and circulated in my veins? Before I 

quit this subject, I will add a striking instance of the different effects they produced. 

One day, while I was studying in a chamber contiguous to the kitchen, the maid set some of 

Miss Lambercier’s combs to dry by the fire, and on coming to fetch them some time after, was 

surprised to find the teeth of one of them broken off. Who could be suspected of this mischief? 

No one but myself had entered the room: I was questioned, but denied having any knowledge of 

it. Mr. and Miss Lambercier consult, exhort, threaten, but all to no purpose; I obstinately persist 

in the denial; and, though this was the first time I had been detected in a confirmed falsehood, 

appearances were so strong that they overthrew all my protestations. This affair was thought 

serious; the mischief, the lie, the obstinacy, were considered equally deserving of punishment, 

which was not now to be administered by Miss Lambercier. My uncle Bernard was written to; he 

arrived; and my poor cousin being charged with a crime no less serious, we were conducted to 

the same execution, which was inflicted with great severity. If finding a remedy in the evil itself, 

they had sought ever to allay my depraved desires, they could not have chosen a shorter method 

to accomplish their designs, and, I can assure my readers, I was for a long time freed from the 

dominion of them. 

As this severity could not draw from me the expected acknowledgment, which obstinacy 

brought on several repetitions, and reduced me to a deplorable situation, yet I was immovable, 

and resolutely determined to suffer death rather than submit. Force, at length, was obliged to 

yield to the diabolical infatuation of a child, for no better name was bestowed on my constancy, 

and I came out of this dreadful trial, torn, it is true, but triumphant. Fifty years have expired since 

this adventure—the fear of punishment is no more. Well, then, I aver, in the face of Heaven, I 

was absolutely innocent: and, so far from breaking, or even touching the comb, never came near 

the fire. It will be asked, how did this mischief happen? I can form no conception of it, I only 

know my own innocence. 

Let any one figure to himself a character whose leading traits were docility and timidity, but 

haughty, ardent, and invincible, in its passions; a child, hitherto governed by the voice of reason, 

treated with mildness, equity, and complaisance, who could not even support the idea of 

injustice, experiencing, for the first time, so violent an instance of it, inflicted by those he most 

loved and respected. What perversion of ideas! What confusion in the heart, the brain, in all my 

little being, intelligent and moral!—let any one, I say, if possible, imagine all this, for I am 

incapable of giving the least idea of what passed in my mind at that period. 

My reason was not sufficiently established to enable me to put myself in the place of others, 

and judge how much appearances condemned me, I only beheld the rigor of a dreadful 

chastisement, inflicted for a crime I had not committed; yet I can truly affirm, the smart I 

suffered, though violent, was inconsiderable compared to what I felt from indignation, rage, and 

despair. My cousin, who was almost in similar circumstances, having been punished for an 

involuntary fault as guilty of a premediated crime, became furious by my example. Both in the 

same bed, we embraced each other with convulsive transport; we were almost suffocated; and 

when our young hearts found sufficient relief to breathe out our indigination, we sat up in the 

bed, and with all our force, repeated a hundred times, Carnifex! Carnifex! Carnifex! executioner, 

tormentor. 



Even while I write this I feel my pulse quicken, and should I live a hundred thousand years, 

the agitation of that moment would still be fresh in my memory. The first instance of violence 

and oppression is so deeply engraved on my soul, that every relative idea renews my emotion: 

the sentiment of indignation, which in its origin had reference only to myself, has acquired such 

strength, and is at present so completely detached from personal motives, that my heart is as 

much inflamed at the sight or relation of any act of injustice (whatever may be the object, or 

wheresoever it may be perpetrated) as if I was the immediate sufferer. When I read the history of 

a merciless tyrant, or the dark and the subtle machination of a knavish designing priest, I could 

on the instant set off to stab the miscreants, though I was certain to perish in the attempt. 

I have frequently fatigued myself by running after and stoning a cock, a cow, a dog, or any 

animal I saw tormenting another, only because it was conscious of possessing superior strength. 

This may be natural to me, and I am inclined to believe it is, though the lively impression of the 

first injustice I became the victim of was too long and too powerfully remembered not to have 

added considerable force to it. 

This occurrence terminated my infantine serenity; from that moment I ceased to enjoy a pure 

unadulterated happiness, and on a retrospection of the pleasure of my childhood, I yet feel they 

ended here. We continue at Bossey some months after this event, but were like our first parents 

in the Garden of Eden after they had lost their innocence; in appearance our situation was the 

same, in effect it was totally different. 

Affection, respect; intimacy, confidence, no longer attached the pupils to their guides; we 

beheld them no longer as divinities, who could read the secrets of our hearts; we were less 

ashamed of committing faults, more afraid of being accused of them: we learned to dissemble, to 

rebel, to lie: all the vices common to our years began to corrupt our happy innocence, mingle 

with our sports, and embitter our amusements. The country itself, losing those sweet and simple 

charms which captivate the heart, appeared a gloomy desert, or covered with a veil that 

concealed its beauties. We cultivated our little gardens no more: our flowers were neglected. We 

no longer scratched away the mould, and broke out into exclamations of delight, on discovering 

that the grain we had sown began to shoot. We were disgusted with our situation; our preceptors 

were weary of us. In a word, my uncle wrote for our return, and we left Mr. and Miss Lambercier 

without feeling any regret at the separation. 

Near thirty years passed away from my leaving Bossey, without once recalling the place to my 

mind with any degree of satisfaction; but after having passed the prime of life, as I decline into 

old age (while more recent occurrences are wearing out apace) I feel these remembrances revive 

and imprint themselves on my heart, with a force and charm that every day acquires fresh 

strength; as if, feeling life fleet from me, I endeavored to catch it again by its commencement. 

The most trifling incident of those happy days delight me, for no other reason than being of those 

days. I recall every circumstance of time, place, and persons; I see the maid or footman busy in 

the chamber, a swallow entering the window, a fly settling on my hand while repeating my 

lessons. I see the whole economy of the apartment; on the right hand Mr. Lambercier’s closet, 

with a print representing all the popes, a barometer, a large almanac, the windows of the house 

(which stood in a hollow at the bottom of the garden) shaded by raspberry shrubs, whose shoots 

sometimes found entrance; I am sensible the reader has no occasion to know all this, but I feel a 

kind of necessity for relating it. Why am I not permitted to recount all the little anecdotes of that 

thrice happy age, at the recollection of whose joys I ever tremble with delight? Five or six 

particularly—let us compromise the matter—I will give up five, but then I must have one, and 

only one, provided I may draw it out to its utmost length, in order to prolong my satisfaction. 



If I only sought yours, I should choose that of Miss Lambercier’s backside, which by an 

unlucky fall at the bottom of the meadow, was exposed to the view of the King of Sardinia, who 

happened to be passing by; but that of the walnut tree on the terrace is more amusing to me, since 

here I was an actor, whereas, in the abovementioned scene I was only a spectator; and I must 

confess I see nothing that should occasion risibility in an accident, which, however laughable in 

itself, alarmed me for a person I loved as a mother, or perhaps something more. 

Ye curious readers, whose expectations are already on the stretch for the noble history of the 

terrace, listen to the tragedy, and abstain from trembling, if you can, at the horrible catastrophe! 

At the outside of the courtyard door, on the left hand, was a terrace; here they often sat after 

dinner; but it was subject to one inconvenience, being too much exposed to the rays of the sun; to 

obviate this defect, Mr. Lambercier had a walnut tree set there, the planting of which was 

attended with great solemnity. The two boarders were godfathers, and while the earth was 

replacing round the root, each held the tree with one hand, singing songs of triumph. In order to 

water it with more effect, they formed a kind of luson around its foot: myself and cousin, who 

were every day ardent spectators of this watering, confirmed each other in the very natural idea 

that it was nobler to plant trees on the terrace than colors on a breach, and this glory we were 

resolved to procure without dividing it with any one. 

In pursuance of this resolution, we cut a slip off a willow, and planted it on the terrace, at 

about eight or ten feet distance from the august walnut tree. We did not forget to make a hollow 

round it, but the difficulty was how to procure a supply of water, which was brought from a 

considerable distance, and we not permitted to fetch it: but water was absolutely necessary for 

our willow, and we made use of every stratagem to obtain it. 

For a few days everything succeeded so well that it began to bud, and throw out small leaves, 

which we hourly measured convinced (tho’ now scarce a foot from the ground) it would soon 

afford us a refreshing shade. This unfortunate willow, by engrossing our whole time, rendered us 

incapable of application to any other study, and the cause of our inattention not being known, we 

were kept closer than before. The fatal moment approached when water must fail, and we were 

already afflicted with the idea that our tree must perish with drought. At length necessity, the 

parent of industry, suggested an invention, by which we might save our tree from death, and 

ourselves from despair; it was to make a furrow underground, which would privately conduct a 

part of the water from the walnut tree to our willow. This undertaking was executed with ardor, 

but did not immediately succeed—our descent was not skilfully planned—the water did not run, 

the earth falling in and stopping up the furrow; yet, though all went contrary, nothing 

discouraged us, ‘omnia vincit labor improbus’. We made the bason deeper, to give the water a 

more sensible descent; we cut the bottom of a box into narrow planks; increased the channel 

from the walnut tree to our willow and laying a row flat at the bottom, set two others inclining 

towards each other, so as to form a triangular channel; we formed a kind of grating with small 

sticks at the end next the walnut tree, to prevent the earth and stones from stopping it up, and 

having carefully covered our work with well-trodden earth, in a transport of hope and fear 

attended the hour of watering. After an interval, which seemed an age of expectation, this hour 

arrived. Mr. Lambercier, as usual, assisted at the operation; we contrived to get between him and 

our tree, towards which he fortunately turned his back. They no sooner began to pour the first 

pail of water, than we perceived it running to the willow; this sight was too much for our 

prudence, and we involuntarily expressed our transport by a shout of joy. The sudden 

exclamation made Mr. Lambercier turn about, though at that instant he was delighted to observe 

how greedily the earth, which surrounded the root of his walnut tree, imbibed the water. 



Surprised at seeing two trenches partake of it, he shouted in his turn, examines, perceives the 

roguery, and, sending instantly for a pick axe, at one fatal blow makes two or three of our planks 

fly, crying out meantime with all his strength, an aqueduct! an aqueduct! His strokes redoubled, 

every one of which made an impression on our hearts; in a moment the planks, the channel, the 

bason, even our favorite willow, all were ploughed up, nor was one word pronounced during this 

terrible transaction, except the above mentioned exclamation. An aqueduct! repeated he, while 

destroying all our hopes, an aqueduct! an aqueduct! 

It maybe supposed this adventure had a still more melancholy end for the young architects; 

this, however, was not the case; the affair ended here. Mr. Lambercier never reproached us on 

this account, nor was his countenance clouded with a frown; we even heard him mention the 

circumstance to his sister with loud bursts of laughter. The laugh of Mr. Lambercier might be 

heard to a considerable distance. But what is still more surprising after the first transport of 

sorrow had subsided, we did not find ourselves violently afflicted; we planted a tree in another 

spot, and frequently recollected the catastrophe of the former, repeating with a significant 

emphasis, an aqueduct! an aqueduct! Till then, at intervals, I had fits of ambition, and could 

fancy myself Brutus or Aristides, but this was the first visible effect of my vanity. To have 

constructed an aqueduct with our own hands, to have set a slip of willow in competition with a 

flourishing tree, appeared to me a supreme degree of glory! I had a juster conception of it at ten 

than Caesar entertained at thirty. 

The idea of this walnut tree, with the little anecdotes it gave rise to, have so well continued, or 

returned to my memory, that the design which conveyed the most pleasing sensations, during my 

journey to Geneva, in the year 1754, was visiting Bossey, and reviewing the monuments of my 

infantine amusement, above all, the beloved walnut tree, whose age at that time must have been 

verging on a third of a century, but I was so beset with company that I could not find a moment 

to accomplish my design. There is little appearance now of the occasion being renewed; but 

should I ever return to that charming spot, and find my favorite walnut tree still existing, I am 

convinced I should water it with my tears. 

On my return to Geneva, I passed two or three years at my uncle’s, expecting the 

determination of my friends respecting my future establishment. His own son being devoted to 

genius, was taught drawing, and instructed by his father in the elements of Euclid; I partook of 

these instructions, but was principally fond of drawing. Meantime, they were irresolute, whether 

to make me a watchmaker, a lawyer, or a minister. I should have preferred being a minister, as I 

thought it must be a charming thing to preach, but the trifling income which had been my 

mother’s, and was to be divided between my brother and myself, was too inconsiderable to 

defray the expense attending the prosecution of my studies. As my age did not render the choice 

very pressing, I remained with my uncle, passing my time with very little improvement, and 

paying pretty dear, though not unreasonably, for my board. 

My uncle, like my father, was a man of pleasure, but had not learned, like him, to abridge his 

amusements for the sake of instructing his family, consequently our education was neglected. 

My aunt was a devotee, who loved singing psalms better than thinking of our improvement, so 

that we were left entirely to ourselves, which liberty we never abused. 

Ever inseparable, we were all the world to each other; and, feeling no inclination to frequent 

the company of a number of disorderly lads of our own age, we learned none of those habits of 

libertinism to which our idle life exposed us. Perhaps I am wrong in charging myself and cousin 

with idleness at this time, for, in our lives, we were never less so; and what was extremely 



fortunate, so incessantly occupied with our amusements, that we found no temptation to spend 

any part of our time in the streets. We made cages, pipes, kites, drums, houses, ships, and bows; 

spoiled the tools of my good old grandfather by endeavoring to make watches in imitation of 

him; but our favorite amusement was wasting paper, in drawing, washing, coloring, etc. There 

came an Italian mountebank to Geneva, called Gamber-Corta, who had an exhibition of puppets, 

that he made play a kind of comedy. We went once to see them, but could not spare time to go 

again, being busily employed in making puppets of our own and inventing comedies, which we 

immediately set about making them perform, mimicking to the best of our abilities the uncouth 

voice of Punch; and, to complete the business, my good aunt and uncle Bernard had the patience 

to see and listen to our imitations; but my uncle, having one day read an elaborate discourse to 

his family, we instantly gave up our comedies, and began composing sermons. 

These details, I confess, are not very amusing, but they serve to demonstrate that the former 

part of our education was well directed, since being, at such an early age, the absolute masters of 

our time, we found no inclination to abuse it; and so little in want of other companions, that we 

constantly neglected every occasion of seeking them. When taking our walks together, we 

observed their diversions without feeling any inclination to partake of them. Friendship so 

entirely occupied our hearts, that, pleased with each other’s company the simplest pastimes were 

sufficient to delight us. 

We were soon remarked for being thus inseparable: and what rendered us more conspicuous, 

my cousin was very tall, myself extremely short, so that we exhibited a very whimsical contrast. 

This meagre figure, small, sallow countenance, heavy air, and supine gait, excited the ridicule of 

the children, who, in the gibberish of the country, nicknamed him ‘Barna Bredanna’; and we no 

sooner got out of doors than our ears were assailed with a repetition of “Barna Bredanna.” He 

bore this indignity with tolerable patience, but I was instantly for fighting. This was what the 

young rogues aimed at. I engaged accordingly, and was beat. My poor cousin did all in his power 

to assist me, but he was weak, and a single stroke brought him to the ground. I then became 

furious, and received several smart blows, some of which were aimed at ‘Barna Bredanna’. This 

quarrel so far increased the evil, that, to avoid their insults, we could only show ourselves in the 

streets while they were employed at school. 

I had already become a redresser of grievances; there only wanted a lady in the way to be a 

knight-errant in form. This defect was soon supplied; I presently had two. I frequently went to 

see my father at Nion, a small city in the Vaudois country, where he was now settled. Being 

universally respected, the affection entertained for him extended to me: and, during my visits, the 

question seemed to be, who should show me most kindness. A Madame de Vulson, in particular, 

loaded me with caresses; and, to complete all, her daughter made me her gallant. I need not 

explain what kind of gallant a boy of eleven must be to a girl of two and twenty; the artful 

hussies know how to set these puppets up in front, to conceal more serious engagements. On my 

part I saw no inequality between myself and Miss Vulson, was flattered by the circumstance, and 

went into it with my whole heart, or rather my whole head, for this passion certainly reached no 

further, though it transported me almost to madness, and frequently produced scenes sufficient to 

make even a cynic expire with laughter. 

I have experienced two kinds of love, equally real, which have scarce any affinity, yet each 

differing materially from tender friendship. My whole life has been divided between these 

affections, and I have frequently felt the power of both at the same instant. For example, at the 

very time I so publically and tyrannically claimed Miss Vulson, that I could not suffer any other 

of my sex to approach her, I had short, but passionate, assignations with a Miss Goton, who 



thought proper to act the schoolmistress with me. Our meetings, though absolutely childish, 

afforded me the height of happiness. I felt the whole charm of mystery, and repaid Miss Vulson 

in kind, when she least expected it, the use she made of me in concealing her amours. To my 

great mortification, this secret was soon discovered, and I presently lost my young 

schoolmistress. 

Miss Goton was, in fact, a singular personage. She was not handsome, yet there was a certain 

something in her figure which could not easily be forgotten, and this for an old fool, I am too 

often convinced of. Her eyes, in particular, neither corresponded with her age, her height, nor her 

manner; she had a lofty imposing air, which agreed extremely well with the character she 

assumed, but the most extraordinary part of her composition was a mixture of forwardness and 

reserve difficult to be conceived; and while she took the greatest liberties with me, would never 

permit any to be taken with her in return, treating me precisely like a child. This makes me 

suppose she had either ceased herself to be one, or was yet sufficiently so to behold as play the 

danger to which this folly exposed her. 

I was so absolutely in the power of both these mistresses, that when in the presence of either, I 

never thought of her who was absent; in other respects, the effects they produced on me bore no 

affinity. I could have passed my whole life with Miss Vulson, without forming a wish to quit her; 

but then, my satisfaction was attended with a pleasing serenity; and, in numerous companies, I 

was particularly charmed with her. The sprightly sallies of her wit, the arch glance of her eye, 

even jealousy itself, strengthened my attachment, and I triumphed in the preference she seemed 

to bestow on me, while addressed by more powerful rivals; applause, encouragement, and 

smiles, gave animation to my happiness. Surrounded by a throng of observers, I felt the whole 

force of love—I was passionate, transported; in a tete-a-tete, I should have been constrained, 

thoughtful, perhaps unhappy. If Miss Vulson was ill, I suffered with her; would willingly have 

given up my own health to establish hers (and, observe I knew the want of it from experience); if 

absent, she employed my thoughts, I felt the want of her; when present, her caresses came with 

warmth and rapture to my heart, though my senses were unaffected. The familiarities she 

bestowed on me I could not have supported the idea of her granting to another; I loved her with a 

brother’s affection only, but experienced all the jealousy of a lover. 

With Miss Goton this passion might have acquired a degree of fury; I should have been a 

Turk, a tiger, had I once imagined she bestowed her favors on any but myself. The pleasure I felt 

on approaching Miss Vulson was sufficiently ardent, though unattended with uneasy sensations; 

but at sight of Miss Goton, I felt myself bewildered—every sense was absorbed in ecstasy. I 

believe it would have been impossible to have remained long with her; I must have been 

suffocated with the violence of my palpitations. I equally dreaded giving either of them 

displeasure; with one I was more complaisant; with the other, more submissive. I would not have 

offended Miss Vulson for the world; but if Miss Goton had commanded me to throw myself into 

the flames, I think I should have instantly obeyed her. Happily, both for her and myself, our 

amours; or rather rendezvous, were not of long duration: and though my connection with Miss 

Vulson was less dangerous, after a continuance of some greater length, that likewise had its 

catastrophe; indeed the termination of a love affair is good for nothing, unless it partakes of the 

romantic, and can furnish out at least an exclamation. 

Though my correspondence with Miss Vulson was less animated, it was perhaps more 

endearing; we never separated without tears, and it can hardly be conceived what a void I felt in 

my heart. I could neither think nor speak of anything but her. These romantic sorrows were not 

affected, though I am inclined to believe they did not absolutely centre in her, for I am persuaded 



(though I did not perceive it at that time) being deprived of amusement bore a considerable share 

in them. 

To soften the rigor of absence, we agreed to correspond with each other, and the pathetic 

expressions these letters contained were sufficient to have split a rock. In a word, I had the honor 

of her not being able to endure the pain of separation. She came to see me at Geneva. 

My head was now completely turned; and during the two days she remained here, I was 

intoxicated with delight. At her departure, I would have thrown myself into the water after her, 

and absolutely rent the air with my cries. The week following she sent me sweetmeats, gloves, 

etc. This certainly would have appeared extremely gallant, had I not been informed of her 

marriage at the same instant, and that the journey I had thought proper to give myself the honor 

of, was only to buy her wedding suit. 

My indignation may easily be conceived; I shall not attempt to describe it. In this heroic fury, I 

swore never more to see the perfidious girl, supposing it the greatest punishment that could be 

inflicted on her. This, however, did not occasion her death, for twenty years after, while on a 

visit to my father, being on the lake, I asked who those ladies were in a boat not far from ours. 

“What!” said my father smiling, “does not your heart inform you? It is your former flame, it is 

Madame Christin, or, if you please, Miss Vulson.” I started at the almost forgotten name, and 

instantly ordered the waterman to turn off, not judging it worth while to be perjured, however 

favorable the opportunity for revenge, in renewing a dispute of twenty years past, with a woman 

of forty. 

Thus, before my future destination was determined, did I fool away the most precious 

moments of my youth. After deliberating a long time on the bent of my natural inclination, they 

resolved to dispose of me in a manner the most repugnant to them. I was sent to Mr. Masseron, 

the City Register, to learn (according to the expression of my uncle Bernard) the thriving 

occupation of a scraper. This nickname was inconceivably displeasing to me, and I promised 

myself but little satisfaction in the prospect of heaping up money by a mean employment. The 

assiduity and subjection required, completed my disgust, and I never set foot in the office 

without feeling a kind of horror, which every day gained fresh strength. 

Mr. Masseron, who was not better pleased with my abilities than I was with the employment, 

treated me with disdain, incessantly upbraiding me with being a fool and blockhead, not 

forgetting to repeat, that my uncle had assured him I was a knowing one, though he could not 

find that I knew anything. That he had promised to furnish him with a sprightly boy, but had, in 

truth, sent him an ass. To conclude, I was turned out of the registry, with the additional ignominy 

of being pronounced a fool by all Mr. Masseron’s clerks, and fit only to handle a file. 

My vocation thus determined, I was bound apprentice; not, however, to a watchmaker, but to 

an engraver, and I had been so completely humiliated by the contempt of the register, that I 

submitted without a murmur. My master, whose name was M. Ducommon, was a young man of 

a very violent and boorish character, who contrived in a short time to tarnish all the amiable 

qualities of my childhood, to stupefy a disposition naturally sprightly, and reduce my feelings, as 

well as my condition, to an absolute state of servitude. I forgot my Latin, history, and antiquities; 

I could hardly recollect whether such people as Romans ever existed. When I visited my father, 

he no longer beheld his idol, nor could the ladies recognize the gallant Jean Jacques; nay, I was 

so well convinced that Mr. and Miss Lambercier would scarce receive me as their pupil, that I 

endeavored to avoid their company, and from that time have never seen them. The vilest 

inclinations, the basest actions, succeeded my amiable amusements and even obliterated the very 



remembrance of them. I must have had, in spite of my good education, a great propensity to 

degenerate, else the declension could not have followed with such ease and rapidity, for never 

did so promising a Caesar so quickly become a Laradon. 

The art itself did not displease me. I had a lively taste for drawing. There was nothing 

displeasing in the exercise of the graver; and as it required no very extraordinary abilities to 

attain perfection as a watchcase engraver, I hoped to arrive at it. Perhaps I should have 

accomplished my design, if unreasonable restraint, added to the brutality of my master, had not 

rendered my business disgusting. I wasted his time, and employed myself in engraving medals, 

which served me and my companions as a kind of insignia for a new invented order of chivalry, 

and though this differed very little from my usual employ, I considered it as a relaxation. 

Unfortunately, my master caught me at this contraband labor, and a severe beating was the 

consequence. He reproached me at the same time with attempting to make counterfeit money 

because our medals bore the arms of the Republic, though, I can truly aver, I had no conception 

of false money, and very little of the true, knowing better how to make a Roman As than one of 

our threepenny pieces. 

My master’s tyranny rendered insupportable that labor I should otherwise have loved, and 

drove me to vices I naturally despised, such as falsehood, idleness, and theft. Nothing ever gave 

me a clearer demonstration of the difference between filial dependence and abject slavery, than 

the remembrance of the change produced in me at that period. Hitherto I had enjoyed a 

reasonable liberty; this I had suddenly lost. I was enterprising at my father’s, free at Mr. 

Lambercier’s, discreet at my uncle’s; but, with my master, I became fearful, and from that 

moment my mind was vitiated. Accustomed to live on terms of perfect equality, to be witness of 

no pleasures I could not command, to see no dish I was not to partake of, or be sensible of a 

desire I might not express; to be able to bring every wish of my heart to my lips—what a 

transition!—at my master’s I was scarce allowed to speak, was forced to quit the table without 

tasting what I most longed for, and the room when I had nothing particular to do there; was 

incessantly confined to my work, while the liberty my master and his journeymen enjoyed, 

served only to increase the weight of my subjection. When disputes happened to arise, though 

conscious that I understood the subject better than any of them, I dared not offer my opinion; in a 

word, everything I saw became an object of desire, for no other reason than because I was not 

permitted to enjoy anything. Farewell gayety, ease, those happy turns of expressions, which 

formerly even made my faults escape correction. I recollect, with pleasure, a circumstance that 

happened at my father’s, which even now makes me smile. Being for some fault ordered to bed 

without my supper, as I was passing through the kitchen, with my poor morsel of bread in my 

hand, I saw the meat turning on the spit; my father and the rest were round the fire; I must bow to 

every one as I passed. When I had gone through this ceremony, leering with a wistful eye at the 

roast meat, which looked so inviting, and smelt so savory, I could not abstain from making that a 

bow likewise, adding in a pitiful tone, good bye, roast meal! This unpremeditated pleasantry put 

them in such good humor, that I was permitted to stay, and partake of it. Perhaps the same thing 

might have produced a similar effect at my master’s, but such a thought could never have 

occurred to me, or, if it had, I should not have had courage to express it. 

Thus I learned to covet, dissemble, lie, and, at length, to steal, a propensity I never felt the 

least idea of before, though since that time I have never been able entirely to divest myself of it. 

Desire and inability united naturally led to this vice, which is the reason pilfering is so common 

among footmen and apprentices, though the latter, as they grow up, and find themselves in a 



situation where everything is at their command, lose this shameful propensity. As I never 

experienced the advantage, I never enjoyed the benefit. 

Good sentiments, ill-directed, frequently lead children into vice. Notwithstanding my 

continual wants and temptations, it was more than a year before I could resolve to take even 

eatables. My first theft was occasioned by complaisance, but it was productive of others which 

had not so plausible an excuse. 

My master had a journeyman named Verrat, whose mother lived in the neighborhood, and had 

a garden at a considerable distance from the house, which produced excellent asparagus. This 

Verrat, who had no great plenty of money, took it in his head to rob her of the most early 

production of her garden, and by the sale of it procure those indulgences he could not otherwise 

afford himself; but not being very nimble, he did not care to run the hazard of a surprise. After 

some preliminary flattery, which I did not comprehend the meaning of, he proposed this 

expedition to me, as an idea which had that moment struck him. At first I would not listen to the 

proposal; but he persisted in his solicitation, and as I could never resist the attacks of flattery, at 

length prevailed. In pursuance of this virtuous resolution, I every morning repaired to the garden, 

gathered the best of the asparagus, and took it to the Holard where some good old women, who 

guessed how I came by it, wishing to diminish the price, made no secret of their suspicions; this 

produced the desired effect, for, being alarmed, I took whatever they offered, which being taken 

to Mr. Verrat, was presently metamorphosed into a breakfast, and divided with a companion of 

his; for, though I procured it, I never partook of their good cheer, being fully satisfied with an 

inconsiderable bribe. 

I executed my roguery with the greatest fidelity, seeking only to please my employer; and 

several days passed before it came into my head, to rob the robber, and tithe Mr. Verrat’s 

harvest. I never considered the hazard I run in these expeditions, not only of a torrent of abuse, 

but what I should have been still more sensible of, a hearty beating; for the miscreant, who 

received the whole benefit, would certainly have denied all knowledge of the fact, and I should 

only have received a double portion of punishment for daring to accuse him, since being only an 

apprentice, I stood no chance of being believed in opposition to a journeyman. Thus, in every 

situation, powerful rogues know how to save themselves at the expense of the feeble. 

This practice taught me it was not so terrible to thieve as I had imagined: I took care to make 

this discovery turn to some account, helping myself to everything within my reach, that I 

conceived an inclination for. I was not absolutely ill-fed at my master’s, and temperance was 

only painful to me by comparing it with the luxury he enjoyed. The custom of sending young 

people from table precisely when those things are served up which seem most tempting, is 

calculated to increase their longing, and induces them to steal what they conceive to be so 

delicious. It may be supposed I was not backward in this particular: in general my knavery 

succeeded pretty well, though quite the reverse when I happened to be detected. 

I recollect an attempt to procure some apples, which was attended with circumstances that 

make me smile and shudder even at this instant. The fruit was standing in the pantry, which by a 

lattice at a considerable height received light from the kitchen. One day, being alone in the 

house, I climbed up to see these precious apples, which being out of my reach, made this pantry 

appear the garden of Hesperides. I fetched the spit—tried if it would reach them—it was too 

short—I lengthened it with a small one which was used for game,—my master being very fond 

of hunting, darted at them several times without success; at length was more fortunate; being 

transported to find I was bringing up an apple, I drew it gently to the lattice—was going to seize 



it when (who can express my grief and astonishment!) I found it would not pass through—it was 

too large. I tried every expedient to accomplish my design, sought supporters to keep the spits in 

the same position, a knife to divide the apple, and a lath to hold it with; at length, I so far 

succeeded as to effect the division, and made no doubt of drawing the pieces through; but it was 

scarcely separated, (compassionate reader, sympathize with my affliction) when both pieces fell 

into the pantry. 

 

 

 



 

Though I lost time by this experiment, I did not lose courage, but, dreading a surprise, I put off 

the attempt till next day, when I hoped to be more successful, and returned to my work as if 



nothing had happened, without once thinking of what the two obvious witnesses I had left in the 

pantry deposed against me. 

The next day (a fine opportunity offering) I renew the trial. I fasten the spits together; get on 

the stool; take aim; am just going to dart at my prey—unfortunately the dragon did not sleep; the 

pantry door opens, my master makes his appearance, and, looking up, exclaims, “Bravo!”—The 

horror of that moment returns—the pen drops from my hand. 

A continual repetition of ill treatment rendered me callous; it seemed a kind of composition 

for my crimes, which authorized me to continue them, and, instead of looking back at the 

punishment, I looked forward to revenge. Being beat like a slave, I judged I had a right to all the 

vices of one. I was convinced that to rob and be punished were inseparable, and constituted, if I 

may so express myself, a kind of traffic, in which, if I perform my part of the bargain, my master 

would take care not to be deficient in his; that preliminary settled, I applied myself to thieving 

with great tranquility, and whenever this interrogatory occurred to my mind, “What will be the 

consequence?” the reply was ready, “I know the worst, I shall be beat; no matter, I was made for 

it.” 

I love good eating; am sensual, but not greedy; I have such a variety of inclinations to gratify, 

that this can never predominate; and unless my heart is unoccupied, which very rarely happens, I 

pay but little attention to my appetite; to purloining eatables, but extended this propensity to 

everything I wished to possess, and if I did not become a robber in form, it was only because 

money never tempted me. 

My master had a closet in the workshop, which he kept locked; this I contrived to open and 

shut as often as I pleased, and laid his best tools, fine drawings, impressions, in a word, 

everything he wished to keep from me, under contribution. 

These thefts were so far innocent, that they were always employed in his service, but I was 

transported at having the trifles in my possession, and imagined I stole the art with its 

productions. Besides what I have mentioned, his boxes contained threads of gold and silver, a 

number of small jewels, valuable medals, and money; yet, though I seldom had five sous in my 

pocket, I do not recollect ever having cast a wishful look at them; on the contrary, I beheld these 

valuables rather with terror than with delight. 

I am convinced the dread of taking money was, in a great measure, the effect of education. 

There was mingled with the idea of it the fear of infamy, a prison, punishment, and death: had I 

even felt the temptation, these objects would have made me tremble; whereas my failings 

appeared a species of waggery, and, in truth, they were little else; they could but occasion a good 

trimming, and this I was already prepared for. A sheet of fine drawing paper was a greater 

temptation than money sufficient to have purchased a ream. This unreasonable caprice is 

connected with one of the most striking singularities of my character, and has so far influenced 

my conduct, that it requires a particular explanation. 

My passions are extremely violent; while under their influence, nothing can equal my 

impetuosity; I am an absolute stranger to discretion, respect, fear, or decorum; rude, saucy, 

violent, and intrepid: no shame can stop, no danger intimidate me. My mind is frequently so 

engrossed by a single object, that beyond it the whole world is not worth a thought; this is the 

enthusiasm of a moment, the next, perhaps, I am plunged in a state of annihilation. Take me in 

my moments of tranquility, I am indolence and timidity itself; a word to speak, the least trifle to 

perform, appear an intolerable labor; everything alarms and terrifies me; the very buzzing of a fly 



will make me shudder; I am so subdued by fear and shame, that I would gladly shield myself 

from mortal view. 

When obliged to exert myself, I am ignorant what to do! when forced to speak, I am at a loss 

for words; and if any one looks at me, I am instantly out of countenance. If animated with my 

subject, I express my thoughts with ease, but, in ordinary conversations, I can say nothing—

absolutely nothing; and, being obliged to speak, renders them insupportable. 

I may add, that none of my predominant inclinations centre in those pleasures which are to be 

purchased: money empoisons my delight; I must have them unadulterated; I love those of the 

table, for instance, but cannot endure the restraints of good company, or the intemperance of 

taverns; I can enjoy them only with a friend, for alone it is equally impossible; my imagination is 

then so occupied with other things, that I find no pleasure in eating. Women who are to be 

purchased have no charms for me; my beating heart cannot be satisfied without affection; it is the 

same with every other enjoyment, if not truly disinterested, they are absolutely insipid; in a word, 

I am fond of those things which are only estimable to minds formed for the peculiar enjoyment 

of them. 

I never thought money so desirable as it is usually imagined; if you would enjoy you must 

transform it; and this transformation is frequently attended with inconvenience; you must 

bargain, purchase, pay dear, be badly served, and often duped. I buy an egg, am assured it is 

new-laid—I find it stale; fruit in its utmost perfection—‘tis absolutely green. I love good wine, 

but where shall I get it? Not at my wine merchant’s—he will poison me to a certainty. I wish to 

be universally respected; how shall I compass my design? I must make friends, send messages, 

write letters, come, go, wait, and be frequently deceived. Money is the perpetual source of 

uneasiness; I fear it more than I love good wine. 

A thousand times, both during and since my apprenticeship, have I gone out to purchase some 

nicety, I approach the pastry-cook’s, perceive some women at the counter, and imagine they are 

laughing at me. I pass a fruit shop, see some fine pears, their appearance tempts me; but then two 

or three young people are near, or a man I am acquainted with is standing at the door; I take all 

that pass for persons I have some knowledge of, and my near sight contributes to deceive me. I 

am everywhere intimidated, restrained by some obstacle, and with money in my pocket return as 

I went, for want of resolution to purchase what I long for. 

I should enter into the most insipid details was I to relate the trouble, shame, repugnance, and 

inconvenience of all kinds which I have experienced in parting with my money, whether in my 

own person, or by the agency of others; as I proceed, the reader will get acquainted with my 

disposition, and perceive all this without my troubling him with the recital. 

This once comprehended, one of my apparent contradictions will be easily accounted for, and 

the most sordid avarice reconciled with the greatest contempt of money. It is a movable which I 

consider of so little value, that, when destitute of it, I never wish to acquire any; and when I have 

a sum I keep it by me, for want of knowing how to dispose of it to my satisfaction; but let an 

agreeable and convenient opportunity present itself, and I empty my purse with the utmost 

freedom; not that I would have the reader imagine I am extravagant from a motive of ostentation, 

quite the reverse; it was ever in subservience to my pleasures, and, instead of glorying in 

expense, I endeavor to conceal it. I so well perceive that money is not made to answer my 

purposes, that I am almost ashamed to have any, and, still more, to make use of it. 

Had I ever possessed a moderate independence, I am convinced I should have had no 

propensity to become avaricious. I should have required no more, and cheerfully lived up to my 



income; but my precarious situation has constantly and necessarily kept me in fear. I love liberty, 

and I loathe constraint, dependence, and all their kindred annoyances. As long as my purse 

contains money it secures my independence, and exempts me from the trouble of seeking other 

money, a trouble of which I have always had a perfect horror; and the dread of seeing the end of 

my independence, makes me proportionately unwilling to part with my money. The money that 

we possess is the instrument of liberty, that which we lack and strive to obtain is the instrument 

of slavery. Thence it is that I hold fast to aught that I have, and yet covet nothing more. 

My disinterestedness, then, is in reality only idleness, the pleasure of possessing is not in my 

estimation worth the trouble of acquiring: and my dissipation is only another form of idleness; 

when we have an opportunity of disbursing pleasantly we should make the best possible use of it. 

I am less tempted by money than by other objects, because between the moment of possessing 

the money and that of using it to obtain the desired object there is always an interval, however 

short; whereas to possess the thing is to enjoy it. I see a thing and it tempts me; but if I see not 

the thing itself but only the means of acquiring it, I am not tempted. Therefore it is that I have 

been a pilferer, and am so even now, in the way of mere trifles to which I take a fancy, and 

which I find it easier to take than to ask for; but I never in my life recollect having taken a 

farthing from any one, except about fifteen years ago, when I stole seven francs and ten sous. 

The story is worth recounting, as it exhibits a concurrence of ignorance and stupidity I should 

scarcely credit, did it relate to any but myself. 

It was in Paris: I was walking with M. de Franceul at the Palais Royal; he pulled out his watch, 

he looked at it, and said to me, “Suppose we go to the opera?”—“With all my heart.” We go: he 

takes two box tickets, gives me one, and enters himself with the other; I follow, find the door 

crowded; and, looking in, see every one standing; judging, therefore, that M. de Franceul might 

suppose me concealed by the company, I go out, ask for my ticket, and, getting the money 

returned, leave the house, without considering, that by then I had reached the door every one 

would be seated, and M. de Franceul might readily perceive I was not there. 

As nothing could be more opposite to my natural inclination than this abominable meanness, I 

note it, to show there are moments of delirium when men ought not to be judged by their actions: 

this was not stealing the money, it was only stealing the use of it, and was the more infamous for 

wanting the excuse of a temptation. 

I should never end these accounts, was I to describe all the gradations through which I passed, 

during my apprenticeship, from the sublimity of a hero to the baseness of a villain. Though I 

entered into most of the vices of my situation, I had no relish for its pleasures; the amusements of 

my companions were displeasing, and when too much restraint had made my business 

wearisome, I had nothing to amuse me. This renewed my taste for reading which had long been 

neglected. I thus committed a fresh offence, books made me neglect my work, and brought on 

additional punishment, while inclination, strengthened by constraint, became an unconquerable 

passion. La Tribu, a well-known librarian, furnished me with all kinds; good or bad, I perused 

them with avidity, and without discrimination. 

It will be said; “at length, then, money became necessary”—true; but this happened at a time 

when a taste for study had deprived me both of resolution and activity; totally occupied by this 

new inclination, I only wished to read, I robbed no longer. This is another of my peculiarities; a 

mere nothing frequently calls me off from what I appear the most attached to; I give in to the 

new idea; it becomes a passion, and immediately every former desire is forgotten. 



Reading was my new hobby; my heart beat with impatience to run over the new book I carried 

in my pocket; the first moment I was alone, I seized the opportunity to draw it out, and thought 

no longer of rummaging my master’s closet. I was even ashamed to think that I had been guilty 

of such meanness; and had my amusements been more expensive, I no longer felt an inclination 

to continue it. La Tribu gave me credit, and when once I had the book in my possession, I 

thought no more of the trifle I was to pay for it; as money came it naturally passed to this 

woman; and when she chanced to be pressing, nothing was so conveniently at hand as my own 

effects; to steal in advance required foresight, and robbing to pay was no temptation. 

The frequent blows I received from my master, with my private and ill-chosen studies, 

rendered me reserved, unsociable, and almost deranged my reason. Though my taste had not 

preserved me from silly unmeaning books, by good fortune I was a stranger to licentious or 

obscene ones; not that La Tribu (who was very accommodating) had any scruple of lending 

these, on the contrary, to enhance their worth she spoke of them with an air of mystery; this 

produced an effect she had not foreseen, for both shame and disgust made me constantly refuse 

them. Chance so well seconded my bashful disposition, that I was past the age of thirty before I 

saw any of those dangerous compositions. 

In less than a year I had exhausted La Tribu’s scanty library, and was unhappy for want of 

further amusement. My reading, though frequently bad, had worn off my childish follies, and 

brought back my heart to nobler sentiments than my condition had inspired; meantime disgusted 

with all within my reach, and thinking everything charming that was out of it, my present 

situation appeared extremely miserable. My passions began to acquire strength, I felt their 

influence, without knowing whither they would conduct me. I sometimes, indeed, thought of my 

former follies, but sought no further. 

At this time my imagination took a turn which helped to calm my increasing emotions; it was, 

to contemplate those situations in the books I had read, which produced the most striking effect 

on my mind; to recall, combine, and apply them to myself in such a manner, as to become one of 

the personages my recollection presented, and be continually in those fancied circumstances 

which were most agreeable to my inclinations; in a word, by contriving to place myself in these 

fictitious situations, the idea of my real one was in a great measure obliterated. 

This fondness for imaginary objects, and the facility with which I could gain possession of 

them, completed my disgust for everything around me, and fixed that inclination for solitude 

which has ever since been predominant. We shall have more than once occasion to remark the 

effects of a disposition, misanthropic and melancholy in appearance, but which proceed, in fact, 

from a heart too affectionate, too ardent, which, for want of similar dispositions, is constrained to 

content itself with nonentities, and be satisfied with fiction. It is sufficient, at present, to have 

traced the origin of a propensity which has modified my passions, set bounds to each, and by 

giving too much ardor to my wishes, has ever rendered me too indolent to obtain them. 

Thus I attained my sixteenth year, uneasy, discontented with myself and everything that 

surrounded me; displeased with my occupation; without enjoying the pleasures common to my 

age, weeping without a cause, sighing I knew not why, and fond of my chimerical ideas for want 

of more valuable realities. 

Every Sunday, after sermon-time, my companions came to fetch me out, wishing me to 

partake of their diversions. I would willingly have been excused, but when once engaged in 

amusement, I was more animated and enterprising than any of them; it was equally difficult to 

engage or restrain me; indeed, this was ever a leading trait in my character. In our country walks 



I was ever foremost, and never thought of returning till reminded by some of my companions. I 

was twice obliged to be from my master’s the whole night, the city gates having been shut before 

I could reach them. The reader may imagine what treatment this procured me the following 

mornings; but I was promised such a reception for the third, that I made a firm resolution never 

to expose myself to the danger of it. Notwithstanding my determination, I repeated this dreaded 

transgression, my vigilance having been rendered useless by a cursed captain, named M. 

Minutoli, who, when on guard, always shut the gate he had charge of an hour before the usual 

time. I was returning home with my two companions, and had got within half a league of the 

city, when I heard them beat the tattoo; I redouble my pace, I run with my utmost speed, I 

approach the bridge, see the soldiers already at their posts, I call out to them in a suffocated 

voice—it is too late; I am twenty paces from the guard, the first bridge is already drawn up, and I 

tremble to see those terrible horns advanced in the air which announce the fatal and inevitable 

destiny, which from this moment began to pursue me. 

I threw myself on the glacis in a transport of despair, while my companions, who only laughed 

at the accident, immediately determined what to do. My resolution, though different from theirs, 

was equally sudden; on the spot, I swore never to return to my master’s, and the next morning, 

when my companions entered the city, I bade them an eternal adieu, conjuring them at the same 

time to inform my cousin Bernard of my resolution, and the place where he might see me for the 

last time. 

From the commencement of my apprenticeship I had seldom seen him; at first, indeed, we saw 

each other on Sundays, but each acquiring different habits, our meetings were less frequent. I am 

persuaded his mother contributed greatly towards this change; he was to consider himself as a 

person of consequence, I was a pitiful apprentice; notwithstanding our relationship, equality no 

longer subsisted between us, and it was degrading himself to frequent my company. As he had a 

natural good heart his mother’s lessons did not take an immediate effect, and for some time he 

continued to visit me. 

Having learned my resolution, he hastened to the spot I had appointed, not, however, to 

dissuade me from it, but to render my flight agreeable, by some trifling presents, as my own 

resources would not have carried me far. He gave me among other things, a small sword, which I 

was very proud of, and took with me as far as Turin, where absolute want constrained me to 

dispose of it. The more I reflect on his behavior at this critical moment, the more I am persuaded 

he followed the instructions of his mother, and perhaps his father likewise: for, had he been left 

to his own feelings, he would have endeavored to retain, or have been tempted to accompany me; 

on the contrary, he encouraged the design, and when he saw me resolutely determined to pursue 

it, without seeming much affected, left me to my fate. We never saw or wrote to each other from 

that time; I cannot but regret this loss, for his heart was essentially good, and we seemed formed 

for a more lasting friendship. 

Before I abandon myself to the fatality of my destiny, let me contemplate for a moment the 

prospect that awaited me had I fallen into the hands of a better master. Nothing could have been 

more agreeable to my disposition, or more likely to confer happiness, than the peaceful condition 

of a good artificer, in so respectable a line as engravers are considered at Geneva. I could have 

obtained an easy subsistence, if not a fortune; this would have bounded my ambition; I should 

have had means to indulge in moderate pleasures, and should have continued in my natural 

sphere, without meeting with any temptation to go beyond it. Having an imagination sufficiently 

fertile to embellish with its chimeras every situation, and powerful enough to transport me from 

one to another, it was immaterial in which I was fixed: that was best adapted to me, which, 



requiring the least care or exertion, left the mind most at liberty; and this happiness I should have 

enjoyed. In my native country, in the bosom of my religion, family and friends, I should have 

passed a calm and peaceful life, in the uniformity of a pleasing occupation, and among 

connections dear to my heart. I should have been a good Christian, a good citizen, a good friend, 

a good man. I should have relished my condition, perhaps have been an honor to it, and after 

having passed a life of happy obscurity, surrounded by my family, I should have died at peace. 

Soon it may be forgotten, but while remembered it would have been with tenderness and regret. 

Instead of this—what a picture am I about to draw!—Alas! why should I anticipate the 

miseries I have endured? The reader will have but too much of the melancholy subject. 

 

 

 

 

  



BOOK II. 

The moment in which fear had instigated my flight, did not seem more terrible than that wherein 

I put my design in execution appeared delightful. To leave my relations, my resources, while yet 

a child, in the midst of my apprenticeship, before I had learned enough of my business to obtain 

a subsistence; to run on inevitable misery and danger: to expose myself in that age of weakness 

and innocence to all the temptations of vice and despair; to set out in search of errors, 

misfortunes, snares, slavery, and death; to endure more intolerable evils than those I meant to 

shun, was the picture I should have drawn, the natural consequence of my hazardous enterprise. 

How different was the idea I entertained of it!—The independence I seemed to possess was the 

sole object of my contemplation; having obtained my liberty, I thought everything attainable: I 

entered with confidence on the vast theatre of the world, which my merit was to captivate: at 

every step I expected to find amusements, treasures, and adventures; friends ready to serve, and 

mistresses eager to please me; I had but to show myself, and the whole universe would be 

interested in my concerns; not but I could have been content with something less; a charming 

society, with sufficient means, might have satisfied me. My moderation was such, that the sphere 

in which I proposed to shine was rather circumscribed, but then it was to possess the very 

quintessence of enjoyment, and myself the principal object. A single castle, for instance, might 

have bounded my ambition; could I have been the favorite of the lord and lady, the daughter’s 

lover, the son’s friend, and protector of the neighbors, I might have been tolerably content, and 

sought no further. 

In expectation of this modest fortune, I passed a few days in the environs of the city, with 

some country people of my acquaintance, who received me with more kindness than I should 

have met with in town; they welcomed, lodged, and fed me cheerfully; I could be said to live on 

charity, these favors were not conferred with a sufficient appearance of superiority to furnish out 

the idea. 

I rambled about in this manner till I got to Confignon, in Savoy, at about two leagues distance 

from Geneva. The vicar was called M. de Pontverre; this name, so famous in the history of the 

Republic, caught my attention; I was curious to see what appearance the descendants of the 

gentlemen of the spoon exhibited; I went, therefore, to visit this M. de Pontverre, and was 

received with great civility. 

He spoke of the heresy of Geneva, declaimed on the authority of holy mother church, and then 

invited me to dinner. I had little to object to arguments which had so desirable a conclusion, and 

was inclined to believe that priests, who gave such excellent dinners, might be as good as our 

ministers. Notwithstanding M. de Pontverre’s pedigree, I certainly possessed most learning; but I 

rather sought to be a good companion than an expert theologian; and his Frangi wine, which I 

thought delicious, argued so powerfully on his side, that I should have blushed at silencing so 

kind a host; I, therefore, yielded him the victory, or rather declined the contest. Any one who had 

observed my precaution, would certainly have pronounced me a dissembler, though, in fact, I 

was only courteous. 

Flattery, or rather condescension, is not always a vice in young people; ‘tis oftener a virtue. 

When treated with kindness, it is natural to feel an attachment for the person who confers the 

obligation; we do not acquiesce because we wish to deceive, but from dread of giving 

uneasiness, or because we wish to avoid the ingratitude of rendering evil for good. What interest 

had M. de Pontverre in entertaining, treating with respect, and endeavoring to convince me? 

None but mine; my young heart told me this, and I was penetrated with gratitude and respect for 



the generous priest; I was sensible of my superiority, but scorned to repay his hospitality by 

taking advantage of it. I had no conception of hypocrisy in this forbearance, or thought of 

changing my religion, nay, so far was the idea from being familiar to me, that I looked on it with 

a degree of horror which seemed to exclude the possibility of such an event; I only wished to 

avoid giving offence to those I was sensible caressed me from that motive; I wished to cultivate 

their good opinion, and meantime leave them the hope of success by seeming less on my guard 

than I really was. My conduct in this particular resembled the coquetry of some very honest 

women, who, to obtain their wishes, without permitting or promising anything, sometimes 

encourage hopes they never mean to realize. 

Reason, piety, and love of order, certainly demanded that instead of being encouraged in my 

folly, I should have been dissuaded from the ruin I was courting, and sent back to my family; and 

this conduct any one that was actuated by genuine virtue would have pursued; but it should be 

observed that though M. de Pontverre was a religious man, he was not a virtuous one, but a 

bigot, who knew no virtue except worshipping images and telling his beads, in a word, a kind of 

missionary, who thought the height of merit consisted in writing libels against the ministers of 

Geneva. Far from wishing to send me back, he endeavored to favor my escape, and put it out of 

my power to return even had I been so disposed. It was a thousand to one but he was sending me 

to perish with hunger, or become a villain; but all this was foreign to his purpose; he saw a soul 

snatched from heresy, and restored to the bosom of the church: whether I was an honest man or a 

knave was very immaterial, provided I went to mass. 

This ridiculous mode of thinking is not peculiar to Catholics; it is the voice of every 

dogmatical persuasion where merit consists in belief, and not in virtue. 

“You are called by the Almighty,” said M. de Pontverre; “go to Annecy, where you will find a 

good and charitable lady, whom the bounty of the king enables to turn souls from those errors 

she has happily renounced.” He spoke of a Madam de Warens, a new convert, to whom the 

priests contrived to send those wretches who were disposed to sell their faith, and with these she 

was in a manner constrained to share a pension of two thousand francs bestowed on her by the 

King of Sardinia. I felt myself extremely humiliated at being supposed to want the assistance of a 

good and charitable lady. I had no objection to be accommodated with everything I stood in need 

of, but did not wish to receive it on the footing of charity and to owe this obligation to a devotee 

was still worse; notwithstanding my scruples the persuasions of M. de Pontverre, the dread of 

perishing with hunger, the pleasures I promised myself from the journey, and hope of obtaining 

some desirable situation, determined me; and I set out though reluctantly, for Annecy. I could 

easily have reached it in a day, but being in no great haste to arrive there, it took me three. My 

head was filled with the ideas of adventures, and I approached every country-seat I saw in my 

way, in expectation of having them realized. I had too much timidity to knock at the doors, or 

even enter if I saw them open, but I did what I dared—which was to sing under those windows 

that I thought had the most favorable appearance; and was very much disconcerted to find I 

wasted my breath to no purpose, and that neither old nor young ladies were attracted by the 

melody of my voice, or the wit of my poetry, though some songs my companions had taught me 

I thought excellent and that I sung them incomparably. At length I arrived at Annecy, and saw 

Madam de Warens. 

As this period of my life, in a great measure, determined my character, I could not resolve to 

pass it lightly over. I was in the middle of my sixteenth year, and though I could not be called 

handsome, was well made for my height; I had a good foot, a well turned leg, and animated 

countenance; a well proportioned mouth, black hair and eyebrows, and my eyes, though small 



and rather too far in my head, sparkling with vivacity, darted that innate fire which inflamed my 

blood; unfortunately for me, I knew nothing of all this, never having bestowed a single thought 

on my person till it was too late to be of any service to me. The timidity common to my age was 

heightened by a natural benevolence, which made me dread the idea of giving pain. Though my 

mind had received some cultivation, having seen nothing of the world, I was an absolute stranger 

to polite address, and my mental acquisitions, so far from supplying this defect, only served to 

increase my embarrassment, by making me sensible of every deficiency. 

Depending little, therefore, on external appearances, I had recourse to other expedients: I 

wrote a most elaborate letter, where, mingling all the flowers of rhetoric which I had borrowed 

from books with the phrases of an apprentice, I endeavored to strike the attention, and insure the 

good will of Madam de Warens. I enclosed M. de Pontverre’s letter in my own and waited on the 

lady with a heart palpitating with fear and expectation. It was Palm Sunday, of the year 1728; I 

was informed she was that moment gone to church; I hasten after her, overtake, and speak to 

her.—The place is yet fresh in my memory—how can it be otherwise? often have I moistened it 

with my tears and covered it with kisses.—Why cannot I enclose with gold the happy spot, and 

render it the object of universal veneration? Whoever wishes to honor monuments of human 

salvation would only approach it on their knees. 

It was a passage at the back of the house, bordered on the left hand by a little rivulet, which 

separated it from the garden, and, on the right, by the court yard wall; at the end was a private 

door which opened into the church of the Cordeliers. Madam de Warens was just passing this 

door; but on hearing my voice, instantly turned about. What an effect did the sight of her 

produce! I expected to see a devout, forbidding old woman; M. de Pontverre’s pious and worthy 

lady could be no other in my conception; instead of which, I see a face beaming with charms, 

fine blue eyes full of sweetness, a complexion whose whiteness dazzled the sight, the form of an 

enchanting neck, nothing escaped the eager eye of the young proselyte; for that instant I was 

hers!—a religion preached by such missionaries must lead to paradise! 

My letter was presented with a trembling hand; she took it with a smile—opened it, glanced an 

eye over M. de Pontverre’s and again returned to mine, which she read through and would have 

read again, had not the footman that instant informed her that service was beginning—“Child,” 

said she, in a tone of voice which made every nerve vibrate, “you are wandering about at an early 

age—it is really a pity!”—and without waiting for an answer, added—“Go to my house, bid 

them give you something for breakfast, after mass, I will speak to you.” 

Louisa-Eleanora de Warens was of the noble and ancient family of La Tour de Pit, of Vevay, a 

city in the country of the Vaudois. She was married very young to a M. de Warens, of the house 

of Loys, eldest son of M. de Villardin, of Lausanne; there were no children by this marriage, 

which was far from being a happy one. Some domestic uneasiness made Madam de Warens take 

the resolution of crossing the Lake, and throwing herself at the feet of Victor Amadeus, who was 

then at Evian; thus abandoning her husband, family, and country by a giddiness similar to mine, 

which precipitation she, too, has found sufficient time and reason to lament. 

The king, who was fond of appearing a zealous promoter of the Catholic faith, took her under 

his protection, and complimented her with a pension of fifteen hundred livres of Piedmont, 

which was a considerable appointment for a prince who never had the character of being 

generous; but finding his liberality made some conjecture he had an affection for the lady, he 

sent her to Annecy escorted by a detachment of his guards, where, under the direction of Michael 



Gabriel de Bernex, titular bishop of Geneva, she abjured her former religion at the Convent of 

the Visitation. 

I came to Annecy just six years after this event; Madam de Warens was then eight-and-twenty, 

being born with the century. Her beauty, consisting more in the expressive animation of the 

countenance, than a set of features, was in its meridian; her manner soothing and tender; an 

angelic smile played about her mouth, which was small and delicate; she wore her hair (which 

was of an ash color, and uncommonly beautiful) with an air of negligence that made her appear 

still more interesting; she was short, and rather thick for her height, though by no means 

disagreeably so; but there could not be a more lovely face, a finer neck, or hands and arms more 

exquisitely formed. 

Her education had been derived from such a variety of sources, that it formed an extraordinary 

assemblage. Like me, she had lost her mother at her birth, and had received instruction as it 

chanced to present itself; she had learned something of her governess, something of her father, a 

little of her masters, but copiously from her lovers; particularly a M. de Tavel, who, possessing 

both taste and information, endeavored to adorn with them the mind of her he loved. These 

various instructions, not being properly arranged, tended to impede each other, and she did not 

acquire that degree of improvement her natural good sense was capable of receiving; she knew 

something of philosophy and physic, but not enough to eradicate the fondness she had imbibed 

from her father for empiricism and alchemy; she made elixirs, tinctures, balsams, pretended to 

secrets, and prepared magestry; while quacks and pretenders, profiting by her weakness, 

destroyed her property among furnaces, drugs and minerals, diminishing those charms and 

accomplishments which might have been the delight of the most elegant circles. But though 

these interested wretches took advantage of her ill-applied education to obscure her natural good 

sense, her excellent heart retained its purity; her amiable mildness, sensibility for the unfortunate, 

inexhaustible bounty, and open, cheerful frankness, knew no variation; even at the approach of 

old age, when attacked by various calamities, rendered more cutting by indigence, the serenity of 

her disposition preserved to the end of her life the pleasing gayety of her happiest days. 

Her errors proceeded from an inexhaustible fund of activity, which demanded perpetual 

employment. She found no satisfaction in the customary intrigues of her sex, but, being formed 

for vast designs, sought the direction of important enterprises and discoveries. In her place 

Madam de Longueville would have been a mere trifler, in Madam de Longueville’s situation she 

would have governed the state. Her talents did not accord with her fortune; what would have 

gained her distinction in a more elevated sphere, became her ruin. In enterprises which suited her 

disposition, she arranged the plan in her imagination, which was ever carried of its utmost extent, 

and the means she employed being proportioned rather to her ideas than abilities, she failed by 

the mismanagement of those upon whom she depended, and was ruined where another would 

scarce have been a loser. This active disposition, which involved her in so many difficulties, was 

at least productive of one benefit as it prevented her from passing the remainder of her life in the 

monastic asylum she had chosen, which she had some thought of. The simple and uniform life of 

a nun, and the little cabals and gossipings of their parlor, were not adapted to a mind vigorous 

and active, which, every day forming new systems, had occasions for liberty to attempt their 

completion. 

The good bishop of Bernex, with less wit than Francis of Sales, resembled him in many 

particulars, and Madam de Warens, whom he loved to call his daughter, and who was like 

Madam de Chantel in several respects, might have increased the resemblance by retiring like her 

from the world, had she not been disgusted with the idle trifling of a convent. It was not want of 



zeal prevented this amiable woman from giving those proofs of devotion which might have been 

expected from a new convert, under the immediate direction of a prelate. Whatever might have 

influenced her to change her religion, she was certainly sincere in that she had embraced; she 

might find sufficient occasion to repent having abjured her former faith, but no inclination to 

return to it. She not only died a good Catholic, but truly lived one; nay, I dare affirm (and I think 

I have had the opportunity to read the secrets of her heart) that it was only her aversion to 

singularity that prevented her acting the devotee in public; in a word, her piety was too sincere to 

give way to any affectation of it. But this is not the place to enlarge on her principles: I shall find 

other occasions to speak of them. 

Let those who deny the existence of a sympathy of souls, explain, if they know how, why the 

first glance, the first word of Madam de Warens inspired me, not only with a lively attachment, 

but with the most unbounded confidence, which has since known no abatement. Say this was 

love (which will at least appear doubtful to those who read the sequel of our attachment) how 

could this passion be attended with sentiments which scarce ever accompany its commencement, 

such as peace, serenity, security, and confidence. How, when making application to an amiable 

and polished woman, whose situation in life was so superior to mine, so far above any I had yet 

approached, on whom, in a great measure, depended my future fortune by the degree of interest 

she might take in it; how, I say with so many reasons to depress me, did I feel myself as free, as 

much at my ease, as if I had been perfectly secure of pleasing her! Why did I not experience a 

moment of embarrassment, timidity or restraint? Naturally bashful, easily confused, having seen 

nothing of the world, could I, the first time, the first moment I beheld her, adopt caressing 

language, and a familiar tone, as readily as after ten years’ intimacy had rendered these freedoms 

natural? Is it possible to possess love, I will not say without desires, for I certainly had them, but 

without inquietude, without jealousy? Can we avoid feeling an anxious wish at least to know 

whether our affection is returned? Yet such a question never entered my imagination; I should as 

soon have inquired, do I love myself; nor did she ever express a greater degree of curiosity; there 

was, certainly, something extraordinary in my attachment to this charming woman and it will be 

found in the sequel, that some extravagances, which cannot be foreseen, attended it. 

What could be done for me, was the present question, and in order to discuss the point with 

greater freedom, she made me dine with her. This was the first meal in my life where I had 

experienced a want of appetite, and her woman, who waited, observed it was the first time she 

had seen a traveller of my age and appearance deficient in that particular: this remark, which did 

me no injury in the opinion of her mistress, fell hard on an overgrown clown, who was my fellow 

guest, and devoured sufficient to have served at least six moderate feeders. For me, I was too 

much charmed to think of eating; my heart began to imbibe a delicious sensation, which 

engrossed my whole being, and left no room for other objects. 

Madam de Warens wished to hear the particulars of my little history—all the vivacity I had 

lost during my servitude returned and assisted the recital. In proportion to the interest this 

excellent woman took in my story, did she lament the fate to which I had exposed myself; 

compassion was painted on her features, and expressed by every action. She could not exhort me 

to return to Geneva, being too well aware that her words and actions were strictly scrutinized, 

and that such advice would be thought high treason against Catholicism, but she spoke so 

feelingly of the affliction I must give my father, that it was easy to perceive she would have 

approved my returning to console him. Alas! she little thought how powerfully this pleaded 

against herself; the more eloquently persuasive she appeared, the less could I resolve to tear 

myself from her. I knew that returning to Geneva would be putting an insuperable barrier 



between us, unless I repeated the expedient which had brought me here, and it was certainly 

better to preserve than expose myself to the danger of a relapse; besides all this, my conduct was 

predetermined, I was resolved not to return. Madam de Warens, seeing her endeavors would be 

fruitless, became less explicit, and only added, with an air of commiseration, “Poor child! thou 

must go where Providence directs thee, but one day thou wilt think of me.”—I believe she had 

no conception at that time how fatally her prediction would be verified. 

The difficulty still remained how I was to gain a subsistence? I have already observed that I 

knew too little of engraving for that to furnish my resource, and had I been more expert, Savoy 

was too poor a country to give much encouragement to the arts. The above-mentioned glutton, 

who ate for us as well as himself, being obliged to pause in order to gain some relaxation from 

the fatigue of it, imparted a piece of advice, which, according to him, came express from 

Heaven; though to judge by its effects it appeared to have been dictated from a direct contrary 

quarter: this was that I should go to Turin, where, in a hospital instituted for the instruction of 

catechumens, I should find food, both spiritual and temporal, be reconciled to the bosom of the 

church, and meet with some charitable Christians, who would make it a point to procure me a 

situation that would turn to my advantage. “In regard to the expenses of the journey,” continued 

our advisor, “his grace, my lord bishop, will not be backward, when once madam has proposed 

this holy work, to offer his charitable donation, and madam, the baroness, whose charity is so 

well known,” once more addressing himself to the continuation of his meal, “will certainly 

contribute.” 

I was by no means pleased with all these charities; I said nothing, but my heart was ready to 

burst with vexation. Madam de Warens, who did not seem to think so highly of this expedient as 

the projector pretended to do, contented herself by saying, everyone should endeavor to promote 

good actions, and that she would mention it to his lordship; but the meddling devil, who had 

some private interest in this affair, and questioned whether she would urge it to his satisfaction, 

took care to acquaint the almoners with my story, and so far influenced those good priests, that 

when Madam de Warens, who disliked the journey on my account, mentioned it to the bishop, 

she found it so far concluded on, that he immediately put into her hands the money designed for 

my little viaticum. She dared not advance anything against it; I was approaching an age when a 

woman like her could not, with any propriety, appear anxious to retain me. 

My departure being thus determined by those who undertook the management of my concerns, 

I had only to submit; and I did it without much repugnance. Though Turin was at a greater 

distance from Madam de Warens than Geneva, yet being the capital of the country I was now in, 

it seemed to have more connection with Annecy than a city under a different government and of 

a contrary religion; besides, as I undertook this journey in obedience to her, I considered myself 

as living under her direction, which was more flattering than barely to continue in the 

neighborhood; to sum up all, the idea of a long journey coincided with my insurmountable 

passion for rambling, which already began to demonstrate itself. To pass the mountains, to my 

eye appeared delightful; how charming the reflection of elevating myself above my companions 

by the whole height of the Alps! To see the world is an almost irresistible temptation to a 

Genevan, accordingly I gave my consent. 

He who suggested the journey was to set off in two days with his wife. I was recommended to 

their care; they were likewise made my purse-bearers, which had been augmented by Madam de 

Warens, who, not contented with these kindnesses, added secretly a pecuniary reinforcement, 

attended with the most ample instructions, and we departed on the Wednesday before Easter. 



The day following, my father arrived at Annecy, accompanied by his friend, a Mr. Rival, who 

was likewise a watchmaker; he was a man of sense and letters, who wrote better verses than La 

Motte, and spoke almost as well; what is still more to his praise, he was a man of the strictest 

integrity, but whose taste for literature only served to make one of his sons a comedian. Having 

traced me to the house of Madam de Warens, they contented themselves with lamenting, like her, 

my fate, instead of overtaking me, which, (as they were on horseback and I on foot) they might 

have accomplished with the greatest ease. 

My uncle Bernard did the same thing, he arrived at Consignon, received information that I was 

gone to Annecy, and immediately returned back to Geneva; thus my nearest relations seemed to 

have conspired with my adverse stars to consign me to misery and ruin. By a similar negligence, 

my brother was so entirely lost, that it was never known what was become of him. 

My father was not only a man of honor but of the strictest probity, and endured with that 

magnanimity which frequently produces the most shining virtues: I may add, he was a good 

father, particularly to me whom he tenderly loved; but he likewise loved his pleasures, and since 

we had been separated other connections had weakened his paternal affections. He had married 

again at Nion, and though his second wife was too old to expect children, she had relations; my 

father was united to another family, surrounded by other objects, and a variety of cares prevented 

my returning to his remembrance. He was in the decline of life and had nothing to support the 

inconveniences of old age; my mother’s property devolved to me and my brother, but, during our 

absence, the interest of it was enjoyed by my father: I do not mean to infer that this consideration 

had an immediate effect on his conduct, but it had an imperceptible one, and prevented him 

making use of that exertion to regain me which he would otherwise have employed; and this, I 

think, was the reason that having traced me as far as Annecy, he stopped short, without 

proceeding to Chambery, where he was almost certain I should be found; and likewise accounts 

why, on visiting him several times since my flight, he always received me with great kindness, 

but never made any efforts to retain me. 

This conduct in a father, whose affection and virtue I was so well convinced of, has given 

birth to reflections on the regulation of my own conduct which have greatly contributed to 

preserve the integrity of my heart. It has taught me this great lesson of morality, perhaps the only 

one that can have any conspicuous influence on our actions, that we should ever carefully avoid 

putting our interests in competition with our duty, or promise ourselves felicity from the 

misfortunes of others; certain that in such circumstances, however sincere our love of virtue may 

be, sooner or later it will give way and we shall imperceptibly become unjust and wicked, in fact, 

however upright in our intentions. 

This maxim, strongly imprinted on my mind, and reduced, though rather too late, to practice, 

has given my conduct an appearance of folly and whimsicality, not only in public, but still more 

among my acquaintances: it has been said, I affected originality, and sought to act different from 

other people; the truth is, I neither endeavor to conform or be singular, I desire only to act 

virtuously and avoid situations, which, by setting my interest in opposition to that of another 

person’s, might inspire me with a secret, though involuntary wish to his disadvantage. 

Two years ago, My Lord Marshal would have put my name in his will, which I took every 

method to prevent, assuring him I would not for the world know myself in the will of any one, 

much less in his; he gave up the idea; but insisted in return, that I should accept an annuity on his 

life; this I consented to. It will be said, I find my account in the alteration; perhaps I may; but oh, 



my benefactor! my father, I am now sensible that, should I have the misfortune to survive thee, I 

should have everything to lose, nothing to gain. 

This, in my idea, in true philosophy, the surest bulwark of human rectitude; every day do I 

receive fresh conviction of its profound solidity. I have endeavored to recommend it in all my 

latter writings, but the multitude read too superficially to have made the remark. If I survive my 

present undertaking, and am able to begin another, I mean, in a continuation of Emilius, to give 

such a lively and marking example of this maxim as cannot fail to strike attention. But I have 

made reflections enough for a traveller, it is time to continue my journey. 

It turned out more agreeable than I expected: my clownish conductor was not so morose as he 

appeared to be. He was a middle-aged man, wore his black, grizzly hair, in a queue, had a martial 

air, a strong voice, was tolerably cheerful, and to make up for not having been taught any trade, 

could turn his hand to every one. Having proposed to establish some kind of manufactory at 

Annecy, he had consulted Madam de Warens, who immediately gave into the project, and he was 

now going to Turin to lay the plan before the minister and get his approbation, for which journey 

he took care to be well rewarded. 

This drole had the art of ingratiating himself with the priests, whom he ever appeared eager to 

serve; he adopted a certain jargon which he had learned by frequenting their company, and 

thought himself a notable preacher; he could even repeat one passage from the Bible in Latin, 

and it answered his purpose as well as if he had known a thousand, for he repeated it a thousand 

times a day. He was seldom at a loss for money when he knew what purse contained it; yet, was 

rather artful than knavish, and when dealing out in an affected tone his unmeaning discourses, 

resembled Peter the Hermit, preaching up the crusade with a sabre at his side. 

Madam Sabran, his wife, was a tolerable, good sort of woman; more peaceable by day than by 

night; as I slept in the same chamber I was frequently disturbed by her wakefulness, and should 

have been more so had I comprehended the cause of it; but I was in the chapter of dullness, 

which left to nature the whole care of my own instruction. 

I went on gayly with my pious guide and his hopeful companion, no sinister accident 

impeding our journey. I was in the happiest circumstances both of mind and body that I ever 

recollect having experienced; young, full of health and security, placing unbounded confidence 

in myself and others; in that short but charming moment of human life, whose expansive energy 

carries, if I may so express myself, our being to the utmost extent of our sensations, embellishing 

all nature with an inexpressible charm, flowing from the conscious and rising enjoyment of our 

existence. 

My pleasing inquietudes became less wandering: I had now an object on which imagination 

could fix. I looked on myself as the work, the pupil, the friend, almost the lover of Madam de 

Warens; the obliging things she had said, the caresses she had bestowed on me; the tender 

interest she seemed to take in everything that concerned me; those charming looks, which 

seemed replete with love, because they so powerfully inspired it, every consideration flattered 

my ideas during this journey, and furnished the most delicious reveries, which, no doubt, no fear 

of my future condition arose to embitter. In sending me to Turin, I thought they engaged to find 

me an agreeable subsistence there; thus eased of every care I passed lightly on, while young 

desires, enchanting hopes, and brilliant prospects employed my mind; each object that presented 

itself seemed to insure my approaching felicity. I imagined that every house was filled with 

joyous festivity, the meadows resounded with sports and revelry, the rivers offered refreshing 

baths, delicious fish wantoned in these streams, and how delightful was it to ramble along the 



flowery banks! The trees were loaded with the choicest fruits, while their shade afforded the 

most charming and voluptuous retreats to happy lovers; the mountains abounded with milk and 

cream; peace and leisure, simplicity and joy, mingled with the charm of going I knew not 

whither, and everything I saw carried to my heart some new cause for rapture. The grandeur, 

variety, and real beauty of the scene, in some measure rendered the charm reasonable, in which 

vanity came in for its share; to go so young to Italy, view such an extent of country, and pursue 

the route of Hannibal over the Alps, appeared a glory beyond my age; add to all this our frequent 

and agreeable halts, with a good appetite and plenty to satisfy it; for in truth it was not worth 

while to be sparing; at Mr. Sabran’s table what I eat could scarce be missed. In the whole course 

of my life I cannot recollect an interval more perfectly exempt from care, than the seven or eight 

days I was passing from Annecy to Turin. As we were obliged to walk Madam Sabran’s pace, it 

rather appeared an agreeable jaunt than a fatiguing journey; there still remains the most pleasing 

impressions of it on my mind, and the idea of a pedestrian excursion, particularly among the 

mountains, has from this time seemed delightful. 

It was only in my happiest days that I travelled on foot, and ever with the most unbounded 

satisfaction; afterwards, occupied with business and encumbered with baggage, I was forced to 

act the gentleman and employ a carriage, where care, embarrassment, and restraint, were sure to 

be my companions, and instead of being delighted with the journey, I only wished to arrive at the 

place of destination. 

I was a long time at Paris, wishing to meet with two companions of similar dispositions, who 

would each agree to appropriate fifty guineas of his property and a year of his time to making the 

tour of Italy on foot, with no other attendance than a young fellow to carry our necessaries; I 

have met with many who seemed enchanted with the project, but considered it only as a 

visionary scheme, which served well enough to talk of, without any design of putting it in 

execution. One day, speaking with enthusiasm of this project to Diderot and Grimm, they gave 

into the proposal with such warmth that I thought the matter concluded on; but it only turned out 

a journey on paper, in which Grimm thought nothing so pleasing as making Diderot commit a 

number of impieties, and shutting me up in the Inquisition for them, instead of him. 

My regret at arriving so soon at Turin was compensated by the pleasure of viewing a large 

city, and the hope of figuring there in a conspicuous character, for my brain already began to be 

intoxicated with the fumes of ambition; my present situation appeared infinitely above that of an 

apprentice, and I was far from foreseeing how soon I should be much below it. 

Before I proceed, I ought to offer an excuse, or justification to the reader for the great number 

of unentertaining particulars I am necessitated to repeat. In pursuance of the resolution I have 

formed to enter on this public exhibition of myself, it is necessary that nothing should bear the 

appearance of obscurity or concealment. I should be continually under the eye of the reader, he 

should be enabled to follow me In all the wanderings of my heart, through every intricacy of my 

adventures; he must find no void or chasm in my relation, nor lose sight of me an instant, lest he 

should find occasion to say, what was he doing at this time; and suspect me of not having dared 

to reveal the whole. I give sufficient scope to malignity in what I say; it is unnecessary I should 

furnish still more by my silence. 

My money was all gone, even that I had secretly received from Madam de Warens: I had been 

so indiscreet as to divulge this secret, and my conductors had taken care to profit by it. Madam 

Sabran found means to deprive me of everything I had, even to a ribbon embroidered with silver, 

with which Madam de Warens had adorned the hilt of my sword; this I regretted more than all 



the rest; indeed the sword itself would have gone the same way, had I been less obstinately bent 

on retaining it. They had, it is true, supported me during the journey, but left me nothing at the 

end of it, and I arrived at Turin, without money, clothes, or linen, being precisely in the situation 

to owe to my merit alone the whole honor of that fortune I was about to acquire. 

I took care in the first place to deliver the letters I was charged with, and was presently 

conducted to the hospital of the catechumens, to be instructed in that religion, for which, in 

return, I was to receive subsistence. On entering, I passed an iron-barred gate, which was 

immediately double-locked on me; this beginning was by no means calculated to give me a 

favorable opinion of my situation. I was then conducted to a large apartment, whose furniture 

consisted of a wooden altar at the farther end, on which was a large crucifix, and round it several 

indifferent chairs, of the same materials. In this hall of audience were assembled four or five ill-

looking banditti, my comrades in instruction, who would rather have been taken for trusty 

servants of the devil than candidates for the kingdom of heaven. Two of these fellows were 

Sclavonians, but gave out they were African Jews, and (as they assured me) had run through 

Spain and Italy, embracing the Christian faith, and being baptised wherever they thought it worth 

their labor. 

Soon after they opened another iron gate, which divided a large balcony that overlooked a 

court yard, and by this avenue entered our sister catechumens, who, like me, were going to be 

regenerated, not by baptism but a solemn abjuration. A viler set of idle, dirty, abandoned harlots, 

never disgraced any persuasion; one among them, however, appeared pretty and interesting; she 

might be about my own age, perhaps a year or two older, and had a pair of roguish eyes, which 

frequently encountered mine; this was enough to inspire me with the desire of becoming 

acquainted with her, but she had been so strongly recommended to the care of the old governess 

of this respectable sisterhood, and was so narrowly watched by the pious missionary, who 

labored for her conversion with more zeal than diligence, that during the two months we 

remained together in this house (where she had already been three) I found it absolutely 

impossible to exchange a word with her. She must have been extremely stupid, though she had 

not the appearance of it, for never was a longer course of instruction; the holy man could never 

bring her to a state of mind fit for abjuration; meantime she became weary of her cloister, 

declaring that, Christian or not, she would stay there no longer; and they were obliged to take her 

at her word, lest she should grow refractory, and insist on departing as great a sinner as she 

came. 

This hopeful community were assembled in honor of the new-comer; when our guides made 

us a short exhortation: I was conjured to be obedient to the grace that Heaven had bestowed on 

me; the rest were admonished to assist me with their prayers, and give me edification by their 

good example. Our virgins then retired to another apartment, and I was left to contemplate, at 

leisure, that wherein I found myself. 

The next morning we were again assembled for instruction: I now began to reflect, for the first 

time, on the step I was about to take, and the circumstances which had led me to it. 

I repeat, and shall perhaps repeat again, an assertion I have already advanced, and of whose 

truth I every day receive fresh conviction, which is, that if ever child received a reasonable and 

virtuous education, it was myself. Born in a family of unexceptionable morals, every lesson I 

received was replete with maxims of prudence and virtue. My father (though fond of gallantry) 

not only possessed distinguished probity, but much religion; in the world he appeared a man of 

pleasure, in his family he was a Christian, and implanted early in my mind those sentiments he 



felt the force of. My three aunts were women of virtue and piety; the two eldest were professed 

devotees, and the third, who united all the graces of wit and good sense, was, perhaps, more truly 

religious than either, though with less ostentation. From the bosom of this amiable family I was 

transplanted to M. Lambercier’s, a man dedicated to the ministry, who believed the doctrine he 

taught, and acted up to its precepts. He and his sister matured by their instructions those 

principles of judicious piety I had already imbibed, and the means employed by these worthy 

people were so well adapted to the effect they meant to produce, that so far from being fatigued, 

I scarce ever listened to their admonitions without finding myself sensibly affected, and forming 

resolutions to live virtuously, from which, except in moments of forgetfulness, I seldom 

swerved. At my uncle’s, religion was far more tiresome, because they made it an employment; 

with my master I thought no more of it, though my sentiments continued the same: I had no 

companions to vitiate my morals: I became idle, careless, and obstinate, but my principles were 

not impaired. 

I possessed as much religion, therefore, as a child could be supposed capable of acquiring. 

Why should I now disguise my thoughts? I am persuaded I had more. In my childhood, I was not 

a child; I felt, I thought as a man: as I advanced in years, I mingled with the ordinary class; in my 

infancy I was distinguished from it. I shall doubtless incur ridicule by thus modestly holding 

myself up for a prodigy—I am content. Let those who find themselves disposed to it, laugh their 

fill; afterward, let them find a child that at six years old is delighted, interested, affected with 

romances, even to the shedding floods of tears; I shall then feel my ridiculous vanity, and 

acknowledge myself in an error. 

Thus when I said we should not converse with children on religion, if we wished them ever to 

possess any; when I asserted they were incapable of communion with the Supreme Being, even 

in our confined degree, I drew my conclusions from general observation; I knew they were not 

applicable to particular instances: find J. J. Rousseau of six years old, converse with them on 

religious subjects at seven, and I will be answerable that the experiment will be attended with no 

danger. 

It is understood, I believe, that a child, or even a man, is likely to be most sincere while 

persevering in that religion in whose belief he was born and educated; we frequently detract 

from, seldom make any additions to it: dogmatical faith is the effect of education. In addition to 

this general principle which attached me to the religion of my forefathers, I had that particular 

aversion our city entertains for Catholicism, which is represented there as the most monstrous 

idolatry, and whose clergy are painted in the blackest colors. This sentiment was so firmly 

imprinted on my mind, that I never dared to look into their churches—I could not bear to meet a 

priest in his surplice, and never did I hear the bells of a procession sound without shuddering 

with horror; these sensations soon wore off in great cities, but frequently returned in country 

parishes, which bore more similarity to the spot where I first experienced them; meantime this 

dislike was singularly contrasted by the remembrance of those caresses which priests in the 

neighborhood of Geneva are fond of bestowing on the children of that city. If the bells of the 

viaticum alarmed me, the chiming for mass or vespers called me to a breakfast, a collation, to the 

pleasure of regaling on fresh butter, fruits, or milk; the good cheer of M. de Pontverre had 

produced a considerable effect on me; my former abhorrence began to diminish, and looking on 

popery through the medium of amusement and good living, I easily reconciled myself to the idea 

of enduring, though I never entertained but a very transient and distant idea of making a solemn 

profession of it. 



At this moment such a transaction appeared in all its horrors; I shuddered at the engagement I 

had entered into, and its inevitable consequences. The future neophytes with which I was 

surrounded were not calculated to sustain my courage by their example, and I could not help 

considering the holy work I was about to perform as the action of a villain. Though young, I was 

sufficiently convinced, that whatever religion might be the true one, I was about to sell mine; and 

even should I chance to chose the best, I lied to the Holy Ghost, and merited the disdain of every 

good man. The more I considered, the more I despised myself, and trembled at the fate which 

had led me into such a predicament, as if my present situation had not been of my own seeking. 

There were moments when these compunctions were so strong that had I found the door open but 

for an instant, I should certainly have made my escape; but this was impossible, nor was the 

resolution of any long duration, being combated by too many secret motives to stand any chance 

of gaining the victory. 

My fixed determination not to return to Geneva, the shame that would attend it, the difficulty 

of repassing the mountains, at a distance from my country, without friends, and without 

resources, everything concurred to make me consider my remorse of conscience, as a too late 

repentance. I affected to reproach myself for what I had done, to seek excuses for that I intended 

to do, and by aggravating the errors of the past, looked on the future as an inevitable 

consequence. I did not say, nothing is yet done, and you may be innocent if you please; but I 

said, tremble at the crime thou hast committed, which hath reduced thee to the necessity of filling 

up the measure of thine iniquities. 

It required more resolution than was natural to my age to revoke those expectations which I 

had given them reason to entertain, break those chains with which I was enthralled, and 

resolutely declare I would continue in the religion of my forefathers, whatever might be the 

consequence. The affair was already too far advanced, and spite of all my efforts they would 

have made a point of bringing it to a conclusion. 

The sophism which ruined me has had a similar affect on the greater part of mankind, who 

lament the want of resolution when the opportunity for exercising it is over. The practice of 

virtue is only difficult from our own negligence; were we always discreet, we should seldom 

have occasion for any painful exertion of it; we are captivated by desires we might readily 

surmount, give into temptations that might easily be resisted, and insensibly get into 

embarrassing, perilous situations, from which we cannot extricate ourselves but with the utmost 

difficulty; intimidated by the effort, we fall into the abyss, saying to the Almighty, why hast thou 

made us such weak creatures? But, notwithstanding our vain pretexts, He replies, by our 

consciences, I formed ye too weak to get out of the gulf, because I gave ye sufficient strength not 

to have fallen into it. 

I was not absolutely resolved to become a Catholic, but, as it was not necessary to declare my 

intentions immediately, I gradually accustomed myself to the idea; hoping, meantime, that some 

unforeseen event would extricate me from my embarrassment. In order to gain time, I resolved to 

make the best defence I possibly could in favor of my own opinion; but my vanity soon rendered 

this resolution unnecessary, for on finding I frequently embarrassed those who had the care of 

my instruction, I wished to heighten my triumph by giving them a complete overthrow. I 

zealously pursued my plan, not without the ridiculous hope of being able to convert my 

convertors; for I was simple enough to believe, that could I convince them of their errors, they 

would become Protestants; they did not find, therefore, that facility in the work which they had 

expected, as I differed both in regard to will and knowledge from the opinion they had 

entertained of me. 



Protestants, in general, are better instructed in the principles of their religion than Catholics; 

the reason is obvious; the doctrine of the former requires discussion, of the latter a blind 

submission; the Catholic must content himself with the decisions of others, the Protestant must 

learn to decide for himself; they were not ignorant of this, but neither my age nor appearance 

promised much difficulty to men so accustomed to disputation. They knew, likewise, that I had 

not received my first communion, nor the instructions which accompany it; but, on the other 

hand, they had no idea of the information I received at M. Lambercier’s, or that I had learned the 

history of the church and empire almost by heart at my father’s; and though, since that time, 

nearly forgot, when warmed by the dispute (very unfortunately for these gentlemen), it again 

returned to my memory. 

A little old priest, but tolerably venerable, held the first conference; at which we were all 

convened. On the part of my comrades, it was rather a catechism than a controversy, and he 

found more pains in giving them instruction than answering their objections; but when it came to 

my turn, it was a different matter; I stopped him at every article, and did not spare a single 

remark that I thought would create a difficulty: this rendered the conference long and extremely 

tiresome to the assistants. My old priest talked a great deal, was very warm, frequently rambled 

from the subject, and extricated himself from difficulties by saying he was not sufficiently versed 

in the French language. 

The next day, lest my indiscreet objections should injure the minds of those who were better 

disposed, I was led into a separate chamber and put under the care of a younger priest, a fine 

speaker; that is, one who was fond of long perplexed sentences, and proud of his own abilities, if 

ever doctor was. I did not, however, suffer myself to be intimidated by his overbearing looks: 

and being sensible that I could maintain my ground, I combated his assertions, exposed his 

mistakes, and laid about me in the best manner I was able. He thought to silence me at once with 

St. Augustine, St. Gregory, and the rest of the fathers, but found, to his ineffable surprise, that I 

could handle these almost as dexterously as himself; not that I had ever read them, or he either, 

perhaps, but I retained a number of passages taken from my Le Sueur, and when he bore hard on 

me with one citation, without standing to dispute, I parried it with another, which method 

embarrassed him extremely. At length, however, he got the better of me for two very potent 

reasons; in the first place, he was of the strongest side; young as I was, I thought it might be 

dangerous to drive him to extremities, for I plainly saw the old priest was neither satisfied with 

me nor my erudition. In the next place, he had studied, I had not; this gave a degree of method to 

his arguments which I could not follow; and whenever he found himself pressed by an 

unforeseen objection he put it off to the next conference, pretending I rambled from the question 

in dispute. Sometimes he even rejected all my quotations, maintaining they were false, and, 

offering to fetch the book, defied me to find them. He knew he ran very little risk, and that, with 

all my borrowed learning, I was not sufficiently accustomed to books, and too poor a Latinist to 

find a passage in a large volume, had I been ever so well assured it was there. I even suspected 

him of having been guilty of a perfidy with which he accused our ministers, and that he 

fabricated passages sometimes in order to evade an objection that incommoded him. 

Meanwhile the hospital became every day more disagreeable to me, and seeing but one way to 

get out of it, I endeavored to hasten my abjuration with as much eagerness as I had hitherto 

sought to retard it. 

The two Africans had been baptised with great ceremony, they were habited in white from 

head to foot to signify the purity of their regenerated souls. My turn came a month after; for all 

this time was thought necessary by my directors, that they might have the honor of a difficult 



conversion, and every dogma of their faith was recapitulated, in order to triumph the more 

completely over my new docility. 

At length, sufficiently instructed and disposed to the will of my masters, I was led in 

procession to the metropolitan church of St. John, to make a solemn abjuration, and undergo a 

ceremony made use of on these occasions, which, though not baptism, is very similar, and serves 

to persuade the people that Protestants are not Christians. I was clothed in a kind of gray robe, 

decorated with white Brandenburgs. Two men, one behind, the other before me, carried copper 

basins which they kept striking with a key, and in which those who were charitably disposed put 

their alms, according as they found themselves influenced by religion or good will for the new 

convert; in a word, nothing of Catholic pageantry was omitted that could render the solemnity 

edifying to the populace, or humiliating to me. The white dress might have been serviceable, but 

as I had not the honor to be either Moor or Jew, they did not think fit to compliment me with it. 

The affair did not end here, I must now go to the Inquisition to be absolved from the dreadful 

sin of heresy, and return to the bosom of the church with the same ceremony to which Henry the 

Fourth was subjected by his ambassador. The air and manner of the right reverend Father 

Inquisitor was by no means calculated to dissipate the secret horror that seized my spirits on 

entering this holy mansion. After several questions relative to my faith, situation, and family, he 

asked me bluntly if my mother was damned? Terror repressed the first gust of indignation; this 

gave me time to recollect myself, and I answered, I hope not, for God might have enlightened her 

last moments. The monk made no reply, but his silence was attended with a look by no means 

expressive of approbation. 

All these ceremonies ended, the very moment I flattered myself I should be plentifully 

provided for, they exhorted me to continue a good Christian, and live in obedience to the grace I 

had received; then wishing me good fortune, with rather more than twenty francs of small money 

in my pocket, the produce of the above-mentioned collection, turned me out, shut the door on 

me, and I saw no more of them! 

Thus, in a moment, all my flattering expectations were at an end; and nothing remained from 

my interested conversion but the remembrance of having been made both a dupe and an apostate. 

It is easy to imagine what a sudden revolution was produced in my ideas, when every brilliant 

expectation of making a fortune terminated by seeing myself plunged in the completest misery. 

In the morning I was deliberating what palace I should inhabit, before night I was reduced to 

seek my lodging in the street. It may be supposed that I gave myself up to the most violent 

transports of despair, rendered more bitter by a consciousness that my own folly had reduced me 

to these extremities; but the truth is, I experienced none of these disagreeable sensations. I had 

passed two months in absolute confinement; this was new to me; I was now emancipated, and 

the sentiment I felt most forcibly, was joy at my recovered liberty. After a slavery which had 

appeared tedious, I was again master of my time and actions, in a great city, abundant in 

resources, crowded with people of fortune, to whom my merit and talents could not fail to 

recommend me. I had sufficient time before me to expect this good fortune, for my twenty livres 

seemed an inexhaustible treasure, which I might dispose of without rendering an account of to 

anyone. It was the first time I had found myself so rich, and far from giving way to melancholy 

reflections, I only adopted other hopes, in which self-love was by no means a loser. Never did I 

feel so great a degree of confidence and security; I looked on my fortune as already made and 

was pleased to think I should have no one but myself to thank for the acquisition of it. 



The first thing I did was to satisfy my curiosity by rambling all over the city, and I seemed to 

consider it as a confirmation of my liberty; I went to see the soldiers mount guard, and was 

delighted with their military accouterment; I followed processions, and was pleased with the 

solemn music of the priests; I next went to see the king’s palace, which I approached with awe, 

but seeing others enter, I followed their example, and no one prevented me; perhaps I owed this 

favor to the small parcel I carried under my arm; be that as it may, I conceived a high opinion of 

my consequence from this circumstance, and already thought myself an inhabitant there. The 

weather was hot; I had walked about till I was both fatigued and hungry; wishing for some 

refreshment, I went into a milk-house; they brought me some cream-cheese curds and whey, and 

two slices of that excellent Piedmont bread, which I prefer to any other; and for five or six sous I 

had one of the most delicious meals I ever recollect to have made. 

It was time to seek a lodging: as I already knew enough of the Piedmontese language to make 

myself understood, this was a work of no great difficulty; and I had so much prudence, that I 

wished to adapt it rather to the state of my purse than the bent of my inclinations. In the course of 

my inquiries, I was informed that a soldier’s wife, in Po-street, furnished lodgings to servants out 

of place at only one sou a night, and finding one of her poor beds disengaged, I took possession 

of it. She was young and newly married, though she already had five or six children. Mother, 

children and lodgers, all slept in the same chamber, and it continued thus while I remained there. 

She was good-natured, swore like a carman, and wore neither cap nor handkerchief; but she had 

a gentle heart, was officious; and to me both kind and serviceable. 

For several days I gave myself up to the pleasures of independence and curiosity; I continued 

wandering about the city and its environs, examining every object that seemed curious or new; 

and, indeed, most things had that appearance to a young novice. I never omitted visiting the 

court, and assisted regularly every morning at the king’s mass. I thought it a great honor to be in 

the same chapel with this prince and his retinue; but my passion for music, which now began to 

make its appearance, was a greater incentive than the splendor of the court, which, soon seen and 

always the same, presently lost its attraction. The King of Sardinia had at that time the best 

music in Europe; Somis, Desjardins, and the Bezuzzi shone there alternately; all these were not 

necessary to fascinate a youth whom the sound of the most simple instrument, provided it was 

just, transported with joy. Magnificence only produced a stupid admiration, without any violent 

desire to partake of it, my thoughts were principally employed in observing whether any young 

princess was present that merited my homage, and whom I could make the heroine of a romance. 

Meantime, I was on the point of beginning one; in a less elevated sphere, it is true, but where 

could I have brought it to a conclusion, I should have found pleasures a thousand times more 

delicious. 

Though I lived with the strictest economy, my purse insensibly grew lighter. This economy 

was, however, less the effect of prudence than that love of simplicity, which, even to this day, the 

use of the most expensive tables has not been able to vitiate. Nothing in my idea, either at that 

time or since, could exceed a rustic repast; give me milk, vegetables, eggs, and brown bread, 

with tolerable wine and I shall always think myself sumptuously regaled; a good appetite will 

furnish out the rest, if the maitre d’ hotel, with a number of unnecessary footmen, do not satiate 

me with their important attentions. Five or six sous would then procure me a more agreeable 

meal than as many livres would have done since; I was abstemious, therefore, for want of a 

temptation to be otherwise: though I do not know but I am wrong to call this abstinence, for with 

my pears, new cheese, bread and some glasses of Montferrat wine, which you might have cut 

with a knife, I was the greatest of epicures. Notwithstanding my expenses were very moderate, it 



was possible to see the end of twenty livres; I was every day more convinced of this, and, spite 

of the giddiness of youth, my apprehensions for the future amounted almost to terror. All my 

castles in the air were vanished, and I became sensible of the necessity of seeking some 

occupation that would procure me a subsistence. 

Even this was a work of difficulty; I thought of my engraving, but knew too little of it to be 

employed as a journeyman, nor do masters abound in Turin; I resolved, therefore, till something 

better presented itself, to go from shop to shop, offering to engrave ciphers, or coats of arms, on 

pieces of plate, etc., and hoped to get employment by working at a low price; or taking what they 

chose to give me. Even this expedient did not answer my expectations; almost all my 

applications were ineffectual, the little I procured being hardly sufficient to produce a few scanty 

meals. 

Walking one morning pretty early in the ‘Contra nova’, I saw a young tradeswoman behind a 

counter, whose looks were so charmingly attractive, that, notwithstanding my timidity with the 

ladies, I entered the shop without hesitation, offered my services as usual: and had the happiness 

to have it accepted. She made me sit down and recite my little history, pitied my forlorn 

situation; bade me be cheerful, and endeavored to make me so by an assurance that every good 

Christian would give me assistance; then (while she had occasion for) she went up stairs and 

fetched me something for breakfast. This seemed a promising beginning, nor was what followed 

less flattering: she was satisfied with my work, and, when I had a little recovered myself, still 

more with my discourse. She was rather elegantly dressed and notwithstanding her gentle looks 

this appearance of gayety had disconcerted me; but her good-nature, the compassionate tone of 

her voice, with her gentle and caressing manner, soon set me at ease with myself; I saw my 

endeavors to please were crowned with success, and this assurance made me succeed the more. 

Though an Italian, and too pretty to be entirely devoid of coquetry, she had so much modesty, 

and I so great a share of timidity, that our adventure was not likely to be brought to a very speedy 

conclusion, nor did they give us time to make any good of it. I cannot recall the few short 

moments I passed with this lovely woman without being sensible of an inexpressible charm, and 

can yet say, it was there I tasted in their utmost perfection the most delightful, as well as the 

purest pleasures of love. 

She was a lively pleasing brunette, and the good nature that was painted on her lovely face 

rendered her vivacity more interesting. She was called Madam Basile: her husband, who was 

considerably older than herself, consigned her, during his absence, to the care of a clerk, too 

disagreeable to be thought dangerous; but who, notwithstanding, had pretensions that he seldom 

showed any signs of, except of ill-humors, a good share of which he bestowed on me; though I 

was pleased to hear him play the flute, on which he was a tolerable musician. This second 

Egistus was sure to grumble whenever he saw me go into his mistress’ apartment, treating me 

with a degree of disdain which she took care to repay him with interest; seeming pleased to 

caress me in his presence, on purpose to torment him. This kind of revenge, though perfectly to 

my taste, would have been still more charming in a ‘tete a tete’, but she did not proceed so far; at 

least, there was a difference in the expression of her kindness. Whether she thought me too 

young, that it was my place to make advances, or that she was seriously resolved to be virtuous, 

she had at such times a kind of reserve, which, though not absolutely discouraging, kept my 

passion within bounds. 

I did not feel the same real and tender respect for her as I did for Madam de Warens: I was 

embarrassed, agitated, feared to look, and hardly dared to breathe in her presence, yet to have left 

her would have been worse than death: How fondly did my eyes devour whatever they could 



gaze on without being perceived! the flowers on her gown, the point of her pretty foot, the 

interval of a round white arm that appeared between her glove and ruffle, the least part of her 

neck, each object increased the force of all the rest, and added to the infatuation. Gazing thus on 

what was to be seen, and even more than was to be seen, my sight became confused, my chest 

seemed contracted, respiration was every moment more painful. I had the utmost difficulty to 

hide my agitation, to prevent my sighs from being heard, and this difficulty was increased by the 

silence in which we were frequently plunged. Happily, Madam Basile, busy at her work, saw 

nothing of all this, or seemed not to see it: yet I sometimes observed a kind of sympathy, 

especially at the frequent rising of her handkerchief, and this dangerous sight almost mastered 

every effort, but when on the point of giving way to my transports, she spoke a few words to me 

with an air of tranquility, and in an instant the agitation subsided. 

I saw her several times in this manner without a word, a gesture, or even a look, too 

expressive, making the least intelligence between us. The situation was both my torment and 

delight, for hardly in the simplicity of my heart, could I imagine the cause of my uneasiness. I 

should suppose these ‘tete a tete’ could not be displeasing to her, at least, she sought frequent 

occasions to renew them; this was a very disinterested labor, certainly, as appeared by the use 

she made, or ever suffered me to make of them. 

Being, one day, wearied with the clerk’s discourse, she had retired to her chamber; I made 

haste to finish what I had to do in the back shop, and followed her; the door was half open, and I 

entered without being perceived. She was embroidering near a window on the opposite side of 

the room; she could not see me; and the carts in the streets made too much noise for me to be 

heard. She was always well dressed, but this day her attire bordered on coquetry. Her attitude 

was graceful, her head leaning gently forward, discovered a small circle of her neck; her hair, 

elegantly dressed, was ornamented with flowers; her figure was universally charming, and I had 

an uninterrupted opportunity to admire it. I was absolutely in a state of ecstasy, and, involuntary, 

sinking on my knees, I passionately extended my arms towards her, certain she could not hear, 

and having no conception that she could see me; but there was a chimney glass at the end of the 

room that betrayed all my proceedings. I am ignorant what effect this transport produced on her; 

she did not speak; she did not look on me; but, partly turning her head, with the movement of her 

finger only, she pointed to the mat that was at her feet—To start up, with an articulate cry of joy, 

and occupy the place she had indicated, was the work of a moment; but it will hardly be believed 

I dared attempt no more, not even to speak, raise my eyes to hers, or rest an instant on her knees, 

though in an attitude which seemed to render such a support necessary. I was dumb, immovable, 

but far enough from a state of tranquility; agitation, joy, gratitude, ardent indefinite wishes, 

restrained by the fear of giving displeasure, which my unpractised heart too much dreaded, were 

sufficiently discernible. She neither appeared more tranquil, nor less intimidated than myself—

uneasy at my present situation; confounded at having brought me there, beginning to tremble for 

the effects of a sign which she had made without reflecting on the consequences, neither giving 

encouragement, nor expressing disapprobation, with her eyes fixed on her work, she endeavored 

to appear unconscious of everything that passed; but all my stupidity could not hinder me from 

concluding that she partook of my embarrassment, perhaps, my transports, and was only 

hindered by a bashfulness like mine, without even that supposition giving me power to surmount 

it. Five or six years older than myself, every advance, according to my idea, should have been 

made by her, and, since she did nothing to encourage mine, I concluded they would offend her. 

Even at this time, I am inclined to believe I thought right; she certainly had wit enough to 

perceive that a novice like me had occasion, not only for encouragement but instruction. 



I am ignorant how this animated, though dumb scene would have ended, or how long I should 

have continued immovable in this ridiculous, though delicious, situation, had we not been 

interrupted—in the height of my agitation, I heard the kitchen door open, which joined Madam 

Basile’s chamber; who, being alarmed, said, with a quick voice and action, “Get up! Here’s 

Rosina!” Rising hastily I seized one of her hands, which she held out to me, and gave it two 

eager kisses; at the second I felt this charming hand press gently on my lips. Never in my life did 

I enjoy so sweet a moment; but the occasion I had lost returned no more, this being the 

conclusion of our amours. 

This may be the reason why her image yet remains imprinted on my heart in such charming 

colors, which have even acquired fresh lustre since I became acquainted with the world and 

women. Had she been mistress of the least degree of experience, she would have taken other 

measures to animate so youthful a lover; but if her heart was weak, it was virtuous; and only 

suffered itself to be borne away by a powerful though involuntary inclination. This was, 

apparently, her first infidelity, and I should, perhaps, have found more difficulty in vanquishing 

her scruples than my own; but, without proceeding so far, I experienced in her company the most 

inexpressible delights. Never did I taste with any other woman pleasures equal to those two 

minutes which I passed at the feet of Madam Basile without even daring to touch her gown. I am 

convinced no satisfaction can be compared to that we feel with a virtuous woman we esteem; all 

is transport!—A sign with the finger, a hand lightly pressed against my lips, were the only favors 

I ever received from Madam Basile, yet the bare remembrance of these trifling condescensions 

continues to transport me. 

It was in vain I watched the two following days for another tete a tete; it was impossible to 

find an opportunity; nor could I perceive on her part any desire to forward it; her behavior was 

not colder, but more distant than usual, and I believe she avoided my looks for fear of not being 

able sufficiently to govern her own. The cursed clerk was more vexatious than ever; he even 

became a wit, telling me, with a satirical sneer, that I should unquestionably make my way 

among the ladies. I trembled lest I should have been guilty of some indiscretion, and looking at 

myself as already engaged in an intrigue, endeavored to cover with an air of mystery an 

inclination which hitherto certainly had no great need of it; this made me more circumspect in 

my choice of opportunities, and by resolving only to seize such as should be absolutely free from 

the danger of a surprise, I met none. 

Another romantic folly, which I could never overcome, and which, joined to my natural 

timidity, tended directly to contradict the clerk’s predictions, is, I always loved too sincerely, too 

perfectly, I may say, to find happiness easily attainable. Never were passions at the same time 

more lively and pure than mine; never was love more tender, more true, or more disinterested; 

freely would I have sacrificed my own happiness to that of the object of my affection; her 

reputation was dearer than my life, and I could promise myself no happiness for which I would 

have exposed her peace of mind for a moment. This disposition has ever made me employ so 

much care, use so many precautions, such secrecy in my adventures, that all of them have failed; 

in a word, my want of success with the women has ever proceeded from having loved them too 

well. 

To return to our Egistus, the fluter; it was remarkable that in becoming more insupportable, 

the traitor put on the appearance of complaisance. From the first day Madam Basile had taken 

me under her protection, she had endeavored to make me serviceable in the warehouse; and 

finding I understood arithmetic tolerably well, she proposed his teaching me to keep the books; a 

proposition that was but indifferently received by this humorist, who might, perhaps, be fearful 



of being supplanted. As this failed, my whole employ, besides what engraving I had to do, was to 

transcribe some bills and accounts, to write several books over fair, and translate commercial 

letters from Italian into French. All at once he thought fit to accept the before rejected proposal, 

saying, he would teach me bookkeeping by double-entry, and put me in a situation to offer my 

services to M. Basile on his return; but there was something so false, malicious, and ironical, in 

his air and manner, that it was by no means calculated to inspire me with confidence. Madam 

Basile, replied archly, that I was much obliged to him for his kind offer, but she hoped fortune 

would be more favorable to my merits, for it would be a great misfortune, with so much sense, 

that I should only be a pitiful clerk. 

She often said, she would procure me some acquaintance that might be useful; she doubtless 

felt the necessity of parting with me, and had prudently resolved on it. Our mute declaration had 

been made on Thursday, the Sunday following she gave a dinner. A Jacobin of good appearance 

was among the guests, to whom she did me the honor to present me. The monk treated me very 

affectionately, congratulated me on my late conversion, mentioned several particulars of my 

story, which plainly showed he had been made acquainted with it, then, tapping me familiarly on 

the cheek, bade me be good, to keep up my spirits, and come to see him at his convent, where he 

should have more opportunity to talk with me. I judged him to be a person of some consequence 

by the deference that was paid him; and by the paternal tone he assumed with Madam Basile, to 

be her confessor. I likewise remember that his decent familiarity was attended with an 

appearance of esteem, and even respect for his fair penitent, which then made less impression on 

me than at present. Had I possessed more experience how should I have congratulated myself on 

having touched the heart of a young woman respected by her confessor! 

The table not being large enough to accommodate all the company, a small one was prepared, 

where I had the satisfaction of dining with our agreeable clerk; but I lost nothing with regard to 

attention and good cheer, for several plates were sent to the side-table which were certainly not 

intended for him. 

Thus far all went well; the ladies were in good spirits, and the gentlemen very gallant, while 

Madam Basile did the honors of the table with peculiar grace. In the midst of the dinner we heard 

a chaise stop at the door, and presently some one coming up stairs—it was M. Basile. Methinks I 

now see him entering, in his scarlet coat with gold buttons— from that day I have held the color 

in abhorrence. M. Basile was a tall handsome man, of good address: he entered with a 

consequential look and an air of taking his family unawares, though none but friends were 

present. His wife ran to meet him, threw her arms about his neck, and gave him a thousand 

caresses, which he received with the utmost indifference; and without making any return saluted 

the company and took his place at table. They were just beginning to speak of his journey, when 

casting his eye on the small table he asked in a sharp tone, what lad that was? Madam Basile 

answered ingenuously. He then inquired whether I lodged in the house; and was answered in the 

negative. “Why not?” replied he, rudely, “since he stays here all day, he might as well remain all 

night too.” The monk now interfered, with a serious and true eulogium on Madam Basile: in a 

few words he made mine also, adding, that so far from blaming, he ought to further the pious 

charity of his wife, since it was evident she had not passed the bounds of discretion. The husband 

answered with an air of petulance, which (restrained by the presence of the monk) he endeavored 

to stifle; it was, however, sufficient to let me understand he had already received information of 

me, and that our worthy clerk had rendered me an ill office. 

We had hardly risen from table, when the latter came in triumph from his employer, to inform 

me, I must leave the house that instant, and never more during my life dare to set foot there. He 



took care to aggravate this commission by everything that could render it cruel and insulting. I 

departed without a word, my heart overwhelmed with sorrow, less for being obliged to quit this 

amiable woman, than at the thought of leaving her to the brutality of such a husband. He was 

certainly right to wish her faithful; but though prudent and wellborn, she was an Italian, that is to 

say, tender and vindictive; which made me think, he was extremely imprudent in using means 

the most likely in the world to draw on himself the very evil he so much dreaded. 

Such was the success of my first adventure. I walked several times up and down the street, 

wishing to get a sight of what my heart incessantly regretted; but I could only discover her 

husband, or the vigilant clerk, who, perceiving me, made a sign with the ell they used in the 

shop, which was more expressive than alluring: finding, therefore, that I was so completely 

watched, my courage failed, and I went no more. I wished, at least, to find out the patron she had 

provided me, but, unfortunately, I did not know his name. I ranged several times round the 

convent, endeavoring in vain to meet with him. At length, other events banished the delightful 

remembrance of Madam Basile; and in a short time I so far forgot her, that I remained as simple, 

as much a novice as ever, nor did my penchant for pretty women even receive any sensible 

augmentation. 

Her liberality had, however, increased my little wardrobe, though she had done this with 

precaution and prudence, regarding neatness more than decoration, and to make me comfortable 

rather than brilliant. The coat I had brought from Geneva was yet wearable, she only added a hat 

and some linen. I had no ruffles, nor would she give me any, not but I felt a great inclination for 

them. She was satisfied with having put it in my power to keep myself clean, though a charge to 

do this was unnecessary while I was to appear before her. 

A few days after this catastrophe; my hostess, who, as I have already observed, was very 

friendly, with great satisfaction informed me she had heard of a situation, and that a lady of rank 

desired to see me. I immediately thought myself in the road to great adventures; that being the 

point to which all my ideas tended: this, however, did not prove so brilliant as I had conceived it. 

I waited on the lady with the servant who had mentioned me: she asked a number of questions, 

and my answers not displeasing her, I immediately entered into her service not, indeed, in the 

quality of favorite, but as a footman. I was clothed like the rest of her people, the only difference 

being, they wore a shoulder-knot, which I had not, and, as there was no lace on her livery, it 

appeared merely a tradesman’s suit. This was the unforeseen conclusion of all my great 

expectancies! 

The Countess of Vercellis, with whom I now lived, was a widow without children; her 

husband was a Piedmontese, but I always believed her to be a Savoyard, as I could have no 

conception that a native of Piedmont could speak such good French, and with so pure an accent. 

She was a middle-aged woman, of a noble appearance and cultivated understanding, being fond 

of French literature, in which she was well versed. Her letters had the expression, and almost the 

elegance of Madam de Savigne’s; some of them might have been taken for hers. My principal 

employ, which was by no means displeasing to me, was to write from her dictating; a cancer in 

the breast, from which she suffered extremely, not permitting her to write herself. 

Madam de Vercellis not only possessed a good understanding, but a strong and elevated soul. I 

was with her during her last illness, and saw her suffer and die, without showing an instant of 

weakness, or the least effort of constraint; still retaining her feminine manners, without 

entertaining an idea that such fortitude gave her any claim to philosophy; a word which was not 

yet in fashion, nor comprehended by her in the sense it is held at present. This strength of 



disposition sometimes extended almost to apathy, ever appearing to feel as little for others as 

herself; and when she relieved the unfortunate, it was rather for the sake of acting right, than 

from a principle of real commiseration. I have frequently experienced this insensibility, in some 

measure, during the three months I remained with her. It would have been natural to have had an 

esteem for a young man of some abilities, who was incessantly under her observation, and that 

she should think, as she felt her dissolution approaching, that after her death he would have 

occasion for assistance and support: but whether she judged me unworthy of particular attention, 

or that those who narrowly watched all her motions, gave her no opportunity to think of any but 

themselves, she did nothing for me. 

I very well recollect that she showed some curiosity to know my story, frequently questioning 

me, and appearing pleased when I showed her the letters I wrote to Madam de Warens, or 

explained my sentiments; but as she never discovered her own, she certainly did not take the 

right means to come at them. My heart, naturally communicative, loved to display its feelings, 

whenever I encountered a similar disposition; but dry, cold interrogatories, without any sign of 

blame or approbation on my answers, gave me no confidence. Not being able to determine 

whether my discourse was agreeable or displeasing, I was ever in fear, and thought less of 

expressing my ideas, than of being careful not to say anything that might seem to my 

disadvantage. I have since remarked that this dry method of questioning themselves into people’s 

characters is a common trick among women who pride themselves on superior understanding. 

These imagine, that by concealing their own sentiments, they shall the more easily penetrate into 

those of others; being ignorant that this method destroys the confidence so necessary to make us 

reveal them. A man, on being questioned, is immediately on his guard: and if once he supposes 

that, without any interest in his concerns, you only wish to set him a-talking, either he entertains 

you with lies, is silent, or, examining every word before he utters it, rather chooses to pass for a 

fool, than to be the dupe of your curiosity. In short, it is ever a bad method to attempt to read the 

hearts of others by endeavoring to conceal our own. 

Madam de Vercellis never addressed a word to me which seemed to express affection, pity, or 

benevolence. She interrogated me coldly, and my answers were uttered with so much timidity, 

that she doubtless entertained but a mean opinion of my intellects, for latterly she never asked 

me any questions, nor said anything but what was absolutely necessary for her service. She drew 

her judgment less from what I really was, than from what she had made me, and by considering 

me as a footman prevented my appearing otherwise. 

I am inclined to think I suffered at that time by the same interested game of concealed 

manoeuvre, which has counteracted me throughout my life, and given me a very natural aversion 

for everything that has the least appearance of it. Madam de Vercellis having no children, her 

nephew, the Count de la Roque, was her heir, and paid his court assiduously, as did her principal 

domestics, who, seeing her end approaching, endeavored to take care of themselves; in short, so 

many were busy about her, that she could hardly have found time to think of me. At the head of 

her household was a M. Lorenzy, an artful genius, with a still more artful wife; who had so far 

insinuated herself into the good graces of her mistress, that she was rather on the footing of a 

friend than a servant. She had introduced a niece of hers as lady’s maid: her name was 

Mademoiselle Pontal; a cunning gypsy, that gave herself all the airs of a waiting-woman, and 

assisted her aunt so well in besetting the countess, that she only saw with their eyes, and acted 

through their hands. I had not the happiness to please this worthy triumvirate; I obeyed, but did 

not wait on them, not conceiving that my duty to our general mistress required me to be a servant 

to her servants. Besides this, I was a person that gave them some inquietude; they saw I was not 



in my proper situation, and feared the countess would discover it likewise, and by placing me in 

it, decrease their portions; for such sort of people, too greedy to be just, look on every legacy 

given to others as a diminution of their own wealth; they endeavored, therefore, to keep me as 

much out of her sight as possible. She loved to write letters, in her situation, but they contrived to 

give her a distaste to it; persuading her, by the aid of the doctor, that it was too fatiguing; and, 

under pretence that I did not understand how to wait on her, they employed two great lubberly 

chairmen for that purpose; in a word, they managed the affair so well, that for eight days before 

she made her will, I had not been permitted to enter the chamber. Afterwards I went in as usual, 

and was even more assiduous than any one, being afflicted at the sufferings of the unhappy lady, 

whom I truly respected and beloved for the calmness and fortitude with which she bore her 

illness, and often did I shed tears of real sorrow without being perceived by any one. 

At length we lost her—I saw her expire. She had lived like a woman of sense and virtue, her 

death was that of a philosopher. I can truly say, she rendered the Catholic religion amiable to me 

by the serenity with which she fulfilled its dictates, without any mixture of negligence or 

affectation. She was naturally serious, but towards the end of her illness she possessed a kind of 

gayety, too regular to be assumed, which served as a counterpoise to the melancholy of her 

situation. She only kept her bed two days, continuing to discourse cheerfully with those about 

her to the very last. 

She had bequeathed a year’s wages to all the under servants, but, not being on the household 

list, I had nothing: the Count de la Roque, however, ordered me thirty livres, and the new coat I 

had on, which M. Lorenzy would certainly have taken from me. He even promised to procure me 

a place; giving me permission to wait on him as often as I pleased. Accordingly, I went two or 

three times, without being able to speak to him, and as I was easily repulsed, returned no more; 

whether I did wrong will be seen hereafter. 

Would I had finished what I have to say of my living at Madam de Vercellis’s. Though my 

situation apparently remained the same, I did not leave her house as I had entered it: I carried 

with me the long and painful remembrance of a crime; an insupportable weight of remorse which 

yet hangs on my conscience, and whose bitter recollection, far from weakening, during a period 

of forty years, seems to gather strength as I grow old. Who would believe, that a childish fault 

should be productive of such melancholy consequences? But it is for the more than probable 

effects that my heart cannot be consoled. I have, perhaps, caused an amiable, honest, estimable 

girl, who surely merited a better fate than myself, to perish with shame and misery. 

Though it is very difficult to break up housekeeping without confusion, and the loss of some 

property; yet such was the fidelity of the domestics, and the vigilance of M. and Madam 

Lorenzy, that no article of the inventory was found wanting; in short, nothing was missing but a 

pink and silver ribbon, which had been worn, and belonged to Mademoiselle Pontal. Though 

several things of more value were in my reach, this ribbon alone tempted me, and accordingly I 

stole it. As I took no great pains to conceal the bauble, it was soon discovered; they immediately 

insisted on knowing from whence I had taken it; this perplexed me—I hesitated, and at length 

said, with confusion, that Marion gave it me. 

Marion was a young Mauriennese, and had been cook to Madam de Vercellis ever since she 

left off giving entertainments, for being sensible she had more need of good broths than fine 

ragouts, she had discharged her former one. Marion was not only pretty, but had that freshness of 

color only to be found among the mountains, and, above all, an air of modesty and sweetness, 

which made it impossible to see her without affection; she was besides a good girl, virtuous, and 



of such strict fidelity, that everyone was surprised at hearing her named. They had not less 

confidence in me, and judged it necessary to certify which of us was the thief. Marion was sent 

for; a great number of people were present, among whom was the Count de la Roque: she 

arrives; they show her the ribbon; I accuse her boldly: she remains confused and speechless, 

casting a look on me that would have disarmed a demon, but which my barbarous heart resisted. 

At length, she denied it with firmness, but without anger, exhorting me to return to myself, and 

not injure an innocent girl who had never wronged me. With infernal impudence, I confirmed my 

accusation, and to her face maintained she had given me the ribbon: on which, the poor girl, 

bursting into tears, said these words—“Ah, Rousseau! I thought you a good disposition—you 

render me very unhappy, but I would not be in your situation.” She continued to defend herself 

with as much innocence as firmness, but without uttering the least invective against me. Her 

moderation, compared to my positive tone, did her an injury; as it did not appear natural to 

suppose, on one side such diabolical assurance; on the other, such angelic mildness. The affair 

could not be absolutely decided, but the presumption was in my favor; and the Count de la 

Roque, in sending us both away, contented himself with saying, “The conscience of the guilty 

would revenge the innocent.” His prediction was true, and is being daily verified. 

I am ignorant what became of the victim of my calumny, but there is little probability of her 

having been able to place herself agreeably after this, as she labored under an imputation cruel to 

her character in every respect. The theft was a trifle, yet it was a theft, and, what was worse, 

employed to seduce a boy; while the lie and obstinacy left nothing to hope from a person in 

whom so many vices were united. I do not even look on the misery and disgrace in which I 

plunged her as the greatest evil: who knows, at her age, whither contempt and disregarded 

innocence might have led her?—Alas! if remorse for having made her unhappy is insupportable, 

what must I have suffered at the thought of rendering her even worse than myself. The cruel 

remembrance of this transaction, sometimes so troubles and disorders me, that, in my disturbed 

slumbers, I imagine I see this poor girl enter and reproach me with my crime, as though I had 

committed it but yesterday. While in easy tranquil circumstances, I was less miserable on this 

account, but, during a troubled agitated life, it has robbed me of the sweet consolation of 

persecuted innocence, and made me wofully experience, what, I think, I have remarked in some 

of my works, that remorse sleeps in the calm sunshine of prosperity, but wakes amid the storms 

of adversity. I could never take on me to discharge my heart of this weight in the bosom of a 

friend; nor could the closest intimacy ever encourage me to it, even with Madam de Warens: all I 

could do, was to own I had to accuse myself of an atrocious crime, but never said in what it 

consisted. The weight, therefore, has remained heavy on my conscience to this day; and I can 

truly own the desire of relieving myself, in some measure, from it, contributed greatly to the 

resolution of writing my Confessions. 

I have proceeded truly in that I have just made, and it will certainly be thought I have not 

sought to palliate the turpitude of my offence; but I should not fulfill the purpose of this 

undertaking, did I not, at the same time, divulge my interior disposition, and excuse myself as far 

as is conformable with truth. 

Never was wickedness further from my thoughts, than in that cruel moment; and when I 

accused the unhappy girl, it is strange, but strictly true, that my friendship for her was the 

immediate cause of it. She was present to my thoughts; I formed my excuse from the first object 

that presented itself: I accused her with doing what I meant to have done, and as I designed to 

have given her the ribbon, asserted she had given it to me. When she appeared, my heart was 

agonized, but the presence of so many people was more powerful than my compunction. I did 



not fear punishment, but I dreaded shame: I dreaded it more than death, more than the crime, 

more than all the world. I would have buried, hid myself in the centre of the earth: invincible 

shame bore down every other sentiment; shame alone caused all my impudence, and in 

proportion as I became criminal, the fear of discovery rendered me intrepid. I felt no dread but 

that of being detected, of being publicly, and to my face, declared a thief, liar, and calumniator; 

an unconquerable fear of this overcame every other sensation. Had I been left to myself, I should 

infallibly have declared the truth. Or if M. de la Roque had taken me aside, and said—“Do not 

injure this poor girl; if you are guilty own it,”—I am convinced I should instantly have thrown 

myself at his feet; but they intimidated, instead of encouraging me. I was hardly out of my 

childhood, or rather, was yet in it. It is also just to make some allowance for my age. In youth, 

dark, premeditated villainy is more criminal than in a riper age, but weaknesses are much less so; 

my fault was truly nothing more; and I am less afflicted at the deed itself than for its 

consequences. It had one good effect, however, in preserving me through the rest of my life from 

any criminal action, from the terrible impression that has remained from the only one I ever 

committed; and I think my aversion for lying proceeds in a great measure from regret at having 

been guilty of so black a one. If it is a crime that can be expiated, as I dare believe, forty years of 

uprightness and honor on various difficult occasions, with the many misfortunes that have 

overwhelmed my latter years, may have completed it. Poor Marion has found so many avengers 

in this world, that however great my offence towards her, I do not fear to bear the guilt with me. 

Thus have I disclosed what I had to say on this painful subject; may I be permitted never to 

mention it again. 

 

 

 

 

  



BOOK III. 

Leaving the service of Madam de Vercellis nearly as I had entered it, I returned to my former 

hostess, and remained there five or six weeks; during which time health, youth, and laziness, 

frequently rendered my temperament importunate. I was restless, absent, and thoughtful: I wept 

and sighed for a happiness I had no idea of, though at the same time highly sensible of some 

deficiency. This situation is indescribable, few men can even form any conception of it, because, 

in general, they have prevented that plenitude of life, at once tormenting and delicious. My 

thoughts were incessantly occupied with girls and women, but in a manner peculiar to myself: 

these ideas kept my senses in a perpetual and disagreeable activity, though, fortunately, they did 

not point out the means of deliverance. I would have given my life to have met with a Miss 

Goton, but the time was past in which the play of infancy predominated; increase of years had 

introduced shame, the inseparable companion of a conscious deviation from rectitude, which so 

confirmed my natural timidity as to render it invincible; and never, either at that time or since, 

could I prevail on myself to offer a proposition favorable to my wishes (unless in a manner 

constrained to it by previous advances) even with those whose scruples I had no cause to dread. 

My stay at Madam de Vercellis’s had procured me some acquaintance, which I thought might 

be serviceable to me, and therefore wished to retain. Among others, I sometimes visited a 

Savoyard abbe, M. Gaime, who was tutor to the Count of Melarede’s children. He was young, 

and not much known, but possessed an excellent cultivated understanding, with great probity, 

and was, altogether, one of the best men I ever knew. He was incapable of doing me the service I 

then stood most in need of, not having sufficient interest to procure me a situation, but from him 

I reaped advantages far more precious, which have been useful to me through life, lessons of 

pure morality, and maxims of sound judgment. 

In the successive order of my inclinations and ideas, I had ever been too high or too low. 

Achilles or Thersites; sometimes a hero, at others a villain. M. Gaime took pains to make me 

properly acquainted with myself, without sparing or giving me too much discouragement. He 

spoke in advantageous terms of my disposition and talents, adding, that he foresaw obstacles 

which would prevent my profiting by them; thus, according to him, they were to serve less as 

steps by which I should mount to fortune, than as resources which might enable me to exist 

without one. He gave me a true picture of human life, of which, hitherto, I had formed but a very 

erroneous idea, teaching me, that a man of understanding, though destined to experience adverse 

fortune, might, by skilful management, arrive at happiness; that there was no true felicity without 

virtue, which was practicable in every situation. He greatly diminished my admiration of 

grandeur, by proving that those in a superior situation are neither better nor happier than those 

they command. One of his maxims has frequently returned to my memory: it was, that if we 

could truly read the hearts of others we should feel more inclination to descend than rise: this 

reflection, the truth of which is striking without extravagance, I have found of great utility, in the 

various exigences of my life, as it tended to make me satisfied with my condition. He gave me 

the first just conception of relative duties, which my high-flown imagination had ever pictured in 

extremes, making me sensible that the enthusiasm of sublime virtues is of little use in society; 

that while endeavoring to rise too high we are in danger of falling; and that a virtuous and 

uniform discharge of little duties requires as great a degree of fortitude as actions which are 

called heroic, and would at the same time procure more honor and happiness. That it was 

infinitely more desirable to possess the lasting esteem of those about us, than at intervals to 

attract admiration. 



In properly arranging the various duties between man and man, it was necessary to ascend to 

principles; the step I had recently taken, and of which my present situation was the consequence, 

naturally led us to speak of religion. It will easily be conceived that the honest M. Gaime was, in 

a great measure, the original of the Savoyard Vicar; prudence only obliging him to deliver his 

sentiments, on certain points, with more caution and reserve, and explain himself with less 

freedom; but his sentiments and councils were the same, not even excepting his advice to return 

to my country; all was precisely as I have since given it to the pubic. Dwelling no longer, 

therefore, on conversations which everyone may see the substance of, I shall only add, that these 

wise instructions (though they did not produce an immediate effect) were as so many seeds of 

virtue and religion in my heart which were never rooted out, and only required the fostering 

cares of friendship to bring to maturity. 

Though my conversation was not very sincere, I was affected by his discourses, and far from 

being weary, was pleased with them on account of their clearness and simplicity, but above all 

because his heart seemed interested in what he said. My disposition is naturally tender, I have 

ever been less attached to people for the good they have really done me than for that they 

designed to do, and my feelings in this particular have seldom misled me: thus I truly esteemed 

M. Gaime. I was in a manner his second disciple, which even at that time was of inestimable 

service in turning me from a propensity to vice into which my idleness was leading me. 

One day, when I least expected it, I was sent for by the Count de la Roque. Having frequently 

called at his house, without being able to speak with him, I grew weary, and supposing he had 

either forgot me or retained some unfavorable impression of me, returned no more: but I was 

mistaken in both these conjectures. He had more than once witnessed the pleasure I took in 

fulfilling my duty to his aunt: he had even mentioned it to her, and afterwards spoke of it, when I 

no longer thought of it myself. 

He received me graciously, saying that instead of amusing me with useless promises, he had 

sought to place me to advantage; that he had succeeded, and would put me in a way to better my 

situation, but the rest must depend on myself. That the family into which he should introduce me 

being both powerful and esteemed, I should need no other patrons; and though at first on the 

footing of a servant, I might be assured, that if my conduct and sentiments were found above that 

station, I should not long remain in it. The end of this discourse cruelly disappointed the brilliant 

hopes the beginning had inspired. “What! forever a footman?” said I to myself, with a bitterness 

which confidence presently effaced, for I felt myself too superior to that situation to fear long 

remaining there. 

He took me to the Count de Gauvon, Master of the Horse to the Queen, and Chief of the 

illustrious House of Solar. The air of dignity conspicuous in this respectable old man, rendered 

the affability with which he received me yet more interesting. He questioned me with evident 

interest, and I replied with sincerity. He then told the Count de la Roque, that my features were 

agreeable, and promised intellect, which he believed I was not deficient in; but that was not 

enough, and time must show the rest; after which, turning to me, he said, “Child, almost all 

situations are attended with difficulties in the beginning; yours, however, shall not have too great 

a portion of them; be prudent, and endeavor to please everyone, that will be almost your only 

employment; for the rest fear nothing, you shall be taken care of.” Immediately after he went to 

the Marchioness de Breil, his daughter-in-law, to whom he presented me, and then to the Abbe 

de Gauvon, his son. I was elated with this beginning, as I knew enough of the world already to 

conclude, that so much ceremony is not generally used at the reception of a footman. In fact, I 

was not treated like one. I dined at the steward’s table; did not wear a livery; and the Count de 



Favria (a giddy youth) having commanded me to get behind his coach, his grandfather ordered 

that I should get behind no coach, nor follow any one out of the house. Meantime, I waited at 

table, and did, within doors, the business of a footman; but I did it, as it were, of my own free 

will, without being appointed to any particular service; and except writing some letters, which 

were dictated to me, and cutting out some ornaments for the Count de Favria, I was almost the 

absolute master of my time. This trial of my discretion, which I did not then perceive, was 

certainly very dangerous, and not very humane; for in this state of idleness I might have 

contracted vices which I should not otherwise have given into. Fortunately, it did not produce 

that effect; my memory retained the lessons of M. Gaime, they had made an impression on my 

heart, and I sometimes escaped from the house of my patron to obtain a repetition of them. I 

believe those who saw me going out, apparently by stealth, had no conception of my business. 

Nothing could be more prudent than the advice he gave me respecting my conduct. My 

beginning was admirable; so much attention, assiduity, and zeal, had charmed everyone. The 

Abby Gaime advised me to moderate this first ardor, lest I should relax, and that relaxation 

should be considered as neglect. “Your setting out,” said he, “is the rule of what will be expected 

of you; endeavor gradually to increase your attentions, but be cautious how you diminish them.” 

As they paid but little attention to my trifling talents, and supposed I possessed no more than 

nature had given me, there was no appearance (notwithstanding the promises of Count de 

Gauvon) of my meeting with any particular consideration. Some objects of more consequence 

had intervened. The Marquis de Breil, son of the Count de Gauvon, was then ambassador at 

Vienna; some circumstances had occurred at that court which for some weeks kept the family in 

continual agitation, and left them no time to think of me. Meantime I had relaxed but little in my 

attentions, though one object in the family did me both good and harm, making me more secure 

from exterior dissipation, but less attentive to my duty. 

Mademoiselle de Breil was about my own age, tolerably handsome, and very fair 

complexioned, with black hair, which notwithstanding, gave her features that air of softness so 

natural to the flaxen, and which my heart could never resist. The court dress, so favorable to 

youth, showed her fine neck and shape to advantage, and the mourning, which was then worn, 

seemed to add to her beauty. It will be said, a domestic should not take notice of these things; I 

was certainly to blame, yet I perceived all this, nor was I the only one; the maitre d’ hotel and 

valet de chambre spoke of her sometimes at table with a vulgarity that pained me extremely. My 

head, however, was not sufficiently turned to allow of my being entirely in love; I did not forget 

myself, or my situation. I loved to see Mademoiselle de Breil; to hear her utter anything that 

marked wit, sense, or good humor: my ambition, confined to a desire of waiting on her, never 

exceeded its just rights. At table I was ever attentive to make the most of them; if her footman 

quitted her chair, I instantly supplied his place; in default of this, I stood facing her, seeking in 

her eyes what she was about to ask for, and watching the moment to change her plate. What 

would I not have given to hear her command, to have her look at, or speak the smallest word to 

me! but no, I had the mortification to be beneath her regard; she did not even perceive I was 

there. Her brother, who frequently spoke to me while at table, having one day said something 

which I did not consider obliging, I made him so arch and well-turned an answer, that it drew her 

attention; she cast her eyes upon me, and this glance was sufficient to fill me with transport. The 

next day, a second occasion presented itself, which I fortunately made use of. A great dinner was 

given; and I saw, with astonishment, for the first time, the maitre d’ hotel waiting at table, with a 

sword by his side, and hat on his head. By chance, the discourse turned on the motto of the house 

of Solar, which was, with the arms, worked in the tapestry: ‘Tel fiert qui ne fue pas’. As the 



Piedmontese are not in general very perfect in the French language, they found fault with the 

orthography, saying, that in the word fiert there should be no ‘t’. The old Count de Gauvon was 

going to reply, when happening to cast his eyes on me, he perceived I smiled without daring to 

say anything; he immediately ordered me to speak my opinion. I then said, I did not think the ‘t’ 

superfluous, ‘fiert’ being an old French word, not derived from the noun ‘ferus’, proud, 

threatening; but from the verb ‘ferit’, he strikes, he wounds; the motto, therefore, did not appear 

to mean, some threat, but, ‘Some strike who do not kill’. The whole company fixed their eyes on 

me, then on each other, without speaking a word; never was a greater degree of astonishment; 

but what most flattered me, was an air of satisfaction which I perceived on the countenance of 

Mademoiselle de Breil. This scornful lady deigned to cast on me a second look at least as 

valuable as the former, and turning to her grandfather, appeared to wait with impatience for the 

praise that was due to me, and which he fully bestowed, with such apparent satisfaction, that it 

was eagerly chorused by the whole table. This interval was short, but delightful in many 

respects; it was one of those moments so rarely met with, which place things in their natural 

order, and revenge depressed merit for the injuries of fortune. Some minutes after Mademoiselle 

de Breil again raised her eyes, desiring me with a voice of timid affability to give her some drink. 

It will easily be supposed I did not let her wait, but advancing towards her, I was seized with 

such a trembling, that having filled the glass too full, I spilled some of the water on her plate, and 

even on herself. Her brother asked me, giddily, why I trembled thus? This question increased my 

confusion, while the face of Mademoiselle de Breil was suffused with a crimson blush. 

Here ended the romance; where it may be remarked (as with Madam Basile, and others in the 

continuation of my life) that I was not fortunate in the conclusion of my amours. In vain I placed 

myself in the antechamber of Madam de Breil, I could not obtain one mark of attention from her 

daughter; she went in and out without looking at me, nor had I the confidence to raise my eyes to 

her; I was even so foolishly stupid, that one day, on dropping her glove as she passed, instead of 

seizing and covering it with kisses, as I would gladly have done, I did not dare to quit my place, 

but suffered it to be taken up by a great booby of a footman, whom I could willingly have 

knocked down for his officiousness. To complete my timidity, I perceived I had not the good 

fortune to please Madam de Breil; she not only never ordered, but even rejected, my services; 

and having twice found me in her antechamber, asked me, dryly, “If I had nothing to do?” I was 

obliged, therefore, to renounce this dear antechamber; at first it caused me some uneasiness, but 

other things intervening, I presently thought no more of it. 

The disdain of Madam de Breil was fully compensated by the kindness of her father-in-law, 

who at length began to think of me. The evening after the entertainment, I have already 

mentioned, he had a conversation with me that lasted half an hour, which appeared to satisfy 

him, and absolutely enchanted me. This good man had less sense than Madam de Vercellis, but 

possessed more feeling; I therefore succeeded much better with him. He bade me attach myself 

to his son, the Abbe Gauvon, who had an esteem for me, which, if I took care to cultivate, might 

be serviceable in furnishing me with what was necessary to complete their views for my future 

establishment. The next morning I flew to M. the Abbe, who did not receive me as a servant, but 

made me sit by his fireside, and questioned me with great affability. He soon found that my 

education, which had attempted many things, had completed none; but observing that I 

understood something of Latin, he undertook to teach me more, and appointed me to attend him 

every morning. Thus, by one of the whimsicalities which have marked the whole course of my 

life, at once above and below my natural situation, I was pupil and footman in the same house: 



and though in servitude, had a preceptor whose birth entitled him to supply that place only to the 

children of kings. 

The Abbe de Gauvon was a younger son, and designed by his family for a bishopric, for which 

reason his studies had been pursued further than is usual with people of quality. He had been sent 

to the university of Sienna, where he had resided some years, and from whence he had brought a 

good portion of cruscantism, designing to be that at Turin which the Abbe de Dangeau was 

formerly at Paris. Being disgusted with theology, he gave in to the belle-lettres, which is very 

frequent in Italy, with those who have entered the career of prelacy. He had studied the poets, 

and wrote tolerable Latin and Italian verses; in a word, his taste was calculated to form mine, and 

give some order to that chaos of insignificant trash with which my brain was encumbered; but 

whether my prating had misled him, or that he could not support the trouble of teaching the 

elementary parts of Latin, he put me at first too high; and I had scarcely translated a few fables of 

Phoedrus before he put me into Virgil, where I could hardly understand anything. It will be seen 

hereafter that I was destined frequently to learn Latin, but never to attain it. I labored with 

assiduity, and the abbe bestowed his attention with a degree of kindness, the remembrance of 

which, even at this time, both interests and softens me. I passed the greater part of the morning 

with him as much for my own instruction as his service; not that he ever permitted me to perform 

any menial office, but to copy, or write from his dictating; and my employment of secretary was 

more useful than that of scholar, and by this means I not only learned the Italian in its utmost 

purity, but also acquired a taste for literature, and some discernment of composition, which could 

not have been at La Tribu’s, and which was useful to me when I afterwards wrote alone. 

At this period of my life, without being romantic, I might reasonably have indulged the hope 

of preferment. The abbe, thoroughly pleased with me, expressed his satisfaction to everyone, 

while his father had such a singular affection for me, that I was assured by the Count de Favria, 

that he had spoken of me to the king; even Madam de Breil had laid aside her disdainful looks; in 

short I was a general favorite, which gave great jealousy to the other servants, who seeing me 

honored by the instructions of their master’s son, were persuaded I should not remain their equal. 

As far as I could judge by some words dropped at random, and which I reflected on 

afterwards, it appeared to me, that the House of Solar, wishing to run the career of embassies, 

and hoping perhaps in time to arrive at the ministry, wished to provide themselves with a person 

of merit and talents, who depending entirely on them, might obtain their confidence, and be of 

essential service. This project of the Count de Gauvon was judicious, magnanimous, and truly 

worthy of a powerful nobleman, equally provident and generous; but besides my not seeing, at 

that time, its full extent, it was far too rational for my brain, and required too much confinement. 

My ridiculous ambition sought for fortune in the midst of brilliant adventures, and not finding 

one woman in all this scheme, it appeared tedious, painful and melancholy; though I should 

rather have thought it more honorable on this account, as the species of merit generally 

patronized by women is certainly less worthy that I was supposed to possess. 

Everything succeeded to my wish: I had obtained, almost forced, the esteem of all; the trial 

was over, and I was universally considered as a young man with flattering prospects, who was 

not at present in his proper sphere, but was expected soon to reach it; but my place was not 

assigned me by man, and I was to reach it by very difficult paths. I now come to one of those 

characteristic traits, which are so natural to me, and which, indeed, the reader might have 

observed without this reflection. 



There were at Turin several new converts of my own stamp, whom I neither liked nor wish to 

see; but I had met with some Genevese who were not of this description, and among others a M. 

Mussard, nicknamed Wryneck, a miniature painter, and a distant relation. This M. Mussard, 

having learned my situation at the Count de Gauvon’s, came to see me, with another Genevese, 

named Bacle, who had been my comrade during my apprenticeship. This Bacle was a very 

sprightly, amusing young fellow, full of lively sallies, which at his time of life appeared 

extremely agreeable. At once, then, behold me delighted with M. Bacle; charmed to such a 

degree that I found it impossible to quit him. He was shortly to depart for Geneva; what a loss 

had I to sustain! I felt the whole force of it, and resolving to make the best use of this precious 

interval, I determined not to leave him, or, rather, he never quitted me, for my head was not yet 

sufficiently turned to think of quitting the house without leave, but it was soon perceived that he 

engrossed my whole time, and he was accordingly forbid the house. This so incensed me, that 

forgetting everything but my friend Bacle, I went neither to the abbe nor the count, and was no 

longer to be found at home. I paid no attention to repeated reprimands, and at length was 

threatened with dismissal. This threat was my ruin, as it suggested the idea that it was not 

absolutely necessary that Bacle should depart alone. From that moment I could think of no other 

pleasure, no other situation or happiness than taking this journey. To render the felicity still more 

complete, at the end of it (though at an immense distance) I pictured to myself Madam de 

Warens; for as to returning to Geneva, it never entered into my imagination. The hills, fields, 

brooks and villages, incessantly succeeded each other with new charms, and this delightful jaunt 

seemed worthy to absorb my whole existence. Memory recalled, with inexpressible pleasure, 

how charming the country had appeared in coming to Turin; what then must it be, when, to the 

pleasure of independence, should be added the company of a good-humored comrade of my own 

age and disposition, without any constraint or obligation, but free to go or stay as we pleased? 

Would it not be madness to sacrifice the prospect of so much felicity to projects of ambition, 

slow and difficult in their execution, and uncertain in their event? But even supposing them 

realized, and in their utmost splendor, they were not worth one quarter of an hour of the sweet 

pleasure and liberty of youth. 

Full of these wise conclusions, I conducted myself so improperly, that (not indeed without 

some trouble) I got myself dismissed; for on my return one night the maitre de hotel gave me 

warning on the part of the count. This was exactly what I wanted; for feeling, spite of myself, the 

extravagance of my conduct, I wished to excuse it by the addition of injustice and ingratitude, by 

throwing the blame on others, and sheltering myself under the idea of necessity. 

I was told the Count de Favria wished to speak with me the next morning before my departure; 

but, being sensible that my head was so far turned as to render it possible for me to disobey the 

injunction, the maitre de hotel declined paying the money designed me, and which certainly I 

had very ill earned, till after this visit; for my kind patrons being unwilling to place me in the 

situation of a footman, I had not any fixed wages. 

The Count de Favria, though young and giddy, talked to me on this occasion in the most 

sensible and serious manner: I might add, if it would not be thought vain, with the utmost 

tenderness. He reminded me, in the most flattering terms, of the cares of his uncle, and intentions 

of his grandfather; after having drawn in lively colors what I was sacrificing to ruin, he offered to 

make my peace, without stipulating any conditions, but that I should no more see the worthless 

fellow who had seduced me. 

It was so apparent that he did not say all this of himself, that notwithstanding my blind 

stupidity, I powerfully felt the kindness of my good old master, but the dear journey was too 



firmly printed on my imagination for any consideration to balance the charm. Bereft of 

understanding, firm to my purpose, I hardened myself against conviction, and arrogantly 

answered, that as they had thought fit to give me warning, I had resolved to take it, and 

conceived it was now too late to retract, since, whatever might happen to me, I was fully 

resolved not to be driven a second time from the same house. The count, justly irritated, 

bestowed on me some names which I deserved, and putting me out of his apartment by the 

shoulders, shut the door on me. I departed triumphant, as if I had gained the greatest victory, and 

fearful of sustaining a second combat even had the ingratitude to leave the house without 

thanking the abbe for his kindness. 

To form a just conception of my delirium at that moment, the excess to which my heart is 

subject to be heated by the most trifling incidents, and the ardor with which my imagination 

seizes on the most attractive objects should be conceived. At these times, plans the most 

ridiculous, childish, and void of sense, flatter my favorite idea, and persuade me that it is 

reasonable to sacrifice everything to the possession of it. Would it be believed, that when near 

nineteen, any one could be so stupid as to build his hopes of future subsistence on an empty 

phial? For example: 

The Abbe de Gauvon had made me a present, some weeks before, of a very pretty heron 

fountain, with which I was highly delighted. Playing with this toy, and speaking of our departure, 

the sage Bacle and myself thought it might be of infinite advantage, and enable us to lengthen 

our journey. What in the world was so curious as a heron fountain? This idea was the foundation 

on which we built our future fortune: we were to assemble the country people in every village we 

might pass through, and delight them with the sight of it, when feasting and good cheer would be 

sure to pour on us abundantly; for we were both firmly persuaded, that provisions could cost 

nothing to those who grew and gathered them, and if they did not stuff travellers, it was 

downright ill-nature. 

We pictured in all parts entertainments and weddings, reckoning that without any expense but 

wind from our lungs, and the water of our fountain, we should be maintained through Piedmont, 

Savoy, France, and indeed, all the world over. There was no end to our projected travels, and we 

immediately directed our course northward, rather for the pleasure of crossing the Alps, than 

from a supposed necessity of being obliged to stop at any place. 

Such was the plan on which I set out, abandoning without regret, my preceptors, studies, and 

hopes, with the almost certain attainment of a fortune, to lead the life of a real vagabond. 

Farewell to the capital; adieu to the court, ambition, love, the fair, and all the great adventures 

into which hope had led me during the preceding year! I departed with my fountain and my 

friend Bacle, a purse lightly furnished, but a heart over-flowing with pleasure, and only thinking 

how to enjoy the extensive felicity which I supposed my project encircled. 

This extravagant journey was performed almost as agreeably as I had expected, though not 

exactly on the same plan; not but our fountain highly amused the hostess and servants for some 

minutes at all the ale-houses where we halted, yet we found it equally necessary to pay on our 

departure; but that gave us no concern, as we never thought of depending on it entirely until our 

money should be expended. An accident spared us that trouble, our fountain was broken near 

Bramant, and in good time, for we both felt (though without daring to own it to each other) that 

we began to be weary of it. This misfortune rendered us gayer than ever; we laughed heartily at 

our giddiness in having forgotten that our clothes and shoes would wear out, or trusting to renew 

them by the play of our fountain. We continued our journey as merrily as we had begun it, only 



drawing faster towards that termination where our drained purses made it necessary for us to 

arrive. 

At Chambery I became pensive; not for the folly I had committed, for never did any one think 

less of the past, but on account of the reception I should meet with from Madam de Warens; for I 

looked on her house as my paternal home. I had written her an account of my reception at the 

Count de Gauvon’s; she knew my expectancies, and, in congratulating me on my good fortune, 

had added some wise lessons on the return I ought to make for the kindness with which they 

treated me. She looked on my fortune as already made, if not destroyed by my own negligence; 

what then would she say on my arrival? for it never entered my mind that she might shut the 

door against me, but I dreaded the uneasiness I might give her; I dreaded her reproaches, to me 

more wounding than want; I resolved to bear all in silence, and, if possible to appease her. I now 

saw nothing but Madam de Warens in the whole universe, and to live in disgrace with her was 

impossible. 

I was most concerned about my companion, whom I did not wish to offend, and feared I 

should not easily get rid of. I prefaced this separation by an affected coldness during the last 

day’s journey. The drole understood me perfectly; in fact, he was rather giddy than deficient in 

point of sense—I expected he would have been hurt at my inconstancy, but I was quite mistaken; 

nothing affected my friend Bacle, for hardly had we set foot in town, on our arrival in Annecy, 

before he said, “You are now at home,”—embraced—bade me adieu—turned on his heel, and 

disappeared; nor have I ever heard of him since. 

How did my heart beat as I approached the habitation of Madam de Warens! my legs trembled 

under me, my eyes were clouded with a mist, I neither saw, heard, nor recollected any one, and 

was obliged frequently to stop that I might draw breath, and recall my bewildered senses. Was it 

fear of not obtaining that succor I stood in need of, which agitated me to this degree? At the age I 

then was, does the fear of perishing with hunger give such alarms? No: I declare with as much 

truth as pride, that it was not in the power of interest or indigence, at any period of my life, to 

expand or contract my heart. In the course of a painful life, memorable for its vicissitudes, 

frequently destitute of an asylum, and without bread, I have contemplated, with equal 

indifference, both opulence and misery. In want I might have begged or stolen, as others have 

done, but never could feel distress at being reduced to such necessities. Few men have grieved 

more than myself, few have shed so many tears; yet never did poverty, or the fear of falling into 

it, make me heave a sigh or moisten my eyelids. My soul, in despite of fortune, has only been 

sensible of real good and evil, which did not depend on her; and frequently, when in possession 

of everything that could make life pleasing, I have been the most miserable of mortals. 

The first glance of Madam de Warens banished all my fears—my heart leaped at the sound of 

her voice; I threw myself at her feet, and in transports of the most lively joy, pressed my lips 

upon her hand. I am ignorant whether she had received any recent information of me. I 

discovered but little surprise on her countenance, and no sorrow. “Poor child!” said she, in an 

affectionate tone, “art thou here again? I knew you were too young for this journey; I am very 

glad, however, that it did not turn out so bad as I apprehended.” She then made me recount my 

history; it was not long, and I did it faithfully: suppressing only some trifling circumstances, but 

on the whole neither sparing nor excusing myself. 

The question was, where I could lodge: she consulted her maid on this point—I hardly dared 

to breathe during the deliberation; but when I heard I was to sleep in the house, I could scarce 

contain my joy; and saw the little bundle I brought with me carried into my destined apartment 



with much the same sensations as St. Preux saw his chaise put up at Madam de Wolmar’s. To 

complete all, I had the satisfaction to find that this favor was not to be transitory; for at a moment 

when they thought me attentive to something else, I heard Madam de Warens say, “They may 

talk as they please, but since Providence has sent him back, I am determined not to abandon 

him.” 

Behold me, then, established at her house; not, however, that I date the happiest days of my 

life from this period, but this served to prepare me for them. Though that sensibility of heart, 

which enables us truly to enjoy our being, is the work of Nature, and perhaps a mere effect of 

organization, yet it requires situations to unfold itself, and without a certain concurrence of 

favorable circumstances, a man born with the most acute sensibility may go out of the world 

without ever having been acquainted with his own temperament. This was my case till that time, 

and such perhaps it might have remained had I never known Madam de Warens, or even having 

known her, had I not remained with her long enough to contract that pleasing habit of 

affectionate sentiments with which she inspired me. I dare affirm, that those who only love, do 

not feel the most charming sensations we are capable of: I am acquainted with another sentiment, 

less impetuous, but a thousand times more delightful; sometimes joined with love, but frequently 

separated from it. This feeling is not simply friendship; it is more enchanting, more tender; nor 

do I imagine it can exist between persons of the same sex; at least I have been truly a friend, if 

ever a man was, and yet never experienced it in that kind. This distinction is not sufficiently 

clear, but will become so hereafter: sentiments are only distinguishable by their effects. 

Madam de Warens inhabited an old house, but large enough to have a handsome spare 

apartment, which she made her drawing-room. I now occupied this chamber, which was in the 

passage I have before mentioned as the place of our first meeting. Beyond the brook and gardens 

was a prospect of the country, which was by no means uninteresting to the young inhabitant, 

being the first time, since my residence at Bossey, that I had seen anything before my windows 

but walls, roofs, or the dirty street. How pleasing then was this novelty! it helped to increase the 

tenderness of my disposition, for I looked on this charming landscape as the gift of my dear 

patroness, who I could almost fancy had placed it there on purpose for me. Peaceably seated, my 

eyes pursued her amidst the flowers and the verdure; her charms seemed to me confounded with 

those of the spring; my heart, till now contracted, here found means to expand itself, and my 

sighs exhaled freely in this charming retreat. 

The magnificence I had been accustomed to at Turin was not to be found at Madam de 

Warens’, but in lieu of it there was neatness, regularity, and a patriarchal abundance, which is 

seldom attached to pompous ostentation. She had very little plate, no china, no game in her 

kitchen, or foreign wines in her cellar, but both were well furnished, and at every one’s service; 

and her coffee, though served in earthenware cups, was excellent. Whoever came to her house 

was invited to dine there, and never did laborer, messenger, or traveller, depart without 

refreshment. Her family consisted of a pretty chambermaid from Fribourg, named Merceret; a 

valet from her own country called Claude Anet (of whom I shall speak hereafter), a cook, and 

two hired chairmen when she visited, which seldom happened. This was a great deal to be done 

out of two thousand livres a year; yet, with good management, it might have been sufficient in a 

country where land is extremely good, and money very scarce. Unfortunately, economy was 

never her favorite virtue; she contracted debts—paid them—thus her money passed from hand to 

hand like a weaver’s shuttle, and quickly disappeared. 

The arrangement of her housekeeping was exactly what I should have chosen, and I shared it 

with satisfaction. I was least pleased with the necessity of remaining too long at table. Madam de 



Warens was so much incommoded with the first smell of soup or meat, as almost to occasion 

fainting; from this she slowly recovered, talking meantime, and never attempting to eat for the 

first half hour. I could have dined thrice in the time, and had ever finished my meal long before 

she began; I then ate again for company; and though by this means I usually dined twice, felt no 

inconvenience from it. In short, I was perfectly at my ease, and the happier as my situation 

required no care. Not being at this time instructed in the state of her finances, I supposed her 

means were adequate to her expense; and though I afterwards found the same abundance, yet 

when instructed in her real situation, finding her pension ever anticipated, prevented me from 

enjoying the same tranquility. Foresight with me has always embittered enjoyment; in vain I saw 

the approach of misfortunes, I was never the more likely to avoid them. 

From the first moment of our meeting, the softest familiarity was established between us: and 

in the same degree it continued during the rest of her life. Child was my name, Mamma was hers, 

and child and mamma we have ever continued, even after a number of years had almost effaced 

the apparent difference of age between us. I think those names convey an exact idea of our 

behavior, the simplicity of our manners, and above all, the similarity of our dispositions. To me 

she was the tenderest of mothers, ever preferring my welfare to her own pleasure; and if my own 

satisfaction found some interest in my attachment to her, it was not to change its nature, but only 

to render it more exquisite, and infatuate me with the charm of having a mother young and 

handsome, whom I was delighted to caress: I say literally, to caress, for never did it enter into her 

imagination to deny me the tenderest maternal kisses and endearments, or into my heart to abuse 

them. It will be said, at length our connection was of a different kind: I confess it; but have 

patience, that will come in its turn. 

The sudden sight of her, on our first interview, was the only truly passionate moment she ever 

inspired me with; and even that was principally the work of surprise. With her I had neither 

transports nor desires, but remained in a ravishing calm, sensible of a happiness I could not 

define, and thus could I have passed my whole life, or even eternity, without feeling an instant of 

uneasiness. 

She was the only person with whom I never experienced that want of conversation, which to 

me is so painful to endure. Our tete-a-tetes were rather an inexhaustible chat than conversation, 

which could only conclude from interruption. So far from finding discourse difficult, I rather 

thought it a hardship to be silent; unless, when contemplating her projects, she sunk into a 

reverie; when I silently let her meditate, and gazing on her, was the happiest of men. I had 

another singular fancy, which was that without pretending to the favor of a tete-a-tete, I was 

perpetually seeking occasion to form them, enjoying such opportunities with rapture; and when 

importunate visitors broke in upon us, no matter whether it was man or woman, I went out 

murmuring, not being able to remain a secondary object in her company; then, counting the 

minutes in her antechamber, I used to curse these eternal visitors, thinking it inconceivable how 

they could find so much to say, because I had still more. 

If ever I felt the full force of my attachment, it was when I did not see her. When in her 

presence, I was only content; when absent, my uneasiness reached almost to melancholy, and a 

wish to live with her gave me emotions of tenderness even to tears. Never shall I forget one great 

holiday, while she was at vespers, when I took a walk out of the city, my heart full of her image, 

and the ardent wish to pass my life with her. I could easily enough see that at present this was 

impossible; that the happiness I enjoyed would be of short duration, and this idea gave to my 

contemplations a tincture of melancholy, which, however, was not gloomy, but tempered with a 

flattering hope. The ringing of bells, which ever particularly affects me, the singing of birds, the 



fineness of the day, the beauty of the landscape, the scattered country houses, among which in 

idea I placed our future dwelling, altogether struck me with an impression so lively, tender, 

melancholy, and powerful, that I saw myself in ecstasy transported into that happy time and 

abode, where my heart, possessing all the felicity it could desire, might taste it with raptures 

inexpressible. 

I never recollect to have enjoyed the future with such force of illusions as at that time; and 

what has particularly struck me in the recollection of this reverie, is that when realized, I found 

my situation exactly as I had imagined it. If ever waking dream had an appearance of a prophetic 

vision, it was assuredly this; I was only deceived in its imaginary duration, for days, years, and 

life itself, passed ideally in perfect tranquility, while the reality lasted but a moment. Alas! my 

most durable happiness was but as a dream, which I had no sooner had a glimpse of, than I 

instantly awoke. 

I know not when I should have done, if I was to enter into a detail of all the follies that 

affection for my dear Madam de Warens made me commit. When absent from her, how often 

have I kissed the bed on a supposition that she had slept there; the curtains and all the furniture 

of my chamber, on recollecting they were hers, and that her charming hands had touched them; 

nay, the floor itself, when I considered she had walked there. Sometimes even in her presence, 

extravagancies escaped me, which only the most violent passions seemed capable of inspiring; in 

a word, there was but one essential difference to distinguish me from an absolute lover, and that 

particular renders my situation almost inconceivable. 

I had returned from Italy, not absolutely as I went there, but as no one of my age, perhaps, 

ever did before, being equally unacquainted with women. My ardent constitution had found 

resources in those means by which youth of my disposition sometimes preserve their purity at 

the expense of health, vigor, and frequently of life itself. My local situation should likewise be 

considered—living with a pretty woman, cherishing her image in the bottom of my heart, seeing 

her during the whole day, at night surrounded with objects that recalled her incessantly to my 

remembrance, and sleeping in the bed where I knew she had slept. What a situation! Who can 

read this without supposing me on the brink of the grave? But quite the contrary; that which 

might have ruined me, acted as a preservative, at least for a time. Intoxicated with the charm of 

living with her, with the ardent desire of passing my life there, absent or present I saw in her a 

tender mother, an amiable sister, a respected friend, but nothing more; meantime, her image 

filled my heart, and left room far no other object. The extreme tenderness with which she 

inspired me excluded every other woman from my consideration, and preserved me from the 

whole sex: in a word, I was virtuous, because I loved her. Let these particulars, which I recount 

but indifferently, be considered, and then let any one judge what kind of attachment I had for 

her: for my part, all I can say, is, that if it hitherto appears extraordinary, it will appear much 

more so in the sequel. 

My time passed in the most agreeable manner, though occupied in a way which was by no 

means calculated to please me; such as having projects to digest, bills to write fair, receipts to 

transcribe, herbs to pick, drugs to pound, or distillations to attend; and in the midst of all this, 

came crowds of travellers, beggars, and visitors of all denominations. Some times it was 

necessary to converse at the same time with a soldier, an apothecary, a prebendary, a fine lady, 

and a lay brother. I grumbled, swore, and wished all this troublesome medley at the devil, while 

she seemed to enjoy it, laughing at my chagrin till the tears ran down her cheeks. What excited 

her mirth still more, was to see that my anger was increased by not being able myself to refrain 

from laughter. These little intervals, in which I enjoyed the pleasure of grumbling, were 



charming; and if, during the dispute, another importunate visitor arrived, she would add to her 

amusement by maliciously prolonging the visit, meantime casting glances at me for which I 

could almost have beat her; nor could she without difficulty refrain from laughter on seeing my 

constrained politeness, though every moment glancing at her the look of a fury, while, even in 

spite of myself, I thought the scene truly diverting. 

All this, without being pleasing in itself, contributed to amuse, because it made up a part of a 

life which I thought delightful. Nothing that was performed around me, nothing that I was 

obliged to do, suited my taste, but everything suited my heart; and I believe, at length, I should 

have liked the study of medicine, had not my natural distaste to it perpetually engaged us in 

whimsical scenes, that prevented my thinking of it in a serious light. It was, perhaps, the first 

time that this art produced mirth. I pretended to distinguish a physical book by its smell, and 

what was more diverting, was seldom mistaken. Madam de Warens made me taste the most 

nauseous drugs; in vain I ran, or endeavored to defend myself; spite of resistance or wry faces, 

spite of my struggles, or even of my teeth, when I saw her charming fingers approach my lips, I 

was obliged to give up the contest. 

 

 

 



 

When shut up in an apartment with all her medical apparatus, any one who had heard us 

running and shouting amidst peals of laughter would rather have imagined we had been acting a 

farce than preparing opiates or elixirs. 



My time, however, was not entirely passed in these fooleries; in the apartment which I 

occupied I found a few books: there was the Spectator, Puffendorf, St. Everemond, and the 

Henriade. Though I had not my old passion for books, yet I amused myself with reading a part of 

them. The Spectator was particularly pleasing and serviceable to me. The Abbe de Gauvon had 

taught me to read less eagerly, and with a greater degree of attention, which rendered my studies 

more serviceable. I accustomed myself to reflect on elocution and the elegance of composition; 

exercising myself in discerning pure French from my provincial idiom. For example, I corrected 

an orthographical fault (which I had in common with all Genevese) by these two lines of the 

Henriade: 

     Soit qu’ un ancient respect pour le sang de leurs maitres, 

     Parlat encore pour lui dans le coeur de ces traitres 

I was struck with the word ‘parlat’, and found a ‘t’ was necessary to form the third person of 

the subjunctive, whereas I had always written and pronounced it parla, as in the present of the 

indicative. 

Sometimes my studies were the subject of conversation with Madam de Warens; sometimes I 

read to her, in which I found great satisfaction; and as I endeavored to read well, it was 

extremely serviceable to me. I have already observed that her mind was cultivated; her 

understanding was at this time in its meridian. Several people of learning having been assiduous 

to ingratiate themselves, had taught her to distinguish works of merit; but her taste (if I may so 

express myself) was rather Protestant; ever speaking warmly of Bayle, and highly esteeming St. 

Evremond, though long since almost forgotten in France: but this did not prevent her having a 

taste for literature, or expressing her thoughts with elegance. She had been brought up with polite 

company, and coming young to Savoy, by associating with people of the best fashion, had lost 

the affected manners of her own country, where the ladies mistake wit for sense, and only speak 

in epigram. 

Though she had seen the court but superficially, that glance was sufficient to give her a 

competent idea of it; and notwithstanding secret jealousies and the murmurs excited by her 

conduct and running in debt, she ever preserved friends there, and never lost her pension. She 

knew the world, and was useful. This was her favorite theme in our conversations, and was 

directly opposite to my chimerical ideas, though the kind of instruction I particularly had 

occasion for. We read Bruyere together; he pleased her more than Rochefoucault, who is a dull, 

melancholy author, particularly to youth, who are not fond of contemplating man as he really is. 

In moralizing she sometimes bewildered herself by the length of her discourse; but by kissing her 

lips or hand from time to time I was easily consoled, and never found them wearisome. 

This life was too delightful to be lasting; I felt this, and the uneasiness that thought gave me 

was the only thing that disturbed my enjoyment. Even in playfulness she studied my disposition, 

observed and interrogated me, forming projects for my future fortune, which I could readily have 

dispensed with. Happily it was not sufficient to know my disposition, inclinations and talents; it 

was likewise necessary to find a situation in which they would be useful, and this was not the 

work of a day. Even the prejudices this good woman had conceived in favor of my merit put off 

the time of calling it into action, by rendering her more difficult in the choice of means; thus 

(thanks to the good opinion she entertained of me), everything answered to my wish; but a 

change soon happened which put a period to my tranquility. 

A relation of Madam de Warens, named M. d’Aubonne, came to see her; a man of great 

understanding and intrigue, being, like her, fond of projects, though careful not to ruin himself 



by them. He had offered Cardinal Fleury a very compact plan for a lottery, which, however, had 

not been approved of, and he was now going to propose it to the court of Turin, where it was 

accepted and put into execution. He remained some time at Annecy, where he fell in love with 

the Intendant’s lady, who was very amiable, much to my taste and the only person I saw with 

pleasure at the house of Madam de Warens. M. d’Aubonne saw me, I was strongly recommended 

by his relation; he promised, therefore, to question and see what I was fit for, and, if he found me 

capable, to seek me a situation. Madam de Warens sent me to him two or three mornings, under 

pretense of messages, without acquainting me with her real intention. He spoke to me gayly, on 

various subjects, without any appearance of observation; his familiarity presently set me talking, 

which by his cheerful and jesting manner he encouraged without restraint—I was absolutely 

charmed with him. The result of his observations was, that notwithstanding the animation of my 

countenance, and promising exterior, if not absolutely silly, I was a lad of very little sense, and 

without ideas of learning; in fine, very ignorant in all respects, and if I could arrive at being 

curate of some village, it was the utmost honor I ought ever to aspire to. Such was the account he 

gave of me to Madam de Warens. This was not the first time such an opinion had been formed of 

me, neither was it the last; the judgment of M. Masseron having been repeatedly confirmed. 

The cause of these opinions is too much connected with my character not to need a particular 

explanation; for it will not be supposed that I can in conscience subscribe to them; and with all 

possible impartiality, whatever M. Masseron, M. d’Aubonne and many others may have said, I 

cannot help thinking them mistaken. 

Two things very opposite, unite in me, and in a manner which I cannot myself conceive. My 

disposition is extremely ardent, my passions lively and impetuous, yet my ideas are produced 

slowly, with great embarrassment and after much afterthought. It might be said my heart and 

understanding do not belong to the same individual. A sentiment takes possession of my soul 

with the rapidity of lightning, but instead of illuminating, it dazzles and confounds me; I feel all, 

but see nothing; I am warm, but stupid; to think I must be cool. What is astonishing, my 

conception is clear and penetrating, if not hurried: I can make excellent impromptus at leisure, 

but on the instant, could never say or do anything worth notice. I could hold a tolerable 

conversation by the post, as they say the Spaniards play at chess, and when I read that anecdote 

of a duke of Savoy, who turned himself round, while on a journey, to cry out ‘a votre gorge, 

marchand de Paris!’ I said, “Here is a trait of my character!” 

This slowness of thought, joined to vivacity of feeling, I am not only sensible of in 

conversation, but even alone. When I write, my ideas are arranged with the utmost difficulty. 

They glance on my imagination and ferment till they discompose, heat, and bring on a 

palpitation; during this state of agitation, I see nothing properly, cannot write a single word, and 

must wait till it is over. Insensibly the agitation subsides, the chaos acquires form, and each 

circumstance takes its proper place. Have you never seen an opera in Italy? where during the 

change of scene everything is in confusion, the decorations are intermingled, and any one would 

suppose that all would be overthrown; yet by little and little, everything is arranged, nothing 

appears wanting, and we feel surprised to see the tumult succeeded by the most delightful 

spectacle. This is a resemblance of what passes in my brain when I attempt to write; had I always 

waited till that confusion was past, and then painted, in their natural beauties, the objects that had 

presented themselves, few authors would have surpassed me. 

Thence arises the extreme difficulty I find in writing; my manuscripts, blotted, scratched, and 

scarcely legible, attest the trouble they cost me; nor is there one of them but I have been obliged 

to transcribe four or five times before it went to press. Never could I do anything when placed at 



a table, pen in hand; it must be walking among the rocks, or in the woods; it is at night in my 

bed, during my wakeful hours, that I compose; it may be judged how slowly, particularly for a 

man who has not the advantage of verbal memory, and never in his life could retain by heart six 

verses. Some of my periods I have turned and returned in my head five or six nights before they 

were fit to be put to paper: thus it is that I succeed better in works that require laborious 

attention, than those that appear more trivial, such as letters, in which I could never succeed, and 

being obliged to write one is to me a serious punishment; nor can I express my thoughts on the 

most trivial subjects without it costing me hours of fatigue. If I write immediately what strikes 

me, my letter is a long, confused, unconnected string of expressions, which, when read, can 

hardly be understood. 

It is not only painful to me to give language to my ideas but even to receive them. I have 

studied mankind, and think myself a tolerable observer, yet I know nothing from what I see, but 

all from what I remember, nor have I understanding except in my recollections. From all that is 

said, from all that passes in my presence, I feel nothing, conceive nothing, the exterior sign being 

all that strikes me; afterwards it returns to my remembrance; I recollect the place, the time, the 

manner, the look, and gesture, not a circumstance escapes me; it is then, from what has been 

done or said, that I imagine what has been thought, and I have rarely found myself mistaken. 

So little master of my understanding when alone, let any one judge what I must be in 

conversation, where to speak with any degree of ease you must think of a thousand things at the 

same time: the bare idea that I should forget something material would be sufficient to intimidate 

me. Nor can I comprehend how people can have the confidence to converse in large companies, 

where each word must pass in review before so many, and where it would be requisite to know 

their several characters and histories to avoid saying what might give offence. In this particular, 

those who frequent the world would have a great advantage, as they know better where to be 

silent, and can speak with greater confidence; yet even they sometimes let fall absurdities; in 

what predicament then must he be who drops as it were from the clouds? It is almost impossible 

he should speak ten minutes with impunity. 

In a tete-a-tete there is a still worse inconvenience; that is; the necessity of talking perpetually, 

at least, the necessity of answering when spoken to, and keeping up the conversation when the 

other is silent. This insupportable constraint is alone sufficient to disgust me with variety, for I 

cannot form an idea of a greater torment than being obliged to speak continually without time for 

recollection. I know not whether it proceeds from my mortal hatred of all constraint; but if I am 

obliged to speak, I infallibly talk nonsense. What is still worse, instead of learning how to be 

silent when I have absolutely nothing to say, it is generally at such times that I have a violent 

inclination: and endeavoring to pay my debt of conversation as speedily as possible, I hastily 

gabble a number of words without ideas, happy when they only chance to mean nothing; thus 

endeavoring to conquer or hide my incapacity, I rarely fail to show it. 

I think I have said enough to show that, though not a fool, I have frequently passed for one, 

even among people capable of judging; this was the more vexatious, as my physiognomy and 

eyes promised otherwise, and expectation being frustrated, my stupidity appeared the more 

shocking. This detail, which a particular occasion gave birth to, will not be useless in the sequel, 

being a key to many of my actions which might otherwise appear unaccountable; and have been 

attributed to a savage humor I do not possess. I love society as much as any man, was I not 

certain to exhibit myself in it, not only disadvantageously, but totally different from what I really 

am. The plan I have adopted of writing and retirement, is what exactly suits me. Had I been 

present, my worth would never have been known, no one would even have suspected it; thus it 



was with Madam Dupin, a woman of sense, in whose house I lived for several years; indeed, she 

has often since owned it to me: though on the whole this rule may be subject to some exceptions. 

I shall now return to my history. 

The estimate of my talents thus fixed, the situation I was capable of promised, the question 

only remained how to render me capable of fulfilling my destined vocation. The principle 

difficulty was, I did not know Latin enough for a priest. Madam de Warens determined to have 

me taught for some time at the seminary, and accordingly spoke of it to the Superior, who was a 

Lazarist, called M. Gras, a good-natured little fellow, half blind, meagre, gray-haired, insensible, 

and the least pedantic of any Lazarist I ever knew; which, in fact, is saying no great matter. 

He frequently visited Madam de Warens, who entertained, caressed, and made much of him, 

letting him sometimes lace her stays, an office he was willing enough to perform. While thus 

employed, she would run about the room, this way or that, as occasion happened to call her. 

Drawn by the lace, Monsieur the Superior followed, grumbling, repeating at every moment, 

“Pray, madam, do stand still;” the whole forming a scene truly diverting. 

M. Gras willingly assented to the project of Madam de Warens, and, for a very moderate 

pension, charged himself with the care of instructing me. The consent of the bishop was all that 

remained necessary, who not only granted it, but offered to pay the pension, permitting me to 

retain the secular habit till they could judge by a trial what success they might have in my 

improvement. 

What a change! but I was obliged to submit; though I went to the seminary with about the 

same spirits as if they had been taking me to execution. What a melancholy abode! especially for 

one who left the house of a pretty woman. I carried one book with me, that I had borrowed of 

Madam de Warens, and found it a capital resource! it will not be easily conjectured what kind of 

book this was—it was a music book. Among the talents she had cultivated, music was not 

forgotten; she had a tolerable good voice, sang agreeably, and played on the harpsichord. She 

had taken the pains to give me some lessons in singing, though before I was very uninformed in 

that respect, hardly knowing the music of our psalms. Eight or ten interrupted lessons, far from 

putting me in a condition to improve myself, did not teach me half the notes; notwithstanding, I 

had such a passion for the art, that I determined to exercise myself alone. The book I took was 

not of the most easy kind; it was the cantatas of Clerambault. It may be conceived with what 

attention and perseverance I studied, when I inform my reader, that without knowing anything of 

transposition or quantity, I contrived to sing with tolerable correctness, the first recitative and air 

in the cantata of Alpheus and Arethusa; it is true this air is, so justly set, that it is only necessary 

to recite the verses in their just measure to catch the music. 

There was at the seminary a curst Lazarist, who by undertaking to teach me Latin made me 

detest it. His hair was coarse, black and greasy, his face like those formed in gingerbread, he had 

the voice of a buffalo, the countenance of an owl, and the bristles of a boar in lieu of a beard; his 

smile was sardonic, and his limbs played like those of a puppet moved by wires. I have forgotten 

his odious name, but the remembrance of his frightful precise countenance remains with me, 

though hardly can I recollect it without trembling; especially when I call to mind our meeting in 

the gallery, when he graciously advanced his filthy square cap as a sign for me to enter his 

apartment, which appeared more dismal in my apprehension than a dungeon. Let any one judge 

the contrast between my present master and the elegant Abbe de Gauvon. 

Had I remained two months at the mercy of this monster, I am certain my head could not have 

sustained it; but the good M. Gras, perceiving I was melancholy, grew thin, and did not eat my 



victuals, guessed the cause of my uneasiness (which indeed was not very difficult) and taking me 

from the claws of this beast, by another yet more striking contrast, placed me with the gentlest of 

men, a young Faucigneran abbe, named M. Gatier, who studied at the seminary, and out of 

complaisance for M. Gras, and humanity to myself, spared some time from the prosecution of his 

own studies in order to direct mine. Never did I see a more pleasing countenance than that of M. 

Gatier. He was fair complexioned, his beard rather inclined to red; his behavior like that of the 

generality of his countrymen (who under a coarseness of countenance conceal much 

understanding), marked in him a truly sensible and affectionate soul. In his large blue eyes there 

was a mixture of softness, tenderness, and melancholy, which made it impossible to see him 

without feeling one’s self interested. From the looks and manner of this young abbe he might 

have been supposed to have foreseen his destiny, and that he was born to be unhappy. 

His disposition did not belie his physiognomy: full of patience and complaisance, he rather 

appeared to study with than to instruct me. So much was not necessary to make me love him, his 

predecessor having rendered that very easy; yet, notwithstanding all the time he bestowed on me, 

notwithstanding our mutual good inclinations, and that his plan of teaching was excellent, with 

much labor, I made little progress. It is very singular, that with a clear conception I could never 

learn much from masters except my father and M. Lambercier; the little I know besides I have 

learned alone, as will be seen hereafter. My spirit, impatient of every species of constraint, 

cannot submit to the law of the moment; even the fear of not learning prevents my being 

attentive, and a dread of wearying those who teach, makes me feign to understand them; thus 

they proceed faster than I can comprehend, and the conclusion is I learn nothing. My 

understanding must take its own time and cannot submit to that of another. 

The time of ordination being arrived, M. Gatier returned to his province as deacon, leaving me 

with gratitude, attachment, and sorrow for his loss. The vows I made for him were no more 

answered than those I offered for myself. Some years after, I learned, that being vicar of a parish, 

a young girl was with child by him, being the only one (though he possessed a very tender heart) 

with whom he was ever in love. This was a dreadful scandal in a diocese severely governed, 

where the priests (being under good regulation) ought never to have children—except by married 

women. Having infringed this politic law, he was put in prison, defamed, and driven from his 

benefice. I know not whether it was ever after in his power to reestablish his affairs; but the 

remembrance of his misfortunes, which were deeply engraven on my heart, struck me when I 

wrote Emilius, and uniting M. Gatier with M. Gaime, I formed from these two worthy priests the 

character of the Savoyard Vicar, and flatter myself the imitation has not dishonored the originals. 

While I was at the seminary, M. d’Aubonne was obliged to quit Annecy, Moultou being 

displeased that he made love to his wife, which was acting like a dog in the manger, for though 

Madam Moultou was extremely amiable, he lived very ill with her, treating her with such 

brutality that a separation was talked of. Moultou, by repeated oppressions, at length procured a 

dismissal from his employment: he was a disagreeable man; a mole could not be blacker, nor an 

owl more knavish. It is said the provincials revenge themselves on their enemies by songs; M. 

d’Aubonne revenged himself on his by a comedy, which he sent to Madam de Warens, who 

showed it to me. I was pleased with it, and immediately conceived the idea of writing one, to try 

whether I was so silly as the author had pronounced me. This project was not executed till I went 

to Chambery, where I wrote ‘The Lover of Himself’. Thus when I said in the preface to that 

piece, “it was written at eighteen,” I cut off a few years. 

Nearly about this time an event happened, not very important in itself, but whose consequence 

affected me, and made a noise in the world when I had forgotten it. Once a week I was permitted 



to go out; it is not necessary to say what use I made of this liberty. Being one Sunday at Madam 

de Warens, a building belonging to the Cordeliers, which joined her house, took fire; this 

building which contained their oven, being full of dry fagots, blazed violently and greatly 

endangered the house; for the wind happening to drive the flames that way, it was covered with 

them. The furniture, therefore, was hastily got out and carried into the garden which fronted the 

windows, on the other side the before-mentioned brook. I was so alarmed that I threw 

indiscriminately everything that came to hand out of the window, even to a large stone mortar, 

which at another time I should have found it difficult to remove, and should have thrown a 

handsome looking-glass after it had not some one prevented me. The good bishop, who that day 

was visiting Madam de Warens, did not remain idle; he took her into the garden, where they 

went to prayers with the rest that were assembled there, and where sometime afterwards, I found 

them on their knees, and presently joined them. While the good man was at his devotions, the 

wind changed, so suddenly and critically, that the flames which had covered the house and began 

to enter the windows, were carried to the other side of the court, and the house received no 

damage. Two years after, Monsieur de Berner being dead, the Antoines, his former brethren, 

began to collect anecdotes which might serve as arguments of his beatification; at the desire of 

Father Baudet, I joined to these an attestation of what I have just related, in doing which, though 

I attested no more than the truth, I certainly acted ill, as it tended to make an indifferent 

occurrence pass for a miracle. I had seen the bishop in prayer, and had likewise seen the wind 

change during the prayer, and even much to the purpose, all this I could certify truly; but that one 

of these facts was the cause of the other, I ought not to have attested, because it is what I could 

not possibly be assured of. Thus much I may say, that as far as I can recollect what my ideas 

were at that time, I was sincerely, and in good earnest a Catholic. Love of the marvellous is 

natural to the human heart; my veneration for the virtuous prelate, and secret pride in having, 

perhaps, contributed to the event in question, all helped to seduce me; and certainly, if this 

miracle was the effect of ardent prayer, I had a right to claim a share of the merits. 

More than thirty years after, when I published the ‘Lettres de la Montagne’, M. Feron (I know 

not by what means) discovered this attestation, and made use of it in his paper. I must confess the 

discovery was very critically timed, and appeared very diverting, even to me. 

I was destined to be the outcast of every condition; for notwithstanding M. Gatier gave the 

most favorable account he possibly could of my studies, they plainly saw the improvement I 

received bore no proportion to the pains taken to instruct me, which was no encouragement to 

continue them: the bishop and superior, therefore, were disheartened, and I was sent back to 

Madam de Warens, as a subject not even fit to make a priest of; but as they allowed, at the same 

time, that I was a tolerably good lad, and far from being vicious, this account counterbalanced 

the former, and determined her not to abandon me. 

I carried back in triumph the dear music book, which had been so useful to me, the air of 

Alpheus and Arethusa being almost all I had learned at the seminary. My predilection for this art 

started the idea of making a musician of me. A convenient opportunity offered; once a week, at 

least, she had a concert at her house, and the music-master from the cathedral, who directed this 

little band, came frequently to see her. This was a Parisian, named M. le Maitre, a good 

composer, very lively, gay, young, well made, of little understanding, but, upon the whole, a 

good sort of man. Madam de Warens made us acquainted; I attached myself to him, and he 

seemed not displeased with me. A pension was talked of, and agreed on; in short, I went home 

with him, and passed the winter the more agreeably at his chambers, as they were not above 

twenty paces distant from Madam de Warens’, where we frequently supped together. It may 



easily be supposed that this situation, ever gay, and singing with the musicians and children of 

the choir, was more pleasing to me than the seminary and fathers of St. Lazarus. This life, though 

free, was regular; here I learned to prize independence, but never to abuse it. For six whole 

months I never once went out except to see Madam de Warens, or to church, nor had I any 

inclination to it. This interval is one of those in which I enjoyed the greatest satisfaction, and 

which I have ever recollected with pleasure. Among the various situations I have been placed in, 

some were marked with such an idea of virtuous satisfaction, that the bare remembrance affects 

me as if they were yet present. I vividly recollect the time, the place, the persons, and even the 

temperature of the air, while the lively idea of a certain local impression peculiar to those times, 

transports me back again to the very spot; for example, all that was repeated at our meetings, all 

that was sung in the choir, everything that passed there; the beautiful and noble habits of the 

canons, the chasubles of the priests, the mitres of the singers, the persons of the musicians; an old 

lame carpenter who played the counter-bass, a little fair abbe who performed on the violin, the 

ragged cassock which M. le Maitre, after taking off his sword, used to put over his secular habit, 

and the fine surplice with which he covered the rags of the former, when he went to the choir; the 

pride with which I held my little flute to my lips, and seated myself in the orchestra, to assist in a 

recitative which M. le Maitre had composed on purpose for me; the good dinner that afterwards 

awaited us, and the good appetites we carried to it. This concourse of objects, strongly retraced 

in my memory, has charmed me a hundred time as much, or perhaps more, than ever the reality 

had done. I have always preserved an affection for a certain air of the ‘Conditor alme Syderum’, 

because one Sunday in Advent I heard that hymn sung on the steps of the cathedral, (according 

to the custom of that place) as I lay in bed before daybreak. Mademoiselle Merceret, Madam de 

Warens’ chambermaid, knew something of music; I shall never forget a little piece that M. le 

Maitre made me sing with her, and which her mistress listened to with great satisfaction. In a 

word, every particular, even down to the servant Perrine, whom the boys of the choir took such 

delight in teasing. The remembrance of these times of happiness and innocence frequently 

returning to my mind, both ravish and affect me. 

I lived at Annecy during a year without the least reproach, giving universal satisfaction. Since 

my departure from Turin I had been guilty of no folly, committed none while under the eye of 

Madam de Warens. She was my conductor, and ever led me right; my attachment for her became 

my only passion, and what proves it was not a giddy one, my heart and understanding were in 

unison. It is true that a single sentiment, absorbing all my faculties, put me out of a capacity of 

learning even music: but this was not my fault, since to the strongest inclination, I added the 

utmost assiduity. I was attentive and thoughtful; what could I do? Nothing was wanting towards 

my progress that depended on me; meantime, it only required a subject that might inspire me to 

occasion the commission of new follies: that subject presented itself, chance arranged it, and (as 

will be seen hereafter) my inconsiderate head gave in to it. 

One evening, in the month of February, when it was very cold, being all sat round the fire, we 

heard some one knock at the street door. Perrine took a light, went down and opened it: a young 

man entering, came upstairs, presented himself with an easy air, and making M. Maitre a short, 

but well-turned compliment, announced himself as a French musician, constrained by the state of 

his finances to take this liberty. The heart of the good Le Maitre leaped at the name of a French 

musician, for he passionately loved both his country and profession; he therefore offered the 

young traveller his service—and use of his apartment, which he appeared to stand much in need 

of, and which he accepted without much ceremony. I observed him while he was chatting and 

warming himself before supper; he was short and thick, having some fault in his shape, though 



without any particular deformity; he had (if I may so express myself) an appearance of being 

hunchbacked, with flat shoulders, and I think he limped. He wore a black coat, rather worn than 

old, which hung in tatters, a very fine but dirty shirt, frayed ruffles; a pair of splatterdashes so 

large that he could have put both legs into either of them, and, to secure himself from the snow, a 

little hat, only fit to be carried under his arm. With this whimsical equipage, he had, however, 

something elegant in his manners and conversation; his countenance was expressive and 

agreeable, and he spoke with facility if not with modesty; in short, everything about him bore the 

mark of a young debauchee, who did not crave assistance like a beggar, but as a thoughtless 

madcap. He told us his name was Venture de Villeneuve, that he came from Paris, had lost his 

way, and seeming to forget that he had announced himself for a musician, added that he was 

going to Grenoble to see a relation that was a member of Parliament. 

During supper we talked of music, on which subject he spoke well: he knew all the great 

virtuosi, all the celebrated works, all the actors, actresses, pretty women, and powerful lords; in 

short nothing was mentioned but what he seemed thoroughly acquainted with. Though no sooner 

was any topic started, than by some drollery, which set every one a-laughing, he made them 

forget what had been said. This was on a Saturday; the next day there was to be music at the 

cathedral: M. le Maitre asked if he would sing there—“Very willingly.”—“What part would he 

chose?”—“The counter-tenor:” and immediately began speaking of other things. Before he went 

to church they offered him his part to peruse, but he did not even look at it. This Gasconade 

surprised Le Maitre—“You’ll see,” said he, whispering to me, “that he does not know a single 

note.”—I replied: “I am very much afraid of him.” I followed them into the church; but was 

extremely uneasy, and when they began, my heart beat violently, so much was I interested in his 

behalf. 

I was presently out of pain: he sung his two recitatives with all imaginable taste and judgment; 

and what was yet more, with a very agreeable voice. I never enjoyed a more pleasing surprise. 

After mass, M. Venture received the highest compliments from the canons and musicians, which 

he answered jokingly, though with great grace. M. le Maitre embraced him heartily; I did the 

same; he saw I was rejoiced at his success, and appeared pleased at my satisfaction. 

It will easily be surmised, that after having been delighted with M. Bacle, who had little to 

attract my admiration, I should be infatuated with M. Venture, who had education, wit, talents, 

and a knowledge of the world, and might be called an agreeable rake. This was exactly what 

happened, and would, I believe, have happened to any other young man in my place; especially 

supposing him possessed of better judgment to distinguish merit, and more propensity to be 

engaged by it; for Venture doubtless possessed a considerable share, and one in particular, very 

rare at his age, namely, that of never being in haste to display his talents. It is true, he boasted of 

many things he did not understand, but of those he knew (which were very numerous) he said 

nothing, patiently waiting some occasion to display them, which he then did with ease, though 

without forwardness, and thus gave them more effect. As there was ever some intermission 

between the proofs of his various abilities, it was impossible to conjecture whether he had ever 

discovered all his talents. Playful, giddy, inexhaustible, seducing in conversation, ever smiling, 

but never laughing, and repeating the rudest things in the most elegant manner—even the most 

modest women were astonished at what they endured from him: it was in vain for them to 

determine to be angry; they could not assume the appearance of it. It was extraordinary that with 

so many agreeable talents, in a country where they are so well understood, and so much admired, 

he so long remained only a musician. 



My attachment to M. Venture, more reasonable in its cause, was also less extravagant in its 

effects, though more lively and durable than that I had conceived for M. Bacle. I loved to see 

him, to hear him, all his actions appeared charming, everything he said was an oracle to me, but 

the enchantment did not extend far enough to disable me from quitting him. I spoke of him with 

transport to Madam de Warens, Le Maitre likewise spoke in his praise, and she consented we 

should bring him to her house. This interview did not succeed; he thought her affected, she found 

him a libertine, and, alarmed that I had formed such an ill acquaintance, not only forbade me 

bringing him there again, but likewise painted so strongly the danger I ran with this young man, 

that I became a little more circumspect in giving in to the attachment; and very happily, both for 

my manners and wits, we were soon separated. 

M. le Maitre, like most of his profession, loved good wine; at table he was moderate, but when 

busy in his closet he must drink. His maid was so well acquainted with this humor that no sooner 

had he prepared his paper to compose, and taken his violoncello, than the bottle and glass 

arrived, and was replenished from time to time: thus, without being ever absolutely intoxicated, 

he was usually in a state of elevation. This was really unfortunate, for he had a good heart, and 

was so playful that Madam de Warens used to call him the kitten. Unhappily, he loved his 

profession, labored much and drank proportionately, which injured his health, and at length 

soured his temper. Sometimes he was gloomy and easily offended, though incapable of rudeness, 

or giving offence to any one, for never did he utter a harsh word, even to the boys of the choir: 

on the other hand, he would not suffer another to offend him, which was but just: the misfortune 

was, having little understanding, he did not properly discriminate, and was often angry without 

cause. 

The Chapter of Geneva, where so many princes and bishops formerly thought it an honor to be 

seated, though in exile it lost its ancient splendor, retained (without any diminution) its pride. To 

be admitted, you must either be a gentleman or Doctor of Sorbonne. If there is a pardonable 

pride, after that derived from personal merit, it is doubtless that arising from birth, though, in 

general, priests having laymen in their service treat them with sufficient haughtiness, and thus 

the canons behaved to poor Le Maitre. The chanter, in particular, who was called the Abbe de 

Vidonne, in other respects a well-behaved man, but too full of his nobility, did not always show 

him the attention his talents merited. M. le Maitre could not bear these indignities patiently; and 

this year, during passion week, they had a more serious dispute than ordinary. At an institution 

dinner that the bishop gave the canons, and to which M. Maitre was always invited, the abbe 

failed in some formality, adding, at the same time, some harsh words, which the other could not 

digest; he instantly formed the resolution to quit them the following night; nor could any 

consideration make him give up his design, though Madam de Warens (whom he went to take 

leave of) spared no pains to appease him. He could not relinquish the pleasure of leaving his 

tyrants embarrassed for the Easter feast, at which time he knew they stood in greatest need of 

him. He was most concerned about his music, which he wished to take with him; but this could 

not easily be accomplished, as it filled a large case, and was very heavy, and could not be carried 

under the arm. 

Madam de Warens did what I should have done in her situation; and indeed, what I should yet 

do: after many useless efforts to retain him, seeing he was resolved to depart, whatever might be 

the event, she formed the resolution to give him every possible assistance. I must confess Le 

Maitre deserved it of her, for he was (if I may use the expression) dedicated to her service, in 

whatever appertained to either his art or knowledge, and the readiness with which he obliged 

gave a double value to his complaisance: thus she only paid back, on an essential occasion, the 



many favors he had been long conferring on her; though I should observe, she possessed a soul 

that, to fulfill such duties, had no occasion to be reminded of previous obligations. Accordingly 

she ordered me to follow Le Maitre to Lyons, and to continue with him as long as he might have 

occasion for my services. She has since avowed, that a desire of detaching me from Venture had 

a great hand in this arrangement. She consulted Claude Anet about the conveyance of the above-

mentioned case. He advised, that instead of hiring a beast at Annecy, which would infallibly 

discover us, it would be better, at night, to take it to some neighboring village, and there hire an 

ass to carry it to Seyssel, which being in the French dominions, we should have nothing to fear. 

This plan was adopted; we departed the same night at seven, and Madam de Warens, under 

pretense of paying my expenses, increased the purse of poor Le Maitre by an addition that was 

very acceptable. Claude Anet, the gardiner, and myself, carried the case to the first village, then 

hired an ass, and the same night reached Seyssel. 

I think I have already remarked that there are times in which I am so unlike myself that I 

might be taken for a man of a direct opposite disposition; I shall now give an example of this. M. 

Reydelet, curate of Seyssel, was canon of St. Peter’s, consequently known to M. le Maitre, and 

one of the people from whom he should have taken most pains to conceal himself; my advice, on 

the contrary, was to present ourselves to him, and, under some pretext, entreat entertainment as if 

we visited him by consent of the chapter. Le Maitre adopted the idea, which seemed to give his 

revenge the appearance of satire and waggery; in short, we went boldly to Reydelet, who 

received us very kindly. Le Maitre told him he was going to Bellay by desire of the bishop, that 

he might superintend the music during the Easter holidays, and that he proposed returning that 

way in a few days. To support this tale, I told a hundred others, so naturally that M. Reydelet 

thought me a very agreeable youth, and treated me with great friendship and civility. We were 

well regaled and well lodged: M. Reydelet scarcely knew how to make enough of us; and we 

parted the best friends in the world, with a promise to stop longer on our return. We found it 

difficult to refrain from laughter, or wait till we were alone to give free vent to our mirth: indeed, 

even now, the bare recollection of it forces a smile, for never was waggery better or more 

fortunately maintained. This would have made us merry during the remainder of our journey, if 

M. le Maitre (who did not cease drinking) had not been two or three times attacked with a 

complaint that he afterwards became very subject to, and which resembled an epilepsy. These 

fits threw me into the most fearful embarrassments, from which I resolved to extricate myself 

with the first opportunity. 

According to the information given to M. Reydelet, we passed our Easter holidays at Bellay, 

and though not expected there, were received by the music-master, and welcomed by every one 

with great pleasure. M. le Maitre was of considerable note in his profession, and, indeed, merited 

that distinction. The music-master of Bellay (who was fond of his own works) endeavored to 

obtain the approbation of so good a judge; for besides being a connoisseur, M. le Maitre was 

equitable, neither a jealous, ill-natured critic, nor a servile flatterer. He was so superior to the 

generality of country music-masters and they were so sensible of it, that they treated him rather 

as their chief than a brother musician. 

Having passed four or five days very agreeably at Bellay, we departed, and continuing our 

journey without meeting with any accidents, except those I have just spoken of, arrived at Lyons, 

and were lodged at Notre Dame de Pitie. While we waited for the arrival of the before-mentioned 

case (which by the assistance of another lie, and the care of our good patron, M. Reydelet, we 

had embarked on the Rhone) M. le Maitre went to visit his acquaintance, and among others 

Father Cato, a Cordelier, who will be spoken of hereafter, and the Abbe Dortan, Count of Lyons, 



both of whom received him well, but afterwards betrayed him, as will be seen presently; indeed, 

his good fortune terminated with M. Reydelet. 

Two days after our arrival at Lyons, as we passed a little street not far from our inn, Le Maitre 

was attacked by one of his fits; but it was now so violent as to give me the utmost alarm. I 

screamed with terror, called for help, and naming our inn, entreated some one to bear him to it, 

then (while the people were assembled, and busy round a man that had fallen senseless in the 

street) he was abandoned by the only friend on whom he could have any reasonable dependence; 

I seized the instant when no one heeded me, turned the corner of the street and disappeared. 

Thanks to Heaven, I have made my third painful confession; if many such remained, I should 

certainly abandon the work I have undertaken. 

Of all the incidents I have yet related, a few traces are remaining in the places where I have 

lived; but what I have to relate in the following book is almost entirely unknown; these are the 

greatest extravagancies of my life, and it is happy they had not worse conclusions. My head, (if I 

may use the simile) screwed up to the pitch of an instrument it did not naturally accord with, had 

lost its diapason; in time it returned to it again, when I discontinued my follies, or at least gave in 

to those more consonant to my disposition. This epoch of my youth I am least able to recollect, 

nothing having passed sufficiently interesting to influence my heart, to make me clearly retrace 

the remembrance. In so many successive changes, it is difficult not to make some transpositions 

of time or place. I write absolutely from memory, without notes or materials to help my 

recollection. Some events are as fresh in my idea as if they had recently happened, but there are 

certain chasms which I cannot fill up but by the aid of recital, as confused as the remaining traces 

of those to which they refer. It is possible, therefore, that I may have erred in trifles, and perhaps 

shall again, but in every matter of importance I can answer that the account is faithfully exact, 

and with the same veracity the reader may depend I shall be careful to continue it. 

My resolution was soon taken after quitting Le Maitre; I set out immediately for Annecy. The 

cause and mystery of our departure had interested me for the security of our retreat: this interest, 

which entirely employed my thoughts for some days, had banished every other idea; but no 

sooner was I secure and in tranquility, than my predominant sentiment regained its place. 

Nothing flattered, nothing tempted me, I had no wish but to return to Madam de Warens; the 

tenderness and truth of my attachment to her had rooted from my heart every imaginable project, 

and all the follies of ambition, I conceived no happiness but living near her, nor could I take a 

step without feeling that the distance between us was increased. I returned, therefore, as soon as 

possible, with such speed, and with my spirits in such a state of agitation, that though I recall 

with pleasure all my other travels, I have not the least recollection of this, only remembering my 

leaving Lyons and reaching Annecy. Let anyone judge whether this last event can have slipped 

my memory, when informed that on my arrival I found Madam de Warens was not there, having 

set out for Paris. 

I was never well informed of the motives of this journey. I am certain she would have told me 

had I asked her, but never was man less curious to learn the secrets of his friend. My heart is ever 

so entirely filled with the present, or with past pleasures, which become a principal part of my 

enjoyment, that there is not a chink or corner for curiosity to enter. All that I conceive from what 

I heard of it, is, that in the revolution caused at Turin by the abdication of the King of Sardinia, 

she feared being forgotten, and was willing by favor of the intrigues of M. d’ Aubonne to seek 

the same advantage in the court of France, where she has often told me she should have preferred 

it, as the multiplicity of business there prevents your conduct from being so closely inspected. If 

this was her business, it is astonishing that on her return she was not ill received; be that as it 



will, she continued to enjoy her allowance without any interruption. Many people imagined she 

was charged with some secret commission, either by the bishop, who then had business at the 

court of France, where he himself was soon after obliged to go, or some one yet more powerful, 

who knew how to insure her a gracious reception at her return. If this was the case, it is certain 

the ambassadress was not ill chosen, since being young and handsome, she had all the necessary 

qualifications to succeed in a negotiation. 

 

 

 

 

  



BOOK IV. 

Let any one judge my surprise and grief at not finding her on my arrival. I now felt regret at 

having abandoned M. le Maitre, and my uneasiness increased when I learned the misfortunes that 

had befallen him. His box of music, containing all his fortune, that precious box, preserved with 

so much care and fatigue, had been seized on at Lyons by means of Count Dortan, who had 

received information from the Chapter of our having absconded with it. In vain did Le Maitre 

reclaim his property, his means of existence, the labor of his life; his right to the music in 

question was at least subject to litigation, but even that liberty was not allowed him, the affair 

being instantly decided on the principal of superior strength. Thus poor Le Maitre lost the fruit of 

his talents, the labor of his youth, and principal dependence for the support of old age. 

Nothing was wanting to render the news I had received truly afflicting, but I was at an age 

when even the greatest calamities are to be sustained; accordingly I soon found consolation. I 

expected shortly to hear news of Madam de Warens, though I was ignorant of the address, and 

she knew nothing of my return. As to my desertion of Le Maitre (all things considered) I did not 

find it so very culpable. I had been serviceable to him at his retreat; it was not in my power to 

give him any further assistance. Had I remained with him in France it would not have cured his 

complaint. I could not have saved his music, and should only have doubled his expense: in this 

point of view I then saw my conduct; I see it otherwise now. It frequently happens that a 

villainous action does not torment us at the instant we commit it, but on recollection, and 

sometimes even after a number of years have elapsed, for the remembrance of crimes is not to be 

extinguished. 

The only means I had to obtain news of Madam de Warens was to remain at Annecy. Where 

should I seek her in Paris? or how bear the expense of such a journey? Sooner or later there was 

no place where I could be so certain to hear of her as that I was now at; this consideration 

determined me to remain there, though my conduct was very indifferent. I did not go to the 

bishop, who had already befriended me, and might continue to do so; my patroness was not 

present, and I feared his reprimands on the subject of our flight; neither did I go to the seminary, 

M. Gras was no longer there; in short, I went to none of my acquaintances. I should gladly have 

visited the intendant’s lady, but did not dare; I did worse, I sought out M. Venture, whom 

(notwithstanding my enthusiasm) I had never thought of since my departure. I found him quite 

gay, in high spirits, and the universal favorite of the ladies of Annecy. 

This success completed my infatuation; I saw nothing but M. Venture; he almost made me 

forget even Madam de Warens. That I might profit more at ease by his instructions and example, 

I proposed to share his lodgings, to which he readily consented. It was at a shoemaker’s; a 

pleasant, jovial fellow, who, in his county dialect, called his wife nothing but trollop; an 

appellation which she certainly merited. Venture took care to augment their differences, though 

under an appearance of doing the direct contrary, throwing out in a distant manner, and 

provincial accents, hints that produced the utmost effect, and furnished such scenes as were 

sufficient to make any one die with laughter. Thus the mornings passed without our thinking of 

them; at two or three o’clock we took some refreshment. Venture then went to his various 

engagements, where he supped, while I walked alone, meditating on his great merit, coveting and 

admiring his rare talents, and cursing my own unlucky stars, that did not call me to so happy a 

life. How little did I then know of myself! mine had been a thousand times more delightful, had I 

not been such a fool, or known better how to enjoy it. 



Madam de Warens had taken no one with her but Anet: Merceret, the chambermaid, whom I 

have before mentioned, still remained in the house. Merceret was something older than myself, 

not pretty, but tolerably agreeable; good-natured, free from malice, having no fault to my 

knowledge but being a little refractory with her mistress. I often went to see her; she was an old 

acquaintance, who recalled to my remembrance one more beloved, and this made her dear to me. 

She had several friends, and among others one Mademoiselle Giraud, a Genevese, who, for the 

punishment of my sins, took it in her head to have an inclination for me, always pressing 

Merceret, when she returned her visits, to bring me with her. As I liked Merceret, I felt no 

disinclination to accompany her; besides I met there with some young people whose company 

pleased me. For Mademoiselle Giraud, who offered every kind of enticement, nothing could 

increase the aversion I had for her. When she drew near me, with her dried black snout, smeared 

with Spanish snuff, it was with the utmost difficulty that I could refrain from expressing my 

distaste; but, being pleased with her visitors, I took patience. Among these were two girls who 

(either to pay their court to Mademoiselle Giraud or myself) paid me every possible attention. I 

conceived this to be only friendship; but have since thought it depended only on myself to have 

discovered something more, though I did not even think of it at the time. 

There was another reason for my stupidity. Seamstresses, chambermaids, or milliners, never 

tempted me; I sighed for ladies! Every one has his peculiar taste, this has ever been mine; being 

in this particular of a different opinion from Horace. Yet it is not vanity of riches or rank that 

attracts me; it is a well-preserved complexion, fine hands, elegance of ornaments, an air of 

delicacy and neatness throughout the whole person; more in taste, in the manner of expressing 

themselves, a finer or better made gown, a well-turned ankle, small foot, ribbons, lace, and well-

dressed hair; I even prefer those who have less natural beauty, provided they are elegantly 

decorated. I freely confess this preference is very ridiculous; yet my heart gives in to it spite of 

my understanding. Well, even this advantage presented itself, and it only depended on my own 

resolution to have seized the opportunity. 

How do I love, from time to time, to return to those moments of my youth, which were so 

charmingly delightful; so short, so scarce, and enjoyed at so cheap a rate!—how fondly do I wish 

to dwell on them! Even yet the remembrance of these scenes warms my heart with a chaste 

rapture, which appears necessary to reanimate my drooping courage, and enable me to sustain 

the weariness of my latter days. 

The appearance of Aurora seemed so delightful one morning that, putting on my clothes, I 

hastened into the country, to see the rising of the sun. I enjoyed that pleasure in its utmost extent; 

it was one week after midsummer; the earth was covered with verdure and flowers, the 

nightingales, whose soft warblings were almost concluded, seemed to vie with each other, and in 

concert with birds of various kinds to bid adieu to spring, and hail the approach of a beautiful 

summer’s day: one of those lovely days that are no longer to be enjoyed at my age, and which 

have never been seen on the melancholy soil I now inhabit. 

I had rambled insensibly, to a considerable distance from the town—the heat augmented—I 

was walking in the shade along a valley, by the side of a brook, I heard behind me the steps of 

horses, and the voice of some females who, though they seemed embarrassed, did not laugh the 

less heartily on that account. I turn round, hear myself called by name, and approaching, find two 

young people of my acquaintance, Mademoiselle de G—— and Mademoiselle Galley, who, not 

being very excellent horsewomen, could not make their horses cross the rivulet. 



Mademoiselle de G—— was a young lady of Berne, very amiable; who, having been sent 

from that country for some youthful folly, had imitated Madam de Warens, at whose house I had 

sometimes seen her; but not having, like her, a pension, she had been fortunate in this attachment 

to Mademoiselle Galley, who had prevailed on her mother to engage her young friend as a 

companion, till she could be otherwise provided for. Mademoiselle Galley was one year younger 

than her friend, handsomer, more delicate, more ingenious, and to complete all, extremely well 

made. They loved each other tenderly, and the good disposition of both could not fail to render 

their union durable, if some lover did not derange it. They informed me they were going to 

Toune, an old castle belonging to Madam Galley, and implored my assistance to make their 

horses cross the stream, not being able to compass it themselves. I would have given each a cut 

or two with the whip, but they feared I might be kicked, and themselves thrown; I therefore had 

recourse to another expedient, I took hold of Mademoiselle Galley’s horse and led him through 

the brook, the water reaching half-way up my legs. The other followed without any difficulty. 

This done, I would have paid my compliments to the ladies, and walked off like a great booby as 

I was, but after whispering each other, Mademoiselle de G—— said, “No, no, you must not think 

to escape thus; you have got wet in our service, and we ought in conscience to take care and dry 

you. If you please you must go with us, you are now our prisoner.” My heart began to beat—I 

looked at Mademoiselle Galley—“Yes, yes,” added she, laughing at my fearful look; “our 

prisoner of war; come, get up behind her, we shall give a good account of you.”—“But, 

mademoiselle,” continued I, “I have not the honor to be acquainted with your mother; what will 

she say on my arrival?”—“Her mother,” replied Mademoiselle de G—— “is not at Toune, we 

are alone, we shall return at night, and you shall come back with us.” 

The stroke of electricity has not a more instantaneous effect than these words produced on me. 

Leaping behind Mademoiselle de G——, I trembled with joy, and when it became necessary to 

clasp her in order to hold myself on, my heart beat so violently that she perceived it, and told me 

hers beat also from a fear of falling. In my present posture, I might naturally have considered this 

an invitation to satisfy myself of the truth of her assertion, yet I did not dare, and during the 

whole way my arm served as a girdle (a very close one, I must confess), without being a moment 

displaced. Some women that may read this would be for giving me a box on the ear, and, truly, I 

deserved it. 

The gayety of the journey, and the chat of these girls, so enlivened me, that during the whole 

time we passed together we never ceased talking a moment. They had set me so thoroughly at 

ease, that my tongue spoke as fast as my eyes, though not exactly the same things. Some 

minutes, indeed, when I was left alone with either, the conversation became a little embarrassed, 

but neither of them was absent long enough to allow time for explaining the cause. 

Arrived at Toune, and myself well dried, we breakfasted together; after which it was necessary 

to settle the important business of preparing dinner. The young ladies cooked, kissing from time 

to time the farmer’s children, while the poor scullion looked on grumbling. Provisions had been 

sent for from town, and there was everything necessary for a good dinner, but unhappily they had 

forgotten wine; this forgetfulness was by no means astonishing to girls who seldom drank any, 

but I was sorry for the omission, as I had reckoned on its help, thinking it might add to my 

confidence. They were sorry likewise, and perhaps from the same motive; though I have no 

reason to say this, for their lively and charming gayety was innocence itself; besides, there were 

two of them, what could they expect from me? they went everywhere about the neighborhood to 

seek for wine, but none could be procured, so pure and sober are the peasants in those parts. As 

they were expressing their concern, I begged them not to give themselves any uneasiness on my 



account, for while with them I had no occasion for wine to intoxicate me. This was the only 

gallantry I ventured at during the whole of the day, and I believe the sly rogues saw well enough 

that I said nothing but the truth. 

We dined in the kitchen; the two friends were seated on the benches, one on each side the long 

table, and their guest at the end, between them, on a three—legged stool. What a dinner! how 

charming the remembrance! While we can enjoy, at so small an expense, such pure, such true 

delights, why should we be solicitous for others? Never did those ‘petite soupes’, so celebrated 

in Paris, equal this; I do not only say for real pleasure and gayety, but even for sensuality. 

After dinner, we were economical; instead of drinking the coffee we had reserved at breakfast, 

we kept it for an afternoon collation, with cream, and some cake they had brought with them. To 

keep our appetites in play, we went into the orchard, meaning to finish our dessert with cherries. 

I got into a tree, throwing them down bunches, from which they returned the stones through the 

branches. One time, Mademoiselle Galley, holding out her apron, and drawing back her head, 

stood so fair, and I took such good aim, that I dropped a bunch into her bosom. On her laughing, 

I said to myself, “Why are not my lips cherries? How gladly would I throw them there likewise.” 

Thus the day passed with the greatest freedom, yet with the utmost decency; not a single 

equivocal word, not one attempt at double-meaning pleasantry; yet this delicacy was not 

affected, we only performed the parts our hearts dictated; in short, my modesty, some will say 

my folly, was such that the greatest familiarity that escaped me was once kissing the hand of 

Mademoiselle Galley; it is true, the attending circumstances helped to stamp a value on this 

trifling favor; we were alone, I was embarrassed, her eyes were fixed on the ground, and my lips, 

instead of uttering words, were pressed on her hand, which she drew gently back after the salute, 

without any appearance of displeasure. I know not what I should have said to her; but her friend 

entered, and at that moment I thought her ugly. 

At length, they bethought themselves, that they must return to town before night; even now we 

had but just time to reach it by daylight; and we hastened our departure in the same order we 

came. Had I pleased myself, I should certainly have reversed this order, for the glance of 

Mademoiselle Galley had reached my heart, but I dared not mention it, and the proposal could 

not reasonably come from her. On the way, we expressed our sorrow that the day was over, but 

far from complaining of the shortness of its duration, we were conscious of having prolonged it 

by every possible amusement. 

I quitted them in nearly the same spot where I had taken them up. With what regret did we 

part! With what pleasure did we form projects to renew our meeting! Delightful hours, which we 

passed innocently together, yet were worth ages of familiarity! The sweet remembrance of those 

days cost those amiable girls nothing; the tender union which reigned among us equalled more 

lively pleasures, with which it could not have existed. We loved each other without shame or 

mystery, and wished to continue our reciprocal affection. There is a species of enjoyment 

connected with innocence of manners which is superior to any other, because it has no interval; 

for myself, the remembrance of such a day touches me nearer, delights me more, and returns 

with greater rapture to my heart than any other pleasure I ever tasted. I hardly knew what I 

wished with those charming girls. I do not say: that had the arrangement been in my power, I 

should have divided my heart between them; I certainly felt some degree of preference: though I 

should have been happy to have had Mademoiselle de G——, for a mistress, I think, by choice, I 

should have liked her better as a confidante; be that as it may, I felt on leaving them as though I 



could not live without either. Who would have thought that I should never see them more; and 

that here our ephemeral amours must end? 

Those who read this will not fail to laugh at my gallantries, and remark, that after very 

promising preliminaries, my most forward adventures concluded by a kiss of the hand: yet be not 

mistaken, reader, in your estimate of my enjoyments; I have, perhaps, tasted more real pleasure 

in my amours, which concluded by a kiss of the hand, than you will ever have in yours, which, at 

least, begin there. 

Venture, who had gone to bed late the night before, came in soon after me. I did not now see 

him with my usual satisfaction, and took care not to inform him how I had passed the day. The 

ladies had spoken of him slightingly, and appeared discontented at finding me in such bad hands; 

this hurt him in my esteem; besides, whatever diverted my ideas from them was at this time 

disagreeable. However, he soon brought me back to him and myself, by speaking of the situation 

of my affairs, which was too critical to last; for, though I spent very little, my slender finances 

were almost exhausted. I was without resource; no news of Madam de Warens; not knowing 

what would become of me, and feeling a cruel pang at heart to see the friend of Mademoiselle 

Galley reduced to beggary. 

I now learned from Venture that he had spoken of me to the Judge Major, and would take me 

next day to dine with him; that he was a man who by means of his friends might render me 

essential service. In other respects he was a desirable acquaintance, being a man of wit and 

letters, of agreeable conversation, one who possessed talents and loved them in others. After this 

discourse (mingling the most serious concerns with the most trifling frivolity) he showed me a 

pretty couplet, which came from Paris, on an air in one of Mouret’s operas, which was then 

playing. Monsieur Simon (the judge major) was so pleased with this couplet, that he determined 

to make another in answer to it, on the same air. He had desired Venture to write one, and he 

wished me to make a third, that, as he expressed it, they might see couplets start up next day like 

incidents in a comic romance. 

In the night (not being able to sleep) I composed a couplet, as my first essay in poetry. It was 

passable; better, or at least composed with more taste than it would have been the preceding 

night, the subject being tenderness, to which my heart was now entirely disposed. In the morning 

I showed my performance to Venture, who, being pleased with the couplet, put it in his pocket, 

without informing me whether he had made his. We dined with M. Simon, who treated us very 

politely. The conversation was agreeable; indeed it could not be otherwise between two men of 

natural good sense, improved by reading. For me, I acted my proper part, which was to listen 

without attempting to join in the conversation. Neither of them mentioned the couplet nor do I 

know that it ever passed for mine. M. Simon appeared satisfied with my behavior; indeed, it was 

almost all he saw of me at this interview. We had often met at Madam de Warens, but he had 

never paid much attention to me; it is from this dinner, therefore, that I date our acquaintance, 

which, though of no use in regard to the object I then had in view, was afterwards productive of 

advantages which make me recollect it with pleasure. I should be wrong not to give some 

account of this person, since from his office of magistrate, and the reputation of wit on which he 

piqued himself, no idea could be formed of it. The judge major, Simon, certainly was not two 

feet high; his legs spare, straight, and tolerably long, would have added something to his stature 

had they been vertical, but they stood in the direction of an open pair of compasses. His body 

was not only short, but thin, being in every respect of most inconceivable smallness—when 

naked he must have appeared like a grasshopper. His head was of the common size, to which 

appertained a well-formed face, a noble look, and tolerably fine eyes; in short, it appeared a 



borrowed head, stuck on a miserable stump. He might very well have dispensed with dress, for 

his large wig alone covered him from head to foot. 

He had two voices, perfectly different, which intermingled perpetually in his conversation, 

forming at first a diverting, but afterwards a very disagreeable contrast. One grave and sonorous, 

was, if I may hazard the expression, the voice of his head: the other, clear, sharp, and piercing, 

the voice of his body. When he paid particular attention, and spoke leisurely, so as to preserve 

his breath, he could continue his deep tone; but if he was the least animated, or attempted a lively 

accent, his voice sounded like the whistling of a key, and it was with the utmost difficulty that he 

could return to the bass. 

With the figure I have just described, and which is by no means overcharged, M. Simon was 

gallant, ever entertaining the ladies with soft tales, and carrying the decoration of his person even 

to foppery. Willing to make use of every advantage he, during the morning, gave audience in 

bed, for when a handsome head was discovered on the pillow no one could have imagined what 

belonged to it. This circumstance gave birth to scenes, which I am certain are yet remembered by 

all Annecy. 

One morning, when he expected to give audience in bed, or rather on the bed, having on a 

handsome night-cap ornamented with rose-colored ribbon, a countryman arriving knocked at the 

door; the maid happened to be out; the judge, therefore, hearing the knock repeated, cried “Come 

in,” and, as he spoke rather loud, it was in his shrill tone. The man entered, looked about, 

endeavoring to discover whence the female voice proceeded and at length seeing a handsome 

head-dress set off with ribbons, was about to leave the room, making the supposed lady a 

hundred apologies. M. Simon, in a rage, screamed the more; and the countryman, yet more 

confirmed in his opinion, conceiving himself to be insulted, began railing in his turn, saying that, 

“Apparently, she was nothing better than a common streetwalker, and that the judge major 

should be ashamed of setting such ill examples.” The enraged magistrate, having no other 

weapon than the jordan under his bed, was just going to throw it at the poor fellow’s head as his 

servant returned. 

This dwarf, ill-used by nature as to his person, was recompensed by possessing an 

understanding naturally agreeable, and which he had been careful to cultivate. Though he was 

esteemed a good lawyer, he did not like his profession, delighting more in the finer parts of 

literature, which he studied with success: above all, he possessed that superficial brilliancy, the 

art of pleasing in conversation, even with the ladies. He knew by heart a number of little stories, 

which he perfectly well knew how to make the most of; relating with an air of secrecy, and as an 

anecdote of yesterday, what happened sixty years before. He understood music, and could sing 

agreeably; in short, for a magistrate, he had many pleasing talents. By flattering the ladies of 

Annecy, he became fashionable among them, appearing continually in their train. He even 

pretended to favors, at which they were much amused. A Madam D’Epigny used to say “The 

greatest favor he could aspire to, was to kiss a lady on her knees.” 

As he was well read, and spoke fluently, his conversation was both amusing and instructive. 

When I afterwards took a taste for study, I cultivated his acquaintance, and found my account in 

it: when at Chambery, I frequently went from thence to see him. His praises increased my 

emulation, to which he added some good advice respecting the prosecution of my studies, which 

I found useful. Unhappily, this weakly body contained a very feeling soul. Some years after, he 

was chagrined by I know not what unlucky affair, but it cost him his life. This was really 

unfortunate, for he was a good little man, whom at a first acquaintance one laughed at, but 



afterwards loved. Though our situations in life were very little connected with each other, as I 

received some useful lessons from him, I thought gratitude demanded that I should dedicate a 

few sentences to his memory. 

As soon as I found myself at liberty, I ran into the street where Mademoiselle Galley lived, 

flattering myself that I should see someone go in or out, or at least open a window, but I was 

mistaken, not even a cat appeared, the house remaining as close all the time as if it had been 

uninhabited. The street was small and lonely, any one loitering about was, consequently, more 

likely to be noticed; from time to time people passed in and out of the neighborhood; I was much 

embarrassed, thinking my person might be known, and the cause that brought me there 

conjectured; this idea tortured me, for I have ever preferred the honor and happiness of those I 

love to my own pleasures. 

At length, weary of playing the Spanish lover, and having no guitar, I determined to write to 

Mademoiselle de G——. I should have preferred writing to her friend, but did not dare take that 

liberty, as it appeared more proper to begin with her to whom I owed the acquaintance, and with 

whom I was most familiar. Having written my letter, I took it to Mademoiselle Giraud, as the 

young ladies had agreed at parting, they having furnished me with this expedient. Mademoiselle 

Giraud was a quilter, and sometimes worked at Madam Galley’s, which procured her free 

admission to the house. I must confess, I was not thoroughly satisfied with this messenger, but 

was cautious of starting difficulties, fearing that if I objected to her no other might be named, and 

it was impossible to intimate that she had an inclination to me herself. I even felt humiliated that 

she should think I could imagine her of the same sex as those young ladies: in a word, I accepted 

her agency rather than none, and availed myself of it at all events. 

At the very first word, Giraud discovered me. I must own this was not a difficult matter, for if 

sending a letter to young girls had not spoken sufficiently plain, my foolish embarrassed air 

would have betrayed me. It will easily be supposed that the employment gave her little 

satisfaction, she undertook it, however, and performed it faithfully. The next morning I ran to her 

house and found an answer ready for me. How did I hurry away that I might have an opportunity 

to read and kiss it alone! though this need not been told, but the plan adopted by Mademoiselle 

Giraud (and in which I found more delicacy and moderation than I had expected) should. She 

had sense enough to conclude that her thirty-seven years, hare’s eyes, daubed nose, shrill voice, 

and black skin, stood no chance against two elegant young girls, in all the height and bloom of 

beauty; she resolved, therefore, nether to betray nor assist them, choosing rather to lose me 

entirely than entertain me for them. 

As Merceret had not heard from her mistress for some time, she thought of returning to 

Fribourg, and the persuasions of Giraud determined her; nay more, she intimated it was proper 

someone should conduct her to her father’s and proposed me. As I happened to be agreeable to 

little Merceret, she approved the idea, and the same day they mentioned it to me as a fixed point. 

Finding nothing displeasing in the manner they had disposed of me, I consented, thinking it 

could not be above a week’s journey at most; but Giraud, who had arranged the whole affair, 

thought otherwise. It was necessary to avow the state of my finances, and the conclusion was, 

that Merceret should defray my expenses; but to retrench on one hand what was expended on the 

other, I advised that her little baggage should be sent on before, and that we should proceed by 

easy journeys on foot. 

I am sorry to have so many girls in love with me, but as there is nothing to be very vain of in 

the success of these amours, I think I may tell the truth without scruple. Merceret, younger and 



less artful than Giraud, never made me so many advances, but she imitated my manners, my 

actions, repeated my words, and showed me all those little attentions I ought to have had for her. 

Being very timorous, she took great care that we should both sleep in the same chamber; a 

circumstance that usually produces some consequences between a lad of twenty and a girl of 

twenty-five. 

For once, however, it went no further; my simplicity being such, that though Merceret was by 

no means a disagreeable girl, an idea of gallantry never entered my head, and even if it had, I 

was too great a novice to have profited by it. I could not imagine how two young persons could 

bring themselves to sleep together, thinking that such familiarity must require an age of 

preparation. If poor Merceret paid my expenses in hopes of any return, she was terribly cheated, 

for we arrived at Fribourg exactly as we had quitted Annecy. 

I passed through Geneva without visiting any one. While going over the bridges, I found 

myself so affected that I could scarcely proceed. Never could I see the walls of that city, never 

could I enter it, without feeling my heart sink from excess of tenderness, at the same time that the 

image of liberty elevated my soul. The ideas of equality, union, and gentleness of manners, 

touched me even to tears, and inspired me with a lively regret at having forfeited all these 

advantages. What an error was I in! but yet how natural! I imagined I saw all this in my native 

country, because I bore it in my heart. 

It was necessary to pass through Nion: could I do this without seeing my good father? Had I 

resolved on doing so, I must afterwards have died with regret. I left Merceret at the inn, and 

ventured to his house. How wrong was I to fear him! On seeing me, his soul gave way to the 

parental tenderness with which it was filled. What tears were mingled with our embraces! He 

thought I was returned to him: I related my history, and informed him of my resolution. He 

opposed it feebly, mentioning the dangers to which I exposed myself, and telling me the shortest 

follies were best, but did not attempt to keep me by force, in which particular I think he acted 

right; but it is certain he did not do everything in his power to detain me, even by fair means. 

Whether after the step I had taken, he thought I ought not to return, or was puzzled at my age to 

know what to do with me—I have since found that he conceived a very unjust opinion of my 

travelling companion. My step-mother, a good woman, a little coaxingly put on an appearance of 

wishing me to stay to supper; I did not, however, comply, but told them I proposed remaining 

longer with them on my return; leaving as a deposit my little packet, that had come by water, and 

would have been an incumbrance, had I taken it with me. I continued my journey the next 

morning, well satisfied that I had seen my father, and had taken courage to do my duty. 

We arrived without any accident at Fribourg. Towards the conclusion of the journey, the 

politeness of Mademoiselle Merceret rather diminished, and, after our arrival, she treated me 

even with coldness. Her father, who was not in the best circumstances, did not show me much 

attention, and I was obliged to lodge at an alehouse. I went to see them the next morning, and 

received an invitation to dine there, which I accepted. We separated without tears at night; I 

returned to my paltry lodging, and departed the second day after my arrival, almost without 

knowing whither to go to. 

This was a circumstance of my life in which Providence offered me precisely what was 

necessary to make my days pass happily. Merceret was a good girl, neither witty, handsome, nor 

ugly; not very lively, but tolerably rational, except while under the influence of some little 

humors, which usually evaporated in tears, without any violent outbreak of temper. She had a 

real inclination for me; I might have married her without difficulty, and followed her father’s 



business. My taste for music would have made me love her; I should have settled at Fribourg, a 

small town, not pretty, but inhabited by very worthy people—I should certainly have missed 

great pleasures, but should have lived in peace to my last hour, and I must know best what I 

should have gained by such a step. 

I did not return to Nion, but to Lausanne, wishing to gratify myself with a view of that 

beautiful lake which is seen there in its utmost extent. The greater part of my secret motives have 

not been so reasonable. Distant expectation has rarely strength enough to influence my actions; 

the uncertainty of the future ever making me regard projects whose execution requires a length 

of time as deceitful lures. I give in to visionary scenes of hope as well as others, provided they 

cost nothing, but if attended with any trouble, I have done with them. The smallest, the most 

trifling pleasure that is conveniently within my reach, tempts me more than all the joys of 

paradise. I must except, however, those pleasures which are necessarily followed by pain; I only 

love those enjoyments which are unadulterated, which can never be the case where we are 

conscious they must be followed by repentance. 

It was necessary I should arrive at some place, and the nearest was best; for having lost my 

way on the road, I found myself in the evening at Moudon, where I spent all that remained of my 

little stock except ten creuzers, which served to purchase my next day’s dinner. Arriving in the 

evening at Lausanne, I went into an ale-house, without a penny in my pocket to pay for my 

lodging, or knowing what would become of me. I found myself extremely hungry—setting, 

therefore, a good face on the matter, I ordered supper, made my meal, went to bed without 

thought and slept with great composure. In the morning, having breakfasted and reckoned with 

my host, I offered to leave my waistcoat in pledge for seven batz, which was the amount of my 

expenses. The honest man refused this, saying, thank Heaven, he had never stripped any one, and 

would not now begin for seven batz, adding I should keep my waistcoat and pay him when I 

could. I was affected with this unexpected kindness, but felt it less than I ought to have done, or 

have since experienced on the remembrance of it. I did not fail sending him his money, with 

thanks, by one I could depend on. Fifteen years after, passing Lausanne, on my return from Italy, 

I felt a sensible regret at having forgotten the name of the landlord and house. I wished to see 

him, and should have felt real pleasure in recalling to his memory that worthy action. Services 

which doubtless have been much more important, but rendered with ostentation, have not 

appeared to me so worthy of gratitude as the simple unaffected humanity of this honest man. 

As I approached Lausanne, I thought of my distress, and the means of extricating myself, 

without appearing in want to my step-mother. I compared myself, in this walking pilgrimage, to 

my friend Venture, on his arrival at Annecy, and was so warmed with the idea, that without 

recollecting that I had neither his gentility nor his talents, I determined to act the part of little 

Venture at Lausanne, to teach music, which I did not understand, and say I came from Paris, 

where I had never been. 

In consequence of this noble project (as there was no company where I could introduce myself 

without expense, and not choosing to venture among professional people), I inquired for some 

little inn, where I could lodge cheap, and was directed to one named Perrotet, who took in 

boarders. This Perrotet, who was one of the best men in the world, received me very kindly, and 

after having heard my feigned story and profession, promised to speak of me, and endeavored to 

procure me scholars, saying he should not expect any money till I had earned it. His price for 

board, though moderate in itself, was a great deal to me; he advised me, therefore, to begin with 

half board, which consisted of good soup only for dinner, but a plentiful supper at night. I closed 



with this proposition, and the poor Perrotet trusted me with great cheerfulness, sparing, 

meantime, no trouble to be useful to me. 

Having found so many good people in my youth, why do I find so few in my age? Is their race 

extinct? No; but I do not seek them in the same situation I did formerly, among the commonality, 

where violent passions predominate only at intervals, and where nature speaks her genuine 

sentiments. In more elevated stations they are entirely smothered, and under the mask of 

sentiment, only interest or vanity is heard. 

Having written to my father from Lausanne, he sent my packet and some excellent advice, of 

which I should have profited better. I have already observed that I have moments of 

inconceivable delirium, in which I am entirely out of myself. The adventure I am about to relate 

is an instance of this: to comprehend how completely my brain was turned, and to what degree I 

had ‘Venturised’ (if I may be allowed the expression), the many extravagances I ran into at the 

same time should be considered. Behold me, then, a singing master, without knowing how to 

note a common song; for if the five or six months passed with Le Maitre had improved me, they 

could not be supposed sufficient to qualify me for such an undertaking; besides, being taught by 

a master was enough (as I have before observed) to make me learn ill. Being a Parisian from 

Geneva, and a Catholic in a Protestant country, I thought I should change my name with my 

religion and country, still approaching as near as possible to the great model I had in view. He 

called himself Venture de Villeneuve. I changed, by anagram, the name Rousseau into that of 

Vaussore, calling myself Monsieur Vaussore de Villeneuve. Venture was a good composer, 

though he had not said so; without knowing anything of the art, I boasted of my skill to every 

one. This was not all: being presented to Monsieur de Freytorens, professor of law, who loved 

music, and who gave concerts at his house, nothing would do but I must give him a proof of my 

talents, and accordingly I set about composing a piece for his concerts, as boldly as if I had really 

understood the science. I had the constancy to labor a fortnight at this curious business, to copy it 

fair, write out the different parts, and distribute them with as much assurance as if they had been 

masterpieces of harmony; in short (what will hardly be believed, though strictly true), I tacked a 

very pretty minuet to the end of it, that was commonly played about the streets, and which many 

may remember from these words, so well known at that time: 

                         Quel caprice! 

                         Quelle injustice! 

                         Quoi! ta Clarice 

                         Trahirait tes feux!  &c. 

Venture had taught me this air with the bass, set to other words, by the help of which I had 

retained it: thus at the end of my composition, I put this minuet and bass, suppressing the words, 

and uttering it for my own as confidently as if I had been speaking to the inhabitants of the 

moon. They assembled to perform my piece; I explain to each the movement, taste of execution, 

and references to his part—I was fully occupied. They were five or six minutes preparing, which 

were for me so many ages: at length, everything is adjusted, myself in a conspicuous situation, a 

fine roll of paper in my hand, gravely preparing to beat time. I gave four or five strokes with my 

paper, attending with “take care!” they begin—No, never since French operas existed was there 

such a confused discord! The minuet, however, presently put all the company in good humor; 

hardly was it begun, before I heard bursts of laughter from all parts, every one congratulated me 

on my pretty taste for music, declaring this minuet would make me spoken of, and that I merited 

the loudest praise. It is not necessary to describe my uneasiness, or to own how much I deserved 

it. 



Next day, one of the musicians, named Lutold, came to see me and was kind enough to 

congratulate me on my success. The profound conviction of my folly, shame, regret, and the 

state of despair to which I was reduced, with the impossibility of concealing the cruel agitation 

of my heart, made me open it to him; giving, therefore, a loose to my tears, not content with 

owning my ignorance, I told all, conjuring him to secrecy; he kept his word, as every one will 

suppose. The same evening, all Lausanne knew who I was, but what is remarkable, no one 

seemed to know, not even the good Perrotet, who (notwithstanding what had happened) 

continued to lodge and board me. 

I led a melancholy life here; the consequences of such an essay had not rendered Lausanne a 

very agreeable residence. Scholars did not present themselves in crowds, not a single female, and 

not a person of the city. I had only two or three great dunces, as stupid as I was ignorant, who 

fatigued me to death, and in my hands were not likely to edify much. 

At length, I was sent for to a house, where a little serpent of a girl amused herself by showing 

me a parcel of music that I could not read a note of, and which she had the malice to sing before 

her master, to teach him how it should be executed; for I was so unable to read an air at first 

sight, that in the charming concert I have just described, I could not possibly follow the 

execution a moment, or know whether they played truly what lay before them, and I myself had 

composed. 

In the midst of so many humiliating circumstances, I had the pleasing consolation, from time 

to time, of receiving letters from my two charming friends. I have ever found the utmost 

consolatory virtue in the fair; when in disgrace, nothing softens my affliction more than to be 

sensible that an amiable woman is interested for me. This correspondence ceased soon after, and 

was never renewed: indeed it was my own fault, for in changing situations I neglected sending 

my address, and forced by necessity to think perpetually of myself, I soon forgot them. 

It is a long time since I mentioned Madam de Warens, but it should not be supposed I had 

forgotten her; never was she a moment absent from my thoughts. I anxiously wished to find her, 

not merely because she was necessary to my subsistence, but because she was infinitely more 

necessary to my heart. My attachment to her (though lively and tender, as it really was) did not 

prevent my loving others, but then it was not in the same manner. All equally claimed my 

tenderness for their charms, but it was those charms alone I loved, my passion would not have 

survived them, while Madam de Warens might have become old or ugly without my loving her 

the less tenderly. My heart had entirely transmitted to herself the homage it first paid to her 

beauty, and whatever change she might experience, while she remained herself, my sentiments 

could not change. I was sensible how much gratitude I owed to her, but in truth, I never thought 

of it, and whether she served me or not, it would ever have been the same thing. I loved her 

neither from duty, interest, nor convenience; I loved her because I was born to love her. During 

my attachment to another, I own this affection was in some measure deranged; I did not think so 

frequently of her, but still with the same pleasure, and never, in love or otherwise, did I think of 

her without feeling that I could expect no true happiness in life while in a state of separation. 

Though in so long a time I had received no news from Madam de Warens, I never imagined I 

had entirely lost her, or that she could have forgotten me. I said to myself, she will know sooner 

or later that I am wandering about, and will find some means to inform me of her situation: I am 

certain I shall find her. In the meantime, it was a pleasure to live in her native country, to walk in 

the streets where she had walked, and before the houses that she had lived in; yet all this was the 

work of conjecture, for one of my foolish peculiarities was, not daring to inquire after her, or 



even pronounce her name without the most absolute necessity. It seemed in speaking of her that I 

declared all I felt, that my lips revealed the secrets of my heart, and in some degree injured the 

object of my affection. I believe fear was likewise mingled with this idea; I dreaded to hear ill of 

her. Her management had been much spoken of, and some little of her conduct in other respects; 

fearing, therefore, that something might be said which I did not wish to hear, I preferred being 

silent on the subject. 

As my scholars did not take up much of my time, and the town where she was born was not 

above four leagues from Lausanne, I made it a walk of three or four days; during which time a 

most pleasant emotion never left me. A view of the lake of Geneva and its admirable banks, had 

ever, in my idea, a particular attraction which I cannot describe; not arising merely from the 

beauty of the prospect, but something else, I know not why, more interesting, which affects and 

softens me. Every time I have approached the Vaudois country I have experienced an impression 

composed of the remembrance of Madam de Warens, who was born there; of my father, who 

lived there; of Miss Vulson, who had been my first love, and of several pleasant journeys I had 

made there in my childhood, mingled with some nameless charm, more powerfully attractive 

than all the rest. When that ardent desire for a life of happiness and tranquility (which ever 

follows me, and for which I was born) inflames my mind, ‘tis ever to the country of Vaud, near 

the lake, in those charming plains, that imagination leads me. An orchard on the banks of that 

lake, and no other, is absolutely necessary; a firm friend, an amiable woman, a cow, and a little 

boat; nor could I enjoy perfect happiness on earth without these concomitants. I laugh at the 

simplicity with which I have several times gone into that country for the sole purpose of seeking 

this imaginary happiness when I was ever surprised to find the inhabitants, particularly the 

women, of a quite different disposition to what I sought. How strange did this appear to me! The 

country and people who inhabit it, were never, in my idea, formed for each other. 

Walking along these beautiful banks, on my way to Vevay, I gave myself up to the soft 

melancholy; my heart rushed with ardor into a thousand innocent felicities; melting to 

tenderness, I sighed and wept like a child. How often, stopping to weep more at my ease, and 

seated on a large stone, did I amuse myself with seeing my tears drop into the water. 

On my arrival at Vevay, I lodged at the Key, and during the two days I remained there, 

without any acquaintance, conceived a love for that city, which has followed me through all my 

travels, and was finally the cause that I fixed on this spot, in the novel I afterwards wrote, for the 

residence of my hero and heroines. I would say to any one who has taste and feeling, go to 

Vevay, visit the surrounding country, examine the prospects, go on the lake and then say, 

whether nature has not designed this country for a Julia, a Clara, and a St. Preux; but do not seek 

them there. I now return to my story. 

Giving myself out for a Catholic, I followed without mystery or scruple the religion I had 

embraced. On a Sunday, if the weather was fine, I went to hear mass at Assans, a place two 

leagues distant from Lausanne, and generally in company with other Catholics, particularly a 

Parisian embroiderer, whose name I have forgotten. Not such a Parisian as myself, but a real 

native of Paris, an arch-Parisian from his maker, yet honest as a peasant. He loved his country so 

well, that he would not doubt my being his countryman, for fear he should not have so much 

occasion to speak of it. The lieutenant-governor, M. de Crouzas, had a gardener, who was 

likewise from Paris, but not so complaisant; he thought the glory of his country concerned, when 

any one claimed that honor who was not really entitled to it; he put questions to me, therefore, 

with an air and tone, as if certain to detect me in a falsehood, and once, smiling malignantly, 

asked what was remarkable in the ‘Marcheneuf’? It may be supposed I asked the question; but I 



have since passed twenty years at Paris, and certainly know that city, yet was the same question 

repeated at this day, I should be equally embarrassed to answer it, and from this embarrassment it 

might be concluded I had never been there: thus, even when we meet with truths, we are subject 

to build our opinions on circumstances, which may easily deceive us. 

I formed no ideas, while at Lausanne, that were worth recollecting, nor can I say exactly how 

long I remained there; I only know that not finding sufficient to subsist on, I went from thence to 

Neuchatel, where I passed the winter. Here I succeeded better, I got some scholars, and saved 

enough to pay my good friend Perrotet, who had faithfully sent my baggage, though at that time I 

was considerably in his debt. 

By continuing to teach music, I insensibly gained some knowledge of it. The life I led was 

sufficiently agreeable, and any reasonable man might have been satisfied, but my unsettled heart 

demanded something more. On Sundays, or whenever I had leisure, I wandered, sighing and 

thoughtful, about the adjoining woods, and when once out of the city never returned before night. 

One day, being at Boudry, I went to dine at a public-house, where I saw a man with a long beard, 

dressed in a violet-colored Grecian habit, with a fur cap, and whose air and manner were rather 

noble. This person found some difficulty in making himself understood, speaking only an 

unintelligible jargon, which bore more resemblance to Italian than any other language. I 

understood almost all he said, and I was the only person present who could do so, for he was 

obliged to make his request known to the landlord and others about him by signs. On my 

speaking a few words in Italian, which he perfectly understood, he got up and embraced me with 

rapture; a connection was soon formed, and from that moment, I became his interpreter. His 

dinner was excellent, mine rather worse than indifferent, he gave me an invitation to dine with 

him, which I accepted without much ceremony. Drinking and chatting soon rendered us familiar, 

and by the end of the repast we had all the disposition in the world to become inseparable 

companions. He informed me he was a Greek prelate, and ‘Archimandrite’ of Jerusalem; that he 

had undertaken to make a gathering in Europe for the reestablishment of the Holy Sepulchre, and 

showed me some very fine patents from the czarina, the emperor, and several other sovereigns. 

He was tolerably content with what he had collected hitherto, though he had experienced 

inconceivable difficulties in Germany; for not understanding a word of German, Latin, or 

French, he had been obliged to have recourse to his Greek, Turkish Lingua Franca, which did not 

procure him much in the country he was travelling through; his proposal, therefore, to me was, 

that I should accompany him in the quality of secretary and interpreter. In spite of my violet-

colored coat, which accorded well enough with the proposed employment, he guessed from my 

meagre appearance, that I should easily be gained; and he was not mistaken. The bargain was 

soon made, I demanded nothing, and he promised liberally; thus, without any security or 

knowledge of the person I was about to serve, I gave myself up entirely to his conduct, and the 

next day behold me on an expedition to Jerusalem. 

We began our expedition unsuccessfully by the canton of Fribourg. Episcopal dignity would 

not suffer him to play the beggar, or solicit help from private individuals; but we presented his 

commission to the Senate, who gave him a trifling sum. From thence we went to Berne, where 

we lodged at the Falcon, then a good inn, and frequented by respectable company; the public 

table being well supplied and numerously attended. I had fared indifferently so long, that I was 

glad to make myself amends, therefore took care to profit by the present occasion. My lord, the 

Archimandrite, was himself an excellent companion, loved good cheer, was gay, spoke well for 

those who understood him, and knew perfectly well how to make the most of his Grecian 



erudition. One day, at dessert while cracking nuts, he cut his finger pretty deeply, and as it bled 

freely showed it to the company, saying with a laugh, “Mirate, signori; questo a sangue Pelasgo.” 

At Berne, I was not useless to him, nor was my performance so bad as I had feared: I certainly 

spoke better and with more confidence than I could have done for myself. Matters were not 

conducted here with the same simplicity as at Fribourg; long and frequent conferences were 

necessary with the Premiers of the State, and the examination of his titles was not the work of a 

day; at length, everything being adjusted, he was admitted to an audience by the Senate; I entered 

with him as interpreter, and was ordered to speak. I expected nothing less, for it never entered 

my mind, that after such long and frequent conferences with the members, it was necessary to 

address the assembly collectively, as if nothing had been said. Judge my embarrassment!—a man 

so bashful to speak, not only in public, but before the whole of the Senate of Berne! to speak 

impromptu, without a single moment for recollection; it was enough to annihilate me—I was not 

even intimidated. I described distinctly and clearly the commission of the Archimandrite; 

extolled the piety of those princes who had contributed, and to heighten that of their excellencies 

by emulation, added that less could not be expected from their well-known munificence; then, 

endeavoring to prove that this good work was equally interesting to all Christians, without 

distinction of sect; and concluded by promising the benediction of Heaven to all those who took 

part in it. I will not say that my discourse was the cause of our success, but it was certainly well 

received; and on our quitting the Archimandrite was gratified by a very genteel present, to which 

some very handsome compliments were added on the understanding of his secretary; these I had 

the agreeable office of interpreting; but could not take courage to render them literally. 

This was the only time in my life that I spoke in public, and before a sovereign; and the only 

time, perhaps, that I spoke boldly and well. What difference in the disposition of the same 

person. Three years ago, having been to see my old friend, M. Roguin, at Yverdon, I received a 

deputation to thank me for some books I had presented to the library of that city; the Swiss are 

great speakers; these gentlemen, accordingly, made me a long harangue, which I thought myself 

obliged in honor to answer, but so embarrassed myself in the attempt, that my head became 

confused, I stopped short, and was laughed at. Though naturally timid, I have sometimes acted 

with confidence in my youth, but never in my advanced age: the more I have seen of the world 

the less I have been able to adapt its manners. 

On leaving Berne, we went to Soleurre: the Archimandrite designing to re-enter Germany, and 

return through Hungary or Poland to his own country. This would have been a prodigious tour; 

but as the contents of his purse rather increased than diminished during his journey, he was in no 

haste to return. For me, who was almost as much pleased on horseback as on foot, I would have 

desired no better than to have travelled thus during my whole life; but it was pre-ordained that 

my journey should soon end. 

The first thing we did after our arrival at Soleurre, was to pay our respects to the French 

ambassador there. Unfortunately for my bishop, this chanced to be the Marquis de Bonac, who 

had been ambassador at the Porte, and was acquainted with every particular relative to the Holy 

Sepulchre. The Archimandrite had an audience that lasted about a quarter of an hour, to which I 

was not admitted, as the ambassador spoke French and Italian at least as well as myself. On my 

Grecian’s retiring, I was prepared to follow him, but was detained: it was now my turn. Having 

called myself a Parisian, as such, I was under the jurisdiction of his excellency: he therefore 

asked me who I was? exhorting me to tell the truth; this I promised to do, but entreated a private 

audience, which was immediately granted. The ambassador took me to his closet, and shut the 

door; there, throwing myself at his feet, I kept my word, nor should I have said less, had I 



promised nothing, for a continual wish to unbosom myself, puts my heart perpetually upon my 

lips. After having disclosed myself without reserve to the musician Lutold, there was no occasion 

to attempt acting the mysterious with the Marquis de Bonac, who was so well pleased with my 

little history, and the ingenuousness with which I had related it, that he led me to the 

ambassadress, and presented me, with an abridgment of my recital. Madam de Bonac received 

me kindly, saying, I must not be suffered to follow that Greek monk. It was accordingly resolved 

that I should remain at their hotel till something better could be done for me. I wished to bid 

adieu to my poor Archimandrite, for whom I had conceived an attachment, but was not 

permitted; they sent him word that I was to be detained there, and in quarter of an hour after, I 

saw my little bundle arrive. M. de la Martiniere, secretary of the embassy, had in a manner the 

care of me; while following him to the chamber appropriated to my use, he said, “This apartment 

was occupied under the Count de Luc, by a celebrated man of the same name as yourself; it is in 

your power to succeed him in every respect, and cause it to be said hereafter, Rousseau the First, 

Rousseau the Second.” This similarity which I did not then expect, would have been less 

flattering to my wishes could I have foreseen at what price I should one day purchase the 

distinction. 

What M. de la Martiniere had said excited my curiosity; I read the works of the person whose 

chamber I occupied, and on the strength of the compliment that had been paid me (imagining I 

had a taste for poetry) made my first essay in a cantata in praise of Madam de Bonac. This 

inclination was not permanent, though from time to time I have composed tolerable verses. I 

think it is a good exercise to teach elegant turns of expression, and to write well in prose, but 

could never find attractions enough in French poetry to give entirely in to it. 

M. de la Martiniere wished to see my style, and asked me to write the detail I had before made 

the ambassador; accordingly I wrote him a long letter, which I have since been informed was 

preserved by M. de Marianne, who had long been attached to the Marquis de Bonac, and has 

since succeeded M. de Martiniere as secretary to the embassy of M. de Courtellies. 

The experience I began to acquire tended to moderate my romantic projects; for example, I did 

not fall in love with Madam de Bonac, but also felt I did not stand much chance of succeeding in 

the service of her husband. M. de la Martiniere was already in the only place that could have 

satisfied my ambition, and M. de Marianne in expectancy: thus my utmost hopes could only 

aspire to the office of under secretary, which did not infinitely tempt me: this was the reason that 

when consulted on the situation I should like to be placed in, I expressed a great desire to go to 

Paris. The ambassador readily gave in to the idea, which at least tended to disembarrass him of 

me. M. de Merveilleux, interpreting secretary to the embassy, said, that his friend, M. Godard, a 

Swiss colonel, in the service of France, wanted a person to be with his nephew, who had entered 

very young into the service, and made no doubt that I should suit him. On this idea, so lightly 

formed, my departure was determined; and I, who saw a long journey to perform with Paris at 

the end of it, was enraptured with the project. They gave me several letters, a hundred livres to 

defray the expenses of my journey, accompanied with some good advice, and thus equipped I 

departed. 

I was a fortnight making the journey, which I may reckon among the happiest days of my life. 

I was young, in perfect health, with plenty of money, and the most brilliant hopes, add to this, I 

was on foot, and alone. It may appear strange, I should mention the latter circumstance as 

advantageous, if my peculiarity of temper is not already familiar to the reader. I was continually 

occupied with a variety of pleasing chimeras, and never did the warmth of my imagination 

produce more magnificent ones. When offered an empty place in a carriage, or any person 



accosted me on the road, how vexed was I to see that fortune overthrown, whose edifice, while 

walking, I had taken such pains to rear. 

For once my ideas were all martial: I was going to live with a military man; nay, to become 

one, for it was concluded I should begin with being a cadet. I already fancied myself in 

regimentals, with a fine white feather nodding on my hat, and my heart was inflamed by the 

noble idea. I had some smattering of geometry and fortification; my uncle was an engineer; I was 

in a manner a soldier by inheritance. My short sight, indeed, presented some little obstacle, but 

did not by any means discourage me, as I reckoned to supply that defect by coolness and 

intrepidity. I had read, too, that Marshal Schomberg was remarkably shortsighted, and why 

might not Marshal Rousseau be the same? My imagination was so warm by these follies, that it 

presented nothing but troops, ramparts, gabions, batteries, and myself in the midst of fire and 

smoke, an eyeglass in hand, commanding with the utmost tranquility. Notwithstanding, when the 

country presented a delightful prospect, when I saw charming groves and rivulets, the pleasing 

sight made me sigh with regret, and feel, in the midst of all this glory, that my heart was not 

formed for such havoc; and soon without knowing how, I found my thoughts wandering among 

my dear sheep-folds, renouncing forever the labor of Mars. 

How much did Paris disappoint the idea I had formed of it! The exterior decorations I had seen 

at Turin, the beauty of the streets, the symmetry and regularity of the houses, contributed to this 

disappointment, since I concluded that Paris must be infinitely superior. I had figured to myself a 

splendid city, beautiful as large, of the most commanding aspect, whose streets were ranges of 

magnificent palaces, composed of marble and gold. On entering the faubourg St. Marceau, I saw 

nothing but dirty stinking streets, filthy black houses, an air of slovenliness and poverty, beggars, 

carters, butchers, cries of tisane and old hats. This struck me so forcibly, that all I have since seen 

of real magnificence in Paris could never erase this first impression, which has ever given me a 

particular disgust to residing in that capital; and I may say, the whole time I remained there 

afterwards, was employed in seeking resources which might enable me to live at a distance from 

it. This is the consequence of too lively imagination, which exaggerates even beyond the voice of 

fame, and ever expects more than is told. I have heard Paris so flatteringly described, that I 

pictured it like the ancient Babylon, which, perhaps, had I seen, I might have found equally 

faulty, and unlike that idea the account had conveyed. The same thing happened at the Opera-

house, to which I hastened the day after my arrival! I was sensible of the same deficiency at 

Versailles! and some time after on viewing the sea. I am convinced this would ever be the 

consequence of a too flattering description of any object; for it is impossible for man, and 

difficult even for nature herself, to surpass the riches of my imagination. 

By the reception I met with from all those to whom my letters were addressed, I thought my 

fortune was certainly made. The person who received me the least kindly was M. de Surbeck, to 

whom I had the warmest recommendation. He had retired from the service, and lived 

philosophically at Bagneux, where I waited on him several times without his offering me even a 

glass of water. I was better received by Madam de Merveilleux, sister-in-law to the interpreter, 

and by his nephew, who was an officer in the guards. The mother and son not only received me 

kindly, but offered me the use of their table, which favor I frequently accepted during my stay at 

Paris. 

Madam de Merveilleux appeared to have been handsome; her hair was of a fine black, which, 

according to the old mode, she wore curled on the temples. She still retained (what do not perish 

with a set of features) the beauties of an amiable mind. She appeared satisfied with mine, and did 

all she could to render me service; but no one seconded her endeavors, and I was presently 



undeceived in the great interest they had seemed to take in my affairs. I must, however, do the 

French nation the justice to say, they do not so exhaust themselves with protestations, as some 

have represented, and that those they make are usually sincere; but they have a manner of 

appearing interested in your affairs, which is more deceiving than words. The gross compliments 

of the Swiss can only impose upon fools; the manners of the French are more seducing, and at 

the same time so simple, that you are persuaded they do not express all they mean to do for you, 

in order that you may be the more agreeably surprised. I will say more; they are not false in their 

protestations, being naturally zealous to oblige, humane, benevolent, and even (whatever may be 

said to the contrary) more sincere than any other nation; but they are too flighty: in effect they 

feel the sentiments they profess for you, but that sentiment flies off as instantaneously as it was 

formed. In speaking to you, their whole attention is employed on you alone, when absent you are 

forgotten. Nothing is permanent in their hearts, all is the work of the moment. 

Thus I was greatly flattered, but received little service. Colonel Godard, for whose nephew I 

was recommended, proved to be an avaricious old wretch, who, on seeing my distress (though he 

was immensely rich), wished to have my services for nothing, meaning to place me with his 

nephew, rather as a valet without wages than a tutor. He represented that as I was to be 

continually engaged with him, I should be excused from duty, and might live on my cadet’s 

allowance; that is to say, on the pay of a soldier: hardly would he consent to give me a uniform, 

thinking the clothing of the army might serve. Madam de Merveilleux, provoked at his 

proposals, persuaded me not to accept them; her son was of the same opinion; something else 

was to be thought on, but no situation was procured. Meantime, I began to be necessitated; for 

the hundred livres with which I had commenced my journey could not last much longer; happily, 

I received a small remittance from the ambassador, which was very serviceable, nor do I think he 

would have abandoned me had I possessed more patience; but languishing, waiting, soliciting, 

are to me impossible: I was disheartened, displeased, and thus all my brilliant expectations came 

once more to nothing. I had not all this time forgotten my dear Madam de Warens, but how was I 

to find her? Where should I seek her? Madam de Merveilleux, who knew my story, assisted me 

in the search, but for a long time unavailingly; at length, she informed me that Madam de 

Warens had set out from Paris about two months before, but it was not known whether for Savoy 

or Turin, and that some conjectured she was gone to Switzerland. Nothing further was necessary 

to fix my determination to follow her, certain that wherever she might be, I stood more chance of 

finding her at those places than I could possibly do at Paris. 

Before my departure, I exercised my new poetical talent in an epistle to Colonel Godard, 

whom I ridiculed to the utmost of my abilities. I showed this scribble to Madam de Merveilleux, 

who, instead of discouraging me, as she ought to have done, laughed heartily at my sarcasms, as 

well as her son, who, I believe, did not like M. Godard; indeed, it must be confessed, he was a 

man not calculated to obtain affection. I was tempted to send him my verses, and they 

encouraged me in it; accordingly I made them up in a parcel directed to him, and there being no 

post then at Paris by which I could conveniently send this, I put it in my pocket, and sent it to 

him from Auxerre, as I passed through that place. I laugh, even yet, sometimes, at the grimaces I 

fancy he made on reading this panegyric, where he was certainly drawn to the life; it began thus: 

          Tu croyois, vieux Penard, qu’ une folle manie 

          D’ elever ton neveu m’inspireroit l’envie. 

This little piece, which, it is true, was but indifferently written; did not want for salt, and 

announced a turn for satire; it is, notwithstanding, the only satirical writing that ever came from 

my pen. I have too little hatred in my heart to take advantage of such a talent; but I believe it may 



be judged from those controversies, in which from time to time I have been engaged in my own 

defence, that had I been of a vindictive disposition, my adversaries would rarely have had the 

laughter on their side. 

What I most regret, is not having kept a journal of my travels, being conscious that a number 

of interesting details have slipped my memory; for never did I exist so completely, never live so 

thoroughly, never was so much myself, if I dare use the expression, as in those journeys made on 

foot. Walking animates and enlivens my spirits; I can hardly think when in a state of inactivity; 

my body must be exercised to make my judgment active. The view of a fine country, a 

succession of agreeable prospects, a free air, a good appetite, and the health I gained by walking; 

the freedom of inns, and the distance from everything that can make me recollect the dependence 

of my situation, conspire to free my soul, and give boldness to my thoughts, throwing me, in a 

manner, into the immensity of beings, where I combine, choose and appropriate them to my 

fancy, without constraint or fear. I dispose of all nature as I please; my heart wandering from 

object to object, approximates and unites with those that please it, is surrounded by charming 

images, and becomes intoxicated with delicious sensations. If, attempting to render these 

permanent, I am amused in describing to myself, what glow of coloring, what energy of 

expression, do I give them!—It has been said, that all these are to be found in my works, though 

written in the decline of life. Oh! had those of my early youth been seen, those made during my 

travels, composed, but never written!—Why did I not write them? will be asked; and why should 

I have written them? I may answer. Why deprive myself of the actual charm of my enjoyments to 

inform others what I enjoyed? What to me were readers, the public, or all the world, while I was 

mounting the empyrean. Besides, did I carry pens, paper and ink with me? Had I recollected all 

these, not a thought would have occurred worth preserving. I do not foresee when I shall have 

ideas; they come when they please, and not when I call for them; either they avoid me altogether, 

or rushing in crowds, overwhelm me with their force and number. Ten volumes a day would not 

suffice barely to enumerate my thoughts; how then should I find time to write them? In stopping, 

I thought of nothing but a hearty dinner; on departing, of nothing but a charming walk; I felt that 

a new paradise awaited me at the door, and eagerly leaped forward to enjoy it. 

Never did I experience this so feelingly as in the perambulation I am now describing. On 

coming to Paris, I had confined myself to ideas which related to the situation I expected to 

occupy there. I had rushed into the career I was about to run, and should have completed it with 

tolerable eclat, but it was not that my heart adhered to. Some real beings obscured my imagined 

ones—Colonel Godard and his nephew could not keep pace with a hero of my disposition. Thank 

Heaven, I was soon delivered from all these obstacles, and could enter at pleasure into the 

wilderness of chimeras, for that alone remained before me, and I wandered in it so completely 

that I several times lost my way; but this was no misfortune, I would not have shortened it, for, 

feeling with regret, as I approached Lyons, that I must again return to the material world, I 

should have been glad never to have arrived there. 

One day, among others, having purposely gone out of my way to take a nearer view of a spot 

that appeared delightful, I was so charmed with it, and wandered round it so often, that at length 

I completely lost myself, and after several hours’ useless walking, weary, fainting with hunger 

and thirst, I entered a peasant’s hut, which had not indeed a very promising appearance, but was 

the only one I could discover near me. I thought it was here, as at Geneva, or in Switzerland, 

where the inhabitants, living at ease, have it in their power to exercise hospitality. I entreated the 

countryman to give me some dinner, offering to pay for it: on which he presented me with some 

skimmed milk and coarse barley-bread, saying it was all he had. I drank the milk with pleasure, 



and ate the bread, chaff and all; but it was not very restorative to a man sinking with fatigue. The 

countryman, who watched me narrowly, judged the truth of my story by my appetite, and 

presently (after having said that he plainly saw I was an honest, good-natured young man, and 

did not come to betray him) opened a little trap door by the side of his kitchen, went down, and 

returned a moment after with a good brown loaf of pure wheat, the remains of a well-flavored 

ham, and a bottle of wine, the sight of which rejoiced my heart more than all the rest: he then 

prepared a good thick omelet, and I made such a dinner as none but a walking traveller ever 

enjoyed. 

When I again offered to pay, his inquietude and fears returned; he not only would have no 

money, but refused it with the most evident emotion; and what made this scene more amusing, I 

could not imagine the motive of his fear. At length, he pronounced tremblingly those terrible 

words, “Commissioners,” and “Cellar-rats,” which he explained by giving me to understand that 

he concealed his wine because of the excise, and his bread on account of the tax imposed on it; 

adding, he should be an undone man, if it was suspected he was not almost perishing with want. 

What he said to me on this subject (of which I had not the smallest idea) made an impression on 

my mind that can never be effaced, sowing seeds of that inextinguishable hatred which has since 

grown up in my heart against the vexations these unhappy people suffer, and against their 

oppressors. This man, though in easy circumstances, dare not eat the bread gained by the sweat 

of his brow, and could only escape destruction by exhibiting an outward appearance of 

misery!—I left his cottage with as much indignation as concern, deploring the fate of those 

beautiful countries, where nature has been prodigal of her gifts, only that they may become the 

prey of barbarous exactors. 

The incident which I have just related, is the only one I have a distinct remembrance of during 

this journey: I recollect, indeed, that on approaching Lyons, I wished to prolong it by going to 

see the banks of the Lignon; for among the romances I had read with my father, Astrea was not 

forgotten and returned more frequently to my thoughts than any other. Stopping for some 

refreshment (while chatting with my hostess), I inquired the way to Forez, and was informed that 

country was an excellent place for mechanics, as there were many forges, and much iron work 

done there. This eulogium instantly calmed my romantic curiosity, for I felt no inclination to 

seek Dianas and Sylvanders among a generation of blacksmiths. The good woman who 

encouraged me with this piece of information certainly thought I was a journeyman locksmith. 

I had some view in going to Lyons: on my arrival, I went to the Chasattes, to see 

Mademoiselle du Chatelet, a friend of Madam de Warens, for whom I had brought a letter when 

I came there with M. le Maitre, so that it was an acquaintance already formed. Mademoiselle du 

Chatelet informed me her friend had passed through Lyons, but could not tell whether she had 

gone on to Piedmont, being uncertain at her departure whether it would not be necessary to stop 

in Savoy; but if I choose, she would immediately write for information, and thought my best plan 

would be to remain at Lyons till she received it. I accepted this offer; but did not tell 

Mademoiselle du Chatelet how much I was pressed for an answer, and that my exhausted purse 

would not permit me to wait long. It was not an appearance of coolness that withheld me, on the 

contrary, I was very kindly received, treated on the footing of equality, and this took from me the 

resolution of explaining my circumstances, for I could not bear to descend from a companion to 

a miserable beggar. 

I seem to have retained a very connecting remembrance of that part of my life contained in 

this book; yet I think I remember, about the same period, another journey to Lyons, (the 

particulars of which I cannot recollect) where I found myself much straitened, and a confused 



remembrance of the extremities to which I was reduced does not contribute to recall the idea 

agreeably. Had I been like many others, had I possessed the talent of borrowing and running in 

debt at every ale-house I came to, I might have fared better; but in that my incapacity equalled 

my repugnance, and to demonstrate the prevalence of both, it will be sufficient to say, that 

though I have passed almost my whole life in indifferent circumstances, and frequently have 

been near wanting bread, I was never once asked for money by a creditor without having it in my 

power to pay it instantly; I could never bear to contract clamorous debts, and have ever preferred 

suffering to owing. 

Being reduced to pass my nights in the streets, may certainly be called suffering, and this was 

several times the case at Lyons, having preferred buying bread with the few pence I had 

remaining, to bestowing them on a lodging; as I was convinced there was less danger of dying 

for want of sleep than of hunger. What is astonishing, while in this unhappy situation, I took no 

care for the future, was neither uneasy nor melancholy, but patiently waited an answer to 

Mademoiselle du Chatelet’s letter, and lying in the open air, stretched on the earth, or on a 

bench, slept as soundly as if reposing on a bed of roses. I remember, particularly, to have passed 

a most delightful night at some distance from the city, in a road which had the Rhone, or Soane, I 

cannot recollect which, on the one side, and a range of raised gardens, with terraces, on the other. 

It had been a very hot day, the evening was delightful, the dew moistened the fading grass, no 

wind was stirring, the air was fresh without chillness, the setting sun had tinged the clouds with a 

beautiful crimson, which was again reflected by the water, and the trees that bordered the terrace 

were filled with nightingales who were continually answering each other’s songs. I walked along 

in a kind of ecstasy, giving up my heart and senses to the enjoyment of so many delights, and 

sighing only from a regret of enjoying them alone. Absorbed in this pleasing reverie, I 

lengthened my walk till it grew very late, without perceiving I was tired; at length, however, I 

discovered it, and threw myself on the step of a kind of niche, or false door, in the terrace wall. 

How charming was the couch! the trees formed a stately canopy, a nightingale sat directly over 

me, and with his soft notes lulled me to rest: how pleasing my repose; my awaking more so. It 

was broad day; on opening my eyes I saw the water, the verdure, and the admirable landscape 

before me. I arose, shook off the remains of drowsiness, and finding I was hungry, retook the 

way to the city, resolving, with inexpressible gayety, to spend the two pieces of six francs I had 

yet remaining in a good breakfast. I found myself so cheerful that I went all the way singing; I 

even remember I sang a cantata of Batistin’s called the Baths of Thomery, which I knew by 

heart. May a blessing light on the good Batistin and his good cantata, which procured me a better 

breakfast than I had expected, and a still better dinner which I did not expect at all! In the midst 

of my singing, I heard some one behind me, and turning round perceived an Antonine, who 

followed after and seemed to listen with pleasure to my song. At length accosting me, he asked, 

If I understood music. I answered, “A little,” but in a manner to have it understood I knew a great 

deal, and as he continued questioning of me, related a part of my story. He asked me, If I had 

ever copied music? I replied, “Often,” which was true: I had learned most by copying. “Well,” 

continued he, “come with me, I can employ you for a few days, during which time you shall 

want for nothing; provided you consent not to quit my room.” I acquiesced very willingly, and 

followed him. 

This Antonine was called M. Rotichon; he loved music, understood it, and sang in some little 

concerts with his friends; thus far all was innocent and right, but apparently this taste had 

become a furor, part of which he was obliged to conceal. He conducted me into a chamber, 



where I found a great quantity of music: he gave me some to copy, particularly the cantata he 

had heard me singing, and which he was shortly to sing himself. 

I remained here three or four days, copying all the time I did not eat, for never in my life was I 

so hungry, or better fed. M. Rolichon brought my provisions himself from the kitchen, and it 

appeared that these good priests lived well, at least if every one fared as I did. In my life, I never 

took such pleasure in eating, and it must be owned this good cheer came very opportunely, for I 

was almost exhausted. I worked as heartily as I ate, which is saying a great deal; ‘tis true I was 

not as correct as diligent, for some days after, meeting M. Rolichon in the street, he informed me 

there were so many omissions, repetitions, and transpositions, in the parts I had copied, that they 

could not be performed. It must be owned, that in choosing the profession of music, I hit on that I 

was least calculated for; yet my voice was good and I copied neatly; but the fatigue of long 

works bewilders me so much, that I spend more time in altering and scratching out than in 

pricking down, and if I do not employ the strictest attention in comparing the several parts, they 

are sure to fail in the execution. Thus, through endeavoring to do well, my performance was very 

faulty; for aiming at expedition, I did all amiss. This did not prevent M. Rolichon from treating 

me well to the last, and giving me half-a-crown at my departure, which I certainly did not 

deserve, and which completely set me up, for a few days after I received news from Madam de 

Warens, who was at Chambery, with money to defray the expenses of my journey to her, which I 

performed with rapture. Since then my finances have frequently been very low, but never at such 

an ebb as to reduce me to fasting, and I mark this period with a heart fully alive to the bounty of 

Providence, as the last of my life in which I sustained poverty and hunger. 

I remained at Lyons seven or eight days to wait for some little commissions with which 

Madam de Warens had charged Mademoiselle du Chatelet, who during this interval I visited 

more assiduously than before, having the pleasure of talking with her of her friend, and being no 

longer disturbed by the cruel remembrance of my situation, or painful endeavors to conceal it. 

Mademoiselle du Chatelet was neither young nor handsome, but did not want for elegance; she 

was easy and obliging while her understanding gave price to her familiarity. She had a taste for 

that kind of moral observation which leads to the knowledge of mankind, and from her 

originated that study in myself. She was fond of the works of Le Sage, particularly Gil Blas, 

which she lent me, and recommended to my perusal. I read this performance with pleasure, but 

my judgment was not yet ripe enough to relish that sort of reading. I liked romances which 

abounded with high-flown sentiments. 

Thus did I pass my time at the grate of Mademoiselle du Chatelet, with as much profit as 

pleasure. It is certain that the interesting and sensible conversation of a deserving woman is more 

proper to form the understanding of a young man than all the pedantic philosophy of books. I got 

acquainted at the Chasattes with some other boarders and their friends, and among the rest, with 

a young person of fourteen, called Mademoiselle Serre, whom I did not much notice at that time, 

though I was in love with her eight or nine years afterwards, and with great reason, for she was a 

most charming girl. 

I was fully occupied with the idea of seeing Madam de Warens, and this gave some respite to 

my chimeras, for finding happiness in real objects I was the less inclined to seek it in nonentities. 

I had not only found her, but also by her means, and near her, an agreeable situation, having sent 

me word that she had procured one that would suit me, and by which I should not be obliged to 

quit her. I exhausted all my conjectures in guessing what this occupation could be, but I must 

have possessed the art of divination to have hit it on the right. I had money sufficient to make my 

journey agreeable: Mademoiselle du Chatelet persuaded me to hire a horse, but this I could not 



consent to, and I was certainly right, for by so doing I should have lost the pleasure of the last 

pedestrian expedition I ever made; for I cannot give that name to those excursions I have 

frequently taken about my own neighborhood, while I lived at Motiers. 

It is very singular that my imagination never rises so high as when my situation is least 

agreeable or cheerful. When everything smiles around me, I am least amused; my heart cannot 

confine itself to realities, cannot embellish, but must create. Real objects strike me as they really 

are, my imagination can only decorate ideal ones. If I would paint the spring, it must be in 

winter; if describe a beautiful landscape, it must be while surrounded with walls; and I have said 

a hundred times, that were I confined in the Bastille, I could draw the most enchanting picture of 

liberty. On my departure from Lyons, I saw nothing but an agreeable future, the content I now 

with reason enjoyed was as great as my discontent had been at leaving Paris, notwithstanding, I 

had not during this journey any of those delightful reveries I then enjoyed. My mind was serene, 

and that was all; I drew near the excellent friend I was going to see, my heart overflowing with 

tenderness, enjoying in advance, but without intoxication, the pleasure of living near her; I had 

always expected this, and it was as if nothing new had happened. Meantime, I was anxious about 

the employment Madam de Warens had procured me, as if that alone had been material. My 

ideas were calm and peaceable, not ravishing and celestial; every object struck my sight in its 

natural form; I observed the surrounding landscape, remarked the trees, the houses, the springs, 

deliberated on the cross-roads, was fearful of losing myself, yet did not do so; in a word, I was 

no longer in the empyrean, but precisely where I found myself, or sometimes perhaps at the end 

of my journey, never farther. 

I am in recounting my travels, as I was in making them, loath to arrive at the conclusion. My 

heart beat with joy as I approached my dear Madam de Warens, but I went no faster on that 

account. I love to walk at my ease, and stop at leisure; a strolling life is necessary to me: 

travelling on foot, in a fine country, with fine weather and having an agreeable object to 

terminate my journey, is the manner of living of all others most suited to my taste. 

It is already understood what I mean by a fine country; never can a flat one, though ever so 

beautiful, appear such in my eyes: I must have torrents, fir trees, black woods, mountains to 

climb or descend, and rugged roads with precipices on either side to alarm me. I experienced this 

pleasure in its utmost extent as I approached Chambery, not far from a mountain which is called 

Pas de l’Echelle. Above the main road, which is hewn through the rock, a small river runs and 

rushes into fearful chasms, which it appears to have been millions of ages in forming. The road 

has been hedged by a parapet to prevent accidents, which enabled me to contemplate the whole 

descent, and gain vertigoes at pleasure; for a great part of my amusement in these steep rocks, is, 

they cause a giddiness and swimming in my head, which I am particularly fond of, provided I am 

in safety; leaning, therefore, over the parapet, I remained whole hours, catching, from time to 

time, a glance of the froth and blue water, whose rushing caught my ear, mingled with the cries 

of ravens, and other birds of prey that flew from rock to rock, and bush to bush, at six hundred 

feet below me. In places where the slope was tolerably regular, and clear enough from bushes to 

let stones roll freely, I went a considerable way to gather them, bringing those I could but just 

carry, which I piled on the parapet, and then threw down one after the other, being transported at 

seeing them roll, rebound, and fly into a thousand pieces, before they reached the bottom of the 

precipice. 

Near Chambery I enjoyed an equal pleasing spectacle, though of a different kind; the road 

passing near the foot of the most charming cascade I ever saw. The water, which is very rapid, 

shoots from the top of an excessively steep mountain, falling at such a distance from its base that 



you may walk between the cascade and the rock without any inconvenience; but if not 

particularly careful it is easy to be deceived as I was, for the water, falling from such an immense 

height, separates, and descends in a rain as fine as dust, and on approaching too near this cloud, 

without perceiving it, you may be wet through in an instant. 

At length I arrived at Madam de Warens; she was not alone, the intendant-general was with 

her. Without speaking a word to me, she caught my hand, and presenting me to him with that 

natural grace which charmed all hearts, said: “This, sir, is the poor young man I mentioned; 

deign to protect him as long as he deserves it, and I shall feel no concern for the remainder of his 

life.” Then added, addressing herself to me, “Child, you now belong to the king, thank Monsieur 

the Intendant, who furnishes you with the means of existence.” I stared without answering, 

without knowing what to think of all this; rising ambition almost turned my head; I was already 

prepared to act the intendant myself. My fortune, however, was not so brilliant as I had 

imagined, but it was sufficient to maintain me, which, as I was situated, was a capital acquisition. 

I shall now explain the nature of my employment. 

King Victor Amadeus, judging by the event of preceding wars, and the situation of the ancient 

patrimony of his fathers, that he should not long be able to maintain it, wished to drain it 

beforehand. Resolving, therefore, to tax the nobility, he ordered a general survey of the whole 

country, in order that it might be rendered more equal and productive. This scheme, which was 

begun under the father, was completed by the son: two or three hundred men, part surveyors, 

who were called geometricians, and part writers, who were called secretaries, were employed in 

this work: among those of the latter description Madam de Warens had got me appointed. This 

post, without being very lucrative, furnished the means of living eligibly in that country; the 

misfortune was, this employment could not be of any great duration, but it put me in train to 

procure something better, as by this means she hoped to insure the particular protection of the 

intendant, who might find me some more settled occupation before this was concluded. 

I entered on my new employment a few days after my arrival, and as there was no great 

difficulty in the business, soon understood it; thus, after four or five years of unsettled life, folly, 

and suffering, since my departure from Geneva, I began, for the first time, to gain my bread with 

credit. 

These long details of my early youth must have appeared trifling, and I am sorry for it: though 

born a man, in a variety of instances, I was long a child, and am so yet in many particulars. I did 

not promise the public a great personage: I promised to describe myself as I am, and to know me 

in my advanced age it was necessary to have known me in my youth. As, in general, objects that 

are present make less impression on me than the bare remembrance of them (my ideas being all 

from recollection), the first traits which were engraven on my mind have distinctly remained: 

those which have since been imprinted there, have rather combined with the former than effaced 

them. There is a certain, yet varied succession of affections and ideas, which continue to regulate 

those that follow them, and this progression must be known in order to judge rightly of those 

they have influenced. I have studied to develop the first causes, the better to show the 

concatenation of effects. I would be able by some means to render my soul transparent to the 

eyes of the reader, and for this purpose endeavor to show it in every possible point of view, to 

give him every insight, and act in such a manner, that not a motion should escape him, as by this 

means he may form a judgment of the principles that produce them. 

Did I take upon myself to decide, and say to the reader, “Such is my character,” he might think 

that if I did not endeavor to deceive him, I at least deceived myself; but in recounting simply all 



that has happened to me, all my actions, thoughts, and feelings, I cannot lead him into an error, 

unless I do it wilfully, which by this means I could not easily effect, since it is his province to 

compare the elements, and judge of the being they compose: thus the result must be his work, 

and if he is then deceived the error will be his own. It is not sufficient for this purpose that my 

recitals should be merely faithful, they must also be minute; it is not for me to judge of the 

importance of facts, I ought to declare them simply as they are, and leave the estimate that is to 

be formed of them to him. I have adhered to this principle hitherto, with the most scrupulous 

exactitude, and shall not depart from it in the continuation; but the impressions of age are less 

lively than those of youth; I began by delineating the latter: should I recollect the rest with the 

same precision, the reader, may, perhaps, become weary and impatient, but I shall not be 

dissatisfied with my labor. I have but one thing to apprehend in this undertaking: I do not dread 

saying too much, or advancing falsities, but I am fearful of not saying enough, or concealing 

truths. 

 

 

 

 

  



BOOK V. 

It was, I believe, in 1732, that I arrived at Chambery, as already related, and began my 

employment of registering land for the king. I was almost twenty-one, my mind well enough 

formed for my age, with respect to sense, but very deficient in point of judgment, and needing 

every instruction from those into whose hands I fell, to make me conduct myself with propriety; 

for a few years’ experience had not been able to cure me radically of my romantic ideas; and 

notwithstanding the ills I had sustained, I knew as little of the world, or mankind, as if I had 

never purchased instruction. I slept at home, that is, at the house of Madam de Warens; but it was 

not as at Annecy: here were no gardens, no brook, no landscape; the house was dark and dismal, 

and my apartment the most gloomy of the whole. The prospect a dead wall, an alley instead of a 

street, confined air, bad light, small rooms, iron bars, rats, and a rotten floor; an assemblage of 

circumstances that do not constitute a very agreeable habitation; but I was in the same house with 

my best friend, incessantly near her, at my desk, or in chamber, so that I could not perceive the 

gloominess of my own, or have time to think of it. It may appear whimsical that she should 

reside at Chambery on purpose to live in this disagreeable house; but it was a trait of contrivance 

which I ought not to pass over in silence. She had no great inclination for a journey to Turin, 

fearing that after the recent revolutions, and the agitation in which the court yet was, she should 

not be very favorably received there; but her affairs seemed to demand her presence, as she 

feared being forgotten or ill-treated, particularly as the Count de Saint-Laurent, Intendent-general 

of the Finances, was not in her interest. He had an old house in Chambery, ill-built, and standing 

in so disagreeable a situation that it was always untenanted; she hired, and settled in this house, a 

plan that succeeded much better than a journey to Turin would have done, for her pension was 

not suppressed, and the Count de Saint-Laurent was ever after one of her best friends. 

Her household was much on the old footing; her faithful Claude Anet still remained with her. 

He was, as I have before mentioned, a peasant of Moutru, who in his childhood had gathered 

herbs in Jura for the purpose of making Swiss tea; she had taken him into her service for his 

knowledge of drugs, finding it convenient to have a herbalist among her domestics. Passionately 

fond of the study of plants, he became a real botanist, and had he not died young, might have 

acquired as much fame in that science as he deserved for being an honest man. Serious even to 

gravity, and older than myself, he was to me a kind of tutor, commanding respect, and preserving 

me from a number of follies, for I dared not forget myself before him. He commanded it likewise 

from his mistress, who knew his understanding, uprightness, and inviolable attachment to 

herself, and returned it. Claude Anet was of an uncommon temper. I never encountered a similar 

disposition: he was slow, deliberate, and circumspect in his conduct; cold in his manner; laconic 

and sententious in his discourse; yet of an impetuosity in his passions, which (though careful to 

conceal) preyed upon him inwardly, and urged him to the only folly he ever committed; that 

folly, indeed, was terrible, it was poisoning himself. This tragic scene passed soon after my 

arrival, and opened my eyes to the intimacy that subsisted between Claude Anet and his mistress, 

for had not the information come from her, I should never have suspected it; yet, surely, if 

attachment, fidelity, and zeal, could merit such a recompense, it was due to him, and what further 

proves him worthy such a distinction, he never once abused her confidence. They seldom 

disputed, and their disagreements ever ended amicably; one, indeed, was not so fortunate; his 

mistress, in a passion, said something affronting, which not being able to digest, he consulted 

only with despair, and finding a bottle of laudanum at hand, drank it off; then went peaceably to 

bed, expecting to awake no more. Madam de Warens herself was uneasy, agitated, wandering 



about the house and happily—finding the phial empty—guessed the rest. Her screams, while 

flying to his assistance, alarmed me; she confessed all, implored my help, and was fortunate 

enough, after repeated efforts, to make him throw up the laudanum. Witness of this scene, I 

could not but wonder at my stupidity in never having suspected the connection; but Claude Anet 

was so discreet, that a more penetrating observer might have been deceived. Their reconciliation 

affected me, and added respect to the esteem I before felt for him. From this time I became, in 

some measure, his pupil, nor did I find myself the worse for his instruction. 

I could not learn, without pain, that she lived in greater intimacy with another than with 

myself: it was a situation I had not even thought of, but (which was very natural) it hurt me to 

see another in possession of it. Nevertheless, instead of feeling any aversion to the person who 

had this advantage over me, I found the attachment I felt for her actually extend to him. I desired 

her happiness above all things, and since he was concerned in her plan of felicity, I was content 

he should be happy likewise. Meantime he perfectly entered into the views of his mistress; 

conceived a sincere friendship for me, and without affecting the authority his situation might 

have entitled him to, he naturally possessed that which his superior judgment gave him over 

mine. I dared do nothing he disproved of, but he was sure to disapprove only what merited 

disapprobation: thus we lived in an union which rendered us mutually happy, and which death 

alone could dissolve. 

One proof of the excellence of this amiable woman’s character, is, that all those who loved 

her, loved each other; even jealousy and rivalship submitting to the more powerful sentiment 

with which she inspired them, and I never saw any of those who surrounded her entertain the 

least ill will among themselves. Let the reader pause a moment on this encomium, and if he can 

recollect any other woman who deserves it, let him attach himself to her, if he would obtain 

happiness. 

From my arrival at Chambery to my departure for Paris, 1741, included an interval of eight or 

nine years, during which time I have few adventures to relate; my life being as simple as it was 

agreeable. This uniformity was precisely what was most wanting to complete the formation of 

my character, which continual troubles had prevented from acquiring any degree of stability. It 

was during this pleasing interval, that my unconnected, unfinished education, gained consistence, 

and made me what I have unalterably remained amid the storms with which I have since been 

surrounded. 

The progress was slow, almost imperceptible, and attended by few memorable circumstances; 

yet it deserves to be followed and investigated. 

At first, I was wholly occupied with my business, the constraint of a desk left little opportunity 

for other thoughts, the small portion of time I was at liberty was passed with my dear Madam de 

Warens, and not having leisure to read, I felt no inclination for it; but when my business (by 

daily repetition) became familiar, and my mind was less occupied, study again became 

necessary, and (as my desires were ever irritated by any difficulty that opposed the indulgence of 

them) might once more have become a passion, as at my master’s, had not other inclinations 

interposed and diverted it. 

Though our occupation did not demand a very profound skill in arithmetic, it sometimes 

required enough to puzzle me. To conquer this difficulty, I purchased books which treated on 

that science, and learned well, for I now studied alone. Practical arithmetic extends further than 

is usually supposed if you would attain exact precision. There are operations of extreme length in 

which I have sometimes seen good geometricians lose themselves. Reflection, assisted by 



practice, gives clear ideas, and enables you to devise shorter methods, these inventions flatter our 

self-complacency, while their exactitude satisfies our understanding, and renders a study 

pleasant, which is, of itself, heavy and unentertaining. At length I became so expert as not to be 

puzzled by any question that was solvable by arithmetical calculation; and even now, while 

everything I formerly knew fades daily on my memory, this acquirement, in a great measure 

remains, through an interval of thirty years. A few days ago, in a journey I made to Davenport, 

being with my host at an arithmetical lesson given his children, I did (with pleasure, and without 

errors) a most complicated work. While setting down my figures, methought I was still at 

Chambery, still in my days of happiness—how far had I to look back for them! 

The colored plans of our geometricians had given me a taste for drawing: accordingly I bought 

colors, and began by attempting flowers and landscapes. It was unfortunate that I had not talents 

for this art, for my inclination was much disposed to it, and while surrounded with crayons, 

pencils, and colors, I could have passed whole months without wishing to leave them. This 

amusement engaged me so much that they were obliged to force me from it; and thus it is with 

every inclination I give into, it continues to augment, till at length it becomes so powerful, that I 

lose sight of everything except the favorite amusement. Years have not been able to cure me of 

that fault, nay, have not even diminished it; for while I am writing this, behold me, like an old 

dotard, infatuated with another, to me useless study, which I do not understand, and which even 

those who have devoted their youthful days to the acquisition of, are constrained to abandon, at 

the age I am beginning with it. 

At that time, the study I am now speaking of would have been well placed, the opportunity 

was good, and I had some temptation to profit by it; for the satisfaction I saw in the eyes of Anet, 

when he came home loaded with new discovered plants, set me two or three times on the point of 

going to herbalize with him, and I am almost certain that had I gone once, I should have been 

caught, and perhaps at this day might have been an excellent botanist, for I know no study more 

congenial to my natural inclination, than that of plants; the life I have led for these ten years past, 

in the country, being little more than a continual herbalizing, though I must confess, without 

object, and without improvement; but at the time I am now speaking of I had no inclination for 

botany, nay, I even despised, and was disgusted at the idea, considering it only as a fit study for 

an apothecary. Madam de Warens was fond of it merely for this purpose, seeking none but 

common plants to use in her medical preparations; thus botany, chemistry, and anatomy were 

confounded in my idea under the general denomination of medicine, and served to furnish me 

with pleasant sarcasms the whole day, which procured me, from time to time, a box on the ear, 

applied by Madam de Warens. Besides this, a very contrary taste grew up with me, and by 

degrees absorbed all others; this was music. I was certainly born for that science, I loved it from 

my infancy, and it was the only inclination I have constantly adhered to; but it is astonishing that 

what nature seemed to have designed me for should have cost so much pains to learn, and that I 

should acquire it so slowly, that after a whole life spent in the practice of this art, I could never 

attain to sing with any certainty at sight. What rendered the study of music more agreeable to me 

at that time, was, being able to practise it with Madam de Warens. In other respects our tastes 

were widely different: this was a point of coincidence, which I loved to avail myself of. She had 

no more objection to this than myself. I knew at that time almost as much of it as she did, and 

after two or three efforts, we could make shift to decipher an air. Sometimes, when I saw her 

busy at her furnace, I have said, “Here now is a charming duet, which seems made for the very 

purpose of spoiling your drugs;” her answer would be, “If you make me burn them, I’ll make 

you eat them:” thus disputing, I drew her to the harpsichord; the furnace was presently forgotten, 



the extract of juniper or wormwood calcined (which I cannot recollect without transport), and 

these scenes usually ended by her smearing my face with the remains of them. 

It may easily be conjectured that I had plenty of employment to fill up my leisure hours; one 

amusement, however, found room, that was well worth all the rest. 

 

 

 



 

We lived in such a confined dungeon, that it was necessary sometimes to breathe the open air; 

Anet, therefore, engaged Madam de Warens to hire a garden in the suburbs, both for this purpose 

and the convenience of rearing plants, etc.; to this garden was added a summer-house, which was 



furnished in the customary manner; we sometimes dined, and I frequently slept, there. Insensibly 

I became attached to this little retreat, decorated it with books and prints, spending part of my 

time in ornamenting it during the absence of Madam de Warens, that I might surprise her the 

more agreeably on her return. Sometimes I quitted this dear friend, that I might enjoy the 

uninterrupted pleasure of thinking on her; this was a caprice I can neither excuse nor fully 

explain, I only know this really was the case, and therefore I avow it. I remember Madam de 

Luxembourg told me one day in raillery, of a man who used to leave his mistress that he might 

enjoy the satisfaction of writing to her; I answered, I could have been this man; I might have 

added, That I had done the very same. 

I did not, however, find it necessary to leave Madam de Warens that I might love her the more 

ardently, for I was ever as perfectly free with her as when alone; an advantage I never enjoyed 

with any other person, man or woman, however I might be attached to them; but she was so often 

surrounded by company who were far from pleasing me, that spite and weariness drove me to 

this asylum, where I could indulge the idea, without danger of being interrupted by impertinence. 

Thus, my time being divided between business, pleasure, and instruction, my life passed in the 

most absolute serenity. Europe was not equally tranquil: France and the emperor had mutually 

declared war, the King of Sardinia had entered into the quarrel, and a French army had filed off 

into Piedmont to awe the Milanese. Our division passed through Chambery, and, among others, 

the regiment of Champaigne, whose colonel was the Duke de la Trimouille, to whom I was 

presented. He promised many things, but doubtless never more thought of me. Our little garden 

was exactly at the end of the suburb by which the troops entered, so that I could fully satisfy my 

curiosity in seeing them pass, and I became as anxious for the success of the war as if it had 

nearly concerned me. Till now I had never troubled myself about politics, for the first time I 

began reading the gazettes, but with so much partiality on the side of France, that my heart beat 

with rapture on its most trifling advantages, and I was as much afflicted on a reverse of fortune, 

as if I had been particularly concerned. 

Had this folly been transient, I should not, perhaps, have mentioned it, but it took such root in 

my heart (without any reasonable cause) that when I afterwards acted the anti-despot and proud 

republican at Paris, in spite of myself, I felt a secret predilection for the nation I declared servile, 

and for that government I affected to oppose. The pleasantest of all was that, ashamed of an 

inclination so contrary to my professed maxims, I dared not own it to any one, but rallied the 

French on their defeats, while my heart was more wounded than their own. I am certainly the 

first man, that, living with a people who treated him well, and whom he almost adored, put on, 

even in their own country, a borrowed air of despising them; yet my original inclination is so 

powerful, constant, disinterested, and invincible, that even since my quitting that kingdom, since 

its government, magistrates, and authors, have outvied each other in rancor against me, since it 

has become fashionable to load me with injustice and abuse, I have not been able to get rid of 

this folly, but notwithstanding their ill-treatment, love them in spite of myself. 

I long sought the cause of this partiality, but was never able to find any, except in the occasion 

that gave it birth. A rising taste for literature attached me to French books, to their authors, and 

their country: at the very moment the French troops were passing Chambery, I was reading 

Brantome’s ‘Celebrated Captains’; my head was full of the Clissons, Bayards, Lautrecs, 

Colignys, Montmorenceys, and Trimouille, and I loved their descendants as the heirs of their 

merit and courage. In each regiment that passed by methought I saw those famous black bands 

who had formerly done so many noble exploits in Piedmont; in fine, I applied to these all the 

ideas I had gathered from books; my reading continued, which, still drawn from the same nation, 



nourished my affection for that country, till, at length, it became a blind passion, which nothing 

could overcome. I have had occasion to remark several times in the course of my travels, that 

this impression was not peculiar to me for France, but was more or less active in every country, 

for that part of the nation who were fond of literature, and cultivated learning; and it was this 

consideration that balanced in my mind the general hatred which the conceited air of the French 

is so apt to inspire. Their romances, more than their men, attract the women of all countries, and 

the celebrated dramatic pieces of France create a fondness in youth for their theaters; the 

reputation which that of Paris in particular has acquired, draws to it crowds of strangers, who 

return enthusiasts to their own country: in short, the excellence of their literature captivates the 

senses, and in the unfortunate war just ended, I have seen their authors and philosophers 

maintain the glory of France, so tarnished by its warriors. 

I was, therefore, an ardent Frenchman; this rendered me a politician, and I attended in the 

public square, amid a throng of news-mongers, the arrival of the post, and, sillier than the ass in 

the fable, was very uneasy to know whose packsaddle I should next have the honor to carry, for 

it was then supposed we should belong to France, and that Savoy would be exchanged for Milan. 

I must confess, however, that I experienced some uneasiness, for had this war terminated 

unfortunately for the allies, the pension of Madam de Warens would have been in a dangerous 

situation; nevertheless, I had great confidence in my good friends, the French, and for once (in 

spite of the surprise of M. de Broglio) my confidence was not ill-founded—thanks to the King of 

Sardinia, whom I had never thought of. 

While we were fighting in Italy, they were singing in France: the operas of Rameau began to 

make a noise there, and once more raise the credit of his theoretic works, which, from their 

obscurity, were within the compass of very few understandings. By chance I heard of his 

‘Treatise on Harmony’, and had no rest till I purchased it. By another chance I fell sick; my 

illness was inflammatory, short and violent, but my convalescence was tedious, for I was unable 

to go abroad for a whole month. During this time I eagerly ran over my Treatise on Harmony, 

but it was so long, so diffuse, and so badly disposed, that I found it would require a considerable 

time to unravel it: accordingly I suspended my inclination, and recreated my sight with music. 

The cantatas of Bernier were what I principally exercised myself with. These were never out 

of my mind; I learned four or five by heart, and among the rest, ‘The Sleeping Cupids’, which I 

have never seen since that time, though I still retain it almost entirely; as well as ‘Cupid Stung by 

a Bee’, a very pretty cantata by Clerambault, which I learned about the same time. 

To complete me, there arrived a young organist from Valdoste, called the Abbe Palais, a good 

musician and an agreeable companion, who performed very well on the harpsichord; I got 

acquainted with him, and we soon became inseparable. He had been brought up by an Italian 

monk, who was a capital organist. He explained to me his principles of music, which I compared 

with Rameau; my head was filled with accompaniments, concords and harmony, but as it was 

necessary to accustom the ear to all this, I proposed to Madam de Warens having a little concert 

once a month, to which she consented. 

Behold me then so full of this concert, that night or day I could think of nothing else, and it 

actually employed a great part of my time to select the music, assemble the musicians, look to 

the instruments, and write out the several parts. Madam de Warens sang; Father Cato (whom I 

have before mentioned, and shall have occasion to speak of again) sang likewise; a dancing-

master named Roche, and his son, played on the violin; Canavas, a Piedmontese musician (who 

was employed like myself in the survey, and has since married at Paris), played on the 



violoncello; the Abbe Palais performed on the harpsichord, and I had the honor to conduct the 

whole. It may be supposed all this was charming; I cannot say it equalled my concert at 

Monsieur de Tretoren’s, but certainly it was not far behind it. 

This little concert, given by Madam de Warens, the new convert, who lived (it was expressed) 

on the king’s charity, made the whole tribe of devotees murmur, but was a very agreeable 

amusement to several worthy people, at the head of whom it would not be easily surmised that I 

should place a monk; yet, though a monk, a man of considerable merit, and even of a very 

amiable disposition, whose subsequent misfortunes gave me the most lively concern, and whose 

idea, attached to that of my happy days, is yet dear to my memory. I speak of Father Cato, a 

Cordelier, who, in conjunction with the Count d’Ortan, had caused the music of poor Le Maitre 

to be seized at Lyons; which action was far from being the brightest trait in his history. He was a 

Bachelor of Sorbonne, had lived long in Paris among the great world, and was particularly 

caressed by the Marquis d’Antremont, then Ambassador from Sardinia. He was tall and well 

made; full faced, with very fine eyes, and black hair, which formed natural curls on each side of 

his forehead. His manner was at once noble, open, and modest; he presented himself with ease 

and good manners, having neither the hypocritical nor impudent behavior of a monk, or the 

forward assurance of a fashionable coxcomb, but the manners of a well-bred man, who, without 

blushing for his habit, set a value on himself, and ever felt in his proper situation when in good 

company. Though Father Cato was not deeply studied for a doctor, he was much so for a man of 

the world, and not being compelled to show his talents, he brought them forward so 

advantageously that they appeared greater than they really were. Having lived much in the world, 

he had rather attached himself to agreeable acquirements than to solid learning; had sense, made 

verses, spoke well, sang better, and aided his good voice by playing on the organ and 

harpsichord. So many pleasing qualities were not necessary to make his company sought after, 

and, accordingly, it was very much so, but this did not make him neglect the duties of his 

function: he was chosen (in spite of his jealous competitors) Definitor of his Province, or, 

according to them, one of the greatest pillars of their order. 

Father Cato became acquainted with Madam de Warens at the Marquis of Antremont’s; he had 

heard of her concerts, wished to assist at them, and by his company rendered our meetings truly 

agreeable. We were soon attached to each other by our mutual taste for music, which in both was 

a most lively passion, with this difference, that he was really a musician, and myself a bungler. 

Sometimes assisted by Canavas and the Abbe Palais, we had music in his apartment; or on 

holidays at his organ, and frequently dined with him; for, what was very astonishing in a monk, 

he was generous, profuse, and loved good cheer, without the least tincture of greediness. After 

our concerts, he always used to stay to supper, and these evenings passed with the greatest 

gayety and good-humor; we conversed with the utmost freedom, and sang duets; I was perfectly 

at my ease, had sallies of wit and merriment; Father Cato was charming, Madam de Warens 

adorable, and the Abbe Palais, with his rough voice, was the butt of the company. Pleasing 

moments of sportive youth, how long since have ye fled! 

As I shall have no more occasion to speak of poor Father Cato, I will here conclude in a few 

words his melancholy history. His brother monks, jealous, or rather exasperated to discover in 

him a merit and elegance of manners which favored nothing of monastic stupidity, conceived the 

most violent hatred to him, because he was not as despicable as themselves; the chiefs, therefore, 

combined against this worthy man, and set on the envious rabble of monks, who otherwise 

would not have dared to hazard the attack. He received a thousand indignities; they degraded him 

from his office, took away the apartment which he had furnished with elegant simplicity, and, at 



length, banished him, I know not whither: in short, these wretches overwhelmed him with so 

many evils, that his honest and proud soul sank under the pressure, and, after having been the 

delight of the most amiable societies, he died of grief, on a wretched bed, hid in some cell or 

dungeon, lamented by all worthy people of his acquaintance, who could find no fault in him, 

except his being a monk. 

Accustomed to this manner of life for some time, I became so entirely attached to music that I 

could think of nothing else. I went to my business with disgust, the necessary confinement and 

assiduity appeared an insupportable punishment, which I at length wished to relinquish, that I 

might give myself up without reserve to my favorite amusement. It will be readily believed that 

this folly met with some opposition; to give up a creditable employment and fixed salary to run 

after uncertain scholars was too giddy a plan to be approved of by Madam de Warens, and even 

supposing my future success should prove as great as I flattered myself, it was fixing very 

humble limits to my ambition to think of reducing myself for life to the condition of a music-

master. She, who formed for me the brightest projects, and no longer trusted implicitly to the 

judgment of M. d’Aubonne, seeing with concern that I was so seriously occupied with a talent 

which she thought frivolous, frequently repeated to me that provincial proverb, which does not 

hold quite so good in Paris, 

              “Qui biens chante et biens dance, 

               fait un metier qui peu avance.” 

 

          [He who can sweetly sing and featly dance, 

          His interests right little shall advance.] 

On the other hand, she saw me hurried away by this irresistible passion, my taste for music 

having become a furor, and it was much to be feared that my employment, suffering by my 

distraction, might draw on me a discharge, which would be worse than a voluntary resignation. I 

represented to her; that this employment could not last long, that it was necessary I should have 

some permanent means of subsistence, and that it would be much better to complete by practice 

the acquisition of that art to which my inclination led me than to make fresh essays, which 

possibly might not succeed, since by this means, having passed the age most proper for 

improvement, I might be left without a single resource for gaining a livelihood: in short, I 

extorted her consent more by importunity and caresses than by any satisfactory reasons. Proud of 

my success, I immediately ran to thank M. Coccelli, Director-General of the Survey, as though I 

had performed the most heroic action, and quitted my employment without cause, reason, or 

pretext, with as much pleasure as I had accepted it two years before. 

This step, ridiculous as it may appear, procured me a kind of consideration, which I found 

extremely useful. Some supposed I had resources which I did not possess; others, seeing me 

totally given up to music, judged of my abilities by the sacrifice I had made, and concluded that 

with such a passion for the art, I must possess it in a superior degree. In a nation of blind men, 

those with one eye are kings. I passed here for an excellent master, because all the rest were very 

bad ones. Possessing taste in singing, and being favored by my age and figure, I soon procured 

more scholars than were sufficient to compensate for the losses of my secretary’s pay. It is 

certain, that had it been reasonable to consider the pleasure of my situation only, it was 

impossible to pass more speedily from one extreme to the other. At our measuring, I was 

confined eight hours in the day to the most unentertaining employment, with yet more 

disagreeable company. Shut up in a melancholy counting-house, empoisoned by the smell and 

respiration of a number of clowns, the major part of whom were ill-combed and very dirty, what 



with attention, bad air, constraint and weariness, I was sometimes so far overcome as to occasion 

a vertigo. Instead of this, behold me admitted into the fashionable world, sought after in the first 

houses, and everywhere received with an air of satisfaction; amiable and gay young ladies 

awaiting my arrival, and welcoming me with pleasure; I see nothing but charming objects, smell 

nothing but roses and orange flowers; singing, chatting, laughter, and amusements, perpetually 

succeed each other. It must be allowed, that reckoning all these advantages, no hesitation was 

necessary in the choice; in fact, I was so content with mine, that I never once repented it; nor do I 

even now, when, free from the irrational motives that influenced me at that time, I weigh in the 

scale of reason every action of my life. 

This is, perhaps, the only time that, listening to inclination, I was not deceived in my 

expectations. The easy access, obliging temper, and free humor of this country, rendered a 

commerce with the world agreeable, and the inclination I then felt for it, proves to me, that if I 

have a dislike for society, it is more their fault than mine. It is a pity the Savoyards are not rich: 

though, perhaps, it would be a still greater pity if they were so, for altogether they are the best, 

the most sociable people that I know, and if there is a little city in the world where the pleasures 

of life are experienced in an agreeable and friendly commerce, it is at Chambery. The gentry of 

the province who assemble there have only sufficient wealth to live and not enough to spoil 

them; they cannot give way to ambition, but follow, through necessity, the counsel of Cyneas, 

devoting their youth to a military employment, and returning home to grow old in peace; an 

arrangement over which honor and reason equally preside. The women are handsome, yet do not 

stand in need of beauty, since they possess all those qualifications which enhance its value and 

even supply the want of it. It is remarkable, that being obliged by my profession to see a number 

of young girls, I do not recollect one at Chambery but what was charming: it will be said I was 

disposed to find them so, and perhaps there may be some truth in the surmise. I cannot remember 

my young scholars without pleasure. Why, in naming the most amiable, cannot I recall them and 

myself also to that happy age in which our moments, pleasing as innocent, were passed with such 

happiness together? The first was Mademoiselle de Mallarede, my neighbor, and sister to a pupil 

of Monsieur Gaime. She was a fine clear brunette, lively and graceful, without giddiness; thin as 

girls of that age usually are; but her bright eyes, fine shape, and easy air, rendered her 

sufficiently pleasing with that degree of plumpness which would have given a heightening to her 

charms. I went there of mornings, when she was usually in her dishabille, her hair carelessly 

turned up, and, on my arrival, ornamented with a flower, which was taken off at my departure for 

her hair to be dressed. There is nothing I fear so much as a pretty woman in an elegant dishabille; 

I should dread them a hundred times less in full dress. Mademoiselle de Menthon, whom I 

attended in the afternoon, was ever so. She made an equally pleasing, but quite different 

impression on me. Her hair was flaxen, her person delicate, she was very timid and extremely 

fair, had a clear voice, capable of just modulation, but which she had not courage to employ to its 

full extent. She had the mark of a scald on her bosom, which a scanty piece of blue chenille did 

not entirely cover, this scar sometimes drew my attention, though not absolutely on its own 

account. Mademoiselle des Challes, another of my neighbors, was a woman grown, tall, well-

formed, jolly, very pleasing though not a beauty, and might be quoted for her gracefulness, equal 

temper, and good humor. Her sister, Madam de Charly, the handsomest woman of Chambery, 

did not learn music, but I taught her daughter, who was yet young, but whose growing beauty 

promised to equal her mother’s, if she had not unfortunately been a little red-haired. I had 

likewise among my scholars a little French lady, whose name I have forgotten, but who merits a 

place in my list of preferences. She had adopted the slow drawling tone of the nuns, in which 



voice she would utter some very keen things, which did not in the least appear to correspond 

with her manner; but she was indolent, and could not generally take pains to show her wit, that 

being a favor she did not grant to every one. After a month or two of negligent attendance, this 

was an expedient she devised to make me more assiduous, for I could not easily persuade myself 

to be so. When with my scholars, I was fond enough of teaching, but could not bear the idea of 

being obliged to attend at a particular hour; constraint and subjection in every shape are to me 

insupportable, and alone sufficient to make me hate even pleasure itself. 

I had some scholars likewise among the tradespeople, and, among others, one who was the 

indirect cause of a change of relationship, which (as I have promised to declare all) I must relate 

in its place. She was the daughter of a grocer, and was called Mademoiselle de Larnage, a perfect 

model for a Grecian statue, and whom I should quote for the handsomest girl I have ever seen, if 

true beauty could exist without life or soul. Her indolence, reserve, and insensibility were 

inconceivable; it was equally impossible to please or make her angry, and I am convinced that 

had any one formed a design upon her virtue, he might have succeeded, not through her 

inclination, but from her stupidity. Her mother, who would run no risk of this, did not leave her a 

single moment. In having her taught to sing and providing a young master, she had hoped to 

enliven her, but it all proved ineffectual. While the master was admiring the daughter, the mother 

was admiring the master, but this was equally lost labor. Madam de Larnage added to her natural 

vivacity that portion of sprightliness which should have belonged to the daughter. She was a 

little, ugly, lively trollop, with small twinkling ferret eyes, and marked with smallpox. On my 

arrival in the morning, I always found my coffee and cream ready, and the mother never failed to 

welcome me with a kiss on the lips, which I would willingly have returned the daughter, to see 

how she would have received it. All this was done with such an air of carelessness and 

simplicity, that even when M. de Larnage was present, her kisses and caresses were not omitted. 

He was a good quiet fellow, the true original of his daughter; nor did his wife endeavor to 

deceive him, because there was absolutely no occasion for it. 

I received all these caresses with my usual stupidity, taking them only for marks of pure 

friendship, though they were sometimes troublesome; for the lively Madam Lard was displeased, 

if, during the day, I passed the shop without calling; it became necessary, therefore (when I had 

no time to spare), to go out of my way through another street, well knowing it was not so easy to 

quit her house as to enter it. 

Madam Lard thought so much of me, that I could not avoid thinking something of her. Her 

attentions affected me greatly; and I spoke of them to Madam de Warens, without supposing any 

mystery in the matter, but had there been one I should equally have divulged it, for to have kept a 

secret of any kind from her would have been impossible. My heart lay as open to Madam de 

Warens as to Heaven. She did not understand the matter quite so simply as I had done, but saw 

advances where I only discovered friendship. She concluded that Madam Lard would make a 

point of not leaving me as great a fool as she found me, and, some way or other, contrive to 

make herself understood; but exclusive of the consideration that it was not just, that another 

should undertake the instruction of her pupil, she had motives more worthy of her, wishing to 

guard me against the snares to which my youth and inexperience exposed me. Meantime, a more 

dangerous temptation offered which I likewise escaped, but which proved to her that such a 

succession of dangers required every preservative she could possibly apply. 

The Countess of Menthon, mother to one of my scholars, was a woman of great wit, and 

reckoned to possess, at least, an equal share of mischief, having (as was reported) caused a 

number of quarrels, and, among others, one that terminated fatally for the house of D’Antremont. 



Madam de Warens had seen enough of her to know her character: for having (very innocently) 

pleased some person to whom Madam de Menthon had pretensions, she found her guilty of the 

crime of this preference, though Madam de Warens had neither sought after nor accepted it, and 

from that moment endeavored to play her rival a number of ill turns, none of which succeeded. I 

shall relate one of the most whimsical, by way of specimen. 

They were together in the country, with several gentlemen of the neighborhood, and among 

the rest the lover in question. Madam de Menthon took an opportunity to say to one of these 

gentlemen, that Madam de Warens was a prude, that she dressed ill, and particularly that she 

covered her neck like a tradeswoman. “O, for that matter,” replied the person she was speaking 

to (who was fond of a joke), “she has good reason, for I know she is marked with a great ugly rat 

on her bosom, so naturally, that it even appears to be running.” Hatred, as well as love, renders 

its votaries credulous. Madam de Menthon resolved to make use of this discovery, and one day, 

while Madam de Warens was at cards with this lady’s ungrateful favorite, she contrived, in 

passing behind her rival, almost to overset the chair she sat on, and at the same instant, very 

dexterously displaced her handkerchief; but instead of this hideous rat, the gentleman beheld a 

far different object, which it was not more easy to forget than to obtain a sight of, and which by 

no means answered the intentions of the lady. 

I was not calculated to engross the attention of Madam de Menthon, who loved to be 

surrounded by brilliant company; notwithstanding she bestowed some attention on me, not for 

the sake of my person, which she certainly did not regard, but for the reputation of wit which I 

had acquired, and which might have rendered me convenient to her predominant inclination. She 

had a very lively passion for ridicule, and loved to write songs and lampoons on those who 

displeased her: had she found me possessed of sufficient talents to aid the fabrication of her 

verses, and complaisance enough to do so, we should presently have turned Chambery upside 

down; these libels would have been traced to their source, Madam de Menthon would have saved 

herself by sacrificing me, and I should have been cooped up in prison, perhaps, for the rest of my 

life, as a recompense for having figured away as the Apollo of the ladies. Fortunately, nothing of 

this kind happened; Madam de Menthon made me stay for dinner two or three days, to chat with 

me, and soon found I was too dull for her purpose. I felt this myself, and was humiliated at the 

discovery, envying the talents of my friend Venture; though I should rather have been obliged to 

my stupidity for keeping me out of the reach of danger. I remained, therefore, Madam de 

Menthon’s daughter’s singing-master, and nothing more! but I lived happily, and was ever well 

received at Chambery, which was a thousand times more desirable than passing for a wit with 

her, and for a serpent with everybody else. 

However this might be, Madam de Warens conceived it necessary to guard me from the perils 

of youth by treating me as a man: this she immediately set about, but in the most extraordinary 

manner that any woman, in similar circumstances, ever devised. I all at once observed that her 

manner was graver, and her discourse more moral than usual. To the playful gayety with which 

she used to intermingle her instructions suddenly succeeded an uniformity of manner, neither 

familiar nor severe, but which seemed to prepare me for some explanation. After having vainly 

racked my brain for the reason of this change, I mentioned it to her; this she had expected and 

immediately proposed a walk to our garden the next day. Accordingly we went there the next 

morning; she had contrived that we should remain alone the whole day, which she employed in 

preparing me for those favors she meant to bestow; not as another woman would have done, by 

toying and folly, but by discourses full of sentiment and reason, rather tending to instruct than 

seduce, and which spoke more to my heart than to my senses. Meantime, however excellent and 



to the purpose these discourses might be, and though far enough from coldness or melancholy, I 

did not listen to them with all the attention they merited, nor fix them in my memory as I should 

have done at any other time. That air of preparation which she had adopted gave me a degree of 

inquietude; while she spoke (in spite of myself) I was thoughtful and absent, attending less to 

what she said than curious to know what she aimed at; and no sooner had I comprehended her 

design (which I could not easily do) than the novelty of the idea, which, during all the years I had 

passed with her, had never once entered my imagination, took such entire possession of me that I 

was no longer capable of minding what she said! I only thought of her; I heard her no longer. 

Thinking to render young minds attentive to reason by proposing some highly interesting 

object as the result of it, is an error instructors frequently run into, and one which I have not 

avoided in my Umilius. The young pupil, struck with the object presented to him, is occupied 

only with that, and leaping lightly over your preliminary discourses, lights at once on the point, 

to which, in his idea, you lead him too tediously. To render him attentive, he must be prevented 

from seeing the whole of your design; and, in this particular, Madam de Warens did not act with 

sufficient precaution. 

By a singularity which adhered to her systematic disposition, she took the vain precaution of 

proposing conditions; but the moment I knew the purchase, I no longer even heard them, but 

immediately consented to everything; and I doubt whether there is a man on the whole earth who 

would have been sincere or courageous enough to dispute terms, or one single woman who 

would have pardoned such a dispute. By a continuation of the same whimsicality, she attached a 

number of the gravest formalities to the acquisition of her favors, and gave me eight days to 

think of them, which I assured her I had no need of, though that assurance was far from a truth: 

for to complete this assemblage of singularities, I was very glad to have this intermission; so 

much had the novelty of these ideas struck me, and such disorder did I feel in mine, that it 

required time to arrange them. 

It will be supposed, that these eight days appeared to me as many ages; on the contrary, I 

should have been very glad had the time been lengthened. I find it difficult to describe the state I 

found myself in; it was a strange chaos of fear and impatience, dreading what I desired, and 

studying some civil pretext to evade my happiness. 

Let the warmth of my constitution be remembered, my age, and my heart intoxicated with 

love; let my tender attachment to her be supposed, which, far from having diminished, had daily 

gained additional strength; let it be considered that I was only happy when with her, that my 

heart was full, not only of her bounty, of her amiable disposition, but of her shape, of her person, 

of herself; in a word, conceive me united to her by every affinity that could possibly render her 

dear; nor let it be supposed, that, being ten or twelve years older than myself, she began to grow 

an old woman, or was so in my opinion. From the time the first sight of her had made such an 

impression on me, she had really altered very little, and, in my mind, not at all. To me she was 

ever charming, and was still thought so by everyone. She had got something jollier, but had the 

same fine eyes, the same clear complexion, the same features, the same beautiful light hair, the 

sane gayety, and even the same voice, whose youthful and silvery sound made so lively an 

impression on my heart, that, even to this day, I cannot hear a young woman’s voice, that is at all 

harmonious, without emotion. It will be seen, that in a more advanced age, the bare idea of some 

trifling favors I had to expect from the person I loved, inflamed me so far, that I could not 

support, with any degree of patience, the time necessary to traverse the short space that separated 

us; how then, by what miracle, when in the flower of my youth, had I so little impatience for a 

happiness I had never tasted but in idea? How could I see the moment advancing with more pain 



than pleasure? Why, instead of transports that should have intoxicated me with their 

deliciousness, did I experience only fears and repugnance? I have no doubt that if I could have 

avoided this happiness with any degree of decency, I should have relinquished it with all my 

heart. I have promised a number of extravagancies in the history of my attachment to her; this 

certainly is one that no idea could be formed of. 

The reader (already disgusted) supposes, that being in the situation I have before described 

with Claude Anet, she was already degraded in my opinion by this participation of her favors, 

and that a sentiment of disesteem weakened those she had before inspired me with; but he is 

mistaken. ‘Tis true that this participation gave me a cruel uneasiness, as well from a very natural 

sentiment of delicacy, as because it appeared unworthy both of her and myself; but as to my 

sentiments for her, they were still the same, and I can solemnly aver, that I never loved her more 

tenderly than when I felt so little propensity to avail myself of her condescension. I was too well 

acquainted with the chastity of her heart and the iciness of her constitution, to suppose a moment 

that the gratification of the senses had any influence over her; I was well convinced that her only 

motive was to guard me from dangers, which appeared otherwise inevitable, by this 

extraordinary favor, which she did not consider in the same light that women usually do; as will 

presently be explained. 

The habit of living a long time innocently together, far from weakening the first sentiments I 

felt for her, had contributed to strengthen them, giving a more lively, a more tender, but at the 

same time a less sensual, turn to my affection. Having ever accustomed myself to call her Mama 

(as formerly observed) and enjoying the familiarity of a son, it became natural to consider myself 

as such, and I am inclined to think this was the true reason of that insensibility with a person I so 

tenderly loved; for I can perfectly recollect that my emotions on first seeing her, though not more 

lively, were more voluptuous: At Annecy I was intoxicated, at Chambery I possessed my reason. 

I always loved her as passionately as possible, but I now loved her more for herself and less on 

my own account; or, at least, I rather sought for happiness than pleasure in her company. She 

was more to me than a sister, a mother, a friend, or even than a mistress, and for this very reason 

she was not a mistress; in a word, I loved her too much to desire her. 

This day, more dreaded than hoped for, at length arrived. I have before observed, that I 

promised everything that was required of me, and I kept my word: my heart confirmed my 

engagements without desiring the fruits, though at length I obtained them. Was I happy? No: I 

felt I know not what invincible sadness which empoisoned my happiness, it seemed that I had 

committed an incest, and two or three times, pressing her eagerly in my arms, I deluged her 

bosom with my tears. On her part, as she had never sought pleasure, she had not the stings of 

remorse. 

I repeat it, all her failings were the effect of her errors, never of her passions. She was well 

born, her heart was pure, her manners noble, her desires regular and virtuous, her taste delicate; 

she seemed formed for that elegant purity of manners which she ever loved, but never practised, 

because instead of listening to the dictates of her heart, she followed those of her reason, which 

led her astray: for when once corrupted by false principles it will ever run counter to its natural 

sentiments. Unhappily, she piqued herself on philosophy, and the morals she drew from thence 

clouded the genuine purity of her heart. 

M. Tavel, her first lover, was also her instructor in this philosophy, and the principles he 

instilled into her mind were such as tended to seduce her. Finding her cold and impregnable on 

the side of her passions, and firmly attached to her husband and her duty, he attacked her by 



sophisms, endeavoring to prove that the list of duties she thought so sacred, was but a sort of 

catechism, fit only for children. That the kind of infidelity she thought so terrible, was, in itself, 

absolutely indifferent; that all the morality of conjugal faith consisted in opinion, the 

contentment of husbands being the only reasonable rule of duty in wives; consequently that 

concealed infidelities, doing no injury, could be no crime; in a word, he persuaded her that the 

sin consisted only in the scandal, that woman being really virtuous who took care to appear so. 

Thus the deceiver obtained his end in the subverting the reason of a girl; whose heart he found it 

impossible to corrupt, and received his punishment in a devouring jealousy, being persuaded she 

would treat him as he had prevailed on her to treat her husband. 

I don’t know whether he was mistaken in this respect: the Minister Perret passed for his 

successor; all I know, is, that the coldness of temperament which it might have been supposed 

would have kept her from embracing this system, in the end prevented her from renouncing it. 

She could not conceive how so much importance should be given to what seemed to have none 

for her; nor could she honor with the name of virtue, an abstinence which would have cost her 

little. 

She did not, therefore, give in to this false principle on her own account, but for the sake of 

others; and that from another maxim almost as false as the former, but more consonant to the 

generosity of her disposition. 

She was persuaded that nothing could attach a man so truly to any woman as an unbounded 

freedom, and though she was only susceptible of friendship, this friendship was so tender, that 

she made use of every means which depended on her to secure the objects of it, and, which is 

very extraordinary, almost always succeeded: for she was so truly amiable, that an increase of 

intimacy was sure to discover additional reasons to love and respect her. Another thing worthy of 

remark is, that after her first folly, she only favored the unfortunate. Lovers in a more brilliant 

station lost their labor with her, but the man who at first attracted her pity, must have possessed 

very few good qualities if in the end he did not obtain her affection. Even when she made an 

unworthy choice, far from proceeding from base inclinations (which were strangers to her noble 

heart) it was the effect of a disposition too generous, humane, compassionate, and sensible, 

which she did not always govern with sufficient discernment. 

If some false principles misled her, how many admirable ones did she not possess, which 

never forsook her! By how many virtues did she atone for her failings! if we can call by that 

name errors in which the senses had so little share. The man who in one particular deceived her 

so completely, had given her excellent instructions in a thousand others; and her passions, being 

far from turbulent, permitted her to follow the dictates. She ever acted wisely when her sophisms 

did not intervene, and her designs were laudable even in her failings. False principles might lead 

her to do ill, but she never did anything which she conceived to be wrong. She abhorred lying 

and duplicity, was just, equitable, humane, disinterested, true to her word, her friends, and those 

duties which she conceived to be such; incapable of hatred or revenge, and not even conceiving 

there was a merit in pardoning; in fine (to return to those qualities which were less excusable), 

though she did not properly value, she never made a vile commerce of her favors; she lavished, 

but never sold them, though continually reduced to expedients for a subsistence: and I dare 

assert, that if Socrates could esteem Aspasia, he would have respected Madam de Warens. 

I am well aware that ascribing sensibility of heart with coldness of temperament to the same 

person, I shall generally, and with great appearance of reason, be accused of a contradiction. 

Perhaps Nature sported or blundered, and this combination ought not to have existed; I only 



know it did exist. All those who know Madam de Warens (a great number of whom are yet 

living) have had opportunities of knowing this was a fact; I dare even aver she had but one 

pleasure in the world, which was serving those she loved. Let every one argue on the point as he 

pleases, and gravely prove that this cannot be; my business is to declare the truth, and not to 

enforce a belief of it. 

I became acquainted with the particulars I have just related, in those conversations which 

succeeded our union, and alone rendered it delicious. She was right when she concluded her 

complaisance would be useful to me; I derived great advantages from it in point of useful 

instruction. Hitherto she had used me as a child, she now began to treat me as a man, and 

entertain me with accounts of herself. Everything she said was so interesting, and I was so 

sensibly touched with it, that, reasoning with myself, I applied these confidential relations to my 

own improvement and received more instruction from them than from her teaching. When we 

truly feel that the heart speaks, our own opens to receive its instructions, nor can all the pompous 

morality of a pedagogue have half the effect that is produced by the tender, affectionate, and 

artless conversation of a sensible woman on him who loves her. 

The intimacy in which I lived with Madam de Warens, having placed me more 

advantageously in her opinion than formerly, she began to think (notwithstanding my awkward 

manner) that I deserved cultivation for the polite world, and that if I could one day show myself 

there in an eligible situation, I should soon be able to make my way. In consequence of this idea, 

she set about forming not only my judgment, but my address, endeavoring to render me amiable, 

as well as estimable; and if it is true that success in this world is consistent with strict virtue 

(which, for my part, I do not believe), I am certain there is no other road than that she had taken, 

and wished to point out to me. For Madam de Warens knew mankind, and understood 

exquisitely well the art of treating all ranks, without falsehood, and without imprudence, neither 

deceiving nor provoking them; but this art was rather in her disposition than her precepts, she 

knew better how to practise than explain it, and I was of all the world the least calculated to 

become master of such an attainment; accordingly, the means employed for this purpose were 

nearly lost labor, as well as the pains she took to procure me a fencing and a dancing master. 

Though very well made, I could never learn to dance a minuet; for being plagued with corns, I 

had acquired a habit of walking on my heels, which Roche, the dancing master, could never 

break me of. It was still worse at the fencing-school, where, after three months’ practice, I made 

but very little progress, and could never attempt fencing with any but my master. My wrist was 

not supple enough, nor my arm sufficiently firm to retain the foil, whenever he chose to make it 

fly out of my hand. Add to this, I had a mortal aversion both to the art itself and to the person 

who undertook to teach it to me, nor should I ever have imagined, that anyone could have been 

so proud of the science of sending men out of the world. To bring this vast genius within the 

compass of my comprehension, he explained himself by comparisons drawn from music, which 

he understood nothing of. He found striking analogies between a hit in ‘quarte’ or ‘tierce’ with 

the intervals of music which bears those names: when he made a feint he cried out, “take care of 

this ‘diesis’,” because anciently they called the ‘diesis’ a feint: and when he had made the foil fly 

from my hand, he would add, with a sneer, that this was a pause: in a word, I never in my life 

saw a more insupportable pedant. 

I made, therefore, but little progress in my exercises, which I presently quitted from pure 

disgust; but I succeeded better in an art of a thousand times more value, namely, that of being 

content with my situation, and not desiring one more brilliant, for which I began to be persuaded 

that Nature had not designed me. Given up to the endeavor of rendering Madam de Warens 



happy, I was ever best pleased when in her company, and, notwithstanding my fondness for 

music, began to grudge the time I employed in giving lessons to my scholars. 

I am ignorant whether Anet perceived the full extent of our union; but I am inclined to think 

he was no stranger to it. He was a young man of great penetration, and still greater discretion; 

who never belied his sentiments, but did not always speak them: without giving me the least hint 

that he was acquainted with our intimacy, he appeared by his conduct to be so; nor did this 

moderation proceed from baseness of soul, but, having entered entirely into the principles of his 

mistress, he could not reasonably disapprove of the natural consequences of them. Though as 

young as herself, he was so grave and thoughtful, that he looked on us as two children who 

required indulgence, and we regarded him as a respectable man, whose esteem we had to 

preserve. It was not until after she was unfaithful to Anet, that I learned the strength of her 

attachment to him. She was fully sensible that I only thought, felt, or lived for her; she let me 

see, therefore, how much she loved Anet, that I might love him likewise, and dwell less on her 

friendship, than on her esteem, for him, because this was the sentiment that I could most fully 

partake of. How often has she affected our hearts and made us embrace with tears, by assuring us 

that we were both necessary to her happiness! Let not women read this with an ill-natured smile; 

with the temperament she possessed, this necessity was not equivocal, it was only that of the 

heart. 

Thus there was established, among us three, a union without example, perhaps, on the face of 

the earth. All our wishes, our cares, our very hearts, were for each other, and absolutely confined 

to this little circle. The habit of living together, and living exclusively from the rest of the world, 

became so strong, that if at our repasts one of the three was wanting, or a fourth person came in, 

everything seemed deranged; and, notwithstanding our particular attachments, even our tete-a-

tete were less agreeable than our reunion. What banished every species of constraint from our 

little community, was a lively reciprocal confidence, and dulness or insipidity could find no 

place among us, because we were always fully employed. Madam de Warens always projecting, 

always busy, left us no time for idleness, though, indeed, we had each sufficient employment on 

our own account. It is my maxim, that idleness is as much the pest of society as of solitude. 

Nothing more contracts the mind, or engenders more tales, mischief, gossiping, and lies, than for 

people to be eternally shut up in the same apartment together, and reduced, from the want of 

employment, to the necessity of an incessant chat. When every one is busy (unless you have 

really something to say), you may continue silent; but if you have nothing to do, you must 

absolutely speak continually, and this, in my mind, is the most burdensome and the most 

dangerous constraint. I will go further, and maintain, that to render company harmless, as well as 

agreeable, it is necessary, not only that they should have something to do, but something that 

requires a degree of attention. 

Knitting, for instance, is absolutely as bad as doing nothing; you must take as much pains to 

amuse a woman whose fingers are thus employed, as if she sat with her arms crossed; but let her 

embroider, and it is a different matter; she is then so far busied, that a few intervals of silence 

may be borne with. What is most disgusting and ridiculous, during these intermissions of 

conversation, is to see, perhaps, a dozen over-grown fellows, get up, sit down again, walk 

backwards and forwards, turn on their heels, play with the chimney ornaments, and rack their 

brains to maintain an inexhaustible chain of words: what a charming occupation! Such people, 

wherever they go, must be troublesome both to others and themselves. When I was at Motiers, I 

used to employ myself in making laces with my neighbors, and were I again to mix with the 

world, I would always carry a cup-and-ball in my pocket; I should sometimes play with it the 



whole day, that I might not be constrained to speak when I had nothing to discourse about; and I 

am persuaded, that if every one would do the same, mankind would be less mischievous, their 

company would become more rational, and, in my opinion, a vast deal more agreeable; in a 

word, let wits laugh if they please, but I maintain, that the only practical lesson of morality 

within the reach of the present age, is that of the cup-and-ball. 

At Chambery they did not give us the trouble of studying expedients to avoid weariness, when 

by ourselves, for a troop of important visitors gave us too much by their company, to feel any 

when alone. The annoyance they formerly gave me had not diminished; all the difference was, 

that I now found less opportunity to abandon myself to my dissatisfaction. Poor Madam de 

Warens had not lost her old predilection for schemes and systems; on the contrary, the more she 

felt the pressure of her domestic necessities, the more she endeavored to extricate herself from 

them by visionary projects; and, in proportion to the decrease of her present resources, she 

contrived to enlarge, in idea, those of the future. Increase of years only strengthened this folly: as 

she lost her relish for the pleasures of the world and youth, she replaced it by an additional 

fondness for secrets and projects; her house was never clear of quacks, contrivers of new 

manufactures, alchemists, projects of all kinds and of all descriptions, whose discourses began by 

a distribution of millions and concluded by giving you to understand that they were in want of a 

crown-piece. No one went from her empty-handed; and what astonished me most was, how she 

could so long support such profusion, without exhausting the source or wearying her creditors. 

Her principal project at the time I am now speaking of was that of establishing a Royal 

Physical Garden at Chambery, with a Demonstrator attached to it; it will be unnecessary to add 

for whom this office was designed. The situation of this city, in the midst of the Alps, was 

extremely favorable to botany, and as Madam de Warens was always for helping out one project 

with another, a College of Pharmacy was to be added, which really would have been a very 

useful foundation in so poor a country, where apothecaries are almost the only medical 

practitioners. The retreat of the chief physician, Grossi, to Chambery, on the demise of King 

Victor, seemed to favor this idea, or perhaps, first suggest it; however this may be, by flattery 

and attention she set about managing Grossi, who, in fact, was not very manageable, being the 

most caustic and brutal, for a man who had any pretensions to the quality of a gentleman, that 

ever I knew. The reader may judge for himself by two or three traits of character, which I shall 

add by way of specimen. 

He assisted one day at a consultation with some other doctors, and among the rest, a young 

gentleman from Annecy, who was physician in ordinary to the sick person. This young man, 

being but indifferently taught for a doctor, was bold enough to differ in opinion from M. Grossi, 

who only answered him by asking him when he should return, which way he meant to take, and 

what conveyance he should make use of? The other, having satisfied Grossi in these particulars, 

asked him if there was anything he could serve him in? “Nothing, nothing,” answered he, “only I 

shall place myself at a window in your way, that I may have the pleasure of seeing an ass ride on 

horseback.” His avarice equalled his riches and want of feeling. One of his friends wanted to 

borrow some money of him, on good security. “My friend,” answered he, shaking him by the 

arm, and grinding his teeth, “Should St. Peter descend from heaven to borrow ten pistoles of me, 

and offer the Trinity as securities, I would not lend them.” One day, being invited to dinner with 

Count Picon, Governor of Savoy, who was very religious, he arrived before it was ready, and 

found his excellency busy with his devotions, who proposed to him the same employment; not 

knowing how to refuse, he knelt down with a frightful grimace, but had hardly recited two Ave-

Marias, when, not being able to contain himself any longer, he rose hastily, snatched his hat and 



cane, and without speaking a word, was making toward the door; Count Picon ran after him, 

crying, “Monsieur Grossi! Monsieur Grossi! stop, there’s a most excellent ortolan on the spit for 

you.” “Monsieur le Count,” replied the other, turning his head, “though you should give me a 

roasted angel, I would not stay.” Such was M. Grossi, whom Madam de Warens undertook and 

succeeded in civilizing. Though his time was very much occupied, he accustomed himself to 

come frequently to her house, conceived a friendship for Anet, seemed to think him intelligent, 

spoke of him with esteem, and, what would not have been expected of such a brute, affected to 

treat him with respect, wishing to efface the impressions of the past; for though Anet was no 

longer on the footing of a domestic, it was known that he had been one, and nothing less than the 

countenance and example of the chief physician was necessary to set an example of respect 

which would not otherwise have been paid him. Thus Claude Anet, with a black coat, a well-

dressed wig, a grave, decent behavior, a circumspect conduct, and a tolerable knowledge in 

medical and botanical matters, might reasonably have hoped to fill, with universal satisfaction, 

the place of public demonstrator, had the proposed establishment taken place. Grossi highly 

approved the plan, and only waited an opportunity to propose it to the administration, whenever 

a return of peace should permit them to think of useful institutions, and enable them to spare the 

necessary pecuniary supplies. 

But this project, whose execution would probably have plunged me into botanical studies, for 

which I am inclined to think Nature designed me, failed through one of those unexpected strokes 

which frequently overthrow the best concerted plans. I was destined to become an example of 

human misery; and it might be said that Providence, who called me by degrees to these 

extraordinary trials, disconcerted every opportunity that could prevent my encountering them. 

In an excursion which Anet made to the top of the mountain to seek for genipi, a scarce plant 

that grows only on the Alps, and which Monsieur Grossi had occasion for, unfortunately he 

heated himself so much, that he was seized with a pleurisy, which the genipi could not relieve, 

though said to be specific in that disorder; and, notwithstanding all the art of Grossi (who 

certainly was very skillful), and all the care of his good mistress and myself, he died the fifth day 

of his disorder, in the most cruel agonies. During his illness he had no exhortations but mine, 

bestowed with such transports of grief and zeal, that had he been in a state to understand them, 

they must have been some consolation to him. Thus I lost the firmest friend I ever had; a man 

estimable and extraordinary; in whom Nature supplied the defects of education, and who (though 

in a state of servitude) possessed all the virtues necessary to form a great man, which, perhaps, 

he would have shown himself, and been acknowledged, had he lived to fill the situation he 

seemed so perfectly adapted to. 

The next day I spoke of him to Madam de Warens with the most sincere and lively affection; 

when, suddenly, in the midst of our conversation, the vile, ungrateful thought occurred, that I 

should inherit his wardrobe, and particularly a handsome black coat, which I thought very 

becoming. As I thought this, I consequently uttered it; for when with her, to think and to speak 

was the same thing. Nothing could have made her feel more forcibly the loss she had sustained, 

than this unworthy and odious observation; disinterestedness and greatness of soul being 

qualities that poor Anet had eminently possessed. The generous Madam de Warens turned from 

me, and (without any reply) burst into tears. Dear and precious tears! your reprehension was 

fully felt; ye ran into my very heart, washing from thence even the smallest traces of such 

despicable and unworthy sentiments, never to return. 

This loss caused Madam de Warens as much inconvenience as sorrow, since from this 

moment her affairs were still more deranged. Anet was extremely exact, and kept everything in 



order; his vigilance was universally feared, and this set some bounds to that profusion they were 

too apt to run into; even Madam de Warens, to avoid his censure, kept her dissipation within 

bounds; his attachment was not sufficient, she wished to preserve his esteem, and avoid the just 

remonstrances he sometimes took the liberty to make her, by representing that she squandered 

the property of others as well as her own. I thought as he did, nay, I even sometimes expressed 

myself to the same effect, but had not an equal ascendancy over her, and my advice did not make 

the same impression. On his decease, I was obliged to occupy his place, for which I had as little 

inclination as abilities, and therefore filled it ill. I was not sufficiently careful, and so very timid, 

that though I frequently found fault to myself, I saw ill-management without taking courage to 

oppose it; besides, though I acquired an equal share of respect, I had not the same authority. I 

saw the disorder that prevailed, trembled at it, sometimes complained, but was never attended to. 

I was too young and lively to have any pretensions to the exercise of reason, and when I would 

have acted the reformer, Madam de Warens calling me her little Mentor, with two or three 

playful slaps on the cheek, reduced me to my natural thoughtlessness. Notwithstanding, an idea 

of the certain distress in which her ill-regulated expenses, sooner or later, must necessarily 

plunge her, made a stronger impression on me since I had become the inspector of her 

household, and had a better opportunity of calculating the inequality that subsisted between her 

income and her expenses. I even date from this period the beginning of that inclination to avarice 

which I have ever since been sensible of. I was never foolishly prodigal, except by intervals; but 

till then I was never concerned whether I had much or little money. I now began to pay more 

attention to this circumstance, taking care of my purse, and becoming mean from a laudable 

motive; for I only sought to insure Madam de Warens some resources against that catastrophe 

which I dreaded the approach of. I feared her creditors would seize her pension or that it might 

be discontinued and she reduced to want, when I foolishly imagined that the trifle I could save 

might be of essential service to her; but to accomplish this, it was necessary I should conceal 

what I meant to make a reserve of; for it would have been an awkward circumstance, while she 

was perpetually driven to expedients, to have her know that I hoarded money. Accordingly, I 

sought out some hiding-place, where I laid up a few louis, resolving to augment this stock from 

time to time, till a convenient opportunity to lay it at her feet; but I was so incautious in the 

choice of my repositories, that she always discovered them, and, to convince me that she did so, 

changed the louis I had concealed for a larger sum in different pieces of coin. Ashamed of these 

discoveries, I brought back to the common purse my little treasure, which she never failed to lay 

out in clothes, or other things for my use, such as a silver hilted sword, watch, etc. Being 

convinced that I should never succeed in accumulating money, and that what I could save would 

furnish but a very slender resource against the misfortune I dreaded, made me wish to place 

myself in such a situation that I might be enabled to provide for her, whenever she might chance 

to be reduced to want. Unhappily, seeking these resources on the side of my inclinations, I 

foolishly determined to consider music as my principal dependence; and ideas of harmony rising 

in my brain, I imagined, that if placed in a proper situation to profit by them, I should acquire 

celebrity, and presently become a modern Orpheus, whose mystic sounds would attract all the 

riches of Peru. 

As I began to read music tolerably well, the question was, how I should learn composition? 

The difficulty lay in meeting with a good master, for, with the assistance of my Rameau alone, I 

despaired of ever being able to accomplish it; and, since the departure of M. le Maitre, there was 

nobody in Savoy who understood anything of the principles of harmony. 



I am now about to relate another of those inconsequences, which my life is full of, and which 

have so frequently carried me directly from my designs, even when I thought myself 

immediately within reach of them. Venture had spoken to me in very high terms of the Abbe 

Blanchard, who had taught him composition; a deserving man, possessed of great talents, who 

was music-master to the cathedral at Besancon, and is now in that capacity at the Chapel of 

Versailles. I therefore determined to go to Besancon, and take some lessons from the Abbe 

Blanchard, and the idea appeared so rational to me, that I soon made Madam de Warens of the 

same opinion, who immediately set about the preparations for my journey, in the same style of 

profusion with which all her plans were executed. Thus this project for preventing a bankruptcy, 

and repairing in future the waste of dissipation, began by causing her to expend eight hundred 

livres; her ruin being accelerated that I might be put in a condition to prevent it. Foolish as this 

conduct may appear, the illusion was complete on my part, and even on hers, for I was persuaded 

I should labor for her emolument, and she thought she was highly promoting mine. 

I expected to find Venture still at Annecy, and promised myself to obtain a recommendatory 

letter from him to the Abbe Blanchard; but he had left that place, and I was obliged to content 

myself in the room of it, with a mass in four parts of his composition, which he had left with me. 

With this slender recommendation I set out for Besancon by the way of Geneva, where I saw my 

relations; and through Nion, where I saw my father, who received me in his usual manner, and 

promised to forward my portmanteau, which, as I travelled on horseback, came after me. I 

arrived at Besancon, and was kindly received by the Abbe Blanchard, who promised me his 

instruction, and offered his services in any other particular. We had just set about our music, 

when I received a letter from my father, informing me that my portmanteau had been seized and 

confiscated at Rousses, a French barrier on the side of Switzerland. Alarmed at the news, I 

employed the acquaintance I had formed at Besancon, to learn the motive of this confiscation. 

Being certain there was nothing contraband among my baggage, I could not conceive on what 

pretext it could have been seized on; at length, however, I learned the rights of the story, which 

(as it is a very curious one) must not be omitted. 

I became acquainted at Chambery with a very worthy old man, from Lyons, named Monsieur 

Duvivier, who had been employed at the Visa, under the regency, and for want of other business, 

now assisted at the Survey. He had lived in the polite world, possessed talents, was good-

humored, and understood music. As we both wrote in the same chamber, we preferred each 

other’s acquaintance to that of the unlicked cubs that surrounded us. He had some 

correspondents at Paris, who furnished him with those little nothings, those daily novelties, 

which circulate one knows not why, and die one cares not when, without any one thinking of 

them longer than they are heard. As I sometimes took him to dine with Madam de Warens, he in 

some measure treated me with respect, and (wishing to render himself agreeable) endeavored to 

make me fond of these trifles, for which I naturally had such a distaste, that I never in my life 

read any of them. Unhappily one of these cursed papers happened to be in the waistcoat pocket 

of a new suit, which I had only worn two or three times to prevent its being seized by the 

commissioners of the customs. This paper contained an insipid Jansenist parody on that beautiful 

scene in Racine’s Mithridates: I had not read ten lines of it, but by forgetfulness left it in my 

pocket, and this caused all my necessaries to be confiscated. The commissioners at the head of 

the inventory of my portmanteau, set a most pompous verbal process, in which it was taken for 

granted that this most terrible writing came from Geneva for the sole purpose of being printed 

and distributed in France, and then ran into holy invectives against the enemies of God and the 

Church, and praised the pious vigilance of those who had prevented the execution of these most 



infernal machinations. They doubtless found also that my spirits smelt of heresy, for on the 

strength of this dreadful paper, they were all seized, and from that time I never received any 

account of my unfortunate portmanteau. The revenue officers whom I applied to for this purpose 

required so many instructions, informations, certificates, memorials, etc., etc., that, lost a 

thousand times in the perplexing labyrinth, I was glad to abandon them entirely. I feel a real 

regret for not having preserved this verbal process from the office of Rousses, for it was a piece 

calculated to hold a distinguished rank in the collection which is to accompany this Work. 

The loss of my necessities immediately brought me back to Chambery, without having learned 

anything of the Abbe Blanchard. Reasoning with myself on the events of this journey, and seeing 

that misfortunes attended all my enterprises, I resolved to attach myself entirely to Madam de 

Warens, to share her fortune, and distress myself no longer about future events, which I could 

not regulate. She received me as if I had brought back treasures, replaced by degrees my little 

wardrobe, and though this misfortune fell heavy enough on us both, it was forgotten almost as 

suddenly as it arrived. 

Though this mischance had rather dampened my musical ardor, I did not leave off studying 

my Rameau, and, by repeated efforts, was at length able to understand it, and to make some little 

attempts at composition, the success of which encouraged me to proceed. The Count de 

Bellegarde, son of the Marquis of Antremont, had returned from Dresden after the death of King 

Augustus. Having long resided at Paris, he was fond of music, and particularly that of Rameau. 

His brother, the Count of Nangis, played on the violin; the Countess la Tour, their sister, sung 

tolerably: this rendered music the fashion at Chambery, and a kind of public concert was 

established there, the direction of which was at first designed for me, but they soon discovered I 

was not competent to the undertaking, and it was otherwise arranged. Notwithstanding this, I 

continued writing a number of little pieces, in my own way, and, among others, a cantata, which 

gained great approbation; it could not, indeed, be called a finished piece, but the airs were 

written in a style of novelty, and produced a good effect, which was not expected from me. 

These gentlemen could not believe that, reading music so indifferently, it was possible I should 

compose any that was passable, and made no doubt that I had taken to myself the credit of some 

other person’s labors. Monsieur de Nangis, wishing to be assured of this, called on me one 

morning with a cantata of Clerambault’s which he had transposed as he said, to suit his voice, 

and to which another bass was necessary, the transposition having rendered that of Clerambault 

impracticable. I answered, it required considerable labor, and could not be done on the spot. 

Being convinced I only sought an excuse, he pressed me to write at least the bass to a recitative: I 

did so, not well, doubtless, because to attempt anything with success I must have both time and 

freedom, but I did it at least according to rule, and he being present, could not doubt but I 

understood the elements of composition. I did not, therefore, lose my scholars, though it hurt my 

pride that there should be a concert at Chambery in which I was not necessary. 

About this time, peace being concluded, the French army repassed the Alps. Several officers 

came to visit Madam de Warens, and among others the Count de Lautrec, Colonel of the 

regiment of Orleans, since Plenipotentiary of Geneva, and afterwards Marshal of France, to 

whom she presented me. On her recommendation, he appeared to interest himself greatly in my 

behalf, promising a great deal, which he never remembered till the last year of his life, when I no 

longer stood in need of his assistance. The young Marquis of Sennecterre, whose father was then 

ambassador at Turin, passed through Chambery at the same time, and dined one day at M. de 

Menthon’s, when I happened to be among the guests. After dinner; the discourse turned on 

music, which the marquis understood extremely well. The opera of ‘Jephtha’ was then new; he 



mentioned this piece, it was brought him, and he made me tremble by proposing to execute it 

between us. He opened the book at that celebrated double chorus, 

                    La Terra, l’Enfer, le Ciel meme, 

                    Tout tremble devant le Seigneur! 

 

               [The Earth, and Hell, and Heaven itself, 

               tremble before the Lord!] 

He said, “How many parts will you take? I will do these six.” I had not yet been accustomed to 

this trait of French vivacity, and though acquainted with divisions, could not comprehend how 

one man could undertake to perform six, or even two parts at the same time. Nothing has cost me 

more trouble in music than to skip lightly from one part to another, and have the eye at once on a 

whole division. By the manner in which I evaded this trial, he must have been inclined to believe 

I did not understand music, and perhaps it was to satisfy himself in this particular that he 

proposed my noting a song for Mademoiselle de Menthon, in such a manner that I could not 

avoid it. He sang this song, and I wrote from his voice, without giving him much trouble to 

repeat it. When finished he read my performance, and said (which was very true) that it was very 

correctly noted. He had observed my embarrassment, and now seemed to enhance the merit of 

this little success. In reality, I then understood music very well, and only wanted that quickness 

at first sight which I possess in no one particular, and which is only to be acquired in this art by 

long and constant practice. Be that as it may, I was fully sensible of his kindness in endeavoring 

to efface from the minds of others, and even from my own, the embarrassment I had experienced 

on this occasion. Twelve or fifteen years afterwards, meeting this gentleman at several houses in 

Paris, I was tempted to make him recollect this anecdote, and show him I still remembered it; but 

he had lost his sight since that time; I feared to give him pain by recalling to his memory how 

useful it formerly had been to him, and was therefore silent on that subject. 

I now touch on the moment that binds my past existence to the present, some friendships of 

that period, prolonged to the present time, being very dear to me, have frequently made me regret 

that happy obscurity, when those who called themselves my friends were really so; loved me for 

myself, through pure good will, and not from the vanity of being acquainted with a conspicuous 

character, perhaps for the secret purpose of finding more occasions to injure him. 

From this time I date my first acquaintance with my old friend Gauffecourt, who, 

notwithstanding every effort to disunite us, has still remained so.—Still remained so!—No, alas! 

I have just lost him!—but his affection terminated only with his life—death alone could put a 

period to our friendship. Monsieur de Gauffecourt was one of the most amiable men that ever 

existed; it was impossible to see him without affection, or to live with him without feeling a 

sincere attachment. In my life I never saw features more expressive of goodness and serenity, or 

that marked more feeling, more understanding, or inspired greater confidence. However reserved 

one might be, it was impossible even at first sight to avoid being as free with him as if he had 

been an acquaintance of twenty years; for myself, who find so much difficulty to be at ease 

among new faces, I was familiar with him in a moment. His manner, accent, and conversation, 

perfectly suited his features: the sound of his voice was clear, full and musical; it was an 

agreeable and expressive bass, which satisfied the ear, and sounded full upon the heart. It was 

impossible to possess a more equal and pleasing vivacity, or more real and unaffected 

gracefulness, more natural talents, or cultivated with greater taste; join to all these good qualities 

an affectionate heart, but loving rather too diffusively, and bestowing his favors with too little 

caution; serving his friends with zeal, or rather making himself the friend of every one he could 



serve, yet contriving very dexterously to manage his own affairs, while warmly pursuing the 

interests of others. 

Gauffecourt was the son of a clock-maker, and would have been a clock-maker himself had 

not his person and desert called him to a superior situation. He became acquainted with M. de la 

Closure, the French Resident at Geneva, who conceived a friendship for him, and procured him 

some connections at Paris, which were useful, and through whose influence he obtained the 

privilege of furnishing the salts of Valais, which was worth twenty thousand livres a year. This 

very amply satisfied his wishes with respect to fortune, but with regard to women he was more 

difficult; he had to provide for his own happiness, and did what he supposed most conducive to 

it. What renders his character most remarkable, and does him the greatest honor, is, that though 

connected with all conditions, he was universally esteemed and sought after without being 

envied or hated by any one, and I really believe he passed through life without a single enemy.—

Happy man! 

He went every year to the baths of Aix, where the best company from the neighboring 

countries resorted, and being on terms of friendship with all the nobility of Savoy, came from 

Aix to Chambery to see the young Count de Bellegarde and his father the Marquis of Antremont. 

It was here Madam de Warens introduced me to him, and this acquaintance, which appeared at 

that time to end in nothing, after many years had elapsed, was renewed on an occasion which I 

should relate, when it became a real friendship. I apprehend I am sufficiently authorized in 

speaking of a man to whom I was so firmly attached, but I had no personal interest in what 

concerned him; he was so truly amiable, and born with so many natural good qualities that, for 

the honor of human nature, I should think it necessary to preserve his memory. This man, 

estimable as he certainly was, had, like other mortals, some failings, as will be seen hereafter; 

perhaps had it not been so, he would have been less amiable, since, to render him as interesting 

as possible, it was necessary he should sometimes act in such a manner as to require a small 

portion of indulgence. 

Another connection of the same time, that is not yet extinguished, and continues to flatter me 

with the idea of temporal happiness, which it is so difficult to obliterate from the human heart, is 

Monsieur de Conzie, a Savoyard gentleman, then young and amiable, who had a fancy to learn 

music, or rather to be acquainted with the person who taught it. With great understanding and 

taste for polite acquirements, M. de Conzie possessed a mildness of disposition which rendered 

him extremely attractive, and my temper being somewhat similar, when it found a counterpart, 

our friendship was soon formed. The seeds of literature and philosophy, which began to ferment 

in my brain, and only waited for culture and emulation to spring up, found in him exactly what 

was wanting to render them prolific. M. de Conzie had no great inclination to music, and even 

this was useful to me, for the hours destined for lessons were passed anyhow rather than 

musically; we breakfasted, chatted, and read new publications, but not a word of music. 

The correspondence between Voltaire and the Prince Royal of Prussia, then made a noise in 

the world, and these celebrated men were frequently the subject of our conversation, one of 

whom recently seated on a throne, already indicated what he would prove himself hereafter, 

while the other, as much disgraced as he is now admired, made us sincerely lament the 

misfortunes that seemed to pursue him, and which are so frequently the appendage of superior 

talents. The Prince of Prussia had not been happy in his youth, and it appeared that Voltaire was 

formed never to be so. The interest we took in both parties extended to all that concerned them, 

and nothing that Voltaire wrote escaped us. The inclination I felt for these performances inspired 

me with a desire to write elegantly, and caused me to endeavor to imitate the colorings of that 



author, with whom I was so much enchanted. Some time after, his philosophical letters (though 

certainly not his best work) greatly augmented my fondness for study; it was a rising inclination, 

which, from that time, has never been extinguished. 

But the moment was not yet arrived when I should give into it entirely; my rambling 

disposition (rather contracted than eradicated) being kept alive by our manner of living at 

Madam de Warens, which was too unsettled for one of my solitary temper. The crowd of 

strangers who daily swarmed about her from all parts, and the certainty I was in that these people 

sought only to dupe her, each in his particular mode, rendered home disagreeable. Since I had 

succeeded Anet in the confidence of his mistress, I had strictly examined her circumstances, and 

saw their evil tendency with horror. I had remonstrated a hundred times, prayed, argued, 

conjured, but all to no purpose. I had thrown myself at her feet, and strongly represented the 

catastrophe that threatened her, had earnestly entreated that she would reform her expenses, and 

begin with myself, representing that it was better to suffer something while she was yet young, 

than by multiplying her debts and creditors, expose her old age to vexation and misery. 

Sensible of the sincerity of my zeal, she was frequently affected, and would then make the 

finest promises in the world: but only let an artful schemer arrive, and in an instant all her good 

resolutions were forgotten. After a thousand proofs of the inefficacy of my remonstrances, what 

remained but to turn away my eyes from the ruin I could not prevent; and fly myself from the 

door I could not guard! I made therefore little journeys to Geneva and Lyons, which diverted my 

mind in some measure from this secret uneasiness, though it increased the cause by these 

additional expenses. I can truly aver that I should have acquiesed with pleasure in every 

retrenchment, had Madam de Warens really profited by it, but being persuaded that what I might 

refuse myself would be distributed among a set of interested villains, I took advantage of her 

easiness to partake with them, and, like the dog returning from the shambles, carried off a 

portion of that morsel which I could not protect. 

Pretences were not wanting for all these journeys; even Madam de Warens would alone have 

supplied me with more than were necessary, having plenty of connections, negotiations, affairs, 

and commissions, which she wished to have executed by some trusty hand. In these cases she 

usually applied to me; I was always willing to go, and consequently found occasions enough to 

furnish out a rambling kind of life. These excursions procured me some good connections, which 

have since been agreeable or useful to me. Among others, I met at Lyons, with M. Perrichon, 

whose friendship I accuse myself with not having sufficiently cultivated, considering the 

kindness he had for me; and that of the good Parisot, which I shall speak of in its place, at 

Grenoble, that of Madam Deybens and Madam la Presidente de Bardonanche, a woman of great 

understanding, and who would have entertained a friendship for me had it been in my power to 

have seen her oftener; at Geneva, that of M. de Closure, the French Resident, who often spoke to 

me of my mother, the remembrance of whom neither death nor time had erased from his heart; 

likewise those of the two Barillots, the father, who was very amiable, a good companion, and one 

of the most worthy men I ever met, calling me his grandson. During the troubles of the republic, 

these two citizens took contrary sides, the son siding with the people, the father with the 

magistrates. When they took up arms in 1737, I was at Geneva, and saw the father and son quit 

the same house armed, the one going to the townhouse, the other to his quarters, almost certain to 

meet face to face in the course of two hours, and prepared to give or receive death from each 

other. This unnatural sight made so lively an impression on me, that I solemnly vowed never to 

interfere in any civil war, nor assist in deciding our internal dispute by arms, either personally or 

by my influence, should I ever enter into my rights as a citizen. I can bring proofs of having kept 



this oath on a very delicate occasion, and it will be confessed (at least I should suppose so) that 

this moderation was of some worth. 

But I had not yet arrived at that fermentation of patriotism which the first sight of Geneva in 

arms has since excited in my heart, as may be conjectured by a very grave fact that will not tell 

to my advantage, which I forgot to put in its proper place, but which ought not to be omitted. 

My uncle Bernard died at Carolina, where he had been employed some years in the building of 

Charles Town, which he had formed the plan of. My poor cousin, too, died in the Prussian 

service; thus my aunt lost, nearly at the same period, her son and husband. These losses 

reanimated in some measure her affection for the nearest relative she had remaining, which was 

myself. When I went to Geneva, I reckoned her house my home, and amused myself with 

rummaging and turning over the books and papers my uncle had left. Among them I found some 

curious ones, and some letters which they certainly little thought of. My aunt, who set no store 

by these dusty papers, would willingly have given the whole to me, but I contented myself with 

two or three books, with notes written by the Minister Bernard, my grandfather, and among the 

rest, the posthumous works of Rohault in quarto, the margins of which were full of excellent 

commentaries, which gave me an inclination to the mathematics. This book remained among 

those of Madam de Warens, and I have since lamented that I did not preserve it. To these I added 

five or six memorials in manuscript, and a printed one, composed by the famous Micheli Ducret, 

a man of considerable talents, being both learned and enlightened, but too much, perhaps, 

inclined to sedition, for which he was cruelly treated by the magistrates of Geneva, and lately 

died in the fortress of Arberg, where he had been confined many years, for being, as it was said, 

concerned in the conspiracy of Berne. 

This memorial was a judicious critique on the extensive but ridiculous plan of fortification, 

which had been adopted at Geneva, though censured by every person of judgment in the art, who 

was unacquainted with the secret motives of the council, in the execution of this magnificent 

enterprise. Monsieur de Micheli, who had been excluded from the committee of fortification for 

having condemned this plan, thought that, as a citizen, and a member of the two hundred, he 

might give his advice, at large, and therefore, did so in this memorial, which he was imprudent 

enough to have printed, though he never published it, having only those copies struck off which 

were meant for the two hundred, and which were all intercepted at the post-house by order of the 

Senate. 

     [The grand council of Geneva in December, 1728, pronounced this 

     paper highly disrespectful to the councils, and injurious to the 

     committee of fortification.] 

I found this memorial among my uncle’s papers, with the answer he had been ordered to make 

to it, and took both. This was soon after I had left my place at the survey, and I yet remained on 

good terms with the Counsellor de Coccelli, who had the management of it. Some time after, the 

director of the custom-house entreated me to stand godfather to his child, with Madam Coccelli, 

who was to be godmother: proud of being placed on such terms of equality with the counsellor, I 

wished to assume importance, and show myself worthy of that honor. 

Full of this idea, I thought I could do nothing better than show him Micheli’s memorial, which 

was really a scarce piece, and would prove I was connected with people of consequence in 

Geneva, who were intrusted with the secrets of the state, yet by a kind of reserve which I should 

find it difficult to account for, I did not show him my uncle’s answer, perhaps, because it was 

manuscript, and nothing less than print was worthy to approach the counsellor. He understood, 



however, so well the importance of this paper, which I had the folly to put into his hands, that I 

could never after get it into my possession, and being convinced that every effort for that purpose 

would be ineffectual, I made a merit of my forbearance, transforming the theft into a present. I 

made no doubt that this writing (more curious, however, than useful) answered his purpose at the 

court of Turin, where probably he took care to be reimbursed in some way or other for the 

expense which the acquisition of it might be supposed to have cost him. Happily, of all future 

contingencies, the least probable, is, that ever the King of Sardina should besiege Geneva, but as 

that event is not absolutely impossible, I shall ever reproach my foolish vanity with having been 

the means of pointing out the greatest defects of that city to its most ancient enemy. 

I passed two or three years in this manner, between music, study, projects, and journeys, 

floating incessantly from one object to another, and wishing to fix though I knew not on what, 

but insensibly inclining towards study. I was acquainted with men of letters, I had heard them 

speak of literature, and sometimes mingled in the conversation, yet rather adopted the jargon of 

books, than the knowledge they contained. In my excursions to Geneva, I frequently called on 

my good old friend Monsieur Simon, who greatly promoted my rising emulation by fresh news 

from the republic of letters, extracted from Baillet or Colomies. I frequently saw too, at 

Chambery, a Dominican professor of physic, a good kind of friar, whose name I have forgotten, 

who often made little chemical experiments which greatly amused me. In imitation of him, I 

attempted to make some sympathetic ink, and having for that purpose more than half filled a 

bottle with quicklime, orpiment, and water, the effervescence immediately became extremely 

violent; I ran to unstop the bottle, but had not time to effect it, for, during the attempt, it burst in 

my face like a bomb, and I swallowed so much of the orpiment and lime, that it nearly cost me 

my life. I remained blind for six weeks, and by the event of this experiment learned to meddle no 

more with experimental Chemistry while the elements were unknown to me. 

This adventure happened very unluckily for my health, which, for some time past, had been 

visibly on the decline. This was rather extraordinary, as I was guilty of no kind of excess; nor 

could it have been expected from my make, for my chest, being well formed and rather 

capacious, seemed to give my lungs full liberty to play; yet I was short breathed, felt a very 

sensible oppression, sighed involuntarily, had palpitations of the heart, and spitting of blood, 

accompanied with a lingering fever, which I have never since entirely overcome. How is it 

possible to fall into such a state in the flower of one’s age, without any inward decay, or without 

having done anything to destroy health? 

It is sometimes said, “the sword wears the scabbard,” this was truly the case with me: the 

violence of my passions both kept me alive and hastened my dissolution. What passions? will be 

asked: mere nothings: the most trivial objects in nature, but which affected me as forcibly as if 

the acquisition of a Helen, or the throne of the universe were at stake. My senses, for instance, 

were at ease with one woman, but my heart never was, and the necessities of love consumed me 

in the very bosom of happiness. I had a tender, respected and lovely friend, but I sighed for a 

mistress; my prolific fancy painted her as such, and gave her a thousand forms, for had I 

conceived that my endearments had been lavished on Madam de Warens, they would not have 

been less tender, though infinitely more tranquil. But is it possible for man to taste, in their 

utmost extent, the delights of love? I cannot tell, but I am persuaded my frail existence would 

have sunk under the weight of them. 

I was, therefore, dying for love without an object, and this state, perhaps, is, of all others, the 

most dangerous. I was likewise uneasy, tormented at the bad state of poor Madam de Warens’ 

circumstances, and the imprudence of her conduct, which could not fail to bring them, in a short 



time, to total ruin. My tortured imagination (which ever paints misfortunes in the extremity) 

continually beheld this in its utmost excess, and in all the horror of its consequences. I already 

saw myself forced by want to quit her—to whom I had consecrated my future life, and without 

whom I could not hope for happiness: thus was my soul continually agitated, and hopes and fears 

devoured me alternately. 

Music was a passion less turbulent, but not less consuming, from the ardor with which I 

attached myself to it, by the obstinate study of the obscure books of Rameau; by an invincible 

resolution to charge my memory with rules it could not contain; by continual application, and by 

long and immense compilations which I frequently passed whole nights in copying: but why 

dwell on these particularly, while every folly that took possession of my wandering brain, the 

most transient ideas of a single day, a journey, a concert, a supper, a walk, a novel to read, a play 

to see, things in the world the least premeditated in my pleasures or occupation became for me 

the most violent passions, which by their ridiculous impetuosity conveyed the most serious 

torments; even the imaginary misfortunes of Cleveland, read with avidity and frequent 

interruption, have, I am persuaded, disordered me more than my own. 

There was a Genevese, named Bagueret, who had been employed under Peter the Great, of the 

court of Russia, one of the most worthless, senseless fellows I ever met with; full of projects as 

foolish as himself, which were to rain down millions on those who took part in them. This man, 

having come to Chambery on account of some suit depending before the senate, immediately got 

acquainted with Madam de Warens, and with great reason on his side, since for those imaginary 

treasures that cost him nothing, and which he bestowed with the utmost prodigality, he gained, in 

exchange, the unfortunate crown pieces one by one out of her pocket. I did not like him, and he 

plainly perceived this, for with me it is not a very difficult discovery, nor did he spare any sort of 

meanness to gain my good will, and among other things proposed teaching me to play at chess, 

which game he understood something of. I made an attempt, though almost against my 

inclination, and after several efforts, having learned the moves, my progress was so rapid, that 

before the end of the first sitting I gave him the rook, which in the beginning he had given me. 

Nothing more was necessary; behold me fascinated with chess! I buy a board, with the rest of the 

apparatus, and shutting myself up in my chamber, pass whole days and nights in studying all the 

varieties of the game, being determined by playing alone, without end or relaxation, to drive 

them into my head, right or wrong. After incredible efforts, during two or three months passed in 

this curious employment, I go to the coffee-house, thin, sallow, and almost stupid; I seat myself, 

and again attack M. Bagueret: he beats me, once, twice, twenty times; so many combinations 

were fermenting in my head, and my imagination was so stupefied, that all appeared confusion. I 

tried to exercise myself with Philidor’s or Stamina’s book of instructions, but I was still equally 

perplexed, and, after having exhausted myself with fatigue, was further to seek than ever, and 

whether I abandoned my chess for a time, or resolved to surmount every difficulty by unremitted 

practice, it was the same thing. I could never advance one step beyond the improvement of the 

first sitting, nay, I am convinced that had I studied it a thousand ages, I should have ended by 

being able to give Bagueret the rook and nothing more. 

It will be said my time was well employed, and not a little of it passed in this occupation, nor 

did I quit my first essay till unable to persist in it, for on leaving my apartment I had the 

appearance of a corpse, and had I continued this course much longer I should certainly have been 

one. 

Any one will allow that it would have been extraordinary, especially in the ardor of youth, that 

such a head should suffer the body to enjoy continued health; the alteration of mine had an effect 



on my temper, moderating the ardor of my chimerical fancies, for as I grew weaker they became 

more tranquil, and I even lost, in some measure, my rage for travelling. I was not seized with 

heaviness, but melancholy; vapors succeeded passions, languor became sorrow: I wept and 

sighed without cause, and felt my life ebbing away before I had enjoyed it. I only trembled to 

think of the situation in which I should leave my dear Madam de Warens; and I can truly say, 

that quitting her, and leaving her in these melancholy circumstances, was my only concern. At 

length I fell quite ill, and was nursed by her as never mother nursed a child. The care she took of 

me was of real utility to her affairs, since it diverted her mind from schemes, and kept projectors 

at a distance. How pleasing would death have been at that time, when, if I had not tasted many of 

the pleasures of life, I had felt but few of its misfortunes. My tranquil soul would have taken her 

flight, without having experienced those cruel ideas of the injustice of mankind which embitters 

both life and death. I should have enjoyed the sweet consolation that I still survived in the dearer 

part of myself: in the situation I then was, it could hardly be called death; and had I been divested 

of my uneasiness on her account, it would have appeared but a gentle sleep; yet even these 

disquietudes had such an affectionate and tender turn, that their bitterness was tempered by a 

pleasing sensibility. I said to her, “You are the depository of my whole being, act so that I may 

be happy.” Two or three times, when my disorder was most violent, I crept to her apartment to 

give her my advice respecting her future conduct; and I dare affirm these admonitions were both 

wise and equitable, in which the interest I took in her future concerns was strongly marked. As if 

tears had been both nourishment and medicine, I found myself the better for those I shed with 

her, while seated on her bed-side, and holding her hands between mine. The hours crept 

insensibly away in these nocturnal discourses; I returned to my chamber better than I had quitted 

it, being content and calmed by the promises she made, and the hopes with which she had 

inspired me: I slept on them with my heart at peace, and fully resigned to the dispensations of 

Providence. God grant, that after having had so many reasons to hate life, after being agitated 

with so many storms, after it has even become a burden, that death, which must terminate all, 

may be no more terrible than it would have been at that moment! 

By inconceivable care and vigilance, she saved my life; and I am convinced she alone could 

have done this. I have little faith in the skill of physicians, but depend greatly on the assistance of 

real friends, and am persuaded that being easy in those particulars on which our happiness 

depends, is more salutary than any other application. If there is a sensation in life peculiarly 

delightful, we experienced it in being restored to each other; our mutual attachment did not 

increase, for that was impossible, but it became, I know not how, more exquisitely tender, fresh 

softness being added to its former simplicity. I became in a manner her work; we got into the 

habit, though without design, of being continually with each other, and enjoying, in some 

measure, our whole existence together, feeling reciprocally that we were not only necessary, but 

entirely sufficient for each other’s happiness. Accustomed to think of no subject foreign to 

ourselves, our happiness and all our desires were confined to that pleasing and singular union, 

which, perhaps, had no equal, which is not, as I have before observed, love, but a sentiment 

inexpressibly more intimate, neither depending on the senses, age, nor figure, but an assemblage 

of every endearing sensation that composes our rational existence and which can cease only with 

our being. 

How was it that this delightful crisis did not secure our mutual felicity for the remainder of her 

life and mine? I have the consoling conviction that it was not my fault; nay, I am persuaded, she 

did not wilfully destroy it; the invincible peculiarity of my disposition was doomed soon to 

regain its empire; but this fatal return was not suddenly accomplished, there was, thank Heaven, 



a short but precious interval, that did not conclude by my fault, and which I cannot reproach 

myself with having employed amiss. 

Though recovered from my dangerous illness, I did not regain my strength; my stomach was 

weak, some remains of the fever kept me in a languishing condition, and the only inclination I 

was sensible of, was to end my days near one so truly dear to me; to confirm her in those good 

resolutions she had formed; to convince her in what consisted the real charms of a happy life, 

and, as far as depended on me, to render hers so; but I foresaw that in a gloomy, melancholy 

house, the continual solitude of our tete-a-tetes would at length become too dull and 

monotonous: a remedy presented itself: Madam de Warens had prescribed milk for me, and 

insisted that I should take it in the country; I consented, provided she would accompany me; 

nothing more was necessary to gain her compliance, and whither we should go was all that 

remained to be determined on. Our garden (which I have before mentioned) was not properly in 

the country, being surrounded by houses and other gardens, and possessing none of those 

attractions so desirable in a rural retreat; besides, after the death of Anet, we had given up this 

place from economical principles, feeling no longer a desire to rear plants, and other views 

making us not regret the loss of that little retreat. Improving the distaste I found she began to 

imbibe for the town, I proposed to abandon it entirely, and settle ourselves in an agreeable 

solitude, in some small house, distant enough from the city to avoid the perpetual intrusion of her 

hangers-on. She followed my advice, and this plan, which her good angel and mine suggested, 

might fully have secured our happiness and tranquility till death had divided us—but this was not 

the state we were appointed to; Madam de Warens was destined to endure all the sorrows of 

indigence and poverty, after having passed the former part of her life in abundance, that she 

might learn to quit it with the less regret; and myself, by an assemblage of misfortunes of all 

kinds, was to become a striking example to those who, inspired with a love of justice and the 

public good, and trusting too implicitly to their own innocence, shall openly dare to assert truth 

to mankind, unsupported by cabals, or without having previously formed parties to protect them. 

An unhappy fear furnished some objections to our plan: she did not dare to quit her ill-

contrived house, for fear of displeasing the proprietor. “Your proposed retirement is charming,” 

said she, “and much to my taste, but we are necessitated to remain here, for, on quitting this 

dungeon, I hazard losing the very means of life, and when these fail us in the woods, we must 

again return to seek them in the city. That we may have the least possible cause for being 

reduced to this necessity, let us not leave this house entirely, but pay a small pension to the 

Count of Saint-Laurent, that he may continue mine. Let us seek some little habitation, far enough 

from the town to be at peace, yet near enough to return when it may appear convenient.” 

This mode was finally adopted; and after some small search, we fixed at Charmettes, on an 

estate belonging to M. de Conzie, at a very small distance from Chambery; but as retired and 

solitary as if it had been a hundred leagues off. The spot we had concluded on was a valley 

between two tolerably high hills, which ran north and south; at the bottom, among the trees and 

pebbles, ran a rivulet, and above the declivity, on either side, were scattered a number of houses, 

forming altogether a beautiful retreat for those who love a peaceful romantic asylum. After 

having examined two or three of these houses, we chose that which we thought the most 

pleasing, which was the property of a gentleman of the army, called M. Noiret. This house was 

in good condition, before it a garden, forming a terrace; below that on the declivity an orchard, 

and on the ascent, behind the house, a vineyard: a little wood of chestnut trees opposite; a 

fountain just by, and higher up the hill, meadows for the cattle; in short, all that could be thought 

necessary for the country retirement we proposed to establish. To the best of my remembrance, 



we took possession of it toward the latter end of the summer of 1736. I was delighted on going to 

sleep there—“Oh!” said I, to this dear friend, embracing her with tears of tenderness and delight, 

“this is the abode of happiness and innocence; if we do not find them here together it will be in 

vain to seek them elsewhere.” 

 

 

 

 

  



BOOK VI. 

               Hoc erat in votis: Modus agri non ita magnus 

               Hortus ubi, et tecto vicinus aqua fons; 

               Et paulum sylvae super his foret. 

Icannot add, ‘auctius acque di melius fecere’; but no matter, the former is enough for my 

purpose; I had no occasion to have any property there, it was sufficient that I enjoyed it; for I 

have long since both said and felt, that the proprietor and possessor are two very different people, 

even leaving husbands and lovers out of the question. 

At this moment began the short happiness of my life, those peaceful and rapid moments, 

which have given me a right to say, I have lived. Precious and ever-regretted moments! Ah! 

recommence your delightful course; pass more slowly through my memory, if possible, than you 

actually did in your fugitive succession. How shall I prolong, according to my inclination, this 

recital at once so pleasing and simple? How shall I continue to relate the same occurrences, 

without wearying my readers with the repetition, any more than I was satiated with the 

enjoyment? Again, if all this consisted of facts, actions, or words, I could somehow or other 

convey an idea of it; but how shall I describe what was neither said nor done, nor even thought, 

but enjoyed, felt, without being able to particularize any other object of my happiness than the 

bare idea? I rose with the sun, and was happy; I walked, and was happy; I saw Madam de 

Warens, and was happy; I quitted her, and still was happy!—Whether I rambled through the 

woods, over the hills, or strolled along the valley; read, was idle, worked in the garden, or 

gathered fruits, happiness continually accompanied me; it was fixed on no particular object, it 

was within me, nor could I depart from it a single moment. 

Nothing that passed during that charming epocha, nothing that I did, said, or thought, has 

escaped my memory. The time that preceded or followed it, I only recollect by intervals, 

unequally and confused; but here I remember all as distinctly as if it existed at this moment. 

Imagination, which in my youth was perpetually anticipating the future, but now takes a 

retrograde course, makes some amends by these charming recollections for the deprivation of 

hope, which I have lost forever. I no longer see anything in the future that can tempt my wishes, 

it is a recollection of the past alone that can flatter me, and the remembrance of the period I am 

now describing is so true and lively, that it sometimes makes me happy, even in spite of my 

misfortunes. 

Of these recollections I shall relate one example, which may give some idea of their force and 

precision. The first day we went to sleep at Charmettes, the way being up-hill, and Madam de 

Warens rather heavy, she was carried in a chair, while I followed on foot. Fearing the chairmen 

would be fatigued, she got out about half-way, designing to walk the rest of it. As we passed 

along, she saw something blue in the hedge, and said, “There’s some periwinkle in flower yet!” I 

had never seen any before, nor did I stop to examine this: my sight is too short to distinguish 

plants on the ground, and I only cast a look at this as I passed: an interval of near thirty years had 

elapsed before I saw any more periwinkle, at least before I observed it, when being at Cressier in 

1764, with my friend, M. du Peyrou, we went up a small mountain, on the summit of which there 

is a level spot, called, with reason, ‘Belle-vue’, I was then beginning to herbalize;—walking and 

looking among the bushes, I exclaimed with rapture, “Ah, there’s some periwinkle!” Du Peyrou, 

who perceived my transport, was ignorant of the cause, but will some day be informed: I hope, 

on reading this. The reader may judge by this impression, made by so small an incident, what an 

effect must have been produced by every occurrence of that time. 



Meantime, the air of the country did not restore my health; I was languishing and became 

more so; I could not endure milk, and was obliged to discontinue the use of it. Water was at this 

time the fashionable remedy for every complaint; accordingly I entered on a course of it, and so 

indiscreetly, that it almost released me, not only from my illness but also from my life. The water 

I drank was rather hard and difficult to pass, as water from mountains generally is; in short, I 

managed so well, that in the course of two months I totally ruined my stomach, which until that 

time had been very good, and no longer digesting anything properly, had no reason to expect a 

cure. At this time an accident happened, as singular in itself as in its subsequent consequences, 

which can only terminate with my existence. 

One morning, being no worse than usual, while putting up the leaf of a small table, I felt a 

sudden and almost inconceivable revolution throughout my whole frame. I know not how to 

describe it better than as a kind of tempest, which suddenly rose in my blood, and spread in a 

moment over every part of my body. My arteries began beating so violently that I not only felt 

their motion, but even heard it, particularly that of the carotids, attended by a loud noise in my 

ears, which was of three, or rather four, distinct kinds. For instance, first a grave hollow buzzing; 

then a more distinct murmur, like the running of water; then an extremely sharp hissing, attended 

by the beating I before mentioned, and whose throbs I could easily count, without feeling my 

pulse, or putting a hand to any part of my body. This internal tumult was so violent that it has 

injured my auricular organs, and rendered me, from that time, not entirely deaf, but hard of 

hearing. 

My surprise and fear may easily be conceived; imagining it was the stroke of death, I went to 

bed, and the physician being sent for, trembling with apprehension, I related my case; judging it 

past all cure. I believe the doctor was of the same opinion; however he performed his office, 

running over a long string of causes and effects beyond my comprehension, after which, in 

consequence of this sublime theory, he set about, ‘in anima vili’, the experimental part of his art, 

but the means he was pleased to adopt in order to effect a cure were so troublesome, disgusting, 

and followed by so little effect, that I soon discontinued it, and after some weeks, finding I was 

neither better nor worse, left my bed, and returned to my usual method of living; but the beating 

of my arteries and the buzzing in my ears has never quitted me a moment during the thirty years’ 

time which has elapsed since that time. 

Till now, I had been a great sleeper, but a total privation of repose, with other alarming 

symptoms which have accompanied it, even to this time, persuaded me I had but a short time to 

live. This idea tranquillized me for a time: I became less anxious about a cure, and being 

persuaded I could not prolong life, determined to employ the remainder of it as usefully as 

possible. This was practicable by a particular indulgence of Nature, which, in this melancholy 

state, exempted me from sufferings which it might have been supposed I should have 

experienced. I was incommoded by the noise, but felt no pain, nor was it accompanied by any 

habitual inconvenience, except nocturnal wakefulness, and at all times a shortness of breath, 

which is not violent enough to be called an asthma, but was troublesome when I attempted to 

run, or use any degree of exertion. 

This accident, which seemed to threaten the dissolution of my body, only killed my passions, 

and I have reason to thank Heaven for the happy effect produced by it on my soul. I can truly 

say, I only began to live when I considered myself as entering the grave; for, estimating at their 

real value those things I was quitting; I began to employ myself on nobler objects, namely by 

anticipating those I hoped shortly to have the contemplation of, and which I had hitherto too 

much neglected. I had often made light of religion, but was never totally devoid of it; 



consequently, it cost me less pain to employ my thoughts on that subject, which is generally 

thought melancholy, though highly pleasing to those who make it an object of hope and 

consolation; Madam de Warens, therefore, was more useful to me on this occasion than all the 

theologians in the world would have been. 

She, who brought everything into a system, had not failed to do as much by religion; and this 

system was composed of ideas that bore no affinity to each other. Some were extremely good, 

and others very ridiculous, being made up of sentiments proceeding from her disposition, and 

prejudices derived from education. Men, in general, make God like themselves; the virtuous 

make Him good, and the profligate make Him wicked; ill-tempered and bilious devotees see 

nothing but hell, because they would willingly damn all mankind; while loving and gentle souls 

disbelieve it altogether; and one of the astonishments I could never overcome, is to see the good 

Fenelon speak of it in his Telemachus as if he really gave credit to it; but I hope he lied in that 

particular, for however strict he might be in regard to truth, a bishop absolutely must lie 

sometimes. Madam de Warens spoke truth with me, and that soul, made up without gall, who 

could not imagine a revengeful and ever angry God, saw only clemency and forgiveness, where 

devotees bestowed inflexible justice, and eternal punishment. 

She frequently said there would be no justice in the Supreme Being should He be strictly just 

to us; because, not having bestowed what was necessary to render us essentially good, it would 

be requiring more than he had given. The most whimsical idea was, that not believing in hell, she 

was firmly persuaded of the reality of purgatory. This arose from her not knowing what to do 

with the wicked, being loathed to damn them utterly, nor yet caring to place them with the good 

till they had become so; and we must really allow, that both in this world and the next, the 

wicked are very troublesome company. 

It is clearly seen that the doctrine of original sin and the redemption of mankind is destroyed 

by this system; consequently that the basis of the Christian dispensation, as generally received, is 

shaken, and that the Catholic faith cannot subsist with these principles; Madam de Warens, 

notwithstanding, was a good Catholic, or at least pretended to be one, and certainly desired to 

become such, but it appeared to her that the Scriptures were too literally and harshly explained, 

supposing that all we read of everlasting torments were figurative threatenings, and the death of 

Jesus Christ an example of charity, truly divine, which should teach mankind to love God and 

each other; in a word, faithful to the religion she had embraced, she acquiesced in all its 

professions of faith, but on a discussion of each particular article, it was plain she thought 

diametrically opposite to that church whose doctrines she professed to believe. In these cases she 

exhibited simplicity of art, a frankness more eloquent than sophistry, which frequently 

embarrassed her confessor; for she disguised nothing from him. “I am a good Catholic,” she 

would say, “and will ever remain so; I adopt with all the powers of my soul the decisions of our 

holy Mother Church; I am not mistress of my faith, but I am of my will, which I submit to you 

without reserve; I will endeavor to believe all,—what can you require more?” 

Had there been no Christian morality established, I am persuaded she would have lived as if 

regulated by its principles, so perfectly did they seem to accord with her disposition. She did 

everything that was required; and she would have done the same had there been no such 

requisition: but all this morality was subordinate to the principles of M. Tavel, or rather she 

pretended to see nothing in religion that contradicted them; thus she would have favored twenty 

lovers in a day, without any idea of a crime, her conscience being no more moved in that 

particular than her passions. I know that a number of devotees are not more scrupulous, but the 

difference is, they are seduced by constitution, she was blinded by her sophisms. In the midst of 



conversations the most affecting, I might say the most edifying, she would touch on this subject, 

without any change of air or manner, and without being sensible of any contradiction in her 

opinions; so much was she persuaded that our restrictions on that head are merely political, and 

that any person of sense might interpret, apply, or make exceptions to them, without any danger 

of offending the Almighty. 

Though I was far enough from being of the same opinion in this particular, I confess I dared 

not combat hers; indeed, as I was situated, it would have been putting myself in rather awkward 

circumstances, since I could only have sought to establish my opinion for others, myself being an 

exception. Besides, I entertained but little hopes of making her alter hers, which never had any 

great influence on her conduct, and at the time I am speaking of none; but I have promised 

faithfully to describe her principles, and I will perform my engagement—I now return to myself. 

Finding in her all those ideas I had occasion for to secure me from the fears of death and its 

future consequences, I drew confidence and security from this source; my attachment became 

warmer than ever, and I would willingly have transmitted to her my whole existence, which 

seemed ready to abandon me. From this redoubled attachment, a persuasion that I had but a short 

time to live, and profound security on my future state, arose an habitual and even pleasing 

serenity, which, calming every passion that extends our hopes and fears, made me enjoy without 

inquietude or concern the few days which I imagined remained for me. What contributed to 

render them still snore agreeable was an endeavor to encourage her rising taste for the country, 

by every amusement I could possibly devise, wishing to attach her to her garden, poultry, 

pigeons, and cows: I amused myself with them and these little occupations, which employed my 

time without injuring my tranquillity, were more serviceable than a milk diet, or all the remedies 

bestowed on my poor shattered machine, even to effecting the utmost possible reestablishment of 

it. 

The vintage and gathering in our fruit employed the remainder of the year; we became more 

and more attached to a rustic life, and the society of our honest neighbors. We saw the approach 

of winter with regret, and returned to the city as if going into exile. To me this return was 

particularly gloomy, who never expected to see the return of spring, and thought I took an 

everlasting leave of Charmettes. I did not quit it without kissing the very earth and trees, casting 

back many a wishful look as I went towards Chambery. 

Having left my scholars for so long a time, and lost my relish for the amusements of the town, 

I seldom went out, conversing only with Madam de Warens and a Monsieur Salomon, who had 

lately become our physician. He was an honest man, of good understanding, a great Cartesian, 

spoke tolerably well on the system of the world, and his agreeable and instructive conversations 

were more serviceable than his prescriptions. I could never bear that foolish trivial mode of 

conversation which is so generally adopted; but useful instructive discourse has always given me 

great pleasure, nor was I ever backward to join in it. I was much pleased with that of M. 

Salomon; it appeared to me, that when in his company, I anticipated the acquisition of that 

sublime knowledge which my soul would enjoy when freed from its mortal fetters. The 

inclination I had for him extended to the subjects which he treated on, and I began to look after 

books which might better enable me to understand his discourse. Those which mingled devotion 

with science were most agreeable to me, particularly Port Royal’s Oratory, and I began to read or 

rather to devour them. One fell into my hands written by Father Lami, called ‘Entretiens sur les 

Sciences’, which was a kind of introduction to the knowledge of those books it treated of. I read 

it over a hundred times, and resolved to make this my guide; in short, I found (notwithstanding 



my ill state of health) that I was irresistibly drawn towards study, and though looking on each 

day as the last of my life, read with as much avidity as if certain I was to live forever. 

I was assured that reading would injure me; but on the contrary, I am rather inclined to think it 

was serviceable, not only to my soul, but also to my body; for this application, which soon 

became delightful, diverted my thoughts from my disorders, and I soon found myself much less 

affected by them. It is certain, however, that nothing gave me absolute ease, but having no longer 

any acute pain, I became accustomed to languishment and wakefulness; to thinking instead of 

acting; in short, I looked on the gradual and slow decay of my body as inevitably progressive and 

only to be terminated by death. 

This opinion not only detached me from all the vain cares of life, but delivered me from the 

importunity of medicine, to which hitherto, I had been forced to submit, though contrary to my 

inclination. Salomon, convinced that his drugs were unavailing, spared me the disagreeable task 

of taking them, and contented himself with amusing the grief of my poor Madam de Warens by 

some of those harmless preparations, which serve to flatter the hopes of the patient and keep up 

the credit of the doctor. I discontinued the strict regimen I had latterly observed, resumed the use 

of wine, and lived in every respect like a man in perfect health, as far as my strength would 

permit, only being careful to run into no excess; I even began to go out and visit my 

acquaintance, particularly M. de Conzie, whose conversation was extremely pleasing to me. 

Whether it struck me as heroic to study to my last hour, or that some hopes of life yet lingered in 

the bottom of my heart, I cannot tell, but the apparent certainty of death, far from relaxing my 

inclination for improvement, seemed to animate it, and I hastened to acquire knowledge for the 

other world, as if convinced I should only possess that portion I could carry with me. I took a 

liking to the shop of a bookseller, whose name was Bouchard, which was frequented by some 

men of letters, and as the spring (whose return I had never expected to see again) was 

approaching, furnished myself with some books for Charmettes, in case I should have the 

happiness to return there. 

I had that happiness, and enjoyed it to the utmost extent. The rapture with which I saw the 

trees put out their first bud, is inexpressible! The return of spring seemed to me like rising from 

the grave into paradise. The snow was hardly off the ground when we left our dungeon and 

returned to Charmettes, to enjoy the first warblings of the nightingale. I now thought no more of 

dying, and it is really singular, that from this time I never experienced any dangerous illness in 

the country. I have suffered greatly, but never kept my bed, and have often said to those about 

me, on finding myself worse than ordinary, “Should you see me at the point of death, carry me 

under the shade of an oak, and I promise you I shall recover.” 

Though weak, I resumed my country occupations, as far as my strength would permit, and 

conceived a real grief at not being able to manage our garden without help; for I could not take 

five or six strokes with the spade without being out of breath and overcome with perspiration; 

when I stooped the beating redoubled, and the blood flew with such violence to my head, that I 

was instantly obliged to stand upright. Being therefore confined to less fatiguing employments, I 

busied myself about the dove-house, and was so pleased with it that I sometimes passed several 

hours there without feeling a moment’s weariness. The pigeon is very timid and difficult to tame, 

yet I inspired mine with so much confidence that they followed me everywhere, letting me catch 

them at pleasure, nor could I appear in the garden without having two or three on my arms or 

head in an instant, and notwithstanding the pleasure I took in them, their company became so 

troublesome that I was obliged to lessen the familiarity. I have ever taken great pleasure in 



taming animals, particularly those that are wild and fearful. It appeared delightful to me, to 

inspire them with a confidence which I took care never to abuse, wishing them to love me freely. 

I have already mentioned that I purchased some books: I did not forget to read them, but in a 

manner more proper to fatigue than instruct me. I imagined that to read a book profitably, it was 

necessary to be acquainted with every branch of knowledge it even mentioned; far from thinking 

that the author did not do this himself, but drew assistance from other books, as he might see 

occasion. Full of this silly idea, I was stopped every moment, obliged to run from one book to 

another, and sometimes, before I could reach the tenth page of what I was studying, found it 

necessary to turn over a whole library. I was so attached to this ridiculous method, that I lost a 

prodigious deal of time and had bewildered my head to such a degree, that I was hardly capable 

of doing, seeing or comprehending anything. I fortunately perceived, at length, that I was in the 

wrong road, which would entangle me in an inextricable labyrinth, and quitted it before I was 

irrevocably lost. 

When a person has any real taste for the sciences, the first thing he perceives in the pursuit of 

them is that connection by which they mutually attract, assist, and enlighten each other, and that 

it is impossible to attain one without the assistance of the rest. Though the human understanding 

cannot grasp all, and one must ever be regarded as the principal object, yet if the rest are totally 

neglected, the favorite study is generally obscure; I was convinced that my resolution to improve 

was good and useful in itself, but that it was necessary I should change my method; I, therefore, 

had recourse to the encyclopaedia. I began by a distribution of the general mass of human 

knowledge into its various branches, but soon discovered that I must pursue a contrary course, 

that I must take each separately, and trace it to that point where it united with the rest: thus I 

returned to the general synthetical method, but returned thither with a conviction that I was going 

right. Meditation supplied the want of knowledge, and a very natural reflection gave strength to 

my resolutions, which was, that whether I lived or died, I had no time to lose; for having learned 

but little before the age of five-and-twenty, and then resolving to learn everything, was engaging 

to employ the future time profitably. I was ignorant at what point accident or death might put a 

period to my endeavors, and resolved at all events to acquire with the utmost expedition some 

idea of every species of knowledge, as well to try my natural disposition, as to judge for myself 

what most deserved cultivation. 

In the execution of my plan, I experienced another advantage which I had never thought of; 

this was, spending a great deal of time profitably. Nature certainly never meant me for study, 

since attentive application fatigues me so much, that I find it impossible to employ myself half 

an hour together intently on any one subject; particularly while following another person’s ideas, 

for it has frequently happened that I have pursued my own for a much longer period with 

success. After reading a few pages of an author with close application, my understanding is 

bewildered, and should I obstinately continue, I tire myself to no purpose, a stupefaction seizes 

me, and I am no longer conscious of what I read; but in a succession of various subjects, one 

relieves me from the fatigue of the other, and without finding respite necessary, I can follow 

them with pleasure. 

I took advantage of this observation in the plan of my studies, taking care to intermingle them 

in such a manner that I was never weary: it is true that domestic and rural concerns furnished 

many pleasing relaxations; but as my eagerness for improvement increased, I contrived to find 

opportunities for my studies, frequently employing myself about two things at the same time, 

without reflecting that both were consequently neglected. 



In relating so many trifling details, which delight me, but frequently tire my reader, I make use 

of the caution to suppress a great number, though, perhaps, he would have no idea of this, if I did 

not take care to inform him of it: for example, I recollect with pleasure all the different methods I 

adopted for the distribution of my time, in such a manner as to produce the utmost profit and 

pleasure. I may say, that the portion of my life which I passed in this retirement, though in 

continual ill-health, was that in which I was least idle and least wearied. Two or three months 

were thus employed in discovering the bent of my genius; meantime, I enjoyed, in the finest 

season of the year, and in a spot it rendered delightful, the charms of a life whose worth I was so 

highly sensible of, in such a society, as free as it was charming; if a union so perfect, and the 

extensive knowledge I purposed to acquire, can be called society. It seemed to me as if I already 

possessed the improvements I was only in pursuit of: or rather better, since the pleasure of 

learning constituted a great part of my happiness. 

I must pass over these particulars, which were to me the height of enjoyment, but are too 

trivial to bear repeating: indeed, true happiness is indescribable, it is only to be felt, and this 

consciousness of felicity is proportionately more, the less able we are to describe it; because it 

does not absolutely result from a concourse of favorable incidents, but is an affection of the mind 

itself. I am frequently guilty of repetitions, but should be infinitely more so, did I repeat the same 

thing as often as it recurs with pleasure to my mind. When at length my variable mode of life 

was reduced to a more uniform course, the following was nearly the distribution of time which I 

adopted: I rose every morning before the sun, and passed through a neighboring orchard into a 

pleasant path, which, running by a vineyard, led towards Chambery. While walking, I offered up 

my prayers, not by a vain motion of the lips, but a sincere elevation of my heart, to the Great 

Author of delightful nature, whose beauties were so charmingly spread out before me! I never 

love to pray in a chamber; it seems to me that the walls and all the little workmanship of man 

interposed between God and myself: I love to contemplate Him in his works, which elevate my 

soul, and raise my thoughts to Him. My prayers were pure, I can affirm it, and therefore worthy 

to be heard:—I asked for myself and her from whom my thoughts were never divided, only an 

innocent and quiet life, exempt from vice, sorrow and want; I prayed that we might die the death 

of the just, and partake of their lot hereafter: for the rest, it was rather admiration and 

contemplation than request, being satisfied that the best means to obtain what is necessary from 

the Giver of every perfect good, is rather to deserve than to solicit. Returning from my walk, I 

lengthened the way by taking a roundabout path, still contemplating with earnestness and delight 

the beautiful scenes with which I was surrounded, those only objects that never fatigue either the 

eye or the heart. As I approached our habitation, I looked forward to see if Madam de Warens 

was stirring, and when I perceived her shutters open, I even ran with joy towards the house: if 

they were yet shut I went into the garden to wait their opening, amusing myself, meantime, by a 

retrospection of what I had read the preceding evening, or in gardening. The moment the shutter 

drew back I hastened to embrace her, frequently half asleep; and this salute, pure as it was 

affectionate, even from its innocence, possessed a charm which the senses can never bestow. We 

usually breakfasted on milk-coffee; this was the time of day when we had most leisure, and when 

we chatted with the greatest freedom. These sittings, which were usually pretty long, have given 

me a fondness for breakfasts, and I infinitely prefer those of England, or Switzerland, which are 

considered as a meal, at which all the family assemble, than those of France, where they 

breakfast alone in their several apartments, or more frequently have none at all. After an hour or 

two passed in discourse, I went to my study till dinner; beginning with some philosophical work, 

such as the logic of Port-Royal, Locke’s Essays, Mallebranche, Leibnitz, Descartes, etc. I soon 



found that these authors perpetually contradict each other, and formed the chimerical project of 

reconciling them, which cost me much labor and loss of time, bewildering my head without any 

profit. At length (renouncing this idea) I adopted one infinitely more profitable, to which I 

attribute all the progress I have since made, notwithstanding the defects of my capacity; for ‘tis 

certain I had very little for study. On reading each author, I acquired a habit of following all his 

ideas, without suffering my own or those of any other writer to interfere with them, or entering 

into any dispute on their utility. I said to myself, “I will begin by laying up a stock of ideas, true 

or false, but clearly conceived, till my understanding shall be sufficiently furnished to enable me 

to compare and make choice of those that are most estimable.” I am sensible this method is not 

without its inconveniences, but it succeeded in furnishing me with a fund of instruction. Having 

passed some years in thinking after others, without reflection, and almost without reasoning, I 

found myself possessed of sufficient materials to set about thinking on my own account, and 

when journeys of business deprived me of the opportunities of consulting books, I amused 

myself with recollecting and comparing what I had read, weighing every opinion on the balance 

of reason, and frequently judging my masters. Though it was late before I began to exercise my 

judicial faculties, I have not discovered that they had lost their vigor, and on publishing my own 

ideas, have never been accused of being a servile disciple or of swearing ‘in verba magistri’. 

From these studies I passed to the elements of geometry, for I never went further, forcing my 

weak memory to retain them by going the same ground a hundred and a hundred times over. I 

did not admire Euclid, who rather seeks a chain of demonstration than a connection of ideas: I 

preferred the geometry of Father Lama, who from that time became one of my favorite authors, 

and whose works I yet read with pleasure. Algebra followed, and Father Lama was still my 

guide: when I made some progress, I perused Father Reynaud’s Science of Calculation, and then 

his Analysis Demonstrated; but I never went far enough thoroughly to understand the application 

of algebra to geometry. I was not pleased with this method of performing operations by rule 

without knowing what I was about: resolving geometrical problems by the help of equations 

seemed like playing a tune by turning round a handle. The first time I found by calculation that 

the square of a binocular figure was composed of the square of each of its parts, and double the 

product of one by the other; though convinced that my multiplication was right, I could not be 

satisfied till I had made and examined the figure: not but I admire algebra when applied to 

abstract quantities, but when used to demonstrate dimensions, I wished to see the operation, and 

unless explained by lines, could not rightly comprehend it. 

After this came Latin: it was my most painful study, and in which I never made great progress. 

I began by Port-Royal’s Rudiments, but without success; I lost myself in a crowd of rules; and in 

studying the last forgot all that preceded it. A study of words is not calculated for a man without 

memory, and it was principally an endeavor to make my memory more retentive, that urged me 

obstinately to persist in this study, which at length I was obliged to relinquish. As I understood 

enough to read an easy author by the aid of a dictionary, I followed that method, and found it 

succeed tolerably well. I likewise applied myself to translation, not by writing, but mentally, and 

by exercise and perseverance attained to read Latin authors easily, but have never been able to 

speak or write that language, which has frequently embarrassed me when I have found myself (I 

know not by what means) enrolled among men of letters. 

Another inconvenience that arose from this manner of learning is, that I never understood 

prosody, much less the rules of versification; yet, anxious to understand the harmony of the 

language, both in prose and verse, I have made many efforts to obtain it, but am convinced, that 

without a master it is almost impossible. Having learned the composition of the hexameter, 



which is the easiest of all verses, I had the patience to measure out the greater part of Virgil into 

feet and quantity, and whenever I was dubious whether a syllable was long or short, immediately 

consulted my Virgil. It may easily be conceived that I ran into many errors in consequence of 

those licenses permitted by the rules of versification; and it is certain, that if there is an 

advantage in studying alone, there are also great inconveniences and inconceivable labor, as I 

have experienced more than any one. 

At twelve I quitted my books, and if dinner was not ready, paid my friends, the pigeons, a 

visit, or worked in the garden till it was, and when I heard myself called, ran very willingly, and 

with a good appetite to partake of it, for it is very remarkable, that let me be ever so indisposed 

my appetite never fails. We dined very agreeably, chatting till Madam de Warens could eat. Two 

or three times a week, when it was fine, we drank our coffee in a cool shady arbor behind the 

house, that I had decorated with hops, and which was very refreshing during the heat; we usually 

passed an hour in viewing our flowers and vegetables, or in conversation relative to our manner 

of life, which greatly increased the pleasure of it. I had another little family at the end of the 

garden; these were several hives of bees, which I never failed to visit once a day, and was 

frequently accompanied by Madam de Warens. I was greatly interested in their labor, and 

amused myself seeing them return to the hives, their little thighs so loaded with the precious 

store that they could hardly walk. At first, curiosity made me indiscreet, and they stung me 

several times, but afterwards, we were so well acquainted, that let me approach as near as I 

would, they never molested me, though the hives were full and the bees ready to swarm. At these 

times I have been surrounded, having them on my hands and face without apprehending any 

danger. All animals are distrustful of man, and with reason, but when once assured he does not 

mean to injure them, their confidence becomes so great that he must be worse than a barbarian 

who abuses it. 

After this I returned to my books; but my afternoon employment ought rather to bear the name 

of recreation and amusement, than labor or study. I have never been able to bear application after 

dinner, and in general any kind of attention is painful to me during the heat of the day. I 

employed myself, ‘tis true, but without restraint or rule, and read without studying. What I most 

attended to at these times, was history and geography, and as these did not require intense 

application, made as much progress in them as my weak memory would permit. I had an 

inclination to study Father Petau, and launched into the gloom of chronology, but was disgusted 

at the critical part, which I found had neither bottom nor banks; this made me prefer the more 

exact measurement of time by the course of the celestial bodies. I should even have contracted a 

fondness for astronomy, had I been in possession of instruments, but was obliged to content 

myself with some of the elements of that art, learned from books, and a few rude observations 

made with a telescope, sufficient only to give me a general idea of the situation of the heavenly 

bodies; for my short sight is insufficient to distinguish the stars without the help of a glass. 

I recollect an adventure on this subject, the remembrance of which has often diverted me. I 

had bought a celestial planisphere to study the constellations by, and, having fixed it on a frame, 

when the nights were fine and the sky clear, I went into the garden; and fixing the frame on four 

sticks, something higher than myself, which I drove into the ground, turned the planisphere 

downwards, and contrived to light it by means of a candle (which I put in a pail to prevent the 

wind from blowing it out) and then placed in the centre of the above-mentioned four supporters; 

this done, I examined the stars with my glass, and from time to time referring to my planisphere, 

endeavored to distinguish the various constellations. I think I have before observed that our 

garden was on a terrace, and lay open to the road. One night, some country people passing very 



late, saw me in a most grotesque habit, busily employed in these observations: the light, which 

struck directly on the planisphere, proceeding from a cause they could not divine (the candle 

being concealed by the sides of the pail), the four stakes supporting a large paper, marked over 

with various uncouth figures, with the motion of the telescope, which they saw turning 

backwards and forwards, gave the whole an air of conjuration that struck them with horror and 

amazement. My figure was by no means calculated to dispel their fears; a flapped hat put on over 

my nightcap, and a short cloak about my shoulder (which Madam de Warens had obliged me to 

put on) presented in their idea the image of a real sorcerer. Being near midnight, they made no 

doubt but this was the beginning of some diabolical assembly, and having no curiosity to pry 

further into these mysteries, they fled with all possible speed, awakened their neighbors, and 

described this most dreadful vision. The story spread so fast that the next day the whole 

neighborhood was informed that a nocturnal assembly of witches was held in the garden that 

belonged to Monsieur Noiret, and I am ignorant what might have been the consequence of this 

rumor if one of the countrymen who had been witness to my conjurations had not the same day 

carried his complaint to two Jesuits, who frequently came to visit us, and who, without knowing 

the foundation of the story, undeceived and satisfied them. These Jesuits told us the whole affair, 

and I acquainted them with the cause of it, which altogether furnished us with a hearty laugh. 

However, I resolved for the future to make my observations without light, and consult my 

planisphere in the house. Those who have read Venetian magic, in the ‘Letters from the 

Mountain’, may find that I long since had the reputation of being a conjurer. 

Such was the life I led at Charmettes when I had no rural employments, for they ever had the 

preference, and in those that did not exceed my strength, I worked like a peasant; but my extreme 

weakness left me little except the will; besides, as I have before observed, I wished to do two 

things at once, and therefore did neither well. I obstinately persisted in forcing my memory to 

retain a great deal by heart, and for that purpose, I always carried some book with me, which, 

while at work, I studied with inconceivable labor. I was continually repeating something, and am 

really amazed that the fatigue of these vain and continual efforts did not render me entirely 

stupid. I must have learned and relearned the Eclogues of Virgil twenty times over, though at this 

time I cannot recollect a single line of them. I have lost or spoiled a great number of books by a 

custom I had of carrying them with me into the dove-house, the garden, orchard or vineyard, 

when, being busy about something else, I laid my book at the foot of a tree, on the hedge, or the 

first place that came to hand, and frequently left them there, finding them a fortnight after, 

perhaps, rotted to pieces, or eaten by the ants or snails; and this ardor for learning became so far 

a madness that it rendered me almost stupid, and I was perpetually muttering some passage or 

other to myself. 

The writings of Port-Royal, and those of the Oratory, being what I most read, had made me 

half a Jansenist, and, notwithstanding all my confidence, their harsh theology sometimes alarmed 

me. A dread of hell, which till then I had never much apprehended, by little and little disturbed 

my security, and had not Madam de Warens tranquillized my soul, would at length have been too 

much for me. My confessor, who was hers likewise, contributed all in his power to keep up my 

hopes. This was a Jesuit, named Father Hemet; a good and wise old man, whose memory I shall 

ever hold in veneration. Though a Jesuit, he had the simplicity of a child, and his manners, less 

relaxed than gentle, were precisely what was necessary to balance the melancholy impressions 

made on me by Jansenism. This good man and his companion, Father Coppier, came frequently 

to visit us at Charmette, though the road was very rough and tedious for men of their age. These 

visits were very comfortable to me, which may the Almighty return to their souls, for they were 



so old that I cannot suppose them yet living. I sometimes went to see them at Chambery, became 

acquainted at their convent, and had free access to the library. The remembrance of that happy 

time is so connected with the idea of those Jesuits, that I love one on account of the other, and 

though I have ever thought their doctrines dangerous, could never find myself in a disposition to 

hate them cordially. 

I should like to know whether there ever passed such childish notions in the hearts of other 

men as sometimes do in mine. In the midst of my studies, and of a life as innocent as man could 

lead, notwithstanding every persuasion to the contrary, the dread of hell frequently tormented 

me. I asked myself, “What state am I in? Should I die at this instant, must I be damned?” 

According to my Jansenists the matter was indubitable, but according to my conscience it 

appeared quite the contrary: terrified and floating in this cruel uncertainty, I had recourse to the 

most laughable expedient to resolve my doubts, for which I would willingly shut up any man as a 

lunatic should I see him practise the same folly. One day, meditating on this melancholy subject, 

I exercised myself in throwing stones at the trunks of trees, with my usual dexterity, that is to 

say, without hitting any of them. In the height of this charming exercise, it entered my mind to 

make a kind of prognostic, that might calm my inquietude; I said, “I will throw this stone at the 

tree facing me; if I hit my mark, I will consider it as a sign of salvation; if I miss, as a token of 

damnation.” While I said this, I threw the stone with a trembling hand and beating breast but so 

happily that it struck the body of the tree, which truly was not a difficult matter, for I had taken 

care to choose one that was very large and very near me. From that moment I never doubted my 

salvation: I know not on recollecting this trait, whether I ought to laugh or shudder at myself. Ye 

great geniuses, who surely laugh at my folly, congratulate yourselves on your superior wisdom, 

but insult not my unhappiness, for I swear to you that I feel it most sensibly. 

These troubles, these alarms, inseparable, perhaps, from devotion, were only at intervals; in 

general, I was tranquil, and the impression made on my soul by the idea of approaching death, 

was less that of melancholy than a peaceful languor, which even had its pleasures. I have found 

among my old papers a kind of congratulation and exhortation which I made to myself on dying 

at an age when I had the courage to meet death with serenity, without having experienced any 

great evils, either of body or mind. How much justice was there in the thought! A preconception 

of what I had to suffer made me fear to live, and it seemed that I dreaded the fate which must 

attend my future days. I have never been so near wisdom as during this period, when I felt no 

great remorse for the past, nor tormenting fear for the future; the reigning sentiment of my soul 

being the enjoyment of the present. Serious people usually possess a lively sensuality, which 

makes them highly enjoy those innocent pleasures that are allowed them. Worldlings (I know not 

why) impute this to them as a crime: or rather, I well know the cause of this imputation, it is 

because they envy others the enjoyment of those simple and pure delights which they have lost 

the relish of. I had these inclinations, and found it charming to gratify them in security of 

conscience. My yet inexperienced heart gave in to all with the calm happiness of a child, or 

rather (if I dare use the expression) with the raptures of an angel; for in reality these pure delights 

are as serene as those of paradise. Dinners on the grass at Montagnole, suppers in our arbor, 

gathering in the fruits, the vintage, a social meeting with our neighbors; all these were so many 

holidays, in which Madam de Warens took as much pleasure as myself. Solitary walks afforded 

yet purer pleasure, because in them our hearts expanded with greater freedom: one particularly 

remains in my memory; it was on a St. Louis’ day, whose name Madam de Warens bore: we set 

out together early and unattended, after having heard a mass at break of day in a chapel adjoining 

our house, from a Carmelite, who attended for that purpose. As I proposed walking over the hills 



opposite our dwelling, which we had not yet visited, we sent our provisions on before; the 

excursion being to last the whole day. Madam de Warens, though rather corpulent, did not walk 

ill, and we rambled from hill to hill and wood to wood, sometimes in the sun, but oftener in the 

shade, resting from time to time, and regardless how the hours stole away; speaking of ourselves, 

of our union, of the gentleness of our fate, and offering up prayers for its duration, which were 

never heard. Everything conspired to augment our happiness: it had rained for several days 

previous to this, there was no dust, the brooks were full and rapid, a gentle breeze agitated the 

leaves, the air was pure, the horizon free from clouds, serenity reigned in the sky as in our hearts. 

Our dinner was prepared at a peasant’s house, and shared with him and his family, whose 

benedictions we received. These poor Savoyards are the worthiest of people! After dinner we 

regained the shade, and while I was picking up bits of dried sticks, to boil our coffee, Madam de 

Warens amused herself with herbalizing among the bushes, and with the flowers I had gathered 

for her in my way. She made me remark in their construction a thousand natural beauties, which 

greatly amused me, and which ought to have given me a taste for botany; but the time was not 

yet come, and my attention was arrested by too many other studies. Besides this, an idea struck 

me, which diverted my thoughts from flowers and plants: the situation of my mind at that 

moment, all that we had said or done that day, every object that had struck me, brought to my 

remembrance the kind of waking dream I had at Annecy seven or eight years before, and which I 

have given an account of in its place. The similarity was so striking that it affected me even to 

tears: in a transport of tenderness I embraced Madam de Warens. “My dearest friend,” said I, 

“this day has long since been promised me: I can see nothing beyond it: my happiness, by your 

means, is at its height; may it never decrease; may it continue as long as I am sensible of its 

value—then it can only finish with my life.” 

Thus happily passed my days, and the more happily as I perceived nothing that could disturb 

or bring them to a conclusion; not that the cause of my former uneasiness had absolutely ceased, 

but I saw it take another course, which I directed with my utmost care to useful objects, that the 

remedy might accompany the evil. Madam de Warens naturally loved the country, and this taste 

did not cool while with me. By little and little she contracted a fondness for rustic employments, 

wished to make the most of her land, and had in that particular a knowledge which she practised 

with pleasure. 

Not satisfied with what belonged to the house, she hired first a field, then a meadow, 

transferring her enterprising humor to the objects of agriculture, and instead of remaining 

unemployed in the house, was in the way of becoming a complete farmer. I was not greatly 

pleased to see this passion increase, and endeavored all I could to oppose it; for I was certain she 

would be deceived, and that her liberal extravagant disposition would infallibly carry her 

expenses beyond her profits; however, I consoled myself by thinking the produce could not be 

useless, and would at least help her to live. Of all the projects she could form, this appeared the 

least ruinous: without regarding it, therefore, in the light she did, as a profitable scheme, I 

considered it as a perpetual employment, which would keep her from more ruinous enterprises, 

and out of the reach of impostors. With this idea, I ardently wished to recover my health and 

strength, that I might superintend her affairs, overlook her laborers, or, rather, be the principal 

one myself. The exercise this naturally obliged me to take, with the relaxation it procured me 

from books and study, was serviceable to my health. 

The winter following, Barillot returning from Italy, brought me some books; and among 

others, the ‘Bontempi’ and ‘la Cartella per Musica’, of Father Banchieri; these gave me a taste 

for the history of music and for the theoretical researches of that pleasing art. Barillot remained 



some time with us, and as I had been of age some months, I determined to go to Geneva the 

following spring, and demand my mother’s inheritance, or at least that part which belonged to 

me, till it could be ascertained what had become of my brother. This plan was executed as it had 

been resolved: I went to Geneva; my father met me there, for he had occasionally visited Geneva 

a long time since, without its being particularly noticed, though the decree that had been 

pronounced against him had never been reversed; but being esteemed for his courage, and 

respected for his probity, the situation of his affairs was pretended to be forgotten; or perhaps, 

the magistrates, employed with the great project that broke out some little time after, were not 

willing to alarm the citizens by recalling to their memory, at an improper time, this instance of 

their former partiality. 

I apprehended that I should meet with difficulties, on account of having changed my religion, 

but none occurred; the laws of Geneva being less harsh in that particular than those of Berne, 

where, whoever changes his religion, not only loses his freedom, but his property. My rights, 

however, were not disputed: but I found my patrimony, I know not how, reduced to very little, 

and though it was known almost to a certainty that my brother was dead, yet, as there was no 

legal proof, I could not lay claim to his share, which I left without regret to my father, who 

enjoyed it as long as he lived. No sooner were the necessary formalities adjusted, and I had 

received my money, some of which I expended in books, than I flew with the remainder to 

Madam de Warens; my heart beat with joy during the journey, and the moment in which I gave 

the money into her hands, was to me a thousand times more delightful than that which gave it 

into mine. She received this with a simplicity common to great souls, who, doing similar actions 

without effort, see them without admiration; indeed it was almost all expended for my use, for it 

would have been employed in the same manner had it come from any other quarter. 

My health was not yet re-established; I decayed visibly, was pale as death, and reduced to an 

absolute skeleton; the beating of my arteries was extreme, my palpitations were frequent: I was 

sensible of a continual oppression, and my weakness became at length so great, that I could 

scarcely move or step without danger of suffocation, stoop without vertigoes, or lift even the 

smallest weight, which reduced me to the most tormenting inaction for a man so naturally 

stirring as myself. It is certain my disorder was in a great measure hypochondriacal. The vapors 

is a malady common to people in fortunate situations: the tears I frequently shed, without reason; 

the lively alarms I felt on the falling of a leaf, or the fluttering of a bird; inequality of humor in 

the calm of a most pleasing life; lassitude which made me weary even of happiness, and carried 

sensibility to extravagance, were an instance of this. We are so little formed for felicity, that 

when the soul and body do not suffer together, they must necessarily endure separate 

inconveniences, the good state of the one being almost always injurious to the happiness of the 

other. Had all the pleasure of life courted me, my weakened frame would not have permitted the 

enjoyment of them, without my being able to particularize the real seat of my complaint; yet in 

the decline of life; after having encountered very serious and real evils, my body seemed to 

regain its strength, as if on purpose to encounter additional misfortunes; and, at the moment I 

write this, though infirm, near sixty, and overwhelmed with every kind of sorrow, I feel more 

ability to suffer than I ever possessed for enjoyment when in the very flower of my age, and in 

the bosom of real happiness. 

To complete me, I had mingled a little physiology among my other readings: I set about 

studying anatomy, and considering the multitude, movement, and wonderful construction of the 

various parts that composed the human machine; my apprehensions were instantly increased, I 

expected to feel mine deranged twenty times a day, and far from being surprised to find myself 



dying, was astonished that I yet existed! I could not read the description of any malady without 

thinking it mine, and, had I not been already indisposed, I am certain I should have become so 

from this study. Finding in every disease symptoms similar to mine, I fancied I had them all, and, 

at length, gained one more troublesome than any I yet suffered, which I had thought myself 

delivered from; this was, a violent inclination to seek a cure; which it is very difficult to 

suppress, when once a person begins reading physical books. By searching, reflecting, and 

comparing, I became persuaded that the foundation of my complaint was a polypus at the heart, 

and Doctor Salomon appeared to coincide with the idea. Reasonably this opinion should have 

confirmed my former resolution of considering myself past cure; this, however, was not the case; 

on the contrary; I exerted every power of my understanding in search of a remedy for a polypus, 

resolving to undertake this marvellous cure. 

In a journey which Anet had made to Montpelier, to see the physical garden there, and visit 

Monsieur Sauvages, the demonstrator, he had been informed that Monsieur Fizes had cured a 

polypus similar to that I fancied myself afflicted with: Madam de Warens, recollecting this 

circumstance, mentioned it to me, and nothing more was necessary to inspire me with a desire to 

consult Monsieur Fizes. The hope of recovery gave me courage and strength to undertake the 

journey; the money from Geneva furnished the means; Madam de Warens, far from dissuading, 

entreated me to go: behold me, therefore, without further ceremony, set out for Montpelier!—but 

it was not necessary to go so far to find the cure I was in search of. 

Finding the motion of the horse too fatiguing, I had hired a chaise at Grenoble, and on entering 

Moirans, five or six other chaises arrived in a rank after mine. The greater part of these were in 

the train of a new married lady called Madam du Colombier; with her was a Madam de Larnage, 

not so young or handsome as the former, yet not less amiable. The bride was to stop at Romans, 

but the other lady was to pursue her route as far as Saint-Andiol, near the bridge du St. Esprit. 

With my natural timidity it will not be conjectured that I was very ready at forming an 

acquaintance with these fine ladies, and the company that attended them; but travelling the same 

road, lodging at the same inns, and being obliged to eat at the same table, the acquaintance 

seemed unavoidable, as any backwardness on my part would have got me the character of a very 

unsociable being: it was formed then, and even sooner than I desired, for all this bustle was by no 

means convenient to a person in ill health, particularly to one of my humor. Curiosity renders 

these vixens extremely insinuating; they accomplish their design of becoming acquainted with a 

man by endeavoring to turn his brain, and this was precisely what happened to me. Madam du 

Colombier was too much surrounded by her young gallants to have any opportunity of paying 

much attention to me; besides, it was not worthwhile, as we were to separate in so short a time; 

but Madam de Larnage (less attended to than her young friend) had to provide herself for the 

remainder of the journey; behold me, then, attacked by Madam de Larnage, and adieu to poor 

Jean Jacques, or rather farewell to fever, vapors, and polypus; all completely vanished when in 

her presence. The ill state of my health was the first subject of our conversation; they saw I was 

indisposed, knew I was going to Montpelier, but my air and manner certainly did not exhibit the 

appearance of a libertine, since it was clear by what followed they did not suspect I was going 

there for a reason that carries many that road. 

In the morning they sent to inquire after my health and invite me to take chocolate with them, 

and when I made my appearance asked how I had passed the night. Once, according to my 

praiseworthy custom of speaking without thought, I replied, “I did not know,” which answer 

naturally made them conclude I was a fool: but, on questioning me further; the examination 

turned out so far to my advantage, that I rather rose in their opinion, and I once heard Madam du 



Colombier say to her friend, “He is amiable, but not sufficiently acquainted with the world.” 

These words were a great encouragement, and assisted me in rendering myself agreeable. 

As we became more familiar, it was natural to give each other some little account of whence 

we came and who we were: this embarrassed me greatly, for I was sensible that in good company 

and among women of spirit, the very name of a new convert would utterly undo me. I know not 

by what whimsicality I resolved to pass for an Englishman; however, in consequence of that 

determination I gave myself out for a Jacobite, and was readily believed. They called me 

Monsieur Dudding, which was the name I assumed with my new character, and a cursed Marquis 

Torignan, who was one of the company, an invalid like myself, and both old and ill-

tempered,took it in his head to begin a long conversation with me. He spoke of King James, of 

the Pretender, and the old court of St. Germain’s; I sat on thorns the whole time, for I was totally 

unacquainted with all these except what little I had picked up in the account of Earl Hamilton, 

and from the gazettes; however, I made such fortunate use of the little I did know as to extricate 

myself from this dilemma, happy in not being questioned on the English language, which I did 

not know a single word of. 

The company were all very agreeable; we looked forward to the moment of separation with 

regret, and therefore made snails’ journeys. We arrived one Sunday at St. Marcelein’s; Madam 

de Larnage would go to mass; I accompanied her, and had nearly ruined all my affairs, for by my 

modest reserved countenance during the service, she concluded me a bigot, and conceived a very 

indifferent opinion of me, as I learned from her own account two days after. It required a great 

deal of gallantry on my part to efface this ill impression, or rather Madam de Larnage (who was 

not easily disheartened) determined to risk the first advances, and see how I should behave. She 

made several, but far from being presuming on my figure, I thought she was making sport of me: 

full of this ridiculous idea there was no folly I was not guilty of. 

Madam de Larnage persisted in such caressing behavior, that a much wiser man than myself 

could hardly have taken it seriously. The more obvious her advances were, the more I was 

confirmed in my mistake, and what increased my torment, I found I was really in love with her. I 

frequently said to myself, and sometimes to her, sighing, “Ah! why is not all this real? then 

should I be the most fortunate of men.” I am inclined to think my stupidity did but increase her 

resolution, and make her determined to get the better of it. 

We left Madam du Colombier at Romans; after which Madam de Larnage, the Marquis de 

Torignan, and myself continued our route slowly, and in the most agreeable manner. The 

marquis, though indisposed, and rather ill-humored, was an agreeable companion, but was not 

best pleased at seeing the lady bestow all her attentions on me, while he passed unregarded; for 

Madam de Larnage took so little care to conceal her inclination, that he perceived it sooner than I 

did, and his sarcasms must have given me that confidence I could not presume to take from the 

kindness of the lady, if by a surmise, which no one but myself could have blundered on, I had not 

imagined they perfectly understood each other, and were agreed to turn my passion into ridicule. 

This foolish idea completed my stupidity, making me act the most ridiculous part, while, had I 

listened to the feelings of my heart, I might have been performing one far more brilliant. I am 

astonished that Madam de Larnage was not disgusted at my folly, and did not discard me with 

disdain; but she plainly perceived there was more bashfulness than indifference in my 

composition. 

We arrived at Valence to dinner, and according to our usual custom passed the remainder of 

the day there. We lodged out of the city, at the St. James, an inn I shall never forget. After 



dinner, Madam de Larnage proposed a walk; she knew the marquis was no walker, consequently, 

this was an excellent plan for a tete-a-tete, which she was predetermined to make the most of. 

While we were walking round the city by the side of the moats, I entered on a long history of my 

complaint, to which she answered in so tender an accent, frequently pressing my arm, which she 

held to her heart, that it required all my stupidity not to be convinced of the sincerity of her 

attachment. I have already observed that she was amiable; love rendered her charming, adding all 

the loveliness of youth: and she managed her advances with so much art, that they were 

sufficient to have seduced the most insensible: I was, therefore, in very uneasy circumstances, 

and frequently on the point of making a declaration; but the dread of offending her, and the still 

greater of being laughed at, ridiculed, made table-talk, and complimented on my enterprise by 

the satirical marquis, had such unconquerable power over me, that, though ashamed of my 

ridiculous bashfulness, I could not take courage to surmount it. I had ended the history of my 

complaints, which I felt the ridiculousness of at this time; and not knowing how to look, or what 

to say, continued silent, giving the finest opportunity in the world for that ridicule I so much 

dreaded. Happily, Madam de Larnage took a more favorable resolution, and suddenly interrupted 

this silence by throwing her arms round my neck, while, at the same instant, her lips spoke too 

plainly on mine to be any longer misunderstood. This was reposing that confidence in me the 

want of which has almost always prevented me from appearing myself: for once I was at ease, 

my heart, eyes and tongue, spoke freely what I felt; never did I make better reparation for my 

mistakes, and if this little conquest had cost Madam de Larnage some difficulties, I have reason 

to believe she did not regret them. 

Was I to live a hundred years, I should never forget this charming woman. I say charming, for 

though neither young nor beautiful, she was neither old nor ugly, having nothing in her 

appearance that could prevent her wit and accomplishments from producing all their effects. It 

was possible to see her without falling in love, but those she favored could not fail to adore her; 

which proves, in my opinion, that she was not generally so prodigal of her favors. It is true, her 

inclination for me was so sudden and lively, that it scarce appears excusable; though from the 

short, but charming interval I passed with her, I have reason to think her heart was more 

influenced than her passions. 

Our good intelligence did not escape the penetration of the marquis; not that he discontinued 

his usual raillery; on the contrary, he treated me as a sighing, hopeless swain, languishing under 

the rigors of his mistress; not a word, smile, or look escaped him by which I could imagine he 

suspected my happiness; and I should have thought him completely deceived, had not Madam de 

Larnage, who was more clear-sighted than myself, assured me of the contrary; but he was a well-

bred man, and it was impossible to behave with more attention or greater civility, than he 

constantly paid me (notwithstanding his satirical sallies), especially after my success, which, as 

he was unacquainted with my stupidity, he perhaps gave me the honor of achieving. It has 

already been seen that he was mistaken in this particular; but no matter, I profited by his error, 

for being conscious that the laugh was on my side, I took all his sallies in good part, and 

sometimes parried them with tolerable success; for, proud of the reputation of wit which Madam 

de Larnage had thought fit to discover in me, I no longer appeared the same man. 

We were both in a country and season of plenty, and had everywhere excellent cheer, thanks 

to the good cares of the marquis; though I would willingly have relinquished this advantage to 

have been more satisfied with the situation of our chambers; but he always sent his footman on 

to provide them; and whether of his own accord, or by the order of his master, the rogue always 

took care that the marquis’ chamber should be close by Madam de Larnage’s, while mine was at 



the further end of the house: but that made no great difference, or perhaps it rendered our 

rendezvous the more charming; this happiness lasted four or five days, during which time I was 

intoxicated with delight, which I tasted pure and serene without any alloy; an advantage I could 

never boast before; and, I may add, it is owing to Madam de Larnage that I did not go out of the 

world without having tasted real pleasure. 

If the sentiment I felt for her was not precisely love, it was at least a very tender return of what 

she testified for me; our meetings were so delightful, that they possessed all the sweets of love; 

without that kind of delirium which affects the brain, and even tends to diminish our happiness. I 

never experienced true love but once in my life, and that was not with Madam de Larnage, 

neither did I feel that affection for her which I had been sensible of, and yet continued to possess, 

for Madam de Warens; but for this very reason, our tete-a-tetes were a hundred times more 

delightful. When with Madam de Warens, my felicity was always disturbed by a secret sadness, 

a compunction of heart, which I found it impossible to surmount. Instead of being delighted at 

the acquisition of so much happiness, I could not help reproaching myself for contributing to 

render her I loved unworthy: on the contrary, with Madam de Lamage, I was proud of my 

happiness, and gave in to it without repugnance, while my triumph redoubled every other charm. 

I do not recollect exactly where we quitted the marquis, who resided in this country, but I 

know we were alone on our arrival at Montelimar, where Madam de Larnage made her 

chambermaid get into my chaise, and accommodate me with a seat in hers. It will easily be 

believed, that travelling in this manner was by no means displeasing to me, and that I should be 

very much puzzled to give any account of the country we passed through. She had some business 

at Montelimar, which detained her there two or three days; during this time she quitted me but 

one quarter of an hour, for a visit she could not avoid, which embarrassed her with a number of 

invitations she had no inclination to accept, and therefore excused herself by pleading some 

indisposition; though she took care this should not prevent our walking together every day, in the 

most charming country, and under the finest sky imaginable. Oh! these three days! what reason 

have I to regret them! Never did such happiness return again. 

The amours of a journey cannot be very durable: it was necessary we should part, and I must 

confess it was almost time; not that I was weary of my happiness, but I might as well have been. 

We endeavored to comfort each other for the pain of parting, by forming plans for our reunion; 

and it was concluded, that after staying five or six weeks at Montpelier (which would give 

Madam de Larnage time to prepare for my reception in such a manner as to prevent scandal) I 

should return to Saint-Andiol, and spend the winter under her direction. She gave me ample 

instruction on what it was necessary I should know, on what it would be proper to say; and how I 

should conduct myself. She spoke much and earnestly on the care of my health, conjured me to 

consult skilful physicians, and be attentive and exact in following their prescriptions whatever 

they might happen to be. I believe her concern was sincere, for she loved me, and gave proofs of 

her affection less equivocal than the prodigality of her favors; for judging by my mode of 

travelling, that I was not in very affluent circumstances (though not rich herself), on our parting, 

she would have had me share the contents of her purse, which she had brought pretty well 

furnished from Grenoble, and it was with great difficulty I could make her put up with a denial. 

In a word, we parted; my heart full of her idea, and leaving in hers (if I am not mistaken) a firm 

attachment to me. 

While pursuing the remainder of my journey, remembrance ran over everything that had 

passed from the commencement of it, and I was well satisfied at finding myself alone in a 

comfortable chaise, where I could ruminate at ease on the pleasures I had enjoyed, and those 



which awaited my return. I only thought of Saint-Andiol; of the life I was to lead there; I saw 

nothing but Madam de Larnage, or what related to her; the whole universe besides was nothing 

to me—even Madam de Warens was forgotten!—I set about combining all the details by which 

Madam de Larnage had endeavored to give me in advance an idea of her house, of the 

neighborhood, of her connections, and manner of life, finding everything charming. 

She had a daughter, whom she had often described in the warmest terms of maternal affection: 

this daughter was fifteen, lively, charming, and of an amiable disposition. Madam de Larnage 

promised me her friendship; I had not forgotten that promise, and was curious to know how 

Mademoiselle de Larnage would treat her mother’s ‘bon ami’. These were the subjects of my 

reveries from the bridge of St. Esprit to Remoulin: I had been advised to visit the Pont-du-Gard; 

hitherto I had seen none of the remaining monuments of Roman magnificence, and I expected to 

find this worthy the hands by which it was constructed; for once, the reality surpassed my 

expectation; this was the only time in my life it ever did so, and the Romans alone could have 

produced that effect. The view of this noble and sublime work, struck me the more forcibly, from 

being in the midst of a desert, where silence and solitude render the majestic edifice more 

striking, and admiration more lively, for though called a bridge it is nothing more than an 

aqueduct. One cannot help exclaiming, what strength could have transported these enormous 

stones so far from any quarry? And what motive could have united the labors of so many 

millions of men, in a place that no one inhabited? I remained here whole hours, in the most 

ravishing contemplation, and returned pensive and thoughtful to my inn. This reverie was by no 

means favorable to Madam de Larnage; she had taken care to forewarn me against the girls of 

Montpelier, but not against the Pont-du-Gard—it is impossible to provide for every contingency. 

On my arrival at Nismes, I went to see the amphitheatre, which is a far more magnificent work 

than even the Pont-du-Gard, yet it made a much less impression on me, perhaps, because my 

admiration had been already exhausted on the former object; or that the situation of the latter, in 

the midst of a city, was less proper to excite it. This vast and superb circus is surrounded by 

small dirty houses, while yet smaller and dirtier fill up the area, in such a manner that the whole 

produces an unequal and confused effect, in which regret and indignation stifle pleasure and 

surprise. The amphitheatre at Verona is a vast deal smaller, and less beautiful than that at 

Nismes, but preserved with all possible care and neatness, by which means alone it made a much 

stronger and more agreeable impression on me. The French pay no regard to these things, respect 

no monument of antiquity; ever eager to undertake, they never finish, nor preserve anything that 

is already finished to their hands. 

I was so much better, and had gained such an appetite by exercise, that I stopped a whole day 

at Pont-du-Lunel, for the sake of good entertainment and company, this being deservedly 

esteemed at that time the best inn in Europe; for those who kept it, knowing how to make its 

fortunate situation turn to advantage, took care to provide both abundance and variety. It was 

really curious to find in a lonely country-house, a table every day furnished with sea and fresh-

water fish, excellent game, and choice wines, served up with all the attention and care, which are 

only to be expected among the great or opulent, and all this for thirty five sous each person: but 

the Pont-du-Lunel did not long remain on this footing, for the proprietor, presuming too much on 

its reputation, at length lost it entirely. 

During this journey, I really forgot my complaints, but recollected them again on my arrival at 

Montpelier. My vapors were absolutely gone, but every other complaint remained, and though 

custom had rendered them less troublesome, they were still sufficient to make any one who had 

been suddenly seized with them, suppose himself attacked by some mortal disease. In effect they 



were rather alarming than painful, and made the mind suffer more than the body, though it 

apparently threatened the latter with destruction. While my attention was called off by the 

vivacity of my passions, I paid no attention to my health; but as my complaints were not 

altogether imaginary, I thought of them seriously when the tumult had subsided. Recollecting the 

salutary advice of Madam de Larnage, and the cause of my journey, I consulted the most famous 

practitioners, particularly Monsieur Fizes; and through superabundance of precaution boarded at 

a doctor’s who was an Irishman, and named Fitz-Morris. 

This person boarded a number of young gentlemen who were studying physic; and what 

rendered his house very commodious for an invalid, he contented himself with a moderate 

pension for provisions, lodging, etc., and took nothing of his boarders for attendance as a 

physician. He even undertook to execute the orders of M. Fizes, and endeavored to re-establish 

my health. He certainly acquitted himself very well in this employment; as to regimen, 

indigestions were not to be gained at his table; and though I am not much hurt at privations of 

that kind, the objects of comparison were so near, that I could not help thinking with myself 

sometimes, that M. de Torignan was a much better provider than M. Fitz-Morris; 

notwithstanding, as there was no danger of dying with hunger, and all the youths were gay and 

good-humored, I believe this manner of living was really serviceable, and prevented my falling 

into those languors I had latterly been so subject to. I passed the morning in taking medicines, 

particularly, I know not what kind of waters, but believe they were those of Vals, and in writing 

to Madam de Larnage: for the correspondence was regularly kept up, and Rousseau kindly 

undertook to receive these letters for his good friend Dudding. At noon I took a walk to the 

Canourgue, with some of our young boarders, who were all very good lads; after this we 

assembled for dinner; when this was over, an affair of importance employed the greater part of 

us till night; this was going a little way out of town to take our afternoon’s collation, and make 

up two or three parties at mall, or mallet. As I had neither strength nor skill, I did not play myself 

but I betted on the game, and, interested for the success of my wager, followed the players and 

their balls over rough and stony roads, procuring by this means both an agreeable and salutary 

exercise. We took our afternoon’s refreshment at an inn out of the city. I need not observe that 

these meetings were extremely merry, but should not omit that they were equally innocent, 

though the girls of the house were very pretty. M. Fitz-Morris (who was a great mall player 

himself) was our president; and I must observe, notwithstanding the imputation of wildness that 

is generally bestowed on students, that I found more virtuous dispositions among these youths 

than could easily be found among an equal number of men: they were rather noisy than fond of 

wine, and more merry than libertine. 

I accustomed myself so much to this mode of life, and it accorded so entirely with my humor, 

that I should have been very well content with a continuance of it. Several of my fellow-boarders 

were Irish, from whom I endeavored to learn some English words, as a precaution for Saint-

Andiol. The time now drew near for my departure; every letter Madam de Larnage wrote, she 

entreated me not to delay it, and at length I prepared to obey her. 

I was convinced that the physicians (who understood nothing of my disorder) looked on my 

complaint as imaginary, and treated me accordingly, with their waters and whey. In this respect 

physicians and philosophers differ widely from theologians; admitting the truth only of what 

they can explain, and making their knowledge the measure of possibilities. These gentlemen 

understood nothing of my illness, therefore concluded I could not be ill; and who would presume 

to doubt the profound skill of a physician? I plainly saw they only meant to amuse, and make me 

swallow my money; and judging their substitute at Saint-Andiol would do me quite as much 



service, and be infinitely more agreeable, I resolved to give her the preference; full, therefore, of 

this wise resolution, I quitted Montpelier. 

I set off towards the end of November, after a stay of six weeks or two months in that city, 

where I left a dozen louis, without either my health or understanding being the better for it, 

except from a short course of anatomy begun under M. Fitz-Morris, which I was soon obliged to 

abandon, from the horrid stench of the bodies he dissected, which I found it impossible to 

endure. 

Not thoroughly satisfied in my own mind on the rectitude of this expedition, as I advanced 

towards the Bridge of St. Esprit (which was equally the road to Saint-Andiol and to Chambery) I 

began to reflect on Madam de Warens, the remembrance of whose letters, though less frequent 

than those from Madam de Larnage, awakened in my heart a remorse that passion had stifled in 

the first part of my journey, but which became so lively on my return, that, setting just estimate 

on the love of pleasure, I found myself in such a situation of mind that I could listen wholly to 

the voice of reason. Besides, in continuing to act the part of an adventurer, I might be less 

fortunate than I had been in the beginning; for it was only necessary that in all Saint-Andiol there 

should be one person who had been in England, or who knew the English or anything of their 

language, to prove me an impostor. The family of Madam de Larnage might not be pleased with 

me, and would, perhaps, treat me unpolitely; her daughter too made me uneasy, for, spite of 

myself, I thought more of her than was necessary. I trembled lest I should fall in love with this 

girl, and that very fear had already half done the business. Was I going, in return for the mother’s 

kindness, to seek the ruin of the daughter? To sow dissension, dishonor, scandal, and hell itself, 

in her family? The very idea struck me with horror, and I took the firmest resolution to combat 

and vanquish this unhappy attachment, should I be so unfortunate as to experience it. But why 

expose myself to this danger? How miserable must the situation be to live with the mother, 

whom I should be weary of, and sigh for the daughter, without daring to make known my 

affection! What necessity was there to seek this situation, and expose myself to misfortunes, 

affronts and remorse, for the sake of pleasures whose greatest charm was already exhausted? For 

I was sensible this attachment had lost its first vivacity. With these thoughts were mingled 

reflections relative to my situation and duty to that good and generous friend, who already loaded 

with debts, would become more so from the foolish expenses I was running into, and whom I 

was deceiving so unworthily. This reproach at length became so keen that it triumphed over 

every temptation, and on approaching the bridge of St. Esprit I formed the resolution to burn my 

whole magazine of letters from Saint-Andiol, and continue my journey right forward to 

Chambery. 

I executed this resolution courageously, with some sighs I confess, but with the heart-felt 

satisfaction, which I enjoyed for the first time in my life, of saying, “I merit my own esteem, and 

know how to prefer duty to pleasure.” This was the first real obligation I owed my books, since 

these had taught me to reflect and compare. After the virtuous principles I had so lately adopted, 

after all the rules of wisdom and honor I had proposed to myself, and felt so proud to follow, the 

shame of possessing so little stability, and contradicting so egregiously my own maxims, 

triumphed over the allurements of pleasure. Perhaps, after all, pride had as much share in my 

resolution as virtue; but if this pride is not virtue itself, its effects are so similar that we are 

pardonable in deceiving ourselves. 

One advantage resulting from good actions is that they elevate the soul to a disposition of 

attempting still better; for such is human weakness, that we must place among our good deeds an 

abstinence from those crimes we are tempted to commit. No sooner was my resolution confirmed 



than I became another man, or rather, I became what I was before I had erred, and saw in its true 

colors what the intoxication of the moment had either concealed or disguised. Full of worthy 

sentiments and wise resolutions, I continued my journey, intending to regulate my future conduct 

by the laws of virtue, and dedicate myself without reserve to that best of friends, to whom I 

vowed as much fidelity in future as I felt real attachment. The sincerity of this return to virtue 

appeared to promise a better destiny; but mine, alas! was fixed, and already begun: even at the 

very moment when my heart, full of good and virtuous sentiments, was contemplating only 

innocence and happiness through life, I touched on the fatal period that was to draw after it the 

long chain of my misfortunes! 

My impatience to arrive at Chambery had made me use more diligence than I meant to do. I 

had sent a letter from Valence, mentioning the day and hour I should arrive, but I had gained half 

a day on this calculation, which time I passed at Chaparillan, that I might arrive exactly at the 

time I mentioned. I wished to enjoy to its full extent the pleasure of seeing her, and preferred 

deferring this happiness a little, that expectancy might increase the value of it. This precaution 

had always succeeded; hitherto my arrival had caused a little holiday; I expected no less this 

time, and these preparations, so dear to me, would have been well worth the trouble of contriving 

them. 

I arrived then exactly at the hour, and while at a considerable distance, looked forward with an 

expectancy of seeing her on the road to meet me. The beating of my heart increased as I drew 

near the house; at length I arrived, quite out of breath; for I had left my chaise in the town. I see 

no one in the garden, at the door, or at the windows; I am seized with terror, fearful that some 

accident has happened. I enter; all is quiet; the laborers are eating their luncheon in the kitchen, 

and far from observing any preparation, the servants seem surprised to see me, not knowing I 

was expected. I go up-stairs, at length see her!—that dear friend! so tenderly, truly, and entirely 

beloved. I instantly ran towards her, and threw myself at her feet. “Ah! child!” said she, “art thou 

returned then!” embracing me at the same time. “Have you had a good journey? How do you 

do?” This reception amused me for some moments. I then asked, whether she had received my 

letter? she answered “Yes.”—“I should have thought not,” replied I; and the information 

concluded there. A young man was with her at this time. I recollected having seen him in the 

house before my departure, but at present he seemed established there; in short, he was so; I 

found my place already supplied! 

This young man came from the country of Vaud; his father, named Vintzenried, was keeper of 

the prison, or, as he expressed himself, Captain of the Castle of Chillon. This son of the captain 

was a journeyman peruke-maker, and gained his living in that capacity when he first presented 

himself to Madam de Warens, who received him kindly, as she did all comers, particularly those 

from her own country. He was a tall, fair, silly youth; well enough made, with an unmeaning 

face, and a mind of the same description, speaking always like the beau in a comedy, and 

mingling the manners and customs of his former situation with a long history of his gallantry and 

success; naming, according to his account, not above half the marchionesses who had favored 

him and pretending never to have dressed the head of a pretty woman, without having likewise 

decorated her husband’s; vain, foolish, ignorant and insolent; such was the worthy substitute 

taken in my absence, and the companion offered me on my return! 

O! if souls disengaged from their terrestrial bonds, yet view from the bosom of eternal light 

what passes here below, pardon, dear and respectable shade, that I show no more favor to your 

failings than my own, but equally unveil both. I ought and will be just to you as to myself; but 

how much less will you lose by this resolution than I shall! How much do your amiable and 



gentle disposition, your inexhaustible goodness of heart, your frankness and other amiable 

virtues, compensate for your foibles, if a subversion of reason alone can be called such. You had 

errors, but not vices; your conduct was reprehensible, but your heart was ever pure. 

The new-comer had shown himself zealous and exact in all her little commissions, which were 

ever numerous, and he diligently overlooked the laborers. As noisy and insolent as I was quiet 

and forbearing, he was seen or rather heard at the plough, in the hay-loft, wood-house, stable, 

farm-yard, at the same instant. He neglected the gardening, this labor being too peaceful and 

moderate; his chief pleasure was to load or drive the cart, to saw or cleave wood; he was never 

seen without a hatchet or pick-axe in his hand, running, knocking and hallooing with all his 

might. I know not how many men’s labor he performed, but he certainly made noise enough for 

ten or a dozen at least. All this bustle imposed on poor Madam de Warens; she thought this 

young man a treasure, and, willing to attach him to herself, employed the means she imagined 

necessary for that purpose, not forgetting what she most depended on, the surrender of her 

person. 

Those who have thus far read this work should be able to form some judgment of my heart; its 

sentiments were the most constant and sincere, particularly those which had brought me back to 

Chambery; what a sudden and complete overthrow was this to my whole being! but to judge 

fully of this, the reader must place himself for a moment in my situation. I saw all the future 

felicity I had promised myself vanish in a moment; all the charming ideas I had indulged so 

affectionately, disappear entirely; and I, who even from childhood had not been able to consider 

my existence for a moment as separate from hers, for the first time saw myself utterly alone. This 

moment was dreadful, and those that succeeded it were ever gloomy. I was yet young, but the 

pleasing sentiments of enjoyment and hope, which enliven youth, were extinguished. From that 

hour my existence seemed half annihilated. I contemplated in advance the melancholy remains of 

an insipid life, and if at any time an image of happiness glanced through my mind, it was not that 

which appeared natural to me, and I felt that even should I obtain it I must still be wretched. 

I was so dull of apprehension, and my confidence in her was so great, that, notwithstanding 

the familiar tone of the new-comer, which I looked on as an effect of the easy disposition of 

Madam de Warens, which rendered her free with everyone, I never should have suspected his 

real situation had not she herself informed me of it; but she hastened to make this avowal with a 

freedom calculated to inflame me with resentment, could my heart have turned to that point. 

Speaking of this connection as quite immaterial with respect to herself, she reproached me with 

negligence in the care of the family, and mentioned my frequent absence, as though she had been 

in haste to supply my place. “Ah!” said I, my heart bursting with the most poignant grief, “what 

do you dare to inform me of? Is this the reward of an attachment like mine? Have you so many 

times preserved my life, for the sole purpose of taking from me all that could render it desirable? 

Your infidelity will bring me to the grave, but you will regret my loss!” She answered with a 

tranquillity sufficient to distract me, that I talked like a child; that people did not die from such 

slight causes; that our friendship need be no less sincere, nor we any less intimate, for that her 

tender attachment to me could neither diminish nor end but with herself; in a word she gave me 

to understand that my happiness need not suffer any decrease from the good fortune of this new 

favorite. 

Never did the purity, truth and force of my attachment to her appear more evident; never did I 

feel the sincerity and honesty of my soul more forcibly, than at that moment. I threw myself at 

her feet, embracing her knees with torrents of tears. “No, madam,” replied I, with the most 

violent agitation, “I love you too much to disgrace you thus far, and too truly to share you; the 



regret that accompanied the first acquisition of your favors has continued to increase with my 

affection. I cannot preserve them by so violent an augmentation of it. You shall ever have my 

adoration: be worthy of it; to me that is more necessary than all you can bestow. It is to you, O 

my dearest friend! that I resign my rights; it is to the union of our hearts that I sacrifice my 

pleasure; rather would I perish a thousand times than thus degrade her I love.” 

I preserved this resolution with a constancy worthy, I may say, of the sentiment that gave it 

birth. From this moment I saw this beloved woman but with the eyes of a real son. It should be 

remarked here, that this resolve did not meet her private approbation, as I too well perceived; yet 

she never employed the least art to make me renounce it either by insinuating proposals, 

caresses, or any of those means which women so well know how to employ without exposing 

themselves to violent censure, and which seldom fail to succeed. Reduced to seek a fate 

independent of hers, and not able to devise one, I passed to the other extreme, placing my 

happiness so absolutely in her, that I became almost regardless of myself. The ardent desire to 

see her happy, at any rate, absorbed all my affections; it was in vain she endeavored to separate 

her felicity from mine, I felt I had a part in it, spite of every impediment. 

Thus those virtues whose seeds in my heart begun to spring up with my misfortunes: they had 

been cultivated by study, and only waited the fermentation of adversity to become prolific. The 

first-fruit of this disinterested disposition was to put from my heart every sentiment of hatred and 

envy against him who had supplanted me. I even sincerely wished to attach myself to this young 

man; to form and educate him; to make him sensible of his happiness, and, if possible, render 

him worthy of it; in a word, to do for him what Anet had formerly done for me. But the similarity 

of dispositions was wanting. More insinuating and enlightened than Anet, I possessed neither his 

coolness, fortitude, nor commanding strength of character, which I must have had in order to 

succeed. Neither did the young man possess those qualities which Anet found in me; such as 

gentleness, gratitude, and above all, the knowledge of a want of his instructions, and an ardent 

desire to render them useful. All these were wanting; the person I wished to improve, saw in me 

nothing but an importunate, chattering pedant: while on the contrary he admired his own 

importance in the house, measuring the services he thought he rendered by the noise he made, 

and looking on his saws, hatchets, and pick-axes, as infinitely more useful than all my old books: 

and, perhaps, in this particular, he might not be altogether blamable; but he gave himself a 

number of airs sufficient to make anyone die with laughter. With the peasants he assumed the 

airs of a country gentleman; presently he did as much with me, and at length with Madam de 

Warens herself. His name, Vintzenried, did not appear noble enough, he therefore changed it to 

that of Monsieur de Courtilles, and by the latter appellation he was known at Chambery, and in 

Maurienne, where he married. 

At length this illustrious personage gave himself such airs of consequence, that he was 

everything in the house, and myself nothing. When I had the misfortune to displease him, he 

scolded Madam de Warens, and a fear of exposing her to his brutality rendered me subservient to 

all his whims, so that every time he cleaved wood (an office which he performed with singular 

pride) it was necessary I should be an idle spectator and admirer of his prowess. This lad was 

not, however, of a bad disposition; he loved Madam de Warens, indeed it was impossible to do 

otherwise; nor had he any aversion even to me, and when he happened to be out of his airs would 

listen to our admonitions, and frankly own he was a fool; yet notwithstanding these 

acknowledgements his follies continued in the same proportion. His knowledge was so 

contracted, and his inclinations so mean, that it was useless to reason, and almost impossible to 

be pleased with him. Not content with a most charming woman, he amused himself with an old 



red-haired, toothless waiting-maid, whose unwelcome service Madam de Warens had the 

patience to endure, though it was absolutely disgusting. I soon perceived this new inclination, 

and was exasperated at it; but I saw something else, which affected me yet more, and made a 

deeper impression on me than anything had hitherto done; this was a visible coldness in the 

behavior of Madam de Warens towards me. 

The privation I had imposed on myself, and which she affected to approve, is one of those 

affronts which women scarcely ever forgive. Take the most sensible, the most philosophic 

female, one the least attached to pleasure, and slighting her favors, if within your reach, will be 

found the most unpardonable crime, even though she may care nothing for the man. This rule is 

certainly without exception; since a sympathy so natural and ardent was impaired in her, by an 

abstinence founded only on virtue, attachment and esteem, I no longer found with her that union 

of hearts which constituted all the happiness of mine; she seldom sought me but when we had 

occasion to complain of this new-comer, for when they were agreed, I enjoyed but little of her 

confidence, and, at length, was scarcely ever consulted in her affairs. She seemed pleased, 

indeed, with my company, but had I passed whole days without seeing her she would hardly 

have missed me. 

Insensibly, I found myself desolate and alone in that house where I had formerly been the very 

soul; where, if I may so express myself, I had enjoyed a double life, and by degrees, I 

accustomed myself to disregard everything that passed, and even those who dwelt there. To 

avoid continual mortifications, I shut myself up with my books, or else wept and sighed 

unnoticed in the woods. This life soon became insupportable; I felt that the presence of a woman 

so dear to me, while estranged from her heart, increased my unhappiness, and was persuaded, 

that, ceasing to see her, I should feel myself less cruelly separated. 

I resolved, therefore, to quit the house, mentioned it to her, and she, far from opposing my 

resolution, approved it. She had an acquaintance at Grenoble, called Madam de Deybens, whose 

husband was on terms of friendship with Monsieur Malby, chief Provost of Lyons. M. Deybens 

proposed my educating M. Malby’s children; I accepted this offer, and departed for Lyons 

without causing, and almost without feeling, the least regret at a separation, the bare idea of 

which, a few months before, would have given us both the most excruciating torments. 

I had almost as much knowledge as was necessary for a tutor, and flattered myself that my 

method would be unexceptionable; but the year I passed at M. Malby’s was sufficient to 

undeceive me in that particular. The natural gentleness of my disposition seemed calculated for 

the employment, if hastiness had not been mingled with it. While things went favorably, and I 

saw the pains (which I did not spare) succeed, I was an angel; but a devil when they went 

contrary. If my pupils did not understand me, I was hasty, and when they showed any symptoms 

of an untoward disposition, I was so provoked that I could have killed them; which behavior was 

not likely to render them either good or wise. I had two under my care, and they were of very 

different tempers. St. Marie, who was between eight and nine years old, had a good person and 

quick apprehension, was giddy, lively, playful and mischievous; but his mischief was ever good-

humored. The younger one, named Condillac, appeared stupid and fretful, was headstrong as a 

mule, and seemed incapable of instruction. It may be supposed that between both I did not want 

employment, yet with patience and temper I might have succeeded; but wanting both, I did 

nothing worth mentioning, and my pupils profited very little. I could only make use of three 

means, which are very weak, and often pernicious with children; namely, sentiment, reasoning, 

passion. I sometimes exerted myself so much with St. Marie, that I could not refrain from tears, 

and wished to excite similar sensations in him; as if it was reasonable to suppose a child could be 



susceptible to such emotions. Sometimes I exhausted myself in reasoning, as if persuaded he 

could comprehend me; and as he frequently formed very subtle arguments, concluded he must be 

reasonable, because he bid fair to be so good a logician. 

The little Condillac was still more embarrassing; for he neither understood, answered, nor was 

concerned at anything; he was of an obstinacy beyond belief, and was never happier than when 

he had succeeded in putting me in a rage; then, indeed, he was the philosopher, and I the child. I 

was conscious of all my faults, studied the tempers of my pupils, and became acquainted with 

them; but where was the use of seeing the evil, without being able to apply a remedy? My 

penetration was unavailing, since it never prevented any mischief; and everything I undertook 

failed, because all I did to effect my designs was precisely what I ought not to have done. 

I was not more fortunate in what had only reference to myself, than in what concerned my 

pupils. Madam Deybens, in recommending me to her friend Madam de Malby, had requested her 

to form my manners, and endeavor to give me an air of the world. She took some pains on this 

account, wishing to teach me how to do the honors of the house; but I was so awkward, bashful, 

and stupid, that she found it necessary to stop there. This, however, did not prevent me from 

falling in love with her, according to my usual custom; I even behaved in such a manner, that she 

could not avoid observing it; but I never durst declare my passion; and as the lady never seemed 

in a humor to make advances, I soon became weary of my sighs and ogling, being convinced 

they answered no manner of purpose. 

I had quite lost my inclination for little thieveries while with Madam de Warens; indeed, as 

everything belonged to me, there was nothing to steal; besides, the elevated notions I had 

imbibed ought to have rendered me in future above such meanness, and generally speaking they 

certainly did so; but this rather proceeded from my having learned to conquer temptations, than 

having succeeded in rooting out the propensity, and I should even now greatly dread stealing, as 

in my infancy, were I yet subject to the same inclinations. I had a proof of this at M. Malby’s, 

when, though surrounded by a number of little things that I could easily have pilfered, and which 

appeared no temptation, I took it into my head to covert some white Arbois wine, some glasses 

of which I had drank at table, and thought delicious. It happened to be rather thick, and as I 

fancied myself an excellent finer of wine, I mentioned my skill, and this was accordingly trusted 

to my care, but in attempting to mend, I spoiled it, though to the sight only, for it remained 

equally agreeable to the taste. Profiting by this opportunity, I furnished myself from time to time 

with a few bottles to drink in my own apartment; but unluckily, I could never drink without 

eating; the difficulty lay therefore, in procuring bread. It was impossible to make a reserve of this 

article, and to have it brought by the footman was discovering myself, and insulting the master of 

the house; I could not bear to purchase it myself; how could a fine gentleman, with a sword at his 

side, enter a baker’s shop to buy a small loaf of bread? it was utterly impossible. At length I 

recollected the thoughtless saying of a great princess, who, on being informed that the country 

people had no bread, replied, “Then let them eat pastry!” Yet even this resource was attended 

with a difficulty. I sometimes went out alone for this very purpose, running over the whole city, 

and passing thirty pastry cook’s shops, without daring to enter any one of them. In the first place, 

it was necessary there should be only one person in the shop, and that person’s physiognomy 

must be so encouraging as to give me confidence to pass the threshold; but when once the dear 

little cake was procured, and I shut up in my chamber with that and a bottle of wine, taken 

cautiously from the bottom of a cupboard, how much did I enjoy drinking my wine, and reading 

a few pages of a novel; for when I have no company I always wish to read while eating; it seems 



a substitute for society, and I dispatch alternately a page and a morsel; ‘tis indeed, as if my book 

dined with me. 

I was neither dissolute nor sottish, never in my whole life having been intoxicated with liquor; 

my little thefts were not very indiscreet, yet they were discovered; the bottles betrayed me, and 

though no notice was taken of it, I had no longer the management of the cellar. In all this 

Monsieur Malby conducted himself with prudence and politeness, being really a very deserving 

man, who, under a manner as harsh as his employment, concealed a real gentleness of disposition 

and uncommon goodness of heart: he was judicious, equitable, and (what would not be expected 

from an officer of the Marechausse) very humane. 

Sensible of his indulgence, I became greatly attached to him, which made my stay at Lyons 

longer than it would otherwise have been; but at length, disgusted with an employment which I 

was not calculated for, and a situation of great confinement, consequently disagreeable to me, 

after a year’s trial, during which time I spared no pains to fulfill my engagement, I determined to 

quit my pupils; being convinced I should never succeed in educating them properly. Monsieur 

Malby saw this as clearly as myself, though I am inclined to think he would never have 

dismissed me had I not spared him the trouble, which was an excess of condescension in this 

particular, that I certainly cannot justify. 

What rendered my situation yet more insupportable was the comparison I was continually 

drawing between the life I now led and that which I had quitted; the remembrance of my dear 

Charmettes, my garden, trees, fountain and orchard, but, above all, the company of her who was 

born to give life and soul to every other enjoyment. On calling to mind our pleasures and 

innocent life, I was seized with such oppressions and heaviness of heart, as deprived me of the 

power of performing anything as it should be. A hundred times was I tempted instantly to set off 

on foot to my dear Madam de Warens, being persuaded that could I once more see her, I should 

be content to die that moment: in fine, I could no longer resist the tender emotions which recalled 

me back to her, whatever it might cost me. I accused myself of not having been sufficiently 

patient, complaisant and kind; concluding I might yet live happily with her on the terms of tender 

friendship, and by showing more for her than I had hitherto done. I formed the finest projects in 

the world, burned to execute them, left all, renounced everything, departed, fled, and arriving in 

all the transports of my early youth, found myself once more at her feet. Alas! I should have died 

there with joy, had I found in her reception, in her embrace, or in her heart, one-quarter of what I 

had formerly found there, and which I yet found the undiminished warmth of. 

Fearful illusions of transitory things, how often dost thou torment us in vain! She received me 

with that excellence of heart which could only die with her; but I sought the influence there 

which could never be recalled, and had hardly been half an hour with her before I was once more 

convinced that my former happiness had vanished forever, and that I was in the same melancholy 

situation which I had been obliged to fly from; yet without being able to accuse any person with 

my unhappiness, for Courtilles really was not to blame, appearing to see my return with more 

pleasure than dissatisfaction. But how could I bear to be a secondary person with her to whom I 

had been everything, and who could never cease being such to me? How could I live an alien in 

that house where I had been the child? The sight of every object that had been witness to my 

former happiness, rendered the comparison yet more distressing; I should have suffered less in 

any other habitation, for this incessantly recalled such pleasing remembrances, that it was 

irritating the recollection of my loss. 



Consumed with vain regrets, given up to the most gloomy melancholy, I resumed the custom 

of remaining alone, except at meals; shut up with my books, I sought to give some useful 

diversion to my ideas, and feeling the imminent danger of want, which I had so long dreaded, I 

sought means to prepare for and receive it, when Madam de Warens should have no other 

resource. I had placed her household on a footing not to become worse; but since my departure 

everything had been altered. He who now managed her affairs was a spendthrift, and wished to 

make a great appearance; such as keeping a good horse with elegant trappings; loved to appear 

gay in the eyes of the neighbors, and was perpetually undertaking something he did not 

understand. Her pension was taken up in advance, her rent was in arrears, debts of every kind 

continued to accumulate; I could plainly foresee that her pension would be seized, and perhaps 

suppressed; in short, I expected nothing but ruin and misfortune, and the moment appeared to 

approach so rapidly that I already felt all its horrors. 

My closet was my only amusement, and after a tedious search for remedies for the sufferings 

of my mind, I determined to seek some against the evil of distressing circumstances, which I 

daily expected would fall upon us, and returning to my old chimeras, behold me once more 

building castles in the air to relieve this dear friend from the cruel extremities into which I saw 

her ready to fall. I did not believe myself wise enough to shine in the republic of letters, or to 

stand any chance of making a fortune by that means; a new idea, therefore, inspired me with that 

confidence, which the mediocrity of my talents could not impart. 

In ceasing to teach music I had not abandoned the thoughts of it; on the contrary, I had studied 

the theory sufficiently to consider myself well informed on the subject. When reflecting on the 

trouble it had cost me to read music, and the great difficulty I yet experienced in singing at sight, 

I began to think the fault might as well arise from the manner of noting as from my own dulness, 

being sensible it was an art which most people find difficult to understand. By examining the 

formation of the signs, I was convinced they were frequently very ill devised. I had before 

thought of marking the gamut by figures, to prevent the trouble of having lines to draw, on 

noting the plainest air; but had been stopped by the difficulty of the octaves, and by the 

distinction of measure and quantity: this idea returned again to my mind, and on a careful 

revision of it, I found the difficulties by no means insurmountable. I pursued it successfully, and 

was at length able to note any music whatever by figures, with the greatest exactitude and 

simplicity. From this moment I supposed my fortune made, and in the ardor of sharing it with her 

to whom I owed everything, thought only of going to Paris, not doubting that on presenting my 

project to the Academy, it would be adopted with rapture. I had brought some money from 

Lyons; I augmented this stock by the sale of my books, and in the course of a fortnight my 

resolution was both formed and executed: in short, full of the magnificent ideas it had inspired, 

and which were common to me on every occasion, I departed from Savoy with my new system 

of music, as I had formerly done from Turin with my heron-fountain. 

Such have been the errors and faults of my youth; I have related the history of them with a 

fidelity which my heart approves; if my riper years were dignified with some virtues, I should 

have related them with the same frankness; it was my intention to have done this, but I must 

forego this pleasing task and stop here. Time, which renders justice to the characters of most 

men, may withdraw the veil; and should my memory reach posterity, they may one day discover 

what I had to say—they will then understand why I am now silent. 

 

 



 

 

  



 

BOOK VII. 

After two years’ silence and patience, and notwithstanding my resolutions, I again take up my 

pen: Reader, suspend your judgment as to the reasons which force me to such a step: of these 

you can be no judge until you shall have read my book. 

My peaceful youth has been seen to pass away calmly and agreeably without any great 

disappointments or remarkable prosperity. This mediocrity was mostly owing to my ardent yet 

feeble nature, less prompt in undertaking than easy to discourage; quitting repose for violent 

agitations, but returning to it from lassitude and inclinations, and which, placing me in an idle 

and tranquil state for which alone I felt I was born, at a distance from the paths of great virtues 

and still further from those of great vices, never permitted me to arrive at anything great, either 

good or bad. What a different account will I soon have to give of myself! Fate, which for thirty 

years forced my inclinations, for thirty others has seemed to oppose them; and this continued 

opposition, between my situation and inclinations, will appear to have been the source of 

enormous faults, unheard of misfortunes, and every virtue except that fortitude which alone can 

do honor to adversity. 

The history of the first part of my life was written from memory, and is consequently full of 

errors. As I am obliged to write the second part from memory also, the errors in it will probably 

be still more numerous. The agreeable remembrance of the finest portion of my years, passed 

with so much tranquillity and innocence, has left in my heart a thousand charming impressions 

which I love incessantly to call to my recollection. It will soon appear how different from these 

those of the rest of my life have been. To recall them to my mind would be to renew their 

bitterness. Far from increasing that of my situation by these sorrowful reflections, I repel them as 

much as possible, and in this endeavor often succeed so well as to be unable to find them at will. 

This facility of forgetting my misfortunes is a consolation which Heaven has reserved to me in 

the midst of those which fate has one day to accumulate upon my head. My memory, which 

presents to me no objects but such as are agreeable, is the happy counterpoise of my terrified 

imagination, by which I foresee nothing but a cruel futurity. 

All the papers I had collected to aid my recollection, and guide me in this undertaking, are no 

longer in my possession, nor can I ever again hope to regain them. 

I have but one faithful guide on which I can depend: this is the chain of the sentiments by 

which the succession of my existence has been marked, and by these the events which have been 

either the cause or the effect of the manner of it. I easily forget my misfortunes, but I cannot 

forget my faults, and still less my virtuous sentiments. The remembrance of these is too dear to 

me ever to suffer them to be effaced from my mind. I may omit facts, transpose events, and fall 

into some errors of dates; but I cannot be deceived in what I have felt, nor in that which from 

sentiment I have done; and to relate this is the chief end of my present work. The real object of 

my confessions is to communicate an exact knowledge of what I interiorly am and have been in 

every situation of my life. I have promised the history of my mind, and to write it faithfully I 

have no need of other memoirs: to enter into my own heart, as I have hitherto done, will alone be 

sufficient. 

There is, however, and very happily, an interval of six or seven years, relative to which I have 

exact references, in a collection of letters copied from the originals, in the hands of M. du 



Peyrou. This collection, which concludes in 1760, comprehends the whole time of my residence 

at the hermitage, and my great quarrel with those who called themselves my friends; that 

memorable epocha of my life, and the source of all my other misfortunes. With respect to more 

recent original letters which may remain in my possession, and are but few in number, instead of 

transcribing them at the end of this collection, too voluminous to enable me to deceive the 

vigilance of my Arguses, I will copy them into the work whenever they appear to furnish any 

explanation, be this either for or against myself; for I am not under the least apprehension lest the 

reader should forget I make my confession, and be induced to believe I make my apology; but he 

cannot expect I shall conceal the truth when it testifies in my favor. 

The second part, it is likewise to be remembered, contains nothing in common with the first, 

except truth; nor has any other advantage over it, but the importance of the facts; in everything 

else, it is inferior to the former. I wrote the first with pleasure, with satisfaction, and at my ease, 

at Wootton, or in the castle Trie: everything I had to recollect was a new enjoyment. I returned to 

my closet with an increased pleasure, and, without constraint, gave that turn to my descriptions 

which most flattered my imagination. 

At present my head and memory are become so weak as to render me almost incapable of 

every kind of application: my present undertaking is the result of constraint, and a heart full of 

sorrow. I have nothing to treat of but misfortunes, treacheries, perfidies, and circumstances 

equally afflicting. I would give the world, could I bury in the obscurity of time every thing I have 

to say, and which, in spite of myself, I am obliged to relate. I am, at the same time, under the 

necessity of being mysterious and subtle, of endeavoring to impose and of descending to things 

the most foreign to my nature. The ceiling under which I write has eyes; the walls of my 

chamber have ears. Surrounded by spies and by vigilant and malevolent inspectors, disturbed, 

and my attention diverted, I hastily commit to paper a few broken sentences, which I have 

scarcely time to read, and still less to correct. I know that, notwithstanding the barriers which are 

multiplied around me, my enemies are afraid truth should escape by some little opening. What 

means can I take to introduce it to the world? This, however, I attempt with but few hopes of 

success. The reader will judge whether or not such a situation furnishes the means of agreeable 

descriptions, or of giving them a seductive coloring! I therefore inform such as may undertake to 

read this work, that nothing can secure them from weariness in the prosecution of their task, 

unless it be the desire of becoming more fully acquainted with a man whom they already know, 

and a sincere love of justice and truth. 

In my first part I brought down my narrative to my departure with infinite regret for Paris, 

leaving my heart at Charmettes, and, there building my last castle in the air, intending some day 

to return to the feet of mamma, restored to herself, with the treasures I should have acquired, and 

depending upon my system of music as upon a certain fortune. 

I made some stay at Lyons to visit my acquaintance, procure letters of recommendation to 

Paris, and to sell my books of geometry which I had brought with me. I was well received by all 

whom I knew. M. and Madam de Malby seemed pleased to see me again, and several times 

invited me to dinner. At their house I became acquainted with the Abbe de Malby, as I had 

already done with the Abbe de Condillac, both of whom were on a visit to their brother. The 

Abbe de Malby gave me letters to Paris; among others, one to M. de Pontenelle, and another to 

the Comte de Caylus. These were very agreeable acquaintances, especially the first, to whose 

friendship for me his death only put a period, and from whom, in our private conversations, I 

received advice which I ought to have more exactly followed. 



I likewise saw M. Bordes, with whom I had been long acquainted, and who had frequently 

obliged me with the greatest cordiality and the most real pleasure. He it was who enabled me to 

sell my books; and he also gave me from himself good recommendations to Paris. I again saw 

the intendant for whose acquaintance I was indebted to M. Bordes, and who introduced me to the 

Duke de Richelieu, who was then passing through Lyons. M. Pallu presented me. The Duke 

received me well, and invited me to come and see him at Paris; I did so several times; although 

this great acquaintance, of which I shall frequently have occasion to speak, was never of the most 

trifling utility to me. 

I visited the musician David, who, in one of my former journeys, and in my distress, had 

rendered me service. He had either lent or given me a cap and a pair of stockings, which I have 

never returned, nor has he ever asked me for them, although we have since that time frequently 

seen each other. I, however, made him a present, something like an equivalent. I would say more 

upon this subject, were what I have owned in question; but I have to speak of what I have done, 

which, unfortunately, is far from being the same thing. 

I also saw the noble and generous Perrichon, and not without feeling the effects of his 

accustomed munificence; for he made me the same present he had previously done to the elegant 

Bernard, by paying for my place in the diligence. I visited the surgeon Parisot, the best and most 

benevolent of men; as also his beloved Godefroi, who had lived with him ten years, and whose 

merit chiefly consisted in her gentle manners and goodness of heart. It was impossible to see this 

woman without pleasure, or to leave her without regret. Nothing better shows the inclinations of 

a man, than the nature of his attachments. 

     [Unless he be deceived in his choice, or that she, to whom he 

     attaches himself, changes her character by an extraordinary 

     concurrence of causes, which is not absolutely impossible.  Were 

     this consequence to be admitted without modification, Socrates 

must 

     be judged of by his wife Xantippe, and Dion by his friend Calippus, 

     which would be the most false and iniquitous judgment ever made. 

     However, let no injurious application be here made to my wife.  She 

     is weak and more easily deceived than I at first imagined, but by 

     her pure and excellent character she is worthy of all my esteem.] 

Those who had once seen the gentle Godefroi, immediately knew the good and amiable 

Parisot. 

I was much obliged to all these good people, but I afterwards neglected them all; not from 

ingratitude, but from that invincible indolence which so often assumes its appearance. The 

remembrance of their services has never been effaced from my mind, nor the impression they 

made from my heart; but I could more easily have proved my gratitude, than assiduously have 

shown them the exterior of that sentiment. Exactitude in correspondence is what I never could 

observe; the moment I began to relax, the shame and embarrassment of repairing my fault made 

me aggravate it, and I entirely desist from writing; I have, therefore, been silent, and appeared to 

forget them. Parisot and Perrichon took not the least notice of my negligence, and I ever found 

them the same. But, twenty years afterwards it will be seen, in M. Bordes, to what a degree the 

self-love of a wit can make him carry his vengeance when he feels himself neglected. 

Before I leave Lyons, I must not forget an amiable person, whom I again saw with more 

pleasure than ever, and who left in my heart the most tender remembrance. This was 



Mademoiselle Serre, of whom I have spoken in my first part; I renewed my acquaintance with 

her whilst I was at M. de Malby’s. 

Being this time more at leisure, I saw her more frequently, and she made the most sensible 

impressions on my heart. I had some reason to believe her own was not unfavorable to my 

pretensions; but she honored me with her confidence so far as to remove from me all temptation 

to allure her partiality. 

She had no fortune, and in this respect exactly resembled myself; our situations were too 

similar to permit us to become united; and with the views I then had, I was far from thinking of 

marriage. She gave me to understand that a young merchant, one M. Geneve, seemed to wish to 

obtain her hand. I saw him once or twice at her lodgings; he appeared to me to be an honest man, 

and this was his general character. Persuaded she would be happy with him, I was desirous he 

should marry her, which he afterwards did; and that I might not disturb their innocent love, I 

hastened my departure; offering up, for the happiness of that charming woman, prayers, which, 

here below were not long heard. Alas! her time was very short, for I afterwards heard she died in 

the second or third year after her marriage. My mind, during the journey, was wholly absorbed in 

tender regret. I felt, and since that time, when these circumstances have been present to my 

recollection, have frequently done the same; that although the sacrifices made to virtue and our 

duty may sometimes be painful, we are well rewarded by the agreeable remembrance they leave 

deeply engraven in our hearts. 

I this time saw Paris in as favorable a point of view as it had appeared to me in an unfavorable 

one at my first journey; not that my ideas of its brilliancy arose from the splendor of my 

lodgings; for in consequence of an address given me by M. Bordes, I resided at the Hotel St. 

Quentin, Rue des Cordiers, near the Sorbonne; a vile street, a miserable hotel, and a wretched 

apartment: but nevertheless a house in which several men of merit, such as Gresset, Bordes, 

Abbe Malby, Condillac, and several others, of whom unfortunately I found not one, had taken up 

their quarters; but I there met with M. Bonnefond, a man unacquainted with the world, lame, 

litigious, and who affected to be a purist. To him I owe the acquaintance of M. Roguin, at present 

the oldest friend I have and by whose means I became acquainted with Diderot, of whom I shall 

soon have occasion to say a good deal. 

I arrived at Paris in the autumn of 1741, with fifteen louis in my purse, and with my comedy 

of Narcissus and my musical project in my pocket. These composed my whole stock; 

consequently I had not much time to lose before I attempted to turn the latter to some advantage. 

I therefore immediately thought of making use of my recommendations. 

A young man who arrives at Paris, with a tolerable figure, and announces himself by his 

talents, is sure to be well received. This was my good fortune, which procured me some pleasure 

without leading to anything solid. Of all the persons to whom I was recommended, three only 

were useful to me. M. Damesin, a gentleman of Savoy, at that time equerry, and I believe 

favorite, of the Princess of Carignan; M. de Boze, Secretary of the Academy of Inscriptions, and 

keeper of the medals of the king’s cabinet; and Father Castel, a Jesuit, author of the ‘Clavecin 

oculaire’.—[ocular harpsichord.] 

All these recommendations, except that to M. Damesin, were given me by the Abbe de Malby. 

M. Damesin provided me with that which was most needful, by means of two persons with 

whom he brought me acquainted. One was M. Gase, ‘president a mortier’ of the parliament of 

Bordeaux, and who played very well upon the violin; the other, the Abbe de Leon, who then 

lodged in the Sorbonne, a young nobleman; extremely amiable, who died in the flower of his 



age, after having, for a few moments, made a figure in the world under the name of the Chevalier 

de Rohan. Both these gentlemen had an inclination to learn composition. In this I gave them 

lessons for a few months, by which means my decreasing purse received some little aid. The 

Abbe Leon conceived a friendship for me, and wished me to become his secretary; but he was far 

from being rich, and all the salary he could offer me was eight hundred livres, which, with 

infinite regret, I refused; since it was insufficient to defray the expenses of my lodging, food, and 

clothing. 

I was well received by M. de Boze. He had a thirst for knowledge, of which he possessed not a 

little, but was somewhat pedantic. Madam de Boze much resembled him; she was lively and 

affected. I sometimes dined with them, and it is impossible to be more awkward than I was in her 

presence. Her easy manner intimidated me, and rendered mine more remarkable. When she 

presented me a plate, I modestly put forward my fork to take one of the least bits of what she 

offered me, which made her give the plate to her servant, turning her head aside that I might not 

see her laugh. She had not the least suspicion that in the head of the rustic with whom she was so 

diverted there was some small portion of wit. M. de Boze presented me to M. de Reaumur, his 

friend, who came to dine with him every Friday, the day on which the Academy of Sciences met. 

He mentioned to him my project, and the desire I had of having it examined by the academy. M. 

de Reaumur consented to make the proposal, and his offer was accepted. On the day appointed I 

was introduced and presented by M. de Reaumur, and on the same day, August 22d, 1742, I had 

the honor to read to the academy the memoir I had prepared for that purpose. Although this 

illustrious assembly might certainly well be expected to inspire me with awe, I was less 

intimidated on this occasion than I had been in the presence of Madam de Boze, and I got 

tolerably well through my reading and the answers I was obliged to give. The memoir was well 

received, and acquired me some compliments by which I was equally surprised and flattered, 

imagining that before such an assembly, whoever was not a member of it could not have 

commonsense. The persons appointed to examine my system were M. Mairan, M. Hellot, and M. 

de Fouchy, all three men of merit, but not one of them understood music, at least not enough of 

composition to enable them to judge of my project. 

During my conference with these gentlemen, I was convinced with no less certainty than 

surprise, that if men of learning have sometimes fewer prejudices than others, they more 

tenaciously retain those they have. However weak or false most of their objections were, and 

although I answered them with great timidity, and I confess, in bad terms, yet with decisive 

reasons, I never once made myself understood, or gave them any explanation in the least 

satisfactory. I was constantly surprised at the facility with which, by the aid of a few sonorous 

phrases, they refuted, without having comprehended me. They had learned, I know not where, 

that a monk of the name of Souhaitti had formerly invented a mode of noting the gamut by 

ciphers: a sufficient proof that my system was not new. This might, perhaps, be the case; for 

although I had never heard of Father Souhaitti, and notwithstanding his manner of writing the 

seven notes without attending to the octaves was not, under any point of view, worthy of entering 

into competition with my simple and commodious invention for easily noting by ciphers every 

possible kind of music, keys, rests, octaves, measure, time, and length of note; things on which 

Souhaitti had never thought: it was nevertheless true, that with respect to the elementary 

expression of the seven notes, he was the first inventor. 

But besides their giving to this primitive invention more importance than was due to it, they 

went still further, and, whenever they spoke of the fundamental principles of the system, talked 

nonsense. The greatest advantage of my scheme was to supersede transpositions and keys, so that 



the same piece of music was noted and transposed at will by means of the change of a single 

initial letter at the head of the air. These gentlemen had heard from the music-masters of Paris 

that the method of executing by transposition was a bad one; and on this authority converted the 

most evident advantage of my system into an invincible objection against it, and affirmed that 

my mode of notation was good for vocal music, but bad for instrumental; instead of concluding 

as they ought to have done, that it was good for vocal, and still better for instrumental. On their 

report the academy granted me a certificate full of fine compliments, amidst which it appeared 

that in reality it judged my system to be neither new nor useful. I did not think proper to 

ornament with such a paper the work entitled ‘Dissertation sur la musique moderne’, by which I 

appealed to the public. 

I had reason to remark on this occasion that, even with a narrow understanding, the sole but 

profound knowledge of a thing is preferable for the purpose of judging of it, to all the lights 

resulting from a cultivation of the sciences, when to these a particular study of that in question 

has not been joined. The only solid objection to my system was made by Rameau. I had scarcely 

explained it to him before he discovered its weak part. “Your signs,” said he, “are very good 

inasmuch as they clearly and simply determine the length of notes, exactly represent intervals, 

and show the simple in the double note, which the common notation does not do; but they are 

objectionable on account of their requiring an operation of the mind, which cannot always 

accompany the rapidity of execution. The position of our notes,” continued he, “is described to 

the eye without the concurrence of this operation. If two notes, one very high and the other very 

low, be joined by a series of intermediate ones, I see at the first glance the progress from one to 

the other by conjoined degrees; but in your system, to perceive this series, I must necessarily run 

over your ciphers one after the other; the glance of the eye is here useless.” The objection 

appeared to me insurmountable, and I instantly assented to it. Although it be simple and striking, 

nothing can suggest it but great knowledge and practice of the art, and it is by no means 

astonishing that not one of the academicians should have thought of it. But what creates much 

surprise is, that these men of great learning, and who are supposed to possess so much 

knowledge, should so little know that each ought to confine his judgment to that which relates to 

the study with which he has been conversant. 

My frequent visits to the literati appointed to examine my system and the other academicians 

gave me an opportunity of becoming acquainted with the most distinguished men of letters in 

Paris, and by this means the acquaintance that would have been the consequence of my sudden 

admission amongst them, which afterwards came to pass, was already established. With respect 

to the present moment, absorbed in my new system of music, I obstinately adhered to my 

intention of effecting a revolution in the art, and by that means of acquiring a celebrity which, in 

the fine arts, is in Paris mostly accompanied by fortune. I shut myself in my chamber and labored 

three or four months with inexpressible ardor, in forming into a work for the public eye, the 

memoir I had read before the academy. The difficulty was to find a bookseller to take my 

manuscript; and this on account of the necessary expenses for new characters, and because 

booksellers give not their money by handfuls to young authors; although to me it seemed but just 

my work should render me the bread I had eaten while employed in its composition. 

Bonnefond introduced me to Quillau the father, with whom I agreed to divide the profits, 

without reckoning the privilege, of which I paid the whole expense. Such were the future 

proceedings of this Quillau that I lost the expenses of my privilege, never having received a 

farthing from that edition; which, probably, had but very middling success, although the Abbe 



des Fontaines promised to give it celebrity, and, notwithstanding the other journalists, had 

spoken of it very favorably. 

The greatest obstacle to making the experiment of my system was the fear, in case of its not 

being received, of losing the time necessary to learn it. To this I answered, that my notes 

rendered the ideas so clear, that to learn music by means of the ordinary characters, time would 

be gained by beginning with mine. To prove this by experience, I taught music gratis to a young 

American lady, Mademoiselle des Roulins, with whom M. Roguin had brought me acquainted. 

In three months she read every kind of music, by means of my notation, and sung at sight better 

than I did myself, any piece that was not too difficult. This success was convincing, but not 

known; any other person would have filled the journals with the detail, but with some talents for 

discovering useful things, I never have possessed that of setting them off to advantage. 

Thus was my airy castle again overthrown; but this time I was thirty years of age, and in Paris, 

where it is impossible to live for a trifle. The resolution I took upon this occasion will astonish 

none but those by whom the first part of these memoirs has not been read with attention. I had 

just made great and fruitless efforts, and was in need of relaxation. Instead of sinking with 

despair I gave myself up quietly to my indolence and to the care of Providence; and the better to 

wait for its assistance with patience, I lay down a frugal plan for the slow expenditure of a few 

louis, which still remained in my possession, regulating the expense of my supine pleasures 

without retrenching it; going to the coffee-house but every other day, and to the theatre but twice 

a week. With respect to the expenses of girls of easy virtue, I had no retrenchment to make; 

never having in the whole course of my life applied so much as a farthing to that use except 

once, of which I shall soon have occasion to speak. The security, voluptuousness, and confidence 

with which I gave myself up to this indolent and solitary life, which I had not the means of 

continuing for three months, is one of the singularities of my life, and the oddities of my 

disposition. The extreme desire I had the public should think of me was precisely what 

discouraged me from showing myself; and the necessity of paying visits rendered them to such a 

degree insupportable, that I ceased visiting the academicians and other men of letters, with whom 

I had cultivated an acquaintance. Marivaux, the Abbe Malby, and Fontenelle, were almost the 

only persons whom I sometimes went to see. To the first I showed my comedy of Narcissus. He 

was pleased with it, and had the goodness to make in it some improvements. Diderot, younger 

than these, was much about my own age. He was fond of music, and knew it theoretically; we 

conversed together, and he communicated to me some of his literary projects. This soon formed 

betwixt us a more intimate connection, which lasted fifteen years, and which probably would still 

exist were not I, unfortunately, and by his own fault, of the same profession with himself. 

It would be impossible to imagine in what manner I employed this short and precious interval 

which still remained to me, before circumstances forced me to beg my bread:—in learning by 

memory passages from the poets which I had learned and forgotten a hundred times. Every 

morning at ten o’clock, I went to walk in the Luxembourg with a Virgil and a Rousseau in my 

pocket, and there, until the hour of dinner, I passed away the time in restoring to my memory a 

sacred ode or a bucolic, without being discouraged by forgetting, by the study of the morning, 

what I had learned the evening before. I recollected that after the defeat of Nicias at Syracuse the 

captive Athenians obtained a livelihood by reciting the poems of Homer. The use I made of this 

erudition to ward off misery was to exercise my happy memory by learning all the poets by rote. 

I had another expedient, not less solid, in the game of chess, to which I regularly dedicated, at 

Maugis, the evenings on which I did not go to the theatre. I became acquainted with M. de Legal, 

M. Husson, Philidor, and all the great chess players of the day, without making the least 



improvement in the game. However, I had no doubt but, in the end, I should become superior to 

them all, and this, in my own opinion, was a sufficient resource. The same manner of reasoning 

served me in every folly to which I felt myself inclined. I said to myself: whoever excels in 

anything is sure to acquire a distinguished reception in society. Let us therefore excel, no matter 

in what, I shall certainly be sought after; opportunities will present themselves, and my own 

merit will do the rest. This childishness was not the sophism of my reason; it was that of my 

indolence. Dismayed at the great and rapid efforts which would have been necessary to call forth 

my endeavors, I strove to flatter my idleness, and by arguments suitable to the purpose, veiled 

from my own eyes the shame of such a state. 

I thus calmly waited for the moment when I was to be without money; and had not Father 

Castel, whom I sometimes went to see in my way to the coffee-house, roused me from my 

lethargy, I believe I should have seen myself reduced to my last farthing without the least 

emotion. Father Castel was a madman, but a good man upon the whole; he was sorry to see me 

thus impoverish myself to no purpose. “Since musicians and the learned,” said he, “do not sing 

by your scale, change the string, and apply to the women. You will perhaps succeed better with 

them. I have spoken of you to Madam de Beuzenval; go to her from me; she is a good woman 

who will be glad to see the countryman of her son and husband. You will find at her house 

Madam de Broglie, her daughter, who is a woman of wit. Madam Dupin is another to whom I 

also have mentioned you; carry her your work; she is desirous of seeing you, and will receive 

you well. No thing is done in Paris without the women. They are the curves, of which the wise 

are the asymptotes; they incessantly approach each other, but never touch.” 

After having from day to day delayed these very disagreeable steps, I at length took courage, 

and called upon Madam de Beuzenval. She received me with kindness; and Madam de Broglio 

entering the chamber, she said to her: “Daughter, this is M. Rousseau, of whom Father Castel has 

spoken to us.” Madam de Broglie complimented me upon my work, and going to her harpsichord 

proved to me she had already given it some attention. Perceiving it to be about one o’clock, I 

prepared to take my leave. Madam de Beuzenval said to me: “You are at a great distance from 

the quarter of the town in which you reside; stay and dine here.” I did not want asking a second 

time. A quarter of an hour afterwards, I understood, by a word, that the dinner to which she had 

invited me was that of her servants’ hall. Madam de Beuzenval was a very good kind of woman, 

but of a confined understanding, and too full of her illustrious Polish nobility: she had no idea of 

the respect due to talents. On this occasion, likewise, she judged me by my manner rather than by 

my dress, which, although very plain, was very neat, and by no means announced a man to dine 

with servants. I had too long forgotten the way to the place where they eat to be inclined to take 

it again. Without suffering my anger to appear, I told Madam de Beuzenval that I had an affair of 

a trifling nature which I had just recollected obliged me to return home, and I immediately 

prepared to depart. Madam de Broglie approached her mother, and whispered in her ear a few 

words which had their effect. Madam de Beuzenval rose to prevent me from going, and said, “I 

expect that you will do us the honor to dine with us.” In this case I thought to show pride would 

be a mark of folly, and I determined to stay. The goodness of Madam de Broglie had besides 

made an impression upon me, and rendered her interesting in my eyes. I was very glad to dine 

with her, and hoped, that when she knew me better, she would not regret having procured me 

that honor. The President de Lamoignon, very intimate in the family, dined there also. He, as 

well as Madam de Broglie, was a master of all the modish and fashionable small talk jargon of 

Paris. Poor Jean Jacques was unable to make a figure in this way. I had sense enough not to 

pretend to it, and was silent. Happy would it have been for me, had I always possessed the same 



wisdom; I should not be in the abyss into which I am now fallen. I was vexed at my own 

stupidity, and at being unable to justify to Madam de Broglie what she had done in my favor. 

After dinner I thought of my ordinary resource. I had in my pocket an epistle in verse, written 

to Parisot during my residence at Lyons. This fragment was not without some fire, which I 

increased by my manner of reading, and made them all three shed tears. Whether it was vanity, 

or really the truth, I thought the eyes of Madam de Broglie seemed to say to her mother: “Well, 

mamma, was I wrong in telling you this man was fitter to dine with us than with your women?” 

Until then my heart had been rather burdened, but after this revenge I felt myself satisfied. 

Madam de Broglie, carrying her favorable opinion of me rather too far, thought I should 

immediately acquire fame in Paris, and become a favorite with fine ladies. To guide my 

inexperience she gave me the confessions of the Count de ——-. “This book,” said she, “is a 

Mentor, of which you will stand in need in the great world. You will do well by sometimes 

consulting it.” I kept the book upwards of twenty years with a sentiment of gratitude to her from 

whose hand I had received it, although I frequently laughed at the opinion the lady seemed to 

have of my merit in gallantry. From the moment I had read the work, I was desirous of acquiring 

the friendship of the author. My inclination led me right; he is the only real friend I ever 

possessed amongst men of letters. 

     [I have so long been of the same opinion, and so perfectly 

convinced 

     of its being well founded, that since my return to Paris I confided 

     to him the manuscript of my confessions.  The suspicious J. J. 

     never suspected perfidy and falsehood until he had been their 

     victim.] 

From this time I thought I might depend on the services of Madam the Baroness of Beuzenval, 

and the Marchioness of Broglie, and that they would not long leave me without resource. In this I 

was not deceived. But I must now speak of my first visit to Madam Dupin, which produced more 

lasting consequences. 

Madam Dupin was, as every one in Paris knows, the daughter of Samuel Bernard and Madam 

Fontaine. There were three sisters, who might be called the three graces. Madam de la Touche 

who played a little prank, and went to England with the Duke of Kingston. Madam Darby, the 

eldest of the three; the friend, the only sincere friend of the Prince of Conti; an adorable woman, 

as well by her sweetness and the goodness of her charming character, as by her agreeable wit and 

incessant cheerfulness. Lastly, Madam Dupin, more beautiful than either of her sisters, and the 

only one who has not been reproached with some levity of conduct. 

She was the reward of the hospitality of M. Dupin, to whom her mother gave her in marriage 

with the place of farmer general and an immense fortune, in return for the good reception he had 

given her in his province. When I saw her for the first time, she was still one of the finest women 

in Paris. She received me at her toilette, her arms were uncovered, her hair dishevelled, and her 

combing-cloth ill-arranged. This scene was new to me; it was too powerful for my poor head, I 

became confused, my senses wandered; in short, I was violently smitten by Madam Dupin. 

 

 

 



 

My confusion was not prejudicial to me; she did not perceive it. She kindly received the book 

and the author; spoke with information of my plan, sung, accompanied herself on the 

harpsichord, kept me to dinner, and placed me at table by her side. Less than this would have 



turned my brain; I became mad. She permitted me to visit her, and I abused the permission. I 

went to see her almost every day, and dined with her twice or thrice a week. I burned with 

inclination to speak, but never dared attempt it. Several circumstances increased my natural 

timidity. Permission to visit in an opulent family was a door open to fortune, and in my situation 

I was unwilling to run the risk of shutting it against myself. 

Madam Dupin, amiable as she was, was serious and unanimated; I found nothing in her 

manners sufficiently alluring to embolden me. Her house, at that time, as brilliant as any other in 

Paris, was frequented by societies the less numerous, as the persons by whom they were 

composed were chosen on account of some distinguished merit. She was fond of seeing every 

one who had claims to a marked superiority; the great men of letters, and fine women. No person 

was seen in her circle but dukes, ambassadors, and blue ribbons. The Princess of Rohan, the 

Countess of Forcalquier, Madam de Mirepoix, Madam de Brignole, and Lady Hervey, passed for 

her intimate friends. The Abbes de Fontenelle, de Saint Pierre, and Saltier, M. de Fourmont, M. 

de Berms, M. de Buffon, and M. de Voltaire, were of her circle and her dinners. If her reserved 

manner did not attract many young people, her society inspired the greater awe, as it was 

composed of graver persons, and the poor Jean-Jacques had no reason to flatter himself he 

should be able to take a distinguished part in the midst of such superior talents. I therefore had 

not courage to speak; but no longer able to contain myself, I took a resolution to write. For the 

first two days she said not a word to me upon the subject. On the third day, she returned me my 

letter, accompanying it with a few exhortations which froze my blood. I attempted to speak, but 

my words expired upon my lips; my sudden passion was extinguished with my hopes, and after a 

declaration in form I continued to live with her upon the same terms as before, without so much 

as speaking to her even by the language of the eyes. 

I thought my folly was forgotten, but I was deceived. M. de Francueil, son to M. Dupin, and 

son-in-law to Madam Dupin, was much the same with herself and me. He had wit, a good 

person, and might have pretensions. This was said to be the case, and probably proceeded from 

his mother-in-law’s having given him an ugly wife of a mild disposition, with whom, as well as 

with her husband, she lived upon the best of terms. M. de Francueil was fond of talents in others, 

and cultivated those he possessed. Music, which he understood very well, was a means of 

producing a connection between us. I frequently saw him, and he soon gained my friendship. He, 

however, suddenly gave me to understand that Madam Dupin thought my visits too frequent, and 

begged me to discontinue them. Such a compliment would have been proper when she returned 

my letter; but eight or ten days afterwards, and without any new cause, it appeared to me ill-

timed. This rendered my situation the more singular, as M. and Madam de Francueil still 

continued to give me the same good reception as before. 

I however made the intervals between my visits longer, and I should entirely have ceased 

calling on them, had not Madam Dupin, by another unexpected caprice, sent to desire I would for 

a few days take care of her son, who changing his preceptor, remained alone during that interval. 

I passed eight days in such torments as nothing but the pleasure of obeying Madam Dupin could 

render supportable: I would not have undertaken to pass eight other days like them had Madam 

Dupin given me herself for the recompense. 

M. de Francueil conceived a friendship for me, and I studied with him. We began together a 

course of chemistry at Rouelles. That I might be nearer at hand, I left my hotel at Quentin, and 

went to lodge at the Tennis Court, Rue Verdelet, which leads into the Rue Platiere, where M. 

Dupin lived. There, in consequence of a cold neglected, I contracted an inflammation of the 

lungs that had liked to have carried me off. In my younger days I frequently suffered from 



inflammatory disorders, pleurisies, and especially quinsies, to which I was very subject, and 

which frequently brought me near enough to death to familiarize me to its image. 

During my convalescence I had leisure to reflect upon my situation, and to lament my 

timidity, weakness and indolence; these, notwithstanding the fire with which I found myself 

inflamed, left me to languish in an inactivity of mind, continually on the verge of misery. The 

evening preceding the day on which I was taken ill, I went to an opera by Royer; the name I have 

forgotten. Notwithstanding my prejudice in favor of the talents of others, which has ever made 

me distrustful of my own, I still thought the music feeble, and devoid of animation and 

invention. I sometimes had the vanity to flatter myself: I think I could do better than that. But the 

terrible idea I had formed of the composition of an opera, and the importance I heard men of the 

profession affix to such an undertaking, instantly discouraged me, and made me blush at having 

so much as thought of it. Besides, where was I to find a person to write the words, and one who 

would give himself the trouble of turning the poetry to my liking? These ideas of music and the 

opera had possession of my mind during my illness, and in the delirium of my fever I composed 

songs, duets, and choruses. I am certain I composed two or three little pieces, ‘di prima 

infenzione’, perhaps worthy of the admiration of masters, could they have heard them executed. 

Oh, could an account be taken of the dreams of a man in a fever, what great and sublime things 

would sometimes proceed from his delirium! 

These subjects of music and opera still engaged my attention during my convalescence, but 

my ideas were less energetic. Long and frequent meditations, and which were often involuntary, 

and made such an impression upon my mind that I resolved to attempt both words and music. 

This was not the first time I had undertaken so difficult a task. Whilst I was at Chambery I had 

composed an opera entitled ‘Iphis and Anaxarete’, which I had the good sense to throw into the 

fire. At Lyons I had composed another, entitled ‘La Decouverte du Nouveau Monde’, which, 

after having read it to M. Bordes, the Abbes Malby, Trublet, and others, had met the same fate, 

notwithstanding I had set the prologue and the first act to music, and although David, after 

examining the composition, had told me there were passages in it worthy of Buononcini. 

Before I began the work I took time to consider of my plan. In a heroic ballet I proposed three 

different subjects, in three acts, detached from each other, set to music of a different character, 

taking for each subject the amours of a poet. I entitled this opera Les Muses Galantes. My first 

act, in music strongly characterized, was Tasso; the second in tender harmony, Ovid; and the 

third, entitled Anacreon, was to partake of the gayety of the dithyrambus. I tried my skill on the 

first act, and applied to it with an ardor which, for the first time, made me feel the delightful 

sensation produced by the creative power of composition. One evening, as I entered the opera, 

feeling myself strongly incited and overpowered by my ideas, I put my money again into my 

pocket, returned to my apartment, locked the door, and, having close drawn all the curtains, that 

every ray of light might be excluded, I went to bed, abandoning myself entirely to this musical 

and poetical ‘oestrum’, and in seven or eight hours rapidly composed the greatest part of an act. I 

can truly say my love for the Princess of Ferrara (for I was Tasso for the moment) and my noble 

and lofty sentiment with respect to her unjust brother, procured me a night a hundred times more 

delicious than one passed in the arms of the princess would have been. In the morning but a very 

little of what I had done remained in my head, but this little, almost effaced by sleep and 

lassitude, still sufficiently evinced the energy of the pieces of which it was the scattered remains. 

I this time did, not proceed far with my undertaking, being interrupted by other affairs. Whilst 

I attached myself to the family of Dupin, Madam de Beuzenval and Madam de Broglie, whom I 

continued to visit, had not forgotten me. The Count de Montaigu, captain in the guards, had just 



been appointed ambassador to Venice. He was an ambassador made by Barjac, to whom he 

assiduously paid his court. His brother, the Chevalier de Montaigu, ‘gentilhomme de la manche’ 

to the dauphin, was acquainted with these ladies, and with the Abbe Alary of the French 

academy, whom I sometimes visited. Madam de Broglie having heard the ambassador was 

seeking a secretary, proposed me to him. A conference was opened between us. I asked a salary 

of fifty guineas, a trifle for an employment which required me to make some appearance. The 

ambassador was unwilling to give more than a thousand livres, leaving me to make the journey 

at my own expense. The proposal was ridiculous. We could not agree, and M. de Francueil, who 

used all his efforts to prevent my departure, prevailed. 

I stayed, and M. de Montaigu set out on his journey, taking with him another secretary, one M. 

Follau, who had been recommended to him by the office of foreign affairs. They no sooner 

arrived at Venice than they quarrelled. Follau perceiving he had to do with a madman, left him 

there, and M. de Montaigu having nobody with him, except a young abbe of the name of Binis, 

who wrote under the secretary, and was unfit to succeed him, had recourse to me. The chevalier, 

his brother, a man of wit, by giving me to understand there were advantages annexed to the place 

of secretary, prevailed upon me to accept the thousand livres. I was paid twenty louis in advance 

for my journey, and immediately departed. 

At Lyons I would most willingly have taken the road to Mount Cenis, to see my poor mamma. 

But I went down the Rhone, and embarked at Toulon, as well on account of the war, and from a 

motive of economy, as to obtain a passport from M. de Mirepoix, who then commanded in 

Provence, and to whom I was recommended. M. de Montaigu not being able to do without me, 

wrote letter after letter, desiring I would hasten my journey; this, however, an accident 

considerably prolonged. 

It was at the time of the plague at Messina, and the English fleet had anchored there, and 

visited the Felucca, on board of which I was, and this circumstance subjected us, on our arrival, 

after a long and difficult voyage, to a quarantine of one-and-twenty days. 

The passengers had the choice of performing it on board or in the Lazaretto, which we were 

told was not yet furnished. They all chose the Felucca. The insupportable heat, the closeness of 

the vessel, the impossibility of walking in it, and the vermin with which it swarmed, made me at 

all risks prefer the Lazaretto. I was therefore conducted to a large building of two stories, quite 

empty, in which I found neither window, bed, table, nor chair, not so much as even a joint-stool 

or bundle of straw. My night sack and my two trunks being brought me, I was shut in by great 

doors with huge locks, and remained at full liberty to walk at my ease from chamber to chamber 

and story to story, everywhere finding the same solitude and nakedness. 

This, however, did not induce me to repent that I had preferred the Lazaretto to the Felucca; 

and, like another Robinson Crusoe, I began to arrange myself for my one-and twenty days, just 

as I should have done for my whole life. In the first place, I had the amusement of destroying the 

vermin I had caught in the Felucca. As soon as I had got clear of these, by means of changing my 

clothes and linen, I proceeded to furnish the chamber I had chosen. I made a good mattress with 

my waistcoats and shirts; my napkins I converted, by sewing them together, into sheets; my robe 

de chambre into a counterpane; and my cloak into a pillow. I made myself a seat with one of my 

trunks laid flat, and a table with the other. I took out some writing paper and an inkstand, and 

distributed, in the manner of a library, a dozen books which I had with me. In a word, I so well 

arranged my few movables, that except curtains and windows, I was almost as commodiously 

lodged in this Lazeretto, absolutely empty as it was, as I had been at the Tennis Court in the Rue 



Verdelet. My dinners were served with no small degree of pomp; they were escorted by two 

grenadiers with bayonets fixed; the staircase was my dining-room, the landing-place my table, 

and the steps served me for a seat; and as soon as my dinner was served up a little bell was rung 

to inform me I might sit down to table. 

Between my repasts, when I did not either read or write or work at the furnishing of my 

apartment, I went to walk in the burying-ground of the Protestants, which served me as a 

courtyard. From this place I ascended to a lanthorn which looked into the harbor, and from which 

I could see the ships come in and go out. In this manner I passed fourteen days, and should have 

thus passed the whole time of the quarantine without the least weariness had not M. Joinville, 

envoy from France, to whom I found means to send a letter, vinegared, perfumed, and half burnt, 

procured eight days of the time to be taken off: these I went and spent at his house, where I 

confess I found myself better lodged than in the Lazaretto. He was extremely civil to me. 

Dupont, his secretary, was a good creature: he introduced me, as well at Genoa as in the country, 

to several families, the company of which I found very entertaining and agreeable; and I formed 

with him an acquaintance and a correspondence which we kept up for a considerable length of 

time. I continued my journey, very agreeably, through Lombardy. I saw Milan, Verona, Brescie, 

and Padua, and at length arrived at Venice, where I was impatiently expected by the ambassador. 

I found there piles of despatches, from the court and from other ambassadors, the ciphered part 

of which he had not been able to read, although he had all the ciphers necessary for that purpose, 

never having been employed in any office, nor even seen the cipher of a minister. I was at first 

apprehensive of meeting with some embarrassment; but I found nothing could be more easy, and 

in less than a week I had deciphered the whole, which certainly was not worth the trouble; for 

not to mention the little activity required in the embassy of Venice, it was not to such a man as 

M. de Montaigu that government would confide a negotiation of even the most trifling 

importance. Until my arrival he had been much embarrassed, neither knowing how to dictate nor 

to write legibly. I was very useful to him, of which he was sensible; and he treated me well. To 

this he was also induced by another motive. Since the time of M. de Froulay, his predecessor, 

whose head became deranged, the consul from France, M. le Blond, had been charged with the 

affairs of the embassy, and after the arrival of M. de Montaigu, continued to manage them until 

he had put him into the track. M. de Montaigu, hurt at this discharge of his duty by another, 

although he himself was incapable of it, became disgusted with the consul, and as soon as I 

arrived deprived him of the functions of secretary to the embassy to give them to me. They were 

inseparable from the title, and he told me to take it. As long as I remained with him he never sent 

any person except myself under this title to the senate, or to conference, and upon the whole it 

was natural enough he should prefer having for secretary to the embassy a man attached to him, 

to a consul or a clerk of office named by the court. 

This rendered my situation very agreeable, and prevented his gentlemen, who were Italians, as 

well as his pages, and most of his suite from disputing precedence with me in his house. I made 

an advantageous use of the authority annexed to the title he had conferred upon me, by 

maintaining his right of protection, that is, the freedom of his neighborhood, against the attempts 

several times made to infringe it; a privilege which his Venetian officers took no care to defend. 

But I never permitted banditti to take refuge there, although this would have produced me 

advantages of which his excellency would not have disdained to partake. He thought proper, 

however, to claim a part of those of the secretaryship, which is called the chancery. It was in 

time of war, and there were many passports issued. For each of these passports a sequin was paid 

to the secretary who made it out and countersigned it. All my predecessors had been paid this 



sequin by Frenchmen and others without distinction. I thought this unjust, and although I was not 

a Frenchman, I abolished it in favor of the French; but I so rigorously demanded my right from 

persons of every other nation, that the Marquis de Scotti, brother to the favorite of the Queen of 

Spain, having asked for a passport without taking notice of the sequin: I sent to demand it; a 

boldness which the vindictive Italian did not forget. As soon as the new regulation I had made, 

relative to passports, was known, none but pretended Frenchmen, who in a gibberish the most 

mispronounced, called themselves Provencals, Picards, or Burgundians, came to demand them. 

My ear being very fine, I was not thus made a dupe, and I am almost persuaded that not a single 

Italian ever cheated me of my sequin, and that not one Frenchman ever paid it. I was foolish 

enough to tell M. de Montaigu, who was ignorant of everything that passed, what I had done. 

The word sequin made him open his ears, and without giving me his opinion of the abolition of 

that tax upon the French, he pretended I ought to account with him for the others, promising me 

at the same time equivalent advantages. More filled with indignation at this meanness, than 

concern for my own interest, I rejected his proposal. He insisted, and I grew warm. “No, sir,” 

said I, with some heat, “your excellency may keep what belongs to you, but do not take from me 

that which is mine; I will not suffer you to touch a penny of the perquisites arising from 

passports.” Perceiving he could gain nothing by these means he had recourse to others, and 

blushed not to tell me that since I had appropriated to myself the profits of the chancery, it was 

but just I should pay the expenses. I was unwilling to dispute upon this subject, and from that 

time I furnished at my own expense, ink, paper, wax, wax-candle, tape, and even a new seal, for 

which he never reimbursed me to the amount of a farthing. This, however, did not prevent my 

giving a small part of the produce of the passports to the Abbe de Binis, a good creature, and 

who was far from pretending to have the least right to any such thing. If he was obliging to me 

my politeness to him was an equivalent, and we always lived together on the best of terms. 

On the first trial I made of his talents in my official functions, I found him less troublesome 

than I expected he would have been, considering he was a man without experience, in the service 

of an ambassador who possessed no more than himself, and whose ignorance and obstinacy 

constantly counteracted everything with which common-sense and some information inspired me 

for his service and that of the king. The next thing the ambassador did was to connect himself 

with the Marquis Mari, ambassador from Spain, an ingenious and artful man, who, had he 

wished so to do, might have led him by the nose, yet on account of the union of the interests of 

the two crowns he generally gave him good advice, which might have been of essential service, 

had not the other, by joining his own opinion, counteracted it in the execution. The only business 

they had to conduct in concert with each other was to engage the Venetians to maintain their 

neutrality. These did not neglect to give the strongest assurances of their fidelity to their 

engagement at the same time that they publicly furnished ammunition to the Austrian troops, and 

even recruits under pretense of desertion. M. de Montaigu, who I believe wished to render 

himself agreeable to the republic, failed not on his part, notwithstanding my representation to 

make me assure the government in all my despatches, that the Venetians would never violate an 

article of the neutrality. The obstinacy and stupidity of this poor wretch made me write and act 

extravagantly: I was obliged to be the agent of his folly, because he would have it so, but he 

sometimes rendered my employment insupportable and the functions of it almost impracticable. 

For example, he insisted on the greatest part of his despatches to the king, and of those to the 

minister, being written in cipher, although neither of them contained anything that required that 

precaution. I represented to him that between the Friday, the day the despatches from the court 

arrived, and Saturday, on which ours were sent off, there was not sufficient time to write so 



much in cipher, and carry on the considerable correspondence with which I was charged for the 

same courier. He found an admirable expedient, which was to prepare on Thursday the answer to 

the despatches we were expected to receive on the next day. This appeared to him so happily 

imagined, that notwithstanding all I could say on the impossibility of the thing, and the absurdity 

of attempting its execution, I was obliged to comply during the whole time I afterwards remained 

with him, after having made notes of the few loose words he spoke to me in the course of the 

week, and of some trivial circumstances which I collected by hurrying from place to place. 

Provided with these materials I never once failed carrying to him on the Thursday morning a 

rough draft of the despatches which were to be sent off on Saturday, excepting the few additions 

and corrections I hastily made in answer to the letters which arrived on the Friday, and to which 

ours served for answer. He had another custom, diverting enough and which made his 

correspondence ridiculous beyond imagination. He sent back all information to its respective 

source, instead of making it follow its course. To M. Amelot he transmitted the news of the 

court; to M. Maurepas, that of Paris; to M. d’ Havrincourt, the news from Sweden; to M. de 

Chetardie, that from Petersbourg; and sometimes to each of those the news they had respectively 

sent to him, and which I was employed to dress up in terms different from those in which it was 

conveyed to us. As he read nothing of what I laid before him, except the despatches for the court, 

and signed those to other ambassadors without reading them, this left me more at liberty to give 

what turn I thought proper to the latter, and in these therefore I made the articles of information 

cross each other. But it was impossible for me to do the same by despatches of importance; and I 

thought myself happy when M. de Montaigu did not take it into his head to cram into them an 

impromptu of a few lines after his manner. This obliged me to return, and hastily transcribe the 

whole despatch decorated with his new nonsense, and honor it with the cipher, without which he 

would have refused his signature. I was frequently almost tempted, for the sake of his reputation, 

to cipher something different from what he had written, but feeling that nothing could authorize 

such a deception, I left him to answer for his own folly, satisfying myself with having spoken to 

him with freedom, and discharged at my own peril the duties of my station. This is what I always 

did with an uprightness, a zeal and courage, which merited on his part a very different 

recompense from that which in the end I received from him. It was time I should once be what 

Heaven, which had endowed me with a happy disposition, what the education that had been 

given me by the best of women, and that I had given myself, had prepared me for, and I became 

so. Left to my own reflections, without a friend or advice, without experience, and in a foreign 

country, in the service of a foreign nation, surrounded by a crowd of knaves, who, for their own 

interest, and to avoid the scandal of good example, endeavored to prevail upon me to imitate 

them; far from yielding to their solicitations, I served France well, to which I owed nothing, and 

the ambassador still better, as it was right and just I should do to the utmost of my power. 

Irreproachable in a post, sufficiently exposed to censure, I merited and obtained the esteem of the 

republic, that of all the ambassadors with whom we were in correspondence, and the affection of 

the French who resided at Venice, not even excepting the consul, whom with regret I supplanted 

in the functions which I knew belonged to him, and which occasioned me more embarrassment 

than they afforded me satisfaction. 

M. de Montaigu, confiding without reserve to the Marquis Mari, who did not thoroughly 

understand his duty, neglected it to such a degree that without me the French who were at Venice 

would not have perceived that an ambassador from their nation resided there. Always put off 

without being heard when they stood in need of his protection, they became disgusted and no 

longer appeared in his company or at his table, to which indeed he never invited them. I 



frequently did from myself what it was his duty to have done; I rendered to the French, who 

applied to me, all the services in my power. In any other country I should have done more, but, 

on account of my employment, not being able to see persons in place, I was often obliged to 

apply to the consul, and the consul, who was settled in the country with his family, had many 

persons to oblige, which prevented him from acting as he otherwise would have done. However, 

perceiving him unwilling and afraid to speak, I ventured hazardous measures, which sometimes 

succeeded. I recollect one which still makes me laugh. No person would suspect it was to me the 

lovers of the theatre at Paris, owe Coralline and her sister Camille, nothing however, can be more 

true. Veronese, their father, had engaged himself with his children in the Italian company, and 

after having received two thousand livres for the expenses of his journey, instead of setting out 

for France, quietly continued at Venice, and accepted an engagement in the theatre of Saint 

Luke, to which Coralline, a child as she still was, drew great numbers of people. The Duke de 

Greves, as first gentleman of the chamber, wrote to the ambassador to claim the father and the 

daughter. M. de Montaigu when he gave me the letter, confined his instructions to saying, ‘voyez 

cela’, examine and pay attention to this. I went to M. Blond to beg he would speak to the 

patrician, to whom the theatre belonged, and who, I believe, was named Zustinian, that he might 

discharge Veronese, who had engaged in the name of the king. Le Blond, to whom the 

commission was not very agreeable, executed it badly. 

Zustinian answered vaguely, and Veronese was not discharged. I was piqued at this. It was 

during the carnival, and having taken the bahute and a mask, I set out for the palace Zustinian. 

Those who saw my gondola arrive with the livery of the ambassador, were lost in astonishment. 

Venice had never seen such a thing. I entered, and caused myself to be announced by the name 

of ‘Una Siora Maschera’. As soon as I was introduced I took off my mask and told my name. 

The senator turned pale and appeared stupefied with surprise. “Sir;” said I to him in Venetian, “it 

is with much regret I importune your excellency with this visit; but you have in your theatre of 

Saint Luke, a man of the name of Veronese, who is engaged in the service of the king, and whom 

you have been requested, but in vain, to give up: I come to claim him in the name of his 

majesty.” My short harangue was effectual. I had no sooner left the palace than Zustinian ran to 

communicate the adventure to the state inquisitors, by whom he was severely reprehended. 

Veronese was discharged the same day. I sent him word that if he did not set off within a week I 

would have him arrested. He did not wait for my giving him this intimation a second time. 

On another occasion I relieved from difficulty solely by my own means, and almost without 

the assistance of any other person, the captain of a merchant-ship. This was one Captain Olivet, 

from Marseilles; the name of the vessel I have forgotten. His men had quarreled with the 

Sclavonians in the service of the republic, some violence had been committed, and the vessel 

was under so severe an embargo that nobody except the master was suffered to go on board or 

leave it without permission. He applied to the ambassador, who would hear nothing he had to 

say. He afterwards went to the consul, who told him it was not an affair of commerce, and that he 

could not interfere in it. Not knowing what further steps to take he applied to me. I told M. de 

Montaigu he ought to permit me to lay before the senate a memoir on the subject. I do not 

recollect whether or not he consented, or that I presented the memoir; but I perfectly remember 

that if I did it was ineffectual, and the embargo still continuing, I took another method, which 

succeeded. I inserted a relation of the affairs in one of our letters to M. de Maurepas, though I 

had difficulty in prevailing upon M. de Montaigne to suffer the article to pass. 

I knew that our despatches, although their contents were insignificant, were opened at Venice. 

Of this I had a proof by finding the articles they contained, verbatim in the gazette, a treachery of 



which I had in vain attempted to prevail upon the ambassador to complain. My object in 

speaking of the affair in the letter was to turn the curiosity of the ministers of the republic to 

advantage, to inspire them with some apprehensions, and to induce the state to release the vessel: 

for had it been necessary to this effect to wait for an answer from the court, the captain would 

have been ruined before it could have arrived. I did still more, I went alongside the vessel to 

make inquiries of the ship’s company. I took with me the Abbe Patizel, chancellor of the 

consulship, who would rather have been excused, so much were these poor creatures afraid of 

displeasing the Senate. As I could not go on board, on account of the order from the states, I 

remained in my gondola, and there took the depositions successively, interrogating each of the 

mariners, and directing my questions in such a manner as to produce answers which might be to 

their advantage. I wished to prevail upon Patizel to put the questions and take depositions 

himself, which in fact was more his business than mine; but to this he would not consent; he 

never once opened his mouth and refused to sign the depositions after me. This step, somewhat 

bold, was however, successful, and the vessel was released long before an answer came from the 

minister. The captain wished to make me a present; but without being angry with him on that 

account, I tapped him on the shoulder, saying, “Captain Olivet, can you imagine that he who 

does not receive from the French his perquisite for passports, which he found his established 

right, is a man likely to sell them the king’s protection?” He, however, insisted on giving me a 

dinner on board his vessel, which I accepted, and took with me the secretary to the Spanish 

embassy, M. Carrio, a man of wit and amiable manners, to partake of it: he has since been 

secretary to the Spanish embassy at Paris and charge des affaires. I had formed an intimate 

connection with him after the example of our ambassadors. 

Happy should I have been, if, when in the most disinterested manner I did all the service I 

could, I had known how to introduce sufficient order into all these little details, that I might not 

have served others at my own expense. But in employments similar to that I held, in which the 

most trifling faults are of consequence, my whole attention was engaged in avoiding all such 

mistakes as might be detrimental to my service. I conducted, till the last moment, everything 

relative to my immediate duty, with the greatest order and exactness. Excepting a few errors 

which a forced precipitation made me commit in ciphering, and of which the clerks of M. 

Amelot once complained, neither the ambassador nor any other person had ever the least reason 

to reproach me with negligence in any one of my functions. This is remarkable in a man so 

negligent as I am. But my memory sometimes failed me, and I was not sufficiently careful in the 

private affairs with which I was charged; however, a love of justice always made me take the 

loss on myself, and this voluntarily, before anybody thought of complaining. I will mention but 

one circumstance of this nature; it relates to my departure from Venice, and I afterwards felt the 

effects of it in Paris. 

Our cook, whose name was Rousselot, had brought from France an old note for two hundred 

livres, which a hairdresser, a friend of his, had received from a noble Venetian of the name of 

Zanetto Nani, who had had wigs of him to that amount. Rousselot brought me the note, begging I 

would endeavor to obtain payment of some part of it, by way of accommodation. I knew, and he 

knew it also, that the constant custom of noble Venetians was, when once returned to their 

country, never to pay the debts they had contracted abroad. When means are taken to force them 

to payment, the wretched creditor finds so many delays, and incurs such enormous expenses, that 

he becomes disgusted and concludes by giving up his debtor accepting the most trifling 

composition. I begged M. le Blond to speak to Zanetto. The Venetian acknowledged the note, 

but did not agree to payment. After a long dispute he at length promised three sequins; but when 



Le Blond carried him the note even these were not ready, and it was necessary to wait. In this 

interval happened my quarrel with the ambassador and I quitted his service. I had left the papers 

of the embassy in the greatest order, but the note of Rousselot was not to be found. M. le Blond 

assured me he had given it me back. I knew him to be too honest a man to have the least doubt of 

the matter; but it was impossible for me to recollect what I had done with it. As Zanetto had 

acknowledged the debt, I desired M. le Blond to endeavor to obtain from him the three sequins 

on giving him a receipt for the amount, or to prevail upon him to renew the note by way of 

duplicate. Zanetto, knowing the note to be lost, would not agree to either. I offered Rousselot the 

three sequins from my own purse, as a discharge of the debt. He refused them, and said I might 

settle the matter with the creditor at Paris, of whom he gave me the address. The hair-dresser, 

having been informed of what had passed, would either have his note or the whole sum for which 

it was given. What, in my indignation, would I have given to have found this vexatious paper! I 

paid the two hundred livres, and that in my greatest distress. In this manner the loss of the note 

produced to the creditor the payment of the whole sum, whereas had it, unfortunately for him, 

been found, he would have had some difficulty in recovering even the ten crowns, which his 

excellency, Zanetto Nani, had promised to pay. 

The talents I thought I felt in myself for my employment made me discharge the functions of it 

with satisfaction, and except the society of my friend de Carrio, that of the virtuous Altuna, of 

whom I shall soon have an occasion to speak, the innocent recreations of the place Saint Mark, 

of the theatre, and of a few visits which we, for the most part, made together, my only pleasure 

was in the duties of my station. Although these were not considerable, especially with the aid of 

the Abbe de Binis, yet as the correspondence was very extensive and there was a war, I was a 

good deal employed. I applied to business the greatest part of every morning, and on the days 

previous to the departure of the courier, in the evenings, and sometimes till midnight. The rest of 

my time I gave to the study of the political professions I had entered upon, and in which I hoped, 

from my successful beginning, to be advantageously employed. In fact I was in favor with every 

one; the ambassador himself spoke highly of my services, and never complained of anything I 

did for him; his dissatisfaction proceeded from my having insisted on quitting him, in 

consequence of the useless complaints I had frequently made on several occasions. The 

ambassadors and ministers of the king with whom we were in correspondence complimented 

him on the merit of his secretary, in a manner by which he ought to have been flattered, but 

which in his poor head produced quite a contrary effect. He received one in particular relative to 

an affair of importance, for which he never pardoned me. 

He was so incapable of bearing the least constraint, that on the Saturday, the day of the 

despatches for most of the courts, he could not contain himself, and wait till the business was 

done before he went out, and incessantly pressing me to hasten the despatches to the king and 

ministers, he signed them with precipitation, and immediately went I know not where, leaving 

most of the other letters without signing; this obliged me, when these contained nothing but 

news, to convert them into journals; but when affairs which related to the king were in question it 

was necessary somebody should sign, and I did it. This once happened relative to some 

important advice we had just received from M. Vincent, charge des affaires from the king, at 

Vienna. The Prince Lobkowitz was then marching to Naples, and Count Gages had just made the 

most memorable retreat, the finest military manoeuvre of the whole century, of which Europe 

has not sufficiently spoken. The despatch informed us that a man, whose person M. Vincent 

described, had set out from Vienna, and was to pass by Venice, in his way into Abruzzo, where 

he was secretly to stir up the people at the approach of the Austrians. 



In the absence of M. le Comte de Montaigu, who did not give himself the least concern about 

anything, I forwarded this advice to the Marquis de l’Hopital, so apropos, that it is perhaps to the 

poor Jean Jacques, so abused and laughed at, that the house of Bourbon owes the preservation of 

the kingdom of Naples. 

The Marquis de l’Hopital, when he thanked his colleague, as it was proper he should do, spoke 

to him of his secretary, and mentioned the service he had just rendered to the common cause. 

The Comte de Montaigu, who in that affair had to reproach himself with negligence, thought he 

perceived in the compliment paid him by M. de l’Hopital, something like a reproach, and spoke 

of it to me with signs of ill-humor. I found it necessary to act in the same manner with the Count 

de Castellane, ambassador at Constantinople, as I had done with the Marquis de l’Hopital, 

although in things of less importance. As there was no other conveyance to Constantinople than 

by couriers, sent from time to time by the senate to its Bailli, advice of their departure was given 

to the ambassador of France, that he might write by them to his colleague, if he thought proper so 

to do. This advice was commonly sent a day or two beforehand; but M. de Montaigu was held in 

so little respect, that merely for the sake of form he was sent to, a couple of hours before the 

couriers set off. This frequently obliged me to write the despatch in his absence. M. de 

Castellane, in his answer made honorable mention of me; M. de Jonville, at Genoa, did the same, 

and these instances of their regard and esteem became new grievances. 

I acknowledge I did not neglect any opportunity of making myself known; but I never sought 

one improperly, and in serving well I thought I had a right to aspire to the natural return for 

essential services; the esteem of those capable of judging of, and rewarding them. I will not say 

whether or not my exactness in discharging the duties of my employment was a just subject of 

complaint from the ambassador; but I cannot refrain from declaring that it was the sole grievance 

he ever mentioned previous to our separation. 

His house, which he had never put on a good footing, was constantly filled with rabble; the 

French were ill-treated in it, and the ascendancy was given to the Italians; of these even, the 

more honest part, they who had long been in the service of the embassy, were indecently 

discharged, his first gentleman in particular, whom he had taken from the Comte de Froulay, and 

who, if I remember right, was called Comte de Peati, or something very like that name. The 

second gentleman, chosen by M. de Montaigu, was an outlaw highwayman from Mantua, called 

Dominic Vitali, to whom the ambassador intrusted the care of his house, and who had by means 

of flattery and sordid economy, obtained his confidence, and became his favorite to the great 

prejudice of the few honest people he still had about him, and of the secretary who was at their 

head. The countenance of an upright man always gives inquietude to knaves. Nothing more was 

necessary to make Vitali conceive a hatred against me: but for this sentiment there was still 

another cause which rendered it more cruel. Of this I must give an account, that I may be 

condemned if I am found in the wrong. 

The ambassador had, according to custom, a box at each of the theaters. Every day at dinner 

he named the theater to which it was his intention to go: I chose after him, and the gentlemen 

disposed of the other boxes. When I went out I took the key of the box I had chosen. One day, 

Vitali not being in the way, I ordered the footman who attended on me, to bring me the key to a 

house which I named to him. Vitali, instead of sending the key, said he had disposed of it. I was 

the more enraged at this as the footman delivered his message in public. In the evening Vitali 

wished to make me some apology, to which however I would not listen. “To-morrow, sir,” said I 

to him, “you will come at such an hour and apologize to me in the house where I received the 

affront, and in the presence of the persons who were witnesses to it; or after to-morrow, whatever 



may be the consequences, either you or I will leave the house.” This firmness intimidated him. 

He came to the house at the hour appointed, and made me a public apology, with a meanness 

worthy of himself. But he afterwards took his measures at leisure, and at the same time that he 

cringed to me in public, he secretly acted in so vile a manner, that although unable to prevail on 

the ambassador to give me my dismission, he laid me under the necessity of resolving to leave 

him. 

A wretch like him, certainly, could not know me, but he knew enough of my character to make 

it serviceable to his purposes. He knew I was mild to an excess, and patient in bearing 

involuntary wrongs; but haughty and impatient when insulted with premeditated offences; loving 

decency and dignity in things in which these were requisite, and not more exact in requiring the 

respect due to myself, than attentive in rendering that which I owed to others. In this he 

undertook to disgust me, and in this he succeeded. He turned the house upside down, and 

destroyed the order and subordination I had endeavored to establish in it. A house without a 

woman stands in need of rather a severe discipline to preserve that modesty which is inseparable 

from dignity. He soon converted ours into a place of filthy debauch and scandalous 

licentiousness, the haunt of knaves and debauchees. He procured for second gentleman to his 

excellency, in the place of him whom he got discharged, another pimp like himself, who kept a 

house of ill-fame, at the Cross of Malta; and the indecency of these two rascals was equalled by 

nothing but their insolence. Except the bed-chamber of the ambassador, which, however, was not 

in very good order, there was not a corner in the whole house supportable to an modest man. 

As his excellency did not sup, the gentleman and myself had a private table, at which the Abbe 

Binis and the pages also ate. In the most paltry ale-house people are served with more cleanliness 

and decency, have cleaner linen, and a table better supplied. We had but one little and very filthy 

candle, pewter plates, and iron forks. 

I could have overlooked what passed in secret, but I was deprived of my gondola. I was the 

only secretary to an ambassador, who was obliged to hire one or go on foot, and the livery of his 

excellency no longer accompanied me, except when I went to the senate. Besides, everything 

which passed in the house was known in the city. All those who were in the service of the other 

ambassadors loudly exclaimed; Dominic, the only cause of all, exclaimed louder than anybody, 

well knowing the indecency with which we were treated was more affecting to me than to any 

other person. Though I was the only one in the house who said nothing of the matter abroad, I 

complained loudly of it to the ambassador, as well as of himself, who, secretly excited by the 

wretch, entirely devoted to his will, daily made me suffer some new affront. Obliged to spend a 

good deal to keep up a footing with those in the same situation with myself, and to make are 

appearance proper to my employment, I could not touch a farthing of my salary, and when I 

asked him for money, he spoke of his esteem for me, and his confidence, as if either of these 

could have filled my purse, and provided for everything. 

These two banditti at length quite turned the head of their master, who naturally had not a 

good one, and ruined him by a continual traffic, and by bargains, of which he was the dupe, 

whilst they persuaded him they were greatly in his favor. They persuaded him to take upon the 

Brenta, a Palazzo, at twice the rent it was worth, and divided the surplus with the proprietor. The 

apartments were inlaid with mosaic, and ornamented with columns and pilasters, in the taste of 

the country. M. de Montaigu, had all these superbly masked by fir wainscoting, for no other 

reason than because at Paris apartments were thus fitted up. It was for a similar reason that he 

only, of all the ambassadors who were at Venice, took from his pages their swords, and from his 



footmen their canes. Such was the man, who, perhaps from the same motive took a dislike to me 

on account of my serving him faithfully. 

I patiently endured his disdain, his brutality, and ill-treatment, as long as, perceiving them 

accompanied by ill-humor, I thought they had in them no portion of hatred; but the moment I 

saw the design formed of depriving me of the honor I merited by my faithful services, I resolved 

to resign my employment. The first mark I received of his ill will was relative to a dinner he was 

to give to the Duke of Modena and his family, who were at Venice, and at which he signified to 

me I should not be present. I answered, piqued, but not angry, that having the honor daily to dine 

at his table, if the Duke of Modena, when he came, required I should not appear at it, my duty as 

well as the dignity of his excellency would not suffer me to consent to such a request. “How;” 

said he passionately, “my secretary, who is not a gentleman, pretends to dine with a sovereign 

when my gentlemen do not!” “Yes, sir,” replied I, “the post with which your excellency has 

honored me, as long as I discharge the functions of it, so far ennobles me that my rank is superior 

to that of your gentlemen or of the persons calling themselves such; and I am admitted where 

they cannot appear. You cannot but know that on the day on which you shall make your public 

entry, I am called to the ceremony by etiquette; and by an immemorial custom, to follow you in a 

dress of ceremony, and afterwards to dine with you at the palace of St. Mark; and I know not 

why a man who has a right and is to eat in public with the doge and the senate of Venice should 

not eat in private with the Duke of Modena.” Though this argument was unanswerable, it did not 

convince the ambassador; but we had no occasion to renew the dispute, as the Duke of Modena 

did not come to dine with him. 

From that moment he did everything in his power to make things disagreeable to me; and 

endeavored unjustly to deprive me of my rights, by taking from me the pecuniary advantages 

annexed to my employment, to give them to his dear Vitali; and I am convinced that had he 

dared to send him to the senate, in my place, he would have done it. He commonly employed the 

Abbe Binis in his closet, to write his private letters: he made use of him to write to M. de 

Maurepas an account of the affair of Captain Olivet, in which, far from taking the least notice of 

me, the only person who gave himself any concern about the matter, he deprived me of the honor 

of the depositions, of which he sent him a duplicate, for the purpose of attributing them to 

Patizel, who had not opened his mouth. He wished to mortify me, and please his favorite; but had 

no desire to dismiss me his service. He perceived it would be more difficult to find me a 

successor, than M. Follau, who had already made him known to the world. An Italian secretary 

was absolutely necessary to him, on account of the answers from the senate; one who could write 

all his despatches, and conduct his affairs, without his giving himself the least trouble about 

anything; a person who, to the merit of serving him well, could join the baseness of being the 

toad-eater of his gentlemen, without honor, merit, or principles. He wished to retain, and humble 

me, by keeping me far from my country, and his own, without money to return to either, and in 

which he would, perhaps, had succeeded, had he began with more moderation: but Vitali, who 

had other views, and wished to force me to extremities, carried his point. The moment I 

perceived, I lost all my trouble, that the ambassador imputed to me my services as so many 

crimes, instead of being satisfied with them; that with him I had nothing to expect, but things 

disagreeable at home, and injustice abroad; and that, in the general disesteem into which he was 

fallen, his ill offices might be prejudicial to me, without the possibility of my being served by his 

good ones; I took my resolution, and asked him for my dismission, leaving him sufficient time to 

provide himself with another secretary. Without answering yes or no, he continued to treat me in 

the same manner, as if nothing had been said. Perceiving things to remain in the same state, and 



that he took no measures to procure himself a new secretary, I wrote to his brother, and, 

explaining to him my motives, begged he would obtain my dismission from his excellency, 

adding that whether I received it or not, I could not possibly remain with him. I waited a long 

time without any answer, and began to be embarrassed: but at length the ambassador received a 

letter from his brother, which must have remonstrated with him in very plain terms; for although 

he was extremely subject to ferocious rage, I never saw him so violent as on this occasion. After 

torrents of unsufferable reproaches, not knowing what more to say, he accused me of having sold 

his ciphers. I burst into a loud laughter, and asked him, in a sneering manner, if he thought there 

was in Venice a man who would be fool enough to give half a crown for them all. He threatened 

to call his servants to throw me out of the window. Until then I had been very composed; but on 

this threat, anger and indignation seized me in my turn. I sprang to the door, and after having 

turned a button which fastened it within: “No, count,” said I, returning to him with a grave step, 

“Your servants shall have nothing to do with this affair; please to let it be settled between 

ourselves.” My action and manner instantly made him calm; fear and surprise were marked in his 

countenance. The moment I saw his fury abated, I bid him adieu in a very few words, and 

without waiting for his answer, went to the door, opened it, and passed slowly across the 

antechamber, through the midst of his people, who rose according to custom, and who, I am of 

opinion, would rather have lent their assistance against him than me. Without going back to my 

apartment, I descended the stairs, and immediately went out of the palace never more to enter it. 

I hastened immediately to M. le Blond and related to him what had happened. Knowing the 

man, he was but little surprised. He kept me to dinner. This dinner, although without preparation, 

was splendid. All the French of consequence who were at Venice, partook of it. The ambassador 

had not a single person. The consul related my case to the company. The cry was general, and by 

no means in favor of his excellency. He had not settled my account, nor paid me a farthing, and 

being reduced to the few louis I had in my pocket, I was extremely embarrassed about my return 

to France. Every purse was opened to me. I took twenty sequins from that of M. le Blond, and as 

many from that of M. St. Cyr, with whom, next to M. le Blond, I was the most intimately 

connected. I returned thanks to the rest; and, till my departure, went to lodge at the house of the 

chancellor of the consulship, to prove to the public, the nation was not an accomplice in the 

injustice of the ambassador. 

His excellency, furious at seeing me taken notice of in my misfortune, at the same time that, 

notwithstanding his being an ambassador, nobody went near his house, quite lost his senses and 

behaved like a madman. He forgot himself so far as to present a memoir to the senate to get me 

arrested. On being informed of this by the Abbe de Binis, I resolved to remain a fortnight longer, 

instead of setting off the next day as I had intended. My conduct had been known and approved 

of by everybody; I was universally esteemed. The senate did not deign to return an answer to the 

extravagant memoir of the ambassador, but sent me word I might remain in Venice as long as I 

thought proper, without making myself uneasy about the attempts of a madman. I continued to 

see my friends: I went to take leave of the ambassador from Spain, who received me well, and of 

the Comte de Finochietti, minister from Naples, whom I did not find at home. I wrote him a 

letter and received from his excellency the most polite and obliging answer. At length I took my 

departure, leaving behind me, notwithstanding my embarrassment, no other debts than the two 

sums I had borrowed, and of which I have just spoken; and an account of fifty crowns with a 

shopkeeper, of the name of Morandi, which Carrio promised to pay, and which I have never 

reimbursed him, although we have frequently met since that time; but with respect to the two 

sums of money, I returned them very exactly the moment I had it in my power. 



I cannot take leave of Venice without saying something of the celebrated amusements of that 

city, or at least of the little part of them of which I partook during my residence there. It has been 

seen how little in my youth I ran after the pleasures of that age, or those that are so called. My 

inclinations did not change at Venice, but my occupations, which moreover would have 

prevented this, rendered more agreeable to me the simple recreations I permitted myself. The 

first and most pleasing of all was the society of men of merit. M. le Blond, de St. Cyr, Carrio 

Altuna, and a Forlinian gentleman, whose name I am very sorry to have forgotten, and whom I 

never call to my recollection without emotion: he was the man of all I ever knew whose heart 

most resembled my own. We were connected with two or three Englishmen of great wit and 

information, and, like ourselves, passionately fond of music. All these gentlemen had their 

wives, female friends, or mistresses: the latter were most of them women of talents, at whose 

apartments there were balls and concerts. There was but little play; a lively turn, talents, and the 

theatres rendered this amusement incipid. Play is the resource of none but men whose time hangs 

heavy on their hands. I had brought with me from Paris the prejudice of that city against Italian 

music; but I had also received from nature a sensibility and niceness of distinction which 

prejudice cannot withstand. I soon contracted that passion for Italian music with which it inspires 

all those who are capable of feeling its excellence. In listening to barcaroles, I found I had not yet 

known what singing was, and I soon became so fond of the opera that, tired of babbling, eating, 

and playing in the boxes when I wished to listen, I frequently withdrew from the company to 

another part of the theater. There, quite alone, shut up in my box, I abandoned myself, 

notwithstanding the length of the representation, to the pleasure of enjoying it at ease unto the 

conclusion. One evening at the theatre of Saint Chrysostom, I fell into a more profound sleep 

than I should have done in my bed. The loud and brilliant airs did not disturb my repose. But 

who can explain the delicious sensations given me by the soft harmony of the angelic music, by 

which I was charmed from sleep; what an awaking! what ravishment! what ecstasy, when at the 

same instant I opened my ears and eyes! My first idea was to believe I was in paradise. The 

ravishing air, which I still recollect and shall never forget, began with these words: 

                         Conservami la bella, 

                         Che si m’accende il cor. 

I was desirous of having it; I had and kept it for a time; but it was not the same thing upon 

paper as in my head. The notes were the same but the thing was different. This divine 

composition can never be executed but in my mind, in the same manner as it was the evening on 

which it woke me from sleep. 

A kind of music far superior, in my opinion, to that of operas, and which in all Italy has not its 

equal, nor perhaps in the whole world, is that of the ‘scuole’. The ‘scuole’ are houses of charity, 

established for the education of young girls without fortune, to whom the republic afterwards 

gives a portion either in marriage or for the cloister. Amongst talents cultivated in these young 

girls, music is in the first rank. Every Sunday at the church of each of the four ‘scuole’, during 

vespers, motettos or anthems with full choruses, accompanied by a great orchestra, and 

composed and directed by the best masters in Italy, are sung in the galleries by girls only; not 

one of whom is more than twenty years of age. I have not an idea of anything so voluptuous and 

affecting as this music; the richness of the art, the exquisite taste of the vocal part, the excellence 

of the voices, the justness of the execution, everything in these delightful concerts concurs to 

produce an impression which certainly is not the mode, but from which I am of opinion no heart 

is secure. Carrio and I never failed being present at these vespers of the ‘Mendicanti’, and we 

were not alone. The church was always full of the lovers of the art, and even the actors of the 



opera came there to form their tastes after these excellent models. What vexed me was the iron 

grate, which suffered nothing to escape but sounds, and concealed from me the angels of which 

they were worthy. I talked of nothing else. One day I spoke of it at Le Blond’s; “If you are so 

desirous,” said he, “to see those little girls, it will be an easy matter to satisfy your wishes. I am 

one of the administrators of the house, I will give you a collation with them.” I did not let him 

rest until he had fulfilled his promise. In entering the saloon, which contained these beauties I so 

much sighed to see, I felt a trembling of love which I had never before experienced. M. le Blond 

presented to me one after the other, these celebrated female singers, of whom the names and 

voices were all with which I was acquainted. Come, Sophia,—she was horrid. Come, Cattina,—

she had but one eye. Come, Bettina,—the small-pox had entirely disfigured her. Scarcely one of 

them was without some striking defect. 

Le Blond laughed at my surprise; however, two or three of them appeared tolerable; these 

never sung but in the choruses; I was almost in despair. During the collation we endeavored to 

excite them, and they soon became enlivened; ugliness does not exclude the graces, and I found 

they possessed them. I said to myself, they cannot sing in this manner without intelligence and 

sensibility, they must have both; in fine, my manner of seeing them changed to such a degree 

that I left the house almost in love with each of these ugly faces. I had scarcely courage enough 

to return to vespers. But after having seen the girls, the danger was lessened. I still found their 

singing delightful; and their voices so much embellished their persons that, in spite of my eyes, I 

obstinately continued to think them beautiful. 

Music in Italy is accompanied with so trifling an expense, that it is not worth while for such as 

have a taste for it to deny themselves the pleasure it affords. I hired a harpsichord, and, for half a 

crown, I had at my apartment four or five symphonists, with whom I practised once a week in 

executing such airs, etc., as had given me most pleasure at the opera. I also had some 

symphonies performed from my ‘Muses Galantes’. Whether these pleased the performers, or the 

ballet-master of St. John Chrysostom wished to flatter me, he desired to have two of them; and I 

had afterwards the pleasure of hearing these executed by that admirable orchestra. They were 

danced to by a little Bettina, pretty and amiable, and kept by a Spaniard, M. Fagoaga, a friend of 

ours with whom we often went to spend the evening. But apropos of girls of easy virtue: it is not 

in Venice that a man abstains from them. Have you nothing to confess, somebody will ask me, 

upon this subject? Yes: I have something to say upon it, and I will proceed to the confession with 

the same ingenuousness with which I have made my former ones. 

I always had a disinclination to girls of pleasure, but at Venice those were all I had within my 

reach; most of the houses being shut against me on account of my place. The daughters of M. le 

Blond were very amiable, but difficult of access; and I had too much respect for the father and 

mother ever once to have the least desire for them. 

I should have had a much stronger inclination to a young lady named Mademoiselle de 

Cataneo, daughter to the agent from the King of Prussia, but Carrio was in love with her: there 

was even between them some question of marriage. He was in easy circumstances, and I had no 

fortune: his salary was a hundred louis (guineas) a year, and mine amounted to no more than a 

thousand livres (about forty pounds sterling) and, besides my being unwilling to oppose a friend, 

I knew that in all places, and especially at Venice, with a purse so ill furnished as mine was, 

gallantry was out of the question. I had not lost the pernicious custom of deceiving my wants. 

Too busily employed forcibly to feel those proceeding from the climate, I lived upwards of a 

year in that city as chastely as I had done in Paris, and at the end of eighteen months I quitted it 



without having approached the sex, except twice by means of the singular opportunities of which 

I am going to speak. 

The first was procured me by that honest gentleman, Vitali, some time after the formal 

apology I obliged him to make me. The conversation at the table turned on the amusements of 

Venice. These gentlemen reproached me with my indifference with regard to the most delightful 

of them all; at the same time extolling the gracefulness and elegant manners of the women of 

easy virtue of Venice; and adding that they were superior to all others of the same description in 

any other part of the world. Dominic said I must make the acquaintance of the most amiable of 

them all; and he offered to take me to her apartments, and assured me I should be pleased with 

her. I laughed at this obliging offer: and Count Piati, a man in years and venerable, observed to 

me, with more candor than I should have expected from an Italian, that he thought me too 

prudent to suffer myself to be taken to such a place by my enemy. In fact I had no inclination to 

do it: but notwithstanding this, by an incoherence I cannot myself comprehend, I at length was 

prevailed upon to go, contrary to my inclination, the sentiment of my heart, my reason, and even 

my will; solely from weakness, and being ashamed to show an appearance to the least mistrust; 

and besides, as the expression of the country is, ‘per non parer troppo cogliono’—[Not to appear 

too great a blockhead.]—The ‘Padoana’ whom we went to visit was pretty, she was even 

handsome, but her beauty was not of that kind that pleased me. Dominic left me with her, I sent 

for Sorbetti, and asked her to sing. In about half an hour I wished to take my leave, after having 

put a ducat on the table, but this by a singular scruple she refused until she had deserved it, and I 

from as singular a folly consented to remove her doubts. I returned to the palace so fully 

persuaded that I should feel the consequences of this step, that the first thing I did was to send for 

the king’s surgeon to ask him for ptisans. Nothing can equal the uneasiness of mind I suffered for 

three weeks, without its being justified by any real inconvenience or apparent sign. I could not 

believe it was possible to withdraw with impunity from the arms of the ‘padoana’. The surgeon 

himself had the greatest difficulty in removing my apprehensions; nor could he do this by any 

other means than by persuading me I was formed in such a manner as not to be easily infected: 

and although in the experiment I exposed myself less than any other man would have done, my 

health in that respect never having suffered the least inconvenience, in my opinion a proof the 

surgeon was right. However, this has never made me imprudent, and if in fact I have received 

such an advantage from nature I can safely assert I have never abused it. 

My second adventure, although likewise with a common girl, was of a nature very different, as 

well in its origin as in its effects; I have already said that Captain Olivet gave me a dinner on 

board his vessel, and that I took with me the secretary of the Spanish embassy. I expected a 

salute of cannon. 

The ship’s company was drawn up to receive us, but not so much as a priming was burnt, at 

which I was mortified, on account of Carrio, whom I perceived to be rather piqued at the neglect. 

A salute of cannon was given on board merchant-ships to people of less consequence than we 

were; I besides thought I deserved some distinguished mark of respect from the captain. I could 

not conceal my thoughts, because this at all times was impossible to me, and although the dinner 

was a very good one, and Olivet did the honors of it perfectly well, I began it in an ill humor, 

eating but little, and speaking still less. At the first health, at least, I expected a volley; nothing. 

Carrio, who read what passed within, me, laughed at hearing me grumble like a child. Before 

dinner was half over I saw a gondola approach the vessel. “Bless me, sir,” said the captain, “take 

care of yourself, the enemy approaches.” I asked him what he meant, and he answered jocosely. 

The gondola made the ship’s side, and I observed a gay young damsel come on board very 



lightly, and coquettishly dressed, and who at three steps was in the cabin, seated by my side, 

before I had time to perceive a cover was laid for her. She was equally charming and lively, a 

brunette, not more than twenty years of age. She spoke nothing but Italian, and her accent alone 

was sufficient to turn my head. As she ate and chattered she cast her eyes upon me; steadfastly 

looked at me for a moment, and then exclaimed, “Good Virgin! Ah, my dear Bremond, what an 

age it is since I saw thee!” Then she threw herself into my arms, sealed her lips to mine, and 

pressed me almost to strangling. Her large black eyes, like those of the beauties of the East, 

darted fiery shafts into my heart, and although the surprise at first stupefied my senses, 

voluptuousness made a rapid progress within, and this to such a degree that the beautiful seducer 

herself was, notwithstanding the spectators, obliged to restrain my ardor, for I was intoxicated, or 

rather become furious. When she perceived she had made the impression she desired, she 

became more moderate in her caresses, but not in her vivacity, and when she thought proper to 

explain to us the real or false cause of all her petulance, she said I resembled M. de Bremond, 

director of the customs of Tuscany, to such a degree as to be mistaken for him; that she had 

turned this M. de Bremond’s head, and would do it again; that she had quitted him because he 

was a fool; that she took me in his place; that she would love me because it pleased her so to do, 

for which reason I must love her as long as it was agreeable to her, and when she thought proper 

to send me about my business, I must be patient as her dear Bremond had been. What was said 

was done. She took possession of me as of a man that belonged to her, gave me her gloves to 

keep, her fan, her ‘cinda’, and her coif, and ordered me to go here or there, to do this or that, and 

I instantly obeyed her. She told me to go and send away her gondola, because she chose to make 

use of mine, and I immediately sent it away; she bid me to move from my place, and pray Carrio 

to sit down in it, because she had something to say to him; and I did as she desired. They chatted 

a good while together, but spoke low, and I did not interrupt them. She called me, and I 

approached her. “Hark thee, Zanetto,” said she to me, “I will not be loved in the French manner; 

this indeed will not be well. In the first moment of lassitude, get thee gone: but stay not by the 

way, I caution thee.” After dinner we went to see the glass manufactory at Murano. She bought a 

great number of little curiosities; for which she left me to pay without the least ceremony. But 

she everywhere gave away little trinkets to a much greater amount than of the things we had 

purchased. By the indifference with which she threw away her money, I perceived she annexed 

to it but little value. When she insisted upon a payment, I am of opinion it was more from a 

motive of vanity than avarice. She was flattered by the price her admirers set upon her favors. 

In the evening we conducted her to her apartments. As we conversed together, I perceived a 

couple of pistols upon her toilette. “Ah! Ah!” said I, taking one of them up, “this is a patchbox of 

a new construction: may I ask what is its use? I know you have other arms which give more fire 

than those upon your table.” After a few pleasantries of the same kind, she said to us, with an 

ingenuousness which rendered her still more charming, “When I am complaisant to persons 

whom I do not love, I make them pay for the weariness they cause me; nothing can be more just; 

but if I suffer their caresses, I will not bear their insults; nor miss the first who shall be wanting 

to me in respect.” 

At taking leave of her, I made another appointment for the next day. I did not make her wait. I 

found her in ‘vestito di confidenza’, in an undress more than wanton, unknown to northern 

countries, and which I will not amuse myself in describing, although I recollect it perfectly well. 

I shall only remark that her ruffles and collar were edged with silk network ornamented with 

rose-colored pompons. This, in my eyes, much enlivened a beautiful complexion. I afterwards 

found it to be the mode at Venice, and the effect is so charming that I am surprised it has never 



been introduced in France. I had no idea of the transports which awaited me. I have spoken of 

Madam de Larnage with the transport which the remembrance of her still sometimes gives me; 

but how old, ugly and cold she appeared, compared with my Zulietta! Do not attempt to form to 

yourself an idea of the charms and graces of this enchanting girl, you will be far too short of 

truth. Young virgins in cloisters are not so fresh: the beauties of the seraglio are less animated: 

the houris of paradise less engaging. Never was so sweet an enjoyment offered to the heart and 

senses of a mortal. Ah! had I at least been capable of fully tasting of it for a single moment! I had 

tasted of it, but without a charm. I enfeebled all its delights: I destroyed them as at will. No; 

Nature has not made me capable of enjoyment. She has infused into my wretched head the 

poison of that ineffable happiness, the desire of which she first placed in my heart. 

If there be a circumstance in my life, which describes my nature, it is that which I am going to 

relate. The forcible manner in which I at this moment recollect the object of my book, will here 

make me hold in contempt the false delicacy which would prevent me from fulfilling it. Whoever 

you may be who are desirous of knowing a man, have the courage to read the two or three 

following pages, and you will become fully acquainted with J. J. Rousseau. 

I entered the chamber of a woman of easy virtue, as the sanctuary of love and beauty: and in 

her person, I thought I saw the divinity. I should have been inclined to think that without respect 

and esteem it was impossible to feel anything like that which she made me experience. Scarcely 

had I, in her first familiarities, discovered the force of her charms and caresses, before I wished, 

for fear of losing the fruit of them, to gather it beforehand. Suddenly, instead of the flame which 

consumed me, I felt a mortal cold run through all my veins; my legs failed me; and ready to faint 

away, I sat down and wept like a child. 

Who would guess the cause of my tears, and what, at this moment, passed within me? I said to 

myself: the object in my power is the masterpiece of love; her wit and person equally approach 

perfection; she is as good and generous as she is amiable and beautiful. Yet she is a miserable 

prostitute, abandoned to the public. The captain of a merchantship disposed of her at will; she 

has thrown herself into my arms, although she knows I have nothing; and my merit with which 

she cannot be acquainted, can be to her no inducement. In this there is something inconceivable. 

Either my heart deceives me, fascinates my senses, and makes me the dupe of an unworthy slut, 

or some secret defect, of which I am ignorant, destroys the effect of her charms, and renders her 

odious in the eyes of those by whom her charms would otherwise be disputed. I endeavored, by 

an extraordinary effort of mind, to discover this defect, but it did not so much as strike me that 

even the consequences to be apprehended, might possibly have some influence. The clearness of 

her skin, the brilliancy of her complexion, her white teeth, sweet breath, and the appearance of 

neatness about her person, so far removed from me this idea, that, still in doubt relative to my 

situation after the affair of the ‘padoana’, I rather apprehended I was not sufficiently in health for 

her: and I am firmly persuaded I was not deceived in my opinion. These reflections, so apropos, 

agitated me to such a degree as to make me shed tears. Zuliette, to whom the scene was quite 

novel, was struck speechless for a moment. But having made a turn in her chamber, and passing 

before her glass, she comprehended, and my eyes confirmed her opinion, that disgust had no part 

in what had happened. It was not difficult for her to recover me and dispel this shamefacedness. 

But, at the moment in which I was ready to faint upon a bosom, which for the first time 

seemed to suffer the impression of the hand and lips of a man, I perceived she had a withered 

‘teton’. I struck my forehead: I examined, and thought I perceived this teton was not formed like 

the other. I immediately began to consider how it was possible to have such a defect, and 

persuaded of its proceeding from some great natural vice, I was clearly convinced, that, instead 



of the most charming person of whom I could form to myself an idea, I had in my arms a species 

of a monster, the refuse of nature, of men and of love. I carried my stupidity so far as to speak to 

her of the discovery I had made. She, at first, took what I said jocosely; and in her frolicsome 

humor, did and said things which made me die of love. But perceiving an inquietude I could not 

conceal, she at length reddened, adjusted her dress, raised herself up, and without saying a word, 

went and placed herself at a window. I attempted to place myself by her side: she withdrew to a 

sofa, rose from it the next moment, and fanning herself as she walked about the chamber, said to 

me in a reserved and disdainful tone of voice, “Zanetto, ‘lascia le donne, a studia la 

matematica.”—[Leave women and study mathematics.] 

Before I took leave I requested her to appoint another rendezvous for the next day, which she 

postponed for three days, adding, with a satirical smile, that I must needs be in want of repose. I 

was very ill at ease during the interval; my heart was full of her charms and graces; I felt my 

extravagance, and reproached myself with it, regretting the loss of the moments I had so ill 

employed, and which, had I chosen, I might have rendered more agreeable than any in my whole 

life; waiting with the most burning impatience for the moment in which I might repair the loss, 

and yet, notwithstanding all my reasoning upon what I had discovered, anxious to reconcile the 

perfections of this adorable girl with the indignity of her situation. I ran, I flew to her apartment 

at the hour appointed. I know not whether or not her ardor would have been more satisfied with 

this visit, her pride at least would have been flattered by it, and I already rejoiced at the idea of 

my convincing her, in every respect, that I knew how to repair the wrongs I had done. She spared 

me this justification. The gondolier whom I had sent to her apartment brought me for answer that 

she had set off, the evening before, for Florence. If I had not felt all the love I had for her person 

when this was in my possession, I felt it in the most cruel manner on losing her. Amiable and 

charming as she was in my eyes, I could not console myself for the loss of her; but this I have 

never been able to do relative to the contemptuous idea which at her departure she must have had 

of me. 

These are my two narratives. The eighteen months I passed at Venice furnished me with no 

other of the same kind, except a simple prospect at most. Carrio was a gallant. Tired of visiting 

girls engaged to others, he took a fancy to have one to himself, and, as we were inseparable, he 

proposed to me an arrangement common enough at Venice, which was to keep one girl for us 

both. To this I consented. The question was, to find one who was safe. He was so industrious in 

his researches that he found out a little girl from eleven to twelve years of age, whom her 

infamous mother was endeavoring to sell, and I went with Carrio to see her. The sight of the 

child moved me to the most lively compassion. She was fair and as gentle as a lamb. Nobody 

would have taken her for an Italian. Living is very cheap in Venice; we gave a little money to the 

mother, and provided for the subsistence of her daughter. She had a voice, and to procure her 

some resource we gave her a spinnet, and a singing-master. All these expenses did not cost each 

of us more than two sequins a month, and we contrived to save a much greater sum in other 

matters; but as we were obliged to wait until she became of a riper age, this was sowing a long 

time before we could possibly reap. However, satisfied with passing our evenings, chatting and 

innocently playing with the child, we perhaps enjoyed greater pleasure than if we had received 

the last favors. So true is it that men are more attached to women by a certain pleasure they have 

in living with them, than by any kind of libertinism. My heart became insensibly attached to the 

little Anzoletta, but my attachment was paternal, in which the senses had so little share, that in 

proportion as the former increased, to have connected it with the latter would have been less 

possible; and I felt I should have experienced, at approaching this little creature when become 



nubile, the same horror with which the abominable crime of incest would have inspired me. I 

perceived the sentiments of Carrio take, unobserved by himself, exactly the same turn. We thus 

prepared for ourselves, without intending it, pleasure not less delicious, but very different from 

that of which we first had an idea; and I am fully persuaded that however beautiful the poor child 

might have become, far from being the corrupters of her innocence we should have been the 

protectors of it. The circumstance which shortly afterwards befell me deprived me of the 

happiness of taking a part in this good work, and my only merit in the affair was the inclination 

of my heart. 

I will now return to my journey. 

My first intentions after leaving M. de Montaigu, was to retire to Geneva, until time and more 

favorable circumstances should have removed the obstacles which prevented my union with my 

poor mamma; but the quarrel between me and M. de Montaigu being become public, and he 

having had the folly to write about it to the court, I resolved to go there to give an account of my 

conduct and complain of that of a madman. I communicated my intention, from Venice, to M. du 

Theil, charged per interim with foreign affairs after the death of M. Amelot. I set off as soon as 

my letter, and took my route through Bergamo, Como, and Domo D’Oscela, and crossing Saint 

Plomb. At Sion, M. de Chaignon, charge des affaires from France, showed me great civility; at 

Geneva M. de la Closure treated me with the same polite attention. I there renewed my 

acquaintance with M. de Gauffecourt, from whom I had some money to receive. I had passed 

through Nion without going to see my father: not that this was a matter of indifference to me, but 

because I was unwilling to appear before my mother-in-law, after the disaster which had befallen 

me, certain of being condemned by her without being heard. The bookseller, Du Villard, an old 

friend of my father’s, reproached me severely with this neglect. I gave him my reasons for it, and 

to repair my fault, without exposing myself to meet my mother-in-law, I took a chaise and we 

went together to Nion and stopped at a public house. Du Villard went to fetch my father, who 

came running to embrace me. We supped together, and, after passing an evening very agreeable 

to the wishes of my heart, I returned the next morning to Geneva with Du Villard, for whom I 

have ever since retained a sentiment of gratitude in return for the service he did me on this 

occasion. 

Lyons was a little out of my direct road, but I was determined to pass through that city in order 

to convince myself of a knavish trick played me by M. de Montaigu. I had sent me from Paris a 

little box containing a waistcoat, embroidered with gold, a few pairs of ruffles, and six pairs of 

white silk stockings; nothing more. Upon a proposition made me by M. de Montaigu, I ordered 

this box to be added to his baggage. In the apothecary’s bill he offered me in payment of my 

salary, and which he wrote out himself, he stated the weight of this box, which he called a bale, 

at eleven hundred pounds, and charged me with the carriage of it at an enormous rate. By the 

cares of M. Boy de la Tour, to whom I was recommended by M. Roquin, his uncle, it was proved 

from the registers of the customs of Lyons and Marseilles, that the said bale weighed no more 

than forty-five pounds, and had paid carriage according to that weight. I joined this authentic 

extract to the memoir of M, de Montaigu, and provided with these papers and others containing 

stronger facts, I returned to Paris, very impatient to make use of them. During the whole of this 

long journey I had little adventures; at Como, in Valais, and elsewhere. I there saw many curious 

things, amongst others the Boroma islands, which are worthy of being described. But I am 

pressed by time, and surrounded by spies. I am obliged to write in haste, and very imperfectly, a 

work which requires the leisure and tranquility I do not enjoy. If ever providence in its goodness 

grants me days more calm, I shall destine them to new modelling this work, should I be able to 



do it, or at least to giving a supplement, of which I perceive it stands in the greatest need.—[I 

have given up this project.] 

The news of my quarrel had reached Paris before me and on my arrival I found the people in 

all the offices, and the public in general, scandalized at the follies of the ambassador. 

Notwithstanding this, the public talk at Venice, and the unanswerable proof I exhibited, I 

could not obtain even the shadow of justice. Far from obtaining satisfaction or reparation, I was 

left at the discretion of the ambassador for my salary, and this for no other reason than because, 

not being a Frenchman, I had no right to national protection, and that it was a private affair 

between him and myself. Everybody agreed I was insulted, injured, and unfortunate; that the 

ambassador was mad, cruel, and iniquitous, and that the whole of the affair dishonored him 

forever. But what of this! He was the ambassador, and I was nothing more than the secretary. 

Order, or that which is so called, was in opposition to my obtaining justice, and of this the 

least shadow was not granted me. I supposed that, by loudly complaining, and by publicly 

treating this madman in the manner he deserved, I should at length be told to hold my tongue; 

this was what I wished for, and I was fully determined not to obey until I had obtained redress. 

But at that time there was no minister for foreign affairs. I was suffered to exclaim, nay, even 

encouraged to do it, and joined with; but the affair still remained in the same state, until, tired of 

being in the right without obtaining justice, my courage at length failed me, and let the whole 

drop. 

The only person by whom I was ill received, and from whom I should have least expected 

such an injustice, was Madam de Beuzenval. Full of the prerogatives of rank and nobility, she 

could not conceive it was possible an ambassador could ever be in the wrong with respect to his 

secretary. The reception she gave me was conformable to this prejudice. I was so piqued at it 

that, immediately after leaving her, I wrote her perhaps one of the strongest and most violent 

letters that ever came from my pen, and since that time I never once returned to her house. I was 

better received by Father Castel; but, in the midst of his Jesuitical wheedling I perceived him 

faithfully to follow one of the great maxims of his society, which is to sacrifice the weak to the 

powerful. The strong conviction I felt of the justice of my cause, and my natural greatness of 

mind did not suffer me patiently to endure this partiality. I ceased visiting Father Castel, and on 

that account, going to the college of the Jesuits, where I knew nobody but himself. Besides the 

intriguing and tyrannical spirit of his brethren, so different from the cordiality of the good Father 

Hemet, gave me such a disgust for their conversation that I have never since been acquainted 

with, nor seen anyone of them except Father Berthier, whom I saw twice or thrice at M. Dupin’s, 

in conjunction with whom he labored with all his might at the refutation of Montesquieu. 

That I may not return to the subject, I will conclude what I have to say of M. de Montaigu. I 

had told him in our quarrels that a secretary was not what he wanted, but an attorney’s clerk. He 

took the hint, and the person whom he procured to succeed me was a real attorney, who in less 

than a year robbed him of twenty or thirty thousand livres. He discharged him, and sent him to 

prison, dismissed his gentleman with disgrace, and, in wretchedness, got himself everywhere into 

quarrels, received affronts which a footman would not have put up with, and, after numerous 

follies, was recalled, and sent from the capital. It is very probable that among the reprimands he 

received at court, his affair with me was not forgotten. At least, a little time after his return he 

sent his maitre d’ hotel, to settle my account, and give me some money. I was in want of it at that 

moment; my debts at Venice, debts of honor, if ever there were any, lay heavy upon my mind. I 

made use of the means which offered to discharge them, as well as the note of Zanetto Nani. I 



received what was offered me, paid all my debts, and remained as before, without a farthing in 

my pocket, but relieved from a weight which had become insupportable. From that time I never 

heard speak of M. de Montaigu until his death, with which I became acquainted by means of the 

Gazette. The peace of God be with that poor man! He was as fit for the functions of an 

ambassador as in my infancy I had been for those of Grapignan.—However, it was in his power 

to have honorably supported himself by my services, and rapidly to have advanced me in a 

career to which the Comte de Gauvon had destined me in my youth, and of the functions of 

which I had in a more advanced age rendered myself capable. 

The justice and inutility of my complaints, left in my mind seeds of indignation against our 

foolish civil institutions, by which the welfare of the public and real justice are always sacrificed 

to I know not what appearance of order, and which does nothing more than add the sanction of 

public authority to the oppression of the weak, and the iniquity of the powerful. Two things 

prevented these seeds from putting forth at that time as they afterwards did: one was, myself 

being in question in the affair, and private interest, whence nothing great or noble ever 

proceeded, could not draw from my heart the divine soarings, which the most pure love, only of 

that which is just and sublime, can produce. The other was the charm of friendship which 

tempered and calmed my wrath by the ascendancy of a more pleasing sentiment. I had become 

acquainted at Venice with a Biscayan, a friend of my friend Carrio’s, and worthy of being that of 

every honest man. This amiable young man, born with every talent and virtue, had just made the 

tour of Italy to gain a taste for the fine arts, and, imagining he had nothing more to acquire, 

intended to return by the most direct road to his own country. I told him the arts were nothing 

more than a relaxation to a genius like his, fit to cultivate the sciences; and to give him a taste for 

these, I advised him to make a journey to Paris and reside there for six months. He took my 

advice, and went to Paris. He was there and expected me when I arrived. His lodging was too 

considerable for him, and he offered me the half of it, which I instantly accepted. I found him 

absorbed in the study of the sublimest sciences. Nothing was above his reach. He digested 

everything with a prodigious rapidity. How cordially did he thank me for having procured him 

this food for his mind, which was tormented by a thirst after knowledge, without his being aware 

of it! What a treasure of light and virtue I found in the vigorous mind of this young man! I felt he 

was the friend I wanted. We soon became intimate. Our tastes were not the same, and we 

constantly disputed. Both opinionated, we never could agree about anything. Nevertheless we 

could not separate; and, notwithstanding our reciprocal and incessant contradiction, we neither of 

us wished the other to be different from what he was. 

Ignacio Emanuel de Altuna was one of those rare beings whom only Spain produces, and of 

whom she produces too few for her glory. He had not the violent national passions common in 

his own country. The idea of vengeance could no more enter his head, than the desire of it could 

proceed from his heart. His mind was too great to be vindictive, and I have frequently heard him 

say, with the greatest coolness, that no mortal could offend him. He was gallant, without being 

tender. He played with women as with so many pretty children. He amused himself with the 

mistresses of his friends, but I never knew him to have one of his own, nor the least desire for it. 

The emanations from the virtue with which his heart was stored, never permitted the fire of the 

passions to excite sensual desires. 

After his travels he married, died young, and left children; and, I am as convinced as of my 

existence, that his wife was the first and only woman with whom he ever tasted of the pleasures 

of love. 



Externally he was devout, like a Spaniard, but in his heart he had the piety of an angel. Except 

myself, he is the only man I ever saw whose principles were not intolerant. He never in his life 

asked any person his opinion in matters of religion. It was not of the least consequence to him 

whether his friend was a Jew, a Protestant, a Turk, a Bigot, or an Atheist, provided he was an 

honest man. Obstinate and headstrong in matters of indifference, but the moment religion was in 

question, even the moral part, he collected himself, was silent, or simply said: “I am charged 

with the care of myself, only.” It is astonishing so much elevation of mind should be compatible 

with a spirit of detail carried to minuteness. He previously divided the employment of the day by 

hours, quarters and minutes; and so scrupulously adhered to this distribution, that had the clock 

struck while he was reading a phrase, he would have shut his book without finishing it. His 

portions of time thus laid out, were some of them set apart to studies of one kind, and others to 

those of another: he had some for reflection, conversation, divine service, the reading of Locke, 

for his rosary, for visits, music and painting; and neither pleasure, temptation, nor complaisance, 

could interrupt this order: a duty he might have had to discharge was the only thing that could 

have done it. When he gave me a list of his distribution, that I might conform myself thereto, I 

first laughed, and then shed tears of admiration. He never constrained anybody nor suffered 

constraint: he was rather rough with people, who from politeness, attempted to put it upon him. 

He was passionate without being sullen. I have often seen him warm, but never saw him really 

angry with any person. Nothing could be more cheerful than his temper: he knew how to pass 

and receive a joke; raillery was one of his distinguished talents, and with which he possessed that 

of pointed wit and repartee. When he was animated, he was noisy and heard at a great distance; 

but whilst he loudly inveighed, a smile was spread over his countenance, and in the midst of his 

warmth he used some diverting expression which made all his hearers break out into a loud 

laugh. He had no more of the Spanish complexion than of the phlegm of that country. His skin 

was white, his cheeks finely colored, and his hair of a light chestnut. He was tall and well made; 

his body was well formed for the residence of his mind. 

This wise-hearted as well as wise-headed man, knew mankind, and was my friend; this was 

my only answer to such as are not so. We were so intimately united, that our intention was to 

pass our days together. In a few years I was to go to Ascoytia to live with him at his estate; every 

part of the project was arranged the eve of his departure; nothing was left undetermined, except 

that which depends not upon men in the best concerted plans, posterior events. My disasters, his 

marriage, and finally, his death, separated us forever. Some men would be tempted to say, that 

nothing succeeds except the dark conspiracies of the wicked, and that the innocent intentions of 

the good are seldom or never accomplished. I had felt the inconvenience of dependence, and 

took a resolution never again to expose myself to it; having seen the projects of ambition, which 

circumstances had induced me to form, overturned in their birth. Discouraged in the career I had 

so well begun, from which, however, I had just been expelled, I resolved never more to attach 

myself to any person, but to remain in an independent state, turning my talents to the best 

advantage: of these I at length began to feel the extent, and that I had hitherto had too modest an 

opinion of them. I again took up my opera, which I had laid aside to go to Venice; and that I 

might be less interrupted after the departure of Altuna, I returned to my old hotel St. Quentin; 

which, in a solitary part of the town, and not far from the Luxembourg, was more proper for my 

purpose than noisy Rue St. Honor. 

There the only consolation which Heaven suffered me to taste in my misery, and the only one 

which rendered it supportable, awaited me. This was not a trancient acquaintance; I must enter 

into some detail relative to the manner in which it was made. 



We had a new landlady from Orleans; she took for a needlewoman a girl from her own 

country, of between twenty-two and twenty-three years of age, and who, as well as the hostess, 

ate at our table. This girl, named Theresa le Vasseur, was of a good family; her father was an 

officer in the mint of Orleans, and her mother a shopkeeper; they had many children. The 

function of the mint of Orleans being suppressed, the father found himself without employment; 

and the mother having suffered losses, was reduced to narrow circumstances. She quitted her 

business and came to Paris with her husband and daughter, who, by her industry, maintained all 

the three. 

The first time I saw this girl at table, I was struck with her modesty; and still more so with her 

lively yet charming look, which, with respect to the impression it made upon me, was never 

equalled. Beside M. de Bonnefond, the company was composed of several Irish priests, Gascons 

and others of much the same description. Our hostess herself had not made the best possible use 

of her time, and I was the only person at the table who spoke and behaved with decency. 

Allurements were thrown out to the young girl. I took her part, and the joke was then turned 

against me. Had I had no natural inclination to the poor girl, compassion and contradiction would 

have produced it in me: I was always a great friend to decency in manners and conversation, 

especially in the fair sex. I openly declared myself her champion, and perceived she was not 

insensible of my attention; her looks, animated by the gratitude she dared not express by words, 

were for this reason still more penetrating. 

She was very timid, and I was as much so as herself. The connection which this disposition 

common to both seemed to remove to a distance, was however rapidly formed. Our landlady 

perceiving its progress, became furious, and her brutality forwarded my affair with the young 

girl, who, having no person in the house except myself to give her the least support, was sorry to 

see me go from home, and sighed for the return of her protector. The affinity our hearts bore to 

each other, and the similarity of our dispositions, had soon their ordinary effect. She thought she 

saw in me an honest man, and in this she was not deceived. I thought I perceived in her a woman 

of great sensibility, simple in her manners, and devoid of all coquetry:—I was no more deceived 

in her than she in me. I began by declaring to her that I would never either abandon or marry her. 

Love, esteem, artless sincerity were the ministers of my triumph, and it was because her heart 

was tender and virtuous, that I was happy without being presuming. 

The apprehensions she was under of my not finding in her that for which I sought, retarded my 

happiness more than every other circumstance. I perceived her disconcerted and confused before 

she yielded her consent, wishing to be understood and not daring to explain herself. Far from 

suspecting the real cause of her embarrassment, I falsely imagined it to proceed from another 

motive, a supposition highly insulting to her morals, and thinking she gave me to understand my 

health might be exposed to danger, I fell into so perplexed a state that, although it was no 

restraint upon me, it poisoned my happiness during several days. As we did not understand each 

other, our conversations upon this subject were so many enigmas more than ridiculous. She was 

upon the point of believing I was absolutely mad; and I on my part was as near not knowing 

what else to think of her. At last we came to an explanation; she confessed to me with tears the 

only fault of the kind of her whole life, immediately after she became nubile; the fruit of her 

ignorance and the address of her seducer. The moment I comprehended what she meant, I gave a 

shout of joy. “A Hymen!” exclaimed I; “sought for at Paris, and at twenty years of age! Ah my 

Theresa! I am happy in possessing thee, virtuous and healthy as thou art, and in not finding that 

for which I never sought.” 



At first amusement was my only object; I perceived I had gone further and had given myself a 

companion. A little intimate connection with this excellent girl, and a few reflections upon my 

situation, made me discover that, while thinking of nothing more than my pleasures, I had done a 

great deal towards my happiness. In the place of extinguished ambition, a life of sentiment, 

which had entire possession of my heart, was necessary to me. In a word, I wanted a successor to 

mamma: since I was never again to live with her, it was necessary some person should live with 

her pupil, and a person, too, in whom I might find that simplicity and docility of mind and heart 

which she had found in me. It was, moreover, necessary that the happiness of domestic life 

should indemnify me for the splendid career I had just renounced. When I was quite alone there 

was a void in my heart, which wanted nothing more than another heart to fill it up. Fate had 

deprived me of this, or at least in part alienated me from that for which by nature I was formed. 

From that moment I was alone, for there never was for me the least thing intermediate between 

everything and nothing. I found in Theresa the supplement of which I stood in need; by means of 

her I lived as happily as I possibly could do, according to the course of events. 

I at first attempted to improve her mind. In this my pains were useless. Her mind is as nature 

formed it: it was not susceptible of cultivation. I do not blush in acknowledging she never knew 

how to read well, although she writes tolerably. When I went to lodge in the Rue Neuve des 

Petits Champs, opposite to my windows at the Hotel de Ponchartrain, there was a sun-dial, on 

which for a whole month I used all my efforts to teach her to know the hours; yet, she scarcely 

knows them at present. She never could enumerate the twelve months of the year in order, and 

cannot distinguish one numeral from another, notwithstanding all the trouble I took endeavoring 

to teach them to her. She neither knows how to count money, nor to reckon the price of anything. 

The word which when she speaks, presents itself to her mind, is frequently opposite to that of 

which she means to make use. I formerly made a dictionary of her phrases, to amuse M. de 

Luxembourg, and her ‘qui pro quos’ often became celebrated among those with whom I was 

most intimate. But this person, so confined in her intellects, and, if the world pleases, so stupid, 

can give excellent advice in cases of difficulty. In Switzerland, in England and in France, she 

frequently saw what I had not myself perceived; she has often given me the best advice I could 

possibly follow; she has rescued me from dangers into which I had blindly precipitated myself, 

and in the presence of princes and the great, her sentiments, good sense, answers, and conduct 

have acquired her universal esteem, and myself the most sincere congratulations on her merit. 

With persons whom we love, sentiment fortifies the mind as well as the heart; and they who are 

thus attached, have little need of searching for ideas elsewhere. 

I lived with my Theresa as agreeably as with the finest genius in the world. Her mother, proud 

of having been brought up under the Marchioness of Monpipeau, attempted to be witty, wished 

to direct the judgment of her daughter, and by her knavish cunning destroyed the simplicity of 

our intercourse. 

The fatigue of this opportunity made me in some degree surmount the foolish shame which 

prevented me from appearing with Theresa in public; and we took short country walks, tete-a-

tete, and partook of little collations, which, to me, were delicious. I perceived she loved me 

sincerely, and this increased my tenderness. This charming intimacy left me nothing to wish; 

futurity no longer gave me the least concern, or at most appeared only as the present moment 

prolonged: I had no other desire than that of insuring its duration. 

This attachment rendered all other dissipation superfluous and insipid to me. As I only went 

out for the purpose of going to the apartment of Theresa, her place of residence almost became 

my own. My retirement was so favorable to the work I had undertaken, that, in less than three 



months, my opera was entirely finished, both words and music, except a few accompaniments, 

and fillings up which still remained to be added. This maneuvering business was very fatiguing 

to me. I proposed it to Philidor, offering him at the same time a part of the profits. He came 

twice, and did something to the middle parts in the act of Ovid; but he could not confine himself 

to an assiduous application by the allurement of advantages which were distant and uncertain. He 

did not come a third time, and I finished the work myself. 

My opera completed, the next thing was to make something of it: this was by much the more 

difficult task of the two. A man living in solitude in Paris will never succeed in anything. I was 

on the point of making my way by means of M. de la Popliniere, to whom Gauffecourt, at my 

return to Geneva, had introduced me. M. de la Popliniere was the Mecaenas of Rameau; Madam 

de la Popliniere his very humble scholar. Rameau was said to govern in that house. Judging that 

he would with pleasure protect the work of one of his disciples, I wished to show him what I had 

done. He refused to examine it; saying he could not read score, it was too fatiguing to him. M. de 

la Popliniere, to obviate this difficulty, said he might hear it; and offered me to send for 

musicians to execute certain detached pieces. I wished for nothing better. Rameau consented 

with an ill grace, incessantly repeating that the composition of a man not regularly bred to the 

science, and who had learned music without a master, must certainly be very fine! I hastened to 

copy into parts five or six select passages. Ten symphonies were procured, and Albert, Berard, 

and Mademoiselle Bourbonnais undertook the vocal part. Rameau, the moment he heard the 

overture, was purposely extravagant in his eulogium, by which he intended it should be 

understood it could not be my composition. He showed signs of impatience at every passage: but 

after a counter tenor song, the air of which was noble and harmonious, with a brilliant 

accompaniment, he could no longer contain himself; he apostrophised me with a brutality at 

which everybody was shocked, maintaining that a part of what he had heard was by a man 

experienced in the art, and the rest by some ignorant person who did not so much as understand 

music. It is true my composition, unequal and without rule, was sometimes sublime, and at 

others insipid, as that of a person who forms himself in an art by the soarings of his own genius, 

unsupported by science, must necessarily be. Rameau pretended to see nothing in me but a 

contemptible pilferer, without talents or taste. The rest of the company, among whom I must 

distinguish the master of the house, were of a different opinion. M. de Richelieu, who at that 

time frequently visited M. and Madam de la Popliniere, heard them speak of my work, and 

wished to hear the whole of it, with an intention, if it pleased him, to have it performed at court. 

The opera was executed with full choruses, and by a great orchestra, at the expense of the king, 

at M. de Bonneval’s intendant of the Menus; Francoeur directed the band. The effect was 

surprising: the duke never ceased to exclaim and applaud; and, at the end of one of the choruses, 

in the act of Tasso, he arose and came to me, and, pressing my hand, said: “M. Rousseau, this is 

transporting harmony. I never heard anything finer. I will get this performed at Versailles.” 

Madam de la Poliniere, who was present, said not a word. Rameau, although invited, refused 

to come. The next day, Madam de la Popliniere received me at her toilette very ungraciously, 

affected to undervalue my piece, and told me, that although a little false glitter had at first 

dazzled M. de Richelieu, he had recovered from his error, and she advised me not to place the 

least dependence upon my opera. The duke arrived soon after, and spoke to me in quite a 

different language. He said very flattering things of my talents, and seemed as much disposed as 

ever to have my composition performed before the king. “There is nothing,” said he, “but the act 

of Tasso which cannot pass at court: you must write another.” Upon this single word I shut 

myself up in my apartment; and in three weeks produced, in the place of Tasso, another act, the 



subject of which was Hesiod inspired by the muses. In this I found the secret of introducing a 

part of the history of my talents, and of the jealousy with which Rameau had been pleased to 

honor me. There was in the new act an elevation less gigantic and better supported than in the act 

of Tasso. The music was as noble and the composition better; and had the other two acts been 

equal to this, the whole piece would have supported a representation to advantage. But whilst I 

was endeavoring to give it the last finishing, another undertaking suspended the completion of 

that I had in my hand. In the winter which succeeded the battle of Fontenoi, there were many 

galas at Versailles, and several operas performed at the theater of the little stables. Among the 

number of the latter was the dramatic piece of Voltaire, entitled ‘La Princesse de Navarre’, the 

music by Rameau, the name of which has just been changed to that of ‘Fetes de Ramire’. This 

new subject required several changes to be made in the divertissements, as well in the poetry as 

in the music. 

A person capable of both was now sought after. Voltaire was in Lorraine, and Rameau also; 

both of whom were employed on the opera of the Temple of Glory, and could not give their 

attention to this. M. de Richelieu thought of me, and sent to desire I would undertake the 

alterations; and, that I might the better examine what there was to do, he gave me separately the 

poem and the music. In the first place, I would not touch the words without the consent of the 

author, to whom I wrote upon the subject a very polite and respectful letter, such a one as was 

proper; and received from him the following answer: 

“SIR: In you two talents, which hitherto have always been separated, are united. These are two 

good reasons for me to esteem and to endeavor to love you. I am sorry, on your account, you 

should employ these talents in a work which is so little worthy of them. A few months ago the 

Duke de Richelieu commanded me to make, absolutely in the twinkling of an eye, a little and 

bad sketch of a few insipid and imperfect scenes to be adapted to divertissements which are not 

of a nature to be joined with them. I obeyed with the greatest exactness. I wrote very fast, and 

very ill. I sent this wretched production to M. de Richelieu, imagining he would make no use of 

it, or that I should have it again to make the necessary corrections. Happily it is in your hands, 

and you are at full liberty to do with it whatever you please: I have entirely lost sight of the thing. 

I doubt not but you will have corrected all the faults which cannot but abound in so hasty a 

composition of such a very simple sketch, and am persuaded you will have supplied whatever 

was wanting. 

“I remember that, among other stupid inattentions, no account is given in the scenes which 

connect the divertissements of the manner in which the Princess Grenadine immediately passes 

from a prison to a garden or palace. As it is not a magician but a Spanish nobleman who gives 

her the gala, I am of opinion nothing should be effected by enchantment. 

“I beg, sir, you will examine this part, of which I have but a confused idea. 

“You will likewise consider, whether or not it be necessary the prison should be opened, and 

the princess conveyed from it to a fine palace, gilt and varnished, and prepared for her. I know 

all this is wretched, and that it is beneath a thinking being to make a serious affair of such trifles; 

but, since we must displease as little as possible, it is necessary we should conform to reason, 

even in a bad divertissement of an opera. 

“I depend wholly upon you and M. Ballot, and soon expect to have the honor of returning you 

my thanks, and assuring you how much I am, etc.” 

There is nothing surprising in the great politeness of this letter, compared with the almost 

crude ones which he has since written to me. He thought I was in great favor with Madam 



Richelieu; and the courtly suppleness, which everyone knows to be the character of this author, 

obliged him to be extremely polite to a new comer, until he become better acquainted with the 

measure of the favor and patronage he enjoyed. 

Authorized by M. de Voltaire, and not under the necessity of giving myself the least concern 

about M. Rameau, who endeavored to injure me, I set to work, and in two months my 

undertaking was finished. With respect to the poetry, it was confined to a mere trifle; I aimed at 

nothing more than to prevent the difference of style from being perceived, and had the vanity to 

think I had succeeded. The musical part was longer and more laborious. Besides my having to 

compose several preparatory pieces, and, amongst others, the overture, all the recitative, with 

which I was charged, was extremely difficult on account of the necessity there was of 

connecting, in a few verses, and by very rapid modulations, symphonies and choruses, in keys 

very different from each other; for I was determined neither to change nor transpose any of the 

airs, that Rameau might not accuse me of having disfigured them. I succeeded in the recitative; it 

was well accented, full of energy and excellent modulation. The idea of two men of superior 

talents, with whom I was associated, had elevated my genius, and I can assert, that in this barren 

and inglorious task, of which the public could have no knowledge, I was for the most part equal 

to my models. 

The piece, in the state to which I had brought it, was rehearsed in the great theatre of the 

opera. Of the three authors who had contributed to the production, I was the only one present. 

Voltaire was not in Paris, and Rameau either did not come, or concealed himself. The words of 

the first monologue were very mournful; they began with: 

          O Mort! viens terminer les malheurs de ma vie. 

 

     [O Death! hasten to terminate the misfortunes of my life.] 

To these, suitable music was necessary. It was, however, upon this that Madam de la 

Popliniere founded her censure; accusing me, with much bitterness, of having composed a 

funeral anthem. M. de Richelieu very judiciously began by informing himself who was the 

author of the poetry of this monologue; I presented him the manuscript he had sent me, which 

proved it was by Voltaire. “In that case,” said the duke, “Voltaire alone is to blame.” During the 

rehearsal, everything I had done was disapproved by Madam de la Popliniere, and approved of 

by M. de Richelieu; but I had afterwards to do with too powerful an adversary. It was signified to 

me that several parts of my composition wanted revising, and that on this it was necessary I 

should consult M. Rameau; my heart was wounded by such a conclusion, instead of the 

eulogium I expected, and which certainly I merited, and I returned to my apartment 

overwhelmed with grief, exhausted with fatigue, and consumed by chagrin. I was immediately 

taken ill, and confined to my chamber for upwards of six weeks. 

Rameau, who was charged with the alterations indicated by Madam de la Popliniere, sent to 

ask me for the overture of my great opera, to substitute it to that I had just composed. Happily I 

perceived the trick he intended to play me, and refused him the overture. As the performance was 

to be in five or six days, he had not time to make one, and was obliged to leave that I had 

prepared. It was in the Italian taste, and in a style at that time quite new in France. It gave 

satisfaction, and I learned from M. de Valmalette, maitre d’hotel to the king, and son-in-law to 

M. Mussard, my relation and friend, that the connoisseurs were highly satisfied with my work, 

and that the public had not distinguished it from that of Rameau. However, he and Madam de la 

Popliniere took measures to prevent any person from knowing I had any concern in the matter. In 



the books distributed to the audience, and in which the authors are always named, Voltaire was 

the only person mentioned, and Rameau preferred the suppression of his own name to seeing it 

associated with mine. 

As soon as I was in a situation to leave my room, I wished to wait upon M. de Richelieu, but it 

was too late; he had just set off for Dunkirk, where he was to command the expedition destined 

to Scotland. At his return, said I to myself, to authorize my idleness, it will be too late for my 

purpose, not having seen him since that time. I lost the honor of mywork and the emoluments it 

should have produced me, besides considering my time, trouble, grief, and vexation, my illness, 

and the money this cost me, without ever receiving the least benefit, or rather, recompense. 

However, I always thought M. de Richelieu was disposed to serve me, and that he had a 

favorable opinion of my talents; but my misfortune, and Madam de la Popliniere, prevented the 

effect of his good wishes. 

I could not divine the reason of the aversion this lady had to me. I had always endeavored to 

make myself agreeable to her, and regularly paid her my court. Gauffecourt explained to me the 

causes of her dislike: “The first,” said he, “is her friendship for Rameau, of whom she is the 

declared panegyrist, and who will not suffer a competitor; the next is an original sin, which ruins 

you in her estimation, and which she will never forgive; you are a Genevese.” Upon this he told 

me the Abbe Hubert, who was from the same city, and the sincere friend of M. de la Popliniere, 

had used all his efforts to prevent him from marrying this lady, with whose character and temper 

he was very well acquainted; and that after the marriage she had vowed him an implacable 

hatred, as well as all the Genevese. “Although La Popliniere has a friendship for you, do not,” 

said he, “depend upon his protection: he is still in love with his wife: she hates you, and is 

vindictive and artful; you will never do anything in that house.” All this I took for granted. 

The same Gauffecourt rendered me much about this time, a service of which I stood in the 

greatest need. I had just lost my virtuous father, who was about sixty years of age. I felt this loss 

less severely than I should have done at any other time, when the embarrassments of my 

situation had less engaged my attention. During his life-time I had never claimed what remained 

of the property of my mother, and of which he received the little interest. His death removed all 

my scruples upon this subject. But the want of a legal proof of the death of my brother created a 

difficulty which Gauffecourt undertook to remove, and this he effected by means of the good 

offices of the advocate De Lolme. As I stood in need of the little resource, and the event being 

doubtful, I waited for a definitive account with the greatest anxiety. 

One evening on entering my apartment I found a letter, which I knew to contain the 

information I wanted, and I took it up with an impatient trembling, of which I was inwardly 

ashamed. What? said I to myself, with disdain, shall Jean Jacques thus suffer himself to be 

subdued by interest and curiosity? I immediately laid the letter again upon the chimney-piece. I 

undressed myself, went to bed with great composure, slept better than ordinary, and rose in the 

morning at a late hour, without thinking more of my letter. As I dressed myself, it caught my 

eye; I broke the seal very leisurely, and found under the envelope a bill of exchange. I felt a 

variety of pleasing sensations at the same time: but I can assert, upon my honor, that the most 

lively of them all was that proceeding from having known how to be master of myself. 

I could mention twenty such circumstances in my life, but I am too much pressed for time to 

say everything. I sent a small part of this money to my poor mamma; regretting, with my eyes 

suffused with tears, the happy time when I should have laid it all at her feet. All her letters 

contained evident marks of her distress. She sent me piles of recipes, and numerous secrets, with 



which she pretended I might make my fortune and her own. The idea of her wretchedness 

already affected her heart and contracted her mind. The little I sent her fell a prey to the knaves 

by whom she was surrounded; she received not the least advantage from anything. The idea of 

dividing what was necessary to my own subsistence with these wretches disgusted me, especially 

after the vain attempt I had made to deliver her from them, and of which I shall have occasion to 

speak. Time slipped away, and with it the little money I had; we were two, or indeed, four 

persons; or, to speak still more correctly, seven or eight. Although Theresa was disinterested to a 

degree of which there are but few examples, her mother was not so. She was no sooner a little 

relieved from her necessities by my cares, than she sent for her whole family to partake of the 

fruits of them. Her sisters, sons, daughters, all except her eldest daughter, married to the director 

of the coaches of Augers, came to Paris. Everything I did for Theresa, her mother diverted from 

its original destination in favor of these people who were starving. I had not to do with an 

avaricious person; and, not being under the influence of an unruly passion, I was not guilty of 

follies. Satisfied with genteelly supporting Theresa without luxury, and unexposed to pressing 

wants, I readily consented to let all the earnings of her industry go to the profit of her mother; 

and to this even I did not confine myself; but, by a fatality by which I was pursued, whilst 

mamma was a prey to the rascals about her Theresa was the same to her family; and I could not 

do anything on either side for the benefit of her to whom the succor I gave was destined. It was 

odd enough the youngest child of M. de la Vasseur, the only one who had not received a 

marriage portion from her parents, should provide for their subsistence; and that, after having a 

long time been beaten by her brothers, sisters, and even her nieces, the poor girl should be 

plundered by them all, without being more able to defend herself from their thefts than from their 

blows. One of her nieces, named Gorton le Duc, was of a mild and amiable character; although 

spoiled by the lessons and examples of the others. As I frequently saw them together, I gave 

them names, which they afterwards gave to each other; I called the niece my niece, and the aunt 

my aunt; they both called me uncle. Hence the name of aunt, by which I continued to call 

Theresa, and which my friends sometimes jocosely repeated. It will be judged that in such a 

situation I had not a moment to lose, before I attempted to extricate myself. Imagining M. de 

Richelieu had forgotten me, and having no more hopes from the court, I made some attempts to 

get my opera brought out at Paris; but I met with difficulties which could not immediately be 

removed, and my situation became daily more painful. I presented my little comedy of Narcisse 

to the Italians; it was received, and I had the freedom of the theatre, which gave much pleasure. 

But this was all; I could never get my piece performed, and, tired of paying my court to players, I 

gave myself no more trouble about them. At length I had recourse to the last expedient which 

remained to me, and the only one of which I ought to have made use. While frequenting the 

house of M. de la Popliniere, I had neglected the family of Dupin. The two ladies, although 

related, were not on good terms, and never saw each other. There was not the least intercourse 

between the two families, and Thieriot was the only person who visited both. He was desired to 

endeavor to bring me again to M. Dupin’s. M. de Francueil was then studying natural history and 

chemistry, and collecting a cabinet. I believe he aspired to become a member of the Academy of 

Sciences; to this effect he intended to write a book, and judged I might be of use to him in the 

undertaking. Madam de Dupin, who, on her part, had another work in contemplation, had much 

the same views in respect to me. They wished to have me in common as a kind of secretary, and 

this was the reason of the invitations of Thieriot. 

I required that M. de Francueil should previously employ his interest with that of Jelyote to get 

my work rehearsed at the opera-house; to this he consented. The Muses Galantes were several 



times rehearsed, first at the Magazine, and afterwards in the great theatre. The audience was very 

numerous at the great rehearsal, and several parts of the composition were highly applauded. 

However, during this rehearsal, very ill-conducted by Rebel, I felt the piece would not be 

received; and that, before it could appear, great alterations were necessary. I therefore withdrew 

it without saying a word, or exposing myself to a refusal; but I plainly perceived, by several 

indications, that the work, had it been perfect, could not have succeeded. M. de Francueil had 

promised me to get it rehearsed, but not that it should be received. He exactly kept his word. I 

thought I perceived on this occasion, as well as many others, that neither Madam Dupin nor 

himself were willing I should acquire a certain reputation in the world, lest, after the publication 

of their books, it should be supposed they had grafted their talents upon mine. Yet as Madam 

Dupin always supposed those I had to be very moderate, and never employed me except it was to 

write what she dictated, or in researches of pure erudition, the reproach, with respect to her, 

would have been unjust. 

This last failure of success completed my discouragement. I abandoned every prospect of fame 

and advancement; and, without further troubling my head about real or imaginary talents, with 

which I had so little success, I dedicated my whole time and cares to procure myself and Theresa 

a subsistence in the manner most pleasing to those to whom it should be agreeable to provide for 

it. I therefore entirely attached myself to Madam Dupin and M. de Francueil. This did not place 

me in a very opulent situation; for with eight or nine hundred livres, which I had the first two 

years, I had scarcely enough to provide for my primary wants; being obliged to live in their 

neighborhood, a dear part of the town, in a furnished lodging, and having to pay for another 

lodging at the extremity of Paris, at the very top of the Rue Saint Jacques, to which, let the 

weather be as it would, I went almost every evening to supper. I soon got into the track of my 

new occupations, and conceived a taste for them. I attached myself to the study of chemistry, and 

attended several courses of it with M. de Francueil at M. Rouelle’s, and we began to scribble 

over paper upon that science, of which we scarcely possessed the elements. In 1717, we went to 

pass the autumn in Tourraine, at the castle of Chenonceaux, a royal mansion upon the Cher, built 

by Henry the II, for Diana of Poitiers, of whom the ciphers are still seen, and which is now in the 

possession of M. Dupin, a farmer general. We amused ourselves very agreeably in this beautiful 

place, and lived very well: I became as fat there as a monk. Music was a favorite relaxation. I 

composed several trios full of harmony, and of which I may perhaps speak in my supplement if 

ever I should write one. Theatrical performances were another resource. I wrote a comedy in 

fifteen days, entitled ‘l’Engagement Temeraire’,—[The Rash Engagement]—which will be 

found amongst my papers; it has no other merit than that of being lively. I composed several 

other little things: amongst others a poem entitled, ‘l’Aliee de Sylvie’, from the name of an alley 

in the park upon the bank of the Cher; and this without discontinuing my chemical studies, or 

interrupting what I had to do for Madam Dupin. 

Whilst I was increasing my corpulency at Chenonceaux, that of my poor Theresa was 

augmented at Paris in another manner, and at my return I found the work I had put upon the 

frame in greater forwardness than I had expected. This, on account of my situation, would have 

thrown me into the greatest embarrassment, had not one of my messmates furnished me with the 

only resource which could relieve me from it. This is one of those essential narratives which I 

cannot give with too much simplicity; because, in making an improper use of their names, I 

should either excuse or inculpate myself, both of which in this place are entirely out of the 

question. 



During the residence of Altuna at Paris, instead of going to eat at a ‘Traiteurs’, he and I 

commonly ate in the neighborhood, almost opposite the cul de sac of the opera, at the house of a 

Madam la Selle, the wife of a tailor, who gave but very ordinary dinners, but whose table was 

much frequented on account of the safe company which generally resorted to it; no person was 

received without being introduced by one of those who used the house. The commander, De 

Graville, an old debauchee, with much wit and politeness, but obscene in conversation, lodged at 

the house, and brought to it a set of riotous and extravagant young men; officers in the guards 

and mousquetaires. The Commander de Nonant, chevalier to all the girls of the opera, was the 

daily oracle, who conveyed to us the news of this motley crew. M. du Plessis, a lieutenant-

colonel, retired from the service, an old man of great goodness and wisdom; and M. Ancelet, an 

officer in the mousquetaires, kept the young people in a certain kind of order. 

     [It was to this M. Ancelet I gave a little comedy, after my own 

     manner entitled ‘les Prisouniers de Guerre’, which I wrote after the 

     disasters of the French in Bavaria and Bohemia: I dared not either 

     avow this comedy or show it, and this for the singular reason that 

     neither the King of France nor the French were ever better spoken 

of 

     nor praised with more sincerity of heart than in my piece though 

     written by a professed republican, I dared not declare myself the 

     panegyrist of a nation, whose maxims were exactly the reverse of 

my 

     own.  More grieved at the misfortunes of France than the French 

     themselves I was afraid the public would construe into flattery and 

     mean complaisance the marks of a sincere attachment, of which in 

my 

     first part I have mentioned the date and the cause, and which I was 

     ashamed to show.] 

This table was also frequented by commercial people, financiers and contractors, but 

extremely polite, and such as were distinguished amongst those of the same profession. M. de 

Besse, M. de Forcade, and others whose names I have forgotten, in short, well-dressed people of 

every description were seen there; except abbes and men of the long robe, not one of whom I 

ever met in the house, and it was agreed not to introduce men of either of these professions. This 

table, sufficiently resorted to, was very cheerful without being noisy, and many of the guests 

were waggish, without descending to vulgarity. The old commander with all his smutty stories, 

with respect to the substance, never lost sight of the politeness of the old court; nor did any 

indecent expression, which even women would not have pardoned him, escape his lips. His 

manner served as a rule to every person at table; all the young men related their adventures of 

gallantry with equal grace and freedom, and these narratives were the more complete, as the 

seraglio was at the door; the entry which led to it was the same; for there was a communication 

between this and the shop of Le Duchapt, a celebrated milliner, who at that time had several very 

pretty girls, with whom our young people went to chat before or after dinner. I should thus have 

amused myself as well as the rest, had I been less modest: I had only to go in as they did, but this 

I never had courage enough to do. With respect to Madam de Selle, I often went to eat at her 

house after the departure of Altuna. I learned a great number of amusing anecdotes, and by 

degrees I adopted, thank God, not the morals, but the maxims I found to be established there. 

Honest men injured, husbands deceived, women seduced, were the most ordinary topics, and he 



who had best filled the foundling hospital was always the most applauded. I caught the manners I 

daily had before my eyes: I formed my manner of thinking upon that I observed to be the 

reigning one amongst amiable, and upon the whole, very honest people. I said to myself, since it 

is the custom of the country, they who live here may adopt it; this is the expedient for which I 

sought. I cheerfully determined upon it without the least scruple, and the only one I had to 

overcome was that of Theresa, whom, with the greatest imaginable difficulty, I persuaded to 

adopt this only means of saving her honor. Her mother, who was moreover apprehensive of a 

new embarrassment by an increase of family, came to my aid, and she at length suffered herself 

to be prevailed upon. We made choice of a midwife, a safe and prudent woman, Mademoiselle 

Gouin, who lived at the Point Saint Eustache, and when the time came, Theresa was conducted 

to her house by her mother. 

I went thither several times to see her, and gave her a cipher which I had made double upon 

two cards; one of them was put into the linen of the child, and by the midwife deposited with the 

infant in the office of the foundling hospital according to the customary form. The year 

following, a similar inconvenience was remedied by the same expedient, excepting the cipher, 

which was forgotten: no more reflection on my part, nor approbation on that of the mother; she 

obeyed with trembling. All the vicissitudes which this fatal conduct has produced in my manner 

of thinking, as well as in my destiny, will be successively seen. For the present, we will confine 

ourselves to this first period; its cruel and unforeseen consequences will but too frequently oblige 

me to refer to it. 

I here mark that of my first acquaintance with Madam D’Epinay, whose name will frequently 

appear in these memoirs. She was a Mademoiselle D’ Esclavelles, and had lately been married to 

M. D’Epinay, son of M. de Lalive de Bellegarde, a farmer general. She understood music, and a 

passion for the art produced between these three persons the greatest intimacy. Madam Francueil 

introduced me to Madam D’Epinay, and we sometimes supped together at her house. She was 

amiable, had wit and talent, and was certainly a desirable acquaintance; but she had a female 

friend, a Mademoiselle d’Ette, who was said to have much malignancy in her disposition; she 

lived with the Chevalier de Valory, whose temper was far from being one of the best. I am of 

opinion, an acquaintance with these two persons was prejudicial to Madam D’Epinay, to whom, 

with a disposition which required the greatest attention from those about her, nature had given 

very excellent qualities to regulate or counterbalance her extravagant pretensions. M. de 

Francueil inspired her with a part of the friendship he had conceived for me, and told me of the 

connection between them, of which, for that reason, I would not now speak, were it not become 

so public as not to be concealed from M. D’Epinay himself. 

M. de Francueil confided to me secrets of a very singular nature relative to this lady, of which 

she herself never spoke to me, nor so much as suspected my having a knowledge; for I never 

opened my lips to her upon the subject, nor will I ever do it to any person. The confidence all 

parties had in my prudence rendered my situation very embarrassing, especially with Madam de 

Francueil, whose knowledge of me was sufficient to remove from her all suspicion on my 

account, although I was connected with her rival. I did everything I could to console this poor 

woman, whose husband certainly did not return the affection she had for him. I listened to these 

three persons separately; I kept all their secrets so faithfully that not one of the three ever drew 

from me those of the two others, and this, without concealing from either of the women my 

attachment to each of them. Madam de Francueil, who frequently wished to make me an agent, 

received refusals in form, and Madam D’Epinay, once desiring me to charge myself with a letter 

to M. de Francueil received the same mortification, accompanied by a very express declaration, 



that if ever she wished to drive me forever from the house, she had only a second time to make 

me a like proposition. 

In justice to Madam D’Epinay, I must say, that far from being offended with me she spoke of 

my conduct to M. de Francueil in terms of the highest approbation, and continued to receive me 

as well, and as politely as ever. It was thus, amidst the heart-burnings of three persons to whom I 

was obliged to behave with the greatest circumspection, on whom I in some measure depended, 

and for whom I had conceived an attachment, that by conducting myself with mildness and 

complaisance, although accompanied with the greatest firmness, I preserved unto the last not 

only their friendship, but their esteem and confidence. Notwithstanding my absurdities and 

awkwardness, Madam D’Epinay would have me make one of the party to the Chevrette, a 

country-house, near Saint Denis, belonging to M. de Bellegarde. There was a theatre, in which 

performances were not unfrequent. I had a part given me, which I studied for six months without 

intermission, and in which, on the evening of the representation, I was obliged to be prompted 

from the beginning to the end. After this experiment no second proposal of the kind was ever 

made to me. 

My acquaintance with M. D’Epinay procured me that of her sister-in-law, Mademoiselle de 

Bellegarde, who soon afterwards became Countess of Houdetot. The first time I saw her she was 

upon the point of marriage; when she conversed with me a long time, with that charming 

familiarity which was natural to her. I thought her very amiable, but I was far from perceiving 

that this young person would lead me, although innocently, into the abyss in which I still remain. 

Although I have not spoken of Diderot since my return from Venice, no more than of my 

friend M. Roguin, I did not neglect either of them, especially the former, with whom I daily 

became more intimate. He had a Nannette, as well as I a Theresa; this was between us another 

conformity of circumstances. But my Theresa, as fine a woman as his Nannette, was of a mild 

and amiable character, which might gain and fix the affections of a worthy man; whereas 

Nannette was a vixen, a troublesome prater, and had no qualities in the eyes of others which in 

any measure compensated for her want of education. However he married her, which was well 

done of him, if he had given a promise to that effect. I, for my part, not having entered into any 

such engagement, was not in the least haste to imitate him. 

I was also connected with the Abbe de Condillac, who had acquired no more literary fame 

than myself, but in whom there was every appearance of his becoming what he now is. I was 

perhaps the first who discovered the extent of his abilities, and esteemed them as they deserved. 

He on his part seemed satisfied with me, and, whilst shut up in my chamber in the Rue Jean Saint 

Denis, near the opera-house, I composed my act of Hesiod, he sometimes came to dine with me 

tete-a-tete. We sent for our dinner, and paid share and share alike. He was at that time employed 

on his Essay on the Origin of Human Knowledge, which was his first work. When this was 

finished, the difficulty was to find a bookseller who would take it. The booksellers of Paris are 

shy of every author at his beginning, and metaphysics, not much then in vogue, were no very 

inviting subject. I spoke to Diderot of Condillac and his work, and I afterwards brought them 

acquainted with each other. They were worthy of each other’s esteem, and were presently on the 

most friendly terms. Diderot persuaded the bookseller, Durand, to take the manuscript from the 

abbe, and this great metaphysician received for his first work, and almost as a favor, a hundred 

crowns, which perhaps he would not have obtained without my assistance. As we lived in a 

quarter of the town very distant from each other, we all assembled once a week at the Palais 

Royal, and went to dine at the Hotel du Panier Fleuri. These little weekly dinners must have been 

extremely pleasing to Diderot; for he who failed in almost all his appointments never missed one 



of these. At our little meeting I formed the plan of a periodical paper, entitled ‘le Persifleur’—

[The Jeerer]—which Diderot and I were alternately to write. I sketched out the first sheet, and 

this brought me acquainted with D’Alembert, to whom Diderot had mentioned it. Unforeseen 

events frustrated our intention, and the project was carried no further. 

These two authors had just undertaken the ‘Dictionnaire Encyclopedique’, which at first was 

intended to be nothing more than a kind of translation of Chambers, something like that of the 

Medical Dictionary of James, which Diderot had just finished. Diderot was desirous I should do 

something in this second undertaking, and proposed to me the musical part, which I accepted. 

This I executed in great haste, and consequently very ill, in the three months he had given me, as 

well as all the authors who were engaged in the work. But I was the only person in readiness at 

the time prescribed. I gave him my manuscript, which I had copied by a lackey, belonging to M. 

de Francueil, of the name of Dupont, who wrote very well. I paid him ten crowns out of my own 

pocket, and these have never been reimbursed me. Diderot had promised me a retribution on the 

part of the booksellers, of which he has never since spoken to me nor I to him. 

This undertaking of the ‘Encyclopedie’ was interrupted by his imprisonment. The ‘Pensees 

Philosophiques’ drew upon him some temporary inconvenience which had no disagreeable 

consequences. He did not come off so easily on account of the ‘Lettre sur les Aveugles’, in 

which there was nothing reprehensible, but some personal attacks with which Madam du Pre St. 

Maur, and M. de Raumur were displeased: for this he was confined in the dungeon of Vincennes. 

Nothing can describe the anguish I felt on account of the misfortunes of my friend. My wretched 

imagination, which always sees everything in the worst light, was terrified. I imagined him to be 

confined for the remainder of his life. I was almost distracted with the thought. I wrote to Madam 

de Pompadour, beseeching her to release him or obtain an order to shut me up in the same 

dungeon. I received no answer to my letter: this was too reasonable to be efficacious, and I do 

not flatter myself that it contributed to the alleviation which, some time afterwards, was granted 

to the severities of the confinement of poor Diderot. Had this continued for any length of time 

with the same rigor, I verily believe I should have died in despair at the foot of the hated 

dungeon. However, if my letter produced but little effect, I did not on account of it attribute to 

myself much merit, for I mentioned it but to very few people, and never to Diderot himself. 

 

 

 

 

  



BOOK  VIII. 

At the end of the preceding book a pause was necessary. With this begins the long chain of my 

misfortunes deduced from their origin. 

Having lived in the two most splendid houses in Paris, I had, notwithstanding my candor and 

modesty, made some acquaintance. Among others at Dupin’s, that of the young hereditary prince 

of Saxe-Gotha, and of the Baron de Thun, his governor; at the house of M. de la Popliniere, that 

of M. Seguy, friend to the Baron de Thun, and known in the literary world by his beautiful 

edition of Rousseau. The baron invited M. Seguy and myself to go and pass a day or two at 

Fontenai sous bois, where the prince had a house. As I passed Vincennes, at the sight of the 

dungeon, my feelings were acute; the effect of which the baron perceived on my countenance. At 

supper the prince mentioned the confinement of Diderot. The baron, to hear what I had to say, 

accused the prisoner of imprudence; and I showed not a little of the same in the impetuous 

manner in which I defended him. This excess of zeal, inspired by the misfortune which had 

befallen my friend, was pardoned, and the conversation immediately changed. There were 

present two Germans in the service of the prince. M. Klupssel, a man of great wit, his chaplain, 

and who afterwards, having supplanted the baron, became his governor. The other was a young 

man named M. Grimm, who served him as a reader until he could obtain some place, and whose 

indifferent appearance sufficiently proved the pressing necessity he was under of immediately 

finding one. From this very evening Klupssel and I began an acquaintance which soon led to 

friendship. That with the Sieur Grimm did not make quite so rapid a progress; he made but few 

advances, and was far from having that haughty presumption which prosperity afterwards gave 

him. The next day at dinner, the conversation turned upon music; he spoke well on the subject. I 

was transported with joy when I learned from him he could play an accompaniment on the 

harpsichord. After dinner was over music was introduced, and we amused ourselves the rest of 

the afternoon on the harpischord of the prince. Thus began that friendship which, at first, was so 

agreeable to me, afterwards so fatal, and of which I shall hereafter have so much to say. 

At my return to Paris, I learned the agreeable news that Diderot was released from the 

dungeon, and that he had on his parole the castle and park of Vincennes for a prison, with 

permission to see his friends. How painful was it to me not to be able instantly to fly to him! But 

I was detained two or three days at Madam Dupin’s by indispensable business. After ages of 

impatience, I flew to the arms of my friend. He was not alone: D’ Alembert and the treasurer of 

the Sainte Chapelle were with him. As I entered I saw nobody but himself, I made but one step, 

one cry; I riveted my face to his: I pressed him in my arms, without speaking to him, except by 

tears and sighs: I stifled him with my affection and joy. The first thing he did, after quitting my 

arms, was to turn himself towards the ecclesiastic, and say: “You see, sir, how much I am 

beloved by my friends.” My emotion was so great, that it was then impossible for me to reflect 

upon this manner of turning it to advantage; but I have since thought that, had I been in the place 

of Diderot, the idea he manifested would not have been the first that would have occurred to me. 

I found him much affected by his imprisonment. The dungeon had made a terrible impression 

upon his mind, and, although he was very agreeably situated in the castle, and at liberty to walk 

where he pleased in the park, which was not inclosed even by a wall, he wanted the society of his 

friends to prevent him from yielding to melancholy. As I was the person most concerned for his 

sufferings, I imagined I should also be the friend, the sight of whom would give him consolation; 

on which account, notwithstanding very pressing occupations, I went every two days at farthest, 

either alone, or accompanied by his wife, to pass the afternoon with him. 



The heat of the summer was this year (1749) excessive. Vincennes is two leagues from Paris. 

The state of my finances not permitting me to pay for hackney coaches, at two o’clock in the 

afternoon, I went on foot, when alone, and walked as fast as possible, that I might arrive the 

sooner. The trees by the side of the road, always lopped, according to the custom of the country, 

afforded but little shade, and exhausted by fatigue, I frequently threw myself on the ground, 

being unable to proceed any further. I thought a book in my hand might make me moderate my 

pace. One day I took the Mercure de France, and as I walked and read, I came to the following 

question proposed by the academy of Dijon, for the premium of the ensuing year, ‘Has the 

progress of sciences and arts contributed to corrupt or purify morals?’ 

The moment I had read this, I seemed to behold another world, and became a different man. 

Although I have a lively remembrance of the impression it made upon me, the detail has escaped 

my mind, since I communicated it to M. de Malesherbes in one of my four letters to him. This is 

one of the singularities of my memory which merits to be remarked. It serves me in proportion to 

my dependence upon it; the moment I have committed to paper that with which it was charged, it 

forsakes me, and I have no sooner written a thing than I had forgotten it entirely. This singularity 

is the same with respect to music. Before I learned the use of notes I knew a great number of 

songs; the moment I had made a sufficient progress to sing an air set to music, I could not 

recollect any one of them; and, at present, I much doubt whether I should be able entirely to go 

through one of those of which I was the most fond. All I distinctly recollect upon this occasion 

is, that on my arrival at Vincennes, I was in an agitation which approached a delirium. Diderot 

perceived it; I told him the cause, and read to him the prosopopoeia of Fabricius, written with a 

pencil under a tree. He encouraged me to pursue my ideas, and to become a competitor for the 

premium. I did so, and from that moment I was ruined. 

All the rest of my misfortunes during my life were the inevitable effect of this moment of 

error. 

My sentiments became elevated with the most inconceivable rapidity to the level of my ideas. 

All my little passions were stifled by the enthusiasm of truth, liberty, and virtue; and, what is 

most astonishing, this effervescence continued in my mind upwards of five years, to as great a 

degree perhaps as it has ever done in that of any other man. I composed the discourse in a very 

singular manner, and in that style which I have always followed in my other works. I dedicated 

to it the hours of the night in which sleep deserted me, I meditated in my bed with my eyes 

closed, and in my mind turned over and over again my periods with incredible labor and care; the 

moment they were finished to my satisfaction, I deposited them in my memory, until I had an 

opportunity of committing them to paper; but the time of rising and putting on my clothes made 

me lose everything, and when I took up my pen I recollected but little of what I had composed. I 

made Madam le Vasseur my secretary; I had lodged her with her daughter, and husband, nearer 

to myself; and she, to save me the expense of a servant, came every morning to make my fire, 

and to do such other little things as were necessary. As soon as she arrived I dictated to her while 

in bed what I had composed in the night, and this method, which for a long time I observed, 

preserved me many things I should otherwise have forgotten. 

As soon as the discourse was finished, I showed it to Diderot. He was satisfied with the 

production, and pointed out some corrections he thought necessary to be made. 

However, this composition, full of force and fire, absolutely wants logic and order; of all the 

works I ever wrote, this is the weakest in reasoning, and the most devoid of number and 

harmony. With whatever talent a man may be born, the art of writing is not easily learned. 



I sent off this piece without mentioning it to anybody, except, I think, to Grimm, with whom, 

after his going to live with the Comte de Vriese, I began to be upon the most intimate footing. 

His harpsichord served as a rendezvous, and I passed with him at it all the moments I had to 

spare, in singing Italian airs, and barcaroles; sometimes without intermission, from morning till 

night, or rather from night until morning; and when I was not to be found at Madam Dupin’s, 

everybody concluded I was with Grimm at his apartment, the public walk, or theatre. I left off 

going to the Comedie Italienne, of which I was free, to go with him, and pay, to the Comedie 

Francoise, of which he was passionately fond. In short, so powerful an attraction connected me 

with this young man, and I became so inseparable from him, that the poor aunt herself was rather 

neglected, that is, I saw her less frequently; for in no moment of my life has my attachment to 

her been diminished. 

This impossibility of dividing, in favor of my inclinations, the little time I had to myself, 

renewed more strongly than ever the desire I had long entertained of having but one home for 

Theresa and myself; but the embarrassment of her numerous family, and especially the want of 

money to purchase furniture, had hitherto withheld me from accomplishing it. An opportunity to 

endeavor at it presented itself, and of this I took advantage. M. de Francueil and Madam Dupin, 

clearly perceiving that eight or nine hundred livres a year were unequal to my wants, increased, 

of their own accord, my salary to fifty guineas; and Madam Dupin, having heard I wished to 

furnish myself lodgings, assisted me with some articles for that purpose. With this furniture and 

that Theresa already had, we made one common stock, and, having an apartment in the Hotel de 

Languedoc, Rue de Grenelle-Saint-Honore, kept by very honest people, we arranged ourselves in 

the best manner we could, and lived there peaceably and agreeably during seven years, at the end 

of which I removed to go and live at the Hermitage. 

Theresa’s father was a good old man, very mild in his disposition, and much afraid of his wife; 

for this reason he had given her the surname of Lieutenant Criminal, which Grimm, jocosely, 

afterwards transferred to the daughter. Madam le Vasseur did not want sense, that is address; and 

pretended to the politeness and airs of the first circles; but she had a mysterious wheedling, 

which to me was insupportable, gave bad advice to her daughter, endeavored to make her 

dissemble with me, and separately, cajoled my friends at my expense, and that of each other; 

excepting these circumstances, she was a tolerably good mother, because she found her account 

in being so, and concealed the faults of her daughter to turn them to her own advantage. This 

woman, who had so much of my care and attention, to whom I made so many little presents, and 

by whom I had it extremely at heart to make myself beloved, was, from the impossibility of my 

succeeding in this wish, the only cause of the uneasiness I suffered in my little establishment. 

Except the effects of this cause I enjoyed, during these six or seven years, the most perfect 

domestic happiness of which human weakness is capable. The heart of my Theresa was that of 

an angel; our attachment increased with our intimacy, and we were more and more daily 

convinced how much we were made for each other. Could our pleasures be described, their 

simplicity would cause laughter. Our walks, tete-a-tete, on the outside of the city, where I 

magnificently spent eight or ten sous in each guinguette.—[Ale-house]—Our little suppers at my 

window, seated opposite to each other upon two little chairs, placed upon a trunk, which filled up 

the spare of the embrasure. In this situation the window served us as a table, we respired the 

fresh air, enjoyed the prospect of the environs and the people who passed; and, although upon the 

fourth story, looked down into the street as we ate. 

Who can describe, and how few can feel, the charms of these repasts, consisting of a quartern 

loaf, a few cherries, a morsel of cheese, and half-a-pint of wine which we drank between us? 



Friendship, confidence, intimacy, sweetness of disposition, how delicious are your reasonings! 

We sometimes remained in this situation until midnight, and never thought of the hour, unless 

informed of it by the old lady. But let us quit these details, which are either insipid or laughable; 

I have always said and felt that real enjoyment was not to be described. 

Much about the same time I indulged in one not so delicate, and the last of the kind with 

which I have to reproach myself. I have observed that the minister Klupssel was an amiable man; 

my connections with him were almost as intimate as those I had with Grimm, and in the end 

became as familiar; Grimm and he sometimes ate at my apartment. These repasts, a little more 

than simple, were enlivened by the witty and extravagant wantonness of expression of Klupssel, 

and the diverting Germanicisms of Grimm, who was not yet become a purist. 

Sensuality did not preside at our little orgies, but joy, which was preferable, reigned in them 

all, and we enjoyed ourselves so well together that we knew not how to separate. Klupssel had 

furnished a lodging for a little girl, who, notwithstanding this, was at the service of anybody, 

because he could not support her entirely himself. One evening as we were going into the coffee-

house, we met him coming out to go and sup with her. We rallied him; he revenged himself 

gallantly, by inviting us to the same supper, and there rallying us in our turn. The poor young 

creature appeared to be of a good disposition, mild and little fitted to the way of life to which an 

old hag she had with her, prepared her in the best manner she could. Wine and conversation 

enlivened us to such a degree that we forgot ourselves. The amiable Klupssel was unwilling to 

do the honors of his table by halves, and we all three successively took a view of the next 

chamber, in company with his little friend, who knew not whether she should laugh or cry. 

Grimm has always maintained that he never touched her; it was therefore to amuse himself with 

our impatience, that he remained so long in the other chamber, and if he abstained, there is not 

much probability of his having done so from scruple, because previous to his going to live with 

the Comte de Friese, he lodged with girls of the town in the same quarter of St. Roch. 

I left the Rue des Moineaux, where this girl lodged, as much ashamed as Saint Preux left the 

house in which he had become intoxicated, and when I wrote his story I well remembered my 

own. Theresa perceived by some sign, and especially by my confusion, I had something with 

which I reproached myself; I relieved my mind by my free and immediate confession. I did well, 

for the next day Grimm came in triumph to relate to her my crime with aggravation, and since 

that time he has never failed maliciously to recall it to her recollection; in this he was the more 

culpable, since I had freely and voluntarily given him my confidence, and had a right to expect 

he would not make me repent of it. I never had a more convincing proof than on this occasion, of 

the goodness of my Theresa’s heart; she was more shocked at the behavior of Grimm than at my 

infidelity, and I received nothing from her but tender reproaches, in which there was not the least 

appearance of anger. 

The simplicity of mind of this excellent girl was equal to her goodness of heart; and this is 

saying everything: but one instance of it, which is present to my recollection, is worthy of being 

related. I had told her Klupssel was a minister, and chaplain to the prince of Saxe-Gotha. A 

minister was to her so singular a man, that oddly confounding the most dissimilar ideas, she took 

it into her head to take Klupssel for the pope; I thought her mad the first time she told me when I 

came in, that the pope had called to see me. I made her explain herself and lost not a moment in 

going to relate the story to Grimm and Klupssel, who amongst ourselves never lost the name of 

pope. We gave to the girl in the Rue des Moineaux the name of Pope Joan. Our laughter was 

incessant; it almost stifled us. They, who in a letter which it hath pleased them to attribute to me, 



have made me say I never laughed but twice in my life, did not know me at this period, nor in 

my younger days; for if they had, the idea could never have entered into their heads. 

The year following (1750), not thinking more of my discourse; I learned it had gained the 

premium at Dijon. This news awakened all the ideas which had dictated it to me, gave them new 

animation, and completed the fermentation of my heart of that first leaven of heroism and virtue 

which my father, my country, and Plutarch had inspired in my infancy. Nothing now appeared 

great in my eyes but to be free and virtuous, superior to fortune and opinion, and independent of 

all exterior circumstances; although a false shame, and the fear of disapprobation at first 

prevented me from conducting myself according to these principles, and from suddenly 

quarreling with the maxims of the age in which I lived, I from that moment took a decided 

resolution to do it.—[And of this I purposely delayed the execution, that irritated by 

contradiction, it might be rendered triumphant.] 

While I was philosophizing upon the duties of man, an event happened which made me better 

reflect upon my own. Theresa became pregnant for the third time. Too sincere with myself, too 

haughty in my mind to contradict my principles by my actions, I began to examine the 

destination of my children, and my connections with the mother, according to the laws of nature, 

justice, and reason, and those of that religion, pure, holy, and eternal, like its author, which men 

have polluted while they pretended to purify it, and which by their formularies they have reduced 

to a religion of words, since the difficulty of prescribing impossibilities is but trifling to those by 

whom they are not practised. 

If I deceived myself in my conclusions, nothing can be more astonishing than the security with 

which I depended upon them. Were I one of those men unfortunately born deaf to the voice of 

nature, in whom no sentiment of justice or humanity ever took the least root, this obduracy 

would be natural. But that warmth of heart, strong sensibility, and facility of forming 

attachments; the force with which they subdue me; my cruel sufferings when obliged to break 

them; the innate benevolence I cherished towards my fellow-creatures; the ardent love I bear to 

great virtues, to truth and justice, the horror in which I hold evil of every kind; the impossibility 

of hating, of injuring or wishing to injure anyone; the soft and lively emotion I feel at the sight of 

whatever is virtuous, generous and amiable; can these meet in the same mind with the depravity 

which without scruple treads under foot the most pleasing of all our duties? No, I feel, and 

openly declare this to be impossible. Never in his whole life could J. J. be a man without 

sentiment or an unnatural father. I may have been deceived, but it is impossible I should have 

lost the least of my feelings. Were I to give my reasons, I should say too much; since they have 

seduced me, they would seduce many others. I will not therefore expose those young persons by 

whom I may be read to the same danger. I will satisfy myself by observing that my error was 

such, that in abandoning my children to public education for want of the means of bringing them 

up myself; in destining them to become workmen and peasants, rather than adventurers and 

fortune-hunters, I thought I acted like an honest citizen, and a good father, and considered myself 

as a member of the republic of Plato. Since that time the regrets of my heart have more than once 

told me I was deceived; but my reason was so far from giving me the same intimation, that I 

have frequently returned thanks to Heaven for having by this means preserved them from the fate 

of their father, and that by which they were threatened the moment I should have been under the 

necessity of leaving them. Had I left them to Madam d’Upinay, or Madam de Luxembourg, who, 

from friendship, generosity, or some other motive, offered to take care of them in due time, 

would they have been more happy, better brought up, or honester men? To this I cannot answer; 



but I am certain they would have been taught to hate and perhaps betray their parents: it is much 

better that they have never known them. 

My third child was therefore carried to the foundling hospital as well as the two former, and 

the next two were disposed of in the same manner; for I have had five children in all. This 

arrangement seemed to me to be so good, reasonable and lawful, that if I did not publicly boast 

of it, the motive by which I was withheld was merely my regard for their mother: but I 

mentioned it to all those to whom I had declared our connection, to Diderot, to Grimm, 

afterwards to M. d’Epinay, and after another interval to Madam de Luxembourg; and this freely 

and voluntarily, without being under the least necessity of doing it, having it in my power to 

conceal the step from all the world; for La Gouin was an honest woman, very discreet, and a 

person on whom I had the greatest reliance. The only one of my friends to whom it was in some 

measure my interest to open myself, was Thierry the physician, who had the care of my poor 

aunt in one of her lyings in, in which she was very ill. In a word, there was no mystery in my 

conduct, not only on account of my never having concealed anything from my friends, but 

because I never found any harm in it. Everything considered, I chose the best destination for my 

children, or that which I thought to be such. I could have wished, and still should be glad, had I 

been brought up as they have been. 

Whilst I was thus communicating what I had done, Madam le Vasseur did the same thing 

amongst her acquaintance, but with less disinterested views. I introduced her and her daughter to 

Madam Dupin, who, from friendship to me, showed them the greatest kindness. The mother 

confided to her the secret of the daughter. Madam Dupin, who is generous and kind, and to 

whom she never told how attentive I was to her, notwithstanding my moderate resources, in 

providing for everything, provided on her part for what was necessary, with a liberality which, 

by order of her mother, the daughter concealed from me during my residence in Paris, nor ever 

mentioned it until we were at the Hermitage, when she informed me of it, after having disclosed 

to me several other secrets of her heart. I did not know Madam Dupin, who never took the least 

notice to me of the matter, was so well informed: I know not yet whether Madam de 

Chenonceaux, her daughter-in-law, was as much in the secret: but Madam de Brancueil knew the 

whole and could not refrain from prattling. She spoke of it to me the following year, after I had 

left her house. This induced me to write her a letter upon the subject, which will be found in my 

collections, and wherein I gave such of my reasons as I could make public, without exposing 

Madam le Vasseur and her family; the most determinative of them came from that quarter, and 

these I kept profoundly secret. 

I can rely upon the discretion of Madam Dupin, and the friendship of Madam de 

Chenonceaux; I had the same dependence upon that of Madam de Francueil, who, however, was 

long dead before my secret made its way into the world. This it could never have done except by 

means of the persons to whom I intrusted it, nor did it until after my rupture with them. By this 

single fact they are judged; without exculpating myself from the blame I deserve, I prefer it to 

that resulting from their malignity. My fault is great, but it was an error. I have neglected my 

duty, but the desire of doing an injury never entered my heart; and the feelings of a father were 

never more eloquent in favor of children whom he never saw. But: betraying the confidence of 

friendship, violating the most sacred of all engagements, publishing secrets confided to us, and 

wantonly dishonoring the friend we have deceived, and who in detaching himself from our 

society still respects us, are not faults, but baseness of mind, and the last degree of heinousness. 



I have promised my confession and not my justification; on which account I shall stop here. It 

is my duty faithfully to relate the truth, that of the reader to be just; more than this I never shall 

require of him. 

The marriage of M. de Chenonceaux rendered his mother’s house still more agreeable to me, 

by the wit and merit of the new bride, a very amiable young person, who seemed to distinguish 

me amongst the scribes of M. Dupin. She was the only daughter of the Viscountess de 

Rochechouart, a great friend of the Comte de Friese, and consequently of Grimm’s, who was 

very attentive to her. However, it was I who introduced him to her daughter; but their characters 

not suiting each other, this connection was not of long duration; and Grimm, who from that time 

aimed at what was solid, preferred the mother, a woman of the world, to the daughter who 

wished for steady friends, such as were agreeable to her, without troubling her head about the 

least intrigue, or making any interest amongst the great. Madam Dupin no longer finding in 

Madam de Chenonceaux all the docility she expected, made her house very disagreeable to her, 

and Madam de Chenonceaux, having a great opinion of her own merit, and, perhaps, of her birth, 

chose rather to give up the pleasures of society, and remain almost alone in her apartment, than 

to submit to a yoke she was not disposed to bear. This species of exile increased my attachment 

to her, by that natural inclination which excites me to approach the wretched, I found her mind 

metaphysical and reflective, although at times a little sophistical; her conversation, which was by 

no means that of a young woman coming from a convent, had for me the greatest attractions; yet 

she was not twenty years of age. Her complexion was seducingly fair; her figure would have 

been majestic had she held herself more upright. Her hair, which was fair, bordering upon ash 

color, and uncommonly beautiful, called to my recollection that of my poor mamma in the 

flower of her age, and strongly agitated my heart. But the severe principles I had just laid down 

for myself, by which at all events I was determined to be guided, secured me from the danger of 

her and her charms. During the whole summer I passed three or four hours a day in a tete-a-tete 

conversation with her, teaching her arithmetic, and fatiguing her with my innumerable ciphers, 

without uttering a single word of gallantry, or even once glancing my eyes upon her. Five or six 

years later I should not have had so much wisdom or folly; but it was decreed I was never to love 

but once in my life, and that another person was to have the first and last sighs of my heart. 

Since I had lived in the house of Madam Dupin, I had always been satisfied with my situation, 

without showing the least sign of a desire to improve it. The addition which, in conjunction with 

M. de Francueil, she had made to my salary, was entirely of their own accord. This year M. de 

Francueil, whose friendship for me daily increased, had it in his thoughts to place me more at 

ease, and in a less precarious situation. He was receiver-general of finance. M. Dudoyer, his 

cash-keeper, was old and rich, and wished to retire. M. de Francueil offered me his place, and to 

prepare myself for it, I went during a few weeks, to Dudoyer, to take the necessary instructions. 

But whether my talents were ill-suited to the employment, or that M. Dudoyer, who I thought 

wished to procure his place for another, was not in earnest in the instructions he gave me, I 

acquired by slow degrees, and very imperfectly, the knowledge I was in want of, and could never 

understand the nature of accounts, rendered intricate, perhaps designedly. However, without 

having possessed myself of the whole scope of the business, I learned enough of the method to 

pursue it without the least difficulty; I even entered on my new office; I kept the cashbook and 

the cash; I paid and received money, took and gave receipts; and although this business was so ill 

suited to my inclinations as to my abilities, maturity of years beginning to render me sedate, I 

was determined to conquer my disgust, and entirely devote myself to my new employment. 



Unfortunately for me, I had no sooner begun to proceed without difficulty, than M. de 

Francueil took a little journey, during which I remained intrusted with the cash, which, at that 

time, did not amount to more than twenty-five to thirty thousand livres. The anxiety of mind this 

sum of money occasioned me, made me perceive I was very unfit to be a cash-keeper, and I have 

no doubt but my uneasy situation, during his absence, contributed to the illness with which I was 

seized after his return. 

I have observed in my first part that I was born in a dying state. A defect in the bladder caused 

me, during my early years, to suffer an almost continual retention of urine, and my Aunt Susan, 

to whose care I was intrusted, had inconceivable difficulty in preserving me. However, she 

succeeded, and my robust constitution at length got the better of all my weakness, and my health 

became so well established that except the illness from languor, of which I have given an 

account, and frequent heats in the bladder which the least heating of the blood rendered 

troublesome, I arrived at the age of thirty almost without feeling my original infirmity. The first 

time this happened was upon my arrival at Venice. The fatigue of the voyage, and the extreme 

heat I had suffered, renewed the burnings, and gave me a pain in the loins, which continued until 

the beginning of winter. After having seen padoana, I thought myself near the end of my career, 

but I suffered not the least inconvenience. After exhausting my imagination more than my body 

for my Zulietta, I enjoyed better health than ever. It was not until after the imprisonment of 

Diderot that the heat of blood, brought on by my journeys to Vincennes during the terrible heat 

of that summer, gave me a violent nephritic colic, since which I have never recovered my 

primitive good state of health. 

At the time of which I speak, having perhaps fatigued myself too much in the filthy work of 

the cursed receiver-general’s office, I fell into a worse state than ever, and remained five or six 

weeks in my bed in the most melancholy state imaginable. Madam Dupin sent me the celebrated 

Morand who, notwithstanding his address and the delicacy of his touch, made me suffer the 

greatest torments. He advised me to have recourse to Daran, who, in fact gave me some relief: 

but Morand, when he gave Madam Dupin an account of the state I was in, declared to her I 

should not be alive in six months. This afterwards came to my ear, and made me reflect seriously 

on my situation and the folly of sacrificing the repose of the few days I had to live to the slavery 

of an employment for which I felt nothing but disgust. Besides, how was it possible to reconcile 

the severe principles I had just adopted to a situation with which they had so little relation? 

Should not I, the cash-keeper of a receiver-general of finances, have preached poverty and 

disinterestedness with a very ill grace? These ideas fermented so powerfully in my mind with the 

fever, and were so strongly impressed, that from that time nothing could remove them; and, 

during my convalescence, I confirmed myself with the greatest coolness in the resolutions I had 

taken during my delirium. I forever abandoned all projects of fortune and advancement, resolved 

to pass in independence and poverty the little time I had to exist. I made every effort of which 

my mind was capable to break the fetters of prejudice, and courageously to do everything that 

was right without giving myself the least concern about the judgment of others. The obstacles I 

had to combat, and the efforts I made to triumph over them, are inconceivable. I succeeded as 

much as it was possible I should, and to a greater degree than I myself had hoped for. Had I at 

the same time shaken off the yoke of friendship as well as that of prejudice, my design would 

have been accomplished, perhaps the greatest, at least the most useful one to virtue, that mortal 

ever conceived; but whilst I despised the foolish judgments of the vulgar tribe called great and 

wise, I suffered myself to be influenced and led by persons who called themselves my friends. 

These, hurt at seeing me walk alone in a new path, while I seemed to take measures for my 



happiness, used all their endeavors to render me ridiculous, and that they might afterwards 

defame me, first strove to make me contemptible. It was less my literary fame than my personal 

reformation, of which I here state the period, that drew upon me their jealousy; they perhaps 

might have pardoned me for having distinguished myself in the art of writing; but they could 

never forgive my setting them, by my conduct, an example, which, in their eyes, seemed to 

reflect on themselves. I was born for friendship; my mind and easy disposition nourished it 

without difficulty. As long as I lived unknown to the public I was beloved by all my private 

acquaintance, and I had not a single enemy. But the moment I acquired literary fame, I had no 

longer a friend. This, was a great misfortune; but a still greater was that of being surrounded by 

people who called themselves my friends, and used the rights attached to that sacred name to 

lead me on to destruction. The succeeding part of these memoirs will explain this odious 

conspiracy. I here speak of its origin, and the manner of the first intrigue will shortly appear. 

In the independence in which I lived, it was, however, necessary to subsist. To this effect I 

thought of very simple means: which were copying music at so much a page. If any employment 

more solid would have fulfilled the same end I would have taken it up; but this occupation being 

to my taste, and the only one which, without personal attendance, could procure me daily bread, I 

adopted it. Thinking I had no longer need of foresight, and, stifling the vanity of cash-keeper to a 

financier, I made myself a copyist of music. I thought I had made an advantageous choice, and of 

this I so little repented, that I never quitted my new profession until I was forced to do it, after 

taking a fixed resolution to return to it as soon as possible. 

The success of my first discourse rendered the execution of this resolution more easy. As soon 

as it had gained the premium, Diderot undertook to get it printed. Whilst I was in my bed, he 

wrote me a note informing me of the publication and effect: “It takes,” said he, “beyond all 

imagination; never was there an instance of a like success.” 

This favor of the public, by no means solicited, and to an unknown author, gave me the first 

real assurance of my talents, of which, notwithstanding an internal sentiment, I had always had 

my doubts. I conceived the great advantage to be drawn from it in favor of the way of life I had 

determined to pursue; and was of opinion, that a copyist of some celebrity in the republic of 

letters was not likely to want employment. 

The moment my resolution was confirmed, I wrote a note to M. de Francueil, communicating 

to him my intentions, thanking him and Madam Dupin for all goodness, and offering them my 

services in the way of my new profession. Francueil did not understand my note, and, thinking I 

was still in the delirium of fever, hastened to my apartment; but he found me so determined, that 

all he could say to me was without the least effect. He went to Madam Dupin, and told her and 

everybody he met, that I had become insane. I let him say what he pleased, and pursued the plan 

I had conceived. I began the change in my dress; I quitted laced clothes and white stockings; I 

put on a round wig, laid aside my sword, and sold my watch; saying to myself, with 

inexpressible pleasure: “Thank Heaven! I shall no longer want to know the hour!” M. de 

Francueil had the goodness to wait a considerable time before he disposed of my place. At length 

perceiving me inflexibly resolved, he gave it to M. d’Alibard, formerly tutor to the young 

Chenonceaux, and known as a botanist by his Flora Parisiensis. 

     [I doubt not but these circumstances are now differently related by 

     M. Francueil and his consorts: but I appeal to what he said of them 

     at the time and long afterwards, to everybody he knew, until the 

     forming of the conspiracy, and of which men of common sense and 



     honor, must have preserved a remembrance.] 

However austere my sumptuary reform might be, I did not at first extend it to my linen, which 

was fine and in great quantity, the remainder of my stock when at Venice, and to which I was 

particularly attached. I had made it so much an object of cleanliness, that it became one of 

luxury, which was rather expensive. Some persons, however, did me the favor to deliver me 

from this servitude. On Christmas Eve, whilst the governesses were at vespers, and I was at the 

spiritual concert, the door of a garret, in which all our linen was hung up after being washed, was 

broken open. Everything was stolen; and amongst other things, forty-two of my shirts, of very 

fine linen, and which were the principal part of my stock. By the manner in which the neighbors 

described a man whom they had seen come out of the hotel with several parcels whilst we were 

all absent, Theresa and myself suspected her brother, whom we knew to be a worthless man. The 

mother strongly endeavored to remove this suspicion, but so many circumstances concurred to 

prove it to be well founded, that, notwithstanding all she could say, our opinions remained still 

the same: I dared not make a strict search for fear of finding more than I wished to do. The 

brother never returned to the place where I lived, and, at length, was no more heard of by any of 

us. I was much grieved Theresa and myself should be connected with such a family, and I 

exhorted her more than ever to shake off so dangerous a yoke. This adventure cured me of my 

inclination for fine linen, and since that time all I have had has been very common, and more 

suitable to the rest of my dress. 

Having thus completed the change of that which related to my person, all my cares tendered to 

render it solid and lasting, by striving to root out from my heart everything susceptible of 

receiving an impression from the judgment of men, or which, from the fear of blame, might turn 

me aside from anything good and reasonable in itself. In consequence of the success of my work, 

my resolution made some noise in the world also, and procured me employment; so that I began 

my new profession with great appearance of success. However, several causes prevented me 

from succeeding in it to the same degree I should under any other circumstances have done. In 

the first place my ill state of health. The attack I had just had, brought on consequences which 

prevented my ever being so well as I was before; and I am of opinion, the physicians, to whose 

care I intrusted myself, did me as much harm as my illness. I was successively under the hands 

of Morand, Daran, Helvetius, Malouin, and Thyerri: men able in their profession, and all of them 

my friends, who treated me each according to his own manner, without giving me the least relief, 

and weakened me considerably. The more I submitted to their direction, the yellower, thinner, 

and weaker I became. My imagination, which they terrified, judging of my situation by the effect 

of their drugs, presented to me, on this side of the tomb, nothing but continued sufferings from 

the gravel, stone, and retention of urine. Everything which gave relief to others, ptisans, baths, 

and bleeding, increased my tortures. Perceiving the bougees of Daran, the only ones that had any 

favorable effect, and without which I thought I could no longer exist, to give me a momentary 

relief, I procured a prodigious number of them, that, in case of Daran’s death, I might never be at 

a loss. During the eight or ten years in which I made such frequent use of these, they must, with 

what I had left, have cost me fifty louis. 

It will easily be judged, that such expensive and painful means did not permit me to work 

without interruption; and that a dying man is not ardently industrious in the business by which he 

gains his daily bread. 

Literary occupations caused another interruption not less prejudicial to my daily employment. 

My discourse had no sooner appeared than the defenders of letters fell upon me as if they had 

agreed with each to do it. My indignation was so raised at seeing so many blockheads, who did 



not understand the question, attempt to decide upon it imperiously, that in my answer I gave 

some of them the worst of it. One M. Gautier, of Nancy, the first who fell under the lash of my 

pen, was very roughly treated in a letter to M. Grimm. The second was King Stanislaus, himself, 

who did not disdain to enter the lists with me. The honor he did me, obliged me to change my 

manner in combating his opinions; I made use of a graver style, but not less nervous; and without 

failing in respect to the author, I completely refuted his work. I knew a Jesuit, Father de Menou, 

had been concerned in it. I depended on my judgment to distinguish what was written by the 

prince, from the production of the monk, and falling without mercy upon all the jesuitical 

phrases, I remarked, as I went along, an anachronism which I thought could come from nobody 

but the priest. This composition, which, for what reason I knew not, has been less spoken of than 

any of my other writings, is the only one of its kind. I seized the opportunity which offered of 

showing to the public in what manner an individual may defend the cause of truth even against a 

sovereign. It is difficult to adopt a more dignified and respectful manner than that in which I 

answered him. I had the happiness to have to do with an adversary to whom, without adulation, I 

could show every mark of the esteem of which my heart was full; and this I did with success and 

a proper dignity. My friends, concerned for my safety, imagined they already saw me in the 

Bastile. This apprehension never once entered my head, and I was right in not being afraid. The 

good prince, after reading my answer, said: “I have enough of at; I will not return to the charge.” 

I have, since that time received from him different marks of esteem and benevolence, some of 

which I shall have occasion to speak of; and what I had written was read in France, and 

throughout Europe, without meeting the least censure. 

In a little time I had another adversary whom I had not expected; this was the same M. Bordes, 

of Lyons, who ten years before had shown me much friendship, and from whom I had received 

several services. I had not forgotten him, but had neglected him from idleness, and had not sent 

him my writings for want of an opportunity, without seeking for it, to get them conveyed to his 

hands. I was therefore in the wrong, and he attacked me; this, however, he did politely, and I 

answered in the same manner. He replied more decidedly. This produced my last answer; after 

which I heard no more from him upon the subject; but he became my most violent enemy, took 

the advantage of the time of my misfortunes, to publish against me the most indecent libels, and 

made a journey to London on purpose to do me an injury. 

All this controversy employed me a good deal, and caused me a great loss of my time in my 

copying, without much contributing to the progress of truth, or the good of my purse. Pissot, at 

that time my bookseller, gave me but little for my pamphlets, frequently nothing at all, and I 

never received a farthing for my first discourse. Diderot gave it him. I was obliged to wait a long 

time for the little he gave me, and to take it from him in the most trifling sums. Notwithstanding 

this, my copying went on but slowly. I had two things together upon my hands, which was the 

most likely means of doing them both ill. 

They were very opposite to each other in their effects by the different manners of living to 

which they rendered me subject. The success of my first writings had given me celebrity. My 

new situation excited curiosity. Everybody wished to know that whimsical man who sought not 

the acquaintance of any one, and whose only desire was to live free and happy in the manner he 

had chosen; this was sufficient to make the thing impossible to me. My apartment was 

continually full of people, who, under different pretences, came to take up my time. The women 

employed a thousand artifices to engage me to dinner. The more unpolite I was with people, the 

more obstinate they became. I could not refuse everybody. While I made myself a thousand 



enemies by my refusals, I was incessantly a slave to my complaisance, and, in whatever manner I 

made my engagements, I had not an hour in a day to myself. 

I then perceived it was not so easy to be poor and independent, as I had imagined. I wished to 

live by my profession: the public would not suffer me to do it. A thousand means were thought 

of to indemnify me for the time I lost. The next thing would have been showing myself like 

Punch, at so much each person. I knew no dependence more cruel and degrading than this. I saw 

no other method of putting an end to it than refusing all kinds of presents, great and small, let 

them come from whom they would. This had no other effect than to increase the number of 

givers, who wished to have the honor of overcoming my resistance, and to force me, in spite of 

myself, to be under an obligation to them. 

Many, who would not have given me half-a-crown had I asked it from them, incessantly 

importuned me with their offers, and, in revenge for my refusal, taxed me with arrogance and 

ostentation. 

It will naturally be conceived that the resolutions I had taken, and the system I wished to 

follow, were not agreeable to Madam le Vasseur. All the disinterestedness of the daughter did 

not prevent her from following the directions of her mother; and the governesses, as Gauffecourt 

called them, were not always so steady in their refusals as I was. Although many things were 

concealed from me, I perceived so many as were necessary to enable me to judge that I did not 

see all, and this tormented me less by the accusation of connivance, which it was so easy for me 

to foresee, than by the cruel idea of never being master in my own apartments, nor even of my 

own person. I prayed, conjured, and became angry, all to no purpose; the mother made me pass 

for an eternal grumbler, and a man who was peevish and ungovernable. She held perpetual 

whisperings with my friends; everything in my little family was mysterious and a secret to me; 

and, that I might not incessantly expose myself to noisy quarrelling, I no longer dared to take 

notice of what passed in it. A firmness of which I was not capable, would have been necessary to 

withdraw me from this domestic strife. I knew how to complain, but not how to act: they 

suffered me to say what I pleased, and continued to act as they thought proper. 

This constant teasing, and the daily importunities to which I was subject, rendered the house, 

and my residence at Paris, disagreeable to me. When my indisposition permitted me to go out, 

and I did not suffer myself to be led by my acquaintance first to one place and then to another, I 

took a walk, alone, and reflected on my grand system, something of which I committed to paper, 

bound up between two covers, which, with a pencil, I always had in my pocket. In this manner, 

the unforeseen disagreeableness of a situation I had chosen entirely led me back to literature, to 

which unsuspectedly I had recourse as a means of releaving my mind, and thus, in the first works 

I wrote, I introduced the peevishness and ill-humor which were the cause of my undertaking 

them. There was another circumstance which contributed not a little to this; thrown into the 

world despite of myself, without having the manners of it, or being in a situation to adopt and 

conform myself to them, I took it into my head to adopt others of my own, to enable me to 

dispense with those of society. My foolish timidity, which I could not conquer, having for 

principle the fear of being wanting in the common forms, I took, by way of encouraging myself, 

a resolution to tread them under foot. I became sour and cynic from shame, and affected to 

despise the politeness which I knew not how to practice. This austerity, conformable to my new 

principles, I must confess, seemed to ennoble itself in my mind; it assumed in my eyes the form 

of the intrepidity of virtue, and I dare assert it to be upon this noble basis, that it supported itself 

longer and better than could have been expected from anything so contrary to my nature. Yet, not 

withstanding, I had the name of a misanthrope, which my exterior appearance and some happy 



expressions had given me in the world: it is certain I did not support the character well in private, 

that my friends and acquaintance led this untractable bear about like a lamb, and that, confining 

my sarcasms to severe but general truths, I was never capable of saying an uncivil thing to any 

person whatsoever. 

The ‘Devin du Village’ brought me completely into vogue, and presently after there was not a 

man in Paris whose company was more sought after than mine. The history of this piece, which 

is a kind of era in my life, is joined with that of the connections I had at that time. I must enter a 

little into particulars to make what is to follow the better understood. 

I had a numerous acquaintance, yet no more than two friends: Diderot and Grimm. By an 

effect of the desire I have ever felt to unite everything that is dear to me, I was too much a friend 

to both not to make them shortly become so to each other. I connected them: they agreed well 

together, and shortly become more intimate with each other than with me. Diderot had a 

numerous acquaintance, but Grimm, a stranger and a new-comer, had his to procure, and with 

the greatest pleasure I procured him all I could. I had already given him Diderot. I afterwards 

brought him acquainted with Gauffecourt. I introduced him to Madam Chenonceaux, Madam 

D’Epinay, and the Baron d’Holbach; with whom I had become connected almost in spite of 

myself. All my friends became his: this was natural: but not one of his ever became mine; which 

was inclining to the contrary. Whilst he yet lodged at the house of the Comte de Friese, he 

frequently gave us dinners in his apartment, but I never received the least mark of friendship 

from the Comte de Friese, Comte de Schomberg, his relation, very familiar with Grimm, nor 

from any other person, man or woman, with whom Grimm, by their means, had any connection. 

I except the Abbe Raynal, who, although his friend, gave proofs of his being mine; and in cases 

of need, offered me his purse with a generosity not very common. But I knew the Abbe Raynal 

long before Grimm had any acquaintance with him, and had entertained a great regard for him on 

account of his delicate and honorable behavior to me upon a slight occasion, which I shall never 

forget. 

The Abbe Raynal is certainly a warm friend; of this I saw a proof, much about the time of 

which I speak, with respect to Grimm himself, with whom he was very intimate. Grimm, after 

having been sometime on a footing of friendship with Mademoiselle Fel, fell violently in love 

with her, and wished to supplant Cahusac. The young lady, piquing herself on her constancy, 

refused her new admirer. He took this so much to heart, that the appearance of his affliction 

became tragical. He suddenly fell into the strangest state imaginable. He passed days and nights 

in a continued lethargy. He lay with his eyes open; and although his pulse continued to beat 

regularly, without speaking, eating, or stirring, yet sometimes seeming to hear what was said to 

him, but never answering, not even by a sign, and remaining almost as immovable as if he had 

been dead, yet without agitation, pain, or fever. The Abbe Raynal and myself watched over him; 

the abbe, more robust, and in better health than I was, by night, and I by day, without ever both 

being absent at one time. The Comte de Friese was alarmed, and brought to him Senac, who, 

after having examined the state in which he was, said there was nothing to apprehend, and took 

his leave without giving a prescription. My fears for my friend made me carefully observe the 

countenance of the physician, and I perceived him smile as he went away. However, the patient 

remained several days almost motionless, without taking anything except a few preserved 

cherries, which from time to time I put upon his tongue, and which he swallowed without 

difficulty. At length he, one morning, rose, dressed himself, and returned to his usual way of life, 

without either at that time or afterwards speaking to me or the Abbe Raynal, at least that I know 



of, or to any other person, of this singular lethargy, or the care we had taken of him during the 

time it lasted. 

The affair made a noise, and it would really have been a wonderful circumstance had the 

cruelty of an opera girl made a man die of despair. This strong passion brought Grimm into 

vogue; he was soon considered as a prodigy in love, friendship, and attachments of every kind. 

Such an opinion made his company sought after, and procured him a good reception in the first 

circles; by which means he separated from me, with whom he was never inclined to associate 

when he could do it with anybody else. I perceived him to be on the point of breaking with me 

entirely; for the lively and ardent sentiments, of which he made a parade, were those which with 

less noise and pretensions, I had really conceived for him. I was glad he succeeded in the world; 

but I did not wish him to do this by forgetting his friend. I one day said to him: “Grimm, you 

neglect me, and I forgive you for it. When the first intoxication of your success is over, and you 

begin to perceive a void in your enjoyments, I hope you will return to your friend, whom you 

will always find in the same sentiments; at present do not constrain yourself, I leave you at 

liberty to act as you please, and wait your leisure.” He said I was right, made his arrangements in 

consequence, and shook off all restraint, so that I saw no more of him except in company with 

our common friends. 

Our chief rendezvous, before he was connected with Madam d’Epinay as he afterwards 

became, was at the house of Baron d’Holbach. This said baron was the son of a man who had 

raised himself from obscurity. His fortune was considerable, and he used it nobly, receiving at 

his house men of letters and merit: and, by the knowledge he himself had acquired, was very 

worthy of holding a place amongst them. Having been long attached to Diderot, he endeavored 

to become acquainted with me by his means, even before my name was known to the world. A 

natural repugnancy prevented me a long time from answering his advances. One day, when he 

asked me the reason of my unwillingness, I told him he was too rich. He was, however, resolved 

to carry his point, and at length succeeded. My greatest misfortune proceeded from my being 

unable to resist the force of marked attention. I have ever had reason to repent of having yielded 

to it. 

Another acquaintance which, as soon as I had any pretensions to it, was converted into 

friendship, was that of M. Duclos. I had several years before seen him, for the first time, at the 

Chevrette, at the house of Madam d’Epinay, with whom he was upon very good terms. On that 

day we only dined together, and he returned to town in the afternoon. But we had a conversation 

of a few moments after dinner. Madam d’Epinay had mentioned me to him, and my opera of the 

‘Muses Gallantes’. Duclos, endowed with too great talents not to be a friend to those in whom 

the like were found, was prepossessed in my favor, and invited me to go and see him. 

Notwithstanding my former wish, increased by an acquaintance, I was withheld by my timidity 

and indolence, as long as I had no other passport to him than his complaisance. But encouraged 

by my first success, and by his eulogiums, which reached my ears, I went to see him; he returned 

my visit, and thus began the connection between us, which will ever render him dear to me. By 

him, as well as from the testimony of my own heart, I learned that uprightness and probity may 

sometimes be connected with the cultivation of letters. 

Many other connections less solid, and which I shall not here particularize, were the effects of 

my first success, and lasted until curiosity was satisfied. I was a man so easily known, that on the 

next day nothing new was to be discovered in me. However, a woman, who at that time was 

desirous of my acquaintance, became much more solidly attached to me than any of those whose 

curiosity I had excited: this was the Marchioness of Crequi, niece to M. le Bailli de Froulay, 



ambassador from Malta, whose brother had preceded M. de Montaigu in the embassy to Venice, 

and whom I had gone to see on my return from that city. Madam de Crequi wrote to me: I visited 

her: she received me into her friendship. I sometimes dined with her. I met at her table several 

men of letters, amongst others M. Saurin, the author of Spartacus, Barnevelt, etc., since become 

my implacable enemy; for no other reason, at least that I can imagine, than my bearing the name 

of a man whom his father has cruelly persecuted. 

It will appear that for a copyist, who ought to be employed in his business from morning till 

night, I had many interruptions, which rendered my days not very lucrative, and prevented me 

from being sufficiently attentive to what I did to do it well; for which reason, half the time I had 

to myself was lost in erasing errors or beginning my sheet anew. This daily importunity rendered 

Paris more unsupportable, and made me ardently wish to be in the country. I several times went 

to pass a few days at Mercoussis, the vicar of which was known to Madam le Vasseur, and with 

whom we all arranged ourselves in such a manner as not to make things disagreeable to him. 

Grimm once went thither with us. 

     [Since I have neglected to relate here a trifling, but memorable 

     adventure I had with the said Grimm one day, on which we were to 

     dine at the fountain of St. Vandrille, I will let it pass: but when 

     I thought of it afterwards, I concluded that he was brooding in his 

     heart the conspiracy he has, with so much success, since carried 

     into execution.] 

The vicar had a tolerable voice, sung well, and, although he did not read music, learned his 

part with great facility and precision. We passed our time in singing the trios I had composed at 

Chenonceaux. To these I added two or three new ones, to the words Grimm and the vicar wrote, 

well or ill. I cannot refrain from regretting these trios composed and sung in moments of pure 

joy, and which I left at Wootton, with all my music. Mademoiselle Davenport has perhaps curled 

her hair with them; but they are worthy of being preserved, and are, for the most part, of very 

good counterpoint. It was after one of these little excursions in which I had the pleasure of seeing 

the aunt at her ease and very cheerful, and in which my spirits were much enlivened, that I wrote 

to the vicar very rapidly and very ill, an epistle in verse which will be found amongst my papers. 

I had nearer to Paris another station much to my liking with M. Mussard, my countryman, 

relation and friend, who at Passy had made himself a charming retreat, where I have passed some 

very peaceful moments. M. Mussard was a jeweller, a man of good sense, who, after having 

acquired a genteel fortune, had given his only daughter in marriage to M. de Valmalette, the son 

of an exchange broker, and maitre d’hotel to the king, took the wise resolution to quit business in 

his declining years, and to place an interval of repose and enjoyment between the hurry and the 

end of life. The good man Mussard, a real philosopher in practice, lived without care, in a very 

pleasant house which he himself had built in a very pretty garden, laid out with his own hands. In 

digging the terraces of this garden he found fossil shells, and in such great quantities that his 

lively imagination saw nothing but shells in nature. He really thought the universe was composed 

of shells and the remains of shells, and that the whole earth was only the sand of these in 

different stratae. His attention thus constantly engaged with his singular discoveries, his 

imagination became so heated with the ideas they gave him, that, in his head, they would soon 

have been converted into a system, that is into folly, if, happily for his reason, but unfortunately 

for his friends, to whom he was dear, and to whom his house was an agreeable asylum, a most 

cruel and extraordinary disease had not put an end to his existence. A constantly increasing 

tumor in his stomach prevented him from eating, long before the cause of it was discovered, and, 



after several years of suffering, absolutely occasioned him to die of hunger. I can never, without 

the greatest affliction of mind, call to my recollection the last moments of this worthy man, who 

still received with so much pleasure Leneips and myself, the only friends whom the sight of his 

sufferings did not separate from him until his last hour, when he was reduced to devouring with 

his eyes the repasts he had placed before us, scarcely having the power of swallowing a few 

drops of weak tea, which came up again a moment afterwards. But before these days of sorrow, 

how many have I passed at his house, with the chosen friends he had made himself! At the head 

of the list I place the Abbe Prevot, a very amiable man, and very sincere, whose heart vivified his 

writings, worthy of immortality, and who, neither in his disposition nor in society, had the least 

of the melancholy coloring he gave to his works. Procope, the physician, a little Esop, a favorite 

with the ladies; Boulanger, the celebrated posthumous author of ‘Despotisme Oriental’, and who, 

I am of opinion, extended the systems of Mussard on the duration of the world. The female part 

of his friends consisted of Madam Denis, niece to Voltaire, who, at that time, was nothing more 

than a good kind of woman, and pretended not to wit: Madam Vanloo, certainly not handsome, 

but charming, and who sang like an angel: Madam de Valmalette, herself, who sang also, and 

who, although very thin, would have been very amiable had she had fewer pretensions. Such, or 

very nearly such, was the society of M. Mussard, with which I should had been much pleased, 

had not his conchyliomania more engaged my attention; and I can say, with great truth, that, for 

upwards of six months, I worked with him in his cabinet with as much pleasure as he felt 

himself. 

He had long insisted upon the virtue of the waters of Passy, that they were proper in my case, 

and recommended me to come to his house to drink them. To withdraw myself from the tumult 

of the city, I at length consented, and went to pass eight or ten days at Passy, which, on account 

of my being in the country, were of more service to me than the waters I drank during my stay 

there. Mussard played the violincello, and was passionately found of Italian music. This was the 

subject of a long conversation we had one evening after supper, particularly the ‘opera-buffe’ we 

had both seen in Italy, and with which we were highly delighted. My sleep having forsaken me 

in the night, I considered in what manner it would be possible to give in France an idea of this 

kind of drama. The ‘Amours de Ragonde’ did not in the least resemble it. In the morning, whilst 

I took my walk and drank the waters, I hastily threw together a few couplets to which I adapted 

such airs as occurred to me at the moments. I scribbled over what I had composed, in a kind of 

vaulted saloon at the end of the garden, and at tea. I could not refrain from showing the airs to 

Mussard and to Mademoiselle du Vernois, his ‘gouvernante’, who was a very good and amiable 

girl. Three pieces of composition I had sketched out were the first monologue: ‘J’ai perdu mon 

serviteur;’—the air of the Devin; ‘L’amour croit s’il s’inquiete;’ and the last duo: ‘A jamais, 

Colin, je t’engage, etc.’ I was so far from thinking it worth while to continue what I had begun, 

that, had it not been for the applause and encouragement I received from both Mussard and 

Mademoiselle, I should have thrown my papers into the fire and thought no more of their 

contents, as I had frequently done by things of much the same merit; but I was so animated by 

the encomiums I received, that in six days, my drama, excepting a few couplets, was written. The 

music also was so far sketched out, that all I had further to do to it after my return from Paris, 

was to compose a little of the recitative, and to add the middle parts, the whole of which I 

finished with so much rapidity, that in three weeks my work was ready for representation. The 

only thing now wanting, was the divertissement, which was not composed until a long time 

afterwards. 



My imagination was so warmed by the composition of this work that I had the strongest desire 

to hear it performed, and would have given anything to have seen and heard the whole in the 

manner I should have chosen, which would have been that of Lully, who is said to have had 

‘Armide’ performed for himself only. As it was not possible I should hear the performance 

unaccompanied by the public, I could not see the effect of my piece without getting it received at 

the opera. Unfortunately it was quite a new species of composition, to which the ears of the 

public were not accustomed; and besides the ill success of the ‘Muses Gallantes’ gave too much 

reason to fear for the Devin, if I presented it in my own name. Duclos relieved me from this 

difficulty, and engaged to get the piece rehearsed without mentioning the author. That I might 

not discover myself, I did not go to the rehearsal, and the ‘Petits violons’, by whom it was 

directed, knew not who the author was until after a general plaudit had borne the testimony of the 

work. 

     [Rebel and Frauneur, who, when they were very young, went 

together 

     from house to house playing on the violin, were so called.] 

Everybody present was so delighted with it, that, on the next day, nothing else was spoken of 

in the different companies. M. de Cury, Intendant des Menus, who was present at the rehearsal, 

demanded the piece to have it performed at court. Duclos, who knew my intentions, and thought 

I should be less master of my work at the court than at Paris, refused to give it. Cury claimed it 

authoratively. Duclos persisted in his refusal, and the dispute between them was carried to such a 

length, that one day they would have gone out from the opera-house together had they not been 

separated. M. de Cury applied to me, and I referred him to Duclos. This made it necessary to 

return to the latter. The Duke d’Aumont interfered; and at length Duclos thought proper to yield 

to authority, and the piece was given to be played at Fontainebleau. 

The part to which I had been most attentive, and in which I had kept at the greatest distance 

from the common track, was the recitative. Mine was accented in a manner entirely new, and 

accompanied the utterance of the word. The directors dared not suffer this horrid innovation to 

pass, lest it should shock the ears of persons who never judge for themselves. Another recitative 

was proposed by Francueil and Jelyotte, to which I consented; but refused at the same time to 

have anything to do with it myself. 

When everything was ready and the day of performance fixed, a proposition was made me to 

go to Fontainebleau, that I might at least be at the last rehearsal. I went with Mademoiselle Fel, 

Grimm, and I think the Abbe Raynal, in one of the stages to the court. The rehearsal was 

tolerable: I was more satisfied with it than I expected to have been. The orchestra was numerous, 

composed of the orchestras of the opera and the king’s band. Jelyotte played Colin, 

Mademoiselle Fel, Colette, Cuvillier the Devin: the choruses were those of the opera. I said but 

little; Jelyotte had prepared everything; I was unwilling either to approve of or censure what he 

had done; and notwithstanding I had assumed the air of an old Roman, I was, in the midst of so 

many people, as bashful as a schoolboy. 

The next morning, the day of performance, I went to breakfast at the coffee-house ‘du grand 

commun’, where I found a great number of people. The rehearsal of the preceding evening, and 

the difficulty of getting into the theatre, were the subjects of conversation. An officer present 

said he entered with the greatest ease, gave a long account of what had passed, described the 

author, and related what he had said and done; but what astonished me most in this long 

narrative, given with as much assurance as simplicity, was that it did not contain a syllable of 



truth. It was clear to me that he who spoke so positively of the rehearsal had not been at it, 

because, without knowing him, he had before his eyes that author whom he said he had seen and 

examined so minutely. However, what was more singular still in this scene, was its effect upon 

me. The officer was a man rather in years, he had nothing of the appearance of a coxcomb; his 

features appeared to announce a man of merit; and his cross of Saint Louis, an officer of long 

standing. He interested me: notwithstanding his impudence. Whilst he uttered his lies, I blushed, 

looked down, and was upon thorns; I, for some time, endeavored within myself to find the means 

of believing him to be in an involuntary error. At length, trembling lest some person should 

know me, and by this means confound him, I hastily drank my chocolate, without saying a word, 

and, holding down my head, I passed before him, got out of the coffee-house as soon as possible, 

whilst the company were making their remarks upon the relation that had been given. I was no 

sooner in the street than I was in a perspiration, and had anybody known and named me before I 

left the room, I am certain all the shame and embarrassment of a guilty person would have 

appeared in my countenance, proceeding from what I felt the poor man would have had to have 

suffered had his lie been discovered. 

I come to one of the critical moments of my life, in which it is difficult to do anything more 

than to relate, because it is almost impossible that even narrative should not carry with it the 

marks of censure or apology. I will, however, endeavor to relate how and upon what motives I 

acted, with out adding either approbation or censure. 

I was on that day in the same careless undress as usual, with a long beard and wig badly 

combed. Considering this want of decency as an act of courage, I entered the theatre wherein the 

king, queen, the royal family, and the whole court were to enter immediately after. I was 

conducted to a box by M. de Cury, and which belonged to him. It was very spacious, upon the 

stage and opposite to a lesser, but more elevated one, in which the king sat with Madam de 

Pompadour. 

As I was surrounded by women, and the only man in front of the box, I had no doubt of my 

having been placed there purposely to be exposed to view. As soon as the theatre was lighted up, 

finding I was in the midst of people all extremely well dressed, I began to be less at my ease, and 

asked myself if I was in my place? whether or not I was properly dressed? After a few minutes of 

inquietude: “Yes,” replied I, with an intrepidity which perhaps proceeded more from the 

impossibility of retracting than the force of all my reasoning, “I am in my place, because I am 

going to see my own piece performed, to which I have been invited, for which reason only I am 

come here; and after all, no person has a greater right than I have to reap the fruit of my labor 

and talents; I am dressed as usual, neither better nor worse; and if I once begin to subject myself 

to public opinion, I shall shortly become a slave to it in everything. To be always consistent with 

myself, I ought not to blush, in any place whatever, at being dressed in a manner suitable to the 

state I have chosen. My exterior appearance is simple, but neither dirty nor slovenly; nor is a 

beard either of these in itself, because it is given us by nature, and according to time, place and 

custom, is sometimes an ornament. People think I am ridiculous, nay, even absurd; but what 

signifies this to me? I ought to know how to bear censure and ridicule, provided I do not deserve 

them.” After this little soliloquy I became so firm that, had it been necessary, I could have been 

intrepid. But whether it was the effect of the presence of his majesty, or the natural disposition of 

those about me, I perceived nothing but what was civil and obliging in the curiosity of which I 

was the object. This so much affected me that I began to be uneasy for myself, and the fate of my 

piece; fearing I should efface the favorable prejudices which seemed to lead to nothing but 



applause. I was armed against raillery; but, so far overcome, by the flattering and obliging 

treatment I had not expected, that I trembled like a child when the performance was begun. 

I had soon sufficient reason to be encouraged. The piece was very ill played with respect to the 

actors, but the musical part was well sung and executed. During the first scene, which was really 

of a delightful simplicity, I heard in the boxes a murmur of surprise and applause, which, relative 

to pieces of the same kind, had never yet happened. The fermentation was soon increased to such 

a degree as to be perceptible through the whole audience, and of which, to speak—after the 

manner of Montesquieu—the effect was augmented by itself. In the scene between the two good 

little folks, this effect was complete. There is no clapping of hands before the king; therefore 

everything was heard, which was advantageous to the author and the piece. I heard about me a 

whispering of women, who appeared as beautiful as angels. They said to each other in a low 

voice: “This is charming: That is ravishing: There is not a sound which does not go to the heart.” 

The pleasure of giving this emotion to so many amiable persons moved me to tears; and these I 

could not contain in the first duo, when I remarked that I was not the only person who wept. I 

collected myself for a moment, on recollecting the concert of M. de Treitorens. This 

reminiscence had the effect of the slave who held the crown over the head of the general who 

triumphed, but my reflection was short, and I soon abandoned myself without interruption to the 

pleasure of enjoying my success. However, I am certain the voluptuousness of the sex was more 

predominant than the vanity of the author, and had none but men been present, I certainly should 

not have had the incessant desire I felt of catching on my lips the delicious tears I had caused to 

flow. I have known pieces excite more lively admiration, but I never saw so complete, delightful, 

and affecting an intoxication of the senses reign, during a whole representation, especially at 

court, and at a first performance. They who saw this must recollect it, for it has never yet been 

equalled. 

The same evening the Duke d’ Aumont sent to desire me to be at the palace the next day at 

eleven o’clock, when he would present me to the king. M. de Cury, who delivered me the 

message, added that he thought a pension was intended, and that his majesty wished to announce 

it to me himself. Will it be believed that the night of so brilliant a day was for me a night of 

anguish and perplexity? My first idea, after that of being presented, was that of my frequently 

wanting to retire; this had made me suffer very considerably at the theatre, and might torment me 

the next day when I should be in the gallery, or in the king’s apartment, amongst all the great, 

waiting for the passing of his majesty. My infirmity was the principal cause which prevented me 

from mixing in polite companies, and enjoying the conversation of the fair. The idea alone of the 

situation in which this want might place me, was sufficient to produce it to such a degree as to 

make me faint away, or to recur to means to which, in my opinion, death was much preferable. 

None but persons who are acquainted with this situation can judge of the horror which being 

exposed to the risk of it inspires. 

I then supposed myself before the king, presented to his majesty, who deigned to stop and 

speak to me. In this situation, justness of expression and presence of mind were peculiarly 

necessary in answering. Would my timidity which disconcerts me in presence of any stranger 

whatever, have been shaken off in presence of the King of France; or would it have suffered me 

instantly to make choice of proper expressions? I wished, without laying aside the austere 

manner I had adopted, to show myself sensible of the honor done me by so great a monarch, and 

in a handsome and merited eulogium to convey some great and useful truth. I could not prepare a 

suitable answer without exactly knowing what his majesty was to say to me; and had this been 

the case, I was certain that, in his presence, I should not recollect a word of what I had previously 



meditated. “What,” said I, “will become of me in this moment, and before the whole court, if, in 

my confusion, any of my stupid expressions should escape me?” This danger alarmed and 

terrified me. I trembled to such a degree that at all events I was determined not to expose myself 

to it. 

I lost, it is true, the pension which in some measure was offered me; but I at the same time 

exempted myself from the yoke it would have imposed. Adieu, truth, liberty, and courage! How 

should I afterwards have dared to speak of disinterestedness and independence? Had I received 

the pension I must either have become a flatterer or remained silent; and, moreover, who would 

have insured to me the payment of it! What steps should I have been under the necessity of 

taking! How many people must I have solicited! I should have had more trouble and anxious 

cares in preserving than in doing without it. Therefore, I thought I acted according to my 

principles by refusing, and sacrificing appearances to reality. I communicated my resolution to 

Grimm, who said nothing against it. To others I alleged my ill state of health, and left the court in 

the morning. 

My departure made some noise, and was generally condemned. My reasons could not be 

known to everybody, it was therefore easy to accuse me of foolish pride, and thus not irritate the 

jealousy of such as felt they would not have acted as I had done. The next day Jelyotte wrote me 

a note, in which he stated the success of my piece, and the pleasure it had afforded the king. “All 

day long,” said he, “his majesty sings, with the worst voice in his kingdom: ‘J’ai perdu mon 

serviteur: J’ai perdu tout mon bonheur.’” He likewise added, that in a fortnight the Devin was to 

be performed a second time; which confirmed in the eyes of the public the complete success of 

the first. 

Two days afterwards, about nine o’clock in the evening, as I was going to sup with Madam 

D’Epinay, I perceived a hackney-coach pass by the door. Somebody within made a sign to me to 

approach. I did so, and got into it, and found the person to be Diderot. He spoke of the pension 

with more warmth than, upon such a subject, I should have expected from a philosopher. He did 

not blame me for having been unwilling to be presented to the king, but severely reproached me 

with my indifference about the pension. He observed that although on my own account I might 

be disinterested, I ought not to be so on that of Madam Vasseur and her daughter; that it was my 

duty to seize every means of providing for their subsistence; and that as, after all, it could not be 

said I had refused the pension, he maintained I ought, since the king seemed disposed to grant it 

to me, to solicit and obtain it by one means or another. Although I was obliged to him for his 

good wishes, I could not relish his maxims, which produced a warm dispute, the first I ever had 

with him. All our disputes were of this kind, he prescribing to me what he pretended I ought to 

do, and I defending myself because I was of a different opinion. 

It was late when we parted. I would have taken him to supper at Madam d’ Epinay’s, but he 

refused to go; and, notwithstanding all the efforts which at different times the desire of uniting 

those I love induced me to make, to prevail upon him to see her, even that of conducting her to 

his door which he kept shut against us, he constantly refused to do it, and never spoke of her but 

with the utmost contempt. It was not until after I had quarrelled with both that they became 

acquainted and that he began to speak honorably of her. 

From this time Diderot and Grimm seemed to have undertaken to alienate from me the 

governesses, by giving them to understand that if they were not in easy circumstances the fault 

was my own, and that they never would be so with me. They endeavored to prevail on them to 

leave me, promising them the privilege for retailing salt, a snuff shop, and I know not what other 



advantages by means of the influence of Madam d’ Epinay. They likewise wished to gain over 

Duclos and d’Holbach, but the former constantly refused their proposals. I had at the time some 

intimation of what was going forward, but I was not fully acquainted with the whole until long 

afterwards; and I frequently had reason to lament the effects of the blind and indiscreet zeal of 

my friends, who, in my ill state of health, striving to reduce me to the most melancholy solitude, 

endeavored, as they imagined, to render me happy by the means which, of all others, were the 

most proper to make me miserable. 

In the carnival following the conclusion of the year 1753, the Devin was performed at Paris, 

and in this interval I had sufficient time to compose the overture and divertissement. This 

divertissement, such as it stands engraved, was to be in action from the beginning to the end, and 

in a continued subject, which in my opinion, afforded very agreeable representations. But when I 

proposed this idea at the opera-house, nobody would so much as hearken to me, and I was 

obliged to tack together music and dances in the usual manner: on this account the 

divertissement, although full of charming ideas which do not diminish the beauty of scenes, 

succeeded but very middlingly. I suppressed the recitative of Jelyotte, and substituted my own, 

such as I had first composed it, and as it is now engraved; and this recitative a little after the 

French manner, I confess, drawled out, instead of pronounced by the actors, far from shocking 

the ears of any person, equally succeeded with the airs, and seemed in the judgment of the public 

to possess as much musical merit. I dedicated my piece to Duclos, who had given it his 

protection, and declared it should be my only dedication. I have, however, with his consent, 

written a second; but he must have thought himself more honored by the exception, than if I had 

not written a dedication to any person. 

I could relate many anecdotes concerning this piece, but things of greater importance prevent 

me from entering into a detail of them at present. I shall perhaps resume the subject in a 

supplement. There is however one which I cannot omit, as it relates to the greater part of what is 

to follow. I one day examined the music of D’Holbach, in his closet. After having looked over 

many different kinds, he said, showing me a collection of pieces for the harpsichord: “These 

were composed for me; they are full of taste and harmony, and unknown to everybody but 

myself. You ought to make a selection from them for your divertissement.” Having in my head 

more subjects of airs and symphonies than I could make use of, I was not the least anxious to 

have any of his. However, he pressed me so much, that, from a motive of complaisance, I chose 

a Pastoral, which I abridged and converted into a trio, for the entry of the companions of Colette. 

Some months afterwards, and whilst the Devin still continued to be performed, going into 

Grimms I found several people about his harpsichord, whence he hastily rose on my arrival. As I 

accidently looked toward his music stand, I there saw the same collection of the Baron 

d’Holbach, opened precisely at the piece he had prevailed upon me to take, assuring me at the 

same time that it should never go out of his hands. Some time afterwards, I again saw the 

collection open on the harpischord of M. d’Papinay, one day when he gave a little concert. 

Neither Grimm, nor anybody else, ever spoke to me of the air, and my reason for mentioning it 

here is that some time afterwards, a rumor was spread that I was not the author of Devin. As I 

never made a great progress in the practical part, I am persuaded that had it not been for my 

dictionary of music, it would in the end have been said I did not understand composition. 

Sometime before the ‘Devin du Village’ was performed, a company of Italian Bouffons had 

arrived at Paris, and were ordered to perform at the opera-house, without the effect they would 

produce there being foreseen. Although they were detestable, and the orchestra, at that time very 

ignorant, mutilated at will the pieces they gave, they did the French opera an injury that will 



never be repaired. The comparison of these two kinds of music, heard the same evening in the 

same theatre, opened the ears of the French; nobody could endure their languid music after the 

marked and lively accents of Italian composition; and the moment the Bouffons had done, 

everybody went away. The managers were obliged to change the order of representation, and let 

the performance of the Bouffons be the last. ‘Egle Pigmalion’ and ‘le Sylphe’ were successively 

given: nothing could bear the comparison. The ‘Devin du Village’ was the only piece that did it, 

and this was still relished after ‘la Serva Padrona’. When I composed my interlude, my head was 

filled with these pieces, and they gave me the first idea of it: I was, however, far from imagining 

they would one day be passed in review by the side of my composition. Had I been a plagiarist, 

how many pilferings would have been manifest, and what care would have been taken to point 

them out to the public! But I had done nothing of the kind. All attempts to discover any such 

thing were fruitless: nothing was found in my music which led to the recollection of that of any 

other person; and my whole composition compared with the pretended original, was found to be 

as new as the musical characters I had invented. Had Mondonville or Rameau undergone the 

same ordeal, they would have lost much of their substance. 

The Bouffons acquired for Italian music very warm partisans. All Paris was divided into two 

parties, the violence of which was greater than if an affair of state or religion had been in 

question. One of them, the most powerful and numerous, composed of the great, of men of 

fortune, and the ladies, supported French music; the other, more lively and haughty, and fuller of 

enthusiasm, was composed of real connoisseurs, and men of talents, and genius. This little group 

assembled at the opera-house, under the box belonging to the queen. The other party filled up the 

rest of the pit and the theatre; but the heads were mostly assembled under the box of his majesty. 

Hence the party names of Coin du Roi, Coin de la Reine,—[King’s corner,—Queen’s corner.]—

then in great celebrity. The dispute, as it became more animated, produced several pamphlets. 

The king’s corner aimed at pleasantry; it was laughed at by the ‘Petit Prophete’. It attempted to 

reason; the ‘Lettre sur la Musique Francoise’ refuted its reasoning. These two little productions, 

the former of which was by Grimm, the latter by myself, are the only ones which have outlived 

the quarrel; all the rest are long since forgotten. 

But the Petit Prophete, which, notwithstanding all I could say, was for a long time attributed to 

me, was considered as a pleasantry, and did not produce the least inconvenience to the author: 

whereas the letter on music was taken seriously, and incensed against me the whole nation, 

which thought itself offended by this attack on its music. The description of the incredible effect 

of this pamphlet would be worthy of the pen of Tacitus. The great quarrel between the 

parliament and the clergy was then at its height. The parliament had just been exiled; the 

fermentation was general; everything announced an approaching insurrection. The pamphlet 

appeared: from that moment every other quarrel was forgotten; the perilous state of French music 

was the only thing by which the attention of the public was engaged, and the only insurrection 

was against myself. This was so general that it has never since been totally calmed. At court, the 

bastile or banishment was absolutely determined on, and a ‘lettre de cachet’ would have been 

issued had not M. de Voyer set forth in the most forcible manner that such a step would be 

ridiculous. Were I to say this pamphlet probably prevented a revolution, the reader would 

imagine I was in a dream. It is, however, a fact, the truth of which all Paris can attest, it being no 

more than fifteen years since the date of this singular fact. Although no attempts were made on 

my liberty, I suffered numerous insults; and even my life was in danger. The musicians of the 

opera orchestra humanely resolved to murder me as I went out of the theatre. Of this I received 

information; but the only effect it produced on me was to make me more assiduously attend the 



opera; and I did not learn, until a considerable time afterwards, that M. Ancelot, officer in the 

mousquetaires, and who had a friendship for me, had prevented the effect of this conspiracy by 

giving me an escort, which, unknown to myself, accompanied me until I was out of danger. The 

direction of the opera-house had just been given to the hotel de ville. The first exploit performed 

by the Prevot des Marchands, was to take from me my freedom of the theatre, and this in the 

most uncivil manner possible. Admission was publicly refused me on my presenting myself, so 

that I was obliged to take a ticket that I might not that evening have the mortification to return as 

I had come. This injustice was the more shameful, as the only price I had set on my piece when I 

gave it to the managers was a perpetual freedom of the house; for although this was a right, 

common to every author, and which I enjoyed under a double title, I expressly stipulated for it in 

presence of M. Duclos. It is true, the treasurer brought me fifty louis, for which I had not asked; 

but, besides the smallness of the sum, compared with that which, according to the rule, 

established in such cases, was due to me, this payment had nothing in common with the right of 

entry formerly granted, and which was entirely independent of it. There was in this behavior 

such a complication of iniquity and brutality, that the public, notwithstanding its animosity 

against me, which was then at its highest, was universally shocked at it, and many persons who 

insulted me the preceding evening, the next day exclaimed in the open theatre, that it was 

shameful thus to deprive an author of his right of entry; and particularly one who had so well 

deserved it, and was entitled to claim it for himself and another person. So true is the Italian 

proverb: Ogn’un ama la giustizia in cosa d’altrui.—[Every one loves justice in the affairs of 

another.] 

In this situation the only thing I had to do was to demand my work, since the price I had 

agreed to receive for it was refused me. For this purpose I wrote to M. d’Argenson, who had the 

department of the opera. I likewise enclosed to him a memoir which was unanswerable; but this, 

as well as my letter, was ineffectual, and I received no answer to either. The silence of that unjust 

man hurt me extremely, and did not contribute to increase the very moderate good opinion I 

always had of his character and abilities. It was in this manner the managers kept my piece while 

they deprived me of that for which I had given it them. From the weak to the strong, such an act 

would be a theft: from the strong to the weak, it is nothing more than an appropriation of 

property, without a right. 

With respect to the pecuniary advantages of the work, although it did not produce me a fourth 

part of the sum it would have done to any other person, they were considerable enough to enable 

me to subsist several years, and to make amends for the ill success of copying, which went on 

but very slowly. I received a hundred louis from the king; fifty from Madam de Pompadour, for 

the performance at Bellevue, where she herself played the part of Colin; fifty from the opera; and 

five hundred livres from Pissot, for the engraving; so that this interlude, which cost me no more 

than five or six weeks’ application, produced, notwithstanding the ill treatment I received from 

the managers and my stupidity at court, almost as much money as my ‘Emilius’, which had cost 

me twenty years’ meditation, and three years’ labor. But I paid dearly for the pecuniary ease I 

received from the piece, by the infinite vexations it brought upon me. It was the germ of the 

secret jealousies which did not appear until a long time afterwards. After its success I did not 

remark, either in Grimm, Diderot, or any of the men of letters, with whom I was acquainted, the 

same cordiality and frankness, nor that pleasure in seeing me, I had previously experienced. The 

moment I appeared at the baron’s, the conversation was no longer general; the company divided 

into small parties; whispered into each other’s ears; and I remained alone, without knowing to 

whom to address myself. I endured for a long time this mortifying neglect; and, perceiving that 



Madam d’Holbach, who was mild and amiable, still received me well, I bore with the vulgarity 

of her husband as long as it was possible. But he one day attacked me without reason or pretence, 

and with such brutality, in presence of Diderot, who said not a word, and Margency, who since 

that time has often told me how much he admired the moderation and mildness of my answers, 

that, at length driven from his house, by this unworthy treatment, I took leave with a resolution 

never to enter it again. This did not, however, prevent me from speaking honorably of him and 

his house, whilst he continually expressed himself relative to me in the most insulting terms, 

calling me that ‘petit cuistre’: the little college pedant, or servitor in a college, without, however, 

being able to charge me with having done either to himself or any person to whom he was 

attached the most trifling injury. In this manner he verified my fears and predictions. I am of 

opinion my pretended friends would have pardoned me for having written books, and even 

excellent ones, because this merit was not foreign to themselves; but that they could not forgive 

my writing an opera, nor the brilliant success it had; because there was not one amongst them 

capable of the same, nor in a situation to aspire to like honors. Duclos, the only person superior 

to jealousy, seemed to become more attached to me: he introduced me to Mademoiselle 

Quinault, in whose house I received polite attention, and civility to as great an extreme, as I had 

found a want of it in that of M. d’Holbach. 

Whilst the performance of the ‘Devin du Village’ was continued at the opera-house, the author 

of it had an advantageous negotiation with the managers of the French comedy. Not having, 

during seven or eight years, been able to get my ‘Narcissis’ performed at the Italian theatre, I 

had, by the bad performance in French of the actors, become disgusted with it, and should rather 

have had my piece received at the French theatre than by them. I mentioned this to La None, the 

comedian, with whom I had become acquainted, and who, as everybody knows, was a man of 

merit and an author. He was pleased with the piece, and promised to get it performed without 

suffering the name of the author to be known; and in the meantime procured me the freedom of 

the theatre, which was extremely agreeable to me, for I always preferred it to the two others. The 

piece was favorably received, and without the author’s name being mentioned; but I have reason 

to believe it was known to the actors and actresses, and many other persons. Mademoiselles 

Gauffin and Grandval played the amorous parts; and although the whole performance was, in my 

opinion, injudicious, the piece could not be said to be absolutely ill played. The indulgence of the 

public, for which I felt gratitude, surprised me; the audience had the patience to listen to it from 

the beginning to the end, and to permit a second representation without showing the least sign of 

disapprobation. For my part, I was so wearied with the first, that I could not hold out to the end; 

and the moment I left the theatre, I went into the Cafe de Procope, where I found Boissi, and 

others of my acquaintance, who had probably been as much fatigued as myself. I there humbly or 

haughtily avowed myself the author of the piece, judging it as everybody else had done. This 

public avowal of an author of a piece which had not succeeded, was much admired, and was by 

no means painful to myself. My self-love was flattered by the courage with which I made it: and 

I am of opinion, that, on this occasion, there was more pride in speaking, than there would have 

been foolish shame in being silent. However, as it was certain the piece, although insipid in the 

performance would bear to be read, I had it printed: and in the preface, which is one of the best 

things I ever wrote, I began to make my principles more public than I had before done. 

I soon had an opportunity to explain them entirely in a work of the greatest importance: for it 

was, I think, this year, 1753, that the programma of the Academy of Dijon upon the ‘Origin of 

the Inequality of Mankind’ made its appearance. Struck with this great question, I was surprised 



the academy had dared to propose it: but since it had shown sufficient courage to do it, I thought 

I might venture to treat it, and immediately undertook the discussion. 

That I might consider this grand subject more at my ease, I went to St. Germain for seven or 

eight days with Theresa, our hostess, who was a good kind of woman, and one of her friends. I 

consider this walk as one of the most agreeable ones I ever took. The weather was very fine. 

These good women took upon themselves all the care and expense. Theresa amused herself with 

them; and I, free from all domestic concerns, diverted myself, without restraint, at the hours of 

dinner and supper. All the rest of the day wandering in the forest, I sought for and found there 

the image of the primitive ages of which I boldly traced the history. I confounded the pitiful lies 

of men; I dared to unveil their nature; to follow the progress of time, and the things by which it 

has been disfigured; and comparing the man of art with the natural man, to show them, in their 

pretended improvement, the real source of all their misery. My mind, elevated by these 

contemplations, ascended to the Divinity, and thence, seeing my fellow creatures follow in the 

blind track of their prejudices that of their errors and misfortunes, I cried out to them, in a feeble 

voice, which they could not hear: “Madmen! know that all your evils proceed from yourselves!” 

From these meditations resulted the discourse on Inequality, a work more to the taste of 

Diderot than any of my other writings, and in which his advice was of the greatest service to me. 

     [At the time I wrote this, I had not the least suspicion of the 

     grand conspiracy of Diderot and Grimm.  Otherwise I should easily 

     have discovered how much the former abused my confidence, by 

giving 

     to my writings that severity and melancholy which were not to be 

     found in them from the moments he ceased to direct me.  The 

passage 

     of the philosopher, who argues with himself, and stops his ears 

     against the complaints of a man in distress, is after his manner: 

     and he gave me others still more extraordinary; which I could 

never 

     resolve to make use of.  But, attributing, this melancholy to that 

     he had acquired in the dungeon of Vincennes, and of which there is 

a 

     very sufficient dose in his Clairoal, I never once suspected the 

     least unfriendly dealing. ] 

It was, however, understood but by few readers, and not one of these would ever speak of it. I 

had written it to become a competitor for the premium, and sent it away fully persuaded it would 

not obtain it; well convinced it was not for productions of this nature that academies were 

founded. 

This excursion and this occupation enlivened my spirits and was of service to my health. 

Several years before, tormented by my disorder, I had entirely given myself up to the care of 

physicians, who, without alleviating my sufferings, exhausted my strength and destroyed my 

constitution. At my return from St. Germain, I found myself stronger and perceived my health to 

be improved. I followed this indication, and determined to cure myself or die without the aid of 

physicians and medicine. I bade them forever adieu, and lived from day to day, keeping close 

when I found myself indisposed, and going abroad the moment I had sufficient strength to do it. 

The manner of living in Paris amidst people of pretensions was so little to my liking; the cabals 



of men of letters, their little candor in their writings, and the air of importance they gave 

themselves in the world, were so odious to me; I found so little mildness, openness of heart and 

frankness in the intercourse even of my friends; that, disgusted with this life of tumult, I began 

ardently to wish to reside in the country, and not perceiving that my occupation permitted me to 

do it, I went to pass there all the time I had to spare. For several months I went after dinner to 

walk alone in the Bois de Boulogne, meditating on subjects for future works, and not returning 

until evening. 

Gauffecourt, with whom I was at that time extremely intimate, being on account of his 

employment obliged to go to Geneva, proposed to me the journey, to which I consented. The 

state of my health was such as to require the care of the governess; it was therefore decided she 

should accompany us, and that her mother should remain in the house. After thus having made 

our arrangements, we set off on the first of June, 1754. 

This was the period when at the age of forty-two, I for the first time in my life felt a 

diminution of my natural confidence to which I had abandoned myself without reserve or 

inconvenience. We had a private carriage, in which with the same horses we travelled very 

slowly. I frequently got out and walked. We had scarcely performed half our journey when 

Theresa showed the greatest uneasiness at being left in the carriage with Gauffecourt, and when, 

notwithstanding her remonstrances, I would get out as usual, she insisted upon doing the same, 

and walking with me. I chid her for this caprice, and so strongly opposed it, that at length she 

found herself obliged to declare to me the cause whence it proceeded. I thought I was in a dream; 

my astonishment was beyond expression, when I learned that my friend M. de Gauffecourt, 

upwards of sixty years of age, crippled by the gout, impotent and exhausted by pleasures, had, 

since our departure, incessantly endeavored to corrupt a person who belonged to his friend, and 

was no longer young nor handsome, by the most base and shameful means, such as presenting to 

her a purse, attempting to inflame her imagination by the reading of an abominable book, and by 

the sight of infamous figures, with which it was filled. Theresa, full of indignation, once threw 

his scandalous book out of the carriage; and I learned that on the first evening of our journey, a 

violent headache having obliged me to retire to bed before supper, he had employed the whole 

time of this tete-a-tete in actions more worthy of a satyr than a man of worth and honor, to whom 

I thought I had intrusted my companion and myself. What astonishment and grief of heart for 

me! I, who until then had believed friendship to be inseparable from every amiable and noble 

sentiment which constitutes all its charm, for the first time in my life found myself under the 

necessity of connecting it with disdain, and of withdrawing my confidence from a man for whom 

I had an affection, and by whom I imagined myself beloved! The wretch concealed from me his 

turpitude; and that I might not expose Theresa, I was obliged to conceal from him my contempt, 

and secretly to harbor in my heart such sentiments as were foreign to its nature. Sweet and sacred 

illusion of friendship! Gauffecourt first took the veil from before my eyes. What cruel hands 

have since that time prevented it from again being drawn over them! 

At Lyons I quitted Gauffecourt to take the road to Savoy, being unable to be so near to 

mamma without seeing her. I saw her—Good God, in what a situation! How contemptible! What 

remained to her of primitive virtue? Was it the same Madam de Warens, formerly so gay and 

lively, to whom the vicar of Pontverre had given me recommendations? How my heart was 

wounded! The only resource I saw for her was to quit the country. I earnestly but vainly repeated 

the invitation I had several times given her in my letters to come and live peacefully with me, 

assuring her I would dedicate the rest of my life, and that of Theresa, to render her happy. 

Attached to her pension, from which, although it was regularly paid, she had not for a long time 



received the least advantage, my offers were lost upon her. I again gave her a trifling part of the 

contents of my purse, much less than I ought to have done, and considerably less than I should 

have offered her had not I been certain of its not being of the least service to herself. During my 

residence at Geneva, she made a journey into Chablais, and came to see me at Grange-canal. She 

was in want of money to continue her journey: what I had in my pocket was insufficient to this 

purpose, but an hour afterwards I sent it her by Theresa. Poor mamma! I must relate this proof of 

the goodness of her heart. A little diamond ring was the last jewel she had left. She took it from 

her finger, to put it upon that of Theresa, who instantly replaced it upon that whence it had been 

taken, kissing the generous hand which she bathed with her tears. Ah! this was the proper 

moment to discharge my debt! I should have abandoned everything to follow her, and share her 

fate: let it be what it would. I did nothing of the kind. My attention was engaged by another 

attachment, and I perceived the attachment I had to her was abated by the slender hopes there 

were of rendering it useful to either of us. I sighed after her, my heart was grieved at her 

situation, but I did not follow her. Of all the remorse I felt this was the strongest and most 

lasting. I merited the terrible chastisement with which I have since that time incessantly been 

overwhelmed: may this have expiated my ingratitude! Of this I appear guilty in my conduct, but 

my heart has been too much distressed by what I did ever to have been that of an ungrateful man. 

Before my departure from Paris I had sketched out the dedication of my discourse on the 

‘Inequality of Mankind’. I finished it at Chambery, and dated it from that place, thinking that, to 

avoid all chicane, it was better not to date it either from France or Geneva. The moment I arrived 

in that city I abandoned myself to the republican enthusiasm which had brought me to it. This 

was augmented by the reception I there met with. Kindly treated by persons of every description, 

I entirely gave myself up to a patriotic zeal, and mortified at being excluded from the rights of a 

citizen by the possession of a religion different from that of my forefathers, I resolved openly to 

return to the latter. I thought the gospel being the same for every Christian, and the only 

difference in religious opinions the result of the explanations given by men to that which they did 

not understand, it was the exclusive right of the sovereign power in every country to fix the mode 

of worship, and these unintelligible opinions; and that consequently it was the duty of a citizen to 

admit the one, and conform to the other in the manner prescribed by the law. The conversation of 

the encyclopaedists, far from staggering my faith, gave it new strength by my natural aversion to 

disputes and party. The study of man and the universe had everywhere shown me the final causes 

and the wisdom by which they were directed. The reading of the Bible, and especially that of the 

New Testament, to which I had for several years past applied myself, had given me a sovereign 

contempt for the base and stupid interpretations given to the words of Jesus Christ by persons the 

least worthy of understanding his divine doctrine. In a word, philosophy, while it attached me to 

the essential part of religion, had detached me from the trash of the little formularies with which 

men had rendered it obscure. Judging that for a reasonable man there were not two ways of being 

a Christian, I was also of opinion that in each country everything relative to form and discipline 

was within the jurisdiction of the laws. From this principle, so social and pacific, and which has 

brought upon me such cruel persecutions, it followed that, if I wished to be a citizen of Geneva, I 

must become a Protestant, and conform to the mode of worship established in my country. This I 

resolved upon; I moreover put myself under the instructions of the pastor of the parish in which I 

lived, and which was without the city. All I desired was not to appear at the consistory. However, 

the ecclesiastical edict was expressly to that effect; but it was agreed upon to dispense with it in 

my favor, and a commission of five or six members was named to receive my profession of faith. 

Unfortunately, the minister Perdriau, a mild and an amiable man, took it into his head to tell me 



the members were rejoiced at the thoughts of hearing me speak in the little assembly. This 

expectation alarmed me to such a degree that having night and day during three weeks studied a 

little discourse I had prepared, I was so confused when I ought to have pronounced it that I could 

not utter a single word, and during the conference I had the appearance of the most stupid 

schoolboy. The persons deputed spoke for me, and I answered yes and no, like a blockhead; I 

was afterwards admitted to the communion, and reinstated in my rights as a citizen. I was 

enrolled as such in the lists of guards, paid by none but citizens and burgesses, and I attended at a 

council-general extraordinary to receive the oath from the syndic Mussard. I was so impressed 

with the kindness shown me on this occasion by the council and the consistory, and by the great 

civility and obliging behavior of the magistrates, ministers and citizens, that, pressed by the 

worthy De Luc, who was incessant in his persuasions, and still more so by my own inclination, I 

did not think of going back to Paris for any other purpose than to break up housekeeping, find a 

situation for M. and Madam le Vasseur, or provide for their subsistence, and then return with 

Theresa to Geneva, there to settle for the rest of my days. 

After taking this resolution I suspended all serious affairs the better to enjoy the company of 

my friends until the time of my departure. Of all the amusements of which I partook, that with 

which I was most pleased, was sailing round the lake in a boat, with De Luc, the father, his 

daughter-in-law, his two sons, and my Theresa. We gave seven days to this excursion in the 

finest weather possible. I preserved a lively remembrance of the situation which struck me at the 

other extremity of the lake, and of which I, some years afterwards, gave a description in my New 

Eloisa. 

The principal connections I made at Geneva, besides the De Lucs, of which I have spoken, 

were the young Vernes, with whom I had already been acquainted at Paris, and of whom I then 

formed a better opinion than I afterwards had of him. M. Perdriau, then a country pastor, now 

professor of Belles Lettres, whose mild and agreeable society will ever make me regret the loss 

of it, although he has since thought proper to detach himself from me; M. Jalabert, at that time 

professor of natural philosophy, since become counsellor and syndic, to whom I read my 

discourse upon Inequality (but not the dedication), with which he seemed to be delighted; the 

Professor Lullin, with whom I maintained a correspondence until his death, and who gave me a 

commission to purchase books for the library; the Professor Vernet, who, like most other people, 

turned his back upon me after I had given him proofs of attachment and confidence of which he 

ought to have been sensible, if a theologian can be affected by anything; Chappins, clerk and 

successor to Gauffecourt, whom he wished to supplant, and who, soon afterwards, was himself 

supplanted; Marcet de Mezieres, an old friend of my father’s, and who had also shown himself to 

be mine: after having well deserved of his country, he became a dramatic author, and, pretending 

to be of the council of two hundred, changed his principles, and, before he died, became 

ridiculous. But he from whom I expected most was M. Moultou, a very promising young man by 

his talents and his brilliant imagination, whom I have always loved, although his conduct with 

respect to me was frequently equivocal, and, not withstanding his being connected with my most 

cruel enemies, whom I cannot but look upon as destined to become the defender of my memory 

and the avenger of his friend. 

In the midst of these dissipations, I neither lost the taste for my solitary excursions, nor the 

habit of them; I frequently made long ones upon the banks of the lake, during which my mind, 

accustomed to reflection, did not remain idle; I digested the plan already formed of my political 

institutions, of which I shall shortly have to speak; I meditated a history of the Valais; the plan of 

a tragedy in prose, the subject of which, nothing less than Lucretia, did not deprive me of the 



hope of succeeding, although I had dared again to exhibit that unfortunate heroine, when she 

could no longer be suffered upon any French stage. I at that time tried my abilities with Tacitus, 

and translated the first books of his history, which will be found amongst my papers. 

After a residence of four months at Geneva, I returned in the month of October to Paris; and 

avoided passing through Lyons that I might not again have to travel with Gauffecourt. As the 

arrangement I had made did not require my being at Geneva until the spring following, I 

returned, during the winter, to my habits and occupations; the principal of the latter was 

examining the proof sheets of my discourse on the Inequality of Mankind, which I had procured 

to be printed in Holland, by the bookseller Rey, with whom I had just become acquainted at 

Geneva. This work was dedicated to the republic; but as the publication might be unpleasing to 

the council, I wished to wait until it had taken its effect at Geneva before I returned thither. This 

effect was not favorable to me; and the dedication, which the most pure patriotism had dictated, 

created me enemies in the council, and inspired even many of the burgesses with jealousy. M. 

Chouet, at that time first syndic, wrote me a polite but very cold letter, which will be found 

amongst my papers. I received from private persons, amongst others from Du Luc and De 

Jalabert, a few compliments, and these were all. I did not perceive that a single Genevese was 

pleased with the hearty zeal found in the work. This indifference shocked all those by whom it 

was remarked. I remember that dining one day at Clichy, at Madam Dupin’s, with Crommelin, 

resident from the republic, and M. de Mairan, the latter openly declared the council owed me a 

present and public honors for the work, and that it would dishonor itself if it failed in either. 

Crommelin, who was a black and mischievous little man, dared not reply in my presence, but he 

made a frightful grimace, which however forced a smile from Madam Dupin. The only 

advantage this work procured me, besides that resulting from the satisfaction of my own heart, 

was the title of citizen given me by my friends, afterwards by the public after their example, and 

which I afterwards lost by having too well merited. 

This ill success would not, however, have prevented my retiring to Geneva, had not more 

powerful motives tended to the same effect. M. D’Epinay, wishing to add a wing which was 

wanting to the chateau of the Chevrette, was at an immense expense in completing it. Going one 

day with Madam D’Epinay to see the building, we continued our walk a quarter of a league 

further to the reservoir of the waters of the park which joined the forest of Montmorency, and 

where there was a handsome kitchen garden, with a little lodge, much out of repair, called the 

Hermitage. This solitary and very agreeable place had struck me when I saw it for the first time 

before my journey to Geneva. I had exclaimed in my transport: “Ah, madam, what a delightful 

habitation! This asylum was purposely prepared for me.” Madam D’Epinay did not pay much 

attention to what I said; but at this second journey I was quite surprised to find, instead of the old 

decayed building, a little house almost entirely new, well laid out, and very habitable for a little 

family of three persons. Madam D’Epinay had caused this to be done in silence, and at a very 

small expense, by detaching a few materials and some of the work men from the castle. She now 

said to me, on remarking my surprise: “My dear, here behold your asylum; it is you who have 

chosen it; friendship offers it to you. I hope this will remove from you the cruel idea of 

separating from me.” I do not think I was ever in my life more strongly or more deliciously 

affected. I bathed with tears the beneficent hand of my friend; and if I were not conquered from 

that very instant even, I was extremely staggered. Madam D’Epinay, who would not be denied, 

became so pressing, employed so many means, so many people to circumvent me, proceeding 

even so far as to gain over Madam le Vasseur and her daughter, that at length she triumphed over 

all my resolutions. Renouncing the idea of residing in my own country, I resolved, I promised, to 



inhabit the Hermitage; and, whilst the building was drying, Madam D’Epinay took care to 

prepare furniture, so that everything was ready the following spring. 

 

 

 



 

One thing which greatly aided me in determining, was the residence Voltaire had chosen near 

Geneva; I easily comprehended this man would cause a revolution there, and that I should find in 

my country the manners, which drove me from Paris; that I should be under the necessity of 



incessantly struggling hard, and have no other alternative than that of being an unsupportable 

pedant, a poltroon, or a bad citizen. The letter Voltaire wrote me on my last work, induced me to 

insinuate my fears in my answer; and the effect this produced confirmed them. From that 

moment I considered Geneva as lost, and I was not deceived. I perhaps ought to have met the 

storm, had I thought myself capable of resisting it. But what could I have done alone, timid, and 

speaking badly, against a man, arrogant, opulent, supported by the credit of the great, eloquent, 

and already the idol of the women and young men? I was afraid of uselessly exposing myself to 

danger to no purpose. I listened to nothing but my peaceful disposition, to my love of repose, 

which, if it then deceived me, still continues to deceive me on the same subject. By retiring to 

Geneva, I should have avoided great misfortunes; but I have my doubts whether, with all my 

ardent and patriotic zeal, I should have been able to effect anything great and useful for my 

country. 

Tronchin, who about the same time went to reside at Geneva, came afterwards to Paris and 

brought with him treasures. At his arrival he came to see me, with the Chevalier Jaucourt. 

Madam D’Epinay had a strong desire to consult him in private, but this it was not easy to do. She 

addressed herself to me, and I engaged Tronchin to go and see her. Thus under my auspices they 

began a connection, which was afterwards increased at my expense. Such has ever been my 

destiny: the moment I had united two friends who were separately mine, they never failed to 

combine against me. Although, in the conspiracy then formed by the Tronchins, they must all 

have borne me a mortal hatred. He still continued friendly to me: he even wrote me a letter after 

his return to Geneva, to propose to me the place of honorary librarian. But I had taken my 

resolution, and the offer did not tempt me to depart from it. 

About this time I again visited M. d’Holbach. My visit was occasioned by the death of his 

wife, which, as well as that of Madam Francueil, happened whilst I was at Geneva. Diderot, 

when he communicated to me these melancholy events, spoke of the deep affliction of the 

husband. His grief affected my heart. I myself was grieved for the loss of that excellent woman, 

and wrote to M. d’Holbach a letter of condolence. I forgot all the wrongs he had done me, and at 

my return from Geneva, and after he had made the tour of France with Grimm and other friends 

to alleviate his affliction, I went to see him, and continued my visits until my departure for the 

Hermitage. As soon as it was known in his circle that Madam D’Epinay was preparing me a 

habitation there, innumerable sarcasms, founded upon the want I must feel of the flattery and 

amusement of the city, and the supposition of my not being able to support the solitude for a 

fortnight, were uttered against me. Feeling within myself how I stood affected, I left him and his 

friends to say what they pleased, and pursued my intention. M. d’Holbach rendered me some 

services in finding a place for the old Le Vasseur, who was eighty years of age and a burden to 

his wife, from which she begged me to relieve her. 

     [This is an instance of the treachery of my memory.  A long time 

     after I had written what I have stated above, I learned, in 

     conversing with my wife, that it was not M. d’Holbach, but M. de 

     Chenonceaux, then one of the administrators of the Hotel Dieu, who 

     procured this place for her father.  I had so totally forgotten the 

     circumstance, and the idea of M. d’Holbach’s having done it was so 

     strong in my mind that I would have sworn it had been him.] 

He was put into a house of charity, where, almost as soon as he arrived there, age and the grief 

of finding himself removed from his family sent him to the grave. His wife and all his children, 

except Theresa, did not much regret his loss. But she, who loved him tenderly, has ever since 



been inconsolable, and never forgiven herself for having suffered him, at so advanced an age, to 

end his days in any other house than her own. 

Much about the same time I received a visit I little expected, although it was from a very old 

acquaintance. My friend Venture, accompanied by another man, came upon me one morning by 

surprise. What a change did I discover in his person! Instead of his former gracefulness, he 

appeared sottish and vulgar, which made me extremely reserved with him. My eyes deceived me, 

or either debauchery had stupefied his mind, or all his first splendor was the effect of his youth, 

which was past. I saw him almost with indifference, and we parted rather coolly. But when he 

was gone, the remembrance of our former connection so strongly called to my recollection that 

of my younger days, so charmingly, so prudently dedicated to that angelic woman (Madam de 

Warens) who was not much less changed than himself; the little anecdotes of that happy time, 

the romantic day of Toune passed with so much innocence and enjoyment between those two 

charming girls, from whom a kiss of the hand was the only favor, and which, notwithstanding its 

being so trifling, had left me such lively, affecting and lasting regrets; and the ravishing delirium 

of a young heart, which I had just felt in all its force, and of which I thought the season forever 

past for me. The tender remembrance of these delightful circumstances made me shed tears over 

my faded youth and its transports for ever lost to me. Ah! how many tears should I have shed 

over their tardy and fatal return had I foreseen the evils I had yet to suffer from them. 

Before I left Paris, I enjoyed during the winter which preceded my retreat, a pleasure after my 

own heart, and of which I tasted in all its purity. Palissot, academician of Nancy, known by a few 

dramatic compositions, had just had one of them performed at Luneville before the King of 

Poland. He perhaps thought to make his court by representing in his piece a man who had dared 

to enter into a literary dispute with the king. Stanislaus, who was generous, and did not like 

satire, was filled with indignation at the author’s daring to be personal in his presence. The 

Comte de Tressan, by order of the prince, wrote to M. d’Alembert, as well as to myself, to 

inform me that it was the intention of his majesty to have Palissot expelled his academy. My 

answer was a strong solicitation in favor of Palissot, begging M. de Tressan to intercede with the 

king in his behalf. His pardon was granted, and M. de Tressan, when he communicated to me the 

information in the name of the monarch, added that the whole of what had passed should be 

inserted in the register of the academy. I replied that this was less granting a pardon than 

perpetuating a punishment. At length, after repeated solicitations, I obtained a promise, that 

nothing relative to the affair should be inserted in the register, and that no public trace should 

remain of it. The promise was accompanied, as well on the part of the king as on that of M. de 

Tressan, with assurance of esteem and respect, with which I was extremely flattered; and I felt on 

this occasion that the esteem of men who are themselves worthy of it, produced in the mind a 

sentiment infinitely more noble and pleasing than that of vanity. I have transcribed into my 

collection the letters of M. de Tressan, with my answers to them: and the original of the former 

will be found amongst my other papers. 

I am perfectly aware that if ever these memoirs become public, I here perpetuate the 

remembrance of a fact of which I would wish to efface every trace; but I transmit many others as 

much against my inclination. The grand object of my undertaking, constantly before my eyes, 

and the indispensable duty of fulfilling it to its utmost extent, will not permit me to be turned 

aside by trifling considerations, which would lead me from my purpose. In my strange and 

unparalleled situation, I owe too much to truth to be further than this indebted to any person 

whatever. They who wish to know me well must be acquainted with me in every point of view, 

in every relative situation, both good and bad. My confessions are necessarily connected with 



those of many other people: I write both with the same frankness in everything that relates to that 

which has befallen me; and am not obliged to spare any person more than myself, although it is 

my wish to do it. I am determined always to be just and true, to say of others all the good I can, 

never speaking of evil except when it relates to my own conduct, and there is a necessity for my 

so doing. Who, in the situation in which the world has placed me, has a right to require more at 

my hands? My confessions are not intended to appear during my lifetime, nor that of those they 

may disagreeably affect. Were I master of my own destiny, and that of the book I am now 

writing, it should never be made public until after my death and theirs. But the efforts which the 

dread of truth obliges my powerful enemies to make to destroy every trace of it, render it 

necessary for me to do everything, which the strictest right, and the most severe justice, will 

permit, to preserve what I have written. Were the remembrance of me to be lost at my 

dissolution, rather than expose any person alive, I would without a murmur suffer an unjust and 

momentary reproach. But since my name is to live, it is my duty to endeavor to transmit with it 

to posterity the remembrance of the unfortunate man by whom it was borne, such as he really 

was, and not such as his unjust enemies incessantly endeavored to describe him. 

 

 

 

 

  



BOOK IX. 

My impatience to inhabit the Hermitage not permitting me to wait until the return of fine 

weather, the moment my lodging was prepared I hastened to take possession of it, to the great 

amusement of the ‘Coterie Holbachique’, which publicly predicted I should not be able to 

support solitude for three months, and that I should unsuccessfully return to Paris, and live there 

as they did. For my part, having for fifteen years been out of my element, finding myself upon 

the eve of returning to it, I paid no attention to their pleasantries. Since contrary to my 

inclinations, I have again entered the world, I have incessantly regretted my dear Charmettes, 

and the agreeable life I led there. I felt a natural inclination to retirement and the country: it was 

impossible for me to live happily elsewhere. At Venice, in the train of public affairs, in the 

dignity of a kind of representation, in the pride of projects of advancement; at Paris, in the vortex 

of the great world, in the luxury of suppers, in the brilliancy of spectacles, in the rays of 

splendor; my groves, rivulets, and solitary walks, constantly presented themselves to my 

recollection, interrupted my thought, rendered me melancholy, and made me sigh with desire. 

All the labor to which I had subjected myself, every project of ambition which by fits had 

animated my ardor, all had for object this happy country retirement, which I now thought near at 

hand. Without having acquired a genteel independence, which I had judged to be the only means 

of accomplishing my views, I imagined myself, in my particular situation, to be able to do 

without it, and that I could obtain the same end by a means quite opposite. I had no regular 

income; but I possessed some talents, and had acquired a name. My wants were few, and I had 

freed myself from all those which were most expensive, and which merely depended on 

prejudice and opinion. Besides this, although naturally indolent, I was laborious when I chose to 

be so. and my idleness was less that of an indolent man, than that of an independent one who 

applies to business when it pleases him. My profession of a copyist of music was neither 

splendid nor lucrative, but it was certain. The world gave me credit for the courage I had shown 

in making choice of it. I might depend upon having sufficient employment to enable me to live. 

Two thousand livres which remained of the produce of the ‘Devin du Village’, and my other 

writings, were a sum which kept me from being straitened, and several works I had upon the 

stocks promised me, without extorting money from the booksellers, supplies sufficient to enable 

me to work at my ease without exhausting myself, even by turning to advantage the leisure of my 

walks. My little family, consisting of three persons, all of whom were usefully employed, was 

not expensive to support. Finally, from my resources, proportioned to my wants and desires, I 

might reasonably expect a happy and permanent existence, in that manner of life which my 

inclination had induced me to adopt. 

I might have taken the interested side of the question, and, instead of subjecting my pen to 

copying, entirely devoted it to works which, from the elevation to which I had soared, and at 

which I found myself capable of continuing, might have enabled me to live in the midst of 

abundance, nay, even of opulence, had I been the least disposed to join the manoeuvres of an 

author to the care of publishing a good book. But I felt that writing for bread would soon have 

extinguished my genius, and destroyed my talents, which were less in my pen than in my heart, 

and solely proceeded from an elevated and noble manner of thinking, by which alone they could 

be cherished and preserved. Nothing vigorous or great can come from a pen totally venal. 

Necessity, nay, even avarice, perhaps, would have made me write rather rapidly than well. If the 

desire of success had not led me into cabals, it might have made me endeavor to publish fewer 

true and useful works than those which might be pleasing to the multitude; and instead of a 



distinguished author, which I might possibly become, I should have been nothing more than a 

scribbler. No: I have always felt that the profession of letters was illustrious in proportion as it 

was less a trade. It is too difficult to think nobly when we think for a livelihood. To be able to 

dare even to speak great truths, an author must be independent of success. I gave my books to the 

public with a certainty of having written for the general good of mankind, without giving myself 

the least concern about what was to follow. If the work was thrown aside, so much the worse for 

such as did not choose to profit by it. Their approbation was not necessary to enable me to live, 

my profession was sufficient to maintain me had not my works had a sale, for which reason 

alone they all sold. 

It was on the ninth of August, 1756, that I left cities, never to reside in them again: for I do not 

call a residence the few days I afterwards remained in Paris, London, or other cities, always on 

the wing, or contrary to my inclinations. Madam d’Epinay came and took us all three in her 

coach; her farmer carted away my little baggage, and I was put into possession the same day. I 

found my little retreat simply furnished, but neatly, and with some taste. The hand which had 

lent its aid in this furnishing rendered it inestimable in my eyes, and I thought it charming to be 

the guest of my female friend in a house I had made choice of, and which she had caused to be 

built purposely for me. 

Although the weather was cold, and the ground lightly covered with snow, the earth began to 

vegetate: violets and primroses already made their appearance, the trees began to bud, and the 

evening of my arrival was distinguished by the song of the nightingale, which was heard almost 

under my window, in a wood adjoining the house. After a light sleep, forgetting when I awoke 

my change of abode, I still thought myself in the Rue Grenelle, when suddenly this warbling 

made me give a start, and I exclaimed in my transport: “At length, all my wishes are 

accomplished!” The first thing I did was to abandon myself to the impression of the rural objects 

with which I was surrounded. Instead of beginning to set things in order in my new habitation, I 

began by doing it for my walks, and there was not a path, a copse, a grove, nor a corner in the 

environs of my place of residence that I did not visit the next day. The more I examined this 

charming retreat, the more I found it to my wishes. This solitary, rather than savage, spot 

transported me in idea to the end of the world. It had striking beauties which are but seldom 

found near cities, and never, if suddenly transported thither, could any person have imagined 

himself within four leagues of Paris. 

After abandoning myself for a few days to this rural delirium, I began to arrange my papers, 

and regulate my occupations. I set apart, as I had always done, my mornings to copying, and my 

afternoons to walking, provided with my little paper book and a pencil, for never having been 

able to write and think at my ease except ‘sub dio’, I had no inclination to depart from this 

method, and I was persuaded the forest of Montmorency, which was almost at my door, would in 

future be my closet and study. I had several works begun; these I cast my eye over. My mind was 

indeed fertile in great projects, but in the noise of the city the execution of them had gone on but 

slowly. I proposed to myself to use more diligence when I should be less interrupted. I am of 

opinion I have sufficiently fulfilled this intention; and for a man frequently ill, often at La 

Chevrette, at Epinay, at Raubonne, at the castle of Montmorency, at other times interrupted by 

the indolent and curious, and always employed half the day in copying, if what I produced during 

the six years I passed at the Hermitage and at Montmorency be considered, I am persuaded it will 

appear that if, in this interval, I lost my time, it was not in idleness. 

Of the different works I had upon the stocks, that I had longest resolved in my mind which 

was most to my taste, to which I destined a certain portion of my life, and which, in my opinion, 



was to confirm the reputation I had acquired, was my ‘Institutions Politiques’. I had, fourteen 

years before, when at Venice, where I had an opportunity of remarking the defects of that 

government so much boasted of, conceived the first idea of them. Since that time my views had 

become much more extended by the historical study of morality. I had perceived everything to be 

radically connected with politics, and that, upon whatever principles these were founded, a 

people would never be more than that which the nature of the government made them; therefore 

the great question of the best government possible appeared to me to be reduced to this: What is 

the nature of a government the most proper to form the most virtuous and enlightened, the wisest 

and best people, taking the last epithet in its most extensive meaning? I thought this question was 

much if not quite of the same nature with that which follows: What government is that which, by 

its nature, always maintains itself nearest to the laws, or least deviates from the laws. Hence, 

what is the law? and a series of questions of similar importance. I perceived these led to great 

truths, useful to the happiness of mankind, but more especially to that of my country, wherein, in 

the journey I had just made to it, I had not found notions of laws and liberty either sufficiently 

just or clear. I had thought this indirect manner of communicating these to my fellow-citizens 

would be least mortifying to their pride, and might obtain me forgiveness for having seen a little 

further than themselves. 

Although I had already labored five or six years at the work, the progress I had made in it was 

not considerable. Writings of this kind require meditation, leisure and tranquillity. I had besides 

written the ‘Institutions Politiques’, as the expression is, ‘en bonne fortune’, and had not 

communicated my project to any person; not even to Diderot. I was afraid it would be thought 

too daring for the age and country in which I wrote, and that the fears of my friends would 

restrain me from carrying it into execution. 

     [It was more especially the wise severity of Duclos which inspired 

     me with this fear; as for Diderot, I know not by what means all my 

     conferences with him tended to make me more satirical than my 

     natural disposition inclined me to be.  This prevented me from 

     consulting him upon an undertaking, in which I wished to introduce 

     nothing but the force of reasoning without the least appearance of 

     ill humor or partiality.  The manner of this work may be judged of 

     by that of the ‘Contrat Social’, which is taken from it.] 

I did not yet know that it would be finished in time, and in such a manner as to appear before 

my decease. I wished fearlessly to give to my subject everything it required; fully persuaded that 

not being of a satirical turn, and never wishing to be personal, I should in equity always be 

judged irreprehensible. I undoubtedly wished fully to enjoy the right of thinking which I had by 

birth; but still respecting the government under which I lived, without ever disobeying its laws, 

and very attentive not to violate the rights of persons, I would not from fear renounce its 

advantages. 

I confess, even that, as a stranger, and living in France, I found my situation very favorable in 

daring to speak the truth; well knowing that continuing, as I was determined to do, not to print 

anything in the kingdom without permission, I was not obliged to give to any person in it an 

account of my maxims nor of their publication elsewhere. I should have been less independent 

even at Geneva, where, in whatever place my books might have been printed, the magistrate had 

a right to criticise their contents. This consideration had greatly contributed to make me yield to 

the solicitations of Madam d’Epinay, and abandon the project of fixing my residence at Geneva. 

I felt, as I have remarked in my Emilius, that unless an author be a man of intrigue, when he 



wishes to render his works really useful to any country whatsoever, he must compose them in 

some other. 

What made me find my situation still more happy, was my being persuaded that the 

government of France would, perhaps, without looking upon me with a very favorable eye, make 

it a point to protect me, or at least not to disturb my tranquillity. It appeared to me a stroke of 

simple, yet dexterous policy, to make a merit of tolerating that which there was no means of 

preventing; since, had I been driven from France, which was all government had the right to do, 

my work would still have been written, and perhaps with less reserve; whereas if I were left 

undisturbed, the author remained to answer for what he wrote, and a prejudice, general 

throughout all Europe, would be destroyed by acquiring the reputation of observing a proper 

respect for the rights of persons. 

They who, by the event, shall judge I was deceived, may perhaps be deceived in their turn. In 

the storm which has since broken over my head, my books served as a pretence, but it was 

against my person that every shaft was directed. My persecutors gave themselves but little 

concern about the author, but they wished to ruin Jean Jacques; and the greatest evil they found 

in my writings was the honor they might possibly do me. Let us not encroach upon the future. I 

do not know that this mystery, which is still one to me, will hereafter be cleared up to my 

readers; but had my avowed principles been of a nature to bring upon me the treatment I 

received, I should sooner have become their victim, since the work in which these principles are 

manifested with most courage, not to call it audacity, seemed to have had its effect previous to 

my retreat to the Hermitage, without I will not only say my having received the least censure, but 

without any steps having been taken to prevent the publication of it in France, where it was sold 

as publicly as in Holland. The New Eloisa afterwards appeared with the same facility, I dare add; 

with the same applause: and, what seems incredible, the profession of faith of this Eloisa at the 

point of death is exactly similar to that of the Savoyard vicar. Every strong idea in the Social 

Contract had been before published in the discourse on Inequality; and every bold opinion in 

Emilius previously found in Eloisa. This unrestrained freedom did not excite the least murmur 

against the first two works; therefore it was not that which gave cause to it against the latter. 

Another undertaking much of the same kind, but of which the project was more recent, then 

engaged my attention: this was the extract of the works of the Abbe de Saint Pierre, of which, 

having been led away by the thread of my narrative, I have not hitherto been able to speak. The 

idea was suggested to me, after my return from Geneva, by the Abbe Malby, not immediately 

from himself, but by the interposition of Madam Dupin, who had some interest in engaging me 

to adopt it. She was one of the three or four pretty women of Paris, of whom the Abbe de Saint 

Pierre had been the spoiled child, and although she had not decidedly had the preference, she had 

at least partaken of it with Madam d’Aiguillon. She preserved for the memory of the good man a 

respect and an affection which did honor to them both; and her self-love would have been 

flattered by seeing the still-born works of her friend brought to life by her secretary. These works 

contained excellent things, but so badly told that the reading of them was almost insupportable; 

and it is astonishing the Abbe de Saint Pierre, who looked upon his readers as schoolboys, should 

nevertheless have spoken to them as men, by the little care he took to induce them to give him a 

hearing. It was for this purpose that the work was proposed to me as useful in itself, and very 

proper for a man laborious in manoeuvre, but idle as an author, who finding the trouble of 

thinking very fatiguing, preferred, in things which pleased him, throwing a light upon and 

extending the ideas of others, to producing any himself. Besides, not being confined to the 

functions of a translator, I was at liberty sometimes to think for myself; and I had it in my power 



to give such a form to my work, that many important truths would pass in it under the name of 

the Abbe de Saint Pierre, much more safely than under mine. The undertaking also was not 

trifling; the business was nothing less than to read and meditate twenty-three volumes, diffuse, 

confused, full of long narrations and periods, repetitions, and false or little views, from amongst 

which it was necessary to select some few that were good and useful, and sufficiently 

encouraging to enable me to support the painful labor. I frequently wished to have given it up, 

and should have done so, could I have got it off my hands with a great grace; but when I received 

the manuscripts of the abbe, which were given to me by his nephew, the Comte de Saint Pierre, I 

had, by the solicitation of St. Lambert, in some measure engaged to make use of them, which I 

must either have done, or have given them back. It was with the former intention I had taken the 

manuscripts to the Hermitage, and this was the first work to which I proposed to dedicate my 

leisure hours. 

I had likewise in my own mind projected a third, the idea of which I owed to the observations 

I had made upon myself and I felt the more disposed to undertake this work, as I had reason to 

hope I could make it a truly useful one, and perhaps, the most so of any that could be offered to 

the world, were the execution equal to the plan I had laid down. It has been remarked that most 

men are in the course of their lives frequently unlike themselves, and seem to be transformed 

into others very different from what they were. It was not to establish a thing so generally known 

that I wished to write a book; I had a newer and more important object. This was to search for 

the causes of these variations, and, by confining my observations to those which depend on 

ourselves, to demonstrate in what manner it might be possible to direct them, in order to render 

us better and more certain of our dispositions. For it is undoubtedly more painful to an honest 

man to resist desires already formed, and which it is his duty to subdue, than to prevent, change, 

or modify the same desires in their source, were he capable of tracing them to it. A man under 

temptation resists once because he has strength of mind, he yields another time because this is 

overcome; had it been the same as before he would again have triumphed. 

By examining within myself, and searching in others what could be the cause of these 

different manners of being, I discovered that, in a great measure they depended on the anterior 

impressions of external objects; and that, continually modified by our senses and organs, we, 

without knowing it, bore in our ideas, sentiments, and even actions, the effect of these 

modifications. The striking and numerous observations I had collected were beyond all manner 

of dispute, and by their natural principle seemed proper to furnish an exterior regimen, which 

varied according to circumstances, might place and support the mind in the state most favorable 

to virtue. From how many mistakes would reason be preserved, how many vices would be stifled 

in their birth, were it possible to force animal economy to favor moral order, which it so 

frequently disturbs! Climate, seasons, sounds, colors, light, darkness, the elements, ailments, 

noise, silence, motion, rest, all act on the animal machine, and consequently on the mind: all 

offer a thousand means, almost certain of directing in their origin the sentiments by which we 

suffer ourselves to be governed. Such was the fundamental idea of which I had already made a 

sketch upon paper, and whence I hoped for an effect the more certain, in favor of persons well 

disposed, who, sincerely loving virtue, were afraid of their own weakness, as it appeared to me 

easy to make of it a book as agreeable to read as it was to compose. I have, however, applied 

myself but very little to this work, the title of which was to have been ‘Morale Sensitive’ ou le 

Materialisme du Sage.——Interruptions, the cause of which will soon appear, prevented me 

from continuing it, and the fate of the sketch, which is more connected with my own than it may 

appear to be, will hereafter be seen. 



Besides this, I had for some time meditated a system of education, of which Madam de 

Chenonceaux, alarmed for her son by that of her husband, had desired me to consider. The 

authority of friendship placed this object, although less in itself to my taste, nearer to my heart 

than any other. On which account this subject, of all those of which I have just spoken, is the 

only one I carried to its utmost extent. The end I proposed to myself in treating of it should, I 

think, have procured the author a better fate. But I will not here anticipate this melancholy 

subject. I shall have too much reason to speak of it in the course of my work. 

These different objects offered me subjects of meditation for my walks; for, as I believed I had 

already observed, I am unable to reflect when I am not walking: the moment I stop, I think no 

more, and as soon as I am again in motion my head resumes its workings. I had, however, 

provided myself with a work for the closet upon rainy days. This was my dictionary of music, 

which my scattered, mutilated, and unshapen materials made it necessary to rewrite almost 

entirely. I had with me some books necessary to this purpose; I had spent two months in making 

extracts from others, I had borrowed from the king’s library, whence I was permitted to take 

several to the Hermitage. I was thus provided with materials for composing in my apartment 

when the weather did not permit me to go out, and my copying fatigued me. This arrangement 

was so convenient that it made it turn to advantage as well at the Hermitage as at Montmorency, 

and afterwards even at Motiers, where I completed the work whilst I was engaged in others, and 

constantly found a change of occupation to be a real relaxation. 

During a considerable time I exactly followed the distribution I had prescribed myself, and 

found it very agreeable; but as soon as the fine weather brought Madam d’Epinay more 

frequently to Epinay, or to the Chervette, I found that attentions, in the first instance natural to 

me, but which I had not considered in my scheme, considerably deranged my projects. I have 

already observed that Madam d’Epinay had many amiable qualities; she sincerely loved her 

friends; served them with zeal; and, not sparing for them either time or pains, certainly deserved 

on their part every attention in return. I had hitherto discharged this duty without considering it 

as one, but at length I found that I had given myself a chain of which nothing but friendship 

prevented me from feeling the weight, and this was still aggravated by my dislike to numerous 

societies. Madam d’ Epinay took advantage of these circumstances to make me a proposition 

seemingly agreeable to me, but which was more so to herself; this was to let me know when she 

was alone, or had but little company. I consented, without perceiving to what a degree I engaged 

myself. The consequence was that I no longer visited her at my own hour—but at hers, and that I 

never was certain of being master of myself for a day together. This constraint considerably 

diminished the pleasure I had in going to see her. I found the liberty she had so frequently 

promised was given me upon no other condition than that of my never enjoying it; and once or 

twice when I wished to do this there were so many messages, notes, and alarms relative to my 

health, that I perceived that I could have no excuse but being confined to my bed, for not 

immediately running to her upon the first intimation. It was necessary I should submit to this 

yoke, and I did it, even more voluntarily than could be expected from so great an enemy to 

dependence: the sincere attachment I had to Madam D’Epinay preventing me, in a great measure, 

from feeling the inconvenience with which it was accompanied. She, on her part, filled up, well 

or ill, the void which the absence of her usual circle left in her amusements. This for her was but 

a very slender supplement, although preferable to absolute solitude, which she could not support. 

She had the means of doing it much more at her ease after she began with literature, and at all 

events to write novels, letters, comedies, tales, and other trash of the same kind. But she was not 

so much amused in writing these as in reading them; and she never scribbled over two or three 



pages—at one sitting—without being previously assured of having, at least, two or three 

benevolent auditors at the end of so much labor. I seldom had the honor of being one of the 

chosen few except by means of another. When alone, I was, for the most part, considered as a 

cipher in everything; and this not only in the company of Madam D’Epinay, but in that of M. 

d’Holbach, and in every place where Grimm gave the ‘ton’. This nullity was very convenient to 

me, except in a tete-a-tete, when I knew not what countenance to put on, not daring to speak of 

literature, of which it was not for me to say a word; nor of gallantry, being too timid, and fearing, 

more than death, the ridiculousness of an old gallant; besides that, I never had such an idea when 

in the company of Madam D’Epinay, and that it perhaps would never have occurred to me, had I 

passed my whole life with her; not that her person was in the least disagreeable to me; on the 

contrary, I loved her perhaps too much as a friend to do it as a lover. I felt a pleasure in seeing 

and speaking to her. Her conversation, although agreeable enough in a mixed company, was 

uninteresting in private; mine, not more elegant or entertaining than her own, was no great 

amusement to her. Ashamed of being long silent, I endeavored to enliven our tete-a-tete and, 

although this frequently fatigued me, I was never disgusted with it. I was happy to show her little 

attentions, and gave her little fraternal kisses, which seemed not to be more sensual to herself; 

these were all. She was very thin, very pale, and had a bosom which resembled the back of her 

hand. This defect alone would have been sufficient to moderate my most ardent desires; my heart 

never could distinguish a woman in a person who had it; and besides other causes useless to 

mention, always made me forget the sex of this lady. 

Having resolved to conform to an assiduity which was necessary, I immediately and 

voluntarily entered upon it, and for the first year at least, found it less burthensome than I could 

have expected. Madam d’Epinay, who commonly passed the summer in the country, continued 

there but a part of this; whether she was more detained by her affairs in Paris, or that the absence 

of Grimm rendered the residence of the Chevrette less agreeable to her, I know not. I took the 

advantage of the intervals of her absence, or when the company with her was numerous, to enjoy 

my solitude with my good Theresa and her mother, in such a manner as to taste all its charms. 

Although I had for several years past been frequently in the country, I seldom had enjoyed much 

of its pleasures; and these excursions, always made in company with people who considered 

themselves as persons of consequence, and rendered insipid by constraint, served to increase in 

me the natural desire I had for rustic pleasures. The want of these was the more sensible to me as 

I had the image of them immediately before my eyes. I was so tired of saloons, jets d’eau, 

groves, parterres, and of more fatiguing persons by whom they were shown; so exhausted with 

pamphlets, harpsichords, trios, unravellings of plots, stupid bon mots, insipid affections, pitiful 

storytellers, and great suppers; that when I gave a side glance at a poor simple hawthorn bush, a 

hedge, a barn, or a meadow; when, in passing through a hamlet, I scented a good chervil 

omelette, and heard at a distance the burden of a rustic song of the Bisquieres; I wished all rouge, 

furbelows and ambergris at the devil, and envying the dinner of the good housewife, and the 

wine of her own vineyard, I heartily wished to give a slap on the chaps to Monsieur le Chef and 

Monsieur le Maitre, who made me dine at the hour of supper, and sup when I should have been 

asleep, but especially to Messieurs the lackeys, who devoured with their eyes the morsel I put 

into my mouth, and upon pain of my dying with thirst, sold me the adulterated wine of their 

master, ten times dearer than that of a better quality would have cost me at a public house. 

At length I was settled in an agreeable and solitary asylum, at liberty to pass there the 

remainder of my days, in that peaceful, equal, and independent life for which I felt myself born. 

Before I relate the effects this situation, so new to me, had upon my heart, it is proper I should 



recapitulate its secret affections, that the reader may better follow in their causes the progress of 

these new modifications. 

I have always considered the day on which I was united to Theresa as that which fixed my 

moral existence. An attachment was necessary for me, since that which should have been 

sufficient to my heart had been so cruelly broken. The thirst after happiness is never extinguished 

in the heart of man. Mamma was advancing into years, and dishonored herself! I had proofs that 

she could never more be happy here below; it therefore remained to me to seek my own 

happiness, having lost all hopes of partaking of hers. I was sometimes irresolute, and fluctuated 

from one idea to another, and from project to project. My journey to Venice would have thrown 

me into public life, had the man with whom, almost against my inclination, I was connected 

there had common sense. I was easily discouraged, especially in undertakings of length and 

difficulty. The ill success of this disgusted me with every other; and, according to my old 

maxims, considering distant objects as deceitful allurements, I resolved in future to provide for 

immediate wants, seeing nothing in life which could tempt me to make extraordinary efforts. 

It was precisely at this time we became acquainted. The mild character of the good Theresa 

seemed so fitted to my own, that I united myself to her with an attachment which neither time 

nor injuries have been able to impair, and which has constantly been increased by everything by 

which it might have been expected to be diminished. The force of this sentiment will hereafter 

appear when I come to speak of the wounds she has given my heart in the height of my misery, 

without my ever having, until this moment, once uttered a word of complaint to any person 

whatever. 

When it shall be known, that after having done everything, braved everything, not to separate 

from her; that after passing with her twenty years in despite of fate and men; I have in my old 

age made her my wife, without the least expectation or solicitation on her part, or promise or 

engagement on mine, the world will think that love bordering upon madness, having from the 

first moment turned my head, led me by degrees to the last act of extravagance; and this will no 

longer appear doubtful when the strong and particular reasons which should forever have 

prevented me from taking such a step are made known. What, therefore, will the reader think 

when I shall have told him, with all the truth he has ever found in me, that, from the first moment 

in which I saw her, until that wherein I write, I have never felt the least love for her, that I never 

desired to possess her more than I did to possess Madam de Warens, and that the physical wants 

which were satisfied with her person were, to me, solely those of the sex, and by no means 

proceeding from the individual? He will think that, being of a constitution different from that of 

other men, I was incapable of love, since this was not one of the sentiments which attached me to 

women the most dear to my heart. Patience, O my dear reader! the fatal moment approaches in 

which you will be but too much undeceived. 

I fall into repetitions; I know it; and these are necessary. The first of my wants, the greatest, 

strongest and most insatiable, was wholly in my heart; the want of an intimate connection, and as 

intimate as it could possibly be: for this reason especially, a woman was more necessary to me 

than a man, a female rather than a male friend. This singular want was such that the closest 

corporal union was not sufficient: two souls would have been necessary to me in the same body, 

without which I always felt a void. I thought I was upon the point of filling it up forever. This 

young person, amiable by a thousand excellent qualities, and at that time by her form, without 

the shadow of art or coquetry, would have confined within herself my whole existence, could 

hers, as I had hoped it would, have been totally confined to me. I had nothing to fear from men; I 

am certain of being the only man she ever really loved and her moderate passions seldom wanted 



another, not even after I ceased in this respect to be one to her. I had no family; she had one; and 

this family was composed of individuals whose dispositions were so different from mine, that I 

could never make it my own. This was the first cause of my unhappiness. What would I not have 

given to be the child of her mother? I did everything in my power to become so, but could never 

succeed. I in vain attempted to unite all our interests: this was impossible. She always created 

herself one different from mine, contrary to it, and to that even of her daughter, which already 

was no longer separated from it. She, her other children, and grand-children, became so many 

leeches, and the least evil these did to Theresa was robbing her. The poor girl, accustomed to 

submit, even to her nieces, suffered herself to be pilfered and governed without saying a word; 

and I perceived with grief that by exhausting my purse, and giving her advice, I did nothing that 

could be of any real advantage to her. I endeavored to detach her from her mother; but she 

constantly resisted such a proposal. I could not but respect her resistance, and esteemed her the 

more for it; but her refusal was not on this account less to the prejudice of us both. Abandoned to 

her mother and the rest of her family, she was more their companion than mine, and rather at 

their command than mistress of herself. Their avarice was less ruinous than their advice was 

pernicious to her; in fact, if, on account of the love she had for me, added to her good natural 

disposition, she was not quite their slave, she was enough so to prevent in a great measure the 

effect of the good maxims I endeavored to instil into her, and, notwithstanding all my efforts, to 

prevent our being united. 

Thus was it, that notwithstanding a sincere and reciprocal attachment, in which I had lavished 

all the tenderness of my heart, the void in that heart was never completely filled. Children, by 

whom this effect should have been produced, were brought into the world, but these only made 

things worse. I trembled at the thought of intrusting them to a family ill brought up, to be still 

worse educated. The risk of the education of the foundling hospital was much less. This reason 

for the resolution I took, much stronger than all those I stated in my letter to Madam de 

Francueil, was, however, the only one with which I dared not make her acquainted; I chose 

rather to appear less excusable than to expose to reproach the family of a person I loved. But by 

the conduct of her wretched brother, notwithstanding all that can be said in his defence, it will be 

judged whether or not I ought to have exposed my children to an education similar to his. 

Not having it in my power to taste in all its plentitude the charms of that intimate connection 

of which I felt the want, I sought for substitutes which did not fill up the void, yet they made it 

less sensible. Not having a friend entirely devoted to me, I wanted others, whose impulse should 

overcome my indolence; for this reason I cultivated and strengthened my connection with 

Diderot and the Abbe de Condillac, formed with Grimm a new one still more intimate, till at 

length by the unfortunate discourse, of which I have related some particulars, I unexpectedly 

found myself thrown back into a literary circle which I thought I had quitted forever. 

My first steps conducted me by a new path to another intellectual world, the simple and noble 

economy of which I cannot contemplate without enthusiasm. I reflected so much on the subject 

that I soon saw nothing but error and folly in the doctrine of our sages, and oppression and 

misery in our social order. In the illusion of my foolish pride, I thought myself capable of 

destroying all imposture; and thinking that, to make myself listened to, it was necessary my 

conduct should agree with my principles, I adopted the singular manner of life which I have not 

been permitted to continue, the example of which my pretended friends have never forgiven me, 

which at first made me ridiculous, and would at length have rendered me respectable, had it been 

possible for me to persevere. 



Until then I had been good; from that moment I became virtuous, or at least infatuated with 

virtue. This infatuation had begun in my head, but afterwards passed into my heart. The most 

noble pride there took root amongst the ruins of extirpated vanity. I affected nothing; I became 

what I appeared to be, and during four years at least, whilst this effervescence continued at its 

greatest height, there is nothing great and good that can enter the heart of man, of which I was 

not capable between heaven and myself. Hence flowed my sudden eloquence; hence, in my first 

writings, that fire really celestial, which consumed me, and whence during forty years not a 

single spark had escaped, because it was not yet lighted up. 

I was really transformed; my friends and acquaintance scarcely knew me. I was no longer that 

timid, and rather bashful than modest man, who neither dared to present himself, nor utter a 

word; whom a single pleasantry disconcerted, and whose face was covered with a blush the 

moment his eyes met those of a woman. I became bold, haughty, intrepid, with a confidence the 

more firm, as it was simple, and resided in my soul rather than in my manner. The contempt with 

which my profound meditations had inspired me for the manners, maxims and prejudices of the 

age in which I lived, rendered me proof against the raillery of those by whom they were 

possessed, and I crushed their little pleasantries with a sentence, as I would have crushed an 

insect with my fingers. 

What a change! All Paris repeated the severe and acute sarcasms of the same man who, two 

years before, and ten years afterwards, knew not how to find what he had to say, nor the word he 

ought to employ. Let the situation in the world the most contrary to my natural disposition be 

sought after, and this will be found. Let one of the short moments of my life in which I became 

another man, and ceased to be myself, be recollected, this also will be found in the time of which 

I speak; but, instead of continuing only six days, or six weeks, it lasted almost six years, and 

would perhaps still continue, but for the particular circumstances which caused it to cease, and 

restored me to nature, above which I had wished to soar. 

The beginning of this change took place as soon as I had quitted Paris, and the sight of the 

vices of that city no longer kept up the indignation with which it had inspired me. I no sooner 

had lost sight of men than I ceased to despise them, and once removed from those who designed 

me evil, my hatred against them no longer existed. My heart, little fitted for hatred, pitied their 

misery, and even their wickedness. This situation, more pleasing but less sublime, soon allayed 

the ardent enthusiasm by which I had so long been transported; and I insensibly, almost to 

myself even, again became fearful, complaisant and timid; in a word, the same Jean Jacques I 

before had been. 

Had this resolution gone no further than restoring me to myself, all would have been well; but 

unfortunately it rapidly carried me away to the other extreme. From that moment my mind in 

agitation passed the line of repose, and its oscillations, continually renewed, have never 

permitted it to remain here. I must enter into some detail of this second revolution; terrible and 

fatal era, of a fate unparalleled amongst mortals. 

We were but three persons in our retirement; it was therefore natural our intimacy should be 

increased by leisure and solitude. This was the case between Theresa and myself. We passed in 

conversations in the shade the most charming and delightful hours, more so than any I had 

hitherto enjoyed. She seemed to taste of this sweet intercourse more than I had until then 

observed her to do; she opened her heart, and communicated to me, relative to her mother and 

family, things she had had resolution enough to conceal for a great length of time. Both had 

received from Madam Dupin numerous presents, made them on my account, and mostly for me, 



but which the cunning old woman, to prevent my being angry, had appropriated to her own use 

and that of her other children, without suffering Theresa to have the least share, strongly 

forbidding her to say a word to me of the matter: an order the poor girl had obeyed with an 

incredible exactness. 

But another thing which surprised me more than this had done, was the discovery that besides 

the private conversations Diderot and Grimm had frequently had with both to endeavor to detach 

them from me, in which, by means of the resistance of Theresa, they had not been able to 

succeed, they had afterwards had frequent conferences with the mother, the subject of which was 

a secret to the daughter. However, she knew little presents had been made, and that there were 

mysterious goings backward and forward, the motive of which was entirely unknown to her. 

When we left Paris, Madam le Vasseur had long been in the habit of going to see Grimm twice 

or thrice a month, and continuing with him for hours together, in conversation so secret that the 

servant was always sent out of the room. 

I judged this motive to be of the same nature with the project into which they had attempted to 

make the daughter enter, by promising to procure her and her mother, by means of Madam 

d’Epinay, a salt huckster’s license, or snuff-shop; in a word, by tempting her with the 

allurements of gain. They had been told that, as I was not in a situation to do anything for them, I 

could not, on their account, do anything for myself. As in all this I saw nothing but good 

intentions, I was not absolutely displeased with them for it. The mystery was the only thing 

which gave me pain, especially on the part of the old woman, who moreover daily became more 

parasitical and flattering towards me. This, however, did not prevent her from reproaching her 

daughter in private with telling me everything, and loving me too much, observing to her she was 

a fool and would at length be made a dupe. 

This woman possessed, to a supreme degree, the art of multiplying the presents made her, by 

concealing from one what she received from another, and from me what she received from all. I 

could have pardoned her avarice, but it was impossible I should forgive her dissimulation. What 

could she have to conceal from me whose happiness she knew principally consisted in that of 

herself and her daughter? What I had done for the daughter I had done for myself, but the 

services I rendered the mother merited on her part some acknowledgment. She ought, at least, to 

have thought herself obliged for them to her daughter, and to have loved me for the sake of her 

by whom I was already beloved. I had raised her from the lowest state of wretchedness; she 

received from my hands the means of subsistence, and was indebted to me for her acquaintance 

with the persons from whom she found means to reap considerable benefit. Theresa had long 

supported her by her industry, and now maintained her with my bread. She owed everything to 

this daughter, for whom she had done nothing, and her other children, to whom she had given 

marriage portions, and on whose account she had ruined herself, far from giving her the least aid, 

devoured her substance and mine. I thought that in such a situation she ought to consider me as 

her only friend and most sure protector, and that, far from making of my own affairs a secret to 

me, and conspiring against me in my house, it was her duty faithfully to acquaint me with 

everything in which I was interested, when this came to her knowledge before it did to mine. In 

what light, therefore, could I consider her false and mysterious conduct? What could I think of 

the sentiments with which she endeavored to inspire her daughter? What monstrous ingratitude 

was hers, to endeavor to instil it into her from whom I expected my greatest consolation? 

These reflections at length alienated my affections from this woman, and to such a degree that 

I could no longer look upon her but with contempt. I nevertheless continued to treat with respect 

the mother of the friend of my bosom, and in everything to show her almost the reverence of a 



son; but I must confess I could not remain long with her without pain, and that I never knew how 

to bear restraint. 

This is another short moment of my life, in which I approached near to happiness without 

being able to attain it, and this by no fault of my own. Had the mother been of a good disposition 

we all three should have been happy to the end of our days; the longest liver only would have 

been to be pitied. Instead of which, the reader will see the course things took, and judge whether 

or not it was in my power to change it. 

Madam le Vasseur, who perceived I had got more full possession of the heart of Theresa, and 

that she had lost ground with her, endeavored to regain it; and instead of striving to restore 

herself to my good opinion by the mediation of her daughter attempted to alienate her affections 

from me. One of the means she employed was to call her family to her aid. I had begged Theresa 

not to invite any of her relations to the Hermitage, and she had promised me she would not. 

These were sent for in my absence, without consulting her, and she was afterwards prevailed 

upon to promise not to say anything of the matter. After the first step was taken all the rest were 

easy. When once we make a secret of anything to the person we love, we soon make little scruple 

of doing it in everything; the moment I was at the Chevrette the Hermitage was full of people 

who sufficiently amused themselves. A mother has always great power over a daughter of a mild 

disposition; yet notwithstanding all the old woman could do, she was never able to prevail upon 

Theresa to enter into her views, nor to persuade her to join in the league against me. For her part, 

she resolved upon doing it forever, and seeing on one side her daughter and myself, who were in 

a situation to live, and that was all; on the other, Diderot, Grimm, D’ Holbach and Madam 

d’Epinay, who promised great things, and gave some little ones, she could not conceive it was 

possible to be in the wrong with the wife of a farmer-general and baron. Had I been more clear 

sighted, I should from this moment have perceived I nourished a serpent in my bosom. But my 

blind confidence, which nothing had yet diminished, was such that I could not imagine she 

wished to injure the person she ought to love. Though I saw numerous conspiracies formed on 

every side, all I complain of was the tyranny of persons who called themselves my friends, and 

who, as it seemed, would force me to be happy in the manner they should point out, and not in 

that I had chosen for myself. 

Although Theresa refused to join in the confederacy with her mother, she afterwards kept her 

secret. For this her motive was commendable, although I will not determine whether she did it 

well or ill. Two women, who have secrets between them, love to prattle together; this attracted 

them towards each other, and Theresa, by dividing herself, sometimes let me feel I was alone; for 

I could no longer consider as a society that which we all three formed. 

I now felt the neglect I had been guilty of during the first years of our connection, in not taking 

advantage of the docility with which her love inspired her, to improve her talents and give her 

knowledge, which, by more closely connecting us in our retirement would agreeably have filled 

up her time and my own, without once suffering us to perceive the length of a private 

conversation. Not that this was ever exhausted between us, or that she seemed disgusted with our 

walks; but we had not a sufficient number of ideas common to both to make ourselves a great 

store, and we could not incessantly talk of our future projects which were confined to those of 

enjoying the pleasures of life. The objects around us inspired me with reflections beyond the 

reach of her comprehension. An attachment of twelve years’ standing had no longer need of 

words: we were too well acquainted with each other to have any new knowledge to acquire in 

that respect. The resource of puns, jests, gossiping and scandal, was all that remained. In solitude 

especially is it, that the advantage of living with a person who knows how to think is particularly 



felt. I wanted not this resource to amuse myself with her; but she would have stood in need of it 

to have always found amusement with me. The worst of all was our being obliged to hold our 

conversations when we could; her mother, who become importunate, obliged me to watch for 

opportunities to do it. I was under constraint in my own house: this is saying everything; the air 

of love was prejudicial to good friendship. We had an intimate intercourse without living in 

intimacy. 

The moment I thought I perceived that Theresa sometimes sought for a pretext to elude the 

walks I proposed to her, I ceased to invite her to accompany me, without being displeased with 

her for not finding in them so much amusement as I did. Pleasure is not a thing which depends 

upon the will. I was sure of her heart, and the possession of this was all I desired. As long as my 

pleasures were hers, I tasted of them with her; when this ceased to be the case I preferred her 

contentment to my own. 

In this manner it was that, half deceived in my expectation, leading a life after my own heart, 

in a residence I had chosen with a person who was dear to me, I at length found myself almost 

alone. What I still wanted prevented me from enjoying what I had. With respect to happiness and 

enjoyment, everything or nothing, was what was necessary to me. The reason of these 

observations will hereafter appear. At present I return to the thread of my narrative. 

I imagined that I possessed treasures in the manuscripts given me by the Comte de St. Pierre. 

On examination I found they were a little more than the collection of the printed works of his 

uncle, with notes and corrections by his own hand, and a few other trifling fragments which had 

not yet been published. I confirmed myself by these moral writings in the idea I had conceived 

from some of his letters, shown me by Madam de Crequi, that he had more sense and ingenuity 

than at first I had imagined; but after a careful examination of his political works, I discerned 

nothing but superficial notions, and projects that were useful but impracticable, in consequence 

of the idea from which the author never could depart, that men conducted themselves by their 

sagacity rather than by their passions. The high opinion he had of the knowledge of the moderns 

had made him adopt this false principle of improved reason, the basis of all the institutions he 

proposed, and the source of his political sophisms. This extraordinary man, an honor to the age 

in which he lived, and to the human species, and perhaps the only person, since the creation of 

mankind, whose sole passion was that of reason, wandered in all his systems from error to error, 

by attempting to make men like himself, instead of taking them as they were, are, and will 

continue to be. He labored for imaginary beings, while he thought himself employed for the 

benefit of his contemporaries. 

All these things considered, I was rather embarrassed as to the form I should give to my work. 

To suffer the author’s visions to pass was doing nothing useful; fully to refute them would have 

been unpolite, as the care of revising and publishing his manuscripts, which I had accepted, and 

even requested, had been intrusted to me; this trust had imposed on me the obligation of treating 

the author honorably. I at length concluded upon that which to me appeared the most decent, 

judicious, and useful. This was to give separately my own ideas and those of the author, and, for 

this purpose, to enter into his views, to set them in a new light, to amplify, extend them, and 

spare nothing which might contribute to present them in all their excellence. 

My work therefore was to be composed of two parts absolutely distinct: one, to explain, in the 

manner I have just mentioned, the different projects of the author; in the other, which was not to 

appear until the first had had its effect, I should have given my opinion upon these projects, 

which I confess might sometimes have exposed them to the fate of the sonnet of the misanthrope. 



At the head of the whole was to have been the life of the author. For this I had collected some 

good materials, and which I flattered myself I should not spoil in making use of them. I had been 

a little acquainted with the Abbe de St. Pierre, in his old age, and the veneration I had for his 

memory warranted to me, upon the whole, that the comte would not be dissatisfied with the 

manner in which I should have treated his relation. 

I made my first essay on the ‘Perpetual Peace’, the greatest and most elaborate of all the works 

which composed the collection; and before I abandoned myself to my reflections I had the 

courage to read everything the abbe had written upon this fine subject, without once suffering 

myself to be disgusted either by his slowness or his repetitions. The public has seen the extract, 

on which account I have nothing to say upon the subject. My opinion of it has not been printed, 

nor do I know that it ever will be; however, it was written at the same time the extract was made. 

From this I passed to the ‘Polysynodie’, or Plurality of Councils, a work written under the regent 

to favor the administration he had chosen, and which caused the Abbe de Saint Pierre to be 

expelled from the academy, on account of some remarks unfavorable to the preceding 

administration, and with which the Duchess of Maine and the Cardinal de Polignac were 

displeased. I completed this work as I did the former, with an extract and remarks; but I stopped 

here without intending to continue the undertaking which I ought never to have begun. 

The reflection which induced me to give it up naturally presents itself, and it was astonishing I 

had not made it sooner. 

Most of the writings of the Abbe de Saint Pierre were either observations, or contained 

observations, on some parts of the government of France, and several of these were of so free a 

nature, that it was happy for him he had made them with impunity. But in the offices of all the 

ministers of state the Abbe de St. Pierre had ever been considered as a kind of preacher rather 

than a real politician, and he was suffered to say what he pleased, because it appeared that 

nobody listened to him. Had I procured him readers the case would have been different. He was 

a Frenchman, and I was not one; and by repeating his censures, although in his own name, I 

exposed myself to be asked, rather rudely, but without injustice, what it was with which I 

meddled. Happily before I proceeded any further, I perceived the hold I was about to give the 

government against me, and I immediately withdrew. I knew that, living alone in the midst of 

men more powerful than myself, I never could by any means whatever be sheltered from the 

injury they chose to do me. There was but one thing which depended upon my own efforts: this 

was, to observe such a line of conduct that whenever they chose to make me feel the weight of 

authority they could not do it without being unjust. The maxim which induced me to decline 

proceeding with the works of the Abbe de Saint Pierre, has frequently made me give up projects 

I had much more at heart. People who are always ready to construe adversity into a crime, would 

be much surprised were they to know the pains I have taken, that during my misfortunes it might 

never with truth be said of me, Thou hast deserved them. 

After having given up the manuscript, I remained some time without determining upon the 

work which should succeed it, and this interval of inactivity was destructive; by permitting me to 

turn my reflections on myself, for want of another object to engage my attention. I had no project 

for the future which could amuse my imagination. It was not even possible to form any, as my 

situation was precisely that in which all my desires were united. I had not another to conceive, 

and yet there was a void in my heart. This state was the more cruel, as I saw no other that was to 

be preferred to it. I had fixed my most tender affections upon a person who made me a return of 

her own. I lived with her without constraint, and, so to speak, at discretion. Notwithstanding this, 

a secret grief of mind never quitted me for a moment, either when she was present or absent. In 



possessing Theresa, I still perceived she wanted something to her happiness; and the sole idea of 

my not being everything to her had such an effect upon my mind that she was next to nothing to 

me. 

I had friends of both sexes, to whom I was attached by the purest friendship and most perfect 

esteem; I depended upon a real return on their part, and a doubt of their sincerity never entered 

my mind; yet this friendship was more tormenting than agreeable to me, by their obstinate 

perseverance and even by their affectation, in opposing my taste, inclinations and manner of 

living; and this to such a degree, that the moment I seemed to desire a thing which interested 

myself only, and depended not upon them, they immediately joined their efforts to oblige me to 

renounce it. This continued desire to control me in all my wishes, the more unjust, as I did not so 

much as make myself acquainted with theirs, became so cruelly oppressive, that I never received 

one of their letters without feeling a certain terror as I opened it, and which was but too well 

justified by the contents. I thought being treated like a child by persons younger than myself, and 

who, of themselves, stood in great need of the advice they so prodigally bestowed on me, was 

too much: “Love me,” said I to them, “as I love you, but, in every other respect, let my affairs be 

as indifferent to you, as yours are to me: this is all I ask.” If they granted me one of these two 

requests, it was not the latter. 

I had a retired residence in a charming solitude, was master of my own house, and could live 

in it in the manner I thought proper, without being controlled by any person. This habitation 

imposed on me duties agreeable to discharge, but which were indispensable. My liberty was 

precarious. In a greater state of subjection than a person at the command of another, it was my 

duty to be so by inclination. When I arose in the morning, I never could say to myself, I will 

employ this day as I think proper. And, moreover, besides my being subject to obey the call of 

Madam d’Epinay, I was exposed to the still more disagreeable importunities of the public and 

chance comers. The distance I was at from Paris did not prevent crowds of idlers, not knowing 

how to spend their time, from daily breaking in upon me, and, without the least scruple, freely 

disposing of mine. When I least expected visitors I was unmercifully assailed by them, and I 

seldom made a plan for the agreeable employment of the day that was not counteracted by the 

arrival of some stranger. 

In short, finding no real enjoyment in the midst of the pleasures I had been most desirous to 

obtain, I, by sudden mental transitions, returned in imagination to the serene days of my youth, 

and sometimes exclaimed with a sigh: “Ah! this is not Les Charmettes!” 

The recollection of the different periods of my life led me to reflect upon that at which I was 

arrived, and I found I was already on the decline, a prey to painful disorders, and imagined I was 

approaching the end of my days without having, tasted, in all its plentitude, scarcely any one of 

the pleasures after which my heart had so much thirsted, or having given scope to the lively 

sentiments I felt it had in reserve. I had not favored even that intoxicating voluptuousness with 

which my mind was richly stored, and which, for want of an object, was always compressed, and 

never exhaled but by signs. 

How was it possible that, with a mind naturally expansive, I, with whom to live was to love, 

should not hitherto have found a friend entirely devoted to me; a real friend: I who felt myself so 

capable of being such a friend to another? How can it be accounted for that with such warm 

affections, such combustible senses, and a heart wholly made up of love, I had not once, at least, 

felt its flame for a determinate object? Tormented by the want of loving, without ever having 



been able to satisfy it, I perceived myself approaching the eve of old age, and hastening on to 

death without having lived. 

These melancholy but affecting recollections led me to others, which, although accompanied 

with regret, were not wholly unsatisfactory. I thought something I had not yet received was still 

due to me from destiny. 

To what end was I born with exquisite faculties? To suffer them to remain unemployed? the 

sentiment of conscious merit, which made me consider myself as suffering injustice, was some 

kind of reparation, and caused me to shed tears which with pleasure I suffered to flow. 

These were my mediations during the finest season of the year, in the month of June, in cool 

shades, to the songs of the nightingale, and the warbling of brooks. Everything concurred in 

plunging me into that too seducing state of indolence for which I was born, and from which my 

austere manner, proceeding from a long effervescence, should forever have delivered me. I 

unfortunately remembered the dinner of the Chateau de Toune, and my meeting with the two 

charming girls in the same season, in places much resembling that in which I then was. The 

remembrance of these circumstances, which the innocence that accompanied them rendered to 

me still more dear, brought several others of the nature to my recollection. I presently saw myself 

surrounded by all the objects which, in my youth, had given me emotion. Mademoiselle Galley, 

Mademoiselle de Graffenried, Mademoiselle de Breil, Madam Basile, Madam de Larnage, my 

pretty scholars, and even the bewitching Zulietta, whom my heart could not forget. I found 

myself in the midst of a seraglio of houris of my old acquaintance, for whom the most lively 

inclination was not new to me. My blood became inflamed, my head turned, notwithstanding my 

hair was almost gray, and the grave citizen of Geneva, the austere Jean Jacques, at forty-five 

years of age, again became the fond shepherd. The intoxication, with which my mind was seized, 

although sudden and extravagant, was so strong and lasting, that, to enable me to recover from it, 

nothing less than the unforeseen and terrible crisis it brought on was necessary. 

This intoxication, to whatever degree it was carried, went not so far as to make me forget my 

age and situation, to flatter me that I could still inspire love, nor to make me attempt to 

communicate the devouring flame by which ever since my youth I had felt my heart in vain 

consumed. For this I did not hope; I did not even desire it. I knew the season of love was past; I 

knew too well in what contempt the ridiculous pretensions of superannuated gallants were held, 

ever to add one to the number, and I was not a man to become an impudent coxcomb in the 

decline of life, after having been so little such during the flower of my age. Besides, as a friend 

to peace, I should have been apprehensive of domestic dissensions; and I too sincerely loved 

Theresa to expose her to the mortification of seeing me entertain for others more lively 

sentiments than those with which she inspired me for herself. 

What step did I take upon this occasion? My reader will already have guessed it, if he has 

taken the trouble to pay the least attention to my narrative. The impossibility of attaining real 

beings threw me into the regions of chimera, and seeing nothing in existence worthy of my 

delirium, I sought food for it in the ideal world, which my imagination quickly peopled with 

beings after my own heart. This resource never came more apropos, nor was it ever so fertile. In 

my continual ecstasy I intoxicated my mind with the most delicious sentiments that ever entered 

the heart of man. Entirely forgetting the human species, I formed to myself societies of perfect 

beings, whose virtues were as celestial as their beauty, tender and faithful friends, such as I never 

found here below. I became so fond of soaring in the empyrean, in the midst of the charming 

objects with which I was surrounded, that I thus passed hours and days without perceiving it; 



and, losing the remembrance of all other things, I scarcely had eaten a morsel in haste before I 

was impatient to make my escape and run to regain my groves. When ready to depart for the 

enchanted world, I saw arrive wretched mortals who came to detain me upon earth, I could 

neither conceal nor moderate my vexation; and no longer master of myself, I gave them so 

uncivil a reception, that it might justly be termed brutal. This tended to confirm my reputation as 

a misanthrope, from the very cause which, could the world have read my heart, should have 

acquired me one of a nature directly opposite. 

In the midst of my exultation I was pulled down like a paper kite, and restored to my proper 

place by means of a smart attack of my disorder. I recurred to the only means that had before 

given me relief, and thus made a truce with my angelic amours; for besides that it seldom 

happens that a man is amorous when he suffers, my imagination, which is animated in the 

country and beneath the shade of trees, languishes and becomes extinguished in a chamber, and 

under the joists of a ceiling. I frequently regretted that there existed no dryads; it would certainly 

have been amongst these that I should have fixed my attachment. 

Other domestic broils came at the same time to increase my chagrin. Madam le Vasseur, while 

making me the finest compliments in the world, alienated from me her daughter as much as she 

possibly could. I received letters from my late neighborhood, informing me that the good old 

lady had secretly contracted several debts in the name of Theresa, to whom these became known, 

but of which she had never mentioned to me a word. The debts to be paid hurt me much less than 

the secret that had been made of them. How could she, for whom I had never had a secret, have 

one from me? Is it possible to dissimulate with persons whom we love? The ‘Coterie 

Holbachique’, who found I never made a journey to Paris, began seriously to be afraid I was 

happy and satisfied in the country, and madman enough to reside there. 

Hence the cabals by which attempts were made to recall me indirectly to the city. Diderot, 

who did not immediately wish to show himself, began by detaching from me De Leyre, whom I 

had brought acquainted with him, and who received and transmitted to me the impressions 

Diderot chose to give without suspecting to what end they were directed. 

Everything seemed to concur in withdrawing me from my charming and mad reverie. I was 

not recovered from the late attack I had when I received the copy of the poem on the destruction 

of Lisbon, which I imagined to be sent by the author. This made it necessary I should write to 

him and speak of his composition. I did so, and my letter was a long time afterwards printed 

without my consent, as I shall hereafter have occasion to remark. 

Struck by seeing this poor man overwhelmed, if I may so speak, with prosperity and honor, 

bitterly exclaiming against the miseries of this life, and finding everything to be wrong, I formed 

the mad project of making him turn his attention to himself, and of proving to him that 

everything was right. Voltaire, while he appeared to believe in God, never really believed in 

anything but the devil; since his pretended deity is a malicious being, who, according to him, had 

no pleasure but in evil. The glaring absurdity of this doctrine is particularly disgusting from a 

man enjoying the greatest prosperity; who, from the bosom of happiness, endeavors, by the 

frightful and cruel image of all the calamities from which he is exempt, to reduce his fellow 

creatures to despair. I, who had a better right than he to calculate and weigh all the evils of 

human life, impartially examined them, and proved to him that of all possible evils there was not 

one to be attributed to Providence, and which had not its source rather in the abusive use man 

made of his faculties than in nature. I treated him, in this letter, with the greatest respect and 

delicacy possible. Yet, knowing his self-love to be extremely irritable, I did not send the letter 



immediately to himself, but to Doctor Tronchin, his physician and friend, with full power either 

to give it him or destroy it. Voltaire informed me in a few lines that being ill, having likewise the 

care of a sick person, he postponed his answer until some future day, and said not a word on the 

subject. Tronchin, when he sent me the letter, inclosed in it another, in which he expressed but 

very little esteem for the person from whom he received it. 

I have never published, nor even shown, either of these two letters, not liking to make a parade 

of such little triumphs; but the originals are in my collections. Since that time Voltaire has 

published the answer he promised me, but which I never received. This is the novel of ‘Candide’, 

of which I cannot speak because I have not read it. 

All these interruptions ought to have cured me of my fantastic amours, and they were perhaps 

the means offered me by Heaven to prevent their destructive consequences; but my evil genius 

prevailed, and I had scarcely begun to go out before my heart, my head, and my feet returned to 

the same paths. I say the same in certain respects; for my ideas, rather less exalted, remained this 

time upon earth, but yet were busied in making so exquisite a choice of all that was to be found 

there amiable of every kind, that it was not much less chimerical than the imaginary world I had 

abandoned. 

I figured to myself love and friendship, the two idols of my heart, under the most ravishing 

images. I amused myself in adorning them with all the charms of the sex I had always adored. I 

imagined two female friends rather than two of my own sex, because, although the example be 

more rare, it is also more amiable. I endowed them with different characters, but analogous to 

their connection, with two faces, not perfectly beautiful, but according to my taste, and animated 

with benevolence and sensibility. I made one brown and the other fair, one lively and the other 

languishing, one wise and the other weak, but of so amiable a weakness that it seemed to add a 

charm to virtue. I gave to one of the two a lover, of whom the other was the tender friend, and 

even something more, but I did not admit either rivalry, quarrels, or jealousy: because every 

painful sentiment is painful for me to imagine, and I was unwilling to tarnish this delightful 

picture by anything which was degrading to nature. Smitten with my two charming models, I 

drew my own portrait in the lover and the friend, as much as it was possible to do it; but I made 

him young and amiable, giving him, at the same time, the virtues and the defects which I felt in 

myself. 

That I might place my characters in a residence proper for them, I successively passed in 

review the most beautiful places I had seen in my travels. But I found no grove sufficiently 

delightful, no landscape that pleased me. The valleys of Thessaly would have satisfied me had I 

but once had a sight of them; but my imagination, fatigued with invention, wished for some real 

place which might serve it as a point to rest upon, and create in me an illusion with respect to the 

real existence of the inhabitants I intended to place there. I thought a good while upon the 

Borromean Islands, the delightful prospect of which had transported me, but I found in them too 

much art and ornament for my lovers. I however wanted a lake, and I concluded by making 

choice of that about which my heart has never ceased to wander. I fixed myself upon that part of 

the banks of this lake where my wishes have long since placed my residence in the imaginary 

happiness to which fate has confined me. The native place of my poor mamma had still for me a 

charm. The contrast of the situations, the richness and variety of the sites, the magnificence, the 

majesty of the whole, which ravishes the senses, affects the heart, and elevates the mind, 

determined me to give it the preference, and I placed my young pupils at Vervey. This is what I 

imagined at the first sketch; the rest was not added until afterwards. 



I for a long time confined myself to this vague plan, because it was sufficient to fill my 

imagination with agreeable objects, and my heart with sentiments in which it delighted. These 

fictions, by frequently presenting themselves, at length gained a consistence, and took in my 

mind a determined form. I then had an inclination to express upon paper some of the situations 

fancy presented to me, and, recollecting everything I had felt during my youth, thus, in some 

measure, gave an object to that desire of loving, which I had never been able to satisfy, and by 

which I felt myself consumed. 

I first wrote a few incoherent letters, and when I afterwards wished to give them connection, I 

frequently found a difficulty in doing it. What is scarcely credible, although most strictly true, is 

my having written the first two parts almost wholly in this manner, without having any plan 

formed, and not foreseeing I should one day be tempted to make it a regular work. For this 

reason the two parts afterwards formed of materials not prepared for the place in which they are 

disposed, are full of unmeaning expressions not found in the others. 

In the midst of my reveries I had a visit from Madam d’Houdetot, the first she had ever made 

me, but which unfortunately was not the last, as will hereafter appear. The Comtesse d’Houdetot 

was the daughter of the late M. de Bellegarde, a farmer-general, sister to M. d’Epinay, and 

Messieurs de Lalive and De la Briche, both of whom have since been introductors to 

ambassadors. I have spoken of the acquaintance I made with her before she was married: since 

that event I had not seen her, except at the fetes at La Chevrette, with Madam d’Epinay, her 

sister-in-law. Having frequently passed several days with her, both at La Chevrette and Epinay, I 

always thought her amiable, and that she seemed to be my well-wisher. She was fond of walking 

with me; we were both good walkers, and the conversation between us was inexhaustible. 

However, I never went to see her in Paris, although she had several times requested and solicited 

me to do it. Her connections with M. de St. Lambert, with whom I began to be intimate, rendered 

her more interesting to me, and it was to bring me some account of that friend who was, I 

believe, then at Mahon, that she came to see me at the Hermitage. 

This visit had something of the appearance of the beginning of a romance. She lost her way. 

Her coachman, quitting the road, which turned to the right, attempted to cross straight over from 

the mill of Clairvaux to the Hermitage: her carriage stuck in a quagmire in the bottom of the 

valley, and she got out and walked the rest of the road. Her delicate shoes were soon worn 

through; she sunk into the dirt, her servants had the greatest difficulty in extricating her, and she 

at length arrived at the Hermitage in boots, making the place resound with her laughter, in which 

I most heartily joined. She had to change everything. Theresa provided her with what was 

necessary, and I prevailed upon her to forget her dignity and partake of a rustic collation, with 

which she seemed highly satisfied. It was late, and her stay was short; but the interview was so 

mirthful that it pleased her, and she seemed disposed to return. She did not however put this 

project into execution until the next year: but, alas! the delay was not favorable to me in 

anything. 

I passed the autumn in an employment no person would suspect me of undertaking: this was 

guarding the fruit of M. d’Epinay. The Hermitage was the reservoir of the waters of the park of 

the Chevrette; there was a garden walled round and planted with espaliers and other trees, which 

produced M. d’Epinay more fruit than his kitchen-garden at the Chevrette, although three-fourths 

of it were stolen from him. That I might not be a guest entirely useless, I took upon myself the 

direction of the garden and the inspection of the conduct of the gardener. Everything went on 

well until the fruit season, but as this became ripe, I observed that it disappeared without 

knowing in what manner it was disposed of. The gardener assured me it was the dormice which 



eat it all. I destroyed a great number of these animals, notwithstanding which the fruit still 

diminished. I watched the gardener’s motions so narrowly, that I found he was the great 

dormouse. He lodged at Montmorency, whence he came in the night with his wife and children 

to take away the fruit he had concealed in the daytime, and which he sold in the market at Paris 

as publicly as if he had brought it from a garden of his own. The wretch whom I loaded with 

kindness, whose children were clothed by Theresa, and whose father, who was a beggar, I almost 

supported, robbed us with as much ease as effrontery, not one of the three being sufficiently 

vigilant to prevent him: and one night he emptied my cellar. 

Whilst he seemed to address himself to me only, I suffered everything, but being desirous of 

giving an account of the fruit, I was obliged to declare by whom a great part of it had been 

stolen. Madam d’Epinay desired me to pay and discharge him, and look out for another; I did so. 

As this rascal rambled about the Hermitage in the night, armed with a thick club staff with an 

iron ferrule, and accompanied by other villains like himself, to relieve the governesses from their 

fears, I made his successor sleep in the house with us; and this not being sufficient to remove 

their apprehensions, I sent to ask M. d’Epinay for a musket, which I kept in the chamber of the 

gardener, with a charge not to make use of it except an attempt was made to break open the door 

or scale the walls of the garden, and to fire nothing but powder, meaning only to frighten the 

thieves. This was certainly the least precaution a man indisposed could take for the common 

safety of himself and family, having to pass the winter in the midst of a wood, with two timid 

women. I also procured a little dog to serve as a sentinel. De Leyre coming to see me about this 

time, I related to him my situation, and we laughed together at my military apparatus. At his 

return to Paris he wished to amuse Diderot with the story, and by this means the ‘Coterie 

d’Holbachique’ learned that I was seriously resolved to pass the winter at the Hermitage. This 

perseverance, of which they had not imagined me to be capable, disconcerted them, and, until 

they could think of some other means of making my residence disagreeable to me, they sent 

back, by means of Diderot, the same De Leyre, who, though at first he had thought my 

precautions quite natural, now pretended to discover that they were inconsistent with my 

principles, and styled them more than ridiculous in his letters, in which he overwhelmed me with 

pleasantries sufficiently bitter and satirical to offend me had I been the least disposed to take 

offence. But at that time being full of tender and affectionate sentiments, and not susceptible of 

any other, I perceived in his biting sarcasms nothing more than a jest, and believed him only 

jocose when others would have thought him mad. 

By my care and vigilance I guarded the garden so well, that, although there had been but little 

fruit that year the produce was triple that of the preceding years; it is true, I spared no pains to 

preserve it, and I went so far as to escort what I sent to the Chevrette and to Epinay, and to carry 

baskets of it myself. The aunt and I carried one of these, which was so heavy that we were 

obliged to rest at every dozen steps, and which we arrived with it we were quite wet with 

perspiration. 

As soon as the bad season began to confine me to the house, I wished to return to my indolent 

amusements, but this I found impossible. I had everywhere two charming female friends before 

my eyes, their friend, everything by which they were surrounded, the country they inhabited, and 

the objects created or embellished for them by my imagination. I was no longer myself for a 

moment, my delirium never left me. After many useless efforts to banish all fictions from my 

mind, they at length seduced me, and my future endeavors were confined to giving them order 

and coherence, for the purpose of converting them into a species of novel. 



What embarrassed me most was, that I had contradicted myself so openly and fully. After the 

severe principles I had just so publicly asserted, after the austere maxims I had so loudly 

preached, and my violent invectives against books which breathed nothing but effeminacy and 

love, could anything be less expected or more extraordinary, than to see me, with my own hand, 

write my name in the list of authors of those books I had so severely censured? I felt this 

incoherence in all its extent. I reproached myself with it, I blushed at it and was vexed; but all 

this could not bring me back to reason. Completely overcome, I was at all risks obliged to 

submit, and to resolve to brave whatever the world might say of it. Except only deliberating 

afterwards whether or not I should show my work, for I did not yet suppose I should ever 

determine to publish it. 

This resolution taken, I entirely abandoned myself to my reveries, and, by frequently resolving 

these in my mind, formed with them the kind of plan of which the execution has been seen. This 

was certainly the greatest advantage that could be drawn from my follies; the love of good which 

has never once been effaced from my heart, turned them towards useful objects, the moral of 

which might have produced its good effects. My voluptuous descriptions would have lost all 

their graces, had they been devoid of the coloring of innocence. 

A weak girl is an object of pity, whom love may render interesting, and who frequently is not 

therefore the less amiable; but who can see without indignation the manners of the age; and what 

is more disgusting than the pride of an unchaste wife, who, openly treading under foot every 

duty, pretends that her husband ought to be grateful for her unwillingness to suffer herself to be 

taken in the fact? Perfect beings are not in nature, and their examples are not near enough to us. 

But whoever says that the description of a young person born with good dispositions, and a heart 

equally tender and virtuous, who suffers herself, when a girl, to be overcome by love, and when 

a woman, has resolution enough to conquer in her turn, is upon the whole scandalous and 

useless, is a liar and a hypocrite; hearken not to him. 

Besides this object of morality and conjugal chastity which is radically connected with all 

social order, I had in view one more secret in behalf of concord and public peace, a greater, and 

perhaps more important object in itself, at least for the moment for which it was created. The 

storm brought on by the ‘Encyclopedie’, far from being appeased, was at the time at its height. 

Two parties exasperated against each other to the last degree of fury soon resembled enraged 

wolves, set on for their mutual destruction, rather than Christians and philosophers, who had a 

reciprocal wish to enlighten and convince each other, and lead their brethren to the way of truth. 

Perhaps nothing more was wanting to each party than a few turbulent chiefs, who possessed a 

little power, to make this quarrel terminate in a civil war; and God only knows what a civil war 

of religion founded on each side upon the most cruel intolerance would have produced. Naturally 

an enemy to all spirit of party, I had freely spoken severe truths to each, of which they had not 

listened. I thought of another expedient, which, in my simplicity, appeared to me admirable: this 

was to abate their reciprocal hatred by destroying their prejudices, and showing to each party the 

virtue and merit which in the other was worthy of public esteem and respect. This project, little 

remarkable for its wisdom, which supported sincerity in mankind, and whereby I fell into the 

error with which I reproached the Abbe de Saint Pierre, had the success that was to be expected 

from it: it drew together and united the parties for no other purpose than that of crushing the 

author. Until experience made me discover my folly, I gave my attention to it with a zeal worthy 

of the motive by which I was inspired; and I imagined the two characters of Wolmar and Julia in 

an ecstasy, which made me hope to render them both amiable, and, what is still more, by means 

of each other. 



Satisfied with having made a rough sketch of my plan, I returned to the situations in detail, 

which I had marked out; and from the arrangement I gave them resulted the first two parts of the 

Eloisa, which I finished during the winter with inexpressible pleasure, procuring gilt-paper to 

receive a fair copy of them, azure and silver powder to dry the writing, and blue narrow ribbon to 

tack my sheets together; in a word, I thought nothing sufficiently elegant and delicate for my two 

charming girls, of whom, like another Pygmalion, I became madly enamoured. Every evening, 

by the fireside, I read the two parts to the governesses. The daughter, without saying a word, was 

like myself moved to tenderness, and we mingled our sighs; her mother, finding there were no 

compliments, understood nothing of the matter, remained unmoved, and at the intervals when I 

was silent always repeated: “Sir, that is very fine.” 

Madam d’Epinay, uneasy at my being alone, in winter, in a solitary house, in the midst of 

woods, often sent to inquire after my health. I never had such real proofs of her friendship for 

me, to which mine never more fully answered. It would be wrong in me were not I, among these 

proofs, to make special mention of her portrait, which she sent me, at the same time requesting 

instructions from me in what manner she might have mine, painted by La Tour, and which had 

been shown at the exhibition. I ought equally to speak of another proof of her attention to me, 

which, although it be laughable, is a feature in the history of my character, on account of the 

impression received from it. One day when it froze to an extreme degree, in opening a packet she 

had sent me of several things I had desired her to purchase for me, I found a little under-petticoat 

of English flannel, which she told me she had worn, and desired I would make of it an under-

waistcoat. 

This care, more than friendly, appeared to me so tender, and as if she had stripped herself to 

clothe me, that in my emotion I repeatedly kissed, shedding tears at the same time, both the note 

and the petticoat. Theresa thought me mad. It is singular that of all the marks of friendship 

Madam d’Epinay ever showed me this touched me the most, and that ever since our rupture I 

have never recollected it without being very sensibly affected. I for a long time preserved her 

little note, and it would still have been in my possession had not it shared the fate of my other 

notes received at the same period. 

Although my disorder then gave me but little respite in winter, and a part of the interval was 

employed in seeking relief from pain, this was still upon the whole the season which since my 

residence in France I had passed with most pleasure and tranquillity. During four or five months, 

whilst the bad weather sheltered me from the interruptions of importunate visits, I tasted to a 

greater degree than I had ever yet or have since done, of that equal simple and independent life, 

the enjoyment of which still made it more desirable to me; without any other company than the 

two governesses in reality, and the two female cousins in idea. It was then especially that I daily 

congratulated myself upon the resolution I had had the good sense to take, unmindful of the 

clamors of my friends, who were vexed at seeing me delivered from their tyranny; and when I 

heard of the attempt of a madman, when De Leyre and Madam d’Epinay spoke to me in letters of 

the trouble and agitation which reigned in Paris, how thankful was I to Heaven for having placed 

me at a distance from all such spectacles of horror and guilt. These would have been continued 

and increased the bilious humor which the sight of public disorders had given me; whilst seeing 

nothing around me in my retirement but gay and pleasing objects, my heart was wholly 

abandoned to sentiments which were amiable. 

I remark here with pleasure the course of the last peaceful moments that were left me. The 

spring succeeding to this winter, which had been so calm, developed the germ of the misfortunes 



I have yet to describe; in the tissue of which, a like interval, wherein I had leisure to respite, will 

not be found. 

I think however, I recollect, that during this interval of peace, and in the bosom of my solitude, 

I was not quite undisturbed by the Holbachiens. Diderot stirred me up some strife, and I am 

much deceived if it was not in the course of this winter that the ‘Fils Naturel’—[Natural Son]—

of which I shall soon have occasion to speak, made its appearance. Independently of the causes 

which left me but few papers relative to that period, those even which I have been able to 

preserve are not very exact with respect to dates. Diderot never dated his letters—Madam 

d’Epinay and Madam d’ Houdetot seldom dated theirs except the day of the week, and De Leyre 

mostly confined himself to the same rules. When I was desirous of putting these letters in order I 

was obliged to supply what was wanting by guessing at dates, so uncertain that I cannot depend 

upon them. Unable therefore to fix with certainty the beginning of these quarrels, I prefer 

relating in one subsequent article everything I can recollect concerning them. 

The return of spring had increased my amorous delirium, and in my melancholy, occasioned 

by the excess of my transports, I had composed for the last parts of Eloisa several letters, 

wherein evident marks of the rapture in which I wrote them are found. Amongst others I may 

quote those from the Elysium, and the excursion upon the lake, which, if my memory does not 

deceive me, are at the end of the fourth part. Whoever, in reading these letters, does not feel his 

heart soften and melt into the tenderness by which they were dictated, ought to lay down the 

book: nature has refused him the means of judging of sentiment. 

Precisely at the same time I received a second unforeseen visit from Madam d’Houdetot, in 

the absence of her husband, who was captain of the Gendarmarie, and of her lover, who was also 

in the service. She had come to Eaubonne, in the middle of the Valley of Montmorency, where 

she had taken a pretty house, from thence she made a new excursion to the Hermitage. She came 

on horseback, and dressed in men’s clothes. Although I am not very fond of this kind of 

masquerade, I was struck with the romantic appearance she made, and, for once, it was with 

love. As this was the first and only time in all my life, the consequence of which will forever 

render it terrible to my remembrance, I must take the permission to enter into some particulars on 

the subject. 

The Countess d’Houdetot was nearly thirty years of age, and not handsome; her face was 

marked with the smallpox, her complexion coarse, she was short-sighted, and her eyes were 

rather round; but she had fine long black hair, which hung down in natural curls below her waist; 

her figure was agreeable, and she was at once both awkward and graceful in her motions; her wit 

was natural and pleasing; to this gayety, heedlessness and ingenuousness were perfectly suited: 

she abounded in charming sallies, after which she so little sought, that they sometimes escaped 

her lips in spite of herself. She possessed several agreeable talents, played the harpsichord, 

danced well, and wrote pleasing poetry. Her character was angelic—this was founded upon a 

sweetness of mind, and except prudence and fortitude, contained in it every virtue. She was 

besides so much to be depended upon in all intercourse, so faithful in society, even her enemies 

were not under the necessity of concealing from her their secrets. I mean by her enemies the 

men, or rather the women, by whom she was not beloved; for as to herself she had not a heart 

capable of hatred, and I am of opinion this conformity with mine greatly contributed towards 

inspiring me with a passion for her. In confidence of the most intimate friendship, I never heard 

her speak ill of persons who were absent, not even of her sister-in-law. She could neither conceal 

her thoughts from anyone, nor disguise any of her sentiments, and I am persuaded she spoke of 

her lover to her husband, as she spoke of him to her friends and acquaintances, and to everybody 



without distinction of persons. What proved, beyond all manner of doubt, the purity and sincerity 

of her nature was, that subject to very extraordinary absences of mind, and the most laughable 

inconsiderateness, she was often guilty of some very imprudent ones with respect to herself, but 

never in the least offensive to any person whatsoever. 

She had been married very young and against her inclinations to the Comte d’Houdetot, a man 

of fashion, and a good officer; but a man who loved play and chicane, who was not very amiable, 

and whom she never loved. She found in M. de Saint Lambert all the merit of her husband, with 

more agreeable qualities of mind, joined with virtue and talents. If anything in the manners of the 

age can be pardoned, it is an attachment which duration renders more pure, to which its effects 

do honor, and which becomes cemented by reciprocal esteem. It was a little from inclination, as I 

am disposed to think, but much more to please Saint Lambert, that she came to see me. He had 

requested her to do it, and there was reason to believe the friendship which began to be 

established between us would render this society agreeable to all three. She knew I was 

acquainted with their connection, and as she could speak to me without restraint, it was natural 

she should find my conversation agreeable. She came; I saw her; I was intoxicated with love 

without an object; this intoxication fascinated my eyes; the object fixed itself upon her. I saw my 

Julia in Madam d’Houdetot, and I soon saw nothing but Madam d’Houdetot, but with all the 

perfections with which I had just adorned the idol of my heart. To complete my delirium she 

spoke to me of Saint Lambert with a fondness of a passionate lover. Contagious force of love! 

while listening to her, and finding myself near her, I was seized with a delicious trembling, 

which I had never before experienced when near to any person whatsoever. She spoke, and I felt 

myself affected; I thought I was nothing more than interested in her sentiments, when I perceived 

I possessed those which were similar; I drank freely of the poisoned cup, of which I yet tasted 

nothing more than the sweetness. Finally, imperceptibly to us both, she inspired me for herself 

with all she expressed for her lover. Alas! it was very late in life, and cruel was it to consume 

with a passion not less violent than unfortunate for a woman whose heart was already in the 

possession of another. 

Notwithstanding the extraordinary emotions I had felt when near to her, I did not at first 

perceive what had happened to me; it was not until after her departure that, wishing to think of 

Julia, I was struck with surprise at being unable to think of anything but Madam d’Houdetot. 

Then was it my eyes were opened: I felt my misfortune, and lamented what had happened, but I 

did not foresee the consequences. 

I hesitated a long time on the manner in which I should conduct myself towards her, as if real 

love left behind it sufficient reason to deliberate and act accordingly. I had not yet determined 

upon this when she unexpectedly returned and found me unprovided. It was this time, perfectly 

acquainted with my situation, shame, the companion of evil, rendered me dumb, and made me 

tremble in her presence; I neither dared to open my mouth or raise my eyes; I was in an 

inexpressible confusion which it was impossible she should not perceive. I resolved to confess to 

her my troubled state of mind, and left her to guess the cause whence it proceeded: this was 

telling her in terms sufficiently clear. 

Had I been young and amiable, and Madam d’Houdetot afterwards weak, I should here blame 

her conduct; but this was not the case, and I am obliged to applaud and admire it. The resolution 

she took was equally prudent and generous. She could not suddenly break with me without 

giving her reasons for it to Saint Lambert, who himself had desired her to come and see me; this 

would have exposed two friends to a rupture, and perhaps a public one, which she wished to 

avoid. She had for me esteem and good wishes; she pitied my folly without encouraging it, and 



endeavored to restore me to reason. She was glad to preserve to her lover and herself a friend for 

whom she had some respect; and she spoke of nothing with more pleasure than the intimate and 

agreeable society we might form between us three the moment I should become reasonable. She 

did not always confine herself to these friendly exhortations, and, in case of need, did not spare 

me more severe reproaches, which I had richly deserved. 

I spared myself still less: the moment I was alone I began to recover; I was more calm after 

my declaration—love, known to the person by whom it is inspired, becomes more supportable. 

The forcible manner in which I approached myself with mine, ought to have cured me of it 

had the thing been possible. What powerful motives did I not call to my mind to stifle it? My 

morals, sentiments and principles; the shame, the treachery and crime, of abusing what was 

confided to friendship, and the ridiculousness of burning, at my age, with the most extravagant 

passion for an object whose heart was preengaged, and who could neither make me a return, nor 

least hope; moreover with a passion which, far from having anything to gain by constancy, daily 

became less sufferable. 

We would imagine that the last consideration which ought to have added weight to all the 

others, was that whereby I eluded them! What scruple, thought I, ought I to make of a folly 

prejudicial to nobody but myself? Am I then a young man of whom Madam d’Houdetot ought to 

be afraid? Would not it be said by my presumptive remorse that, by my gallantry, manner and 

dress, I was going to seduce her? Poor Jean Jacques, love on at thy ease, in all safety of 

conscience, and be not afraid that thy sighs will be prejudicial to Saint Lambert. 

It has been seen that I never was a coxcomb, not even in my youth. The manner of thinking, of 

which I have spoken, was according to my turn of mind, it flattered my passion; this was 

sufficient to induce me to abandon myself to it without reserve, and to laugh even at the 

impertinent scruple I thought I had made from vanity, rather than from reason. This is a great 

lesson for virtuous minds, which vice never attacks openly; it finds means to surprise them by 

masking itself with sophisms, and not unfrequently with a virtue. 

Guilty without remorse, I soon became so without measure; and I entreat it may be observed 

in what manner my passion followed my nature, at length to plunge me into an abyss. In the first 

place, it assumed the air of humility to encourage me; and to render me intrepid it carried this 

humility even to mistrust. Madam d’Houdetot incessantly putting in mind of my duty, without 

once for a single moment flattering my folly, treated me with the greatest mildness, and 

remained with me upon the footing of the most tender friendship. This friendship would, I 

protest, have satisfied my wishes, had I thought it sincere; but finding it too strong to be real, I 

took it into my head that love, so ill-suited to my age and appearance, had rendered me 

contemptible in the eyes of Madam d’Houdetot; that this young mad creature only wished to 

divert herself with me and my superannuated passion; that she had communicated this to Saint 

Lambert; and that the indignation caused by my breach of friendship, having made her lover 

enter into her views, they were agreed to turn my head and then to laugh at me. This folly, which 

at twenty-six years of age, had made me guilty of some extravagant behavior to Madam de 

Larnage, whom I did not know, would have been pardonable in me at forty-five with Madam 

d’Houdetot had not I known that she and her lover were persons of too much uprightness to 

indulge themselves in such a barbarous amusement. 

Madam d’ Houdetot continued her visits, which I delayed not to return. She, as well as myself, 

was fond of walking, and we took long walks in an enchanting country. Satisfied with loving and 

daring to say I loved, I should have been in the most agreeable situation had not my extravagance 



spoiled all the charm of it. She, at first, could not comprehend the foolish pettishness with which 

I received her attentions; but my heart, incapable of concealing what passed in it, did not long 

leave her ignorant of my suspicions; she endeavored to laugh at them, but this expedient did not 

succeed; transports of rage would have been the consequence, and she changed her tone. Her 

compassionate gentleness was invincible; she made me reproaches, which penetrated my heart; 

she expressed an inquietude at my unjust fears, of which I took advantage. I required proofs of 

her being in earnest. She perceived there was no other means of relieving me from my 

apprehensions. I became pressing: the step was delicate. It is astonishing, and perhaps without 

example, that a woman having suffered herself to be brought to hesitate should have got herself 

off so well. She refused me nothing the most tender friendship could grant; yet she granted me 

nothing that rendered her unfaithful, and I had the mortification to see that the disorder into 

which the most trifling favors had thrown all my senses had not the least effect upon hers. 

I have somewhere said, that nothing should be granted to the senses, when we wished to refuse 

them anything. To prove how false this maxim was relative to Madam d’ Houdetot, and how far 

she was right to depend upon her own strength of mind, it would be necessary to enter into the 

detail of our long and frequent conversations, and follow them, in all their liveliness during the 

four months we passed together in an intimacy almost without example between two friends of 

different sexes who contain themselves within the bounds which we never exceeded. Ah! if I had 

lived so long without feeling the power of real love, my heart and senses abundantly paid the 

arrears. What, therefore, are the transports we feel with the object of our affections by whom we 

are beloved, since the passions of which my idol did not partake inspired such as I felt? 

But I am wrong in saying Madam Houdetot did not partake of the passion of love; that which I 

felt was in some measure confined to myself; yet love was equal on both sides, but not 

reciprocal. We were both intoxicated with the passion, she for her lover, and I for herself; our 

sighs and delicious tears were mingled together. Tender confidants of the secrets of each other, 

there was so great a similarity in our sentiments that it was impossible they should not find some 

common point of union. In the midst of this delicious intoxication, she never forgot herself for a 

moment, and I solemnly protest that, if ever, led away by my senses, I have attempted to render 

her unfaithful, I was never really desirous of succeeding. The vehemence itself of my passion 

restrained it within bounds. The duty of self-denial had elevated my mind. The lustre of every 

virture adorned in my eyes the idol of my heart; to have soiled their divine image would have 

been to destroy it. I might have committed the crime; it has been a hundred times committed in 

my heart; but to dishonor my Sophia! Ah! was this ever possible? No! I have told her a hundred 

times it was not. Had I had it in my power to satisfy my desires, had she consented to commit 

herself to my discretion, I should, except in a few moments of delirium, have refused to be happy 

at the price of her honor. I loved her too well to wish to possess her. 

The distance from the Hermitage to Raubonne is almost a league; in my frequent excursions to 

it I have sometimes slept there. One evening after having supped tete-a-tete we went to walk in 

the garden by a fine moonlight. At the bottom of the garden a considerable copse, through which 

we passed on our way to a pretty grove ornamented with a cascade, of which I had given her the 

idea, and she had procured it to be executed accordingly. 

Eternal remembrance of innocence and enjoyment! It was in this grove that, seated by her side 

upon a seat of turf under an acacia in full bloom, I found for the emotions of my heart a language 

worthy of them. It was the first and only time of my life; but I was sublime: if everything 

amiable and seducing with which the most tender and ardent love can inspire the heart of man 

can be so called. What intoxicating tears did I shed upon her knees! how many did I make her to 



shed involuntarily! At length in an involuntary transport she exclaimed: “No, never was a man so 

amiable, nor ever was there one who loved like you! But your friend Saint Lambert hears us, and 

my heart is incapable of loving twice.” I exhausted myself with sighs; I embraced her—what an 

embrace! But this was all. She had lived alone for the last six months, that is absent from her 

husband and lover; I had seen her almost every day during three months, and love seldom failed 

to make a third. We had supped tete-a-tete, we were alone, in the grove by moonlight, and after 

two hours of the most lively and tender conversation, she left this grove at midnight, and the 

arms of her lover, as morally and physically pure as she had entered it. Reader, weigh all these 

circumstances; I will add nothing more. 

Do not, however, imagine that in this situation my passions left me as undisturbed as I was 

with Theresa and mamma. I have already observed I was this time inspired not only with love, 

but with love and all its energy and fury. I will not describe either the agitations, tremblings, 

palpitations, convulsionary emotions, nor faintings of the heart, I continually experienced; these 

may be judged of by the effect her image alone made upon me. I have observed the distance 

from the Hermitage to Eaubonne was considerable; I went by the hills of Andilly, which are 

delightful; I mused, as I walked, on her whom I was going to see, the charming reception she 

would give me, and upon the kiss which awaited me at my arrival. This single kiss, this 

pernicious embrace, even before I received it, inflamed my blood to such a degree as to affect 

my head, my eyes were dazzled, my knees trembled, and were unable to support me; I was 

obliged to stop and sit down; my whole frame was in inconceivable disorder, and I was upon the 

point of fainting. Knowing the danger, I endeavored at setting out to divert my attention from the 

object, and think of something else. I had not proceeded twenty steps before the same 

recollection, and all that was the consequence of it, assailed me in such a manner that it was 

impossible to avoid them, and in spite of all my efforts I do not believe I ever made this little 

excursion alone with impunity. I arrived at Eaubonne, weak, exhausted, and scarcely able to 

support myself. The moment I saw her everything was repaired; all I felt in her presence was the 

importunity of an inexhaustible and useless ardor. Upon the road to Raubonne there was a 

pleasant terrace called Mont Olympe, at which we sometimes met. I arrived first, it was proper I 

should wait for her; but how dear this waiting cost me! To divert my attention, I endeavored to 

write with my pencil billets, which I could have written with the purest drops of my blood; I 

never could finish one which was eligible. When she found a note in the niche upon which we 

had agreed, all she learned from the contents was the deplorable state in which I was when I 

wrote it. This state and its continuation, during three months of irritation and self-denial, so 

exhausted me, that I was several years before I recovered from it, and at the end of these it left 

me an ailment which I shall carry with me, or which will carry me to the grave. Such was the 

sole enjoyment of a man of the most combustible constitution, but who was, at the same time, 

perhaps, one of the most timid mortals nature ever produced. Such were the last happy days I can 

reckon upon earth; at the end of these began the long train of evils, in which there will be found 

but little interruption. 

It has been seen that, during the whole course of my life, my heart, as transparent as crystal, 

has never been capable of concealing for the space of a moment any sentiment in the least lively 

which had taken refuge in it. It will therefore be judged whether or not it was possible for me 

long to conceal my affection for Madam d’Houdetot. Our intimacy struck the eyes of everybody, 

we did not make of it either a secret or a mystery. It was not of a nature to require any such 

precaution, and as Madam d’Houdetot had for me the most tender friendship with which she did 

not reproach herself, and I for her an esteem with the justice of which nobody was better 



acquainted than myself; she frank, absent, heedless; I true, awkward, haughty, impatient and 

choleric; We exposed ourselves more in deceitful security than we should have done had we 

been culpable. We both went to the Chevrette; we sometimes met there by appointment. We 

lived there according to our accustomed manner; walking together every day talking of our 

amours, our duties, our friend, and our innocent projects; all this in the park opposite the 

apartment of Madam d’Epinay, under her windows, whence incessantly examining us, and 

thinking herself braved, she by her eyes filled her heart with rage and indignation. 

Women have the art of concealing their anger, especially when it is great. Madam d’Epinay, 

violent but deliberate, possessed this art to an eminent degree. She feigned not to see or suspect 

anything, and at the same time that she doubled towards me her cares, attention, and allurements, 

she affected to load her sister-in-law with incivilities and marks of disdain, which she seemingly 

wished to communicate to me. It will easily be imagined she did not succeed; but I was on the 

rack. Torn by opposite passions, at the same time that I was sensible of her caresses, I could 

scarcely contain my anger when I saw her wanting in good manners to Madam d’Houdetot. The 

angelic sweetness of this lady made her endure everything without complaint, or even without 

being offended. 

She was, in fact, so absent, and always so little attentive to these things, that half the time she 

did not perceive them. 

I was so taken up with my passion, that, seeing nothing but Sophia (one of the names of 

Madam d’Houdetot), I did not perceive that I was become the laughing-stock of the whole house, 

and all those who came to it. The Baron d’Holbach, who never, as I heard of, had been at the 

Chevrette, was one of the latter. Had I at that time been as mistrustful as I am since become, I 

should strongly have suspected Madam d’Epinay to have contrived this journey to give the baron 

the amusing spectacle of an amorous citizen. But I was then so stupid that I saw not that even 

which was glaring to everybody. My stupidity did not, however, prevent me from finding in the 

baron a more jovial and satisfied appearance than ordinary. Instead of looking upon me with his 

usual moroseness, he said to me a hundred jocose things without my knowing what he meant. 

Surprise was painted in my countenance, but I answered not a word: Madam d’Epinay shook her 

sides with laughing; I knew not what possessed them. As nothing yet passed the bounds of 

pleasantry, the best thing I could have done, had I been in the secret, would have been to have 

humored the joke. It is true I perceived amid the rallying gayety of the baron, that his eyes 

sparkled with a malicious joy, which could have given me pain had I then remarked it to the 

degree it has since occurred to my recollection. 

One day when I went to see Madam d’Houdetot, at Eaubonne, after her return from one of her 

journeys to Paris, I found her melancholy, and observed that she had been weeping. I was 

obliged to put a restraint on myself, because Madam de Blainville, sister to her husband, was 

present; but the moment I found an opportunity, I expressed to her my uneasiness. “Ah,” said 

she, with a sigh, “I am much afraid your follies will cost me the repose of the rest of my days. St. 

Lambert has been informed of what has passed, and ill informed of it. He does me justice, but he 

is vexed; and what is still worse, he conceals from me a part of his vexation. Fortunately I have 

not concealed from him anything relative to our connection which was formed under his 

auspices. My letters, like my heart, were full of yourself; I made him acquainted with everything, 

except your extravagant passion, of which I hoped to cure you; and which he imputes to me as a 

crime. Somebody has done us ill offices. I have been injured, but what does this signify? Either 

let us entirely break with each other, or do you be what you ought to be. I will not in future have 

anything to conceal from my lover.” 



This was the first moment in which I was sensible of the shame of feeling myself humbled by 

the sentiment of my fault, in presence of a young woman of whose just reproaches I approved, 

and to whom I ought to have been a mentor. The indignation I felt against myself would, 

perhaps, have been sufficient to overcome my weakness, had not the tender passion inspired me 

by the victim of it, again softened my heart. Alas! was this a moment to harden it when it was 

overflowed by the tears which penetrated it in every part? This tenderness was soon changed into 

rage against the vile informers, who had seen nothing but the evil of a criminal but involuntary 

sentiment, without believing or even imagining the sincere uprightness of heart by which it was 

counteracted. We did not remain long in doubt about the hand by which the blow was directed. 

We both knew that Madam d’Epinay corresponded with St. Lambert. This was not the first 

storm she had raised up against Madam d’Houdetot, from whom she had made a thousand efforts 

to detach her lover, the success of some of which made the consequences to be dreaded. Besides, 

Grimm, who, I think, had accompanied M. de Castries to the army, was in Westphalia, as well as 

Saint Lambert; they sometimes visited. Grimm had made some attempts on Madam d’Houdetot, 

which had not succeeded, and being extremely piqued, suddenly discontinued his visits to her. 

Let it be judged with what calmness, modest as he is known to be, he supposed she preferred to 

him a man older than himself, and of whom, since he had frequented the great, he had never 

spoken but as a person whom he patronized. 

My suspicions of Madam d’Epinay were changed into a certainty the moment I heard what 

had passed in my own house. When I was at the Chevrette, Theresa frequently came there, either 

to bring me letters or to pay me that attention which my ill state of health rendered necessary. 

Madam d’Epinay had asked her if Madam d’Houdetot and I did not write to each other. Upon her 

answering in the affirmative, Madam d’Epinay pressed her to give her the letters of Madam 

d’Houdetot, assuring her that she would reseal them in such a manner as it should never be 

known. Theresa, without showing how much she was shocked at the proposition, and without 

even putting me upon my guard, did nothing more than seal the letters she brought me more 

carefully; a lucky precaution, for Madam d’Epinay had her watched when she arrived, and, 

waiting for her in the passage, several times carried her audaciousness as far as to examine her 

tucker. She did more even than this: having one day invited herself with M. de Margency to 

dinner at the Hermitage, for the first time since I resided there, she seized the moment I was 

walking with Margency to go into my closet with the mother and daughter, and to press them to 

show her the letters of Madam d’Houdetot. Had the mother known where the letters were, they 

would have been given to her; fortunately, the daughter was the only person who was in the 

secret, and denied my having preserved any one of them. A virtuous, faithful and generous 

falsehood; whilst truth would have been a perfidy. Madam d’ Epinay, perceiving Theresa was 

not to be seduced, endeavored to irritate her by jealousy, reproaching her with her easy temper 

and blindness. “How is it possible,” said she to her, “you cannot perceive there is a criminal 

intercourse between them? If besides what strikes your eyes you stand in need of other proofs, 

lend your assistance to obtain that which may furnish them; you say he tears the letters from 

Madam d’Houdetot as soon as he has read them. Well, carefully gather up the pieces and give 

them to me; I will take upon myself to put them together.” 

Such were the lessons my friend gave to the partner of my bed. 

Theresa had the discretion to conceal from me, for a considerable time, all these attempts; but 

perceiving how much I was perplexed, she thought herself obliged to inform me of everything, to 

the end that knowing with whom I had to do, I might take my measures accordingly. My rage 

and indignation are not to be described. Instead of dissembling with Madam d’Epinay, according 



to her own example, and making use of counterplots, I abandoned myself without reserve to the 

natural impetuosity of my temper; and with my accustomed inconsiderateness came to an open 

rupture. My imprudence will be judged of by the following letters, which sufficiently show the 

manner of proceeding of both parties on this occasion: 

NOTE FROM MADAM D’EPINAY. “Why, my dear friend, do I not see you? You make me 

uneasy. You have so often promised me to do nothing but go and come between this place and 

the Hermitage! In this I have left you at liberty; and you have suffered a week to pass without 

coming. Had not I been told you were well I should have imagined the contrary. I expected you 

either the day before yesterday, or yesterday, but found myself disappointed. My God, what is 

the matter with you? You have no business, nor can you have any uneasiness; for had this been 

the case, I flatter myself you would have come and communicated it to me. You are, therefore, 

ill! Relieve me, I beseech you, speedily from my fears. Adieu, my dear friend: let this adieu 

produce me a good-morning from you.” 

ANSWER. “I cannot yet say anything to you. I wait to be better informed, and this I shall be 

sooner or later. In the meantime be persuaded that innocence will find a defender sufficiently 

powerful to cause some repentance in the slanderers, be they who they may.” 

SECOND NOTE FROM THE SAME. “Do you know that your letter frightens me? What does 

it mean? I have read it twenty times. In truth I do not understand what it means. All I can 

perceive is, that you are uneasy and tormented, and that you wait until you are no longer so 

before you speak to me upon the subject. Is this, my dear friend, what we agreed upon? What 

then is become of that friendship and confidence, and by what means have I lost them? Is it with 

me or for me that you are angry? However this may be, come to me this evening I conjure you; 

remember you promised me no longer than a week ago to let nothing remain upon your mind, 

but immediately to communicate to me whatever might make it uneasy. My dear friend, I live in 

that confidence—There—I have just read your letter again; I do not understand the contents 

better, but they make me tremble. You seem to be cruelly agitated. I could wish to calm your 

mind, but as I am ignorant of the cause whence your uneasiness arises, I know not what to say, 

except that I am as wretched as yourself, and shall remain so until we meet. If you are not here 

this evening at six o’clock, I set off to morrow for the Hermitage, let the weather be how it will, 

and in whatever state of health I may be; for I can no longer support the inquietude I now feel. 

Good day, my dear friend, at all risks I take the liberty to tell you, without knowing whether or 

not you are in need of such advice, to endeavor to stop the progress uneasiness makes in solitude. 

A fly becomes a monster. I have frequently experienced it.” 

ANSWER. “I can neither come to see you nor receive your visit so long as my present 

inquietude continues. The confidence of which you speak no longer exists, and it will be easy for 

you to recover it. I see nothing more in your present anxiety than the desire of drawing from the 

confessions of others some advantage agreeable to your views; and my heart, so ready to pour its 

overflowings into another which opens itself to receive them, is shut against trick and cunning. I 

distinguish your ordinary address in the difficulty you find in understanding my note. Do you 

think me dupe enough to believe you have not comprehended what it meant? No: but I shall 

know how to overcome your subtleties by my frankness. I will explain myself more clearly, that 

you may understand me still less. 

“Two lovers closely united and worthy of each other’s love are dear to me; I expect you will 

not know who I mean unless I name them. I presume attempts have been made to disunite them, 

and that I have been made use of to inspire one of the two with jealousy. The choice was not 



judicious, but it appeared convenient to the purposes of malice, and of this malice it is you whom 

I suspect to be guilty. I hope this becomes more clear. 

“Thus the woman whom I most esteem would, with my knowledge, have been loaded with the 

infamy of dividing her heart and person between two lovers, and I with that of being one of these 

wretches. If I knew that, for a single moment in your life, you ever had thought this, either of her 

or myself, I should hate you until my last hour. But it is with having said, and not with having 

thought it, that I charge you. In this case, I cannot comprehend which of the three you wished to 

injure; but, if you love peace of mind, tremble lest you should have succeeded. I have not 

concealed either from you or her all the ill I think of certain connections, but I wish these to end 

by a means as virtuous as their cause, and that an illegitimate love may be changed into an 

eternal friendship. Should I, who never do ill to any person, be the innocent means of doing it to 

my friends? No, I should never forgive you; I should become your irreconcilable enemy. Your 

secrets are all I should respect; for I will never be a man without honor. 

“I do not apprehend my present perplexity will continue a long time. I shall soon know 

whether or not I am deceived; I shall then perhaps have great injuries to repair, which I will do 

with as much cheerfulness as that with which the most agreeable act of my life has been 

accompanied. But do you know in what manner I will make amends for my faults during the 

short space of time I have to remain near to you? By doing what nobody but myself would do; by 

telling you freely what the world thinks of you, and the breaches you have to repair in your 

reputation. Notwithstanding all the pretended friends by whom you are surrounded, the moment 

you see me depart you may bid adieu to truth, you will no longer find any person who will tell it 

to you.” 

THIRD LETTER 

FROM THE 

SAME. 

“I did not understand your letter of this morning; this I told you because it was the case. I 

understand that of this evening; do not imagine I shall ever return an answer to it; I am too 

anxious to forget what it contains; and although you excite my pity, I am not proof against the 

bitterness with which it has filled my mind. I! descend to trick and cunning with you! I! accused 

of the blackest of all infamies! Adieu, I regret your having the adieu. I know not what I say 

adieu: I shall be very anxious to forgive you. You will come when you please; you will be better 

received than your suspicions deserve. All I have to desire of you is not to trouble yourself about 

my reputation. The opinion of the world concerning me is of but little importance in my esteem. 

My conduct is good, and this is sufficient for me. Besides, I am ignorant of what has happened to 

the two persons who are dear to me as they are to you.” 

This last letter extricated me from a terrible embarrassment, and threw me into another of 

almost the same magnitude. Although these letters and answers were sent and returned the same 

day with an extreme rapidity, the interval had been sufficient to place another between my rage 

and transport, and to give me time to reflect on the enormity of my imprudence. Madam 

d’Houdetot had not recommended to me anything so much as to remain quiet, to leave her the 

care of extricating herself, and to avoid, especially at that moment, all noise and rupture; and I, 

by the most open and atrocious insults, took the properest means of carrying rage to its greatest 

height in the heart of a woman who was already but too well disposed to it. I now could naturally 

expect nothing from her but an answer so haughty, disdainful, and expressive of contempt, that I 

could not, without the utmost meanness, do otherwise than immediately quit her house. Happily 



she, more adroit than I was furious, avoided, by the manner of her answer, reducing me to that 

extremity. But it was necessary either to quit or immediately go and see her; the alternative was 

inevitable; I resolved on the latter, though I foresaw how much I must be embarrassed in the 

explanation. For how was I to get through it without exposing either Madam d’Houdetot or 

Theresa? and woe to her whom I should have named! There was nothing that the vengeance of 

an implacable and an intriguing woman did not make me fear for the person who should be the 

object of it. It was to prevent this misfortune that in my letter I had spoken of nothing but 

suspicions, that I might not be under the necessity of producing my proofs. This, it is true, 

rendered my transports less excusable; no simple suspicions being sufficient to authorize me to 

treat a woman, and especially a friend, in the manner I had treated Madam d’Epinay. But here 

begins the noble task I worthily fulfilled of expiating my faults and secret weaknesses by 

charging myself with such of the former as I was incapable of committing, and which I never did 

commit. 

I had not to bear the attack I had expected, and fear was the greatest evil I received from it. At 

my approach, Madam d’ Epinay threw her arms about my neck, bursting into tears. This 

unexpected reception, and by an old friend, extremely affected me; I also shed many tears. I said 

to her a few words which had not much meaning; she uttered others with still less, and 

everything ended here. Supper was served; we sat down to table, where, in expectation of the 

explanation I imagined to be deferred until supper was over, I made a very poor figure; for I am 

so overpowered by the most trifling inquietude of mind that I cannot conceal it from persons the 

least clear-sighted. My embarrassed appearance must have given her courage, yet she did not risk 

anything upon that foundation. There was no more explanation after than before supper: none 

took place on the next day, and our little tete-a-tete conversations consisted of indifferent things, 

or some complimentary words on my part, by which, while I informed her I could not say more 

relative to my suspicions, I asserted, with the greatest truth, that, if they were ill-founded, my 

whole life should be employed in repairing the injustice. She did not show the least curiosity to 

know precisely what they were, nor for what reason I had formed them, and all our peacemaking 

consisted, on her part as well as on mine, in the embrace at our first meeting. Since Madam 

d’Epinay was the only person offended, at least in form, I thought it was not for me to strive to 

bring about an eclaircissement for which she herself did not seem anxious, and I returned as I 

had come; continuing, besides, to live with her upon the same footing as before, I soon almost 

entirely forgot the quarrel, and foolishly believed she had done the same, because she seemed not 

to remember what had passed. 

This, it will soon appear, was not the only vexation caused me by weakness; but I had others 

not less disagreeable which I had not brought upon myself. The only cause of these was a desire 

of forcing me from my solitude, by means of tormenting me. These originated from Diderot and 

the d’Holbachiens. 

     [That is to take from it the old woman who was wanted in the 

     conspiracy.  It is astonishing that, during this long quarrel, 

     my stupid confidence presented me from comprehending that it was 

     not me but her whom they wanted in Paris.] 

Since I had resided at the Hermitage, Diderot incessantly harrassed me, either himself or by 

means of De Leyre, and I soon perceived from the pleasantries of the latter upon my ramblings in 

the groves, with what pleasure he had travestied the hermit into the gallant shepherd. But this 

was not the question in my quarrels with Diderot; the cause of these were more serious. After the 

publication of Fils Naturel he had sent me a copy of it, which I had read with the interest and 



attention I ever bestowed on the works of a friend. In reading the kind of poem annexed to it, I 

was surprised and rather grieved to find in it, amongst several things, disobliging but supportable 

against men in solitude, this bitter and severe sentence without the least softening: ‘Il n’y a que le 

méchant qui soit seul.’ —This sentence is equivocal, and seems to present a double meaning; the 

one true, the other false, since it is impossible that a man who is determined to remain alone can 

do the least harm to anybody, and consequently he cannot be wicked. The sentence in itself 

therefore required an interpretation; the more so from an author who, when he sent it to the press, 

had a friend retired from the world. It appeared to me shocking and uncivil, either to have 

forgotten that solitary friend, or, in remembering him, not to have made from the general maxim 

the honorable and just exception which he owed, not only to his friend, but to so many 

respectable sages, who, in all ages, have sought for peace and tranquillity in retirement, and of 

whom, for the first time since the creation of the world, a writer took it into his head 

indiscriminately to make so many villains. 

I had a great affection and the most sincere esteem for Diderot, and fully depended upon his 

having the same sentiments for me. But tired with his indefatigable obstinacy in continually 

opposing my inclinations, taste, and manner of living, and everything which related to no person 

but myself; shocked at seeing a man younger than I was wish, at all events, to govern me like a 

child; disgusted with his facility in promising, and his negligence in performing; weary of so 

many appointments given by himself, and capriciously broken, while new ones were again given 

only to be again broken; displeased at uselessly waiting for him three or four times a month on 

the days he had assigned, and in dining alone at night after having gone to Saint Denis to meet 

him, and waited the whole day for his coming; my heart was already full of these multiplied 

injuries. This last appeared to me still more serious, and gave me infinite pain. I wrote to 

complain of it, but in so mild and tender a manner that I moistened my paper with my tears, and 

my letter was sufficiently affecting to have drawn others from himself. It would be impossible to 

guess his answer on this subject: it was literally as follows: “I am glad my work has pleased and 

affected you. You are not of my opinion relative to hermits. Say as much good of them as you 

please, you will be the only one in the world of whom I shall think well: even on this there would 

be much to say were it possible to speak to you without giving you offence. A woman eighty 

years of age! etc. A phrase of a letter from the son of Madam d’Epinay which, if I know you 

well, must have given you much pain, has been mentioned to me.” 

The last two expressions of this letter want explanation. 

Soon after I went to reside at the Hermitage, Madam le Vasseur seemed dissatisfied with her 

situation, and to think the habitation too retired. Having heard she had expressed her dislike to 

the place, I offered to send her back to Paris, if that were more agreeable to her; to pay her 

lodging, and to have the same care taken of her as if she remained with me. She rejected my 

offer, assured me she was very well satisfied with the Hermitage, and that the country air was of 

service to her. This was evident, for, if I may so speak, she seemed to become young again, and 

enjoyed better health than at Paris. Her daughter told me her mother would, on the whole, have 

been very sorry to quit the Hermitage, which was really a very delightful abode, being fond of 

the little amusements of the garden and the care of the fruit of which she had the handling, but 

that she had said, what she had been desired to say, to induce me to return to Paris. 

Failing in this attempt they endeavored to obtain by a scruple the effect which complaisance 

had not produced, and construed into a crime my keeping the old woman at a distance from the 

succors of which, at her age, she might be in need. They did not recollect that she, and many 

other old people, whose lives were prolonged by the air of the country, might obtain these 



succors at Montmorency, near to which I lived; as if there were no old people, except in Paris, 

and that it was impossible for them to live in any other place. Madam le Vasseur who ate a great 

deal, and with extreme voracity, was subject to overflowings of bile and to strong diarrhoeas, 

which lasted several days, and served her instead of clysters. At Paris she neither did nor took 

anything for them, but left nature to itself. She observed the same rule at the Hermitage, knowing 

it was the best thing she could do. No matter, since there were not in the country either 

physicians or apothecaries, keeping her there must, no doubt, be with the desire of putting an end 

to her existence, although she was in perfect health. Diderot should have determined at what age, 

under pain of being punished for homicide, it is no longer permitted to let old people remain out 

of Paris. 

This was one of the atrocious accusations from which he did not except me in his remark; that 

none but the wicked were alone: and the meaning of his pathetic exclamation with the et cetera, 

which he had benignantly added: A woman of eighty years of age, etc. 

I thought the best answer that could be given to this reproach would be from Madam le 

Vasseur herself. I desired her to write freely and naturally her sentiments to Madam d’Epinay. 

To relieve her from all constraint I would not see her letter. I showed her that which I am going 

to transcribe. I wrote it to Madam d’Epinay upon the subject of an answer I wished to return to a 

letter still more severe from Diderot, and which she had prevented me from sending. 

                                                  Thursday. 

“My good friend. Madam le Vasseur is to write to you: I have desired her to tell you sincerely 

what she thinks. To remove from her all constraint, I have intimated to her that I will not see 

what she writes, and I beg of you not to communicate to me any part of the contents of her letter. 

“I will not send my letter because you do not choose I should; but, feeling myself grievously 

offended, it would be baseness and falsehood, of either of which it is impossible for me to be 

guilty, to acknowledge myself in the wrong. Holy writ commands him to whom a blow is given, 

to turn the other cheek, but not to ask pardon. Do you remember the man in comedy who 

exclaims, while he is giving another blows with his staff, ‘This is the part of a philosopher!’ 

“Do not flatter yourself that he will be prevented from coming by the bad weather we now 

have. His rage will give him the time and strength which friendship refuses him, and it will be 

the first time in his life he ever came upon the day he had appointed. 

“He will neglect nothing to come and repeat to me verbally the injuries with which he loads 

me in his letters; I will endure them all with patience—he will return to Paris to be ill again; and, 

according to custom, I shall be a very hateful man. What is to be done? Endure it all. 

“But do not you admire the wisdom of the man who would absolutely come to Saint Denis in a 

hackney-coach to dine there, bring me home in a hackney-coach, and whose finances, eight days 

afterwards, obliges him to come to the Hermitage on foot? It is not possible, to speak his own 

language, that this should be the style of sincerity. But were this the case, strange changes of 

fortune must have happened in the course of a week. 

“I join in your affliction for the illness of madam, your mother, but you will perceive your 

grief is not equal to mine. We suffer less by seeing the persons we love ill than when they are 

unjust and cruel. 

“Adieu, my good friend, I shall never again mention to you this unhappy affair. You speak of 

going to Paris with an unconcern, which, at any other time, would give me pleasure.” 



I wrote to Diderot, telling him what I had done, relative to Madam le Vasseur, upon the 

proposal of Madam d’Epinay herself; and Madam le Vasseur having, as it may be imagined, 

chosen to remain at the Hermitage, where she enjoyed a good state of health, always had 

company, and lived very agreeably, Diderot, not knowing what else to attribute to me as a crime, 

construed my precaution into one, and discovered another in Madam le Vasseur continuing to 

reside at the Hermitage, although this was by her own choice; and though her going to Paris had 

depended, and still depended upon herself, where she would continue to receive the same succors 

from me as I gave her in my house. 

This is the explanation of the first reproach in the letter of Diderot. That of the second is in the 

letter which follows: “The learned man (a name given in a joke by Grimm to the son of Madam 

d’Epinay) must have informed you there were upon the rampart twenty poor persons who were 

dying with cold and hunger, and waiting for the farthing you customarily gave them. This is a 

specimen of our little babbling.....And if you understand the rest it will amuse you perhap.” 

My answer to this terrible argument, of which Diderot seemed so proud, was in the following 

words: 

“I think I answered the learned man; that is, the farmer-general, that I did not pity the poor 

whom he had seen upon the rampart, waiting for my farthing; that he had probably amply made 

it up to them; that I appointed him my substitute, that the poor of Paris would have no reason to 

complain of the change; and that I should not easily find so good a one for the poor of 

Montmorency, who were in much greater need of assistance. Here is a good and respectable old 

man, who, after having worked hard all his lifetime, no longer being able to continue his labors, 

is in his old days dying with hunger. My conscience is more satisfied with the two sous I give 

him every Monday, than with the hundred farthings I should have distributed amongst all the 

beggars on the rampart. You are pleasant men, you philosophers, while you consider the 

inhabitants of the cities as the only persons whom you ought to befriend. It is in the country men 

learn how to love and serve humanity; all they learn in cities is to despise it.” 

Such were the singular scruples on which a man of sense had the folly to attribute to me as a 

crime my retiring from Paris, and pretended to prove to me by my own example, that it was not 

possible to live out of the capital without becoming a bad man. I cannot at present conceive how 

I could be guilty of the folly of answering him, and of suffering myself to be angry instead of 

laughing in his fare. However, the decisions of Madam d’Epinay and the clamors of the ‘Coterie 

Holbachique’ had so far operated in her favor, that I was generally thought to be in the wrong; 

and the D’Houdetot herself, very partial to Diderot, insisted upon my going to see him at Paris, 

and making all the advances towards an accommodation which, full and sincere as it was on my 

part, was not of long duration. The victorious argument by which she subdued my heart was, that 

at that moment Diderot was in distress. Besides the storm excited against the ‘Encyclopedie’, he 

had then another violent one to make head against, relative to his piece, which, notwithstanding 

the short history he had printed at the head of it, he was accused of having entirely taken from 

Goldoni. Diderot, more wounded by criticisms than Voltaire, was overwhelmed by them. Madam 

de Grasigny had been malicious enough to spread a report that I had broken with him on this 

account. I thought it would be just and generous publicly to prove the contrary, and I went to 

pass two days, not only with him, but at his lodgings. This, since I had taken up my abode at the 

Hermitage, was my second journey to Paris. I had made the first to run to poor Gauffecourt, who 

had had a stroke of apoplexy, from which he has never perfectly recovered: I did not quit the side 

of his pillow until he was so far restored as to have no further need of my assistance. 



Diderot received me well. How many wrongs are effaced by the embraces of a friend! after 

these, what resentment can remain in the heart? We came to but little explanation. This is 

needless for reciprocal invectives. The only thing necessary is to know how to forget them. 

There had been no underhand proceedings, none at least that had come to my knowledge: the 

case was not the same with Madam d’ Epinay. He showed me the plan of the ‘Pere de Famille’. 

“This,” said I to him, “is the best defence to the ‘Fils Naturel’. Be silent, give your attention to 

this piece, and then throw it at the head of your enemies as the only answer you think proper to 

make them.” He did so, and was satisfied with what he had done. 

I had six months before sent him the first two parts of my ‘Eloisa’ to have his opinion upon 

them. He had not yet read the work over. We read a part of it together. He found this ‘feuillet’, 

that was his term, by which he meant loaded with words and redundancies. I myself had already 

perceived it; but it was the babbling of the fever: I have never been able to correct it. The last 

parts are not the same. The fourth especially, and the sixth, are master-pieces of diction. 

The day after my arrival, he would absolutely take me to sup with M. d’Holbach. We were far 

from agreeing on this point; for I wished even to get rid of the bargain for the manuscript on 

chemistry, for which I was enraged to be obliged to that man. Diderot carried all before him. He 

swore D’Holbach loved me with all his heart, said I must forgive him his manner, which was the 

same to everybody, and more disagreeable to his friends than to others. He observed to me that, 

refusing the produce of this manuscript, after having accepted it two years before, was an affront 

to the donor which he had not deserved, and that my refusal might be interpreted into a secret 

reproach, for having waited so long to conclude the bargain. “I see,” added he, “D’Holbach 

every day, and know better than you do the nature of his disposition. Had you reason to be 

dissatisfied with him, do you think your friend capable of advising you to do a mean thing?” In 

short, with my accustomed weakness, I suffered myself to be prevailed upon, and we went to sup 

with the baron, who received me as he usually had done. But his wife received me coldly and 

almost uncivilly. I saw nothing in her which resembled the amiable Caroline, who, when a maid, 

expressed for me so many good wishes. I thought I had already perceived that since Grimm had 

frequented the house of D’Aine, I had not met there so friendly a reception. 

Whilst I was at Paris, Saint Lambert arrived there from the army. As I was not acquainted with 

his arrival, I did not see him until after my return to the country, first at the Chevrette, and 

afterwards at the Hermitage; to which he came with Madam d’Houdetot, and invited himself to 

dinner with me. It may be judged whether or not I received him with pleasure! But I felt one still 

greater at seeing the good understanding between my guests. Satisfied with not having disturbed 

their happiness, I myself was happy in being a witness to it, and I can safely assert that, during 

the whole of my mad passion, and especially at the moment of which I speak, had it been in my 

power to take from him Madam d’Houdetot I would not have done it, nor should I have so much 

as been tempted to undertake it. I found her so amiable in her passion for Saint Lambert, that I 

could scarcely imagine she would have been as much so had she loved me instead of him; and 

without wishing to disturb their union, all I really desired of her was to permit herself to be 

loved. Finally, however violent my passion may have been for this lady, I found it as agreeable 

to be the confidant, as the object of her amours, and I never for a moment considered her lover as 

a rival, but always as my friend. It will be said this was not love: be it so, but it was something 

more. 

As for Saint Lambert, he behaved like an honest and judicious man: as I was the only person 

culpable, so was I the only one who was punished; this, however, was with the greatest 

indulgence. He treated me severely, but in a friendly manner, and I perceived I had lost 



something in his esteem, but not the least part of his friendship. For this I consoled myself, 

knowing it would be much more easy to me to recover the one than the other, and that he had too 

much sense to confound an involuntary weakness and a passion with a vice of character. If even I 

were in fault in all that had passed, I was but very little so. Had I first sought after his mistress? 

Had not he himself sent her to me? Did not she come in search of me? Could I avoid receiving 

her? What could I do? They themselves had done the evil, and I was the person on whom it fell. 

In my situation they would have done as much as I did, and perhaps more; for, however 

estimable and faithful Madam d’Houdetot might be, she was still a woman; her lover was absent; 

opportunities were frequent; temptations strong; and it would have been very difficult for her 

always to have defended herself with the same success against a more enterprising man. We 

certainly had done a great deal in our situation, in placing boundaries beyond which we never 

permitted ourselves to pass. 

Although at the bottom of my heart I found evidence sufficiently honorable in my favor, so 

many appearances were against me, that the invincible shame always predominant in me, gave 

me in his presence the appearance of guilt, and of this he took advantage for the purpose of 

humbling me: a single circumstance will describe this reciprocal situation. I read to him, after 

dinner, the letter I had written the preceding year to Voltaire, and of which Saint Lambert had 

heard speak. Whilst I was reading he fell asleep, and I, lately so haughty, at present so foolish, 

dared not stop, and continued to read whilst he continued to snore. Such were my indignities and 

such his revenge; but his generosity never permitted him to exercise them; except between 

ourselves. 

After his return to the army, I found Madam d’Houdetot greatly changed in her manner with 

me. At this I was as much surprised as if it had not been what I ought to have expected; it 

affected me more than it ought to have done, and did me considerable harm. It seemed that 

everything from which I expected a cure, still plunged deeper into my heart the dart, which I at 

length broke in rather than draw out. 

I was quite determined to conquer myself, and leave no means untried to change my foolish 

passion into a pure and lasting friendship. For this purpose I had formed the finest projects in the 

world; for the execution of which the concurrence of Madam d’ Houdetot was necessary. When I 

wished to speak to her I found her absent and embarrassed; I perceived I was no longer agreeable 

to her, and that something had passed which she would not communicate to me, and which I 

have never yet known. This change, and the impossibility of knowing the reason of it, grieved 

me to the heart. 

She asked me for her letters; these I returned her with a fidelity of which she did me the insult 

to doubt for a moment. 

This doubt was another wound given to my heart, with which she must have been so well 

acquainted. She did me justice, but not immediately: I understood that an examination of the 

packet I had sent her, made her perceive her error; I saw she reproached herself with it, by which 

I was a gainer of something. She could not take back her letters without returning me mine. She 

told me she had burnt them: of this I dared to doubt in my turn, and I confess I doubt of it at this 

moment. No, such letters as mine to her were, are never thrown into the fire. Those of Eloisa 

have been found ardent. 

Heavens! what would have been said of these! No, No, she who can inspire a like passion, will 

never have the courage to burn the proofs of it. But I am not afraid of her having made a bad use 

of them: of this I do not think her capable; and besides I had taken proper measures to prevent it. 



The foolish, but strong apprehension of raillery, had made me begin this correspondence in a 

manner to secure my letters from all communication. I carried the familiarity I permitted myself 

with her in my intoxication so far as to speak to her in the singular number: but what theeing and 

thouing! she certainly could not be offended with it. Yet she several times complained, but this 

was always useless: her complaints had no other effect than that of awakening my fears, and I 

besides could not suffer myself to lose ground. If these letters be not yet destroyed, and should 

they ever be made public, the world will see in what manner I have loved. 

The grief caused me by the coldness of Madam d’Houdetot, and the certainty of not having 

merited it, made me take the singular resolution to complain of it to Saint Lambert himself. 

While waiting the effect of the letter I wrote to him, I sought dissipations to which I ought sooner 

to have had recourse. Fetes were given at the Chevrette for which I composed music. The 

pleasure of honoring myself in the eyes of Madam d’Houdetot by a talent she loved, warmed my 

imagination, and another object still contributed to give it animation, this was the desire the 

author of the ‘Devin du Village’ had of showing he understood music; for I had perceived some 

persons had, for a considerable time past, endeavored to render this doubtful, at least with respect 

to composition. My beginning at Paris, the ordeal through which I had several times passed 

there, both at the house of M. Dupin and that of M. de la Popliniere; the quantity of music I had 

composed during fourteen years in the midst of the most celebrated masters and before their 

eyes:—finally, the opera of the ‘Muses Gallantes’, and that even of the ‘Devin’; a motet I had 

composed for Mademoiselle Fel, and which she had sung at the spiritual concert; the frequent 

conferences I had had upon this fine art with the first composers, all seemed to prevent or 

dissipate a doubt of such a nature. This however existed even at the Chevrette, and in the mind of 

M. d’Epinay himself. Without appearing to observe it, I undertook to compose him a motet for 

the dedication of the chapel of the Chevrette, and I begged him to make choice of the words. He 

directed de Linant, the tutor to his son, to furnish me with these. De Linant gave me words 

proper to the subject, and in a week after I had received them the motet was finished. This time, 

spite was my Apollo, and never did better music come from my hand. The words began with: 

‘Ecce sedes hic Tonantis’. (I have since learned these were by Santeuil, and that M. de Linant 

had without scruple appropriated them to himself.) The grandeur of the opening is suitable to the 

words, and the rest of the motet is so elegantly harmonious that everyone was struck with it. I 

had composed it for a great orchestra. D’Epinay procured the best performers. Madam Bruna, an 

Italian singer, sung the motet, and was well accompanied. The composition succeeded so well 

that it was afterwards performed at the spiritual concert, where, in spite of secret cabals, and 

notwithstanding it was badly executed, it was twice generally applauded. I gave for the birthday 

of M. d’Epinay the idea of a kind of piece half dramatic and half pantomimical, of which I also 

composed the music. Grimm, on his arrival, heard speak of my musical success. An hour 

afterwards not a word more was said on the subject; but there no longer remained a doubt, not at 

least that I know of, of my knowledge of composition. 

Grimm was scarcely arrived at the Chevrette, where I already did not much amuse myself, 

before he made it insupportable to me by airs I never before saw in any person, and of which I 

had no idea. The evening before he came, I was dislodged from the chamber of favor, contiguous 

to that of Madam d’Epinay; it was prepared for Grimm, and instead of it, I was put into another 

further off. “In this manner,” said I, laughingly, to Madam d’Epinay, “new-comers displace those 

which are established.” She seemed embarrassed. I was better acquainted the same evening with 

the reason for the change, in learning that between her chamber and that I had quitted there was a 

private door which she had thought needless to show me. Her intercourse with Grimm was not a 



secret either in her own house or to the public, not even to her husband; yet, far from confessing 

it to me, the confidant of secrets more important to her, and which was sure would be faithfully 

kept, she constantly denied it in the strongest manner. I comprehended this reserve proceeded 

from Grimm, who, though intrusted with all my secrets, did not choose I should be with any of 

his. 

However prejudiced I was in favor of this man by former sentiments, which were not 

extinguished, and by the real merit he had, all was not proof against the cares he took to destroy 

it. He received me like the Comte de Tuffiere; he scarcely deigned to return my salute; he never 

once spoke to me, and prevented my speaking to him by not making me any answer; he 

everywhere passed first, and took the first place without ever paying me the least attention. All 

this would have been supportable had he not accompanied it with a shocking affectation, which 

may be judged of by one example taken from a hundred. One evening Madam d’Epinay, finding 

herself a little indisposed, ordered something for her supper to be carried into her chamber, and 

went up stairs to sup by the side of the fire. She asked me to go with her, which I did. Grimm 

came afterwards. The little table was already placed, and there were but two covers. Supper was 

served; Madam d’ Epinay took her place on one side of the fire, Grimm took an armed chair, 

seated himself at the other, drew the little table between them, opened his napkin, and prepared 

himself for eating without speaking to me a single word. 

Madam d’ Epinay blushed at his behavior, and, to induce him to repair his rudeness, offered 

me her place. He said nothing, nor did he ever look at me. Not being able to approach the fire, I 

walked about the chamber until a cover was brought. Indisposed as I was, older than himself, 

longer acquainted in the house than he had been, the person who had introduced him there, and 

to whom as a favorite of the lady he ought to have done the honors of it, he suffered me to sup at 

the end of the table, at a distance from the fire, without showing me the least civility. His whole 

behavior to me corresponded with this example of it. He did not treat me precisely as his inferior, 

but he looked upon me as a cipher. I could scarcely recognize the same Grimm, who, at the 

house of the Prince de Saxe-Gotha, thought himself honored when I cast my eyes upon him. I 

had still more difficulty in reconciling this profound silence and insulting haughtiness with the 

tender friendship he professed for me to those whom he knew to be real friends. It is true the 

only proofs he gave of it was pitying my wretched fortune, of which I did not complain; 

compassionating my sad fate, with which I was satisfied; and lamenting to see me obstinately 

refuse the benevolent services, he said, he wished to render me. Thus was it he artfully made the 

world admire his affectionate generosity, blame my ungrateful misanthropy, and insensibly 

accustomed people to imagine there was nothing more between a protector like him and a wretch 

like myself, than a connection founded upon benefactions on one part and obligations on the 

other, without once thinking of a friendship between equals. For my part, I have vainly sought to 

discover in what I was under an obligation to this new protector. I had lent him money, he had 

never lent me any; I had attended him in his illness, he scarcely came to see me in mine; I had 

given him all my friends, he never had given me any of his; I had said everything I could in his 

favor, and if ever he has spoken of me it has been less publicly and in another manner. He has 

never either rendered or offered me the least service of any kind. How, therefore, was he my 

Mecaenas? In what manner was I protected by him? This was incomprehensible to me, and still 

remains so. 

It is true, he was more or less arrogant with everybody, but I was the only person with whom 

he was brutally so. I remember Saint Lambert once ready to throw a plate at his head, upon his, 

in some measure, giving him the lie at table by vulgarly saying, “That is not true.” With his 



naturally imperious manner he had the self-sufficiency of an upstart, and became ridiculous by 

being extravagantly impertinent. An intercourse with the great had so far intoxicated him that he 

gave himself airs which none but the contemptible part of them ever assume. He never called his 

lackey but by “Eh!” as if amongst the number of his servants my lord had not known which was 

in waiting. When he sent him to buy anything, he threw the money upon the ground instead of 

putting it into his hand. In short, entirely forgetting he was a man, he treated him with such 

shocking contempt, and so cruel a disdain in everything, that the poor lad, a very good creature, 

whom Madam d’Epinay had recommended, quitted his service without any other complaint than 

that of the impossibility of enduring such treatment. This was the la Fleur of this new presuming 

upstart. 

As these things were nothing more than ridiculous, but quite opposite to my character, they 

contributed to render him suspicious to me. I could easily imagine that a man whose head was so 

much deranged could not have a heart well placed. He piqued himself upon nothing so much as 

upon sentiments. How could this agree with defects which are peculiar to little minds? How can 

the continued overflowings of a susceptible heart suffer it to be incessantly employed in so many 

little cares relative to the person? He who feels his heart inflamed with this celestial fire strives 

to diffuse it, and wishes to show what he internally is. He would wish to place his heart in his 

countenance, and thinks not of other paint for his cheeks. 

I remember the summary of his morality which Madam d’Epinay had mentioned to me and 

adopted. This consisted in one single article; that the sole duty of man is to follow all the 

inclinations of his heart. This morality, when I heard it mentioned, gave me great matter of 

reflection, although I at first considered it solely as a play of wit. But I soon perceived it was a 

principle really the rule of his conduct, and of which I afterwards had, at my own expense, but 

too many convincing proofs. It is the interior doctrine Diderot has so frequently intimated to me, 

but which I never heard him explain. 

I remember having several years before been frequently told that Grimm was false, that he had 

nothing more than the appearance of sentiment, and particularly that he did not love me. I 

recollected several little anecdotes which I had heard of him by M. de Francueil and Madam de 

Chenonceaux, neither of whom esteemed him, and to whom he must have been known, as 

Madam de Chenonceaux was daughter to Madam de Rochechouart, the intimate friend of the late 

Comte de Friese, and that M. de Francueil, at that time very intimate with the Viscount de 

Polignac, had lived a good deal at the Palais Royal precisely when Grimm began to introduce 

himself there. All Paris heard of his despair after the death of the Comte de Friese. It was 

necessary to support the reputation he had acquired after the rigors of Mademoiselle Fel, and of 

which I, more than any other person, should have seen the imposture, had I been less blind. He 

was obliged to be dragged to the Hotel de Castries where he worthily played his part, abandoned 

to the most mortal affliction. There, he every morning went into the garden to weep at his ease, 

holding before his eyes his handkerchief moistened with tears, as long as he was in sight of the 

hotel, but at the turning of a certain alley, people, of whom he little thought, saw him instantly 

put his handkerchief in his pocket and take out of it a book. This observation, which was 

repeatedly made, soon became public in Paris, and was almost as soon forgotten. I myself had 

forgotten it; a circumstance in which I was concerned brought it to my recollection. I was at the 

point of death in my bed, in the Rue de Grenelle, Grimm was in the country; he came one 

morning, quite out of breath, to see me, saying, he had arrived in town that very instant; and a 

moment afterwards I learned he had arrived the evening before, and had been seen at the theatre. 



I heard many things of the same kind; but an observation, which I was surprised not to have 

made sooner, struck me more than anything else. I had given to Grimm all my friends without 

exception, they were become his. I was so inseparable from him, that I should have had some 

difficulty in continuing to visit at a house where he was not received. Madam de Crequi was the 

only person who refused to admit him into her company, and whom for that reason I have 

seldom since seen. Grimm on his part made himself other friends, as well by his own means, as 

by those of the Comte de Friese. Of all these not one of them ever became my friend: he never 

said a word to induce me even to become acquainted with them, and not one of those I 

sometimes met at his apartments ever showed me the least good will; the Comte de Friese, in 

whose house he lived, and with whom it consequently would have been agreeable to me to form 

some connection, not excepted, nor the Comte de Schomberg, his relation, with whom Grimm 

was still more intimate. 

Add to this, my own friends, whom I made his, and who were all tenderly attached to me 

before this acquaintance, were no longer so the moment it was made. He never gave me one of 

his. I gave him all mine, and these he has taken from me. If these be the effects of friendship, 

what are those of enmity? 

Diderot himself told me several times at the beginning that Grimm in whom I had so much 

confidence, was not my friend. He changed his language the moment he was no longer so 

himself. 

The manner in which I had disposed of my children wanted not the concurrence of any person. 

Yet I informed some of my friends of it, solely to make it known to them, and that I might not in 

their eyes appear better than I was. These friends were three in number: Diderot, Grimm, and 

Madam d’Epinay. Duclos, the most worthy of my confidence, was the only real friend whom I 

did not inform of it. He nevertheless knew what I had done. By whom? This I know not. It is not 

very probable the perfidy came from Madam d’Epinay, who knew that by following her 

example, had I been capable of doing it, I had in my power the means of a cruel revenge. It 

remains therefore between Grimm and Diderot, then so much united, especially against me, and 

it is probable this crime was common to them both. I would lay a wager that Duclos, to whom I 

never told my secret, and who consequently was at liberty to make what use he pleased of his 

information, is the only person who has not spoken of it again. 

Grimm and Diderot, in their project to take from me the governesses, had used the greatest 

efforts to make Duclos enter into their views; but this he refused to do with disdain. It was not 

until sometime afterwards that I learned from him what had passed between them on the subject; 

but I learned at the time from Theresa enough to perceive there was some secret design, and that 

they wished to dispose of me, if not against my own consent, at least without my knowledge, or 

had an intention of making these two persons serve as instruments of some project they had in 

view. This was far from upright conduct. The opposition of Duclos is a convincing proof of it. 

They who think proper may believe it to be friendship. 

This pretended friendship was as fatal to me at home as it was abroad. The long and frequent 

conversations with Madam le Vasseur, for several years past, had made a sensible change in this 

woman’s behavior to me, and the change was far from being in my favor. What was the subject 

of these singular conversations? Why such a profound mystery? Was the conversation of that old 

woman agreeable enough to take her into favor, and of sufficient importance to make of it so 

great a secret? During the two or three years these colloquies had, from time to time, been 

continued, they had appeared to me ridiculous; but when I thought of them again, they began to 



astonish me. This astonishment would have been carried to inquietude had I then known what the 

old creature was preparing for me. 

Notwithstanding the pretended zeal for my welfare of which Grimm made such a public boast, 

difficult to reconcile with the airs he gave himself when we were together, I heard nothing of him 

from any quarter the least to my advantage, and his feigned commiseration tended less to do me 

service than to render me contemptible. He deprived me as much as he possibly could of the 

resource I found in the employment I had chosen, by decrying me as a bad copyist. I confess he 

spoke the truth; but in this case it was not for him to do it. He proved himself in earnest by 

employing another copyist, and prevailing upon everybody he could, by whom I was engaged, to 

do the same. His intention might have been supposed to be that of reducing me to a dependence 

upon him and his credit for a subsistence, and to cut off the latter until I was brought to that 

degree of distress. 

All things considered, my reason imposed silence upon my former prejudice, which still 

pleaded in his favor. I judged his character to be at least suspicious, and with respect to his 

friendship I positively decided it to be false. I then resolved to see him no more, and informed 

Madam d’Epinay of the resolution I had taken, supporting, it with several unanswerable facts, 

but which I have now forgotten. 

She strongly combated my resolution without knowing how to reply to the reasons on which it 

was founded. She had not concerted with him; but the next day, instead of explaining herself 

verbally, she, with great address, gave me a letter they had drawn up together, and by which, 

without entering into a detail of facts, she justified him by his concentrated character, attributed 

to me as a crime my having suspected him of perfidy towards his friend, and exhorted me to 

come to an accommodation with him. This letter staggered me. In a conversation we afterwards 

had together, and in which I found her better prepared than she had been the first time, I suffered 

myself to be quite prevailed upon, and was inclined to believe I might have judged erroneously. 

In this case I thought I really had done a friend a very serious injury, which it was my duty to 

repair. In short, as I had already done several times with Diderot, and the Baron d’Holbach, half 

from inclination, and half from weakness, I made all the advances I had a right to require; I went 

to M. Grimm, like another George Dandin, to make him my apologies for the offence he had 

given me; still in the false persuasion, which, in the course of my life has made me guilty of a 

thousand meannesses to my pretended friends, that there is no hatred which may not be disarmed 

by mildness and proper behavior; whereas, on the contrary, the hatred of the wicked becomes 

still more envenomed by the impossibility of finding anything to found it upon, and the 

sentiment of their own injustice is another cause of offence against the person who is the object 

of it. I have, without going further than my own history, a strong proof of this maxim in Grimm, 

and in Tronchin; both became my implacable enemies from inclination, pleasure and fancy, 

without having been able to charge me with having done either of them the most trifling injury, 

and whose rage, like that of tigers, becomes daily more fierce by the facility of satiating it. 

     [I did not give the surname of Jongleur  to the latter until a 

     long time after his enmity had been declared, and the persecutions 

     he brought upon me at Geneva and elsewhere.  I soon suppressed 

the 

     name the moment I perceived I was entirely his victim.  Mean 

     vengeance is unworthy of my heart, and hatred never takes the least 

     root in it.] 



I expected that Grimm, confused by my condescension and advances, would receive me with 

open arms, and the most tender friendship. He received me as a Roman Emperor would have 

done, and with a haughtiness I never saw in any person but himself. I was by no means prepared 

for such a reception. When, in the embarrassment of the part I had to act, and which was so 

unworthy of me, I had, in a few words and with a timid air, fulfilled the object which had 

brought me to him; before he received me into favor, he pronounced, with a deal of majesty, an 

harangue he had prepared, and which contained a long enumeration of his rare virtues, and 

especially those connected with friendship. He laid great stress upon a thing which at first struck 

me a great deal: this was his having always preserved the same friends. Whilst he was yet 

speaking, I said to myself, it would be cruel for me to be the only exception to this rule. He 

returned to the subject so frequently, and with such emphasis, that I thought, if in this he 

followed nothing but the sentiments of his heart, he would be less struck with the maxim, and 

that he made of it an art useful to his views by procuring the means of accomplishing them. Until 

then I had been in the same situation; I had preserved all my first friends, those even from my 

tenderest infancy, without having lost one of them except by death, and yet I had never before 

made the reflection: it was not a maxim I had prescribed myself. Since, therefore, the advantage 

was common to both, why did he boast of it in preference, if he had not previously intended to 

deprive me of the merit? He afterwards endeavored to humble me by proofs of the preference our 

common friends gave to him. With this I was as well acquainted as himself; the question was, by 

what means he had obtained it? whether it was by merit or address? by exalting himself, or 

endeavoring to abase me? At last, when he had placed between us all the distance that he could 

add to the value of the favor he was about to confer, he granted me the kiss of peace, in a slight 

embrace which resembled the accolade which the king gives to newmade knights. I was 

stupefied with surprise: I knew not what to say; not a word could I utter. The whole scene had 

the appearance of the reprimand a preceptor gives to his pupil while he graciously spares 

inflicting the rod. I never think of it without perceiving to what degree judgments, founded upon 

appearances to which the vulgar give so much weight, are deceitful, and how frequently 

audaciousness and pride are found in the guilty, and shame and embarrassment in the innocent. 

We were reconciled: this was a relief to my heart, which every kind of quarrel fills with 

anguish. It will naturally be supposed that a like reconciliation changed nothing in his manners; 

all it effected was to deprive me of the right of complaining of them. For this reason I took a 

resolution to endure everything, and for the future to say not a word. 

So many successive vexations overwhelmed me to such a degree as to leave me but little 

power over my mind. Receiving no answer from Saint Lambert, neglected by Madam 

d’Houdetot, and no longer daring to open my heart to any person, I began to be afraid that by 

making friendship my idol, I should sacrifice my whole life to chimeras. After putting all those 

with whom I had been acquainted to the test, there remained but two who had preserved my 

esteem, and in whom my heart could confide: Duclos, of whom since my retreat to the 

Hermitage I had lost sight, and Saint Lambert. I thought the only means of repairing the wrongs I 

had done the latter, was to open myself to him without reserve, and I resolved to confess to him 

everything by which his mistress should not be exposed. I have no doubt but this was another 

snare of my passions to keep me nearer to her person; but I should certainly have had no reserve 

with her lover, entirely submitting to his direction, and carrying sincerity as far as it was possible 

to do it. I was upon the point of writing to him a second letter, to which I was certain he would 

have returned an answer, when I learned the melancholy cause of his silence relative to the first. 

He had been unable to support until the end the fatigues of the campaign. Madam d’Epinay 



informed me he had had an attack of the palsy, and Madam d’Houdetot, ill from affliction, wrote 

me two or three days after from Paris, that he was going to Aix-la-Chapelle to take the benefit of 

the waters. I will not say this melancholy circumstance afflicted me as it did her; but I am of 

opinion my grief of heart was as painful as her tears. The pain of knowing him to be in such a 

state, increased by the fear least inquietude should have contributed to occasion it, affected me 

more than anything that had yet happened, and I felt most cruelly a want of fortitude, which in 

my estimation was necessary to enable me to support so many misfortunes. Happily this 

generous friend did not long leave me so overwhelmed with affliction; he did not forget me, 

notwithstanding his attack; and I soon learned from himself that I had ill judged his sentiments, 

and been too much alarmed for his situation. It is now time I should come to the grand revolution 

of my destiny, to the catastrophe which has divided my life in two parts so different from each 

other, and, from a very trifling cause, produced such terrible effects. 

One day, little thinking of what was to happen, Madam d’Epinay sent for me to the Chevrette. 

The moment I saw her I perceived in her eyes and whole countenance an appearance of 

uneasiness, which struck me the more, as this was not customary, nobody knowing better than 

she did how to govern her features and her movements. “My friend,” said she to me, “I am 

immediately going to set off for Geneva; my breast is in a bad state, and my health so deranged 

that I must go and consult Tronchin.” I was the more astonished at this resolution so suddenly 

taken, and at the beginning of the bad season of the year, as thirty-six hours before she had not, 

when I left her, so much as thought of it. I asked her who she would take with her. She said her 

son and M. de Linant; and afterwards carelessly added, “And you, dear, will not you go also?” 

As I did not think she spoke seriously, knowing that at the season of the year I was scarcely in a 

situation to go to my chamber, I joked upon the utility of the company, of one sick person to 

another. She herself had not seemed to make the proposition seriously, and here the matter 

dropped. The rest of our conversation ran upon the necessary preparations for her journey, about 

which she immediately gave orders, being determined to set off within a fortnight. She lost 

nothing by my refusal, having prevailed upon her husband to accompany her. 

A few days afterwards I received from Diderot the note I am going to transcribe. This note, 

simply doubled up, so that the contents were easily read, was addressed to me at Madam 

d’Epinay’s, and sent to M. de Linant, tutor to the son, and confidant to the mother. 

NOTE FROM 

DIDEROT. 

“I am naturally disposed to love you, and am born to give you trouble. I am informed Madam 

d’Epinay is going to Geneva, and do not hear you are to accompany her. My friend, you are 

satisfied with Madam d’Epinay, you must go, with her; if dissatisfied you ought still less to 

hesitate. Do you find the weight of the obligations you are under to her uneasy to you? This is an 

opportunity of discharging a part of them, and relieving your mind. Do you ever expect another 

opportunity like the present one, of giving her proofs of your gratitude? She is going to a country 

where she will be quite a stranger. She is ill, and will stand in need of amusement and 

dissipation. The winter season too! Consider, my friend. Your ill state of health may be a much 

greater objection than I think it is; but are you now more indisposed than you were a month ago, 

or than you will be at the beginning of spring? Will you three months hence be in a situation to 

perform the journey more at your ease than at present? For my part I cannot but observe to you 

that were I unable to bear the shaking of the carriage I would take my staff and follow her. Have 

you no fears lest your conduct should be misinterpreted? You will be suspected of ingratitude or 



of a secret motive. I well know, that let you do as you will you will have in your favor the 

testimony of your conscience, but will this alone be sufficient, and is it permitted to neglect to a 

certain degree that which is necessary to acquire the approbation of others? What I now write, 

my good friend, is to acquit myself of what I think I owe to us both. Should my letter displease 

you, throw it into the fire and let it be forgotten. I salute, love and embrace you.” 

Although trembling and almost blind with rage whilst I read this epistle, I remarked the 

address with which Diderot affected a milder and more polite language than he had done in his 

former ones, wherein he never went further than “My dear,” without ever deigning to add the 

name of friend. I easily discovered the secondhand means by which the letter was conveyed to 

me; the subscription, manner and form awkwardly betrayed the manoeuvre; for we commonly 

wrote to each other by post, or the messenger of Montmorency, and this was the first and only 

time he sent me his letter by any other conveyance. 

As soon as the first transports of my indignation permitted me to write, I, with great 

precipitation, wrote him the following answer, which I immediately carried from the Hermitage, 

where I then was, to Chevrette, to show it to Madam d’ Epinay; to whom, in my blind rage, I 

read the contents, as well as the letter from Diderot. 

“You cannot, my dear friend, either know the magnitude of the obligations I am under to 

Madam d’Epinay, to what a degree I am bound by them, whether or not she is desirous of my 

accompanying her, that this is possible, or the reasons I may have for my noncompliance. I have 

no objection to discuss all these points with you; but you will in the meantime confess that 

prescribing to me so positively what I ought to do, without first enabling yourself to judge of the 

matter, is, my dear philosopher, acting very inconsiderately. What is still worse, I perceive the 

opinion you give comes not from yourself. Besides my being but little disposed to suffer myself 

to be led by the nose under your name by any third or fourth person, I observe in this secondary 

advice certain underhand dealing, which ill agrees with your candor, and from which you will on 

your account, as well as mine, do well in future to abstain. 

“You are afraid my conduct should be misinterpreted; but I defy a heart like yours to think ill 

of mine. Others would perhaps speak better of me if I resembled them more. God preserve me 

from gaining their approbation! Let the vile and wicked watch over my conduct and misinterpret 

my actions, Rousseau is not a man to be afraid of them, nor is Diderot to be prevailed upon to 

hearken to what they say. 

“If I am displeased with your letter, you wish me to throw it into the fire, and pay no attention 

to the contents. Do you imagine that anything coming from you can be forgotten in such a 

manner? You hold, my dear friend, my tears as cheap in the pain you give me, as you do my life 

and health, in the cares you exhort me to take. Could you but break yourself of this, your 

friendship would be more pleasing to me, and I should be less to be pitied.” 

On entering the chamber of Madam d’Epinay I found Grimm with her, with which I was 

highly delighted. I read to them, in a loud and clear voice, the two letters, with an intrepidity of 

which I should not have thought myself capable, and concluded with a few observations not in 

the least derogatory to it. At this unexpected audacity in a man generally timid, they were struck 

dumb with surprise; I perceived that arrogant man look down upon the ground, not daring to 

meet my eyes, which sparkled with indignation; but in the bottom of his heart he from that 

instant resolved upon my destruction, and, with Madam d’ Epinay, I am certain concerted 

measures to that effect before they separated. 



It was much about this time that I at length received, by Madam d’Houdetot, the answer from 

Saint Lambert, dated from Wolfenbüttel, a few days after the accident had happened to him, to 

my letter which had been long delayed upon the road. This answer gave me the consolation of 

which I then stood so much in need; it was full of assurance of esteem and friendship, and these 

gave me strength and courage to deserve them. From that moment I did my duty, but had Saint 

Lambert been less reasonable, generous and honest, I was inevitably lost. 

The season became bad, and people began to quit the country. Madam d’Houdetot informed 

me of the day on which she intended to come and bid adieu to the valley, and gave me a 

rendezvous at Eaubonne. This happened to be the same day on which Madam d’Epinay left the 

Chevrette to go to Paris for the purpose of completing preparations for her journey. Fortunately 

she set off in the morning, and I had still time to go and dine with her sister-in-law. I had the 

letter from Saint Lambert in my pocket, and read it over several times as I walked along, This 

letter served me as a shield against my weakness. I made and kept to the resolution of seeing 

nothing in Madam d’Houdetot but my friend and the mistress of Saint Lambert; and I passed 

with her a tete-a-tete of four hours in a most delicious calm, infinitely preferable, even with 

respect to enjoyment, to the paroxysms of a burning fever, which, always, until that moment, I 

had had when in her presence. As she too well knew my heart not to be changed, she was 

sensible of the efforts I made to conquer myself, and esteemed me the more for them, and I had 

the pleasure of perceiving that her friendship for me was not extinguished. She announced to me 

the approaching return of Saint Lambert, who, although well enough recovered from his attack, 

was unable to bear the fatigues of war, and was quitting the service to come and live in peace 

with her. We formed the charming project of an intimate connection between us three, and had 

reason to hope it would be lasting, since it was founded on every sentiment by which honest and 

susceptible hearts could be united; and we had moreover amongst us all the knowledge and 

talents necessary to be sufficient to ourselves without the aid of any foreign supplement. Alas! in 

abandoning myself to the hope of so agreeable a life I little suspected that which awaited me. 

We afterwards spoke of my situation with Madam d’Epinay. I showed her the letter from 

Diderot, with my answer to it; I related to her everything that had passed upon the subject, and 

declared to her my resolution of quitting the Hermitage. 

This she vehemently opposed, and by reasons all powerful over my heart. She expressed to me 

how much she could have wished I had been of the party to Geneva, foreseeing she should 

inevitably be considered as having caused the refusal, which the letter of Diderot seemed 

previously to announce. However, as she was acquainted with my reasons, she did not insist 

upon this point, but conjured me to avoid coming to an open rupture let it cost me what 

mortification it would, and to palliate my refusal by reasons sufficiently plausible to put away all 

unjust suspicions of her having been the cause of it. I told her the task she imposed on me was 

not easy; but that, resolved to expiate my faults at the expense of my reputation, I would give the 

preference to hers in everything that honor permitted me to suffer. It will soon be seen whether 

or not I fulfilled this engagement. 

My passion was so far from having lost any part of its force that I never in my life loved my 

Sophia so ardently and tenderly as on that day, but such was the impression made upon me by 

the letter of Saint Lambert, the sentiment of my duty and the horror in which I held perfidy, that 

during the whole time of the interview my senses left me in peace, and I was not so much as 

tempted to kiss her hand. At parting she embraced me before her servants. This embrace, so 

different from those I had sometimes stolen from her under the foliage, proved I was become 



master of myself; and I am certain that had my mind, undisturbed, had time to acquire more 

firmness, three months would have cured me radically. 

Here ends my personal connections with Madam d’Houdetot; connections of which each has 

been able to judge by appearance according to the disposition of his own heart, but in which the 

passion inspired me by that amiable woman, the most lively passion, perhaps, man ever felt, will 

be honorable in our own eyes by the rare and painful sacrifice we both made to duty, honor, love, 

and friendship. We each had too high an opinion of the other easily to suffer ourselves to do 

anything derogatory to our dignity. We must have been unworthy of all esteem had we not set a 

proper value upon one like this, and the energy of my sentiments which have rendered us 

culpable, was that which prevented us from becoming so. 

Thus after a long friendship for one of these women, and the strongest affection for the other, I 

bade them both adieu the same day, to one never to see her more, to the other to see her again 

twice, upon occasions of which I shall hereafter speak. 

After their departure, I found myself much embarrassed to fulfill so many pressing and 

contradictory duties, the consequences of my imprudence; had I been in my natural situation, 

after the proposition and refusal of the journey to Geneva, I had only to remain quiet, and 

everything was as it should be. But I had foolishly made of it an affair which could not remain in 

the state it was, and an explanation was absolutely necessary, unless I quitted the Hermitage, 

which I had just promised Madam d’Houdetot not to do, at least for the present. Moreover she 

had required me to make known the reasons for my refusal to my pretended friends, that it might 

not be imputed to her. Yet I could not state the true reason without doing an outrage to Madam 

d’Epinay, who certainly had a right to my gratitude for what she had done for me. Everything 

well considered, I found myself reduced to the severe but indispensable necessity of failing in 

respect, either to Madam d’Upinay, Madam d’Houdetot or to myself; and it was the last I 

resolved to make my victim. This I did without hesitation, openly and fully, and with so much 

generosity as to make the act worthy of expiating the faults which had reduced me to such an 

extremity. This sacrifice, taken advantage of by my enemies, and which they, perhaps, did not 

expect, has ruined my reputation, and by their assiduity, deprived me of the esteem of the public; 

but it has restored to me my own, and given me consolation in my misfortune. This, as it will 

hereafter appear, is not the last time I made such a sacrifice, nor that advantages were taken of it 

to do me an injury. 

Grimm was the only person who appeared to have taken no part in the affair, and it was to him 

I determined to address myself. I wrote him a long letter, in which I set forth the ridiculousness 

of considering it as my duty to accompany Madam d’ Epinay to Geneva, the inutility of the 

measure, and the embarrassment even it would have caused her, besides the inconvenience to 

myself. I could not resist the temptation of letting him perceive in this letter how fully I was 

informed in what manner things were arranged, and that to me it appeared singular I should be 

expected to undertake the journey whilst he himself dispensed with it, and that his name was 

never mentioned. This letter, wherein, on account of my not being able clearly to state my 

reasons, I was often obliged to wander from the text, would have rendered me culpable in the 

eyes of the public, but it was a model of reservedness and discretion for the people who, like 

Grimm, were fully acquainted with the things I forbore to mention, and which justified my 

conduct. I did not even hesitate to raise another prejudice against myself in attributing the advice 

of Diderot, to my other friends. This I did to insinuate that Madam d’Houdetot had been in the 

same opinion as she really was, and in not mentioning that, upon the reasons I gave her, she 



thought differently, I could not better remove the suspicion of her having connived at my 

proceedings than appearing dissatisfied with her behavior. 

This letter was concluded by an act of confidence which would have had an effect upon any 

other man; for, in desiring Grimm to weigh my reasons and afterwards to give me his opinion, I 

informed him that, let this be what it would, I should act accordingly, and such was my intention 

had he even thought I ought to set off; for M. d’Epinay having appointed himself the conductor 

of his wife, my going with them would then have had a different appearance; whereas it was I 

who, in the first place, was asked to take upon me that employment, and he was out of the 

question until after my refusal. 

The answer from Grimm was slow incoming; it was singular enough, on which account I will 

here transcribe it. 

“The departure of Madam d’Epinay is postponed; her son is ill, and it is necessary to wait until 

his health is re-established. I will consider the contents of your letter. Remain quiet at your 

Hermitage. I will send you my opinion as soon as this shall be necessary. As she will certainly 

not set off for some days, there is no immediate occasion for it. In the meantime you may, if you 

think proper, make her your offers, although this to me seems a matter of indifference. For, 

knowing your situation as well as you do yourself, I doubt not of her returning to your offer such 

an answer as she ought to do; and all the advantage which, in my opinion, can result from this, 

will be your having it in your power to say to those by whom you may be importuned, that your 

not being of the travelling party was not for want of having made your offers to that effect. 

Moreover, I do not see why you will absolutely have it that the philosopher is the speaking-

trumpet of all the world, nor because he is of opinion you ought to go, why you should imagine 

all your friends think as he does? If you write to Madam d’Epinay, her answer will be yours to 

all your friends, since you have it so much at heart to give them all an answer. Adieu. I embrace 

Madam le Vasseur and the Criminal.” 

     [M. le Vasseur, whose wife governed him rather rudely, called her 

     the Lieutenant Criminal.  Grimm in a joke gave the same name to 

the 

     daughter, and by way of abridgment was pleased to retrench the 

first 

     word.] 

Struck with astonishment at reading this letter I vainly endeavored to find out what it meant. 

How! instead of answering me with simplicity, he took time to consider of what I had written, as 

if the time he had already taken was not sufficient! He intimates even the state of suspense in 

which he wishes to keep me, as if a profound problem was to be resolved, or that it was of 

importance to his views to deprive me of every means of comprehending his intentions until the 

moment he should think proper to make them known. What therefore did he mean by these 

precautions, delays, and mysteries? Was this manner of acting consistent with honor and 

uprightness? I vainly sought for some favorable interpretation of his conduct; it was impossible 

to find one. Whatever his design might be, were this inimical to me, his situation facilitated the 

execution of it without its being possible for me in mine to oppose the least obstacle. In favor in 

the house of a great prince, having an extensive acquaintance, and giving the tone to common 

circles of which he was the oracle, he had it in his power, with his usual address, to dispose 

everything in his favor; and I, alone in my Hermitage, far removed from all society, without the 

benefit of advice, and having no communication with the world, had nothing to do but to remain 



in peace. All I did was to write to Madam d’Epinay upon the illness of her son, as polite a letter 

as could be written, but in which I did not fall into the snare of offering to accompany her to 

Geneva. 

After waiting for a long time in the most cruel uncertainty, into which that barbarous man had 

plunged me, I learned, at the expiration of eight or ten days, that Madam d’Epinay was set off, 

and received from him a second letter. It contained not more than seven or eight lines which I did 

not entirely read. It was a rupture, but in such terms as the most infernal hatred only can dictate, 

and these became unmeaning by the excessive degree of acrimony with which he wished to 

charge them. He forbade me his presence as he would have forbidden me his states. All that was 

wanting to his letter to make it laughable, was to be read over with coolness. Without taking a 

copy of it, or reading the whole of the contents, I returned it him immediately, accompanied by 

the following note: 

“I refused to admit the force of the just reasons I had of suspicion: I now, when it is too late, 

am become sufficiently acquainted with your character. 

“This then is the letter upon which you took time to meditate: I return it to you, it is not for 

me. You may show mine to the whole world and hate me openly; this on your part will be a 

falsehood the less.” 

My telling he might show my preceding letter related to an article in his by which his 

profound address throughout the whole affair will be judged of. 

I have observed that my letter might inculpate me in the eyes of persons unacquainted with the 

particulars of what had passed. This he was delighted to discover; but how was he to take 

advantage of it without exposing himself? By showing the letter he ran the risk of being 

reproached with abusing the confidence of his friend. 

To relieve himself from this embarrassment he resolved to break with me in the most violent 

manner possible, and to set forth in his letter the favor he did me in not showing mine. He was 

certain that in my indignation and anger I should refuse his feigned discretion, and permit him to 

show my letter to everybody; this was what he wished for, and everything turned out as he 

expected it would. He sent my letter all over Paris, with his own commentaries upon it, which, 

however, were not so successful as he had expected them to be. It was not judged that the 

permission he had extorted to make my letter public exempted him from the blame of having so 

lightly taken me at my word to do me an injury. People continually asked what personal 

complaints he had against me to authorize so violent a hatred. Finally, it was thought that if even 

my behavior had been such as to authorize him to break with me, friendship, although 

extinguished, had rights which he ought to have respected. But unfortunately the inhabitants of 

Paris are frivolous; remarks of the moment are soon forgotten; the absent and unfortunate are 

neglected; the man who prospers secures favor by his presence; the intriguing and malicious 

support each other, renew their vile efforts, and the effects of these, incessantly succeeding each 

other, efface everything by which they were preceded. 

Thus, after having so long deceived me, this man threw aside his mask; convinced that, in the 

state to which he had brought things, he no longer stood in need of it. Relieved from the fear of 

being unjust towards the wretch, I left him to his reflections, and thought no more of him. A 

week afterwards I received an answer from Madam d’Epinay, dated from Geneva. I understood 

from the manner of her letter, in which for the first time in her life, she put on airs of state with 

me, that both depending but little upon the success of their measures, and considering me a man 



inevitably lost, their intentions were to give themselves the pleasure of completing my 

destruction. 

In fact, my situation was deplorable. I perceived all my friends withdrew themselves from me 

without knowing how or for why. Diderot, who boasted of the continuation of his attachment, 

and who, for three months past, had promised me a visit, did not come. The winter began to 

make its appearance, and brought with it my habitual disorders. My constitution, although 

vigorous, had been unequal to the combat of so many opposite passions. I was so exhausted that 

I had neither strength nor courage sufficient to resist the most trifling indisposition. Had my 

engagements, and the continued remonstrances of Diderot and Madam d’Houdetot then 

permitted me to quit the Hermitage, I knew not where to go, nor in what manner to drag myself 

along. I remained stupid and immovable. The idea alone of a step to take, a letter to write, or a 

word to say, made me tremble. I could not however do otherwise than reply to the letter of 

Madam d’Epinay without acknowledging myself to be worthy of the treatment with which she 

and her friend overwhelmed me. I determined upon notifying to her my sentiments and 

resolutions, not doubting a moment that from humanity, generosity, propriety, and the good 

manner of thinking, I imagined I had observed in her, notwithstanding her bad one, she would 

immediately subscribe to them. My letter was as follows: 

                                        HERMITAGE 23d NOV., 1757. 

“Were it possible to die of grief I should not now be alive. 

“But I have at length determined to triumph over everything. Friendship, madam, is 

extinguished between us, but that which no longer exists still has its rights, and I respect them. 

“I have not forgotten your goodness to me, and you may, on my part, expect as much gratitude 

as it is possible to have towards a person I no longer can love. All further explanation would be 

useless. I have in my favor my own conscience, and I return you your letter. 

“I wished to quit the Hermitage, and I ought to have done it. My friends pretend I must stay 

there until spring; and since my friends desire it I will remain there until that season if you will 

consent to my stay.” 

After writing and despatching this letter all I thought of was remaining quiet at the Hermitage 

and taking care of my health; of endeavoring to recover my strength, and taking measures to 

remove in the spring without noise or making the rupture public. But these were not the 

intentions either of Grimm or Madam d’Epinay, as it will presently appear. 

A few days afterwards, I had the pleasure of receiving from Diderot the visit he had so 

frequently promised, and in which he had as constantly failed. He could not have come more 

opportunely; he was my oldest friend: almost the only one who remained to me; the pleasure I 

felt in seeing him, as things were circumstanced, may easily be imagined. My heart was full, and 

I disclosed it to him. I explained to him several facts which either had not come to his 

knowledge, or had been disguised or suppressed. I informed him, as far as I could do it with 

propriety, of all that had passed. I did not affect to conceal from him that with which he was but 

too well acquainted, that a passion equally unreasonable and unfortunate, had been the cause of 

my destruction; but I never acknowledged that Madam d’Houdetot had been made acquainted 

with it, or at least that I had declared it to her. I mentioned to him the unworthy manoeuvres of 

Madam d’Epinay to intercept the innocent letters her sister-in-law wrote to me. I was determined 

he should hear the particulars from the mouth of the persons whom she had attempted to seduce. 

Theresa related them with great precision; but what was my astonishment when the mother came 

to speak, and I heard her declare and maintain that nothing of this had come to her knowledge? 



These were her words from which she would never depart. Not four days before she herself had 

recited to me all the particulars Theresa had just stated, and in presence of my friend she 

contradicted me to my face. This, to me, was decisive, and I then clearly saw my imprudence in 

having so long a time kept such a woman near me. I made no use of invective; I scarcely deigned 

to speak to her a few words of contempt. I felt what I owed to the daughter, whose steadfast 

uprightness was a perfect contrast to the base monoeuvres of the mother. But from the instant my 

resolution was taken relative to the old woman, and I waited for nothing but the moment to put it 

into execution. 

This presented itself sooner than I expected. On the 10th of December I received from Madam 

d’Epinay the following answer to my preceding letter: 

                                   GENEVA, 1st December, 1757. 

“After having for several years given you every possible mark of friendship all I can now do is 

to pity you. You are very unhappy. I wish your conscience may be as calm as mine. This may be 

necessary to the repose of your whole life. 

“Since you are determined to quit the Hermitage, and are persuaded that you ought to do it, I 

am astonished your friends have prevailed upon you to stay there. For my part I never consult 

mine upon my duty, and I have nothing further to say to you upon your own.” 

Such an unforeseen dismission, and so fully pronounced, left me not a moment to hesitate. It 

was necessary to quit immediately, let the weather and my health be in what state they might, 

although I were to sleep in the woods and upon the snow, with which the ground was then 

covered, and in defiance of everything Madam d’Houdetot might say; for I was willing to do 

everything to please her except render myself infamous. 

I never had been so embarrassed in my whole life as I then was; but my resolution was taken. I 

swore, let what would happen, not to sleep at the Hermitage on the night of that day week. I 

began to prepare for sending away my effects, resolving to leave them in the open field rather 

than not give up the key in the course of the week: for I was determined everything should be 

done before a letter could be written to Geneva, and an answer to it received. I never felt myself 

so inspired with courage: I had recovered all my strength. Honor and indignation, upon which 

Madam d’Epinay had not calculated, contributed to restore me to vigor. Fortune aided my 

audacity. M. Mathas, fiscal procurer, heard of my embarrassment. He sent to offer me a little 

house he had in his garden of Mont Louis, at Montmorency. I accepted it with eagerness and 

gratitude. The bargain was soon concluded: I immediately sent to purchase a little furniture to 

add to that we already had. My effects I had carted away with a deal of trouble, and a great 

expense: notwithstanding the ice and snow my removal was completed in a couple of days, and 

on the fifteenth of December I gave up the keys of the Hermitage, after having paid the wages of 

the gardener, not being able to pay my rent. 

With respect to Madam le Vasseur, I told her we must part; her daughter attempted to make 

me renounce my resolution, but I was inflexible. I sent her off, to Paris in a carriage of the 

messenger with all the furniture and effects she and her daughter had in common. I gave her 

some money, and engaged to pay her lodging with her children, or elsewhere to provide for her 

subsistence as much as it should be possible for me to do it, and never to let her want bread as 

long as I should have it myself. 

Finally the day after my arrival at Mont Louis, I wrote to Madam d’Epinay the following 

letter: 

                                   MONTMORENCY, 17th December 1757. 



“Nothing, madam, is so natural and necessary as to leave your house the moment you no 

longer approve of my remaining there. Upon you refusing your consent to my passing the rest of 

the winter at the Hermitage I quitted it on the fifteenth of December. My destiny was to enter it 

in spite of myself and to leave it the same. I thank you for the residence you prevailed upon me 

to make there, and I would thank you still more had I paid for it less dear. You are right in 

believing me unhappy; nobody upon earth knows better than yourself to what a degree I must be 

so. If being deceived in the choice of our friends be a misfortune, it is another not less cruel to 

recover from so pleasing an error.” 

Such is the faithful narrative of my residence at the Hermitage, and of the reasons which 

obliged me to leave it. I could not break off the recital, it was necessary to continue it with the 

greatest exactness; this epoch of my life having had upon the rest of it an influence which will 

extend to my latest remembrance. 

 

 

 

 

  



BOOK X. 

 

 



The extraordinary degree of strength a momentary effervescence had given me to quit the 

Hermitage, left me the moment I was out of it. I was scarcely established in my new habitation 

before I frequently suffered from retentions, which were accompanied by a new complaint; that 

of a rupture, from which I had for some time, without knowing what it was, felt great 

inconvenience. I soon was reduced to the most cruel state. The physician Thieiry, my old friend, 

came to see me, and made me acquainted with my situation. The sight of all the apparatus of the 

infirmities of years, made me severely feel that when the body is no longer young, the heart is 

not so with impunity. The fine season did not restore me, and I passed the whole year, 1758, in a 

state of languor, which made me think I was almost at the end of my career. I saw, with 

impatience, the closing scene approach. Recovered from the chimeras of friendship, and 

detached from everything which had rendered life desirable to me, I saw nothing more in it that 

could make it agreeable; all I perceived was wretchedness and misery, which prevented me from 

enjoying myself. I sighed after the moment when I was to be free and escape from my enemies. 

But I must follow the order of events. 

My retreat to Montmorency seemed to disconcert Madam d’Epinay; probably she did not 

expect it. My melancholy situation, the severity of the season, the general dereliction of me by 

my friends, all made her and Grimm believe, that by driving me to the last extremity, they should 

oblige me to implore mercy, and thus, by vile meanness, render myself contemptible, to be 

suffered to remain in an asylum which honor commanded me to leave. I left it so suddenly that 

they had not time to prevent the step from being taken, and they were reduced to the alternative 

of double or quit, to endeavor to ruin me entirely, or to prevail upon me to return. Grimm chose 

the former; but I am of opinion Madam d’Epinay would have preferred the latter, and this from 

her answer to my last letter, in which she seemed to have laid aside the airs she had given herself 

in the preceding ones, and to give an opening to an accommodation. The long delay of this 

answer, for which she made me wait a whole month, sufficiently indicates the difficulty she 

found in giving it a proper turn, and the deliberations by which it was preceded. She could not 

make any further advances without exposing herself; but after her former letters, and my sudden 

retreat from her house, it is impossible not to be struck with the care she takes in this letter not to 

suffer an offensive expression to escape her. I will copy it at length to enable my reader to judge 

of what she wrote: 

                                   GENEVA, January 17, 1758. 

“SIR: I did not receive your letter of the 17th of December until yesterday. It was sent me in a 

box filled with different things, and which has been all this time upon the road. I shall answer 

only the postscript. You may recollect, sir, that we agreed the wages of the gardener of the 

Hermitage should pass through your hands, the better to make him feel that he depended upon 

you, and to avoid the ridiculous and indecent scenes which happened in the time of his 

predecessor. As a proof of this, the first quarter of his wages were given to you, and a few days 

before my departure we agreed I should reimburse you what you had advanced. I know that of 

this you, at first, made some difficulty; but I had desired you to make these advances; it was 

natural I should acquit myself towards you, and this we concluded upon. Cahouet informs me 

that you refused to receive the money. There is certainly some mistake in the matter. I have 

given orders that it may again be offered to you, and I see no reason for your wishing to pay my 

gardener, notwithstanding our conventions, and beyond the term even of your inhabiting the 

Hermitage. I therefore expect, sir, that recollecting everything I have the honor to state, you will 

not refuse to be reimbursed for the sums you have been pleased to advance for me.” 



After what had passed, not having the least confidence in Madam d’ Epinay, I was unwilling 

to renew my connection with her; I returned no answer to this letter, and there our 

correspondence ended. Perceiving I had taken my resolution, she took hers; and, entering into all 

the views of Grimm and the Coterie Holbachique, she united her efforts with theirs to 

accomplish my destruction. Whilst they manoevured at Paris, she did the same at Geneva. 

Grimm, who afterwards went to her there, completed what she had begun. Tronchin, whom they 

had no difficulty in gaining over, seconded them powerfully, and became the most violent of my 

persecutors, without having against me, any more than Grimm had, the least subject of 

complaint. They all three spread in silence that of which the effects were seen there four years 

afterwards. 

They had more trouble at Paris, where I was better known to the citizens, whose hearts, less 

disposed to hatred, less easily received its impressions. The better to direct their blow, they 

began by giving out that it was I who had left them. Thence, still feigning to be my friends, they 

dexterously spread their malignant accusations by complaining of the injustice of their friend. 

Their auditors, thus thrown off their guard, listened more attentively to what was said of me, and 

were inclined to blame my conduct. The secret accusations of perfidy and ingratitude were made 

with greater precaution, and by that means with greater effect. I knew they imputed to me the 

most atrocious crimes without being able to learn in what these consisted. All I could infer from 

public rumor was that this was founded upon the four following capital offences: my retiring to 

the country; my passion for Madam d’Houdetot; my refusing to accompany Madam d’Epinay to 

Geneva, and my leaving the Hermitage. If to these they added other griefs, they took their 

measures so well that it has hitherto been impossible for me to learn the subject of them. 

It is therefore at this period that I think I may fix the establishment of a system, since adopted 

by those by whom my fate has been determined, and which has made such a progress as will 

seem miraculous to persons who know not with what facility everything which favors the 

malignity of man is established. I will endeavor to explain in a few words what to me appeared 

visible in this profound and obscure system. 

With a name already distinguished and known throughout all Europe, I had still preserved my 

primitive simplicity. My mortal aversion to all party faction and cabal had kept me free and 

independent, without any other chain than the attachments of my heart. Alone, a stranger, 

without family or fortune, and unconnected with everything except my principles and duties, I 

intrepidly followed the paths of uprightness, never flattering or favoring any person at the 

expense of truth and justice. Besides, having lived for two years past in solitude, without 

observing the course of events, I was unconnected with the affairs of the world, and not informed 

of what passed, nor desirous of being acquainted with it. I lived four leagues from Paris as much 

separated from that capital by my negligence as I should have been in the Island of Tinian by the 

sea. 

Grimm, Diderot and D’Holbach were, on the contrary, in the centre of the vortex, lived in the 

great world, and divided amongst them almost all the spheres of it. The great wits, men of letters, 

men of long robe, and women, all listened to them when they chose to act in concert. The 

advantage three men in this situation united must have over a fourth in mine, cannot but already 

appear. It is true Diderot and D’Holbach were incapable, at least I think so, of forming black 

conspiracies; one of them was not base enough, nor the other sufficiently able; but it was for this 

reason that the party was more united. Grimm alone formed his plan in his own mind, and 

discovered more of it than was necessary to induce his associates to concur in the execution. The 



ascendency he had gained over them made this quite easy, and the effect of the whole answered 

to the superiority of his talents. 

It was with these, which were of a superior kind, that, perceiving the advantage he might 

acquire from our respective situations, he conceived the project of overturning my reputation, 

and, without exposing himself, of giving me one of a nature quite opposite, by raising up about 

me an edifice of obscurity which it was impossible for me to penetrate, and by that means throw 

a light upon his manoevures and unmask him. 

This enterprise was difficult, because it was necessary to palliate the iniquity in the eyes of 

those of whose assistance he stood in need. He had honest men to deceive, to alienate from me 

the good opinion of everybody, and to deprive me of all my friends. What say I? He had to cut 

off all communication with me, that not a single word of truth might reach my ears. Had a single 

man of generosity come and said to me, “You assume the appearance of virtue, yet this is the 

manner in which you are treated, and these the circumstances by which you are judged: what 

have you to say?” truth would have triumphed and Grimm have been undone. Of this he was 

fully convinced; but he had examined his own heart and estimated men according to their merit. I 

am sorry, for the honor of humanity, that he judged with so much truth. 

In these dark and crooked paths his steps to be the more sure were necessarily slow. He has for 

twelve years pursued his plan and the most difficult part of the execution of it is still to come; 

this is to deceive the public entirely. He is afraid of this public, and dares not lay his conspiracy 

open. 

     [Since this was written he has made the dangerous step with the 

     fullest and most inconceivable success.  I am of opinion it was 

     Tronchin who inspired him with courage, and supplied him with the 

     means.] 

But he has found the easy means of accompanying it with power, and this power has the 

disposal of me. Thus supported he advances with less danger. The agents of power piquing 

themselves but little on uprightness, and still less on candor, he has no longer the indiscretion of 

an honest man to fear. His safety is in my being enveloped in an impenetrable obscurity, and in 

concealing from me his conspiracy, well knowing that with whatever art he may have formed it, 

I could by a single glance of the eye discover the whole. His great address consists in appearing 

to favor whilst he defames me, and in giving to his perfidy an air of generosity. 

I felt the first effects of this system by the secret accusations of the Coterie Holbachique 

without its being possible for me to know in what the accusations consisted, or to form a 

probable conjecture as to the nature of them. De Leyre informed me in his letters that heinous 

things were attributed to me. Diderot more mysteriously told me the same thing, and when I 

came to an explanation with both, the whole was reduced to the heads of accusation of which I 

have already spoken. I perceived a gradual increase of coolness in the letters from Madam 

d’Houdetot. This I could not attribute to Saint Lambert; he continued to write to me with the 

same friendship, and came to see me after his return. It was also impossible to think myself the 

cause of it, as we had separated well satisfied with each other, and nothing since that time had 

happened on my part, except my departure from the Hermitage, of which she felt the necessity. 

Therefore, not knowing whence this coolness, which she refused to acknowledge, although my 

heart was not to be deceived, could proceed, I was uneasy upon every account. I knew she 

greatly favored her sister-in-law and Grimm, in consequence of their connections with Saint 

Lambert; and I was afraid of their machinations. This agitation opened my wounds, and rendered 



my correspondence so disagreeable as quite to disgust her with it. I saw, as at a distance, a 

thousand cruel circumstances, without discovering anything distinctly. I was in a situation the 

most insupportable to a man whose imagination is easily heated. Had I been quite retired from 

the world, and known nothing of the matter I should have become more calm; but my heart still 

clung to attachments, by means of which my enemies had great advantages over me; and the 

feeble rays which penetrated my asylum conveyed to me nothing more than a knowledge of the 

blackness of the mysteries which were concealed from my eyes. 

I should have sunk, I have not a doubt of it, under these torments, too cruel and insupportable 

to my open disposition, which, by the impossibility of concealing my sentiments, makes me fear 

everything from those concealed from me, if fortunately objects sufficiently interesting to my 

heart to divert it from others with which, in spite of myself, my imagination was filled, had not 

presented themselves. In the last visit Diderot paid me, at the Hermitage, he had spoken of the 

article ‘Geneva’, which D’Alembert had inserted in the ‘Encyclopedie’; he had informed me that 

this article, concerted with people of the first consideration, had for object the establishment of a 

theatre at Geneva, that measures had been taken accordingly, and that the establishment would 

soon take place. As Diderot seemed to think all this very proper, and did not doubt of the success 

of the measure, and as I had besides to speak to him upon too many other subjects to touch upon 

that article, I made him no answer: but scandalized at these preparatives to corruption and 

licentiousness in my country, I waited with impatience for the volume of the ‘Encyclopedie’, in 

which the article was inserted; to see whether or not it would be possible to give an answer 

which might ward off the blow. I received the volume soon after my establishment at Mont 

Louis, and found the articles to be written with much art and address, and worthy of the pen 

whence it proceeded. This, however, did not abate my desire to answer it, and notwithstanding 

the dejection of spirits I then labored under, my griefs and pains, the severity of the season, and 

the inconvenience of my new abode, in which I had not yet had time to arrange myself, I set to 

work with a zeal which surmounted every obstacle. 

In a severe winter, in the month of February, and in the situation I have described, I went 

every day, morning and evening, to pass a couple of hours in an open alcove which was at the 

bottom of the garden in which my habitation stood. This alcove, which terminated an alley of a 

terrace, looked upon the valley and the pond of Montmorency, and presented to me, as the 

closing point of a prospect, the plain but respectable castle of St. Gratien, the retreat of the 

virtuous Catinat. It was in this place, then, exposed to freezing cold, that without being sheltered 

from the wind and snow, and having no other fire than that in my heart; I composed, in the space 

of three weeks, my letter to D’Alembert on theatres. It was in this, for my ‘Eloisa’ was not then 

half written, that I found charms in philosophical labor. Until then virtuous indignation had been 

a substitute to Apollo, tenderness and a gentleness of mind now became so. The injustice I had 

been witness to had irritated me, that of which I became the object rendered me melancholy; and 

this melancholy without bitterness was that of a heart too tender and affectionate, and which, 

deceived by those in whom it had confided, was obliged to remain concentred. Full of that which 

had befallen me, and still affected by so many violent emotions, my heart added the sentiment of 

its sufferings to the ideas with which a meditation on my subject had inspired me; what I wrote 

bore evident marks of this mixture. Without perceiving it I described the situation I was then in, 

gave portraits of Grimm, Madam d’Epinay, Madam d’ Houdetot, Saint Lambert and myself. 

What delicious tears did I shed as I wrote! Alas! in these descriptions there are proofs but too 

evident that love, the fatal love of which I made such efforts to cure myself, still remained in my 

heart. With all this there was a certain sentiment of tenderness relative to myself; I thought I was 



dying, and imagined I bid the public my last adieu. Far from fearing death, I joyfully saw it 

approach; but I felt some regret at leaving my fellow creatures without their having perceived my 

real merit, and being convinced how much I should have deserved their esteem had they known 

me better. These are the secret causes of the singular manner in which this work, opposite to that 

of the work by which it was preceded, is written.—[Discours sur l’Inegalite. Discourse on the 

Inequality of Mankind.] 

I corrected and copied the letter, and was preparing to print it when, after a long silence, I 

received one from Madam d’Houdetot, which brought upon me a new affliction more painful 

than any I had yet suffered. She informed me that my passion for her was known to all Paris, that 

I had spoken of it to persons who had made it public, that this rumor, having reached the ears of 

her lover, had nearly cost him his life; yet he did her justice, and peace was restored between 

them; but on his account, as well as on hers, and for the sake of her reputation, she thought it her 

duty to break off all correspondence with me, at the same time assuring me that she and her 

friend were both interested in my welfare, that they would defend me to the public, and that she 

herself would, from time to time, send to inquire after my health. 

“And thou also, Diderot,” exclaimed I, “unworthy friend!” 

I could not, however, yet resolve to condemn him. My weakness was known to others who 

might have spoken of it. I wished to doubt, but this was soon out of my power. Saint Lambert 

shortly after performed an action worthy of himself. Knowing my manner of thinking, he judged 

of the state in which I must be; betrayed by one part of my friends and forsaken by the other. He 

came to see me. The first time he had not many moments to spare. He came again. 

Unfortunately, not expecting him, I was not at home. Theresa had with him a conversation of 

upwards of two hours, in which they informed each other of facts of great importance to us all. 

The surprise with which I learned that nobody doubted of my having lived with Madam 

d’Epinay, as Grimm then did, cannot be equalled, except by that of Saint Lambert, when he was 

convinced that the rumor was false. He, to the great dissatisfaction of the lady, was in the same 

situation with myself, and the eclaircissements resulting from the conversation removed from me 

all regret, on account of my having broken with her forever. Relative to Madam d’Houdetot, he 

mentioned several circumstances with which neither Theresa nor Madam d’Houdetot herself 

were acquainted; these were known to me only in the first instance, and I had never mentioned 

them except to Diderot, under the seal of friendship; and it was to Saint Lambert himself to 

whom he had chosen to communicate them. This last step was sufficient to determine me. I 

resolved to break with Diderot forever, and this without further deliberation, except on the 

manner of doing it; for I had perceived secret ruptures turned to my prejudice, because they left 

the mask of friendship in possession of my most cruel enemies. 

The rules of good breeding, established in the world on this head, seem to have been dictated 

by a spirit of treachery and falsehood. To appear the friend of a man when in reality we are no 

longer so, is to reserve to ourselves the means of doing him an injury by surprising honest men 

into an error. I recollected that when the illustrious Montesquieu broke with Father de 

Tournemine, he immediately said to everybody: “Listen neither to Father Tournemine nor 

myself, when we speak of each other, for we are no longer friends.” This open and generous 

proceeding was universally applauded. I resolved to follow the example with Diderot; but what 

method was I to take to publish the rupture authentically from my retreat, and yet without 

scandal? I concluded on inserting in the form of a note, in my work, a passage from the book of 

Ecclesiasticus, which declared the rupture and even the subject of it, in terms sufficiently clear to 

such as were acquainted with the previous circumstances, but could signify nothing to the rest of 



the world. I determined not to speak in my work of the friend whom I renounced, except with the 

honor always due to extinguished friendship. The whole may be seen in the work itself. 

There is nothing in this world but time and misfortune, and every act of courage seems to be a 

crime in adversity. For that which has been admired in Montesquieu, I received only blame and 

reproach. As soon as my work was printed, and I had copies of it, I sent one to Saint Lambert, 

who, the evening before, had written to me in his own name and that of Madam d’ Houdetot, a 

note expressive of the most tender friendship. 

The following is the letter he wrote to me when he returned the copy I had sent him. 

                                   EAUBONNE, 10th October, 1758. 

“Indeed, sir, I cannot accept the present you have just made me. In that part of your preface 

where, relative to Diderot, you quote a passage from Ecclesiastes (he mistakes, it is from 

Ecclesiasticus) the book dropped from my hand. In the conversations we had together in the 

summer, you seemed to be persuaded Diderot was not guilty of the pretended indiscretions you 

had imputed to him. You may, for aught I know to the contrary, have reason to complain of him, 

but this does not give you a right to insult him publicly. You are not unacquainted with the 

nature of the persecutions he suffers, and you join the voice of an old friend to that of envy. I 

cannot refrain from telling you, sir, how much this heinous act of yours has shocked me. I am not 

acquainted with Diderot, but I honor him, and I have a lively sense of the pain you give to a man, 

whom, at least not in my hearing, you have never reproached with anything more than a trifling 

weakness. You and I, sir, differ too much in our principles ever to be agreeable to each other. 

Forget that I exist; this you will easily do. I have never done to men either good or evil of a 

nature to be long remembered. I promise you, sir, to forget your person and to remember nothing 

relative to you but your talents.” 

This letter filled me with indignation and affliction; and, in the excess of my pangs, feeling my 

pride wounded, I answered him by the following note: 

                              MONTMORENCY, 11th October, 1758. 

“SIR: While reading your letter, I did you the honor to be surprised at it, and had the weakness 

to suffer it to affect me; but I find it unworthy of an answer. 

“I will no longer continue the copies of Madam d’Houdetot. If it be not agreeable to her to 

keep that she has, she may send it me back and I will return her money. If she keeps it, she must 

still send for the rest of her paper and the money; and at the same time I beg she will return me 

the prospectus which she has in her possession. Adieu, sir.” 

Courage under misfortune irritates the hearts of cowards, but it is pleasing to generous minds. 

This note seemed to make Saint Lambert reflect with himself and to regret his having been so 

violent; but too haughty in his turn to make open advances, he seized and perhaps prepared, the 

opportunity of palliating what he had done. 

A fortnight afterwards I received from Madam d’Epinay the following letter: 

                                        Thursday, 26th. 

“SIR: I received the book you had the goodness to send me, and which I have read with much 

pleasure. I have always experienced the same sentiment in reading all the works which have 

come from your pen. Receive my thanks for the whole. I should have returned you these in 

person had my affairs permitted me to remain any time in your neighborhood; but I was not this 

year long at the Chevrette. M. and Madam Dupin come there on Sunday to dinner. I expect M. de 

Saint Lambert, M. de Francueil, and Madam d’Houdetot will be of the party; you will do me 



much pleasure by making one also. All the persons who are to dine with me, desire, and will, as 

well as myself, be delighted to pass with you a part of the day. I have the honor to be with the 

most perfect consideration,” etc. 

This letter made my heart beat violently; after having for a year past been the subject of 

conversation of all Paris, the idea of presenting myself as a spectacle before Madam d’Houdetot, 

made me tremble, and I had much difficulty to find sufficient courage to support that ceremony. 

Yet as she and Saint Lambert were desirous of it, and Madam d’Epinay spoke in the name of her 

guests without naming one whom I should not be glad to see, I did not think I should expose 

myself accepting a dinner to which I was in some degree invited by all the persons who with 

myself were to partake of it. I therefore promised to go: on Sunday the weather was bad, and 

Madam D’Epinay sent me her carriage. 

My arrival caused a sensation. I never met a better reception. An observer would have thought 

the whole company felt how much I stood in need of encouragement. None but French hearts are 

susceptible of this kind of delicacy. However, I found more people than I expected to see. 

Amongst others the Comte d’ Houdetot, whom I did not know, and his sister Madam de 

Blainville, without whose company I should have been as well pleased. She had the year before 

came several times to Eaubonne, and her sister-in-law had left her in our solitary walks to wait 

until she thought proper to suffer her to join us. She had harbored a resentment against me, 

which during this dinner she gratified at her ease. The presence of the Comte d’ Houdetot and 

Saint Lambert did not give me the laugh on my side, and it may be judged that a man 

embarrassed in the most common conversations was not very brilliant in that which then took 

place. I never suffered so much, appeared so awkward, or received more unexpected 

mortifications. As soon as we had risen from table, I withdrew from that wicked woman; I had 

the pleasure of seeing Saint Lambert and Madam d’Houdetot approach me, and we conversed 

together a part of the afternoon, upon things very indifferent it is true, but with the same 

familiarity as before my involuntary error. This friendly attention was not lost upon my heart, 

and could Saint Lambert have read what passed there, he certainly would have been satisfied 

with it. I can safely assert that although on my arrival the presence of Madam d’Houdetot gave 

me the most violent palpitations, on returning from the house I scarcely thought of her; my mind 

was entirely taken up with Saint Lambert. 

Notwithstanding the malignant sarcasms of Madam de Blainville, the dinner was of great 

service to me, and I congratulated myself upon not having refused the invitation. I not only 

discovered that the intrigues of Grimm and the Holbachiens had not deprived me of my old 

acquaintance, but, what flattered me still more, that Madam d’Houdetot and Saint Lambert were 

less changed than I had imagined, and I at length understood that his keeping her at a distance 

from me proceeded more from jealousy than from disesteem. 

     [Such in the simplicity of my heart was my opinion when I wrote 

     these confessions.] 

This was a consolation to me, and calmed my mind. Certain of not being an object of 

contempt in the eyes of persons whom I esteemed, I worked upon my own heart with greater 

courage and success. If I did not quite extinguish in it a guilty and an unhappy passion, I at least 

so well regulated the remains of it that they have never since that moment led me into the most 

trifling error. The copies of Madam d’ Houdetot, which she prevailed upon me to take again, and 

my works, which I continued to send her as soon as they appeared, produced me from her a few 

notes and messages, indifferent but obliging. She did still more, as will hereafter appear, and the 



reciprocal conduct of her lover and myself, after our intercourse had ceased, may serve as an 

example of the manner in which persons of honor separate when it is no longer agreeable to them 

to associate with each other. 

Another advantage this dinner procured me was its being spoken of in Paris, where it served as 

a refutation of the rumor spread by my enemies, that I had quarrelled with every person who 

partook of it, and especially with M. d’Epinay. When I left the Hermitage I had written him a 

very polite letter of thanks, to which he answered not less politely, and mutual civilities had 

continued, as well between us as between me and M. de la Lalive, his brother-in-law, who even 

came to see me at Montmorency, and sent me some of his engravings. Excepting the two sisters-

in-law of Madam d’Houdetot, I have never been on bad terms with any person of the family. 

My letter to D’Alembert had great success. All my works had been very well received, but this 

was more favorable to me. It taught the public to guard against the insinuations of the Coterie 

Holbachique. When I went to the Hermitage, this Coterie predicted with its usual sufficiency, 

that I should not remain there three months. When I had stayed there twenty months, and was 

obliged to leave it, I still fixed my residence in the country. The Coterie insisted this was from a 

motive of pure obstinacy, and that I was weary even to death of my retirement; but that, eaten up 

with pride, I chose rather to become a victim of my stubbornness than to recover from it and 

return to Paris. The letter to D’Alembert breathed a gentleness of mind which every one 

perceived not to be affected. Had I been dissatisfied with my retreat, my style and manner would 

have borne evident marks of my ill-humor. This reigned in all the works I had written in Paris; 

but in the first I wrote in the country not the least appearance of it was to be found. To persons 

who knew how to distinguish, this remark was decisive. They perceived I was returned to my 

element. 

Yet the same work, notwithstanding all the mildness it breathed, made me by a mistake of my 

own and my usual ill-luck, another enemy amongst men of letters. I had become acquainted with 

Marmontel at the house of M. de la Popliniere, and his acquaintance had been continued at that 

of the baron. Marmontel at that time wrote the ‘Mercure de France’. As I had too much pride to 

send my works to the authors of periodical publications, and wishing to send him this without his 

imagining it was in consequence of that title, or being desirous he should speak of it in the 

Mercure, I wrote upon the book that it was not for the author of the Mercure, but for M. 

Marmontel. I thought I paid him a fine compliment; he mistook it for a cruel offence, and 

became my irreconcilable enemy. He wrote against the letter with politeness, it is true, but with a 

bitterness easily perceptible, and since that time has never lost an opportunity of injuring me in 

society, and of indirectly ill-treating me in his works. Such difficulty is there in managing the 

irritable self-love of men of letters, and so careful ought every person to be not to leave anything 

equivocal in the compliments they pay them. 

Having nothing more to disturb me, I took advantage of my leisure and independence to 

continue my literary pursuits with more coherence. I this winter finished my Eloisa, and sent it to 

Rey, who had it printed the year following. I was, however, interrupted in my projects by a 

circumstance sufficiently disagreeable. I heard new preparations were making at the opera-house 

to give the ‘Devin du Village’. Enraged at seeing these people arrogantly dispose of my property, 

I again took up the memoir I had sent to M. D’Argenson, to which no answer had been returned, 

and having made some trifling alterations in it, I sent the manuscript by M. Sellon, resident from 

Geneva, and a letter with which he was pleased to charge himself, to the Comte de St. Florentin, 

who had succeeded M. D’Argenson in the opera department. Duclos, to whom I communicated 

what I had done, mentioned it to the ‘petits violons’, who offered to restore me, not my opera, 



but my freedom of the theatre, which I was no longer in a situation to enjoy. Perceiving I had not 

from any quarter the least justice to expect, I gave up the affair; and the directors of the opera, 

without either answering or listening to my reasons, have continued to dispose as of their own 

property, and to turn to their profit, the Devin du Village, which incontestably belongs to nobody 

but myself. 

Since I had shaken off the yoke of my tyrants, I led a life sufficiently agreeable and peaceful; 

deprived of the charm of too strong attachments I was delivered from the weight of their chains. 

Disgusted with the friends who pretended to be my protectors, and wished absolutely to dispose 

of me at will, and in spite of myself, to subject me to their pretended good services, I resolved in 

future to have no other connections than those of simple benevolence. These, without the least 

constraint upon liberty, constitute the pleasure of society, of which equality is the basis. I had of 

them as many as were necessary to enable me to taste of the charm of liberty without being 

subject to the dependence of it; and as soon as I had made an experiment of this manner of life, I 

felt it was the most proper to my age, to end my days in peace, far removed from the agitations, 

quarrels and cavillings in which I had just been half submerged. 

During my residence at the Hermitage, and after my settlement at Montmorency, I had made 

in the neighborhood some agreeable acquaintance, and which did not subject me to any 

inconvenience. The principal of these was young Loyseau de Mauleon, who, then beginning to 

plead at the bar, did not yet know what rank he would one day hold there. I for my part was not 

in the least doubt about the matter. I soon pointed out to him the illustrious career in the midst of 

which he is now seen, and predicted that, if he laid down to himself rigid rules for the choice of 

causes, and never became the defender of anything but virtue and justice, his genius, elevated by 

this sublime sentiment, would be equal to that of the greatest orators. He followed my advice, 

and now feels the good effects of it. His defence of M. de Portes is worthy of Demosthenes. He 

came every year within a quarter of a league of the Hermitage to pass the vacation at St. Brice, in 

the fief of Mauleon, belonging to his mother, and where the great Bossuet had formerly lodged. 

This is a fief, of which a like succession of proprietors would render nobility difficult to support. 

I had also for a neighbor in the same village of St. Brice, the bookseller Guerin, a man of wit, 

learning, of an amiable disposition, and one of the first in his profession. He brought me 

acquainted with Jean Neaulme, bookseller of Amsterdam, his friend and correspondent, who 

afterwards printed Emilius. 

I had another acquaintance still nearer than St. Brice, this was M. Maltor, vicar of Groslay, a 

man better adapted for the functions of a statesman and a minister, than for those of the vicar of a 

village, and to whom a diocese at least would have been given to govern if talents decided the 

disposal of places. He had been secretary to the Comte de Luc, and was formerly intimately 

acquainted with Jean Bapiste Rousseau. Holding in as much esteem the memory of that 

illustrious exile, as he held the villain who ruined him in horror; he possessed curious anecdotes 

of both, which Segur had not inserted in the life, still in manuscript, of the former, and he assured 

me that the Comte de Luc, far from ever having had reason to complain of his conduct, had until 

his last moment preserved for him the warmest friendship. M. Maltor, to whom M. de Vintimille 

gave this retreat after the death of his patron, had formerly been employed in many affairs of 

which, although far advanced in years, he still preserved a distinct remembrance, and reasoned 

upon them tolerably well. His conversation, equally amusing and instructive, had nothing in it 

resembling that of a village pastor: he joined the manners of a man of the world to the knowledge 

of one who passes his life in study. He, of all my permanent neighbors, was the person whose 

society was the most agreeable to me. 



I was also acquainted at Montmorency with several fathers of the oratory, and amongst others 

Father Berthier, professor of natural philosophy; to whom, notwithstanding some little tincture of 

pedantry, I become attached on account of a certain air of cordial good nature which I observed 

in him. I had, however, some difficulty to reconcile this great simplicity with the desire and the 

art he had of everywhere thrusting himself into the company of the great, as well as that of the 

women, devotees, and philosophers. He knew how to accommodate himself to every one. I was 

greatly pleased with the man, and spoke of my satisfaction to all my other acquaintances. 

Apparently what I said of him came to his ear. He one day thanked me for having thought him a 

good-natured man. I observed something in his forced smile which, in my eyes, totally changed 

his physiognomy, and which has since frequently occurred to my mind. I cannot better compare 

this smile than to that of Panurge purchasing the Sheep of Dindenaut. Our acquaintance had 

begun a little time after my arrival at the Hermitage, to which place he frequently came to see 

me. I was already settled at Montmorency when he left it to go and reside at Paris. He often saw 

Madam le Vasseur there. One day, when I least expected anything of the kind, he wrote to me in 

behalf of that woman, informing me that Grimm offered to maintain her, and to ask my 

permission to accept the offer. This I understood consisted in a pension of three hundred livres, 

and that Madam le Vasseur was to come and live at Deuil, between the Chevrette and 

Montmorency. I will not say what impression the application made on me. It would have been 

less surprising had Grimm had ten thousand livres a year, or any relation more easy to 

comprehend with that woman, and had not such a crime been made of my taking her to the 

country, where, as if she had become younger, he was now pleased to think of placing her. I 

perceived the good old lady had no other reason for asking my permission, which she might 

easily have done without, but the fear of losing what I already gave her, should I think ill of the 

step she took. Although this charity appeared to be very extraordinary, it did not strike me so 

much then as afterwards. But had I known even everything I have since discovered, I should still 

as readily have given my consent as I did and was obliged to do, unless I had exceeded the offer 

of M. Grimm. Father Berthier afterwards cured me a little of my opinion of his good nature and 

cordiality, with which I had so unthinkingly charged him. 

This same Father Berthier was acquainted with two men, who, for what reason I know not, 

were to become so with me; there was but little similarity between their taste and mine. They 

were the children of Melchisedec, of whom neither the country nor the family was known, no 

more than, in all probability, the real name. They were Jansenists, and passed for priests in 

disguise, perhaps on account of their ridiculous manner of wearing long swords, to which they 

appeared to have been fastened. The prodigious mystery in all their proceedings gave them the 

appearance of the heads of a party, and I never had the least doubt of their being the authors of 

the ‘Gazette Ecclesiastique’. The one, tall, smooth-tongued, and sharping, was named Ferrand; 

the other, short, squat, a sneerer, and punctilious, was a M. Minard. They called each other 

cousin. They lodged at Paris with D’Alembert, in the house of his nurse named Madam 

Rousseau, and had taken at Montmorency a little apartment to pass the summers there. They did 

everything for themselves, and had neither a servant nor runner; each had his turn weekly to 

purchase provisions, do the business of the kitchen, and sweep the house. They managed 

tolerably well, and we sometimes ate with each other. I know not for what reason they gave 

themselves any concern about me: for my part, my only motive for beginning an acquaintance 

with them was their playing at chess, and to make a poor little party I suffered four hours’ 

fatigue. As they thrust themselves into all companies, and wished to intermeddle in everything, 

Theresa called them the gossips, and by this name they were long known at Montmorency. 



Such, with my host M. Mathas, who was a good man, were my principal country 

acquaintance. I still had a sufficient number at Paris to live there agreeably whenever I chose it, 

out of the sphere of men of letters, amongst whom Duclos, was the only friend I reckoned: for 

De Leyre was still too young, and although, after having been a witness to the manoeuvres of the 

philosophical tribe against me, he had withdrawn from it, at least I thought so, I could not yet 

forget the facility with which he made himself the mouthpiece of all the people of that 

description. 

In the first place I had my old and respectable friend Roguin. This was a good old-fashioned 

friend for whom I was not indebted to my writings but to myself, and whom for that reason I 

have always preserved. I had the good Lenieps, my countryman, and his daughter, then alive, 

Madam Lambert. I had a young Genevese, named Coindet, a good creature, careful, officious, 

zealous, who came to see me soon after I had gone to reside at the Hermitage, and, without any 

other introducer than himself, had made his way into my good graces. He had a taste for 

drawing, and was acquainted with artists. He was of service to me relative to the engravings of 

the New Eloisa; he undertook the direction of the drawings and the plates, and acquitted himself 

well of the commission. 

I had free access to the house of M. Dupin, which, less brilliant than in the young days of 

Madam Dupin, was still, by the merit of the heads of the family, and the choice of company 

which assembled there, one of the best houses in Paris. As I had not preferred anybody to them, 

and had separated myself from their society to live free and independent, they had always 

received me in a friendly manner, and I was always certain of being well received by Madam 

Dupin. I might even have counted her amongst my country neighbors after her establishment at 

Clichy, to which place I sometimes went to pass a day or two, and where I should have been 

more frequently had Madam Dupin and Madam de Chenonceaux been upon better terms. But the 

difficulty of dividing my time in the same house between two women whose manner of thinking 

was unfavorable to each other, made this disagreeable: however I had the pleasure of seeing her 

more at my ease at Deuil, where, at a trifling distance from me, she had taken a small house, and 

even at my own habitation, where she often came to see me. 

I had likewise for a friend Madam de Crequi, who, having become devout, no longer received 

D’Alembert, Marmontel, nor a single man of letters, except, I believe the Abbe Trublet, half a 

hypocrite, of whom she was weary. I, whose acquaintance she had sought, lost neither her good 

wishes nor intercourse. She sent me young fat pullets from Mons, and her intention was to come 

and see me the year following had not a journey, upon which Madam de Luxembourg 

determined, prevented her. I here owe her a place apart; she will always hold a distinguished one 

in my remembrance. 

In this list I should also place a man whom, except Roguin, I ought to have mentioned as the 

first upon it; my old friend and brother politician, De Carrio, formerly titulary secretary to the 

embassy from Spain to Venice, afterwards in Sweden, where he was charge des affaires, and at 

length really secretary to the embassy from Spain at Paris. He came and surprised me at 

Montmorency when I least expected him. He was decorated with the insignia of a Spanish order, 

the name of which I have forgotten, with a fine cross in jewelry. He had been obliged, in his 

proofs of nobility, to add a letter to his name, and to bear that of the Chevalier de Carrion. I 

found him still the same man, possessing the same excellent heart, and his mind daily improving, 

and becoming more and more amiable. We would have renewed our former intimacy had not 

Coindet interposed according to custom, taken advantage of the distance I was at from town to 



insinuate himself into my place, and, in my name, into his confidence, and supplant me by the 

excess of his zeal to render me services. 

The remembrance of Carrion makes me recollect one of my country neighbors, of whom I 

should be inexcusable not to speak, as I have to make confession of an unpardonable neglect of 

which I was guilty towards him: this was the honest M. le Blond, who had done me a service at 

Venice, and, having made an excursion to France with his family, had taken a house in the 

country, at Birche, not far from Montmorency. 

     [When I wrote this, full of my blind confidence, I was far from 

     suspecting the real motive and the effect of his journey to Paris.] 

As soon as I heard he was my neighbor, I, in the joy of my heart, and making it more a 

pleasure than a duty, went to pay him a visit. I set off upon this errand the next day. I was met by 

people who were coming to see me, and with whom I was obliged to return. Two days 

afterwards I set off again for the same purpose: he had dined at Paris with all his family. A third 

time he was at home: I heard the voice of women, and saw, at the door, a coach which alarmed 

me. I wished to see him, at least for the first time, quite at my ease, that we might talk over what 

had passed during our former connection. 

In fine, I so often postponed my visit from day to day, that the shame of discharging a like 

duty so late prevented me from doing it at all; after having dared to wait so long, I no longer 

dared to present myself. This negligence, at which M. le Blond could not but be justly offended, 

gave, relative to him, the appearance of ingratitude to my indolence, and yet I felt my heart so 

little culpable that, had it been in my power to do M. le Blond the least service, even unknown to 

himself, I am certain he would not have found me idle. But indolence, negligence and delay in 

little duties to be fulfilled have been more prejudicial to me than great vices. My greatest faults 

have been omissions: I have seldom done what I ought not to have done, and unfortunately it has 

still more rarely happened that I have done what I ought. 

Since I am now upon the subject of my Venetian acquaintance, I must not forget one which I 

still preserved for a considerable time after my intercourse with the rest had ceased. This was M. 

de Joinville, who continued after his return from Genoa to show me much friendship. He was 

fond of seeing me and of conversing with me upon the affairs of Italy, and the follies of M. de 

Montaigu, of whom he of himself knew many anecdotes, by means of his acquaintance in the 

office for foreign affairs in which he was much connected. I had also the pleasure of seeing at 

my house my old comrade Dupont who had purchased a place in the province of which he was, 

and whose affairs had brought him to Paris. M. de Joinville became by degrees so desirous of 

seeing me, that he in some measure laid me under constraint; and, although our places of 

residence were at a great distance from each other, we had a friendly quarrel when I let a week 

pass without going to dine with him. When he went to Joinville he was always desirous of my 

accompanying him; but having once been there to pass a week I had not the least desire to return. 

M. de Joinville was certainly an honest man, and even amiable in certain respects but his 

understanding was beneath mediocrity; he was handsome, rather fond of his person and tolerably 

fatiguing. He had one of the most singular collections perhaps in the world, to which he gave 

much of his attention and endeavored to acquire it that of his friends, to whom it sometimes 

afforded less amusement than it did to himself. This was a complete collection of songs of the 

court and Paris for upwards of fifty years past, in which many anecdotes were to be found that 

would have been sought for in vain elsewhere. These are memoirs for the history of France, 

which would scarcely be thought of in any other country. 



One day, whilst we were still upon the very best terms, he received me so coldly and in a 

manner so different from that which was customary to him, that after having given him an 

opportunity to explain, and even having begged him to do it, I left his house with a resolution, in 

which I have persevered, never to return to it again; for I am seldom seen where I have been once 

ill received, and in this case there was no Diderot who pleaded for M. de Joinville. I vainly 

endeavored to discover what I had done to offend him; I could not recollect a circumstance at 

which he could possibly have taken offence. I was certain of never having spoken of him or his 

in any other than in the most honorable manner; for he had acquired my friendship, and besides 

my having nothing but favorable things to say of him, my most inviolable maxim has been that 

of never speaking but in an honorable manner of the houses I frequented. 

At length, by continually ruminating. I formed the following conjecture: the last time we had 

seen each other, I had supped with him at the apartment of some girls of his acquaintance, in 

company with two or three clerks in the office of foreign affairs, very amiable men, and who had 

neither the manner nor appearance of libertines; and on my part, I can assert that the whole 

evening passed in making melancholy reflections on the wretched fate of the creatures with 

whom we were. I did not pay anything, as M. de Joinville gave the supper, nor did I make the 

girls the least present, because I gave them not the opportunity I had done to the padoana of 

establishing a claim to the trifle I might have offered. We all came away together, cheerfully and 

upon very good terms. Without having made a second visit to the girls, I went three or four days 

afterwards to dine with M. de Joinville, whom I had not seen during that interval, and who gave 

me the reception of which I have spoken. Unable to suppose any other cause for it than some 

misunderstanding relative to the supper, and perceiving he had no inclination to explain, I 

resolved to visit him no longer, but I still continued to send him my works: he frequently sent me 

his compliments, and one evening, meeting him in the green-room of the French theatre, he 

obligingly reproached me with not having called to see him, which, however, did not induce me 

to depart from my resolution. Therefore this affair had rather the appearance of a coolness than a 

rupture. However, not having heard of nor seen him since that time, it would have been too late 

after an absence of several years, to renew my acquaintance with him. It is for this reason M. de 

Joinville is not named in my list, although I had for a considerable time frequented his house. 

I will not swell my catalogue with the names of many other persons with whom I was or had 

become less intimate, although I sometimes saw them in the country, either at my own house or 

that of some neighbor, such for instance as the Abbes de Condillac and De Malby, MM. de 

Mairan, de Lalive, De Boisgelou, Vatelet, Ancelet, and others. I will also pass lightly over that of 

M. de Margency, gentleman in ordinary of the king, an ancient member of the ‘Coterie 

Holbachique’, which he had quitted as well as myself, and the old friend of Madam d’Epinay 

from whom he had separated as I had done; I likewise consider that of M. Desmahis, his friend, 

the celebrated but short-lived author of the comedy of the Impertinent, of much the same 

importance. The first was my neighbor in the country, his estate at Margency being near to 

Montmorency. We were old acquaintances, but the neighborhood and a certain conformity of 

experience connected us still more. The last died soon afterwards. He had merit and even wit, but 

he was in some degree the original of his comedy, and a little of a coxcomb with women, by 

whom he was not much regretted. 

 

 

 



 

I cannot, however, omit taking notice of a new correspondence I entered into at this period, 

which has had too much influence over the rest of my life not to make it necessary for me to 

mark its origin. The person in question is De Lamoignon de Malesherbes of the ‘Cour des aides’, 



then censor of books, which office he exercised with equal intelligence and mildness, to the great 

satisfaction of men of letters. I had not once been to see him at Paris; yet I had never received 

from him any other than the most obliging condescensions relative to the censorship, and I knew 

that he had more than once very severely reprimanded persons who had written against me. I had 

new proofs of his goodness upon the subject of the edition of Eloisa. The proofs of so great a 

work being very expensive from Amsterdam by post, he, to whom all letters were free, permitted 

these to be addressed to him, and sent them to me under the countersign of the chancellor his 

father. When the work was printed he did not permit the sale of it in the kingdom until, contrary 

to my wishes, an edition had been sold for my benefit. As the profit of this would on my part 

have been a theft committed upon Rey, to whom I had sold the manuscript, I not only refused to 

accept the present intended me, without his consent, which he very generously gave, but 

persisted upon dividing with him the hundred pistoles (a thousand livres—forty pounds), the 

amount of it but of which he would not receive anything. For these hundred pistoles I had the 

mortification, against which M. de Malesherbes had not guarded me, of seeing my work horribly 

mutilated, and the sale of the good edition stopped until the bad one was entirely disposed of. 

I have always considered M. de Malesherbes as a man whose uprightness was proof against 

every temptation. Nothing that has happened has even made me doubt for a moment of his 

probity; but, as weak as he is polite, he sometimes injures those he wishes to serve by the excess 

of his zeal to preserve them from evil. He not only retrenched a hundred pages in the edition of 

Paris, but he made another retrenchment, which no person but the author could permit himself to 

do, in the copy of the good edition he sent to Madam de Pompadour. It is somewhere said in that 

work that the wife of a coal-heaver is more respectable than the mistress of a prince. This phrase 

had occurred to me in the warmth of composition without any application. In reading over the 

work I perceived it would be applied, yet in consequence of the very imprudent maxim I had 

adopted of not suppressing anything, on account of the application which might be made, when 

my conscience bore witness to me that I had not made them at the time I wrote, I determined not 

to expunge the phrase, and contented myself with substituting the word Prince to King, which I 

had first written. This softening did not seem sufficient to M. de Malesherbes: he retrenched the 

whole expression in a new sheet which he had printed on purpose and stuck in between the other 

with as much exactness as possible in the copy of Madam de Pompadour. She was not ignorant 

of this manoeuvre. Some good-natured people took the trouble to inform her of it. For my part, it 

was not until a long time afterwards, and when I began to feel the consequences of it, that the 

matter came to my knowledge. 

Is not this the origin of the concealed but implacable hatred of another lady who was in a like 

situation, without my knowing it, or even being acquainted with her person when I wrote the 

passage? When the book was published the acquaintance was made, and I was very uneasy. I 

mentioned this to the Chevalier de Lorenzy, who laughed at me, and said the lady was so little 

offended that she had not even taken notice of the matter. I believed him, perhaps rather too 

lightly, and made myself easy when there was much reason for my being otherwise. 

At the beginning of the winter I received an additional mark of the goodness of M. de 

Malesherbes of which I was very sensible, although I did not think proper to take advantage of it. 

A place was vacant in the ‘Journal des Savans’. Margency wrote to me, proposing to me the 

place, as from himself. But I easily perceived from the manner of the letter that he was dictated 

to and authorized; he afterwards told me he had been desired to make me the offer. The 

occupations of this place were but trifling. All I should have had to do would have been to make 

two abstracts a month, from the books brought to me for that purpose, without being under the 



necessity of going once to Paris, not even to pay the magistrate a visit of thanks. By this 

employment I should have entered a society of men of letters of the first merit; M. de Mairan, 

Clairaut, De Guignes and the Abbe Barthelemi, with the first two of whom I had already made 

an acquaintance, and that of the two others was very desirable. In fine, for this trifling 

employment, the duties of which I might so commodiously have discharged, there was a salary 

of eight hundred livres (thirty-three pounds); I was for a few hours undecided, and this from a 

fear of making Margency angry and displeasing M. de Malesherbes. But at length the 

insupportable constraint of not having it in my power to work when I thought proper, and to be 

commanded by time; and moreover the certainty of badly performing the functions with which I 

was to charge myself, prevailed over everything, and determined me to refuse a place for which I 

was unfit. I knew that my whole talent consisted in a certain warmth of mind with respect to the 

subjects of what I had to treat, and that nothing but the love of that which was great, beautiful 

and sublime, could animate my genius. What would the subjects of the extracts I should have had 

to make from books, or even the books themselves, have signified to me? My indifference about 

them would have frozen my pen, and stupefied my mind. People thought I could make a trade of 

writing, as most of the other men of letters did, instead of which I never could write but from the 

warmth of imagination. This certainly was not necessary for the ‘Journal des Savans’. I therefore 

wrote to Margency a letter of thanks, in the politest terms possible, and so well explained to him 

my reasons, that it was not possible that either he or M. de Malesherbes could imagine there was 

pride or ill-humor in my refusal. They both approved of it without receiving me less politely, and 

the secret was so well kept that it was never known to the public. 

The proposition did not come in a favorable moment. I had some time before this formed the 

project of quitting literature, and especially the trade of an author. I had been disgusted with men 

of letters by everything that had lately befallen me, and had learned from experience that it was 

impossible to proceed in the same track without having some connections with them. I was not 

much less dissatisfied with men of the world, and in general with the mixed life I had lately led, 

half to myself and half devoted to societies for which I was unfit. I felt more than ever, and by 

constant experience, that every unequal association is disadvantageous to the weaker person. 

Living with opulent people, and in a situation different from that I had chosen, without keeping a 

house as they did, I was obliged to imitate them in many things; and little expenses, which were 

nothing to their fortunes, were for me not less ruinous than indispensable. Another man in the 

country-house of a friend, is served by his own servant, as well at table as in his chamber; he 

sends him to seek for everything he wants; having nothing directly to do with the servants of the 

house, not even seeing them, he gives them what he pleases, and when he thinks proper; but I, 

alone, and without a servant, was at the mercy of the servants of the house, of whom it was 

necessary to gain the good graces, that I might not have much to suffer; and being treated as the 

equal of their master, I was obliged to treat them accordingly, and better than another would have 

done, because, in fact, I stood in greater need of their services. This, where there are but few 

domestics, may be complied with; but in the houses I frequented there were a great number, and 

the knaves so well understood their interests that they knew how to make me want the services of 

them all successively. The women of Paris, who have so much wit, have no just idea of this 

inconvenience, and in their zeal to economize my purse they ruined me. If I supped in town, at 

any considerable distance from my lodgings, instead of permitting me to send for a hackney 

coach, the mistress of the house ordered her horses to be put to and sent me home in her carriage. 

She was very glad to save me the twenty-four sous (shilling) for the fiacre, but never thought of 

the half-crown I gave to her coachman and footman. If a lady wrote to me from Paris to the 



Hermitage or to Montmorency, she regretted the four sous (two pence) the postage of the letter 

would have cost me, and sent it by one of her servants, who came sweating on foot, and to whom 

I gave a dinner and half a crown, which he certainly had well earned. If she proposed to me to 

pass with her a week or a fortnight at her country-house, she still said to herself, “It will be a 

saving to the poor man; during that time his eating will cost him nothing.” She never recollected 

that I was the whole time idle, that the expenses of my family, my rent, linen and clothes were 

still going on, that I paid my barber double that it cost me more being in her house than in my 

own, and although I confined my little largesses to the house in which I customarily lived, that 

these were still ruinous to me. I am certain I have paid upwards of twenty-five crowns in the 

house of Madam d’Houdetot, at Raubonne, where I never slept more than four or five times, and 

upwards of a thousand livres (forty pounds) as well at Epinay as at the Chevrette, during the five 

or six years I was most assiduous there. These expenses are inevitable to a man like me, who 

knows not how to provide anything for himself, and cannot support the sight of a lackey who 

grumbles and serves him with a sour look. With Madam Dupin, even where I was one of the 

family, and in whose house I rendered many services to the servants, I never received theirs but 

for my money. In course of time it was necessary to renounce these little liberalities, which my 

situation no longer permitted me to bestow, and I felt still more severely the inconvenience of 

associating with people in a situation different from my own. 

Had this manner of life been to my taste, I should have been consoled for a heavy expense, 

which I dedicated to my pleasures; but to ruin myself at the same time that I fatigued my mind, 

was insupportable, and I had so felt the weight of this, that, profiting by the interval of liberty I 

then had, I was determined to perpetuate it, and entirely to renounce great companies, the 

composition of books, and all literary concerns, and for the remainder of my days to confine 

myself to the narrow and peaceful sphere in which I felt I was born to move. 

The produce of this letter to D’Alembert, and of the New Elosia, had a little improved the state 

of my finances, which had been considerably exhausted at the Hermitage. Emilius, to which, 

after I had finished Eloisa, I had given great application, was in forwardness, and the produce of 

this could not be less than the sum of which I was already in possession. I intended to place this 

money in such a manner as to produce me a little annual income, which, with my copying, might 

be sufficient to my wants without writing any more. I had two other works upon the stocks. The 

first of these was my ‘Institutions Politiques’. I examined the state of this work, and found it 

required several years’ labor. I had not courage enough to continue it, and to wait until it was 

finished before I carried my intentions into execution. Therefore, laying the book aside, I 

determined to take from it all I could, and to burn the rest; and continuing this with zeal without 

interrupting Emilius, I finished the ‘Contrat Social’. 

The dictionary of music now remained. This was mechanical, and might be taken up at any 

time; the object of it was entirely pecuniary. I reserved to myself the liberty of laying it aside, or 

of finishing it at my ease, according as my other resources collected should render this necessary 

or superfluous. With respect to the ‘Morale Sensitive’, of which I had made nothing more than a 

sketch, I entirely gave it up. 

As my last project, if I found I could not entirely do without copying, was that of removing 

from Paris, where the affluence of my visitors rendered my housekeeping expensive, and 

deprived me of the time I should have turned to advantage to provide for it; to prevent in my 

retirement the state of lassitude into which an author is said to fall when he has laid down his 

pen, I reserved to myself an occupation which might fill up the void in my solitude without 

tempting me to print anything more. I know not for what reason they had long tormented me to 



write the memoirs of my life. Although these were not until that time interesting as to the facts, I 

felt they might become so by the candor with which I was capable of giving them, and I 

determined to make of these the only work of the kind, by an unexampled veracity, that, for once 

at least, the world might see a man such as he internally was. I had always laughed at the false 

ingenuousness of Montaigne, who, feigning to confess his faults, takes great care not to give 

himself any, except such as are amiable; whilst I, who have ever thought, and still think myself, 

considering everything, the best of men, felt there is no human being, however pure he may be, 

who does not internally conceal some odious vice. I knew I was described to the public very 

different from what I really was, and so opposite, that notwithstanding my faults, all of which I 

was determined to relate, I could not but be a gainer by showing myself in my proper colors. 

This, besides, not being to be done without setting forth others also in theirs and the work for the 

same reason not being of a nature to appear during my lifetime, and that of several other persons, 

I was the more encouraged to make my confession, at which I should never have to blush before 

any person. I therefore resolved to dedicate my leisure to the execution of this undertaking, and 

immediately began to collect such letters and papers as might guide or assist my memory, greatly 

regretting the loss of all I had burned, mislaid and destroyed. 

The project of absolute retirement, one of the most reasonable I had ever formed, was strongly 

impressed upon my mind, and for the execution of it I was already taking measures, when 

Heaven, which prepared me a different destiny, plunged me into a another vortex. 

Montmorency, the ancient and fine patrimony of the illustrious family of that name, was taken 

from it by confiscation. It passed by the sister of Duke Henry, to the house of Conde, which has 

changed the name of Montmorency to that of Enguien, and the duchy has no other castle than an 

old tower, where the archives are kept, and to which the vassals come to do homage. But at 

Montmorency, or Enguien, there is a private house, built by Crosat, called ‘le pauvre’, which 

having the magnificence of the most superb chateaux, deserves and bears the name of a castle. 

The majestic appearance of this noble edifice, the view from it, not equalled perhaps in any 

country; the spacious saloon, painted by the hand of a master; the garden, planted by the 

celebrated Le Notre; all combined to form a whole strikingly majestic, in which there is still a 

simplicity that enforces admiration. The Marechal Duke de Luxembourg who then inhabited this 

house, came every year into the neighborhood where formerly his ancestors were the masters, to 

pass, at least, five or six weeks as a private inhabitant, but with a splendor which did not 

degenerate from the ancient lustre of his family. On the first journey he made to it after my 

residing at Montmorency, he and his lady sent to me a valet de chambre, with their compliments, 

inviting me to sup with them as often as it should be agreeable to me; and at each time of their 

coming they never failed to reiterate the same compliments and invitation. This called to my 

recollection Madam Beuzenval sending me to dine in the servants’ hall. Times were changed; 

but I was still the same man. I did not choose to be sent to dine in the servants’ hall, and was but 

little desirous of appearing at the table of the great; I should have been much better pleased had 

they left me as I was, without caressing me and rendering me ridiculous. I answered politely and 

respectfully to Monsieur and Madam de Luxembourg, but I did not accept their offers, and my 

indisposition and timidity, with my embarrassment in speaking; making me tremble at the idea 

alone of appearing in an assembly of people of the court. I did not even go to the castle to pay a 

visit of thanks, although I sufficiently comprehended this was all they desired, and that their 

eager politeness was rather a matter of curiosity than benevolence. 

However, advances still were made, and even became more pressing. The Countess de 

Boufflers, who was very intimate with the lady of the marechal, sent to inquire after my health, 



and to beg I would go and see her. I returned her a proper answer, but did not stir from my house. 

At the journey of Easter, the year following, 1759, the Chevalier de Lorenzy, who belonged to 

the court of the Prince of Conti, and was intimate with Madam de Luxembourg, came several 

times to see me, and we became acquainted; he pressed me to go to the castle, but I refused to 

comply. At length, one afternoon, when I least expected anything of the kind, I saw coming up to 

the house the Marechal de Luxembourg, followed by five or six persons. There was now no 

longer any means of defence; and I could not, without being arrogant and unmannerly, do 

otherwise than return this visit, and make my court to Madam la Marechale, from whom the 

marechal had been the bearer of the most obliging compliments to me. Thus, under unfortunate 

auspices, began the connections from which I could no longer preserve myself, although a too 

well-founded foresight made me afraid of them until they were made. 

I was excessively afraid of Madam de Luxembourg. I knew she was amiable as to manner. I 

had seen her several times at the theatre, when she was Duchess of Boufflers, and in the bloom 

of her beauty; but she was said to be malignant; and this in a woman of her rank made me 

tremble. I had scarcely seen her before I was subjugated. I thought her charming, with that charm 

proof against time and which had the most powerful action upon my heart. I expected to find her 

conversation satirical and full of pleasantries and points. It was not so; it was much better. The 

conversation of Madam de Luxembourg is not remarkably full of wit; it has no sallies, nor even 

finesse; it is exquisitely delicate, never striking, but always pleasing. Her flattery is the more 

intoxicating as it is natural; it seems to escape her involuntarily, and her heart to overflow 

because it is too full. I thought I perceived, on my first visit, that notwithstanding my awkward 

manner and embarrassed expression, I was not displeasing to her. All the women of the court 

know how to persuade us of this when they please, whether it be true or not, but they do not all, 

like Madam de Luxembourg, possess the art of rendering that persuasion so agreeable that we are 

no longer disposed ever to have a doubt remaining. From the first day my confidence in her 

would have been as full as it soon afterwards became, had not the Duchess of Montmorency, her 

daughter-in-law, young, giddy, and malicious also, taken it into her head to attack me, and in the 

midst of the eulogiums of her mamma, and feigned allurements on her own account, made me 

suspect I was only considered by them as a subject of ridicule. 

It would perhaps have been difficult to relieve me from this fear with these two ladies had not 

the extreme goodness of the marechal confirmed me in the belief that theirs was not real. 

Nothing is more surprising, considering my timidity, than the promptitude with which I took him 

at his word on the footing of equality to which he would absolutely reduce himself with me, 

except it be that with which he took me at mine with respect to the absolute independence in 

which I was determined to live. Both persuaded I had reason to be content with my situation, and 

that I was unwilling to change it, neither he nor Madam de Luxembourg seemed to think a 

moment of my purse or fortune; although I can have no doubt of the tender concern they had for 

me, they never proposed to me a place nor offered me their interest, except it were once, when 

Madam de Luxembourg seemed to wish me to become a member of the French Academy. I 

alleged my religion; this she told me was no obstacle, or if it was one she engaged to remove it. I 

answered, that however great the honor of becoming a member of so illustrious a body might be, 

having refused M. de Tressan, and, in some measure, the King of Poland, to become a member 

of the Academy at Nancy, I could not with propriety enter into any other. Madam de 

Luxembourg did not insist, and nothing more was said upon the subject. This simplicity of 

intercourse with persons of such rank, and who had the power of doing anything in my favor, M. 

de Luxembourg being, and highly deserving to be, the particular friend of the king, affords a 



singular contrast with the continual cares, equally importunate and officious, of the friends and 

protectors from whom I had just separated, and who endeavored less to serve me than to render 

me contemptible. 

When the marechal came to see me at Mont Louis, I was uneasy at receiving him and his 

retinue in my only chamber; not because I was obliged to make them all sit down in the midst of 

my dirty plates and broken pots, but on account of the state of the floor, which was rotten and 

falling to ruin, and I was afraid the weight of his attendants would entirely sink it. Less 

concerned on account of my own danger than for that to which the affability of the marechal 

exposed him, I hastened to remove him from it by conducting him, notwithstanding the coldness 

of the weather, to my alcove, which was quite open to the air, and had no chimney. When he was 

there I told him my reason for having brought him to it; he told it to his lady, and they both 

pressed me to accept, until the floor was repaired, a lodging of the castle; or, if I preferred it, in a 

separate edifice called the Little Castle which was in the middle of the park. This delightful 

abode deserves to be spoken of. 

The park or garden of Montmorency is not a plain, like that of the Chevrette. It is uneven, 

mountainous, raised by little hills and valleys, of which the able artist has taken advantage; and 

thereby varied his groves, ornaments, waters, and points of view, and, if I may so speak, 

multiplied by art and genius a space in itself rather narrow. This park is terminated at the top by a 

terrace and the castle; at bottom it forms a narrow passage which opens and becomes wider 

towards the valley, the angle of which is filled up with a large piece of water. Between the 

orangery, which is in this widening, and the piece of water, the banks of which are agreeably 

decorated, stands the Little Castle of which I have spoken. This edifice, and the ground about it, 

formerly belonged to the celebrated Le Brun, who amused himself in building and decorating it 

in the exquisite taste of architectual ornaments which that great painter had formed to himself. 

The castle has since been rebuilt, but still, according to the plan and design of its first master. It 

is little and simple, but elegant. As it stands in a hollow between the orangery and the large piece 

of water, and consequently is liable to be damp, it is open in the middle by a peristyle between 

two rows of columns, by which means the air circulating throughout the whole edifice keeps it 

dry, notwithstanding its unfavorable situation. When the building is seen from the opposite 

elevation, which is a point of view, it appears absolutely surrounded with water, and we imagine 

we have before our eyes an enchanted island, or the most beautiful of the three Boromeans, 

called Isola Bella, in the greater lake. 

In this solitary edifice I was offered the choice of four complete apartments it contains, besides 

the ground floor, consisting of a dancing room, billiard room and a kitchen. I chose the smallest 

over the kitchen, which also I had with it. It was charmingly neat, with blue and white furniture. 

In this profound and delicious solitude, in the midst of the woods, the singing of birds of every 

kind, and the perfume of orange flowers, I composed, in a continual ecstasy, the fifth book of 

Emilius, the coloring of which I owe in a great measure to the lively impression I received from 

the place I inhabited. 

With what eagerness did I run every morning at sunrise to respire the perfumed air in the 

peristyle! What excellent coffee I took there tete-a-tete with my Theresa. My cat and dog were 

our company. This retinue alone would have been sufficient for me during my whole life, in 

which I should not have had one weary moment. I was there in a terrestrial paradise; I lived in 

innocence and tasted of happiness. 



At the journey of July, M. and Madam de Luxembourg showed me so much attention, and 

were so extremely kind, that, lodged in their house, and overwhelmed with their goodness, I 

could not do less than make them a proper return in assiduous respect near their persons; I 

scarcely quitted them; I went in the morning to pay my court to Madam la Marechale; after 

dinner I walked with the marechal; but did not sup at the castle on account of the numerous 

guests, and because they supped too late for me. Thus far everything was as it should be, and no 

harm would have been done could I have remained at this point. But I have never known how to 

preserve a medium in my attachments, and simply fulfil the duties of society. I have ever been 

everything or nothing. I was soon everything; and receiving the most polite attention from 

persons of the highest rank, I passed the proper bounds, and conceived for them a friendship not 

permitted except among equals. Of these I had all the familiarity in my manners, whilst they still 

preserved in theirs the same politeness to which they had accustomed me. Yet I was never quite 

at my ease with Madam de Luxembourg. Although I was not quite relieved from my fears 

relative to her character, I apprehended less danger from it than from her wit. It was by this 

especially that she impressed me with awe. I knew she was difficult as to conversation, and she 

had a right to be so. I knew women, especially those of her rank, would absolutely be amused, 

that it was better to offend than to weary them, and I judged by her commentaries upon what the 

people who went away had said what she must think of my blunders. I thought of an expedient to 

spare me with her the embarrassment of speaking; this was reading. She had heard of my Eloisa, 

and knew it was in the press; she expressed a desire to see the work; I offered to read it to her, 

and she accepted my offer. I went to her every morning at ten o’clock; M. de Luxembourg was 

present, and the door was shut. I read by the side of her bed, and so well proportioned my 

readings that there would have been sufficient for the whole time she had to stay, had they even 

not been interrupted. 

     [The loss of a great battle, which much afflicted the King, 

     obliged M. de Luxembourg precipitately to return to court.] 

The success of this expedient surpassed my expectation. Madam de Luxembourg took a great 

liking to Julia and the author; she spoke of nothing but me, thought of nothing else, said civil 

things to me from morning till night, and embraced me ten times a day. She insisted on me 

always having my place by her side at table, and when any great lords wished it she told them it 

was mine, and made them sit down somewhere else. The impression these charming manners 

made upon me, who was subjugated by the least mark of affection, may easily be judged of. I 

became really attached to her in proportion to the attachment she showed me. All my fear in 

perceiving this infatuation, and feeling the want of agreeableness in myself to support it, was that 

it would be changed into disgust; and unfortunately this fear was but too well founded. 

There must have been a natural opposition between her turn of mind and mine, since, 

independently of the numerous stupid things which at every instant escaped me in conversation, 

and even in my letters, and when I was upon the best terms with her, there were certain other 

things with which she was displeased without my being able to imagine the reason. I will quote 

one instance from among twenty. She knew I was writing for Madam d’Houdetot a copy of the 

New Eloisa. She was desirous to have one on the same footing. This I promised her, and thereby 

making her one of my customers, I wrote her a polite letter upon the subject, at least such was 

my intention. Her answer, which was as follows, stupefied me with surprise. 

                                             VERSAILLES, Tuesday. 



“I am ravished, I am satisfied: your letter has given me infinite pleasure, and I take the earliest 

moment to acquaint you with, and thank you for it. 

“These are the exact words of your letter: ‘Although you are certainly a very good customer, I 

have some pain in receiving your money: according to regular order I ought to pay for the 

pleasure I should have in working for you.’ I will say nothing more on the subject. I have to 

complain of your not speaking of your state of health: nothing interests me more. I love you with 

all my heart: and be assured that I write this to you in a very melancholy mood, for I should have 

much pleasure in telling it to you myself. M. de Luxembourg loves and embraces you with all his 

heart. 

“On receiving the letter I hastened to answer it, reserving to myself more fully to examine the 

matter, protesting against all disobliging interpretation, and after having given several days to 

this examination with an inquietude which may easily be conceived, and still without being able 

to discover in what I could have erred, what follows was my final answer on the subject. 

                                   “MONTMORENCY, 8th December, 1759. 

“Since my last letter I have examined a hundred times the passage in question. I have 

considered it in its proper and natural meaning, as well as in every other which may be given to 

it, and I confess to you, madam, that I know not whether it be I who owe to you excuses, or you 

from whom they are due to me.” 

It is now ten years since these letters were written. I have since that time frequently thought of 

the subject of them; and such is still my stupidity that I have hitherto been unable to discover 

what in the passages, quoted from my letter, she could find offensive, or even displeasing. 

I must here mention, relative to the manuscript copy of Eloisa Madam de Luxembourg wished 

to have, in what manner I thought to give it some marked advantage which should distinguish it 

from all others. I had written separately the adventures of Lord Edward, and had long been 

undetermined whether I should insert them wholly, or in extracts, in the work in which they 

seemed to be wanting. I at length determined to retrench them entirely, because, not being in the 

manner of the rest, they would have spoiled the interesting simplicity, which was its principal 

merit. I had still a stronger reason when I came to know Madam de Luxembourg: There was in 

these adventures a Roman marchioness, of a bad character, some parts of which, without being 

applicable, might have been applied to her by those to whom she was not particularly known. I 

was therefore, highly pleased with the determination to which I had come, and resolved to abide 

by it. But in the ardent desire to enrich her copy with something which was not in the other, what 

should I fall upon but these unfortunate adventures, and I concluded on making an extract from 

them to add to the work; a project dictated by madness, of which the extravagance is 

inexplicable, except by the blind fatality which led me on to destruction. 

               ‘Quos vult perdere Jupiter dementet.’ 

I was stupid enough to make this extract with the greatest care and pains, and to send it her as 

the finest thing in the world; it is true, I at the same time informed her the original was burned, 

which was really the case, that the extract was for her alone, and would never be seen, except by 

herself, unless she chose to show it; which, far from proving to her my prudence and discretion, 

as it was my intention to do, clearly intimated what I thought of the application by which she 

might be offended. My stupidity was such, that I had no doubt of her being delighted with what I 

had done. She did not make me the compliment upon it which I expected, and, to my great 

surprise, never once mentioned the paper I had sent her. I was so satisfied with myself, that it 



was not until a long time afterwards, I judged, from other indications, of the effect it had 

produced. 

I had still, in favor of her manuscript, another idea more reasonable, but which, by more 

distant effects, has not been much less prejudicial to me; so much does everything concur with 

the work of destiny, when that hurries on a man to misfortune. I thought of ornamenting the 

manuscript with the engravings of the New Eloisa, which were of the same size. I asked Coindet 

for these engravings, which belonged to me by every kind of title, and the more so as I had given 

him the produce of the plates, which had a considerable sale. Coindet is as cunning as I am the 

contrary. By frequently asking him for the engravings he came to the knowledge of the use I 

intended to make of them. He then, under pretence of adding some new ornament, still kept them 

from me; and at length presented them himself. 

               ‘Ego versiculos feci, tulit alter honores.’ 

This gave him an introduction upon a certain footing to the Hotel de Luxembourg. After my 

establishment at the little castle he came rather frequently to see me, and always in the morning, 

especially when M. and Madam de Luxembourg were at Montmorency. Therefore that I might 

pass the day with him, I did not go the castle. Reproaches were made me on account of my 

absence; I told the reason of them. I was desired to bring with me M. Coindet; I did so. This was, 

what he had sought after. Therefore, thanks to the excessive goodness M. and Madam de 

Luxembourg had for me, a clerk to M. Thelusson, who was sometimes pleased to give him his 

table when he had nobody else to dine with him, was suddenly placed at that of a marechal of 

France, with princes, duchesses, and persons of the highest rank at court. I shall never forget, that 

one day being obliged to return early to Paris, the marechal said, after dinner, to the company, 

“Let us take a walk upon the road to St. Denis, and we will accompany M. Coindet.” This was 

too much for the poor man; his head was quite turned. For my part, my heart was so affected that 

I could not say a word. I followed the company, weeping like a child, and having the strongest 

desire to kiss the foot of the good marechal; but the continuation of the history of the manuscript 

has made me anticipate. I will go a little back, and, as far as my memory will permit, mark each 

event in its proper order. 

As soon as the little house of Mont Louis was ready, I had it neatly furnished and again 

established myself there. I could not break through the resolution I had made on quitting the 

Hermitage of always having my apartment to myself; but I found a difficulty in resolving to quit 

the little castle. I kept the key of it, and being delighted with the charming breakfasts of the 

peristyle, frequently went to the castle to sleep, and stayed three or four days as at a country-

house. I was at that time perhaps better and more agreeably lodged than any private individual in 

Europe. My host, M. Mathas, one of the best men in the world, had left me the absolute direction 

of the repairs at Mont Louis, and insisted upon my disposing of his workmen without his 

interference. I therefore found the means of making of a single chamber upon the first story, a 

complete set of apartments consisting of a chamber, antechamber, and a water closet. Upon the 

ground-floor was the kitchen and the chamber of Theresa. The alcove served me for a closet by 

means of a glazed partition and a chimney I had made there. After my return to this habitation, I 

amused myself in decorating the terrace, which was already shaded by two rows of linden trees; I 

added two others to make a cabinet of verdure, and placed in it a table and stone benches: I 

surrounded it with lilies, syringa and woodbines, and had a beautiful border of flowers parallel 

with the two rows of trees. This terrace, more elevated than that of the castle, from which the 

view was at least as fine, and where I had tamed a great number of birds, was my drawing-room, 

in which I received M. and Madam de Luxembourg, the Duke of Villeroy, the Prince of Tingry, 



the Marquis of Armentieres, the Duchess of Montmorency, the Duchess of Bouffiers, the 

Countess of Valentinois, the Countess of Boufflers, and other persons of the first rank; who, 

from the castle disdained not to make, over a very fatiguing mountain, the pilgrimage of Mont 

Louis. I owed all these visits to the favor of M. and Madam de Luxembourg; this I felt, and my 

heart on that account did them all due homage. It was with the same sentiment that I once said to 

M. de Luxembourg, embracing him: “Ah! Monsieur le Marechal, I hated the great before I knew 

you, and I have hated them still more since you have shown me with what ease they might 

acquire universal respect.” Further than this I defy any person with whom I was then acquainted, 

to say I was ever dazzled for an instant with splendor, or that the vapor of the incense I received 

ever affected my head; that I was less uniform in my manner, less plain in my dress, less easy of 

access to people of the lowest rank, less familiar with neighbors, or less ready to render service 

to every person when I had it in my power so to do, without ever once being discouraged by the 

numerous and frequently unreasonable importunities with which I was incessantly assailed. 

Although my heart led me to the castle of Montmorency, by my sincere attachment to those by 

whom it was inhabited, it by the same means drew me back to the neighborhood of it, there to 

taste the sweets of the equal and simple life, in which my only happiness consisted. Theresa had 

contracted a friendship with the daughter of one of my neighbors, a mason of the name of Pilleu; 

I did the same with the father, and after having dined at the castle, not without some constraint, 

to please Madam de Luxembourg, with what eagerness did I return in the evening to sup with the 

good man Pilleu and his family, sometimes at his own house and at others at mine. 

Besides my two lodgings in the country, I soon had a third at the Hotel de Luxembourg, the 

proprietors of which pressed me so much to go and see them there, that I consented, 

notwithstanding my aversion to Paris, where, since my retiring to the Hermitage, I had been but 

twice, upon the two occasions of which I have spoken. I did not now go there except on the days 

agreed upon, solely to supper, and the next morning I returned to the country. I entered and came 

out by the garden which faces the boulevard, so that I could with the greatest truth, say I had not 

set my foot upon the stones of Paris. 

In the midst of this transient prosperity, a catastrophe, which was to be the conclusion of it, 

was preparing at a distance. A short time after my return to Mont Louis, I made there, and as it 

was customary, against my inclination, a new acquaintance, which makes another era in my 

private history. Whether this be favorable or unfavorable, the reader will hereafter be able to 

judge. The person with whom I became acquainted was the Marchioness of Verdelin, my 

neighbor, whose husband had just bought a country-house at Soisy, near Montmorency. 

Mademoiselle d’Ars, daughter to the Comte d’Ars, a man of fashion, but poor, had married M. 

de Verdelin, old, ugly, deaf, uncouth, brutal, jealous, with gashes in his face, and blind of one 

eye, but, upon the whole, a good man when properly managed, and in possession of a fortune of 

from fifteen to twenty thousand a year. This charming object, swearing, roaring, scolding, 

storming, and making his wife cry all day long, ended by doing whatever she thought proper, and 

this to set her in a rage, because she knew how to persuade him that it was he who would, and 

she would not have it so. M. de Margency, of whom I have spoken, was the friend of madam, 

and became that of monsieur. He had a few years before let them his castle of Margency, near 

Eaubonne and Andilly, and they resided there precisely at the time of my passion for Madam 

d’Houdetot. Madam d’Houdetot and Madam de Verdelin became acquainted with each other, by 

means of Madam d’Aubeterre their common friend; and as the garden of Margency was in the 

road by which Madam d’Houdetot went to Mont Olympe, her favorite walk, Madam de Verdelin 

gave her a key that she might pass through it. By means of this key I crossed it several times with 



her; but I did not like unexpected meetings, and when Madam de Verdelin was by chance upon 

our way I left them together without speaking to her, and went on before. This want of gallantry 

must have made on her an impression unfavorable to me. Yet when she was at Soisy she was 

anxious to have my company. She came several times to see me at Mont Louis, without finding 

me at home, and perceiving I did not return her visit, took it into her head, as a means of forcing 

me to do it, to send me pots of flowers for my terrace. I was under the necessity of going to thank 

her; this was all she wanted, and we thus became acquainted. 

This connection, like every other I formed; or was led into contrary to my inclination, began 

rather boisterously. There never reigned in it a real calm. The turn of mind of Madam de 

Verdelinwas too opposite to mine. Malignant expressions and pointed sarcasms came from her 

with so much simplicity, that a continual attention too fatiguing for me was necessary to perceive 

she was turning into ridicule the person to whom she spoke. One trivial circumstance which 

occurs to my recollection will be sufficient to give an idea of her manner. Her brother had just 

obtained the command of a frigate cruising against the English. I spoke of the manner of fitting 

out this frigate without diminishing its swiftness of sailing. “Yes,” replied she, in the most 

natural tone of voice, “no more cannon are taken than are necessary for fighting.” I seldom have 

heard her speak well of any of her absent friends without letting slip something to their 

prejudice. What she did not see with an evil eye she looked upon with one of ridicule, and her 

friend Margency was not excepted. What I found most insupportable in her was the perpetual 

constraint proceeding from her little messages, presents and billets, to which it was a labor for 

me to answer, and I had continual embarrassments either in thanking or refusing. However, by 

frequently seeing this lady I became attached to her. She had her troubles as well as I had mine. 

Reciprocal confidence rendered our conversations interesting. Nothing so cordially attaches two 

persons as the satisfaction of weeping together. We sought the company of each other for our 

reciprocal consolation, and the want of this has frequently made me pass over many things. I had 

been so severe in my frankness with her, that after having sometimes shown so little esteem for 

her character, a great deal was necessary to be able to believe she could sincerely forgive me. 

The following letter is a specimen of the epistles I sometimes wrote to her, and it is to be 

remarked that she never once in any of her answers to them seemed to be in the least degree 

piqued. 

                                   MONTMORENCY, 5th November, 1760. 

“You tell me, madam, you have not well explained yourself, in order to make me understand I 

have explained myself ill. You speak of your pretended stupidity for the purpose of making me 

feel my own. You boast of being nothing more than a good kind of woman, as if you were afraid 

to being taken at your word, and you make me apologies to tell me I owe them to you. Yes, 

madam, I know it; it is I who am a fool, a good kind of man; and, if it be possible, worse than all 

this; it is I who make a bad choice of my expressions in the opinion of a fine French lady, who 

pays as much attention to words, and speaks as well as you do. But consider that I take them in 

the common meaning of the language without knowing or troubling my head about the polite 

acceptations in which they are taken in the virtuous societies of Paris. If my expressions are 

sometimes equivocal, I endeavored by my conduct to determine their meaning,” etc. The rest of 

the letter is much the same. 

Coindet, enterprising, bold, even to effrontery, and who was upon the watch after all my 

friends, soon introduced himself in my name to the house of Madam de Verdelin, and, unknown 

to me, shortly became there more familiar than myself. This Coindet was an extraordinary man. 



He presented himself in my name in the houses of all my acquaintance, gained a footing in them, 

and ate there without ceremony. Transported with zeal to do me service, he never mentioned my 

name without his eyes being suffused with tears; but, when he came to see me, he kept the most 

profound silence on the subject of all these connections, and especially on that in which he knew 

I must be interested. Instead of telling me what he had heard, said, or seen, relative to my affairs, 

he waited for my speaking to him, and even interrogated me. He never knew anything of what 

passed in Paris, except that which I told him: finally, although everybody spoke to me of him, he 

never once spoke to me of any person; he was secret and mysterious with his friend only; but I 

will for the present leave Coindet and Madam de Verdelin, and return to them at a proper time. 

Sometime after my return to Mont Louis, La Tour, the painter, came to see me, and brought 

with him my portrait in crayons, which a few years before he had exhibited at the salon. He 

wished to give me this portrait, which I did not choose to accept. But Madam d’Epinay, who had 

given me hers, and would have had this, prevailed upon me to ask him for it. He had taken some 

time to retouch the features. In the interval happened my rupture with Madam d’Epinay; I 

returned her her portrait; and giving her mine being no longer in question, I put it into my 

chamber, in the castle. M. de Luxembourg saw it there, and found it a good one; I offered it him, 

he accepted it, and I sent it to the castle. He and his lady comprehended I should be very glad to 

have theirs. They had them taken in miniature by a very skilful hand, set in a box of rock crystal, 

mounted with gold, and in a very handsome manner, with which I was delighted, made me a 

present of both. Madam de Luxenbourg would never consent that her portrait should be on the 

upper part of the box. She had reproached me several times with loving M. de Luxembourg 

better than I did her; I had not denied it because it was true. By this manner of placing her 

portrait she showed very politely, but very clearly, she had not forgotten the preference. 

Much about this time I was guilty of a folly which did not contribute to preserve me to her 

good graces. Although I had no knowledge of M. de Silhoutte, and was not much disposed to 

like him, I had a great opinion of his administration. When he began to let his hand fall rather 

heavily upon financiers, I perceived he did not begin his operation in a favorable moment, but he 

had my warmest wishes for his success; and as soon as I heard he was displaced I wrote to him, 

in my intrepid, heedless manner, the following letter, which I certainly do not undertake to 

justify. 

                              MONTMORENCY, 2d December, 1759. 

“Vouchsafe, sir, to receive the homage of a solitary man, who is not known to you, but who 

esteems you for your talents, respects you for your administration, and who did you the honor to 

believe you would not long remain in it. Unable to save the State, except at the expense of the 

capital by which it has been ruined, you have braved the clamors of the gainers of money. When 

I saw you crush these wretches, I envied you your place; and at seeing you quit it without 

departing from your system, I admire you. Be satisfied with yourself, sir; the step you have taken 

will leave you an honor you will long enjoy without a competitor. The malediction of knaves is 

the glory of an honest man.” 

Madam de Luxembourg, who knew I had written this letter, spoke to me of it when she came 

into the country at Easter. I showed it to her and she was desirous of a copy; this I gave her, but 

when I did it I did not know she was interested in under-farms, and the displacing of M. de 

Silhoutte. By my numerous follies any person would have imagined I wilfully endeavored to 

bring on myself the hatred of an amiable woman who had power, and to whom, in truth, I daily 

became more attached, and was far from wishing to occasion her displeasure, although by my 



awkward manner of proceeding, I did everything proper for that purpose. I think it superfluous to 

remark here, that it is to her the history of the opiate of M. Tronchin, of which I have spoken in 

the first part of my memoirs, relates; the other lady was Madam de Mirepoix. They have never 

mentioned to me the circumstance, nor has either of them, in the least, seemed to have preserved 

a remembrance of it; but to presume that Madam de Luxembourg can possibly have forgotten it 

appears to me very difficult, and would still remain so, even were the subsequent events entirely 

unknown. For my part, I fell into a deceitful security relative to the effects of my stupid mistakes, 

by an internal evidence of my not having taken any step with an intention to offend; as if a 

woman could ever forgive what I had done, although she might be certain the will had not the 

least part in the matter. 

Although she seemed not to see or feel anything, and that I did not immediately find either her 

warmth of friendship diminished or the least change in her manner, the continuation and even 

increase of a too well founded foreboding made me incessantly tremble, lest disgust should 

succeed to infatuation. Was it possible for me to expect in a lady of such high rank, a constancy 

proof against my want of address to support it? I was unable to conceal from her this secret 

foreboding, which made me uneasy, and rendered me still more disagreeable. This will be judged 

of by the following letter, which contains a very singular prediction. 

N. B. This letter, without date in my rough copy, was written in October, 1760, at latest. 

“How cruel is your goodness? Why disturb the peace of a solitary mortal who had renounced 

the pleasures of life, that he might no longer suffer the fatigues of them. I have passed my days 

in vainly searching for solid attachments. I have not been able to form any in the ranks to which I 

was equal; is it in yours that I ought to seek for them? Neither ambition nor interest can tempt 

me: I am not vain, but little fearful; I can resist everything except caresses. Why do you both 

attack me by a weakness which I must overcome, because in the distance by which we are 

separated, the over-flowings of susceptible hearts cannot bring mine near to you? Will gratitude 

be sufficient for a heart which knows not two manners of bestowing its affections, and feels itself 

incapable of everything except friendship? Of friendship, madam la marechale! Ah! there is my 

misfortune! It is good in you and the marechal to make use of this expression; but I am mad 

when I take you at your word. You amuse yourselves, and I become attached; and the end of this 

prepares for me new regrets. How I do hate all your titles, and pity you on account of your being 

obliged to bear them? You seem to me to be so worthy of tasting the charms of private life! Why 

do not you reside at Clarens? I would go there in search of happiness; but the castle of 

Montmorency, and the Hotel de Luxembourg! Is it in these places Jean Jacques ought to be seen? 

Is it there a friend to equality ought to carry the affections of a sensible heart, and who thus 

paying the esteem in which he is held, thinks he returns as much as he receives? You are good 

and susceptible also: this I know and have seen; I am sorry I was not sooner convinced of it; but 

in the rank you hold, in the manner of living, nothing can make a lasting impression; a 

succession of new objects efface each other so that not one of them remains. You will forget me, 

madam, after having made it impossible for me to imitate you. You have done a great deal to 

make me unhappy, to be inexcusable.” 

I joined with her the marechal, to render the compliment less severe; for I was moreover so 

sure of him, that I never had a doubt in my mind of the continuation of his friendship. Nothing 

that intimidated me in madam la marechale, ever for a moment extended to him. I never have 

had the least mistrust relative to his character, which I knew to be feeble, but constant. I no more 

feared a coldness on his part than I expected from him an heroic attachment. The simplicity and 

familiarity of our manners with each other proved how far dependence was reciprocal. We were 



both always right: I shall ever honor and hold dear the memory of this worthy man, and, 

notwithstanding everything that was done to detach him from me, I am as certain of his having 

died my friend as if I had been present in his last moments. 

At the second journey to Montmorency, in the year 1760, the reading of Eloisa being finished, 

I had recourse to that of Emilius, to support myself in the good graces of Madam de 

Luxembourg; but this, whether the subject was less to her taste; or that so much reading at length 

fatigued her, did not succeed so well. However, as she reproached me with suffering myself to be 

the dupe of booksellers, she wished me to leave to her care the printing the work, that I might 

reap from it a greater advantage. I consented to her doing it, on the express condition of its not 

being printed in France, on which we had along dispute; I affirming that it was impossible to 

obtain, and even imprudent to solicit, a tacit permission; and being unwilling to permit the 

impression upon any other terms in the kingdom; she, that the censor could not make the least 

difficulty, according to the system government had adopted. She found means to make M. de 

Malesherbes enter into her views. He wrote to me on the subject a long letter with his own hand, 

to prove the profession of faith of the Savoyard vicar to be a composition which must 

everywhere gain the approbation of its readers and that of the court, as things were then 

circumstanced. I was surprised to see this magistrate, always so prudent, become so smooth in 

the business, as the printing of a book was by that alone legal, I had no longer any objection to 

make to that of the work. Yet, by an extraordinary scruple, I still required it should be printed in 

Holland, and by the bookseller Neaulme, whom, not satisfied with indicating him, I informed of 

my wishes, consenting the edition should be brought out for the profit of a French bookseller, 

and that as soon as it was ready it should be sold at Paris, or wherever else it might be thought 

proper, as with this I had no manner of concern. This is exactly what was agreed upon between 

Madam de Luxembourg and myself, after which I gave her my manuscript. 

Madam de Luxembourg was this time accompanied by her granddaughter Mademoiselle de 

Boufflers, now Duchess of Lauzun. Her name was Amelia. She was a charming girl. She really 

had a maiden beauty, mildness and timidity. Nothing could be more lovely than her person, 

nothing more chaste and tender than the sentiments she inspired. She was, besides, still a child 

under eleven years of age. Madam de Luxembourg, who thought her too timid, used every 

endeavor to animate her. She permitted me several times to give her a kiss, which I did with my 

usual awkwardness. Instead of saying flattering things to her, as any other person would have 

done, I remained silent and disconcerted, and I know not which of the two, the little girl or 

myself, was most ashamed. 

 

 

 



 

I met her one day alone in the staircase of the little castle. She had been to see Theresa, with 

whom her governess still was. Not knowing what else to say, I proposed to her a kiss, which, in 

the innocence of her heart, she did not refuse; having in the morning received one from me by 

order of her grandmother, and in her presence. The next day, while reading Emilius by the side 



of the bed of Madam de Luxembourg, I came to a passage in which I justly censure that which I 

had done the preceding evening. She thought the reflection extremely just, and said some very 

sensible things upon the subject which made me blush. How was I enraged at my incredible 

stupidity, which has frequently given me the appearance of guilt when I was nothing more than a 

fool and embarrassed! A stupidity, which in a man known to be endowed with some wit, is 

considered as a false excuse. I can safely swear that in this kiss, as well as in the others, the heart 

and thoughts of Mademoiselle Amelia were not more pure than my own, and that if I could have 

avoided meeting her I should have done it; not that I had not great pleasure in seeing her, but 

from the embarrassment of not finding a word proper to say. Whence comes it that even a child 

can intimidate a man, whom the power of kings has never inspired with fear? What is to be 

done? How, without presence of mind, am I to act? If I strive to speak to the persons I meet, I 

certainly say some stupid thing to them; if I remain silent, I am a misanthrope, an unsociable 

animal, a bear. Total imbecility would have been more favorable to me; but the talents which I 

have failed to improve in the world have become the instruments of my destruction, and of that 

of the talents I possessed. 

At the latter end of this journey, Madam de Luxembourg did a good action in which I had 

some share. Diderot having very imprudently offended the Princess of Robeck, daughter of M. 

de Luxembourg, Palissot, whom she protected, took up the quarrel, and revenged her by the 

comedy of ‘The Philosophers’, in which I was ridiculed, and Diderot very roughly handled. The 

author treated me with more gentleness, less, I am of opinion, on account of the obligation he 

was under to me, than from the fear of displeasing the father of his protectress, by whom he 

knew I was beloved. The bookseller Duchesne, with whom I was not at that time acquainted, 

sent me the comedy when it was printed, and this I suspect was by the order of Palissot, who, 

perhaps, thought I should have a pleasure in seeing a man with whom I was no longer connected 

defamed. He was greatly deceived. When I broke with Diderot, whom I thought less ill-natured 

than weak and indiscreet, I still always preserved for his person an attachment, an esteem even, 

and a respect for our ancient friendship, which I know was for a long time as sincere on his part 

as on mine. The case was quite different with Grimm; a man false by nature, who never loved 

me, who is not even capable of friendship, and a person who, without the least subject of 

complaint, and solely to satisfy his gloomy jealousy, became, under the mask of friendship, my 

most cruel calumniator. This man is to me a cipher; the other will always be my old friend. 

My very bowels yearned at the sight of this odious piece: the reading of it was insupportable 

to me, and, without going through the whole, I returned the copy to Duchesne with the following 

letter: 

                                   MONTMORENCY, 21st, May, 1760. 

“In casting my eyes over the piece you sent me, I trembled at seeing myself well spoken of in 

it. I do not accept the horrid present. I am persuaded that in sending it me, you did not intend an 

insult; but you do not know, or have forgotten, that I have the honor to be the friend of a 

respectable man, who is shamefully defamed and calumniated in this libel.” 

Duchense showed the letter. Diderot, upon whom it ought to have had an effect quite contrary, 

was vexed at it. His pride could not forgive me the superiority of a generous action, and I was 

informed his wife everywhere inveighed against me with a bitterness with which I was not in the 

least affected, as I knew she was known to everybody to be a noisy babbler. 

Diderot in his turn found an avenger in the Abbe Morrellet, who wrote against Palissot a little 

work, imitated from the ‘Petit Prophete’, and entitled the Vision. In this production he very 



imprudently offended Madam de Robeck, whose friends got him sent to the Bastile; though she, 

not naturally vindictive, and at that time in a dying state, I am certain had nothing to do with the 

affair. 

D’Alembert, who was very intimately connected with Morrellet, wrote me a letter, desiring I 

would beg of Madam de Luxembourg to solicit his liberty, promising her in return encomiums in 

the ‘Encyclopedie’; my answer to this letter was as follows: 

“I did not wait the receipt of your letter before I expressed to Madam de Luxembourg the pain 

the confinement of the Abbe Morrellet gave me. She knows my concern, and shall be made 

acquainted with yours, and her knowing that the abbe is a man of merit will be sufficient to make 

her interest herself in his behalf. However, although she and the marechal honor me with a 

benevolence which is my greatest consolation, and that the name of your friend be to them a 

recommendation in favor of the Abbe Morrellet, I know not how far, on this occasion, it may be 

proper for them to employ the credit attached to the rank they hold, and the consideration due to 

their persons. I am not even convinced that the vengeance in question relates to the Princess 

Robeck so much as you seem to imagine; and were this even the case, we must not suppose that 

the pleasure of vengeance belongs to philosophers exclusively, and that when they choose to 

become women, women will become philosophers. 

“I will communicate to you whatever Madam de Luxembourg may say to me after having 

shown her your letter. In the meantime, I think I know her well enough to assure you that, should 

she have the pleasure of contributing to the enlargement of the Abbe Morrellet, she will not 

accept the tribute of acknowledgment you promise her in the Encyclopedie, although she might 

think herself honored by it, because she does not do good in the expectation of praise, but from 

the dictates of her heart.” 

I made every effort to excite the zeal and commiseration of Madam de Luxembourg in favor 

of the poor captive, and succeeded to my wishes. She went to Versailles on purpose to speak to 

M. de St. Florentin, and this journey shortened the residence at Montmorency, which the 

marechal was obliged to quit at the same time to go to Rouen, whither the king sent him as 

governor of Normandy, on account of the motions of the parliament, which government wished 

to keep within bounds. Madam de Luxembourg wrote me the following letter the day after her 

departure: 

                                        VERSAILLES, Wednesday. 

“M. de Luxembourg set off yesterday morning at six o’clock. I do not yet know that I shall 

follow him. I wait until he writes to me, as he is not yet certain of the stay it will be necessary for 

him to make. I have seen M. de St. Florentin, who is as favorably disposed as possible towards 

the Abbe Morrellet; but he finds some obstacles to his wishes which however, he is in hopes of 

removing the first time he has to do business with the king, which will be next week. I have also 

desired as a favor that he might not be exiled, because this was intended; he was to be sent to 

Nancy. This, sir, is what I have been able to obtain; but I promise you I will not let M. de St. 

Florentin rest until the affair is terminated in the manner you desire. Let me now express to you 

how sorry I am on account of my being obliged to leave you so soon, of which I flatter myself 

you have not the least doubt. I love you with all my heart, and shall do so for my whole life.” 

A few days afterwards I received the following note from D’Alembert, which gave me real 

joy. 

                                                  August 1st. 



“Thanks to your cares, my dear philosopher, the abbe has left the Bastile, and his 

imprisonment will have no other consequence. He is setting off for the country, and, as well as 

myself, returns you a thousand thanks and compliments. ‘Vale et me ama’.” 

The abbe also wrote to me a few days afterwards a letter of thanks, which did not, in my 

opinion, seem to breathe a certain effusion of the heart, and in which he seemed in some measure 

to extenuate the service I had rendered him. Some time afterwards, I found that he and 

D’Alembert had, to a certain degree, I will not say supplanted, but succeeded me in the good 

graces of Madam de Luxembourg, and that I had lost in them all they had gained. However, I am 

far from suspecting the Abbe Morrellet of having contributed to my disgrace; I have too much 

esteem for him to harbor any such suspicion. With respect to D’Alembert, I shall at present leave 

him out of the question, and hereafter say of him what may seem necessary. 

I had, at the same time, another affair which occasioned the last letter I wrote to Voltaire; a 

letter against which he vehemently exclaimed, as an abominable insult, although he never 

showed it to any person. I will here supply the want of that which he refused to do. 

The Abbe Trublet, with whom I had a slight acquaintance, but whom I had but seldom seen, 

wrote to me on the 13th of June, 1760, informing me that M. Formey, his friend and 

correspondent, had printed in his journal my letter to Voltaire upon the disaster at Lisbon. The 

abbe wished to know how the letter came to be printed, and in his jesuitical manner, asked me 

my opinion, without giving me his own on the necessity of reprinting it. As I most sovereignly 

hate this kind of artifice and strategem, I returned such thanks as were proper, but in a manner so 

reserved as to make him feel it, although this did not prevent him from wheedling me in two or 

three other letters until he had gathered all he wished to know. 

I clearly understood that, not withstanding all Trublet could say, Formey had not found the 

letter printed, and that the first impression of it came from himself. I knew him to be an impudent 

pilferer, who, without ceremony, made himself a revenue by the works of others. Although he 

had not yet had the incredible effrontery to take from a book already published the name of the 

author, to put his own in the place of it, and to sell the book for his own profit. 

     [In this manner he afterwards appropriated to himself Emilius.] 

But by what means had this manuscript fallen into his hands? That was a question not easy to 

resolve, but by which I had the weakness to be embarrassed. Although Voltaire was excessively 

honored by the letter, as in fact, notwithstanding his rude proceedings, he would have had a right 

to complain had I had it printed without his consent, I resolved to write to him upon the subject. 

The second letter was as follows, to which he returned no answer, and giving greater scope to his 

brutality, he feigned to be irritated to fury. 

                                   MONTMORENCY, 17th June, 1760. 

“I did not think, sir, I should ever have occasion to correspond with you. But learning the letter 

I wrote to you in 1756 had been printed at Berlin, I owe you an account of my conduct in that 

respect, and will fulfil this duty with truth and simplicity. 

“The letter having really been addressed to you was not intended to be printed. I 

communicated the contents of it, on certain conditions, to three persons, to whom the right of 

friendship did not permit me to refuse anything of the kind, and whom the same rights still less 

permitted to abuse my confidence by betraying their promise. These persons are Madam de 

Chenonceaux, daughter-in-law to Madam Dupin, the Comtesse d’Houdetot, and a German of the 

name of Grimm. Madam de Chenonceaux was desirous the letter should be printed, and asked 



my consent. I told her that depended upon yours. This was asked of you which you refused, and 

the matter dropped. 

“However, the Abbe Trublet, with whom I have not the least connection, has just written to 

me from a motive of the most polite attention that having received the papers of the journal of M. 

Formey, he found in them this same letter with an advertisement, dated on the 23d of October, 

1759, in which the editor states that he had a few weeks before found it in the shops of the 

booksellers of Berlin, and, as it is one of those loose sheets which shortly disappear, he thought 

proper to give it a place in his journal. 

“This, sir, is all I know of the matter. It is certain the letter had not until lately been heard of at 

Paris. It is also as certain that the copy, either in manuscript or print, fallen into the hands of M. 

de Formey, could never have reached them except by your means (which is not probable) or of 

those of one of the three persons I have mentioned. Finally, it is well known the two ladies are 

incapable of such a perfidy. I cannot, in my retirement learn more relative to the affair. You have 

a correspondence by means of which you may, if you think it worth the trouble, go back to the 

source and verify the fact. 

“In the same letter the Abbe Trublet informs me that he keeps the paper in reserve, and will 

not lend it without my consent, which most assuredly I will not give. But it is possible this copy 

may not be the only one in Paris. I wish, sir, the letter may not be printed there, and I will do all 

in my power to prevent this from happening; but if I cannot succeed, and that, timely perceiving 

it, I can have the preference, I will not then hesitate to have it immediately printed. This to me 

appears just and natural. 

“With respect to your answer to the same letter, it has not been communicated to anyone, and 

you may be assured it shall not be printed without your consent, which I certainly shall not be 

indiscreet enough to ask of you, well knowing that what one man writes to another is not written 

to the public. But should you choose to write one you wish to have published, and address it to 

me, I promise you faithfully to add to it my letter and not to make to it a single word of reply. 

“I love you not, sir; you have done me, your disciple and enthusiastic admirer; injuries which 

might have caused me the most exquisite pain. You have ruined Geneva, in return for the asylum 

it has afforded you; you have alienated from me my fellow-citizens, in return for eulogiums I 

made of you amongst them; it is you who render to me the residence of my own country 

insupportable; it is you who will oblige me to die in a foreign land, deprived of all the 

consolations usually administered to a dying person; and cause me, instead of receiving funeral 

rites, to be thrown to the dogs, whilst all the honors a man can expect will accompany you in my 

country. Finally I hate you because you have been desirous I should; but I hate you as a man 

more worthy of loving you had you chosen it. Of all the sentiments with which my heart was 

penetrated for you, admiration, which cannot be refused your fine genius, and a partiality to your 

writings, are those you have not effaced. If I can honor nothing in you except your talents, the 

fault is not mine. I shall never be wanting in the respect due to them, nor in that which this 

respect requires.” 

In the midst of these little literary cavillings, which still fortified my resolution, I received the 

greatest honor letters ever acquired me, and of which I was the most sensible, in the two visits 

the Prince of Conti deigned to make to me, one at the Little Castle and the other at Mont Louis. 

He chose the time for both of these when M. de Luxembourg was not at Montmorency, in order 

to render it more manifest that he came there solely on my account. I have never had a doubt of 

my owing the first condescensions of this prince to Madam de Luxembourg and Madam de 



Boufflers; but I am of opinion I owe to his own sentiments and to myself those with which he 

has since that time continually honored me. 

     [Remark the perseverance of this blind and stupid confidence in the 

     midst of all the treatment which should soonest have undeceived 

me. 

     It continued until my return to Paris in 1770.] 

My apartments at Mont Louis being small, and the situation of the alcove charming, I 

conducted the prince to it, where, to complete the condescension he was pleased to show me, he 

chose I should have the honor of playing with him a game of chess. I knew he beat the Chevalier 

de Lorenzy, who played better than I did. However, notwithstanding the signs and grimace of the 

chevalier and the spectators, which I feigned not to see, I won the two games we played: When 

they were ended, I said to him in a respectful but very grave manner: “My lord, I honor your 

serene highness too much not to beat you always at chess.” This great prince, who had real wit, 

sense, and knowledge, and so was worthy not to be treated with mean adulation, felt in fact, at 

least I think so, that I was the only person present who treated him like a man, and I have every 

reason to believe he was not displeased with me for it. 

Had this even been the case, I should not have reproached myself with having been unwilling 

to deceive him in anything, and I certainly cannot do it with having in my heart made an ill 

return for his goodness, but solely with having sometimes done it with an ill grace, whilst he 

himself accompanied with infinite gracefulness the manner in which he showed me the marks of 

it. A few days afterwards he ordered a hamper of game to be sent me, which I received as I 

ought. This in a little time was succeeded by another, and one of his gamekeepers wrote me, by 

order of his highness, that the game it contained had been shot by the prince himself. I received 

this second hamper, but I wrote to Madam de Boufflers that I would not receive a third. This 

letter was generally blamed, and deservedly so. Refusing to accept presents of game from a 

prince of the blood, who moreover sends it in so polite a manner, is less the delicacy of a 

haughty man, who wishes to preserve his independence, than the rusticity of a clown, who does 

not know himself. I have never read this letter in my collection without blushing and reproaching 

myself for having written it. But I have not undertaken my Confession with an intention of 

concealing my faults, and that of which I have just spoken is too shocking in my own eyes to 

suffer me to pass it over in silence. 

If I were not guilty of the offence of becoming his rival I was very near doing it; for Madam 

de Boufflers was still his mistress, and I knew nothing of the matter. She came rather frequently 

to see me with the Chevalier de Lorenzy. She was yet young and beautiful, affected to be 

whimsical, and my mind was always romantic, which was much of the same nature. I was near 

being laid hold of; I believe she perceived it; the chevalier saw it also, at least he spoke to me 

upon the subject, and in a manner not discouraging. But I was this time reasonable, and at the 

age of fifty it was time I should be so. Full of the doctrine I had just preached to graybeards in 

my letter to D’Alembert, I should have been ashamed of not profiting by it myself; besides, 

coming to the knowledge of that of which I had been ignorant, I must have been mad to have 

carried my pretensions so far as to expose myself to such an illustrious rivalry. Finally, ill cured 

perhaps of my passion for Madam de Houdetot, I felt nothing could replace it in my heart, and I 

bade adieu to love for the rest of my life. I have this moment just withstood the dangerous 

allurements of a young woman who had her views; and if she feigned to forget my twelve lustres 

I remember them. After having thus withdrawn myself from danger, I am no longer afraid of a 

fall, and I answer for myself for the rest of my days. 



Madam de Boufflers, perceiving the emotion she caused in me, might also observe I had 

triumphed over it. I am neither mad nor vain enough to believe I was at my age capable of 

inspiring her with the same feelings; but, from certain words which she let drop to Theresa, I 

thought I had inspired her with a curiosity; if this be the case, and that she has not forgiven me 

the disappointment she met with, it must be confessed I was born to be the victim of my 

weaknesses, since triumphant love was so prejudicial to me, and love triumphed over not less so. 

Here finishes the collection of letters which has served me as a guide in the last two books. 

My steps will in future be directed by memory only; but this is of such a nature, relative to the 

period to which I am now come, and the strong impression of objects has remained so perfectly 

upon my mind, that lost in the immense sea of my misfortunes, I cannot forget the detail of my 

first shipwreck, although the consequences present to me but a confused remembrance. I 

therefore shall be able to proceed in the succeeding book with sufficient confidence. If I go 

further it will be groping in the dark. 

 

 

 

 

  



BOOK XI. 

Although Eloisa, which for a long time had been in the press, did not yet, at the end of the year, 

1760, appear, the work already began to make a great noise. Madam de Luxembourg had spoken 

of it at court, and Madam de Houdetot at Paris. The latter had obtained from me permission for 

Saint Lambert to read the manuscript to the King of Poland, who had been delighted with it. 

Duclos, to whom I had also given the perusal of the work, had spoken of it at the academy. All 

Paris was impatient to see the novel; the booksellers of the Rue Saint Jacques, and that of the 

Palais Royal, were beset with people who came to inquire when it was to be published. It was at 

length brought out, and the success it had, answered, contrary to custom, to the impatience with 

which it had been expected. The dauphiness, who was one of the first who read it, spoke of it to 

M. de Luxembourg as a ravishing performance. The opinions of men of letters differed from 

each other, but in those of any other class approbation was general, especially with the women, 

who became so intoxicated with the book and the author, that there was not one in high life with 

whom I might not have succeeded had I undertaken to do it. Of this I have such proofs as I will 

not commit to paper, and which without the aid of experience, authorized my opinion. It is 

singular that the book should have succeeded better in France than in the rest of Europe, 

although the French, both men and women, are severely treated in it. Contrary to my expectation 

it was least successful in Switzerland, and most so in Paris. Do friendship, love and virtue reign 

in this capital more than elsewhere? Certainly not; but there reigns in it an exquisite sensibility 

which transports the heart to their image, and makes us cherish in others the pure, tender and 

virtuous sentiments we no longer possess. Corruption is everywhere the same; virtue and 

morality no longer exist in Europe; but if the least love of them still remains, it is in Paris that 

this will be found.—[I wrote this in 1769.] 

In the midst of so many prejudices and feigned passions, the real sentiments of nature are not 

to be distinguished from others, unless we well know to analyze the human heart. A very nice 

discrimination, not to be acquired except by the education of the world, is necessary to feel the 

finesses of the heart, if I dare use the expression, with which this work abounds. I do not hesitate 

to place the fourth part of it upon an equality with the Princess of Cleves; nor to assert that had 

these two works been read nowhere but in the provinces, their merit would never have been 

discovered. It must not, therefore, be considered as a matter of astonishment, that the greatest 

success of my work was at court. It abounds with lively but veiled touches of the pencil, which 

could not but give pleasure there, because the persons who frequent it are more accustomed than 

others to discover them. A distinction must, however, be made. The work is by no means proper 

for the species of men of wit who have nothing but cunning, who possess no other kind of 

discernment than that which penetrates evil, and see nothing where good only is to be found. If, 

for instance, Eloisa had been published in a certain country, I am convinced it would not have 

been read through by a single person, and the work would have been stifled in its birth. 

I have collected most of the letters written to me on the subject of this publication, and 

deposited them, tied up together, in the hands of Madam de Nadillac. Should this collection ever 

be given to the world, very singular things will be seen, and an opposition of opinion, which 

shows what it is to have to do with the public. The thing least kept in view, and which will ever 

distinguish it from every other work, is the simplicity of the subject and the continuation of the 

interest, which, confined to three persons, is kept up throughout six volumes, without episode, 

romantic adventure, or anything malicious either in the persons or actions. Diderot complimented 

Richardson on the prodigious variety of his portraits and the multiplicity of his persons. In fact, 



Richardson has the merit of having well characterized them all; but with respect to their number, 

he has that in common with the most insipid writers of novels who attempt to make up for the 

sterility of their ideas by multiplying persons and adventures. It is easy to awaken the attention 

by incessantly presenting unheard of adventures and new faces, which pass before the 

imagination as the figures in a magic lanthorn do before the eye; but to keep up that attention to 

the same objects, and without the aid of the wonderful, is certainly more difficult; and if, 

everything else being equal, the simplicity of the subject adds to the beauty of the work, the 

novels of Richardson, superior in so many other respects, cannot in this be compared to mine. I 

know it is already forgotten, and the cause of its being so; but it will be taken up again. All my 

fear was that, by an extreme simplicity, the narrative would be fatiguing, and that it was not 

sufficiently interesting to engage the attention throughout the whole. I was relieved from this 

apprehension by a circumstance which alone was more flattering to my pride than all the 

compliments made me upon the work. 

It appeared at the beginning of the carnival; a hawker carried it to the Princess of Talmont—[It 

was not the princess, but some other lady, whose name I do not know.]—on the evening of a ball 

night at the opera. After supper the Princess dressed herself for the ball, and until the hour of 

going there, took up the new novel. At midnight she ordered the horses to be put into the 

carriage, and continued to read. The servant returned to tell her the horses were put to; she made 

no answer. Her people perceiving she forgot herself, came to tell her it was two o’clock. “There 

is yet no hurry,” replied the princess, still reading on. Some time afterwards, her watch having 

stopped, she rang to know the hour. She was told it was four o’clock. “That being the case,” she 

said, “it is too late to go to the ball; let the horses be taken off.” She undressed herself and passed 

the rest of the night in reading. 

Ever since I came to the knowledge of this circumstance, I have had a constant desire to see 

the lady, not only to know from herself whether or not what I have related be exactly true, but 

because I have always thought it impossible to be interested in so lively a manner in the 

happiness of Julia, without having that sixth and moral sense with which so few hearts are 

endowed, and without which no person whatever can understand the sentiments of mine. 

What rendered the women so favorable to me was, their being persuaded that I had written my 

own history, and was myself the hero of the romance. This opinion was so firmly established, 

that Madam de Polignac wrote to Madam de Verdelin, begging she would prevail upon me to 

show her the portrait of Julia. Everybody thought it was impossible so strongly to express 

sentiments without having felt them, or thus to describe the transports of love, unless 

immediately from the feelings of the heart. This was true, and I certainly wrote the novel during 

the time my imagination was inflamed to ecstasy; but they who thought real objects necessary to 

this effect were deceived, and far from conceiving to what a degree I can at will produce it for 

imaginary beings. Without Madam d’Houdetot, and the recollection of a few circumstances in 

my youth, the amours I have felt and described would have been with fairy nymphs. I was 

unwilling either to confirm or destroy an error which was advantageous to me. The reader may 

see in the preface a dialogue, which I had printed separately, in what manner I left the public in 

suspense. Rigorous people say, I ought to have explicity declared the truth. For my part I see no 

reason for this, nor anything that could oblige me to it, and am of opinion there would have been 

more folly than candor in the declaration without necessity. 

Much about the same time the ‘Paix Perpetuelle’ made its appearance, of this I had the year 

before given the manuscript to a certain M. de Bastide, the author of a journal called Le Monde, 

into which he would at all events cram all my manuscripts. He was known to M. Duclos, and 



came in his name to beg I would help him to fill the Monde. He had heard speak of Eloisa, and 

would have me put this into his journal; he was also desirous of making the same use of Emilius; 

he would have asked me for the Social Contract for the same purpose, had he suspected it to be 

written. At length, fatigued with his importunities, I resolved upon letting him have the Paix 

Perpetuelle, which I gave him for twelve louis. Our agreement was, that he should print it in his 

journal; but as soon as he became the proprietor of the manuscript, he thought proper to print it 

separately, with a few retrenchments, which the censor required him to make. What would have 

happened had I joined to the work my opinion of it, which fortunately I did not communicate to 

M. de Bastide, nor was it comprehended in our agreement? This remains still in manuscript 

amongst my papers. If ever it be made public, the world will see how much the pleasantries and 

self-sufficient manner of M. de Voltaire on the subject must have made me, who was so well 

acquainted with the short-sightedness of this poor man in political matters, of which he took it 

into his head to speak, shake my sides with laughter. 

In the midst of my success with the women and the public, I felt I lost ground at the Hotel de 

Luxembourg, not with the marechal, whose goodness to me seemed daily to increase, but with 

his lady. Since I had had nothing more to read to her, the door of her apartment was not so 

frequently open to me, and during her stay at Montmorency, although I regularly presented 

myself, I seldom saw her except at table. My place even there was not distinctly marked out as 

usual. As she no longer offered me that by her side, and spoke to me but seldom, not having on 

my part much to say to her, I was well satisfied with another, where I was more at my ease, 

especially in the evening; for I mechanically contracted the habit of placing myself nearer and 

nearer to the marechal. 

Apropos of the evening: I recollect having said I did not sup at the castle, and this was true, at 

the beginning of my acquaintance there; but as M. de Luxembourg did not dine, nor even sit 

down to table, it happened that I was for several months, and already very familiar in the family, 

without ever having eaten with him. This he had the goodness to remark, upon which I 

determined to sup there from time to time, when the company was not numerous; I did so, and 

found the suppers very agreeable, as the dinners were taken almost standing; whereas the former 

were long, everybody remaining seated with pleasure after a long walk; and very good and 

agreeable, because M. de Luxembourg loved good eating, and the honors of them were done in a 

charming manner by madam de marechale. Without this explanation it would be difficult to 

understand the end of a letter from M. de Luxembourg, in which he says he recollects our walks 

with the greatest pleasure; especially, adds he, when in the evening we entered the court and did 

not find there the traces of carriages. The rake being every morning drawn over the gravel to 

efface the marks left by the coach wheels, I judged by the number of ruts of that of the persons 

who had arrived in the afternoon. 

This year, 1761, completed the heavy losses this good man had suffered since I had had the 

honor of being known to him. As if it had been ordained that the evils prepared for me by destiny 

should begin by the man to whom I was most attached, and who was the most worthy of esteem. 

The first year he lost his sister, the Duchess of Villeroy; the second, his daughter, the Princess of 

Robeck; the third, he lost in the Duke of Montmorency his only son; and in the Comte de 

Luxembourg, his grandson, the last two supporters of the branch of which he was, and of his 

name. He supported all these losses with apparent courage, but his heart incessantly bled in 

secret during the rest of his life, and his health was ever after upon the decline. The unexpected 

and tragical death of his son must have afflicted him the more, as it happened immediately after 

the king had granted him for his child, and given him the promise for his grandson, the reversion 



of the commission he himself then held of the captain of the Gardes de Corps. He had the 

mortification to see the last, a most promising young man, perish by degrees from the blind 

confidence of the mother in the physician, who giving the unhappy youth medicines for food, 

suffered him to die of inanition. Alas! had my advice been taken, the grandfather and the 

grandson would both still have been alive. What did not I say and write to the marechal, what 

remonstrances did I make to Madam de Montmorency, upon the more than severe regimen, 

which, upon the faith of physicians, she made her son observe! Madam de Luxembourg, who 

thought as I did, would not usurp the authority of the mother; M. de Luxembourg, a man of mild 

and easy character, did not like to contradict her. Madam de Montmorency had in Borden a 

confidence to which her son at length became a victim. How delighted was the poor creature 

when he could obtain permission to come to Mont Louis with Madam de Boufflers, to ask 

Theresa for some victuals for his famished stomach! How did I secretly deplore the miseries of 

greatness in seeing this only heir to a immense fortune, a great name, and so many dignified 

titles, devour with the greediness of a beggar a wretched morsel of bread! At length, 

notwithstanding all I could say and do, the physician triumphed, and the child died of hunger. 

The same confidence in quacks, which destroyed the grandson, hastened the dissolution of the 

grandfather, and to this he added the pusillanimity of wishing to dissimulate the infirmities of 

age. M. de Luxembourg had at intervals a pain in the great toe; he was seized with it at 

Montmorency, which deprived him of sleep, and brought on slight fever. I had courage enough 

to pronounce the word gout. Madam de Luxembourg gave me a reprimand. The surgeon, valet de 

chambre of the marechal, maintained it was not the gout, and dressed the suffering part with 

beaume tranquille. Unfortunately the pain subsided, and when it returned the same remedy was 

had recourse to. The constitution of the marechal was weakened, and his disorder increased, as 

did his remedies in the same proportion. Madam de Luxembourg, who at length perceived the 

primary disorder to be the gout, objected to the dangerous manner of treating it. Things were 

afterwards concealed from her, and M. de Luxembourg in a few years lost his life in 

consequence of his obstinate adherence to what he imagined to be a method of cure. But let me 

not anticipate misfortune: how many others have I to relate before I come to this! 

It is singular with what fatality everything I could say and do seemed of a nature to displease 

Madam de Luxembourg, even when I had it most at heart to preserve her friendship. The 

repeated afflictions which fell upon M. de Luxembourg still attached me to him the more, and 

consequently to Madam de Luxembourg; for they always seemed to me to be so sincerely united, 

that the sentiments in favor of the one necessarily extended to the other. The marechal grew old. 

His assiduity at court, the cares this brought on, continually hunting, fatigue, and especially that 

of the service during the quarter he was in waiting, required the vigor of a young man, and I did 

not perceive anything that could support his in that course of life; since, besides after his death, 

his dignities were to be dispersed and his name extinct, it was by no means necessary for him to 

continue a laborious life of which the principal object had been to dispose the prince favorably to 

his children. One day when we three were together, and he complained of the fatigues of the 

court, as a man who had been discouraged by his losses, I took the liberty to speak of retirement, 

and to give him the advice Cyneas gave to Pyrrhus. He sighed, and returned no positive answer. 

But the moment Madam de Luxembourg found me alone she reprimanded me severely for what I 

had said, at which she seemed to be alarmed. She made a remark of which I so strongly felt the 

justness that I determined never again to touch upon the subject: this was, that the long habit of 

living at court made that life necessary, that it was become a matter of amusement for M. de 

Luxembourg, and that the retirement I proposed to him would be less a relaxation from care than 



an exile, in which inactivity, weariness and melancholy would soon put an end to his existence. 

Although she must have perceived I was convinced, and ought to have relied upon the promise I 

made her, and which I faithfully kept, she still seemed to doubt of it; and I recollect that the 

conversations I afterwards had with the marechal were less frequent and almost always 

interrupted. 

Whilst my stupidity and awkwardness injured me in her opinion, persons whom she frequently 

saw and most loved, were far from being disposed to aid me in gaining what I had lost. The 

Abbe de Boufflers especially, a young man as lofty as it was possible for a man to be, never 

seemed well disposed towards me; and besides his being the only person of the society of 

Madam de Luxembourg who never showed me the least attention, I thought I perceived I lost 

something with her every time he came to the castle. It is true that without his wishing this to be 

the case, his presence alone was sufficient to produce the effect; so much did his graceful and 

elegant manner render still more dull my stupid propositi. During the first two years he seldom 

came to Montmorency, and by the indulgence of Madam de Luxembourg I had tolerably 

supported myself, but as soon as his visits began to be regular I was irretrievably lost. I wished to 

take refuge under his wing, and gain his friendship; but the same awkwardness which made it 

necessary I should please him prevented me from succeeding in the attempt I made to do it, and 

what I did with that intention entirely lost me with Madam de Luxembourg, without being of the 

least service to me with the abbe. With his understanding he might have succeeded in anything, 

but the impossibility of applying himself, and his turn for dissipation, prevented his acquiring a 

perfect knowledge of any subject. His talents are however various, and this is sufficient for the 

circles in which he wishes to distinguish himself. He writes light poetry and fashionable letters, 

strums on the cithern, and pretends to draw with crayon. He took it into his head to attempt the 

portrait of Madam de Luxembourg; the sketch he produced was horrid. She said it did not in the 

least resemble her and this was true. The traitorous abbe consulted me, and I like a fool and a 

liar, said there was a likeness. I wished to flatter the abbe, but I did not please the lady who noted 

down what I had said, and the abbe, having obtained what he wanted, laughed at me in his turn. I 

perceived by the ill success of this my late beginning the necessity of making another attempt to 

flatter ‘invita Minerva’. 

My talent was that of telling men useful but severe truths with energy and courage; to this it 

was necessary to confine myself. Not only I was not born to flatter, but I knew not how to 

commend. The awkwardness of the manner in which I have sometimes bestowed eulogium has 

done me more harm than the severity of my censure. Of this I have to adduce one terrible 

instance, the consequences of which have not only fixed my fate for the rest of my life, but will 

perhaps decide on my reputation throughout all posterity. 

During the residence of M. de Luxembourg at Montmorency, M. de Choiseul sometimes came 

to supper at the castle. He arrived there one day after I had left it. My name was mentioned, and 

M. de Luxembourg related to him what had happened at Venice between me and M. de 

Montaigu. M. de Choiseul said it was a pity I had quitted that track, and that if I chose to enter it 

again he would most willingly give me employment. M. de Luxembourg told me what had 

passed. Of this I was the more sensible as I was not accustomed to be spoiled by ministers, and 

had I been in a better state of health it is not certain that I should not have been guilty of a new 

folly. Ambition never had power over my mind except during the short intervals in which every 

other passion left me at liberty; but one of these intervals would have been sufficient to 

determine me. This good intention of M. de Choiseul gained him my attachment and increased 

the esteem which, in consequence of some operations in his administration, I had conceived for 



his talents; and the family compact in particular had appeared to me to evince a statesman of the 

first order. He moreover gained ground in my estimation by the little respect I entertained for his 

predecessors, not even excepting Madam de Pompadour, whom I considered as a species of 

prime minister, and when it was reported that one of these two would expel the other, I thought I 

offered up prayers for the honor of France when I wished that M. de Choiseul might triumph. I 

had always felt an antipathy to Madam de Pompadour, even before her preferment; I had seen 

her with Madam de la Popliniere when her name was still Madam d’Etioles. I was afterwards 

dissatisfied with her silence on the subject of Diderot, and with her proceedings relative to 

myself, as well on the subject of the ‘Muses Galantes’, as on that of the ‘Devin du Village’, 

which had not in any manner produced me advantages proportioned to its success; and on all 

occasions I had found her but little disposed to serve me. This however did not prevent the 

Chevalier de Lorenzy from proposing to me to write something in praise of that lady, insinuating 

that I might acquire some advantage by it. The proposition excited my indignation, the more as I 

perceived it did not come from himself, knowing that, passive as he was, he thought and acted 

according to the impulsion he received. I am so little accustomed to constraint that it was 

impossible for me to conceal from him my disdain, nor from anybody the moderate opinion I had 

of the favorite; this I am sure she knew, and thus my own interest was added to my natural 

inclination in the wishes I formed for M. de Choiseul. Having a great esteem for his talents, 

which was all I knew of him, full of gratitude for his kind intentions, and moreover unacquainted 

in my retirement with his taste and manner of living, I already considered him as the avenger of 

the public and myself; and being at that time writing the conclusion of my Social Contract, I 

stated in it, in a single passage, what I thought of preceding ministers, and of him by whom they 

began to be eclipsed. On this occasion I acted contrary to my most constant maxim; and besides, 

I did not recollect that, in bestowing praise and strongly censuring in the same article, without 

naming the persons, the language must be so appropriated to those to whom it is applicable, that 

the most ticklish pride cannot find in it the least thing equivocal. I was in this respect in such an 

imprudent security, that I never once thought it was possible any one should make a false 

application. It will soon appear whether or not I was right. 

One of my misfortunes was always to be connected with some female author. This I thought I 

might avoid amongst the great. I was deceived; it still pursued me. Madam de Luxembourg was 

not, however; at least that I know of, attacked with the mania of writing; but Madam de 

Boufflers was. She wrote a tragedy in prose, which, in the first place, was read, handed about, 

and highly spoken of in the society of the Prince Conti, and upon which, not satisfied with the 

encomiums she received, she would absolutely consult me for the purpose of having mine. This 

she obtained, but with that moderation which the work deserved. She besides had with it the 

information I thought it my duty to give her, that her piece, entitled ‘L’Esclave Genereux’, 

greatly resembled the English tragedy of ‘Oroonoko’, but little known in France, although 

translated into the French language. Madam de Bouffiers thanked me for the remark, but, 

however, assured me there was not the least resemblance between her piece and the other. I 

never spoke of the plagiarisms except to herself, and I did it to discharge a duty she had imposed 

on me; but this has not since prevented me from frequently recollecting the consequences of the 

sincerity of Gil Blas to the preaching archbishop. 

Besides the Abbe de Bouffiers, by whom I was not beloved, and Madam de Bouffiers, in 

whose opinion I was guilty of that which neither women nor authors ever pardon, the other 

friends of Madam de Luxembourg never seemed much disposed to become mine, particularly the 

President Henault, who, enrolled amongst authors, was not exempt from their weaknesses; also 



Madam du Deffand, and Mademoiselle de Lespinasse, both intimate with Voltaire and the 

friends of D’Alembert, with whom the latter at length lived, however upon an honorable footing, 

for it cannot be understood I mean otherwise. I first began to interest myself for Madam du 

Deffand, whom the loss of her eyes made an object of commiseration in mine; but her manner of 

living so contrary to my own, that her hour of going to bed was almost mine for rising; her 

unbounded passion for low wit, the importance she gave to every kind of printed trash, either 

complimentary or abusive, the despotism and transports of her oracles, her excessive admiration 

or dislike of everything, which did not permit her to speak upon any subject without convulsions, 

her inconceivable prejudices, invincible obstinacy, and the enthusiasm of folly to which this 

carried her in her passionate judgments; all disgusted me and diminished the attention I wished 

to pay her. I neglected her and she perceived it; this was enough to set her in a rage, and, 

although I was sufficiently aware how much a woman of her character was to be feared, I 

preferred exposing myself to the scourge of her hatred rather than to that of her friendship. 

My having so few friends in the society of Madam de Luxembourg would not have been in the 

least dangerous had I had no enemies in the family. Of these I had but one, who, in my then 

situation, was as powerful as a hundred. It certainly was not M. de Villeroy, her brother; for he 

not only came to see me, but had several times invited me to Villeroy; and as I had answered to 

the invitation with all possible politeness and respect, he had taken my vague manner of doing it 

as a consent, and arranged with Madam de Luxembourg a journey of a fortnight, in which it was 

proposed to me to make one of the party. As the cares my health then required did not permit me 

to go from home without risk, I prayed Madam de Luxembourg to have the goodness to make 

my apologies. Her answer proves this was done with all possible ease, and M. de Villeroy still 

continued to show me his usual marks of goodness. His nephew and heir, the young Marquis of 

Villeroy, had not for me the same benevolence, nor had I for him the respect I had for his uncle. 

His harebrained manner rendered him insupportable to me, and my coldness drew upon me his 

aversion. He insultingly attacked me one evening at table, and I had the worst of it because I am 

a fool, without presence of mind; and because anger, instead of rendering my wit more poignant, 

deprives me of the little I have. I had a dog which had been given me when he was quite young, 

soon after my arrival at the Hermitage, and which I had called Duke. This dog, not handsome, 

but rare of his kind, of which I had made my companion and friend, a title which he certainly 

merited much more than most of the persons by whom it was taken, became in great request at 

the castle of Montmorency for his good nature and fondness, and the attachment we had for each 

other; but from a foolish pusillanimity I had changed his name to Turk, as if there were not many 

dogs called Marquis, without giving the least offence to any marquis whatsoever. The Marquis of 

Villeroy, who knew of the change of name, attacked me in such a manner that I was obliged 

openly at table to relate what I had done. Whatever there might be offensive in the name of duke, 

it was not in my having given but in my having taken it away. The worst of it all was, there were 

many dukes present, amongst others M. de Luxembourg and his son; and the Marquis de 

Villeroy, who was one day to have, and now has the title, enjoyed in the most cruel manner the 

embarrassment into which he had thrown me. I was told the next day his aunt had severely 

reprimanded him, and it may be judged whether or not, supposing her to have been serious, this 

put me upon better terms with him. 

To enable me to support his enmity I had no person, neither at the Hotel de Luxembourg nor at 

the Temple, except the Chevalier de Lorenzy, who professed himself my friend; but he was more 

that of D’Alembert, under whose protection he passed with women for a great geometrician. He 

was moreover the cicisbeo, or rather the complaisant chevalier of the Countess of Boufflers, a 



great friend also to D’Alembert, and the Chevalier de Lorenzy was the most passive instrument 

in her hands. Thus, far from having in that circle any counter-balance to my inaptitude, to keep 

me in the good graces of Madam de Luxembourg, everybody who approached her seemed to 

concur in injuring me in her good opinion. Yet, besides Emilius, with which she charged herself, 

she gave me at the same time another mark of her benevolence, which made me imagine that, 

although wearied with my conversation, she would still preserve for me the friendship she had so 

many times promised me for life. 

As soon as I thought I could depend upon this, I began to ease my heart, by confessing to her 

all my faults, having made it an inviolable maxim to show myself to my friends such as I really 

was, neither better nor worse. I had declared to her my connection with Theresa, and everything 

that had resulted from it, without concealing the manner in which I had disposed of my children. 

She had received my confessions favorably, and even too much so, since she spared me the 

censures I so much merited; and what made the greatest impression upon me was her goodness 

to Theresa, making her presents, sending for her, and begging her to come and see her, receiving 

her with caresses, and often embracing her in public. This poor girl was in transports of joy and 

gratitude, of which I certainly partook; the friendship Madam de Luxembourg showed me in her 

condescensions to Theresa affected me much more than if they had been made immediately to 

myself. 

Things remained in this state for a considerable time; but at length Madam de Luxembourg 

carried her goodness so far as to have a desire to take one of my children from the hospital. She 

knew I had put a cipher into the swaddling clothes of the eldest; she asked me for the counterpart 

of the cipher, and I gave it to her. In this research she employed La Roche, her valet de chambre 

and confidential servant, who made vain inquiries, although after only about twelve or fourteen 

years, had the registers of the foundling hospital been in order, or the search properly made, the 

original cipher ought to have been found. However this may be, I was less sorry for his want of 

success than I should have been had I from time to time continued to see the child from its birth 

until that moment. If by the aid of the indications given, another child had been presented as my 

own, the doubt of its being so in fact, and the fear of having one thus substituted for it, would 

have contracted my affections, and I should not have tasted of the charm of the real sentiment of 

nature. This during infancy stands in need of being supported by habit. The long absence of a 

child whom the father has seen but for an instant, weakens, and at length annihilates paternal 

sentiment, and parents will never love a child sent to nurse, like that which is brought up under 

their eyes. This reflection may extenuate my faults in their effects, but it must aggravate them in 

their source. 

It may not perhaps be useless to remark that by the means of Theresa, the same La Roche 

became acquainted with Madam le Vasseur, whom Grimm still kept at Deuil, near La Chevrette, 

and not far from Montmorency. 

After my departure it was by means of La Roche that I continued to send this woman the 

money I had constantly sent her at stated times, and I am of opinion he often carried her presents 

from Madam de Luxembourg; therefore she certainly was not to be pitied, although she 

constantly complained. With respect to Grimm, as I am not fond of speaking of persons whom I 

ought to hate, I never mentioned his name to Madam de Luxembourg, except when I could not 

avoid it; but she frequently made him the subject of conversation, without telling me what she 

thought of the man, or letting me discover whether or not he was of her acquaintance. Reserve 

with people I love and who are open with me being contrary to my nature, especially in things 



relating to themselves, I have since that time frequently thought of that of Madam de 

Luxembourg; but never, except when other events rendered the recollection natural. 

Having waited a long time without hearing speak of Emilius, after I had given it to Madam de 

Luxembourg, I at last heard the agreement was made at Paris, with the bookseller Duchesne, and 

by him with Neaulme, of Amsterdam. Madam de Luxembourg sent me the original and the 

duplicate of my agreement with Duchesne, that I might sign them. I discovered the writing to be 

by the same hand as that of the letters of M. de Malesherbes, which he himself did not write. The 

certainty that my agreement was made by the consent, and under the eye of that magistrate, made 

me sign without hesitation. Duchesne gave me for the manuscript six thousand livres (two 

hundred and fifty pounds), half in specie, and one or two hundred copies. After having signed the 

two parts, I sent them both to Madam de Luxembourg, according to her desire; she gave one to 

Duchesne, and instead of returning the other kept it herself, so that I never saw it afterwards. 

My acquaintance with M. and Madam de Luxembourg, though it diverted me a little from my 

plan of retirement, did not make me entirely renounce it. Even at the time I was most in favor 

with Madam de Luxembourg, I always felt that nothing but my sincere attachment to the 

marechal and herself could render to me supportable the people with whom they were connected, 

and all the difficulty I had was in conciliating this attachment with a manner of life more 

agreeable to my inclination, and less contrary to my health, which constraint and late suppers 

continually deranged, notwithstanding all the care taken to prevent it; for in this, as in everything 

else, attention was carried as far as possible; thus, for instance, every evening after supper the 

marechal, who went early to bed, never failed, notwithstanding everything that could be said to 

the contrary, to make me withdraw at the same time. It was not until some little time before my 

catastrophe that, for what reason I know not, he ceased to pay me that attention. Before I 

perceived the coolness of Madam de Luxembourg, I was desirous, that I might not expose myself 

to it, to execute my old project; but not having the means to that effect, I was obliged to wait for 

the conclusion of the agreement for ‘Emilius’, and in the time I finished the ‘Social Contract’, 

and sent it to Rey, fixing the price of the manuscript at a thousand livres (forty-one pounds), 

which he paid me. 

I ought not perhaps to omit a trifling circumstance relative to this manuscript. I gave it, well 

sealed up, to Du Voisin, a minister in the pays de Vaud and chaplain at the Hotel de Hollande, 

who sometimes came to see me, and took upon himself to send the packet to Rey, with whom he 

was connected. The manuscript, written in a small letter, was but very trifling, and did not fill his 

pocket. Yet, in passing the barriere, the packet fell, I know not by what means, into the hands of 

the Commis, who opened and examined it, and afterwards returned it to him, when he had 

reclaimed it in the name of the ambassador. This gave him an opportunity of reading it himself, 

which he ingeniously wrote me he had done, speaking highly of the work, without suffering a 

word of criticism or censure to escape him; undoubtedly reserving to himself to become the 

avenger of Christianity as soon as the work should appear. He resealed the packet and sent it to 

Rey. Such is the substance of his narrative in the letter in which he gave an account of the affair, 

and is all I ever knew of the matter. 

Besides these two books and my dictionary of music, at which I still did something as 

opportunity offered, I had other works of less importance ready to make their appearance, and 

which I proposed to publish either separately or in my general collection, should I ever undertake 

it. The principal of these works, most of which are still in manuscript in the hands of De Peyrou, 

was an essay on the origin of Languages, which I had read to M. de Malesherbes and the 

Chevalier de Lorenzy, who spoke favorably of it. I expected all the productions together would 



produce me a net capital of from eight to ten thousand livres (three to four hundred pounds), 

which I intended to sink in annuities for my life and that of Theresa; after which, our design, as I 

have already mentioned, was to go and live together in the midst of some province, without 

further troubling the public about me, or myself with any other project than that of peacefully 

ending my days and still continuing to do in my neighborhood all the good in my power, and to 

write at leisure the memoirs which I intended. 

Such was my intention, and the execution of it was facilitated by an act of generosity in Rey, 

upon which I cannot be silent. This bookseller, of whom so many unfavorable things were told 

me in Paris, is, notwithstanding, the only one with whom I have always had reason to be 

satisfied. It is true, we frequently disagreed as to the execution of my works. He was heedless 

and I was choleric; but in matters of interest which related to them, although I never made with 

him an agreement in form, I always found in him great exactness and probity. He is also the only 

person of his profession who frankly confessed to me he gained largely by my means; and he 

frequently, when he offered me a part of his fortune, told me I was the author of it all. Not 

finding the means of exercising his gratitude immediately upon myself, he wished at least to give 

me proofs of it in the person of my governante, upon whom he settled an annuity of three 

hundred livres (twelve pounds), expressing in the deed that it was an acknowledgment for the 

advantages I had procured him. This he did between himself and me, without ostentation, 

pretension, or noise, and had not I spoken of it to anybody, not a single person would ever have 

known anything of the matter. I was so pleased with this action that I became attached to Rey, 

and conceived for him a real friendship. Sometime afterwards he desired I would become 

godfather to one of his children; I consented, and a part of my regret in the situation to which I 

am reduced, is my being deprived of the means of rendering in future my attachment of my 

goddaughter useful to her and her parents. Why am I, who am so sensible of the modest 

generosity of this bookseller, so little so of the noisy eagerness of many persons of the highest 

rank, who pompously fill the world with accounts of the services they say they wished to render 

me, but the good effects of which I never felt? Is it their fault or mine? Are they nothing more 

than vain; is my insensibility purely ingratitude? Intelligent reader, weigh and determine; for my 

part I say no more. 

This pension was a great resource to Theresa and considerable alleviation to me, although I 

was far from receiving from it a direct advantage, any more than from the presents that were 

made her. 

She herself has always disposed of everything. When I kept her money I gave her a faithful 

account of it, without ever applying any part of the deposit to our common expenses, not even 

when she was richer than myself. “What is mine is ours,” said I to her; “and what is thine is 

thine.” I never departed from this maxim. They who have had the baseness to accuse me of 

receiving by her hands that which I refused to take with mine, undoubtedly judged of my heart 

by their own, and knew but little of me. I would willingly eat with her the bread she should have 

earned, but not that she should have had given her. For a proof of this I appeal to herself, both 

now and hereafter, when, according to the course of nature, she shall have survived me. 

Unfortunately, she understands but little of economy in any respect, and is, besides, careless and 

extravagant, not from vanity nor gluttony, but solely from negligence. No creature is perfect here 

below, and since the excellent qualities must be accompanied with some defects; I prefer these to 

vices; although her defects are more prejudicial to us both. The efforts I have made, as formerly I 

did for mamma, to accumulate something in advance which might some day be to her a never-

failing resource, are not to be conceived; but my cares were always ineffectual. 



Neither of these women ever called themselves to an account, and, notwithstanding all my 

efforts, everything I acquired was dissipated as fast as it came. Notwithstanding the great 

simplicity of Theresa’s dress, the pension from Rey has never been sufficient to buy her clothes, 

and I have every year been under the necessity of adding something to it for that purpose. We are 

neither of us born to be rich, and this I certainly do not reckon amongst our misfortunes. 

The ‘Social Contract’ was soon printed. This was not the case with ‘Emilius’, for the 

publication of which I waited to go into the retirement I meditated. Duchesne, from time to time, 

sent me specimens of impression to choose from; when I had made my choice, instead of 

beginning he sent me others. When, at length, we were fully determined on the size and letter, 

and several sheets were already printed off, on some trifling alteration I made in a proof, he 

began the whole again; and at the end of six months we were in less forwardness than on the first 

day. During all these experiments I clearly perceived the work was printing in France as well as 

in Holland, and that two editions of it were preparing at the same time. What could I do? The 

manuscript was no longer mine. Far from having anything to do with the edition in France, I was 

always against it; but since, at length, this was preparing in spite of all opposition, and was to 

serve as a model to the other, it was necessary I should cast my eyes over it and examine the 

proofs, that my work might not be mutilated. It was, besides, printed so much by the consent of 

the magistrate, that it was he who, in some measure, directed the undertaking; he likewise wrote 

to me frequently, and once came to see me and converse on the subject upon an occasion of 

which I am going to speak. 

Whilst Duchesne crept like a snail, Neaulme, whom he withheld, scarcely moved at all. The 

sheets were not regularly sent him as they were printed. He thought there was some trick in the 

manoeuvre of Duchesne, that is, of Guy who acted for him; and perceiving the terms of the 

agreement to be departed from, he wrote me letter after letter full of complaints, and it was less 

possible for me to remove the subject of them than that of those I myself had to make. His friend 

Guerin, who at that time came frequently to see my house, never ceased speaking to me about 

the work, but always with the greatest reserve. He knew and he did not know that it was printing 

in France, and that the magistrate had a hand in it. In expressing his concern for my 

embarrassment, he seemed to accuse me of imprudence without ever saying in what this 

consisted; he incessantly equivocated, and seemed to speak for no other purpose than to hear 

what I had to say. I thought myself so secure that I laughed at his mystery and circumspection as 

at a habit he had contracted with ministers and magistrates whose offices he much frequented. 

Certain of having conformed to every rule with the work, and strongly persuaded that I had not 

only the consent and protection of the magistrate, but that the book merited and had obtained the 

favor of the minister, I congratulated myself upon my courage in doing good, and laughed at my 

pusillanimous friends who seemed uneasy on my account. Duclos was one of these, and I 

confess my confidence in his understanding and uprightness might have alarmed me, had I had 

less in the utility of the work and in the probity of those by whom it was patronized. He came 

from the house of M. Baille to see me whilst ‘Emilius’ was in the press; he spoke to me 

concerning it; I read to him the ‘Profession of Faith of the Savoyard Vicar’, to which he listened 

attentively and, as it seemed to me with pleasure. When I had finished he said: “What! citizen, 

this is a part of a work now printing in Paris?”—“Yes,” answered I, and it ought to be printed at 

the Louvre by order of the king.”—I confess it,” replied he; “but pray do not mention to anybody 

your having read to me this fragment.” 



This striking manner of expressing himself surprised without alarming me. I knew Duclos was 

intimate with M. de Malesherbes, and I could not conceive how it was possible he should think 

so differently from him upon the same subject. 

I had lived at Montmorency for the last four years without ever having had there one day of 

good health. Although the air is excellent, the water is bad, and this may possibly be one of the 

causes which contributed to increase my habitual complaints. Towards the end of the autumn of 

1767, I fell quite ill, and passed the whole winter in suffering almost without intermission. The 

physical ill, augmented by a thousand inquietudes, rendered these terrible. For some time past 

my mind had been disturbed by melancholy forebodings without my knowing to what these 

directly tended. I received anonymous letters of an extraordinary nature, and others, that were 

signed, much of the same import. I received one from a counsellor of the parliament of Paris, 

who, dissatisfied with the present constitution of things, and foreseeing nothing but disagreeable 

events, consulted me upon the choice of an asylum at Geneva or in Switzerland, to retire to with 

his family. Another was brought me from M. de ——-, ‘president a mortier’ of the parliament of 

——-, who proposed to me to draw up for this Parliament, which was then at variance with the 

court, memoirs and remonstrances, and offering to furnish me with all the documents and 

materials necessary for that purpose. 

When I suffer I am subject to ill humor. This was the case when I received these letters, and 

my answers to them, in which I flatly refused everything that was asked of me, bore strong 

marks of the effect they had had upon my mind. I do not however reproach myself with this 

refusal, as the letters might be so many snares laid by my enemies, and what was required of me 

was contrary to the principles from which I was less willing than ever to swerve. But having it 

within my power to refuse with politeness I did it with rudeness, and in this consists my error. 

     [I knew, for instance, the President de ——- to be connected with 

     the Encyclopedists and the Holbachiens.] 

The two letters of which I have just spoken will be found amongst my papers. The letter from 

the chancellor did not absolutely surprise me, because I agreed with him in opinion, and with 

many others, that the declining constitution of France threatened an approaching destruction. The 

disasters of an unsuccessful war, all of which proceeded from a fault in the government; the 

incredible confusion in the finances; the perpetual drawings upon the treasury by the 

administration, which was then divided between two or three ministers, amongst whom reigned 

nothing but discord, and who, to counteract the operations of each other, let the kingdom go to 

ruin; the discontent of the people, and of every other rank of subjects; the obstinacy of a woman 

who, constantly sacrificing her judgment, if she indeed possessed any, to her inclinations, kept 

from public employment persons capable of discharging the duties of them, to place in them such 

as pleased her best; everything occurred in justifying the foresight of the counsellor, that of the 

public, and my own. This, made me several times consider whether or not I myself should seek 

an asylum out of the kingdom before it was torn by the dissensions by which it seemed to be 

threatened; but relieved from my fears by my insignificance, and the peacefulness of my 

disposition, I thought that in the state of solitude in which I was determined to live, no public 

commotion could reach me. I was sorry only that, in this state of things, M. de Luxembourg 

should accept commissions which tended to injure him in the opinion of the persons of the place 

of which he was governor. I could have wished he had prepared himself a retreat there, in case 

the great machine had fallen in pieces, which seemed much to be apprehended; and still appears 

to me beyond a doubt, that if the reins of government had not fallen into a single hand, the 

French monarchy would now be at the last gasp. 



Whilst my situation became worse the printing of ‘Emilius’ went on more slowly, and was at 

length suspended without my being able to learn the reason why; Guy did not deign to answer 

my letter of inquiry, and I could obtain no information from any person of what was going 

forward, M. de Malesherbes being then in the country. A misfortune never makes me uneasy 

provided I know in what it consists; but it is my nature to be afraid of darkness, I tremble at the 

appearance of it; mystery always gives me inquietude, it is too opposite to my natural 

disposition, in which there is an openness bordering on imprudence. The sight of the most 

hideous monster would, I am of opinion, alarm me but little; but if by night I were to see a figure 

in a white sheet I should be afraid of it. My imagination, wrought upon by this long silence, was 

now employed in creating phantoms. I tormented myself the more in endeavoring to discover the 

impediment to the printing of my last and best production, as I had the publication of it much at 

heart; and as I always carried everything to an extreme, I imagined that I perceived in the 

suspension the suppression of the work. Yet, being unable to discover either the cause or manner 

of it, I remained in the most cruel state of suspense. I wrote letter after letter to Guy, to M. de 

Malesherbes and to Madam de Luxembourg, and not receiving answers, at least when I expected 

them, my head became so affected that I was not far from a delirium. I unfortunately heard that 

Father Griffet, a Jesuit, had spoken of ‘Emilius’ and repeated from it some passages. My 

imagination instantly unveiled to me the mystery of iniquity; I saw the whole progress of it as 

clearly as if it had been revealed to me. I figured to myself that the Jesuits, furious on account of 

the contemptuous manner in which I had spoken of colleges, were in possession of my work; that 

it was they who had delayed the publication; that, informed by their friend Guerin of my 

situation, and foreseeing my approaching dissolution, of which I myself had no manner of doubt, 

they wished to delay the appearance of the work until after that event, with an intention to curtail 

and mutilate it, and in favor of their own views, to attribute to me sentiments not my own. The 

number of facts and circumstances which occurred to my mind, in confirmation of this silly 

proposition, and gave it an appearance of truth supported by evidence and demonstration, is 

astonishing. I knew Guerin to be entirely in the interest of the Jesuits. I attributed to them all the 

friendly advances he had made me; I was persuaded he had, by their entreaties, pressed me to 

engage with Neaulme, who had given them the first sheets of my work; that they had afterwards 

found means to stop the printing of it by Duchesne, and perhaps to get possession of the 

manuscript to make such alterations in it as they should think proper, that after my death they 

might publish it disguised in their own manner. I had always perceived, notwithstanding the 

wheedling of Father Berthier, that the Jesuits did not like me, not only as an Encyclopedist, but 

because all my principles were more in opposition to their maxims and influence than the 

incredulity of my colleagues, since atheistical and devout fanaticism, approaching each other by 

their common enmity to toleration, may become united; a proof of which is seen in China, and in 

the cabal against myself; whereas religion, both reasonable and moral, taking away all power 

over the conscience, deprives those who assume that power of every resource. I knew the 

chancellor was a great friend to the Jesuits, and I had my fears less the son, intimidated by the 

father, should find himself under the necessity of abandoning the work he had protected. I 

besides imagined that I perceived this to be the case in the chicanery employed against me 

relative to the first two volumes, in which alterations were required for reasons of which I could 

not feel the force; whilst the other two volumes were known to contain things of such a nature as, 

had the censor objected to them in the manner he did to the passages he thought exceptionable in 

the others, would have required their being entirely written over again. I also understood, and M. 

de Malesherbes himself told me of it, that the Abbe de Grave, whom he had charged with the 



inspection of this edition, was another partisan of the Jesuits. I saw nothing but Jesuits, without 

considering that, upon the point of being suppressed, and wholly taken up in making their 

defence, they had something which interested them much more than the cavillings relative to a 

work in which they were not in question. I am wrong, however, in saying this did not occur to 

me; for I really thought of it, and M. de Malesherbes took care to make the observation to me the 

moment he heard of my extravagant suspicions. But by another of those absurdities of a man, 

who, from the bosom of obscurity, will absolutely judge of the secret of great affairs, with which 

he is totally unacquainted. I never could bring myself to believe the Jesuits were in danger, and I 

considered the rumor of their suppression as an artful manoeuvre of their own to deceive their 

adversaries. Their past successes, which had been uninterrupted, gave me so terrible an idea of 

the power, that I already was grieved at the overthrow of the parliament. I knew M. de Choiseul 

had prosecuted his studies under the Jesuits, that Madam de Pompadour was not upon bad terms 

with them, and that their league with favorites and ministers had constantly appeared 

advantageous to their order against their common enemies. The court seemed to remain neutral, 

and persuaded as I was that should the society receive a severe check it would not come from the 

parliament, I saw in the inaction of government the ground of their confidence and the omen of 

their triumph. In fine, perceiving in the rumors of the day nothing more than art and 

dissimulation on their part, and thinking they, in their state of security, had time to watch over all 

their interests, I had had not the least doubt of their shortly crushing Jansenism, the parliament 

and the Encyclopedists, with every other association which should not submit to their yoke; and 

that if they ever suffered my work to appear, this would not happen until it should be so 

transformed as to favor their pretensions, and thus make use of my name the better to deceive my 

readers. 

I felt my health and strength decline; and such was the horror with which my mind was filled, 

at the idea of dishonor to my memory in the work most worthy of myself, that I am surprised so 

many extravagant ideas did not occasion a speedy end to my existence. I never was so much 

afraid of death as at this time, and had I died with the apprehensions I then had upon my mind, I 

should have died in despair. At present, although I perceive no obstacle to the execution of the 

blackest and most dreadful conspiracy ever formed against the memory of a man, I shall die 

much more in peace, certain of leaving in my writings a testimony in my favor, and one which, 

sooner or later, will triumph over the calumnies of mankind. 

M. de Malesherbes, who discovered the agitation of my mind, and to whom I acknowledged it, 

used such endeavors to restore me to tranquility as proved his excessive goodness of heart. 

Madam de Luxembourg aided him in his good work, and several times went to Duchesne to 

know in what state the edition was. At length the impression was again begun, and the progress 

of it became more rapid than ever, without my knowing for what reason it had been suspended. 

M. de Malesherbes took the trouble to come to Montmorency to calm my mind; in this he 

succeeded, and the full confidence I had in his uprightness having overcome the derangement of 

my poor head, gave efficacy to the endeavors he made to restore it. After what he had seen of my 

anguish and delirium, it was natural he should think I was to be pitied; and he really 

commiserated my situation. The expressions, incessantly repeated, of the philosophical cabal by 

which he was surrounded, occurred to his memory. When I went to live at the Hermitage, they, 

as I have already remarked, said I should not remain there long. When they saw I persevered, 

they charged me with obstinacy and pride, proceeding from a want of courage to retract, and 

insisted that my life was there a burden to me; in short, that I was very wretched. M. de 

Malesherbes believed this really to be the case, and wrote to me upon the subject. This error in a 



man for whom I had so much esteem gave me some pain, and I wrote to him four letters 

successively, in which I stated the real motives of my conduct, and made him fully acquainted 

with my taste, inclination and character, and with the most interior sentiments of my heart. These 

letters, written hastily, almost without taking pen from paper, and which I neither copied, 

corrected, nor even read, are perhaps the only things I ever wrote with facility, which, in the 

midst of my sufferings, was, I think, astonishing. I sighed, as I felt myself declining, at the 

thought of leaving in the midst of honest men an opinion of me so far from truth; and by the 

sketch hastily given in my four letters, I endeavored, in some measure, to substitute them to the 

memoirs I had proposed to write. They are expressive of my grief to M. de Malesherbes, who 

showed them in Paris, and are, besides, a kind of summary of what I here give in detail, and, on 

this account, merit preservation. The copy I begged of them some years afterwards will be found 

amongst my papers. 

The only thing which continued to give me pain, in the idea of my approaching dissolution, 

was my not having a man of letters for a friend, to whom I could confide my papers, that after 

my death he might take a proper choice of such as were worthy of publication. 

After my journey to Geneva, I conceived a friendship for Moultou; this young man pleased 

me, and I could have wished him to receive my last breath. I expressed to him this desire, and am 

of opinion he would readily have complied with it, had not his affairs prevented him from so 

doing. Deprived of this consolation, I still wished to give him a mark of my confidence by 

sending him the ‘Profession of Faith of the Savoyard Vicar’ before it was published. He was 

pleased with the work, but did not in his answer seem so fully to expect from it the effect of 

which I had but little doubt. He wished to receive from me some fragment which I had not given 

to anybody else. I sent him the funeral oration of the late Duke of Orleans; this I had written for 

the Abbe Darty, who had not pronounced it, because, contrary to his expectation, another person 

was appointed to perform that ceremony. 

The printing of Emilius, after having been again taken in hand, was continued and completed 

without much difficulty; and I remarked this singularity, that after the curtailings so much 

insisted upon in the first two volumes, the last two were passed over without an objection, and 

their contents did not delay the publication for a moment. I had, however, some uneasiness 

which I must not pass over in silence. After having been afraid of the Jesuits, I begun to fear the 

Jansenists and philosophers. An enemy to party, faction and cabal, I never heard the least good 

of parties concerned in them. The gossips had quitted their old abode and taken up their 

residence by the side of me, so that in their chamber, everything said in mine, and upon the 

terrace, was distinctly heard; and from their garden it would have been easy to scale the low wall 

by which it was separated from my alcove. This was become my study; my table was covered 

with proofsheets of Emilius and the Social Contract and stitching these sheets as they were sent 

to me, I had all my volumes a long time before they were published. My negligence and the 

confidence I had in M. Mathas, in whose garden I was shut up, frequently made me forget to 

lock the door at night, and in the morning I several times found it wide open; this, however, 

would not have given me the least inquietude had I not thought my papers seemed to have been 

deranged. After having several times made the same remark, I became more careful, and locked 

the door. The lock was a bad one, and the key turned in it no more than half round. As I became 

more attentive, I found my papers in a much greater confusion than they were when I left 

everything open. At length I missed one of my volumes without knowing what was become of it 

until the morning of the third day, when I again found it upon the table. I never suspected either 

M. Mathas or his nephew M. du Moulin, knowing myself to be beloved by both, and my 



confidence in them was unbounded. That I had in the gossips began to diminish. Although they 

were Jansenists, I knew them to have some connection with D’ Alembert, and moreover they all 

three lodged in the same house. This gave me some uneasiness, and put me more upon my guard. 

I removed my papers from the alcove to my chamber, and dropped my acquaintance with these 

people, having learned they had shown in several houses the first volume of ‘Emilius’, which I 

had been imprudent enough to lend them. Although they continued until my departure to be my 

neighbors I never, after my first suspicions, had the least communication with them. The ‘Social 

Contract’ appeared a month or two before ‘Emilius’. Rey, whom I had desired never secretly to 

introduce into France any of my books, applied to the magistrate for leave to send this book by 

Rouen, to which place he sent his package by sea. He received no answer, and his bales, after 

remaining at Rouen several months, were returned to him, but not until an attempt had been 

made to confiscate them; this, probably, would have been done had not he made a great clamor. 

Several persons, whose curiosity the work had excited, sent to Amsterdam for copies, which 

were circulated without being much noticed. Maulion, who had heard of this, and had, I believe, 

seen the work, spoke to me on the subject with an air of mystery which surprised me, and would 

likewise have made me uneasy if, certain of having conformed to every rule, I had not by virtue 

of my grand maxim, kept my mind calm. I moreover had no doubt but M. de Choiseul, already 

well disposed towards me, and sensible of the eulogium of his administration, which my esteem 

for him had induced me to make in the work, would support me against the malevolence of 

Madam de Pompadour. 

I certainly had then as much reason as ever to hope for the goodness of M. de Luxembourg, 

and even for his assistance in case of need; for he never at any time had given me more frequent 

and more pointed marks of his friendship. At the journey of Easter, my melancholy state no 

longer permitting me to go to the castle, he never suffered a day to pass without coming to see 

me, and at length, perceiving my sufferings to be incessant, he prevailed upon me to determine to 

see Friar Come. He immediately sent for him, came with him, and had the courage, uncommon 

to a man of his rank, to remain with me during the operation which was cruel and tedious. Upon 

the first examination, Come thought he found a great stone, and told me so; at the second, he 

could not find it again. After having made a third attempt with so much care and circumspection 

that I thought the time long, he declared there was no stone, but that the prostate gland was 

schirrous and considerably thickened. He besides added, that I had a great deal to suffer, and 

should live a long time. Should the second prediction be as fully accomplished as the first, my 

sufferings are far from being at an end. 

It was thus I learned after having been so many years treated for disorders which I never had, 

that my incurable disease, without being mortal, would last as long as myself. My imagination, 

repressed by this information, no longer presented to me in prospective a cruel death in the 

agonies of the stone. 

Delivered from imaginary evils, more cruel to me than those which were real, I more patiently 

suffered the latter. It is certain I have since suffered less from my disorder than I had done 

before, and every time I recollect that I owe this alleviation to M. de Luxembourg, his memory 

becomes more dear to me. 

Restored, as I may say, to life, and more than ever occupied with the plan according to which I 

was determined to pass the rest of my days, all the obstacle to the immediate execution of my 

design was the publication of ‘Emilius’. I thought of Touraine where I had already been and 

which pleased me much, as well on account of the mildness of the climate, as on that of the 

character of the inhabitants. 



                   ‘La terra molle lieta a dilettosa 

                    Simile a se l’habitator produce.’ 

I had already spoken of my project to M. de Luxembourg, who endeavored to dissuade me 

from it; I mentioned it to him a second time as a thing resolved upon. He then offered me the 

castle of Merlon, fifteen leagues from Paris, as an asylum which might be agreeable to me, and 

where he and Madam de Luxembourg would have a real pleasure in seeing me settled. The 

proposition made a pleasing impression on my mind. But the first thing necessary was to see the 

place, and we agreed upon a day when the marechal was to send his valet de chambre with a 

carriage to take me to it. On the day appointed, I was much indisposed; the journey was 

postponed, and different circumstances prevented me from ever making it. I have since learned 

the estate of Merlou did not belong to the marechal but to his lady, on which account I was the 

less sorry I had not gone to live there. 

‘Emilius’ was at length given to the public, without my having heard further of retrenchments 

or difficulties. Previous to the publication, the marechal asked me for all the letters M. de 

Malesherbes had written to me on the subject of the work. My great confidence in both, and the 

perfect security in which I felt myself, prevented me from reflecting upon this extraordinary and 

even alarming request. I returned all the letters excepting one or two which, from inattention, 

were left between the leaves of a book. A little time before this, M. de Malesherbes told me he 

should withdraw the letters I had written to Duchesne during my alarm relative to the Jesuits, 

and, it must be confessed, these letters did no great honor to my reason. But in my answer I 

assured him I would not in anything pass for being better than I was, and that he might leave the 

letters where they were. I know not what he resolved upon. 

The publication of this work was not succeeded by the applause which had followed that of all 

my other writings. No work was ever more highly spoken of in private, nor had any literary 

production ever had less public approbation. What was said and written to me upon the subject 

by persons most capable of judging, confirmed me in my opinion that it was the best, as well as 

the most important of all the works I had produced. But everything favorable was said with an air 

of the most extraordinary mystery, as if there had been a necessity of keeping it a secret. Madam 

de Boufflers, who wrote to me that the author of the work merited a statue, and the homage of 

mankind, at the end of her letter desired it might be returned to her. D’Alembert, who in his note 

said the work gave me a decided superiority, and ought to place me at the head of men of letters, 

did not sign what he wrote, although he had signed every note I had before received from him. 

Duclos, a sure friend, a man of veracity, but circumspect, although he had a good opinion of the 

work, avoided mentioning it in his letters to me. La Condomine fell upon the Confession of 

Faith, and wandered from the subject. Clairaut confined himself to the same part; but he was not 

afraid of expressing to me the emotion which the reading of it had caused in him, and in the most 

direct terms wrote to me that it had warmed his old imagination: of all those to whom I had sent 

my book, he was the only person who spoke freely what he thought of it. 

Mathas, to whom I also had given a copy before the publication, lent it to M. de Blaire, 

counsellor in the parliament of Strasbourg. M. de Blaire had a country-house at St. Gratien, and 

Mathas, his old acquaintance, sometimes went to see him there. He made him read Emilius 

before it was published. When he returned it to him, M. de Blaire expressed himself in the 

following terms, which were repeated to me the same day: “M. Mathas, this is a very fine work, 

but it will in a short time be spoken of more than, for the author, might be wished.” I laughed at 

the prediction, and saw in it nothing more than the importance of a man of the robe, who treats 

everything with an air of mystery. All the alarming observations repeated to me made no 



impression upon my mind, and, far from foreseeing the catastrophe so near at hand, certain of the 

utility and excellence of my work, and that I had in every respect conformed to established rules; 

convinced, as I thought I was that I should be supported by all the credit of M. de Luxembourg 

and the favor of the ministry, I was satisfied with myself for the resolution I had taken to retire in 

the midst of my triumphs, and at my return to crush those by whom I was envied. 

One thing in the publication of the work alarmed me, less on account of my safety than for the 

unburdening of my mind. At the Hermitage and at Montmorency I had seen with indignation the 

vexations which the jealous care of the pleasures of princes causes to be exercised on wretched 

peasants, forced to suffer the havoc made by game in their fields, without daring to take any 

other measure to prevent this devastation than that of making a noise, passing the night amongst 

the beans and peas, with drums, kettles and bells, to keep off the wild boars. As I had been a 

witness to the barbarous cruelty with which the Comte de Charolois treated these poor people, I 

had toward the end of Emilius exclaimed against it. This was another infraction of my maxims, 

which has not remained unpunished. I was informed that the people of the Prince of Conti were 

but little less severe upon his estates; I trembled lest that prince, for whom I was penetrated with 

respect and gratitude, should take to his own account what shocked humanity had made me say 

on that of others, and feel himself offended. Yet, as my conscience fully acquitted me upon this 

article, I made myself easy, and by so doing acted wisely: at least, I have not heard that this great 

prince took notice of the passage, which, besides, was written long before I had the honor of 

being known to him. 

A few days either before or after the publication of my work, for I do not exactly recollect the 

time, there appeared another work upon the same subject, taken verbatim from my first volume, 

except a few stupid things which were joined to the extract. The book bore the name of a 

Genevese, one Balexsert, and, according to the title-page, had gained the premium in the 

Academy of Harlem. I easily imagined the academy and the premium to be newly founded, the 

better to conceal the plagiarism from the eyes of the public; but I further perceived there was 

some prior intrigue which I could not unravel; either by the lending of my manuscript, without 

which the theft could not have been committed, or for the purpose of forging the story of the 

pretended premium, to which it was necessary to give some foundation. It was not until several 

years afterwards, that by a word which escaped D’Ivernois, I penetrated the mystery and 

discovered those by whom Balexsert had been brought forward. 

The low murmurings which precede a storm began to be heard, and men of penetration clearly 

saw there was something gathering, relative to me and my book, which would shortly break over 

my head. For my part my stupidity was such, that, far from foreseeing my misfortune, I did not 

suspect even the cause of it after I had felt its effect. It was artfully given out that while the 

Jesuits were treated with severity, no indulgence could be shown to books nor the authors of 

them in which religion was attacked. I was reproached with having put my name to Emilius, as if 

I had not put it to all my other works of which nothing was said. Government seemed to fear it 

should be obliged to take some steps which circumstances rendered necessary on account of my 

imprudence. Rumors to this effect reached my ears, but gave me not much uneasiness: it never 

even came into my head, that there could be the least thing in the whole affair which related to 

me personally, so perfectly irreproachable and well supported did I think myself; having besides 

conformed to every ministerial regulation, I did not apprehend Madam de Luxembourg would 

leave me in difficulties for an error, which, if it existed, proceeded entirely from herself. But 

knowing the manner of proceeding in like cases, and that it was customary to punish booksellers 



while authors were favored; I had some uneasiness on account of poor Duchesne, whom I saw 

exposed to danger, should M. de Malesherbes abandon him. 

My tranquility still continued. Rumors increased and soon changed their nature. The public, 

and especially the parliament, seemed irritated by my composure. In a few days the fermentation 

became terrible, and the object of the menaces being changed, these were immediately addressed 

to me. The parliamentarians were heard to declare that burning books was of no effect, the 

authors also should be burned with them; not a word was said of the booksellers. The first time 

these expressions, more worthy of an inquisitor of Goa than a senator, were related to me, I had 

no doubt of their coming from the Holbachiques with an intention to alarm me and drive me 

from France. I laughed at their puerile manoeuvre, and said they would, had they known the real 

state of things, have thought of some other means of inspiring me with fear; but the rumor at 

length became such that I perceived the matter was serious. M. and Madam de Luxembourg had 

this year come to Montmorency in the month of June, which, for their second journey, was more 

early than common. I heard but little there of my new books, notwithstanding the noise they 

made in Paris; neither the marechal nor his lady said a single word to me on the subject. 

However, one morning, when M. de Luxembourg and I were together, he asked me if, in the 

‘Social Contract’, I had spoken ill of M. de Choiseul. “I?” said I, retreating a few steps with 

surprise; “no, I swear to you I have not; but on the contrary, I have made on him, and with a pen 

not given to praise, the finest eulogium a minister ever received.” I then showed him the passage. 

“And in Emilius?” replied he. “Not a word,” said I; “there is not in it a single word which relates 

to him.”—“Ah!” said he, with more vivacity than was common to him, “you should have taken 

the same care in the other book, or have expressed yourself more clearly!” “I thought,” replied I, 

“what I wrote could not be misconstrued; my esteem for him was such as to make me extremely 

cautious not to be equivocal.” 

He was again going to speak; I perceived him ready to open his mind: he stopped short and 

held his tongue. Wretched policy of a courtier, which in the best of hearts, subjugates friendship 

itself! 

This conversation although short, explained to me my situation, at least in certain respects, and 

gave me to understand that it was against myself the anger of administration was raised. The 

unheard of fatality, which turned to my prejudice all the good I did and wrote, afflicted my heart. 

Yet, feeling myself shielded in this affair by Madam de Luxembourg and M. de Malesherbes, I 

did not perceive in what my persecutors could deprive me of their protection. However, I, from 

that moment was convinced equity and judgment were no longer in question, and that no pains 

would be spared in examining whether or not I was culpable. The storm became still more 

menacing. Neaulme himself expressed to me, in the excess of his babbling, how much he 

repented having had anything to do in the business, and his certainty of the fate with which the 

book and the author were threatened. One thing, however, alleviated my fears: Madam de 

Luxembourg was so calm, satisfied and cheerful, that I concluded she must necessarily be certain 

of the sufficiency of her credit, especially if she did not seem to have the least apprehension on 

my account; moreover, she said not to me a word either of consolation or apology, and saw the 

turn the affair took with as much unconcern as if she had nothing to do with it or anything else 

that related to me. What surprised me most was her silence. I thought she should have said 

something on the subject. Madam de Boufflers seemed rather uneasy. She appeared agitated, 

strained herself a good deal, assured me the Prince of Conti was taking great pains to ward off 

the blow about to be directed against my person, and which she attributed to the nature of present 

circumstances, in which it was of importance to the parliament not to leave the Jesuits an 



opening whereby they might bring an accusation against it as being indifferent with respect to 

religion. She did not, however, seem to depend much either upon the success of her own efforts 

or even those of the prince. Her conversations, more alarming than consolatory, all tended to 

persuade me to leave the kingdom and go to England, where she offered me an introduction to 

many of her friends, amongst others one to the celebrated Hume, with whom she had long been 

upon a footing of intimate friendship. Seeing me still unshaken, she had recourse to other 

arguments more capable of disturbing my tranquillity. She intimated that, in case I was arrested 

and interrogated, I should be under the necessity of naming Madam de Luxembourg, and that her 

friendship for me required, on my part, such precautions as were necessary to prevent her being 

exposed. My answer was, that should what she seemed to apprehend come to pass, she need not 

be alarmed; that I should do nothing by which the lady she mentioned might become a sufferer. 

She said such a resolution was more easily taken than adhered to, and in this she was right, 

especially with respect to me, determined as I always have been neither to prejudice myself nor 

lie before judges, whatever danger there might be in speaking the truth. 

Perceiving this observation had made some impression upon my mind, without however 

inducing me to resolve upon evasion, she spoke of the Bastile for a few weeks, as a means of 

placing me beyond the reach of the jurisdiction of the parliament, which has nothing to do with 

prisoners of state. I had no objection to this singular favor, provided it were not solicited in my 

name. As she never spoke of it a second time, I afterwards thought her proposition was made to 

sound me, and that the party did not think proper to have recourse to an expedient which would 

have put an end to everything. 

A few days afterwards the marechal received from the Cure de Dueil, the friend of Grimm and 

Madam d’Epinay, a letter informing him, as from good authority, that the parliament was to 

proceed against me with the greatest severity, and that, on a day which he mentioned, an order 

was to be given to arrest me. I imagined this was fabricated by the Holbachiques; I knew the 

parliament to be very attentive to forms, and that on this occasion, beginning by arresting me 

before it was juridically known I avowed myself the author of the book was violating them all. I 

observed to Madam de Boufflers that none but persons accused of crimes which tend to endanger 

the public safety were, on a simple information, ordered to be arrested lest they should escape 

punishment. But when government wish to punish a crime like mine, which merits honor and 

recompense, the proceedings are directed against the book, and the author is as much as possible 

left out of the question. 

Upon this she made some subtle distinction, which I have forgotten, to prove that ordering me 

to be arrested instead of summoning me to be heard was a matter of favor. The next day I 

received a letter from Guy, who informed me that having in the morning been with the attorney-

general, he had seen in his office a rough draft of a requisition against Emilius and the author. 

Guy, it is to be remembered, was the partner of Duchesne, who had printed the work, and 

without apprehensions on his own account, charitably gave this information to the author. The 

credit I gave to him maybe judged of. 

It was, no doubt, a very probable story, that a bookseller, admitted to an audience by the 

attorney-general, should read at ease scattered rough drafts in the office of that magistrate! 

Madam de Boufflers and others confirmed what he had said. By the absurdities which were 

incessantly rung in my ears, I was almost tempted to believe that everybody I heard speak had 

lost their senses. 



Clearly perceiving that there was some mystery, which no one thought proper to explain to 

me, I patiently awaited the event, depending upon my integrity and innocence, and thinking 

myself happy, let the persecution which awaited me be what it would, to be called to the honor of 

suffering in the cause of truth. Far from being afraid and concealing myself, I went every day to 

the castle, and in the afternoon took my usual walk. On the eighth of June, the evening before the 

order was concluded on, I walked in company with two professors of the oratory, Father 

Alamanni and Father Mandard. We carried to Champeaux a little collation, which we ate with a 

keen appetite. We had forgotten to bring glasses, and supplied the want of them by stalks of rye, 

through which we sucked up the wine from the bottle, piquing ourselves upon the choice of large 

tubes to vie with each other in pumping up what we drank. I never was more cheerful in my life. 

I have related in what manner I lost my sleep during my youth. I had since that time contracted 

a habit of reading every night in my bed, until I found my eyes begin to grow heavy. I then 

extinguished my wax taper, and endeavored to slumber for a few moments, which were in 

general very short. The book I commonly read at night was the Bible, which, in this manner I 

read five or six times from the beginning to the end. This evening, finding myself less disposed 

to sleep than ordinary, I continued my reading beyond the usual hour, and read the whole book 

which finishes at the Levite of Ephraim, the Book of judges, if I mistake not, for since that time I 

have never once seen it. This history affected me exceedingly, and, in a kind of a dream, my 

imagination still ran on it, when suddenly I was roused from my stupor by a noise and light. 

Theresa carrying a candle, lighted M. la Roche, who perceiving me hastily raise myself up, said: 

“Do not be alarmed; I come from Madam de Luxembourg, who, in her letter incloses you 

another from the Prince of Conti.” In fact, in the letter of Madam de Luxembourg I found 

another, which an express from the prince had brought her, stating that, notwithstanding all his 

efforts, it was determined to proceed against me with the utmost rigor. “The fermentation,” said 

he, “is extreme; nothing can ward off the blow; the court requires it, and the parliament will 

absolutely proceed; at seven o’clock in the morning an order will be made to arrest him, and 

persons will immediately be sent to execute it. I have obtained a promise that he shall not be 

pursued if he makes his escape; but if he persists in exposing himself to be taken this will 

immediately happen.” La Roche conjured me in behalf of Madam de Luxembourg to rise and go 

and speak to her. It was two o’clock and she had just retired to bed. “She expects you,” added he, 

“and will not go to sleep without speaking to you.” I dressed myself in haste and ran to her. 

She appeared to be agitated; this was for the first time. Her distress affected me. In this 

moment of surprise and in the night, I myself was not free from emotion; but on seeing her I 

forgot my own situation, and thought of nothing but the melancholy part she would have to act 

should I suffer myself to be arrested; for feeling I had sufficient courage strictly to adhere to 

truth, although I might be certain of its being prejudicial or even destructive to me, I was 

convinced I had not presence of mind, address, nor perhaps firmness enough, not to expose her 

should I be closely pressed. This determined me to sacrifice my reputation to her tranquillity, and 

to do for her that which nothing could have prevailed upon me to do for myself. The moment I 

had come to this resolution, I declared it, wishing not to diminish the magnitude of the sacrifice 

by giving her the least trouble to obtain it. I am sure she could not mistake my motive, although 

she said not a word, which proved to me she was sensible of it. I was so much shocked at her 

indifference that I, for a moment, thought of retracting; but the marechal came in, and Madam de 

Boufflers arrived from Paris a few moments afterwards. They did what Madam de Luxembourg 

ought to have done. I suffered myself to be flattered; I was ashamed to retract; and the only thing 

that remained to be determined upon was the place of my retreat and the time of my departure. 



M. de Luxembourg proposed to me to remain incognito a few days at the castle, that we might 

deliberate at leisure, and take such measures as should seem most proper; to this I would not 

consent, no more than to go secretly to the temple. I was determined to set off the same day 

rather than remain concealed in any place whatever. 

Knowing I had secret and powerful enemies in the kingdom, I thought, notwithstanding my 

attachment to France, I ought to quit it, the better to insure my future tranquillity. My first 

intention was to retire to Geneva, but a moment of reflection was sufficient to dissuade me from 

committing that act of folly; I knew the ministry of France, more powerful at Geneva than at 

Paris, would not leave me more at peace in one of these cities than in the other, were a resolution 

taken to torment me. I was also convinced the ‘Discourse upon Inequality’ had excited against 

me in the council a hatred the more dangerous as the council dared not make it manifest. I had 

also learned, that when the New Eloisa appeared, the same council had immediately forbidden 

the sale of that work, upon the solicitation of Doctor Tronchin; but perceiving the example not to 

be imitated, even in Paris, the members were ashamed of what they had done, and withdrew the 

prohibition. 

I had no doubt that, finding in the present case a more favorable opportunity, they would be 

very careful to take advantage of it. Notwithstanding exterior appearances, I knew there reigned 

against me in the heart of every Genevese a secret jealousy, which, in the first favorable moment, 

would publicly show itself. Nevertheless, the love of my country called me to it, and could I have 

flattered myself I should there have lived in peace, I should not have hesitated; but neither honor 

nor reason permitting me to take refuge as a fugitive in a place of which I was a citizen, I 

resolved to approach it only, and to wait in Switzerland until something relative to me should be 

determined upon in Geneva. This state of uncertainty did not, as it will soon appear, continue 

long. 

Madam de Boufflers highly disapproved this resolution, and renewed her efforts to induce me 

to go to England, but all she could say was of no effect; I had never loved England nor the 

English, and the eloquence of Madam de Boufflers, far from conquering my repugnancy, seemed 

to increase it without my knowing why. Determined to set off the same day, I was from the 

morning inaccessible to everybody, and La Roche, whom I sent to fetch my papers, would not 

tell Theresa whether or not I was gone. Since I had determined to write my own memoirs, I had 

collected a great number of letters and other papers, so that he was obliged to return several 

times. A part of these papers, already selected, were laid aside, and I employed the morning in 

sorting the rest, that I might take with me such only as were necessary and destroy what 

remained. M. de Luxembourg was kind enough to assist me in this business, which we could not 

finish before it was necessary I should set off, and I had not time to burn a single paper. The 

marechal offered to take upon himself to sort what I should leave behind me, and throw into the 

fire every sheet that he found useless, without trusting to any person whomsoever, and to send 

me those of which he should make choice. I accepted his offer, very glad to be delivered from 

that care, that I might pass the few hours I had to remain with persons so dear to me, from whom 

I was going to separate forever. He took the key of the chamber in which I had left these papers; 

and, at my earnest solicitation, sent for my poor aunt, who, not knowing what had become of me, 

or what was to become of herself, and in momentary expectation of the arrival of the officers of 

justice, without knowing how to act or what to answer them, was miserable to an extreme. La 

Roche accompanied her to the castle in silence; she thought I was already far from 

Montmorency; on perceiving me, she made the place resound with her cries, and threw herself 

into my arms. Oh, friendship, affinity of sentiment, habit and intimacy. In this pleasing yet cruel 



moment, the remembrance of so many days of happiness, tenderness and peace passed together 

augmented the grief of a first separation after an union of seventeen years during which we had 

scarcely lost sight of each other for a single day. 

 

 

 



 

The marechal, who saw this embrace, could not suppress his tears. He withdrew. Theresa 

determined never more to leave me out of her sight. I made her feel the inconvenience of 

accompanying me at that moment, and the necessity of her remaining to take care of my effects 

and collect my money. When an order is made to arrest a man, it is customary to seize his papers 



and put a seal upon his effects, or to make an inventory of them and appoint a guardian to whose 

care they are intrusted. It was necessary Theresa should remain to observe what passed, and get 

everything settled in the most advantageous manner possible. I promised her she should shortly 

come to me; the marechal confirmed my promise; but I did not choose to tell her to what place I 

was going, that, in case of being interrogated by the persons who came to take me into custody, 

she might with truth plead ignorance upon that head. In embracing her the moment before we 

separated I felt within me a most extraordinary emotion, and I said to her with an agitation 

which, alas! was but too prophetic: “My dear girl, you must arm yourself with courage. You 

have partaken of my prosperity; it now remains to you, since you have chosen it, to partake of 

my misery. Expect nothing in future but insult and calamity in following me. The destiny begun 

for me by this melancholy day will pursue me until my latest hour.” 

I had now nothing to think of but my departure. The officers were to arrive at ten o’clock. It 

was four in the afternoon when I set off, and they were not yet come. It was determined I should 

take post. I had no carriage, The marechal made me a present of a cabriolet, and lent me horses 

and a postillion the first stage, where, in consequence of the measures he had taken, I had no 

difficulty in procuring others. 

As I had not dined at table, nor made my appearance in the castle, the ladies came to bid me 

adieu in the entresol where I had passed the day. Madam de Luxembourg embraced me several 

times with a melancholy air; but I did not in these embraces feel the pressing I had done in those 

she had lavished upon me two or three years before. Madam de Boufflers also embraced me, and 

said to me many civil things. An embrace which surprised me more than all the rest had done 

was one from Madam de Mirepoix, for she also was at the castle. Madam la Marechale de 

Mirepoix is a person extremely cold, decent, and reserved, and did not, at least as she appeared 

to me, seem quite exempt from the natural haughtiness of the house of Lorraine. She had never 

shown me much attention. Whether, flattered by an honor I had not expected, I endeavored to 

enhance the value of it; or that there really was in the embrace a little of that commiseration 

natural to generous hearts, I found in her manner and look something energetical which 

penetrated me. I have since that time frequently thought that, acquainted with my destiny, she 

could not refrain from a momentary concern for my fate. 

The marechal did not open his mouth; he was as pale as death. He would absolutely 

accompany me to the carriage which waited at the watering place. We crossed the garden 

without uttering a single word. I had a key of the park with which I opened the gate, and instead 

of putting it again into my pocket, I held it out to the marechal without saying a word. He took it 

with a vivacity which surprised me, and which has since frequently intruded itself upon my 

thoughts. 

I have not in my whole life had a more bitter moment than that of this separation. Our embrace 

was long and silent: we both felt that this was our last adieu. 

Between Barre and Montmorency I met, in a hired carriage, four men in black, who saluted 

me smilingly. According to what Theresa has since told me of the officers of justice, the hour of 

their arrival and their manner of behavior, I have no doubt, that they were the persons I met, 

especially as the order to arrest me, instead of being made out at seven o’clock, as I had been 

told it would, had not been given till noon. I had to go through Paris. A person in a cabriolet is 

not much concealed. I saw several persons in the streets who saluted me with an air of familiarity 

but I did not know one of them. The same evening I changed my route to pass Villeroy. At 

Lyons the couriers were conducted to the commandant. This might have been embarrassing to a 



man unwilling either to lie or change his name. I went with a letter from Madam de Luxembourg 

to beg M. de Villeroy would spare me this disagreeable ceremony. M. de Villeroy gave me a 

letter of which I made no use, because I did not go through Lyons. This letter still remains sealed 

up amongst my papers. The duke pressed me to sleep at Villeroy, but I preferred returning to the 

great road, which I did, and travelled two more stages the same evening. 

My carriage was inconvenient and uncomfortable, and I was too much indisposed to go far in 

a day. My appearance besides was not sufficiently distinguished for me to be well served, and in 

France post-horses feel the whip in proportion to the favorable opinion the postillion has of his 

temporary master. By paying the guides generously thought I should make up for my shabby 

appearance: this was still worse. They took me for a worthless fellow who was carrying orders, 

and, for the first time in my life, travelling post. From that moment I had nothing but worn-out 

hacks, and I became the sport of the postillions. I ended as I should have begun by being patient, 

holding my tongue, and suffering myself to be driven as my conductors thought proper. 

I had sufficient matter of reflection to prevent me from being weary on the road, employing 

myself in the recollection of that which had just happened; but this was neither my turn of mind 

nor the inclination of my heart. The facility with which I forget past evils, however recent they 

may be, is astonishing. The remembrance of them becomes feeble, and, sooner or later, effaced, 

in the inverse proportion to the greater degree of fear with which the approach of them inspires 

me. My cruel imagination, incessantly tormented by the apprehension of evils still at a distance, 

diverts my attention, and prevents me from recollecting those which are past. Caution is needless 

after the evil has happened, and it is time lost to give it a thought. I, in some measure, put a 

period to my misfortunes before they happen: the more I have suffered at their approach the 

greater is the facility with which I forget them; whilst, on the contrary, incessantly recollecting 

my past happiness, I, if I may so speak, enjoy it a second time at pleasure. It is to this happy 

disposition I am indebted for an exemption from that ill humor which ferments in a vindictive 

mind, by the continual remembrance of injuries received, and torments it with all the evil it 

wishes to do its enemy. Naturally choleric, I have felt all the force of anger, which in the first 

moments has sometimes been carried to fury, but a desire of vengeance never took root within 

me. I think too little of the offence to give myself much trouble about the offender. I think of the 

injury I have received from him on account of that he may do me a second time, but were I 

certain he would never do me another the first would be instantly forgotten. Pardon of offences is 

continually preached to us. I knew not whether or not my heart would be capable of overcoming 

its hatred, for it never yet felt that passion, and I give myself too little concern about my enemies 

to have the merit of pardoning them. I will not say to what a degree, in order to torment me, they 

torment themselves. I am at their mercy, they have unbounded power, and make of it what use 

they please. There is but one thing in which I set them at defiance: which is in tormenting 

themselves about me, to force me to give myself the least trouble about them. 

The day after my departure I had so perfectly forgotten what had passed, the parliament, 

Madam de Pompadour, M. de Choiseul, Grimm, and D’Alembert, with their conspiracies, that 

had not it been for the necessary precautions during the journey I should have thought no more 

of them. The remembrance of one thing which supplied the place of all these was what I had read 

the evening before my departure. I recollect, also, the pastorals of Gessner, which his translator 

Hubert had sent me a little time before. These two ideas occurred to me so strongly, and were 

connected in such a manner in my mind, that I was determined to endeavor to unite them by 

treating after the manner of Gessner, the subject of the Levite of Ephraim. His pastoral and 

simple style appeared to me but little fitted to so horrid a subject, and it was not to be presumed 



the situation I was then in would furnish me with such ideas as would enliven it. However, I 

attempted the thing, solely to amuse myself in my cabriolet, and without the least hope of 

success. I had no sooner begun than I was astonished at the liveliness of my ideas, and the 

facility with which I expressed them. In three days I composed the first three cantos of the little 

poem I finished at Motiers, and I am certain of not having done anything in my life in which 

there is a more interesting mildness of manners, a greater brilliancy of coloring, more simple 

delineations, greater exactness of proportion, or more antique simplicity in general, 

notwithstanding the horror of the subject which in itself is abominable, so that besides every 

other merit I had still that of a difficulty conquered. If the Levite of Ephraim be not the best of 

my works, it will ever be that most esteemed. I have never read, nor shall I ever read it again 

without feeling interiorly the applause of a heart without acrimony, which, far from being 

embittered by misfortunes, is susceptible of consolation in the midst of them, and finds within 

itself a resource by which they are counterbalanced. Assemble the great philosophers, so superior 

in their books to adversity which they do not suffer, place them in a situation similar to mine, 

and, in the first moments of the indignation of their injured honor, give them a like work to 

compose, and it will be seen in what manner they will acquit themselves of the task. 

When I set off from Montmorency to go into Switzerland, I had resolved to stop at Yverdon, 

at the house of my old friend Roguin, who had several years before retired to that place, and had 

invited me to go and see him. I was told Lyons was not the direct road, for which reason I 

avoided going through it. But I was obliged to pass through Besancon, a fortified town, and 

consequently subject to the same inconvenience. I took it into my head to turn about and to go to 

Salins, under the pretense of going to see M. de Marian, the nephew of M. Dupin, who had an 

employment at the salt-works, and formerly had given me many invitations to his house. The 

expedition succeeded: M. de Marian was not in the way, and, happily, not being obliged to stop, 

I continued my journey without being spoken to by anybody. 

The moment I was within the territory of Berne, I ordered the postillion to stop; I got out of 

my carriage, prostrated myself, kissed the ground, and exclaimed in a transport of joy: “Heaven, 

the protector of virtue be praised, I touch a land of liberty!” Thus blind and unsuspecting in my 

hopes, have I ever been passionately attached to that which was to make me unhappy. The man 

thought me mad. I got into the carriage, and a few hours afterwards I had the pure and lively 

satisfaction of feeling myself pressed within the arms of the respectable Rougin. Ah! let me 

breathe for a moment with this worthy host! It is necessary I should gain strength and courage 

before I proceed further. I shall soon find that in my way which will give employment to them 

both. It is not without reason that I have been diffuse in the recital of all the circumstances I have 

been able to recollect. Although they may seem uninteresting, yet, when once the thread of the 

conspiracy is got hold of, they may throw some light upon the progress of it; and, for instance, 

without giving the first idea of the problem I am going to propose, afford some aid in solving it. 

Suppose that, for the execution of the conspiracy of which I was the object, my absence was 

absolutely necessary, everything tending to that effect could not have happened otherwise than it 

did; but if without suffering myself to be alarmed by the nocturnal embassy of Madam de 

Luxembourg, I had continued to hold out, and, instead of remaining at the castle, had returned to 

my bed and quietly slept until morning, should I have equally had an order of arrest made out 

against me? This is a great question upon which the solution of many others depends, and for the 

examination of it, the hour of the comminatory decree of arrest, and that of the real decree may 

be remarked to advantage. A rude but sensible example of the importance of the least detail in 

the exposition of facts, of which the secret causes are sought for to discover them by induction. 



 

 

 

 

  



BOOK XII. 

With this book begins the work of darkness, in which I have for the last eight years been 

enveloped, though it has not by any means been possible for me to penetrate the dreadful 

obscurity. In the abyss of evil into which I am plunged, I feel the blows reach me, without 

perceiving the hand by which they are directed or the means it employs. Shame and misfortune 

seem of themselves to fall upon me. When in the affliction of my heart I suffer a groan to escape 

me, I have the appearance of a man who complains without reason, and the authors of my ruin 

have the inconceivable art of rendering the public, unknown to itself, or without its perceiving 

the effects of it, accomplice in their conspiracy. Therefore, in my narrative of circumstances 

relative to myself, of the treatment I have received, and all that has happened to me, I shall not be 

able to indicate the hand by which the whole has been directed, nor assign the causes, while I 

state the effect. The primitive causes are all given in the preceding books; and everything in 

which I am interested, and all the secret motives pointed out. But it is impossible for me to 

explain, even by conjecture, that in which the different causes are combined to operate the 

strange events of my life. If amongst my readers one even of them should be generous enough to 

wish to examine the mystery to the bottom, and discover the truth, let him carefully read over a 

second time the three preceding books, afterwards at each fact he shall find stated in the books 

which follow, let him gain such information as is within his reach, and go back from intrigue to 

intrigue, and from agent to agent, until he comes to the first mover of all. I know where his 

researches will terminate; but in the meantime I lose myself in the crooked and obscure 

subterraneous path through which his steps must be directed. 

During my stay at Yverdon, I became acquainted with all the family of my friend Roguin, and 

amongst others with his niece, Madam Boy de la Tour, and her daughters, whose father, as I 

think I have already observed, I formerly knew at Lyons. She was at Yverdon, upon a visit to her 

uncle and his sister; her eldest daughter, about fifteen years of age, delighted me by her fine 

understanding and excellent disposition. I conceived the most tender friendship for the mother 

and the daughter. The latter was destined by M. Rougin to the colonel, his nephew, a man 

already verging towards the decline of life, and who showed me marks of great esteem and 

affection; but although the heart of the uncle was set upon this marriage, which was much 

wished for by the nephew also, and I was greatly desirous to promote the satisfaction of both, the 

great disproportion of age, and the extreme repugnancy of the young lady, made me join with the 

mother in postponing the ceremony, and the affair was at length broken off. The colonel has 

since married Mademoiselle Dillan, his relation, beautiful, and amiable as my heart could wish, 

and who has made him the happiest of husbands and fathers. However, M. Rougin has not yet 

forgotten my opposition to his wishes. My consolation is in the certainty of having discharged to 

him, and his family, the duty of the most pure friendship, which does not always consist in being 

agreeable, but in advising for the best. 

I did not remain long in doubt about the reception which awaited me at Geneva, had I chosen 

to return to that city. My book was burned there, and on the 18th of June, nine days after an order 

to arrest me had been given at Paris, another to the same effect was determined upon by the 

republic. So many incredible absurdities were stated in this second decree, in which the 

ecclesiastical edict was formally violated, that I refused to believe the first accounts I heard of it, 

and when these were well confirmed, I trembled lest so manifest an infraction of every law, 

beginning with that of common-sense, should create the greatest confusion in the city. I was, 

however, relieved from my fears; everything remained quiet. If there was any rumor amongst the 



populace, it was unfavorable to me, and I was publicly treated by all the gossips and pedants like 

a scholar threatened with a flogging for not having said his catechism. 

These two decrees were the signal for the cry of malediction, raised against me with 

unexampled fury in every part of Europe. All the gazettes, journals and pamphlets, rang the 

alarm-bell. The French especially, that mild, generous, and polished people, who so much pique 

themselves upon their attention and proper condescension to the unfortunate, instantly forgetting 

their favorite virtues, signalized themselves by the number and violence of the outrages with 

which, while each seemed to strive who should afflict me most, they overwhelmed me. I was 

impious, an atheist, a madman, a wild beast, a wolf. The continuator of the Journal of Trevoux 

was guilty of a piece of extravagance in attacking my pretended Lycanthropy, which was by no 

means proof of his own. A stranger would have thought an author in Paris was afraid of incurring 

the animadversion of the police, by publishing a work of any kind without cramming into it some 

insult to me. I sought in vain the cause of this unanimous animosity, and was almost tempted to 

believe the world was gone mad. What! said I to myself, the editor of the ‘Perpetual Peace’, 

spread discord; the author of the ‘Confession of the Savoyard Vicar’, impious; the writer of the 

‘New Eloisa’, a wolf; the author of ‘Emilius’, a madman! Gracious God! what then should I have 

been had I published the treatise of ‘Esprit’, or any similar work? And yet, in the storm raised 

against the author of that book, the public, far from joining the cry of his persecutors, revenged 

him of them by eulogium. Let his book and mine, the receptions the two works met with, and the 

treatment of the two authors in the different countries of Europe, be compared; and for the 

difference let causes satisfactory to a man of sense be found, and I will ask no more. 

I found the residence of Yverdon so agreeable that I resolved to yield to the solicitations of M. 

Roguin and his family, who, were desirous of keeping me there. M. de Moiry de Gingins, bailiff 

of that city, encouraged me by his goodness to remain within his jurisdiction. The colonel 

pressed me so much to accept for my habitation a little pavilion he had in his house between the 

court and the garden, that I complied with his request, and he immediately furnished it with 

everything necessary for my little household establishment. The banneret Roguin, one of the 

persons who showed me the most assiduous attention, did not leave me for an instant during the 

whole day. I was much flattered by his civilities, but they sometimes importuned me. The day on 

which I was to take possession of my new habitation was already fixed, and I had written to 

Theresa to come to me, when suddenly a storm was raised against me in Berne, which was 

attributed to the devotees, but I have never been able to learn the cause of it. The senate, excited 

against me, without my knowing by whom, did not seem disposed to suffer me to remain 

undisturbed in my retreat. The moment the bailiff was informed of the new fermentation, he 

wrote in my favor to several of the members of the government, reproaching them with their 

blind intolerance, and telling them it was shameful to refuse to a man of merit, under oppression, 

the asylum which such a numerous banditti found in their states. Sensible people were of opinion 

the warmth of his reproaches had rather embittered than softened the minds of the magistrates. 

However this may be, neither his influence nor eloquence could ward off the blow. Having 

received an intimation of the order he was to signify to me, he gave me a previous 

communication of it; and that I might wait its arrival, I resolved to set off the next day. The 

difficulty was to know where to go, finding myself shut out from Geneva and all France, and 

foreseeing that in the affair each state would be anxious to imitate its neighbor. 

Madam Boy de la Tour proposed to me to go and reside in an uninhabited but completely 

furnished house, which belonged to her son in the village of Motiers, in the Val de Travers, in 

the county of Neuchatel. I had only a mountain to cross to arrive at it. The offer came the more 



opportunely, as in the states of the King of Prussia I should naturally be sheltered from all 

persecution, at least religion could not serve as a pretext for it. But a secret difficulty: improper 

for me at that moment to divulge, had in it that which was very sufficient to make me hesitate. 

The innnate love of justice, to which my heart was constantly subject, added to my secret 

inclination to France, had inspired me with an aversion to the King of Prussia, who by his 

maxims and conduct, seemed to tread under foot all respect for natural law and every duty of 

humanity. Amongst the framed engravings, with which I had decorated my alcove at 

Montmorency, was a portrait of this prince, and under it a distich, the last line of which was as 

follows: 

          Il pense en philosophe, et se conduit en roi. 

 

          [He thinks like a philosopher, and acts like a king.] 

This verse, which from any other pen would have been a fine eulogium, from mine had an 

unequivocal meaning, and too clearly explained the verse by which it was preceded. The distich 

had been, read by everybody who came to see me, and my visitors were numerous. The 

Chevalier de Lorenzy had even written it down to give it to D’Alembert, and I had no doubt but 

D’ Alembert had taken care to make my court with it to the prince. I had also aggravated this 

first fault by a passage in ‘Emilius’, where under the name of Adrastus, king of the Daunians, it 

was clearly seen whom I had in view, and the remark had not escaped critics, because Madam de 

Boufflers had several times mentioned the subject to me. I was, therefore, certain of being 

inscribed in red ink in the registers of the King of Prussia, and besides, supposing his majesty to 

have the principles I had dared to attribute to him, he, for that reason, could not but be displeased 

with my writings and their author; for everybody knows the worthless part of mankind, and 

tyrants have never failed to conceive the most mortal hatred against me, solely on reading my 

works, without being acquainted with my person. 

However, I had presumption enough to depend upon his mercy, and was far from thinking I 

ran much risk. I knew none but weak men were slaves to the base passions, and that these had 

but little power over strong minds, such as I had always thought his to be. According to his art of 

reigning, I thought he could not but show himself magnanimous on this occasion, and that being 

so in fact was not above his character. I thought a mean and easy vengeance would not for a 

moment counterbalance his love of glory, and putting myself in his place, his taking advantage 

of circumstances to overwhelm with the weight of his generosity a man who had dared to think 

ill of him, did not appear to me impossible. I therefore went to settle at Motiers, with a 

confidence of which I imagined he would feel all the value, and said to myself: When Jean 

Jacques rises to the elevation of Coriolanus, will Frederick sink below the General of the Volsci? 

Colonel Roguin insisted on crossing the mountain with me, and installing me at Moiters. A 

sister-in-law to Madam Boy de la Tour, named Madam Girardier, to whom the house in which I 

was going to live was very convenient, did not see me arrive there with pleasure; however, she 

with a good grace put me in possession of my lodgings, and I ate with her until Theresa came, 

and my little establishment was formed. 

Perceiving at my departure from Montmorency I should in future be a fugitive upon the earth, 

I hesitated about permitting her to come to me and partake of the wandering life to which I saw 

myself condemned. I felt the nature of our relation to each other was about to change, and that 

what until then had on my part been favor and friendship, would in future become so on hers. If 

her attachment was proof against my misfortunes, to this I knew she must become a victim, and 



that her grief would add to my pain. Should my disgrace weaken her affections, she would make 

me consider her constancy as a sacrifice, and instead of feeling the pleasure I had in dividing 

with her my last morsel of bread, she would see nothing but her own merit in following me 

wherever I was driven by fate. 

I must say everything; I have never concealed the vices either of my poor mamma or myself; I 

cannot be more favorable to Theresa, and whatever pleasure I may have in doing honor to a 

person who is dear to me, I will not disguise the truth, although it may discover in her an error, if 

an involuntary change of the affections of the heart be one. I had long perceived hers to grow 

cooler towards me, and that she was no longer for me what she had been in our younger days. Of 

this I was the more sensible, as for her I was what I had always been. I fell into the same 

inconvenience as that of which I had felt the effect with mamma, and this effect was the same 

now I was with Theresa. Let us not seek for perfection, which nature never produces; it would be 

the same thing with any other woman. The manner in which I had disposed of my children, 

however reasonable it had appeared to me, had not always left my heart at ease. While writing 

my ‘Treatise on Education’, I felt I had neglected duties with which it was not possible to 

dispense. Remorse at length became so strong that it almost forced from me a public confession 

of my fault at the beginning of my ‘Emilius’, and the passage is so clear, that it is astonishing 

any person should, after reading it, have had the courage to reproach me with my error. My 

situation was however still the same, or something worse, by the animosity of my enemies, who 

sought to find me in a fault. I feared a relapse, and unwilling to run the risk, I preferred 

abstinence to exposing Theresa to a similar mortification. I had besides remarked that a 

connection with women was prejudicial to my health; this double reason made me form 

resolutions to which I had but sometimes badly kept, but for the last three or four years I had 

more constantly adhered to them. It was in this interval I had remarked Theresa’s coolness; she 

had the same attachment to me from duty, but not the least from love. Our intercourse naturally 

became less agreeable, and I imagined that, certain of the continuation of my cares wherever she 

might be, she would choose to stay at Paris rather than to wander with me. Yet she had given 

such signs of grief at our parting, had required of me such positive promises that we should meet 

again, and, since my departure, had expressed to the Prince de Conti and M. de Luxembourg so 

strong a desire of it, that, far from having the courage to speak to her of separation, I scarcely had 

enough to think of it myself; and after having felt in my heart how impossible it was for me to do 

without her, all I thought of afterwards was to recall her to me as soon as possible. I wrote to her 

to this effect, and she came. It was scarcely two months since I had quitted her; but it was our 

first separation after a union of so many years. We had both of us felt it most cruelly. What 

emotion in our first embrace! O how delightful are the tears of tenderness and joy! How does my 

heart drink them up! Why have I not had reason to shed them more frequently? 

On my arrival at Motiers I had written to Lord Keith, marshal of Scotland and governor of 

Neuchatel, informing him of my retreat into the states of his Prussian majesty, and requesting of 

him his protection. He answered me with his well-known generosity, and in the manner I had 

expected from him. He invited me to his house. I went with M. Martinet, lord of the manor of 

Val de Travers, who was in great favor with his excellency. The venerable appearance of this 

illustrious and virtuous Scotchman powerfully affected my heart, and from that instant began 

between him and me the strong attachment, which on my part still remains the same, and would 

be so on his, had not the traitors, who have deprived me of all the consolation of life, taken 

advantage of my absence to deceive his old age and depreciate me in his esteem. 



George Keith, hereditary marshal of Scotland, and brother to the famous General Keith, who 

lived gloriously and died in the bed of honor, had quitted his country at a very early age, and was 

proscribed on account of his attachment to the house of Stuart. With that house, however, he 

soon became disgusted with the unjust and tyrannical spirit he remarked in the ruling character 

of the Stuart family. He lived a long time in Spain, the climate of which pleased him 

exceedingly, and at length attached himself, as his brother had done, to the service of the King of 

Prussia, who knew men and gave them the reception they merited. His majesty received a great 

return for this reception, in the services rendered him by Marshal Keith, and by what was 

infinitely more precious, the sincere friendship of his lordship. The great mind of this worthy 

man, haughty and republican, could stoop to no other yoke than that of friendship, but to this it 

was so obedient, that with very different maxims he saw nothing but Frederic the moment he 

became attached to him. The king charged the marshal with affairs of importance, sent him to 

Paris, to Spain, and at length, seeing he was already advanced in years, let him retire with the 

government of Neuchatel, and the delightful employment of passing there the remainder of his 

life in rendering the inhabitants happy. 

The people of Neuchatel, whose manners are trivial, know not how to distinguish solid merit, 

and suppose wit to consist in long discourses. When they saw a sedate man of simple manners 

appear amongst them, they mistook his simplicity for haughtiness, his candor for rusticity, his 

laconism for stupidity, and rejected his benevolent cares, because, wishing to be useful, and not 

being a sycophant, he knew not how to flatter people he did not esteem. In the ridiculous affair of 

the minister Petitpierre, who was displaced by his colleagues, for having been unwilling they 

should be eternally damned, my lord, opposing the usurpations of the ministers, saw the whole 

country of which he took the part, rise up against him, and when I arrived there the stupid 

murmur had not entirely subsided. He passed for a man influenced by the prejudices with which 

he was inspired by others, and of all the imputations brought against him it was the most devoid 

of truth. My first sentiment on seeing this venerable old man, was that of tender commiseration, 

on account of his extreme leanness of body, years having already left him little else but skin and 

bone; but when I raised my eyes to his animated, open, noble countenance, I felt a respect, 

mingled with confidence, which absorbed every other sentiment. He answered the very short 

compliment I made him when I first came into his presence by speaking of something else, as if I 

had already been a week in his house. He did not bid us sit down. The stupid chatelain, the lord 

of the manor, remained standing. For my part I at first sight saw in the fine and piercing eye of 

his lordship something so conciliating that, feeling myself entirely at ease, I without ceremony, 

took my seat by his side upon the sofa. By the familiarity of his manner I immediately perceived 

the liberty I took gave him pleasure, and that he said to himself: This is not a Neuchatelois. 

Singular effect of the similarity of characters! At an age when the heart loses its natural 

warmth, that of this good old man grew warm by his attachment to me to a degree which 

surprised everybody. He came to see me at Motiers under the pretence of quail shooting, and 

stayed there two days without touching a gun. We conceived such a friendship for each other that 

we knew not how to live separate; the castle of Colombier, where he passed the summer, was six 

leagues from Motiers; I went there at least once a fortnight, and made a stay of twenty-four 

hours, and then returned like a pilgrim with my heart full of affection for my host. The emotion I 

had formerly experienced in my journeys from the Hermitage to Eaubonne was certainly very 

different, but it was not more pleasing than that with which I approached Columbier. 

What tears of tenderness have I shed when on the road to it, while thinking of the paternal 

goodness, amiable virtues, and charming philosophy of this respectable old man! I called him 



father, and he called me son. These affectionate names give, in some measure, an idea of the 

attachment by which we were united, but by no means that of the want we felt of each other, nor 

of our continual desire to be together. He would absolutely give me an apartment at the castle of 

Columbier, and for a long time pressed me to take up my residence in that in which I lodged 

during my visits. I at length told him I was more free and at my ease in my own house, and that I 

had rather continue until the end of my life to come and see him. He approved of my candor, and 

never afterwards spoke to me on the subject. Oh, my good lord! Oh, my worthy father! How is 

my heart still moved when I think of your goodness? Ah, barbarous wretches! how deeply did 

they wound me when they deprived me of your friendship? But no, great man, you are and ever 

will be the same for me, who am still the same. You have been deceived, but you are not 

changed. My lord marechal is not without faults; he is a man of wisdom, but he is still a man. 

With the greatest penetration, the nicest discrimination, and the most profound knowledge of 

men, he sometimes suffers himself to be deceived, and never recovers his error. His temper is 

very singular and foreign to his general turn of mind. He seems to forget the people he sees every 

day, and thinks of them in a moment when they least expect it; his attention seems ill-timed; his 

presents are dictated by caprice and not by propriety. He gives or sends in an instant whatever 

comes into his head, be the value of it ever so small. A young Genevese, desirous of entering 

into the service of Prussia, made a personal application to him; his lordship, instead of giving 

him a letter, gave him a little bag of peas, which he desired him to carry to the king. On receiving 

this singular recommendation his majesty gave a commission to the bearer of it. These elevated 

geniuses have between themselves a language which the vulgar will never understand. The 

whimsical manner of my lord marechal, something like the caprice of a fine woman, rendered 

him still more interesting to me. I was certain, and afterwards had proofs, that it had not the least 

influence over his sentiments, nor did it affect the cares prescribed by friendship on serious 

occasions, yet in his manner of obliging there is the same singularity as in his manners in 

general. Of this I will give one instance relative to a matter of no great importance. The journey 

from Motiers to Colombier being too long for me to perform in one day, I commonly divided it 

by setting off after dinner and sleeping at Brot, which is half way. The landlord of the house 

where I stopped, named Sandoz, having to solicit at Berlin a favor of importance to him, begged 

I would request his excellency to ask it in his behalf. “Most willingly,” said I, and took him with 

me. I left him in the antechamber, and mentioned the matter to his lordship, who returned me no 

answer. After passing with him the whole morning, I saw as I crossed the hall to go to dinner, 

poor Sandoz, who was fatigued to death with waiting. Thinking the governor had forgotten what 

I had said to him, I again spoke of the business before we sat down to table, but still received no 

answer. I thought this manner of making me feel I was importunate rather severe, and, pitying 

the poor man in waiting, held my tongue. On my return the next day I was much surprised at the 

thanks he returned me for the good dinner his excellency had given him after receiving his paper. 

Three weeks afterwards his lordship sent him the rescript he had solicited, dispatched by the 

minister, and signed by the king, and this without having said a word either to myself or Sandoz 

concerning the business, about which I thought he did not wish to give himself the least concern. 

I could wish incessantly to speak of George Keith; from him proceeds my recollection of the 

last happy moments I have enjoyed: the rest of my life, since our separation, has been passed in 

affliction and grief of heart. The remembrance of this is so melancholy and confused that it was 

impossible for me to observe the least order in what I write, so that in future I shall be under the 

necessity of stating facts without giving them a regular arrangement. 



I was soon relieved from my inquietude arising from the uncertainty of my asylum, by the 

answer from his majesty to the lord marshal, in whom, as it will readily be believed, I had found 

an able advocate. The king not only approved of what he had done, but desired him, for I must 

relate everything, to give me twelve louis. The good old man, rather embarrassed by the 

commission, and not knowing how to execute it properly, endeavored to soften the insult by 

transforming the money into provisions, and writing to me that he had received orders to furnish 

me with wood and coal to begin my little establishment; he moreover added, and perhaps from 

himself, that his majesty would willingly build me a little house, such a one as I should choose to 

have, provided I would fix upon the ground. I was extremely sensible of the kindness of the last 

offer, which made me forget the weakness of the other. Without accepting either, I considered 

Frederic as my benefactor and protector, and became so sincerely attached to him, that from that 

moment I interested myself as much in his glory as until then I had thought his successes unjust. 

At the peace he made soon after, I expressed my joy by an illumination in a very good taste: it 

was a string of garlands, with which I decorated the house I inhabited, and in which, it is true, I 

had the vindictive haughtiness to spend almost as much money as he had wished to give me. The 

peace ratified, I thought as he was at the highest pinnacle of military and political fame, he 

would think of acquiring that of another nature, by reanimating his states, encouraging in them 

commerce and agriculture, creating a new soil, covering it with a new people, maintaining peace 

amongst his neighbors, and becoming the arbitrator, after having been the terror, of Europe. He 

was in a situation to sheath his sword without danger, certain that no sovereign would oblige him 

again to draw it. Perceiving he did not disarm, I was afraid he would profit but little by the 

advantages he had gained, and that he would be great only by halves. I dared to write to him 

upon the subject, and with a familiarity of a nature to please men of his character, conveying to 

him the sacred voice of truth, which but few kings are worthy to hear. The liberty I took was a 

secret between him and myself. I did not communicate it even to the lord marshal, to whom I 

sent my letter to the king sealed up. His lordship forwarded my dispatch without asking what it 

contained. His majesty returned me no answer and the marshal going soon after to Berlin, the 

king told him he had received from me a scolding. By this I understood my letter had been ill 

received, and the frankness of my zeal had been mistaken for the rusticity of a pedant. In fact, 

this might possibly be the case; perhaps I did not say what was necessary, nor in the manner 

proper to the occasion. All I can answer for is the sentiment which induced me to take up the 

pen. 

Shortly after my establishment at Motiers, Travers having every possible assurance that I 

should be suffered to remain there in peace, I took the Armenian habit. This was not the first 

time I had thought of doing it. I had formerly had the same intention, particularly at 

Montmorency, where the frequent use of probes often obliging me to keep my chamber, made 

me more clearly perceive the advantages of a long robe. The convenience of an Armenian tailor, 

who frequently came to see a relation he had at Montmorency, almost tempted me to determine 

on taking this new dress, troubling myself but little about what the world would say of it. Yet, 

before I concluded about the matter, I wished to take the opinion of M. de Luxembourg, who 

immediately advised me to follow my inclination. I therefore procured a little Armenian 

wardrobe, but on account of the storm raised against me, I was induced to postpone making use 

of it until I should enjoy tranquillity, and it was not until some months afterwards that, forced by 

new attacks of my disorder, I thought I could properly, and without the least risk, put on my new 

dress at Motiers, especially after having consulted the pastor of the place, who told me I might 

wear it even in the temple without indecency. I then adopted the waistcoat, caffetan, fur bonnet, 



and girdle; and after having in this dress attended divine service, I saw no impropriety in going in 

it to visit his lordship. His excellency in seeing me clothed in this manner made me no other 

compliment than that which consisted in saying “Salaam aleki,” i.e., “Peace be with you;” the 

common Turkish salutation; after which nothing more was said upon the subject, and I continued 

to wear my new dress. 

Having quite abandoned literature, all I now thought of was leading a quiet life, and one as 

agreeable as I could make it. When alone, I have never felt weariness of mind, not even in 

complete inaction; my imagination filling up every void, was sufficient to keep up my attention. 

The inactive babbling of a private circle, where, seated opposite to each other, they who speak 

move nothing but the tongue, is the only thing I have ever been unable to support. When walking 

and rambling about there is some satisfaction in conversation; the feet and eyes do something; 

but to hear people with their arms across speak of the weather, of the biting of flies, or what is 

still worse, compliment each other, is to me an insupportable torment. That I might not live like a 

savage, I took it into my head to learn to make laces. Like the women, I carried my cushion with 

me, when I went to make visits, or sat down to work at my door, and chatted with passers-by. 

This made me the better support the emptiness of babbling, and enabled me to pass my time with 

my female neighbors without weariness. Several of these were very amiable and not devoid of 

wit. One in particular, Isabella d’Ivernois, daughter of the attorney-general of Neuchatel, I found 

so estimable as to induce me to enter with her into terms of particular friendship, from which she 

derived some advantage by the useful advice I gave her, and the services she received from me 

on occasions of importance, so that now a worthy and virtuous mother of a family, she is perhaps 

indebted to me for her reason, her husband, her life, and happiness. On my part, I received from 

her gentle consolation, particularly during a melancholy winter, throughout the whole of which 

when my sufferings were most cruel, she came to pass with Theresa and me long evenings, 

which she made very short for us by her agreeable conversation, and our mutual openness of 

heart. She called me papa, and I called her daughter, and these names, which we still give to each 

other, will, I hope, continue to be as dear to her as they are to me. That my laces might be of 

some utility, I gave them to my young female friends at their marriages, upon condition of their 

suckling their children; Isabella’s eldest sister had one upon these terms, and well deserved it by 

her observance of them; Isabella herself also received another, which, by intention, she as fully 

merited. She has not been happy enough to be able to pursue her inclination. When I sent the 

laces to the two sisters, I wrote each of them a letter; the first has been shown about in the world; 

the second has not the same celebrity: friendship proceeds with less noise. 

Amongst the connections I made in my neighborhood, of which I will not enter into a detail, I 

must mention that with Colonel Pury, who had a house upon the mountain, where he came to 

pass the summer. I was not anxious to become acquainted with him, because I knew he was upon 

bad terms at court, and with the lord marshal, whom he did not visit. Yet, as he came to see me, 

and showed me much attention, I was under the necessity of returning his visit; this was 

repeated, and we sometimes dined with each other. At his house I became acquainted with M. du 

Perou, and afterwards too intimately connected with him to pass his name over in silence. 

M. du Perou was an American, son to a commandant of Surinam, whose successor, M. le 

Chambrier, of Neuchatel, married his widow. Left a widow a second time, she came with her son 

to live in the country of her second husband. 

Du Perou, an only son, very rich, and tenderly beloved by his mother, had been carefully 

brought up, and his education was not lost upon him. He had acquired much knowledge, a taste 

for the arts, and piqued himself upon his having cultivated his rational faculty: his Dutch 



appearance, yellow complexion, and silent and close disposition, favored this opinion. Although 

young, he was already deaf and gouty. This rendered his motions deliberate and very grave, and 

although he was fond of disputing, he in general spoke but little because his hearing was bad. I 

was struck with his exterior, and said to myself, this is a thinker, a man of wisdom, such a one as 

anybody would be happy to have for a friend. He frequently addressed himself to me without 

paying the least compliment, and this strengthened the favorable opinion I had already formed of 

him. He said but little to me of myself or my books, and still less of himself; he was not destitute 

of ideas, and what he said was just. This justness and equality attracted my regard. He had 

neither the elevation of mind, nor the discrimination of the lord marshal, but he had all his 

simplicity: this was still representing him in something. I did not become infatuated with him, 

but he acquired my attachment from esteem; and by degrees this esteem led to friendship, and I 

totally forgot the objection I made to the Baron Holbach: that he was too rich. 

For a long time I saw but little of Du Perou, because I did not go to Neuchatel, and he came 

but once a year to the mountain of Colonel Pury. Why did I not go to Neuchatel? This proceeded 

from a childishness upon which I must not be silent. 

Although protected by the King of Prussia and the lord marshal, while I avoided persecution in 

my asylum, I did not avoid the murmurs of the public, of municipal magistrates and ministers. 

After what had happened in France it became fashionable to insult me; these people would have 

been afraid to seem to disapprove of what my persecutors had done by not imitating them. The 

‘classe’ of Neuchatel, that is, the ministers of that city, gave the impulse, by endeavoring to 

move the council of state against me. This attempt not having succeeded, the ministers addressed 

themselves to the municipal magistrate, who immediately prohibited my book, treating me on all 

occasions with but little civility, and saying, that had I wished to reside in the city I should not 

have been suffered to do it. They filled their Mercury with absurdities and the most stupid 

hypocrisy, which, although, it makes every man of sense laugh, animated the people against me. 

This, however, did not prevent them from setting forth that I ought to be very grateful for their 

permitting me to live at Motiers, where they had no authority; they would willingly have 

measured me the air by the pint, provided I had paid for it a dear price. They would have it that I 

was obliged to them for the protection the king granted me in spite of the efforts they incessantly 

made to deprive me of it. Finally, failing of success, after having done me all the injury they 

could, and defamed me to the utmost of their power, they made a merit of their impotence, by 

boasting of their goodness in suffering me to stay in their country. I ought to have laughed at 

their vain efforts, but I was foolish enough to be vexed at them, and had the weakness to be 

unwilling to go to Neuchatel, to which I yielded for almost two years, as if it was not doing too 

much honor to such wretches, to pay attention to their proceedings, which, good or bad, could 

not be imputed to them, because they never act but from a foreign impulse. Besides, minds 

without sense or knowledge, whose objects of esteem are influence, power and money, and far 

from imagining even that some respect is due to talents, and that it is dishonorable to injure and 

insult them. 

A certain mayor of a village, who from sundry malversations had been deprived of his office, 

said to the lieutenant of Val de Travers, the husband of Isabella: “I am told this Rousseau has 

great wit,—bring him to me that I may see whether he has or not.” The disapprobation of such a 

man ought certainly to have no effect upon those on whom it falls. 

After the treatment I had received at Paris, Geneva, Berne, and even at Neuchatel, I expected 

no favor from the pastor of this place. I had, however, been recommended to him by Madam Boy 

de la Tour, and he had given me a good reception; but in that country where every new-comer is 



indiscriminately flattered, civilities signify but little. Yet, after my solemn union with the 

reformed church, and living in a Protestant country, I could not, without failing in my 

engagements, as well as in the duty of a citizen, neglect the public profession of the religion into 

which I had entered; I therefore attended divine service. On the other hand, had I gone to the 

holy table, I was afraid of exposing myself to a refusal, and it was by no means probable, that 

after the tumult excited at Geneva by the council, and at Neuchatel by the classe (the ministers), 

he would, without difficulty, administer to me the sacrament in his church. The time of 

communion approaching, I wrote to M. de Montmollin, the minister, to prove to him my desire 

of communicating, and declaring myself heartily united to the Protestant church; I also told him, 

in order to avoid disputing upon articles of faith, that I would not hearken to any particular 

explanation of the point of doctrine. After taking these steps I made myself easy, not doubting 

but M. de Montmollin would refuse to admit me without the preliminary discussion to which I 

refused to consent, and that in this manner everything would be at an end without any fault of 

mine. I was deceived: when I least expected anything of the kind, M. de Montmollin came to 

declare to me not only that he admitted me to the communion under the condition which I had 

proposed, but that he and the elders thought themselves much honored by my being one of their 

flock. I never in my whole life felt greater surprise or received from it more consolation. Living 

always alone and unconnected appeared to me a melancholy destiny, especially in adversity. In 

the midst of so many proscriptions and persecutions, I found it extremely agreeable to be able to 

say to myself: I am at least amongst my brethren; and I went to the communion with an emotion 

of heart, and my eyes suffused with tears of tenderness, which perhaps were the most agreeable 

preparation to Him to whose table I was drawing near. 

Sometime afterwards his lordship sent me a letter from Madam de Boufflers, which he had 

received, at least I presumed so, by means of D’Alembert, who was acquainted with the 

marechal. In this letter, the first this lady had written to me after my departure from 

Montmorency, she rebuked me severely for having written to M. de Montmollin, and especially 

for having communicated. I the less understood what she meant by her reproof, as after my 

journey to Geneva, I had constantly declared myself a Protestant, and had gone publicly to the 

Hotel de Hollande without incurring the least censure from anybody. It appeared to me diverting 

enough, that Madam de Boufflers should wish to direct my conscience in matters of religion. 

However, as I had no doubt of the purity of her intention, I was not offended by this singular 

sally, and I answered her without anger, stating to her my reasons. 

Calumnies in print were still industriously circulated, and their benign authors reproached the 

different powers with treating me too mildly. For my part, I let them say and write what they 

pleased, without giving myself the least concern about the matter. I was told there was a censure 

from the Sorbonne, but this I could not believe. What could the Sorbonne have to do in the 

matter? Did the doctors wish to know to a certainty that I was not a Catholic? Everybody already 

knew I was not one. Were they desirous of proving I was not a good Calvinist? Of what 

consequence was this to them? It was taking upon themselves a singular care, and becoming the 

substitutes of our ministers. Before I saw this publication I thought it was distributed in the name 

of the Sorbonne, by way of mockery: and when I had read it I was convinced this was the case. 

But when at length there was not a doubt of its authenticity, all I could bring myself to believe 

was, that the learned doctors would have been better placed in a madhouse than they were in the 

college. 

I was more affected by another publication, because it came from a man for whom I always 

had an esteem, and whose constancy I admired, though I pitied his blindness. I mean the 



mandatory letter against me by the archbishop of Paris. I thought to return an answer to it was a 

duty I owed myself. This I felt I could do without derogating from my dignity; the case was 

something similar to that of the King of Poland. I had always detested brutal disputes, after the 

manner of Voltaire. I never combat but with dignity, and before I deign to defend myself I must 

be certain that he by whom I am attacked will not dishonor my retort. I had no doubt but this 

letter was fabricated by the Jesuits, and although they were at that time in distress, I discovered 

in it their old principle of crushing the wretched. I was therefore at liberty to follow my ancient 

maxim, by honoring the titulary author, and refuting the work which I think I did completely. 

I found my residence at Motiers very agreeable, and nothing was wanting to determine me to 

end my days there, but a certainty of the means of subsistence. Living is dear in that 

neighborhood, and all my old projects had been overturned by the dissolution of my household 

arrangements at Montmorency, the establishment of others, the sale or squandering of my 

furniture, and the expenses incurred since my departure. The little capital which remained to me 

daily diminished. Two or three years were sufficient to consume the remainder without my 

having the means of renewing it, except by again engaging in literary pursuits: a pernicious 

profession which I had already abandoned. Persuaded that everything which concerned me 

would change, and that the public, recovered from its frenzy, would make my persecutors blush, 

all my endeavors tended to prolong my resources until this happy revolution should take place, 

after which I should more at my ease choose a resource from amongst those which might offer 

themselves. To this effect I took up my Dictionary of Music, which ten years’ labor had so far 

advanced as to leave nothing wanting to it but the last corrections. My books which I had lately 

received, enabled me to finish this work; my papers sent me by the same conveyance, furnished 

me with the means of beginning my memoirs to which I was determined to give my whole 

attention. I began by transcribing the letters into a book, by which my memory might be guided 

in the order of fact and time. I had already selected those I intended to keep for this purpose, and 

for ten years the series was not interrupted. However, in preparing them for copying I found an 

interruption at which I was surprised. This was for almost six months, from October, 1756, to 

March following. I recollected having put into my selection a number of letters from Diderot, De 

Leyre, Madam d’ Epinay, Madam de Chenonceaux, etc., which filled up the void and were 

missing. What was become of them? Had any person laid their hands upon my papers whilst they 

remained in the Hotel de Luxembourg? This was not conceivable, and I had seen M. de 

Luxembourg take the key of the chamber in which I had deposited them. Many letters from 

different ladies, and all those from Diderot, were without date, on which account I had been 

under the necessity of dating them from memory before they could be put in order, and thinking I 

might have committed errors, I again looked them over for the purpose of seeing whether or not I 

could find those which ought to fill up the void. This experiment did not succeed. I perceived the 

vacancy to be real, and that the letters had certainly been taken away. By whom and for what 

purpose? This was what I could not comprehend. These letters, written prior to my great 

quarrels, and at the time of my first enthusiasm in the composition of ‘Eloisa’, could not be 

interesting to any person. They contained nothing more than cavillings by Diderot, jeerings from 

De Leyre, assurances of friendship from M. de Chenonceaux, and even Madam d’Epinay, with 

whom I was then upon the best of terms. To whom were these letters of consequence? To what 

use were they to be put? It was not until seven years afterwards that I suspected the nature of the 

theft. 

The deficiency being no longer doubtful, I looked over my rough drafts to see whether or not 

it was the only one. I found several, which on account of the badness of my memory, made me 



suppose others in the multitude of my papers. Those I remarked were that of the ‘Morale 

Sensitive’, and the extract of the adventures of Lord Edward. The last, I confess, made me 

suspect Madam de Luxembourg. La Roche, her valet de chambre, had sent me the papers, and I 

could think of nobody but herself to whom this fragment could be of consequence; but what 

concern could the other give her, any more than the rest of the letters missing, with which, even 

with evil intentions, nothing to my prejudice could be done, unless they were falsified? As for 

the marechal, with whose friendship for me, and invariable integrity, I was perfectly acquainted, 

I never could suspect him for a moment. The most reasonable supposition, after long tormenting 

my mind in endeavoring to discover the author of the theft, was that which imputed it to 

D’Alembert, who, having thrust himself into the company of Madam de Luxembourg, might 

have found means to turn over these papers, and take from amongst them such manuscripts and 

letters as he might have thought proper, either for the purpose of endeavoring to embroil me with 

the writer of them, or to appropriate those he should find useful to his own private purposes. I 

imagined that, deceived by the title of Morale Sensitive, he might have supposed it to be the plan 

of a real treatise upon materialism, with which he would have armed himself against me in a 

manner easy to be imagined. Certain that he would soon be undeceived by reading the sketch and 

determined to quit all literary pursuits, these larcenies gave me but little concern. They besides 

were not the first the same hand had committed upon me without having complained of these 

pilferings. 

     [I had found in his ‘Elemens de  Musique’ (Elements of Music) 

     several things taken from what I had written for the ‘Encyclopedie’, 

     and which were given to him several years before the publication of 

     his elements.  I know not what he may have had to do with a book 

     entitled ‘Dictionaire des Beaux Arts’ (Dictionary of the Fine Arts) 

     but I found in it articles transcribed word for word from mine, and 

     this long before the same articles were printed in the 

     Encyclopedie.] 

In a very little time I thought no more of the trick that had been played me than if nothing had 

happened, and began to collect the materials I had left for the purpose of undertaking my 

projected confessions. 

I had long thought the company of ministers, or at least the citizens and burgesses of Geneva, 

would remonstrate against the infraction of the edict in the decree made against me. Everything 

remained quiet, at least to all exterior appearance; for discontent was general, and ready, on the 

first opportunity, openly to manifest itself. My friends, or persons calling themselves such, wrote 

letter after letter exhorting me to come and put myself at their head, assuring me of public 

separation from the council. The fear of the disturbance and troubles which might be caused by 

my presence, prevented me from acquiescing with their desires, and, faithful to the oath I had 

formerly made, never to take the least part in any civil dissension in my country, I chose rather to 

let the offence remain as it was, and banish myself forever from the country, than to return to it 

by means which were violent and dangerous. It is true, I expected the burgesses would make 

legal remonstrances against an infraction in which their interests were deeply concerned; but no 

such steps were taken. They who conducted the body of citizens sought less the real redress of 

grievances than an opportunity to render themselves necessary. They caballed but were silent, 

and suffered me to be bespattered by the gossips and hypocrites set on to render me odious in the 

eyes of the populace, and pass off their misdemeanors as religious zeal. 



After having, during a whole year, vainly expected that some one would remonstrate against 

an illegal proceeding, and seeing myself abandoned by my fellow-citizens, I determined to 

renounce my ungrateful country in which I never had lived, from which I had not received either 

inheritance or services, and by which, in return for the honor I had endeavored to do it, I saw 

myself so unworthily treated by unanimous consent, since they, who should have spoken, had 

remained silent. I therefore wrote to the first syndic for that year, to M. Favre, if I remember 

right, a letter in which I solemnly gave up my freedom of the city of Geneva, carefully observing 

in it, however, that decency and moderation, from which I have never departed in the acts of 

haughtiness which, in my misfortunes, the cruelty of my enemies have frequently forced upon 

me, 

This step opened the eyes of the citizens, who feeling they had neglected their own interests 

by abandoning my defence, took my part when it was too late. They had wrongs of their own 

which they joined to mine, and made these the subject of several well-reasoned representations, 

which they strengthened and extended, as the refusal of the council, supported by the ministry of 

France, made them more clearly perceive the project formed to impose on them a yoke. These 

altercations produced several pamphlets which were undecisive, until that appeared entitled 

‘Lettres ecrites de la Campagne’, a work written in favor of the council, with infinite art, and by 

which the remonstrating party, reduced to silence, was crushed for a time. This production, a 

lasting monument of the rare talents of its author, came from the Attorney-General Tronchin, a 

man of wit and an enlightened understanding, well versed in the laws and government of the 

republic. ‘Siluit terra’. 

The remonstrators, recovered from their first overthrow, undertook to give an answer, and in 

time produced one which brought them off tolerably well. But they all looked to me, as the only 

person capable of combating a like adversary with hope of success. I confess I was of their 

opinion, and excited by my former fellow-citizens, who thought it was my duty to aid them with 

my pen, as I had been the cause of their embarrassment, I undertook to refute the ‘Lettres ecrites 

de la Campagne’, and parodied the title of them by that of ‘Lettres ecrites de la Montagne,’ 

which I gave to mine. I wrote this answer so secretly, that at a meeting I had at Thonon, with the 

chiefs of the malcontents to talk of their affairs, and where they showed me a sketch of their 

answer, I said not a word of mine, which was quite ready, fearing obstacles might arise relative 

to the impression of it, should the magistrate or my enemies hear of what I had done. This work 

was, however known in France before the publication; but government chose rather to let it 

appear, than to suffer me to guess at the means by which my secret had been discovered. 

Concerning this I will state what I know, which is but trifling: what I have conjectured shall 

remain with myself. 

I received, at Motiers, almost as many visits as at the Hermitage and Montmorency; but these, 

for the most part were a different kind. They who had formerly come to see me were people who, 

having taste, talents, and principles, something similar to mine, alleged them as the causes of 

their visits, and introduced subjects on which I could converse. At Motiers the case was different, 

especially with the visitors who came from France. They were officers or other persons who had 

no taste for literature, nor had many of them read my works, although, according to their own 

accounts, they had travelled thirty, forty, sixty, and even a hundred leagues to come and see me, 

and admire the illustrious man, the very celebrated, the great man, etc. For from the time of my 

settling at Motiers, I received the most impudent flattery, from which the esteem of those with 

whom I associated had formerly sheltered me. As but few of my new visitors deigned to tell me 

who or what they were, and as they had neither read nor cast their eye over my works, nor had 



their researches and mine been directed to the same objects, I knew not what to speak to them 

upon: I waited for what they had to say, because it was for them to know and tell me the purpose 

of their visit. It will naturally be imagined this did not produce conversations very interesting to 

me, although they, perhaps, were so to my visitors, according to the information they might wish 

to acquire; for as I was without suspicion, I answered without reserve, to every question they 

thought proper to ask me, and they commonly went away as well informed as myself of the 

particulars of my situation. 

I was, for example, visited in this manner by M. de Feins, equerry to the queen, and captain of 

cavalry, who had the patience to pass several days at Motiers, and to follow me on foot even to 

La Ferriere, leading his horse by the bridle, without having with me any point of union, except 

our acquaintance with Mademoiselle Fel, and that we both played at ‘bilboquet’. [A kind of cup 

and ball.] 

Before this I had received another visit much more extraordinary. Two men arrived on foot, 

each leading a mule loaded with his little baggage, lodging at the inn, taking care of their mules 

and asking to see me. By the equipage of these muleteers they were taken for smugglers, and the 

news that smugglers were come to see me was instantly spread. Their manner of addressing me 

sufficiently showed they were persons of another description; but without being smugglers they 

might be adventurers, and this doubt kept me for some time on my guard. They soon removed 

my apprehensions. One was M. de Montauban, who had the title of Comte de la Tour du Pin, 

gentleman to the dauphin; the other, M. Dastier de Carpentras, an old officer who had his cross 

of St. Louis in his pocket, because he could not display it. These gentlemen, both very amiable, 

were men of sense, and their manner of travelling, so much to my own taste, and but little like 

that of French gentlemen, in some measure gained them my attachment, which an intercourse 

with them served to improve. Our acquaintance did not end with the visit; it is still kept up, and 

they have since been several times to see me, not on foot, that was very well for the first time; 

but the more I have seen of these gentlemen the less similarity have I found between their taste 

and mine; I have not discovered their maxims to be such as I have ever observed, that my 

writings are familiar to them, or that there is any real sympathy between them and myself. What, 

therefore, did they want with me? Why came they to see me with such an equipage? Why repeat 

their visit? Why were they so desirous of having me for their host? I did not at that time propose 

to myself these questions; but they have sometimes occurred to me since. 

Won by their advances, my heart abandoned itself without reserve, especially to M. Dastier, 

with whose open countenance I was more particularly pleased. I even corresponded with him, 

and when I determined to print the ‘Letters from the Mountains’, I thought of addressing myself 

to him, to deceive those by whom my packet was waited for upon the road to Holland. He had 

spoken to me a good deal, and perhaps purposely, upon the liberty of the press at Avignon; he 

offered me his services should I have anything to print there: I took advantage of the offer and 

sent him successively by the post my first sheets. After having kept these for some time, he sent 

them back to me, “Because,” said he, “no bookseller dared to sell them;” and I was obliged to 

have recourse to Rey taking care to send my papers, one after the other, and not to part with 

those which succeeded until I had advice of the reception of those already sent. Before the work 

was published, I found it had been seen in the office of the ministers, and D’Escherny, of 

Neuchatel, spoke to me of the book, entitled ‘De l’Homme de la Montagne’, which D’Holbach 

had told him was by me. I assured him, and it was true, that I never had written a book which 

bore that title. When the letters appeared he became furious, and accused me of falsehood; 

although I had told him truth. By this means I was certain my manuscript had been read; as I 



could not doubt the fidelity of Rey, the most rational conjecture seemed to be, that my packets 

had been opened at the post-house. 

Another acquaintance I made much about the same time, but which was begun by letters, was 

that with M. Laliand of Nimes, who wrote to me from Paris, begging I would send him my 

profile; he said he was in want of it for my bust in marble, which Le Moine was making for him 

to be placed in his library. If this was a pretence invented to deceive me, it fully succeeded. I 

imagined that a man who wished to have my bust in marble in his library had his head full of my 

works, consequently of my principles, and that he loved me because his mind was in unison with 

mine. It was natural this idea should seduce me. I have since seen M. Laliand. I found him very 

ready to render me many trifling services, and to concern himself in my little affairs, but I have 

my doubts of his having, in the few books he ever read, fallen upon any one of those I have 

written. I do not know that he has a library, or that such a thing is of any use to him; and for the 

bust he has a bad figure in plaster, by Le Moine, from which has been engraved a hideous 

portrait that bears my name, as if it bore to me some resemblance. 

The only Frenchman who seemed to come to see me, on account of my sentiments, and his 

taste for my works, was a young officer of the regiment of Limousin, named Seguier de St. 

Brisson. He made a figure in Paris, where he still perhaps distinguishes himself by his pleasing 

talents and wit. He came once to Montmorency, the winter which preceded my catastrophe. I was 

pleased with his vivacity. He afterwards wrote to me at Motiers, and whether he wished to flatter 

me, or that his head was turned with Emilius, he informed me he was about to quit the service to 

live independently, and had begun to learn the trade of a carpenter. He had an elder brother, a 

captain in the same regiment, the favorite of the mother, who, a devotee to excess, and directed 

by I know not what hypocrite, did not treat the youngest son well, accusing him of irreligion, and 

what was still worse, of the unpardonable crime of being connected with me. These were the 

grievances, on account of which he was determined to break with his mother, and adopt the 

manner of life of which I have just spoken, all to play the part of the young Emilius. Alarmed at 

his petulance, I immediately wrote to him, endeavoring to make him change his resolution, and 

my exhortations were as strong as I could make them. They had their effect. He returned to his 

duty, to his mother, and took back the resignation he had given the colonel, who had been 

prudent enough to make no use of it, that the young man might have time to reflect upon what he 

had done. St. Brisson, cured of these follies, was guilty of another less alarming, but, to me, not 

less disagreeable than the rest: he became an author. He successively published two or three 

pamphlets which announced a man not devoid of talents, but I have not to reproach myself with 

having encouraged him by my praises to continue to write. 

Some time afterwards he came to see me, and we made together a pilgrimage to the island of 

St. Pierre. During this journey I found him different from what I saw of him at Montmorency. He 

had, in his manner, something affected, which at first did not much disgust me, although I have 

since thought of it to his disadvantage. He once visited me at the hotel de St. Simon, as I passed 

through Paris on my way to England. I learned there what he had not told me, that he lived in the 

great world, and often visited Madam de Luxembourg. Whilst I was at Trie, I never heard from 

him, nor did he so much as make inquiry after me, by means of his relation Mademoiselle 

Seguier, my neighbor. This lady never seemed favorably disposed towards me. In a word, the 

infatuation of M. de St. Brisson ended suddenly, like the connection of M. de Feins: but this man 

owed me nothing, and the former was under obligations to me, unless the follies I prevented him 

from committing were nothing more than affectation; which might very possibly be the case. 



I had visits from Geneva also. The Delucs, father and son, successively chose me for their 

attendant in sickness. The father was taken ill on the road, the son was already sick when he left 

Geneva; they both came to my house. Ministers, relations, hypocrites, and persons of every 

description came from Geneva and Switzerland, not like those from France, to laugh at and 

admire me, but to rebuke and catechise me. The only person amongst them who gave me 

pleasure, was Moultou, who passed with me three or four days, and whom I wished to remain 

much longer; the most persevering of all, the most obstinate, and who conquered me by 

importunity, was a M. d’Ivernois, a merchant at Geneva, a French refugee, and related to the 

attorney-general of Neuchatel. This man came from Geneva to Motiers twice a year, on purpose 

to see me, remained with me several days together from morning to night, accompanied me in 

my walks, brought me a thousand little presents, insinuated himself in spite of me into my 

confidence, and intermeddled in all my affairs, notwithstanding there was not between him and 

myself the least similarity of ideas, inclination, sentiment, or knowledge. I do not believe he ever 

read a book of any kind throughout, or that he knows upon what subject mine are written. When 

I began to herbalize, he followed me in my botanical rambles, without taste for that amusement, 

or having anything to say to me or I to him. He had the patience to pass with me three days in a 

public house at Goumoins, whence, by wearying him and making him feel how much he wearied 

me, I was in hopes of driving him away. I could not, however, shake his incredible perseverance, 

nor by any means discover the motive of it. 

Amongst these connections, made and continued by force, I must not omit the only one that 

was agreeable to me, and in which my heart was really interested: this was that I had with a 

young Hungarian who came to live at Neuchatel, and from that place to Motiers, a few months 

after I had taken up my residence there. He was called by the people of the country the Baron de 

Sauttern, by which name he had been recommended from Zurich. He was tall, well made, had an 

agreeable countenance, and mild and social qualities. He told everybody, and gave me also to 

understand that he came to Neuchatel for no other purpose, than that of forming his youth to 

virtue, by his intercourse with me. His physiognomy, manner, and behavior, seemed well suited 

to his conversation, and I should have thought I failed in one of the greatest duties had I turned 

my back upon a young man in whom I perceived nothing but what was amiable, and who sought 

my acquaintance from so respectable a motive. My heart knows not how to connect itself by 

halves. He soon acquired my friendship, and all my confidence, and we were presently 

inseparable. He accompanied me in all my walks, and became fond of them. I took him to the 

marechal, who received him with the utmost kindness. As he was yet unable to explain himself 

in French, he spoke and wrote to me in Latin, I answered in French, and this mingling of the two 

languages did not make our conversations either less smooth or lively. He spoke of his family, 

his affairs, his adventures, and of the court of Vienna, with the domestic details of which he 

seemed well acquainted. In fine, during two years which we passed in the greatest intimacy, I 

found in him a mildness of character proof against everything, manners not only polite but 

elegant, great neatness of person, an extreme decency in his conversation, in a word, all the 

marks of a man born and educated a gentleman, and which rendered him in my eyes too 

estimable not to make him dear to me. 

At the time we were upon the most intimate and friendly terms, D’ Ivernois wrote to me from 

Geneva, putting me upon my guard against the young Hungarian who had taken up his residence 

in my neighborhood; telling me he was a spy whom the minister of France had appointed to 

watch my proceedings. This information was of a nature to alarm me the more, as everybody 

advised me to guard against the machinations of persons who were employed to keep an eye 



upon my actions, and to entice me into France for the purpose of betraying me. To shut the 

mouths, once for all, of these foolish advisers, I proposed to Sauttern, without giving him the 

least intimation of the information I had received, a journey on foot to Pontarlier, to which he 

consented. As soon as we arrived there I put the letter from D’Ivernois into his hands, and after 

giving him an ardent embrace, I said: “Sauttern has no need of a proof of my confidence in him, 

but it is necessary I should prove to the public that I know in whom to place it.” This embrace 

was accompanied with a pleasure which persecutors can neither feel themselves, nor take away 

from the oppressed. 

I will never believe Sauttern was a spy, nor that he betrayed me: but I was deceived by him. 

When I opened to him my heart without reserve, he constantly kept his own shut, and abused me 

by lies. He invented I know not what kind of story, to prove to me his presence was necessary in 

his own country. I exhorted him to return to it as soon as possible. He set off, and when I thought 

he was in Hungary, I learned he was at Strasbourgh. This was not the first time he had been 

there. He had caused some disorder in a family in that city; and the husband knowing I received 

him in my house, wrote to me. I used every effort to bring the young woman back to the paths of 

virtue, and Sauttern to his duty. 

When I thought they were perfectly detached from each other, they renewed their 

acquaintance, and the husband had the complaisance to receive the young man at his house; from 

that moment I had nothing more to say. I found the pretended baron had imposed upon me by a 

great number of lies. His name was not Sauttern, but Sauttersheim. With respect to the title of 

baron, given him in Switzerland, I could not reproach him with the impropriety, because he had 

never taken it; but I have not a doubt of his being a gentleman, and the marshal, who knew 

mankind, and had been in Hungary, always considered and treated him as such. 

He had no sooner left my neighborhood, than the girl at the inn where he ate, at Motiers, 

declared herself with child by him. She was so dirty a creature, and Sauttern, generally esteemed 

in the country for his conduct and purity of morals, piqued himself so much upon cleanliness, 

that everybody was shocked at this impudent pretension. The most amiable women of the 

country, who had vainly displayed to him their charms, were furious: I myself was almost 

choked with indignation. I used every effort to get the tongue of this impudent woman stopped, 

offering to pay all expenses, and to give security for Sauttersheim. I wrote to him in the fullest 

persuasion, not only that this pregnancy could not relate to him, but that it was feigned, and the 

whole a machination of his enemies and mine. I wished him to return and confound the strumpet, 

and those by whom she was dictated to. The pusillanimity of his answer surprised me. He wrote 

to the master of the parish to which the creature belonged, and endeavored to stifle the matter. 

Perceiving this, I concerned myself no more about it, but I was astonished that a man who could 

stoop so low should have been sufficiently master of himself to deceive me by his reserve in the 

closest familiarity. 

From Strasbourgh, Sauttersheim went to seek his fortune in Paris, and found there nothing but 

misery. He wrote to me acknowledging his error. My compassion was excited by the recollection 

of our former friendship, and I sent him a sum of money. The year following, as I passed through 

Paris, I saw him much in the same situation; but he was the intimate friend of M. de Laliand, and 

I could not learn by what means he had formed this acquaintance, or whether it was recent or of 

long standing. Two years afterwards Sauttersheim returned to Strasbourgh, whence he wrote to 

me and where he died. This, in a few words, is the history of our connection, and what I know of 

his adventures; but while I mourn the fate of the unhappy young man, I still, and ever shall, 



believe he was the son of people of distinction, and the impropriety of his conduct was the effect 

of the situations to which he was reduced. 

Such were the connections and acquaintance I acquired at Motiers. How many of these would 

have been necessary to compensate the cruel losses I suffered at the same time. 

The first of these was that of M. de Luxembourg, who, after having been long tormented by 

the physicians, at length became their victim, by being treated for the gout which they would not 

acknowledge him to have, as for a disorder they thought they could cure. 

According to what La Roche, the confidential servant of Madam de Luxembourg, wrote to me 

relative to what had happened, it is by this cruel and memorable example that the miseries of 

greatness are to be deplored. 

The loss of this good nobleman afflicted me the more, as he was the only real friend I had in 

France, and the mildness of his character was such as to make me quite forget his rank, and 

attach myself to him as his equal. Our connection was not broken off on account of my having 

quitted the kingdom; he continued to write to me as usual. 

I nevertheless thought I perceived that absence, or my misfortune, had cooled his affection for 

me. It is difficult to a courtier to preserve the same attachment to a person whom he knows to be 

in disgrace with courts. I moreover suspected the great ascendancy Madam de Luxembourg had 

over his mind had been unfavorable to me, and that she had taken advantage of our separation to 

injure me in his esteem. For her part, notwithstanding a few affected marks of regard, which 

daily became less frequent, she less concealed the change in her friendship. She wrote to me four 

or five times into Switzerland, after which she never wrote to me again, and nothing but my 

prejudice, confidence and blindness, could have prevented my discovering in her something 

more than a coolness towards me. 

Guy the bookseller, partner with Duchesne, who, after I had left Montmorency, frequently 

went to the hotel de Luxembourg, wrote to me that my name was in the will of the marechal. 

There was nothing in this either incredible or extraordinary, on which account I had no doubt of 

the truth of the information. I deliberated within myself whether or not I should receive the 

legacy. Everything well considered, I determined to accept it, whatever it might be, and to do 

that honor to the memory of an honest man, who, in a rank in which friendship is seldom found, 

had had a real one for me. I had not this duty to fulfill. I heard no more of the legacy, whether it 

were true or false; and in truth I should have felt some pain in offending against one of the great 

maxims of my system of morality, in profiting by anything at the death of a person whom I had 

once held dear. During the last illness of our friend Mussard, Leneips proposed to me to take 

advantage of the grateful sense he expressed for our cares, to insinuate to him dispositions in our 

favor. “Ah! my dear Leneips,” said I, “let us not pollute by interested ideas the sad but sacred 

duties we discharge towards our dying friend. I hope my name will never be found in the 

testament of any person, at least not in that of a friend.” It was about this time that my lord 

marshal spoke to me of his, of what he intended to do in it for me, and that I made him the 

answer of which I have spoken in the first part of my memoirs. 

My second loss, still more afflicting and irreparable, was that of the best of women and 

mothers, who, already weighed down with years, and overburthened with infirmities and misery, 

quitted this vale of tears for the abode of the blessed, where the amiable remembrance of the 

good we have done here below is the eternal reward of our benevolence. Go, gentle and 

beneficent shade, to those of Fenelon, Bernex, Catinat, and others, who in a more humble state 

have, like them, opened their hearts to pure charity; go and taste of the fruit of your own 



benevolence, and prepare for your son the place he hopes to fill by your side. Happy in your 

misfortunes that Heaven, in putting to them a period, has spared you the cruel spectacle of his! 

Fearing, lest I should fill her heart with sorrow by the recital of my first disasters, I had not 

written to her since my arrival in Switzerland; but I wrote to M. de Conzie, to inquire after her 

situation, and it was from him I learned she had ceased to alleviate the sufferings of the afflicted, 

and that her own were at an end. I myself shall not suffer long; but if I thought I should not see 

her again in the life to come, my feeble imagination would less delight in the idea of the perfect 

happiness I there hope to enjoy. 

My third and last loss, for since that time I have not had a friend to lose, was that of the lord 

marshal. He did not die but tired of serving the ungrateful, he left Neuchatel, and I have never 

seen him since. He still lives, and will, I hope, survive me: he is alive, and thanks to him all my 

attachments on earth are not destroyed. There is one man still worthy of my friendship; for the 

real value of this consists more in what we feel than in that which we inspire; but I have lost the 

pleasure I enjoyed in his, and can rank him in the number of those only whom I love, but with 

whom I am no longer connected. He went to England to receive the pardon of the king, and 

acquired the possession of the property which formerly had been confiscated. We did not 

separate without an intention of again being united, the idea of which seemed to give him as 

much pleasure as I received from it. He determined to reside at Keith Hall, near Aberdeen, and I 

was to join him as soon as he was settled there: but this project was too flattering to my hopes to 

give me any of its success. He did not remain in Scotland. The affectionate solicitations of the 

King of Prussia induced him to return to Berlin, and the reason of my not going to him there will 

presently appear. 

Before this departure, foreseeing the storm which my enemies began to raise against me, he of 

his own accord sent me letters of naturalization, which seemed to be a certain means of 

preventing me from being driven from the country. The community of the Convent of Val de 

Travers followed the example of the governor, and gave me letters of Communion, gratis, as they 

were the first. Thus, in every respect, become a citizen, I was sheltered from legal expulsion, 

even by the prince; but it has never been by legitimate means, that the man who, of all others, has 

shown the greatest respect for the laws, has been persecuted. I do not think I ought to enumerate, 

amongst the number of my losses at this time, that of the Abbe Malby. Having lived sometime at 

the house of his mother, I have been acquainted with the abbe, but not very intimately, and I 

have reason to believe the nature of his sentiments with respect to me changed after I acquired a 

greater celebrity than he already had. But the first time I discovered his insincerity was 

immediately after the publication of the ‘Letters from the Mountain’. A letter attributed to him, 

addressed to Madam Saladin, was handed about in Geneva, in which he spoke of this work as the 

seditious clamors of a furious demagogue. 

The esteem I had for the Abbe Malby, and my great opinion of his understanding, did not 

permit me to believe this extravagant letter was written by him. I acted in this business with my 

usual candor. I sent him a copy of the letter, informing him he was said to be the author of it. He 

returned me no answer. This silence astonished me: but what was my surprise when by a letter I 

received from Madam de Chenonceaux, I learned the Abbe was really the author of that which 

was attributed to him, and found himself greatly embarrassed by mine. For even supposing for a 

moment that what he stated was true, how could he justify so public an attack, wantonly made, 

without obligation or necessity, for the sole purpose of overwhelming in the midst of his greatest 

misfortunes, a man to whom he had shown himself a well-wisher, and who had not done 

anything that could excite his enmity? In a short time afterwards the ‘Dialogues of Phocion’, in 



which I perceived nothing but a compilation, without shame or restraint, from my writings, made 

their appearance. 

In reading this book I perceived the author had not the least regard for me, and that in future I 

must number him among my most bitter enemies. I do not believe he has ever pardoned me for 

the Social Contract, far superior to his abilities, or the Perpetual Peace; and I am, besides, of 

opinion that the desire he expressed that I should make an extract from the Abbe de St. Pierre, 

proceeded from a supposition in him that I should not acquit myself of it so well. 

The further I advance in my narrative, the less order I feel myself capable of observing. The 

agitation of the rest of my life has deranged in my ideas the succession of events. These are too 

numerous, confused, and disagreeable to be recited in due order. The only strong impression they 

have left upon my mind is that of the horrid mystery by which the cause of them is concealed, 

and of the deplorable state to which they have reduced me. My narrative will in future be 

irregular, and according to the events which, without order, may occur to my recollection. I 

remember about the time to which I refer, full of the idea of my confessions, I very imprudently 

spoke of them to everybody, never imagining it could be the wish or interest, much less within 

the power of any person whatsoever, to throw an obstacle in the way of this undertaking, and had 

I suspected it, even this would not have rendered me more discreet, as from the nature of my 

disposition it is totally impossible for me to conceal either my thoughts or feelings. The 

knowledge of this enterprise was, as far as I can judge, the cause of the storm that was raised to 

drive me from Switzerland, and deliver me into the hands of those by whom I might be 

prevented from executing it. 

I had another project in contemplation which was not looked upon with a more favorable eye 

by those who were afraid of the first: this was a general edition of my works. I thought this 

edition of them necessary to ascertain what books, amongst those to which my name was affixed, 

were really written by me, and to furnish the public with the means of distinguishing them from 

the writings falsely attributed to me by my enemies, to bring me to dishonor and contempt. This 

was besides a simple and an honorable means of insuring to myself a livelihood, and the only 

one that remained to me. As I had renounced the profession of an author, my memoirs not being 

of a nature to appear during my lifetime; as I no longer gained a farthing in any manner 

whatsoever, and constantly lived at a certain expense, I saw the end of my resources in that of the 

produce of the last things I had written. This reason had induced me to hasten the finishing of my 

Dictionary of Music, which still was incomplete. I had received for it a hundred louis (guineas) 

and a life annuity of three hundred livres; but a hundred louis could not last long in the hands of 

a man who annually expended upwards of sixty, and three-hundred livres (twelve guineas) a year 

was but a trifling sum to one upon whom parasites and beggarly visitors lighted like a swarm of 

flies. 

A company of merchants from Neuchatel came to undertake the general edition, and a printer 

or bookseller of the name of Reguillat, from Lyons, thrust himself, I know not by what means, 

amongst them to direct it. The agreement was made upon reasonable terms, and sufficient to 

accomplish my object. I had in print and manuscript, matter for six volumes in quarto. I 

moreover agreed to give my assistance in bringing out the edition. The merchants were, on their 

part, to pay me a thousand crowns (one hundred and twenty-five pounds) down, and to assign me 

an annuity of sixteen hundred livres (sixty-six pounds) for life. 

The agreement was concluded but not signed, when the Letters from the Mountain appeared. 

The terrible explosion caused by this infernal work, and its abominable author, terrified the 



company, and the undertaking was at an end. I would compare the effect of this last production 

to that of the Letter on French Music, had not that letter, while it brought upon me hatred, and 

exposed me to danger, acquired me respect and esteem. But after the appearance of the last work, 

it was a matter of astonishment at Geneva and Versailles that such a monster as the author of it 

should be suffered to exist. The little council, excited by the French resident, and directed by the 

attorney-general, made a declaration against my work, by which, in the most severe terms, it was 

declared to be unworthy of being burned by the hands of the hangman, adding, with an address 

which bordered upon the burlesque, there was no possibility of speaking of or answering it 

without dishonor. I would here transcribe the curious piece of composition, but unfortunately I 

have it not by me. I ardently wish some of my readers, animated by the zeal of truth and equity, 

would read over the Letters from the Mountain: they will, I dare hope, feel the stoical moderation 

which reigns throughout the whole, after all the cruel outrages with which the author was loaded. 

But unable to answer the abuse, because no part of it could be called by that name nor to the 

reasons because these were unanswerable, my enemies pretended to appear too much enraged to 

reply: and it is true, if they took the invincible arguments it contains for abuse, they must have 

felt themselves roughly treated. 

The remonstrating party, far from complaining of the odious declaration, acted according to 

the spirit of it, and instead of making a trophy of the Letters from the Mountain, which they 

veiled to make them serve as a shield, were pusillanimous enough not to do justice or honor to 

that work, written to defend them, and at their own solicitation. They did not either quote or 

mention the letters, although they tacitly drew from them all their arguments, and by exactly 

following the advice with which they conclude, made them the sole cause of their safety and 

triumph. They had imposed on me this duty: I had fulfilled it, and unto the end had served their 

cause and the country. I begged of them to abandon me, and in their quarrels to think of nobody 

but themselves. They took me at my word, and I concerned myself no more about their affairs, 

further than constantly to exhort them to peace, not doubting, should they continue to be 

obstinate, of their being crushed by France; this however did not happen; I know the reason why 

it did not, but this is not the place to explain what I mean. 

The effect produced at Neuchatel by the Letters from the Mountain was at first very mild. I 

sent a copy of them to M. de Montmollin, who received it favorably, and read it without making 

any objection. He was ill as well as myself; as soon as he recovered he came in a friendly manner 

to see me, and conversed on general subjects. A rumor was however begun; the book was burned 

I know not where. From Geneva, Berne, and perhaps from Versailles, the effervescence quickly 

passed to Neuchatel, and especially to Val de Travers, where, before even the ministers had 

taken any apparent steps, an attempt was secretly made to stir up the people. I ought, I dare 

assert, to have been beloved by the people of that country in which I have lived, giving alms in 

abundance, not leaving about me an indigent person without assistance, never refusing to do any 

service in my power, and which was consistent with justice, making myself perhaps too familiar 

with everybody, and avoiding, as far as it was possible for me to do it, all distinction which 

might excite the least jealousy. This, however, did not prevent the populace, secretly stirred up 

against me, by I know not whom, from being by degrees irritated against me, even to fury, nor 

from publicly insulting me, not only in the country and upon the road, but in the street. Those to 

whom I had rendered the greatest services became most irritated against me, and even people 

who still continued to receive my benefactions, not daring to appear, excited others, and seemed 

to wish thus to be revenged of me for their humiliation, by the obligations they were under for 

the favors I had conferred upon them. Montmollin seemed to pay no attention to what was 



passing, and did not yet come forward. But as the time of communion approached, he came to 

advise me not to present myself at the holy table, assuring me, however, he was not my enemy, 

and that he would leave me undisturbed. I found this compliment whimsical enough; it brought 

to my recollection the letter from Madam de Boufflers, and I could not conceive to whom it 

could be a matter of such importance whether I communicated or not. Considering this 

condescension on my part as an act of cowardice, and moreover, being unwilling to give to the 

people a new pretext under which they might charge me with impiety, I refused the request of the 

minister, and he went away dissatisfied, giving me to understand I should repent of my 

obstinacy. 

He could not of his own authority forbid me the communion: that of the Consistory, by which 

I had been admitted to it, was necessary, and as long as there was no objection from that body I 

might present myself without the fear of being refused. Montmollin procured from the Classe 

(the ministers) a commission to summon me to the Consistory, there to give an account of the 

articles of my faith, and to excommunicate me should I refuse to comply. This excommunication 

could not be pronounced without the aid of the Consistory also, and a majority of the voices. But 

the peasants, who under the appellation of elders, composed this assembly, presided over and 

governed by their minister, might naturally be expected to adopt his opinion, especially in 

matters of the clergy, which they still less understood than he did. I was therefore summoned, 

and I resolved to appear. 

What a happy circumstance and triumph would this have been to me could I have spoken, and 

had I, if I may so speak, had my pen in my mouth! With what superiority, with what facility 

even, should I have overthrown this poor minister in the midst of his six peasants! The thirst after 

power having made the Protestant clergy forget all the principles of the reformation, all I had to 

do to recall these to their recollection and to reduce them to silence, was to make comments upon 

my first ‘Letters from the Mountain’, upon which they had the folly to animadvert. 

My text was ready, and I had only to enlarge on it, and my adversary was confounded. I 

should not have been weak enough to remain on the defensive; it was easy to me to become an 

assailant without his even perceiving it, or being able to shelter himself from my attack. The 

contemptible priests of the Classe, equally careless and ignorant, had of themselves placed me in 

the most favorable situation I could desire to crush them at pleasure. But what of this? It was 

necessary I should speak without hesitation, and find ideas, turn of expression, and words at will, 

preserving a presence of mind, and keeping myself collected, without once suffering even a 

momentary confusion. For what could I hope, feeling as I did, my want of aptitude to express 

myself with ease? I had been reduced to the most mortifying silence at Geneva, before an 

assembly which was favorable to me, and previously resolved to approve of everything I should 

say. Here, on the contrary, I had to do with a cavalier who, substituting cunning to knowledge, 

would spread for me a hundred snares before I could perceive one of them, and was resolutely 

determined to catch me in an error let the consequence be what it would. The more I examined 

the situation in which I stood, the greater danger I perceived myself exposed to, and feeling the 

impossibility of successfully withdrawing from it, I thought of another expedient. I meditated a 

discourse which I intended to pronounce before the Consistory, to exempt myself from the 

necessity of answering. The thing was easy. I wrote the discourse and began to learn it by 

memory, with an inconceivable ardor. Theresa laughed at hearing me mutter and incessantly 

repeat the same phrases, while endeavoring to cram them into my head. I hoped, at length, to 

remember what I had written: I knew the chatelain as an officer attached to the service of the 

prince, would be present at the Consistory, and that notwithstanding the manoeuvres and bottles 



of Montmollin, most of the elders were well disposed towards me. I had, moreover, in my favor, 

reason, truth, and justice, with the protection of the king, the authority of the council of state, and 

the good wishes of every real patriot, to whom the establishment of this inquisition was 

threatening. In fine, everything contributed to encourage me. 

On the eve of the day appointed, I had my discourse by rote, and recited it without missing a 

word. I had it in my head all night: in the morning I had forgotten it. I hesitated at every word, 

thought myself before the assembly, became confused, stammered, and lost my presence of 

mind. In fine, when the time to make my appearance was almost at hand, my courage totally 

failed me. I remained at home and wrote to the Consistory, hastily stating my reasons, and 

pleaded my disorder, which really, in the state to which apprehension had reduced me, would 

scarcely have permitted me to stay out the whole sitting. 

The minister, embarrassed by my letter, adjourned the Consistory. In the interval, he of 

himself, and by his creatures, made a thousand efforts to seduce the elders, who, following the 

dictates of their consciences, rather than those they received from him, did not vote according to 

his wishes, or those of the Classe. Whatever power his arguments drawn from his cellar might 

have over this kind of people, he could not gain one of them, more than the two or three who 

were already devoted to his will, and who were called his ‘ames damnees’.—[damned souls]—

The officer of the prince, and the Colonel Pury, who, in this affair, acted with great zeal, kept the 

rest to their duty, and when Montmollin wished to proceed to excommunication, his Consistory, 

by a majority of voices, flatly refused to authorize him to do it. Thus reduced to the last 

expedient, that of stirring up the people against me, he, his colleagues, and other persons, set 

about it openly, and were so successful, that not-withstanding the strong and frequent rescripts of 

the king, and the orders of the council of state, I was at length obliged to quit the country, that I 

might not expose the officer of the king to be himself assassinated while he protected me. 

The recollection of the whole of this affair is so confused, that it is impossible for me to 

reduce to or connect the circumstances of it. I remember a kind of negotiation had been entered 

into with the Classe, in which Montmollin was the mediator. He feigned to believe it was feared 

I should, by my writings, disturb the peace of the country, in which case, the liberty I had of 

writing would be blamed. He had given me to understand that if I consented to lay down my pen, 

what was past would be forgotten. I had already entered into this engagement with myself, and 

did not hesitate in doing it with the Classe, but conditionally and solely in matters of religion. He 

found means to have a duplicate of the agreement upon some change necessary to be made in it, 

the condition having been rejected by the Classe; I demanded back the writing, which was 

returned to me, but he kept the duplicate, pretending it was lost. After this, the people, openly 

excited by the ministers, laughed at the rescripts of the king, and the orders of the council of 

state, and shook off all restraint. I was declaimed against from the pulpit, called antichrist, and 

pursued in the country like a mad wolf. My Armenian dress discovered me to the populace; of 

this I felt the cruel inconvenience, but to quit it in such circumstances, appeared to me an act of 

cowardice. I could not prevail upon myself to do it, and I quietly walked through the country 

with my caffetan and fur bonnet in the midst of the hootings of the dregs of the people, and 

sometimes through a shower of stones. Several times as I passed before houses, I heard those by 

whom they were inhabited call out: “Bring me my gun that I may fire at him.” As I did not on 

this account hasten my pace, my calmness increased their fury, but they never went further than 

threats, at least with respect to firearms. 

During the fermentation I received from two circumstances the most sensible pleasure. The 

first was my having it in my power to prove my gratitude by means of the lord marshal. The 



honest part of the inhabitants of Neuchatel, full of indignation at the treatment I received, and the 

manoeuvres of which I was the victim, held the ministers in execration, clearly perceiving they 

were obedient to a foreign impulse, and the vile agents of people, who, in making them act, kept 

themselves concealed; they were moreover afraid my case would have dangerous consequences, 

and be made a precedent for the purpose of establishing a real inquisition. 

The magistrates, and especially M. Meuron, who had succeeded M. d’ Ivernois in the office of 

attorney-general, made every effort to defend me. Colonel Pury, although a private individual, 

did more and succeeded better. It was the colonel who found means to make Montmollin submit 

in his Consistory, by keeping the elders to their duty. He had credit, and employed it to stop the 

sedition; but he had nothing more than the authority of the laws, and the aid of justice and 

reason, to oppose to that of money and wine: the combat was unequal, and in this point 

Montmollin was triumphant. However, thankful for his zeal and cares, I wished to have it in my 

power to make him a return of good offices, and in some measure discharge a part of the 

obligations I was under to him. I knew he was very desirous of being named a counsellor of 

state; but having displeased the court by his conduct in the affair of the minister Petitpierre, he 

was in disgrace with the prince and governor. I however undertook, at all risks, to write to the 

lord marshal in his favor: I went so far as even to mention the employment of which he was 

desirous, and my application was so well received that, contrary to the expectations of his most 

ardent well wishers, it was almost instantly conferred upon him by the king. In this manner fate, 

which has constantly raised me to too great an elevation, or plunged me into an abyss of 

adversity, continued to toss me from one extreme to another, and whilst the populace covered me 

with mud I was able to make a counsellor of state. 

The other pleasing circumstance was a visit I received from Madam de Verdelin with her 

daughter, with whom she had been at the baths of Bourbonne, whence they came to Motiers and 

stayed with me two or three days. By her attention and cares, she at length conquered my long 

repugnancy; and my heart, won by her endearing manner, made her a return of all the friendship 

of which she had long given me proofs. This journey made me extremely sensible of her 

kindness: my situation rendered the consolations of friendship highly necessary to support me 

under my sufferings. I was afraid she would be too much affected by the insults I received from 

the populace, and could have wished to conceal them from her that her feelings might not be 

hurt, but this was impossible; and although her presence was some check upon the insolent 

populace in our walks, she saw enough of their brutality to enable her to judge of what passed 

when I was alone. During the short residence she made at Motiers, I was still attacked in my 

habitation. One morning her chambermaid found my window blocked up with stones, which had 

been thrown at it during the night. A very heavy bench placed in the street by the side of the 

house, and strongly fastened down, was taken up and reared against the door in such a manner 

as, had it not been perceived from the window, to have knocked down the first person who 

should have opened the door to go out. Madam de Verdelin was acquainted with everything that 

passed; for, besides what she herself was witness to, her confidential servant went into many 

houses in the village, spoke to everybody, and was seen in conversation with Montmollin. She 

did not, however, seem to pay the least attention to that which happened to me, nor never 

mentioned Montmollin nor any other person, and answered in a few words to what I said to her 

of him. Persuaded that a residence in England would be more agreeable to me than any other, she 

frequently spoke of Mr. Hume who was then at Paris, of his friendship for me, and the desire he 

had of being of service to me in his own country. It is time I should say something of Hume. 



He had acquired a great reputation in France amongst the Encyclopedists by his essays on 

commerce and politics, and in the last place by his history of the House of Stuart, the only one of 

his writings of which I had read a part, in the translation of the Abbe Prevot. For want of being 

acquainted with his other works, I was persuaded, according to what I heard of him, that Mr. 

Hume joined a very republican mind to the English Paradoxes in favor of luxury. In this opinion 

I considered his whole apology of Charles I. as a prodigy of impartiality, and I had as great an 

idea of his virtue as of his genius. The desire of being acquainted with this great man, and of 

obtaining his friendship, had greatly strengthened the inclination I felt to go to England, induced 

by the solicitations of Madam de Boufflers, the intimate friend of Hume. After my arrival in 

Switzerland, I received from him, by means of this lady, a letter extremely flattering; in which, to 

the highest encomiums on my genius, he subjoined a pressing invitation to induce me to go to 

England, and the offer of all his interest, and that of his friends, to make my residence there 

agreeable. I found in the country to which I had retired, the lord marshal, the countryman and 

friend of Hume, who confirmed my good opinion of him, and from whom I learned a literary 

anecdote, which did him great honor in the opinion of his lordship and had the same effect in 

mine. Wallace, who had written against Hume upon the subject of the population of the ancients, 

was absent whilst his work was in the press. Hume took upon himself to examine the proofs, and 

to do the needful to the edition. This manner of acting was according to my way of thinking. I 

had sold at six sous (three pence) a piece, the copies of a song written against myself. I was, 

therefore, strongly prejudiced in favor of Hume, when Madam de Verdelin came and mentioned 

the lively friendship he expressed for me, and his anxiety to do me the honors of England; such 

was her expression. She pressed me a good deal to take advantage of this zeal and to write to 

him. As I had not naturally an inclination to England, and did not intend to go there until the last 

extremity, I refused to write or make any promise; but I left her at liberty to do whatever she 

should think necessary to keep Mr. Hume favorably disposed towards me. When she went from 

Motiers, she left me in the persuasion, by everything she had said to me of that illustrious man, 

that he was my friend, and she herself still more his. 

After her departure, Montmollin carried on his manoeuvres with more vigor, and the populace 

threw off all restraint. Yet I still continued to walk quietly amidst the hootings of the vulgar; and 

a taste for botany, which I had begun to contract with Doctor d’Ivernois, making my rambling 

more amusing, I went through the country herbalising, without being affected by the clamors of 

this scum of the earth, whose fury was still augmented by my calmness. What affected me most 

was, seeing families of my friends, or of persons who gave themselves that name, openly join the 

league of my persecutors; such as the D’Ivernois, without excepting the father and brother of my 

Isabel le Boy de la Tour, a relation to the friend in whose house I lodged, and Madam Girardier, 

her sister-in-law. 

     [This fatality had begun with my residence at Yverdon; the banneret 

     Roguin dying a year or two after my departure from that city, the 

     old papa Roguin had the candor to inform me with grief, as he said, 

     that in the papers of his relation, proofs had been found of his 

     having been concerned in the conspiracy to expel me from Yverdon and 

     the state of Berne.  This clearly proved the conspiracy not to be, 

     as some people pretended to believe, an affair of hypocrisy; since 

     the banneret, far from being a devotee, carried materialism and 

     incredulity to intolerance and fanaticism.  Besides, nobody at 

     Yverdon had shown me more constant attention, nor had so prodigally 



     bestowed upon me praises and flattery as this banneret.  He 

     faithfully followed the favorite plan of my persecutors.] 

This Peter Boy was such a brute; so stupid, and behaved so uncouthly, that, to prevent my 

mind from being disturbed, I took the liberty to ridicule him; and after the manner of the ‘Petit 

Prophete’, I wrote a pamphlet of a few pages, entitled, ‘la Vision de Pierre de la Montagne dit le 

Voyant,—[The vision of Peter of the Mountain called the Seer.]—in which I found means to be 

diverting enough on the miracles which then served as the great pretext for my persecution. Du 

Peyrou had this scrap printed at Geneva, but its success in the country was but moderate; the 

Neuchatelois with all their wit, taste but weakly attic salt or pleasantry when these are a little 

refined. 

In the midst of decrees and persecutions, the Genevese had distinguished themselves by 

setting up a hue and cry with all their might; and my friend Vernes amongst others, with an 

heroical generosity, chose that moment precisely to publish against me letters in which he 

pretended to prove I was not a Christian. These letters, written with an air of self-sufficiency, 

were not the better for it, although it was positively said the celebrated Bonnet had given them 

some correction: for this man, although a materialist, has an intolerant orthodoxy the moment I 

am in question. There certainly was nothing in this work which could tempt me to answer it; but 

having an opportunity of saying a few words upon it in my ‘Letters from the Mountain’, I 

inserted in them a short note sufficiently expressive of disdain to render Vernes furious. He filled 

Geneva with his furious exclamations, and D’Ivernois wrote me word he had quite lost his 

senses. Sometime afterwards appeared an anonymous sheet, which instead of ink seemed to be 

written with water of Phlegethon. In this letter I was accused of having exposed my children in 

the streets, of taking about with me a soldier’s trull, of being worn out with debaucheries..., and 

other fine things of a like nature. It was not difficult for me to discover the author. My first idea 

on reading this libel, was to reduce to its real value everything the world calls fame and 

reputation amongst men; seeing thus a man who was never in a brothel in his life, and whose 

greatest defect was in being as timid and shy as a virgin, treated as a frequenter of places of that 

description; and in finding myself charged with being......, I, who not only never had the least 

taint of such disorder, but, according to the faculty, was so constructed as to make it almost 

impossible for me to contract it. Everything well considered, I thought I could not better refute 

this libel than by having it printed in the city in which I longest resided, and with this intention I 

sent it to Duchesne to print it as it was with an advertisement in which I named M. Vernes and a 

few short notes by way of eclaircissement. Not satisfied with printing it only, I sent copies to 

several persons, and amongst others one copy to the Prince Louis of Wirtemberg, who had made 

me polite advances and with whom I was in correspondence. The prince, Du Peyrou, and others, 

seemed to have their doubts about the author of the libel, and blamed me for having named 

Vernes upon so slight a foundation. Their remarks produced in me some scruples, and I wrote to 

Duchesne to suppress the paper. Guy wrote to me he had suppressed it: this may or may not be 

the case; I have been deceived on so many occasions that there would be nothing extraordinary 

in my being so on this, and from the time of which I speak, was so enveloped in profound 

darkness that it was impossible for me to come at any kind of truth. 

M. Vernes bore the imputation with a moderation more than astonishing in a man who was 

supposed not to have deserved it, and after the fury with which he was seized on former 

occasions. He wrote me two or three letters in very guarded terms, with a view, as it appeared to 

me, to endeavor by my answers to discover how far I was certain of his being the author of the 

paper, and whether or not I had any proofs against him. I wrote him two short answers, severe in 



the sense, but politely expressed, and with which he was not displeased. To his third letter, 

perceiving he wished to form with me a kind of correspondence, I returned no answer, and he got 

D’Ivernois to speak to me. Madam Cramer wrote to Du Peyrou, telling him she was certain the 

libel was not by Vernes. This however, did not make me change my opinion. But as it was 

possible I might be deceived, and as it is certain that if I were, I owed Vernes an explicit 

reparation, I sent him word by D’Ivernois that I would make him such a one as he should think 

proper, provided he would name to me the real author of the libel, or at least prove that he 

himself was not so. I went further: feeling that, after all, were he not culpable, I had no right to 

call upon him for proofs of any kind, I stated in a memoir of considerable length, the reasons 

whence I had inferred my conclusion, and determined to submit them to the judgment of an 

arbitrator, against whom Vernes could not except. But few people would guess the arbitrator of 

whom I made choice. I declared at the end of the memoir, that if, after having examined it, and 

made such inquiries as should seem necessary, the council pronounced M. Vernes not to be the 

author of the libel, from that moment I should be fully persuaded he was not, and would 

immediately go and throw myself at his feet, and ask his pardon until I had obtained it. I can say 

with the greatest truth that my ardent zeal for equity, the uprightness and generosity of my heart, 

and my confidence in the love of justice innate in every mind never appeared more fully and 

perceptible than in this wise and interesting memoir, in which I took, without hesitation, my most 

implacable enemies for arbitrators between a calumniator and myself. I read to Du Peyrou what I 

had written: he advised me to suppress it, and I did so. He wished me to wait for the proofs 

Vernes promised, and I am still waiting for them: he thought it best that I should in the meantime 

be silent, and I held my tongue, and shall do so the rest of my life, censured as I am for having 

brought against Vernes a heavy imputation, false and unsupportable by proof, although I am still 

fully persuaded, nay, as convinced as I am of my existence, that he is the author of the libel. My 

memoir is in the hands of Du Peyrou. Should it ever be published my reasons will be found in it, 

and the heart of Jean Jacques, with which my contemporaries would not be acquainted, will I 

hope be known. 

I have now to proceed to my catastrophe at Motiers, and to my departure from Val de Travers, 

after a residence of two years and a half, and an eight months suffering with unshaken constancy 

of the most unworthy treatment. It is impossible for me clearly to recollect the circumstances of 

this disagreeable period, but a detail of them will be found in a publication to that effect by Du 

Peyrou, of which I shall hereafter have occasion to speak. 

After the departure of Madam de Verdelin the fermentation increased, and, notwithstanding 

the reiterated rescripts of the king, the frequent orders of the council of state, and the cares of the 

chatelain and magistrates of the place, the people, seriously considering me as antichrist, and 

perceiving all their clamors to be of no effect, seemed at length determined to proceed to 

violence; stones were already thrown after me in the roads, but I was however in general at too 

great a distance to receive any harm from them. At last, in the night of the fair of Motiers, which 

is in the beginning of September, I was attacked in my habitation in such a manner as to 

endanger the lives of everybody in the house. 

At midnight I heard a great noise in the gallery which ran along the back part of the house. A 

shower of stones thrown against the window and the door which opened to the gallery fell into it 

with so much noise and violence, that my dog, which usually slept there, and had begun to bark, 

ceased from fright, and ran into a corner gnawing and scratching the planks to endeavor to make 

his escape. I immediately rose, and was preparing to go from my chamber into the kitchen, when 

a stone thrown by a vigorous arm crossed the latter, after having broken the window, forced open 



the door of my chamber, and fell at my feet, so that had I been a moment sooner upon the floor I 

should have had the stone against my stomach. I judged the noise had been made to bring me to 

the door, and the stone thrown to receive me as I went out. I ran into the kitchen, where I found 

Theresa, who also had risen, and was tremblingly making her way to me as fast as she could. We 

placed ourselves against the wall out of the direction of the window to avoid the stones, and 

deliberate upon what was best to be done; for going out to call assistance was the certain means 

of getting ourselves knocked on the head. Fortunately the maid-servant of an old man who 

lodged under me was waked by the noise, and got up and ran to call the chatelain, whose house 

was next to mine. He jumped from his bed, put on his robe de chambre, and instantly came to me 

with the guard, which, on account of the fair, went the round that night, and was just at hand. The 

chatelain was so alarmed at the sight of the effects of what had happened that he turned pale and 

on seeing the stones in the gallery, exclaimed, “Good God! here is a quarry!” On examining 

below stairs, a door of a little court was found to have been forced, and there was an appearance 

of an attempt having been made to get into the house by the gallery. On inquiring the reason why 

the guard had neither prevented nor perceived the disturbance, it came out that the guards of 

Motiers had insisted upon doing duty that night, although it was the turn of those of another 

village. 

The next day the chatelain sent his report to the council of state, which two days afterwards 

sent an order to inquire into the affair, to promise a reward and secrecy to those who should 

impeach such as were guilty, and in the meantime to place, at the expense of the king, guards 

about my house, and that of the chatelain, which joined to it. The day after the disturbance, 

Colonel Pury, the Attorney-General Meuron, the Chatelain Martinet, the Receiver Guyenet, the 

Treasurer d’Ivernois and his father, in a word, every person of consequence in the country, came 

to see me, and united their solicitations to persuade me to yield to the storm and leave, at least 

for a time, a place in which I could no longer live in safety nor with honor. I perceived that even 

the chatelain was frightened at the fury of the people, and apprehending it might extend to 

himself, would be glad to see me depart as soon as possible, that he might no longer have the 

trouble of protecting me there, and be able to quit the parish, which he did after my departure. I 

therefore yielded to their solicitations, and this with but little pain, for the hatred of the people so 

afflicted my heart that I was no longer able to support it. 

I had a choice of places to retire to. After Madam de Verdelin returned to Paris, she had, in 

several letters, mentioned a Mr. Walpole, whom she called my lord, who, having a strong desire 

to serve me, proposed to me an asylum at one of his country houses, of the situation of which she 

gave me the most agreeable description; entering, relative to lodging and subsistence, into a 

detail which proved she and Lord Walpole had held particular consultations upon the project. My 

lord marshal had always advised me to go to England or Scotland, and in case of my determining 

upon the latter, offered me there an asylum. But he offered me another at Potsdam, near to his 

person, and which tempted me more than all the rest. 

He had just communicated to me what the king had said to him about my going there, which 

was a kind of invitation to me from that monarch, and the Duchess of Saxe-Gotha depended so 

much upon my taking the journey that she wrote to me desiring I should go to see her in my way 

to the court of Prussia, and stay some time before I proceeded farther; but I was so attached to 

Switzerland that I could not resolve to quit it so long as it was possible for me to live there, and I 

seized this opportunity to execute a project of which I had for several months conceived the idea, 

and of which I have deferred speaking, that I might not interrupt my narrative. 



This project consisted in going to reside in the island of St. Peter, an estate belonging to the 

Hospital of Berne, in the middle of the lake of Bienne. In a pedestrian pilgrimage I had made the 

preceding year with Du Peyrou we had visited this isle, with which I was so much delighted that 

I had since that time incessantly thought of the means of making it my place of residence. The 

greatest obstacle to my wishes arose from the property of the island being vested in the people of 

Berne, who three years before had driven me from amongst them; and besides the mortification 

of returning to live with people who had given me so unfavorable a reception, I had reason to 

fear they would leave me no more at peace in the island than they had done at Yverdon. I had 

consulted the lord marshal upon the subject, who thinking as I did, that the people of Berne 

would be glad to see me banished to the island, and to keep me there as a hostage for the works I 

might be tempted to write, and sounded their dispositions by means of M. Sturler, his old 

neighbor at Colombier. M. Sturler addressed himself to the chiefs of the state, and, according to 

their answer assured the marshal the Bernois, sorry for their past behavior, wished to see me 

settled in the island of St. Peter, and to leave me there at peace. As an additional precaution, 

before I determined to reside there, I desired the Colonel Chaillet to make new inquiries. He 

confirmed what I had already heard, and the receiver of the island having obtained from his 

superiors permission to lodge me in it, I thought I might without danger go to the house, with the 

tacit consent of the sovereign and the proprietors; for I could not expect the people of Berne 

would openly acknowledge the injustice they had done me, and thus act contrary to the most 

inviolable maxim of all sovereigns. 

The island of St. Peter, called at Neuchatel the island of La Motte, in the middle of the lake of 

Bienne, is half a league in circumference; but in this little space all the chief productions 

necessary to subsistence are found. The island has fields, meadows, orchards, woods, and 

vineyards, and all these, favored by variegated and mountainous situations, form a distribution of 

the more agreeable, as the parts, not being discovered all at once, are seen successively to 

advantage, and make the island appear greater than it really is. A very elevated terrace forms the 

western part of it, and commands Gleresse and Neuverville. This terrace is planted with trees 

which form a long alley, interrupted in the middle by a great saloon, in which, during the 

vintage, the people from the neighboring shores assemble and divert themselves. There is but one 

house in the whole island, but that is very spacious and convenient, inhabited by the receiver, 

and situated in a hollow by which it is sheltered from the winds. 

Five or six hundred paces to the south of the island of St. Peter is another island, considerably 

less than the former, wild and uncultivated, which appears to have been detached from the 

greater island by storms: its gravelly soil produces nothing but willows and persicaria, but there 

is in it a high hill well covered with greensward and very pleasant. The form of the lake is an 

almost regular oval. The banks, less rich than those of the lake of Geneva and Neuchatel, form a 

beautiful decoration, especially towards the western part, which is well peopled, and edged with 

vineyards at the foot of a chain of mountains, something like those of Cote-Rotie, but which 

produce not such excellent wine. The bailiwick of St. John, Neuveville, Berne, and Bienne, lie in 

a line from the south to the north, to the extremity of the lake, the whole interspersed with very 

agreeable villages. 

Such was the asylum I had prepared for myself, and to which I was determined to retire after 

quitting Val de Travers. 

     [It may perhaps be necessary to remark that I left there an enemy in 

     M. du Teneaux, mayor of Verrieres, not much esteemed in the country, 

     but who has a brother, said to be an honest man, in the office of M. 



     de St. Florentin.  The mayor had been to see him some time before my 

     adventure.  Little remarks of this kind, though of no consequence, 

     in themselves, may lead to the discovery of many underhand 

     dealings.] 

This choice was so agreeable to my peaceful inclinations, and my solitary and indolent 

disposition, that I consider it as one of the pleasing reveries of which I became the most 

passionately fond. I thought I should in that island be more separated from men, more sheltered 

from their outrages, and sooner forgotten by mankind: in a word, more abandoned to the 

delightful pleasures of the inaction of a contemplative life. I could have wished to have been 

confined in it in such a manner as to have had no intercourse with mortals, and I certainly took 

every measure I could imagine to relieve me from the necessity of troubling my head about 

them. 

The great question was that of subsistence, and by the dearness of provisions, and the 

difficulty of carriage, this is expensive in the island; the inhabitants are besides at the mercy of 

the receiver. This difficulty was removed by an arrangement which Du Peyrou made with me in 

becoming a substitute to the company which had undertaken and abandoned my general edition. 

I gave him all the materials necessary, and made the proper arrangement and distribution. To the 

engagement between us I added that of giving him the memoirs of my life, and made him the 

general depositary of all my papers, under the express condition of making no use of them until 

after my death, having it at heart quietly to end my days without doing anything which should 

again bring me back to the recollection of the public. The life annuity he undertook to pay me 

was sufficient to my subsistence. My lord marshal having recovered all his property, had offered 

me twelve hundred livres (fifty pounds) a year, half of which I accepted. He wished to send me 

the principal, and this I refused on account of the difficulty of placing it. He then sent the amount 

to Du Peyrou, in whose hands it remained, and who pays me the annuity according to the terms 

agreed upon with his lordship. Adding therefore to the result of my agreement with Du Peyrou, 

the annuity of the marshal, two-thirds of which were reversible to Theresa after my death, and 

the annuity of three hundred livres from Duchesne, I was assured of a genteel subsistence for 

myself, and after me for Theresa, to whom I left seven hundred livres (twenty-nine pounds) a 

year, from the annuities paid me by Rey and the lord marshal; I had therefore no longer to fear a 

want of bread. But it was ordained that honor should oblige me to reject all these resources 

which fortune and my labors placed within my reach, and that I should die as poor as I had lived. 

It will be seen whether or not, without reducing myself to the last degree of infamy, I could abide 

by the engagements which care has always taken to render ignominious, by depriving me of 

every other resource to force me to consent to my own dishonor. How was it possible anybody 

could doubt of the choice I should make in such an alternative? Others have judged of my heart 

by their own. 

My mind at ease relative to subsistence was without care upon every other subject. Although I 

left in the world the field open to my enemies, there remained in the noble enthusiasm by which 

my writings were dictated, and in the constant uniformity of my principles, an evidence of the 

uprightness of my heart which answered to that deducible from my conduct in favor of my 

natural disposition. I had no need of any other defense against my calumniators. They might 

under my name describe another man, but it was impossible they should deceive such as were 

unwilling to be imposed upon. I could have given them my whole life to animadvert upon, with a 

certainty, notwithstanding all my faults and weaknesses, and my want of aptitude to support the 

lightest yoke, of their finding me in every situation a just and good man, without bitterness, 



hatred, or jealousy, ready to acknowledge my errors, and still more prompt to forget the injuries I 

received from others; seeking all my happiness in love, friendship, and affection, and in 

everything carrying my sincerity even to imprudence and the most incredible disinterestedness. 

I therefore in some measure took leave of the age in which I lived and my contemporaries, and 

bade adieu to the world, with an intention to confine myself for the rest of my days to that island; 

such was my resolution, and it was there I hoped to execute the great project of the indolent life 

to which I had until then consecrated the little activity with which Heaven had endowed me. The 

island was to become to me that of Papimanie, that happy country where the inhabitants sleep: 

               On n’y fait plus, on n’y fait nulle chose. 

 

               [There they do no more: there they do nothing.] 

This ‘no more’ was everything for me, for I never much regretted sleep; indolence is sufficient 

to my happiness, and provided I do nothing, I had rather dream waking than asleep. Being past 

the age of romantic projects, and having been more stunned than flattered by the trumpet of 

fame, my only hope was that of living at ease, and constantly at leisure. This is the life of the 

blessed in the world to come, and for the rest of mine here below I made it my supreme 

happiness. 

They who reproach me with so many contradictions, will not fail here to add another to the 

number. I have observed the indolence of great companies made them unsupportable to me, and I 

am now seeking solitude for the sole purpose of abandoning myself to inaction. This however is 

my disposition; if there be in it a contradiction, it proceeds from nature and not from me; but 

there is so little that it is precisely on that account that I am always consistent. The indolence of 

company is burdensome because it is forced. That of solitude is charming because it is free, and 

depends upon the will. In company I suffer cruelly by inaction, because this is of necessity. I 

must there remain nailed to my chair, or stand upright like a picket, without stirring hand or foot, 

not daring to run, jump, sing, exclaim, nor gesticulate when I please, not allowed even to dream, 

suffering at the same time the fatigue of inaction and all the torment of constraint; obliged to pay 

attention to every foolish thing uttered, and to all the idle compliments paid, and constantly to 

keep my mind upon the rack that I may not fail to introduce in my turn my jest or my lie. And 

this is called idleness! It is the labor of a galley slave. 

The indolence I love is not that of a lazy fellow who sits with his arms across in total inaction, 

and thinks no more than he acts, but that of a child which is incessantly in motion doing nothing, 

and that of a dotard who wanders from his subject. I love to amuse myself with trifles, by 

beginning a hundred things and never finishing one of them, by going or coming as I take either 

into my head, by changing my project at every instant, by following a fly through all its 

windings, in wishing to overturn a rock to see what is under it, by undertaking with ardor the 

work of ten years, and abandoning it without regret at the end of ten minutes; finally, in musing 

from morning until night without order or coherence, and in following in everything the caprice 

of a moment. 

Botany, such as I have always considered it, and of which after my own manner I began to 

become passionately fond, was precisely an idle study, proper to fill up the void of my leisure, 

without leaving room for the delirium of imagination or the weariness of total inaction. 

Carelessly wandering in the woods and the country, mechanically gathering here a flower and 

there a branch; eating my morsel almost by chance, observing a thousand and a thousand times 

the same things, and always with the same interest, because I always forgot them, were to me the 



means of passing an eternity without a weary moment. However elegant, admirable, and 

variegated the structure of plants may be, it does not strike an ignorant eye sufficiently to fix the 

attention. The constant analogy, with, at the same time, the prodigious variety which reigns in 

their conformation, gives pleasure to those only who have already some idea of the vegetable 

system. Others at the sight of these treasures of nature feel nothing more than a stupid and 

monotonous admiration. They see nothing in detail because they know not for what to look, nor 

do they perceive the whole, having no idea of the chain of connection and combinations which 

overwhelms with its wonders the mind of the observer. I was arrived at that happy point of 

knowledge, and my want of memory was such as constantly to keep me there, that I knew little 

enough to make the whole new to me, and yet everything that was necessary to make me sensible 

to the beauties of all the parts. The different soils into which the island, although little, was 

divided, offered a sufficient variety of plants, for the study and amusement of my whole life. I 

was determined not to leave a blade of grass without analyzing it, and I began already to take 

measures for making, with an immense collection of observations, the ‘Flora Petrinsularis’. 

I sent for Theresa, who brought with her my books and effects. We boarded with the receiver 

of the island. His wife had sisters at Nidau, who by turns came to see her, and were company for 

Theresa. I here made the experiment of the agreeable life which I could have wished to continue 

to the end of my days, and the pleasure I found in it only served to make me feel to a greater 

degree the bitterness of that by which it was shortly to be succeeded. 

I have ever been passionately fond of water, and the sight of it throws me into a delightful 

reverie, although frequently without a determinate object. 

Immediately after I rose from my bed I never failed, if the weather was fine, to run to the 

terrace to respire the fresh and salubrious air of the morning, and glide my eye over the horizon 

of the lake, bounded by banks and mountains, delightful to the view. I know no homage more 

worthy of the divinity than the silent admiration excited by the contemplation of his works, and 

which is not externally expressed. I can easily comprehend the reason why the inhabitants of 

great cities, who see nothing but walls, and streets, have but little faith; but not whence it 

happens that people in the country, and especially such as live in solitude, can possibly be 

without it. How comes it to pass that these do not a hundred times a day elevate their minds in 

ecstasy to the Author of the wonders which strike their senses. For my part, it is especially at 

rising, wearied by a want of sleep, that long habit inclines me to this elevation which imposes not 

the fatigue of thinking. But to this effect my eyes must be struck with the ravishing beauties of 

nature. In my chamber I pray less frequently, and not so fervently; but at the view of a fine 

landscape I feel myself moved, but by what I am unable to tell. I have somewhere read of a wise 

bishop who in a visit to his diocese found an old woman whose only prayer consisted in the 

single interjection “Oh!”—“Good mother,” said he to her, “continue to pray in this manner; your 

prayer is better than ours.” This better prayer is mine also. 

After breakfast, I hastened, with a frown on my brow, to write a few pitiful letters, longing 

ardently for the moment after which I should have no more to write. I busied myself for a few 

minutes about my books and papers, to unpack and arrange them, rather than to read what they 

contained; and this arrangement, which to me became the work of Penelope, gave me the 

pleasure of musing for a while. I then grew weary, and quitted my books to spend the three or 

four hours which remained to me of the morning in the study of botany, and especially of the 

system of Linnaeus, of which I became so passionately fond, that, after having felt how useless 

my attachment to it was, I yet could not entirely shake it off. This great observer is, in my 

opinion, the only one who, with Ludwig, has hitherto considered botany as a naturalist, and a 



philosopher; but he has too much studied it in herbals and gardens, and not sufficiently in nature 

herself. For my part, whose garden was always the whole island, the moment I wanted to make 

or verify an observation, I ran into the woods or meadows with my book under my arm, and 

there laid myself upon the ground near the plant in question, to examine it at my ease as it stood. 

This method was of great service to me in gaining a knowledge of vegetables in their natural 

state, before they had been cultivated and changed in their nature by the hands of men. Fagon, 

first physician to Louis XIV., and who named and perfectly knew all the plants in the royal 

garden, is said to have been so ignorant in the country as not to know how to distinguish the 

same plants. I am precisely the contrary. I know something of the work of nature, but nothing of 

that of the gardener. 

I gave every afternoon totally up to my indolent and careless disposition, and to following 

without regularity the impulse of the moment. When the weather was calm, I frequently went 

immediately after I rose from dinner, and alone got into the boat. The receiver had taught me to 

row with one oar; I rowed out into the middle of the lake. The moment I withdrew from the 

bank, I felt a secret joy which almost made me leap, and of which it is impossible for me to tell 

or even comprehend the cause, if it were not a secret congratulation on my being out of the reach 

of the wicked. I afterwards rowed about the lake, sometimes approaching the opposite bank, but 

never touching at it. I often let my boat float at the mercy of the wind and water, abandoning 

myself to reveries without object, and which were not the less agreeable for their stupidity. I 

sometimes exclaimed, “O nature! O my mother! I am here under thy guardianship alone; here is 

no deceitful and cunning mortal to interfere between thee and me.” In this manner I withdrew 

half a league from land; I could have wished the lake had been the ocean. However, to please my 

poor dog, who was not so fond as I was of such a long stay on the water, I commonly followed 

one constant course; this was going to land at the little island where I walked an hour or two, or 

laid myself down on the grass on the summit of the hill, there to satiate myself with the pleasure 

of admiring the lake and its environs, to examine and dissect all the herbs within my reach, and, 

like another Robinson Crusoe, built myself an imaginary place of residence in the island. I 

became very much attached to this eminence. When I brought Theresa, with the wife of the 

receiver and her sisters, to walk there, how proud was I to be their pilot and guide! We took there 

rabbits to stock it. This was another source of pleasure to Jean Jacques. These animals rendered 

the island still more interesting to me. I afterwards went to it more frequently, and with greater 

pleasure to observe the progress of the new inhabitants. 

To these amusements I added one which recalled to my recollection the delightful life I led at 

the Charmettes, and to which the season particularly invited me. This was assisting in the rustic 

labors of gathering of roots and fruits, of which Theresa and I made it a pleasure to partake with 

the wife of the receiver and his family. I remember a Bernois, one M. Kirkeberguer, coming to 

see me, found me perched upon a tree with a sack fastened to my waist, and already so full of 

apples that I could not stir from the branch on which I stood. I was not sorry to be caught in this 

and similar situations. I hoped the people of Berne, witnesses to the employment of my leisure, 

would no longer think of disturbing my tranquillity but leave me at peace in my solitude. I 

should have preferred being confined there by their desire: this would have rendered the 

continuation of my repose more certain. 

This is another declaration upon which I am previously certain of the incredulity of many of 

my readers, who obstinately continue to judge me by themselves, although they cannot but have 

seen, in the course of my life, a thousand internal affections which bore no resemblance to any of 

theirs. But what is still more extraordinary is, that they refuse me every sentiment, good or 



indifferent, which they have not, and are constantly ready to attribute to me such bad ones as 

cannot enter into the heart of man: in this case they find it easy to set me in opposition to nature, 

and to make of me such a monster as cannot in reality exist. Nothing absurd appears to them 

incredible, the moment it has a tendency to blacken me, and nothing in the least extraordinary 

seems to them possible, if it tends to do me honor. 

But, notwithstanding what they may think or say, I will still continue faithfully to state what J. 

J. Rousseau was, did, and thought; without explaining, or justifying, the singularity of his 

sentiments and ideas, or endeavoring to discover whether or not others have thought as he did. I 

became so delighted with the island of St. Peter, and my residence there was so agreeable to me 

that, by concentrating all my desires within it, I formed the wish that I might stay there to the end 

of my life. The visits I had to return in the neighborhood, the journeys I should be under the 

necessity of making to Neuchatel, Bienne, Yverdon, and Nidau, already fatigued my 

imagination. A day passed out of the island, seemed to me a loss of so much happiness, and to go 

beyond the bounds of the lake was to go out of my element. Past experience had besides 

rendered me apprehensive. The very satisfaction that I received from anything whatever was 

sufficient to make me fear the loss of it, and the ardent desire I had to end my days in that island, 

was inseparable from the apprehension of being obliged to leave it. I had contracted a habit of 

going in the evening to sit upon the sandy shore, especially when the lake was agitated. I felt a 

singular pleasure in seeing the waves break at my feet. I formed of them in my imagination the 

image of the tumult of the world contrasted with the peace of my habitation; and this pleasing 

idea sometimes softened me even to tears. The repose I enjoyed with ecstasy was disturbed by 

nothing but the fear of being deprived of it, and this inquietude was accompanied with some 

bitterness. I felt my situation so precarious as not to dare to depend upon its continuance. “Ah! 

how willingly,” said I to myself, “would I renounce the liberty of quitting this place, for which I 

have no desire, for the assurance of always remaining in it. Instead of being permitted to stay 

here by favor, why am I not detained by force! They who suffer me to remain may in a moment 

drive me away, and can I hope my persecutors, seeing me happy, will leave me here to continue 

to be so? Permitting me to live in the island is but a trifling favor. I could wish to be condemned 

to do it, and constrained to remain here that I may not be obliged to go elsewhere.” I cast an 

envious eye upon Micheli du Cret, who, quiet in the castle of Arbourg, had only to determine to 

be happy to become so. In fine, by abandoning myself to these reflections, and the alarming 

apprehensions of new storms always ready to break over my head, I wished for them with an 

incredible ardor, and that instead of suffering me to reside in the island, the Bernois would give it 

me for a perpetual prison; and I can assert that had it depended upon me to get myself 

condemned to this, I would most joyfully have done it, preferring a thousand times the necessity 

of passing my life there to the danger of being driven to another place. 

This fear did not long remain on my mind. When I least expected what was to happen, I 

received a letter from the bailiff of Nidau, within whose jurisdiction the island of St. Peter was; 

by his letter he announced to me from their excellencies an order to quit the island and their 

states. I thought myself in a dream. Nothing could be less natural, reasonable, or foreseen than 

such an order: for I considered my apprehensions as the result of inquietude in a man whose 

imagination was disturbed by his misfortunes, and not to proceed from a foresight which could 

have the least foundation. The measures I had taken to insure myself the tacit consent of the 

sovereign, the tranquillity with which I had been left to make my establishment, the visits of 

several people from Berne, and that of the bailiff himself, who had shown me such friendship 

and attention, and the rigor of the season in which it was barbarous to expel a man who was 



sickly and infirm, all these circumstances made me and many people believe that there was some 

mistake in the order and that ill-disposed people had purposely chosen the time of the vintage 

and the vacation of the senate suddenly to do me an injury. 

Had I yielded to the first impulse of my indignation, I should immediately have departed. But 

to what place was I to go? What was to become of me at the beginning of the winter, without 

object, preparation, guide or carriage? Not to leave my papers and effects at the mercy of the first 

comer, time was necessary to make proper arrangements, and it was not stated in the order 

whether or not this would be granted me. The continuance of misfortune began to weigh down 

my courage. For the first time in my life I felt my natural haughtiness stoop to the yoke of 

necessity, and, notwithstanding the murmurs of my heart, I was obliged to demean myself by 

asking for a delay. I applied to M. de Graffenried, who had sent me the order, for an explanation 

of it. His letter, conceived in the strongest terms of disapprobation of the step that had been 

taken, assured me it was with the greatest regret he communicated to me the nature of it, and the 

expressions of grief and esteem it contained seemed so many gentle invitations to open to him 

my heart: I did so. I had no doubt but my letter would open the eyes of my persecutors, and that 

if so cruel an order was not revoked, at least a reasonable delay, perhaps the whole winter, to 

make the necessary preparations for my retreat, and to choose a place of abode, would be granted 

me. 

Whilst I waited for an answer, I reflected upon my situation, and deliberated upon the steps I 

had to take. I perceived so many difficulties on all sides, the vexation I had suffered had so 

strongly affected me, and my health was then in such a bad state, that I was quite overcome, and 

the effect of my discouragement was to deprive me of the little resource which remained in my 

mind, by which I might, as well as it was possible to do it, have withdrawn myself from my 

melancholy situation. In whatever asylum I should take refuge, it appeared impossible to avoid 

either of the two means made use of to expel me. One of which was to stir up against me the 

populace by secret manoeuvres; and the other to drive me away by open force, without giving a 

reason for so doing. I could not, therefore, depend upon a safe retreat, unless I went in search of 

it farther than my strength and the season seemed likely to permit. These circumstances again 

bringing to my recollection the ideas which had lately occurred to me, I wished my persecutors 

to condemn me to perpetual imprisonment rather than oblige me incessantly to wander upon the 

earth, by successively expelling me from the asylums of which I should make choice: and to this 

effect I made them a proposal. Two days after my first letter to M. de Graffenried, I wrote him a 

second, desiring he would state what I had proposed to their excellencies. The answer from 

Berne to both was an order, conceived in the most formal and severe terms, to go out of the 

island, and leave every territory, mediate and immediate of the republic, within the space of 

twenty-four hours, and never to enter them again under the most grievous penalties. 

This was a terrible moment. I have since that time felt greater anguish, but never have I been 

more embarrassed. What afflicted me most was being forced to abandon the project which had 

made me desirous to pass the winter in the island. It is now time I should relate the fatal anecdote 

which completed my disasters, and involved in my ruin an unfortunate people, whose rising 

virtues already promised to equal those of Rome and Sparta, I had spoken of the Corsicans in the 

‘Social Contract’ as a new people, the only nation in Europe not too worn out for legislation, and 

had expressed the great hope there was of such a people, if it were fortunate enough to have a 

wise legislator. My work was read by some of the Corsicans, who were sensible of the honorable 

manner in which I had spoken of them; and the necessity under which they found themselves of 

endeavoring to establish their republic, made their chiefs think of asking me for my ideas upon 



the subject. M. Buttafuoco, of one of the first families in the country, and captain in France, in 

the Royal Italians, wrote to me to that effect, and sent me several papers for which I had asked to 

make myself acquainted with the history of the nation and the state of the country. M. Paoli, also, 

wrote to me several times, and although I felt such an undertaking to be superior to my abilities; 

I thought I could not refuse to give my assistance to so great and noble a work, the moment I 

should have acquired all the necessary information. It was to this effect I answered both these 

gentlemen, and the correspondence lasted until my departure. 

Precisely at the same time, I heard that France was sending troops to Corsica, and that she had 

entered into a treaty with the Genoese. This treaty and sending of troops gave me uneasiness, 

and, without imagining I had any further relation with the business, I thought it impossible and 

the attempt ridiculous, to labor at an undertaking which required such undisturbed tranquillity as 

the political institution of a people in the moment when perhaps they were upon the point of 

being subjugated. I did not conceal my fears from M. Buttafuoco, who rather relieved me from 

them by the assurance that, were there in the treaty things contrary to the liberty of his country, a 

good citizen like himself would not remain as he did in the service of France. In fact, his zeal for 

the legislation of the Corsicans, and his connections with M. Paoli, could not leave a doubt on 

my mind respecting him; and when I heard he made frequent journeys to Versailles and 

Fontainebleau, and had conversations with M. de Choiseul, all I concluded from the whole was, 

that with respect to the real intentions of France he had assurances which he gave me to 

understand, but concerning which he did not choose openly to explain himself by letter. 

This removed a part of my apprehensions. Yet, as I could not comprehend the meaning of the 

transportation of troops from France, nor reasonably suppose they were sent to Corsica to protect 

the liberty of the inhabitants, which they of themselves were very well able to defend against the 

Genoese, I could neither make myself perfectly easy, nor seriously undertake the plan of the 

proposed legislation, until I had solid proofs that the whole was serious, and that the parties 

meant not to trifle with me. I much wished for an interview with M. Buttafuoco, as that was 

certainly the best means of coming at the explanation I wished. Of this he gave me hopes, and I 

waited for it with the greatest impatience. I know not whether he really intended me any 

interview or not; but had this even been the case, my misfortunes would have prevented me from 

profiting by it. 

The more I considered the proposed undertaking, and the further I advanced in the 

examination of the papers I had in my hands, the greater I found the necessity of studying, in the 

country, the people for whom institutions were to be made, the soil they inhabited, and all the 

relative circumstances by which it was necessary to appropriate to them that institution. I daily 

perceived more clearly the impossibility of acquiring at a distance all the information necessary 

to guide me. This I wrote to M. Buttafuoco, and he felt as I did. Although I did not form the 

precise resolution of going to Corsica. I considered a good deal of the means necessary to make 

that voyage. I mentioned it to M. Dastier, who having formerly served in the island under M. de 

Maillebois, was necessarily acquainted with it. He used every effort to dissuade me from this 

intention, and I confess the frightful description he gave me of the Corsicans and their country, 

considerably abated the desire I had of going to live amongst them. 

But when the persecutions of Motiers made me think of quitting Switzerland, this desire was 

again strengthened by the hope of at length finding amongst these islanders the repose refused 

me in every other place. One thing only alarmed me, which was my unfitness for the active life 

to which I was going to be condemned, and the aversion I had always had to it. My disposition, 

proper for meditating at leisure and in solitude, was not so for speaking and acting, and treating 



of affairs with men. Nature, which had endowed me with the first talent, had refused me the last. 

Yet I felt that, even without taking a direct and active part in public affairs, I should as soon as I 

was in Corsica, be under the necessity of yielding to the desires of the people, and of frequently 

conferring with the chiefs. The object even of the voyage required that, instead of seeking 

retirement, I should in the heart of the country endeavor to gain the information of which I stood 

in need. It was certain that I should no longer be master of my own time, and that, in spite of 

myself, precipitated into the vortex in which I was not born to move, I should there lead a life 

contrary to my inclination, and never appear but to disadvantage. I foresaw that ill-supporting by 

my presence the opinion my books might have given the Corsicans of my capacity, I should lose 

my reputation amongst them, and, as much to their prejudice as my own, be deprived of the 

confidence they had in me, without which, however, I could not successfully produce the work 

they expected from my pen. I am certain that, by thus going out of my sphere, I should become 

useless to the inhabitants, and render myself unhappy. 

Tormented, beaten by storms from every quarter, and, for several years past, fatigued by 

journeys and persecution, I strongly felt a want of the repose of which my barbarous enemies 

wantonly deprived me: I sighed more than ever after that delicious indolence, that soft 

tranquillity of body and mind, which I had so much desired, and to which, now that I had 

recovered from the chimeras of love and friendship, my heart limited its supreme felicity. I 

viewed with terror the work I was about to undertake; the tumultuous life into which I was to 

enter made me tremble, and if the grandeur, beauty, and utility of the object animated my 

courage, the impossibility of conquering so many difficulties entirely deprived me of it. 

Twenty years of profound meditation in solitude would have been less painful to me than an 

active life of six months in the midst of men and public affairs, with a certainty of not succeeding 

in my undertaking. 

I thought of an expedient which seemed proper to obviate every difficulty. Pursued by the 

underhand dealings of my secret persecutors to every place in which I took refuge, and seeing no 

other except Corsica where I could in my old days hope for the repose I had until then been 

everywhere deprived of, I resolved to go there with the directions of M. Buttafuoco as soon as 

this was possible, but to live there in tranquillity; renouncing, in appearance, everything relative 

to legislation, and, in some measure, to make my hosts a return for their hospitality, to confine 

myself to writing in the country the history of the Corsicans, with a reserve in my own mind of 

the intention of secretly acquiring the necessary information to become more useful to them 

should I see a probability of success. In this manner, by not entering into an engagement, I hoped 

to be enabled better to meditate in secret and more at my ease, a plan which might be useful to 

their purpose, and this without much breaking in upon my dearly beloved solitude, or submitting 

to a kind of life which I had ever found insupportable. 

But the journey was not, in my situation, a thing so easy to get over. According to what M. 

Dastier had told me of Corsica, I could not expect to find there the most simple conveniences of 

life, except such as I should take with me; linen, clothes, plate, kitchen furniture, and books, all 

were to be conveyed thither. To get there myself with my gouvernante, I had the Alps to cross, 

and in a journey of two hundred leagues to drag after me all my baggage; I had also to pass 

through the states of several sovereigns, and according to the example set to all Europe, I had, 

after what had befallen me, naturally to expect to find obstacles in every quarter, and that each 

sovereign would think he did himself honor by overwhelming me with some new insult, and 

violating in my person all the rights of persons and humanity. The immense expense, fatigue, and 

risk of such a journey made a previous consideration of them, and weighing every difficulty, the 



first step necessary. The idea of being alone, and, at my age, without resource, far removed from 

all my acquaintance, and at the mercy of these semi-barbarous and ferocious people, such as M. 

Dastier had described them to me, was sufficient to make me deliberate before I resolved to 

expose myself to such dangers. I ardently wished for the interview for which M. Buttafuoco had 

given me reason to hope, and I waited the result of it to guide me in my determination. 

Whilst I thus hesitated came on the persecutions of Motiers, which obliged me to retire. I was 

not prepared for a long journey, especially to Corsica. I expected to hear from Buttafuoco; I took 

refuge in the island of St. Peter, whence I was driven at the beginning of winter, as I have already 

stated. The Alps, covered with snow, then rendered my emigration impracticable, especially with 

the promptitude required from me. It is true, the extravagant severity of a like order rendered the 

execution of it almost impossible; for, in the midst of that concentred solitude, surrounded by 

water, and having but twenty-four hours after receiving the order to prepare for my departure, 

and find a boat and carriages to get out of the island and the territory, had I had wings, I should 

scarcely have been able to pay obedience to it. This I wrote to the bailiff of Nidau, in answer to 

his letter, and hastened to take my departure from a country of iniquity. In this manner was I 

obliged to abandon my favorite project, for which reason, not having in my oppression been able 

to prevail upon my persecutors to dispose of me otherwise, I determined, in consequence of the 

invitation of my lord marshal, upon a journey to Berlin, leaving Theresa to pass the winter in the 

island of St. Peter, with my books and effects, and depositing my papers in the hands of M. du 

Peyrou. I used so much diligence that the next morning I left the island and arrived at Bienne 

before noon. An accident, which I cannot pass over in silence, had here well nigh put an end to 

my journey. 

As soon as the news or my having received an order to quit my asylum was circulated, I 

received a great number of visits from the neighborhood, and especially from the Bernois, who 

came with the most detestable falsehood to flatter and soothe me, protesting that my persecutors 

had seized the moment of the vacation of the senate to obtain and send me the order, which, said 

they, had excited the indignation of the two hundred. Some of these comforters came from the 

city of Bienne, a little free state within that of Berne, and amongst others a young man of the 

name of Wildremet whose family was of the first rank, and had the greatest credit in that city. 

Wildremet strongly solicited me in the name of his fellow-citizens to choose my retreat amongst 

them, assuring me that they were anxiously desirous of it, and that they would think it an honor 

and their duty to make me forget the persecutions I had suffered; that with them I had nothing to 

fear from the influence of the Bernois, that Bienne was a free city, governed by its own laws, and 

that the citizens were unanimously resolved not to hearken to any solicitation which should be 

unfavorable to me. 

Wildremet perceiving all he could say to be ineffectual, brought to his aid several other 

persons, as well from Bienne and the environs as from Berne; even, and amongst others, the 

same Kirkeberguer, of whom I have spoken, who, after my retreat to Switzerland had 

endeavored to obtain my esteem, and by his talents and principles had interested me in his favor. 

But I received much less expected and more weighty solicitations from M. Barthes, secretary to 

the embassy from France, who came with Wildremet to see me, exhorted me to accept his 

invitation, and surprised me by the lively and tender concern he seemed to feel for my situation. I 

did not know M. Barthes; however I perceived in what he said the warmth and zeal of friendship, 

and that he had it at heart to persuade me to fix my residence at Bienne. He made the most 

pompous eulogium of the city and its inhabitants, with whom he showed himself so intimately 

connected as to call them several times in my presence his patrons and fathers. 



This from Barthes bewildered me in my conjectures. I had always suspected M. de Choisuel to 

be the secret author of all the persecutions I suffered in Switzerland. The conduct of the resident 

of Geneva, and that of the ambassador at Soleure but too much confirmed my suspicion; I 

perceived the secret influence of France in everything that happened to me at Berne, Geneva and 

Neuchatel, and I did not think I had any powerful enemy in that kingdom, except the Duke de 

Choiseul. What therefore could I think of the visit of Barthes and the tender concern he showed 

for my welfare? My misfortunes had not yet destroyed the confidence natural to my heart, and I 

had still to learn from experience to discern snares under the appearance of friendship. I sought 

with surprise the reason of the benevolence of M. Barthes; I was not weak enough to believe he 

had acted from himself; there was in his manner something ostentatious, an affectation even 

which declared a concealed intention, and I was far from having found in any of these little 

subaltern agents, that generous intrepidity which, when I was in a similar employment, had often 

caused a fermentation in my heart. I had formerly known something of the Chevalier Beauteville, 

at the castle of Montmorency; he had shown me marks of esteem; since his appointment to the 

embassy he had given me proofs of his not having entirely forgotten me, accompanied with an 

invitation to go and see him at Soleure. Though I did not accept this invitation, I was extremely 

sensible of his civility, not having been accustomed to be treated with such kindness by people in 

place. I presume M. de Beauteville, obliged to follow his instructions in what related to the 

affairs of Geneva, yet pitying me under my misfortunes, had by his private cares prepared for me 

the asylum of Bienne, that I might live there in peace under his auspices. I was properly sensible 

of his attention, but without wishing to profit by it and quite determined upon the journey to 

Berlin, I sighed after the moment in which I was to see my lord marshal, persuaded I should in 

future find real repose and lasting happiness nowhere but near his person. 

On my departure from the island, Kirkeberguer accompanied me to Bienne. I found Wildremet 

and other Biennois, who, by the water side, waited my getting out of the boat. We all dined 

together at the inn, and on my arrival there my first care was to provide a chaise, being 

determined to set off the next morning. Whilst we were at dinner these gentlemen repeated their 

solicitations to prevail upon me to stay with them, and this with such warmth and obliging 

protestations, that notwithstanding all my resolutions, my heart, which has never been able to 

resist friendly attentions, received an impression from theirs; the moment they perceived I was 

shaken, they redoubled their efforts with so much effect that I was at length overcome, and 

consented to remain at Bienne, at least until the spring. 

Wildremet immediately set about providing me with a lodging, and boasted, as of a fortunate 

discovery, of a dirty little chamber in the back of the house, on the third story, looking into a 

courtyard, where I had for a view the display of the stinking skins of a dresser of chamois 

leather. My host was a man of a mean appearance, and a good deal of a rascal; the next day after 

I went to his house I heard that he was a debauchee, a gamester, and in bad credit in the 

neighborhood. He had neither wife, children, nor servants, and shut up in my solitary chamber, I 

was in the midst of one of the most agreeable countries in Europe, lodged in a manner to make 

me die of melancholy in the course of a few days. What affected me most was, that, 

notwithstanding what I had heard of the anxious wish of the inhabitants to receive me amongst 

them, I had not perceived, as I passed through the streets, anything polite towards me in their 

manners, or obliging in their looks. I was, however, determined to remain there; but I learned, 

saw, and felt, the day after, that there was in the city a terrible fermentation, of which I was the 

cause. Several persons hastened obligingly to inform me that on the next day I was to receive an 

order conceived in the most severe terms, immediately to quit the state, that is the city. I had 



nobody in whom I could confide; they who had detained me were dispersed. Wildremet had 

disappeared; I heard no more of Barthes, and it did not appear that his recommendation had 

brought me into great favor with those whom he had styled his patrons and fathers. One M. de 

Van Travers, a Bernois, who had an agreeable house not far from the city, offered it to me for my 

asylum, hoping, as he said, that I might there avoid being stoned. The advantage this offer held 

out was not sufficiently flattering to tempt me to prolong my abode with these hospitable people. 

Yet, having lost three days by the delay, I had greatly exceeded the twenty-four hours the 

Bernois had given me to quit their states, and knowing their severity, I was not without 

apprehensions as to the manner in which they would suffer me to cross them, when the bailiff of 

Nidau came opportunely and relieved me from my embarrassment. As he had highly disapproved 

of the violent proceedings of their excellencies, he thought, in his generosity, he owed me some 

public proof of his taking no part in them, and had courage to leave his bailiwick to come and 

pay me a visit at Bienne. He did me this favor the evening before my departure, and far from 

being incognito he affected ceremony, coming in fiocchi in his coach with his secretary, and 

brought me a passport in his own name that I might cross the state of Berne at my ease, and 

without fear of molestation. I was more flattered by the visit than by the passport, and should 

have been as sensible of the merit of it, had it had for object any other person whatsoever. 

Nothing makes a greater impression on my heart than a well-timed act of courage in favor of the 

weak unjustly oppressed. 

At length, after having with difficulty procured a chaise, I next morning left this barbarous 

country, before the arrival of the deputation with which I was to be honored, and even before I 

had seen Theresa, to whom I had written to come to me, when I thought I should remain at 

Bienne, and whom I had scarcely time to countermand by a short letter, informing her of my new 

disaster. In the third part of my memoirs, if ever I be able to write them, I shall state in what 

manner, thinking to set off for Berlin, I really took my departure for England, and the means by 

which the two ladies who wished to dispose of my person, after having by their manoeuvres 

driven me from Switzerland, where I was not sufficiently in their power, at last delivered me into 

the hands of their friend. 

I added what follows on reading my memoirs to M. and Madam, the Countess of Egmont, the 

Prince Pignatelli, the Marchioness of Mesme, and the Marquis of Juigne. 

I have written the truth: if any person has heard of things contrary to those I have just stated, 

were they a thousand times proved, he has heard calumny and falsehood; and if he refuses 

thoroughly to examine and compare them with me whilst I am alive, he is not a friend either to 

justice or truth. For my part, I openly, and without the least fear declare, that whoever, even 

without having read my works, shall have examined with his own eyes, my disposition, 

character, manners, inclinations, pleasures, and habits, and pronounce me a dishonest man, is 

himself one who deserves a gibbet. 

Thus I concluded, and every person was silent; Madam d’Egmont was the only person who 

seemed affected; she visibly trembled, but soon recovered herself, and was silent like the rest of 

the company. Such were the fruits of my reading and declaration. 
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Les Cent Contes drolatiques (French, "The Hundred Facetious Tales") — known as Droll 

Stories — is a collection of 30 ribald short stories by Honoré de Balzac. They resemble 

Boccaccio's Decameron, an assertion made by the author himself in the 1832 preface. They were 

first published in Paris in two separate volumes by Charles Gosselin and Edmond Werdet in 

1832 and 1837. Of the intended 100 tales, Balzac only completed 30, grouped into three 

"decades" (groups of ten). 

Droll Stories constitute an unusual project of playful and parodic writing motivated by 

the author's desire to "remain oneself by cooking in front of the mold of others". The collection 

caused a great scandal at the time, and was frequently banned in other countries, as much by its 

earthiness as by the fantasies of an imagined language. 

Indeed, Balzac's multi-language, of Rabelaisian inspiration, and which wanted to 

reproduce a Middle Ages spanning three centuries and thirteen reigns, is made up of neologisms, 

forged words, learned technical terms with their numerous Latinisms, but also dialects and 

burlesques — not to mention the puns — all served by archaic spelling and constructions which 

give the tales a tone and a style deemed by the author to be in keeping with his project, namely a 

"concentric book" in a "concentric work". 

In 1841, “omnes fabulae amatoriae” written by Balzac, including this title, were added to 

the Roman Index and remained there until the suspension of its use in 1966.  It was similarly 

purged from libraries and bookstores in Russia in 1870 and the United States in 1885, with 

Ireland and Spain following in 1953. (The Irish ban was lifted in 1967.) It was also banned by 

Canada Customs beginning in 1914 and was subject to confiscation as late as 1970. The book 

was banned because it was considered pornographic and covered topics such as necrophilia and 

bodily functions, in addition to adultery. 

In 1944, in New York, Concord Books, Inc. issued a sale catalogue of 100 books for 49 

cents each, including Droll Stories. They were notified by the Post Office Department that the 

catalogue violated the section relating to the mailing of obscene literature, and the title must be 

blocked out before it could be mailed. Concord Books had to comply. 



In 1950, the New Zealand Customs Department banned this book and seized a local 

bookseller’s shipment of Droll Stories. 

In 1953, in Spain, Franco purged libraries of “such disgraceful writers” as Balzac. 
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TRANSLATOR’S PREFACE 

When, in March, 1832, the first volume of the now famous Contes Drolatiques was published 

by Gosselin of Paris, Balzac, in a short preface, written in the publisher’s name, replied to those 

attacks which he anticipated certain critics would make upon his hardy experiment. He claimed 

for his book the protection of all those to whom literature was dear, because it was a work of 

art—and a work of art, in the highest sense of the word, it undoubtedly is. Like Boccaccio, 

Rabelais, the Queen of Navarre, Ariosto, and Verville, the great author of The Human 

Comedy has painted an epoch. In the fresh and wonderful language of the Merry Vicar Of 

Meudon, he has given us a marvellous picture of French life and manners in the sixteenth 

century. The gallant knights and merry dames of that eventful period of French history stand out 

in bold relief upon his canvas. The background in these life-like figures is, as it were, “sketched 

upon the spot.” After reading the Contes Drolatiques, one could almost find one’s way about the 

towns and villages of Touraine, unassisted by map or guide. Not only is this book a work of art 

from its historical information and topographical accuracy; its claims to that distinction rest upon 

a broader foundation. Written in the nineteenth century in imitation of the style of the sixteenth, 

it is a triumph of literary archaeology. It is a model of that which it professes to imitate; the 

production of a writer who, to accomplish it, must have been at once historian, linguist, 

philosopher, archaeologist, and anatomist, and each in no ordinary degree. In France, his work 

has long been regarded as a classic—as a faithful picture of the last days of the moyen age, when 

kings and princesses, brave gentlemen and haughty ladies laughed openly at stories and jokes 

which are considered disgraceful by their more fastidious descendants. In England the 

difficulties of the language employed, and the quaintness and peculiarity of its style, have placed 

it beyond the reach of all but those thoroughly acquainted with the French of the sixteenth 

century. Taking into consideration the vast amount of historical information enshrined in its 

pages, the archaeological value which it must always possess for the student, and the dramatic 

interest of its stories, the translator has thought that an English edition of Balzac’s chef-d’oeuvre 

would be acceptable to many. It has, of course, been impossible to reproduce in all its vigour and 

freshness the language of the original. Many of the quips and cranks and puns have been lost in 

the process of Anglicising. These unavoidable blemishes apart, the writer ventures to hope that 

he has treated this great masterpiece in a reverent spirit, touched it with no sacrilegious hand, 

but, on the contrary, given as close a translation as the dissimilarities of the two languages 

permit. With this idea, no attempt had been made to polish or round many of the awkwardly 

constructed sentences which are characteristic of this volume. Rough, and occasionally obscure, 

they are far more in keeping with the spirit of the original than the polished periods of modern 

romance. Taking into consideration the many difficulties which he has had to overcome, and 

which those best acquainted with the French edition will best appreciate, the translator claims the 

indulgence of the critical reader for any shortcomings he may discover. The best plea that can be 

offered for such indulgence is the fact that, although Les Contes Drolatiques was completed and 

published in 1837, the present is the first English version ever brought before the public. 

London, January, 1874 

 

 

 

VOLUME I: THE FIRST TEN TALES 



 

  



PROLOGUE 

This is a book of the highest flavour, full of right hearty merriment, spiced to the palate of the 

illustrious and very precious tosspots and drinkers, to whom our worthy compatriot, Francois 

Rabelais, the eternal honour of Touraine, addressed himself. Be it nevertheless understood, the 

author has no other desire than to be a good Touranian, and joyfully to chronicle the merry 

doings of the famous people of this sweet and productive land, more fertile in cuckolds, dandies 

and witty wags than any other, and which has furnished a good share of men of renown in 

France, as witness the departed Courier of piquant memory; Verville, author of Moyen de 

Parvenir, and others equally well known, among whom we will specially mention the Sieur 

Descartes, because he was a melancholy genius, and devoted himself more to brown studies than 

to drinks and dainties, a man of whom all the cooks and confectioners of Tours have a wise 

horror, whom they despise, and will not hear spoken of, and say, “Where does he live?” if his 

name is mentioned. Now this work is the production of the joyous leisure of good old monks, of 

whom there are many vestiges scattered about the country, at Grenadiere-les-St.-Cyr, in the 

village of Sacche-les-Azay-le-Rideau, at Marmoustiers, Veretz, Roche-Cobon, and the certain 

storehouses of good stories, which storehouses are the upper stories of old canons and wise 

dames, who remember the good old days when they could enjoy a hearty laugh without looking 

to see if their hilarity disturbed the sit of your ruffle, as do the young women of the present day, 

who wish to take their pleasure gravely—a custom which suits our Gay France as much as a 

water jug would the head of a queen. Since laughter is a privilege granted to man alone, and he 

has sufficient causes for tears within his reach, without adding to them by books, I have 

considered it a thing most patriotic to publish a drachm of merriment for these times, when 

weariness falls like a fine rain, wetting us, soaking into us, and dissolving those ancient customs 

which make the people to reap public amusement from the Republic. But of those old 

pantagruelists who allowed God and the king to conduct their own affairs without putting of their 

finger in the pie oftener than they could help, being content to look on and laugh, there are very 

few left. They are dying out day by day in such manner that I fear greatly to see these illustrious 

fragments of the ancient breviary spat upon, staled upon, set at naught, dishonoured, and blamed, 

the which I should be loath to see, since I have and bear great respect for the refuse of our Gallic 

antiquities. 

Bear in mind also, ye wild critics, you scrapers-up of words, harpies who mangle the 

intentions and inventions of everyone, that as children only do we laugh, and as we travel 

onward laughter sinks down and dies out, like the light of the oil-lit lamp. This signifies, that to 

laugh you must be innocent, and pure of a heart, lacking which qualities you purse your lips, 

drop your jaws, and knit your brow, after the manner of men hiding vices and impurities. Take, 

then, this work as you would take a group of statue, certain features of which an artist could 

omit, and he would be the biggest of all big fools if he puts leaves upon them, seeing that these 

said works are not, any more than is this book, intended for nunneries. Nevertheless, I have taken 

care, much to my vexation, to weed from the manuscripts the old words, which, in spite of their 

age, were still strong, and which would have shocked the ears, astonished the eyes, reddened the 

cheeks and sullied the lips of trousered maidens, and Madame Virtue with three lovers; for 

certain things must be done to suit the vices of the age, and a periphrase is much more agreeable 

than the word. Indeed, we are old, and find long trifles, better than the short follies of our youth, 

because at that time our taste was better. Then spare me your slanders, and read this rather at 

night than in the daytime and give it not to young maidens, if there be any, because this book is 



inflammable. I will now rid you of myself. But I fear nothing from this book, since it is extracted 

from a high and splendid source, from which all that has issued has had a great success, as is 

amply proved by the royal orders of the Golden Fleece, of the Holy Ghost, of the Garter, of the 

Bath, and by many notable things which have been taken therefrom, under shelter of which I 

place myself. 

Now make ye merry, my hearties, and gayly read with ease of body and rest of reins, and may 

a cancer carry you if you disown me after having read me. 

These words are those of our good Master Rabelais, before whom we must also stand, hat in 

hand, in token of reverence and honour to him, prince of all wisdom, and king of Comedy. 

 

 

  



THE FAIR IMPERIA 

The Archbishop of Bordeaux had added to his suite when going to the Council at Constance 

quite a good-looking little priest of Touraine whose ways and manner of speech was so charming 

that he passed for a son of La Soldee and the Governor. The Archbishop of Tours had willingly 

given him to his confrere for his journey to that town, because it was usual for archbishops to 

make each other presents, they well knowing how sharp are the itchings of theological palms. 

Thus this young priest came to the Council and was lodged in the establishment of his prelate, a 

man of good morals and great science. 

Philippe de Mala, as he was called, resolved to behave well and worthily to serve his 

protector, but he saw in this mysterious Council many men leading a dissolute life and yet not 

making less, nay —gaining more indulgences, gold crowns and benefices than all the other 

virtuous and well-behaved ones. Now during one night—dangerous to his virtue—the devil 

whispered into his ear that he should live more luxuriously, since every one sucked the breasts of 

our Holy Mother Church and yet they were not drained, a miracle which proved beyond doubt 

the existence of God. And the priest of Touraine did not disappoint the devil. He promised to 

feast himself, to eat his bellyful of roast meats and other German delicacies, when he could do so 

without paying for them as he was poor. As he remained quite continent (in which he followed 

the example of the poor old archbishop who sinned no longer because he was unable to, and 

passed for a saint,) he had to suffer from intolerable desires followed by fits of melancholy, since 

there were so many sweet courtesans, well developed, but cold to the poor people, who inhabited 

Constance, to enlighten the understanding of the Fathers of the Council. He was savage that he 

did not know how to make up to these gallant sirens, who snubbed cardinals, abbots, councillors, 

legates, bishops, princes and margraves just as if they have been penniless clerks. And in the 

evening, after prayers, he would practice speaking to them, teaching himself the breviary of love. 

He taught himself to answer all possible questions, but on the morrow if by chance he met one of 

the aforesaid princesses dressed out, seated in a litter and escorted by her proud and well-armed 

pages, he remained open-mouthed, like a dog in the act of catching flies, at the sight of sweet 

countenance that so much inflamed him. The secretary of a Monseigneur, a gentleman of 

Perigord, having clearly explained to him that the Fathers, procureurs, and auditors of the Rota 

bought by certain presents, not relics or indulgences, but jewels and gold, the favour of being 

familiar with the best of these pampered cats who lived under the protection of the lords of the 

Council; the poor Touranian, all simpleton and innocent as he was, treasured up under his 

mattress the money given him by the good archbishop for writings and copying—hoping one day 

to have enough just to see a cardinal’s lady-love, and trusting to God for the rest. He was hairless 

from top to toe and resembled a man about as much as a goat with a night-dress on resembles a 

young lady, but prompted by his desires he wandered in the evenings through the streets of 

Constance, careless of his life, and, at the risk of having his body halberded by the soldiers, he 

peeped at the cardinals entering the houses of their sweethearts. Then he saw the wax-candles 

lighted in the houses and suddenly the doors and the windows closed. Then he heard the blessed 

abbots or others jumping about, drinking, enjoying themselves, love-making, 

singing Alleluia and applauding the music with which they were being regaled. The kitchen 

performed miracles, the Offices said were fine rich pots-full, the Matins sweet little hams, the 

Vespers luscious mouthful, and the Lauhes delicate sweetmeats, and after their little carouses, 

these brave priests were silent, their pages diced upon the stairs, their mules stamped restively in 

the streets; everything went well—but faith and religion was there. That is how it came to pass 



the good man Huss was burned. And the reason? He put his finger in the pie without being 

asked. Then why was he a Huguenot before the others? 

To return, however to our sweet little Philippe, not unfrequently did he receive many a thump 

and hard blow, but the devil sustained him, inciting him to believe that sooner or later it would 

come to his turn to play the cardinal to some lovely dame. This ardent desire gave him the 

boldness of a stag in autumn, so much so that one evening he quietly tripped up the steps and 

into one of the first houses in Constance where often he had seen officers, seneschals, valets, and 

pages waiting with torches for their masters, dukes, kings, cardinals and archbishops. 

“Ah!” said he, “she must be very beautiful and amiable, this one.” 

A soldier well armed allowed him to pass, believing him to belong to the suite of the Elector 

of Bavaria, who had just left, and that he was going to deliver a message on behalf of the above-

mentioned nobleman. Philippe de Mala mounted the stairs as lightly as a greyhound in love, and 

was guided by delectable odour of perfume to certain chamber where, surrounded by her 

handmaidens, the lady of the house was divesting herself of her attire. He stood quite 

dumbfounded like a thief surprised by sergeants. The lady was without petticoat or head-dress. 

The chambermaid and the servants, busy taking off her stockings and undressing her, so quickly 

and dextrously had her stripped, that the priest, overcome, gave vent to a long Ah! which had the 

flavour of love about it. 

“What want you, little one?” said the lady to him. 

“To yield my soul to you,” said he, flashing his eyes upon her. 

“You can come again to-morrow,” said she, in order to be rid of him. 

To which Philippe replied, blushing, “I will not fail.” 

Then she burst out laughing. Philippe, struck motionless, stood quite at his ease, letting 

wander over her his eyes that glowed and sparkled with the flame of love. What lovely thick hair 

hung upon her ivory white back, showing sweet white places, fair and shining between the many 

tresses! She had upon her snow-white brow a ruby circlet, less fertile in rays of fire than her 

black eyes, still moist with tears from her hearty laugh. She even threw her slipper at a statue 

gilded like a shrine, twisting herself about from very ribaldry and allowed her bare foot, smaller 

than a swan’s bill, to be seen. This evening she was in a good humour, otherwise she would have 

had the little shaven-crop put out by the window without more ado than her first bishop. 

“He has fine eyes, Madame,” said one of her handmaids. 

“Where does he comes from?” asked another. 

“Poor child!” cried Madame, “his mother must be looking for him. Show him his way home.” 

The Touranian, still sensible, gave a movement of delight at the sight of the brocaded bed 

where the sweet form was about to repose. This glance, full of amorous intelligence, awoke the 

lady’s fantasy, who, half laughing and half smitten, repeated “To-morrow,” and dismissed him 

with a gesture which the Pope Jehan himself would have obeyed, especially as he was like a snail 

without a shell, since the Council had just deprived him of the holy keys. 

“Ah! Madame, there is another vow of chastity changed into an amorous desire,” said one of 

her women; and the chuckles commenced again thick as hail. 

Philippe went his way, bumping his head against a wall like a hooded rook as he was. So 

giddy had he become at the sight of this creature, even more enticing than a siren rising from the 



water. He noticed the animals carved over the door and returned to the house of the archbishop 

with his head full of diabolical longings and his entrails sophisticated. 

Once in his little room he counted his coins all night long, but could make no more than four 

of them; and as that was all his treasure, he counted upon satisfying the fair one by giving her all 

he had in the world. 

“What is it ails you?” said the good archbishop, uneasy at the groans and “oh! ohs!” of his 

clerk. 

“Ah! my Lord,” answered the poor priest, “I am wondering how it is that so light and sweet a 

woman can weigh so heavily upon my heart.” 

“Which one?” said the archbishop, putting down his breviary which he was reading for 

others—the good man. 

“Oh! Mother of God! You will scold me, I know, my good master, my protector, because I 

have seen the lady of a cardinal at the least, and I am weeping because I lack more than one 

crown to enable me to convert her.” 

The archbishop, knitting the circumflex accent that he had above his nose, said not a word. 

Then the very humble priest trembled in his skin to have confessed so much to his superior. But 

the holy man directly said to him, “She must be very dear then—” 

“Ah!” said he, “she has swallowed many a mitre and stolen many a cross.” 

“Well, Philippe, if thou will renounce her, I will present thee with thirty angels from the poor-

box.” 

“Ah! my lord, I should be losing too much,” replied the lad, emboldened by the treat he 

promised himself. 

“Ah! Philippe,” said the good prelate, “thou wilt then go to the devil and displease God, like 

all our cardinals,” and the master, with sorrow, began to pray St. Gatien, the patron saint of 

Innocents, to save his servant. He made him kneel down beside him, telling him to recommend 

himself also to St. Philippe, but the wretched priest implored the saint beneath his breath to 

prevent him from failing if on the morrow that the lady should receive him kindly and 

mercifully; and the good archbishop, observing the fervour of his servant, cried out him, 

“Courage little one, and Heaven will exorcise thee.” 

On the morrow, while Monsieur was declaiming at the Council against the shameless 

behaviour of the apostles of Christianity, Philippe de Mala spent his angels—acquired with so 

much labour—in perfumes, baths, fomentations, and other fooleries. He played the fop so well, 

one would have thought him the fancy cavalier of a gay lady. He wandered about the town in 

order to find the residence of his heart’s queen; and when he asked the passers-by to whom 

belonged the aforesaid house, they laughed in his face, saying— 

“Whence comes this precious fellow that has not heard of La Belle Imperia?” 

He was very much afraid he and his angels were gone to the devil when he heard the name, 

and knew into what a nice mess he had voluntarily fallen. 



 



Imperia was the most precious, the most fantastic girl in the world, although she passed for the 

most dazzling and the beautiful, and the one who best understood the art of bamboozling 

cardinals and softening the hardiest soldiers and oppressors of the people. She had brave 

captains, archers, and nobles, ready to serve her at every turn. She had only to breathe a word, 

and the business of anyone who had offended her was settled. A free fight only brought a smile 

to her lips, and often the Sire de Baudricourt—one of the King’s Captains —would ask her if 

there were any one he could kill for her that day —a little joke at the expense of the abbots. With 

the exception of the potentates among the high clergy with whom Madame Imperia managed to 

accommodate her little tempers, she ruled everyone with a high hand in virtue of her pretty 

babble and enchanting ways, which enthralled the most virtuous and the most unimpressionable. 

Thus she lived beloved and respected, quite as much as the real ladies and princesses, and was 

called Madame, concerning which the good Emperor Sigismund replied to a lady who 

complained of it to him, “That they, the good ladies, might keep to their own proper way and 

holy virtues, and Madame Imperia to the sweet naughtiness of the goddess Venus”—Christian 

words which shocked the good ladies, to their credit be it said. 

Philippe, then thinking over it in his mind that which on the preceding evening he had seen 

with his eyes, doubted if more did not remain behind. Then was he sad, and without taking bite 

or sup, strolled about the town waiting the appointed hour, although he was well-favoured and 

gallant enough to find others less difficult to overcome than was Madame Imperia. 

The night came; the little Touranian, exalted with pride caparisoned with desire, and spurred 

by his “alacks” and “alases” which nearly choked him, glided like an eel into the domicile of the 

veritable Queen of the Council—for before her bowed humbly all the authority, science, and 

wisdom of Christianity. The major domo did not know him, and was going to bundle him out 

again, when one of the chamber-women called him from the top of the stairs—“Eh, M. Imbert, it 

is Madame’s young fellow,” and poor Philippe, blushing like a wedding night, ran up the stairs, 

shaking with happiness and delight. The servant took him by the hand and led into the chamber 

where sat Madame, lightly attired like a brave woman who awaits her conqueror. 

The dazzling Imperia was seated near a table covered with a shaggy cloth ornamented with 

gold, and with all the requisites for a dainty carouse. Flagons of wine, various drinking glasses, 

bottles of the hippocras, flasks full of good wine of Cyprus, pretty boxes full of spices, roast 

peacocks, green sauces, little salt hams—all that would gladden the eyes of the gallant if he had 

not so madly loved Madame Imperia. 

She saw well that the eyes of the young priest were all for her. Although accustomed to the 

curl-paper devotion of the churchmen, she was well satisfied that she had made a conquest of the 

young priest who all day long had been in her head. 

The windows had been closed; Madame was decked out in a manner fit to do honours to a 

prince of the Empire. Then the rogue, beatified by the holy beauty of Imperia, knew that 

Emperor, burgraf, nay, even a cardinal about to be elected pope, would willingly for that night 

have changed places with him, a little priest who, beneath his gown, had only the devil and love. 

He put on a lordly air, and saluted her with a courtesy by no means ungraceful; and then the 

sweet lady said to him, regaling with a piercing glance— 

“Come and sit close to me, that I may see if you have altered since yesterday.” 

“Oh yes,” said he. 

“And how?” said she. 



“Yesterday,” replied the artful fellow, “I loved you; today, we love each other, and from a 

poor sinner I have become richer than a king.” 

“Oh, little one, little one!” cried she, merrily; “yes, you are indeed changed, for from a young 

priest I see well you have turned into an old devil.” 

And side by side they sat down before a large fire, which helped to spread their ecstasy 

around. They remained always ready to begin eating, seeing that they only thought of gazing into 

each other’s eyes, and never touched a dish. Just as they were beginning to feel comfortable and 

at their ease, there came a great noise at Madame’s door, as if people were beating against it, and 

crying out. 

“Madame,” cried the little servant hastily, “here’s another of them.” 

“Who is it?” cried she in a haughty manner, like a tyrant, savage at being interrupted. 

“The Bishop of Coire wishes to speak with you.” 

“May the devil take him!” said she, looking at Philippe gently. 

“Madame he has seen the light through the chinks, and is making a great noise.” 

“Tell him I have the fever, and you will be telling him no lie, for I am ill of this little priest 

who is torturing my brain.” 

But just as she had finished speaking, and was pressing with devotion the hand of Philippe 

who trembled in his skin, appeared the fat Bishop of Coire, indignant and angry. The officers 

followed him, bearing a trout canonically dressed, fresh from the Rhine, and shining in a golden 

platter, and spices contained in little ornamental boxes, and a thousand dainties, such as liqueurs 

and jams, made by the holy nuns at his Abbey. 

“Ah, ah!” said he, with his deep voice, “I haven’t time to go to the devil, but you must give me 

a touch of him in advance, eh! my little one.” 

“Your belly will one day make a nice sheath for a sword,” replied she, knitting her brows 

above her eyes, which from being soft and gentle had become mischievous enough to make one 

tremble. 

“And this little chorus singer is here to offer that?” said the bishop, insolently turning his great 

rubicund face towards Philippe. 

“Monseigneur, I’m here to confess Madame.” 

“Oh, oh, do you not know the canons? To confess the ladies at this time of night is a right 

reserved to bishops, so take yourself off; go and herd with simple monks, and never come back 

here again under pain of excommunication.” 

“Do not move,” cried the blushing Imperia, more lovely with passion than she was with love, 

because now she was possessed both with passion and love. “Stop, my friend. Here you are in 

your own house.” Then he knew that he was really loved by her. 

“It is it not in the breviary, and an evangelical regulation, that you should be equal with God in 

the valley of Jehoshaphat?” asked she of the bishop. 

“‘Tis is an invention of the devil, who has adulterated the holy book,” replied the great 

numskull of a bishop in a hurry to fall to. 

“Well then, be equal now before me, who am here below your goddess,” replied Imperia, 

“otherwise one of these days I will have you delicately strangled between the head and 

shoulders; I swear it by the power of my tonsure which is as good as the pope’s.” And wishing 

that the trout should be added to the feast as well as the sweets and other dainties, she added, 



cunningly, “Sit you down and drink with us.” But the artful minx, being up to a trick or two, 

gave the little one a wink which told him plainly not to mind the German, whom she would soon 

find a means to be rid of. 

The servant-maid seated the Bishop at the table, and tucked him up, while Philippe, wild with 

rage that closed his mouth, because he saw his plans ending in smoke, gave the archbishop to 

more devils than ever were monks alive. Thus they got halfway through the repast, which the 

young priest had not yet touched, hungering only for Imperia, near whom he was already seated, 

but speaking that sweet language which the ladies so well understand, that has neither stops, 

commas, accents, letters, figures, characters, notes, nor images. The fat bishop, sensual and 

careful enough of the sleek, ecclesiastical garment of skin for which he was indebted to his late 

mother, allowed himself to be plentifully served with hippocras by the delicate hand of Madame, 

and it was just at his first hiccough that the sound of an approaching cavalcade was heard in the 

street. The number of horses, the “Ho, ho!” of the pages, showed plainly that some great prince 

hot with love, was about to arrive. In fact, a moment afterwards the Cardinal of Ragusa, against 

whom the servants of Imperia had not dared to bar the door, entered the room. At this terrible 

sight the poor courtesan and her young lover became ashamed and embarrassed, like fresh cured 

lepers; for it would be tempting the devil to try and oust the cardinal, the more so as at that time 

it was not known who would be pope, three aspirants having resigned their hoods for the benefit 

of Christianity. The cardinal, who was a cunning Italian, long bearded, a great sophist, and the 

life and soul of the Council, guessed, by the feeblest exercise of the faculties of his 

understanding, the alpha and omega of the adventure. He only had to weigh in his mind one little 

thought before he knew how to proceed in order to be able to hypothecate his manly vigour. He 

arrived with the appetite of a hungry monk, and to obtain its satisfaction he was just the man to 

stab two monks and sell his bit of the true cross, which were wrong. 

“Hulloa! friend,” said he to Philippe, calling him towards him. The poor Tourainian, more 

dead than alive, and expecting the devil was about to interfere seriously with his arrangements, 

rose and said, “What is it?” to the redoubtable cardinal. 

He taking him by the arm led him to the staircase, looked him in the white of the eye and said 

without any nonsense—“Ventredieu! You are a nice little fellow, and I should not like to have to 

let your master know the weight of your carcass. My revenge might cause me certain pious 

expenses in my old age, so choose to espouse an abbey for the remainder of your days, or to 

marry Madame to-night and die tomorrow.” 

The poor little Tourainian in despair murmured, “May I come back when your passion is 

over?” 

The cardinal could scarcely keep his countenance, but he said sternly, “Choose the gallows or 

a mitre.” 

“Ah!” said the priest, maliciously; “a good fat abbey.” 

Thereupon the cardinal went back into the room, opened an escritoire, and scribbled upon a 

piece of parchment an order to the envoy of France. 

“Monseigneur,” said the Tourainian to him while he was spelling out the order, “you will not 

get rid of the Bishop of Coire so easily as you have got rid of me, for he has as many abbeys as 

the soldiers have drinking shops in the town; besides, he is in the favour of his lord. Now I fancy 

to show you my gratitude for this so fine Abbey I owe you good piece of advice. You know how 

fatal has been and how rapidly spread this terrible pestilence which has cruelly harassed Paris. 



Tell him that you have just left the bedside of your old friend the Archbishop of Bordeaux; thus 

you will make him scutter away like straw before a whirl-wind. 

“Oh, oh!” cried the cardinal, “thou meritest more than an abbey. Ah, Ventredieu! my young 

friend, here are 100 golden crowns for thy journey to the Abbey of Turpenay, which I won 

yesterday at cards, and of which I make you a free gift.” 

Hearing these words, and seeing Philippe de Mala disappear without giving her the amorous 

glances she expected, the beautiful Imperia, puffing like a dolphin, denounced all the cowardice 

of the priest. She was not then a sufficiently good Catholic to pardon her lover deceiving her, by 

not knowing how to die for her pleasure. Thus the death of Philippe was foreshadowed in the 

viper’s glance she cast at him to insult him, which glance pleased the cardinal much, for the wily 

Italian saw he would soon get his abbey back again. The Touranian, heeding not the brewing 

storm avoided it by walking out silently with his ears down, like a wet dog being kicked out of a 

Church. Madame drew a sigh from her heart. She must have had her own ideas of humanity for 

the little value she held in it. The fire which possessed her had mounted to her head, and 

scintillated in rays about her, and there was good reason for it, for this was the first time that she 

had been humbugged by priest. Then the cardinal smiled, believing it was all to his advantage: 

was not he a cunning fellow? Yes, he was the possessor of a red hat. 

“Ah, ah! my friend,” said he to the Bishop, “I congratulate myself on being in your company, 

and I am glad to have been able to get rid of that little wretch unworthy of Madame, the more so 

as if you had gone near him, my lovely and amiable creature, you would have perished miserably 

through the deed of a simple priest.” 

“Ah! How?” 

“He is the secretary of the Archbishop of Bordeaux. The good man was seized this morning 

with the pestilence.” 

The bishop opened his mouth wide enough to swallow a Dutch cheese. 

“How do you know that?” asked he. 

“Ah!” said the cardinal, taking the good German’s hand, “I have just administered to him, and 

consoled him; at this moment the holy man has a fair wind to waft him to paradise.” 

The Bishop of Coire demonstrated immediately how light fat man are; for when men are big-

bellied, a merciful providence, in the consideration of their works, often makes their internal 

tubes as elastic as balloons. The aforesaid bishop sprang backwards with one bound, burst into a 

perspiration and coughed like a cow who finds feathers mixed with her hay. Then becoming 

suddenly pale, he rushed down the stairs without even bidding Madame adieu. When the door 

had closed upon the bishop, and he was fairly in the street, the Cardinal of Ragusa began 

laughing fit to split his sides. 

“Ah! my fair one, am I not worthy to be Pope, and better than that, thy lover this evening?” 

But seeing Imperia thoughtful he approached her to take her in his arms, and pet her after the 

usual fashion of cardinals, men who embrace better than all others, even the soldiers, because 

they are lazy, and do not spare their essential properties. 

“Ha!” said she, drawing back, “you wish to cause my death, you ecclesiastical idiot. The 

principal thing for you is to enjoy yourself; my sweet carcass, a thing accessory. Your pleasure 

will be my death, and then you’ll canonise me perhaps? Ah, you have the plague, and you would 

give it to me. Go somewhere else, you brainless priest. Ah! touch me not,” said she, seeing him 

about to advance, “or I will stab you with this dagger.” 



And the clever hussy drew from her armoire a little dagger, which she knew how to use with 

great skill when necessary. 

“But my little paradise, my sweet one,” said the other, laughing, “don’t you see the trick? 

Wasn’t it necessary to be get rid of that old bullock of Coire?” 

“Well then, if you love me, show it” replied she. “I desire that you leave me instantly. If you 

are touched with the disease my death will not worry you. I know you well enough to know at 

what price you will put a moment of pleasure at your last hour. You would drown the earth. Ah, 

ah! you have boasted of it when drunk. I love only myself, my treasures, and my health. Go, and 

if tomorrow your veins are not frozen by the disease, you can come again. Today, I hate you, 

good cardinal,” said she, smiling. 

“Imperia!” cried the cardinal on his knees, “my blessed Imperia, do not play with me thus.” 

“No,” said she, “I never play with blessed and sacred things.” 

“Ah! ribald woman, I will excommunicate thee tomorrow.” 

“And now you are out of your cardinal sense.” 

“Imperia, cursed daughter of Satan! Oh, my little beauty—my love—!” 

“Respect yourself more. Don’t kneel to me, fie for shame!” 

“Wilt thou have a dispensation in articulo mortis? Wilt thou have my fortune—or better still, a 

bit of the veritable true Cross?—Wilt thou?” 

“This evening, all the wealth of heaven above and earth beneath would not buy my heart,” said 

she, laughing. “I should be the blackest of sinners, unworthy to receive the Blessed Sacrament if 

I had not my little caprices.” 

“I’ll burn the house down. Sorceress, you have bewitched me. You shall perish at the stake. 

Listen to me, my love,—my gentle Dove—I promise you the best place in heaven. Eh? No. 

Death to you then—death to the sorceress.” 

“Oh, oh! I will kill you, Monseigneur.” 

And the cardinal foamed with rage. 

“You are making a fool of yourself,” said she. “Go away, you’ll tire yourself.” 

“I shall be pope, and you shall pay for this!” 

“Then you are no longer disposed to obey me?” 

“What can I do this evening to please you?” 

“Get out.” 

And she sprang lightly like a wagtail into her room, and locked herself in, leaving the cardinal 

to storm that he was obliged to go. When the fair Imperia found herself alone, seated before the 

fire, and without her little priest, she exclaimed, snapping angrily the gold links of her chain, “By 

the double triple horn on the devil, if the little one has made me have this row with the Cardinal, 

and exposed me to the danger of being poisoned tomorrow, unless I pay him over to my heart’s 

content, I will not die till I have seen him burned alive before my eyes. Ah!” said she, weeping, 

this time real tears, “I lead a most unhappy life, and the little pleasure I have costs me the life of 

a dog, let alone my salvation.” 

As she finished this jeremiad, wailing like a calf that is being slaughtered, she beheld the 

blushing face of the young priest, who had hidden himself, peeping at her from behind her large 

Venetian mirror. 



“Ah!” said she, “Thou art the most perfect monk that ever dwelt in this blessed and amorous 

town of Constance. Ah, ah! Come my gentle cavalier, my dear boy, my little charm, my paradise 

of delectation, let me drink thine eyes, eat thee, kill thee with my love. Oh! my ever-flourishing, 

ever-green, sempiternal god; from a little monk I would make a king, emperor, pope, and happier 

than either. There, thou canst put anything to fire and sword, I am thine, and thou shalt see it 

well; for thou shalt be all a cardinal, even when to redden thy hood I shed all my heart’s blood.” 

And with her trembling hands all joyously she filled with Greek wine the golden cup, brought by 

the Bishop of Coire, and presented it to her sweetheart, whom she served upon her knee, she 

whose slipper princes found more to their taste than that of the pope. 

But he gazed at her in silence, with his eye so lustrous with love, that she said to him, 

trembling with joy “Ah! be quiet, little one. Let us have supper.” 

 

 

  



THE VENIAL SIN 

HOW THE GOOD MAN BRUYN TOOK A WIFE. 

Messire Bruyn, he who completed the Castle of Roche-Corbon-les-Vouvray, on the banks of 

the Loire, was a boisterous fellow in his youth. When quite little, he squeezed young ladies, 

turned the house out of windows, and played the devil with everything, when he was called upon 

to put his Sire the Baron of Roche-Corbon some few feet under the turf. Then he was his own 

master, free to lead a life of wild dissipation, and indeed he worked very hard to get a surfeit of 

enjoyment. Now by making his crowns sweat and his goods scarce, draining his land, and a 

bleeding his hogsheads, and regaling frail beauties, he found himself excommunicated from 

decent society, and had for his friends only the plunderers of towns and the Lombardians. But the 

usurers turned rough and bitter as chestnut husks, when he had no other security to give them 

than his said estate of Roche-Corbon, since the Rupes Carbonis was held from our Lord the king. 

Then Bruyn found himself just in the humour to give a blow here and there, to break a collar-

bone or two, and quarrel with everyone about trifles. Seeing which, the Abbot of Marmoustiers, 

his neighbour, and a man liberal with his advice, told him that it was an evident sign of lordly 

perfection, that he was walking in the right road, but if he would go and slaughter, to the great 

glory of God, the Mahommedans who defiled the Holy Land, it would be better still, and that he 

would undoubtedly return full of wealth and indulgences into Touraine, or into Paradise, whence 

all barons formerly came. 

The said Bruyn, admiring the great sense of the prelate, left the country equipped by the 

monastery, and blessed by the abbot, to the great delight of his friends and neighbours. Then he 

put to the sack enough many towns of Asia and Africa, and fell upon the infidels without giving 

them warning, burning the Saracens, the Greeks, the English, and others, caring little whether 

they were friends or enemies, or where they came from, since among his merits he had that of 

being in no way curious, and he never questioned them until after he had killed them. At this 

business, agreeable to God, to the King and to himself, Bruyn gained renown as a good Christian 

and loyal knight, and enjoyed himself thoroughly in these lands beyond the seas, since he more 

willingly gave a crown to the girls than to the poor, although he met many more poor people than 

perfect maids; but like a good Touranian he made soup of anything. At length, when he was 

satiated with the Turks, relics, and other blessings of the Holy Land, Bruyn, to the great 

astonishment of the people of Vouvrillons, returned from the Crusades laden with crowns and 

precious stones; rather differently from some who, rich when they set out, came back heavy with 

leprosy, but light with gold. On his return from Tunis, our Lord, King Philippe, made him a 

Count, and appointed him his seneschal in our country and that of Poitou. There he was greatly 

beloved and properly thought well of, since over and above his good qualities he founded the 

Church of the Carmes-Deschaulx, in the parish of Egrignolles, as the peace-offering to Heaven 

for the follies of his youth. Thus was he cardinally consigned to the good graces of the Church 

and of God. From a wicked youth and reckless man, he became a good, wise man, and discreet in 

his dissipations and pleasures; rarely was in anger, unless someone blasphemed God before him, 

the which he would not tolerate because he had blasphemed enough for every one in his wild 

youth. In short, he never quarrelled, because, being seneschal, people gave up to him instantly. It 

is true that he at that time beheld all his desires accomplished, the which would render even an 

imp of Satan calm and tranquil from his horns to his heels. And besides this he possessed a castle 

all jagged at the corners, and shaped and pointed like a Spanish doublet, situated upon a bank 

from which it was reflected in the Loire. In the rooms were royal tapestries, furniture, Saracen 



pomps, vanities, and inventions which were much admired by people of Tours, and even by the 

archbishop and clerks of St. Martin, to whom he sent as a free gift a banner fringed with fine 

gold. In the neighbourhood of the said castle abounded fair domains, wind-mills, and forests, 

yielding a harvest of rents of all kinds, so that he was one of the strongest knights-banneret of the 

province, and could easily have led to battle for our lord the king a thousand men. In his old 

days, if by chance his bailiff, a diligent man at hanging, brought before him a poor peasant 

suspected of some offence, he would say, smiling— 

“Let this one go, Brediff, he will count against those I inconsiderately slaughtered across the 

seas”; oftentimes, however, he would let them bravely hang on a chestnut tree or swing on his 

gallows, but this was solely that justice might be done, and that the custom should not lapse in 

his domain. Thus the people on his lands were good and orderly, like fresh veiled nuns, and 

peaceful since he protected them from the robbers and vagabonds whom he never spared, 

knowing by experience how much mischief is caused by these cursed beasts of prey. For the rest, 

most devout, finishing everything quickly, his prayers as well as good wine, he managed the 

processes after the Turkish fashion, having a thousand little jokes ready for the losers, and dining 

with them to console them. He had all the people who had been hanged buried in consecrated 

ground like godly ones, some people thinking they had been sufficiently punished by having 

their breath stopped. He only persecuted the Jews now and then, and when they were glutted 

with usury and wealth. He let them gather their spoil as the bees do honey, saying that they were 

the best of tax-gatherers. And never did he despoil them save for the profit and use of the 

churchmen, the king, the province, or himself. 

This jovial way gained for him the affection and esteem of every one, great and small. If he 

came back smiling from his judicial throne, the Abbot of Marmoustiers, an old man like himself, 

would say, “Ho, ha! messire, there is some hanging on since you laugh thus!” And when coming 

from Roche-Corbon to Tours he passed on horseback along the Fauborg St. Symphorien, the 

little girls would say, “Ah! this is the justice day, there is the good man Bruyn,” and without 

being afraid they would look at him astride on a big white hack, that he had brought back with 

him from the Levant. On the bridge the little boys would stop playing with the ball, and would 

call out, “Good day, Mr. Seneschal” and he would reply, jokingly, “Enjoy yourselves, my 

children, until you get whipped.” “Yes, Mr. Seneschal.” 

Also he made the country so contented and so free from robbers that during the year of the 

great over-flowing of the Loire there were only twenty-two malefactors hanged that winter, not 

counting a Jew burned in the Commune of Chateau-Neuf for having stolen a consecrated wafer, 

or bought it, some said, for he was very rich. 

One day, in the following year about harvest time, or mowing time, as we say in Touraine, 

there came Egyptians, Bohemians, and other wandering troupes who stole the holy things from 

the Church of St. Martin, and in the place and exact situation of Madam the Virgin, left by way 

of insult and mockery to our Holy Faith, an abandoned pretty little girl, about the age of an old 

dog, stark naked, an acrobat, and of Moorish descent like themselves. For this almost nameless 

crime it was equally decided by the king, people, and the churchmen that the Mooress, to pay for 

all, should be burned and cooked alive in the square near the fountain where the herb market is. 

Then the good man Bruyn clearly and dextrously demonstrated to the others that it would be a 

thing most profitable and pleasant to God to gain over this African soul to the true religion, and 

if the devil were lodged in this feminine body the faggots would be useless to burn him, as said 

the said order. To which the archbishop sagely thought most canonical and conformable to 

Christian charity and the gospel. The ladies of the town and other persons of authority said 



loudly that they were cheated of a fine ceremony, since the Mooress was crying her eyes out in 

the jail and would certainly be converted to God in order to live as long as a crow, if she were 

allowed to do so, to which the seneschal replied that if the foreigner would wholly commit 

herself to the Christian religion there would be a gallant ceremony of another kind, and that he 

would undertake that it should be royally magnificent, because he would be her sponsor at the 

baptismal font, and that a virgin should be his partner in the affair in order the better to please the 

Almighty, while himself was reputed never to have lost the bloom or innocence, in fact to be a 

coquebin. In our country of Touraine thus are called the young virgin men, unmarried or so 

esteemed to distinguish them from the husbands and the widowers, but the girls always pick 

them without the name, because they are more light-hearted and merry than those seasoned in 

marriage. 

The young Mooress did not hesitate between the flaming faggots and the baptismal water. She 

much preferred to be a Christian and live than be Egyptian and be burned; thus to escape a 

moment’s baking, her heart would burn unquenched through all her life, since for the greater 

surety of her religion she was placed in the convent of nuns near Chardonneret, where she took 

the vow of sanctity. The said ceremony was concluded at the residence of the archbishop, where 

on this occasion, in honour of the Saviour or men, the lords and ladies of Touraine hopped, 

skipped and danced, for in this country the people dance, skip, eat, flirt, have more feasts and 

make merrier than any in the whole world. The good old seneschal had taken for his associate the 

daughter of the lord of Azay-le-Ridel, which afterwards became Azay-le-Brusle, the which lord 

being a Crusader was left before Acre, a far distant town, in the hands of a Saracen who 

demanded a royal ransom for him because the said lord was of high position. 

The lady of Azay having given his estate as security to the Lombards and extortioners in order 

to raise the sum, remained, without a penny in the world, awaiting her lord in a poor lodging in 

the town, without a carpet to sit upon, but proud as the Queen of Sheba and brave as a mastiff 

who defends the property of his master. Seeing this great distress the seneschal went delicately to 

request this lady’s daughter to be the godmother of the said Egyptian, in order that he might have 

the right of assisting the Lady of Azay. And, in fact, he kept a heavy chain of gold which he had 

preserved since the commencement of the taking of Cyprus, and the which he determined to 

clasp about the neck of his pretty associate, but he hung there at the same time his domain, and 

his white hairs, his money and his horses; in short, he placed there everything he possessed, 

directly he had seen Blanche of Azay dancing a pavan among the ladies of Tours. Although the 

Moorish girl, making the most of her last day, had astonished the assembly by her twists, jumps, 

steps, springs, and elevations and artistic efforts, Blanche had the advantage of her, as everyone 

agreed, so virginally and delicately did she dance. 

Now Bruyn, admiring this gentle maiden whose toes seemed to fear the boards, and who 

amused herself so innocently for her seventeen years —like a grasshopper trying her first note—

was seized with an old man’s desire; a desire apoplectic and vigorous from weakness, which 

heated him from the sole of foot to the nape of his neck—for his head had too much snow on the 

top of it to let love lodge there. Then the good man perceived that he needed a wife in his manor, 

and it appeared more lonely to him than it was. And what then was a castle without a chatelaine? 

As well have a clapper without its bell. In short, a wife was the only thing that he had to desire, 

so he wished to have one promptly, seeing that if the Lady of Azay made him wait, he had just 

time to pass out of this world into the other. But during the baptismal entertainment, he thought 

little of his severe wounds, and still less of the eighty years that had stripped his head; he found 

his eyes clear enough to see distinctly his young companion, who, following the injunctions of 



the Lady of Azay, regaled him well with glance and gesture, believing there could be no danger 

near so old a fellow, in such wise that Blanche—naive and nice as she was in contradistinction to 

the girls of Touraine, who are as wide-awake as a spring morning—permitted the good man first 

to kiss her hand, and afterwards her neck, rather low-down; at least so said the archbishop who 

married them the week after; and that was a beautiful bridal, and a still more beautiful bride. 

The said Blanche was slender and graceful as no other girl, and still better than that, more 

maidenly than ever maiden was; a maiden all ignorant of love, who knew not why or what it 

was; a maiden who wondered why certain people lingered in their beds; a maiden who believed 

that children were found in parsley beds. Her mother had thus reared her in innocence, without 

even allowing her to consider, trifle as it was, how she sucked in her soup between her teeth. 

Thus she was a sweet flower, and intact, joyous and innocent; an angel, who needed but the 

wings to fly away to Paradise. When she left the poor lodging of her weeping mother to 

consummate her betrothal at the cathedral of St. Gatien and St. Maurice, the country people came 

to a feast their eyes upon the bride, and on the carpets which were laid down all along the Rue de 

la Scellerie, and all said that never had tinier feet pressed the ground of Touraine, prettier eyes 

gazed up to heaven, or a more splendid festival adorned the streets with carpets and with flowers. 

The young girls of St. Martin and of the boroughs of Chateau-Neuf, all envied the long brown 

tresses with which doubtless Blanche had fished for a count, but much more did they desire the 

gold embroidered dress, the foreign stones, the white diamonds, and the chains with which the 

little darling played, and which bound her for ever to the said seneschal. The old soldier was so 

merry by her side, that his happiness showed itself in his wrinkles, his looks, and his movements. 

Although he was hardly as straight as a billhook, he held himself so by the side of Blanche, that 

one would have taken him for a soldier on parade receiving his officer, and he placed his hand on 

his diaphragm like a man whose pleasure stifles and troubles him. Delighted with the sound of 

the swinging bells, the procession, the pomps, and the vanities of the said marriage, which was 

talked of long after the episcopal rejoicings, the women desired a harvest of Moorish girls, a 

deluge of old seneschals, and baskets full of Egyptian baptisms. But this was the only one that 

ever happened in Touraine, seeing that the country is far from Egypt and from Bohemia. The 

Lady of Azay received a large sum of money after the ceremony, which enabled her to start 

immediately for Acre to go to her spouse, accompanied by the lieutenant and soldiers of the 

Count of Roche-Corbon, who furnished them with everything necessary. She set out on the day 

of the wedding, after having placed her daughter in the hands of the seneschal, enjoining him to 

treat her well; and later on she returned with the Sire d’Azay, who was leprous, and she cured 

him, tending him herself, running the risk of being contaminated, the which was greatly admired. 

The marriage ceremony finished and at an end—for it lasted three days, to the great 

contentment of the people—Messire Bruyn with great pomp led the little one to his castle, and, 

according to the custom of husbands, had her put solemnly to bed in his couch, which was 

blessed by the Abbot of Marmoustiers; then came and placed himself beside her in the great 

feudal chamber of Roche-Corbon, which had been hung with green blockade and ribbon of 

golden wire. When old Bruyn, perfumed all over, found himself side by side with his pretty wife, 

he kissed her first upon the forehead, and then upon the little round, white breast, on the same 

spot where she had allowed him to clasp the fastenings of the chain, but that was all. The old 

fellow had too great confidence in himself in fancying himself able to accomplish more; so then 

he abstained from love in spite of the merry nuptial songs, the epithalamiums and jokes which 

were going on in the rooms beneath where the dancing was still kept up. He refreshed himself 

with a drink of the marriage beverage, which according to custom, had been blessed and placed 



near them in a golden cup. The spices warned his stomach well enough, but not the heart of his 

dead ardour. Blanche was not at all astonished at the demeanour of her spouse, because she was 

a virgin in mind, and in marriage she saw only that which is visible to the eyes of young girls—

namely dresses, banquets, horses, to be a lady and mistress, to have a country seat, to amuse 

oneself and give orders; so, like the child that she was, she played with the gold tassels on the 

bed, and marvelled at the richness of the shrine in which her innocence should be interred. 

Feeling, a little later in the day, his culpability, and relying on the future, which, however, would 

spoil a little every day that with which he pretended to regale his wife, the seneschal tried to 

substitute the word for the deed. So he entertained his wife in various ways, promised her the 

keys of his sideboards, his granaries and chests, the perfect government of his houses and 

domains without any control, hanging round her neck “the other half of the loaf,” which is the 

popular saying in Touraine. She became like a young charger full of hay, found her good man 

the most gallant fellow in the world, and raising herself upon her pillow began to smile, and 

beheld with greater joy this beautiful green brocaded bed, where henceforward she would be 

permitted, without any sin, to sleep every night. Seeing she was getting playful, the cunning lord, 

who had not been used to maidens, but knew from experience the little tricks that women will 

practice, seeing that he had much associated with ladies of the town, feared those handy tricks, 

little kisses, and minor amusements of love which formerly he did not object to, but which at the 

present time would have found him cold as the obit of a pope. Then he drew back towards the 

end of the bed, afraid of his happiness, and said to his too delectable spouse, “Well, darling, you 

are a seneschal’s wife now, and very well seneschaled as well.” 

“Oh no!” said she. 

“How no!” replied he in great fear; “are you not a wife?” 

“No!” said she. “Nor shall I be till I have had a child.” 

“Did you while coming here see the meadows?” began again the old fellow. 

“Yes,” said she. 

“Well, they are yours.” 

“Oh! Oh!” replied she laughing, “I shall amuse myself much there catching butterflies.” 

“That’s a good girl,” says her lord. “And the woods?” 

“Ah! I should not like to be there alone, you will take me there. But,” said she, “give me a 

little of that liquor which La Ponneuse has taken such pains to prepare for us.” 

“And why, my darling? It would put fire in your body.” 

“Oh! That’s what I should like,” said she, biting her lip with vexation, “because I desire to 

give you a child as soon as possible; and I’m sure that liquor is good for the purpose.” 

“Ah! my little one,” said the seneschal, knowing by this that Blanche was a virgin from head 

to foot, “the goodwill of God is necessary for this business, and women must be in a state of 

harvest.” 

“And when should I be in a state of harvest?” asked she, smiling. 

“When nature so wills it,” said he, trying to laugh. 

“What is it necessary to do for this?” replied she. 

“Ah! A cabalistical and alchemical operation which is very dangerous.” 



“Ah!” said she, with a dreamy look, “that’s the reason why my mother cried when thinking of 

the said metamorphosis; but Bertha de Breuilly, who is so thankful for being made a wife, told 

me it was the easiest thing in the world.” 

“That’s according to the age,” replied the old lord. “But did you see at the stable the beautiful 

white mare so much spoken of in Touraine?” 

“Yes, she is very gentle and nice.” 

“Well, I give her to you, and you can ride her as often as the fancy takes you.” 

“Oh, you are very kind, and they did not lie when they told me so.” 

“Here,” continued he, “sweetheart; the butler, the chaplain, the treasurer, the equerry, the 

farrier, the bailiff, even the Sire de Montsoreau, the young varlet whose name is Gauttier and 

bears my banner, with his men at arms, captains, followers, and beasts—all are yours, and will 

instantly obey your orders under pain of being incommoded with a hempen collar.” 

“But,” replied she, “this mysterious operation—cannot it be performed immediately?” 

“Oh no!” replied the seneschal. “Because it is necessary above all things that both the one and 

the other of us should be in a state of grace before God; otherwise we should have a bad child, 

full of sin; which is forbidden by the canons of the church. This is the reason that there are so 

many incorrigible scapegraces in the world. Their parents have not wisely waited to have their 

souls pure, and have given wicked souls to their children. The beautiful and the virtuous come of 

immaculate fathers; that is why we cause our beds to be blessed, as the Abbot of Marmoustiers 

has done this one. Have you not transgressed the ordinances of the Church?” 

“Oh no,” said she, quickly, “I received before Mass absolution for all my faults and have 

remained since without committing the slightest sin.” 

“You are very perfect,” said the cunning lord, “and I am delighted to have you for a wife; but I 

have sworn like an infidel.” 

“Oh! and why?” 

“Because the dancing did not finish, and I could not have you to myself to bring you here and 

kiss you.” 

Thereupon he gallantly took her hands and covered them with kisses, whispering to her little 

endearments and superficial words of affection which made her quite pleased and contented. 

Then, fatigued with the dance and all the ceremonies, she settled down to her slumbers, saying 

to the seneschal— 

“I will take care tomorrow that you shall not sin,” and she left the old man quite smitten with 

her white beauty, amorous of her delicate nature, and as embarrassed to know how he should be 

able to keep her in her innocence as to explain why oxen chew their food twice over. Although 

he did not augur to himself any good therefrom, it inflamed him so much to see the exquisite 

perfections of Blanche during her innocent and gentle sleep, that he resolved to preserve and 

defend this pretty jewel of love. With tears in his eyes he kissed her sweet golden tresses, the 

beautiful eyelids, and her ripe red mouth, and he did it softly for fear of waking her. There was 

all his fruition, the dumb delight which still inflamed his heart without in the least affecting 

Blanche. Then he deplored the snows of his leafless old age, the poor old man, that he saw 

clearly that God had amused himself by giving him nuts when his teeth were gone. 

  



 

HOW THE SENESCHAL STRUGGLED WITH HIS WIFE’S 

MODESTY. 

During the first days of his marriage the seneschal imprinted many fibs to tell his wife, whose 

so estimable innocence he abused. Firstly, he found in his judicial functions good excuses for 

leaving her at times alone; then he occupied himself with the peasants of the neighbourhood, and 

took them to dress the vines on his lands at Vouvray, and at length pampered her up with a 

thousand absurd tales. 

At one time he would say that lords did not behave like common people, that the children were 

only planted at certain celestial conjunctions ascertained by learned astrologers; at another that 

one should abstain from begetting children on feast days, because it was a great undertaking; and 

he observed the feasts like a man who wished to enter into Paradise without consent. Sometimes 

he would pretend that if by chance the parents were not in a state of grace, the children 

commenced on the date of St. Claire would be blind, of St. Gatien had the gout, of St. Agnes 

were scaldheaded, of St. Roch had the plague; sometimes that those begotten in February were 

chilly; in March, too turbulent; in April, were worth nothing at all; and that handsome boys were 

conceived in May. In short, he wished his child to be perfect, to have his hair of two colours; and 

for this it was necessary that all the required conditions should be observed. At other times he 

would say to Blanche that the right of a man was to bestow a child upon his wife according to his 

sole and unique will, and that if she pretended to be a virtuous woman she should conform to the 

wishes of her husband; in fact it was necessary to await the return of the Lady of Azay in order 

that she should assist at the confinement; from all of which Blanche concluded that the seneschal 

was annoyed by her requests, and was perhaps right, since he was old and full of experience; so 

she submitted herself and thought no more, except to herself, of this so much-desired child, that 

is to say, she was always thinking of it, like a woman who has a desire in her head, without 

suspecting that she was behaving like a gay lady or a town-walker running after her enjoyment. 

One evening, by accident, Bruyn spoke of children, a discourse that he avoided as cats avoid 

water, but he was complaining of a boy condemned by him that morning for great misdeeds, 

saying for certain he was the offspring of people laden with mortal sins. 

“Alas!” said Blanche, “if you will give me one, although you have not got absolution, I will 

correct so well that you will be pleased with him.” 

Then the count saw that his wife was bitten by a warm desire, and that it was time to dissipate 

her innocence in order to make himself master of it, to conquer it, to beat it, or to appease and 

extinguish it. 

“What, my dear, you wish to be a mother?” said he; “you do not yet know the business of a 

wife, you are not accustomed to being mistress of the house.” 

“Oh! Oh!” said she, “to be a perfect countess, and have in my loins a little count, must I play 

the great lady? I will do it, and thoroughly.” 

Then Blanche, in order to obtain issue, began to hunt the fawns and stags, leaping the ditches, 

galloping upon her mare over valleys and mountain, through the woods and the fields, taking 

great delight in watching the falcons fly, in unhooding them and while hunting always carried 

them gracefully upon her little wrist, which was what the seneschal had desired. But in this 

pursuit, Blanche gained an appetite of nun and prelate, that is to say, wished to procreate, had her 

desires whetted, and could scarcely restrain her hunger, when on her return she gave play to her 

teeth. Now by reason of reading the legends written by the way, and of separating by death the 



embraces of birds and wild beasts, she discovered a mystery of natural alchemy, while colouring 

her complexion, and superagitating her feeble imagination, which did little to pacify her warlike 

nature, and strongly tickled her desire which laughed, played, and frisked unmistakably. The 

seneschal thought to disarm the rebellious virtue of his wife by making her scour the country; but 

his fraud turned out badly, for the unknown lust that circulated in the veins of Blanche emerged 

from these assaults more hardy than before, inviting jousts and tourneys as the herald the armed 

knight. 

The good lord saw then that he had grossly erred and that he was now upon the horns of a 

dilemma; also he no longer knew what course to adopt; the longer he left it the more it would 

resist. From this combat, there must result one conquered and one contused—a diabolical 

contusion which he wished to keep distant from his physiognomy by God’s help until after his 

death. The poor seneschal had already great trouble to follow his lady to the chase, without being 

dismounted; he sweated under the weight of his trappings, and almost expired in that pursuit 

wherein his frisky wife cheered her life and took great pleasure. Many times in the evening she 

wished to dance. Now the good man, swathed in his heavy clothing, found himself quite worn 

out with these exercises, in which he was constrained to participate either in giving her his hand, 

when she performed the vaults of the Moorish girl, or in holding the lighted fagot for her, when 

she had a fancy to do the torchlight dance; and in spite of his sciaticas, accretions, and 

rheumatisms, he was obliged to smile and say to her some gentle words and gallantries after all 

the evolutions, mummeries, and comic pantomimes, which she indulged in to divert herself; for 

he loved her so madly that if she had asked him for an impossibility he would have sought one 

for her immediately. 

Nevertheless, one fine day he recognised the fact that his frame was in a state of too great 

debility to struggle with the vigorous nature of his wife, and humiliating himself before his 

wife’s virtue he resolved to let things take their course, relying a little upon the modesty, 

religion, and bashfulness of Blanche, but he always slept with one eye open, for he suspected 

that God had perhaps made virginities to be taken like partridges, to be spitted and roasted. One 

wet morning, when the weather was that in which the snails make their tracks, a melancholy 

time, and suitable to reverie, Blanche was in the house sitting in her chair in deep thought, 

because nothing produces more lively concoctions of the substantive essences, and no receipt, 

specific or philter is more penetrating, transpiercing or doubly transpiercing and titillating than 

the subtle warmth which simmers between the nap of the chair and a maiden sitting during 

certain weather. 

Now without knowing it the Countess was incommoded by her innocence, which gave more 

trouble than it was worth to her brain, and gnawed her all over. Then the good man, seriously 

grieved to see her languishing, wished to drive away the thoughts which were ultra-conjugal 

principles of love. 

“Whence comes your sadness, sweetheart?” said he. 

“From shame.” 

“What then affronts you?” 

“The not being a good woman; because I am without a child, and you without lineage! Is one a 

lady without progeny? Nay! Look! . . . All my neighbours have it, and I was married to have it, 

as you to give it to me; the nobles of Touraine are all amply furnished with children, and their 

wives give them lapfuls, you alone have none, they laugh at you there. What will become of your 

name and your fiefs and your seigniories? A child is our natural company; it is a delight to us to 



make a fright of it, to fondle it, to swaddle it, to dress and undress it, to cuddle it, to sing it 

lullabies, to cradle it, to get it up, to put it to bed, and to nourish it, and I feel that if I had only the 

half of one, I would kiss it, swaddle it, and unharness it, and I would make it jump and crow all 

day long, as the other ladies do.” 

“Were it not that in giving them birth women die, and that for this you are still too delicate and 

too close in the bud, you would already be a mother,” replied the seneschal, made giddy with the 

flow of words. “But will you buy one ready-made?—that will cost you neither pain nor labour.” 

“But,” said she, “I want the pain and labour, without which it will not be ours. I know very 

well it should be the fruit of my body, because at church they say that Jesus was the fruit of the 

Virgin’s womb.” 

“Very well, then pray God that it may be so,” cried the seneschal, “and intercede with the 

Virgin of Egrignolles. Many a lady has conceived after the neuvaine; you must not fail to do 

one.” 



 



Then the same day Blanche set out towards Notre-Dame de l’Egrignolles, decked out like a 

queen riding her beautiful mare, having on her a robe of green velvet, laced down with fine gold 

lace, open at the breast, having sleeves of scarlet, little shoes and a high hat ornamented with 

precious stones, and a gold waistband that showed off her little waist, as slim as a pole. She 

wished to give her dress to Madame the Virgin, and in fact promised it to her, for the day of her 

churching. The Sire de Montsoreau galloped before her, his eye bright as that of a hawk, keeping 

the people back and guarding with his knights the security of the journey. Near Marmoustiers the 

seneschal, rendered sleepy by the heat, seeing it was the month of August, waggled about in his 

saddle, like a diadem upon the head of a cow, and seeing so frolicsome and so pretty a lady by 

the side of so old a fellow, a peasant girl, who was squatting near the trunk of a tree and drinking 

water out of her stone jug inquired of a toothless old hag, who picked up a trifle by gleaning, if 

this princess was going to bury her dead. 

“Nay,” said the old woman, “it is our lady of Roche-Corbon, wife of the seneschal of Poitou 

and Touraine, in quest of a child.” 

“Ah! Ah!” said the young girl, laughing like a fly just satisfied; then pointing to the handsome 

knight who was at the head of the procession—“he who marches at the head would manage that; 

she would save the wax-candles and the vow.” 

“Ha! my little one,” replied the hag, “I am rather surprised that she should go to Notre-Dame 

de l’Egrignolles seeing that there are no handsome priests there. She might very well stop for a 

short time beneath the shadow the belfry of Marmoustiers; she would soon be fertile, those good 

fathers are so lively.” 

“By a nun’s oath!” said a tramp walking up, “look; the Sire de Montsoreau is lively and 

delicate enough to open the lady’s heart, the more so as he is well formed to do so.” 

And all commenced a laugh. The Sire de Montsoreau wished to go to them and hang them in 

lime-tree by the road as a punishment for their bad words, but Blanche cried out quickly— 

“Oh, sir, do not hang them yet. They have not said all they mean; and we shall see them on our 

return.” 

She blushed, and the Sire de Montsoreau looked at her eagerly, as though to shoot into her the 

mystic comprehensions of love, but the clearing out of her intelligence had already been 

commenced by the sayings of the peasants which were fructifying in her understanding —her 

innocence was like touchwood, there was only need for a word to inflame it. 

Thus Blanche perceived now the notable and physical differences between the qualities of her 

old husband and perfections of the said Gauttier, a gentleman who was not over affected with his 

twenty-three years, but held himself upright as a ninepin in the saddle, and as wide-awake as the 

matin chimes, while in contrast to him, slept the seneschal; he had courage and dexterity there 

where his master failed. He was one of those smart fellows whom the jades would sooner wear at 

night than a leathern garment, because they then no longer fear the fleas; there are some who 

vituperate them, but no one should be blamed, because every one should sleep as he likes. 

So much did the seneschal’s lady think, and so imperially well, that by the time she arrived at 

the bridge of Tours, she loved Gauttier secretly, as a maiden loves, without suspecting that it is 

love. From that she became a proper woman, that is to say, she desired the good of others, the 

best that men have, she fell into a fit of love-sickness, going at the first jump to the depth of her 

misery, seeing that all is flame between the first coveting and the last desire, and she knew not 

how she then learned that by the eyes can flow in a subtle essence, causing such powerful 

corrosions in all the veins of the body, recesses of the heart, nerves of the members, roots of the 



hair, perspiration of the substance, limbo of the brain, orifices of the epidermis, windings of the 

pluck, tubes of the hypochondriac and other channels which in her was suddenly dilated, heated, 

tickled, envenomed, clawed, harrowed, and disturbed, as if she had a basketful of needles in her 

inside. This was a maiden’s desire, a well-conditioned desire, which troubled her sight to such a 

degree that she no longer saw her old spouse, but clearly the young Gauttier, whose nature was 

as ample as the glorious chin of an abbot. When the good man entered Tours the Ah! Ah! of the 

crowd woke him up, and he came with great pomp with his suite to the Church of Notre-Dame 

de l’Egrignolles, formerly called la greigneur, as if you said that which has the most merit. 

Blanche went into the chapel where children are asked to God and of the Virgin, and went there 

alone, as was the custom, always however in the presence of the seneschal, of his varlets and the 

loiterers who remained outside the grill. When the countess saw the priest come who had charge 

of the masses said for children, and who received the said vows, she asked him if there were 

many barren women. To which the good priest replied, that he must not complain, and that the 

children were good revenue to the Church. 

“And do you often see,” said Blanche, “young women with such old husbands as my lord?” 

“Rarely,” said he. 

“But have those obtained offspring?” 

“Always,” replied the priest smiling. 

“And the others whose companions are not so old?” 

“Sometimes.” 

“Oh! Oh!” said she, “there is more certainty then with one like the seneschal?” 

“To be sure,” said the priest. 

“Why?” said she. 

“Madame,” gravely replied priest, “before that age God alone interferes with the affair, after, it 

is the men.” 

At this time it was a true thing that all the wisdom had gone to the clergy. Blanch made her 

vow, which was a very profitable one, seeing that her decorations were worth quite two thousand 

gold crowns. 

“You are very joyful!” said the old seneschal to her when on the home journey she made her 

mare prance, jump, and frisk. 

“Yes, yes!” said she. “There is no longer any doubt about my having a child, because any one 

can help me, the priest said: I shall take Gauttier.” 

The seneschal wished to go and slay the monk, but he thought that was a crime which would 

cost him too much, and he resolved cunningly to arrange his vengeance with the help of the 

archbishop; and before the housetops of Roche-Corbon came in sight he had ordered the Sire de 

Montsoreau to seek a little retirement in his own country, which the young Gauttier did, knowing 

the ways of the lord. The seneschal put in the place of the said Gauttier the son of the Sire de 

Jallanges, whose fief was held from Roche-Corbon. He was a young boy named Rene, 

approaching fourteen years, and he made him a page, awaiting the time when he should be old 

enough to be an equerry, and gave the command of his men to an old cripple, with whom he had 

knocked about a great deal in Palestine and other places. Thus the good man believed he would 

avoid the horned trappings of cuckoldom, and would still be able to girth, bridle, and curb the 

factious innocence of his wife, which struggled like a mule held by a rope. 



  



THAT WHICH IS ONLY A VENIAL SIN. 

The Sunday following the arrival of Rene at the manor of Roche-Corbon, Blanche went out 

hunting without her goodman, and when she was in the forest near Les Carneaux, saw a monk 

who appeared to be pushing a girl about more than was necessary, and spurred on her horse, 

saying to her people, “Ho there! Don’t let him kill her.” But when the seneschal’s lady arrived 

close to them, she turned her horse’s head quickly and the sight she beheld prevented her from 

hunting. She came back pensive, and then the lantern of her intelligence opened, and received a 

bright light, which made a thousand things clear, such as church and other pictures, fables, and 

lays of the troubadours, or the domestic arrangements of birds; suddenly she discovered the 

sweet mystery of love written in all languages, even in that of the Carps’. Is it not silly thus to 

seal this science from maidens? Soon Blanche went to bed, and soon said she to the seneschal— 

“Bruyn, you have deceived me, you ought to behave as the monk of the Carneaux behaved to 

the girl.” 

Old Bruyn suspected the adventure, and saw well that his evil hour was at hand. He regarded 

Blanche with too much fire in his eyes for the same ardour to be lower down, and answered her 

softly— 

“Alas! sweetheart, in taking you for my wife I had more love than strength, and I have taken 

advantage of your clemency and virtue. The great sorrow of my life is to feel all my capability in 

my heart only. This sorrow hastens my death little by little, so that you will soon be free. Wait 

for my departure from this world. That is the sole request that he makes of you, he who is your 

master, and who could command you, but who wishes only to be your prime minister and slave. 

Do not betray the honour of my white hairs! Under these circumstances there have been lords 

who have slain their wives. 

“Alas! you will not kill me?” said she. 

“No,” replied the old man, “I love thee too much, little one; why, thou art the flower of my old 

age, the joy of my soul. Thou art my well-beloved daughter; the sight of thee does good to mine 

eyes, and from thee I could endure anything, be it a sorrow or a joy, provided that thou does not 

curse too much the poor Bruyn who has made thee a great lady, rich and honoured. Wilt thou not 

be a lovely widow? And thy happiness will soften the pangs of death.” 

And he found in his dried-up eyes still one tear which trickled quite warm down his fir-cone 

coloured face, and fell upon the hand of Blanche, who, grieved to behold this great love of her 

old spouse who would put himself under the ground to please her, said laughingly— 

“There! there! don’t cry, I will wait.” 

Thereupon the seneschal kissed her hands and regaled her with little endearments, saying with 

a voice quivering with emotion— 

“If you knew, Blanche my darling, how I devour thee in thy sleep with caresses, now here, 

now there!” And the old ape patted her with his two hands, which were nothing but bones. And 

he continued, “I dared not waken the cat that would have strangled my happiness, since at this 

occupation of love I only embraced with my heart.” 

“Ah!” replied she, “you can fondle me thus even when my eyes are open; that has not the least 

effect upon me.” 

At these words the poor seneschal, taking the little dagger which was on the table by the bed, 

gave it to her, saying with passion— 

“My darling, kill me, or let me believe that you love me a little!” 



“Yes, yes,” said she, quite frightened, “I will try to love you much.” 

Behold how this young maidenhood made itself master of this old man and subdued him, for 

in the name of the sweet face of Venus, Blanche, endowed with the natural artfulness of women, 

made her old Bruyn come and go like a miller’s mule. 

“My good Bruyn, I want this! Bruyn, I want that—go on Bruyn!” Bruyn! Bruyn! And always 

Bruyn in such a way that Bruyn was more worn-out by the clemency of his wife than he would 

have been by her unkindness. She turned his brain wishing that everything should be in scarlet, 

making him turn everything topsy-turvy at the least movement of her eyebrow, and when she 

was sad the seneschal distracted, would say to everything from his judicial seat, “Hang him!” 

Another would have died like a fly at this conflict with the maid’s innocence, but Bruyn was of 

such an iron nature that it was difficult to finish him off. One evening that Blanche had turned 

the house upside-down, upset the men and the beasts, and would by her aggravating humour 

have made the eternal father desperate—he who has such an infinite treasure of patience since he 

endures us—she said to the seneschal while getting into bed, “My good Bruyn, I have low down 

fancies, that bite and prick me; thence they rise into my heart, inflame my brain, incite me 

therein to evil deeds, and in the night I dream of the monk of the Carneaux.” 

“My dear,” replied the seneschal, “these are devilries and temptations against which the 

monks and nuns know how to defend themselves. If you will gain salvation, go and confess to 

the worthy Abbot of Marmoustiers, our neighbour; he will advise you well and will holily direct 

you in the good way.” 

“Tomorrow I will go,” said she. 

And indeed directly it was day, she trotted off to the monastery of the good brethren, who 

marvelled to see among them so pretty a lady; committed more than one sin through her in the 

evening; and for the present led her with great ceremony to their reverend abbot. 

Blanche found the said good man in a private garden near the high rock under a flower arcade, 

and remained stricken with respect at the countenance of the holy man, although she was 

accustomed not to think much of grey hairs. 

“God preserve you, Madame; what can you have to seek of one so near death, you so young?” 

“Your precious advice,” said she, saluting him with a courtesy; “and if it will please you to 

guide so undutiful a sheep, I shall be well content to have so wise a confessor.” 

“My daughter,” answered the monk, with whom old Bruyn had arranged this hypocrisy and 

the part to play, “if I had not the chills of a hundred winters upon this unthatched head, I should 

not dare to listen to your sins, but say on; if you enter paradise, it will be through me.” 

Then the seneschal’s wife set forth the small fry of her stock in hand, and when she was 

purged of her little iniquities, she came to the postscript of her confession. 

“Ah! my father!” said she, “I must confess to you that I am daily exercised by the desire to 

have a child. Is it wrong?” 

“No,” said the abbot. 

But she went on, “It is by nature commanded to my husband not to draw from his wealth to 

bring about his poverty, as the old women say by the way.” 

“Then,” replied the priest, “you must live virtuously and abstain from all thoughts of this 

kind.” 



“But I have heard it professed by the Lady of Jallanges, that it was not a sin when from it one 

derived neither profit nor pleasure.” 

“There always is pleasure,” said the abbot, “but don’t count upon the child as a profit. Now fix 

this in your understanding, that it will always be a mortal sin before God and a crime before men 

to bring forth a child through the embraces of a man to whom one is not ecclesiastically married. 

Thus those women who offend against the holy laws of marriage, suffer great penalties in the 

other world, are in the power of horrible monsters with sharp and tearing claws, who thrust them 

into flaming furnaces in remembrance of the fact that here below they have warmed their hearts a 

little more than was lawful.” 

Thereupon Blanche scratched her ear, and having thought to herself for a little while, she said 

to the priest, “How then did the Virgin Mary?” 

“Ah!” replied abbot, “that it is a mystery.” 

“And what is a mystery?” 

“A thing that cannot be explained, and which one ought to believe without enquiring into it.” 

“Well then,” said she, “cannot I perform a mystery?” 

“This one,” said the Abbot, “only happened once, because it was the Son of God.” 

“Alas! my father, is it then the will of God that I should die, or that from wise and sound 

comprehension my brain should be turned? Of this there is a great danger. Now in me something 

moves and excites me, and I am no longer in my senses. I care for nothing, and to find a man I 

would leap the walls, dash over the fields without shame and tear my things into tatters, only to 

see that which so much excited the monk of the Carneaux; and during these passions which work 

and prick my mind and body, there is neither God, devil, nor husband. I spring, I run, I smash up 

the wash-tubs, the pots, the farm implements, a fowl-house, the household things, and 

everything, in a way that I cannot describe. But I dare not confess to you all my misdeeds, 

because speaking of them makes my mouth water, and the thing with which God curses me 

makes me itch dreadfully. If this folly bites and pricks me, and slays my virtue, will God, who 

has placed this great love in my body, condemn me to perdition?” 

At this question it was the priest who scratched his ear, quite dumbfounded by the 

lamentations, profound wisdom, controversies and intelligence that this virginity secreted. 

“My daughter,” said he, “God has distinguished us from the beasts and made us a paradise to 

gain, and for this given us reason, which is a rudder to steer us against tempests and our 

ambitious desires, and there is a means of easing the imaginations of one’s brain by fasting, 

excessive labours, and other virtues; and instead of frisking and fretting like a child let loose 

from school, you should pray to the virgin, sleep on a hard board, attend to your household 

duties, and never be idle.” 

“Ah! my father, when I am at church in my seat, I see neither the priest nor the altar, only the 

infant Jesus, who brings the thing into my head. But to finish, if my head is turned and my mind 

wanders, I am in the lime-twigs of love.” 

“If thus you were,” said the abbot, imprudently, “you would be in the position of Saint 

Lidoire, who in a deep sleep one day, one leg here and one leg there, through the great heat and 

scantily attired, was approached by a young man full of mischief, who dexterously seduced her, 

and as of this trick the saint was thoroughly ignorant, and much surprised at being brought to 

bed, thinking that her unusual size was a serious malady, she did penance for it as a venial sin, as 



she had no pleasure in this wicked business, according to the statement of the wicked man, who 

said upon the scaffold where he was executed, that the saint had in nowise stirred.” 

“Oh, my father,” said she, “be sure that I should not stir more than she did!” 

With this statement she went away prettily and gracefully, smiling and thinking how she could 

commit a venial sin. On her return from the great monastery, she saw in the courtyard of her 

castle the little Jallanges, who under the superintendence of an old groom was turning and 

wheeling about on a fine horse, bending with the movements of the animal, dismounting and 

mounting again with vaults and leaps most gracefully, and with lissome thighs, so pretty, so 

dextrous, so upright as to be indescribable, so much so, that he would have made the Queen 

Lucrece long for him, she who killed herself from having been contaminated against her will. 

“Ah!” said Blanche, “if only this page were fifteen, I would go to sleep comfortably very near 

to him.” 

Then, in spite of the too great youth of this charming servitor, during the collation and supper, 

she eyed frequently the black hair, the white skin, the grace of Rene, above all his eyes, where 

was an abundance of limpid warmth and a great fire of life, which he was afraid to shoot out—

child that he was. 

Now in the evening, as the seneschal’s wife sat thoughtfully in her chair in the corner of the 

fireplace, old Bruyn interrogated her as to her trouble. 

“I am thinking.” said she, “that you must have fought the battles of love very early, to be thus 

completely broken up.” 

“Oh!” smiled he, smiling like all old men questioned upon their amorous remembrances, “at 

the age of thirteen and a half I had overcome the scruples of my mother’s waiting woman.” 

Blanche wished to hear nothing more, but believed the page Rene should be equally advanced, 

and she was quite joyous and practised little allurements on the good man, and wallowed silently 

in her desire, like a cake which is being floured. 

  



HOW AND BY WHOM THE SAID CHILD WAS PROCURED. 

The seneschal’s wife did not think long over the best way quickly to awaken the love of the 

page, and had soon discovered the natural ambuscade in the which the most wary are taken. This 

is how: at the warmest hour of the day the good man took his siesta after the Saracen fashion, a 

habit in which he had never failed, since his return from the Holy Land. During this time 

Blanche was alone in the grounds, where the women work at their minor occupations, such as 

broidering and stitching, and often remained in the rooms looking after the washing, putting the 

clothes tidy, or running about at will. Then she appointed this quiet hour to complete the 

education of the page, making him read books and say his prayers. Now on the morrow, when at 

the mid-day hour the seneschal slept, succumbing to the sun which warms with its most 

luminous rays the slopes of Roche-Corbon, so much so that one is obliged to sleep, unless 

annoyed, upset, and continually roused by a devil of a young woman. Blanche then gracefully 

perched herself in the great seignorial chair of her good man, which she did not find any too 

high, since she counted upon the chances of perspective. The cunning jade settled herself 

dextrously therein, like a swallow in its nest, and leaned her head maliciously upon her arm like 

a child that sleeps; but in making her preparations she opened fond eyes, that smiled and winked 

in advance of the little secret thrills, sneezes, squints, and trances of the page who was about to 

lie at her feet, separated from her by the jump of an old flea; and in fact she advanced so much 

and so near the square of velvet where the poor child should kneel, whose life and soul she 

trifled with, that had he been a saint of stone, his glance would have been constrained to follow 

the flexousities of the dress in order to admire and re-admire the perfections and beauties of the 

shapely leg, which moulded the white stocking of the seneschal’s lady. Thus it was certain that a 

weak varlet would be taken in the snare, wherein the most vigorous knight would willingly have 

succumbed. When she had turned, returned, placed and displaced her body, and found the 

situation in which the page would be most comfortable, she cried, gently. “Rene!” Rene, whom 

she knew well was in the guard-room, did not fail to run in and quickly thrust his brown head 

between the tapestries of the door. 

“What do you please to wish?” said the page. And he held with great respect in his hand his 

shaggy scarlet cap, less red than his fresh dimpled cheeks. 

“Come hither,” replied she, under her breath, for the child attracted her so strongly that she 

was quite overcome. 

And forsooth there were no jewels so sparkling as the eyes of Rene, no vellum whiter than his 

skin, no woman more exquisite in shape—and so near to her desire, she found him still more 

sweetly formed—and was certain that the merry frolics of love would radiate well from this 

youth, the warm sun, the silence, et cetera. 

“Read me the litanies of Madame the Virgin,” said she to him, pushing an open book him on 

her prieu-dieu. “Let me see if you are well taught by your master.” 

“Do you not think the Virgin beautiful?” asked she of him, smiling when he held the 

illuminated prayer-book in which glowed the silver and gold. 

“It is a painting,” replied he, timidly, and casting a little glance upon his so gracious mistress. 

“Read! read!” 

Then Rene began to recite the so sweet and so mystic litanies; but you may imagine that the 

“Ora pro nobis” of Blanche became still fainter and fainter, like the sound of the horn in the 

woodlands, and when the page went on, “Oh, Rose of mystery,” the lady, who certainly heard 



distinctly, replied by a gentle sigh. Thereupon Rene suspected that his mistress slept. Then he 

commenced to cover her with his regard, admiring her at his leisure, and had then no wish to 

utter any anthem save the anthem of love. His happiness made his heart leap and bound into his 

throat; thus, as was but natural, these two innocents burned one against the other, but if they 

could have foreseen never would have intermingled. Rene feasted his eyes, planning in his mind 

a thousand fruitions of love that brought the water into his mouth. In his ecstasy he let his book 

fall, which made him feel as sheepish as a monk surprised at a child’s tricks; but also from that 

he knew that Blanche was sound asleep, for she did not stir, and the wily jade would not have 

opened her eyes even at the greatest dangers, and reckoned on something else falling as well as 

the book of prayer. 

There is no worse longing than the longing of a woman in certain condition. Now, the page 

noticed his lady’s foot, which was delicately slippered in a little shoe of a delicate blue colour. 

She had angularly placed it on a footstool, since she was too high in the seneschal’s chair. This 

foot was of narrow proportions, delicately curved, as broad as two fingers, and as long as a 

sparrow, tail included, small at the top—a true foot of delight, a virginal foot that merited a kiss 

as a robber does the gallows; a roguish foot; a foot wanton enough to damn an archangel; an 

ominous foot; a devilishly enticing foot, which gave one a desire to make two new ones just like 

it to perpetuate in this lower world the glorious works of God. The page was tempted to take the 

shoe from this persuasive foot. To accomplish this his eyes glowing with the fire of his age, went 

swiftly, like the clapper of a bell, from this said foot of delectation to the sleeping countenance of 

his lady and mistress, listening to her slumber, drinking in her respiration again and again, it did 

not know where it would be sweetest to plant a kiss—whether on the ripe red lips of the 

seneschal’s wife or on this speaking foot. At length, from respect or fear, or perhaps from great 

love, he chose the foot, and kissed it hastily, like a maiden who dares not. Then immediately he 

took up his book, feeling his red cheeks redder still, and exercised with his pleasure, he cried like 

a blind man—“Janua coeli,: gate of Heaven.” But Blanche did not move, making sure that the 

page would go from foot to knee, and thence to “Janua coeli,: gate of Heaven.” She was greatly 

disappointed when the litanies finished without any other mischief, and Rene, believing he had 

had enough happiness for one day, ran out of the room quite lively, richer from this hardy kiss 

than a robber who has robbed the poor-box. 

When the seneschal’s lady was alone, she thought to herself that this page would be rather a 

long time at his task if he amused himself with the singing of the Magnificat at matins. Then she 

determined on the morrow to raise her foot a little, and then to bring to light those hidden 

beauties that are called perfect in Touraine, because they take no hurt in the open air, and are 

always fresh. You can imagine that the page, burned by his desire and his imagination, heated by 

the day before, awaited impatiently the hour to read in this breviary of gallantry, and was called; 

and the conspiracy of the litanies commenced again, and Blanche did not fail to fall asleep. This 

time the said Rene fondled with his hand the pretty limb, and even ventured so far as to verify if 

the polished knee and its surroundings were satin. At this sight the poor child, armed against his 

desire, so great was his fear, dared only to make brief devotion and curt caresses, and although 

he kissed softly this fair surface, he remained bashful, the which, feeling by the senses of her 

soul and the intelligence of her body, the seneschal’s lady who took great care not to move, 

called out to him—“Ah, Rene, I am asleep.” 

Hearing what he believed to be a stern reproach, the page frightened ran away, leaving the 

books, the task, and all. Thereupon, the seneschal’s better half added this prayer to the litany—

“Holy Virgin, how difficult children are to make.” 



At dinner her page perspired all down his back while waiting on his lady and her lord; but he 

was very much surprised when he received from Blanche the most shameless of all glances that 

ever woman cast, and very pleasant and powerful it was, seeing that it changed this child into a 

man of courage. Now, the same evening Bruyn staying a little longer than was his custom in his 

own apartment, the page went in search of Blanche, and found her asleep, and made her dream a 

beautiful dream. 

He knocked off the chains that weighed so heavily upon her, and so plentifully bestowed upon 

her the sweets of love, that the surplus would have sufficed to render to others blessed with the 

joys of maternity. So then the minx, seizing the page by the head and squeezing him to her, cried 

out—“Oh, Rene! Thou hast awakened me!” 

And in fact there was no sleep could stand against it, and it is certain that saints must sleep 

very soundly. From this business, without any other mystery, and by a benign faculty which is 

the assisting principle of spouses, the sweet and graceful plumage, suitable to cuckolds, was 

placed upon the head of the good husband without his experiencing the slightest shock. 

After this sweet repast, the seneschal’s lady took kindly to her siesta after the French fashion, 

while Bruyn took his according to the Saracen. But by the said siesta she learned how the good 

youth of the page had a better taste than that of the old seneschal, and at night she buried herself 

in the sheets far away from her husband, whom she found strong and stale. And from sleeping 

and waking up in the day, from taking siestas and saying litanies, the seneschal’s wife felt 

growing within her that treasure for which she had so often and so ardently sighed; but now she 

liked more the commencement than the fructifying of it. 

You may be sure that Rene knew how to read, not only in books, but in the eyes of his sweet 

lady, for whom he would have leaped into a flaming pile, had it been her wish he should do so. 

When well and amply, more than a hundred times, the train had been laid by them, the little lady 

became anxious about her soul and the future of her friend the page. Now one rainy day, as they 

were playing at touch-tag, like two children, innocent from head to foot, Blanche, who was 

always caught, said to him— 

“Come here, Rene; do you know that while I have only committed venial sins because I was 

asleep, you have committed mortal ones?” 

“Ah, Madame!” said he, “where then will God stow away all the damned if that is to sin!” 

Blanche burst out laughing, and kissed his forehead. 

“Be quiet, you naughty boy; it is a question of paradise, and we must live there together if you 

wish always to be with me.” 

“Oh, my paradise is here.” 

“Leave off,” said she. “You are a little wretch—a scapegrace who does not think of that which 

I love—yourself! You do not know that I am with child, and that in a little while I shall be no 

more able to conceal it than my nose. Now, what will the abbot say? What will my lord say? He 

will kill you if he puts himself in a passion. My advice is little one, that you go to the abbot of 

Marmoustiers, confess your sins to him, asking him to see what had better be done concerning 

my seneschal. 

“Alas,” said the artful page, “if I tell the secret of our joys, he will put his interdict upon our 

love.” 

“Very likely,” said she; “but thy happiness in the other world is a thing so precious to me.” 

“Do you wish it my darling?” 



“Yes,” replied she rather faintly. 

“Well, I will go, but sleep again that I may bid you adieu.” 

And the couple recited the litany of Farewells as if they had both foreseen that their love must 

finish in its April. And on the morrow, more to save his dear lady than to save himself, and also 

to obey her, Rene de Jallanges set out towards the great monastery. 

  



 

HOW THE SAID LOVE-SIN WAS REPENTED OF AND LED TO GREAT MOURNING. 

“Good God!” cried the abbot, when the page had chanted the Kyrie eleison of his sweet sins, 

“thou art the accomplice of a great felony, and thou has betrayed thy lord. Dost thou know page 

of darkness, that for this thou wilt burn through all eternity? and dost thou know what it is to lose 

forever the heaven above for a perishable and changeful moment here below? Unhappy wretch! I 

see thee precipitated for ever in the gulfs of hell unless thou payest to God in this world that 

which thou owest him for such offence.” 

Thereupon the good old abbot, who was of that flesh of which saints are made, and who had 

great authority in the country of Touraine, terrified the young man by a heap of representations, 

Christian discourses, remembrances of the commandments of the Church, and a thousand 

eloquent things—as many as a devil could say in six weeks to seduce a maiden—but so many 

that Rene, who was in the loyal fervour of innocence, made his submission to the good abbot. 

The said abbot, wishing to make forever a good and virtuous man of this child, now in a fair way 

to be a wicked one, commanded him first to go and prostrate himself before his lord, to confess 

his conduct to him, and then if he escaped from this confession, to depart instantly for the 

Crusades, and go straight to the Holy Land, where he should remain fifteen years of the time 

appointed to give battle to the Infidels. 

“Alas, my reverend father,” said he, quite unmoved, “will fifteen years be enough to acquit me 

of so much pleasure? Ah! If you knew, I have had joy enough for a thousand years.” 

“God will be generous. Go,” replied the old abbot, “and sin no more. On this account, ego te 

absolvo.” 

Poor Rene returned thereupon with great contrition to the castle of Roche-Corbon and the first 

person he met was the seneschal, who was polishing up his arms, helmets, gauntlets, and other 

things. He was sitting on a great marble bench in the open air, and was amusing himself by 

making shine again the splendid trappings which brought back to him the merry pranks in the 

Holy Land, the good jokes, and the wenches, et cetera. When Rene fell upon his knees before 

him, the good lord was much astonished. 

“What is it?” said he. 

“My lord,” replied Rene, “order these people to retire.” 

Which the servants having done, the page confessed his fault, recounting how he had assailed 

his lady in her sleep, and that for certain he had made her a mother in imitation of the man and 

the saint, and came by order of the confessor to put himself at the disposition of the offended 

person. Having said which, Rene de Jallanges cast down his lovely eyes, which had produced all 

the mischief, and remained abashed, prostrate without fear, his arms hanging down, his head 

bare, awaiting his punishment, and humbling himself to God. The seneschal was not so white 

that he could not become whiter, and now he blanched like linen newly dried, remaining dumb 

with passion. And this old man who had not in his veins the vital force to procreate a child, 

found in this moment of fury more vigour than was necessary to undo a man. He seized with his 

hairy right hand his heavy club, lifted it, brandished it and adjusted it so easily you could have 

thought it a bowl at a game of skittles, to bring it down upon the pale forehead of the said Rene, 

who knowing that he was greatly in fault towards his lord, remained placid, and stretching his 

neck, thought that he was about to expiate his sin for his sweetheart in this world and in the 

other. 



But his fair youth, and all the natural seductions of this sweet crime, found grace before the 

tribunal of the heart of this old man, although Bruyn was still severe, and throwing his club away 

on to a dog who was catching beetles, he cried out, “May a thousand million claws, tear during 

all eternity, all the entrails of him, who made him, who planted the oak, that made the chair, on 

which thou hast antlered me—and the same to those who engendered thee, cursed page of 

misfortune! Get thee to the devil, whence thou camest—go out from before me, from the castle, 

from the country, and stay not here one moment more than is necessary, otherwise I will surely 

prepare for thee a death by slow fire that shall make thee curse twenty times an hour thy 

villainous and ribald partner!” 

Hearing the commencement of these little speeches of the seneschal, whose youth came back 

in his oaths, the page ran away, escaping the rest: and he did well. Bruyn, burning with a fierce 

rage, gained the gardens speedily, reviling everything by the way, striking and swearing; he even 

knocked over three large pans held by one of his servants, was carrying the mess to the dogs, and 

he was so beside himself that he would have killed a labourer for a “thank you.” He soon 

perceived his unmaidenly maiden, who was looking towards the road to the monastery, waiting 

for the page, and unaware that she would never see him again. 

“Ah, my lady! By the devil’s red three-pronged fork, am I a swallower of tarradiddles and a 

child, to believe that you are so fashioned that a page can behave in this manner and you not 

know it? By the death! By the head! By the blood!” 

“Hold!” she replied, seeing that the mine was sprung, “I knew it well enough, but as you had 

not instructed me in these matters I thought that I was dreaming!” 

The great ire of the seneschal melted like snow in the sun, for the direst anger of God himself 

would have vanished at a smile from Blanche. 

“May a thousand millions of devils carry off this alien child! I swear that—” 

“There! there! do not swear,” said she. “If it is not yours, it is mine; and the other night did 

you not tell me you loved everything that came from me?” 

Thereupon she ran on with such a lot of arguments, hard words, complaints, quarrels, tears, 

and other paternosters of women; such as —firstly the estates would not have to be returned to 

the king; that never had a child been brought more innocently into the world, that this, that that, a 

thousand things; until the good cuckold relented, and Blanche, seizing a propitious interruption 

said— 

“And where it is the page?” 

“Gone to the devil!” 

“What, have you killed him?” said she. She turned pale and tottered. 

Bruyn did not know what would become of him when he saw thus fall all the happiness of his 

old age, and he would to save her have shown her this page. He ordered him to be sought, but 

Rene had run off at full speed, fearing he should be killed; and departed for the lands beyond the 

seas, in order to accomplish his vow of religion. When Blanche had learned from the above-

mentioned abbot the penitence imposed upon her well beloved, she fell into a state of great 

melancholy, saying at times, “Where is he, the poor unfortunate, who is in the middle of great 

dangers for love of me?” 

And always kept on asking, like a child who gives its mother no rest until its request be 

granted it. At these lamentations the poor seneschal, feeling himself to blame, endeavoured to do 

a thousand things, putting one out of the question, in order to make Blanche happy; but nothing 



was equal to the sweet caresses of the page. However, she had one day the child so much 

desired. You may be sure that was a fine festival for the good cuckold, for the resemblance to the 

father was distinctly engraved upon the face of this sweet fruit of love. Blanche consoled herself 

greatly, and picked up again a little of her old gaiety and flower of innocence, which rejoiced the 

aged hours of the seneschal. From constantly seeing the little one run about, watching its laughs 

answer those of the countess, he finished by loving it, and would have been in a great rage with 

anyone who had not believed him its father. 

Now as the adventure of Blanche and her page had not been carried beyond the castle, it was 

related throughout Touraine that Messire Bruyn had still found himself sufficiently in funds to 

afford a child. Intact remained the virtue of Blanche, and by the quintessence of instruction 

drawn by her from the natural reservoir of women, she recognised how necessary it was to be 

silent concerning the venial sin with which her child was covered. So she became modest and 

good, and was cited as a virtuous person. And then to make use of him she experimented on the 

goodness of her good man, and without giving him leave to go further than her chin, since she 

looked upon herself as belonging to Rene, Blanche, in return for the flowers of age which Bruyn 

offered her, coddled him, smiled upon him, kept him merry, and fondled him with pretty ways 

and tricks, which good wives bestow upon the husbands they deceive; and all so well, that the 

seneschal did not wish to die, squatted comfortably in his chair, and the more he lived the more 

he became partial to life. But to be brief, one night he died without knowing where he was going, 

for he said to Blanche, “Ho! ho! My dear, I see thee no longer! Is it night?” 

It was the death of the just, and he had well merited it as a reward for his labours in the Holy 

Land. 

 

Blanche held for his death a great and true mourning, weeping for him as one weeps for one’s 

father. She remained melancholy, without wishing to lend her ear to the music of a second 

wedding, for which she was praised by all good people, who knew not that she had a husband in 

her heart, a life in hope; but she was the greater part of her time a widow in fact and widow in 

heart, because hearing no news of her lover at the Crusades, the poor Countess reputed him dead, 

and during certain nights seeing him wounded and lying at full length, she would wake up in 

tears. She lived thus for fourteen years in the remembrance of one day of happiness. Finally, one 



day when she had with her certain ladies of Touraine, and they were talking together after dinner, 

behold her little boy, who was at that time about thirteen and a half, and resembled Rene more 

than it is allowable for a child to resemble his father, and had nothing of the Sire Bruyn about 

him but his name—behold the little one, a madcap and pretty like his mother, who came in from 

the garden, running, perspiring, panting, jumping, scattering all things in his way, after the uses 

and customs of infancy, and who ran straight to his well-beloved mother, jumping into her lap, 

and interrupting the conversation, cried out— 

“Oh, mother I want to speak to you, I have seen in the courtyard a pilgrim, who squeezed me 

very tight.” 

“Ah!” cried the chatelaine, hurrying towards one of the servants who had charge of the young 

count and watched over his precious days, “I have forbidden you ever to leave my son in the 

hands of strangers, not even in those of the holiest man in the world. You quit my service.” 

“Alas! my lady,” replied the old equerry, quite overcome, “this one wished him no harm for he 

wept while kissing him passionately.” 

“He wept?” said she; “ah! it’s the father.” 

Having said which, she leaned her head of upon the chair in which she was sitting, and which 

you may be sure was the chair in which she has sinned. 

Hearing these strange words the ladies was so surprised that at first they did not perceive that 

the seneschal’s widow was dead, without its ever been known if her sudden death was caused by 

her sorrow at the departure of her lover, who, faithful to his vow, did not wish to see her, or from 

great joy at his return and the hope of getting the interdict removed which the Abbot of 

Marmoustiers had placed upon their loves. And there was a great mourning for her, for the Sire 

de Jallanges lost his spirits when he saw his lady laid in the ground, and became a monk of 

Marmoustiers, which at that time was called by some Maimoustier, as much as to say Maius 

Monasterium, the largest monastery, and it was indeed the finest in all France. 

 

 

  



THE KING’S SWEETHEART 

There lived at this time at the forges of the Pont-aux-Change, a goldsmith whose daughter was 

talked about in Paris on account of her great beauty, and renowned above all things for her 

exceeding gracefulness. There were those who sought her favours by the usual tricks of love and, 

but others offered large sums of money to the father to give them his daughter in lawful wedlock, 

the which pleased him not a little. 

One of his neighbours, a parliamentary advocate, who by selling his cunning devices to the 

public had acquired as many lands as a dog has fleas, took it into his head to offer the said father 

a domain in consideration of his consent to this marriage, which he ardently desired to undertake. 

To this arrangement our goldsmith was nothing loth. He bargained away his daughter, without 

taking into consideration the fact that her patched-up old suitor had the features of an ape and 

had scarcely a tooth in his jaws. The smell which emanated from his mouth did not however 

disturb his own nostrils, although he was filthy and high flavoured, as are all those who pass 

their lives amid the smoke of chimneys, yellow parchment, and other black proceedings. 

Immediately this sweet girl saw him she exclaimed, “Great Heaven! I would rather not have 

him.” 

“That concerns me not,” said the father, who had taken a violent fancy to the proffered 

domain. “I give him to you for a husband. You must get on as well as you can together. That is 

his business now, and his duty is to make himself agreeable to you.” 

“Is it so?” said she. “Well then, before I obey your orders I’ll let him know what he may 

expect.” 

And the same evening, after supper, when the love-sick man of law was pleading his cause, 

telling her he was mad for her, and promising her a life of ease and luxury, she taking him up, 

quickly remarked— 

“My father had sold me to you, but if you take me, you will make a bad bargain, seeing that I 

would rather offer myself to the passers-by than to you. I promise you a disloyalty that will only 

finish with death—yours or mine.” 

Then she began to weep, like all young maidens will before they become experienced, for 

afterwards they never cry with their eyes. The good advocate took this strange behaviour for one 

of those artifices by which the women seek to fan the flames of love and turn the devotion of 

their admirers into the more tender caress and more daring osculation that speaks a husband’s 

right. So that the knave took little notice of it, but laughing at the complaints of the charming 

creature, asked her to fix the day. 

“To-morrow,” replied she, “for the sooner this odious marriage takes place, the sooner I shall 

be free to have gallants and to lead the gay life of those who love where it pleases them.” 

Thereupon the foolish fellow—as firmly fixed as a fly in a glue pot —went away, made his 

preparations, spoke at the Palace, ran to the High Court, bought dispensations, and conducted his 

purchase more quickly than he ever done one before, thinking only of the lovely girl. Meanwhile 

the king, who had just returned from a journey, heard nothing spoken of at court but the 

marvellous beauty of the jeweller’s daughter who had refused a thousand crowns from this one, 

snubbed that one; in fact, would yield to no one, but turned up her nose at the finest young men 

of the city, gentlemen who would have forfeited their seat in paradise only to possess one day, 

this little dragon of virtue. 



The good king, was a judge of such game, strolled into the town, past the forges, and entered 

the goldsmith’s shop, for the purpose of buying jewels for the lady of his heart, but at the same 

time to bargain for the most precious jewel in the shop. The king not taking a fancy to the jewels, 

or they not being to his taste, the good man looked in a secret drawer for a big white diamond. 



 



“Sweetheart,” said he, to the daughter, while her father’s nose was buried in the drawer, 

“sweetheart, you were not made to sell precious stones, but to receive them, and if you were to 

give me all the little rings in the place to choose from, I know one that many here are mad for; 

that pleases me; to which I should ever be subject and servant; and whose price the whole 

kingdom of France could never pay.” 

“Ah! sire!” replied the maid, “I shall be married to-morrow, but if you will lend me the dagger 

that is in your belt, I will defend my honour, and you shall take it, that the gospel made be 

observed wherein it says, ‘Render unto Caesar the things which be Caesar’s’ . . .” 

Immediately the king gave her the little dagger, and her brave reply rendered him so amorous 

that he lost his appetite. He had an apartment prepared, intending to lodge his new lady-love in 

the Rue a l’Hirundelle, in one of his palaces. 

And now behold my advocate, in a great hurry to get married, to the disgust of his rivals, the 

leading his bride to the altar to the clang of bells and the sound of music, so timed as to provoke 

the qualms of diarrhoea. In the evening, after the ball, comes he into the nuptial chamber, where 

should be reposing his lovely bride. No longer is she a lovely bride—but a fury—a wild she-

devil, who, seated in an armchair, refuses her share of her lord’s couch, and sits defiantly before 

the fire warming at the same time her ire and her calves. The good husband, quite astonished, 

kneels down gently before her, inviting her to the first passage of arms in that charming battle 

which heralds a first night of love; but she utters not a word, and when he tries to raise her 

garment, only just to glance at the charms that have cost him so dear, she gives him a slap that 

makes his bones rattle, and refuses to utter a syllable. 

This amusement, however, by no means displeased our friend the advocate, who saw at the 

end of his troubles that which you can as well imagine as he did; so played he his share of the 

game manfully, taking cheerfully the punishment bestowed upon him. By so much hustling 

about, scuffling, and struggling he managed at last to tear away a sleeve, to slit a petticoat, until 

he was able to place his hand upon his own property. This bold endeavour brought Madame to 

her feet and drawing the king’s dagger, “What would you with me?” she cried. 

“Everything,” answered he. 

“Ha! I should be a great fool to give myself against my inclination! If you fancied you would 

find my virtue unarmed you made a great error. Behold the poniard of the king, with which I will 

kill you if you make the semblance of a step towards me.” 

So saying, she took a cinder, and having still her eyes upon her lord she drew a circle on the 

floor, adding, “These are the confines of the king’s domain. Beware how you pass them.” 



 



The advocate, with whose ideas of love-making the dagger sadly interfered, stood quite 

discomfited, but at the same time he heard the cruel speech of his tormentor he caught sight 

through the slits and tears in her robe of a sweet sample of a plump white thigh, and such 

voluptuous specimens of hidden mysteries, et cetera, that death seemed sweet to him if he could 

only taste of them a little. So that he rushed within the domain of the king, saying, “I mind not 

death.” In fact he came with such force that his charmer fell backwards onto the bed, but keeping 

her presence of mind she defended herself so gallantly that the advocate enjoyed no further 

advantage than a knock at the door that would not admit him, and he gained as well a little stab 

from the poniard which did not wound him deeply, so that it did not cost him very dearly, his 

attack upon the realm of his sovereign. But maddened with this slight advantage, he cried, “I 

cannot live without the possession of that lovely body, and those marvels of love. Kill me then!” 

And again he attacked the royal preserves. The young beauty, whose head was full of the king, 

was not even touched by this great love, said gravely, “If you menace me further, it is not you 

but myself I will kill.” She glared at him so savagely that the poor man was quite terrified, and 

commenced to deplore the evil hour in which he had taken her to wife, and thus the night which 

should have been so joyous, was passed in tears, lamentations, prayers, and ejaculations. In vain 

he tempted her with promises; she should eat out of gold, she should be a great lady, he would 

buy houses and lands for her. Oh! if she would only let him break one lance with her in the sweet 

conflict of love, he would leave her for ever and pass the remainder of his life according to her 

fantasy. But she, still unyielding, said she would permit him to die, and that was the only thing 

he could do to please her. 

“I have not deceived you,” said she. “Agreeable to my promise, I shall give myself to the king, 

making you a present of the peddler, chance passers, and street loungers with whom I threatened 

you.” 

When the day broke she put on her wedding garments and waited patiently till the poor 

husband had to depart to his office client’s business, and then ran out into the town to seek the 

king. But she had not gone a bow-shot from the house before one of the king’s servants who had 

watched the house from dawn, stopped her with the question— 

“Do you seek the king?” 

“Yes,” said she. 

“Good; then allow me to be your good friend,” said the subtle courtier. “I ask your aid and 

protection, as now I give you mine.” 

With that he told her what sort of a man the king was, which was his weak side, that he was 

passionate one day and silent the next, that she would luxuriously lodged and well kept, but that 

she must keep the king well in hand; in short, he chatted so pleasantly that the time passed 

quickly until she found herself in the Hotel de l’Hirundelle where afterwards lived Madame 

d’Estampes. The poor husband shed scalding tears, when he found his little bird had flown, and 

became melancholy and pensive. His friends and neighbours edified his ears with as many taunts 

and jeers as Saint Jacques had the honour of receiving in Compostella, but the poor fellow took it 

so to heart, that at last they tried rather to assuage his grief. These artful compeers by a species of 

legal chicanery, decreed that the good man was not a cuckold, seeing that his wife had refused a 

consummation, and if the planter of horns had been anyone but the king, the said marriage might 

have been dissolved; but the amorous spouse was wretched unto death at my lady’s trick. 

However, he left her to the king, determining one day to have her to himself, and thinking that a 

life-long shame would not be too dear a payment for a night with her. One must love well to love 



like that, eh? and there are many worldly ones, who mock at such affection. But he, still thinking 

of her, neglected his cases and his clients, his robberies and everything. He went to the palace 

like a miser searching for a lost sixpence, bowed down, melancholy, and absent-minded, so 

much so, that one day he relieved himself against the robe of a counsellor, believing all the while 

he stood against a wall. Meanwhile the beautiful girl was loved night and day by the king, who 

could not tear himself from her embraces, because in amorous play she was so excellent, 

knowing as well how to fan the flame of love as to extinguish it—to-day snubbing him, to-

morrow petting him, never the same, and with it a thousand little tricks to charm the ardent lover. 

A lord of Bridore killed himself through her, because she would not receive his embraces, 

although he offered her his land, Bridore in Touraine. Of these gallants of Touraine, who gave an 

estate for one tilt with love’s lance, there are none left. This death made the fair one sad, and 

since her confessor laid the blame of it upon her, she determined for the future to accept all 

domains and secretly ease their owner’s amorous pains for the better saving of their souls from 

perdition. ‘Twas thus she commenced to build up that great fortune which made her a person of 

consideration in the town. By this means she prevented many gallant gentlemen from perishing, 

playing her game so well, and inventing such fine stories, that his Majesty little guessed how 

much she aided him in securing the happiness of his subjects. The fact is, she has such a hold 

over him that she could have made him believe the floor was the ceiling, which was perhaps 

easier for him to think than anyone else seeing that at the Rue d’Hirundelle my lord king passed 

the greater portion of his time embracing her always as though he would see if such a lovely 

article would wear away: but he wore himself out first, poor man, seeing that he eventually died 

from excess of love. Although she took care to grant her favours only to the best and noblest in 

the court, and that such occasions were rare as miracles, there were not wanting those among her 

enemies and rivals who declared that for 10,000 crowns a simple gentleman might taste the 

pleasures of his sovereign, which was false above all falseness, for when her lord taxed her with 

it, did she not reply, “Abominable wretches! Curse the devils who put this idea in your head! I 

never yet did have man who spent less than 30,000 crowns upon me.” 

The king, although vexed could not repress a smile, and kept her on a month to silence 

scandal. And last, la demoiselle de Pisseleu, anxious to obtain her place, brought about her ruin. 

Many would have liked to be ruined in the same way, seeing she was taken by a young lord, was 

happy with him, the fires of love in her being still unquenched. But to take up the thread again. 

One day that the king’s sweetheart was passing through the town in her litter to buy laces, furs, 

velvets, broideries, and other ammunition, and so charmingly attired, and looking so lovely, that 

anyone, especially the clerks, would have believed the heavens were open above them, behold, 

her good man, who comes upon her near the old cross. She, at that time lazily swinging her 

charming little foot over the side of the litter, drew in her head as though she had seen an adder. 

She was a good wife, for I know some who would have proudly passed their husbands, to their 

shame and to the great disrespect of conjugal rights. 

“What is the matter?” asked one M. de Lannoy, who humbly accompanied her. 

“Nothing,” she whispered; “but that person is my husband. Poor man, how changed he looks. 

Formerly he was the picture of a monkey; today he is the very image of a Job.” 

The poor advocate stood opened-mouthed. His heart beat rapidly at the sight of that little 

foot—of that wife so wildly loved. 

Observing which, the Sire de Lannoy said to him, with courtly innocence— 

“If you are her husband, is that any reason you should stop her passage?” 



At this she burst out laughing, and the good husband instead of killing her bravely, shed 

scalding tears at that laugh which pierced his heart, his soul, his everything, so much that he 

nearly tumbled over an old citizen whom the sight of the king’s sweetheart had driven against the 

wall. The aspect of this weak flower, which had been his in the bud, but far from him had spread 

its lovely leaves; of the fairy figure, the voluptuous bust—all this made the poor advocate more 

wretched and more mad for her than it is possible to express in words. You must have been 

madly in love with a woman who refuses your advances thoroughly to understand the agony of 

this unhappy man. Rare indeed is it to be so infatuated as he was. He swore that life, fortune, 

honour—all might go, but that for once at least he would be flesh-to-flesh with her, and make so 

grand a repast off her dainty body as would suffice him all his life. He passed the night saying, 

“oh yes; ah! I’ll have her!” and “Curses am I not her husband?” and “Devil take me,” striking 

himself on the forehead and tossing about. There are chances and occasions which occur so 

opportunely in this world that little-minded men refuse them credence, saying they are 

supernatural, but men of high intellect know them to be true because they could not be invented. 

One of the chances came to the poor advocate, even the day after that terrible one which had 

been so sore a trial to him. One of his clients, a man of good renown, who had his audiences with 

the king, came one morning to the advocate, saying that he required immediately a large sum of 

money, about 12,000 crowns. To which the artful fellow replied, 12,000 crowns were not so 

often met at the corner of a street as that which often is seen at the corner of the street; that 

besides the sureties and guarantees of interest, it was necessary to find a man who had about him 

12,000 crowns, and that those gentlemen were not numerous in Paris, big city as it was, and 

various other things of a like character the man of cunning remarked. 

“Is it true, my lord, the you have a hungry and relentless creditor?” said he. 

“Yes, yes,” replied the other, “it concerns the mistress of the king. Don’t breathe a syllable; 

but this evening, in consideration of 20,000 crowns and my domain of Brie, I shall take her 

measure.” 

Upon this the advocate blanched, and the courtier perceived he touched a tender point. As he 

had only lately returned from the wars, he did not know that the lovely woman adored by the 

king had a husband. 

“You appear ill,” he said. 

“I have a fever,” replied the knave. “But is it to her that you give the contract and the money?” 

“Yes.” 

“Who then manages the bargain? Is it she also?” 

“No,” said the noble; “her little arrangements are concluded through a servant of hers, the 

cleverest little ladies’-maid that ever was. She’s sharper than mustard, and these nights stolen 

from the king have lined her pockets well.” 

“I know a Lombard who would accommodate you. But nothing can be done; of the 12,000 

crowns you shall not have a brass farthing if this same ladies’-maid does not come here to take 

the price of the article that is so great an alchemist that turns blood into gold, by Heaven!” 

“It will be a good trick to make her sign the receipt,” replied the lord, laughing. 

The servant came faithfully to the rendezvous with the advocate, who had begged the lord to 

bring her. The ducats looked bright and beautiful. There they lay all in a row, like nuns going to 

vespers. Spread out upon the table they would have made a donkey smile, even if he were being 

gutted alive; so lovely, so splendid, were those brave noble young piles. The good advocate, 



however, had prepared this view for no ass, for the little handmaiden look longingly at the 

golden heap, and muttered a prayer at the sight of them. Seeing which, the husband whispered in 

her ear his golden words, “These are for you.” 

“Ah!” said she; “I have never been so well paid.” 

“My dear,” replied the dear man, “you shall have them without being troubled with me;” and 

turning her round, “Your client has not told you who I am, eh? No? Learn then, I am the husband 

of the lady whom the king has debauched, and whom you serve. Carry her these crowns, and 

come back here. I will hand over yours to you on a condition which will be to your taste.” 

The servant did as she was bidden, and being very curious to know how she could get 12,000 

crowns without sleeping with the advocate, was very soon back again. 

“Now, my little one,” said he, “here are 12,000 crowns. With this sum I could buy lands, men, 

women, and the conscience of three priests at least; so that I believe if I give it to you I can have 

you, body, soul, and toe nails. And I shall have faith in you like an advocate, I expect that you 

will go to the lord who expects to pass the night with my wife, and you will deceive him, by 

telling him that the king is coming to supper with her, and that to-night he must seek his little 

amusements elsewhere. By so doing I shall be able to take his place and the king’s.” 

“But how?” said she. 

“Oh!” replied he; “I have bought you, you and your tricks. You won’t have to look at these 

crowns twice without finding me a way to have my wife. In bringing this conjunction about you 

commit no sin. It is a work of piety to bring together two people whose hands only been put one 

in to the other, and that by the priest.” 

“By my faith, come,” said she; “after supper the lights will be put out, and you can enjoy 

Madame if you remain silent. Luckily, on these joyful occasions she cries more than she speaks, 

and asks questions with her hands alone, for she is very modest, and does not like loose jokes, 

like the ladies of the Court.” 

“Oh,” cried the advocate, “look, take the 12,000 crowns, and I promise you twice as much 

more if I get by fraud that which belongs to me by right.” 

Then he arranged the hour, the door, the signal, and all; and the servant went away, bearing 

with her on the back of the mules the golden treasure wrung by fraud and trickery from the 

widow and the orphan, and they were all going to that place where everything goes—save our 

lives, which come from it. Now behold my advocate, who shaves himself, scents himself, goes 

without onions for dinner that his breath may be sweet, and does everything to make himself as 

presentable as a gallant signor. He gives himself the airs of a young dandy, tries to be lithe and 

frisky and to disguise his ugly face; he might try all he knew, he always smelt of the musty 

lawyer. He was not so clever as the pretty washerwoman of Portillon who one day wishing to 

appear at her best before one of her lovers, got rid of a disagreeable odour in a manner well 

known to young women of an inventive turn of mind. But our crafty fellow fancied himself the 

nicest man in the world, although in spite of his drugs and perfumes he was really the nastiest. 

He dressed himself in his thinnest clothes although the cold pinched him like a rope collar and 

sallied forth, quickly gaining the Rue d’Hirundelle. There he had to wait some time. But just as 

he was beginning to think he had been made a fool of, and just as it was quite dark, the maid 

came down and opened alike the door to him and good husband slipped gleefully into the king’s 

apartment. The girl locked him carefully in a cupboard that was close to his wife’s bed, and 

through a crack he feasted his eyes upon her beauty, for she undressed herself before the fire, and 

put on a thin nightgown, through which her charms were plainly visible. Believing herself alone 



with her maid she made those little jokes that women will when undressing. “Am I not worth 

20,000 crowns to-night? Is that overpaid with a castle in Brie?” 

And saying this she gently raised two white supports, firm as rocks, which had well sustained 

many assaults, seeing they had been furiously attacked and had not softened. “My shoulders 

alone are worth a kingdom; no king could make their equal. But I am tired of this life. That 

which is hard work is no pleasure.” The little maid smiled, and her lovely mistress said to her, “I 

should like to see you in my place.” Then the maid laughed, saying— 

“Be quiet, Madame, he is there.” 

“Who?” 

“Your husband.” 

“Which?” 

“The real one.” 

“Chut!” said Madame. 

And her maid told her the whole story, wishing to keep her favour and the 12,000 crowns as 

well. 

“Oh well, he shall have his money’s worth. I’ll give his desires time to cool. If he tastes me 

may I lose my beauty and become as ugly as a monkey’s baby. You get into bed in my place and 

thus gain the 12,000 crowns. Go and tell him that he must take himself off early in the morning 

in order that I may not find out your trick upon me, and just before dawn I will get in by his 

side.” 

The poor husband was freezing and his teeth were chattering, and the chambermaid coming to 

the cupboard on pretence of getting some linen, said to him, “Your hour of bliss approaches. 

Madame to-night has made grand preparations and you will be well served. But work without 

whistling, otherwise I shall be lost.” 

At last, when the good husband was on the point of perishing with cold, the lights were put 

out. The maid cried softly in the curtains to the king’s sweetheart, that his lordship was there, and 

jumped into bed, while her mistress went out as if she had been the chambermaid. The advocate, 

released from his cold hiding-place, rolled rapturously into the warm sheets, thinking to himself, 

“Oh! this is good!” To tell the truth, the maid gave him his money’s worth—and the good man 

thought of the difference between the profusion of the royal houses and the niggardly ways of the 

citizens’ wives. The servant laughing, played her part marvellously well, regaling the knave with 

gentle cries, shiverings, convulsions and tossings about, like a newly-caught fish on the grass, 

giving little Ah! Ahs! in default of other words; and as often as the request was made by her, so 

often was it complied with by the advocate, who dropped of to sleep at last, like an empty 

pocket. But before finishing, the lover who wished to preserve a souvenir of this sweet night of 

love, by a dextrous turn, plucked out one of his wife’s hairs, where from I know not, seeing I was 

not there, and kept in his hand this precious gauge of the warm virtue of that lovely creature. 

Towards the morning, when the cock crew, the wife slipped in beside her husband, and 

pretended to sleep. Then the maid tapped gently on the happy man’s forehead, whispering in his 

ear, “It is time, get into your clothes and off you go—it’s daylight.” The good man grieved to 

lose his treasure, and wished to see the source of his vanished happiness. 

“Oh! Oh!” said he, proceeding to compare certain things, “I’ve got light hair, and this is dark.” 

“What have you done?” said the servant; “Madame will see she has been duped.” 



“But look.” 

“Ah!” said she, with an air of disdain, “do you not know, you who knows everything, that that 

which is plucked dies and discolours?” and thereupon roaring with laughter at the good joke, she 

pushed him out of doors. This became known. The poor advocate, named Feron, died of shame, 

seeing that he was the only one who had not his own wife while she, who was from this was 

called La Belle Feroniere, married, after leaving the king, a young lord, Count of Buzancois. And 

in her old days she would relate the story, laughingly adding, that she had never scented the 

knave’s flavour. 

This teaches us not to attach ourselves more than we can help to wives who refuse to support 

our yoke. 

 

 

  



THE DEVIL’S HEIR 

There once was a good old canon of Notre Dame de Paris, who lived in a fine house of his 

own, near St. Pierre-aux-Boeufs, in the Parvis. This canon had come a simple priest to Paris, 

naked as a dagger without its sheath. But since he was found to be a handsome man, well 

furnished with everything, and so well constituted, that if necessary he was able to do the work 

of many, without doing himself much harm, he gave himself up earnestly to the confessing of 

ladies, giving to the melancholy a gentle absolution, to the sick a drachm of his balm, to all some 

little dainty. He was so well known for his discretion, his benevolence, and other ecclesiastical 

qualities, that he had customers at Court. Then in order not to awaken the jealousy of the 

officials, that of the husbands and others, in short, to endow with sanctity these good and 

profitable practices, the Lady Desquerdes gave him a bone of St. Victor, by virtue of which all 

the miracles were performed. And to the curious it was said, “He has a bone which will cure 

everything;” and to this, no one found anything to reply, because it was not seemly to suspect 

relics. Beneath the shade of his cassock, the good priest had the best of reputations, that of a man 

valiant under arms. So he lived like a king. He made money with holy water; sprinkled it and 

transmitted the holy water into good wine. More than that, his name lay snugly in all the et 

ceteras of the notaries, in wills or in caudicils, which certain people have falsely written codicil, 

seeing that the word is derived from cauda, as if to say the tail of the legacy. In fact, the good old 

Long Skirts would have been made an archbishop if he had only said in joke, “I should like to 

put on a mitre for a handkerchief in order to have my head warmer.” Of all the benefices offered 

to him, he chose only a simple canon’s stall to keep the good profits of the confessional. But one 

day the courageous canon found himself weak in the back, seeing that he was all sixty-eight 

years old, and had held many confessionals. Then thinking over all his good works, he thought it 

about time to cease his apostolic labours, the more so, as he possessed about one hundred 

thousand crowns earned by the sweat of his body. From that day he only confessed ladies of high 

lineage, and did it very well. So that it was said at Court that in spite of the efforts of the best 

young clerks there was still no one but the Canon of St. Pierre-aux-Boeufs to properly bleach the 

soul of a lady of condition. Then at length the canon became by force of nature a fine 

nonagenarian, snowy about the head, with trembling hands, but square as a tower, having spat so 

much without coughing, that he coughed now without being able to spit; no longer rising from 

his chair, he who had so often risen for humanity; but drinking dry, eating heartily, saying 

nothing, but having all the appearance of a living Canon of Notre Dame. Seeing the immobility 

of the aforesaid canon; seeing the stories of his evil life which for some time had circulated 

among the common people, always ignorant; seeing his dumb seclusion, his flourishing health, 

his young old age, and other things too numerous to mention—there were certain people who to 

do the marvellous and injure our holy religion, went about saying that the true canon was long 

since dead, and that for more than fifty years the devil had taken possession of the old priest’s 

body. In fact, it seemed to his former customers that the devil could only by his great heat have 

furnished these hermetic distillations, that they remembered to have obtained on demand from 

this good confessor, who always had le diable au corps. But as this devil had been undoubtedly 

cooked and ruined by them, and that for a queen of twenty years he would not have moved, well-

disposed people and those not wanting in sense, or the citizens who argued about everything, 

people who found lice in bald heads, demanded why the devil rested under the form of a canon, 

went to the Church of Notre Dame at the hours when the canons usually go, and ventured so far 

as to sniff the perfume of the incense, taste the holy water, and a thousand other things. To these 



heretical propositions some said that doubtless the devil wished to convert himself, and others 

that he remained in the shape of the canon to mock at the three nephews and heirs of this said 

brave confessor and make them wait until the day of their own death for the ample succession of 

this uncle, to whom they paid great attention every day, going to look if the good man had his 

eyes open, and in fact found him always with his eye clear, bright, and piercing as the eye of a 

basilisk, which pleased them greatly, since they loved their uncle very much—in words. On this 

subject an old woman related that for certain the canon was the devil, because his two nephews, 

the procureur and the captain, conducting their uncle at night, without a lamp, or lantern, 

returning from a supper at the penitentiary’s, had caused him by accident to tumble over a heap 

of stones gathered together to raise the statue of St. Christopher. At first the old man had struck 

fire in falling, but was, amid the cries of his dear nephews and by the light of the torches they 

came to seek at her house found standing up as straight as a skittle and as gay as a weaving 

whirl, exclaiming that the good wine of the penitentiary had given him the courage to sustain this 

shock and that his bones were exceedingly hard and had sustained rude assaults. The good 

nephews believing him dead, were much astonished, and perceived that the day that was to 

dispatch their uncle was a long way off, seeing that at the business stones were of no use. So that 

they did not falsely call him their good uncle, seeing that he was of good quality. Certain 

scandalmongers said that the canon found so many stones in his path that he stayed at home not 

to be ill with the stone, and the fear of worse was the cause of his seclusion. 

Of all these sayings and rumours, it remains that the old canon, devil or not, kept his house, 

and refused to die, and had three heirs with whom he lived as with his sciaticas, lumbagos, and 

other appendage of human life. Of the said three heirs, one was the wickedest soldier ever born 

of a woman, and he must have considerably hurt her in breaking his egg, since he was born with 

teeth and bristles. So that he ate, two-fold, for the present and the future, keeping wenches whose 

cost he paid; inheriting from his uncle the continuance, strength, and good use of that which is 

often of service. In great battles, he endeavoured always to give blows without receiving them, 

which is, and always will be, the only problem to solve in war, but he never spared himself there, 

and, in fact, as he had no other virtue except his bravery, he was captain of a company of lancers, 

and much esteemed by the Duke of Burgoyne, who never troubled what his soldiers did 

elsewhere. This nephew of the devil was named Captain Cochegrue; and his creditors, the 

blockheads, citizens, and others, whose pockets he slit, called him the Mau-cinge, since he was 

as mischievous as strong; but he had moreover his back spoilt by the natural infirmity of a hump, 

and it would have been unwise to attempt to mount thereon to get a good view, for he would 

incontestably have run you through. 

The second had studied the laws, and through the favour of his uncle had become a procureur, 

and practised at the palace, where he did the business of the ladies, whom formerly the canon 

had the best confessed. This one was called Pille-grue, to banter him upon his real name, which 

was Cochegrue, like that of his brother the captain. Pille-grue had a lean body, seemed to throw 

off very cold water, was pale of face, and possessed a physiognomy like a polecat. 

This notwithstanding, he was worth many a penny more than the captain, and had for his uncle 

a little affection, but since about two years his heart had cracked a little, and drop by drop his 

gratitude had run out, in such a way that from time to time, when the air was damp, he liked to 

put his feet into his uncle’s hose, and press in advance the juice of this good inheritance. He and 

his brother, the soldier found their share very small, since loyally, in law, in fact, in justice, in 

nature, and in reality, it was necessary to give the third part of everything to a poor cousin, son of 



another sister of the canon, the which heir, but little loved by the good man, remained in the 

country, where he was a shepherd, near Nanterre. 

The guardian of beasts, an ordinary peasant, came to town by the advice of his two cousins, 

who placed him in their uncle’s house, in the hope that, as much by his silly tricks and his 

clumsiness, his want of brain, and his ignorance, he would be displeasing to the canon, who 

would kick him out of his will. Now this poor Chiquon, as the shepherd was named, had lived 

about a month alone with his old uncle, and finding more profit or more amusement in minding 

an abbot than looking after sheep, made himself the canon’s dog, his servant, the staff of his old 

age, saying, “God keep you,” when he passed wind, “God save you,” when he sneezed, and 

“God guard you,” when he belched; going to see if it rained, where the cat was, remaining silent, 

listening, speaking, receiving the coughs of the old man in his face, admiring him as the finest 

canon there ever was in the world, all heartily and in good faith, knowing that he was licking him 

after the manner of animals who clean their young ones; and the uncle, who stood in no need of 

learning which side the bread was buttered, repulsed poor Chiquon, making him turn about like a 

die, always calling him Chiquon, and always saying to his other nephews that this Chiquon was 

helping to kill him, such a numskull was he. Thereupon, hearing this, Chiquon determined to do 

well by his uncle, and puzzled his understanding to appear better; but as he had a behind shaped 

like a pair of pumpkins, was broad shouldered, large limbed, and far from sharp, he more 

resembled old Silenus than a gentle Zephyr. In fact, the poor shepherd, a simple man, could not 

reform himself, so he remained big and fat, awaiting his inheritance to make himself thin. 

One evening the canon began discoursing concerning the devil and the grave agonies, 

penances, tortures, etc., which God will get warm for the accursed, and the good Chiquon 

hearing it, began to open his eyes as wide as the door of an oven, at the statement, without 

believing a word of it. 

“What,” said the canon, “are you not a Christian?” 

“In that, yes,” answered Chiquon. 

“Well, there is a paradise for the good; is it not necessary to have a hell for the wicked?” 

“Yes, Mr. Canon; but the devil’s of no use. If you had here a wicked man who turned 

everything upside down; would you not kick him out of doors?” 

“Yes, Chiquon.” 

“Oh, well, mine uncle; God would be very stupid to leave in the this world, which he has so 

curiously constructed, an abominable devil whose special business it is to spoil everything for 

him. Pish! I recognise no devil if there be a good God; you may depend upon that. I should very 

much like to see the devil. Ha, ha! I am not afraid of his claws!” 

“And if I were of your opinion I should have no care of my very youthful years in which I held 

confessions at least ten times a day.” 

“Confess again, Mr. Canon. I assure you that will be a precious merit on high.” 

“There, there! Do you mean it?” 

“Yes, Mr. Canon.” 

“Thou dost not tremble, Chiquon, to deny the devil?” 

“I trouble no more about it than a sheaf of corn.” 

“The doctrine will bring misfortune upon you.” 



“By no means. God will defend me from the devil because I believe him more learned and less 

stupid than the savans make him out.” 

Thereupon the two other nephews entered, and perceiving from the voice of the canon that he 

did not dislike Chiquon very much, and that the jeremiads which he had made concerning him 

were simple tricks to disguise the affection which he bore him, looked at each other in great 

astonishment. 

Then, seeing their uncle laughing, they said to him— 

“If you will make a will, to whom will you leave the house? 

“To Chiquon.” 

“And the quit rent of the Rue St. Denys?” 

“To Chiquon.” 

“And the fief of Ville Parisis?” 

“To Chiquon.” 

“But,” said the captain, with his big voice, “everything then will be Chiquon’s.” 

“No,” replied the canon, smiling, “because I shall have made my will in proper form, the 

inheritance will be to the sharpest of you three; I am so near to the future, that I can therein see 

clearly your destinies.” 

And the wily canon cast upon Chiquon a glance full of malice, like a decoy bird would have 

thrown upon a little one to draw him into her net. The fire of his flaming eye enlightened the 

shepherd, who from that moment had his understanding and his ears all unfogged, and his brain 

open, like that of a maiden the day after her marriage. The procureur and the captain, taking 

these sayings for gospel prophecies, made their bow and went out from the house, quite 

perplexed at the absurd designs of the canon. 

“What do you think of Chiquon?” said Pille-grue to Mau-cinge. 

“I think, I think,” said the soldier, growling, “that I think of hiding myself in the Rue 

d’Hierusalem, to put his head below his feet; he can pick it up again if he likes.” 

“Oh, oh!” said the procureur, “you have a way of wounding that is easily recognised, and 

people would say ‘It’s Cochegrue.’ As for me, I thought to invite him to dinner, after which, we 

would play at putting ourselves in a sack in order to see, as they do at Court, who could walk 

best thus attired. Then having sewn him up, we could throw him into the Seine, at the same time 

begging him to swim.” 

“This must be well matured,” replied the soldier. 

“Oh! it’s quite ripe,” said the advocate. “The cousin gone to the devil, the heritage would then 

be between us two.” 

“I’m quite agreeable,” said the fighter, “but we must stick as close together as the two legs of 

the same body, for if you are fine as silk, I as strong as steel, and daggers are always as good as 

traps —you hear that, my good brother.” 

“Yes,” said the advocate, “the cause is heard—now shall it be the thread or the iron?” 

“Eh? ventre de Dieu! is it then a king that we are going to settle? For a simple numskull of a 

shepherd are so many words necessary? Come! 20,000 francs out of the Heritage to the one of us 

who shall first cut him off: I’ll say to him in good faith, ‘Pick up your head.’” 



 



“And I, ‘Swim my friend,’” cried the advocate, laughing like the gap of a pourpoint. 

And then they went to supper, the captain to his wench, and the advocate to the house of a 

jeweller’s wife, of whom he was the lover. 

Who was astonished? Chiquon! The poor shepherd heard the planning of his death, although 

the two cousins had walked in the parvis, and talked to each other as every one speaks at church 

when praying to God. So that Chiquon was much coupled to know if the words had come up or if 

his ears had gone down. 

“Do you hear, Mister Canon?” 

“Yes,” said he, “I hear the wood crackling in the fire.” 

“Ho, ho!” replied Chiquon, “if I don’t believe in the devil, I believe in St. Michael, my 

guardian angel; I go there where he calls me.” 

“Go, my child,” said the canon, “and take care not to wet yourself, nor to get your head 

knocked off, for I think I hear more rain, and the beggars in the street are not always the most 

dangerous beggars.” 

At these words Chiquon was much astonished, and stared at the canon; found his manner gay, 

his eye sharp, and his feet crooked; but as he had to arrange matters concerning the death which 

menaced him, he thought to himself that he would always have leisure to admire the canon, or to 

cut his nails, and he trotted off quickly through the town, as a little woman trots towards her 

pleasure. 

His two cousins having no presumption of the divinatory science, of which shepherds have 

had many passing attacks, had often talked before him of their secret goings on, counting him as 

nothing. 

Now one evening, to amuse the canon, Pille-grue had recounted to him how had fallen in love 

with him a wife of a jeweller on whose head he had adjusted certain carved, burnished, 

sculptured, historical horns, fit for the brow of a prince. The good lady was to hear him, a right 

merry wench, quick at opportunities, giving an embrace while her husband was mounting the 

stairs, devouring the commodity as if she was swallowing a a strawberry, only thinking of love-

making, always trifling and frisky, gay as an honest woman who lacks nothing, contenting her 

husband, who cherished her so much as he loved his own gullet; subtle as a perfume, so much so, 

that for five years she managed so well with his household affairs, and her own love affairs, that 

she had the reputation of a prudent woman, the confidence of her husband, the keys of the house, 

the purse, and all. 

“And when do you play upon this gentle flute?” said the canon. 

“Every evening and sometimes I stay all the night.” 

“But how?” said the canon, astonished. 

“This is how. There is a room close to, a chest into which I get. When the good husband 

returns from his friend the draper’s, where he goes to supper every evening, because often he 

helps the draper’s wife in her work, my mistress pleads a slight illness, lets him go to bed alone, 

and comes to doctor her malady in the room where the chest is. On the morrow, when my 

jeweller is at his forge, I depart, and as the house has one exit on to the bridge, and another into 

the street, I always come to the door when the husband is not, on the pretext of speaking to him 

of his suits, which commence joyfully and heartily, and I never let them come to an end. It is an 

income from cuckoldom, seeing that in the minor expenses and loyal costs of the proceedings, he 

spends as much as on the horses in his stable. He loves me well, as all good cuckolds should love 



the man who aids them, to plant, cultivate, water and dig the natural garden of Venus, and he 

does nothing without me.” 

Now these practices came back again to the memory of the shepherd, who was illuminated by 

the light issuing from his danger, and counselled by the intelligence of those measures of self-

preservation, of which every animal possesses a sufficient dose to go to the end of his ball of life. 

So Chiquon gained with hasty feet the Rue de la Calandre, where the jeweller should be supping 

with his companion, and after having knocked at the door, replied to question put to him through 

the little grill, that he was a messenger on state secrets, and was admitted to the draper’s house. 

Now coming straight to the fact, he made the happy jeweller get up from his table, led him to a 

corner, and said to him: “If one of your neighbours had planted a horn on your forehead and he 

was delivered to you, bound hand and foot, would you throw him into the river?” 

“Rather,” said the jeweller, “but if you are mocking me I’ll give you a good drubbing.” 

“There, there!” replied Chiquon, “I am one of your friends and come to warn you that as many 

times as you have conversed with the draper’s wife here, as often has your own wife been served 

the same way by the advocate Pille-grue, and if you will come back to your forge, you will find a 

good fire there. On your arrival, he who looks after your you-know-what, to keep it in good 

order, gets into the big clothes chest. Now make a pretence that I have bought the said chest of 

you, and I will be upon the bridge with a cart, waiting your orders.” 

The said jeweller took his cloak and his hat, and parted company with his crony without 

saying a word, and ran to his hole like a poisoned rat. He arrives and knocks, the door is opened, 

he runs hastily up the stairs, finds two covers laid, sees his wife coming out of the chamber of 

love, and then says to her, “My dear, here are two covers laid.” 

“Well, my darling are we not two?” 

“No,” said he, “we are three.” 

“Is your friend coming?” said she, looking towards the stairs with perfect innocence. 

“No, I speak of the friend who is in the chest.” 

“What chest?” said she. “Are you in your sound senses? Where do you see a chest? Is the 

usual to put friends in chests? Am I a woman to keep chests full of friends? How long have 

friends been kept in chests? Are you come home mad to mix up your friends with your chests? I 

know no other friend then Master Cornille the draper, and no other chest than the one with our 

clothes in.” 

“Oh!” said the jeweller, “my good woman, there is a bad young man, who has come to warn 

me that you allow yourself to be embraced by our advocate, and that he is in the chest.” 

“I!” said she, “I would not put up with his knavery, he does everything the wrong way.” 

“There, there, my dear,” replied the jeweller, “I know you to be a good woman, and won’t 

have a squabble with you about this paltry chest. The giver of the warning is a box-maker, to 

whom I am about to sell this cursed chest that I wish never again to see in my house, and for this 

one he will sell me two pretty little ones, in which there will not be space enough even for a 

child; thus the scandal and the babble of those envious of your virtue will be extinguished for 

want of nourishment.” 

“You give me great pleasure,” said she; “I don’t attach any value to my chest, and by chance 

there is nothing in it. Our linen is at the wash. It will be easy to have the mischievous chest taken 

away tomorrow morning. Will you sup?” 



“Not at all,” said he, “I shall sup with a better appetite without the chest.” 

“I see,” said she, “that you won’t easily get the chest out of your head.” 

“Halloa, there!” said the jeweller to his smiths and apprentices; “come down!” 

In the twinkling of an eye his people were before him. Then he, their master, having briefly 

ordered the handling of the said chest, this piece of furniture dedicated to love was tumbled 

across the room, but in passing the advocate, finding his feet in the air to the which he was not 

accustomed, tumbled over a little. 

“Go on,” said the wife, “go on, it’s the lid shaking.” 

“No, my dear, it’s the bolt.” 

And without any other opposition the chest slid gently down the stairs. 

“Ho there, carrier!” said the jeweller, and Chiquon came whistling his mules, and the good 

apprentices lifted the litigious chest into the cart. 

“Hi, hi!” said the advocate. 

“Master, the chest is speaking,” said an apprentice. 

“In what language?” said the jeweller, giving him a good kick between two features that 

luckily were not made of glass. The apprentice tumbled over on to a stair in a way that induced 

him to discontinue his studies in the language of chests. The shepherd, accompanied by the good 

jeweller, carried all the baggage to the water-side without listening to the high eloquence of the 

speaking wood, and having tied several stones to it, the jeweller threw it into the Seine. 

“Swim, my friend,” cried the shepherd, in a voice sufficiently jeering at the moment when the 

chest turned over, giving a pretty little plunge like a duck. 

Then Chiquon continued to proceed along the quay, as far as the Rue-du-port, St. Laudry, near 

the cloisters of Notre Dame. There he noticed a house, recognised the door, and knocked loudly. 

“Open,” said he, “open by order of the king.” 

Hearing this an old man who was no other than the famous Lombard, Versoris, ran to the door. 

“What is it?” said he. 

“I am sent by the provost to warn you to keep good watch tonight,” replied Chiquon, “as for 

his own part he will keep his archers ready. The hunchback who has robbed you has come back 

again. Keep under arms, for he is quite capable of easing you of the rest.” 

Having said this, the good shepherd took to his heels and ran to the Rue des Marmouzets, to 

the house where Captain Cochegrue was feasting with La Pasquerette, the prettiest of town-girls, 

and the most charming in perversity that ever was; according to all the gay ladies, her glance was 

sharp and piercing as the stab of a dagger. Her appearance was so tickling to the sight, that it 

would have put all Paradise to rout. Besides which she was as bold as a woman who has no other 

virtue than her insolence. Poor Chiquon was greatly embarrassed while going to the quarter of 

the Marmouzets. He was greatly afraid that he would be unable to find the house of La 

Pasquerette, or find the two pigeons gone to roost, but a good angel arranged there speedily to 

his satisfaction. This is how. On entering the Rue des Marmouzets he saw several lights at the 

windows and night-capped heads thrust out, and good wenches, gay girls, housewives, husbands, 

and young ladies, all of them are just out of bed, looking at each other as if a robber were being 

led to execution by torchlight. 

“What’s the matter?” said the shepherd to a citizen who in great haste had rushed to the door 

with a chamber utensil in his hand. 



“Oh! it’s nothing,” replied the good man. “We thought it was the Armagnacs descending upon 

the town, but it’s only Mau-cinge beating La Pasquerette.” 

“Where?” asked the shepherd. 

“Below there, at that fine house where the pillars have the mouths of flying frogs delicately 

carved upon them. Do you hear the varlets and the serving maids?” 

And in fact there was nothing but cries of “Murder! Help! Come some one!” and in the house 

blows raining down and the Mau-cinge said with his gruff voice: 

“Death to the wench! Ah, you sing out now, do you? Ah, you want your money now, do you? 

Take that—” 

And La Pasquerette was groaning, “Oh! oh! I die! Help! Help! Oh! oh!” Then came the blow 

of a sword and the heavy fall of a light body of the fair girl sounded, and was followed by a great 

silence, after which the lights were put out, servants, waiting women, roysterers, and others went 

in again, and the shepherd who had come opportunely mounted the stairs in company with them, 

but on beholding in the room above broken glasses, slit carpets, and the cloth on the floor with 

the dishes, everyone remained at a distance. 

The shepherd, bold as a man with but one end in view, opened the door of the handsome 

chamber where slept La Pasquerette, and found her quite exhausted, her hair dishevelled, and her 

neck twisted, lying upon a bloody carpet, and Mau-cinge frightened, with his tone considerably 

lower, and not knowing upon what note to sing the remainder of his anthem. 

“Come, my little Pasquerette, don’t pretend to be dead. Come, let me put you tidy. Ah! little 

minx, dead or alive, you look so pretty in your blood I’m going to kiss you.” Having said which 

the cunning soldier took her and threw her upon the bed, but she fell there all of a heap, and stiff 

as the body of a man that had been hanged. Seeing which her companion found it was time for 

his hump to retire from the game; however, the artful fellow before slinking away said, “Poor 

Pasquerette, how could I murder so good of girl, and one I loved so much? But, yes, I have killed 

her, the thing is clear, for in her life never did her sweet breast hang down like that. Good God, 

one would say it was a crown at the bottom of a wallet. Thereupon Pasquerette opened her eyes 

and then bent her head slightly to look at her flesh, which was white and firm, and she brought 

herself to life by a box on the ears, administered to the captain. 

“That will teach you to beware of the dead,” said she, smiling. 

“And why did he kill you, my cousin?” asked the shepherd. 

“Why? Tomorrow the bailiffs seize everything that’s here, and he who has no more money 

than virtue, reproached me because I wished to be agreeable to a handsome gentlemen, who 

would save me from the hands of justice. 

“Pasquerette, I’ll break every bone in your skin.” 

“There, there!” said Chiquon, whom the Mau-cinge had just recognised, “is that all? Oh, well, 

my good friend, I bring you a large sum.” 

“Where from?” asked the captain, astonished. 

“Come here, and let me whisper in your ear—if 30,000 crowns were walking about at night 

under the shadow of a pear-tree, would you not stoop down to pluck them, to prevent them 

spoiling?” 



“Chiquon, I’ll kill you like a dog if you are making game of me, or I will kiss you there where 

you like it, if you will put me opposite 30,000 crowns, even when it shall be necessary to kill 

three citizens at the corner of the Quay.” 

“You will not even kill one. This is how the matter stands. I have for a sweetheart in all 

loyalty, the servant of the Lombard who is in the city near the house of our good uncle. Now I 

have just learned on sound information that this dear man has departed this morning into the 

country after having hidden under a pear-tree in his garden a good bushel of gold, believing 

himself to be seen only by the angels. But the girl who had by chance a bad toothache, and was 

taking the air at her garret window, spied the old crookshanks, without wishing to do so, and 

chattered of it to me in fondness. If you will swear to give me a good share I will lend you my 

shoulders in order that you may climb on to the top of the wall and from there throw yourself 

into the pear-tree, which is against the wall. There, now do you say that I am a blockhead, an 

animal?” 

“No, you are a right loyal cousin, an honest man, and if you have ever to put an enemy out off 

the way, I am there, ready to kill even one of my own friends for you. I am no longer your 

cousin, but your brother. Ho there! sweetheart,” cried Mau-cinge to La Pasquerette, “put the 

tables straight, wipe up your blood, it belongs to me, and I’ll pay you for it by giving you a 

hundred times as much of mine as I have taken of thine. Make the best of it, shake the black dog, 

off your back, adjust your petticoats, laugh, I wish it, look to the stew, and let us recommence 

our evening prayer where we left it off. Tomorrow I’ll make thee braver than a queen. This is my 

cousin whom I wish to entertain, even when to do so it were necessary to turn the house out of 

windows. We shall get back everything tomorrow in the cellars. Come, fall to!” 

Thus, and in less time than it takes a priest to say his Dominus vobiscum, the whole rookery 

passed from tears to laughter as it had previously from laughter to tears. It is only in these houses 

of ill-fame that love is made with the blow of a dagger, and where tempests of joy rage between 

four walls. But these are things ladies of the high-neck dress do not understand. 

The said captain Cochegrue was gay as a hundred schoolboys at the breaking up of class, and 

made his good cousin drink deeply, who spilled everything country fashion, and pretended to be 

drunk, spluttering out a hundred stupidities, as, that “tomorrow he would buy Paris, would lend a 

hundred thousand crowns to the king, that he would be able to roll in gold;” in fact, talked so 

much nonsense that the captain, fearing some compromising avowal and thinking his brain quite 

muddled enough, led him outside with the good intention, instead of sharing with him, of ripping 

Chiquon open to see if he had not a sponge in his stomach, because he had just soaked in a big 

quart of the good wine of Suresne. They went along, disputing about a thousand theological 

subjects which got very much mixed up, and finished by rolling quietly up against the garden 

where were the crowns of the Lombard. Then Cochegrue, making a ladder of Chiquon’s broad 

shoulders, jumped on to the pear-tree like a man expert in attacks upon towns, but Versoris, who 

was watching him, made a blow at his neck, and repeated it so vigorously that with three blows 

fell the upper portion of the said Cochegrue, but not until he had heard the clear voice of the 

shepherd, who cried to him, “Pick up your head, my friend.” Thereupon the generous Chiquon, 

in whom virtue received its recompense, thought it would be wise to return to the house of the 

good canon, whose heritage was by the grace of God considerably simplified. Thus he gained the 

Rue St. Pierre-Aux-Boeufs with all speed, and soon slept like a new-born baby, no longer 

knowing the meaning of the word “cousin-german.” Now, on the morrow he rose according to 

the habit of shepherds, with the sun, and came into his uncle’s room to inquire if he spat white, if 

he coughed, if he had slept well; but the old servant told him that the canon, hearing the bells of 



St Maurice, the first patron of Notre Dame, ring for matins, he had gone out of reverence to the 

cathedral, where all the Chapter were to breakfast with the Bishop of Paris; upon which Chiquon 

replied: “Is his reverence the canon out of his senses thus to disport himself, to catch a cold, to 

get rheumatism? Does he wish to die? I’ll light a big fire to warm him when he returns;” and the 

good shepherd ran into the room where the canon generally sat, and to his great astonishment 

beheld him seated in his chair. 

“Ah, ah! What did she mean, that fool of a Bruyette? I knew you were too well advised to be 

shivering at this hour in your stall.” 

The canon said not a word. The shepherd who was like all thinkers, a man of hidden sense, 

was quite aware that sometimes old men have strange crotchets, converse with the essence of 

occult things, and mumble to themselves discourses concerning matters not under consideration; 

so that, from reverence and great respect for the secret meditations of the canon, he went and sat 

down at a distance, and waited the termination of these dreams; noticing, silently the length of 

the good man’s nails, which looked like cobbler’s awls, and looking attentively at the feet of his 

uncle, he was astonished to see the flesh of his legs so crimson, that it reddened his breeches and 

seemed all on fire through his hose. 

He is dead, thought Chiquon. At this moment the door of the room opened, and he still saw the 

canon, who, his nose frozen, came back from church. 

“Ho, ho!” said Chiquon, “my dear Uncle, are you out of your senses? Kindly take notice that 

you ought not to be at the door, because you are already seated in your chair in the chimney 

corner, and that it is impossible for there to be two canons like you in the world.” 

“Ah! Chiquon, there was a time when I could have wished to be in two places at once, but 

such is not the fate of a man, he would be too happy. Are you getting dim-sighted? I am alone 

here.” 

Then Chiquon turned his head towards the chair, and found it empty; and much astonished, as 

you will easily believe, he approached it, and found on the seat a little pat of cinders, from which 

ascended a strong odour of sulphur. 

“Ah!” said he merrily, “I perceive that the devil has behaved well towards me—I will pray 

God for him.” 

And thereupon he related naively to the canon how the devil had amused himself by playing at 

providence, and had loyally aided him to get rid of his wicked cousins, the which the canon 

admired much, and thought very good, seeing that he had plenty of good sense left, and often had 

observed things which were to the devil’s advantage. So the good old priest remarked that ‘as 

much good was always met with in evil as evil in good, and that therefore one should not trouble 

too much after the other world, the which was a grave heresy, which many councils have put 

right’. 

And this was how the Chiquons became rich, and were able in these times, by the fortunes of 

their ancestors, to help to build the bridge of St. Michael, where the devil cuts a very good figure 

under the angel, in memory of this adventure now consigned to these veracious histories. 

 

 

 

  



THE MERRIE JESTS OF KING LOUIS THE ELEVENTH 

King Louis The Eleventh was a merry fellow, loving a good joke, and —the interests of his 

position as king, and those of the church on one side—he lived jovially, giving chase to soiled 

doves as often as to hares, and other royal game. Therefore, the sorry scribblers who have made 

him out a hypocrite, showed plainly that they knew him not, since he was a good friend, good at 

repartee, and a jollier fellow than any of them. 

It was he who said when he was in a merry mood, that four things are excellent and opportune 

in life—to keep warm, to drink cool, to stand up hard, and to swallow soft. Certain persons have 

accused him of taking up with a dirty trollops; this is a notorious falsehood, since all his 

mistresses, of whom one was legitimised, came of good houses and had notable establishments. 

He did not go in for waste and extravagance, always put his hand upon the solid, and because 

certain devourers of the people found no crumbs at his table, they have all maligned him. But the 

real collector of facts know that the said king was a capital fellow in private life, and even very 

agreeable; and before cutting off the heads of his friends, or punishing them—for he did not 

spare them—it was necessary that they should have greatly offended him, and his vengeance was 

always justice; I have only seen in our friend Verville that this worthy sovereign ever made a 

mistake; but one does not make a habit, and even for this his boon companion Tristan was more 

to blame than he, the king. This is the circumstance related by the said Verville, and I suspect he 

was cracking a joke. I reproduce it because certain people are not familiar with the exquisite 

work of my perfect compatriot. I abridge it and only give the substance, the details being more 

ample, of which facts the savans are not ignorant. 



 



Louis XI. had given the Abbey of Turpenay (mentioned in ‘Imperia’) to a gentleman who, 

enjoying the revenue, had called himself Monsieur de Turpenay. It happened that the king being 

at Plessis-les-Tours, the real abbot, who was a monk, came and presented himself before the 

king, and presented also a petition, remonstrating with him that, canonically and a monastically, 

he was entitled to the abbey and that the usurping gentleman wronged of his right, and therefore 

he called upon his majesty to have justice done to him. Nodding his peruke, the king promised to 

render him contented. This monk, importunate as are all hooded animals, came often at the end 

of the king’s meals, who, bored with the holy water of the convent, called friend Tristan and said 

to him: “Old fellow, there is here a Turpenay who angers me, rid the world of him for me.” 

Tristan, taking a frock for a monk, or a monk for a frock, came to this gentleman, whom all the 

court called Monsieur de Turpenay, and having accosted him managed to lead him to one side, 

and taking him by the button-hole gave him to understand that the king desired he should die. He 

tried to resist, supplicating and supplicating to escape, but in no way could he obtain a hearing. 

He was delicately strangled between the head and shoulders, so that he expired; and, three hours 

afterwards, Tristan told the king that he was discharged. It happened five days afterwards, which 

is the space in which souls come back again, that the monk came into the room where the king 

was, and when he saw him he was much astonished. Tristan was present: the king called him, 

and whispered into his ear— 

“You have not done that which I told you to.” 

“Saving your Grace I have done it. Turpenay is dead.” 

“Eh? I meant this monk.” 

“I understood the gentleman!” 

“What, is it done then?” 

“Yes, sire,” 

“Very well then”—turning towards the monk—“come here, monk.” The monk approached. 

The king said to him, “Kneel down!” The poor monk began to shiver in his shoes. But the king 

said to him, “Thank God that he has not willed that you should be killed as I had ordered. He 

who took your estates has been instead. God has done you justice. Go and pray God for me, and 

don’t stir out of your convent.” 

The proves the good-heartedness of Louis XI. He might very well have hanged the monk, the 

cause of the error. As for the said gentleman, he died in the king’s service. 

In the early days of his sojourn at Plessis-les-Tours king Louis, not wishing to hold his 

drinking-bouts and give vent to his rakish propensities in his chateau, out of respect to her 

Majesty (a kingly delicacy which his successors have not possessed) became enamoured of a 

lady named Nicole Beaupertuys, who was, to tell the truth, wife of a citizen of the town. The 

husband he sent into Ponent, and put the said Nicole in a house near Chardonneret, in that part 

which is the Rue Quincangrogne, because it was a lonely place, far from other habitations. The 

husband and the wife were thus both in his service, and he had by La Beaupertuys a daughter, 

who died a nun. This Nicole had a tongue as sharp as a popinjay’s, was of stately proportions, 

furnished with large beautiful cushions of nature, firm to the touch, white as the wings of an 

angel, and known for the rest to be fertile in peripatetic ways, which brought it to pass that never 

with her was the same thing encountered twice in love, so deeply had she studied the sweet 

solutions of the science, the manners of accommodating the olives of Poissy, the expansions of 

the nerves, and hidden doctrines of the breviary, the which much delighted the king. She was as 

gay as a lark, always laughing and singing, and never made anyone miserable, which is the 



characteristic of women of this open and free nature, who have always an occupation—an 

equivocal one if you like. The king often went with the hail-fellows his friends to the lady’s 

house, and in order not to be seen always went at night-time, and without his suite. But being 

always distrustful, and fearing some snare, he gave to Nicole all the most savage dogs he had in 

his kennels, beggars that would eat a man without saying “By your leave,” the which royal dogs 

knew only Nicole and the king. When the Sire came Nicole let them loose in the garden, and the 

door of the house being sufficiently barred and closely shut, the king put the keys in his pocket, 

and in perfect security gave himself up, with his satellites, to every kind of pleasure, fearing no 

betrayal, jumping about at will, playing tricks, and getting up good games. Upon these occasions 

friend Tristan watched the neighbourhood, and anyone who had taken a walk on the Mall of 

Chardonneret would be rather quickly placed in a position in which it would have been easy to 

give the passers-by a benediction with his feet, unless he had the king’s pass, since often would 

Louis send out in search of lasses for his friends, or people to entertain him with the amusements 

suggested by Nicole or the guests. People of Tours were there for these little amusements, to 

whom he gently recommended silence, so that no one knew of these pastimes until after his 

death. The farce of “Baisez mon cul” was, it is said, invented by the said Sire. I will relate it, 

although it is not the subject of this tale, because it shows the natural comicality and humour of 

this merry monarch. They were at Tours three well known misers: the first was Master 

Cornelius, who is sufficiently well known; the second was called Peccard, and sold the gilt-work, 

coloured papers, and jewels used in churches; the third was hight Marchandeau, and was a very 

wealthy vine-grower. These two men of Touraine were the founders of good families, 

notwithstanding their sordidness. One evening that the king was with Beaupertuys, in a good 

humour, having drunk heartily, joked heartily, and offered early in the evening his prayer in 

Madame’s oratory, he said to Le Daim his crony, to the Cardinal, La Balue, and to old Dunois, 

who were still soaking, “Let us have a good laugh! I think it will be a good joke to see misers 

before a bag of gold without being able to touch it. Hi, there!” 

Hearing which, appeared one of his varlets. 

“Go,” said he, “seek my treasurer, and let him bring hither six thousand gold crowns—and at 

once! And you will go and seize the bodies of my friend Cornelius, of the jeweller of the Rue de 

Cygnes, and of old Marchandeau, and bring them here, by order of the king.” 

Then he began to drink again, and to judiciously wrangle as to which was the better, a woman 

with a gamy odour or a woman who soaped herself well all over; a thin one or a stout one; and as 

the company comprised the flower of wisdom it was decided that the best was the one a man had 

all to himself like a plate of warm mussels, at that precise moment when God sent him a good 

idea to communicate to her. The cardinal asked which was the most precious thing to a lady; the 

first or the last kiss? To which La Beaupertuys replied: “that it was the last, seeing that she knew 

then what she was losing, while at the first she did not know what she would gain.” During these 

sayings, and others which have most unfortunately been lost, came the six thousand gold crowns, 

which were worth all three hundred thousand francs of to-day, so much do we go on decreasing 

in value every day. The king ordered the crowns to be arranged upon a table, and well lighted up, 

so that they shone like the eyes of the company which lit up involuntarily, and made them laugh 

in spite of themselves. They did not wait long for the three misers, whom the varlet led in, pale 

and panting, except Cornelius, who knew the king’s strange freaks. 

“Now then, my friends,” said Louis to them, “have a good look at the crowns on the table.” 



And the three townsmen nibbled at them with their eyes. You may reckon that the diamond of 

La Beaupertuys sparkled less than their little minnow eyes. 

“These are yours,” added the king. 

Thereupon they ceased to admire the crowns to look at each other; and the guests knew well 

that old knaves are more expert in grimaces than any others, because of their physiognomies 

becoming tolerably curious, like those of cats lapping up milk, or girls titillated with marriage. 

“There,” said the king, “all that shall be his who shall say three times to the two others, 

‘Baisez mon cul’, thrusting his hand into the gold; but if he be not as serious as a fly who had 

violated his lady-love, if he smile while repeating the jest, he will pay ten crowns to Madame. 

Nevertheless he can essay three times.” 

“That will soon be earned,” said Cornelius, who, being a Dutchman, had his lips as often 

compressed and serious as Madame’s mouth was often open and laughing. Then he bravely put 

his hands on the crowns to see if they were good, and clutched them bravely, but as he looked at 

the others to say civilly to them, “Baisez mon cul,” the two misers, distrustful of his Dutch 

gravity, replied, “Certainly, sir,” as if he had sneezed. The which caused all the company to 

laugh, and even Cornelius himself. When the vine-grower went to take the crowns he felt such a 

commotion in his cheeks that his old scummer face let little laughs exude from its pores like 

smoke pouring out of a chimney, and he could say nothing. Then it was the turn of the jeweller, 

who was a little bit of a bantering fellow, and whose lips were as tightly squeezed as the neck of 

a hanged man. He seized a handful of the crowns, looked at the others, even the king, and said, 

with a jeering air, “Baisez mon cul.” 

“Is it dirty?” asked the vine-dresser. 

“Look and see,” replied the jeweller, gravely. 

Thereupon the king began to tremble for these crowns, since the said Peccard began again, 

without laughing, and for the third time was about to utter the sacramental word, when La 

Beaupertuys made a sign of consent to his modest request, which caused him to lose his 

countenance, and his mouth broke up into dimples. 

“How did you do it?” asked Dunois, “to keep a grave face before six thousand crowns?” 

“Oh, my lord, I thought first of one of my cases which is tried tomorrow, and secondly, of my 

wife who is a sorry plague.” 

The desire to gain this good round sum made them try again, and the king amused himself for 

about an hour at the expression of these faces, the preparations, jokes, grimaces, and other 

monkey’s paternosters that they performed; but they were bailing their boats with a sieve, and for 

men who preferred closing their fists to opening them it was a bitter sorrow to have to count out, 

each one, a hundred crown to Madame. 

When they were gone, and Nicole said boldly to the king, “Sire will you let me try?” 

“Holy Virgin!” replied Louis; “no! I can kiss you for less money.” 

That was said like a thrifty man, which indeed he always was. 

One evening the fat Cardinal La Balue carried on gallantly with words and actions, a little 

farther than the canons of the Church permitted him, with this Beaupertuys, who luckily for 

herself, was a clever hussy, not to be asked with impunity how many holes there were in her 

mother’s chemise. 



“Look you here, Sir Cardinal!” said she; “the thing which the king likes is not to receive the 

holy oils.” 

Then came Oliver le Daim, whom she would not listen to either, and to whose nonsense she 

replied, that she would ask the king if he wished her to be shaved. 

Now as the said shaver did not supplicate her to keep his proposals secret, she suspected that 

these little plots were ruses practised by the king, whose suspicions had perhaps been aroused by 

her friends. Now, for being able to revenge herself upon Louis, she at least determined to pay out 

the said lords, to make fools of them, and amuse the king with the tricks she would play upon 

them. One evening that they had come to supper, she had a lady of the city with her, who wished 

to speak with the king. This lady was a lady of position, who wished asked the king pardon for 

her husband, the which, in consequence of this adventure, she obtained. Nicole Beaupertuys 

having led the king aside for a moment into an antechamber, told him to make their guests drink 

hard and eat to repletion; that he was to make merry and joke with them; but when the cloth was 

removed, he was to pick quarrels with them about trifles, dispute their words, and be sharp with 

them; and that she would then divert him by turning them inside out before him. But above all 

things, he was to be friendly to the said lady, and it was to appear as genuine, as if she enjoyed 

the perfume of his favour, because she had gallantly lent herself to this good joke. 

“Well, gentlemen,” said the king, re-entering the room, “let us fall to; we have had a good 

day’s sport.” 

And the surgeon, the cardinal, a fat bishop, the captain of the Scotch Guard, a parliamentary 

envoy, and a judge loved of the king, followed the two ladies into the room where one rubs the 

rust off one’s jaw bones. And there they lined the mold of their doublets. What is that? It is to 

pave the stomach, to practice the chemistry of nature, to register the various dishes, to regale 

your tripes, to dig your grave with your teeth, play with the sword of Cain, to inter sauces, to 

support a cuckold. But more philosophically it is to make ordure with one’s teeth. Now, do you 

understand? How many words does it require to burst open the lid of your understanding? 

The king did not fail to distill into his guests this splendid and first-class supper. He stuffed 

them with green peas, returning to the hotch-potch, praising the plums, commending the fish, 

saying to one, “Why do you not eat?” to another, “Drink to Madame”; to all of them, 

“Gentlemen, taste these lobsters; put this bottle to death! You do not know the flavour of this 

forcemeat. And these lampreys—ah! what do you say to them? And by the Lord! The finest 

barbel ever drawn from the Loire! Just stick your teeth into this pastry. This game is my own 

hunting; he who takes it not offends me.” And again, “Drink, the king’s eyes are the other way. 

Just give your opinion of these preserves, they are Madame’s own. Have some of these grapes, 

they are my own growing. Have some medlars.” And while inducing them to swell out their 

abdominal protuberances, the good monarch laughed with them, and they joked and disputed, 

and spat, and blew their noses, and kicked up just as though the king had not been with them. 

Then so much victuals had been taken on board, so many flagons drained and stews spoiled, that 

the faces of the guests were the colour of cardinals gowns, and their doublets appeared ready to 

burst, since they were crammed with meat like Troyes sausages from the top to the bottom of 

their paunches. Going into the saloon again, they broke into a profuse sweat, began to blow, and 

to curse their gluttony. The king sat quietly apart; each of them was the more willing to be silent 

because all their forces were required for the intestinal digestion of the huge platefuls confined in 

their stomachs, which began to wabble and rumble violently. One said to himself, “I was stupid 

to eat of that sauce.” Another scolded himself for having indulged in a plate of eels cooked with 



capers. Another thought to himself, “Oh! oh! The forcemeat is serving me out.” The cardinal, 

who was the biggest bellied man of the lot, snorted through his nostrils like a frightened horse. It 

was he who was first compelled to give vent to a loud sounding belch, and then he soon wished 

himself in Germany, where this is a form of salutation, for the king hearing this gastric language 

looked at the cardinal with knitted brows. 

“What does this mean?” said he, “am I a simple clerk?” 

This was heard with terror, because usually the king made much of a good belch well off the 

stomach. The other guests determined to get rid in another way of the vapours which were 

dodging about in their pancreatic retorts; and at first they endeavoured to hold them for a little 

while in the pleats of their mesenteries. It was then that some of them puffed and swelled like 

tax-gatherers. Beaupertuys took the good king aside and said to him— 

“Know now that I have had made by the Church jeweller Peccard, two large dolls, exactly 

resembling this lady and myself. Now when hard-pressed by the drugs which I have put in their 

goblets, they desire to mount the throne to which we are now about to pretend to go, they will 

always find the place taken; by this means you will enjoy their writhings.” 

Thus having said, La Beaupertuys disappeared with the lady to go and turn the wheel, after the 

custom of women, and of which I will tell you the origin in another place. And after an honest 

lapse of water, Beaupertuys came back alone, leaving it to be believed that she had left the lady 

at the little laboratory of natural alchemy. Thereupon the king, singling out the cardinal, made 

him get up, and talked with him seriously of his affairs, holding him by the tassel of his amice. 

To all that the king said, La Balue replied, “Yes, sir,” to be delivered from this favour, and slip 

out of the room, since the water was in his cellars, and he was about to lose the key of his back-

door. All the guests were in a state of not knowing how to arrest the progress of the fecal matter 

to which nature has given, even more than to water, the property of finding a certain level. Their 

substances modified themselves and glided working downward, like those insects who demand 

to be let out of their cocoons, raging, tormenting, and ungrateful to the higher powers; for 

nothing is so ignorant, so insolent as those cursed objects, and they are importunate like all 

things detained to whom one owes liberty. So they slipped at every turn like eels out of a net, and 

each one had need of great efforts and science not to disgrace himself before the king. Louis took 

great pleasure in interrogating his guests, and was much amused with the vicissitudes of their 

physiognomies, on which were reflected the dirty grimaces of their writhings. The counsellor of 

justice said to Oliver, “I would give my office to be behind a hedge for half a dozen seconds.” 

“Oh, there is no enjoyment to equal a good stool; and now I am no longer astonished at 

sempiternal droppings of a fly,” replied the surgeon. 

The cardinal believing that the lady had obtained her receipt from the bank of deposit, left the 

tassels of his girdle in the king’s hand, making a start as if he had forgotten to say his prayers, 

and made his way towards the door. 

“What is the matter with you, Monsieur le Cardinal?” said the king. 

“By my halidame, what is the matter with me? It appears that all your affairs are very 

extensive, sire!” 

The cardinal had slipped out, leaving the others astonished at his cunning. He proceeded 

gloriously towards the lower room, loosening a little the strings of his purse; but when he opened 

the blessed little door he found the lady at her functions upon the throne, like a pope about to be 

consecrated. Then restraining his impatience, he descended the stairs to go into the garden. 

However, on the last steps the barking of the dogs put him in great fear of being bitten in one of 



his precious hemispheres; and not knowing where to deliver himself of his chemical produce he 

came back into the room, shivering like a man who has been in the open air! The others seeing 

the cardinal return, imagined that he had emptied his natural reservoirs, unburdened his 

ecclesiastical bowels, and believed him happy. Then the surgeon rose quickly, as if to take note 

of the tapestries and count the rafters, but gained the door before anyone else, and relaxing his 

sphincter in advance, he hummed a tune on his way to the retreat; arrived there he was 

compelled, like La Balue, to murmur words of excuse to this student of perpetual motion, 

shutting the door with as promptitude as he opened it; and he came back burdened with an 

accumulation which seriously impeded his private channels. And in the same way went to guests 

one after the other, without being able to unburden themselves of their sauces, as soon again 

found themselves all in the presence of Louis the Eleventh, as much distressed as before, looking 

at each other slyly, understanding each other better with their tails than they ever understood 

with their mouths, for there is never any equivoque in the transactions of the parts of nature, and 

everything therein is rational and of easy comprehension, seeing that it is a science which we 

learn at our birth. 

“I believe,” said the cardinal to the surgeon, “that lady will go on until to-morrow. What was 

La Beaupertuys about to ask such a case of diarrhoea here?” 

“She’s been an hour working at what I could get done in a minute. May the fever seize her” 

cried Oliver le Daim. 

All the courtiers seized with colic were walking up and down to make their importunate 

matters patient, when the said lady reappeared in the room. You can believe they found her 

beautiful and graceful, and would willingly have kissed her, there where they so longed to go; 

and never did they salute the day with more favour than this lady, the liberator of the poor 

unfortunate bodies. La Balue rose; the others, from honour, esteem, and reverence of the church, 

gave way to the clergy, and, biding their time, they continued to make grimaces, at which the 

king laughed to himself with Nicole, who aided him to stop the respiration of these loose-

bowelled gentlemen. The good Scotch captain, who more than all the others had eaten of a dish 

in which the cook had put an aperient powder, became the victim of misplaced confidence. He 

went ashamed into a corner, hoping that before the king, his mishap might escape detection. At 

this moment the cardinal returned horribly upset, because he had found La Beaupertuys on the 

episcopal seat. Now, in his torments, not knowing if she were in the room, he came back and 

gave vent to a diabolical “Oh!” on beholding her near his master. 

“What do you mean?” exclaimed the king, looking at the priest in a way to give him the fever. 

“Sire,” said La Balue, insolently, “the affairs of purgatory are in my ministry, and I am bound 

to inform you that there is sorcery going on in this house.” 

“Ah! little priest, you wish to make game of me!” said the king. 

At these words the company were in a terrible state. 

“So you treat me with disrespect?” said the king, which made them turn pale. “Ho, there! 

Tristan, my friend!” cried Louis XI. from the window, which he threw up suddenly, “come up 

here!” 

The grand provost of the hotel was not long before he appeared; and as these gentlemen were 

all nobodies, raised to their present position by the favour of the king, Louis, in a moment of 

anger, could crush them at will; so that with the exception of the cardinal who relied upon his 

cassock, Tristan found them all rigid and aghast. 



“Conduct these gentleman to the Pretorium, on the Mall, my friend, they have disgraced 

themselves through over-eating.” 

“Am I not good at jokes?” said Nicole to him. 

“The farce is good, but it is fetid,” replied he, laughing. 

This royal answer showed the courtiers that this time the king did not intend to play with their 

heads, for which they thanked heaven. The monarch was partial to these dirty tricks. He was not 

at all a bad fellow, as the guests remarked while relieving themselves against the side of the Mall 

with Tristan, who, like a good Frenchman, kept them company, and escorted them to their 

homes. This is why since that time the citizens of Tours had never failed to defile the Mall of 

Chardonneret, because the gentlemen of the court had been there. 

I will not leave this great king without committing to writing this good joke which he played 

upon La Godegrand, who was an old maid, much disgusted that she had not, during the forty 

years she had lived, been able to find a lid to her saucepan, enraged, in her yellow skin, that she 

still was as virgin as a mule. This old maid had her apartments on the other side of the house 

which belonged to La Beaupertuys, at the corner of the Rue de Hierusalem, in such a position 

that, standing on the balcony joining the wall, it was easy to see what she was doing, and hear 

what she was saying in the lower room where she lived; and often the king derived much 

amusement from the antics of the old girl, who did not know that she was so much within the 

range of his majesty’s culverin. Now one market day it happened that the king had caused to be 

hanged a young citizen of Tours, who had violated a noble lady of a certain age, believing that 

she was a young maiden. There would have been no harm in this, and it would have been a thing 

greatly to the credit of the said lady to have been taken for a virgin; but on finding out his 

mistake, he had abominably insulted her, and suspecting her of trickery, had taken it into his 

head to rob her of a splendid silver goblet, in payment of the present he had just made her. This 

young man had long hair, and was so handsome that the whole town wished to see him hanged, 

both from regret and out of curiosity. You may be sure that at this hanging there were more caps 

than hats. Indeed, the said young man swung very well; and after the fashion and custom of 

persons hanged, he died gallantly with his lance couched, which fact made a great noise in the 

town. Many ladies said on this subject that it was a murder not to have preserved so fine a fellow 

from the scaffold. 

“Suppose we were to put this handsome corpse in the bed of La Godegrand,” said La 

Beaupertuys to the king. 

“We should terrify her,” replied Louis. 

“Not at all, sire. Be sure that she will welcome even a dead man, so madly does she long for a 

living one. Yesterday I saw her making love to a young man’s cap placed on the top of a chair, 

and you would have laughed heartily at her words and gestures.” 

Now while this forty-year-old virgin was at vespers, the king sent to have this young 

townsman, who had just finished the last scene of his tragic farce, taken down, and having 

dressed him in a white shirt, two officers got over the walls of La Godegrand’s garden, and put 

the corpse into her bed, on the side nearest the street. Having done this they went away, and the 

king remained in the room with the balcony to it, playing with Beaupertuys, and awaiting an 

hour at which the old maid should go to bed. La Godegrand soon came back with a hop, skip, 

and jump, as the Tourainians say, from the church of St Martin, from which she was not far, 

since the Rue de Hierusalem touches the walls of the cloister. She entered her house, laid down 

her prayer-book, chaplet, and rosary, and other ammunition which these old girls carry, then 



poked the fire, and blew it, warmed herself at it, settled herself in her chair, and played with her 

cat for want of something better; then she went to the larder, supping and sighing, and sighing 

and supping, eating alone, with her eyes cast down upon the carpet; and after having drunk, 

behaved in a manner forbidden in court society. 

“Ah!” the corpse said to her, “‘God bless you!’” 

At this joke of luck of La Beaupertuys, both laughed heartily in their sleeves. And with great 

attention this very Christian king watched the undressing of the old maid, who admired herself 

while removing her things—pulling out a hair, or scratching a pimple which had maliciously 

come upon her nose; picking her teeth, and doing a thousand little things which, alas! all ladies, 

virgins or not, are obliged to do, much to their annoyance; but without these little faults of 

nature, they would be too proud, and one would not be able to enjoy their society. Having 

achieved her aquatic and musical discourse, the old maid got in between the sheets, and yelled 

forth a fine, great, ample, and curious cry, when she saw, when she smelt the fresh vigour of this 

hanged man and the sweet perfume of his manly youth; then sprang away from him out of 

coquetry. But as she did not know he was really dead, she came back again, believing he was 

mocking her, and counterfeiting death. 

“Go away, you bad young man!” said she. 

But you can imagine that she proffered this requests in a most humble and gracious tone of 

voice. Then seeing that he did not move, she examined him more closely, and was much 

astonished at this so fine human nature when she recognised the young fellow, upon whom the 

fancy took her to perform some purely scientific experiments in the interests of hanged persons. 

“What is she doing?” said La Beaupertuys to the king. 

“She is trying to reanimate him. It is a work of Christian humanity.” 

And the old girl rubbed and warmed this fine young man, supplicating holy Mary the Egyptian 

to aid her to renew the life of this husband who had fallen so amorously from heaven, when, 

suddenly looking at the dead body she was so charitably rubbing, she thought she saw a slight 

movement in the eyes; then she put her hand upon the man’s heart, and felt it beat feebly. At 

length, from the warmth of the bed and of affection, and by the temperature of old maids, which 

is by far more burning then the warm blasts of African deserts, she had the delight of bringing to 

life that fine handsome young fellow who by lucky chance had been very badly hanged. 

“See how my executioners serve me!” said Louis, laughing. 

“Ah!” said La Beaupertuys, “you will not have him hanged again? he is too handsome.” 

“The decree does not say that he shall be hanged twice, but he shall marry the old woman.” 

Indeed, the good lady went in a great hurry to seek a master leech, a good bleeder, who lived 

in the Abbey, and brought him back directly. He immediately took his lancet, and bled the young 

man. And as no blood came out: “Ah!” said he, “it is too late, the transshipment of blood in the 

lungs has taken place.” 

But suddenly this good young blood oozed out a little, and then came out in abundance, and 

the hempen apoplexy, which had only just begun, was arrested in its course. The young man 

moved and came more to life; then he fell, from natural causes, into a state of great weakness and 

profound sadness, prostration of flesh and general flabbiness. Now the old maid, who was all 

eyes, and followed the great and notable changes which were taking place in the person of this 

badly hanged man, pulled the surgeon by the sleeve, and pointing out to him, by a curious glance 

of the eye, the piteous cause, said to him— 



“Will he for the future be always like that?” 

“Often,” replied the veracious surgeon. 

“Oh! he was much nicer hanged!” 

At this speech the king burst out laughing. Seeing him at the window, the woman and the 

surgeon were much frightened, for this laugh seemed to them a second sentence of death for their 

poor victim. But the king kept his word, and married them. And in order to do justice he gave the 

husband the name of the Sieur de Mortsauf in the place of the one he had lost upon the scaffold. 

As La Godegrand had a very big basket of crowns, they founded a good family in Touraine, 

which still exists and is much respected, since M. de Mortsauf faithfully served Louis the 

Eleventh on different occasions. Only he never liked to come across gibbets or old women, and 

never again made amorous assignations in the night. 

This teaches us to thoroughly verify and recognise women, and not to deceive ourselves in the 

local difference which exists between the old and the young, for if we are not hanged for our 

errors of love, there are always great risks to run. 

 

 

 



 
  



THE HIGH CONSTABLE’S WIFE 

The high constable of Armagnac espoused from the desire of a great fortune, the Countess 

Bonne, who was already considerably enamoured of little Savoisy, son of the chamberlain to his 

majesty King Charles the Sixth. 

The constable was a rough warrior, miserable in appearance, tough in skin, thickly bearded, 

always uttering angry words, always busy hanging people, always in the sweat of battles, or 

thinking of other stratagems than those of love. Thus the good soldier, caring little to flavour the 

marriage stew, used his charming wife after the fashion of a man with more lofty ideas; of the 

which the ladies have a great horror, since they like not the joists of the bed to be the sole judges 

of their fondling and vigorous conduct. 

Now the lovely Countess, as soon as she was grafted on the constable, only nibbled more 

eagerly at the love with which her heart was laden for the aforesaid Savoisy, which that 

gentleman clearly perceived. 

Wishing both to study the same music, they would soon harmonise their fancies, and decipher 

the hieroglyphic; and this was a thing clearly demonstrated to the Queen Isabella, that Savoisy’s 

horses were oftener stabled at the house of her cousin of Armagnac than in the Hotel St. Pol, 

where the chamberlain lived, since the destruction of his residence, ordered by the university, as 

everyone knows. 

This discreet and wise princess, fearing in advance some unfortunate adventure for Bonne—

the more so as the constable was as ready to brandish his broadsword as a priest to bestow 

benedictions—the said queen, as sharp as a dirk, said one day, while coming out from vespers, to 

her cousin, who was taking the holy water with Savoisy— 

“My dear, don’t you see some blood in that water?” 

“Bah!” said Savoisy to the queen. “Love likes blood, Madame.” 

This the Queen considered a good reply, and put it into writing, and later on, into action, when 

her lord the king wounded one of her lovers, whose business you see settled in this narrative. 

You know by constant experience, that in the early time of love each of two lovers is always 

in great fear of exposing the mystery of the heart, and as much from the flower of prudence as 

from the amusement yielded by the sweet tricks of gallantry they play at who can best conceal 

their thoughts, but one day of forgetfulness suffices to inter the whole virtuous past. The poor 

woman is taken in her joy as in a lasso; her sweetheart proclaims his presence, or sometimes his 

departure, by some article of clothing—a scarf, a spur, left by some fatal chance, and there 

comes a stroke of the dagger that severs the web so gallantly woven by their golden delights. But 

when one is full of days, he should not make a wry face at death, and the sword of a husband is a 

pleasant death for a gallant, if there be pleasant deaths. So may be this will finish the merry 

amours of the constable’s wife. 



 



One morning Monsieur d’Armagnac having lots of leisure time in consequence of the flight of 

the Duke of Burgundy, who was quitting Lagny, thought he would go and wish his lady good 

day, and attempted to wake her up in a pleasant enough fashion, so that she should not be angry; 

but she sunk in the heavy slumbers of the morning, replied to the action— 

“Leave me alone, Charles!” 

“Oh, oh,” said the constable, hearing the name of a saint who was not one of his patrons, “I 

have a Charles on my head!” 

Then, without touching his wife, he jumped out of the bed, and ran upstairs with his face 

flaming and his sword drawn, to the place where slept the countess’s maid-servant, convinced 

that the said servant had a finger in the pie. 

“Ah, ah, wench of hell!” cried he, to commence the discharge of his passion, “say thy prayers, 

for I intend to kill thee instantly, because of the secret practices of Charles who comes here.” 

“Ah, Monseigneur,” replied the woman, “who told you that?” 

“Stand steady, that I may rip thee at one blow if you do not confess to me every assignation 

given, and in what manner they have been arranged. If thy tongue gets entangled, if thou 

falterest, I will pierce thee with my dagger!” 

“Pierce me through!” replied the girl; “you will learn nothing.” 

The constable, having taken this excellent reply amiss, ran her through on the spot, so mad 

was he with rage; and came back into his wife’s chamber and said to his groom, whom, 

awakened by the shrieks of the girl, he met upon the stairs, “Go upstairs; I’ve corrected Billette 

rather severely.” 

Before he reappeared in the presence of Bonne he went to fetch his son, who was sleeping like 

a child, and led him roughly into her room. The mother opened her eyes pretty widely, you may 

imagine—at the cries of her little one; and was greatly terrified at seeing him in the hands of her 

husband, who had his right hand all bloody, and cast a fierce glance on the mother and son. 

“What is the matter?” said she. 

“Madame,” asked the man of quick execution, “this child, is he the fruit of my loins, or those 

of Savoisy, your lover?” 

At this question Bonne turned pale, and sprang upon her son like a frightened frog leaping into 

the water. 

“Ah, he is really ours,” said she. 

“If you do not wish to see his head roll at your feet confess yourself to me, and no 

prevarication. You have given me a lieutenant.” 

“Indeed!” 

“Who is he?” 

“It is not Savoisy, and I will never say the name of a man that I don’t know.” 

Thereupon the constable rose, took his wife by the arm to cut her speech with a blow of the 

sword, but she, casting upon him an imperial glance, cried— 

“Kill me if you will, but touch me not.” 

“You shall live,” replied the husband, “because I reserve you for a chastisement more ample 

then death.” 



And doubting the inventions, snares, arguments, and artifices familiar to women in these 

desperate situations, of which they study night and day the variations, by themselves, or between 

themselves, he departed with this rude and bitter speech. He went instantly to interrogate his 

servants, presenting to them a face divinely terrible; so all of them replied to him as they would 

to God the Father on the Judgment Day, when each of us will be called to his account. 

None of them knew the serious mischief which was at the bottom of these summary 

interrogations and crafty interlocutions; but from all that they said, the constable came to the 

conclusion that no male in his house was in the business, except one of his dogs, whom he found 

dumb, and to whom he had given the post of watching the gardens; so taking him in his hands, 

he strangled him with rage. This fact incited him by induction to suppose that the other constable 

came into his house by the garden, of which the only entrance was a postern opening on to the 

water side. 

It is necessary to explain to those who are ignorant of it, the locality of the Hotel d’Armagnac, 

which had a notable situation near to the royal houses of St. Pol. On this site has since been built 

the hotel of Longueville. Then as at the present time, the residence of d’Armagnac had a porch of 

fine stone in Rue St. Antoine, was fortified at all points, and the high walls by the river side, in 

face of the Ile du Vaches, in the part where now stands the port of La Greve, were furnished with 

little towers. The design of these has for a long time been shown at the house of Cardinal Duprat, 

the king’s Chancellor. The constable ransacked his brains, and at the bottom, from his finest 

stratagems, drew the best, and fitted it so well to the present case, that the gallant would be 

certain to be taken like a hare in the trap. “‘Sdeath,” said he, “my planter of horns is taken, and I 

have the time now to think how I shall finish him off.” 

Now this is the order of battle which this grand hairy captain who waged such glorious war 

against Duke Jean-sans-Peur commanded for the assault of his secret enemy. He took a goodly 

number of his most loyal and adroit archers, and placed them on the quay tower, ordering them 

under the heaviest penalties to draw without distinction of persons, except his wife, on those of 

his household who should attempt to leave the gardens, and to admit therein, either by night or 

by day, the favoured gentleman. The same was done on the porch side, in the Rue St Antoine. 

The retainers, even the chaplain, were ordered not to leave the house under pain of death. 

Then the guard of the two sides of the hotel having been committed to the soldiers of a company 

of ordnance, who were ordered to keep a sharp lookout in the side streets, it was certain that the 

unknown lover to whom the constable was indebted for his pair of horns, would be taken warm, 

when, knowing nothing, he should come at the accustomed hour of love to insolently plant his 

standard in the heart of the legitimate appurtenances of the said lord count. 

It was a trap into which the most expert man would fall unless he was seriously protected by 

the fates, as was the good St. Peter by the Saviour when he prevented him going to the bottom of 

the sea the day when they had a fancy to try if the sea were as solid as terra firma. 

The constable had business with the inhabitants of Poissy, and was obliged to be in the saddle 

after dinner, so that, knowing his intention, the poor Countess Bonne determined at night to 

invite her young gallant to that charming duel in which she was always the stronger. 

While the constable was making round his hotel a girdle of spies and of death, and hiding his 

people near the postern to seize the gallant as he came out, not knowing where he would spring 

from, his wife was not amusing herself by threading peas nor seeking black cows in the embers. 

First, the maid-servant who had been stuck, unstuck herself and dragged herself to her mistress; 

she told her that her outraged lord knew nothing, and that before giving up the ghost she would 



comfort her dear mistress by assuring her that she could have perfect confidence in her sister, 

who was laundress in the hotel, and was willing to let herself be chopped up as small as sausage-

meat to please Madame. That she was the most adroit and roguish woman in the neighbourhood, 

and renowned from the council chamber to the Trahoir cross among the common people, and 

fertile in invention for the desperate cases of love. 

Then, while weeping for the decease of her good chamber woman, the countess sent for the 

laundress, made her leave her tubs and join her in rummaging the bag of good tricks, wishing to 

save Savoisy, even at the price of her future salvation. 

First of all the two women determined to let him know their lord and master’s suspicion, and 

beg him to be careful. 

Now behold the good washerwoman who, carrying her tub like a mule, attempts to leave the 

hotel. But at the porch she found a man-at-arms who turned a deaf ear to all the blandishments of 

the wash-tub. Then she resolved, from her great devotion, to take the soldier on his weak side, 

and she tickled him so with her fondling that he romped very well with her, although he was 

armour-plated ready for battle; but when the game was over he still refused to let her go into the 

street and although she tried to get herself a passport sealed by some of the handsomest, 

believing them more gallant: neither the archers, men-at-arms, nor others, dared open for her the 

smallest entrance of the house. “You are wicked and ungrateful wretches,” said she, “not to 

render me a like service.” 

Luckily at this employment she learned everything, and came back in great haste to her 

mistress, to whom she recounted the strange machinations of the count. The two women held a 

fresh council and had not considered, the time it takes to sing Alleluia, twice, these warlike 

appearances, watches, defences, and equivocal, specious, and diabolical orders and dispositions 

before they recognised by the sixth sense with which all females are furnished, the special danger 

which threatened the poor lover. 

Madame having learned that she alone had leave to quit the house, ventured quickly to profit 

by her right, but she did not go the length of a bow-shot, since the constable had ordered four of 

his pages to be always on duty ready to accompany the countess, and two of the ensigns of his 

company not to leave her. Then the poor lady returned to her chamber, weeping as much as all 

the Magdalens one sees in the church pictures, could weep together. 

“Alas!” said she, “my lover must then be killed, and I shall never see him again! . . . he whose 

words were so sweet, whose manners were so graceful, that lovely head that had so often rested 

on my knees, will now be bruised . . . What! Can I not throw to my husband an empty and 

valueless head in place of the one full of charms and worth . . . a rank head for a sweet-smelling 

one; a hated head for a head of love.” 

“Ah, Madame!” cried the washerwoman, “suppose we dress up in the garments of a nobleman, 

the steward’s son who is mad for me, and wearies me much, and having thus accoutered him, we 

push him out through the postern.” 

Thereupon the two women looked at each other with assassinating eyes. 

“This marplot,” said she, “once slain, all those soldiers will fly away like geese.” 

“Yes, but will not the count recognise the wretch?” 

And the countess, striking her breast, exclaimed, shaking her head, “No, no, my dear, here it is 

noble blood that must be spilt without stint.” 



Then she thought a little, and jumping with joy, suddenly kissed the laundress, saying, 

“Because I have saved my lover’s life by your counsel, I will pay you for his life until death.” 

Thereupon the countess dried her tears, put on the face of a bride, took her little bag and a 

prayer-book, and went towards the Church of St. Pol whose bells she heard ringing, seeing that 

the last Mass was about to be said. In this sweet devotion the countess never failed, being a 

showy woman, like all the ladies of the court. Now this was called the full-dress Mass, because 

none but fops, fashionables, young gentlemen and ladies puffed out and highly scented, were to 

be met there. In fact no dresses was seen there without armorial bearings, and no spurs that were 

not gilt. 

So the Countess of Bonne departed, leaving at the hotel the laundress much astonished, and 

charged to keep her eyes about her, and came with great pomp to the church, accompanied by 

her pages, the two ensigns and men-at-arms. It is here necessary to say that among the band of 

gallant knights who frisked round the ladies in church, the countess had more than one whose joy 

she was, and who had given his heart to her, after the fashion of youths who put down enough 

and to spare upon their tablets, only in order to make a conquest of at least one out of a great 

number. 

Among these birds of fine prey who with open beaks looked oftener between the benches and 

the paternosters than towards the altar and the priests, there was one upon whom the countess 

sometimes bestowed the charity of a glance, because he was less trifling and more deeply smitten 

than all the others. 

This one remained bashful, always stuck against the same pillar, never moving from it, but 

readily ravished with the sight alone of this lady whom he had chosen as his. His pale face was 

softly melancholy. His physiognomy gave proof of fine heart, one of those which nourish ardent 

passions and plunge delightedly into the despairs of love without hope. Of these people there are 

few, because ordinarily one likes more a certain thing than the unknown felicities lying and 

flourishing at the bottommost depths of the soul. 

This said gentleman, although his garments were well made, and clean and neat, having even a 

certain amount of taste shown in the arrangement, seemed to the constable’s wife to be a poor 

knight seeking fortune, and come from afar, with his nobility for his portion. Now partly from a 

suspicion of his secret poverty, partly because she was well beloved by him and a little because 

he had a good countenance, fine black hair, and a good figure, and remained humble and 

submissive in all, the constable’s wife desired for him the favour of women and of fortune, not to 

let his gallantry stand idle, and from a good housewifely idea, she fired his imagination 

according to her fantasies, by certain small favours and little looks which serpented towards him 

like biting adders, trifling with the happiness of this young life, like a princess accustomed to 

play with objects more precious than a simple knight. In fact, her husband risked the whole 

kingdom as you would a penny at piquet. Finally it was only three days since, at the conclusion 

of vespers, that the constable’s wife pointed out to the queen this follower of love, said 

laughingly— 

“There’s a man of quality.” 

This sentence remained in the fashionable language. Later it became a custom so to designate 

the people of the court. It was to the wife of the constable d’Armagnac, and to no other source, 

that the French language is indebted for this charming expression. 

By a lucky chance the countess had surmised correctly concerning this gentleman. He was a 

bannerless knight, named Julien de Boys-Bourredon, who not having inherited on his estate 



enough to make a toothpick, and knowing no other wealth than the rich nature with which his 

dead mother had opportunely furnished him, conceived the idea of deriving therefrom both rent 

and profit at court, knowing how fond ladies are of those good revenues, and value them high 

and dear, when they can stand being looked at between two suns. There are many like him who 

have thus taken the narrow road of women to make their way; but he, far from arranging his love 

in measured qualities, spend funds and all, as soon as he came to the full-dress Mass, he saw the 

triumphant beauty of the Countess Bonne. Then he fell really in love, which was a grand thing 

for his crowns, because he lost both thirst and appetite. This love is of the worst kind, because it 

incites you to the love of diet, during the diet of love; a double malady, of which one is sufficient 

to extinguish a man. 



 



Such was the young gentlemen of whom the good lady had thought, and towards whom she 

came quickly to invite him to his death. 

On entering she saw the poor chevalier, who faithful to his pleasure, awaited her, his back 

against a pillar, as a sick man longs for the sun, the spring-time, and the dawn. Then she turned 

away her eyes, and wished to go to the queen and request her assistance in this desperate case, 

for she took pity on her lover, but one of the captains said to her, with great appearance of 

respect, “Madame, we have orders not to allow you to speak with man or woman, even though it 

should be the queen or your confessor. And remember that the lives of all of us are at stake.” 

“Is it not your business to die?” said she. 

“And also to obey,” replied the soldier. 

Then the countess knelt down in her accustomed place, and again regarding her faithful slave, 

found his face thinner and more deeply lined than ever it had been. 

“Bah!” said she, “I shall have less remorse for his death; he is half dead as it is.” 

With this paraphrase of her idea, she cast upon the said gentleman one of those warm ogles 

that are only allowable to princesses and harlots, and the false love which her lovely eyes bore 

witness to, gave a pleasant pang to the gallant of the pillar. Who does not love the warm attack of 

life when it flows thus round the heart and engulfs everything? 

Madame recognised with a pleasure, always fresh in the minds of women, the omnipotence of 

her magnificent regard by the answer which, without saying a word, the chevalier made to it. 

And in fact, the blushes which empurpled his cheeks spoke better than the best speeches of the 

Greek and Latin orators, and were well understood. At this sweet sight, the countess, to make 

sure that it was not a freak of nature, took pleasure in experimentalising how far the virtue of her 

eyes would go, and after having heated her slave more than thirty times, she was confirmed in 

her belief that he would bravely die for her. This idea so touched her, that from three repetitions 

between her orisons she was tickled with the desire to put into a lump all the joys of man, and to 

dissolve them for him in one single glance of love, in order that she should not one day be 

reproached with having not only dissipated the life, but also the happiness of this gentleman. 

When the officiating priest turned round to sing the Off you go to this fine gilded flock, the 

constable’s wife went out by the side of the pillar where her courtier was, passed in front of him 

and endeavoured to insinuate into his understanding by a speaking glance that he was to follow 

her, and to make positive the intelligence and significant interpretation of this gentle appeal, the 

artful jade turned round again a little after passing him to again request his company. She saw 

that he had moved a little from his place, and dared not advance, so modest was he, but upon this 

last sign, the gentleman, sure of not being over-credulous, mixed with the crowd with little and 

noiseless steps, like an innocent who is afraid of venturing into one of those good places people 

call bad ones. And whether he walked behind or in front, to the right or to the left, my lady 

bestowed upon him a glistening glance to allure him the more and the better to draw him to her, 

like a fisher who gently jerks the lines in order to hook the gudgeon. To be brief: the countess 

practiced so well the profession of the daughters of pleasure when they work to bring grist into 

their mills, that one would have said nothing resembled a harlot so much as a woman of high 

birth. And indeed, on arriving at the porch of her hotel the countess hesitated to enter therein, and 

again turned her face towards the poor chevalier to invite him to accompany her, discharging at 

him so diabolical a glance, that he ran to the queen of his heart, believing himself to be called by 

her. Thereupon, she offered him her hand, and both boiling and trembling from the contrary 

causes found themselves inside the house. At this wretched hour, Madame d’Armagnac was 



ashamed of having done all these harlotries to the profit of death, and of betraying Savoisy the 

better to save him; but this slight remorse was lame as the greater, and came tardily. Seeing 

everything ready, the countess leaned heavily upon her vassal’s arm, and said to him— 

“Come quickly to my room; it is necessary that I should speak with you.” 

And he, not knowing that his life was in peril, found no voice wherewith to reply, so much did 

the hope of approaching happiness choke him. 

When the laundress saw this handsome gentleman so quickly hooked, “Ah!” said she, “these 

ladies of the court are best at such work.” Then she honoured this courtier with a profound 

salutation, in which was depicted the ironical respect due to those who have the great courage to 

die for so little. 

“Picard,” said the constable’s lady, drawing the laundress to her by the skirt, “I have not the 

courage to confess to him the reward with which I am about to pay his silent love and his 

charming belief in the loyalty of women.” 

“Bah! Madame: why tell him? Send him away well contented by the postern. So many men 

die in war for nothing, cannot this one die for something? I’ll produce another like him if that 

will console you.” 

“Come along,” cried the countess, “I will confess all to him. That will be the punishment for 

my sins.” 

Thinking that this lady was arranging with her servant certain trifling provisions and secret 

things in order not to be disturbed in the interview she had promised him, the unknown lover 

kept at a discreet distance, looking at the flies. Nevertheless, he thought that the countess was 

very bold, but also, as even a hunchback would have done, he found a thousand reasons to justify 

her, and thought himself quite worthy to inspire such recklessness. He was lost in those good 

thoughts when the constable’s wife opened the door of her chamber, and invited the chevalier to 

follow her in. There his noble lady cast aside all the apparel of her lofty fortune, and falling at 

the feet of this gentleman, became a simple woman. 

“Alas, sweet sir!” said she, “I have acted vilely towards you. Listen. On your departure from 

this house, you will meet your death. The love which I feel for another has bewildered me, and 

without being able to hold his place here, you will have to take it before his murderers. This is 

the joy to which I have bidden you.” 

“Ah!” Replied Boys-Bourredon, interring in the depths of his heart a dark despair, “I am 

grateful to you for having made use of me as of something which belonged to you. . . . Yes, I 

love you so much that every day you I have dreamed of offering you in imitation of the ladies, a 

thing that can be given but once. Take, then, my life!” 

And the poor chevalier, in saying this, gave her one glance to suffice for all the time he would 

have been able to look at her through the long days. Hearing these brave and loving words, 

Bonne rose suddenly. 

“Ah! were it not for Savoisy, how I would love thee!” said she. 

“Alas! my fate is then accomplished,” replied Boys-Bourredon. “My horoscope predicted that 

I should die by the love of a great lady. Ah, God!” said he, clutching his good sword, “I will sell 

my life dearly, but I shall die content in thinking that my decease ensures the happiness of her I 

love. I should live better in her memory than in reality.” At the sight of the gesture and the 

beaming face of this courageous man, the constable’s wife was pierced to the heart. But soon she 



was wounded to the quick because he seemed to wish to leave her without even asking of her the 

smallest favour. 

“Come, that I may arm you,” said she to him, making an attempt to kiss him. 

“Ha! my lady-love,” replied he, moistening with a gentle tear the fire of his eyes, “would you 

render my death impossible by attaching too great a value to my life?” 

“Come,” cried she, overcome by this intense love, “I do not know what the end of all this will 

be, but come—afterwards we will go and perish together at the postern.” 

The same flame leaped in their hearts, the same harmony had struck for both, they embraced 

each other with a rapture in the delicious excess of that mad fever which you know well I hope; 

they fell into a profound forgetfulness of the dangers of Savoisy, of themselves, of the constable, 

of death, of life, of everything. 

Meanwhile the watchman at the porch had gone to inform the constable of the arrival of the 

gallant, and to tell him how the infatuated gentleman had taken no notice of the winks which, 

during Mass and on the road, the countess had given him in order to prevent his destruction. 

They met their master arriving in great haste at the postern, because on their side the archers of 

the quay had whistled to him afar off, saying to him— 

“The Sire de Savoisy has passed in.” 

And indeed Savoisy had come at the appointed hour, and like all the lovers, thinking only of 

his lady, he had not seen the count’s spies and had slipped in at the postern. This collision of 

lovers was the cause of the constable’s cutting short the words of those who came from the Rue 

St. Antoine, saying to them with a gesture of authority, that they did not think wise to 

disregard— 

“I know that the animal is taken.” 

Thereupon all rushed with a great noise through this said postern, crying, “Death to him! death 

to him!” and men-at-arms, archers, the constable, and the captains, all rushed full tilt upon 

Charles Savoisy, the king’s nephew, who they attacked under the countess’s window, where by a 

strange chance, the groans of the poor young man were dolorously exhaled, mingled with the 

yells of the soldiers, at the same time as passionate sighs and cries were given forth by the two 

lovers, who hastened up in great fear. 

“Ah!” said the countess, turning pale from terror, “Savoisy is dying for me!” 

“But I will live for you,” replied Boys-Bourredon, “and shall esteem it a joy to pay the same 

price for my happiness as he has done.” 

“Hide yourself in the clothes chest,” cried the countess; “I hear the constable’s footsteps.” 

And indeed M. d’Armagnac appeared very soon with a head in his hand, and putting it all 

bloody on the mantleshelf, “Behold, Madame,” said he, “a picture which will enlighten you 

concerning the duties of a wife towards her husband.” 

“You have killed an innocent man,” replied the countess, without changing colour. “Savoisy 

was not my lover.” 

And with the this speech she looked proudly at the constable with a face marked by so much 

dissimulation and feminine audacity, that the husband stood looking as foolish as a girl who has 

allowed a note to escape her below, before a numerous company, and he was afraid of having 

made a mistake. 

“Of whom were you thinking this morning?” asked he. 



“I was dreaming of the king,” said she. 

“Then, my dear, why not have told me so?” 

“Would you have believed me in the bestial passion you were in?” 

The constable scratched his ear and replied— 

“But how came Savoisy with the key of the postern?” 

“I don’t know,” she said, curtly, “if you will have the goodness to believe what I have said to 

you.” 

And his wife turned lightly on her heel like a weather-cock turned by the wind, pretending to 

go and look after the household affairs. You can imagine that D’Armagnac was greatly 

embarrassed with the head of poor Savoisy, and that for his part Boys-Bourredon had no desire 

to cough while listening to the count, who was growling to himself all sorts of words. At length 

the constable struck two heavy blows over the table and said, “I’ll go and attack the inhabitants 

of Poissy.” Then he departed, and when the night was come Boys-Bourredon escaped from the 

house in some disguise or other. 

Poor Savoisy was sorely lamented by his lady, who had done all that a woman could do to 

save her lover, and later he was more than wept, he was regretted; for the countess having related 

this adventure to Queen Isabella, her majesty seduced Boys-Bourredon from the service of her 

cousin and put him to her own, so much was she touched with the qualities and firm courage of 

this gentleman. 

Boys-Bourredon was a man whom danger had well recommended to the ladies. In fact he 

comported himself so proudly in everything in the lofty fortune, which the queen had made for 

him, that having badly treated King Charles one day when the poor man was in his proper 

senses, the courtiers, jealous of favour, informed the king of his cuckoldom. Boys-Bourredon 

was in a moment sewn in a sack and thrown into the Seine, near the ferry at Charenton, as 

everyone knows. I have no need add, that since the day when the constable took it into his head 

to play thoughtlessly with knives, his good wife utilised so well the two deaths he had caused 

and threw them so often in his face, that she made him as soft as a cat’s paw and put him in the 

straight road of marriage; and he proclaimed her a modest and virtuous constable’s lady, as 

indeed she was. As this book should, according to the maxims of great ancient authors, join 

certain useful things to the good laughs which you will find therein and contain precepts of high 

taste, I beg to inform you that the quintessence of the story is this: That women need never lose 

their heads in serious cases, because the God of Love never abandons them, especially when they 

are beautiful, young, and of good family; and that gallants when going to keep an amorous 

assignation should never go there like giddy young men, but carefully, and keep a sharp look-out 

near the burrow, to avoid falling into certain traps and to preserve themselves; for after a good 

woman the most precious thing is, certes, a pretty gentleman. 

 

 

 

  



THE MAID OF THILOUSE 

The lord of Valennes, a pleasant place, of which the castle is not far from the town of 

Thilouse, had taken a mean wife, who by reason of taste or antipathy, pleasure or displeasure, 

health or sickness, allowed her good husband to abstain from those pleasures stipulated for in all 

contracts of marriage. In order to be just, it should be stated that the above-mentioned lord was a 

dirty and ill-favoured person, always hunting wild animals and not the more entertaining than is 

a room full of smoke. And what is more, the said sportsman was all sixty years of age, on which 

subject, however, he was a silent as a hempen widow on the subject of rope. But nature, which 

the crooked, the bandy-legged, the blind, and the ugly abuse so unmercifully here below, and 

have no more esteem for her than the well-favoured,—since, like workers of tapestry, they know 

not what they do,—gives the same appetite to all and to all the same mouth for pudding. So 

every beast finds a mate, and from the same fact comes the proverb, “There is no pot, however 

ugly, that does not one day find a cover.” Now the lord of Valennes searched everywhere for 

nice little pots to cover, and often in addition to wild, he hunted tame animals; but this kind of 

game was scarce in the land, and it was an expensive affair to discover a maid. At length 

however by reason of much ferreting about and much enquiry, it happened that the lord of 

Valennes was informed that in Thilouse was the widow of a weaver who had a real treasure in 

the person of a little damsel of sixteen years, whom she had never allowed to leave her 

apronstrings, and whom, with great maternal forethought, she always accompanied when the 

calls of nature demanded her obedience; she had her to sleep with her in her own bed, watched 

over her, got her up in the morning, and put her to such a work that between the twain they 

gained about eight pennies a day. On fete days she took her to the church, scarcely giving her a 

spare moment to exchange a merry word with the young people; above all was she strict in 

keeping hands off the maiden. 



 



But the times were just then so hard that the widow and her daughter had only bread enough to 

save them from dying of hunger, and as they lodged with one of their poor relations, they often 

wanted wood in winter and clothes in summer, owing enough rent to frighten sergeants of 

justice, men who are not easily frightened at the debts of others; in short, while the daughter was 

increasing in beauty, the mother was increasing in poverty, and ran into debt on account of her 

daughter’s virginity, as an alchemist will for the crucible in which his all is cast. As soon as his 

plans were arranged and perfect, one rainy day the said lord of Valennes by a mere chance came 

into the hovel of the two spinners, and in order to dry himself sent for some fagots to Plessis, 

close by. While waiting for them, he sat on a stool between the two poor women. By means of 

the grey shadows and half light of the cabin, he saw the sweet countenance of the maid of 

Thilouse; her arms were red and firm, her breasts hard as bastions, which kept the cold from her 

heart, her waist round as a young oak and all fresh and clean and pretty, like the first frost, green 

and tender as an April bud; in fact, she resembled all that is prettiest in the world. She had eyes 

of a modest and virtuous blue, with a look more coy than that of the Virgin, for she was less 

forward, never having had a child. 

Had any one said to her, “Come, let us make love,” she would have said, “Love! What is 

that?” she was so innocent and so little open to the comprehensions of the thing. 

The good old lord twisted about upon his stool, eyeing the maid and stretching his neck like a 

monkey trying to catch nuts, which the mother noticed, but said not a word, being in fear of the 

lord to whom the whole of the country belonged. When the fagot was put into the grate and 

flared up, the good hunter said to the old woman, “Ah, ah! that warms one almost as much as 

your daughter’s eyes.” 

“But alas, my lord,” said she, “we have nothing to cook on that fire.” 

“Oh yes,” replied he. 

“What?” 

“Ah, my good woman, lend your daughter to my wife, who has need of a good handmaiden: 

we will give you two fagots every day.” 

“Oh, my lord, what could I cook at such a good fire?” 

“Why,” replied the old rascal, “good broth, for I will give you a measure of corn in season.” 

“Then,” replied the old hag, “where shall I put it?” 

“In your dish,” answered the purchaser of innocence. 

“But I have neither dish nor flower-bin, nor anything.” 

“Well I will give you dishes and flower-bins, saucepans, flagons, a good bed with curtains, 

and everything.” 

“Yes,” replied the good widow, “but the rain would spoil them, I have no house.” 

“You can see from here,” replied the lord, “the house of La Tourbelliere, where lived my poor 

huntsmen Pillegrain, who was ripped up by a boar?” 

“Yes,” said the old woman. 

“Well, you can make yourself at home there for the rest of your days.” 

“By my faith;” cried the mother, letting fall her distaff, “do you mean what you say?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, then, what will you give my daughter?” 



“All that she is willing to gain in my service.” 

“Oh! my lord, you are a joking.” 

“No,” said he. 

“Yes,” said she. 

“By St. Gatien, St. Eleuther, and by the thousand million saints who are in heaven, I swear 

that—” 

“Ah! Well; if you are not jesting I should like those fagots to pass through the hands of the 

notary.” 

“By the blood of Christ and the charms of your daughter am I not a gentleman? Is not my 

word good enough?” 

“Ah! well I don’t say that it is not; but as true as I am a poor spinner I love my child too much 

to leave her; she is too young and weak at present, she will break down in service. Yesterday, in 

his sermon, the vicar said that we should have to answer to God for our children.” 

“There! There!” said the lord, “go and find the notary.” 

An old woodcutter ran to the scrivener, who came and drew up a contract, to which the lord of 

Valennes then put his cross, not knowing how to write, and when all was signed and sealed— 

“Well, old lady,” said he, “now you are no longer answerable to God for the virtue of your 

child.” 

“Ah! my lord, the vicar said until the age of reason, and my child is quite reasonable.” Then 

turning towards her, she added, “Marie Fiquet, that which is dearest to you is your honour, and 

there where you are going everyone, without counting my lord, will try to rob you of it, but you 

see well what it is worth; for that reason do not lose it save willingly and in proper manner. Now 

in order not to contaminate your virtue before God and before man, except for a legitimate 

motive, take heed that your chance of marriage be not damaged beforehand, otherwise you will 

go to the bad.” 

“Yes, dear mother,” replied the maid. 

And thereupon she left the poor abode of her relation, and came to the chateau of Valennes, 

there to serve my lady, who found her both pretty and to her taste. 

When the people of Valennes, Sache, Villaines, and other places, learned the high price given 

for the maid of Thilouse, the good housewives recognising the fact that nothing is more 

profitable than virtue, endeavoured to nourish and bring up their daughters virtuous, but the 

business was as risky as that of rearing silkworms, which are liable to perish, since innocence is 

like a medlar, and ripens quickly on the straw. There were, however, some girls noted for it in 

Touraine, who passed for virgins in the convents of the religious, but I cannot vouch for these, 

not having proceeded to verify them in the manner laid down by Verville, in order to make sure 

of the perfect virtue of women. However, Marie Fiquet followed the wise counsel of her mother, 

and would take no notice of the soft requests, honied words, or apish tricks of her master, unless 

they were flavoured with a promise of marriage. 

When the old lord tried to kiss her, she would put her back up like a cat at the approach of a 

dog, crying out “I will tell Madame!” In short at the end of six months he had not even recovered 

the price of a single fagot. From her labour Marie Fiquet became harder and firmer. Sometimes 

she would reply to the gentle request of her master, “When you have taken it from me will you 

give it me back again?” 



Another time she would say, “If I were as full of holes as a sieve not one should be for you, so 

ugly do I think you.” 

The good old man took these village sayings for flowers of innocence, and ceased not make 

little signs to her, long harangues and a hundred vows and sermons, for by reason of seeing the 

fine breasts of the maid, her plump hips, which at certain movements came into prominent relief, 

and by reason of admiring other things capable of inflaming the mind of a saint, this dear men 

became enamoured of her with an old man’s passion, which augments in geometrical proportions 

as opposed to the passions of young men, because the old men love with their weakness which 

grows greater, and the young with their strength which grows less. In order to leave this 

headstrong girl no loophole for refusal, the old lord took into his confidence the steward, whose 

age was seventy odd years, and made him understand that he ought to marry in order to keep his 

body warm, and that Marie Fiquet was the very girl to suit him. The old steward, who had gained 

three hundred pounds by different services about the house, desired to live quietly without 

opening the front door again; but his good master begged him to marry to please him, assuring 

him that he need not trouble about his wife. So the good steward wandered out of sheer good 

nature into this marriage. The day of the wedding, bereft of all her reasons, and not able to find 

objections to her pursuer, she made him give her a fat settlement and dowry as the price of her 

conquest, and then gave the old knave leave to wink at her as often as he could, promising him as 

many embraces as he had given grains of wheat to her mother. But at his age a bushel was 

sufficient. 

The festivities over, the lord did not fail, as soon as his wife had retired, to wend his way 

towards the well-glazed, well-carpeted, and pretty room where he had lodged his lass, his money, 

his fagots, his house, his wheat, and his steward. To be brief, know that he found the maid of 

Thilouse the sweetest girl in the world, as pretty as anything, by the soft light of the fire which 

was gleaming in the chimney, snug between the sheets, and with a sweet odour about her, as a 

young maiden should have, and in fact he had no regret for the great price of this jewel. Not 

being able to restrain himself from hurrying over the first mouthfuls of this royal morsel, the lord 

treated her more as a past master than a young beginner. So the happy man by too much 

gluttony, managed badly, and in fact knew nothing of the sweet business of love. Finding which, 

the good wench said, after a minute or two, to her old cavalier, “My lord, if you are there, as I 

think you are, give a little more swing to your bells.” 

From this saying, which became spread about, I know not how, Marie Fiquet became famous, 

and it is still said in our country, “She is a maid of Thilouse,” in mockery of a bride, and to 

signify a “fricquenelle.” 

“Fricquenelle” is said of a girl I do not wish you to find in your arms on your wedding night, 

unless you have been brought up in the philosophy of Zeno, which puts up with anything, and 

there are many people obliged to be Stoics in this funny situation, which is often met with, for 

Nature turns, but changes not, and there are always good maids of Thilouse to be found in 

Touraine, and elsewhere. Now if you asked me in what consists, or where comes in, the moral of 

this tale? I am at liberty to reply to the ladies; that the Cent Contes Drolatiques are made more to 

teach the moral of pleasure than to procure the pleasure of pointing a moral. But if it were a used 

up old rascal who asked me, I should say to him with all the respect due to his yellow or grey 

locks; that God wishes to punish the lord of Valennes, for trying to purchase a jewel made to be 

given. 



 

 

  



THE BROTHERS-IN-ARMS 

At the commencement of the reign of King Henry, second of the name, who loved so well the 

fair Diana, there existed still a ceremony of which the usage has since become much weakened, 

and which has altogether disappeared, like an infinity of the good things of the olden times. This 

fine and noble custom was the choice which all knights made of a brother-in-arms. After having 

recognised each other as two loyal and brave men, each one of this pretty couple was married for 

life to the other; both became brothers, the one had to defend the other in battling against the 

enemies who threatened him, and at Court against the friends who slandered him. In the absence 

of his companion the other was expected to say to one who should have accused his good brother 

of any disloyalty, wickedness or dark felony, “You have lied by your throat,” and so go into the 

field instantly, so sure was the one of the honour of the other. There is no need to add, that the 

one was always the second of the other in all affairs, good or evil, and that they shared all good 

or evil fortune. They were better than the brothers who are only united by the hazard of nature, 

since they were fraternised by the bonds of an especial sentiment, involuntary and mutual, and 

thus the fraternity of arms has produced splendid characters, as brave as those of the ancient 

Greeks, Romans, or others. . . . But this is not my subject; the history of these things has been 

written by the historians of our country, and everyone knows them. 

Now at this time two young gentlemen of Touraine, of whom one was the Cadet of Maille, 

and the other Sieur de Lavalliere, became brothers-in-arms on the day they gained their spurs. 

They were leaving the house of Monsieur de Montmorency, where they had been nourished with 

the good doctrines of this great Captain, and had shown how contagious is valour in such good 

company, for at the battle of Ravenna they merited the praises of the oldest knights. It was in the 

thick of this fierce fight that Maille, saved by the said Lavalliere, with whom he had had a 

quarrel or two, perceived that this gentleman had a noble heart. As they had each received 

slashes in the doublets, they baptised their fraternity with their blood, and were ministered to 

together in one and the same bed under the tent of Monsieur de Montmorency their master. It is 

necessary to inform you that, contrary to the custom of his family, which was always to have a 

pretty face, the Cadet of Maille was not of a pleasing physiognomy, and had scarcely any beauty 

but that of the devil. For the rest he was lithe as a greyhound, broad shouldered and strongly built 

as King Pepin, who was a terrible antagonist. On the other hand, the Sieur de Lavalliere was a 

dainty fellow, for whom seemed to have been invented rich laces, silken hose, and cancellated 

shoes. His long dark locks were pretty as a lady’s ringlets, and he was, to be brief, a child with 

whom all the women would be glad to play. One day the Dauphine, niece of the Pope, said 

laughingly to the Queen of Navarre, who did not dislike these little jokes, “that this page was a 

plaster to cure every ache,” which caused the pretty little Tourainian to blush, because, being 

only sixteen, he took this gallantry as a reproach. 

Now on his return from Italy the Cadet of Maille found the slipper of marriage ready for his 

foot, which his mother had obtained for him in the person of Mademoiselle d’Annebaut, who 

was a graceful maiden of good appearance, and well furnished with everything, having a 

splendid hotel in the Rue Barbette, with handsome furniture and Italian paintings and many 

considerable lands to inherit. Some days after the death of King Francis—a circumstance which 

planted terror in the heart of everyone, because his said Majesty had died in consequence of an 

attack of the Neapolitan sickness, and that for the future there would be no security even with 

princesses of the highest birth—the above-named Maille was compelled to quit the Court in 

order to go and arrange certain affairs of great importance in Piedmont. You may be sure that he 



was very loath to leave his good wife, so young, so delicate, so sprightly, in the midst of the 

dangers, temptations, snares and pitfalls of this gallant assemblage, which comprised so many 

handsome fellows, bold as eagles, proud of mein, and as fond of women as the people are partial 

to Paschal hams. In this state of intense jealousy everything made him ill at ease; but by dint of 

much thinking, it occurred to him to make sure of his wife in the manner about to be related. He 

invited his good brother-in-arms to come at daybreak on the morning of his departure. Now 

directly he heard Lavalliere’s horse in the courtyard, he leaped out of bed, leaving his sweet and 

fair better-half sleeping that gentle, dreamy, dozing sleep so beloved by dainty ladies and lazy 

people. Lavalliere came to him, and the two companions, hidden in the embrasure of the 

window, greeted each other with a loyal clasp of the hand, and immediately Lavalliere said to 

Maille— 

“I should have been here last night in answer to thy summons, but I had a love suit on with my 

lady, who had given me an assignation; I could in no way fail to keep it, but I quitted her at 

dawn. Shall I accompany thee? I have told her of thy departure, she has promised me to remain 

without any amour; we have made a compact. If she deceives me—well a friend is worth more 

than a mistress!” 

“Oh! my good brother” replied the Maille, quite overcome with these words, “I wish to 

demand of thee a still higher proof of thy brave heart. Wilt thou take charge of my wife, defend 

her against all, be her guide, keep her in check and answer to me for the integrity of my head? 

Thou canst stay here during my absence, in the green-room, and be my wife’s cavalier.” 

Lavalliere knitted his brow and said— 

“It is neither thee nor thy wife that I fear, but evil-minded people, who will take advantage of 

this to entangle us like skeins of silk.” 

“Do not be afraid of me,” replied Maille, clasping Lavalliere to his breast. “If it be the divine 

will of the Almighty that I should have the misfortune to be a cuckold, I should be less grieved if 

it were to your advantage. But by my faith I should die of grief, for my life is bound up in my 

good, young, virtuous wife.” 

Saying which, he turned away his head, in order that Lavalliere should not perceive the tears 

in his eyes; but the fine courtier saw this flow of water, and taking the hand of Maille— 

“Brother,” said he to him, “I swear to thee on my honour as a man, that before anyone lays a 

finger on thy wife, he shall have felt my dagger in the depth of his veins! And unless I should 

die, thou shalt find her on thy return, intact in body if not in heart, because thought is beyond the 

control of gentlemen.” 

“It is then decreed above,” exclaimed Maille, “that I shall always be thy servant and thy 

debtor!” 

Thereupon the comrade departed, in order not to be inundated with the tears, exclamations, 

and other expressions of grief which ladies make use of when saying “Farewell.” Lavalliere 

having conducted him to the gate of the town, came back to the hotel, waited until Marie 

d’Annebaut was out of bed, informed her of the departure of her good husband, and offered to 

place himself at her orders, in such a graceful manner, that the most virtuous woman would have 

been tickled with a desire to keep such a knight to herself. But there was no need of this fine 

paternoster to indoctrinate the lady, seeing that she had listened to the discourse of the two 

friends, and was greatly offended at her husband’s doubt. Alas! God alone is perfect! In all the 

ideas of men there is always a bad side, and it is therefore a great science in life, but an 

impossible science, to take hold of everything, even a stick by the right end. The cause of the 



great difficulty there is in pleasing the ladies is, that there is it in them a thing which is more 

woman than they are, and but for the respect which is due to them, I would use another word. 

Now we should never awaken the phantasy of this malevolent thing. The perfect government of 

woman is a task to rend a man’s heart, and we are compelled to remain in perfect submission to 

them; that is, I imagine, the best manner in which to solve the most agonising enigma of 

marriage. 

Now Marie d’Annebaut was delighted with the bearing and offers of this gallant; but there was 

something in her smile which indicated a malicious idea, and, to speak plainly, the intention of 

putting her young guardian between honour and pleasure; to regale him so with love, to surround 

him with so many little attentions, to pursue him with such warm glances, that he would be 

faithless to friendship, to the advantage of gallantry. 

Everything was in perfect trim for the carrying out of her design, because of the 

companionship which the Sire de Lavalliere would be obliged to have with her during his stay in 

the hotel, and as there is nothing in the world can turn a woman from her whim, at every turn the 

artful jade was ready to catch him in a trap. 

At times she would make him remain seated near her by the fire, until twelve o’clock at night, 

singing soft refrains, and at every opportunity showed her fair shoulders, and the white 

temptations of which her corset was full, and casting upon him a thousand piercing glances, all 

without showing in her face the thoughts that surged in her brain. 

At times she would walk with him in the morning, in the gardens of the hotel, leaning heavily 

upon his arm, pressing it, sighing, and making him tie the laces of her little shoes, which were 

always coming undone in that particular place. Then it would be those soft words and things 

which the ladies understand so well, little attentions paid to a guest, such as coming in to see if 

he were comfortable, if his bed were well made, the room clean, if the ventilation were good, if 

he felt any draughts in the night, if the sun came in during the day, and asking him to forgo none 

of his usual fancies and habits, saying— 

“Are you accustomed to take anything in the morning in bed, such as honey, milk, or spice? 

Do the meal times suit you? I will conform mine to yours: tell me. You are afraid to ask me. 

Come—” 

She accompanied these coddling little attentions with a hundred affected speeches; for 

instance, on coming into the room she would say— 

“I am intruding, send me away. You want to be left alone—I will go.” And always was she 

graciously invited to remain. 

And the cunning Madame always came lightly attired, showing samples of her beauty, which 

would have made a patriarch neigh, even were he as much battered by time as must have been 

Mr. Methusaleh, with his nine hundred and sixty years. 

That good knight being as sharp as a needle, let the lady go on with her tricks, much pleased to 

see her occupy herself with him, since it was so much gained; but like a loyal brother, he always 

called her absent husband to the lady’s mind. 

Now one evening—the day had been very warm—Lavalliere suspecting the lady’s games, told 

her that Maille loved her dearly, that she had in him a man of honour, a gentleman who doted on 

her, and was ticklish on the score of his crown. 

“Why then, if he is so ticklish in this manner, has he placed you here?” 



“Was it not a most prudent thing?” replied he. “Was it not necessary to confide you to some 

defender of your virtue? Not that it needs one save to protect you from wicked men.” 

“Then you are my guardian?” said she. 

“I am proud of it!” exclaimed Lavalliere. 

“Ah!” said she, “he has made a very bad choice.” 

This remark was accompanied by a little look, so lewdly lascivious that the good brother-in-

arms put on, by way of reproach, a severe countenance, and left the fair lady alone, much piqued 

at this refusal to commence love’s conflict. 

She remained in deep meditation, and began to search for the real obstacle that she had 

encountered, for it was impossible that it should enter the mind of any lady, that a gentleman 

could despise that bagatelle which is of such great price and so high value. Now these thoughts 

knitted and joined together so well, one fitting into the other, that out of little pieces she 

constructed a perfect whole, and found herself desperately in love; which should teach the ladies 

never to play with a man’s weapons, seeing that like glue, they always stick to the fingers. 

By this means Marie d’Annebaut came to a conclusion which she should have known at the 

commencement—viz., that to keep clear of her snares, the good knight must be smitten with 

some other lady, and looking round her, to see where her young guest could have found a needle-

case to his taste, she thought of the fair Limeuil, one of Queen Catherine’s maids, of Mesdames 

de Nevers, d’Estree, and de Giac, all of whom were declared friends of Lavalliere, and of the lot 

he must love one to distraction. 

From this belief, she added the motive of jealousy to the others which tempted her to seduce 

her Argus, whom she did not wish to wound, but to perfume, kiss his head, and treat kindly. 

She was certainly more beautiful, young, and more appetising and gentle than her rivals; at 

least, that was the melodious decree of her imaginations. So, urged on by the chords and springs 

of conscience, and physical causes which affect women, she returned to the charge, to commence 

a fresh assault upon the heart of the chevalier, for the ladies like that which is well fortified. 

Then she played the pussy-cat, and nestled up close to him, became so sweetly sociable, and 

wheedled so gently, that one evening when she was in a desponding state, although merry 

enough in her inmost soul, the guardian-brother asked her— 

“What is the matter with you?” 

To which she replied to him dreamily, being listened to by him as the sweetest music— 

That she had married Maille against her heart’s will, and that she was very unhappy; that she 

knew not the sweets of love; that her husband did not understand her, and that her life was full of 

tears. In fact, that she was a maiden in heart and all, since she confessed in marriage she had 

experienced nothing but the reverse of pleasure. And she added, that surely this holy state should 

be full of sweetmeats and dainties of love, because all the ladies hurried into it, and hated and 

were jealous of those who out-bid them, for it cost certain people pretty dear; that she was so 

curious about it that for one good day or night of love, she would give her life, and always be 

obedient to her lover without a murmur; but that he with whom she would sooner than all others 

try the experiment would not listen to her; that, nevertheless, the secret of their love might be 

kept eternally, so great was her husband’s confidence in him, and that finally if he still refused it 

would kill her. 

And all these paraphrases of the common canticle known to the ladies at their birth were 

ejaculated between a thousand pauses, interrupted with sighs torn from the heart, ornamented 



with quiverings, appeals to heaven, upturned eyes, sudden blushings and clutchings at her hair. 

In fact, no ingredient of temptation was lacking in the dish, and at the bottom of all these words 

there was a nipping desire which embellished even its blemishes. The good knight fell at the 

lady’s feet, and weeping took them and kissed them, and you may be sure the good woman was 

quite delighted to let him kiss them, and even without looking too carefully to see what she was 

going to do, she abandoned her dress to him, knowing well that to keep it from sweeping the 

ground it must be taken at the bottom to raise it; but it was written that for that evening she 

should be good, for the handsome Lavalliere said to her with despair— 

“Ah, madame, I am an unfortunate man and a wretch.” 

“Not at all,” said she. 

“Alas, the joy of loving you is denied to me.” 

“How?” said she. 

“I dare not confess my situation to you!” 

“Is it then very bad?” 

“Ah, you will be ashamed of me!” 

“Speak, I will hide my face in my hands,” and the cunning madame hid her face is such a way 

that she could look at her well-beloved between her fingers. 

“Alas!” said he, “the other evening when you addressed me in such gracious words, I was so 

treacherously inflamed, that not knowing my happiness to be so near, and not daring to confess 

my flame to you, I ran to a Bordel where all the gentleman go, and there for love of you, and to 

save the honour of my brother whose head I should blush to dishonour, I was so badly infected 

that I am in great danger of dying of the Italian sickness.” 

The lady, seized with terror, gave vent to the cry of a woman in labour, and with great 

emotion, repulsed him with a gentle little gesture. Poor Lavalliere, finding himself in so pitiable 

state, went out of the room, but he had not even reached the tapestries of the door, when Marie 

d’Annebaut again contemplated him, saying to herself, “Ah! what a pity!” Then she fell into a 

state of great melancholy, pitying in herself the gentleman, and became the more in love with 

him because he was fruit three times forbidden. 

“But for Maille,” said she to him, one evening that she thought him handsomer than unusual, 

“I would willingly take your disease. Together we should then have the same terrors.” 

“I love you too well,” said the brother, “not to be good.” 

And he left her to go to his beautiful Limeuil. You can imagine that being unable to refuse to 

receive the burning glances of the lady, during meal times, and the evenings, there was a fire 

nourished that warmed them both, but she was compelled to live without touching her cavalier, 

otherwise than with her eyes. Thus occupied, Marie d’Annebaut was fortified at every point 

against the gallants of the Court, for there are no bounds so impassable as those of love, and no 

better guardian; it is like the devil, he whom it has in its clutches it surrounds with flames. One 

evening, Lavalliere having escorted his friend’s wife to a dance given by Queen Catherine, he 

danced with the fair Limeuil, with whom he was madly in love. At that time the knights carried 

on their amours bravely two by two, and even in troops. Now all the ladies were jealous of La 

Limeuil, who at that time was thinking of yielding to the handsome Lavalliere. Before taking 

their places in the quadrille, she had given him the sweetest of assignations for the morrow, 

during the hunt. Our great Queen Catherine, who from political motives fermented these loves 



and stirred them up, like pastrycooks make the oven fires burn by poking, glanced at all the 

pretty couples interwoven in the quadrille, and said to her husband— 

“When they combat here, can they conspire against you, eh?” 

“Ah! but the Protestants?” 

“Bah! have them here as well,” said she, laughing. “Why, look at Lavalliere, who is suspected 

to be a Huguenot; he is converted by my dear little Limeuil, who does not play her cards badly 

for a young lady of sixteen. He will soon have her name down in his list.” 

“Ah, Madame! do not believe it,” said Marie d’Annebaut, “he is ruined through that same 

sickness of Naples which made you queen.” 

At this artless confession, Catherine, the fair Diana, and the king, who were sitting together, 

burst out laughing, and the thing ran round the room. This brought endless shame and mockery 

upon Lavalliere. The poor gentleman, pointed at by everyone, soon wished somebody else in his 

shoes, for La Limeuil, who his rivals had not been slow laughingly to warn of her danger, 

appeared to shrink from her lover, so rapid was the spread, and so violent the apprehensions of 

this nasty disease. Thus Lavalliere found himself abandoned by everyone like a leper. The king 

made an offensive remark, and the good knight quitted the ball-room, followed by poor Marie in 

despair at the speech. She had in every way ruined the man she loved: she had destroyed his 

honour, and marred his life, since the physicians and master surgeons advance as a fact, 

incapable of contradiction, that persons Italianised by this love sickness, lost through it their 

greatest attractions, as well as their generative powers, and their bones went black. 

Thus no woman would bind herself in legitimate marriage with the finest gentlemen in the 

kingdom if he were only suspected of being one of those whom Master Frances Rabelais named 

“his very precious scabby ones. . . . .” 

As the handsome knight was very silent and melancholy, his companion said to him on the 

road home from Hercules House, where the fete had been held— 

“My dear lord, I have done you a great mischief.” 

“Ah, madame!” replied Lavalliere, “my hurt is curable; but into what a predicament have you 

fallen? You should not have been aware of the danger of my love.” 

“Ah!” said she, “I am sure now always to have you to myself; in exchange for this great 

obloquy and dishonour, I will be forever your friend, your hostess, and your lady-love—more 

than that, your servant. My determination is to devote myself to you and efface the traces of this 

shame; to cure you by a watch and ward; and if the learned in these matters declare that the 

disease has such a hold of you that it will kill you like our defunct sovereign, I must still have 

your company in order to die gloriously in dying of your complaint. Even then,” said she, 

weeping, “that will not be penance enough to atone for the wrong I have done you.” 

These words were accompanied with big tears; her virtuous heart waxed faint, she fell to the 

ground exhausted. Lavalliere, terrified, caught her and placed his hand upon her heart, below a 

breast of matchless beauty. The lady revived at the warmth of this beloved hand, experiencing 

such exquisite delights as nearly to make her again unconscious. 

“Alas!” said she, “this sly and superficial caress will be for the future the only pleasure of our 

love. It will still be a hundred times better than the joys which poor Maille fancies he is 

bestowing on me. . . . Leave your hand there,” said she; “verily it is upon my soul, and touches 

it.” 



At these words the knight was in a pitiful plight, and innocently confessed to the Lady that he 

experienced so much pleasure at this touch that the pains of his malady increased, and that death 

was preferable to this martyrdom. 

“Let us die then,” said she. 

But the litter was in the courtyard of the hotel, and as the means of death was not handy, each 

one slept far from the other, heavily weighed down with love, Lavalliere having lost his fair 

Limeuil, and Marie d’Annebaut having gained pleasures without parallel. 

From this affair, which was quite unforeseen, Lavalliere found himself under the ban of love 

and marriage and dared no longer appear in public, and he found how much it costs to guard the 

virtue of a woman; but the more honour and virtue he displayed the more pleasure did he 

experience in these great sacrifices offered at the shrine of brotherhood. Nevertheless, his duty 

was very bitter, very ticklish, and intolerable to perform, towards the last days of his guard. And 

in this way. 

The confession of her love, which she believed was returned, the wrong done by her to her 

cavalier, and the experience of an unknown pleasure, emboldened the fair Marie, who fell into a 

platonic love, gently tempered with those little indulgences in which there is no danger. From 

this cause sprang the diabolical pleasures of the game invented by the ladies, who since the death 

of Francis the First feared the contagion, but wished to gratify their lovers. To these cruel 

delights, in order to properly play his part, Lavalliere could not refuse his sanction. Thus every 

evening the mournful Marie would attach her guest to her petticoats, holding his hand, kissing 

him with burning glances, her cheek placed gently against his, and during this virtuous embrace, 

in which the knight was held like the devil by a holy water brush, she told him of her great love, 

which was boundless since it stretched through the infinite spaces of unsatisfied desire. All the 

fire with which the ladies endow their substantial amours, when the night has no other lights than 

their eyes, she transferred into the mystic motions of her head, the exultations of her soul, and the 

ecstasies of her heart. Then, naturally, and with the delicious joy of two angels united by thought 

alone, they intoned together those sweet litanies repeated by the lovers of the period in honour of 

love—anthems which the abbot of Theleme has paragraphically saved from oblivion by 

engraving them on the walls of his Abbey, situated, according to master Alcofribas, in our land 

of Chinon, where I have seen them in Latin, and have translated them for the benefit of 

Christians. 

“Alas!” said Marie d’Annebaut, “thou art my strength and my life, my joy and my treasure.” 

“And you,” replied he “you are a pearl, an angel.” 

“Thou art my seraphim.” 

“You my soul.” 

“Thou my God.” 

“You my evening star and morning star, my honour, my beauty, my universe.” 

“Thou my great my divine master.” 

“You my glory, my faith, my religion.” 

“Thou my gentle one, my handsome one, my courageous one, my dear one, my cavalier, my 

defender, my king, my love.” 

“You my fairy, the flower of my days, the dream of my nights.” 

“Thou my thought at every moment.” 



“You the delights of my eyes.” 

“Thou the voice of my soul.” 

“You my light by day.” 

“Thou my glimmer in the night.” 

“You the best beloved among women.” 

“Thou the most adored of men.” 

“You my blood, a myself better than myself.” 

“Thou art my heart, my lustre.” 

“You my saint, my only joy.” 

“I yield thee the palm of love, and how great so’er mine be, I believe thou lovest me still more, 

for thou art the lord.” 

“No; the palm is yours, my goddess, my Virgin Marie.” 

“No; I am thy servant, thine handmaiden, a nothing thou canst crush to atoms.” 

“No, no! it is I who am your slave, your faithful page, whom you see as a breath of air, upon 

whom you can walk as on a carpet. My heart is your throne.” 

“No, dearest, for thy voice transfigures me.” 

“Your regard burns me.” 

“I see but thee.” 

“I love but you.” 

“Oh! put thine hand upon my heart—only thine hand—and thou will see me pale, when my 

blood shall have taken the heat of thine.” 

Then during these struggles their eyes, already ardent, flamed still more brightly, and the good 

knight was a little the accomplice of the pleasure which Marie d’Annebaut took in feeling his 

hand upon her heart. Now, as in this light embrace all their strength was put forth, all their 

desires strained, all their ideas of the thing concentrated, it happened that the knight’s transport 

reached a climax. Their eyes wept warm tears, they seized each other hard and fast as fire seizes 

houses; but that was all. Lavalliere had promised to return safe and sound to his friend the body 

only, not the heart. 

When Maille announced his return, it was quite time, since no virtue could avoid melting upon 

this gridiron; and the less licence the lovers had, the more pleasure they had in their fantasies. 

Leaving Marie d’Annebaut, the good companion in arms went as far as Bondy to meet his 

friend, to help him to pass through the forest without accident, and the two brothers slept 

together, according to the ancient custom, in the village of Bondy. 

There, in their bed, they recounted to each other, one of the adventures of his journey, the 

other the gossip of the camp, stories of gallantry, and the rest. But Maille’s first question was 

touching Marie d’Annebaut, whom Lavalliere swore to be intact in that precious place where the 

honour of husbands is lodged; at which the amorous Maille was highly delighted. 

On the morrow, they were all three re-united, to the great disgust of Marie, who, with the high 

jurisprudence of women, made a great fuss with her good husband, but with her finger she 

indicated her heart in an artless manner to Lavalliere, as one who said, “This is thine!” 



At supper Lavalliere announced his departure for the wars. Maille was much grieved at this 

resolution, and wished to accompany his brother; that Lavalliere refused him point blank. 

“Madame,” said he to Marie d’Annebaut, “I love you more than life, but not more than 

honour.” 

He turned pale saying this, and Madame de Maille blanched hearing him, because never in 

their amorous dalliance had there been so much true love as in this speech. Maille insisted on 

keeping his friend company as far as Meaux. When he came back he was talking over with his 

wife the unknown reasons and secret causes of this departure, when Marie, who suspected the 

grief of poor Lavalliere said, “I know: he is ashamed to stop here because he has the Neapolitan 

sickness.” 

“He!” said Maille, quite astonished. “I saw him when we were in bed together at Bondy the 

other evening, and yesterday at Meaux. There’s nothing the matter with him; he is as sound as a 

bell.” 

The lady burst into tears, admiring this great loyalty, the sublime resignation to his oath, and 

the extreme sufferings of this internal passion. But as she still kept her love in the recesses of her 

heart, she died when Lavalliere fell before Metz, as has been elsewhere related by Messire 

Bourdeilles de Brantome in his tittle-tattle. 

 

 

 

  



THE VICAR OF AZAY-LE-RIDEAU 

In those days the priests no longer took any woman in legitimate marriage, but kept good 

mistresses as pretty as they could get; which custom has since been interdicted by the council, as 

everyone knows, because, indeed, it was not pleasant that the private confessions of people 

should be retold to a wench who would laugh at them, besides the other secret doctrines, 

ecclesiastical arrangements, and speculations which are part and parcel of the politics of the 

Church of Rome. The last priest in our country who theologically kept a woman in his 

parsonage, regaling her with his scholastic love, was a certain vicar of Azay-le-Ridel, a place 

later on most aptly named as Azay-le-Brule, and now Azay-le-Rideau, whose castle is one of the 

marvels of Touraine. Now this said period, when the women were not averse to the odour of the 

priesthood, is not so far distant as some may think, Monsieur D’Orgemont, son of the preceding 

bishop, still held the see of Paris, and the great quarrels of the Armagnacs had not finished. To 

tell the truth, this vicar did well to have his vicarage in that age, since he was well shapen, of a 

high colour, stout, big, strong, eating and drinking like a convalescent, and indeed, was always 

rising from a little malady that attacked him at certain times; and, later on, he would have been 

his own executioner, had he determined to observe his canonical continence. Add to this that he 

was a Tourainian, id est, dark, and had in his eyes flame to light, and water to quench all the 

domestic furnaces that required lighting or quenching; and never since at Azay has been such 

vicar seen! A handsome vicar was he, square-shouldered, fresh coloured, always blessing and 

chuckling, preferred weddings and christenings to funerals, a good joker, pious in Church, and a 

man in everything. There have been many vicars who have drunk well and eaten well; others 

who have blessed abundantly and chuckled consumedly; but all of them together would hardly 

make up the sterling worth of this aforesaid vicar; and he alone has worthily filled his post with 

benedictions, has held it with joy, and in it has consoled the afflicted, all so well, that no one saw 

him come out of his house without wishing to be in his heart, so much was he beloved. It was he 

who first said in a sermon that the devil was not so black as he was painted, and who for 

Madame de Cande transformed partridges into fish saying that the perch of the Indre were 

partridges of the river, and, on the other hand, partridges perch in the air. He never played artful 

tricks under the cloak of morality, and often said, jokingly, he would rather be in a good bed then 

in anybody’s will, that he had plenty of everything, and wanted nothing. As for the poor and 

suffering, never did those who came to ask for wool at the vicarage go away shorn, for his hand 

was always in his pocket, and he melted (he who in all else was so firm) at the sight of all this 

misery and infirmity, and he endeavoured to heal all their wounds. There have been many good 

stories told concerning this king of vicars. It was he who caused such hearty laughter at the 

wedding of the lord of Valennes, near Sacche. The mother of the said lord had a good deal to do 

with the victuals, roast meats and other delicacies, of which there was sufficient quantity to feed 

a small town at least, and it is true, at the same time, that people came to the wedding from 

Montbazon, from Tours, from Chinon, from Langeais, and from everywhere, and stopped eight 

days. 

Now the good vicar, as he was going into the room where the company were enjoying 

themselves, met the little kitchen boy, who wished to inform Madame that all the elementary 

substances and fat rudiments, syrups, and sauces, were in readiness for a pudding of great 

delicacy, the secret compilation, mixing, and manipulation of which she wished herself to 

superintend, intending it as a special treat for her daughter-in-law’s relations. Our vicar gave the 

boy a tap on the cheek, telling him that he was too greasy and dirty to show himself to people of 



high rank, and that he himself would deliver the said message. The merry fellow pushes open the 

door, shapes the fingers of his left hand into the form of a sheath, and moves gently therein the 

middle finger of his right, at the same time looking at the lady of Valennes, and saying to her, 

“Come, all is ready.” Those who did not understand the affair burst out laughing to see Madame 

get up and go to the vicar, because she knew he referred to the pudding, and not to that which the 

others imagined. 

But a true story is that concerning the manner in which this worthy pastor lost his mistress, to 

whom the ecclesiastical authorities allowed no successor; but, as for that, the vicar did not want 

for domestic utensils. In the parish everyone thought it an honour to lend him theirs, the more 

readily because he was not the man to spoil anything, and was careful to clean them out 

thoroughly, the dear man. But here are the facts. One evening the good man came home to 

supper with a melancholy face, because he had just put into the ground a good farmer, whose 

death came about in a strange manner, and is still frequently talked about in Azay. Seeing that he 

only ate with the end of his teeth, and turned up his nose at a dish of tripe, which had been 

cooked in his own special manner, his good woman said to him— 

“Have you passed before the Lombard (see Master Cornelius, passim), met two black crows, 

or seen the dead man turn in his grave, that you are so upset?” 

“Oh! Oh!” 

“Has anyone deceived you?” 

“Ha! Ha!” 

“Come, tell me!” 

“My dear, I am still quite overcome at the death of poor Cochegrue, and there is not at the 

present moment a good housewife’s tongue or a virtuous cuckold’s lips that are not talking about 

it.” 

“And what was it?” 

“Listen! This poor Cochegrue was returning from market, having sold his corn and two fat 

pigs. He was riding his pretty mare, who, near Azay, commenced to caper about without the 

slightest cause, and poor Cochegrue trotted and ambled along counting his profits. At the corner 

of the old road of the Landes de Charlemagne, they came upon a stallion kept by the Sieur de la 

Carte, in a field, in order to have a good breed of horses, because the said animal was fleet of 

foot, as handsome as an abbot, and so high and mighty that the admiral who came to see it, said 

it was a beast of the first quality. This cursed horse scented the pretty mare; like a cunning beast, 

neither neighed nor gave vent to any equine ejaculation, but when she was close to the road, 

leaped over forty rows of vines and galloped after her, pawing the ground with his iron shoes, 

discharging the artillery of a lover who longs for an embrace, giving forth sounds to set the 

strongest teeth on edge, and so loudly, that the people of Champy heard it and were much 

terrified thereat. 

“Cochegrue, suspecting the affair, makes for the moors, spurs his amorous mare, relying upon 

her rapid pace, and indeed, the good mare understands, obeys, and flies—flies like a bird, but a 

bowshot off follows the blessed horse, thundering along the road like a blacksmith beating iron, 

and at full speed, his mane flying in the wind, replying to the sound of the mare’s swift gallop 

with his terrible pat-a-pan! pat-a-pan! Then the good farmer, feeling death following him in the 

love of the beast, spurs anew his mare, and harder still she gallops, until at last, pale and half 

dead with fear, he reaches the outer yard of his farmhouse, but finding the door of the stable shut 



he cries, ‘Help here! Wife!’ Then he turned round on his mare, thinking to avoid the cursed beast 

whose love was burning, who was wild with passion, and growing more amorous every moment, 

to the great danger of the mare. His family, horrified at the danger, did not go to open the stable 

door, fearing the strange embrace and the kicks of the iron-shod lover. At last, Cochegrue’s wife 

went, but just as the good mare was half way through the door, the cursed stallion seized her, 

squeezed her, gave her a wild greeting, with his two legs gripped her, pinched her and held her 

tight, and at the same time so kneaded and knocked about Cochegrue that there was only found 

of him a shapeless mass, crushed like a nut after the oil has been distilled from it. It was 

shocking to see him squashed alive and mingling his cries with the loud love-sighs of the horse.” 

“Oh! the mare!” exclaimed the vicar’s good wench. 

“What!” said the priest astonished. 

“Certainly. You men wouldn’t have cracked a plumstone for us.” 

“There,” answered the vicar, “you wrong me.” The good man threw her so angrily upon the 

bed, attacked and treated her so violently that she split into pieces, and died immediately without 

either surgeons or physicians being able to determine the manner in which the solution of 

continuity was arrived at, so violently disjointed were the hinges and mesial partitions. You can 

imagine that he was a proud man, and a splendid vicar as has been previously stated. 

The good people of the country, even the women, agreed that he was not to blame, but that his 

conduct was warranted by the circumstances. 

From this, perhaps, came the proverb so much in use at that time, Que l’aze le saille! The 

which proverb is really so much coarser in its actual wording, that out of respect for the ladies I 

will not mention it. But this was not the only clever thing that this great and noble vicar 

achieved, for before this misfortune he did such a stroke of business that no robbers dare ask him 

how many angels he had in his pocket, even had they been twenty strong and over to attack him. 

One evening when his good woman was still with him, after supper, during which he had 

enjoyed his goose, his wench, his wine, and everything, and was reclining in his chair thinking 

where he could build a new barn for the tithes, a message came for him from the lord of Sacche, 

who was giving up the ghost and wished to reconcile himself with God, receive the sacrament, 

and go through the usual ceremonies. “He is a good man and loyal lord. I will go.” said he. 

Thereupon he passed into the church, took the silver box where the blessed bread is, rang the 

little bell himself in order not to wake the clerk, and went lightly and willingly along the roads. 

Near the Gue-droit, which is a valley leading to the Indre across the moors, our good vicar 

perceived a high toby. And what is a high toby? It is a clerk of St. Nicholas. Well, what is that? 

That means a person who sees clearly on a dark night, instructs himself by examining and 

turning over purses, and takes his degrees on the high road. Do you understand now? Well then, 

the high toby waited for the silver box, which he knew to be of great value. 

“Oh! oh!” said the priest, putting down the sacred vase on a stone at the corner of the bridge, 

“stop thou there without moving.” 

Then he walked up to the robber, tipped him up, seized his loaded stick, and when the rascal 

got up to struggle with him, he gutted him with a blow well planted in the middle of his stomach. 

Then he picked up the viaticum again, saying bravely to it: “Ah! If I had relied upon thy 

providence, we should have been lost.” Now to utter these impious words on the road to Sacche 

was mere waste of breath, seeing that he addressed them not to God, but to the Archbishop of 

Tours, who have once severely rebuked him, threatened him with suspension, and admonished 

him before the Chapter for having publicly told certain lazy people that a good harvest was not 



due to the grace of God, but to skilled labour and hard work—a doctrine which smelt of the 

fagot. And indeed he was wrong, because the fruits of the earth have need both of one and the 

other; but he died in this heresy, for he could never understand how crops could come without 

digging, if God so willed it—a doctrine that learned men have since proved to be true, by 

showing that formerly wheat grew very well without the aid of man. I cannot leave this splendid 

model of a pastor without giving here one of the acts of his life, which proves with what fervour 

he imitated the saints in the division of their goods and mantles, which they gave formerly to the 

poor and the passers-by. One day, returning from Tours, where he had been paying his respects 

to the official, mounted on his mule, he was nearing Azay. On the way, just out side Ballan, he 

met a pretty girl on foot, and was grieved to see a woman travelling like a dog; the more so as 

she was visibly fatigued, and could scarcely raise one foot before the other. He whistled to her 

softly, and the pretty wench turned round and stopped. The good priest, who was too good a 

sportsman to frighten the birds, especially the hooded ones, begged her so gently to ride behind 

him on his mule, and in so polite a fashion, that the lass got up; not without making those little 

excuses and grimaces that they all make when one invites them to eat, or to take what they like. 

The sheep paired off with the shepherd, the mule jogged along after the fashion of mules, while 

the girl slipped now this way now that, riding so uncomfortably that the priest pointed out to her, 

after leaving Ballan, that she had better hold on to him; and immediately my lady put her plump 

arms around the waist of her cavalier, in a modest and timorous manner. 

“There, you don’t slip about now. Are you comfortable?” said the vicar. 

“Yes, I am comfortable. Are you?” 

“I?” said the priest, “I am better than that.” 

And, in fact, he was quite at his ease, and was soon gently warmed in the back by two 

projections which rubbed against it, and at last seemed as though they wished to imprint 

themselves between his shoulder blades, which would have been a pity, as that was not the place 

for this white merchandise. By degrees the movement of mule brought into conjunction the 

internal warmth of these two good riders, and their blood coursed more quickly through their 

veins, seeing that it felt the motion of the mule as well as their own; and thus the good wench 

and the vicar finished by knowing each other’s thoughts, but not those of the mule. When they 

were both acclimatised, he with her and she with him, they felt an internal disturbance which 

resolved itself into secret desires. 

“Ah!” said the vicar, turning round to his companion, “here is a fine cluster of trees which has 

grown very thick.” 

“It is too near the road,” replied the girl. “Bad boys have cut the branches, and the cows have 

eaten the young leaves.” 

“Are you not married?” asked the vicar, trotting his animal again. 

“No,” said she. 

“Not at all?” 

“I’faith! No!” 

“What a shame, at your age!” 

“You are right, sir; but you see, a poor girl who has had a child is a bad bargain.” 

Then the good vicar taking pity on such ignorance, and knowing that the canons say among 

other things that pastors should indoctrinate their flock and show them the duties and 

responsibilities of this life, he thought he would only be discharging the functions of his office 



by showing her the burden she would have one day to bear. Then he begged her gently not be 

afraid, for if she would have faith in his loyalty no one should ever know of the marital 

experiment which he proposed then and there to perform with her; and as, since passing Ballan 

the girl had thought of nothing else; as her desire had been carefully sustained, and augmented 

by the warm movements of the animal, she replied harshly to the vicar, “if you talk thus I will 

get down.” Then the good vicar continued his gentle requests so well that on reaching the wood 

of Azay the girl wished to get down, and the priest got down there too, for it was not across a 

horse that this discussion could be finished. Then the virtuous maiden ran into the thickest part of 

the wood to get away from the vicar, calling out, “Oh, you wicked man, you shan’t know where I 

am.” 

The mule arrived in a glade where the grass was good, the girl tumbled down over a root and 

blushed. The good vicar came to her, and there as he had rung the bell for mass he went through 

the service for her, and both freely discounted the joys of paradise. The good priest had it in his 

heart to thoroughly instruct her, and found his pupil very docile, as gentle in mind as soft in the 

flesh, a perfect jewel. Therefore was he much aggrieved at having so much abridged the lessons 

by giving it at Azay, seeing that he would have been quite willing to recommence it, like all of 

precentors who say the same thing over and over again to their pupils. 

“Ah! little one,” cried the good man, “why did you make so much fuss that we only came to 

an understanding close to Azay?” 

“Ah!” said she, “I belong to Bellan.” 

To be brief, I must tell you that when this good man died in his vicarage there was a great 

number of people, children and others, who came, sorrowful, afflicted, weeping, and grieved, 

and all exclaimed, “Ah! we have lost our father.” And the girls, the widows, the wives and little 

girls looked at each other, regretting him more than a friend, and said, “He was more than a 

priest, he was a man!” Of these vicars the seed is cast to the winds, and they will never be 

reproduced in spite of the seminaries. 

Why, even the poor, to whom his savings were left, found themselves still the losers, and an 

old cripple whom he had succoured hobbled into the churchyard, crying “I don’t die! I don’t!” 

meaning to say, “Why did not death take me in his place?” This made some of the people laugh, 

at which the shade of the good vicar would certainly not have been displeased. 

 

 

 

  



THE REPROACH 

The fair laundress of Portillon-les-Tours, of whom a droll saying has already been given in 

this book, was a girl blessed with as much cunning as if she had stolen that of six priests and 

three women at least. She did not want for sweethearts, and had so many that one would have 

compared them, seeing them around her, to bees swarming of an evening towards their hive. An 

old silk dyer, who lived in the Rue St. Montfumier, and there possessed a house of scandalous 

magnificence, coming from his place at La Grenadiere, situated on the fair borders of St. Cyr, 

passed on horseback through Portillon in order to gain the Bridge of Tours. By reason of the 

warmth of the evening, he was seized with a wild desire on seeing the pretty washerwoman 

sitting upon her door-step. Now as for a very long time he had dreamed of this pretty maid, his 

resolution was taken to make her his wife, and in a short time she was transformed from a 

washerwoman into a dyer’s wife, a good townswoman, with laces, fine linen, and furniture to 

spare, and was happy in spite of the dyer, seeing that she knew very well how to manage him. 

The good dyer had for a crony a silk machinery manufacturer who was small in stature, 

deformed for life, and full of wickedness. So on the wedding-day he said to the dyer, “You have 

done well to marry, my friend, we shall have a pretty wife!”; and a thousand sly jokes, such as it 

is usual to address to a bridegroom. 

In fact, this hunchback courted the dyer’s wife, who from her nature, caring little for badly 

built people, laughed to scorn the request of the mechanician, and joked him about the springs, 

engines, and spools of which his shop was full. However, this great love of the hunchback was 

rebuffed by nothing, and became so irksome to the dyer’s wife that she resolved to cure it by a 

thousand practical jokes. One evening, after the sempiternal pursuit, she told her lover to come to 

the back door and towards midnight she would open everything to him. Now note, this was on a 

winter’s night; the Rue St. Montfumier is close to the Loire, and in this corner there continually 

blow in winter, winds sharp as a hundred needle-points. The good hunchback, well muffled up in 

his mantle, failed not to come, and trotted up and down to keep himself warm while waiting for 

the appointed hour. Towards midnight he was half frozen, as fidgety as thirty-two devils caught 

in a stole, and was about to give up his happiness, when a feeble light passed by the cracks of the 

window and came down towards the little door. 

“Ah, it is she!” said he. 

And this hope warned him once more. Then he got close to the door, and heard a little voice— 

“Are you there?” said the dyer’s wife to him. 

“Yes.” 

“Cough, that I may see.” 

The hunchback began to cough. 

“It is not you.” 

Then the hunchback said aloud— 

“How do you mean, it is not I? Do you not recognise my voice? Open the door!” 

“Who’s there?” said the dyer, opening the window. 

“There, you have awakened my husband, who returned from Amboise unexpectedly this 

evening.” 

Thereupon the dyer, seeing by the light of the moon a man at the door, threw a big pot of cold 

water over him, and cried out, “Thieves! thieves!” in such a manner that the hunchback was 



forced to run away; but in his fear he failed to clear the chain stretched across the bottom of the 

road and fell into the common sewer, which the sheriff had not then replaced by a sluice to 

discharge the mud into the Loire. In this bath the mechanician expected every moment to breathe 

his last, and cursed the fair Tascherette, for her husband’s name being Taschereau, she was so 

called by way of a little joke by the people of Tours. 

Carandas—for so was named the manufacturer of machines to weave, to spin, to spool, and to 

wind the silk—was not sufficiently smitten to believe in the innocence of the dyer’s wife, and 

swore a devilish hate against her. But some days afterwards, when he had recovered from his 

wetting in the dyer’s drain he came up to sup with his old comrade. Then the dyer’s wife 

reasoned with him so well, flavoured her words with so much honey, and wheedled him with so 

many fair promises, that he dismissed his suspicions. 

He asked for a fresh assignation, and the fair Tascherette with the face of a woman whose 

mind is dwelling on a subject, said to him, “Come tomorrow evening; my husband will be 

staying some days at Chinonceaux. The queen wishes to have some of her old dresses dyed and 

would settle the colours with him. It will take some time.” 

Carandas put on his best clothes, failed not to keep the appointment, appeared at the time 

fixed, and found a good supper prepared, lampreys, wine of Vouvray, fine white napkins—for it 

was not necessary to remonstrate with the dyer’s wife on the colour of her linen—and everything 

so well prepared that it was quite pleasant to him to see the dishes of fresh eels, to smell the good 

odour of the meats, and to admire a thousand little nameless things about the room, and La 

Tascherette fresh and appetising as an apple on a hot day. Now, the mechanician, excited to 

excess by these warm preparations, was on the point of attacking the charms of the dyer’s wife, 

when Master Taschereau gave a loud knock at the street door. 

“Ha!” said madame, “what has happened? Put yourself in the clothes chest, for I have been 

much abused respecting you; and if my husband finds you, he may undo you; he is so violent in 

his temper.” 

And immediately she thrust the hunchback into the chest, and went quickly to her good 

husband, whom she knew well would be back from Chinonceaux to supper. Then the dyer was 

kissed warmly on both his eyes and on both his ears and he caught his good wife to him and 

bestowed upon her two hearty smacks with his lips that sounded all over the room. Then the pair 

sat down to supper, talked together and finished by going to bed; and the mechanician heard all, 

though obliged to remain crumpled up, and not to cough or to make a single movement. He was 

in with the linen, crushed up as close as a sardine in a box, and had about as much air as he 

would have had at the bottom of a river; but he had, to divert him, the music of love, the sighs of 

the dyer, and the little jokes of La Tascherette. At last, when he fancied his old comrade was 

asleep, he made an attempt to get out of the chest. 

“Who is there?” said the dyer. 

“What is the matter my little one?” said his wife, lifting her nose above the counterpane. 

“I heard a scratching,” said the good man. 

“We shall have rain to-morrow; it’s the cat,” replied his wife. 

The good husband put his head back upon the pillow after having been gently embraced by his 

spouse. “There, my dear, you are a light sleeper. It’s no good trying to make a proper husband of 

you. There, be good. Oh! oh! my little papa, your nightcap is on one side. There, put it on the 

other way, for you must look pretty even when you are asleep. There! are you all right?” 



“Yes.” 

“Are you sleep?” said she, giving him a kiss. 

“Yes.” 

In the morning the dyer’s wife came softly and let out the mechanician, who was whiter than a 

ghost. 

“Give me air, give me air!” said he. 

And away he ran cured of his love, but with as much hate in his heart as a pocket could hold of 

black wheat. The said hunchback left Tours and went to live in the town of Bruges, where certain 

merchants had sent for him to arrange the machinery for making hauberks. 

During his long absence, Carandas, who had Moorish blood in his veins, since he was 

descended from an ancient Saracen left half dead after the great battle which took place between 

the Moors and the French in the commune of Bellan (which is mentioned in the preceding tale), 

in which place are the Landes of Charlemagne, where nothing grows because of the cursed 

wretches and infidels there interred, and where the grass disagrees even with the cows—this 

Carandas never rose up or lay down in a foreign land without thinking of how he could give 

strength to his desires of vengeance; and he was dreaming always of it, and wishing nothing less 

than the death of the fair washerwoman of Portillon and often would cry out “I will eat her flesh! 

I will cook one of her breasts, and swallow it without sauce!” It was a tremendous hate of good 

constitution—a cardinal hate—a hate of a wasp or an old maid. It was all known hates moulded 

into one single hate, which boiled itself, concocted itself, and resolved self into an elixir of 

wicked and diabolical sentiments, warmed at the fire of the most flaming furnaces of hell—it 

was, in fact, a master hate. 

Now one fine day, the said Carandas came back into Touraine with much wealth, that he 

brought from the country of Flanders, where he had sold his mechanical secrets. He bought a 

splendid house in Rue St. Montfumier, which is still to be seen, and is the astonishment of the 

passers-by, because it has certain very queer round humps fashioned upon the stones of the wall. 

Carandas, the hater, found many notable changes at the house of his friend, the dyer, for the good 

man had two sweet children, who, by a curious chance, presented no resemblance either to the 

mother or to the father. But as it is necessary that children bear a resemblance to someone, there 

are certain people who look for the features of their ancestors, when they are good-looking—the 

flatters. So it was found by the good husband that his two boys were like one of his uncles, 

formerly a priest at Notre Dame de l’Egrignolles, but according to certain jokers, these two 

children were the living portraits of a good-looking shaven crown officiating in the Church of 

Notre Dame la Riche, a celebrated parish situated between Tours and Plessis. Now, believe one 

thing, and inculcate it upon your minds, and when in this book you shall only have gleaned, 

gathered, extracted, and learned this one principle of truth, look upon yourself as a lucky man—

namely, that a man can never dispense with his nose, id est, that a man will always be snotty—

that is to say, he will remain a man, and thus will continue throughout all future centuries to 

laugh and drink, to find himself in his shirt without feeling either better or worse there, and will 

have the same occupations. But these preparatory ideas are to better to fix in the understanding 

that this two-footed soul will always accept as true those things which flatter his passions, caress 

his hates, or serve his amours: from this comes logic. So it was that, the first day the above-

mentioned Carandas saw his old comrade’s children, saw the handsome priest, saw the beautiful 

wife of the dyer, saw La Taschereau, all seated at the table, and saw to his detriment the best 

piece of lamprey given with a certain air by La Tascherette to her friend the priest, the 



mechanician said to himself, “My old friend is a cuckold, his wife intrigues with the little 

confessor, and the children have been begotten with his holy water. I’ll show them that the 

hunchbacks have something more than other men.” 

And this was true—true as it is that Tours has always had its feet in the Loire, like a pretty girl 

who bathes herself and plays with the water, making a flick-flack, by beating the waves with her 

fair white hands; for the town is more smiling, merry, loving, fresh, flowery, and fragrant than all 

the other towns of the world, which are not worthy to comb her locks or to buckle her waistband. 

And be sure if you go there you will find, in the centre of it, a sweet place, in which is a delicious 

street where everyone promenades, where there is always a breeze, shade, sun, rain, and love. 

Ha! ha! laugh away, but go there. It is a street always new, always royal, always imperial—a 

patriotic street, a street with two paths, a street open at both ends, a wide street, a street so large 

that no one has ever cried, “Out of the way!” there. A street which does not wear out, a street 

which leads to the abbey of Grand-mont, and to a trench, which works very well with the bridge, 

and at the end of which is a finer fair ground. A street well paved, well built, well washed, as 

clean as a glass, populous, silent at certain times, a coquette with a sweet nightcap on its pretty 

blue tiles—to be short, it is the street where I was born; it is the queen of streets, always between 

the earth and sky; a street with a fountain; a street which lacks nothing to be celebrated among 

streets; and, in fact, it is the real street, the only street of Tours. If there are others, they are dark, 

muddy, narrow, and damp, and all come respectfully to salute this noble street, which commands 

them. Where am I? For once in this street no one cares to come out of it, so pleasant it is. But I 

owed this filial homage, this descriptive hymn sung from the heart to my natal street, at the 

corners of which there are wanting only the brave figures of my good master Rabelais, and of 

Monsieur Descartes, both unknown to the people of the country. To resume: the said Carandas 

was, on his return from Flanders, entertained by his comrade, and by all those by whom he was 

liked for his jokes, his drollery, and quaint remarks. The good hunchback appeared cured of his 

old love, embraced the children, and when he was alone with the dyer’s wife, recalled the night 

in the clothes-chest, and the night in the sewer, to her memory, saying to her, “Ha, ha! what 

games you used to have with me.” 

“It was your own fault,” said she, laughing. “If you had allowed yourself by reason of your 

great love to be ridiculed, made a fool of, and bantered a few more times, you might have made 

an impression on me, like the others.” Thereupon Carandas commenced to laugh, though 

inwardly raging all the time. Seeing the chest where he had nearly been suffocated, his anger 

increased the more violently because the sweet creature had become still more beautiful, like all 

those who are permanently youthful from bathing in the water of youth, which waters are naught 

less than the sources of love. The mechanician studied the proceedings in the way of cuckoldom 

at his neighbour’s house, in order to revenge himself, for as many houses as there are so many 

varieties of manner are there in this business; and although all amours resemble each other in the 

same manner that all men resemble each other, it is proved to the abstractors of true things, that 

for the happiness of women, each love has its especial physiognomy, and if there is nothing that 

resembles a man so much as a man, there is also nothing differs from a man so much as a man. 

That it is, which confuses all things, or explains the thousand fancies of women, who seek the 

best men with a thousand pains and a thousand pleasures, perhaps more the one than the other. 

But how can I blame them for their essays, changes, and contradictory aims? Why, Nature frisks 

and wriggles, twists and turns about, and you expect a woman to remain still! Do you know if ice 

is really cold? No. Well then, neither do you know that cuckoldom is not a lucky chance, the 

produce of brains well furnished and better made than all the others. Seek something better than 



ventosity beneath the sky. This will help to spread the philosophic reputation of this eccentric 

book. Oh yes; go on. He who cries “vermin powder,” is more advanced than those who occupy 

themselves with Nature, seeing that she is a proud jade and a capricious one, and only allows 

herself to be seen at certain times. Do you understand? So in all languages does she belong to the 

feminine gender, being a thing essentially changeable and fruitful and fertile in tricks. 

Now Carandas soon recognised the fact that among cuckoldoms the best understood and the 

most discreet is ecclesiastical cuckoldom. This is how the good dyer’s wife had laid her plans. 

She went always towards her cottage at Grenadiere-les-St.-Cyr on the eve of the Sabbath, leaving 

her good husband to finish his work, to count up and check his books, and to pay his workmen; 

then Taschereau would join her there on the morrow, and always found a good breakfast ready 

and his good wife gay, and always brought the priest with him. The fact is, this damnable priest 

crossed the Loire the night before in a small boat, in order to keep the dyer’s wife warm, and to 

calm her fancies, in order that she might sleep well during the night, a duty which young men 

understand very well. Then this fine curber of phantasies got back to his house in the morning by 

the time Taschereau came to invite him to spend the day at La Grenadiere, and the cuckold 

always found the priest asleep in his bed. The boatman being well paid, no one knew anything of 

these goings on, for the lover journeyed the night before after night fall, and on the Sunday in the 

early morning. As soon as Carandas had verified the arrangement and constant practice of these 

gallant diversions, he determined to wait for a day when the lovers would meet, hungry one for 

the other, after some accidental abstinence. This meeting took place very soon, and the curious 

hunchback saw the boatman waiting below the square, at the Canal St. Antoine, for the young 

priest, who was handsome, blonde, slender, and well-shaped, like the gallant and cowardly hero 

of love, so celebrated by Monsieur Ariosto. Then the mechanician went to find the old dyer, who 

always loved his wife and always believed himself the only man who had a finger in her pie. 

“Ah! good evening, old friend,” said Carandas to Taschereau; and Taschereau made him a 

bow. 

Then the mechanician relates to him all the secret festivals of love, vomits words of peculiar 

import, and pricks the dyer on all sides. 

At length, seeing he was ready to kill both his wife and the priest, Carandas said to him, “My 

good neighbour, I had brought back from Flanders a poisoned sword, which will instantly kill 

anyone, if it only make a scratch upon him. Now, directly you shall have merely touched your 

wench and her paramour, they will die.” 

“Let us go and fetch it,” said the dyer. 

Then the two merchants went in great haste to the house of the hunchback, to get the sword 

and rush off to the country. 

“But shall we find them in flagrante delicto?” asked Taschereau. 

“You will see,” said the hunchback, jeering his friend. In fact, the cuckold had not long to wait 

to behold the joy of the two lovers. 

The sweet wench and her well-beloved were busy trying to catch, in a certain lake that you 

probably know, that little bird that sometimes makes his nest there, and they were laughing and 

trying, and still laughing. 

“Ah, my darling!” said she, clasping him, as though she wished to make an outline of him on 

her chest, “I love thee so much I should like to eat thee! Nay, more than that, to have you in my 

skin, so that you might never quit me.” 



“I should like it too,” replied the priest, “but as you can’t have me altogether, you must try a 

little bit at a time.” 

It was at this moment that the husband entered, he sword unsheathed and flourished above 

him. The beautiful Tascherette, who knew her lord’s face well, saw what would be the fate of her 

well-beloved the priest. But suddenly she sprang towards the good man, half naked, her hair 

streaming over her, beautiful with shame, but more beautiful with love, and cried to him, “Stay, 

unhappy man! Wouldst thou kill the father of thy children?” 

Thereupon the good dyer staggered by the paternal majesty of cuckoldom, and perhaps also by 

the fire of his wife’s eyes, let the sword fall upon the foot of the hunchback, who had followed 

him, and thus killed him. 

This teaches us not to be spiteful. 

 

 

  



EPILOGUE 

Here endeth the first series of these Tales, a roguish sample of the works of that merry Muse, 

born ages ago, in our fair land of Touraine, the which Muse is a good wench, and knows by heart 

that fine saying of her friend Verville, written in Le Moyen de Parvenir: It is only necessary to be 

bold to obtain favours. Alas! mad little one, get thee to bed again, sleep; thou art panting from 

thy journey; perhaps thou hast been further than the present time. Now dry thy fair naked feet, 

stop thine ears, and return to love. If thou dreamest other poesy interwoven with laughter to 

conclude these merry inventions, heed not the foolish clamour and insults of those who, hearing 

the carol of a joyous lark of other days, exclaim: Ah, the horrid bird! 

 

 

 



 
  



VOLUME II: THE SECOND TEN TALES 

 

 

 

PROLOGUE 

Certain persons have reproached the Author for knowing no more about the language of the 

olden times than hares do of telling stories. Formerly these people would have been vilified, 

called cannibals, churls, and sycophants, and Gomorrah would have been hinted at as their natal 

place. But the Author consents to spare them the flowery epithets of ancient criticism; he 

contents himself with wishing not to be in their skin, for he would be disgusted with himself, and 

esteem himself the vilest of scribblers thus to calumniate a poor little book which is not in the 

style of any spoil-paper of these times. Ah! ill-natured wretches! you should save your breath to 

cool your own porridge! The Author consoles himself for his want of success in not pleasing 

everyone by remembering that an old Tourainian, of eternal memory, had put up with such 

contumely, that losing all patience, he declared in one of his prologues, that he would never more 

put pen to paper. Another age, but the same manners. Nothing changes, neither God above nor 

men below. Thereupon of the Author continues his task with a light heart, relying upon the future 

to reward his heavy labours. 

And certes, it is a hard task to invent A Hundred Droll Tales, since not only have ruffians and 

envious men opened fire upon him, but his friends have imitated their example, and come to him 

saying “Are you mad? Do you think it is possible? No man ever had in the depths of his 

imagination a hundred such tales. Change the hyperbolic title of your budget. You will never 

finish it.” These people are neither misanthropes nor cannibals; whether they are ruffians I know 

not; but for certain they are kind, good-natured friends; friends who have the courage to tell you 

disagreeable things all your life along, who are rough and sharp as currycombs, under the 

pretence that they are yours to command, in all the mishaps of life, and in the hour of extreme 

unction, all their worth will be known. If such people would only keep these sad kindnesses; but 

they will not. When their terrors are proved to have been idle, they exclaimed triumphantly, “Ha! 

ha! I knew it. I always said so.” 

In order not to discourage fine sentiments, intolerable though they be, the Author leaves to his 

friends his old shoes, and in order to make their minds easy, assures them that he has, legally 

protected and exempt from seizure, seventy droll stories, in that reservoir of nature, his brain. By 

the gods! they are precious yarns, well rigged out with phrases, carefully furnished with 

catastrophes, amply clothed with original humour, rich in diurnal and nocturnal effects, nor 

lacking that plot which the human race has woven each minute, each hour, each week, month, 

and year of the great ecclesiastical computation, commenced at a time when the sun could 

scarcely see, and the moon waited to be shown her way. These seventy subjects, which he gives 

you leave to call bad subjects, full of tricks and impudence, lust, lies, jokes, jests, and ribaldry, 

joined to the two portions here given, are, by the prophet! a small instalment on the aforesaid 

hundred. 

Were it not a bad time for a bibliopolists, bibliomaniacs, bibliographers, and bibliotheques 

which hinder bibliolatry, he would have given them in a bumper, and not drop by drop as if he 

were afflicted with dysury of the brain. He cannot possibly be suspected of this infirmity, since 



he often gives good weight, putting several stories into one, as is clearly demonstrated by several 

in this volume. You may rely on it, that he has chosen for the finish, the best and most ribald of 

the lot, in order that he may not be accused of a senile discourse. Put then more likes with your 

dislikes, and dislikes with your likes. Forgetting the niggardly behaviour of nature to story-

tellers, of whom there are not more than seven perfect in the great ocean of human writers, 

others, although friendly, have been of opinion that, at a time when everyone went about dressed 

in black, as if in mourning for something, it was necessary to concoct works either wearisomely 

serious or seriously wearisome; that a writer could only live henceforward by enshrining his 

ideas in some vast edifice, and that those who were unable to construct cathedrals and castles of 

which neither stone nor cement could be moved, would die unknown, like the Pope’s slippers. 

The friends were requested to declare which they liked best, a pint of good wine, or a tun of 

cheap rubbish; a diamond of twenty-two carats, or a flintstone weighing a hundred pounds; the 

ring of Hans Carvel, as told by Rabelais, or a modern narrative pitifully expectorated by a 

schoolboy. Seeing them dumbfounded and abashed, it was calmly said to them, “Do you 

thoroughly understand, good people? Then go your ways and mind your own businesses.” 

The following, however, must be added, for the benefit of all of whom it may concern:—The 

good man to whom we owe fables and stories of sempiternal authority only used his tool on 

them, having taken his material from others; but the workmanship expended on these little 

figures has given them a high value; and although he was, like M. Louis Ariosto, vituperated for 

thinking of idle pranks and trifles, there is a certain insect engraved by him which has since 

become a monument of perennity more assured than that of the most solidly built works. In the 

especial jurisprudence of wit and wisdom the custom is to steal more dearly a leaf wrested from 

the book of Nature and Truth, than all the indifferent volumes from which, however fine they be, 

it is impossible to extract either a laugh or a tear. The author has licence to say this without any 

impropriety, since it is not his intention to stand upon tiptoe in order to obtain an unnatural 

height, but because it is a question of the majesty of his art, and not of himself—a poor clerk of 

the court, whose business it is to have ink in his pen, to listen to the gentleman on the bench, and 

take down the sayings of each witness in this case. He is responsible for workmanship, Nature 

for the rest, since from the Venus of Phidias the Athenian, down to the little old fellow, Godenot, 

commonly called the Sieur Breloque, a character carefully elaborated by one of the most 

celebrated authors of the present day, everything is studied from the eternal model of human 

imitations which belongs to all. At this honest business, happy are the robbers that they are not 

hanged, but esteemed and beloved. But he is a triple fool, a fool with ten horns on his head, who 

struts, boasts, and is puffed up at an advantage due to the hazard of dispositions, because glory 

lies only in the cultivation of the faculties, in patience and courage. 

As for the soft-voiced and pretty-mouthed ones, who have whispered delicately in the author’s 

ear, complaining to him that they have disarranged their tresses and spoiled their petticoats in 

certain places, he would say to them, “Why did you go there?” To these remarks he is compelled, 

through the notable slanders of certain people, to add a notice to the well-disposed, in order that 

they may use it, and end the calumnies of the aforesaid scribblers concerning him. 



 

These droll tales are written—according to all authorities—at that period when Queen 

Catherine, of the house of Medici, was hard at work; for, during a great portion of the reign, she 

was always interfering with public affairs to the advantage of our holy religion. The which time 

has seized many people by the throat, from our defunct Master Francis, first of that name, to the 

Assembly at Blois, where fell M. de Guise. Now, even schoolboys who play at chuck-farthing, 

know that at this period of insurrection, pacifications and disturbances, the language of France 

was a little disturbed also, on account of the inventions of the poets, who at that time, as at this, 

used each to make a language for himself, besides the strange Greek, Latin, Italian, German, and 

Swiss words, foreign phrases, and Spanish jargon, introduced by foreigners, so that a poor writer 

has plenty of elbow room in this Babelish language, which has since been taken in hand by 

Messieurs de Balzac, Blaise Pascal, Furetiere, Menage, St. Evremonde, de Malherbe, and others, 

who first cleaned out the French language, sent foreign words to the rightabout, and gave the 

right of citizenship to legitimate words used and known by everyone, but of which the Sieur 

Ronsard was ashamed. 

Having finished, the author returns to his lady-love, wishing every happiness to those by 

whom he is beloved; to the others misfortune according to their deserts. When the swallows fly 

homeward, he will come again, not without the third and fourth volume, which he here promises 

to the Pantagruelists, merry knaves, and honest wags of all degrees, who have a wholesome 

horror of the sadness, sombre meditation and melancholy of literary croakers. 

 

 

 

  



THE THREE CLERKS OF ST. NICHOLAS 

The Inn of the Three Barbels was formerly at Tours, the best place in the town for sumptuous 

fare; and the landlord, reputed the best of cooks, went to prepare wedding breakfasts as far as 

Chatelherault, Loches, Vendome, and Blois. This said man, an old fox, perfect in his business, 

never lighted lamps in the day time, knew how to skin a flint, charged for wool, leather, and 

feathers, had an eye to everything, did not easily let anyone pay with chaff instead of coin, and 

for a penny less than his account would have affronted even a prince. For the rest, he was a good 

banterer, drinking and laughing with his regular customers, hat in hand always before the persons 

furnished with plenary indulgences entitled Sit nomen Domini benedictum, running them into 

expense, and proving to them, if need were, by sound argument, that wines were dear, and that 

whatever they might think, nothing was given away in Touraine, everything had to be bought, 

and, at the same time, paid for. In short, if he could without disgrace have done so, he would 

have reckoned so much for the good air, and so much for the view of the country. Thus he built 

up a tidy fortune with other people’s money, became as round as a butt, larded with fat, and was 

called Monsieur. At the time of the last fair three young fellows, who were apprentices in 

knavery, in whom there was more of the material that makes thieves than saints, and who knew 

just how far it was possible to go without catching their necks in the branches of trees, made up 

their minds to amuse themselves, and live well, condemning certain hawkers or others in all the 

expenses. Now these limbs of Satan gave the slip to their masters, under whom they had been 

studying the art of parchment scrawling, and came to stay at the hotel of the Three Barbels, 

where they demanded the best rooms, turned the place inside out, turned up their noses at 

everything, bespoke all the lampreys in the market, and announced themselves as first-class 

merchants, who never carried their goods with them, and travelled only with their persons. The 

host bustled about, turned the spits, and prepared a glorious repast, for these three dodgers, who 

had already made noise enough for a hundred crowns, and who most certainly would not even 

have given up the copper coins which one of them was jingling in his pocket. But if they were 

hard up for money they did not want for ingenuity, and all three arranged to play their parts like 

thieves at a fair. Theirs was a farce in which there was plenty of eating and drinking, since for 

five days they so heartily attacked every kind of provision that a party of German soldiers would 

have spoiled less than they obtained by fraud. These three cunning fellows made their way to the 

fair after breakfast, well primed, gorged, and big in the belly, and did as they liked with the 

greenhorns and others, robbing, filching, playing, and losing, taking down the writings and signs 

and changing them, putting that of the toyman over the jeweller’s, and that of the jeweller’s 

outside the shoe maker’s, turning the shops inside out, making the dogs fight, cutting the ropes of 

tethered horses, throwing cats among the crowd, crying, “Stop thief!” And saying to every one 

they met, “Are you not Monsieur D’Enterfesse of Angiers?” Then they hustled everyone, making 

holes in the sacks of flour, looking for their handkerchiefs in ladies’ pockets, raising their skirts, 

crying, looking for a lost jewel and saying to them— 

“Ladies, it has fallen into a hole!” 

They directed the little children wrongly, slapped the stomachs of those who were gaping in 

the air, and prowled about, fleecing and annoying every one. In short, the devil would have been 

a gentleman in comparison with these blackguard students, who would have been hanged rather 

than do an honest action; as well have expected charity from two angry litigants. They left the 

fair, not fatigued, but tired of ill-doing, and spent the remainder of their time over dinner until the 

evening when they recommenced their pranks by torchlight. After the peddlers, they commenced 



operations on the ladies of the town, to whom, by a thousand dodges, they gave only that which 

they received, according to the axiom of Justinian: Cuiqum jus tribuere. “To every one his own 

juice;” and afterwards jokingly said to the poor wenches— 

“We are in the right and you are in the wrong.” 

At last, at supper-time, having nothing else to do, they began to knock each other about, and to 

keep the game alive, complained of the flies to the landlord, remonstrating with him that 

elsewhere the innkeepers had them caught in order that gentleman of position might not be 

annoyed by them. However, towards the fifth day, which is the critical day of fevers, the host not 

having seen, although he kept his eyes wide open, the royal surface of a crown, and knowing that 

if all that glittered were gold it would be cheaper, began to knit his brows and go more slowly 

about that which his high-class merchants required of him. Fearing that he had made a bad 

bargain with them, he tried to sound the depth of their pockets; perceiving which the three clerks 

ordered him with the assurance of a Provost hanging his man, to serve them quickly with a good 

supper as they had to depart immediately. Their merry countenances dismissed the host’s 

suspicions. Thinking that rogues without money would certainly look grave, he prepared a 

supper worthy of a canon, wishing even to see them drunk, in order the more easily to clap them 

in jail in the event of an accident. Not knowing how to make their escape from the room, in 

which they were about as much at their ease as are fish upon straw, the three companions ate and 

drank immoderately, looking at the situation of the windows, waiting the moment to decamp, but 

not getting the opportunity. Cursing their luck, one of them wished to go and undo his waistcoat, 

on account of a colic, the other to fetch a doctor to the third, who did his best to faint. The cursed 

landlord kept dodging about from the kitchen into the room, and from the room into the kitchen, 

watching the nameless ones, and going a step forward to save his crowns, and going a step back 

to save his crown, in case they should be real gentlemen; and he acted like a brave and prudent 

host who likes halfpence and objects to kicks; but under pretence of properly attending to them, 

he always had an ear in the room, and a foot in the court; fancied he was always being called by 

them, came every time they laughed, showing them a face with an unsettled look upon it, and 

always said, “Gentlemen, what is your pleasure?” This was an interrogatory in reply to which 

they would willingly have given him ten inches of his own spit in his stomach, because he 

appeared as if he knew very well what would please them at this juncture, seeing that to have 

twenty crowns, full weight, they would each of them have sold a third of his eternity. You can 

imagine they sat on their seats as if they were gridirons, that their feet itched and their posteriors 

were rather warm. Already the host had put the pears, the cheese, and the preserves near their 

noses, but they, sipping their liquor, and picking at the dishes, looked at each other to see if 

either of them had found a good piece of roguery in his sack, and they all began to enjoy 

themselves rather woefully. The most cunning of the three clerks, who was a Burgundian, smiled 

and said, seeing the hour of payment arrived, “This must stand over for a week,” as if they had 

been at the Palais de Justice. The two others, in spite of the danger, began to laugh. 

“What do we owe?” asked he who had in his belt the heretofore mentioned twelve sols and he 

turned them about as though he would make them breed little ones by this excited movement. He 

was a native of Picardy, and very passionate; a man to take offence at anything in order that he 

might throw the landlord out the window in all security of conscience. Now he said these words 

with the air of a man of immense wealth. 

“Six crowns, gentlemen,” replied the host, holding out his hand. 



“I cannot permit myself to be entertained by you alone, Viscount,” said the third student, who 

was from Anjou, and as artful as a woman in love. 

“Neither can I,” said the Burgundian. 

“Gentlemen! Gentlemen!” replied the Picardian “you are jesting. I am yours to command.” 

“Sambreguoy!” cried he of Anjou. “You will not let us pay three times; our host would not 

suffer it.” 

“Well then,” said the Burgundian, “whichever of us shall tell the worst tale shall justify the 

landlord.” 

“Who will be the judge?” asked the Picardian, dropping his twelve sols to the bottom of his 

pocket. 

“Pardieu! our host. He should be capable, seeing that he is a man of taste,” said he of Anjou. 

“Come along, great chef, sit you down, drink, and lend us both your ears. The audience is open.” 

Thereupon the host sat down, but not until he had poured out a gobletful of wine. 

“My turn first,” said the Anjou man. “I commence.” 

“In our Duchy of Anjou, the country people are very faithful servants to our Holy of Catholic 

religion, and none of them will lose his portion of paradise for lack of doing penance or killing a 

heretic. If a professor of heresy passed that way, he quickly found himself under the grass, 

without knowing whence his death had proceeded. A good man of Larze, returning one night 

from his evening prayer to the wine flasks of Pomme-de-Pin, where he had left his understanding 

and memory, fell into a ditch full of water near his house, and found he was up to his neck. One 

of the neighbours finding him shortly afterwards nearly frozen, for it was winter time, said 

jokingly to him— 

“‘Hulloa! What are you waiting for there?’ 

“‘A thaw’, said the tipsy fellow, finding himself held by the ice. 

“Then Godenot, like a good Christian, released him from his dilemma, and opened the door of 

the house to him, out of respect to the wine, which is lord of this country. The good man then 

went and got into the bed of the maid-servant, who was a young and pretty wench. The old 

bungler, bemuddled with wine, went ploughing in the wrong land, fancying all the time it was 

his wife by his side, and thanking her for the youth and freshness she still retained. On hearing 

her husband, the wife began to cry out, and by her terrible shrieks the man was awakened to the 

fact that he was not in the road to salvation, which made the poor labourer sorrowful beyond 

expression. 

“‘Ah! said he; ‘God has punished me for not going to vespers at Church.’ 

“And he began to excuse himself as best he could, saying, that the wine had muddled his 

understanding, and getting into his own bed he kept repeating to his good wife, that for his best 

cow he would not have had this sin upon his conscience. 

“‘My dear’, said she, ‘go and confess the first thing tomorrow morning, and let us say no more 

about it.’ 

“The good man trotted to confessional, and related his case with all humility to the rector of 

the parish, who was a good old priest, capable of being up above, the slipper of the holy foot. 

“‘An error is not a sin,’ said he to the penitent. ‘You will fast tomorrow, and be absolved.’ 

“‘Fast!—with pleasure,’ said the good man. ‘That does not mean go without drink.’ 



“‘Oh!’ replied the rector, ‘you must drink water, and eat nothing but a quarter of a loaf and an 

apple.’ 

“Then the good man, who had no confidence in his memory, went home, repeating to himself 

the penance ordered. But having loyally commenced with a quarter of a loaf and an apple, he 

arrived at home, saying, a quarter of apples, and a loaf. 

“Then, to purify his soul, he set about accomplishing his fast, and his good woman having 

given him a loaf from the safe, and unhooked a string of apples from the beam, he set 

sorrowfully to work. As he heaved a sigh on taking the last mouthful of bread hardly knowing 

where to put it, for he was full to the chin, his wife remonstrated with him, that God did not 

desire the death of a sinner, and that for lack of putting a crust of bread in his belly, he would not 

be reproached for having put things in their wrong places. 

“‘Hold your tongue, wife!’ said he. ‘If it chokes me, I must fast.’” 

“I’ve payed my share, it’s your turn, Viscount,” added he of Anjou, giving the Picardian a 

knowing wink. 

“The goblets are empty. Hi, there! More wine.” 

“Let us drink,” cried the Picardian. “Moist stories slip out easier.” 

At the same time he tossed off a glassful without leaving a drop at the bottom, and after a 

preliminary little cough, he related the following:— 

“You must know that the maids of Picardy, before setting up housekeeping, are accustomed 

honestly to gain their linen, vessels, and chests; in short, all the needed household utensils. To 

accomplish this, they go into service in Peronne, Abbeville, Amiens, and other towns, where 

they are tire-women, wash up glasses, clean plates, fold linen, and carry up the dinner, or 

anything that there is to be carried. They are all married as soon as they possess something else 

besides that which they naturally bring to their husbands. These women are the best housewives, 

because they understand the business and everything else thoroughly. One belonging to 

Azonville, which is the land of which I am lord by inheritance, having heard speak of Paris, 

where the people did not put themselves out of the way for anyone, and where one could subsist 

for a whole day by passing the cook’s shops, and smelling the steam, so fattening was it, took it 

into her head to go there. She trudged bravely along the road, and arrived with a pocket full of 

emptiness. There she fell in, at the Porte St. Denise, with a company of soldiers, placed there for 

a time as a vidette, for the Protestants had assumed a dangerous attitude. The sergeant seeing this 

hooded linnet coming, stuck his headpiece on one side, straightened his feather, twisted his 

moustache, cleared his throat, rolled his eyes, put his hand on his hips, and stopped the Picardian 

to see if her ears were properly pierced, since it was forbidden to girls to enter otherwise into 

Paris. Then he asked her, by way of a joke, but with a serious face, what brought her there, he 

pretending to believe she had come to take the keys of Paris by assault. To which the poor 

innocent replied, that she was in search of a good situation, and had no evil intentions, only 

desiring to gain something. 

“‘Very well; I will employ you,’ said the wag. ‘I am from Picardy, and will get you taken in 

here, where you will be treated as a queen would often like to be, and you will be able to make a 

good thing of it.’ 

“Then he led her to the guard-house, where he told her to sweep the floor, polish the 

saucepans, stir the fire, and keep a watch on everything, adding that she should have thirty sols a 

head from the men if their service pleased her. Now seeing that the squad was there for a month, 



she would be able to gain ten crowns, and at their departure would find fresh arrivals who would 

make good arrangements with her, and by this means she would be able to take back money and 

presents to her people. The girl cleaned the room and prepared the meals so well, singing and 

humming, that this day the soldiers found in their den the look of a monk’s refectory. Then all 

being well content, each of them gave a sol to their handmaiden. Well satisfied, they put her into 

the bed of their commandant, who was in town with his lady, and they petted and caressed her 

after the manner of philosophical soldiers, that is, soldiers partial to that which is good. She was 

soon comfortably ensconced between the sheets. But to avoid quarrels and strife, my noble 

warriors drew lots for their turn, arranged themselves in single file, playing well at Pique hardie, 

saying not a word, but each one taking at least twenty-six sols worth of the girl’s society. 

Although not accustomed to work for so many, the poor girl did her best, and by this means 

never closed her eyes the whole night. In the morning, seeing the soldiers were fast asleep, she 

rose happy at bearing no marks of the sharp skirmish, and although slightly fatigued, managed to 

get across the fields into the open country with her thirty sols. On the route to Picardy, she met 

one of her friends, who, like herself, wished to try service in Paris, and was hurrying thither, and 

seeing her, asked her what sort of places they were. 

“‘Ah! Perrine; do not go. You want to be made of iron, and even if you were it would soon be 

worn away,’ was the answer. 

“Now, big-belly of Burgundy,” said he, giving his neighbour a hearty slap, “spit out your story 

or pay!” 

“By the queen of Antlers!” replied the Burgundian, “by my faith, by the saints, by God! and 

by the devil, I know only stories of the Court of Burgundy, which are only current coin in our 

own land.” 

“Eh, ventre Dieu! are we not in the land of Beauffremont?” cried the other, pointing to the 

empty goblets. 

“I will tell you, then, an adventure well known at Dijon, which happened at the time I was in 

command there, and was worth being written down. There was a sergeant of justice named 

Franc-Taupin, who was an old lump of mischief, always grumbling, always fighting; stiff and 

starchy, and never comforting those he was leading to the hulks, with little jokes by the way; and 

in short, he was just the man to find lice in bald heads, and bad behaviour in the Almighty. This 

said Taupin, spurned by every one, took unto himself a wife, and by chance he was blessed with 

one as mild as the peel of an onion, who, noticing the peculiar humour of her husband, took more 

pains to bring joy to his house than would another to bestow horns upon him. But although she 

was careful to obey him in all things, and to live at peace would have tried to excrete gold for 

him, had God permitted it, this man was always surly and crabbed, and no more spared his wife 

blows, than does a debtor promises to the bailiff’s man. This unpleasant treatment continuing in 

spite of the carefulness and angelic behaviour of the poor woman, she being unable to accustom 

herself to it, was compelled to inform her relations, who thereupon came to the house. When 

they arrived, the husband declared to them that his wife was an idiot, that she displeased him in 

every possible way, and made his life almost unbearable; that she would wake him out of his first 

sleep, never came to the door when he knocked, but would leave him out in the rain and the cold, 

and that the house was always untidy. His garments were buttonless, his laces wanted tags. The 

linen was spoiling, the wine turning sour, the wood damp, and the bed was always creaking at 

unreasonable moments. In short, everything was going wrong. To this tissue of falsehoods, the 

wife replied by pointing to the clothes and things, all in a state of thorough repair. Then the 



sergeant said that he was very badly treated, that his dinner was never ready for him, or if it was, 

the broth was thin or the soup cold, either the wine or the glasses were forgotten, the meat was 

without gravy or parsley, the mustard had turned, he either found hairs in the dish or the cloth 

was dirty and took away his appetite, indeed nothing did she ever get for him that was to his 

liking. The wife, astonished, contented herself with stoutly denying the fault imputed to her. 

‘Ah,’ said he, ‘you dirty hussy! You deny it, do you! Very well then, my friends, you come and 

dine here to-day, you shall be witnesses of her misconduct. And if she can for once serve me 

properly, I will confess myself wrong in all I have stated, and will never lift my hand against her 

again, but will resign to her my halberd and my breeches, and give her full authority here.’ 

“‘Oh, well,’ said she, joyfully, ‘I shall then henceforth be both wife and mistress!’ 

“Then the husband, confident of the nature and imperfections of his wife, desired that the 

dinner should be served under the vine arbor, thinking that he would be able to shout at her if she 

did not hurry quickly enough from the table to the pantry. The good housewife set to work with a 

will. The plates were clean enough to see one’s face in, the mustard was fresh and well made, the 

dinner beautifully cooked, as appetising as stolen fruit; the glasses were clear, the wine was cool, 

and everything so nice, so clean and white, that the repast would have done honour to a bishop’s 

chatterbox. Just as she was standing before the table, casting that last glance which all good 

housewives like to give everything, her husband knocked at the door. At that very moment a 

cursed hen, who had taken it into her head to get on top of the arbor to gorge herself with grapes, 

let fall a large lump of dirt right in the middle of the cloth. The poor woman was half dead with 

fright; so great was her despair, she could think of no other way of remedying the 

thoughtlessness of the fowl then by covering the unseemly patch with a plate in which she put 

the fine fruits taken at random from her pocket, losing sight altogether of the symmetry of the 

table. Then, in order that no one should notice it, she instantly fetched the soup, seated every one 

in his place, and begged them to enjoy themselves. 

“Now, all of them seeing everything so well arranged, uttered exclamations of pleasure, except 

the diabolical husband, who remained moody and sullen, knitting his brows and looking for a 

straw on which to hang a quarrel with his wife. Thinking it safe to give him one for himself, her 

relations being present, she said to him, ‘Here’s your dinner, nice and hot, well served, the cloth 

is clean, the salt-cellars full, the plates clean, the wine fresh, the bread well baked. What is there 

lacking? What do you require? What do you desire? What else do you want?’ 

“‘Oh, filth!’ said he, in a great rage. 

“The good woman instantly lifted the plate, and replied— 

“‘There you are, my dear!’ 

“Seeing which, the husband was dumbfounded, thinking that the devil was in league with his 

wife. He was immediately gravely reproached by the relations, who declared him to be in the 

wrong, abused him, and made more jokes at his expense than a recorder writes words in a month. 

From that time forward the sergeant lived comfortably and peaceably with his wife, who at the 

least appearance of temper on his part, would say to him— 

“‘Do you want some filth?’” 

“Who has told the worst now?” cried the Anjou man, giving the host a tap on the shoulder. 

“He has! He has!” said the two others. Then they began to dispute among themselves, like the 

holy fathers in council; seeking, by creating a confusion, throwing the glasses at each other, and 

jumping about, a lucky chance, to make a run of it. 



“I’ll settle the question,” cried the host, seeing that whereas they had all three been ready with 

their own accounts, not one of them was thinking of his. 

They stopped terrified. 

“I will tell you a better one than all, then you will have to give ten sols a head.” 

“Silence for the landlord,” said the one from Anjou. 

“In our fauborg of Notre-dame la Riche, in which this inn is situated, there lived a beautiful 

girl, who besides her natural advantages, had a good round sum in her keeping. Therefore, as 

soon as she was old enough, and strong enough to bear the matrimonial yoke, she had as many 

lovers as there are sols in St. Gatien’s money-box on the Paschal-day. The girl chose one who, 

saving your presence, was as good a worker, night and day, as any two monks together. They 

were soon betrothed, and the marriage was arranged; but the joy of the first night did not draw 

nearer without occasioning some slight apprehensions to the lady, as she was liable, through an 

infirmity, to expel vapours, which came out like bombshells. Now, fearing that when thinking of 

something else, during the first night, she might give the reins to her eccentricities, she stated the 

case to her mother, whose assistance she invoked. That good lady informed her that this faculty 

of engineering wind was inherent in the family; that in her time she had been greatly 

embarrassed by it, but only in the earlier period of her life. God had been kind to her, and since 

the age of seven, she had evaporated nothing except on the last occasion when she had bestowed 

upon her dead husband a farewell blow. ‘But,’ said she to her daughter, ‘I have ever a sure 

specific, left to me by my mother, which brings these surplus explosions to nothing, and exhales 

them noiselessly. By this means these sighs become odourless, and scandal is avoided.’ 

“The girl, much pleased, learned how to sail close to the wind, thanked her mother, and 

danced away merrily, storing up her flatulence like an organ-blower waiting for the first note of 

mass. Entering the nuptial chamber, she determined to expel it when getting into bed, but the 

fantastic element was beyond control. The husband came; I leave you to imagine how love’s 

conflict sped. In the middle of the night, the bride arose under a false pretext, and quickly 

returned again; but when climbing into her place, the pent up force went off with such a loud 

discharge, that you would have thought with me that the curtains were split. 

“‘Ha! I’ve missed my aim!’ said she. 

“‘’Sdeath, my dear!’ I replied, ‘then spare your powder. You would earn a good living in the 

army with that artillery.’ 

“It was my wife.” 

“Ha! ha! ha!” went the clerks. 

And they roared with laughter, holding their sides and complimenting their host. 

“Did you ever hear a better story, Viscount?” 

“Ah, what a story!” 

“That is a story!” 

“A master story!” 

“The king of stories!” 

“Ha, ha! It beats all the other stories hollow. After that I say there are no stories like the stories 

of our host.” 

“By the faith of a Christian, I never heard a better story in my life.” 

“Why, I can hear the report.” 



“I should like to kiss the orchestra.” 

“Ah! gentlemen,” said the Burgundian, gravely, “we cannot leave without seeing the hostess, 

and if we do not ask to kiss this famous wind-instrument, it is a out of respect for so good a 

story-teller.” 

Thereupon they all exalted the host, his story, and his wife’s trumpet so well that the old 

fellow, believing in these knaves’ laughter and pompous eulogies, called to his wife. But as she 

did not come, the clerks said, not without frustrative intention, “Let us go to her.” 

Thereupon they all went out of the room. The host took the candle and went upstairs first, to 

light them and show them the way; but seeing the street door ajar, the rascals took to their heels, 

and were off like shadows, leaving the host to take in settlement of his account another of his 

wife’s offerings. 

 

 

 

  



THE CONTINENCE OF KING FRANCIS THE FIRST 

Every one knows through what adventure King Francis, the first of that name, was taken like a 

silly bird and led into the town of Madrid, in Spain. There the Emperor Charles V. kept him 

carefully locked up, like an article of great value, in one of his castles, in the which our defunct 

sire, of immortal memory, soon became listless and weary, seeing that he loved the open air, and 

his little comforts, and no more understood being shut up in a cage than a cat would folding up 

lace. He fell into moods of such strange melancholy that his letters having been read in full 

council, Madame d’Angouleme, his mother; Madame Catherine, the Dauphine, Monsieur de 

Montmorency, and those who were at the head of affairs in France knowing the great lechery of 

the king, determined after mature deliberation, to send Queen Marguerite to him, from whom he 

would doubtless receive alleviation of his sufferings, that good lady being much loved by him, 

and merry, and learned in all necessary wisdom. But she, alleging that it would be dangerous for 

her soul, because it was impossible for her, without great danger to be alone with the king in his 

cell, a sharp secretary, the Sieur de Fizes, was sent to the Court of Rome, with orders to beg of 

the pontiff a papal brief of special indulgences, containing proper absolutions for the petty sins 

which, looking at their consanguinity, the said queen might commit with a view to cure the 

king’s melancholy. 

At this time, Adrian VI., the Dutchman, still wore the tiara, who, a good fellow, for the rest 

did not forget, in spite of the scholastic ties which united him to the emperor, that the eldest son 

of the Catholic Church was concerned in the affair, and was good enough to send to Spain an 

express legate, furnished with full powers, to attempt the salvation of the queen’s soul, and the 

king’s body, without prejudice to God. This most urgent affair made the gentleman very uneasy, 

and caused an itching in the feet of the ladies, who, from great devotion to the crown, would all 

have offered to go to Madrid, but for the dark mistrust of Charles the Fifth, who would not grant 

the king’s permission to any of his subjects, nor even the members of his family. It was therefore 

necessary to negotiate the departure of the Queen of Navarre. Then, nothing else was spoken 

about but this deplorable abstinence, and the lack of amorous exercise so vexatious to a prince, 

who was much accustomed to it. In short, from one thing to another, the women finished by 

thinking more of the king’s condition, than of the king himself. The queen was the first to say 

that she wished she had wings. To this Monseigneur Odet de Chatillon replied, that she had no 

need of them to be an angel. One that was Madame l’Amirale, blamed God that it was not 

possible to send by a messenger that which the poor king so much required; and every one of the 

ladies would have lent it in her turn. 

“God has done very well to fix it,” said the Dauphine, quietly; “for our husbands would leave 

us rather badly off during their absence.” 

So much was said and so much thought upon the subject, that at her departure the Queen of all 

Marguerites was charged, by these good Christians, to kiss the captive heartily for all the ladies 

of the realm; and if it had been permissible to prepare pleasure like mustard, the queen would 

have been laden with enough to sell to the two Castiles. 

While Madame Marguerite was, in spite of the snow, crossing the mountains, by relays of 

mule, hurrying on to these consolations as to a fire, the king found himself harder pressed by 

unsatisfied desire than he had ever been before, or would be again. In this reverberation of 

nature, he opened his heart to the Emperor Charles, in order that he might be provided with a 

merciful specific, urging upon him that it would be an everlasting disgrace to one king to let 

another die for lack of gallantry. The Castilian showed himself to be a generous man. Thinking 



that he would be able to recuperate himself for the favour granted out of his guest’s ransom, he 

hinted quietly to the people commissioned to guard the prisoner, that they might gratify him in 

this respect. Thereupon a certain Don Hiios de Lara y Lopez Barra di Pinto, a poor captain, 

whose pockets were empty in spite of his genealogy, and who had been for some time thinking 

of seeking his fortune at the Court of France, fancied that by procuring his majesty a soft 

cataplasm of warm flesh, he would open for himself an honestly fertile door; and indeed, those 

who know the character of the good king and his court, can decide if he deceived himself. 

When the above mentioned captain came in his turn into the chamber of the French king, he 

asked him respectfully if it was his good pleasure to permit him an interrogation on a subject 

concerning which he was as curious as about papal indulgences? To which the Prince, casting 

aside his hypochondriacal demeanour, and twisting round on the chair in which he was seated, 

gave a sign of consent. The captain begged him not to be offended at the licence of his language, 

and confessed to him, that he the king was said to be one of the most amorous men in France, 

and he would be glad to learn from him if the ladies of the court were expert in the adventures of 

love. The poor king, calling to mind his many adventures, gave vent to a deep-drawn sigh, and 

exclaimed, that no woman of any country, including those of the moon, knew better than the 

ladies of France the secrets of this alchemy and at the remembrance of the savoury, gracious, and 

vigorous fondling of one alone, he felt himself the man, were she then within his reach, to clasp 

her to his heart, even on a rotten plank a hundred feet above a precipice. 

Say which, this good king, a ribald fellow, if ever there was one, shot forth so fiercely life and 

light from his eyes, that the captain, though a brave man, felt a quaking in his inside so fiercely 

flamed the sacred majesty of royal love. But recovering his courage he began to defend the 

Spanish ladies, declaring that in Castile alone was love properly understood, because it was the 

most religious place in Christendom, and the more fear the women had of damning themselves 

by yielding to a lover, the more their souls were in the affair, because they knew they must take 

their pleasure then against eternity. He further added, that if the Lord King would wager one of 

the best and most profitable manors in the kingdom of France, he would give him a Spanish 

night of love, in which a casual queen should, unless he took care, draw his soul from his body. 

“Done,” said the king, jumping from his chair. “I’ll give thee, by God, the manor of Ville-aux-

Dames in my province of Touraine, with full privilege of chase, of high and low jurisdiction.” 

Then, the captain, who was acquainted with the Donna of the Cardinal Archbishop of Toledo 

requested her to smother the King of France with kindness, and demonstrate to him the great 

advantage of the Castilian imagination over the simple movement of the French. To which the 

Marchesa of Amaesguy consented for the honour of Spain, and also for the pleasure of knowing 

of what paste God made Kings, a matter in which she was ignorant, having experience only of 

the princes of the Church. Then she became passionate as a lion that has broken out of his cage, 

and made the bones of the king crack in a manner that would have killed any other man. But the 

above-named lord was so well furnished, so greedy, and so will bitten, he no longer felt a bite; 

and from this terrible duel the Marchesa emerged abashed, believing she had the devil to confess. 

The captain, confident in his agent, came to salute his lord, thinking to do honour for his fief. 

Thereupon the king said to him, in a jocular manner, that the Spanish ladies were of a passable 

temperature, and their system a fair one, but that when gentleness was required they substituted 

frenzy; that he kept fancying each thrill was a sneeze, or a case of violence; in short, that the 

embrace of a French woman brought back the drinker more thirsty than ever, tiring him never; 



and that with the ladies of his court, love was a gentle pleasure without parallel, and not the 

labour of a master baker in his kneading trough. 



 



The poor captain was strongly piqued at his language. In spite of the nice sense of honour 

which the king pretended to possess, he fancied that his majesty wished to bilk him like a 

student, stealing a slice of love at a brothel in Paris. Nevertheless, not knowing for the matter of 

that, if the Marchesa had not over-spanished the king, he demanded his revenge from the captive, 

pledging him his word, that he should have for certain a veritable fay, and that he would yet gain 

the fief. The king was too courteous and gallant a knight to refuse this request, and even made a 

pretty and right royal speech, intimating his desire to lose the wager. Then, after vespers, the 

guard passed fresh and warm into the king’s chamber, a lady most dazzlingly white—most 

delicately wanton, with long tresses and velvet hands, filling out her dress at the least movement, 

for she was gracefully plump, with a laughing mouth, and eyes moist in advance, a woman to 

beautify hell, and whose first word had such cordial power that the king’s garment was cracked 

by it. On the morrow, after the fair one had slipped out after the king’s breakfast, the good 

captain came radiant and triumphant into the chamber. 

At sight of him the prisoner then exclaimed— 

“Baron de la Ville-aux-Dames! God grant you joys like to mine! I like my jail! By’r lady, I 

will not judge between the love of our lands, but pay the wager.” 

“I was sure of it,” said the captain. 

“How so?” said the King. 

“Sire, it was my wife.” 

This was the origin of Larray de la Ville-aux-Dames in our country, since from corruption of 

the names, that of Lara-y-Lopez, finished by becoming Larray. It was a good family, delighting 

in serving the kings of France, and it multiplied exceedingly. Soon after, the Queen of Navarre 

came in due course to the king, who, weary of Spanish customs, wished to disport himself after 

the fashion of France; but remainder is not the subject of this narrative. I reserve to myself the 

right to relate elsewhere how the legate managed to sponge the sin of the thing off the great slate, 

and the delicate remark of our Queen of Marguerites, who merits a saint’s niche in this 

collection; she who first concocted such good stories. The morality of this one is easy to 

understand. 

In the first place, kings should never let themselves be taken in battle any more than their 

archetype in the game of the Grecian chief Palamedes. But from this, it appears the captivity of 

its king is a most calamitous and horrible evil to fall on the populace. If it had been a queen, or 

even a princess, what worse fate? But I believe the thing could not happen again, except with 

cannibals. Can there ever be a reason for imprisoning the flower of a realm? I think too well of 

Ashtaroth, Lucifer, and others, to imagine that did they reign, they would hide the joy of all the 

beneficent light, at which poor sufferers warm themselves. And it was necessary that the worst of 

devils, id est, a wicked old heretic woman, should find herself upon a throne, to keep a prisoner 

sweet Mary of Scotland, to the shame of all the knights of Christendom, who should have come 

without previous assignation to the foot of Fotheringay, and have left thereof no single stone. 

 

 

 

  



THE MERRY TATTLE OF THE NUNS OF POISSY 

The Abbey of Poissy has been rendered famous by old authors as a place of pleasure, where 

the misconduct of the nuns first began, and whence proceeded so many good stories calculated to 

make laymen laugh at the expense of our holy religion. The said abbey by this means became 

fertile in proverbs, which none of the clever folks of our day understand, although they sift and 

chew them in order to digest them. 

If you ask one of them what the olives of Poissy are, they will answer you gravely that it is a 

periphrase relating to truffles, and that the way to serve them, of which one formerly spoke, when 

joking with these virtuous maidens, meant a peculiar kind of sauce. That’s the way the scribblers 

hit on truth once in a hundred times. To return to these good recluses, it was said—by way of a 

joke, of course—that they preferred finding a harlot in their chemises to a good woman. Certain 

other jokers reproached them with imitating the lives of the saints, in their own fashion, and said 

that all they admired in Mary of Egypt was her fashion of paying the boatmen. From whence the 

raillery: To honour the saints after the fashion of Poissy. There is still the crucifix of Poissy, 

which kept the stomachs warm; and the matins of Poissy, which concluded with a little chorister. 

Finally, of a hearty jade well acquainted with the ways of love, it was said—She is a nun of 

Poissy. That property of a man which he can only lend, was The key of the Abbey of Poissy. 

What the gate of the said abbey was can easily be guessed. This gate, door, wicket, opening, or 

road was always half open, was easier to open than to shut, and cost much in repairs. In short, at 

that period, there was no fresh device in love invented, that had not its origin in the good convent 

of Poissy. You may be sure there is a good deal of untruth and hyperbolical emphasis, in these 

proverbs, jests, jokes, and idle tales. The nuns of the said Poissy were good young ladies, who 

now this way, now that, cheated God to the profit of the devil, as many others did, which was but 

natural, because our nature is weak; and although they were nuns, they had their little 

imperfections. They found themselves barren in a certain particular, hence the evil. But the truth 

of the matter is, all these wickednesses were the deeds of an abbess who had fourteen children, 

all born alive, since they had been perfected at leisure. The fantastic amours and the wild conduct 

of this woman, who was of royal blood, caused the convent of Poissy to become fashionable; and 

thereafter no pleasant adventure happened in the abbeys of France which was not credited to 

these poor girls, who would have been well satisfied with a tenth of them. Then the abbey was 

reformed, and these holy sisters were deprived of the little happiness and liberty which they had 

enjoyed. In an old cartulary of the abbey of Turpenay, near Chinon, which in those later 

troublous times had found a resting place in the library of Azay, where the custodian was only 

too glad to receive it, I met with a fragment under the head of The Hours of Poissy, which had 

evidently been put together by a merry abbot of Turpenay for the diversion of his neighbours of 

Usee, Azay, Mongaugar, Sacchez, and other places of this province. I give them under the 

authority of the clerical garb, but altered to my own style, because I have been compelled to turn 

them from Latin into French. I commence: —At Poissy the nuns were accustomed to, when 

Mademoiselle, the king’s daughter, their abbess, had gone to bed..... It was she who first called 

it faire la petite oie, to stick to the preliminaries of love, the prologues, prefaces, protocols, 

warnings, notices, introductions, summaries, prospectuses, arguments, notices, epigraphs, titles, 

false-titles, current titles, scholia, marginal remarks, frontispieces, observations, gilt edges, 

bookmarks, reglets, vignettes, tail pieces, and engravings, without once opening the merry book 

to read, re-read, and study to apprehend and comprehend the contents. And she gathered together 

in a body all those extra-judicial little pleasures of that sweet language, which come indeed from 



the lips, yet make no noise, and practised them so well, that she died a virgin and perfect in 

shape. The gay science was after deeply studied by the ladies of the court, who took lovers for la 

petite oie, others for honour, and at times also certain ones who had over them the right of high 

and low jurisdiction, and were masters of everything —a state of things much preferred. But to 

continue: When this virtuous princess was naked and shameless between the sheets, the said girls 

(those whose cheeks were unwrinkled and their hearts gay) would steal noiselessly out of their 

cells, and hide themselves in that of one of the sisters who was much liked by all of them. There 

they would have cosy little chats, enlivened with sweetmeats, pasties, liqueurs, and girlish 

quarrels, worry their elders, imitating them grotesquely, innocently mocking them, telling stories 

that made them laugh till the tears came and playing a thousand pranks. At times they would 

measure their feet, to see whose were the smallest, compare the white plumpness of their arms, 

see whose nose had the infirmity of blushing after supper, count their freckles, tell each other 

where their skin marks were situated, dispute whose complexion was the clearest, whose hair the 

prettiest colour, and whose figure the best. You can imagine that among these figures sanctified 

to God there were fine ones, stout ones, lank ones, thin ones, plump ones, supple ones, shrunken 

ones, and figures of all kinds. Then they would quarrel amongst themselves as to who took the 

least to make a girdle, and she who spanned the least was pleased without knowing why. At 

times they would relate their dreams and what they had seen in them. Often one or two, at times 

all of them, had dreamed they had tight hold of the keys of the abbey. Then they would consult 

each other about their little ailments. One had scratched her finger, another had a whitlow; this 

one had risen in the morning with the white of her eye bloodshot; that one had put her finger out, 

telling her beads. All had some little thing the matter with them. 

“Ah! you have lied to our mother; your nails are marked with white,” said one to her 

neighbour. 

“You stopped a long time at confession this morning, sister,” said another. “You must have a 

good many little sins to confess.” 

As there is nothing resembles a pussy-cat so much as a tom-cat, they would swear eternal 

friendship, quarrel, sulk, dispute and make it up again; would be jealous, laugh and pinch, pinch 

and laugh, and play tricks upon the novices. 

At times they would say, “Suppose a gendarme came here one rainy day, where should we put 

him?” 

“With Sister Ovide; her cell is so big he could get into it with his helmet on.” 

“What do you mean?” cried Sister Ovide, “are not all our cells alike?” 

Thereupon the girls burst out laughing like ripe figs. One evening they increased their council 

by a little novice, about seventeen years of age, who appeared innocent as a new-born babe, and 

would have had the host without confession. This maiden’s mouth had long watered for their 

secret confabulations, little feasts and rejoicings by which the nuns softened the holy captivity of 

their bodies, and had wept at not being admitted to them. 

“Well,” said Sister Ovide to her, “have you had a good night’s rest, little one?” 

“Oh no!” said she, “I have been bitten by fleas.” 

“Ha! you have fleas in your cell? But you must get rid of them at once. Do you know how the 

rules of our order enjoin them to be driven out, so that never again during her conventional life 

shall a sister see so much as the tail of one?” 

“No,” replied the novice. 



“Well then, I will teach you. Do you see any fleas here? Do you notice any trace of fleas? Do 

you smell an odour of fleas? Is there any appearance of fleas in my cell? Look!” 

“I can’t find any,” said the little novice, who was Mademoiselle de Fiennes, “and smell no 

odour other than our own.” 

“Do as I am about to tell you, and be no more bitten. Directly you feel yourself pricked, you 

must strip yourself, lift your chemise, and be careful not to sin while looking all over your body; 

think only of the cursed flea, looking for it, in good faith, without paying attention to other 

things; trying only to catch the flea, which is a difficult job, as you may easily be deceived by the 

little black spots on your skin, which you were born with. Have you any, little one?” 

“Yes,” cried she. “I have two dark freckles, one on my shoulder and one on my back, rather 

low down, but it is hidden in a fold of the flesh.” 

“How did you see it?” asked Sister Perpetue. 

“I did not know it. It was Monsieur de Montresor who found it out.” 

“Ha, ha!” said the sister, “is that all he saw?” 

“He saw everything,” said she, “I was quite little; he was about nine years old, and we were 

playing together....” 

The nuns hardly being able to restrain their laughter, Sister Ovide went on— 

“The above-mentioned flea will jump from your legs to your eyes, will try and hide himself in 

apertures and crevices, will leap from valley to mountain, endeavouring to escape you; but the 

rules of the house order you courageously to pursue, repeating aves. Ordinarily at the third ave 

the beast is taken.” 

“The flea?” asked the novice. 

“Certainly the flea,” replied Sister Ovide; “but in order to avoid the dangers of this chase, you 

must be careful in whatever spot you put your finger on the beast, to touch nothing else.... Then 

without regarding its cries, plaints, groans, efforts, and writhings, and the rebellion which 

frequently it attempts, you will press it under your thumb or other finger of the hand engaged in 

holding it, and with the other hand you will search for a veil to bind the flea’s eyes and prevent it 

from leaping, as the beast seeing no longer clearly will not know where to go. Nevertheless, as it 

will still be able to bite you, and will be getting terribly enraged, you must gently open its mouth 

and delicately insert therein a twig of the blessed brush that hangs over your pillow. Thus the 

beast will be compelled to behave properly. But remember that the discipline of our order allows 

you to retain no property, and the beast cannot belong to you. You must take into consideration 

that it is one of God’s creatures, and strive to render it more agreeable. Therefore, before all 

things, it is necessary to verify three serious things—viz.: If the flea be a male, if it be female, or 

if it be a virgin; supposing it to be a virgin, which is extremely rare, since these beasts have no 

morals, are all wild hussies, and yield to the first seducer who comes, you will seize her hinder 

feet, and drawing them under her little caparison, you must bind them with one of your hairs, and 

carry it to your superior, who will decide upon its fate after having consulted the chapter. If it be 

a male—” 

“How can one tell that a flea is a virgin? asked the curious novice. 

“First of all,” replied Sister Ovide, “she is sad and melancholy, does not laugh like the others, 

does not bite so sharp, has her mouth less wide open, blushes when touched—you know where.” 

“In that case,” replied the novice, “I have been bitten by a male.” 



At this the sisters burst out laughing so heartily that one of them sounded a bass note and 

voided a little water and Sister Ovide pointing to it on the floor, said— 

“You see there’s never wind without rain.” 

The novice laughed herself, thinking that these chuckles were caused by the sister’s 

exclamation. 

“Now,” went on Sister Ovide, “if it be a male flea, you take your scissors, or your lover’s 

dagger, if by chance he has given you one as a souvenir, previous to your entry into the convent. 

In short, furnished with a cutting instrument, you carefully slit open the flanks of the flea. Expect 

to hear him howl, cough, spit, beg your pardon; to see him twist about, sweat, make sheep’s 

eyes, and anything that may come into his head to put off this operation. But be not astonished; 

pluck up your courage when thinking that you are acting thus to bring a perverted creature into 

the ways of salvation. Then you will dextrously take the reins, the liver, the heart, the gizzard, 

and noble parts, and dip them all several times into the holy water, washing and purifying them 

there, at the same time imploring the Holy Ghost to sanctify the interior of the beast. Afterwards 

you will replace all these intestinal things in the body of the flea, who will be anxious to get them 

back again. Being by this means baptised, the soul of the creature has become Catholic. 

Immediately you will get a needle and thread and sew up the belly of the flea with great care, 

with such regard and attention as is due to a fellow Christian; you will even pray for it—a 

kindness to which you will see it is sensible by its genuflections and the attentive glances which 

it will bestow upon you. In short, it will cry no more, and have no further desire to kill you; and 

fleas are often encountered who die from pleasure at being thus converted to our holy religion. 

You will do the same to all you catch; and the others perceiving it, after staring at the convert, 

will go away, so perverse are they, and so terrified at the idea of becoming Christians.” 

“And they are therefore wicked,” said the novice. “Is there any greater happiness than to be in 

the bosom of the Church?” 

“Certainly!” answered sister Ursula, “here we are sheltered from the dangers of the world and 

of love, in which there are so many.” 

“Is there any other danger than that of having a child at an unseasonable time?” asked a young 

sister. 

“During the present reign,” replied Ursula, raising her head, “love has inherited leprosy, St 

Anthony’s fire, the Ardennes’ sickness, and the red rash, and has heaped up all the fevers, 

agonies, drugs and sufferings of the lot in his pretty mortar, to draw out therefrom a terrible 

compound, of which the devil has given the receipt, luckily for convents, because there are a 

great number of frightened ladies, who become virtuous for fear of this love.” 

Thereupon they huddled up close together, alarmed at these words, but wishing to know more. 

“And is it enough to love, to suffer?” asked a sister. 

“Oh, yes!” cried Sister Ovide. 

“You love just for one little once a pretty gentleman,” replied Ursula, “and you have the 

chance of seeing your teeth go one by one, your hair fall off, your cheeks grow pallid, and your 

eyebrows drop, and the disappearance of your prized charms will cost you many a sigh. There 

are poor women who have scabs come upon their noses, and others who have a horrid animal 

with a hundred claws, which gnaws their tenderest parts. The Pope has at last been compelled to 

excommunicate this kind of love.” 

“Ah! how lucky I am to have had nothing of that sort,” cried the novice. 



Hearing this souvenir of love, the sisters suspected that the little one had gone astray through 

the heat of a crucifix of Poissy, and had been joking with the Sister Ovide, and drawing her out. 

All congratulated themselves on having so merry a jade in their company, and asked her to what 

adventure they were indebted for that pleasure. 

“Ah!” said she, “I let myself be bitten by a big flea, who had already been baptised.” 

At this speech, the sister of the bass note could not restrain a second sign. 

“Ah!” said Sister Ovide, “you are bound to give us the third. If you spoke that language in the 

choir, the abbess would diet you like Sister Petronille; so put a sordine in your trumpet.” 

“Is it true that you knew in her lifetime that Sister Petronille on whom God bestowed the gift 

of only going twice a year to the bank of deposit?” asked Sister Ursula. 

“Yes,” replied Ovide. “And one evening it happened she had to remain enthroned until matins, 

saying, ‘I am here by the will of God.’ But at the first verse, she was delivered, in order that she 

should not miss the office. Nevertheless, the late abbess would not allow that this was an especial 

favour, granted from on high, and said that God did not look so low. Here are the facts of the 

case. Our defunct sister, whose canonisation the order are now endeavouring to obtain at the 

court of the Pope, and would have had it if they could have paid the proper costs of the papal 

brief; this Petronille, then, had an ambition to have her name included in the Calendar of Saints, 

which was in no way prejudicial to our order. She lived in prayer alone, would remain in ecstasy 

before the altar of the virgin, which is on the side of the fields, and pretend so distinctly to hear 

the angels flying in Paradise, that she was able to hum the tunes they were singing. You all know 

that she took from them the chant Adoremus, of which no man could have invented a note. She 

remained for days with her eyes fixed like the star, fasting, and putting no more nourishment into 

her body that I could into my eye. She had made a vow never to taste meat, either cooked or raw, 

and ate only a crust of bread a day; but on great feast days she would add thereto a morsel of salt 

fish, without any sauce. On this diet she became dreadfully thin, yellow and saffron, and dry as 

an old bone in a cemetery; for she was of an ardent disposition, and anyone who had had the 

happiness of knocking up against her, would have drawn fire as from a flint. However, little as 

she ate, she could not escape an infirmity to which, luckily or unluckily, we are all more or less 

subject. If it were otherwise, we should be very much embarrassed. The affair in question, is the 

obligation of expelling after eating, like all the other animals, matter more or less agreeable, 

according to constitution. Now Sister Petronille differed from all others, because she expelled 

matter such as is left by a deer, and these are the hardest substances that any gizzard produces, as 

you must know, if you have ever put your foot upon them in the forest glade, and from their 

hardness they are called bullets in the language of forestry. This peculiarity of Sister Petronille’s 

was not unnatural, since long fasts kept her temperament at a permanent heat. According to the 

old sisters, her nature was so burning, that when water touched her, she went frist! like a hot 

coal. There are sisters who have accused her of secretly cooking eggs, in the night, between her 

toes, in order to support her austerities. But these were scandals, invented to tarnish this great 

sanctity of which all the other nunneries were jealous. Our sister was piloted in the way of 

salvation and divine perfection by the Abbot of St. Germaine-des-Pres de Paris—a holy man, 

who always finished his Injunctions with a last one, which was to offer to God all our troubles, 

and submit ourselves to His will, since nothing happened without His express commandment. 

This doctrine, which appears wise at first sight, has furnished matter for great controversies, and 

has been finally condemned on the statement of the Cardinal of Chatillon, who declared that then 

there would be no such thing as sin, which would considerably diminish the revenues of the 



Church. But Sister Petronille lived imbued with this feeling, without knowing the danger of it. 

After Lent, and the fasts of the great jubilee, for the first time for eight months she had need to 

go to the little room, and to it she went. There, bravely lifting her dress, she put herself into a 

position to do that which we poor sinners do rather oftener. But Sister Petronille could only 

manage to expectorate the commencement of the thing, which kept her puffing without the 

remainder making up its mind to follow. In spite of every effort, pursing of the lips and 

squeezing of body, her guest preferred to remain in her blessed body, merely putting his head out 

of the window, like a frog taking the air, and felt no inclination to fall into the vale of misery 

among the others, alleging that he would not be there in the odour of sanctity. And his idea was a 

good one for a simple lump of dirt like himself. The good saint having used all methods of 

coercion, having overstretched her muscles, and tried the nerves of her thin face till they bulged 

out, recognised the fact that no suffering in the world was so great, and her anguish attaining the 

apogee of sphincterial terrors, she exclaimed, ‘Oh! my God, to Thee I offer it!’ At this orison, the 

stoney matter broke off short, and fell like a flint against the wall of the privy, making a croc, 

croc, crooc, paf! You can easily understand, my sisters, that she had no need of a torch-cul, and 

drew back the remainder.” 

“Then did she see angels?” asked one. 

“Have they a behind?” asked another. 

“Certainly not,” said Ursula. “Do you not know that one general meeting day, God having 

ordered them to be seated, they answered Him that they had not the wherewithal.” 

Thereupon they went off to bed, some alone, others nearly alone. They were good girls, who 

harmed only themselves. 

I cannot leave them without relating an adventure which took place in their house, when 

Reform was passing a sponge over it, and making them all saints, as before stated. At that time, 

there was in the episcopal chair of Paris a veritable saint, who did not brag about what he did, 

and cared for naught but the poor and suffering, whom the dear old Bishop lodged in his heart, 

neglecting his own interests for theirs, and seeking out misery in order that he might heal it with 

words, with help, with attentions, and with money, according to the case: as ready to solace the 

rich in their misfortunes as the poor, patching up their souls and bringing them back to God; and 

tearing about hither and thither, watching his troop, the dear shepherd! Now the good man went 

about careless of the state of his cassocks, mantles, and breeches, so that the naked members of 

the church were covered. He was so charitable that he would have pawned himself to save an 

infidel from distress. His servants were obliged to look after him carefully. Ofttimes he would 

scold them when they changed unasked his tattered vestments for new; and he used to have them 

darned and patched, as long as they would hold together. Now this good archbishop knew that 

the late Sieur de Poissy had left a daughter, without a sou or a rag, after having eaten, drunk, and 

gambled away her inheritance. This poor young lady lived in a hovel, without fire in winter or 

cherries in spring; and did needlework, not wishing either to marry beneath her or sell her virtue. 

Awaiting the time when he should be able to find a young husband for her, the prelate took it 

into his head to send her the outside case of one to mend, in the person of his old breeches, a task 

which the young lady, in her present position, would be glad to undertake. One day that the 

archbishop was thinking to himself that he must go to the convent of Poissy, to see after the 

reformed inmates, he gave to one of his servants, the oldest of his nether garments, which was 

sorely in need of stitches, saying, “Take this, Saintot, to the young ladies of Poissy,” meaning to 

say, “the young lady of Poissy.” Thinking of affairs connected with the cloister, he did not 



inform his varlet of the situation of the lady’s house; her desperate condition having been by him 

discreetly kept a secret. Saintot took the breeches and went his way towards Poissy, gay as a 

grasshopper, stopping to chat with friends he met on the way, slaking his thirst at the wayside 

inns, and showing many things to the breeches during the journey that might hereafter be useful 

to them. At last he arrived at the convent, and informed the abbess that his master had sent him 

to give her these articles. When the varlet departed, leaving with the reverend mother, the 

garment accustomed to model in relief the archiepiscopal proportions of the continent nature of 

the good man, according to the fashion of the period, beside the image of those things of which 

the Eternal Father had deprived His angels, and which in the good prelate did not want for 

amplitude. Madame the abbess having informed the sisters of the precious message of the good 

archbishop they came in haste, curious and hustling, as ants into whose republic a chestnut husk 

has fallen. When they undid the breeches, which gaped horribly, they shrieked out, covering their 

eyes with one hand, in great fear of seeing the devil come out, the abbess exclaiming, “Hide 

yourselves my daughters! This is the abode of mortal sin!” 

The mother of the novices, giving a little look between her fingers, revived the courage of the 

holy troop, swearing by an Ave that no living head was domiciled in the breeches. Then they all 

blushed at their ease, while examining this habitavit, thinking that perhaps the desire of the 

prelate was that they should discover therein some sage admonition or evangelical parable. 

Although this sight caused certain ravages in the hearts of those most virtuous maidens, they paid 

little attention to the flutterings of their reins, but sprinkling a little holy water in the bottom of 

the abyss, one touched it, another passed her finger through a hole, and grew bolder looking at it. 

It has even been pretended that, their first stir over, the abbess found a voice sufficiently firm to 

say, “What is there at the bottom of this? With what idea has our father sent us that which 

consummates the ruin of women?” 

“It’s fifteen years, dear mother, since I have been permitted to gaze upon the demon’s den.” 

“Silence, my daughter. You prevent me thinking what is best to be done.” 

Then so much were these archiepiscopal breeches turned and twisted about, admired and re-

admired, pulled here, pulled there, and turned inside out—so much were they talked about, 

fought about, thought about, dreamed about, night and day, that on the morrow a little sister said, 

after having sung the matins, to which the convent had a verse and two responses—“Sisters, I 

have found out the parable of the archbishop. He has sent us as a mortification his garment to 

mend, as a holy warning to avoid idleness, the mother abbess of all the vices.” 

Thereupon there was a scramble to get hold of the breeches; but the abbess, using her high 

authority, reserved to herself the meditation over this patchwork. She was occupied during ten 

days, praying, and sewing the said breeches, lining them with silk, and making double hems, 

well sewn, and in all humility. Then the chapter being assembled, it was arranged that the 

convent should testify by a pretty souvenir to the said archbishop their delight that he thought of 

his daughters in God. Then all of them, to the very youngest, had to do some work on these 

blessed breeches, in order to do honour to the virtue of the good man. 

Meanwhile the prelate had had so much to attend to, that he had forgotten all about his 

garment. This is how it came about. He made the acquaintance of a noble of the court, who, 

having lost his wife—a she-fiend and sterile—said to the good priest, that he had a great 

ambition to meet with a virtuous woman, confiding in God, with whom he was not likely to 

quarrel, and was likely to have pretty children. Such a one he desired to hold by the hand, and 

have confidence in. Then the holy man drew such a picture of Mademoiselle de Poissy, that this 



fair one soon became Madame de Genoilhac. The wedding was celebrated at the archiepiscopal 

palace, where was a feast of the first quality and a table bordered with ladies of the highest 

lineage, and the fashionable world of the court, among whom the bride appeared the most 

beautiful, since it has certain that she was a virgin, the archbishop guaranteeing her virtue. 

When the fruit, conserves, and pastry were with many ornaments arranged on the cloth, 

Saintot said to the archbishop, “Monseigneur, your well-beloved daughters of Poissy send you a 

fine dish for the centre.” 

“Put it there,” said the good man, gazing with admiration at an edifice of velvet and satin, 

embroidered with fine ribbon, in the shape of an ancient vase, the lid of which exhaled a 

thousand superfine odours. 

Immediately the bride, uncovering it, found therein sweetmeats, cakes, and those delicious 

confections to which the ladies are so partial. But of one of them—some curious devotee—

seeing a little piece of silk, pulled it towards her, and exposed to view the habitation of the 

human compass, to the great confusion of the prelate, for laughter rang round the table like a 

discharge of artillery. 

“Well have they made the centre dish,” said the bridegroom. “These young ladies are of good 

understanding. Therein are all the sweets of matrimony.” 

Can there be any better moral than that deduced by Monsieur de Genoilhac? Then no other is 

needed. 

 

 

 

  



HOW THE CHATEAU D’AZAY CAME TO BE BUILT 

Jehan, son of Simon Fourniez, called Simonnin, a citizen of Tours —originally of the village 

of Moulinot, near to Beaune, whence, in imitation of certain persons, he took the name when he 

became steward to Louis the Eleventh—had to fly one day into Languedoc with his wife, having 

fallen into great disgrace, and left his son Jacques penniless in Touraine. This youth, who 

possessed nothing in the world except his good looks, his sword, and spurs, but whom worn-out 

old men would have considered very well off, had in his head a firm intention to save his father, 

and make his fortune at the court, then holden in Touraine. At early dawn this good Tourainian 

left his lodging, and, enveloped in his mantle, all except his nose, which he left open to the air, 

and his stomach empty, walked about the town without any trouble of digestion. He entered the 

churches, thought them beautiful, looked into the chapels, flicked the flies from the pictures, and 

counted the columns all after the manner of a man who knew not what to do with his time or his 

money. At other times he feigned to recite his paternosters, but really made mute prayers to the 

ladies, offered them holy water when leaving, followed them afar off, and endeavoured by these 

little services to encounter some adventure, in which at the peril of his life he would find for 

himself a protector or a gracious mistress. He had in his girdle two doubloons which he spared 

far more than his skin, because that would be replaced, but the doubloons never. Each day he 

took from his little hoard the price of a roll and a few apples, with which he sustained life, and 

drank at his will and his discretion of the water of the Loire. This wholesome and prudent diet, 

besides being good for his doubloons, kept him frisky and light as a greyhound, gave him a clear 

understanding and a warm heart for the water of the Loire is of all syrups the most strengthening, 

because having its course afar off it is invigorated by its long run, through many strands, before 

it reaches Tours. So you may be sure that the poor fellow imagined a thousand and one good 

fortunes and lucky adventures, and what is more, almost believed them true. Oh! The good 

times! One evening Jacques de Beaune (he kept the name although he was not lord of Beaune) 

was walking along the embankment, occupied in cursing his star and everything, for his last 

doubloon was with scant respect upon the point of quitting him; when at the corner of a little 

street, he nearly ran against a veiled lady, whose sweet odour gratified his amorous senses. This 

fair pedestrian was bravely mounted on pretty pattens, wore a beautiful dress of Italian velvet, 

with wide slashed satin sleeves; while as a sign of her great fortune, through her veil a white 

diamond of reasonable size shone upon her forehead like the rays of the setting sun, among her 

tresses, which were delicately rolled, built up, and so neat, that they must have taken her maids 

quite three hours to arrange. She walked like a lady who was only accustomed to a litter. One of 

her pages followed her, well armed. She was evidently some light o’love belonging to a noble of 

high rank or a lady of the court, since she held her dress high off the ground, and bent her back 

like a woman of quality. Lady or courtesan she pleased Jacques de Beaune, who, far from 

turning up his nose at her, conceived the wild idea of attaching himself to her for life. With this 

in view he determined to follow her in order to ascertain whither she would lead him—to 

Paradise or to the limbo of hell—to a gibbet or to an abode of love. Anything was a glean of 

hope to him in the depth of his misery. The lady strolled along the bank of the Loire towards 

Plessis inhaling like a fish the fine freshness of the water, toying, sauntering like a little mouse 

who wishes to see and taste everything. When the page perceived that Jacques de Beaune 

persistently followed his mistress in all her movements, stopped when she stopped, and watched 

her trifling in a bare-faced fashion, as if he had a right so to do, he turned briskly round with a 

savage and threatening face, like that of a dog whose says, “Stand back, sir!” But the good 



Tourainian had his wits about him. Believing that if a cat may look at king, he, a baptised 

Christian, might certainly look at a pretty woman, he stepped forward, and feigning to grin at the 

page, he strutted now behind and now before the lady. She said nothing, but looked at the sky, 

which was putting on its nightcap, the stars, and everything which could give her pleasure. So 

things went on. At last, arrived outside Portillon, she stood still, and in order to see better, cast 

her veil back over her shoulder, and in so doing cast upon the youth the glance of a clever 

woman who looks round to see if there is any danger of being robbed. I may tell you that Jacques 

de Beaune was a thorough ladies’ man, could walk by the side of a princess without disgracing 

her, had a brave and resolute air which please the sex, and if he was a little browned by the sun 

from being so much in the open air, his skin would look white enough under the canopy of a bed. 

The glance, keen as a needle, which the lady threw him, appeared to him more animated than 

that with which she would have honoured her prayer-book. Upon it he built the hope of a 

windfall of love, and resolved to push the adventure to the very edge of the petticoat, risking to 

go still further, not only his lips, which he held of little count, but his two ears and something 

else besides. He followed into the town the lady, who returned by the Rue des Trois-Pucelles, 

and led the gallant through a labyrinth of little streets, to the square in which is at the present 

time situated the Hotel de la Crouzille. There she stopped at the door of a splendid mansion, at 

which the page knocked. A servant opened it, and the lady went in and closed the door, leaving 

the Sieur de Beaune open-mouthed, stupefied, and as foolish as Monseigneur St. Denis when he 

was trying to pick up his head. He raised his nose in the air to see if some token of favour would 

be thrown to him, and saw nothing except a light which went up the stairs, through the rooms, 

and rested before a fine window, where probably the lady was also. You can believe that the 

poor lover remained melancholy and dreaming, and not knowing what to do. The window gave a 

sudden creak and broke his reverie. Fancying that his lady was about to call him, he looked up 

again, and but for the friendly shelter of the balcony, which was a helmet to him, he would have 

received a stream of water and the utensil which contained it, since the handle only remained in 

the grasp of the person who delivered the deluge. Jacques de Beaune, delighted at this, did not 

lose the opportunity, but flung himself against the wall, crying “I am killed,” with a feeble voice. 

Then stretching himself upon the fragments of broken china, he lay as if dead, awaiting the issue. 

The servants rushed out in a state of alarm, fearing their mistress, to whom they had confessed 

their fault, and picked up the wounded man, who could hardly restrain his laughter at being then 

carried up the stairs. 

“He is cold,” said the page. 

“He is covered with blood,” said the butler, who while feeling his pulse had wetted his hand. 

“If he revives,” said the guilty one, “I will pay for a mass to St. Gatien.” 

“Madame takes after her late father, and if she does not have thee hanged, the least mitigation 

of thy penalty will be that thou wilt be kicked out of her house and service,” said another. 

“Certes, he’s dead enough, he is so heavy.” 

“Ah! I am in the house of a very great lady,” thought Jacques. 

“Alas! is he really dead?” demanded the author of the calamity. While with great labour the 

Tourainian was being carried up the stairs, his doublet caught on a projection, and the dead man 

cried, “Ah, my doublet!” 

“He groans,” said the culprit, with a sigh of relief. The Regent’s servants (for this was the 

house of the Regent, the daughter of King Louis XI. of virtuous memory) brought Jacques de 



Beaune into a room, and laid him stiff and stark upon a table, not thinking for a moment that he 

could be saved. 

“Run and fetch a surgeon,” cried Madame de Beaujeu. “Run here, run there!” 

The servants were down the stairs in a trice. The good lady Regent dispatched her attendants 

for ointment, for linen to bind the wounds, for goulard-water, for so many things, that she 

remained alone. Gazing upon this splendid and senseless man, she cried aloud, admiring his 

presence and his features, handsome even in death. “Ah! God wishes to punish me. Just for one 

little time in my life has there been born in me, and taken possession of me, a naughty idea, and 

my patron saint is angry, and deprives me of the sweetest gentleman I have ever seen. By the 

rood, and by the soul of my father, I will hang every man who has had a hand in this!” 

“Madame,” cried Jacques de Beaune, springing from the table, and falling at the feet of the 

Regent, “I will live to serve you, and am so little bruised that that I promise you this night as 

many joys as there are months in the year, in imitation of the Sieur Hercules, a pagan baron. For 

the last twenty days,” he went on (thinking that matters would be smoothed by a little lying), “I 

have met you again and again. I fell madly in love with you, yet dared not, by reason of my great 

respect for your person, make an advance. You can imagine how intoxicated I must have been 

with your royal beauties, to have invented the trick to which I owe the happiness of being at your 

feet.” 

Thereupon he kissed her amorously, and gave her a look that would have overcome any 

scruples. The Regent, by means of time, which respects not queens, was, as everyone knows, in 

her middle age. In this critical and autumnal season, women formally virtuous and loveless 

desire now here, now there, to enjoy, unknown to the world, certain hours of love, in order that 

they may not arrive in the other world with hands and heart alike empty, through having left the 

fruit of the tree of knowledge untasted. The lady of Beaujeu, without appearing to be astonished 

while listening to the promises of this young man, since royal personages ought to be 

accustomed to having them by dozens, kept this ambitious speech in the depths of her memory or 

of her registry of love, which caught fire at his words. Then she raised the Tourainian, who still 

found in his misery the courage to smile at his mistress, who had the majesty of a full-blown 

rose, ears like shoes, and the complexion of a sick cat, but was so well-dressed, so fine in figure, 

so royal of foot, and so queenly in carriage, that he might still find in this affair means to gain his 

original object. 

“Who are you?” said the Regent, putting on the stern look of her father. 

“I am your very faithful subject, Jacques de Beaune, son of your steward, who has fallen into 

disgrace in spite of his faithful services.” 

“Ah, well!” replied the lady, “lay yourself on the table again. I hear someone coming; and it is 

not fit that my people should think me your accomplice in this farce and mummery.” 

The good fellow perceived, by the soft sound of her voice, that he was pardoned the enormity 

of his love. He lay down upon the table again, and remembered how certain lords had ridden to 

court in an old stirrup —a thought which perfectly reconciled him to his present position. 

“Good,” said the Regent to her maid-servants, “nothing is needed. This gentleman is better; 

thanks to heaven and the Holy Virgin, there will have been no murder in my house.” 

Thus saying, she passed her hand through the locks of the lover who had fallen to her from the 

skies, and taking a little reviving water she bathed his temples, undid his doublet, and under 

pretence of aiding his recovery, verified better than an expert how soft and young was the skin 



on this young fellow and bold promiser of bliss, and all the bystanders, men and women, were 

amazed to see the Regent act thus. But humanity never misbecomes those of royal blood. 

Jacques stood up, and appeared to come to his senses, thanked the Regent most humbly, and 

dismissed the physicians, master surgeons, and other imps in black, saying that he had 

thoroughly recovered. Then he gave his name, and saluting Madame de Beaujeu, wished to 

depart, as though afraid of her on account of his father’s disgrace, but no doubt horrified at his 

terrible vow. 



 



“I cannot permit it,” said she. “Persons who come to my house should not meet with such 

treatment as you have encountered. The Sieur de Beaune will sup here,” she added to her major 

domo. “He who has so unduly insulted him will be at his mercy if he makes himself known 

immediately; otherwise, I will have him found out and hanged by the provost.” 

Hearing this, the page who had attended the lady during her promenade stepped forward. 

“Madame,” said Jacques, “at my request pray both pardon and reward him, since to him I owe 

the felicity of seeing you, the favour of supping in your company, and perhaps that of getting my 

father re-established in the office to which it pleased your glorious father to appoint him.” 

“Well said,” replied the Regent. “D’Estouteville,” said she, turning towards the page, “I give 

thee command of a company of archers. But for the future do not throw things out of the 

window.” 

Then she, delighted with de Beaune, offered him her hand, and led him most gallantly into her 

room, where they conversed freely together while supper was being prepared. There the Sieur 

Jacques did not fail to exhibit his talents, justify his father, and raise himself in the estimation of 

the lady, who, as is well known, was like a father in disposition, and did everything at random. 

Jacques de Beaune thought to himself that it would be rather difficult for him to remain all night 

with the Regent. Such matters are not so easily arranged as the amours of cats, who have always 

a convenient refuge upon the housetops for their moments of dalliance. So he rejoiced that he 

was known to the Regent without being compelled to fulfil his rash promise, since for this to be 

carried out it was necessary that the servants and others should be out of the way, and her 

reputation safe. Nevertheless, suspecting the powers of intrigue of the good lady, at times he 

would ask himself if he were equal to the task. But beneath the surface of conversation, the same 

thing was in the mind of the Regent, who had already managed affairs quite as difficult, and she 

began most cleverly to arrange the means. She sent for one of her secretaries, an adept in all arts 

necessary for the perfect government of a kingdom, and ordered him to give her secretly a false 

message during the supper. Then came the repast, which the lady did not touch, since her heart 

had swollen like a sponge, and so diminished her stomach, for she kept thinking of this 

handsome and desirable man, having no appetite save for him. Jacques did not fail to make a 

good meal for many reasons. The messenger came, madame began to storm, and to knit her 

brows after the manner of the late king, and to say, “Is there never to be peace in this land? 

Pasques Dieu! can we not have one quiet evening?” Then she rose and strode about the room. 

“Ho there! My horse! Where is Monsieur de Vieilleville, my squire? Ah, he is in Picardy. 

D’Estouteville, you will rejoin me with my household at the Chateau d’Amboise....” And looking 

at Jacques, she said, “You shall be my squire, Sieur de Beaune. You wish to serve the state. The 

occasion is a good one. Pasques Dieu! come! There are rebels to subdue, and faithful knights are 

needed.” 

In less time than an old beggar would have taken to say thank you, the horses were bridled, 

saddled, and ready. Madame was on her mare, and the Tourainian at her side, galloping at full 

speed to her castle at Amboise, followed by the men-at-arms. To be brief and come to the facts 

without further commentary, the De Beaune was lodged not twenty yards from Madame, far 

from prying eyes. The courtiers and the household, much astonished, ran about inquiring from 

what quarter the danger might be expected; but our hero, taken at his word, knew well enough 

where to find it. The virtue of the Regent, well known in the kingdom, saved her from suspicion, 

since she was supposed to be as impregnable as the Chateau de Peronne. At curfew, when 

everything was shut, both ears and eyes, and the castle silent, Madame de Beaujeu sent away her 



handmaid, and called for her squire. The squire came. Then the lady and the adventurer sat side 

by side upon a velvet couch, in the shadow of a lofty fireplace, and the curious Regent, with a 

tender voice, asked of Jacques “Are you bruised? It was very wrong of me to make a knight, 

wounded by one on my servants, ride twelve miles. I was so anxious about it that I would not go 

to bed without having seen you. Do you suffer?” 

“I suffer with impatience,” said he of the dozen, thinking it would not do to appear reluctant. 

“I see well,” continued he, “my noble and beautiful mistress, that your servant has found favour 

in your sight.” 

“There, there!” replied she; “did you not tell a story when you said—” 

“What?” said he. 

“Why, that you had followed me dozens of times to churches, and other places to which I 

went.” 

“Certainly,” said he. 

“I am astonished,” replied the Regent, “never to have seen until today a noble youth whose 

courage is so apparent in his countenance. I am not ashamed of that which you heard me say 

when I believed you dead. You are agreeable to me, you please me, and you wish to do well.” 

Then the hour of the dreaded sacrifice having struck, Jacques fell at the knees of the Regent, 

kissed her feet, her hands, and everything, it is said; and while kissing her, previous to 

retirement, proved by many arguments to the aged virtue of his sovereign, that a lady bearing the 

burden of the state had a perfect right to enjoy herself —a theory which was not directly 

admitted by the Regent, who determined to be forced, in order to throw the burden of this sin 

upon her lover. This notwithstanding, you may be sure that she had highly perfumed and 

elegantly attired herself for the night, and shone with desire for embraces, for desire lent her a 

high colour which greatly improved her complexion; and in spite of her feeble resistance she 

was, like a young girl, carried by assault in her royal couch, where the good lady and her young 

dozener, embraced each other. Then from play to quarrel, quarrel to riot, from riot to ribaldry, 

from thread to needle, the Regent declared that she believed more in the virginity of the Holy 

Mary than in the promised dozen. Now, by chance, Jacques de Beaune did not find this great 

lady so very old between the sheets, since everything is metamorphosed by the light of the lamps 

of the night. Many women of fifty by day are twenty at midnight, as others are twenty at mid-day 

and a hundred after vespers. Jacques, happier at this sight than at that of the King on a hanging 

day, renewed his undertaking. Madame, herself astonished, promised every assistance on her 

part. The manor of Azay-le-Brule, with a good title thereto, she undertook to confer upon her 

cavalier, as well as the pardon of his father, if from this encounter she came forth vanquished, 

then the clever fellows said to himself, “This is to save my father from punishment! this for the 

fief! this for the letting and selling! this for the forest of Azay! item for the right of fishing! 

another for the Isles of the Indre! this for the meadows! I may as well release from confiscation 

our land of La Carte, so dearly bought by my father! Once more for a place at court!” Arriving 

without hindrance at this point, he believed his dignity involved, and fancied that having France 

under him, it was a question of the honour of the crown. In short, at the cost of a vow which he 

made to his patron, Monsieur St. Jacques, to build him a chapel at Azay, he presented his liege 

homage to the Regent eleven clear, clean, limpid, and genuine periphrases. Concerning the 

epilogue of this slow conversation, the Tourainian had the great self-confidence to wish 

excellently to regale the Regent, keeping for her on her waking the salute of an honest man, as it 

was necessary for the lord of Azay to thank his sovereign, which was wisely thought. But when 



nature is oppressed, she acts like a spirited horse, lays down, and will die under the whip sooner 

than move until it pleases her to rise reinvigorated. Thus, when in the morning the seignior of the 

castle of Azay desired to salute the daughter of King Louis XI., he was constrained, in spite of 

his courtesy, to make the salute as royal salutes should be made—with blank cartridge only. 

Therefore the Regent, after getting up, and while she was breakfasting with Jacques, who called 

himself the legitimate Lord of Azay, seized the occasion of this insufficiency to contradict her 

esquire, and pretend, that as he had not gained his wager, he had not earned the manor. 

“Ventre-Saint-Paterne! I have been near enough,” said Jacques. “But my dear lady and noble 

sovereign it is not proper for either you or me to judge in this cause. The case being an allodial 

case, must be brought before your council, since the fief of Azay is held from the crown.” 

“Pasques dieu!” replied the Regent with a forced laugh. “I give you the place of the Sieur de 

Vieilleville in my house. Don’t trouble about your father. I will give you Azay, and will place 

you in a royal office if you can, without injury to my honour, state the case in full council; but if 

one word falls to the damage of my reputation as a virtuous women, I—” 

“May I be hanged,” said Jacques, turning the thing into a joke, because there was a shade of 

anger in the face of Madame de Beaujeu. 

In fact, the daughter of King Louis thought more of her royalty than of the roguish dozen, 

which she considered as nothing, since fancying she had had her night’s amusement without 

loosening her purse-strings, she preferred the difficult recital of his claim to another dozen 

offered her by the Tourainian. 

“Then, my lady,” replied her good companion, “I shall certainly be your squire.” 

The captains, secretaries, and other persons holding office under the regency, astonished at the 

sudden departure of Madame de Beaujeu, learned the cause of her anxiety, and came in haste to 

the castle of Amboise to discover whence preceded the rebellion, and were in readiness to hold a 

council when her Majesty had arisen. She called them together, not to be suspected of having 

deceived them, and gave them certain falsehoods to consider, which they considered most 

wisely. At the close of the sitting, came the new squire to accompany his mistress. Seeing the 

councillors rising, the bold Tourainian begged them to decide a point of law which concerned 

both himself and the property of the Crown. 

“Listen to him,” said the Regent. “He speaks truly.” 

Then Jacques de Beaune, without being nervous at the sight of this august court, spoke as 

follows, or thereabouts:—“Noble Lords, I beg you, although I am about to speak to you of 

walnut shells, to give your attention to this case, and pardon me the trifling nature of my 

language. One lord was walking with another in a fruit garden, and noticed a fine walnut tree, 

well planted, well grown, worth looking at, worth keeping, although a little empty; a nut tree 

always fresh, sweet-smelling, the tree which you would not leave if you once saw it, a tree of 

love which seemed the tree of good and evil, forbidden by the Lord, through which were 

banished our mother Eve and the gentleman her husband. Now, my lords, this said walnut tree 

was the subject of a slight dispute between the two, and one of those many wagers which are 

occasionally made between friends. The younger boasted that he could throw twelve times 

through it a stick which he had in his hand at the time—as many people have who walk in a 

garden—and with each flight of the stick he would send a nut to the ground—” 

“That is, I believe the knotty point of the case,” said Jacques turning towards the Regent. 

“Yes, gentlemen,” replied she, surprised at the craft of her squire. 



“The other wagered to the contrary,” went on the pleader. “Now the first named throws his 

stick with such precision of aim, so gently, and so well that both derived pleasure therefrom, and 

by the joyous protection of the saints, who no doubt were amused spectators, with each throw 

there fell a nut; in fact, there fell twelve. But by chance the last of the fallen nuts was empty, and 

had no nourishing pulp from which could have come another nut tree, had the gardener planted 

it. Has the man with the stick gained his wager? Judge.” 

“The thing is clear enough,” said Messire Adam Fumee, a Tourainian, who at that time was 

the keeper of the seals. “There is only one thing for the other to do.” 

“What is that?” said the Regent. 

“To pay the wager, Madame.” 

“He is rather too clever,” said she, tapping her squire on the cheek. “He will be hanged one of 

these days.” 

She meant it as a joke, but these words were the real horoscope of the steward, who mounted 

the gallows by the ladder of royal favour, through the vengeance of another old woman, and the 

notorious treason of a man of Ballan, his secretary, whose fortune he had made, and whose name 

was Prevost, and not Rene Gentil, as certain persons have wrongly called him. The Ganelon and 

bad servant gave, it is said, to Madame d’Angouleme, the receipt for the money which had been 

given him by Jacques de Beaune, then become Baron of Samblancay, lord of La Carte and Azay, 

and one of the foremost men in the state. Of his two sons, one was Archbishop of Tours the other 

Minister of Finance and Governor of Touraine. But this is not the subject of the present history. 

Now that which concerns the present narrative, is that Madame de Beaujeu, to whom the 

pleasure of love had come rather late in the day, well pleased with the great wisdom and 

knowledge of public affairs which her chance lover possessed, made him Lord of the Privy 

Purse, in which office he behaved so well, and added so much to the contents of it, that his great 

renown procured for him one day the handling of the revenues which he superintended and 

controlled most admirably, and with great profit to himself, which was but fair. The good Regent 

paid the bet, and handed over to her squire the manor of Azay-le-Brule, of which the castle had 

long before been demolished by the first bombardiers who came from Touraine, as everyone 

knows. For this powdery miracle, but for the intervention of the king, the said engineers would 

have been condemned as heretics and abettors of Satan, by the ecclesiastical tribune of the 

chapter. 

At this time there was being built with great care by Messire Bohier, Minister of Finance, the 

Castle of Chenonceaux, which as a curiosity and novel design, was placed right across the river 

Cher. 

Now the Baron de Samblancay, wishing to oppose the said Bohier, determined to lay the 

foundation of this at the bottom of the Indre, where it still stands, the gem of this fair green 

valley, so solidly was it placed upon the piles. It cost Jacques de Beaune thirty thousand crowns, 

not counting the work done by his vassals. You may take it for granted this castle was one of the 

finest, prettiest, most exquisite and most elaborate castles of our sweet Touraine, and laves itself 

in the Indre like a princely creature, gayly decked with pavilions and lace curtained windows, 

with fine weather-beaten soldiers on her vanes, turning whichever way the wind blows, as all 

soldiers do. But Samblancay was hanged before it was finished, and since that time no one has 

been found with sufficient money to complete it. Nevertheless, his master, King Francis the First, 

was once his guest, and the royal chamber is still shown there. When the king was going to bed, 

Samblancay, whom the king called “old fellow,” in honour of his white hairs, hearing his royal 



master, to whom he was devotedly attached, remark, “Your clock has just struck twelve, old 

fellow!” replied, “Ah! sire, to twelve strokes of a hammer, an old one now, but years ago a good 

one, at this hour of the clock do I owe my lands, the money spent on this place, and honour of 

being in your service.” 

The king wished to know what his minister meant by these strange words; and when his 

majesty was getting into bed, Jacques de Beaune narrated to him the history with which you are 

acquainted. Now Francis the First, who was partial to these spicy stories, thought the adventure a 

very droll one, and was the more amused thereat because at that time his mother, the Duchess 

d’Angouleme, in the decline of life, was pursuing the Constable of Bourbon, in order to obtain of 

him one of these dozens. Wicked love of a wicked woman, for therefrom proceeded the peril of 

the kingdom, the capture of the king, and the death—as has been before mentioned—of poor 

Samblancay. 

I have here endeavoured to relate how the Chateau d’Azay came to be built, because it is 

certain that thus was commenced the great fortune of that Samblancay who did so much for his 

natal town, which he adorned; and also spent such immense sums upon the completion of the 

towers of the cathedral. This lucky adventure has been handed down from father to son, and lord 

to lord, in the said place of Azay-les-Ridel, where the story frisks still under the curtains of the 

king, which have been curiously respected down to the present day. It is therefore the falsest of 

falsities which attributes the dozen of the Tourainian to a German knight, who by this deed 

would have secured the domains of Austria to the House of Hapsburgh. The author of our days, 

who brought this history to light, although a learned man, has allowed himself to be deceived by 

certain chroniclers, since the archives of the Roman Empire make no mention of an acquisition 

of this kind. I am angry with him for having believed that a “braguette” nourished with beer, 

could have been equal to the alchemical operations of the Chinonian “braguettes,” so much 

esteemed by Rabelais. And I have for the advantage of the country, the glory of Azay, the 

conscience of the castle, and renown of the House of Beaune, from which sprang the Sauves and 

the Noirmoutiers, re-established the facts in all their veritable, historical, and admirable beauty. 

Should any ladies pay a visit to the castle, there are still dozens to be found in the 

neighbourhood, but they can only be procured retail. 

 

 

 

  



THE FALSE COURTESAN 

That which certain people do not know, is a the truth concerning the decease of the Duke of 

Orleans, brother of King Charles VI., a death which proceeded from a great number of causes, 

one of which will be the subject of this narrative. This prince was for certain the most lecherous 

of all the royal race of Monseigneur St. Louis (who was in his life time King of France), without 

even putting on one side some of the most debauched of this fine family, which was so 

concordant with the vices and especial qualities of our brave and pleasure-seeking nation, that 

you could more easily imagine Hell without Satan than France without her valorous, glorious, 

and jovial kings. So you can laugh as loudly at those muckworms of philosophy who go about 

saying, “Our fathers were better,” as at the good, philanthropical old bunglers who pretend that 

mankind is on the right road to perfection. These are old blind bats, who observe neither the 

plumage of oysters nor the shells of birds, which change no more than our ways. Hip, hip, 

huzzah! then, make merry while you’re young. Keep your throats wet and your eyes dry, since a 

hundredweight of melancholy is worth less than an ounce of jollity. The wrong doings of this 

lord, lover of Queen Isabella, whom he doted upon, brought about pleasant adventures, since he 

was a great wit, of Alcibaidescal nature, and a chip off the old block. It was he who first 

conceived the idea of a relay of sweethearts, so that when he went from Paris to Bordeaux, every 

time he unsettled his nag he found ready for him a good meal and a bed with as much lace inside 

as out. Happy Prince! who died on horseback, for he was always across something in-doors and 

out. Of his comical jokes our most excellent King Louis the Eleventh has given a splendid 

sample in the book of “Cent Nouvelles Nouvelles,” written under his superintendence during his 

exile, at the Court of Burgundy, where, during the long evenings, in order to amuse themselves, 

he and his cousin Charolois would relate to each other the good tricks and jokes of the period; 

and when they were hard up for true stories, each of the courtiers tried who could invent the best 

one. But out of respect for the royal blood, the Dauphin has credited a townsman with that which 

happened to the Lady of Cany. It is given under the title of “La Medaille a revers”, in the 

collection of which it is one of the brightest jewels, and commences the hundred. But now for 

mine. 

The Duc d’Orleans had in his suite a lord of the province of Picardy, named Raoul 

d’Hocquetonville, who had taken for a wife, to the future trouble of the prince, a young lady 

related to the house of Burgundy, and rich in domains. But, an exception to the general run of 

heiresses, she was of so dazzling a beauty, that all the ladies of the court, even the Queen and 

Madame Valentine, were thrown into the shade; nevertheless, this was as nothing in the lady of 

Hocquetonville, compared with her Burgundian consanguinity, her inheritances, her prettiness, 

and gentle nature, because these rare advantages received a religious lustre from her supreme 

innocence, sweet modesty, and chaste education. The Duke had not long gazed upon this heaven-

sent flower before he was seized with the fever of love. He fell into a state of melancholy, 

frequented no bad places, and only with regret now and then did he take a bite at his royal and 

dainty German morsel Isabella. He became passionate, and swore either by sorcery, by force, by 

trickery, or with her consent, to enjoy the flavours of this gentle lady, who, by the sight of her 

sweet body, forced him to the last extremity, during his now long and weary nights. At first, he 

pursued her with honied words, but he soon knew by her untroubled air that she was determined 

to remain virtuous, for without appearing astonished at his proceedings, or getting angry like 

certain other ladies, she replied to him, “My lord, I must inform you that I do not desire to 

trouble myself with the love of other persons, not that I despise the joys which are therein to be 



experienced (as supreme they must be, since so many ladies cast into the abyss of love their 

homes, their honour, their future, and everything), but from the love I bear my children. Never 

would I be the cause of a blush upon their cheeks, for in this idea will I bring up my daughters—

that in virtue alone is happiness to be found. For, my lord, if the days of our old age are more 

numerous than those of our youth, of them must we think. From those who brought me up I 

learned to properly estimate this life, and I know that everything therein is transitory, except the 

security of the natural affections. Thus I wish for the esteem of everyone, and above all that of 

my husband, who is all the world to me. Therefore do I desire to appear honest in his sight. I 

have finished, and I entreat you to allow me unmolested to attend to my household affairs, 

otherwise I will unhesitatingly refer the matter to my lord and master, who will quit your 

service.” 

This brave reply rendered the king’s brother more amorous than ever, and he endeavoured to 

ensnare this noble woman in order to possess her, dead or alive, and he never doubted a bit that 

he would have her in his clutches, relying upon his dexterity at this kind of sport, the most joyous 

of all, in which it is necessary to employ the weapons of all other kinds of sport, seeing that this 

sweet game is taken running, by taking aim, by torchlight, by night, by day, in the town, in the 

country, in the woods, by the waterside, in nets, with falcons, with the lance, with the horn, with 

the gun, with the decoy bird, in snares, in the toils, with a bird call, by the scent, on the wing, 

with the cornet, in slime, with a bait, with the lime-twig—indeed, by means of all the snares 

invented since the banishment of Adam. And gets killed in various different ways, but generally 

is overridden. 

The artful fellow ceased to mention his desires, but had a post of honour given to the Lady of 

Hocquetonville, in the queen’s household. Now, one day that the said Isabella went to 

Vincennes, to visit the sick King, and left him master of the Hotel St. Paul, he commanded the 

chef to have a delicate and royal supper prepared, and to serve it in the queen’s apartments. Then 

he sent for his obstinate lady by express command, and by one of the pages of the household. 

The Countess d’Hocquetonville, believing that she was desired by Madame Isabella for some 

service appertaining to her post, or invited to some sudden amusement, hastened to the room. In 

consequence of the precautions taken by the disloyal lover, no one had been able to inform the 

noble dame of the princess’s departure, so she hastened to the splendid chamber, which, in the 

Hotel St. Paul, led into the queen’s bedchamber; there she found the Duc d’Orleans alone. 

Suspecting some treacherous plot, she went quickly into the other room, found no queen, but 

heard the Prince give vent to a hearty laugh. 

“I am undone!” said she. Then she endeavoured to run away. 

But the good lady-killer had posted about devoted attendants, who, without knowing what was 

going on, closed the hotel, barricaded the doors, and in this mansion, so large that it equalled a 

fourth of Paris, the Lady d’Hocquetonville was as in a desert, with no other aid than that of her 

patron saint and God. Then, suspecting the truth, the poor lady trembled from head to foot and 

fell into a chair; and then the working of this snare, so cleverly conceived, was, with many a 

hearty laugh, revealed to her by her lover. Directly the duke made a movement to approach her 

this woman rose and exclaimed, arming herself first with her tongue, and flashing one thousand 

maledictions from her eyes— 

“You will possess me—but dead! Ha! my lord, do not force me to a struggle which must 

become known to certain people. I may yet retire, and the Sire d’Hocquetonville shall be 

ignorant of the sorrow with which you have forever tinged my life. Duke, you look too often in 



the ladies’ faces to find time to study men’s, and you do not therefore know your man. The Sire 

d’Hocquetonville would let himself be hacked to pieces in your service, so devoted is he to you, 

in memory of your kindness to him, and also because he is partial to you. But as he loves so does 

he hate; and I believe him to be the man to bring his mace down upon your head, to take his 

revenge, if you but compel me to utter one cry. Do you desire both my death and your own? But 

be assured that, as an honest woman, whatever happens to me, good or evil, I shall keep no 

secret. Now, will you let me go?” 

The bad fellow began to whistle. Hearing his whistling, the good woman went suddenly into 

the queen’s chamber, and took from a place known to her therein, a sharp stiletto. Then, when 

the duke followed her to ascertain what this flight meant, “When you pass that line,” cried she, 

pointing to a board, “I will kill myself.” 

My lord, without being in the least terrified, took a chair, placed it at the very edge of the 

plank in question, and commenced a glowing description of certain things, hoping to influence 

the mind of this brave woman, and work her to that point that her brain, her heart, and everything 

should be at his mercy. Then he commenced to say to her, in that delicate manner to which 

princes are accustomed, that, in the first place, virtuous women pay dearly for their virtue, since 

in order to gain the uncertain blessings of the future, they lose all the sweetest joys of the present, 

because husbands were compelled, from motives of conjugal policy, not show them all the 

jewels in the shrine of love, since the said jewels would so affect their hearts, was so rapturously 

delicious, so titillatingly voluptuous, that a woman would no longer consent to dwell in the cold 

regions of domestic life; and he declared this marital abomination to be a great felony, because 

the least thing a man could do in recognition of the virtuous life of a good woman and her great 

merits, was to overwork himself, to exert, to exterminate himself, to please her in every way, 

with fondlings and kissings and wrestlings, and all the delicacies and sweet confectionery of 

love; and that, if she would taste a little of the seraphic joys of these little ways to her unknown, 

she would believe all the other things of life as not worth a straw; and that, if such were her wish, 

he would forever be as silent as the grave, and last no scandal would besmear her virtue. And the 

lewd fellow, perceiving that the lady did not stop her ears, commenced to describe to her, after 

the fashion of arabesque pictures, which at that time were much esteemed, the wanton inventions 

of debauchery. Then did his eyes shoot flame, his words burn, and his voice ring, and he himself 

took great pleasure in calling to mind the various ways of his ladies, naming them to Madame 

d’Hocquetonville, and even revealing to her the tricks, caresses, and amorous ways of Queen 

Isabella, and he made use of expression so gracious and so ardently inciting, that, fancying it 

caused the lady to relax her hold upon the stiletto a little, he made as if to approach her. But she, 

ashamed to be found buried in thought, gazed proudly at the diabolical leviathan who tempted 

her, and said to him, “Fine sir, I thank you. You have caused me to love my husband all the 

more, for from your discourse I learn how much he esteems me by holding me in such respect 

that he does not dishonour his couch with the tricks of street-walkers and bad women. I should 

think myself forever disgraced, and should be contaminated to all eternity if I put my foot in 

these sloughs where go these shameless hussies. A man’s wife is one thing, and his mistress 

another.” 

“I will wager,” said the duke, smiling, “that, nevertheless, for the future you spur the Sire 

d’Hocquetonville to a little sharper pace.” 

At this the good woman trembled, and cried, “You are a wicked man. Now I both despise and 

abominate you! What! unable to rob me of my honour, you attempt to poison my mind! Ah, my 

lord, this night’s work will cost you dear— 



“If I forget it, a yet, God will not forget. 

“Are not those of verse is yours?” 

“Madame,” said the duke, turning pale with anger, “I can have you bound—” 

“Oh no! I can free myself,” replied she, brandishing the stiletto. 

The rapscallion began to laugh. 

“Never mind,” said he. “I have a means of plunging you into the sloughs of three brazen 

hussies, as you call them.” 

“Never, while I live.” 

“Head and heels you shall go in—with your two feet, two hands, two ivory breasts, and two 

other things, white as snow—your teeth, your hair, and everything. You will go of your own 

accord; you shall enter into it lasciviously, and in a way to crush your cavalier, as a wild horse 

does its rider—stamping, leaping, and snorting. I swear it by Saint Castud!” 

Instantly he whistled for one of his pages. And when the page came, he secretly ordered him 

to go and seek the Sire d’Hocquetonville, Savoisy, Tanneguy, Cypierre, and other members of 

his band, asking them to these rooms to supper, not without at the same time inviting to meet his 

guests a pretty petticoat or two. 

Then he came and sat down in his chair again, ten paces from the lady, off whom he had not 

taken his eye while giving his commands to the page in a whisper. 

“Raoul is jealous,” said he. “Now let me give you a word of advice. In this place,” he added, 

pointing to a secret door, “are the oils and superfine perfumes of the queen; in this other little 

closet she performs her ablutions and little feminine offices. I know by much experience that 

each one of you gentle creatures has her own special perfume, by which she is smelt and 

recognised. So if, as you say, Raoul is overwhelmingly jealous with the worst of all jealousies, 

you will use these fast hussies’ scents, because your danger approaches fast.” 

“Ah, my lord, what do you intend to do?” 

“You will know when it is necessary that you should know. I wish you no harm, and pledge 

you my honour, as a loyal knight, that I will almost thoroughly respect you, and be forever silent 

concerning my discomfiture. In short, you will know that the Duc d’Orleans has a good heart, 

and revenges himself nobly on ladies who treat him with disdain, by placing in their hands the 

key of Paradise. Only keep your ears open to the joyous words that will be handed from mouth to 

mouth in the next room, and cough not if you love your children.” 

Since there was no egress from the royal chamber, and the bars crossing hardly left room to 

put one’s head through, the good prince closed the door of the room, certain of keeping the lady 

a safe prisoner there, and again impressed upon her the necessity of silence. Then came the 

merry blades in great haste, and found a good and substantial supper smiling at them from the 

silver plates upon the table, and the table well arranged and well lighted, loaded with fine silver 

cups, and cups full of royal wine. Then said their master to them— 

“Come! Come! to your places my good friends. I was becoming very weary. Thinking of you, 

I wished to arrange with you a merry feast after the ancient method, when the Greeks and 

Romans said their Pater noster to Master Priapus, and the learned god called in all countries 

Bacchus. The feast will be proper and a right hearty one, since at our libation there will be 

present some pretty crows with three beaks, of which I know from great experience the best one 

to kiss.” 



Then all of them recognising their master in all things, took pleasure in this discourse, except 

Raoul d’Hocquetonville, who advanced and said to the prince— 

“My lord, I will aid you willingly in any battle but that of the petticoats, in that of spear and 

axe, but not of the wine flasks. My good companions here present have not wives at home, it is 

otherwise with me. I have a sweet wife, to whom I owe my company, and an account of all my 

deeds and actions.” 

“Then, since I am a married man I am to blame?” said the duke. 

“Ah! my dear master, you are a prince, and can do as you please.” 

These brave speeches made, as you can imagine, the heart of the lady prisoner hot and cold. 

“Ah! my Raoul,” thought she, “thou art a noble man!” 

“You are,” said the duke, “a man whom I love, and consider more faithful and praiseworthy 

than any of my people. The others,” said he, looking at the three lords, “are wicked men. But, 

Raoul,” he continued, “sit thee down. When the linnets come—they are linnets of high degree—

you can make your way home. S’death! I had treated thee as a virtuous man, ignorant of the 

extra-conjugal joys of love, and had carefully put for thee in that room the queen of raptures—a 

fair demon, in whom is concentrated all feminine inventions. I wished that once in thy life thou, 

who has never tasted the essence of love, and dreamed but of war, should know the secret 

marvels of the gallant amusement, since it is shameful that one of my followers should serve a 

fair lady badly.” 

Thereupon the Sire d’Hocquetonville sat down to a table in order to please his prince as far as 

he could lawfully do so. Then they all commenced to laugh, joke, and talk about the ladies; and 

according to their custom, they related to each other their good fortunes and their love 

adventures, sparing no woman except the queen of the house, and betraying the little habits of 

each one, to which followed horrible little confidences, which increased in treachery and lechery 

as the contents of the goblets grew less. The duke, gay as a universal legatee, drew the guests 

out, telling lies himself to learn the truth from them; and his companions ate at a trot, drank at a 

full gallop, and their tongues rattled away faster than either. 

Now, listening to them, and heating his brain with wine, the Sire d’Hocquetonville 

unharnessed himself little by little from the reluctance. In spite of his virtues, he indulged certain 

desires, and became soaked in these impurities like a saint who defiles himself while saying his 

prayers. Perceiving which, the prince, on the alert to satisfy his ire and his bile, began to say to 

him, joking him— 

“By Saint Castud, Raoul, we are all tarred with the same brush, all discreet away from here. 

Go; we will say nothing to Madame. By heaven! man, I wish thee to taste of the joys of paradise. 

There,” said he, tapping the door of the room in which was Madame d’Hocquetonville, “in there 

is a lady of the court and a friend of the queen, but the greatest priestess of Venus that ever was, 

and her equal is not to be found in any courtesan, harlot, dancer, doxy, or hussy. She was 

engendered at a moment when paradise was radiant with joy, when nature was procreating, when 

the planets were whispering vows of love, when the beasts were frisking and capering, and 

everything was aglow with desire. Although the women make an altar of her bed, she is 

nevertheless too great a lady to allow herself to be seen, and too well known to utter any words 

but the sounds of love. No light will you need, for her eyes flash fire, and attempt no 

conversation, since she speaks only with movements and twistings more rapid than those of a 

deer surprised in the forest. Only, my dear Raoul, but so merry a nag look to your stirrups, sit 

light in the saddle, since with one plunge she would hurl thee to the ceiling, if you are not 



careful. She burns always, and is always longing for male society. Our poor dead friend, the 

young Sire de Giac, met his death through her; she drained his marrow in one springtime. God’s 

truth! to know such bliss as that of which she rings the bells and lights the fires, what man would 

not forfeit a third of his future happiness? and he who has known her once would for a second 

night forfeit without regret eternity.” 

“But,” said Raoul, “in things which should be so much alike, how is it that there is so great a 

difference?” 

“Ha! Ha! Ha!” 

Thereupon the company burst out laughing, and animated by the wine and a wink from their 

master, they all commenced relating droll and quaint conceits, laughing, shouting, and making a 

great noise. Now, knowing not that an innocent scholar was there, these jokers, who had 

drowned their sense of shame in the wine-cups, said things to make the figures on the mantel 

shake, the walls and the ceilings blush; and the duke surpassed them all, saying, that the lady 

who was in bed in the next room awaiting a gallant should be the empress of these warm 

imaginations, because she practised them every night. Upon this the flagons being empty, the 

duke pushed Raoul, who let himself be pushed willingly, into the room, and by this means the 

prince compelled the lady to deliberate by which dagger she would live or die. At midnight the 

Sire d’Hocquetonville came out gleefully, not without remorse at having been false to his good 

wife. Then the Duc d’Orleans led Madame d’Hocquetonville out by a garden door, so that she 

gained her residence before her husband arrived here. 

“This,” said she, in the prince’s ear, as she passed the postern, “will cost us all dear.” 

One year afterwards, in the old Rue du Temple, Raoul d’Hocquetonville, who had quitted the 

service of the Duke for that of Jehan of Burgundy, gave the king’s brother a blow on the head 

with a club, and killed him, as everyone knows. In the same year died the Lady 

d’Hocquetonville, having faded like a flower deprived of air and eaten by a worm. Her good 

husband had engraved upon her marble tomb, which is in one of the cloisters of Peronne, the 

following inscription— 

HERE LIES BERTHA DE BOURGONGE THE NOBLE AND COMELY WIFE OF 

RAOUL, SIRE DE HOCQUETONVILLE. 

ALAS! PRAY NOT FOR HER SOUL SHE BLOSSOMED AGAIN IN PARADISE THE 

ELEVENTH DAY OF JANUARY IN THE YEAR OF OUR LORD MCCCCVIII., IN THE 

TWENTY-THIRD YEAR OF HER AGE, LEAVING TWO SONS AND HER LORD SPOUSE 

INCONSOLABLE. 

This epitaph was written in elegant Latin, but for the convenience of all it was necessary to 

translate it, although the word comely is feeble beside that of formosa, which signifies beautiful 

in shape. The Duke of Burgundy, called the Fearless, in whom previous to his death the Sire 

d’Hocquetonville confided the troubles cemented with lime and sand in his heart, used to say, in 

spite of his hardheartedness in these matters, that this epitaph plunged him into a state of 

melancholy for a month, and that among all the abominations of his cousin of Orleans, there was 

one for which he would kill him over again if the deed had not already been done, because this 

wicked man had villianously defaced with vice the most divine virtue in the world and had 

prostituted two noble hearts, the one by the other. When saying this he would think of the lady of 

Hocquetonville and of his own, which portrait had been unwarrantably placed in the cabinet 

where his cousin placed the likeness of his wenches. 



The adventure was so extremely shocking, that when it was related by the Count de Charolois 

to the Dauphin, afterwards Louis XI., the latter would not allow his secretaries to publish it in his 

collection, out of respect for his great uncle the Duke d’Orleans, and for Dunois his old comrade, 

the son of the same. But the person of the lady of Hocquetonville is so sublimely virtuous, so 

exquisitely melancholy, that in her favour the present publication of this narrative will be 

forgiven, in spite of the diabolical invention and vengeance of Monseigneur d’Orleans. The just 

death of this rascal nevertheless caused many serious rebellions, which finally Louis XI., losing 

all patience, put down with fire and sword. 

This shows us that there is a woman at the bottom of everything, in France as elsewhere, and 

that sooner or later we must pay for our follies. 

 

  



THE DANGER OF BEING TOO INNOCENT 

The Lord of Montcontour was a brave soldier of Tours, who in honour of the battle gained by 

the Duke of Anjou, afterwards our right glorious king, caused to be built at Vouvray the castle 

thus named, for he had borne himself most bravely in that affair, where he overcame the greatest 

of heretics, and from that was authorised to take the name. Now this said captain had two sons, 

good Catholics, of whom the eldest was in favour at court. After the peace, which was concluded 

before the stratagem arranged for St Bartholomew’s Day, the good man returned to his manor, 

which was not ornamented as it is at the present day. There he received the sad announcement of 

the death of his son, slain in a duel by the lord of Villequier. The poor father was the more cut up 

at this, as he had arranged a capital marriage for the said son with a young lady of the male 

branch of Amboise. Now, by this death most piteously inopportune, vanished all the future and 

advantages of his family, of which he wished to make a great and noble house. With this idea, he 

had put his other son in a monastery, under the guidance and government of a man renowned for 

his holiness, who brought him up in a Christian manner, according to the desire of his father, 

who wished from high ambition to make him a cardinal of renown. For this the good abbot kept 

the young man in a private house, and had to sleep by his side in his cell, allowed no evil weeds 

to grow in his mind, brought him up in purity of soul and true condition, as all priests should be. 

This said clerk, when turned nineteen years, knew no other love than the love of God, no other 

nature than that of the angels who had not our carnal properties, in order that they may live in 

purity, seeing that otherwise they would make good use of them. The which the King on high, 

who wished to have His pages always proper, was afraid of. He has done well, because His good 

little people cannot drink in dram shops or riot in brothels as ours do. He is divinely served; but 

then remember, He is Lord of all. Now in this plight the lord of Montcontour determined to 

withdraw his second son from the cloister, and invest him with the purple of the soldier and 

courtier, in the place of the ecclesiastical purple; and determined to give him in marriage to the 

maiden, affianced to the dead man, which was wisely determined because wrapped round with 

continence and sobriety in all ways as was the little monk, the bride would be as well used and 

happier than she would have been with the elder, already well hauled over, upset, and spoiled by 

the ladies of the court. The befrocked, unfrocked, and very sheepish in his ways, followed the 

sacred wishes of his father, and consented to the said marriage without knowing what a wife, 

and—what is more curious—what a girl was. By chance, his journey having been hindered by 

the troubles and marches of conflicting parties, this innocent—more innocent than it is lawful for 

a man to be innocent—only came to the castle of Montcontour the evening before the wedding, 

which was performed with dispensations bought in by the archbishopric of Tours. It is necessary 

here to describe the bride. Her mother, long time a widow, lived in the House of M. de 

Braguelongne, civil lieutenant of the Chatelet de Paris, whose wife lived with lord of Lignieres, 

to the great scandal of the period. But everyone then had so many joists in his own eye that he 

had no right to notice the rafters in the eyes of others. Now, in all families people go to perdition, 

without noticing their neighbours, some at an amble, others at a gentle trot, many at a gallop, and 

a small number walking, seeing that the road is all downhill. Thus in these times the devil had 

many a good orgy in all things, since that misconduct was fashionable. The poor old lady Virtue 

had retired trembling, no one knew whither, but now here, now there, lived miserably in 

company with honest women. 

In the most noble house Amboise there still lived the Dowager of Chaumont, an old woman of 

well proved virtue, in whom had retired all the religion and good conduct of this fine family. The 



said lady had taken to her bosom, from the age of ten years, the little maiden who is concerned in 

this adventure, and who had never caused Madame Amboise the least anxiety, but left her free in 

her movements, and she came to see her daughter once a year, when the court passed that way. 

In spite of this high maternal reserve, Madame Amboise was invited to her daughter’s wedding, 

and also the lord of Braguelongne, by the good old soldier, who knew his people. But the dear 

dowager came not to Montcontour, because she could not obtain relief from her sciatica, her 

cold, nor the state of her legs, which gamboled no longer. Over this the good woman cried 

copiously. It hurt her much to let go into the dangers of the court and of life this gentle maiden, 

as pretty as it was possible for a pretty girl to be, but she was obliged to give her her wings. But 

it was not without promising her many masses and orisons every evening for her happiness. And 

comforted a little, the good old lady began to think that the staff of her old age was passing into 

the hands of a quasi-saint, brought up to do good by the above-mentioned abbot, with whom she 

was acquainted, the which had aided considerably in the prompt exchange of spouses. At length, 

embracing her with tears, the virtuous dowager made those last recommendations to her that 

ladies make to young brides, as that she ought to be respectful to his mother, and obey her 

husband in everything. 

Then the maid arrived with a great noise, conducted by servants, chamberlains, grooms, 

gentlemen, and people of the house of Chaumont, so that you would have imagined her suite to 

be that of a cardinal legate. So arrived the two spouses the evening before marriage. Then, the 

feasting over, they were married with great pomp on the Lord’s Day, a mass being said at the 

castle by the Bishop of Blois, who was a great friend of the lord of Montcontour; in short, the 

feasting, the dancing, and the festivities of all sorts lasted till the morning. But on the stroke of 

midnight the bridesmaids went to put the bride to bed, according to the custom of Touraine; and 

during this time they kept quarrelling with the innocent husband, to prevent him going to this 

innocent wife, who sided with them from ignorance. However, the good lord of Montcontour 

interrupted the jokers and the wits, because it was necessary that his son should occupy himself 

in well-doing. Then went the innocent into the chamber of his wife, whom he thought more 

beautiful than the Virgin Mary painted in Italian, Flemish, and other pictures, at whose feet he 

had said his prayers. But you may be sure he felt very much embarrassed at having so soon 

become a husband, because he knew nothing of his business, and saw that certain forms had to 

be gone through concerning which from great and modest reserve, he had no time to question 

even his father, who had said sharply to him— 

“You know what you have to do; be valiant therein.” 

Then he saw the gentle girl who was given him, comfortably tucked up in the bedclothes, 

terribly curious, her head buried under, but hazarding a glance as at the point of a halberd, and 

saying to herself— 

“I must obey him.” 

And knowing nothing, she awaited the will of this slightly ecclesiastical gentleman, to whom, 

in fact, she belonged. Seeing which, the Chevalier de Montcontour came close to the bed, 

scratched his ear, and knelt down, a thing in which he was expert. 

“Have you said your prayers?” said he. 

“No,” said she; “I have forgotten them. Do wish me to say them?” 

Then the young couple commenced the business of a housekeeping by imploring God, which 

was not at all out of place. But unfortunately the devil heard, and at once replied to their 

requests, God being much occupied at that time with the new and abominable reformed religion. 



“What did they tell you to do?” said the husband. 

“To love you,” said she, in perfect innocence. 

“This has not been told to me; but I love you, I am ashamed to say, better than I love God.” 

This speech did not alarm the bride. 

“I should like,” said the husband, “to repose myself in your bed, if it will not disturb you.” 

“I will make room for you willingly because I am to submit myself to you.” 

“Well,” said he, “don’t look at me again. I’m going to take my clothes off, and come.” 

At this virtuous speech, the young damsel turned herself towards the wall in great expectation, 

seeing that it was for the very first time that she was about to find herself separated from a man 

by the confines of a shirt only. Then came the innocent, gliding into bed, and thus they found 

themselves, so to speak, united, but far from what you can imagine what. Did you ever see a 

monkey brought from across the seas, who for the first time is given a nut to crack? This ape, 

knowing by high apish imagination how delicious is the food hidden under the shell, sniffs and 

twists himself about in a thousand apish ways, saying, I know not what, between his chattering 

jaws. Ah! with what affection he studies it, with what study he examines it, in what examination 

he holds it, then throws it, rolls and tosses it about with passion, and often, when it is an ape of 

low extraction and intelligence, leaves the nut. As much did the poor innocent who, towards the 

dawn, was obliged to confess to his dear wife that, not knowing how to perform his office, or 

what that office was, or where to obtain the said office, it would be necessary for him to inquire 

concerning it, and have help and aid. 

“Yes,” said she; “since, unhappily, I cannot instruct you.” 

In fact, in spite of their efforts, essay of all kinds—in spite of a thousand things which the 

innocents invent, and which the wise in matters of love know nothing about—the pair dropped 

off to sleep, wretched at having been unable to discover the secret of marriage. But they wisely 

agreed to say that they had done so. When the wife got up, still a maiden, seeing that she had not 

been crowned, she boasted of her night, and said she had the king of husbands, and went on with 

her chattering and repartee as briskly as those who know nothing of these things. Then everyone 

found the maiden a little too sharp, since for a two-edged joke a lady of Roche-Corbon having 

incited a young maiden, de la Bourdaisiere, who knew nothing of such things, to ask the bride— 

“How many loaves did your husband put in the oven?” 

“Twenty-four,” she replied. 

Now, as the bridegroom was roaming sadly about, thereby distressing his wife, who followed 

him with her eyes, hoping to see his state of innocence come to an end, the ladies believed that 

the joy of that night had cost him dear, and that the said bride was already regretting having so 

quickly ruined him. And at breakfast came the bad jokes, which at that time were relished as 

excellent, one said that the bride had an open expression; another, that there had been some good 

strokes of business done that night in the castle; this one, that the oven had been burned; that one 

that the two families have lost something that night that they would never find again. And a 

thousand other jokes, stupidities, and double meanings that, unfortunately the husband did not 

understand. But on account of the great affluence of the relations, neighbours, and others, no one 

had been to bed; all had danced, rollicked, and frolicked, as is the custom at noble weddings. 

At this was quite contented my said Sieur de Braguelongne, upon whom my lady of Amboise, 

excited by the thought of the good things which were happening to her daughter, cast the glances 

of a falcon in matters of gallant assignation. The poor Lieutenant civil, learned in bailiffs’ men 



and sergeants, and who nabbed all the pickpockets and scamps of Paris, pretended not to see his 

good fortune, although his good lady required him to do. You may be sure this great lady’s love 

weighed heavily upon him, so he only kept to her from a spirit of justice, because it was not 

seeming in a lieutenant judiciary to change his mistresses as often as a man at court, because he 

had under his charge morals, the police and religion. This not withstanding his rebellion must 

come to an end. On the day after the wedding a great number of the guests departed; then 

Madame d’Amboise and Monsieur de Braguelongne could go to bed, their guests having 

decamped. Sitting down to supper, the lieutenant received a half-verbal summons to which it was 

not becoming, as in legal matters, to oppose any reasons for delay. 

During supper the said lady d’Amboise made more than a hundred little signs in order to draw 

the good Braguelongne from the room where he was with the bride, but out came instead of the 

lieutenant the husband, to walk about in company with the mother of his sweet wife. Now, in the 

mind of this innocent there had sprung up like a mushroom an expedient—namely, to interrogate 

this good lady, whom he considered discreet, for remembering the religious precepts of his 

abbot, who had told him to inquire concerning all things of old people expert in the ways of life, 

he thought of confiding his case to the said lady d’Amboise. But he made first awkwardly and 

shyly certain twists and turns, finding no terms in which to unfold his case. And the lady was 

also perfectly silent, since she was outrageously struck with the blindness, deafness and 

voluntary paralysis of the lord of Braguelongne; and said to herself, walking by the side of this 

delicate morsel, a young innocent of whom she did not think, little imagining that this cat so well 

provided with young bacon could think of old— 

“This Ho, Ho, with a beard of flies’ legs, a flimsy, old, grey, ruined, shaggy beard—beard 

without comprehension, beard without shame, without any feminine respect—beard which 

pretends neither to feel nor to hear, nor to see, a pared away beard, a beaten down, disordered, 

gutted beard. May the Italian sickness deliver me from this vile joker with a squashed nose, fiery 

nose, frozen nose, nose without religion, nose dry as a lute table, pale nose, nose without a soul, 

nose which is nothing but a shadow; nose which sees not, nose wrinkled like the leaf of a vine; 

nose that I hate, old nose, nose full of mud—dead nose. Where had my eyes been to attach 

myself to truffle nose, to this old hulk that no longer knows his way? I give my share to the devil 

of this juiceless beard, of this grey beard, of this monkey face, of these old tatters, of this old rag 

of a man, of this—I know not what; and I’ll take a young husband who’ll marry me properly, and 

. . . and often—every day—and well—” 

In this wise train of thought was she when the innocent began his anthem to this woman, so 

warmly excited, who at the first paraphrase took fire in her understanding, like a piece of old 

touchwood from the carbine of a soldier; and finding it wise to try her son-in-law, said to 

herself— 

“Ah! young beard, sweet scented! Ah! pretty new nose—fresh beard —innocent nose—virgin 

appeared—nose full of joy it—beard of springtime, small key of love!” 

She kept on talking the round of the garden, which was long, and then arranged with the 

Innocent that, night come, he should sally forth from his room and get into hers, where she 

engaged to render him more learned than ever was his father. And the husband was well content, 

and thanked Madame d’Amboise, begging her to say nothing of this arrangement. 

During this time the good old Braguelongne had been growling and saying to himself, “Old 

ha, ha! old ho, ho! May the plague take thee! may a cancer eat thee!—worthless old currycomb! 

old slipper, too big for the foot! old arquebus! ten year old codfish! old spider that spins no 



more! old death with open eyes! old devil’s cradle! vile lantern of an old town-crier too! Old 

wretch whose look kills! old moustache of an old theriacler! old wretch to make dead men weep! 

old organ-pedal! old sheath with a hundred knives! old church porch, worn out by the knees! old 

poor-box in which everyone has dropped. I’ll give all my future to be quit of thee!” As he 

finished these gentle thoughts the pretty bride, who was thinking of her young husband’s great 

sorrow at not knowing the particulars of that essential item of marriage, and not having the 

slightest idea what it was, thought to save him much tribulation, shame, and labour by instructing 

herself. And she counted upon much astonishing and rejoicing him the next night when she 

should say to him, teaching him his duty, “That’s the thing my love!” Brought up in great respect 

of old people by her dear dowager, she thought of inquiring of this good man in her sweetest 

manner to distil for her the sweet mysteries of the commerce. Now, the lord of Braguelongne, 

ashamed of being lost in sad contemplation of this evening’s work, and of saying nothing to his 

gay companion, put this summary interrogation to the fair bride—“If she was not happy with so 

good a young husband—” 

“He is very good,” said she. 

“Too good, perhaps,” said the lieutenant smiling. 

To be brief, matters were so well arranged between them that the Lord engaged to spare no 

pains to enlighten the understanding of Madame d’Amboise’s daughter-in-law, who promised to 

come and study her lesson in his room. The said lady d’Amboise pretended after supper to play 

terrible music in a high key to Monsieur Braguelongne saying that he had no gratitude for the 

blessings she had brought him—her position, her wealth, her fidelity, etc. In fact, she talked for 

half an hour without having exhausted a quarter of her ire. From this a hundred knives were 

drawn between them, but they kept the sheaths. Meanwhile the spouses in bed were arranging to 

themselves how to get away, in order to please each other. Then the innocent began to say he fell 

quite giddy, he knew not from what, and wanted to go into the open air. And his maiden wife 

told him to take a stroll in the moonlight. And then the good fellow began to pity his wife in 

being left alone a moment. At her desire, both of them at different times left their conjugal couch 

and came to their preceptors, both very impatient, as you can well believe; and good instruction 

was given to them. How? I cannot say, because everyone has his own method and practice, and 

of all sciences this is the most variable in principle. You may be sure that never did scholars 

receive more gayly the precepts of any language, grammar, or lessons whatsoever. And the two 

spouses returned to their nest, delighted at being able to communicate to each other the 

discoveries of their scientific peregrinations. 

“Ah, my dear,” said the bride, “you already know more than my master.” 

From these curious tests came their domestic joy and perfect fidelity; because immediately 

after their entry into the married state they found out how much better each of them was adapted 

for love than anyone else, their masters included. Thus for the remainder of their days they kept 

to the legitimate substance of their own persons; and the lord of Montcontour said in old age to 

his friends— 

“Do like me, be cuckolds in the blade, and not in the sheath.” 

Which is the true morality of the conjugal condition. 

 

 

 



  



THE DEAR NIGHT OF LOVE 

In that winter when commenced that first taking up of arms by those of the religion, which 

was called the Riot of Amboise, an advocate, named Avenelles, lent his house, situated in the 

Rue des Marmousets for the interviews and conventions of the Huguenots, being one of them, 

without knowing, however, that the Prince of Conde, La Regnaudie, and others, intended to carry 

off the king. 

The said Avenelles wore a nasty red beard, as shiny as a stick of liquorice, and was devilishly 

pale, as are all the rogues who take refuge in the darkness of the law; in short, the most evil-

minded advocate that has ever lived, laughing at the gallows, selling everybody, and a true Judas. 

According to certain authors of a great experience in subtle rogues he was in this affair, half 

knave, half fool, as it is abundantly proved by this narrative. This procureur had married a very 

lovely lady of Paris, of whom he was jealous enough to kill her for a pleat in the sheets, for 

which she could not account, which would have been wrong, because honest creases are often 

met with. But she folded her clothes very well, so there’s the end of the matter. Be assured that, 

knowing the murderous and evil nature of this man, his wife was faithful enough to him, always 

ready, like a candlestick, arranged for her duty like a chest which never moves, and opens to 

order. Nevertheless, the advocate had placed her under the guardianship and pursuing eye of an 

old servant, a duenna as ugly as a pot without a handle, who had brought up the Sieur Avenelles, 

and was very fond of him. His poor wife, for all pleasure in her cold domestic life, used to go to 

the Church of St. Jehan, on the Place de Greve, where, as everyone knows, the fashionable world 

was accustomed to meet; and while saying her paternosters to God she feasted her eyes upon all 

these gallants, curled, adorned, and starched, young, comely, and flitting about like true 

butterflies, and finished by picking out from among the lot a good gentleman, lover of the queen-

mother, and a handsome Italian, with whom she was smitten because he was in the May of his 

age, nobly dressed, a graceful mover, brave in mien, and was all that a lover should be to bestow 

a heart full of love upon an honest married woman too tightly squeezed by the bonds of 

matrimony, which torment her, and always excite her to unharness herself from the conjugal 

yoke. And you can imagine that the young gentleman grew to admire Madame, whose silent love 

spoke secretly to him, without either the devil or themselves knowing how. Both one and the 

other had their correspondence of love. At first, the advocate’s wife adorned herself only to come 

to church, and always came in some new sumptuosity; and instead of thinking of God, she made 

God angry by thinking of her handsome gentleman, and leaving her prayers, she gave herself up 

to the fire which consumed her heart, and moistened her eyes, her lips, and everything, seeing 

that this fire always dissolves itself in water; and often said to herself: “Ha! I would give my life 

for a single embrace with this pretty lover who loves me.” Often, too, in place of saying her 

litanies to Madame the Virgin, she thought in her heart: “To feel the glorious youth of this gentle 

lover, to have the full joys of love, to taste all in one moment, little should I mind the flames into 

which the heretics are thrown.” Then the gentleman gazing at the charms of this good wife, and 

her burning blushes when he glanced at her, came always close to her stool, and addressed to her 

those requests which the ladies understand so well. Then he said aside to himself: “By the double 

horn on my father, I swear to have the woman, though it cost me my life.” 

And when the duenna turned her head, the two lovers squeezed, pressed, breathed, ate, 

devoured, and kissed each other by a look which would have set light to the match of a 

musketeer, if the musketeer had been there. It was certain that a love so far advanced in the heart 

should have an end. The gentleman dressed as a scholar of Montaign, began to regale the clerks 



of the said Avenelles, and to joke in the company, in order to learn the habits of the husband, his 

hours of absence, his journeys, and everything, watching for an opportunity to stick his horns on. 

And this was how, to his injury, the opportunity occurred. The advocate, obliged to follow the 

course of this conspiracy, and, in case of failure, intending to revenge himself upon the Guises, 

determined to go to Blois, where the court then was in great danger of being carried off. 

Knowing this, the gentleman came first to the town of Blois, and there arranged a master-trap, 

into which the Sieur Avenelles should fall, in spite of his cunning, and not come out until steeped 

in a crimson cuckoldom. The said Italian, intoxicated with love, called together all his pages and 

vassals, and posted them in such a manner that on the arrival of the advocate, his wife, and her 

duenna, it was stated to them at all the hostelries at which they wished to put up that the hostelry 

being full, in consequence of the sojourn of the court, they must go elsewhere. Then the 

gentleman made such an arrangement with the landlord of the Soleil Royal, that he had the 

whole of the house, and occupied, without any of the usual servants of the place remaining there. 

For greater security, my lord sent the said master and his people into the country, and put his 

own in their places, so that the advocate should know nothing of this arrangement. Behold my 

good gentleman who lodges his friends to come to the court in the hostelry, and for himself 

keeps a room situated above those in which he intends to put his lovely mistress, her advocate, 

and the duenna, not without first having cut a trap in the boards. And his steward being charged 

to play the part of the innkeeper, his pages dressed like guests, and his female servants like 

servants of the inn, he waited for spies to convey to him the dramatis personae of this farce—

viz., wife, husband, and duenna, none of whom failed to come. Seeing the immense wealth of the 

great lords, merchants, warriors, members of the service, and others, brought by the sojourn of 

the young king, of two queens, the Guises, and all the court, no one had a right to be astonished 

or to talk of the roguish trap, or of the confusion come to the Soleil Royal. Behold now the Sieur 

Avenelles, on his arrival, bundled about, he, his wife and the duenna from inn to inn, and 

thinking themselves very fortunate in being received at the Soleil Royal, where the gallant was 

getting warm, and love was burning. The advocate, being lodged, the lover walked about the 

courtyard, watching and waiting for a glance from the lady; and he did not have to wait very 

long, since the fair Avenelles, looking soon into the court, after the custom of the ladies, there 

recognised not without great throbbing of the heart, her gallant and well-beloved gentleman. At 

that she was very happy; and if by a lucky chance both had been alone together for an ounce of 

time, that good gentleman would not have had to wait for his good fortune, so burning was she 

from head to foot. 

“How warm it is in the rays of this lord,” said she, meaning to say sun, since it was then 

shining fiercely. 

Hearing this, the advocate sprang to the window, and beheld my gentleman. 

“Ha! you want lords, my dear, do you?” said the advocate, dragging her by the arm, and 

throwing her like one of his bags on to the bed. “Remember that if I have a pencase at my side 

instead of a sword, I have a penknife in this pencase, and that penknife will go into your heart on 

the least suspicion of conjugal impropriety. I believe I have seen that gentleman somewhere.” 

The advocate was so terribly spiteful that the lady rose, and said to him— 

“Well, kill me. I am not afraid of deceiving you. Never touch me again, after having thus 

menaced me. And from to-day I shall never think of sleeping save with a lover more gentle than 

you are.” 



“There, there, my little one!” said the advocate, surprised. “We have gone a little too far. Kiss 

me, chick-a-biddy, and forgive me.” 

“I will neither kiss nor pardon you,” said she “You are a wretch!” 

Avenelles, enraged, wished to take by force that which his wife denied him, and from this 

resulted a combat, from which the husband emerged clawed all over. But the worst of it was, that 

the advocate, covered with scratches, being expected by the conspirators, who were holding a 

council, was obliged to quit his good wife, leaving her to the care of the old woman. 

The knave having departed, the gentleman putting one of his servants to keep watch at the 

corner of the street, mounts to his blessed trap, lifts it noiselessly, and calls the lady by a gentle 

psit! psit! which was understood by the heart, which generally understands everything. The lady 

lifts her head, and sees her pretty lover four flea jumps above her. Upon a sign, she takes hold of 

two cords of black silk, to which were attached loops, through which she passes her arms, and in 

the twinkling of an eye is translated by two pulleys from her bed through the ceiling into the 

room above, and the trap closing as it has opened, left the old duenna in a state of great 

flabbergastation, when, turning her head, she neither saw robe nor woman, and perceived that the 

women had been robbed. How? by whom? in what way? where? —Presto! Foro! Magico! As 

much knew the alchemists at their furnaces reading Herr Trippa. Only the old woman knew well 

the crucible, and the great work—the one was cuckoldom, and the other the private property of 

Madame Advocate. She remained dumbfounded, watching for the Sieur Avenelles—as well say 

death, for in his rage he would attack everything, and the poor duenna could not run away, 

because with great prudence the jealous man had taken the keys with him. At first sight, Madame 

Avenelles found a dainty supper, a good fire in the grate, but a better in the heart of her lover, 

who seized her, and kissed her, with tears of joy, on the eyes first of all, to thank them for their 

sweet glances during devotion at the church of St Jehan en Greve. Nor did the glowing better 

half of the lawyer refuse her little mouth to his love, but allowed herself to be properly pressed, 

adored, caressed, delighting to be properly pressed, admirably adored, and calorously caressed 

after the manner of eager lovers. And both agreed to be all in all to each other the whole night 

long, no matter what the result might be, she counting the future as a fig in comparison with the 

joys of this night, he relying upon his cunning and his sword to obtain many another. In short, 

both of them caring little for life, because at one stroke they consummated a thousand lives, 

enjoyed with each other a thousand delights, giving to each other the double of their own—

believing, he and she, that they were falling into an abyss, and wishing to roll there closely 

clasped, hurling all the love of their souls with rage in one throw. Therein they loved each other 

well. Thus they knew not love, the poor citizens, who live mechanically with their good wives, 

since they know not the fierce beating of the heart, the hot gush of life, and the vigorous clasp as 

of two young lovers, closely united and glowing with passion, who embrace in face of the danger 

of death. Now the youthful lady and the gentleman ate little supper, but retired early to rest. Let 

us leave them there, since no words, except those of paradise unknown to us, would describe 

their delightful agonies, and agonising delights. Meanwhile, the husband, so well cuckolded that 

all memory of marriage had been swept away by love,—the said Avenelles found himself in a 

great fix. To the council of the Huguenots came the Prince of Conde, accompanied by all the 

chiefs and bigwigs, and there it was resolved to carry off the queen-mother, the Guises, the 

young king, the young queen, and to change the government. This becoming serious, the 

advocate seeing his head at stake, did not feel the ornaments being planted there, and ran to 

divulge the conspiracy to the cardinal of Lorraine, who took the rogue to the duke, his brother, 

and all three held a consultation, making fine promises to the Sieur Avenelles, whom with the 



greatest difficulty they allowed, towards midnight, to depart, at which hour he issued secretly 

from the castle. At this moment the pages of the gentleman and all his people were having a right 

jovial supper in honour of the fortuitous wedding of their master. Now, arriving at the height of 

the festivities, in the middle of the intoxication and joyous huzzahs, he was assailed with jeers, 

jokes, and laughter that turned him sick when he came into his room. The poor servant wished to 

speak, but the advocate promptly planted a blow in her stomach, and by a gesture commanded 

her to be silent. Then he felt in his valise, and took therefrom a good poniard. While he was 

opening and shutting it, a frank, naive, joyous, amorous, pretty, celestial roar of laughter, 

followed by certain words of easy comprehension, came down through the trap. The cunning 

advocate, blowing out his candle, saw through the cracks in the boards caused by the shrinking 

of the door a light, which vaguely explained the mystery to him, for he recognised the voice of 

his wife, and that of the combatant. The husband took the duenna by the arm, and went softly at 

the stairs searching for the door of the chamber in which were the lovers, and did not fail to find 

it. Fancy! that like a horrid, rude advocate, he burst open the door, and with one spring was on 

the bed, in which he surprised his wife, half dressed, in the arms of the gentleman. 

“Ah!” said she. 

The lover having avoided the blow, tried to snatch the poniard from the hands of the knave, 

who held it firmly. 

Now, in this struggle of life and death, the husband finding himself hindered by his lieutenant, 

who clutched him tightly with his fingers of iron, and bitten by his wife, who tore away at him 

with a will, gnawing him as a dog gnaws a bone, he thought instantly of a better way to gratify 

his rage. Then the devil, newly horned, maliciously ordered, in his patois, the servants to tie the 

lovers with the silken cords of the trap, and throwing the poniard away, he helped the duenna to 

make them fast. And the thing thus done in a moment, he rammed some linen into their mouths 

to stop their cries, and ran to his good poniard without saying a word. At this moment there 

entered several officers of the Duke of Guise, whom during the struggle no one had heard 

turning the house upside down, looking for the Sieur Avenelles. These soldiers, suddenly warned 

by the cries of the pages of the lord, bound, gagged and half killed, threw themselves between 

the man with the poniard and the lovers, disarmed him, and accomplished their mission by 

arresting him, and marching him off to the castle prison, he, his wife, and the duenna. At the 

same time the people of the Guises, recognising one of their master’s friends, with whom at this 

moment the queen was most anxious to consult, and whom they were enjoined to summon to the 

council, invited him to come with them. Then the gentleman soon untied, dressing himself, said 

aside to the chief of the escort, that on his account, for the love for him, he should be careful to 

keep the husband away from his wife, promising him his favour, good advancement, and even a 

few deniers, if he were careful to obey him on this point. And for greater surety he explained to 

him the why and the wherefore of the affair, adding that if the husband found himself within 

reach of this fair lady he would give her for certain a blow in the belly from which she would 

never recover. Finally he ordered him to place the lady in the jail of the castle, in a pleasant place 

level with gardens, and the advocate in a safe dungeon, not without chaining him hand and foot. 

The which the said office promised, and arranged matters according to the wish of the 

gentleman, who accompanied the lady as far as the courtyard of the castle, assuring her that this 

business would make her a widow, and that he would perhaps espouse her in legitimate 

marriage. In fact, the Sieur Avenelles was thrown into a damp dungeon, without air, and his 

pretty wife placed in a room above him, out of consideration for her lover, who was the Sieur 

Scipion Sardini, a noble of Lucca, exceedingly rich, and, as has been before stated, a friend of 



Queen Catherine de Medici, who at that time did everything in concert with the Guises. Then he 

went up quickly to the queen’s apartments, where a great secret council was then being held, and 

there the Italian learned what was going on, and the danger of the court. Monseigneur Sardini 

found the privy counsellors much embarrassed and surprised at this dilemma, but he made them 

all agree, telling them to turn it to their own advantage; and to his advice was due the clever idea 

of lodging the king in the castle of Amboise, in order to catch the heretics there like foxes in a 

bag, and there to slay them all. Indeed, everyone knows how the queen-mother and Guises 

dissimulated, and how the Riot of Amboise terminated. This is not, however, the subject of the 

present narrative. When in the morning everyone had quitted the chamber of the queen-mother, 

where everything had been arranged, Monseigneur Sardini, in no way oblivious of his love for 

the fair Avenelles, although he was at the time deeply smitten with the lovely Limeuil, a girl 

belonging to the queen-mother, and her relation by the house of La Tour de Turenne, asked why 

the good Judas had been caged. Then the Cardinal of Lorraine told him his intention was not in 

any way to harm the rogue, but that fearing his repentance, and for greater security of his silence 

until the end of the affair, he put him out of the way, and would liberate him at the proper time. 

“Liberate him!” said the Luccanese. “Never! Put him in a sack, and throw the old black gown 

into the Loire. In the first place I know him; he is not the man to forgive you his imprisonment, 

and will return to the Protestant Church. Thus this will be a work pleasant to God, to rid him of a 

heretic. Then no one will know your secrets, and not one of his adherents will think of asking 

you what has become of him, because he is a traitor. Let me procure the escape of his wife and 

arrange the rest; I will take it off your hands.” 

“Ha, ha!” said the cardinal; “you give good council. Now I will, before distilling your advice, 

have them both more securely guarded. Hi, there!” 

Came an officer of police, who was ordered to let no person whoever he might be, 

communicate with the two prisoners. Then the cardinal begged Sardini to say at his hotel that the 

said advocate had departed from Blois to return to his causes in Paris. The men charged with the 

arrest of the advocate had received a verbal order to treat him as a man of importance, so they 

neither stripped nor robbed him. Now the advocate had kept thirty gold crowns in his purse, and 

resolved to lose them all to assure his vengeance, and proved by good arguments to the jailers 

that it was allowable for him to see his wife, on whom he doted, and whose legitimate embrace 

he desired. Monseigneur Sardini, fearing for his mistress the danger of the proximity of this red 

learned rogue, and for her having great fear of certain evils, determined to carry her off in the 

night, and put her in a place of safety. Then he hired some boatmen and also their boat, placing 

them near the bridge, and ordered three of his most active servants to file the bars of the cell, 

seize the lady, and conduct her to the wall of the gardens where he would await her. 

These preparations being made, and good files bought, he obtained an interview in the 

morning with the queen-mother, whose apartments were situated above the stronghold in which 

lay the said advocate and his wife, believing that the queen would willingly lend herself to this 

flight. Presently he was received by her, and begged her not to think it wrong that, at the 

instigation of the cardinal and of the Duke of Guise, he should deliver this lady; and besides this, 

urged her very strongly to tell the cardinal to throw the man into the water. To which the queen 

said “Amen.” Then the lover sent quickly to his lady a letter in a plate of cucumbers, to advise 

her of her approaching widowhood, and the hour of flight, with all of which was the fair citizen 

well content. Then at dusk the soldiers of the watch being got out of the way by the queen, who 

sent them to look at a ray of the moon, which frightened her, behold the servants raised the 



grating, and caught the lady, who came quickly enough, and was led through the house to 

Monseigneur Sardini. 

But the postern closed, and the Italian outside with the lady, behold the lady throw aside her 

mantle, see the lady change into an advocate, and see my said advocate seize his cuckolder by 

the collar, and half strangle him, dragging him towards the water to throw him to the bottom of 

the Loire; and Sardini began to defend himself, to shout, and to struggle, without being able, in 

spite of his dagger, to shake off this devil in long robes. Then he was quiet, falling into a slough 

under the feet of the advocate, whom he recognised through the mists of this diabolical combat, 

and by the light of the moon, his face splashed with the blood of his wife. The enraged advocate 

quitted the Italian, believing him to be dead, and also because servants armed with torches, came 

running up. But he had to jump into the boat and push off in great haste. 

Thus poor Madame Avenelles died alone, since Monseigneur Sardini, badly strangled, was 

found, and revived from this murder; and later, as everyone knows, married the fair Limeuil after 

this sweet girl had been brought to bed in the queen’s cabinet—a great scandal, which from 

friendship the queen-mother wished to conceal, and which from great love Sardini, to whom 

Catherine gave the splendid estate of Chaumont-sur-Loire, and also the castle, covered with 

marriage. 

But he had been so brutally used by the husband, that he did not make old bones, and the fair 

Limeuil was left a widow in her springtime. In spite of his misdeeds the advocate was not 

searched after. He was cunning enough eventually to get included in the number of those 

conspirators who were not prosecuted, and returned to the Huguenots, for whom he worked hard 

in Germany. 

Poor Madame Avenelles, pray for her soul! for she was hurled no one knew where, and had 

neither the prayers of the Church nor Christian burial. Alas! shed a tear for her, ye ladies lucky in 

your loves. 

 

 

 



 



THE SERMON OF THE MERRY VICAR OF MEUDON 

When, for the last time, came Master Francis Rabelais, to the court of King Henry the Second 

of the name, it was in that winter when the will of nature compelled him to quit for ever his 

fleshly garb, and live forever in his writings resplendent with that good philosophy to which we 

shall always be obliged to return. The good man had, at that time, counted as nearly as possible 

seventy flights of the swallow. His Homeric head was but scantily ornamented with hair, but his 

beard was still perfect in its flowing majesty; there was still an air of spring-time in his quiet 

smile, and wisdom on his ample brow. He was a fine old man according to the statement of those 

who had the happiness to gaze upon his face, to which Socrates and Aristophanes, formerly 

enemies, but then become friends, contributed their features. Hearing his last hours tinkling in 

his ears he determined to go and pay his respects to the king of France, because he was having 

just at that time arrived in his castle of Tournelles, the good man’s house being situated in the 

gardens of St Paul, was not a stone’s throw distant from the court. He soon found himself in the 

presence of Queen Catherine, Madame Diana, whom she received from motives of policy, the 

king, the constable, the cardinals of Lorraine and Bellay, Messieurs de Guise, the Sieur de 

Birague, and other Italians, who at that time stood well at court in consequence of the king’s 

protection; the admiral, Montgomery, the officers of the household, and certain poets, such as 

Melin de St. Gelays, Philibert de l’Orme, and the Sieur Brantome. 

Perceiving the good man, the king, who knew his wit, said to him, with a smile, after a short 

conversation— 

“Hast thou ever delivered a sermon to thy parishioners of Meudon?” 

Master Rabelais, thinking that the king was joking, since he had never troubled himself further 

about his post than to collect the revenues accruing from it, replied— 

“Sire, my listeners are in every place, and my sermon heard throughout Christendom.” 

Then glancing at all the courtiers, who, with the exception of Messieurs du Bellay and 

Chatillon, considered him to be nothing but a learned merry-andrew, while he was really the king 

of all wits, and a far better king than he whose crown only the courtiers venerate, there came into 

the good man’s head the malicious idea to philosophically pump over their heads, just as it 

pleased Gargantua to give the Parisians a bath from the turrets of Notre Dame, so he added— 

“If you are in a good humour, sire, I can regale you with a capital little sermon, always 

appropriate, and which I have kept under the tympanum of my left ear in order to deliver it in a 

fit place, by way of an aulic parable.” 

“Gentlemen,” said the king, “Master Francis Rabelais has the floor of the court, and our 

salvation is concerned in his speech. Be silent, I pray you, and give heed; he is fruitful in 

evangelical drolleries.” 

“Sire,” said the good vicar, “I commence.” 

All the courtiers became silent, and arranged themselves into a circle, pliant as osiers before 

the father of Pantagruel who unfolded to them the following tale, in words the illustrious 

eloquence of which it is impossible to equal. But since this tale has only been verbally handed 

down to us, the author will be pardoned if he write after his own fashion. 

“In his old age Gargantua took to strange habits, which greatly astonished his household, but 

the which he was forgiven since he was seven hundred and four years old, in spite of the 



statement of St. Clement of Alexandra in his Stromates, which makes out that at this time he was 

a quarter of a day less, which matters little to us. Now this paternal master, seeing that everything 

was going wrong in his house, and that every one was fleecing him, conceived a great fear that 

he would in his last moments be stripped of everything, and resolved to invent a more perfect 

system of management in his domains, and he did well. In a cellar of Gargantuan abode he hid 

away a fine heap of red wheat, beside twenty jars of mustard and several delicacies, such as 

plums and Tourainian rolls, articles of a dessert, Olivet cheese, goat cheese, and others, well 

known between Langeais and Loches, pots of butter, hare pasties, preserved ducks, pigs’ trotters 

in bran, boatloads and pots full of crushed peas, pretty little pots of Orleans quince preserve, 

hogsheads of lampreys, measures of green sauce, river game, such as francolins, teal, sheldrake, 

heron, and flamingo, all preserved in sea-salt, dried raisins, tongues smoked in the manner 

invented by Happe-Mousche, his celebrated ancestor, and sweetstuff for Garga-melle on feast 

days; and a thousand other things which are detailed in the records of the Ripuary laws and in 

certain folios of the Capitularies, Pragmatics, royal establishments, ordinances and institutions of 

the period. To be brief, the good man, putting his spectacles on his nose or his nose in his 

spectacles, looked about for a fine flying dragon or unicorn to whom the guard of this precious 

treasure could be committed. With this thought in his head he strolled about the gardens. He did 

not desire a Coquecigrue, because the Egyptians were afraid of them, as it appeared in the 

Hieroglyphics. He dismissed the idea of engaging the legions of Caucquemarres, because 

emperors disliked them and also the Romans according to that sulky fellow Tacitus. He rejected 

the Pechrocholiers in council assembled, the Magi, the Druids, the legion or Papimania, and the 

Massorets, who grew like quelch-grass and over-ran all the land, as he had been told by his son, 

Pantagruel, on his return from his journey. The good man calling to mind old stories, had no 

confidence in any race, and if it had been permissible would have implored the Creator for a new 

one, but not daring to trouble Him about such trifles, did not know whom to choose, and was 

thinking that his wealth would be a great trouble to him, when he met in his path a pretty little 

shrew-mouse of the noble race of shrew-mice, who bear all gules on an azure ground. By the 

gods! be sure that it was a splendid animal, with the finest tail of the whole family, and was 

strutting about in the sun like a brave shrew-mouse. It was proud of having been in this world 

since the Deluge, according to letters-patent of indisputable nobility, registered by the parliament 

of the universe, since it appears from the Ecumenical Inquiry a shrew-mouse was in Noah’s 

Ark.” Here Master Alcofribas raised his cap slightly, and said, reverently, “It was Noah, my 

lords, who planted the vine, and first had the honour of getting drunk upon the juice of its fruit.” 

“For it is certain,” he continued, “that a shrew-mouse was in the vessel from which we all 

came; but the men have made bad marriages; not so the mice, because they are more jealous of 

their coat of arms than any other animals, and would not receive a field-mouse among them, 

even though he had the especial gift of being able to convert grains of sand to fine fresh 

hazelnuts. This fine gentlemanly character so pleased the good Gargantua, that he decided to 

give the post of watching his granaries to the shrew-mouse, with the most ample of powers—of 

justice, comittimus, missi dominici, clergy, men-at-arms, and all. The shrew-mouse promised 

faithfully to accomplish his task, and to do his duty as a loyal beast, on condition that he lived on 

a heap of grain, which Gargantua thought perfectly fair. The shrew-mouse began to caper about 

in his domain as happy as a prince who is happy, reconnoitering his immense empire of mustard, 

countries of sugar, provinces of ham, duchies of raisins, counties of chitterlings, and baronies of 

all sorts, scrambling on to the heap of grain and frisking his tail against everything. To be brief, 

everywhere was the shrew-mouse received with honour by the pots, which kept a respectful 



silence, except two golden tankards, which knocked against each other like the bells of a church 

ringing a tocsin, at which he was much pleased, and thanked them, right and left, by a nod of the 

head, while promenading in the rays of the sun, which were illuminating his domain. Therein so 

splendidly did the brown colour of his hair shine forth, that one would have thought him a 

northern king in his sable furs. After his twists, turns, jumps and capers, he munched two grains 

of corn, sat upon the heap like a king in full court, and fancied himself the most illustrious of 

shrew-mice. At this moment they came from their accustomed holes the gentlemen of the night-

prowling court, who scamper with their little feet across the floors; these gentlemen being the 

rats, mice, and other gnawing, thieving, and crafty animals, of whom the citizens and housewives 

complain. When they saw the shrew-mouse they took fright, and all remained shyly at the 

threshold of their dens. Among these common people, in spite of the danger, one old infidel of 

the trotting, nibbling race of mice, advanced a little, and putting his nose in the air, had the 

courage to stare my lord shrew-mouse full in the face, although the latter was proudly squatted 

upon his rump, with his tail in the air; and he came to the conclusion that he was a devil, from 

whom nothing but scratches were to be gained. And from these facts, Gargantua, in order that the 

high authority of his lieutenant might be universally known by all of the shrew-mice, cats, 

weasels, martins, field-mice, mice, rats, and other bad characters of the same kidney, had lightly 

dipped his muzzle, pointed as a larding pin, in oil of musk, which all shrew-mice have since 

inherited, because this one, is spite of the sage advice of Gargantua, rubbed himself against 

others of his breed. From this sprang the troubles in the Muzaraignia of which I will give you a 

good account in an historical book when I get an opportunity. 

“Then an old mouse, or rat—the rabbis of Talmud have not yet agreed concerning the 

species—perceiving by this perfume that this shrew-mouse was appointed to guard the grain of 

Gargantua, and had been sprinkled with virtues, invested with full powers, and armed at all 

points, was alarmed lest he should no longer be able to live, according to the custom of mice, 

upon the meats, morsels, crusts, crumbs, leavings, bits, atoms, and fragments of this Canaan of 

rats. In this dilemma the good mouse, artful as an old courtier who had lived under two regencies 

and three kings, resolved to try the mettle of the shrew-mouse, and devote himself to the 

salvation of the jaws of his race. This would have been a laudable thing in a man, but it was far 

more so in a mouse, belonging to a tribe who live for themselves alone, barefacedly and 

shamelessly, and in order to gratify themselves would defile a consecrated wafer, gnaw a priest’s 

stole without shame, and would drink out of a Communion cup, caring nothing for God. The 

mouse advanced with many a bow and scrape, and the shrew-mouse let him advance rather 

near—for, to tell the truth, these animals are naturally short-sighted. Then this Curtius of nibblers 

made his little speech, not the jargon of common mice, but in the polite language of shrew-

mice:—‘My lord, I have heard with much concern of your glorious family, of which I am one of 

the most devoted slaves. I know the legend of your ancestors, who were thought much of by the 

ancient Egyptians, who held them in great veneration, and adored them like other sacred birds. 

Nevertheless, your fur robe is so royally perfumed, and its colour is so splendiferously tanned, 

that I am doubtful if I recognise you as belonging to this race, since I have never seen any of 

them so gloriously attired. However you have swallowed the grain after the antique fashion. 

Your proboscis is a proboscis of sapience; you have kicked like a learned shrew-mouse; but if 

you are a true shrew-mouse, you should have in I know not what part of your ear—I know not 

what special auditorial channel, which I know not, what wonderful door, closes I know not how, 

and I know not with what movements, by your secret commands to give you, I know not why, 

licence not to listen to I know not what things, which would be displeasing to you, on account of 



the special and peculiar perfection of your faculty of hearing everything, which would often pain 

you.” 

“‘True,’ said the shrew-mouse, ‘the door has just fallen. I hear nothing!’ 

“‘Ah, I see,’ said the old rogue. 

“And he made for the pile of corn, from which he commenced to take his store for the winter. 

“‘Did you hear anything?’ asked he. 

“‘I hear the pit-a-pat of my heart.’ 

“‘Kouick!’ cried all the mice; ‘we shall be able to hoodwink him.’ 

“The shrew-mouse, fancying that he had met with a faithful vassal, opened the trap of his 

musical orifice, and heard the noise of the grain going towards the hole. Then, without having 

recourse to forfeiture, the justice of commissaries, he sprang upon the old mouse and squeezed 

him to death. Glorious death! for the hero died in the thick of the grain, and was canonised as a 

martyr. The shrew-mouse took him by the ears and placed him on the door the granary, after the 

fashion of the Ottoman Porte, where my good Panurge was within an ace of being spitted. At the 

cries of the dying wretch the rats, mice, and others made for their holes in great haste. When the 

night had fallen they came to the cellar, convoked for the purpose of holding a council to 

consider public affairs; to which meeting, in virtue of the Papyrian and other laws, their lawful 

wives were admitted. The rats wished to pass before the mice, and serious quarrels about 

precedence nearly spoiled everything; but a big rat gave his arm to a mouse, and the gaffer rats 

and gammer mice being paired off in the same way, all were soon seated on their rumps, tails in 

air, muzzles stretched, whiskers stiff, and their eyes brilliant as those of a falcon. Then 

commenced a deliberation, which finished up with insults and a confusion worthy of an 

ecumenical council of holy fathers. One said this and another said that, and a cat passing by took 

fright and ran away, hearing these strange noises: ‘Bou, bou, grou, ou, ou, houic, houic, briff, 

briffnac, nac, nac, fouix, fouix, trr, trr, trr, trr, za, za, zaaa, brr, brr, raaa, ra, ra, ra, fouix!’ so well 

blended together in a babel of sound, that a council at the Hotel de Ville could not have made a 

greater hubbub. During this tempest a little mouse, who was not old enough to enter parliament, 

thrust through a chink her inquiring snout, the hair on which was as downy as that of all mice, 

too downy to be caught. As the tumult increased, by degrees her body followed her nose, until 

she came to the hoop of a cask, against which she so dextrously squatted that she might have 

been mistaken for a work of art carved in antique bas-relief. Lifting his eyes to heaven to implore 

a remedy for the misfortunes of the state, an old rat perceived this pretty mouse, so gentle and 

shapely, and declared that the State might be saved by her. All the muzzles turned to this Lady of 

Good Help, became silent, and agreed to let her loose upon the shrew-mouse, and in spite of the 

anger of certain envious mice, she was triumphantly marched around the cellar, where, seeing 

her walk mincingly, mechanically move her tail, shake her cunning little head, twitch her 

diaphanous ears, and lick with her little red tongue the hairs just sprouting on her cheeks, the old 

rats fell in love with her and wagged their wrinkled, white-whiskered jaws with delight at the 

sight of her, as did formerly the old men of Troy, admiring the lovely Helen, returning from her 

bath. Then the maiden was conducted to the granary, with instructions to make a conquest of the 

shrew-mouse’s heart, and save the fine red grain, as did formerly the fair Hebrew, Esther, for the 

chosen people, with the Emperor Ahasuerus, as is written in the master-book, for Bible comes 

from the Greek word biblos, as if to say the only book. The mouse promised to deliver the 

granaries, for by a lucky chance she was the queen of mice, a fair, plump, pretty little mouse, the 

most delicate little lady that ever scampered merrily across the floors, scratched between the 



walls, and gave utterance to little cries of joy at finding nuts, meal, and crumbs of bread in her 

path; a true fay, pretty and playful, with an eye clear as crystal, a little head, sleek skin, amorous 

body, rosy feet, and velvet tail—a high born mouse and a polished speaker with a natural love of 

bed and idleness—a merry mouse, more cunning than an old Doctor of Sorbonne fed on 

parchment, lively, white bellied, streaked on the back, with sweet moulded breasts, pearl-white 

teeth, and of a frank open nature—in fact, a true king’s morsel.” 

This portraiture was so bold—the mouse appearing to have been the living image of Madame 

Diana, then present—that the courtiers stood aghast. Queen Catherine smiled, but the king was in 

no laughing humour. But Rabelais went on without paying any attention to the winks of the 

Cardinal Bellay and de Chatillon, who were terrified for the good man. 

“The pretty mouse,” said he, continuing, “did not beat long about the bush, and from the first 

moment that she trotted before the shrew-mouse, she had enslaved him for ever by her 

coquetries, affectations, friskings, provocations, little refusals, piercing glances, and wiles of a 

maiden who desires yet dares not, amorous oglings, little caresses, preparatory tricks, pride of a 

mouse who knows her value, laughings and squeakings, triflings and other endearments, 

feminine, treacherous and captivating ways, all traps which are abundantly used by the females 

of all nations. When, after many wrigglings, smacks in the face, nose lickings, gallantries of 

amorous shrew-mice, frowns, sighs, serenades, titbits, suppers and dinners on the pile of corn, 

and other attentions, the superintendent overcame the scruples of his beautiful mistress, he 

became the slave of this incestuous and illicit love, and the mouse, leading her lord by the snout, 

became queen of everything, nibbled his cheese, ate the sweets, and foraged everywhere. This 

the shrew-mouse permitted to the empress of his heart, although he was ill at ease, having broken 

his oath made to Gargantua, and betrayed the confidence placed in him. Pursuing her advantage 

with the pertinacity of a woman, one night they were joking together, the mouse remembered the 

dear old fellow her father, and desiring that he should make his meals off the grain, she 

threatened to leave her lover cold and lonely in his domain if he did not allow her to indulge her 

filial piety. In the twinkling of a mouse’s eye he had granted letters patent, sealed with a green 

seal, with tags of crimson silk, to his wench’s father, so that the Gargantuan palace was open to 

him at all hours, and he was at liberty see his good, virtuous daughter, kiss her on the forehead, 

and eat his fill, but always in a corner. Then there arrived a venerable old rat, weighing about 

twenty-five ounces, with a white tail, marching like the president of a Court of Justice, wagging 

his head, and followed by fifteen or twenty nephews, all with teeth as sharp as saws, who 

demonstrated to the shrew-mouse by little speeches and questions of all kinds that they, his 

relations, would soon be loyally attached to him, and would help him to count the things 

committed to his charge, arrange and ticket them, in order that when Gargantua came to visit 

them he would find everything in perfect order. There was an air of truth about these promises. 

The poor shrew-mouse was, however, in spite of this speech, troubled by ideas from on high, and 

serious pricking of shrew-mousian conscience. Seeing that he turned up his nose at everything, 

went about slowly and with a careworn face, one morning the mouse who was pregnant by him, 

conceived the idea of calming his doubts and easing his mind by a Sorbonnical consultation, and 

sent for the doctors of his tribe. During the day she introduced to him one, Sieur Evegault, who 

had just stepped out of a cheese where he lived in perfect abstinence, an old confessor of high 

degree, a merry fellow of good appearance, with a fine black skin, firm as a rock, and slightly 

tonsured on the head by the pat of a cat’s claw. He was a grave rat, with a monastical paunch, 

having much studied scientific authorities by nibbling at their works in parchments, papers, 

books and volumes of which certain fragments had remained upon his grey beard. In honour of 



and great reverence for his great virtue and wisdom, and his modest life, he was accompanied by 

a black troop of black rats, all bringing with them pretty little mice, their sweethearts, for not 

having adopted the canons of the council of Chesil, it was lawful for them to have respectable 

women for concubines. These beneficed rats, being arranged in two lines, you might have 

fancied them a procession of the university authorities going to Lendit. And they all began to 

sniff the victuals. 

“When the ceremony of placing them all was complete, the old cardinal of the rats lifted up his 

voice, and in a good rat-latin oration pointed out to the guardian of the grain that no one but God 

was superior to him; and that to God alone he owed obedience, and he entertained him with 

many fine phrases, stuffed with evangelical quotations, to disturb the principal and fog his flock; 

in fact, fine argument interlarded with much sound sense. The discourse finished with a 

peroration full of high sounding words in honour of shrew-mice, among whom his hearer was the 

most illustrious and best beneath the sun; and this oration considerably bewildered the keeper of 

the granary. 

“This good gentleman’s head was thoroughly turned, and he installed this fine speaking rat 

and his tribe in his manor, where night and day his praises and little songs in his honour were 

sung, not forgetting his lady, whose little paw was kissed and little tail was sniffed at by all. 

Finally, the mistress, knowing that certain young rats were still fasting, determined to finish her 

work. Then she kissed her lord tenderly, loading him with love, and performing those little 

endearing antics of which one alone was sufficient to send a beast to perdition; and said to the 

shrew-mouse that he wasted the precious time due to their love by travelling about, that he was 

always going here or there, and that she never had her proper share of him; that when she wanted 

his society, he was on the leads chasing the cats, and that she wished him always to be ready to 

her hand like a lance, and kind as a bird. Then in her great grief she tore out a grey hair, 

declaring herself, weepingly, to be the most wretched little mouse in the world. The shrew-

mouse pointed out to her that she was the mistress of everything, and wished to resist, but after 

the lady had shed a torrent of tears he implored a truce and considered her request. Then instantly 

drying her tears, and giving him her paw to kiss, she advised him to arm some soldiers, trusty 

and tried rats, old warriors, who would go the rounds to keep watch. Everything was thus wisely 

arranged. The shrew-mouse had the rest of the day to dance, play, and amuse himself, listen to 

the roundelays and ballads which the poets composed in his honour, play the lute and the 

mandore, make acrostics, eat, drink and be merry. One day his mistress having just risen from 

her confinement, after having given birth to the sweetest little mouse-sorex or sorex-mouse, I 

know not what name was given to this mongrel food of love, whom you may be sure, the 

gentlemen in the long robe would manage to legitimise” (the constable of Montmorency, who 

had married his son to a legitimised bastard of the king’s, here put his hand to his sword and 

clutched the handle fiercely), “a grand feast was given in the granaries, to which no court festival 

or gala could be compared, not even that of the Field of the Cloth of Gold. In every corner mice 

were making merry. Everywhere there were dances, concerts, banquets, sarabands, music, joyous 

songs, and epithalamia. The rats had broken open the pots, and uncovered the jars, lapped the 

gallipots, and unpacked the stores. The mustard was strewn over the place, the hams were 

mangled and the corn scattered. Everything was rolling, tumbling, and falling about the floor, 

and the little rats dabbled in puddles of green sauce, the mice navigated oceans of sweetmeats, 

and the old folks carried off the pasties. There were mice astride salt tongues. Field-mice were 

swimming in the pots, and the most cunning of them were carrying the corn into their private 

holes, profiting by the confusion to make ample provision for themselves. No one passed the 



quince confection of Orleans without saluting it with one nibble, and oftener with two. It was 

like a Roman carnival. In short, anyone with a sharp ear might have heard the frizzling frying-

pans, the cries and clamours of the kitchens, the crackling of their furnaces, the noise of the 

turnspits, the creaking of baskets, the haste of the confectioners, the click of the meat-jacks, and 

the noise of the little feet scampering thick as hail over the floor. It was a bustling wedding-feast, 

where people come and go, footmen, stablemen, cooks, musicians, buffoons, where everyone 

pays compliments and makes a noise. In short, so great was the delight that they kept up a 

general wagging of the head to celebrate this eventful night. But suddenly there was heard the 

horrible foot-fall of Gargantua, who was ascending the stairs of his house to visit the granaries, 

and made the planks, the beams, and everything else tremble. Certain old rats asked each other 

what might mean this seignorial footstep, with which they were unacquainted, and some of them 

decamped, and they did well, for the lord and master entered suddenly. Perceiving the confusion 

these gentleman had made, seeing his preserves eaten, his mustard unpacked, and everything 

dirtied and scratched about, he put his feet upon these lively vermin without giving them time to 

squeak, and thus spoiled their best clothes, satins, pearls, velvets, and rubbish, and upset the 

feast.” 

“And what became of the shrew-mouse?” said the king, waking from his reverie. 

“Ah, sire!” replied Rabelais, “herein we see the injustice of the Gargantuan tribe. He was put 

to death, but being a gentleman he was beheaded. That was ill done, for he had been betrayed.” 

“You go rather far, my good man,” said the king. 

“No sire,” replied Rabelais, “but rather high. Have you not sunk the crown beneath the pulpit? 

You asked me for a sermon; I have given you one which is gospel.” 

“My fine vicar,” said Madame Diana, in his ear, “suppose I were spiteful?” 

“Madame,” said Rabelais, “was it not well then of me to warn the king, your master, against 

the queen’s Italians, who are as plentiful here as cockchafers?” 

“Poor preacher,” said Cardinal Odet, in his ear, “go to another country.” 

“Ah! monsieur,” replied the old fellow, “ere long I shall be in another land.” 

“God’s truth! Mr. Scribbler,” said the constable (whose son, as everyone knows, had 

treacherously deserted Mademoiselle de Piennes, to whom he was betrothed, to espouse Diana of 

France, daughter of the mistress of certain high personages and of the king), “who made thee so 

bold as to slander persons of quality? Ah, wretched poet, you like to raise yourself high; well 

then, I promise to put you in a good high place.” 

“We shall all go there, my lord constable,” replied the old man: “but if you are friendly to the 

state and to the king you will thank me for having warned him against the hordes of Lorraine, 

who are evils that will devour everything.” 

“My good man,” whispered Cardinal Charles of Lorraine, “if you need a few gold crowns to 

publish your fifth book of Pantagruel you can come to me for them, because you have put the 

case clearly to the enemy, who has bewitched the king, and also to her pack.” 

“Well, gentlemen,” said the king, “what do you think of the sermon?” 

“Sire,” said Mellin de Saint-Gelais, seeing that all were well pleased, “I had never heard a 

better Pantagruelian prognostication. Much do we owe to him who made these leonine verses in 

the Abbey of Theleme:— 



‘“Cy vous entrez, qui le saint Evangile En sens agile annoncez, quoy qu’on gronde, Ceans 

aurez une refuge et bastile, Contre l’hostile erreur qui tant postille Par son faux style 

empoisonner le monde.’” 

[’”Should ye who enter here profess in jubilation Our gospel of elation, then suffer dolts to 

curse! Here refuge shall ye find, and sure circumvallation Against the protestation of those 

whose delectation Brings false abomination to blight the universe.’”] 

All the courtiers having applauded their companion, each one complimented Rabelais, who 

took his departure accompanied with great honour by the king’s pages, who, by express 

command held torches before him. 

Some persons have charged Francis Rabelais, the imperial honour of our land, with spiteful 

tricks and apish pranks, unworthy of his Homeric philosophy, of this prince of wisdom of this 

fatherly centre, from which have issued since the rising of his subterranean light a good number 

of marvellous works. Out upon those who would defile this divine head! All their life long may 

they find grit between their teeth, those who have ignored his good and moderate nourishment. 

Dear drinker of pure water, faithful servant or monachal abstinence, wisest of wise men, how 

would thy sides ache with laughter, how wouldst thou chuckle, if thou couldst come again for a 

little while to Chinon, and read the idiotic mouthings, and the maniacal babble of the fools who 

have interpreted, commentated, torn, disgraced, misunderstood, betrayed, defiled, adulterated 

and meddled with thy peerless book. As many dogs as Panurge found busy with his lady’s robe 

at church, so many two-legged academic puppies have busied themselves with befouling the high 

marble pyramid in which is cemented for ever the seed of all fantastic and comic inventions, 

besides magnificent instruction in all things. Although rare are the pilgrims who have the breath 

to follow thy bark in its sublime peregrination through the ocean of ideas, methods, varieties, 

religions, wisdom, and human trickeries, at least their worship is unalloyed, pure, and 

unadulterated, and thine omnipotence, omniscience, and omni-language are by them bravely 

recognised. Therefore has a poor son of our merry Touraine here been anxious, however 

unworthily, to do thee homage by magnifying thine image, and glorifying the works of eternal 

memory, so cherished by those who love the concentrative works wherein the universal moral is 

contained, wherein are found, pressed like sardines in their boxes, philosophical ideas on every 

subject, science, art and eloquence, as well as theatrical mummeries. 

 

 

  



THE SUCCUBUS 

 

Prologue 

A number of persons of the noble country of Touraine, considerably edified by the warm 

search which the author is making into the antiquities, adventures, good jokes, and pretty tales of 

that blessed land, and believing for certain that he should know everything, have asked him (after 

drinking with him of course understood), if he had discovered the etymological reason, 

concerning which all the ladies of the town are so curious, and from which a certain street in 

Tours is called the Rue Chaude. By him it was replied, that he was much astonished to see that 

the ancient inhabitants had forgotten the great number of convents situated in this street, where 

the severe continence of the monks and nuns might have caused the walls to be made so hot that 

some woman of position should increase in size from walking too slowly along them to vespers. 

A troublesome fellow, wishing to appear learned, declared that formerly all the scandalmongers 

of the neighbourhood were wont to meet in this place. Another entangled himself in the minute 

suffrages of science, and poured forth golden words without being understood, qualifying words, 

harmonising the melodies of the ancient and modern, congregating customs, distilling verbs, 

alchemising all languages since the Deluge, of the Hebrew, Chaldeans, Egyptians, Greeks, 

Latins, and of Turnus, the ancient founder of Tours; and the good man finished by declaring that 

chaude or chaulde with the exception of the H and the L, came from Cauda, and that there was a 

tail in the affair, but the ladies only understood the end of it. An old man observed that in this 

same place was formerly a source of thermal water, of which his great great grandfather had 

drunk. In short, in less time than it takes a fly to embrace its sweetheart, there had been a 

pocketful of etymologies, in which the truth of the matter had been less easily found than a louse 

in the filthy beard of a Capuchin friar. But a man well learned and well informed, through having 

left his footprint in many monasteries, consumed much midnight oil, and manured his brain with 

many a volume —himself more encumbered with pieces, dyptic fragments, boxes, charters, and 

registers concerning the history of Touraine than is a gleaner with stalks of straw in the month of 

August—this man, old, infirm, and gouty, who had been drinking in his corner without saying a 

word, smiled the smile of a wise man and knitted his brows, the said smile finally resolving itself 

into a pish! well articulated, which the Author heard and understood it to be big with an 

adventure historically good, the delights of which he would be able to unfold in this sweet 

collection. 

To be brief, on the morrow this gouty old fellow said to him, “By your poem, which is called 

‘The Venial Sin,’ you have forever gained my esteem, because everything therein is true from 

head to foot—which I believe to be a precious superabundance in such matters. But doubtless 

you do not know what became of the Moor placed in religion by the said knight, Bruyn de la 

Roche-Corbon. I know very well. Now if this etymology of the street harass you, and also the 

Egyptian nun, I will lend you a curious and antique parchment, found by me in the Olim of the 

episcopal palace, of which the libraries were a little knocked about at a period when none of us 

knew if he would have the pleasure of his head’s society on the morrow. Now will not this yield 

you a perfect contentment?” 

“Good!” said the author. 



Then this worthy collector of truths gave certain rare and dusty parchments to the author, the 

which he has, not without great labour, translated into French, and which were fragments of a 

most ancient ecclesiastical process. He has believed that nothing would be more amusing than 

the actual resurrection of this antique affair, wherein shines forth the illiterate simplicity of the 

good old times. Now, then, give ear. This is the order in which were the manuscripts, of which 

the author has made use in his own fashion, because the language was devilishly difficult. 

I WHAT THE SUCCUBUS WAS. 

In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti. Amen. 

In the year of our Lord, one thousand two hundred and seventy-one, before me, Hierome 

Cornille, grand inquisitor and ecclesiastical judge (thereto commissioned by the members of the 

chapter of Saint Maurice, the cathedral of Tours, having of this deliberated in the presence of our 

Lord Jean de Montsoreau, archbishop—namely, the grievances and complaints of the inhabitants 

of the said town, whose request is here subjoined), have appeared certain noblemen, citizens, and 

inhabitants of the diocese, who have stated the following facts concerning a demon suspected of 

having taken the features of a woman, who has much afflicted the minds of the diocese, and is at 

present a prisoner in the jail of the chapter; and in order to arrive at the truth of the said charge 

we have opened the present court, this Monday, the eleventh day of December, after mass, to 

communicate the evidence of each witness to the said demon, to interrogate her upon the said 

crimes to her imputed, and to judge her according to the laws enforced contra demonios. 

In this inquiry has assisted me to write the evidence therein given, Guillaume Tournebouche, 

rubrican of the chapter, a learned man. 

Firstly has come before us one Jehan, surnamed Tortebras, a citizen of Tours, keeping by 

licence the hostelry of La Cigoyne, situated on the Place du Pont, and who has sworn by the 

salvation of his soul, his hand upon the holy Evangelists, to state no other thing than that which 

by himself hath been seen and heard. 

He hath stated as here followeth:— 

“I declare that about two years before the feast of St. Jehan, upon which are the grand 

illuminations, a gentleman, at first unknown to me, but belonging without doubt to our lord the 

King, and at that time returned to our country from the Holy Land, came to me with the 

proposition that I should let to him at rental a certain country-house by me built, in the quit rent 

of the chapter over against the place called of St. Etienne, and the which I let to him for nine 

years, for the consideration of three besans of fine gold. In the said house was placed by the said 

knight a fair wench having the appearance of a woman, dressed in the strange fashion of the 

Saracens Mohammedans, whom he would allow by none to be seen or to be approached within a 

bow-shot, but whom I have seen with mine own eyes, weird feathers upon her head, and eyes so 

flaming that I cannot adequately describe them, and from which gleamed forth a fire of hell. The 

defunct knight having threatened with death whoever should appear to spy about the said house, 

I have by reason of great fear left the said house, and I have until this day secretly kept to my 

mind certain presumptions and doubts concerning the bad appearance of the said foreigner, who 

was more strange than any woman, her equal not having as yet by me been seen. 

“Many persons of all conditions having at the time believed the said knight to be dead, but 

kept upon his feet by virtue of the said charms, philters, spells, and diabolical sorceries of this 

seeming woman, who wished to settle in our country, I declare that I have always seen the said 

knight so ghastly pale that I can only compare his face to the wax of a Paschal candle, and to the 

knowledge of all the people of the hostelry of La Cigoyne, this knight was interred nine days 



after his first coming. According to the statement of his groom, the defunct had been chalorously 

coupled with the said Moorish woman during seven whole days shut up in my house, without 

coming out from her, the which I heard him horribly avow upon his deathbed. Certain persons at 

the present time have accused this she-devil of holding the said gentleman in her clutches by her 

long hair, the which was furnished with certain warm properties by means of which are 

communicated to Christians the flames of hell in the form of love, which work in them until their 

souls are by this means drawn from their bodies and possessed by Satan. But I declare that I have 

seen nothing of this excepting the said dead knight, bowelless, emaciated, wishing, in spite of his 

confessor, still to go to this wench; and then he has been recognised as the lord de Bueil, who 

was a crusader, and who was, according to certain persons of the town, under the spell of a 

demon whom he had met in the Asiatic country of Damascus or elsewhere. 

“Afterwards I have let my house to the said unknown lady, according to the clauses of the 

deed of lease. The said lord of Bueil, being defunct, I had nevertheless been into my house in 

order to learn from the said foreign woman if she wished to remain in my dwelling, and after 

great trouble was led before her by a strange, half-naked black man, whose eyes were white. 

“Then I have seen the said Moorish woman in a little room, shining with gold and jewels, 

lighted with strange lights, upon an Asiatic carpet, where she was seated, lightly attired, with 

another gentleman, who was there imperiling his soul; and I had not the heart bold enough to 

look upon her, seeing that her eyes would have incited me immediately to yield myself up to her, 

for already her voice thrilled into my very belly, filled my brain, and debauched my mind. 

Finding this, from the fear of God, and also of hell, I have departed with swift feet, leaving my 

house to her as long as she liked to retain it, so dangerous was it to behold that Moorish 

complexion from which radiated diabolical heats, besides a foot smaller than it was lawful in a 

real woman to possess; and to hear her voice, which pierced into one’s heart! And from that day 

I have lacked the courage to enter my house from great fear of falling into hell. I have said my 

say.” 

To the said Tortebras we have then shown an Abyssinian, Nubian or Ethiopian, who, black 

from head to foot, had been found wanting in certain virile properties with which all good 

Christians are usually furnished, who, having persevered in his silence, after having been 

tormented and tortured many times, not without much moaning, has persisted in being unable to 

speak the language of our country. And the said Tortebras has recognised the said Abyss heretic 

as having been in his house in company with the said demoniacal spirit, and is suspected of 

having lent his aid to her sorcery. 

And the said Tortebras has confessed his great faith in the Catholic religion, and declared no 

other things to be within his knowledge save certain rumours which were known to every one, of 

which he had been in no way a witness except in the hearing of them. 

In obedience to the citations served upon him, has appeared then, Matthew, surname 

Cognefestu, a day-labourer of St. Etienne, whom, after having sworn by the holy Evangelists to 

speak the truth, has confessed to us always to have seen a bright light in the dwelling of the said 

foreign woman, and heard much wild and diabolical laughter on the days and nights of feasts and 

fasts, notably during the days of the holy and Christmas weeks, as if a great number of people 

were in the house. And he has sworn to have seen by the windows of the said dwellings, green 

buds of all kinds in the winter, growing as if by magic, especially roses in a time of frost, and 

other things for which there was a need of a great heat; but of this he was in no way astonished, 

seeing that the said foreigner threw out so much heat that when she walked in the evening by the 



side of his wall he found on the morrow his salad grown; and on certain occasions she had by the 

touching of her petticoats, caused the trees to put forth leaves and hasten the buds. Finally, the 

said, Cognefestu has declared to us to know no more, because he worked from early morning, 

and went to bed at the same hour as the fowls. 

Afterwards the wife of the aforesaid Cognefestu has by us been required to state also upon 

oath the things come to her cognisance in this process, and has avowed naught save praises of the 

said foreigner, because since her coming her man had treated her better in consequence of the 

neighbourhood of this good lady, who filled the air with love, as the sun did light, and other 

incongruous nonsense, which we have not committed to writing. 

To the said Cognefestu and to his wife we have shown the said unknown African, who has 

been seen by them in the gardens of the house, and is stated by them for certain to belong to the 

said demon. In the third place, has advanced Harduin V., lord of Maille, who being by us 

reverentially begged to enlighten the religion of the church, has expressed his willingness so to 

do, and has, moreover, engaged his word, as a gallant knight, to say no other thing than that 

which he has seen. Then he has testified to have known in the army of the Crusades the demon in 

question, and in the town of Damascus to have seen the knight of Bueil, since defunct, fight at 

close quarters to be her sole possessor. The above-mentioned wench, or demon, belonged at that 

time to the knight Geoffroy IV., Lord of Roche-Pozay, by whom she was said to have been 

brought from Touraine, although she was a Saracen; concerning which the knights of France 

marvelled much, as well as at her beauty, which made a great noise and a thousand scandalous 

ravages in the camp. During the voyage this wench was the cause of many deaths, seeing that 

Roche-Pozay had already discomfited certain Crusaders, who wished to keep her to themselves, 

because she shed, according to certain knights petted by her in secret, joys around her 

comparable to none others. But in the end the knight of Bueil, having killed Geoffroy de la 

Roche-Pozay, became lord and master of this young murderess, and placed her in a convent, or 

harem, according to the Saracen custom. About this time one used to see her and hear her 

chattering as entertainment many foreign dialects, such as the Greek or the Latin empire, 

Moorish, and, above all, French better than any of those who knew the language of France best 

in the Christian host, from which sprang the belief that she was demoniacal. 

The said knight Harduin has confessed to us not to have tilted for her in the Holy Land, not 

from fear, coldness or other cause, so much as that he believed the time had arrived for him to 

bear away a portion of the true cross, and also he had belonging to him a noble lady of the Greek 

country, who saved him from this danger in denuding him of love, morning and night, seeing 

that she took all of it substantially from him, leaving him none in his heart or elsewhere for 

others. 

And the said knight has assured us that the woman living in the country house of Tortebras, 

was really the said Saracen woman, come into the country from Syria, because he had been 

invited to a midnight feast at her house by the young Lord of Croixmare, who expired the 

seventh day afterwards, according to the statement of the Dame de Croixmare, his mother, ruined 

all points by the said wench, whose commerce with him had consumed his vital spirit, and whose 

strange phantasies had squandered his fortune. 

Afterwards questioned in his quality of a man full of prudence, wisdom and authority in this 

country, upon the ideas entertained concerning the said woman, and summoned by us to open his 

conscience, seeing that it was a question of a most abominable case of Christian faith and divine 

justice, answer has been made by the said knight:— 



That by certain of the host of Crusaders it has been stated to him that always this she-devil was 

a maid to him who embraced her, and that Mammon was for certain occupied in her, making for 

her a new virtue for each of her lovers, and a thousand other foolish sayings of drunken men, 

which were not of a nature to form a fifth gospel. But for a fact, he, an old knight on that turn of 

life, and knowing nothing more of the aforesaid, felt himself again a young man in that last 

supper with which he had been regaled by the lord of Croixmare; then the voice of this demon 

went straight to his heart before flowing into his ears, and had awakened so great a love in his 

body that his life was ebbing from the place whence it should flow, and that eventually, but for 

the assistance of Cyprus wine, which he had drunk to blind his sight, and his getting under the 

table in order no longer to gaze upon the fiery eyes of his diabolical hostess, and not to rend his 

heart from her, without doubt he would have fought the young Croixmare, in order to enjoy for a 

single moment this supernatural woman. Since then he had had absolution from his confessor for 

the wicked thought. Then, by advice from on high, he had carried back to his house his portion 

of the true Cross, and had remained in his own manor, where, in spite of his Christian 

precautions, the said voice still at certain times tickled his brain, and in the morning often had he 

in remembrance this demon, warm as brimstone; and because the look of this wench was so 

warm that it made him burn like a young man, be half dead, and because it cost him then many 

transshipments of the vital spirit, the said knight has requested us not to confront him with the 

empress of love to whom, if it were not the devil, God the Father had granted strange liberties 

with the minds of men. Afterwards, he retired, after reading over his statement, not without 

having first recognised the above-mentioned African to be the servant and page of the lady. 

In the fourth place, upon the faith pledged in us in the name of the Chapter and of our Lord 

Archbishop, that he should not be tormented, tortured, nor harassed in any manner, nor further 

cited after his statement, in consequence of his commercial journeys, and upon the assurance that 

he should retire in perfect freedom, has come before us a Jew, Salomon al Rastchid, who, in spite 

of the infamy of his person and his Judaism, has been heard by us to this one end, to know 

everything concerning the conduct of the aforesaid demon. Thus he has not been required to take 

any oath this Salomon, seeing that he is beyond the pale of the Church, separated from us by the 

blood of our saviour (trucidatus Salvatore inter nos). Interrogated by us as to why he appeared 

without the green cap upon his head, and the yellow wheel in the apparent locality of the heart in 

his garment, according to the ecclesiastical and royal ordinances, the said de Rastchid has 

exhibited to us letters patent of the seneschal of Touraine and Poitou. Then the said Jew has 

declared to us to have done a large business for the lady dwelling in the house of the innkeeper 

Tortebras, to have sold to her golden chandeliers, with many branches, minutely engraved, plates 

of red silver, cups enriched with stones, emeralds and rubies; to have brought for her from the 

Levant a number of rare stuffs, Persian carpets, silks, and fine linen; in fact, things so 

magnificent that no queen in Christendom could say she was so well furnished with jewels and 

household goods; and that he had for his part received from her three hundred thousand pounds 

for the rarity of the purchases in which he had been employed, such as Indian flowers, 

poppingjays, birds’ feathers, spices, Greek wines, and diamonds. Requested by us, the judge, to 

say if he had furnished certain ingredients of magical conjuration, the blood of new-born 

children, conjuring books, and things generally and whatsoever made use of by sorcerers, giving 

him licence to state his case without that thereupon he should be the subject to any further 

inquest or inquiry, the said al Rastchid has sworn by his Hebrew faith never to have had any such 

commerce; and has stated that he was involved in too high interests to give himself to such 

miseries, seeing that he was the agent of certain most powerful lords, such as the Marquis de 



Montferrat, the King of England, the King of Cyprus and Jerusalem, the Court of Provence, lords 

of Venice, and many German gentleman; to have belonging to him merchant galleys of all kinds, 

going into Egypt with the permission of the Sultan, and he trafficking in precious articles of 

silver and of gold, which took him often into the exchange of Tours. Moreover, he has declared 

that he considered the said lady, the subject of inquiry, to be a right royal and natural woman, 

with the sweetest limbs, and the smallest he has ever seen. That in consequence of her renown 

for a diabolical spirit, pushed by a wild imagination, and also because that he was smitten with 

her, he had heard once that she was husbandless, proposed to her to be her gallant, to which 

proposition she willingly acceded. Now, although from that night he felt his bones disjointed and 

his bowels crushed, he had not yet experienced, as certain persons say, that who once yielded 

was free no more; he went to his fate as lead into the crucible of the alchemist. Then the said 

Salomon, to whom we have granted his liberty according to the safe conduct, in spite of the 

statement, which proves abundantly his commerce with the devil, because he had been saved 

there where all Christians have succumbed, has admitted to us an agreement concerning the said 

demon. To make known that he had made an offer to the chapter of the cathedral to give for the 

said semblance of a woman such a ransom, if she were condemned to be burned alive, that the 

highest of the towers of the Church of St. Maurice, at present in course of construction, could 

therewith be finished. 

The which we have noted to be deliberated upon at an opportune time by the assembled 

chapter. And the said Salomon has taken his departure without being willing to indicate his 

residence, and has told us that he can be informed of the deliberation of the chapter by a Jew of 

the synagogue of Tours, a name Tobias Nathaneus. The said Jew has before his departure been 

shown the African, and has recognised him as the page of the demon, and has stated the Saracens 

to have the custom of mutilating their slaves thus, to commit to them the task of guarding their 

women by an ancient usage, as it appears in the profane histories of Narsez, general of 

Constantinople, and others. 



 



On the morrow after mass has appeared before us the most noble and illustrious lady of 

Croixmare. The same has worn her faith in the holy Evangelists, and has related to us with tears 

how she had placed her eldest son beneath the earth, dead by reason of his extravagant amours 

with this female demon. The which noble gentleman was three-and-twenty years of age; of good 

complexion, very manly and well bearded like his defunct sire. Notwithstanding his great vigour, 

in ninety days he had little by little withered, ruined by his commerce with the succubus of the 

Rue Chaude, according to the statement of the common people; and her maternal authority over 

the son had been powerless. Finally in his latter days he appeared like a poor dried up worm, 

such as housekeepers meet with in a corner when they clean out the dwelling-rooms. And 

always, so long as he had the strength to go, he went to shorten his life with this cursed woman; 

where, also, he emptied his cash-box. When he was in his bed, and knew his last hour had come, 

he swore at, cursed, and threatened and heaped upon all—his sister, his brother, and upon her his 

mother—a thousand insults, rebelled in the face of the chaplain; denied God, and wished to die 

in damnation; at which were much afflicted the retainers of the family, who, to save his soul and 

pluck it from hell, have founded two annual masses in the cathedral. And in order to have him 

buried in consecrated ground, the house of Croixmare has undertaken to give to the chapter, 

during one hundred years, the wax candles for the chapels and the church, upon the day of the 

Paschal feast. And, in conclusion, saving the wicked words heard by the reverend person, Dom 

Loys Pot, a nun of Marmoustiers, who came to assist in his last hours the said Baron de 

Croixmaire affirms never to have heard any words offered by the defunct, touching the demon 

who had undone him. 

And therewith has retired the noble and illustrious lady in deep mourning. 

In the sixth place has appeared before us, after adjournment, Jacquette, called Vieux-Oing, a 

kitchen scullion, going to houses to wash dishes, residing at present in the Fishmarket, who, after 

having placed her word to say nothing she did not hold to be true, has declared as here 

follows:—Namely, that one day she, being come into the kitchen of the said demon, of whom 

she had no fear, because she was wont to regale herself only upon males, she had the opportunity 

of seeing in the garden this female demon, superbly attired, walking in company with a knight, 

with whom she was laughing, like a natural woman. Then she had recognised in this demon that 

true likeness of the Moorish woman placed as a nun in the convent of Notre Dame de 

l’Egrignolles by the defunct seneschal of Touraine and Poitou, Messire Bruyn, Count of Roche-

Corbon, the which Moorish woman had been left in the situation and place of the image of our 

Lady the Virgin, the mother of our Blessed Saviour, stolen by the Egyptians about eighteen years 

since. Of this time, in consequence of the troubles come about in Touraine, no record has been 

kept. This girl, aged about twelve years, was saved from the stake at which she would have been 

burned by being baptised; and the said defunct and his wife had then been godfather and 

godmother to this child of hell. Being at that time laundress at the convent, she who bears 

witness has remembrance of the flight which the said Egyptian took twenty months after her 

entry into the convent, so subtilely that it has never been known how or by what means she 

escaped. At that time it was thought by all, that with the devil’s aid she had flown away in the 

air, seeing that not withstanding much search, no trace of her flight was found in the convent, 

where everything remained in its accustomed order. 

The African having been shown to the said scullion, she has declared not to have seen him 

before, although she was curious to do so, as he was commissioned to guard the place in which 

the Moorish woman combated with those whom she drained through the spigot. 



In the seventh place has been brought before us Hugues de Fou, son of the Sieur de Bridore, 

who, aged twenty years, has been placed in the hands of his father, under caution of his estates, 

and by him is represented in this process, whom it concerns if should be duly attained and 

convicted of having, assisted by several unknown and bad young men, laid siege to the jail of the 

archbishop and of the chapter, and of having lent himself to disturb the force of ecclesiastical 

justice, by causing the escape of the demon now under consideration. In spite of the evil 

disposition we have commanded the said Hugues de Fou to testify truly, touching the things he 

should know concerning the said demon, with whom he is vehemently reputed to have had 

commerce, pointing out to him that it was a question of his salvation and of the life of the said 

demon. He, after having taken the oath, he said:— 

“I swear by my eternal salvation, and by the holy Evangelists here present under my hand, to 

hold the woman suspected of being a demon to be an angel, a perfect woman, and even more so 

in mind than in body, living in all honesty, full of the migniard charms and delights of love, in no 

way wicked, but most generous, assisting greatly the poor and suffering. I declare that I have 

seen her weeping veritable tears for the death of my friend, the knight of Croixmare. And 

because on that day she had made a vow to our Lady the Virgin no more to receive the love of 

young noblemen too weak in her service; she has to me constantly and with great courage denied 

the enjoyment of her body, and has only granted to me love, and the possession of her heart, of 

which she has made sovereign. Since this gracious gift, in spite of my increasing flame I have 

remained alone in her dwelling, where I have spent the greater part of my days, happy in seeing 

and in hearing her. Oh! I would eat near her, partake of the air which entered into her lungs, of 

the light which shone in her sweet eyes, and found in this occupation more joy than have the 

lords of paradise. Elected by me to be forever my lady, chosen to be one day my dove, my wife, 

and only sweetheart, I, poor fool, have received from her no advances on the joys of the future, 

but, on the contrary, a thousand virtuous admonitions; such as that I should acquire renown as a 

good knight, become a strong man and a fine one, fear nothing except God; honour the ladies, 

serve but one and love them in memory of that one; that when I should be strengthened by the 

work of war, if her heart still pleased mine, at that time only would she be mine, because she 

would be able to wait for me, loving me so much.” 

So saying the young Sire Hugues wept, and weeping, added:— 

“That thinking of this graceful and feeble woman, whose arms seemed scarcely large enough 

to sustain the light weight of her golden chains, he did not know how to contain himself while 

fancying the irons which would wound her, and the miseries with which she would traitorously 

be loaded, and from this cause came his rebellion. And that he had licence to express his sorrow 

before justice, because his life was so bound up with that of his delicious mistress and sweetheart 

that on the day when evil came to her he would surely die.” 

And the same young man has vociferated a thousand other praises of the said demon, which 

bear witness to the vehement sorcery practised upon him, and prove, moreover, the abominable, 

unalterable, and incurable life and the fraudulent witcheries to which he is at present subject, 

concerning which our lord the archbishop will judge, in order to save by exorcisms and 

penitences this young soul from the snares of hell, if the devil has not gained too strong a hold of 

it. 

Then we have handed back the said young nobleman into the custody of the noble lord his 

father, after that by the said Hugues, the African has been recognised as the servant of the 

accused. 



In the eighth place, before us, have the footguards of our lord the archbishop led in great state 

the MOST HIGH AND REVEREND LADY JACQUELINE DE CHAMPCHEVRIER, 

ABBESS OF THE CONVENT OF NOTRE-DAME, under the invocation of Mount Carmel, to 

whose control has been submitted by the late seneschal of Touraine, father of Monseigneur the 

Count of Roche-Corbon, present advocate of the said convent, the Egyptian, named at the 

baptismal font Blanche Bruyn. 

To the said abbess we have shortly stated the present cause, in which is involved the holy 

church, the glory of God, and the eternal future of the people of the diocese afflicted with a 

demon, and also the life of a creature who it was possible might be quite innocent. Then the 

cause elaborated, we have requested the said noble abbess to testify that which was within her 

knowledge concerning the magical disappearance of her daughter in God, Blanche Bruyn, 

espoused by our Saviour under the name of Sister Clare. 

Then has stated the very high, very noble, and very illustrious lady abbess as follows:— 

“The Sister Clare, of origin to her unknown, but suspected to be of an heretic father and 

mother, people inimical to God, has truly been placed in religion in the convent of which the 

government had canonically come to her in spite of her unworthiness; that the said sister had 

properly concluded her noviciate, and made her vows according to the holy rule of the order. 

That the vows taken, she had fallen into great sadness, and had much drooped. Interrogated by 

her, the abbess, concerning her melancholy malady, the said sister had replied with tears that she 

herself did not know the cause. That one thousand and one tears engendered themselves in her at 

feeling no more her splendid hair upon her head; that besides this she thirsted for air, and could 

not resist her desire to jump up into the trees, to climb and tumble about according to her wont 

during her open air life; that she passed her nights in tears, dreaming of the forests under the 

leaves of which in other days she slept; and in remembrance of this she abhorred the quality of 

the air of the cloisters, which troubled her respiration; that in her inside she was troubled with 

evil vapours; that at times she was inwardly diverted in church by thoughts which made her lose 

countenance. Then I have repeated over and over again to the poor creature the holy directions of 

the church, have reminded her of the eternal happiness which women without seeing enjoy in 

paradise, and how transitory was life here below, and certain the goodness of God, who for first 

certain bitter pleasures lost, kept for us a love without end. Is spite of this wise maternal advice 

the evil spirit has persisted in the said sister; and always would she gaze upon the leaves of the 

trees and grass of the meadows through the windows of the church during the offices and times 

of prayer; and persisted in becoming as white as linen in order that she might stay in her bed, and 

at certain times she would run about the cloisters like a goat broken loose from its fastening. 

Finally, she had grown thin, lost much of the great beauty, and shrunk away to nothing. While in 

this condition by us, the abbess her mother, was she placed in the sick-room, we daily expecting 

her to die. One winter’s morning the said sister had fled, without leaving any trace of her steps, 

without breaking the door, forcing of locks, or opening of windows, nor any sign whatever of the 

manner of her passage; a frightful adventure which was believed to have taken place by the aid 

of the demon which has annoyed and tormented her. For the rest it was settled by the authorities 

of the metropolitan church that the mission of this daughter of hell was to divert the nuns from 

their holy ways, and blinded by their perfect lives, she had returned through the air on the wings 

of the sorcerer, who had left her for mockery of our holy religion in the place of our Virgin 

Mary.” 

The which having said, the lady abbess was, with great honour and according to the command 

of our lord the archbishop, accompanied as far as the convent of Carmel. 



In the ninth place, before us has come, agreeably to the citation served upon him, Joseph, 

called Leschalopier, a money-changer, living on the bridge at the sign of the Besant d’Or, who, 

after having pledged his Catholic faith to say no other thing than the truth, and that known to 

him, touching the process before the ecclesiastical tribunal, has testified as follows:—“I am a 

poor father, much afflicted by the sacred will of God. Before the coming of the Succubus of the 

Rue Chaude, I had, for all good, a son as handsome as a noble, learned as a clerk, and having 

made more than a dozen voyages into foreign lands; for the rest a good Catholic; keeping himself 

on guard against the needles of love, because he avoided marriage, knowing himself to be the 

support of my old days, the love for my eyes, and the constant delight of my heart. He was a son 

of whom the King of France might have been proud—a good and courageous man, the light on 

my commerce, the joy of my roof, and, above all, an inestimable blessing, seeing that I am alone 

in the world, having had the misfortune to lose my wife, and being too old to take another. Now, 

monseigneur, this treasure without equal has been taken from me, and cast into hell by the 

demon. Yes, my lord judge, directly he beheld this mischievous jade, this she-devil, in whom it 

is a whole workshop of perdition, a conjunction of pleasure and delectation, and whom nothing 

can satiate, my poor child stuck himself fast into the gluepot of love, and afterwards lived only 

between the columns of Venus, and there did not live long, because in that place like so great a 

heat that nothing can satisfy the thirst of this gulf, not even should you plunge therein the germs 

of the entire world. Alas! then, my poor boy —his fortune, his generative hopes, his eternal 

future, his entire self, more than himself, have been engulfed in this sewer, like a grain of corn in 

the jaws of a bull. By this means become an old orphan I, who speak, shall have no greater joy 

than to see burning, this demon, nourished with blood and gold. This Arachne who has drawn 

out and sucked more marriages, more families in the seed, more hearts, more Christians then 

there are lepers in all the lazar houses or Christendom. Burn, torment this fiend—this vampire 

who feeds on souls, this tigerish nature that drinks blood, this amorous lamp in which burns the 

venom of all the vipers. Close this abyss, the bottom of which no man can find.... I offer my 

deniers to the chapter for the stake, and my arm to light the fire. Watch well, my lord judge, to 

surely guard this devil, seeing that she has a fire more flaming than all other terrestrial fires; she 

has all the fire of hell in her, the strength of Samson in her hair, and the sound of celestial music 

in her voice. She charms to kill the body and the soul at one stroke; she smiles to bite, she kisses 

to devour; in short, she would wheedle an angel, and make him deny his God. My son! my son! 

where is he at this hour? The flower of my life—a flower cut by this feminine needlecase as with 

scissors. Ha, lord! why have I been called? Who will give me back my son, whose soul has been 

absorbed by a womb which gives death to all, and life to none? The devil alone copulates, and 

engenders not. This is my evidence, which I pray Master Tournebouche to write without omitting 

one iota, and to grant me a schedule, that I may tell it to God every evening in my prayer, to this 

end to make the blood of the innocent cry aloud into His ears, and to obtain from His infinite 

mercy the pardon for my son.” 

Here followed twenty and seven other statements, of which the transcription in their true 

objectivity, in all their quality of space would be over-fastidious, would draw to a great length, 

and divert the thread of this curious process—a narrative which, according to ancient precepts, 

should go straight to the fact, like a bull to his principal office. Therefore, here is, in a few words, 

the substance of these testimonies. 

A great number of good Christians, townsmen and townswomen, inhabitants of the noble town 

of Tours, testified the demon to have held every day wedding feasts and royal festivities, never to 

have been seen in any church, to have cursed God, to have mocked the priests, never to have 



crossed herself in any place; to have spoken all the languages of the earth—a gift which has only 

been granted by God to the blessed Apostles; to have been many times met in the fields, mounted 

upon an unknown animal who went before the clouds; not to grow old, and to have always a 

youthful face; to have received the father and the son on the same day, saying that her door 

sinned not; to have visible malign influences which flowed from her, for that a pastrycook, 

seated on a bench at her door, having perceived her one evening, received such a gust of warm 

love that, going in and getting to bed, he had with great passion embraced his wife, and was 

found dead on the morrow, that the old men of the town went to spend the remainder of their 

days and of their money with her, to taste the joys of the sins of their youth, and that they died 

like fleas on their bellies, and that certain of them, while dying, became as black as Moors; that 

this demon never allowed herself to be seen neither at dinner, nor at breakfast, nor at supper, but 

ate alone, because she lived upon human brains; that several had seen her during the night go to 

the cemeteries, and there embrace the young dead men, because she was not able to assuage 

otherwise the devil who worked in her entrails, and there raged like a tempest, and from that 

came the astringent biting, nitrous shooting, precipitant, and diabolical movements, squeezings, 

and writhings of love and voluptuousness, from which several men had emerged bruised, torn, 

bitten, pinched and crushed; and that since the coming of our Saviour, who had imprisoned the 

master devil in the bellies of the swine, no malignant beast had ever been seen in any portion of 

the earth so mischievous, venomous and so clutching; so much so that if one threw the town of 

Tours into this field of Venus, she would there transmute it into the grain of cities, and this 

demon would swallow it like a strawberry. 

And a thousand other statements, sayings, and depositions, from which was evident in perfect 

clearness the infernal generation of this woman, daughter, sister, niece, spouse, or brother of the 

devil, beside abundant proofs of her evil doing, and of the calamity spread by her in all families. 

And if it were possible to put them here conformably with the catalogue preserved by the good 

man to whom he accused the discovery, it would seem like a sample of the horrible cries which 

the Egyptians gave forth on the day of the seventh plague. Also this examination has covered 

with great honour Messire Guillaume Tournebouche, by whom are quoted all the memoranda. In 

the tenth vacation was thus closed this inquest, arriving at a maturity of proof, furnished with 

authentic testimony and sufficiently engrossed with the particulars, plaints, interdicts, 

contradictions, charges, assignments, withdrawals, confessions public and private, oaths, 

adjournments, appearances and controversies, to which the said demon must reply. And the 

townspeople say everywhere if there were really a she-devil, and furnished with internal horns 

planted in her nature, with which she drank the men, and broke them, this woman might swim a 

long time in this sea of writing before being landed safe and sound in hell. 

II THE PROCEEDINGS TAKEN RELATIVE TO THIS FEMALE VAMPIRE. 

In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti. Amen. 

In the year of our Lord one thousand two hundred and seventy-one, before us, Hierome 

Cornille, grand penitentiary and ecclesiastical judge to this, canonically appointed, have 

appeared— 

The Sire Philippe d’Idre, bailiff of the town and city of Tours and province of Touraine, living 

in his hotel in the Rue de la Rotisserie, in Chateauneuf; Master Jehan Ribou, provost of the 

brotherhood and company of drapers, residing on the Quay de Bretaingne, at the image of St. 

Pierre-es-liens; Messire Antoine Jehan, alderman and chief of the Brotherhood of Changers, 

residing in the Place du Pont, at the image of St. Mark-counting-tournoise-pounds; Master 



Martin Beaupertuys, captain of the archers of the town residing at the castle; Jehan Rabelais, a 

ships’ painter and boat maker residing at the port at the isle of St. Jacques, treasurer of the 

brotherhood of the mariners of the Loire; Mark Hierome, called Maschefer, hosier, at the sign of 

Saint-Sebastian, president of the trades council; and Jacques, called de Villedomer, master 

tavern-keeper and vine dresser, residing in the High Street, at the Pomme de Pin; to the said Sire 

d’Idre, and to the said citizens, we have read the following petition by them, written, signed, and 

deliberated upon, to be brought under the notice of the ecclesiastical tribunal:— 

PETITION 

We, the undersigned, all citizens of Tours, are come into the hotel of his worship the Sire 

d’Idre, bailiff of Touraine, in the absence of our mayor, and have requested him to hear our 

plaints and statements concerning the following facts, which we intend to bring before the 

tribunal of the archbishop, the judge of ecclesiastical crimes, to whom should be deferred the 

conduct of the cause which we here expose:— 

A long time ago there came into this town a wicked demon in the form of a woman, who lives 

in the parish of Saint-Etienne, in the house of the innkeeper Tortebras, situated in the quit-rent of 

the chapter, and under the temporal jurisdiction of the archiepiscopal domain. The which 

foreigner carries on the business of a gay woman in a prodigal and abusive manner, and with 

such increase of infamy that she threatens to ruin the Catholic faith in this town, because those 

who go to her come back again with their souls lost in every way, and refuse the assistance of the 

Church with a thousand scandalous discourses. 

Now considering that a great number of those who yielded to her are dead, and that arrived in 

our town with no other wealth than her beauty, she has, according to public clamour, infinite 

riches and right royal treasure, the acquisition of which is vehemently attributed to sorcery, or at 

least to robberies committed by the aid of magical attractions and her supernaturally amorous 

person. 

Considering that it is a question of the honour and security of our families, and that never 

before has been seen in this country a woman wild of body or a daughter of pleasure, carrying on 

with such mischief of vocation of light o’ love, and menacing so openly and bitterly the life, the 

savings, the morals, chastity, religion, and the everything of the inhabitants of this town; 

Considering that there is need of a inquiry into her person, her wealth and her deportment, in 

order to verify if these effects of love are legitimate, and to not proceed, as would seem indicated 

by her manners, from a bewitchment of Satan, who often visits Christianity under the form of a 

female, as appears in the holy books, in which it is stated that our blessed Saviour was carried 

away into a mountain, from which Lucifer or Astaroth showed him the fertile plains of Judea and 

that in many places have been seen succubi or demons, having the faces of women, who, not 

wishing to return to hell, and having with them an insatiable fire, attempt to refresh and sustain 

themselves by sucking in souls; 

Considering that in the case of the said woman a thousand proofs of diablerie are met with, of 

which certain inhabitants speak openly, and that it is necessary for the repose of the said woman 

that the matter be sifted, in order that she shall not be attacked by certain people, ruined by the 

result of her wickedness; 

For these causes we pray that it will please you to submit to our spiritual lord, father of this 

diocese, the most noble and blessed archbishop Jehan de Monsoreau, the troubles of his afflicted 

flock, to the end that he may advise upon them. 



By doing so you will fulfil the duties of your office, as we do those of preservers of the 

security of this town, each one according to the things of which he has charge in his locality. 

And we have signed the present, in the year of our Lord one thousand two hundred and 

seventy-one, of All Saints’ Day, after mass. 

Master Tournebouche having finished the reading of this petition, by us, Hierome Cornille, 

has it been said to the petitioners— 

“Gentlemen, do you, at the present time, persist in these statements? have you proofs other 

than those come within your own knowledge, and do you undertake to maintain the truth of this 

before God, before man, and before the accused?” 

All, with the exception of Master Jehan Rabelais, have persisted in their belief, and the 

aforesaid Rabelais has withdrawn from the process, saying that he considered the said Moorish 

woman to be a natural woman and a good wench who had no other fault than that of keeping up 

a very high temperature of love. 

Then we, the judge appointed, have, after mature deliberation, found matter upon which to 

proceed in the petition of the aforesaid citizens, and have commanded that the woman at present 

in the jail of the chapter shall be proceeded against by all legal methods, as written in the canons 

and ordinances, contra demonios. The said ordinance, embodied in a writ, shall be published by 

the town-crier in all parts, and with the sound of the trumpet, in order to make it known to all, 

and that each witness may, according to his knowledge, be confronted with the said demon, and 

finally the said accused to be provided with a defender, according to custom, and the 

interrogations, and the process to be congruously conducted. 

(Signed) HIEROME CORNILLE. 

And, lower-down. 

TOURNEBOUCHE. 

In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti. Amen. 

In the year of our Lord one thousand two hundred and seventy-one, the 10th day of February, 

after mass, by command of us, Hierome Cornille, ecclesiastical judge, has been brought from the 

jail of the chapter and led before us the woman taken in the house of the innkeeper Tortebras, 

situated in the domains of the chapter and the cathedral of St. Maurice, and are subject to the 

temporal and seigneurial justice of the Archbishop of Tours; besides which, in consequence of 

the nature of the crimes imputed to her, she is liable to the tribunal and council of ecclesiastical 

justice, the which we have made known to her, to the end that she should not ignore it. 

And after a serious reading, entirely at will understood by her, in the first place of the petition 

of the town, then of the statements, plaints, accusations, and proceedings which written in 

twenty-four quires by Master Tournebouche, and are above related, we have, with the invocation 

and assistance of God and the Church, resolved to ascertain the truth, first by interrogatories 

made to the said accused. 

In the first interrogation we have requested the aforesaid to inform us in what land or town she 

had been born. By her who speaks was it answered: “In Mauritania.” 

We have then inquired: “If she had a father or mother, or any relations?” By her who speaks 

has it been replied: “That she had never known them.” By us requested to declare her name. By 

her who speaks has been replied: “Zulma,” in Arabian tongue. 



By us has it been demanded: “Why she spoke our language?” By her who speaks has it been 

said: “Because she had come into this country.” By us has it been asked: “At what time?” By her 

who speaks has it been replied: “About twelve years.” 

By us has it been asked: “What age she then was?” By her who speaks has it been answered: 

“Fifteen years or thereabout.” 

By us has it been said: “Then you acknowledge yourself to be twenty-seven years of age?” By 

her who speaks has it been replied: “Yes.” 

By us has it been said to her: “That she was then the Moorish child found in the niche of 

Madame the Virgin, baptised by the Archbishop, held at the font by the late Lord of Roche-

Corbon and the Lady of Azay, his wife, afterwards by them placed in religion at the convent of 

Mount Carmel, where by her had been made vows of chastity, poverty, silence, and the love of 

God, under the divine assistance of St. Clare?” By her who speaks has been said: “That is true.” 

By us has it been asked her: “If, then, she allowed to be true the declarations of the very noble 

and illustrious lady the abbess of Mount Carmel, also the statements of Jacquette, called Vieux-

Oing, being kitchen scullion?” By the accused has been answered: “These words are true in great 

measure.” 

Then by us has it been said to her: “Then you are a Christian?” And by her who speaks has 

been answered: “Yes, my father.” 

Then by us has she been requested to make the sign of the cross, and to take holy water from 

the brush placed by Master Tournebouche in her hand; the which having been done, and by us 

having been witnessed, it has been admitted as an indisputable fact, that Zulma, the Moorish 

woman, called in our country Blanche Bruyn, a nun of the convent under the invocation of 

Mount Carmel, there named Sister Clare, and suspected to be the false appearance of a woman 

under which is concealed a demon, has in our presence made act of religion and thus recognised 

the justice of the ecclesiastical tribunal. 

Then by us have these words been said to her: “My daughter, you are vehemently suspected to 

have had recourse to the devil from the manner in which you left the convent, which was 

supernatural in every way.” By her who speaks has it been stated, that she at that time gained 

naturally the fields by the street door after vespers, enveloped in the robes of Jehan de Marsilis, 

visitor of the convent, who had hidden her, the person speaking, in a little hovel belonging to 

him, situated in the Cupidon Lane, near a tower in the town. That there this said priest had to her 

then speaking, at great length, and most thoroughly taught the depths of love, of which she then 

speaking was before in all points ignorant, for which delights she had a great taste, finding them 

of great use. That the Sire d’Amboise having perceived her then speaking at the window of this 

retreat, had been smitten with a great love for her. That she loved him more heartily than the 

monk, and fled from the hovel where she was detained for profit of his pleasure by Don Marsilis. 

And then she had gone in great haste to Amboise, the castle of the said lord, where she had had a 

thousand pastimes, hunting, and dancing, and beautiful dresses fit for a queen. One day the Sire 

de la Roche-Pozay having been invited by the Sire d’Amboise to come and feast and enjoy 

himself, the Baron d’Amboise had allowed him to see her then speaking, as she came out naked 

from her bath. That at this sight the said Sire de la Roche-Pozay having fallen violently in love 

with her, had on the morrow discomfited in single combat the Sire d’Amboise, and by great 

violence, had, is spite of her tears, taken her to the Holy Land, where she who was speaking had 

lived the life of a woman well beloved, and had been held in great respect on account of her great 

beauty. That after numerous adventures, she who was speaking had returned into this country in 



spite of the apprehensions of misfortune, because such was the will of her lord and master, the 

Baron de Bueil, who was dying of grief in Asiatic lands, and desired to return to his patrimonial 

manor. Now he had promised her who was speaking to preserve her from peril. Now she who 

was speaking had faith and belief in him, the more so as she loved him very much; but on his 

arrival in this country, the Sire de Bueil was seized with an illness, and died deplorably, without 

taking any remedies, this spite of the fervent requests which she who was speaking had 

addressed to him, but without success, because he hated physicians, master surgeons, and 

apothecaries; and that this was the whole truth. 

Then by us has it been said to the accused that she then held to be true the statements of the 

good Sire Harduin and of the innkeeper Tortebras. By her who speaks has it been replied, that 

she recognised as evidence the greater part, and also as malicious, calumnious, and imbecile 

certain portions. 

Then by us has the accused been required to declare if she had had pleasure and carnal 

commerce with all the men, nobles, citizens, and others as set forth in the plaints and 

declarations of the inhabitants. To which her who speaks has it been answered with great 

effrontery: “Pleasure, yes! Commerce, I do not know.” 

By us has it been said to her, that all had died by her acts. By her who speaks has it been said 

that their deaths could not be the result of her acts, because she had always refused herself to 

them, and the more she fled from them the more they came and embraced her with infinite 

passion, and that when she who was speaking was taken by them she gave herself up to them 

with all her strength, by the grace of God, because she had in that more joy than in anything, and 

has stated, she who speaks, that she avows her secret sentiments solely because she had been 

requested by us to state the whole truth, and that she the speaker stood in great fear of the 

torments of the torturers. 

Then by us has she been requested to answer, under pain of torture, in what state of mind she 

was when a young nobleman died in consequence of his commerce with her. Then by her 

speaking has it been replied, that she remained quite melancholy and wished to destroy herself; 

and prayed God, the Virgin, and the saints to receive her into Paradise, because never had she 

met with any but lovely and good hearts in which was no guile, and beholding them die she fell 

into a great sadness, fancying herself to be an evil creature or subject to an evil fate, which she 

communicated like the plague. 

Then by us has she been requested to state where she paid her orisons. 

By her speaking has it been said that she played in her oratory on her knees before God, who 

according to the Evangelists, sees and hears all things and resides in all places. 

Then by us has it been demanded why she never frequented the churches, the offices, nor the 

feasts. To this by her speaking has it been answered, that those who came to love her had elected 

the feast days for that purpose, and that she speaking did all things to their liking. 

By us has it been remonstrated that, by so doing, she was submissive to man rather than to the 

commandments of God. 

Then by her speaking has it been stated, that for those who loved her well she speaking would 

have thrown herself into a flaming pile, never having followed in her love any course but that of 

nature, and that for the weight of the world in gold she would not have lent her body or her love 

to a king who did not love her with his heart, feet, hair, forehead, and all over. In short and 

moreover the speaker had never made an act of harlotry in selling one single grain of love to a 



man whom she had not chosen to be hers, and that he who held her in his arms one hour or 

kissed her on the mouth a little, possessed her for the remainder of her days. 

Then by us has she been requested to state whence preceded the jewels, gold plate, silver, 

precious stones, regal furniture, carpets, et cetera, worth 200,000 doubloons, according to the 

inventory found in her residence and placed in the custody of the treasurer of the chapter. By the 

speaker answer has been made, that in us she placed all her hopes, even as much as in God, but 

that she dare not reply to this, because it involved the sweetest things of love upon which she had 

always lived. And interpellated anew, the speaker has said that if the judge knew with what 

fervour she held him she loved, with what obedience she followed him in good or evil ways, 

with what study she submitted to him, with what happiness she listened to his desires, and 

inhaled the sacred words with which his mouth gratified her, in what adoration she held his 

person, even we, an old judge, would believe with her well-beloved, that no sum could pay for 

this great affection which all the men ran after. After the speaker has declared never from any 

man loved by her, to have solicited any present or gift, and that she rested perfectly contented to 

live in their hearts, that she would there curl herself up with indestructible and ineffable pleasure, 

finding herself richer with this heart than with anything, and thinking of no other thing than to 

give them more pleasure and happiness than she received from them. But in spite of the iterated 

refusals of the speaker her lovers persisted in graciously rewarding her. At times one came to her 

with a necklace of pearls, saying, “This is to show my darling that the satin of her skin did not 

falsely appear to me whiter than pearls” and would put it on the speaker’s neck, kissing her 

lovingly. The speaker would be angry at these follies, but could not refuse to keep a jewel that 

gave them pleasure to see it there where they placed it. Each one had a different fancy. At times 

another liked to tear the precious garments which the speaker wore to gratify him; another to 

deck out the speaker with sapphires on her arms, on her legs, on her neck, and in her hair; 

another to seat her on the carpet, clad in silk or black velvet, and to remain for days together in 

ecstasy at the perfections of the speaker the whom the things desired by her lovers gave infinite 

pleasure, because these things rendered them quite happy. And the speaker has said, that as we 

love nothing so much as our pleasure, and wish that everything should shine in beauty and 

harmonise, outside as well as inside the heart, so they all wished to see the place inhabited by the 

speaker adorned with handsome objects, and from this idea all her lovers were pleased as much 

as she was in spreading thereabout gold, silks and flowers. Now seeing that these lovely things 

spoil nothing, the speaker had no force or commandment by which to prevent a knight, or even a 

rich citizen beloved by her, having his will, and thus found herself constrained to receive rare 

perfumes and other satisfaction with which the speaker was loaded, and that such was the source 

of the gold, plate, carpets, and jewels seized at her house by the officers of justice. This 

terminates the first interrogation made to the said Sister Clare, suspected to be a demon, because 

we the judge and Guillaume Tournebouche, are greatly fatigued with having the voice of the 

aforesaid, in our ears, and finding our understanding in every way muddled. 

By us the judge has the second interrogatory been appointed, three days from to-day, in order 

that the proofs of the possession and presence of the demon in the body of the aforesaid may be 

sought, and the accused, according to the order of the judge, has been taken back to the jail under 

the conduct of Master Guillaume Tournebouche. 

In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti. Amen. 

On the thirteenth day following of the said month of the February before us, Hierome Cornille, 

et cetera, has been produced the Sister Clare above-mentioned, in order to be interrogated upon 

the facts and deeds to her imputed, and of them to be convicted. 



By us, the judge, has it been said to the accused that, looking at the divers responses by her 

given to the proceeding interrogatories, it was certain that it never had been in the power of a 

simple woman, even if she were authorised, if such licence were allowed to lead the life of a 

loose woman, to give pleasure to all, to cause so many deaths, and to accomplish sorceries so 

perfect, without the assistance of a special demon lodged in her body, and to whom her soul had 

been sold by an especial compact. That it had been clearly demonstrated that under her outward 

appearance lies and moves a demon, the author of these evils, and that she was now called upon 

to declare at what age she had received the demon, to vow the agreement existing between 

herself and him, and to tell the truth concerning their common evil doings. By the speaker was it 

replied that she would answer us, man, as to God, who would be judge of all of us. Then has the 

speaker pretended never to have seen the demon, neither to have spoken with him, nor in any 

way to desire to see him; never to have led the life of a courtesan, because she, the speaker, had 

never practised the various delights that love invents, other than those furnished by the pleasure 

which the Sovereign Creator has put in the thing, and to have always been incited more from the 

desire of being sweet and good to the dear lord loved by her, then by an incessantly raging 

desire. But if such had been her inclination, the speaker begged us to bear in mind that she was a 

poor African girl, in whom God had placed very hot blood, and in her brain so easy an 

understanding of the delights of love, that if a man only looked at her she felt greatly moved in 

her heart. That if from desire of acquaintance an amorous gentleman touched the speaker her on 

any portion of the body, there passing his hand, she was, in spite of everything, under his power, 

because her heart failed her instantly. By this touch, the apprehension and remembrance of all 

the sweet joys of love woke again in her breast, and there caused an intense heat, which mounted 

up, flamed in her veins, and made her love and joy from head to foot. And since the day when 

Don Marsilis had first awakened the understanding of the speaker concerning these things, she 

had never had any other thought, and thenceforth recognised love to be a thing so perfectly 

concordant with her nature, that it had since been proved to the speaker that in default of love 

and natural relief she would have died, withered at the said convent. As evidence of which, the 

speaker affirms as a certainty, that after her flight from the said convent she had not passed a 

single day or one particle of time in melancholy and sadness, but always was she joyous, and 

thus followed the sacred will of God, which she believed to have been diverted during the time 

lost by her in the convent. 

To this was it objected by us, Hierome Cornille, to the said demon, that in this response she 

had openly blasphemed against God, because we had all been made to his greater glory, and 

placed in the world to honour and to serve Him, to have before our eyes His blessed 

commandments, and to live in sanctity, in order to gain eternal life, and not to be always in bed, 

doing that which even the beasts only do at a certain time. Then by the said sister, has answer 

been made, that she honoured God greatly, that in all countries she had taken care of the poor 

and suffering, giving them both money and raiment, and that at the last judgement-day she hoped 

to have around her a goodly company of holy works pleasant to God, which would intercede for 

her. That but for her humility, a fear of being reproached and of displeasing the gentlemen of the 

chapter, she would with joy have spent her wealth in finishing the cathedral of St. Maurice, and 

there have established foundations for the welfare of her soul—would have spared therein 

neither her pleasure nor her person, and that with this idea she would have taken double pleasure 

in her nights, because each one of her amours would have added a stone to the building of this 

basilic. Also the more this purpose, and for the eternal welfare of the speaker, would they have 

right heartily given their wealth. 



Then by us has it been said to this demon that she could not justify the fact of her sterility, 

because in spite of so much commerce, no child had been born of her, the which proved the 

presence of a demon in her. Moreover, Astaroth alone, or an apostle, could speak all languages, 

and she spoke after the manner of all countries, the which proved the presence of the devil in her. 

Thereupon the speaker has asked: “In what consisted the said diversity of language?”—that of 

Greek she knew nothing but a Kyrie eleison, of which she made great use; of Latin, nothing, save 

Amen, which she said to God, wishing therewith to obtain her liberty. That for the rest the 

speaker had felt great sorrow, being without children, and if the good wives had them, she 

believed it was because they took so little pleasure in the business, and she, the speaker, a little 

too much. But that such was doubtless the will of God, who thought that from too great 

happiness, the world would be in danger of perishing. Taking this into consideration, and a 

thousand other reasons, which sufficiently establish the presence of the devil in the body of the 

sister, because the peculiar property of Lucifer is to always find arguments having the semblance 

of truth, we have ordered that in our presence the torture be applied to the said accused, and that 

she be well tormented in order to reduce the said demon by suffering to submit to the authority of 

the Church, and have requested to render us assistance one Francois de Hangest, master surgeon 

and doctor to the chapter, charging him by a codicil hereunder written to investigate the qualities 

of the feminine nature (virtutes vulvae) of the above-mentioned woman, to enlighten our religion 

on the methods employed by this demon to lay hold of souls in that way, and see if any article 

was there apparent. 

Then the said Moorish women had wept bitterly, tortured in advance, and in spite of her irons, 

has knelt down imploring with cries and clamour the revocation of this order, objecting that her 

limbs were in such a feeble state, and her bones so tender, that they would break like glass; and 

finally, has offered to purchase her freedom from this by the gift all her goods to the chapter, and 

to quit incontinently the country. 

Upon this, by us has she been required to voluntarily declare herself to be, and to have always 

been, demon of the nature of the Succubus, which is a female devil whose business it is to 

corrupt Christians by the blandishments and flagitious delights of love. To this the speaker has 

replied that the affirmation would be an abominable falsehood, seeing that she had always felt 

herself to be a most natural woman. 

Then her irons being struck off by the torturer, the aforesaid has removed her dress, and has 

maliciously and with evil design bewildered and attacked our understandings with the sight of 

her body, the which, for a fact, exercises upon a man supernatural coercion. 

Master Guillaume Tournebouche has, by reason of nature, quitted the pen at this period, and 

retired, objecting that he was unable, without incredible temptations, which worked in his brain, 

to be a witness of this torture, because he felt the devil violently gaining his person. 

This finishes the second interrogatory; and as the apparitor and janitor of the chapter have 

stated Master Francois de Hangest to be in the country, the torture and interrogations are 

appointed for to-morrow at the hour of noon after mass. 

This has been written verbally by me, Hierome, in the absence of Master Guillaume 

Tournebouche, on whose behalf it is signed. 

HIEROME CORNILLE Grand Penitentiary. 

PETITION 



Today, the fourteenth day of the month of February, in the presence of me, Hierome Cornille, 

have appeared the said Masters Jehan Ribou, Antoine Jehan, Martin Beaupertuys, Hierome 

Maschefer, Jacques de Ville d’Omer, and the Sire d’Idre, in place of the mayor of the city of 

Tours, for the time absent. All plaintiffs designated in the act of process made at the Town Hall, 

to whom we have, at the request of Blanche Bruyn (now confessing herself a nun of the convent 

of Mount Carmel, under the name of Sister Clare), declared the appeal made to the Judgment of 

God by the said person accused of demonical possession, and her offer to pass through the ordeal 

of fire and water, in presence of the Chapter and of the town of Tours, in order to prove her 

reality as a woman and her innocence. 

To this request have agreed for their parts, the said accusers, who, on condition that the town 

is security for it, have engaged to prepare a suitable place and a pile, to be approved by the 

godparents of the accused. 

Then by us, the judge, has the first day of the new year been appointed for the day of the 

ordeal—which will be next Paschal Day —and we have indicated the hour of noon, after mass, 

each of the parties having acknowledged this delay to be sufficient. 

And the present proclamation shall be cited, at the suit of each of them, in all the towns, 

boroughs, and castles of Touraine and the land of France, at their request and at their cost and 

suit. 

HIEROME ORNILLE. 

III WHAT THE SUCCUBUS DID TO SUCK OUT THE SOUL OF THE OLD JUDGE, AND 

WHAT CAME OF THE DIABOLICAL DELECTATION. 

This the act of extreme confession made the first day of the month of March, in the year one 

thousand two hundred and seventy-one, after the coming of our blessed Saviour, by Hierome 

Cornille, priest, canon of the chapter of the cathedral of St. Maurice, grand penitentiary, of all 

acknowledging himself unworthy, who, finding his last hour to be come, and contrite of his sins, 

evil doings, forfeits, bad deeds, and wickednesses, has desired his avowal to be published to 

serve the preconisation of the truth, the glory of God, the justice of the tribunal, and to be an 

alleviation to him of his punishment, in the other world. The said Hierome Cornille being on his 

deathbed, there had been convoked to hear his declarations, Jehan de la Haye (de Hago), vicar of 

the church of St. Maurice; Pietro Guyard, treasurer of the chapter, appointed by our Lord Jean de 

Monsoreau, Archbishop, to write his words; and Dom Louis Pot, a monk of maius 

MONASTERIUM (Marmoustier), chosen by him for a spiritual father and confessor; all three 

assisted by the great and illustrious Dr Guillaume de Censoris, Roman Archdeacon, at present 

sent into the diocese (LEGATUS), by our Holy Father the Pope; and, finally, in the presence of a 

great number of Christians come to be witnesses of the death of the said Hierome Cornille, upon 

his known wish to make act of public repentance, seeing that he was fast sinking, and that his 

words might open the eyes of Christians about to fall into hell. 

And before him, Hierome, who, by reason of his great weakness could not speak, has Dom 

Louis Pot read the following confession to the great agitation of the said company:— 

“My brethren, until the seventy-first year of my age, which is the one in which I now am, with 

the exception of the little sins through which, all holy though he be, a Christian renders himself 

culpable before God, but which it is allowed to us to repurchase by penitence, I believe I led a 

Christian life, and merited the praise and renown bestowed upon me in this diocese, where I was 

raised to the high office of grand penitentiary, of which I am unworthy. Now, struck with the 



knowledge of the infinite glory of God, horrified at the agonies which await the wicked and 

prevaricators in hell, I have thought to lessen the enormity of my sins by the greatest penitence I 

can show in the extreme hour at which I am. Thus I have prayed of the Church, whom I have 

deceived and betrayed, whose rights and judicial renown I have sold, to grant me the opportunity 

of accusing myself publicly in the manner of ancient Christians. I hoped, in order to show my 

great repentance, to have still enough life in me to be reviled at the door of the cathedral by all 

my brethren, to remain there an entire day on my knees, holding a candle, a cord around my 

neck, and my feet naked, seeing that I had followed the way of hell with regard to the sacred 

instincts of the Church. But in this great shipwreck of my fragile virtue, which will be to you as a 

warning to fly from vice and the snares of the demon, and to take refuge in the Church, where all 

help is, I have been so bewitched by Lucifer that our Saviour Jesus Christ will take, by the 

intercession of all you whose help and prayers I request, pity on me, a poor abused Christian, 

whose eyes now stream with tears. So would I have another life to spend in works of penitence. 

Now then listen and tremble with great fear! Elected by the assembled Chapter to carry it out, 

instruct, and complete the process commenced against a demon, who had appeared in a feminine 

shape, in the person of a relapse nun—an abominable person, denying God, and bearing the 

name of Zulma in the infidel country whence she comes; the which devil is known in the diocese 

under that of Clare, of the convent of Mount Carmel, and has much afflicted the town by putting 

herself under an infinite number of men to gain their souls to Mammon, Astaroth, and Satan—

princes of hell, by making them leave this world in a state of mortal sin, and causing their death 

where life has its source, I have, I the judge, fallen in my latter days into this snare, and have lost 

my senses, while acquitting myself traitorously of the functions committed with great confidence 

by the Chapter to my cold senility. Hear how subtle the demon is, and stand firm against her 

artifices. While listening to the first response of the aforesaid Succubus, I saw with horror that 

the irons placed upon her feet and hands left no mark there, and was astonished at her hidden 

strength and at her apparent weakness. Then my mind was troubled suddenly at the sight of the 

natural perfections with which the devil was endowed. I listened to the music of her voice, which 

warmed me from head to foot, and made me desire to be young, to give myself up to this demon, 

thinking that for an hour passed in her company my eternal salvation was but poor payment for 

the pleasure of love tasted in those slender arms. Then I lost that firmness with which all judges 

should be furnished. This demon by me questioned, reasoned with me in such a manner that at 

the second interrogatory I was firmly persuaded I should be committing a crime in fining and 

torturing a poor little creature who cried like an innocent child. Then warned by a voice from on 

high to do my duty, and that these golden words, the music of celestial appearance, were 

diabolical mummeries, that this body, so pretty, so infatuating, would transmute itself into a 

bristly beast with sharp claws, those eyes so soft into flames of hell, her behind into a scaly tail, 

the pretty rosebud mouth and gentle lips into the jaws of a crocodile, I came back to my intention 

of having the said Succubus tortured until she avowed her permission, as this practice had 

already been followed in Christianity. Now when this demon showed herself stripped to me, to 

be put to the torture, I was suddenly placed in her power by magical conjurations. I felt my old 

bones crack, my brain received a warm light, my heart transhipped young and boiling blood. I 

was light in myself, and by virtue of the magic philter thrown into my eyes the snows on my 

forehead melted away. I lost all conscience of my Christian life and found myself a schoolboy, 

running about the country, escaped from class and stealing apples. I had not the power to make 

the sign of the cross, neither did I remember the Church, God the Father, nor the sweet Saviour 

of men. A prey to this design, I went about the streets thinking over the delights of that voice, the 



abominable, pretty body of this demon, and saying a thousand wicked things to myself. Then 

pierced and drawn by a blow of the devil’s fork, who had planted himself already in my head as 

a serpent in an oak, I was conducted by this sharp prong towards the jail, in spite of my guardian 

angel, who from time to time pulled me by the arm and defended me against these temptations, 

but in spite of his holy advice and his assistance I was dragged by a million claws stuck into my 

heart, and soon found myself in the jail. As soon as the door was opened to me I saw no longer 

any appearance of a prison, because the Succubus had there, with the assistance of evil genii or 

fays, constructed a pavilion of purple and silk, full of perfumes and flowers, where she was 

seated, superbly attired with neither irons on her neck nor chains on her feet. I allowed myself to 

be stripped of my ecclesiastical vestments, and was put into a scent bath. Then the demon 

covered me with a Saracen robe, entertained me with a repast of rare viands contained in 

precious vases, gold cups, Asiatic wines, songs and marvellous music, and a thousand sweet 

sounds that tickled my soul by means of my ears. At my side kept always the said Succubus, and 

her sweet, delectable embrace distilled new ardour into my members. My guardian angel quitted 

me. Then I lived only by the terrible light of the Moorish woman’s eyes, coveted the warm 

embraces of the delicate body, wished always to feel her red lips, that I believed natural, and had 

no fear of the bite of those teeth which drew me to the bottom of hell, I delighted to feel the 

unequalled softness of her hands without thinking that they were unnatural claws. In short, I 

acted like husband desiring to go to his affianced without thinking that that spouse was 

everlasting death. I had no thought for the things of this world nor the interests of God, dreaming 

only of love, of the sweet breasts of this woman, who made me burn, and of the gate of hell in 

which I wished to cast myself. Alas! my brethren, during three days and three nights was I thus 

constrained to toil without being able to stop the stream which flowed from my reins, in which 

were plunged, like two pikes, the hands of the Succubus, which communicated to my poor old 

age and to my dried up bones, I know not what sweat of love. At first this demon, to draw me to 

her, caused to flow in my inside the softness of milk, then came poignant joys which pricked like 

a hundred needles my bones, my marrow, my brain, and my nerves. Then all this gone, all things 

became inflamed, my head, my blood, my nerves, my flesh, my bones, and then I burned with 

the real fire of hell, which caused me torments in my joints, and an incredible, intolerable, 

tearing voluptuousness which loosened the bonds of my life. The tresses of this demon, which 

enveloped my poor body, poured upon me a stream of flame, and I felt each lock like a bar of red 

iron. During this mortal delectation I saw the ardent face of the said Succubus, who laughed and 

addressed to me a thousand exciting words; such as that I was her knight, her lord, her lance, her 

day, her joy, her hero, her life, her good, her rider, and that she would like to clasp me even 

closer, wishing to be in my skin or have me in hers. Hearing which, under the prick of this 

tongue which sucked out my soul, I plunged and precipitated myself finally into hell without 

finding the bottom. And then when I had no more a drop of blood in my veins, when my heart no 

longer beat in my body, and I was ruined at all points, the demon, still fresh, white, rubicund, 

glowing, and laughing, said to me— 

“‘Poor fool, to think me a demon! Had I asked thee to sell thy soul for a kiss, wouldst thou not 

give it to me with all thy heart?’ 

“‘Yes,’ said I. 

“‘And if always to act thus it were necessary for thee to nourish thyself with the blood of new-

born children in order always to have new life to spend in my arms, would you not imbibe it 

willingly?’ 

“‘Yes,’ said I. 



“‘And to be always my gallant horseman, gay as a man in his prime, feeling life, drinking 

pleasure, plunging to the depths of joy as a swimmer into the Loire, wouldst thou not deny God, 

wouldst thou not spit in the face of Jesus?’ 

“‘Yes,’ said I. 

“Then I felt a hundred sharp claws which tore my diaphragm as if the beaks of a thousand 

birds there took their bellyfuls, shrieking. Then I was lifted suddenly above the earth upon the 

said Succubus, who had spread her wings, and cried to me— 

“‘Ride, ride, my gallant rider! Hold yourself firmly on the back of thy mule, by her mane, by 

her neck; and ride, ride, my gallant rider —everything rides!’ And then I saw, as a thick fog, the 

cities of the earth, where by a special gift I perceived each one coupled with a female demon, and 

tossing about, and engendering in great concupiscence, all shrieking a thousand words of love 

and exclamations of all kinds, and all toiling away with ecstasy. Then my horse with the Moorish 

head pointed out to me, still flying and galloping beyond the clouds, the earth coupled with the 

sun in a conjunction, from which proceeded a germ of stars, and there each female world was 

embracing a male world; but in place of the words used by creatures, the worlds were giving 

forth the howls of tempests, throwing up lightnings and crying thunders. Then still rising, I saw 

overhead the female nature of all things in love with the Prince of Movement. Now, by way of 

mockery, the Succubus placed me in the centre of this horrible and perpetual conflict, where I 

was lost as a grain of sand in the sea. Then still cried my white mare to me, ‘Ride, ride my 

gallant rider—all things ride!’ Now, thinking how little was a priest in this torment of the seed of 

worlds, nature always clasped together, and metals, stones, waters, airs, thunders, fish, plants, 

animals, men, spirits, worlds and planets, all embracing with rage, I denied the Catholic faith. 

Then the Succubus, pointing out to me the great patch of stars seen in heavens, said to me, ‘That 

way is a drop of celestial seed escaped from great flow of the worlds in conjunction.’ Thereupon 

I instantly clasped the Succubus with passion by the light of a thousand million of stars, and I 

wished in clasping her to feel the nature of those thousand million creatures. Then by this great 

effort of love I fell impotent in every way, and heard a great infernal laugh. Then I found myself 

in my bed, surrounded by my servitors, who had had the courage to struggle with the demon, 

throwing into the bed where I was stretched a basin full of holy water, and saying fervent prayers 

to God. Then had I to sustain, in spite of this assistance, a horrible combat with the said 

Succubus, whose claws still clutched my heart, causing me infinite pains; still, while reanimated 

by the voice of my servitors, relations, and friends, I tried to make the sacred sign of the cross; 

the Succubus perched on my bed, on the bolster, at the foot, everywhere, occupying herself in 

distracting my nerves, laughing, grimacing, putting before my eyes a thousand obscene images, 

and causing me a thousand wicked desires. Nevertheless, taking pity on me, my lord the 

Archbishop caused the relics of St. Gatien to be brought, and the moment the shrine had touched 

my bed the said Succubus was obliged to depart, leaving an odour of sulphur and of hell, which 

made the throats of my servants, friends, and others sore for a whole day. Then the celestial light 

of God having enlightened my soul, I knew I was, through my sins and my combat with the evil 

spirit, in great danger of dying. Then did I implore the especial mercy, to live just a little time to 

render glory to God and his Church, objecting the infinite merits of Jesus dead upon the cross for 

the salvation of the Christians. By this prayer I obtained the favour of recovering sufficient 

strength to accuse myself of my sins, and to beg of the members of the Church of St. Maurice 

their aid and assistance to deliver me from purgatory, where I am about to atone for my faults by 

infinite agonies. Finally, I declare that my proclamation, wherein the said demon appeals the 

judgment of God by the ordeals of holy water and a fire, is a subterfuge due to an evil design 



suggested by the said demon, who would thus have had the power to escape the justice of the 

tribunal of the Archbishop and of the Chapter, seeing that she secretly confessed to me, to be 

able to make another demon accustomed to the ordeal appear in her place. And, in conclusion, I 

give and bequeath to the Chapter of the Church of St. Maurice my property of all kinds, to found 

a chapter in the said church, to build it and adorn it and put it under the invocation of St. 

Hierome and St. Gatien, of whom one is my patron and the other the saviour of my soul.” 

This, heard by all the company, has been brought to the notice of the ecclesiastical tribunal by 

Jehan to la Haye (Johannes de Haga). 

We, Jehan de la Haye (Johannes de Haga), elected grand penitentiary of St. Maurice by the 

general assembly of the Chapter, according to the usage and custom of that church, and 

appointed to pursue afresh the trial of the demon Succubus, at present in the jail of the Chapter, 

have ordered a new inquest, at which will be heard all those of this diocese having cognisance of 

the facts relative thereto. We declared void the other proceedings, interrogations, and decrees, 

and annul them in the name of the members of the Church in general, and sovereign Chapter 

assembled, and declare that the appeal to God, traitorously made by the demon, shall not take 

place, in consequence of the notorious treachery of the devil in this affair. And the said judgment 

shall be cried by sound of trumpet in all parts of the diocese in which have been published the 

false edicts of the preceding month, all notoriously due to the instigation of the demon, according 

to the confession of the late Hierome Cornille. 

Let all good Christians be of assistance to our Holy Church, and to her commandments. 

JEHAN DE LA HAYE. 

IV HOW THE MOORISH WOMAN OF THE RUE CHAUDE TWISTED ABOUT SO 

BRISKLY THAT WITH GREAT DIFFICULTY WAS SHE BURNED AND COOKED 

ALIVE, TO THE GREAT LOSS OF THE INFERNAL REGIONS. 

This was written in the month of May, of the year 1360, after the manner of a testament. 

“My very dear and well-beloved son, when it shall be lawful for thee to read this I shall be, I 

thy father, reposing in the tomb, imploring thy prayers, and supplicating thee to conduct thyself 

in life as it will be commanded thee in this rescript, bequeathed for the good government of thy 

family, thy future, and safety; for I have done this at a period when I had my senses and 

understanding, still recently affected by the sovereign injustice of men. In my virile age I had a 

great ambition to raise myself in the Church, and therein to obtain the highest dignities, because 

no life appeared to me more splendid. Now with this earnest idea, I learned to read and write, 

and with great trouble became in a fit condition to enter the clergy. But because I had no 

protection, or good advice to superintend my training I had an idea of becoming the writer, 

tabellion, and rubrican of the Chapter of St. Maurice, in which were the highest and richest 

personages of Christendom, since the King of France is only therein a simple canon. Now there I 

should be able better than anywhere else to find services to render to certain lords, and thus to 

find a master or gain patronage, and by this assistance enter into religion, and be mitred and 

esconced in an archiepiscopal chair, somewhere or other. But this first vision was over 

credulous, and a little too ambitious, the which God caused me clearly to perceive by the sequel. 

In fact, Messire Jepan de Villedomer, who afterwards became cardinal, was given this 

appointment, and I was rejected, discomfited. Now in this unhappy hour I received an alleviation 

of my troubles, by the advice of the good old Hierome Cornille, of whom I have often spoken to 

you. This dear man induced me, by his kindness, to become penman to the Chapter of St. 



Maurice and the Archbishop of Tours, the which offer I accepted with joy, since I was reputed a 

scrivener. At the time I was about to enter into the presbytery commenced the famous process 

against the devil of the Rue Chaude, of which the old folk still talk, and which in its time, has 

been recounted in every home in France. Now, believing that it would be of great advantage to 

my ambition, and that for this assistance the Chapter would raise me to some dignity, my good 

master had me appointed for the purpose of writing all of that should be in this grave cause, 

subject to writing. At the very outset Monseigneur Hierome Cornille, a man approaching eighty 

years, of great sense, justice, and sound understanding, suspected some spitefulness in this cause, 

although he was not partial to immodest girls, and had never been involved with a woman in his 

life, and was holy and venerable, with a sanctity which had caused him to be selected as a judge, 

all this not withstanding. As soon as the depositions were completed, and the poor wench heard, 

it remained clear that although this merry doxy had broken her religious vows, she was innocent 

of all devilry, and that her great wealth was coveted by her enemies, and other persons, whom I 

must not name to thee for reasons of prudence. At this time every one believed her to be so well 

furnished with silver and gold that she could have bought the whole county of Touraine, if so it 

had pleased her. A thousand falsehoods and calumnious words concerning the girl, envied by all 

the honest women, were circulated and believed in as gospel. At this period Master Hierome 

Cornille, having ascertained that no demon other than that of love was in the girl, made her 

consent to remain in a convent for the remainder of her days. And having ascertained certain 

noble knights brave in war and rich in domains, that they would do everything to save her, he 

invited her secretly to demand of her accusers the judgment of God, at the same time giving her 

goods to the chapter, in order to silence mischievous tongues. By this means would be saved 

from the stake the most delicate flower that ever heaven has allowed to fall upon our earth; the 

which flower yielded only from excessive tenderness and amiability to the malady of love, cast 

by her eyes into the hearts of all her pursuers. But the real devil, under the form of a monk, 

mixed himself up in this affair; in this wise: great enemy of the virtue, wisdom, and sanctity of 

Monsignor Hierome Cornille, named Jehan de la Haye, having learned that in the jail, the poor 

girl was treated like a queen, wickedly accused the grand penitentiary of connivance with her and 

of being her servitor, because, said this wicked priest, she makes him young, amorous, and 

happy, from which the poor old man died of grief in one day, knowing by this that Jehan de la 

Haye had worn his ruin and coveted his dignities. In fact, our lord the archbishop visited the jail, 

and found the Moorish woman in a pleasant place, reposing comfortably, and without irons, 

because, having placed a diamond in a place when none could have believed she could have held 

it, she had purchased the clemency of her jailer. At the time certain persons said that this jailer 

was smitten with her, and that from love, or perhaps in great fear of the young barons, lovers of 

this woman, he had planned her escape. The good man Cornille being at the point of death, 

through the treachery of Jehan de la Haye, the Chapter thinking it necessary to make null and 

void the proceedings taken by the penitentiary, and also his decrees, the said Jehan de la Haye, at 

that time a simple vicar of the cathedral, pointed out that to do this it would be sufficient to 

obtain a public confession from the good man on his death-bed. Then was the moribund tortured 

and tormented by the gentleman of the Chapter, those of Saint Martin, those of Marmoustiers, by 

the archbishop and also by the Pope’s legate, in order that he might recant to the advantage of the 

Church, to which the good man would not consent. But after a thousand ills, the public 

confession was prepared, at which the most noteworthy people of the town assisted, and the 

which spread more horror and consternation than I can describe. The churches of the diocese 

held public prayers for this calamity, and every one expected to see the devil tumble into his 



house by the chimney. But the truth of it is that the good Master Hierome had a fever, and saw 

cows in his room, and then was this recantation obtained of him. The access passed, the poor 

saint wept copiously on learning this trick from me. In fact, he died in my arms, assisted by his 

physicians, heartbroken at this mummery, telling us that he was going to the feet of God to pray 

to prevent the consummation of this deplorable iniquity. The poor Moorish woman had touched 

him much by her tears and repentance, seing that before making her demand for the judgment of 

God he had minutely confessed her, and by that means had disentangled the soul divine which 

was in the body, and of which he spoke as of a diamond worthy of adorning the holy crown of 

God, when she should have departed this life, after repenting her sins. Then, my dear son, 

knowing by the statements made in the town, and by the naive responses of this unhappy wretch, 

all the trickery of this affair, I determined by the advice of Master Francois de Hangest, 

physician of the chapter, to feign an illness and quit the service of the Church of St. Maurice and 

of the archbishopric, in order not to dip my hands in the innocent blood, which still cries and will 

continue to cry aloud unto God until the day of the last judgment. Then was the jailer dismissed, 

and in his place was put the second son of the torturer, who threw the Moorish woman into a 

dungeon, and inhumanly put upon her hands and feet chains weighing fifty pounds, besides a 

wooden waistband; and the jail were watched by the crossbowmen of the town and the people of 

the archbishop. The wench was tormented and tortured, and her bones were broken; conquered 

by sorrow, she made an avowal according to the wishes of Jehan de la Haye, and was instantly 

condemned to be burned in the enclosure of St. Etienne, having been previously placed in the 

portals of the church, attired in a chemise of sulphur, and her goods given over to the Chapter, et 

cetera. This order was the cause of great disturbances and fighting in the town, because three 

young knights of Touraine swore to die in the service of the poor girl, and to deliver her in all 

possible ways. Then they came into the town, accompanied by thousands of sufferers, labouring 

people, old soldiers, warriors, courtesans, and others, whom the said girls had succoured, saved 

from misfortune, from hunger and misery, and searched all the poor dwellings of the town where 

lay those to whom she had done good. Thus all were stirred up and called together to the plain of 

Mount-Louis under the protection of the soldiers of the said lords; they had for companions all 

the scape-graces of the said twenty leagues around, and came one morning to lay siege to the 

prison of the archbishop, demanding that the Moorish woman should be given up to them as 

though they would put her to death, but in fact to set her free, and to place her secretly upon a 

swift horse, that she might gain the open country, seeing that she rode like a groom. Then in this 

frightful tempest of men have we seen between the battlements of the archiepiscopal palace and 

the bridges, more than ten thousand men swarming, besides those who were perched upon the 

roofs of the houses and climbing on all the balconies to see the sedition; in short it was easy to 

hear the horrible cries of the Christians, who were terribly in earnest, and of those who 

surrounded the jail with the intention of setting the poor girl free, across the Loire, the other side 

of Saint Symphorien. The suffocation and squeezing of bodies was so great in this immense 

crowd, bloodthirsty for the poor creature at whose knees they would have fallen had they had the 

opportunity of seeing her, that seven children, eleven women, and eight citizens were crushed 

and smashed beyond all recognition, since they were like splodges of mud; in short, so wide 

open was the great mouth of this popular leviathan, this horrible monster, that the clamour was 

heard at Montils-les-Tours. All cried ‘Death to the Succubus! Throw out the demon! Ha! I’d like 

a quarter! I’ll have her skin! The foot for me, the mane for thee! The head for me! The something 

for me! Is it red? Shall we see? Will it be grilled? Death to her! death!’ Each one had his say. But 

the cry, ‘Largesse to God! Death to the Succubus!’ was yelled at the same time by the crowd so 



hoarsely and so cruelly that one’s ears and heart bled therefrom; and the other cries were scarcely 

heard in the houses. The archbishop decided, in order to calm this storm which threatened to 

overthrow everything, to come out with great pomp from the church, bearing the host, which 

would deliver the Chapter from ruin, since the wicked young men and the lords had sworn to 

destroy and burn the cloisters and all the canons. Now by this stratagem the crowd was obliged 

to break up, and from lack of provisions return to their houses. Then the monks of Touraine, the 

lords, and the citizens, in great apprehension of pillage on the morrow, held a nocturnal council, 

and accepted the advice of the Chapter. By their efforts the men-at-arms, archers, knights, and 

citizens, in a large number, kept watch, and killed a party of shepherds, road menders, and 

vagrants, who, knowing the disturbed state of Tours, came to swell the ranks of the malcontents. 

The Sire Harduin de Maille, an old nobleman, reasoned with the young knights, who were the 

champions of the Moorish woman, and argued sagely with them, asking them if for so small a 

woman they wished to put Touraine to fire and sword; that even if they were victorious they 

would be masters of the bad characters brought together by them; that these said freebooters, 

after having sacked the castles of their enemies, would turn to those of their chiefs. That the 

rebellion commenced had had no success in the first attack, because up to that time the place was 

untouched, could they have any over the church, which would invoke the aid of the king? And a 

thousand other arguments. To these reasons the young knights replied, that it was easy for the 

Chapter to aid the girl’s escape in the night, and that thus the cause of the sedition would be 

removed. To this humane and wise requests replied Monseigneur de Censoris, the Pope’s legate, 

that it was necessary that strength should remain with the religion of the Church. And thereupon 

the poor wench payed for all, since it was agreed that no inquiry should be made concerning this 

sedition. 

“Then the Chapter had full licence to proceed to the penance of the girl, to which act and 

ecclesiastical ceremony the people came from twelve leagues around. So that on the day when, 

after divine satisfaction, the Succubus was to be delivered up to secular justice, in order to be 

publicly burnt at a stake, not for a gold pound would a lord or even an abbott have been found 

lodging in the town of Tours. The night before many camped outside the town in tents, or slept 

upon straw. Provisions were lacking, and many who came with their bellies full, returned with 

their bellies empty, having seen nothing but the reflection of the fire in the distance. And the bad 

characters did good strokes of business by the way. 

“The poor courtesan was half dead; her hair had whitened. She was, to tell the truth, nothing 

but a skeleton, scarcely covered with flesh, and her chains weighed more than she did. If she had 

had joy in her life, she paid dearly for it at this moment. Those who saw her pass say that she 

wept and shrieked in a way that should have earned the pity of her hardest pursuers; and in the 

church there were compelled to put a piece of wood in her mouth, which she bit as a lizard bites 

a stick. Then the executioner tied her to a stake to sustain her, since she let herself roll at times 

and fell for want of strength. Then she suddenly recovered a vigorous handful, because, this 

notwithstanding, she was able, it is said to break her cords and escape into the church, where in 

remembrance of her old vocation, she climbed quickly into galleries above, flying like a bird 

along the little columns and small friezes. She was about to escape on to the roof when a soldier 

perceived her, and thrust his spear in the sole of her foot. In spite of her foot half cut through, the 

poor girl still ran along the church without noticing it, going along with her bones broken and her 

blood gushing out, so great fear had she of the flames of the stake. At last she was taken and 

bound, thrown into a tumbrel and led to the stake, without being afterwards heard to utter a cry. 

The account of her flight in the church assisted in making the common people believe that she 



was the devil, and some of them said that she had flown in the air. As soon as the executioner of 

the town threw her into the flames, she made two or three horrible leaps and fell down into the 

bottom of the pile, which burned day and night. On the following evening I went to see if 

anything remained of this gentle girl, so sweet, so loving, but I found nothing but a fragment of 

the ‘os stomachal,’ in which, is spite of this, there still remained some moisture, and which some 

say still trembled like a woman does in the same place. It is impossible to tell, my dear son, the 

sadnesses, without number and without equal, which for about ten years weighed upon me; 

always was I thinking of this angel burnt by wicked men, and always I beheld her with her eyes 

full of love. In short the supernatural gifts of this artless child were shining day and night before 

me, and I prayed for her in the church, where she had been martyred. At length I had neither the 

strength nor the courage to look without trembling upon the grand penitentiary Jehan de la Haye, 

who died eaten up by lice. Leprosy was his punishment. Fire burned his house and his wife; and 

all those who had a hand in the burning had their own hands singed. 

“This, my well-beloved son, was the cause of a thousand ideas, which I have here put into 

writing to be forever the rule of conduct in our family. 

“I quitted the service of the church, and espoused your mother, from whom I received infinite 

blessings, and with whom I shared my life, my goods, my soul, and all. And she agreed with me 

in following precepts —Firstly, that to live happily, it is necessary to keep far away from church 

people, to honour them much without giving them leave to enter your house, any more than to 

those who by right, just or unjust, are supposed to be superior to us. Secondly, to take a modest 

condition, and to keep oneself in it without wishing to appear in any way rich. To have a care to 

excite no envy, nor strike any onesoever in any manner, because it is needful to be as strong as 

an oak, which kills the plants at its feet, to crush envious heads, and even then would one 

succumb, since human oaks are especially rare and that no Tournebouche should flatter himself 

that he is one, granting that he be a Tournebouche. Thirdly, never to spend more than one quarter 

of one’s income, conceal one’s wealth, hide one’s goods and chattels, to undertake no office, to 

go to church like other people, and always keep one’s thoughts to oneself, seeing that they 

belong to you and not to others, who twist them about, turn them after their own fashion, and 

make calumnies therefrom. Fourthly, always to remain in the condition of the Tournebouches, 

who are now and forever drapers. To marry your daughters to good drapers, send your sons to be 

drapers in other towns of France furnished with these wise precepts, and to bring them up to the 

honour of drapery, and without leaving any dream of ambition in their minds. A draper like a 

Tournebouche should be their glory, their arms, their name, their motto, their life. Thus by being 

always drapers, they will be always Tournebouches, and rub on like the good little insects, who, 

once lodged in the beam, made their dens, and go on with security to the end of their ball of 

thread. Fifthly never to speak any other language than that of drapery, and never to dispute 

concerning religion or government. And even though the government of the state, the province, 

religion, and God turn about, or have a fancy to go to the right or to the left, always in your 

quality of Tournebouche, stick to your cloth. Thus unnoticed by the others of the town, the 

Tournebouches will live in peace with their little Tournebouches—paying the tithes and taxes, 

and all that they are required by force to give, be it to God, or to the king, to the town of to the 

parish, with all of whom it is unwise to struggle. Also it is necessary to keep the patrimonial 

treasure, to have peace and to buy peace, never to owe anything, to have corn in the house, and 

enjoy yourselves with the doors and windows shut. 



“By this means none will take from the Tournebouches, neither the state, nor the Church, nor 

the Lords, to whom should the case be that force is employed, you will lend a few crowns 

without cherishing the idea of ever seeing him again—I mean the crowns. 

“Thus, in all seasons people will love the Tournebouches, will mock the Tournebouches as 

poor people—as the slow Tournebouches, as Tournebouches of no understanding. Let the know-

nothings say on. The Tournebouches will neither be burned nor hanged, to the advantage of King 

or Church, or other people; and the wise Tournebouches will have secretly money in their 

pockets, and joy in their houses, hidden from all. 

“Now, my dear son, follow this the counsel of a modest and middle-class life. Maintain this in 

thy family as a county charter; and when you die, let your successor maintain it as the sacred 

gospel of the Tournebouches, until God wills it that there be no longer Tournebouches in this 

world.” 

This letter has been found at the time of the inventory made in the house of Francois 

Tournebouche, lord of Veretz, chancellor to Monseigneur the Dauphin, and condemned at the 

time of the rebellion of the said lord against the King to lose his head, and have all his goods 

confiscated by order of the Parliament of Paris. The said letter has been handed to the Governor 

of Touraine as an historical curiosity, and joined to the pieces of the process in the archbishopric 

of Tours, by me, Pierre Gaultier, Sheriff, President of the Trades Council. 

The author having finished the transcription and deciphering of these parchments, translating 

them from their strange language into French, the donor of them declared that the Rue Chaude at 

Tours was so called, according to certain people, because the sun remained there longer than in 

all other parts. But in spite of this version, people of lofty understanding will find, in the warm 

way of the said Succubus, the real origin of the said name. In which acquiesces the author. This 

teaches us not to abuse our body, but use it wisely in view of our salvation. 

 

 

 

  



DESPAIR IN LOVE 

At the time when King Charles the Eighth took it into his head to decorate the castle of 

Amboise, they came with him certain workmen, master sculptors, good painters, and masons, or 

architects, who ornamented the galleries with splendid works, which, through neglect, have since 

been much spoiled. 

At that time the court was staying in this beautiful locality, and, as everyone knows, the king 

took great pleasure in watching his people work out their ideas. Among these foreign gentlemen 

was an Italian, named Angelo Cappara, a most worthy young man, and, in spite of his age, a 

better sculptor and engraver than any of them; and it astonished many to see one in the April of 

his life so clever. Indeed, there had scarcely sprouted upon his visage the hair which imprints 

upon a man virile majesty. To this Angelo the ladies took a great fancy because he was charming 

as a dream, and as melancholy as a dove left solitary in its nest by the death of its mate. And this 

was the reason thereof: this sculptor knew the curse of poverty, which mars and troubles all the 

actions of life; he lived miserably, eating little, ashamed of his pennilessness, and made use of 

his talents only through great despair, wishing by any means to win that idle life which is the 

best all for those whose minds are occupied. The Florentine, out of bravado, came to the court 

gallantly attired, and from the timidity of youth and misfortune dared not ask his money from the 

king, who, seeing him thus dressed, believed him well with everything. The courtiers and the 

ladies used all to admire his beautiful works, and also their author; but of money he got none. 

All, and the ladies above all, finding him rich by nature, esteemed him well off with his youth, 

his long black hair, and bright eyes, and did not give a thought to lucre, while thinking of these 

things and the rest. Indeed they were quite right, since these advantages gave to many a rascal of 

the court, lands, money and all. In spite of his youthful appearance, Master Angelo was twenty 

years of age, and no fool, had a large heart, a head full of poetry; and more than that, was a man 

of lofty imaginings. But although he had little confidence in himself, like all poor and 

unfortunate people, he was astonished at the success of the ignorant. He fancied that he was ill-

fashioned, either in body or mind, and kept his thoughts to himself. I am wrong, for he told them 

in the clear starlight nights to the shadows, to God, to the devil, and everything about him. At 

such times he would lament his fate in having a heart so warm, that doubtless the ladies avoided 

him as they would a red-hot iron; then he would say to himself how he would worship a beautiful 

mistress, how all his life long he would honour her, and with what fidelity he would attach 

himself to her, with what affection serve her, how studiously obey her commands, with what 

sports he would dispel the light clouds of her melancholy sadness on the days when the skies 

should be overcast. Fashioning himself one out of his imagination, he would throw himself at her 

feet, kiss, fondle, caress, bite, and clasp her with as much reality as a prisoner scampers over the 

grass when he sees the green fields through the bars of his cell. Thus he would appeal to her 

mercy; overcome with his feelings, would stop her breath with his embraces, would become 

daring in spite of his respect, and passionately bite the clothes of his bed, seeking this celestial 

lady, full of courage when by himself, but abashed on the morrow if he passed one by. 

Nevertheless, inflamed by these amorous advances, he would hammer way anew at his marble 

figures, would carve beautiful breasts, to bring the water into one’s mouth at the sight of those 

sweet fruits of love, without counting the other things that he raised, carved, and caressed with 

the chisels, smoothed down with his file, and fashioned in a manner that would make their use 

intelligible to the mind of a greenhorn, and stain his verdure in a single day. The ladies would 

criticise these beauties, and all of them were smitten with the youthful Cappara. And the youthful 



Cappara would eye them up and down, swearing that the day one of them gave him her little 

finger to kiss, he would have his desire. 

Among these high-born ladies there came one day one by herself to the young Florentine, 

asking him why he was so shy, and if none of the court ladies could make him sociable. Then she 

graciously invited him to come to her house that evening. 

Master Angelo perfumes himself, purchases a velvet mantle with a double fringe of satin, 

borrows from a friend a cloak with wide sleeves, a slashed doublet, and silken hose, arrives at the 

house, and ascends the stairs with hasty feet, hope beaming from his eyes, knowing not what to 

do with his heart, which leaped and bounded like a goat; and, to sum up, so much over head and 

ears in love, that the perspiration trickled down his back. 

You may be sure the lady was a beautiful, and Master Cappara was the more aware of it, since 

in his profession he had studied the mouldings of the arms, the lines of the body, the secret 

surroundings of the sex, and other mysteries. Now this lady satisfied the especial rules of art; and 

besides being fair and slender, she had a voice to disturb life in its source, to stir fire of a heart, 

brain, and everything; in short, she put into one’s imagination delicious images of love without 

thinking of it, which is the characteristic of these cursed women. 

The sculptor found her seated by the fire in a high chair, and the lady immediately commenced 

to converse at her ease, although Angelo could find no other replies than “Yes” and “No,” could 

get no other words from his throat nor idea in his brain, and would have beaten his head against 

the fireplace but for the happiness of gazing at and listening to his lovely mistress, who was 

playing there like a young fly in the sunshine. Because, which this mute admiration, both 

remained until the middle of the night, wandering slowly down the flowery path of love, the 

good sculptor went away radiant with happiness. On the road, he concluded in his own mind, 

that if a noble lady kept him rather close to her skirts during four hours of the night, it would not 

matter a straw if she kept him there the remainder. Drawing from these premises certain 

corollaries, he resolved to ask her favours as a simple woman. Then he determined to kill 

everybody—the husband, the wife, or himself—rather than lose the distaff whereon to spin one 

hour of joy. Indeed, he was so mad with love, that he believed life to be but a small stake in the 

game of love, since one single day of it was worth a thousand lives. 

The Florentine chiselled away at his statues, thinking of his evening, and thus spoiled many a 

nose thinking of something else. Noticing this, he left his work, perfumed himself, and went to 

listen to the sweet words of his lady, with the hope of turning them into deeds; but when he was 

in the presence of his sovereign, her feminine majesty made itself felt, and poor Cappara, such a 

lion in street, looked sheepish when gazing at his victim. This notwithstanding, towards the hour 

when desire becomes heated, he was almost in the lady’s lap and held her tightly clasped. He had 

obtained a kiss, had taken it, much to his delight; for, when they give it, the ladies retain the right 

of refusal, but when they left it to be taken, the lover may take a thousand. This is the reason why 

all of them are accustomed to let it be taken. The Florentine has stolen a great number, and things 

were going on admirably, when the lady, who had been thrifty with her favours, cried, “My 

husband!” 

And, in fact, my lord had just returned from playing tennis, and the sculptor had to leave the 

place, but not without receiving a warm glance from the lady interrupted in her pleasure. This 

was all his substance, pittance and enjoyment during a whole month, since on the brink of his joy 

always came the said husband, and he always arrived wisely between a point-blank refusal and 

those little sweet caresses with which women always season their refusals—little things which 



reanimate love and render it all the stronger. And when the sculptor, out of patience, 

commenced, immediately upon his arrival, the skirmish of the skirt, in order that victory might 

arrive before the husband, to whom, no doubt, these disturbances were not without profit, his 

fine lady, seeing desire written in the eyes of her sculptor, commenced endless quarrels and 

altercations; at first she pretended to be jealous in order to rail against love; then appeased the 

anger of the little one with the moisture of a kiss, then kept the conversation to herself, and kept 

on saying that her lover should be good, obedient to her will, otherwise she would not yield to 

him her life and soul; that a desire was a small thing to offer a mistress; that she was more 

courageous, because loving more she sacrificed more, and to his propositions she would exclaim, 

“Silence, sir!” with the air of a queen, and at times she would put on an angry look, to reply to 

the reproachs of Cappara: “If you are not as I wish you to be, I will no longer love you.” 

The poor Italian saw, when it was too late, that this was not a noble love, one of those which 

does not mete out joy as a miser his crowns; and that this lady took delight in letting him jump 

about outside the hedge and be master of everything, provided he touched not the garden of love. 

At this business Cappara became a savage enough to kill anyone, and took with him trusty 

companions, his friends, to whom he gave the task of attacking the husband while walking home 

to bed after his game of tennis with the king. He came to his lady at the accustomed hour when 

the sweet sports of love were in full swing, which sports were long, lasting kisses, hair twisted 

and untwisted, hand bitten with passion, ears as well; indeed, the whole business, with the 

exception of that especial thing which good authors rightly find abominable. The Florentine 

exclaims between two hearty kisses— 

“Sweet one, do you love me more than anything?” 

“Yes,” said she, because words never cost anything. 

“Well then,” replied the lover, “be mine in deed as in word.” 

“But,” said she, “my husband will be here directly.” 

“Is that the only reason?” said he. 

“Yes.” 

“I have friends who will cross him, and will not let him go unless I show a torch at this 

window. If he complain to the king, my friends will say, they thought they were playing a joke 

on one of their own set.” 

“Ah, my dear,” said she, “let me see if everyone in the house is gone to bed.” 

She rose, and held the light to the window. Seeing which Cappara blew out the candle, seized 

his sword, and placing himself in front of the woman, whose scorn and evil mind he recognised. 

“I will not kill you, madame,” said he, “but I will mark your face in such a manner you will 

never again coquette with young lovers whose lives you waste. You have deceived me 

shamefully, and are not a respectable woman. You must know that a kiss will never sustain life 

in a true lover, and that a kissed mouth needs the rest. Your have made my life forever dull and 

wretched; now I will make you remember forever my death, which you have caused. You shall 

never again behold yourself in a glass without seeing there my face also.” Then he raised his 

arm, and held the sword ready to cut off a good slice of the fresh fair cheek, where still all the 

traces of his kiss remained. And the lady exclaimed, “You wretch!” 

“Hold your tongue,” said he; “you told me that you loved me better than anything. Now you 

say otherwise; each evening have you raised me a little nearer to heaven; with one blow you cast 

me into hell, and you think that your petticoat can save you from a lover’s wrath—No!” 



“Ah, my Angelo! I am thine,” said she, marvelling at this man glaring with rage. 

But he, stepping three paces back, replied, “Ah, woman of the court and wicked heart, thou 

lovest, then, thy face better than thy lover.” 

She turned pale, and humbly held up her face, for she understood that at this moment her past 

perfidy wronged her present love. With a single blow Angelo slashed her face, then left her 

house, and quitted the country. The husband not having been stopped by reason of that light 

which was seen by the Florentines, found his wife minus her left cheek. But she spoke not a 

word in spite of her agony; she loved her Cappara more than life itself. Nevertheless, the 

husband wished to know whence preceded this wound. No one having been there except the 

Florentine, he complained to the king, who had his workman hastily pursued, and ordered him to 

be hanged at Blois. On the day of execution a noble lady was seized with a desire to save this 

courageous man, whom she believed to be a lover of the right sort. She begged the king to give 

him to her, which he did willingly. But Cappara declaring that he belonged entirely to his lady, 

the memory of whom he could not banish entirely, entered the Church, became a cardinal and a 

great savant, and used to say in his old age that he had existed upon the remembrance of the joys 

tasted in those poor hours of anguish; in which he was, at the same time, both very well and very 

badly treated by his lady. There are authors saying afterwards he succeeded better with his old 

sweetheart, whose cheek healed; but I cannot believe this, because he was a man of heart, who 

had a high opinion of the holy joys of love. 

This teaches us nothing worth knowing, unless it be that there are unlucky meetings in life, 

since this tale is in every way true. If in other places the author has overshot the truth, this one 

will gain for him the indulgence of the conclave or lovers. 

EPILOGUE 

This second series comes in the merry month of June, when all is green and gay, because the 

poor muse, whose slave the author is, has been more capricious then the love of a queen, and has 

mysteriously wished to bring forth her fruit in the time of flowers. No one can boast himself 

master of this fay. At times, when grave thoughts occupy the mind and grieve the brain, comes 

the jade whispering her merry tales in the author’s ear, tickling her lips with her feathers, dancing 

sarabands, and making the house echo with her laughter. If by chance the writer, abandoning 

science for pleasure, says to her, “Wait a moment, little one, till I come,” and runs in great haste 

to play with the madcap, she has disappeared. She has gone into her hole, hides herself there, 

rolls herself up, and retires. Take the poker, take a staff, a cudgel, a cane, raise them, strike the 

wench, and rave at her, she moans; strap her, she moans; caress her, fondle her, she moans; kiss 

her, say to her, “Here, little one,” she moans. Now she’s cold, now she is going to die; adieu to 

love, adieu to laughter, adieu to merriment, adieu to good stories. Wear mourning for her, weep 

and fancy her dead, groan. Then she raises her head, her merry laugh rings out again; she spreads 

her white wings, flies one knows not wither, turns in the air, capers, shows her impish tail, her 

woman’s breasts, her strong loins, and her angelic face, shakes her perfumed tresses, gambols in 

the rays of the sun, shines forth in all her beauty, changes her colours like the breast of a dove, 

laughs until she cries, cast the tears of her eyes into the sea, where the fishermen find them 

transmuted into pretty pearls, which are gathered to adorn the foreheads of queens. She twists 

about like a colt broken loose, exposing her virgin charms, and a thousand things so fair that a 

pope would peril his salvation for her at the mere sight of them. During these wild pranks of the 

ungovernable beast you meet fools and friends, who say to the poor poet, “Where are your tales? 



Where are your new volumes? You are a pagan prognosticator. Oh yes, you are known. You go 

to fetes and feasts, and do nothing between your meals. Where’s your work?” 

Although I am by nature partial to kindness, I should like to see one of these people impaled in 

the Turkish fashion, and thus equipped, sent on the Love Chase. Here endeth the second series; 

make the devil give it a lift with his horns, and it will be well received by a smiling Christendom. 

 

 

 

  



VOLUME III: THE THIRD TEN TALES 

 

 

 

PROLOGUE 

Certain persons have interrogated the author as to why there was such a demand for these tales 

that no year passes without his giving an instalment of them, and why he has lately taken to 

writing commas mixed up with bad syllables, at which the ladies publicly knit their brows, and 

have put to him other questions of a like character. 

The author declares that these treacherous words, cast like pebbles in his path, have touched 

him in the very depths of his heart, and he is sufficiently cognisant of his duty not to fail to give 

to his special audience in this prologue certain reasons other than the preceding ones, because it 

is always necessary to reason with children until they are grown up, understand things, and hold 

their tongues; and because he perceives many mischievous fellows among the crowd of noisy 

people, who ignore at pleasure the real object of these volumes. 

In the first place know, that if certain virtuous ladies—I say virtuous because common and low 

class women do not read these stories, preferring those that are never published; on the contrary, 

other citizens’ wives and ladies, of high respectability and godliness, although doubtless 

disgusted with the subject-matter, read them piously to satisfy an evil spirit, and thus keep 

themselves virtuous. Do you understand, my good reapers of horns? It is better to be deceived by 

the tale of a book than cuckolded through the story of a gentleman. You are saved the damage by 

this, poor fools! besides which, often your lady becomes enamoured, is seized with fecund 

agitations to your advantage, raised in her by the present book. Therefore do these volumes assist 

to populate the land and maintain it in mirth, honour and health. I say mirth, because much is to 

be derived from these tales. I say honour, because you save your nest from the claws of that 

youthful demon named cuckoldom in the language of the Celts. I say health, because this book 

incites that which was prescribed by the Church of Salerno, for the avoidance of cerebral 

plethora. Can you derive a like proof in any other typographically blackened portfolios? Ha! ha! 

where are the books that make children? Think! Nowhere. But you will find a glut of children 

making books which beget nothing but weariness. 

But to continue. Now be it known that when ladies, of a virtuous nature and a talkative turn of 

mind, converse publicly on the subject of these volumes, a great number of them, far from 

reprimanding the author, confess that they like him very much, esteem him a valiant man, worthy 

to be a monk in the Abbey of Theleme. For as many reasons as there are stars in the heavens, he 

does not drop the style which he has adopted in these said tales, but lets himself be vituperated, 

and keeps steadily on his way, because noble France is a woman who refuses to yield, crying, 

twisting about, and saying, 

“No, no, never! Oh, sir, what are you going to do? I won’t let you; you’d rumple me.” 

And when the volume is done and finished, all smiles, she exclaims, 

“Oh, master, are there any more to come?” 

You may take it for granted that the author is a merry fellow, who troubles himself little about 

the cries, tears and tricks of the lady you call glory, fashion, or public favour, for he knows her to 



be a wanton who would put up with any violence. He knows that in France her war-cry is Mount 

Joy! A fine cry indeed, but one which certain writers have disfigured, and which signifies, “Joy it 

is not of the earth, it is there; seize it, otherwise good-bye.” The author has this interpretation 

from Rabelais, who told it to him. If you search history, has France ever breathed a word when 

she was joyous mounted, bravely mounted, passionately mounted, mounted and out of breath? 

She goes furiously at everything, and likes this exercise better than drinking. Now, do you not 

see that these volumes are French, joyfully French, wildly French, French before, French behind, 

French to the backbone. Back then, curs! strike up the music; silence, bigots! advance my merry 

wags, my little pages, put your soft hands into the ladies’ hands and tickle them in the middle—

of the hand of course. Ha! ha! these are high sounding and peripatetic reasons, or the author 

knows nothing of sound and the philosophy of Aristotle. He has on his side the crown of France 

and the oriflamme of the king and Monsieur St. Denis, who, having lost his head, said “Mount-

my-Joy!” Do you mean to say, you quadrupeds, that the word is wrong? No. It was certainly 

heard by a great many people at the time; but in these days of deep wretchedness you believe 

nothing concerning the good old saints. 

The author has not finished yet. Know all ye who read these tales with eye and hand, feel them 

in the head alone, and love them for the joy they bring you, and which goes to your heart, know 

that the author having in an evil hour let his ideas, id est, his inheritance, go astray, and being 

unable to get them together again, found himself in a state of mental nudity. Then he cried like 

the woodcutter in the prologue of the book of his dear master Rabelais, in order to make himself 

heard by the gentleman on high, Lord Paramount of all things, and obtain from Him fresh ideas. 

This said Most High, still busy with the congress of the time, threw to him through Mercury an 

inkstand with two cups, on which was engraved, after the manner of a motto, these three 

letters, Ave. Then the poor fellow, perceiving no other help, took great care to turn over this said 

inkstand to find out the hidden meaning of it, thinking over the mysterious words and trying to 

find a key to them. First, he saw that God was polite, like the great Lord as He is, because the 

world is His, and He holds the title of it from no one. But since, in thinking over the days of his 

youth, he remembered no great service rendered to God, the author was in doubt concerning this 

hollow civility, and pondered long without finding out the real substance of the celestial utensil. 

By reason of turning it and twisting it about, studying it, looking at it, feeling it, emptying it, 

knocking it in an interrogatory manner, smacking it down, standing it up straight, standing it on 

one side, and turning it upside down, he read backwards Eva. Who is Eva, if not all women in 

one? Therefore by the Voice Divine was it said to the author: 

Think of women; woman will heal thy wound, stop the waste-hole in thy bag of tricks. 

Woman is thy wealth; have but one woman, dress, undress, and fondle that women, make use of 

the woman—woman is everything—woman has an inkstand of her own; dip thy pen in that 

bottomless inkpot. Women like love; make love to her with the pen only, tickle her phantasies, 

and sketch merrily for her a thousand pictures of love in a thousand pretty ways. Woman is 

generous, and all for one, or one for all, must pay the painter, and furnish the hairs of the brush. 

Now, muse upon that which is written here. Ave, Hail, Eva, woman; or Eva, woman, Ave, Hail. 

Yes, she makes and unmakes. Heigh, then, for the inkstand! What does woman like best? What 

does she desire? All the special things of love; and woman is right. To have children, to produce 

an imitation, of nature, which is always in labour. Come to me, then, woman!—come to me, 

Eva! 

With this the author began to dip into that fertile inkpot, where there was a brain-fluid, 

concocted by virtues from on high in a talismanic fashion. From one cup there came serious 



things, which wrote themselves in brown ink; and from the other trifling things, which merely 

gave a roseate hue to the pages of the manuscript. The poor author has often, from carelessness, 

mixed the inks, now here, now there; but as soon as the heavy sentences, difficult to smooth, 

polish, and brighten up, of some work suitable to the taste of the day are finished, the author, 

eager to amuse himself, in spite of the small amount of merry ink remaining in the left cup, steals 

and bears eagerly therefrom a few penfuls with great delight. These said penfuls are, indeed, 

these same Droll Tales, the authority on which is above suspicion, because it flows from a divine 

source, as is shown in this the author’s naive confession. 

Certain evil-disposed people will still cry out at this; but can you find a man perfectly 

contented on this lump of mud? Is it not a shame? In this the author has wisely comported 

himself in imitation of a higher power; and he proves it by atqui. Listen. Is it not most clearly 

demonstrated to the learned that the sovereign Lord of worlds has made an infinite number of 

heavy, weighty, and serious machines with great wheels, large chains, terrible notches, and 

frightfully complicated screws and weights like the roasting jack, but also has amused Himself 

with little trifles and grotesque things light as zephyrs, and has made also naive and pleasant 

creations, at which you laugh directly you see them? Is it not so? Then in all eccentric works, 

such as the very spacious edifice undertaken by the author, in order to model himself upon the 

laws of the above-named Lord, it is necessary to fashion certain delicate flowers, pleasant 

insects, fine dragons well twisted, imbricated, and coloured—nay, even gilt, although he is often 

short of gold—and throw them at the feet of his snow-clad mountains, piles of rocks, and other 

cloud-capped philosophers, long and terrible works, marble columns, real thoughts carved in 

porphyry. 

Ah! unclean beasts, who despise and repudiate the figures, phantasies, harmonies, and 

roulades of the fair muse of drollery, will you not pare your claws, so that you may never again 

scratch her white skin, all azure with veins, her amorous reins, her flanks of surpassing elegance, 

her feet that stay modestly in bed, her satin face, her lustrous features, her heart devoid of 

bitterness? Ah! wooden-heads, what will you say when you find that this merry lass springs from 

the heart of France, agrees with all that is womanly in nature, has been saluted with a polite Ave! 

by the angels in the person of their spokesman, Mercury, and finally, is the clearest quintessence 

of Art. In this work are to be met with necessity, virtue, whim, the desire of a woman, the votive 

offering of a stout Pantagruelist, all are here. Hold your peace, then, drink to the author, and let 

his inkstand with the double cup endow the Gay Science with a hundred glorious Droll Tales. 

Stand back then, curs; strike up the music! Silence, bigots; out of the way, dunces! step 

forward my merry wags!—my little pages! give your soft hand to the ladies, and tickle theirs in 

the centre in a pretty manner, saying to them, “Read to laugh.” Afterwards you can tell them 

some mere jest to make them roar, since when they are laughing their lips are apart, and they 

make but a faint resistance to love. 

 

 

 

  



PERSEVERANCE IN LOVE 

During the first years of the thirteenth century after the coming of our Divine Saviour there 

happened in the City of Paris an amorous adventure, through the deed of a man of Tours, of 

which the town and even the king’s court was never tired of speaking. As to the clergy, you will 

see by that which is related the part they played in this history, the testimony of which was by 

them preserved. This said man, called the Touranian by the common people, because he had 

been born in our merry Touraine, had for his true name that of Anseau. In his latter days the 

good man returned into his own country and was mayor of St. Martin, according to the 

chronicles of the abbey of that town; but at Paris he was a great silversmith. 

But now in his prime, by his great honesty, his labours, and so forth, he became a citizen of 

Paris and subject of the king, whose protection he bought, according to the custom of the period. 

He had a house built for him free of all quit-rent, close the Church of St. Leu, in the Rue St. 

Denis, where his forge was well-known by those in want of fine jewels. Although he was a 

Touranian, and had plenty of spirit and animation, he kept himself virtuous as a true saint, in 

spite of the blandishments of the city, and had passed the days of his green season without once 

dragging his good name through the mire. Many will say this passes the bounds of that faculty of 

belief which God has placed in us to aid that faith due to the mysteries of our holy religion; so it 

is needful to demonstrate abundantly the secret cause of this silversmith’s chastity. And, first 

remember that he came into the town on foot, poor as Job, according to the old saying; and 

unlike all the inhabitants of our part of the country, who have but one passion, he had a character 

of iron, and persevered in the path he had chosen as steadily as a monk in vengeance. As a 

workman, he laboured from morn to night; become a master, he laboured still, always learning 

new secrets, seeking new receipts, and in seeking, meeting with inventions of all kinds. Late 

idlers, watchmen, and vagrants saw always a modest lamp shining through the silversmith’s 

window, and the good man tapping, sculpting, rounding, distilling, modeling, and finishing, with 

his apprentices, his door closed and his ears open. Poverty engendered hard work, hard work 

engendered his wonderful virtue, and his virtue engendered his great wealth. Take this to heart, 

ye children of Cain who eat doubloons and micturate water. If the good silversmith felt himself 

possessed with wild desires, which now in one way, now another, seize upon an unhappy 

bachelor when the devil tries to get hold of him, making the sign of the cross, the Touranian 

hammered away at his metal, drove out the rebellious spirits from his brain by bending down 

over the exquisite works of art, little engravings, figures of gold and silver forms, with which he 

appeased the anger of his Venus. Add to this that this Touranian was an artless man, of simple 

understanding, fearing God above all things, then robbers, next to that of nobles, and more than 

all, a disturbance. Although if he had two hands, he never did more than one thing at a time. His 

voice was as gentle as that of a bridegroom before marriage. Although the clergy, the military, 

and others gave him no reputation for knowledge, he knew well his mother’s Latin, and spoke it 

correctly without waiting to be asked. Latterly the Parisians had taught him to walk uprightly, 

not to beat the bush for others, to measure his passions by the rule of his revenues, not to let them 

take his leather to make other’s shoes, to trust no one farther then he could see them, never to say 

what he did, and always to do what he said; never to spill anything but water; to have a better 

memory than flies usually have; to keep his hands to himself, to do the same with his purse; to 

avoid a crowd at the corner of a street, and sell his jewels for more than they cost him; all things, 

the sage observance of which gave him as much wisdom as he had need of to do business 



comfortably and pleasantly. And so he did, without troubling anyone else. And watching this 

good little man unobserved, many said, 

“By my faith, I should like to be this jeweller, even were I obliged to splash myself up to the 

eyes with the mud of Paris during a hundred years for it.” 

They might just as well have wished to be king of France, seeing that the silversmith had great 

powerful nervous arms, so wonderfully strong that when he closed his fist the cleverest trick of 

the roughest fellow could not open it; from which you may be sure that whatever he got hold of 

he stuck to. More than this, he had teeth fit to masticate iron, a stomach to dissolve it, a 

duodenum to digest it, a sphincter to let it out again without tearing, and shoulders that would 

bear a universe upon them, like that pagan gentleman to whom the job was confided, and whom 

the timely arrival of Jesus Christ discharged from the duty. He was, in fact, a man made with one 

stroke, and they are the best, for those who have to be touched are worth nothing, being patched 

up and finished at odd times. In short, Master Anseau was a thorough man, with a lion’s face, 

and under his eyebrows a glance that would melt his gold if the fire of his forge had gone out, 

but a limpid water placed in his eyes by the great Moderator of all things tempered this great 

ardour, without which he would have burnt up everything. Was he not a splendid specimen of a 

man? 

With such a sample of his cardinal virtues, some persist in asking why the good silversmith 

remained as unmarried as an oyster, seeing that these properties of nature are of good use in all 

places. But these opinionated critics, do they know what it is to love? Ho! Ho! Easy! The 

vocation of a lover is to go, to come, to listen, to watch, to hold his tongue, to talk, to stick in a 

corner, to make himself big, to make himself little, to agree, to play music, to drudge, to go to the 

devil wherever he may be, to count the gray peas in the dovecote, to find flowers under the snow, 

to say paternosters to the moon, to pat the cat and pat the dog, to salute the friends, to flatter the 

gout, or the cold of the aunt, to say to her at opportune moments “You have good looks, and will 

yet write the epitaph of the human race.” To please all the relations, to tread on no one’s corns, to 

break no glasses, to waste no breath, to talk nonsense, to hold ice in his hand, to say, “This is 

good!” or, “Really, madam, you are very beautiful so.” And to vary that in a hundred different 

ways. To keep himself cool, to bear himself like a nobleman, to have a free tongue and a modest 

one, to endure with a smile all the evils the devil may invent on his behalf, to smother his anger, 

to hold nature in control, to have the finger of God, and the tail of the devil, to reward the 

mother, the cousin, the servant; in fact, to put a good face on everything. In default of which the 

female escapes and leaves you in a fix, without giving a single Christian reason. In fact, the lover 

of the most gentle maid that God ever created in a good-tempered moment, had he talked like a 

book, jumped like a flea, turned about like dice, played like King David, and built for the 

aforesaid woman the Corinthian order of the columns of the devil, if he failed in the essential and 

hidden thing which pleases his lady above all others, which often she does not know herself and 

which he has need to know, the lass leaves him like a red leper. She is quite right. No one can 

blame her for so doing. When this happens some men become ill-tempered, cross, and more 

wretched than you can possibly imagine. Have not many of them killed themselves through this 

petticoat tyranny? In this matter the man distinguishes himself from the beast, seeing that no 

animal ever yet lost his senses through blighted love, which proves abundantly that animals have 

no souls. The employment of a lover is that of a mountebank, of a soldier, of a quack, of a 

buffoon, of a prince, of a ninny, of a king, of an idler, of a monk, of a dupe, of a blackguard, of a 

liar, of a braggart, of a sycophant, of a numskull, of a frivolous fool, of a blockhead, of a know-

nothing, of a knave. An employment from which Jesus abstained, in imitation of whom folks of 



great understanding likewise disdain it; it is a vocation in which a man of worth is required to 

spend above all things, his time, his life, his blood, his best words, besides his heart, his soul, and 

his brain; things to which the women are cruelly partial, because directly their tongues begin to 

go, they say among themselves that if they have not the whole of a man they have none of him. 

Be sure, also, that there are cats, who, knitting their eyebrows, complain that a man does but a 

hundred things for them, for the purpose of finding out if there be a hundred, at first seeing that 

in everything they desire the most thorough spirit of conquest and tyranny. And this high 

jurisprudence has always flourished among the customs of Paris, where the women receive more 

wit at their baptism than in any other place in the world, and thus are mischievous by birth. 

But our silversmith, always busy at his work, burnishing gold and melting silver, had no time 

to warm his love or to burnish and make shine his fantasies, nor to show off, gad about, waste his 

time in mischief, or to run after she-males. Now seeing that in Paris virgins do not fall into the 

beds of young men any more than roast pheasants into the streets, not even when the young men 

are royal silversmiths, the Touranian had the advantage of having, as I have before observed, a 

continent member in his shirt. However, the good man could not close his eyes to the advantage 

of nature with which were so amply furnished the ladies with whom he dilated upon the value of 

his jewels. So it was that, after listening to the gentle discourse of the ladies, who tried to 

wheedle and to fondle him to obtain a favour from him, the good Touranian would return to his 

home, dreamy as a poet, wretched as a restless cuckoo, and would say to himself, “I must take to 

myself a wife. She would keep the house tidy, keep the plates hot for me, fold the clothes for me, 

sew my buttons on, sing merrily about the house, tease me to do everything according to her 

taste, would say to me as they all say to their husbands when they want a jewel, ‘Oh, my own 

pet, look at this, is it not pretty?’ And every one in the quarter will think of my wife and then of 

me, and say ‘There’s a happy man.’ Then the getting married, the bridal festivities, to fondle 

Madame Silversmith, to dress her superbly, give her a fine gold chain, to worship her from 

crown to toe, to give her the whole management of the house, except the cash, to give her a nice 

little room upstairs, with good windows, pretty, and hung around with tapestry, with a wonderful 

chest in it and a fine large bed, with twisted columns and curtains of yellow silk. He would buy 

her beautiful mirrors, and there would always be a dozen or so of children, his and hers, when he 

came home to greet him.” Then wife and children would vanish into the clouds. He transferred 

his melancholy imaginings to fantastic designs, fashioned his amorous thoughts into grotesque 

jewels that pleased their buyers well, they not knowing how many wives and children were lost 

in the productions of the good man, who, the more talent he threw into his art, the more 

disordered he became. Now if God had not had pity upon him, he would have quitted this world 

without knowing what love was, but would have known it in the other without that 

metamorphosis of the flesh which spares it, according to Monsieur Plato, a man of some 

authority, but who, not being a Christian, was wrong. But, there! these preparatory digressions 

are the idle digressions and fastidious commentaries which certain unbelievers compel a man to 

wind about a tale, swaddling clothes about an infant when it should run about stark naked. May 

the great devil give them a clyster with his red-hot three-pronged fork. I am going on with my 

story now without further circumlocution. 

This is what happened to the silversmith in the one-and-fortieth year of his age. One Sabbath-

day while walking on the left bank of the Seine, led by an idle fancy, he ventured as far as that 

meadow which has since been called the Pre-aux-Clercs and which at that time was in the 

domain of the abbey of St. Germain, and not in that of the University. There, still strolling on the 

Touranian found himself in the open fields, and there met a poor young girl who, seeing that he 



was well-dressed, curtsied to him, saying “Heaven preserve you, monseigneur.” In saying this 

her voice had such sympathetic sweetness that the silversmith felt his soul ravished by this 

feminine melody, and conceived an affection for the girl, the more so as, tormented with ideas of 

marriage as he was, everything was favourable thereto. Nevertheless, as he had passed the wench 

by he dared not go back, because he was as timid as a young maid who would die in her 

petticoats rather than raise them for her pleasure. But when he was a bowshot off he bethought 

him that he was a man who for ten years had been a master silversmith, had become a citizen, 

and was a man of mark, and could look a woman in the face if his fancy so led him, the more so 

as his imagination had great power over him. So he turned suddenly back, as if he had changed 

the direction of his stroll, and came upon the girl, who held by an old cord her poor cow, who 

was munching grass that had grown on the border of a ditch at the side of the road. 

“Ah, my pretty one,” said he, “you are not overburdened with the goods of this world that you 

thus work with your hands upon the Lord’s Day. Are you not afraid of being cast into prison?” 

“Monseigneur,” replied the maid, casting down her eyes, “I have nothing to fear, because I 

belong to the abbey. The Lord Abbot has given me leave to exercise the cow after vespers.” 

“You love your cow, then, more than the salvation of your soul?” 

“Ah, monseigneur, our beast is almost the half of our poor lives.” 

“I am astonished, my girl, to see you poor and in rags, clothed like a fagot, running barefoot 

about the fields on the Sabbath, when you carry about you more treasures than you could dig up 

in the grounds of the abbey. Do not the townspeople pursue, and torment you with love?” 

“Oh, never monseigneur. I belong to the abbey”, replied she, showing the jeweller a collar on 

her left arm like those that the beasts of the field have, but without the little bell, and at the same 

time casting such a deplorable glance at our townsman that he was stricken quite sad, for by the 

eyes are communicated contagions of the heart when they are strong. 

“And what does this mean?” he said, wishing to hear all about it. 

And he touched the collar, upon which was engraved the arms of the abbey very distinctly, but 

which he did not wish to see. 

“Monseigneur, I am the daughter of an homme de corps; thus whoever unites himself to me by 

marriage, will become a bondsman, even if he were a citizen of Paris, and would belong body 

and goods to the abbey. If he loved me otherwise, his children would still belong to the domain. 

For this reason I am neglected by everyone, abandoned like a poor beast of the field. But what 

makes me most unhappy is, that according to the pleasure of monseigneur the abbot, I shall be 

coupled at some time with a bondsman. And if I were less ugly than I am, at the sight of my 

collar the most amorous would flee from me as from the black plague.” 

So saying, she pulled her cow by the cord to make it follow her. 

“And how old are you?” asked the silversmith. 

“I do not know, monseigneur; but our master, the abbot, has kept account.” 

This great misery touched the heart of the good man, who had in his day eaten the bread of 

sorrow. He regulated his pace to the girl’s, and they went together towards the water in painful 

silence. The good man gazed at the fine forehead, the round red arms, the queen’s waist, the feet 

dusty, but made like those of a Virgin Mary; and the sweet physiognomy of this girl, who was 

the living image of St. Genevieve, the patroness of Paris, and the maidens who live in the fields. 

And make sure that this Joseph suspected the pretty white of this sweet girl’s breasts, which were 

by a modest grace carefully covered with an old rag, and looked at them as a schoolboy looks at 



a rosy apple on a hot day. Also, may you depend upon it that these little hillocks of nature 

denoted a wench fashioned with delicious perfection, like everything that the monks possess. 

Now, the more it was forbidden our silversmith to touch them, the more his mouth watered for 

these fruits of love. And his heart leaped almost into his mouth. 

“You have a fine cow,” said he. 

“Would you like a little milk?” replied she. “It is so warm these early days of May. You are 

far from the town.” 

In truth, the sky was a cloudless blue, and glared like a forge. Everything was radiant with 

youth, the leaves, the air, the girls, the lads; everything was burning, was green, and smelt like 

balm. This naive offer, made without the hope of recompense, though a byzant would not have 

paid for the special grace of this speech; and the modesty of the gesture with which the poor girl 

turned to him gained the heart of the jeweller, who would have liked to be able to put this 

bondswoman into the skin of a queen, and Paris at her feet. 

“Nay, my child, I thirst not for milk, but for you, whom I would have leave to liberate.” 

“That cannot be, and I shall die the property of the abbey. For years we have lived so, from 

father to son, from mother to daughter. Like my ancestors, I shall pass my days on this land, as 

will also my children, because the abbot cannot legally let us go.” 

“What!” said the Touranian; “has no gallant been tempted by your bright eyes to buy your 

liberty, as I bought mine from the king?” 

“It would cost too dear; thus it is those whom at first sight I please, go as they came.” 

“And you have never thought of gaining another country in company of a lover on horseback 

on a fleet courser?” 

“Oh yes. But, monseigneur, if I were caught I should be hanged at least; and my gallant, even 

were he a lord, would lose more than one domain over it, besides other things. I am not worth so 

much; besides, the abbey has arms longer than my feet are swift. So I live on in perfect 

obedience to God, who has placed me in this plight.” 

“What is your father?” 

“He tends the vines in the gardens of the abbey.” 

“And your mother?” 

“She is a washerwoman.” 

“And what is your name?” 

“I have no name, dear sir. My father was baptised Etienne, my mother is Etienne, and I am 

Tiennette, at your service.” 

“Sweetheart,” said the jeweller, “never has woman pleased me as you please me; and I believe 

that your heart contains a wealth of goodness. Now, since you offered yourself to my eyes at the 

moment when I was firmly deliberating upon taking a companion, I believe that I see in you a 

sign from heaven! And if I am not displeasing to you, I beg you to accept me as your friend.” 

Immediately the maid lowered her eyes. These words were uttered in such a way, in so grave a 

tone, so penetrating a manner, that the said Tiennette burst into tears. 

“No, monseigneur, I should be the cause of a thousand unpleasantnesses, and of your 

misfortune. For a poor bondsmaid, the conversation has gone far enough.” 

“Ho!” cried Anseau; “you do not know, my child, the man you are dealing with.” 



The Touranian crossed himself, joined his hands, and said— 

“I make a vow to Monsieur the Saint Eloi, under whose invocation are the silversmiths, to 

fashion two images of pure silver, with the best workmanship I am able to perform. One shall be 

a statue of Madame the Virgin, to this end, to thank her for the liberty of my dear wife; and the 

other for my said patron, if I am successful in my undertaking to liberate the bondswoman 

Tiennette here present, and for which I rely upon his assistance. Moreover, I swear by my eternal 

salvation, to persevere with courage in this affair, to spend therein all I process, and only to quit 

it with my life. God has heard me,” said he. “And you, little one,” he added, turning towards the 

maid. 

“Ha! monseigneur, look! My cow is running about the fields,” cried she, sobbing at the good 

man’s knees. “I will love you all my life; but withdraw your vow.” 

“Let us to look after the cow,” said the silversmith, raising her, without daring yet to kiss her, 

although the maid was well disposed to it. 

“Yes,” said she, “for I shall be beaten.” 

And behold now the silversmith, scampering after the cursed cow, who gave no heed to their 

amours; she was taken by the horns, and held in the grip of the Touranian, who for a trifle would 

have thrown her in the air, like a straw. 

“Adieu, my sweet one! If you go into the town, come to my house, over against St Leu’s 

Church. I am called Master Anseau, and am silversmith to the King of France, at the sign of St. 

Eloi. Make me a promise to be in this field the next Lord’s-Day; fail not to come, even should it 

rain halberds.” 

“Yes, dear Sir. For this I would leap the walls, and, in gratitude, would I be yours without 

mischief, and cause you no sorrow, at the price of my everlasting future. Awaiting the happy 

moment, I will pray God for you with all my heart.” 

And then she remained standing like a stone saint, moving not, until she could see the good 

citizen no longer, and he went away with lagging steps, turning from time to time further to gaze 

upon her. And when he was far off, and out of her sight, she stayed on, until nightfall, lost in 

meditation, knowing not if she had dreamed that which had happened to her. Then she went back 

to the house, where she was beaten for staying out, but felt not the blows. The good silversmith 

could neither eat nor drink, but closed his workshop, possessed of this girl, thinking of nothing 

but this girl, seeing everywhere the girl; everything to him being to possess this girl. Now when 

the morrow was come, he went with great apprehension towards the abbey to speak to the lord 

abbot. On the road, however, he suddenly thought of putting himself under the protection of one 

of the king’s people, and with this idea returned to the court, which was then held in the town. 

Being esteemed by all for his prudence, and loved for his little works and kindnesses, the king’s 

chamberlain—for whom he had once made, for a present to a lady of the court, a golden casket 

set with precious stones and unique of its kind—promised him assistance, had a horse saddled 

for himself, and a hack for the silversmith, with whom he set out for the abbey, and asked to see 

the abbot, who was Monseigneur Hugon de Sennecterre, aged ninety-three. Being come into the 

room with the silversmith, waiting nervously to receive his sentence, the chamberlain begged the 

abbot to sell him in advance a thing which was easy for him to sell, and which would be pleasant 

to him. 



 



To which the abbot replied, looking at the chamberlain— 

“That the canons inhibited and forbade him thus to engage his word.” 

“Behold, my dear father,” said the chamberlain, “the jeweller of the Court who has conceived 

a great love for a bondswoman belonging to your abbey, and I request you, in consideration of 

my obliging you in any such desire as you may wish to see accomplished, to emancipate this 

maid.” 

“Which is she?” asked the abbot of the citizen. 

“Her name is Tiennette,” answered the silversmith, timidly. 

“Ho! ho!” said the good old Hugon, smiling. “The angler has caught us a good fish! This is a 

grave business, and I know not how to decide by myself.” 

“I know, my father, what those words mean,” said that chamberlain, knitting his brows. 

“Fine sir,” said the abbot, “know you what this maid is worth?” 

The abbot ordered Tiennette to be fetched, telling his clerk to dress her in her finest clothes, 

and to make her look as nice as possible. 

“Your love is in danger,” said that chamberlain to the silversmith, pulling him on one side. 

“Dismiss this fantasy. You can meet anywhere, even at Court, with women of wealth, young and 

pretty, who would willingly marry you. For this, if need be, the king would assist you by giving 

you some title, which in course of time would enable you to found a good family. Are you 

sufficiently well furnished with crowns to become the founder of a noble line?” 

“I know not, monseigneur,” replied Anseau. “I have put money by.” 

“Then see if you cannot buy the manumission of this maid. I know the monks. With them 

money does everything.” 

“Monseigneur,” said the silversmith to the abbot, coming towards him, “you have the charge 

and office representing here below the goodness of God, who is often clement towards us, and 

has infinite treasures of mercy for our sorrows. Now, I will remember you each evening and each 

morning in my prayers, and never forget that I received my happiness at your hands, if you aid 

me to gain this maid in lawful wedlock, without keeping in servitude the children born of this 

union. And for this I will make you a receptacle for the Holy Eucharist, so elaborate, so rich with 

gold, precious stones and winged angels, that no other shall be like it in all Christendom. It shall 

remain unique, it shall dazzle your eyesight, and shall be so far the glory of your altar, that the 

people of the towns and foreign nobles shall rush to it, so magnificent shall it be.” 

“My son,” replied the abbot “have you lost your senses? If you are so resolved to have this 

wench for a legal wife, your goods and your person belong to the Chapter of the abbey.” 

“Yes, monseigneur, I am passionately in love with this girl, and more touched with her misery 

and her Christian heart than even with her perfections; but I am,” said he, with tears in his eyes, 

“still more astonished at your harshness, and I say it although I know that my fate is in your 

hands. Yes, monseigneur, I know the law; and if my goods fall to your domain, if I become a 

bondsman, if I lose my house and my citizenship, I will still keep that engine, gained by my 

labours and my studies, on which lies there,” cried he, striking his forehead “in a place of which 

no one, save God, can be lord but myself. And your whole abbey could not pay for the special 

creations which proceed therefrom. You may have my body, my wife, my children, but nothing 

shall get you my engine; nay, not even torture, seeing that I am stronger than iron is hard, and 

more patient than sorrow is great.” 



So saying, the silversmith, enraged by the calmness of the abbot, who seemed resolved to 

acquire for the abbey the good man’s doubloons, brought down his fist upon an oaken chair and 

shivered it into fragments, for it split as under the blow of a mace. 

“Behold, monseigneur, what kind of servant you will have, and of an artificer of things divine 

you will make a mere cart-horse.” 

“My son,” replied the abbot, “you have wrongfully broken my chair, and lightly judged my 

mind. This wench belongs to the abbey and not to me. I am the faithful servant of the rights and 

customs of this glorious monastery; although I might grant this woman license to bear free 

children, I am responsible for this to God and to the abbey. Now, since there was here an altar, 

bondsmen and monks, id est, from time immemorial, there has never occurred the case of a 

citizen becoming the property of the abbey by marriage with a bondswoman. Now, therefore, is 

there need to exercise the right, and to make use of it so that it would not be lost, weakened, 

worn out, or fallen into disuse, which would occasion a thousand difficulties. And this is of 

higher advantage to the State and to the abbey than your stones, however beautiful they be, 

seeing that we have treasure wherewith to buy rare jewels, and that no treasure can establish 

customs and laws. I call upon the king’s chamberlain to bear witness to the infinite pains which 

his majesty takes every day to fight for the establishment of his orders.” 

“That is to close my mouth,” said the chamberlain. 

The silversmith, who was not a great scholar, remained thoughtful. Then came Tiennette, 

clean as a new pin, her hair raised up, dressed in a robe of white wool with a blue sash, with tiny 

shoes and white stockings; in fact, so royally beautiful, so noble in her bearing was she, that the 

silversmith was petrified with ecstasy, and the chamberlain confessed he had never seen so 

perfect a creature. Thinking there was too much danger in this sight for the poor jeweller, he led 

him into the town, and begged him to think no further of the affair, since the abbey was not 

likely to liberate so good a bait for the citizens and nobles of the Parisian stream. In fact, the 

Chapter let the poor lover know that if he married this girl he must resolve to yield up his goods 

and his house to the abbey, consider himself a bondsman, both he and the children of the 

aforesaid marriage; although, by a special grace, the abbey would let him his house on the 

condition of his giving an inventory of his furniture and paying a yearly rent, and coming during 

eight days to live in a shed adjoining the domain, thus performing an act of service. The 

silversmith, to whom everyone spoke of the cupidity of the monks, saw clearly that the abbot 

would incommutably maintain this order, and his soul was filled with despair. At one time he 

determined to burn down the monastery; at another, he proposed to lure the abbot into a place 

where he could torment him until he had signed a charter for Tiennette’s liberation; in fact a 

thousand ideas possessed his brain, and as quickly evaporated. But after much lamentation he 

determined to carry off the girl, and fly with her into her a sure place from which nothing could 

draw him, and made his preparations accordingly; for once out of the kingdom, his friends or the 

king could better tackle the monks and bring them to reason. The good man counted, however, 

without his abbot, for going to the meadows, he found Tiennette no more there, and learned that 

she was confined in the abbey, and with much rigour, that to get at her it would be necessary to 

lay siege to the monastery. Then Master Anseau passed his time in tears, complaints, and 

lamentations; and all the city, the townspeople, and housewives, talked of his adventure, the 

noise of which was so great, that the king sent for the old abbot to court, and demanded of him 

why he did not yield under the circumstances to the great love of the silversmith, and why he did 

not put into practice Christian charity. 



“Because, monseigneur,” replied the priest, “all rights are knit together like the pieces of a 

coat of mail, and if one makes default, all fail. If this girl was taken from us against our wish, and 

if the custom were not observed, your subjects would soon take off your crown, and raise up in 

various places violence and sedition, in order to abolish the taxes and imposts that weigh upon 

the populace.” 

The king’s mouth was closed. Everyone was eager to know the end of this adventure. So great 

was the curiosity that certain lords wagered that the Touranian would desist from his love, and 

the ladies wagered to the contrary. The silversmith having complained to the queen that the 

monks had hidden his well-beloved from his sight, she found the deed detestable and horrible; 

and in consequence of her commands to the lord abbot it was permitted to the Touranian to go 

every day into the parlour of the abbey, where came Tiennette, but under the control of an old 

monk, and she always came attired in great splendour like a lady. The two lovers had no other 

license than to see each other, and to speak to each other, without being able to snatch the 

smallest atom of pleasure, and always grew their love more powerful. 

One day Tiennette discoursed thus with her lover—“My dear lord, I have determined to make 

you a gift of my life, in order to relieve your suffering, and in this wise; in informing myself 

concerning everything I have found a means to set aside the rights of the abbey, and to give you 

all the joy you hope for from my fruition.” 

“The ecclesiastical judge has ruled that as you become a bondsman only by accession, and 

because you were not born a bondsman, your servitude will cease with the cause that makes you 

a serf. Now, if you love me more than all else, lose your goods to purchase our happiness, and 

espouse me. Then when you have had your will of me, when you have hugged me and embraced 

me to your heart’s content, before I have offspring will I voluntarily kill myself, and thus you 

become free again; at least you will have the king on your side, who, it is said, wishes you well. 

And without doubt, God will pardon me that I cause my own death, in order to deliver my lord 

spouse.” 

“My dear Tiennette,” cried the jeweller, “it is finished—I will be a bondsman, and thou wilt 

live to make my happiness as long as my days. In thy company, the hardest chains will weigh but 

lightly, and little shall I reck the want of gold, when all my riches are in thy heart, and my only 

pleasure in thy sweet body. I place myself in the hands of St. Eloi, will deign in this misery to 

look upon us with pitying eyes, and guard us from all evils. Now I shall go hence to a scrivener 

to have the deeds and contracts drawn up. At least, dear flower of my days, thou shalt be 

gorgeously attired, well housed, and served like a queen during thy lifetime, since the lord abbot 

leaves me the earnings of my profession.” 

Tiennette, crying and laughing, tried to put off her good fortune and wished to die, rather than 

reduce to slavery a free man; but the good Anseau whispered such soft words to her, and 

threatened so firmly to follow her to the tomb, that she agreed to the said marriage, thinking that 

she could always free herself after having tasted the pleasures of love. 

When the submission of the Touranian became known in the town, and that for his sweetheart 

he yielded up his wealth and his liberty, everyone wished to see him. The ladies of the court 

encumbered themselves with jewels, in order to speak with him, and there fell upon him as from 

the clouds women enough to make up for the time he had been without them; but if any of them 

approached Tiennette in beauty, none had her heart. To be brief, when the hour of slavery and 

love was at hand, Anseau remolded all of his gold into a royal crown, in which he fixed all his 

pearls and diamonds, and went secretly to the queen, and gave it to her, saying, “Madame, I 



know not how to dispose of my fortune, which you here behold. Tomorrow everything that is 

found in my house will be the property of the cursed monks, who have had no pity on me. Then 

deign, madame, to accept this. It is a slight return for the joy which, through you, I have 

experienced in seeing her I love; for no sum of money is worth one of her glances. I do not know 

what will become of me, but if one day my children are delivered, I rely upon your queenly 

generosity.” 

“Well said, good man,” cried the king. “The abbey will one day need my aid and I will not 

lose the remembrance of this.” 

There was a vast crowd at the abbey for the nuptials of Tiennette, to whom the queen 

presented the bridal dress, and to whom the king granted a licence to wear every day golden 

rings in her ears. When the charming pair came from the abbey to the house of Anseau (now 

serf) over against St. Leu, there were torches at the windows to see them pass, and a double line 

in the streets, as though it were a royal entry. The poor husband had made himself a collar of 

gold, which he wore on his left arm in token of his belonging to the abbey of St. Germain. But in 

spite of his servitude the people cried out, “Noel! Noel!” as to a new crowned king. And the 

good man bowed to them gracefully, happy as a lover, and joyful at the homage which every one 

rendered to the grace and modesty of Tiennette. Then the good Touranian found green boughs 

and violets in crowns in his honour; and the principal inhabitants of the quarter were all there, 

who as a great honour, played music to him, and cried to him, “You will always be a noble man 

in spite of the abbey.” You may be sure that the happy pair indulged an amorous conflict to their 

hearts’ content; that the good man’s blows were vigorous; and that his sweetheart, like a good 

country maiden, was of a nature to return them. Thus they lived together a whole month, happy 

as the doves, who in springtime build their nest twig by twig. Tiennette was delighted with the 

beautiful house and the customers, who came and went away astonished at her. This month of 

flowers past, there came one day, with great pomp, the good old Abbot Hugon, their lord and 

master, who entered the house, which then belonged not the jeweller but to the Chapter, and said 

to the two spouses:— 

“My children, you are released, free and quit of everything; and I should tell you that from the 

first I was much struck with the love which united you one to the other. The rights of the abbey 

once recognised, I was, so far as I was concerned, determined to restore you to perfect 

enjoyment, after having proved your loyalty by the test of God. And this manumission will cost 

you nothing.” Having thus said, he gave them each a little tap with his hand on the cheek. And 

they fell about his knees weeping tears of joy for such good reasons. The Touranian informed the 

people of the neighbourhood, who picked up in the street the largesse, and received the 

predictions of the good Abbott Hugon. 

Then it was with great honour, Master Anseau held the reins of his mule, so far as the gate of 

Bussy. During the journey the jeweller, who had taken a bag of silver, threw the pieces to the 

poor and suffering, crying, “Largesse, largesse to God! God save and guard the abbot! Long live 

the good Lord Hugon!” And returning to his house he regaled his friends, and had fresh wedding 

festivities, which lasted a fortnight. You can imagine that the abbot was reproached by the 

Chapter, for his clemency in opening the door for such good prey to escape, so that when a year 

after the good man Hugon fell ill, his prior told him that it was a punishment from Heaven 

because he had neglected the sacred interests of the Chapter and of God. 

“If I have judged that man aright,” said the abbot, “he will not forget what he owes us.” 



In fact, this day happening by chance to be the anniversary of the marriage, a monk came to 

announce that the silversmith supplicated his benefactor to receive him. Soon he entered the 

room where the abbot was, and spread out before him two marvellous shrines, which since that 

time no workman has surpassed, in any portion of the Christian world, and which were named 

“Vow of a Steadfast Love.” These two treasures are, as everyone knows, placed on the principal 

altar of the church, and are esteemed as an inestimable work, for the silversmith had spent 

therein all his wealth. Nevertheless, this wealth, far from emptying his purse, filled it full to 

overflowing, because so rapidly increased his fame and his fortune that he was able to buy a 

patent of nobility and lands, and he founded the house of Anseau, which has since been held in 

great honour in fair Touraine. 

This teaches us to have always recourse to God and the saints in all the undertakings of life, to 

be steadfast in all things, and, above all, that a great love triumphs over everything, which is an 

old sentence; but the author has rewritten it because it is a most pleasant one. 

 

 

 

  



CONCERNING A PROVOST WHO DID NOT RECOGNISE THINGS 

In the good town of Bourges, at the time when that lord the king disported himself there, who 

afterwards abandoned his search after pleasure to conquer the kingdom, and did indeed conquer 

it, lived there a provost, entrusted by him with the maintenance of order, and called the provost-

royal. From which came, under the glorious son of the said king, the office of provost of the 

hotel, in which behaved rather harshly my lord Tristan of Mere, of whom these tales oft make 

mention, although he was by no means a merry fellow. I give this information to the friends who 

pilfer from old manuscripts to manufacture new ones, and I show thereby how learned these 

Tales really are, without appearing to be so. Very well, then, this provost was named Picot or 

Picault, of which some made picotin, picoter, and picoree; by some Pitot or Pitaut, from which 

comes pitance; by others in Languedoc, Pichot from which comes nothing comes worth 

knowing; by these Petiot or Petiet; by those Petitot and Petinault, or Petiniaud, which was the 

masonic appellation; but at Bourges he was called Petit, a name which was eventually adopted 

by the family, which has multiplied exceedingly, for everywhere you find “des Petits,” and so he 

will be called Petit in this narrative. I have given this etymology in order to throw a light on our 

language, and show how our citizens have finished by acquiring names. But enough of science. 

This said provost, who had as many names as there were provinces into which the court went, 

was in reality a little bit of a man, whose mother had given him so strange a hide, that when he 

wanted to laugh he used to stretch his cheeks like a cow making water, and this smile at court 

was called the provost’s smile. One day the king, hearing this proverbial expression used by 

certain lords, said jokingly— 

“You are in error, gentlemen, Petit does not laugh, he’s short of skin below the mouth.” 

But with his forced laugh Petit was all the more suited to his occupation of watching and 

catching evil-doers. In fact, he was worth what he cost. For all malice, he was a bit of a cuckold, 

for all vice, he went to vespers, for all wisdom he obeyed God, when it was convenient; for all 

joy he had a wife in his house; and for all change in his joy he looked for a man to hang, and 

when he was asked to find one he never failed to meet him; but when he was between the sheets 

he never troubled himself about thieves. Can you find in all Christendom a more virtuous 

provost? No! All provosts hang too little, or too much, while this one just hanged as much as was 

necessary to be a provost. 

This good fellow had for his wife in legitimate marriage, and much to the astonishment of 

everyone, the prettiest little woman in Bourges. So it was that often, while on his road to the 

execution, he would ask God the same question as several others in the town did—namely, why 

he, Petit, he the sheriff, he the provost royal, had to himself, Petit, provost royal and sheriff, a 

wife so exquisitely shapely, said dowered with charms, that a donkey seeing her pass by would 

bray with delight. To this God vouchsafed no reply, and doubtless had his reasons. But the 

slanderous tongues of the town replied for him, that the young lady was by no means a maiden 

when she became the wife of Petit. Others said she did not keep her affections solely for him. 

The wags answered, that donkeys often get into fine stables. Everyone had taunts ready which 

would have made a nice little collection had anyone gathered them together. From them, 

however, it is necessary to take nearly four-fourths, seeing that Petit’s wife was a virtuous 

woman, who had a lover for pleasure and a husband for duty. How many were there in the town 

as careful of their hearts and mouths? If you can point out one to me, I’ll give you a kick or a 

half-penny, whichever you like. You will find some who have neither husband nor lover. Certain 

females have a lover and no husband. Ugly women have a husband and no lover. But to meet 



with a woman who, having one husband and one lover, keeps to the deuce without trying for the 

trey, there is the miracle, you see, you greenhorns, blockheads, and dolts! Now then, put the true 

character of this virtuous woman on the tablets of your memory, go your ways, and let me go 

mine. 

The good Madame Petit was not one of those ladies who are always on the move, running 

hither and thither, can’t keep still a moment, but trot about, worrying, hurrying, chattering, and 

clattering, and had nothing in them to keep them steady, but are so light that they run after a 

gastric zephyr as after their quintessence. No; on the contrary, she was a good housewife, always 

sitting in her chair or sleeping in her bed, ready as a candlestick, waiting for her lover when her 

husband went out, receiving the husband when the lover had gone. This dear woman never 

thought of dressing herself only to annoy and make other wives jealous. Pish! She had found a 

better use for the merry time of youth, and put life into her joints in order to make the best use of 

it. Now you know the provost and his good wife. 

The provost’s lieutenant in duties matrimonial, duties which are so heavy that it takes two men 

to execute them, was a noble lord, a landowner, who disliked the king exceedingly. You must 

bear this in mind, because it is one of the principal points of the story. The Constable, who was a 

thorough Scotch gentleman, had seen by chance Petit’s wife, and wished to have a little 

conversation with her comfortably, towards the morning, just the time to tell his beads, which 

was Christianly honest, or honestly Christian, in order to argue with her concerning the things of 

science or the science of things. Thinking herself quite learned enough, Madame Petit, who was, 

as has been stated, a virtuous, wise, and honest wife, refused to listen to the said constable. After 

certain arguments, reasonings, tricks and messages, which were of no avail, he swore by his 

great black coquedouille that he would rip up the gallant although he was a man of mark. But he 

swore nothing about the lady. This denotes a good Frenchman, for in such a dilemma there are 

certain offended persons who would upset the whole business of three persons by killing four. 

The constable wagered his big black coquedouille before the king and the lady of Sorel, who 

were playing cards before supper; and his majesty was well pleased, because he would be 

relieved of this noble, that displeased him, and that without costing him a Thank You. 

“And how will you manage the affair?” said Madame de Sorel to him, with a smile. 

“Oh, oh!” replied the constable. “You may be sure, madame, I do not wish to lose my big 

black coquedouille.” 

“What was, then, this great coquedouille?” 

“Ha, ha! This point is shrouded in darkness to a degree that would make you ruin your eyes in 

ancient books; but it was certainly something of great importance. Nevertheless, let us put on our 

spectacles, and search it out. Douille signifies in Brittany, a girl, and coque means a cook’s 

frying pan. From this word has come into France that of coquin—a knave who eats, licks, laps, 

sucks, and fritters his money away, and gets into stews; is always in hot water, and eats up 

everything, leads an idle life, and doing this, becomes wicked, becomes poor, and that incites 

him to steal or beg. From this it may be concluded by the learned that the great coquedouille was 

a household utensil in the shape of a kettle used for cooking things.” 

“Well,” continued the constable, who was the Sieur of Richmond, “I will have the husband 

ordered to go into the country for a day and a night, to arrest certain peasants suspected of 

plotting treacherously with the English. Thereupon my two pigeons, believing their man absent, 

will be as merry as soldiers off duty; and, if a certain thing takes place, I will let loose the 



provost, sending him, in the king’s name, to search the house where the couple will be, in order 

that he may slay our friend, who pretends to have this good cordelier all to himself.” 

“What does this mean?” said the Lady of Beaute. 

“Friar . . . fryer . . . an equivoque,” answered the king, smiling. 

“Come to supper,” said Madame Agnes. “You are bad men, who with one word insult both the 

citizens’ wives and a holy order.” 

Now, for a long time, Madame Petit had longed to have a night of liberty, during which she 

might visit the house of the said noble, where she could make as much noise as she liked, 

without waking the neighbours, because at the provost’s house she was afraid of being 

overheard, and had to content herself well with the pilferings of love, little tastes, and nibbles, 

daring at the most only to trot, while what she desired was a smart gallop. On the morrow, 

therefore, the lady’s-maid went off about midday to the young lord’s house, and told the lover—

from whom she received many presents, and therefore in no way disliked him—that he might 

make his preparations for pleasure, and for supper, for that he might rely upon the provost’s 

better half being with him in the evening both hungry and thirsty. 

“Good!” said he. “Tell your mistress I will not stint her in anything she desires.” 

The pages of the cunning constable, who were watching the house, seeing the gallant prepare 

for his gallantries, and set out the flagons and the meats, went and informed their master that 

everything had happened as he wished. Hearing this, the good constable rubbed his hands 

thinking how nicely the provost would catch the pair. He instantly sent word to him, that by the 

king’s express commands he was to return to town, in order that he might seize at the said lord’s 

house an English nobleman, with whom he was vehemently suspected to be arranging a plot of 

diabolical darkness. But before he put this order into execution, he was to come to the king’s 

hotel, in order that he might understand the courtesy to be exercised in this case. The provost, 

joyous at the chance of speaking to the king, used such diligence that he was in town just at that 

time when the two lovers were singing the first note of their evening hymn. The lord of 

cuckoldom and its surrounding lands, who is a strange lord, managed things so well, that 

madame was only conversing with her lord lover at the time that her lord spouse was talking to 

the constable and the king; at which he was pleased, and so was his wife—a case of concord rare 

in matrimony. 

“I was saying to monseigneur,” said the constable to the provost, as he entered the king’s 

apartment, “that every man in the kingdom has a right to kill his wife and her lover if he finds 

them in an act of infidelity. But his majesty, who is clement, argues that he has only a right to 

kill the man, and not the woman. Now what would you do, Mr. Provost, if by chance you found a 

gentleman taking a stroll in that fair meadow of which laws, human and divine, enjoin you alone 

to cultivate the verdure?” 

“I would kill everything,” said the provost; “I would scrunch the five hundred thousand devils 

of nature, flower and seed, and send them flying, the pips and apples, the grass and the meadow, 

the woman and the man.” 

“You would be in the wrong,” said the king. “That is contrary to the laws of the Church and of 

the State; of the State, because you might deprive me of a subject; of the Church, because you 

would be sending an innocent to limbo unshriven.” 

“Sire, I admire your profound wisdom, and I clearly perceive you to be the centre of all 

justice.” 



“We can then only kill the knight—Amen,” said constable, “Kill the horseman. Now go 

quickly to the house of the suspected lord, but without letting yourself be bamboozled, do not 

forget what is due to his position.” 

The provost, believing he would certainly be Chancellor of France if he properly acquitted 

himself of the task, went from the castle into the town, took his men, arrived at the nobleman’s 

residence, arranged his people outside, placed guards at all the doors, opened noiselessly by 

order of the king, climbs the stairs, asks the servants in which room their master is, puts them 

under arrest, goes up alone, and knocks at the door of the room where the two lovers are tilting in 

love’s tournament, and says to them— 

“Open, in the name of our lord the king!” 

The lady recognised her husband’s voice, and could not repress a smile, thinking that she had 

not waited for the king’s orders to do what she had done. But after laughter came terror. Her 

lover took his cloak, threw it over him, and came to the door. There, not knowing that his life 

was in peril, he declared that he belonged to the court and to the king’s household. 

“Bah!” said the provost. “I have a strict order from the king; and under pain of being treated as 

a rebel, you are bound instantly to receive me.” 

Then the lord went out to him, still holding the door. 

“What do you want here?” 

“An enemy of our lord the king, whom we command you to deliver into our hands, otherwise 

you must follow me with him to the castle.” 

This, thought the lover, is a piece of treachery on the part of the constable, whose proposition 

my dear mistress treated with scorn. We must get out of this scrape in some way. Then turning 

towards the provost, he went double or quits on the risk, reasoning thus with the cuckold:— 

“My friend, you know that I consider you but as gallant a man as it is possible for a provost to 

be in the discharge of his duty. Now, can I have confidence in you? I have here with me the 

fairest lady of the court. As for Englishmen, I have not sufficient of one to make the breakfast of 

the constable, M. de Richmond, who sends you here. This is (to be candid with you) the result of 

a bet made between myself and the constable, who shares it with the King. Both have wagered 

that they know who is the lady of my heart; and I have wagered to the contrary. No one more 

than myself hates the English, who took my estates in Piccadilly. Is it not a knavish trick to put 

justice in motion against me? Ho! Ho! my lord constable, a chamberlain is worth two of you, and 

I will beat you yet. My dear Petit, I give you permission to search by night and by day, every 

nook and cranny of my house. But come in here alone, search my room, turn the bed over, do 

what you like. Only allow me to cover with a cloth or a handkerchief this fair lady, who is at 

present in the costume of an archangel, in order that you may not know to what husband she 

belongs.” 

“Willingly,” said the provost. “But I am an old bird, not easily caught with chaff, and would 

like to be sure that it is really a lady of the court, and not an Englishman, for these English have 

flesh as white and soft as women, and I know it well, because I’ve hanged so many of them.” 

“Well then,” said the lord, “seeing of what crime I am suspected, from which I am bound to 

free myself, I will go and ask my lady-love to consent for a moment to abandon her modesty. 

She is too fond of me to refuse to save me from reproach. I will beg her to turn herself over and 

show you a physiognomy, which will in no way compromise her, and will be sufficient to enable 

you to recognise a noble woman, although she will be in a sense upside down.” 



“All right,” said the provost. 

The lady having heard every word, had folded up all her clothes, and put them under the 

bolster, had taken off her chemise, that her husband should not recognise it, had twisted her head 

up in a sheet, and had brought to light the carnal convexities which commenced where her spine 

finished. 

“Come in, my friend,” said the lord. 

The provost looked up the chimney, opened the cupboard, the clothes’ chest, felt under the 

bed, in the sheets, and everywhere. Then he began to study what was on the bed. 

“My lord,” said he, regarding his legitimate appurtenances, “I have seen young English lads 

with backs like that. You must forgive me doing my duty, but I must see otherwise.” 

“What do you call otherwise?” said the lord. 

“Well, the other physiognomy, or, if you prefer it, the physiognomy of the other.” 

“Then you will allow madame to cover herself and arrange only to show you sufficient to 

convince you,” said the lover, knowing that the lady had a mark or two easy to recognise. “Turn 

your back a moment, so that my dear lady may satisfy propriety.” 

The wife smiled at her lover, kissed him for his dexterity, arranging herself cunningly; and the 

husband seeing in full that which the jade had never let him see before, was quite convinced that 

no English person could be thus fashioned without being a charming Englishwoman. 

“Yes, my lord,” he whispered in the ear of his lieutenant, “this is certainly a lady of the court, 

because the towns-women are neither so well formed nor so charming.” 

Then the house being thoroughly searched, and no Englishman found, the provost returned, as 

the constable had told him, to the king’s residence. 

“Is he slain?” said the constable. 

“Who?” 

“He who grafted horns upon your forehead.” 

“I only saw a lady in his couch, who seemed to be greatly enjoying herself with him.” 

“You, with your own eyes, saw this woman, cursed cuckold, and you did not kill your rival?” 

“It was not a common woman, but a lady of the court.” 

“You saw her?” 

“And verified her in both cases.” 

“What do you mean by those words?” cried the king, who was bursting with laughter. 

“I say, with all the respect due to your Majesty, that I have verified the over and the under.” 

“You do not, then, know the physiognomies of your own wife, you old fool without memory! 

You deserve to be hanged.” 

“I hold those features of my wife in too great respect to gaze upon them. Besides she is so 

modest that she would die rather than expose an atom of her body.” 

“True,” said the king; “it was not made to be shown.” 

“Old coquedouille! that was your wife,” said the constable. 

“My lord constable, she is asleep, poor girl!” 

“Quick, quick, then! To horse! Let us be off, and if she be in your house I’ll forgive you.” 



Then the constable, followed by the provost, went to the latter’s house in less time than it 

would have taken a beggar to empty the poor-box. 

“Hullo! there, hi!” 

Hearing the noise made by the men, which threatened to bring the walls about their ears, the 

maid-servant opened the door, yawning and stretching her arms. The constable and the provost 

rushed into the room, where, with great difficulty, they succeeded in waking the lady, who 

pretended to be terrified, and was so soundly asleep that her eyes were full of gum. At this the 

provost was in great glee, saying to the constable that someone had certainly deceived him, that 

his wife was a virtuous woman, and was more astonished than any of them at these proceedings. 

The constable turned on his heel and departed. The good provost began directly to undress to get 

to bed early, since this adventure had brought his good wife to his memory. When he was 

harnessing himself, and was knocking off his nether garments, madame, still astonished, said to 

him— 

“Oh, my dear husband, what is the meaning of all this uproar—this constable and his pages, 

and why did he come to see if I was asleep? Is it to be henceforward part of a constable’s duty to 

look after our . . .” 

“I do not know,” said the provost, interrupting her, to tell her what had happened to him. 

“And you saw without my permission a lady of the court! Ha! ha! heu! heu! hein!” 

Then she began to moan, to weep, and to cry in such a deplorable manner and so loudly, that 

her lord was quite aghast. 

“What’s the matter, my darling? What is it? What do you want?” 

“Ah! You won’t love me any more are after seeing how beautiful court ladies are!” 

“Nonsense, my child! They are great ladies. I don’t mind telling you in confidence; they are 

great ladies in every respect.” 

“Well,” said she, “am I nicer?” 

“Ah,” said he, “in a great measure. Yes!” 

“They have, then, great happiness,” said she, sighing, “when I have so much with so little 

beauty.” 

Thereupon the provost tried a better argument to argue with his good wife, and argued so well 

that she finished by allowing herself to be convinced that Heaven has ordained that much 

pleasure may be obtained from small things. 

This shows us that nothing here below can prevail against the Church of Cuckolds. 

 

 

 



 
  



ABOUT THE MONK AMADOR, WHO WAS A GLORIOUS ABBOT OF TURPENAY 

One day that it was drizzling with rain—a time when the ladies remain gleefully at home, 

because they love the damp, and can have at their apron strings the men who are not disagreeable 

to them—the queen was in her chamber, at the castle of Amboise, against the window curtains. 

There, seated in her chair, she was working at a piece of tapestry to amuse herself, but was using 

her needle heedlessly, watching the rain fall into the Loire, and was lost in thought, where her 

ladies were following her example. The king was arguing with those of his court who had 

accompanied him from the chapel—for it was a question of returning to dominical vespers. His 

arguments, statements, and reasonings finished, he looked at the queen, saw that she was 

melancholy, saw that the ladies were melancholy also, and noted the fact that they were all 

acquainted with the mysteries of matrimony. 

“Did I not see the Abbot of Turpenay here just now?” said he. 

Hearing these words, there advanced towards the king the monk, who, by his constant 

petitions, rendered himself so obnoxious to Louis the Eleventh, that that monarch seriously 

commanded his provost-royal to remove him from his sight; and it has been related in the first 

volume of these Tales, how the monk was saved through the mistake of Sieur Tristan. The monk 

was at this time a man whose qualities had grown rapidly, so much so that his wit had 

communicated a jovial hue to his face. He was a great favourite with the ladies, who crammed 

him with wine, confectioneries, and dainty dishes at the dinners, suppers, and merry-makings, to 

which they invited him, because every host likes those cheerful guests of God with nimble jaws, 

who say as many words as they put away tit-bits. This abbot was a pernicious fellow, who would 

relate to the ladies many a merry tale, at which they were only offended when they had heard 

them; since, to judge them, things must be heard. 

“My reverend father,” said the king, “behold the twilight hour, in which ears feminine may be 

regaled with certain pleasant stories, for the ladies can laugh without blushing, or blush without 

laughing, as it suits them best. Give us a good story—a regular monk’s story. I shall listen to it, 

i’faith, with pleasure, because I want to be amused, and so do the ladies.” 

“We only submit to this, in order to please your lordship,” said the queen; “because our good 

friend the abbot goes a little too far.” 

“Then,” replied the king, turning towards the monk, “read us some Christian admonition, holy 

father, to amuse madame.” 

“Sire, my sight is weak, and the day is closing.” 

“Give us a story, then, that stops at the girdle.” 

“Ah, sire!” said the monk, smiling, “the one I am thinking of stops there; but it commences at 

the feet.” 

The lords present made such gallant remonstrances and supplications to the queen and her 

ladies, that, like the good Bretonne that she was, she gave the monk a gentle smile, and said— 

“As you will, my father; but you must answer to God for our sins.” 

“Willingly, madame; if it be your pleasure to take mine, you will be a gainer.” 

Everyone laughed, and so did queen. The king went and sat by his dear wife, well beloved by 

him, as everyone knows. The courtiers received permission to be seated—the old courtiers, of 

course, understood; for the young ones stood, by the ladies’ permission, beside their chairs, to 



laugh at the same time as they did. Then the Abbot of Turpenay gracefully delivered himself of 

the following tale, the risky passages of which he gave in a low, soft, flute-like voice:— 

About a hundred years ago at the least, there occurred great quarrels in Christendom because 

there were two popes at Rome, each one pretending to be legitimately elected, which caused 

great annoyance to the monasteries, abbeys, and bishoprics, since, in order to be recognised by as 

many as possible, each of the two popes granted titles and rights to each adherent, the which 

made double owners everywhere. Under these circumstances, the monasteries and abbeys that 

were at war with their neighbours would not recognise both the popes, and found themselves 

much embarrassed by the other, who always gave the verdict to the enemies of the Chapter. This 

wicked schism brought about considerable mischief, and proved abundantly that error is worse in 

Christianity than the adultery of the Church. 

Now at this time, when the devil was making havoc among our possessions, the most 

illustrious abbey of Turpenay, of which I am at present the unworthy ruler, had a heavy trial on 

concerning the settlements of certain rights with the redoubtable Sire de Cande, an idolatrous 

infidel, a relapsed heretic, and most wicked lord. This devil, sent upon earth in the shape of a 

nobleman, was, to tell the truth, a good soldier, well received at court, and a friend of the Sieur 

Bureau de la Riviere; who was a person to whom the king was exceedingly partial—King 

Charles the Fifth, of glorious memory. Beneath the shelter of the favour of this Sieur de la 

Riviere, Lord of Cande did exactly as he pleased in the valley of the Indre, where he used to be 

master of everything, from Montbazon to Usse. You may be sure that his neighbours were 

terribly afraid of him, and to save their skulls let him have his way. They would, however, have 

preferred him under the ground to above it, and heartily wished him bad luck; but he troubled 

himself little about that. In the whole valley the noble abbey alone showed fight to this demon, 

for it has always been a doctrine of the Church to take into her lap the weak and suffering, and 

use every effort to protect the oppressed, especially those whose rights and privileges are 

menaced. 

For this reason this rough warrior hated monks exceedingly, especially those of Turpenay, 

who would not allow themselves to be robbed of their rights either by force or stratagem. He was 

well pleased at the ecclesiastical schism, and waited the decision of our abbey, concerning which 

pope they should choose, to pillage them, being quite ready to recognise the one to whom the 

abbot of Turpenay should refuse his obedience. Since his return to his castle, it was his custom to 

torment and annoy the priests whom he encountered upon his domains in such a manner, that a 

poor monk, surprised by him on his private road, which was by the water-side, perceived no 

other method of safety then to throw himself into the river, where, by a special miracle of the 

Almighty, whom the good man fervently invoked, his gown floated him on the Indre, and he 

made his way comfortably to the other side, which he attained in full view of the lord of Cande, 

who was not ashamed to enjoy the terrors of a servant of God. Now you see of what stuff this 

horrid man was made. The abbot, to whom at that time, the care of our glorious abbey was 

committed, led a most holy life, and prayed to God with devotion; but he would have saved his 

own soul ten times, of such good quality was his religion, before finding a chance to save the 

abbey itself from the clutches of this wretch. Although he was very perplexed, and saw the evil 

hour at hand, he relied upon God for succour, saying that he would never allow the property of 

the Church to be touched, and that He who had raised up the Princess Judith for the Hebrews, 

and Queen Lucretia for the Romans, would keep his most illustrious abbey of Turpenay, and 

indulged in other equally sapient remarks. But his monks, who—to our shame I confess it—were 

unbelievers, reproached him with his happy-go-lucky way of looking at things, and declared that, 



to bring the chariot of Providence to the rescue in time, all the oxen in the province would have 

to be yoked it; that the trumpets of Jericho were no longer made in any portion of the world; that 

God was disgusted with His creation, and would have nothing more to do with it: in short, a 

thousand and one things that were doubts and contumelies against God. 

At this desperate juncture there rose up a monk named Amador. This name had been given 

him by way of a joke, since his person offered a perfect portrait of the false god Aegipan. He was 

like him, strong in the stomach; like him, had crooked legs; arms hairy as those of a saddler, a 

back made to carry a wallet, a face as red as the phiz of a drunkard, glistening eyes, a tangled 

beard, was hairy faced, and so puffed out with fat and meat that you would have fancied him in 

an interesting condition. You may be sure that he sung his matins on the steps of the wine-cellar, 

and said his vespers in the vineyards of Lord. He was as fond of his bed as a beggar with sores, 

and would go about the valley fuddling, faddling, blessing the bridals, plucking the grapes, and 

giving them to the girls to taste, in spite of the prohibition of the abbot. In fact, he was a pilferer, 

a loiterer, and a bad soldier of the ecclesiastical militia, of whom nobody in the abbey took any 

notice, but let him do as he liked from motives of Christian charity, thinking him mad. 

Amador, knowing that it was a question of the ruin of the Abbey, in which he was as snug as a 

bug in a rug, put up his bristles, took notice of this and of that, went into each of the cells, 

listened in the refectory, shivered in his shoes, and declared that he would attempt to save the 

abbey. He took cognisance of the contested points, received from the abbot permission to 

postpone the case, and was promised by the whole Chapter the Office of sub-prior if he 

succeeded in putting an end to the litigation. Then he set off across the country, heedless of the 

cruelty and ill-treatment of the Sieur de Cande, saying that he had that within his gown which 

would subdue him. He went his way with nothing but the said gown for his viaticum: but then in 

it was enough fat to feed a dwarf. He selected to go to the chateau, a day when it rained hard 

enough to fill the tubs of all the housewives, and arrived without meeting a soul, in sight of 

Cande, and looking like a drowned dog, stepped bravely into the courtyard, and took shelter 

under a sty-roof to wait until the fury of the elements had calmed down, and placed himself 

boldly in front of the room where the owner of the chateau should be. A servant perceiving him 

while laying the supper, took pity on him, and told him to make himself scarce, otherwise his 

master would give him a horsewhipping, just to open the conversation, and asked him what made 

him so bold as to enter a house where monks were hated more than a red leper. 

“Ah!” said Amador, “I am on my way to Tours, sent thither by my lord abbot. If the lord of 

Cande were not so bitter against the poor servant of God, I should not be kept during such a 

deluge in the courtyard, but in the house. I hope that he will find mercy in his hour of need.” 

The servant reported these words to his master, who at first wished to have the monk thrown 

into the big trough of the castle among the other filth. But the lady of Cande, who had great 

authority over her spouse, and was respected by him, because through her he expected a large 

inheritance, and because she was a little tyrannical, reprimanded him, saying, that it was possible 

this monk was a Christian; that in such weather thieves would succour an officer of justice; that, 

besides, it was necessary to treat him well to find out to what decision the brethren of Turpenay 

had come with regard to the schism business, and that her advice was put an end by kindness and 

not by force to the difficulties arisen between the abbey and the domain of Cande, because no 

lord since the coming of Christ had ever been stronger than the Church, and that sooner or later 

the abbey would ruin the castle; finally, she gave utterance to a thousand wise arguments, such as 

ladies use in the height of the storms of life, when they have had about enough of them. 

Amador’s face was so piteous, his appearance so wretched, and so open to banter, that the lord, 



saddened by the weather, conceived the idea of enjoying a joke at his expense, tormenting him, 

playing tricks on him, and of giving him a lively recollection of his reception at the chateau. 

Then this gentleman, who had secret relations with his wife’s maid, sent this girl, who was called 

Perrotte, to put an end to his ill-will towards the luckless Amador. As soon as the plot had been 

arranged between them, the wench, who hated monks, in order to please her master, went to the 

monk, who was standing under the pigsty, assuming a courteous demeanour in order the better to 

please him, said— 

“Holy father, the master of the house is ashamed to see a servant of God out in the rain when 

there is room for him indoors, a good fire in the chimney, and a table spread. I invite you in his 

name and that of the lady of the house to step in.” 

“I thank the lady and lord, not for their hospitality which is a Christian thing, but for having 

sent as an ambassador to me, a poor sinner, an angel of such delicate beauty that I fancy I see the 

Virgin over our altar.” 

Saying which, Amador raised his nose in the air, and saluted with the two flakes of fire that 

sparkled in his bright eyes the pretty maidservant, who thought him neither so ugly nor so foul, 

nor so bestial; when, following Perrotte up the steps, Amador received on the nose, cheeks, and 

other portions of his face a slash of the whip, which made him see all the lights of the 

Magnificat, so well was the dose administered by the Sieur de Cande, who, busy chastening his 

greyhounds pretended not see the monk. He requested Amador to pardon him this accident, and 

ran after the dogs who had caused the mischief to his guest. The laughing servant, who knew 

what was coming, had dexterously kept out of the way. Noticing this business, Amador 

suspected the relations of Perrotte and the chevalier, concerning whom it is possible that the 

lasses of the valley had already whispered something into his ear. Of the people who were then 

in the room not one made room for the man of God, who remained right in the draught between 

the door and the window, where he stood freezing until the moment when the Sieur de Cande, 

his wife, and his aged sister, Mademoiselle de Cande, who had the charge of the young heiress of 

the house, aged about sixteen years, came and sat in their chairs at the head of the table, far from 

the common people, according to the old custom usual among the lords of the period, much to 

their discredit. 

The Sieur de Cande, paying no attention to the monk, let him sit at the extreme end of the 

table, in a corner, where two mischievous lads had orders to squeeze and elbow him. Indeed 

these fellows worried his feet, his body, and his arms like real torturers, poured white wine into 

his goblet for water, in order to fuddle him, and the better to amuse themselves with him; but 

they made him drink seven large jugfuls without making belch, break wind, sweat or snort, 

which horrified them exceedingly, especially as his eye remained as clear as crystal. Encouraged, 

however, by a glance from their lord, they still kept throwing, while bowing to him, gravy into 

his beard, and wiping it dry in a manner to tear every hair of it out. The varlet who served a 

caudle baptised his head with it, and took care to let the burning liquor trickle down poor 

Amador’s backbone. All this agony he endured with meekness, because the spirit of God was in 

him, and also the hope of finishing the litigation by holding out in the castle. Nevertheless, the 

mischievous lot burst out into such roars of laughter at the warm baptism given by the cook’s lad 

to the soaked monk, even the butler making jokes at his expense, that the lady of Cande was 

compelled to notice what was going on at the end of the table. Then she perceived Amador, who 

had a look of sublime resignation upon his face, and was endeavouring to get something out of 

the big beef bones that had been put upon his pewter platter. At this moment the poor monk, who 



had administered a dexterous blow of the knife to a big ugly bone, took it into his hairy hands, 

snapped it in two, sucked the warm marrow out of it, and found it good. 

“Truly,” said she to herself, “God has put great strength into this monk!” 

At the same time she seriously forbade the pages, servants, and others to torment the poor 

man, to whom out of mockery they had just given some rotten apples and maggoty nuts. He, 

perceiving that the old lady and her charge, the lady and the servants had seen him manoeuvring 

the bone, pushed backed his sleeve, showed the powerful muscles of his arm, placed nuts near 

his wrist on the bifurcation of the veins, and crushed them one by one by pressing them with the 

palm of his hand so vigorously that they appeared like ripe medlars. He also crunched them 

between his teeth, white as the teeth of a dog, husk, shell, fruit, and all, of which he made in a 

second a mash which he swallowed like honey. He crushed them between two fingers, which he 

used like scissors to cut them in two without a moment’s hesitation. 

You may be sure that the women were silent, that the men believed the devil to be in the 

monk; and had it not been for his wife and the darkness of the night, the Sieur de Cande, having 

the fear of God before his eyes, would have kicked him out of the house. Everyone declared that 

the monk was a man capable of throwing the castle into the moat. Therefore, as soon as everyone 

had wiped his mouth, my lord took care to imprison this devil, whose strength was terrible to 

behold, and had him conducted to a wretched little closet where Perrotte had arranged her 

machine in order to annoy him during the night. The tom-cats of the neighbourhood had been 

requested to come and confess to him, invited to tell him their sins in embryo towards the tabbies 

who attracted their affections, and also the little pigs for whom fine lumps of tripe had been 

placed under the bed in order to prevent them becoming monks, of which they were very 

desirous, by disgusting them with the style of libera, which the monk would sing to them. At 

every movement of poor Amador, who would find short horse-hair in the sheets, he would bring 

down cold water on to the bed, and a thousand other tricks were arranged, such are usually 

practised in castles. Everyone went to bed in expectation of the nocturnal revels of the monk, 

certain that they would not be disappointed, since he had been lodged under the tiles at the top of 

a little tower, the guard of the door of which was committed to dogs who howled for a bit of him. 

In order to ascertain what language the conversations with the cats and pigs would be carried on, 

the Sire came to stay with his dear Perrotte, who slept in the next room. 

As soon as he found himself thus treated, Amador drew from his bag a knife, and dexterously 

extricated himself. Then he began to listen in order to find out the ways of the place, and heard 

the master of the house laughing with his maid-servant. Suspecting their manoeuvres, he waited 

till the moment when the lady of the house should be alone in bed, and made his way into her 

room with bare feet, in order that his sandals should not be in his secrets. He appeared to her by 

the light of the lamp in the manner in which monks generally appear during the night—that is, in 

a marvellous state, which the laity find it difficult long to sustain; and the thing is an effect of the 

frock, which magnifies everything. Then having let her see that he was all a monk, he made the 

following little speech— 

“Know, madame, that I am sent by Jesus and the Virgin Mary to warn you to put an end to the 

improper perversities which are taking place—to the injury of your virtue, which is treacherously 

deprived of your husband’s best attention, which he lavishes upon your maid. What is the use of 

being a lady if the seigneurial dues are received elsewhere. According to this, your servant is the 

lady and you are the servant. Are not all the joys bestowed upon her due to you? You will find 



them all amassed in our Holy Church, which is the consolation of the afflicted. Behold in me the 

messenger, ready to pay these debts if you do not renounce them.” 

Saying this, the good monk gently loosened his girdle in which he was incommoded, so much 

did he appear affected by the sight of those beauties which the Sieur de Cande disdained. 

“If you speak truly, my father, I will submit to your guidance,” said she, springing lightly out 

of bed. “You are for sure, a messenger of God, because you have been in a single day that which 

I had not noticed here for a long time.” 

Then she went, accompanied by Amador, whose holy robe she did not fail to run her hand 

over, and was so struck when she found it real, that she hoped to find her husband guilty; and 

indeed she heard him talking about the monk in her servant’s bed. Perceiving this felony, she 

went into a furious rage and opened her mouth to resolve it into words— which is the usual 

method of women—and wished to kick up the devil’s delight before handing the girl over to 

justice. But Amador told her that it would be more sensible to avenge herself first, and cry out 

afterwards. 

“Avenge me quickly, then, my father,” said she, “that I may begin to cry out.” 

Thereupon the monk avenged her most monastically with a good and ample vengeance, that 

she indulged in as a drunkard who puts his lips to the bunghole of a barrel; for when a lady 

avenges herself, she should get drunk with vengeance, or not taste it at all. And the chatelaine 

was revenged to that degree that she could not move; since nothing agitates, takes away the 

breath, and exhausts, like anger and vengeance. But although she were avenged, and doubly and 

trebly avenged, yet would she not forgive, in order that she might reserve the right of avenging 

herself with the monk, now here, now there. Perceiving this love for vengeance, Amador 

promised to aid her in it as long as her ire lasted, for he informed her that he knew in his quality 

of a monk, constrained to meditate long on the nature of things, an infinite number of modes, 

methods, and manners of practicing revenge. 

Then he pointed out to her canonically what a Christian thing it is to revenge oneself, because 

all through the Holy Scriptures God declares Himself, above all things, to be a God of 

vengeance; and moreover, demonstrates to us, by his establishment in the infernal regions, how 

royally divine a thing vengeance is, since His vengeance is eternal. From which it followed, that 

women with monks ought to revenge themselves, under pain of not being Christians and faithful 

servants of celestial doctrines. 

This dogma pleased the lady much, and she confessed that she had never understood the 

commandments of the Church, and invited her well-beloved monk to enlighten her thoroughly 

concerning them. Then the chatelaine, whose vital spirits had been excited by the vengeance 

which had refreshed them, went into the room where the jade was amusing herself, and by 

chance found her with her hand where she, the chatelaine, often had her eye—like the merchants 

have on their most precious articles, in order to see that they were not stolen. They were—

according to President Lizet, when he was in a merry mood—a couple taken in flagrant 

delectation, and looked dumbfounded, sheepish and foolish. The sight that met her eyes 

displeased the lady beyond the power of words to express, as it appeared by her discourse, of 

which to roughness was similar to that of the water of a big pond when the sluice-gates were 

opened. It was a sermon in three heads, accompanied with music of a high gamut, varied in 

tones, with many sharps among the keys. 

“Out upon virtue! my lord; I’ve had my share of it. You have shown me that religion in 

conjugal faith is an abuse; this is then the reason that I have no son. How many children have 



you consigned to this common oven, this poor-box, this bottomless alms-purse, this leper’s 

porringer, the true cemetery of the House of Cande? I will know if I am childless from a 

constitutional defect, or through your fault. I will have handsome cavaliers, in order that I may 

have an heir. You can get the bastards, I the legitimate children.” 

“My dear,” said the bewildered lord, “don’t shout so.” 

“But,” replied the lady, “I will shout, and shout to make myself heard, heard by the 

archbishop, heard by the legate, by the king, by my brothers, who will avenge this infamy for 

me.” 

“Do not dishonour your husband!” 

“This is dishonour then? You are right; but, my lord, it is not brought about by you, but by this 

hussy, whom I will have sewn up in a sack, and thrown into the Indre; thus your dishonour will 

be washed away. Hi! there,” she called out. 

“Silence, madame!” said the sire, as shamefaced as a blind man’s dog; because this great 

warrior, so ready to kill others, was like a child in the hands of his wife, a state of affairs to 

which soldiers are accustomed, because in them lies the strength and is found all the dull 

carnality of matter; while, on the contrary, in woman is a subtle spirit and a scintillation of 

perfumed flame that lights up paradise and dazzles the male. This is the reason that certain 

women govern their husbands, because mind is the master of matter. 

(At this the ladies began to laugh, as did also the king). 

“I will not be silent,” said the lady of Cande (said the abbot, continuing his tale); “I have been 

too grossly outraged. This, then, is the reward of the wealth that I brought you, and of my 

virtuous conduct! Did I ever refuse to obey you even during Lent, and on fast days? Am I so cold 

as to freeze the sun? Do you think that I embrace by force, from duty, or pure kindness of heart! 

Am I too hallowed for you to touch? Am I a holy shrine? Was there need of a papal brief to kiss 

me? God’s truth! have you had so much of me that you are tired? Am I not to your taste? Do 

charming wenches know more than ladies? Ha! perhaps it is so, since she has let you work in the 

field without sowing. Teach me the business; I will practice it with those whom I take into my 

service, for it is settled that I am free. That is as we should be. Your society was wearisome, and 

the little pleasure I derived from it cost me too dear. Thank God! I am quit of you and your 

whims, because I intend to retire to a monastery.” . . . She meant to say a convent, but this 

avenging monk had perverted her tongue. 

“And I shall be more comfortable in this monastery with my daughter, than in this place of 

abominable wickedness. You can inherit from your wench. Ha, ha! The fine lady of Cande! Look 

at her!” 

“What is the matter?” said Amador, appearing suddenly upon the scene. 

“The matter is, my father,” replied she, “that my wrongs cry aloud for vengeance. To begin 

with, I shall have this trollop thrown into the river, sewn up in a sack, for having diverted the 

seed of the House of Cande from its proper channel. It will be saving the hangman a job. For the 

rest I will—” 

“Abandon your anger, my daughter,” said the monk. “It is commanded us by the Church to 

forgive those who trespass against us, if we would find favour in the side of Heaven, because 

you pardon those who also pardon others. God avenges himself eternally on those who have 

avenged themselves, but keeps in His paradise those who have pardoned. From that comes the 

jubilee, which is a day of great rejoicing, because all debts and offences are forgiven. Thus it is a 



source of happiness to pardon. Pardon! Pardon! To pardon is a most holy work. Pardon 

Monseigneur de Cande, who will bless you for your gracious clemency, and will henceforth love 

you much; This forgiveness will restore to you the flower of youth; and believe, my dear sweet 

young lady, that forgiveness is in certain cases the best means of vengeance. Pardon your maid-

servant, who will pray heaven for you. Thus God, supplicated by all, will have you in His 

keeping, and will bless you with male lineage for this pardon.” 

Thus saying, the monk took the hand of the sire, placed it in that of the lady, and added— 

“Go and talk over the pardon.” 

And then he whispered into the husband’s ears this sage advice— 

“My lord, use your best argument, and you will silence her with it, because a woman’s mouth 

it is only full of words when she is empty elsewhere. Argue continually, and thus you will 

always have the upper hand of your wife.” 

“By the body of the Jupiter! There’s good in this monk after all,” said the seigneur, as he went 

out. 

As soon as Amador found himself alone with Perrotte he spoke to her, as follows— 

“You are to blame, my dear, for having wished to torment a poor servant of God; therefore are 

you now the object of celestial wrath, which will fall upon you. To whatever place you fly it will 

always follow you, will seize upon you in every limb, even after your death, and will cook you 

like a pasty in the oven of hell, where you will simmer eternally, and every day you will receive 

seven hundred thousand million lashes of the whip, for the one I received through you.” 

“Ah! holy Father,” said the wench, casting herself at the monk’s feet, “you alone can save me, 

for in your gown I should be sheltered from the anger of God.” 

Saying this, she raised the robe to place herself beneath it, and exclaimed— 

“By my faith! monks are better than knights.” 

“By the sulphur of the devil! You are not acquainted with the monks?” 

“No,” said Perrotte. 

“And you don’t know the service that monks sing without saying a word?” 

“No.” 

Thereupon the monk went through this said service for her, as it is sung on great feast days, 

with all the grand effects used in monasteries, the psalms well chanted in f major, the flaming 

tapers, and the choristers, and explained to her the Introit, and also the ite missa est, and 

departed, leaving her so sanctified that the wrath of heaven would have great difficulty in 

discovering any portion of the girl that was not thoroughly monasticated. 

By his orders, Perrotte conducted him to Mademoiselle de Cande, the lord’s sister, to whom he 

went in order to learn if it was her desire to confess to him, because monks came so rarely to the 

castle. The lady was delighted, as would any good Christian have been, at such a chance of 

clearing out her conscience. Amador requested her to show him her conscience, and she having 

allowed him to see that which he considered the conscience of old maids, he found it in a bad 

state, and told her that the sins of women were accomplished there; that to be for the future 

without sin it was necessary to have the conscience corked up by a monk’s indulgence. The poor 

ignorant lady having replied that she did not know where these indulgences were to be had, the 

monk informed her that he had a relic with him which enabled him to grant one, that nothing was 

more indulgent than this relic, because without saying a word it produced infinite pleasures, 



which is the true, eternal and primary character of an indulgence. The poor lady was so pleased 

with this relic, the virtue of which she tried in various ways, that her brain became muddled, and 

she had so much faith in it that she indulged as devoutly in indulgences as the Lady of Cande had 

indulged in vengeances. This business of confession woke up the younger Demoiselle de Cande, 

who came to watch the proceedings. You may imagine that the monk had hoped for this 

occurrence, since his mouth had watered at the sight of this fair blossom, whom he also 

confessed, because the elder lady could not hinder him from bestowing upon the younger one, 

who wished it, what remained of the indulgences. But, remember, this pleasure was due to him 

for the trouble he had taken. The morning having dawned, the pigs having eaten their tripe, and 

the cats having become disenchanted with love, and having watered all the places rubbed with 

herbs, Amador went to rest himself in his bed, which Perrotte had put straight again. Every one 

slept, thanks to the monk, so long, that no one in the castle was up before noon, which was the 

dinner hour. The servants all believed the monk to be a devil who had carried off the cats, the 

pigs, and also their masters. In spite of these ideas however, every one was in the room at meal 

time. 

“Come, my father,” said the chatelaine, giving her arm to the monk, whom she put at her side 

in the baron’s chair, to the great astonishment of the attendants, because the Sire of Cande said 

not a word. “Page, give some of this to Father Amador,” said madame. 

“Father Amador has need of so and so,” said the Demoiselle de Cande. 

“Fill up Father Amador’s goblet,” said the sire. 

“Father Amador has no bread,” said the little lady. 

“What do you require, Father Amador?” said Perrotte. 

It was Father Amador here, and Father Amador there. He was regaled like a little maiden on 

her wedding night. 

“Eat, father,” said madame; “you made such a bad meal yesterday.” 

“Drink, father,” said the sire. “You are, s’blood! the finest monk I have ever set eyes on.” 

“Father Amador is a handsome monk,” said Perrotte. 

“An indulgent monk,” said the demoiselle. 

“A beneficent monk,” said the little one. 

“A great monk,” said the lady. 

“A monk who well deserves his name,” said the clerk of the castle. 

Amador munched and chewed, tried all the dishes, lapped up the hypocras, licked his chops, 

sneezed, blew himself out, strutted and stamped about like a bull in a field. The others regarded 

him with great fear, believing him to be a magician. Dinner over, the Lady of Cande, the 

demoiselle, and the little one, besought the Sire of Cande with a thousand fine arguments, to 

terminate the litigation. A great deal was said to him by madame, who pointed out to him how 

useful a monk was in a castle; by mademoiselle, who wished for the future to polish up her 

conscience every day; by the little one, who pulled her father’s beard, and asked that this monk 

might always be at Cande. If ever the difference were arranged, it would be by the monk: the 

monk was of a good understanding, gentle and virtuous as a saint; it was a misfortune to be at 

enmity with a monastery containing such monks. If all the monks were like him, the abbey 

would always have everywhere the advantage of the castle, and would ruin it, because this monk 

was very strong. Finally, they gave utterance to a thousand reasons, which were like a deluge of 



words, and were so pluvially showered down that the sire yielded, saying, that there would never 

be a moment’s peace in the house until matters were settled to the satisfaction of the women. 

Then he sent for the clerk, who wrote down for him, and also for the monk. Then Amador 

surprised them exceedingly by showing them the charters and the letters of credit, which would 

prevent the sire and his clerk delaying this agreement. When the Lady of Cande saw them about 

to put an end to this old case, she went to the linen chest to get some fine cloth to make a new 

gown for her dear Amador. Every one in the house had noticed how this old gown was worn, and 

it would have been a great shame to leave such a treasure in such a worn-out case. Everyone was 

eager to work at the gown. Madame cut it, the servant put the hood on, the demoiselle sewed it, 

and the little demoiselle worked at the sleeves. And all set so heartily to work to adorn the monk, 

that the robe was ready by supper time, as was also the charter of agreement prepared and sealed 

by the Sire de Cande. 

“Ah, my father!” said the lady, “if you love us, you will refresh yourself after your merry 

labour by washing yourself in a bath that I have had heated by Perrotte.” 

Amador was then bathed in scented water. When he came out he found a new robe of fine 

linen and lovely sandals ready for him, which made him appear the most glorious monk in the 

world. 

Meanwhile the monks of Turpenay fearing for Amador, had ordered two of their number to 

spy about the castle. These spies came round by the moat, just as Perrotte threw Amador’s greasy 

old gown, with other rubbish, into it. Seeing which, they thought that it was all over with the 

poor madman. They therefore returned, and announced that it was certain Amador had suffered 

martyrdom in the service of the abbey. Hearing which the abbot ordered them to assemble in the 

chapel and pray to God, in order to assist this devoted servant in his torments. The monk having 

supped, put his charter into his girdle, and wished to return to Turpenay. Then he found at the 

foot of the steps madame’s mare, bridled and saddled, and held ready for him by a groom. The 

lord had ordered his men-at-arms to accompany the good monk, so that no accident might befall 

him. Seeing which, Amador pardoned the tricks of the night before, and bestowed his 

benediction upon every one before taking his departure from this converted place. Madame 

followed him with her eyes, and proclaimed him a splendid rider. Perrotte declared that for a 

monk he held himself more upright in the saddle than any of the men-at-arms. Mademoiselle de 

Cande sighed. The little one wished to have him for her confessor. 

“He has sanctified the castle,” said they, when they were in the room again. 

When Amador and his suite came to the gates of the abbey, a scene of terror ensued, since the 

guardian thought that the Sire de Cande had had his appetite for monks whetted by the blood of 

poor Amador, and wished to sack the abbey. But Amador shouted with his fine bass voice, and 

was recognised and admitted into the courtyard; and when he dismounted from madame’s mare 

there was enough uproar to make the monks as a wild as April moons. They gave vent to shouts 

of joy in the refectory, and all came to congratulate Amador, who waved the charter over his 

head. The men-at-arms were regaled with the best wine in the cellars, which was a present made 

to the monks of Turpenay by those of Marmoustier, to whom belonged the lands of Vouvray. 

The good abbot having had the document of the Sieur de Cande read, went about saying— 

“On these divine occasions there always appears the finger of God, to whom we should render 

thanks.” 

As the good abbot kept on at the finger of God, when thanking Amador, the monk, annoyed to 

see the instrument of their delivery thus diminished, said to him— 



“Well, say that it is the arm, my father, and drop the subject.” 

The termination of the trial between the Sieur de Cande and the abbey of Turpenay was 

followed by a blessing which rendered him devoted to the Church, because nine months after he 

had a son. Two years afterwards Amador was chosen as abbot by the monks, who reckoned upon 

a merry government with a madcap. But Amador become an abbot, became steady and austere, 

because he had conquered his evil desires by his labours, and recast his nature at the female 

forge, in which is that fire which is the most perfecting, persevering, persistent, perdurable, 

permanent, perennial, and permeating fire that there ever was in the world. It is a fire to ruin 

everything, and it ruined so well the evil that was in Amador, that it left only that which it could 

not eat—that is, his wit, which was as clear as a diamond, which is, as everyone knows, a residue 

of the great fire by which our globe was formerly carbonised. Amador was then the instrument 

chosen by Providence to reform our illustrious abbey, since he put everything right there, 

watched night and day over his monks, made them all rise at the hours appointed for prayers, 

counted them in chapel as a shepherd counts his sheep, kept them well in hand, and punished 

their faults severely, that he made them most virtuous brethren. 

This teaches us to look upon womankind more as the instruments of our salvation than of our 

pleasure. Besides which, this narrative teaches us that we should never attempt to struggle with 

the Churchmen. 

The king and the queen had found this tale in the best taste; the courtiers confessed that they 

had never heard a better; and the ladies would all willingly have been the heroines of it. 

 

 

 

  



BERTHA THE PENITENT 

HOW BERTHA REMAINED A MAIDEN IN THE MARRIED STATE 

About the time of the first flight of the Dauphin, which threw our good Sire, Charles the 

Victorious, into a state of great dejection, there happened a great misfortune to a noble House of 

Touraine, since extinct in every branch; and it is owing to this fact that this most deplorable 

history may now be safely brought to light. To aid him in this work the author calls to his 

assistance the holy confessors, martyrs, and other celestial dominations, who, by the 

commandments of God, were the promoters of good in this affair. 

From some defect in his character, the Sire Imbert de Bastarnay, one of the most landed lords 

in our land of Touraine, had no confidence in the mind of the female of man, whom he 

considered much too animated, on account of her numerous vagaries, and it may be he was right. 

In consequence of this idea he reached his old age without a companion, which was certainly not 

to his advantage. Always leading a solitary life, this said man had no idea of making himself 

agreeable to others, having only been mixed up with wars and the orgies of bachelors, with 

whom he did not put himself out of the way. Thus he remained stale in his garments, sweaty in 

his accoutrements, with dirty hands and an apish face. In short, he looked the ugliest man in 

Christendom. As far as regards his person only though, since so far as his heart, his head, and 

other secret places were concerned, he had properties which rendered him most praiseworthy. An 

angel (pray believe this) would have walked a long way without meeting an old warrior firmer at 

his post, a lord with more spotless scutcheon, of shorter speech, and more perfect loyalty. 

Certain people have stated, they have heard that he gave sound advice, and was a good and 

profitable man to consult. Was it not a strange freak on the part of God, who plays sometimes 

jokes on us, to have granted so many perfections to a man so badly apparelled? 

When he was sixty in appearance, although only fifty in years, he determined to take unto 

himself a wife, in order to obtain lineage. Then, while foraging about for a place where he might 

be able to find a lady to his liking, he heard much vaunted, the great merits and perfections of a 

daughter of the illustrious house of Rohan, which at that time had some property in the province. 

The young lady in question was called Bertha, that being her pet name. Imbert having been to 

see her at the castle of Montbazon, was, in consequence of the prettiness and innocent virtue of 

the said Bertha de Rohan, seized with so great a desire to possess her, that he determined to make 

her his wife, believing that never could a girl of such lofty descent fail in her duty. This marriage 

was soon celebrated, because the Sire de Rohan had seven daughters, and hardly knew how to 

provide for them all, at a time when people were just recovering from the late wars, and patching 

up their unsettled affairs. Now the good man Bastarnay happily found Bertha really a maiden, 

which fact bore witness to her proper bringing up and perfect maternal correction. So 

immediately the night arrived when it should be lawful for him to embrace her, he got her with a 

child so roughly that he had proof of the result two months after marriage, which rendered the 

Sire Imbert joyful to a degree. In order that we may here finish with this portion of the story, let 

us at once state that from this legitimate grain was born the Sire de Bastarnay, who was Duke by 

the grace of Louis the Eleventh, his chamberlain, and more than that, his ambassador in the 

countries of Europe, and well-beloved of this most redoubtable lord, to whom he was never 

faithless. His loyalty was an heritage from his father, who from his early youth was much 

attached to the Dauphin, whose fortunes he followed, even in the rebellions, since he was a man 

to put Christ on the cross again if it had been required by him to do so, which is the flower of 

friendship rarely to be found encompassing princes and great people. At first, the fair lady of 



Bastarnay comported herself so loyally that her society caused those thick vapours and black 

clouds to vanish, which obscured the mind of this great man, the brightness of the feminine 

glory. Now, according to the custom of unbelievers, he passed from suspicion to confidence so 

thoroughly, that he yielded up the government of his house to the said Bertha, made her mistress 

of his deeds and actions, queen of his honour, guardian of his grey hairs, and would have 

slaughtered without a contest any one who had said an evil word concerning this mirror of virtue, 

on whom no breath had fallen save the breath issued from his conjugal and marital lips, cold and 

withered as they were. To speak truly on all points, it should be explained, that to this virtuous 

behaviour considerably aided the little boy, who during six years occupied day and night the 

attention of his pretty mother, who first nourished him with her milk, and made of him a lover’s 

lieutenant, yielding to him her sweet breasts, which he gnawed at, hungry, as often as he would, 

and was, like a lover, always there. This good mother knew no other pleasures than those of his 

rosy lips, had no other caresses that those of his tiny little hands, which ran about her like the feet 

of playful mice, read no other book than that in his clear baby eyes, in which the blue sky was 

reflected, and listened to no other music than his cries, which sounded in her ears as angels’ 

whispers. You may be sure that she was always fondling him, had a desire to kiss him at dawn of 

day, kissed him in the evening, would rise in the night to eat him up with kisses, made herself a 

child as he was a child, educated him in the perfect religion of maternity; finally, behaved as the 

best and happiest mother that ever lived, without disparagement to our Lady the Virgin, who 

could have had little trouble in bringing up our Saviour, since he was God. 

This employment and the little taste which Bertha had for the blisses of matrimony much 

delighted the old man, since he would have been unable to return the affection of a too amorous 

wife, and desired to practice economy, to have the wherewithal for a second child. 

After six years had passed away, the mother was compelled to give her son into the hands of 

the grooms and other persons to whom Messire de Bastarnay committed the task to mould him 

properly, in order that his heir should have an heritage of the virtues, qualities and courage of the 

house, as well as the domains and the name. Then did Bertha shed many tears, her happiness 

being gone. For the great heart of this mother it was nothing to have this well-beloved son after 

others, and during only certain short fleeting hours. Therefore she became sad and melancholy. 

Noticing her grief, the good man wished to bestow upon her another child and could not, and the 

poor lady was displeased thereat, because she declared that the making of a child wearied her 

much and cost her dear. And this is true, or no doctrine is true, and you must burn the Gospels as 

a pack of stories if you have not faith in this innocent remark. 

This, nevertheless, to certain ladies (I did not mention men, since they have a smattering of the 

science), will still seem an untruth. The writer has taken care here to give the mute reasons for 

this strange antipathy; I mean the distastes of Bertha, because I love the ladies above all things, 

knowing that for want of the pleasure of love, my face would grow old and my heart torment me. 

Did you ever meet a scribe so complacent and so fond of the ladies as I am? No; of course not. 

Therefore, do I love them devotedly, but not so often as I could wish, since I have oftener in my 

hands my goose-quill than I have the barbs with which one tickles their lips to make them laugh 

and be merry in all innocence. I understand them, and in this way. 

The good man Bastarnay was not a smart young fellow of an amorous nature, and acquainted 

with the pranks of the thing. He did not trouble himself much about the fashion in which he 

killed a soldier so long as he killed him; that he would have killed him in all ways without saying 

a word in battle, is, of course, understood. The perfect heedlessness in the matter of death was in 

accordance with the nonchalance in the matter of life, the birth and manner of begetting a child, 



and the ceremonies thereto appertaining. The good sire was ignorant of the many litigious, 

dilatory, interlocutory and proprietary exploits and the little humourings of the little fagots 

placed in the oven to heat it; of the sweet perfumed branches gathered little by little in the forests 

of love, fondlings, coddlings, huggings, nursing, the bites at the cherry, the cat-licking, and other 

little tricks and traffic of love which ruffians know, which lovers preserve, and which the ladies 

love better than their salvation, because there is more of the cat than the woman in them. This 

shines forth in perfect evidence in their feminine ways. If you think it worth while watching 

them, examine them attentively while they eat: not one of them (I am speaking of women, noble 

and well-educated) puts her knife in the eatables and thrusts it into her mouth, as do brutally the 

males; no, they turn over their food, pick the pieces that please them as they would gray peas in a 

dovecote; they suck the sauces by mouthfuls; play with their knife and spoon as if they are only 

ate in consequence of a judge’s order, so much do they dislike to go straight to the point, and 

make free use of variations, finesse, and little tricks in everything, which is the especial attribute 

of these creatures, and the reason that the sons of Adam delight in them, since they do everything 

differently to themselves, and they do well. You think so too. Good! I love you. 

Now then, Imbert de Bastarnay, an old soldier, ignorant of the tricks of love, entered into the 

sweet garden of Venus as he would into a place taken by assault, without giving any heed to the 

cries of the poor inhabitants in tears, and placed a child as he would an arrow in the dark. 

Although the gentle Bertha was not used to such treatment (poor child, she was but fifteen), she 

believed in her virgin faith, that the happiness of becoming a mother demanded this terrible, 

dreadful bruising and nasty business; so during his painful task she would pray to God to assist 

her, and recite Aves to our Lady, esteeming her lucky, in only having the Holy Ghost to endure. 

By this means, never having experienced anything but pain in marriage, she never troubled her 

husband to go through the ceremony again. Now seeing that the old fellow was scarcely equal to 

it—as has been before stated—she lived in perfect solitude, like a nun. She hated the society of 

men, and never suspected that the Author of the world had put so much joy in that from which 

she had only received infinite misery. But she loved all the more her little one, who had cost her 

so much before he was born. Do not be astonished, therefore, that she held aloof from that 

gallant tourney in which it is the mare who governs her cavalier, guides him, fatigues him, and 

abuses him, if he stumbles. This is the true history of certain unhappy unions, according to the 

statement of the old men and women, and the certain reason of the follies committed by certain 

women, who too late perceive, I know not how, that they have been deceived, and attempt to 

crowd into a day more time than it will hold, to have their proper share of life. That is 

philosophical, my friends. Therefore study well this page, in order that you may wisely look to 

the proper government of your wives, your sweethearts, and all females generally, and 

particularly those who by chance may be under your care, from which God preserve you. 

Thus a virgin in deed, although a mother, Bertha was in her one-and-twentieth year a castle 

flower, the glory of her good man, and the honour of the province. The said Bastarnay took great 

pleasure in beholding this child come, go, and frisk about like a willow-switch, as lively as an 

eel, as innocent as her little one, and still most sensible and of sound understanding; so much so 

that he never undertook any project without consulting her about it, seeing that if the minds of 

these angels have not been disturbed in their purity, they give a sound answer to everything one 

asks of them. At this time Bertha lived near the town of Loches, in the castle of her lord, and 

there resided, with no desire to do anything but look after her household duties, after the old 

custom of the good housewives, from which the ladies of France were led away when Queen 

Catherine and the Italians came with their balls and merry-makings. To these practices Francis 



the First and his successors, whose easy ways did as much harm to the State of France as the 

goings on of the Protestants lent their aid. This, however, has nothing to do with my story. 

About this time the lord and lady of Bastarnay were invited by the king to come to his town of 

Loches, where for the present he was with his court, in which the beauty of the lady of Bastarnay 

had made a great noise. Bertha came to Loches, received many kind praises from the king, was 

the centre of the homage of all the young nobles, who feasted their eyes on this apple of love, 

and of the old ones, who warmed themselves at this sun. But you may be sure that all of them, 

old and young, would have suffered death a thousand times over to have at their service this 

instrument of joy, which dazzled their eyes and muddled their brains. Bertha was more talked 

about in Loches then either God or the Gospels, which enraged a great many ladies who were not 

so bountifully endowed with charms, and would have given all that was left of their honour to 

have sent back to her castle this fair gatherer of smiles. 

A young lady having early perceived that one of her lovers was smitten with Bertha, took such 

a hatred to her that from it arose all the misfortunes of the lady of Bastarnay; but also from the 

same source came her happiness, and her discovery of the gentle land of love, of which she was 

ignorant. This wicked lady had a relation who had confessed to her, directly he saw Bertha, that 

to be her lover he would be willing to die after a month’s happiness with her. Bear in mind that 

this cousin was as handsome as a girl is beautiful, had no hair on his chin, would have gained his 

enemy’s forgiveness by asking for it, so melodious was his young voice, and was scarcely 

twenty years of age. 

“Dear cousin,” said she to him, “leave the room, and go to your house; I will endeavour to 

give you this joy. But do not let yourself be seen by her, nor by that old baboon-face by an error 

of nature on a Christian’s body, and to whom belongs this beauteous fay.” 

The young gentleman out of the way, the lady came rubbing her treacherous nose against 

Bertha’s, and called her “My friend, my treasure, my star of beauty”; trying every way to be 

agreeable to her, to make her vengeance more certain on the poor child who, all unwittingly, had 

caused her lover’s heart to be faithless, which, for women ambitious in love, is the worst of 

infidelities. After a little conversation, the plotting lady suspected that poor Bertha was a maiden 

in matters of love, when she saw her eyes full of limpid water, no marks on the temples, no little 

black speck on the point of her little nose, white as snow, where usually the marks of the 

amusement are visible, no wrinkle on her brow; in short, no habit of pleasure apparent on her 

face—clear as the face of an innocent maiden. Then this traitress put certain women’s questions 

to her, and was perfectly assured by the replies of Bertha, that if she had had the profit of being a 

mother, the pleasures of love had been denied to her. At this she rejoiced greatly on her cousin’s 

behalf—like the good woman she was. 

Then she told her, that in the town of Loches there lived a young and noble lady, of the family 

of a Rohan, who at that time had need of the assistance of a lady of position to be reconciled with 

the Sire Louis de Rohan; that if she had as much goodness as God had given her beauty, she 

would take her with her to the castle, ascertain for herself the sanctity of her life, and bring about 

a reconciliation with the Sire de Rohan, who refused to receive her. To this Bertha consented 

without hesitation, because the misfortunes of this girl were known to her, but not the poor 

young lady herself, whose name was Sylvia, and whom she had believed to be in a foreign land. 

It is here necessary to state why the king had given this invitation to the Sire de Bastarnay. He 

had a suspicion of the first flight of his son the Dauphin into Burgundy, and wished to deprive 

him of so good a counsellor as was the said Bastarnay. But the veteran, faithful to young Louis, 



had already, without saying a word, made up his mind. Therefore he took Bertha back to his 

castle; but before they set out she told him she had taken a companion and introduced her to him. 

It was the young lord, disguised as a girl, with the assistance of his cousin, who was jealous of 

Bertha, and annoyed at her virtue. Imbert drew back a little when he learned that it was Sylvia de 

Rohan, but was also much affected at the kindness of Bertha, whom he thanked for her attempt 

to bring a little wandering lamb back to the fold. He made much of his wife, when his last night 

at home came, left men-at-arms about his castle, and then set out with the Dauphin for 

Burgundy, having a cruel enemy in his bosom without suspecting it. The face of the young lad 

was unknown to him, because he was a young page come to see the king’s court, and who had 

been brought up by the Cardinal Dunois, in whose service he was a knight-bachelor. 

The old lord, believing that he was a girl, thought him very modest and timid, because the lad, 

doubting the language of his eyes, kept them always cast down; and when Bertha kissed him on 

the mouth, he trembled lest his petticoat might be indiscreet, and would walk away to the 

window, so fearful was he of being recognised as a man by Bastarnay, and killed before he had 

made love to the lady. 

Therefore he was as joyful as any lover would have been in his place, when the portcullis was 

lowered, and the old lord galloped away across the country. He had been in such suspense that he 

made a vow to build a pillar at his own expense in the cathedral at Tours, because he had escaped 

the danger of his mad scheme. He gave, indeed, fifty gold marks to pay God for his delight. But 

by chance he had to pay for it over again to the devil, as it appears from the following facts if the 

tale pleases you well enough to induce you to follow the narrative, which will be succinct, as all 

good speeches should be. 

II HOW BERTHA BEHAVED, KNOWING THE BUSINESS OF LOVE 

This bachelor was the young Sire Jehan de Sacchez, cousin of the Sieur de Montmorency, to 

whom, by the death of the said Jehan, the fiefs of Sacchez and other places would return, 

according to the deed of tenure. He was twenty years of age and glowed like a burning coal; 

therefore you may be sure that he had a hard job to get through the first day. While old Imbert 

was galloping across the fields, the two cousins perched themselves under the lantern of the 

portcullis, in order to keep him the longer in view, and waved him signals of farewells. When the 

clouds of dust raised by the heels of the horses were no longer visible upon the horizon, they 

came down and went into the great room of the castle. 

“What shall we do, dear cousin?” said Bertha to the false Sylvia. “Do you like music? We will 

play together. Let us sing the lay of some sweet ancient bard. Eh? What do you say? Come to my 

organ; come along. As you love me, sing!” 

Then she took Jehan by the hand and led him to the keyboard of the organ, at which the young 

fellow seated himself prettily, after the manner of women. “Ah! sweet coz,” cried Bertha, as 

soon as the first notes tried, the lad turned his head towards her, in order that they might sing 

together. “Ah! sweet coz you have a wonderful glance in your eye; you move I know not what in 

my heart.” 

“Ah! cousin,” replied the false Sylvia, “that it is which has been my ruin. A sweet milord of 

the land across the sea told me so often that I had fine eyes, and kissed them so well, that I 

yielded, so much pleasure did I feel in letting them be kissed.” 

“Cousin, does love then, commence in the eyes?” 

“In them is the forge of Cupid’s bolts, my dear Bertha,” said the lover, casting fire and flame 

at her. 



“Let us go on with our singing.” 

They then sang, by Jehan’s desire, a lay of Christine de Pisan, every word of which breathed 

love. 

“Ah! cousin, what a deep and powerful voice you have. It seems to pierce me.” 

“Where?” said the impudent Sylvia. 

“There,” replied Bertha, touching her little diaphragm, where the sounds of love are 

understood better than by the ears, but the diaphragm lies nearer the heart, and that which is 

undoubtedly the first brain, the second heart, and the third ear of the ladies. I say this, with all 

respect and with all honour, for physical reasons and for no others. 

“Let us leave off singing,” said Bertha; “it has too great an effect upon me. Come to the 

window; we can do needlework until the evening.” 

“Ah! dear cousin of my soul, I don’t know how to hold the needle in my fingers, having been 

accustomed, to my perdition to do something else with them.” 

“Eh! what did you do then all day long?” 

“Ah! I yielded to the current of love, which makes days seem Instants, months seem days, and 

years months; and if it could last, would gulp down eternity like a strawberry, seeing that it is all 

youth and fragrance, sweetness and endless joy.” 

Then the youth dropped his beautiful eyelids over his eyes, and remained as melancholy as a 

poor lady who has been abandoned by her lover, who weeps for him, wishes to kiss him, and 

would pardon his perfidy, if he would but seek once again the sweet path to his once-loved fold. 

“Cousin, does love blossom in the married state?” 

“Oh no,” said Sylvia; “because in the married state everything is duty, but in love everything 

is done in perfect freedom of heart. This difference communicates an indescribable soft balm to 

those caresses which are the flowers of love.” 

“Cousin, let us change the conversation; it affects me more than did the music.” 

She called hastily to a servant to bring her boy to her, who came, and when Sylvia saw him, 

she exclaimed— 

“Ah! the little dear, he is as beautiful as love.” 

Then she kissed him heartily upon the forehead. 

“Come, my little one,” said the mother, as the child clambered into her lap. “Thou art thy 

mother’s blessing, her unclouded joy, the delight of her every hour, her crown, her jewel, her 

own pure pearl, her spotless soul, her treasure, her morning and evening star, her only flame, and 

her heart’s darling. Give me thy hands, that I may eat them; give me thine ears, that I may bite 

them; give me thy head, that I may kiss thy curls. Be happy sweet flower of my body, that I may 

be happy too.” 

“Ah! cousin,” said Sylvia, “you are speaking the language of love to him.” 

“Love is a child then?” 

“Yes, cousin; therefore the heathen always portrayed him as a little boy.” 

And with many other remarks fertile in the imagery of love, the two pretty cousins amused 

themselves until supper time, playing with the child. 

“Would you like to have another?” whispered Jehan, at an opportune moment, into his 

cousin’s ear, which he touched with his warm lips. 



“Ah! Sylvia! for that I would ensure a hundred years of purgatory, if it would only please God 

to give me that joy. But in spite of the work, labour, and industry of my spouse, which causes me 

much pain, my waist does not vary in size. Alas! It is nothing to have but one child. If I hear the 

sound of a cry in the castle, my heart beats ready to burst. I fear man and beast alike for this 

innocent darling; I dread volts, passes, and manual exercises; in fact, I dread everything. I live 

not in myself, but in him alone. And, alas! I like to endure these miseries, because when I fidget, 

and tremble, it is a sign that my offspring is safe and sound. To be brief—for I am never weary 

of talking on this subject—I believe that my breath is in him, and not in myself.” 

With these words she hugged him to her breasts, as only mothers know how to hug children, 

with a spiritual force that is felt only in their hearts. If you doubt this, watch a cat carrying her 

kittens in her mouth, not one of them gives a single mew. The youthful gallant, who had certain 

fears about watering this fair, unfertile plain, was reassured by this speech. He thought then that 

it would only be following the commandments of God to win this saint to love; and he thought 

right. At night Bertha asked her cousin—according to the old custom, to which the ladies of our 

day object—to keep her company in her big seigneurial bed. To which request Sylvia replied—in 

order to keep up the role of a well-born maiden—that nothing would give her greater pleasure. 

The curfew rang, and found the two cousins in a chamber richly ornamented with carpeting, 

fringes, and royal tapestries, and Bertha began gracefully to disarray herself, assisted by her 

women. You can imagine that her companion modestly declined their services, and told her 

cousin, with a little blush, that she was accustomed to undress herself ever since she had lost the 

services of her dearly beloved, who had put her out of conceit with feminine fingers by his gentle 

ways; that these preparations brought back the pretty speeches he used to make, and his merry 

pranks while playing the lady’s-maid; and that to her injury, the memory of all these things 

brought the water into her mouth. 

This discourse considerably astonished the lady Bertha, who let her cousin say her prayers, 

and make other preparations for the night beneath the curtains of the bed, into which my lord, 

inflamed with desire, soon tumbled, happy at being able to catch an occasional glimpse of the 

wondrous charms of the chatelaine, which were in no way injured. Bertha, believing herself to be 

with an experienced girl, did not omit any of the usual practices; she washed her feet, not 

minding whether she raised them little or much, exposed her delicate little shoulders, and did as 

all the ladies do when they are retiring to rest. At last she came to bed, and settled herself 

comfortably in it, kissing her cousin on the lips, which she found remarkably warm. 

“Are you unwell, Sylvia, that you burn so?” said she. 

“I always burn like that when I go to bed,” replied her companion, “because at that time there 

comes back to my memory the pretty little tricks that he invented to please me, and which make 

me burn still more.” 

“Ah! cousin, tell me all about this he. Tell all the sweets of love to me, who live beneath the 

shadow of a hoary head, of which the snows keep me from such warm feelings. Tell me all; you 

are cured. It will be a good warning to me, and then your misfortunes will have been a salutary 

lesson to two poor weak women.” 

“I do not know I ought to obey you, sweet cousin,” said the youth. 

“Tell me, why not?” 

“Ah! deeds are better than words,” said the false maiden, heaving a deep sigh as the ut of an 

organ. “But I am afraid that this milord has encumbered me with so much joy that you may get a 



little of it, which would be enough to give you a daughter, since the power of engendering is 

weakened in me.” 

“But,” said Bertha, “between us, would it be a sin?” 

“It would be, on the contrary, a joy both here and in heaven; the angels would shed their 

fragrance around you, and make sweet music in your ears.” 

“Tell me quickly, then,” said Bertha. 

“Well, then, this is how my dear lord made my heart rejoice.” 

With these words Jehan took Bertha in his arms, and strained her hungering to his heart, for in 

the soft light of the lamp, and clothed with the spotless linen, she was in this tempting bed, like 

the pretty petals of a lily at the bottom of the virgin calyx. 

“When he held me as I hold thee he said to me, with a voice far sweeter than mine, ‘Ah, 

Bertha, thou art my eternal love, my priceless treasure, my joy by day and my joy by night; thou 

art fairer than the day is day; there is naught so pretty as thou art. I love thee more than God, and 

would endure a thousand deaths for the happiness I ask of thee!’ Then he would kiss me, not 

after the manner of husbands, which is rough, but in a peculiar dove-like fashion.” 

To show her there and then how much better was the method of lovers, he sucked all the 

honey from Bertha’s lips, and taught her how, with her pretty tongue, small and rosy as that of a 

cat, she could speak to the heart without saying a single word, and becoming exhausted at this 

game, Jehan spread the fire of his kisses from the mouth to the neck, from the neck to the 

sweetest forms that ever a woman gave a child to slake its thirst upon. And whoever had been in 

his place would have thought himself a wicked man not to imitate him. 

“Ah!” said Bertha, fast bound in love without knowing it; “this is better. I must take care to 

tell Imbert about it.” 

“Are you in your proper senses, cousin? Say nothing about it to your old husband. How could 

he make his hands pleasant like mine? They are as hard as washerwoman’s beetles, and his 

piebald beard would hardly please this centre of bliss, that rose in which lies our wealth, our 

substance, our loves, and our fortune. Do you know that it is a living flower, which should be 

fondled thus, and not used like a trombone, or as if it were a catapult of war? Now this was the 

gentle way of my beloved Englishman.” 

Thus saying, the handsome youth comported himself so bravely in the battle that victory 

crowned his efforts, and poor innocent Bertha exclaimed— 

“Ah! cousin, the angels are come! but so beautiful is the music, that I hear nothing else, and so 

flaming are their luminous rays, that my eyes are closing.” 

And, indeed, she fainted under the burden of those joys of love which burst forth in her like 

the highest notes of the organ, which glistened like the most magnificent aurora, which flowed in 

her veins like the finest musk, and loosened the liens of her life in giving her a child of love, who 

made a great deal of confusion in taking up his quarters. Finally, Bertha imagined herself to be in 

Paradise, so happy did she feel; and woke from this beautiful dream in the arms of Jehan, 

exclaiming— 

“Ah! who would not have been married in England!” 

“My sweet mistress,” said Jehan, whose ecstasy was sooner over, “you are married to me in 

France, where things are managed still better, for I am a man who would give a thousand lives 

for you if he had them.” 



Poor Bertha gave a shriek so sharp that it pierced the walls, and leapt out of bed like a 

mountebank of the plains of Egypt would have done. She fell upon her knees before her Prie-

Dieu, joined her hands, and wept more pearls than ever Mary Magdalene wore. 

“Ah! I am dead” she cried; “I am deceived by a devil who has taken the face of an angel. I am 

lost; I am the mother for certain of a beautiful child, without being more guilty than you, 

Madame the Virgin. Implore the pardon of God for me, if I have not that of men upon earth; or 

let me die, so that I may not blush before my lord and master.” 

Hearing that she said nothing against him, Jehan rose, quite aghast to see Bertha take this 

charming dance for two so to heart. But the moment she heard her Gabriel moving she sprang 

quickly to her feet, regarded him with a tearful face, and her eye illumined with a holy anger, 

which made her more lovely to look upon, exclaimed— 

“If you advance a single step towards me, I will make one towards death!” 

And she took her stiletto in her hand. 

So heartrending was the tragic spectacle of her grief that Jehan answered her— 

“It is not for thee but for me to die, my dear, beautiful mistress, more dearly loved than will 

ever woman be again upon this earth.” 

“If you had truly loved me you would not have killed me as you have, for I will die sooner 

than be reproached by my husband.” 

“Will you die?” said he. 

“Assuredly,” said she. 

“Now, if I am here pierced with a thousand blows, you will have your husband’s pardon, to 

whom you will say that if your innocence was surprised, you have avenged his honour by killing 

the man who had deceived you; and it will be the greatest happiness that could ever befall me to 

die for you, the moment you refuse to live for me.” 

Hearing this tender discourse spoken with tears, Bertha dropped the dagger; Jehan sprang 

upon it, and thrust it into his breast, saying— 

“Such happiness can be paid for but with death.” 

And fell stiff and stark. 

Bertha, terrified, called aloud for her maid. The servant came, and terribly alarmed to see a 

wounded man in Madame’s chamber, and Madame holding him up, crying and saying, “What 

have you done, my love?” because she believed he was dead, and remembered her vanished joys, 

and thought how beautiful Jehan must be, since everyone, even Imbert, believed him to be a girl. 

In her sorrow she confessed all to her maid, sobbing and crying out, “that it was quite enough to 

have upon her mind the life of a child without having the death of a man as well.” Hearing this 

the poor lover tried to open his eyes, and only succeeded in showing a little bit of the white of 

them. 

“Ha! Madame, don’t cry out,” said the servant, “let us keep our senses together and save this 

pretty knight. I will go and seek La Fallotte, in order not to let any physician or surgeon into the 

secret, and as she is a sorceress she will, to please Madame, perform the miracle of healing this 

wound so not a trace of it shall remain. 

“Run!” replied Bertha. “I will love you, and will pay you well for this assistance.” 

But before anything else was done the lady and her maid agreed to be silent about this 

adventure, and hide Jehan from every eye. Then the servant went out into the night to seek La 



Fallotte, and was accompanied by her mistress as far as the postern, because the guard could not 

raise the portcullis without Bertha’s special order. Bertha found on going back that her lover had 

fainted, for the blood was flowing from the wound. At the sight she drank a little of his blood, 

thinking that Jehan had shed it for her. Affected by this great love and by the danger, she kissed 

this pretty varlet of pleasure on the face, bound up his wound, bathing it with her tears, 

beseeching him not to die, and exclaiming that if he would live she would love him with all her 

heart. You can imagine that the chatelaine became still more enamoured while observing what a 

difference there was between a young knight like Jehan, white, downy, and agreeable, and an old 

fellow like Imbert, bristly, yellow, and wrinkled. This difference brought back to her memory 

that which she had found in the pleasure of love. Moved by this souvenir, her kisses became so 

warm that Jehan came back to his senses, his look improved, and he could see Bertha, from 

whom in a feeble voice he asked forgiveness. But Bertha forbade him to speak until La Fallotte 

had arrived. Then both of them consumed the time by loving each other with their eyes, since in 

those of Bertha there was nothing but compassion, and on these occasions pity is akin to love. 



 



La Fallotte was a hunchback, vehemently suspected of dealings in necromancy, and of riding 

to nocturnal orgies on a broomstick, according to the custom of witches. Certain persons had 

seen her putting the harness on her broom in the stable, which, as everyone knows is on the 

housetops. To tell the truth, she possessed certain medical secrets, and was of such great service 

to ladies in certain things, and to the nobles, that she lived in perfect tranquillity, without giving 

up the ghost on a pile of fagots, but on a feather bed, for she had made a hatful of money, 

although the physicians tormented her by declaring that she sold poisons, which was certainly 

true, as will be shown in the sequel. The servant and La Fallotte came on the same ass, making 

such haste that they arrived at the castle before the day had fully dawned. 

The old hunchback exclaimed, as she entered the chamber, “Now then, my children, what is 

the matter?” 

This was her manner, which was familiar with great people, who appeared very small to her. 

She put on her spectacles, and carefully examined the wound, saying— 

“This is fine blood, my dear; you have tasted it. That’s all right, he has bled externally.” 

Then she washed the wound with a fine sponge, under the nose of the lady and the servant, 

who held their breath. To be brief, Fallotte gave it as her medical opinion, that the youth would 

not die from this blow, “although,” said she, looking at his hand, “he will come to a violent end 

through this night’s deed.” 

This decree of chiromancy frightened considerably both Bertha and the maid. Fallotte 

prescribed certain remedies, and promised to come again the following night. Indeed, she tended 

the wound for a whole fortnight, coming secretly at night-time. The people about the castle were 

told by the servants that their young lady, Sylvia de Rohan, was in danger of death, through a 

swelling of the stomach, which must remain a mystery for the honour of Madame, who was her 

cousin. Each one was satisfied with this story, of which his mouth was so full that he told it to his 

fellows. 

The good people believe that it was the malady which was fraught with danger; but it was not! 

it was the convalescence, for the stronger Jehan grew, the weaker Bertha became, and so weak 

that she allowed herself to drift into that Paradise the gates of which Jehan had opened for her. 

To be brief, she loved him more and more. But in the midst of her happiness, always mingled 

with apprehension at the menacing words of Fallotte, and tormented by her great religion, she 

was in great fear of her husband, Imbert, to whom she was compelled to write that he had given 

her a child, who would be ready to delight him on his return. Poor Bertha avoided her lover, 

Jehan, during the day on which she wrote the lying letter, over which she soaked her 

handkerchief with tears. Finding himself avoided (for they had previously left each other no 

more than fire leaves the wood it has bitten) Jehan believed that she was beginning to hate him, 

and straightway he cried too. In the evening Bertha, touched by his tears, which had left their 

mark upon his eyes, although he had well dried them, told him the cause of her sorrow, mingling 

therewith her confessions of her terrors for the future, pointing out to him how much they were 

both to blame, and discoursing so beautifully to him, gave utterance to such Christian sentences, 

ornamented with holy tears and contrite prayers, that Jehan was touched to the quick by the 

sincerity of his mistress. This love innocently united to repentance, this nobility in sin, this 

mixture of weakness and strength, would, as the old authors say, have changed the nature of a 

tiger, melting it to pity. You will not be astonished then, that Jehan was compelled to pledge his 

word as a knight-bachelor, to obey her in what ever she should command him, to save her in this 



world and in the next. Delighted at this confidence in her, and this goodness of heart, Bertha cast 

herself at Jehan’s feet, and kissing them, exclaimed— 

“Oh! my love, whom I am compelled to love, although it is a mortal sin to do so, thou who art 

so good, so gentle to thy poor Bertha, if thou wouldst have her always think of thee with 

pleasure, and stop the torrent of her tears, whose source is so pretty and so pleasant (here, to 

show him that it was so, she let him steal a kiss)—Jehan, if thou wouldst that the memory of our 

celestial joys, angel music, and the fragrance of love should be a consolation to me in my 

loneliness rather than a torment, do that which the Virgin commanded me to order thee in a 

dream, in which I was beseeching her to direct me in the present case, for I had asked her to 

come to me, and she had come. Then I told her the horrible anguish I should endure, trembling 

for this little one, whose movements I already feel, and for the real father, who would be at the 

mercy of the other, and might expiate his paternity by a violent death, since it is possible that La 

Fallotte saw clearly into his future life. Then the beautiful Virgin told me, smiling, that the 

Church offered its forgiveness for our faults if we followed her commandments; that it was 

necessary to save one’s self from the pains of hell, by reforming before Heaven became angry. 

Then with her finger she showed me a Jehan like thee, but dressed as thou shouldst be, and as 

thou wilt be, if thou does but love thy Bertha with a love eternal.” 

Jehan assured her of his perfect obedience, and raised her, seating her on his knee, and kissing 

her. The unhappy Bertha told him then that this garment was a monk’s frock, and trembling 

besought him —almost fearing a refusal—to enter the Church, and retire to Marmoustier, beyond 

Tours, pledging him her word that she would grant him a last night, after which she would be 

neither for him nor for anyone else in the world again. And each year, as a reward for this, she 

would let him come to her one day, in order that he might see the child. Jehan, bound by his oath, 

promised to obey his mistress, saying that by this means he would be faithful to her, and would 

experience no joys of love but those tasted in her divine embrace, and would live upon the dear 

remembrance of them. Hearing these sweet words, Bertha declared to him that, however great 

might have been her sin, and whatever God reserved for her, this happiness would enable her to 

support it, since she believed she had not fallen through a man, but through an angel. 

Then they returned to the nest which contained their love but only to bid a final adieu to all 

their lovely flowers. There can be but little doubt that Seigneur Cupid had something to do with 

this festival, for no woman ever experienced such joy in any part of the world before, and no 

man ever took as much. The especial property of true love is a certain harmony, which brings it 

about that the more one gives, the more the other receives, and vice-versa, as in certain cases in 

mathematics, where things are multiplied by themselves without end. This problem can only be 

explained to unscientific people, by asking them to look into their Venetian glasses, in which are 

to be seen thousands of faces produced by one alone. Thus, in the heart of two lovers, the roses 

of pleasure multiply within them in a manner which causes them to be astonished that so much 

joy can be contained, without anything bursting. Bertha and Jehan would have wished in this 

night to have finished their days, and thought, from the excessive languor which flowed in their 

veins, that love had resolved to bear them away on his wings with the kiss of death; but they held 

out in spite of these numerous multiplications. 

On the morrow, as the return of Monsieur Imbert de Bastarnay was close at hand, the lady 

Sylvia was compelled to depart. The poor girl left her cousin, covering her with tears and with 

kisses; it was always her last, but the last lasted till evening. Then he was compelled to leave her, 

and he did leave her although the blood of his heart congealed, like the fallen wax of a Paschal 

candle. According to his promise, he wended his way towards Marmoustier, which he entered 



towards the eleventh hour of the day, and was placed among the novices. Monseigneur de 

Bastarnay was informed that Sylvia had returned to the Lord which is the signification of le 

Seigneur in the English language; and therefore in this Bertha did not lie. 

The joy of her husband, when he saw Bertha without her waistband—she could not wear it, so 

much had she increased in size—commenced the martyrdom of this poor woman, who did not 

know how to deceive, and who, at each false word, went to her Prie-Dieu, wept her blood away 

from her eyes in tears, burst into prayers, and recommended herself to the graces of Messieurs 

the Saints in paradise. It happened that she cried so loudly to God that He heard her, because He 

hears everything; He hears the stones that roll beneath the waters, the poor who groan, and the 

flies who wing their way through the air. It is well that you should know this, otherwise you 

would not believe in what happened. God commanded the archangel Michael to make for this 

penitent a hell upon earth, so that she might enter without dispute into Paradise. Then St. 

Michael descended from the skies as far as the gate of hell, and handed over this triple soul to the 

devil, telling him that he had permission to torment it during the rest of her days, at the same 

time indicating to him Bertha, Jehan and the child. 

The devil, who by the will of God, is lord of all evil, told the archangel that he would obey the 

message. During this heavenly arrangement life went on as usual here below. The sweet lady of 

Bastarnay gave the most beautiful child in the world to the Sire Imbert, a boy all lilies and roses, 

of great intelligence, like a little Jesus, merry and arch as a pagan love. He became more 

beautiful day by day, while the elder was turning into an ape, like his father, whom he painfully 

resembled. The younger boy was as bright as a star, and resembled his father and mother, whose 

corporeal and spiritual perfections had produced a compound of illustrious graces and 

marvellous intelligence. Seeing this perpetual miracle of body and mind blended with the 

essential conditions, Bastarnay declared that for his eternal salvation he would like to make the 

younger the elder, and that he would do with the king’s protection. Bertha did not know what to 

do, for she adored the child of Jehan, and could only feel a feeble affection for the other, whom, 

nevertheless she protected against the evil intentions of the old fellow, Bastarnay. 

Bertha, satisfied with the way things were going, quieted her conscience with falsehood, and 

thought that all danger was past, since twelve years had elapsed with no other alloy than the 

doubt which at times embittered her joy. Each year, according to her pledged faith, the monk of 

Marmoustier, who was unknown to everyone except the servant-maid, came to pass a whole day 

at the chateau to see his child, although Bertha had many times besought brother Jehan to yield 

his right. But Jehan pointed to the child, saying, “You see him every day of the year, and I only 

once!” And the poor mother could find no word to answer this speech with. 

A few months before the last rebellion of the Dauphin Louis against his father, the boy was 

treading closely on the heels of his twelfth year, and appeared likely to become a great savant, so 

learned was he in all the sciences. Old Bastarnay had never been more delighted at having been a 

father in his life, and resolved to take his son with him to the Court of Burgundy, where Duke 

Charles promised to make for this well-beloved son a position, which should be the envy of 

princes, for he was not at all averse to clever people. Seeing matters thus arranged, the devil 

judged the time to be ripe for his mischiefs. He took his tail and flapped it right into the middle 

of this happiness, so that he could stir it up in his own peculiar way. 

III HORRIBLE CHASTISEMENT OF BERTHA AND EXPIATION OF THE SAME, WHO 

DIED PARDONED 



The servant of the lady of Bastarnay, who was then about five-and-thirty years old, fell in love 

with one of the master’s men-at-arms, and was silly enough to let him take loaves out of the 

oven, until there resulted therefrom a natural swelling, which certain wags in these parts call a 

nine months’ dropsy. The poor woman begged her mistress to intercede for her with the master, 

so that he might compel this wicked man to finish at the altar that which he had commenced 

elsewhere. Madame de Bastarnay had no difficulty in obtaining this favour from him, and the 

servant was quite satisfied. But the old warrior, who was always extremely rough, hastened into 

his pretorium, and blew him up sky-high, ordering him, under the pain of the gallows, to marry 

the girl; which the soldier preferred to do, thinking more of his neck than of his peace of mind. 

Bastarnay sent also for the female, to whom he imagined, for the honour of his house, he 

ought to sing a litany, mixed with epithets and ornamented with extremely strong expressions, 

and made her think, by way of punishment, that she was not going to be married, but flung into 

one of the cells in the jail. The girl fancied that Madame wanted to get rid of her, in order to inter 

the secret of the birth of her beloved son. With this impression, when the old ape said such 

outrageous things to her—namely, that he must have been a fool to keep a harlot in his house—

she replied that he certainly was a very big fool, seeing that for a long time past his wife had 

been played the harlot, and with a monk too, which was the worst thing that could happen to a 

warrior. 

Think of the greatest storm you ever saw it in your life, and you will have a weak sketch of the 

furious rage into which the old man fell, when thus assailed in a portion of his heart which was a 

triple life. He seized the girl by the throat, and would have killed her there and then, but she, to 

prove her story, detailed the how, the why, and the when, and said that if he had no faith in her, 

he could have the evidence of his own ears by hiding himself the day that Father Jehan de 

Sacchez, the prior of Marmoustier, came. He would then hear the words of the father, who 

solaced herself for his year’s fast, and in one day kissed his son for the rest of the year. 

Imbert ordered this woman instantly to leave the castle, since, if her accusation were true, he 

would kill her just as though she had invented a tissue of lies. In an instant he had given her a 

hundred crowns, besides her man, enjoining them not to sleep in Touraine; and for greater 

security, they were conducted into Burgundy, by de Bastarnay’s officers. He informed his wife 

of their departure, saying, that as her servant was a damaged article he had thought it best to get 

rid of her, but had given her a hundred crowns, and found employment for the man at the Court 

of Burgundy. Bertha was astonished to learn that her maid had left the castle without receiving 

her dismissal from herself, her mistress; but she said nothing. Soon afterwards she had other fish 

to fry, for she became a prey to vague apprehensions, because her husband completely changed 

in his manner, commenced to notice the likeness of his first-born to himself, and could find 

nothing resembling his nose, or his forehead, his this, or his that, in the youngest he loved so 

well. 

“He is my very image,” replied Bertha one day that he was throwing out these hints. “Know 

you not that in well regulated households, children are formed from the father and mother, each 

in turn, or often from both together, because the mother mingles her qualities with the vital force 

of the father? Some physicians declare that they have known many children born without any 

resemblance to either father or mother, and attribute these mysteries to the whim of the 

Almighty.” 

“You have become very learned, my dear,” replied Bastarnay; “but I, who am an ignoramus, I 

should fancy that a child who resembles a monk—” 



“Had a monk for a father!” said Bertha, looking at him with an unflinching gaze, although ice 

rather than blood was coursing through her veins. 

The old fellow thought he was mistaken, and cursed the servant; but he was none the less 

determined to make sure of the affair. As the day of Father Jehan’s visit was close at hand, 

Bertha, whose suspicions were aroused by this speech, wrote him that it was her wish that he 

should not come this year, without, however, telling him her reason; then she went in search of 

La Fallotte at Loches, who was to give her letter to Jehan, and believed everything was safe for 

the present. She was all the more pleased at having written to her friend the prior, when Imbert, 

who, towards the time appointed for the poor monk’s annual treat, had always been accustomed 

to take a journey into the province of Maine, where he had considerable property, remained this 

time at home, giving as his reason the preparations for rebellion which monseigneur Louis was 

then making against his father, who as everyone knows, was so cut up at this revolt that it caused 

his death. This reason was so good a one, that poor Bertha was quite satisfied with it, and did not 

trouble herself. On the regular day, however, the prior arrived as usual. Bertha seeing him, turned 

pale, and asked him if he had not received her message. 

“What message?” said Jehan. 

“Ah! we are lost then; the child, thou, and I,” replied Bertha. 

“Why so?” said the prior. 

“I know not,” said she; “but our last day has come.” 

She inquired of her dearly beloved son where Bastarnay was. The young man told her that his 

father had been sent for by a special messenger to Loches, and would not be back until evening. 

Thereupon Jehan wished, is spite of his mistress, to remain with her and his dear son, asserting 

that no harm would come of it, after the lapse of twelve years, since the birth of their boy. 

The days when that adventurous night you know of was celebrated, Bertha stayed in her room 

with the poor monk until supper time. But on this occasion the lovers—hastened by the 

apprehensions of Bertha, which was shared by Jehan directly she had informed him of them—

dined immediately, although the prior of Marmoustier reassured Bertha by pointing out to her the 

privileges of the Church, and how Bastarnay, already in bad odour at court, would be afraid to 

attack a dignitary of Marmoustier. When they were sitting down to table their little one happened 

to be playing, and in spite of the reiterated prayers of his mother, would not stop his games, since 

he was galloping about the courtyard on a fine Spanish barb, which Duke Charles of Burgundy 

had presented to Bastarnay. And because young lads like to show off, varlets make themselves 

bachelors at arms, and bachelors wish to play the knight, this boy was delighted at being able to 

show the monk what a man he was becoming; he made the horse jump like a flea in the 

bedclothes, and sat as steady as a trooper in the saddle. 

“Let him have his way, my darling,” said the monk to Bertha. “Disobedient children often 

become great characters.” 

Bertha ate sparingly, for her heart was as swollen as a sponge in water. At the first mouthful, 

the monk, who was a great scholar, felt in his stomach a pain, and on his palette a bitter taste of 

poison that caused him to suspect that the Sire de Bastarnay had given them all their quietus. 

Before he had made this discovery Bertha had eaten. Suddenly the monk pulled off the tablecloth 

and flung everything into the fireplace, telling Bertha his suspicion. Bertha thanked the Virgin 

that her son had been so taken up with his sport. Retaining his presence of mind, Jehan, who had 

not forgotten the lesson he had learned as a page, leaped into the courtyard, lifted his son from 

the horse, sprang across it himself, and flew across the country with such speed that you would 



have thought him a shooting-star if you had seen him digging the spurs into the horse’s bleeding 

flanks, and he was at Loches in Fallotte’s house in the same space of time that only the devil 

could have done the journey. He stated the case to her in two words, for the poison was already 

frying his marrow, and requested her to give him an antidote. 

“Alas,” said the sorceress, “had I known that it was for you I was giving this poison, I would 

have received in my breast the dagger’s point, with which I was threatened, and would have 

sacrificed my poor life to save that of a man of God, and of the sweetest woman that ever 

blossomed on this earth; for alas! my dear friend, I have only two drops of the counter-poison 

that you see in this phial.” 

“Is there enough for her?” 

“Yes, but go at once,” said the old hag. 

The monk came back more quickly that he went, so that the horse died under him in the 

courtyard. He rushed into the room where Bertha, believing her last hour to be come, was kissing 

her son, and writhing like a lizard in the fire, uttering no cry for herself, but for the child, left to 

the wrath of Bastarnay, forgetting her own agony at the thought of his cruel future. 

“Take this,” said the monk; “my life is saved!” 

Jehan had the great courage to say these words with an unmoved face, although he felt the 

claws of death seizing his heart. Hardly had Bertha drunk when the prior fell dead, not, however, 

without kissing his son, and regarding his dear lady with an eye that changed not even after his 

last sigh. This sight turned her as cold as marble, and terrified her so much that she remained 

rigid before this dead man, stretched at her feet, pressing the hand of her child, who wept, 

although her own eye was as dry as the Red Sea when the Hebrews crossed it under the 

leadership of Baron Moses, for it seemed to her that she had sharp sand rolling under her eyelids. 

Pray for her, ye charitable souls, for never was woman so agonised, in divining that her lover has 

saved her life at the expense of his own. Aided by her son, she herself placed the monk in the 

middle of the bed, and stood by the side of it, praying with the boy, whom she then told that the 

prior was his true father. In this state she waited her evil hour, and her evil hour did not take long 

in coming, for towards the eleventh hour Bastarnay arrived, and was informed at the portcullis 

that the monk was dead, and not Madame and the child, and he saw his beautiful Spanish horse 

lying dead. Thereupon, seized with a furious desire to slay Bertha and the monk’s bastard, he 

sprang up the stairs with one bound; but at the sight of the corpse, for whom his wife and her son 

repeated incessant litanies, having no ears for his torrent of invective, having no eyes for his 

writhings and threats, he had no longer the courage to perpetrate this dark deed. After the first 

fury of his rage had passed, he could not bring himself to it, and quitted the room like a coward 

and a man taken in crime, stung to the quick by those prayers continuously said for the monk. 

The night was passed in tears, groans, and prayers. 

By an express order from Madame, her servant had been to Loches to purchase for her the 

attire of a young lady of quality, and for her poor child a horse and the arms of an esquire; 

noticing which the Sieur de Bastarnay was much astonished. He sent for Madame and the 

monk’s son, but neither mother nor child returned any answer, but quietly put on the clothes 

purchased by the servant. By Madame’s order this servant made up the account of her effects, 

arranged her clothes, purples, jewels, and diamonds, as the property of a widow is arranged when 

she renounces her rights. Bertha ordered even her alms-purse be included, in order that the 

ceremony might be perfect. The report of these preparations ran through the house, and everyone 

knew then that the mistress was about to leave it, a circumstance that filled every heart with 



sorrow, even that of a little scullion, who had only been a week in the place, but to whom 

Madame had already given a kind word. 

Frightened at these preparations, old Bastarnay came into her chamber, and found her weeping 

over the body of Jehan, for the tears had come at last; but she dried them directly she perceived 

her husband. To his numerous questions she replied briefly by the confession of her fault, telling 

him how she had been duped, how the poor page had been distressed, showing him upon the 

corpse the mark of the poniard wound; how long he had been getting well; and how, in 

obedience to her, and from penitence towards God, he had entered the Church, abandoning the 

glorious career of a knight, putting an end to his name, which was certainly worse than death; 

how she, while avenging her honour, had thought that even God himself would not have refused 

the monk one day in the year to see the son for whom he had sacrificed everything; how, not 

wishing to live with a murderer, she was about to quit his house, leaving all her property behind 

her; because, if the honour of the Bastarnays was stained, it was not she who had brought the 

shame about; because in this calamity she had arranged matters as best she could; finally, she 

added a vow to go over mountain and valley, she and her son, until all was expiated, for she 

knew how to expiate all. 

Having with noble mien and a pale face uttered these beautiful words, she took her child by 

the hand and went out in great mourning, more magnificently beautiful than was Mademoiselle 

Hagar on her departure from the residence of the patriarch Abraham, and so proudly, that all the 

servants and retainers fell on their knees as she passed along, imploring her with joined hands, 

like Notre Dame de la Riche. It was pitiful to see the Sieur de Bastarnay following her, ashamed, 

weeping, confessing himself to blame, and downcast and despairing, like a man being led to the 

gallows, there to be turned off. 

And Bertha turned a deaf ear to everything. The desolation was so great that she found the 

drawbridge lowered, and hastened to quit the castle, fearing that it might be suddenly raised 

again; but no one had the right or the heart to do it. She sat down on the curb of the moat, in view 

of the whole castle, who begged her, with tears, to stay. The poor sire was standing with his hand 

upon the chain of the portcullis, as silent as the stone saints carved above the door. He saw 

Bertha order her son to shake the dust from his shoes at the end of the bridge, in order to have 

nothing belonging to Bastarnay about him; and she did likewise. Then, indicating the sire to her 

son with her finger, she spoke to him as follows— 

“Child, behold the murderer of thy father, who was, as thou art aware, the poor prior; but thou 

hast taken the name of this man. Give it him back here, even as thou leavest the dust taken by the 

shoes from his castle. For the food that thou hast had in the castle, by God’s help we will also 

settle.” 

Hearing this, Bastarnay would have let his wife receive a whole monastery of monks in order 

not to be abandoned by her, and by a young squire capable of becoming the honour of his house, 

and remained with his head sunk down against the chains. 

The heart of Bertha was suddenly filled with holy solace, for the banner of the great monastery 

turned the corner of a road across the fields, and appeared accompanied by the chants of the 

Church, which burst forth like heavenly music. The monks, informed of the murder perpetrated 

on their well-beloved prior, came in procession, assisted by the ecclesiastical justice, to claim his 

body. When he saw this, the Sire de Bastarnay had barely that time to make for the postern with 

his men, and set out towards Monseigneur Louis, leaving everything in confusion. 



Poor Bertha, en croup behind her son, came to Montbazon to bid her father farewell, telling 

him that this blow would be her death, and was consoled by those of her family who 

endeavoured to raise her spirits, but were unable to do so. The old Sire de Rohan presented his 

grandson with a splendid suit of armour, telling him to acquire glory and honour that he might 

turn his mother’s faults into eternal renown. But Madame de Bastarnay had implanted in the 

mind of her dear son no other idea than of atoning for the harm done, in order to save her and 

Jehan from eternal damnation. Both then set out for the places then in a state of rebellion, in 

order to render such service to Bastarnay that he would receive from them more than life itself. 

Now the heat of the sedition was, as everyone knows, in the neighbourhood of Angouleme, 

and of Bordeaux in Guienne, and other parts of the kingdom, where great battles and severe 

conflicts between the rebels and the royal armies was likely to take place. The principal one 

which finished the war was given between Ruffec and Angouleme, where all the prisoners taken 

were tried and hanged. This battle, commanded by old Bastarnay, took place in the month of 

November, seven months after the poisoning of Jehan. Now the Baron knew that his head had 

been strongly recommended as one to be cut off, he being the right hand of Monsiegneur Louis. 

Directly his men began to fall back, the old fellow found himself surrounded by six men 

determined to seize him. Then he understood that they wished to take him alive, in order to 

proceed against his house, ruin his name, and confiscate his property. The poor sire preferred 

rather to die and save his family, and present the domains to his son. He defended himself like 

the brave old lion that he was. In spite of their number, these said soldiers, seeing three of their 

comrades fall, were obliged to attack Bastarnay at the risk of killing him, and threw themselves 

together upon him, after having laid low two of his equerries and a page. 

In this extreme danger an esquire wearing the arms of Rohan, fell upon the assailants like a 

thunderbolt, and killed two of them, crying, “God save the Bastarnays!” The third man-at-arms, 

who had already seized old Bastarnay, was so hard pressed by this squire, that he was obliged to 

leave the elder and turn against the younger, to whom he gave a thrust with his dagger through a 

flaw in his armour. Bastarnay was too good a comrade to fly without assisting the liberator of his 

house, who was badly wounded. With a blow of his mace he killed the man-at-arms, seized the 

squire, lifted him on to his horse, and gained the open, accompanied by a guide, who led him to 

the castle of Roche-Foucauld, which he entered by night, and found in the great room Bertha de 

Rohan, who had arranged this retreat for him. But on removing the helmet of his rescuer, he 

recognised the son of Jehan, who expired upon the table, as by a final effort he kissed his mother, 

and saying in a loud voice to her— 

“Mother, we have paid the debt we owed him!” 

Hearing these words, the mother clasped the body of her loved child to her heart, and 

separated from him never again, for she died of grief, without hearing or heeding the pardon and 

repentance of Bastarnay. 

The strange calamity hastened the last day of the poor old man, who did not live to see the 

coronation of King Louis the Eleventh. He founded a daily mass in the Church of Roche-

Foucauld, where in the same grave he placed mother and son, with a large tombstone, upon 

which their lives are much honoured in the Latin language. 

The morals which any one can deduce from this history are the most profitable for the conduct 

of life, since this shows how gentlemen should be courteous with the dearly beloveds of their 

wives. Further, it teaches us that all children are blessings sent by God Himself, and over them 

fathers, whether true or false, have no right of murder, as was formerly the case at Rome, owing 



to a heathen and abominable law, which ill became that Christianity which makes us all sons of 

God. 

 

 

 

  



HOW THE PRETTY MAID OF PORTILLON CONVINCED HER JUDGE 

The Maid of Portillon, who became as everyone knows, La Tascherette, was, before she 

became a dyer, a laundress at the said place of Portillon, from which she took her name. If any 

there be who do not know Tours, it may be as well to state that Portillon is down the Loire, on 

the same side as St. Cyr, about as far from the bridge which leads to the cathedral of Tours as 

said bridge is distant from Marmoustier, since the bridge is in the centre of the embankment 

between Portillon and Marmoustier. Do you thoroughly understand? 

Yes? Good! Now the maid had there her washhouse, from which she ran to the Loire with her 

washing in a second and took the ferry-boat to get to St. Martin, which was on the other side of 

the river, for she had to deliver the greater part of her work in Chateauneuf and other places. 

About Midsummer day, seven years before marrying old Taschereau, she had just reached the 

right age to be loved, without making a choice from any of the lads who pursued her with their 

intentions. Although there used to come to the bench under her window the son of Rabelais, who 

had seven boats on the Loire, Jehan’s eldest, Marchandeau the tailor, and Peccard the 

ecclesiastical goldsmith, she made fun of them all, because she wished to be taken to church 

before burthening herself with a man, which proves that she was an honest woman until she was 

wheedled out of her virtue. She was one of those girls who take great care not to be 

contaminated, but who, if by chance they get deceived, let things take their course, thinking that 

for one stain or for fifty a good polishing up is necessary. These characters demand our 

indulgence. 

A young noble of the court perceived her one day when she was crossing the water in the glare 

of the noonday sun, which lit up her ample charms, and seeing her, asked who she was. An old 

man, who was working on the banks, told him she was called the Pretty Maid of Portillon, a 

laundress, celebrated for her merry ways and her virtue. This young lord, besides ruffles to 

starch, had many precious draperies and things; he resolved to give the custom of his house to 

this girl, whom he stopped on the road. He was thanked by her and heartily, because he was the 

Sire du Fou, the king’s chamberlain. This encounter made her so joyful that her mouth was full 

of his name. She talked about it a great deal to the people of St. Martin, and when she got back to 

the washhouse was still full of it, and on the morrow at her work her tongue went nineteen to the 

dozen, and all on the same subject, so that as much was said concerning my Lord du Fou in 

Portillon as of God in a sermon; that is, a great deal too much. 

“If she works like that in cold water, what will she do in warm?” said an old washerwoman. 

“She wants du Fou; he’ll give her du Fou!” 

The first time this giddy wench, with her head full of Monsieur du Fou, had to deliver the 

linen at his hotel, the chamberlain wished to see her, and was very profuse in praises and 

compliments concerning her charms, and wound up by telling her that she was not at all silly to 

be beautiful, and therefore he would give her more than she expected. The deed followed the 

word, for the moment his people were out of the room, he began to caress the maid, who 

thinking he was about to take out the money from his purse, dared not look at the purse, but said, 

like a girl ashamed to take her wages— 

“It will be for the first time.” 

“It will be soon,” said he. 

Some people say that he had great difficulty in forcing her to accept what he offered her, and 

hardly forced her at all; others that he forced her badly, because she came out like an army 



flagging on the route, crying and groaning, and came to the judge. It happened that the judge was 

out. La Portillone awaited his return in his room, weeping and saying to the servant that she had 

been robbed, because Monseigneur du Fou had given her nothing but his mischief; whilst a 

canon of the Chapter used to give her large sums for that which M. du Fou wanted for nothing. If 

she loved a man she would think it wise to do things for him for nothing, because it would be a 

pleasure to her; but the chamberlain had treated her roughly, and not kindly and gently, as he 

should have done, and that therefore he owed her the thousand crowns of the canon. Then the 

judge came in, saw the wench, and wished to kiss her, but she put herself on guard, and said she 

had come to make a complaint. The judge replied that certainly she could have the offender 

hanged if she liked, because he was most anxious to serve her. The injured maiden replied that 

she did not wish the death of her man, but that he should pay her a thousand gold crowns, 

because she had been robbed against her will. 

“Ha! ha!” said the judge, “what he took was worth more than that.” 

“For the thousand crowns I’ll cry quits, because I shall be able to live without washing.” 

“He who has robbed you, is he well off?” 

“Oh yes.” 

“Then he shall pay dearly for it. Who is it?” 

“Monseigneur du Fou.” 

“Oh, that alters the case,” said the judge. 

“But justice?” said she. 

“I said the case, not the justice of it,” replied the judge. “I must know how the affair occurred.” 

Then the girl related naively how she was arranging the young lord’s ruffles in his wardrobe, 

when he began to play with her skirt, and she turned round saying— 

“Go on with you!” 

“You have no case,” said the judge, “for by that speech he thought that you gave him leave to 

go on. Ha! ha!” 

Then she declared that she had defended herself, weeping and crying out, and that that 

constitutes an assault. 

“A wench’s antics to incite him,” said the judge. 

Finally, La Portillone declared that against her will she had been taken round the waist and 

thrown, although she had kicked and cried and struggled, but that seeing no help at hand, she had 

lost courage. 

“Good! good!” said the judge. “Did you take pleasure in the affair?” 

“No,” said she. “My anguish can only be paid for with a thousand crowns.” 

“My dear,” said the judge, “I cannot receive your complaint, because I believe no girl could be 

thus treated against her will.” 

“Hi! hi! hi! Ask your servant,” said the little laundress, sobbing, “and hear what she’ll tell 

you.” 

The servant affirmed that there were pleasant assaults and unpleasant ones; that if La 

Portillone had received neither amusement nor money, either one or the other was due to her. 

This wise counsel threw the judge into a state of great perplexity. 



“Jacqueline,” said he, “before I sup I’ll get to the bottom of this. Now go and fetch my needle 

and the red thread that I sew the law paper bags with.” 

Jacqueline came back with a big needle, pierced with a pretty little hole, and a big red thread, 

such as the judges use. Then she remained standing to see the question decided, very much 

disturbed, as was also the complainant at these mysterious preparations. 

“My dear,” said the judge, “I am going to hold the bodkin, of which the eye is sufficiently 

large, to put this thread into it without trouble. If you do put it in, I will take up your case, and 

will make Monseigneur offer you a compromise.” 

“What’s that?” said she. “I will not allow it.” 

“It is a word used in justice to signify an agreement.” 

“A compromise is then agreeable with justice?” said La Portillone. 

“My dear, this violence has also opened your mind. Are you ready?” 

“Yes,” said she. 

The waggish judge gave the poor nymph fair play, holding the eye steady for her; but when 

she wished to slip in the thread that she had twisted to make straight, he moved a little, and the 

thread went on the other side. She suspected the judge’s argument, wetted the thread, stretched it, 

and came back again. The judge moved, twisted about, and wriggled like a bashful maiden; still 

this cursed thread would not enter. The girl kept trying at the eye, and the judge kept fidgeting. 

The marriage of the thread could not be consummated, the bodkin remained virgin, and the 

servant began to laugh, saying to La Portillone that she knew better how to endure than to 

perform. Then the roguish judge laughed too, and the fair Portillone cried for her golden crowns. 

“If you don’t keep still,” cried she, losing patience; “if you keep moving about I shall never be 

able to put the thread in.” 

“Then, my dear, if you had done the same, Monseigneur would have been unsuccessful too. 

Think, too, how easy is the one affair, and how difficult the other.” 

The pretty wench, who declared she had been forced, remained thoughtful, and sought to find 

a means to convince the judge by showing how she had been compelled to yield, since the 

honour of all poor girls liable to violence was at stake. 

“Monseigneur, in order that the bet made the fair, I must do exactly as the young lord did. If I 

had only had to move I should be moving still, but he went through other performances.” 

“Let us hear them,” replied the judge. 

Then La Portillone straightens the thread, and rubs it in the wax of the candle, to make it firm 

and straight; then she looked towards the eye of the bodkin, held by the judge, slipping always to 

the right or to the left. Then she began making endearing little speeches, such as, “Ah, the pretty 

little bodkin! What a pretty mark to aim at! Never did I see such a little jewel! What a pretty little 

eye! Let me put this little thread into it! Ah, you will hurt my poor thread, my nice little thread! 

Keep still! Come, my love of a judge, judge of my love! Won’t the thread go nicely into this iron 

gate, which makes good use of the thread, for it comes out very much out of order?” Then she 

burst out laughing, for she was better up in this game than the judge, who laughed too, so saucy 

and comical and arch was she, pushing the thread backwards and forwards. She kept the poor 

judge with the case in his hand until seven o’clock, keeping on fidgeting and moving about like a 

schoolboy let loose; but as La Portillone kept on trying to put the thread in, he could not help it. 

As, however, his joint was burning, and his wrist was tired, he was obliged to rest himself for a 



minute on the side of the table; then very dexterously the fair maid of Portillon slipped the thread 

in, saying— 

“That’s how the thing occurred.” 

“But my joint was burning.” 

“So was mine,” said she. 

The judge, convinced, told La Portillone that he would speak to Monseigneur du Fou, and 

would himself carry the affair through, since it was certain the young lord had embraced her 

against her will, but that for valid reasons he would keep the affair dark. On the morrow the 

judge went to the Court and saw Monseigneur du Fou, to whom he recounted the young 

woman’s complaint, and how she had set forth her case. This complaint lodged in court, tickled 

the king immensely. Young du Fou having said that there was some truth in it, the king asked if 

he had had much difficulty, and as he replied, innocently, “No,” the king declared the girl was 

quite worth a hundred gold crowns, and the chamberlain gave them to the judge, in order not to 

be taxed with stinginess, and said the starch would be a good income to La Portillone. The judge 

came back to La Portillone, and said, smiling, that he had raised a hundred gold crowns for her. 

But if she desired the balance of the thousand, there were at that moment in the king’s 

apartments certain lords who, knowing the case, had offered to make up the sum for her, with her 

consent. The little hussy did not refuse this offer, saying, that in order to do no more washing in 

the future she did not mind doing a little hard work now. She gratefully acknowledged the 

trouble the good judge had taken, and gained her thousand crowns in a month. From this came 

the falsehoods and jokes concerning her, because out of these ten lords jealousy made a hundred, 

whilst, differently from young men, La Portillone settled down to a virtuous life directly she had 

her thousand crowns. Even a Duke, who would have counted out five hundred crowns, would 

have found this girl rebellious, which proves she was niggardly with her property. It is true that 

the king caused her to be sent for to his retreat of Rue Quinquangrogne, on the mall of 

Chardonneret, found her extremely pretty, exceedingly affectionate, enjoyed her society, and 

forbade the sergeants to interfere with her in any way whatever. Seeing she was so beautiful, 

Nicole Beaupertuys, the king’s mistress, gave her a hundred gold crowns to go to Orleans, in 

order to see if the colour of the Loire was the same there as at Portillon. She went there, and the 

more willingly because she did not care very much for the king. When the good man came who 

confessed the king in his last hours, and was afterwards canonised, La Portillone went to him to 

polish up her conscience, did penance, and founded a bed in the leper-house of St. Lazare-aux-

Tours. Many ladies whom you know have been assaulted by more than two lords, and have 

founded no other beds than those in their own houses. It is as well to relate this fact, in order to 

cleanse the reputation of this honest girl, who herself once washed dirty things, and who 

afterwards became famous for her clever tricks and her wit. She gave a proof of her merit in 

marrying Taschereau, who she cuckolded right merrily, as has been related in the story of The 

Reproach. This proves to us most satisfactorily that with strength and patience justice itself can 

be violated. 

 

 

 

  



IN WHICH IT IS DEMONSTRATED THAT FORTUNE IS ALWAYS FEMININE 

During the time when knights courteously offered to each other both help and assistance in 

seeking their fortune, it happened that in Sicily—which, as you are probably aware, is an island 

situated in the corner of the Mediterranean Sea, and formerly celebrated—one knight met in a 

wood another knight, who had the appearance of a Frenchman. Presumably, this Frenchman was 

by some chance stripped of everything, and was so wretchedly attired that but for his princely air 

he might have been taken for a blackguard. It was possible that his horse had died of hunger or 

fatigue, on disembarking from the foreign shore for which he came, on the faith of the good luck 

which happened to the French in Sicily, which was true in every respect. 

The Sicilian knight, whose name was Pezare, was a Venetian long absent from the Venetian 

Republic, and with no desire to return there, since he had obtained a footing in the Court of the 

King of Sicily. Being short of funds in Venice, because he was a younger son, he had no fancy 

for commerce, and was for that reason eventually abandoned by his family, a most illustrious 

one. He therefore remained at this Court, where he was much liked by the king. 

This gentleman was riding a splendid Spanish horse, and thinking to himself how lonely he 

was in this strange court, without trusty friends, and how in such cases fortune was harsh to 

helpless people and became a traitress, when he met the poor French knight, who appeared far 

worse off that he, who had good weapons, a fine horse, and a mansion where servants were then 

preparing a sumptuous supper. 

“You must have come a long way to have so much dust on your feet,” said the Venetian. 

“My feet have not as much dust as the road was long,” answered the Frenchman. 

“If you have travelled so much,” continued the Venetian, “you must be a learned man.” 

“I have learned,” replied the Frenchman, “to give no heed to those who do not trouble about 

me. I have learnt that however high a man’s head was, his feet were always level with my own; 

more than that, I have learnt to have no confidence in the warm days of winter, in the sleep of my 

enemies, or the words of my friends.” 

“You are, then, richer than I am,” said the Venetian, astonished, “since you tell me things of 

which I never thought.” 

“Everyone must think for himself,” said the Frenchman; “and as you have interrogated me, I 

can request from you the kindness of pointing to me the road to Palermo or some inn, for the 

night is closing in.” 

“Are you then, acquainted with no French or Sicilian gentlemen at Palermo?” 

“No.” 

“Then you are not certain of being received?” 

“I am disposed to forgive those who reject me. The road, sir, if you please.” 

“I am lost like yourself,” said the Venetian. “Let us look for it in company.” 

“To do that we must go together; but you are on horseback, I am on foot.” 

The Venetian took the French knight on his saddle behind him, and said— 

“Do you know with whom you are?” 

“With a man, apparently.” 

“Do you think you are in safety?” 



“If you were a robber, you would have to take care of yourself,” said the Frenchman, putting 

the point of his dagger to the Venetian’s heart. 

“Well, now, my noble Frenchman, you appear to be a man of great learning and sound sense; 

know that I am a noble, established at the Court of Sicily, but alone, and I seek a friend. You 

seem to be in the same plight, and, judging from appearances, you do not seem friendly with 

your lot, and have apparently need of everybody.” 

“Should I be happier if everybody wanted me?” 

“You are a devil, who turns every one of my words against me. By St. Mark! my lord knight, 

can one trust you?” 

“More than yourself, who commenced our federal friendship by deceiving me, since you guide 

your horse like a man who knows his way, and you said you were lost.” 

“And did not you deceive me?” said the Venetian, “by making a sage of your years walk, and 

giving a noble knight the appearance of a vagabond? Here is my abode; my servants have 

prepared supper for us.” 

The Frenchman jumped off the horse, and entered the house with the Venetian cavalier, 

accepting his supper. They both seated themselves at the table. The Frenchman fought so well 

with his jaws, he twisted the morsels with so much agility, that he showed herself equally learned 

in suppers, and showed it again in dexterously draining the wine flasks without his eye becoming 

dimmed or his understanding affected. Then you may be sure that the Venetian thought to 

himself he had fallen in with a fine son of Adam, sprung from the right side and the wrong one. 

While they were drinking together, the Venetian endeavoured to find some joint through which 

to sound the secret depths of his friend’s cogitations. He, however, clearly perceived that he 

would cast aside his shirt sooner than his prudence, and judged it opportune to gain his esteem by 

opening his doublet to him. Therefore he told him in what state was Sicily, where reigned Prince 

Leufroid and his gentle wife; how gallant was the Court, what courtesy there flourished, that 

there abounded many lords of Spain, Italy, France, and other countries, lords in high feather and 

well feathered; many princesses, as rich as noble, and as noble as rich; that this prince had the 

loftiest aspirations—such as to conquer Morocco, Constantinople, Jerusalem, the lands of 

Soudan, and other African places. Certain men of vast minds conducted his affairs, bringing 

together the ban and arriere ban of the flower of Christian chivalry, and kept up his splendour 

with the idea of causing to reign over the Mediterranean this Sicily, so opulent in times gone by, 

and of ruining Venice, which had not a foot of land. These designs had been planted in the king’s 

mind by him, Pezare; but although he was high in that prince’s favour, he felt himself weak, had 

no assistance from the courtiers, and desired to make a friend. In this great trouble he had gone 

for a little ride to turn matters over in his mind, and decide upon the course to pursue. Now, since 

while in this idea he had met a man of so much sense as the chevalier had proved herself to be, 

he proposed to fraternise with him, to open his purse to him, and give him his palace to live in. 

They would journey in company through life in search of honours and pleasure, without 

concealing one single thought, and would assist each other on all occasions as the brothers-in-

arms did at the Crusades. Now, as the Frenchman was seeking his fortune, and required 

assistance, the Venetian did not for a moment expect that this offer of mutual consolation would 

be refused. 

“Although I stand in need of no assistance,” said the Frenchman, “because I rely upon a point 

which will procure me all that I desire, I should like to acknowledge your courtesy, dear 



Chevalier Pezare. You will soon see that you will yet be the debtor of Gauttier de Monsoreau, a 

gentleman of the fair land of Touraine.” 

“Do you possess any relic with which your fortune is wound up?” said the Venetian. 

“A talisman given me by my dear mother,” said the Touranian, “with which castles and cities 

are built and demolished, a hammer to coin money, a remedy for every ill, a traveller’s staff 

always ready to be tried, and worth most when in a state of readiness, a master tool, which 

executes wondrous works in all sorts of forges, without making the slightest noise.” 

“Eh! by St. Mark you have, then, a mystery concealed in your hauberk?” 

“No,” said the French knight; “it is a perfectly natural thing. Here it is.” 

And rising suddenly from the table to prepare for bed, Gauttier showed to the Venetian the 

finest talisman to procure joy that he had ever seen. 

“This,” said the Frenchman, as they both got into bed together, according to the custom of the 

times, “overcomes every obstacle, by making itself master of female hearts; and as the ladies are 

the queens in this court, your friend Gauttier will soon reign there.” 

The Venetian remained in great astonishment at the sight of the secret charms of the said 

Gauttier, who had indeed been bounteously endowed by his mother, and perhaps also by his 

father; and would thus triumph over everything, since he joined to this corporeal perfection the 

wit of a young page, and the wisdom of an old devil. Then they swore an eternal friendship, 

regarding as nothing therein a woman’s heart, vowing to have one and the same idea, as if their 

heads had been in the same helmet; and they fell asleep on the same pillow enchanted with this 

fraternity. This was a common occurrence in those days. 

On the morrow the Venetian gave a fine horse to his friend Gauttier, also a purse full of 

money, fine silken hose, a velvet doublet, fringed with gold, and an embroidered mantle, which 

garments set off his figure so well, and showed up his beauties, that the Venetian was certain he 

would captivate all the ladies. The servants received orders to obey this Gauttier as they would 

himself, so that they fancied their master had been fishing, and had caught this Frenchman. Then 

the two friends made their entry into Palermo at the hour when the princes and princesses were 

taking the air. Pezare presented his French friend, speaking so highly of his merits, and obtaining 

such a gracious reception for him, that Leufroid kept him to supper. The knight kept a sharp eye 

on the Court, and noticed therein various curious little secret practices. If the king was a brave 

and handsome prince, the princess was a Spanish lady of high temperature, the most beautiful 

and most noble woman of his Court, but inclined to melancholy. Looking at her, the Touranian 

believed that she was sparingly embraced by the king, for the law of Touraine is that joy in the 

face comes from joy elsewhere. Pezare pointed out to his friend Gauttier several ladies to whom 

Leufroid was exceedingly gracious and who were exceedingly jealous and fought for him in a 

tournament of gallantries and wonderful female inventions. From all this Gauttier concluded that 

the prince went considerably astray with his court, although he had the prettiest wife in the 

world, and occupied himself with taxing the ladies of Sicily, in order that he might put his horse 

in their stables, vary his fodder, and learn the equestrian capabilities of many lands. Perceiving 

what a life Leufroid was leading, the Sire de Monsoreau, certain that no one in the Court had had 

the heart to enlighten the queen, determined at one blow to plant his halberd in the field of the 

fair Spaniard by a master stroke; and this is how. At supper-time, in order to show courtesy to the 

foreign knight, the king took care to place him near the queen, to whom the gallant Gauttier 

offered his arm, to take her into the room, and conducted her there hastily, to get ahead of those 

who were following, in order to whisper, first of all, a word concerning a subject which always 



pleases the ladies in whatever condition they may be. Imagine what this word was, and how it 

went straight through the stubble and weeds into the warm thicket of love. 

“I know, your majesty, what causes your paleness of face.” 

“What?” said she. 

“You are so loving that the king loves you night and day; thus you abuse your advantage, for 

he will die of love.” 

“What should I do to keep him alive?” said the queen. 

“Forbid him to repeat at your altar more than three prayers a day.” 

“You are joking, after the French fashion, Sir Knight, seeing that the king’s devotion to me 

does not extend beyond a short prayer a week.” 

“You are deceived,” said Gauttier, seating himself at the table. “I can prove to you that love 

should go through the whole mass, matins, and vespers, with an Ave now and then, for queens as 

for simple women, and go through the ceremony every day, like the monks in their monastery, 

with fervour; but for you these litanies should never finish.” 

The queen cast upon the knight a glance which was far from one of displeasure, smiled at him, 

and shook her head. 

“In this,” said she, “men are great liars.” 

“I have with me a great truth which I will show you when you wish it.” replied the knight. “I 

undertake to give you queen’s fare, and put you on the high road to joy; by this means you will 

make up for lost time, the more so as the king is ruined through other women, while I shall 

reserve my advantage for your service.” 

“And if the king learns of our arrangement, he will put your head on a level with your feet.” 

“Even if this misfortune befell me it after the first night, I should believe I had lived a hundred 

years, from the joy therein received, for never have I seen, after visiting all Courts, a princess fit 

to hold a candle to your beauty. To be brief, if I die not by the sword, you will still be the cause 

of my death, for I am resolved to spend my life in your love, if life will depart in the place 

whence it comes.” 

Now this queen had never heard such words before, and preferred them to the most sweetly 

sung mass; her pleasure showed itself in her face, which became purple, for these words made 

her blood boil within her veins, so that the strings of her lute were moved thereat, and struck a 

sweet note that rang melodiously in her ears, for this lute fills with its music the brain and the 

body of the ladies, by a sweet artifice of their resonant nature. What a shame to be young, 

beautiful, Spanish, and queen, and yet neglected. She conceived an intense disdain for those of 

her Court who had kept their lips closed concerning this infidelity, through fear of the king, and 

determined to revenge herself with the aid of this handsome Frenchman, who cared so little for 

life that in his first words he had staked it in making a proposition to a queen, which was worthy 

of death, if she did her duty. Instead of this, however, she pressed his foot with her own, in a 

manner that admitted no misconception, and said aloud to him— 

“Sir Knight, let us change the subject, for it is very wrong of you to attack a poor queen in her 

weak spot. Tell us the customs of the ladies of the Court of France.” 

Thus did the knight receive the delicate hint that the business was arranged. Then he 

commenced to talk of merry and pleasant things, which during supper kept the court, the king, 

the queen, and all the courtiers in a good humour; so much so that when the siege was raised, 



Leufroid declared that he had never laughed so much in his life. Then they strolled about the 

gardens, which were the most beautiful in the world, and the queen made a pretext of the 

chevalier’s sayings to walk beneath a grove of blossoming orange trees, which yielded a 

delicious fragrance. 

“Lovely and noble queen,” said Gauttier, immediately, “I have seen in all countries the 

perdition of love have its birth in these first attentions, which we call courtesy; if you have 

confidence in me, let us agree, as people of high intelligence, to love each other without standing 

on so much ceremony; by this means no suspicion will be aroused, our happiness will be less 

dangerous and more lasting. In this fashion should queens conduct their amours, if they would 

avoid interference.” 

“Well said,” said she. “But as I am new at this business, I did not know what arrangements to 

make.” 

“Have you are among your women one in whom you have perfect confidence?” 

“Yes,” said she; “I have a maid who came from Spain with me, who would put herself on a 

gridiron for me like St. Lawrence did for God, but she is always poorly.” 

“That’s good,” said her companion, “because you go to see her.” 

“Yes,” said the queen, “and sometimes at night.” 

“Ah!” exclaimed Gauttier, “I make a vow to St. Rosalie, patroness of Sicily, to build her a 

gold altar for this fortune.” 

“O Jesus!” cried the queen. “I am doubly blessed in having a lover so handsome and yet so 

religious.” 

“Ah, my dear, I have two sweethearts today, because I have a queen to love in heaven above, 

and another one here below, and luckily these loves cannot clash one with the other.” 

This sweet speech so affected the queen, that for nothing she would have fled with this 

cunning Frenchman. 

“The Virgin Mary is very powerful in heaven,” said the queen. “Love grant that I may be like 

her!” 

“Bah! they are talking of the Virgin Mary,” said the king, who by chance had come to watch 

them, disturbed by a gleam of jealousy, cast into his heart by a Sicilian courtier, who was furious 

at the sudden favour which the Frenchman had obtained. 

The queen and the chevalier laid their plans, and everything was secretly arranged to furnish 

the helmet of the king with two invisible ornaments. The knight rejoined the Court, made himself 

agreeable to everyone, and returned to the Palace of Pezare, whom he told that their fortunes 

were made, because on the morrow, at night, he would sleep with the queen. This swift success 

astonished the Venetian, who, like a good friend, went in search of fine perfumes, linen of 

Brabant, and precious garments, to which queens are accustomed, with all of which he loaded his 

friend Gauttier, in order that the case might be worthy the jewel. 

“Ah, my friend,” said he “are you sure not to falter, but to go vigorously to work, to serve the 

queen bravely, and give her such joys in her castle of Gallardin that she may hold on for ever to 

this master staff, like a drowning sailor to a plank?” 

“As for that, fear nothing, dear Pezare, because I have the arrears of the journey, and I will 

deal with her as with a simple servant, instructing her in the ways of the ladies of Touraine, who 

understand love better than all others, because they make it, remake it, and unmake it to make it 



again and having remade it, still keep on making it; and having nothing else to do, have to do 

that which always wants doing. Now let us settle our plans. This is how we shall obtain the 

government of the island. I shall hold the queen and you the king; we will play the comedy of 

being great enemies before the eyes of the courtiers, in order to divide them into two parties 

under our command, and yet, unknown to all, we will remain friends. By this means we shall 

know their plots, and will thwart them, you by listening to my enemies and I to yours. In the 

course of a few days we will pretend to quarrel in order to strive one against the other. This 

quarrel will be caused by the favour in which I will manage to place you with the king, through 

the channel of the queen, and he will give you supreme power, to my injury.” 

On the morrow Gauttier went to the house of the Spanish lady, who before the courtiers he 

recognised as having known in Spain, and he remained there seven whole days. As you can 

imagine, the Touranian treated the queen as a fondly loved woman, and showed her so many 

terra incognita in love, French fashions, little tendernesses, etc., that she nearly lost her reason 

through it, and swore that the French were the only people who thoroughly understood love. You 

see how the king was punished, who, to keep her virtuous, had allowed weeds to grow in the 

grange of love. Their supernatural festivities touched the queen so strongly that she made a vow 

of eternal love to Montsoreau, who had awakened her, by revealing to her the joys of the 

proceeding. It was arranged that the Spanish lady should take care always to be ill; and that the 

only man to whom the lovers would confide their secret should be the court physician, who was 

much attached to the queen. By chance this physician had in his glottis, chords exactly similar to 

those of Gauttier, so that by a freak of nature they had the same voice, which much astonished 

the queen. The physician swore on his life faithfully to serve the pretty couple, for he deplored 

the sad desertion of this beautiful women, and was delighted to know she would be served as a 

queen should be—a rare thing. 

A month elapsed and everything was going on to the satisfaction of the two friends, who 

worked the plans laid by the queen, in order to get the government of Sicily into the hands of 

Pezare, to the detriment of Montsoreau, whom the king loved for his great wisdom; but the queen 

would not consent to have him, because he was so ungallant. Leufroid dismissed the Duke of 

Cataneo, his principal follower, and put the Chevalier Pezare in his place. The Venetian took no 

notice of his friend the Frenchmen. Then Gauttier burst out, declaimed loudly against the 

treachery and abused friendship of his former comrade, and instantly earned the devotion of 

Cataneo and his friends, with whom he made a compact to overthrow Pezare. Directly he was in 

office the Venetian, who was a shrewd man, and well suited to govern states, which was the 

usual employment of Venetian gentlemen, worked wonders in Sicily, repaired the ports, brought 

merchants there by the fertility of his inventions and by granting them facilities, put bread into 

the mouths of hundreds of poor people, drew thither artisans of all trades, because fetes were 

always being held, and also the idle and rich from all quarters, even from the East. Thus harvests, 

the products of the earth, and other commodities, were plentiful; and galleys came from Asia, the 

which made the king much envied, and the happiest king in the Christian world, because through 

these things his Court was the most renowned in the countries of Europe. This fine political 

aspect was the result of the perfect agreement of the two men who thoroughly understood each 

other. The one looked after the pleasures, and was himself the delight of the queen, whose face 

was always bright and gay, because she was served according to the method of Touraine, and 

became animated through excessive happiness; and he also took care to keep the king amused, 

finding him every day new mistresses, and casting him into a whirl of dissipation. The king was 

much astonished at the good temper of the queen, whom, since the arrival of the Sire de 



Montsoreau in the island, he had touched no more than a Jew touches bacon. Thus occupied, the 

king and queen abandoned the care of their kingdom to the other friend, who conducted the 

affairs of government, ruled the establishment, managed the finances, and looked to the army, 

and all exceedingly well, knowing where money was to be made, enriching the treasury, and 

preparing all the great enterprises above mentioned. 

The state of things lasted three years, some say four, but the monks of Saint Benoist have not 

wormed out the date, which remains obscure, like the reasons for the quarrel between the two 

friends. Probably the Venetian had the high ambition to reign without any control or dispute, and 

forgot the services which the Frenchman had rendered him. Thus do the men who live in Courts 

behave, for, according to the statements of the Messire Aristotle in his works, that which ages the 

most rapidly in this world is a kindness, although extinguished love is sometimes very rancid. 

Now, relying on the perfect friendship of Leufroid, who called him his crony, and would have 

done anything for him, the Venetian conceived the idea of getting rid of his friend by revealing 

to the king the mystery of his cuckoldom, and showing him the source of the queen’s happiness, 

not doubting for a moment but that he would commence by depriving Monsoreau of his head, 

according to a practice common in Sicily under similar circumstances. By this means Pezare 

would have all the money that he and Gauttier had noiselessly conveyed to the house of a 

Lombard of Genoa, which money was their joint property on account of their fraternity. This 

treasure, increased on one side by the magnificent presents made to Montsoreau by the queen, 

who had vast estates in Spain, and other, by inheritance in Italy; on the other, by the king’s gifts 

to his prime minister, to whom he also gave certain rights over the merchants, and other 

indulgences. The treacherous friend, having determined to break his vow, took care to conceal 

his intention from Gauttier, because the Touranian was an awkward man to tackle. 

One night that Pezare knew that the queen was in bed with her lover, who loved him as though 

each night were a wedding one, so skilful was she at the business, the traitor promised the king to 

let him take evidence in the case, through a hole he had made in the wardrobe of the Spanish 

lady, who always pretended to be at death’s door. In order to obtain a better view, Pezare waited 

until the sun had risen. The Spanish lady, who was fleet of foot, had a quick eye and a sharp ear, 

heard footsteps, peeped out, and perceiving the king, followed by the Venetian, through a 

crossbar in the closet in which she slept the night that the queen had her lover between two 

sheets, which is certainly the best way to have a lover. She ran to warn the couple of this 

betrayal. But the king’s eye was already at the cursed hole, Leufroid saw—what? 

That beautiful and divine lantern with burns so much oil and lights the world—a lantern 

adorned with the most lovely baubles, flaming, brilliantly, which he thought more lovely than all 

the others, because he had lost sight of it for so long a time that it appeared quite new to him; but 

the size of the hole prevented him seeing anything else except the hand of a man, which 

modestly covered the lantern, and he heard the voice of Montsoreau saying— 

“How’s the little treasure, this morning?” A playful expression, which lovers used jokingly, 

because this lantern is in all countries the sun of love, and for this the prettiest possible names are 

bestowed upon it, whilst comparing it to the loveliest things in nature, such as my pomegranate, 

my rose, my little shell, my hedgehog, my gulf of love, my treasure, my master, my little one; 

some even dared most heretically to say, my god! If you don’t believe it, ask your friends. 

At this moment the lady let him understand by a gesture that the king was there. 

“Can he hear?” said the queen. 

“Yes.” 



“Can he see?” 

“Yes.” 

“Who brought him?” 

“Pezare.” 

“Fetch the physician, and get Gauttier into his own room.” said the queen. 

In less time than it takes a beggar to say “God bless you, sir!” the queen had swathed the 

lantern in linen and paint, so that you would have thought it a hideous wound in a state of 

grievous inflammation. When the king, enraged by what he overheard, burst open the door, he 

found the queen lying on the bed exactly as he has seen her through the hole, and the physician, 

examining the lantern swathed in bandages, and saying, “How it is the little treasure, this 

morning?” in exactly the same voice as the king had heard. A jocular and cheerful expression, 

because physicians and surgeons use cheerful words with ladies and treat this sweet flower with 

flowery phrases. This sight made the king look as foolish as a fox caught in a trap. The queen 

sprang up, reddening with shame, and asking what man dared to intrude upon her privacy at such 

a moment, but perceiving the king, she said to him as follows:— 

“Ah! my lord, you have discovered that which I have endeavoured to conceal from you: that I 

am so badly treated by you that I am afflicted with a burning ailment, of which my dignity would 

not allow me to complain, but which needs secret dressing in order to assuage the influence of 

the vital forces. To save my honour and your own, I am compelled to come to my good Lady 

Miraflor, who consoles me in my troubles.” 

Then the physician commenced to treat Leufroid to an oration, interlarded with Latin 

quotations and precious grains from Hippocrates, Galen, the School of Salerno, and others, in 

which he showed him how necessary to women was the proper cultivation of the field of Venus, 

and that there was great danger of death to queens of Spanish temperament, whose blood was 

excessively amorous. He delivered himself of his arguments with great solemnity of feature, 

voice, and manner, in order to give the Sire de Montsoreau time to get to bed. Then the queen 

took the same text to preach the king a sermon as long as his arm, and requested the loan of that 

limb, that the king might conduct her to her apartment instead of the poor invalid, who usually 

did so in order to avoid calumny. When they were in the gallery where the Sire de Montsoreau 

resided, the queen said jokingly, “You should play a good trick on this Frenchman, who I would 

wager is with some lady, and not in his own room. All the ladies of Court are in love with him, 

and there will be mischief some day through him. If you had taken my advice he would not be in 

Sicily now.” 

Leufroid went suddenly into Gauttier’s room, whom he found in a deep sleep, and snoring like 

a monk in Church. The queen returned with the king, whom she took to her apartments, and 

whispered to one of the guards to send to her the lord whose place Pezare occupied. Then, while 

she fondled the king, taking breakfast with him, she took the lord directly he came, into an 

adjoining room. 

“Erect a gallows on the bastion,” said she, “then seize the knight Pezare, and manage so that 

he is hanged instantly, without giving time to write or say a single word on any subject 

whatsoever. Such is our good pleasure and supreme command.” 

Cataneo made no remark. While Pezare was thinking to himself that his friend Gauttier would 

soon be minus his head, the Duke Cataneo came to seize and lead him on to bastion, from which 

he could see at the queen’s window the Sire de Montsoreau in company with the king, the queen, 



and the courtiers, and came to the conclusion that he who looked after the queen had a better 

chance in everything than he who looked after the king. 

“My dear,” said the queen to her spouse, leading him to the window, “behold a traitor, who 

was endeavouring to deprive you of that which you hold dearest in the world, and I will give you 

the proofs when you have the leisure to study them.” 

Montsoreau, seeing the preparations for the final ceremony, threw himself at the king’s feet, to 

obtain the pardon of him who was his mortal enemy, at which the king was much moved. 

“Sire de Monsoreau,” said the queen, turning towards him with an angry look, “are you so 

bold as to oppose our will and pleasure?” 

“You are a noble knight,” said the king, “but you do not know how bitter this Venetian was 

against you.” 

Pezare was delicately strangled between the head and the shoulders, for the queen revealed his 

treacheries to the king, proving to him, by the declaration of a Lombard of the town, the 

enormous sums which Pezare had in the bank of Genoa, the whole of which were given up to 

Montsoreau. 

This noble and lovely queen died, as related in the history of Sicily, that is, in consequence of 

a heavy labour, during which she gave birth to a son, who was a man as great in himself as he 

was unfortunate in his undertakings. The king believed the physician’s statement, that the said 

termination to this accouchement was caused by the too chaste life the queen had led, and 

believing himself responsible for it, he founded the Church of the Madonna, which is one of the 

finest in the town of Palermo. The Sire de Monsoreau, who was a witness of the king’s remorse, 

told him that when a king got his wife from Spain, he ought to know that this queen would 

require more attention than any other, because the Spanish ladies were so lively that they 

equalled ten ordinary women, and that if he wished a wife for show only, he should get her from 

the north of Germany, where the women are as cold as ice. The good knight came back to 

Touraine laden with wealth, and lived there many years, but never mentioned his adventures in 

Sicily. He returned there to aid the king’s son in his principal attempt against Naples, and left 

Italy when this sweet prince was wounded, as is related in the Chronicle. 

Besides the high moralities contained in the title of this tale, where it is said that fortune, being 

female, is always on the side of the ladies, and that men are quite right to serve them well, it 

shows us that silence is the better part of wisdom. Nevertheless, the monkish author of this 

narrative seems to draw this other no less learned moral therefrom, that interest which makes so 

many friendships, breaks them also. But from these three versions you can choose the one that 

best accords with your judgment and your momentary requirement. 

 

 

 

  



CONCERNING A POOR MAN WHO WAS CALLED LE VIEUX PAR-CHEMINS 

The old chronicler who furnished the hemp to weave the present story, is said to have lived at 

the time when the affair occurred in the City of Rouen. 

In the environs of this fair town, where at the time dwelt Duke Richard, an old man used to 

beg, whose name was Tryballot, but to whom was given the nickname of Le Vieux par-Chemins, 

or the Old Man of the Roads; not because he was yellow and dry as vellum, but because he was 

always in the high-ways and by-ways—up hill and down dale—slept with the sky for his 

counterpane, and went about in rags and tatters. Notwithstanding this, he was very popular in the 

duchy, where everyone had grown used to him, so much so that if the month went by without 

anyone seeing his cup held towards them, people would say, “Where is the old man?” and the 

usual answer was, “On the roads.” 

This said man had had for a father a Tryballot, who was in his lifetime a skilled artisan, so 

economical and careful, that he left considerable wealth to his son. 

But the young lad soon frittered it away, for he was the very opposite of the old fellow, who, 

returning from the fields to his house, picked up, now here, now there, many a little stick of 

wood left right and left, saying, conscientiously, that one should never come home empty 

handed. Thus he warmed himself in the winter at the expense of the careless; and he did well. 

Everyone recognised what a good example this was for the country, since a year before his death 

no one left a morsel of wood on the road; he had compelled the most dissipated to be thrifty and 

orderly. But his son made ducks and drakes of everything, and did not follow his wise example. 

The father had predicted the thing. From the boy’s earliest youth, when the good Tryballot set 

him to watch the birds who came to eat the peas, beans, and the grain, and to drive the thieves 

away, above all, the jays, who spoiled everything, he would study their habits, and took delight 

in watching with what grace they came and went, flew off loaded, and returned, watching with a 

quick eye the snares and nets; and he would laugh heartily at their cleverness in avoiding them. 

Tryballot senior went into a passion when he found his grain considerably less in a measure. But 

although he pulled his son’s ears whenever he caught him idling and trifling under a nut tree, the 

little rascal did not alter his conduct, but continued to study the habits of the blackbirds, 

sparrows, and other intelligent marauders. One day his father told him that he would be wise to 

model himself after them, for that if he continued this kind of life, he would be compelled in his 

old age like them, to pilfer, and like them, would be pursued by justice. This came true; for, as 

has before been stated, he dissipated in a few days the crowns which his careful father had 

acquired in a life-time. He dealt with men as he did with the sparrows, letting everyone put a 

hand in his pocket, and contemplating the grace and polite demeanour of those who assisted to 

empty it. The end of his wealth was thus soon reached. When the devil had the empty money bag 

to himself, Tryballot did not appear at all cut up, saying, that he “did not wish to damn himself 

for this world’s goods, and that he had studied philosophy in the school of the birds.” 

After having thoroughly enjoyed himself, of all his goods, there only remained to him a goblet 

bought at Landict, and three dice, quite sufficient furniture for drinking and gambling, so that he 

went about without being encumbered, as are the great, with chariots, carpets, dripping pans, and 

an infinite number of varlets. Tryballot wished to see his good friends, but they no longer knew 

him, which fact gave him leave no longer to recognise anyone. Seeing this, he determined to 

choose a profession in which there was nothing to do and plenty to gain. Thinking this over, he 

remembered the indulgences of the blackbirds and the sparrows. Then the good Tryballot 

selected for his profession that of begging money at people’s houses, and pilfering. From the first 



day, charitable people gave him something, and Tryballot was content, finding the business 

good, without advance money or bad debts; on the contrary, full of accommodation. He went 

about it so heartily, that he was liked everywhere, and received a thousand consolations refused 

to rich people. The good man watched the peasants planting, sowing, reaping, and making 

harvest, and said to himself, that they worked a little for him as well. He who had a pig in his 

larder owed him a bit for it, without suspecting it. The man who baked a loaf in his oven often 

baked it for Tryballot without knowing it. He took nothing by force; on the contrary, people said 

to him kindly, while making him a present, “Here Vieux par-Chemins, cheer up, old fellow. How 

are you? Come, take this; the cat began it, you can finish it.” 

Vieux par-Chemins was at all the weddings, baptisms, and funerals, because he went 

everywhere where there was, openly or secretly, merriment and feasting. He religiously kept the 

statutes and canons of his order—namely, to do nothing, because if he had been able to do the 

smallest amount of work no one would ever give anything again. After having refreshed himself, 

this wise man would lay full length in a ditch, or against a church wall, and think over public 

affairs; and then he would philosophise, like his pretty tutors, the blackbirds, jays, and sparrows, 

and thought a great deal while mumping; for, because his apparel was poor, was that a reason his 

understanding should not be rich? His philosophy amused his clients, to whom he would repeat, 

by way of thanks, the finest aphorisms of his science. According to him, suppers produced gout 

in the rich: he boasted that he had nimble feet, because his shoemaker gave him boots that do not 

pinch his corns. There were aching heads beneath diadems, but his never ached, because it was 

touched neither by luxury nor any other chaplet. And again, that jewelled rings hinder the 

circulation of the blood. Although he covered himself with sores, after the manner of cadgers, 

you may be sure he was as sound as a child at the baptismal font. 

 

The good man disported himself with other rogues, playing with his three dice, which he kept 

to remind him to spend his coppers, in order that he might always be poor. In spite of his vow, he 

was, like all the order of mendicants, so wealthy that one day at the Paschal feast, another beggar 



wishing to rent his profit from him, Vieux par-Chemins refused ten crowns for it; in fact, the 

same evening he spent fourteen crowns in drinking the health of the alms-givers, because it is the 

statutes of beggary that one should show one’s gratitude to donors. Although he carefully got rid 

of that of which had been a source of anxiety to others, who, having too much wealth went in 

search of poverty, he was happier with nothing in the world than when he had his father’s 

money. And seeing what are the conditions of nobility, he was always on the high road to it, 

because he did nothing except according to his fancy, and lived nobly without labour. Thirty 

crowns would not have got him out of a bed when he was in it. The morrow always dawned for 

him as it did for others, while leading this happy life; which, according to the statements of Plato, 

whose authority has more than once been invoked in these narratives, certain ancient sages had 

led before him. At last, Vieux par-Chemins reached the age of eighty-two years, having never 

been a single day without picking up money, and possessed the healthiest colour and complexion 

imaginable. He believed that if he had persevered in the race for wealth he would have been 

spoiled and buried years before. It is possible he was right. 

In his early youth Vieux par-Chemins had the illustrious virtue of being very partial to the 

ladies; and his abundance of love was, it is said, the result of his studies among the sparrows. 

Thus it was that he was always ready to give the ladies his assistance in counting the joists, and 

this generosity finds its physical cause in the fact that, having nothing to do, he was always ready 

to do something. His secret virtues brought about, it is said, that popularity which he enjoyed in 

the provinces. Certain people say that the lady of Chaumont had him in her castle, to learn the 

truth about these qualities, and kept him there for a week, to prevent him begging. But the good 

man jumped over the hedges and fled in great terror of being rich. Advancing in age, this great 

quintessencer found himself disdained, although his notable faculties of loving were in no way 

impaired. This unjust turning away on the part of the female tribe caused the first trouble of 

Vieux par-Chemins, and the celebrated trial of Rouen, to which it is time I came. 

In this eighty-second year of his age he was compelled to remain continent for about seven 

months, during which time he met no woman kindly disposed towards him; and he declared 

before the judge that that had caused the greatest astonishment of his long and honourable life. In 

this most pitiable state he saw in the fields during the merry month of May a girl, who by chance 

was a maiden, and minding cows. The heat was so excessive that this cowherdess had stretched 

herself beneath the shadow of a beech tree, her face to the ground, after the custom of people 

who labour in the fields, in order to get a little nap while her animals were grazing. She was 

awakened by the deed of the old man, who had stolen from her that which a poor girl could only 

lose once. Finding herself ruined without receiving from the process either knowledge or 

pleasure, she cried out so loudly that the people working in the fields ran to her, and were called 

upon by her as witnesses, at the time when that destruction was visible in her which is 

appropriate only to a bridal night. She cried and groaned, saying that the old ape might just as 

well have played his tricks on her mother, who would have said nothing. 

He made answer to the peasants, who had already raised their hoes to kill him, that he had 

been compelled to enjoy himself. These people objected that a man can enjoy himself very well 

without enjoying a maiden—a case for the provost, which would bring him straight to the 

gallows; and he was taken with great clamour to the jail of Rouen. 

The girl, interrogated by the provost, declared that she was sleeping in order to do something, 

and that she thought she was dreaming of her lover, with whom she was then at loggerheads, 

because before marriage he wished to take certain liberties: and jokingly, in this dream she let 

him reconnoiter to a certain extent, in order to avoid any dispute afterwards, and that in spite of 



her prohibitions he went further than she had given him leave to go, and finding more pain than 

pleasure in the affair, she had been awakened by Vieux par-Chemins, who had attacked her as a 

gray-friar would a ham at the end of lent. 

This trial caused so great a commotion in the town of Rouen that the provost was sent for by 

the duke, who had an intense desire to know if the thing were true. Upon the affirmation of the 

provost, he ordered Vieux par-Chemins to be brought to his palace, in order that he might hear 

what defence he had to make. The poor old fellow appeared before the prince, and informed him 

naively of the misfortune which his impulsive nature brought upon him, declaring that he was 

like a young fellow impelled by imperious desires; that up to the present year he had sweethearts 

of his own, but for the last eight months he had been a total abstainer; that he was too poor to 

find favour with the girls of the town; that honest women who once were charitable to him, had 

taken a dislike to his hair, which had feloniously turned white in spite of the green youth of his 

love, and that he felt compelled to avail himself of the chance when he saw this maiden, who, 

stretched at full length under the beech tree, left visible the lining of her dress and two 

hemispheres, white as snow, which had deprived him of reason; that the fault was the girl’s and 

not his, because young maidens should be forbidden to entice passers-by by showing them that 

which caused Venus to be named Callipyge; finally the prince ought to be aware what trouble a 

man had to control himself at the hour of noon, because that was the time of day at which King 

David was smitten with the wife of the Sieur Uriah, that where a Hebrew king, beloved of God, 

had succumbed, a poor man, deprived of all joy, and reduced to begging for his bread, could not 

expect to escape; that for that matter of that, he was quite willing to sing psalms for the 

remainder of his days, and play upon a lute by way of penance, in imitation of the said king, who 

had had the misfortune to slay a husband, while he had only done a trifling injury to a peasant 

girl. The duke listened to the arguments of Vieux par-Chemins, and said that he was a man of 

good parts. Then he made his memorable decree, that if, as this beggar declared, he had need of 

such gratification at his age he gave permission to prove it at the foot of the ladder which he 

would have to mount to be hanged, according to the sentence already passed on him by the 

provost; that if then, the rope being round his neck, between the priest and the hangman, a like 

desire seized him he should have a free pardon. 

This decree becoming known, there was a tremendous crowd to see the old fellow led to the 

gallows. There was a line drawn up as if for a ducal entry, and in it many more bonnets than hats. 

Vieux par-Chemins was saved by a lady curious to see how this precious violator would finish 

his career. She told the duke that religion demanded that he should have a fair chance. And she 

dressed herself as if for a ball; she brought intentionally into evidence two hillocks of such 

snowy whiteness that the whitest linen neckerchief would have paled before them; indeed, these 

fruits of love stood out, without a wrinkle, over her corset, like two beautiful apples, and made 

one’s mouth water, so exquisite were they. This noble lady, who was one of those who rouse 

one’s manhood, had a smile ready on her lips for the old fellow. Vieux par-Chemins, dressed in 

garments of coarse cloth, more certain of being in the desired state after hanging than before it, 

came along between the officers of justice with a sad countenance, glancing now here and there, 

and seeing nothing but head-dresses; and he would he declared, have given a hundred crowns for 

a girl tucked up as was the cowherdess, whose charms, though they had been his ruin, he still 

remembered, and they might still have saved him; but, as he was old, the remembrance was not 

sufficiently recent. But when, at the foot of the ladder, he saw the twin charms of the lady, and 

the pretty delta that their confluent rotundities produced, the sight so much excited him that his 

emotion was patent to the spectators. 



“Make haste and see that the required conditions are fulfilled,” said he to the officers. “I have 

gained my pardon but I cannot answer for my saviour.” 

The lady was well pleased with this homage, which, she said, was greater than his offence. 

The guards, whose business it was to proceed to a verification, believed the culprit to be the 

devil, because never in their wits had they seen an “I” so perpendicular as was the old man. He 

was marched in triumph through the town to the palace of the duke, to whom the guards and 

others stated the facts. In that period of ignorance, this affair was thought so much of that the 

town voted the erection of a column on the spot where the old fellow gained his pardon, and he 

was portrayed thereon in stone in the attitude he assumed at the sight of that honest and virtuous 

lady. The statue was still to be seen when Rouen was taken by the English, and the writers of the 

period have included this history among the notable events of the reign. 

As the town offered to supply the old man with all he required, and see to his sustenance, 

clothing, and amusements, the good duke arranged matters by giving the injured maiden a 

thousand crowns and marrying her to her seducer, who then lost his name of Vieux par-Chemins. 

He was named by the duke the Sieur de Bonne-C———. This wife was confined nine months 

afterwards of a perfectly formed male child, alive and kicking, and born with two teeth. From 

this marriage came the house of Bonne-C———, who from motives modest but wrong, 

besought our well-beloved King Louis Eleventh to grant them letters patent to change their 

names into that of Bonne-Chose. The king pointed out to the Sieur de Bonne-C——— that there 

was in the state of Venice an illustrious family named Coglioni, who wore three “C——— au 

natural” on their coat of arms. The gentlemen of the House of Bonne-C——— stated to the king 

that their wives were ashamed to be thus called in public assemblies; the king answered that they 

would lose a great deal, because there is a great deal in a name. Nevertheless, he granted the 

letters. After that this race was known by this name, and founded families in many provinces. 

The first Sieur de Bonne-C——— lived another 27 years, and had another son and two 

daughters. But he grieved much at becoming rich, and no longer being able to pick up a living in 

the street. 

From this you can obtain finer lessons and higher morals than from any story you will read all 

your life long—of course excepting these hundred glorious Droll Tales—namely, that never 

could adventure of this sort have happened to the impaired and ruined constitutions of court 

rascals, rich people and others who dig their graves with their teeth by over-eating and drinking 

many wines that impair the implements of happiness; which said over-fed people were lolling 

luxuriously in costly draperies and on feather beds, while the Sieur de Bonne-Chose was 

roughing it. In a similar situation, if they had eaten cabbage, it would have given them the 

diarrhoea. This may incite many of those who read this story to change their mode of life, in 

order to imitate Vieux par-Chemins in his old age. 

 

 

 

  



ODD SAYINGS OF THREE PILGRIMS 

When the pope left his good town of Avignon to take up his residence in Rome, certain 

pilgrims were thrown out who had set out for this country, and would have to pass the high Alps, 

in order to gain this said town of Rome, where they were going to seek the remittimus of various 

sins. Then were to be seen on the roads, and the hostelries, those who wore the order of Cain, 

otherwise the flower of the penitents, all wicked fellows, burdened with leprous souls, which 

thirsted to bathe in the papal piscina, and all carrying with them gold or precious things to 

purchase absolution, pay for their beds, and present to the saints. You may be sure that those who 

drank water going, on their return, if the landlords gave them water, wished it to be the holy 

water of the cellar. 

At this time the three pilgrims came to this said Avignon to their injury, seeing that it was 

widowed of the pope. While they were passing the Rhodane, to reach the Mediterranean coast, 

one of the three pilgrims, who had with him a son about 10 years of age, parted company with 

the others, and near the town of Milan suddenly appeared again, but without the boy. Now in the 

evening, at supper, they had a hearty feast in order to celebrate the return of the pilgrim, who 

they thought had become disgusted with penitence through the pope not being in Avignon. Of 

these three roamers to Rome, one had come from the city of Paris, the other from Germany, and 

the third, who doubtless wished to instruct his son on the journey, had his home in the duchy of 

Burgundy, in which he had certain fiefs, and was a younger son of the house of Villers-la-Faye 

(Villa in Fago), and was named La Vaugrenand. The German baron had met the citizen of Paris 

just past Lyons, and both had accosted the Sire de la Vaugrenand in sight of Avignon. 

Now in this hostelry the three pilgrims loosened their tongues, and agreed to journey to Rome 

together, in order the better to resist the foot pads, the night-birds, and other malefactors, who 

made it their business to ease pilgrims of that which weighed upon their bodies before the pope 

eased them of that which weighed upon their consciences. After drinking the three companions 

commenced to talk together, for the bottle is the key of conversation, and each made this 

confession—that the cause of his pilgrimage was a woman. The servant who watched their 

drinking, told them that of a hundred pilgrims who stopped in the locality, ninety-nine were 

travelling from the same thing. These three wise men then began to consider how pernicious is 

woman to man. The Baron showed the heavy gold chain that he had in his hauberk to present to 

Saint Peter, and said his crime was such that he would not get rid of with the value of two such 

chains. The Parisian took off his glove, and exposed a ring set with a white diamond, saying that 

he had a hundred like it for the pope. The Burgundian took off his hat, and exhibited two 

wonderful pearls, that were beautiful ear-pendants for Notre-Dame-de-Lorette, and candidly 

confessed that he would rather have left them round his wife’s neck. 

Thereupon the servant exclaimed that their sins must have been as great as those of Visconti. 

Then the pilgrims replied that they were such that they had made a solemn vow in their minds 

never to go astray again during the remainder of their days, however beautiful the woman might 

be, and this in addition to the penance which the pope might impose upon them. 

Then the servant expressed her astonishment that all had made the same vow. The Burgundian 

added, that this vow had been the cause of his lagging behind, because he had been in extreme 

fear that his son, in spite of his age, might go astray, and that he had made a vow to prevent 

people and beasts alike gratifying their passions in his house, or upon his estates. The baron 

having inquired the particulars of the adventure, the sire narrated the affair as follows:— 



“You know that the good Countess Jeane d’Avignon made formerly a law for the harlots, who 

she compelled to live in the outskirts of the town in houses with window-shutters painted red and 

closed. Now passing in my company in this vile neighbourhood, my lad remarked these houses 

with closed window-shutters, painted red, and his curiosity being aroused—for these ten-year old 

little devils have eyes for everything—he pulled me by the sleeve and kept on pulling until he 

had learnt from me what these houses were. Then, to obtain peace, I told him that young lads had 

nothing to do with such places, and could only enter them at the peril of their lives, because it 

was a place where men and women were manufactured, and the danger was such for anyone 

unacquainted with the business that if a novice entered, flying chancres and other wild beasts 

would seize upon his face. Fear seized the lad, who then followed me to the hostelry in a state of 

agitation, and not daring to cast his eyes upon the said bordels. While I was in the stable, seeing 

to the putting up of the horses, my son went off like a robber, and the servant was unable to tell 

me what had become of him. Then I was in great fear of the wenches, but had confidence in the 

laws, which forbade them to admit such children. At supper-time the rascal came back to me 

looking no more ashamed of himself than did our divine Saviour in the temple among the 

doctors. 

“‘Whence comes you?’ said I to him. 

“‘From the houses with the red shutters,’ he replied. 

“‘Little blackguard,’ said I, ‘I’ll give you a taste of the whip.’ 

“Then he began to moan and cry. I told him that if he would confess all that had happened to 

him I would let him off the beating. 

“‘Ha,’ said he, ‘I took care not to go in, because of the flying chancres and other wild beasts. I 

only looked through the chinks of the windows, in order to see how men were manufactured.’ 

“‘And what did you see?’ I asked. 

“‘I saw,’ said he, ‘a fine woman just being finished, because she only wanted one peg, which a 

young worker was fitting in with energy. Directly she was finished she turned round, spoke to, 

and kissed her manufacturer.’ 

“‘Have your supper,’ said I; and the same night I returned into Burgundy, and left him with his 

mother, being sorely afraid that at the first town he might want to fit a peg into some girl.” 

“These children often make these sort of answers,” said the Parisian. “One of my neighbour’s 

children revealed the cuckoldom of his father by a reply. One day I asked, to see if he was well 

instructed at school in religious matters, ‘What is hope?’ ‘One of the king’s big archers, who 

comes here when father goes out,’ said he. Indeed, the sergeant of the Archers was named Hope. 

My friend was dumbfounded at this, and, although to keep his countenance he looked in the 

mirror, he could not see his horns there.” 

The baron observed that the boy’s remark was good in this way: that Hope is a person who 

comes to bed with us when the realities of life are out of the way. 

“Is a cuckold made in the image of God?” asked the Burgundian. 

“No,” said the Parisian, “because God was wise in this respect, that he took no wife; therefore 

is He happy through all eternity.” 

“But,” said the maid-servant, “cuckolds are made in the image of God before they are horned.” 

Then the three pilgrims began to curse women, saying that they were the cause of all the evils 

in the world. 



“Their heads are as empty as helmets,” said the Burgundian. 

“Their hearts are as straight as bill-hooks,” said the Parisian. 

“Why are there so many men pilgrims and so few women pilgrims?” said the German baron. 

“Their cursed member never sins,” replied the Parisian; “it knows neither father nor mother, 

the commandments of God, nor those of the Church, neither laws divine or human: their member 

knows no doctrine, understands no heresies, and cannot be blamed; it is innocent of all, and 

always on the laugh; its understanding is nil; and for this reason do I hold it in utter detestation.” 

“I also,” said the Burgundian, “and I begin to understand the different reading by a learned 

man of the verses of the Bible, in which the account of the creation is given. In this Commentary, 

which in my country we call a Noel, lies the reason of imperfection of this feature of women, of 

which, different to that of other females, no man can slake the thirst, such diabolical heat existing 

there. In this Noel is stated that the Lord God, having turned his head to look at a donkey, who 

had brayed for the first time in his Paradise, while he was manufacturing Eve, the devil seized 

this moment to put his finger into this divine creature, and made a warm wound, which the Lord 

took care to close with a stitch, from which comes the maid. By means of this frenum, the 

woman should remain closed, and children be made in the same manner in which God made the 

angels, by a pleasure far above carnal pleasure as the heaven is above the earth. Observing this 

closing, the devil, wild at being done, pinched the Sieur Adam, who was asleep, by the skin, and 

stretched a portion of it out in imitation of his diabolical tail; but as the father of man was on his 

back this appendage came out in front. Thus these two productions of the devil had the desire to 

reunite themselves, following the law of similarities which God had laid down for the conduct of 

the world. From this came the first sin and the sorrows of the human race, because God, noticing 

the devil’s work, determined to see what would come of it.” 

The servant declared that they were quite correct in the statements, for that woman was a bad 

animal, and that she herself knew some who were better under the ground than on it. The 

pilgrims, noticing then how pretty the girl was, were afraid of breaking their vows, and went 

straight to bed. The girl went and told her mistress she was harbouring infidels, and told her what 

they had said about women. 

“Ah!” said the landlady, “what matters it to me the thoughts my customers have in their 

brains, so long as their purses are well filled.” 

And when the servant had told of the jewels, she exclaimed— 

“Ah, these are questions which concern all women. Let us go and reason with them. I’ll take 

the nobles, you can have the citizen.” 

The landlady, who was the most shameless inhabitant of the duchy of Milan, went into the 

chamber where the Sire de La Vaugrenand and the German baron were sleeping, and 

congratulated them upon their vows, saying that the women would not lose much by them; but to 

accomplish these said vows it was necessary they should endeavour to withstand the strongest 

temptations. Then she offered to lie down beside them, so anxious were she to see if she would 

be left unmolested, a thing which had never happened to her yet in the company of a man. 

On the morrow, at breakfast, the servant had the ring on her finger, her mistress had the gold 

chain and the pearl earrings. The three pilgrims stayed in the town about a month, spending there 

all the money they had in their purses, and agreed that if they had spoken so severely of women 

it was because they had not known those of Milan. 



On his return to Germany the Baron made this observation: that he was only guilty of one sin, 

that of being in his castle. The Citizen of Paris came back full of stories for his wife, and found 

her full of Hope. The Burgundian saw Madame de La Vaugrenand so troubled that he nearly 

died of the consolations he administered to her, in spite of his former opinions. This teaches us to 

hold our tongues in hostelries. 

 

 

 

  



INNOCENCE 

By the double crest of my fowl, and by the rose lining of my sweetheart’s slipper! By all the 

horns of well-beloved cuckolds, and by the virtue of their blessed wives! the finest work of man 

is neither poetry, nor painted pictures, nor music, nor castles, nor statues, be they carved never so 

well, nor rowing, nor sailing galleys, but children. 

Understand me, children up to the age of ten years, for after that they become men or women, 

and cutting their wisdom teeth, are not worth what they cost; the worst are the best. Watch them 

playing, prettily and innocently, with slippers; above all, cancellated ones, with the household 

utensils, leaving that which displeases them, crying after that which pleases them, munching the 

sweets and confectionery in the house, nibbling at the stores, and always laughing as soon as 

their teeth are cut, and you will agree with me that they are in every way lovable; besides which 

they are flower and fruit—the fruit of love, the flower of life. Before their minds have been 

unsettled by the disturbances of life, there is nothing in this world more blessed or more pleasant 

than their sayings, which are naive beyond description. This is as true as the double chewing 

machine of a cow. Do not expect a man to be innocent after the manner of children, because 

there is an, I know not what, ingredient of reason in the naivety of a man, while the naivety of 

children is candid, immaculate, and has all the finesse of the mother, which is plainly proved in 

this tale. 

Queen Catherine was at that time Dauphine, and to make herself welcome to the king, her 

father-in-law, who at that time was very ill indeed, presented him, from time to time, with Italian 

pictures, knowing that he liked them much, being a friend of the Sieur Raphael d’Urbin and of 

the Sieurs Primatice and Leonardo da Vinci, to whom he sent large sums of money. She obtained 

from her family—who had the pick of these works, because at that time the Duke of the Medicis 

governed Tuscany —a precious picture, painted by a Venetian named Titian (artist to the 

Emperor Charles, and in very high flavour), in which there were portraits of Adam and Eve at 

the moment when God left them to wander about the terrestrial Paradise, and were painted their 

full height, in the costume of the period, in which it is difficult to make a mistake, because they 

were attired in their ignorance, and caparisoned with the divine grace which enveloped them—a 

difficult thing to execute on account of the colour, but one in which the said Sieur Titian 

excelled. The picture was put into the room of the poor king, who was then ill with the disease of 

which he eventually died. It had a great success at the Court of France, where everyone wished 

to see it; but no one was able to until after the king’s death, since at his desire it was allowed to 

remain in his room as long as he lived. 

One day Madame Catherine took with her to the king’s room her son Francis and little 

Margot, who began to talk at random, as children will. Now here, now there, these children had 

heard this picture of Adam and Eve spoken about, and had tormented their mother to take them 

there. Since the two little ones at times amused the old king, Madame the Dauphine consented to 

their request. 

“You wished to see Adam and Eve, who were our first parents; there they are,” said she. 

Then she left them in great astonishment before Titian’s picture, and seated herself by the 

bedside of the king, who delighted to watch the children. 

“Which of the two is Adam?” said Francis, nudging his sister Margot’s elbow. 

“You silly!” replied she, “to know that, they would have to be dressed!” 



This reply, which delighted the poor king and the mother, was mentioned in a letter written in 

Florence by Queen Catherine. 

No writer having brought it to light, it will remain, like a sweet flower, in a corner of these 

Tales, although it is no way droll, and there is no other moral to be drawn from it except that to 

hear these pretty speeches of infancy one must beget the children. 

 

 

 

  



THE FAIR IMPERIA MARRIED 

HOW MADAME IMPERIA WAS CAUGHT BY THE VERY NET SHE WAS 

ACCUSTOMED TO SPREAD FOR HER LOVE-BIRDS 

 

The lovely lady Imperia, who gloriously opens these tales, because she was the glory of her 

time, was compelled to come into the town of Rome, after the holding of the council, for the 

cardinal of Ragusa loved her more than his cardinal’s hat, and wished to have her near him. This 

rascal was so magnificent, that he presented her with the beautiful palace that he had in the Papal 

capital. About this time she had the misfortune to find herself in an interesting condition by this 

cardinal. As everyone knows, this pregnancy finished with a fine little daughter, concerning 

whom the Pope said jokingly that she should be named Theodora, as if to say The Gift Of God. 

The girl was thus named, and was exquisitely lovely. The cardinal left his inheritance to this 

Theodora, whom the fair Imperia established in her hotel, for she was flying from Rome as from 

a pernicious place, where children were begotten, and where she had nearly spoiled her beautiful 

figure, her celebrated perfections, lines of the body, curves of the back, delicious breasts, and 

Serpentine charms which placed her as much above the other women of Christendom as the Holy 

Father was above all other Christians. But all her lovers knew that with the assistance of eleven 

doctors of Padua, seven master surgeons of Pavia, and five surgeons come from all parts, who 

assisted at her confinement, she was preserved from all injury. Some go so far as to say that she 

gained therein superfineness and whiteness of skin. A famous man, of the school of Salerno, 

wrote a book on the subject, to show the value of a confinement for the freshness, health, 

preservation, and beauty of women. In this very learned book it was clearly proved to readers 

that that which was beautiful to see in Imperia, was that which it was permissible for lovers alone 

to behold; a rare case then, for she did not disarrange her attire for the petty German princes 

whom she called her margraves, burgraves, electors, and dukes, just as a captain ranks his 

soldiers. 

Everyone knows that when she was eighteen years of age, the lovely Theodora, to atone for 

her mother’s gay life, wished to retire into the bosom of the Church. With this idea she placed 

herself in the hands of a cardinal, in order that he might instruct her in the duties of the devout. 

This wicked shepherd found the lamb so magnificently beautiful that he attempted to debauch 

her. Theodora instantly stabbed herself with a stiletto, in order not to be contaminated by the 

evil-minded priest. This adventure, which was consigned to the history of the period, made a 

great commotion in Rome, and was deplored by everyone, so much was the daughter of Imperia 

beloved. 

Then this noble courtesan, much afflicted, returned to Rome, there to weep for her poor 

daughter. She set out in the thirty-ninth year of her age, which was, according to some authors, 

the summer of her magnificent beauty, because then she had obtained the acme of perfection, 

like ripe fruit. Sorrow made her haughty and hard with those who spoke to her of love, in order 

to dry her tears. The pope himself visited her in her palace, and gave her certain words of 

admonition. But she refused to be comforted, saying that she would henceforth devote herself to 

God, because she had never yet been satisfied by any man, although she had ardently desired it; 

and all of them, even a little priest, whom she had adored like a saint’s shrine, had deceived her. 

God, she was sure, would not do so. 



This resolution disconcerted many, for she was the joy of a vast number of lords. So that 

people ran about the streets of Rome crying out, “Where is Madame Imperia? Is she going to 

deprive the world of love?” Some of the ambassadors wrote to their masters on the subject. The 

Emperor of the Romans was much cut up about it, because he had loved her to distraction for 

eleven weeks; had left her only to go to the wars, and loved her still as much as his most precious 

member, which according to his own statement, was his eye, for that alone embraced the whole 

of his dear Imperia. In this extremity the Pope sent for a Spanish physician, and conducted him 

to the beautiful creature, to whom he proved, by various arguments, adorned with Latin and 

Greek quotations, that beauty is impaired by tears and tribulation, and that through sorrow’s door 

wrinkles step in. This proposition, confirmed by the doctors of the Holy College in controversy, 

had the effect of opening the doors of the palace that same evening. The young cardinals, the 

foreign envoys, the wealthy inhabitants, and the principal men of the town of Rome came, 

crowded the rooms, and held a joyous festival; the common people made grand illuminations, 

and thus the whole population celebrated the return of the Queen of Pleasure to her occupation, 

for she was at that time the presiding deity of Love. The experts in all the arts loved her much, 

because she spent considerable sums of money improving the Church in Rome, which contained 

poor Theodora’s tomb, which was destroyed during that pillage of Rome in which perished the 

traitorous constable of Bourbon, for this holy maiden was placed therein in a massive coffin of 

gold and silver, which the cursed soldiers were anxious to obtain. The basilic cost, it is said, 

more than the pyramid erected by the Lady Rhodepa, an Egyptian courtesan, eighteen hundred 

years before the coming of our divine Saviour, which proves the antiquity of this pleasant 

occupation, the extravagant prices which the wise Egyptians paid for their pleasures, and how 

things deteriorate, seeing that now for a trifle you can have a chemise full of female loveliness in 

the Rue du Petit-Heulen, at Paris. Is it not abomination? 

Never had Madame Imperia appeared so lovely as at this first gala after her mourning. All the 

princes, cardinals, and others declared that she was worthy the homage of the whole world, 

which was there represented by a noble from every known land, and thus was it amply 

demonstrated that beauty was in every place queen of everything. 

The envoy of the King of France, who was a cadet of the house of l’Ile Adam, arrived late, 

although he had never yet seen Imperia, and was most anxious to do so. He was a handsome 

young knight, much in favour with his sovereign, in whose court he had a mistress, whom he 

loved with infinite tenderness, and who was the daughter of Monsieur de Montmorency, a lord 

whose domains bordered upon those of the house of l’Ile Adam. To this penniless cadet the king 

had given certain missions to the duchy of Milan, of which he had acquitted himself so well that 

he was sent to Rome to advance the negotiations concerning which historians have written so 

much in their books. Now if he had nothing of his own, poor little l’Ile Adam relied upon so 

good a beginning. He was slightly built, but upright as a column, dark, with black, glistening 

eyes; and a man not easily taken in; but concealing his finesse, he had the air of an innocent 

child, which made him gentle and amiable as a laughing maiden. Directly this gentleman joined 

her circle, and her eyes had rested upon him, Madame Imperia felt herself bitten by a strong 

desire, which stretched the harp strings of her nature, and produced therefrom a sound she had 

not heard for many a day. She was seized with such a vertigo of true love at the sight of this 

freshness of youth, that but for her imperial dignity she would have kissed the good cheeks 

which shone like little apples. 

Now take note of this; that so called modest women, and ladies whose skirts bear their 

armorial bearings, are thoroughly ignorant of the nature of man, because they keep to one alone, 



like the Queen of France who believed all men had ulcers in the nose because the king had; but a 

great courtesan, like Madame Imperia, knew man to his core, because she had handled a great 

many. In her retreat, everyone came out in his true colours, and concealed nothing, thinking to 

himself that he would not be long with her. Having often deplored this subjection, sometimes she 

would remark that she suffered from pleasure more than she suffered from pain. There was the 

dark shadow of her life. You may be sure that a lover was often compelled to part with a nice 

little heap of crowns in order to pass the night with her, and was reduced to desperation by a 

refusal. Now for her it was a joyful thing to feel a youthful desire, like that she had for the little 

priest, whose story commences this collection; but because she was older than in those merry 

days, love was more fully established in her, and she soon perceived that it was of a fiery nature 

when it began to make itself felt; indeed, she suffered in her skin like a cat that is being scorched, 

and so much so that she had an intense longing to spring upon this gentleman, and bear him in 

triumph to her nest, as a kite does its prey, but with great difficulty she restrained herself. When 

he came and bowed to her, she threw back her head, and assumed a most dignified attitude, as do 

those who have a love infatuation in their hearts. The gravity of her demeanour to the young 

ambassador caused many to think that she had work in store for him; equivocating on the word, 

after the custom of the time. 

L’Ile Adam, knowing himself to be dearly loved by his mistress, troubled himself but little 

about Madame Imperia, grave or gay, and frisked about like a goat let loose. The courtesan, 

terribly annoyed at this, changed her tone, from being sulky became gay and lively, came to him, 

softened her voice, sharpened her glance, gracefully inclined her head, rubbed against him with 

her sleeve, and called him Monsiegneur, embraced him with the loving words, trifled with his 

hand, and finished by smiling at him most affably. He, not imagining that so unprofitable a lover 

would suit her, for he was as poor as a church mouse, and did not know that his beauty was the 

equal in her eyes to all the treasures of the world, was not taken in her trap, but continued to ride 

the high horse with his hand on his hips. This disdain of her passion irritated Madame to the 

heart, which by this spark was set in flame. If you doubt this, it is because you know nothing of 

the profession of the Madame Imperia, who by reason of it might be compared to a chimney, in 

which a great number of fires have been lighted, which had filled it with soot; in this state a 

match was sufficient to burn everything there, where a hundred fagots has smoked comfortably. 

She burned within from top to toe in a horrible manner, and could not be extinguished save with 

the water of love. The cadet of l’Ile Adam left the room without noticing this ardour. 

Madame, disconsolate at his departure, lost her senses from her head to her feet, and so 

thoroughly that she sent a messenger to him on the galleries, begging him to pass the night with 

her. On no other occasion of her life had she had this cowardice, either for king, pope, or 

emperor, since the high price of her favours came from the bondage in which she held her 

admirers, whom the more she humbled the more she raised herself. The disdainful hero of this 

history was informed by the head chamber-women, who was a clever jade, that in all probability 

a great treat awaited him, for most certainly Madame would regale him with her most delicate 

inventions of love. L’Ile Adam returned to the salons, delighted at this lucky chance. Directly the 

envoy of France reappeared, as everyone had seen Imperia turn pale at his departure, the general 

joy knew no bounds, because everyone was delighted to see her return to her old life of love. An 

English cardinal, who had drained more than one big-bellied flagon, and wished to taste Imperia, 

went to l’Ile Adam and whispered to him, “Hold her fast, so that she shall never again escape 

us.” 



The story of this remark was told to the pope at his levee, and caused him to 

remark, Laetamini, gentes, quoniam surrexit Dominus. A quotation which the old cardinals 

abominated as a profanation of sacred texts. Seeing which, the pope reprimanded them severely, 

and took occasion to lecture them, telling them that if they were good Christians they were bad 

politicians. Indeed, he relied upon the fair Imperia to reclaim the emperor, and with this idea he 

syringed her well with flattery. 

The lights of the palace being extinguished, the golden flagons on the floor, and the servants 

drunk and stretched about on the carpets, Madame entered her bedchamber, leading by the hand 

her dear lover-elect; and she was well pleased, and has since confessed that so strongly was she 

bitten with love, she could hardly restrain herself from rolling at his feet like a beast of the field, 

begging him to crush her beneath him if he could. L’Ile Adam slipped off his garments, and 

tumbled into bed as if he were in his own house. Seeing which, Madame hastened her 

preparations, and sprang into her lover’s arms with a frenzy that astonished her women, who 

knew her to be ordinarily one of the most modest of women on these occasions. The 

astonishment became general throughout the country, for the pair remained in bed for nine days, 

eating, drinking, and embracing in a marvellous and most masterly manner. Madame told her 

women that at last she had placed her hand on a phoenix of love, since he revived from every 

attack. Nothing was talked of in Rome and Italy but the victory that had been gained over 

Imperia, who had boasted that she would yield to no man, and spat upon all of them, even the 

dukes. As to the aforesaid margraves and burgraves, she gave them the tail of her dress to hold, 

and said that if she did not tread them under foot, they would trample upon her. Madame 

confessed to her servants that, differently to all other men she had had to put up with, the more 

she fondled this child of love, the more she desired to do so, and that she would never be able to 

part with him; nor his splendid eyes, which blinded her; nor his branch of coral, that she always 

hungered after. She further declared that if such were his desire, she would let him suck her 

blood, eat her breasts—which were the most lovely in the world—and cut her tresses, of which 

she had only given a single one to the Emperor of the Romans, who kept it in his breast, like a 

precious relic; finally, she confessed that on that night only had life begun for her, because the 

embrace of Villiers de l’Ile Adam sent the blood to her in three bounds and in a brace of shakes. 

These expressions becoming known, made everyone very miserable. Directly she went out, 

Imperia told the ladies of Rome that she should die it if she were deserted by this gentleman, and 

would cause herself, like Queen Cleopatra, to be bitten by an asp. She declared openly that she 

had bidden an eternal adieu her to her former gay life, and would show the whole world what 

virtue was by abandoning her empire for this Villiers de l’Ile Adam, whose servant she would 

rather be than reign of Christendom. The English cardinal remonstrated with the pope that this 

love for one, in the heart of a woman who was the joy of all, was an infamous depravity, and that 

he ought with a brief in partibus, to annul this marriage, which robbed the fashionable world of 

its principal attraction. But the love of this poor woman, who had confessed the miseries of her 

life, was so sweet a thing, and so moved the most dissipated heart, that she silenced all clamour, 

and everyone forgave her her happiness. One day, during Lent, Imperia made her people fast, 

and ordered them to go and confess, and return to God. She herself went and fell at the pope’s 

feet, and there showed such penitence, that she obtained from him remission of all her sins, 

believing that the absolution of the pope would communicate to her soul that virginity which she 

was grieved at being unable to offer her lover. It is impossible to help thinking that there was 

some virtue in the ecclesiastical piscina, for the poor cadet was so smothered with love that he 

fancied himself in Paradise, and left the negotiations of the King of France, left his love for 



Mademoiselle de Montmorency—in fact, left everything to marry Madame Imperia, in order that 

he might live and die with her. Such was the effect of the learned ways of this great lady of 

pleasure directly she turned her science to the root of a virtuous love. Imperia bade adieu to her 

admirers at a royal feast, given in honour of her wedding, which was a wonderful ceremony, at 

which all the Italian princes were present. She had, it is said, a million gold crowns; in spite of 

the vastness of this sum, every one far from blaming L’Ile Adam, paid him many compliments, 

because it was evident that neither Madame Imperia nor her young husband thought of anything 

but one. The pope blessed their marriage, and said that it was a fine thing to see the foolish virgin 

returning to God by the road of marriage. 

But during that last night in which it would be permissible for all to behold the Queen of 

Beauty, who was about to become a simple chatelaine of the kingdom of France, there were a 

great number of men who mourned for the merry nights, the suppers, the masked balls, the 

joyous games, and the melting hours, when each one emptied his heart to her. Everyone regretted 

the ease and freedom which had always been found in the residence of this lovely creature, who 

now appeared more tempting than she had ever done in her life, for the fervid heat of her great 

love made her glisten like a summer sun. Much did they lament the fact that she had had the sad 

fantasy to become a respectable woman. To these Madame de l’Ile Adam answered jestingly, 

that after twenty-four years passed in the service of the public, she had a right to retire. Others 

said to her, that however distant the sun was, people could warm themselves in it, while she 

would show herself no more. To these she replied that she would still have smiles to bestow 

upon those lords who would come and see how she played the role of a virtuous woman. To this 

the English envoy answered, he believed her capable of pushing virtue to its extreme point. She 

gave a present to each of her friends, and large sums to the poor and suffering of Rome; besides 

this, she left to the convent where her daughter was to have been, and to the church she had built, 

the wealth she had inherited from Theodora, which came from the cardinal of Ragusa. 

When the two spouses set out they were accompanied a long way by knights in mourning, and 

even by the common people, who wished them every happiness, because Madame Imperia had 

been hard on the rich only, and had always been kind and gentle with the poor. This lovely queen 

of love was hailed with acclamations throughout the journey in all the towns of Italy where the 

report of her conversion had spread, and where everyone was curious to see pass, a case so rare 

as two such spouses. Several princes received this handsome couple at their courts, saying it was 

but right to show honour to this woman who had the courage to renounce her empire over the 

world of fashion, to become a virtuous woman. But there was an evil-minded fellow, one my 

lord Duke of Ferrara, who said to l’Ile Adam that his great fortune had not cost him much. At 

this first offence Madame Imperia showed what a good heart she had, for she gave up all the 

money she had received from her lovers, to ornament the dome of St. Maria del Fiore, in the 

town of Florence, which turned the laugh against the Sire d’Este, who boasted that he had built a 

church in spite of the empty condition of his purse. You may be sure he was reprimanded for this 

joke by his brother the cardinal. 

The fair Imperia only kept her own wealth and that which the Emperor had bestowed upon her 

out of pure friendship since his departure, the amount of which was however, considerable. The 

cadet of l’Ile Adam had a duel with the duke, in which he wounded him. Thus neither Madame 

de l’Ile Adam, nor her husband could be in any way reproached. This piece of chivalry caused 

her to be gloriously received in all places she passed through, especially in Piedmont, where the 

fetes were splendid. Verses which the poet then composed, such as sonnets, epithalamias, and 



odes, have been given in certain collections; but all poetry was weak in comparison with her, 

who was, according to an expression of Monsieur Boccaccio, poetry herself. 

The prize in this tourney of fetes and gallantry must be awarded to the good Emperor of the 

Romans, who, knowing of the misbehaviour of the Duke of Ferrara, dispatched an envoy to his 

old flame, charged with Latin manuscripts, in which he told her that he loved her so much for 

herself, that he was delighted to know that she was happy, but grieved to know that all her 

happiness was not derived from him; that he had lost his right to make her presents, but that, if 

the king of France received her coldly, he would think it an honour to acquire a Villiers to the 

holy empire, and would give him such principalities as he might choose from his domains. The 

fair Imperia replied that she was extremely obliged to the Emperor, but that had she to suffer 

contumely upon contumely in France, she still intended there to finish her days. 

II HOW THIS MARRIAGE ENDED 

Not knowing if it she would be received or not, the lady of l’Ile Adam would not go to court, 

but lived in the country, where her husband made a fine establishment, purchasing the manor of 

Beaumont-le-Vicomte, which gave rise to the equivoque upon his name, made by our well-

beloved Rabelais, in his most magnificent book. He acquired also the domain of Nointel, the 

forest of Carenelle, St. Martin, and other places in the neighbourhood of the l’Ile Adam, where 

his brother Villiers resided. These said acquisitions made him the most powerful lord in the l’Ile 

de France and county of Paris. He built a wonderful castle near Beaumont, which was afterwards 

ruined by the English, and adorned it with the furniture, foreign tapestries, chests, pictures, 

statues, and curiosities, of his wife, who was a great connoisseur, which made this place equal to 

the most magnificent castles known. 

The happy pair led a life so envied by all, that nothing was talked about in Paris and at Court 

but this marriage, the good fortune of the Sire de Beaumont, and, above all, of the perfect, loyal, 

gracious, and religious life of his wife, who from habit many still called Madame Imperia; who 

was no longer proud and sharp as steel, but had the virtues and qualities of a respectable woman, 

and was an example in many things to a queen. She was much beloved by the Church on account 

of her great religion, for she had never once forgotten God, having, as she once said, spent much 

of her time with churchmen, abbots, bishops, and cardinals, who had sprinkled her well with 

holy water, and under the curtains worked her eternal salvation. 

The praises sung in honour of this lady had such an effect, that the king came to Beauvoisis to 

gaze upon this wonder, and did the sire the honour to sleep at Beaumont, remained there three 

days, and had a royal hunt there with the queen and the whole Court. You may be sure that he 

was surprised, as were also the queen, the ladies, and the Court, at the manners of this superb 

creature, who was proclaimed a lady of courtesy and beauty. The king first, then the queen, and 

afterwards every individual member of the company, complemented l’Ile Adam on having 

chosen such a wife. The modesty of the chatelaine did more than pride would have 

accomplished; for she was invited to court, and everywhere, so imperious was her great heart, so 

tyrannic her violent love for her husband. You may be sure that her charms, hidden under the 

garments of virtue, were none the less exquisite. The king gave the vacant post of lieutenant of 

the Ile de France and provost of Paris to his ancient ambassador, giving him the title of Viscount 

of Beaumont, which established him as governor of the whole province, and put him on an 

excellent footing at court. But this was the cause of a great wound in Madame’s heart, because a 

wretch, jealous of this unclouded happiness, asked her, playfully, if Beaumont had ever spoken 

to her of his first love, Mademoiselle de Montmorency, who at that time was twenty-two years of 



age, as she was sixteen at the time the marriage took place in Rome—the which young lady 

loved l’Ile Adam so much that she remained a maiden, would listen to no proposals of marriage, 

and was dying of a broken heart, unable to banish her perfidious lover from her remembrance 

and was desirous of entering the convent of Chelles. Madame Imperia, during the six years of her 

marriage, had never heard this name, and was sure from this fact that she was indeed beloved. 

You can imagine that this time had been passed as a single day, that both believed that they had 

only been married the evening before, and that each night was as a wedding night, and that if 

business took the knight out of doors, he was quite melancholy, being unwilling ever to have her 

out of his sight, and she was the same with him. 

The king, who was very partial to the viscount, also made a remark to him which stung him to 

the quick, when he said, “You have no children?” 

To which Beaumont replied, with the face of a man whose raw place you have touched with 

your finger, “Monsiegneur, my brother has; thus our line is safe.” 

Now it happened that his brother’s two children died suddenly—one from a fall from his horse 

at a tournament and the other from illness. Monsieur l’Ile Adam the elder was so stricken with 

grief at these two deaths that he expired soon after, so much did he love his two sons. By this 

means the manor of Beaumont, the property at Carenelle, St. Martin, Nointel, and the 

surrounding domains, were reunited to the manor of l’Ile Adam, and the neighbouring forests, 

and the cadet became the head of the house. At this time Madame was forty-five, and was still fit 

to bear children; but alas! she conceived not. As soon as she saw the lineage of l’Ile Adam 

destroyed, she was anxious to obtain offspring. 

Now, as during the seven years which had elapsed she had never once had the slightest hint of 

pregnancy, she believed, according to the statement of a clever physician whom she sent for 

from Paris, that this barrenness proceeded from the fact, that both she and her husband, always 

more lovers than spouses, allowed pleasure to interfere with business, and by this means 

engendering was prevented. Then she endeavoured to restrain her impetuosity, and to take things 

coolly, because the physician had explained to her that in a state of nature animals never failed to 

breed, because the females employed none of those artifices, tricks, and hanky-pankies with 

which women accommodate the olives of Poissy, and for this reason they thoroughly deserved 

the title of beasts. She promised him no longer to play with such a serious affair, and to forget all 

the ingenious devices in which she had been so fertile. But, alas! although she kept as quiet as 

that German woman who lay so still that her husband embraced her to death, and then went, poor 

baron, to obtain absolution from the pope, who delivered his celebrated brief, in which he 

requested the ladies of Franconia to be a little more lively, and prevent a repetition of such a 

crime. Madame de l’Ile Adam did not conceive, and fell into a state of great melancholy. 

Then she began to notice how thoughtful had become her husband, l’Ile Adam, whom she 

watched when he thought she was not looking, and who wept that he had no fruit of his great 

love. Soon this pair mingled their tears, for everything was common to the two in this fine 

household, and as they never left the other, the thought of the one was necessarily the thought of 

the other. When Madame beheld a poor person’s child she nearly died of grief, and it took her a 

whole day to recover. Seeing this great sorrow, l’Ile Adam ordered all children to be kept out of 

his wife’s sight, and said soothing things to her, such as that children often turned out badly; to 

which she replied, that a child made by those who loved so passionately would be the finest child 

in the world. He told her that her sons might perish, like those of his poor brother; to which she 



replied, that she would not let them stir further from her petticoats than a hen allows her 

chickens. In fact, she had an answer for everything. 

Madame caused a woman to be sent for who dealt in magic, and who was supposed to be 

learned in these mysteries, who told her that she had often seen women unable to conceive in 

spite of every effort, but yet they had succeeded by studying the manners and customs of 

animals. Madame took the beasts of the fields for her preceptors, but she did not increase in size; 

her flesh still remained firm and white as marble. She returned to the physical science of the 

master doctors of Paris, and sent for a celebrated Arabian physician, who had just arrived in 

France with a new science. Then this savant, brought up in the school of one Sieur Averroes, 

entered into certain medical details, and declared that the loose life she had formerly led had for 

ever ruined her chance of obtaining offspring. The physical reasons which he assigned were so 

contrary to the teaching of the holy books which establish the majesty of man, made in the image 

of his creator, and so contrary to the system upheld by sound sense and good doctrine, that the 

doctors of Paris laughed them to scorn. The Arabian physician left the school where his master, 

the Sieur Averroes, was unknown. 

The doctors told Madame, who had come to Paris, that she was to keep on as usual, since she 

had had during her gay life the lovely Theodora, by the cardinal of Ragusa, and that the right of 

having children remained with women as long as their blood circulated, and all that she had to do 

was to multiply the chances of conception. This advice appeared to her so good that she 

multiplied her victories, but it was only multiplying her defeats, since she obtained the flowers of 

love without its fruits. 

The poor afflicted woman wrote then to the pope, who loved her much, and told him of her 

sorrows. The good pope replied to her with a gracious homily, written with his own hand, in 

which he told her that when human science and things terrestrial had failed, we should turn to 

Heaven and implore the grace of God. Then she determined to go with naked feet, accompanied 

by her husband, to Notre Dame de Liesse, celebrated for her intervention in similar cases, and 

made a vow to build a magnificent cathedral in gratitude for the child. But she bruised and 

injured her pretty feet, and conceived nothing but a violent grief, which was so great that some of 

her lovely tresses fell off and some turned white. 

At last the faculty of making children was taken from her, which brought on the vapours 

consequent upon hypochondria, and caused her skin to turn yellow. She was then forty-nine 

years of age, and lived in her castle of l’Ile Adam, where she grew as thin as a leper in a lazar-

house. The poor creature was all the more wretched because l’Ile Adam was still amorous, and as 

good as gold to her, who failed in her duty, because she had formerly been too free with the men, 

and was now, according to her own disdainful remark, only a cauldron to cook chitterlings. 

“Ha!” said she, one evening when these thoughts were tormenting her. “In spite of the Church, 

in spite of the king, in spite of everything, Madame de l’Ile Adam is still the wicked Imperia!” 

She fell into a violent passion when she saw this handsome gentleman have everything a man 

can desire, great wealth, royal favour, unequalled love, matchless wife, pleasure such as none 

other could produce, and yet fail in that which is dearest to the head of the house—namely, 

lineage. With this idea in her head, she wished to die, thinking how good and noble he had been 

to her, and how much she failed in her duty in not giving him children, and in being 

henceforward unable to do so. She hid her sorrow in the secret recesses of her heart, and 

conceived a devotion worthy her great love. To put into practice this heroic design she became 



still more amorous, took extreme care of her charms, and made use of learned precepts to 

maintain her bodily perfection, which threw out an incredible lustre. 

About this time the Sieur de Montmorency conquered the repulsion his daughter entertained 

for marriage, and her alliance with one Sieur de Chatillon was much talked about. Madame 

Imperia, who lived only three leagues distant from Montmorency, one day sent her husband out 

hunting in the forests, and set out towards the castle where the young lady lived. Arrived in the 

grounds she walked about there, telling a servant to inform her mistress that a lady had a most 

important communication to make to her, and that she had come to request an audience. Much 

interested by the account which she received by the beauty, courtesy, and manners of the 

unknown lady, Mademoiselle de Montmorency went in great haste into the gardens, and there 

met her rival, whom she did not know. 

“My dear,” said the poor woman, weeping to find the young maiden as beautiful as herself, “I 

know that they are trying to force you into a marriage with Monsieur de Chatillon, although you 

still love Monsieur de l’Ile Adam. Have confidence in the prophecy that I here make you, that he 

whom you have loved, and who only was false to you through a snare into which an angel might 

have fallen, will be free from the burden of his old wife before the leaves fall. Thus the 

constancy of your love will have its crown of flowers. Now have the courage to refuse this 

marriage they are arranging for you, and you may yet clasp your first and only love. Pledge me 

your word to love and cherish l’Ile Adam, who is the kindest of men; never to cause him a 

moment’s anguish, and tell him to reveal to you all the secrets of love invented by Madame 

Imperia, because, in practicing them, being young, you will be easily able to obliterate the 

remembrance of her from his mind.” 

Mademoiselle de Montmorency was so astonished that she could make no answer, and let this 

queen of beauty depart, and believed her to be a fairy, until a workman told her that the fairy was 

Madame de l’Ile Adam. Although the adventure was inexplicable, she told her father that she 

would not give her consent to the proposed marriage until after the autumn, so much is it in the 

nature of Love to ally itself with Hope, in spite of the bitter pills which this deceitful and 

gracious, companion gives her to swallow like bull’s eyes. During the months when the grapes 

are gathered, Imperia would not let l’Ile Adam leave her, and was so amorous that one would 

have imagined she wished to kill him, since l’Ile Adam felt as though he had a fresh bride in his 

arms every night. The next morning the good woman requested him to keep the remembrance of 

these joys in his heart. 

Then, to know what her lover’s real thoughts on the subject were she said to him, “Poor l’Ile 

Adam, we were very silly to marry—a lad like you, with your twenty-three years, and an old 

woman close to 40.” 

He answered her, that his happiness was such that he was the envy of every one, that at her 

age her equal did not exist among the younger women, and that if ever she grew old he would 

love her wrinkles, believing that even in the tomb she would be lovely, and her skeleton lovable. 

To these answers, which brought the tears into her eyes, she one morning answered 

maliciously, that Mademoiselle de Montmorency was very lovely and very faithful. This speech 

forced l’Ile Adam to tell her that she pained him by telling him of the only wrong he had ever 

committed in his life—the breaking of the troth pledged to his first sweetheart, all love for whom 

he had since effaced from his heart. This candid speech made her seize him and clasp him to her 

heart, affected at the loyalty of his discourse on a subject from which many would have shrunk. 



“My dear love,” said she, “for a long time past I have been suffering from a retraction of the 

heart, which has always since my youth been dangerous to my life, and in this opinion the 

Arabian physician coincides. If I die, I wish you to make the most binding oath a knight can 

make, to wed Mademoiselle Montmorency. I am so certain of dying, that I leave my property to 

you only on condition that this marriage takes place.” 

Hearing this, l’Ile Adam turned pale, and felt faint at the mere thought of an eternal separation 

from his good wife. 

“Yes, dear treasure of love,” continued she. “I am punished by God there where my sins were 

committed, for the great joys that I feel dilate my heart, and have, according to the Arabian 

doctor, weakened the vessels which in a moment of excitement will burst; but I have always 

implored God to take my life at the age in which I now am, because I would not see my charms 

marred by the ravages of time.” 

This great and noble woman saw then how well she was beloved. This is how she obtained the 

greatest sacrifice of love that ever was made upon this earth. She alone knew what a charm 

existed in the embraces, fondlings, and raptures of the conjugal bed, which were such that poor 

l’Ile Adam would rather have died than allow himself to be deprived of the amorous delicacies 

she knew so well how to prepare. At this confession made by her that, in the excitement of love 

her heart would burst, the chevalier cast himself at her knees, and declared that to preserve her 

life he would never ask her for love, but would live contented to see her only at his side, happy at 

being able to touch but the hem of her garment. 

She replied, bursting into tears, “that she would rather die than lose one iota of his love; that 

she would die as she had lived, since luckily she could make a man embrace her when such was 

her desire without having to put her request into words.” 

Here it must be stated that the cardinal of Ragusa had given her as a present an article, which 

this holy joker called in articulo mortis. It was a tiny glass bottle, no bigger than a bean, made at 

Venice, and containing a poison so subtle that by breaking it between the teeth death came 

instantly and painlessly. He had received it from Signora Tophana, the celebrated maker of 

poisons of the town of Rome. 

Now this tiny bottle was under the bezel of a ring, preserved from all objects that could break 

it by certain plates of gold. Poor Imperia put it into her mouth several times without being able to 

make up her mind to bite it, so much pleasure did she take in the moment that she believed to be 

her last. Then she would pass before her in mental review all her methods of enjoyment before 

breaking the glass, and determined that when she felt the most perfect of all joys she would bite 

the bottle. 

The poor creature departed this life on the night on the first day of October. Then was there 

heard a great clamour in the forests and in the clouds, as if the loves had cried aloud, “The great 

Noc is dead!” in imitation of the pagan gods who, at the coming of the Saviour of men, fled into 

the skies, saying, “the great Pan is slain!” A cry which was heard by some persons navigating the 

Eubean Sea, and preserved by a Father of the Church. 

Madame Imperia died without being spoiled in shape, so much had God made her the 

irreproachable model of a woman. She had, it was said, a magnificent tint upon her flesh, caused 

by the proximity of the flaming wings of Pleasure, who cried and groaned over her corpse. Her 

husband mourned for her most bitterly, never suspecting that she had died to deliver him from a 

childless wife, for the doctor who embalmed her said not a word concerning the cause of her 

death. This great sacrifice was discovered six years after marriage of l’Ile Adam with 



Mademoiselle de Montmorency, because she told him all about the visit of Madame Imperia. 

The poor gentleman immediately fell into a state of great melancholy and finished by dying, 

being unable to banish the remembrance of those joys of love which it was beyond the power of 

a novice to restore to him; thereby did he prove the truth of that which was said at that time, that 

this woman would never die in a heart where she had once reigned. 

This teaches us that virtue is well understood by those who have practised vice; for among the 

most modest women few would thus have sacrificed life, in whatever high state of religion you 

look for them. 

 

 

 

EPILOGUE 

Oh! mad little one, thou whose business it is to make the house merry, again hast thou been 

wallowing, in spite of a thousand prohibitions, in that slough of melancholy, whence thou hast 

already fished out Bertha, and come back with thy tresses dishevelled, like a girl who has been 

ill-treated by a regiment of soldiers! Where are thy golden aiglets and bells, thy filigree flowers 

of fantastic design? Where hast thou left thy crimson head-dress, ornamented with precious 

gewgaws that cost a minot of pearls? 

Why spoil with pernicious tears thy black eyes, so pleasant when therein sparkles the wit of a 

tale, that popes pardon thee thy sayings for the sake of thy merry laughter, feel their souls caught 

between the ivory of thy teeth, have their hearts drawn by the rose point of thy sweet tongue, and 

would barter the holy slipper for a hundred of the smiles that hover round thy vermillion lips? 

Laughing lassie, if thou wouldst remain always fresh and young, weep no more; think of riding 

the brideless fleas, of bridling with the golden clouds thy chameleon chimeras, of 

metamorphosing the realities of life into figures clothed with the rainbow, caparisoned with 

roseate dreams, and mantled with wings blue as the eyes of the partridge. By the Body and the 

Blood, by the Censer and the Seal, by the Book and the Sword, by the Rag and the Gold, by the 

Sound and the Colour, if thou does but return once into that hovel of elegies where eunuchs find 

ugly women for imbecile sultans, I’ll curse thee; I’ll rave at thee; I’ll make thee fast from 

roguery and love; I’ll— 

Phist! Here she is astride a sunbeam with a volume that is ready to burst with merry meteors! 

She plays in their prisms, tearing about so madly, so wildly, so boldly, so contrary to good sense, 

so contrary to good manners, so contrary to everything, that one has to touch her with long 

feathers, to follow her siren’s tail in the golden facets which trifle among the artifices of these 

new pearls of laughter. Ye gods! but she is sporting herself in them like a hundred schoolboys in 

a hedge full of blackberries, after vespers. To the devil with the magister! The volume is 

finished! Out upon work! What ho! my jovial friends; this way! friends; this way! 
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The Decameron is a collection of short stories by the 14th-century Italian author 

Giovanni Boccaccio (1313–1375). The book is structured as a frame story containing 100 tales 

told by a group of seven young women and three young men; they shelter in a secluded villa just 

outside Florence in order to escape the Black Death, which was afflicting the city. Boccaccio 

probably conceived of the Decameron after the epidemic of 1348, and completed it by 1353. The 

various tales of love in The Decameron range from the erotic to the tragic. Tales of wit, practical 

jokes, and life lessons contribute to the mosaic. In addition to its literary value and widespread 

influence (for example on Chaucer's Canterbury Tales), it provides a document of life at the 

time.  

Written in the vernacular of the Florentine language, it is considered a masterpiece of 

classical early Italian prose.   

Despite its enduring popularity, the Decameron's overtly anti-clerical stances frequently 

brought the work into conflict with the Catholic church. The first instance occurred in 1497 in 

Florence, when the Dominican Friar Girolamo Savonarola incited a bonfire of 'sinful' art and 

literature in the centre of Florence known later as the "Bonfire of the Vanities". The Decameron 

was among the works known to have been burned that day. 

More official clerical challenges would follow upon the creation of the Index Librorum 

Prohibitorum. Instituted by Pope Paul IV in 1559, the Index was a list of texts that were 

officially anathema to the Catholic Church; Boccaccio's Decameron was among the original texts 

included. Despite this, the book continued to circulate and grow in popularity, prompting 

Gregory XIII to commission a revised edition in 1573 in which the clergymen were replaced 

with secular people. Even this would prove to be too immoral for Sixtus V who commissioned 

another revision during his time as Cardinal resulting in the 1582 edition by Salviati. 

Even centuries later, the book continued to ruffle feathers.  

The Decameron was banned from US mail under the Federal Anti-Obscenity Act (the so-

called Comstock Law) of 1873, which banned the sending or receiving of works containing 

"obscene", "filthy", or "inappropriate" material. 

In 1922, in the US, the Post Office authorities of Cincinnati seized an expurgated edition, 

and the district judge fined the bookseller $1,000. ($17,666 in 2023 dollars.) 



In 1926, the book was banned by the US Treasury Department. 

In 1927, the US Customs Department mutilated a copy printed by the Ashendene Press, 

and returned it to Maggs Bros., London, with the text missing. C.H.St.John Hornby wrote a 

protest to the London Times. The US Customs lifted the ban in 1931. Minnesota followed the 

suit and lifted its ban in 1932. 

In 1933, Australia banned cheap editions of the Decameron. 

In 1934, the Detroit police seized the book as salacious. 

In 1939, in New Zealand, a policeman borrowed the Decameron from a private lending 

library. He was shocked by its contents and had a court case brought against the owner of the 

club. The Magistrate's Court found the book to be indecent by the Hicklin rule. Later the same 

year, the High Court abandoned the Hicklin rule and overturned the finding that it was indecent. 

(The Hicklin test is a legal test for obscenity established by the English case Regina v Hicklin 

(1868).) The Supreme Court gave greater weight to the circumstances of the book's publication 

and its artistic merit. It was the first case in New Zealand of evidence of a publication's literary 

merit being heard in court. 

In 1953, in England, the Decameron appeared on the list published in Newsagent 

Bookseller Stationer of almost 700 titles named for destruction by local magistrates. (That was 

exactly 600 years after the book was originally published.) 

In 1954, in Swindon, England, copies of the book were ordered destroyed as "obscene" 

by magistrate's court, but an appeal court reversed the decision. 

As of 1954, the book  was still on the black list of the National Organization of Decent 

Literature. (An American pressure group active in campaigning for the censorship of literature. 

Largely led by Roman Catholic priests, it was founded in 1938 and ran until the late 1960s.) 

 

Want to know more? 

Immorality? Salien, an Organ of Student Opinion at Victoria College 

Il Decamerone – “Corrected” by Rome, European Studies Blog 

  

https://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/tm/scholarly/tei-Salient02041939-t1-body-d8.html
https://blogs.bl.uk/european/2016/09/il-decamerone-corrected-by-rome.html


 

 

VOLUME I 

INTRODUCTION 

PROEM 

FIRST DAY 

NOVEL I. — Ser Ciappelletto cheats a holy friar by a false confession, and dies; and, having lived as a 

very bad man, is, on his death, reputed a saint, and called San Ciappelletto. — 

NOVEL II. — Abraham, a Jew, at the instance of Jehannot de Chevigny, goes to the court of Rome, 

and having marked the evil life of the clergy, returns to Paris, and becomes a Christian. — 

NOVEL III. — Melchisedech, a Jew, by a story of three rings averts a great danger with which he was 

menaced by Saladin. — 

NOVEL IV. — A monk lapses into a sin meriting the most severe punishment, justly censures the same 

fault in his abbot, and thus evades the penalty. — 

NOVEL V. — The Marchioness of Monferrato by a banquet of hens seasoned with wit checks the mad 

passion of the King of France. — 

NOVEL VI.—A worthy man by an apt saying puts to shame the wicked hypocrisy of the religious.— 

NOVEL VII. — Bergamino, with a story of Primasso and the Abbot of Cluny, finely censures a sudden 

access of avarice in Messer Cane della Scala. — 

NOVEL VIII.— Guglielmo Borsiere by a neat retort sharply censures avarice in Messer Ermino de' 

Grimaldi. — 

NOVEL IX. — The censure of a Gascon lady converts the King of Cyprus from a churlish to an 

honourable temper. — 

NOVEL X. — Master Alberto da Bologna honourably puts to shame a lady who sought occasion to put 

him to shame in that he was in love with her. — 

SECOND DAY 

NOVEL I. — Martellino pretends to be a paralytic, and makes it appear as if he were cured by being 

placed upon the body of St. Arrigo. His trick is detected; he is beaten and arrested, and is in peril of 

hanging, but finally escapes. — 

NOVEL II. — Rinaldo d'Asti is robbed, arrives at Castel Guglielmo, and is entertained by a widow 

lady; his property is restored to him, and he returns home safe and sound.— 

NOVEL III. — Three young men squander their substance and are reduced to poverty. Their nephew, 

returning home a desperate man, falls in with an abbot, in whom he discovers the daughter of the King 

of England. She marries him, and he retrieves the losses and reestablishes the fortune of his uncles. — 

NOVEL IV. — Landolfo Ruffolo is reduced to poverty, turns corsair, is captured by Genoese, is 

shipwrecked, escapes on a chest full of jewels, and, being cast ashore at Corfu, is hospitably entertained 

by a woman, and returns home wealthy. — 

NOVEL V. — Andreuccio da Perugia comes to Naples to buy horses, meets with three serious 

adventures in one night, comes safe out of them all, and returns home with a ruby. — 



NOVEL VI. — Madam Beritola loses two sons, is found with two kids on an island, goes thence to 

Lunigiana, where one of her sons takes service with her master, and lies with his daughter, for which he 

is put in prison. Sicily rebels against King Charles, the son is recognised by the mother, marries the 

master's daughter, and, his brother being discovered, is reinstated in great honour. — 

NOVEL VII. — The Soldan of Babylon sends one of his daughters overseas, designing to marry her to 

the King of Algarve. By divers adventures she comes in the space of four years into the hands of nine 

men in divers places. At last she is restored to her father, whom she quits again in the guise of a virgin, 

and, as was at first intended, is married to the King of Algarve. — 

NOVEL VIII. — The Count of Antwerp, labouring under a false accusation goes into exile. He leaves 

his two children in different places in England, and takes service in Ireland. Returning to England an 

unknown man, he finds his sons prosperous. He serves as a groom in the army of the King of France; 

his innocence is established and he is restored to his former honours. — 

NOVEL IX. — Bernabo of Genoa, deceived by Ambrogiuolo, loses his money and commands his 

innocent wife to be put to death. She escapes, habits herself as a man, and serves the Soldan. She 

discovers the deceiver, and brings Bernabo to Alexandria, where the deceiver is punished. She then 

resumes the garb of a woman, and with her husband returns wealthy to Genoa. — 

NOVEL X. — Paganino da Monaco carries off the wife of Messer Ricciardo di Chinzica, who, having 

learned where she is, goes to Paganino and in a friendly manner asks him to restore her. He consents, 

provided she be willing. She refuses to go back with her husband. Messer Ricciardo dies, and she 

marries Paganino. — 

THIRD DAY 

NOVEL I. — Masetto da Lamporecchio feigns to be dumb, and obtains a gardener's place at a convent 

of women, who with one accord make haste to lie with him. — 

NOVEL II. — A groom lies with the wife of King Agilulf, who learns the fact, keeps his own counsel, 

finds out the groom and shears him. The shorn shears all his fellows, and so comes safe out of the 

scrape. — 

NOVEL III. — Under cloak of confession and a most spotless conscience, a lady, enamoured of a 

young man, induces a booby friar unwittingly to provide a means to the entire gratification of her 

passion. — 

NOVEL IV. — Dom Felice instructs Fra Puccio how to attain blessedness by doing a penance. Fra 

Puccio does the penance, and meanwhile Dom Felice has a good time with Fra Puccio's wife. — 

NOVEL V. — Zima gives a palfrey to Messer Francesco Vergellesi, who in return suffers him to speak 

with his wife. She keeping silence, he answers in her stead, and the sequel is in accordance with his 

answer. — 

NOVEL VI. — Ricciardo Minutolo loves the wife of Filippello Fighinolfi, and knowing her to be 

jealous, makes her believe that his own wife is to meet Filippello at a bagnio on the ensuing day; 

whereby she is induced to go thither, where, thinking to have been with her husband, she discovers that 

she has tarried with Ricciardo. — 

NOVEL VII. — Tedaldo, being in disfavour with his lady, departs from Florence. He returns thither 

after a while in the guise of a pilgrim, has speech of his lady, and makes her sensible of her fault. Her 

husband, convicted of slaying him, he delivers from peril of death, reconciles him with his brothers, 

and thereafter discreetly enjoys his lady. — 



NOVEL VIII. — Ferondo, having taken a certain powder, is interred for dead; is disinterred by the 

abbot, who enjoys his wife; is put in prison and taught to believe that he is in purgatory; is then 

resuscitated, and rears as his own a boy begotten by the abbot upon his wife. — 

NOVEL IX. — Gillette of Narbonne cures the King of France of a fistula, craves for spouse Bertrand 

de Roussillon, who marries her against his will, and hies him in despite to Florence, where, as he courts 

a young woman, Gillette lies with him in her stead, and has two sons by him; for which cause he 

afterwards takes her into favour and entreats her as his wife. — 

NOVEL X. — Alibech turns hermit, and is taught by Rustico, a monk, how the Devil is put in hell. She 

is afterwards conveyed thence, and becomes the wife of Neerbale. — 

FOURTH DAY 

NOVEL I. 

NOVEL II. — Fra Alberto gives a lady to understand that she is beloved of the Angel Gabriel, in 

whose shape he lies with her sundry times; afterward, for fear of her kinsmen, he flings himself forth of 

her house, and finds shelter in the house of a poor man, who on the morrow leads him in the guise of a 

wild man into the piazza, where, being recognized, he is apprehended by his brethren and imprisoned. 

— 

NOVEL III. — Three young men love three sisters, and flee with them to Crete. The eldest of the 

sisters slays her lover for jealousy. The second saves the life of the first by yielding herself to the Duke 

of Crete. Her lover slays her, and makes off with the first: the third sister and her lover are charged with 

the murder, are arrested and confess the crime. They escape death by bribing the guards, flee destitute 

to Rhodes, and there in destitution die. — 

NOVEL IV. — Gerbino, in breach of the plighted faith of his grandfather, King Guglielmo, attacks a 

ship of the King of Tunis to rescue thence his daughter. She being slain by those aboard the ship, he 

slays them, and afterwards he is beheaded. — 

NOVEL V. — Lisabetta's brothers slay her lover: he appears to her in a dream, and shews her where he 

is buried: she privily disinters the head, and sets it in a pot of basil, whereon she daily weeps a great 

while. The pot being taken from her by her brothers, she dies, not long after. — 

NOVEL VI. — Andreuola loves Gabriotto: she tells him a dream that she has had; he tells her a dream 

of his own, and dies suddenly in her arms. While she and her maid are carrying his corpse to his house, 

they are taken by the Signory. She tells how the matter stands, is threatened with violence by the 

Podesta, but will not brook it. Her father hears how she is bested; and, her innocence being established, 

causes her to be set at large; but she, being minded to tarry no longer in the world, becomes a nun. — 

NOVEL VII. — Simona loves Pasquino; they are together in a garden; Pasquino rubs a leaf of sage 

against his teeth, and dies; Simona is arrested, and, with intent to shew the judge how Pasquino died, 

rubs one of the leaves of the same plant against her teeth, and likewise dies. — 

NOVEL VIII. — Girolamo loves Salvestra: yielding to his mother's prayers he goes to Paris; he returns 

to find Salvestra married; he enters her house by stealth, lays himself by her side, and dies; he is borne 

to the church, where Salvestra lays herself by his side, and dies. — 

NOVEL IX. — Sieur Guillaume de Roussillon slays his wife's paramour, Sieur Guillaume de 

Cabestaing, and gives her his heart to eat. She, coming to wit thereof, throws herself from a high 

window to the ground, and dies, and is buried with her lover. — 



NOVEL X. — The wife of a leech, deeming her lover, who has taken an opiate, to be dead, puts him in 

a chest, which, with him therein, two usurers carry off to their house. He comes to himself, and is taken 

for a thief; but, the lady's maid giving the Signory to understand that she had put him in the chest which 

the usurers stole, he escapes the gallows, and the usurers are mulcted in moneys for the theft of the 

chest. — 

VOLUME II 

FIFTH DAY 

NOVEL I. — Cimon, by loving, waxes wise, wins his wife Iphigenia by capture on the high seas, and 

is imprisoned at Rhodes. He is delivered by Lysimachus; and the twain capture Cassandra and 

recapture Iphigenia in the hour of their marriage. They flee with their ladies to Crete, and having there 

married them, are brought back to their homes. — 

NOVEL II. — Gostanza loves Martuccio Gomito, and hearing that he is dead, gives way to despair, 

and hies her alone aboard a boat, which is wafted by the wind to Susa. She finds him alive in Tunis, 

and makes herself known to him, who, having by his counsel gained high place in the king's favour, 

marries her, and returns with her wealthy to Lipari. — 

NOVEL III. — Pietro Boccamazza runs away with Agnolella, and encounters a gang of robbers: the 

girl takes refuge in a wood, and is guided to a castle. Pietro is taken, but escapes out of the hands of the 

robbers, and after some adventures arrives at the castle where Agnolella is, marries her, and returns 

with her to Rome. — 

NOVEL IV. — Ricciardo Manardi is found by Messer Lizio da Valbona with his daughter, whom he 

marries, and remains at peace with her father. — 

NOVEL V. — Guidotto da Cremona dies leaving a girl to Giacomino da Pavia. She has two lovers in 

Faenza, to wit, Giannole di Severino and Minghino di Mingole, who fight about her. She is discovered 

to be Giannole's sister, and is given to Minghino to wife. — 

NOVEL VI. — Gianni di Procida, being found with a damsel that he loves, and who had been given to 

King Frederic, is bound with her to a stake, so to be burned. He is recognized by Ruggieri dell' Oria, is 

delivered, and marries her. — 

NOVEL VII. — Teodoro, being enamoured of Violante, daughter of Messer Amerigo, his lord, gets her 

with child, and is sentenced to the gallows; but while he is being scourged thither, he is recognized by 

his father, and being set at large, takes Violante to wife. — 

NOVEL VIII. — Nastagio degli Onesti, loving a damsel of the Traversari family, by lavish expenditure 

gains not her love. At the instance of his kinsfolk he hies him to Chiassi, where he sees a knight hunt a 

damsel and slay her and cause her to be devoured by two dogs. He bids his kinsfolk and the lady that he 

loves to breakfast. During the meal the said damsel is torn in pieces before the eyes of the lady, who, 

fearing a like fate, takes Nastagio to husband. — 

NOVEL IX. — Federigo degli Alberighi loves and is not loved in return: he wastes his substance by 

lavishness until nought is left but a single falcon, which, his lady being come to see him at his house, 

he gives her to eat: she, knowing his case, changes her mind, takes him to husband and makes him rich. 

— 

NOVEL X. — Pietro di Vinciolo goes from home to sup: his wife brings a boy into the house to bear 

her company: Pietro returns, and she hides her gallant under a hen-coop: Pietro explains that in the 

house of Ercolano, with whom he was to have supped, there was discovered a young man bestowed 

there by Ercolano's wife: the lady thereupon censures Ercolano's wife: but unluckily an ass treads on 



the fingers of the boy that is hidden under the hen-coop, so that he cries for pain: Pietro runs to the 

place, sees him, and apprehends the trick played on him by his wife, which nevertheless he finally 

condones, for that he is not himself free from blame. — 

SIXTH DAY 

NOVEL I. — A knight offers to carry Madonna Oretta a horseback with a story, but tells it so ill that 

she prays him to dismount her. — 

NOVEL II. — Cisti, a baker, by an apt speech gives Messer Geri Spina to know that he has by 

inadvertence asked that of him which he should not. — 

NOVEL III. — Monna Nonna de' Pulci by a ready retort silences the scarce seemly jesting of the 

Bishop of Florence. — 

NOVEL IV. — Chichibio, cook to Currado Gianfigliazzi, owes his safety to a ready answer, whereby 

he converts Currado's wrath into laughter, and evades the evil fate with which Currado had threatened 

him. — 

NOVEL V. — Messer Forese da Rabatta and Master Giotto, the painter, journeying together from 

Mugello, deride one another's scurvy appearance. — 

NOVEL VI. — Michele Scalza proves to certain young men that the Baronci are the best gentlemen in 

the world and the Maremma, and wins a supper. — 

NOVEL VII. — Madonna Filippa, being found by her husband with her lover, is cited before the court, 

and by a ready and jocund answer acquits herself, and brings about an alteration of the statute. — 

NOVEL VIII. — Fresco admonishes his niece not to look at herself in the glass, if 'tis, as she says, 

grievous to her to see nasty folk. — 

NOVEL IX. — Guido Cavalcanti by a quip meetly rebukes certain Florentine gentlemen who had 

taken him at a disadvantage. — 

NOVEL X. — Fra Cipolla promises to shew certain country-folk a feather of the Angel Gabriel, in lieu 

of which he finds coals, which he avers to be of those with which St. Lawrence was roasted. — 

SEVENTH DAY 

NOVEL I. — Gianni Lotteringhi hears a knocking at his door at night: he awakens his wife, who 

persuades him that 'tis the bogey, which they fall to exorcising with a prayer; whereupon the knocking 

ceases. — 

NOVEL II. — Her husband returning home, Peronella bestows her lover in a tun; which, being sold by 

her husband, she avers to have been already sold by herself to one that is inside examining it to see if it 

be sound. Whereupon the lover jumps out, and causes the husband to scour the tun for him, and 

afterwards to carry it to his house. — 

NOVEL III. — Fra Rinaldo lies with his gossip: her husband finds him in the room with her; and they 

make him believe that he was curing his godson of worms by a charm. — 

NOVEL IV. — Tofano one night locks his wife out of the house: she, finding that by no entreaties may 

she prevail upon him to let her in, feigns to throw herself into a well, throwing therein a great stone. 

Tofano hies him forth of the house, and runs to the spot: she goes into the house, and locks him out, 

and hurls abuse at him from within. — 



NOVEL V.— A jealous husband disguises himself as a priest, and hears his own wife's confession: she 

tells him that she loves a priest, who comes to her every night. The husband posts himself at the door to 

watch for the priest, and meanwhile the lady brings her lover in by the roof, and tarries with him. — 

NOVEL VI. — Madonna Isabella has with her Leonetto, her accepted lover, when she is surprised by 

one Messer Lambertuccio, by whom she is beloved: her husband coming home about the same time, 

she sends Messer Lambertuccio forth of the house drawn sword in hand, and the husband afterwards 

escorts Leonetto home. — 

NOVEL VII. — Lodovico discovers to Madonna Beatrice the love that he bears her: she sends Egano, 

her husband, into a garden disguised as herself, and lies with Lodovico; who thereafter, being risen, 

hies him to the garden and cudgels Egano. — 

NOVEL VIII. — A husband grows jealous of his wife, and discovers that she has warning of her 

lover's approach by a piece of pack-thread, which she ties to her great toe a nights. While he is pursuing 

her lover, she puts another woman in bed in her place. The husband, finding her there, beats her, and 

cuts off her hair. He then goes and calls his wife's brothers, who, holding his accusation to be false, 

give him a rating. — 

NOVEL IX. — Lydia, wife of Nicostratus, loves Pyrrhus, who to assure himself thereof, asks three 

things of her, all of which she does, and therewithal enjoys him in presence of Nicostratus, and makes 

Nicostratus believe that what he saw was not real. — 

NOVEL X. — Two Sienese love a lady, one of them being her gossip: the gossip dies, having 

promised his comrade to return to him from the other world; which he does, and tells him what sort of 

life is led there. — 

EIGHTH DAY 

NOVEL I. — Gulfardo borrows moneys of Guasparruolo, which he has agreed to give Guasparruolo's 

wife, that he may lie with her. He gives them to her, and in her presence tells Guasparruolo that he has 

done so, and she acknowledges that 'tis true. — 

NOVEL II. — The priest of Varlungo lies with Monna Belcolore: he leaves with her his cloak by way 

of pledge, and receives from her a mortar. He returns the mortar, and demands of her the cloak that he 

had left in pledge, which the good lady returns him with a gibe. — 

NOVEL III. — Calandrino, Bruno and Buffalmacco go in quest of the heliotrope beside the Mugnone. 

Thinking to have found it, Calandrino gets him home laden with stones. His wife chides him: whereat 

he waxes wroth, beats her, and tells his comrades what they know better than he. — 

NOVEL IV. — The rector of Fiesole loves a widow lady, by whom he is not loved, and thinking to lie 

with her, lies with her maid, with whom the lady's brothers cause him to be found by his Bishop. — 

NOVEL V. — Three young men pull down the breeches of a judge from the Marches, while he is 

administering justice on the bench. — 

NOVEL VI. — Bruno and Buffalmacco steal a pig from Calandrino, and induce him to essay its 

recovery by means of pills of ginger and vernaccia. Of the said pills they give him two, one after the 

other, made of dog-ginger compounded with aloes; and it then appearing as if he had had the pig 

himself, they constrain him to buy them off, if he would not have them tell his wife. — 

NOVEL VII. — A scholar loves a widow lady, who, being enamoured of another, causes him to spend 

a winter's night awaiting her in the snow. He afterwards by a stratagem causes her to stand for a whole 

day in July, naked upon a tower, exposed to the flies, the gadflies, and the sun. — 



NOVEL VIII. — Two men keep with one another: the one lies with the other's wife: the other, being 

ware thereof, manages with the aid of his wife to have the one locked in a chest, upon which he then 

lies with the wife of him that is locked therein. — 

NOVEL IX. — Bruno and Buffalmacco prevail upon Master Simone, a physician, to betake him by 

night to a certain place, there to be enrolled in a company that go the course. Buffalmacco throws him 

into a foul ditch, and there they leave him. — 

NOVEL X. — A Sicilian woman cunningly conveys from a merchant that which he has brought to 

Palermo; he, making a shew of being come back thither with far greater store of goods than before, 

borrows money of her, and leaves her in lieu thereof water and tow. — 

NINTH DAY 

NOVEL I. — Madonna Francesca, having two lovers, the one Rinuccio, the other Alessandro, by 

name, and loving neither of them, induces the one to simulate a corpse in a tomb, and the other to enter 

the tomb to fetch him out: whereby, neither satisfying her demands, she artfully rids herself of both. — 

NOVEL II. — An abbess rises in haste and in the dark, with intent to surprise an accused nun abed 

with her lover: thinking to put on her veil, she puts on instead the breeches of a priest that she has with 

her: the nun, espying her headgear, and doing her to wit thereof, is acquitted, and thenceforth finds it 

easier to forgather with her lover. — 

NOVEL III. — Master Simone, at the instance of Bruno and Buffalmacco and Nello, makes Calandrino 

believe that he is with child. Calandrino, accordingly, gives them capons and money for medicines, and 

is cured without being delivered. — 

NOVEL IV. — Cecco, son of Messer Fortarrigo, loses his all at play at Buonconvento, besides the 

money of Cecco, son of Messer Angiulieri; whom, running after him in his shirt and crying out that he 

has robbed him, he causes to be taken by peasants: he then puts on his clothes, mounts his palfrey, and 

leaves him to follow in his shirt. — 

NOVEL V. — Calandrino being enamoured of a damsel, Bruno gives him a scroll, averring that, if he 

but touch her therewith, she will go with him: he is found with her by his wife who subjects him to a 

most severe and vexatious examination. — 

NOVEL VI. — Two young men lodge at an inn, of whom the one lies with the host's daughter, his wife 

by inadvertence lying with the other. He that lay with the daughter afterwards gets into her father's bed 

and tells him all, taking him to be his comrade. They bandy words: whereupon the good woman, 

apprehending the circumstances, gets her to bed with her daughter, and by divers apt words re-

establishes perfect accord. — 

NOVEL VII. — Talano di Molese dreams that a wolf tears and rends all the neck and face of his wife: 

he gives her warning thereof, which she heeds not, and the dream comes true. — 

NOVEL VIII.—Biondello gulls Ciacco in the matter of a breakfast: for which prank Ciacco is 

cunningly avenged on Biondello, causing him to be shamefully beaten. — 

NOVEL IX. — Two young men ask counsel of Solomon; the one, how he is to make himself beloved, 

the other, how he is to reduce an unruly wife to order. The King bids the one to love, and the other to 

go to the Bridge of Geese. — 

NOVEL X. — Dom Gianni at the instance of his gossip Pietro uses an enchantment to transform 

Pietro's wife into a mare; but, when he comes to attach the tail, Gossip Pietro, by saying that he will 

have none of the tail, makes the enchantment of no effect. — 



TENTH DAY 

NOVEL I. — A knight in the service of the King of Spain deems himself ill requited. Wherefore the 

King, by most cogent proof, shews him that the blame rests not with him, but with the knight's own evil 

fortune; after which, he bestows upon him a noble gift. — 

NOVEL II. — Ghino di Tacco captures the Abbot of Cluny, cures him of a disorder of the stomach, 

and releases him. The abbot, on his return to the court of Rome, reconciles Ghino with Pope Boniface, 

and makes him prior of the Hospital. — 

NOVEL III. — Mitridanes, holding Nathan in despite by reason of his courtesy, journeys with intent to 

kill him, and falling in with him unawares, is advised by him how to compass his end. Following his 

advice, he finds him in a copse, and recognizing him, is shame-stricken, and becomes his friend. — 

NOVEL IV. — Messer Gentile de' Carisendi, being come from Modena, disinters a lady that he loves, 

who has been buried for dead. She, being reanimated, gives birth to a male child; and Messer Gentile 

restores her, with her son, to Niccoluccio Caccianimico, her husband. — 

NOVEL V. — Madonna Dianora craves of Messer Ansaldo a garden that shall be as fair in January as 

in May. Messer Ansaldo binds himself to a necromancer, and thereby gives her the garden. Her 

husband gives her leave to do Messer Ansaldo's pleasure: he, being apprised of her husband's liberality, 

releases her from her promise; and the necromancer releases Messer Ansaldo from his bond, and will 

take nought of his. — 

NOVEL VI. — King Charles the Old, being conqueror, falls in love with a young maiden, and 

afterward growing ashamed of his folly bestows her and her sister honourably in marriage. — 

NOVEL VII. — King Pedro, being apprised of the fervent love borne him by Lisa, who thereof is sick, 

comforts her, and forthwith gives her in marriage to a young gentleman, and having kissed her on the 

brow, ever after professes himself her knight. — 

NOVEL VIII. — Sophronia, albeit she deems herself wife to Gisippus, is wife to Titus Quintius 

Fulvus, and goes with him to Rome, where Gisippus arrives in indigence, and deeming himself scorned 

by Titus, to compass his own death, avers that he has slain a man. Titus recognizes him, and to save his 

life, alleges that 'twas he that slew the man: whereof he that did the deed being witness, he discovers 

himself as the murderer. Whereby it comes to pass that they are all three liberated by Octavianus; and 

Titus gives Gisippus his sister to wife, and shares with him all his substance. — 

NOVEL IX. — Saladin, in guise of a merchant, is honourably entreated by Messer Torello. The 

Crusade ensuing, Messer Torello appoints a date, after which his wife may marry again: he is taken 

prisoner, and by training hawks comes under the Soldan's notice. The Soldan recognizes him, makes 

himself known to him, and entreats him with all honour. Messer Torello falls sick, and by magic arts is 

transported in a single night to Pavia, where his wife's second marriage is then to be solemnized, and 

being present thereat, is recognized by her, and returns with her to his house. — 

NOVEL X. — The Marquis of Saluzzo, overborne by the entreaties of his vassals, consents to take a 

wife, but, being minded to please himself in the choice of her, takes a husbandman's daughter. He has 

two children by her, both of whom he makes her believe that he has put to death. Afterward, feigning to 

be tired of her, and to have taken another wife, he turns her out of doors in her shift, and brings his 

daughter into the house in guise of his bride; but, finding her patient under it all, he brings her home 

again, and shews her her children, now grown up, and honours her, and causes her to be honoured, as 

Marchioness. — 

THE AUTHOR'S EPILOGUE. 



 

 

VOLUME I 

INTRODUCTION 

Son of a merchant, Boccaccio di Chellino di Buonaiuto, of Certaldo in Val d'Elsa, a little town 

about midway between Empoli and Siena, but within the Florentine "contado," Giovanni 

Boccaccio was born, most probably at Paris, in the year 1313. His mother, at any rate, was a 

Frenchwoman, whom his father seduced during a sojourn at Paris, and afterwards deserted. So 

much as this Boccaccio has himself told us, under a transparent veil of allegory, in his Ameto. Of 

his mother we would fain know more, for his wit has in it a quality, especially noticeable in the 

Tenth Novel of the Sixth Day of the Decameron, which marks him out as the forerunner of 

Rabelais, and prompts us to ask how much more his genius may have owed to his French 

ancestry. His father was of sufficient standing in Florence to be chosen Prior in 1321; but this 

brief term of office—but two months—was his last, as well as his first experience of public life. 

Of Boccaccio's early years we know nothing more than that his first preceptor was the Florentine 

grammarian, Giovanni da Strada, father of the poet Zanobi da Strada, and that, when he was 

about ten years old, he was bound apprentice to a merchant, with whom he spent the next six 

years at Paris, whence he returned to Florence with an inveterate repugnance to commerce. His 

father then proposed to make a canonist of him; but the study of Gratian proved hardly more 

congenial than the routine of the counting-house to the lad, who had already evinced a taste for 

letters; and a sojourn at Naples, where under the regime of the enlightened King Robert there 

were coteries of learned men, and even Greek was not altogether unknown, decided his future 

career. According to Filippo Villani his choice was finally fixed by a visit to the tomb of Vergil 

on the Via Puteolana, and, though the modern critical spirit is apt to discount such stories, there 

can be no doubt that such a pilgrimage would be apt to make a deep, and perhaps enduring, 

impression upon a nature ardent and sensitive, and already conscious of extraordinary powers. 

His stay at Naples was also in another respect a turning point in his life; for it was there that, as 

we gather from the Filocopo, he first saw the blonde beauty, Maria, natural daughter of King 

Robert, whom he has immortalized as Fiammetta. The place was the church of San Lorenzo, the 

day the 26th of March, 1334. Boccaccio's admiring gaze was observed by the lady, who, though 

married, proved no Laura, and forthwith returned his love in equal measure. Their liaison lasted 

several years, during which Boccaccio recorded the various phases of their passion with 

exemplary assiduity in verse and prose. Besides paying her due and discreet homage in sonnet 

and canzone, he associated her in one way or another, not only with the Filocopo (his prose 

romance of Florio and Biancofiore, which he professes to have written to pleasure her), but with 

the Ameto, the Amorosa Visione, the Teseide, and the Filostrato; and in L'Amorosa Fiammetta 



he wove out of their relations a romance in which her lover, who is there called Pamfilo, plays 

Aeneas to her Dido, though with somewhat less tragic consequences. The Proem to the 

Decameron shews us the after-glow of his passion; the lady herself appears as one of the 

"honourable company," and her portrait, as in the act of receiving the laurel wreath at the close of 

the Fourth Day, is a masterpiece of tender and delicate delineation. 

Boccaccio appears to have been recalled to Florence by his father in 1341; and it was probably 

in that year that he wrote L'Amorosa Fiammetta and the allegorical prose pastoral (with songs 

interspersed) which he entitled Ameto, and in which Fiammetta masquerades in green as one of 

the nymphs. The Amorosa Visione, written about the same time, is not only an allegory but an 

acrostic, the initial letters of its fifteen hundred triplets composing two sonnets and a ballade in 

honour of Fiammetta, whom he here for once ventures to call by her true name. Later came the 

Teseide, or romance of Palamon and Arcite, the first extant rendering of the story, in twelve 

books, and the Filostrato, nine books of the loves and woes of Troilus and Cressida. Both these 

poems are in ottava rima, a metre which, if Boccaccio did not invent it, he was the first to apply 

to such a purpose. Both works were dedicated to Fiammetta. A graceful idyll in the same metre, 

Ninfale Fiesolano, was written later, probably at Naples in 1345. King Robert was then dead, but 

Boccaccio enjoyed the favour of Queen Joan, of somewhat doubtful memory, at whose instance 

he hints in one of his later letters that he wrote the Decameron. Without impugning Boccaccio's 

veracity we can hardly but think that the Decameron would have seen the light, though Queen 

Joan had withheld her encouragement. He had probably been long meditating it, and gathering 

materials for it, and we may well suppose that the outbreak of the plague in 1348, by furnishing 

him with a sombre background to heighten the effect of his motley pageant, had far more to do 

with accelerating the composition than aught that Queen Joan may have said. 

That Boccaccio was not at Florence during the pestilence is certain; but we need not therefore 

doubt the substantial accuracy of his marvellous description of the state of the stricken city, for 

the course and consequences of the terrible visitation must have been much the same in all parts 

of Italy, and as to Florence in particular, Boccaccio could have no difficulty in obtaining detailed 

and abundant information from credible eye-witnesses. The introduction of Fiammetta, who was 

in all probability at Naples at the time, and in any case was not a Florentine, shews, however, 

that he is by no means to be taken literally, and renders it extremely probable that the facetious, 

irrepressible, and privileged Dioneo is no other than himself. At the same time we cannot deem it 

either impossible, or very unlikely, that in the general relaxation of morale, which the plague 

brought in its train, refuge from care and fear was sought in the diversions which he describes by 

some of those who had country-seats to which to withdraw, and whether the "contado" was that 

of Florence or that of Naples is a matter of no considerable importance. (1) It is probable that 

Boccaccio's father was one of the victims of the pestilence; for he was dead in 1350, when his 

son returned to Florence to live thenceforth on the modest patrimony which he inherited. It must 



have been about this time that he formed an intimacy with Petrarch, which, notwithstanding 

marked diversity of temperament, character and pursuits, was destined to be broken only by 

death. Despite his complaints of the malevolence of his critics in the Proem to the Fourth Day of 

the Decameron, he had no lack of appreciation on the part of his fellow-citizens, and was 

employed by the Republic on several missions; to Bologna, probably with the view of averting 

the submission of that city to the Visconti in 1350; to Petrarch at Padua in March 1351, with a 

letter from the Priors announcing his restitution to citizenship, and inviting him to return to 

Florence, and assume the rectorship of the newly founded university; to Ludwig of Brandenburg 

with overtures for an alliance against the Visconti in December of the same year; and in the 

spring of 1354 to Pope Innocent VI. at Avignon in reference to the approaching visit of the 

Emperor Charles IV. to Italy. About this time, 1354-5, he threw off, in striking contrast to his 

earlier works, an invective against women, entitled Laberinto d'Amore, otherwise Corbaccio, a 

coarse performance occasioned by resentment at what he deemed capricious treatment by a lady 

to whom he had made advances. To the same period, though the date cannot be precisely fixed, 

belongs his Life of Dante, a work of but mediocre merit. Somewhat later, it would seem, he 

began the study of Greek under one Leontius Pilatus, a Calabrian, who possessed some 

knowledge of that language, and sought to pass himself off as a Greek by birth. 

Leontius was of coarse manners and uncertain temper, but Boccaccio was his host and pupil 

for some years, and eventually procured him the chair of Greek in the university of Florence. 

How much Greek Boccaccio learned from him, and how far he may have been beholden to him 

in the compilation of his elaborate Latin treatise De Genealogia Deorum, in which he essayed 

with very curious results to expound the inner meaning of mythology, it is impossible to say. In 

1361 he seems to have had serious thoughts of devoting himself to religion, being prodigiously 

impressed by the menaces, monitions and revelations of a dying Carthusian of Siena. One of the 

revelations concerned a matter which Boccaccio had supposed to be known only to Petrarch and 

himself. He accordingly confided his anxiety to Petrarch, who persuaded him to amend his life 

without renouncing the world. In 1362 he revisited Naples, and in the following year spent three 

months with Petrarch at Venice. In 1365 he was sent by the Republic of Florence on a mission of 

conciliation to Pope Urban V. at Avignon. He was employed on a like errand on the Pope's 

return to Rome in 1367. In 1368 he revisited Venice, and in 1371 Naples; but in May 1372 he 

returned to Florence, where on 25th August 1373 he was appointed lecturer on the Divina 

Commedia, with a yearly stipend of 100 fiorini d'oro. His lectures, of which the first was 

delivered in the church of San Stefano near the Ponte Vecchio, were discontinued owing to ill 

health, doubtless aggravated by the distress which the death of Petrarch (20th July 1374) could 

not but cause him, when he had got no farther than the seventeenth Canto of the Inferno. His 

commentary is still occasionally quoted. He died, perhaps in the odour of sanctity, for in later life 

he was a diligent collector of relics, at Certaldo on 21st December 1375, and was buried in the 



parish church. His tomb was desecrated, and his remains were dispersed, owing, it is said, to a 

misunderstanding, towards the close of the eighteenth century. His library, which by his direction 

was placed in the Convent of Santo Spirito at Florence, was destroyed by fire about a century 

after his death. 

Besides the De Genealogia Deorum Boccaccio wrote other treatises in Latin, which need not 

here be specified, and sixteen Eclogues in the same language, of which he was by no means a 

master. As for his minor works in the vernacular, the earlier of them shew that he had not as yet 

wrought himself free from the conventionalism which the polite literature of Italy inherited from 

the Sicilians. It is therefore inevitable that the twentieth century should find the Filocopo, Ameto, 

and Amorosa Visione tedious reading. The Teseide determined the form in which Pulci, Boiardo, 

Bello, Ariosto, Tasso, and, with a slight modification, our own Spenser were to write, but its 

readers are now few, and are not likely ever again to be numerous. Chaucer drew upon it for the 

Knight's Tale, but it is at any rate arguable that his retrenchment of its perhaps inordinate length 

was judicious, and that what he gave was better than what he borrowed. Still, that it had such a 

redactor as Chaucer is no small testimony to its merit; nor was it only in the Knight's Tale that he 

was indebted to it: the description of the Temple of Love in the Parlement of Foules is taken 

almost word for word from it. Even more considerable and conspicuous is Chaucer's obligation 

to Boccaccio in the Troilus and Criseyde, about a third of which is borrowed from the Filostrato. 

Nor is it a little remarkable that the same man, that in the Teseide and Filostrato founded the 

chivalrous epic, should also and in the same period of his literary activity, have written the first 

and not the least powerful and artistic of psychologic romances, for even such is L'Amorosa 

Fiammetta. 

But whatever may be the final verdict of criticism upon these minor works of Boccaccio, it is 

impossible to imagine an age in which the Decameron will fail of general recognition as, in point 

alike of invention as of style, one of the most notable creations of human genius. Of few books 

are the sources so recondite, insomuch that it seems to be certain that in the main they must have 

be merely oral tradition, and few have exercised so wide and mighty an influence. The profound, 

many-sided and intimate knowledge of human nature which it evinces, its vast variety of 

incident, its wealth of tears and laughter, its copious and felicitous diction, inevitably apt for 

every occasion, and, notwithstanding the frequent harshness, and occasional obscurity of its at 

times tangled, at times laboured periods, its sustained energy and animation of style must ever 

ensure for this human comedy unchallenged rank among the literary masterpieces that are truly 

immortal. 

The Decameron was among the earliest of printed books, Venice leading the way with a folio 

edition in 1471, Mantua following suit in 1472, and Vicenza in 1478. A folio edition, adorned, 

with most graceful wood- engravings, was published at Venice in 1492. Notwithstanding the 



freedom with which in divers passages Boccaccio reflected on the morals of the clergy, the 

Roman Curia spared the book, which the austere Savonarola condemned to the flames. The 

tradition that the Decameron was among the pile of "vanities" burned by Savonarola in the 

Piazza della Signoria on the last day of the Carnival of 1497, little more than a year before he 

was himself burned there, is so intrinsically probable—and accords so well with the extreme 

paucity of early copies of the work—that it would be the very perversity of scepticism to doubt 

it. It is by no means to the credit of our country that, except to scholars, it long remained in 

England, an almost entirely closed book. (2) Indeed the first nominally complete English 

translation, a sadly mutilated and garbled rendering of the French version by Antoine Le Macon, 

did not appear till 1620, and though successive redactions brought it nearer to the original, it 

remained at the best but a sorry faute de mieux. Such as it was, however, our forefathers were 

perforce fain to be content with it. 

The first Englishman to render the whole Decameron direct from the Italian was Mr. John 

Payne; but his work, printed for the Villon Society in 1886, was only for private circulation, and 

those least inclined to disparage its merits may deem its style somewhat too archaic and stilted 

adequately to render the vigour and vivacity of the original. Accordingly in the present version 

an attempt has been made to hit the mean between archaism and modernism, and to secure as 

much freedom and spirit as is compatible with substantial accuracy. 

(1) As to the palaces in which the scene is laid, Manni (Istoria del Decamerone, Par. ii. cap. ii.) 

identifies the first with a villa near Fiesole, which can be no other than the Villa Palmieri, and the 

second (ib. cap. lxxvi.) with the Podere della Fonte, or so-called Villa del Boccaccio, near 

Camerata. Baldelli's theory, adopted by Mrs. Janet Ann Ross (Florentine Villas, 1901), that the 

Villa di Poggio Gherardi was the first, and the Villa Palmieri the second, retreat is not to be 

reconciled with Boccaccio's descriptions. The Villa Palmieri is not remote enough for the second 

and more sequestered retreat, nor is it, as that is said to have been, situate on a low hill amid a 

plain, but on the lower Fiesolean slope. The most rational supposition would seem to be that 

Boccaccio, who had seen many a luxurious villa, freely combined his experiences in the 

description of his palaces and pleasaunces, and never expected to be taken au pied de la lettre. 

(2) Nevertheless Shakespeare derived indirectly the plot of All's Well that Ends Well from the 

Ninth Novel of the Third Day, and an element in the plot of Cymbeline from the Ninth Novel of 

the Second Day. 

— Beginneth here the book called Decameron, otherwise Prince Galeotto, wherein are 

contained one hundred novels told in ten days by seven ladies and three young men. — 

  



PROEM 

'Tis humane to have compassion on the afflicted and as it shews well in all, so it is especially 

demanded of those who have had need of comfort and have found it in others: among whom, if 

any had ever need thereof or found it precious or delectable, I may be numbered; seeing that 

from my early youth even to the present I was beyond measure aflame with a most aspiring and 

noble love (1) more perhaps than, were I to enlarge upon it, would seem to accord with my lowly 

condition. Whereby, among people of discernment to whose knowledge it had come, I had much 

praise and high esteem, but nevertheless extreme discomfort and suffering not indeed by reason 

of cruelty on the part of the beloved lady, but through superabundant ardour engendered in the 

soul by ill-bridled desire; the which, as it allowed me no reasonable period of quiescence, 

frequently occasioned me an inordinate distress. In which distress so much relief was afforded 

me by the delectable discourse of a friend and his commendable consolations, that I entertain a 

very solid conviction that to them I owe it that I am not dead. But, as it pleased Him, who, being 

infinite, has assigned by immutable law an end to all things mundane, my love, beyond all other 

fervent, and neither to be broken nor bent by any force of determination, or counsel of prudence, 

or fear of manifest shame or ensuing danger, did nevertheless in course of time me abate of its 

own accord, in such wise that it has now left nought of itself in my mind but that pleasure which 

it is wont to afford to him who does not adventure too far out in navigating its deep seas; so that, 

whereas it was used to be grievous, now, all discomfort being done away, I find that which 

remains to be delightful. But the cessation of the pain has not banished the memory of the kind 

offices done me by those who shared by sympathy the burden of my griefs; nor will it ever, I 

believe, pass from me except by death. And as among the virtues, gratitude is in my judgment 

most especially to be commended, and ingratitude in equal measure to be censured, therefore, 

that I show myself not ungrateful, I have resolved, now that I may call myself to endeavour, in 

return for what I have received, to afford, so far as in me lies, some solace, if not to those who 

succoured and who, perchance, by reason of their good sense or good fortune, need it not, at least 

to such as may be apt to receive it. 

And though my support or comfort, so to say, may be of little avail to the needy, nevertheless 

it seems to me meet to offer it most readily where the need is most apparent, because it will there 

be most serviceable and also most kindly received. Who will deny, that it should be given, for all 

that it may be worth, to gentle ladies much rather than to men? Within their soft bosoms, betwixt 

fear and shame, they harbour secret fires of love, and how much of strength concealment adds to 

those fires, they know who have proved it. Moreover, restrained by the will, the caprice, the 

commandment of fathers, mothers, brothers, and husbands, confined most part of their time 

within the narrow compass of their chambers, they live, so to say, a life of vacant ease, and, 

yearning and renouncing in the same moment, meditate divers matters which cannot all be 

cheerful. If thereby a melancholy bred of amorous desire make entrance into their minds, it is 



like to tarry there to their sore distress, unless it be dispelled by a change of ideas. Besides which 

they have much less power to support such a weight than men. For, when men are enamoured, 

their case is very different, as we may readily perceive. They, if they are afflicted by a 

melancholy and heaviness of mood, have many ways of relief and diversion; they may go where 

they will, may hear and see many things, may hawk, hunt, fish, ride, play or traffic. By which 

means all are able to compose their minds, either in whole or in part, and repair the ravage 

wrought by the dumpish mood, at least for some space of time; and shortly after, by one way or 

another, either solace ensues, or the dumps become less grievous. Wherefore, in some measure to 

compensate the injustice of Fortune, which to those whose strength is least, as we see it to be in 

the delicate frames of ladies, has been most niggard of support, I, for the succour and diversion 

of such of them as love (for others may find sufficient solace in the needle and the spindle and 

the reel), do intend to recount one hundred Novels or Fables or Parables or Stories, as we may 

please to call them, which were recounted in ten days by an honourable company of seven ladies 

and three young men in the time of the late mortal pestilence, as also some canzonets sung by the 

said ladies for their delectation. In which pleasant novels will be found some passages of love 

rudely crossed, with other courses of events of which the issues are felicitous, in times as well 

modern as ancient: from which stories the said ladies, who shall read them, may derive both 

pleasure from the entertaining matters set forth therein, and also good counsel, in that they may 

learn what to shun, and likewise what to pursue. Which cannot, I believe, come to pass unless the 

dumps be banished by diversion of mind. And if it so happen (as God grant it may) let them give 

thanks to Love, who, liberating me from his fetters, has given me the power to devote myself to 

their gratification. 

(1) For Fiammetta, i. e. Maria, natural daughter of Robert, King of Naples. 

  



FIRST DAY 

— Beginneth here the first day of the Decameron, in which, when the author has set forth, 

how it came to pass that the persons, who appear hereafter met together for interchange of 

discourse, they, under the rule of Pampinea, discourse of such matters as most commend 

themselves to each in turn. — 

As often, most gracious ladies, as I bethink me, how compassionate you are by nature one and 

all, I do not disguise from myself that the present work must seem to you to have but a heavy and 

distressful prelude, in that it bears upon its very front what must needs revive the sorrowful 

memory of the late mortal pestilence, the course whereof was grievous not merely to eye- 

witnesses but to all who in any other wise had cognisance of it. But I would have you know, that 

you need not therefore be fearful to read further, as if your reading were ever to be accompanied 

by sighs and tears. This horrid beginning will be to you even such as to wayfarers is a steep and 

rugged mountain, beyond which stretches a plain most fair and delectable, which the toil of the 

ascent and descent does but serve to render more agreeable to them; for, as the last degree of joy 

brings with it sorrow, so misery has ever its sequel of happiness. To this brief exordium of 

woe—brief, I say, inasmuch as it can be put within the compass of a few letters—succeed 

forthwith the sweets and delights which I have promised you, and which, perhaps, had I not done 

so, were not to have been expected from it. In truth, had it been honestly possible to guide you 

whither I would bring you by a road less rough than this will be, I would gladly have so done. 

But, because without this review of the past, it would not be in my power to shew how the 

matters, of which you will hereafter read, came to pass, I am almost bound of necessity to enter 

upon it, if I would write of them at all. 

I say, then, that the years of the beatific incarnation of the Son of God had reached the tale of 

one thousand three hundred and forty-eight when in the illustrious city of Florence, the fairest of 

all the cities of Italy, there made its appearance that deadly pestilence, which, whether 

disseminated by the influence of the celestial bodies, or sent upon us mortals by God in His just 

wrath by way of retribution for our iniquities, had had its origin some years before in the East, 

whence, after destroying an innumerable multitude of living beings, it had propagated itself 

without respite from place to place, and so, calamitously, had spread into the West. 

In Florence, despite all that human wisdom and forethought could devise to avert it, as the 

cleansing of the city from many impurities by officials appointed for the purpose, the refusal of 

entrance to all sick folk, and the adoption of many precautions for the preservation of health; 

despite also humble supplications addressed to God, and often repeated both in public procession 

and otherwise, by the devout; towards the beginning of the spring of the said year the doleful 

effects of the pestilence began to be horribly apparent by symptoms that shewed as if miraculous. 



Not such were they as in the East, where an issue of blood from the nose was a manifest sign 

of inevitable death; but in men and women alike it first betrayed itself by the emergence of 

certain tumours in the groin or the armpits, some of which grew as large as a common apple, 

others as an egg, some more, some less, which the common folk called gavoccioli. From the two 

said parts of the body this deadly gavocciolo soon began to propagate and spread itself in all 

directions indifferently; after which the form of the malady began to change, black spots or livid 

making their appearance in many cases on the arm or the thigh or elsewhere, now few and large, 

now minute and numerous. And as the gavocciolo had been and still was an infallible token of 

approaching death, such also were these spots on whomsoever they shewed themselves. Which 

maladies seemed to set entirely at naught both the art of the physician and the virtues of physic; 

indeed, whether it was that the disorder was of a nature to defy such treatment, or that the 

physicians were at fault—besides the qualified there was now a multitude both of men and of 

women who practised without having received the slightest tincture of medical science—and, 

being in ignorance of its source, failed to apply the proper remedies; in either case, not merely 

were those that recovered few, but almost all within three days from the appearance of the said 

symptoms, sooner or later, died, and in most cases without any fever or other attendant malady. 

Moreover, the virulence of the pest was the greater by reason that intercourse was apt to 

convey it from the sick to the whole, just as fire devours things dry or greasy when they are 

brought close to it. Nay, the evil went yet further, for not merely by speech or association with 

the sick was the malady communicated to the healthy with consequent peril of common death; 

but any that touched the cloth of the sick or aught else that had been touched or used by them, 

seemed thereby to contract the disease. 

So marvellous sounds that which I have now to relate, that, had not many, and I among them, 

observed it with their own eyes, I had hardly dared to credit it, much less to set it down in 

writing, though I had had it from the lips of a credible witness. 

I say, then, that such was the energy of the contagion of the said pestilence, that it was not 

merely propagated from man to man but, what is much more startling, it was frequently 

observed, that things which had belonged to one sick or dead of the disease, if touched by some 

other living creature, not of the human species, were the occasion, not merely of sickening, but 

of an almost instantaneous death. Whereof my own eyes (as I said a little before) had cognisance, 

one day among others, by the following experience. The rags of a poor man who had died of the 

disease being strewn about the open street, two hogs came thither, and after, as is their wont, no 

little trifling with their snouts, took the rags between their teeth and tossed them to and fro about 

their chaps; whereupon, almost immediately, they gave a few turns, and fell down dead, as if by 

poison, upon the rags which in an evil hour they had disturbed. 



In which circumstances, not to speak of many others of a similar or even graver complexion, 

divers apprehensions and imaginations were engendered in the minds of such as were left alive, 

inclining almost all of them to the same harsh resolution, to wit, to shun and abhor all contact 

with the sick and all that belonged to them, thinking thereby to make each his own health secure. 

Among whom there were those who thought that to live temperately and avoid all excess would 

count for much as a preservative against seizures of this kind. Wherefore they banded together, 

and, dissociating themselves from all others, formed communities in houses where there were no 

sick, and lived a separate and secluded life, which they regulated with the utmost care, avoiding 

every kind of luxury, but eating and drinking very moderately of the most delicate viands and the 

finest wines, holding converse with none but one another, lest tidings of sickness or death should 

reach them, and diverting their minds with music and such other delights as they could devise. 

Others, the bias of whose minds was in the opposite direction, maintained, that to drink freely, 

frequent places of public resort, and take their pleasure with song and revel, sparing to satisfy no 

appetite, and to laugh and mock at no event, was the sovereign remedy for so great an evil: and 

that which they affirmed they also put in practice, so far as they were able, resorting day and 

night, now to this tavern, now to that, drinking with an entire disregard of rule or measure, and 

by preference making the houses of others, as it were, their inns, if they but saw in them aught 

that was particularly to their taste or liking; which they were readily able to do, because the 

owners, seeing death imminent, had become as reckless of their property as of their lives; so that 

most of the houses were open to all comers, and no distinction was observed between the 

stranger who presented himself and the rightful lord. Thus, adhering ever to their inhuman 

determination to shun the sick, as far as possible, they ordered their life. In this extremity of our 

city's suffering and tribulation the venerable authority of laws, human and divine, was abased 

and all but totally dissolved, for lack of those who should have administered and enforced them, 

most of whom, like the rest of the citizens, were either dead or sick, or so hard bested for 

servants that they were unable to execute any office; whereby every man was free to do what 

was right in his own eyes. 

Not a few there were who belonged to neither of the two said parties, but kept a middle course 

between them, neither laying the same restraint upon their diet as the former, nor allowing 

themselves the same license in drinking and other dissipations as the latter, but living with a 

degree of freedom sufficient to satisfy their appetites, and not as recluses. They therefore walked 

abroad, carrying in their hands flowers or fragrant herbs or divers sorts of spices, which they 

frequently raised to their noses, deeming it an excellent thing thus to comfort the brain with such 

perfumes, because the air seemed to be everywhere laden and reeking with the stench emitted by 

the dead and the dying and the odours of drugs. 

Some again, the most sound, perhaps, in judgment, as they we also the most harsh in temper, 

of all, affirmed that there was no medicine for the disease superior or equal in efficacy to flight; 



following which prescription a multitude of men and women, negligent of all but themselves, 

deserted their city, their houses, their estate, their kinsfolk, their goods, and went into voluntary 

exile, or migrated to the country parts, as if God in visiting men with this pestilence in requital of 

their iniquities would not pursue them with His wrath, wherever they might be, but intended the 

destruction of such alone as remained within the circuit of the walls of the city; or deeming, 

perchance, that it was now time for all to flee from it, and that its last hour was come. 

Of the adherents of these divers opinions not all died, neither did all escape; but rather there 

were, of each sort and in every place, many that sickened, and by those who retained their health 

were treated after the example which they themselves, while whole, had set, being everywhere 

left to languish in almost total neglect. Tedious were it to recount, how citizen avoided citizen, 

how among neighbours was scarce found any that shewed fellow-feeling for another, how 

kinsfolk held aloof, and never met, or but rarely; enough that this sore affliction entered so deep 

into the minds of men and women, that in the horror thereof brother was forsaken by brother, 

nephew by uncle, brother by sister, and oftentimes husband by wife; nay, what is more, and 

scarcely to be believed, fathers and mothers were found to abandon their own children, untended, 

unvisited, to their fate, as if they had been strangers. Wherefore the sick of both sexes, whose 

number could not be estimated, were left without resource but in the charity of friends (and few 

such there were), or the interest of servants, who were hardly to be had at high rates and on 

unseemly terms, and being, moreover, one and all men and women of gross understanding, and 

for the most part unused to such offices, concerned themselves no farther than to supply the 

immediate and expressed wants of the sick, and to watch them die; in which service they 

themselves not seldom perished with their gains. In consequence of which dearth of servants and 

dereliction of the sick by neighbours, kinsfolk and friends, it came to pass—a thing, perhaps, 

never before heard of that no woman, however dainty, fair or well-born she might be, shrank, 

when stricken with the disease, from the ministrations of a man, no matter whether he were 

young or no, or scrupled to expose to him every part of her body, with no more shame than if he 

had been a woman, submitting of necessity to that which her malady required; wherefrom, 

perchance, there resulted in after time some loss of modesty in such as recovered. Besides which 

many succumbed, who with proper attendance, would, perhaps, have escaped death; so that, 

what with the virulence of the plague and the lack of due tendance of the sick, the multitude of 

the deaths, that daily and nightly took place in the city, was such that those who heard the tale—

not to say witnessed the fact—were struck dumb with amazement. Whereby, practices contrary 

to the former habits of the citizens could hardly fail to grow up among the survivors. 

It had been, as to-day it still is, the custom for the women that were neighbours and of kin to 

the deceased to gather in his house with the women that were most closely connected with him, 

to wail with them in common, while on the other hand his male kinsfolk and neighbours, with 

not a few of the other citizens, and a due proportion of the clergy according to his quality, 



assembled without, in front of the house, to receive the corpse; and so the dead man was borne 

on the shoulders of his peers, with funeral pomp of taper and dirge, to the church selected by him 

before his death. Which rites, as the pestilence waxed in fury, were either in whole or in great 

part disused, and gave way to others of a novel order. For not only did no crowd of women 

surround the bed of the dying, but many passed from this life unregarded, and few indeed were 

they to whom were accorded the lamentations and bitter tears of sorrowing relations; nay, for the 

most part, their place was taken by the laugh, the jest, the festal gathering; observances which the 

women, domestic piety in large measure set aside, had adopted with very great advantage to their 

health. Few also there were whose bodies were attended to the church by more than ten or twelve 

of their neighbours, and those not the honourable and respected citizens; but a sort of corpse-

carriers drawn from the baser ranks who called themselves becchini (1) and performed such 

offices for hire, would shoulder the bier, and with hurried steps carry it, not to the church of the 

dead man's choice, but to that which was nearest at hand, with four or six priests in front and a 

candle or two, or, perhaps, none; nor did the priests distress themselves with too long and solemn 

an office, but with the aid of the becchini hastily consigned the corpse to the first tomb which 

they found untenanted. The condition of lower, and, perhaps, in great measure of the middle 

ranks, of the people shewed even worse and more deplorable; for, deluded by hope or 

constrained by poverty, they stayed in their quarters, in their houses, where they sickened by 

thousands a day, and, being without service or help of any kind, were, so to speak, irredeemably 

devoted to the death which overtook them. Many died daily or nightly in the public streets; of 

many others, who died at home, the departure was hardly observed by their neighbours, until the 

stench of their putrefying bodies carried the tidings; and what with their corpses and the corpses 

of others who died on every hand the whole place was a sepulchre. 

It was the common practice of most of the neighbours, moved no less by fear of contamination 

by the putrefying bodies than by charity towards the deceased, to drag the corpses out of the 

houses with their own hands, aided, perhaps, by a porter, if a porter was to be had, and to lay 

them in front of the doors, where any one who made the round might have seen, especially in the 

morning, more of them than he could count; afterwards they would have biers brought up, or, in 

default, planks, whereon they laid them. Nor was it once or twice only that one and the same bier 

carried two or three corpses at once; but quite a considerable number of such cases occurred, one 

bier sufficing for husband and wife, two or three brothers, father and son, and so forth. And 

times without number it happened, that, as two priests, bearing the cross, were on their way to 

perform the last office for some one, three or four biers were brought up by the porters in rear of 

them, so that, whereas the priests supposed that they had but one corpse to bury, they discovered 

that there were six or eight, or sometimes more. Nor, for all their number, were their obsequies 

honoured by either tears or lights or crowds of mourners; rather, it was come to this, that a dead 

man was then of no more account than a dead goat would be to-day. From all which it is 



abundantly manifest, that that lesson of patient resignation, which the sages were never able to 

learn from the slight and infrequent mishaps which occur in the natural course of events, was 

now brought home even to the minds of the simple by the magnitude of their disasters, so that 

they became indifferent to them. 

As consecrated ground there was not in extent sufficient to provide tombs for the vast 

multitude of corpses which day and night, and almost every hour, were brought in eager haste to 

the churches for interment, least of all, if ancient custom were to be observed and a separate 

resting-place assigned to each, they dug, for each graveyard, as soon as it was full, a huge trench, 

in which they laid the corpses as they arrived by hundreds at a time, piling them up as 

merchandise is stowed in the hold of a ship, tier upon tier, each covered with a little earth, until 

the trench would hold no more. But I spare to rehearse with minute particularity each of the woes 

that came upon our city, and say in brief, that, harsh as was the tenor of her fortunes, the 

surrounding country knew no mitigation, for there—not to speak of the castles, each, as it were, a 

little city in itself—in sequestered village, or on the open champaign, by the wayside, on the 

farm, in the homestead, the poor hapless husbandmen and their families, forlorn of physicians' 

care or servants' tendance, perished day and night alike, not as men, but rather as beasts. 

Wherefore, they too, like the citizens, abandoned all rule of life, all habit of industry, all counsel 

of prudence; nay, one and all, as if expecting each day to be their last, not merely ceased to aid 

Nature to yield her fruit in due season of their beasts and their lands and their past labours, but 

left no means unused, which ingenuity could devise, to waste their accumulated store; denying 

shelter to their oxen, asses, sheep, goats, pigs, fowls, nay, even to their dogs, man's most faithful 

companions, and driving them out into the fields to roam at large amid the unsheaved, nay, 

unreaped corn. Many of which, as if endowed with reason, took their fill during the day, and 

returned home at night without any guidance of herdsman. But enough of the country! What 

need we add, but (reverting to the city) that such and so grievous was the harshness of heaven, 

and perhaps in some degree of man, that, what with the fury of the pestilence, the panic of those 

whom it spared, and their consequent neglect or desertion of not a few of the stricken in their 

need, it is believed without any manner of doubt, that between March and the ensuing July 

upwards of a hundred thousand human beings lost their lives within the walls of the city of 

Florence, which before the deadly visitation would not have been supposed to contain so many 

people! How many grand palaces, how many stately homes, how many splendid residences, once 

full of retainers, of lords, of ladies, were now left desolate of all, even to the meanest servant! 

How many families of historic fame, of vast ancestral domains, and wealth proverbial, found 

now no scion to continue the succession! How many brave men, how many fair ladies, how 

many gallant youths, whom any physician, were he Galen, Hippocrates, or Aesculapius himself, 

would have pronounced in the soundest of health, broke fast with their kinsfolk, comrades and 

friends in the morning, and when evening came, supped with their forefathers in the other world. 



Irksome it is to myself to rehearse in detail so sorrowful a history. Wherefore, being minded to 

pass over so much thereof as I fairly can, I say, that our city, being thus well-nigh depopulated, it 

so happened, as I afterwards learned from one worthy of credit, that on a Tuesday morning after 

Divine Service the venerable church of Santa Maria Novella was almost deserted save for the 

presence of seven young ladies habited sadly in keeping with the season. All were connected 

either by blood or at least as friends or neighbours and fair and of good understanding were they 

all, as also of noble birth, gentle manners, and a modest sprightliness. In age none exceeded 

twenty-eight, or fell short of eighteen years. Their names I would set down in due form, had I not 

good reason to with hold them, being solicitous lest the matters which here ensue, as told and 

heard by them, should in after time be occasion of reproach to any of them, in view of the ample 

indulgence which was then, for the reasons heretofore set forth, accorded to the lighter hours of 

persons of much riper years than they, but which the manners of to-day have somewhat 

restricted; nor would I furnish material to detractors, ever ready to bestow their bite where praise 

is due, to cast by invidious speech the least slur upon the honour of these noble ladies. 

Wherefore, that what each says may be apprehended without confusion, I intend to give them 

names more or less appropriate to the character of each. The first, then, being the eldest of the 

seven, we will call Pampinea, the second Fiammetta, the third Filomena, the fourth Emilia, the 

fifth we will distinguish as Lauretta, the sixth as Neifile, and the last, not without reason, shall be 

named Elisa. 

'Twas not of set purpose but by mere chance that these ladies met in the same part of the 

church; but at length grouping themselves into a sort of circle, after heaving a few sighs, they 

gave up saying paternosters, and began to converse (among other topics) on the times. 

So they continued for awhile, and then Pampinea, the rest listening in silent attention, thus 

began:—"Dear ladies mine, often have I heard it said, and you doubtless as well as I, that wrong 

is done to none by whoso but honestly uses his reason. And to fortify, preserve, and defend his 

life to the utmost of his power is the dictate of natural reason in everyone that is born. Which 

right is accorded in such measure that in defence thereof men have been held blameless in taking 

life. And if this be allowed by the laws, albeit on their stringency depends the well-being of 

every mortal, how much more exempt from censure should we, and all other honest folk, be in 

taking such means as we may for the preservation of our life? As often as I bethink me how we 

have been occupied this morning, and not this morning only, and what has been the tenor of our 

conversation, I perceive—and you will readily do the like—that each of us is apprehensive on 

her own account; nor thereat do I marvel, but at this I do marvel greatly, that, though none of us 

lacks a woman's wit, yet none of us has recourse to any means to avert that which we all justly 

fear. Here we tarry, as if, methinks, for no other purpose than to bear witness to the number of 

the corpses that are brought hither for interment, or to hearken if the brothers there within, whose 

number is now almost reduced to nought, chant their offices at the canonical hours, or, by our 



weeds of woe, to obtrude on the attention of every one that enters, the nature and degree of our 

sufferings. 

"And if we quit the church, we see dead or sick folk carried about, or we see those, who for 

their crimes were of late condemned to exile by the outraged majesty of the public laws, but who 

now, in contempt of those laws, well knowing that their ministers are a prey to death or disease, 

have returned, and traverse the city in packs, making it hideous with their riotous antics; or else 

we see the refuse of the people, fostered on our blood, becchini, as they call themselves, who for 

our torment go prancing about here and there and everywhere, making mock of our miseries in 

scurrilous songs. Nor hear we aught but:—Such and such are dead; or, Such and such art dying; 

and should hear dolorous wailing on every hand, were there but any to wail. Or go we home, 

what see we there? I know not if you are in like case with me; but there, where once were 

servants in plenty, I find none left but my maid, and shudder with terror, and feel the very hairs 

of my head to stand on end; and turn or tarry where I may, I encounter the ghosts of the departed, 

not with their wonted mien, but with something horrible in their aspect that appals me. For which 

reasons church and street and home are alike distressful to me, and the more so that none, 

methinks, having means and place of retirement as we have, abides here save only we; or if any 

such there be, they are of those, as my senses too often have borne witness, who make no 

distinction between things honourable and their opposites, so they but answer the cravings of 

appetite, and, alone or in company, do daily and nightly what things soever give promise of most 

gratification. Nor are these secular persons alone; but such as live recluse in monasteries break 

their rule, and give themselves up to carnal pleasures, persuading themselves that they are 

permissible to them, and only forbidden to others, and, thereby thinking to escape, are become 

unchaste and dissolute. If such be our circumstances—and such most manifestly they are—what 

do we here? what wait we for? what dream we of? why are we less prompt to provide for our 

own safety than the rest of the citizens? Is life less dear to us than to all other women? or think 

we that the bond, which unites soul and body is stronger in us than in others, so that there is no 

blow that may light upon it, of which we need be apprehensive? If so, we err, we are deceived. 

What insensate folly were it in us so to believe! We have but to call to mind the number and 

condition of those, young as we, and of both sexes, who have succumbed to this cruel pestilence, 

to find therein conclusive evidence to the contrary. And lest from lethargy or indolence we fall 

into the vain imagination that by some lucky accident we may in some way or another, when we 

would, escape—I know not if your opinion accord with mine—I should deem it most wise in us, 

our case being what it is, if, as many others have done before us, and are still doing, we were to 

quit this place, and, shunning like death the evil example of others, betake ourselves to the 

country, and there live as honourable women on one of the estates, of which none of us has any 

lack, with all cheer of festal gathering and other delights, so long as in no particular we overstep 

the bounds of reason. There we shall hear the chant of birds, have sight of verdant hills and 



plains, of cornfields undulating like the sea, of trees of a thousand sorts; there also we shall have 

a larger view of the heavens, which, however harsh to usward yet deny not their eternal beauty; 

things fairer far for eye to rest on than the desolate walls of our city. Moreover, we shall there 

breathe a fresher air, find ampler store of things meet for such as live in these times, have fewer 

causes of annoy. For, though the husbandmen die there, even as here the citizens, they are 

dispersed in scattered homesteads, and 'tis thus less painful to witness. Nor, so far as I can see, is 

there a soul here whom we shall desert; rather we may truly say, that we are ourselves deserted; 

for, our kinsfolk being either dead or fled in fear of death, no more regardful of us than if we 

were strangers, we are left alone in our great affliction. No censure, then, can fall on us if we do 

as I propose; and otherwise grievous suffering, perhaps death, may ensue. Wherefore, if you 

agree, 'tis my advice, that, attended by our maids with all things needful, we sojourn, now on 

this, now on the other estate, and in such way of life continue, until we see—if death should not 

first overtake us—the end which Heaven reserves for these events. And I remind you that it will 

be at least as seemly in us to leave with honour, as in others, of whom there are not a few, to stay 

with dishonour." 

The other ladies praised Pampinea's plan, and indeed were so prompt to follow it, that they 

had already begun to discuss the manner in some detail, as if they were forthwith to rise from 

their seats and take the road, when Filomena, whose judgment was excellent, interposed, 

saying:—"Ladies, though Pampinea has spoken to most excellent effect, yet it were not well to 

be so precipitate as you seem disposed to be. Bethink you that we are all women; nor is there any 

here so young, but she is of years to understand how women are minded towards one another, 

when they are alone together, and how ill they are able to rule themselves without the guidance 

of some man. We are sensitive, perverse, suspicious, pusillanimous and timid; wherefore I much 

misdoubt, that, if we find no other guidance than our own, this company is like to break up 

sooner, and with less credit to us, than it should. Against which it were well to provide at the 

outset." Said then Elisa:—"Without doubt man is woman's head, and, without man's governance, 

it is seldom that aught that we do is brought to a commendable conclusion. But how are we to 

come by the men? Every one of us here knows that her kinsmen are for the most part dead, and 

that the survivors are dispersed, one here, one there, we know not where, bent each on escaping 

the same fate as ourselves; nor were it seemly to seek the aid of strangers; for, as we are in quest 

of health, we must find some means so to order matters that, wherever we seek diversion or 

repose, trouble and scandal do not follow us." 

While the ladies were thus conversing, there came into the church three young men, young, I 

say, but not so young that the age of the youngest was less than twenty-five years; in whom 

neither the sinister course of events, nor the loss of friends or kinsfolk, nor fear for their own 

safety, had availed to quench, or even temper, the ardour of their love. The first was called 

Pamfilo, the second Filostrato, and the third Dioneo. Very debonair and chivalrous were they all; 



and in this troublous time they were seeking if haply, to their exceeding great solace, they might 

have sight of their fair friends, all three of whom chanced to be among the said seven ladies, 

besides some that were of kin to the young men. At one and the same moment they recognised 

the ladies and were recognised by them: wherefore, with a gracious smile, Pampinea thus 

began:—"Lo, fortune is propitious to our enterprise, having vouchsafed us the good offices of 

these young men, who are as gallant as they are discreet, and will gladly give us their guidance 

and escort, so we but take them into our service." Whereupon Neifile, crimson from brow to 

neck with the blush of modesty, being one of those that had a lover among the young men, 

said:—"For God's sake, Pampinea, have a care what you say. Well assured am I that nought but 

good can be said of any of them, and I deem them fit for office far more onerous than this which 

you propose for them, and their good and honourable company worthy of ladies fairer by far and 

more tenderly to be cherished than such as we. But 'tis no secret that they love some of us here; 

wherefore I misdoubt that, if we take them with us, we may thereby give occasion for scandal 

and censure merited neither by us nor by them." "That," said Filomena, "is of no consequence; so 

I but live honestly, my conscience gives me no disquietude; if others asperse me, God and the 

truth will take arms in my defence. Now, should they be disposed to attend us, of a truth we 

might say with Pampinea, that fortune favours our enterprise." The silence which followed 

betokened consent on the part of the other ladies, who then with one accord resolved to call the 

young men, and acquaint them with their purpose, and pray them to be of their company. So 

without further parley Pampinea, who had a kinsman among the young men, rose and 

approached them where they stood intently regarding them; and greeting them gaily, she opened 

to them their plan, and besought them on the part of herself and her friends to join their company 

on terms of honourable and fraternal comradeship. At first the young men thought she did but 

trifle with them; but when they saw that she was in earnest, they answered with alacrity that they 

were ready, and promptly, even before they left the church, set matters in train for their 

departure. So all things meet being first sent forward in due order to their intended place of 

sojourn, the ladies with some of their maids, and the three young men, each attended by a man-

servant, sallied forth of the city on the morrow, being Wednesday, about daybreak, and took the 

road; nor had they journeyed more than two short miles when they arrived at their destination. 

The estate (2) lay upon a little hill some distance from the nearest highway, and, embowered in 

shrubberies of divers hues, and other greenery, afforded the eye a pleasant prospect. On the 

summit of the hill was a palace with galleries, halls and chambers, disposed around a fair and 

spacious court, each very fair in itself, and the goodlier to see for the gladsome pictures with 

which it was adorned; the whole set amidst meads and gardens laid out with marvellous art, 

wells of the coolest water, and vaults of the finest wines, things more suited to dainty drinkers 

than to sober and honourable women. On their arrival the company, to their no small delight, 

found their beds already made, the rooms well swept and garnished with flowers of every sort 

that the season could afford, and the floors carpeted with rushes. When they were seated, 



Dioneo, a gallant who had not his match for courtesy and wit, spoke thus:—"My ladies, 'tis not 

our forethought so much as your own mother-wit that has guided us hither. How you mean to 

dispose of your cares I know not; mine I left behind me within the city-gate when I issued thence 

with you a brief while ago. Wherefore, I pray you, either address yourselves to make merry, to 

laugh and sing with me (so far, I mean, as may consist with your dignity), or give me leave to hie 

me back to the stricken city, there to abide with my cares." To whom blithely Pampinea replied, 

as if she too had cast off all her cares:—"Well sayest thou, Dioneo, excellent well; gaily we 

mean to live; 'twas a refuge from sorrow that here we sought, nor had we other cause to come 

hither. But, as no anarchy can long endure, I who initiated the deliberations of which this fair 

company is the fruit, do now, to the end that our joy may be lasting, deem it expedient, that there 

be one among us in chief authority, honoured and obeyed by us as our superior, whose exclusive 

care it shall be to devise how we may pass our time blithely. And that each in turn may prove the 

weight of the care, as well as enjoy the pleasure, of sovereignty, and, no distinction being made 

of sex, envy be felt by none by reason of exclusion from the office; I propose, that the weight 

and honour be borne by each one for a day; and let the first to bear sway be chosen by us all, 

those that follow to be appointed towards the vesper hour by him or her who shall have had the 

signory for that day; and let each holder of the signory be, for the time, sole arbiter of the place 

and manner in which we are to pass our time." 

Pampinea's speech was received with the utmost applause, and with one accord she was 

chosen queen for the first day. Whereupon Filomena hied her lightly to a bay-tree, having often 

heard of the great honour in which its leaves, and such as were deservedly crowned therewith, 

were worthy to be holden; and having gathered a few sprays, she made thereof a goodly wreath 

of honour, and set it on Pampinea's head; which wreath was thenceforth, while their company 

endured, the visible sign of the wearer's sway and sovereignty. 

No sooner was Queen Pampinea crowned than she bade all be silent. She then caused summon 

to her presence their four maids, and the servants of the three young men, and, all keeping 

silence, said to them:—"That I may shew you all at once, how, well still giving place to better, 

our company may flourish and endure, as long as it shall pleasure us, with order meet and 

assured delight and without reproach, I first of all constitute Dioneo's man, Parmeno, my 

seneschal, and entrust him with the care and control of all our household, and all that belongs to 

the service of the hall. Pamfilo's man, Sirisco, I appoint treasurer and chancellor of our 

exchequer; and be he ever answerable to Parmeno. While Parmeno and Sirisco are too busy 

about their duties to serve their masters, let Filostrato's man, Tindaro, have charge of the 

chambers of all three. My maid, Misia, and Filomena's maid, Licisca, will keep in the kitchen, 

and with all due diligence prepare such dishes as Parmeno shall bid them. Lauretta's maid, 

Chimera, and Fiammetta's maid, Stratilia we make answerable for the ladies' chambers, and 

wherever we may take up our quarters, let them see that all is spotless. And now we enjoin you, 



one and all alike, as you value our favour, that none of you, go where you may, return whence 

you may, hear or see what you may, bring us any tidings but such as be cheerful." These orders 

thus succinctly given were received with universal approval. Whereupon Pampinea rose, and 

said gaily:—"Here are gardens, meads, and other places delightsome enough, where you may 

wander at will, and take your pleasure; but on the stroke of tierce, (3) let all be here to breakfast 

in the shade." 

Thus dismissed by their new queen the gay company sauntered gently through a garden, the 

young men saying sweet things to the fair ladies, who wove fair garlands of divers sorts of leaves 

and sang love-songs. 

Having thus spent the time allowed them by the queen, they returned to the house, where they 

found that Parmeno had entered on his office with zeal; for in a hall on the ground-floor they saw 

tables covered with the whitest of cloths, and beakers that shone like silver, and sprays of broom 

scattered everywhere. So, at the bidding of the queen, they washed their hands, and all took their 

places as marshalled by Parmeno. Dishes, daintily prepared, were served, and the finest wines 

were at hand; the three serving-men did their office noiselessly; in a word all was fair and 

ordered in a seemly manner; whereby the spirits of the company rose, and they seasoned their 

viands with pleasant jests and sprightly sallies. Breakfast done, the tables were removed, and the 

queen bade fetch instruments of music; for all, ladies and young men alike, knew how to tread a 

measure, and some of them played and sang with great skill: so, at her command, Dioneo having 

taken a lute, and Fiammetta a viol, they struck up a dance in sweet concert; and, the servants 

being dismissed to their repast, the queen, attended by the other ladies and the two young men, 

led off a stately carol; which ended they fell to singing ditties dainty and gay. Thus they diverted 

themselves until the queen, deeming it time to retire to rest, dismissed them all for the night. So 

the three young men and the ladies withdrew to their several quarters, which were in different 

parts of the palace. There they found the beds well made, and abundance of flowers, as in the 

hall; and so they undressed, and went to bed. 

Shortly after none (4) the queen rose, and roused the rest of the ladies, as also the young men, 

averring that it was injurious to health to sleep long in the daytime. They therefore hied them to a 

meadow, where the grass grew green and luxuriant, being nowhere scorched by the sun, and a 

light breeze gently fanned them. So at the queen's command they all ranged themselves in a 

circle on the grass, and hearkened while she thus spoke:— 

"You mark that the sun is high, the heat intense, and the silence unbroken save by the cicalas 

among the olive-trees. It were therefore the height of folly to quit this spot at present. Here the 

air is cool and the prospect fair, and here, observe, are dice and chess. Take, then, your pleasure 

as you may be severally minded; but, if you take my advice, you will find pastime for the hot 



hours before us, not in play, in which the loser must needs be vexed, and neither the winner nor 

the onlooker much the better pleased, but in telling of stories, in which the invention of one may 

afford solace to all the company of his hearers. You will not each have told a story before the sun 

will be low, and the heat abated, so that we shall be able to go and severally take our pleasure 

where it may seem best to each. Wherefore, if my proposal meet with your approval—for in this 

I am disposed to consult your pleasure—let us adopt it; if not, divert yourselves as best you may, 

until the vesper hour." 

The queen's proposal being approved by all, ladies and men alike, she added:—"So please 

you, then, I ordain, that, for this first day, we be free to discourse of such matters as most 

commend themselves, to each in turn." She then addressed Pamfilo, who sat on her right hand, 

bidding him with a gracious air to lead off with one of his stories. And prompt at the word of 

command, Pamfilo, while all listened intently, thus began:— 

(1) Probably from the name of the pronged or hooked implement with which they dragged the 

corpses out of the houses. 

(2) Identified by tradition with the Villa Palmieri (now Crawford) on the slope of Fiesole. 

(3) The canonical hour following prime, roughly speaking about 9 a.m. 

(4) The canonical hour following sext, i.e. 3 p.m. 

  



NOVEL I. — Ser Ciappelletto cheats a holy friar by a false confession, and dies; and, having 

lived as a very bad man, is, on his death, reputed a saint, and called San Ciappelletto. — 

A seemly thing it is, dearest ladies, that whatever we do, it be begun in the holy and awful 

name of Him who was the maker of all. Wherefore, as it falls to me to lead the way in this your 

enterprise of story telling, I intend to begin with one of His wondrous works, that, by hearing 

thereof, our hopes in Him, in whom is no change, may be established, and His name be by us 

forever lauded. 'Tis manifest that, as things temporal are all doomed to pass and perish, so within 

and without they abound with trouble and anguish and travail, and are subject to infinite perils; 

nor, save for the especial grace of God, should we, whose being is bound up with and forms part 

of theirs, have either the strength to endure or the wisdom to combat their adverse influences. By 

which grace we are visited and penetrated (so we must believe) not by reason of any merit of our 

own, but solely out of the fulness of God's own goodness, and in answer to the prayers of those 

who, being mortal like ourselves, did faithfully observe His ordinances during their lives, and are 

now become blessed for ever with Him in heaven. To whom, as to advocates taught by 

experience all that belongs to our frailty, we, not daring, perchance, to present our petitions in the 

presence of so great a judge, make known our requests for such things as we deem expedient for 

us. And of His mercy richly abounding to usward we have further proof herein, that, no keenness 

of mortal vision being able in any degree to penetrate the secret counsels of the Divine mind, it 

sometimes, perchance, happens, that, in error of judgment, we make one our advocate before His 

Majesty, who is banished from His presence in eternal exile, and yet He to whom nothing is 

hidden, having regard rather to the sincerity of our prayers than to our ignorance or the 

banishment of the intercessor, hears us no less than if the intercessor were in truth one of the 

blest who enjoy the light of His countenance. Which the story that I am about to relate may serve 

to make apparent; apparent, I mean, according to the standard or the judgment of man, not of 

God. 

The story goes, then, that Musciatto Franzesi, a great and wealthy merchant, being made a 

knight in France, and being to attend Charles Sansterre, brother of the King of France, when he 

came into Tuscany at the instance and with the support of Pope Boniface, found his affairs, as 

often happens to merchants, to be much involved in divers quarters, and neither easily nor 

suddenly to be adjusted; wherefore he determined to place them in the hands of commissioners, 

and found no difficulty except as to certain credits given to some Burgundians, for the recovery 

of which he doubted whether he could come by a competent agent; for well he knew that the 

Burgundians were violent men and ill-conditioned and faithless; nor could he call to mind any 

man so bad that he could with confidence oppose his guile to theirs. After long pondering the 

matter, he recollected one Ser Ciapperello da Prato, who much frequented his house in Paris. 

Who being short of stature and very affected, the French who knew not the meaning of 

Cepparello, (1) but supposed that it meant the same as Cappello, i. e. garland, in their vernacular, 



called him not Cappello, but Ciappelletto by reason of his diminutive size; and as Ciappelletto he 

was known everywhere, whereas few people knew him as Ciapperello. Now Ciappelletto's 

manner of life was thus. He was by profession a notary, and his pride was to make false 

documents; he would have made them as often as he was asked, and more readily without fee 

than another at a great price; few indeed he made that were not false, and, great was his shame 

when they were discovered. False witness he bore, solicited or unsolicited, with boundless 

delight; and, as oaths were in those days had in very great respect in France, he, scrupling not to 

forswear himself, corruptly carried the day in every case in which he was summoned faithfully to 

attest the truth. He took inordinate delight, and bestirred himself with great zeal, in fomenting ill-

feeling, enmities, dissensions between friends, kinsfolk and all other folk; and the more 

calamitous were the consequences the better he was pleased. Set him on murder, or any other 

foul crime, and he never hesitated, but went about it with alacrity; he had been known on more 

than one occasion to inflict wounds or death by preference with his own hands. He was a profuse 

blasphemer of God and His saints, and that on the most trifling occasions, being of all men the 

most irascible. He was never seen at Church, held all the sacraments vile things, and derided 

them in language of horrible ribaldry. On the other hand he resorted readily to the tavern and 

other places of evil repute, and frequented them. He was as fond of women as a dog is of the 

stick: in the use against nature he had not his match among the most abandoned. He would have 

pilfered and stolen as a matter of conscience, as a holy man would make an oblation. Most 

gluttonous he was and inordinately fond of his cups, whereby he sometimes brought upon 

himself both shame and suffering. He was also a practised gamester and thrower of false dice. 

But why enlarge so much upon him? Enough that he was, perhaps, the worst man that ever was 

born. 

The rank and power of Musciatto Franzesi had long been this reprobate's mainstay, serving in 

many instances to secure him considerate treatment on the part of the private persons whom he 

frequently, and the court which he unremittingly, outraged. So Musciatto, having bethought him 

of this Ser Cepparello, with whose way of life he was very well acquainted, judged him to be the 

very sort of person to cope with the guile of the Burgundians. He therefore sent for him, and thus 

addressed him:—"Ser Ciappelletto, I am, as thou knowest, about to leave this place for good; and 

among those with whom I have to settle accounts are certain Burgundians, very wily knaves; nor 

know I the man whom I could more fitly entrust with the recovery of my money than thyself. 

Wherefore, as thou hast nothing to do at present, if thou wilt undertake this business, I will 

procure thee the favour of the court, and give thee a reasonable part of what thou shalt recover." 

Ser Ciappelletto, being out of employment, and by no means in easy circumstances, and about to 

lose Musciatto, so long his mainstay and support, without the least demur, for in truth he had 

hardly any choice, made his mind up and answered that he was ready to go. So the bargain was 

struck. Armed with the power of attorney and the royal letters commendatory, Ser Ciappelletto 



took leave of Messer Musciatto and hied him to Burgundy, where he was hardly known to a soul. 

He set about the business which had brought him thither, the recovery of the money, in a manner 

amicable and considerate, foreign to his nature, as if he were minded to reserve his severity to 

the last. While thus occupied, he was frequently at the house of two Florentine usurers, who 

treated him with great distinction out of regard for Messer Musciatto; and there it so happened 

that he fell sick. The two brothers forthwith placed physicians and servants in attendance upon 

him, and omitted no means meet and apt for the restoration of his health. But all remedies proved 

unavailing; for being now old, and having led, as the physicians reported, a disorderly life, he 

went daily from bad to worse like one stricken with a mortal disease. This greatly disconcerted 

the two brothers; and one day, hard by the room in which Ser Ciappelletto lay sick, they began to 

talk about him; saying one to the other:—"What shall we do with this man? We are hard bested 

indeed on his account. If we turn him out of the house, sick as he is, we shall not only incur 

grave censure, but shall evince a signal want of sense; for folk must know the welcome we gave 

him in the first instance, the solicitude with which we have had him treated and tended since his 

illness, during which time he could not possibly do aught to displease us, and yet they would see 

him suddenly turned out of our house sick unto death. On the other hand he has been so bad a 

man that he is sure not to confess or receive any of the Church's sacraments; and dying thus 

unconfessed, he will be denied burial in church, but will be cast out into some ditch like a dog; 

nay, 'twill be all one if he do confess, for such and so horrible have been his crimes that no friar 

or priest either will or can absolve him; and so, dying without absolution, he will still be cast out 

into the ditch. In which case the folk of these parts, who reprobate our trade as iniquitous and 

revile it all day long, and would fain rob us, will seize their opportunity, and raise a tumult, and 

make a raid upon our houses, crying:—'Away with these Lombard whom the Church excludes 

from her pale;' and will certainly strip us of our goods, and perhaps take our lives also; so that in 

any case we stand to lose if this man die." 

Ser Ciappelletto, who, as we said, lay close at hand while they thus spoke, and whose hearing 

was sharpened, as is often the case, by his malady, overheard all that they said about him. So he 

called them to him, and said to them:—"I would not have you disquiet yourselves in regard of 

me, or apprehend loss to befall you by my death. I have heard what you have said of me and 

have no doubt that 'twould be as you say, if matters took the course you anticipate; but I am 

minded that it shall be otherwise. I have committed so many offences against God in the course 

of my life, that one more in the hour of my death will make no difference whatever to the 

account. So seek out and bring hither the worthiest and most holy friar you can find, and leave 

me to settle your affairs and mine upon a sound and solid basis, with which you may rest 

satisfied." The two brothers had not much hope of the result, but yet they went to a friary and 

asked for a holy and discreet man to hear the confession of a Lombard that was sick in their 

house, and returned with an aged man of just and holy life, very learned in the Scriptures, and 



venerable and held in very great and especial reverence by all the citizens. As soon as he had 

entered the room where Ser Ciappelletto was lying, and had taken his place by his side, he began 

gently to comfort him: then he asked him how long it was since he was confessed. Whereto Ser 

Ciappelletto, who had never been confessed, answered:—"Father, it is my constant practice to be 

confessed at least once a week, and many a week I am confessed more often; but true it is, that, 

since I have been sick, now eight days, I have made no confession, so sore has been my 

affliction. "Son," said the friar, "thou hast well done, and well for thee, if so thou continue to do; 

as thou dost confess so often, I see that my labour of hearkening and questioning will be slight." 

"Nay but, master friar," said Ser Ciappelletto, "I say not so; I have not confessed so often but that 

I would fain make a general confession of all my sins that I have committed, so far as I can recall 

them, from the day of my birth to the present time; and therefore I pray you, my good father, to 

question me precisely in every particular just as if I had never been confessed. And spare me not 

by reason of my sickness, for I had far rather do despite to my flesh than, sparing it, risk the 

perdition of my soul, which my Saviour redeemed with His precious blood." 

The holy man was mightily delighted with these words, which seemed to him to betoken a 

soul in a state of grace. He therefore signified to Ser Ciappelletto his high approval of this 

practice; and then began by asking him whether he had ever sinned carnally with a woman. 

Whereto Ser Ciappelletto answered with a sigh:—"My father, I scruple to tell you the truth in 

this matter, fearing lest I sin in vain-glory." "Nay, but," said the friar, "speak boldly; none ever 

sinned by telling the truth, either in confession or otherwise." "Then," said Ser Ciappelletto, "as 

you bid me speak boldly, I will tell you the truth of this matter. I am virgin even as when I issued 

from my mother's womb." "Now God's blessing on thee," said the friar, "well done; and the 

greater is thy merit in that, hadst thou so willed, thou mightest have done otherwise far more 

readily than we who are under constraint of rule." He then proceeded to ask, whether he had 

offended God by gluttony. Whereto Ser Ciappelletto, heaving a heavy sigh, answered that he had 

so offended for, being wont to fast not only in Lent like other devout persons, but at least thrice 

days in every week, taking nothing but bread and water, he had quaffed the water with as good a 

gusto and as much enjoyment, more particularly when fatigued by devotion or pilgrimage, as 

great drinkers quaff their wine; and oftentimes he had felt a craving for such dainty dishes of 

herbs as ladies make when they go into the country, and now and again he had relished his food 

more than seemed to him meet in one who fasted, as he did, for devotion. "Son," said the friar, 

"these sins are natural and very trifling; and therefore I would not have thee burden thy 

conscience too much with them. There is no man, however holy he may be, but must sometimes 

find it pleasant to eat after a long fast and to drink after exertion." "O, my father," said Ser 

Ciappelletto, "say not this to comfort me. You know well that I know, that the things which are 

done in the service of God ought to be done in perfect purity of an unsullied spirit; and whoever 

does otherwise sins." The friar, well content, replied:—"Glad I am that thou dost think so, and I 



am mightily pleased with thy pure and good conscience which therein appears; but tell me: hast 

thou sinned by avarice, coveting more than was reasonable, or withholding more than was right? 

My father," replied Ser Ciappelletto, "I would not have you disquiet yourself, because I am in the 

house of these usurers: no part have I in their concerns; nay, I did but come here to admonish and 

reprehend them, and wean them from this abominable traffic; and so, I believe, I had done, had 

not God sent me this visitation. But you must know, that my father left me a fortune, of which I 

dedicated the greater part to God; and since then for my own support and the relief of Christ's 

poor I have done a little trading, whereof I have desired to make gain; and all that I have gotten I 

have shared with God's poor, reserving one half for my own needs and giving the other half to 

them; and so well has my Maker prospered me, that I have ever managed my affairs to better and 

better account." "Well, done," said the friar, "but how? hast thou often given way to anger?" 

"Often indeed, I assure you," said Ser Ciappelletto. "And who could refrain therefrom, seeing 

men doing frowardly all day long, breaking the commandments of God and recking nought of 

His judgments? Many a time in the course of a single day I had rather be dead than alive, to see 

the young men going after vanity, swearing and forswearing themselves, haunting taverns, 

avoiding the churches, and in short walking in the way of the world rather than in God's way." 

"My son," said the friar, "this is a righteous wrath; nor could I find occasion therein to lay a 

penance upon thee. But did anger ever by any chance betray thee into taking human life, or 

affronting or otherwise wronging any?" "Alas," replied Ser Ciappelletto, "alas, sir, man of God 

though you seem to me, how come you to speak after this manner? If I had had so much as the 

least thought of doing any of the things of which you speak, should I believe, think you, that I 

had been thus supported of God? These are the deeds of robbers and such like evil men, to whom 

I have ever said, when any I saw:—'Go, God change your heart.'" Said then the friar:—"Now, 

my son, as thou hopest to be blest of God, tell me, hast thou never borne false witness against 

any, or spoken evil of another, or taken the goods of another without his leave?" "Yes, master 

friar," answered Ser Ciappelletto, "most true it is that I have spoken evil of another; for I had 

once a neighbour who without the least excuse in the world was ever beating his wife, and so 

great was my pity of the poor creature, whom, when he was in his cups, he would thrash as God 

alone knows how, that once I spoke evil of him to his wife's kinsfolk." "Well, well," said the 

friar, "thou tellest me thou hast been a merchant; hast thou ever cheated any, as merchants use to 

do?" "I'faith, yes, master friar," said Ser Ciappelletto; "but I know not who he was; only that he 

brought me some money which he owed me for some cloth that I had sold him, and I put it in a 

box without counting it, where a month afterwards I found four farthings more than there should 

have been, which I kept for a year to return to him, but not seeing him again, I bestowed them in 

alms for the love of God." "This," said the friar, "was a small matter; and thou didst well to 

bestow them as thou didst." The holy friar went on to ask him many other questions, to which he 

made answer in each case in this sort. Then, as the friar was about to give him absolution, Ser 

Ciappelletto interposed:—"Sir, I have yet a sin to confess." "What?" asked the friar. "I 



remember," he said, "that I once caused my servant to sweep my house on a Saturday after none; 

and that my observance of Sunday was less devout than it should have been." "O, my son," said 

the friar, "this is a light matter." "No," said Ser Ciappelletto, "say not a light matter; for Sunday 

is the more to be had in honour because on that day our Lord rose from the dead." Then said the 

holy friar:—"Now is there aught else that thou hast done?" "Yes, master friar," replied Ser 

Ciappelletto, "once by inadvertence I spat in the church of God." At this the friar began to smile, 

and said:—"My son, this is not a matter to trouble about; we, who are religious, spit there all day 

long." "And great impiety it is when you so do," replied Ser Ciappelletto, "for there is nothing 

that is so worthy to be kept from all impurity as the holy temple in which sacrifice is offered to 

God." More he said in the same strain, which I pass over; and then at last he began to sigh, and 

by and by to weep bitterly, as he was well able to do when he chose. And the friar demanding:—

"My son, why weepest thou?" "Alas, master friar" answered Ser Ciappelletto, "a sin yet remains, 

which I have never confessed, such shame were it to me to tell it; and as often as I call it to mind, 

I weep as you now see me weep, being well assured that God will never forgive me this sin." 

Then said the holy friar:—"Come, come, son, what is this that thou sayst? If all the sins of all the 

men, that ever were or ever shall be, as long as the world shall endure, were concentrated in one 

man, so great is the goodness of God that He would freely pardon them all, were he but penitent 

and contrite as I see thou art, and confessed them: wherefore tell me thy sin with a good 

courage." Then said Ser Ciappelletto, still weeping bitterly:—"Alas, my father, mine is too great 

a sin, and scarce can I believe, if your prayers do not co-operate, that God will ever grant me His 

pardon thereof." "Tell it with a good courage," said the friar; "I promise thee to pray God for 

thee." Ser Ciappelletto, however, continued to weep, and would not speak, for all the friar's 

encouragement. When he had kept him for a good while in suspense, he heaved a mighty sigh, 

and said:—"My father, as you promise me to pray God for me, I will tell it you. Know, then, that 

once, when I was a little child, I cursed my mother;" and having so said he began again to weep 

bitterly. "O, my son," said the friar, "does this seem to thee so great a sin? Men curse God all day 

long, and he pardons them freely, if they repent them of having so done; and thinkest thou he 

will not pardon thee this? Weep not, be comforted, for truly, hadst thou been one of them that set 

Him on the Cross, with the contrition that I see in thee, thou wouldst not fail of His pardon." 

"Alas! my father," rejoined Ser Ciappelletto, "what is this you say? To curse my sweet mother 

that carried me in her womb for nine months day and night, and afterwards on her shoulder more 

than a hundred times! Heinous indeed was my offence; 'tis too great a sin; nor will it be 

pardoned, unless you pray God for me." 

The friar now perceiving that Ser Ciappelletto had nothing more to say, gave him absolution 

and his blessing, reputing him for a most holy man, fully believing that all that he had said was 

true. And who would not have so believed, hearing him so speak at the point of death? Then, 

when all was done, he said:—"Ser Ciappelletto, if God so will, you will soon be well; but should 



it so come to pass that God call your blessed soul to Himself in this state of grace, is it well 

pleasing to you that your body be buried in our convent?" "Yea, verily, master friar," replied Ser 

Ciappelletto; "there would I be, and nowhere else, since you have promised to pray God for me; 

besides which I have ever had a special devotion to your order. Wherefore I pray you, that, on 

your return to your convent, you cause to be sent me that very Body of Christ, which you 

consecrate in the morning on the altar; because (unworthy though I be) I purpose with your leave 

to take it, and afterwards the holy and extreme unction, that, though I have lived as a sinner, I 

may die at any rate as a Christian." The holy man said that he was greatly delighted, that it was 

well said of Ser Ciappelletto, and that he would cause the Host to be forthwith brought to him; 

and so it was. 

The two brothers, who much misdoubted Ser Ciappelletto's power to deceive the friar, had 

taken their stand on the other side of a wooden partition which divided the room in which Ser 

Ciappelletto lay from another, and hearkening there they readily heard and understood what Ser 

Ciappelletto said to the friar; and at times could scarce refrain their laughter as they followed his 

confession; and now and again they said one to another:—"What manner of man is this, whom 

neither age nor sickness, nor fear of death, on the threshold of which he now stands, nor yet of 

God, before whose judgment-seat he must soon appear, has been able to turn from his wicked 

ways, that he die not even as he has lived?" But seeing that his confession had secured the 

interment of his body in church, they troubled themselves no further. Ser Ciappelletto soon 

afterwards communicated, and growing immensely worse, received the extreme unction, and 

died shortly after vespers on the same day on which he had made his good confession. So the 

two brothers, having from his own moneys provided the wherewith to procure him honourable 

sepulture, and sent word to the friars to come at even to observe the usual vigil, and in the 

morning to fetch the corpse, set all things in order accordingly. The holy friar who had confessed 

him, hearing that he was dead, had audience of the prior of the friary; a chapter was convened 

and the assembled brothers heard from the confessor's own mouth how Ser Ciappelletto had been 

a holy man, as had appeared by his confession, and were exhorted to receive the body with the 

utmost veneration and pious care, as one by which there was good hope that God would work 

many miracles. To this the prior and the rest of the credulous confraternity assenting, they went 

in a body in the evening to the place where the corpse of Ser Ciappelletto lay, and kept a great 

and solemn vigil over it; and in the morning they made a procession habited in their surplices 

and copes with books in their hands and crosses in front; and chanting as they went, they fetched 

the corpse and brought it back to their church with the utmost pomp and solemnity, being 

followed by almost all the folk of the city, men and women alike. So it was laid in the church, 

and then the holy friar who had heard the confession got up in the pulpit and began to preach 

marvellous things of Ser Ciapelletto's life, his fasts, his virginity, his simplicity and guilelessness 

and holiness; narrating among the other matters that of which Ser Ciappelletto had made tearful 



confession as his greatest sin, and how he had hardly been able to make him conceive that God 

would pardon him; from which he took occasion to reprove his hearers; saying:—"And you, 

accursed of God, on the least pretext, blaspheme God and His Mother, and all the celestial court. 

And much beside he told of his loyalty and purity; and, in short, so wrought upon the people by 

his words, to which they gave entire credence, that they all conceived a great veneration for Ser 

Ciappelletto, and at the close of the office came pressing forward with the utmost vehemence to 

kiss the feet and the hands of the corpse, from which they tore off the cerements, each thinking 

himself blessed to have but a scrap thereof in his possession; and so it was arranged that it should 

be kept there all day long, so as to be visible and accessible to all. At nightfall it was honourably 

interred in a marble tomb in one of the chapels, where on the morrow, one by one, folk came and 

lit tapers and prayed and paid their vows, setting there the waxen images which they had 

dedicated. And the fame of Ciappelletto's holiness and the devotion to him grew in such measure 

that scarce any there was that in any adversity would vow aught to any saint but he, and they 

called him and still call him San Ciappelletto affirming that many miracles have been and daily 

are wrought by God through him for such as devoutly crave his intercession. 

So lived, so died Ser Cepperello da Prato, and came to be reputed a saint, as you have heard. 

Nor would I deny that it is possible that he is of the number of the blessed in the presence of 

God, seeing that, though his life was evil and depraved, yet he might in his last moments have 

made so complete an act of contrition that perchance God had mercy on him and received him 

into His kingdom. But, as this is hidden from us, I speak according to that which appears, and I 

say that he ought rather to be in the hands of the devil in hell than in Paradise. Which, if so it be, 

is a manifest token of the superabundance of the goodness of God to usward, inasmuch as he 

regards not our error but the sincerity of our faith, and hearkens unto us when, mistaking one 

who is at enmity with Him for a friend, we have recourse to him, as to one holy indeed, as our 

intercessor for His grace. Wherefore, that we of this gay company may by His grace be preserved 

safe and sound throughout this time of adversity, commend we ourselves in our need to Him, 

whose name we began by invoking, with lauds and reverent devotion and good confidence that 

we shall be heard. 

And so he was silent. 

(1) The diminutive of ceppo, stump or log: more commonly written cepperello (cf. p. 32) or 

ceppatello. The form ciapperello seems to be found only here. 

  



NOVEL II. — Abraham, a Jew, at the instance of Jehannot de Chevigny, goes to the court of 

Rome, and having marked the evil life of the clergy, returns to Paris, and becomes a Christian. 

— 

Pamfilo's story elicited the mirth of some of the ladies and the hearty commendation of all, 

who listened to it with close attention until the end. Whereupon the queen bade Neifile, who sat 

next her, to tell a story, that the commencement thus made of their diversions might have its 

sequel. Neifile, whose graces of mind matched the beauty of her person, consented with a 

gladsome goodwill, and thus began:— 

Pamfilo has shewn by his story that the goodness of God spares to regard our errors when they 

result from unavoidable ignorance, and in mine I mean to shew you how the same goodness, 

bearing patiently with the shortcomings of those who should be its faithful witness in deed and 

word, draws from them contrariwise evidence of His infallible truth; to the end that what we 

believe we may with more assured conviction follow. 

In Paris, gracious ladies, as I have heard tell, there was once a great merchant, a large dealer in 

drapery, a good man, most loyal and righteous, his name Jehannot de Chevigny, between whom 

and a Jew, Abraham by name, also a merchant, and a man of great wealth, as also most loyal and 

righteous, there subsisted a very close friendship. Now Jehannot, observing Abraham's loyalty 

and rectitude, began to be sorely vexed in spirit that the soul of one so worthy and wise and good 

should perish for want of faith. Wherefore he began in a friendly manner to plead with him, that 

he should leave the errors of the Jewish faith and turn to the Christian verity, which, being sound 

and holy, he might see daily prospering and gaining ground, whereas, on the contrary, his own 

religion was dwindling and was almost come to nothing. The Jew replied that he believed that 

there was no faith sound and holy except the Jewish faith, in which he was born, and in which he 

meant to live and die; nor would anything ever turn him therefrom. Nothing daunted, however, 

Jehannot some days afterwards began again to ply Abraham with similar arguments, explaining 

to him in such crude fashion as merchants use the reasons why our faith is better than the Jewish. 

And though the Jew was a great master in the Jewish law, yet, whether it was by reason of his 

friendship for Jehannot, or that the Holy Spirit dictated the words that the simple merchant used, 

at any rate the Jew began to be much interested in Jehannot's arguments, though still too staunch 

in his faith to suffer himself to be converted. But Jehannot was no less assiduous in plying him 

with argument than he was obstinate in adhering to his law, insomuch that at length the Jew, 

overcome by such incessant appeals, said:—"Well, well, Jehannot, thou wouldst have me 

become a Christian, and I am disposed to do so, provided I first go to Rome and there see him 

whom thou callest God's vicar on earth, and observe what manner of life he leads and his brother 

cardinals with him; and if such it be that thereby, in conjunction with thy words, I may 

understand that thy faith is better than mine, as thou hast sought to shew me, I will do as I have 



said: otherwise, I will remain as I am a Jew." When Jehannot heard this, he was greatly 

distressed, saying to himself:—"I thought to have converted him; but now I see that the pains 

which I took for so excellent a purpose are all in vain; for, if he goes to the court of Rome and 

sees the iniquitous and foul life which the clergy lead there, so far from turning Christian, had he 

been converted already, he would without doubt relapse into Judaism." Then turning to Abraham 

he said:- -"Nay, but, my friend, why wouldst thou be at all this labour and great expense of 

travelling from here to Rome? to say nothing of the risks both by sea and by land which a rich 

man like thee must needs run. Thinkest thou not, to find here one that can give thee baptism? 

And as for any doubts that thou mayst have touching the faith to which I point thee, where wilt 

thou find greater masters and sages therein than here, to resolve thee of any question thou mayst 

put to them? Wherefore in my opinion this journey of thine is superfluous. Think that the 

prelates there are such as thou mayst have seen here, nay, as much better as they are nearer to the 

Chief Pastor. And so, by my advice thou wilt spare thy pains until some time of indulgence, 

when I, perhaps, may be able to bear thee company." The Jew replied:—"Jehannot, I doubt not 

that so it is as thou sayst; but once and for all I tell thee that I am minded to go there, and will 

never otherwise do that which thou wouldst have me and hast so earnestly besought me to do." 

"Go then," said Jehannot, seeing that his mind was made up, "and good luck go with thee;" and 

so he gave up the contest because nothing would be lost, though he felt sure that he would never 

become a Christian after seeing the court of Rome. The Jew took horse, and posted with all 

possible speed to Rome; where on his arrival he was honourably received by his fellow Jews. He 

said nothing to any one of the purpose for which he had come; but began circumspectly to 

acquaint himself with the ways of the Pope and the cardinals and the other prelates and all the 

courtiers; and from what he saw for himself, being a man of great intelligence, or learned from 

others, he discovered that without distinction of rank they were all sunk in the most disgraceful 

lewdness, sinning not only in the way of nature but after the manner of the men of Sodom, 

without any restraint of remorse or shame, in such sort that, when any great favour was to be 

procured, the influence of the courtesans and boys was of no small moment. Moreover he found 

them one and all gluttonous, wine-bibbers, drunkards, and next after lewdness, most addicted to 

the shameless service of the belly, like brute beasts. And, as he probed the matter still further, he 

perceived that they were all so greedy and avaricious that human, nay Christian blood, and things 

sacred of what kind soever, spiritualities no less than temporalities, they bought and sold for 

money; which traffic was greater and employed more brokers than the drapery trade and all the 

other trades of Paris put together; open simony and gluttonous excess being glosed under such 

specious terms as "arrangement" and "moderate use of creature comforts," as if God could not 

penetrate the thoughts of even the most corrupt hearts, to say nothing of the signification of 

words, and would suffer Himself to be misled after the manner of men by the names of things. 

Which matters, with many others which are not to be mentioned, our modest and sober-minded 

Jew found by no means to his liking, so that, his curiosity being fully satisfied, he was minded to 



return to Paris; which accordingly he did. There, on his arrival, he was met by Jehannot; and the 

two made great cheer together. Jehannot expected Abraham's conversion least of all things, and 

allowed him some days of rest before he asked what he thought of the Holy Father and the 

cardinals and the other courtiers. To which the Jew forthwith replied:—"I think God owes them 

all an evil recompense: I tell thee, so far as I was able to carry my investigations, holiness, 

devotion, good works or exemplary living in any kind was nowhere to be found in any clerk; but 

only lewdness, avarice, gluttony, and the like, and worse, if worse may be, appeared to be held in 

such honour of all, that (to my thinking) the place is a centre of diabolical rather than of divine 

activities. To the best of my judgment, your Pastor, and by consequence all that are about him 

devote all their zeal and ingenuity and subtlety to devise how best and most speedily they may 

bring the Christian religion to nought and banish it from the world. And because I see that what 

they so zealously endeavour does not come to pass, but that on the contrary your religion 

continually grows, and shines more and more clear, therein I seem to discern a very evident 

token that it, rather than any other, as being more true and holy than any other, has the Holy 

Spirit for its foundation and support. For which cause, whereas I met your exhortations in a harsh 

and obdurate temper, and would not become a Christian, now I frankly tell you that I would on 

no account omit to become such. Go we then to the church, and there according to the traditional 

rite of your holy faith let me receive baptism." Jehannot, who had anticipated a diametrically 

opposite conclusion, as soon as he heard him so speak, was the best pleased man that ever was in 

the world. So taking Abraham with him to Notre Dame he prayed the clergy there to baptise him. 

When they heard that it was his own wish, they forthwith did so, and Jehannot raised him from 

the sacred font, and named him Jean; and afterwards he caused teachers of great eminence 

thoroughly to instruct him in our faith, which he readily learned, and afterwards practised in a 

good, a virtuous, nay, a holy life. 

  



NOVEL III. — Melchisedech, a Jew, by a story of three rings averts a great danger with which 

he was menaced by Saladin. — 

When Neifile had brought her story to a close amid the commendations of all the company, 

Filomena, at the queen's behest, thus began:— 

The story told by Neifile brings to my mind another in which also Jew appears, but this time 

as the hero of a perilous adventure; and as enough has been said of God and of the truth our faith, 

it will not now be inopportune if we descend to mundane events and the actions of men. 

Wherefore I propose to tell you a story, which will perhaps dispose you to be more circumspect 

than you have been wont to be in answering questions addressed to you. Well ye know, or should 

know, loving gossips, that, as it often happens that folk by their own folly forfeit a happy estate 

and are plunged in most grievous misery, so good sense will extricate the wise from extremity of 

peril, and establish them in complete and assured peace. Of the change from good to evil fortune, 

which folly may effect, instances abound; indeed, occurring as they do by the thousand day by 

day, they are so conspicuous that their recital would be beside our present purpose. But that good 

sense may be our succour in misfortune, I will now, as I promised, make plain to you within the 

narrow compass of a little story. 

Saladin, who by his great valour had from small beginnings made himself Soldan of Egypt, 

and gained many victories over kings both Christian and Saracen, having in divers wars and by 

divers lavish displays of magnificence spent all his treasure, and in order to meet a certain 

emergency being in need of a large sum of money, and being at a loss to raise it with a celerity 

adequate to his necessity, bethought him of a wealthy Jew, Melchisedech by name, who lent at 

usance in Alexandria, and who, were he but willing, was, as he believed, able to accommodate 

him, but was so miserly that he would never do so of his own accord, nor was Saladin disposed 

to constrain him thereto. So great, however, was his necessity that, after pondering every method 

whereby the Jew might be induced to be compliant, at last he determined to devise a colourably 

reasonable pretext for extorting the money from him. So he sent for him, received him affably, 

seated him by his side, and presently said to him:—"My good man, I have heard from many 

people that thou art very wise, and of great discernment in divine things; wherefore I would 

gladly know of thee, which of the three laws thou reputest the true law, the law of the Jews, the 

law of the Saracens, or the law of the Christians?" The Jew, who was indeed a wise man, saw 

plainly enough that Saladin meant to entangle him in his speech, that he might have occasion to 

harass him, and bethought him that he could not praise any of the three laws above another 

without furnishing Saladin with the pretext which he sought. So, concentrating all the force of 

his mind to shape such an answer as might avoid the snare, he presently lit on what he sought, 

saying:—"My lord, a pretty question indeed is this which you propound, and fain would I answer 

it; to which end it is apposite that I tell you a story, which, if you will hearken, is as follows:—If 



I mistake not, I remember to have often heard tell of a great and rich man of old time, who 

among other most precious jewels had in his treasury a ring of extraordinary beauty and value, 

which by reason of its value and beauty he was minded to leave to his heirs for ever; for which 

cause he ordained, that, whichever of his sons was found in possession of the ring as by his 

bequest, should thereby be designate his heir, and be entitled to receive from the rest the honour 

and homage due to a superior. The son, to whom he bequeathed the ring, left it in like manner to 

his descendants, making the like ordinance as his predecessor. In short the ring passed from hand 

to hand for many generations; and in the end came to the hands of one who had three sons, 

goodly and virtuous all, and very obedient to their father, so that he loved them all indifferently. 

The rule touching the descent of the ring was known to the young men, and each aspiring to hold 

the place of honour among them did all he could to persuade his father, who was now old, to 

leave the ring to him at his death. The worthy man, who loved them all equally, and knew not 

how to choose from among them a sole legatee, promised the ring to each in turn, and in order to 

satisfy all three, caused a cunning artificer secretly to make two other rings, so like the first, that 

the maker himself could hardly tell which was the true ring. So, before he died, he disposed of 

the rings, giving one privily to each of his sons; whereby it came to pass, that after his decease 

each of the sons claimed the inheritance and the place of honour, and, his claim being disputed 

by his brothers, produced his ring in witness of right. And the rings being found so like one to 

another that it was impossible to distinguish the true one, the suit to determine the true heir 

remained pendent, and still so remains. And so, my lord, to your question, touching the three 

laws given to the three peoples by God the Father, I answer:—Each of these peoples deems itself 

to have the true inheritance, the true law, the true commandments of God; but which of them is 

justified in so believing, is a question which, like that of the rings, remains pendent." The 

excellent adroitness with which the Jew had contrived to evade the snare which he had laid for 

his feet was not lost upon Saladin. He therefore determined to let the Jew know his need, and did 

so, telling him at the same time what he had intended to do, in the event of his answering less 

circumspectly than he had done. 

Thereupon the Jew gave the Soldan all the accommodation that he required, which the Soldan 

afterwards repaid him in full. He also gave him most munificent gifts with his lifelong amity and 

a great and honourable position near his person. 

  



NOVEL IV. — A monk lapses into a sin meriting the most severe punishment, justly censures the 

same fault in his abbot, and thus evades the penalty. — 

The silence which followed the conclusion of Filomena's tale was broken by Dioneo, who sate 

next her, and without waiting for the queen's word, for he knew that by the rule laid down at the 

commencement it was now his turn to speak, began on this wise:—Loving ladies, if I have well 

understood the intention of you all, we are here to afford entertainment to one another by story-

telling; wherefore, provided only nought is done that is repugnant to this end, I deem it lawful for 

each (and so said our queen a little while ago) to tell whatever story seems to him most likely to 

be amusing. Seeing, then, that we have heard how Abraham saved his soul by the good counsel 

of Jehannot de Chevigny, and Melchisedech by his own good sense safe-guarded his wealth 

against the stratagems of Saladin, I hope to escape your censure in narrating a brief story of a 

monk, who by his address delivered his body from imminent peril of most severe chastisement. 

In the not very remote district of Lunigiana there flourished formerly a community of monks 

more numerous and holy than is there to be found to-day, among whom was a young brother, 

whose vigour and lustihood neither the fasts nor the vigils availed to subdue. One afternoon, 

while the rest of the confraternity slept, our young monk took a stroll around the church, which 

lay in a very sequestered spot, and chanced to espy a young and very beautiful girl, a daughter, 

perhaps, of one of the husbandmen of those parts, going through the fields and gathering herbs as 

she went. No sooner had he seen her than he was sharply assailed by carnal concupiscence, 

insomuch that he made up to and accosted her; and (she hearkening) little by little they came to 

an understanding, and unobserved by any entered his cell together. Now it so chanced that, while 

they fooled it within somewhat recklessly, he being overwrought with passion, the abbot awoke 

and passing slowly by the young monk's cell, heard the noise which they made within, and the 

better to distinguish the voices, came softly up to the door of the cell, and listening discovered 

that beyond all doubt there was a woman within. His first thought was to force the door open; 

but, changing his mind, he returned to his chamber and waited until the monk should come out. 

Delightsome beyond measure though the monk found his intercourse with the girl, yet was he 

not altogether without anxiety. He had heard, as he thought, the sound of footsteps in the 

dormitory, and having applied his eye to a convenient aperture had had a good view of the abbot 

as he stood by the door listening. He was thus fully aware that the abbot might have detected the 

presence of a woman in the cell. Whereat he was exceedingly distressed, knowing that he had a 

severe punishment to expect; but he concealed his vexation from the girl while he busily cast 

about in his mind for some way of escape from his embarrassment. He thus hit on a novel 

stratagem which was exactly suited to his purpose. With the air of one who had had enough of 

the girl's company he said to her:—"I shall now leave you in order that I may arrange for your 

departure hence unobserved. Stay here quietly until I return." So out he went, locking the door of 



the cell, and withdrawing the key, which he carried straight to the abbot's chamber and handed to 

him, as was the custom when a monk was going out, saying with a composed air:—"Sir, I was 

not able this morning to bring in all the faggots which I had made ready, so with your leave I will 

go to the wood and bring them in." The abbot, desiring to have better cognisance of the monk's 

offence, and not dreaming that the monk knew that he had been detected, was pleased with the 

turn matters had taken, and received the key gladly, at the same time giving the monk the desired 

leave. So the monk withdrew, and the abbot began to consider what course it were best for him 

to take, whether to assemble the brotherhood and open the door in their presence, that, being 

witnesses of the delinquency, they might have no cause to murmur against him when he 

proceeded to punish the delinquent, or whether it were not better first to learn from the girl's own 

lips how it had come about. And reflecting that she might be the wife or daughter of some man 

who would take it ill that she should be shamed by being exposed to the gaze of all the monks, 

he determined first of all to find out who she was, and then to make up his mind. So he went 

softly to the cell, opened the door, and, having entered, closed it behind him. The girl, seeing that 

her visitor was none other than the abbot, quite lost her presence of mind, and quaking with 

shame began to weep. Master abbot surveyed her from head to foot, and seeing that she was 

fresh and comely, fell a prey, old though he was, to fleshly cravings no less poignant and sudden 

than those which the young monk had experienced, and began thus to commune with himself:—

"Alas! why take I not my pleasure when I may, seeing that I never need lack for occasions of 

trouble and vexation of spirit? Here is a fair wench, and no one in the world to know. If I can 

bring her to pleasure me, I know not why I should not do so. Who will know? No one will ever 

know; and sin that is hidden is half forgiven; this chance may never come again; so, methinks, it 

were the part of wisdom to take the boon which God bestows." So musing, with an altogether 

different purpose from that with which he had come, he drew near the girl, and softly bade her to 

be comforted, and besought her not to weep; and so little by little he came at last to show her 

what he would be at. The girl, being made neither of iron nor of adamant, was readily induced to 

gratify the abbot, who after bestowing upon her many an embrace and kiss, got upon the monk's 

bed, where, being sensible, perhaps, of the disparity between his reverend portliness and her 

tender youth, and fearing to injure her by his excessive weight, he refrained from lying upon her, 

but laid her upon him, and in that manner disported himself with her for a long time. The monk, 

who had only pretended to go to the wood, and had concealed himself in the dormitory, no 

sooner saw the abbot enter his cell than he was overjoyed to think that his plan would succeed; 

and when he saw that he had locked the door, he was well assured thereof. So he stole out of his 

hiding-place, and set his eye to an aperture through which he saw and heard all that the abbot did 

and said. At length the abbot, having had enough of dalliance with the girl, locked her in the cell 

and returned to his chamber. Catching sight of the monk soon afterwards, and supposing him to 

have returned from the wood, he determined to give him a sharp reprimand and have him 

imprisoned, that he might thus secure the prey for himself alone. He therefore caused him to be 



summoned, chid him very severely and with a stern countenance, and ordered him to be put in 

prison. The monk replied trippingly:—"I Sir, I have not been so long in the order of St. Benedict 

as to have every particular of the rule by heart; nor did you teach me before to-day in what 

posture it behoves the monk to have intercourse with women, but limited your instruction to such 

matters as fasts and vigils. As, however, you have now given me my lesson, I promise you, if 

you also pardon my offence, that I will never repeat it, but will always follow the example which 

you have set me." 

The abbot, who was a shrewd man, saw at once that the monk was not only more knowing 

than he, but had actually seen what he had done; nor, conscience-stricken himself, could he for 

shame mete out to the monk a measure which he himself merited. So pardon given, with an 

injunction to bury what had been seen in silence, they decently conveyed the young girl out of 

the monastery, whither, it is to be believed, they now and again caused her to return. 

  



NOVEL V. — The Marchioness of Monferrato by a banquet of hens seasoned with wit checks the 

mad passion of the King of France. — 

The story told by Dioneo evoked at first some qualms of shame in the minds of the ladies, as 

was apparent by the modest blush that tinged their faces: then exchanging glances, and scarce 

able to refrain their mirth, they listened to it with half-suppressed smiles. On its conclusion they 

bestowed upon Dioneo a few words of gentle reprehension with intent to admonish him that such 

stories were not to be told among ladies. The queen then turned to Fiammetta, who was seated on 

the grass at her side, and bade her follow suit and Fiammetta with a gay and gracious mien thus 

began:— 

The line upon which our story-telling proceeds, to wit, to shew the virtue that resides in apt 

and ready repartees, pleases me well; and as in affairs of love men and women are in diverse 

case, for to aspire to the love of a woman of higher lineage than his own is wisdom in man, 

whereas a woman's good sense is then most conspicuous when she knows how to preserve 

herself from becoming enamoured of a man, her superior in rank, I am minded, fair my ladies, to 

shew you by the story which I am now to tell, how by deed and word a gentlewoman both 

defended herself against attack, and weaned her suitor from his love. 

The Marquis of Monferrato, a paladin of distinguished prowess, was gone overseas as 

gonfalonier of the Church in a general array of the Christian forces. Whose merits being 

canvassed at the court of Philippe le Borgne, on the eve of his departure from France on the same 

service, a knight observed, that there was not under the stars a couple comparable to the Marquis 

and his lady; in that, while the Marquis was a paragon of the knightly virtues, his lady for beauty, 

and honour was without a peer among all the other ladies of the world. These words made so 

deep an impression on the mind of the King of France that, though he had never seen the lady, he 

fell ardently in love with her, and, being to join the armada, resolved that his port of embarcation 

should be no other than Genoa, in order that, travelling thither by land, he might find a decent 

pretext for visiting the Marchioness, with whom in the absence of the Marquis he trusted to have 

the success which he desired; nor did he fail to put his design in execution. Having sent his main 

army on before, he took the road himself with a small company of gentlemen, and, as they 

approached the territory of the Marquis, he despatched a courier to the Marchioness, a day in 

advance, to let her know that he expected to breakfast with her the next morning. The lady, who 

knew her part and played it well, replied graciously, that he would be indeed welcome, and that 

his presence would be the greatest of all favours. She then began to commune with herself, what 

this might import, that so great a king should come to visit her in her husband's absence, nor was 

she so deluded as not to surmise that it was the fame of her beauty that drew him thither. 

Nevertheless she made ready to do him honour in a manner befitting her high degree, 

summoning to her presence such of the retainers as remained in the castle, and giving all needful 



directions with their advice, except that the order of the banquet and the choice of the dishes she 

reserved entirely to herself. Then, having caused all the hens that could be found in the country-

side to be brought with all speed into the castle, she bade her cooks furnish forth the royal table 

with divers dishes made exclusively of such fare. The King arrived on the appointed day, and 

was received by the lady with great and ceremonious cheer. Fair and noble and gracious seemed 

she in the eyes of the King beyond all that he had conceived from the knight's words, so that he 

was lost in admiration and inly extolled her to the skies, his passion being the more inflamed in 

proportion as he found the lady surpass the idea which he had formed of her. A suite of rooms 

furnished with all the appointments befitting the reception of so great a king, was placed at his 

disposal, and after a little rest, breakfast-time being come, he and the Marchioness took their 

places at the same table, while his suite were honourably entertained at other boards according to 

their several qualities. Many courses were served with no lack of excellent and rare wines, 

whereby the King was mightily pleased, as also by the extraordinary beauty of the Marchioness, 

on whom his eye from time to time rested. However, as course followed course, the King 

observed with some surprise, that, though the dishes were diverse, yet they were all but 

variations of one and the same fare, to wit, the pullet. Besides which he knew that the domain 

was one which could not but afford plenty of divers sorts of game, and by forewarning the lady 

of his approach, he had allowed time for hunting; yet, for all his surprise, he would not broach 

the question more directly with her than by a reference to her hens; so, turning to her with a 

smile, he said:—"Madam, do hens grow in this country without so much as a single cock?" The 

Marchioness, who perfectly apprehended the drift of the question, saw in it an opportunity, sent 

her by God, of evincing her virtuous resolution; so casting a haughty glance upon the King she 

answered thus:—"Sire, no; but the women, though they may differ somewhat from others in 

dress and rank, are yet of the same nature here as elsewhere." The significance of the banquet of 

pullets was made manifest to the King by these words, as also the virtue which they veiled. He 

perceived that on a lady of such a temper words would be wasted, and that force was out of the 

question. Wherefore, yielding to the dictates of prudence and honour, he was now as prompt to 

quench, as he had been inconsiderate in conceiving, his unfortunate passion for the lady; and 

fearing her answers, he refrained from further jesting with her, and dismissing his hopes devoted 

himself to his breakfast, which done, he disarmed suspicion of the dishonourable purpose of his 

visit by an early departure, and thanking her for the honour she had conferred upon him, and 

commending her to God, took the road to Genoa. 

NOVEL VI.—A worthy man by an apt saying puts to shame the wicked hypocrisy of the 

religious.— 

When all had commended the virtue of the Marchioness and the spirited reproof which she 

administered to the King of France, Emilia, who sate next to Fiammetta, obeyed the queen's 

behest, and with a good courage thus began:— 



My story is also of a reproof, but of one administered by a worthy man, who lived the secular 

life, to a greedy religious, by a jibe as merry as admirable. Know then, dear ladies, that there was 

in our city, not long ago, a friar minor, an inquisitor in matters of heresy, who, albeit he strove 

might and main to pass himself off as a holy man and tenderly solicitous for the integrity of the 

Christian Faith, as they all do, yet he had as keen a scent for a full purse as for a deficiency of 

faith. Now it so chanced that his zeal was rewarded by the discovery of a good man far better 

furnished with money than with sense, who in an unguarded moment, not from defect of faith, 

but rather, perhaps from excess of hilarity, being heated with wine, had happened to say to his 

boon companions, that he had a wine good enough for Christ Himself to drink. Which being 

reported to the inquisitor, he, knowing the man to be possessed of large estates and a well-lined 

purse, set to work in hot haste, "cum gladiis et fustibus," to bring all the rigour of the law to bear 

upon him, designing thereby not to lighten the load of his victim's misbelief, but to increase the 

weight of his own purse by the florins, which he might, as he did, receive from him. So he cited 

him to his presence, and asked him whether what was alleged against him were true. The good 

man answered in the affirmative, and told him how it had happened. "Then," said our most holy 

and devout inquisitor of St. John Goldenbeard, (1) "then hast thou made Christ a wine-bibber, 

and a lover of rare vintages, as if he were a sot, a toper and a tavern-haunter even as one of you. 

And thinkest thou now by a few words of apology to pass this off as a light matter? It is no such 

thing as thou supposest. Thou hast deserved the fire; and we should but do our duty, did we 

inflict it upon thee." With these and the like words in plenty he upbraided him, bending on him 

meanwhile a countenance as stern as if Epicurus had stood before him denying the immortality 

of the soul. In short he so terrified him that the good man was fain to employ certain 

intermediaries to anoint his palms with a liberal allowance of St. John Goldenmouth's grease, an 

excellent remedy for the disease of avarice which spreads like a pestilence among the clergy, and 

notably among the friars minors, who dare not touch a coin, that he might deal gently with him. 

And great being the virtue of this ointment, albeit no mention is made thereof by Galen in any 

part of his Medicines, it had so gracious an effect that the threatened fire gave place to a cross, 

which he was to wear as if he were bound for the emprise over seas; and to make the ensign 

more handsome the inquisitor ordered that it should be yellow upon a black ground. Besides 

which, after pocketing the coin, he kept him dangling about him for some days, bidding him by 

way of penance hear mass every morning at Santa Croce, and afterwards wait upon him at the 

breakfast-hour, after which he was free to do as he pleased for the rest of the day. All which he 

most carefully observed; and so it fell out that one of these mornings there were chanted at the 

mass at which he assisted the following words of the Gospel:—You shall receive an hundredfold 

and shall possess eternal life. With these words deeply graven in his memory, he presented 

himself, as he was bidden, before the inquisitor, where he sate taking his breakfast, and being 

asked whether he had heard mass that morning, he promptly answered:—"Yes, sir." And being 

further asked:—"Heardest thou aught therein, as to which thou art in doubt, or hast thou any 



question to propound?" the good man responded:—"Nay indeed, doubt have I none of aught that 

I heard; but rather assured faith in the verity of all. One thing, however, I heard, which caused 

me to commiserate you and the rest of you friars very heartily, in regard of the evil plight in 

which you must find yourselves in the other world." "And what," said the inquisitor, "was the 

passage that so moved thee to commiserate us?" "Sir," rejoined the good man, "it was that 

passage in the Gospel which says:—"You shall receive an hundredfold." "You heard aright," said 

the inquisitor; "but why did the passage so affect you?" "Sir," replied the good man, "I will tell 

you. Since I have been in attendance here, I have seen a crowd of poor folk receive a daily dole, 

now of one, now of two, huge tureens of swill, being the refuse from your table, and that of the 

brothers of this convent; whereof if you are to receive an hundredfold in the other world, you 

will have so much that it will go hard but you are all drowned therein." This raised a general 

laugh among those who sat at the inquisitor's table, whereat the inquisitor, feeling that their 

gluttony and hypocrisy had received a home-thrust, was very wroth, and, but that what he had 

already done had not escaped censure, would have instituted fresh proceedings against him in 

revenge for the pleasantry with which he had rebuked the baseness of himself and his brother 

friars; so in impotent wrath he bade him go about his business and shew himself there no more. 

(1) The fiorino d'oro bore the effigy of St. John. 

  



NOVEL VII. — Bergamino, with a story of Primasso and the Abbot of Cluny, finely censures a 

sudden access of avarice in Messer Cane della Scala. — 

Emilia's charming manner and her story drew laughter and commendation from the queen and 

all the company, who were much tickled by her new type of crusader. When the laughter had 

subsided, and all were again silent, Filostrato, on whom the narration now fell, began on this 

wise:— 

A fine thing it is, noble ladies, to hit a fixed mark; but if, on the sudden appearance of some 

strange object, it be forthwith hit by the bowman, 'tis little short of a miracle. The corrupt and 

filthy life of the clergy offers on many sides a fixed mark of iniquity at which, whoever is so 

minded, may let fly, with little doubt that they will reach it, the winged words of reproof and 

reprehension. Wherefore, though the worthy man did well to censure in the person of the 

inquisitor the pretended charity of the friars who give to the poor what they ought rather to give 

to the pigs or throw away, higher indeed is the praise which I accord to him, of whom, taking my 

cue from the last story, I mean to speak; seeing that by a clever apologue he rebuked a sudden 

and unwonted access of avarice in Messer Cane della Scala, conveying in a figure what he had at 

heart to say touching Messer Cane and himself; which apologue is to follow. 

Far and wide, almost to the ends of the earth, is borne the most illustrious renown of Messer 

Cane della Scala, in many ways the favoured child of fortune, a lord almost without a peer 

among the notables and magnificoes of Italy since the time of the Emperor Frederic II. Now 

Messer Cane, being minded to hold high festival at Verona, whereof fame should speak 

marvellous things, and many folk from divers parts, of whom the greater number were jesters of 

every order, being already arrived, Messer Cane did suddenly (for some cause or another) 

abandon his design, and dismissed them with a partial recompense. One only, Bergamino by 

name, a speaker ready and polished in a degree credible only to such as heard him, remained, 

having received no recompense or conge, still cherishing the hope that this omission might yet 

turn out to his advantage. But Messer Cane was possessed with the idea that whatever he might 

give Bergamino would be far more completely thrown away than if he had tossed it into the fire; 

so never a word of the sort said he or sent he to him. A few days thus passed, and then 

Bergamino, seeing that he was in no demand or request for aught that belonged to his office, and 

being also at heavy charges at his inn for the keep of his horses and servants, fell into a sort of 

melancholy; but still he waited a while, not deeming it expedient to leave. He had brought with 

him three rich and goodly robes, given him by other lords, that he might make a brave show at 

the festival, and when his host began to press for payment he gave him one of the robes; 

afterwards, there being still much outstanding against him, he must needs, if he would tarry 

longer at the inn, give the host the second robe; after which he began to live on the third, being 

minded remain there, as long as it would hold out, in expectation of better luck, and then to take 



his departure. Now, while he was thus living on the third robe, it chanced that Messer Cane 

encountered him one day as he sate at breakfast with a very melancholy visage. Which Messer 

Cane observing, said, rather to tease him than expecting to elicit from him any pleasant retort:—

"What ails thee, Bergamino, that thou art still so melancholy? Let me know the reason why." 

Whereupon Bergamino, without a moment's reflection, told the following story, which could not 

have fitted his own case more exactly if it had been long premeditated. 

My lord, you must know that Primasso was a grammarian of great eminence, and excellent 

and quick beyond all others in versifying; whereby he waxed so notable and famous that, albeit 

he was not everywhere known by sight, yet there were scarce any that did not at least by name 

and report know who Primasso was. Now it so happened that, being once at Paris in straitened 

circumstances, as it was his lot to be most of his time by reason that virtue is little appreciated by 

the powerful, he heard speak of the Abbot of Cluny, who, except the Pope, is supposed to be the 

richest prelate, in regard of his vast revenues, that the Church of God can shew; and marvellous 

and magnificent things were told him of the perpetual court which the abbot kept, and how, 

wherever he was, he denied not to any that came there either meat or drink, so only that he 

preferred his request while the abbot was at table. Which when Primasso heard, he determined to 

go and see for himself what magnificent state this abbot kept, for he was one that took great 

delight in observing the ways of powerful and lordly men; wherefore he asked how far from 

Paris was the abbot then sojourning. He was informed that the abbot was then at one of his 

places distant perhaps six miles; which Primasso concluded he could reach in time for breakfast, 

if he started early in the morning. When he had learned the way, he found that no one else was 

travelling by it, and fearing lest by mischance he should lose it, and so find himself where it 

would not be easy for him to get food, he determined to obviate so disagreeable a contingency by 

taking with him three loaves of bread—as for drink, water, though not much to his taste, was, he 

supposed, to be found everywhere. So, having disposed the loaves in the fold of his tunic, he 

took the road and made such progress that he reached the abbot's place of sojourn before the 

breakfast-hour. Having entered, he made the circuit of the entire place, observing everything, the 

vast array of tables, and the vast kitchen well-appointed with all things needful for the 

preparation and service of the breakfast, and saying to himself:—"In very truth this man is even 

such a magnifico as he is reported to be." While his attention was thus occupied, the abbot's 

seneschal, it being now breakfast-time, gave order to serve water for the hands, which being 

washen, they sat them all down to breakfast. Now it so happened that Primasso was placed 

immediately in front of the door by which the abbot must pass from his chamber, into the hall, in 

which, according to rule of his court, neither wine, nor bread, nor aught else drinkable or eatable 

was ever set on the tables before he made his appearance and was seated. The seneschal, 

therefore, having set the tables, sent word to the abbot, that all was now ready, and they waited 

only his pleasure. So the abbot gave the word, the door of his chamber was thrown open, and he 



took a step or two forward towards the hall, gazing straight in front of him as he went. Thus it 

fell out that the first man on whom he set eyes was Primasso, who was in very sorry trim. The 

abbot, who knew him not by sight, no sooner saw him, than, surprised by a churlish mood to 

which he had hitherto been an entire stranger, he said to himself:—"So it is to such as this man 

that I give my hospitality;" and going back into the chamber he bade lock the door, and asked of 

his attendants whether the vile fellow that sate at table directly opposite the door was known to 

any of them, who, one and all, answered in the negative. Primasso waited a little, but he was not 

used to fast, and his journey had whetted his appetite. So, as the abbot did not return, he drew out 

one of the loaves which he had brought with him, and began to eat. The abbot, after a while, 

bade one of his servants go see whether Primasso were gone. The servant returned with the 

answer:—"No, sir, and (what is more) he is eating a loaf of bread, which he seems to have 

brought with him." "Be it so then," said the abbot, who was vexed that he was not gone of his 

own accord, but was not disposed to turn him out; "let him eat his own bread, if he have any, for 

he shall have none of ours today." By and by Primasso, having finished his first loaf, began, as 

the abbot did not make his appearance, to eat the second; which was likewise reported to the 

abbot, who had again sent to see if he were gone. Finally, as the abbot still delayed his coming, 

Primasso, having finished the second loaf, began upon the third; whereof, once more, word was 

carried to the abbot, who now began to commune with himself and say:—"Alas! my soul, what 

unwonted mood harbourest thou to-day? What avarice? what scorn? and of whom? I have given 

my hospitality, now for many a year, to whoso craved it, without looking to see whether he were 

gentle or churl, poor or rich, merchant or cheat, and mine eyes have seen it squandered on vile 

fellows without number; and nought of that which I feel towards this man ever entered my mind. 

Assuredly it cannot be that he is a man of no consequence, who is the occasion of this access of 

avarice in me. Though he seem to me a vile fellow, he must be some great man, that my mind is 

thus obstinately averse to do him honour." Of which musings the upshot was that he sent to 

inquire who the vile fellow was, and learning that he was Primasso, come to see if what he had 

heard of his magnificent state were true, he was stricken with shame, having heard of old 

Primasso's fame, and knowing him to be a great man. Wherefore, being zealous to make him the 

amend, he studied to do him honour in many ways; and after breakfast, that his garb might 

accord with his native dignity, he caused him to be nobly arrayed, and setting him upon a palfrey 

and filling his purse, left it to his own choice, whether to go or to stay. So Primasso, with a full 

heart, thanked him for his courtesy in terms the amplest that he could command, and, having left 

Paris afoot, returned thither on horseback." 

Messer Cane was shrewd enough to apprehend Bergamino's meaning perfectly well without a 

gloss, and said with a smile:—"Bergamino, thy parable is apt, and declares to me very plainly 

thy losses, my avarice, and what thou desirest of me. And in good sooth this access of avarice, of 

which thou art the occasion, is the first that I have experienced. But I will expel the intruder with 



the baton which thou thyself hast furnished." So he paid Bergamino's reckoning, habited him 

nobly in one of his own robes, gave him money and a palfrey, and left it for the time at his 

discretion, whether to go or to stay. 

  



NOVEL VIII.— Guglielmo Borsiere by a neat retort sharply censures avarice in Messer 

Ermino de' Grimaldi. — 

Next Filostrato was seated Lauretta, who, when the praises bestowed on Bergamino's address 

had ceased, knowing that it was now her turn to speak, waited not for the word of command, but 

with a charming graciousness thus began:— 

The last novel, dear gossips, prompts me to relate how a worthy man, likewise a jester, 

reprehended not without success the greed of a very wealthy merchant; and, though the burden of 

my story is not unlike the last, yet, perchance, it may not on that account be the less appreciated 

by you, because it has a happy termination. 

Know then that in Genoa there dwelt long ago a gentleman, who was known as Messer 

Ermino de' Grimaldi, and whose wealth, both in lands and money, was generally supposed to be 

far in excess of that of any other burgher then in Italy, and as in wealth he was without a rival in 

Italy, so in meanness and avarice there was not any in the entire world, however richly endowed 

with those qualities, whom he did not immeasurably surpass, insomuch that, not only did he keep 

a tight grip upon his purse when honour was to be done to another, but in his personal 

expenditure, even upon things meet and proper, contrary to the general custom of the Genoese, 

whose wont is to array themselves nobly, he was extremely penurious, as also in his outlay upon 

his table. Wherefore, not without just cause, folk had dropped his surname de' Grimaldi, and 

called him instead Messer Ermino Avarizia. While thus by thrift his wealth waxed greater and 

greater, it so chanced that there came to Genoa a jester of good parts, a man debonair and ready 

of speech, his name Guglielmo Borsiere, whose like is not to be found to-day when jesters (to the 

great reproach be it spoken of those that claim the name and reputation of gentlemen) are rather 

to be called asses, being without courtly breeding, and formed after the coarse pattern of the 

basest of churls. And whereas in the days of which I speak they made it their business, they 

spared no pains, to compose quarrels, to allay heart-burnings, between gentlemen, or arrange 

marriages, or leagues of amity, ministering meanwhile relief to jaded minds and solace to courts 

by the sprightly sallies of their wit, and with keen sarcasm, like fathers, censuring churlish 

manners, being also satisfied with very trifling guerdons; nowadays all their care is to spend their 

time in scandal-mongering, in sowing discord, in saying, and (what is worse) in doing in the 

presence of company things churlish and flagitious, in bringing accusations, true or false, of 

wicked, shameful or flagitious conduct against one another; and in drawing gentlemen into base 

and nefarious practices by sinister and insidious arts. And by these wretched and depraved lords 

he is held most dear and best rewarded whose words and deeds are the most atrocious, to the 

great reproach and scandal of the world of to-day; whereby it is abundantly manifest that virtue 

has departed from the earth, leaving a degenerate generation to wallow in the lowest depths of 

vice. 



But reverting to the point at which I started, wherefrom under stress of just indignation I have 

deviated somewhat further than I intended, I say that the said Guglielmo was had in honour, and 

was well received by all the gentlemen of Genoa; and tarrying some days in the city, heard much 

of the meanness and avarice of Messer Ermino, and was curious to see him. Now Messer Ermino 

had heard that this Guglielmo Borsiere was a man of good parts, and, notwithstanding his 

avarice, having in him some sparks of good breeding, received him with words of hearty greeting 

and a gladsome mien, and conversed freely with him and of divers matters, and so conversing, 

took him with other Genoese that were of his company to a new and very beautiful house which 

he had built, and after shewing him over the whole of it, said to him:—"Now, Messer Guglielmo, 

you have seen and heard many things; could you suggest to me something, the like of which has 

not hitherto been seen, which I might have painted here in the saloon of this house?" To which 

ill-judged question Guglielmo replied:—"Sir, it would not, I think, be in my power to suggest 

anything the like of which has never been seen, unless it were a sneeze or something similar; but 

if it so please you, I have something to suggest, which, I think, you have never seen." "Prithee, 

what may that be?" said Messer Ermino, not expecting to get the answer which he got. For 

Guglielmo replied forthwith:—"Paint Courtesy here;" which Messer Ermino had no sooner 

heard, than he was so stricken with shame that his disposition underwent a complete change, and 

he said:—"Messer, Guglielmo, I will see to it that Courtesy is here painted in such wise that 

neither you nor any one else shall ever again have reason to tell me that I have not seen or known 

that virtue." And henceforward (so enduring was the change wrought by Guglielmo's words) 

there was not in Genoa, while he lived, any gentleman so liberal and so gracious and so lavish of 

honour both to strangers and to his fellow-citizens as Messer Ermino de' Grimaldi. 

  



NOVEL IX. — The censure of a Gascon lady converts the King of Cyprus from a churlish to an 

honourable temper. — 

Except Elisa none now remained to answer the call of the queen, and she without waiting for 

it, with gladsome alacrity thus began:— 

Bethink you, damsels, how often it has happened that men who have been obdurate to 

censures and chastisements have been reclaimed by some unpremeditated casual word. This is 

plainly manifest by the story told by Lauretta; and by mine, which will be of the briefest, I mean 

further to illustrate it; seeing that, good stories, being always pleasurable, are worth listening to 

with attention, no matter by whom they may be told. 

'Twas, then, in the time of the first king of Cyprus, after the conquest made of the Holy Land 

by Godfrey de Bouillon, that a lady of Gascony made a pilgrimage to the Holy Sepulchre, and on 

her way home, having landed at Cyprus, met with brutal outrage at the hands of certain ruffians. 

Broken-hearted and disconsolate she determined to make her complaint to the king; but she was 

told that it would be all in vain, because so spiritless and faineant was he that he not only 

neglected to avenge affronts put upon others, but endured with a reprehensible tameness those 

which were offered to himself, insomuch that whoso had any ill-humour to vent, took occasion 

to vex or mortify him. The lady, hearing this report, despaired of redress, and by way of 

alleviation of her grief determined to make the king sensible of his baseness. So in tears she 

presented herself before him and said:—"Sire, it is not to seek redress of the wrong done me that 

I come here before you: but only that, so please you, I may learn of you how it is that you suffer 

patiently the wrongs which, as I understand, are done you; that thus schooled by you in patience 

I may endure my own, which, God knows, I would gladly, were it possible, transfer to you, 

seeing that you are so well fitted to bear them." These words aroused the hitherto sluggish and 

apathetic king as it were from sleep. He redressed the lady's wrong, and having thus made a 

beginning, thenceforth meted out the most rigorous justice to all that in any wise offended 

against the majesty of his crown. 

  



NOVEL X. — Master Alberto da Bologna honourably puts to shame a lady who sought occasion 

to put him to shame in that he was in love with her. — 

After Elisa had done, it only remained for the queen to conclude the day's story-telling, and 

thus with manner debonair did she begin:— 

As stars in the serene expanse of heaven, as in spring-time flowers in the green pastures, so, 

honourable damsels, in the hour of rare and excellent converse is wit with its bright sallies. 

Which, being brief, are much more proper for ladies than for men, seeing that prolixity of 

speech, when brevity is possible, is much less allowable to them; albeit (shame be to us all and 

all our generation) few ladies or none are left to-day who understand aught that is wittily said, or 

understanding are able to answer it. For the place of those graces of the spirit which 

distinguished the ladies of the past has now been usurped by adornments of the person; and she 

whose dress is most richly and variously and curiously dight, accounts herself more worthy to be 

had in honour, forgetting, that, were one but so to array him, an ass would carry a far greater load 

of finery than any of them, and for all that be not a whit the more deserving of honour. I blush to 

say this, for in censuring others I condemn myself. Tricked out, bedecked, bedizened thus, we 

are either silent and impassive as statues, or, if we answer aught that is said to us, much better 

were it we had held our peace. And we make believe, forsooth, that our failure to acquit 

ourselves in converse with our equals of either sex does but proceed from guilelessness; 

dignifying stupidity by the name of modesty, as if no lady could be modest and converse with 

other folk than her maid or laundress or bake-house woman; which if Nature had intended, as we 

feign she did, she would have set other limits to our garrulousness. True it is that in this, as in 

other matters, time and place and person are to be regarded; because it sometimes happens that a 

lady or gentleman thinking by some sally of wit to put another to shame, has rather been put to 

shame by that other, having failed duly to estimate their relative powers. Wherefore, that you 

may be on your guard against such error, and, further, that in you be not exemplified the 

common proverb, to wit, that women do ever and on all occasions choose the worst, I trust that 

this last of to-day's stories, which falls to me to tell, may serve you as a lesson; that, as you are 

distinguished from others by nobility of nature, so you may also shew yourselves separate from 

them by excellence of manners. 

There lived not many years ago, perhaps yet lives, in Bologna, a very great physician, so great 

that the fame of his skill was noised abroad throughout almost the entire world. 

Now Master Alberto (such was his name) was of so noble a temper that, being now nigh upon 

seventy years of age, and all but devoid of natural heat of body, he was yet receptive of the 

flames of love; and having at an assembly seen a very beautiful widow lady, Madonna 

Malgherida de' Ghisolieri, as some say, and being charmed with her beyond measure, was, 



notwithstanding his age, no less ardently enamoured than a young man, insomuch that he was 

not well able to sleep at night, unless during the day he had seen the fair lady's lovely and 

delicate features. Wherefore he began to frequent the vicinity of her house, passing to and fro in 

front of it, now on foot now on horseback, as occasion best served. Which she and many other 

ladies perceiving, made merry together more than once, to see a man of his years and discretion 

in love, as if they deemed that this most delightful passion of love were only fit for empty-

headed youths, and could not in men be either harboured or engendered. Master Alberto thus 

continuing to haunt the front of the house, it so happened that one feast-day the lady with other 

ladies was seated before her door, and Master Alberto's approach being thus observed by them 

for some time before he arrived, they complotted to receive him and shew him honour, and then 

to rally him on his love; and so they did, rising with one accord to receive him, bidding him 

welcome, and ushering him into a cool courtyard, where they regaled him with the finest wines 

and comfits; which done, in a tone of refined and sprightly banter they asked him how it came 

about that he was enamoured of this fair lady, seeing that she was beloved of many a fine 

gentleman of youth and spirit. Master Alberto, being thus courteously assailed, put a blithe face 

on it, and answered:—"Madam, my love for you need surprise none that is conversant with such 

matters, and least of all you that are worthy of it. And though old men, of course, have lost the 

strength which love demands for its full fruition, yet are they not therefore without the good 

intent and just appreciation of what beseems the accepted lover, but indeed understand it far 

better than young men, by reason that they have more experience. My hope in thus old aspiring 

to love you, who are loved by so many young men, is founded on what I have frequently 

observed of ladies' ways at lunch, when they trifle with the lupin and the leek. In the leek no part 

is good, but the head is at any rate not so bad as the rest, and indeed not unpalatable; you, 

however, for the most part, following a depraved taste, hold it in your hand and munch the 

leaves, which are not only of no account but actually distasteful. How am I to know, madam, that 

in your selection of lovers, you are not equally eccentric? In which case I should be the man of 

your choice, and the rest would be cast aside." Whereto the gentle lady, somewhat shame-

stricken, as were also her fair friends, thus made answer:—"Master Alberto, our presumption has 

received from you a most just and no less courteous reproof; but your love is dear to me, as 

should ever be that of a wise and worthy man. And therefore, saving my honour, I am yours, 

entirely and devotedly at your pleasure and command." This speech brought Master Alberto to 

his feet, and the others also rising, he thanked the lady for her courtesy, bade her a gay and 

smiling adieu, and so left the house. Thus the lady, not considering on whom she exercised her 

wit, thinking to conquer was conquered herself—against which mishap you, if you are discreet, 

will ever be most strictly on your guard. 

As the young ladies and the three young men finished their storytelling the sun was westering 

and the heat of the day in great measure abated. Which their queen observing, debonairly thus 



she spoke:—"Now, dear gossips, my day of sovereignty draws to a close, and nought remains for 

me to do but to give you a new queen, by whom on the morrow our common life may be ordered 

as she may deem best in a course of seemly pleasure; and though there seems to be still some 

interval between day and night, yet, as whoso does not in some degree anticipate the course of 

time, cannot well provide for the future; and in order that what the new queen shall decide to be 

meet for the morrow may be made ready beforehand, I decree that from this time forth the days 

begin at this hour. And so in reverent submission to Him in whom is the life of all beings, for our 

comfort and solace we commit the governance of our realm for the morrow into the hands of 

Queen Filomena, most discreet of damsels." So saying she arose, took the laurel wreath from her 

brow, and with a gesture of reverence set it on the brow of Filomena, whom she then, and after 

her all the other ladies and the young men, saluted as queen, doing her due and graceful homage. 

Queen Filomena modestly blushed a little to find herself thus invested with the sovereignty; 

but, being put on her mettle by Pampinea's recent admonitions, she was minded not to seem 

awkward, and soon recovered her composure. She then began by confirming all the 

appointments made by Pampinea, and making all needful arrangements for the following 

morning and evening, which they were to pass where they then were. Whereupon she thus 

spoke:—"Dearest gossips, though, thanks rather to Pampinea's courtesy than to merit of mine, I 

am made queen of you all, yet I am not on that account minded to have respect merely to my 

own judgment in the governance of our life, but to unite your wisdom with mine; and that you 

may understand what I think of doing, and by consequence may be able to amplify or curtail it at 

your pleasure, I will in few words make known to you my purpose. The course observed by 

Pampinea to-day, if I have judged aright, seems to be alike commendable and delectable; 

wherefore, until by lapse of time, or for some other cause, it grow tedious, I purpose not to alter 

it. So when we have arranged for what we have already taken in hand, we will go hence and 

enjoy a short walk; at sundown we will sup in the cool; and we will then sing a few songs and 

otherwise divert ourselves, until it is time to go to sleep. To-morrow we will rise in the cool of 

the morning, and after enjoying another walk, each at his or her sweet will, we will return, as to-

day, and in due time break our fast, dance, sleep, and having risen, will here resume our story-

telling, wherein, methinks, pleasure and profit unite in superabundant measure. True it is that 

Pampinea, by reason of her late election to the sovereignty, neglected one matter, which I mean 

to introduce, to wit, the circumscription of the topic of our story-telling, and its preassignment, 

that each may be able to premeditate some apt story bearing upon the theme; and seeing that 

from the beginning of the world Fortune has made men the sport of divers accidents, and so it 

will continue until the end, the theme, so please you, shall in each case be the same; to wit, the 

fortune of such as after divers adventures have at last attained a goal of unexpected felicity. 

The ladies and the young men alike commended the rule thus laid down, and agreed to follow 

it. Dioneo, however, when the rest had done speaking, said:—"Madam, as all the rest have said, 



so say I, briefly, that the rule prescribed by you is commendable and delectable; but of your 

especial grace I crave a favour, which, I trust, may be granted and continued to me, so long as 

our company shall endure; which favour is this: that I be not bound by the assigned theme if I am 

not so minded, but that I have leave to choose such topic as best shall please me. And lest any 

suppose that I crave this grace as one that has not stories ready to hand, I am henceforth content 

that mine be always the last." The queen, knowing him to be a merry and facetious fellow, and 

feeling sure that he only craved this favour in order that, if the company were jaded, he might 

have an opportunity to recreate them by some amusing story, gladly, with the consent of the rest, 

granted his petition. She then rose, and attended by the rest sauntered towards a stream, which, 

issuing clear as crystal from a neighbouring hill, precipitated itself into a valley shaded by trees 

close set amid living rock and fresh green herbage. Bare of foot and arm they entered the stream, 

and roving hither and thither amused themselves in divers ways till in due time they returned to 

the palace, and gaily supped. Supper ended, the queen sent for instruments of music, and bade 

Lauretta lead a dance, while Emilia was to sing a song accompanied by Dioneo on the lute. 

Accordingly Lauretta led a dance, while Emilia with passion sang the following song: 

So fain I am of my own loveliness, 

    I hope, nor think not e'er 

  The weight to feel of other amorousness. 

When in the mirror I my face behold, 

  That see I there which doth my mind content, 

  Nor any present hap or memory old 

  May me deprive of such sweet ravishment. 

  Where else, then, should I find such blandishment 

     Of sight and sense that e'er 

  My heart should know another amorousness? 

Nor need I fear lest the fair thing retreat, 

  When fain I am my solace to renew; 

  Rather, I know, 'twill me advance to meet, 

  To pleasure me, and shew so sweet a view 

  That speech or thought of none its semblance true 

     Paint or conceive may e'er, 

  Unless he burn with ev'n such amorousness. 

Thereon as more intent I gaze, the fire 

  Waxeth within me hourly, more and more, 



  Myself I yield thereto, myself entire, 

  And foretaste have of what it hath in store, 

  And hope of greater joyance than before, 

    Nay, such as ne'er 

  None knew; for ne'er was felt such amorousness. 

This ballade, to which all heartily responded, albeit its words furnished much matter of 

thought to some, was followed by some other dances, and part of the brief night being thus spent, 

the queen proclaimed the first day ended, and bade light the torches that all might go to rest until 

the following morning; and so, seeking their several chambers, to rest they went. 

— Endeth here the first day of the Decameron; beginneth the second, in which, under the rule 

of Filomena, they discourse of the fortunes of such as after divers misadventures have at last 

attained a goal of unexpected felicity. — 

  



SECOND DAY 

The sun was already trailing the new day in his wake of light, and the birds, blithely chanting 

their lays among the green boughs, carried the tidings to the ear, when with one accord all the 

ladies and the three young men arose, and entered the gardens, where for no little time they 

found their delight in sauntering about the dewy meads, straying hither and thither, culling 

flowers, and weaving them into fair garlands. The day passed like its predecessor; they 

breakfasted in the shade, and danced and slept until noon, when they rose, and, at their queen's 

behest, assembled in the cool meadow, and sat them down in a circle about her. Fair and very 

debonair she shewed, crowned with her laurel wreath, as for a brief space she scanned the 

company, and then bade Neifile shew others the way with a story. Neifile made no excuse, and 

gaily thus began. 

  



NOVEL I. — Martellino pretends to be a paralytic, and makes it appear as if he were cured by 

being placed upon the body of St. Arrigo. His trick is detected; he is beaten and arrested, and is 

in peril of hanging, but finally escapes. — 

Often has it happened, dearest ladies, that one who has studied to raise a laugh at others' 

expense, especially in regard of things worthy to be had in reverence, has found the laugh turn 

against himself, and sometimes to his loss: as, in obedience to the queen's command, and by way 

of introducing our theme, I am about to shew you, by the narrative of an adventure which befell 

one of our own citizens, and after a course of evil fortune had an entirely unexpected and very 

felicitous issue. 

Not long ago there was at Treviso a German, named Arrigo, a poor man who got his living as 

a common hired porter, but though of so humble a condition, was respected by all, being 

accounted not only an honest but a most holy man; insomuch that, whether truly or falsely I 

know not, the Trevisans affirm, that on his decease all the bells of the cathedral of Treviso began 

to toll of their own accord. Which being accounted a miracle, this Arrigo was generally reputed a 

saint; and all the people of the city gathered before the house where his body lay, and bore it, 

with a saint's honours, into the cathedral, and brought thither the halt and paralytic and blind, and 

others afflicted with disease or bodily defects, as hoping that by contact with this holy body they 

would all be healed. The people thus tumultuously thronging the church, it so chanced that there 

arrived in Treviso three of our own citizens, of whom one was named Stecchi, another 

Martellino, and the third Marchese; all three being men whose habit it was to frequent the courts 

of the nobles and afford spectators amusement by assuming disguises and personating other men. 

Being entire strangers to the place, and seeing everybody running to and fro, they were much 

astonished, and having learned the why and wherefore, were curious to go see what was to be 

seen. So at the inn, where they put up, Marchese began:—"We would fain go see this saint; but 

for my part I know not how we are to reach the spot, for I hear the piazza is full of Germans and 

other armed men, posted there by the Lord who rules here to prevent an uproar, and moreover 

the church, so far as one may learn, is so full of folk that scarce another soul may enter it." 

Whereupon Martellino, who was bent on seeing what was to be seen, said:—"Let not this deter 

us; I will assuredly find a way of getting to the saint's body." "How?" rejoined Marchese. "I will 

tell you," replied Martellino; "I will counterfeit a paralytic, and thou wilt support me on one side 

and Stecchi on the other, as if I were not able to go alone, and so you will enter the church, 

making it appear as if you were leading me up to the body of the saint that he may heal me, and 

all that see will make way and give us free passage." Marchese and Stecchi approved the plan; so 

all three forthwith left the inn and repaired to a lonely place, where Martellino distorted his 

hands, his fingers, his arms, his legs, and also his mouth and eyes and his entire face in a manner 

horrible to contemplate; so that no stranger that saw him could have doubted that he was 

impotent and paralysed in every part of his body. In this guise Marchese and Stecchi laid hold of 



him, and led him towards the church, assuming a most piteous air, and humbly beseeching 

everybody for God's sake to make way for them. Their request was readily granted; and, in short, 

observed by all, and crying out at almost every step, "make way, make way," they reached the 

place where St. Arrigo's body was laid. Whereupon some gentlemen who stood by, hoisted 

Martellino on to the saint's body, that thereby he might receive the boon of health. There he lay 

still for a while, the eyes of all in the church being riveted upon him in expectation of the result; 

then, being a very practised performer, he stretched, first, one of his fingers, next a hand, 

afterwards an arm, and so forth, making as if he gradually recovered the use of all his natural 

powers. Which the people observing raised such a clamour in honour of St. Arrigo that even 

thunder would have been inaudible. Now it chanced that hard by stood a Florentine, who knew 

Martellino well, though he had failed to recognise him, when, in such strange guise, he was led 

into the church; but now, seeing him resume his natural shape, the Florentine recognised him, 

and at once said with a laugh°"God's curse upon him. Who that saw him come but would have 

believed that he was really paralysed?" These words were overheard by some of the Trevisans, 

who began forthwith to question the Florentine. "How?" said they; "was he then not paralysed? 

No, by God returned the Florentine he has always been as straight as any of us; he has merely 

shewn you that he knows better than any man alive how to play this trick of putting on any 

counterfeit semblance that he chooses." Thereupon the Trevisans, without further parley, made a 

rush, clearing the way and crying out as they went:—"Seize this traitor who mocks at God and 

His saints; who, being no paralytic, has come hither in the guise of a paralytic to deride our 

patron saint and us." So saying, they laid hands on him, dragged him down from where he stood, 

seized him by the hair, tore the clothes from his back, and fell to beating and kicking him, so that 

it seemed to him as if all the world were upon him. He cried out:—"Pity, for God's sake," and 

defended himself as best he could: all in vain, however; the press became thicker and thicker 

moment by moment. Which Stecchi and Marchese observing began to say one to the other that 

'twas a bad business; yet, being apprehensive on their own account, they did not venture to come 

to his assistance, but cried out with the rest that he ought to die, at the same time, however, 

casting about how they might find the means to rescue him from the hands of the people, who 

would certainly have killed him, but for a diversion which Marchese hastily effected. The entire 

posse of the signory being just outside, he ran off at full speed to the Podesta's lieutenant, and 

said to him:—"Help, for God's sake; there is a villain here that has cut my purse with full a 

hundred florins of gold in it; prithee have him arrested that I may have my own again." 

Whereupon, twelve sergeants or more ran forthwith to the place where hapless Martellino was 

being carded without a comb, and, forcing their way with the utmost difficulty through the 

throng, rescued him all bruised and battered from their hands, and led him to the palace; whither 

he was followed by many who, resenting what he had done, and hearing that he was arrested as a 

cutpurse, and lacking better pretext for harassing him, began one and all to charge him with 

having cut their purses. All which the deputy of the Podesta had no sooner heard, than, being a 



harsh man, he straightway took Martellino aside and began to examine him. Martellino answered 

his questions in a bantering tone, making light of the arrest; whereat the deputy, losing patience, 

had him bound to the strappado, and caused him to receive a few hints of the cord with intent to 

extort from him a confession of his guilt, by way of preliminary to hanging him. Taken down 

from the strappado, and questioned by the deputy if what his accusers said were true, Martellino, 

as nothing was to be gained by denial, answered:—"My lord, I am ready to confess the truth; let 

but my accusers say, each of them, when and where I cut his purse, and I will tell you what I 

have and what I have not done." "So be it," said the deputy, and caused a few of them to be 

summoned. Whereupon Martellino, being charged with having cut this, that or the other man's 

purse eight, six or four days ago, while others averred that he had cut their purses that very day, 

answered thus:— "My lord, these men lie in the throat, and for token that I speak true, I tell you 

that, so far from having been here as long as they make out, it is but very lately that I came into 

these parts, where I never was before; and no sooner was I come, than, as my ill-luck would have 

it, I went to see the body of this saint, and so have been carded as you see; and that what I say is 

true, his Lordship's intendant of arrivals, and his book, and also my host may certify. Wherefore, 

if you find that even so it is as I say, hearken not to these wicked men, and spare me the torture 

and death which they would have you inflict." In this posture of affairs Marchese and Stecchi, 

learning that the Podesta's deputy was dealing rigorously with Martellino, and had already put 

him to the strappado, grew mightily alarmed. "We have made a mess of it," they said to 

themselves; "we have only taken him out of the frying-pan to toss him into the fire." So, hurrying 

hither and thither with the utmost zeal, they made diligent search until they found their host, and 

told him how matters stood. The host had his laugh over the affair, and then brought them to one 

Sandro Agolanti, who dwelt in Treviso and had great interest with the Lord of the place. The 

host laid the whole matter before Sandro, and, backed by Marchese and Stecchi, besought him to 

undertake Martellino's cause. Sandro, after many a hearty laugh, hied him to the Lord, who at his 

instance sent for Martellino. The messengers found Martellino still in his shirt before the deputy, 

at his wits' end, and all but beside himself with fear, because the deputy would hear nothing that 

he said in his defence. Indeed, the deputy, having a spite against Florentines, had quite made up 

his mind to have him hanged; he was therefore in the last degree reluctant to surrender him to the 

Lord, and only did so upon compulsion. Brought at length before the Lord, Martellino detailed to 

him the whole affair, and prayed him as the greatest of favours to let him depart in peace. The 

Lord had a hearty laugh over the adventure, and bestowed a tunic on each of the three. So, 

congratulating themselves on their unexpected deliverance from so great a peril, they returned 

home safe and sound. 

  



NOVEL II. — Rinaldo d'Asti is robbed, arrives at Castel Guglielmo, and is entertained by a 

widow lady; his property is restored to him, and he returns home safe and sound.— 

The ladies and the young men, especially Filostrato, laughed inordinately at Neifile's narrative 

of Martellino's misadventures. Then Filostrato, who sate next Neifile, received the queen's 

command to follow her, and promptly thus began:— 

Fair ladies, 'tis on my mind to tell you a story in which are mingled things sacred and passages 

of adverse fortune and love, which to hear will perchance be not unprofitable, more especially to 

travellers in love's treacherous lands; of whom if any fail to say St. Julian's paternoster, it often 

happens that, though he may have a good bed, he is ill lodged. 

Know, then, that in the time of the Marquis Azzo da Ferrara, a merchant, Rinaldo d'Asti by 

name, having disposed of certain affairs which had brought him to Bologna, set his face 

homeward, and having left Ferrara behind him was on his way to Verona, when he fell in with 

some men that looked like merchants, but were in truth robbers and men of evil life and 

condition, whose company he imprudently joined, riding and conversing with them. They, 

perceiving that he was a merchant, and judging that he must have money about him, complotted 

to rob him on the first opportunity; and to obviate suspicion they played the part of worthy and 

reputable men, their discourse of nought but what was seemly and honourable and leal, their 

demeanour at once as respectful and as cordial as they could make it; so that he deemed himself 

very lucky to have met with them, being otherwise alone save for a single mounted servant. 

Journeying thus, they conversed after the desultory manner of travellers, of divers matters, until 

at last they fell a talking of the prayers which men address to God, and one of the robbers—there 

were three of them—said to Rinaldo:—"And you, gentle sir, what is your wonted orison when 

you are on your travels?" Rinaldo answered:—"Why, to tell the truth, I am a man unskilled, 

unlearned in such matters, and few prayers have I at my command, being one that lives in the 

good old way and lets two soldi count for twenty-four deniers; nevertheless it has always been 

my custom in journeying to say of a morning, as I leave the inn, a paternoster and an avemaria 

for the souls of the father and mother of St. Julian, after which I pray God and St. Julian to 

provide me with a good inn for the night. And many a time in the course of my life have I met 

with great perils by the way, and evading them all have found comfortable quarters for the night: 

whereby my faith is assured, that St. Julian, in whose honour I say my paternoster, has gotten me 

this favour of God; nor should I look for a prosperous journey and a safe arrival at night, if I had 

not said it in the morning." Then said his interrogator:—"And did you say it this morning?" 

Whereto Rinaldo answered, "Troth, did I," which caused the other, who by this time knew what 

course matters would take, to say to himself:—"'Twill prove to have been said in the nick of 

time; for if we do not miscarry, I take it thou wilt have but a sorry lodging." Then turning to 

Rinaldo he said:—"I also have travelled much, and never a prayer have I said though I have 



heard them much, commended by many, nor has it ever been my lot to find other than good 

quarters for the night; it may be that this very evening you will be able to determine which of us 

has the better lodging, you that have said the paternoster, or I that have not said it. True, 

however, it is that in its stead I am accustomed to say the 'Dirupisti,' or the 'Intemerata,' or the 

'De profundis,' which, if what my grandmother used to say is to be believed, are of the greatest 

efficacy." So, talking of divers matters, and ever on the look-out for time and place suited to their 

evil purpose, they continued their journey, until towards evening, some distance from Castel 

Guglielmo, as they were about to ford a stream, these three ruffians, profiting by the lateness of 

the hour, and the loneliness and straitness of the place, set upon Rinaldo and robbed him, and 

leaving him afoot and in his shirt, said by way of adieu:—"Go now, and see if thy St. Julian will 

provide thee with good lodging to-night; our saint, we doubt not, will do as much by us;" and so 

crossing the stream, they went their way. Rinaldo's servant, coward that he was, did nothing to 

help his master when he saw him attacked, but turned his horse's head, and was off at a smart 

pace; nor did he draw rein until he was come to Castel Guglielmo; where, it being now evening, 

he put up at an inn and gave himself no further trouble. Rinaldo, left barefoot, and stripped to his 

shirt, while the night closed in very cold and snowy, was at his wits' end, and shivering so that 

his teeth chattered in his head, began to peer about, if haply he might find some shelter for the 

night, that so he might not perish with the cold; but, seeing none (for during a recent war the 

whole country had been wasted by fire), he set off for Castel Guglielmo, quickening his pace by 

reason of the cold. Whether his servant had taken refuge in Castel Guglielmo or elsewhere, he 

knew not, but he thought that, could he but enter the town, God would surely send him some 

succour. However, dark night overtook him while he was still about a mile from the castle; so 

that on his arrival he found the gates already locked and the bridges raised, and he could not pass 

in. Sick at heart, disconsolate and bewailing his evil fortune, he looked about for some place 

where he might ensconce himself, and at any rate find shelter from the snow. And by good luck 

he espied a house, built with a balcony a little above the castle-wall, under which balcony he 

purposed to shelter himself until daybreak. Arrived at the spot, he found beneath the balcony a 

postern, which, however, was locked; and having gathered some bits of straw that lay about, he 

placed them in front of the postern, and there in sad and sorrowful plight took up his quarters, 

with many a piteous appeal to St. Julian, whom he reproached for not better rewarding the faith 

which he reposed in him. St. Julian, however, had not abandoned him, and in due time provided 

him with a good lodging. 

There was in the castle a widow lady of extraordinary beauty (none fairer) whom Marquis 

Azzo loved as his own life, and kept there for his pleasure. She lived in the very same house 

beneath the balcony of which Rinaldo had posted himself. Now it chanced that that very day the 

Marquis had come to Castel Guglielmo to pass the night with her, and had privily caused a bath 

to be made ready, and a supper suited to his rank, in the lady's own house. The arrangements 



were complete; and only the Marquis was stayed for, when a servant happened to present himself 

at the castle-gate, bringing tidings for the Marquis which obliged him suddenly to take horse. He 

therefore sent word to the lady that she must not wait for him, and forthwith took his departure. 

The lady, somewhat disconsolate, found nothing better to do than to get into the bath which had 

been intended for the Marquis, sup and go to bed: so into the bath she went. The bath was close 

to the postern on the other side of which hapless Rinaldo had ensconced himself, and, thus the 

mournful and quavering music which Rinaldo made as he shuddered in the cold, and which 

seemed rather to proceed from a stork's beak than from the mouth of a human being, was audible 

to the lady in the bath. She therefore called her maid, and said to her:—"Go up and look out over 

the wall and down at the postern, and mark who is there, and what he is, and what he does there." 

The maid obeyed, and, the night being fine, had no difficulty in making out Rinaldo as he sate 

there, barefoot, as I have, said, and in his shirt, and trembling in every limb. So she called out to 

him, to know who he was. Rinaldo, who could scarcely articulate for shivering, told as briefly as 

he could, who he was, and how and why he came to be there; which done, he began piteously to, 

beseech her not, if she could avoid it, to leave him there all night to perish of cold. The maid 

went back to her mistress full of pity for Rinaldo, and told her all she had seen and heard. The 

lady felt no less pity for Rinaldo; and bethinking her that she had the key of the postern by which 

the Marquis sometimes entered when he paid her a secret visit, she said to the maid:—"Go, and 

let him in softly; here is this supper, and there will be none to eat it; and we can very well put 

him up for the night." Cordially commending her mistress's humanity, the maid went and let 

Rinaldo in, and brought him to the lady, who, seeing that he was all but dead with cold, said to 

him:—"Quick, good man, get into that bath, which is still warm." Gladly he did so, awaiting no 

second invitation, and was so much comforted by its warmth that he seemed to have passed from 

death to life. The lady provided him with a suit of clothes, which had been worn by her husband 

shortly before his death, and which, when he had them on, looked as if they had been made for 

him. So he recovered heart, and, while he awaited the lady's commands, gave thanks to God and 

St. Julian for delivering him from a woful night and conducting him, as it seemed, to comfortable 

quarters. 

The lady meanwhile took a little rest, after which she had a roaring fire put in one of her large 

rooms, whither presently she came, and asked her maid how the good man did. The maid 

replied:—"Madam, he has put on the clothes, in which he shews to advantage, having a 

handsome person, and seeming to be a worthy man, and well-bred." "Go, call him then," said the 

lady, "tell him to come hither to the fire, and we will sup; for I know that he has not supped." 

Rinaldo, on entering the room and seeing the lady, took her to be of no small consequence. He 

therefore made her a low bow, and did his utmost to thank her worthily for the service she had 

rendered him. His words pleased her no less than his person, which accorded with what the maid 

had said: so she made him heartily welcome, installed him at his ease by her side before the fire, 



and questioned him of the adventure which had brought him thither. Rinaldo detailed all the 

circumstances, of which the lady had heard somewhat when Rinaldo's servant made his 

appearance at the castle. She therefore gave entire credence to what he said, and told him what 

she knew about his servant, and how he might easily find him on the morrow. She then bade set 

the table, which done, Rinaldo and she washed their hands and sate down together to sup. Tall he 

was and comely of form and feature, debonair and gracious of mien and manner, and in his lusty 

prime. The lady had eyed him again and again to her no small satisfaction, and, her wantonness 

being already kindled for the Marquis, who was to have come to lie with her, she had let Rinaldo 

take the vacant place in her mind. So when supper was done, and they were risen from the table, 

she conferred with her maid, whether, after the cruel trick played upon her by the Marquis, it 

were not well to take the good gift which Fortune had sent her. The maid knowing the bent of her 

mistress's desire, left no word unsaid that might encourage her to follow it. Wherefore the lady, 

turning towards Rinaldo, who was standing where she had left him by the fire, began thus:—"So! 

Rinaldo, why still so pensive? Will nothing console you for the loss of a horse and a few clothes? 

Take heart, put a blithe face on it, you are at home; nay more, let me tell you that, seeing you in 

those clothes which my late husband used to wear, and taking you for him, I have felt, not once 

or twice, but perhaps a hundred times this evening, a longing to throw my arms round you and 

kiss you; and, in faith, I had so done, but that I feared it might displease you." Rinaldo, hearing 

these words, and marking the flame which shot from the lady's eyes, and being no laggard, came 

forward with open arms, and confronted her and said:—"Madam, I am not unmindful that I must 

ever acknowledge that to you I owe my life, in regard of the peril whence you rescued me. If 

then there be any way in which I may pleasure you, churlish indeed were I not to devise it. So 

you may even embrace and kiss me to your heart's content, and I will embrace and kiss you with 

the best of good wills." There needed no further parley. The lady, all aflame with amorous 

desire, forthwith threw herself into his arms, and straining him to her bosom with a thousand 

passionate embraces, gave and received a thousand kisses before they sought her chamber. There 

with all speed they went to bed, nor did day surprise them until again and again and in full 

measure they had satisfied their desire. With the first streaks of dawn they rose, for the lady was 

minded that none should surmise aught of the affair. So, having meanly habited Rinaldo, and 

replenished his purse, she enjoined him to keep the secret, shewed him the way to the castle, 

where he was to find his servant, and let him out by the same postern by which he had entered. 

When it was broad day the gates were opened, and Rinaldo, passing himself off as a traveller 

from distant parts, entered the castle, and found his servant. Having put on the spare suit which 

was in his valise, he was about to mount the servant's horse, when, as if by miracle, there were 

brought into the castle the three gentlemen of the road who had robbed him the evening before, 

having been taken a little while after for another offence. Upon their confession Rinaldo's horse 

was restored to him, as were also his clothes and money; so that he lost nothing except a pair of 

garters, of which the robbers knew not where they had bestowed them. Wherefore Rinaldo, 



giving thanks to God and St. Julian, mounted his horse, and returned home safe and sound, and 

on the morrow the three robbers kicked heels in the wind. 

  



NOVEL III. — Three young men squander their substance and are reduced to poverty. Their 

nephew, returning home a desperate man, falls in with an abbot, in whom he discovers the 

daughter of the King of England. She marries him, and he retrieves the losses and reestablishes 

the fortune of his uncles. — 

The ladies marvelled to hear the adventures of Rinaldo d'Asti, praised his devotion, and gave 

thanks to God and St. Julian for the succour lent him in his extreme need. Nor, though the verdict 

was hardly outspoken, was the lady deemed unwise to take the boon which God had sent her. So 

they tittered and talked of her night of delight, while Pampinea, being seated by Filostrato, and 

surmising that her turn would, as it did, come next, was lost in meditation on what she was to 

say. Roused from her reverie by the word of the queen, she put on a cheerful courage, and thus 

began:— 

Noble ladies, discourse as we may of Fortune's handiwork, much still remains to be said if we 

but scan events aright, nor need we marvel thereat, if we but duly consider that all matters, which 

we foolishly call our own, are in her hands and therefore subject, at her inscrutable will, to every 

variety of chance and change without any order therein by us discernible. Which is indeed 

signally manifest everywhere and all day long; yet, as 'tis our queen's will that we speak thereof, 

perhaps 'twill not be unprofitable to you, if, notwithstanding it has been the theme of some of the 

foregoing stories, I add to them another, which, I believe, should give you pleasure. 

There was formerly in our city a knight, by name Messer Tedaldo, of the Lamberti, according 

to some, or, as others say, of the Agolanti family, perhaps for no better reason than that the 

occupation of his sons was similar to that which always was and is the occupation of the 

Agolanti. However, without professing to determine which of the two houses he belonged to, I 

say, that he was in his day a very wealthy knight, and had three sons, the eldest being by name 

Lamberto, the second Tedaldo, and the third Agolante. Fine, spirited young men were they all, 

though the eldest was not yet eighteen years old when their father, Messer Tedaldo, died very 

rich, leaving to them as his lawful heirs the whole of his property both movable and immovable. 

Finding themselves thus possessed of great wealth, both in money and in lands and chattels, they 

fell to spending without stint or restraint, indulging their every desire, maintaining a great 

establishment, and a large and well-filled stable, besides dogs and hawks, keeping ever open 

house, scattering largesses, jousting, and, not content with these and the like pastimes proper to 

their condition, indulging every appetite natural to their youth. They had not long followed this 

course of life before the cash left them by their father was exhausted; and, their rents not 

sufficing to defray their expenditure, they began to sell and pledge their property, and disposing 

of it by degrees, one item to-day and another to-morrow, they hardly perceived that they were 

approaching the verge of ruin, until poverty opened the eyes which wealth had fast sealed. So 

one day Lamberto called his brothers to him, reminded them of the position of wealth and 



dignity which had been theirs and their father's before them, and shewed them the poverty to 

which their extravagance had reduced them, and adjured them most earnestly that, before their 

destitution was yet further manifest, they should all three sell what little remained to them and 

depart thence; which accordingly they did. Without leave-taking, or any ceremony, they quitted 

Florence; nor did they rest until they had arrived in England and established themselves in a 

small house in London, where, by living with extreme parsimony and lending at exorbitant 

usances, they prospered so well that in the course of a few years they amassed a fortune; and so, 

one by one, they returned to Florence, purchased not a few of their former estates besides many 

others, and married. The management of their affairs in England, where they continued their 

business of usurers, they left to a young nephew, Alessandro by name, while, heedless alike of 

the teaching of experience and of marital and parental duty, they all three launched out at 

Florence into more extravagant expenditure than before, and contracted debts on all hands and to 

large amounts. This expenditure they were enabled for some years to support by the remittances 

made by Alessandro, who, to his great profit, had lent money to the barons on the security of 

their castles and rents. 

While the three brothers thus continued to spend freely, and, when short of money, to borrow 

it, never doubting of help from England, it so happened that, to the surprise of everybody, there 

broke out in England a war between the King and his son, by which the whole island was divided 

into two camps; whereby Alessandro lost all his mortgages, of the baronial castles and every 

other source of income whatsoever. However, in the daily expectation that peace would be 

concluded between the King and his son, Alessandro, hoping that in that event all would be 

restored to him, principal and interest, tarried in the island; and the three brothers at Florence in 

no degree retrenched their extravagant expenditure, but went on borrowing from day to day. 

Several years thus passed; and, their hopes being frustrated, the three brothers not only lost 

credit, but, being pressed for payment by their creditors, were suddenly arrested, and, their 

property proving deficient, were kept in prison for the balance, while their wives and little 

children went into the country parts, or elsewhere, wretchedly equipped, and with no other 

prospect than to pass the rest of their days in destitution. Alessandro, meanwhile, seeing that the 

peace, which he had for several years awaited in England, did not come, and deeming that he 

would hazard his life to no purpose by tarrying longer in the country, made up his mind to return 

to Italy. He travelled at first altogether alone; but it so chanced that he left Bruges at the same 

time with an abbot, habited in white, attended by a numerous retinue, and preceded by a goodly 

baggage-train. Behind the abbot rode two greybeard knights, kinsmen of the King, in whom 

Alessandro recognised acquaintances, and, making himself known to them, was readily received 

into their company. As thus they journeyed together, Alessandro softly asked them who the 

monks were that rode in front with so great a train, and whither they were bound. "The foremost 

rider," replied one of the knights, "is a young kinsman of ours, the newly-elected abbot of one of 



the greatest abbeys of England,; and as he is not of legal age for such a dignity, we are going 

with him to Rome to obtain the Holy Father's dispensation and his confirmation in the office; but 

this is not a matter for common talk." Now the new abbot, as lords are wont to do when they 

travel, was sometimes in front, sometimes in rear of his train; and thus it happened that, as he 

passed, he set eyes on Alessandro, who was still quite young, and very shapely and well-

favoured, and as courteous, gracious and debonair as e'er another. The abbot was marvellously 

taken with him at first sight, having never seen aught that pleased him so much, called him to his 

side, addressed him graciously, and asked him who he was, whence he came, and whither he was 

bound. Alessandro frankly told all about himself, and having thus answered the abbot's 

questions, placed himself at his service as far as his small ability might extend. The abbot was 

struck by his easy flow of apt speech, and observing his bearing more closely, he made up his 

mind that , albeit his occupation was base, he was nevertheless of gentle blood, which added no 

little to his interest in him; and being moved to compassion by his misfortunes, he gave him 

friendly consolation, bidding him be of good hope, that if he lived a worthy life, God would yet 

set him in a place no less or even more exalted than that whence Fortune had cast him down, and 

prayed him to be of his company as far as Tuscany, as both were going the same way. 

Alessandro thanked him for his words of comfort, and professed himself ready to obey his every 

command. 

So fared on the abbot, his mind full of new ideas begotten by the sight of Alessandro, until 

some days later they came to a town which was none too well provided with inns; and, as the 

abbot must needs put up there, Alessandro, who was well acquainted with one of the innkeepers, 

arranged that the abbot should alight at his house, and procured him the least discomfortable 

quarters which it could afford. He thus became for the nonce the abbot's seneschal, and being 

very expert for such office, managed excellently, quartering the retinue in divers parts of the 

town. So the abbot supped, and, the night being far spent, all went to bed except Alessandro, who 

then asked the host where he might find quarters for the night. "In good sooth, I know not," 

replied the host; "thou seest that every place is occupied, and that I and my household must lie on 

the benches. However, in the abbot's chamber there are some corn-sacks. I can shew thee the 

way thither, and lay a bit of a bed upon them, and there, an it like thee, thou mayst pass the night 

very well." "How sayst thou?" said Alessandro; "in the abbot's chamber, which thou knowest is 

small, so that there was not room for any of the monks to sleep there? Had I understood this 

when the curtains were drawn, I would have quartered his monks on the corn-sacks, and slept 

myself where the monks sleep." "'Tis even so, however," replied the host, "and thou canst, if thou 

wilt, find excellent quarters there: the abbot sleeps, the curtains are close drawn; I will go in 

softly and lay a small bed there, on which thou canst sleep." Alessandro, satisfied that it might be 

managed without disturbing the abbot, accepted the offer, and made his arrangements for passing 

the night as quietly as he could. 



The abbot was not asleep; his mind being far too overwrought by certain newly-awakened 

desires. He had heard what had passed between Alessandro and the host, he had marked the 

place where Alessandro had lain down, and in the great gladness of his heart had begun thus to 

commune with himself:—"God has sent me the opportunity of gratifying my desire; if I let it 

pass, perchance it will be long before another such opportunity occurs." So, being minded by no 

means to let it slip, when all was quiet in the inn, he softly called Alessandro, and bade him lie 

down by his side. Alessandro made many excuses, but ended by undressing and obeying 

whereupon the abbot laid a hand on Alessandro's breast, and began to caress him just as amorous 

girls do their lovers; whereat Alessandro marvelled greatly, doubting the abbot was prompted to 

such caresses by a shameful love. Which the abbot speedily divined, or else surmised from some 

movement on Alessandro's part, and, laughing, threw off a chemise which she had upon her, and 

taking Alessandro's hand, laid it on her bosom, saying:—"Alessandro, dismiss thy foolish 

thought, feel here, and learn what I conceal." Alessandro obeyed, laying a hand upon the abbot's 

bosom, where he encountered two little teats, round, firm and delicate, as they had been of ivory; 

whereby he at once knew that 'twas a woman, and without awaiting further encouragement 

forthwith embraced her, and would have kissed her, when she said:—"Before thou art more 

familiar with me hearken to what I have to say to thee. As thou mayst perceive, I am no man, but 

a woman. Virgin I left my home, and was going to the Pope to obtain his sanction for my 

marriage, when, as Fortune willed, whether for thy gain or my loss, no sooner had I seen thee the 

other day, than I burned for thee with such a flame of love as never yet had lady for any man. 

Wherefore I am minded to have thee for my husband rather than any other; so, if thou wilt not 

have me to wife, depart at once, and return to thine own place." Albeit he knew not who she was, 

Alessandro by the retinue which attended her conjectured that she must be noble and wealthy, 

and he saw that she was very fair; so it was not long before he answered that, if such were her 

pleasure, it was very much to his liking. Whereupon she sate up, set a ring on his finger, and 

espoused him before a tiny picture of our Lord; after which they embraced, and to their no small 

mutual satisfaction solaced themselves for the rest of the night. At daybreak Alessandro rose, and 

by preconcert with the lady, left the chamber as he had entered it, so that none knew where he 

had passed the night: then, blithe at heart beyond measure, he rejoined the abbot and his train, 

and so, resuming their journey, they after many days arrived at Rome. They had not been there 

more than a few days, when the abbot, attended by the two knights and Alessandro, waited on 

the Pope, whom, after making the due obeisance, he thus addressed:—"Holy Father, as you must 

know better than any other, whoso intends to lead a true and honourable life ought, as far as may 

be, to shun all occasion of error; for which cause I, having a mind to live honourably, did, the 

better to accomplish my purpose, assume the habit in which you see me, and depart by stealth 

from the court of my father, the King of England, who was minded to marry me, young as you 

see me to be, to the aged King of Scotland; and, carrying with me not a little of his treasure, set 

my face hitherward that your Holiness might bestow me in marriage. Nor was it the age of the 



King of Scotland that moved me to flee so much as fear lest the frailty of my youth should, were 

I married to him, betray me to commit some breach of divine law, and sully the honour of my 

father's royal blood. And as in this frame of mind I journeyed, God, who knows best what is 

meet for every one, did, as I believe, of His mercy shew me him whom He is pleased to appoint 

me for my husband, even this young man" (pointing to Alessandro) "whom you see by my side, 

who for nobility of nature and bearing is a match for any great lady, though the strain of his 

blood, perhaps, be not of royal purity. Him, therefore, have I chosen. Him will I have, and no 

other, no matter what my father or any one else may think. And albeit the main purpose with 

which I started is fulfilled, yet I have thought good to continue my journey, that I may visit the 

holy and venerable places which abound in this city, and your Holiness, and that so in your 

presence, and by consequence in the presence of others, I may renew my marriage-vow with 

Alessandro, whereof God alone was witness. Wherefore I humbly pray you that God's will and 

mine may be also yours, and that you pronounce your benison thereon, that therewith, having the 

more firm assurance of the favour of Him, whose vicar you are, we may both live together, and, 

when the time comes, die to God's glory and yours." 

Alessandro was filled with wonder and secret delight, when he heard that his wife was the 

daughter of the King of England; but greater still was the wonder of the two knights, and such 

their wrath that, had they been anywhere else than in the Pope's presence, they would not have 

spared to affront Alessandro, and perhaps the lady too. The Pope, on his part, found matter 

enough for wonder as well in the lady's habit as in her choice; but, knowing that he could not 

refuse, he consented to grant her request. 

He therefore began by smoothing the ruffled tempers of the knights, and having reconciled 

them with the lady and Alessandro, proceeded to put matters in train for the marriage. When the 

day appointed was come, he gave a great reception, at which were assembled all the cardinals 

and many other great lords; to whom he presented the lady royally robed, and looking so fair and 

so gracious that she won, as she deserved, the praise of all, and likewise Alessandro, splendidly 

arrayed, and bearing himself not a whit like the young usurer but rather as one of royal blood, for 

which cause he received due honour from the knights. There, before the Pope himself, the 

marriage-vows were solemnly renewed; and afterwards the marriage, which was accompanied by 

every circumstance that could add grace and splendour to the ceremony, received the sanction of 

his benediction. Alessandro and the lady on leaving Rome saw fit to visit Florence, whither fame 

had already wafted the news, so that they were received by the citizens with every token of 

honour. The lady set the three brothers at liberty, paying all their creditors, and reinstated them 

and their wives in their several properties. So, leaving gracious memories behind them, 

Alessandro and his lady, accompanied by Agolante, quitted Florence, and arriving at Paris were 

honourably received by the King. The two knights went before them to England, and by their 

influence induced the King to restore the lady to his favour, and receive her and his son-in-law 



with every circumstance of joy and honour. Alessandro he soon afterwards knighted with 

unwonted ceremony, and bestowed on him the earldom of Cornwall. And such was the Earl's 

consequence and influence at court that he restored peace between father and son, thereby 

conferring a great boon on the island and gaining the love and esteem of all the people. Agolante, 

whom he knighted, recovered all the outstanding debts in full, and returned to Florence 

immensely rich. The Earl passed the rest of his days with his lady in great renown. Indeed there 

are those who say, that with the help of his father-in-law he effected by his policy and valour the 

conquest of Scotland, and was crowned king of that country. 

  



NOVEL IV. — Landolfo Ruffolo is reduced to poverty, turns corsair, is captured by Genoese, is 

shipwrecked, escapes on a chest full of jewels, and, being cast ashore at Corfu, is hospitably 

entertained by a woman, and returns home wealthy. — 

When Pampinea had brought her story to this glorious conclusion, Lauretta, who sate next her, 

delayed not, but thus began:— 

Most gracious ladies, the potency of Fortune is never, methinks, more conspicuous than when 

she raises one, as in Pampinea's story we have seen her raise Alessandro, from abject misery to 

regal state. And such being the limits which our theme henceforth imposes on our invention, I 

shall feel no shame to tell a story wherein reverses yet greater are compensated by a sequel 

somewhat less dazzling. Well I know that my story, being compared with its predecessor, will 

therefore be followed with the less interest; but, failing of necessity, I shall be excused. 

Scarce any part of Italy is reputed so delectable as the sea-coast between Reggio and Gaeta; 

and in particular the slope which overlooks the sea by Salerno, and which the dwellers there call 

the Slope of Amalfi, is studded with little towns, gardens and fountains, and peopled by men as 

wealthy and enterprising in mercantile affairs as are anywhere to be found; in one of which 

towns, to wit, Ravello, rich as its inhabitants are to-day, there was formerly a merchant, who 

surpassed them all in wealth, Landolfo Ruffolo by name, who yet, not content with his wealth, 

but desiring to double it, came nigh to lose it all and his own life to boot. Know, then, that this 

man, having made his calculations, as merchants are wont, bought a great ship, which, entirely at 

his own expense, he loaded with divers sorts of merchandise, and sailed to Cyprus. There he 

found several other ships, each laden with just such a cargo as his own, and was therefore fain to 

dispose of his goods at a very cheap rate, insomuch that he might almost as well have thrown 

them away, and was brought to the verge of ruin. Mortified beyond measure to find himself thus 

reduced in a short space of time from opulence to something like poverty, he was at his wits' end, 

and rather than go home poor, having left home rich, he was minded to retrieve his losses by 

piracy or die in the attempt. So he sold his great ship, and with the price and the proceeds of the 

sale of his merchandise bought a light bark such as corsairs use, and having excellently well 

equipped her with the armament and all things else meet for such service, took to scouring the 

seas as a rover, preying upon all folk alike, but more particularly upon the Turk. 

In this enterprise he was more favoured by Fortune than in his trading adventures. A year had 

scarce gone by before he had taken so many ships from the Turk that not only had he recovered 

the fortune which he had lost in trade, but was well on the way to doubling it. The bitter memory 

of his late losses taught him sobriety; he estimated his gains and found them ample; and lest he 

should have a second fall, he schooled himself to rest content with them, and made up his mind 

to return home without attempting to add to them. Shy of adventuring once more in trade, he 

refrained from investing them in any way, but shaped his course for home, carrying them with 



him in the very same bark in which he had gotten them. He had already entered the Archipelago 

when one evening a contrary wind sprang up from the south-east, bringing with it a very heavy 

sea, in which his bark could not well have lived. He therefore steered her into a bay under the lee 

of one of the islets, and there determined to await better weather. As he lay there two great 

carracks of Genoa, homeward-bound from Constantinople, found, not without difficulty, shelter 

from the tempest in the same bay. The masters of the carracks espied the bark, and found out to 

whom she belonged: the fame of Landolfo and his vast wealth had already reached them, and 

had excited their natural cupidity and rapacity. They therefore determined to capture the bark, 

which lay without means of escape. Part of their men, well armed with cross-bows and other 

weapons, they accordingly sent ashore, so posting them that no one could leave the bark without 

being exposed to the bolts; the rest took to their boats, and rowed up to the side of Landolfo's 

little craft, which in a little time, with little trouble and no loss or risk, they captured with all 

aboard her. They then cleared the bark of all she contained, allowing Landolfo, whom they set 

aboard one of the carracks, only a pitiful doublet, and sunk her. Next day the wind shifted, and 

the carracks set sail on a westerly course, which they kept prosperously enough throughout the 

day; but towards evening a tempest arose, and the sea became very boisterous, so that the two 

ships were parted one from the other. And such was the fury of the gale that the ship, aboard 

which was poor, hapless Landolfo, was driven with prodigious force upon a shoal off the island 

of Cephalonia, and broke up and went to pieces like so much glass dashed against a wall. 

Wherefore the unfortunate wretches that were aboard her, launched amid the floating 

merchandise and chests and planks with which the sea was strewn, did as men commonly do in 

such a case; and, though the night was of the murkiest and the sea rose and fell in mountainous 

surges, such as could swim sought to catch hold of whatever chance brought in their way. 

Among whom hapless Landolfo, who only the day before had again and again prayed for death, 

rather than he should return home in such poverty, now, seeing death imminent, was afraid; and, 

like the rest, laid hold of the first plank that came to hand, in the hope that, if he could but avoid 

immediate drowning, God would in some way aid his escape. Gripping the beam with his legs as 

best he might, while wind and wave tossed him hither and thither, he contrived to keep himself 

afloat until broad day: when, looking around him, he discerned nothing but clouds and sea and a 

chest, which, borne by the wave, from time to time drew nigh him to his extreme terror, for he 

apprehended it might strike against the plank, and do him a mischief; and ever, as it came near 

him, he pushed it off with all the little force he had in his hand. But, as it happened, a sudden 

gust of wind swept down upon the sea, and struck the chest with such force that it was driven 

against the plank on which Landolfo was, and upset it, and Landolfo went under the waves. 

Swimming with an energy begotten rather of fear than of strength, he rose to the surface only to 

see the plank so far from him that, doubting he could not reach it, he made for the chest, which 

was close at hand; and resting his breast upon the lid, he did what he could to keep it straight 

with his arms. In this manner, tossed to and fro by the sea, without tasting food, for not a morsel 



had he with him, and drinking more than he cared for, knowing not where he was, and seeing 

nothing but the sea, he remained all that day, and the following night. The next day, as the will of 

God, or the force of the wind so ordered, more like a sponge than aught else, but still with both 

hands holding fast by the edges of the chest, as we see those do that clutch aught to save 

themselves from drowning, he was at length borne to the coast of the island of Corfu, where by 

chance a poor woman was just then scrubbing her kitchen-ware with sand and salt-water to make 

it shine. The woman caught sight of him as he drifted shorewards, but making out only a 

shapeless mass, was at first startled, and shrieked and drew back. Landolfo was scarce able to 

see, and uttered no sound, for his power of speech was gone. However, when the sea brought 

him close to the shore, she distinguished the shape of the chest, and gazing more intently, she 

first made out the arms strained over the chest, and then discerned the face and divined the truth. 

So, prompted by pity, she went out a little way into the sea, which was then calm, took him by 

the hair of the head, and drew him to land, chest and all. Then, not without difficulty she 

disengaged his hands from the chest, which she set on the head of a little girl, her daughter, that 

was with her, carried him home like a little child, and set him in a bath, where she chafed and 

laved him with warm water, until, the vital heat and some part of the strength which he had lost 

being restored, she saw fit to take him out and regale him with some good wine and comfits. 

Thus for some days she tended him as best she could, until he recovered his strength, and knew 

where he was. Then, in due time, the good woman, who had kept his chest safe, gave it back to 

him, and bade him try his fortune. 

Landolfo could not recall the chest, but took it when she brought it to him, thinking that, 

however slight its value, it must suffice for a few days' charges. He found it very light, and quite 

lost hope; but when the good woman was out of doors, he opened it to see what was inside, and 

found there a great number of precious stones, some set, others unset. Having some knowledge 

of such matters, he saw at a glance that the stones were of great value; wherefore, feeling that he 

was still not forsaken by God, he praised His name, and quite recovered heart. But, having in a 

brief space of time been twice shrewdly hit by the bolts of Fortune, he was apprehensive of a 

third blow, and deemed it meet to use much circumspection in conveying his treasure home; so 

he wrapped it up in rags as best he could, telling the good woman that he had no more use for the 

chest, but she might keep it if she wished, and give him a sack in exchange. This the good 

woman readily did; and he, thanking her as heartily as he could for the service she had rendered 

him, threw his sack over his shoulders, and, taking ship, crossed to Brindisi. Thence he made his 

way by the coast as far as Trani, where he found some of his townsfolk that were drapers, to 

whom he narrated all his adventures except that of the chest. They in charity gave him a suit of 

clothes, and lent him a horse and their escort as far as Ravello, whither, he said, he was minded 

to return. There, thanking God for bringing him safe home, he opened his sack, and examining 

its contents with more care than before, found the number, and fashion of the stones to be such 



that the sale of them at a moderate price, or even less, would leave him twice as rich as when he 

left Ravello. So, having disposed of his stones, he sent a large sum of money to Corfu in 

recompense of the service done him by the good woman who had rescued him from the sea, and 

also to his friends at Trani who had furnished him with the clothes; the residue he retained, and, 

making no more ventures in trade, lived and died in honourable estate. 

  



NOVEL V. — Andreuccio da Perugia comes to Naples to buy horses, meets with three serious 

adventures in one night, comes safe out of them all, and returns home with a ruby. — 

Landolfo's find of stones, began Fiammetta, on whom the narration now fell, has brought to 

my mind a story in which there are scarce fewer perilous scapes than in Lauretta's story, but with 

this difference: that, instead of a course of perhaps several years, a single night, as you shall hear, 

sufficed for their occurrence. 

In Perugia, by what I once gathered, there lived a young man, Andreuccio di Pietro by name, a 

horse-dealer, who, having learnt that horses were to be had cheap at Naples, put five hundred 

florins of gold in his purse, and in company with some other merchants went thither, never 

having been away from home before. On his arrival at Naples, which was on a Sunday evening, 

about vespers, he learnt from his host that the fair would be held on the following morning. 

Thither accordingly he then repaired, and looked at many horses which pleased him much, and 

cheapening them more and more, and failing to strike a bargain with any one, he from time to 

time, being raw and unwary, drew out his purse of florins in view of all that came and went, to 

shew that he meant business. 

While he was thus chaffering, and after he had shewn his purse, there chanced to come by a 

Sicilian girl, fair as fair could be, but ready to pleasure any man for a small consideration. He did 

not see her, but she saw him and his purse, and forthwith said to herself:—"Who would be in 

better luck than I if all those florins were mine?" and so she passed on. With the girl was an old 

woman, also a Sicilian, who, when she saw Andreuccio, dropped behind the girl, and ran towards 

him, making as if she would tenderly embrace him. The girl observing this said nothing, but 

stopped and waited a little way off for the old woman to rejoin her. Andreuccio turned as the old 

woman came up, recognised her, and greeted her very cordially; but time and place not 

permitting much converse, she left him, promising to visit him at his inn; and he resumed his 

chaffering, but bought nothing that morning. 

Her old woman's intimate acquaintance with Andreuccio had no more escaped the girl's notice 

than the contents of Andreuccio's purse; and with the view of devising, if possible, some way to 

make the money, either in whole or in part, her own, she began cautiously to ask the old woman, 

who and whence he was, what he did there, and how she came to know him. The old woman 

gave her almost as much and as circumstantial information touching Andreuccio and his affairs 

as he might have done himself, for she had lived a great while with his father, first in Sicily, and 

afterwards at Perugia. She likewise told the girl the name of his inn, and the purpose with which 

he had come to Naples. Thus fully armed with the names and all else that it was needful for her 

to know touching Andreuccio's kith and kin, the girl founded thereon her hopes of gratifying her 

cupidity, and forthwith devised a cunning stratagem to effect her purpose. Home she went, and 



gave the old woman work enough to occupy her all day, that she might not be able to visit 

Andreuccio; then, summoning to her aid a little girl whom she had well trained for such services, 

she sent her about vespers to the inn where Andreuccio lodged. Arrived there, the little girl asked 

for Andreuccio of Andreuccio himself, who chanced to be just outside the gate. On his 

answering that he was the man, she took him aside, and said:—"Sir, a lady of this country, so 

please you, would fain speak with you." Whereto he listened with all his ears, and having a great 

conceit of his person, made up his mind that the lady was in love with him, as if there were ne'er 

another handsome fellow in Naples but himself; so forthwith he replied, that he would wait on 

the lady, and asked where and when it would be her pleasure to speak with him. "Sir," replied the 

little girl, "she expects you in her own house, if you be pleased to come." "Lead on then, I follow 

thee," said Andreuccio promptly, vouchsafing never a word to any in the inn. So the little girl 

guided him to her mistress's house, which was situated in a quarter the character of which may 

be inferred from its name, Evil Hole. Of this, however, he neither knew nor suspected aught, but, 

supposing that the quarter was perfectly reputable and that he was going to see a sweet lady, 

strode carelessly behind the little girl into the house of her mistress, whom she summoned by 

calling out, "Andreuccio is here;" and Andreuccio then saw her advance to the head of the stairs 

to await his ascent. She was tall, still in the freshness of her youth, very fair of face, and very 

richly and nobly clad. As Andreuccio approached, she descended three steps to meet him with 

open arms, and clasped him round the neck, but for a while stood silent as if from excess of 

tenderness; then, bursting into a flood of tears, she kissed his brow, and in slightly broken 

accents said:—"O Andreuccio, welcome, welcome, my Andreuccio." Quite lost in wonder to be 

the recipient of such caresses, Andreuccio could only answer:—"Madam, well met." Whereupon 

she took him by the hand, led him up into her saloon, and thence without another word into her 

chamber, which exhaled throughout the blended fragrance of roses, orange-blossoms and other 

perfumes. He observed a handsome curtained bed, dresses in plenty hanging, as is customary in 

that country, on pegs, and other appointments very fair and sumptuous; which sights, being 

strange to him, confirmed his belief that he was in the house of no other than a great lady. They 

sate down side by side on a chest at the foot of the bed, and thus she began to speak:—

"Andreuccio, I cannot doubt that thou dost marvel both at the caresses which I bestow upon thee, 

and at my tears, seeing that thou knowest me not, and, maybe, hast never so much as heard my 

name; wait but a moment and thou shalt learn what perhaps will cause thee to marvel still, more 

to wit, that I am thy sister; and I tell thee, that, since of God's especial grace it is granted me to 

see one, albeit I would fain see all, of my brothers before I die, I shall not meet death, when the 

hour comes, without consolation; but thou, perchance, hast never heard aught of this; wherefore 

listen to what I shall say to thee. Pietro, my father and thine, as I suppose thou mayst have heard, 

dwelt a long while at Palermo, where his good heart and gracious bearing caused him to be (as 

he still is) much beloved by all that knew him; but by none was he loved so much as by a 

gentlewoman, afterwards my mother, then a widow, who, casting aside all respect for her father 



and brothers, ay, and her honour, grew so intimate with him that a child was born, which child 

am I thy sister, whom thou seest before thee. Shortly after my birth it so befell that Pietro must 

needs leave Palermo and return to Perugia, and I, his little daughter, was left behind with my 

mother at Palermo; nor, so far as I have been able to learn, did he ever again bestow a thought 

upon either of us. Wherefore—to say nothing of the love which he should have borne me, his 

daughter by no servant or woman of low degree—I should, were he not my father, gravely 

censure the ingratitude which he shewed towards my mother, who, prompted by a most loyal 

love, committed her fortune and herself to his keeping, without so much as knowing who he was. 

But to what end? The wrongs of long-ago are much more easily censured than redressed; enough 

that so it was. He left me a little girl at Palermo, where, when I was grown to be almost as thou 

seest me, my mother, who was a rich lady, gave me in marriage to an honest gentleman of the 

Girgenti family, who for love of my mother and myself settled in Palermo, and there, being a 

staunch Guelf, entered into correspondence with our King Charles;(1) which being discovered by 

King Frederic (2) before the time was ripe for action, we had perforce to flee from Sicily just 

when I was expecting to become the greatest lady that ever was in the island. So, taking with us 

such few things as we could, few, I say, in comparison of the abundance which we possessed, we 

bade adieu to our estates and palaces, and found a refuge in this country, and such favour with 

King Charles that, in partial compensation for the losses which we had sustained on his account, 

he has granted us estates and houses and an ample pension, which he regularly pays to my 

husband and thy brother-in-law, as thou mayst yet see. In this manner I live here but that I am 

blest with the sight of thee, I ascribe entirely to the mercy of God; and no thanks to thee, my 

sweet brother." So saying she embraced him again, and melting anew into tears kissed his brow. 

This story, so congruous, so consistent in every detail, came trippingly and without the least 

hesitancy from her tongue. Andreuccio remembered that his father had indeed lived at Palermo; 

he knew by his own experience the ways of young folk, how prone they are to love; he saw her 

melt into tears, he felt her embraces and sisterly kisses; and he took all she said for gospel. So, 

when she had done, he answered:—"Madam, it should not surprise you that I marvel, seeing that, 

in sooth, my father, for whatever cause, said never a word of you and your mother, or, if he did 

so, it came not to my knowledge, so that I knew no more of you than if you had not been; 

wherefore, the lonelier I am here, and the less hope I had of such good luck, the better pleased I 

am to have found here my sister. And indeed, I know not any man, however exalted his station, 

who ought not to be well pleased to have such a sister; much more, then, I, who am but a petty 

merchant; but, I pray you, resolve me of one thing: how came you to know that I was here?" 

Then answered she:—"'Twas told me this morning by a poor woman who is much about the 

house, because, as she tells me, she was long in the service of our father both at Palermo and at 

Perugia, and, but that it seemed more fitting that thou shouldst come to see me at home than that 

I should visit thee at an inn, I had long ago sought thee out." She then began to inquire 



particularly after all his kinsfolk by name, and Andreuccio, becoming ever more firmly 

persuaded of that which it was least for his good to believe, answered all her questions. Their 

conversation being thus prolonged and the heat great, she had Greek wine and sweetmeats 

brought in, and gave Andreuccio to drink; and when towards supper-time he made as if he would 

leave, she would in no wise suffer it; but, feigning to be very much vexed, she embraced him, 

saying:—"Alas! now 'tis plain how little thou carest for me: to think that thou art with thy sister, 

whom thou seest for the first time, and in her own house, where thou shouldst have alighted on 

thine arrival, and thou wouldst fain depart hence to go sup at an inn! Nay but, for certain, thou 

shalt sup with me; and albeit, to my great regret, my husband is not here, thou shalt see that I can 

do a lady's part in shewing thee honour." Andreuccio, not knowing what else to say, replied:—

"Sister, I care for you with all a brother's affection; but if I go not, supper will await me all the 

evening at the inn, and I shall justly be taxed with discourtesy." Then said she:—"Blessed be 

God, there is even now in the house one by whom I can send word that they are not to expect 

thee at the inn, albeit thou wouldst far better discharge the debt of courtesy by sending word to 

thy friends, that they come here to sup; and then, if go thou must, you might all go in a body." 

Andreuccio replied, that he would have none of his friends that evening, but since she would 

have him stay, he would even do her the pleasure. She then made a shew of sending word to the 

inn that they should not expect him at dinner. Much more talk followed; and then they sate down 

to a supper of many courses splendidly served, which she cunningly protracted until nightfall; 

nor, when they were risen from table, and Andreuccio was about to take his departure, would she 

by any means suffer it, saying that Naples was no place to walk about in after dark, least of all 

for a stranger, and that, as she had sent word to the inn that they were not to expect him at 

supper, so she had done the like in regard of his bed. Believing what she said, and being (in his 

false confidence) overjoyed to be with her, he stayed. After supper there was matter enough for 

talk both various and prolonged; and, when the night was in a measure spent, she gave up her 

own chamber to Andreuccio, leaving him with a small boy to shew him aught that he might have 

need of, while she retired with her women to another chamber. 

It was a very hot night , so, no sooner was Andreuccio alone than he stripped himself to his 

doublet, and drew off his stockings and laid them on the bed's head; and nature demanding a 

discharge of the surplus weight which he carried within him, he asked the lad where this might 

be done, and was shewn a door in a corner of the room, and told to go in there. Andreuccio, 

nothing doubting, did so, but, by ill luck, set his foot on a plank which was detached from the 

joist at the further end, whereby down it went, and he with it. By God's grace he took no hurt by 

the fall, though it was from some height, beyond sousing himself from head to foot in the ordure 

which filled the whole place, which, that you may the better understand what has been said, and 

that which is to follow, I will describe to you. A narrow and blind alley, such as we commonly 

see between two houses, was spanned by planks supported by joists on either side, and on the 



planks was the stool; of which planks that which fell with Andreuccio was one. Now 

Andreuccio, finding himself down there in the alley, fell to calling on the lad, who, as soon as he 

heard him fall, had run off, and promptly let the lady know what had happened. She hied 

forthwith to her chamber, and after a hasty search found Andreuccio's clothes and the money in 

them, for he foolishly thought to secure himself against risk by carrying it always on his person, 

and thus being possessed of the prize for which she had played her ruse, passing herself off as 

the sister of a man of Perugia, whereas she was really of Palermo, she concerned herself no 

further with Andreuccio except to close with all speed the door by which he had gone out when 

he fell. As the lad did not answer, Andreuccio began to shout more loudly; but all to no purpose. 

Whereby his suspicions were aroused, and he began at last to perceive the trick that had been 

played upon him; so he climbed over a low wall that divided the alley from the street, and hied 

him to the door of the house, which he knew very well. There for a long while he stood shouting 

and battering the door till it shook on its hinges; but all again to no purpose. No doubt of his 

misadventure now lurking in his mind, he fell to bewailing himself, saying:—"Alas! in how brief 

a time have I lost five hundred florins and a sister!" with much more of the like sort. Then he 

recommenced battering the door and shouting, to such a tune that not a few of the neighbours 

were roused, and finding the nuisance intolerable, got up; and one of the lady's servant-girls 

presented herself at the window with a very sleepy air, and said angrily:—"Who knocks below 

there?" "Oh!" said Andreuccio, "dost not know me? I am Andreuccio, Madam Fiordaliso's 

brother." "Good man," she rejoined, "if thou hast had too much to drink, go, sleep it off, and 

come back to-morrow. I know not Andreuccio, nor aught of the fantastic stuff thou pratest; 

prithee begone and be so good as to let us sleep in peace." "How?" said Andreuccio, "dost not 

understand what I say? For sure thou dost understand; but if Sicilian kinships are of such a sort 

that folk forget them so soon, at least return me my clothes, which I left within, and right glad 

shall I be to be off." Half laughing, she rejoined:— "Good man, methinks thou dost dream;" and, 

so saying, she withdrew and closed the window. Andreuccio by this time needed no further 

evidence of his wrongs; his wrath knew no bounds, and mortification well-nigh converted it into 

frenzy; he was minded to exact by force what he had failed to obtain by entreaties; and so, 

arming himself with a large stone, he renewed his attack upon the door with fury, dealing much 

heavier blows than at first. Wherefore, not a few of the neighbours, whom he had already roused 

from their beds, set him down as an ill-conditioned rogue, and his story as a mere fiction 

intended to annoy the good woman, (3) and resenting the din which he now made, came to their 

windows, just as, when a stranger dog makes his appearance, all the dogs of the quarter will run 

to bark at him, and called out in chorus:—"'Tis a gross affront to come at this time of night to the 

house of the good woman with this silly story. Prithee, good man, let us sleep in peace; begone 

in God's name; and if thou hast a score to settle with her, come to-morrow, but a truce to thy 

pestering to-night." 



Emboldened, perhaps, by these words, a man who lurked within the house, the good woman's 

bully, whom Andreuccio had as yet neither seen nor heard, shewed himself at the window, and 

said in a gruff voice and savage, menacing tone:—"Who is below there?" Andreuccio looked up 

in the direction of the voice, and saw standing at the window, yawning and rubbing his eyes as if 

he had just been roused from his bed, or at any rate from deep sleep, a fellow with a black and 

matted beard, who, as far as Andreuccio's means of judging went, bade fair to prove a most 

redoubtable champion. It was not without fear, therefore, that he replied:—"I am a brother of the 

lady who is within." The bully did not wait for him to finish his sentence, but, addressing him in 

a much sterner tone than before, called out:—"I know not why I come not down and give thee 

play with my cudgel, whilst thou givest me sign of life, ass, tedious driveller that thou must 

needs be, and drunken sot, thus to disturb our night's rest." Which said, he withdrew, and closed 

the window. Some of the neighbours who best knew the bully's quality gave Andreuccio fair 

words. "For God's sake," said they, "good man, take thyself off, stay not here to be murdered. 

'Twere best for thee to go." These counsels, which seemed to be dictated by charity, reinforced 

the fear which the voice and aspect of the bully had inspired in Andreuccio, who, thus despairing 

of recovering his money and in the deepest of dumps, set his face towards the quarter whence in 

the daytime he had blindly followed the little girl, and began to make his way back to the inn. 

But so noisome was the stench which he emitted that he resolved to turn aside and take a bath in 

the sea. So he bore leftward up a street called Ruga Catalana, and was on his way towards the 

steep of the city, when by chance he saw two men coming towards him, bearing a lantern, and 

fearing that they might be patrols or other men who might do him a mischief, he stole away and 

hid himself in a dismantled house to avoid them. The house, however, was presently entered by 

the two men, just as if they had been guided thither; and one of them having disburdened himself 

of some iron tools which he carried on his shoulder, they both began to examine them, passing 

meanwhile divers comments upon them. While they were thus occupied, "What," said one, 

means this? Such a stench as never before did I smell the like. "So saying, he raised the lantern a 

little; whereby they had a view of hapless Andreuccio, and asked in amazement:—"Who is 

there?" Whereupon Andreuccio was at first silent, but when they flashed the light close upon 

him, and asked him what he did there in such a filthy state, he told them all that had befallen 

him. Casting about to fix the place where it occurred, they said one to another:—"Of a surety 

'twas in the house of Scarabone Buttafuoco." Then said one, turning to Andreuccio:—"Good 

man, albeit thou hast lost thy money, thou hast cause enough to praise God that thou hadst the 

luck to fall; for hadst thou not fallen, be sure that, no sooner wert thou asleep, than thou hadst 

been knocked on the head, and lost not only thy money but thy life. But what boots it now to 

bewail thee? Thou mightest as soon pluck a star from the firmament as recover a single denier; 

nay, 'tis as much as thy life is worth if he do but hear that thou breathest a word of the affair." 



The two men then held a short consultation, at the close of which they said:—"Lo now; we are 

sorry for thee, and so we make thee a fair offer. If thou wilt join with us in a little matter which 

we have in hand, we doubt not but thy share of the gain will greatly exceed what thou hast lost." 

Andreuccio, being now desperate, answered that he was ready to join them. Now Messer Filippo 

Minutolo, Archbishop of Naples, had that day been buried with a ruby on his finger, worth over 

five hundred florins of gold, besides other ornaments of extreme value. The two men were 

minded to despoil the Archbishop of his fine trappings, and imparted their design to Andreuccio, 

who, cupidity getting the better of caution, approved it; and so they all three set forth. But as they 

were on their way to the cathedral, Andreuccio gave out so rank an odour that one said to the 

other:—"Can we not contrive that he somehow wash himself a little, that he stink not so 

shrewdly?" "Why yes," said the other, "we are now close to a well, which is never without the 

pulley and a large bucket; 'tis but a step thither, and we will wash him out of hand." Arrived at 

the well, they found that the rope was still there, but the bucket had been removed; so they 

determined to attach him to the rope, and lower him into the well, there to wash himself, which 

done, he was to jerk the rope, and they would draw him up. Lowered accordingly he was; but 

just as, now washen, he jerked the rope, it so happened that a company of patrols, being thirsty 

because 'twas a hot night and some rogue had led them a pretty dance, came to the well to drink. 

The two men fled, unobserved, as soon as they caught sight of the newcomers, who, parched 

with thirst, laid aside their bucklers, arms and surcoats, and fell to hauling on the rope, that it 

bore the bucket, full of water. When, therefore, they saw Andreuccio, as he neared the brink of 

the well, loose the rope and clutch the brink with his hands, they were stricken with a sudden 

terror, and without uttering a word let go the rope, and took to flight with all the speed they could 

make. Whereat Andreuccio marvelled mightily, and had he not kept a tight grip on the brink of 

the well, he would certainly have gone back to the bottom and hardly have escaped grievous 

hurt, or death. Still greater was his astonishment, when, fairly landed on terra firma, he found the 

patrols' arms lying there, which he knew had not been carried by his comrades. He felt a vague 

dread, he knew not why; he bewailed once more his evil fortune; and without venturing to touch 

the arms, he left the well and wandered he knew not whither. As he went, however, he fell in 

with his two comrades, now returning to draw him out of the well; who no sooner saw him than 

in utter amazement they demanded who had hauled him up. Andreuccio answered that he knew 

not, and then told them in detail how it had come about, and what he had found beside the well. 

They laughed as they apprehended the circumstances, and told him why they had fled, and who 

they were that had hauled him up. Then without further parley, for it was now midnight, they 

hied them to the cathedral. They had no difficulty in entering and finding the tomb, which was a 

magnificent structure of marble, and with their iron implements they raised the lid, albeit it was 

very heavy, to a height sufficient to allow a man to enter, and propped it up. This done, a 

dialogue ensued. "Who shall go in?" said one. "Not I," said the other. "Nor I," rejoined his 

companion; "let Andreuccio go in." "That will not I," said Andreuccio. Whereupon both turned 



upon him and said:—"How? thou wilt not go in? By God, if thou goest not in, we will give thee 

that over the pate with one of these iron crowbars that thou shalt drop down dead." Terror-

stricken, into the tomb Andreuccio went, saying to himself as he did so:—"These men will have 

me go in, that they may play a trick upon me: when I have handed everything up to them, and am 

sweating myself to get out of the tomb, they will be off about their business, and I shall be left, 

with nothing for my pains." So he determined to make sure of his own part first; and bethinking 

him of the precious ring of which he had heard them speak, as soon as he had completed the 

descent, he drew the ring off the Archbishop's finger, and put it on his own: he then handed up 

one by one the crosier, mitre and gloves, and other of the Archbishop's trappings, stripping him 

to his shirt; which done, he told his comrades that there was nothing more. They insisted that the 

ring must be there, and bade him search everywhere. This he feigned to do, ejaculating from time 

to time that he found it not; and thus he kept them a little while in suspense. But they, who, were 

in their way as cunning as he, kept on exhorting him to make a careful search, and, seizing their 

opportunity, withdrew the prop that supported the lid of the tomb, and took to their heels, leaving 

him there a close prisoner. You will readily conceive how Andreuccio behaved when he 

understood his situation. More than once he applied his head and shoulders to the lid and sought 

with might and main to heave it up; but all his efforts were fruitless; so that at last, overwhelmed 

with anguish he fell in a swoon on the corpse of the Archbishop, and whether of the twain were 

the more lifeless, Andreuccio or the Archbishop, 'twould have puzzled an observer to determine. 

When he came to himself he burst into a torrent of tears, seeing now nothing in store for him 

but either to perish there of hunger and fetid odours beside the corpse and among the worms, or, 

should the tomb be earlier opened, to be taken and hanged as a thief. These most lugubrious 

meditations were interrupted by a sound of persons walking and talking in the church. They were 

evidently a numerous company, and their purpose, as Andreuccio surmised, was the very same 

with which he and his comrades had come thither: whereby his terror was mightily increased. 

Presently the folk opened the tomb, and propped up the lid, and then fell to disputing as to who 

should go in. None was willing, and the contention was protracted; but at length one— 'twas a 

priest—said:—"Of what are ye afeared? Think ye to be eaten by him? Nay, the dead eat not the 

living. I will go in myself." So saying he propped his breast upon the edge of the lid, threw his 

head back, and thrust his legs within, that he might go down feet foremost. On sight whereof 

Andreuccio started to his feet, and seizing hold of one of the priest's legs, made as if he would 

drag him down; which caused the priest to utter a prodigious yell, and bundle himself out of the 

tomb with no small celerity. The rest took to flight in a panic, as if a hundred thousand devils 

were at their heels. The tomb being thus left open, Andreuccio, the ring still on his finger, spring 

out. The way by which he had entered the church served him for egress, and roaming at random, 

he arrived towards daybreak at the coast. Diverging thence he came by chance upon his inn, 

where he found that his host and his comrades had been anxious about him all night. When he 



told them all that had befallen him, they joined with the host in advising him to leave Naples at 

once. He accordingly did so, and returned to Perugia, having invested in a ring the money with 

which he had intended to buy horses. 

(1) Charles II. of Naples, son of Charles of Anjou. (2) Frederic II. of Sicily, younger son of 

Peter III. of Arragon. (3) I. e. the bawd. 

  



NOVEL VI. — Madam Beritola loses two sons, is found with two kids on an island, goes thence 

to Lunigiana, where one of her sons takes service with her master, and lies with his daughter, for 

which he is put in prison. Sicily rebels against King Charles, the son is recognised by the mother, 

marries the master's daughter, and, his brother being discovered, is reinstated in great honour. 

— 

The ladies and the young men alike had many a hearty laugh over Fiammetta's narrative of 

Andreuccio's adventures, which ended, Emilia, at the queen's command, thus began:— 

Grave and grievous are the vicissitudes with which Fortune makes us acquainted, and as 

discourse of such matter serves to awaken our minds, which are so readily lulled to sleep by her 

flatteries, I deem it worthy of attentive hearing by all, whether they enjoy her favour or endure 

her frown, in that it ministers counsel to the one sort and consolation to the other. Wherefore, 

albeit great matters have preceded it, I mean to tell you a story, not less true than touching, of 

adventures whereof the issue was indeed felicitous, but the antecedent bitterness so long drawn 

out that scarce can I believe that it was ever sweetened by ensuing happiness. 

Dearest ladies, you must know that after the death of the Emperor Frederic II. the crown of 

Sicily passed to Manfred; whose favour was enjoyed in the highest degree by a gentleman of 

Naples, Arrighetto Capece by name, who had to wife Madonna Beritola Caracciola, a fair and 

gracious lady, likewise a Neapolitan. Now when Manfred was conquered and slain by King 

Charles I. at Benevento, and the whole realm transferred its allegiance to the conqueror, 

Arrighetto, who was then governor of Sicily, no sooner received the tidings than he prepared for 

instant flight, knowing that little reliance was to be placed on the fleeting faith of the Sicilians, 

and not being minded to become a subject of his master's enemy. But the Sicilians having 

intelligence of his plans, he and many other friends and servants of King Manfred were 

surprised, taken prisoners and delivered over to King Charles, to whom the whole island was 

soon afterwards surrendered. In this signal reversal of the wonted course of things Madam 

Beritola, knowing not what was become of Arrighetto, and from the past ever auguring future 

evil, lest she should suffer foul dishonour, abandoned all that she possessed, and with a son of, 

perhaps, eight years, Giusfredi by name, being also pregnant, fled in a boat to Lipari, where she 

gave birth to another male child, whom she named Outcast. Then with her sons and a hired nurse 

she took ship for Naples, intending there to rejoin her family. Events, however, fell out otherwise 

than she expected; for by stress of weather the ship was carried out of her course to the desert 

island of Ponza, (1) where they put in to a little bay until such time as they might safely continue 

their voyage. Madam Beritola landed with the rest on the island, and, leaving them all, sought 

out a lonely and secluded spot, and there abandoned herself to melancholy brooding on the loss 

of her dear Arrighetto. While thus she spent her days in solitary preoccupation with her grief it 

chanced that a galley of corsairs swooped down upon the island, and, before either the mariners 



or any other folk were aware of their peril, made an easy capture of them all and sailed away; so 

that, when Madam Beritola, her wailing for that day ended, returned, as was her wont, to the 

shore to solace herself with the sight of her sons, she found none there. At first she was lost in 

wonder, then with a sudden suspicion of the truth she bent her eyes seaward, and there saw the 

galley still at no great distance, towing the ship in her wake. Thus apprehending beyond all 

manner of doubt that she had lost her sons as well as her husband, and that, alone, desolate and 

destitute, she might not hope, that any of her lost ones would ever be restored to her, she fell 

down on the shore in a swoon with the names of her husband and sons upon her lips. None was 

there to administer cold water or aught else that might recall her truant powers; her animal spirits 

might even wander whithersoever they would at their sweet will: strength, however, did at last 

return to her poor exhausted frame, and therewith tears and lamentations, as, plaintively 

repeating her sons' names, she roamed in quest of them from cavern to cavern. Long time she 

sought them thus; but when she saw that her labour was in vain, and that night was closing in, 

hope, she knew not why, began to return, and with it some degree of anxiety on her own account. 

Wherefore she left the shore and returned to the cavern where she had been wont to indulge her 

plaintive mood. She passed the night in no small fear and indescribable anguish; the new day 

came, and, as she had not supped, she was fain after tierce to appease her hunger, as best she 

could, by a breakfast of herbs: this done, she wept and began to ruminate on her future way of 

life. While thus engaged, she observed a she-goat come by and go into an adjacent cavern, and 

after a while come forth again and go into the wood: thus roused from her reverie she got up, 

went into the cavern from which the she-goat had issued, and there saw two kids, which might 

have been born that very day, and seemed to her the sweetest and the most delicious things in the 

world: and, having, by reason of her recent delivery, milk still within her, she took them up 

tenderly, and set them to her breast. They, nothing loath, sucked at her teats as if she had been 

their own dam; and thenceforth made no distinction between her and the dam. Which caused the 

lady to feel that she had found company in the desert; and so, living on herbs and water, weeping 

as often as she bethought her of her husband and sons and her past life, she disposed herself to 

live and die there, and became no less familiar with the she-goat than with her young. 

The gentle lady thus leading the life of a wild creature, it chanced that after some months 

stress of weather brought a Pisan ship to the very same bay in which she had landed. The ship lay 

there for several days, having on board a gentleman, Currado de' Malespini by name (of the same 

family as the Marquis), who with his noble and most devout lady was returning home from a 

pilgrimage, having visited all the holy places in the realm of Apulia. To beguile the tedium of the 

sojourn Currado with his lady, some servants and his dogs, set forth one day upon a tour through 

the island. As they neared the place where Madam Beritola dwelt, Currado's dogs on view of the 

two kids, which, now of a fair size, were grazing, gave chase. The kids, pursued by the dogs, 

made straight for Madam Beritola's cavern. She, seeing what was toward, started to her feet, 



caught up a stick, and drove the dogs back. Currado and his lady coming up after the dogs, gazed 

on Madam Beritola, now tanned and lean and hairy, with wonder, which she more than 

reciprocated. At her request Currado called off the dogs; and then he and his lady besought her 

again and again to say who she was and what she did there. So she told them all about herself, 

her rank, her misfortunes, and the savage life which she was minded to lead. Currado, who had 

known Arrighetto Capece very well, was moved to tears by compassion, and exhausted all his 

eloquence to induce her to change her mind, offering to escort her home, or to take her to live 

with him in honourable estate as his sister until God should vouchsafe her kindlier fortune. The 

lady, declining all his offers, Currado left her with his wife, whom he bade see that food was 

brought thither, and let Madam Beritola, who was all in rags, have one of her own dresses to 

wear, and do all that she could to persuade her to go with them. So the gentle lady stayed with 

Madam Beritola, and after condoling with her at large on her misfortunes had food and clothing 

brought to her, and with the greatest difficulty in the world prevailed upon her to eat and dress 

herself. At last, after much beseeching, she induced her to depart from her oft-declared intention 

never to go where she might meet any that knew her, and accompany them to Lunigiana, taking 

with her the two kids and the dam, which latter had in the meantime returned, and to the gentle 

lady's great surprise had greeted Madam Beritola with the utmost affection. So with the return of 

fair weather Madam Beritola, taking with her the dam and the two kids, embarked with Currado 

and his lady on their ship, being called by them—for her true name was not to be known of all—

Cavriuola; (2) and the wind holding fair, they speedily reached the mouth of the Magra, (3) and 

landing hied them to Currado's castle where Madam Beritola abode with Currado's lady in the 

quality of her maid, serving her well and faithfully, wearing widow's weeds, and feeding and 

tending her kids with assiduous and loving care. 

The corsairs, who, not espying Madam Beritola, had left her at Ponza when they took the ship 

on which she had come thither, had made a course to Genoa, taking with them all the other folk. 

On their arrival the owners of the galley shared the booty, and so it happened that as part thereof 

Madam Beritola's nurse and her two boys fell to the lot of one Messer Guasparrino d'Oria, who 

sent all three to his house, being minded to keep them there as domestic slaves. The nurse, beside 

herself with grief at the loss of her mistress and the woful plight in which she found herself and 

her two charges, shed many a bitter tear. But, seeing that they were unavailing, and that she and 

the boys were slaves together, she, having, for all her low estate, her share of wit and good sense, 

made it her first care to comfort them; then, regardful of the condition to which they were 

reduced, she bethought her, that, if the lads were recognised, 'twould very likely be injurious to 

them. So, still hoping that some time or another Fortune would change her mood, and they be 

able, if living, to regain their lost estate, she resolved to let none know who they were, until she 

saw a fitting occasion; and accordingly, whenever she was questioned thereof by any, she gave 

them out as her own children. The name of the elder she changed from Giusfredi to Giannotto di 



Procida; the name of the younger she did not think it worth while to change. She spared no pains 

to make Giusfredi understand the reason why she had changed his name, and, the risk which he 

might run if he were recognised. This she impressed upon him not once only but many times; 

and the boy, who was apt to learn, followed the instructions of the wise nurse with perfect 

exactitude. 

So the two boys, ill clad and worse shod, continued with the nurse in Messer Guasparrino's 

house for two years, patiently performing all kinds of menial offices. But Giannotto, being now 

sixteen years old, and of a spirit that consorted ill with servitude, brooked not the baseness of his 

lot, and dismissed himself from Messer Guasparrino's service by getting aboard a galley bound 

for Alexandria, and travelled far and wide, and fared never the better. In the course of his 

wanderings he learned that his father, whom he had supposed to be dead, was still living, but 

kept in prison under watch and ward by King Charles. He was grown a tall handsome young 

man, when, perhaps three or four years after he had given Messer Guasparrino the slip, weary of 

roaming and all but despairing of his fortune, he came to Lunigiana, and by chance took service 

with Currado Malespini, who found him handy, and was well-pleased with him. His mother, who 

was in attendance on Currado's lady, he seldom saw, and never recognised her, nor she him; so 

much had time changed both from their former aspect since they last met. While Giannotto was 

thus in the service of Currado, it fell out by the death of Niccolo da Grignano that his widow, 

Spina, Currado's daughter, returned to her father's house. Very fair she was and loveable, her age 

not more than sixteen years, and so it was that she saw Giannotto with favour, and he her, and 

both fell ardently in love with one another. Their passion was early gratified; but several months 

elapsed before any detected its existence. Wherefore, growing overbold, they began to dispense 

with the precautions which such an affair demanded. So one day, as they walked with others 

through a wood, where the trees grew fair and close, the girl and Giannotto left the rest of the 

company some distance behind, and, thinking that they were well in advance, found a fair 

pleasaunce girt in with trees and carpeted with abundance of grass and flowers, and fell to 

solacing themselves after the manner of lovers. Long time they thus dallied, though such was 

their delight that all too brief it seemed to them, and so it befell that they were surprised first by 

the girl's mother and then by Currado. Pained beyond measure by what he had seen, Currado, 

without assigning any cause, had them both arrested by three of his servants and taken in chains 

to one of his castles; where in a frenzy of passionate wrath he left them, resolved to put them to 

an ignominious death. The girl's mother was also very angry, and deemed her daughter's fall 

deserving of the most rigorous chastisement, but, when by one of Currado's chance words she 

divined the doom which he destined for the guilty pair, she could not reconcile herself to it, and 

hasted to intercede with her angry husband, beseeching him to refrain the impetuous wrath which 

would hurry him in his old age to murder his daughter and imbrue his hands in the blood of his 

servant, and vent it in some other way, as by close confinement and duress, whereby the culprits 



should be brought to repent them of their fault in tears. Thus, and with much more to the like 

effect, the devout lady urged her suit, and at length prevailed upon her husband to abandon his 

murderous design. Wherefore, he commanded that the pair should be confined in separate 

prisons, and closely guarded, and kept short of food and in sore discomfort, until further order; 

which was accordingly done; and the life which the captives led, their endless tears, their fasts of 

inordinate duration, may be readily imagined. 

Giannotto and Spina had languished in this sorry plight for full a year, entirely ignored by 

Currado, when in concert with Messer Gian di Procida, King Peter of Arragon raised a rebellion 

(4) in the island of Sicily, and wrested it from King Charles, whereat Currado, being a 

Ghibelline, was overjoyed. Hearing the tidings from one of his warders, Giannotto heaved a 

great sigh, and said:—"Alas, fourteen years have I been a wanderer upon the face of the earth, 

looking for no other than this very event; and now, that my hopes of happiness may be for ever 

frustrate, it has come to pass only to find me in prison, whence I may never think to issue alive." 

"How?" said the warder; "what signify to thee these doings of these mighty monarchs? What part 

hadst thou in Sicily?" Giannotto answered:—"'Tis as if my heart were breaking when I bethink 

me of my father and what part he had in Sicily. I was but a little lad when I fled the island, but 

yet I remember him as its governor in the time of King Manfred." "And who then was thy 

father?" demanded the warder. "His name," rejoined Giannotto, "I need no longer scruple to 

disclose, seeing that I find myself in the very strait which I hoped to avoid by concealing it. He 

was and still is, if he live, Arrighetto Capece; and my name is not Giannotto but Giusfredi; and I 

doubt not but, were I once free, and back in Sicily, I might yet hold a very honourable position in 

the island." 

The worthy man asked no more questions, but, as soon as he found opportunity, told what he 

had learned to Currado, who, albeit he made light of it in the warder's presence, repaired to 

Madam Beritola, and asked her in a pleasant manner, whether she had had by Arrighetto a son 

named Giusfredi. The lady answered, in tears, that, if the elder of her two sons were living, such 

would be his name, and his age twenty-two years. This inclined Currado to think that Giannotto 

and Giusfredi were indeed one and the same; and it occurred to him, that, if so it were, he might 

at once shew himself most merciful and blot out his daughter's shame and his own by giving her 

to him in marriage; wherefore he sent for Giannotto privily, and questioned him in detail 

touching his past life. And finding by indubitable evidence that he was indeed Giusfredi, son of 

Arrighetto Capece, he said to him:—"Giannotto, thou knowest the wrong which thou hast done 

me in the person of my daughter, what and how great it is, seeing that I used thee well and 

kindly, and thou shouldst therefore, like a good servant, have shewn thyself jealous of my 

honour, and zealous in my interest; and many there are who, hadst thou treated them as thou hast 

treated me, would have caused thee to die an ignominious death; which my clemency would not 

brook. But now, as it is even so as thou sayst, and thou art of gentle blood by both thy parents, I 



am minded to put an end to thy sufferings as soon as thou wilt, releasing thee from the captivity 

in which thou languishest, and setting thee in a happy place, and reinstating at once thy honour 

and my own. Thy intimacy with Spina—albeit, shameful to both—was yet prompted by love. 

Spina, as thou knowest, is a widow, and her dower is ample and secure. What her breeding is, 

and her father's and her mother's, thou knowest: of thy present condition I say nought. 

Wherefore, when thou wilt, I am consenting, that, having been with dishonour thy friend, she 

become with honour thy wife, and that, so long as it seem good to thee, thou tarry here with her 

and me as my son." 

Captivity had wasted Giannotto's flesh, but had in no degree impaired the generosity of spirit 

which he derived from his ancestry, or the whole-hearted love which he bore his lady. So, albeit 

he ardently desired that which Currado offered, and knew that he was in Currado's power, yet, 

even as his magnanimity prompted, so, unswervingly, he made answer:— "Currado, neither 

ambition nor cupidity nor aught else did ever beguile me to any treacherous machination against 

either thy person or thy property. Thy daughter I loved, and love and shall ever love, because I 

deem her worthy of my love, and, if I dealt with her after a fashion which to the mechanic mind 

seems hardly honourable, I did but commit that fault which is ever congenial to youth, which can 

never be eradicated so long as youth continues, and which, if the aged would but remember that 

they were once young and would measure the delinquencies of others by their own and their own 

by those of others, would not be deemed so grave as thou and many others depict it; and what I 

did, I did as a friend, not as an enemy. That which thou offerest I have ever desired and should 

long ago have sought, had I supposed that thou wouldst grant it, and 'twill be the more grateful to 

me in proportion to the depth of my despair. But if thy intent be not such, as thy words import, 

feed me not with vain hopes, but send me back to prison there to suffer whatever thou mayst be 

pleased to inflict; nor doubt that even as I love Spina, so for love of her shall I ever love thee, 

though thou do thy worst, and still hold thee in reverent regard. 

Currado marvelled to hear him thus speak, and being assured of his magnanimity and the 

fervour of his love, held him the more dear; wherefore he rose, embraced and kissed him, and 

without further delay bade privily bring thither Spina, who left her prison wasted and wan and 

weak, and so changed that she seemed almost another woman than of yore, even as Giannotto 

was scarce his former self. Then and there in Currado's presence they plighted their troth 

according to our custom of espousals; and some days afterwards Currado, having in the 

meantime provided all things meet for their convenience and solace, yet so as that none should 

surmise what had happened, deemed it now time to gladden their mothers with the news. So he 

sent for his lady and Cavriuola, and thus, addressing Cavriuola, he spoke:—"What would you 

say, madam, were I to restore you your elder son as the husband of one of my daughters?" 

Cavriuola answered:—"I should say, that, were it possible for you to strengthen the bond which 

attaches me to you, then assuredly you had so done, in that you restored to me that which I 



cherish more tenderly than myself, and in such a guise as in some measure to renew within me 

the hope which I had lost: more I could not say." And so, weeping, she was silent. Then, turning 

to his lady, Currado said:—"And thou, madam, what wouldst thou think if I were to present thee 

with such a son-in-law?" "A son-in-law," she answered, "that was not of gentle blood, but a mere 

churl, so he pleased you, would well content me." "So!" returned Currado; "I hope within a few 

days to gladden the hearts of both of you." 

He waited only until the two young folk had recovered their wonted mien, and were clad in a 

manner befitting their rank. Then, addressing Giusfredi, he said:—"Would it not add to thy joy to 

see thy mother here?" "I dare not hope," returned Giusfredi," that she has survived calamities and 

sufferings such as hers; but were it so, great indeed would be my joy, and none the less that by 

her counsel I might be aided to the recovery (in great measure) of my lost heritage in Sicily." 

Whereupon Currado caused both the ladies to come thither, and presented to them the bride. The 

gladness with which they both greeted her was a wonder to behold, and no less great was their 

wonder at the benign inspiration that had prompted Currado to unite her in wedlock with 

Giannotto, whom Currado's words caused Madam Beritola to survey with some attention. A 

hidden spring of memory was thus touched; she recognised in the man the lineaments of her boy, 

and awaiting no further evidence she ran with open arms and threw herself upon his neck. No 

word did she utter, for very excess of maternal tenderness and joy; but, every avenue of sense 

closed, she fell as if bereft of life within her son's embrace. Giannotto, who had often seen her in 

the castle and never recognised her, marvelled not a little, but nevertheless it at once flashed 

upon him that 'twas his mother, and blaming himself for his past inadvertence he took her in his 

arms and wept and tenderly kissed her. With gentle solicitude Currado's lady and Spina came to 

her aid, and restored her suspended animation with cold water and other remedies. She then with 

many tender and endearing words kissed him a thousand times or more, which tokens of her love 

he received with a look of reverential acknowledgment. Thrice, nay a fourth time were these glad 

and gracious greetings exchanged, and joyful indeed were they that witnessed them, and 

hearkened while mother and son compared their past adventures. Then Currado, who had already 

announced his new alliance to his friends, and received their felicitations proceeded to give order 

for the celebration of the event with all becoming gaiety and splendour. As he did so, Giusfredi 

said to him:—"Currado, you have long given my mother honourable entertainment, and on me 

you have conferred many boons; wherefore, that you may fill up the measure of your kindness, 

'tis now my prayer that you be pleased to gladden my mother and my marriage feast and me with 

the presence of my brother, now in servitude in the house of Messer Guasparrino d'Oria, who, as 

I have already told you, made prize of both him and me; and that then you send some one to 

Sicily, who shall make himself thoroughly acquainted with the circumstances and condition of 

the country, and find out how it has fared with my father Arrighetto, whether he be alive or dead, 

and if alive, in what circumstances, and being thus fully informed, return to us with the tidings." 



Currado assented, and forthwith sent most trusty agents both to Genoa and to Sicily. So in due 

time an envoy arrived at Genoa, and made instant suit to Guasparrino on Currado's part for the 

surrender of Outcast and the nurse, setting forth in detail all that had passed between Currado 

and Giusfredi and his mother. Whereat Messer Guasparrino was mightily astonished, and said:—

"Of a surety there is nought that, being able, I would not do to pleasure Currado; and, true it is 

that I have had in my house for these fourteen years the boy whom thou dost now demand of me, 

and his mother, and gladly will I surrender them; but tell Currado from me to beware of 

excessive credulity, and to put no faith in the idle tales of Giannotto, or Giusfredi, as thou sayst 

he calls himself, who is by no means so guileless as he supposes." 

Then, having provided for the honourable entertainment of the worthy envoy, he sent privily 

for the nurse, and cautiously sounded her as to the affair. The nurse had heard of the revolt of 

Sicily, and had learned that Arrighetto was still alive. She therefore banished fear, and told 

Messer Guasparrino the whole story, and explained to him the reasons why she had acted as she 

had done. Finding that what she said accorded very well with what he had learned from 

Currado's envoy, he inclined to credit the story, and most astutely probing the matter in divers 

ways, and always finding fresh grounds for confidence, he reproached himself for the sorry 

manner in which he had treated the boy, and by way of amends gave him one of his own 

daughters, a beautiful girl of eleven years, to wife with a dowry suited to Arrighetto's rank, and 

celebrated their nuptials with great festivity, He then brought the boy and girl, Currado's envoy, 

and the nurse in a well-armed galliot to Lerici, being there met by Currado, who had a castle not 

far off, where great preparations had been made for their entertainment: and thither accordingly 

he went with his whole company. What cheer the mother had of her son, the brothers of one 

another, and all the three of the faithful nurse; what cheer Messer Guasparrino and his daughter 

had of all, and all of them, and what cheer all had of Currado and his lady and their sons and 

their friends, words may not describe; wherefore, my ladies, I leave it to your imagination. And 

that their joy might be full, God, who, when He gives, gives most abundantly, added the glad 

tidings that Arrighetto Capece was alive and prosperous. For, when in the best of spirits the 

ladies and gentlemen had sat them down to feast, and they were yet at the first course, the envoy 

from Sicily arrived, and among other matters reported, that, no sooner had the insurrection 

broken out in the island than the people hied them in hot haste to the prison where Arrighetto 

was kept in confinement by King Charles, and despatching the guards, brought him forth, and 

knowing him to be a capital enemy to King Charles made him their captain, and under his 

command fell upon and massacred the French. Whereby he had won the highest place in the 

favour of King Peter, who had granted him restitution of all his estates and honours, so that he 

was now both prosperous and mighty. The envoy added that Arrighetto had received him with 

every token of honour, had manifested the utmost delight on hearing of his lady and son, of 



whom no tidings had reached him since his arrest, and had sent, to bring them home, a brigantine 

with some gentlemen aboard, whose arrival might hourly be expected. 

The envoy, and the good news which he brought, were heartily welcome; and presently 

Currado, with some of his friends, encountered the gentlemen who came for Madam Beritola and 

Giusfredi, and saluting them cordially invited them to his feast, which was not yet half done. Joy 

unheard of was depicted on the faces of the lady, of Giusfredi, and of all the rest as they greeted 

them; nor did they on their part take their places at the table before, as best they might, they had 

conveyed to Currado and his lady Arrighetto's greetings and grateful acknowledgments of the 

honour which they had conferred upon his lady and his son, and had placed Arrighetto, to the 

uttermost of his power, entirely at their service. Then, turning to Messer Guasparrino, of whose 

kindness Arrighetto surmised nothing, they said that they were very sure that, when he learned 

the boon which Outcast had received at his hands, he would pay him the like and an even greater 

tribute of gratitude. This speech ended, they feasted most joyously with the brides and 

bridegrooms. So passed the day, the first of many which Currado devoted to honouring his son-

in-law and his other intimates, both kinsfolk and friends. The time of festivity ended, Madam 

Beritola and Giusfredi and the rest felt that they must leave: so, taking Spina with them, they 

parted, not without many tears, from Currado and his lady and Guasparrino, and went aboard the 

brigantine, which, wafted by a prosperous wind, soon brought them to Sicily. At Palermo they 

were met by Arrighetto, who received them all, ladies and sons alike, with such cheer as it were 

vain to attempt to describe. There it is believed that they all lived long and happily and in amity 

with God, being not unmindful of the blessings which He had conferred upon them. 

(1) The largest, now inhabited, of a group of islets in the Gulf of Gaeta. (2) I.e. she-goat. (3) 

Between Liguria and Tuscany. (4) The Sicilian Vespers, Easter, 1282. 

  



NOVEL VII. — The Soldan of Babylon sends one of his daughters overseas, designing to marry 

her to the King of Algarve. By divers adventures she comes in the space of four years into the 

hands of nine men in divers places. At last she is restored to her father, whom she quits again in 

the guise of a virgin, and, as was at first intended, is married to the King of Algarve. — 

Had Emilia's story but lasted a little longer, the young ladies would perhaps have been moved 

to tears, so great was the sympathy which they felt for Madam Beritola in her various fortunes. 

But now that it was ended, the Queen bade Pamfilo follow suit; and he, than whom none was 

more obedient, thus began:— 

Hardly, gracious ladies, is it given to us to know that which makes for our good; insomuch 

that, as has been observable in a multitude of instances, many, deeming that the acquisition of 

great riches would ensure them an easy and tranquil existence, have not only besought them of 

God in prayer, but have sought them with such ardour that they have spared no pains and shrunk 

from no danger in the quest, and have attained their end only to lose, at the hands of some one 

covetous of their vast inheritance, a life with which before the days of their prosperity they were 

well content. Others, whose course, perilous with a thousand battles, stained with the blood of 

their brothers and their friends, has raised them from base to regal estate, have found in place of 

the felicity they expected an infinity of cares and fears, and have proved by experience that a 

chalice may be poisoned, though it be of gold, and set on the table of a king. Many have most 

ardently desired beauty and strength and other advantages of person, and have only been taught 

their error by the death or dolorous life which these very advantages entailed upon them. And so, 

not to instance each particular human desire, I say, in sum, that there is none of, them that men 

may indulge in full confidence as exempt from the chances and changes of fortune; wherefore, if 

we would act rightly, we ought to school ourselves to take and be content with that which He 

gives us, who alone knows and can afford us that of which we have need. But, divers as are the 

aberrations of desire to which men are prone, so, gracious ladies, there is one to which you are 

especially liable, in that you are unduly solicitous of beauty, insomuch, that, not content with the 

charms which nature has allotted you, you endeavour to enhance them with wondrous ingenuity 

of art; wherefore I am minded to make you acquainted with the coil of misadventures in which 

her beauty involved a fair Saracen, who in the course of, perhaps, four years was wedded nine 

several times. 

There was of yore a Soldan of Babylon (1), by name of Beminedab, who in his day had cause 

enough to be well content with his luck. Many children male and female had he, and among 

them a daughter, Alatiel by name, who by common consent of all that saw her was the most 

beautiful woman then to be found in the world. Now the Soldan, having been signally aided by 

the King of Algarve (2) in inflicting a great defeat upon a host of Arabs that had attacked him, 

had at his instance and by way of special favour given Alatiel to the King to wife; wherefore, 



with an honourable escort of gentlemen and ladies most nobly and richly equipped, he placed her 

aboard a well-armed, well-furnished ship, and, commending her to God, sped her on her journey. 

The mariners, as soon as the weather was favourable, hoisted sail, and for some days after their 

departure from Alexandria had a prosperous voyage; but when they had passed Sardinia, and 

were beginning to think that they were nearing their journey's end, they were caught one day 

between divers cross winds, each blowing with extreme fury, whereby the ship laboured so 

sorely that not only the lady but the seamen from time to time gave themselves up for lost. But 

still, most manfully and skilfully they struggled might and main with the tempest, which, ever 

waxing rather than waning, buffeted them for two days with immense unintermittent surges; and 

being not far from the island of Majorca, as the third night began to close in, wrapt in clouds and 

mist and thick darkness, so that they saw neither the sky nor aught else, nor by any nautical skill 

might conjecture where they were, they felt the ship's timbers part. Wherefore, seeing no way to 

save the ship, each thought only how best to save himself, and, a boat being thrown out, the 

masters first, and then the men, one by one, though the first-comers sought with knives in their 

hands to bar the passage of the rest, all, rather than remain in the leaky ship, crowded into it, and 

there found the death which they hoped to escape. For the boat, being in such stress of weather, 

and with such a burden quite unmanageable, went under, and all aboard her perished; whereas 

the ship, leaky though she was, and all but full of water, yet, driven by the fury of the tempest, 

was hurled with prodigious velocity upon the shore of the island of Majorca, and struck it with 

such force as to embed herself in the sand, perhaps a stone's throw from terra firma, where she 

remained all night beaten and washed by the sea, but no more to be moved by the utmost 

violence of the gale. None had remained aboard her but the lady and her women, whom the 

malice of the elements and their fears had brought to the verge of death. When it was broad day 

and the storm was somewhat abated, the lady, half dead, raised her head, and in faltering accents 

began to call first one and then another of her servants. She called in vain, however; for those 

whom she called were too far off to hear. Great indeed was her wonder and fear to find herself 

thus without sight of human face or sound of other voice than her own; but, struggling to her feet 

as best she might, she looked about her, and saw the ladies that were of her escort, and the other 

women, all prostrate on the deck; so, after calling them one by one, she began at length to touch 

them, and finding few that shewed sign of life, for indeed, between grievous sea-sickness and 

fear, they had little life left, she grew more terrified than before. However, being in sore need of 

counsel, all alone as she was, and without knowledge or means of learning where she was, she at 

last induced such as had life in them to get upon their feet, with whom, as none knew where the 

men were gone, and the ship was now full of water and visibly breaking up, she abandoned 

herself to piteous lamentations. 

It was already none before they descried any one on the shore or elsewhere to whom they 

could make appeal for help; but shortly after none it so chanced that a gentleman, Pericone da 



Visalgo by name, being on his return from one of his estates, passed that way with some 

mounted servants. Catching sight of the ship, he apprehended the circumstances at a glance, and 

bade one of his servants try to get aboard her, and let him know the result. The servant with some 

difficulty succeeded in boarding the vessel, and found the gentle lady with her few companions 

ensconced under shelter of the prow, and shrinking timidly from observation. At the first sight of 

him they wept, and again and again implored him to have pity on them; but finding that he did 

not understand them, nor they him, they sought by gestures to make him apprehend their forlorn 

condition. 

With these tidings the servant, after making such survey of the ship as he could, returned to 

Pericone, who forthwith caused the ladies, and all articles of value which were in the ship and 

could be removed, to be brought off her, and took them with him to one of his castles. The ladies' 

powers were soon in a measure restored by food and rest, and by the honour which was paid to 

Alatiel, and Alatiel alone by all the rest, as well as by the richness of her dress, Pericone 

perceived that she must be some great lady. Nor, though she was still pale, and her person bore 

evident marks of the sea's rough usage, did he fail to note that it was cast in a mould of 

extraordinary beauty. Wherefore his mind was soon made up that, if she lacked a husband, he 

would take her to wife and that, if he could not have her to wife, then he would make her his 

mistress. So this ardent lover, who was a man of powerful frame and haughty mien, devoted 

himself for several days to the service of the lady with excellent effect, for the lady completely 

recovered her strength and spirits, so that her beauty far exceeded Pericone's most sanguine 

conjectures. Great therefore beyond measure was his sorrow that he understood not her speech, 

nor she his, so that neither could know who the other was; but being inordinately enamoured of 

her beauty, he sought by such mute blandishments as he could devise to declare his love, and 

bring her of her own accord to gratify his desire. All in vain, however; she repulsed his advances 

point blank; whereby his passion only grew the stronger. So some days passed; and the lady 

perceiving Pericone's constancy, and bethinking her that sooner or later she must yield either to 

force or to love, and gratify his passion, and judging by what she observed of the customs of the 

people that she was amongst Christians, and in a part where, were she able to speak their 

language, she would gain little by making herself known, determined with a lofty courage to 

stand firm and immovable in this extremity of her misfortunes. Wherefore she bade the three 

women, who were all that were left to her, on no account to let any know who they were, unless 

they were so circumstanced that they might safely count on assistance in effecting their escape: 

she also exhorted them most earnestly to preserve their chastity, averring that she was firmly 

resolved that none but her husband should enjoy her. The women heartily assented, and promised 

that her injunctions should be obeyed to the utmost of their power. 

Day by day Pericone's passion waxed more ardent, being fomented by the proximity and 

contrariety of its object. Wherefore seeing that blandishment availed nothing, he was minded to 



have recourse to wiles and stratagems, and in the last resort to force. The lady, debarred by her 

law from the use of wine, found it, perhaps, on that account all the more palatable, which 

Pericone observing determined to enlist Bacchus in the service of Venus. So, ignoring her 

coyness, he provided one evening a supper, which was ordered with all possible pomp and 

beauty, and graced by the presence of the lady. No lack was there of incentives to hilarity; and 

Pericone directed the servant who waited on Alatiel to ply her with divers sorts of blended wines; 

which command the man faithfully executed. She, suspecting nothing, and seduced by the 

delicious flavour of the liquor, drank somewhat more freely than was seemly, and forgetting her 

past woes, became frolicsome, and incited by some women who trod some measures in the 

Majorcan style, she shewed the company how they footed it in Alexandria. This novel 

demeanour was by no means lost on Pericone, who saw in it a good omen of his speedy success; 

so, with profuse relays of food and wine he prolonged the supper far into the night. 

When the guests were at length gone, he attended the lady alone to her chamber, where, the 

heat of the wine overpowering the cold counsels of modesty, she made no more account of 

Pericone's presence than if he had been one of her women, and forthwith undressed and went to 

bed. Pericone was not slow to follow her, and as soon as the light was out lay down by her side, 

and taking her in his arms, without the least demur on her part, began, to solace himself with her 

after the manner of lovers; which experience—she knew not till then with what horn men butt—

caused her to repent that she had not yielded to his blandishments; nor did she thereafter wait to 

be invited to such nights of delight, but many a time declared her readiness, not by words, for she 

had none to convey her meaning, but by gestures. 

But this great felicity which she now shared with Pericone was not to last: for not content with 

making her, instead of the consort of a king, the mistress of a castellan, Fortune had now in store 

for her a harsher experience, though of an amorous character. Pericone had a brother, twenty-five 

years of age, fair and fresh as a rose, his name Marato. On sight of Alatiel Marato had been 

mightily taken with her; he inferred from her bearing that he stood high in her good graces; he 

believed that nothing stood between him and the gratification of his passion but the jealous 

vigilance with which Pericone guarded her. So musing, he hit upon a ruthless expedient, which 

had effect in action as hasty as heinous. 

It so chanced that there then lay in the port of the city a ship, commanded by two Genoese, 

bound with a cargo of merchandise for Klarenza in the Morea: her sails were already hoist; and 

she tarried only for a favourable breeze. Marato approached the masters and arranged with them 

to take himself and the lady aboard on the following night. This done he concerted further action 

with some of his most trusty friends, who readily lent him their aid to carry his design into 

execution. So on the following evening towards nightfall, the conspirators stole unobserved into 

Pericone's house, which was entirely unguarded, and there hid themselves, as pre-arranged. 



Then, as the night wore on, Marato shewed them where Pericone and the lady slept, and they 

entered the room, and slew Pericone. The lady thus rudely roused wept; but silencing her by 

menaces of death they carried her off with the best part of Pericone's treasure, and hied them 

unobserved to the coast, where Marato parted from his companions, and forthwith took the lady 

aboard the ship. The wind was now fair and fresh, the mariners spread the canvas, and the vessel 

sped on her course. 

This new misadventure, following so hard upon the former, caused the lady no small chagrin; 

but Marato, with the aid, of the good St. Crescent-in-hand that God has given us, found means to 

afford her such consolation that she was already grown so familiar with him as entirely to forget 

Pericone, when Fortune, not content with her former caprices, added a new dispensation of woe; 

for what with. the beauty of her person, which, as we have often said, was extra ordinary, and the 

exquisite charm of her manners the two young men, who commanded the ship, fell so 

desperately in love with her that they thought of nothing but how they might best serve and 

please her, so only that Marato should not discover the reason of their assiduous attentions. And 

neither being ignorant of the other's love, they held secret counsel together, and resolved to make 

conquest of the lady on joint account: as if love admitted of being held in partnership like 

merchandise or money. Which design being thwarted by the jealousy with which Alatiel was 

guarded by Marato, they chose a day and hour, when the ship was speeding amain under canvas, 

and Marato was on the poop looking out over the sea and quite off his guard; and going stealthily 

up behind him, they suddenly laid hands on him, and threw him into the sea, and were already 

more than a mile on their course before any perceived that Marato was overboard. Which when 

the lady learned, and knew that he was irretrievably lost, she relapsed into her former plaintive 

mood. But the twain were forthwith by her side with soft speeches and profuse promises, which, 

however ill she understood them, were not altogether inapt to allay a grief which had in it more 

of concern for her own hapless self than of sorrow for her lost lover. So, in course of time, the 

lady beginning visibly to recover heart, they began privily to debate which of them should first 

take her to bed with him; and neither being willing to give way to the other, and no compromise 

being discoverable, high words passed between them, and the dispute grew so hot, that they both 

waxed very wroth, drew their knives, and rushed madly at one another, and before they could be 

parted by their men, several stabs had been given and received on either side, whereby the one 

fell dead on the spot, and the other was severely wounded in divers parts of the body. The lady 

was much disconcerted to find herself thus alone with none to afford her either succour or 

counsel, and was mightily afraid lest the wrath of the kinsfolk and friends of the twain should 

vent itself upon her. From this mortal peril she was, however, delivered by the intercessions of 

the wounded man and their speedy arrival at Klarenza. 

As there she tarried at the same inn with her wounded lover, the fame of her great beauty was 

speedily bruited abroad, and reached the ears of the Prince of the Morea, who was then staying 



there. The Prince was curious to see her, and having so done, pronounced her even more 

beautiful than rumour had reported her; nay, he fell in love with her in such a degree that he 

could think of nought else; and having heard in what guise she had come thither, he deemed that 

he might have her. While he was casting about how to compass his end, the kinsfolk of the 

wounded man, being apprised of the fact, forthwith sent her to him to the boundless delight, as 

well of the lady, who saw therein her deliverance from a great peril, as of the Prince. The royal 

bearing, which enhanced the lady's charms, did not escape the Prince, who, being unable to 

discover her true rank, set her down as at any rate of noble lineage; wherefore he loved her as 

much again as before, and shewed her no small honour, treating her not as his mistress but as his 

wife. So the lady, contrasting her present happy estate with her past woes, was comforted; and, 

as her gaiety revived, her beauty waxed in such a degree that all the Morea talked of it and of 

little else: insomuch that the Prince's friend and kinsman, the young, handsome and gallant Duke 

of Athens, was smitten with a desire to see her, and taking occasion to pay the Prince a visit, as 

he was now and again wont to do, came to Klarenza with a goodly company of honourable 

gentlemen. The Prince received him with all distinction and made him heartily welcome, but did 

not at first shew him the lady. By and by, however, their conversation began to turn upon her and 

her charms, and the Duke asked if she were really so marvellous a creature as folk said. The 

Prince replied:—"Nay, but even more so; and thereof thou shalt have better assurance than my 

words, to wit, the witness of thine own eyes." So, without delay, for the Duke was now all 

impatience, they waited on the lady, who was prepared for their visit, and received them very 

courteously and graciously. They seated her between them, and being debarred from the pleasure 

of conversing with her, for of their speech she understood little or nothing, they both, and 

especially the Duke, who was scarce able to believe that she was of mortal mould, gazed upon 

her in mute admiration; whereby the Duke, cheating himself with the idea that he was but 

gratifying his curiosity, drank with his eyes, unawares, deep draughts of the poisoned chalice of 

love, and, to his own lamentable hurt, fell a prey to a most ardent passion. His first thought, 

when they had left her, and he had time for reflection, was that the Prince was the luckiest man 

in the world to have a creature so fair to solace him; and swayed by his passion, his mind soon 

inclined to divers other and less honourable meditations, whereof the issue was that, come what 

might, he would despoil the Prince of his felicity, and, if possible, make it his own. This 

resolution was no sooner taken than, being of a hasty temperament, he cast to the winds all 

considerations of honour and justice, and studied only how to compass his end by craft. So, one 

day, as the first step towards the accomplishment of his evil purpose, he arranged with the 

Prince's most trusted chamberlain, one Ciuriaci, that his horses and all other his personal effects 

should, with the utmost secrecy, be got ready against a possible sudden departure: and then at 

nightfall, attended by a single comrade (both carrying arms), he was privily admitted by Ciuriaci 

into the Prince's chamber. It was a hot night, and the Prince had risen without disturbing the lady, 

and was standing bare to the skin at an open window fronting the sea, to enjoy a light breeze that 



blew thence. So, by preconcert with his comrade, the Duke stole up to the window, and in a trice 

ran the Prince through the body, and caught him up, and threw him out of the window. The 

palace was close by the sea, but at a considerable altitude above it, and the window, through 

which the Prince's body was thrown, looked over some houses, which, being sapped by the sea, 

had become ruinous, and were rarely or never visited by a soul; whereby, as the Duke had 

foreseen, the fall of the Prince's body passed, as indeed it could not but pass, unobserved. 

Thereupon the Duke's accomplice whipped out a halter, which he had brought with him for the 

purpose, and, making as if he were but in play, threw it round Ciuriaci's neck, drew it so tight 

that he could not utter a sound, and then, with the Duke's aid, strangled him, and sent him after 

his master. All this was accomplished, as the Duke knew full well, without awakening any in the 

palace, not even the lady, whom he now approached with a light, and holding it over the bed 

gently uncovered her person, as she lay fast asleep, and surveyed her from head to foot to his no 

small satisfaction; for fair as she had seemed to him dressed, he found her unadorned charms 

incomparably greater. As he gazed, his passion waxed beyond measure, and, reckless of his 

recent crime, and of the blood which still stained his hands, he got forthwith into the bed; and 

she, being too sound asleep to distinguish between him and the Prince, suffered him to lie with 

her. 

But, boundless as was his delight, it brooked no long continuance, so, rising, he called to him 

some of his comrades, by whom he had the lady secured in such manner that she could utter no 

sound, and borne out of the palace by the same secret door by which he had gained entrance; he 

then set her on horseback and in dead silence put his troop in motion, taking the road to Athens. 

He did not, however, venture to take the lady to Athens, where she would have encountered his 

Duchess—for he was married—but lodged her in a very beautiful villa which he had hard by the 

city overlooking the sea, where, most forlorn of ladies, she lived secluded, but with no lack of 

meet and respectful service. 

On the following morning the Prince's courtiers awaited his rising until none, but perceiving 

no sign of it, opened the doors, which had not been secured, and entered his bedroom. Finding it 

vacant, they supposed that the Prince was gone off privily somewhere to have a few days of 

unbroken delight with his fair lady; and so they gave themselves no further trouble. But the next 

day it so chanced that an idiot, roaming about the ruins where lay the corpses of the Prince and 

Ciuriaci, drew the latter out by the halter and went off dragging it after him. The corpse was soon 

recognised by not a few, who, at first struck dumb with amazement, soon recovered sense 

enough to cajole the idiot into retracing his steps and shewing them the spot where he had found 

it; and having thus, to the immeasurable grief of all the citizens, discovered the Prince's body, 

they buried it with all honour. Needless to say that no pains were spared to trace the perpetrators 

of so heinous a crime, and that the absence and evidently furtive departure of the Duke of Athens 

caused him to be suspected both of the murder and of the abduction of the lady. So the citizens 



were instant with one accord that the Prince's brother, whom they chose as his successor, should 

exact the debt of vengeance; and he, having satisfied himself by further investigation that their 

suspicion was well founded, summoned to his aid his kinsfolk, friends and divers vassals, and 

speedily gathered a large, powerful and well-equipped army, with intent to make war upon the 

Duke of Athens. The Duke, being informed of his movements, made ready likewise to defend 

himself with all his power; nor had he any lack of allies, among whom the Emperor of 

Constantinople sent his son, Constantine, and his nephew, Manuel, with a great and goodly 

force. The two young men were honourably received by the Duke, and still more so by the 

Duchess, who was Constantine's sister. 

Day by day war grew more imminent, and at last the Duchess took occasion to call 

Constantine and Manuel into her private chamber, and with many tears told them the whole story 

at large, explaining the casus belli, dilating on the indignity which she suffered at the hands of 

the Duke if as was believed, he really kept a mistress in secret, and beseeching them in most 

piteous accents to do the best they could to devise some expedient whereby the Duke's honour 

might be cleared, and her own peace of mind assured. The young men knew exactly how matters 

stood; and so, without wearying the Duchess with many questions, they did their best to console 

her, and succeeded in raising her hopes. Before taking their leave they learned from her where 

the lady was, whose marvellous beauty they had heard lauded so often; and being eager to see 

her, they besought the Duke to afford them an opportunity. Forgetful of what a like complaisance 

had cost the Prince, he consented, and next morning brought them to the villa where the lady 

lived, and with her and a few of his boon companions regaled them with a lordly breakfast, 

which was served in a most lovely garden. Constantine had no sooner seated himself and 

surveyed the lady, than he was lost in admiration, inly affirming that he had never seen so 

beautiful a creature, and that for such a prize the Duke, or any other man, might well be 

pardoned treachery or any other crime: he scanned her again and again, and ever with more and 

more admiration; where-by it fared with him even as it had fared with the Duke. He went away 

hotly in love with her, and dismissing all thought of the war, cast about for some method by 

which, without betraying his passion to any, he might devise some means of wresting the lady 

from the Duke. 

As he thus burned and brooded, the Prince drew dangerously near the Duke's dominions; 

wherefore order was given for an advance, and the Duke, with Constantine and the rest, 

marshalled his forces and led them forth from Athens to bar the Prince's passage of the frontier at 

certain points. Some days thus passed, during which Constantine, whose mind and soul were 

entirely absorbed by his passion for the lady, bethought him, that, as the Duke was no longer in 

her neighbourhood, he might readily compass his end. He therefore feigned to be seriously 

unwell, and, having by this pretext obtained the Duke's leave, he ceded his command to Manuel, 

and returned to his sister at Athens. He had not been there many days before the Duchess 



recurred to the dishonour which the Duke did her by keeping the lady; whereupon he said that of 

that, if she approved, he would certainly relieve her by seeing that the lady was removed from 

the villa to some distant place. The Duchess, supposing that Constantine was prompted not by 

jealousy of the Duke but by jealousy for her honour, gave her hearty consent to his plan, 

provided he so contrived that the Duke should never know that she had been privy to it; on which 

point Constantine gave her ample assurance. So, being authorised by the Duchess to act as he 

might deem best, he secretly equipped a light bark and manned her with some of his men, to 

whom he confided his plan, bidding them lie to off the garden of the lady's villa; and so, having 

sent the bark forward, he hied him with other of his men to the villa. He gained ready admission 

of the servants, and was made heartily welcome by the lady, who, at his desire, attended by some 

of her servants, walked with him and some of his comrades in the garden. By and by, feigning 

that he had a message for her from the Duke, he drew her aside towards a gate that led down to 

the sea, and which one of his confederates had already opened. A concerted signal brought the 

bark alongside, and to seize the lady and set her aboard the bark was but the work of an instant. 

Her retinue hung back as they heard Constantine menace with death whoso but stirred or spoke, 

and suffered him, protesting that what he did was done not to wrong the Duke, but solely to 

vindicate his sister's honour, to embark with his men. The lady wept, of course, but Constantine 

was at her side, the rowers gave way, and the bark, speeding like a thing of life over the waves, 

made Egina shortly after dawn. There Constantine and the lady landed, she still lamenting her 

fatal beauty, and took a little rest and pleasure. Then, re-embarking, they continued their voyage, 

and in the course of a few days reached Chios, which Constantine, fearing paternal censure, and 

that he might be deprived of his fair booty, deemed a safe place of sojourn. So, after some days 

of repose the lady ceased to bewail her harsh destiny, and suffering Constantine to console her as 

his predecessors had done, began once more to enjoy the good gifts which Fortune sent her. 

Now while they thus dallied, Osbech, King of the Turks, who was perennially at war with the 

Emperor, came by chance to Smyrna; and there learning, that Constantine was wantoning in 

careless ease at Chios with a lady of whom he had made prize, he made a descent by night upon 

the island with an armed flotilla. Landing his men in dead silence, he made captives of not a few 

of the Chians whom he surprised in their beds; others, who took the alarm and rushed to arms, he 

slew; and having wasted the whole island with fire, he shipped the booty and the prisoners, and 

sailed back to Smyrna. As there he overhauled the booty, he lit upon the fair lady, and knew her 

for the same that had been taken in bed and fast asleep with Constantine: whereat, being a young 

man, he was delighted beyond measure, and made her his wife out of hand with all due form and 

ceremony. And so for several months he enjoyed her. 

Now there had been for some time and still was a treaty pending between the Emperor and 

Basano, King of Cappadocia, whereby Basano with his forces was to fall on Osbech on one side 

while the Emperor attacked him on the other. Some demands made by Basano, which the 



Emperor deemed unreasonable, had so far retarded the conclusion of the treaty; but no sooner 

had the Emperor learned the fate of his son than, distraught with grief, he forthwith conceded the 

King of Cappadocia's demands, and was instant with him to fall at once upon Osbech while he 

made ready to attack him on the other side. Getting wind of the Emperor's design, Osbech 

collected his forces, and, lest he should be caught and crushed between the convergent armies of 

two most mighty potentates, advanced against the King of Cappadocia. The fair lady he left at 

Smyrna in the care of a faithful dependant and friend, and after a while joined battle with the 

King of Cappadocia, in which battle he was slain, and his army defeated and dispersed. 

Wherefore Basano with his victorious host advanced, carrying everything before him, upon 

Smyrna, and receiving everywhere the submission due to a conqueror. 

Meanwhile Osbech's dependant, by name Antioco, who had charge of the fair lady, was so 

smitten with her charms that, albeit he was somewhat advanced in years, he broke faith with his 

friend and lord, and allowed himself to become enamoured of her. He had the advantage of 

knowing her language, which counted for much with one who for some years had been, as it 

were, compelled to live the life of a deaf mute, finding none whom she could understand or by 

whom she might be understood; and goaded by passion, he in the course of a few days 

established such a degree of intimacy with her that in no long time it passed from friendship into 

love, so that their lord, far away amid the clash of arms and the tumult of the battle, was 

forgotten, and marvellous pleasure had they of one another between the sheets. 

However, news came at last of Osbech's defeat and death, and the victorious and unchecked 

advance of Basano, whose advent they were by no means minded to await. Wherefore, taking 

with them the best part of the treasure that Osbech had left there, they hied them with all possible 

secrecy to Rhodes. There they had not along abode before Antioco fell ill of a mortal disease. He 

had then with him a Cypriote merchant, an intimate and very dear friend, to whom, as he felt his 

end approach, he resolved to leave all that he possessed, including his dear lady. So, when he felt 

death imminent, he called them to him and said:—"'Tis now quite evident to me that my life is 

fast ebbing away; and sorely do I regret it, for never had I so much pleasure of life as now. Well 

content indeed I am in one respect, in that, as die I must, I at least die in the arms of the two 

persons whom I love more than any other in the world, to wit, in thine arms, dearest friend, and 

those of this lady, whom, since I have known her, I have loved more than myself. But yet 'tis 

grievous to me to know that I must leave her here in a strange land with none to afford her either 

protection or counsel; and but that I leave her with thee, who, I doubt not, wilt have for my sake 

no less care of her than thou wouldst have had of me, 'twould grieve me still more; wherefore 

with all my heart and soul I pray thee, that, if I die, thou take her with all else that belongs to me 

into thy charge, and so acquit thyself of thy trust as thou mayst deem conducive to the peace of 

my soul. And of thee, dearest lady, I entreat one favour, that I be not forgotten of, thee, after my 

death, so that there whither I go it may still be my boast to be beloved here of the most beautiful 



lady that nature ever formed. Let me but die with these two hopes assured, and without doubt I 

shall depart in peace." 

Both the merchant and the lady wept to hear him thus speak, and, when he had done, 

comforted him, and promised faithfully, in the event of his death, to do even as he besought 

them. He died almost immediately afterwards, and was honourably buried by them. A few days 

sufficed the merchant to wind up all his affairs in Rhodes and being minded to return to Cyprus 

aboard a Catalan boat that was there, he asked the fair lady what she purposed to do if he went 

back to Cyprus. The lady answered, that, if it were agreeable to him, she would gladly 

accompany him, hoping that for love of Antioco, he would treat and regard her as his sister. The 

merchant replied, that it would afford him all the pleasure in the world; and, to protect her from 

insult until their arrival in Cyprus, he gave her out as his wife, and, suiting action to word, slept 

with her on the boat in an alcove in a little cabin in the poop. Whereby that happened which on 

neither side was intended when they left Rhodes, to wit, that the darkness and the comfort and 

the warmth of the bed, forces of no mean efficacy, did so prevail with them that dead Antioco 

was forgotten alike as lover and as friend, and by a common impulse they began to wanton 

together, insomuch that before they were arrived at Baffa, where the Cypriote resided, they were 

indeed man and wife. At Baffa the lady tarried with the merchant a good while, during which it 

so befell that a gentleman, Antigono by name, a man of ripe age and riper wisdom but no great 

wealth, being one that had had vast and various experience of affairs in the service of the King of 

Cyprus but had found fortune adverse to him, came to Baffa on business; and passing one day by 

the house where the fair lady was then living by herself, for the Cypriote merchant was gone to 

Armenia with some of his wares, he chanced to catch sight of the lady at one of the windows, 

and, being struck by her extraordinary beauty, regarded her attentively, and began to have some 

vague recollection of having seen her before, but could by no means remember where. The fair 

lady, however, so long the sport of Fortune, but now nearing the term of her woes, no sooner saw 

Antigono than she remembered to have seen him in her father's service, and in no mean capacity, 

at Alexandria. Wherefore she forthwith sent for him, hoping that by his counsel she might elude 

her merchant and be reinstated in her true character and dignity of princess. When he presented 

himself, she asked him with some embarrassment whether he were, as she took him to be, 

Antigono of Famagosta. He answered in the affirmative, adding:—"And of you, madam, I have a 

sort of recollection, though I cannot say where I have seen you; wherefore so it irk you not, 

bring, I pray you, yourself to my remembrance." Satisfied that it was Antigono himself, the lady 

in a flood of tears threw herself upon him to his no small amazement, and embraced his neck: 

then, after a little while, she asked him whether he had never see her in Alexandria. The question 

awakened Antigono's memory; he at once recognised Alatiel, the Soldan's daughter, whom he 

had though to have been drowned at sea, and would have paid her due homage; but she would 

not suffer it, and bade him be seated with her for a while. Being seated, he respectfully asked her, 



how, and when and whence she had come thither, seeing that all Egypt believed for certain that 

she had been drowned at sea some years before. "And would that so it had been," said the lady, 

"rather than I should have led the life that I have led; and so doubtless will my father say, if he 

shall ever come to know of it." And so saying, she burst into such a flood of tears that 'twas a 

wonder to see. Wherefore Antigono said to her:—"Nay but, madam, be not distressed before the 

occasion arises. I pray you, tell me the story of your adventures, and what has been the tenor of 

your life; perchance 'twill prove to be no such matter but, God helping us, we may set it all 

straight." "Antigono," said the fair lady, "when I saw thee, 'twas as if I saw my father, and 'twas 

the tender love by which I am holden to him that prompted me to make myself known to thee, 

though I might have kept my secret; and few indeed there are, whom to have met would have 

afforded me such pleasure as this which I have in meeting and recognising thee before all others; 

wherefore I will now make known to thee as to my father that which in my evil fortune I have 

ever kept close. If, when thou hast heard my story, thou seest any means whereby I may be 

reinstated in my former honour, I pray thee use it. If not, disclose to none that thou hast seen me 

or heard aught of me." 

Then, weeping between every word, she told him her whole story from the day of the 

shipwreck at Majorca to that hour. Antigono wept in sympathy, and then said:—"Madam, as 

throughout this train of misfortunes you have happily escaped recognition, I undertake to restore 

you to your father in such sort that you shall be dearer to him than ever before, and be afterwards 

married to the King of Algarve. "How?" she asked. Whereupon he explained to her in detail how 

he meant to proceed; and, lest delay should give occasion to another to interfere, he went back at 

once to Famagosta, and having obtained audience of the King, thus he spoke:—"Sire, so please 

you, you have it in your power at little cost to yourself to do a thing, which will at once redound 

most signally to your honour and confer a great boon on me, who have grown poor in your 

service." "How?" asked the King. Then said Antigono:—"At Baffa is of late arrived a fair 

damsel, daughter of the Soldan, long thought to be drowned, who to preserve her chastity has 

suffered long and severe hardship. She is now reduced to poverty, and is desirous of returning to 

her father. If you should be pleased to send her back to him under my escort, your honour and 

my interest would be served in high and equal measure; nor do I think that such a service would 

ever be forgotten by the Soldan." 

With true royal generosity the King forthwith signified his approval, and had Alatiel brought 

under honourable escort to Famagosta, where, attended by his Queen, he received her with every 

circumstance of festal pomp and courtly magnificence. Schooled by Antigono, she gave the King 

and Queen such a version of her adventures as satisfied their inquiries in every particular. So, 

after a few days, the King sent her back to the Soldan under escort of Antigono, attended by a 

goodly company of honourable men and women; and of the cheer which the Soldan made her, 

and not her only but Antigono and all his company, it boots not to ask. When she was somewhat 



rested, the Soldan inquired how it was that she was yet alive, and where she had been go long 

without letting him know how it fared with her. Whereupon the lady, who had got Antigono's 

lesson by heart, answered thus:—"My father, 'twas perhaps the twentieth night after my 

departure from you when our ship parted her timbers in a terrible storm and went ashore nigh a 

place called Aguamorta, away there in the West: what was the fate of the men that were aboard 

our ship I know not, nor knew I ever; I remember only, that, when day came, and I returned, as it 

were, from death to life, the wreck, having been sighted, was boarded by folk from all the 

country-side, intent on plunder; and I and two of my women were taken ashore, where the 

women were forthwith parted from me by the young men, nor did I ever learn their fate. Now 

hear my own. Struggling might and main, I was seized by two young men, who dragged me, 

weeping bitterly, by the hair of the head, towards a great forest; but, on sight of four men who 

were then passing that way on horseback, they forthwith loosed me and took to flight. 

Whereupon the four men, who struck me as persons of great authority, ran up to me; and much 

they questioned me, and much I said to them; but neither did they understand me, nor I them. So, 

after long time conferring together, they set me on one of their horses and brought me to a house, 

where dwelt a community of ladies, religious according to their law; and what the men may have 

said I know not, but there I was kindly received and ever honourably entreated by all; and with 

them I did afterwards most reverentially pay my devotions to St. Crescent-in-Hollow, who is 

held in great honour by the women of that country. When I had been some time with them, and 

had learned something of their language, they asked me who and whence I was: whereto I, 

knowing that I was in a convent, and fearing to be cast out as a foe to their law if I told the truth, 

answered that I was the daughter of a great gentleman of Cyprus, who had intended to marry me 

to a gentleman of Crete; but that on the voyage we had been driven out of our course and 

wrecked at Aguamorta. And so I continued, as occasion required, observing their usages with 

much assiduity, lest worse should befall me; but being one day asked by their superior, whom 

they call abbess, whether I was minded to go back to Cyprus, I answered that, there was nought 

that I desired so much. However, so solicitous for my honour was the abbess, that there was none 

going to Cyprus to whom she would entrust me, until, two months or so ago, there arrived some 

worthy men from France, of whom one was a kinsman of the abbess, with their wives. They 

were on their way to visit the sepulchre where He whom they hold to be God was buried after He 

had suffered death at the hands of the Jews; and the abbess, learning their destination, prayed 

them to take charge of me, and restore me to my father in Cyprus. With what cheer, with what 

honour, these gentlemen and their wives entertained me, 'twere long to tell. But, in brief, we 

embarked, and in the course of a few days arrived at Baffa, where it was so ordered by the 

providence of God, who perchance took pity on me, that in the very hour of our disembarkation 

I, not knowing a soul and being at a loss how to answer the gentlemen, who would fain have 

discharged the trust laid upon them by the reverend abbess and restored me to my father, fell in, 

on the shore, with Antigono, whom I forthwith called, and in our language, that I might be 



understood neither of the gentlemen nor of their wives, bade him acknowledge me as his 

daughter. He understood my case at once, made much of me, and to the utmost of his slender 

power honourably requited the gentlemen. He then brought me to the King of Cyprus, who 

accorded me welcome there and conduct hither so honourable as words of mine can never 

describe. If aught remains to tell, you had best learn it from the lips of Antigono, who has often 

heard my story." 

Then Antigono, addressing the Soldan, said:—"Sire, what she has told you accords with what 

she has often told me, and, with what I have learned from the gentlemen and ladies who 

accompanied her. One thing, however, she has omitted, because, I suppose, it hardly becomes 

her to tell it; to wit, all that the gentlemen and ladies, who accompanied her, said of the virtuous 

and gracious and noble life which she led with the devout ladies, and of the tears and wailings of 

both the ladies and the gentlemen, when they parted with her to me. But were I to essay to repeat 

all that they said to me, the day that now is, and the night that is to follow, were all too short: 

suffice it to say so much as this, that, by what I gathered from their words and have been able to 

see for myself, you may make it your boast, that among all the daughters of all your peers that 

wear the crown none can be matched with yours for virtue and true worth." 

By all which the Soldan was so overjoyed that 'twas a wonder to see. Again and again he made 

supplication to God, that of His grace power might be vouchsafed him adequately to recompense 

all who had done honour to his daughter, and most especially the King of Cyprus, for the 

honourable escort under which he had sent her thither; for Antigono he provided a magnificent 

guerdon, and some days later gave him his conge to return to Cyprus, at the same time by a 

special ambassage conveying to the King his grateful acknowledgments of the manner in which 

he had treated his daughter. Then, being minded that his first intent, to wit, that his daughter 

should be the bride of the King of Algarve, should not be frustrate, he wrote to the King, telling 

him all, and adding that, if he were still minded to have her, he might send for her. The King was 

overjoyed by these tidings, and having sent for her with great pomp, gave her on her arrival a 

hearty welcome. So she, who had lain with eight men, in all, perhaps, ten thousand times, was 

bedded with him as a virgin, and made him believe that a virgin she was, and lived long and 

happily with him as his queen: wherefore 'twas said:—"Mouth, for kisses, was never the worse: 

like as the moon reneweth her course." 

(1) I.e. according to medieval usage, Egypt. (2) I.e. Garbo, the coast of Africa opposite 

Andalusia and Granada. 

  



NOVEL VIII. — The Count of Antwerp, labouring under a false accusation goes into exile. He 

leaves his two children in different places in England, and takes service in Ireland. Returning to 

England an unknown man, he finds his sons prosperous. He serves as a groom in the army of the 

King of France; his innocence is established and he is restored to his former honours. — 

The ladies heaved many sighs over the various fortunes of the fair lady: but what prompted 

those sighs who shall say? With some, perchance, 'twas as much envy as pity of one to whose lot 

fell so many nights of delight. But, however this may be, when Pamfilo's story was ended, and 

the laughter which greeted his last words had subsided, the queen turned to Elisa, and bade her 

follow suit with one of her stories. So Elisa with a cheerful courage thus began:— 

Vast indeed is the field that lies before us, wherein to roam at large; 'twould readily afford 

each of us not one course but ten, so richly has Fortune diversified it with episodes both strange 

and sombre; wherefore selecting one such from this infinite store, I say:—That, after the 

transference of the Roman Empire from the Franks to the Germans, the greatest enmity prevailed 

between the two nations, with warfare perpetual and relentless: wherefore, deeming that the 

offensive would be their best defence, the King of France and his son mustered all the forces 

they could raise from their own dominions and those of their kinsmen and allies, and arrayed a 

grand army for the subjugation of their enemies. Before they took the field, as they could not 

leave the realm without a governor, they chose for that office Gautier, Count of Antwerp, a true 

knight and sage counsellor, and their very loyal ally and vassal, choosing him the rather, 

because, albeit he was a thorough master of the art of war, yet they deemed him less apt to 

support its hardships than for the conduct of affairs of a delicate nature. Him, therefore, they set 

in their place as their vicar-general and regent of the whole realm of France, and having so done, 

they took the field. 

Count Gautier ordered his administration wisely and in a regular course, discussing all matters 

with the queen and her daughter-in-law; whom, albeit they were left under his charge and 

jurisdiction, he nevertheless treated as his ladies paramount. The Count was about forty years of 

age, and the very mould of manly beauty; in bearing as courteous and chivalrous as ever a 

gentleman might be, and withal so debonair and dainty, so feat and trim of person that he had not 

his peer, among the gallants of that day. His wife was dead, leaving him two children and no 

more, to wit, a boy and a girl, still quite young. Now the King and his son being thus away at the 

war, and the Count frequenting the court of the two said ladies, and consulting with them upon 

affairs of state, it so befell, that the Prince's lady regarded him with no small favour, being very 

sensible alike of the advantages of his person and the nobility of his bearing; whereby she 

conceived for him a passion which was all the more ardent because it was secret. And, as he was 

without a wife, and she was still in the freshness of her youth, she saw not why she should not 

readily be gratified; but supposing that nothing stood in the way but her own shamefastness, she 



resolved to be rid of that, and disclose her mind to him without any reserve. So one day, when 

she was alone, she seized her opportunity, and sent for him, as if she were desirous to converse 

with him on indifferent topics. The Count, his mind entirely aloof from the lady's purpose, 

presented himself forthwith, and at her invitation sate down by her side on a settee. They were 

quite alone in the room; but the Count had twice asked her the reason why she had so honoured 

him, before, overcome by passion, she broke silence, and crimson from neck with shame, half 

sobbing, trembling in every limb, and at every word, she thus spoke:—"Dearest friend and sweet 

my lord, sagacity such as yours cannot but be apt to perceive how great is the frailty of men and 

women, and how, for divers reasons, it varies in different persons in such a degree that no just 

judge would mete out the same measure to each indifferently, though the fault were apparently 

the same. Who would not acknowledge that a poor man or woman, fain to earn daily bread by 

the sweat of the brow, is far more reprehensible in yielding to the solicitations of love, than a rich 

lady, whose life is lapped in ease and unrestricted luxury? Not a soul, I am persuaded, but would 

so acknowledge! Wherefore I deem that the possession of these boons of fortune should go far 

indeed to acquit the possessor, if she, perchance, indulge an errant love; and, for the rest, that, if 

she have chosen a wise and worthy lover, she should be entirely exonerated. And as I think I may 

fairly claim the benefit of both these pleas, and of others beside, to wit, my youth and my 

husband's absence, which naturally incline me to love, 'tis meet that I now urge them in your 

presence in defence of my passion; and if they have the weight with you which they should have 

with the wise, I pray you to afford me your help and counsel in the matter wherein I shall 

demand it. I avow that in the absence of my husband I have been unable to withstand the 

promptings of the flesh and the power of love, forces of such potency that even the strongest 

men—not to speak of delicate women—have not seldom been, nay daily are, overcome by them; 

and so, living thus, as you see me, in ease and luxury, I have allowed the allurements of love to 

draw me on until at last I find myself a prey to passion. Wherein were I discovered, I were, I 

confess, dishonoured; but discovery being avoided, I count the dishonour all but nought. 

Moreover, love has been so gracious to me that not only has he spared to blind me in the choice 

of my lover, but he has even lent me his most effective aid, pointing me to one well worthy of 

the love of a lady such as I, even to yourself; whom, if I misread not my mind, I deem the most 

handsome and courteous and debonair, and therewithal the sagest cavalier that the realm of 

France may shew. And as you are without a wife, so may I say that I find myself without a 

husband. Wherefore in return for this great love I bear you, deny me not, I pray you, yours; but 

have pity on my youth, which wastes away for you like ice before the fire." 

These words were followed by such a flood of tears, that, albeit she had intended yet further to 

press her suit, speech failed her; her eyes drooped, and, almost swooning with emotion, she let 

her head fall upon the Count's breast. The Count, who was the most loyal of knights, began with 

all severity to chide her mad passion and to thrust her from him—for she was now making as if 



she would throw her arms around his neck—and to asseverate with oaths that he would rather be 

hewn in pieces than either commit, or abet another in committing such an offence against the 

honour of his lord; when the lady, catching his drift, and forgetting all her love in a sudden 

frenzy of rage, cried out:—"So! unknightly knight, is it thus you flout my love? Now Heaven 

forbid, but, as you would be the death of me, I either do you to death or drive you from the 

world!" So saying, she dishevelled and tore her hair and rent her garments to shreds about her 

bosom. Which done, she began shrieking at the top of her voice:—"Help! help! The Count of 

Antwerp threatens to violate me!" Whereupon the Count, who knew that a clear conscience was 

no protection against the envy of courtiers, and doubted that his innocence would prove scarce a 

match for the cunning of the lady, started to his feet, and hied him with all speed out of the room, 

out of the palace, and back to his own house. Counsel of none he sought; but forthwith set his 

children on horseback, and taking horse himself, departed post haste for Calais. The lady's cries 

brought not a few to her aid, who, observing her plight, not only gave entire credence to her 

story, but improved upon it, alleging that the debonair and accomplished Count had long 

employed all the arts of seduction to compass his end. So they rushed in hot haste to the Count's 

house, with intent to arrest him, and not finding him, sacked it and razed it to the ground. The 

news, as glosed and garbled, being carried to the King and Prince in the field, they were mightily 

incensed, and offered a great reward for the Count, dead or alive, and condemned him and his 

posterity to perpetual banishment. 

Meanwhile the Count, sorely troubled that by his flight his innocence shewed as guilt, pursued 

his journey, and concealing his identity, and being recognised by none, arrived with his two 

children at Calais. Thence he forthwith crossed to England, and, meanly clad, fared on for 

London, taking care as he went to school his children in all that belonged to their new way of 

life, and especially in two main articles: to wit, that they should bear with resignation the poverty 

to which, by no fault of theirs, but solely by one of Fortune's caprices, they and he were reduced, 

and that they should be most sedulously on their guard to betray to none, as they valued their 

lives, whence they were, or who their father was. The son, Louis by name, was perhaps nine, and 

the daughter, Violante, perhaps seven years of age. For years so tender they proved apt pupils, 

and afterwards shewed by their conduct that they had well learned their father's lesson. He 

deemed it expedient to change their names, and accordingly called the boy Perrot and the girl 

Jeannette. So, meanly clad, the Count and his two children arrived at London, and there made 

shift to get a living by going about soliciting alms in the guise of French mendicants. 

Now, as for this purpose they waited one morning outside a church, it so befell that a great 

lady, the wife of one of the marshals of the King of England, observed them, as she left the 

church, asking alms, and demanded of the Count whence he was, and whether the children were 

his. He answered that he was from Picardy, that the children were his, and that he had been fain 

to leave Picardy by reason of the misconduct of their reprobate elder brother. The lady looked at 



the girl, who being fair, and of gentle and winning mien and manners, found much favour in her 

eyes. So the kind-hearted lady said to the Count:—"My good man, if thou art willing to leave thy 

little daughter with me, I like her looks so well that I will gladly take her; and if she grow up a 

good woman, I will see that she is suitably married when the right time comes." The Count was 

much gratified by the proposal, which he forthwith accepted, and parted with the girl, charging 

the lady with tears to take every care of her. 

Having thus placed the girl with one in whom he felt sure that he might trust, he determined to 

tarry no longer in London; wherefore, taking Perrot with him and begging as he went, he made 

his way to Wales, not without great suffering, being unused to go afoot. Now in Wales another of 

the King's marshals had his court, maintaining great state and a large number of retainers; to 

which court, the Count and his son frequently repaired, there to get food; and there Perrot, 

finding the marshal's son and other gentlemen's sons vying with one another in boyish exercises, 

as running and leaping, little by little joined their company, and shewed himself a match or more 

for them all in all their contests. The marshal's attention being thus drawn to him, he was well 

pleased with the boy's mien and bearing, and asked who he was. He was told that he was the son 

of a poor man who sometimes came there to solicit alms. Whereupon he asked the Count to let 

him have the boy, and the Count, to whom God could have granted no greater boon, readily 

consented, albeit he was very loath to part with Perrot. 

Having thus provided for his son and daughter, the Count resolved to quit the island; and did 

so, making his way as best he could to Stamford, in Ireland, where he obtained a menial's place 

in the service of a knight, retainer to one of the earls of that Country, and so abode there a long 

while, doing all the irksome and wearisome drudgery of a lackey or groom. 

Meanwhile under the care of the gentle lady at London Violante or Jeannette increased, as in 

years and stature so also in beauty, and in such favour with the lady and her husband and every 

other member of the household and all who knew her that 'twas a wonder to see; nor was there 

any that, observing her bearing and manners, would not have said that estate or dignity there was 

none so high or honourable but she was worthy of it. So the lady, who, since she had received 

her from her father, had been unable to learn aught else about him than what he had himself told, 

was minded to marry her honourably according to what she deemed to be her rank. But God, 

who justly apportions reward according to merit, having regard to her noble birth, her innocence, 

and the load of suffering which the sin of another had laid upon her, ordered otherwise; and in 

His good providence, lest the young gentlewoman should be mated with a churl, permitted, we 

must believe, events to take the course they did. 

The gentle lady with whom Jeannette lived had an only son, whom she and her husband loved 

most dearly, as well because he was a son as for his rare and noble qualities, for in truth there 



were few that could compare with him in courtesy and courage and personal beauty. Now the 

young man marked the extraordinary beauty and grace of Jeannette, who was about six years his 

junior, and fell so desperately in love with her that he had no eyes for any other maiden; but, 

deeming her to be of low degree, he not only hesitated to ask her of his parents in marriage, but, 

fearing to incur reproof for indulging a passion for an inferior, he did his utmost to conceal his 

love. Whereby it gave him far more disquietude than if he had avowed it; insomuch that—so 

extreme waxed his suffering—he fell ill, and that seriously. Divers physicians were called in, 

but, for all their scrutiny of his symptoms, they could not determine the nature of his malady, and 

one and all gave him up for lost. Nothing could exceed the sorrow and dejection of his father and 

mother, who again and again piteously implored him to discover to them the cause of his malady, 

and received no other answer than sighs or complaints that he seemed to be wasting away. Now 

it so happened that one day, Jeannette, who from regard for his mother was sedulous in waiting 

upon him, for some reason or another came into the room where he lay, while a very young but 

very skilful physician sate by him and held his pulse. The young man gave her not a word or 

other sign of recognition; but his passion waxed, his heart smote him, and the acceleration of his 

pulse at once betrayed his inward commotion to the physician, who, albeit surprised, remained 

quietly attentive to see how long it would last, and observing that it ceased when Jeannette left 

the room, conjectured that he was on the way to explain the young man's malady. So, after a 

while, still holding the young man's pulse, he sent for Jeannette, as if he had something to ask of 

her. She returned forthwith; the young man's pulse mounted as soon as she entered the room, and 

fell again as soon as she left it. Wherefore the physician no longer hesitated, but rose, and taking 

the young man's father and mother aside, said to them:—"The restoration of your son's health 

rests not with medical skill, but solely with Jeannette, whom, as by unmistakable signs I have 

discovered, he ardently loves, though, so far I can see, she is not aware of it. So you know what 

you have to do, if you value his life." The prospect thus afforded of their son's deliverance from 

death reassured the gentleman and his lady, albeit they were troubled, misdoubting it must be by 

his marriage with Jeannette. So, when the physician was gone, they went to the sick lad, and the 

lady thus spoke:—"My son, never would I have believed that thou wouldst have concealed from 

me any desire of thine, least of all if such it were that privation should cause thee to languish; for 

well assured thou shouldst have been and shouldst be, that I hold thee dear as my very self, and 

that whatever may be for thy contentment, even though it were scarce seemly, I would do it for 

thee; but, for all thou hast so done, God has shewn Himself more merciful to theeward than 

thyself, and, lest thou die of this malady, has given me to know its cause, which is nothing else 

than the excessive love which thou bearest to a young woman, be she who she may. Which love 

in good sooth thou needest not have been ashamed to declare; for it is but natural at thy age; and 

hadst thou not loved, I should have deemed thee of very little worth. So, my son, be not shy of 

me, but frankly discover to me thy whole heart; and away with this gloom and melancholy 

whereof thy sickness is engendered, and be comforted, and assure thyself that there is nought 



that thou mayst require of me which I will not do to give thee ease, so far as my powers may 

reach, seeing that thou art dearer to me than my own life. Away with thy shamefastness and 

fears, and tell me if there is aught wherein I may be helpful to thee in the matter of thy love; and 

if I bestir not myself and bring it to pass, account me the most harsh mother that ever bore son." 

The young man was at first somewhat shamefast to hear his mother thus speak, but, reflecting 

that none could do more for his happiness than she, he took courage, and thus spoke:—"Madam, 

my sole reason for concealing my love from you was that I have observed that old people for the 

most part forget that they once were young; but, as I see that no such unreasonableness is to be 

apprehended in you, I not only acknowledge the truth of what you say that you have discerned, 

but I will also disclose to you the object of my passion, on the understanding that your promise 

shall to the best of your power be performed, as it must be, if I am to be restored to you in sound 

health." Whereupon the lady, making too sure of that which was destined to fall out otherwise 

than she expected, gave him every encouragement to discover all his heart, and promised to lose 

no time and spare no pains in endeavouring to compass his gratification. "Madam," said then the 

young man, "the rare beauty and exquisite manners of our Jeannette, my powerlessness to make 

her understand—I do not say commiserate—my love, and my reluctance to disclose it to any, 

have brought me to the condition in which you see me; and if your promise be not in one way or 

another performed, be sure that my life will be brief." The lady, deeming that the occasion called 

rather for comfort than for admonition, replied with a smile:—"Ah! my son, was this then of all 

things the secret of thy suffering? Be of good cheer, and leave me to arrange the affair, when you 

are recovered." So, animated by a cheerful hope, the young man speedily gave sign of a most 

marked improvement, which the lady observed with great satisfaction, and then began to cast 

about how she might keep her promise. So one day she sent for Jeannette, and in a tone of gentle 

raillery asked her if she had a lover. Jeannette turned very red as she answered:—"Madam, 

'twould scarce, nay, 'twould ill become a damsel such as I, poor, outcast from home, and in the 

service of another, to occupy herself with thoughts of love." Whereto the lady answered:—"So 

you have none, we will give you one, who will brighten all your life and give you more joy of 

your beauty; for it is not right that so fair a damsel as you remain without a lover." "Madam," 

rejoined Jeannette, "you found me living in poverty with my father, you adopted me, you have 

brought me up as your daughter; wherefore I should, if possible, comply with your every wish; 

but in this matter I will render you no compliance, nor do I doubt that I do well. So you will give 

me a husband, I will love him, but no other will I love; for, as patrimony I now have none save 

my honour, that I am minded to guard and preserve while my life shall last." Serious though the 

obstacle was which these words opposed to the plan by which the lady had intended to keep her 

promise to her son, her sound judgment could not but secretly acknowledge that the spirit which 

they evinced was much to be commended in the damsel. Wherefore she said:—"Nay but, 

Jeannette; suppose that our Lord the King, who is a young knight as thou art a most fair damsel, 



craved some indulgence of thy love, wouldst thou deny him?" "The King," returned Jeannette 

without the least hesitation, "might constrain me, but with my consent he should never have 

aught of me that was not honourable." Whereto the lady made no answer, for she now 

understood the girl's temper; but, being minded to put her to the proof, she told her son that, as 

soon as he was recovered, she would arrange that he should be closeted with her in the same 

room, and be thus able to use all his arts to bring her to his will, saying that it ill became her to 

play the part of procuress and urge her son's suit upon her own maid. But as the young man, by 

no means approving this idea, suddenly grew worse, the lady at length opened her mind to 

Jeannette, whom she found in the same frame as before, and indeed even more resolute. 

Wherefore she told her husband all that she had done; and as both preferred that their son should 

marry beneath him, and live, than that he should remain single and die, they resolved, albeit 

much disconcerted, to give Jeannette to him to wife; and so after long debate they did. Whereat 

Jeannette was overjoyed, and with devout heart gave thanks to God that He had not forgotten 

her; nevertheless she still gave no other account of herself than that she was the daughter of a 

Picard. So the young man recovered, and blithe at heart as ne'er another, was married, and began 

to speed the time gaily with his bride. 

Meanwhile Perrot, left in Wales with the marshal of the King of England, had likewise with 

increase of years increase of favour with his master, and grew up most shapely and well-

favoured, and of such prowess that in all the island at tourney or joust or any other passage of 

arms he had not his peer; being everywhere known and renowned as Perrot the Picard. And as 

God had not forgotten Jeannette, so likewise He made manifest by what follows that He had not 

forgotten Perrot. Well-nigh half the population of those parts being swept off by a sudden 

visitation of deadly pestilence, most of the survivors fled therefrom in a panic, so that the country 

was, to all appearance, entirely deserted. Among those that died of the pest were the marshal, his 

lady, and his son, besides brothers and nephews and kinsfolk in great number; whereby of his 

entire household there were left only one of his daughters, now marriageable, and a few servants, 

among them Perrot. Now Perrot being a man of such notable prowess, the damsel, soon after the 

pestilence had spent itself, took him, with the approval and by the advice of the few folk that 

survived, to be her husband, and made him lord of all that fell to her by inheritance. Nor was it 

long before the King of England, learning that the marshal was dead, made Perrot the Picard, to 

whose merit he was no stranger, marshal in the dead man's room. Such, in brief, was the history 

of the two innocent children, with whom the Count of Antwerp had parted, never expecting to 

see them again. 

'Twas now the eighteenth year since the Count of Antwerp had taken flight from Paris, when, 

being still in Ireland, where he had led a very sorry and suffering sort of life, and feeling that age 

was now come upon him, he felt a longing to learn, if possible, what was become of his children. 

The fashion of his outward man was now completely changed; for long hardship had (as he well 



knew) given to his age a vigour which his youth, lapped in ease, had lacked. So he hesitated not 

to take his leave of the knight with whom he had so long resided, and poor and in sorry trim he 

crossed to England, and made his way to the place where he had left Perrot—to find him a great 

lord and marshal of the King, and in good health, and withal a hardy man and very handsome. 

All which was very grateful to the old man; but yet he would not make himself known to his son, 

until he had learned the fate of Jeannette. So forth he fared again, nor did he halt until he was 

come to London, where, cautiously questing about for news of the lady with whom he had left 

his daughter, and how it fared with her, he learned that Jeannette was married to the lady's son. 

Whereat, in the great gladness of his heart, he counted all his past adversity but a light matter, 

since he had found his children alive and prosperous. But sore he yearned to see Jeannette. 

Wherefore he took to loitering, as poor folk are wont, in the neighbourhood of the house. And so 

one day Jacques Lamiens—such was the name of Jeannette's husband— saw him and had pity on 

him, observing that he was poor and aged, and bade one of his servants take him indoors, and for 

God's sake give him something to eat; and nothing loath the servant did so. Now Jeannette had 

borne Jacques several children, the finest and the most winsome children in the world, the eldest 

no more than eight years old; who gathered about the Count as he ate, and, as if by instinct 

divining that he was their grandfather, began to make friends with him. He, knowing them for his 

grandchildren, could not conceal his love, and repaid them with caresses; insomuch that they 

would not hearken to their governor when he called them, but remained with the Count. Which 

being reported to Jeannette, she came out of her room, crossed to where the Count was sitting 

with the children, and bade them do as their master told them, or she would certainly have them 

whipped. The children began to cry, and to say that they would rather stay with the worthy man, 

whom they liked much better than their master; whereat both the lady and the Count laughed in 

sympathy. The Count had risen, with no other intention—for he was not minded to disclose his 

paternity—than to pay his daughter the respect due from his poverty to her rank, and the sight of 

her had thrilled his soul with a wondrous delight. By her he was and remained unrecognised; 

utterly changed as he was from his former self; aged, grey-haired, bearded, lean and tanned—in 

short to all appearance another man than the Count. 

However, seeing that the children were unwilling to leave him, but wept when she made as if 

she would constrain them, she bade the master let them be for a time. So the children remained 

with the worthy man, until by chance Jacques' father came home, and learned from the master 

what had happened. Whereupon, having a grudge against Jeannette, he said:—"Let them be; and 

God give them the ill luck which He owes them: whence they sprang, thither they must needs 

return; they descend from a vagabond on the mother's side, and so 'tis no wonder that they 

consort readily with vagabonds." The Count caught these words and was sorely pained, but, 

shrugging his shoulders, bore the affront silently as he had borne many another. Jacques, who 

had noted his children's fondness for the worthy man, to wit, the Count, was displeased; but 



nevertheless, such was the love he bore them, that, rather than see them weep, he gave order that, 

if the worthy man cared to stay there in his service, he should be received. The Count answered 

that he would gladly do so, but that he was fit for nothing except to look after horses, to which he 

had been used all his life. So a horse was assigned him, and when he had groomed him, he 

occupied himself in playing with the children. 

While Fortune thus shaped the destinies of the Count of Antwerp and his children, it so befell 

that after a long series of truces made with the Germans the King of France died, and his crown 

passed to his son, whose wife had been the occasion of the Count's banishment. The new king, as 

soon as the last truce with the Germans was run out, renewed hostilities with extraordinary 

vigour, being aided by his brother of England with a large army under the command of his 

marshal, Perrot, and his other marshal's son, Jacques Lamiens. With them went the worthy man, 

that is to say, the Count, who, unrecognised by any, served for a long while in the army in the 

capacity of groom, and acquitted himself both in counsel and in arms with a wisdom and valour 

unwonted in one of his supposed rank. The war was still raging when the Queen of France fell 

seriously ill, and, as she felt her end approach, made a humble and contrite confession of all her 

sins to the Archbishop of Rouen, who was universally reputed a good and most holy man. 

Among her other sins she confessed the great wrong that she had done to the Count of Antwerp; 

nor was she satisfied to confide it to the Archbishop, but recounted the whole affair, as it had 

passed, to not a few other worthy men, whom she besought to use their influence with the King 

to procure the restitution of the Count, if he were still alive, and if not, of his children, to honour 

and estate. And so, dying shortly afterwards, she was honourably buried. The Queen's confession 

wrung from the King a sigh or two of compunction for a brave man cruelly wronged; after which 

he caused proclamation to be made throughout the army and in many other parts, that whoso 

should bring him tidings of the Count of Antwerp, or his children, should receive from him such 

a guerdon for each of them as should justly be matter of marvel; seeing that he held him 

acquitted, by confession of the Queen, of the crime for which he had been banished, and was 

therefore now minded to grant him not only restitution but increase of honour and estate. 

Now the Count, being still with the army in his character of groom, heard the proclamation, 

which he did not doubt was made in good faith. Wherefore he hied him forthwith to Jacques, and 

begged a private interview with him and Perrot, that he might discover to them that whereof the 

King was in quest. So the meeting was had; and Perrot was on the point of declaring himself, 

when the Count anticipated him:—"Perrot," he said, "Jacques here has thy sister to wife, but 

never a dowry had he with her. Wherefore that thy sister be not dowerless, 'tis my will that he, 

and no other, have this great reward which the King offers for thee, son, as he shall certify, of the 

Count of Antwerp, and for his wife and thy sister, Violante, and for me, Count of Antwerp, thy 

father." So hearing, Perrot scanned the Count closely, and forthwith recognising him, burst into 

tears, and throwing himself at his feet embraced him, saying:—"My father, welcome, welcome 



indeed art thou." Whereupon, between what he had heard from the Count and what he had 

witnessed on the part of Perrot, Jacques was so overcome with wonder and delight, that at first 

he was at a loss to know how to act. However, giving entire credence to what he had heard, and 

recalling insulting language which he had used towards the quondam groom, the Count, he was 

sore stricken with shame, and wept, and fell at the Count's feet, and humbly craved his pardon 

for all past offences; which the Count, raising him to his feet, most graciously granted him. So 

with many a tear and many a hearty laugh the three men compared their several fortunes; which 

done, Perrot and Jacques would have arrayed the Count in manner befitting his rank, but he 

would by no means suffer it, being minded that Jacques, so soon as he was well assured that the 

guerdon was forthcoming, should present him to the King in his garb of groom, that thereby the 

King might be the more shamed. So Jacques, with the Count and Perrot, went presently to the 

King and offered to present to him the Count and his children, provided the guerdon were 

forthcoming according to the proclamation. Jacques wondered not a little as forthwith at a word 

from the King a guerdon was produced ample for all three, and he was bidden take it away with 

him, so only that he should in very truth produce, as he had promised, the Count and his children 

in the royal presence. Then, withdrawing a little and causing his quondam groom, now Count, to 

come forward with Perrot, he said:—"Sire, father and son are before you; the daughter, my wife, 

is not here, but, God willing, you shall soon see her." So hearing, the King surveyed the Count, 

whom, notwithstanding his greatly changed appearance, he at length recognised, and well-nigh 

moved to tears, he raised him from his knees to his feet, and kissed and embraced him. He also 

gave a kindly welcome to Perrot, and bade forthwith furnish the Count with apparel, servants and 

horses, suited to his rank; all which was no sooner said than done. Moreover the King shewed 

Jacques no little honour, and particularly questioned him of all his past adventures. 

As Jacques was about to take the noble guerdons assigned him for the discovery of the Count 

and his children, the Count said to him:—"Take these tokens of the magnificence of our Lord the 

King, and forget not to tell thy father that 'tis from no vagabond that thy children, his and my 

grandchildren, descend on the mother's side." So Jacques took the guerdons, and sent for his wife 

and mother to join him at Paris. Thither also came Perrot's wife: and there with all magnificence 

they were entertained by the Count, to whom the King had not only restored all his former 

estates and honours, but added thereto others, whereby he was now become a greater man than 

he had ever been before. Then with the Count's leave they all returned to their several houses. 

The Count himself spent the rest of his days at Paris in greater glory than ever. 

  



NOVEL IX. — Bernabo of Genoa, deceived by Ambrogiuolo, loses his money and commands his 

innocent wife to be put to death. She escapes, habits herself as a man, and serves the Soldan. She 

discovers the deceiver, and brings Bernabo to Alexandria, where the deceiver is punished. She 

then resumes the garb of a woman, and with her husband returns wealthy to Genoa. — 

When Elisa had performed her part, and brought her touching story to a close, Queen 

Philomena, a damsel no less stately than fair of person, and of a surpassingly sweet and smiling 

mien, having composed herself to speak, thus began:— 

Our engagements with Dioneo shall be faithfully observed; wherefore, as he and I alone 

remain to complete the day's narration, I will tell my story first, and he shall have the grace he 

craved, and be the last to speak. After which prelude she thus began her story:—'Tis a proverb 

current among the vulgar that the deceived has the better of the deceiver; a proverb which, were 

it not exemplified by events, might hardly in any manner be justified. Wherefore, while adhering 

to our theme, I am minded at the same time dearest ladies to shew you that there is truth in this 

proverb; the proof whereof should be none the less welcome to you that it may put you on your 

guard against deceivers. 

Know then that certain very great merchants of Italy, being met, as merchants use, for divers 

reasons proper to each, at a hostelry in Paris, and having one evening jovially supped together, 

fell a talking of divers matters, and so, passing from one topic to another, they came at last to 

discuss the ladies whom they had left at home, and one jocosely said:—"I cannot answer for my 

wife; but for myself I own, that, whenever a girl that is to my mind comes in my way, I give the 

go-by to the love that I bear my wife, and take my pleasure of the new-comer to the best of my 

power." "And so do I," said another, "because I know that, whether I suspect her or no, my wife 

tries her fortune, and so 'tis do as you are done by; the ass and the wall are quits." A third added 

his testimony to the same effect; and in short all seemed to concur in the opinion that the ladies 

they had left behind them were not likely to neglect their opportunities, when one, a Genoese, 

Bernabo Lomellin by name, dissociated himself from the rest, affirming that by especial grace of 

God he was blessed with a wife who was, perhaps, the most perfect paragon to be found in Italy 

of all the virtues proper to a lady, ay, and in great measure, to a knight or squire; inasmuch as she 

was fair, still quite young, handy, hardy, and clever beyond all other women in embroidery work 

and all other forms of lady's handicraft. Moreover so well-mannered, discreet and sensible was 

she that she was as fit to wait at a lord's table as any squire or manservant or such like, the best 

and most adroit that could be found. To which encomium he added that she knew how to manage 

a horse, fly a hawk, read, write and cast up accounts better than as if she were a merchant; and 

after much more in the same strain of commendation he came at length to the topic of their 

conversation, asseverating with an oath that 'twas not possible to find a woman more honest, 

more chaste than she: nay, he verily believed that, if he remained from home for ten years, or 



indeed for the rest of his days, she would never think of any of these casual amours with any 

other man. 

Among the merchants who thus gossiped was a young man, Ambrogiuolo da Piacenza, by 

name, who, when Bernabo thus concluded his eulogy of his wife, broke out into a mighty laugh, 

and asked him with a leer, whether he of all men had this privilege by special patent of the 

Emperor. Bernabo replied, somewhat angrily, that 'twas a boon conferred upon him by God, who 

was rather more powerful than the Emperor. To which Ambrogiuolo rejoined:—"I make no 

doubt, Bernabo, that thou believest that what thou sayst is true; but, methinks, thou hast been but 

a careless observer of the nature of things; otherwise, I do not take thee to be of so gross 

understanding but that thou must have discerned therein reasons for speaking more judiciously of 

this matter. And that thou mayst not think that we, who have spoken with much freedom about 

our wives, deem them to be of another nature and mould than thine, but mayst know that we 

have but uttered what common sense dictates, I am minded to go a little further into this matter 

with thee. I have always understood, that of all mortal beings created by God man is the most 

noble, and next after him woman: man, then, being, as is universally believed, and is indeed 

apparent by his works, more perfect than woman, must without doubt be endowed with more 

firmness and constancy, women being one and all more mobile, for reasons not a few and 

founded in nature, which I might adduce, but mean for the present to pass over. And yet, for all 

his greater firmness, man cannot withstand—I do not say a woman's supplications, but—the 

mere lust of the eye which she unwittingly excites, and that in such sort that he will do all that is 

in his power to induce her to pleasure him, not once, perhaps, in the course of a month, but a 

thousand times a day. How, then, shouldst thou expect a woman, mobile by nature, to resist the 

supplications, the flatteries, the gifts, and all the other modes of attack that an accomplished 

seducer will employ? Thou thinkest that she may hold out! Nay verily, affirm it as thou mayst, I 

doubt thou dost not really so think. Thou dost not deny that thy wife is a woman, a creature of 

flesh and blood like the rest; and if so, she must have the same cravings, the same natural 

propensities as they, and no more force to withstand them; wherefore 'tis at least possible, that, 

however honest she be, she will do as others do; and nought that is possible admits such 

peremptory denial or affirmation of its contrary as this of thine." 

Whereto Bernabo returned—"I am a merchant and no philosopher, and I will give thee a 

merchant's answer. I acknowledge that what thou sayst is true of vain and foolish women who 

have no modesty, but such as are discreet are so sensitive in regard of their honour that they 

become better able to preserve it than men, who have no such solicitude; and my wife is one of 

this sort." "Doubtless," observed Ambrogiuolo, "few would be found to indulge in these casual 

amours, if every time they did so a horn grew out on the brow to attest the fact; but not only does 

no horn make its appearance but not so much as a trace or vestige of a horn, so only they be but 

prudent; and the shame and dishonour consist only in the discovery: wherefore, if they can do it 



secretly, they do it, or are fools to refrain. Hold it for certain that she alone is chaste who either 

had never suit made to her, or, suing herself, was repulsed. And albeit I know that for reasons 

true and founded in nature this must needs be, yet I should not speak so positively thereof as I 

do, had I not many a time with many a woman verified it by experience. And I assure thee that, 

had I but access to this most saintly wife of thine, I should confidently expect very soon to have 

the same success with her as with others." Then Bernabo angrily:—"'Twere long and tedious to 

continue this discussion. I should have my say, and thou thine, and in the end 'twould come to 

nothing. But, as thou sayst that they are all so compliant, and that thou art so accomplished a 

seducer, I give thee this pledge of the honour of my wife: I consent to forfeit my head, if thou 

shouldst succeed in bringing her to pleasure thee in such a sort; and shouldst thou fail, thou shalt 

forfeit to me no more than one thousand florins of gold." 

Elated by this unexpected offer, Ambrogiuolo replied:—"I know not what I should do with thy 

blood, Bernabo, if I won the wager; but, if thou wouldst have proof of what I have told thee, lay 

five thousand florins of gold, which must be worth less to thee than thy head, against a thousand 

of mine, and, whereas thou makest no stipulation as to time, I will bind myself to go to Genoa, 

and within three months from my departure hence to have had my pleasure of thy wife, and in 

witness thereof to bring back with me, of the things which she prizes most dearly, evidence of 

her compliance so weighty and conclusive that thou thyself shalt admit the fact; nor do I require 

ought of thee but that thou pledge thy faith neither to come to Genoa nor to write word to her of 

this matter during the said three months." Bernabo professed himself well content; and though 

the rest of the company, seeing that the compact might well have very evil consequences, did all 

that they could to frustrate it, yet the two men were now so heated that, against the will of the 

others, they set it down fairly in writing, and signed it each with his own hand. This done, 

Ambrogiuolo, leaving Bernabo at Paris, posted with all speed for Genoa. Arrived there, he set to 

work with great caution; and having found out the quarter in which the lady resided, he learned 

in the course of a few days enough about her habits of life and her character to know that what 

Bernabo had told him was rather less than the truth. So, recognising that his enterprise was 

hopeless, he cast about for some device whereby he might cover his defeat; and having got 

speech of a poor woman, who was much in the lady's house, as also in her favour, he bribed her 

(other means failing) to convey him in a chest, which he had had made for the purpose, not only 

into the house but into the bedroom of the lady, whom the good woman, following Bernabo's 

instructions, induced to take charge of it for some days, during which, she said, she would be 

away. 

So the lady suffered the chest to remain in the room; and when the night was so far spent that 

Bernabo thought she must be asleep, he opened it with some tools with which he had provided 

himself, and stole softly out. There was a light in the room, so that he was able to form an idea of 

its situation, to take note of the pictures and everything else of consequence that it contained, and 



to commit the whole to memory. This done, he approached the bed; and observing that the lady, 

and a little girl that was with her, were fast asleep, he gently uncovered her, and saw that nude 

she was not a whit less lovely than when dressed: he looked about for some mark that might 

serve him as evidence that he had seen her in this state, but found nothing except a mole, which 

she had under the left breast, and which was fringed with a few fair hairs that shone like gold. So 

beautiful was she that he was tempted at the hazard of his life to take his place by her side in the 

bed; but, remembering what he had heard of her inflexible obduracy in such affairs, he did not 

venture; but quietly replaced the bedclothes; and having passed the best part of the night very 

much at his ease in her room, he took from one of the lady's boxes a purse, a gown, a ring and a 

girdle, and with these tokens returned to the chest, and locked himself in as before. In this 

manner he passed two nights, nor did the lady in the least suspect his presence. On the third day 

the good woman came by preconcert to fetch her chest, and took it back to the place whence she 

had brought it. So Ambrogiuolo got out, paid her the stipulated sum, and hied him back with all 

speed to Paris, where he arrived within the appointed time. Then, in presence of the merchants 

who were witnesses of his altercation with Bernabo, and the wager to which it had given 

occasion, he told Bernabo that he had won the bet, having done what he had boasted that he 

would do; and in proof thereof he first of all described the appearance of the room and the 

pictures, and then displayed the articles belonging to the lady which he had brought away with 

him, averring that she had given them to him. Bernabo acknowledged the accuracy of his 

description of the room, and that the articles did really belong to his wife, but objected that 

Ambrogiuolo might have learned characteristic features of the room from one of the servants, 

and have come by the things in a similar way, and therefore, unless he had something more to 

say, he could not justly claim to have won the bet. "Verily," rejoined Ambrogiuolo, "this should 

suffice; but, as thou requirest that I say somewhat further, I will satisfy thee. I say, then, that 

Madam Zinevra, thy wife, has under her left breast a mole of some size, around which are, 

perhaps, six hairs of a golden hue." As Bernabo heard this, it was as if a knife pierced his heart, 

so poignant was his suffering; and, though no word escaped him, the complete alteration of his 

mien bore unmistakable witness to the truth of Ambrogiuolo's words. After a while he said:—

"Gentlemen, 'tis even as Ambrogiuolo says; he has won the bet; he has but to come when he will, 

and he shall be paid." And so the very next day Ambrogiuolo was paid in full, and Bernabo, 

intent on wreaking vengeance on his wife, left Paris and set his face towards Genoa. He had no 

mind, however, to go home, and accordingly halted at an estate which he had some twenty miles 

from the city, whither he sent forward a servant, in whom he reposed much trust, with two horses 

and a letter advising the lady of his return, and bidding her come out to meet him. At the same 

time he gave the servant secret instructions to choose some convenient place, and ruthlessly put 

the lady to death, and so return to him. On his arrival at Genoa the servant delivered his message 

and the letter to the lady, who received him with great cheer, and next morning got on horseback 

and set forth with him for her husband's estate. So they rode on, talking of divers matters, until 



they came to a deep gorge, very lonely, and shut in by high rocks and trees. The servant, 

deeming this just the place in which he might without risk of discovery fulfil his lord's behest, 

whipped out a knife, and seizing the lady by the arm, said:—"Madam, commend your soul to 

God, for here must end at once your journey and your life." Terror-stricken by what she saw and 

heard, the lady cried out:—"Mercy for God's sake; before thou slay me, tell me at least wherein I 

have wronged thee, that thou art thus minded to put me to death." "Madam," said the servant, 

"me you have in no wise wronged; but your husband—how you may have wronged him I know 

not—charged me shew you no mercy, but to slay you on this journey, and threatened to have me 

hanged by the neck, should I not do so. You know well how bound I am to him, and that I may 

not disobey any of his commands: God knows I pity you, but yet I can no otherwise." Whereat 

the lady burst into tears, saying:—"Mercy for God's sake; make not thyself the murderer of one 

that has done thee no wrong, at the behest of another. The all-seeing God knows that I never did 

aught to merit such requital at my husband's hands. But enough of this for the present: there is a 

way in which thou canst serve at once God and thy master and myself, if thou wilt do as I bid 

thee: take, then, these clothes of mine and give me in exchange just thy doublet and a hood; and 

carry the clothes with thee to my lord and thine, and tell him that thou hast slain me; and I swear 

to thee by the life which I shall have received at thy hands, that I will get me gone, and there 

abide whence news of me shall never reach either him or thee or these parts." The servant, being 

loath to put her to death, soon yielded to pity; and so he took her clothes, allowing her to retain a 

little money that she had, and gave her one of his worser doublets and a hood; then, praying her 

to depart the country, he left her afoot in the gorge, and returned to his master, whom he gave to 

understand that he had not only carried out his orders but had left the lady's body a prey to 

wolves. Bernabo after a while returned to Genoa, where, the supposed murder being bruited 

abroad, he was severely censured. 

Alone and disconsolate, the lady, as night fell, disguised herself as best she could, and hied her 

to a neighbouring village, where, having procured what was needful from an old woman, she 

shortened the doublet and fitted it to her figure, converted her chemise into a pair of breeches, 

cut her hair close, and, in short, completely disguised herself as a sailor. She then made her way 

to the coast, where by chance she encountered a Catalan gentleman, by name Segner Encararch, 

who had landed from one of his ships, which lay in the offing, to recreate himself at Alba, where 

there was a fountain. So she made overture to him of her services, was engaged and taken aboard 

the ship, assuming the name Sicurano da Finale. The gentleman put her in better trim as to 

clothes, and found her so apt and handy at service that he was exceeding well pleased with her. 

Not long afterwards the Catalan sailed one of his carracks to Alexandria. He took with him 

some peregrine falcons, which he presented to the Soldan, who feasted him once or twice; and 

noting with approbation the behaviour of Sicurano, who always attended his master, he craved 

him of the Catalan, which request the Catalan reluctantly granted. Sicurano proved so apt for his 



new service that he was soon as high in grace and favour with the Soldan as he had been with the 

Catalan. Wherefore, when the time of year came at which there was wont to be held at Acre, then 

under the Soldan's sway, a great fair, much frequented by merchants, Christian and Saracen 

alike, and to which, for the security of the merchants and their goods, the Soldan always sent one 

of his great officers of state with other officers and a guard to attend upon them, he determined to 

send Sicurano, who by this time knew the language very well. So Sicurano was sent to Acre as 

governor and captain of the guard for the protection of the merchants and merchandise. Arrived 

there, he bestirred himself with great zeal in all matters appertaining to his office; and as he went 

his rounds of inspection, he espied among the merchants not a few from Italy, Sicilians, Pisans, 

Genoese, Venetians, and so forth, with whom he consorted the more readily because they 

reminded him of his native land. And so it befell that, alighting once at a shop belonging to some 

Venetian merchants, he saw there among other trinkets a purse and a girdle, which he forthwith 

recognised as having once been his own. Concealing his surprise, he blandly asked whose they 

were, and if they were for sale. He was answered by Ambrogiuolo da Piacenza, who had come 

thither with much merchandise aboard a Venetian ship, and hearing that the captain of the guard 

was asking about the ownership of the purse and girdle, came forward, and said with a smile:—

"The things are mine, Sir, and I am not disposed to sell them, but, if they take your fancy, I will 

gladly give them to you." Observing the smile, Sicurano misdoubted that something had escaped 

him by which Ambrogiuolo had recognised him; but he answered with a composed air:—"Thou 

dost smile, perchance, to see me, a soldier, come asking about this woman's gear?" "Not so, Sir," 

returned Ambrogiuolo; "I smile to think of the manner in which I came by it." "And pray," said 

Sicurano, "if thou hast no reason to conceal it, tell me, in God's name, how thou didst come by 

the things." " Why, Sir," said Ambrogiuolo, "they were given me by a Genoese lady, with whom 

I once spent a night, Madam Zinevra by name, wife of Bernabo Lomellin, who prayed me to 

keep them as a token of her love. I smiled just now to think of the folly of Bernabo, who was so 

mad as to stake five thousand florins of gold, against my thousand that I could not bring his wife 

to surrender to me; which I did. I won the bet; and he, who should rather have been punished for 

his insensate folly, than she for doing what all women do, had her put to death, as I afterwards 

gathered, on his way back from Paris to Genoa." 

Ambrogiuolo had not done speaking before Sicurano had discerned in him the evident cause 

of her husband's animosity against her, and all her woe, and had made up her mind that he should 

not escape with impunity. She therefore feigned to be much interested by this story, consorted 

frequently and very familiarly with Ambrogiuolo, and insidiously captured his confidence, 

insomuch that at her suggestion, when the fair was done, he, taking with him all his wares, 

accompanied her to Alexandria, where she provided him with a shop, and put no little of her own 

money in his hands; so that he, finding it very profitable, was glad enough to stay. Anxious to 

make her innocence manifest to Bernabo, Sicurano did not rest until, with the help of some great 



Genoese merchants that were in Alexandria, she had devised an expedient to draw him thither. 

Her plan succeeded; Bernabo arrived; and, as he was now very poor, she privily arranged that he 

should be entertained by one of her friends until occasion should serve to carry out her design. 

She had already induced Ambrogiuolo to tell his story to the Soldan, and the Soldan to interest 

himself in the matter. So Bernabo being come, and further delay inexpedient, she seized her 

opportunity, and persuaded the Soldan to cite Ambrogiuolo and Bernabo before him, that in 

Bernabo's presence Ambrogiuolo might be examined of his boast touching Bernabo's wife, and 

the truth hereof, if not to be had from him by gentle means, be elicited by torture. So the Soldan, 

having Ambrogiuolo and Bernabo before him, amid a great concourse of his people questioned 

Ambrogiuolo of the five thousand florins of gold that he had won from Bernabo, and sternly 

bade him tell the truth. Still more harsh was the aspect of Sicurano, in whom Ambrogiuolo had 

placed his chief reliance, but who now threatened him with the direst torments if the truth were 

not forthcoming. Thus hard bested on this side and on that, and in a manner coerced, 

Ambrogiuolo, thinking he had but to refund, in presence of Bernabo and many others accurately 

recounted the affair as it had happened. When he had done, Sicurano, as minister of the Soldan 

for the time being, turned to Bernabo and said:—"And thy wife, thus falsely accused, what 

treatment did she meet with at thy hands?" "Mortified," said Bernabo, "by the loss of my money, 

and the dishonour which I deemed to have been done me by my wife, I was so overcome by 

wrath that I had her put to death by one of my servants, who brought me word that her corpse 

had been instantly devoured by a pack of wolves." 

Albeit the Soldan had heard and understood all that had passed, yet he did not as yet 

apprehend the object for which Sicurano had pursued the investigation. Wherefore Sicurano thus 

addressed him:—"My lord, what cause this good lady has to boast of her lover and her husband 

you have now abundant means of judging; seeing that the lover at one and the same time 

despoils her of her honour, blasting her fair fame with slanderous accusations, and ruins her 

husband; who, more prompt to trust the falsehood of another than the verity of which his own 

long experience should have assured him, devotes her to death and the devouring wolves; and, 

moreover, such is the regard, such the love which both bear her that, though both tarry a long 

time with her, neither recognises her. However, that you may know full well what chastisements 

they have severally deserved, I will now cause her to appear in your presence and theirs, 

provided you, of your especial grace, be pleased to punish the deceiver and pardon the 

deceived." The Soldan, being minded in this matter to defer entirely to Sicurano, answered that 

he was well content, and bade produce the lady. Bernabo, who had firmly believed that she was 

dead, was lost in wonder; likewise Ambrogiuolo, who now divined his evil plight, and dreading 

something worse than the disbursement of money, knew not whether to expect the lady's advent 

with fear or with hope. His suspense was not of long duration; for, as soon as the Soldan 

signified his assent, Sicurano, weeping, threw herself on her knees at his feet, and discarding the 



tones, as she would fain have divested herself of the outward semblance, of a man, said:—"My 

lord, that forlorn, hapless Zinevra am I, falsely and foully slandered by this traitor Ambrogiuolo, 

and by my cruel and unjust husband delivered over to his servant to slaughter and cast out as a 

prey to the wolves; for which cause I have now for six years been a wanderer on the face of the 

earth in the guise of a man." Then rending her robes in front and baring her breast, she made it 

manifest to the Soldan and all others who were present, that she was indeed a woman; then 

turning to Ambrogiuolo she haughtily challenged him to say when she had ever lain with him, as 

he had boasted. Ambrogiuolo said never a word, for he now recognised her, and it was as if 

shame had reft from him the power of speech. The Soldan, who had never doubted that Sicurano 

was a man, was so wonder-struck by what he saw and heard that at times he thought it must be 

all a dream. But, as wonder gave place to conviction of the truth, he extolled in the amplest terms 

the constancy and virtue and seemliness with which Zinevra, erstwhile Sicurano, had ordered her 

life. He then directed that she should be most nobly arrayed in the garb of her sex and 

surrounded by a bevy of ladies. Mindful of her intercession, he granted to Bernabo the life which 

he had forfeited; and she, when Bernabo threw himself at her feet and wept and craved her 

pardon, raised him, unworthy though he was, to his feet and generously forgave him, and 

tenderly embraced him as her husband. Ambrogiuolo the Soldan commanded to be bound to a 

stake, that his bare flesh, anointed with honey, might be exposed to the sun on one of the heights 

of the city, there to remain until it should fall to pieces of its own accord: and so 'twas done. He 

then decreed that the lady should have the traitor's estate, which was worth not less but rather 

more than ten thousand doubloons; whereto he added, in jewels and vessels of gold and silver 

and in money, the equivalent of upwards of other ten thousand doubloons, having first 

entertained her and her husband with most magnificent and ceremonious cheer, accordant with 

the lady's worth. Which done, he placed a ship at their disposal, and gave them leave to return to 

Genoa at their pleasure. So to Genoa they returned very rich and happy, and were received with 

all honour, especially Madam Zinevra, whom all the citizens had believed to be dead, and whom 

thenceforth, so long as she lived, they held of great consequence and excellency. As for 

Ambrogiuolo, the very same day that he was bound to the stake, the honey with which his body 

was anointed attracted such swarms of flies, wasps and gadflies, wherewith that country 

abounds, that not only was his life sucked from him but his very bones were completely denuded 

of flesh; in which state, hanging by the sinews, they remained a long time undisturbed, for a sign 

and a testimony of his baseness to all that passed by. And so the deceived had the better of the 

deceiver. 

  



NOVEL X. — Paganino da Monaco carries off the wife of Messer Ricciardo di Chinzica, who, 

having learned where she is, goes to Paganino and in a friendly manner asks him to restore her. 

He consents, provided she be willing. She refuses to go back with her husband. Messer Ricciardo 

dies, and she marries Paganino. — 

Their queen's story, by its beauty, elicited hearty commendation from all the honourable 

company, and most especially from Dioneo, with whom it now rested to conclude the day's 

narration. Again and again he renewed his eulogy of the queen's story; and then began on this 

wise:— 

Fair ladies, there is that in the queen's story which has caused me to change my purpose, and 

substitute another story for that which I had meant to tell: I refer to the insensate folly of Bernabo 

(well though it was with him in the end) and of all others who delude themselves, as he seemed 

to do, with the vain imagination that, while they go about the world, taking their pleasure now of 

this, now of the other woman, their wives, left at home, suffer not their hands to stray from their 

girdles; as if we who are born of them and bred among them, could be ignorant of the bent of 

their desires. Wherefore, by my story I purpose at one and the same time to shew you how great 

is the folly of all such, and how much greater is the folly of those who, deeming themselves 

mightier than nature, think by sophistical arguments to bring that to pass which is beyond their 

power, and strive might and main to conform others to their own pattern, however little the 

nature of the latter may brook such treatment. Know then that there was in Pisa a judge, better 

endowed with mental than with physical vigour, by name Messer Ricciardo di Chinzica, who, 

being minded to take a wife, and thinking, perhaps, to satisfy her by the same resources which 

served him for his studies, was to be suited with none that had not both youth and beauty, 

qualities which he would rather have eschewed, if he had known how to give himself as good 

counsel as he gave to others. However, being very rich, he had his desire. Messer Lotto Gualandi 

gave him in marriage one of his daughters, Bartolomea by name, a maid as fair and fit for 

amorous dalliance as any in Pisa, though few maids be there that do not shew as spotted lizards. 

The judge brought her home with all pomp and ceremony, and had a brave and lordly wedding; 

but in the essay which he made the very first night to serve her so as to consummate the marriage 

he made a false move, and drew the game much to his own disadvantage; for next morning his 

lean, withered and scarce animate frame was only to be re-quickened by draughts of 

vernaccia,(1) artificial restoratives and the like remedies. So, taking a more sober estimate of his 

powers than he had been wont, the worthy judge began to give his wife lessons from a calendar, 

which might have served as a horn-book, and perhaps had been put together at Ravenna(2) 

inasmuch as, according to his shewing, there was not a day in the year but was sacred, not to one 

saint only, but to many; in honour of whom for divers reasons it behoved men and women to 

abstain from carnal intercourse; whereto he added fast-days, Ember-days, vigils of Apostles and 

other saints, Friday, Saturday, Sunday, the whole of Lent, certain lunar mansions, and many 



other exceptions, arguing perchance, that the practice of men with women abed should have its 

times of vacation no less than the administration of the law. In this method, which caused the 

lady grievous dumps, he long persisted, hardly touching her once a month, and observing her 

closely, lest another should give her to know working-days, as he had taught her holidays. 

Now it so befell that, one hot season, Messer Ricciardo thought he would like to visit a very 

beautiful estate which he had near Monte Nero, there to take the air and recreate himself for 

some days, and thither accordingly he went with his fair lady. While there, to amuse her, he 

arranged for a day's fishing; and so, he in one boat with the fishermen, and she in another with 

other ladies, they put out to watch the sport, which they found so delightsome, that almost before 

they knew where they were they were some miles out to sea. And while they were thus 

engrossed with the sport, a galliot of Paganino da Mare, a very famous corsair of those days, 

hove in sight and bore down upon the boats, and, for all the speed they made, came up with that 

in which were the ladies; and on sight of the fair lady Paganino, regardless of all else, bore her 

off to his galliot before the very eyes of Messer Ricciardo, who was by this time ashore, and 

forthwith was gone. The chagrin of the judge, who was jealous of the very air, may readily be 

imagined. But 'twas to no purpose that, both at Pisa and elsewhere, he moaned and groaned over 

the wickedness of the corsairs, for he knew neither by whom his wife had been abducted, nor 

whither she had been taken. Paganino, meanwhile, deemed himself lucky to have gotten so 

beautiful a prize; and being unmarried, he was minded never to part with her, and addressed 

himself by soft words to soothe the sorrow which kept her in a flood of tears. Finding words of 

little avail, he at night passed—the more readily that the calendar had slipped from his girdle, 

and all feasts and holidays from his mind—to acts of love, and on this wise administered 

consolation so effective that before they were come to Monaco she had completely forgotten the 

judge and his canons, and had begun to live with Paganino as merrily as might be. So he brought 

her to Monaco, where, besides the daily and nightly solace which he gave her, he honourably 

entreated her as his wife. 

Not long afterwards Messer Ricciardo coming to know where his wife was, and being most 

ardently desirous to have her back, and thinking none but he would understand exactly what to 

do in the circumstances, determined to go and fetch her himself, being prepared to spend any 

sum of money that might be demanded by way of ransom. So he took ship, and being come to 

Monaco, he both saw her and was seen by her; which news she communicated to Paganino in the 

evening, and told him how she was minded to behave. Next morning Messer Ricciardo, 

encountering Paganino, made up to him; and soon assumed a very familiar and friendly air, 

while Paganino pretended not to know him, being on his guard to see what he would be at. So 

Messer Ricciardo, as soon as he deemed the time ripe, as best and most delicately he was able, 

disclosed to Paganino the business on which he had come, praying him to take whatever in the 

way of ransom he chose and restore him the lady. Paganino replied cheerily:—"Right glad I am 



to see you here, Sir; and briefly thus I answer you:—True it is that I have here a young woman; 

whether she be your wife or another man's, I know not, for you are none of my acquaintance, nor 

is she, except for the short time that she has been with me. If, as you say, you are her husband, 

why, as you seem to me to be a pleasant gentleman, I will even take you to her, and I doubt not 

she will know you well; if she says that it is even as you say, and is minded to go with you, you 

shall give me just what you like by way of ransom, so pleasant have I found you; otherwise 'twill 

be churlish in you to think of taking her from me, who am a young man, and as fit to keep a 

woman as another, and moreover never knew any woman so agreeable." "My wife," said 

Ricciardo, "she is beyond all manner of doubt, as thou shalt see; for so soon as thou bringest me 

to her, she will throw her arms about my neck; wherefore as thou art minded, even so be it; I ask 

no more." "Go we then," said Paganino; and forthwith they went into the house, and Paganino 

sent for the lady while they waited in one of the halls. By and by she entered from one of the 

adjoining rooms all trim and tricked out, and advanced to the place where Paganino and Messer 

Ricciardo were standing, but never a word did she vouchsafe to her husband, any more than if he 

had been some stranger whom Paganino had brought into the house. Whereat the judge was 

mightily amazed, having expected to be greeted by her with the heartiest of cheer, and began to 

ruminate thus:—Perhaps I am so changed by the melancholy and prolonged heartache, to which I 

have been a prey since I lost her, that she does not recognise me. Wherefore he said:— "Madam, 

cause enough have I to rue it that I took thee a fishing, for never yet was known such grief as has 

been mine since I lost thee; and now it seems as if thou dost not recognise me, so scant of 

courtesy is thy greeting. Seest thou not that I am thy Messer Ricciardo, come hither prepared to 

pay whatever this gentleman, in whose house we are, may demand, that I may have thee back 

and take thee away with me: and he is so good as to surrender thee on my own terms?" The lady 

turned to him with a slight smile, and said:—"Is it to me you speak, Sir? Bethink you that you 

may have mistaken me for another, for I, for my part, do not remember ever to have seen you." 

"Nay," said Messer Ricciardo, "but bethink thee what thou sayst; scan me closely; and if thou 

wilt but search thy memory, thou wilt find that I am thy Ricciardo di Chinzica." "Your pardon, 

Sir," answered the lady, "'tis not, perhaps, as seemly for me, as you imagine, to gaze long upon 

you; but I have gazed long enough to know that I never saw you before." Messer Ricciardo 

supposed that she so spoke for fear of Paganino, in whose presence she durst not acknowledge 

that she knew him: so, after a while, he craved as a favour of Paganino that he might speak with 

her in a room alone. Which request Paganino granted, so only that he did not kiss her against her 

will. He then bade the lady go with Messer Ricciardo into a room apart, and hear what he had to 

say, and give him such answer as she deemed meet. So the lady and Messer Ricciardo went 

together into a room alone, and sate down, and Messer Ricciardo began on this wise:—"Ah! dear 

heart of me, sweet soul of me, hope of me, dost not recognise thy Ricciardo that loves thee better 

than himself? how comes it thus to pass? am I then so changed? Ah! goodly eye of me, do but 

look on me a little." Whereat the lady burst into a laugh, and interrupting him, said:—"Rest 



assured that my memory is not so short but that I know you for what you are, my husband, 

Messer Ricciardo di Chinzica; but far enough you shewed yourself to be, while I was with you, 

from knowing me for what I was, young, lusty, lively; which, had you been the wise man you 

would fain be reputed, you would not have ignored, nor by consequence that which, besides food 

and clothing, it behoves men to give young ladies, albeit for shame they demand it not; which in 

what sort you gave, you know. You should not have taken a wife if she was to be less to you than 

the study of the law, albeit 'twas never as a judge that I regarded you, but rather as a bellman of 

encaenia and saints' days, so well you knew them all, and fasts and vigils. And I tell you that, had 

you imposed the observance of as many saints' days on the labourers that till your lands as on 

yourself who had but my little plot to till, you would never have harvested a single grain of corn. 

God in His mercy, having regard unto my youth, has caused me to fall in with this gentleman, 

with whom I am much closeted in this room, where nought is known of feasts, such feasts, I 

mean, as you, more devoted to the service of God than to the service of ladies, were wont to 

observe in such profusion; nor was this threshold ever crossed by Saturday or Friday or vigil or 

Ember-days or Lent, that is so long; rather here we are at work day and night, threshing the wool, 

and well I know how featly it went when the matin bell last sounded. Wherefore with him I mean 

to stay, and to work while I am young, and postpone the observance of feasts and times of 

indulgence and fasts until I am old: so get you hence, and good luck go with you, but depart with 

what speed you may, and observe as many feasts as you like, so I be not with you." 

The pain with which Messer Ricciardo followed this outburst was more than he could bear, 

and when she had done, he exclaimed:—"Ah! sweet soul of me, what words are these that thou 

utterest? Hast thou no care for thy parents' honour and thine own? Wilt thou remain here to be 

this man's harlot, and to live in mortal sin, rather than live with me at Pisa as my wife? Why, 

when he is tired of thee, he will cast thee out to thy most grievous dishonour. I will ever cherish 

thee, and ever, will I nill I, thou wilt be the mistress of my house. Wouldst thou, to gratify this 

unbridled and unseemly passion, part at once with thy honour and with me, who love thee more 

dearly than my very life? Ah! cherished hope of me, say not so again: make up thy mind to come 

with me. As I now know thy bent, I will henceforth constrain myself to pleasure thee: wherefore, 

sweet my treasure, think better of it, and come with me, who have never known a happy hour 

since thou wert reft from me." The lady answered:—"I expect not, nor is it possible, that another 

should be more tender of my honour than I am myself. Were my parents so, when they gave me 

to you? I trow not; nor mean I to be more tender of their honour now than they were then of 

mine. And if now I live in mortar sin, I will ever abide there until it be pestle sin:(3) concern 

yourself no further on my account. Moreover, let me tell you, that, whereas at Pisa 'twas as if I 

were your harlot, seeing that the planets in conjunction according to lunar mansion and 

geometric square intervened between you and me, here with Paganino I deem myself a wife, for 

he holds me in his arms all night long and hugs and bites me, and how he serves me, God be my 



witness. Ah! but you say you will constrain yourself to serve me: to what end? to do it on the 

third essay, and raise it by stroke of baton? I doubt not you are become a perfect knight since last 

I saw you. Begone, and constrain yourself to live; for here, methinks, your tenure is but 

precarious, so hectic and wasted is your appearance. Nay more; I tell you this, that, should 

Paganino desert me (which he does not seem disposed to do so long as I am willing to stay with 

him), never will I return to your house, where for one while I staid to my most grievous loss and 

prejudice, but will seek my commodity elsewhere, than with one from whose whole body I could 

not wring a single cupful of sap. So, again, I tell you that here is neither feast nor vigil; 

wherefore here I mean to abide; and you, get you gone, in God's name with what speed you may, 

lest I raise the cry that you threaten to violate me." 

Messer Ricciardo felt himself hard bested, but he could not but recognise that, worn out as he 

was, he had been foolish to take a young wife; so sad and woebegone he quitted the room, and, 

after expending on Paganino a wealth of words which signified nothing, he at last gave up his 

bootless enterprise, and leaving the lady to her own devices, returned to Pisa; where for very 

grief he lapsed into such utter imbecility that, when he was met by any with greeting or question 

in the street, he made no other answer than "the evil hole brooks no holiday," and soon 

afterwards died. Which when Paganino learned, being well assured of the love the lady bore him, 

he made her his lawful wife; and so, keeping neither feast nor vigil nor Lent, they worked as hard 

as their legs permitted, and had a good time. Wherefore, dear my ladies, I am of opinion that 

Messer Bernabo in his altercation with Ambrogiuolo rode the goat downhill.(4) 

(1) A strong white wine. (2) The saying went, that owing to the multitude of churches at 

Ravenna every day was there a saint's day. (3) A poor jeu de mots, mortaio, mortar, being 

substituted for mortale. (4) I.e. argued preposterously, the goat being the last animal to carry a 

rider comfortably downhill. 

This story provoked so much laughter that the jaws of every one in the company ached; and all 

the ladies by common consent acknowledged that Dioneo was right, and pronounced Bernabo a 

blockhead. But when the story was ended and the laughter had subsided, the queen, observing 

that the hour was now late, and that with the completion of the day's story-telling the end of her 

sovereignty was come, followed the example of her predecessor, and took off her wreath and set 

it on Neifile's brow, saying with gladsome mien, "Now, dear gossip, thine be the sovereignty of 

this little people;" and so she resumed her seat. Neifile coloured somewhat to receive such 

honour, shewing of aspect even as the fresh-blown rose of April or May in the radiance of the 

dawn, her eyes rather downcast, and glowing with love's fire like the morning-star. But when the 

respectful murmur, by which the rest of the company gave blithe token of the favour in which 

they held their queen, was hushed, and her courage revived, she raised herself somewhat more in 



her seat than she was wont, and thus spoke:—"As so it is that I am your queen, I purpose not to 

depart from the usage observed by my predecessors, whose rule has commanded not only your 

obedience but your approbation. I will therefore in few words explain to you the course which, if 

it commend itself to your wisdom, we will follow. To-morrow, you know, is Friday, and the next 

day Saturday, days which most folk find somewhat wearisome by reason of the viands which are 

then customary, to say nothing of the reverence in which Friday is meet to be held, seeing that 

'twas on that day that He who died for us bore His passion; wherefore 'twould be in my judgment 

both right and very seemly, if, in honour of God, we then bade story-telling give place to prayer. 

On Saturday ladies are wont to wash the head, and rid their persons of whatever of dust or other 

soilure they may have gathered by the labours of the past week; not a few, likewise, are wont to 

practise abstinence for devotion to the Virgin Mother of the Son of God, and to honour the 

approaching Sunday by an entire surcease from work. Wherefore, as we cannot then completely 

carry out our plan of life, we shall, I think, do well to intermit our story-telling on that day also. 

We shall then have been here four days; and lest we should be surprised by new-comers, I deem 

it expedient that we shift our quarters, and I have already taken thought for our next place of 

sojourn. Where, being arrived on Sunday, we will assemble after our sleep; and, whereas to-day 

our discourse has had an ample field to range in, I propose, both because you will thereby have 

more time for thought, and it will be best to set some limits to the license of our story-telling, 

that of the many diversities of Fortune's handiwork we make one our theme, whereof I have also 

made choice, to wit, the luck of such as have painfully acquired some much-coveted thing, or 

having lost, have recovered it. Whereon let each meditate some matter, which to tell may be 

profitable or at least delectable to the company, saving always Dioneo's privilege." All applauded 

the queen's speech and plan, to which, therefore, it was decided to give effect. Thereupon the 

queen called her seneschal, told him where to place the tables that evening, and then explained to 

him all that he had to do during the time of her sovereignty. This done, she rose with her train, 

and gave leave to all to take their pleasure as to each might seem best. So the ladies and the men 

hied them away to a little garden, where they diverted themselves a while; then supper-time 

being come, they supped with all gay and festal cheer. When they were risen from the table, 

Emilia, at the queen's command, led the dance, while Pampinea, the other ladies responding, 

sang the ensuing song. 

Shall any lady sing, if I not sing, 

I to whom Love did full contentment bring? 

Come hither, Love, thou cause of all my joy, 

Of all my hope, and all its sequel blest, 

And with me tune the lay, 

No more to sighs and bitter past annoy, 

That now but serve to lend thy bliss more zest; 



But to that fire's clear ray, 

Wherewith enwrapt I blithely live and gay, 

Thee as my God for ever worshipping. 

'Twas thou, O Love, didst set before mine eyes, 

When first thy fire my soul did penetrate, 

A youth to be my fere, 

So fair, so fit for deeds of high emprise, 

That ne'er another shall be found more great, 

Nay, nor, I ween, his peer: 

Such flame he kindled that my heart's full cheer 

I now pour out in chant with thee, my King. 

And that wherein I most delight is this, 

That as I love him, so he loveth me: 

So thank thee, Love, I must. 

For whatsoe'er this world can yield of bliss 

Is mine, and in the next at peace to be 

I hope through that full trust 

I place in him. And thou, O God, that dost 

It see, wilt grant of joy thy plenishing. 

Some other songs and dances followed, to the accompaniment of divers sorts of music; after 

which, the queen deeming it time to go to rest, all, following in the wake of the torches, sought 

their several chambers. The next two days they devoted to the duties to which the queen had 

adverted, looking forward to the Sunday with eager expectancy. 

— Endeth here the second day of the Decameron, beginneth the third, in which, under the rule 

of Neifile, discourse is had of the fortune of such as have painfully acquired some much-coveted 

thing, or, having lost, have recovered it. — 

  



THIRD DAY 

The dawn of Sunday was already changing from vermilion to orange, as the sun hasted to the 

horizon, when the queen rose and roused all the company. The seneschal had early sent forward 

to their next place of sojourn ample store of things meet with folk to make all things ready, and 

now seeing the queen on the road, and the decampment, as it were, begun, he hastily completed 

the equipment of the baggage-train, and set off therewith, attended by the rest of the servants, in 

rear of the ladies and gentlemen. So, to the chant of, perhaps, a score of nightingales and other 

birds, the queen, her ladies and the three young men trooping beside or after her, paced leisurely 

westward by a path little frequented and overgrown with herbage and flowers, which, as they 

caught the sunlight, began one and all to unfold their petals. So fared she on with her train, while 

the quirk and the jest and the laugh passed from mouth to mouth; nor had they completed more 

than two thousand paces when, well before half tierce,(1) they arrived at a palace most fair and 

sumptuous, which stood out somewhat from the plain, being situate upon a low eminence. On 

entering, they first traversed its great halls and dainty chambers furnished throughout with all 

brave and meet appointments; and finding all most commendable, they reputed its lord a 

magnifico. Then descending, they surveyed its spacious and cheerful court, its vaults of excellent 

wines and copious springs of most cool water, and found it still more commendable. After 

which, being fain of rest, they sat them down in a gallery which commanded the court, and was 

close imbosked with leafage and such flowers as the season afforded, and thither the discreet 

seneschal brought comfits and wines most choice and excellent, wherewith they were refreshed. 

Whereupon they hied them to a walled garden adjoining the palace; which, the gate being 

opened, they entered, and wonder-struck by the beauty of the whole passed on to examine more 

attentively the several parts. It was bordered and traversed in many parts by alleys, each very 

wide and straight as an arrow and roofed in with trellis of vines, which gave good promise of 

bearing clusters that year, and, being all in flower, dispersed such fragrance throughout the 

garden as blended with that exhaled by many another plant that grew therein made the garden 

seem redolent of all the spices that ever grew in the East. The sides of the alleys were all, as it 

were, walled in with roses white and red and jasmine; insomuch that there was no part of the 

garden but one might walk there not merely in the morning but at high noon in grateful shade 

and fragrance, completely screened from the sun. As for the plants that were in the garden, 'twere 

long to enumerate them, to specify their sorts, to describe the order of their arrangement; enough, 

in brief, that there was abundance of every rarer species that our climate allows. In the middle of 

the garden, a thing not less but much more to be commended than aught else, was a lawn of the 

finest turf, and so green that it seemed almost black, pranked with flowers of, perhaps, a 

thousand sorts, and girt about with the richest living verdure of orange-trees and cedars, which 

shewed not only flowers but fruits both new and old, and were no less grateful to the smell by 

their fragrance than to the eye by their shade. In the middle of the lawn was a basin of whitest 



marble, graven with marvellous art; in the centre whereof—whether the spring were natural or 

artificial I know not—rose a column supporting a figure which sent forth a jet of water of such 

volume and to such an altitude that it fell, not without a delicious plash, into the basin in quantity 

amply sufficient to turn a mill-wheel. The overflow was carried away from the lawn by a hidden 

conduit, and then, reemerging, was distributed through tiny channels, very fair and cunningly 

contrived, in such sort as to flow round the entire lawn, and by similar derivative channels to 

penetrate almost every part of the fair garden, until, re-uniting at a certain point, it issued thence, 

and, clear as crystal, slid down towards the plain, turning by the way two mill-wheels with 

extreme velocity to the no small profit of the lord. The aspect of this garden, its fair order, the 

plants and the fountain and the rivulets that flowed from it, so charmed the ladies and the three 

young men that with one accord they affirmed that they knew not how it could receive any 

accession of beauty, or what other form could be given to Paradise, if it were to be planted on 

earth. So, excellently well pleased, they roved about it, plucking sprays from the trees, and 

weaving them into the fairest of garlands, while songsters of, perhaps, a score of different sorts 

warbled as if in mutual emulation, when suddenly a sight as fair and delightsome as novel, 

which, engrossed by the other beauties of the place, they had hitherto overlooked, met their eyes. 

For the garden, they now saw, was peopled with a host of living creatures, fair and of, perhaps, a 

hundred sorts; and they pointed out to one another how here emerged a cony, or there scampered 

a hare, or couched a goat, or grazed a fawn, or many another harmless, all but domesticated, 

creature roved carelessly seeking his pleasure at his own sweet will. All which served immensely 

to reinforce their already abundant delight. At length, however, they had enough of wandering 

about the garden and observing this thing and that: wherefore they repaired to the beautiful 

fountain, around which were ranged the tables, and there, after they had sung half-a-dozen songs 

and trod some measures, they sat them down, at the queen's command, to breakfast, which was 

served with all celerity and in fair and orderly manner, the viands being both good and delicate; 

whereby their spirits rose, and up they got, and betook themselves again to music and song and 

dance, and so sped the hours, until, as the heat increased, the queen deemed it time that whoso 

was so minded should go to sleep. Some there were that did so; others were too charmed by the 

beauty of the place to think of leaving it; but tarried there, and, while the rest slept, amused 

themselves with reading romances or playing at chess or dice. However, after none, there was a 

general levee; and, with faces laved and refreshed with cold water, they gathered by the queen's 

command upon the lawn, and, having sat them down in their wonted order by the fountain, 

waited for the story-telling to begin upon the theme assigned by the queen. With this duty the 

queen first charged Filostrato, who began on this wise. 

(1) I.e. midway between prime and tierce, about 7:30 a.m. 

  



NOVEL I. — Masetto da Lamporecchio feigns to be dumb, and obtains a gardener's place at a 

convent of women, who with one accord make haste to lie with him. — 

Fairest ladies, not a few there are both of men and of women, who are so foolish as blindly to 

believe that, so soon as a young woman has been veiled in white and cowled in black, she ceases 

to be a woman, and is no more subject to the cravings proper to her sex, than if, in assuming the 

garb and profession of a nun, she had put on the nature of a stone: and if, perchance, they hear of 

aught that is counter to this their faith, they are no less vehement in their censure than if some 

most heinous and unnatural crime had been committed; neither bethinking them of themselves, 

whom unrestricted liberty avails not to satisfy, nor making due allowance for the prepotent 

forces of idleness and solitude. And likewise not a few there are that blindly believe that, what 

with the hoe and the spade and coarse fare and hardship, the carnal propensities are utterly 

eradicated from the tillers of the soil, and therewith all nimbleness of wit and understanding. But 

how gross is the error of such as so suppose, I, on whom the queen has laid her commands, am 

minded, without deviating from the theme prescribed by her, to make manifest to you by a little 

story. 

In this very country-side of ours there was and yet is a convent of women of great repute for 

sanctity—name it I will not, lest I should in some measure diminish its repute—the nuns being at 

the time of which I speak but nine in number, including the abbess, and all young women. Their 

very beautiful garden was in charge of a foolish fellow, who, not being content with his wage, 

squared accounts with their steward and hied him back to Lamporecchio, whence he came. 

Among others who welcomed him home was a young husbandman, Masetto by name, a stout 

and hardy fellow, and handsome for a contadino, who asked him where he had been so long. 

Nuto, as our good friend was called, told him. Masetto then asked how he had been employed at 

the convent, and Nuto answered:—"I kept their large and beautiful garden in good trim, and, 

besides, I sometimes went to the wood to fetch the faggots, I drew water, and did some other 

trifling services; but the ladies gave so little wage that it scarce kept me in shoes. And moreover 

they are all young, and, I think, they are one and all possessed of the devil, for 'tis impossible to 

do anything to their mind; indeed, when I would be at work in the kitchen-garden, 'put this here,' 

would say one, 'put that here,' would say another, and a third would snatch the hoe from my 

hand, and say, 'that is not as it should be'; and so they would worry me until I would give up 

working and go out of the garden; so that, what with this thing and that, I was minded to stay 

there no more, and so I am come hither. The steward asked me before I left to send him any one 

whom on my return I might find fit for the work, and I promised; but God bless his loins, I shall 

be at no pains to find out and send him any one." 

As Nuto thus ran on, Masetto was seized by such a desire to be with these nuns that he quite 

pined, as he gathered from what Nuto said that his desire might be gratified. And as that could 



not be, if he said nothing to Nuto, he remarked:—"Ah! 'twas well done of thee to come hither. A 

man to live with women! he might as well live with so many devils: six times out of seven they 

know not themselves what they want." There the conversation ended; but Masetto began to cast 

about how he should proceed to get permission to live with them. He knew that he was quite 

competent for the services of which Nuto spoke, and had therefore no fear of failing on that 

score; but he doubted he should not be received, because he was too young and well-favoured. 

So, after much pondering, he fell into the following train of thought:—The place is a long way 

off, and no one there knows me; if I make believe that I am dumb, doubtless I shall be admitted. 

Whereupon he made his mind up, laid a hatchet across his shoulder, and saying not a word to any 

of his destination, set forth, intending to present himself at the convent in the character of a 

destitute man. Arrived there, he had no sooner entered than he chanced to encounter the steward 

in the courtyard, and making signs to him as dumb folk do, he let him know that of his charity he 

craved something to eat, and that, if need were, he would split firewood. The steward promptly 

gave him to eat, and then set before him some logs which Nuto had not been able to split, all 

which Masetto, who was very strong, split in a very short time. The steward, having occasion to 

go to the wood, took him with him, and there set him at work on the lopping; which done he 

placed the ass in front of him, and by signs made him understand that he was to take the loppings 

back to the convent. This he did so well that the steward kept him for some days to do one or two 

odd jobs. Whereby it so befell that one day the abbess saw him, and asked the steward who he 

was. "Madam," replied the steward, "'tis a poor deaf mute that came here a day or two ago 

craving alms, so I have treated him kindly, and have let him make himself useful in many ways. 

If he knew how to do the work of the kitchen-garden and would stay with us, I doubt not we 

should be well served; for we have need of him, and he is strong, and would be able for whatever 

he might turn his hand to; besides which you would have no cause to be apprehensive lest he 

should be cracking his jokes with your young women." "As I trust in God," said the abbess, 

"thou sayst sooth; find out if he can do the garden work, and if he can, do all thou canst to keep 

him with us; give him a pair of shoes, an old hood, and speak him well, make much of him, and 

let him be well fed." All which the steward promised to do. 

Masetto, meanwhile, was close at hand, making as if he were sweeping the courtyard, and 

heard all that passed between the abbess and the steward, whereat he gleefully communed with 

himself on this wise:—Put me once within there, and you will see that I will do the work of the 

kitchen-garden as it never was done before. So the steward set him to work in the kitchen-

garden, and finding that he knew his business excellently well, made signs to him to know 

whether he would stay, and he made answer by signs that he was ready to do whatever the 

steward wished. The steward then signified that he was engaged, told him to take charge of the 

kitchen-garden, and shewed him what he had to do there. Then, having other matters to attend to, 

he went away, and left him there. Now, as Masetto worked there day by day, the nuns began to 



tease him, and make him their butt (as it commonly happens that folk serve the dumb) and used 

bad language to him, the worst they could think of, supposing that he could not understand them, 

all which passed scarce heeded by the abbess, who perhaps deemed him as destitute of virility as 

of speech. Now it so befell that after a hard day's work he was taking a little rest, when two 

young nuns, who were walking in the garden, approached the spot where he lay, and stopped to 

look at him, while he pretended to be asleep. And so the bolder of the two said to the other:—"If 

I thought thou wouldst keep the secret, I would tell thee what I have sometimes meditated, and 

which thou perhaps mightest also find agreeable." The other replied:—"Speak thy mind freely 

and be sure that I will never tell a soul." Whereupon the bold one began:—"I know not if thou 

hast ever considered how close we are kept here, and that within these precincts dare never enter 

any man, unless it be the old steward or this mute: and I have often heard from ladies that have 

come hither, that all the other sweets that the world has to offer signify not a jot in comparison of 

the pleasure that a woman has in connexion with a man. Whereof I have more than once been 

minded to make experiment with this mute, no other man being available. Nor, indeed, could one 

find any man in the whole world so meet therefor; seeing that he could not blab if he would; thou 

seest that he is but a dull clownish lad, whose size has increased out of all proportion to his 

sense; wherefore I would fain hear what thou hast to say to it." "Alas!" said the other, "what is't 

thou sayst? Knowest thou not that we have vowed our virginity to God?" "Oh," rejoined the first, 

"think but how many vows are made to Him all day long, and never a one performed: and so, for 

our vow, let Him find another or others to perform it." "But," said her companion, "suppose that 

we conceived, how then?" "Nay but," protested the first, "thou goest about to imagine evil before 

it befalls, thee: time enough to think of that when it comes to pass; there will be a thousand ways 

to prevent its ever being known, so only we do not publish it ourselves." Thus reassured, the 

other was now the more eager of the two to test the quality of the male human animal. "Well 

then," she said, "how shall we go about it?" and was answered:—"Thou seest 'tis past none; I 

make no doubt but all the sisters are asleep, except ourselves; search we through the kitchen-

garden, to see if there be any there, and if there be none, we have but to take him by the hand and 

lead him hither to the hut where he takes shelter from the rain; and then one shall mount guard 

while the other has him with her inside. He is such a simpleton that he will do just whatever we 

bid him." No word of this conversation escaped Masetto, who, being disposed to obey, hoped for 

nothing so much as that one of them should take him by the hand. They, meanwhile, looked 

carefully all about them, and satisfied themselves that they were secure from observation: then 

she that had broached the subject came close up to Masetto, and shook him; whereupon he 

started to his feet. So she took him by the hand with a blandishing air, to which he replied with 

some clownish grins. And then she led him into the hut, where he needed no pressing to do what 

she desired of him. Which done, she changed places with the other, as loyal comradeship 

required; and Masetto, still keeping up the pretence of simplicity, did their pleasure. Wherefore 

before they left, each must needs make another assay of the mute's powers of riding; and 



afterwards, talking the matter over many times, they agreed that it was in truth not less but even 

more delightful than they had been given to understand; and so, as they found convenient 

opportunity, they continued to go and disport themselves with the mute. 

Now it so chanced that one of their gossips, looking out of the window of her cell, saw what 

they did, and imparted it to two others. The three held counsel together whether they should not 

denounce the offenders to the abbess, but soon changed their mind, and came to an 

understanding with them, whereby they became partners in Masetto. And in course of time by 

divers chances the remaining three nuns also entered the partnership. Last of all the abbess, still 

witting nought of these doings, happened one very hot day, as she walked by herself through the 

garden, to find Masetto, who now rode so much by night that he could stand very little fatigue by 

day, stretched at full length asleep under the shade of an almond-tree, his person quite exposed in 

front by reason that the wind had disarranged his clothes. Which the lady observing, and 

knowing that she was alone, fell a prey to the same appetite to which her nuns had yielded: she 

aroused Masetto, and took him with her to her chamber, where, for some days, though the nuns 

loudly complained that the gardener no longer came to work in the kitchen-garden, she kept him, 

tasting and re-tasting the sweetness of that indulgence which she was wont to be the first to 

censure in others. And when at last she had sent him back from her chamber to his room, she 

must needs send for him again and again, and made such exorbitant demands upon him, that 

Masetto, not being able to satisfy so many women, bethought him that his part of mute, should 

he persist in it, might entail disastrous consequences. So one night, when he was with the abbess, 

he cut the tongue-string, and thus broke silence:—"Madam, I have understood that a cock may 

very well serve ten hens, but that ten men are sorely tasked to satisfy a single woman; and here 

am I expected to serve nine, a burden quite beyond my power to bear; nay, by what I have 

already undergone I am now so reduced that my strength is quite spent; wherefore either bid me 

Godspeed, or find some means to make matters tolerable." Wonder-struck to hear the supposed 

mute thus speak, the lady exclaimed:—"What means this? I took thee to be dumb." "And in 

sooth, Madam, so was I," said Masetto, "not indeed from my birth, but through an illness which 

took from me the power of speech, which only this very night have I recovered; and so I praise 

God with all my heart." The lady believed him; and asked him what he meant by saying that he 

had nine to serve. Masetto told her how things stood; whereby she perceived that of all her nuns 

there was not any but was much wiser than she; and lest, if Masetto were sent away, he should 

give the convent a bad name, she discreetly determined to arrange matters with the nuns in such 

sort that he might remain there. So, the steward having died within the last few days, she 

assembled all the nuns; and their and her own past errors being fully avowed, they by common 

consent, and with Masetto's concurrence, resolved that the neighbours should be given to 

understand that by their prayers and the merits of their patron saint, Masetto, long mute, had 

recovered the power of speech; after which they made him steward, and so ordered matters 



among themselves that he was able to endure the burden of their service. In the course of which, 

though he procreated not a few little monastics, yet 'twas all managed so discreetly that no breath 

of scandal stirred, until after the abbess's death, by which time Masetto was advanced in years 

and minded to return home with the wealth that he had gotten; which he was suffered to do, as 

soon as he made his desire known. And so Masetto, who had left Lamporecchio with a hatchet 

on his shoulder, returned thither in his old age rich and a father, having by the wisdom with 

which he employed his youth, spared himself the pains and expense of rearing children, and 

averring that such was the measure that Christ meted out to the man that set horns on his cap. 

  



NOVEL II. — A groom lies with the wife of King Agilulf, who learns the fact, keeps his own 

counsel, finds out the groom and shears him. The shorn shears all his fellows, and so comes safe 

out of the scrape. — 

Filostrato's story, which the ladies had received now with blushes now with laughter, being 

ended, the queen bade Pampinea follow suit. Which behest Pampinea smilingly obeyed, and thus 

began:— 

Some there are whose indiscretion is such that they must needs evince that they are fully 

cognizant of that which it were best they should not know, and censuring the covert misdeeds of 

others, augment beyond measure the disgrace which they would fain diminish. The truth 

whereof, fair ladies, I mean to shew you in the contrary case, wherein appears the astuteness of 

one that held, perhaps, an even lower place than would have been Masetto's in the esteem of a 

doughty king. 

Agilulf, King of the Lombards, who like his predecessors made the city of Pavia in Lombardy 

the seat of his government, took to wife Theodelinde, the widow of Authari, likewise King of the 

Lombards, a lady very fair, wise and virtuous, but who was unfortunate in her lover. For while 

the Lombards prospered in peace under the wise and firm rule of King Agilulf, it so befell that 

one of the Queen's grooms, a man born to very low estate, but in native worth far above his mean 

office, and moreover not a whit less tall and goodly of person than the King, became inordinately 

enamoured of her. And as, for all his base condition he had sense enough to recognize that his 

love was in the last degree presumptuous, he disclosed it to none, nay, he did not even venture to 

tell her the tale by the mute eloquence of his eyes. And albeit he lived without hope that he 

should ever be able to win her favour, yet he inwardly gloried that he had fixed his affections in 

so high a place; and being all aflame with passion, he shewed himself zealous beyond any of his 

comrades to do whatever he thought was likely to please the Queen. Whereby it came about, 

that, when the Queen had to take horse, she would mount the palfrey that he groomed rather than 

any other; and when she did so, he deemed himself most highly favoured, and never quitted her 

stirrup, esteeming himself happy if he might but touch her clothes. But as 'tis frequently observed 

that love waxes as hope wanes, so was it with this poor groom, insomuch that the burden of this 

great hidden passion, alleviated by no hope, was most grievous to bear, and from time to time, 

not being able to shake it off, he purposed to die. And meditating on the mode, he was minded 

that it should be of a kind to make it manifest that he died for the love which he had borne and 

bore to the Queen, and also to afford him an opportunity of trying his fortune whether his desire 

might in whole or in part be gratified. He had no thought of speaking to the Queen, nor yet of 

declaring his love to her by letter, for he knew that 'twould be vain either to speak or to write; but 

he resolved to try to devise some means whereby he might lie with the Queen; which end might 

in no other way be compassed than by contriving to get access to her in her bedroom; which 



could only be by passing himself off as the King, who, as he knew, did not always lie with her. 

Wherefore, that he might observe the carriage and dress of the King as he passed to her room, he 

contrived to conceal himself for several nights in a great hall of the King's palace which 

separated the King's room from that of the Queen: and on one of these nights he saw the King 

issue from his room, wrapped in a great mantle, with a lighted torch in one hand and a wand in 

the other, and cross the hall, and, saying nothing, tap the door of the Queen's room with the wand 

once or twice; whereupon the door was at once opened and the torch taken from his hand. 

Having observed the King thus go and return, and being bent on doing likewise, he found means 

to come by a mantle like that which he had seen the King wear, and also a torch and a wand: he 

then took a warm bath, and having thoroughly cleansed himself, that the smell of the foul straw 

might not offend the lady, or discover to her the deceit, he in this guise concealed himself as he 

was wont in the great hall. He waited only until all were asleep, and then, deeming the time come 

to accomplish his purpose, or by his presumption clear a way to the death which he coveted, he 

struck a light with the flint and steel which he had brought with him; and having kindled his 

torch and wrapped himself close in his mantle, he went to the door of the Queen's room, and 

tapped on it twice with his wand. The door was opened by a very drowsy chambermaid, who 

took the torch and put it out of sight; whereupon without a word he passed within the curtain, 

laid aside the mantle, and got into the bed where the Queen lay asleep. Then, taking her in his 

arms and straining her to him with ardour, making as if he were moody, because he knew that, 

when the King was in such a frame, he would never hear aught, in such wise, without word said 

either on his part or on hers, he had more than once carnal cognizance of the Queen. Loath 

indeed was he to leave her, but, fearing lest by too long tarrying his achieved delight might be 

converted into woe, he rose, resumed the mantle and the light, and leaving the room without a 

word, returned with all speed to his bed. He was hardly there when the King got up and entered 

the Queen's room; whereat she wondered not a little; but, reassured by the gladsome greeting 

which he gave her as he got into bed, she said:—"My lord, what a surprise is this to-night! 'Twas 

but now you left me after an unwonted measure of enjoyment, and do you now return so soon? 

consider what you do." From these words the King at once inferred that the Queen had been 

deceived by some one that had counterfeited his person and carriage; but, at the same time, 

bethinking himself that, as neither the Queen nor any other had detected the cheat, 'twas best to 

leave her in ignorance, he wisely kept silence. Which many a fool would not have done, but 

would have said:—"Nay, 'twas not I that was here. Who was it that was here? How came it to 

pass? Who came hither?" Whereby in the sequel he might have caused the lady needless chagrin, 

and given her occasion to desire another such experience as she had had, and so have brought 

disgrace upon himself by uttering that, from which, unuttered, no shame could have resulted. 

Wherefore, betraying little, either by his mien or by his words, of the disquietude which he felt, 

the King replied:—"Madam, seem I such to you that you cannot suppose that I should have been 

with you once, and returned to you immediately afterwards?" "Nay, not so, my lord," returned 



the lady, "but none the less I pray you to look to your health." Then said the King:—"And I am 

minded to take your advice; wherefore, without giving you further trouble I will leave you." So, 

angered and incensed beyond measure by the trick which, he saw, had been played upon him, he 

resumed his mantle and quitted the room with the intention of privily detecting the offender, 

deeming that he must belong to the palace, and that, whoever he might be, he could not have 

quitted it. So, taking with him a small lantern which shewed only a glimmer of light, he went 

into the dormitory which was over the palace-stables and was of great length, insomuch that 

well-nigh all the men-servants slept there in divers beds, and arguing that, by whomsoever that 

of which the Queen spoke was done, his heart and pulse could not after such a strain as yet have 

ceased to throb, he began cautiously with one of the head-grooms, and so went from bed to bed 

feeling at the heart of each man to see if it was thumping. All were asleep, save only he that had 

been with the Queen, who, seeing the King come, and guessing what he sought to discover, 

began to be mightily afraid, insomuch that to the agitation which his late exertion had 

communicated to his heart, terror now added one yet more violent; nor did he doubt that, should 

the King perceive it, he would kill him. Divers alternatives of action thronged his mind; but at 

last, observing that the King was unarmed, he resolved to make as if he were asleep, and wait to 

see what the King would do. So, having tried many and found none that he deemed the culprit, 

the King came at last to the culprit himself, and marking the thumping of his heart, said to 

himself:—This is he. But being minded to afford no clue to his ulterior purpose, he did no more 

than with a pair of scissors which he had brought with him shear away on one side of the man's 

head a portion of his locks, which, as was then the fashion, he wore very long, that by this token 

he might recognize him on the morrow; and having so done, he departed and returned to his 

room. The groom, who was fully sensible of what the King had done, and being a shrewd fellow 

understood very well to what end he was so marked, got up without a moment's delay; and, 

having found a pair of scissors—for, as it chanced, there were several pairs there belonging to 

the stables for use in grooming the horse— he went quietly through the dormitory and in like 

manner sheared the locks of each of the sleepers just above the ear; which done without 

disturbing any, he went back to bed. 

On the morrow, as soon as the King was risen, and before the gates of the palace were opened, 

he summoned all his men-servants to his presence, and, as they stood bareheaded before him, 

scanned them closely to see whether the one whom he had sheared was there; and observing with 

surprise that the more part of them were all sheared in the same manner, said to himself:—Of a 

surety this fellow, whom I go about to detect, evinces, for all his base condition, a high degree of 

sense. Then, recognising that he could not compass his end without causing a bruit, and not 

being minded to brave so great a dishonour in order to be avenged upon so petty an offender, he 

was content by a single word of admonition to shew him that his offence had not escaped notice. 

Wherefore turning to them all, he said:—"He that did it, let him do it no more, and get you hence 



in God's peace." Another would have put them to the strappado, the question, the torture, and 

thereby have brought to light that which one should rather be sedulous to cloak; and having so 

brought it to light, would, however complete the retribution which he exacted, have not lessened 

but vastly augmented his disgrace, and sullied the fair fame of his lady. Those who heard the 

King's parting admonition wondered, and made much question with one another, what the King 

might have meant to convey by it; but 'twas understood by none but him to whom it referred: 

who was discreet enough never to reveal the secret as long as the King lived, or again to stake his 

life on such a venture. 

  



NOVEL III. — Under cloak of confession and a most spotless conscience, a lady, enamoured of a 

young man, induces a booby friar unwittingly to provide a means to the entire gratification of 

her passion. — 

When Pampinea had done, and several of the company had commended the hardihood and 

wariness of the groom, as also the wisdom of the King, the queen, turning to Filomena, bade her 

follow suit: wherefore with manner debonair Filomena thus began:— 

The story which I shall tell you is of a trick which was actually played by a fair lady upon a 

booby religious, and which every layman should find the more diverting that these religious, 

being, for the most part, great blockheads and men of odd manners and habits, do nevertheless 

credit themselves with more ability and knowledge in all kinds than fall to the lot of the rest of 

the world; whereas, in truth, they are far inferior, and so, not being able, like others, to provide 

their own sustenance, are prompted by sheer baseness to fly thither for refuge where they may 

find provender, like pigs. Which story, sweet my ladies, I shall tell you, not merely that thereby I 

may continue the sequence in obedience to the queen's behest, but also to the end that I may let 

you see that even the religious, in whom we in our boundless credulity repose exorbitant faith, 

may be, and sometimes are, made—not to say by men—even by some of us women the sport of 

their sly wit. 

In our city, where wiles do more abound than either love or faith, there dwelt, not many years 

ago, a gentlewoman richly endowed (none more so) by nature with physical charms, as also with 

gracious manners, high spirit and fine discernment. Her name I know, but will not disclose it, nor 

yet that of any other who figures in this story, because there yet live those who might take 

offence thereat, though after all it might well be passed off with a laugh. High-born and married 

to an artificer of woollen fabrics, she could not rid her mind of the disdain with which, by reason 

of his occupation, she regarded her husband; for no man, however wealthy, so he were of low 

condition, seemed to her worthy to have a gentlewoman to wife; and seeing that for all his wealth 

he was fit for nothing better than to devise a blend, set up a warp, or higgle about yarn with a 

spinster, she determined to dispense with his embraces, save so far as she might find it 

impossible to refuse them; and to find her satisfaction elsewhere with one that seemed to her 

more meet to afford it than her artificer of woollens. In this frame of mind she became 

enamoured of a man well worthy of her love and not yet past middle age, insomuch that, if she 

saw him not in the day, she must needs pass an unquiet night. The gallant, meanwhile, remained 

fancy-free, for he knew nought of the lady's case; and she, being apprehensive of possible perils 

to ensue, was far too circumspect to make it known to him either by writing or by word of mouth 

of any of her female friends. Then she learned that he had much to do with a religious, a simple, 

clownish fellow, but nevertheless, as being a man of most holy life, reputed by almost everybody 

a most worthy friar, and decided that she could not find a better intermediary between herself 



and her lover than this same friar. So, having matured her plan, she hied her at a convenient time 

to the convent where the friar abode and sent for him, saying, that, if he so pleased, she would be 

confessed by him. The friar, who saw at a glance that she was a gentlewoman, gladly heard her 

confession; which done, she said:—"My father, I have yet a matter to confide to you, in which I 

must crave your aid and counsel. Who my kinsfolk and husband are, I wot you know, for I have 

myself told you. My husband loves me more dearly than his life, and being very wealthy, he can 

well and does forthwith afford me whatever I desire. Wherefore, as he loves me, even so I love 

him more dearly than myself; nor was there ever yet wicked woman that deserved the fire so 

richly as should I, were I guilty—I speak not of acts, but of so much as a single thought of 

crossing his will or tarnishing his honour. Now a man there is—his name, indeed, I know not, 

but he seems to me to be a gentleman, and, if I mistake not, he is much with you—a fine man 

and tall, his garb dun and very decent, who, the bent of my mind being, belike, quite unknown to 

him, would seem to have laid siege to me, insomuch that I cannot shew myself at door or 

casement, or quit the house, but forthwith he presents himself before me; indeed I find it passing 

strange that he is not here now; whereat I am sorely troubled, because, when men so act, 

unmerited reproach will often thereby be cast upon honest women. At times I have been minded 

to inform my brothers of the matter; but then I have bethought me that men sometimes frame 

messages in such a way as to evoke untoward answers, whence follow high words; and so they 

proceed to rash acts: wherefore, to obviate trouble and scandal, I have kept silence, and by 

preference have made you my confidant, both because you are the gentleman's friend, and 

because it befits your office to censure such behaviour not only in friends but in strangers. And 

so I beseech you for the love of our only Lord God to make him sensible of his fault, and pray 

him to offend no more in such sort. Other ladies there are in plenty, who may, perchance, be 

disposed to welcome such advances, and be flattered to attract his fond and assiduous regard, 

which to me, who am in no wise inclined to encourage it, is but a most grievous molestation." 

Having thus spoken, the lady bowed her head as if she were ready to weep. The holy friar was 

at no loss to apprehend who it was of whom she spoke; he commended her virtuous frame, 

firmly believing that what she said was true, and promised to take such action that she should not 

again suffer the like annoyance; nor, knowing that she was very wealthy, did he omit to extol 

works of charity and almsgiving, at the same time opening to her his own needs. "I make my suit 

to you," said she, "for the love of God; and if your friend should deny what I have told you, tell 

him roundly that 'twas from me you had it, and that I made complaint to you thereof." So, her 

confession ended and penance imposed, bethinking her of the hints which the friar had dropped 

touching almsgiving, she slipped into his hand as many coins as it would hold, praying him to 

say masses for the souls of her dead. She then rose and went home. 

Not long afterwards the gallant paid one of his wonted visits to the holy friar. They conversed 

for a while of divers topics, and then the friar took him aside, and very courteously reproved him 



for so haunting and pursuing the lady with his gaze, as from what she had given him to 

understand, he supposed was his wont. The gallant, who had never regarded her with any 

attention, and very rarely passed her house, was amazed, and was about to clear himself, when 

the friar closed his mouth, saying:—"Now away with this pretence of amazement, and waste not 

words in denial, for 'twill not avail thee. I have it not from the neighbours; she herself, bitterly 

complaining of thy conduct, told it me. I say not how ill this levity beseems thee; but of her I tell 

thee so much as this, that, if I ever knew woman averse to such idle philandering, she is so; and 

therefore for thy honour's sake, and that she be no more vexed, I pray thee refrain therefrom, and 

let her be in peace." The gallant, having rather more insight than the holy friar, was not slow to 

penetrate the lady's finesse; he therefore made as if he were rather shame-stricken, promised to 

go no further with the matter, and hied him straight from the friar to the lady's house, where she 

was always posted at a little casement to see if he were passing by. As she saw him come, she 

shewed him so gay and gracious a mien that he could no longer harbour any doubt that he had 

put the true construction upon what he had heard from the friar; and thenceforth, to his own 

satisfaction and the immense delight and solace of the lady, he omitted not daily to pass that 

way, being careful to make it appear as if he came upon other business. 'Twas thus not long 

before the lady understood that she met with no less favour in his eyes than he in hers; and being 

desirous to add fuel to his flame, and to assure him of the love she bore him, as soon as time and 

occasion served, she returned to the holy friar, and having sat herself down at his feet in the 

church, fell a weeping. The friar asked her in a soothing tone what her new trouble might be. 

Whereto the lady answered:—"My father, 'tis still that accursed friend of thine, of whom I made 

complaint to you some days ago, and who would now seem to have been born for my most 

grievous torment, and to cause me to do that by reason whereof I shall never be glad again, nor 

venture to place myself at your feet." "How?" said the friar; "has he not forborne to annoy thee?" 

"Not he, indeed," said the lady; "on the contrary, 'tis my belief that, since I complained to you of 

him, he has, as if in despite, being offended, belike, that I did so, passed my house seven times 

for once that he did so before. Nay, would to God he were content to pass and fix me with his 

eyes; but he is waxed so bold and unabashed that only yesterday he sent a woman to me at home 

with his compliments and cajoleries, and, as if I had not purses and girdles enough, he sent me a 

purse and a girdle; whereat I was, as I still am, so wroth, that, had not conscience first, and then 

regard for you, weighed with me, I had flown into a frenzy of rage. However, I restrained myself, 

and resolved neither to do nor to say aught without first letting you know it. Nor only so; but, lest 

the woman who brought the purse and girdle, and to whom I at first returned them, shortly 

bidding her begone and take them back to the sender, should keep them and tell him that I had 

accepted them, as I believe they sometimes do, I recalled her and had them back, albeit 'twas in 

no friendly spirit that I received them from her hand; and I have brought them to you, that you 

may return them to him and tell him that I stand in no need of such gifts from him, because, 

thanks be to God and my husband, I have purses and girdles enough to smother him in. And if 



after this he leave me not alone, I pray you as my father to hold me excused if, come what may, I 

tell it to my husband and brothers; for much liefer had I that he suffer indignity, if so it must be, 

than that my fair fame should be sullied on his account: that holds good, friar." Weeping bitterly 

as she thus ended, she drew from under her robe a purse of very fine and ornate workmanship 

and a dainty and costly little girdle, and threw them into the lap of the friar, who, fully believing 

what she said, manifested the utmost indignation as he took them, and said:—"Daughter, that by 

these advances thou shouldst be moved to anger, I deem neither strange nor censurable; but I am 

instant with thee to follow my advice in the matter. I chid him some days ago, and ill has he kept 

the promise that he made me; for which cause and this last feat of his I will surely make his ears 

so tingle that he will give thee no more trouble; wherefore, for God's sake, let not thyself be so 

overcome by wrath as to tell it to any of thy kinsfolk; which might bring upon him a retribution 

greater than he deserves. Nor fear lest thereby thy fair fame should suffer; for I shall ever be thy 

most sure witness before God and men that thou art innocent." The lady made a shew of being 

somewhat comforted: then, after a pause—for well she knew the greed of him and his likes—she 

said:—"Of late, Sir, by night, the spirits of divers of my kinsfolk have appeared to me in my 

sleep, and methinks they are in most grievous torment; alms, alms, they crave, nought else, 

especially my mother, who seems to be in so woful and abject a plight that 'tis pitiful to see. 

Methinks 'tis a most grievous torment to her to see the tribulation which this enemy of God has 

brought upon me. I would therefore have you say for their souls the forty masses of St. Gregory 

and some of your prayers, that God may deliver them from this purging fire." So saying she 

slipped a florin into the hand of the holy friar, who took it gleefully, and having with edifying 

words and many examples fortified her in her devotion, gave her his benediction, and suffered 

her to depart. 

The lady gone, the friar, who had still no idea of the trick that had been played upon him, sent 

for his friend; who was no sooner come than he gathered from the friar's troubled air that he had 

news of the lady, and waited to hear what he would say. The friar repeated what he had said 

before, and then broke out into violent and heated objurgation on the score of the lady's latest 

imputation. The gallant, who did not as yet apprehend the friar's drift, gave but a very faint 

denial to the charge of sending the purse and girdle, in order that he might not discredit the lady 

with the friar, if, perchance, she had given him the purse and girdle. Whereupon the friar 

exclaimed with great heat:—"How canst thou deny it, thou wicked man? Why, here they are; she 

brought them to me in tears with her own hand. Look at them, and say if thou knowest them 

not." The gallant now feigned to be much ashamed, and said:—"Why, yes, indeed, I do know 

them; I confess that I did wrong; and I swear to you that, now I know her character, you shall 

never hear word more of this matter." Many words followed; and then the blockheadly friar gave 

the purse and girdle to his friend, after which he read him a long lecture, besought him to meddle 

no more with such matters, and on his promising obedience dismissed him. 



Elated beyond measure by the assurance which he now had of the lady's love, and the 

beautiful present, the gallant, on leaving the friar, hied him straight to a spot whence he stealthily 

gave the lady to see that he had both her gifts: whereat the lady was well content, the more so as 

her intrigue seemed ever to prosper more and more. She waited now only for her husband's 

departure from home to crown her enterprise with success. Nor was it long before occasion 

required that her husband should go to Genoa. The very morning that he took horse and rode 

away she hied her to the holy friar, and after many a lamentation she said to him betwixt her 

sobs:—"My father, now at last I tell you out and out that I can bear my suffering no longer. I 

promised you some days ago to do nought in this matter without first letting you know it; I am 

now come to crave release from that promise; and that you may believe that my lamentations and 

complaints are not groundless, I will tell you how this friend of yours, who should rather be 

called a devil let loose from hell, treated me only this very morning, a little before matins. As ill-

luck would have it, he learned, I know not how, that yesterday morning my husband went to 

Genoa, and so this morning at the said hour he came into my garden, and got up by a tree to the 

window of my bedroom, which looks out over the garden, and had already opened the casement, 

and was about to enter the room, when I suddenly awoke, and got up and uttered a cry, and 

should have continued to cry out, had not he, who was still outside, implored my mercy for 

God's sake and yours, telling me who he was. So, for love of you I was silent, and naked as I was 

born, ran and shut the window in his face, and he—bad luck to him—made off, I suppose, for I 

saw him no more. Consider now if such behaviour be seemly and tolerable: I for my part am 

minded to put up with no more of it; indeed I have endured too much already for love of you." 

Wroth beyond measure was the friar, as he heard her thus speak, nor knew he what to say, 

except that he several times asked her if she were quite certain that it was no other than he. "Holy 

name of God!" replied the lady, "as if I did not yet know him from another! He it was, I tell you; 

and do you give no credence to his denial." "Daughter," said then the friar, "there is here nought 

else to say but that this is a monstrous presumption and a most heinous offence; and thou didst 

well to send him away as thou didst. But seeing that God has preserved thee from shame, I would 

implore thee that as thou hast twice followed my advice, thou do so likewise on this occasion, 

and making no complaint to any of thy kinsfolk, leave it to me to try if I can control this devil 

that has slipt his chain, whom I supposed to be a saint; and if I succeed in weaning him from this 

insensate folly, well and good; and if I fail, thenceforth I give thee leave, with my blessing, to do 

whatsoever may commend itself to thy own judgment." "Lo now," answered the lady, "once 

again I will not vex or disobey you; but be sure that you so order matters that he refrain from 

further annoyance, as I give you my word that never will I have recourse to you again touching 

this matter." Then, without another word, and with a troubled air, she took leave of him. Scarcely 

was she out of the church when the gallant came up. The friar called him, took him aside, and 

gave him the affront in such sort as 'twas never before given to any man reviling him as a 



disloyal and perjured traitor. The gallant, who by his two previous lessons had been taught how 

to value the friar's censures, listened attentively, and sought to draw him out by ambiguous 

answers. "Wherefore this wrath, Sir?" he began. "Have I crucified Christ?" "Ay, mark the 

fellow's effrontery!" retorted the friar: "list to what he says! He talks, forsooth, as if 'twere a year 

or so since, and his villanies and lewdnesses were clean gone from his memory for lapse of time. 

Between matins and now hast thou forgotten this morning's outrage? Where wast thou this 

morning shortly before daybreak?" "Where was I?" rejoined the gallant; "that know not I. 'Tis 

indeed betimes that the news has reached you." "True indeed it is," said the friar, "that the news 

has reached me: I suppose that, because the husband was not there, thou never doubtedst that 

thou wouldst forthwith be received by the lady with open arms. Ah! the gay gallant! the 

honourable gentleman! he is now turned prowler by night, and breaks into gardens, and climbs 

trees! Dost thou think by sheer importunity to vanquish the virtue of this lady, that thou 

escaladest her windows at night by the trees? She dislikes thee of all things in the world, and yet 

thou must still persist. Well indeed hast thou laid my admonitions to heart, to say nothing of the 

many proofs which she has given thee of her disdain! But I have yet a word for thee: hitherto, not 

that she bears thee any love, but that she has yielded to my urgent prayers, she has kept silence as 

to thy misdeeds: she will do so no more: I have given her leave to act as she may think fit, if thou 

givest her any further annoyance. And what wilt thou do if she informs her brothers?" The 

gallant, now fully apprised of what it imported him to know, was profuse in promises, whereby 

as best he might he reassured the friar, and so left him. The very next night, as soon as the matin 

hour was come, he entered the garden, climbed up the tree, found the window open, entered the 

chamber, and in a trice was in the embrace of his fair lady. Anxiously had she expected him, and 

blithely did she now greet him, saying:—"All thanks to master friar that he so well taught thee 

the way hither." Then, with many a jest and laugh at the simplicity of the asinine friar, and many 

a flout at distaff-fuls and combs and cards, they solaced themselves with one another to their no 

small delight. Nor did they omit so to arrange matters that they were well able to dispense with 

master friar, and yet pass many another night together with no less satisfaction: to which goal I 

pray that I, and all other Christian souls that are so minded, may be speedily guided of God in 

His holy mercy. 

  



NOVEL IV. — Dom Felice instructs Fra Puccio how to attain blessedness by doing a penance. 

Fra Puccio does the penance, and meanwhile Dom Felice has a good time with Fra Puccio's 

wife. — 

When Filomena, having concluded her story, was silent, and Dioneo had added a few honeyed 

phrases in praise of the lady's wit and Filomena's closing prayer, the queen glanced with a smile 

to Pamfilo, and said:—"Now, Pamfilo, give us some pleasant trifle to speed our delight." "That 

gladly will I," returned forthwith Pamfilo, and then:—"Madam," he began, "not a few there are 

that, while they use their best endeavours to get themselves places in Paradise, do, by 

inadvertence, send others thither: as did, not long ago, betide a fair neighbour of ours, as you 

shall hear. 

Hard by San Pancrazio there used to live, as I have heard tell, a worthy man and wealthy, 

Puccio di Rinieri by name, who in later life, under an overpowering sense of religion, became a 

tertiary of the order of St. Francis, and was thus known as Fra Puccio. In which spiritual life he 

was the better able to persevere that his household consisted but of a wife and a maid, and having 

no need to occupy himself with any craft, he spent no small part of his time at church; where, 

being a simple soul and slow of wit, he said his paternosters, heard sermons, assisted at the mass, 

never missed lauds (i. e. when chanted by the seculars), fasted and mortified his flesh; nay—so 

'twas whispered—he was of the Flagellants. His wife, Monna Isabetta by name, a woman of 

from twenty-eight to thirty summers, still young for her age, lusty, comely and plump as a 

casolan(1) apple, had not unfrequently, by reason of her husband's devoutness, if not also of his 

age, more than she cared for, of abstinence; and when she was sleepy, or, maybe, riggish, he 

would repeat to her the life of Christ, and the sermons of Fra Nastagio, or the lament of the 

Magdalen, or the like. Now, while such was the tenor of her life, there returned from Paris a 

young monk, by name Dom Felice, of the convent of San Pancrazio, a well-favoured man and 

keen-witted, and profoundly learned, with whom Fra Puccio became very intimate; and as there 

was no question which he could put to him but Dom Felice could answer it, and moreover he 

made great shew of holiness, for well he knew Fra Puccio's bent, Fra Puccio took to bringing him 

home and entertaining him at breakfast and supper, as occasion served; and for love of her 

husband the lady also grew familiar with Dom Felice, and was zealous to do him honour. So the 

monk, being a constant visitor at Fra Puccio's house, and seeing the lady so lusty and plump, 

surmised that of which she must have most lack, and made up his mind to afford, if he could, at 

once relief to Fra Puccio and contentment to the lady. So cautiously, now and again, he cast an 

admiring glance in her direction with such effect that he kindled in her the same desire with 

which he burned, and marking his success, took the first opportunity to declare his passion to 

her. He found her fully disposed to gratify it; but how this might be, he was at a loss to discover, 

for she would not trust herself with him in any place whatever except her own house, and there it 

could not be, because Fra Puccio never travelled; whereby the monk was greatly dejected. Long 



he pondered the matter, and at length thought of an expedient, whereby he might be with the lady 

in her own house without incurring suspicion, notwithstanding that Fra Puccio was there. So, 

being with Fra Puccio one day, he said to him:— "Reasons many have I to know, Fra Puccio, 

that all thy desire is to become a saint; but it seems to me that thou farest by a circuitous route, 

whereas there is one very direct, which the Pope and the greater prelates that are about him know 

and use, but will have it remain a secret, because otherwise the clergy, who for the most part live 

by alms, and could not then expect alms or aught else from the laity, would be speedily ruined. 

However, as thou art my friend, and hast shewn me much honour, I would teach thee that way, if 

I were assured that thou wouldst follow it without letting another soul in the world hear of it." 

Fra Puccio was now all agog to hear more of the matter, and began most earnestly entreating 

Dom Felice to teach him the way, swearing that without Dom Felice's leave none should ever 

hear of it from him, and averring that, if he found it practicable, he would certainly follow it. "I 

am satisfied with thy promises," said the monk, "and I will shew thee the way. Know then that 

the holy doctors hold that whoso would achieve blessedness must do the penance of which I shall 

tell thee; but see thou take me judiciously. I do not say that after the penance thou wilt not be a 

sinner, as thou art; but the effect will be that the sins which thou hast committed up to the very 

hour of the penance will all be purged away and thereby remitted to thee, and the sins which thou 

shalt commit thereafter will not be written against thee to thy damnation, but will be quit by holy 

water, like venial sins. First of all then the penitent must with great exactitude confess his sins 

when he comes to begin the penance. Then follows a period of fasting and very strict abstinence 

which must last for forty days, during which time he is to touch no woman whomsoever, not 

even his wife. Moreover, thou must have in thy house some place whence thou mayst see the sky 

by night, whither thou must resort at compline; and there thou must have a beam, very broad, and 

placed in such a way, that, standing, thou canst rest thy nether part upon it, and so, not raising thy 

feet from the ground, thou must extend thy arms, so as to make a sort of crucifix, and if thou 

wouldst have pegs to rest them on thou mayst; and on this manner, thy gaze fixed on the sky, and 

never moving a jot, thou must stand until matins. And wert thou lettered, it were proper for thee 

to say meanwhile certain prayers that I would give thee; but as thou art not so, thou must say 

three hundred paternosters and as many avemarias in honour of the Trinity; and thus 

contemplating the sky, be ever mindful that God was the creator of the heaven and the earth, and 

being set even as Christ was upon the cross, meditate on His passion. Then, when the matin-bell 

sounds, thou mayst, if thou please, go to bed—but see that thou undress not—and sleep; but in 

the morning thou must go to church, and hear at least three masses, and say fifty paternosters and 

as many avemarias; after which thou mayst with a pure heart do aught that thou hast to do, and 

breakfast; but at vespers thou must be again at church, and say there certain prayers, which I 

shall give thee in writing and which are indispensable, and after compline thou must repeat thy 

former exercise. Do this, and I, who have done it before thee, have good hope that even before 

thou shalt have reached the end of the penance, thou wilt, if thou shalt do it in a devout spirit, 



have already a marvellous foretaste of the eternal blessedness." "This," said Fra Puccio, "is 

neither a very severe nor a very long penance, and can be very easily managed: wherefore in 

God's name I will begin on Sunday." And so he took his leave of Dom Felice, and went home, 

and, by Dom Felice's permission, informed his wife of every particular of his intended penance. 

The lady understood very well what the monk meant by enjoining him not to stir from his post 

until matins; and deeming it an excellent device, she said that she was well content that he should 

do this or aught else that he thought good for his soul; and to the end that his penance might be 

blest of, she would herself fast with him, though she would go no further. So they did as they had 

agreed: when Sunday came Fra Puccio began his penance, and master monk, by understanding 

with the lady, came most evenings, at the hour when he was secure from discovery, to sup with 

her, always bringing with him abundance both of meat and of drink, and after slept with her till 

the matin hour, when he got up and left her, and Fra Puccio went to bed. The place which Fra 

Puccio had chosen for his penance was close to the room in which the lady slept, and only 

separated from it by the thinnest of partitions; so that, the monk and the lady disporting 

themselves with one another without stint or restraint, Fra Puccio thought he felt the floor of the 

house shake a little, and pausing at his hundredth paternoster, but without leaving his post, called 

out to the lady to know what she was about. The lady, who dearly loved a jest, and was just then 

riding the horse of St. Benedict or St. John Gualbert, answered:—"I'faith, husband, I am as 

restless as may be." "Restless," said Fra Puccio, "how so? What means this restlessness?" 

Whereto with a hearty laugh, for which she doubtless had good occasion, the bonny lady 

replied:—"What means it? How should you ask such a question? Why, I have heard you say a 

thousand times:—'Who fasting goes to bed, uneasy lies his head.'" Fra Puccio, supposing that her 

wakefulness and restlessness abed was due to want of food, said in good faith:—"Wife, I told 

thee I would have thee not fast; but as thou hast chosen to fast, think not of it, but think how thou 

mayst compose thyself to sleep; thou tossest about the bed in such sort that the shaking is felt 

here." "That need cause thee no alarm," rejoined the lady. "I know what I am about; I will 

manage as well as I can, and do thou likewise." So Fra Puccio said no more to her, but resumed 

his paternosters; and thenceforth every night, while Fra Puccio's penance lasted, the lady and 

master monk, having had a bed made up for them in another part of the house, did there wanton 

it most gamesomely, the monk departing and the lady going back to her bed at one and the same 

time, being shortly before Fra Puccio's return from his nightly vigil. The friar thus persisting in 

his penance while the lady took her fill of pleasure with the monk, she would from time to time 

say jestingly to him:—"Thou layest a penance upon Fra Puccio whereby we are rewarded with 

Paradise." So well indeed did she relish the dainties with which the monk regaled her, the more 

so by contrast with the abstemious life to which her husband had long accustomed her, that, 

when Fra Puccio's penance was done, she found means to enjoy them elsewhere, and ordered her 

indulgence with such discretion as to ensure its long continuance. Whereby (that my story may 



end as it began) it came to pass that Fra Puccio, hoping by his penance to win a place for himself 

in Paradise, did in fact translate thither the monk who had shewn him the way, and the wife who 

lived with him in great dearth of that of which the monk in his charity gave her superabundant 

largess. 

(1) Perhaps from Casoli, near Naples. 

  



NOVEL V. — Zima gives a palfrey to Messer Francesco Vergellesi, who in return suffers him to 

speak with his wife. She keeping silence, he answers in her stead, and the sequel is in accordance 

with his answer. — 

When Pamfilo had brought the story of Fra Puccio to a close amid the laughter of the ladies, 

the queen debonairly bade Elisa follow suit; and she, whose manner had in it a slight touch of 

severity, which betokened not despite, but was habitual to her, thus began:— 

Many there are that, being very knowing, think that others are quite the reverse; and so, many 

a time, thinking to beguile others, are themselves beguiled; wherefore I deem it the height of 

folly for any one wantonly to challenge another to a contest of wit. But, as, perchance, all may 

not be of the same opinion, I am minded, without deviating from the prescribed order, to 

acquaint you with that which thereby befell a certain knight of Pistoia. Know then that at Pistoia 

there lived a knight, Messer Francesco, by name, of the Vergellesi family, a man of much wealth 

and good parts, being both wise and clever, but withal niggardly beyond measure. Which Messer 

Francesco, having to go to Milan in the capacity of podesta, had provided himself with all that 

was meet for the honourable support of such a dignity, save only a palfrey handsome enough for 

him; and not being able to come by any such, he felt himself at a loss. Now there was then in 

Pistoia a young man, Ricciardo by name, of low origin but great wealth, who went always so 

trim and fine and foppish of person, that folk had bestowed upon him the name of Zima,(1) by 

which he was generally known. Zima had long and to no purpose burned and yearned for love of 

Messer Francesco's very fair and no less virtuous wife. His passion was matter of common 

notoriety; and so it befell that some one told Messer Francesco that he had but to ask Zima, who 

was the possessor of one of the handsomest palfreys in Tuscany, which on that account he 

greatly prized, and he would not hesitate to give him the horse for the love which he bore his 

wife. So our niggardly knight sent for Zima, and offered to buy the horse of him, hoping thereby 

to get him from Zima as a gift. Zima heard the knight gladly, and thus made answer:—"Sell you 

my horse, Sir, I would not, though you gave me all that you have in the world; but I shall be 

happy to give him to you, when you will, on this condition, that, before he pass into your hands, I 

may by your leave and in your presence say a few words to your wife so privately that I may be 

heard by her alone." Thinking at once to gratify his cupidity and to outwit Zima, the knight 

answered that he was content that it should be even as Zima wished. Then, leaving him in the 

hall of the palace, he went to his lady's chamber, and told her the easy terms on which he might 

acquire the palfrey, bidding her give Zima his audience, but on no account to vouchsafe him a 

word of reply. This the lady found by no means to her mind, but, as she must needs obey her 

husband's commands, she promised compliance, and followed him into the hall to hear what 

Zima might have to say. Zima then renewed his contract with the knight in due form; whereupon, 

the lady being seated in a part of the hall where she was quite by herself, he sate down by her 

side, and thus began:—"Noble lady, I have too much respect for your understanding to doubt that 



you have long been well aware of the extremity of passion whereto I have been brought by your 

beauty, which certainly exceeds that of any other lady that I have ever seen, to say nothing of 

your exquisite manners and incomparable virtues, which might well serve to captivate every 

soaring spirit that is in the world; wherefore there need no words of mine to assure you that I 

love you with a love greater and more ardent than any that man yet bore to woman, and so 

without doubt I shall do, as long as my woful life shall hold this frame together; nay, longer yet, 

for, if love there be in the next world as in this, I shall love you evermore. And so you may make 

your mind secure that there is nothing that is yours, be it precious or be it common, which you 

may count as in such and so sure a sort your own as me, for all that I am and have. And that 

thereof you may not lack evidence of infallible cogency, I tell you, that I should deem myself 

more highly favoured, if I might at your command do somewhat to pleasure you, than if at my 

command the whole world were forthwith to yield me obedience. And as 'tis even in such sort 

that I am yours, 'tis not unworthily that I make bold to offer my petitions to Your Highness, as 

being to me the sole, exclusive source of all peace, of all bliss, of all health. Wherefore, as your 

most lowly vassal, I pray you, dear my bliss, my soul's one hope, wherein she nourishes herself 

in love's devouring flame, that in your great benignity you deign so far to mitigate the harshness 

which in the past you have shewn towards me, yours though I am, that, consoled by your 

compassion, I may say, that, as 'twas by your beauty that I was smitten with love, so 'tis to your 

pity that I owe my life, which, if in your haughtiness you lend not ear unto my prayers, will 

assuredly fail, so that I shall die, and, it may be, 'twill be said that you slew me. 'Twould not 

redound to your honour that I died for love of you; but let that pass; I cannot but think, however, 

that you would sometimes feel a touch of remorse, and would grieve that 'twas your doing, and 

that now and again, relenting, you would say to yourself:—'Ah! how wrong it was of me that I 

had not pity on my Zima;' by which too late repentance you would but enhance your grief. 

Wherefore, that this come not to pass, repent you while it is in your power to give me ease, and 

shew pity on me before I die, seeing that with you it rests to make me either the gladdest or the 

saddest man that lives. My trust is in your generosity, that 'twill not brook that a love so great 

and of such a sort as mine should receive death for guerdon, and that by a gladsome and gracious 

answer you will repair my shattered spirits, which are all a-tremble in your presence for very 

fear." When he had done, he heaved several very deep sighs, and a few tears started from his 

eyes, while he awaited the lady's answer. 

Long time he had wooed her with his eyes, had tilted in her honour, had greeted her rising 

with music; and against these and all like modes of attack she had been proof; but the heartfelt 

words of her most ardent lover were not without their effect, and she now began to understand 

what she had never till then understood, to wit, what love really means. So, albeit she obeyed her 

lord's behest, and kept silence, yet she could not but betray by a slight sigh that which, if she 

might have given Zima his answer, she would readily have avowed. After waiting a while, Zima 



found it strange that no answer was forthcoming; and he then began to perceive the trick which 

the knight had played him. However, he kept his eyes fixed on the lady, and observing that her 

eyes glowed now and again, as they met his, and noting the partially suppressed sighs which 

escaped her, he gathered a little hope, which gave him courage to try a novel plan of attack. So, 

while the lady listened, he began to make answer for her to himself on this wise:—"Zima mine, 

true indeed it is that long since I discerned that thou didst love me with a love exceeding great 

and whole-hearted, whereof I have now yet ampler assurance by thine own words, and well 

content I am therewith, as indeed I ought to be. And however harsh and cruel I may have seemed 

to thee, I would by no means have thee believe, that I have been such at heart as I have seemed 

in aspect; rather, be assured that I have ever loved thee and held thee dear above all other men; 

the mien which I have worn was but prescribed by fear of another and solicitude for my fair 

fame. But a time will soon come when I shall be able to give thee plain proof of my love, and to 

accord the love which thou hast borne and dost bear me its due guerdon. Wherefore be 

comforted and of good hope; for, Messer Francesco is to go in a few days' time to Milan as 

podesta, as thou well knowest, seeing that for love of me thou hast given him thy fine palfrey; 

and I vow to thee upon my faith, upon the true love which I bear thee, that without fail, within a 

few days thereafter thou shalt be with me, and we will give our love complete and gladsome 

consummation. And that I may have no more occasion to speak to thee of this matter, be it 

understood between us that henceforth when thou shalt observe two towels disposed at the 

window of my room which overlooks the garden, thou shalt come to me after nightfall of that 

same day by the garden door (and look well to it that thou be not seen), and thou shalt find me 

waiting for thee, and we will have our fill of mutual cheer and solace all night long." 

Having thus answered for the lady, Zima resumed his own person and thus replied to the 

lady:—"Dearest madam, your boon response so overpowers my every faculty that scarce can I 

frame words to render you due thanks; and, were I able to utter all I feel, time, however long, 

would fail me fully to thank you as I would fain and as I ought: wherefore I must even leave it to 

your sage judgment to divine that which I yearn in vain to put in words. Let this one word 

suffice, that as you bid me, so I shall not fail to do; and then, having, perchance, firmer assurance 

of the great boon which you have granted me, I will do my best endeavour to thank you in terms 

the amplest that I may command. For the present there is no more to say; and so, dearest my 

lady, I commend you to God; and may He grant you your heart's content of joy and bliss." To all 

which the lady returned never a word: wherefore Zima rose and turned to rejoin the knight, who, 

seeing him on his feet, came towards him, and said with a laugh:—"How sayst thou? Have I 

faithfully kept my promise to thee?" "Not so, Sir," replied Zima; "for by thy word I was to have 

spoken with thy wife, and by thy deed I have spoken to a statue of marble." Which remark was 

much relished by the knight, who, well as he had thought of his wife, thought now even better of 

her, and said:—"So thy palfrey, that was, is now mine out and out." "'Tis even so, Sir," replied 



Zima; "but had I thought to have gotten such fruit as I have from this favour of yours, I would 

not have craved it, but would have let you have the palfrey as a free gift: and would to God I had 

done so, for, as it is, you have bought the palfrey and I have not sold him." This drew a laugh 

from the knight, who within a few days thereafter mounted the palfrey which he had gotten, and 

took the road for Milan, there to enter on his podestate. The lady, now mistress of herself, 

bethought her of Zima's words, and the love which he bore her, and for which he had parted with 

his palfrey; and observing that he frequently passed her house, said to herself:—"What am I 

about? Why throw I my youth away? My husband is gone to Milan, and will not return for six 

months, and when can he ever restore them to me? When I am old! And besides, shall I ever find 

another such lover as Zima? I am quite by myself. There is none to fear, I know not why I take 

not my good time while I may: I shall not always have the like opportunity as at present: no one 

will ever know; and if it should get known, 'tis better to do and repent than to forbear and 

repent." Of which meditations the issue was that one day she set two towels in the window 

overlooking the garden, according to Zima's word, and Zima having marked them with much 

exultation, stole at nightfall alone to the door of the lady's garden, and finding it open, crossed to 

another door that led into the house, where he found the lady awaiting him. On sight of him she 

rose to meet him, and gave him the heartiest of welcomes. A hundred thousand times he 

embraced and kissed her, as he followed her upstairs: then without delay they hied them to bed, 

and knew love's furthest bourne. And so far was the first time from being in this case the last, 

that, while the knight was at Milan, and indeed after his return, there were seasons not a few at 

which Zima resorted thither to the immense delight of both parties. 

(1) From the Low Latin aczima, explained by Du Cange as "tonture de draps," the process of 

dressing cloth so as to give it an even nap. Zima is thus equivalent to "nitidus." Cf. Vocab. degli 

Accademici della Crusca, "Azzimare." 

  



NOVEL VI. — Ricciardo Minutolo loves the wife of Filippello Fighinolfi, and knowing her to be 

jealous, makes her believe that his own wife is to meet Filippello at a bagnio on the ensuing day; 

whereby she is induced to go thither, where, thinking to have been with her husband, she 

discovers that she has tarried with Ricciardo. — 

When Elisa had quite done, the queen, after some commendation of Zima's sagacity, bade 

Fiammetta follow with a story. Whereto Fiammetta, all smiles, responded:—"Madam, with all 

my heart;" and thus began:— 

Richly though our city abounds, as in all things else, so also in instances to suit every topic, 

yet I am minded to journey some distance thence, and, like Elisa, to tell you something of what 

goes on in other parts of the world: wherefore pass we to Naples, where you shall hear how one 

of these sanctified that shew themselves so shy of love, was by the subtlety of her lover brought 

to taste of the fruit before she had known the flowers of love; whereby at one and the same time 

you may derive from the past counsel of prudence for the future, and present delectation. 

In the very ancient city of Naples, which for loveliness has not its superior or perhaps its equal 

in Italy, there once lived a young man, renowned alike for noble blood and the splendour of his 

vast wealth, his name Ricciardo Minutolo. He was mated with a very fair and loving wife; but 

nevertheless he became enamoured of a lady who in the general opinion vastly surpassed in 

beauty every other lady in Naples. Catella—such was the lady's name—was married to a young 

man, likewise of gentle blood, Filippello Fighinolfi by name, whom she, most virtuous of ladies, 

loved and held dear above all else in the world. Being thus enamoured of Catella, Ricciardo 

Minutolo left none of those means untried whereby a lady's favour and love are wont to be 

gained, but for all that he made no way towards the attainment of his heart's desire: whereby he 

fell into a sort of despair, and witless and powerless to loose himself from his love, found life 

scarce tolerable, and yet knew not how to die. While in this frame he languished, it befell one 

day that some ladies that were of kin to him counselled him earnestly to be quit of such a love, 

whereby he could but fret himself to no purpose, seeing that Catella cared for nought in the 

world save Filippello, and lived in such a state of jealousy on his account that never a bird flew 

but she feared lest it should snatch him from her. So soon as Ricciardo heard of Catella's 

jealousy, he forthwith began to ponder how he might make it subserve his end. He feigned to 

have given up his love for Catella as hopeless, and to have transferred it to another lady, in 

whose honour he accordingly began to tilt and joust and do all that he had been wont to do in 

honour of Catella. Nor was it long before well-nigh all the Neapolitans, including Catella herself, 

began to think that he had forgotten Catella, and was to the last degree enamoured of the other 

lady. In this course he persisted, until the opinion was so firmly rooted in the minds of all that 

even Catella laid aside a certain reserve which she had used towards him while she deemed him 

her lover, and, coming and going, greeted him in friendly, neighbourly fashion, like the rest. 



Now it so befell that during the hot season, when, according to the custom of the Neapolitans, 

many companies of ladies and gentlemen went down to the sea-coast to recreate themselves and 

breakfast and sup, Ricciardo, knowing that Catella was gone thither with her company, went 

likewise with his, but, making as if he were not minded to stay there, he received several 

invitations from the ladies of Catella's company before he accepted any. When the ladies 

received him, they all with one accord, including Catella, began to rally him on his new love, and 

he furnished them with more matter for talk by feigning a most ardent passion. At length most of 

the ladies being gone off, one hither, another thither, as they do in such places, leaving Catella 

and a few others with Ricciardo, he tossed at Catella a light allusion to a certain love of her 

husband Filippello, which threw her at once into such a fit of jealousy, that she inly burned with 

a vehement desire to know what Ricciardo meant. For a while she kept her own counsel; then, 

brooking no more suspense, she adjured Ricciardo, by the love he bore the lady whom most he 

loved, to expound to her what he had said touching Filippello. He answered thus:—"You have 

adjured me by her to whom I dare not deny aught that you may ask of me; my riddle therefore I 

will presently read you, provided you promise me that neither to him nor to any one else will you 

impart aught of what I shall relate to you, until you shall have ocular evidence of its truth; which, 

so you desire it, I will teach you how you may obtain." The lady accepted his terms, which rather 

confirmed her belief in his veracity, and swore that she would not tell a soul. They then drew a 

little apart, that they might not be overheard by the rest, and Ricciardo thus began:—"Madam, 

did I love you, as I once did, I should not dare to tell you aught that I thought might cause you 

pain; but, now that that love is past, I shall have the less hesitation in telling you the truth. 

Whether Filippello ever resented the love which I bore you, or deemed that it was returned by 

you, I know not: whether it were so or no, he certainly never shewed any such feeling to me; but 

so it is that now, having waited, perhaps, until, as he supposes, I am less likely to be on my 

guard, he shews a disposition to serve me as I doubt he suspects that I served him; that is to say, 

he would fain have his pleasure of my wife, whom for some time past he has, as I discover, plied 

with messages through most secret channels. She has told me all, and has answered him 

according to my instructions: but only this morning, just before I came hither, I found a woman 

in close parley with her in the house, whose true character and purpose I forthwith divined; so I 

called my wife, and asked what the woman wanted. Whereto she answered:—''Tis this 

persecution by Filippello which thou hast brought upon me by the encouraging answers that thou 

wouldst have me give him: he now tells me that he is most earnestly desirous to know my 

intentions, and that, should I be so minded, he would contrive that I should have secret access to 

a bagnio in this city, and he is most urgent and instant that I should consent. And hadst thou not, 

wherefore I know not, bidden me keep the affair afoot, I would have dismissed him in such a sort 

that my movements would have been exempt from his prying observation for ever.' Upon this I 

saw that the affair was going too far; I determined to have no more of it, and to let you know it, 

that you may understand how he requites your whole-hearted faith, which brought me of late to 



the verge of death. And that you may not suppose that these are but empty words and idle tales, 

but may be able, should you so desire, to verify them by sight and touch, I caused my wife to tell 

the woman who still waited her answer, that she would be at the bagnio to-morrow about none, 

during the siesta: with which answer the woman went away well content. Now you do not, I 

suppose, imagine that I would send her thither; but if I were in your place, he should find me 

there instead of her whom he thinks to find there; and when I had been some little time with him, 

I would give him to understand with whom he had been, and he should have of me such honour 

as he deserved. Whereby, I doubt not, he would be put to such shame as would at one and the 

same time avenge both the wrong which he has done to you and that which he plots against me." 

Catella, as is the wont of the jealous, hearkened to Ricciardo's words without so much as 

giving a thought to the speaker or his wiles, inclined at once to credit his story, and began to 

twist certain antecedent matters into accord with it; then, suddenly kindling with wrath, she 

answered that to the bagnio she would certainly go; 'twould cause her no great inconvenience, 

and if he should come, she would so shame him that he should never again set eyes on woman 

but his ears would tingle. Satisfied by what he heard, that his stratagem was well conceived, and 

success sure, Ricciardo added much in corroboration of his story, and having thus confirmed her 

belief in it, besought her to keep it always close, whereto she pledged her faith. 

Next morning Ricciardo hied him to the good woman that kept the bagnio to which he had 

directed Catella, told her the enterprise which he had in hand, and prayed her to aid him therein 

so far as she might be able. The good woman, who was much beholden to him, assured him that 

she would gladly do so, and concerted with him all that was to be said and done. She had in the 

bagnio a room which was very dark, being without any window to admit the light. This room, by 

Ricciardo's direction, she set in order, and made up a bed there as well as she could, into which 

bed Ricciardo got, as soon as he had breakfasted, and there awaited Catella's coming. 

Now Catella, still giving more credence to Ricciardo's story than it merited, had gone home in 

the evening in a most resentful mood, and Filippello, returning home the same evening with a 

mind greatly preoccupied, was scarce as familiar with her as he was wont to be. Which she 

marking, grew yet more suspicious than before, and said to herself:—"Doubtless he is thinking 

of the lady of whom he expects to take his pleasure to-morrow, as most assuredly he shall not;" 

and so, musing and meditating what she should say to him after their rencounter at the bagnio, 

she spent the best part of the night. But—to shorten my story—upon the stroke of none Catella, 

taking with her a single attendant, but otherwise adhering to her original intention, hied her to the 

bagnio which Ricciardo had indicated; and finding the good woman there, asked her whether 

Filippello had been there that day. Primed by Ricciardo, the good woman asked her, whether she 

were the lady that was to come to speak with him; to which she answered in the affirmative. "Go 

to him, then," said the good woman. And so Catella, in quest of that which she would gladly not 



have found, was shewn to the chamber where Ricciardo was, and having entered without 

uncovering her head, closed the door behind her. Overjoyed to see her, Ricciardo sprang out of 

bed, took her in his arms, and said caressingly:—"Welcome, my soul." Catella, dissembling, for 

she was minded at first to counterfeit another woman, returned his embrace, kissed him, and 

lavished endearments upon him; saying, the while, not a word, lest her speech should betray her. 

The darkness of the room, which was profound, was equally welcome to both; nor were they 

there long enough for their eyes to recover power. Ricciardo helped Catella on to the bed, where, 

with no word said on either side in a voice that might be recognized, they lay a long while, much 

more to the solace and satisfaction of the one than of the other party. Then, Catella, deeming it 

high time to vent her harboured resentment, burst forth in a blaze of wrath on this wise:—"Alas! 

how wretched is the lot of women, how misplaced of not a few the love they bear their husbands! 

Ah, woe is me! for eight years have I loved thee more dearly than my life; and now I find that 

thou, base miscreant that thou art, dost nought but burn and languish for love of another woman! 

Here thou hast been—with whom, thinkest thou? Even with her whom thou hast too long 

deluded with thy false blandishments, making pretence to love her while thou art enamoured of 

another. 'Tis I, Catella, not the wife of Ricciardo, false traitor that thou art; list if thou knowest 

my voice; 'tis I indeed! Ah! would we were but in the light!— it seems to me a thousand years 

till then—that I might shame thee as thou deservest, vile, pestilent dog that thou art! Alas! woe is 

me! such love as I have borne so many years—to whom? To this faithless dog, that, thinking to 

have a strange woman in his embrace, has in the brief while that I have been with him here 

lavished upon me more caresses and endearments than during all the forepast time that I have 

been his! A lively spark indeed art thou to-day, renegade dog, that shewest thyself so limp and 

enervate and impotent at home! But, God be praised, thou hast tilled thine own plot, and not 

another's, as thou didst believe. No wonder that last night thou heldest aloof from me; thou wast 

thinking of scattering thy seed elsewhere, and wast minded to shew thyself a lusty knight when 

thou shouldst join battle. But praise be to God and my sagacity, the water has nevertheless taken 

its proper course. Where is thy answer, culprit? Hast thou nought to say? Have my words struck 

thee dumb? God's faith I know not why I forbear to pluck thine eyes out with my fingers. Thou 

thoughtest to perpetrate this treason with no small secrecy; but, by God, one is as knowing as 

another; thy plot has failed; I had better hounds on thy trail than thou didst think for." Ricciardo, 

inly delighted by her words, made no answer, but embraced and kissed her more than ever, and 

overwhelmed her with his endearments. So she continued her reproaches, saying:—"Ay, thou 

thinkest to cajole me with thy feigned caresses, wearisome dog that thou art, and so to pacify and 

mollify me; but thou art mistaken. I shall never be mollified, until I have covered thee with 

infamy in the presence of all our kinsfolk and friends and neighbours. Am I not, miscreant, as 

fair as the wife of Ricciardo Minutolo? Am I not as good a lady as she? Why dost not answer, 

vile dog? Wherein has she the advantage of me? Away with thee! touch me not; thou hast done 

feats of arms more than enough for to-day. Well I know that, now that thou knowest who I am, 



thou wilt wreak thy will on me by force: but by God's grace I will yet disappoint thee. I know not 

why I forbear to send for Ricciardo, who loved me more than himself and yet was never able to 

boast that he had a single glance from me; nor know I why 'twere wrong to do so. Thou 

thoughtest to have his wife here, and 'tis no fault of thine that thou hadst her not: so, if I had him, 

thou couldst not justly blame me." 

Enough had now been said: the lady's mortification was extreme; and, as she ended, Ricciardo 

bethought him that, if he suffered her, thus deluded, to depart, much evil might ensue. He 

therefore resolved to make himself known, and disabuse her of her error. So, taking her in his 

arms, and clipping her so close that she could not get loose, he said:—"Sweet my soul, be not 

wroth: that which, while artlessly I loved, I might not have, Love has taught me to compass by 

guile: know that I am thy Ricciardo." 

At these words and the voice, which she recognized, Catella started, and would have sprung 

out of the bed; which being impossible, she essayed a cry; but Ricciardo laid a hand upon her 

mouth, and closed it, saying:—"Madam, that which is done can never be undone, though you 

should cry out for the rest of your days, and should you in such or any other wise publish this 

matter to any, two consequences will ensue. In the first place (and this is a point which touches 

you very nearly) your honour and fair fame will be blasted; for, however you may say that I 

lured you hither by guile, I shall deny it, and affirm, on the contrary, that I induced you to come 

hither by promises of money and gifts, and that 'tis but because you are vexed that what I gave 

you did not altogether come up to your expectations, that you make such a cry and clamour; and 

you know that folk are more prone to believe evil than good, and therefore I am no less likely to 

be believed than you. The further consequence will be mortal enmity between your husband and 

me, and the event were as like to be that I killed him as that he killed me: which if I did, you 

would never more know joy or peace. Wherefore, heart of my body, do not at one and the same 

time bring dishonour upon yourself and set your husband and me at strife and in jeopardy of our 

lives. You are not the first, nor will you be the last to be beguiled; nor have I beguiled you to rob 

you of aught, but for excess of love that I bear, and shall ever bear, you, being your most lowly 

vassal. And though it is now a great while that I, and what I have and can and am worth, are 

yours, yet I am minded that so it shall be henceforth more than ever before. Your discretion in 

other matters is not unknown to me, and I doubt not 'twill be equally manifest in this." 

Ricciardo's admonitions were received by Catella with many a bitter tear; but though she was 

very wroth and very sad at heart, yet Ricciardo's true words so far commanded the assent of her 

reason, that she acknowledged that 'twas possible they might be verified by the event. Wherefore 

she made answer:ź-"Ricciardo, I know not how God will grant me patience to bear the villainy 

and knavery which thou hast practised upon me; and though in this place, to which simplicity 

and excess of jealousy guided my steps, I raise no cry, rest assured that I shall never be happy, 



until in one way or another I know myself avenged of that which thou hast done to me. 

Wherefore unhand me, let me go: thou hast had thy desire of me, and hast tormented me to thy 

heart's content: 'tis time to release me; let me go, I pray thee." But Ricciardo, seeing that she was 

still much ruffled in spirit, was resolved not to let her go, until he had made his peace with her. 

So he addressed himself to soothe her; and by dint of most dulcet phrases and entreaties and 

adjurations he did at last prevail with her to give him her pardon; nay, by joint consent, they 

tarried there a great while to the exceeding great delight of both. Indeed the lady, finding her 

lover's kisses smack much better than those of her husband, converted her asperity into 

sweetness, and from that day forth cherished a most tender love for Ricciardo; whereof, using all 

circumspection, they many a time had solace. God grant us solace of ours. 

  



NOVEL VII. — Tedaldo, being in disfavour with his lady, departs from Florence. He returns 

thither after a while in the guise of a pilgrim, has speech of his lady, and makes her sensible of 

her fault. Her husband, convicted of slaying him, he delivers from peril of death, reconciles him 

with his brothers, and thereafter discreetly enjoys his lady. — 

So ceased Fiammetta; and, when all had bestowed on her their meed of praise, the queen—to 

lose no time—forthwith bade Emilia resume the narration. So thus Emilia began:— 

I am minded to return to our city, whence my two last predecessors saw fit to depart, and to 

shew you how one of our citizens recovered the lady he had lost. Know then that there was in 

Florence a young noble, his name Tedaldo Elisei, who being beyond measure enamoured of a 

lady hight Monna Ermellina, wife of one Aldobrandino Palermini, and by reason of his 

admirable qualities richly deserving to have his desire, found Fortune nevertheless adverse, as 

she is wont to be to the prosperous. Inasmuch as, for some reason or another, the lady, having 

shewn herself gracious towards Tedaldo for a while, completely altered her mien, and not only 

shewed him no further favour, but would not so much as receive a message from him or suffer 

him to see her face; whereby he fell a prey to a grievous and distressful melancholy; but so well 

had he concealed his love that the cause of his melancholy was surmised by none. He tried hard 

in divers ways to recover the love which he deemed himself to have lost for no fault of his, and 

finding all his efforts unavailing, he resolved to bid the world adieu, that he might not afford her 

who was the cause of his distress the satisfaction of seeing him languish. So he got together as 

much money as he might, and secretly, no word said to friend or kinsman except only a familiar 

gossip, who knew all, he took his departure for Ancona. Arrived there, he assumed the name of 

Filippo Santodeccio, and having forgathered with a rich merchant, entered his service. The 

merchant took him with him to Cyprus aboard one of his ships, and was so well pleased with his 

bearing and behaviour that he not only gave him a handsome salary but made him in a sort his 

companion, and entrusted him with the management of no small part of his affairs: wherein he 

proved himself so apt and assiduous, that in the course of a few years he was himself established 

in credit and wealth and great repute as a merchant. Seven years thus passed, during which, 

albeit his thoughts frequently reverted to his cruel mistress, and sorely love smote him, and much 

he yearned to see her again, yet such was his firmness that he came off conqueror, until one day 

in Cyprus it so befell that there was sung in his hearing a song that he had himself composed, and 

of which the theme was the mutual love that was between his lady and him, and the delight that 

he had of her; which as he heard, he found it incredible that she should have forgotten him, and 

burned with such a desire to see her once more, that, being able to hold out no longer, he made 

up his mind to return to Florence. So, having set all his affairs in order, he betook him, attended 

only by a single servant, to Ancona; whence he sent all his effects, as they arrived, forward to 

Florence, consigning them to a friend of his Ancontan partner, and followed with his servant in 

the disguise of a pilgrim returned from the Holy Sepulchre. Arrived at Florence, he put up at a 



little hostelry kept by two brothers hard by his lady's house, whither he forthwith hied him, 

hoping that, perchance, he might have sight of her from the street; but, finding all barred and 

bolted, doors, windows and all else, he doubted much, she must be dead, or have removed 

thence. So, with a very heavy heart, he returned to the house of the two brothers, and to his great 

surprise found his own four brothers standing in front of it, all in black. He knew that he was so 

changed from his former semblance, both in dress and in person, that he might not readily be 

recognized, and he had therefore no hesitation in going up to a shoemaker and asking him why 

these men were all dressed in black. The shoemaker answered:—"'Tis because 'tis not fifteen 

days since a brother of theirs, Tedaldo by name, that had been long abroad, was slain; and I 

understand that they have proved in court that one Aldobrandino Palermini, who is under arrest, 

did the deed, because Tedaldo, who loved his wife, was come back to Florence incognito to 

forgather with her." Tedaldo found it passing strange that there should be any one so like him as 

to be mistaken for him, and deplored Aldobrandino's evil plight. He had learned, however, that 

the lady was alive and well. So, as 'twas now night, he hied him, much perplexed in mind, into 

the inn, and supped with his servant. The bedroom assigned him was almost at the top of the 

house, and the bed was none of the best. Thoughts many and disquieting haunted his mind, and 

his supper had been but light. Whereby it befell that midnight came and went, and Tedaldo was 

still awake. As thus he watched, he heard shortly after midnight, a noise as of persons 

descending from the roof into the house, and then through the chinks of the door of his room he 

caught the flicker of an ascending light. Wherefore he stole softly to the door, and peeping 

through a chink to make out what was afoot, he saw a very fine young woman bearing a light, 

and three men making towards her, being evidently those that had descended from the roof. The 

men exchanged friendly greetings with the young woman, and then one said to her:—"Now, God 

be praised, we may make our minds easy, for we are well assured that judgment for the death of 

Tedaldo Elisei is gotten by his brothers against Aldobrandino Palermini, and he has confessed, 

and the sentence is already drawn up; but still it behoves us to hold our peace; for, should it ever 

get abroad that we were guilty, we shall stand in the like jeopardy as Aldobrandino." So saying, 

they took leave of the woman, who seemed much cheered, and went to bed. What he had heard 

set Tedaldo musing on the number and variety of the errors to which men are liable: as, first, 

how his brothers had mourned and interred a stranger in his stead, and then charged an innocent 

man upon false suspicion, and by false witness brought him into imminent peril of death: from 

which he passed to ponder the blind severity of laws and magistrates, who from misguided zeal 

to elicit the truth not unfrequently become ruthless, and, adjudging that which is false, forfeit the 

title which they claim of ministers of God and justice, and do but execute the mandates of 

iniquity and the Evil One. And so he came at last to consider the possibility of saving 

Aldobrandino, and formed a plan for the purpose. Accordingly, on the morrow, when he was 

risen, he left his servant at the inn, and hied him alone, at what he deemed a convenient time, to 

his lady's house, where, finding, by chance, the door open, he entered, and saw his lady sitting, 



all tears and lamentations, in a little parlour on the ground-floor. Whereat he all but wept for 

sympathy; and drawing near her, he said:—"Madam, be not troubled in spirit: your peace is nigh 

you." Whereupon the lady raised her head, and said between her sobs:—"Good man, what dost 

thou, a pilgrim, if I mistake not, from distant parts, know either of my peace or of my affliction?" 

"Madam," returned the pilgrim, "I am of Constantinople, and am but now come hither, at God's 

behest, that I may give you laughter for tears, and deliver your husband from death." "But," said 

the lady, "if thou art of Constantinople, and but now arrived, how is't that thou knowest either 

who my husband is, or who I am?" Whereupon the pilgrim gave her the whole narrative, from 

the very beginning, of Aldobrandino's sufferings; he also told her, who she was, how long she 

had been married, and much besides that was known to him of her affairs: whereat the lady was 

lost in wonder, and, taking him to be a prophet, threw herself on her knees at his feet, and 

besought him for God's sake, if he were come to save Aldobrandino, to lose no time, for the 

matter brooked no delay. Thus adjured, the pilgrim assumed an air of great sanctity, as he said:—

"Arise, Madam, weep not, but hearken diligently to what I shall say to you, and look to it that 

you impart it to none. I have it by revelation of God that the tribulation wherein you stand is 

come upon you in requital of a sin which you did once commit, of which God is minded that this 

suffering be a partial purgation, and that you make reparation in full, if you would not find 

yourself in a far more grievous plight." "Sir," replied the lady, "many sins have I committed, nor 

know I how among them all to single out that whereof, more than another, God requires 

reparation at my hands—wherefore, if you know it, tell it me, and what by way of reparation I 

may do, that will I do." "Madam," returned the pilgrim, "well wot I what it is, nor shall I question 

you thereof for my better instruction, but that the rehearsal may give you increase of remorse 

therefor. But pass we now to fact. Tell me, mind you ever to have had a lover?" Whereat the lady 

heaved a deep sigh; then, marvelling not a little, for she had thought 'twas known to none, albeit 

on the day when the man was slain, who was afterwards buried as Tedaldo, there had been some 

buzz about it, occasioned by some indiscreet words dropped by Tedaldo's gossip and confidant, 

she made answer:—"I see that there is nought that men keep secret but God reveals it to you; 

wherefore I shall not endeavour to hide my secrets from you. True it is that in my youth I was 

beyond measure enamoured of the unfortunate young man whose death is imputed to my 

husband; whom I mourned with grief unfeigned, for, albeit I shewed myself harsh and cruel 

towards him before his departure, yet neither thereby, nor by his long absence, nor yet by his 

calamitous death was my heart estranged from him." Then said the pilgrim:—"'Twas not the 

unfortunate young man now dead that you did love, but Tedaldo Elisei. But let that pass; now tell 

me: wherefore lost he your good graces? Did he ever offend you?" "Nay verily," answered the 

lady, "he never offended me at all. My harshness was prompted by an accursed friar, to whom I 

once confessed, and who, when I told him of the love I bore Tedaldo, and my intimacy with him, 

made my ears so tingle and sing that I still shudder to think of it, warning me that, if I gave it not 

up, I should fall into the jaws of the Devil in the abyss of hell, and be cast into the avenging fire. 



Whereby I was so terrified that I quite made my mind up to discontinue my intimacy with him, 

and, to trench the matter, I would thenceforth have none of his letters or messages; and so, I 

suppose, he went away in despair, though I doubt not, had he persevered a while longer, I should 

not have seen him wasting away like snow in sunshine without relenting of my harsh resolve; for 

in sooth there was nothing in the world I would so gladly have done." Then said the pilgrim:—

"Madam, 'tis this sin, and this only, that has brought upon you your present tribulation. I know 

positively that Tedaldo did never put force upon you: 'twas of your own free will, and for that he 

pleased you, that you became enamoured of him, your constant visitor, your intimate friend he 

became, because you yourself would have it so; and in the course of your intimacy you shewed 

him such favour by word and deed that, if he loved you first, you multiplied his love full a 

thousandfold. And if so it was, and well I know it was so, what justification had you for thus 

harshly severing yourself from him? You should have considered the whole matter before the die 

was cast, and not have entered upon it, if you deemed you might have cause to repent you of it as 

a sin. As soon as he became yours, you became his. Had he not been yours, you might have acted 

as you had thought fit, at your own unfettered discretion, but, as you were his, 'twas robbery, 

'twas conduct most disgraceful, to sever yourself from him against his will. Now you must know 

that I am a friar; and therefore all the ways of friars are familiar to me; nor does it misbecome 

me, as it might another, to speak for your behoof somewhat freely of them; as I am minded to do 

that you may have better understanding of them in the future than you would seem to have had in 

the past. Time was when the friars were most holy and worthy men, but those who to-day take 

the name and claim the reputation of friars have nought of the friar save only the habit: nay, they 

have not even that: for, whereas their founders ordained that their habits should be strait, of a 

sorry sort, and of coarse stuff, apt symbols of a soul that in arraying the body in so mean a garb 

did despite to all things temporal, our modern friars will have them full, and double, and 

resplendent, and of the finest stuff, and of a fashion goodly and pontifical, wherein without 

shame they flaunt it like peacocks in the church, in the piazza, even as do the laity in their robes. 

And as the fisherman casts his net into the stream with intent to take many fish at one throw: so 

'tis the main solicitude and study, art and craft of these friars to embrace and entangle within the 

ample folds of their vast swelling skirts beguines, widows and other foolish women, ay, and men 

likewise in great number. Wherefore, to speak with more exactitude, the friars of to-day have 

nought of the habit of the friar save only the colour thereof. And, whereas the friars of old time 

sought to win men to their salvation, those of to-day seek to win their women and their wealth; 

wherefore they have made it and make it their sole concern by declamation and imagery to strike 

terror into the souls of fools, and to make believe that sins are purged by alms and masses; to the 

end that they, base wretches that have fled to friarage not to ensue holiness but to escape 

hardship, may receive from this man bread, from that man wine, and from the other man a 

donation for masses for the souls of his dead. True indeed it is that sins are purged by almsgiving 

and prayer; but, did they who give the alms know, did they but understand to whom they give 



them, they would be more apt to keep them to themselves, or throw them to so many pigs. And, 

knowing that the fewer be they that share great riches, the greater their ease, 'tis the study of each 

how best by declamation and intimidation to oust others from that whereof he would fain be the 

sole owner. They censure lust in men, that, they turning therefrom, the sole use of their women 

may remain to the censors: they condemn usury and unlawful gains, that, being entrusted with 

the restitution thereof, they may be able to enlarge their habits, and to purchase bishoprics and 

other great preferments with the very money which they have made believe must bring its 

possessor to perdition. And when they are taxed with these and many other discreditable 

practices, they deem that there is no censure, however grave, of which they may not be quit by 

their glib formula:—'Follow our precepts, not our practice:' as if 'twere possible that the sheep 

should be of a more austere and rigid virtue than the shepherds. And how many of these, whom 

they put off with this formula, understand it not in the way in which they enunciate it, not a few 

of them know. The friars of to-day would have you follow their precepts, that is to say, they 

would have you fill their purses with coin, confide to them your secrets, practise continence, be 

longsuffering, forgive those that trespass against you, keep yourselves from evil speaking; all 

which things are good, seemly, holy. But to what end? To the end that they may be able to do 

that which, if the laity do it, they will not be able to do. Who knows not that idleness cannot 

subsist without money? Spend thy money on thy pleasures, and the friar will not be able to live 

in sloth in his order. Go after women, and there will be no place for the friar. Be not 

longsuffering, pardon not the wrong-doer, and the friar will not dare to cross thy threshold to 

corrupt thy family. But wherefore pursue I the topic through every detail? They accuse 

themselves as often as they so excuse themselves in the hearing of all that have understanding. 

Why seclude they not themselves, if they misdoubt their power to lead continent and holy lives? 

Or if they must needs not live as recluses, why follow they not that other holy text of the 

Gospel:—Christ began to do and to teach?(1) Let them practise first, and school us with their 

precepts afterwards. A thousand such have I seen in my day, admirers, lovers, philanderers, not 

of ladies of the world alone, but of nuns; ay, and they too such as made the most noise in the 

pulpits. Is it such as they that we are to follow? He that does so, pleases himself; but God knows 

if he do wisely. But assume that herein we must allow that your censor, the friar, spoke truth, to 

wit, that none may break the marriage-vow without very grave sin. What then? to rob a man, to 

slay him, to make of him an exile and a wanderer on the face of the earth, are not these yet 

greater sins? None will deny that so they are. A woman that indulges herself in the intimate use 

with a man commits but a sin of nature; but if she rob him, or slay him, or drive him out into 

exile, her sin proceeds from depravity of spirit. That you did rob Tedaldo, I have already shewn 

you, in that, having of your own free will become his, you reft you from him. I now go further 

and say that, so far as in you lay, you slew him, seeing that, shewing yourself ever more and 

more cruel, you did your utmost to drive him to take his own life; and in the law's intent he that 

is the cause that wrong is done is as culpable as he that does it. Nor is it deniable that you were 



the cause that for seven years he has been an exile and a wanderer upon the face of the earth. 

Wherefore upon each of the said three articles you are found guilty of a greater crime than you 

committed by your intimacy with him. But consider we the matter more closely: perchance 

Tedaldo merited such treatment: nay, but assuredly 'twas not so. You have yourself so confessed: 

besides which I know that he loves you more dearly than himself. He would laud, he would 

extol, he would magnify you above all other ladies so as never was heard the like, wheresoever 

'twas seemly for him to speak of you, and it might be done without exciting suspicion. All his 

bliss, all his honour, all his liberty he avowed was entirely in your disposal. Was he not of noble 

birth? And for beauty might he not compare with the rest of his townsfolk? Did he not excel in 

all the exercises and accomplishments proper to youth? Was he not beloved, held dear, well seen 

of all men? You will not deny it. How then could you at the behest of a paltry friar, silly, brutish 

and envious, bring yourself to deal with him in any harsh sort? I cannot estimate the error of 

those ladies who look askance on men and hold them cheap; whereas, bethinking them of what 

they are themselves, and what and how great is the nobility with which God has endowed man 

above all the other animals, they ought rather to glory in the love which men give them, and hold 

them most dear, and with all zeal study to please them, that so their love may never fail. In what 

sort you did so, instigated by the chatter of a friar, some broth-guzzling, pastry-gorging knave 

without a doubt, you know; and peradventure his purpose was but to instal himself in the place 

whence he sought to oust another. This then is the sin which the Divine justice, which, ever 

operative, suffers no perturbation of its even balance, or arrest of judgment, has decreed not to 

leave unpunished: wherefore, as without due cause you devised how you might despoil Tedaldo 

of yourself, so without due cause your husband has been placed and is in jeopardy of his life on 

Tedaldo's account, and to your sore affliction. Wherefrom if you would be delivered, there is that 

which you must promise, ay, and (much more) which you must perform: to wit, that, should it 

ever betide that Tedaldo return hither from his long exile, you will restore to him your favour, 

your love, your tender regard, your intimacy, and reinstate him in the position which he held 

before you foolishly hearkened to the halfwitted friar." 

Thus ended the pilgrim; and the lady, who had followed him with the closest attention, 

deeming all that he advanced very sound, and doubting not that her tribulation was, as he said, in 

requital of her sin, spoke thus:— "Friend of God, well I wot that the matters which you discourse 

are true, and, thanks to your delineation, I now in great measure know what manner of men are 

the friars, whom I have hitherto regarded as all alike holy; nor doubt I that great was my fault in 

the course which I pursued towards Tedaldo; and gladly, were it in my power, would I make 

reparation in the manner which you have indicated. But how is this feasible? Tedaldo can never 

return to us. He is dead. Wherefore I know not why I must needs give you a promise which 

cannot be performed." "Madam," returned the pilgrim, "'tis revealed to me by God that Tedaldo 

is by no means dead, but alive and well and happy, so only he enjoyed your favour." "Nay, but," 



said the lady, "speak advisedly; I saw his body done to death by more than one knife-wound; I 

folded it in these arms, and drenched the dead face with many a tear; whereby, perchance, I gave 

occasion for the bruit that has been made to my disadvantage." "Say what you may, Madam," 

rejoined the pilgrim," I assure you that Tedaldo lives, and if you will but give the promise, then, 

for its fulfilment, I have good hope that you will soon see him." Whereupon: "I give the 

promise," said the lady, "and right gladly will I make it good; nor is there aught that might 

happen that would yield me such delight as to see my husband free and scatheless, and Tedaldo 

alive." Tedaldo now deemed it wise to make himself known, and establish the lady in a more 

sure hope of her husband's safety. Wherefore he said:—"Madam, to set your mind at ease in 

regard of your husband, I must first impart to you a secret, which be mindful to disclose to none 

so long as you live." Then—for such was the confidence which the lady reposed in the pilgrim's 

apparent sanctity that they were by themselves in a place remote from observation—Tedaldo 

drew forth a ring which he had guarded with the most jealous care, since it had been given him 

by the lady on the last night when they were together, and said, as he shewed it to her:—

"Madam, know you this?" The lady recognized it forthwith, and answered:—"I do, Sir; I gave it 

long ago to Tedaldo." Then the pilgrim, rising and throwing off his sclavine(2) and hat, said with 

the Florentine accent:—"And know you me?" The lady recognizing forthwith the form and 

semblance of Tedaldo, was struck dumb with wonder and fear as of a corpse that is seen to go 

about as if alive, and was much rather disposed to turn and flee from Tedaldo returned from the 

tomb than to come forward and welcome Tedaldo arrived from Cyprus. But when Tedaldo said 

to her:—"Fear not, Madam, your Tedaldo am I, alive and well, nor was I ever dead, whatever 

you and my brothers may think," the lady, partly awed, partly reassured by his voice, regarded 

him with rather more attention, and inly affirming that 'twas in very truth Tedaldo, threw herself 

upon his neck, and wept, and kissed him, saying:—"Sweet my Tedaldo, welcome home." 

"Madam," replied Tedaldo after he had kissed and embraced her, "time serves not now for 

greetings more intimate. 'Tis for me to be up and doing, that Aldobrandino may be restored to 

you safe and sound; touching which matter you will, I trust, before to-morrow at even hear 

tidings that will gladden your heart; indeed I expect to have good news to-night, and, if so, will 

come and tell it you, when I shall be less straitened than I am at present." He then resumed his 

sclavine and hat, and having kissed the lady again, and bade her be of good cheer, took his leave, 

and hied him to the prison, where Aldobrandino lay more occupied with apprehension of 

imminent death than hope of deliverance to come. As ministrant of consolation, he gained ready 

admittance of the warders, and, seating himself by Aldobrandino's side, he said:—

"Aldobrandino, in me thou seest a friend sent thee by God, who is touched with pity of thee by 

reason of thy innocence; wherefore, if in reverent submission to Him thou wilt grant me a slight 

favour that I shall ask of thee, without fail, before to-morrow at even, thou shalt, in lieu of the 

doom of death that thou awaitest, hear thy acquittal pronounced." "Worthy man," replied 

Aldobrandino, "I know thee not, nor mind I ever to have seen thee; wherefore, as thou shewest 



thyself solicitous for my safety, my friend indeed thou must needs be, even as thou sayst. And in 

sooth the crime, for which they say I ought to be doomed to death, I never committed, though 

others enough I have committed, which perchance have brought me to this extremity. However, 

if so be that God has now pity on me, this I tell thee in reverent submission to Him, that, whereas 

'tis but a little thing that thou cravest of me, there is nought, however great, but I would not only 

promise but gladly do it; wherefore, even ask what thou wilt, and, if so be that I escape, I will 

without fail keep my word to the letter." "Nay," returned the pilgrim, "I ask but this of thee, that 

thou pardon Tedaldo's four brothers, that in the belief that thou wast guilty of their brother's 

death they brought thee to this strait, and, so they ask thy forgiveness, account them as thy 

brothers and friends." "How sweet," replied Aldobrandino, "is the savour, how ardent the desire, 

of vengeance, none knows but he that is wronged; but yet, so God may take thought for my 

deliverance, I will gladly pardon, nay, I do now pardon them, and if I go hence alive and free, I 

will thenceforth have them in such regard as shall content thee." Satisfied with this answer, the 

pilgrim, without further parley, heartily exhorted Aldobrandino to be of good cheer; assuring him 

that, before the next day was done, he should be certified beyond all manner of doubt of his 

deliverance; and so he left him. 

On quitting the prison the pilgrim hied him forthwith to the signory, and being closeted with a 

knight that was in charge, thus spoke:—"My lord, 'tis the duty of all, and most especially of 

those who hold your place, zealously to bestir themselves that the truth be brought to light, in 

order as well that those bear not the penalty who have not committed the crime, as that the guilty 

be punished. And that this may come to pass to your honour and the undoing of the delinquent, I 

am come hither to you. You wot that you have dealt rigorously with Aldobrandino Palermini, 

and have found, as you think, that 'twas he that slew Tedaldo Elisei, and you are about to 

condemn him; wherein you are most certainly in error, as I doubt not before midnight to prove to 

you, delivering the murderers into your hands." The worthy knight, who was not without pity for 

Aldobrandino, readily gave ear to the pilgrim's words. He conversed at large with him, and 

availing himself of his guidance, made an easy capture of the two brothers that kept the inn and 

their servant in their first sleep. He was about to put them the torture, to elicit the true state of the 

case, when, their courage failing, they confessed without the least reserve, severally at first, and 

then jointly, that 'twas they that had slain Tedaldo Elisei, not knowing who he was. Asked for 

why, they answered that 'twas because he had sorely harassed the wife of one of them, and would 

have constrained her to do his pleasure, while they were out of doors. Whereof the pilgrim was 

no sooner apprised, than by leave of the knight he withdrew, and hied him privily to the house of 

Madonna Ermellina, whom (the rest of the household being gone to bed) he found awaiting him 

alone, and equally anxious for good news of her husband and a complete reconciliation with her 

Tedaldo. On entering, he blithely exclaimed:—"Rejoice, dearest my lady, for thou mayst rest 

assured that to-morrow thou shalt have thy Aldobrandino back here safe and sound;" and to 



confirm her faith in his words, he told her all that he had done. Greater joy was never woman's 

than hers of two such glad surprises; to wit, to have Tedaldo with her alive again, whom she had 

wailed for verily dead, and to know Aldobrandino, whom she had thought in no long time to wail 

for dead, now out of jeopardy. Wherefore, when she had affectionately embraced and kissed her 

Tedaldo, they hied them to bed together, and with hearty goodwill made gracious and gladsome 

consummation of their peace by interchange of sweet solace. 

With the approach of day Tedaldo rose, and having first apprised the lady of his purpose and 

enjoined her, as before, to keep it most secret, resumed his pilgrim's habit, and sallied forth of 

her house, to be ready, as occasion should serve, to act in Aldobrandino's interest. As soon as 

'twas day, the signory, deeming themselves amply conversant with the affair, set Aldobrandino at 

large; and a few days later they caused the malefactors to be beheaded in the place where they 

had done the murder. 

Great was Aldobrandino's joy to find himself free, not less great was that of his lady and all 

his friends and kinsfolk; and as 'twas through the pilgrim that it had come about, they brought 

him to their house, there to reside as long as he cared to tarry in the city; nor could they do him 

honour and cheer enough, and most of all the lady, who knew her man. But after awhile, seeing 

that his brothers were not only become a common laughing-stock by reason of Aldobrandino's 

acquittal, but had armed themselves for very fear, he felt that their reconciliation with him 

brooked no delay, and accordingly craved of him performance of his promise. Aldobrandino 

replied handsomely that it should be had at once. The pilgrim then bade him arrange for the 

following day a grand banquet, at which he and his kinsfolk and their ladies were to entertain the 

four brothers and their ladies, adding that he would himself go forthwith as Aldobrandino's 

envoy, and bid them welcome to his peace and banquet. All which being approved by 

Aldobrandino, the pilgrim hied him with all speed to the four brothers, whom by ample, apt and 

unanswerable argument he readily induced to reinstate themselves in Aldobrandino's friendship 

by suing for his forgiveness: which done, he bade them and their ladies to breakfast with 

Aldobrandino on the morrow, and they, being assured of his good faith, were consenting to 

come. So, on the morrow, at the breakfast hour, Tedaldo's four brothers, still wearing their black, 

came with certain of their friends to Aldobrandino's house, where he awaited them; and, in 

presence of the company that had been bidden to meet them, laid down their arms, and made 

surrender to Aldobrandino, asking his pardon of that which they had done against him. 

Aldobrandino received them compassionately, wept, kissed each on the mouth, and let few 

words suffice to remit each offence. After them came their sisters and their wives, all habited 

sadly, and were graciously received by Madonna Ermellina and the other ladies. The guests, men 

and women alike, found all things ordered at the banquet with magnificence, nor aught unmeet 

for commendation save the restraint which the yet recent grief, betokened by the sombre garb of 

Tedaldo's kinsfolk, laid upon speech (wherein some had found matter to except against the 



banquet and the pilgrim for devising it, as he well knew), but, as he had premeditated, in due 

time, he stood up, the others being occupied with their dessert, and spoke thus:—"Nothing is 

wanting to complete the gaiety of this banquet except the presence of Tedaldo; whom, as you 

have been long time with him and have not known him, I will point out to you." So, having 

divested himself of his sclavine and whatever else in his garb denoted the pilgrim, he remained 

habited in a tunic of green taffeta, in which guise, so great was the wonder with which all 

regarded him that, though they recognized him, 'twas long before any dared to believe that 'twas 

actually Tedaldo. Marking their surprise, Tedaldo told them not a little about themselves, their 

family connexions, their recent history, and his own adventures. Whereat his brothers and the 

rest of the men, all weeping for joy, hasted to embrace him, followed by the women, as well 

those that were not, as those that were, of kin to him, save only Madonna Ermellina. Which 

Aldobrandino observing, said:—"What is this, Ermellina? How comes it that, unlike the other 

ladies, thou alone dost Tedaldo no cheer?" "Cheer," replied the lady in the hearing of all, "would 

I gladly do him such as no other woman has done or could do, seeing that I am more beholden to 

him than any other woman, in that to him I owe it that I have thee with me again; 'tis but the 

words spoken to my disadvantage, while we mourned him that we deemed Tedaldo, that give me 

pause." "Now out upon thee," said Aldobrandino, "thinkest thou that I heed the yelping of these 

curs? His zeal for my deliverance has abundantly disproved it, besides which I never believed it. 

Quick, get thee up, and go and embrace him." The lady, who desired nothing better, was in this 

not slow to obey her husband; she rose forthwith, and embraced Tedaldo as the other ladies had 

done, and did him gladsome cheer. Tedaldo's brothers and all the company, men and women 

alike, heartily approved Aldobrandino's handsomeness; and so whatever of despite the rumour 

had engendered in the minds of any was done away. And, now that all had done him cheer, 

Tedaldo with his own hands rent his brothers' suits of black upon their backs, as also the sad-

hued garments which his sisters and sisters-in-law wore, and bade bring other apparel. Which 

when they had donned, there was no lack of singing, dancing and other sorts of merry-making; 

whereby the banquet, for all its subdued beginning, had a sonorous close. Then, just as they 

were, in the blithest of spirits, they hied them all to Tedaldo's house, where in the evening they 

supped; and in this manner they held festival for several days. 

'Twas some time before the Florentines ceased to look on Tedaldo as a portent, as if he were 

risen from the dead; and a shadow of doubt whether he were really Tedaldo or no continued to 

lurk in the minds of not a few, including even his brothers: they had no assured belief; and in that 

frame had perchance long continued, but for a casual occurrence that shewed them who the 

murdered man was. It so befell that one day some men-at-arms from Lunigiana passed by their 

house, and seeing Tedaldo accosted him, saying:— "Good-morrow to thee, Faziuolo." To whom 

Tedaldo, in the presence of his brothers, answered:—"You take me for another." Whereat they 

were abashed, and asked his pardon, saying:—"Sooth to tell, you are liker than we ever knew 



any man like to another to a comrade of ours, Faziuolo da Pontremoli by name, who came hither 

a fortnight ago, or perhaps a little more, since when we have not been able to learn what became 

of him. Most true it is that your dress surprised us, because he, like ourselves, was a soldier." 

Whereupon Tedaldo's eldest brother came forward, and asked how their comrade had been 

accoutred. They told him, and 'twas found to have been exactly as they said: by which and other 

evidence 'twas established that 'twas Faziuolo that had been murdered, and not Tedaldo; of 

whom thenceforth no suspicion lurked in the minds of his brothers or any one else. 

So, then, Tedaldo returned home very rich, and remained constant in his love; nor did the lady 

again treat him harshly; but, using discretion, they long had mutual solace of their love. God 

grant us solace of ours. 

(1) As pointed out by Mr. Payne, these words are not from any of the Gospels, but from the 

first verse of the Acts of the Apostles. Boccaccio doubtless used "Evangelio" in a large sense for 

the whole of the New Testament. 

(2) Schiavina, Low Lat. sclavina, the long coarse frock worn, among others, by palmers. 

  



NOVEL VIII. — Ferondo, having taken a certain powder, is interred for dead; is disinterred by 

the abbot, who enjoys his wife; is put in prison and taught to believe that he is in purgatory; is 

then resuscitated, and rears as his own a boy begotten by the abbot upon his wife. — 

Ended Emilia's long story, which to none was the less pleasing for its length, but was deemed 

of all the ladies brief in regard of the number and variety of the events therein recounted, a 

gesture of the queen sufficed to convey her behest to Lauretta, and cause her thus to begin:—

"Dearest ladies, I have it in mind to tell you a true story, which wears far more of the aspect of a 

lie than of that which it really was: 'tis brought to my recollection by that which we have heard of 

one being bewailed and buried in lieu of another. My story then is of one that, living, was buried 

for dead, and after believed with many others that he came out of the tomb not as one that had 

not died but as one risen from the dead; whereby he was venerated as a saint who ought rather to 

have been condemned as a criminal." 

Know then that there was and still is in Tuscany an abbey, situate, as we see not a few, in a 

somewhat solitary spot, wherein the office of abbot was held by a monk, who in all other matters 

ordered his life with great sanctity, save only in the commerce with women, and therein knew so 

well how to cloak his indulgence, that scarce any there were that so much as suspected—not to 

say detected it—so holy and just was he reputed in all matters. Now the abbot consorted much 

with a very wealthy contadino, Ferondo by name, a man coarse and gross beyond measure, 

whose friendship the abbot only cared for because of the opportunities which it afforded of 

deriving amusement from his simplicity; and during their intercourse the abbot discovered that 

Ferondo had a most beautiful wife of whom he became so hotly enamoured that he could think 

of nought else either by day or by night. But learning that, however simple and inept in all other 

matters, Ferondo shewed excellent good sense in cherishing and watching over this wife of his, 

he almost despaired. However, being very astute, he prevailed so far with Ferondo, that he would 

sometimes bring his wife with him to take a little recreation in the abbey-garden, where he 

discoursed to them with all lowliness of the blessedness of life eternal, and the most pious works 

of many men and women of times past, insomuch that the lady conceived a desire to confess to 

him, and craved and had Ferondo's leave therefor. So, to the abbot's boundless delight, the lady 

came and seated herself at his feet to make her confession, whereto she prefixed the following 

exordium:—"If God, Sir, had given me a husband, or had not permitted me to have one, 

perchance 'twould be easy for me, under your guidance, to enter the way, of which you have 

spoken, that leads to life eternal. But, considering what manner of man Ferondo is, and his 

stupidity, I may call myself a widow, while yet I am married in that, so long as he lives, I may 

have no other husband; and he, fool that he is, is without the least cause so inordinately jealous 

of me that 'tis not possible but that my life with him be one of perpetual tribulation and woe. 

Wherefore before I address myself to make further confession, I in all humility beseech you to be 

pleased to give me some counsel of this matter, for here or nowhere is to be found the source of 



the amelioration of my life, and if it be not found, neither confession nor any other good work 

will be of any avail." The abbot was overjoyed to hear her thus speak, deeming that Fortune had 

opened a way to the fulfilment of his hearts desire. Wherefore he said:—"My daughter, I doubt 

not that 'tis a great affliction to a lady, fair and delicate as you are, to have a fool for a husband, 

and still more so he should be jealous: and as your husband is both the one and the other, I 

readily credit what you say of your tribulation. But, to come to the point, I see no resource or 

remedy in this case, save this only, that Ferondo be cured of his jealousy. The medicine that shall 

cure him I know very well how to devise, but it behoves you to keep secret what I am about to 

tell you." "Doubt not of it, my father," said the lady; "for I had rather suffer death than tell any 

aught that you forbade me to tell. But the medicine, how is it to be devised?" "If we would have 

him cured," replied the abbot, "it can only be by his going to purgatory." "And how may that 

be?" returned the lady; "can he go thither while he yet lives?" "He must die," answered the abbot; 

"and so he will go thither; and when he has suffered pain enough to be cured of his jealousy, we 

have certain prayers with which we will supplicate God to restore him to life, and He will do so." 

"Then," said the lady; "am I to remain a widow?" "Yes," replied the abbot, "for a certain time, 

during which you must be very careful not to let yourself be married to another, because 'twould 

offend God, and when Ferondo was restored to life, you would have to go back to him, and he 

would be more jealous than ever." "Be it so then," said the lady; "if he be but cured of his 

jealousy, and so I be not doomed to pass the rest of my days in prison, I shall be content: do as 

you think best." "And so will I," said the abbot; "but what reward shall I have for such a 

service?" "My father," said the lady, "what you please; so only it be in my power. But what may 

the like of me do that may be acceptable to a man such as you?" "Madam," replied the abbot, "'tis 

in your power to do no less for me than I am about to do for you: as that which I am minded to 

do will ensure your comfort and consolation, so there is that which you may do which will be the 

deliverance and salvation of my life." "If so it be," said the lady, "I shall not be found wanting." 

"In that case," said the abbot, "you will give me your love, and gratify my passion for you, with 

which I am all afire and wasting away." Whereto the lady, all consternation, replied:— "Alas! 

my father, what is this you crave? I took you for a holy man; now does it beseem holy men to 

make such overtures to ladies that come to them for counsel?" "Marvel not, fair my soul," 

returned the abbot; "hereby is my holiness in no wise diminished, for holiness resides in the soul, 

and this which I ask of you is but a sin of the flesh. But, however it may be, such is the might of 

your bewitching beauty, that love constrains me thus to act. And, let me tell you, good cause 

have you to vaunt you of your beauty more than other women, in that it delights the saints, who 

are used to contemplate celestial beauties; whereto I may add that, albeit I am an abbot, yet I am 

a man even as others, and, as you see, not yet old. Nor need this matter seem formidable to you, 

but rather to be anticipated with pleasure, for, while Ferondo is in purgatory, I shall be your 

nightly companion, and will give you such solace as he should have given you; nor will it ever 

be discovered by any, for all think of me even as you did a while ago, or even more so. Reject 



not the grace that God accords you; for 'tis in your power to have, and, if you are wise and follow 

my advice, you shall have that which women not a few desire in vain to have. And moreover I 

have jewels fair and rare, which I am minded shall be yours and none other's. Wherefore, sweet 

my hope, deny me not due guerdon of the service which I gladly render you." 

The lady, her eyes still downcast, knew not how to deny him, and yet scrupled to gratify him: 

wherefore the abbot, seeing that she had hearkened and hesitated to answer, deemed that she was 

already half won, and following up what he had said with much more to the like effect, did not 

rest until he had persuaded her that she would do well to comply: and so with some confusion 

she told him that she was ready to obey his every behest; but it might not be until Ferondo was in 

purgatory. The abbot, well content, replied:—"And we will send him thither forthwith: do but 

arrange that he come hither to stay with me to-morrow or the day after." Which said, he slipped a 

most beautiful ring on her finger, and dismissed her. Pleased with the gift, and expecting more to 

come, the lady rejoined her attendants, with whom she forthwith fell a talking marvellous things 

of the abbot's sanctity, and so went home with them. 

Some few days after, Ferondo being come to the abbey, the abbot no sooner saw him than he 

resolved to send him to purgatory. So he selected from among his drugs a powder of marvellous 

virtue, which he had gotten in the Levant from a great prince, who averred that 'twas wont to be 

used by the Old Man of the Mountain, when he would send any one to or bring him from his 

paradise, and that, without doing the recipient any harm, 'twould induce in him, according to the 

quantity of the dose, a sleep of such duration and quality that, while the efficacy of the powder 

lasted, none would deem him to be alive.(1) Whereof he took enough to cause a three days' 

sleep, and gave it to Ferondo in his cell in a beaker that had still some wine in it, so that he drank 

it unwittingly: after which he took Ferondo to the cloister, and there with some of his monks fell 

to making merry with him and his ineptitudes. In no long time, however, the powder so wrought, 

that Ferondo was seized in the head with a fit of somnolence so sudden and violent that he slept 

as he stood, and sleeping fell to the ground. The abbot put on an agitated air, caused him to be 

untrussed, sent for cold water, and had it sprinkled on his face, and applied such other remedies 

as if he would fain call back life and sense banished by vapours of the stomach, or some other 

intrusive force; but, as, for all that he and his monks did, Ferondo did not revive, they, after 

feeling his pulse and finding there no sign of life, one and all pronounced him certainly dead. 

Wherefore they sent word to his wife and kinsfolk, who came forthwith, and mourned a while; 

after which Ferondo in his clothes was by the abbot's order laid in a tomb. The lady went home, 

saying that nothing should ever part her from a little son that she had borne Ferondo; and so she 

occupied herself with the care of her son and Ferondo's estate. At night the abbot rose 

noiselessly, and with the help of a Bolognese monk, in whom he reposed much trust, and who 

was that very day arrived from Bologna, got Ferondo out of the tomb, and bore him to a vault, 

which admitted no light, having been made to serve as a prison for delinquent monks; and having 



stripped him of his clothes, and habited him as a monk, they laid him on a truss of straw, and left 

him there until he should revive. Expecting which event, and instructed by the abbot how he was 

then to act, the Bolognese monk (none else knowing aught of what was afoot) kept watch by the 

tomb. 

The day after, the abbot with some of his monks paid a pastoral visit to the lady's house, where 

he found her in mourning weeds and sad at heart; and, after administering a little consolation, he 

gently asked her to redeem her promise. Free as she now felt herself, and hampered neither by 

Ferondo nor by any other, the lady, who had noticed another beautiful ring on the abbot's finger, 

promised immediate compliance, and arranged with the abbot that he should visit her the very 

next night. So, at nightfall, the abbot donned Ferondo's clothes, and, attended by his monk, paid 

his visit, and lay with her until matins to his immense delight and solace, and so returned to the 

abbey; and many visits he paid her on the same errand; whereby some that met him, coming or 

going that way, supposed that 'twas Ferondo perambulating those parts by way of penance; and 

fables not a few passed from mouth to mouth of the foolish rustics, and sometimes reached the 

ears of the lady, who was at no loss to account for them. 

As for Ferondo, when he revived, 'twas only to find himself he knew not where, while the 

Bolognese monk entered the tomb, gibbering horribly, and armed with a rod, wherewith, having 

laid hold of Ferondo, he gave him a severe thrashing. Blubbering and bellowing for pain, 

Ferondo could only ejaculate:—"Where am I?" "In purgatory," replied the monk. "How?" 

returned Ferondo, "am I dead then?" and the monk assuring him that 'twas even so, he fell a 

bewailing his own and his lady's and his son's fate, after the most ridiculous fashion in the world. 

The monk brought him somewhat to eat and drink. Of which when Ferondo caught sight, "Oh!" 

said he, "dead folk eat then, do they?" "They do," replied the monk, "And this, which I bring 

thee, is what the lady that was thy wife sent this morning to the church by way of alms for 

masses for thy soul; and God is minded that it be assigned to thee." "Now God grant her a happy 

year," said Ferondo; "dearly I loved her while I yet lived, and would hold her all night long in 

my arms, and cease not to kiss her, ay, and would do yet more to her, when I was so minded." 

Whereupon he fell to eating and drinking with great avidity, and finding the wine not much to his 

taste, he said:—"Now God do her a mischief! Why gave she not the priest of the wine that is in 

the cask by the wall?" When he had done eating, the monk laid hold of him again, and gave him 

another sound thrashing with the rod. Ferondo bellowed mightily, and then cried out:— "Alas! 

why servest thou me so?" "God," answered the monk, "has decreed that thou be so served twice a 

day." "For why?" said Ferondo. "Because," returned the monk, "thou wast jealous, 

notwithstanding thou hadst to wife a woman that has not her peer in thy countryside." "Alas," 

said Ferondo, "she was indeed all that thou sayst, ay, and the sweetest creature too,—no comfit 

so honeyed—but I knew not that God took it amiss that a man should be jealous, or I had not 

been so." "Of that," replied the monk, "thou shouldst have bethought thee while thou wast there, 



and have amended thy ways; and should it fall to thy lot ever to return thither, be sure that thou 

so lay to heart the lesson that I now give thee, that thou be no more jealous." "Oh!" said Ferondo; 

"dead folk sometimes return to earth, do they?" "They do," replied the monk; "if God so will." 

"Oh!" said Ferondo; "if I ever return, I will be the best husband in the world; never will I beat her 

or scold her, save for the wine that she has sent me this morning, and also for sending me never a 

candle, so that I have had perforce to eat in the dark." "Nay," said the monk, "she sent them, but 

they were burned at the masses." "Oh!" said Ferondo, "I doubt not you say true; and, of a surety, 

if I ever return, I will let her do just as she likes. But tell me, who art thou that entreatest me 

thus?" "Late of Sardinia I," answered the monk, "dead too; and, for that I gave my lord much 

countenance in his jealousy, doomed by God for my proper penance to entreat thee thus with 

food and drink and thrashings, until such time as He may ordain otherwise touching thee and 

me." "And are we two the only folk here?" inquired Ferondo. "Nay, there are thousands beside," 

answered the monk; "but thou canst neither see nor hear them, nor they thee." "And how far," 

said Ferondo, "may we be from our country?" "Oh! ho!" returned the monk, "why, 'tis some 

miles clean out of shitrange." "I'faith," said Ferondo, "that is far indeed: methinks we must be out 

of the world." 

In such a course, alternately beaten, fed and amused with idle tales, was Ferondo kept for ten 

months, while the abbot, to his great felicity, paid many a visit to the fair lady, and had the 

jolliest time in the world with her. But, as misfortunes will happen, the lady conceived, which 

fact, as soon as she was aware of it, she imparted to the abbot; whereupon both agreed that 

Ferondo must without delay be brought back from purgatory to earth and her, and be given to 

understand that she was with child of him. So the very next night the abbot went to the prison, 

and in a disguised voice pronounced Ferondo's name, and said to him:—"Ferondo, be of good 

cheer, for God is minded that thou return to earth; and on thy return thou shalt have a son by thy 

lady, and thou shalt call him Benedetto; because 'tis in answer to the prayers of thy holy abbot 

and thy lady, and for love of St. Benedict, that God accords thee this grace." Whereat Ferondo 

was overjoyed, and said:- -"It likes me well. God give a good year to Master Lord God, and the 

abbot, and St. Benedict, and my cheese-powdered, honey-sweet wife." Then, in the wine that he 

sent him, the abbot administered enough of the powder to cause him to sleep for four hours; and 

so, with the aid of the monk, having first habited him in his proper clothes, he privily conveyed 

him back to the tomb in which he had been buried. On the morrow at daybreak Ferondo revived, 

and perceiving through a chink in the tomb a glimmer of light, to which he had been a stranger 

for full ten months, he knew that he was alive, and began to bellow:—"Let me out, let me out:" 

then, setting his head to the lid of the tomb, he heaved amain; whereby the lid, being insecure, 

started; and he was already thrusting it aside, when the monks, matins being now ended, ran to 

the spot and recognized Ferondo's voice, and saw him issue from the tomb; by which unwonted 

event they were all so affrighted that they took to flight, and hied them to the abbot: who, rising 



as if from prayer, said:—"Sons, be not afraid; take the cross and the holy water, and follow me, 

and let us see what sign of His might God will vouchsafe us." And so he led the way to the tomb; 

beside which they found Ferondo, standing, deathly pale by reason of his long estrangement 

from the light. On sight of the abbot he ran and threw himself at his feet, saying:—"My father, it 

has been revealed to me that 'tis to your prayers and those of St. Benedict and my lady that I owe 

my release from purgatorial pain, and restoration to life; wherefore 'tis my prayer that God give 

you a good year and good calends, to-day and all days." "Laud we the power of God!" said the 

abbot. "Go then, son, as God has restored thee to earth, comfort thy wife, who, since thou didst 

depart this life, has been ever in tears, and mayst thou live henceforth in the love and service of 

God." "Sir," answered Ferondo, "'tis well said; and, for the doing, trust me that, as soon as I find 

her, I shall kiss her, such is the love I bear her." So saying, he went his way; and the abbot, left 

alone with his monks, made as if he marvelled greatly at the affair, and caused devoutly chant 

the Miserere. So Ferondo returned to his hamlet, where all that saw him fleeing, as folk are wont 

to flee from spectacles of horror, he called them back, asseverating that he was risen from the 

tomb. His wife at first was no less timorous: but, as folk began to take heart of grace, perceiving 

that he was alive, they plied him with many questions, all which he answered as one that had 

returned with ripe experience, and gave them tidings of the souls of their kinsfolk, and told of his 

own invention the prettiest fables of the purgatorial state, and in full folkmoot recounted the 

revelation vouchsafed him by the mouth of Ragnolo Braghiello(2) before his resuscitation. 

Thus was Ferondo reinstated in his property and reunited to his wife, who, being pregnant, as 

he thought, by himself, chanced by the time of her delivery to countenance the vulgar error that 

the woman must bear the infant in the womb for exactly nine months, and gave birth to a male 

child, who was named Benedetto Ferondi. Ferondo's return from purgatory, and the report he 

brought thence, immeasurably enhanced the fame of the abbot's holiness. So Ferondo, cured of 

his jealousy by the thrashings which he had gotten for it, verified the abbot's prediction, and 

never offended the lady again in that sort. Wherefore she lived with him, as before, in all 

outward seemliness; albeit she failed not, as occasion served, to forgather with the holy abbot, 

who had so well and sedulously served her in her especial need. 

(1) By the Old Man of the Mountain is meant the head of the confraternity of hashish-eaters 

(Assassins), whose chief stronghold was at Alamut in Persia (1090-1256). Cf. Marco Polo, ed. 

Yule, I. cap. xxiii. 

(2) Derisively for Agnolo Gabriello (the h having merely the effect of preserving the hardness 

of the g before i), i. e. Angel Gabriel. 

  



NOVEL IX. — Gillette of Narbonne cures the King of France of a fistula, craves for spouse 

Bertrand de Roussillon, who marries her against his will, and hies him in despite to Florence, 

where, as he courts a young woman, Gillette lies with him in her stead, and has two sons by him; 

for which cause he afterwards takes her into favour and entreats her as his wife. — 

Lauretta's story being ended, and the queen being minded not to break her engagement with 

Dioneo, 'twas now her turn to speak. Wherefore without awaiting the call of her subjects, thus 

with mien most gracious she began:— Now that we have heard Lauretta's story, who shall tell 

any to compare with it for beauty? Lucky indeed was it that she was not the first; for few that 

followed would have pleased; and so, I misdoubt me, 'twill fare ill with those that remain to 

complete the day's narration. However, for what it may be worth, I will tell you a story which 

seems to me germane to our theme. 

Know, then, that in the realm of France there was a gentleman, Isnard, Comte de Roussillon, 

by name, who, being in ill-health, kept ever in attendance on him a physician, one Master Gerard 

of Narbonne. The said Count had an only son named Bertrand, a very fine and winsome little 

lad; with whom were brought up other children of his own age, among them the said physician's 

little daughter Gillette; who with a love boundless and ardent out of all keeping with her tender 

years became enamoured of this Bertrand. And so, when the Count died, and his son, being left a 

ward of the King, must needs go to Paris, the girl remained beside herself with grief, and, her 

father dying soon after, would gladly have gone to Paris to see Bertrand, might she but have 

found a fair excuse; but no decent pretext could she come by, being left a great and sole heiress 

and very closely guarded. So being come of marriageable age, still cherishing Bertrand's 

memory, she rejected not a few suitors, to whom her kinsfolk would fain have married her, 

without assigning any reason. 

Now her passion waxing ever more ardent for Bertrand, as she learned that he was grown a 

most goodly gallant, tidings reached her that the King of France, in consequence of a tumour 

which he had had in the breast, and which had been ill tended, was now troubled with a fistula, 

which occasioned him extreme distress and suffering; nor had he as yet come by a physician that 

was able, though many had essayed, to cure him, but had rather grown worse under their hands; 

wherefore in despair he was minded no more to have recourse to any for counsel or aid. Whereat 

the damsel was overjoyed, deeming not only that she might find therein lawful occasion to go to 

Paris, but, that, if the disease was what she took it to be, it might well betide that she should be 

wedded to Bertrand. So—for not a little knowledge had she gotten from her father—she prepared 

a powder from certain herbs serviceable in the treatment of the supposed disease, and 

straightway took horse, and hied her to Paris. Arrived there she made it her first concern to have 

sight of Bertrand; and then, having obtained access to the King, she besought him of his grace to 

shew her his disease. The King knew not how to refuse so young, fair and winsome a damsel, 



and let her see the place. Whereupon, no longer doubting that she should cure him, she said:—

"Sire, so please you, I hope in God to cure you of this malady within eight days without causing 

you the least distress or discomfort." The King inly scoffed at her words, saying to himself:—

"How should a damsel have come by a knowledge and skill that the greatest physicians in the 

world do not possess?" He therefore graciously acknowledged her good intention, and answered 

that he had resolved no more to follow advice of physician. "Sire," said the damsel, "you disdain 

my art, because I am young and a woman; but I bid you bear in mind that I rely not on my own 

skill, but on the help of God, and the skill of Master Gerard of Narbonne, my father, and a 

famous physician in his day." Whereupon the King said to himself:—"Perchance she is sent me 

by God; why put I not her skill to the proof, seeing that she says that she can cure me in a short 

time, and cause me no distress?" And being minded to make the experiment, he said:—"Damsel, 

and if, having caused me to cancel my resolve, you should fail to cure me, what are you content 

should ensue?" "Sire," answered the damsel, "set a guard upon me; and if within eight days I 

cure you not, have me burned; but if I cure you, what shall be my guerdon?" "You seem," said 

the King, "to be yet unmarried; if you shall effect the cure, we will marry you well and in high 

place." "Sire," returned the damsel, "well content indeed am I that you should marry me, so it be 

to such a husband as I shall ask of you, save that I may not ask any of your sons or any other 

member of the royal house." Whereto the King forthwith consented, and the damsel, thereupon 

applying her treatment, restored him to health before the period assigned. Wherefore, as soon as 

the King knew that he was cured:—"Damsel," said he, "well have you won your husband." She, 

answered:—"In that case, Sire, I have won Bertrand de Roussillon, of whom, while yet a child, I 

was enamoured, and whom I have ever since most ardently loved." To give her Bertrand seemed 

to the King no small matter; but, having pledged his word, he would not break it: so he sent for 

Bertrand, and said to him:—"Bertrand, you are now come to man's estate, and fully equipped to 

enter on it; 'tis therefore our will that you go back and assume the governance of your county, 

and that you take with you a damsel, whom we have given you to wife." "And who is the damsel, 

Sire?" said Bertrand. "She it is," answered the King, "that has restored us to health by her 

physic." Now Bertrand, knowing Gillette, and that her lineage was not such as matched his 

nobility, albeit, seeing her, he had found her very fair, was overcome with disdain, and 

answered:—"So, Sire, you would fain give me a she-doctor to wife. Now God forbid that I 

should ever marry any such woman." "Then," said the King, "you would have us fail of the faith 

which we pledged to the damsel, who asked you in marriage by way of guerdon for our 

restoration to health." "Sire," said Bertrand, "you may take from me all that I possess, and give 

me as your man to whomsoever you may be minded; but rest assured that I shall never be 

satisfied with such a match." "Nay, but you will," replied the King; "for the damsel is fair and 

discreet, and loves you well; wherefore we anticipate that you will live far more happily with her 

than with a dame of much higher lineage." Bertrand was silent; and the King made great 

preparations for the celebration of the nuptials. The appointed day came, and Bertrand, albeit 



reluctantly, nevertheless complied, and in the presence of the King was wedded to the damsel, 

who loved him more dearly than herself. Which done, Bertrand, who had already taken his 

resolution, said that he was minded to go down to his county, there to consummate the marriage; 

and so, having craved and had leave of absence of the King, he took horse, but instead of 

returning to his county he hied him to Tuscany; where, finding the Florentines at war with the 

Sienese, he determined to take service with the Florentines, and being made heartily and 

honourably welcome, was appointed to the command of part of their forces, at a liberal stipend, 

and so remained in their service for a long while. Distressed by this turn of fortune, and hoping 

by her wise management to bring Bertrand back to his county, the bride hied her to Roussillon, 

where she was received by all the tenants as their liege lady. She found that, during the long 

absence of the lord, everything had fallen into decay and disorder; which, being a capable 

woman, she rectified with great and sedulous care, to the great joy of the tenants, who held her in 

great esteem and love, and severely censured the Count, that he was not satisfied with her. When 

the lady had duly ordered all things in the county, she despatched two knights to the Count with 

the intelligence, praying him, that, if 'twas on her account that he came not home, he would so 

inform her; in which case she would gratify him by departing. To whom with all harshness he 

replied:—"She may even please herself in the matter. For my part I will go home and live with 

her, when she has this ring on her finger and a son gotten of me upon her arm." The ring was one 

which he greatly prized, and never removed from his finger, by reason of a virtue which he had 

been given to understand that it possessed. The knights appreciated the harshness of a condition 

which contained two articles, both of which were all but impossible; and, seeing that by no 

words of theirs could they alter his resolve, they returned to the lady, and delivered his message. 

Sorely distressed, the lady after long pondering determined to try how and where the two 

conditions might be satisfied, that so her husband might be hers again. Having formed her plan, 

she assembled certain of the more considerable and notable men of the county, to whom she 

gave a consecutive and most touching narrative of all that she had done for love of the Count, 

with the result; concluding by saying that she was not minded to tarry there to the Count's 

perpetual exile, but to pass the rest of her days in pilgrimages and pious works for the good of 

her soul: wherefore she prayed them to undertake the defence and governance of the county, and 

to inform the Count that she had made entire and absolute cession of it to him, and was gone 

away with the intention of never more returning to Roussillon. As she spoke, tears not a few 

coursed down the cheeks of the honest men, and again and again they besought her to change her 

mind, and stay. All in vain, however; she commended them to God, and, accompanied only by 

one of her male cousins and a chambermaid (all three habited as pilgrims and amply provided 

with money and precious jewels), she took the road, nor tarried until she was arrived at Florence. 

There she lodged in a little inn kept by a good woman that was a widow, bearing herself lowly as 

a poor pilgrim, and eagerly expectant of news of her lord. 



Now it so befell that the very next day she saw Bertrand pass in front of the inn on horseback 

at the head of his company; and though she knew him very well, nevertheless she asked the good 

woman of the inn who he was. The hostess replied:—"'Tis a foreign gentleman—Count Bertrand 

they call him—a very pleasant gentleman, and courteous, and much beloved in this city; and he 

is in the last degree enamoured of one of our neighbours here, who is a gentlewoman, but in poor 

circumstances. A very virtuous damsel she is too, and, being as yet unmarried by reason of her 

poverty, she lives with her mother, who is an excellent and most discreet lady, but for whom, 

perchance, she would before now have yielded and gratified the Count's desire." No word of this 

was lost on the lady; she pondered and meditated every detail with the closest attention, and 

having laid it all to heart, took her resolution: she ascertained the names and abode of the lady 

and her daughter that the Count loved, and hied her one day privily, wearing her pilgrim's weeds, 

to their house, where she found the lady and her daughter in very evident poverty, and after 

greeting them, told the lady that, if it were agreeable to her, she would speak with her. The 

gentlewoman rose and signified her willingness to listen to what she had to say; so they went 

into a room by themselves and sate down, and then the Countess began thus:—"Madam, 

methinks you are, as I am, under Fortune's frown; but perchance you have it in your power, if 

you are so minded, to afford solace to both of us." The lady answered that, so she might 

honourably find it, solace indeed was what she craved most of all things in the world. 

Whereupon the Countess continued:—"I must first be assured of your faith, wherein if I confide 

and am deceived, the interests of both of us will suffer." "Have no fear," said the gentlewoman, 

"speak your whole mind without reserve, for you will find that there is no deceit in me." So the 

Countess told who she was, and the whole course of her love affair, from its commencement to 

that hour, on such wise that the gentlewoman, believing her story the more readily that she had 

already heard it in part from others, was touched with compassion for her. The narrative of her 

woes complete, the Countess added:—"Now that you have heard my misfortunes, you know the 

two conditions that I must fulfil, if I would come by my husband; nor know I any other person 

than you, that may enable me to fulfil them; but so you may, if this which I hear is true, to wit, 

that my husband is in the last degree enamoured of your daughter." "Madam," replied the 

gentlewoman, "I know not if the Count loves my daughter, but true it is that he makes great shew 

of loving her; but how may this enable me to do aught for you in the matter that you have at 

heart?" "The how, madam," returned the Countess, "I will shortly explain to you; but you shall 

first hear what I intend shall ensue, if you serve me. Your daughter, I see, is fair and of 

marriageable age, and, by what I have learned and may well understand, 'tis because you have 

not the wherewith to marry her that you keep her at home. Now, in recompense of the service 

that you shall do me, I mean to provide her forthwith from my own moneys with such a dowry as 

you yourself shall deem adequate for her marriage." The lady was too needy not to be gratified 

by the proposal; but, nevertheless, with the true spirit of the gentlewoman, she answered:—"Nay 

but, madam, tell me that which I may do for you, and if it shall be such as I may honourably do, 



gladly will I do it, and then you shall do as you may be minded." Said then the Countess:—"I 

require of you, that through some one in whom you trust you send word to the Count, my 

husband, that your daughter is ready to yield herself entirely to his will, so she may be sure that 

he loves her even as he professes; whereof she will never be convinced, until he send her the ring 

which he wears on his finger, and which, she understands, he prizes so much: which, being sent, 

you shall give to me, and shall then send him word that your daughter is ready to do his pleasure, 

and, having brought him hither secretly, you shall contrive that I lie by his side instead of your 

daughter. Perchance, by God's grace I shall conceive, and so, having his ring on my finger, and a 

son gotten of him on my arm, shall have him for my own again, and live with him even as a wife 

should live with her husband, and owe it all to you." 

The lady felt that 'twas not a little that the Countess craved of her, for she feared lest it should 

bring reproach upon her daughter: but she reflected that to aid the good lady to recover her 

husband was an honourable enterprise, and that in undertaking it she would be subserving a like 

end; and so, trusting in the good and virtuous disposition of the Countess, she not only promised 

to do as she was required, but in no long time, proceeding with caution and secrecy, as she had 

been bidden, she both had the ring from the Count, loath though he was to part with it, and 

cunningly contrived that the Countess should lie with him in place of her daughter. In which first 

commingling, so ardently sought by the Count, it so pleased God that the lady was gotten, as in 

due time her delivery made manifest, with two sons. Nor once only, but many times did the lady 

gratify the Countess with the embraces of her husband, using such secrecy that no word thereof 

ever got wind, the Count all the while supposing that he lay, not with his wife, but with her that 

he loved, and being wont to give her, as he left her in the morning, some fair and rare jewel, 

which she jealously guarded. 

When she perceived that she was with child, the Countess, being minded no more to burden 

the lady with such service, said to her:—"Madam, thanks be to God and to you, I now have that 

which I desired, and therefore 'tis time that I make you grateful requital, and take my leave of 

you." The lady answered that she was glad if the Countess had gotten aught that gave her joy; but 

that 'twas not as hoping to have guerdon thereof that she had done her part, but simply because 

she deemed it meet and her duty so to do. "Well said, madam," returned the Countess, "and in 

like manner that which you shall ask of me I shall not give you by way of guerdon, but because I 

deem it meet and my duty to give it." Whereupon the lady, yielding to necessity, and abashed 

beyond measure, asked of her a hundred pounds wherewith to marry her daughter. The Countess, 

marking her embarrassment, and the modesty of her request, gave her five hundred pounds 

besides jewels fair and rare, worth, perhaps, no less; and having thus much more than contented 

her, and received her superabundant thanks, she took leave of her and returned to the inn. The 

lady, to render purposeless further visits or messages on Bertrand's part, withdrew with her 

daughter to the house of her kinsfolk in the country; nor was it long before Bertrand, on the 



urgent entreaty of his vassals and intelligence of the departure of his wife, quitted Florence and 

returned home. Greatly elated by this intelligence, the Countess tarried awhile in Florence, and 

was there delivered of two sons as like as possible to their father, whom she nurtured with 

sedulous care. But by and by she saw fit to take the road, and being come, unrecognized by any, 

to Montpellier, rested there a few days; and being on the alert for news of the Count and where 

he was, she learned that on All Saints' day he was to hold a great reception of ladies and 

gentlemen at Roussillon. Whither, retaining her now wonted pilgrim's weeds, she hied her, and 

finding that the ladies and gentlemen were all gathered in the Count's palace and on the point of 

going to table, she tarried not to change her dress, but went up into the hall, bearing her little 

ones in her arms, and threading her way through the throng to the place where she saw the Count 

stand, she threw herself at his feet, and sobbing, said to him:—"My lord, thy hapless bride am I, 

who to ensure thy homecoming and abidance in peace have long time been a wanderer, and now 

demand of thee observance of the condition whereof word was brought me by the two knights 

whom I sent to thee. Lo in my arms not one son only but twain, gotten of thee, and on my finger 

thy ring. 'Tis time, then, that I be received of thee as thy wife according to thy word." Whereat 

the Count was all dumfounded, recognizing the ring and his own lineaments in the children, so 

like were they to him; but saying to himself nevertheless:— "How can it have come about?" So 

the Countess, while the Count and all that were present marvelled exceedingly, told what had 

happened, and the manner of it, in precise detail. Wherefore the Count, perceiving that she spoke 

truth, and having regard to her perseverance and address and her two fine boys, and the wishes of 

all his vassals and the ladies, who with one accord besought him to own and honour her 

thenceforth as his lawful bride, laid aside his harsh obduracy, and raised the Countess to her feet, 

and embraced and kissed her, and acknowledged her for his lawful wife, and the children for his 

own. Then, having caused her to be rearrayed in garments befitting her rank, he, to the boundless 

delight of as many as were there, and of all other his vassals, gave up that day and some that 

followed to feasting and merrymaking; and did ever thenceforth honour, love and most tenderly 

cherish her as his bride and wife. 

  



NOVEL X. — Alibech turns hermit, and is taught by Rustico, a monk, how the Devil is put in hell. 

She is afterwards conveyed thence, and becomes the wife of Neerbale. — 

Dioneo, observing that the queen's story, which he had followed with the closest attention, was 

now ended, and that it only remained for him to speak, waited not to be bidden, but smilingly 

thus began:— 

Gracious ladies, perchance you have not yet heard how the Devil is put in hell; wherefore, 

without deviating far from the topic of which you have discoursed throughout the day, I will tell 

you how 'tis done; it may be the lesson will prove inspiring; besides which, you may learn 

therefrom that, albeit Love prefers the gay palace and the dainty chamber to the rude cabin, yet, 

for all that, he may at times manifest his might in wilds matted with forests, rugged with alps, 

and desolate with caverns: whereby it may be understood that all things are subject to his sway. 

But—to come to my story—I say that in the city of Capsa(1) in Barbary there was once a very 

rich man, who with other children had a fair and dainty little daughter, Alibech by name. Now 

Alibech, not being a Christian, and hearing many Christians, that were in the city, speak much in 

praise of the Christian Faith and the service of God, did one day inquire of one of them after 

what fashion it were possible to serve God with as few impediments as might be, and was 

informed that they served God best who most completely renounced the world and its affairs; 

like those who had fixed their abode in the wilds of the Thebaid desert. Whereupon, actuated by 

no sober predilection, but by childish impulse, the girl, who was very simple and about fourteen 

years of age, said never a word more of the matter, but stole away on the morrow, and quite 

alone set out to walk to the Thebaid desert; and, by force of resolution, albeit with no small 

suffering, she after some days reached those wilds; where, espying a cabin a great way off, she 

hied her thither, and found a holy man by the door, who, marvelling to see her there, asked her 

what she came there to seek. She answered that, guided by the spirit of God, she was come 

thither, seeking, if haply she might serve Him, and also find some one that might teach her how 

He ought to be served. Marking her youth and great beauty, the worthy man, fearing lest, if he 

suffered her to remain with him, he should be ensnared by the Devil, commended her good 

intention, set before her a frugal repast of roots of herbs, crab-apples and dates, with a little water 

to wash them down, and said to her:—"My daughter, there is a holy man not far from here, who 

is much better able to teach thee that of which thou art in quest than I am; go to him, therefore;" 

and he shewed her the way. But when she was come whither she was directed, she met with the 

same answer as before, and so, setting forth again, she came at length to the cell of a young 

hermit, a worthy man and very devout— his name Rustico—whom she interrogated as she had 

the others. Rustico, being minded to make severe trial of his constancy, did not send her away, as 

the others had done, but kept her with him in his cell, and when night came, made her a little bed 

of palm-leaves; whereon he bade her compose herself to sleep. Hardly had she done so before 

the solicitations of the flesh joined battle with the powers of Rustico's spirit, and he, finding 



himself left in the lurch by the latter, endured not many assaults before he beat a retreat, and 

surrendered at discretion: wherefore he bade adieu to holy meditation and prayer and discipline, 

and fell a musing on the youth and beauty of his companion, and also how he might so order his 

conversation with her, that without seeming to her to be a libertine he might yet compass that 

which he craved of her. So, probing her by certain questions, he discovered that she was as yet 

entirely without cognizance of man, and as simple as she seemed: wherefore he excogitated a 

plan for bringing her to pleasure him under colour of serving God. He began by giving her a long 

lecture on the great enmity that subsists between God and the Devil; after which he gave her to 

understand that, God having condemned the Devil to hell, to put him there was of all services the 

most acceptable to God. The girl asking him how it might be done, Rustico answered:—"Thou 

shalt know it in a trice; thou hast but to do that which thou seest me do." Then, having divested 

himself of his scanty clothing, he threw himself stark naked on his knees, as if he would pray; 

whereby he caused the girl, who followed his example, to confront him in the same posture. 

Whereupon Rustico, seeing her so fair, felt an accession of desire, and therewith came an 

insurgence of the flesh, which Alibech marking with surprise, said:—"Rustico, what is this, 

which I see thee have, that so protrudes, and which I have not?" "Oh! my daughter," said 

Rustico, "'tis the Devil of whom I have told thee: and, seest thou? he is now tormenting me most 

grievously, insomuch that I am scarce able to hold out." Then:—"Praise be to God," said the girl, 

"I see that I am in better case than thou, for no such Devil have I." "Sooth sayst thou," returned 

Rustico; "but instead of him thou hast somewhat else that I have not." "Oh!" said Alibech, "what 

may that be?" "Hell," answered Rustico: "and I tell thee, that 'tis my belief that God has sent thee 

hither for the salvation of my soul; seeing that, if this Devil shall continue to plague me thus, 

then, so thou wilt have compassion on me and permit me to put him in hell, thou wilt both afford 

me great and exceeding great solace, and render to God an exceeding most acceptable service, if, 

as thou sayst, thou art come into these parts for such a purpose." In good faith the girl made 

answer:—"As I have hell to match your Devil, be it, my father, as and when you will." 

Whereupon:—"Bless thee, my daughter," said Rustico, "go we then, and put him there, that he 

leave me henceforth in peace." Which said, he took the girl to one of the beds and taught her the 

posture in which she must lie in order to incarcerate this spirit accursed of God. The girl, having 

never before put any devil in hell, felt on this first occasion a twinge of pain: wherefore she said 

to Rustico:—"Of a surety, my father, he must be a wicked fellow, this devil, and in very truth a 

foe to God; for there is sorrow even in hell—not to speak of other places—when he is put there." 

"Daughter," said Rustico, "'twill not be always so." And for better assurance thereof they put him 

there six times before they quitted the bed; whereby they so thoroughly abased his pride that he 

was fain to be quiet. However, the proud fit returning upon him from time to time, and the girl 

addressing herself always obediently to its reduction, it so befell that she began to find the game 

agreeable, and would say to Rustico:—"Now see I plainly that 'twas true, what the worthy men 

said at Capsa, of the service of God being so delightful: indeed I cannot remember that in aught 



that ever I did I had so much pleasure, so much solace, as in putting the Devil in hell; for which 

cause I deem it insensate folly on the part of any one to have a care to aught else than the service 

of God." Wherefore many a time she would come to Rustico, and say to him:—"My father, 'twas 

to serve God that I came hither, and not to pass my days in idleness: go we then, and put the 

Devil in hell." And while they did so, she would now and again say:—"I know not, Rustico, why 

the Devil should escape from hell; were he but as ready to stay there as hell is to receive and 

retain him, he would never come out of it." So, the girl thus frequently inviting and exhorting 

Rustico to the service of God, there came at length a time when she had so thoroughly lightened 

his doublet that he shivered when another would have sweated; wherefore he began to instruct 

her that the Devil was not to be corrected and put in hell, save when his head was exalted with 

pride; adding, "and we by God's grace have brought him to so sober a mind that he prays God he 

may be left in peace;" by which means he for a time kept the girl quiet. But when she saw that 

Rustico had no more occasion for her to put the Devil in hell, she said to him one day:—

"Rustico, if thy Devil is chastened and gives thee no more trouble, my hell, on the other hand, 

gives me no peace; wherefore, I with my hell have holpen thee to abase the pride of thy Devil, so 

thou wouldst do well to lend me the aid of thy Devil to allay the fervent heat of my hell." 

Rustico, whose diet was roots of herbs and water, was scarce able to respond to her demands: he 

told her that 'twould require not a few devils to allay the heat of hell; but that he would do what 

might be in his power; and so now and again he satisfied her; but so seldom that 'twas as if he 

had tossed a bean into the jaws of a lion. Whereat the girl, being fain of more of the service of 

God than she had, did somewhat repine. However, the case standing thus (deficiency of power 

against superfluity of desire) between Rustico's Devil and Alibech's hell, it chanced that a fire 

broke out in Capsa, whereby the house of Alibech's father was burned, and he and all his sons 

and the rest of his household perished; so that Alibech was left sole heiress of all his estate. And 

a young gallant, Neerbale by name, who by reckless munificence had wasted all his substance, 

having discovered that she was alive, addressed himself to the pursuit of her, and, having found 

her in time to prevent the confiscation of her father's estate as an escheat for failure of heirs, took 

her, much to Rustico's relief and against her own will, back to Capsa, and made her his wife, and 

shared with her her vast patrimony. But before he had lain with her, she was questioned by the 

ladies of the manner in which she had served God in the desert; whereto she answered, that she 

had been wont to serve Him by putting the Devil in hell, and that Neerbale had committed a 

great sin, when he took her out of such service. The ladies being curious to know how the Devil 

was put in hell, the girl satisfied them, partly by words, partly by signs. Whereat they laughed 

exorbitantly (and still laugh) and said to her:—"Be not down-hearted, daughter; 'tis done here 

too; Neerbale will know well how to serve God with you in that way." And so the story passing 

from mouth to mouth throughout the city, it came at last to be a common proverb, that the most 

acceptable service that can be rendered to God is to put the Devil in hell; which proverb, having 

travelled hither across the sea, is still current. Wherefore, young ladies, you that have need of the 



grace of God, see to it that you learn how to put the Devil in hell, because 'tis mightily pleasing 

to God, and of great solace to both the parties, and much good may thereby be engendered and 

ensue. 

(1) Now Gafsa, in Tunis. 

A thousand times or more had Dioneo's story brought the laugh to the lips of the honourable 

ladies, so quaint and curiously entertaining found they the fashion of it. And now at its close the 

queen, seeing the term of her sovereignty come, took the laurel wreath from her head, and with 

mien most debonair, set it on the brow of Filostrato, saying:—"We shall soon see whether the 

wolf will know better how to guide the sheep than the sheep have yet succeeded in guiding the 

wolves." Whereat Filostrato said with a laugh:- -"Had I been hearkened to, the wolves would 

have taught the sheep to put the Devil in hell even as Rustico taught Alibech. Wherefore call us 

not wolves, seeing that you have not shewn yourselves sheep: however, as best I may be able, I 

will govern the kingdom committed to my charge." Whereupon Neifile took him up: "Hark ye, 

Filostrato," she said, "while you thought to teach us, you might have learnt a lesson from us, as 

did Masetto da Lamporecchio from the nuns, and have recovered your speech when the bones 

had learned to whistle without a master."(1) Filostrato, perceiving that there was a scythe for 

each of his arrows, gave up jesting, and addressed himself to the governance of his kingdom. He 

called the seneschal, and held him strictly to account in every particular; he then judiciously 

ordered all matters as he deemed would be best and most to the satisfaction of the company, 

while his sovereignty should last; and having so done, he turned to the ladies, and said:—

"Loving ladies, as my ill luck would have it, since I have had wit to tell good from evil, the 

charms of one or other of you have kept me ever a slave to Love: and for all I shewed myself 

humble and obedient and conformable, so far as I knew how, to all his ways, my fate has been 

still the same, to be discarded for another, and go ever from bad to worse; and so, I suppose, 

'twill be with me to the hour of my death. Wherefore I am minded that to-morrow our discourse 

be of no other topic than that which is most germane to my condition, to wit, of those whose 

loves had a disastrous close: because mine, I expect, will in the long run be most disastrous; nor 

for other cause was the name, by which you address me, given me by one that well knew its 

signification." Which said, he arose, and dismissed them all until supper-time. 

So fair and delightsome was the garden that none saw fit to quit it, and seek diversion 

elsewhere. Rather—for the sun now shone with a tempered radiance that caused no discomfort—

some of the ladies gave chase to the kids and conies and other creatures that haunted it, and, 

scampering to and fro among them as they sate, had caused them a hundred times, or so, some 

slight embarrassment. Dioneo and Fiammetta fell a singing of Messer Guglielmo and the lady of 

Vergiu.(2) Filomena and Pamfilo sat them down to a game of chess; and, as thus they pursued 



each their several diversions, time sped so swiftly that the supper-hour stole upon them almost 

unawares: whereupon they ranged the tables round the beautiful fountain, and supped with all 

glad and festal cheer. 

When the tables were removed, Filostrato, being minded to follow in the footsteps of his fair 

predecessors in sway, bade Lauretta lead a dance and sing a song. She answered:—"My lord, 

songs of others know I none, nor does my memory furnish me with any of mine own that seems 

meet for so gay a company; but, if you will be content with what I have, gladly will I give you 

thereof." "Nought of thine," returned the king, "could be other than goodly and delectable. 

Wherefore give us even what thou hast." So encouraged, Lauretta, with dulcet voice, but manner 

somewhat languishing, raised the ensuing strain, to which the other ladies responded:— 

What dame disconsolate 

May so lament as I, 

That vainly sigh, to Love still dedicate? 

He that the heaven and every orb doth move 

Formed me for His delight 

Fair, debonair and gracious, apt for love; 

That here on earth each soaring spirit might 

Have foretaste how, above, 

That beauty shews that standeth in His sight. 

Ah! but dull wit and slight, 

For that it judgeth ill, 

Liketh me not, nay, doth me vilely rate. 

There was who loved me, and my maiden grace 

Did fondly clip and strain, 

As in his arms, so in his soul's embrace, 

And from mine eyes Love's fire did drink amain, 

And time that glides apace 

In nought but courting me to spend was fain 

Whom courteous I did deign 

Ev'n as my peer to entreat; 

But am of him bereft! Ah! dolorous fate! 

Came to me next a gallant swol'n with pride, 

Brave, in his own conceit, 

And no less noble eke. Whom woe betide 



That he me took, and holds in all unmeet 

Suspicion, jealous-eyed! 

And I, who wot that me the world should greet 

As the predestined sweet 

Of many men, well-nigh 

Despair, to be to one thus subjugate. 

Ah! woe is me! cursed be the luckless day, 

When, a new gown to wear, 

I said the fatal ay; for blithe and gay 

In that plain gown I lived, no whit less fair; 

While in this rich array 

A sad and far less honoured life I bear! 

Would I had died, or e'er 

Sounded those notes of joy 

(Ah! dolorous cheer!) my woe to celebrate! 

So list my supplication, lover dear, 

Of whom such joyance I, 

As ne'er another, had. Thou that in clear 

Light of the Maker's presence art, deny 

Not pity to thy fere, 

Who thee may ne'er forget; but let one sigh 

Breathe tidings that on high 

Thou burnest still for me; 

And sue of God that He me there translate. 

So ended Lauretta her song, to which all hearkened attentively, though not all interpreted it 

alike. Some were inclined to give it a moral after the Milanese fashion, to wit, that a good porker 

was better than a pretty quean. Others construed it in a higher, better and truer sense, which 'tis 

not to the present purpose to unfold. Some more songs followed by command of the king, who 

caused torches not a few to be lighted and ranged about the flowery mead; and so the night was 

prolonged until the last star that had risen had begun to set. Then, bethinking him that 'twas time 

for slumber, the king bade all good-night, and dismissed them to their several chambers. 

(1) I.e. when you were so emaciated that your bones made music like a skeleton in the wind. 



(2) Evidently some version of the tragical conte "de la Chastelaine de Vergi, qui mori por 

laialment amer son ami." See "Fabliaux et Contes," ed. Barbazan, iv. 296: and cf. Bandello, Pt. 

iv. Nov. v, and Heptameron, Journee vii. Nouvelle lxx. 

— Endeth here the third day of the Decameron, beginneth the fourth, in which, under the rule 

of Filostrato, discourse is had of those whose loves had a disastrous close. — 

  



FOURTH DAY 

Dearest ladies, as well from what I heard in converse with the wise, as from matters that not 

seldom fell within my own observation and reading, I formed the opinion that the vehement and 

scorching blast of envy was apt to vent itself only upon lofty towers or the highest tree-tops: but 

therein I find that I misjudged; for, whereas I ever sought and studied how best to elude the 

buffetings of that furious hurricane, and to that end kept a course not merely on the plain, but, by 

preference, in the depth of the valley; as should be abundantly clear to whoso looks at these little 

stories, written as they are not only in the vulgar Florentine, and in prose, and without dedicatory 

flourish, but also in as homely and simple a style as may be; nevertheless all this has not stood 

me in such stead but that I have been shrewdly shaken, nay, all but uprooted by the blast, and 

altogether lacerated by the bite of this same envy. Whereby I may very well understand that 'tis 

true, what the sages aver, that only misery is exempt from envy in the present life. Know then, 

discreet my ladies, that some there are, who, reading these little stories, have alleged that I am 

too fond of you, and that 'tis not a seemly thing that I should take so much pleasure in 

ministering to your gratification and solace; and some have found more fault with me for 

praising you as I do. Others, affecting to deliver a more considered judgment, have said that it ill 

befits my time of life to ensue such matters, to wit, the discoursing of women, or endeavouring to 

pleasure them. And not a few, feigning a mighty tender regard to my fame, aver that I should do 

more wisely to keep ever with the Muses on Parnassus, than to forgather with you in such vain 

dalliance. Those again there are, who, evincing less wisdom than despite, have told me that I 

should shew sounder sense if I bethought me how to get my daily bread, than, going after these 

idle toys, to nourish myself upon the wind; while certain others, in disparagement of my work, 

strive might and main to make it appear that the matters which I relate fell out otherwise than as I 

set them forth. Such then, noble ladies, are the blasts, such the sharp and cruel fangs, by which, 

while I champion your cause, I am assailed, harassed and well-nigh pierced through and through. 

Which censures I hear and mark, God knows, with equal mind: and, though to you belongs all 

my defence, yet I mean not to be niggard of my own powers, but rather, without dealing out to 

them the castigation they deserve, to give them such slight answer as may secure my ears some 

respite of their clamour; and that without delay; seeing that, if already, though I have not 

completed the third part of my work, they are not a few and very presumptuous, I deem it 

possible, that before I have reached the end, should they receive no check, they may have grown 

so numerous, that 'twould scarce tax their powers to sink me; and that your forces, great though 

they be, would not suffice to withstand them. However I am minded to answer none of them, 

until I have related in my behoof, not indeed an entire story, for I would not seem to foist my 

stories in among those of so honourable a company as that with which I have made you 

acquainted, but a part of one, that its very incompleteness may shew that it is not one of them: 

wherefore, addressing my assailants, I say:—That in our city there was in old time a citizen 



named Filippo Balducci, a man of quite low origin, but of good substance and well versed and 

expert in matters belonging to his condition, who had a wife that he most dearly loved, as did she 

him, so that their life passed in peace and concord, nor there was aught they studied so much as 

how to please each other perfectly. Now it came to pass, as it does to every one, that the good 

lady departed this life, leaving Filippo nought of hers but an only son, that she had had by him, 

and who was then about two years old. His wife's death left Filippo as disconsolate as ever was 

any man for the loss of a loved one: and sorely missing the companionship that was most dear to 

him, he resolved to have done with the world, and devote himself and his little son to the service 

of God. Wherefore, having dedicated all his goods to charitable uses, he forthwith betook him to 

the summit of Monte Asinaio, where he installed himself with his son in a little cell, and living 

on alms, passed his days in fasting and prayer, being careful above all things to say nothing to 

the boy of any temporal matters, nor to let him see aught of the kind, lest they should distract his 

mind from his religious exercises, but discoursing with him continually of the glory of the life 

eternal and of God and the saints, and teaching him nought else but holy orisons: in which way 

of life he kept him not a few years, never suffering him to quit the cell or see aught but himself. 

From time to time the worthy man would go Florence, where divers of the faithful would afford 

him relief according to his needs, and so he would return to his cell. And thus it fell out that one 

day Filippo, now an aged man, being asked by the boy, who was about eighteen years old, 

whither he went, told him. Whereupon:—"Father," said the boy, "you are now old, and scarce 

able to support fatigue; why take you me not with you for once to Florence, and give me to know 

devout friends of God and you, so that I, who am young and fitter for such exertion than you, 

may thereafter go to Florence for our supplies at your pleasure, and you remain here?" 

The worthy man, bethinking him that his son was now grown up, and so habituated to the 

service of God as hardly to be seduced by the things of the world, said to himself:—"He says 

well." And so, as he must needs go to Florence, he took the boy with him. Where, seeing the 

palaces, the houses, the churches, and all matters else with which the city abounds, and of which 

he had no more recollection than if he had never seen them, the boy found all passing strange, 

and questioned his father of not a few of them, what they were and how they were named; his 

curiosity being no sooner satisfied in one particular than he plied his father with a further 

question. And so it befell that, while son and father were thus occupied in asking and answering 

questions, they encountered a bevy of damsels, fair and richly arrayed, being on their return from 

a wedding; whom the young man no sooner saw, than he asked his father what they might be. 

"My son," answered the father, "fix thy gaze on the ground, regard them not at all, for naughty 

things are they." "Oh!" said the son, "and what is their name?" The father, fearing to awaken 

some mischievous craving of concupiscence in the young man, would not denote them truly, to 

wit, as women, but said:—"They are called goslings." Whereupon, wonderful to tell! the lad who 

had never before set eyes on any woman, thought no more of the palaces, the oxen, the horses, 



the asses, the money, or aught else that he had seen, but exclaimed:—"Prithee, father, let me 

have one of those goslings." "Alas, my son," replied the father, "speak not of them; they are 

naughty things." "Oh!" questioned the son; "but are naughty things made like that?" "Ay," 

returned the father. Whereupon the son:—"I know not," he said, "what you say, nor why they 

should be naughty things: for my part I have as yet seen nought that seemed to me so fair and 

delectable. They are fairer than the painted angels that you have so often shewn me. Oh! if you 

love me, do but let us take one of these goslings up there, and I will see that she have whereon to 

bill." "Nay," said the father, "that will not I. Thou knowest not whereon they bill;" and 

straightway, being ware that nature was more potent than his art, he repented him that he had 

brought the boy to Florence. 

But enough of this story: 'tis time for me to cut it short, and return to those, for whose 

instruction 'tis told. They say then, some of these my censors, that I am too fond of you, young 

ladies, and am at too great pains to pleasure you. Now that I am fond of you, and am at pains to 

pleasure you, I do most frankly and fully confess; and I ask them whether, considering only all 

that it means to have had, and to have continually, before one's eyes your debonair demeanour, 

your bewitching beauty and exquisite grace, and therewithal your modest womanliness, not to 

speak of having known the amorous kisses, the caressing embraces, the voluptuous 

comminglings, whereof our intercourse with you, ladies most sweet, not seldom is productive, 

they do verily marvel that I am fond of you, seeing that one who was nurtured, reared, and 

brought up on a savage and solitary mountain, within the narrow circuit of a cell, without other 

companion than his father, had no sooner seen you than 'twas you alone that he desired, that he 

demanded, that he sought with ardour? Will they tear, will they lacerate me with their censures, 

if I, whose body Heaven fashioned all apt for love, whose soul from very boyhood was dedicate 

to you, am not insensible to the power of the light of your eyes, to the sweetness of your honeyed 

words, to the flame that is kindled by your gentle sighs, but am fond of you and sedulous to 

pleasure you; you, again I bid them remember, in whom a hermit, a rude, witless lad, liker to an 

animal than to a human being, found more to delight him than in aught else that he saw? Of a 

truth whoso taxes me thus must be one that, feeling, knowing nought of the pleasure and power 

of natural affection, loves you not, nor craves your love; and such an one I hold in light esteem. 

And as for those that go about to find ground of exception in my age, they do but shew that they 

ill understand that the leek, albeit its head is white, has a green tail. But jesting apart, thus I 

answer them, that never to the end of my life shall I deem it shameful to me to pleasure those to 

whom Guido Cavalcanti and Dante Alighieri in their old age, and Messer Cino da Pistoia in 

extreme old age, accounted it an honour and found it a delight to minister gratification. And but 

that 'twere a deviation from the use and wont of discourse, I would call history to my aid, and 

shew it to abound with stories of noble men of old time, who in their ripest age studied above all 

things else to pleasure the ladies; whereof if they be ignorant, go they and get them to school. To 



keep with the Muses on Parnassus is counsel I approve; but tarry with them always we cannot, 

nor they with us, nor is a man blameworthy, if, when he happen to part from them, he find his 

delight in those that resemble them. The Muses are ladies, and albeit ladies are not the peers of 

the Muses, yet they have their outward semblance; for which cause, if for no other, 'tis 

reasonable that I should be fond of them. Besides which, ladies have been to me the occasion of 

composing some thousand verses, but of never a verse that I made were the Muses the occasion. 

Howbeit 'twas with their aid, 'twas under their influence that I composed those thousand verses, 

and perchance they have sometimes visited me to encourage me in my present task, humble 

indeed though it be, doing honour and paying, as it were, tribute, to the likeness which the ladies 

have to them; wherefore, while I weave these stories, I stray not so far from Mount Parnassus 

and the Muses as not a few perchance suppose. But what shall we say to those, in whom my 

hunger excites such commiseration that they bid me get me bread? Verily I know not, save 

this:— Suppose that in my need I were to beg bread of them, what would be their answer? I 

doubt not they would say:—"Go seek it among the fables." And in sooth the poets have found 

more bread among their fables than many rich men among their treasures. And many that have 

gone after fables have crowned their days with splendour, while, on the other hand, not a few, in 

the endeavour to get them more bread than they needed, have perished miserably. But why waste 

more words on them? Let them send me packing, when I ask bread of them; not that, thank God, 

I have yet need of it, and should I ever come to be in need of it, I know, like the Apostle, how to 

abound and to be in want, and so am minded to be beholden to none but myself. As for those 

who say that these matters fell out otherwise than as I relate them, I should account it no small 

favour, if they would produce the originals, and should what I write not accord with them, I 

would acknowledge the justice of their censure, and study to amend my ways; but, until better 

evidence is forthcoming than their words, I shall adhere to my own opinion without seeking to 

deprive them of theirs, and give them tit for tat. And being minded that for this while this answer 

suffice, I say that with God and you, in whom I trust, most gentle ladies, to aid and protect me, 

and patience for my stay, I shall go forward with my work, turning my back on this tempest, 

however it may rage; for I see not that I can fare worse than the fine dust, which the blast of the 

whirlwind either leaves where it lies, or bears aloft, not seldom over the heads of men, over the 

crowns of kings, of emperors, and sometimes suffers to settle on the roofs of lofty palaces, and 

the summits of the tallest towers, whence if it fall, it cannot sink lower than the level from which 

it was raised. And if I ever devoted myself and all my powers to minister in any wise to your 

gratification, I am now minded more than ever so to do, because I know that there is nought that 

any can justly say in regard thereof, but that I, and others who love you, follow the promptings of 

nature, whose laws whoso would withstand, has need of powers pre-eminent, and, even so, will 

oft-times labour not merely in vain but to his own most grievous disadvantage. Such powers I 

own that I neither have, nor, to such end, desire to have; and had I them, I would rather leave 

them to another than use them myself. Wherefore let my detractors hold their peace, and if they 



cannot get heat, why, let them shiver their life away; and, while they remain addicted to their 

delights, or rather corrupt tastes, let them leave me to follow my own bent during the brief life 

that is accorded us. But this has been a long digression, fair ladies, and 'tis time to retrace our 

steps to the point where we deviated, and continue in the course on which we started. 

The sun had chased every star from the sky, and lifted the dank murk of night from the earth, 

when, Filostrato being risen, and having roused all his company, they hied them to the fair 

garden, and there fell to disporting themselves: the time for breakfast being come, they took it 

where they had supped on the preceding evening, and after they had slept they rose, when the 

sun was in his zenith, and seated themselves in their wonted manner by the beautiful fountain; 

where Fiammetta, being bidden by Filostrato to lead off the story-telling, awaited no second 

command, but debonairly thus began. 

  



NOVEL I. 

— Tancred, Prince of Salerno, slays his daughter's lover, and sends her his heart in a golden cup: 

she pours upon it a poisonous distillation, which she drinks and dies. — 

A direful theme has our king allotted us for to-day's discourse seeing that, whereas we are here 

met for our common delectation, needs must we now tell of others' tears, whereby, whether 

telling or hearing, we cannot but be moved to pity. Perchance 'twas to temper in some degree the 

gaiety of the past days that he so ordained, but, whatever may have been his intent, his will must 

be to me immutable law; wherefore I will narrate to you a matter that befell piteously, nay 

woefully, and so as you may well weep thereat. 

Tancred, Prince of Salerno, a lord most humane and kind of heart, but that in his old age he 

imbrued his hands in the blood of a lover, had in the whole course of his life but one daughter; 

and had he not had her, he had been more fortunate. 

Never was daughter more tenderly beloved of father than she of the Prince, who, for that cause 

not knowing how to part with her, kept her unmarried for many a year after she had come of 

marriageable age: then at last he gave her to a son of the Duke of Capua, with whom she had 

lived but a short while, when he died and she returned to her father. Most lovely was she of form 

and feature (never woman more so), and young and light of heart, and more knowing, perchance, 

than beseemed a woman. Dwelling thus with her loving father, as a great lady, in no small 

luxury, nor failing to see that the Prince, for the great love he bore her, was at no pains to provide 

her with another husband, and deeming it unseemly on her part to ask one of him, she cast about 

how she might come by a gallant to be her secret lover. And seeing at her father's court not a few 

men, both gentle and simple, that resorted thither, as we know men use to frequent courts, and 

closely scanning their mien and manners, she preferred before all others the Prince's page, 

Guiscardo by name, a man of very humble origin, but pre-eminent for native worth and noble 

bearing; of whom, seeing him frequently, she became hotly enamoured, hourly extolling his 

qualities more and more highly. The young man, who for all his youth by no means lacked 

shrewdness, read her heart, and gave her his own on such wise that his love for her engrossed his 

mind to the exclusion of almost everything else. While thus they burned in secret for one 

another, the lady, desiring of all things a meeting with Guiscardo, but being shy of making any 

her confidant, hit upon a novel expedient to concert the affair with him. She wrote him a letter 

containing her commands for the ensuing day, and thrust it into a cane in the space between two 

of the knots, which cane she gave to Guiscardo, saying:—"Thou canst let thy servant have it for 

a bellows to blow thy fire up to night." Guiscardo took it, and feeling sure that 'twas not 

unadvisedly that she made him such a present, accompanied with such words, hied him straight 

home, where, carefully examining the cane, he observed that it was cleft, and, opening it, found 



the letter; which he had no sooner read, and learned what he was to do, than, pleased as ne'er 

another, he fell to devising how to set all in order that he might not fail to meet the lady on the 

following day, after the manner she had prescribed. 

Now hard by the Prince's palace was a grotto, hewn in days of old in the solid rock, and now 

long disused, so that an artificial orifice, by which it received a little light, was all but choked 

with brambles and plants that grew about and overspread it. From one of the ground-floor rooms 

of the palace, which room was part of the lady's suite, a secret stair led to the grotto, though the 

entrance was barred by a very strong door. This stair, having been from time immemorial 

disused, had passed out of mind so completely that there was scarce any that remembered that it 

was there: but Love, whose eyes nothing, however secret, may escape, had brought it to the mind 

of the enamoured lady. For many a day, using all secrecy, that none should discover her, she had 

wrought with her tools, until she had succeeded in opening the door; which done, she had gone 

down into the grotto alone, and having observed the orifice, had by her letter apprised Guiscardo 

of its apparent height above the floor of the grotto, and bidden him contrive some means of 

descending thereby. Eager to carry the affair through, Guiscardo lost no time in rigging up a 

ladder of ropes, whereby he might ascend and descend; and having put on a suit of leather to 

protect him from the brambles, he hied him the following night (keeping the affair close from 

all) to the orifice, made the ladder fast by one of its ends to a massive trunk that was rooted in the 

mouth of the orifice, climbed down the ladder, and awaited the lady. On the morrow, making as 

if she would fain sleep, the lady dismissed her damsels, and locked herself into her room: she 

then opened the door of the grotto, hied her down, and met Guiscardo, to their marvellous mutual 

satisfaction. The lovers then repaired to her room, where in exceeding great joyance they spent 

no small part of the day. Nor were they neglectful of the precautions needful to prevent 

discovery of their amour; but in due time Guiscardo returned to the grotto; whereupon the lady 

locked the door and rejoined her damsels. At nightfall Guiscardo reascended his ladder, and, 

issuing forth of the orifice, hied him home; nor, knowing now the way, did he fail to revisit the 

grotto many a time thereafter. 

But Fortune, noting with envious eye a happiness of such degree and duration, gave to events 

a dolorous turn, whereby the joy of the two lovers was converted into bitter lamentation. 'Twas 

Tancred's custom to come from time to time quite alone to his daughter's room, and tarry talking 

with her a while. Whereby it so befell that he came down there one day after breakfast, while 

Ghismonda—such was the lady's name—was in her garden with her damsels; so that none saw 

or heard him enter; nor would he call his daughter, for he was minded that she should not forgo 

her pleasure. But, finding the windows closed and the bed-curtains drawn down, he seated 

himself on a divan that stood at one of the corners of the bed, rested his head on the bed, drew 

the curtain over him, and thus, hidden as if of set purpose, fell asleep. As he slept Ghismonda, 

who, as it happened, had caused Guiscardo to come that day, left her damsels in the garden, 



softly entered the room, and having locked herself in, unwitting that there was another in the 

room, opened the door to Guiscardo, who was in waiting. Straightway they got them to bed, as 

was their wont; and, while they there solaced and disported them together, it so befell that 

Tancred awoke, and heard and saw what they did: whereat he was troubled beyond measure, and 

at first was minded to upbraid them; but on second thoughts he deemed it best to hold his peace, 

and avoid discovery, if so he might with greater stealth and less dishonour carry out the design 

which was already in his mind. The two lovers continued long together, as they were wont, all 

unwitting of Tancred; but at length they saw fit to get out of bed, when Guiscardo went back to 

the grotto, and the lady hied her forth of the room. Whereupon Tancred, old though he was, got 

out at one of the windows, clambered down into the garden, and, seen by none, returned sorely 

troubled to his room. By his command two men took Guiscardo early that same night, as he 

issued forth of the orifice accoutred in his suit of leather, and brought him privily to Tancred; 

who, as he saw him, all but wept, and said:—"Guiscardo, my kindness to thee is ill requited by 

the outrage and dishonour which thou hast done me in the person of my daughter, as to-day I 

have seen with my own eyes." To whom Guiscardo could answer nought but:—"Love is more 

potent than either, you or I." Tancred then gave order to keep him privily under watch and ward 

in a room within the palace; and so 'twas done. Next day, while Ghismonda wotted nought of 

these matters, Tancred, after pondering divers novel expedients, hied him after breakfast, 

according to his wont, to his daughter's room, where, having called her to him and locked 

himself in with her, he began, not without tears, to speak on this wise:—"Ghismonda, conceiving 

that I knew thy virtue and honour, never, though it had been reported to me, would I have 

credited, had I not seen with my own eyes, that thou wouldst so much as in idea, not to say fact, 

have ever yielded thyself to any man but thy husband: wherefore, for the brief residue of life that 

my age has in store for me, the memory of thy fall will ever be grievous to me. And would to 

God, as thou must needs demean thyself to such dishonour, thou hadst taken a man that matched 

thy nobility; but of all the men that frequent my court; thou must needs choose Guiscardo, a 

young man of the lowest condition, a fellow whom we brought up in charity from his tender 

years; for whose sake thou hast plunged me into the abyss of mental tribulation, insomuch that I 

know not what course to take in regard of thee. As to Guiscardo, whom I caused to be arrested 

last night as he issued from the orifice, and keep in durance, my course is already taken, but how 

I am to deal with thee, God knows, I know not. I am distraught between the love which I have 

ever borne thee, love such as no father ever bare to daughter, and the most just indignation 

evoked in me by thy signal folly; my love prompts me to pardon thee, my indignation bids me 

harden my heart against thee, though I do violence to my nature. But before I decide upon my 

course, I would fain hear what thou hast to say to this." So saying, he bent his head, and wept as 

bitterly as any child that had been soundly thrashed. 



Her father's words, and the tidings they conveyed that not only was her secret passion 

discovered, but Guiscardo taken, caused Ghismonda immeasurable grief, which she was again 

and again on the point of evincing, as most women do, by cries and tears; but her high spirit 

triumphed over this weakness; by a prodigious effort she composed her countenance, and taking 

it for granted that her Guiscardo was no more, she inly devoted herself to death rather than a 

single prayer for herself should escape her lips. Wherefore, not as a woman stricken with grief or 

chidden for a fault, but unconcerned and unabashed, with tearless eyes, and frank and utterly 

dauntless mien, thus answered she her father:—"Tancred, your accusation I shall not deny, 

neither will I cry you mercy, for nought should I gain by denial, nor aught would I gain by 

supplication: nay more; there is nought I will do to conciliate thy humanity and love; my only 

care is to confess the truth, to defend my honour by words of sound reason, and then by deeds 

most resolute to give effect to the promptings of my high soul. True it is that I have loved and 

love Guiscardo, and during the brief while I have yet to live shall love him, nor after death, so 

there be then love, shall I cease to love him; but that I love him, is not imputable to my womanly 

frailty so much as to the little zeal thou shewedst for my bestowal in marriage, and to 

Guiscardo's own worth. It should not have escaped thee, Tancred, creature of flesh and blood as 

thou art, that thy daughter was also a creature of flesh and blood, and not of stone or iron; it was, 

and is, thy duty to bear in mind (old though thou art) the nature and the might of the laws to 

which youth is subject; and, though thou hast spent part of thy best years in martial exercises, 

thou shouldst nevertheless have not been ignorant how potent is the influence even upon the 

aged—to say nothing of the young—of ease and luxury. And not only am I, as being thy 

daughter, a creature of flesh and blood, but my life is not so far spent but that I am still young, 

and thus doubly fraught with fleshly appetite, the vehemence whereof is marvellously enhanced 

by reason that, having been married, I have known the pleasure that ensues upon the satisfaction 

of such desire. Which forces being powerless to withstand, I did but act as was natural in a young 

woman, when I gave way to them, and yielded myself to love. Nor in sooth did I fail to the 

utmost of my power so to order the indulgence of my natural propensity that my sin should bring 

shame neither upon thee nor upon me. To which end Love in his pity, and Fortune in a friendly 

mood, found and discovered to me a secret way, whereby, none witting, I attained my desire: 

this, from whomsoever thou hast learned it, howsoever thou comest to know it, I deny not. 'Twas 

not at random, as many women do, that I loved Guiscardo; but by deliberate choice I preferred 

him before all other men, and of determinate forethought I lured him to my love, whereof, 

through his and my discretion and constancy, I have long had joyance. Wherein 'twould seem 

that thou, following rather the opinion of the vulgar than the dictates of truth, find cause to chide 

me more severely than in my sinful love, for, as if thou wouldst not have been vexed, had my 

choice fallen on a nobleman, thou complainest that I have forgathered with a man of low 

condition; and dost not see that therein thou censurest not my fault but that of Fortune, which not 

seldom raises the unworthy to high place and leaves the worthiest in low estate. But leave we 



this: consider a little the principles of things: thou seest that in regard of our flesh we are all 

moulded of the same substance, and that all souls are endowed by one and the same Creator with 

equal faculties, equal powers, equal virtues. 'Twas merit that made the first distinction between 

us, born as we were, nay, as we are, all equal, and those whose merits were and were approved in 

act the greatest were called noble, and the rest were not so denoted. Which law, albeit overlaid 

by the contrary usage of after times, is not yet abrogated, nor so impaired but that it is still 

traceable in nature and good manners; for which cause whoso with merit acts, does plainly shew 

himself a gentleman; and if any denote him otherwise, the default is his own and not his whom 

he so denotes. Pass in review all thy nobles, weigh their merits, their manners and bearing, and 

then compare Guiscardo's qualities with theirs: if thou wilt judge without prejudice, thou wilt 

pronounce him noble in the highest degree, and thy nobles one and all churls. As to Guiscardo's 

merits and worth I did but trust the verdict which thou thyself didst utter in words, and which 

mine own eyes confirmed. Of whom had he such commendation as of thee for all those 

excellences whereby a good man and true merits commendation? And in sooth thou didst him 

but justice; for, unless mine eyes have played me false, there was nought for which thou didst 

commend him but I had seen him practise it, and that more admirably than words of thine might 

express; and had I been at all deceived in this matter, 'twould have been by thee. Wilt thou say 

then that I have forgathered with a man of low condition? If so, thou wilt not say true. Didst thou 

say with a poor man, the impeachment might be allowed, to thy shame, that thou so ill hast 

known how to requite a good man and true that is thy servant; but poverty, though it take away 

all else, deprives no man of gentilesse. Many kings, many great princes, were once poor, and 

many a ditcher or herdsman has been and is very wealthy. As for thy last perpended doubt, to 

wit, how thou shouldst deal with me, banish it utterly from thy thoughts. If in thy extreme old 

age thou art minded to manifest a harshness unwonted in thy youth, wreak thy harshness on me, 

resolved as I am to cry thee no mercy, prime cause as I am that this sin, if sin it be, has been 

committed; for of this I warrant thee, that as thou mayst have done or shalt do to Guiscardo, if to 

me thou do not the like, I with my own hands will do it. Now get thee gone to shed thy tears with 

the women, and when thy melting mood is over, ruthlessly destroy Guiscardo and me, if such 

thou deem our merited doom, by one and the same blow." 

The loftiness of his daughter's spirit was not unknown to the Prince; but still he did not credit 

her with a resolve quite as firmly fixed as her words implied, to carry their purport into effect. 

So, parting from her without the least intention of using harshness towards her in her own 

person, he determined to quench the heat of her love by wreaking his vengeance on her lover, 

and bade the two men that had charge of Guiscardo to strangle him noiselessly that same night, 

take the heart out of the body, and send it to him. The men did his bidding: and on the morrow 

the Prince had a large and beautiful cup of gold brought to him, and having put Guiscardo's heart 

therein, sent it by the hand of one of his most trusted servants to his daughter, charging the 



servant to say, as he gave it to her:—"Thy father sends thee this to give thee joy of that which 

thou lovest best, even as thou hast given him joy of that which he loved best." 

Now when her father had left her, Ghismonda, wavering not a jot in her stern resolve, had sent 

for poisonous herbs and roots, and therefrom had distilled a water, to have it ready for use, if that 

which she apprehended should come to pass. And when the servant appeared with the Prince's 

present and message, she took the cup unblenchingly, and having lifted the lid, and seen the 

heart, and apprehended the meaning of the words, and that the heart was beyond a doubt 

Guiscardo's, she raised her head, and looking straight at the servant, said:—"Sepulture less 

honourable than of gold had ill befitted heart such as this: herein has my father done wisely." 

Which said, she raised it to her lips, and kissed it, saying:—"In all things and at all times, even to 

this last hour of my life, have I found my father most tender in his love, but now more so than 

ever before; wherefore I now render him the last thanks which will ever be due from me to him 

for this goodly present." So she spoke, and straining the cup to her, bowed her head over it, and 

gazing at the heart, said:—"Ah! sojourn most sweet of all my joys, accursed be he by whose 

ruthless act I see thee with the bodily eye: 'twas enough that to the mind's eye thou wert hourly 

present. Thou hast run thy course; thou hast closed the span that Fortune allotted thee; thou hast 

reached the goal of all; thou hast left behind thee the woes and weariness of the world; and thy 

enemy has himself granted thee sepulture accordant with thy deserts. No circumstance was 

wanting to duly celebrate thy obsequies, save the tears of her whom, while thou livedst, thou 

didst so dearly love; which that thou shouldst not lack, my remorseless father was prompted of 

God to send thee to me, and, albeit my resolve was fixed to die with eyes unmoistened and front 

all unperturbed by fear, yet will I accord thee my tears; which done, my care shall be forthwith 

by thy means to join my soul to that most precious soul which thou didst once enshrine. And is 

there other company than hers, in which with more of joy and peace I might fare to the abodes 

unknown? She is yet here within, I doubt not, contemplating the abodes of her and my delights, 

and—for sure I am that she loves me—awaiting my soul that loves her before all else." 

Having thus spoken, she bowed herself low over the cup; and, while no womanish cry escaped 

her, 'twas as if a fountain of water were unloosed within her head, so wondrous a flood of tears 

gushed from her eyes, while times without number she kissed the dead heart. Her damsels that 

stood around her knew not whose the heart might be or what her words might mean, but melting 

in sympathy, they all wept, and compassionately, as vainly, enquired the cause of her 

lamentation, and in many other ways sought to comfort her to the best of their understanding and 

power. When she had wept her fill, she raised her head, and dried her eyes. Then:—"O heart," 

said she, "much cherished heart, discharged is my every duty towards thee; nought now remains 

for me to do but to come and unite my soul with thine." So saying, she sent for the vase that held 

the water which the day before she had distilled, and emptied it into the cup where lay the heart 

bathed in her tears; then, nowise afraid, she set her mouth to the cup, and drained it dry, and so 



with the cup in her hand she got her upon her bed, and having there disposed her person in guise 

as seemly as she might, laid her dead lover's heart upon her own, and silently awaited death. 

Meanwhile the damsels, seeing and hearing what passed, but knowing not what the water was 

that she had drunk, had sent word of each particular to Tancred; who, apprehensive of that which 

came to pass, came down with all haste to his daughter's room, where he arrived just as she got 

her upon her bed, and, now too late, addressed himself to comfort her with soft words, and 

seeing in what plight she was, burst into a flood of bitter tears. To whom the lady:— "Reserve 

thy tears, Tancred, till Fortune send thee hap less longed for than this: waste them not on me who 

care not for them. Whoever yet saw any but thee bewail the consummation of his desire? But, if 

of the love thou once didst bear me any spark still lives in thee, be it thy parting grace to me, 

that, as thou brookedst not that I should live with Guiscardo in privity and seclusion, so wherever 

thou mayst have caused Guiscardo's body to be cast, mine may be united with it in the common 

view of all." The Prince replied not for excess of grief; and the lady, feeling that her end was 

come, strained the dead heart to her bosom, saying:—"Fare ye well; I take my leave of you;" and 

with eyelids drooped and every sense evanished departed this life of woe. Such was the 

lamentable end of the loves of Guiscardo and Ghismonda; whom Tancred, tardily repentant of 

his harshness, mourned not a little, as did also all the folk of Salerno, and had honourably 

interred side by side in the same tomb. 

  



NOVEL II. — Fra Alberto gives a lady to understand that she is beloved of the Angel Gabriel, in 

whose shape he lies with her sundry times; afterward, for fear of her kinsmen, he flings himself 

forth of her house, and finds shelter in the house of a poor man, who on the morrow leads him in 

the guise of a wild man into the piazza, where, being recognized, he is apprehended by his 

brethren and imprisoned. — 

More than once had Fiammetta's story brought tears to the eyes of her fair companions; but 

now that it was ended the king said with an austere air:—"I should esteem my life but a paltry 

price to pay for half the delight that Ghismonda had with Guiscardo: whereat no lady of you all 

should marvel, seeing that each hour that I live I die a thousand deaths; nor is there so much as a 

particle of compensating joy allotted me. But a truce to my own concerns: I ordain that Pampinea 

do next ensue our direful argument, wherewith the tenor of my life in part accords, and if she 

follow in Fiammetta's footsteps, I doubt not I shall presently feel some drops of dew distill upon 

my fire." Pampinea received the king's command in a spirit more accordant with what from her 

own bent she divined to be the wishes of her fair gossips than with the king's words; wherefore, 

being minded rather to afford them some diversion, than, save as in duty bound, to satisfy the 

king, she made choice of a story which, without deviating from the prescribed theme, should 

move a laugh, and thus began:— 

'Tis a proverb current among the vulgar, that:—"Whoso, being wicked, is righteous reputed, 

May sin as he will, and 'twill ne'er be imputed." Which proverb furnishes me with abundant 

matter of discourse, germane to our theme, besides occasion to exhibit the quality and degree of 

the hypocrisy of the religious, who flaunt it in ample flowing robes, and, with faces made pallid 

by art, with voices low and gentle to beg alms, most loud and haughty to reprove in others their 

own sins, would make believe that their way of salvation lies in taking from us and ours in 

giving to them; nay, more, as if they had not like us Paradise to win, but were already its lords 

and masters, assign therein to each that dies a place more or less exalted according to the amount 

of the money that he has bequeathed to them; which if they believe, 'tis by dint of self-delusion, 

and to the effect of deluding all that put faith in their words. Of whose guile were it lawful for 

me to make as full exposure as were fitting, not a few simple folk should soon be enlightened as 

to what they cloak within the folds of their voluminous habits. But would to God all might have 

the like reward of their lies as a certain friar minor, no novice, but one that was reputed among 

their greatest(1) at Venice; whose story, rather than aught else, I am minded to tell you, if so I 

may, perchance, by laughter and jollity relieve in some degree your souls that are heavy laden 

with pity for the death of Ghismonda. 

Know then, noble ladies, that there was in Imola a man of evil and corrupt life, Berto della 

Massa by name, whose pestilent practices came at length to be so well known to the good folk of 

Imola that 'twas all one whether he lied or spoke the truth, for there was not a soul in Imola that 



believed a word he said: wherefore, seeing that his tricks would pass no longer there, he 

removed, as in despair, to Venice, that common sink of all abominations, thinking there to find 

other means than he had found elsewhere to the prosecution of his nefarious designs. And, as if 

conscience-stricken for his past misdeeds, he assumed an air of the deepest humility, turned the 

best Catholic of them all, and went and made himself a friar minor, taking the name of Fra 

Alberto da Imola. With his habit he put on a shew of austerity, highly commending penitence 

and abstinence, and eating or drinking no sort of meat or wine but such as was to his taste. And 

scarce a soul was there that wist that the thief, the pimp, the cheat, the assassin, had not been 

suddenly converted into a great preacher without continuing in the practice of the said iniquities, 

whensoever the same was privily possible. And withal, having got himself made priest, as often 

as he celebrated at the altar, he would weep over the passion of our Lord, so there were folk in 

plenty to see, for tears cost him little enough, when he had a mind to shed them. In short, what 

with his sermons and his tears, he duped the folk of Venice to such a tune that scarce a will was 

there made but he was its executor and depositary; nay, not a few made him trustee of their 

moneys, and most, or well-nigh most, men and women alike, their confessor and counsellor: in 

short, he had put off the wolf and put on the shepherd, and the fame of his holiness was such in 

those parts that St. Francis himself had never the like at Assisi. 

Now it so befell that among the ladies that came to confess to this holy friar was one Monna 

Lisetta of Ca' Quirino, the young, silly, empty-headed wife of a great merchant, who was gone 

with the galleys to Flanders. Like a Venetian—for unstable are they all—though she placed 

herself at his feet, she told him but a part of her sins, and when Fra Alberto asked her whether 

she had a lover, she replied with black looks:—"How now, master friar? have you not eyes in 

your head? See you no difference between my charms and those of other women? Lovers in 

plenty might I have, so I would: but charms such as mine must not be cheapened: 'tis not every 

man that might presume to love me. How many ladies have you seen whose beauty is 

comparable to mine? I should adorn Paradise itself." Whereto she added so much more in praise 

of her beauty that the friar could scarce hear her with patience. Howbeit, discerning at a glance 

that she was none too well furnished with sense, he deemed the soil meet for his plough, and fell 

forthwith inordinately in love with her, though he deferred his blandishments to a more 

convenient season, and by way of supporting his character for holiness began instead to chide 

her, telling her (among other novelties) that this was vainglory: whereto the lady retorted that he 

was a blockhead, and could not distinguish one degree of beauty from another. Wherefore Fra 

Alberto, lest he should occasion her too much chagrin, cut short the confession, and suffered her 

to depart with the other ladies. Some days after, accompanied by a single trusty friend, he hied 

him to Monna Lisetta's house, and having withdrawn with her alone into a saloon, where they 

were safe from observation, he fell on his knees at her feet, and said:—"Madam, for the love of 

God I crave your pardon of that which I said to you on Sunday, when you spoke to me of your 



beauty, for so grievously was I chastised therefor that very night, that 'tis but to-day that I have 

been able to quit my bed." "And by whom," quoth my Lady Battledore, "were you so chastised?" 

"I will tell you," returned Fra Alberto. "That night I was, as is ever my wont, at my orisons, when 

suddenly a great light shone in my cell, and before I could turn me to see what it was, I saw 

standing over me a right goodly youth with a stout cudgel in his hand, who seized me by the 

habit and threw me at his feet and belaboured me till I was bruised from head to foot. And when 

I asked him why he used me thus, he answered:—''Tis because thou didst to-day presume to 

speak slightingly of the celestial charms of Monna Lisetta, whom I love next to God Himself.' 

Whereupon I asked:—'And who are you?' And he made answer that he was the Angel Gabriel. 

Then said I:—'O my lord, I pray you pardon me.' Whereto he answered:—'I pardon thee on 

condition that thou go to her, with what speed thou mayst, and obtain her pardon, which if she 

accord thee not, I shall come back hither and give thee belabourings enough with my cudgel to 

make thee a sad man for the rest of thy days.' What more he said, I dare not tell you, unless you 

first pardon me." Whereat our flimsy pumpion-pated Lady Lackbrain was overjoyed, taking all 

the friar's words for gospel. So after a while she said:—"And did I not tell you, Fra Alberto, that 

my charms were celestial? But, so help me God, I am moved to pity of you, and forthwith I 

pardon you, lest worse should befall you, so only you tell me what more the Angel said." "So 

will I gladly, Madam," returned Fra Alberto, "now that I have your pardon; this only I bid you 

bear in mind, that you have a care that never a soul in the world hear from you a single word of 

what I shall say to you, if you would not spoil your good fortune, wherein there is not to-day in 

the whole world a lady that may compare with you. Know then that the Angel Gabriel bade me 

tell you that you stand so high in his favour that again and again he would have come to pass the 

night with you, but that he doubted he should affright you. So now he sends you word through 

me that he would fain come one night, and stay a while with you; and seeing that, being an angel, 

if he should visit you in his angelic shape, he might not be touched by you, he would, to pleasure 

you, present himself in human shape; and so he bids you send him word, when you would have 

him come, and in whose shape, and he will come; for which cause you may deem yourself more 

blessed than any other lady that lives." My Lady Vanity then said that she was highly flattered to 

be beloved of the Angel Gabriel; whom she herself loved so well that she had never grudged four 

soldi to burn a candle before his picture, wherever she saw it, and that he was welcome to visit 

her as often as he liked, and would always find her alone in her room; on the understanding, 

however, that he should not desert her for the Virgin Mary, whom she had heard he did mightily 

affect, and indeed 'twould so appear, for, wherever she saw him, he was always on his knees at 

her feet: for the rest he might even come in what shape he pleased, so that it was not such as to 

terrify her. Then said Fra Alberto:—"Madam, 'tis wisely spoken; and I will arrange it all with 

him just as you say. But 'tis in your power to do me a great favour, which will cost you nothing; 

and this favour is that you be consenting that he visit you in my shape. Now hear wherein you 

will confer this favour: thus will it be: he will disembody my soul, and set it in Paradise, entering 



himself into my body; and, as long as he shall be with you, my soul will be in Paradise." 

Whereto my Lady Slenderwit:—"So be it," she said; "I am well pleased that you have this solace 

to salve the bruises that he gives you on my account." "Good," said Fra Alberto; "then you will 

see to it that to-night he find, when he comes, your outer door unlatched, that he may have 

ingress; for, coming, as he will, in human shape, he will not be able to enter save by the door." 

"It shall be done," replied the lady. Whereupon Fra Alberto took his leave, and the lady remained 

in such a state of exaltation that her nether end knew not her chemise, and it seemed to her a 

thousand years until the Angel Gabriel should come to visit her. Fra Alberto, bethinking him that 

'twas not as an angel, but as a cavalier that he must acquit himself that night, fell to fortifying 

himself with comfits and other dainties, that he might not lose his saddle for slight cause. Then, 

leave of absence gotten, he betook him at nightfall, with a single companion, to the house of a 

woman that was his friend, which house had served on former occasions as his base when he 

went a chasing the fillies; and having there disguised himself, he hied him, when he deemed 

'twas time, to the house of the lady, where, donning the gewgaws he had brought with him, he 

transformed himself into an angel, and going up, entered the lady's chamber. No sooner saw she 

this dazzling apparition than she fell on her knees before the Angel, who gave her his blessing, 

raised her to her feet, and motioned her to go to bed. She, nothing loath, obeyed forthwith, and 

the Angel lay down beside his devotee. Now, Fra Alberto was a stout, handsome fellow, whose 

legs bore themselves right bravely; and being bedded with Monna Lisetta, who was lusty and 

delicate, he covered her after another fashion than her husband had been wont, and took many a 

flight that night without wings, so that she heartily cried him content; and not a little therewithal 

did he tell her of the glory celestial. Then towards daybreak, all being ready for his return, he 

hied him forth, and repaired, caparisoned as he was, to his friend, whom, lest he should be 

affrighted, sleeping alone, the good woman of the house had solaced with her company. The 

lady, so soon as she had breakfasted, betook her to Fra Alberto, and reported the Angel Gabriel's 

visit, and what he had told her of the glory of the life eternal, describing his appearance, not 

without some added marvels of her own invention. Whereto Fra Alberto replied:—"Madam, I 

know not how you fared with him; but this I know, that last night he came to me, and for that I 

had done his errand with you, he suddenly transported my soul among such a multitude of 

flowers and roses as was never seen here below, and my soul—what became of my body I know 

not—tarried in one of the most delightful places that ever was from that hour until matins." "As 

for your body," said the lady, "do I not tell you whose it was? It lay all night long with the Angel 

Gabriel in my arms; and if you believe me not, you have but to took under your left pap, where I 

gave the Angel a mighty kiss, of which the mark will last for some days." "Why then," said Fra 

Alberto, "I will even do to-day what 'tis long since I did, to wit, undress, that I may see if you say 

sooth." So they fooled it a long while, and then the lady went home, where Fra Alberto 

afterwards paid her many a visit without any let. However, one day it so befell that while Monna 

Lisetta was with one of her gossips canvassing beauties, she, being minded to exalt her own 



charms above all others, and having, as we know, none too much wit in her pumpion-pate, 

observed:—"Did you but know by whom my charms are prized, then, for sure, you would have 

nought to say of the rest." Her gossip, all agog to hear, for well she knew her foible, answered:—

"Madam, it may be as you say, but still, while one knows not who he may be, one cannot alter 

one's mind so rapidly." Whereupon my Lady Featherbrain:—"Gossip," said she, "'tis not for 

common talk, but he that I wot of is the Angel Gabriel, who loves me more dearly than himself, 

for that I am, so he tells me, the fairest lady in all the world, ay, and in the Maremma to boot."(2) 

Whereat her gossip would fain have laughed, but held herself in, being minded to hear more 

from her. Wherefore she said:—"God's faith, Madam, if 'tis the Angel Gabriel, and he tells you 

so, why, so of course it must needs be; but I wist not the angels meddled with such matters." 

"There you erred, gossip," said the lady: "zounds, he does it better than my husband, and he tells 

me they do it above there too, but, as he rates my charms above any that are in heaven, he is 

enamoured of me, and not seldom visits me: so now dost see?" So away went the gossip so agog 

to tell the story, that it seemed to her a thousand years till she was where it might be done; and 

being met for recreation with a great company of ladies, she narrated it all in detail: whereby it 

passed to the ladies' husbands, and to other ladies, and from them to yet other ladies, so that in 

less than two days all Venice was full of it. But among others, whose ears it reached, were 

Monna Lisetta's brothers-in-law, who, keeping their own counsel, resolved to find this angel and 

make out whether he knew how to fly; to which end they kept watch for some nights. Whereof 

no hint, as it happened, reached Fra Alberto's ears; and so, one night when he was come to enjoy 

the lady once more, he was scarce undressed when her brothers-in-law, who had seen him come, 

were at the door of the room and already opening it, when Fra Alberto, hearing the noise and 

apprehending the danger, started up, and having no other resource, threw open a window that 

looked on to the Grand Canal, and plunged into the water. The depth was great, and he was an 

expert swimmer; so that he took no hurt, but, having reached the other bank, found a house open, 

and forthwith entered it, praying the good man that was within, for God's sake to save his life, 

and trumping up a story to account for his being there at so late an hour, and stripped to the skin. 

The good man took pity on him, and having occasion to go out, he put him in his own bed, 

bidding him stay there until his return; and so, having locked him in, he went about his business. 

Now when the lady's brothers-in-law entered the room, and found that the Angel Gabriel had 

taken flight, leaving his wings behind him, being baulked of their prey, they roundly rated the 

lady, and then, leaving her disconsolate, betook themselves home with the Angel's spoils. 

Whereby it befell, that, when 'twas broad day, the good man, being on the Rialto, heard tell how 

the Angel Gabriel had come to pass the night with Monna Lisetta, and, being surprised by her 

brothers-in-law, had taken fright, and thrown himself into the Canal, and none knew what was 

become of him. The good man guessed in a trice that the said Angel was no other than the man 

he had at home, whom on his return he recognized, and, after much chaffering, brought him to 



promise him fifty ducats that he might not be given up to the lady's brothers-in-law. The bargain 

struck, Fra Alberto signified a desire to be going. Whereupon:—"There is no way," said the good 

man, "but one, if you are minded to take it. To-day we hold a revel, wherein folk lead others 

about in various disguises; as, one man will present a bear, another a wild man, and so forth; and 

then in the piazza of San Marco there is a hunt, which done, the revel is ended; and then away 

they hie them, whither they will, each with the man he has led about. If you are willing to be led 

by me in one or another of these disguises, before it can get wind that you are here, I can bring 

you whither you would go; otherwise I see not how you are to quit this place without being 

known; and the lady's brothers-in-law, reckoning that you must be lurking somewhere in this 

quarter, have set guards all about to take you." Loath indeed was Fra Alberto to go in such a 

guise, but such was his fear of the lady's relations that he consented, and told the good man 

whither he desired to be taken, and that he was content to leave the choice of the disguise to him. 

The good man then smeared him all over with honey, and covered him with down, set a chain on 

his neck and a vizard on his face, gave him a stout cudgel to carry in one hand, and two huge 

dogs, which he had brought from the shambles, to lead with the other, and sent a man to the 

Rialto to announce that whoso would see the Angel Gabriel should hie him to the piazza of San 

Marco; in all which he acted as a leal Venetian. And so, after a while, he led him forth, and then, 

making him go before, held him by the chain behind, and through a great throng that 

clamoured:—"What manner of thing is this? what manner of thing is this?" he brought him to the 

piazza, where, what with those that followed them, and those that had come from the Rialto on 

hearing the announcement, there were folk without end. Arrived at the piazza, he fastened his 

wild man to a column in a high and exposed place, making as if he were minded to wait till the 

hunt should begin; whereby the flies and gadflies, attracted by the honey with which he was 

smeared, caused him most grievous distress. However, the good man waited only until the piazza 

was thronged, and then, making as if he would unchain his wild man, he tore the vizard from Fra 

Alberto's face, saying:—"Gentlemen, as the boar comes not to the hunt, and the hunt does not 

take place, that it be not for nothing that you are come hither, I am minded to give you a view of 

the Angel Gabriel, who comes down from heaven to earth by night to solace the ladies of 

Venice." The vizard was no sooner withdrawn than all recognized Fra Alberto, and greeted him 

with hootings, rating him in language as offensive and opprobrious as ever rogue was abused 

withal, and pelting him in the face with every sort of filth that came to hand: in which plight they 

kept him an exceeding great while, until by chance the bruit thereof reached his brethren, of 

whom some six thereupon put themselves in motion, and, arrived at the piazza, clapped a habit 

on his back, and unchained him, and amid an immense uproar led him off to their convent, 

where, after languishing a while in prison, 'tis believed that he died. 

So this man, by reason that, being reputed righteous, he did evil, and 'twas not imputed to him, 

presumed to counterfeit the Angel Gabriel, and, being transformed into a wild man, was in the 



end put to shame, as he deserved, and vainly bewailed his misdeeds. God grant that so it may 

betide all his likes. 

(1) de' maggior cassesi. No such word as cassesi is known to the lexicographers or 

commentators; and no plausible emendation has yet been suggested. 

(2) With this ineptitude cf. the friar's "flowers and roses " on the preceding page. 

  



NOVEL III. — Three young men love three sisters, and flee with them to Crete. The eldest of the 

sisters slays her lover for jealousy. The second saves the life of the first by yielding herself to the 

Duke of Crete. Her lover slays her, and makes off with the first: the third sister and her lover are 

charged with the murder, are arrested and confess the crime. They escape death by bribing the 

guards, flee destitute to Rhodes, and there in destitution die. — 

Pampinea's story ended, Filostrato mused a while, and then said to her:—"A little good matter 

there was that pleased me at the close of your story, but, before 'twas reached, there was far too 

much to laugh at, which I could have wished had not been there." Then, turning to Lauretta, he 

said:— "Madam, give us something better to follow, if so it may be." Lauretta replied with a 

laugh:—"Harsh beyond measure are you to the lovers, to desire that their end be always evil; but, 

as in duty bound, I will tell a story of three, who all alike came to a bad end, having had little 

joyance of their loves;" and so saying, she began. 

Well may ye wot, young ladies, for 'tis abundantly manifest, that there is no vice but most 

grievous disaster may ensue thereon to him that practises it, and not seldom to others; and of all 

the vices that which hurries us into peril with loosest rein is, methinks, anger; which is nought 

but a rash and hasty impulse, prompted by a feeling of pain, which banishes reason, shrouds the 

eyes of the mind in thick darkness, and sets the soul ablaze with a fierce frenzy. Which, though it 

not seldom befall men, and one rather than another, has nevertheless been observed to be fraught 

in women with more disastrous consequences, inasmuch as in them the flame is both more 

readily kindled, and burns more brightly, and with less impediment to its vehemence. Wherein is 

no cause to marvel, for, if we consider it, we shall see that 'tis of the nature of fire to lay hold 

more readily of things light and delicate than of matters of firmer and more solid substance; and 

sure it is that we (without offence to the men be it spoken) are more delicate than they, and much 

more mobile. Wherefore, seeing how prone we are thereto by nature, and considering also our 

gentleness and tenderness, how soothing and consolatory they are to the men with whom we 

consort, and that thus this madness of wrath is fraught with grievous annoy and peril; therefore, 

that with stouter heart we may defend ourselves against it, I purpose by my story to shew you, 

how the loves of three young men, and as many ladies, as I said before, were by the anger of one 

of the ladies changed from a happy to a most woeful complexion. 

Marseilles, as you know, is situate on the coast of Provence, a city ancient and most famous, 

and in old time the seat of many more rich men and great merchants than are to be seen there to-

day, among whom was one Narnald Cluada by name, a man of the lowest origin, but a merchant 

of unsullied probity and integrity, and boundless wealth in lands and goods and money, who had 

by his lady several children, three of them being daughters, older, each of them, than the other 

children, who were sons. Two of the daughters, who were twins, were, when my story begins, 

fifteen years old, and the third was but a year younger, so that in order to their marriage their 



kinsfolk awaited nothing but the return of Narnald from Spain, whither he was gone with his 

merchandise. One of the twins was called Ninette, the other Madeleine; the third daughter's name 

was Bertelle. A young man, Restagnon by name, who, though poor, was of gentle blood, was in 

the last degree enamoured of Ninette, and she of him; and so discreetly had they managed the 

affair, that, never another soul in the world witting aught of it, they had had joyance of their love, 

and that for a good while, when it so befell that two young friends of theirs, the one Foulques, 

the other Hugues by name, whom their fathers, recently dead, had left very wealthy, fell in love, 

the one with Madeleine, the other with Bertelle. Whereof Restagnon being apprised by Ninette 

bethought him that in their love he might find a means to the relief of his necessities. He 

accordingly consorted freely and familiarly with them, accompanying, now one, now the other, 

and sometimes both of them, when they went to visit their ladies and his; and when he judged 

that he had made his footing as friendly and familiar as need was, he bade them one day to his 

house, and said:—"Comrades most dear, our friendship, perchance, may not have left you 

without assurance of the great love I bear you, and that for you I would do even as much as for 

myself: wherefore, loving you thus much, I purpose to impart to you that which is in my mind, 

that in regard thereof, you and I together may then resolve in such sort as to you shall seem the 

best. You, if I may trust your words, as also what I seem to have gathered from your demeanour 

by day and by night, burn with an exceeding great love for the two ladies whom you affect, as I 

for their sister. For the assuagement whereof, I have good hope that, if you will unite with me, I 

shall find means most sweet and delightsome; to wit, on this wise. You possess, as I do not, great 

wealth: now if you are willing to make of your wealth a common stock with me as third partner 

therein, and to choose some part of the world where we may live in careless ease upon our 

substance, without any manner of doubt I trust so to prevail that the three sisters with great part 

of their father's substance shall come to live with us, wherever we shall see fit to go; whereby, 

each with his own lady, we shall live as three brethren, the happiest men in the world. 'Tis now 

for you to determine whether you will embrace this proffered solace, or let it slip from you." The 

two young men, whose love was beyond all measure fervent, spared themselves the trouble of 

deliberation: 'twas enough that they heard that they were to have their ladies: wherefore they 

answered, that, so this should ensue, they were ready to do as he proposed. Having thus their 

answer, Restagnon a few days later was closeted with Ninette, to whom 'twas a matter of no 

small difficulty for him to get access. Nor had he been long with her before he adverted to what 

had passed between him and the young men, and sought to commend the project to her for 

reasons not a few. Little need, however, had he to urge her: for to live their life openly together 

was the very thing she desired, far more than he: wherefore she frankly answered that she would 

have it so, that her sisters would do, more especially in this matter, just as she wished, and that 

he should lose no time in making all the needful arrangements. So Restagnon returned to the two 

young men, who were most urgent that it should be done even as he said, and told them that on 

the part of the ladies the matter was concluded. And so, having fixed upon Crete for their 



destination, and sold some estates that they had, giving out that they were minded to go a trading 

with the proceeds, they converted all else that they possessed into money, and bought a 

brigantine, which with all secrecy they handsomely equipped, anxiously expecting the time of 

their departure, while Ninette on her part, knowing well how her sisters were affected, did so by 

sweet converse foment their desire that, till it should be accomplished, they accounted their life 

as nought. The night of their embarcation being come, the three sisters opened a great chest that 

belonged to their father, and took out therefrom a vast quantity of money and jewels, with which 

they all three issued forth of the house in dead silence, as they had been charged, and found their 

three lovers awaiting them; who, having forthwith brought them aboard the brigantine, bade the 

rowers give way, and, tarrying nowhere, arrived the next evening at Genoa, where the new lovers 

had for the first time joyance and solace of their love. 

Having taken what they needed of refreshment, they resumed their course, touching at this 

port and that, and in less than eight days, speeding without impediment, were come to Crete. 

There they bought them domains both beautiful and broad, whereon, hard by Candia they built 

them mansions most goodly and delightsome, wherein they lived as barons, keeping a crowd of 

retainers, with dogs, hawks and horses, and speeding the time with their ladies in feasting and 

revelling and merrymaking, none so light-hearted as they. Such being the tenor of their life, it so 

befell that (as 'tis matter of daily experience that, however delightsome a thing may be, 

superabundance thereof will breed disgust) Restagnon, much as he had loved Ninette, being now 

able to have his joyance of her without stint or restraint, began to weary of her, and by 

consequence to abate somewhat of his love for her. And being mightily pleased with a fair 

gentlewoman of the country, whom he met at a merrymaking, he set his whole heart upon her, 

and began to shew himself marvellously courteous and gallant towards her; which Ninette 

perceiving grew so jealous that he might not go a step but she knew of it, and resented it to his 

torment and her own with high words. But as, while superfluity engenders disgust, appetite is but 

whetted when fruit is forbidden, so Ninette's wrath added fuel to the flame of Restagnon's new 

love. And whichever was the event, whether in course of time Restagnon had the lady's favour or 

had it not, Ninette, whoever may have brought her the tidings, firmly believed that he had it; 

whereby from the depths of distress she passed into a towering passion, and thus was transported 

into such a frenzy of rage that all the love she bore to Restagnon was converted into bitter hatred, 

and, blinded by her wrath, she made up her mind to avenge by Restagnon's death the dishonour 

which she deemed that he had done her. So she had recourse to an old Greek woman, that was 

very skilful in compounding poisons, whom by promises and gifts she induced to distill a deadly 

water, which, keeping her own counsel, she herself gave Restagnon to drink one evening, when 

he was somewhat heated and quite off his guard: whereby—such was the efficacy of the water—

she despatched Restagnon before matins. On learning his death Foulques and Hugues and their 

ladies, who knew not that he had been poisoned, united their bitter with Ninette's feigned 



lamentations, and gave him honourable sepulture. But so it befell that, not many days after, the 

old woman, that had compounded the poison for Ninette, was taken for another crime; and, being 

put to the torture, confessed the compounding of the poison among other of her misdeeds, and 

fully declared what had thereby come to pass. Wherefore the Duke of Crete, breathing no word 

of his intent, came privily by night, and set a guard around Foulques' palace, where Ninette then 

was, and quietly, and quite unopposed, took and carried her off; and without putting her to the 

torture, learned from her in a trice all that he sought to know touching the death of Restagnon. 

Foulques and Hugues had learned privily of the Duke, and their ladies of them, for what cause 

Ninette was taken; and, being mightily distressed thereby, bestirred themselves with all zeal to 

save Ninette from the fire, to which they apprehended she would be condemned, as having 

indeed richly deserved it; but all their endeavours seemed to avail nothing, for the Duke was 

unwaveringly resolved that justice should be done. Madeleine, Foulques' fair wife, who had long 

been courted by the Duke, but had never deigned to shew him the least favour, thinking that by 

yielding herself to his will she might redeem her sister from the fire, despatched a trusty envoy to 

him with the intimation that she was entirely at his disposal upon the twofold condition, that in 

the first place her sister should be restored to her free and scatheless, and, in the second place, 

the affair should be kept secret. Albeit gratified by this overture, the Duke was long in doubt 

whether he should accept it; in the end, however, he made up his mind to do so, and signified his 

approval to the envoy. Then with the lady's consent he put Foulques and Hugues under arrest for 

a night, as if he were minded to examine them of the affair, and meanwhile quartered himself 

privily with Madeleine. Ninette, who, he had made believe, had been set in a sack, and was to be 

sunk in the sea that same night, he took with him, and presented her to her sister in requital of the 

night's joyance, which, as he parted from her on the morrow, he prayed her might not be the last, 

as it was the first, fruit of their love, at the same time enjoining her to send the guilty lady away 

that she might not bring reproach upon him, nor he be compelled to deal rigorously with her 

again. Released the same morning, and told that Ninette had been cast into the sea, Foulques and 

Hugues, fully believing that so it was, came home, thinking how they should console their ladies 

for the death of their sister; but, though Madeleine was at great pains to conceal Ninette, 

Foulques nevertheless, to his no small amazement, discovered that she was there; which at once 

excited his suspicion, for he knew that the Duke had been enamoured of Madeleine; and he 

asked how it was that Ninette was there. Madeleine made up a long story by way of explanation, 

to which his sagacity gave little credit, and in the end after long parley he constrained her to tell 

the truth. Whereupon, overcome with grief, and transported with rage, he drew his sword, and, 

deaf to her appeals for mercy, slew her. Then, fearing the vengeful justice of the Duke, he left the 

dead body in the room, and hied him to Ninette, and with a counterfeit gladsome mien said to 

her:—"Go we without delay whither thy sister has appointed that I escort thee, that thou fall not 

again into the hands of the Duke." Ninette believed him, and being fain to go for very fear, she 

forewent further leave-taking of her sister, more particularly as it was now night, and set out with 



Foulques, who took with him such little money as he could lay his hands upon; and so they made 

their way to the coast, where they got aboard a bark, but none ever knew where their voyage 

ended. 

Madeleine's dead body being discovered next day, certain evil-disposed folk, that bore a 

grudge to Hugues, forthwith apprised the Duke of the fact; which brought the Duke—for much 

he loved Madeleine—in hot haste to the house, where he arrested Hugues and his lady, who as 

yet knew nothing of the departure of Foulques and Ninette, and extorted from them a confession 

that they and Foulques were jointly answerable for Madeleine's death. For which cause being 

justly apprehensive of death, they with great address corrupted the guards that had charge of 

them, giving them a sum of money which they kept concealed in their house against occasions of 

need; and together with the guards fled with all speed, leaving all that they possessed behind 

them, and took ship by night for Rhodes, where, being arrived, they lived in great poverty and 

misery no long time. Such then was the issue, to which Restagnon, by his foolish love, and 

Ninette by her wrath brought themselves and others. 

  



NOVEL IV. — Gerbino, in breach of the plighted faith of his grandfather, King Guglielmo, 

attacks a ship of the King of Tunis to rescue thence his daughter. She being slain by those 

aboard the ship, he slays them, and afterwards he is beheaded. — 

Lauretta, her story ended, kept silence; and the king brooded as in deep thought, while one or 

another of the company deplored the sad fate of this or the other of the lovers, or censured 

Ninette's wrath, or made some other comment. At length, however, the king roused himself, and 

raising his head, made sign to Elisa that 'twas now for her to speak. So, modestly, Elisa thus 

began:—Gracious ladies, not a few there are that believe that Love looses no shafts save when he 

is kindled by the eyes, contemning their opinion that hold that passion may be engendered by 

words; whose error will be abundantly manifest in a story which I purpose to tell you; wherein 

you may see how mere rumour not only wrought mutual love in those that had never seen one 

another, but also brought both to a miserable death. 

Guglielmo, the Second,(1) as the Sicilians compute, King of Sicily, had two children, a son 

named Ruggieri, and a daughter named Gostanza. Ruggieri died before his father, and left a son 

named Gerbino; who, being carefully trained by his grandfather, grew up a most goodly gallant, 

and of great renown in court and camp, and that not only within the borders of Sicily, but in 

divers other parts of the world, among them Barbary, then tributary to the King of Sicily. And 

among others, to whose ears was wafted the bruit of Gerbino's magnificent prowess and 

courtesy, was a daughter of the King of Tunis, who, by averment of all that had seen her, was a 

creature as fair and debonair, and of as great and noble a spirit as Nature ever formed. To hear 

tell of brave men was her delight, and what she heard, now from one, now from another, of the 

brave deeds of Gerbino she treasured in her mind so sedulously, and pondered them with such 

pleasure, rehearsing them to herself in imagination, that she became hotly enamoured of him, 

and there was none of whom she talked, or heard others talk, so gladly. Nor, on the other hand, 

had the fame of her incomparable beauty and other excellences failed to travel, as to other lands, 

so also to Sicily, where, falling on Gerbino's ears, it gave him no small delight, to such effect that 

he burned for the lady no less vehemently than she for him. Wherefore, until such time as he 

might, upon some worthy occasion, have his grandfather's leave to go to Tunis, yearning beyond 

measure to see her, he charged every friend of his, that went thither, to give her to know, as best 

he might, his great and secret love for her, and to bring him tidings of her. Which office one of 

the said friends discharged with no small address; for, having obtained access to her, after the 

manner of merchants, by bringing jewels for her to look at, he fully apprised her of Gerbino's 

passion, and placed him, and all that he possessed, entirely at her disposal. The lady received 

both messenger and message with gladsome mien, made answer that she loved with equal 

ardour, and in token thereof sent Gerbino one of her most precious jewels. Gerbino received the 

jewel with extreme delight, and sent her many a letter and many a most precious gift by the hand 



of the same messenger; and 'twas well understood between them that, should Fortune accord him 

opportunity, he should see and know her. 

On this footing the affair remained somewhat longer than was expedient; and so, while 

Gerbino and the lady burned with mutual love, it befell that the King of Tunis gave her in 

marriage to the King of Granada;(2) whereat she was wroth beyond measure, for that she was not 

only going into a country remote from her lover, but, as she deemed, was severed from him 

altogether; and so this might not come to pass, gladly, could she but have seen how, would she 

have left her father and fled to Gerbino. In like manner, Gerbino, on learning of the marriage, 

was vexed beyond measure, and was oft times minded, could he but find means to win to her 

husband by sea, to wrest her from him by force. Some rumour of Gerbino's love and of his intent, 

reached the King of Tunis, who, knowing his prowess and power, took alarm, and as the time 

drew nigh for conveying the lady to Granada, sent word of his purpose to King Guglielmo, and 

craved his assurance that it might be carried into effect without let or hindrance on the part of 

Gerbino, or any one else. The old King had heard nothing of Gerbino's love affair, and never 

dreaming that 'twas on such account that the assurance was craved, granted it without demur, and 

in pledge thereof sent the King of Tunis his glove. Which received, the King made ready a great 

and goodly ship in the port of Carthage, and equipped her with all things meet for those that were 

to man her, and with all appointments apt and seemly for the reception of his daughter, and 

awaited only fair weather to send her therein to Granada. All which the young lady seeing and 

marking, sent one of her servants privily to Palermo, bidding him greet the illustrious Gerbino on 

her part, and tell him that a few days would see her on her way to Granada; wherefore 'twould 

now appear whether, or no, he were really as doughty a man as he was reputed, and loved her as 

much as he had so often protested. The servant did not fail to deliver her message exactly, and 

returned to Tunis, leaving Gerbino, who knew that his grandfather, King Guglielmo, had given 

the King of Tunis the desired assurance, at a loss how to act. But prompted by love, and goaded 

by the lady's words and loath to seem a craven, he hied him to Messina; and having there armed 

two light galleys, and manned them with good men and true, he put to sea, and stood for 

Sardinia, deeming that the lady's ship must pass that way. Nor was he far out in his reckoning; 

for he had not been there many days, when the ship, sped by a light breeze, hove in sight not far 

from the place where he lay in wait for her. Whereupon Gerbino said to his comrades:—

"Gentlemen, if you be as good men and true as I deem you, there is none of you but must have 

felt, if he feel not now, the might of love; for without love I deem no mortal capable of true 

worth or aught that is good; and if you are or have been in love, 'twill be easy for you to 

understand that which I desire. I love, and 'tis because I love that I have laid this travail upon 

you; and that which I love is in the ship that you see before you, which is fraught not only with 

my beloved, but with immense treasures, which, if you are good men and true, we, so we but 

play the man in fight, may with little trouble make our own; nor for my share of the spoils of the 



victory demand I aught but a lady, whose love it is that prompts me to take arms: all else I freely 

cede to you from this very hour. Forward, then; attack we this ship; success should be ours, for 

God favours our enterprise, nor lends her wind to evade us." Fewer words might have sufficed 

the illustrious Gerbino; for the rapacious Messinese that were with him were already bent heart 

and soul upon that to which by his harangue he sought to animate them. So, when he had done, 

they raised a mighty shout, so that 'twas as if trumpets did blare, and caught up their arms, and 

smiting the water with their oars, overhauled the ship. The advancing galleys were observed 

while they were yet a great way off by the ship's crew, who, not being able to avoid the combat, 

put themselves in a posture of defence. Arrived at close quarters, the illustrious Gerbino bade 

send the ship's masters aboard the galleys, unless they were minded to do battle. Certified of the 

challenge, and who they were that made it, the Saracens answered that 'twas in breach of the 

faith plighted to them by their assailants' king that they were thus attacked, and in token thereof 

displayed King Guglielmo's glove, averring in set terms that there should be no surrender either 

of themselves or of aught that was aboard the ship without battle. Gerbino, who had observed the 

lady standing on the ship's poop, and seen that she was far more beautiful than he had imagined, 

burned with a yet fiercer flame than before, and to the display of the glove made answer, that, as 

he had no falcons there just then, the glove booted him not; wherefore, so they were not minded 

to surrender the lady, let them prepare to receive battle. Whereupon, without further delay, the 

battle began on both sides with a furious discharge of arrows and stones; on which wise it was 

long protracted to their common loss; until at last Gerbino, seeing that he gained little advantage, 

took a light bark which they had brought from Sardinia, and having fired her, bore down with 

her, and both the galleys, upon the ship. Whereupon the Saracens, seeing that they must perforce 

surrender the ship or die, caused the King's daughter, who lay beneath the deck weeping, to come 

up on deck, and led her to the prow, and shouting to Gerbino, while the lady shrieked alternately 

"mercy" and "succour," opened her veins before his eyes, and cast her into the sea, saying:—

"Take her; we give her to thee on such wise as we can, and as thy faith has merited." Maddened 

to witness this deed of barbarism, Gerbino, as if courting death, recked no more of the arrows 

and the stones, but drew alongside the ship, and, despite the resistance of her crew, boarded her; 

and as a famished lion ravens amongst a herd of oxen, and tearing and rending, now one, now 

another, gluts his wrath before he appeases his hunger, so Gerbino, sword in hand, hacking and 

hewing on all sides among the Saracens, did ruthlessly slaughter not a few of them; till, as the 

burning ship began to blaze more fiercely, he bade the seamen take thereout all that they might 

by way of guerdon, which done, he quitted her, having gained but a rueful victory over his 

adversaries. His next care was to recover from the sea the body of the fair lady, whom long and 

with many a tear he mourned: and so he returned to Sicily, and gave the body honourable 

sepulture in Ustica, an islet that faces, as it were, Trapani, and went home the saddest man alive. 



When these tidings reached the King of Tunis, he sent to King Guglielmo ambassadors, 

habited in black, who made complaint of the breach of faith and recited the manner of its 

occurrence. Which caused King Guglielmo no small chagrin; and seeing not how he might refuse 

the justice they demanded, he had Gerbino arrested, and he himself, none of his barons being 

able by any entreaty to turn him from his purpose, sentenced him to forfeit his head, and had it 

severed from his body in his presence, preferring to suffer the loss of his only grandson than to 

gain the reputation of a faithless king. And so, miserably, within the compass of a few brief days, 

died the two lovers by woeful deaths, as I have told you, and without having known any joyance 

of their love. 

(1) First, according to the now accepted reckoning. He reigned from 1154 to 1166. 

(2) An anachronism; the Moorish kingdom of Granada not having been founded until 1238. 

  



NOVEL V. — Lisabetta's brothers slay her lover: he appears to her in a dream, and shews her 

where he is buried: she privily disinters the head, and sets it in a pot of basil, whereon she daily 

weeps a great while. The pot being taken from her by her brothers, she dies, not long after. — 

Elisa's story ended, the king bestowed a few words of praise upon it, and then laid the burden 

of discourse upon Filomena, who, full of compassion for the woes of Gerbino and his lady, 

heaved a piteous sigh, and thus began:—My story, gracious ladies, will not be of folk of so high 

a rank as those of whom Elisa has told us, but perchance 'twill not be less touching. 'Tis brought 

to my mind by the recent mention of Messina, where the matter befell. 

Know then that there were at Messina three young men, that were brothers and merchants, 

who were left very rich on the death of their father, who was of San Gimignano; and they had a 

sister, Lisabetta by name, a girl fair enough, and no less debonair, but whom, for some reason or 

another, they had not as yet bestowed in marriage. The three brothers had also in their shop a 

young Pisan, Lorenzo by name, who managed all their affairs, and who was so goodly of person 

and gallant, that Lisabetta bestowed many a glance upon him, and began to regard him with 

extraordinary favour; which Lorenzo marking from time to time, gave up all his other amours, 

and in like manner began to affect her, and so, their loves being equal, 'twas not long before they 

took heart of grace, and did that which each most desired. Wherein continuing to their no small 

mutual solace and delight, they neglected to order it with due secrecy, whereby one night as 

Lisabetta was going to Lorenzo's room, she, all unwitting, was observed by the eldest of the 

brothers, who, albeit much distressed by what he had learnt, yet, being a young man of 

discretion, was swayed by considerations more seemly, and, allowing no word to escape him, 

spent the night in turning the affair over in his mind in divers ways. On the morrow he told his 

brothers that which, touching Lisabetta and Lorenzo, he had observed in the night, which, that no 

shame might thence ensue either to them or to their sister, they after long consultation 

determined to pass over in silence, making as if they had seen or heard nought thereof, until such 

time as they in a safe and convenient manner might banish this disgrace from their sight before it 

could go further. Adhering to which purpose, they jested and laughed with Lorenzo as they had 

been wont; and after a while pretending that they were all three going forth of the city on 

pleasure, they took Lorenzo with them; and being come to a remote and very lonely spot, seeing 

that 'twas apt for their design, they took Lorenzo, who was completely off his guard, and slew 

him, and buried him on such wise that none was ware of it. On their return to Messina they gave 

out that they had sent him away on business; which was readily believed, because 'twas what 

they had been frequently used to do. But as Lorenzo did not return, and Lisabetta questioned the 

brothers about him with great frequency and urgency, being sorely grieved by his long absence, 

it so befell that one day, when she was very pressing in her enquiries, one of the brothers said:—

"What means this? What hast thou to do with Lorenzo, that thou shouldst ask about him so 

often? Ask us no more, or we will give thee such answer as thou deservest." So the girl, sick at 



heart and sorrowful, fearing she knew not what, asked no questions; but many a time at night she 

called piteously to him, and besought him to come to her, and bewailed his long tarrying with 

many a tear, and ever yearning for his return, languished in total dejection. 

But so it was that one night, when, after long weeping that her Lorenzo came not back, she 

had at last fallen asleep, Lorenzo appeared to her in a dream, wan and in utter disarray, his 

clothes torn to shreds and sodden; and thus, as she thought, he spoke:—"Lisabetta, thou dost 

nought but call me, and vex thyself for my long tarrying, and bitterly upbraid me with thy tears; 

wherefore be it known to thee that return to thee I may not, because the last day that thou didst 

see me thy brothers slew me." After which, he described the place where they had buried him, 

told her to call and expect him no more, and vanished. The girl then awoke, and doubting not 

that the vision was true, wept bitterly. And when morning came, and she was risen, not daring to 

say aught to her brothers, she resolved to go to the place indicated in the vision, and see if what 

she had dreamed were even as it had appeared to her. So, having leave to go a little way out of 

the city for recreation in company with a maid that had at one time lived with them and knew all 

that she did, she hied her thither with all speed; and having removed the dry leaves that were 

strewn about the place, she began to dig where the earth seemed least hard. Nor had she dug 

long, before she found the body of her hapless lover, whereon as yet there was no trace of 

corruption or decay; and thus she saw without any manner of doubt that her vision was true. And 

so, saddest of women, knowing that she might not bewail him there, she would gladly, if she 

could, have carried away the body and given it more honourable sepulture elsewhere; but as she 

might not so do, she took a knife, and, as best she could, severed the head from the trunk, and 

wrapped it in a napkin and laid it in the lap of her maid; and having covered the rest of the corpse 

with earth, she left the spot, having been seen by none, and went home. There she shut herself up 

in her room with the head, and kissed it a thousand times in every part, and wept long and 

bitterly over it, till she had bathed it in her tears. She then wrapped it in a piece of fine cloth, and 

set it in a large and beautiful pot of the sort in which marjoram or basil is planted, and covered it 

with earth, and therein planted some roots of the goodliest basil of Salerno, and drenched them 

only with her tears, or water perfumed with roses or orange-blossoms. And 'twas her wont ever 

to sit beside this pot, and, all her soul one yearning, to pore upon it, as that which enshrined her 

Lorenzo, and when long time she had so done, she would bend over it, and weep a great while, 

until the basil was quite bathed in her tears. 

Fostered with such constant, unremitting care, and nourished by the richness given to the soil 

by the decaying head that lay therein, the basil burgeoned out in exceeding great beauty and 

fragrance. And, the girl persevering ever in this way of life, the neighbours from time to time 

took note of it, and when her brothers marvelled to see her beauty ruined, and her eyes as it were 

evanished from her head, they told them of it, saying:—"We have observed that such is her daily 

wont." Whereupon the brothers, marking her behaviour, chid her therefore once or twice, and as 



she heeded them not, caused the pot to be taken privily from her. Which, so soon as she missed 

it, she demanded with the utmost instance and insistence, and, as they gave it not back to her, 

ceased not to wail and weep, insomuch that she fell sick; nor in her sickness craved she aught but 

the pot of basil. Whereat the young men, marvelling mightily, resolved to see what the pot might 

contain; and having removed the earth they espied the cloth, and therein the head, which was not 

yet so decayed, but that by the curled locks they knew it for Lorenzo's head. Passing strange they 

found it, and fearing lest it should be bruited abroad, they buried the head, and, with as little said 

as might be, took order for their privy departure from Messina, and hied them thence to Naples. 

The girl ceased not to weep and crave her pot, and, so weeping, died. Such was the end of her 

disastrous love; but not a few in course of time coming to know the truth of the affair, there was 

one that made the song that is still sung: to wit:— 

A thief he was, I swear, 

A sorry Christian he, 

That took my basil of Salerno fair, etc.(1) 

(1) This Sicilian folk-song, of which Boccaccio quotes only the first two lines, is given in 

extenso from MS. Laurent. 38, plut. 42, by Fanfani in his edition of the Decameron (Florence, 

1857). The following is a free rendering° 

A thief he was, I swear, 

A sorry Christian he, 

That took my basil of Salerno fair, 

That flourished mightily. 

Planted by mine own hands with loving care 

What time they revelled free: 

To spoil another's goods is churlish spite. 

To spoil another's goods is churlish spite, 

Ay, and most heinous sin. 

A basil had I (alas! luckless wight!), 

The fairest plant: within 

Its shade I slept: 'twas grown to such a height. 

But some folk for chagrin 

'Reft me thereof, ay, and before my door. 

'Reft me thereof, ay, and before my door. 

Ah! dolorous day and drear! 

Ah! woe is me! Would God I were no more! 



My purchase was so dear! 

Ah! why that day did I to watch give o'er? 

For him my cherished fere 

With marjoram I bordered it about. 

With marjoram I bordered it about 

In May-time fresh and fair, 

And watered it thrice ere each week was out, 

And marked it grow full yare: 

But now 'tis stolen. Ah! too well 'tis known!(1) 

But now 'tis stolen. Ah! too well 'tis known! 

That no more may I hide: 

But had to me a while before been shewn 

What then should me betide, 

At night before my door I had laid me down 

To watch my plant beside. 

Yet God Almighty sure me succour might. 

Ay, God Almighty sure me succour might, 

So were it but His will, 

'Gainst him that me hath done so foul despite, 

That in dire torment still 

I languish, since the thief reft from my sight 

My plant that did me thrill, 

And to my inmost Soul such comfort lent! 

And to my inmost soul such comfort lent! 

So fresh its fragrance blew, 

That when, what time the sun uprose, I went 

My watering to do, 

I'd hear the people all in wonderment 

Say, whence this perfume new? 

And I for love of it of grief shall die. 

And I for love of it of grief shall die, 

Of my fair plant for dole. 

Would one but shew me how I might it buy! 

Ah! how 'twould me console! 



Ounces(2) an hundred of fine gold have I: 

Him would I give the whole, 

Ay, and a kiss to boot, so he were fain. 

(1) This stanza is defective in the original. 

(2) The "oncia" was a Sicilian gold coin worth rather more than a zecchino. 

  



NOVEL VI. — Andreuola loves Gabriotto: she tells him a dream that she has had; he tells her a 

dream of his own, and dies suddenly in her arms. While she and her maid are carrying his 

corpse to his house, they are taken by the Signory. She tells how the matter stands, is threatened 

with violence by the Podesta, but will not brook it. Her father hears how she is bested; and, her 

innocence being established, causes her to be set at large; but she, being minded to tarry no 

longer in the world, becomes a nun. — 

Glad indeed were the ladies to have heard Filomena's story, for that, often though they had 

heard the song sung, they had never yet, for all their enquiries, been able to learn the occasion 

upon which it was made. When 'twas ended, Pamfilo received the king's command to follow suit, 

and thus spoke:—By the dream told in the foregoing story I am prompted to relate one in which 

two dreams are told, dreams of that which was to come, as Lisabetta's was of that which had 

been, and which were both fulfilled almost as soon as they were told by those that had dreamed 

them. Wherefore, loving ladies, you must know that 'tis the common experience of mankind to 

have divers visions during sleep; and albeit the sleeper, while he sleeps, deems all alike most 

true, but, being awake, judges some of them to be true, others to be probable, and others again to 

be quite devoid of truth, yet not a few are found to have come to pass. For which cause many are 

as sure of every dream as of aught that they see in their waking hours, and so, as their dreams 

engender in them fear or hope, are sorrowful or joyous. And on the other hand there are those 

that credit no dream, until they see themselves fallen into the very peril whereof they were 

forewarned. Of whom I approve neither sort, for in sooth neither are all dreams true, nor all alike 

false. That they are not all true, there is none of us but may many a time have proved; and that 

they are not all alike false has already been shewn in Filomena's story, and shall also, as I said 

before, be shewn in mine. Wherefore I deem that in a virtuous course of life and conduct there is 

no need to fear aught by reason of any dream that is contrary thereto, or on that account to give 

up any just design; and as for crooked and sinister enterprises, however dreams may seem to 

favour them, and flatter the hopes of the dreamer with auspicious omens, none should trust them: 

rather should all give full credence to such as run counter thereto. But come we to the story. 

In the city of Brescia there lived of yore a gentleman named Messer Negro da Ponte Carraro, 

who with other children had a very fair daughter, Andreuola by name, who, being unmarried, 

chanced to fall in love with a neighbour, one Gabriotto, a man of low degree, but goodly of 

person and debonair, and endowed with all admirable qualities; and aided and abetted by the 

housemaid, the girl not only brought it to pass that Gabriotto knew that he was beloved of her, 

but that many a time to their mutual delight he came to see her in a fair garden belonging to her 

father. And that nought but death might avail to sever them from this their gladsome love, they 

became privily man and wife; and, while thus they continued their clandestine intercourse, it 

happened that one night, while the girl slept, she saw herself in a dream in her garden with 

Gabriotto, who to the exceeding great delight of both held her in his arms; and while thus they 



lay, she saw issue from his body somewhat dark and frightful, the shape whereof she might not 

discern; which, as she thought, laid hold of Gabriotto, and in her despite with prodigious force 

reft him from her embrace, and bore him with it underground, so that both were lost to her sight 

for evermore: whereby stricken with sore and inexpressible grief, she awoke; and albeit she was 

overjoyed to find that 'twas not as she had dreamed, yet a haunting dread of what she had seen in 

her vision entered her soul. Wherefore, Gabriotto being minded to visit her on the ensuing night, 

she did her best endeavour to dissuade him from coming; but seeing that he was bent upon it, lest 

he should suspect somewhat, she received him in her garden, where, having culled roses many, 

white and red—for 'twas summer—she sat herself down with him at the base of a most fair and 

lucent fountain. There long and joyously they dallied, and then Gabriotto asked her wherefore 

she had that day forbade his coming. Whereupon the lady told him her dream of the night before, 

and the doubt and fear which it had engendered in her mind. Whereat Gabriotto laughed, and 

said that 'twas the height of folly to put any faith in dreams, for that they were occasioned by too 

much or too little food, and were daily seen to be, one and all, things of nought, adding:—"Were 

I minded to give heed to dreams, I should not be here now, for I, too, had a dream last night, 

which was on this wise:—Methought I was in a fair and pleasant wood, and there, a hunting, 

caught a she-goat as beautiful and loveable as any that ever was seen, and, as it seemed to me, 

whiter than snow, which in a little while grew so tame and friendly that she never stirred from 

my side. All the same so jealous was I lest she should leave me, that, meseemed, I had set a 

collar of gold around her neck, and held her by a golden chain. And presently meseemed that, 

while the she-goat lay at rest with her head in my lap, there came forth, I knew not whence, a 

greyhound bitch, black as coal, famished, and most fearsome to look upon; which made straight 

for me, and for, meseemed, I offered no resistance, set her muzzle to my breast on the left side 

and gnawed through to the heart, which, meseemed, she tore out to carry away with her. 

Whereupon ensued so sore a pain that it brake my sleep, and as I awoke I laid my hand to my 

side to feel if aught were amiss there; but finding nothing I laughed at myself that I had searched. 

But what signifies it all? Visions of the like sort, ay, and far more appalling, have I had in plenty, 

and nought whatever, great or small, has come of any of them. So let it pass, and think we how 

we may speed the time merrily." 

What she heard immensely enhanced the already great dread which her own dream had 

inspired in the girl; but, not to vex Gabriotto, she dissembled her terror as best she might. But, 

though she made great cheer, embracing and kissing him, and receiving his embraces and kisses, 

yet she felt a doubt, she knew not why, and many a time, more than her wont, she would gaze 

upon his face, and ever and anon her glance would stray through the garden to see if any black 

creature were coming from any quarter. While thus they passed the time, of a sudden Gabriotto 

heaved a great sigh, and embracing her, said:—"Alas! my soul, thy succour! for I die." And so 

saying, he fell down upon the grassy mead. Whereupon the girl drew him to her, and laid him on 



her lap, and all but wept, and said:—"O sweet my lord, what is't that ails thee?" But Gabriotto 

was silent, and gasping sore for breath, and bathed in sweat, in no long time departed this life. 

How grievous was the distress of the girl, who loved him more than herself, you, my ladies, 

may well imagine. With many a tear she mourned him, and many times she vainly called him by 

his name; but when, having felt his body all over, and found it cold in every part, she could no 

longer doubt that he was dead, knowing not what to say or do, she went, tearful and woebegone, 

to call the maid, to whom she had confided her love, and shewed her the woeful calamity that 

had befallen her. Piteously a while they wept together over the dead face of Gabriotto, and then 

the girl said to the maid:—"Now that God has reft him from me, I have no mind to linger in this 

life; but before I slay myself, I would we might find apt means to preserve my honour, and the 

secret of our love, and to bury the body from which the sweet soul has fled." "My daughter," said 

the maid, "speak not of slaying thyself, for so wouldst thou lose in the other world, also, him that 

thou hast lost here; seeing that thou wouldst go to hell, whither, sure I am, his soul is not gone, 

for a good youth he was; far better were it to put on a cheerful courage, and bethink thee to 

succour his soul with thy prayers or pious works, if perchance he have need thereof by reason of 

any sin that he may have committed. We can bury him readily enough in this garden, nor will 

any one ever know; for none knows that he ever came hither; and if thou wilt not have it so, we 

can bear him forth of the garden, and leave him there; and on the morrow he will be found, and 

carried home, and buried by his kinsfolk." The girl, heavy-laden though she was with anguish, 

and still weeping, yet gave ear to the counsels of her maid, and rejecting the former alternative, 

made answer to the latter on this wise:—"Now God forbid that a youth so dear, whom I have so 

loved and made my husband, should with my consent be buried like a dog, or left out there in the 

street. He has had my tears, and so far as I may avail, he shall have the tears of his kinsfolk, and 

already wot I what we must do." And forthwith she sent the maid for a piece of silken cloth, 

which she had in one of her boxes; and when the maid returned with it, they spread it on the 

ground, and laid Gabriotto's body thereon, resting the head upon a pillow. She then closed the 

eyes and mouth, shedding the while many a tear, wove for him a wreath of roses, and strewed 

upon him all the roses that he and she had gathered; which done, she said to the maid:—"'Tis but 

a short way hence to the door of his house; so thither we will bear him, thou and I, thus as we 

have dight him, and will lay him at the door. Day will soon dawn, and they will take him up; and, 

though 'twill be no consolation to them, I, in whose arms he died, shall be glad of it." So saying, 

she burst once more into a torrent of tears, and fell with her face upon the face of the dead, and 

so long time she wept. Then, yielding at last to the urgency of her maid, for day was drawing 

nigh, she arose, drew from her finger the ring with which she had been wedded to Gabriotto, and 

set it on his finger, saying with tears:—"Dear my lord, if thy soul be witness of my tears, or if, 

when the spirit is fled, aught of intelligence or sense still lurk in the body, graciously receive the 

last gift of her whom in life thou didst so dearly love." Which said, she swooned, and fell upon 



the corpse; but, coming after a while to herself, she arose; and then she and her maid took the 

cloth whereon the body lay, and so bearing it, quitted the garden, and bent their steps towards the 

dead man's house. As thus they went, it chanced that certain of the Podesta's guard, that for some 

reason or another were abroad at that hour, met them, and arrested them with the corpse. 

Andreuola, to whom death was more welcome than life, no sooner knew them for the officers of 

the Signory than she frankly said:—"I know you, who you are, and that flight would avail me 

nothing: I am ready to come with you before the Signory, and to tell all there is to tell; but let 

none of you presume to touch me, so long as I obey you, or to take away aught that is on this 

body, if he would not that I accuse him." And so, none venturing to lay hand upon either her 

person or the corpse, she entered the palace. 

So soon as the Podesta was apprised of the affair, he arose, had her brought into his room, and 

there made himself conversant with the circumstances: and certain physicians being charged to 

inquire whether the good man had met his death by poison or otherwise, all with one accord 

averred that 'twas not by poison, but that he was choked by the bursting of an imposthume near 

the heart. Which when the Podesta heard, perceiving that the girl's guilt could but be slight, he 

sought to make a pretence of giving what it was not lawful for him to sell her, and told her that 

he would set her at liberty, so she were consenting to pleasure him; but finding that he did but 

waste his words he cast aside all decency, and would have used force. Whereupon Andreuola, 

kindling with scorn, waxed exceeding brave, and defended herself with a virile energy, and with 

high and contumelious words drove him from her. 

When 'twas broad day, the affair reached the ears of Messer Negro, who, half dead with grief, 

hied him with not a few of his friends to the palace; where, having heard all that the Podesta had 

to say, he required him peremptorily to give him back his daughter. The Podesta, being minded 

rather to be his own accuser, than that he should be accused by the girl of the violence that he 

had meditated towards her, began by praising her and her constancy, and in proof thereof went 

on to tell what he had done; he ended by saying, that, marking her admirable firmness, he had 

fallen mightily in love with her, and so, notwithstanding she had been wedded to a man of low 

degree, he would, if 'twere agreeable to her and to her father, Messer Negro, gladly make her his 

wife. While they thus spoke, Andreuola made her appearance, and, weeping, threw herself at her 

father's feet, saying:—"My father, I wot I need not tell you the story of my presumption, and the 

calamity that has befallen me, for sure I am that you have heard it and know it; wherefore, with 

all possible humility I crave your pardon of my fault, to wit, that without your knowledge I took 

for my husband him that pleased me best. And this I crave, not that my life may be spared, but 

that I may die as your daughter and not as your enemy;" and so, weeping, she fell at his feet. 

Messer Negro, now an old man, and naturally kindly and affectionate, heard her not without 

tears, and weeping raised her tenderly to her feet, saying:—"Daughter mine, I had much liefer 

had it that thou hadst had a husband that I deemed a match for thee; and in that thou hadst taken 



one that pleased thee I too had been pleased; but thy concealing thy choice from me is grievous 

to me by reason of thy distrust of me, and yet more so, seeing that thou hast lost him before I 

have known him. But as 'tis even so, to his remains be paid the honour which, while he lived for 

thy contentment, I had gladly done him as my son-in-law." Then, turning to his sons and 

kinsmen, he bade them order Gabriotto's obsequies with all pomp and honourable circumstance. 

Meanwhile the young man's kinsmen and kinswomen, having heard the news, had flocked 

thither, bringing with them almost all the rest of the folk, men and women alike, that were in the 

city. And so his body, resting on Andreuola's cloth, and covered with her roses, was laid out in 

the middle of the courtyard, and there was mourned not by her and his kinsfolk alone, but 

publicly by well-nigh all the women of the city, and not a few men; and shouldered by some of 

the noblest of the citizens, as it had been the remains of no plebeian but of a noble, was borne 

from the public courtyard to the tomb with exceeding great pomp. 

Some days afterwards, as the Podesta continued to urge his suit, Messer Negro would have 

discussed the matter with his daughter; but, as she would hear none of it, and he was minded in 

this matter to defer to her wishes, she and her maid entered a religious house of great repute for 

sanctity, where in just esteem they lived long time thereafter. 

  



NOVEL VII. — Simona loves Pasquino; they are together in a garden; Pasquino rubs a leaf of 

sage against his teeth, and dies; Simona is arrested, and, with intent to shew the judge how 

Pasquino died, rubs one of the leaves of the same plant against her teeth, and likewise dies. — 

When Pamfilo had done with his story, the king, betraying no compassion for Andreuola, 

glancing at Emilia, signified to her his desire that she should now continue the sequence of 

narration. Emilia made no demur, and thus began:— 

Dear gossips, Pamfilo's story puts me upon telling you another in no wise like thereto, save in 

this, that as Andreuola lost her lover in a garden, so also did she of whom I am to speak, and, 

being arrested like Andreuola, did also deliver herself from the court, albeit 'twas not by any 

vigour or firmness of mind, but by a sudden death. And, as 'twas said among us a while ago, 

albeit Love affects the mansions of the noble, he does not, therefore, disdain the dominion of the 

dwellings of the poor, nay, does there at times give proof of his might no less signal than when 

he makes him feared of the wealthiest as a most potent lord. Which, though not fully, will in 

some degree appear in my story, wherewith I am minded to return to our city, from which to-

day's discourse, roving from matter to matter, and one part of the world to another, has carried us 

so far. 

Know then that no great while ago there dwelt in Florence a maid most fair, and, for her rank, 

debonair—she was but a poor man's daughter—whose name was Simona; and though she must 

needs win with her own hands the bread she ate, and maintain herself by spinning wool; yet was 

she not, therefore, of so poor a spirit, but that she dared to give harbourage in her mind to Love, 

who for some time had sought to gain entrance there by means of the gracious deeds and words 

of a young man of her own order that went about distributing wool to spin for his master, a wool-

monger. Love being thus, with the pleasant image of her beloved Pasquino, admitted into her 

soul, mightily did she yearn, albeit she hazarded no advance, and heaved a thousand sighs fiercer 

than fire with every skein of yarn that she wound upon her spindle, while she called to mind who 

he was that had given her that wool to spin. Pasquino on his part became, meanwhile, very 

anxious that his master's wool should be well spun, and most particularly about that which 

Simona span, as if, indeed, it and it alone was to furnish forth the whole of the cloth. And so, 

what with the anxiety which the one evinced, and the gratification that it afforded to the other, it 

befell that, the one waxing unusually bold, and the other casting off not a little of her wonted 

shyness and reserve, they came to an understanding for their mutual solace; which proved so 

delightful to both, that neither waited to be bidden by the other, but 'twas rather which should be 

the first to make the overture. 

While thus they sped their days in an even tenor of delight, and ever grew more ardently 

enamoured of one another, Pasquino chanced to say to Simona that he wished of all things she 

would contrive how she might betake her to a garden, whither he would bring her, that there they 



might be more at their ease, and in greater security. Simona said that she was agreeable; and, 

having given her father to understand that she was minded to go to San Gallo for the pardoning, 

she hied her with one of her gossips, Lagina by name, to the garden of which Pasquino had told 

her. Here she found Pasquino awaiting her with a friend, one Puccino, otherwise Stramba; and 

Stramba and Lagina falling at once to love-making, Pasquino and Simona left a part of the 

garden to them, and withdrew to another part for their own solace. 

Now there was in their part of the garden a very fine and lovely sage-bush, at foot of which 

they sat them down and made merry together a great while, and talked much of a junketing they 

meant to have in the garden quite at their ease. By and by Pasquino, turning to the great sage-

bush, plucked therefrom a leaf, and fell to rubbing his teeth and gums therewith, saying that sage 

was an excellent detergent of aught that remained upon them after a meal. Having done so, he 

returned to the topic of the junketing of which he had spoken before. But he had not pursued it 

far before his countenance entirely changed, and forthwith he lost sight and speech, and shortly 

after died. Whereupon Simona fell a weeping and shrieking and calling Stramba and Lagina; 

who, notwithstanding they came up with all speed, found Pasquino not only dead but already 

swollen from head to foot, and covered with black spots both on the face and on the body; 

whereupon Stramba broke forth with:- -"Ah! wicked woman! thou hast poisoned him;" and made 

such a din that 'twas heard by not a few that dwelt hard by the garden; who also hasted to the 

spot, and seeing Pasquino dead and swollen, and hearing Stramba bewail himself and accuse 

Simona of having maliciously poisoned him, while she, all but beside herself for grief to be thus 

suddenly bereft of her lover, knew not how to defend herself, did all with one accord surmise 

that 'twas even as Stramba said. Wherefore they laid hands on her, and brought her, still weeping 

bitterly, to the palace of the Podesta: where at the instant suit of Stramba, backed by Atticciato 

and Malagevole, two other newly-arrived friends of Pasquino, a judge forthwith addressed 

himself to question her of the matter; and being unable to discover that she had used any wicked 

practice, or was guilty, he resolved to take her with him and go see the corpse, and the place, and 

the manner of the death, as she had recounted it to him; for by her words he could not well 

understand it. So, taking care that there should be no disturbance, he had her brought to the place 

where Pasquino's corpse lay swollen like a tun, whither he himself presently came, and 

marvelling as he examined the corpse, asked her how the death had come about. Whereupon, 

standing by the sagebush, she told him all that had happened, and that he might perfectly 

apprehend the occasion of the death, she did as Pasquino had done, plucked one of the leaves 

from the bush, and rubbed her teeth with it. Whereupon Stramba and Atticciato, and the rest of 

the friends and comrades of Pasquino, making in the presence of the judge open mock of what 

she did, as an idle and vain thing, and being more than ever instant to affirm her guilt, and to 

demand the fire as the sole condign penalty, the poor creature, that, between grief for her lost 

lover and dread of the doom demanded by Stramba, stood mute and helpless, was stricken no 



less suddenly, and in the same manner, and for the same cause (to wit, that she had rubbed her 

teeth with the sage leaf) as Pasquino, to the no small amazement of all that were present. 

Oh! happy souls for whom one and the same day was the term of ardent love and earthly life! 

Happier still, if to the same bourn ye fared! Ay, and even yet more happy, if love there be in the 

other world, and there, even as here, ye love! But happiest above all Simona, so far as we, whom 

she has left behind, may judge, in that Fortune brooked not that the witness of Stramba, 

Atticciato and Malagevole, carders, perchance, or yet viler fellows, should bear down her 

innocence, but found a more seemly issue, and, appointing her a like lot with her lover, gave her 

at once to clear herself from their foul accusation, and to follow whither the soul, that she so 

loved, of her Pasquino had preceded her! 

The judge, and all else that witnessed the event, remained long time in a sort of stupefaction, 

knowing not what to say of it; but at length recovering his wits, the judge said:—"'Twould seem 

that this sage is poisonous, which the sage is not used to be. Let it be cut down to the roots and 

burned, lest another suffer by it in like sort." Which the gardener proceeding to do in the judge's 

presence, no sooner had he brought the great bush down, than the cause of the deaths of the two 

lovers plainly appeared: for underneath it was a toad of prodigious dimensions, from whose 

venomous breath, as they conjectured, the whole of the bush had contracted a poisonous quality. 

Around which toad, none venturing to approach it, they set a stout ring-fence of faggots, and 

burned it together with the sage. So ended Master judge's inquest on the death of hapless 

Pasquino, who with his Simona, swollen as they were, were buried by Stramba, Atticciato, 

Guccio Imbratta, and Malagevole in the church of San Paolo, of which, as it so happened, they 

were parishioners. 

  



NOVEL VIII. — Girolamo loves Salvestra: yielding to his mother's prayers he goes to Paris; he 

returns to find Salvestra married; he enters her house by stealth, lays himself by her side, and 

dies; he is borne to the church, where Salvestra lays herself by his side, and dies. — 

When Emilia's story was done, Neifile at a word from the king thus began:—Some there are, 

noble ladies, who, methinks, deem themselves to be wiser than the rest of the world, and are in 

fact less so; and by consequence presume to measure their wit against not only the counsels of 

men but the nature of things; which presumption has from time to time been the occasion of most 

grievous mishaps; but nought of good was ever seen to betide thereof. And as there is nought in 

nature that brooks to be schooled or thwarted so ill as love, the quality of which is such that it is 

more likely to die out of its own accord than to be done away of set purpose, I am minded to tell 

you a story of a lady, who, while she sought to be more wise than became her, and than she was, 

and indeed than the nature of the matter, wherein she studied to shew her wisdom, allowed, 

thinking to unseat Love from the heart that he had occupied, and wherein perchance the stars had 

established him, did in the end banish at one and the same time Love and life from the frame of 

her son. 

Know, then, that, as 'tis related by them of old time, there was once in our city a very great and 

wealthy merchant, Leonardo Sighieri by name, who had by his lady a son named Girolamo, after 

whose birth he departed this life, leaving his affairs in meet and due order; and well and 

faithfully were they afterwards administered in the interest of the boy by his mother and 

guardians. As he grew up, consorting more frequently with the neighbours' children than any 

others of the quarter, he made friends with a girl of his own age that was the daughter of a tailor; 

and in course of time this friendship ripened into a love so great and vehement, that Girolamo 

was ever ill at ease when he saw her not; nor was her love for him a whit less strong than his for 

her. Which his mother perceiving would not seldom chide him therefor and chastise him. And as 

Girolamo could not give it up, she confided her distress to his guardians, speaking—for by 

reason of her boy's great wealth she thought to make, as it were, an orange-tree out of a 

bramble—on this wise:—"This boy of ours, who is now scarce fourteen years old, is so in love 

with a daughter of one of our neighbours, a tailor— Salvestra is the girl's name—that, if we part 

them not, he will, peradventure, none else witting, take her to wife some day, and I shall never be 

happy again; or, if he see her married to another, he will pine away; to prevent which, methinks, 

you would do well to send him away to distant parts on the affairs of the shop; for so, being out 

of sight she will come at length to be out of mind, and then we can give him some well-born girl 

to wife." Whereto the guardians answered, that 'twas well said, and that it should be so done to 

the best of their power: so they called the boy into the shop, and one of them began talking to 

him very affectionately on this wise:—"My son, thou art now almost grown up; 'twere well thou 

shouldst now begin to learn something for thyself of thy own affairs: wherefore we should be 

very well pleased if thou wert to go stay at Paris a while, where thou wilt see how we trade with 



not a little of thy wealth, besides which thou wilt there become a much better, finer, and more 

complete gentleman than thou couldst here, and when thou hast seen the lords and barons and 

seigneurs that are there in plenty, and hast acquired their manners, thou canst return hither." The 

boy listened attentively, and then answered shortly that he would have none of it, for he 

supposed he might remain at Florence as well as another. Whereupon the worthy men plied him 

with fresh argument, but were unable to elicit other answer from him, and told his mother so. 

Whereat she was mightily incensed, and gave him a great scolding, not for his refusing to go to 

Paris, but for his love; which done, she plied him with soft, wheedling words, and endearing 

expressions and gentle entreaties that he would be pleased to do as his guardians would have 

him; whereby at length she prevailed so far, that he consented to go to Paris for a year and no 

more; and so 'twas arranged. To Paris accordingly our ardent lover went, and there under one 

pretext or another was kept for two years. He returned more in love than ever, to find his 

Salvestra married to a good youth that was a tent-maker; whereat his mortification knew no 

bounds. But, seeing that what must be must be, he sought to compose his mind; and, having got 

to know where she lived, he took to crossing her path, according to the wont of young men in 

love, thinking that she could no more have forgotten him than he her. 'Twas otherwise, however; 

she remembered him no more than if she had never seen him; or, if she had any recollection of 

him, she dissembled it: whereof the young man was very soon ware, to his extreme sorrow. 

Nevertheless he did all that he could to recall himself to her mind; but, as thereby he seemed to 

be nothing advantaged, he made up his mind, though he should die for it, to speak to her himself. 

So, being instructed as to her house by a neighbour, he entered it privily one evening when she 

and her husband were gone to spend the earlier hours with some neighbours, and hid himself in 

her room behind some tent-cloths that were stretched there, and waited till they were come back, 

and gone to bed, and he knew the husband to be asleep. Whereupon he got him to the place 

where he had seen Salvestra lie down, and said as he gently laid his hand upon her bosom:—"O 

my soul, art thou yet asleep?" The girl was awake, and was on the point of uttering a cry, when 

he forestalled her, saying:—"Hush! for God's sake. I am thy Girolamo." Whereupon she, 

trembling in every limb:—"Nay, but for God's sake, Girolamo, begone: 'tis past, the time of our 

childhood, when our love was excusable. Thou seest I am married; wherefore 'tis no longer 

seemly that I should care for any other man than my husband, and so by the one God, I pray thee, 

begone; for, if my husband were to know that thou art here, the least evil that could ensue would 

be that I should never more be able to live with him in peace or comfort, whereas, having his 

love, I now pass my days with him in tranquil happiness." Which speech caused the young man 

grievous distress; but 'twas in vain that he reminded her of the past, and of his love that distance 

had not impaired, and therewith mingled many a prayer and the mightiest protestations. 

Wherefore, yearning for death, he besought her at last that she would suffer him to lie a while 

beside her till he got some heat, for he was chilled through and through, waiting for her, and 

promised her that he would say never a word to her, nor touch her, and that as soon as he was a 



little warmed he would go away. On which terms Salvestra, being not without pity for him, 

granted his request. So the young man lay down beside her, and touched her not; but, gathering 

up into one thought the love he had so long borne her, the harshness with which she now 

requited it, and his ruined hopes, resolved to live no longer, and in a convulsion, without a word, 

and with fists clenched, expired by her side. 

After a while the girl, marvelling at his continence, and fearing lest her husband should awake, 

broke silence, saying:—"Nay, but, Girolamo, why goest thou not?" But, receiving no answer, she 

supposed that he slept. Wherefore, reaching forth her hand to arouse him, she touched him and 

found him to her great surprise cold as ice; and touching him again and again somewhat rudely, 

and still finding that he did not stir, she knew that he was dead. Her grief was boundless, and 

'twas long before she could bethink her how to act. But at last she resolved to sound her 

husband's mind as to what should be done in such a case without disclosing that 'twas his own. 

So she awakened him, and told him how he was then bested, as if it were the affair of another, 

and then asked him, if such a thing happened to her, what course he would take. The good man 

answered that he should deem it best to take the dead man privily home, and there leave him, 

bearing no grudge against the lady, who seemed to have done no wrong. "And even so," said his 

wife, "it is for us to do;" and taking his hand, she laid it on the corpse. Whereat he started up in 

consternation, and struck a light, and with out further parley with his wife, clapped the dead 

man's clothes upon him, and forthwith (confident in his own innocence) raised him on his 

shoulders, and bore him to the door of his house, where he set him down and left him. 

Day came, and the dead man being found before his own door, there was a great stir made, 

particularly by his mother; the body was examined with all care from head to foot, and, no 

wound or trace of violence being found on it, the physicians were on the whole of opinion that, 

as the fact was, the man had died of grief. So the corpse was borne to a church, and thither came 

the sorrowing mother and other ladies, her kinswomen and neighbours, and began to wail and 

mourn over it without restraint after our Florentine fashion. And when the wailing had reached 

its height, the good man, in whose house the death had occurred, said to Salvestra:—"Go wrap a 

mantle about thy head, and hie thee to the church, whither Girolamo has been taken, and go 

about among the women and list what they say of this matter, and I will do the like among the 

men, that we may hear if aught be said to our disadvantage." The girl assented, for with tardy 

tenderness she now yearned to look on him dead, whom living she would not solace with a single 

kiss, and so to the church she went. Ah! how marvellous to whoso ponders it, is the might of 

Love, and how unsearchable his ways! That heart, which, while Fortune smiled on Girolamo, 

had remained sealed to him, opened to him now that he was fordone, and, kindling anew with all 

its old flame, melted with such compassion that no sooner saw she his dead face, as there she 

stood wrapped in her mantle, than, edging her way forward through the crowd of women, she 

stayed not till she was beside the corpse; and there, uttering a piercing shriek, she threw herself 



upon the dead youth, and as her face met his, and before she might drench it with her tears, grief 

that had reft life from him had even so reft it from her. 

The women strove to comfort her, and bade her raise herself a little, for as yet they knew her 

not; then, as she did not arise, they would have helped her, but found her stiff and stark, and so, 

raising her up, they in one and the same moment saw her to be Salvestra and dead. Whereat all 

the women that were there, overborne by a redoubled pity, broke forth in wailing new and louder 

far than before. From the church the bruit spread itself among the men, and reached the ears of 

Salvestra's husband, who, deaf to all that offered comfort or consolation, wept a long while; after 

which he told to not a few that were there what had passed in the night between the youth and his 

wife; and so 'twas known of all how they came to die, to the common sorrow of all. So they took 

the dead girl, and arrayed her as they are wont to array the dead, and laid her on the same bed 

beside the youth, and long time they mourned her: then were they both buried in the same tomb, 

and thus those, whom love had not been able to wed in life, were wedded by death in 

indissoluble union. 

  



NOVEL IX. — Sieur Guillaume de Roussillon slays his wife's paramour, Sieur Guillaume de 

Cabestaing, and gives her his heart to eat. She, coming to wit thereof, throws herself from a high 

window to the ground, and dies, and is buried with her lover. — 

Neifile's story, which had not failed to move her gossips to no little pity, being ended, none 

now remained to speak but the king and Dioneo, whose privilege the king was minded not to 

infringe: wherefore he thus began:—I propose, compassionate my ladies, to tell you a story, 

which, seeing that you so commiserate ill-starred loves, may claim no less a share of your pity 

than the last, inasmuch as they were greater folk of whom I shall speak, and that which befell 

them was more direful. 

You are to know, then, that, as the Provencals relate, there were once in Provence two noble 

knights, each having castles and vassals under him, the one yclept Sieur Guillaume de 

Roussillon, and the other Sieur Guillaume de Cabestaing;(1) and being both most doughty 

warriors, they were as brothers, and went ever together, and bearing the same device, to 

tournament or joust, or other passage of arms. And, albeit each dwelt in his own castle, and the 

castles were ten good miles apart, it nevertheless came to pass that, Sieur Guillaume de 

Roussillon having a most lovely lady, and amorous withal, to wife, Sieur Guillaume de 

Cabestaing, for all they were such friends and comrades, became inordinately enamoured of the 

lady, who, by this, that, and the other sign that he gave, discovered his passion, and knowing him 

for a most complete knight, was flattered, and returned it, insomuch that she yearned and burned 

for him above all else in the world, and waited only till he should make his suit to her, as before 

long he did; and so they met from time to time, and great was their love. Which intercourse they 

ordered with so little discretion that 'twas discovered by the husband, who was very wroth, 

insomuch that the great love which he bore to Cabestaing was changed into mortal enmity; and, 

dissembling it better than the lovers their love, he made his mind up to kill Cabestaing. Now it 

came to pass that, while Roussillon was in this frame, a great tourney was proclaimed in France, 

whereof Roussillon forthwith sent word to Cabestaing, and bade him to his castle, so he were 

minded to come, that there they might discuss whether (or no) to go to the tourney, and how. 

Cabestaing was overjoyed, and made answer that he would come to sup with him next day 

without fail. Which message being delivered, Roussillon wist that the time was come to slay 

Cabestaing. So next day he armed himself, and, attended by a few servants, took horse, and 

about a mile from his castle lay in ambush in a wood through which Cabestaing must needs pass. 

He waited some time, and then he saw Cabestaing approach unarmed with two servants behind, 

also unarmed, for he was without thought of peril on Roussillon's part. So Cabestaing came on to 

the place of Roussillon's choice, and then, fell and vengeful, Roussillon leapt forth lance in hand, 

and fell upon him, exclaiming:—"Thou art a dead man!" and the words were no sooner spoken 

than the lance was through Cabestaing's breast. Powerless either to defend himself or even utter a 

cry, Cabestaing fell to the ground, and soon expired. His servants waited not to see who had done 



the deed, but turned their horses' heads and fled with all speed to their lord's castle. Roussillon 

dismounted, opened Cabestaing's breast with a knife, and took out the heart with his own hands, 

wrapped it up in a banderole, and gave it to one of his servants to carry: he then bade none make 

bold to breathe a word of the affair, mounted his horse and rode back—'twas now night—to his 

castle. The lady, who had been told that Cabestaing was to come to supper that evening, and was 

all impatience till he should come, was greatly surprised to see her husband arrive without him. 

Wherefore:—"How is this, my lord?" said she. "Why tarries Cabestaing?" "Madam," answered 

her husband, "I have tidings from him that he cannot be here until to-morrow:" whereat the lady 

was somewhat disconcerted. 

Having dismounted, Roussillon called the cook, and said to him:—"Here is a boar's heart; take 

it, and make thereof the daintiest and most delicious dish thou canst, and when I am set at table 

serve it in a silver porringer." So the cook took the heart, and expended all his skill and pains 

upon it, mincing it and mixing with it plenty of good seasoning, and made thereof an excellent 

ragout; and in due time Sieur Guillaume and his lady sat them down to table. The meat was 

served, but Sieur Guillaume, his mind engrossed with his crime, ate but little. The cook set the 

ragout before him, but he, feigning that he cared to eat no more that evening, had it passed on to 

the lady, and highly commended it. The lady, nothing loath, took some of it, and found it so good 

that she ended by eating the whole. Whereupon:—"Madam," quoth the knight, "how liked you 

this dish?" "In good faith, my lord," replied the lady, "not a little." "So help me, God," returned 

the knight, "I dare be sworn you did; 'tis no wonder that you should enjoy that dead, which living 

you enjoyed more than aught else in the world." For a while the lady was silent; then:—"How 

say you?" said she; "what is this you have caused me to eat?" "That which you have eaten," 

replied the knight, "was in good sooth the heart of Sieur Guillaume de Cabestaing, whom you, 

disloyal woman that you are, did so much love: for assurance whereof I tell you that but a short 

while before I came back, I plucked it from his breast with my own hands." It boots not to ask if 

the lady was sorrow-stricken to receive such tidings of her best beloved. But after a while she 

said:—"'Twas the deed of a disloyal and recreant knight; for if I, unconstrained by him, made 

him lord of my love, and thereby did you wrong, 'twas I, not he, should have borne the penalty. 

But God forbid that fare of such high excellence as the heart of a knight so true and courteous as 

Sieur Guillaume de Cabestaing be followed by aught else." So saying she started to her feet, and 

stepping back to a window that was behind her, without a moment's hesitation let herself drop 

backwards therefrom. The window was at a great height from the ground, so that the lady was 

not only killed by the fall, but almost reduced to atoms. Stunned and conscience-stricken by the 

spectacle, and fearing the vengeance of the country folk, and the Count of Provence, Sieur 

Guillaume had his horses saddled and rode away. On the morrow the whole countryside knew 

how the affair had come about; wherefore folk from both of the castles took the two bodies, and 

bore them with grief and lamentation exceeding great to the church in the lady's castle, and laid 



them in the same tomb, and caused verses to be inscribed thereon signifying who they were that 

were there interred, and the manner and occasion of their death. 

(1) Boccaccio writes Guardastagno, but the troubadour, Cabestaing, or Cabestany, is the hero 

of the story. 

  



NOVEL X. — The wife of a leech, deeming her lover, who has taken an opiate, to be dead, puts 

him in a chest, which, with him therein, two usurers carry off to their house. He comes to 

himself, and is taken for a thief; but, the lady's maid giving the Signory to understand that she 

had put him in the chest which the usurers stole, he escapes the gallows, and the usurers are 

mulcted in moneys for the theft of the chest. — 

Now that the king had told his tale, it only remained for Dioneo to do his part, which he 

witting, and being thereto bidden by the king, thus began:— Sore have I—to say nought of you, 

my ladies—been of eyne and heart to hear the woeful histories of ill-starred love, insomuch that I 

have desired of all things that they might have an end. Wherefore, now that, thank God, ended 

they are, unless indeed I were minded, which God forbid, to add to such pernicious stuff a 

supplement of the like evil quality, no such dolorous theme do I purpose to ensue, but to make a 

fresh start with somewhat of a better and more cheerful sort, which perchance may serve to 

suggest to-morrow's argument. 

You are to know, then, fairest my damsels, that 'tis not long since there dwelt at Salerno a 

leech most eminent in surgery, his name, Master Mazzeo della Montagna, who in his extreme old 

age took to wife a fair damsel of the same city, whom he kept in nobler and richer array of 

dresses and jewels, and all other finery that the sex affects, than any other lady in Salerno. 

Howbeit, she was none too warm most of her time, being ill covered abed by the doctor; who 

gave her to understand—even as Messer Ricciardo di Chinzica, of whom we spoke a while since, 

taught his lady the feasts—that for once that a man lay with a woman he needed I know not how 

many days to recover, and the like nonsense: whereby she lived as ill content as might be; and, 

lacking neither sense nor spirit, she determined to economize at home, and taking to the street, to 

live at others' expense. So, having passed in review divers young men, she at last found one that 

was to her mind, on whom she set all her heart and hopes of happiness. Which the gallant 

perceiving was mightily flattered, and in like manner gave her all his love. Ruggieri da Jeroli—

such was the gallant's name—was of noble birth, but of life, and conversation so evil and 

reprehensible that kinsman or friend he had none left that wished him well, or cared to see him; 

and all Salerno knew him for a common thief and rogue of the vilest character. Whereof the lady 

took little heed, having a mind to him for another reason; and so with the help of her maid she 

arranged a meeting with him. But after they had solaced themselves a while, the lady began to 

censure his past life, and to implore him for love of her to depart from such evil ways; and to 

afford him the means thereto, she from time to time furnished him with money. While thus with 

all discretion they continued their intercourse, it chanced that a man halt of one of his legs was 

placed under the leech's care. The leech saw what was amiss with him, and told his kinsfolk, that, 

unless a gangrened bone that he had in his leg were taken out, he must die, or have the whole leg 

amputated; that if the bone were removed he might recover; but that otherwise he would not 

answer for his life: whereupon the relatives assented that the bone should be removed, and left 



the patient in the hands of the leech; who, deeming that by reason of the pain 'twas not possible 

for him to endure the treatment without an opiate, caused to be distilled in the morning a certain 

water of his own concoction, whereby the patient, drinking it, might be ensured sleep during 

such time as he deemed the operation, which he meant to perform about vespers, would occupy. 

In the meantime he had the water brought into his house, and set it in the window of his room, 

telling no one what it was. But when the vesper hour was come, and the leech was about to visit 

his patient, a messenger arrived from some very great friends of his at Amalfi, bearing tidings of 

a great riot there had been there, in which not a few had been wounded, and bidding him on no 

account omit to hie him thither forthwith. Wherefore the leech put off the treatment of the leg to 

the morrow, and took boat to Amalfi; and the lady, knowing that he would not return home that 

night, did as she was wont in such a case, to wit, brought Ruggieri in privily, and locked him in 

her chamber until certain other folk that were in the house were gone to sleep. Ruggieri, then, 

being thus in the chamber, awaiting the lady, and having— whether it were that he had had a 

fatiguing day, or eaten something salt, or, perchance, that 'twas his habit of body—a mighty 

thirst, glancing at the window, caught sight of the bottle containing the water which the leech had 

prepared for the patient, and taking it to be drinking water, set it to his lips and drank it all, and in 

no long time fell into a deep sleep. 

So soon as she was able the lady hied her to the room, and there finding Ruggieri asleep, 

touched him and softly told him to get up: to no purpose, however; he neither answered nor 

stirred a limb. Wherefore the lady, rather losing patience, applied somewhat more force, and 

gave him a push, saying:— "Get up, sleepy-head; if thou hadst a mind to sleep, thou shouldst 

have gone home, and not have come hither." Thus pushed Ruggieri fell down from a box on 

which he lay, and, falling, shewed no more sign of animation than if he had been a corpse. The 

lady, now somewhat alarmed, essayed to lift him, and shook him roughly, and took him by the 

nose, and pulled him by the beard; again to no purpose: he had tethered his ass to a stout pin. So 

the lady began to fear he must be dead: however, she went on to pinch him shrewdly, and singe 

him with the flame of a candle; but when these methods also failed she, being, for all she was a 

leech's wife, no leech herself, believed for sure that he was dead; and as there was nought in the 

world that she loved so much, it boots not to ask if she was sore distressed; wherefore silently, 

for she dared not lament aloud, she began to weep over him and bewail such a misadventure. 

But, after a while, fearing lest her loss should not be without a sequel of shame, she bethought 

her that she must contrive without delay to get the body out of the house; and standing in need of 

another's advice, she quietly summoned her maid, shewed her the mishap that had befallen her, 

and craved her counsel. Whereat the maid marvelled not a little; and she too fell to pulling 

Ruggieri this way and that, and pinching him, and, as she found no sign of life in him, concurred 

with her mistress that he was verily dead, and advised her to remove him from the house. "And 

where," said the lady, "shall we put him, that to-morrow, when he is discovered, it be not 



suspected that 'twas hence he was carried?" "Madam," answered the maid, "late last evening I 

marked in front of our neighbour the carpenter's shop a chest, not too large, which, if he have not 

put it back in the house, will come in very handy for our purpose, for we will put him inside, and 

give him two or three cuts with a knife, and so leave him. When he is found, I know not why it 

should be thought that 'twas from this house rather than from any other that he was put there; 

nay, as he was an evil- liver, 'twill more likely be supposed, that, as he hied him on some evil 

errand, some enemy slew him, and then put him in the chest." The lady said there was nought in 

the world she might so ill brook as that Ruggieri should receive any wound; but with that 

exception she approved her maid's proposal, and sent her to see if the chest were still where she 

had seen it. The maid, returning, reported that there it was, and, being young and strong, got 

Ruggieri, with the lady's help, upon her shoulders; and so the lady, going before to espy if any 

folk came that way, and the maid following, they came to the chest, and having laid Ruggieri 

therein, closed it and left him there. 

Now a few days before, two young men, that were usurers, had taken up their quarters in a 

house a little further on: they had seen the chest during the day, and being short of furniture, and 

having a mind to make great gain with little expenditure, they had resolved that, if it were still 

there at night, they would take it home with them. So at midnight forth they hied them, and 

finding the chest, were at no pains to examine it closely, but forthwith, though it seemed 

somewhat heavy, bore it off to their house, and set it down beside a room in which their women 

slept; and without being at pains to adjust it too securely they left it there for the time, and went 

to bed. 

Towards matins Ruggieri, having had a long sleep and digested the draught and exhausted its 

efficacy, awoke, but albeit his slumber was broken, and his senses had recovered their powers, 

yet his brain remained in a sort of torpor which kept him bemused for some days; and when he 

opened his eyes and saw nothing, and stretched his hands hither and thither and found himself in 

the chest, it was with difficulty that he collected his thoughts. "How is this?" he said to himself. 

"Where am I? Do I sleep or wake? I remember coming this evening to my lady's chamber; and 

now it seems I am in a chest. What means it? Can the leech have returned, or somewhat else 

have happened that caused the lady, while I slept, to hide me here? That was it, I suppose. 

Without a doubt it must have been so." And having come to this conclusion, he composed 

himself to listen, if haply he might hear something, and being somewhat ill at ease in the chest, 

which was none too large, and the side on which he lay paining him, he must needs turn over to 

the other, and did so with such adroitness that, bringing his loins smartly against one of the sides 

of the chest, which was set on an uneven floor, he caused it to tilt and then fall; and such was the 

noise that it made as it fell that the women that slept there awoke, albeit for fear they kept 

silence. Ruggieri was not a little disconcerted by the fall, but, finding that thereby the chest was 

come open, he judged that, happen what might, he would be better out of it than in it; and not 



knowing where he was, and being otherwise at his wits' end, he began to grope about the house, 

if haply he might find a stair or door whereby he might take himself off. Hearing him thus 

groping his way, the alarmed women gave tongue with:—"Who is there?" Ruggieri, not knowing 

the voice, made no answer: wherefore the women fell to calling the two young men, who, having 

had a long day, were fast asleep, and heard nought of what went on. Which served to increase the 

fright of the women, who rose and got them to divers windows, and raised the cry:—"Take thief, 

take thief!" At which summons there came running from divers quarters not a few of the 

neighbours, who got into the house by the roof or otherwise as each best might: likewise the 

young men, aroused by the din, got up; and, Ruggieri being now all but beside himself for sheer 

amazement, and knowing not whither to turn him to escape them, they took him and delivered 

him to the officers of the Governor of the city, who, hearing the uproar, had hasted to the spot. 

And so he was brought before the Governor, who, knowing him to be held of all a most arrant 

evil-doer, put him forthwith to the torture, and, upon his confessing that he had entered the house 

of the usurers with intent to rob, was minded to make short work of it, and have him hanged by 

the neck. 

In the morning 'twas bruited throughout all Salerno that Ruggieri had been taken a thieving in 

the house of the usurers. Whereat the lady and her maid were all amazement and bewilderment, 

insomuch that they were within an ace of persuading themselves that what they had done the 

night before they had not done, but had only dreamed it; besides which, the peril in which 

Ruggieri stood caused the lady such anxiety as brought her to the verge of madness. Shortly after 

half tierce the leech, being returned from Amalfi, and minded now to treat his patient, called for 

his water, and finding the bottle empty made a great commotion, protesting that nought in his 

house could be let alone. The lady, having other cause of annoy, lost temper, and said:—"What 

would you say, Master, of an important matter, when you raise such a din because a bottle of 

water has been upset? Is there never another to be found in the world?" "Madam," replied the 

leech, "thou takest this to have been mere water. 'Twas no such thing, but an artificial water of a 

soporiferous virtue;" and he told her for what purpose he had made it. Which the lady no sooner 

heard, than, guessing that Ruggieri had drunk it, and so had seemed to them to be dead, she 

said:—"Master, we knew it not; wherefore make you another." And so the leech, seeing that 

there was no help for it, had another made. Not long after, the maid, who by the lady's command 

had gone to find out what folk said of Ruggieri, returned, saying:—"Madam, of Ruggieri they 

say nought but evil, nor, by what I have been able to discover, has he friend or kinsman that has 

or will come to his aid; and 'tis held for certain that to-morrow the Stadic(1) will have him 

hanged. Besides which, I have that to tell you which will surprise you; for, methinks, I have 

found out how he came into the usurers' house. List, then, how it was: you know the carpenter in 

front of whose shop stood the chest we put Ruggieri into: he had to-day the most violent 

altercation in the world with one to whom it would seem the chest belongs, by whom he was 



required to make good the value of the chest, to which he made answer that he had not sold it, 

but that it had been stolen from him in the night. 'Not so,' said the other; 'thou soldst it to the two 

young usurers, as they themselves told me last night, when I saw it in their house at the time 

Ruggieri was taken.' 'They lie,' replied the carpenter. 'I never sold it them, but they must have 

stolen it from me last night; go we to them.' So with one accord off they went to the usurers' 

house, and I came back here. And so, you see, I make out that 'twas on such wise that Ruggieri 

was brought where he was found; but how he came to life again, I am at a loss to conjecture." 

The lady now understood exactly how things were, and accordingly told the maid what she had 

learned from the leech, and besought her to aid her to get Ruggieri off, for so she might, if she 

would, and at the same time preserve her honour. "Madam," said the maid, "do but shew me 

how; and glad shall I be to do just as you wish." Whereupon the lady, to whom necessity taught 

invention, formed her plan on the spur of the moment, and expounded it in detail to the maid; 

who (as the first step) hied her to the leech, and, weeping, thus addressed him:—"Sir, it behoves 

me to ask your pardon of a great wrong that I have done you." "And what may that be?" inquired 

the leech. "Sir," said the maid, who ceased not to weep, "you know what manner of man is 

Ruggieri da Jeroli. Now he took a fancy to me, and partly for fear, partly for love, I this year 

agreed to be his mistress; and knowing yestereve that you were from home, he coaxed me into 

bringing him into your house to sleep with me in my room. Now he was athirst, and I, having no 

mind to be seen by your lady, who was in the hall, and knowing not whither I might sooner 

betake me for wine or water, bethought me that I had seen a bottle of water in your room, and ran 

and fetched it, and gave it him to drink, and then put the bottle back in the place whence I had 

taken it; touching which I find that you have made a great stir in the house. Verily I confess that I 

did wrong; but who is there that does not wrong sometimes? Sorry indeed am I to have so done, 

but 'tis not for such a cause and that which ensued thereon that Ruggieri should lose his life. 

Wherefore, I do most earnestly beseech you, pardon me, and suffer me to go help him as best I 

may be able." Wroth though he was at what he heard, the leech replied in a bantering tone:—

"Thy pardon thou hast by thine own deed; for, whereas thou didst last night think to have with 

thee a gallant that would thoroughly dust thy pelisse for thee, he was but a sleepy head; 

wherefore get thee gone, and do what thou mayst for the deliverance of thy lover, and for the 

future look thou bring him not into the house; else I will pay thee for that turn and this to boot." 

The maid, deeming that she had come off well in the first brush, hied her with all speed to the 

prison where Ruggieri lay, and by her cajoleries prevailed upon the warders to let her speak with 

him; and having told him how he must answer the Stadic if he would get off, she succeeded in 

obtaining preaudience of the Stadic; who, seeing that the baggage was lusty and mettlesome, was 

minded before he heard her to grapple her with the hook, to which she was by no means averse, 

knowing that such a preliminary would secure her a better hearing. When she had undergone the 

operation and was risen:—"Sir," said she, "you have here Ruggieri da Jeroli, apprehended on a 

charge of theft; which charge is false." Whereupon she told him the whole story from beginning 



to end, how she, being Ruggieri's mistress, had brought him into the leech's house and had given 

him the opiate, not knowing it for such, and taking him to be dead, had put him in the chest; and 

then recounting what she had heard pass between the carpenter and the owner of the chest, she 

shewed him how Ruggieri came into the house of the usurers. Seeing that 'twas easy enough to 

find out whether the story were true, the Stadic began by questioning the leech as to the water, 

and found that 'twas as she had said: he then summoned the carpenter, the owner of the chest and 

the usurers, and after much further parley ascertained that the usurers had stolen the chest during 

the night, and brought it into their house: finally he sent for Ruggieri, and asked him where he 

had lodged that night, to which Ruggieri answered that where he had lodged he knew not, but he 

well remembered going to pass the night with Master Mazzeo's maid, in whose room he had 

drunk some water by reason of a great thirst that he had; but what happened to him afterwards, 

except that, when he awoke, he found himself in a chest in the house of the usurers, he knew not. 

All which matters the Stadic heard with great interest, and caused the maid and Ruggieri and the 

carpenter and the usurers to rehearse them several times. In the end, seeing that Ruggieri was 

innocent, he released him, and mulcted the usurers in fifteen ounces for the theft of the chest. 

How glad Ruggieri was thus to escape, it boots not to ask; and glad beyond measure was his 

lady. And so, many a time did they laugh and make merry together over the affair, she and he 

and the dear maid that had proposed to give him a taste of the knife; and remaining constant in 

their love, they had ever better and better solace thereof. The like whereof befall me, sans the 

being put in the chest. 

(1) The Neapolitan term for the chief of police. 

Heartsore as the gentle ladies had been made by the preceding stories, this last of Dioneo 

provoked them to such merriment, more especially the passage about the Stadic and the hook, 

that they lacked not relief of the piteous mood engendered by the others. But the king observing 

that the sun was now taking a yellowish tinge, and that the end of his sovereignty was come, in 

terms most courtly made his excuse to the fair ladies, that he had made so direful a theme as 

lovers' infelicity the topic of their discourse; after which, he rose, took the laurel wreath from his 

head, and, while the ladies watched to see to whom he would give it, set it graciously upon the 

blond head of Fiammetta, saying:—"Herewith I crown thee, as deeming that thou, better than 

any other, wilt know how to make to-morrow console our fair companions for the rude trials of 

to-day." Fiammetta, whose wavy tresses fell in a flood of gold over her white and delicate 

shoulders, whose softly rounded face was all radiant with the very tints of the white lily blended 

with the red of the rose, who carried two eyes in her head that matched those of a peregrine 

falcon, while her tiny sweet mouth shewed a pair of lips that shone as rubies, replied with a 

smile:—"And gladly take I the wreath, Filostrato, and that thou mayst more truly understand 

what thou hast done, 'tis my present will and pleasure that each make ready to discourse to-



morrow of good fortune befalling lovers after divers direful or disastrous adventures." The theme 

propounded was approved by all; whereupon the queen called the seneschal, and having made 

with him all meet arrangements, rose and gaily dismissed all the company until the supper hour; 

wherefore, some straying about the garden, the beauties of which were not such as soon to pall, 

others bending their steps towards the mills that were grinding without, each, as and where it 

seemed best, they took meanwhile their several pleasures. The supper hour come, they all 

gathered, in their wonted order, by the fair fountain, and in the gayest of spirits and well served 

they supped. Then rising they addressed them, as was their wont, to dance and song, and while 

Filomena led the dance:—"Filostrato," said the queen, "being minded to follow in the footsteps 

of our predecessors, and that, as by their, so by our command a song be sung; and well witting 

that thy songs are even as thy stories, to the end that no day but this be vexed with thy 

misfortunes, we ordain that thou give us one of them, whichever thou mayst prefer." Filostrato 

answered that he would gladly do so; and without delay began to sing on this wise:— 

Full well my tears attest, 

O traitor Love, with what just cause the heart, 

With which thou once hast broken faith, doth smart. 

Love, when thou first didst in my heart enshrine 

Her for whom still I sigh, alas! in vain, 

Nor any hope do know, 

A damsel so complete thou didst me shew, 

That light as air I counted every pain, 

Wherewith behest of thine 

Condemned my soul to pine. 

Ah! but I gravely erred; the which to know 

Too late, alas! doth but enhance my woe. 

The cheat I knew not ere she did me leave, 

She, she, in whom alone my hopes were placed: 

For 'twas when I did most 

Flatter myself with hope, and proudly boast 

Myself her vassal lowliest and most graced, 

Nor thought Love might bereave, 

Nor dreamed he e'er might grieve, 

'Twas then I found that she another's worth 

Into her heart had ta'en and me cast forth. 



A plant of pain, alas! my heart did bear, 

What time my hapless self cast forth I knew; 

And there it doth remain; 

And day and hour I curse and curse again, 

When first that front of love shone on my view 

That front so queenly fair, 

And bright beyond compare! 

Wherefore at once my faith, my hope, my fire 

My soul doth imprecate, ere she expire. 

My lord, thou knowest how comfortless my woe, 

Thou, Love, my lord, whom thus I supplicate 

With many a piteous moan, 

Telling thee how in anguish sore I groan, 

Yearning for death my pain to mitigate. 

Come death, and with one blow 

Cut short my span, and so 

With my curst life me of my frenzy ease; 

For wheresoe'er I go, 'twill sure decrease. 

Save death no way of comfort doth remain: 

No anodyne beside for this sore smart. 

The boon, then, Love bestow; 

And presently by death annul my woe, 

And from this abject life release my heart. 

Since from me joy is ta'en, 

And every solace, deign 

My prayer to grant, and let my death the cheer 

Complete, that she now hath of her new fere. 

Song, it may be that no one shall thee learn: 

Nor do I care; for none I wot, so well 

As I may chant thee; so, 

This one behest I lay upon thee, go 

Hie thee to Love, and him in secret tell, 

How I my life do spurn, 

My bitter life, and yearn, 

That to a better harbourage he bring 

Me, of all might and grace that own him king. 



Full well my tears attest, etc. 

Filostrato's mood and its cause were made abundantly manifest by the words of this song; and 

perchance they had been made still more so by the looks of a lady that was among the dancers, 

had not the shades of night, which had now overtaken them, concealed the blush that suffused 

her face. Other songs followed until the hour for slumber arrived: whereupon at the behest of the 

queen all the ladies sought their several chambers. 

  



VOLUME II 

FIFTH DAY 

— Endeth here the fourth day of the Decameron, beginneth the fifth, in which under the rule 

of Fiammetta discourse is had of good fortune befalling lovers after divers direful or disastrous 

adventures. — 

All the east was white, nor any part of our hemisphere unillumined by the rising beams, when 

the carolling of the birds that in gay chorus saluted the dawn among the boughs induced 

Fiammetta to rise and rouse the other ladies and the three gallants; with whom adown the hill and 

about the dewy meads of the broad champaign she sauntered, talking gaily of divers matters, 

until the sun had attained some height. Then, feeling his rays grow somewhat scorching, they 

retraced their steps, and returned to the villa; where, having repaired their slight fatigue with 

excellent wines and comfits, they took their pastime in the pleasant garden until the breakfast 

hour; when, all things being made ready by the discreet seneschal, they, after singing a 

stampita,(1) and a balladette or two, gaily, at the queen's behest, sat them down to eat. Meetly 

ordered and gladsome was the meal, which done, heedful of their rule of dancing, they trod a few 

short measures with accompaniment of music and song. Thereupon, being all dismissed by the 

queen until after the siesta, some hied them to rest, while others tarried taking their pleasure in 

the fair garden. But shortly after none, all, at the queen's behest, reassembled, according to their 

wont, by the fountain; and the queen, having seated herself on her throne, glanced towards 

Pamfilo, and bade him with a smile lead off with the stories of good fortune. Whereto Pamfilo 

gladly addressed himself, and thus began. 

(1) A song accompanied by music, but without dancing. 

  



NOVEL I. — Cimon, by loving, waxes wise, wins his wife Iphigenia by capture on the high seas, 

and is imprisoned at Rhodes. He is delivered by Lysimachus; and the twain capture Cassandra 

and recapture Iphigenia in the hour of their marriage. They flee with their ladies to Crete, and 

having there married them, are brought back to their homes. — 

Many stories, sweet my ladies, occur to me as meet for me to tell by way of ushering in a day 

so joyous as this will be: of which one does most commend itself to my mind, because not only 

has it, one of those happy endings of which to-day we are in quest, but 'twill enable you to 

understand how holy, how mighty and how salutary are the forces of Love, which not a few, 

witting not what they say, do most unjustly reprobate and revile: which, if I err not, should to 

you, for that I take you to be enamoured, be indeed welcome. 

Once upon a time, then, as we have read in the ancient histories of the Cypriotes, there was in 

the island of Cyprus a very great noble named Aristippus, a man rich in all worldly goods 

beyond all other of his countrymen, and who might have deemed himself incomparably blessed, 

but for a single sore affliction that Fortune had allotted him. Which was that among his sons he 

had one, the best grown and handsomest of them all, that was well-nigh a hopeless imbecile. His 

true name was Galesus; but, as neither his tutor's pains, nor his father's coaxing or chastisement, 

nor any other method had availed to imbue him with any tincture of letters or manners, but he 

still remained gruff and savage of voice, and in his bearing liker to a beast than to a man, all, as 

in derision, were wont to call him Cimon, which in their language signifies the same as 

"bestione" (brute)(1) in ours. The father, grieved beyond measure to see his son's life thus 

blighted, and having abandoned all hope of his recovery, nor caring to have the cause of his 

mortification ever before his eyes, bade him betake him to the farm, and there keep with his 

husbandmen. To Cimon the change was very welcome, because the manners and habits of the 

uncouth hinds were more to his taste than those of the citizens. So to the farm Cimon hied him, 

and addressed himself to the work thereof; and being thus employed, he chanced one afternoon 

as he passed, staff on shoulder, from one domain to another, to enter a plantation, the like of 

which for beauty there was not in those parts, and which was then—for 'twas the month of 

May—a mass of greenery; and, as he traversed it, he came, as Fortune was pleased to guide him, 

to a meadow girt in with trees exceeding tall, and having in one of its corners a fountain most fair 

and cool, beside which he espied a most beautiful girl lying asleep on the green grass, clad only 

in a vest of such fine stuff that it scarce in any measure veiled the whiteness of her flesh, and 

below the waist nought but an apron most white and fine of texture; and likewise at her feet there 

slept two women and a man, her slaves. No sooner did Cimon catch sight of her, than, as if he 

had never before seen form of woman, he stopped short, and leaning on his cudgel, regarded her 

intently, saying never a word, and lost in admiration. And in his rude soul, which, despite a 

thousand lessons, had hitherto remained impervious to every delight that belongs to urbane life, 

he felt the awakening of an idea, that bade his gross and coarse mind acknowledge, that this girl 



was the fairest creature that had ever been seen by mortal eye. And thereupon he began to 

distinguish her several parts, praising her hair, which shewed to him as gold, her brow, her nose 

and mouth, her throat and arms, and above all her bosom, which was as yet but in bud, and as he 

gazed, he changed of a sudden from a husbandman into a judge of beauty, and desired of all 

things to see her eyes, which the weight of her deep slumber kept close shut, and many a time he 

would fain have awakened her, that he might see them. But so much fairer seemed she to him 

than any other woman that he had seen, that he doubted she must be a goddess; and as he was not 

so devoid of sense but that he deemed things divine more worthy of reverence than things 

mundane, he forbore, and waited until she should awake of her own accord; and though he found 

the delay overlong, yet, enthralled by so unwonted a delight, he knew not how to be going. 

However, after he had tarried a long while, it so befell that Iphigenia—such was the girl's 

name—her slaves still sleeping, awoke, and raised her head, and opened her eyes, and seeing 

Cimon standing before her, leaning on his staff, was not a little surprised, and said:—"Cimon, 

what seekest thou in this wood at this hour?" For Cimon she knew well, as indeed did almost all 

the country-side, by reason alike of his uncouth appearance as of the rank and wealth of his 

father. To Iphigenia's question he answered never a word; but as soon as her eyes were open, 

nought could he do but intently regard them, for it seemed to him that a soft influence emanated 

from them, which filled his soul with a delight that he had never before known. Which the girl 

marking began to misdoubt that by so fixed a scrutiny his boorish temper might be prompted to 

some act that should cause her dishonour: wherefore she roused her women, and got up, 

saying:—"Keep thy distance, Cimon, in God's name." Whereto Cimon made answer:—"I will 

come with thee." And, albeit the girl refused his escort, being still in fear of him, she could not 

get quit of him; but he attended her home; after which he hied him straight to his father's house, 

and announced that he was minded on no account to go back to the farm: which intelligence was 

far from welcome to his father and kinsmen; but nevertheless they suffered him to stay, and 

waited to see what might be the reason of his change of mind. So Cimon, whose heart, closed to 

all teaching, love's shaft, sped by the beauty of Iphigenia, had penetrated, did now graduate in 

wisdom with such celerity as to astonish his father and kinsmen, and all that knew him. He began 

by requesting his father to let him go clad in the like apparel, and with, in all respects, the like 

personal equipment as his brothers: which his father very gladly did. Mixing thus with the 

gallants, and becoming familiar with the manners proper to gentlemen, and especially to lovers, 

he very soon, to the exceeding great wonder of all, not only acquired the rudiments of letters, but 

waxed most eminent among the philosophic wits. After which (for no other cause than the love 

he bore to Iphigenia) he not only modulated his gruff and boorish voice to a degree of 

smoothness suitable to urbane life, but made himself accomplished in singing and music; in 

riding also and in all matters belonging to war, as well by sea as by land, he waxed most expert 

and hardy. And in sum (that I go not about to enumerate each of his virtues in detail) he had not 

completed the fourth year from the day of his first becoming enamoured before he was grown the 



most gallant, and courteous, ay, and the most perfect in particular accomplishments, of the young 

cavaliers that were in the island of Cyprus. What then, gracious ladies, are we to say of Cimon? 

Verily nought else but that the high faculties, with which Heaven had endowed his noble soul, 

invidious Fortune had bound with the strongest of cords, and circumscribed within a very narrow 

region of his heart; all which cords Love, more potent than Fortune, burst and brake in pieces; 

and then with the might, wherewith he awakens dormant powers, he brought them forth of the 

cruel obfuscation, in which they lay, into clear light, plainly shewing thereby, whence he may 

draw, and whither he may guide, by his beams the souls that are subject to his sway. 

Now, albeit by his love for Iphigenia Cimon was betrayed, as young lovers very frequently 

are, into some peccadillos, yet Aristippus, reflecting that it had turned him from a booby into a 

man, not only bore patiently with him, but exhorted him with all his heart to continue steadfast in 

his love. And Cimon, who still refused to be called Galesus, because 'twas as Cimon that 

Iphigenia had first addressed him, being desirous to accomplish his desire by honourable means, 

did many a time urge his suit upon her father, Cipseus, that he would give her him to wife: 

whereto Cipseus always made the same answer, to wit, that he had promised her to Pasimondas, 

a young Rhodian noble, and was not minded to break faith with him. However, the time 

appointed for Iphigenia's wedding being come, and the bridegroom having sent for her, Cimon 

said to himself:—'Tis now for me to shew thee, O Iphigenia, how great is my love for thee: 'tis 

by thee that I am grown a man, nor doubt I, if I shall have thee, that I shall wax more glorious 

than a god, and verily thee will I have, or die. Having so said, he privily enlisted in his cause 

certain young nobles that were his friends, and secretly fitted out a ship with all equipment meet 

for combat, and put to sea on the look-out for the ship that was to bear Iphigenia to Rhodes and 

her husband. And at length, when her father had done lavishing honours upon her husband's 

friends, Iphigenia embarked, and, the mariners shaping their course for Rhodes, put to sea. 

Cimon was on the alert, and overhauled them the very next day, and standing on his ship's prow 

shouted amain to those that were aboard Iphigenia's ship:—"Bring to; strike sails, or look to be 

conquered and sunk in the sea." Then, seeing that the enemy had gotten their arms above deck, 

and were making ready to make a fight of it, he followed up his words by casting a grapnel upon 

the poop of the Rhodians, who were making great way; and having thus made their poop fast to 

his prow, he sprang, fierce as a lion, reckless whether he were followed or no, on to the 

Rhodians' ship, making, as it were, no account of them, and animated by love, hurled himself, 

sword in hand, with prodigious force among the enemy, and cutting and thrusting right and left, 

slaughtered them like sheep; insomuch that the Rhodians, marking the fury of his onset, threw 

down their arms, and as with one voice did all acknowledge themselves his prisoners. To whom 

Cimon:—"Gallants," quoth he, "'twas neither lust of booty nor enmity to you that caused me to 

put out from Cyprus to attack you here with force of arms on the high seas. Moved was I thereto 

by that which to gain is to me a matter great indeed, which peaceably to yield me is to you but a 



slight matter; for 'tis even Iphigenia, whom more than aught else I love; whom, as I might not 

have her of her father in peaceable and friendly sort, Love has constrained me to take from you 

in this high-handed fashion and by force of arms; to whom I mean to be even such as would have 

been your Pasimondas: wherefore give her to me, and go your way, and God's grace go with 

you." 

Yielding rather to force than prompted by generosity, the Rhodians surrendered Iphigenia, all 

tears, to Cimon; who, marking her tears, said to her:—"Grieve not, noble lady; thy Cimon am I, 

who, by my long love, have established a far better right to thee than Pasimondas by the faith 

that was plighted to him." So saying, he sent her aboard his ship, whither he followed her, 

touching nought that belonged to the Rhodians, and suffering them to go their way. To have 

gotten so dear a prize made him the happiest man in the world, but for a time 'twas all he could 

do to assuage her grief: then, after taking counsel with his comrades, he deemed it best not to 

return to Cyprus for the present: and so, by common consent they shaped their course for Crete, 

where most of them, and especially Cimon, had alliances of old or recent date, and friends not a 

few, whereby they deemed that there they might tarry with Iphigenia in security. But Fortune, 

that had accorded Cimon so gladsome a capture of the lady, suddenly proved fickle, and 

converted the boundless joy of the enamoured gallant into woeful and bitter lamentation. 'Twas 

not yet full four hours since Cimon had parted from the Rhodians, when with the approach of 

night, that night from which Cimon hoped such joyance as he had never known, came weather 

most turbulent and tempestuous, which wrapped the heavens in cloud, and swept the sea with 

scathing blasts; whereby 'twas not possible for any to see how the ship was to be worked or 

steered, or to steady himself so as to do any duty upon her deck. Whereat what grief was 

Cimon's, it boots not to ask. Indeed it seemed to him that the gods had granted his heart's desire 

only that it might be harder for him to die, which had else been to him but a light matter. Not less 

downcast were his comrades; but most of all Iphigenia, who, weeping bitterly and shuddering at 

every wave that struck the ship, did cruelly curse Cimon's love and censure his rashness, averring 

that this tempest was come upon them for no other cause than that the gods had decreed, that, as 

'twas in despite of their will that he purposed to espouse her, he should be frustrate of his 

presumptuous intent, and having lived to see her expire, should then himself meet a woeful 

death. 

While thus and yet more bitterly they bewailed them, and the mariners were at their wits' end, 

as the gale grew hourly more violent, nor knew they, nor might conjecture, whither they went, 

they drew nigh the island of Rhodes, albeit that Rhodes it was they wist not, and set themselves, 

as best and most skilfully they might, to run the ship aground. In which enterprise Fortune 

favoured them, bringing them into a little bay, where, shortly before them, was arrived the 

Rhodian ship that Cimon had let go. Nor were they sooner ware that 'twas Rhodes they had 

made, than day broke, and, the sky thus brightening a little, they saw that they were about a bow-



shot from the ship that they had released on the preceding day. Whereupon Cimon, vexed 

beyond measure, being apprehensive of that which in fact befell them, bade make every effort to 

win out of the bay, and let Fortune carry them whither she would, for nowhere might they be in 

worse plight than there. So might and main they strove to bring the ship out, but all in vain: the 

violence of the gale thwarted them to such purpose as not only to preclude their passage out of 

the bay but to drive them, willing nilling, ashore. Whither no sooner were they come, than they 

were recognized by the Rhodian mariners, who were already landed. Of whom one ran with all 

speed to a farm hard by, whither the Rhodian gallants were gone, and told them that Fortune had 

brought Cimon and Iphigenia aboard their ship into the same bay to which she had guided them. 

Whereat the gallants were overjoyed, and taking with them not a few of the farm-servants, hied 

them in hot haste to the shore, where, Cimon and his men being already landed with intent to 

take refuge in a neighbouring wood, they took them all (with Iphigenia) and brought them to the 

farm. Whence, pursuant to an order of the Senate of Rhodes, to which, so soon as he received the 

news, Pasimondas made his complaint, Cimon and his men were all marched off to prison by 

Lysimachus, chief magistrate of the Rhodians for that year, who came down from the city for the 

purpose with an exceeding great company of men at arms. On such wise did our hapless and 

enamoured Cimon lose his so lately won Iphigenia before he had had of her more than a kiss or 

two. Iphigenia was entertained and comforted of the annoy, occasioned as well by her recent 

capture as by the fury of the sea, by not a few noble ladies of Rhodes, with whom she tarried 

until the day appointed for her marriage. In recompense of the release of the Rhodian gallants on 

the preceding day the lives of Cimon and his men were spared, notwithstanding that Pasimondas 

pressed might and main for their execution; and instead they were condemned to perpetual 

imprisonment: wherein, as may be supposed, they abode in dolorous plight, and despaired of 

ever again knowing happiness. 

However, it so befell that, Pasimondas accelerating his nuptials to the best of his power, 

Fortune, as if repenting her that in her haste she had done Cimon so evil a turn, did now by a 

fresh disposition of events compass his deliverance. Pasimondas had a brother, by name 

Hormisdas, his equal in all respects save in years, who had long been contract to marry 

Cassandra, a fair and noble damsel of Rhodes, of whom Lysimachus was in the last degree 

enamoured; but owing to divers accidents the marriage had been from time to time put off. Now 

Pasimondas, being about to celebrate his nuptials with exceeding great pomp, bethought him that 

he could not do better than, to avoid a repetition of the pomp and expense, arrange, if so he 

might, that his brother should be wedded on the same day with himself. So, having consulted 

anew with Cassandra's kinsfolk, and come to an understanding with them, he and his brother and 

they conferred together, and agreed that on the same day that Pasimondas married Iphigenia, 

Hormisdas should marry Cassandra. Lysimachus, getting wind of this arrangement, was 

mortified beyond measure, seeing himself thereby deprived of the hope which he cherished of 



marrying Cassandra himself, if Hormisdas should not forestall him. But like a wise man he 

concealed his chagrin, and cast about how he might frustrate the arrangement: to which end he 

saw no other possible means but to carry Cassandra off. It did not escape him that the office 

which he held would render this easily feasible, but he deemed it all the more dishonourable than 

if he had not held the office; but, in short, after much pondering, honour yielded place to love, 

and he made up his mind that, come what might, he would carry Cassandra off. Then, as he took 

thought what company he should take with him, and how he should go about the affair, he 

remembered Cimon, whom he had in prison with his men, and it occurred to him that he could 

not possibly have a better or more trusty associate in such an enterprise than Cimon. Wherefore 

the same night he caused Cimon to be brought privily to him in his own room, and thus 

addressed him:—"Cimon, as the gods are most generous and liberal to bestow their gifts on men, 

so are they also most sagacious to try their virtue; and those whom they find to be firm and 

steadfast in all circumstances they honour, as the most worthy, with the highest rewards. They 

have been minded to be certified of thy worth by better proofs than thou couldst afford them, as 

long as thy life was bounded by thy father's house amid the superabundant wealth which I know 

him to possess: wherefore in the first place they so wrought upon thee with the shrewd 

incitements of Love that from an insensate brute, as I have heard, thou grewest to be a man; since 

when, it has been and is their intent to try whether evil fortune and harsh imprisonment may avail 

to change thee from the temper that was thine when for a short while thou hadst joyance of the 

prize thou hadst won. And so thou prove the same that thou wast then, they have in store for thee 

a boon incomparably greater than aught that they vouchsafed thee before: what that boon is, to 

the end thou mayst recover heart and thy wonted energies, I will now explain to thee. 

Pasimondas, exultant in thy misfortune and eager to compass thy death, hastens to the best of his 

power his nuptials with thy Iphigenia; that so he may enjoy the prize that Fortune, erstwhile 

smiling, gave thee, and forthwith, frowning, reft from thee. Whereat how sore must be thy grief, 

if rightly I gauge thy love, I know by my own case, seeing that his brother Hormisdas addresses 

himself to do me on the same day a like wrong in regard of Cassandra, whom I love more than 

aught else in the world. Nor see I that Fortune has left us any way of escape from this her unjust 

and cruel spite, save what we may make for ourselves by a resolved spirit and the might of our 

right hands: take we then the sword, and therewith make we, each, prize of his lady, thou for the 

second, I for the first time: for so thou value the recovery, I say not of thy liberty, for without thy 

lady I doubt thou wouldst hold it cheap, but of thy lady, the gods have placed it in thine own 

hands, if thou art but minded to join me in my enterprise." 

These words restored to Cimon all that he had lost of heart and hope, nor pondered he long, 

before he replied:—"Lysimachus, comrade stouter or more staunch than I thou mightst not have 

in such an enterprise, if such indeed it be as thou sayst: wherefore lay upon me such behest as 

thou shalt deem meet, and thou shalt marvel to witness the vigour of my performance." 



Whereupon Lysimachus:—"On the third day from now," quoth he, "their husbands' houses will 

be newly entered by the brides, and on the same day at even we too will enter them in arms, thou 

with thy men, and I with some of mine, in whom I place great trust, and forcing our way among 

the guests and slaughtering all that dare to oppose us, will bear the ladies off to a ship which I 

have had privily got ready." Cimon approved the plan, and kept quiet in prison until the 

appointed time; which being come, the nuptials were celebrated with great pomp and 

magnificence, that filled the houses of the two brothers with festal cheer. Then Lysimachus 

having made ready all things meet, and fired Cimon and his men and his own friends for the 

enterprise by a long harangue, disposed them in due time, all bearing arms under their cloaks, in 

three companies; and having privily despatched one company to the port, that, when the time 

should come to embark, he might meet with no let, he marched with the other two companies to 

the house of Pasimondas, posted the one company at the gate, that, being entered, they might not 

be shut in or debarred their egress, and, with the other company and Cimon, ascended the stairs, 

and gained the saloon, where the brides and not a few other ladies were set at several tables to 

sup in meet order: whereupon in they rushed, and overthrew the tables and seized each his own 

lady, and placed them in charge of their men, whom they bade bear them off forthwith to the ship 

that lay ready to receive them. Whereupon the brides and the other ladies and the servants with 

one accord fell a sobbing and shrieking, insomuch that a confused din and lamentation filled the 

whole place. Cimon, Lysimachus and their band, none withstanding, but all giving way before 

them, gained the stairs, which they were already descending when they encountered Pasimondas, 

who, carrying a great staff in his hand, was making in the direction of the noise; but one doughty 

stroke of Cimon's sword sufficed to cleave his skull in twain, and lay him dead at Cimon's feet, 

and another stroke disposed of hapless Hormisdas, as he came running to his brother's aid. Some 

others who ventured to approach them were wounded and beaten off by the retinue. So forth of 

the house, that reeked with blood and resounded with tumult and lamentation and woe, sped 

Simon and Lysimachus with all their company, and without any let, in close order, with their fair 

booty in their midst, made good their retreat to the ship; whereon with the ladies they one and all 

embarked, for the shore was now full of armed men come to rescue the ladies, and, the oarsmen 

giving way, put to sea elate. Arrived at Crete, they met with a hearty welcome on the part of their 

many friends and kinsfolk; and, having married their ladies, they made greatly merry, and had 

gladsome joyance of their fair booty. Their doings occasioned, both in Cyprus and in Rhodes, no 

small stir and commotion, which lasted for a long while: but in the end, by the good offices of 

their friends and kinsfolk in both islands, 'twas so ordered as that after a certain term of exile 

Cimon returned with Iphigenia to Cyprus, and in like manner Lysimachus returned with 

Cassandra to Rhodes; and long and blithely thereafter lived they, each well contented with his 

own wife in his own land. 

(1) One of the augmentative forms of bestia. 

  



NOVEL II. — Gostanza loves Martuccio Gomito, and hearing that he is dead, gives way to 

despair, and hies her alone aboard a boat, which is wafted by the wind to Susa. She finds him 

alive in Tunis, and makes herself known to him, who, having by his counsel gained high place in 

the king's favour, marries her, and returns with her wealthy to Lipari. — 

Pamfilo's story being ended, the queen, after commending it not a little, called for one to 

follow from Emilia; who thus began:— 

Meet and right it is that one should rejoice when events so fall out that passion meets with its 

due reward: and as love merits in the long run rather joy than suffering, far gladlier obey I the 

queen's than I did the king's behest, and address myself to our present theme. You are to know 

then, dainty ladies, that not far from Sicily there is an islet called Lipari, in which, no great while 

ago, there dwelt a damsel, Gostanza by name, fair as fair could be, and of one of the most 

honourable families in the island. And one Martuccio Gomito, who was also of the island, a 

young man most gallant and courteous, and worthy for his condition, became enamoured of 

Gostanza; who in like manner grew so afire for him that she was ever ill at ease, except she saw 

him. Martuccio, craving her to wife, asked her of her father, who made answer that, Martuccio 

being poor, he was not minded to give her to him. Mortified to be thus rejected by reason of 

poverty, Martuccio took an oath in presence of some of his friends and kinsfolk that Lipari 

should know him no more, until he was wealthy. So away he sailed, and took to scouring the 

seas as a rover on the coast of Barbary, preying upon all whose force matched not his own. In 

which way of life he found Fortune favourable enough, had he but known how to rest and be 

thankful: but 'twas not enough that he and his comrades in no long time waxed very wealthy; 

their covetousness was inordinate, and, while they sought to gratify it, they chanced in an 

encounter with certain Saracen ships to be taken after a long defence, and despoiled, and, most 

part of them, thrown into the sea by their captors, who, after sinking his ship, took Martuccio 

with them to Tunis, and clapped him in prison, and there kept him a long time in a very sad 

plight. 

Meanwhile, not by one or two, but by divers and not a few persons, tidings reached Lipari that 

all that were with Martuccio aboard his bark had perished in the sea. The damsel, whose grief on 

Martuccio's departure had known no bounds, now hearing that he was dead with the rest, wept a 

great while, and made up her mind to have done with life; but, lacking the resolution to lay 

violent hands upon herself, she bethought her how she might devote herself to death by some 

novel expedient. So one night she stole out of her father's house, and hied her to the port, and 

there by chance she found, lying a little apart from the other craft, a fishing boat, which, as the 

owners had but just quitted her, was still equipped with mast and sails and oars. Aboard which 

boat she forthwith got, and being, like most of the women of the island, not altogether without 

nautical skill, she rowed some distance out to sea, and then hoisted sail, and cast away oars and 



tiller, and let the boat drift, deeming that a boat without lading or steersman would certainly be 

either capsized by the wind or dashed against some rock and broken in pieces, so that escape she 

could not, even if she would, but must perforce drown. And so, her head wrapped in a mantle, 

she stretched herself weeping on the floor of the boat. But it fell out quite otherwise than she had 

conjectured: for, the wind being from the north, and very equable, with next to no sea, the boat 

kept an even keel, and next day about vespers bore her to land hard by a city called Susa, full a 

hundred miles beyond Tunis. To the damsel 'twas all one whether she were at sea or ashore, for, 

since she had been aboard, she had never once raised, nor, come what might, meant she ever to 

raise, her head. 

Now it so chanced, that, when the boat grounded, there was on the shore a poor woman that 

was in the employ of some fishermen, whose nets she was just taking out of the sunlight. Seeing 

the boat under full sail, she marvelled how it should be suffered to drive ashore, and conjectured 

that the fishermen on board were asleep. So to the boat she hied her, and finding therein only the 

damsel fast asleep, she called her many times, and at length awakened her; and perceiving by her 

dress that she was a Christian, she asked her in Latin how it was that she was come thither all 

alone in the boat. Hearing the Latin speech, the damsel wondered whether the wind had not 

shifted, and carried her back to Lipari: so up she started, gazed about her, and finding herself 

ashore and the aspect of the country strange, asked the good woman where she was. To which 

the good woman made answer:—"My daughter, thou art hard by Susa in Barbary." Whereupon 

the damsel, sorrowful that God had not seen fit to accord her the boon of death, apprehensive of 

dishonour, and at her wits' end, sat herself down at the foot of her boat, and burst into tears. 

Which the good woman saw not without pity, and persuaded her to come with her into her hut, 

and there by coaxing drew from her how she was come thither; and knowing that she could not 

but be fasting, she set before her her own coarse bread and some fish and water, and prevailed 

upon her to eat a little. Gostanza thereupon asked her, who she was that thus spoke Latin; 

whereto she answered that her name was Carapresa, and that she was from Trapani, where she 

had served some Christian fishermen. To the damsel, sad indeed though she was, this name 

Carapresa, wherefore she knew not, seemed to be of happy augury, so that she began to take 

hope, she knew not why, and to grow somewhat less fain of death: wherefore without disclosing 

who or whence she was, she earnestly besought the good woman for the love of God to have pity 

on her youth, and advise her how best to avoid insult. Whereupon Carapresa, good woman that 

she was, left her in her hut, while with all speed she picked up her nets; and on her return she 

wrapped her in her own mantle, and led her to Susa. Arrived there, she said to her:—"Gostanza, I 

shall bring thee to the house of an excellent Saracen lady, for whom I frequently do bits of work, 

as she has occasion: she is an old lady and compassionate: I will commend thee to her care as 

best I may, and I doubt not she will right gladly receive thee, and entreat thee as her daughter: 



and thou wilt serve her, and, while thou art with her, do all thou canst to gain her favour, until 

such time as God may send thee better fortune;" and as she said, so she did. 

The old lady listened, and then, gazing steadfastly in the damsel's face, shed tears, and taking 

her hand, kissed her forehead, and led her into the house, where she and some other women 

dwelt quite by themselves, doing divers kinds of handiwork in silk and palm leaves and leather. 

Wherein the damsel in a few days acquired some skill, and thenceforth wrought together with 

them; and rose wondrous high in the favour and good graces of all the ladies, who soon taught 

her their language. 

Now while the damsel, mourned at home as lost and dead, dwelt thus at Susa, it so befell that, 

Mariabdela being then King of Tunis, a young chieftain in Granada, of great power, and backed 

by mighty allies, gave out that the realm of Tunis belonged to him, and having gathered a vast 

army, made a descent upon Tunis with intent to expel the King from the realm. Martuccio 

Gomito, who knew the language of Barbary well, heard the tidings in prison, and learning that 

the King of Tunis was mustering a mighty host for the defence of his kingdom, said to one of the 

warders that were in charge of him and his comrades:—"If I might have speech of the King, I am 

confident that the advice that I should give him would secure him the victory." The warder 

repeated these words to his chief, who forthwith carried them to the King. Wherefore by the 

King's command Martuccio was brought before him, and being asked by him what the advice, of 

which he had spoken, might be, answered on this wise:—"Sire, if in old days, when I was wont 

to visit this country of yours, I duly observed the manner in which you order your battle, 

methinks you place your main reliance upon archers; and therefore, if you could contrive that 

your enemy's supply of arrows should give out and your own continue plentiful, I apprehend that 

you would win the battle." "Ay indeed," replied the King, "I make no doubt that, could I but 

accomplish that, I should conquer." "Nay but, Sire," returned Martuccio, "you may do it, if you 

will. Listen, and I will tell you how. You must fit the bows of your archers with strings much 

finer than those that are in common use, and match them with arrows, the notches of which will 

not admit any but these fine strings; and this you must do so secretly that your enemy may not 

know it, else he will find means to be even with you. Which counsel I give you for the following 

reason:—When your and your enemy's archers have expended all their arrows, you wot that the 

enemy will fall to picking up the arrows that your men have shot during the battle, and your men 

will do the like by the enemy's arrows; but the enemy will not be able to make use of your men's 

arrows, by reason that their fine notches will not suffice to admit the stout strings, whereas your 

men will be in the contrary case in regard of the enemy's arrows, for the fine string will very well 

receive the large-notched arrow, and so your men will have an abundant supply of arrows, while 

the enemy will be at a loss for them." 



The King, who lacked not sagacity, appreciated Martuccio's advice, and gave full effect to it; 

whereby he came out of the war a conqueror, and Martuccio, being raised to the chief place in 

his favour, waxed rich and powerful. Which matters being bruited throughout the country, it 

came to the ears of Gostanza that Martuccio Gomito, whom she had long supposed to be dead, 

was alive; whereby her love for him, some embers of which still lurked in her heart, burst forth 

again in sudden flame, and gathered strength, and revived her dead hope. Wherefore she frankly 

told all her case to the good lady with whom she dwelt, saying that she would fain go to Tunis, 

that her eyes might have assurance of that which the report received by her ears had made them 

yearn to see. The lady fell heartily in with the girl's desire, and, as if she had been her mother, 

embarked with her for Tunis, where on their arrival they were honourably received in the house 

of one of her kinswomen. Carapresa, who had attended her, being sent to discover what she 

might touching Martuccio, brought back word that he was alive, and high in honour and place. 

The gentlewoman was minded that none but herself should apprise Martuccio of the arrival of 

his Gostanza: wherefore she hied her one day to Martuccio, and said:—"Martuccio, there is 

come to my house a servant of thine from Lipari, who would fain speak with thee here privily, 

and for that he would not have me trust another, I am come hither myself to deliver his 

message." Martuccio thanked her, and forthwith hied him with her to her house: where no sooner 

did the girl see him than she all but died for joy, and carried away by her feelings, fell upon his 

neck with open arms and embraced him, and, what with sorrow of his past woes and her present 

happiness, said never a word, but softly wept. Martuccio regarded her for a while in silent 

wonder; then, heaving a sigh, he said:—"Thou livest then, my Gostanza? Long since I heard that 

thou wast lost; nor was aught known of thee at home." Which said, he tenderly and with tears 

embraced her. Gostanza told him all her adventures, and how honourably she had been entreated 

by the gentlewoman with whom she had dwelt. And so long time they conversed, and then 

Martuccio parted from her, and hied him back to his lord the King, and told him all, to wit, his 

own adventures and those of the girl, adding that with his leave he was minded to marry her 

according to our law. Which matters the King found passing strange; and having called the girl 

to him, and learned from her that 'twas even as Martuccio had said:—"Well indeed," quoth he, 

"hast thou won thy husband." Then caused he gifts most ample and excellent to be brought forth, 

part of which he gave to Gostanza, and part to Martuccio, leaving them entirely to their own 

devices in regard of one another. Then Martuccio, in terms most honourable, bade farewell to the 

old lady with whom Gostanza had dwelt, thanking her for the service she had rendered to 

Gostanza, and giving her presents suited to her condition, and commending her to God, while 

Gostanza shed many a tear: after which, by leave of the King, they went aboard a light bark, 

taking with them Carapresa, and, sped by a prosperous breeze, arrived at Lipari, where they were 

received with such cheer as 'twere vain to attempt to describe. There were Martuccio and 

Gostanza wedded with all pomp and splendour; and there long time in easeful peace they had 

joyance of their love. 



  



NOVEL III. — Pietro Boccamazza runs away with Agnolella, and encounters a gang of robbers: 

the girl takes refuge in a wood, and is guided to a castle. Pietro is taken, but escapes out of the 

hands of the robbers, and after some adventures arrives at the castle where Agnolella is, marries 

her, and returns with her to Rome. — 

Ended Emilia's story, which none of the company spared to commend, the queen, turning to 

Elisa, bade her follow suit; and she, with glad obedience, thus began:— 

'Tis a story, sweet ladies, of a woeful night passed by two indiscreet young lovers that I have 

in mind; but, as thereon ensued not a few days of joy, 'tis not inapposite to our argument, and 

shall be narrated. 

'Tis no long time since at Rome, which, albeit now the tail,(1) was of yore the head, of the 

world, there dwelt a young man, Pietro Boccamazza by name, a scion of one of the most 

illustrious of the Roman houses, who became enamoured of a damsel exceeding fair, and 

amorous withal—her name Agnolella—the daughter of one Gigliuozzo Saullo, a plebeian, but in 

high repute among the Romans. Nor, loving thus, did Pietro lack the address to inspire in 

Agnolella a love as ardent as his own. Wherefore, overmastered by his passion, and minded no 

longer to endure the sore suffering that it caused him, he asked her in marriage. Whereof his 

kinsfolk were no sooner apprised, than with one accord they came to him and strongly urged him 

to desist from his purpose: they also gave Gigliuozzo Saullo to understand that he were best to 

pay no sort of heed to Pietro's words, for that, if he so did, they would never acknowledge him as 

friend or relative. Thus to see himself debarred of the one way by which he deemed he might 

attain to his desire, Pietro was ready to die for grief, and, all his kinsfolk notwithstanding, he 

would have married Gigliuozzo's daughter, had but the father consented. Wherefore at length he 

made up his mind that, if the girl were willing, nought should stand in the way; and having 

through a common friend sounded the damsel and found her apt, he brought her to consent to 

elope with him from Rome. The affair being arranged, Pietro and she took horse betimes one 

morning, and sallied forth for Anagni, where Pietro had certain friends, in whom he placed much 

trust; and as they rode, time not serving for full joyance of their love, for they feared pursuit, 

they held converse thereof, and from time to time exchanged a kiss. Now it so befell, that, the 

way being none too well known to Pietro, when, perhaps eight miles from Rome, they should 

have turned to the right, they took instead a leftward road. Whereon when they had ridden but 

little more than two miles, they found themselves close to a petty castle, whence, so soon as they 

were observed, there issued some dozen men at arms; and, as they drew near, the damsel, 

espying them, gave a cry, and said:—"We are attacked, Pietro, let us flee;" and guiding her nag 

as best she knew towards a great forest, she planted the spurs in his sides, and so, holding on by 

the saddle-bow, was borne by the goaded creature into the forest at a gallop. Pietro, who had 

been too engrossed with her face to give due heed to the way, and thus had not been ware, as 



soon as she, of the approach of the men at arms, was still looking about to see whence they were 

coming, when they came up with him, and took him prisoner, and forced him to dismount. Then 

they asked who he was, and, when he told them, they conferred among themselves, saying:—

"This is one of the friends of our enemies: what else can we do but relieve him of his nag and of 

his clothes, and hang him on one of these oaks in scorn of the Orsini?" To which proposal all 

agreeing, they bade Pietro strip himself: but while, already divining his fate, he was so doing, an 

ambuscade of full five-and-twenty men at arms fell suddenly upon them, crying:—"Death, 

death!" Thus surprised, they let Pietro go, and stood on the defensive; but, seeing that the enemy 

greatly outnumbered them, they took to their heels, the others giving chase. Whereupon Pietro 

hastily resumed his clothes, mounted his nag, and fled with all speed in the direction which he 

had seen the damsel take. But finding no road or path through the forest, nor discerning any trace 

of a horse's hooves, he was—for that he found not the damsel—albeit he deemed himself safe 

out of the clutches of his captors and their assailants, the most wretched man alive, and fell a 

weeping and wandering hither and thither about the forest, uttering Agnolella's name. None 

answered; but turn back he dared not: so on he went, not knowing whither he went; besides 

which, he was in mortal dread of the wild beasts that infest the forest, as well on account of 

himself as of the damsel, whom momently he seemed to see throttled by some bear or wolf. Thus 

did our unfortunate Pietro spend the whole day, wandering about the forest, making it to resound 

with his cries of Agnolella's name, and harking at times back, when he thought to go forward; 

until at last, what with his cries and his tears and his fears and his long fasting, he was so spent 

that he could go no further. 'Twas then nightfall, and, as he knew not what else to do, he 

dismounted at the foot of an immense oak, and having tethered his nag to the trunk, climbed up 

into the branches, lest he should be devoured by the wild beasts during the night. Shortly 

afterwards the moon rose with a very clear sky, and Pietro, who dared not sleep, lest he should 

fall, and indeed, had he been secure from that risk, his misery and his anxiety on account of the 

damsel would not have suffered him to sleep, kept watch, sighing and weeping and cursing his 

evil luck. 

Now the damsel, who, as we said before, had fled she knew not whither, allowing her nag to 

carry her whithersoever he would, strayed so far into the forest that she lost sight of the place 

where she had entered it, and spent the whole day just as Pietro had done, wandering about the 

wilderness, pausing from time to time, and weeping, and uttering his name, and bewailing her 

evil fortune. At last, seeing that 'twas now the vesper hour and Pietro came not, she struck into a 

path, which the nag followed, until, after riding some two miles, she espied at some distance a 

cottage, for which she made with all speed, and found there a good man, well stricken in years, 

with his wife, who was likewise aged. Seeing her ride up alone, they said:—"Daughter, 

wherefore ridest thou thus alone at this hour in these parts?" Weeping, the damsel made answer 

that she had lost her companion in the forest, and asked how far might Anagni be from there? 



"My daughter," returned the good man, "this is not the road to Anagni; 'tis more than twelve 

miles away." "And how far off," inquired the damsel, "are the nearest houses in which one might 

find lodging for the night?" "There are none so near," replied the good man, "that thou canst 

reach them to-day." "Then, so please you," said the damsel, "since go elsewhither I cannot, for 

God's sake let me pass the night here with you." Whereto the good man made answer:—

"Damsel, welcome art thou to tarry the night with us; but still thou art to know that these parts 

are infested both by day and by night by bands, which, be they friends or be they foes, are alike 

ill to meet with, and not seldom do much despite and mischief, and if by misadventure one of 

these bands should visit us while thou wert here, and marking thy youth and beauty should do 

thee despite and dishonour, we should be unable to afford thee any succour. This we would have 

thee know, that if it should so come to pass, thou mayst not have cause to reproach us." The 

damsel heard not the old man's words without dismay; but, seeing that the hour was now late, she 

answered:—"God, if He be so pleased, will save both you and me from such molestation, and if 

not, 'tis a much lesser evil to be maltreated by men than to be torn in pieces by the wild beasts in 

the forest." So saying, she dismounted, and entered the cottage, where, having supped with the 

poor man and his wife on such humble fare as they had, she laid herself in her clothes beside 

them in their bed. She slept not, however; for her own evil plight and that of Pietro, for whom 

she knew not how to augur aught but evil, kept her sighing and weeping all night long. And 

towards matins she heard a great noise as of men that marched; so up she got and hied her into a 

large courtyard that was in rear of the cottage, and part of which was covered with a great heap 

of hay, which she espying, hid herself therein, that, if the men came there, they might not so 

readily find her. Scarce had she done so than the men, who proved to be a strong company of 

marauders, were at the door of the cottage, which they forced open; and having entered, and 

found the damsel's nag, still saddled, they asked who was there. The damsel being out of sight, 

the good man answered:—"There is none here but my wife and I; but this nag, which has given 

some one the slip, found his way hither last night, and we housed him, lest he should be 

devoured by the wolves." "So!" said the chief of the band, "as he has no owner, he will come in 

very handy for us." 

Whereupon, in several parties, they ransacked the cottage from top to bottom; and one party 

went out into the courtyard, where, as they threw aside their lances and targets, it so befell that 

one of them, not knowing where else to bestow his lance, tossed it into the hay, and was within 

an ace of killing the damsel that lay hid there, as likewise she of betraying her whereabouts, for 

the lance all but grazing her left breast, insomuch that the head tore her apparel, she doubted she 

was wounded, and had given a great shriek, but that, remembering where she was, she refrained 

for fear. By and by the company cooked them a breakfast of kid's and other meat, and having 

eaten and drunken, dispersed in divers directions, as their affairs required, taking the girl's nag 

with them. And when they were gotten some little way off, the good man asked his wife:—



"What became of the damsel, our guest of last night, that I have not seen her since we rose?" The 

good woman answered that she knew not where the damsel was, and went to look for her. The 

damsel, discovering that the men were gone, came forth of the hay, and the good man, seeing 

her, was overjoyed that she had not fallen into the hands of the ruffians, and, as day was 

breaking, said to her:—"Now that day is at hand, we will, so it like thee, escort thee to a castle, 

some five miles hence, where thou wilt be in safety; but thou must needs go afoot, because these 

villains, that are but just gone, have taken thy nag with them." The damsel, resigning herself to 

her loss, besought them for God's sake to take her to the castle: whereupon they set forth, and 

arrived there about half tierce. Now the castle belonged to one of the Orsini, Liello di Campo di 

Fiore by name, whose wife, as it chanced, was there. A most kindly and good woman she was, 

and, recognizing the damsel as soon as she saw her, gave her a hearty welcome and would fain 

have from her a particular account of how she came there. So the damsel told her the whole 

story. The lady, to whom Pietro was also known, as being a friend of her husband, was distressed 

to hear of his misadventure, and being told where he was taken, gave him up for dead. So she 

said to the damsel:—"Since so it is that thou knowest not how Pietro has fared, thou shalt stay 

here with me until such time as I may have opportunity to send thee safely back to Rome." 

Meanwhile Pietro, perched on his oak in as woeful a plight as might be, had espied, when he 

should have been in his first sleep, a full score of wolves, that, as they prowled, caught sight of 

the nag, and straightway were upon him on all sides. The horse, as soon as he was ware of their 

approach, strained on the reins till they snapped, and tried to make good his escape; but, being 

hemmed in, was brought to bay, and made a long fight of it with his teeth and hooves; but in the 

end they bore him down and throttled him and forthwith eviscerated him, and, the whole pack 

falling upon him, devoured him to the bone before they had done with him. Whereat Pietro, who 

felt that in the nag he had lost a companion and a comfort in his travail, was sorely dismayed, 

and began to think that he should never get out of the forest. But towards dawn, he, perched there 

in the oak, almost dead with cold, looking around him as he frequently did, espied about a mile 

off a huge fire. Wherefore, as soon as 'twas broad day, he got down, not without trepidation, 

from the oak, and bent his steps towards the fire; and being come to it, he found, gathered about 

it, a company of shepherds, eating and making merry, who took pity on him and made him 

welcome. And when he had broken his fast and warmed himself, he told them the mishap that 

had befallen him, and how it was that he was come there alone, and asked them if there was a 

farm or castle in those parts, whither he might betake him. The shepherds said that about three 

miles away there was a castle belonging to Liello di Campo di Fiore, where his lady was then 

tarrying. Pietro, much comforted, requested to be guided thither by some of their company; 

whereupon two of them right gladly escorted him. So Pietro arrived at the castle, where he found 

some that knew him; and while he was endeavouring to set on foot a search for the damsel in the 

forest, the lady summoned him to her presence, and he, forthwith obeying, and seeing Agnolella 



with her, was the happiest man that ever was. He yearned till he all but swooned to go and 

embrace her, but refrained, for bashfulness, in the lady's presence. And overjoyed as he was, the 

joy of the damsel was no less. The lady received him with great cheer, and though, when she had 

heard the story of his adventures from his own lips, she chid him not a little for having set at 

nought the wishes of his kinsfolk; yet, seeing that he was still of the same mind, and that the 

damsel was also constant, she said to herself:—To what purpose give I myself all this trouble? 

they love one another, they know one another; they love with equal ardour; their love is 

honourable, and I doubt not is well pleasing to God, seeing that the one has escaped the gallows 

and the other the lance, and both the wild beasts: wherefore be it as they would have it. Then, 

turning to them, she said:—"If 'tis your will to be joined in wedlock as man and wife, mine 

jumps with it: here shall your nuptials be solemnized and at Liello's charges, and for the rest I 

will see that your peace is made with your kinsfolk." So in the castle the pair were wedded, 

Pietro only less blithe than Agnolella, the lady ordering the nuptials as honourably as might be in 

her mountain-home, and there they had most sweet joyance of the first fruits of their love. So 

some days they tarried there, and then accompanied by the lady with a strong escort, they took 

horse and returned to Rome, where, very wroth though she found Pietro's kinsfolk for what he 

had done, the lady re-established solid peace between him and them; and so at Rome Pietro and 

Agnolella lived together to a good old age in great tranquillity and happiness. 

(1) In reference to the forlorn condition of the city while the seat of the papacy was at 

Avignon, 1308-1377. 

  



NOVEL IV. — Ricciardo Manardi is found by Messer Lizio da Valbona with his daughter, whom 

he marries, and remains at peace with her father. — 

In silence Elisa received the praise bestowed on her story by her fair companions; and then the 

queen called for a story from Filostrato, who with a laugh began on this wise:—Chidden have I 

been so often and by so many of you for the sore burden, which I laid upon you, of discourse 

harsh and meet for tears, that, as some compensation for such annoy, I deem myself bound to tell 

you somewhat that may cause you to laugh a little: wherefore my story, which will be of the 

briefest, shall be of a love, the course whereof, save for sighs and a brief passage of fear mingled 

with shame, ran smooth to a happy consummation. 

Know then, noble ladies, that 'tis no long time since there dwelt in Romagna a right worthy 

and courteous knight, Messer Lizio da Valbona by name, who was already verging upon old age, 

when, as it happened, there was born to him of his wife, Madonna Giacomina, a daughter, who, 

as she grew up, became the fairest and most debonair of all the girls of those parts, and, for that 

she was the only daughter left to them, was most dearly loved and cherished by her father and 

mother, who guarded her with most jealous care, thinking to arrange some great match for her. 

Now there was frequently in Messer Lizio's house, and much in his company, a fine, lusty young 

man, one Ricciardo de' Manardi da Brettinoro, whom Messer Lizio and his wife would as little 

have thought of mistrusting as if he had been their own son: who, now and again taking note of 

the damsel, that she was very fair and graceful, and in bearing and behaviour most 

commendable, and of marriageable age, fell vehemently in love with her, which love he was very 

careful to conceal. The damsel detected it, however, and in like manner plunged headlong into 

love with him, to Ricciardo's no small satisfaction. Again and again he was on the point of 

speaking to her, but refrained for fear; at length, however, he summoned up his courage, and 

seizing his opportunity, thus addressed her:—"Caterina, I implore thee, suffer me not to die for 

love of thee." Whereto the damsel forthwith responded:—"Nay, God grant that it be not rather 

that I die for love of thee." Greatly exhilarated and encouraged, Ricciardo made answer:—

"'Twill never be by default of mine that thou lackest aught that may pleasure thee; but it rests 

with thee to find the means to save thy life and mine." Then said the damsel:—"Thou seest, 

Ricciardo, how closely watched I am, insomuch that I see not how 'twere possible for thee to 

come to me; but if thou seest aught that I may do without dishonour, speak the word, and I will 

do it." Ricciardo was silent a while, pondering many matters: then, of a sudden, he said:—

"Sweet my Caterina, there is but one way that I can see, to wit, that thou shouldst sleep either on 

or where thou mightst have access to the terrace by thy father's garden, where, so I but knew that 

thou wouldst be there at night, I would without fail contrive to meet thee, albeit 'tis very high." 

"As for my sleeping there," replied Caterina, "I doubt not that it may be managed, if thou art sure 

that thou canst join me." Ricciardo answered in the affirmative. Whereupon they exchanged a 

furtive kiss, and parted. 



On the morrow, it being now towards the close of May, the damsel began complaining to her 

mother that by reason of the excessive heat she had not been able to get any sleep during the 

night. "Daughter," said the lady, "what heat was there? Nay, there was no heat at all." "Had you 

said, 'to my thinking,' mother," rejoined Caterina, "you would perhaps have said sooth; but you 

should bethink you how much more heat girls have in them than ladies that are advanced in 

years." "True, my daughter," returned the lady, "but I cannot order that it shall be hot and cold, as 

thou perchance wouldst like; we must take the weather as we find it, and as the seasons provide 

it: perchance to-night it will be cooler, and thou wilt sleep better." "God grant it be so," said 

Caterina, "but 'tis not wonted for the nights to grow cooler as the summer comes on." "What 

then," said the lady, "wouldst thou have me do?" "With your leave and my father's," answered 

Caterina, "I should like to have a little bed made up on the terrace by his room and over his 

garden, where, hearing the nightingales sing, and being in a much cooler place, I should sleep 

much better than in your room." Whereupon:—"Daughter, be of good cheer," said the mother; "I 

will speak to thy father, and we will do as he shall decide." So the lady told Messer Lizio what 

had passed between her and the damsel; but he, being old and perhaps for that reason a little 

morose, said:—"What nightingale is this, to whose chant she would fain sleep? I will see to it 

that the cicalas shall yet lull her to sleep." Which speech, coming to Caterina's ears, gave her 

such offence, that for anger, rather than by reason of the heat, she not only slept not herself that 

night, but suffered not her mother to sleep, keeping up a perpetual complaint of the great heat. 

Wherefore her mother hied her in the morning to Messer Lizio, and said to him:—"Sir, you hold 

your daughter none too dear; what difference can it make to you that she lie on the terrace? She 

has tossed about all night long by reason of the heat; and besides, can you wonder that she, girl 

that she is, loves to hear the nightingale sing? Young folk naturally affect their likes." Whereto 

Messer Lizio made answer:—"Go, make her a bed there to your liking, and set a curtain round it, 

and let her sleep there, and hear the nightingale sing to her heart's content." Which the damsel no 

sooner learned, than she had a bed made there with intent to sleep there that same night; 

wherefore she watched until she saw Ricciardo, whom by a concerted sign she gave to 

understand what he was to do. Messer Lizio, as soon as he had heard the damsel go to bed, 

locked a door that led from his room to the terrace, and went to sleep himself. When all was 

quiet, Ricciardo with the help of a ladder got upon a wall, and standing thereon laid hold of 

certain toothings of another wall, and not without great exertion and risk, had he fallen, 

clambered up on to the terrace, where the damsel received him quietly with the heartiest of cheer. 

Many a kiss they exchanged; and then got them to bed, where well-nigh all night long they had 

solace and joyance of one another, and made the nightingale sing not a few times. But, brief 

being the night and great their pleasure, towards dawn, albeit they wist it not, they fell asleep, 

Caterina's right arm encircling Ricciardo's neck, while with her left hand she held him by that 

part of his person which your modesty, my ladies, is most averse to name in the company of 

men. So, peacefully they slept, and were still asleep when day broke and Messer Lizio rose; and 



calling to mind that his daughter slept on the terrace, softly opened the door, saying to himself:—

Let me see what sort of night's rest the nightingale has afforded our Caterina? And having 

entered, he gently raised the curtain that screened the bed, and saw Ricciardo asleep with her and 

in her embrace as described, both being quite naked and uncovered; and having taken note of 

Ricciardo, he went away, and hied him to his lady's room, and called her, saying:—"Up, up, 

wife, come and see; for thy daughter has fancied the nightingale to such purpose that she has 

caught him, and holds him in her hand." "How can this be?" said the lady. "Come quickly, and 

thou shalt see," replied Messer Lizio. So the lady huddled on her clothes, and silently followed 

Messer Lizio, and when they were come to the bed, and had raised the curtain, Madonna 

Giacomina saw plainly enough how her daughter had caught, and did hold the nightingale, 

whose song she had so longed to hear. Whereat the lady, deeming that Ricciardo had played her 

a cruel trick, would have cried out and upbraided him; but Messer Lizio said to her:—"Wife, as 

thou valuest my love, say not a word; for in good sooth, seeing that she has caught him, he shall 

be hers. Ricciardo is a gentleman and wealthy; an alliance with him cannot but be to our 

advantage: if he would part from me on good terms, he must first marry her, so that the 

nightingale shall prove to have been put in his own cage and not in that of another." Whereby the 

lady was reassured, seeing that her husband took the affair so quietly, and that her daughter had 

had a good night, and was rested, and had caught the nightingale. So she kept silence; nor had 

they long to wait before Ricciardo awoke; and, seeing that 'twas broad day, deemed that 'twas as 

much as his life was worth, and aroused Caterina, saying:—"Alas! my soul, what shall we do, 

now that day has come and surprised me here?" Which question Messer Lizio answered by 

coming forward, and saying:—"We shall do well." At sight of him Ricciardo felt as if his heart 

were torn out of his body, and sate up in the bed, and said:—"My lord, I cry you mercy for God's 

sake. I wot that my disloyalty and delinquency have merited death; wherefore deal with me even 

as it may seem best to you: however, I pray you, if so it may be, to spare my life, that I die not." 

"Ricciardo," replied Messer Lizio, "the love I bore thee, and the faith I reposed in thee, merited a 

better return; but still, as so it is, and youth has seduced thee into such a transgression, redeem 

thy life, and preserve my honour, by making Caterina thy lawful spouse, that thine, as she has 

been for this past night, she may remain for the rest of her life. In this way thou mayst secure my 

peace and thy safety; otherwise commend thy soul to God." Pending this colloquy, Caterina let 

go the nightingale, and having covered herself, began with many a tear to implore her father to 

forgive Ricciardo, and Ricciardo to do as Messer Lizio required, that thereby they might securely 

count upon a long continuance of such nights of delight. But there needed not much supplication; 

for, what with remorse for the wrong done, and the wish to make amends, and the fear of death, 

and the desire to escape it, and above all ardent love, and the craving to possess the beloved one, 

Ricciardo lost no time in making frank avowal of his readiness to do as Messer Lizio would have 

him. Wherefore Messer Lizio, having borrowed a ring from Madonna Giacomina, Ricciardo did 

there and then in their presence wed Caterina. Which done, Messer Lizio and the lady took their 



leave, saying:—"Now rest ye a while; for so perchance 'twere better for you than if ye rose." And 

so they left the young folks, who forthwith embraced, and not having travelled more than six 

miles during the night, went two miles further before they rose, and so concluded their first day. 

When they were risen, Ricciardo and Messer Lizio discussed the matter with more formality; and 

some days afterwards Ricciardo, as was meet, married the damsel anew in presence of their 

friends and kinsfolk, and brought her home with great pomp, and celebrated his nuptials with due 

dignity and splendour. And so for many a year thereafter he lived with her in peace and 

happiness, and snared the nightingales day and night to his heart's content. 

  



NOVEL V. — Guidotto da Cremona dies leaving a girl to Giacomino da Pavia. She has two 

lovers in Faenza, to wit, Giannole di Severino and Minghino di Mingole, who fight about her. 

She is discovered to be Giannole's sister, and is given to Minghino to wife. — 

All the ladies laughed so heartily over the story of the nightingale, that, even when Filostrato 

had finished, they could not control their merriment. However, when the laughter was somewhat 

abated, the queen said:—"Verily if thou didst yesterday afflict us, to-day thou hast tickled us to 

such purpose that none of us may justly complain of thee." Then, as the turn had now come 

round to Neifile, she bade her give them a story. And thus, blithely, Neifile began:—As 

Filostrato went to Romagna for the matter of his discourse, I too am fain to make a short journey 

through the same country in what I am about to relate to you. 

I say, then, that there dwelt of yore in the city of Fano two Lombards, the one ycleped 

Guidotto da Cremona and the other Giacomino da Pavia, men advanced in life, who, being 

soldiers, had spent the best part of their youth in feats of arms. Now Guidotto, being at the point 

of death, and having no son or any friend or kinsman in whom he placed more trust than in 

Giacomino, left him a girl of about ten years, and all that he had in the world, and so, having 

given him to know not a little of his affairs, he died. About the same time the city of Faenza, 

which had long been at war and in a most sorry plight, began to recover some measure of 

prosperity; and thereupon liberty to return thither on honourable terms was accorded to all that 

were so minded. Whither, accordingly, Giacomino, who had dwelt there aforetime, and liked the 

place, returned with all his goods and chattels, taking with him the girl left him by Guidotto, 

whom he loved and entreated as his daughter. The girl grew up as beautiful a maiden as was to 

be found in the city; and no less debonair and modest was she than fair. Wherefore she lacked 

not admirers; but above all two young men, both very gallant and of equal merit, the one 

Giannole di Severino, the other Minghino di Mingole, affected her with so ardent a passion, that, 

growing jealous, they came to hate one another with an inordinate hatred. Right gladly would 

each have espoused her, she being now fifteen years old, but that his kinsmen forbade it; 

wherefore seeing that neither might have her in an honourable way, each determined to compass 

his end as best he might. 

Now Giacomino had in his house an ancient maid, and a man, by name Crivello, a very 

pleasant and friendly sort of fellow, with whom Giannole grew familiar, and in due time 

confided to him all his love, praying him to further the attainment of his desire, and promising to 

reward him handsomely, if he did so. Crivello made answer:—"Thou must know that there is but 

one way in which I might be of service to thee in this affair: I might contrive that thou shouldst 

be where she is when Giacomino is gone off to supper; but, were I to presume to say aught to her 

on thy behalf, she would never listen to me. This, if it please thee, I promise to do for thee, and 



will be as good as my word; and then thou canst do whatever thou mayst deem most expedient." 

Giannole said that he asked no more; and so 'twas arranged. 

Meanwhile Minghino on his part had made friends with the maid, on whom he had so wrought 

that she had carried several messages to the girl, and had gone far to kindle her to his love, and 

furthermore had promised to contrive that he should meet her when for any cause Giacomino 

should be from home in the evening. And so it befell that no long time after these parleys, 

Giacomino, by Crivello's management, was to go sup at the house of a friend, and by preconcert 

between Crivello and Giannole, upon signal given, Giannole was to come to Giacomino's house 

and find the door open. The maid, on her part, witting nought of the understanding between 

Crivello and Giannole, let Minghino know that Giacomino would not sup at home, and bade him 

be near the house, so that he might come and enter it on sight of a signal from her. The evening 

came; neither of the lovers knew aught of what the other was about; but, being suspicious of one 

another, they came to take possession, each with his own company of armed friends. Minghino, 

while awaiting the signal, rested with his company in the house of one of his friends hard by the 

girl's house: Giannole with his company was posted a little farther off. Crivello and the maid, 

when Giacomino was gone, did each their endeavour to get the other out of the way. Crivello 

said to the maid:—"How is it thou takest not thyself off to bed, but goest still hither and thither 

about the house?" And the maid said to Crivello:—"Nay, but why goest thou not after thy 

master? Thou hast supped; what awaitest thou here?" And so, neither being able to make the 

other quit the post, Crivello, the hour concerted with Giannole being come, said to himself:—

What care I for her? If she will not keep quiet, 'tis like to be the worse for her. Whereupon he 

gave the signal, and hied him to the door, which he had no sooner opened, than Giannole entered 

with two of his companions, and finding the girl in the saloon, laid hands on her with intent to 

carry her off. The girl struggled, and shrieked amain, as did also the maid. Minghino, fearing the 

noise, hasted to the spot with his companions; and, seeing that the girl was already being borne 

across the threshold, they drew their swords, and cried out in chorus:—"Ah! Traitors that ye are, 

ye are all dead men! 'Twill go otherwise than ye think for. What means this force?" Which said, 

they fell upon them with their swords, while the neighbours, alarmed by the noise, came hurrying 

forth with lights and arms, and protested that 'twas an outrage, and took Minghino's part. So, 

after a prolonged struggle, Minghino wrested the girl from Giannole, and set her again in 

Giacomino's house. Nor were the combatants separated before the officers of the Governor of the 

city came up and arrested not a few of them; among them Minghino and Giannole and Crivello, 

whom they marched off to prison. However, peace being restored and Giacomino returned, 'twas 

with no little chagrin that he heard of the affair; but finding upon investigation that the girl was 

in no wise culpable, he was somewhat reassured; and determined, lest the like should again 

happen, to bestow the girl in marriage as soon as might be. 



On the morrow the kinsfolk of the two lovers, having learned the truth of the matter, and 

knowing what evil might ensue to the captives, if Giacomino should be minded to take the 

course which he reasonably might, came and gave him good words, beseeching him to let the 

kindly feeling, the love, which they believed he bore to them, his suppliants, count for more with 

him than the wrong that the hare-brained gallants had done him, and on their part and their own 

offering to make any amend that he might require. Giacomino, who had seen many things in his 

time, and lacked not sound sense, made answer briefly:—"Gentlemen, were I in my own 

country, as I am in yours, I hold myself in such sort your friend that nought would I do in this 

matter, or in any other, save what might be agreeable to you: besides which, I have the more 

reason to consider your wishes, because 'tis against you yourselves that you have offended, 

inasmuch as this damsel, whatever many folk may suppose, is neither of Cremona nor of Pavia, 

but is of Faenza, albeit neither I nor she, nor he from whom I had her, did ever wot whose 

daughter she was: wherefore, touching that you ask of me, I will even do just as you bid me." 

The worthy men found it passing strange that the girl should be of Faenza; and having thanked 

Giacomino for his handsome answer, they besought him that he would be pleased to tell them 

how she had come into his hands, and how he knew that she was of Faenza. To whom 

Giacomino replied on this wise:—"A comrade and friend I had, Guidotto da Cremona, who, 

being at the point of death, told me that, when this city of Faenza was taken by the Emperor 

Frederic, he and his comrades, entering one of the houses during the sack, found there good store 

of booty, and never a soul save this girl, who, being two years old or thereabouts, greeted him as 

father as he came up the stairs; wherefore he took pity on her, and carried her with whatever else 

was in the house away with him to Fano; where on his deathbed he left her to me, charging me in 

due time to bestow her in marriage, and give her all his goods and chattels by way of dowry: but, 

albeit she is now of marriageable age, I have not been able to provide her with a husband to my 

mind; though right glad should I be to do so, that nought like the event of yesterday may again 

befall me." 

Now among the rest of those present was one Guglielmo da Medicina, who had been with 

Guidotto on that occasion, and knew well whose house it was that Guidotto had sacked; and 

seeing the owner there among the rest, he went up to him, and said:—"Dost hear, Bernabuccio, 

what Giacomino says?" "Ay," answered Bernabuccio, "and I gave the more heed thereto, for that 

I call to mind that during those disorders I lost a little daughter of just the age that Giacomino 

speaks of." "'Tis verily she then," said Guglielmo, "for once when I was with Guidotto I heard 

him describe what house it was that he had sacked, and I wist that 'twas thine. Wherefore search 

thy memory if there be any sign by which thou thinkest to recognize her, and let her be examined 

that thou mayst be assured that she is thy daughter." So Bernabuccio pondered a while, and then 

recollected that she ought to have a scar, shewing like a tiny cross, above her left ear, being 

where he had excised a tumour a little while before that affair: wherefore without delay he went 



up to Giacomino, who was still there, and besought him to let him go home with him and see the 

damsel. Giacomino gladly did so, and no sooner was the girl brought into Bernabuccio's 

presence, than, as he beheld her, 'twas as if he saw the face of her mother, who was still a 

beautiful woman. However, he would not rest there, but besought Giacomino of his grace to 

permit him to lift a lock or two of hair above her left ear; whereto Giacomino consented. So 

Bernabuccio approached her where she stood somewhat shamefast, and with his right hand lifted 

her locks, and, seeing the cross, wist that in very truth she was his daughter, and tenderly wept 

and embraced her, albeit she withstood him; and then, turning to Giacomino, he said:—"My 

brother, the girl is my daughter; 'twas my house that Guidotto sacked, and so sudden was the 

assault that my wife, her mother, forgot her, and we have always hitherto supposed, that, my 

house being burned that same day, she perished in the flames." Catching his words, and seeing 

that he was advanced in years, the girl inclined to believe him, and impelled by some occult 

instinct, suffered his embraces, and melting, mingled her tears with his. Bernabuccio forthwith 

sent for her mother and her sisters and other kinswomen and her brothers, and having shewn her 

to them all, and told the story, after they had done her great cheer and embraced her a thousand 

times, to Giacomino's no small delight, he brought her home with him. Which coming to the ears 

of the Governor of the city, the worthy man, knowing that Giannole, whom he had in ward, was 

Bernabuccio's son and the girl's brother, made up his mind to deal leniently with Giannole: 

wherefore he took upon himself the part of mediator in the affair, and having made peace 

between Bernabuccio and Giacomino and Giannole and Minghino, gave Agnesa—such was the 

damsel's name—to Minghino to wife, to the great delight of all Minghino's kinsfolk, and set at 

liberty not only Giannole and Minghino but Crivello, and the others their confederates in the 

affair. Whereupon Minghino with the blithest of hearts wedded Agnesa with all due pomp and 

circumstance, and brought her home, where for many a year thereafter he lived with her in peace 

and prosperity.  

  



NOVEL VI. — Gianni di Procida, being found with a damsel that he loves, and who had been 

given to King Frederic, is bound with her to a stake, so to be burned. He is recognized by 

Ruggieri dell' Oria, is delivered, and marries her. — 

Neifile's story, with which the ladies were greatly delighted, being ended, the queen called for 

one from Pampinea; who forthwith raised her noble countenance, and thus began:—Mighty 

indeed, gracious ladies, are the forces of Love, and great are the labours and excessive and 

unthought of the perils which they induce lovers to brave; as is manifest enough by what we 

have heard to-day and on other occasions: howbeit I mean to shew you the same once more by a 

story of an enamoured youth. 

Hard by Naples is the island of Ischia, in which there dwelt aforetime with other young 

damsels one, Restituta by name, daughter of one Marin Bolgaro, a gentleman of the island. Very 

fair was she, and blithe of heart, and by a young gallant, Gianni by name, of the neighbouring 

islet of Procida, was beloved more dearly than life, and in like measure returned his love. Now, 

not to mention his daily resort to Ischia to see her, there were times not a few when Gianni, not 

being able to come by a boat, would swim across from Procida by night, that he might have 

sight, if of nought else, at least of the walls of her house. And while their love burned thus 

fervently, it so befell that one summer's day, as the damsel was all alone on the seashore, picking 

her way from rock to rock, detaching, as she went, shells from their beds with a knife, she came 

to a recess among the rocks, where for the sake, as well of the shade as of the comfort afforded 

by a spring of most cool water that was there, some Sicilian gallants, that were come from 

Naples, had put in with their felucca. Who, having taken note of the damsel, that she was very 

fair, and that she was not yet ware of them, and was alone, resolved to capture her, and carry her 

away; nor did they fail to give effect to their resolve; but, albeit she shrieked amain, they laid 

hands on her, and set her aboard their boat, and put to sea. Arrived at Calabria, they fell a 

wrangling as to whose the damsel should be, and in brief each claimed her for his own: 

wherefore, finding no means of coming to an agreement, and fearing that worse might befall 

them, and she bring misfortune upon them, they resolved with one accord to give her to Frederic, 

King of Sicily, who was then a young man, and took no small delight in commodities of that 

quality; and so, being come to Palermo, they did. 

Marking her beauty, the King set great store by her; but as she was somewhat indisposed, he 

commanded that, till she was stronger, she should be lodged and tended in a very pretty villa that 

was in one of his gardens, which he called Cuba; and so 'twas done. The purloining of the damsel 

caused no small stir in Ischia, more especially because 'twas impossible to discover by whom she 

had been carried off. But Gianni, more concerned than any other, despairing of finding her in 

Ischia, and being apprised of the course the felucca had taken, equipped one himself, and put to 

sea, and in hot haste scoured the whole coast from Minerva to Scalea in Calabria, making 



everywhere diligent search for the damsel, and in Scalea learned that she had been taken by 

Sicilian mariners to Palermo. Whither, accordingly, he hied him with all speed; and there after 

long search discovering that she had been given to the King, who kept her at Cuba, he was sore 

troubled, insomuch that he now scarce ventured to hope that he should ever set eyes on her, not 

to speak of having her for his own, again. But still, holden by Love, and seeing that none there 

knew him, he sent the felucca away, and tarried there, and frequently passing by Cuba, he 

chanced one day to catch sight of her at a window, and was seen of her, to their great mutual 

satisfaction. And Gianni, taking note that the place was lonely, made up to her, and had such 

speech of her as he might, and being taught by her after what fashion he must proceed, if he 

would have further speech of her, he departed, but not till he had made himself thoroughly 

acquainted with the configuration of the place; and having waited until night was come and 

indeed far spent, he returned thither, and though the ascent was such that 'twould scarce have 

afforded lodgment to a woodpecker, won his way up and entered the garden, where, finding a 

pole, he set it against the window which the damsel had pointed out as hers, and thereby 

swarmed up easily enough. 

The damsel had aforetime shewn herself somewhat distant towards him, being careful of her 

honour, but now deeming it already lost, she had bethought her that there was none to whom she 

might more worthily give herself than to him; and reckoning upon inducing him to carry her off, 

she had made up her mind to gratify his every desire; and to that end had left the window open 

that his ingress might be unimpeded. So, finding it open, Gianni softly entered, lay down beside 

the damsel, who was awake, and before they went further, opened to him all her mind, 

beseeching him most earnestly to take her thence, and carry her off. Gianni replied that there was 

nought that would give him so much pleasure, and that without fail, upon leaving her, he would 

make all needful arrangements for bringing her away when he next came. Whereupon with 

exceeding great delight they embraced one another, and plucked that boon than which Love has 

no greater to bestow; and having so done divers times, they unwittingly fell asleep in one 

another's arms. 

Now towards daybreak the King, who had been greatly charmed with the damsel at first sight, 

happened to call her to mind, and feeling himself fit, resolved, notwithstanding the hour, to go lie 

with her a while; and so, attended by a few of his servants, he hied him privily to Cuba. Having 

entered the house, he passed (the door being softly opened) into the room in which he knew the 

damsel slept. A great blazing torch was borne before him, and so, as he bent his glance on the 

bed, he espied the damsel and Gianni lying asleep, naked and in one another's arms. Whereat he 

was seized with a sudden and vehement passion of wrath, insomuch that, albeit he said never a 

word, he could scarce refrain from slaying both of them there and then with a dagger that he had 

with him. Then, bethinking him that 'twere the depth of baseness in any man—not to say a 

king—to slay two naked sleepers, he mastered himself, and determined to do them to death in 



public and by fire. Wherefore, turning to a single companion that he had with him, he said:—

"What thinkest thou of this base woman, in whom I had placed my hope?" And then he asked 

whether he knew the gallant, that had presumed to enter his house to do him such outrage and 

despite. Whereto the other replied that he minded not ever to have seen him. Thereupon the King 

hied him out of the room in a rage, and bade take the two lovers, naked as they were, and bind 

them, and, as soon as 'twas broad day, bring them to Palermo, and bind them back to back to a 

stake in the piazza, there to remain until tierce, that all might see them, after which they were to 

be burned, as they had deserved. And having so ordered, he went back to Palermo, and shut 

himself up in his room, very wroth. 

No sooner was he gone than there came unto the two lovers folk not a few, who, having 

awakened them, did forthwith ruthlessly take and bind them: whereat, how they did grieve and 

tremble for their lives, and weep and bitterly bewail their fate, may readily be understood. 

Pursuant to the King's commandment they were brought to Palermo, and bound to a stake in 

the piazza; and before their eyes faggots and fire were made ready to burn them at the hour 

appointed by the King. Great was the concourse of the folk of Palermo, both men and women, 

that came to see the two lovers, the men all agog to feast their eyes on the damsel, whom they 

lauded for shapeliness and loveliness, and no less did the women commend the gallant, whom in 

like manner they crowded to see, for the same qualities. Meanwhile the two hapless lovers, both 

exceeding shamefast, stood with bent heads bitterly bewailing their evil fortune, and momently 

expecting their death by the cruel fire. So they awaited the time appointed by the King; but their 

offence being bruited abroad, the tidings reached the ears of Ruggieri dell' Oria, a man of 

peerless worth, and at that time the King's admiral, who, being likewise minded to see them, 

came to the place where they were bound, and after gazing on the damsel and finding her very 

fair, turned to look at the gallant, whom with little trouble he recognized, and drawing nearer to 

him, he asked him if he were Gianni di Procida. Gianni raised his head, and recognizing the 

admiral, made answer:—"My lord, he, of whom you speak, I was; but I am now as good as no 

more." The admiral then asked him what it was that had brought him to such a pass. 

Whereupon:—"Love and the King's wrath," quoth Gianni. The admiral induced him to be more 

explicit, and having learned from him exactly how it had come about, was turning away, when 

Gianni called him back, saying:—"Oh! my lord, if so it may be, procure me one favour of him by 

whose behest I thus stand here." "What favour?" demanded Ruggieri. "I see," returned Gianni, 

"that die I must, and that right soon. I crave, then, as a favour, that, whereas this damsel and I, 

that have loved one another more dearly than life, are here set back to back, we may be set face 

to face, that I may have the consolation of gazing on her face as I depart." Ruggieri laughed as he 

replied:—"With all my heart. I will so order it that thou shalt see enough of her to tire of her." He 

then left him and charged the executioners to do nothing more without further order of the King; 

and being assured of their obedience, he hied him forthwith to the King, to whom, albeit he 



found him in a wrathful mood, he spared not to speak his mind, saying:—"Sire, wherein have 

they wronged thee, those two young folk, whom thou hast ordered to be burned down there in 

the piazza?" The King told him. Whereupon Ruggieri continued:—"Their offence does indeed 

merit such punishment, but not at thy hands, and if misdeeds should not go unpunished, services 

should not go unrewarded; nay, may warrant indulgence and mercy. Knowest thou who they are 

whom thou wouldst have burned?" The King signified that he did not. Whereupon Ruggieri:—

"But I," quoth he, "am minded that thou shouldst know them, to the end that thou mayst know 

with what discretion thou surrenderest thyself to a transport of rage. The young man is the son of 

Landolfo di Procida, brother of Messer Gianni di Procida, to whom thou owest it that thou art 

lord and king of this island. The damsel is a daughter of Marin Bolgaro, whose might alone to-

day prevents Ischia from throwing off thy yoke. Moreover, these young folk have long been 

lovers, and 'tis for that the might of Love constrained them, and not that they would do despite to 

thy lordship, that they have committed this offence, if indeed 'tis meet to call that an offence 

which young folk do for Love's sake. Wherefore, then, wouldst thou do them to death, when thou 

shouldst rather do them all cheer, and honour them with lordly gifts?" The King gave ear to 

Ruggieri's words, and being satisfied that he spoke sooth, repented him, not only of his evil 

purpose, but of what he had already done, and forthwith gave order to loose the two young folk 

from the stake, and bring them before him; and so 'twas done. And having fully apprised himself 

of their case, he saw fit to make them amends of the wrong he had done them with honours and 

largess. Wherefore he caused them to be splendidly arrayed, and being assured that they were 

both minded to wed, he himself gave Gianni his bride, and loading them with rich presents, sent 

them well content back to Ischia, where they were welcomed with all festal cheer, and lived long 

time thereafter to their mutual solace and delight. 

  



NOVEL VII. — Teodoro, being enamoured of Violante, daughter of Messer Amerigo, his lord, 

gets her with child, and is sentenced to the gallows; but while he is being scourged thither, he is 

recognized by his father, and being set at large, takes Violante to wife. — 

While they doubted whether the two lovers would be burned, the ladies were all fear and 

suspense; but when they heard of their deliverance, they all with one accord put on a cheerful 

countenance, praising God. The story ended, the queen ordained that the next should be told by 

Lauretta, who blithely thus began:— 

Fairest ladies, what time good King Guglielmo ruled Sicily there dwelt on the island a 

gentleman, Messer Amerigo Abate da Trapani by name, who was well provided, as with other 

temporal goods, so also with children. For which cause being in need of servants, he took 

occasion of the appearance in Trapani waters of certain Genoese corsairs from the Levant, who, 

scouring the coast of Armenia, had captured not a few boys, to purchase of them some of these 

youngsters, supposing them to be Turks; among whom, albeit most shewed as mere shepherd 

boys, there was one, Teodoro, by name, whose less rustic mien seemed to betoken gentle blood. 

Who, though still treated as a slave, was suffered to grow up in the house with Messer Amerigo's 

children, and, nature getting the better of circumstance, bore himself with such grace and dignity 

that Messer Amerigo gladly gave him his freedom, and still deeming him to be a Turk, had him 

baptized and named Pietro, and made him his majordomo, and placed much trust in him. Now 

among the other children that grew up in Messer Amerigo's house was his fair and dainty 

daughter, Violante; and, as her father was in no hurry to give her in marriage, it so befell that she 

became enamoured of Pietro, but, for all her love and the great conceit she had of his qualities 

and conduct, she nevertheless was too shamefast to discover her passion to him. However, Love 

spared her the pains, for Pietro had cast many a furtive glance in her direction, and had grown so 

enamoured of her that 'twas never well with him except he saw her; but great was his fear lest 

any should detect his passion, for he deemed 'twould be the worse for him. The damsel, who was 

fain indeed of the sight of him, understood his case; and to encourage him dissembled not her 

exceeding great satisfaction. On which footing they remained a great while, neither venturing to 

say aught to the other, much as both longed to do so. But, while they both burned with a mutual 

flame, Fortune, as if their entanglement were of her preordaining, found means to banish the fear 

and hesitation that kept them tongue-tied. 

Messer Amerigo possessed, a mile or so from Trapani, a goodly estate, to which he was wont 

not seldom to resort with his daughter and other ladies by way of recreation; and on one of these 

days, while there they tarried with Pietro, whom they had brought with them, suddenly, as will 

sometimes happen in summer, the sky became overcast with black clouds, insomuch that the 

lady and her companions, lest the storm should surprise them there, set out on their return to 

Trapani, making all the haste they might. But Pietro and the girl being young, and sped 



perchance by Love no less than by fear of the storm, completely outstripped her mother and the 

other ladies; and when they were gotten so far ahead as to be well-nigh out of sight of the lady 

and all the rest, the thunder burst upon them peal upon peal, hard upon which came a fall of hail 

very thick and close, from which the lady sought shelter in the house of a husbandman. Pietro 

and the damsel, finding no more convenient refuge, betook them to an old, and all but ruinous, 

and now deserted, cottage, which, however, still had a bit of roof left, whereunder they both took 

their stand in such close quarters, owing to the exiguity of the shelter, that they perforce touched 

one another. Which contact was the occasion that they gathered somewhat more courage to 

disclose their love; and so it was that Pietro began on this wise:—"Now would to God that this 

hail might never cease, that so I might stay here for ever!" "And well content were I," returned 

the damsel. And by and by their hands met, not without a tender pressure, and then they fell to 

embracing and so to kissing one another, while the hail continued. And not to dwell on every 

detail, the sky was not clear before they had known the last degree of love's felicity, and had 

taken thought how they might secretly enjoy one another in the future. The cottage being close to 

the city gate, they hied them thither, as soon as the storm was overpast, and having there awaited 

the lady, returned home with her. Nor, using all discretion, did they fail thereafter to meet from 

time to time in secret, to their no small solace; and the affair went so far that the damsel 

conceived, whereby they were both not a little disconcerted; insomuch that the damsel employed 

many artifices to arrest the course of nature, but to no effect. Wherefore Pietro, being in fear of 

his life, saw nothing for it but flight, and told her so. Whereupon:—"If thou leave me," quoth 

she, "I shall certainly kill myself." Much as he loved her, Pietro answered:—"Nay but, my lady, 

wherefore wouldst thou have me tarry here? Thy pregnancy will discover our offence: thou wilt 

be readily forgiven; but 'twill be my woeful lot to bear the penalty of thy sin and mine." "Pietro," 

returned the damsel, "too well will they wot of my offence, but be sure that, if thou confess not, 

none will ever wot of thine." Then quoth he:—"Since thou givest me this promise, I will stay; 

but mind thou keep it." 

The damsel, who had done her best to keep her condition secret, saw at length by the increase 

of her bulk that 'twas impossible: wherefore one day most piteously bewailing herself, she made 

her avowal to her mother, and besought her to shield her from the consequences. Distressed 

beyond measure, the lady chid her severely, and then asked her how it had come to pass. The 

damsel, to screen Pietro, invented a story by which she put another complexion on the affair. The 

lady believed her, and, that her fall might not be discovered, took her off to one of their estates; 

where, the time of her delivery being come, and she, as women do in such a case, crying out for 

pain, it so befell that Messer Amerigo, whom the lady expected not, as indeed he was scarce ever 

wont, to come there, did so, having been out a hawking, and passing by the chamber where the 

damsel lay, marvelled to hear her cries, and forthwith entered, and asked what it meant. On sight 

of whom the lady rose and sorrowfully gave him her daughter's version of what had befallen her. 



But he, less credulous than his wife, averred that it could not be true that she knew not by whom 

she was pregnant, and was minded to know the whole truth: let the damsel confess and she might 

regain his favour; otherwise she must expect no mercy and prepare for death. 

The lady did all she could to induce her husband to rest satisfied with what she had told him; 

but all to no purpose. Mad with rage, he rushed, drawn sword in hand, to his daughter's bedside 

(she, pending the parley, having given birth to a boy) and cried out:—"Declare whose this infant 

is, or forthwith thou diest." Overcome by fear of death, the damsel broke her promise to Pietro, 

and made a clean breast of all that had passed between him and her. Whereat the knight, grown 

fell with rage, could scarce refrain from slaying her. However, having given vent to his wrath in 

such words as it dictated, he remounted his horse and rode to Trapani, and there before one 

Messer Currado, the King's lieutenant, laid information of the wrong done him by Pietro, in 

consequence whereof Pietro, who suspected nothing, was forthwith taken, and being put to the 

torture, confessed all. Some days later the lieutenant sentenced him to be scourged through the 

city, and then hanged by the neck; and Messer Amerigo, being minded that one and the same 

hour should rid the earth of the two lovers and their son (for to have compassed Pietro's death 

was not enough to appease his wrath), mingled poison and wine in a goblet, and gave it to one of 

his servants with a drawn sword, saying:—"Get thee with this gear to Violante, and tell her from 

me to make instant choice of one of these two deaths, either the poison or the steel; else, I will 

have her burned, as she deserves, in view of all the citizens; which done, thou wilt take the boy 

that she bore a few days ago, and beat his brains out against the wall, and cast his body for a prey 

to the dogs." 

Hearing the remorseless doom thus passed by the angry father upon both his daughter and his 

grandson, the servant, prompt to do evil rather than good, hied him thence. 

Now, as Pietro in execution of his sentence was being scourged to the gallows by the serjeants, 

'twas so ordered by the leaders of the band that he passed by an inn, where were three noblemen 

of Armenia, sent by the king of that country as ambassadors to Rome, to treat with the Pope of 

matters of the highest importance, touching a crusade that was to be; who, having there alighted 

to rest and recreate them for some days, had received not a few tokens of honour from the nobles 

of Trapani, and most of all from Messer Amerigo. Hearing the tramp of Pietro's escort, they 

came to a window to see what was toward; and one of them, an aged man, and of great authority, 

Fineo by name, looking hard at Pietro, who was stripped from the waist up, and had his hands 

bound behind his back, espied on his breast a great spot of scarlet, not laid on by art, but wrought 

in the skin by operation of Nature, being such as the ladies here call a rose. Which he no sooner 

saw, than he was reminded of a son that had been stolen from him by corsairs on the coast of 

Lazistan some fifteen years before, nor had he since been able to hear tidings of him; and 

guessing the age of the poor wretch that was being scourged, he set it down as about what his 



son's would be, were he living, and, what with the mark and the age, he began to suspect that 

'twas even his son, and bethought him that, if so, he would scarce as yet have forgotten his name 

or the speech of Armenia. Wherefore, as he was within earshot he called to him:—"Teodoro!" At 

the word Pietro raised his head: whereupon Fineo, speaking in Armenian, asked him:—"Whence 

and whose son art thou?" The serjeants, that were leading him, paused in deference to the great 

man, and so Pietro answered:—"Of Armenia was I, son of one Fineo, brought hither by folk I 

wot not of, when I was but a little child." Then Fineo, witting that in very truth 'twas the boy that 

he had lost, came down with his companions, weeping; and, all the serjeants making way, he ran 

to him, and embraced him, and doffing a mantle of richest texture that he wore, he prayed the 

captain of the band to be pleased to tarry there until he should receive orders to go forward, and 

was answered by the captain that he would willingly so wait. 

Fineo already knew, for 'twas bruited everywhere, the cause for which Pietro was being led to 

the gallows; wherefore he straightway hied him with his companions and their retinue to Messer 

Currado, and said to him:—"Sir, this lad, whom you are sending to the gallows like a slave, is 

freeborn, and my son, and is ready to take to wife her whom, as 'tis said, he has deflowered; so 

please you, therefore, delay the execution until such time as it may be understood whether she be 

minded to have him for husband, lest, should she be so minded, you be found to have broken the 

law." Messer Currado marvelled to hear that Pietro was Fineo's son, and not without shame, 

albeit 'twas not his but Fortune's fault, confessed that 'twas even as Fineo said: and having caused 

Pietro to be taken home with all speed, and Messer Amerigo to be brought before him, told him 

the whole matter. Messer Amerigo, who supposed that by this time his daughter and grandson 

must be dead, was the saddest man in the world to think that 'twas by his deed, witting that, were 

the damsel still alive, all might very easily be set right: however, he sent post haste to his 

daughter's abode, revoking his orders, if they were not yet carried out. The servant, whom he had 

earlier despatched, had laid the sword and poison before the damsel, and, for that she was in no 

hurry to make her choice, was giving her foul words, and endeavouring to constrain her thereto, 

when the messenger arrived; but on hearing the injunction laid upon him by his lord, he desisted, 

and went back, and told him how things stood. Whereupon Messer Amerigo, much relieved, hied 

him to Fineo, and well-nigh weeping, and excusing himself for what had befallen, as best he 

knew how, craved his pardon, and professed himself well content to give Teodoro, so he were 

minded to have her, his daughter to wife. Fineo readily accepted his excuses, and made 

answer:—"'Tis my will that my son espouse your daughter, and, so he will not, let thy sentence 

passed upon him be carried out." 

So Fineo and Messer Amerigo being agreed, while Teodoro still languished in fear of death, 

albeit he was glad at heart to have found his father, they questioned him of his will in regard of 

this matter. 



When he heard that, if he would, he might have Violante to wife, Teodoro's delight was such 

that he seemed to leap from hell to paradise, and said that, if 'twas agreeable to them all, he 

should deem it the greatest of favours. So they sent to the damsel to learn her pleasure: who, 

having heard how it had fared, and was now like to fare, with Teodoro, albeit, saddest of women, 

she looked for nought but death, began at length to give some credence to their words, and to 

recover heart a little, and answered that, were she to follow the bent of her desire, nought that 

could happen would delight her more than to be Teodoro's wife; but nevertheless she would do 

as her father bade her. 

So, all agreeing, the damsel was espoused with all pomp and festal cheer, to the boundless 

delight of all the citizens, and was comforted, and nurtured her little boy, and in no long time 

waxed more beautiful than ever before; and, her confinement being ended, she presented herself 

before Fineo, who was then about to quit Rome on his homeward journey, and did him such 

reverence as is due to a father. Fineo, mighty well pleased to have so fair a daughter-in-law, 

caused celebrate her nuptials most bravely and gaily, and received, and did ever thereafter 

entreat, her as his daughter. 

And so he took her, not many days after the festivities were ended, with his son and little 

grandson, aboard a galley, and brought them to Lazistan, and there thenceforth the two lovers 

dwelt with him in easeful and lifelong peace. 

  



NOVEL VIII. — Nastagio degli Onesti, loving a damsel of the Traversari family, by lavish 

expenditure gains not her love. At the instance of his kinsfolk he hies him to Chiassi, where he 

sees a knight hunt a damsel and slay her and cause her to be devoured by two dogs. He bids his 

kinsfolk and the lady that he loves to breakfast. During the meal the said damsel is torn in pieces 

before the eyes of the lady, who, fearing a like fate, takes Nastagio to husband. — 

Lauretta was no sooner silent than thus at the queen's behest began Filomena:—Sweet ladies, 

as in us pity has ever its meed of praise, even so Divine justice suffers not our cruelty to escape 

severe chastisement: the which that I may shew you, and thereby dispose you utterly to banish 

that passion from your souls, I am minded to tell you a story no less touching than delightsome. 

In Ravenna, that most ancient city of Romagna, there dwelt of yore noblemen and gentlemen 

not a few, among whom was a young man, Nastagio degli Onesti by name, who by the death of 

his father and one of his uncles inherited immense wealth. Being without a wife, Nastagio, as 'tis 

the way with young men, became enamoured of a daughter of Messer Paolo Traversaro, a 

damsel of much higher birth than his, whose love he hoped to win by gifts and the like modes of 

courting, which, albeit they were excellent and fair and commendable, not only availed him not, 

but seemed rather to have the contrary effect, so harsh and ruthless and unrelenting did the 

beloved damsel shew herself towards him; for whether it was her uncommon beauty or her noble 

lineage that puffed her up, so haughty and disdainful was she grown that pleasure she had none 

either in him or in aught that pleased him. The burden of which disdain Nastagio found so hard 

to bear, that many a time, when he had made his moan, he longed to make away with himself. 

However he refrained therefrom, and many a time resolved to give her up altogether, or, if so he 

might, to hold her in despite, as she did him: but 'twas all in vain, for it seemed as if, the more his 

hope dwindled, the greater grew his love. And, as thus he continued, loving and spending 

inordinately, certain of his kinsfolk and friends, being apprehensive lest he should waste both 

himself and his substance, did many a time counsel and beseech him to depart Ravenna, and go 

tarry for a time elsewhere, that so he might at once cool his flame and reduce his charges. For a 

long while Nastagio answered their admonitions with banter; but as they continued to ply him 

with them, he grew weary of saying no so often, and promised obedience. Whereupon he 

equipped himself as if for a journey to France or Spain, or other distant parts, got on horseback 

and sallied forth of Ravenna, accompanied by not a few of his friends, and being come to a place 

called Chiassi, about three miles from Ravenna, he halted, and having sent for tents and 

pavilions, told his companions that there he meant to stay, and they might go back to Ravenna. 

So Nastagio pitched his camp, and there commenced to live after as fine and lordly a fashion as 

did ever any man, bidding divers of his friends from time to time to breakfast or sup with him, as 

he had been wont to do. Now it so befell that about the beginning of May, the season being very 

fine, he fell a brooding on the cruelty of his mistress, and, that his meditations might be the less 

disturbed, he bade all his servants leave him, and sauntered slowly, wrapt in thought, as far as the 



pinewood. Which he had threaded for a good half-mile, when, the fifth hour of the day being 

well-nigh past, yet he recking neither of food nor of aught else, 'twas as if he heard a woman 

wailing exceedingly and uttering most piercing shrieks: whereat, the train of his sweet 

melancholy being broken, he raised his head to see what was toward, and wondered to find 

himself in the pinewood; and saw, moreover, before him running through a grove, close set with 

underwood and brambles, towards the place where he was, a damsel most comely, stark naked, 

her hair dishevelled, and her flesh all torn by the briers and brambles, who wept and cried 

piteously for mercy; and at her flanks he saw two mastiffs, exceeding great and fierce, that ran 

hard upon her track, and not seldom came up with her and bit her cruelly; and in the rear he saw, 

riding a black horse, a knight sadly accoutred, and very wrathful of mien, carrying a rapier in his 

hand, and with despiteful, blood-curdling words threatening her with death. Whereat he was at 

once amazed and appalled, and then filled with compassion for the hapless lady, whereof was 

bred a desire to deliver her, if so he might, from such anguish and peril of death. Wherefore, as 

he was unarmed, he ran and took in lieu of a cudgel a branch of a tree, with which he prepared to 

encounter the dogs and the knight. Which the knight observing, called to him before he was 

come to close quarters, saying:—"Hold off, Nastagio, leave the dogs and me alone to deal with 

this vile woman as she has deserved." And, even as he spoke, the dogs gripped the damsel so 

hard on either flank that they arrested her flight, and the knight, being come up, dismounted. 

Whom Nastagio approached, saying:—"I know not who thou art, that knowest me so well, but 

thus much I tell thee: 'tis a gross outrage for an armed knight to go about to kill a naked woman, 

and set his dogs upon her as if she were a wild beast: rest assured that I shall do all I can to 

protect her." Whereupon:—"Nastagio," replied the knight, "of the same city as thou was I, and 

thou wast yet a little lad when I, Messer Guido degli Anastagi by name, being far more 

enamoured of this damsel than thou art now of her of the Traversari, was by her haughtiness and 

cruelty brought to so woeful a pass that one day in a fit of despair I slew myself with this rapier 

which thou seest in my hand; for which cause I am condemned to the eternal pains. Nor was it 

long after my death that she, who exulted therein over measure, also died, and for that she 

repented her not of her cruelty and the joy she had of my sufferings, for which she took not 

blame to herself, but merit, was likewise condemned to the pains of hell. Nor had she sooner 

made her descent, than for her pain and mine 'twas ordained, that she should flee before me, and 

that I, who so loved her, should pursue her, not as my beloved lady, but as my mortal enemy, and 

so, as often as I come up with her, I slay her with this same rapier with which I slew myself, and 

having ripped her up by the back, I take out that hard and cold heart, to which neither love nor 

pity had ever access, and therewith her other inward parts, as thou shalt forthwith see, and cast 

them to these dogs to eat. And in no long time, as the just and mighty God decrees, she rises 

even as if she had not died, and recommences her dolorous flight, I and the dogs pursuing her. 

And it so falls out that every Friday about this hour I here come up with her, and slaughter her as 

thou shalt see; but ween not that we rest on other days; for there are other places in which I 



overtake her, places in which she used, or devised how she might use, me cruelly; on which 

wise, changed as thou seest from her lover into her foe, I am to pursue her for years as many as 

the months during which she shewed herself harsh to me. Wherefore leave me to execute the 

decree of the Divine justice, and presume not to oppose that which thou mayst not avail to 

withstand." 

Affrighted by the knight's words, insomuch that there was scarce a hair on his head but stood 

on end, Nastagio shrank back, still gazing on the hapless damsel, and waited all a tremble to see 

what the knight would do. Nor had he long to wait; for the knight, as soon as he had done 

speaking, sprang, rapier in hand, like a mad dog upon the damsel, who, kneeling, while the two 

mastiffs gripped her tightly, cried him mercy; but the knight, thrusting with all his force, struck 

her between the breasts, and ran her clean through the body. Thus stricken, the damsel fell 

forthwith prone on the ground sobbing and shrieking: whereupon the knight drew forth a knife, 

and having therewith opened her in the back, took out the heart and all the circumjacent parts, 

and threw them to the two mastiffs, who, being famished, forthwith devoured them. And in no 

long time the damsel, as if nought thereof had happened, started to her feet, and took to flight 

towards the sea, pursued, and ever and anon bitten, by the dogs, while the knight, having gotten 

him to horse again, followed them as before, rapier in hand; and so fast sped they that they were 

quickly lost to Nastagio's sight. 

Long time he stood musing on what he had seen, divided between pity and terror, and then it 

occurred to him that, as this passed every Friday, it might avail him not a little. So, having 

marked the place, he rejoined his servants, and in due time thereafter sent for some of his 

kinsfolk and friends, and said to them:—"'Tis now a long while that you urge me to give up 

loving this lady that is no friend to me, and therewith make an end of my extravagant way of 

living; and I am now ready so to do, provided you procure me one favour, to wit, that next Friday 

Messer Paolo Traversaro, and his wife and daughter, and all the ladies, their kinswomen, and as 

many other ladies as you may be pleased to bid, come hither to breakfast with me: when you will 

see for yourselves the reason why I so desire." A small matter this seemed to them; and so, on 

their return to Ravenna, they lost no time in conveying Nastagio's message to his intended 

guests: and, albeit she was hardly persuaded, yet in the end the damsel that Nastagio loved came 

with the rest. 

Nastagio caused a lordly breakfast to be prepared, and had the tables set under the pines about 

the place where he had witnessed the slaughter of the cruel lady; and in ranging the ladies and 

gentlemen at table he so ordered it, that the damsel whom he loved was placed opposite the spot 

where it should be enacted. The last course was just served, when the despairing cries of the 

hunted damsel became audible to all, to their no small amazement; and each asking, and none 

knowing, what it might import, up they all started intent to see what was toward; and perceived 



the suffering damsel, and the knight and the dogs, who in a trice were in their midst. They 

hollaed amain to dogs and knight, and not a few advanced to succour the damsel: but the words 

of the knight, which were such as he had used to Nastagio, caused them to fall back, terror-

stricken and lost in amazement. And when the knight proceeded to do as he had done before, all 

the ladies that were there, many of whom were of kin to the suffering damsel and to the knight, 

and called to mind his love and death, wept as bitterly as if 'twere their own case. 

When 'twas all over, and the lady and the knight had disappeared, the strange scene set those 

that witnessed it pondering many and divers matters: but among them all none was so appalled as 

the cruel damsel that Nastagio loved, who, having clearly seen and heard all that had passed, and 

being ware that it touched her more nearly than any other by reason of the harshness that she had 

ever shewn to Nastagio, seemed already to be fleeing from her angered lover, and to have the 

mastiffs on her flanks. And so great was her terror that, lest a like fate should befall her, she 

converted her aversion into affection, and as soon as occasion served, which was that very night, 

sent a trusty chambermaid privily to Nastagio with a request that he would be pleased to come to 

her, for that she was ready in all respects to pleasure him to the full. Nastagio made answer that 

he was greatly flattered, but that he was minded with her consent to have his pleasure of her in an 

honourable way, to wit, by marrying her. The damsel, who knew that none but herself was to 

blame that she was not already Nastagio's wife, made answer that she consented. Wherefore by 

her own mouth she acquainted her father and mother that she agreed to marry Nastagio; and, 

they heartily approving her choice, Nastagio wedded her on the ensuing Sunday, and lived 

happily with her many a year. Nor was it in her instance alone that this terror was productive of 

good: on the contrary, it so wrought among the ladies of Ravenna that they all became, and have 

ever since been, much more compliant with men's desires than they had been wont to be. 

  



NOVEL IX. — Federigo degli Alberighi loves and is not loved in return: he wastes his substance 

by lavishness until nought is left but a single falcon, which, his lady being come to see him at his 

house, he gives her to eat: she, knowing his case, changes her mind, takes him to husband and 

makes him rich. — 

So ended Filomena; and the queen, being ware that besides herself only Dioneo (by virtue of 

his privilege) was left to speak, said with gladsome mien:—'Tis now for me to take up my 

parable; which, dearest ladies, I will do with a story like in some degree to the foregoing, and 

that, not only that you may know how potent are your charms to sway the gentle heart, but that 

you may also learn how upon fitting occasions to make bestowal of your guerdons of your own 

accord, instead of always waiting for the guidance of Fortune, which most times, not wisely, but 

without rule or measure, scatters her gifts. 

You are then to know, that Coppo di Borghese Domenichi, a man that in our day was, and 

perchance still is, had in respect and great reverence in our city, being not only by reason of his 

noble lineage, but, and yet more, for manners and merit most illustrious and worthy of eternal 

renown, was in his old age not seldom wont to amuse himself by discoursing of things past with 

his neighbours and other folk; wherein he had not his match for accuracy and compass of 

memory and concinnity of speech. Among other good stories, he would tell, how that there was 

of yore in Florence a gallant named Federigo di Messer Filippo Alberighi, who for feats of arms 

and courtesy had not his peer in Tuscany; who, as is the common lot of gentlemen, became 

enamoured of a lady named Monna Giovanna, who in her day held rank among the fairest and 

most elegant ladies of Florence; to gain whose love he jousted, tilted, gave entertainments, 

scattered largess, and in short set no bounds to his expenditure. However the lady, no less 

virtuous than fair, cared not a jot for what he did for her sake, nor yet for him. 

Spending thus greatly beyond his means, and making nothing, Federigo could hardly fail to 

come to lack, and was at length reduced to such poverty that he had nothing left but a little 

estate, on the rents of which he lived very straitly, and a single falcon, the best in the world. The 

estate was at Campi, and thither, deeming it no longer possible for him to live in the city as he 

desired, he repaired, more in love than ever before; and there, in complete seclusion, diverting 

himself with hawking, he bore his poverty as patiently as he might. 

Now, Federigo being thus reduced to extreme poverty, it so happened that one day Monna 

Giovanna's husband, who was very rich, fell ill, and, seeing that he was nearing his end, made 

his will, whereby he left his estate to his son, who was now growing up, and in the event of his 

death without lawful heir named Monna Giovanna, whom he dearly loved, heir in his stead; and 

having made these dispositions he died. 



Monna Giovanna, being thus left a widow, did as our ladies are wont, and repaired in the 

summer to one of her estates in the country which lay very near to that of Federigo. And so it 

befell that the urchin began to make friends with Federigo, and to shew a fondness for hawks and 

dogs, and having seen Federigo's falcon fly not a few times, took a singular fancy to him, and 

greatly longed to have him for his own, but still did not dare to ask him of Federigo, knowing 

that Federigo prized him so much. So the matter stood when by chance the boy fell sick; 

whereby the mother was sore distressed, for he was her only son, and she loved him as much as 

might be, insomuch that all day long she was beside him, and ceased not to comfort him, and 

again and again asked him if there were aught that he wished for, imploring him to say the word, 

and, if it might by any means be had, she would assuredly do her utmost to procure it for him. 

Thus repeatedly exhorted, the boy said:—"Mother mine, do but get me Federigo's falcon, and I 

doubt not I shall soon be well." Whereupon the lady was silent a while, bethinking her what she 

should do. She knew that Federigo had long loved her, and had never had so much as a single 

kind look from her: wherefore she said to herself:—How can I send or go to beg of him this 

falcon, which by what I hear is the best that ever flew, and moreover is his sole comfort? And 

how could I be so unfeeling as to seek to deprive a gentleman of the one solace that is now left 

him? And so, albeit she very well knew that she might have the falcon for the asking, she was 

perplexed, and knew not what to say, and gave her son no answer. At length, however, the love 

she bore the boy carried the day, and she made up her mind, for his contentment, come what 

might, not to send, but to go herself and fetch him the falcon. So:—"Be of good cheer, my son," 

she said, "and doubt not thou wilt soon be well; for I promise thee that the very first thing that I 

shall do tomorrow morning will be to go and fetch thee the falcon." Whereat the child was so 

pleased that he began to mend that very day. 

On the morrow the lady, as if for pleasure, hied her with another lady to Federigo's little 

house, and asked to see him. 'Twas still, as for some days past, no weather for hawking, and 

Federigo was in his garden, busy about some small matters which needed to be set right there. 

When he heard that Monna Giovanna was at the door, asking to see him, he was not a little 

surprised and pleased, and hied him to her with all speed. As soon as she saw him, she came 

forward to meet him with womanly grace, and having received his respectful salutation, said to 

him:—"Good morrow, Federigo," and continued:—"I am come to requite thee for what thou hast 

lost by loving me more than thou shouldst: which compensation is this, that I and this lady that 

accompanies me will breakfast with thee without ceremony this morning." "Madam," Federigo 

replied with all humility, "I mind not ever to have lost aught by loving you, but rather to have 

been so much profited that, if I ever deserved well in aught, 'twas to your merit that I owed it, 

and to the love that I bore you. And of a surety had I still as much to spend as I have spent in the 

past, I should not prize it so much as this visit you so frankly pay me, come as you are to one 

who can afford you but a sorry sort of hospitality." Which said, with some confusion, he bade 



her welcome to his house, and then led her into his garden, where, having none else to present to 

her by way of companion, he said:—"Madam, as there is none other here, this good woman, wife 

of this husbandman, will bear you company, while I go to have the table set." Now, albeit his 

poverty was extreme, yet he had not known as yet how sore was the need to which his 

extravagance had reduced him; but this morning 'twas brought home to him, for that he could 

find nought wherewith to do honour to the lady, for love of whom he had done the honours of his 

house to men without number: wherefore, distressed beyond measure, and inwardly cursing his 

evil fortune, he sped hither and thither like one beside himself, but never a coin found he, nor yet 

aught to pledge. Meanwhile it grew late, and sorely he longed that the lady might not leave his 

house altogether unhonoured, and yet to crave help of his own husbandman was more than his 

pride could brook. In these desperate straits his glance happened to fall on his brave falcon on his 

perch in his little parlour. And so, as a last resource, he took him, and finding him plump, 

deemed that he would make a dish meet for such a lady. Wherefore, without thinking twice about 

it, he wrung the bird's neck, and caused his maid forthwith pluck him and set him on a spit, and 

roast him carefully; and having still some spotless table linen, he had the table laid therewith, and 

with a cheerful countenance hied him back to his lady in the garden, and told her that such 

breakfast as he could give her was ready. So the lady and her companion rose and came to table, 

and there, with Federigo, who waited on them most faithfully, ate the brave falcon, knowing not 

what they ate. 

When they were risen from table, and had dallied a while in gay converse with him, the lady 

deemed it time to tell the reason of her visit: wherefore, graciously addressing Federigo, thus 

began she:—"Federigo, by what thou rememberest of thy past life and my virtue, which, 

perchance, thou hast deemed harshness and cruelty, I doubt not thou must marvel at my 

presumption, when thou hearest the main purpose of my visit; but if thou hadst sons, or hadst had 

them, so that thou mightest know the full force of the love that is borne them, I should make no 

doubt that thou wouldst hold me in part excused. Nor, having a son, may I, for that thou hast 

none, claim exemption from the laws to which all other mothers are subject, and, being thus 

bound to own their sway, I must, though fain were I not, and though 'tis neither meet nor right, 

crave of thee that which I know thou dost of all things and with justice prize most highly, seeing 

that this extremity of thy adverse fortune has left thee nought else wherewith to delight, divert 

and console thee; which gift is no other than thy falcon, on which my boy has so set his heart 

that, if I bring him it not, I fear lest he grow so much worse of the malady that he has, that 

thereby it may come to pass that I lose him. And so, not for the love which thou dost bear me, 

and which may nowise bind thee, but for that nobleness of temper, whereof in courtesy more 

conspicuously than in aught else thou hast given proof, I implore thee that thou be pleased to 

give me the bird, that thereby I may say that I have kept my son alive, and thus made him for aye 

thy debtor." 



No sooner had Federigo apprehended what the lady wanted, than, for grief that 'twas not in his 

power to serve her, because he had given her the falcon to eat, he fell a weeping in her presence, 

before he could so much as utter a word. At first the lady supposed that 'twas only because he 

was loath to part with the brave falcon that he wept, and as good as made up her mind that he 

would refuse her: however, she awaited with patience Federigo's answer, which was on this 

wise:—"Madam, since it pleased God that I should set my affections upon you there have been 

matters not a few, in which to my sorrow I have deemed Fortune adverse to me; but they have all 

been trifles in comparison of the trick that she now plays me: the which I shall never forgive her, 

seeing that you are come here to my poor house, where, while I was rich, you deigned not to 

come, and ask a trifling favour of me, which she has put it out of my power to grant: how 'tis so, 

I will briefly tell you. When I learned that you, of your grace, were minded to breakfast with me, 

having respect to your high dignity and desert, I deemed it due and seemly that in your honour I 

should regale you, to the best of my power, with fare of a more excellent quality than is 

commonly set before others; and, calling to mind the falcon which you now ask of me, and his 

excellence, I judged him meet food for you, and so you have had him roasted on the trencher this 

morning; and well indeed I thought I had bestowed him; but, as now I see that you would fain 

have had him in another guise, so mortified am I that I am not able to serve you, that I doubt I 

shall never know peace of mind more." In witness whereof he had the feathers and feet and beak 

of the bird brought in and laid before her. 

The first thing the lady did, when she had heard Federigo's story, and seen the relics of the 

bird, was to chide him that he had killed so fine a falcon to furnish a woman with a breakfast; 

after which the magnanimity of her host, which poverty had been and was powerless to impair, 

elicited no small share of inward commendation. Then, frustrate of her hope of possessing the 

falcon, and doubting of her son's recovery, she took her leave with the heaviest of hearts, and 

hied her back to the boy: who, whether for fretting, that he might not have the falcon, or by the 

unaided energy of his disorder, departed this life not many days after, to the exceeding great grief 

of his mother. For a while she would do nought but weep and bitterly bewail herself; but being 

still young, and left very wealthy, she was often urged by her brothers to marry again, and 

though she would rather have not done so, yet being importuned, and remembering Federigo's 

high desert, and the magnificent generosity with which he had finally killed his falcon to do her 

honour, she said to her brothers:—"Gladly, with your consent, would I remain a widow, but if 

you will not be satisfied except I take a husband, rest assured that none other will I ever take save 

Federigo degli Alberighi." Whereupon her brothers derided her, saying:—"Foolish woman, what 

is't thou sayst? How shouldst thou want Federigo, who has not a thing in the world?" To whom 

she answered:—"My brothers, well wot I that 'tis as you say; but I had rather have a man without 

wealth than wealth without a man." The brothers, perceiving that her mind was made up, and 

knowing Federigo for a good man and true, poor though he was, gave her to him with all her 



wealth. And so Federigo, being mated with such a wife, and one that he had so much loved, and 

being very wealthy to boot, lived happily, keeping more exact accounts, to the end of his days. 

  



NOVEL X. — Pietro di Vinciolo goes from home to sup: his wife brings a boy into the house to 

bear her company: Pietro returns, and she hides her gallant under a hen-coop: Pietro explains 

that in the house of Ercolano, with whom he was to have supped, there was discovered a young 

man bestowed there by Ercolano's wife: the lady thereupon censures Ercolano's wife: but 

unluckily an ass treads on the fingers of the boy that is hidden under the hen-coop, so that he 

cries for pain: Pietro runs to the place, sees him, and apprehends the trick played on him by his 

wife, which nevertheless he finally condones, for that he is not himself free from blame. — 

When the queen had done speaking, and all had praised God that He had worthily rewarded 

Federigo, Dioneo, who never waited to be bidden, thus began:—I know not whether I am to term 

it a vice accidental and superinduced by bad habits in us mortals, or whether it be a fault seated 

in nature, that we are more prone to laugh at things dishonourable than at good deeds, and that 

more especially when they concern not ourselves. However, as the sole scope of all my efforts 

has been and still shall be to dispel your melancholy, and in lieu thereof to minister to you 

laughter and jollity; therefore, enamoured my damsels, albeit the ensuing story is not altogether 

free from matter that is scarce seemly, yet, as it may afford you pleasure, I shall not fail to relate 

it; premonishing you my hearers, that you take it with the like discretion as when, going into 

your gardens, you stretch forth your delicate hands and cull the roses, leaving the thorns alone: 

which, being interpreted, means that you will leave the caitiff husband to abide in sorry plight 

with his dishonour, and will gaily laugh at the amorous wiles or his wife, and commiserate her 

unfortunate gallant, when occasion requires. 

'Tis no great while since there dwelt at Perugia a rich man named Pietro di Vinciolo, who 

rather, perchance, to blind others and mitigate the evil repute in which he was held by the 

citizens of Perugia, than for any desire to wed, took a wife: and such being his motive, Fortune 

provided him with just such a spouse as he merited. For the wife of his choice was a stout, red-

haired young woman, and so hot-blooded that two husbands would have been more to her mind 

than one, whereas one fell to her lot that gave her only a subordinate place in his regard. Which 

she perceiving, while she knew herself to be fair and lusty, and felt herself to be gamesome and 

fit, waxed very wroth, and now and again had high words with her husband, and led but a sorry 

life with him at most times. Then, seeing that thereby she was more like to fret herself than to 

dispose her husband to conduct less base, she said to herself:—This poor creature deserts me to 

go walk in pattens in the dry; wherefore it shall go hard but I will bring another aboard the ship 

for the wet weather. I married him, and brought him a great and goodly dowry, knowing that he 

was a man, and supposing him to have the desires which men have and ought to have; and had I 

not deemed him to be a man, I should never have married him. He knew me to be a woman: why 

then took he me to wife, if women were not to his mind? 'Tis not to be endured. Had I not been 

minded to live in the world, I had become a nun; and being minded there to live, as I am, if I am 

to wait until I have pleasure or solace of him, I shall wait perchance until I am old; and then, too 



late, I shall bethink me to my sorrow that I have wasted my youth; and as to the way in which I 

should seek its proper solace I need no better teacher and guide than him, who finds his delight 

where I should find mine, and finds it to his own condemnation, whereas in me 'twere 

commendable. 'Tis but the laws that I shall set at nought, whereas he sets both them and Nature 

herself at nought. 

So the good lady reasoned, and peradventure more than once; and then, casting about how she 

might privily compass her end, she made friends with an old beldam, that shewed as a veritable 

Santa Verdiana, foster-mother of vipers, who was ever to be seen going to pardonings with a 

parcel of paternosters in her hand, and talked of nothing but the lives of the holy Fathers, and the 

wounds of St. Francis, and was generally reputed a saint; to whom in due time she opened her 

whole mind. "My daughter," replied the beldam, "God, who knows all things, knows that thou 

wilt do very rightly indeed: were it for no other reason, 'twould be meet for thee and every other 

young woman so to do, that the heyday of youth be not wasted; for there is no grief like that of 

knowing that it has been wasted. And what the devil are we women fit for when we are old 

except to pore over the cinders on the hearth? The which if any know, and may attest it, 'tis I, 

who, now that I am old, call to mind the time that I let slip from me, not without most sore and 

bitter and fruitless regret: and albeit 'twas not all wasted, for I would not have thee think that I 

was entirely without sense, yet I did not make the best use of it: whereof when I bethink me, and 

that I am now, even as thou seest me, such a hag that never a spark of fire may I hope to get from 

any, God knows how I rue it. Now with men 'tis otherwise: they are born meet for a thousand 

uses, not for this alone; and the more part of them are of much greater consequence in old age 

than in youth: but women are fit for nought but this, and 'tis but for that they bear children that 

they are cherished. Whereof, if not otherwise, thou mayst assure thyself, if thou do but consider 

that we are ever ready for it; which is not the case with men; besides which, one woman will tire 

out many men without being herself tired out. Seeing then that 'tis for this we are born, I tell thee 

again that thou wilt do very rightly to give thy husband thy loaf for his cake, that in thy old age 

thy soul may have no cause of complaint against thy flesh. Every one has just as much of this life 

as he appropriates: and this is especially true of women, whom therefore it behoves, much more 

than men, to seize the moment as it flies: indeed, as thou mayst see for thyself, when we grow 

old neither husband, nor any other man will spare us a glance; but, on the contrary, they banish 

us to the kitchen, there to tell stories to the cat, and to count the pots and pans; or, worse, they 

make rhymes about us:—'To the damsel dainty bits; to the beldam ague-fits;' and such-like 

catches. But to make no more words about it, I tell thee at once that there is no person in the 

world to whom thou couldst open thy mind with more advantage than to me; for there is no 

gentleman so fine but I dare speak my mind to him, nor any so harsh and forbidding but I know 

well how to soften him and fashion him to my will. Tell me only what thou wouldst have, and 

leave the rest to me: but one word more: I pray thee to have me in kindly remembrance, for that I 



am poor; and thou shalt henceforth go shares with me in all my indulgences and every 

paternoster that I say, that God may make thereof light and tapers for thy dead:" wherewith she 

ended. 

So the lady came to an understanding with the beldam, that, as soon as she set eyes on a boy 

that often came along that street, and of whom the lady gave her a particular description, she 

would know what she was to do: and thereupon the lady gave her a chunk of salt meat, and bade 

her God-speed. The beldam before long smuggled into the lady's chamber the boy of whom she 

had spoken, and not long after another, such being the humour of the lady, who, standing in 

perpetual dread of her husband, was disposed, in this particular, to make the most of her 

opportunities. And one of these days, her husband being to sup in the evening with a friend 

named Ercolano, the lady bade the beldam bring her a boy as pretty and dainty as was to be 

found in Perugia; and so the beldam forthwith did. But the lady and the boy being set at table to 

sup, lo, Pietro's voice was heard at the door, bidding open to him. Whereupon the lady gave 

herself up for dead; but being fain, if she might, to screen the boy, and knowing not where else to 

convey or conceal him, bestowed him under a hen-coop that stood in a veranda hard by the 

chamber in which they were supping, and threw over it a sorry mattress that she had that day 

emptied of its straw; which done she hastened to open the door to her husband; saying to him as 

he entered:—"You have gulped your supper mighty quickly to-night." Whereto Pietro replied:—

"We have not so much as tasted it." "How so?" enquired the lady. "I will tell thee," said Pietro. 

"No sooner were we set at table, Ercolano, his wife, and I, than we heard a sneeze close to us, to 

which, though 'twas repeated, we paid no heed; but as the sneezer continued to sneeze a third, a 

fourth, a fifth, and many another time to boot, we all began to wonder, and Ercolano, who was 

somewhat out of humour with his wife, because she had kept us a long time at the door before 

she opened it, burst out in a sort of rage with:—'What means this? Who is't that thus sneezes?' 

and made off to a stair hard by, beneath which and close to its foot was a wooden closet, of the 

sort which, when folk are furnishing their houses, they commonly cause to be placed there, to 

stow things in upon occasion. And as it seemed to him that the sneezing proceeded thence, he 

undid the wicket, and no sooner had he opened it than out flew never so strong a stench of 

brimstone; albeit we had already been saluted by a whiff of it, and complained thereof, but had 

been put off by the lady with:—''Tis but that a while ago I bleached my veils with brimstone, 

having sprinkled it on a dish, that they might catch its fumes, which dish I then placed under the 

stair, so that it still smells a little.' 

"However the door being now, as I have said, open, and the smoke somewhat less dense, 

Ercolano, peering in, espied the fellow that had sneezed, and who still kept sneezing, being 

thereto constrained by the pungency of the brimstone. And for all he sneezed, yet was he by this 

time so well-nigh choked with the brimstone that he was like neither to sneeze nor to do aught 

else again. As soon as he caught sight of him, Ercolano bawled out:—'Now see I, Madam, why it 



was that a while ago, when we came here, we were kept waiting so long at the gate before 'twas 

opened; but woe betide me for the rest of my days, if I pay you not out.' Whereupon the lady, 

perceiving that her offence was discovered, ventured no excuse, but fled from the table, whither I 

know not. Ercolano, ignoring his wife's flight, bade the sneezer again and again to come forth; 

but he, being by this time fairly spent, budged not an inch for aught that Ercolano said. 

Wherefore Ercolano caught him by one of his feet, and dragged him forth, and ran off for a knife 

with intent to kill him; but I, standing in fear of the Signory on my own account, got up and 

would not suffer him to kill the fellow or do him any hurt, and for his better protection raised the 

alarm, whereby some of the neighbours came up and took the lad, more dead than alive, and bore 

him off, I know not whither. However, our supper being thus rudely interrupted, not only have 

not gulped it, but I have not so much as tasted it, as I said before!" 

Her husband's story shewed his wife that there were other ladies as knowing as she, albeit 

misfortune might sometimes overtake them and gladly would she have spoken out in defence of 

Ercolano's wife, but, thinking that, by censuring another's sin, she would secure more scope for 

her own, she launched out on this wise:—"Fine doings indeed, a right virtuous and saintly lady 

she must be: here is the loyalty of an honest woman, and one to whom I had lief have confessed, 

so spiritual I deemed her; and the worst of it is that, being no longer young, she sets a rare 

example to those that are so. Curses on the hour that she came into the world: curses upon her 

that she make not away with herself, basest, most faithless of women that she must needs be, the 

reproach of her sex, the opprobrium of all the ladies of this city, to cast aside all regard for her 

honour, her marriage vow, her reputation before the world, and, lost to all sense of shame, to 

scruple not to bring disgrace upon a man so worthy, a citizen so honourable, a husband by whom 

she was so well treated, ay, and upon herself to boot! By my hope of salvation no mercy should 

be shewn to such women; they should pay the penalty with their lives; to the fire with them while 

they yet live, and let them be burned to ashes." Then, calling to mind the lover that she had close 

at hand in the hen-coop, she fell to coaxing Pietro to get him to bed, for the hour grew late. 

Pietro, who was more set on eating than sleeping, only asked whether there was aught he might 

have by way of supper. "Supper, forsooth!" replied the lady. "Ay, of course 'tis our way to make 

much of supper when thou art not at home. As if I were Ercolano's wife! Now, wherefore tarry 

longer? Go, get thy night's rest: 'twere far better for thee." 

Now so it was that some of Pietro's husbandmen had come to the house that evening with 

divers things from the farm, and had put up their asses in a stable that adjoined the veranda, but 

had neglected to water them; and one of the asses being exceeding thirsty, got his head out of the 

halter and broke loose from the stable, and went about nosing everything, if haply he might come 

by water: whereby he came upon the hen-coop, beneath which was the boy; who, being 

constrained to stand on all fours, had the fingers of one hand somewhat protruding from under 

the hen-coop; and so as luck or rather ill-luck would have it, the ass trod on them; whereat, being 



sorely hurt, he set up a great howling, much to the surprise of Pietro, who perceived that 'twas 

within his house. So forth he came, and hearing the boy still moaning and groaning, for the ass 

still kept his hoof hard down on the fingers, called out:—"Who is there?" and ran to the hen-coop 

and raised it, and espied the fellow, who, besides the pain that the crushing of his fingers by the 

ass's hoof occasioned him, trembled in every limb for fear that Pietro should do him a mischief. 

He was one that Pietro had long been after for his foul purposes: so Pietro, recognizing him, 

asked him:—"What dost thou here?" The boy making no answer, save to beseech him for the 

love of God to do him no hurt, Pietro continued:—"Get up, have no fear that I shall hurt thee; but 

tell me:—How, and for what cause comest thou to be here?" The boy then confessed everything. 

Whereupon Pietro, as elated by the discovery as his wife was distressed, took him by the hand; 

and led him into the room where the lady in the extremity of terror awaited him; and, having 

seated himself directly in front of her, said:—"'Twas but a moment ago that thou didst curse 

Ercolano's wife, and averred that she ought to be burned, and that she was the reproach of your 

sex: why saidst thou not, of thyself? Or, if thou wast not minded to accuse thyself, how hadst 

thou the effrontery to censure her, knowing that thou hadst done even as she? Verily 'twas for no 

other reason than that ye are all fashioned thus, and study to cover your own misdeeds with the 

delinquencies of others: would that fire might fall from heaven and burn you all, brood of 

iniquity that ye are!" 

The lady, marking that in the first flush of his wrath he had given her nothing worse than hard 

words, and discerning, as she thought, that he was secretly overjoyed to hold so beautiful a boy 

by the hand, took heart of grace and said:—"I doubt not indeed that thou wouldst be well pleased 

that fire should fall from heaven and devour us all, seeing that thou art as fond of us as a dog is 

of the stick, though by the Holy Rood thou wilt be disappointed; but I would fain have a little 

argument with thee, to know whereof thou complainest. Well indeed were it with me, didst thou 

but place me on an equality with Ercolano's wife, who is an old sanctimonious hypocrite, and has 

of him all that she wants, and is cherished by him as a wife should be: but that is not my case. 

For, granted that thou givest me garments and shoes to my mind, thou knowest how otherwise ill 

bested I am, and how long it is since last thou didst lie with me; and far liefer had I go barefoot 

and in rags, and have thy benevolence abed, than have all that I have, and be treated as thou dost 

treat me. Understand me, Pietro, be reasonable; consider that I am a woman like other women, 

with the like craving; whereof if thou deny me the gratification, 'tis no blame to me that I seek it 

elsewhere; and at least I do thee so much honour as not forgather with stable-boys or scurvy 

knaves." 

Pietro perceived that she was like to continue in this vein the whole night: wherefore, 

indifferent as he was to her, he said:—"Now, Madam, no more of this; in the matter of which 

thou speakest I will content thee; but of thy great courtesy let us have something to eat by way of 

supper; for, methinks, the boy, as well as I, has not yet supped." "Ay, true enough," said the lady, 



"he has not supped; for we were but just sitting down to table to sup, when, beshrew thee, thou 

madest thy appearance." "Go then," said Pietro, "get us some supper; and by and by I will 

arrange this affair in such a way that thou shalt have no more cause of complaint." The lady, 

perceiving that her husband was now tranquil, rose, and soon had the table laid again and spread 

with the supper which she had ready; and so they made a jolly meal of it, the caitiff husband, the 

lady and the boy. What after supper Pietro devised for their mutual satisfaction has slipped from 

my memory. But so much as this I know, that on the morrow as he wended his way to the piazza, 

the boy would have been puzzled to say, whether of the twain, the wife or the husband, had had 

the most of his company during the night. But this I would say to you, dear my ladies, that whoso 

gives you tit, why, just give him tat; and if you cannot do it at once, why, bear it in mind until 

you can, that even as the ass gives, so he may receive. 

Dioneo's story, whereat the ladies laughed the less for shamefastness rather than for disrelish, 

being ended, the queen, taking note that the term of her sovereignty was come, rose to her feet, 

and took off the laurel wreath and set it graciously upon Elisa's head, saying:—"Madam, 'tis now 

your turn to bear sway." The dignity accepted, Elisa followed in all respects the example of her 

predecessors: she first conferred with the seneschal, and directed him how meetly to order all 

things during the time of her sovereignty; which done to the satisfaction of the company:—

"Ofttimes," quoth she, "have we heard how with bright sallies, and ready retorts, and sudden 

devices, not a few have known how to repugn with apt checks the bites of others, or to avert 

imminent perils; and because 'tis an excellent argument, and may be profitable, I ordain that to-

morrow, God helping us, the following be the rule of our discourse; to wit, that it be of such as 

by some sprightly sally have repulsed an attack, or by some ready retort or device have avoided 

loss, peril or scorn." The rule being heartily approved by all, the queen rose and dismissed them 

till supper-time. So the honourable company, seeing the queen risen, rose all likewise, and as 

their wont was, betook them to their diversions as to each seemed best. But when the cicalas had 

hushed their chirping, all were mustered again for supper; and having blithely feasted, they all 

addressed them to song and dance. And the queen, while Emilia led a dance, called for a song 

from Dioneo, who at once came out with:—'Monna Aldruda, come perk up thy mood, a piece of 

glad tidings I bring thee.' Whereat all the ladies fell a laughing, and most of all the queen, who 

bade him give them no more of that, but sing another. Quoth Dioneo:—"Madam, had I a tabret, I 

would sing:—'Up with your smock, Monna Lapa!' or:—'Oh! the greensward under the olive!' Or 

perchance you had liefer I should give you:—'Woe is me, the wave of the sea!' But no tabret 

have I: wherefore choose which of these others you will have. Perchance you would like:—'Now 

hie thee to us forth, that so it may be cut, as May the fields about.'" "No," returned the queen, 

"give us another." "Then," said Dioneo, "I will sing:—'Monna Simona, embarrel, embarrel. Why, 

'tis not the month of October.'"(1) "Now a plague upon thee," said the queen, with a laugh; "give 

us a proper song, wilt thou? for we will have none of these." "Never fear, Madam," replied 



Dioneo; "only say which you prefer. I have more than a thousand songs by heart. Perhaps you 

would like:—'This my little covert, make I ne'er it overt'; or:—'Gently, gently, husband mine'; 

or:—'A hundred pounds were none too high a price for me a cock to buy.'" The queen now 

shewed some offence, though the other ladies laughed, and:—"A truce to thy jesting, Dioneo," 

said she, "and give us a proper song: else thou mayst prove the quality of my ire." Whereupon 

Dioneo forthwith ceased his fooling, and sang on this wise:— 

So ravishing a light 

  Doth from the fair eyes of my mistress move 

  As keeps me slave to her and thee, O Love. 

A beam from those bright orbs did radiate 

  That flame that through mine own eyes to my breast 

  Did whilom entrance gain. 

  Thy majesty, O Love, thy might, how great 

  They be, 'twas her fair face did manifest: 

  Whereon to brood still fain, 

  I felt thee take and chain 

  Each sense, my soul enthralling on such wise 

  That she alone henceforth evokes my sighs. 

Wherefore, O dear my Lord, myself I own 

  Thy slave, and, all obedience, wait and yearn, 

  Till thy might me console. 

  Yet wot I not if it be throughly known 

  How noble is the flame wherewith I burn, 

  My loyalty how whole 

  To her that doth control 

  Ev'n in such sort my mind that shall I none, 

  Nor would I, peace receive, save hers alone. 

And so I pray thee, sweet my Lord, that thou 

  Give her to feel thy fire, and shew her plain 

  How grievous my disease. 

  This service deign to render; for that now 

  Thou seest me waste for love, and in the pain 

  Dissolve me by degrees: 

  And then the apt moment seize 



  My cause to plead with her, as is but due 

  From thee to me, who fain with thee would sue. 

When Dioneo's silence shewed that his song was ended, the queen accorded it no stinted meed 

of praise; after which she caused not a few other songs to be sung. Thus passed some part of the 

night; and then the queen, taking note that its freshness had vanquished the heat of the day, bade 

all go rest them, if they would, till the morning. 

(1) The song is evidently amoebean. 

— Endeth here the fifth day of the Decameron, beginneth the sixth, wherein, under the rule of 

Elisa, discourse is had of such as by some sprightly sally have repulsed an attack, or by some 

ready retort or device have avoided loss, peril or scorn. — 

  



SIXTH DAY 

Still in mid heaven, the moon had lost her radiance, nor was any part of our world unillumined 

by the fresh splendour of the dawn, when, the queen being risen and having mustered her 

company, they hied them, gently sauntering, across the dewy mead some distance from the 

beautiful hill, conversing now of this, now of the other matter, canvassing the stories, their 

greater or less degree of beauty, and laughing afresh at divers of their incidents, until, the sun 

being now in his higher ascendant, they began to feel his heat, and turning back by common 

consent, retraced their steps to the palace, where, the tables being already set, and fragrant herbs 

and fair flowers strewn all about, they by the queen's command, before it should grow hotter, 

addressed themselves to their meal. So, having blithely breakfasted, they first of all sang some 

dainty and jocund ditties, and then, as they were severally minded, composed them to sleep or sat 

them down to chess or dice, while Dioneo and Lauretta fell a singing of Troilus and Cressida. 

The hour of session being come, they took their places, at the queen's summons, in their 

wonted order by the fountain; but, when the queen was about to call for the first story, that 

happened which had not happened before; to wit, there being a great uproar in the kitchen among 

the maids and men, the sound thereof reached the ears of the queen and all the company. 

Whereupon the queen called the seneschal and asked him who bawled so loud, and what was the 

occasion of the uproar. The seneschal made answer that 'twas some contention between Licisca 

and Tindaro; but the occasion he knew not, having but just come to quiet them, when he received 

her summons. The queen then bade him cause Licisca and Tindaro to come thither forthwith: so 

they came, and the queen enquired of them the cause of the uproar. Tindaro was about to make 

answer, when Licisca, who was somewhat advanced in years, and disposed to give herself airs, 

and heated to the strife of words, turned to Tindaro, and scowling upon him said:—"Unmannerly 

varlet that makest bold to speak before me; leave me to tell the story." Then, turning to the 

queen, she said:—"Madam, this fellow would fain instruct me as to Sicofante's wife, and—

neither more or less—as if I had not known her well—would have me believe that, the first night 

that Sicofante lay with her, 'twas by force and not without effusion of blood that Master Yard 

made his way into Dusky Hill; which I deny, averring that he met with no resistance, but, on the 

contrary, with a hearty welcome on the part of the garrison. And such a numskull is he as fondly 

to believe that the girls are so simple as to let slip their opportunities, while they wait on the 

caprice of father or brothers, who six times out of seven delay to marry them for three or four 

years after they should. Ay, ay indeed, doubtless they were well advised to tarry so long! Christ's 

faith! I should know the truth of what I swear; there is never a woman in my neighbourhood 

whose husband had her virginity; and well I know how many and what manner of tricks our 

married dames play their husbands; and yet this booby would fain teach me to know women as if 

I were but born yesterday." 



While Licisca thus spoke, the ladies laughed till all their teeth were ready to start from their 

heads. Six times at least the queen bade her be silent: but all in vain; she halted not till she had 

said all that she had a mind to. When she had done, the queen turned with a smile to Dioneo 

saying:—"This is a question for thee to deal with, Dioneo; so hold thyself in readiness to give 

final judgment upon it, when our stories are ended." "Madam," replied Dioneo forthwith, "I give 

judgment without more ado: I say that Licisca is in the right; I believe that 'tis even as she says, 

and that Tindaro is a fool." Whereupon Licisca burst out laughing, and turning to Tindaro:—

"Now did I not tell thee so?" quoth she. "Begone in God's name: dost think to know more than I, 

thou that art but a sucking babe? Thank God, I have not lived for nothing, not I." And had not the 

queen sternly bade her be silent, and make no more disturbance, unless she had a mind to be 

whipped, and sent both her and Tindaro back to the kitchen, the whole day would have been 

spent in nought but listening to her. So Licisca and Tindaro having withdrawn, the queen 

charged Filomena to tell the first story: and gaily thus Filomena began. 

  



NOVEL I. — A knight offers to carry Madonna Oretta a horseback with a story, but tells it so ill 

that she prays him to dismount her. — 

As stars are set for an ornament in the serene expanse of heaven, and likewise in springtime 

flowers and leafy shrubs in the green meadows, so, damsels, in the hour of rare and excellent 

discourse, is wit with its bright sallies. Which, being brief, are much more proper for ladies than 

for men, seeing that prolixity of speech, where brevity is possible, is much less allowable to 

them. But for whatever cause, be it the sorry quality of our understanding, or some especial 

enmity that heaven bears to our generation, few ladies or none are left to-day that, when occasion 

prompts, are able to meet it with apt speech, ay, or if aught of the kind they hear, can understand 

it aright: to our common shame be it spoken! But as, touching this matter, enough has already 

been said by Pampinea,(1) I purpose not to enlarge thereon; but, that you may know what 

excellence resides in speech apt for the occasion, I am minded to tell you after how courteous a 

fashion a lady imposed silence upon a gentleman. 

'Tis no long time since there dwelt in our city a lady, noble, debonair and of excellent 

discourse, whom not a few of you may have seen or heard of, whose name—for such high 

qualities merit not oblivion—was Madonna Oretta, her husband being Messer Geri Spina. Now 

this lady, happening to be, as we are, in the country, moving from place to place for pleasure 

with a company of ladies and gentlemen, whom she had entertained the day before at breakfast at 

her house, and the place of their next sojourn, whither they were to go afoot, being some 

considerable distance off, one of the gentlemen of the company said to her:—"Madonna Oretta, 

so please you, I will carry you great part of the way a horseback with one of the finest stories in 

the world." "Indeed, Sir," replied the lady, "I pray you do so; and I shall deem it the greatest of 

favours." Whereupon the gentleman, who perhaps was no better master of his weapon than of his 

story, began a tale, which in itself was indeed excellent, but which, by repeating the same word 

three, four or six times, and now and again harking back, and saying:—"I said not well"; and 

erring not seldom in the names, setting one in place of another, he utterly spoiled; besides which, 

his mode of delivery accorded very ill with the character of the persons and incidents: insomuch 

that Madonna Oretta, as she listened, did oft sweat, and was like to faint, as if she were ill and at 

the point of death. And being at length able to bear no more of it, witting that the gentleman had 

got into a mess and was not like to get out of it, she said pleasantly to him:—"Sir, this horse of 

yours trots too hard; I pray you be pleased to set me down." The gentleman, being perchance 

more quick of apprehension than he was skilful in narration, missed not the meaning of her sally, 

and took it in all good and gay humour. So, leaving unfinished the tale which he had begun, and 

so mishandled, he addressed himself to tell her other stories. 

(1) Cf. First Day, Novel X. 

  



NOVEL II. — Cisti, a baker, by an apt speech gives Messer Geri Spina to know that he has by 

inadvertence asked that of him which he should not. — 

All the ladies and the men alike having greatly commended Madonna Oretta's apt saying, the 

queen bade Pampinea follow suit, and thus she began:— 

Fair ladies, I cannot myself determine whether Nature or Fortune be the more at fault, the one 

in furnishing a noble soul with a vile body, or the other in allotting a base occupation to a body 

endowed with a noble soul, whereof we may have seen an example, among others, in our fellow-

citizen, Cisti; whom, furnished though he was with a most lofty soul, Fortune made a baker. And 

verily I should curse Nature and Fortune alike, did I not know that Nature is most discreet, and 

that Fortune, albeit the foolish imagine her blind, has a thousand eyes. For 'tis, I suppose, that, 

being wise above a little, they do as mortals ofttimes do, who, being uncertain as to their future, 

provide against contingencies by burying their most precious treasures in the basest places in 

their houses, as being the least likely to be suspected; whence, in the hour of their greatest need, 

they bring them forth, the base place having kept them more safe than the dainty chamber would 

have done. And so these two arbitresses of the world not seldom hide their most precious 

commodities in the obscurity of the crafts that are reputed most base, that thence being brought 

to light they may shine with a brighter splendour. Whereof how in a trifling matter Cisti, the 

baker, gave proof, restoring the eyes of the mind to Messer Geri Spina, whom the story of his 

wife, Madonna Oretta, has brought to my recollection, I am minded to shew you in a narrative 

which shall be of the briefest. 

I say then that Pope Boniface, with whom Messer Geri Spina stood very high in favour and 

honour, having sent divers of his courtiers to Florence as ambassadors to treat of certain matters 

of great moment, and they being lodged in Messer Geri's house, where he treated with them of 

the said affairs of the Pope, 'twas, for some reason or another, the wont of Messer Geri and the 

ambassadors of the Pope to pass almost every morning by Santa Maria Ughi, where Cisti, the 

baker, had his bakehouse, and plied his craft in person. Now, albeit Fortune had allotted him a 

very humble occupation, she had nevertheless prospered him therein to such a degree that he was 

grown most wealthy, and without ever aspiring to change it for another, lived in most 

magnificent style, having among his other good things a cellar of the best wines, white and red, 

that were to be found in Florence, or the country parts; and marking Messer Geri and the 

ambassadors of the Pope pass every morning by his door, he bethought him that, as 'twas very 

hot, 'twould be a very courteous thing to give them to drink of his good wine; but comparing his 

rank with that of Messer Geri, he deemed it unseemly to presume to invite him, and cast about 

how he might lead Messer Geri to invite himself. So, wearing always the whitest of doublets and 

a spotless apron, that denoted rather the miller, than the baker, he let bring, every morning about 

the hour that he expected Messer Geri and the ambassadors to pass by his door, a spick-and-span 



bucket of fresh and cool spring water, and a small Bolognese flagon of his good white wine, and 

two beakers that shone like silver, so bright were they: and there down he sat him, as they came 

by, and after hawking once or twice, fell a drinking his wine with such gusto that 'twould have 

raised a thirst in a corpse. Which Messer Geri having observed on two successive mornings, said 

on the third:—"What is't, Cisti? Is't good?" Whereupon Cisti jumped up, and answered:—"Ay, 

Sir, good it is; but in what degree I might by no means make you understand, unless you tasted 

it." Messer Geri, in whom either the heat of the weather, or unwonted fatigue, or, perchance, the 

gusto with which he had seen Cisti drink, had bred a thirst, turned to the ambassadors and said 

with a smile:—"Gentlemen, 'twere well to test the quality of this worthy man's wine: it may be 

such that we shall not repent us." And so in a body they came up to where Cisti stood; who, 

having caused a goodly bench to be brought out of the bakehouse, bade them be seated, and to 

their servants, who were now coming forward to wash the beakers, said:—"Stand back, 

comrades, and leave this office to me, for I know as well how to serve wine as to bake bread; and 

expect not to taste a drop yourselves." Which said, he washed four fine new beakers with his 

own hands, and having sent for a small flagon of his good wine, he heedfully filled the beakers, 

and presented them to Messer Geri and his companions; who deemed the wine the best that they 

had drunk for a great while. So Messer Geri, having praised the wine not a little, came there to 

drink every morning with the ambassadors as long as they tarried with him. 

Now when the ambassadors had received their conge, and were about to depart, Messer Geri 

gave a grand banquet, to which he bade some of the most honourable of the citizens, and also 

Cisti, who could by no means be induced to come. However, Messer Geri bade one of his 

servants go fetch a flask of Cisti's wine, and serve half a beaker thereof to each guest at the first 

course. The servant, somewhat offended, perhaps, that he had not been suffered to taste any of 

the wine, took with him a large flask, which Cisti no sooner saw, than:—"Son," quoth he, 

"Messer Geri does not send thee to me": and often as the servant affirmed that he did, he could 

get no other answer: wherewith he was fain at last to return to Messer Geri. "Go, get thee back, 

said Messer Geri, and tell him that I do send thee to him, and if he answers thee so again, ask 

him, to whom then I send thee." So the servant came back, and said:—"Cisti, Messer Geri does, 

for sure, send me to thee." "Son," answered Cisti, "Messer Geri does, for sure, not send thee to 

me." "To whom then," said the servant, "does he send me?" "To Arno," returned Cisti. Which 

being reported by the servant to Messer Geri, the eyes of his mind were straightway opened, 

and:—"Let me see," quoth he to the servant, "what flask it is thou takest there." And when he 

had seen it:—"Cisti says sooth," he added; and having sharply chidden him, he caused him take 

with him a suitable flask, which when Cisti saw:—"Now know I," quoth he, "that 'tis indeed 

Messer Geri that sends thee to me," and blithely filled it. And having replenished the rundlet that 

same day with wine of the same quality, he had it carried with due care to Messer Geri's house, 

and followed after himself; where finding Messer Geri he said:—"I would not have you think, 



Sir, that I was appalled by the great flask your servant brought me this morning; 'twas but that I 

thought you had forgotten that which by my little beakers I gave you to understand, when you 

were with me of late; to wit, that this is no table wine; and so wished this morning to refresh your 

memory. Now, however, being minded to keep the wine no longer, I have sent you all I have of 

it, to be henceforth entirely at your disposal." Messer Geri set great store by Cisti's gift, and 

thanked him accordingly, and ever made much of him and entreated him as his friend. 

  



NOVEL III. — Monna Nonna de' Pulci by a ready retort silences the scarce seemly jesting of the 

Bishop of Florence. — 

Pampinea's story ended, and praise not a little bestowed on Cisti alike for his apt speech and 

for his handsome present, the queen was pleased to call forthwith for a story from Lauretta, who 

blithely thus began:— 

Debonair my ladies, the excellency of wit, and our lack thereof, have been noted with no small 

truth first by Pampinea and after her by Filomena. To which topic 'twere bootless to return: 

wherefore to that which has been said touching the nature of wit I purpose but to add one word, 

to remind you that its bite should be as a sheep's bite and not as a dog's; for if it bite like a dog, 

'tis no longer wit but discourtesy. With which maxim the words of Madonna Oretta, and the apt 

reply of Cisti, accorded excellently. True indeed it is that if 'tis by way of retort, and one that has 

received a dog's bite gives the biter a like bite in return, it does not seem to be reprehensible, as 

otherwise it would have been. Wherefore one must consider how and when and on whom and 

likewise where one exercises one's wit. By ill observing which matters one of our prelates did 

once upon a time receive no less shrewd a bite than he gave; as I will shew you in a short story. 

While Messer Antonio d'Orso, a prelate both worthy and wise, was Bishop of Florence, there 

came thither a Catalan gentleman, Messer Dego della Ratta by name, being King Ruberto's 

marshal. Now Dego being very goodly of person, and inordinately fond of women, it so befell 

that of the ladies of Florence she that he regarded with especial favour was the very beautiful 

niece of a brother of the said bishop. And having learned that her husband, though of good 

family, was but a caitiff, and avaricious in the last degree, he struck a bargain with him that he 

should lie one night with the lady for five hundred florins of gold: whereupon he had the same 

number of popolins(1) of silver, which were then current, gilded, and having lain with the lady, 

albeit against her will, gave them to her husband. Which coming to be generally known, the 

caitiff husband was left with the loss and the laugh against him; and the bishop, like a wise man, 

feigned to know nought of the affair. And so the bishop and the marshal being much together, it 

befell that on St. John's day, as they rode side by side down the street whence they start to run 

the palio,(2) and took note of the ladies, the bishop espied a young gentlewoman, whom this 

present pestilence has reft from us, Monna Nonna de' Pulci by name, a cousin of Messer Alesso 

Rinucci, whom you all must know; whom, for that she was lusty and fair, and of excellent 

discourse and a good courage, and but just settled with her husband in Porta San Piero, the 

bishop presented to the marshal; and then, being close beside her, he laid his hand on the 

marshal's shoulder and said to her:—"Nonna, what thinkest thou of this gentleman? That thou 

mightst make a conquest of him?" Which words the lady resented as a jibe at her honour, and 

like to tarnish it in the eyes of those, who were not a few, in whose hearing they were spoken. 

Wherefore without bestowing a thought upon the vindication of her honour, but being minded to 



return blow for blow, she retorted hastily:—"Perchance, Sir, he might not make a conquest of 

me; but if he did so, I should want good money." The answer stung both the marshal and the 

bishop to the quick, the one as contriver of the scurvy trick played upon the bishop's brother in 

regard of his niece, the other as thereby outraged in the person of his brother's niece; insomuch 

that they dared not look one another in the face, but took themselves off in shame and silence, 

and said never a word more to her that day. 

In such a case, then, the lady having received a bite, 'twas allowable in her wittily to return it. 

(1) A coin of the same size and design as the fiorino d'oro, but worth only two soldi. 

(2) A sort of horse-race still in vogue at Siena. 

  



NOVEL IV. — Chichibio, cook to Currado Gianfigliazzi, owes his safety to a ready answer, 

whereby he converts Currado's wrath into laughter, and evades the evil fate with which Currado 

had threatened him. — 

Lauretta being now silent, all lauded Nonna to the skies; after which 

Neifile received the queen's command to follow suit, and thus began:— 

Albeit, loving ladies, ready wit not seldom ministers words apt and excellent and congruous 

with the circumstances of the speakers, 'tis also true that Fortune at times comes to the aid of the 

timid, and unexpectedly sets words upon the tongue, which in a quiet hour the speaker could 

never have found for himself: the which 'tis my purpose to shew you by my story. 

Currado Gianfigliazzi, as the eyes and ears of each of you may bear witness, has ever been a 

noble citizen of our city, open-handed and magnificent, and one that lived as a gentleman should 

with hounds and hawks, in which, to say nothing at present of more important matters, he found 

unfailing delight. Now, having one day hard by Peretola despatched a crane with one of his 

falcons, finding it young and plump, he sent it to his excellent cook, a Venetian, Chichibio by 

name, bidding him roast it for supper and make a dainty dish of it. Chichibio, who looked, as he 

was, a very green-head, had dressed the crane, and set it to the fire and was cooking it carefully, 

when, the bird being all but roasted, and the fumes of the cooking very strong, it so chanced that 

a girl, Brunetta by name, that lived in the same street, and of whom Chichibio was greatly 

enamoured, came into the kitchen, and perceiving the smell and seeing the bird, began coaxing 

Chichibio to give her a thigh. By way of answer Chichibio fell a singing:—"You get it not from 

me, Madam Brunetta, you get it not from me." Whereat Madam Brunetta was offended, and said 

to him:—"By God, if thou givest it me not, thou shalt never have aught from me to pleasure 

thee." In short there was not a little altercation; and in the end Chichibio, fain not to vex his 

mistress, cut off one of the crane's thighs, and gave it to her. So the bird was set before Currado 

and some strangers that he had at table with him, and Currado, observing that it had but one 

thigh, was surprised, and sent for Chichibio, and demanded of him what was become of the 

missing thigh. Whereto the mendacious Venetian answered readily:—"The crane, Sir, has but 

one thigh and one leg." "What the devil?" rejoined Currado in a rage: "so the crane has but one 

thigh and one leg? thinkst thou I never saw crane before this?" But Chichibio continued:—"'Tis 

even so as I say, Sir; and, so please you, I will shew you that so it is in the living bird." Currado 

had too much respect for his guests to pursue the topic; he only said:—"Since thou promisest to 

shew me in the living bird what I have never seen or heard tell of, I bid thee do so to-morrow, 

and I shall be satisfied, but if thou fail, I swear to thee by the body of Christ that I will serve thee 

so that thou shalt ruefully remember my name for the rest of thy days." 

No more was said of the matter that evening, but on the morrow, at daybreak, Currado, who 

had by no means slept off his wrath, got up still swelling therewith, and ordered his horses, 



mounted Chichibio on a hackney, and saying to him:—"We shall soon see which of us lied 

yesternight, thou or I," set off with him for a place where there was much water, beside which 

there were always cranes to be seen about dawn. Chichibio, observing that Currado's ire was 

unabated, and knowing not how to bolster up his lie, rode by Currado's side in a state of the 

utmost trepidation, and would gladly, had he been able, have taken to flight; but, as he might not, 

he glanced, now ahead, now aback, now aside, and saw everywhere nought but cranes standing 

on two feet. However, as they approached the river, the very first thing they saw upon the bank 

was a round dozen of cranes standing each and all on one foot, as is their wont, when asleep. 

Which Chichibio presently pointed out to Currado, saying:—"Now may you see well enough, 

Sir, that 'tis true as I said yesternight, that the crane has but one thigh and one leg; mark but how 

they stand over there." Whereupon Currado:—"Wait," quoth he, "and I will shew thee that they 

have each thighs and legs twain." So, having drawn a little nigher to them, he ejaculated, "Oho!" 

Which caused the cranes to bring each the other foot to the ground, and, after hopping a step or 

two, to take to flight. Currado then turned to Chichibio, saying:—"How now, rogue? art satisfied 

that the bird has thighs and legs twain?" Whereto Chichibio, all but beside himself with fear, 

made answer:—"Ay, Sir; but you cried not, oho! to our crane of yestereve: had you done so, it 

would have popped its other thigh and foot forth, as these have done." Which answer Currado so 

much relished, that, all his wrath changed to jollity and laughter:—"Chichibio," quoth he, "thou 

art right, indeed I ought to have so done." 

Thus did Chichibio by his ready and jocund retort arrest impending evil, and make his peace 

with his master. 

  



NOVEL V. — Messer Forese da Rabatta and Master Giotto, the painter, journeying together 

from Mugello, deride one another's scurvy appearance. — 

Neifile being silent, and the ladies having made very merry over Chichibio's retort, Pamfilo at 

the queen's command thus spoke:—Dearest ladies, if Fortune, as Pampinea has shewn us, does 

sometimes bide treasures most rich of native worth in the obscurity of base occupations, so in 

like manner 'tis not seldom found that Nature has enshrined prodigies of wit in the most ignoble 

of human forms. Whereof a notable example is afforded by two of our citizens, of whom I 

purpose for a brief while to discourse. The one, Messer Forese da Rabatta by name, was short 

and deformed of person and withal flat-cheeked and flat-nosed, insomuch that never a 

Baroncio(1) had a visage so misshapen but his would have shewed as hideous beside it; yet so 

conversant was this man with the laws, that by not a few of those well able to form an opinion he 

was reputed a veritable storehouse of civil jurisprudence. The other, whose name was Giotto, 

was of so excellent a wit that, let Nature, mother of all, operant ever by continual revolution of 

the heavens, fashion what she would, he with his style and pen and pencil would depict its like 

on such wise that it shewed not as its like, but rather as the thing itself, insomuch that the visual 

sense of men did often err in regard thereof, mistaking for real that which was but painted. 

Wherefore, having brought back to light that art which had for many ages lain buried beneath the 

blunders of those who painted rather to delight the eyes of the ignorant than to satisfy the 

intelligence of the wise, he may deservedly be called one of the lights that compose the glory of 

Florence, and the more so, the more lowly was the spirit in which he won that glory, who, albeit 

he was, while he yet lived, the master of others, yet did ever refuse to be called their master. And 

this title that he rejected adorned him with a lustre the more splendid in proportion to the avidity 

with which it was usurped by those who were less knowing than he, or were his pupils. But for 

all the exceeding greatness of his art, yet in no particular had he the advantage of Messer Forese 

either in form or in feature. But to come to the story:—'Twas in Mugello that Messer Forese, as 

likewise Giotto, had his country-seat, whence returning from a sojourn that he had made there 

during the summer vacation of the courts, and being, as it chanced, mounted on a poor jade of a 

draught horse, he fell in with the said Giotto, who was also on his way back to Florence after a 

like sojourn on his own estate, and was neither better mounted, nor in any other wise better 

equipped, than Messer Forese. And so, being both old men, they jogged on together at a slow 

pace: and being surprised by a sudden shower, such as we frequently see fall in summer, they 

presently sought shelter in the house of a husbandman that was known to each of them, and was 

their friend. But after a while, as the rain gave no sign of ceasing, and they had a mind to be at 

Florence that same day, they borrowed of the husbandman two old cloaks of Romagnole cloth, 

and two hats much the worse for age (there being no better to be had), and resumed their journey. 

Whereon they had not proceeded far, when, taking note that they were soaked through and 

through, and liberally splashed with the mud cast up by their nags' hooves (circumstances which 

are not of a kind to add to one's dignity), they, after long silence, the sky beginning to brighten a 



little, began to converse. And Messer Forese, as he rode and hearkened to Giotto, who was an 

excellent talker, surveyed him sideways, and from head to foot, and all over, and seeing him in 

all points in so sorry and scurvy a trim, and recking nought of his own appearance, broke into a 

laugh and said:—"Giotto, would e'er a stranger that met us, and had not seen thee before, 

believe, thinkst thou, that thou wert, as thou art, the greatest painter in the world." Whereto 

Giotto answered promptly:—"Methinks, Sir, he might, if, scanning you, he gave you credit for 

knowing the A B C." Which hearing, Messer Forese recognized his error, and perceived that he 

had gotten as good as he brought. 

(1) The name of a Florentine family famous for the extraordinary ugliness of its men: whereby 

it came to pass that any grotesque or extremely ugly man was called a Baroncio. Fanfani, Vocab. 

della Lingua Italiana, 1891. 

  



NOVEL VI. — Michele Scalza proves to certain young men that the Baronci are the best 

gentlemen in the world and the Maremma, and wins a supper. — 

The ladies were still laughing over Giotto's ready retort, when the queen charged Fiammetta to 

follow suit; wherefore thus Fiammetta began:—Pamfilo's mention of the Baronci, who to you, 

Damsels, are perchance not so well known as to him, has brought to my mind a story in which 

'tis shewn how great is their nobility; and, for that it involves no deviation from our rule of 

discourse, I am minded to tell it you. 

'Tis no long time since there dwelt in our city a young man, Michele Scalza by name, the 

pleasantest and merriest fellow in the world, and the best furnished with quaint stories: for which 

reason the Florentine youth set great store on having him with them when they forgathered in 

company. Now it so befell that one day, he being with a party of them at Mont' Ughi, they fell a 

disputing together on this wise; to wit, who were the best gentlemen and of the longest descent in 

Florence. One said, the Uberti, another, the Lamberti, or some other family, according to the 

predilection of the speaker. Whereat Scalza began to smile, and said:—"Now out upon you, out 

upon you, blockheads that ye are: ye know not what ye say. The best gentlemen and of longest 

descent in all the world and the Maremma (let alone Florence) are the Baronci by the common 

consent of all phisopholers,(1) and all that know them as I do; and lest you should otherwise 

conceive me, I say that 'tis of your neighbours the Baronci(2) of Santa Maria Maggiore that I 

speak." Whereupon the young men, who had looked for somewhat else from him, said 

derisively:—"Thou dost but jest with us; as if we did not know the Baronci as well as thou!" 

Quoth Scalza:—"By the Gospels I jest not, but speak sooth; and if there is any of you will wager 

a supper to be given to the winner and six good fellows whom he shall choose, I will gladly do 

the like, and—what is more—I will abide by the decision of such one of you as you may 

choose." Then said one of them whose name was Neri Mannini:—"I am ready to adventure this 

supper;" and so they agreed together that Piero di Fiorentino, in whose house they were, should 

be judge, and hied them to him followed by all the rest, eager to see Scalza lose, and triumph in 

his discomfiture, and told Piero all that had been said. Piero, who was a young man of sound 

sense, heard what Neri had to say; and then turning to Scalza:—"And how," quoth he, "mayst 

thou make good what thou averrest?" "I will demonstrate it," returned Scalza, "by reasoning so 

cogent that not only you, but he that denies it shall acknowledge that I say sooth. You know, and 

so they were saying but now, that the longer men's descent, the better is their gentility, and I say 

that the Baronci are of longer descent, and thus better gentlemen than any other men. If, then, I 

prove to you that they are of longer descent than any other men, without a doubt the victory in 

this dispute will rest with me. Now you must know that when God made the Baronci, He was but 

a novice in His art, of which, when He made the rest of mankind, He was already master. And to 

assure yourself that herein I say sooth, you have but to consider the Baronci, how they differ 

from the rest of mankind, who all have faces well composed and duly proportioned, whereas of 



the Baronci you will see one with a face very long and narrow, another with a face inordinately 

broad, one with a very long nose, another with a short one, one with a protruding and upturned 

chin, and great jaws like an ass's; and again there will be one that has one eye larger than its 

fellow, or set on a lower plane; so that their faces resemble those that children make when they 

begin to learn to draw. Whereby, as I said, 'tis plainly manifest that, when God made them, He 

was but novice in His art; and so they are of longer descent than the rest of mankind, and by 

consequence better gentlemen." By which entertaining argument Piero, the judge, and Neri who 

had wagered the supper, and all the rest, calling to mind the Baronci's ugliness, were so tickled, 

that they fell a laughing, and averred that Scalza was in the right, and that he had won the wager, 

and that without a doubt the Baronci were the best gentlemen, and of the longest descent, not 

merely in Florence, but in the world and the Maremma to boot. Wherefore 'twas not without 

reason that Pamfilo, being minded to declare Messer Forese's ill-favouredness, said that he 

would have been hideous beside a Baroncio. 

(1) In the Italian fisofoli: an evidently intentional distortion. 

(2) Villani, Istorie Fiorentine, iv. cap. ix., and Dante, Paradiso, xvi. 104, spell the name 

Barucci. 

  



NOVEL VII. — Madonna Filippa, being found by her husband with her lover, is cited before the 

court, and by a ready and jocund answer acquits herself, and brings about an alteration of the 

statute. — 

Fiammetta had been silent some time, but Scalza's novel argument to prove the pre-eminent 

nobility of the Baronci kept all still laughing, when the queen called for a story from Filostrato, 

who thus began:—Noble ladies, an excellent thing is apt speech on all occasions, but to be 

proficient therein I deem then most excellent when the occasion does most imperatively demand 

it. As was the case with a gentlewoman, of whom I purpose to speak to you, who not only 

ministered gaiety and merriment to her hearers, but extricated herself, as you shall hear, from the 

toils of an ignominious death. 

There was aforetime in the city of Prato a statute no less censurable than harsh, which, making 

no distinction between the wife whom her husband took in adultery with her lover, and the 

woman found pleasuring a stranger for money, condemned both alike to be burned. While this 

statute was in force, it befell that a gentlewoman, fair and beyond measure enamoured, Madonna 

Filippa by name, was by her husband, Rinaldo de' Pugliesi, found in her own chamber one night 

in the arms of Lazzarino de' Guazzagliotri, a handsome young noble of the same city, whom she 

loved even as herself. Whereat Rinaldo, very wroth, scarce refrained from falling upon them and 

killing them on the spot; and indeed, but that he doubted how he should afterwards fare himself, 

he had given way to the vehemence of his anger, and so done. Nor, though he so far mastered 

himself, could he forbear recourse to the statute, thereby to compass that which he might not 

otherwise lawfully compass, to wit, the death of his lady. Wherefore, having all the evidence 

needful to prove her guilt, he took no further counsel; but, as soon as 'twas day, he charged the 

lady and had her summoned. Like most ladies that are veritably enamoured, the lady was of a 

high courage; and, though not a few of her friends and kinsfolk sought to dissuade her, she 

resolved to appear to the summons, having liefer die bravely confessing the truth than basely flee 

and for defiance of the law live in exile, and shew herself unworthy of such a lover as had had 

her in his arms that night. And so, attended by many ladies and gentlemen, who all exhorted her 

to deny the charge, she came before the Podesta, and with a composed air and unfaltering voice 

asked whereof he would interrogate her. The Podesta, surveying her, and taking note of her 

extraordinary beauty, and exquisite manners, and the high courage that her words evinced, was 

touched with compassion for her, fearing she might make some admission, by reason whereof, to 

save his honour, he must needs do her to death. But still, as he could not refrain from examining 

her of that which was laid to her charge, he said:—"Madam, here, as you see, is your husband, 

Rinaldo, who prefers a charge against you, alleging that he has taken you in adultery, and so he 

demands that, pursuant to a statute which is in force here, I punish you with death: but this I may 

not do, except you confess; wherefore be very careful what you answer, and tell me if what your 

husband alleges against you be true." The lady, no wise dismayed, and in a tone not a little 



jocund, thus made answer:—"True it is, Sir, that Rinaldo is my husband, and that last night he 

found me in the arms of Lazzarino, in whose arms for the whole-hearted love that I bear him I 

have ofttimes lain; nor shall I ever deny it; but, as well I wot you know, the laws ought to be 

common and enacted with the common consent of all that they affect; which conditions are 

wanting to this law, inasmuch as it binds only us poor women, in whom to be liberal is much less 

reprehensible than it were in men; and furthermore the consent of no woman was—I say not had, 

but—so much as asked before 'twas made; for which reasons it justly deserves to be called a bad 

law. However, if in scathe of my body and your own soul, you are minded to put it in force, 'tis 

your affair; but, I pray you, go not on to try this matter in any wise, until you have granted me 

this trifling grace, to wit, to ask my husband if I ever gainsaid him, but did not rather accord him, 

when and so often as he craved it, complete enjoyment of myself." Whereto Rinaldo, without 

awaiting the Podesta's question, forthwith answered, that assuredly the lady had ever granted him 

all that he had asked of her for his gratification. "Then," promptly continued the lady, "if he has 

ever had of me as much as sufficed for his solace, what was I or am I to do with the surplus? Am 

I to cast it to the dogs? Is it not much better to bestow it on a gentleman that loves me more 

dearly than himself, than to suffer it to come to nought or worse?" Which jocund question being 

heard by well-nigh all the folk of Prato, who had flocked thither all agog to see a dame so fair 

and of such quality on her trial for such an offence, they laughed loud and long, and then all with 

one accord, and as with one voice, exclaimed that the lady was in the right and said well; nor left 

they the court until in concert with the Podesta they had so altered the harsh statute as that 

thenceforth only such women as should wrong their husbands for money should be within its 

purview. 

Wherefore Rinaldo left the court, discomfited of his foolish enterprise; and the lady blithe and 

free, as if rendered back to life from the burning, went home triumphant. 

  



NOVEL VIII. — Fresco admonishes his niece not to look at herself in the glass, if 'tis, as she 

says, grievous to her to see nasty folk. — 

'Twas not at first without some flutterings of shame, evinced by the modest blush mantling on 

their cheeks, that the ladies heard Filostrato's story; but afterwards, exchanging glances, they 

could scarce forbear to laugh, and hearkened tittering. However, when he had done, the queen 

turning to Emilia bade her follow suit. Whereupon Emilia, fetching a deep breath as if she were 

roused from sleep, thus began:—Loving ladies, brooding thought has kept my spirit for so long 

time remote from here that perchance I may make a shift to satisfy our queen with a much 

shorter story than would have been forthcoming but for my absence of mind, wherein I purpose 

to tell you how a young woman's folly was corrected by her uncle with a pleasant jest, had she 

but had the sense to apprehend it. My story, then, is of one, Fresco da Celatico by name, that had 

a niece, Ciesca, as she was playfully called, who, being fair of face and person, albeit she had 

none of those angelical charms that we ofttimes see, had so superlative a conceit of herself, that 

she had contracted a habit of disparaging both men and women and all that she saw, entirely 

regardless of her own defects, though for odiousness, tiresomeness, and petulance she had not 

her match among women, insomuch that there was nought that could be done to her mind: 

besides which, such was her pride that had she been of the blood royal of France, 'twould have 

been inordinate. And when she walked abroad, so fastidious was her humour, she was ever 

averting her head, as if there was never a soul she saw or met but reeked with a foul smell. Now 

one day—not to speak of other odious and tiresome ways that she had—it so befell that being 

come home, where Fresco was, she sat herself down beside him with a most languishing air, and 

did nought but fume and chafe. Whereupon:—"Ciesca," quoth he, "what means this, that, though 

'tis a feast-day, yet thou art come back so soon?" She, all but dissolved with her vapourish 

humours, made answer:—"Why, the truth is, that I am come back early because never, I believe, 

were there such odious and tiresome men and women in this city as there are to-day. I cannot 

pass a soul in the street that I loathe not like ill-luck; and I believe there is not a woman in the 

world that is so distressed by the sight of odious people as I am; and so I am come home thus 

soon to avoid the sight of them." Whereupon Fresco, to, whom his niece's bad manners were 

distasteful in the extreme:—"Daughter," quoth he, "if thou loathe odious folk as much as thou 

sayest, thou wert best, so thou wouldst live happy, never to look at thyself in the glass." But she, 

empty as a reed, albeit in her own conceit a match for Solomon in wisdom, was as far as any 

sheep from apprehending the true sense of her uncle's jest; but answered that on the contrary she 

was minded to look at herself in the glass like other women. And so she remained, and yet 

remains, hidebound in her folly. 

  



NOVEL IX. — Guido Cavalcanti by a quip meetly rebukes certain Florentine gentlemen who had 

taken him at a disadvantage. — 

The queen, perceiving that Emilia had finished her story, and that none but she, and he who 

had the privilege of speaking last, now remained to tell, began on this wise:—Albeit, debonair 

my ladies, you have forestalled me to-day of more than two of the stories, of which I had thought 

to tell one, yet one is still left me to recount, which carries at the close of it a quip of such a sort, 

that perhaps we have as yet heard nought so pregnant. 

You are to know, then, that in former times there obtained in our city customs excellent and 

commendable not a few, whereof today not one is left to us, thanks to the greed which, growing 

with the wealth of our folk, has banished them all from among us. One of which customs was 

that in divers quarters of Florence the gentlemen that there resided would assemble together in 

companies of a limited number, taking care to include therein only such as might conveniently 

bear the expenses, and to-day one, another to-morrow, each in his turn for a day, would entertain 

the rest of the company; and so they would not seldom do honour to gentlemen from distant parts 

when they visited the city, and also to their fellow-citizens; and in like manner they would meet 

together at least once a year all in the same trim, and on the most notable days would ride 

together through the city, and now and again they would tilt together, more especially on the 

greater feasts, or when the city was rejoiced by tidings of victory or some other glad event. 

Among which companies was one of which Messer Betto Brunelleschi was the leading spirit, 

into which Messer Betto and his comrades had striven hard to bring Guido, son of Cavalcante de' 

Cavalcanti, and not without reason, inasmuch as, besides being one of the best logicians in the 

world, and an excellent natural philosopher (qualities of which the company made no great 

account), he was without a peer for gallantry and courtesy and excellence of discourse and 

aptitude for all matters which he might set his mind to, and that belonged to a gentleman; and 

therewithal he was very rich, and, when he deemed any worthy of honour, knew how to bestow it 

to the uttermost. But, as Messer Betto had never been able to gain him over, he and his comrades 

supposed that 'twas because Guido, being addicted to speculation, was thereby estranged from 

men. And, for that he was somewhat inclined to the opinion of the Epicureans, the vulgar averred 

that these speculations of his had no other scope than to prove that God did not exist. Now one 

day it so befell that, Guido being come, as was not seldom his wont, from Or San Michele by the 

Corso degli Adimari as far as San Giovanni, around which were then the great tombs of marble 

that are to-day in Santa Reparata, besides other tombs not a few, and Guido being between the 

columns of porphyry, that are there, and the tombs and the door of San Giovanni, which was 

locked, Messer Betto and his company came riding on to the piazza of Santa Reparata, and 

seeing him among the tombs, said:—"Go we and flout him." So they set spurs to their horses, 

and making a mock onset, were upon him almost before he saw them. Whereupon:—"Guido," 

they began, "thou wilt be none of our company; but, lo now, when thou hast proved that God 



does not exist, what wilt thou have achieved?" Guido, seeing that he was surrounded, presently 

answered:—"Gentlemen, you may say to me what you please in your own house." Thereupon he 

laid his hand on one of the great tombs, and being very nimble, vaulted over it, and so evaded 

them, and went his way, while they remained gazing in one another's faces, and some said that 

he had taken leave of his wits, and that his answer was but nought, seeing that the ground on 

which they stood was common to them with the rest of the citizens, and among them Guido 

himself. But Messer Betto, turning to them:—"Nay but," quoth he, "'tis ye that have taken leave 

of your wits, if ye have not understood him; for meetly and in few words he has given us never 

so shrewd a reprimand; seeing that, if you consider it well, these tombs are the houses of the 

dead, that are laid and tarry therein; which he calls our house, to shew us that we, and all other 

simple, unlettered men, are, in comparison of him and the rest of the learned, in sorrier case than 

dead men, and so being here, we are in our own house." Then none was there but understood 

Guido's meaning and was abashed, insomuch that they flouted him no more, and thenceforth 

reputed Messer Betto a gentleman of a subtle and discerning wit. 

  



NOVEL X. — Fra Cipolla promises to shew certain country-folk a feather of the Angel Gabriel, 

in lieu of which he finds coals, which he avers to be of those with which St. Lawrence was 

roasted. — 

All the company save Dioneo being delivered of their several stories, he wist that 'twas his 

turn to speak. Wherefore, without awaiting any very express command, he enjoined silence on 

those that were commending Guido's pithy quip, and thus began:—Sweet my ladies, albeit 'tis 

my privilege to speak of what likes me most, I purpose not to-day to deviate from that theme 

whereon you have all discoursed most appositely; but, following in your footsteps, I am minded 

to shew you with what adroitness and readiness of resource one of the Friars of St. Antony 

avoided a pickle that two young men had in readiness for him. Nor, if, in order to do the story 

full justice, I be somewhat prolix of speech, should it be burdensome to you, if you will but 

glance at the sun, which is yet in mid-heaven. 

Certaldo, as perchance you may have heard, is a town of Val d'Elsa within our country-side, 

which, small though it is, had in it aforetime people of rank and wealth. Thither, for that there he 

found good pasture, 'twas long the wont of one of the Friars of St. Antony to resort once every 

year, to collect the alms that fools gave them. Fra Cipolla(1)—so hight the friar—met with a 

hearty welcome, no less, perchance, by reason of his name than for other cause, the onions 

produced in that district being famous throughout Tuscany. He was little of person, red-haired, 

jolly-visaged, and the very best of good fellows; and therewithal, though learning he had none, 

he was so excellent and ready a speaker that whoso knew him not would not only have esteemed 

him a great rhetorician, but would have pronounced him Tully himself or, perchance, Quintilian; 

and in all the country-side there was scarce a soul to whom he was not either gossip or friend or 

lover. Being thus wont from time to time to visit Certaldo, the friar came there once upon a time 

in the month of August, and on a Sunday morning, all the good folk of the neighbouring farms 

being come to mass in the parish church, he took occasion to come forward and say:—"Ladies 

and gentlemen, you wot 'tis your custom to send year by year to the poor of Baron Master St. 

Antony somewhat of your wheat and oats, more or less, according to the ability and the 

devoutness of each, that blessed St. Antony may save your oxen and asses and pigs and sheep 

from harm; and you are also accustomed, and especially those whose names are on the books of 

our confraternity, to pay your trifling annual dues. To collect which offerings, I am hither sent by 

my superior, to wit, Master Abbot; wherefore, with the blessing of God, after none, when you 

hear the bells ring, you will come out of the church to the place where in the usual way I shall 

deliver you my sermon, and you will kiss the cross; and therewithal, knowing, as I do, that you 

are one and all most devoted to Baron Master St. Antony, I will by way of especial grace shew 

you a most holy and goodly relic, which I brought myself from the Holy Land overseas, which is 

none other than one of the feathers of the Angel Gabriel, which he left behind him in the room of 

the Virgin Mary, when he came to make her the annunciation in Nazareth." And having said thus 



much, he ceased, and went on with the mass. Now among the many that were in the church, 

while Fra Cipolla made this speech, were two very wily young wags, the one Giovanni del 

Bragoniera by name, the other Biagio Pizzini; who, albeit they were on the best of terms with Fra 

Cipolla and much in his company, had a sly laugh together over the relic, and resolved to make 

game of him and his feather. So, having learned that Fra Cipolla was to breakfast that morning in 

the town with one of his friends, as soon as they knew that he was at table, down they hied them 

into the street, and to the inn where the friar lodged, having complotted that Biagio should keep 

the friar's servant in play, while Giovanni made search among the friar's goods and chattels for 

this feather, whatever it might be, to carry it off, that they might see how the friar would 

afterwards explain the matter to the people. Now Fra Cipolla had for servant one Guccio,(2) 

whom some called by way of addition Balena,(3) others Imbratta,(4) others again Porco,(5) and 

who was such a rascallion that sure it is that Lippo Topo(6) himself never painted his like. 

Concerning whom Fra Cipolla would ofttimes make merry with his familiars, saying:—"My 

servant has nine qualities, any one of which in Solomon, Aristotle, or Seneca, would have been 

enough to spoil all their virtue, wisdom and holiness. Consider, then, what sort of a man he must 

be that has these nine qualities, and yet never a spark of either virtue or wisdom or holiness." 

And being asked upon divers occasions what these nine qualities might be, he strung them 

together in rhyme, and answered:—"I will tell you. Lazy and uncleanly and a liar he is, 

Negligent, disobedient and foulmouthed, iwis, And reckless and witless and mannerless: and 

therewithal he has some other petty vices, which 'twere best to pass over. And the most amusing 

thing about him is, that, wherever he goes, he is for taking a wife and renting a house, and on the 

strength of a big, black, greasy beard he deems himself so very handsome a fellow and seductive, 

that he takes all the women that see him to be in love with him, and, if he were left alone, he 

would slip his girdle and run after them all. True it is that he is of great use to me, for that, be any 

minded to speak with me never so secretly, he must still have his share of the audience; and, if 

perchance aught is demanded of me, such is his fear lest I should be at a loss what answer to 

make, that he presently replies, ay or no, as he deems meet." 

Now, when he left this knave at the inn, Fra Cipolla had strictly enjoined him on no account to 

suffer any one to touch aught of his, and least of all his wallet, because it contained the holy 

things. But Guccio Imbratta, who was fonder of the kitchen than any nightingale of the green 

boughs, and most particularly if he espied there a maid, and in the host's kitchen had caught sight 

of a coarse fat woman, short and misshapen, with a pair of breasts that shewed as two buckets of 

muck and a face that might have belonged to one of the Baronci, all reeking with sweat and 

grease and smoke, left Fra Cipolla's room and all his things to take care of themselves, and like a 

vulture swooping down upon the carrion, was in the kitchen in a trice. Where, though 'twas 

August, he sat him down by the fire, and fell a gossiping with Nuta—such was the maid's 

name—and told her that he was a gentleman by procuration,(7) and had more florins than could 



be reckoned, besides those that he had to give away, which were rather more than less, and that 

he could do and say such things as never were or might be seen or heard forever, good Lord! and 

a day. And all heedless of his cowl, which had as much grease upon it as would have furnished 

forth the caldron of Altopascio,(8) and of his rent and patched doublet, inlaid with filth about the 

neck and under the armpits, and so stained that it shewed hues more various than ever did silk 

from Tartary or the Indies, and of his shoes that were all to pieces, and of his hose that were all 

in tatters, he told her in a tone that would have become the Sieur de Chatillon, that he was 

minded to rehabit her and put her in trim, and raise her from her abject condition, and place her 

where, though she would not have much to call her own, at any rate she would have hope of 

better things, with much more to the like effect; which professions, though made with every 

appearance of good will, proved, like most of his schemes, insubstantial as air, and came to 

nothing. 

Finding Guccio Porco thus occupied with Nuta, the two young men gleefully accounted their 

work half done, and, none gainsaying them, entered Fra Cipolla's room, which was open, and lit 

at once upon the wallet, in which was the feather. The wallet opened, they found, wrapt up in 

many folds of taffeta, a little casket, on opening which they discovered one of the tail-feathers of 

a parrot, which they deemed must be that which the friar had promised to shew the good folk of 

Certaldo. And in sooth he might well have so imposed upon them, for in those days the luxuries 

of Egypt had scarce been introduced into Tuscany, though they have since been brought over in 

prodigious abundance, to the grave hurt of all Italy. And though some conversance with them 

there was, yet in those parts folk knew next to nothing of them; but, adhering to the honest, 

simple ways of their forefathers, had not seen, nay for the most part had not so much as heard tell 

of, a parrot. 

So the young men, having found the feather, took it out with great glee; and looking around 

for something to replace it, they espied in a corner of the room some pieces of coal, wherewith 

they filled the casket; which they then closed, and having set the room in order exactly as they 

had found it, they quitted it unperceived, and hied them merrily off with the feather, and posted 

themselves where they might hear what Fra Cipolla would say when he found the coals in its 

stead. Mass said, the simple folk that were in the church went home with the tidings that the 

feather of the Angel Gabriel was to be seen after none; and this goodman telling his neighbour, 

and that goodwife her gossip, by the time every one had breakfasted, the town could scarce hold 

the multitude of men and women that flocked thither all agog to see this feather. 

Fra Cipolla, having made a hearty breakfast and had a little nap, got up shortly after none, and 

marking the great concourse of country-folk that were come to see the feather, sent word to 

Guccio Imbratta to go up there with the bells, and bring with him the wallet. Guccio, though 

'twas with difficulty that he tore himself away from the kitchen and Nuta, hied him up with the 



things required; and though, when he got up, he was winded, for he was corpulent with drinking 

nought but water, he did Fra Cipolla's bidding by going to the church door and ringing the bells 

amain. When all the people were gathered about the door, Fra Cipolla, all unwitting that aught of 

his was missing, began his sermon, and after much said in glorification of himself, caused the 

confiteor to be recited with great solemnity, and two torches to be lit by way of preliminary to 

the shewing of the feather of the Angel Gabriel: he then bared his head, carefully unfolded the 

taffeta, and took out the casket, which, after a few prefatory words in praise and laudation of the 

Angel Gabriel and his relic, he opened. When he saw that it contained nought but coals, he did 

not suspect Guccio Balena of playing the trick, for he knew that he was not clever enough, nor 

did he curse him, that his carelessness had allowed another to play it, but he inly imprecated 

himself, that he had committed his things to the keeping of one whom he knew to be "negligent 

and disobedient, reckless and witless." Nevertheless, he changed not colour, but with face and 

hands upturned to heaven, he said in a voice that all might hear:—"O God, blessed be Thy might 

for ever and ever." Then, closing the casket, and turning to the people:—"Ladies and gentlemen," 

he said, "you are to know, that when I was yet a very young man, I was sent by my superior into 

those parts where the sun rises, and I was expressly bidden to search until I should find the 

Privileges of Porcellana, which, though they cost nothing to seal, are of much more use to others 

than to us. On which errand I set forth, taking my departure from Venice, and traversing the 

Borgo de' Greci,(9) and thence on horseback the realm of Algarve,(10) and so by Baldacca(11) I 

came to Parione,(12) whence, somewhat athirst, I after a while got on to Sardinia.(13) But 

wherefore go I about to enumerate all the lands in which I pursued my quest? Having passed the 

straits of San Giorgio, I arrived at Truffia(14) and Buffia,(15) countries thickly populated and 

with great nations, whence I pursued my journey to Menzogna,(16) where I met with many of 

our own brethren, and of other religious not a few, intent one and all on eschewing hardship for 

the love of God, making little account of others! toil, so they might ensue their own advantage, 

and paying in nought but unminted coin(17) throughout the length and breadth of the country; 

and so I came to the land of Abruzzi, where the men and women go in pattens on the mountains, 

and clothe the hogs with their own entrails;(18) and a little further on I found folk that carried 

bread in staves and wine in sacks.(19) And leaving them, I arrived at the mountains of the 

Bachi,(20) where all the waters run downwards. In short I penetrated so far that I came at last to 

India Pastinaca,(21) where I swear to you by the habit that I wear, that I saw pruning-hooks(22) 

fly: a thing that none would believe that had not seen it. Whereof be my witness that I lie not 

Maso del Saggio, that great merchant, whom I found there cracking nuts, and selling the shells 

by retail! However, not being able to find that whereof I was in quest, because from thence one 

must travel by water, I turned back, and so came at length to the Holy Land, where in summer 

cold bread costs four deniers, and hot bread is to be had for nothing. And there I found the 

venerable father Nonmiblasmetesevoipiace,(23) the most worshipful Patriarch of Jerusalem; who 

out of respect for the habit that I have ever worn, to wit, that of Baron Master St. Antony, was 



pleased to let me see all the holy relics that he had by him, which were so many, that, were I to 

enumerate them all, I should not come to the end of them in some miles. However, not to 

disappoint you, I will tell you a few of them. In the first place, then, he shewed me the finger of 

the Holy Spirit, as whole and entire as it ever was, and the tuft of the Seraph that appeared to St. 

Francis, and one of the nails of the Cherubim, and one of the ribs of the Verbum Caro hie thee to 

the casement,(24) and some of the vestments of the Holy Catholic Faith, and some of the rays of 

the star that appeared to the Magi in the East, and a phial of the sweat of St. Michael a battling 

with the Devil and the jaws of death of St. Lazarus, and other relics. And for that I gave him a 

liberal supply of the acclivities(25) of Monte Morello in the vulgar and some chapters of 

Caprezio, of which he had long been in quest, he was pleased to let me participate in his holy 

relics, and gave me one of the teeth of the Holy Cross, and in a small phial a bit of the sound of 

the bells of Solomon's temple, and this feather of the Angel Gabriel, whereof I have told you, 

and one of the pattens of San Gherardo da Villa Magna, which, not long ago, I gave at Florence 

to Gherardo di Bonsi, who holds him in prodigious veneration. He also gave me some of the 

coals with which the most blessed martyr, St. Lawrence, was roasted. All which things I 

devoutly brought thence, and have them all safe. True it is that my superior has not hitherto 

permitted me to shew them, until he should be certified that they are genuine. However, now that 

this is avouched by certain miracles wrought by them, of which we have tidings by letter from 

the Patriarch, he has given me leave to shew them. But, fearing to trust them to another, I always 

carry them with me; and to tell you the truth I carry the feather of the Angel Gabriel, lest it 

should get spoiled, in a casket, and the coals, with which St. Lawrence was roasted, in another 

casket; which caskets are so like the one to the other, that not seldom I mistake one for the other, 

which has befallen me on this occasion; for, whereas I thought to have brought with me the 

casket wherein is the feather, I have brought instead that which contains the coals. Nor deem I 

this a mischance; nay, methinks, 'tis by interposition, of God, and that He Himself put the casket 

of coals in my hand, for I mind me that the feast of St. Lawrence falls but two days hence. 

Wherefore God, being minded that by shewing you the coals, with which he was roasted, I 

should rekindle in your souls the devotion that you ought to feel towards him, guided my hand, 

not to the feather which I meant to take, but to the blessed coals that were extinguished by the 

humours that exuded from that most holy body. And so, blessed children, bare your heads and 

devoutly draw nigh to see them. But first of all I would have you know, that whoso has the sign 

of the cross made upon him with these coals, may live secure for the whole of the ensuing year, 

that fire shall not touch him, that he feel it not." 

Having so said, the friar, chanting a hymn in praise of St. Lawrence, opened the casket, and 

shewed the coals. Whereon the foolish crowd gazed a while in awe and reverent wonder, and 

then came pressing forward in a mighty throng about Fra Cipolla with offerings beyond their 

wont, each and all praying him to touch them with the coals. Wherefore Fra Cipolla took the 



coals in his hand, and set about making on their white blouses, and on their doublets, and on the 

veils of the women crosses as big as might be, averring the while that whatever the coals might 

thus lose would be made good to them again in the casket, as he had often proved. On this wise, 

to his exceeding great profit, he marked all the folk of Certaldo with the cross, and, thanks to his 

ready wit and resource, had his laugh at those, who by robbing him of the feather thought to 

make a laughing-stock of him. They, indeed, being among his hearers, and marking his novel 

expedient, and how voluble he was, and what a long story he made of it, laughed till they thought 

their jaws would break; and, when the congregation was dispersed, they went up to him, and 

never so merrily told him what they had done, and returned him his feather; which next year 

proved no less lucrative to him than that day the coals had been. 

(1) Onion. 

(2) Diminutive of Arriguccio. 

(3) Whale. 

(4) Filth. 

(5) Hog. 

(6) The works of this painter seem to be lost. 

(7) One of the humorous ineptitudes of which Boccaccio is fond. 

(8) An abbey near Lucca famous for its doles of broth. 

(9) Perhaps part of the "sesto" of Florence known as the Borgo, as the tradition of the 

commentators that the friar's itinerary is wholly Florentine is not to be lightly set aside. 

(10) Il Garbo, a quarter or street in Florence, doubtless so called because the wares of Algarve 

were there sold. Rer. Ital. Script. (Muratori: Suppl. Tartini) ii. 119. Villani, Istorie Fiorentine, iv. 

12, xii. 18. 

(11) A famous tavern in Florence. Florio, Vocab. Ital. e Ingl., ed Torriano, 1659. 

(12) A "borgo" in Florence. Villani, Istorie Fiorentine, iv. 7. 

(13) A suburb of Florence on the Arno, ib. ix. 256. 

(14) The land of Cajolery. 



(15) The land of Drollery. 

(16) The land of Lies. 

(17) I.e. in false promises: suggested by Dante's Pagando di moneta senza conio. Parad. xxix. 

126. 

(18) A reference to sausage-making. 

(19) I.e. cakes fashioned in a hollow ring, and wines in leathern bottles. 

(20) Grubs. 

(21) In allusion to the shapeless fish, so called, which was proverbially taken as a type of the 

outlandish. 

(22) A jeu de mots, "pennati," pruning-hooks, signifying also feathered, though "pennuti" is 

more common in that sense. 

(23) Takemenottotaskanitlikeyou. 

(24) Fatti alle finestre, a subterfuge for factum est. 

(25) Piagge, jocularly for pagine: doubtless some mighty tome of school divinity is meant. 

Immense was the delight and diversion which this story afforded to all the company alike, and 

great and general was the laughter over Fra Cipolla, and more especially at his pilgrimage, and 

the relics, as well those that he had but seen as those that he had brought back with him. Which 

being ended, the queen, taking note that therewith the close of her sovereignty was come, stood 

up, took off the crown, and set it on Dioneo's head, saying with a laugh:—"'Tis time, Dioneo, 

that thou prove the weight of the burden of having ladies to govern and guide. Be thou king then; 

and let thy rule be such that, when 'tis ended, we may have cause to commend it." Dioneo took 

the crown, and laughingly answered:—"Kings worthier far than I you may well have seen many 

a time ere now—I speak of the kings in chess; but let me have of you that obedience which is 

due to a true king, and of a surety I will give you to taste of that solace, without which perfection 

of joy there may not be in any festivity. But enough of this: I will govern as best I may." Then, as 

was the wont, he sent for the seneschal, and gave him particular instruction how to order matters 

during the term of his sovereignty; which done, he said:—"Noble ladies, such and so diverse has 

been our discourse of the ways of men and their various fortunes, that but for the visit that we 

had a while ago from Madam Licisca, who by what she said has furnished me with matter of 

discourse for to-morrow, I doubt I had been not a little put to it to find a theme. You heard how 



she said that there was not a woman in her neighbourhood whose husband had her virginity; 

adding that well she knew how many and what manner of tricks they, after marriage, played their 

husbands. The first count we may well leave to the girls whom it concerns; the second, methinks, 

should prove a diverting topic: wherefore I ordain that, taking our cue from Madam Licisca, we 

discourse to-morrow of the tricks that, either for love or for their deliverance from peril, ladies 

have heretofore played their husbands, and whether they were by the said husbands detected or 

no." To discourse of such a topic some of the ladies deemed unmeet for them, and besought the 

king to find another theme. But the king made answer:—"Ladies, what manner of theme I have 

prescribed I know as well as you, nor was I to be diverted from prescribing it by that which you 

now think to declare unto me, for I wot the times are such that, so only men and women have a 

care to do nought that is unseemly, 'tis allowable to them to discourse of what they please. For in 

sooth, as you must know, so out of joint are the times that the judges have deserted the judgment-

seat, the laws are silent, and ample licence to preserve his life as best he may is accorded to each 

and all. Wherefore, if you are somewhat less strict of speech than is your wont, not that aught 

unseemly in act may follow, but that you may afford solace to yourselves and others, I see not 

how you can be open to reasonable censure on the part of any. Furthermore, nought that has been 

said from the first day to the present moment has, methinks, in any degree sullied the immaculate 

honour of your company, nor, God helping us, shall aught ever sully it. Besides, who is there that 

knows not the quality of your honour? which were proof, I make no doubt, against not only the 

seductive influence of diverting discourse, but even the terror of death. And, to tell you the truth, 

whoso wist that you refused to discourse of these light matters for a while, would be apt to 

suspect that 'twas but for that you had yourselves erred in like sort. And truly a goodly honour 

would you confer upon me, obedient as I have ever been to you, if after making me your king 

and your lawgiver, you were to refuse to discourse of the theme which I prescribe. Away, then, 

with this scruple fitter for low minds than yours, and let each study how she may give us a 

goodly story, and Fortune prosper her therein." 

So spake the king, and the ladies, hearkening, said that, even as he would, so it should be: 

whereupon he gave all leave to do as they might be severally minded until the supper-hour. The 

sun was still quite high in the heaven, for they had not enlarged in their discourse: wherefore, 

Dioneo with the other gallants being set to play at dice, Elisa called the other ladies apart, and 

said:—"There is a nook hard by this place, where I think none of you has ever been: 'tis called 

the Ladies' Vale: whither, ever since we have been here, I have desired to take you, but time 

meet I have not found until today, when the sun is still so high: if, then, you are minded to visit 

it, I have no manner of doubt that, when you are there, you will be very glad you came." The 

ladies answered that they were ready, and so, saying nought to the young men, they summoned 

one of their maids, and set forth; nor had they gone much more than a mile, when they arrived at 

the Vale of Ladies. They entered it by a very strait gorge, through which there issued a rivulet, 



clear as crystal, and a sight, than which nought more fair and pleasant, especially at that time 

when the heat was great, could be imagined, met their eyes. Within the valley, as one of them 

afterwards told me, was a plain about half-a-mile in circumference, and so exactly circular that it 

might have been fashioned according to the compass, though it seemed a work of Nature's art, 

not man's: 'twas girdled about by six hills of no great height, each crowned with a palace that 

shewed as a goodly little castle. The slopes of the hills were graduated from summit to base after 

the manner of the successive tiers, ever abridging their circle, that we see in our theatres; and as 

many as fronted the southern rays were all planted so close with vines, olives, almond-trees, 

cherry-trees, fig-trees and other fruitbearing trees not a few, that there was not a hand's-breadth 

of vacant space. Those that fronted the north were in like manner covered with copses of oak 

saplings, ashes and other trees, as green and straight as might be. Besides which, the plain, which 

was shut in on all sides save that on which the ladies had entered, was full of firs, cypresses, and 

bay-trees, with here and there a pine, in order and symmetry so meet and excellent as had they 

been planted by an artist, the best that might be found in that kind; wherethrough, even when the 

sun was in the zenith, scarce a ray of light might reach the ground, which was all one lawn of the 

finest turf, pranked with the hyacinth and divers other flowers. Add to which—nor was there 

aught there more delightsome—a rivulet that, issuing from one of the gorges between two of the 

hills, descended over ledges of living rock, making, as it fell, a murmur most gratifying to the 

ear, and, seen from a distance, shewed as a spray of finest, powdered quick-silver, and no sooner 

reached the little plain, than 'twas gathered into a tiny channel, by which it sped with great 

velocity to the middle of the plain, where it formed a diminutive lake, like the fishponds that 

townsfolk sometimes make in their gardens, when they have occasion for them. The lake was not 

so deep but that a man might stand therein with his breast above the water; and so clear, so 

pellucid was the water that the bottom, which was of the finest gravel, shewed so distinct, that 

one, had he wished, who had nought better to do, might have counted the stones. Nor was it only 

the bottom that was to be seen, but such a multitude of fishes, glancing to and fro, as was at once 

a delight and a marvel to behold. Bank it had none, but its margin was the lawn, to which it 

imparted a goodlier freshness. So much of the water as it might not contain was received by 

another tiny channel, through which, issuing from the vale, it glided swiftly to the plain below. 

To which pleasaunce the damsels being come surveyed it with roving glance, and finding it 

commendable, and marking the lake in front of them, did, as 'twas very hot, and they deemed 

themselves secure from observation, resolve to take a bath. So, having bidden their maid wait 

and keep watch over the access to the vale, and give them warning, if haply any should approach 

it, they all seven undressed and got into the water, which to the whiteness of their flesh was even 

such a veil as fine glass is to the vermeil of the rose. They, being thus in the water, the clearness 

of which was thereby in no wise affected, did presently begin to go hither and thither after the 

fish, which had much ado where to bestow themselves so as to escape out of their hands. In 



which diversion they spent some time, and caught a few, and then they hied them out of the 

water and dressed them again, and bethinking them that 'twas time to return to the palace, they 

began slowly sauntering thither, dilating much as they went upon the beauty of the place, albeit 

they could not extol it more than they had already done. 'Twas still quite early when they reached 

the palace, so that they found the gallants yet at play where they had left them. To whom quoth 

Pampinea with a smile:—"We have stolen a march upon you to-day." "So," replied Dioneo, "'tis 

with you do first and say after?" "Ay, my lord," returned Pampinea, and told him at large whence 

they came, and what the place was like, and how far 'twas off, and what they had done. What she 

said of the beauty of the spot begat in the king a desire to see it: wherefore he straightway 

ordered supper, whereof when all had gaily partaken, the three gallants parted from the ladies 

and hied them with their servants to the vale, where none of them had ever been before, and, 

having marked all its beauties, extolled it as scarce to be matched in all the world. Then, as the 

hour was very late, they did but bathe, and as soon as they had resumed their clothes, returned to 

the ladies, whom they found dancing a carol to an air that Fiammetta sang, which done, they 

conversed of the Ladies' Vale, waxing eloquent in praise thereof: insomuch that the king called 

the seneschal, and bade him have some beds made ready and carried thither on the morrow, that 

any that were so minded might there take their siesta. He then had lights and wine and comfits 

brought; and when they had taken a slight refection, he bade all address them to the dance. So at 

his behest Pamfilo led a dance, and then the king, turning with gracious mien to Elisa:—"Fair 

damsel," quoth he, "'twas thou to-day didst me this honour of the crown; and 'tis my will that 

thine to-night be the honour of the song; wherefore sing us whatsoever thou hast most lief." 

"That gladly will I," replied Elisa smiling; and thus with dulcet voice began:— 

If of thy talons, Love, be quit I may, 

  I deem it scarce can be 

  But other fangs I may elude for aye. 

Service I took with thee, a tender maid, 

  In thy war thinking perfect peace to find, 

  And all my arms upon the ground I laid, 

  Yielding myself to thee with trustful mind: 

  Thou, harpy-tyrant, whom no faith may bind, 

  Eftsoons didst swoop on me, 

  And with thy cruel claws mad'st me thy prey. 

Then thy poor captive, bound with many a chain, 

  Thou tookst, and gav'st to him, whom fate did call 

  Hither my death to be; for that in pain 

  And bitter tears I waste away, his thrall: 



  Nor heave I e'er a sigh, or tear let fall, 

  So harsh a lord is he, 

  That him inclines a jot my grief to allay. 

My prayers upon the idle air are spent: 

  He hears not, will not hear; wherefore in vain 

  The more each hour my soul doth her torment; 

  Nor may I die, albeit to die were gain. 

  Ah! Lord, have pity of my bitter pain! 

  Help have I none but thee; 

  Then take and bind and at my feet him lay. 

But if thou wilt not, do my soul but loose 

  From hope, that her still binds with triple chain. 

  Sure, O my Lord, this prayer thou'lt not refuse: 

  The which so thou to grant me do but deign, 

  I look my wonted beauty to regain, 

  And banish misery 

  With roses white and red bedecked and gay. 

So with a most piteous sigh ended Elisa her song, whereat all wondered exceedingly, nor 

might any conjecture wherefore she so sang. But the king, who was in a jolly humour, sent for 

Tindaro, and bade him out with his cornemuse, and caused them tread many a measure thereto, 

until, no small part of the night being thus spent, he gave leave to all to betake them to rest. 

— Endeth here the sixth day of the Decameron, beginneth the seventh, in which, under the 

rule of Dioneo, discourse is had of the tricks which, either for love or for their deliverance from 

peril, ladies have heretofore played their husbands, and whether they were by the said husbands 

detected, or no. — 

  



SEVENTH DAY 

Fled was now each star from the eastern sky, save only that which we call Lucifer, which still 

glowed in the whitening dawn, when uprose the seneschal, and with a goodly baggage-train hied 

him to the Ladies' Vale, there to make all things ready according to the ordinance and 

commandment of the king. Nor was it long after his departure that the king rose, being awaked 

by the stir and bustle that the servants made in lading the horses, and being risen he likewise 

roused all the ladies and the other gallants; and so, when as yet 'twas scarce clear daybreak, they 

all took the road; nor seemed it to them that the nightingales and the other birds had ever chanted 

so blithely as that morning. By which choir they were attended to the Ladies' Vale, where they 

were greeted by other warblers not a few, that seemed rejoiced at their arrival. Roving about the 

vale, and surveying its beauties afresh, they rated them higher than on the previous day, as 

indeed the hour was more apt to shew them forth. Then with good wine and comfits they broke 

their fast, and, that they might not lag behind the songsters, they fell a singing, whereto the vale 

responded, ever echoing their strains; nor did the birds, as minded not to be beaten, fail to swell 

the chorus with notes of unwonted sweetness. However, breakfast-time came, and then, the 

tables being laid under a living canopy of trees, and beside other goodly trees that fringed the 

little lake, they sat them down in order as to the king seemed meet. So they took their meal, 

glancing from time to time at the lake, where the fish darted to and fro in multitudinous shoals, 

which afforded not only delight to their eyes but matter for converse. Breakfast ended, and the 

tables removed, they fell a singing again more blithely than before. After which, there being set, 

in divers places about the little vale, beds which the discreet seneschal had duly furnished and 

equipped within and without with store of French coverlets, and other bedgear, all, that were so 

minded, had leave of the king to go to sleep, and those that cared not to sleep might betake them, 

as each might choose, to any of their wonted diversions. But, all at length being risen, and the 

time for addressing them to the story-telling being come, the king had carpets spread on the 

sward no great way from the place where they had breakfasted; and, all having sat them down 

beside the lake, he bade Emilia begin; which, blithe and smiling, Emilia did on this wise. 

  



NOVEL I. — Gianni Lotteringhi hears a knocking at his door at night: he awakens his wife, who 

persuades him that 'tis the bogey, which they fall to exorcising with a prayer; whereupon the 

knocking ceases. — 

My lord, glad indeed had I been, that, saving your good pleasure, some other than I had had 

precedence of discourse upon so goodly a theme as this of which we are to speak—I doubt I am 

but chosen to teach others confidence; but, such being your will, I will gladly obey it. And my 

endeavour shall be, dearest ladies, to tell you somewhat that may be serviceable to you in the 

future: for, if you are, as I am, timorous, and that most especially of the bogey, which, God wot, I 

know not what manner of thing it may be, nor yet have found any that knew, albeit we are all 

alike afraid of it, you may learn from this my story how to put it to flight, should it intrude upon 

you, with a holy, salutary and most efficacious orison. 

There dwelt of yore at Florence, in the quarter of San Pancrazio, a master-spinner, Gianni 

Lotteringhi by name, one that had prospered in his business, but had little understanding of aught 

else; insomuch that being somewhat of a simpleton, he had many a time been chosen leader of 

the band of laud-singers of Santa Maria Novella, and had charge of their school; and not a few 

like offices had he often served, upon which he greatly plumed himself. Howbeit, 'twas all for no 

other reason than that, being a man of substance, he gave liberal doles to the friars; who, for that 

they got thereof, this one hose, another a cloak, and a third a hood, would teach him good 

orisons, or give him the paternoster in the vernacular, or the chant of St. Alexis, or the lament of 

St. Bernard, or the laud of Lady Matilda, or the like sorry stuff, which he greatly prized, and 

guarded with jealous care, deeming them all most conducive to the salvation of his soul. 

Now our simple master-spinner had a most beautiful wife, and amorous withal, her name 

Monna Tessa. Daughter she was of Mannuccio dalla Cuculla, and not a little knowing and keen-

witted; and being enamoured of Federigo di Neri Pegolotti, a handsome and lusty gallant, as he 

also of her, she, knowing her husband's simplicity, took counsel with her maid, and arranged that 

Federigo should come to chat with her at a right goodly pleasure-house that the said Gianni had 

at Camerata, where she was wont to pass the summer, Gianni coming now and again to sup and 

sleep, and going back in the morning to his shop, or, maybe, to his laud-singers. Federigo, who 

desired nothing better, went up there punctually on the appointed day about vespers, and as the 

evening passed without Gianni making his appearance, did most comfortably, and to his no small 

satisfaction, sup and sleep with the lady, who lying in his arms taught him that night some six of 

her husband's lauds. But, as neither she nor Federigo was minded that this beginning should also 

be the end of their intercourse, and that it might not be needful for the maid to go each time to 

make the assignation with him, they came to the following understanding; to wit, that as often as 

he came and went between the house and an estate that he had a little higher up, he should keep 

an eye on a vineyard that was beside the house, where he would see an ass's head stuck on one of 



the poles of the vineyard, and as often as he observed the muzzle turned towards Florence, he 

might visit her without any sort of misgiving; and if he found not the door open, he was to tap it 

thrice, and she would open it; and when he saw the muzzle of the ass's head turned towards 

Fiesole, he was to keep away, for then Gianni would be there. Following which plan, they 

forgathered not seldom: but on one of these evenings, when Federigo was to sup with Monna 

Tessa on two fat capons that she bad boiled, it so chanced that Gianni arrived there unexpectedly 

and very late, much to the lady's chagrin: so she had a little salt meat boiled apart, on which she 

supped with her husband; and the maid by her orders carried the two boiled capons laid in a 

spotless napkin with plenty of fresh eggs and a bottle of good wine into the garden, to which 

there was access otherwise than from the house, and where she was wont at times to sup with 

Federigo; and there the maid set them down at the foot of a peach-tree, that grew beside a lawn. 

But in her vexation she forgot to tell the maid to wait till Federigo should come, and let him 

know that Gianni was there, and he must take his supper in the garden: and she and Gianni and 

the maid were scarce gone to bed, when Federigo came and tapped once at the door, which being 

hard by the bedroom, Gianni heard the tap, as did also the lady, albeit, that Gianni might have no 

reason to suspect her, she feigned to be asleep. Federigo waited a little, and then gave a second 

tap; whereupon, wondering what it might mean, Gianni nudged his wife, saying:—"Tessa, dost 

hear what I hear? Methinks some one has tapped at our door." The lady, who had heard the noise 

much better than he, feigned to wake up, and:—"How? what sayst thou?" quoth she. "I say," 

replied Gianni, "that, meseems, some one has tapped at our door." "Tapped at it?" quoth the lady. 

"Alas, my Gianni, wottest thou not what that is? 'Tis the bogey, which for some nights past has 

so terrified me as never was, insomuch that I never hear it but I pop my head under the clothes 

and venture not to put it out again until 'tis broad day." "Come, come, wife," quoth Gianni, "if 

such it is, be not alarmed; for before we got into bed I repeated the Te lucis, the Intemerata, and 

divers other good orisons, besides which I made the sign of the cross in the name of the Father, 

Son and Holy Spirit at each corner of the bed; wherefore we need have no fear that it may avail 

to hurt us, whatever be its power." The lady, lest Federigo, perchance suspecting a rival, should 

take offence, resolved to get up, and let him understand that Gianni was there: so she said to her 

husband:—"Well well; so sayst thou; but I for my part shall never deem myself safe and secure, 

unless we exorcise it, seeing that thou art here." "Oh!" said Gianni, "and how does one exorcise 

it?" "That," quoth the lady, "I know right well; for t'other day, when I went to Fiesole for the 

pardoning, one of those anchoresses, the saintliest creature, my Gianni, God be my witness, 

knowing how much afraid I am of the bogey, taught me a holy and salutary orison, which she 

said she had tried many a time before she was turned anchoress, and always with success. God 

wot, I should never have had courage to try it alone; but as thou art here, I propose that we go 

exorcise it together." Gianni made answer that he was quite of the same mind; so up they got, 

and stole to the door, on the outside of which Federigo, now suspicious, was still waiting. And as 



soon as they were there:—"Now," quoth the lady to Gianni, "thou wilt spit, when I tell thee." 

"Good," said Gianni. Whereupon the lady began her orison, saying:— 

  "Bogey, bogey that goest by night, 

  Tail erect, thou cam'st, tail erect, take thy flight 

  Hie thee to the garden, and the great peach before, 

  Grease upon grease, and droppings five score 

  Of my hen shalt thou find: 

  Set the flask thy lips to, 

  Then away like the wind, 

  And no scathe unto me or my Gianni do." 

And when she had done:—"Now, Gianni," quoth she, "spit": and Gianni spat. 

There was no more room for jealousy in Federigo's mind as he heard all this from without; 

nay, for all his disappointment, he was like to burst with suppressed laughter, and when Gianni 

spat, he muttered under his breath:—"Now out with thy teeth." The lady, having after this 

fashion thrice exorcised the bogey, went back to bed with her husband. Federigo, disappointed of 

the supper that he was to have had with her, and apprehending the words of the orison aright, 

hied him to the garden, and having found the two capons and the wine and the eggs at the foot of 

the peach-tree, took them home with him, and supped very comfortably. And many a hearty 

laugh had he and the lady over the exorcism during their subsequent intercourse. 

Now, true it is that some say that the lady had in fact turned the ass's head towards Fiesole, but 

that a husbandman, passing through the vineyard, had given it a blow with his stick, whereby it 

had swung round, and remained fronting Florence, and so it was that Federigo thought that he 

was invited, and came to the house, and that the lady's orison was on this wise:— 

  "Bogey, a God's name, away thee hie, 

  For whoe'er turned the ass's head, 'twas not I: 

  Another it was, foul fall his eyne; 

  And here am I with Gianni mine." 

Wherefore Federigo was fain to take himself off, having neither slept nor supped. 

But a neighbour of mine, a lady well advanced in years, tells me that, by what she heard when 

she was a girl, both stories are true; but that the latter concerned not Gianni Lotteringhi but one 

Gianni di Nello, that lived at Porta San Piero, and was no less a numskull than Gianni 

Lotteringhi. Wherefore, dear my ladies, you are at liberty to choose which exorcism you prefer, 



or take both if you like. They are both of extraordinary and approved virtue in such cases, as you 

have heard: get them by heart, therefore, and they may yet stand you in good stead. 

  



NOVEL II. — Her husband returning home, Peronella bestows her lover in a tun; which, being 

sold by her husband, she avers to have been already sold by herself to one that is inside 

examining it to see if it be sound. Whereupon the lover jumps out, and causes the husband to 

scour the tun for him, and afterwards to carry it to his house. — 

Great indeed was the laughter with which Emilia's story was received; which being ended, and 

her orison commended by all as good and salutary, the king bade Filostrato follow suit; and thus 

Filostrato began:—Dearest my ladies, so many are the tricks that men play you, and most of all 

your husbands, that, when from time to time it so befalls that some lady plays her husband a 

trick, the circumstance, whether it come within your own cognizance or be told you by another, 

should not only give you joy but should incite you to publish it on all hands, that men may be 

ware, that, knowing as they are, their ladies also, on their part, know somewhat: which cannot 

but be serviceable to you, for that one does not rashly essay to take another with guile whom one 

wots not to lack that quality. Can we doubt, then, that, should but the converse that we shall hold 

to-day touching this matter come to be bruited among men, 'twould serve to put a most notable 

check upon the tricks they play you, by doing them to wit of the tricks, which you, in like 

manner, when you are so minded, may play them? Wherefore 'tis my intention to tell you in what 

manner a young girl, albeit she was but of low rank, did, on the spur of the moment, beguile her 

husband to her own deliverance. 

'Tis no long time since at Naples a poor man, a mason by craft, took to wife a fair and 

amorous maiden—Peronella was her name—who eked out by spinning what her husband made 

by his craft; and so the pair managed as best they might on very slender means. And as chance 

would have it, one of the gallants of the city, taking note of this Peronella one day, and being 

mightily pleased with her, fell in love with her, and by this means and that so prevailed that he 

won her to accord him her intimacy. Their times of forgathering they concerted as follows:—to 

wit, that, her husband being wont to rise betimes of a morning to go to work or seek for work, 

the gallant was to be where he might see him go forth, and, the street where she dwelt, which is 

called Avorio, being scarce inhabited, was to come into the house as soon as her husband was 

well out of it; and so times not a few they did. But on one of these occasions it befell that, the 

good man being gone forth, and Giannello Sirignario—such was the gallant's name—being come 

into the house, and being with Peronella, after a while, back came the good man, though 'twas 

not his wont to return until the day was done; and finding the door locked, he knocked, and after 

knocking, he fell a saying to himself:—O God, praised be Thy name forever; for that, albeit 

Thou hast ordained that I be poor, at least Thou hast accorded me the consolation of a good and 

honest girl for wife. Mark what haste she made to shut the door when I was gone forth, that none 

else might enter to give her trouble. 



Now Peronella knew by his knock that 'twas her husband; wherefore:—"Alas, Giannello 

mine," quoth she, "I am a dead woman, for lo, here is my husband, foul fall him! come back! 

What it may import, I know not, for he is never wont to come back at this hour; perchance he 

caught sight of thee as thou camest in. However, for the love of God, be it as it may, get thee into 

this tun that thou seest here, and I will go open to him, and we shall see what is the occasion of 

this sudden return this morning." So Giannello forthwith got into the tun, and Peronella went to 

the door, and let in her husband, and gave him black looks, saying:—"This is indeed a surprise 

that thou art back so soon this morning! By what I see thou hast a mind to make this a holiday, 

that thou returnest tools in hand; if so, what are we to live on? whence shall we get bread to eat? 

Thinkest thou I will let thee pawn my gown and other bits of clothes? Day and night I do nought 

else but spin, insomuch that the flesh is fallen away from my nails, that at least I may have oil 

enough to keep our lamp alight. Husband, husband, there is never a woman in the neighbourhood 

but marvels and mocks at me, that I am at such labour and pains; and thou comest home to me 

with thy hands hanging idle, when thou shouldst be at work." Which said, she fell a weeping and 

repeating:—"Alas, alas, woe 's me, in what evil hour was I born? in what luckless moment came 

I hither, I, that might have had so goodly a young man, and I would not, to take up with one that 

bestows never a thought on her whom he has made his wife? Other women have a good time 

with their lovers, and never a one have we here but has two or three; they take their pleasure, and 

make their husbands believe that the moon is the sun; and I, alas! for that I am an honest woman, 

and have no such casual amours, I suffer, and am hard bested. I know not why I provide not 

myself with one of these lovers, as others do. Give good heed, husband, to what I say: were I 

disposed to dishonour thee, I were at no loss to find the man: for here are gallants enough, that 

love me, and court me, and have sent me many an offer of money—no stint—or dresses or 

jewels, should I prefer them; but my pride would never suffer it, because I was not born of a 

woman of that sort: and now thou comest home to me when thou oughtest to be at work." 

Whereto the husband:—"Wife, wife, for God's sake distress not thyself: thou shouldst give me 

credit for knowing what manner of woman thou art, as indeed I have partly seen this morning. 

True it is that I went out to work; but 'tis plain that thou knowest not, as indeed I knew not, that 

to-day 'tis the feast of San Galeone, and a holiday, and that is why I am come home at this hour; 

but nevertheless I have found means to provide us with bread for more than a month; for I have 

sold to this gentleman, whom thou seest with me, the tun, thou wottest of, seeing that it has 

encumbered the house so long, and he will give me five gigliats for it." Quoth then Peronella:—

"And all this but adds to my trouble: thou, that art a man, and goest abroad, and shouldst know 

affairs, hast sold for five gigliats a tun, which I, that am but a woman, and was scarce ever out of 

doors, have, for that it took up so much room in the house, sold for seven gigliats to a good man, 

that but now, as thou cam'st back, got therein, to see if 'twere sound." So hearing, the husband 

was overjoyed, and said to the man that was come to take it away:—"Good man, I wish thee 



Godspeed; for, as thou hearest, my wife has sold the tun for seven gigliats, whereas thou gavest 

me only five." Whereupon:—"So be it," said the good man, and took himself off. Then said 

Peronella to her husband:—"Now, as thou art here, come up, and arrange the matter with the 

good man." 

Now Giannello, who, meanwhile, had been all on the alert to discover if there were aught he 

had to fear or be on his guard against, no sooner heard Peronella's last words, than he sprang out 

of the tun, and feigning to know nought of her husband's return, began thus:—"Where art thou, 

good dame?" Whereto the husband, coming up, answered:—"Here am I: what wouldst thou of 

me?" Quoth Giannello:—"And who art thou? I would speak with the lady with whom I struck 

the bargain for this tun." Then said the good man:—"Have no fear, you can deal with me; for I 

am her husband." Quoth then Giannello:—"The tun seems to me sound enough; but I think you 

must have let the lees remain in it; for 'tis all encrusted with I know not what that is so dry, that I 

cannot raise it with the nail; wherefore I am not minded to take it unless I first see it scoured." 

Whereupon Peronella:—"To be sure: that shall not hinder the bargain; my husband will scour it 

clean." And:—"Well and good," said the husband. 

So he laid down his tools, stripped himself to his vest, sent for a light and a rasp, and was in 

the tun, and scraping away, in a trice. Whereupon Peronella, as if she were curious to see what he 

did, thrust her head into the vent of the tun, which was of no great size, and therewithal one of 

her arms up to the shoulder, and fell a saying:—"Scrape here, and here, and there too, and look, 

there is a bit left here." So, she being in this posture, directing and admonishing her husband, 

Giannello, who had not, that morning, fully satisfied his desire, when the husband arrived, now 

seeing that as he would, he might not, brought his mind to his circumstances, and resolved to 

take his pleasure as he might: wherefore he made up to the lady, who completely blocked the 

vent of the tun; and even on such wise as on the open champaign the wild and lusty horses do 

amorously assail the mares of Parthia, he sated his youthful appetite; and so it was that almost at 

the same moment that he did so, and was off, the tun was scoured, the husband came forth of it, 

and Peronella withdrew her head from the vent, and turning to Giannello, said:—"Take this light, 

good man, and see if 'tis scoured to thy mind." Whereupon Giannello, looking into the tun, said 

that 'twas in good trim, and that he was well content, and paid the husband the seven gigliats, and 

caused him carry the tun to his house. 

  



NOVEL III. — Fra Rinaldo lies with his gossip: her husband finds him in the room with her; and 

they make him believe that he was curing his godson of worms by a charm. — 

Filostrato knew not how so to veil what he said touching the mares of Parthia, but that the 

keen-witted ladies laughed thereat, making as if 'twas at somewhat else. However, his story 

being ended, the king called for one from Elisa, who, all obedience, thus began:—Debonair my 

ladies, we heard from Emilia how the bogey is exorcised, and it brought to my mind a story of 

another incantation: 'tis not indeed so good a story as hers; but, as no other, germane to our 

theme, occurs to me at present, I will relate it. 

You are to know, then, that there dwelt aforetime at Siena a young man, right gallant and of 

honourable family, his name Rinaldo; who, being in the last degree enamoured of one of his 

neighbours, a most beautiful gentlewoman and the wife of a rich man, was not without hopes 

that, if he could but find means to speak with her privately, he might have of her all that he 

desired; but seeing no way, and the lady being pregnant, he cast about how he might become her 

child's godfather. Wherefore, having ingratiated himself with her husband, he broached the 

matter to him in as graceful a manner as he might; and 'twas arranged. So Rinaldo, being now 

godfather to Madonna Agnesa's child, and having a more colourable pretext for speaking to her, 

took courage, and told her in words that message of his heart which she had long before read in 

his eyes; but though 'twas not displeasing to the lady to hear, it availed him but little. 

Now not long afterwards it so befell that, whatever may have been his reason, Rinaldo betook 

him to friarage; and whether it was that he found good pasture therein, or what not, he 

persevered in that way of life. And though for a while after he was turned friar, he laid aside the 

love he bore his gossip, and certain other vanities, yet in course of time, without putting off the 

habit, he resumed them, and began to take a pride in his appearance, and to go dressed in fine 

clothes, and to be quite the trim gallant, and to compose songs and sonnets and ballades, and to 

sing them, and to make a brave shew in all else that pertained to his new character. But why 

enlarge upon our Fra Rinaldo, of whom we speak? what friars are there that do not the like? Ah! 

opprobrium of a corrupt world! Sleek-faced and sanguine, daintily clad, dainty in all their 

accessories, they ruffle it shamelessly before the eyes of all, shewing not as doves but as insolent 

cocks with raised crest and swelling bosom, and, what is worse (to say nought of the vases full of 

electuaries and unguents, the boxes packed with divers comfits, the pitchers and phials of 

artificial waters, and oils, the flagons brimming with Malmsey and Greek and other wines of 

finest quality, with which their cells are so packed that they shew not as the cells of friars, but 

rather as apothecaries' or perfumers' shops), they blush not to be known to be gouty, flattering 

themselves that other folk wot not that long fasts and many of them, and coarse fare and little of 

it, and sober living, make men lean and thin and for the most part healthy; or if any malady come 

thereof, at any rate 'tis not the gout, the wonted remedy for which is chastity and all beside that 



belongs to the regimen of a humble friar. They flatter themselves, too, that others wot not that 

over and above the meagre diet, long vigils and orisons and strict discipline ought to mortify men 

and make them pale, and that neither St. Dominic nor St. Francis went clad in stuff dyed in grain 

or any other goodly garb, but in coarse woollen habits innocent of the dyer's art, made to keep 

out the cold, and not for shew. To which matters 'twere well God had a care, no less than to the 

souls of the simple folk by whom our friars are nourished. 

Fra Rinaldo, then, being come back to his first affections, took to visiting his gossip very 

frequently; and gaining confidence, began with more insistence than before to solicit her to that 

which he craved of her. So, being much urged, the good lady, to whom Fra Rinaldo, perhaps, 

seemed now more handsome than of yore, had recourse one day, when she felt herself unusually 

hard pressed by him, to the common expedient of all that would fain concede what is asked of 

them, and said:—"Oh! but Fra Rinaldo, do friars then do this sort of thing?" "Madam," replied 

Fra Rinaldo, "when I divest myself of this habit, which I shall do easily enough, you will see that 

I am a man furnished as other men, and no friar." Whereto with a truly comical air the lady made 

answer:—"Alas! woe's me! you are my child's godfather: how might it be? nay, but 'twere a very 

great mischief; and many a time I have heard that 'tis a most heinous sin; and without a doubt, 

were it not so, I would do as you wish." "If," said Fra Rinaldo, "you forego it for such a scruple 

as this, you are a fool for your pains. I say not that 'tis no sin; but there is no sin so great but God 

pardons it, if one repent. Now tell me: whether is more truly father to your son, I that held him at 

the font, or your husband that begot him?" "My husband," replied the lady. "Sooth say you," 

returned the friar, "and does not your husband lie with you?" "Why, yes," said the lady. "Then," 

rejoined the friar, "I that am less truly your son's father than your husband, ought also to lie with 

you, as does your husband." The lady was no logician, and needed little to sway her: she 

therefore believed or feigned to believe that what the friar said was true. So:— "Who might avail 

to answer your words of wisdom?" quoth she; and presently forgot the godfather in the lover, and 

complied with his desires. Nor had they begun their course to end it forthwith: but under cover of 

the friar's sponsorship, which set them more at ease, as it rendered them less open to suspicion, 

they forgathered again and again. 

But on one of these occasions it so befell that Fra Rinaldo, being come to the lady's house, 

where he espied none else save a very pretty and dainty little maid that waited on the lady, sent 

his companion away with her into the pigeon-house, there to teach her the paternoster, while he 

and the lady, holding her little boy by the hand, went into the bedroom, locked themselves in, got 

them on to a divan that was there, and began to disport them. And while thus they sped the time, 

it chanced that the father returned, and, before any was ware of him, was at the bedroom door, 

and knocked, and called the lady by her name. Whereupon:—"'Tis as much as my life is worth," 

quoth Madonna Agnesa; "lo, here is my husband; and the occasion of our intimacy cannot but be 

now apparent to him." "Sooth say you," returned Fra Rinaldo, who was undressed, that is to say, 



had thrown off his habit and hood, and was in his tunic; "if I had but my habit and hood on me in 

any sort, 'twould be another matter; but if you let him in, and he find me thus, 'twill not be 

possible to put any face on it." But with an inspiration as happy as sudden:—"Now get them on 

you," quoth the lady; "and when you have them on, take your godson in your arms, and give 

good heed to what I shall say to him, that your words may accord with mine; and leave the rest to 

me." 

The good man was still knocking, when his wife made answer:— "Coming, coming." And so 

up she got, and put on a cheerful countenance and hied her to the door, and opened it and said:—

"Husband mine: well indeed was it for us that in came Fra Rinaldo, our sponsor; 'twas God that 

sent him to us; for in sooth, but for that, we had to-day lost our boy." Which the poor simpleton 

almost swooned to hear; and:—"How so?" quoth he. "O husband mine," replied the lady, "he 

was taken but now, all of a sudden, with a fainting fit, so that I thought he was dead: and what to 

do or say I knew not, had not Fra Rinaldo, our sponsor, come just in the nick of time, and set him 

on his shoulder, and said:—'Gossip, 'tis that he has worms in his body, and getting, as they do, 

about the heart, they might only too readily be the death of him; but fear not; I will say a charm 

that will kill them all; and before I take my leave, you will see your boy as whole as you ever 

saw him.' And because to say certain of the prayers thou shouldst have been with us, and the 

maid knew not where to find thee, he caused his companion to say them at the top of the house, 

and he and I came in here. And for that 'tis not meet for any but the boy's mother to assist at such 

a service, that we might not be troubled with any one else, we locked the door; and he yet has 

him in his arms; and I doubt not that he only waits till his companion have said his prayers, and 

then the charm will be complete; for the boy is already quite himself again." 

The good simple soul, taking all this for sooth, and overwrought by the love he bore his son, 

was entirely without suspicion of the trick his wife was playing him, and heaving a great sigh, 

said:—"I will go look for him." "Nay," replied the wife, "go not: thou wouldst spoil the efficacy 

of the charm: wait here; I will go see if thou mayst safely go; and will call thee." 

Whereupon Fra Rinaldo, who had heard all that passed, and was in his canonicals, and quite at 

his ease, and had the boy in his arms, having made sure that all was as it should be, cried out:—

"Gossip, do I not hear the father's voice out there?" "Ay indeed, Sir," replied the simpleton. 

"Come in then," said Fra Rinaldo. So in came the simpleton. Whereupon quoth Fra Rinaldo:—"I 

restore to you your boy made whole by the grace of God, whom but now I scarce thought you 

would see alive at vespers. You will do well to have his image fashioned in wax, not less than 

life-size, and set it for a thanksgiving to God, before the statue of Master St. Ambrose, by whose 

merits you have this favour of God." 



The boy, catching sight of his father, ran to him with joyous greetings, as little children are 

wont; and the father, taking him in his arms, and weeping as if he were restored to him from the 

grave, fell by turns a kissing him and thanking his godfather, that he had cured him. Fra 

Rinaldo's companion, who had taught the maid not one paternoster only, but peradventure four 

or more, and by giving her a little purse of white thread that a nun had given him, had made her 

his devotee, no sooner heard Fra Rinaldo call the simpleton into his wife's room, than he 

stealthily got him to a place whence he might see and hear what was going on. Observing that 

the affair was now excellently arranged, he came down, and entered the chamber, saying:—"Fra 

Rinaldo, those four prayers that you bade me say, I have said them all." "Then well done, my 

brother," quoth Fra Rinaldo, "well-breathed must thou be. For my part, I had but said two, when 

my gossip came in; but what with thy travail and mine, God of His grace has vouchsafed-us the 

healing or the boy." The simpleton then had good wine and comfits brought in, and did the 

honours to the godfather and his companion in such sort as their occasions did most demand. He 

then ushered them forth of the house, commending them to God; and without delay had the 

waxen image made, and directed it to be set up with the others in front of the statue of St. 

Ambrose, not, be it understood, St. Ambrose of Milan.(1) 

(1) The statue would doubtless be that of St. Ambrose of Siena, of the Dominican Order. 

  



NOVEL IV. — Tofano one night locks his wife out of the house: she, finding that by no entreaties 

may she prevail upon him to let her in, feigns to throw herself into a well, throwing therein a 

great stone. Tofano hies him forth of the house, and runs to the spot: she goes into the house, and 

locks him out, and hurls abuse at him from within. — 

The king no sooner wist that Elisa's story was ended, than, turning to Lauretta, he signified his 

will that she should tell somewhat: wherefore without delay she began:—O Love, how great and 

signal is thy potency! how notable thy stratagems, thy devices! Was there ever, shall there ever 

be, philosopher or adept competent to inspire, counsel and teach in such sort as thou by thine 

unpremeditated art dost tutor those that follow thy lead? Verily laggard teachers are they all in 

comparison of thee, as by the matters heretofore set forth may very well be understood. To which 

store I will add, loving ladies, a stratagem used by a woman of quite ordinary understanding, and 

of such a sort that I know not by whom she could have been taught it save by Love. 

Know, then, that there dwelt aforetime at Arezzo a rich man, Tofano by name, who took to 

wife Monna Ghita, a lady exceeding fair, of whom, for what cause he knew not, he presently 

grew jealous. Whereof the lady being ware, waxed resentful, and having on divers occasions 

demanded of him the reason of his jealousy, and gotten from him nought precise, but only 

generalities and trivialities, resolved at last to give him cause enough to die of that evil which 

without cause he so much dreaded. And being ware that a gallant, whom she deemed well 

worthy of her, was enamoured of her, she, using due discretion, came to an understanding with 

him; which being brought to the point that it only remained to give effect to their words in act, 

the lady cast about to devise how this might be. And witting that, among other bad habits that her 

husband had, he was too fond of his cups, she would not only commend indulgence, but 

cunningly and not seldom incite him thereto; insomuch that, well-nigh as often as she was so 

minded, she led him to drink to excess; and when she saw that he was well drunken, she would 

put him to bed; and so not once only but divers times without any manner of risk she forgathered 

with her lover; nay, presuming upon her husband's intoxication, she grew so bold that, not 

content with bringing her lover into her house, she would at times go spend a great part of the 

night with him at his house, which was not far off. 

Now such being the enamoured lady's constant practice, it so befell that the dishonoured 

husband took note that, while she egged him on to drink, she herself drank never a drop; 

whereby he came to suspect the truth, to wit, that the lady was making him drunk, that afterwards 

she might take her pleasure while he slept. And being minded to put his surmise to the proof, one 

evening, having drunken nought all day, he mimicked never so drunken a sot both in speech and 

in carriage. The lady, deeming him to be really as he appeared, and that 'twas needless to ply him 

with liquor, presently put him to bed. Which done, she, as she at times was wont, hied her forth 

to her lover's house, where she tarried until midnight. Tofano no sooner perceived that his wife 



was gone, than up he got, hied him to the door, locked it, and then posted himself at the window 

to observe her return, and let her know that he was ware of her misconduct. So there he stood 

until the lady returned, and finding herself locked out, was annoyed beyond measure, and sought 

to force the door open. Tofano let her try her strength upon it a while, and then:—"Madam," 

quoth he, "'tis all to no purpose: thou canst not get in. Go get thee back thither where thou hast 

tarried all this while, and rest assured that thou shalt never recross this threshold, until I have 

done thee such honour as is meet for thee in the presence of thy kinsfolk and neighbours." 

Thereupon the lady fell entreating him to be pleased to open to her for the love of God, for that 

she was not come whence he supposed, but had only been passing the time with one of her 

gossips, because the nights were long, and she could not spend the whole time either in sleep or 

in solitary watching. But her supplications availed her nothing, for the fool was determined that 

all Arezzo should know their shame, whereof as yet none wist aught. So as 'twas idle to entreat, 

the lady assumed a menacing tone, saying:—"So thou open not to me, I will make thee the 

saddest man alive." Whereto Tofano made answer:—"And what then canst thou do?" The lady, 

her wits sharpened by Love, rejoined:—"Rather than endure the indignity to which thou wouldst 

unjustly subject me, I will cast myself into the well hard by here, and when I am found dead 

there, all the world will believe that 'twas thou that didst it in thy cups, and so thou wilt either 

have to flee and lose all that thou hast and be outlawed, or forfeit thy head as guilty of my death, 

as indeed thou wilt be." But, for all she said, Tofano wavered not a jot in his foolish purpose. So 

at last:—"Lo, now," quoth the lady, "I can no more abide thy surly humour: God forgive thee: I 

leave thee my distaff here, which be careful to bestow in a safe place." So saying, away she hied 

her to the well, and, the night being so dark that wayfarers could scarce see one another as they 

passed, she took up a huge stone that was by the well, and ejaculating, "God forgive me!" 

dropped it therein. Tofano, hearing the mighty splash that the stone made as it struck the water, 

never doubted that she had cast herself in: so, bucket and rope in hand, he flung himself out of 

the house, and came running to the well to her rescue. The lady had meanwhile hidden herself 

hard by the door, and seeing him make for the well, was in the house in a trice, and having 

locked the door, hied her to the window, and greeted him with:—"'Tis while thou art drinking, 

not now, when the night is far spent, that thou shouldst temper thy wine with water." Thus 

derided, Tofano came back to the door, and finding his ingress barred, began adjuring her to let 

him in. Whereupon, changing the low tone she had hitherto used for one so shrill that 'twas well-

nigh a shriek, she broke out with:—"By the Holy Rood, tedious drunken sot that thou art, thou 

gettest no admittance here to-night; thy ways are more than I can endure: 'tis time I let all the 

world know what manner of man thou art, and at what hour of the night thou comest home." 

Tofano, on his part, now grew angry, and began loudly to upbraid her; insomuch that the 

neighbours, aroused by the noise, got up, men and women alike, and looked out of the windows, 

and asked what was the matter. Whereupon the lady fell a weeping and saying:—"'Tis this 

wicked man, who comes home drunk at even, or falls asleep in some tavern, and then returns at 



this hour. Long and to no purpose have I borne with him; but 'tis now past endurance, and I have 

done him this indignity of locking him out of the house in the hope that perchance it may cause 

him to mend his ways." 

Tofano, on his part, told, dolt that he was, just what had happened, and was mighty menacing. 

Whereupon:—"Now mark," quoth the lady to the neighbours, "the sort of man he is! What would 

you say if I were, as he is, in the street, and he were in the house, as I am? God's faith, I doubt 

you would believe what he said. Hereby you may gauge his sense. He tells you that I have done 

just what, I doubt not, he has done himself. He thought to terrify me by throwing I know not 

what into the well, wherein would to God he had thrown himself indeed, and drowned himself, 

whereby the wine of which he has taken more than enough, had been watered to some purpose!" 

The neighbours, men and women alike, now with one accord gave tongue, censuring Tofano, 

throwing all the blame upon him, and answering what he alleged against the lady with loud 

recrimination; and in short the bruit, passing from neighbour to neighbour, reached at last the 

ears of the lady's kinsfolk; who hied them to the spot, and being apprised of the affair from this, 

that and the other of the neighbours, laid hands on Tofano, and beat him till he was black and 

blue from head to foot. Which done, they entered his house, stripped it of all that belonged to the 

lady, and took her home with them, bidding Tofano look for worse to come. Thus hard bested, 

and ruing the plight in which his jealousy had landed him, Tofano, who loved his wife with all 

his heart, set some friends to work to patch matters up, whereby he did in fact induce his lady to 

forgive him and live with him again, albeit he was fain to promise her never again to be jealous, 

and to give her leave to amuse herself to her heart's content, provided she used such discretion 

that he should not be ware of it. On such wise, like the churl and booby that he was, being 

despoiled, he made terms. Now long live Love, and perish war, and all that wage it! 

  



NOVEL V.— A jealous husband disguises himself as a priest, and hears his own wife's 

confession: she tells him that she loves a priest, who comes to her every night. The husband posts 

himself at the door to watch for the priest, and meanwhile the lady brings her lover in by the 

roof, and tarries with him. — 

When Lauretta had done speaking, and all had commended the lady, for that she had done 

well, and treated her caitiff husband as he had deserved, the king, not to lose time, turned to 

Fiammetta, and graciously bade her take up her parable; which she did on this wise:—Most 

noble ladies, the foregoing story prompts me likewise to discourse of one of these jealous 

husbands, deeming that they are justly requited by their wives, more especially when they grow 

jealous without due cause. And had our legislators taken account of everything, I am of opinion 

that they would have visited ladies in such a case with no other penalty than such as they provide 

for those that offend in self-defence, seeing that a jealous husband does cunningly practise 

against the life of his lady, and most assiduously machinate her death. All the week the wife 

stays at home, occupied with her domestic duties; after which, on the day that is sacred to joy, 

she, like every one else, craves some solace, some peace, some recreation, not unreasonably, for 

she craves but what the husbandmen take in the fields, the craftsmen in the city, the magistrates 

in the courts, nay what God Himself took, when He rested from all His labours on the seventh 

day, and which laws human and Divine, mindful alike of the honour of God and the common 

well-being, have ordained, appropriating certain days to work, and others to repose. To which 

ordinance these jealous husbands will in no wise conform; on the contrary by then most 

sedulously secluding their wives, they make those days which to all other women are gladsome, 

to them most grievous and dolorous. And what an affliction it is to the poor creatures, they alone 

know, who have proved it; for which reason, to sum up, I say that a wife is rather to be 

commended than censured, if she take her revenge upon a husband that is jealous without cause. 

Know then that at Rimini there dwelt a merchant, a man of great substance in lands and goods 

and money, who, having a most beautiful woman to wife, waxed inordinately jealous of her, and 

that for no better reason than that, loving her greatly, and esteeming her exceeding fair, and 

knowing that she did her utmost endeavour to pleasure him, he must needs suppose that every 

man loved her, and esteemed her fair, and that she, moreover, was as zealous to stand well with 

every other man as with himself; whereby you may see that he was a poor creature, and of little 

sense. Being thus so deeply infected with jealousy, he kept so strict and close watch over her, 

that some, maybe, have lain under sentence of death and been less rigorously confined by their 

warders. 'Twas not merely that the lady might not go to a wedding, or a festal gathering, or even 

to church, or indeed set foot out of doors in any sort; but she dared not so much as shew herself 

at a window, or cast a glance outside the house, no matter for what purpose. Wherefore she led a 

most woeful life of it, and found it all the harder to bear because she knew herself to be innocent. 

Accordingly, seeing herself evilly entreated by her husband without good cause, she cast about 



how for her own consolation she might devise means to justify his usage of her. And for that, as 

she might not shew herself at the window, there could be no interchange of amorous glances 

between her and any man that passed along the street, but she wist that in the next house there 

was a goodly and debonair gallant, she bethought her, that, if there were but a hole in the wall 

that divided the two houses, she might watch thereat, until she should have sight of the gallant on 

such wise that she might speak to him, and give him her love, if he cared to have it, and, if so it 

might be contrived, forgather with him now and again, and after this fashion relieve the burden 

of her woeful life, until such time as the evil spirit should depart from her husband. So peering 

about, now here, now there, when her husband was away, she found in a very remote part of the 

house a place, where, by chance, the wall had a little chink in it. Peering through which, she 

made out, though not without great difficulty, that on the other side was a room, and said to 

herself:—If this were Filippo's room—Filippo was the name of the gallant, her neighbour—I 

should be already halfway to my goal. So cautiously, through her maid, who was grieved to see 

her thus languish, she made quest, and discovered that it was indeed the gallant's room, where he 

slept quite alone. Wherefore she now betook her frequently to the aperture, and whenever she 

was ware that the gallant was in the room, she would let fall a pebble or the like trifle; whereby 

at length she brought the gallant to the other side of the aperture to see what the matter was. 

Whereupon she softly called him, and he knowing her voice, answered; and so, having now the 

opportunity she had sought, she in few words opened to him all her mind. The gallant, being 

overjoyed, wrought at the aperture on such wise that albeit none might be ware thereof, he 

enlarged it; and there many a time they held converse together, and touched hands, though 

further they might not go by reason of the assiduous watch that the jealous husband kept. 

Now towards Christmas the lady told her husband that, if he approved, she would fain go on 

Christmas morning to church, and confess and communicate, like other Christians. "And what 

sins," quoth he, "hast thou committed, that wouldst be shriven?" "How?" returned the lady; "dost 

thou take me for a saint? For all thou keepest me so close, thou must know very well that I am 

like all other mortals. However, I am not minded to confess to thee, for that thou art no priest." 

Her husband, whose suspicions were excited by what she had said, cast about how he might 

discover these sins of hers, and having bethought him of what seemed an apt expedient, made 

answer that she had his consent, but he would not have her go to any church but their own 

chapel, where she might hie her betimes in the morning, and confess either to their own chaplain 

or some other priest that the chaplain might assign her, but to none other, and presently return to 

the house. The lady thought she half understood him, but she answered only that she would do as 

he required. Christmas morning came, and with the dawn the lady rose, dressed herself, and hied 

her to the church appointed by her husband, who also rose, and hied him to the same church, 

where he arrived before her; and having already concerted matters with the priest that was in 

charge, he forthwith put on one of the priest's robes with a great hood, overshadowing the face, 



such as we see priests wear, and which he pulled somewhat forward; and so disguised he seated 

himself in the choir. 

On entering the church the lady asked for the priest, who came, and learning that she was 

minded to confess, said that he could not hear her himself, but would send her one of his 

brethren; so away he hied him and sent her, in an evil hour for him, her husband. For though he 

wore an air of great solemnity, and 'twas not yet broad day, and he had pulled the hood well over 

his eyes, yet all did not avail, but that his lady forthwith recognized him, and said to herself:—

God be praised! why, the jealous rogue is turned priest: but leave it me to give him that whereof 

he is in quest. So she feigned not to know him, and seated herself at his feet. (I should tell you 

that he had put some pebbles in his mouth, that his speech, being impeded, might not betray him 

to his wife, and in all other respects he deemed himself so thoroughly disguised that there was 

nought whereby she might recognize him.) Now, to come to the confession, the lady, after 

informing him that she was married, told him among other matters that she was enamoured of a 

priest, who came every night to lie with her. Which to hear was to her husband as if he were 

stricken through the heart with a knife; and had it not been that he was bent on knowing more, he 

would have forthwith given over the confession, and taken himself off. However he kept his 

place, and:—"How?" said he to the lady, "does not your husband lie with you?" The lady replied 

in the affirmative. "How, then," quoth the husband, "can the priest also lie with you?" "Sir," 

replied she, "what art the priest employs I know not; but door there is none, however well 

locked, in the house, that comes not open at his touch; and he tells me that, being come to the 

door of my room, before he opens it, he says certain words, whereby my husband forthwith falls 

asleep; whereupon he opens the door, and enters the room, and lies with me; and so 'tis always, 

without fail." "Then 'tis very wrong, Madam, and you must give it up altogether," said the 

husband. "That, Sir," returned the lady, "I doubt I can never do; for I love him too much." "In 

that case," quoth the husband, "I cannot give you absolution." "The pity of it!" ejaculated the 

lady; "I came not hither to tell you falsehoods: if I could give it up, I would." "Madam," replied 

the husband, "indeed I am sorry for you; for I see that you are in a fair way to lose your soul. 

However, this I will do for you; I will make special supplication to God on your behalf; and 

perchance you may be profited thereby. And from time to time I will send you one of my young 

clerks; and you will tell him whether my prayers have been of any help to you, or no, and if they 

have been so, I shall know what to do next." "Nay, Sir," quoth the lady, "do not so; send no man 

to me at home; for, should my husband come to know it, he is so jealous that nothing in the 

world would ever disabuse him of the idea that he came but for an evil purpose, and so I should 

have no peace with him all the year long." Madam, returned the husband, "have no fear; rest 

assured that I will so order matters that you shall never hear a word about it from him." "If you 

can make sure of that," quoth the lady, "I have no more to say." And so, her confession ended, 

and her penance enjoined, she rose, and went to mass, while the luckless husband, fuming and 



fretting, hasted to divest himself of his priest's trappings, and then went home bent upon devising 

some means to bring the priest and his wife together, and take his revenge upon them both. 

When the lady came home from church she read in her husband's face that she had spoiled his 

Christmas for him, albeit he dissembled to the uttermost, lest she should discover what he had 

done, and supposed himself to have learned. His mind was made up to keep watch for the priest 

that very night by his own front door. So to the lady he said:—"I have to go out to-night to sup 

and sleep; so thou wilt take care that the front door, and the mid-stair door, and the bedroom door 

are well locked; and for the rest thou mayst go to bed, at thine own time." "Well and good," 

replied the lady: and as soon as she was able, off she hied her to the aperture, and gave the 

wonted signal, which Filippo no sooner heard, than he was at the spot. The lady then told him 

what she had done in the morning, and what her husband had said to her after breakfast, 

adding:—"Sure I am that he will not stir out of the house, but will keep watch beside the door; 

wherefore contrive to come in to-night by the roof, that we may be together." "Madam," replied 

the gallant, nothing loath, "trust me for that." 

Night came, the husband armed, and noiselessly hid himself in a room on the ground floor: the 

lady locked all the doors, being especially careful to secure the mid-stair door, to bar her 

husband's ascent; and in due time the gallant, having found his way cautiously enough over the 

roof, they got them to bed, and there had solace of one another and a good time; and at daybreak 

the gallant hied him back to his house. Meanwhile the husband, rueful and supperless, half dead 

with cold, kept his armed watch beside his door, momently expecting the priest, for the best part 

of the night; but towards daybreak, his powers failing him, he lay down and slept in the ground-

floor room. 'Twas hard upon tierce when he awoke, and the front door was then open; so, making 

as if he had just come in, he went upstairs and breakfasted. Not long afterwards he sent to his 

wife a young fellow, disguised as the priest's underling, who asked her if he of whom she wist 

had been with her again. The lady, who quite understood what that meant, made answer that he 

had not come that night, and that, if he continued to neglect her so, 'twas possible he might be 

forgotten, though she had no mind to forget him. 

Now, to make a long story short, the husband passed many a night in the same way, hoping to 

catch the priest as he came in, the lady and her gallant meanwhile having a good time. But at last 

the husband, being able to stand it no longer, sternly demanded of his wife what she had said to 

the priest the morning when she was confessed. The lady answered that she was not minded to 

tell him, for that 'twas not seemly or proper so to do. Whereupon:—"Sinful woman," quoth the 

husband, "in thy despite I know what thou saidst to him, and know I must and will who this 

priest is, of whom thou art enamoured, and who by dint of his incantations lies with thee a 

nights, or I will sluice thy veins for thee." "'Tis not true," replied the lady, "that I am enamoured 

of a priest." "How?" quoth the husband, "saidst thou not as much to the priest that confessed 



thee?" "Thou canst not have had it from him," rejoined the lady. "Wast thou then present thyself? 

For sure I never told him so." "Then tell me," quoth the husband, "who this priest is; and lose no 

time about it." Whereat the lady began to smile, and:—"I find it not a little diverting," quoth she, 

"that a wise man should suffer himself to be led by a simple woman as a ram is led by the horns 

to the shambles; albeit no wise man art thou: not since that fatal hour when thou gavest 

harbourage in thy breast, thou wist not why, to the evil spirit of jealousy; and the more foolish 

and insensate thou art, the less glory have I. Deemest thou, my husband, that I am as blind of the 

bodily eye as thou art of the mind's eye? Nay, but for sure I am not so. I knew at a glance the 

priest that confessed me, and that 'twas even thyself. But I was minded to give thee that of which 

thou wast in quest, and I gave it thee. Howbeit, if thou hadst been the wise man thou takest 

thyself to be, thou wouldst not have chosen such a way as that to worm out thy good lady's 

secrets, nor wouldst thou have fallen a prey to a baseless suspicion, but wouldst have understood 

that what she confessed was true, and she all the while guiltless. I told thee that I loved a priest; 

and wast not thou, whom I love, though ill enough dost thou deserve it, turned priest? I told thee 

that there was no door in my house but would open when he was minded to lie with me: and 

when thou wouldst fain have access to me, what door was ever closed against thee? I told thee 

that the priest lay nightly with me: and what night was there that thou didst not lie with me? 

Thou sentest thy young clerk to me: and thou knowest that, as often as thou hadst not been with 

me, I sent word that the priest had not been with me. Who but thou, that hast suffered jealousy to 

blind thee, would have been so witless as not to read such a riddle? But thou must needs mount 

guard at night beside the door, and think to make me believe that thou hadst gone out to sup and 

sleep. Consider thy ways, and court not the mockery of those that know them as I do, but turn a 

man again as thou wast wont to be: and let there be no more of this strict restraint in which thou 

keepest me; for I swear to thee by God that, if I were minded to set horns on thy brow, I should 

not fail so to take my pastime that thou wouldst never find it out, though thou hadst a hundred 

eyes, as thou hast but two." 

Thus admonished, the jealous caitiff, who had flattered himself that he had very cunningly 

discovered his wife's secret, was ashamed, and made no answer save to commend his wife's wit 

and honour; and thus, having cause for jealousy, he discarded it, as he had erstwhile been jealous 

without cause. And so the adroit lady had, as it were, a charter of indulgence, and needed no 

more to contrive for her lover to come to her over the roof like a cat, but admitted him by the 

door, and using due discretion, had many a good time with him, and sped her life gaily. 

  



NOVEL VI. — Madonna Isabella has with her Leonetto, her accepted lover, when she is 

surprised by one Messer Lambertuccio, by whom she is beloved: her husband coming home 

about the same time, she sends Messer Lambertuccio forth of the house drawn sword in hand, 

and the husband afterwards escorts Leonetto home. — 

Wondrous was the delight that all the company had of Fiammetta's story, nor was there any 

but affirmed that the lady had done excellent well, and dealt with her insensate husband as he 

deserved. However, it being ended, the king bade Pampinea follow suit; which she did on this 

wise:—Not a few there are that in their simplicity aver that Love deranges the mind, insomuch 

that whoso loves becomes as it were witless: the folly of which opinion, albeit I doubt it not, and 

deem it abundantly proven by what has been already said, I purpose once again to demonstrate. 

In our city, rich in all manner of good things, there dwelt a young gentlewoman, fair 

exceedingly, and wedded to a most worthy and excellent gentleman. And as it not seldom 

happens that one cannot keep ever to the same diet, but would fain at times vary it, so this lady, 

finding her husband not altogether to her mind, became enamoured of a gallant, Leonetto by 

name, who, though of no high rank, was not a little debonair and courteous, and he in like 

manner fell in love with her; and (as you know that 'tis seldom that what is mutually desired fails 

to come about) 'twas not long before they had fruition of their love. Now the lady being, as I 

said, fair and winsome, it so befell that a gentleman, Messer Lambertuccio by name, grew 

mightily enamoured of her, but so tiresome and odious did she find him, that for the world she 

could not bring herself to love him. So, growing tired of fruitlessly soliciting her favour by 

ambassage, Messer Lambertuccio, who was a powerful signior, sent her at last another sort of 

message in which he threatened to defame her if she complied not with his wishes. Wherefore 

the lady, knowing her man, was terrified, and disposed herself to pleasure him. 

Now it so chanced that Madonna Isabella, for such was the lady's name, being gone, as is our 

Florentine custom in the summer, to spend some time on a very goodly estate that she had in the 

contado, one morning finding herself alone, for her husband had ridden off to tarry some days 

elsewhere, she sent for Leonetto to come and keep her company; and Leonetto came forthwith in 

high glee. But while they were together, Messer Lambertuccio, who, having got wind that the 

husband was away, had mounted his horse and ridden thither quite alone, knocked at the door. 

Whereupon the lady's maid hied her forthwith to her mistress, who was alone with Leonetto, and 

called her, saying:—"Madam, Messer Lambertuccio is here below, quite alone." Whereat the 

lady was vexed beyond measure; and being also not a little dismayed, she said to Leonetto:—

"Prithee, let it not irk thee to withdraw behind the curtain, and there keep close until Messer 

Lambertuccio be gone." Leonetto, who stood in no less fear of Messer Lambertuccio than did the 

lady, got into his hiding-place; and the lady bade the maid go open to Messer Lambertuccio: she 

did so; and having dismounted and fastened his palfrey to a pin, he ascended the stairs; at the 



head of which the lady received him with a smile and as gladsome a greeting as she could find 

words for, and asked him on what errand he was come. The gentleman embraced and kissed her, 

saying:—"My soul, I am informed that your husband is not here, and therefore I am come to stay 

a while with you." Which said, they went into the room, and locked them in, and Messer 

Lambertuccio fell a toying with her. 

Now, while thus he sped the time with her, it befell that the lady's husband, albeit she nowise 

expected him, came home, and, as he drew nigh the palace, was observed by the maid, who 

forthwith ran to the lady's chamber, and said:—"Madam, the master will be here anon; I doubt he 

is already in the courtyard." Whereupon, for that she had two men in the house, and the knight's 

palfrey, that was in the courtyard, made it impossible to hide him, the lady gave herself up for 

dead. Nevertheless she made up her mind on the spur of the moment, and springing out of bed 

"Sir," quoth she to Messer Lambertuccio, "if you have any regard for me, and would save my 

life, you will do as I bid you: that is to say, you will draw your blade, and put on a fell and 

wrathful countenance, and hie you downstairs, saying:—'By God, he shall not escape me 

elsewhere.' And if my husband would stop you, or ask you aught, say nought but what I have 

told you, and get you on horseback and tarry with him on no account." "To hear is to obey," 

quoth Messer Lambertuccio, who, with the flush of his recent exertion and the rage that he felt at 

the husband's return still on his face, and drawn sword in hand, did as she bade him. The lady's 

husband, being now dismounted in the courtyard, and not a little surprised to see the palfrey 

there, was about to go up the stairs, when he saw Messer Lambertuccio coming down them, and 

marvelling both at his words and at his mien:—"What means this, Sir?" quoth he. But Messer 

Lambertuccio clapped foot in stirrup, and mounted, saying nought but:—"Zounds, but I will 

meet him elsewhere;" and so he rode off. 

The gentleman then ascended the stairs, at the head of which he found his lady distraught with 

terror, to whom he said:—"What manner of thing is this? After whom goes Messer 

Lambertuccio, so wrathful and menacing?" Whereto the lady, drawing nigher the room, that 

Leonetto might hear her, made answer:—"Never, Sir, had I such a fright as this. There came 

running in here a young man, who to me is quite a stranger, and at his heels Messer 

Lambertuccio with a drawn sword in his hand; and as it happened the young man found the door 

of this room open, and trembling in every limb, cried out:—'Madam, your succour, for God's 

sake, that I die not in your arms.' So up I got, and would have asked him who he was, and how 

bested, when up came Messer Lambertuccio, exclaiming:—'Where art thou, traitor?' I planted 

myself in the doorway, and kept him from entering, and seeing that I was not minded to give him 

admittance, he was courteous enough, after not a little parley, to take himself off, as you saw." 

Whereupon:—"Wife," quoth the husband, "thou didst very right. Great indeed had been the 

scandal, had some one been slain here, and 'twas a gross affront on Messer Lambertuccio's part 

to pursue a fugitive within the house." He then asked where the young man was. Whereto the 



lady answered:—"Nay, where he may be hiding, Sir, I wot not." So:—"Where art thou?" quoth 

the knight. "Fear not to shew thyself." Then forth of his hiding-place, all of a tremble, for in truth 

he had been thoroughly terrified, crept Leonetto, who had heard all that had passed. To whom:—

"What hast thou to do with Messer Lambertuccio?" quoth the knight. "Nothing in the world," 

replied the young man: "wherefore, I doubt he must either be out of his mind, or have mistaken 

me for another; for no sooner had he sight of me in the street hard by the palace, than he laid his 

hand on his sword, and exclaimed:—'Traitor, thou art a dead man.' Whereupon I sought not to 

know why, but fled with all speed, and got me here, and so, thanks to God and this gentlewoman, 

I escaped his hands." "Now away with thy fears," quoth the knight; "I will see thee home safe 

and sound; and then 'twill be for thee to determine how thou shalt deal with him." And so, when 

they had supped, he set him on horseback, and escorted him to Florence, and left him not until he 

was safe in his own house. And the very same evening, following the lady's instructions, 

Leonetto spoke privily with Messer Lambertuccio, and so composed the affair with him, that, 

though it occasioned not a little talk, the knight never wist how he had been tricked by his wife. 

  



NOVEL VII. — Lodovico discovers to Madonna Beatrice the love that he bears her: she sends 

Egano, her husband, into a garden disguised as herself, and lies with Lodovico; who thereafter, 

being risen, hies him to the garden and cudgels Egano. — 

This device of Madonna Isabella, thus recounted by Pampinea, was held nothing short of 

marvellous by all the company. But, being bidden by the king to tell the next story, thus spake 

Filomena:—Loving ladies, if I mistake not, the device, of which you shall presently hear from 

me, will prove to be no less excellent than the last. 

You are to know, then, that there dwelt aforetime at Paris a Florentine gentleman, who, being 

by reason of poverty turned merchant, had prospered so well in his affairs that he was become 

very wealthy; and having by his lady an only son, Lodovico by name, whose nobility disrelished 

trade, he would not put him in any shop; but that he might be with other gentlemen, he caused 

him to enter the service of the King of France, whereby he acquired very fine manners and other 

accomplishments. Being in this service, Lodovico was one day with some other young gallants 

that talked of the fair ladies of France, and England, and other parts of the world, when they were 

joined by certain knights that were returned from the Holy Sepulchre; and hearing their 

discourse, one of the knights fell a saying, that of a surety in the whole world, so far as he had 

explored it, there was not any lady, of all that he had ever seen, that might compare for beauty 

with Madonna Beatrice, the wife of Egano de' Galluzzi, of Bologna: wherein all his companions, 

who in common with him had seen the lady at Bologna, concurred. Which report Lodovico, who 

was as yet fancy-free, no sooner heard, than he burned with such a yearning to see the lady that 

he was able to think of nought else: insomuch that he made up his mind to betake him to 

Bologna to see her, and if she pleased him, to remain there; to which end he gave his father to 

understand that he would fain visit the Holy Sepulchre, whereto his father after no little demur 

consented. 

So to Bologna Anichino—for so he now called himself—came; and, as Fortune would have it, 

the very next day, he saw the lady at a festal gathering, and deemed her vastly more beautiful 

than he had expected: wherefore he waxed most ardently enamoured of her, and resolved never 

to quit Bologna, until he had gained her love. So, casting about how he should proceed, he could 

devise no other way but to enter her husband's service, which was the more easy that he kept not 

a few retainers: on this wise Lodovico surmised that, peradventure, he might compass his end. 

He therefore sold his horses and meetly bestowed his servants, bidding them make as if they 

knew him not; and being pretty familiar with his host, he told him that he was minded to take 

service with some worthy lord, it any such he might find. "Thou wouldst make," quoth the host, 

"the very sort of retainer to suit a gentleman of this city, Egano by name, who keeps not a few of 

them, and will have all of them presentable like thee: I will mention the matter to him." And so 



he accordingly did, and before he took leave of Egano had placed Anichino with him, to Egano's 

complete satisfaction. 

Being thus resident with Egano, and having abundant opportunities of seeing the fair lady, 

Anichino set himself to serve Egano with no little zeal; wherein he succeeded so well, that Egano 

was more than satisfied, insomuch that by and by there was nought he could do without his 

advice, and he entrusted to him the guidance not only of himself, but of all his affairs. Now it so 

befell that one day when Egano was gone a hawking, having left Anichino at home, Madonna 

Beatrice, who as yet wist not of his love, albeit she had from time to time taken note of him and 

his manners, and had not a little approved and commended them, sat herself down with him to a 

game of chess, which, to please her, Anichino most dexterously contrived to lose, to the lady's 

prodigious delight. After a while, the lady's women, one and all, gave over watching their play, 

and left them to it; whereupon Anichino heaved a mighty sigh. The lady, looking hard at him, 

said:—"What ails thee, Anichino? Is it, then, such a mortification to thee to be conquered by 

me?" "Nay, Madam," replied Anichino, "my sigh was prompted by a much graver matter." 

"Then, if thou hast any regard for me," quoth the lady, "tell me what it is." Hearing himself thus 

adjured by "any regard" he had for her whom he loved more than aught else, Anichino heaved a 

yet mightier sigh, which caused the lady to renew her request that he would be pleased to tell her 

the occasion of his sighs. Whereupon:—"Madam," said Anichino, "I greatly fear me, that, were I 

to tell it you, 'twould but vex you; and, moreover, I doubt you might repeat it to some one else." 

"Rest assured," returned the lady, "that I shall neither be annoyed, nor, without thy leave, ever 

repeat to any other soul aught that thou mayst say." "Then," said Anichino, "having this pledge 

from you, I will tell it you." And, while the tears all but stood in his eyes, he told her, who he 

was, the report he had heard of her, and where and how he had become enamoured of her, and 

with what intent he had taken service with her husband: after which, he humbly besought her, 

that, if it might be, she would have pity on him, and gratify this his secret and ardent desire; and 

that, if she were not minded so to do, she would suffer him to retain his place there, and love her. 

Ah! Bologna! how sweetly mixed are the elements in thy women! How commendable in such a 

case are they all! No delight have they in sighs and tears, but are ever inclinable to prayers, and 

ready to yield to the solicitations of Love. Had I but words apt to praise them as they deserve, my 

eloquence were inexhaustible. 

The gentlewoman's gaze was fixed on Anichino as he spoke; she made no doubt that all he 

said was true, and yielding to his appeal, she entertained his love within her heart in such 

measure that she too began to sigh, and after a sigh or two made answer:—"Sweet my Anichino, 

be of good cheer; neither presents nor promises, nor any courting by gentleman, or lord, or 

whoso else (for I have been and am still courted by not a few) was ever able to sway my soul to 

love any of them: but thou, by the few words that thou hast said, hast so wrought with me that, 

brief though the time has been, I am already in far greater measure thine than mine. My love I 



deem thee to have won right worthily; and so I give it thee, and vow to give thee joyance thereof 

before the coming night be past. To which end thou wilt come to my room about midnight; I will 

leave the door open; thou knowest the side of the bed on which I sleep; thou wilt come there; 

should I be asleep, thou hast but to touch me, and I shall awake, and give thee solace of thy long-

pent desire. In earnest whereof I will even give thee a kiss." So saying, she threw her arms about 

his neck, and lovingly kissed him, as Anichino her. 

Their colloquy thus ended, Anichino betook him elsewhere about some matters which he had 

to attend to, looking forward to midnight with boundless exultation. Egano came in from his 

hawking; and after supper, being weary, went straight to bed, whither the lady soon followed 

him, leaving, as she had promised, the door of the chamber open. Thither accordingly, at the 

appointed hour, came Anichino, and having softly entered the chamber, and closed the door 

behind him, stole up to where the lady lay, and laying his hand upon her breast, found that she 

was awake. Now, as soon as she wist that Anichino was come, she took his hand in both her 

own; and keeping fast hold of him, she turned about in the bed, until she awoke Egano; 

whereupon:—"Husband," quoth she, "I would not say aught of this to thee, yestereve, because I 

judged thou wast weary; but tell me, upon thy hope of salvation, Egano, whom deemest thou thy 

best and most loyal retainer, and the most attached to thee, of all that thou hast in the house?" 

"What a question is this, wife?" returned Egano. "Dost not know him? Retainer I have none, nor 

ever had, so trusted, or loved, as Anichino. But wherefore put such a question?" 

Now, when Anichino wist that Egano was awake, and heard them talk of himself, he more 

than once tried to withdraw his hand, being mightily afraid lest the lady meant to play him false; 

but she held it so tightly that he might not get free, while thus she made answer to Egano:—"I 

will tell thee what he is. I thought that he was all thou sayst, and that none was so loyal to thee as 

he, but he has undeceived me, for that yesterday, when thou wast out a hawking, he, being here, 

chose his time, and had the shamelessness to crave of me compliance with his wanton desires: 

and I, that I might not need other evidence than that of thine own senses to prove his guilt to 

thee, I made answer, that I was well content, and that to-night, after midnight, I would get me 

into the garden, and await him there at the foot of the pine. Now go thither I shall certainly not; 

but, if thou wouldst prove the loyalty of thy retainer, thou canst readily do so, if thou but slip on 

one of my loose robes, and cover thy face with a veil, and go down and attend his coming, for 

come, I doubt not, he will." Whereto Egano:—"Meet indeed it is," quoth he, "that I should go 

see;" and straightway up he got, and, as best he might in the dark, he put on one of the lady's 

loose robes and veiled his face, and then hied him to the garden, and sate down at the foot of the 

pine to await Anichino. The lady no sooner wist that he was out of the room, than she rose, and 

locked the door. Anichino, who had never been so terrified in all his life, and had struggled with 

all his might to disengage his hand from the lady's clasp, and had inwardly cursed her and his 

love, and himself for trusting her, a hundred thousand times, was overjoyed beyond measure at 



this last turn that she had given the affair. And so, the lady having got her to bed again, and he, at 

her bidding, having stripped and laid him down beside her, they had solace and joyance of one 

another for a good while. Then, the lady, deeming it unmeet for Anichino to tarry longer with 

her, caused him to get up and resume his clothes, saying to him:—"Sweet my mouth, thou wilt 

take a stout cudgel, and get thee to the garden, and making as if I were there, and thy suit to me 

had been but to try me, thou wilt give Egano a sound rating with thy tongue and a sound 

belabouring with thy cudgel, the sequel whereof will be wondrously gladsome and delightful." 

Whereupon Anichino hied him off to the garden, armed with a staff of wild willow; and as he 

drew nigh the pine, Egano saw him, and rose and came forward to meet him as if he would 

receive him with the heartiest of cheer. But:—"Ah! wicked woman!" quoth Anichino; "so thou 

art come! Thou didst verily believe, then, that I was, that I am, minded thus to wrong my lord? 

Foul fall thee a thousand times!" And therewith he raised his cudgel, and began to lay about him. 

Egano, however, had heard and seen enough, and without a word took to flight, while Anichino 

pursued him, crying out:—"Away with thee! God send thee a bad year, lewd woman that thou 

art; nor doubt that Egano shall hear of this to-morrow." Egano, having received sundry round 

knocks, got him back to his chamber with what speed he might; and being asked by the lady, 

whether Anichino had come into the garden:—"Would to God he had not!" quoth he, "for that, 

taking me for thee, he has beaten me black and blue with his cudgel, and rated me like the vilest 

woman that ever was: passing strange, indeed, it had seemed to me that he should have said 

those words to thee with intent to dishonour me; and now 'tis plain that 'twas but that, seeing thee 

so blithe and frolicsome, he was minded to prove thee." Whereto:—"God be praised," returned 

the lady, "that he proved me by words, as thee by acts: and I doubt not he may say that I bear his 

words with more patience than thou his acts. But since he is so loyal to thee, we must make 

much of him and do him honour." "Ay, indeed," quoth Egano, "thou sayst sooth." 

Thus was Egano fortified in the belief that never had any gentleman wife so true, or retainer so 

loyal, as he; and many a hearty laugh had he with Anichino and his lady over this affair, which to 

them was the occasion that, with far less let than might else have been, they were able to have 

solace and joyance of one another, so long as it pleased Anichino to tarry at Bologna. 

  



NOVEL VIII. — A husband grows jealous of his wife, and discovers that she has warning of her 

lover's approach by a piece of pack-thread, which she ties to her great toe a nights. While he is 

pursuing her lover, she puts another woman in bed in her place. The husband, finding her there, 

beats her, and cuts off her hair. He then goes and calls his wife's brothers, who, holding his 

accusation to be false, give him a rating. — 

Rare indeed was deemed by common consent the subtlety shewn by Madonna Beatrice in the 

beguilement of her husband, and all affirmed that the terror of Anichino must have been 

prodigious, when, the lady still keeping fast hold of him, he had heard her say that he had made 

suit of love to her. However, Filomena being silent, the king turned to Neifile, saying:—"'Tis 

now for you to tell." Whereupon Neifile, while a slight smile died away upon her lips, thus 

began:—Fair ladies, to entertain you with a goodly story, such as those which my predecessors 

have delighted you withal, is indeed a heavy burden, but, God helping me, I trust fairly well to 

acquit myself thereof. 

You are to know, then, that there dwelt aforetime in our city a most wealthy merchant, 

Arriguccio Berlinghieri by name, who foolishly, as we wot by daily experience is the way of 

merchants, thinking to compass gentility by matrimony, took to wife a young gentlewoman, by 

no means suited to him, whose name was Monna Sismonda. Now Monna Sismonda, seeing that 

her husband was much abroad, and gave her little of his company, became enamoured of a young 

gallant, Ruberto by name, who had long courted her: and she being grown pretty familiar with 

him, and using, perchance, too little discretion, for she affected him extremely, it so befell that 

Arriguccio, whether it was that he detected somewhat, or howsoever, waxed of all men the most 

jealous, and gave up going abroad, and changed his way of life altogether, and made it his sole 

care to watch over his wife, insomuch that he never allowed himself a wink of sleep until he had 

seen her to bed: which occasioned the lady the most grievous dumps, because 'twas on no wise 

possible for her to be with her Ruberto. So, casting about in many ways how she might contrive 

to meet him, and being thereto not a little plied by Ruberto himself, she bethought her at last of 

the following expedient: to wit, her room fronting the street, and Arriguccio, as she had often 

observed, being very hard put to it to get him to sleep, but thereafter sleeping very soundly, she 

resolved to arrange with Ruberto that he should come to the front door about midnight, 

whereupon she would get her down, and open the door, and stay some time with him while her 

husband was in his deep sleep. And that she might have tidings of his arrival, yet so as that none 

else might wot aught thereof, she adopted the device of lowering a pack-thread from the 

bedroom window on such wise that, while with one end it should all but touch the ground, it 

should traverse the floor of the room, until it reached the bed, and then be brought under the 

clothes, so that, when she was abed, she might attach it to her great toe. Having so done, she sent 

word to Ruberto, that when he came, he must be sure to jerk the pack-thread, and, if her husband 

were asleep, she would loose it, and go open to him; but, if he were awake, she would hold it taut 



and draw it to herself, to let him know that he must not expect her. Ruberto fell in with the idea, 

came there many times, and now forgathered with her and again did not. But at last, they still 

using this cunning practice, it so befell that one night, while the lady slept, Arriguccio, letting his 

foot stray more than he was wont about the bed, came upon the pack-thread, and laying his hand 

upon it, found that it was attached to his lady's great toe, and said to himself:—This must be 

some trick: and afterwards discovering that the thread passed out of the window, was confirmed 

in his surmise. Wherefore, he softly severed it from the lady's toe, and affixed it to his own; and 

waited, all attention, to learn the result of his experiment. Nor had he long to wait before Ruberto 

came, and Arriguccio felt him jerk the thread according to his wont: and as Arriguccio had not 

known how to attach the thread securely, and Ruberto jerked it with some force, it gave way, 

whereby he understood that he was to wait, and did so. Arriguccio straightway arose, caught up 

his arms, and hasted to the door to see who might be there, intent to do him a mischief. Now 

Arriguccio, for all he was a merchant, was a man of spirit, and of thews and sinews; and being 

come to the door, he opened it by no means gingerly, as the lady was wont; whereby Ruberto, 

who was in waiting, surmised the truth, to wit, that 'twas Arriguccio by whom the door was 

opened. Wherefore he forthwith took to flight, followed by Arriguccio. But at length, when he 

had run a long way, as Arriguccio gave not up the pursuit, he being also armed, drew his sword, 

and faced about; and so they fell to, Arriguccio attacking, and Ruberto defending himself. 

Now when Arriguccio undid the bedroom door, the lady awoke, and finding the pack-thread 

cut loose from her toe, saw at a glance that her trick was discovered; and hearing Arriguccio 

running after Ruberto, she forthwith got up, foreboding what the result was like to be, and called 

her maid, who was entirely in her confidence: whom she so plied with her obsecrations that at 

last she got her into bed in her room, beseeching her not to say who she was, but to bear patiently 

all the blows that Arriguccio might give her; and she would so reward her that she should have 

no reason to complain. Then, extinguishing the light that was in the room, forth she hied her, and 

having found a convenient hiding-place in the house, awaited the turn of events. Now Arriguccio 

and Ruberto being hotly engaged in the street, the neighbours, roused by the din of the combat, 

got up and launched their curses upon them. Wherefore Arriguccio, fearing lest he should be 

recognized, drew off before he had so much as discovered who the young gallant was, or done 

him any scathe, and in a fell and wrathful mood betook him home. Stumbling into the bedroom, 

he cried out angrily:—"Where art thou, lewd woman? Thou hast put out the light, that I may not 

be able to find thee; but thou hast miscalculated." And going to the bedside, he laid hold of the 

maid, taking her to be his wife, and fell a pummelling and kicking her with all the strength he 

had in his hands and feet, insomuch that he pounded her face well-nigh to pulp, rating her the 

while like the vilest woman that ever was; and last of all he cut off her hair. The maid wept 

bitterly, as indeed she well might; and though from time to time she ejaculated an "Alas! Mercy, 

for God's sake!" or "Spare me, spare me;" yet her voice was so broken by her sobs, and 



Arriguccio's hearing so dulled by his wrath, that he was not able to discern that 'twas not his 

wife's voice but that of another woman. So, having soundly thrashed her, and cut off her hair, as 

we said:—"Wicked woman," quoth he, "I touch thee no more; but I go to find thy brothers, and 

shall do them to wit of thy good works; and then they may come here, and deal with thee as they 

may deem their honour demands, and take thee hence, for be sure thou shalt no more abide in 

this house." With this he was gone, locking the door of the room behind him, and quitted the 

house alone. 

Now no sooner did Monna Sismonda, who had heard all that passed, perceive that her husband 

was gone, than she opened the door of the bedroom, rekindled the light, and finding her maid all 

bruises and tears, did what she could to comfort her, and carried her back to her own room, 

where, causing her to be privily waited on and tended, she helped her so liberally from 

Arriguccio's own store, that she confessed herself content. The maid thus bestowed in her room, 

the lady presently hied her back to her own, which she set all in neat and trim order, remaking 

the bed, so that it might appear as if it had not been slept in, relighting the lamp, and dressing and 

tiring herself, until she looked as if she had not been abed that night; then, taking with her a 

lighted lamp and some work, she sat her down at the head of the stairs, and began sewing, while 

she waited to see how the affair would end. 

Arriguccio meanwhile had hied him with all speed straight from the house to that of his wife's 

brothers, where by dint of much knocking he made himself heard, and was admitted. The lady's 

three brothers, and her mother, being informed that 'twas Arriguccio, got up, and having set 

lights a burning, came to him and asked him on what errand he was come there at that hour, and 

alone. Whereupon Arriguccio, beginning with the discovery of the pack-thread attached to his 

lady's great toe, gave them the whole narrative of his discoveries and doings down to the very 

end; and to clinch the whole matter, he put in their hands the locks which he had cut, as he 

believed, from his wife's head, adding that 'twas now for them to come for her and deal with her 

on such wise as they might deem their honour required, seeing that he would nevermore have her 

in his house. Firmly believing what he told them, the lady's brothers were very wroth with her, 

and having provided themselves with lighted torches, set out with Arriguccio, and hied them to 

his house with intent to scorn her, while their mother followed, weeping and beseeching now 

one, now another, not to credit these matters so hastily, until they had seen or heard somewhat 

more thereof; for that the husband might have some other reason to be wroth with her, and 

having ill-treated her, might have trumped up this charge by way of exculpation, adding that, if 

true, 'twas passing strange, for well she knew her daughter, whom she had brought up from her 

tenderest years, and much more to the like effect. 

However, being come to Arriguccio's house, they entered, and were mounting the stairs, when 

Monna Sismonda, hearing them, called out:—"Who is there?" Whereto one of the brothers 



responded:—"Lewd woman, thou shalt soon have cause enough to know who it is." "Now Lord 

love us!" quoth Monna Sismonda, "what would he be at?" Then, rising, she greeted them with:—

"Welcome, my brothers but what seek ye abroad at this hour, all three of you?" They had seen 

her sitting and sewing with never a sign of a blow on her face, whereas Arriguccio had averred 

that he had pummelled her all over: wherefore their first impression was one of wonder, and 

refraining the vehemence of their wrath, they asked her what might be the truth of the matter 

which Arriguccio laid to her charge, and threatened her with direful consequences, if she should 

conceal aught. Whereto the lady:—"What you would have me tell you," quoth she, "or what 

Arriguccio may have laid to my charge, that know not I." Arriguccio could but gaze upon her, as 

one that had taken leave of his wits, calling to mind how he had pummelled her about the face 

times without number, and scratched it for her, and mishandled her in all manner of ways, and 

there he now saw her with no trace of aught of it all upon her. However, to make a long story 

short, the lady's brothers told her what Arriguccio had told them touching the pack-thread and 

the beating and all the rest of it. Whereupon the lady turned to him with:—"Alas, my husband, 

what is this that I hear? Why givest thou me, to thy own great shame, the reputation of a lewd 

woman, when such I am not, and thyself the reputation of a wicked and cruel man, which thou 

art not? Wast thou ever to-night, I say not in my company, but so much as in the house until 

now? Or when didst thou beat me? For my part I mind me not of it." Arriguccio began:—"How 

sayst thou, lewd woman? Did we not go to bed together? Did I not come back, after chasing thy 

lover? Did I not give thee bruises not a few, and cut thy hair for thee?" But the lady interrupted 

him, saying:—"Nay, thou didst not lie here to-night. But leave we this, of which my true words 

are my sole witness, and pass we to this of the beating thou sayst thou gavest me, and how thou 

didst cut my hair. Never a beating had I from thee, and I bid all that are here, and thee among 

them, look at me, and say if I have any trace of a beating on my person; nor should I advise thee 

to dare lay hand upon me; for, by the Holy Rood, I would spoil thy beauty for thee. Nor didst 

thou cut my hair, for aught that I saw or felt: however, thou didst it, perchance, on such wise that 

I was not ware thereof: so let me see whether 'tis cut or no." Then, unveiling herself, she shewed 

that her hair was uncut and entire. Wherefore her brothers and mother now turned to Arriguccio 

with:—"What means this, Arriguccio? This accords not with what thou gavest us to understand 

thou hadst done; nor know we how thou wilt prove the residue." 

Arriguccio was lost, as it were, in a dream, and yet he would fain have spoken; but, seeing that 

what he had thought to prove was otherwise, he essayed no reply. So the lady turning to her 

brothers:—"I see," quoth she, "what he would have: he will not be satisfied unless I do what I 

never would otherwise have done, to wit, give you to know what a pitiful caitiff he is; as now I 

shall not fail to do. I make no manner of doubt that, as he has said, even so it befell, and so he 

did. How, you shall hear. This worthy man, to whom, worse luck! you gave me to wife, a 

merchant, as he calls himself, and as such would fain have credit, and who ought to be more 



temperate than a religious, and more continent than a girl, lets scarce an evening pass but he goes 

a boozing in the taverns, and consorting with this or the other woman of the town; and 'tis for me 

to await his return until midnight or sometimes until matins, even as you now find me. I doubt 

not that, being thoroughly well drunk, he got him to bed with one of these wantons, and, 

awaking, found the pack-thread on her foot, and afterwards did actually perform all these brave 

exploits of which he speaks, and in the end came back to her, and beat her, and cut her hair off, 

and being not yet quite recovered from his debauch, believed, and, I doubt not, still believes, that 

'twas I that he thus treated; and if you will but scan his face closely, you will see that he is still 

half drunk. But, whatever he may have said about me, I would have you account it as nothing 

more than the disordered speech of a tipsy man; and forgive him as I do." Whereupon the lady's 

mother raised no small outcry, saying:—"By the Holy Rood, my daughter, this may not be! A 

daughter, such as thou, to be mated with one so unworthy of thee! The pestilent, insensate cur 

should be slain on the spot! A pretty state of things, indeed! Why, he might have picked thee up 

from the gutter! Now foul fall him! but thou shalt no more be vexed with the tedious drivel of a 

petty dealer in ass's dung, some blackguard, belike, that came hither from the country because he 

was dismissed the service of some petty squire, clad in romagnole, with belfry-breeches, and a 

pen in his arse, and for that he has a few pence, must needs have a gentleman's daughter and a 

fine lady to wife, and set up a coat of arms, and say:—'I am of the such and such,' and 'my 

ancestors did thus and thus.' Ah! had my sons but followed my advice! Thy honour were safe in 

the house of the Counts Guidi, where they might have bestowed thee, though thou hadst but a 

morsel of bread to thy dowry: but they must needs give thee to this rare treasure, who, though 

better daughter and more chaste there is none than thou in Florence, has not blushed this very 

midnight and in our presence to call thee a strumpet, as if we knew thee not. God's faith! so I 

were hearkened to, he should shrewdly smart for it." Then, turning to her sons, she said:—"My 

sons, I told you plainly enough that this ought not to be. Now, have you heard how your worthy 

brother-in-law treats your sister? Petty twopenny trader that he is: were it for me to act, as it is 

for you, after what he has said of her and done to her, nought would satisfy or appease me, till I 

had rid the earth of him. And were I a man, who am but a woman, none, other but myself should 

meddle with the affair. God's curse upon him, the woeful, shameless sot!" Whereupon the young 

men, incensed by what they had seen and heard, turned to Arriguccio, and after giving him the 

soundest rating that ever was bestowed upon caitiff, concluded as follows:—"This once we 

pardon thee, witting thee to be a drunken knave—but as thou holdest thy life dear, have a care 

that henceforth we hear no such tales of thee; for rest assured that if aught of the kind do reach 

our ears, we will requite thee for both turns." Which said, they departed. Arriguccio, standing 

there like one dazed, not witting whether his late doings were actual fact or but a dream, made no 

more words about the matter, but left his wife in peace. Thus did she by her address not only 

escape imminent peril, but open a way whereby in time to come she was able to gratify her 

passion to the full without any farther fear of her husband. 



  



NOVEL IX. — Lydia, wife of Nicostratus, loves Pyrrhus, who to assure himself thereof, asks 

three things of her, all of which she does, and therewithal enjoys him in presence of Nicostratus, 

and makes Nicostratus believe that what he saw was not real. — 

So diverting did the ladies find Neifile's story that it kept them still laughing and talking, 

though the king, having bidden Pamfilo tell his story, had several times enjoined silence upon 

them. However, as soon as they had done, Pamfilo thus began:—Methinks, worshipful ladies, 

there is no venture, though fraught with gravest peril, that whoso loves ardently will not make: of 

which truth, exemplified though it has been in stories not a few, I purpose to afford you yet more 

signal proof in one which I shall tell you; wherein you will hear of a lady who in her enterprises 

owed far more to the favour of Fortune than to the guidance of reason: wherefore I should not 

advise any of you rashly to follow in her footsteps, seeing that Fortune is not always in a kindly 

mood, nor are the eyes of all men equally holden. 

In Argos, that most ancient city of Achaia, the fame of whose kings of old time is out of all 

proportion to its size, there dwelt of yore Nicostratus, a nobleman, to whom, when he was 

already verging on old age, Fortune gave to wife a great lady, Lydia by name, whose courage 

matched her charms. Nicostratus, as suited with his rank and wealth, kept not a few retainers and 

hounds and hawks, and was mightily addicted to the chase. Among his dependants was a young 

man named Pyrrhus, a gallant of no mean accomplishment, and goodly of person and beloved 

and trusted by Nicostratus above all other. Of whom Lydia grew mighty enamoured, insomuch 

that neither by day nor by night might her thoughts stray from him: but, whether it was that 

Pyrrhus wist not her love, or would have none of it, he gave no sign of recognition; whereby the 

lady's suffering waxing more than she could bear, she made up her mind to declare her love to 

him; and having a chambermaid, Lusca by name, in whom she placed great trust, she called her, 

and said:—"Lusca, tokens thou hast had from me of my regard that should ensure thy obedience 

and loyalty; wherefore have a care that what I shall now tell thee reach the ears of none but him 

to whom I shall bid thee impart it. Thou seest, Lusca, that I am in the prime of my youth and 

lustihead, and have neither lack nor stint of all such things as folk desire, save only, to be brief, 

that I have one cause to repine, to wit, that my husband's years so far outnumber my own. 

Wherefore with that wherein young ladies take most pleasure I am but ill provided, and, as my 

desire is no less than theirs, 'tis now some while since I determined that, if Fortune has shewn 

herself so little friendly to me by giving me a husband so advanced in years, at least I will not be 

mine own enemy by sparing to devise the means whereby my happiness and health may be 

assured; and that herein, as in all other matters, my joy may be complete, I have chosen, thereto 

to minister by his embraces, our Pyrrhus, deeming him more worthy than any other man, and 

have so set my heart upon him that I am ever ill at ease save when he is present either to my sight 

or to my mind, insomuch that, unless I forgather with him without delay, I doubt not that 'twill be 

the death of me. And so, if thou holdest my life dear, thou wilt shew him my love on such wise 



as thou mayst deem best, and make my suit to him that he be pleased to come to me, when thou 

shalt go to fetch him." "That gladly will I," replied the chambermaid; and as soon as she found 

convenient time and place, she drew Pyrrhus apart, and, as best she knew how, conveyed her 

lady's message to him. Which Pyrrhus found passing strange to hear, for 'twas in truth a complete 

surprise to him, and he doubted the lady did but mean to try him. Wherefore he presently, and 

with some asperity, answered thus:—"Lusca, believe I cannot that this message comes from my 

lady: have a care, therefore, what thou sayst, and if, perchance, it does come from her, I doubt 

she does not mean it; and if perchance, she does mean it, why, then I am honoured by my lord 

above what I deserve, and I would not for my life do him such a wrong: so have a care never to 

speak of such matters to me again." Lusca, nowise disconcerted by his uncompliant tone, 

rejoined:—"I shall speak to thee, Pyrrhus, of these and all other matters, wherewith I may be 

commissioned by my lady, as often as she shall bid me, whether it pleases or irks thee; but thou 

art a blockhead." 

So, somewhat chafed, Lusca bore Pyrrhus' answer back to her lady, who would fain have died, 

when she heard it, and some days afterwards resumed the topic, saying:—"Thou knowest, Lusca, 

that 'tis not the first stroke that fells the oak; wherefore, methinks, thou wert best go back to this 

strange man, who is minded to evince his loyalty at my expense, and choosing a convenient time, 

declare to him all my passion, and do thy best endeavour that the affair be carried through; for if 

it should thus lapse, 'twould be the death of me; besides which, he would think we had but trifled 

with him, and, whereas 'tis his love we would have, we should earn his hatred." So, after 

comforting the lady, the maid hied her in quest of Pyrrhus, whom she found in a gladsome and 

propitious mood, and thus addressed:—"'Tis not many days, Pyrrhus, since I declared to thee 

how ardent is the flame with which thy lady and mine is consumed for love of thee, and now 

again I do thee to wit thereof, and that, if thou shalt not relent of the harshness that thou didst 

manifest the other day, thou mayst rest assured that her life will be short: wherefore I pray thee 

to be pleased to give her solace of her desire, and shouldst thou persist in thy obduracy, I, that 

gave thee credit for not a little sense, shall deem thee a great fool. How flattered thou shouldst be 

to know thyself beloved above all else by a lady so beauteous and high-born! And how indebted 

shouldst thou feel thyself to Fortune, seeing that she has in store for thee a boon so great and so 

suited to the cravings of thy youth, ay, and so like to be of service to thee upon occasion of need! 

Bethink thee, if there be any of thine equals whose life is ordered more agreeably than thine will 

be if thou but be wise. Which of them wilt thou find so well furnished with arms and horses, 

clothes and money as thou shalt be, if thou but give my lady thy love? Receive, then, my words 

with open mind; be thyself again; bethink thee that 'tis Fortune's way to confront a man but once 

with smiling mien and open lap, and, if he then accept not her bounty, he has but himself to 

blame, if afterward he find himself in want, in beggary. Besides which, no such loyalty is 

demanded between servants and their masters as between friends and kinsfolk; rather 'tis for 



servants, so far as they may, to behave towards their masters as their masters behave towards 

them. Thinkest thou, that, if thou hadst a fair wife or mother or daughter or sister that found 

favour in Nicostratus' eyes, he would be so scrupulous on the point of loyalty as thou art 

disposed to be in regard of his lady? Thou art a fool, if so thou dost believe. Hold it for certain, 

that, if blandishments and supplications did not suffice, he would, whatever thou mightest think 

of it, have recourse to force. Observe we, then, towards them and theirs the same rule which they 

observe towards us and ours. Take the boon that Fortune offers thee; repulse her not; rather go 

thou to meet her, and hail her advance; for be sure that, if thou do not so, to say nought of thy 

lady's death, which will certainly ensue, thou thyself wilt repent thee thereof so often that thou 

wilt be fain of death." 

Since he had last seen Lusca, Pyrrhus had repeatedly pondered what she had said to him, and 

had made his mind up that, should she come again, he would answer her in another sort, and 

comply in all respects with the lady's desires, provided he might be assured that she was not 

merely putting him to the proof; wherefore he now made answer:—"Lo, now, Lusca, I 

acknowledge the truth of all that thou sayst; but, on the other hand, I know that my lord is not a 

little wise and wary, and, as he has committed all his affairs to my charge, I sorely misdoubt me 

that 'tis with his approbation, and by his advice, and but to prove me, that Lydia does this: 

wherefore let her do three things which I shall demand of her for my assurance, and then there is 

nought that she shall crave of me, but I will certainly render her prompt obedience. Which three 

things are these:—first, let her in Nicostratus' presence kill his fine sparrow-hawk: then she must 

send me a lock of Nicostratus' beard, and lastly one of his best teeth." Hard seemed these terms 

to Lusca, and hard beyond measure to the lady, but Love, that great fautor of enterprise, and 

master of stratagem, gave her resolution to address herself to their performance: wherefore 

through the chambermaid she sent him word that what he required of her she would do, and that 

without either reservation or delay; and therewithal she told him, that, as he deemed Nicostratus 

so wise, she would contrive that they should enjoy one another in Nicostratus' presence, and that 

Nicostratus should believe that 'twas a mere show. Pyrrhus, therefore, anxiously expected what 

the lady would do. Some days thus passed, and then Nicostratus gave a great breakfast, as was 

his frequent wont, to certain gentlemen, and when the tables were removed, the lady, robed in 

green samite, and richly adorned, came forth of her chamber into the hall wherein they sate, and 

before the eyes of Pyrrhus and all the rest of the company hied her to the perch, on which stood 

the sparrow-hawk that Nicostratus so much prized, and loosed him, and, as if she were minded to 

carry him on her hand, took him by the jesses and dashed him against the wall so that he died. 

Whereupon:—"Alas! my lady, what hast thou done?" exclaimed Nicostratus: but she vouchsafed 

no answer, save that, turning to the gentlemen that had sate at meat with him, she said:—"My 

lords, ill fitted were I to take vengeance on a king that had done me despite, if I lacked the 

courage to be avenged on a sparrow-hawk. You are to know that by this bird I have long been 



cheated of all the time that ought to be devoted by gentlemen to pleasuring their ladies; for with 

the first streaks of dawn Nicostratus has been up and got him to horse, and hawk on hand hied 

him to the champaign to see him fly, leaving me, such as you see me, alone and ill content abed. 

For which cause I have oftentimes been minded to do that which I have now done, and have only 

refrained therefrom, that, biding my time, I might do it in the presence of men that should judge 

my cause justly, as I trust you will do." Which hearing, the gentlemen, who deemed her 

affections no less fixed on Nicostratus than her words imported, broke with one accord into a 

laugh, and turning to Nicostratus, who was sore displeased, fell a saying:—"Now well done of 

the lady to avenge her wrongs by the death of the sparrow-hawk!" and so, the lady being 

withdrawn to her chamber, they passed the affair off with divers pleasantries, turning the wrath 

of Nicostratus to laughter. 

Pyrrhus, who had witnessed what had passed, said to himself:—Nobly indeed has my lady 

begun, and on such wise as promises well for the felicity of my love. God grant that she so 

continue. And even so Lydia did: for not many days after she had killed the sparrow-hawk, she, 

being with Nicostratus in her chamber, from caressing passed to toying and trifling with him, and 

he, sportively pulling her by the hair, gave her occasion to fulfil the second of Pyrrhus' demands; 

which she did by nimbly laying hold of one of the lesser tufts of his beard, and, laughing the 

while, plucking it so hard that she tore it out of his chin. Which Nicostratus somewhat 

resenting:—"Now what cause hast thou," quoth she, "to make such a wry face? 'Tis but that I 

have plucked some half-dozen hairs from thy beard. Thou didst not feel it as much as did I but 

now thy tugging of my hair." And so they continued jesting and sporting with one another, the 

lady jealously guarding the tuft that she had torn from the beard, which the very same day she 

sent to her cherished lover. The third demand caused the lady more thought; but, being amply 

endowed with wit, and powerfully, seconded by Love, she failed not to hit upon an apt 

expedient. 

Nicostratus had in his service two lads, who, being of gentle birth, had been placed with him 

by their kinsfolk, that they might learn manners, one of whom, when Nicostratus sate at meat, 

carved before him, while the other gave him to drink. Both lads Lydia called to her, and gave 

them to understand that their breath smelt, and admonished them that, when they waited on 

Nicostratus, they should hold their heads as far back as possible, saying never a word of the 

matter to any. The lads believing her, did as she bade them. Whereupon she took occasion to say 

to Nicostratus:—"Hast thou marked what these lads do when they wait upon thee?" "Troth, that 

have I," replied Nicostratus; "indeed I have often had it in mind to ask them why they do so." 

"Nay," rejoined the lady, "spare thyself the pains; for I can tell thee the reason, which I have for 

some time kept close, lest it should vex thee; but as I now see that others begin to be ware of it, it 

need no longer be withheld from thee. 'Tis for that thy breath stinks shrewdly that they thus avert 

their heads from thee: 'twas not wont to be so, nor know I why it should be so; and 'tis most 



offensive when thou art in converse with gentlemen; and therefore 'twould be well to find some 

way of curing it." "I wonder what it could be," returned Nicostratus; "is it perchance that I have a 

decayed tooth in my jaw?" "That may well be," quoth Lydia: and taking him to a window, she 

caused him open his mouth, and after regarding it on this side and that:—"Oh! Nicostratus," 

quoth she, "how couldst thou have endured it so long? Thou hast a tooth here, which, by what I 

see, is not only decayed, but actually rotten throughout; and beyond all manner of doubt, if thou 

let it remain long in thy head, 'twill infect its neighbours; so 'tis my advice that thou out with it 

before the matter grows worse." "My judgment jumps with thine," quoth Nicostratus; "wherefore 

send without delay for a chirurgeon to draw it." "God forbid," returned the lady, "that chirurgeon 

come hither for such a purpose; methinks, the case is such that I can very well dispense with him, 

and draw the tooth myself. Besides which, these chirurgeons do these things in such a cruel way, 

that I could never endure to see thee or know thee under the hands of any of them: wherefore my 

mind is quite made up to do it myself, that, at least, if thou shalt suffer too much, I may give it 

over at once, as a chirurgeon would not do." And so she caused the instruments that are used on 

such occasions to be brought her, and having dismissed all other attendants save Lusca from the 

chamber, and locked the door, made Nicostratus lie down on a table, set the pincers in his mouth, 

and clapped them on one of his teeth, which, while Lusca held him, so that, albeit he roared for 

pain, he might not move, she wrenched by main force from his jaw, and keeping it close, took 

from Lusca's hand another and horribly decayed tooth, which she shewed him, suffering and half 

dead as he was, saying:—"See what thou hadst in thy jaw; mark how far gone it is." Believing 

what she said, and deeming that, now the tooth was out, his breath would no more be offensive, 

and being somewhat eased of the pain, which had been extreme, and still remained, so that he 

murmured not little, by divers comforting applications, he quitted the chamber: whereupon the 

lady forthwith sent the tooth to her lover, who, having now full assurance of her love, placed 

himself entirely at her service. But the lady being minded to make his assurance yet more sure, 

and deeming each hour a thousand till she might be with him, now saw fit, for the more ready 

performance of the promise she had given him, to feign sickness; and Nicostratus, coming to see 

her one day after breakfast, attended only by Pyrrhus, she besought him for her better 

solacement, to help her down to the garden. Wherefore Nicostratus on one side, and Pyrrhus on 

the other, took her and bore her down to the garden, and set her on a lawn at the foot of a 

beautiful pear-tree: and after they had sate there a while, the lady, who had already given Pyrrhus 

to understand what he must do, said to him:—"Pyrrhus, I should greatly like to have some of 

those pears; get thee up the tree, and shake some of them down." Pyrrhus climbed the tree in a 

trice, and began to shake down the pears, and while he did so:—"Fie! Sir," quoth he, "what is 

this you do? And you, Madam, have you no shame, that you suffer him to do so in my presence? 

Think you that I am blind? 'Twas but now that you were gravely indisposed. Your cure has been 

speedy indeed to permit of your so behaving: and as for such a purpose you have so many goodly 

chambers, why betake you not yourselves to one of them, if you must needs so disport 



yourselves? 'Twould be much more decent than to do so in my presence." Whereupon the lady, 

turning to her husband:—"Now what can Pyrrhus mean?" said she. "Is he mad?" "Nay, Madam," 

quoth Pyrrhus; "mad am not I. Think you I see you not?" Whereat Nicostratus marvelled not a 

little; and:—"Pyrrhus," quoth he, "I verily believe thou dreamest." "Nay, my lord," replied 

Pyrrhus, "not a whit do I dream; neither do you; rather you wag it with such vigour, that, if this 

pear-tree did the like, there would be never a pear left on it." Then the lady:—"What can this 

mean?" quoth she: "can it be that it really seems to him to be as he says? Upon my hope of 

salvation, were I but in my former health, I would get me up there to judge for myself what these 

wonders are which he professes to see." Whereupon, as Pyrrhus in the pear-tree continued 

talking in the same strange strain:—"Come down," quoth Nicostratus; and when he was down:—

"Now what," said Nicostratus, "is it thou sayst thou seest up there?" "I suppose," replied Pyrrhus, 

"that you take me to be deluded or dreaming: but as I must needs tell you the truth, I saw you 

lying upon your wife, and then, when I came down, I saw you get up and sit you down here 

where you now are." "Therein," said Nicostratus, "thou wast certainly deluded, for, since thou 

clombest the pear-tree, we have not budged a jot, save as thou seest." Then said Pyrrhus:—"Why 

make more words about the matter? See you I certainly did; and, seeing you, I saw you lying 

upon your own." Nicostratus' wonder now waxed momently, insomuch that he said:—"I am 

minded to see if this pear-tree be enchanted, so that whoso is in it sees marvels;" and so he got 

him up into it. Whereupon the lady and Pyrrhus fell to disporting them, and Nicostratus, seeing 

what they were about, exclaimed:—"Ah! lewd woman, what is this thou doest? And thou, 

Pyrrhus, in whom I so much trusted!" And so saying, he began to climb down. Meanwhile the 

lady and Pyrrhus had made answer:—"We are sitting here:" and seeing him descending, they 

placed themselves as they had been when he had left them, whom Nicostratus, being come down, 

no sooner saw, than he fell a rating them. Then quoth Pyrrhus:—"Verily, Nicostratus, I now 

acknowledge, that, as you said a while ago, what I saw when I was in the pear-tree was but a 

false show, albeit I had never understood that so it was but that I now see and know that thou 

hast also seen a false show. And that I speak truth, you may sufficiently assure yourself, if you 

but reflect whether 'tis likely that your wife, who for virtue and discretion has not her peer 

among women, would, if she were minded so to dishonour you, see fit to do so before your very 

eyes. Of myself I say nought, albeit I had liefer be hewn in pieces than that I should so much as 

think of such a thing, much less do it in your presence. Wherefore 'tis evident that 'tis some 

illusion of sight that is propagated from the pear-tree; for nought in the world would have made 

me believe that I saw not you lying there in carnal intercourse with your wife, had I not heard 

you say that you saw me doing that which most assuredly, so far from doing, I never so much as 

thought of." The lady then started up with a most resentful mien, and burst out with:—"Foul fall 

thee, if thou knowest so little of me as to suppose that, if I were minded to do thee such foul 

dishonour as thou sayst thou didst see me do, I would come hither to do it before thine eyes! Rest 

assured that for such a purpose, were it ever mine, I should deem one of our chambers more 



meet, and it should go hard but I would so order the matter that thou shouldst never know aught 

of it." Nicostratus, having heard both, and deeming that what they both averred must be true, to 

wit, that they would never have ventured upon such an act in his presence, passed from chiding 

to talk of the singularity of the thing, and how marvellous it was that the vision should reshape 

itself for every one that clomb the tree. The lady, however, made a show of being distressed that 

Nicostratus should so have thought of her, and:—"Verily," quoth she, "no woman, neither I nor 

another, shall again suffer loss of honour by this pear-tree: run, Pyrrhus, and bring hither an axe, 

and at one and the same time vindicate thy honour and mine by felling it, albeit 'twere better far 

Nicostratus' skull should feel the weight of the axe, seeing that in utter heedlessness he so readily 

suffered the eyes of his mind to be blinded; for, albeit this vision was seen by the bodily eye, yet 

ought the understanding by no means to have entertained and affirmed it as real." 

So Pyrrhus presently hied him to fetch the axe, and returning therewith felled the pear; 

whereupon the lady, turning towards Nicostratus:—"Now that this foe of my honour is fallen," 

quoth she, "my wrath is gone from me." Nicostratus then craving her pardon, she graciously 

granted it him, bidding him never again to suffer himself to be betrayed into thinking such a 

thing of her, who loved him more dearly than herself. So the poor duped husband went back with 

her and her lover to the palace, where not seldom in time to come Pyrrhus and Lydia took their 

pastime together more at ease. God grant us the like. 

  



NOVEL X. — Two Sienese love a lady, one of them being her gossip: the gossip dies, having 

promised his comrade to return to him from the other world; which he does, and tells him what 

sort of life is led there. — 

None now was left to tell, save the king, who, as soon as the ladies had ceased mourning over 

the fall of the pear-tree, that had done no wrong, and were silent, began thus:—Most manifest it 

is that 'tis the prime duty of a just king to observe the laws that he has made; and, if he do not so, 

he is to be esteemed no king, but a slave that has merited punishment, into which fault, and under 

which condemnation, I, your king, must, as of necessity, fall. For, indeed, when yesterday I made 

the law which governs our discourse of to-day, I thought not to-day to avail myself of my 

privilege, but to submit to the law, no less than you, and to discourse of the same topic whereof 

you all have discoursed; but not only has the very story been told which I had intended to tell, 

but therewithal so many things else, and so very much goodlier have been said, that, search my 

memory as I may, I cannot mind me of aught, nor wot I that touching such a matter there is 

indeed aught, for me to say, that would be comparable with what has been said; wherefore, as 

infringe I must the law that I myself have made, I confess myself worthy of punishment, and 

instantly declaring my readiness to pay any forfeit that may be demanded of me, am minded to 

have recourse to my wonted privilege. And such, dearest ladies, is the potency of Elisa's story of 

the godfather and his gossip, and therewith of the simplicity of the Sienese, that I am prompted 

thereby to pass from this topic of the beguilement of foolish husbands by their cunning wives to 

a little story touching these same Sienese, which, albeit there is not a little therein which you 

were best not to believe, may yet be in some degree entertaining to hear. 

Know, then, that at Siena there dwelt in Porta Salaia two young men of the people, named, the 

one, Tingoccio Mini, the other Meuccio di Tura, who, by what appeared, loved one another not a 

little, for they were scarce ever out of one another's company; and being wont, like other folk, to 

go to church and listen to sermons, they heard from time to time of the glory and the woe, which 

in the other world are allotted, according to merit, to the souls of the dead. Of which matters 

craving, but being unable to come by, more certain assurance, they agreed together that, 

whichever of them should die first, should, if he might, return to the survivor, and certify him of 

that which he would fain know; and this agreement they confirmed with an oath. Now, after they 

had made this engagement, and while they were still constantly together, Tingoccio chanced to 

become sponsor to one Ambruogio Anselmini, that dwelt in Campo Reggi, who had had a son by 

his wife, Monna Mita. The lady was exceeding fair, and amorous withal, and Tingoccio being 

wont sometimes to visit her as his gossip, and to take Meuccio with him, he, notwithstanding his 

sponsorship, grew enamoured of her, as did also Meuccio, for she pleased him not a little, and he 

heard her much commended by Tingoccio. Which love each concealed from the other; but not 

for the same reason. Tingoccio was averse to discover it to Meuccio, for that he deemed it an 

ignominious thing to love his gossip, and was ashamed to let any one know it. Meuccio was on 



his guard for a very different reason, to wit, that he was already ware that the lady was in 

Tingoccio's good graces. Wherefore he said to himself:—If I avow my love to him, he will be 

jealous of me, and as, being her gossip, he can speak with her as often as he pleases, he will do 

all he can to make her hate me, and so I shall never have any favour of her. 

Now, the two young men being thus, as I have said, on terms of most familiar friendship, it 

befell that Tingoccio, being the better able to open his heart to the lady, did so order his 

demeanour and discourse that he had from her all that he desired. Nor was his friend's success 

hidden from Meuccio; though, much as it vexed him, yet still cherishing the hope of eventually 

attaining his end, and fearing to give Tingoccio occasion to baulk or hamper him in some way, 

he feigned to know nought of the matter. So Tingoccio, more fortunate than his comrade, and 

rival in love, did with such assiduity till his gossip's good land that he got thereby a malady, 

which in the course of some days waxed so grievous that he succumbed thereto, and departed 

this life. And on the night of the third day after his decease (perchance because earlier he might 

not) he made his appearance, according to his promise, in Meuccio's chamber, and called 

Meuccio, who was fast asleep, by his name. Whereupon:—"Who art thou?" quoth Meuccio, as 

he awoke. "'Tis I, Tingoccio," replied he, "come back, in fulfilment of the pledge I gave thee, to 

give thee tidings of the other world." For a while Meuccio saw him not without terror: then, his 

courage reviving:—"Welcome, my brother," quoth he: and proceeded to ask him if he were lost. 

"Nought is lost but what is irrecoverable," replied Tingoccio: "how then should I be here, if I 

were lost?" "Nay," quoth then Meuccio; "I mean it not so: I would know of thee, whether thou 

art of the number of the souls that are condemned to the penal fire of hell." "Why no," returned 

Tingoccio, "not just that; but still for the sins that I did I am in most sore and grievous torment." 

Meuccio then questioned Tingoccio in detail of the pains there meted out for each of the sins 

done here; and Tingoccio enumerated them all. Whereupon Meuccio asked if there were aught 

he might do for him here on earth. Tingoccio answered in the affirmative; to wit, that he might 

have masses and prayers said and alms-deeds done for him, for that such things were of great 

service to the souls there. "That gladly will I," replied Meuccio; and then, as Tingoccio was 

about to take his leave, he bethought him of the gossip, and raising his head a little, he said:—"I 

mind me, Tingoccio, of the gossip, with whom thou wast wont to lie when thou wast here. Now 

what is thy punishment for that?" "My brother," returned Tingoccio, "as soon as I got down 

there, I met one that seemed to know all my sins by heart, who bade me betake me to a place, 

where, while in direst torment I bewept my sins, I found comrades not a few condemned to the 

same pains; and so, standing there among them, and calling to mind what I had done with the 

gossip, and foreboding in requital thereof a much greater torment than had yet been allotted me, 

albeit I was in a great and most vehement flame, I quaked for fear in every part of me. Which 

one that was beside me observing:—'What,' quoth he, 'hast thou done more than the rest of us 

that are here, that thou quakest thus as thou standest in the fire?' 'My friend,' quoth I, 'I am in 



mortal fear of the doom that I expect for a great sin that I once committed.' He then asked what 

sin it might be. ''Twas on this wise,' replied I: 'I lay with my gossip, and that so much that I died 

thereof.' Whereat, he did but laugh, saying:—'Go to, fool, make thy mind easy; for here there is 

no account taken of gossips.' Which completely revived my drooping spirits." 

'Twas now near daybreak: wherefore:—"Adieu! Meuccio," quoth his friend: "for longer tarry 

with thee I may not;" and so he vanished. As for Meuccio, having learned that no account was 

taken of gossips in the other world, he began to laugh at his own folly in that he had already 

spared divers such; and so, being quit of his ignorance, he in that respect in course of time waxed 

wise. Which matters had Fra Rinaldo but known, he would not have needed to go about 

syllogizing in order to bring his fair gossip to pleasure him. 

The sun was westering, and a light breeze blew, when the king, his story ended, and none else 

being left to speak, arose, and taking off the crown, set it on Lauretta's head, saying:—"Madam, I 

crown you with yourself(1) queen of our company: 'tis now for you, as our sovereign lady, to 

make such ordinances as you shall deem meet for our common solace and delectation;" and 

having so said, he sat him down again. Queen Lauretta sent for the seneschal, and bade him have 

a care that the tables should be set in the pleasant vale somewhat earlier than had been their 

wont, that their return to the palace might be more leisurely; after which she gave him to know 

what else he had to do during her sovereignty. Then turning to the company:—"Yesterday," 

quoth she, "Dioneo would have it that to-day we should discourse of the tricks that wives play 

their husbands; and but that I am minded not to shew as of the breed of yelping curs, that are 

ever prompt to retaliate, I would ordain that to-morrow we discourse of the tricks that husbands 

play their wives. However, in lieu thereof, I will have every one take thought to tell of those 

tricks that, daily, woman plays man, or man woman, or one man another; wherein, I doubt not, 

there will be matter of discourse no less agreeable than has been that of to-day." So saying, she 

rose and dismissed the company until supper-time. So the ladies and the men being risen, some 

bared their feet and betook them to the clear water, there to disport them, while others took their 

pleasure upon the green lawn amid the trees that there grew goodly and straight. For no brief 

while Dioneo and Fiammetta sang in concert of Arcite and Palamon. And so, each and all taking 

their several pastimes, they sped the hours with exceeding great delight until supper-time. Which 

being come, they sat them down at table beside the little lake, and there, while a thousand 

songsters charmed their ears, and a gentle breeze, that blew from the environing hills, fanned 

them, and never a fly annoyed them, reposefully and joyously they supped. The tables removed, 

they roved a while about the pleasant vale, and then, the sun being still high, for 'twas but half 

vespers, the queen gave the word, and they wended their way back to their wonted abode, and 

going slowly, and beguiling the way with quips and quirks without number upon divers matters, 

nor those alone of which they had that day discoursed, they arrived, hard upon nightfall, at the 

goodly palace. There, the short walk's fatigue dispelled by wines most cool and comfits, they 



presently gathered for the dance about the fair fountain, and now they footed it to the strains of 

Tindaro's cornemuse, and now to other music. Which done, the queen bade Filomena give them 

a song; and thus Filomena sang:— 

Ah! woe is me, my soul! 

  Ah! shall I ever thither fare again 

  Whence I was parted to my grievous dole? 

Full sure I know not; but within my breast 

  Throbs ever the same fire 

  Of yearning there where erst I was to be. 

  O thou in whom is all my weal, my rest, 

  Lord of my heart's desire, 

  Ah! tell me thou! for none to ask save thee 

  Neither dare I, nor see. 

  Ah! dear my Lord, this wasted heart disdain 

  Thou wilt not, but with hope at length console. 

Kindled the flame I know not what delight, 

  Which me doth so devour, 

  That day and night alike I find no ease; 

  For whether it was by hearing, touch, or sight, 

  Unwonted was the power, 

  And fresh the fire that me each way did seize; 

  Wherein without release 

  I languish still, and of thee, Lord, am fain, 

  For thou alone canst comfort and make whole. 

Ah! tell me if it shall be, and how soon, 

  That I again thee meet 

  Where those death-dealing eyes I kissed. Thou, chief 

  Weal of my soul, my very soul, this boon 

  Deny not; say that fleet 

  Thou hiest hither: comfort thus my grief. 

  Ah! let the time be brief 

  Till thou art here, and then long time remain; 

  For I, Love-stricken, crave but Love's control. 



Let me but once again mine own thee call, 

  No more so indiscreet 

  As erst, I'll be, to let thee from me part: 

  Nay, I'll still hold thee, let what may befall, 

  And of thy mouth so sweet 

  Such solace take as may content my heart 

  So this be all my art, 

  Thee to entice, me with thine arms to enchain: 

  Whereon but musing inly chants my soul. 

This song set all the company conjecturing what new and delightsome love might now hold 

Filomena in its sway; and as its words imported that she had had more joyance thereof than sight 

alone might yield, some that were there grew envious of her excess of happiness. However, the 

song being ended, the queen, bethinking her that the morrow was Friday, thus graciously 

addressed them all:—"Ye wot, noble ladies, and ye also, my gallants, that to-morrow is the day 

that is sacred to the passion of our Lord, which, if ye remember, we kept devoutly when Neifile 

was queen, intermitting delectable discourse, as we did also on the ensuing Saturday. Wherefore, 

being minded to follow Neifile's excellent example, I deem that now, as then, 'twere a seemly 

thing to surcease from this our pastime of story-telling for those two days, and compose our 

minds to meditation on what was at that season accomplished for the weal of our souls." All the 

company having approved their queen's devout speech, she, as the night was now far spent, 

dismissed them; and so they all betook them to slumber. 

(1) A play upon laurea (laurel wreath) and Lauretta. 

— Endeth here the seventh day of the Decameron, beginneth the eighth, in which, under the 

rule of Lauretta, discourse is had of those tricks that, daily, woman plays man, or man woman, or 

one man another. — 

  



EIGHTH DAY 

The summits of the loftiest mountains were already illumined by the rays of the rising sun, the 

shades of night were fled, and all things plainly visible, when the queen and her company arose, 

and hied them first to the dewy mead, where for a while they walked: then, about half tierce, they 

wended their way to a little church that was hard by, where they heard Divine service; after 

which, they returned to the palace, and having breakfasted with gay and gladsome cheer, and 

sung and danced a while, were dismissed by the queen, to rest them as to each might seem good. 

But when the sun was past the meridian, the queen mustered them again for their wonted 

pastime; and, all being seated by the fair fountain, thus, at her command, Neifile began. 

  



NOVEL I. — Gulfardo borrows moneys of Guasparruolo, which he has agreed to give 

Guasparruolo's wife, that he may lie with her. He gives them to her, and in her presence tells 

Guasparruolo that he has done so, and she acknowledges that 'tis true. — 

Sith God has ordained that 'tis for me to take the lead to-day with my story, well pleased am I. 

And for that, loving ladies, much has been said touching the tricks that women play men, I am 

minded to tell you of one that a man played a woman, not because I would censure what the man 

did, or say that 'twas not merited by the woman, but rather to commend the man and censure the 

woman, and to shew that men may beguile those that think to beguile them, as well as be 

beguiled by those they think to beguile; for peradventure what I am about to relate should in 

strictness of speech not be termed beguilement, but rather retaliation; for, as it behoves woman to 

be most strictly virtuous, and to guard her chastity as her very life, nor on any account to allow 

herself to sully it, which notwithstanding, 'tis not possible by reason of our frailty that there 

should be as perfect an observance of this law as were meet, I affirm, that she that allows herself 

to infringe it for money merits the fire; whereas she that so offends under the prepotent stress of 

Love will receive pardon from any judge that knows how to temper justice with mercy: witness 

what but the other day we heard from Filostrato touching Madonna Filippa at Prato.(1) 

Know, then, that there was once at Milan a German mercenary, Gulfardo by name, a doughty 

man, and very loyal to those with whom he took service; a quality most uncommon in Germans. 

And as he was wont to be most faithful in repaying whatever moneys he borrowed, he would 

have had no difficulty in finding a merchant to advance him any amount of money at a low rate 

of interest. Now, tarrying thus at Milan, Gulfardo fixed his affection on a very fine woman, 

named Madonna Ambruogia, the wife of a wealthy merchant, one Guasparruolo Cagastraccio, 

with whom he was well acquainted and on friendly terms: which amour he managed with such 

discretion that neither the husband nor any one else wist aught of it. So one day he sent her a 

message, beseeching her of her courtesy to gratify his passion, and assuring her that he on his 

part was ready to obey her every behest. 

The lady made a great many words about the affair, the upshot of which was that she would do 

as Gulfardo desired upon the following terms: to wit, that, in the first place, he should never 

discover the matter to a soul, and, secondly, that, as for some purpose or another she required 

two hundred florins of gold, he out of his abundance should supply her necessity; these 

conditions being satisfied she would be ever at his service. Offended by such base sordidness in 

one whom he had supposed to be an honourable woman, Gulfardo passed from ardent love to 

something very like hatred, and cast about how he might flout her. So he sent her word that he 

would right gladly pleasure her in this and in any other matter that might be in his power; let her 

but say when he was to come to see her, and he would bring the moneys with him, and none 

should know of the matter except a comrade of his, in whom he placed much trust, and who was 



privy to all that he did. The lady, if she should not rather be called the punk, gleefully made 

answer that in the course of a few days her husband, Guasparruolo, was to go to Genoa on 

business, and that, when he was gone, she would let Gulfardo know, and appoint a time for him 

to visit her. Gulfardo thereupon chose a convenient time, and hied him to Guasparruolo, to 

whom:—"I am come," quoth he, "about a little matter of business which I have on hand, for 

which I require two hundred florins of gold, and I should be glad if thou wouldst lend them me at 

the rate of interest which thou art wont to charge me." "That gladly will I," replied Guasparruolo, 

and told out the money at once. A few days later Guasparruolo being gone to Genoa, as the lady 

had said, she sent word to Gulfardo that he should bring her the two hundred florins of gold. So 

Gulfardo hied him with his comrade to the lady's house, where he found her expecting him, and 

lost no time in handing her the two hundred florins of gold in his comrade's presence, saying:—

"You will keep the money, Madam, and give it to your husband when he returns." Witting not 

why Gulfardo so said, but thinking that 'twas but to conceal from his comrade that it was given 

by way of price, the lady made answer:—"That will I gladly; but I must first see whether the 

amount is right;" whereupon she told the florins out upon a table, and when she found that the 

two hundred were there, she put them away in high glee, and turning to Gulfardo, took him into 

her chamber, where, not on that night only but on many another night, while her husband was 

away, he had of her all that he craved. On Guasparruolo's return Gulfardo presently paid him a 

visit, having first made sure that the lady would be with him, and so in her presence:—

"Guasparruolo," quoth he, "I had after all no occasion for the money, to wit, the two hundred 

florins of gold that thou didst lend me the other day, being unable to carry through the 

transaction for which I borrowed them, and so I took an early opportunity of bringing them to thy 

wife, and gave them to her: thou wilt therefore cancel the account." Whereupon Guasparruolo 

turned to the lady, and asked her if she had had them. She, not daring to deny the fact in presence 

of the witness, answered:—"Why, yes, I had them, and quite forgot to tell thee." "Good," quoth 

then Guasparruolo, "we are quits, Gulfardo; make thy mind easy; I will see that thy account is set 

right." Gulfardo then withdrew, leaving the flouted lady to hand over her ill-gotten gains to her 

husband; and so the astute lover had his pleasure of his greedy mistress for nothing. 

(1) Cf. Sixth Day, Novel VII. 

  



NOVEL II. — The priest of Varlungo lies with Monna Belcolore: he leaves with her his cloak by 

way of pledge, and receives from her a mortar. He returns the mortar, and demands of her the 

cloak that he had left in pledge, which the good lady returns him with a gibe. — 

Ladies and men alike commended Gulfardo for the check that he gave to the greed of the 

Milanese lady; but before they had done, the queen turned to Pamfilo, and with a smile bade him 

follow suit: wherefore thus Pamfilo began:—Fair my ladies, it occurs to me to tell you a short 

story, which reflects no credit on those by whom we are continually wronged without being able 

to retaliate, to wit, the priests, who have instituted a crusade against our wives, and deem that, 

when they have made conquest of one of them, they have done a work every whit as worthy of 

recompense by remission of sin and punishment as if they had brought the Soldan in chains to 

Avignon: in which respect 'tis not possible for the hapless laity to be even with them: howbeit 

they are as hot to make reprisals on the priests' mothers, sisters, mistresses, and daughters as the 

priests to attack their wives. Wherefore I am minded to give you, as I may do in few words, the 

history of a rustic amour, the conclusion whereof was not a little laughable, nor barren of moral, 

for you may also gather therefrom, that 'tis not always well to believe everything that a priest 

says. 

I say then, that at Varlungo, a village hard by here, as all of you, my ladies, should wot either 

of your own knowledge or by report, there dwelt a worthy priest, and doughty of body in the 

service of the ladies: who, albeit he was none too quick at his book, had no lack of precious and 

blessed solecisms to edify his flock withal of a Sunday under the elm. And when the men were 

out of doors, he would visit their wives as never a priest had done before him, bringing them 

feast-day gowns and holy water, and now and again a bit of candle, and giving them his blessing. 

Now it so befell that among those of his fair parishioners whom he most affected the first place 

was at length taken by one Monna Belcolore, the wife of a husbandman that called himself 

Bentivegna del Mazzo. And in good sooth she was a winsome and lusty country lass, brown as a 

berry and buxom enough, and fitter than e'er another for his mill. Moreover she had not her 

match in playing the tabret and singing:—The borage is full sappy,(1) and in leading a brawl or a 

breakdown, no matter who might be next her, with a fair and dainty kerchief in her hand. Which 

spells so wrought upon Master Priest, that for love of her he grew distracted, and did nought all 

day long but loiter about the village on the chance of catching sight of her. And if of a Sunday 

morning he espied her in church, he strove might and main to acquit himself of his Kyrie and 

Sanctus in the style of a great singer, albeit his performance was liker to the braying of an ass: 

whereas, if he saw her not, he scarce exerted himself at all. However, he managed with such 

discretion that neither Bentivegna del Mazzo nor any of the neighbours wist aught of his love. 

And hoping thereby to ingratiate himself with Monna Belcolore, he from time to time would 

send her presents, now a clove of fresh garlic, the best in all the country-side, from his own 

garden, which he tilled with his own hands, and anon a basket of beans or a bunch of chives or 



shallots; and, when he thought it might serve his turn, he would give her a sly glance, and follow 

it up with a little amorous mocking and mowing, which she, with rustic awkwardness, feigned 

not to understand, and ever maintained her reserve, so that Master Priest made no headway. 

Now it so befell that one day, when the priest at high noon was aimlessly gadding about the 

village, he encountered Bentivegna del Mazzo at the tail of a well laden ass; and greeted him, 

asking him whither he was going. "I'faith, Sir," quoth Bentivegna, "for sure 'tis to town I go, 

having an affair or two to attend to there; and I am taking these things to Ser Buonaccorri da 

Ginestreto, to get him to stand by me in I wot not what matter, whereof the justice o' th' coram 

has by his provoker served me with a pertrumpery summons to appear before him." 

Whereupon:—"'Tis well, my son," quoth the priest, overjoyed, "my blessing go with thee: good 

luck to thee and a speedy return; and harkye, shouldst thou see Lapuccio or Naldino, do not 

forget to tell them to send me those thongs for my flails." "It shall be done," quoth Bentivegna, 

and jogged on towards Florence, while the priest, thinking that now was his time to hie him to 

Belcolore and try his fortune, put his best leg forward, and stayed not till he was at the house, 

which entering, he said:—"God be gracious to us! Who is within?" Belcolore, who was up in the 

loft, made answer:—"Welcome, Sir; but what dost thou, gadding about in the heat?" "Why, as I 

hope for God's blessing," quoth he, "I am just come to stay with thee a while, having met thy 

husband on his way to town." Whereupon down came Belcolore, took a seat, and began sifting 

cabbage-seed that her husband had lately threshed. By and by the priest began:—"So, Belcolore, 

wilt thou keep me ever a dying thus?" Whereat Belcolore tittered, and said:—"Why, what is't I 

do to you?" "Truly, nothing at all," replied the priest: "but thou sufferest me not to do to thee that 

which I had lief, and which God commands." "Now away with you!" returned Belcolore, "do 

priests do that sort of thing?" "Indeed we do," quoth the priest, "and to better purpose than 

others: why not? I tell you our grinding is far better; and wouldst thou know why? 'tis because 

'tis intermittent. And in truth 'twill be well worth thy while to keep thine own counsel, and let me 

do it." "Worth my while!" ejaculated Belcolore. "How may that be? There is never a one of you 

but would overreach the very Devil." "'Tis not for me to say," returned the priest; "say but what 

thou wouldst have: shall it be a pair of dainty shoes? Or wouldst thou prefer a fillet? Or 

perchance a gay riband? What's thy will?" "Marry, no lack have I," quoth Belcolore, "of such 

things as these. But, if you wish me so well, why do me not a service? and I would then be at 

your command." "Name but the service," returned the priest, "and gladly will I do it." Quoth then 

Belcolore:—"On Saturday I have to go to Florence to deliver some wool that I have spun, and to 

get my spinning-wheel put in order: lend me but five pounds—I know you have them—and I 

will redeem my perse petticoat from the pawnshop, and also the girdle that I wear on saints' days, 

and that I had when I was married—you see that without them I cannot go to church or anywhere 

else, and then I will do just as you wish thenceforth and forever." Whereupon:—"So God give 

me a good year," quoth he, "as I have not the money with me: but never fear that I will see that 



thou hast it before Saturday with all the pleasure in life." "Ay, ay," rejoined Belcolore, "you all 

make great promises, but then you never keep them. Think you to serve me as you served 

Biliuzza, whom you left in the lurch at last? God's faith, you do not so. To think that she turned 

woman of the world just for that! If you have not the money with you, why, go and get it." 

"Prithee," returned the priest, "send me not home just now. For, seest thou, 'tis the very nick of 

time with me, and the coast is clear, and perchance it might not be so on my return, and in short I 

know not when it would be likely to go so well as now." Whereto she did but rejoin:—"Good; if 

you are minded to go, get you gone; if not, stay where you are." The priest, therefore, seeing that 

she was not disposed to give him what he wanted, as he was fain, to wit, on his own terms, but 

was bent upon having a quid pro quo, changed his tone; and:—"Lo, now," quoth he, "thou 

doubtest I will not bring thee the money; so to set thy mind at rest, I will leave thee this cloak—

thou seest 'tis good sky-blue silk—in pledge." So raising her head and glancing at the cloak:—

"And what may the cloak be worth?" quoth Belcolore. "Worth!" ejaculated the priest: "I would 

have thee know that 'tis all Douai, not to say Trouai, make: nay, there are some of our folk here 

that say 'tis Quadrouai; and 'tis not a fortnight since I bought it of Lotto, the secondhand dealer, 

for seven good pounds, and then had it five good soldi under value, by what I hear from 

Buglietto, who, thou knowest, is an excellent judge of these articles." "Oh! say you so?" 

exclaimed Belcolore. "So help me God, I should not have thought it; however, let me look at it." 

So Master Priest, being ready for action, doffed the cloak and handed it to her. And she, having 

put it in a safe place, said to him:—"Now, Sir, we will away to the hut; there is never a soul goes 

there;" and so they did. And there Master Priest, giving her many a mighty buss and straining her 

to his sacred person, solaced himself with her no little while. 

Which done, he hied him away in his cassock, as if he were come from officiating at a 

wedding; but, when he was back in his holy quarters, he bethought him that not all the candles 

that he received by way of offering in the course of an entire year would amount to the half of 

five pounds, and saw that he had made a bad bargain, and repented him that he had left the cloak 

in pledge, and cast about how he might recover it without paying anything. And as he did not 

lack cunning, he hit upon an excellent expedient, by which he compassed his end. So on the 

morrow, being a saint's day, he sent a neighbour's lad to Monna Belcolore with a request that she 

would be so good as to lend him her stone mortar, for that Binguccio dal Poggio and Nuto 

Buglietti were to breakfast with him that morning, and he therefore wished to make a sauce. 

Belcolore having sent the mortar, the priest, about breakfast time, reckoning that Bentivegna del 

Mazzo and Belcolore would be at their meal, called his clerk, and said to him:—"Take the 

mortar back to Belcolore, and say:—'My master thanks you very kindly, and bids you return the 

cloak that the lad left with you in pledge.'" The clerk took the mortar to Belcolore's house, where, 

finding her at table with Bentivegna, he set the mortar down and delivered the priest's message. 

Whereto Belcolore would fain have demurred; but Bentivegna gave her a threatening glance, 



saying:—"So, then, thou takest a pledge from Master Priest? By Christ, I vow, I have half a mind 

to give thee a great clout o' the chin. Go, give it back at once, a murrain on thee! And look to it 

that whatever he may have a mind to, were it our very ass, he be never denied." So, with a very 

bad grace, Belcolore got up, and went to the wardrobe, and took out the cloak, and gave it to the 

clerk, saying:—"Tell thy master from me:—Would to God he may never ply pestle in my mortar 

again, such honour has he done me for this turn!" So the clerk returned with the cloak, and 

delivered the message to Master Priest; who, laughing, made answer:—"Tell her, when thou next 

seest her, that, so she lend us not the mortar, I will not lend her the pestle: be it tit for tat." 

Bentivegna made no account of his wife's words, deeming that 'twas but his chiding that had 

provoked them. But Belcolore was not a little displeased with Master Priest, and had never a 

word to say to him till the vintage; after which, what with the salutary fear in which she stood of 

the mouth of Lucifer the Great, to which he threatened to consign her, and the must and roast 

chestnuts that he sent her, she made it up with him, and many a jolly time they had together. And 

though she got not the five pounds from him, he put a new skin on her tabret, and fitted it with a 

little bell, wherewith she was satisfied. 

(1) For this folk-song see Cantilene e Ballate, Strambotti e Madrigali, ed. Carducci (1871), p. 

60. The fragment there printed maybe freely rendered as follows:— 

The borage is full sappy, 

  And clusters red we see, 

And my love would make me happy; 

  So that maiden give to me. 

Ill set I find this dance, 

  And better might it be: 

So, comrade mine, advance, 

  And, changing place with me, 

Stand thou thy love beside. 

  



NOVEL III. — Calandrino, Bruno and Buffalmacco go in quest of the heliotrope beside the 

Mugnone. Thinking to have found it, Calandrino gets him home laden with stones. His wife 

chides him: whereat he waxes wroth, beats her, and tells his comrades what they know better 

than he. — 

Ended Pamfilo's story, which moved the ladies to inextinguishable laughter, the queen bade 

Elisa follow suit: whereupon, laughing, she thus began:—I know not, debonair my ladies, 

whether with my little story, which is no less true than entertaining, I shall give you occasion to 

laugh as much as Pamfilo has done with his, but I will do my best. 

In our city, where there has never been lack of odd humours and queer folk, there dwelt, no 

long time ago, a painter named Calandrino, a simple soul, of uncouth manners, that spent most of 

his time with two other painters, the one Bruno, the other Buffalmacco, by name, pleasant 

fellows enough, but not without their full share of sound and shrewd sense, and who kept with 

Calandrino for that they not seldom found his singular ways and his simplicity very diverting. 

There was also at the same time at Florence one Maso del Saggio, a fellow marvellously 

entertaining by his cleverness, dexterity and unfailing resource; who having heard somewhat 

touching Calandrino's simplicity, resolved to make fun of him by playing him a trick, and 

inducing him to believe some prodigy. And happening one day to come upon Calandrino in the 

church of San Giovanni, where he sate intently regarding the paintings and intaglios of the 

tabernacle above the altar, which had then but lately been set there, he deemed time and place 

convenient for the execution of his design; which he accordingly imparted to one of his 

comrades: whereupon the two men drew nigh the place where Calandrino sate alone, and 

feigning not to see him fell a talking of the virtues of divers stones, of which Maso spoke as aptly 

and pertinently as if he had been a great and learned lapidary. Calandrino heard what passed 

between them, and witting that 'twas no secret, after a while got up, and joined them, to Maso's 

no small delight. He therefore continued his discourse, and being asked by Calandrino, where 

these stones of such rare virtues were to be found, made answer:—"Chiefly in Berlinzone, in the 

land of the Basques. The district is called Bengodi, and there they bind the vines with sausages, 

and a denier will buy a goose and a gosling into the bargain; and on a mountain, all of grated 

Parmesan cheese, dwell folk that do nought else but make macaroni and raviuoli,(1) and boil 

them in capon's broth, and then throw them down to be scrambled for; and hard by flows a 

rivulet of Vernaccia, the best that ever was drunk, and never a drop of water therein." "Ah! 'tis a 

sweet country!" quoth Calandrino; "but tell me, what becomes of the capons that they boil?" 

"They are all eaten by the Basques," replied Maso. Then:—"Wast thou ever there?" quoth 

Calandrino. Whereupon:—"Was I ever there, sayst thou?" replied Maso. "Why, if I have been 

there once, I have been there a thousand times." "And how many miles is't from here?" quoth 

Calandrino. "Oh!" returned Maso, "more than thou couldst number in a night without slumber." 



"Farther off, then, than the Abruzzi?" said Calandrino. "Why, yes, 'tis a bit farther," replied 

Maso. 

Now Calandrino, like the simple soul that he was, marking the composed and grave 

countenance with which Maso spoke, could not have believed him more thoroughly, if he had 

uttered the most patent truth, and thus taking his words for gospel:—"'Tis a trifle too far for my 

purse," quoth he; "were it nigher, I warrant thee, I would go with thee thither one while, just to 

see the macaroni come tumbling down, and take my fill thereof. But tell me, so good luck befall 

thee, are none of these stones, that have these rare virtues, to be found in these regions?" "Ay," 

replied Maso, "two sorts of stone are found there, both of virtues extraordinary. The one sort are 

the sandstones of Settignano and Montisci, which being made into millstones, by virtue thereof 

flour is made; wherefore 'tis a common saying in those countries that blessings come from God 

and millstones from Montisci: but, for that these sandstones are in great plenty, they are held 

cheap by us, just as by them are emeralds, whereof they have mountains, bigger than Monte 

Morello, that shine at midnight, a God's name! And know this, that whoso should make a goodly 

pair of millstones, and connect them with a ring before ever a hole was drilled in them, and take 

them to the Soldan, should get all he would have thereby. The other sort of stone is the 

heliotrope, as we lapidaries call it, a stone of very great virtue, inasmuch as whoso carries it on 

his person is seen, so long as he keep it, by never another soul, where he is not." "These be 

virtues great indeed," quoth Calandrino; "but where is this second stone to be found?" Whereto 

Maso made answer that there were usually some to be found in the Mugnone. "And what are its 

size and colour?" quoth Calandrino. "The size varies," replied Maso, "for some are bigger and 

some smaller than others; but all are of the same colour, being nearly black." All these matters 

duly marked and fixed in his memory, Calandrino made as if he had other things to attend to, and 

took his leave of Maso with the intention of going in quest of the stone, but not until he had let 

his especial friends, Bruno and Buffalmacco, know of his project. So, that no time might be lost, 

but, postponing everything else, they might begin the quest at once, he set about looking for 

them, and spent the whole morning in the search. At length, when 'twas already past none, he 

called to mind that they would be at work in the Faentine women's convent, and though 'twas 

excessively hot, he let nothing stand in his way, but at a pace that was more like a run than a 

walk, hied him thither; and so soon as he had made them ware of his presence, thus he spoke:—

"Comrades, so you are but minded to hearken to me, 'tis in our power to become the richest men 

in Florence; for I am informed by one that may be trusted that there is a kind of stone in the 

Mugnone which renders whoso carries it invisible to every other soul in the world. Wherefore, 

methinks, we were wise to let none have the start of us, but go search for this stone without any 

delay. We shall find it without a doubt, for I know what 'tis like, and when we have found it, we 

have but to put it in the purse, and get us to the moneychangers, whose counters, as you know, 

are always laden with groats and florins, and help ourselves to as many as we have a mind to. No 



one will see us, and so, hey presto! we shall be rich folk in the twinkling of an eye, and have no 

more need to go besmearing the walls all day long like so many snails." Whereat Bruno and 

Buffalmacco began only to laugh, and exchanging glances, made as if they marvelled 

exceedingly, and expressed approval of Calandrino's project. Then Buffalmacco asked, what 

might be the name of the stone. Calandrino, like the numskull that he was, had already forgotten 

the name: so he made answer:—"Why need we concern ourselves with the name, since we know 

the stone's virtue? methinks, we were best to go look for it, and waste no more time." "Well, 

well," said Bruno, "but what are the size and shape of the stone?" "They are of all sizes and 

shapes," said Calandrino, "but they are all pretty nearly black; wherefore, methinks, we were best 

to collect all the black stones that we see until we hit upon it: and so, let us be off, and lose no 

more time." "Nay, but," said Bruno, "wait a bit." And turning to Buffalmacco:—"Methinks," 

quoth he, "that Calandrino says well: but I doubt this is not the time for such work, seeing that 

the sun is high, and his rays so flood the Mugnone as to dry all the stones; insomuch that stones 

will now shew as white that in the morning, before the sun had dried them, would shew as black: 

besides which, to-day being a working-day, there will be for one cause or another folk not a few 

about the Mugnone, who, seeing us, might guess what we were come for, and peradventure do 

the like themselves; whereby it might well be that they found the stone, and we might miss the 

trot by trying after the amble. Wherefore, so you agree, methinks we were best to go about it in 

the morning, when we shall be better able to distinguish the black stones from the white, and on 

a holiday, when there will be none to see us." 

Buffalmacco's advice being approved by Bruno, Calandrino chimed in; and so 'twas arranged 

that they should all three go in quest of the stone on the following Sunday. So Calandrino, 

having besought his companions above all things to let never a soul in the world hear aught of 

the matter, for that it had been imparted to him in strict confidence, and having told them what he 

had heard touching the land of Bengodi, the truth of which he affirmed with oaths, took leave of 

them; and they concerted their plan, while Calandrino impatiently expected the Sunday morning. 

Whereon, about dawn, he arose, and called them; and forth they issued by the Porta a San Gallo, 

and hied them to the Mugnone, and following its course, began their quest of the stone, 

Calandrino, as was natural, leading the way, and jumping lightly from rock to rock, and 

wherever he espied a black stone, stooping down, picking it up and putting it in the fold of his 

tunic, while his comrades followed, picking up a stone here and a stone there. Thus it was that 

Calandrino had not gone far, before, finding that there was no more room in his tunic, he lifted 

the skirts of his gown, which was not cut after the fashion of Hainault, and gathering them under 

his leathern girdle and making them fast on every side, thus furnished himself with a fresh and 

capacious lap, which, however, taking no long time to fill, he made another lap out of his cloak, 

which in like manner he soon filled with stones. Wherefore, Bruno and Buffalmacco seeing that 

Calandrino was well laden, and that 'twas nigh upon breakfast-time, and the moment for action 



come:—"Where is Calandrino?" quoth Bruno to Buffalmacco. Whereto Buffalmacco, who had 

Calandrino full in view, having first turned about and looked here, there and everywhere, made 

answer:—"That wot not I; but not so long ago he was just in front of us." "Not so long ago, 

forsooth," returned Bruno; "'tis my firm belief that at this very moment he is at breakfast at 

home, having left to us this wild-goose chase of black stones in the Mugnone." "Marry," quoth 

Buffalmacco, "he did but serve us right so to trick us and leave, seeing that we were so silly as to 

believe him. Why, who could have thought that any but we would have been so foolish as to 

believe that a stone of such rare virtue was to be found in the Mugnone?" Calandrino, hearing 

their colloquy, forthwith imagined that he had the stone in his hand, and by its virtue, though 

present, was invisible to them; and overjoyed by such good fortune, would not say a word to 

undeceive them, but determined to hie him home, and accordingly faced about, and put himself 

in motion. Whereupon:—"Ay!" quoth Buffalmacco to Bruno, "what are we about that we go not 

back too?" "Go we then," said Bruno; "but by God I swear that Calandrino shall never play me 

another such trick; and as to this, were I nigh him, as I have been all the morning, I would teach 

him to remember it for a month or so, such a reminder would I give him in the heel with this 

stone." And even as he spoke he threw back his arm, and launched the stone against Calandrino's 

heel. Galled by the blow, Calandrino gave a great hop and a slight gasp, but said nothing, and 

halted not. Then, picking out one of the stones that he had collected:—"Bruno," quoth 

Buffalmacco, "see what a goodly stone I have here, would it might but catch Calandrino in the 

back;" and forthwith he discharged it with main force upon the said back. And in short, suiting 

action to word, now in this way, now in that, they stoned him all the way up the Mugnone as far 

as the Porta a San Gallo. There they threw away the stones they had picked up, and tarried a 

while with the customs' officers, who, being primed by them, had let Calandrino pass 

unchallenged, while their laughter knew no bounds. 

So Calandrino, halting nowhere, betook him to his house, which was hard by the corner of the 

Macina. And so well did Fortune prosper the trick, that all the way by the stream and across the 

city there was never a soul that said a word to Calandrino, and indeed he encountered but few, 

for most folk were at breakfast. But no sooner was Calandrino thus gotten home with his stones, 

than it so happened that his good lady, Monna Tessa, shewed her fair face at the stair's head, and 

catching sight of him, and being somewhat annoyed by his long delay, chid him, saying:—"What 

the Devil brings thee here so late? Must breakfast wait thee until all other folk have had it?" 

Calandrino caught the words, and angered and mortified to find that he was not invisible, broke 

out with:—"Alas! curst woman! so 'twas thou! Thou hast undone me: but, God's faith, I will pay 

thee out." Whereupon he was upstairs in a trice, and having discharged his great load of stones in 

a parlour, rushed with fell intent upon his wife, and laid hold of her by the hair, and threw her 

down at his feet, and beat and kicked her in every part of her person with all the force he had in 



his arms and legs, insomuch that he left never a hair of her head or bone of her body unscathed, 

and 'twas all in vain that she laid her palms together and crossed her fingers and cried for mercy. 

Now Buffalmacco and Bruno, after making merry a while with the warders of the gate, had set 

off again at a leisurely pace, keeping some distance behind Calandrino. Arrived at his door, they 

heard the noise of the sound thrashing that he was giving his wife; and making as if they were 

but that very instant come upon the scene, they called him. Calandrino, flushed, all of a sweat, 

and out of breath, shewed himself at the window, and bade them come up. They, putting on a 

somewhat angry air, did so; and espied Calandrino sitting in the parlour, amid the stones which 

lay all about, untrussed, and puffing with the air of a man spent with exertion, while his lady lay 

in one of the corners, weeping bitterly, her hair all dishevelled, her clothes torn to shreds, and her 

face livid, bruised and battered. So after surveying the room a while:—"What means this, 

Calandrino?" quoth they. "Art thou minded to build thee a wall, that we see so many stones 

about?" And then, as they received no answer, they continued:—"And how's this? How comes 

Monna Tessa in this plight? 'Twould seem thou hast given her a beating! What unheard-of 

doings are these?" What with the weight of the stones that he had carried, and the fury with 

which he had beaten his wife, and the mortification that he felt at the miscarriage of his 

enterprise, Calandrino was too spent to utter a word by way of reply. Wherefore in a menacing 

tone Buffalmacco began again:—"However out of sorts thou mayst have been, Calandrino, thou 

shouldst not have played us so scurvy a trick as thou hast. To take us with thee to the Mugnone 

in quest of this stone of rare virtue, and then, without so much as saying either God-speed or 

Devil-speed, to be off, and leave us there like a couple of gowks! We take it not a little unkindly: 

and rest assured that thou shalt never so fool us again." Whereto with an effort Calandrino 

replied:—"Comrades, be not wroth with me: 'tis not as you think. I, luckless wight! found the 

stone: listen, and you will no longer doubt that I say sooth. When you began saying one to the 

other:—'Where is Calandrino?' I was within ten paces of you, and marking that you came by 

without seeing me, I went before, and so, keeping ever a little ahead of you, I came hither." And 

then he told them the whole story of what they had said and done from beginning to end, and 

shewed them his back and heel, how they had been mauled by the stones; after which:—"And I 

tell you," he went on, "that, laden though I was with all these stones, that you see here, never a 

word was said to me by the warders of the gate as I passed in, though you know how vexatious 

and grievous these warders are wont to make themselves in their determination to see everything: 

and moreover I met by the way several of my gossips and friends that are ever wont to greet me, 

and ask me to drink, and never a word said any of them to me, no, nor half a word either; but 

they passed me by as men that saw me not. But at last, being come home, I was met and seen by 

this devil of a woman, curses upon her, forasmuch as all things, as you know, lose their virtue in 

the presence of a woman; whereby I from being the most lucky am become the most luckless 

man in Florence: and therefore I thrashed her as long as I could stir a hand, nor know I wherefore 



I forbear to sluice her veins for her, cursed be the hour that first I saw her, cursed be the hour that 

I brought her into the house!" And so, kindling with fresh wrath, he was about to start up and 

give her another thrashing; when Buffalmacco and Bruno, who had listened to his story with an 

air of great surprise, and affirmed its truth again and again, while they all but burst with 

suppressed laughter, seeing him now frantic to renew his assault upon his wife, got up and 

withstood and held him back, averring that the lady was in no wise to blame for what had 

happened, but only he, who, witting that things lost their virtue in the presence of women, had 

not bidden her keep aloof from him that day; which precaution God had not suffered him to take, 

either because the luck was not to be his, or because he was minded to cheat his comrades, to 

whom he should have shewn the stone as soon as he found it. And so, with many words they 

hardly prevailed upon him to forgive his injured wife, and leaving him to rue the ill-luck that had 

filled his house with stones, went their way. 

(1) A sort of rissole. 

  



NOVEL IV. — The rector of Fiesole loves a widow lady, by whom he is not loved, and thinking to 

lie with her, lies with her maid, with whom the lady's brothers cause him to be found by his 

Bishop. — 

Elisa being come to the end of her story, which in the telling had yielded no small delight to 

all the company, the queen, turning to Emilia, signified her will, that her story should ensue at 

once upon that of Elisa. And thus with alacrity Emilia began:—Noble ladies, how we are teased 

and tormented by these priests and friars, and indeed by clergy of all sorts, I mind me to have 

been set forth in more than one of the stories that have been told; but as 'twere not possible to say 

so much thereof but that more would yet remain to say, I purpose to supplement them with the 

story of a rector, who, in defiance of all the world, was bent upon having the favour of a 

gentlewoman, whether she would or no. Which gentlewoman, being discreet above a little, 

treated him as he deserved. 

Fiesole, whose hill is here within sight, is, as each of you knows, a city of immense antiquity, 

and was aforetime great, though now 'tis fallen into complete decay; which notwithstanding, it 

always was, and still is the see of a bishop. Now there was once a gentlewoman, Monna Piccarda 

by name, a widow, that had an estate at Fiesole, hard by the cathedral, on which, for that she was 

not in the easiest circumstances, she lived most part of the year, and with her her two brothers, 

very worthy and courteous young men, both of them. And the lady being wont frequently to 

resort to the cathedral, and being still quite young and fair and debonair withal, it so befell that 

the rector grew in the last degree enamoured of her, and waxed at length so bold, that he himself 

avowed his passion to the lady, praying her to entertain his love, and requite it in like measure. 

The rector was advanced in years, but otherwise the veriest springald, being bold and of a high 

spirit, of a boundless conceit of himself, and of mien and manners most affected and in the worst 

taste, and withal so tiresome and insufferable that he was on bad terms with everybody, and, if 

with one person more than another, with this lady, who not only cared not a jot for him, but had 

liefer have had a headache than his company. Wherefore the lady discreetly made answer:—"I 

may well prize your love, Sir, and love you I should and will right gladly; but such love as yours 

and mine may never admit of aught that is not honourable. You are my spiritual father and a 

priest, and now verging towards old age, circumstances which should ensure your honour and 

chastity; and I, on my part, am no longer a girl, such as these love affairs might beseem, but a 

widow, and well you wot how it behoves widows to be chaste. Wherefore I pray you to have me 

excused; for, after the sort you crave, you shall never have my love, nor would I in such sort be 

loved by you." With this answer the rector was for the nonce fain to be content; but he was not 

the man to be dismayed and routed by a first repulse; and with his wonted temerity and 

effrontery he plied her again and again with letters and ambassages, and also by word of mouth, 

when he espied her entering the church. Wherefore the lady finding this persecution more 

grievous and harassing than she could well bear, cast about how she might be quit thereof in such 



fashion as he deserved, seeing that he left her no choice; howbeit she would do nought in the 

matter until she had conferred with her brothers. She therefore told them how the rector pursued 

her, and how she meant to foil him; and, with their full concurrence, some few days afterwards 

she went, as she was wont, to church. The rector no sooner saw her, than he approached and 

accosted her, as he was wont, in a tone of easy familiarity. The lady greeted him, as he came up, 

with a glance of gladsome recognition; and when he had treated her to not a little of his wonted 

eloquence, she drew him aside, and heaving a great sigh, said:—"I have oftentimes heard it said, 

Sir, that there is no castle so strong, but that, if the siege be continued day by day, it will sooner 

or later be taken; which I now plainly perceive is my own case. For so fairly have you hemmed 

me in with this, that, and the other pretty speech or the like blandishments, that you have 

constrained me to make nought of my former resolve, and, seeing that I find such favour with 

you, to surrender myself unto you." Whereto, overjoyed, the rector made answer:—"Madam, I 

am greatly honoured; and, sooth to say, I marvelled not a little how you should hold out so long, 

seeing that I have never had the like experience with any other woman, insomuch that I have at 

times said:—'Were women of silver, they would not be worth a denier, for there is none but 

would give under the hammer!' But no more of this: when and where may we come together?" 

"Sweet my lord," replied the lady, "for the when, 'tis just as we may think best, for I have no 

husband to whom to render account of my nights, but the where passes my wit to conjecture." 

"How so?" quoth the rector. "Why not in your own house?" "Sir," replied the lady, "you know 

that I have two brothers, both young men, who day and night bring their comrades into the 

house, which is none too large: for which reason it might not be done there, unless we were 

minded to make ourselves, as it were, dumb and blind, uttering never a word, not so much as a 

monosyllable, and abiding in the dark: in such sort indeed it might be, because they do not 

intrude upon my chamber; but theirs is so near to mine that the very least whisper could not but 

be heard." "Nay but, Madam," returned the rector, "let not this stand in our way for a night or 

two, until I may bethink me where else we might be more at our ease." "Be that as you will, Sir," 

quoth the lady, "I do but entreat that the affair be kept close, so that never a word of it get wind." 

"Have no fear on that score, Madam," replied the priest; "and if so it may be, let us forgather to-

night." "With pleasure," returned the lady; and having appointed him how and when to come, she 

left him and went home. 

Now the lady had a maid, that was none too young, and had a countenance the ugliest and 

most misshapen that ever was seen; for indeed she was flat-nosed, wry-mouthed, and thick-

lipped, with huge, ill-set teeth, eyes that squinted and were ever bleared, and a complexion 

betwixt green and yellow, that shewed as if she had spent the summer not at Fiesole but at 

Sinigaglia: besides which she was hip-shot and somewhat halting on the right side. Her name 

was Ciuta, but, for that she was such a scurvy bitch to look upon, she was called by all folk 

Ciutazza.(1) And being thus misshapen of body, she was also not without her share of guile. So 



the lady called her and said:—"Ciutazza, so thou wilt do me a service to-night, I will give thee a 

fine new shift." At the mention of the shift Ciutazza made answer:—"So you give me a shift, 

Madam, I will throw myself into the very fire." "Good," said the lady; "then I would have thee lie 

to-night in my bed with a man, whom thou wilt caress; but look thou say never a word, that my 

brothers, who, as thou knowest, sleep in the next room, hear thee not; and afterwards I will give 

thee the shift." "Sleep with a man!" quoth Ciutazza: "why, if need be, I will sleep with six." So in 

the evening Master Rector came, as he had been bidden; and the two young men, as the lady had 

arranged, being in their room, and making themselves very audible, he stole noiselessly, and in 

the dark, into the lady's room, and got him on to the bed, which Ciutazza, well advised by the 

lady how to behave, mounted from the other side. Whereupon Master Rector, thinking to have 

the lady by his side, took Ciutazza in his arms, and fell a kissing her, saying never a word the 

while, and Ciutazza did the like; and so he enjoyed her, plucking the boon which he had so long 

desired. 

The rector and Ciutazza thus closeted, the lady charged her brothers to execute the rest of her 

plan. They accordingly stole quietly out of their room, and hied them to the piazza, where 

Fortune proved propitious beyond what they had craved of her; for, it being a very hot night, the 

bishop had been seeking them, purposing to go home with them, and solace himself with their 

society, and quench his thirst. With which desire he acquainted them, as soon as he espied them 

coming into the piazza; and so they escorted him to their house, and there in the cool of their 

little courtyard, which was bright with many a lamp, he took, to his no small comfort, a draught 

of their good wine. Which done:—"Sir," said the young men, "since of your great courtesy you 

have deigned to visit our poor house, to which we were but now about to invite you, we should 

be gratified if you would be pleased to give a look at somewhat, a mere trifle though it be, which 

we have here to shew you." The bishop replied that he would do so with pleasure. Whereupon 

one of the young men took a lighted torch and led the way, the bishop and the rest following, to 

the chamber where Master Rector lay with Ciutazza. 

Now the rector, being in hot haste, had ridden hard, insomuch that he was already gotten 

above three miles on his way when they arrived; and so, being somewhat tired, he was resting, 

but, hot though the night was, he still held Ciutazza in his arms. In which posture he was shewn 

to the bishop, when, preceded by the young man bearing the light, and followed by the others, he 

entered the chamber. And being roused, and observing the light and the folk that stood about 

him, Master Rector was mighty ashamed and affrighted, and popped his head under the clothes. 

But the bishop, reprimanding him severely, constrained him to thrust his head out again, and take 

a view of his bed-fellow. Thus made aware of the trick which the lady had played him, the rector 

was now, both on that score and by reason of his signal disgrace, the saddest man that ever was; 

and his discomfiture was complete, when, having donned his clothes, he was committed by the 



bishop's command to close custody and sent to prison, there to expiate his offence by a rigorous 

penance. 

The bishop was then fain to know how it had come about that he had forgathered there with 

Ciutazza. Whereupon the young men related the whole story; which ended, the bishop 

commended both the lady and the young men not a little, for that they had taken condign 

vengeance upon him without imbruing their hands in the blood of a priest. The bishop caused 

him to bewail his transgression forty days; but what with his love, and the scornful requital 

which it had received, he bewailed it more than forty and nine days, not to mention that for a 

great while he could not shew himself in the street but the boys would point the finger at him and 

say:—"There goes he that lay with Ciutazza." Which was such an affliction to him that he was 

like to go mad. On this wise the worthy lady rid herself of the rector's vexatious importunity, and 

Ciutazza had a jolly night and earned her shift. 

(1) An augmentative form, with a suggestion of cagnazza, bitch-like. 

  



NOVEL V. — Three young men pull down the breeches of a judge from the Marches, while he is 

administering justice on the bench. — 

So ended Emilia her story; and when all had commended the widow lady:—"'Tis now thy turn 

to speak," quoth the queen, fixing her gaze upon Filostrato, who answered that he was ready, and 

forthwith thus began:—Sweet my ladies, by what I remember of that young man, to wit, Maso 

del Saggio, whom Elisa named a while ago, I am prompted to lay aside a story that I had meant 

to tell you, and to tell you another, touching him and some of his comrades, which, 

notwithstanding there are in it certain words (albeit 'tis not unseemly) which your modesty 

forbears to use, is yet so laughable that I shall relate it. 

As you all may well have heard, there come not seldom to our city magistrates from the 

Marches, who for the most part are men of a mean spirit, and in circumstances so reduced and 

beggarly, that their whole life seems to be but a petty-foggery; and by reason of this their inbred 

sordidness and avarice they bring with them judges and notaries that have rather the air of men 

taken from the plough or the last than trained in the schools of law.(1) Now one of these 

Marchers, being come hither as Podesta, brought with him judges not a few, and among them 

one that called himself Messer Niccola da San Lepidio, and looked liker to a locksmith than 

aught else. However, this fellow was assigned with the rest of the judges to hear criminal causes. 

And as folk will often go to the court, though they have no concern whatever there, it so befell 

that Maso del Saggio went thither one morning in quest of one of his friends, and there chancing 

to set eyes on this Messer Niccola, where he sate, deemed him a fowl of no common feather, and 

surveyed him from head to foot, observing that the vair which he wore on his head was all 

begrimed, that he carried an ink-horn at his girdle, that his gown was longer than his robe, and 

many another detail quite foreign to the appearance of a man of birth and breeding, of which that 

which he deemed most notable was a pair of breeches, which, as he saw (for the judge's outer 

garments being none too ample were open in front, as he sate), reached half-way down his legs. 

By which sight his mind was presently diverted from the friend whom he came there to seek; and 

forth he hied him in quest of other two of his comrades, the one Ribi, the other Matteuzzo by 

name, fellows both of them not a whit less jolly than Maso himself; and having found them, he 

said to them:—"An you love me, come with me to the court, and I will shew you the queerest 

scarecrow that ever you saw." So the two men hied them with him to the court; and there he 

pointed out to them the judge and his breeches. What they saw from a distance served to set them 

laughing: then drawing nearer to the dais on which Master Judge was seated, they observed that 

'twas easy enough to get under the dais, and moreover that the plank, on which the judge's feet 

rested, was broken, so that there was plenty of room for the passage of a hand and arm. 

Whereupon quoth Maso to his comrades:—"'Twere a very easy matter to pull these breeches 

right down: wherefore I propose that we do so." Each of the men had marked how it might be 

done; and so, having concerted both what they should do and what they should say, they came to 



the court again next morning; and, the court being crowded, Matteuzzo, observed by never a 

soul, slipped beneath the dais, and posted himself right under the spot where the judge's feet 

rested, while the other two men took their stand on either side of the judge, each laying hold of 

the hem of his robe. Then:—"Sir, sir, I pray you for God's sake," began Maso, "that, before the 

pilfering rascal that is there beside you can make off, you constrain him to give me back a pair of 

jack boots that he has stolen from me, which theft he still denies, though 'tis not a month since I 

saw him getting them resoled." Meanwhile Ribi, at the top of his voice, shouted:—"Believe him 

not, Sir, the scurvy knave! 'Tis but that he knows that I am come to demand restitution of a valise 

that he has stolen from me that he now for the first time trumps up this story about a pair of jack 

boots that I have had in my house down to the last day or two; and if you doubt what I say, I can 

bring as witness Trecca, my neighbour, and Grassa, the tripe-woman, and one that goes about 

gathering the sweepings of Santa Maria a Verzaia, who saw him when he was on his way back 

from the farm." But shout as he might, Maso was still even with him, nor for all that did Ribi 

bate a jot of his clamour. And while the judge stood, bending now towards the one, now towards 

the other, the better to hear them, Matteuzzo seized his opportunity, and thrusting his hand 

through the hole in the plank caught hold of the judge's breeches, and tugged at them amain. 

Whereby down they came straightway, for the judge was a lean man, and shrunk in the buttocks. 

The judge, being aware of the accident, but knowing not how it had come about, would have 

gathered his outer garments together in front, so as to cover the defect, but Maso on the one side, 

and Ribi on the other, held him fast, shouting amain and in chorus:—"You do me a grievous 

wrong, Sir, thus to deny me justice, nay, even a hearing, and to think of quitting the court: there 

needs no writ in this city for such a trifling matter as this." And thus they held him by the clothes 

and in parley, until all that were in the court perceived that he had lost his breeches. However, 

after a while, Matteuzzo dropped the breeches, and slipped off, and out of the court, without 

being observed, and Ribi, deeming that the joke had gone far enough, exclaimed:—"By God, I 

vow, I will appeal to the Syndics;" while Maso, on the other side, let go the robe, saying:—"Nay, 

but for my part, I will come here again and again and again, until I find you less embarrassed 

than you seem to be to-day." And so the one this way, the other that way, they made off with all 

speed. Whereupon Master Judge, disbreeched before all the world, was as one that awakens from 

sleep, albeit he was ware of his forlorn condition, and asked whither the parties in the case 

touching the jack boots and the valise were gone. However, as they were not to be found, he fell 

a swearing by the bowels of God, that 'twas meet and proper that he should know and wit, 

whether 'twas the custom at Florence to disbreech judges sitting in the seat of justice. 

When the affair reached the ears of the Podesta, he made no little stir about it; but, being 

informed by some of his friends, that 'twould not have happened, but that the Florentines were 

minded to shew him, that, in place of the judges he should have brought with him, he had 



brought but gowks, to save expense, he deemed it best to say no more about it, and so for that 

while the matter went no further. 

(1) It was owing to their internal dissensions that the Florentines were from time to time fain 

to introduce these stranger Podestas. 

  



NOVEL VI. — Bruno and Buffalmacco steal a pig from Calandrino, and induce him to essay its 

recovery by means of pills of ginger and vernaccia. Of the said pills they give him two, one after 

the other, made of dog-ginger compounded with aloes; and it then appearing as if he had had the 

pig himself, they constrain him to buy them off, if he would not have them tell his wife. — 

Filostrato's story, which elicited not a little laughter, was no sooner ended, than the queen bade 

Filomena follow suit. Wherefore thus Filomena began:—As, gracious ladies, 'twas the name of 

Maso del Saggio that prompted Filostrato to tell the story that you have but now heard, even so 

'tis with me in regard of Calandrino and his comrades, of whom I am minded to tell you another 

story, which you will, I think, find entertaining. Who Calandrino, Bruno and Buffalmacco were, 

I need not explain; you know them well enough from the former story; and therefore I will tarry 

no longer than to say that Calandrino had a little estate not far from Florence, which his wife had 

brought him by way of dowry, and which yielded them yearly, among other matters, a pig; and 

'twas his custom every year in the month of December to resort to the farm with his wife, there to 

see to the killing and salting of the said pig. Now, one of these years it so happened that his wife 

being unwell, Calandrino went thither alone to kill the pig. And Bruno and Buffalmacco learning 

that he was gone to the farm, and that his wife was not with him, betook them to the house of a 

priest that was their especial friend and a neighbour of Calandrino, there to tarry a while. Upon 

their arrival Calandrino, who had that very morning killed the pig, met them with the priest, and 

accosted them, saying:—"A hearty welcome to you. I should like you to see what an excellent 

manager I am;" and so he took them into his house, and shewed them the pig. They observed that 

'twas a very fine pig; and learned from Calandrino that he was minded to salt it for household 

consumption. "Then thou art but a fool," quoth Bruno. "Sell it, man, and let us have a jolly time 

with the money; and tell thy wife that 'twas stolen." "Not I," replied Calandrino: "she would 

never believe me, and would drive me out of the house. Urge me no further, for I will never do 

it." The others said a great deal more, but to no purpose; and Calandrino bade them to supper, but 

so coldly that they declined, and left him. 

Presently:—"Should we not steal this pig from him to-night?" quoth Bruno to Buffalmacco. 

"Could we so?" returned Buffalmacco. "How?" "Why, as to that," rejoined Bruno, "I have 

already marked how it may be done, if he bestow not the pig elsewhere." "So be it, then," said 

Buffalmacco: "we will steal it; and then, perchance, our good host, Master Priest, will join us in 

doing honour to such good cheer?" "That right gladly will I," quoth the priest. Whereupon:—

"Some address, though," quoth Bruno, "will be needful: thou knowest, Buffalmacco, what a 

niggardly fellow Calandrino is, and how greedily he drinks at other folk's expense. Go we, 

therefore, and take him to the tavern, and there let the priest make as if, to do us honour, he 

would pay the whole score, and suffer Calandrino to pay never a soldo, and he will grow tipsy, 

and then we shall speed excellent well, because he is alone in the house." 



As Bruno proposed, so they did: and Calandrino, finding that the priest would not suffer him 

to pay, drank amain, and took a great deal more aboard than he had need of; and the night being 

far spent when he left the tavern, he dispensed with supper, and went home, and thinking to have 

shut the door, got him to bed, leaving it open. Buffalmacco and Bruno went to sup with the 

priest; and after supper, taking with them certain implements with which to enter Calandrino's 

house, where Bruno thought it most feasible, they stealthily approached it; but finding the door 

open, they entered, and took down the pig, and carried it away to the priest's house, and having 

there bestowed it safely, went to bed. In the morning when Calandrino, his head at length quit of 

the fumes of the wine, got up, and came downstairs and found that his pig was nowhere to be 

seen, and that the door was open, he asked this, that, and the other man, whether they wist who 

had taken the pig away, and getting no answer, he began to make a great outcry:—"Alas, alas! 

luckless man that I am, that my pig should have been stolen from me!" Meanwhile Bruno and 

Buffalmacco, being also risen, made up to him, to hear what he would say touching the pig. 

Whom he no sooner saw, than well-nigh weeping he called them, saying:—"Alas! my friends! 

my pig is stolen from me." Bruno stepped up to him and said in a low tone:—"'Tis passing 

strange if thou art in the right for once." "Alas!" returned Calandrino, "what I say is but too true." 

"Why, then, out with it, man," quoth Bruno, "cry aloud, that all folk may know that 'tis so." 

Calandrino then raised his voice and said:—"By the body o' God I say of a truth that my pig has 

been stolen from me." "So!" quoth Bruno, "but publish it, man, publish it; lift up thy voice, make 

thyself well heard, that all may believe thy report." "Thou art enough to make me give my soul to 

the Enemy," replied Calandrino. "I say—dost not believe me?—that hang me by the neck if the 

pig is not stolen from me!" "Nay, but," quoth Bruno, "how can it be? I saw it here but yesterday. 

Dost think to make me believe that it has taken to itself wings and flown away?" "All the same 

'tis as I tell thee," returned Calandrino. "Is it possible?" quoth Bruno. "Ay indeed," replied 

Calandrino; "'tis even so: and I am undone, and know not how to go home. Never will my wife 

believe me; or if she do so, I shall know no peace this year." "Upon my hope of salvation," quoth 

Bruno, "'tis indeed a bad business, if so it really is. But thou knowest, Calandrino, that 'twas but 

yesterday I counselled thee to make believe that 'twas so. I should be sorry to think thou didst 

befool thy wife and us at the same time." "Ah!" vociferated Calandrino, "wilt thou drive me to 

despair and provoke me to blaspheme God and the saints and all the company of heaven? I tell 

thee that the pig has been stolen from me in the night." Whereupon:—"If so it be," quoth 

Buffalmacco, "we must find a way, if we can, to recover it." "Find a way?" said Calandrino: 

"how can we compass that?" "Why," replied Buffalmacco, "'tis certain that no one has come 

from India to steal thy pig: it must have been one of thy neighbours, and if thou couldst bring 

them together, I warrant thee, I know how to make the assay with bread and cheese, and we will 

find out in a trice who has had the pig." "Ay," struck in Bruno, "make thy assay with bread and 

cheese in the presence of these gentry hereabout, one of whom I am sure has had the pig! why, 

the thing would be seen through: and they would not come." "What shall we do, then?" said 



Buffalmacco. Whereto Bruno made answer:—"It must be done with good pills of ginger and 

good vernaccia; and they must be bidden come drink with us. They will suspect nothing, and will 

come; and pills of ginger can be blessed just as well as bread and cheese." "Beyond a doubt, thou 

art right," quoth Buffalmacco; "and thou Calandrino, what sayst thou? Shall we do as Bruno 

says?" "Nay, I entreat you for the love of God," quoth Calandrino, "do even so: for if I knew but 

who had had the pig, I should feel myself half consoled for my loss." "Go to, now," quoth Bruno, 

"I am willing to do thy errand to Florence for these commodities, if thou givest me the money." 

Calandrino had some forty soldi upon him, which he gave to Bruno, who thereupon hied him 

to Florence to a friend of his that was an apothecary, and bought a pound of good pills of ginger, 

two of which, being of dog-ginger, he caused to be compounded with fresh hepatic aloes, and 

then to be coated with sugar like the others; and lest they should be lost, or any of the others 

mistaken for them, he had a slight mark set upon them by which he might readily recognize 

them. He also bought a flask of good vernaccia, and, thus laden, returned to the farm, and said to 

Calandrino:—"To-morrow morning thou wilt bid those whom thou suspectest come hither to 

drink with thee: as 'twill be a saint's day, they will all come readily enough; and to-night I and 

Buffalmacco will say the incantation over the pills, which in the morning I will bring to thee 

here, and for our friendship's sake will administer them myself, and do and say all that needs to 

be said and done." So Calandrino did as Bruno advised, and on the morrow a goodly company, 

as well of young men from Florence, that happened to be in the village, as of husbandmen, being 

assembled in front of the church around the elm, Bruno and Buffalmacco came, bearing a box 

containing the ginger, and the flask of wine, and ranged the folk in a circle. Whereupon: 

"Gentlemen," said Bruno, "'tis meet I tell you the reason why you are gathered here, that if aught 

unpleasant to you should befall, you may have no ground for complaint against me. Calandrino 

here was the night before last robbed of a fine pig, and cannot discover who has had it; and, for 

that it must have been stolen by some one of us here, he would have each of you take and eat one 

of these pills and drink of this vernaccia. Wherefore I forthwith do you to wit, that whoso has 

had the pig will not be able to swallow the pill, but will find it more bitter than poison, and will 

spit it out; and so, rather, than he should suffer this shame in presence of so many, 'twere perhaps 

best that he that has had the pig should confess the fact to the priest, and I will wash my hands of 

the affair." 

All professed themselves ready enough to eat the pills; and so, having set them in a row with 

Calandrino among them, Bruno, beginning at one end, proceeded to give each a pill, and when 

he came to Calandrino he chose one of the pills of dog-ginger and put it in his hand. Calandrino 

thrust it forthwith between his teeth and began to chew it; but no sooner was his tongue 

acquainted with the aloes, than, finding the bitterness intolerable, he spat it out. Now, the eyes of 

all the company being fixed on one another to see who should spit out his pill, Bruno, who, not 

having finished the distribution, feigned to be concerned with nought else, heard some one in his 



rear say:—"Ha! Calandrino, what means this?" and at once turning round, and marking that 

Calandrino had spit out his pill:—"Wait a while," quoth he, "perchance 'twas somewhat else that 

caused thee to spit: take another;" and thereupon whipping out the other pill of dog-ginger, he set 

it between Calandrino's teeth, and finished the distribution. Bitter as Calandrino had found the 

former pill, he found this tenfold more so; but being ashamed to spit it out, he kept it a while in 

his mouth and chewed it, and, as he did so, tears stood in his eyes that shewed as large as filberts, 

and at length, being unable to bear it any longer, he spat it out, as he had its predecessor. Which 

being observed by Buffalmacco and Bruno, who were then administering the wine, and by all the 

company, 'twas averred by common consent that Calandrino had committed the theft himself; for 

which cause certain of them took him severely to task. 

However, the company being dispersed, and Bruno and Buffalmacco left alone with 

Calandrino, Buffalmacco began on this wise:—"I never doubted but that thou hadst had it 

thyself, and wast minded to make us believe that it had been stolen from thee, that we might not 

have of thee so much as a single drink out of the price which thou gottest for it." Calandrino, 

with the bitterness of the aloes still on his tongue, fell a swearing that he had not had it. 

Whereupon:—"Nay, but, comrade," quoth Buffalmacco, "upon thy honour, what did it fetch? Six 

florins?" Whereto, Calandrino being now on the verge of desperation, Bruno added:—"Now be 

reasonable, Calandrino; among the company that ate and drank with us there was one that told 

me that thou hadst up there a girl that thou didst keep for thy pleasure, giving her what by hook 

or by crook thou couldst get together, and that he held it for certain that thou hadst sent her this 

pig. And thou art grown expert in this sort of cozenage. Thou tookest us one while adown the 

Mugnone a gathering black stones, and having thus started us on a wild-goose chase, thou 

madest off; and then wouldst fain have us believe that thou hadst found the stone: and now, in 

like manner, thou thinkest by thine oaths to persuade us that this pig which thou hast given away 

or sold, has been stolen from thee. But we know thy tricks of old; never another couldst thou 

play us; and, to be round with thee, this spell has cost us some trouble: wherefore we mean that 

thou shalt give us two pair of capons, or we will let Monna Tessa know all." Seeing that he was 

not believed, and deeming his mortification ample without the addition of his wife's resentment, 

Calandrino gave them the two pair of capons, with which, when the pig was salted, they returned 

to Florence, leaving Calandrino with the loss and the laugh against him. 

  



NOVEL VII. — A scholar loves a widow lady, who, being enamoured of another, causes him to 

spend a winter's night awaiting her in the snow. He afterwards by a stratagem causes her to 

stand for a whole day in July, naked upon a tower, exposed to the flies, the gadflies, and the sun. 

— 

Over the woes of poor Calandrino the ladies laughed not a little, and had laughed yet more, 

but that it irked them that those that had robbed him of the pig should also take from him the 

capons. However, the story being ended, the queen bade Pampinea give them hers: and thus 

forthwith Pampinea began:—Dearest ladies, it happens oftentimes that the artful scorner meets 

his match; wherefore 'tis only little wits that delight to scorn. In a series of stories we have heard 

tell of tricks played without aught in the way of reprisals following: by mine I purpose in some 

degree to excite your compassion for a gentlewoman of our city (albeit the retribution that came 

upon her was but just) whose flout was returned in the like sort, and to such effect that she well-

nigh died thereof. The which to hear will not be unprofitable to you, for thereby you will learn to 

be more careful how you flout others, and therein you will do very wisely. 

'Tis not many years since there dwelt at Florence a lady young and fair, and of a high spirit, as 

also of right gentle lineage, and tolerably well endowed with temporal goods. Now Elena—such 

was the lady's name—being left a widow, was minded never to marry again, being enamoured of 

a handsome young gallant of her own choosing, with whom she, recking nought of any other 

lover, did, by the help of a maid in whom she placed much trust, not seldom speed the time gaily 

and with marvellous delight. Meanwhile it so befell that a young nobleman of our city, Rinieri by 

name, who had spent much time in study at Paris, not that he might thereafter sell his knowledge 

by retail, but that he might learn the reasons and causes of things, which accomplishment shews 

to most excellent advantage in a gentleman, returned to Florence, and there lived as a citizen in 

no small honour with his fellows, both by reason of his rank and of his learning. But as it is often 

the case that those who are most versed in deep matters are the soonest mastered by Love, so was 

it with Rinieri. For at a festal gathering, to which one day he went, there appeared before his eyes 

this Elena, of whom we spoke, clad in black, as is the wont of our Florentine widows, and 

shewing to his mind so much fairer and more debonair than any other woman that he had ever 

seen, that happy indeed he deemed the man might call himself, to whom God in His goodness 

should grant the right to hold her naked in his arms. So now and again he eyed her stealthily, and 

knowing that boons goodly and precious are not to be gotten without trouble, he made up his 

mind to study and labour with all assiduity how best to please her, that so he might win her love, 

and thereby the enjoyment of her. 

The young gentlewoman was not used to keep her eyes bent ever towards the infernal regions; 

but, rating herself at no less, if not more, than her deserts, she was dexterous to move them to 

and fro, and thus busily scanning her company, soon detected the men who regarded her with 



pleasure. By which means having discovered Rinieri's passion, she inly laughed, and said:—

'Twill turn out that 'twas not for nothing that I came here to-day, for, if I mistake not, I have 

caught a gander by the bill. So she gave him an occasional sidelong glance, and sought as best 

she might to make him believe that she was not indifferent to him, deeming that the more men 

she might captivate by her charms, the higher those charms would be rated, and most especially 

by him whom she had made lord of them and her love. The erudite scholar bade adieu to 

philosophical meditation, for the lady entirely engrossed his mind; and, having discovered her 

house, he, thinking to please her, found divers pretexts for frequently passing by it. Whereon the 

lady, her vanity flattered for the reason aforesaid, plumed herself not a little, and shewed herself 

pleased to see him. Thus encouraged, the scholar found means to make friends with her maid, to 

whom he discovered his love, praying her to do her endeavour with her mistress, that he might 

have her favour. The maid was profuse of promises, and gave her mistress his message, which 

she no sooner heard, than she was convulsed with laughter, and replied:—"He brought sense 

enough hither from Paris: knowest thou where he has since been to lose it? Go to, now; let us 

give him that which he seeks. Tell him, when he next speaks to you of the matter, that I love him 

vastly more than he loves me, but that I must have regard to my reputation, so that I may be able 

to hold my head up among other ladies; which, if he is really the wise man they say, will cause 

him to affect me much more." Ah! poor woman! poor woman! she little knew, my ladies, how 

rash it is to try conclusions with scholars. 

The maid found the scholar, and did her mistress's errand. The scholar, overjoyed, proceeded 

to urge his suit with more ardour, to indite letters, and send presents. The lady received all that 

he sent her, but vouchsafed no answers save such as were couched in general terms: and on this 

wise she kept him dangling a long while. At last, having disclosed the whole affair to her lover, 

who evinced some resentment and jealousy, she, to convince him that his suspicions were 

groundless, and for that she was much importuned by the scholar, sent word to him by her maid, 

that never since he had assured her of his love, had occasion served her to do him pleasure, but 

that next Christmastide she hoped to be with him; wherefore, if he were minded to await her in 

the courtyard of her house on the night of the day next following the feast, she would meet him 

there as soon as she could. Elated as ne'er another, the scholar hied him at the appointed time to 

the lady's house, and being ushered into a courtyard by the maid, who forthwith turned the key 

upon him, addressed himself there to await the lady's coming. 

Now the lady's lover, by her appointment, was with her that evening; and, when they had gaily 

supped, she told him what she had in hand that night, adding:—"And so thou wilt be able to 

gauge the love which I have borne and bear this scholar, whom thou hast foolishly regarded as a 

rival." The lover heard the lady's words with no small delight, and waited in eager expectancy to 

see her make them good. The scholar, hanging about there in the courtyard, began to find it 

somewhat chillier than he would have liked, for it had snowed hard all day long, so that the snow 



lay everywhere thick on the ground; however, he bore it patiently, expecting to be recompensed 

by and by. After a while the lady said to her lover:—"Go we to the chamber and take a peep 

through a lattice at him of whom thou art turned jealous, and mark what he does, and how he will 

answer the maid, whom I have bidden go speak with him." So the pair hied them to a lattice, 

wherethrough they could see without being seen, and heard the maid call from another lattice to 

the scholar, saying:—"Rinieri, my lady is distressed as never woman was, for that one of her 

brothers is come here to-night, and after talking a long while with her, must needs sup with her, 

and is not yet gone, but, I think, he will soon be off; and that is the reason why she has not been 

able to come to thee, but she will come soon now. She trusts it does not irk thee to wait so long." 

Whereto the scholar, supposing that 'twas true, made answer:—"Tell my lady to give herself no 

anxiety on my account, until she can conveniently come to me, but to do so as soon as she may." 

Whereupon the maid withdrew from the window, and went to bed; while the lady said to her 

lover:—"Now, what sayst thou? Thinkst thou that, if I had that regard for him, which thou 

fearest, I would suffer him to tarry below there to get frozen?" Which said, the lady and her now 

partly reassured lover got them to bed, where for a great while they disported them right 

gamesomely, laughing together and making merry over the luckless scholar. 

The scholar, meanwhile, paced up and down the courtyard to keep himself warm, nor indeed 

had he where to sit, or take shelter: in this plight he bestowed many a curse upon the lady's 

brother for his long tarrying, and never a sound did he hear but he thought that 'twas the lady 

opening the door. But vain indeed were his hopes: the lady, having solaced herself with her lover 

until hard upon midnight, then said to him:—"How ratest thou our scholar, my soul? whether is 

the greater his wit, or the love I bear him, thinkst thou? Will the cold, that, of my ordaining, he 

now suffers, banish from thy breast the suspicion which my light words the other day implanted 

there?" "Ay, indeed, heart of my body!" replied the lover, "well wot I now that even as thou art 

to me, my weal, my consolation, my bliss, so am I to thee." "So:" quoth the lady, "then I must 

have full a thousand kisses from thee, to prove that thou sayst sooth." The lover's answer was to 

strain her to his heart, and give her not merely a thousand but a hundred thousand kisses. In such 

converse they dallied a while longer, and then:—"Get we up, now," quoth the lady, "that we may 

go see if 'tis quite spent, that fire, with which, as he wrote to me daily, this new lover of mine 

used to burn." So up they got and hied them to the lattice which they had used before, and 

peering out into the courtyard, saw the scholar dancing a hornpipe to the music that his own teeth 

made, a chattering for extremity of cold; nor had they ever seen it footed so nimbly and at such a 

pace. Whereupon:—"How sayst thou, sweet my hope?" quoth the lady. "Know I not how to 

make men dance without the aid of either trumpet or cornemuse?" "Indeed thou dost my heart's 

delight," replied the lover. Quoth then the lady:—"I have a mind that we go down to the door. 

Thou wilt keep quiet, and I will speak to him, and we shall hear what he says, which, 

peradventure, we shall find no less diverting than the sight of him." 



So they stole softly out of the chamber and down to the door, which leaving fast closed, the 

lady set her lips to a little hole that was there, and with a low voice called the scholar, who, 

hearing her call him, praised God, making too sure that he was to be admitted, and being come to 

the door, said:—"Here am I, Madam; open for God's sake; let me in, for I die of cold." "Oh! ay," 

replied the lady, "I know thou hast a chill, and of course, there being a little snow about, 'tis 

mighty cold; but well I wot the nights are colder far at Paris. I cannot let thee in as yet, because 

my accursed brother, that came to sup here this evening, is still with me; but he will soon take 

himself off, and then I will let thee in without a moment's delay. I have but now with no small 

difficulty given him the slip, to come and give thee heart that the waiting irk thee not." "Nay but, 

Madam," replied the scholar, "for the love of God, I entreat you, let me in, that I may have a roof 

over my head, because for some time past there has been never so thick a fall of snow, and 'tis 

yet snowing; and then I will wait as long as you please." "Alas! sweet my love," quoth the lady, 

"that I may not, for this door makes such a din, when one opens it, that my brother would be sure 

to hear, were I to let thee in; but I will go tell him to get him gone, and so come back and admit 

thee." "Go at once, then," returned the scholar, "and prithee, see that a good fire be kindled, that, 

when I get in, I may warm myself, for I am now so chilled through and through that I have scarce 

any feeling left." "That can scarce be," rejoined the lady, "if it be true, what thou hast so 

protested in thy letters, that thou art all afire for love of me: 'tis plain to me now that thou didst 

but mock me. I now take my leave of thee: wait and be of good cheer." 

So the lady and her lover, who, to his immense delight, had heard all that passed, betook them 

to bed; however, little sleep had they that night, but spent the best part of it in disporting 

themselves and making merry over the unfortunate scholar, who, his teeth now chattering to such 

a tune that he seemed to have been metamorphosed into a stork, perceived that he had been 

befooled, and after making divers fruitless attempts to open the door and seeking means of egress 

to no better purpose, paced to and fro like a lion, cursing the villainous weather, the long night, 

his simplicity, and the perversity of the lady, against whom (the vehemence of his wrath 

suddenly converting the love he had so long borne her to bitter and remorseless enmity) he now 

plotted within himself divers and grand schemes of revenge, on which he was far more bent than 

ever he had been on forgathering with her. 

Slowly the night wore away, and with the first streaks of dawn the maid, by her mistress's 

direction, came down, opened the door of the courtyard, and putting on a compassionate air, 

greeted Rinieri with:—"Foul fall him that came here yestereve; he has afflicted us with his 

presence all night long, and has kept thee a freezing out here: but harkye, take it not amiss; that 

which might not be to-night shall be another time: well wot I that nought could have befallen that 

my lady could so ill brook." For all his wrath, the scholar, witting, like the wise man he was, that 

menaces serve but to put the menaced on his guard, kept pent within his breast that which 

unbridled resentment would have uttered, and said quietly, and without betraying the least trace 



of anger:—"In truth 'twas the worst night I ever spent, but I understood quite well that the lady 

was in no wise to blame, for that she herself, being moved to pity of me, came down here to 

make her excuses, and to comfort me; and, as thou sayst, what has not been to-night will be 

another time: wherefore commend me to her, and so, adieu!" Then, well-nigh paralysed for cold, 

he got him, as best he might, home, where, weary and fit to die for drowsiness, he threw himself 

on his bed, and fell into a deep sleep, from which he awoke to find that he had all but lost the use 

of his arms and legs. He therefore sent for some physicians, and having told them what a chill he 

had gotten, caused them have a care to his health. But, though they treated him with active and 

most drastic remedies, it cost them some time and no little trouble to restore to the cramped 

muscles their wonted pliancy, and, indeed, but for his youth and the milder weather that was at 

hand, 'twould have gone very hard with him. 

However, recover he did his health and lustihood, and nursing his enmity, feigned to be vastly 

more enamoured of his widow than ever before. And so it was that after a while Fortune 

furnished him with an opportunity of satisfying his resentment, for the gallant of whom the 

widow was enamoured, utterly regardless of the love she bore him, grew enamoured of another 

lady, and was minded no more to pleasure the widow in aught either by word or by deed; 

wherefore she now pined in tears and bitterness of spirit. However, her maid, who commiserated 

her not a little, and knew not how to dispel the dumps that the loss of her lover had caused her, 

espying the scholar pass along the street, as he had been wont, conceived the silly idea that the 

lady's lover might be induced to return to his old love by some practice of a necromantic order, 

wherein she doubted not that the scholar must be a thorough adept; which idea she imparted to 

her mistress. The lady, being none too well furnished with sense, never thinking that, if the 

scholar had been an adept in necromancy, he would have made use of it in his own behoof, gave 

heed to what her maid said, and forthwith bade her learn of the scholar whether he would place 

his skill at her service, and assure him that, if he so did, she, in guerdon thereof, would do his 

pleasure. The maid did her mistress's errand well and faithfully. The scholar no sooner heard the 

message, than he said to himself:—Praised be Thy name, O God, that the time is now come, 

when with Thy help I may be avenged upon this wicked woman of the wrong she did me in 

requital of the great love I bore her. Then, turning to the maid, he said:—"Tell my lady to set her 

mind at ease touching this matter; for that, were her lover in India, I would forthwith bring him 

hither to crave her pardon of that wherein he has offended her. As to the course she should take 

in the matter, I tarry but her pleasure to make it known to her, when and where she may think fit: 

tell her so, and bid her from me to be of good cheer." The maid carried his answer to her 

mistress, and arranged that they should meet in the church of Santa Lucia of Prato. Thither 

accordingly they came, the lady and the scholar, and conversed apart, and the lady, quite 

oblivious of the ill-usage by which she had well-nigh done him to death, opened all her mind to 

him, and besought him, if he had any regard to her welfare, to aid her to the attainment of her 



desire. "Madam," replied the scholar, "true it is that among other lore that I acquired at Paris was 

this of necromancy, whereof, indeed, I know all that may be known; but, as 'tis in the last degree 

displeasing to God, I had sworn never to practise it either for my own or for any other's behoof. 

'Tis also true that the love I bear you is such that I know not how to refuse you aught that you 

would have me do for you; and so, were this single essay enough to consign me to hell, I would 

adventure it to pleasure you. But I mind me that 'tis a matter scarce so easy of performance as, 

perchance, you suppose, most especially when a woman would fain recover the love of a man, or 

a man that of a woman, for then it must be done by the postulant in proper person, and at night, 

and in lonely places, and unattended, so that it needs a stout heart; nor know I whether you are 

disposed to comply with these conditions." The lady, too enamoured to be discreet, made 

answer:—"So shrewdly does Love goad me, that there is nought I would not do to bring him 

back to me who wrongfully has deserted me; but tell me, prithee, wherein it is that I have need of 

this stout heart." "Madam," returned the despiteful scholar, "'twill be my part to fashion in tin an 

image of him you would fain lure back to you: and when I have sent you the image, 'twill be for 

you, when the moon is well on the wane, to dip yourself, being stark naked, and the image, seven 

times in a flowing stream, and this you must do quite alone about the hour of first sleep, and 

afterwards, still naked, you must get you upon some tree or some deserted house, and facing the 

North, with the image in your hand, say certain words that I shall give you in writing seven 

times; which, when you have done, there will come to you two damsels, the fairest you ever saw, 

who will greet you graciously, and ask of you what you would fain have; to whom you will 

disclose frankly and fully all that you crave; and see to it that you make no mistake in the name; 

and when you have said all, they will depart, and you may then descend and return to the spot 

where you left your clothes, and resume them and go home. And rest assured, that before the 

ensuing midnight your lover will come to you in tears, and crave your pardon and mercy, and 

that thenceforth he will never again desert you for any other woman." 

The lady gave entire credence to the scholar's words, and deeming her lover as good as in her 

arms again, recovered half her wonted spirits: wherefore:—"Make no doubt," quoth she, "that I 

shall do as thou biddest; and indeed I am most favoured by circumstance; for in upper Val 

d'Arno I have an estate adjoining the river, and 'tis now July, so that to bathe will be delightful. 

Ay, and now I mind me that at no great distance from the river there is a little tower, which is 

deserted, save that now and again the shepherds will get them up by the chestnut-wood ladder to 

the roof, thence to look out for their strayed sheep; 'tis a place lonely indeed, and quite out of 

ken; and when I have clomb it, as climb it I will, I doubt not 'twill be the best place in all the 

world to give effect to your instructions." 

Well pleased to be certified of the lady's intention, the scholar, to whom her estate and the 

tower were very well known, made answer:—"I was never in those parts, Madam, and therefore 

know neither your estate nor the tower, but, if 'tis as you say, 'twill certainly be the best place in 



the world for your purpose. So, when time shall serve, I will send you the image and the orison. 

But I pray you, when you shall have your heart's desire, and know that I have done you good 

service, do not forget me, but keep your promise to me." "That will I without fail," quoth the 

lady; and so she bade him farewell, and went home. The scholar, gleefully anticipating the 

success of his enterprise, fashioned an image, and inscribed it with certain magical signs, and 

wrote some gibberish by way of orison, which in due time he sent to the lady, bidding her the 

very next night do as he had prescribed: and thereupon he hied him privily with one of his 

servants to the house of a friend hard by the tower, there to carry his purpose into effect. The 

lady, on her part, set out with her maid, and betook her to her estate, and, night being come, sent 

the maid to bed, as if she were minded to go to rest herself; and about the hour of first sleep stole 

out of the house and down to the tower, beside the Arno; and when, having carefully looked 

about her, she was satisfied that never a soul was to be seen or heard, she took off her clothes and 

hid them under a bush; then, with the image in her hand, she dipped herself seven times in the 

river; which done, she hied her with the image to the tower. The scholar, having at nightfall 

couched himself with his servant among the willows and other trees that fringed the bank, 

marked all that she did, and how, as she passed by him, the whiteness of her flesh dispelled the 

shades of night, and scanning attentively her bosom and every other part of her body, and finding 

them very fair, felt, as he bethought him what would shortly befall them, some pity of her; while, 

on the other hand, he was suddenly assailed by the solicitations of the flesh which caused that to 

stand which had been inert, and prompted him to sally forth of his ambush and take her by force, 

and have his pleasure of her. And, what with his compassion and passion, he was like to be 

worsted; but then as he bethought him who he was, and what a grievous wrong had been done 

him, and for what cause, and by whom, his wrath, thus rekindled, got the better of the other 

affections, so that he swerved not from his resolve, but suffered her to go her way. 

The lady ascended the tower, and standing with her face to the North, began to recite the 

scholar's orison, while he, having stolen into the tower but a little behind her, cautiously shifted 

the ladder that led up to the roof on which the lady stood, and waited to observe what she would 

say and do. Seven times the lady said the orison, and then awaited the appearance of the two 

damsels; and so long had she to wait—not to mention that the night was a good deal cooler than 

she would have liked—that she saw day break; whereupon, disconcerted that it had not fallen out 

as the scholar had promised, she said to herself:—I misdoubt me he was minded to give me such 

a night as I gave him; but if such was his intent, he is but maladroit in his revenge, for this night 

is not as long by a third as his was, besides which, the cold is of another quality. And that day 

might not overtake her there, she began to think of descending, but, finding that the ladder was 

removed, she felt as if the world had come to nought beneath her feet, her senses reeled, and she 

fell in a swoon upon the floor of the roof. When she came to herself, she burst into tears and 

piteous lamentations, and witting now very well that 'twas the doing of the scholar, she began to 



repent her that she had first offended him, and then trusted him unduly, having such good cause 

to reckon upon his enmity; in which frame she abode long time. Then, searching if haply she 

might find some means of descent, and finding none, she fell a weeping again, and bitterly to 

herself she said:—Alas for thee, wretched woman! what will thy brothers, thy kinsmen, thy 

neighbours, nay, what will all Florence say of thee, when 'tis known that thou hast been found 

here naked? Thy honour, hitherto unsuspect, will be known to have been but a shew, and 

shouldst thou seek thy defence in lying excuses, if any such may be fashioned, the accursed 

scholar, who knows all thy doings, will not suffer it. Ah! poor wretch! that at one and the same 

time hast lost thy too dearly cherished gallant and thine own honour! And therewith she was 

taken with such a transport of grief, that she was like to cast herself from the tower to the ground. 

Then, bethinking her that if she might espy some lad making towards the tower with his sheep, 

she might send him for her maid, for the sun was now risen, she approached one of the parapets 

of the tower, and looked out, and so it befell that the scholar, awakening from a slumber, in 

which he had lain a while at the foot of a bush, espied her, and she him. Whereupon:—"Good-

day, Madam," quoth he:—"are the damsels yet come?" The lady saw and heard him not without 

bursting afresh into a flood of tears, and besought him to come into the tower, that she might 

speak with him: a request which the scholar very courteously granted. The lady then threw 

herself prone on the floor of the roof; and, only her head being visible through the aperture, thus 

through her sobs she spoke:—"Verily, Rinieri, if I gave thee a bad night, thou art well avenged 

on me, for, though it be July, meseemed I was sore a cold last night, standing here with never a 

thread upon me, and, besides, I have so bitterly bewept both the trick I played thee and my own 

folly in trusting thee, that I marvel that I have still eyes in my head. Wherefore I implore thee, 

not for love of me, whom thou hast no cause to love, but for the respect thou hast for thyself as a 

gentleman, that thou let that which thou hast already done suffice thee to avenge the wrong I did 

thee, and bring me my clothes, that I may be able to get me down from here, and spare to take 

from me that which, however thou mightst hereafter wish, thou couldst not restore to me, to wit, 

my honour; whereas, if I deprived thee of that one night with me, 'tis in my power to give thee 

many another night in recompense thereof, and thou hast but to choose thine own times. Let this, 

then, suffice, and like a worthy gentleman be satisfied to have taken thy revenge, and to have let 

me know it: put not forth thy might against a woman: 'tis no glory to the eagle to have 

vanquished a dove; wherefore for God's and thine own honour's sake have mercy on me." 

The scholar, albeit his haughty spirit still brooded on her evil entreatment of him, yet saw her 

not weep and supplicate without a certain compunction mingling with his exultation; but 

vengeance he had desired above all things, to have wreaked it was indeed sweet, and albeit his 

humanity prompted him to have compassion on the hapless woman, yet it availed not to subdue 

the fierceness of his resentment; wherefore thus he made answer:—"Madam Elena, had my 

prayers (albeit art I had none to mingle with them tears and honeyed words as thou dost with 



thine) inclined thee that night, when I stood perishing with cold amid the snow that filled thy 

courtyard, to accord me the very least shelter, 'twere but a light matter for me to hearken now to 

thine; but, if thou art now so much more careful of thy honour than thou wast wont to be, and it 

irks thee to tarry there naked, address thy prayers to him in whose arms it irked thee not naked to 

pass that night thou mindest thee of, albeit thou wist that I with hasty foot was beating time upon 

the snow in thy courtyard to the accompaniment of chattering teeth: 'tis he that thou shouldst call 

to succour thee, to fetch thy clothes, to adjust the ladder for thy descent; 'tis he in whom thou 

shouldst labour to inspire this tenderness thou now shewest for thy honour, that honour which for 

his sake thou hast not scrupled to jeopardize both now and on a thousand other occasions. Why, 

then, call'st thou not him to come to thy succour? To whom pertains it rather than to him? Thou 

art his. And of whom will he have a care, whom will he succour, if not thee? Thou askedst him 

that night, when thou wast wantoning with him, whether seemed to him the greater, my folly or 

the love thou didst bear him: call him now, foolish woman, and see if the love thou bearest him, 

and thy wit and his, may avail to deliver thee from my folly. 'Tis now no longer in thy power to 

shew me courtesy of that which I no more desire, nor yet to refuse it, did I desire it. Reserve thy 

nights for thy lover, if so be thou go hence alive. Be they all thine and his. One of them was more 

than I cared for; 'tis enough for me to have been flouted once. Ay, and by thy cunning of speech 

thou strivest might and main to conciliate my good-will, calling me worthy gentleman, by which 

insinuation thou wouldst fain induce me magnanimously to desist from further chastisement of 

thy baseness. But thy cajoleries shall not now cloud the eyes of my mind, as did once thy false 

promises. I know myself, and better now for thy one night's instruction than for all the time I 

spent at Paris. But, granted that I were disposed to be magnanimous, thou art not of those to 

whom 'tis meet to shew magnanimity. A wild beast such as thou, having merited vengeance, can 

claim no relief from suffering save death, though in the case of a human being 'twould suffice to 

temper vengeance with mercy, as thou saidst. Wherefore I, albeit no eagle, witting thee to be no 

dove, but a venomous serpent, mankind's most ancient enemy, am minded, bating no jot of 

malice or of might, to harry thee to the bitter end: natheless this which I do is not properly to be 

called vengeance but rather just retribution; seeing that vengeance should be in excess of the 

offence, and this my chastisement of thee will fall short of it; for, were I minded to be avenged 

on thee, considering what account thou madest of my heart and soul, 'twould not suffice me to 

take thy life, no, nor the lives of a hundred others such as thee; for I should but slay a vile and 

base and wicked woman. And what the Devil art thou more than any other pitiful baggage, that I 

should spare thy little store of beauty, which a few years will ruin, covering thy face with 

wrinkles? And yet 'twas not for want of will that thou didst fail to do to death a worthy 

gentleman, as thou but now didst call me, of whom in a single day of his life the world may well 

have more profit than of a hundred thousand like thee while the world shall last. Wherefore by 

this rude discipline I will teach thee what it is to flout men of spirit, and more especially what it 

is to flout scholars, that if thou escape with thy life thou mayst have good cause ever hereafter to 



shun such folly. But if thou art so fain to make the descent, why cast not thyself down, whereby, 

God helping, thou wouldst at once break thy neck, be quit of the torment thou endurest, and 

make me the happiest man alive? I have no more to say to thee. 'Twas my art and craft thus 

caused thee climb; be it thine to find the way down: thou hadst cunning enough, when thou wast 

minded to flout me." 

While the scholar thus spoke, the hapless lady wept incessantly, and before he had done, to 

aggravate her misery, the sun was high in the heaven. However, when he was silent, thus she 

made answer:—"Ah! ruthless man, if that accursed night has so rankled with thee, and thou 

deemest my fault so grave that neither my youth and beauty, nor my bitter tears, nor yet my 

humble supplications may move thee to pity, let this at least move thee, and abate somewhat of 

thy remorseless severity, that 'twas my act alone, in that of late I trusted thee, and discovered to 

thee all my secret, that did open the way to compass thy end, and make me cognizant of my guilt, 

seeing that, had I not confided in thee, on no wise mightst thou have been avenged on me; which 

thou wouldst seem so ardently to have desired. Turn thee, then, turn thee, I pray thee, from thy 

wrath, and pardon me. So thou wilt pardon me, and get me down hence, right gladly will I give 

up for ever my faithless gallant, and thou shalt be my sole lover and lord, albeit thou sayst hard 

things of my beauty, slight and shortlived as thou wouldst have it to be, which, however it may 

compare with others, is, I wot, to be prized, if for no other reason, yet for this, that 'tis the 

admiration and solace and delight of young men, and thou art not yet old. And albeit I have been 

harshly treated by thee, yet believe I cannot that thou wouldst have me do myself so shamefully 

to death as to cast me down, like some abandoned wretch, before thine eyes, in which, unless 

thou wast then, as thou hast since shewn thyself, a liar, I found such favour. Ah! have pity on me 

for God's and mercy's sake! The sun waxes exceeding hot, and having suffered not a little by the 

cold of last night, I now begin to be sorely afflicted by the heat." 

"Madam," rejoined the scholar, who held her in parley with no small delight, "'twas not for 

any love that thou didst bear me that thou trustedst me, but that thou mightst recover that which 

thou hadst lost, for which cause thou meritest but the greater punishment; and foolish indeed art 

thou if thou supposest that such was the sole means available for my revenge. I had a thousand 

others, and, while I feigned to love thee, I had laid a thousand gins for thy feet, into one or other 

of which in no long time, though this had not occurred, thou must needs have fallen, and that too 

to thy more grievous suffering and shame; nor was it to spare thee, but that I might be the sooner 

rejoiced by thy discomfiture that I took my present course. And though all other means had 

failed me, I had still the pen, with which I would have written of thee such matters and in such a 

sort, that when thou wist them, as thou shouldst have done, thou wouldst have regretted a 

thousand times that thou hadst ever been born. The might of the pen is greater far than they 

suppose, who have not proved it by experience. By God I swear, so may He, who has prospered 

me thus far in this my revenge, prosper me to the end! that I would have written of thee things 



that would have so shamed thee in thine own—not to speak of others'—sight that thou hadst put 

out thine eyes that thou mightst no more see thyself; wherefore chide not the sea, for that it has 

sent forth a tiny rivulet. For thy love, or whether thou be mine or no, nought care I. Be thou still 

his, whose thou hast been, if thou canst. Hate him as I once did, I now love him, by reason of his 

present entreatment of thee. Ye go getting you enamoured, ye women, and nought will satisfy 

you but young gallants, because ye mark that their flesh is ruddier, and their beards are blacker, 

than other folk's, and that they carry themselves well, and foot it featly in the dance, and joust; 

but those that are now more mature were even as they, and possess a knowledge which they have 

yet to acquire. And therewithal ye deem that they ride better, and cover more miles in a day, than 

men of riper age. Now that they dust the pelisse with more vigour I certainly allow, but their 

seniors, being more experienced, know better the places where the fleas lurk; and spare and 

dainty diet is preferable to abundance without savour: moreover hard trotting will gall and jade 

even the youngest, whereas an easy pace, though it bring one somewhat later to the inn, at any 

rate brings one thither fresh. Ye discern not, witless creatures that ye are, how much of evil this 

little shew of bravery serves to hide. Your young gallant is never content with one woman, but 

lusts after as many as he sets eyes on; nor is there any but he deems himself worthy of her: 

wherefore 'tis not possible that their love should be lasting, as thou hast but now proved and 

mayst only too truly witness. Moreover to be worshipped, to be caressed by their ladies they 

deem but their due; nor is there aught whereon they plume and boast them so proudly as their 

conquests: which impertinence has caused not a few women to surrender to the friars, who keep 

their own counsel. Peradventure thou wilt say that never a soul save thy maid, and I wist aught of 

thy loves; but, if so, thou hast been misinformed, and if thou so believest, thou dost misbelieve. 

Scarce aught else is talked of either in his quarter or in thine; but most often 'tis those most 

concerned whose ears such matters reach last. Moreover, they rob you, these young gallants, 

whereas the others make you presents. So, then, having made a bad choice, be thou still his to 

whom thou hast given thyself, and leave me, whom thou didst flout, to another, for I have found 

a lady of much greater charms than thine, and that has understood me better than thou didst. And 

that thou mayst get thee to the other world better certified of the desire of my eyes than thou 

wouldst seem to be here by my words, delay no more, but cast thyself down, whereby thy soul, 

taken forthwith, as I doubt not she will be, into the embrace of the Devil, may see whether thy 

headlong fall afflicts mine eyes, or no. But, for that I doubt thou meanest not thus to gladden me, 

I bid thee, if thou findest the sun begin to scorch thee, remember the cold thou didst cause me to 

endure, wherewith, by admixture, thou mayst readily temper the sun's heat." 

The hapless lady, seeing that the scholar's words were ever to the same ruthless effect, burst 

afresh into tears, and said:—"Lo, now, since nought that pertains to me may move thee, be thou 

at least moved by the love thou bearest this lady of whom thou speakest, who, thou sayst, is 

wiser than I, and loves thee, and for love of her pardon me, and fetch me my clothes, that I may 



resume them, and get me down hence." Whereat the scholar fell a laughing, and seeing that 'twas 

not a little past tierce, made answer:—"Lo, now, I know not how to deny thee, adjuring me as 

thou dost by such a lady: tell me, then, where thy clothes are, and I will go fetch them, and bring 

thee down." The lady, believing him, was somewhat comforted, and told him where she had laid 

her clothes. The scholar then quitted the tower, bidding his servant on no account to stir from his 

post, but to keep close by, and, as best he might, bar the tower against all comers until his return: 

which said, he betook him to the house of his friend, where he breakfasted much at his ease, and 

thereafter went to sleep. Left alone upon the tower, the lady, somewhat cheered by her fond 

hope, but still exceeding sorrowful, drew nigh to a part of the wall where there was a little shade, 

and there sate down to wait. And now lost in most melancholy brooding, now dissolved in tears, 

now plunged in despair of ever seeing the scholar return with her clothes, but never more than a 

brief while in any one mood, spent with grief and the night's vigil, she by and by fell asleep. The 

sun was now in the zenith, and smote with extreme fervour full and unmitigated upon her tender 

and delicate frame, and upon her bare head, insomuch that his rays did not only scorch but bit by 

bit excoriate every part of her flesh that was exposed to them, and so shrewdly burn her that, 

albeit she was in a deep sleep, the pain awoke her. And as by reason thereof she writhed a little, 

she felt the scorched skin part in sunder and shed itself, as will happen when one tugs at a 

parchment that has been singed by the fire, while her head ached so sore that it seemed like to 

split, and no wonder. Nor might she find place either to lie or to stand on the floor of the roof, 

but ever went to and fro, weeping. Besides which there stirred not the least breath of wind, and 

flies and gadflies did swarm in prodigious quantity, which, settling upon her excoriate flesh, 

stung her so shrewdly that 'twas as if she received so many stabs with a javelin, and she was ever 

restlessly feeling her sores with her hands, and cursing herself, her life, her lover, and the 

scholar. 

Thus by the exorbitant heat of the sun, by the flies and gadflies, harassed, goaded, and 

lacerated, tormented also by hunger, and yet more by thirst, and, thereto by a thousand distressful 

thoughts, she panted herself erect on her feet, and looked about her, if haply she might see or 

hear any one, with intent, come what might, to call to him and crave his succour. But even this 

hostile Fortune had disallowed her. The husbandmen were all gone from the fields by reason of 

the heat, and indeed there had come none to work that day in the neighbourhood of the tower, for 

that all were employed in threshing their corn beside their cottages: wherefore she heard but the 

cicalas, while Arno, tantalizing her with the sight of his waters, increased rather than diminished 

her thirst. Ay, and in like manner, wherever she espied a copse, or a patch of shade, or a house, 

'twas a torment to her, for the longing she had for it. What more is to be said of this hapless 

woman? Only this: that what with the heat of the sun above and the floor beneath her, and the 

scarification of her flesh in every part by the flies and gadflies, that flesh, which in the night had 



dispelled the gloom by its whiteness, was now become red as madder, and so besprent with clots 

of blood, that whoso had seen her would have deemed her the most hideous object in the world. 

Thus resourceless and hopeless, she passed the long hours, expecting death rather than aught 

else, until half none was come and gone; when, his siesta ended, the scholar bethought him of his 

lady, and being minded to see how she fared, hied him back to the tower, and sent his servant 

away to break his fast. As soon as the lady espied him, she came, spent and crushed by her sore 

affliction, to the aperture, and thus addressed him:—"Rinieri, the cup of thy vengeance is full to 

overflowing: for if I gave thee a night of freezing in my courtyard, thou hast given me upon this 

tower a day of scorching, nay, of burning, and therewithal of perishing of hunger and thirst: 

wherefore by God I entreat thee to come up hither, and as my heart fails me to take my life, take 

it thou, for 'tis death I desire of all things, such and so grievous is my suffering. But if this grace 

thou wilt not grant, at least bring me a cup of water wherewith to lave my mouth, for which my 

tears do not suffice, so parched and torrid is it within." Well wist the scholar by her voice how 

spent she was; he also saw a part of her body burned through and through by the sun; whereby, 

and by reason of the lowliness of her entreaties, he felt some little pity for her; but all the same 

he made answer:—"Nay, wicked woman, 'tis not by my hands thou shalt die; thou canst die by 

thine own whenever thou art so minded; and to temper thy heat thou shalt have just as much 

water from me as I had fire from thee to mitigate my cold. I only regret that for the cure of my 

chill the physicians were fain to use foul-smelling muck, whereas thy burns can be treated with 

fragrant rose-water; and that, whereas I was like to lose my muscles and the use of my limbs, 

thou, for all thy excoriation by the heat, wilt yet be fair again, like a snake that has sloughed off 

the old skin." "Alas! woe's me!" replied the lady, "for charms acquired at such a cost, God grant 

them to those that hate me. But thou, most fell of all wild beasts, how hast thou borne thus to 

torture me? What more had I to expect of thee or any other, had I done all thy kith and kin to 

death with direst torments? Verily, I know not what more cruel suffering thou couldst have 

inflicted on a traitor that had put a whole city to the slaughter than this which thou hast allotted 

to me, to be thus roasted, and devoured of the flies, and therewithal to refuse me even a cup of 

water, though the very murderers condemned to death by the law, as they go to execution, not 

seldom are allowed wine to drink, so they but ask it. Lo now, I see that thou art inexorable in thy 

ruthlessness, and on no wise to be moved by my suffering: wherefore with resignation I will 

compose me to await death, that God may have mercy on my soul. And may this that thou doest 

escape not the searching glance of His just eyes." Which said, she dragged herself, sore 

suffering, toward the middle of the floor, despairing of ever escaping from her fiery torment, 

besides which, not once only, but a thousand times she thought to choke for thirst, and ever she 

wept bitterly and bewailed her evil fate. But at length the day wore to vespers, and the scholar, 

being sated with his revenge, caused his servant to take her clothes and wrap them in his cloak, 

and hied him with the servant to the hapless lady's house, where, finding her maid sitting 



disconsolate and woebegone and resourceless at the door:—"Good woman," quoth he, "what has 

befallen thy mistress?" Whereto:—"Sir, I know not," replied the maid. "I looked to find her this 

morning abed, for methought she went to bed last night, but neither there nor anywhere else 

could I find her, nor know I what is become of her; wherefore exceeding great is my distress; but 

have you, Sir, nought to say of the matter?" "Only this," returned the scholar, "that I would I had 

had thee with her there where I have had her, that I might have requited thee of thy offence, even 

as I have requited her of hers. But be assured that thou shalt not escape my hands, until thou hast 

from me such wage of thy labour that thou shalt never flout man more, but thou shalt mind thee 

of me." Then, turning to his servant, he said:—"Give her these clothes, and tell her that she may 

go bring her mistress away, if she will." The servant did his bidding; and the maid, what with the 

message and her recognition of the clothes, was mightily afraid, lest they had slain the lady, and 

scarce suppressing a shriek, took the clothes, and, bursting into tears, set off, as soon as the 

scholar was gone, at a run for the tower. 

Now one of the lady's husbandmen had had the misfortune to lose two of his hogs that day, 

and, seeking them, came to the tower not long after the scholar had gone thence, and peering 

about in all quarters, if haply he might have sight of his hogs, heard the woeful lamentation that 

the hapless lady made, and got him up into the tower, and called out as loud as he might:—"Who 

wails up there?" The lady recognized her husbandman's voice, and called him by name, 

saying:—"Prithee, go fetch my maid, and cause her come up hither to me." The husbandman, 

knowing her by her voice, replied:—"Alas! Madam, who set you there? Your maid has been 

seeking you all day long: but who would ever have supposed that you were there?" Whereupon 

he took the props of the ladder, and set them in position, and proceeded to secure the rounds to 

them with withies. Thus engaged he was found by the maid, who, as she entered the tower, beat 

her face and breast, and unable longer to keep silence, cried out:—"Alas, sweet my lady, where 

are you?" Whereto the lady made answer as loud as she might:—"O my sister, here above am I, 

weep not, but fetch me my clothes forthwith." Well-nigh restored to heart, to hear her mistress's 

voice, the maid, assisted by the husbandman, ascended the ladder, which he had now all but set 

in order, and gaining the roof, and seeing her lady lie there naked, spent and fordone, and liker to 

a half-burned stump than to a human being, she planted her nails in her face and fell a weeping 

over her, as if she were a corpse. However, the lady bade her for God's sake be silent, and help 

her to dress, and having learned from her that none knew where she had been, save those that had 

brought her her clothes and the husbandman that was there present, was somewhat consoled, and 

besought her for God's sake to say nought of the matter to any. Thus long time they conversed, 

and then the husbandman took the lady on his shoulders, for walk she could not, and bore her 

safely out of the tower. The unfortunate maid, following after with somewhat less caution, 

slipped, and falling from the ladder to the ground, broke her thigh, and roared for pain like any 

lion. So the husbandman set the lady down upon a grassy mead, while he went to see what had 



befallen the maid, whom, finding her thigh broken, he brought, and laid beside the lady: who, 

seeing her woes completed by this last misfortune, and that she of whom, most of all, she had 

expected succour, was lamed of a thigh, was distressed beyond measure, and wept again so 

piteously that not only was the husbandman powerless to comfort her, but was himself fain to 

weep. However, as the sun was now low, that they might not be there surprised by night, he, with 

the disconsolate lady's approval, hied him home, and called to his aid two of his brothers and his 

wife, who returned with him, bearing a plank, whereon they laid the maid, and so they carried 

her to the lady's house. There, by dint of cold water and words of cheer, they restored some heart 

to the lady, whom the husbandman then took upon his shoulders, and bore to her chamber. The 

husbandman's wife fed her with sops of bread, and then undressed her, and put her to bed. They 

also provided the means to carry her and the maid to Florence; and so 'twas done. There the lady, 

who was very fertile in artifices, invented an entirely fictitious story of what had happened as 

well in regard of her maid as of herself, whereby she persuaded both her brothers and her sisters 

and every one else, that 'twas all due to the enchantments of evil spirits. The physicians lost no 

time, and, albeit the lady's suffering and mortification were extreme, for she left more than one 

skin sticking to the sheets, they cured her of a high fever, and certain attendant maladies; as also 

the maid of her fractured thigh. The end of all which was that the lady forgot her lover, and 

having learned discretion, was thenceforth careful neither to love nor to flout; and the scholar, 

learning that the maid had broken her thigh, deemed his vengeance complete, and was satisfied 

to say never a word more of the affair. Such then were the consequences of her flouts to this 

foolish young woman, who deemed that she might trifle with a scholar with the like impunity as 

with others, not duly understanding that they—I say not all, but the more part—know where the 

Devil keeps his tail.(1) Wherefore, my ladies, have a care how you flout men, and more 

especially scholars. 

(1) I.e. are a match for the Devil himself in cunning. 

  



NOVEL VIII. — Two men keep with one another: the one lies with the other's wife: the other, 

being ware thereof, manages with the aid of his wife to have the one locked in a chest, upon 

which he then lies with the wife of him that is locked therein. — 

Grievous and distressful was it to the ladies to hear how it fared with Elena; but as they 

accounted the retribution in a measure righteous, they were satisfied to expend upon her but a 

moderate degree of compassion, albeit they censured the scholar as severe, intemperately 

relentless, and indeed ruthless, in his vengeance. However, Pampinea having brought the story to 

a close, the queen bade Fiammetta follow suit; and prompt to obey, Fiammetta thus spoke:—

Debonair my ladies, as, methinks, your feelings must have been somewhat harrowed by the 

severity of the resentful scholar, I deem it meet to soothe your vexed spirits with something of a 

more cheerful order. Wherefore I am minded to tell you a little story of a young man who bore 

an affront in a milder temper, and avenged himself with more moderation. Whereby you may 

understand that one should be satisfied if the ass and the wall are quits, nor by indulging a 

vindictive spirit to excess turn the requital of a wrong into an occasion of wrong-doing. You are 

to know, then, that at Siena, as I have heard tell, there dwelt two young men of good substance, 

and, for plebeians, of good family, the one Spinelloccio Tanena, the other Zeppa di Mino, by 

name; who, their houses being contiguous in the Camollia,(1) kept ever together, and, by what 

appeared, loved each other as brothers, or even more so, and had each a very fine woman to wife. 

Now it so befell that Spinelloccio, being much in Zeppa's house, as well when Zeppa was not, as 

when he was there, grew so familiar with Zeppa's wife, that he sometimes lay with her; and on 

this wise they continued to forgather a great while before any one was ware of it. However, one 

of these days Zeppa being at home, though the lady wist it not, Spinelloccio came in quest of 

him; and, the lady sending word that he was not at home, he forthwith went upstairs and found 

the lady in the saloon, and seeing none else there, kissed her, as did she him. 

Zeppa saw all that passed, but said nothing and kept close, being minded to see how the game 

would end, and soon saw his wife and Spinelloccio, still in one another's arms, hie them to her 

chamber and lock themselves in: whereat he was mightily incensed. But, witting that to make a 

noise, or do aught else overt, would not lessen but rather increase his dishonour, he cast about 

how he might be avenged on such wise that, without the affair getting wind, he might content his 

soul; and having, after long pondering, hit, as he thought, upon the expedient, he budged not 

from his retreat, until Spinelloccio had parted from the lady. Whereupon he hied him into the 

chamber, and there finding the lady with her head-gear, which Spinelloccio in toying with her 

had disarranged, scarce yet readjusted:—"Madam, what dost thou?" quoth he. Whereto:—"Why, 

dost not see?" returned the lady. "Troth do I," rejoined he, "and somewhat else have I seen that I 

would I had not." And so he questioned her of what had passed, and she, being mightily afraid, 

did after long parley confess that which she might not plausibly deny, to wit, her intimacy with 

Spinelloccio, and fell a beseeching him with tears to pardon her. "Lo, now, wife," quoth Zeppa, 



"thou hast done wrong, and, so thou wouldst have me pardon thee, have a care to do exactly as I 

shall bid thee; to wit, on this wise: thou must tell Spinelloccio, to find some occasion to part from 

me to-morrow morning about tierce, and come hither to thee; and while he is here I will come 

back, and when thou hearest me coming, thou wilt get him into this chest, and lock him in there; 

which when thou hast done, I will tell thee what else thou hast to do, which thou mayst do 

without the least misgiving, for I promise thee I will do him no harm." The lady, to content him, 

promised to do as he bade, and she kept her word. 

The morrow came, and Zeppa and Spinelloccio being together about tierce, Spinelloccio, 

having promised the lady to come to see her at that hour, said to Zeppa:—"I must go breakfast 

with a friend, whom I had lief not keep in waiting; therefore, adieu!" "Nay, but," quoth Zeppa, 

"'tis not yet breakfast-time." "No matter," returned Spinelloccio, "I have business on which I 

must speak with him; so I must be in good time." Whereupon Spinelloccio took his leave of 

Zeppa, and having reached Zeppa's house by a slightly circuitous route, and finding his wife 

there, was taken by her into the chamber, where they had not been long together when Zeppa 

returned. Hearing him come, the lady, feigning no small alarm, bundled Spinelloccio into the 

chest, as her husband had bidden her, and having locked him in, left him there. As Zeppa came 

upstairs:—"Wife," quoth he, "is it breakfast time?" "Ay, husband, 'tis so," replied the lady. 

Whereupon:—"Spinelloccio is gone to breakfast with a friend to-day," quoth Zeppa, "leaving his 

wife at home: get thee to the window, and call her, and bid her come and breakfast with us." The 

lady, whose fear for herself made her mighty obedient, did as her husband bade her; and after 

much pressing Spinelloccio's wife came to breakfast with them, though she was given to 

understand that her husband would not be of the company. So, she being come, Zeppa received 

her most affectionately, and taking her familiarly by the hand, bade his wife, in an undertone, get 

her to the kitchen; he then led Spinelloccio's wife into the chamber, and locked the door. Hearing 

the key turn in the lock:—"Alas!" quoth the lady, "what means this, Zeppa? Is't for this you have 

brought me here? Is this the love you bear Spinelloccio? Is this your loyalty to him as your friend 

and comrade?" By the time she had done speaking, Zeppa, still keeping fast hold of her, was 

beside the chest, in which her husband was locked. Wherefore:—"Madam," quoth he, "spare me 

thy reproaches, until thou hast heard what I have to say to thee. I have loved, I yet love, 

Spinelloccio as a brother; and yesterday, though he knew it not, I discovered that the trust I 

reposed in him has for its guerdon that he lies with my wife, as with thee. Now, for that I love 

him, I purpose not to be avenged upon him save in the sort in which he offended. He has had my 

wife, and I intend to have thee. So thou wilt not grant me what I crave of thee, be sure I shall not 

fail to take it; and having no mind to let this affront pass unavenged, will make such play with 

him that neither thou nor he shall ever be happy again." The lady hearkening, and by dint of his 

repeated asseverations coming at length to believe him:—"Zeppa mine," quoth she, "as this thy 

vengeance is to light upon me, well content am I; so only thou let not this which we are to do 



embroil me with thy wife, with whom, notwithstanding the evil turn she has done me, I am 

minded to remain at peace." "Have no fear on that score," replied Zeppa; "nay, I will give thee 

into the bargain a jewel so rare and fair that thou hast not the like." Which said, he took her in his 

arms and fell a kissing her, and having laid her on the chest, in which her husband was safe 

under lock and key, did there disport himself with her to his heart's content, as she with him. 

Spinelloccio in the chest heard all that Zeppa had said, and how he was answered by the lady, 

and the Trevisan dance that afterwards went on over his head; whereat his mortification was such 

that for a great while he scarce hoped to live through it; and, but for the fear he had of Zeppa, he 

would have given his wife a sound rating, close prisoner though he was. But, as he bethought 

him that 'twas he that had given the first affront, and that Zeppa had good cause for acting as he 

did, and that he had dealt with him considerately and as a good fellow should, he resolved that if 

it were agreeable to Zeppa, they should be faster friends than ever before. However, Zeppa, 

having had his pleasure with the lady, got down from the chest, and being reminded by the lady 

of his promise of the jewel, opened the door of the chamber and brought his wife in. Quoth she 

with a laugh:—"Madam, you have given me tit for tat," and never a word more. Whereupon:—

"Open the chest," quoth Zeppa; and she obeying, he shewed the lady her Spinelloccio lying 

therein. 'Twould be hard to say whether of the twain was the more shame-stricken, Spinelloccio 

to be confronted with Zeppa, knowing that Zeppa wist what he had done, or the lady to meet her 

husband's eyes, knowing that he had heard what went on above his head. "Lo, here is the jewel I 

give thee," quoth Zeppa to her, pointing to Spinelloccio, who, as he came forth of the chest, 

blurted out:—"Zeppa, we are quits, and so 'twere best, as thou saidst a while ago to my wife, that 

we still be friends as we were wont, and as we had nought separate, save our wives, that 

henceforth we have them also in common." "Content," quoth Zeppa; and so in perfect peace and 

accord they all four breakfasted together. And thenceforth each of the ladies had two husbands, 

and each of the husbands two wives; nor was there ever the least dispute or contention between 

them on that score. 

(1) A suburb of Siena. 

  



NOVEL IX. — Bruno and Buffalmacco prevail upon Master Simone, a physician, to betake him 

by night to a certain place, there to be enrolled in a company that go the course. Buffalmacco 

throws him into a foul ditch, and there they leave him. — 

When the ladies had made merry a while over the partnership in wives established by the two 

Sienese, the queen, who now, unless she were minded to infringe Dioneo's privilege, alone 

remained to tell, began on this wise:—Fairly earned indeed, loving ladies, was the flout that 

Spinelloccio got from Zeppa. Wherefore my judgment jumps with that which Pampinea 

expressed a while ago, to wit, that he is not severely to be censured who bestows a flout on one 

that provokes it or deserves it; and as Spinelloccio deserved it, so 'tis my purpose to tell you of 

one that provoked it, for I deem that those from whom he received it, were rather to be 

commended than condemned. The man that got it was a physician, who, albeit he was but a 

blockhead, returned from Bologna to Florence in mantle and hood of vair. 

'Tis matter of daily experience that our citizens come back to us from Bologna, this man a 

judge, that a physician, and the other a notary, flaunting it in ample flowing robes, and adorned 

with the scarlet and the vair and other array most goodly to see; and how far their doings 

correspond with this fair seeming, is also matter of daily experience. Among whom 'tis not long 

since Master Simone da Villa, one whose patrimony was more ample than his knowledge, came 

back wearing the scarlet and a broad stripe(1) on the shoulder, and a doctor, as he called himself, 

and took a house in the street that we now call Via del Cocomero. Now this Master Simone, 

being thus, as we said, come back, had this among other singular habits, that he could never see a 

soul pass along the street, but he must needs ask any that was by, who that man was; and he was 

as observant of all the doings of men, and as sedulous to store his memory with such matters, as 

if they were to serve him to compound the drugs that he was to give his patients. Now, of all that 

he saw, those that he eyed most observantly were two painters, of whom here to-day mention has 

twice been made, Bruno, to wit, and Buffalmacco, who were ever together, and were his 

neighbours. And as it struck him that they daffed the world aside and lived more lightheartedly 

than any others that he knew, as indeed they did, he enquired of not a few folk as to their rank. 

And learning on all hands that they were poor men and painters, he could not conceive it possible 

that they should live thus contentedly in poverty, but made his mind up that, being, as he was 

informed, clever fellows, they must have some secret source from which they drew immense 

gains; for which reason he grew all agog to get on friendly terms with them, or any rate with one 

of them, and did succeed in making friends with Bruno. 

Bruno, who had not needed to be much with him in order to discover that this physician was 

but a dolt, had never such a jolly time in palming off his strange stories upon him, while the 

physician, on his part, was marvellously delighted with Bruno; to whom, having bidden him to 

breakfast, and thinking that for that reason he might talk familiarly with him, he expressed the 



amazement with which he regarded both him and Buffalmacco, for that, being but poor men, 

they lived so lightheartedly, and asked him to tell him how they managed. At which fresh proof 

of the doctor's simplicity and fatuity Bruno was inclined to laugh; but, bethinking him that 'twere 

best to answer him according to his folly, he said:—"Master, there are not many persons to 

whom I would disclose our manner of life, but, as you are my friend, and I know you will not let 

it go further, I do not mind telling you. The fact is that my comrade and I live not only as 

lightheartedly and jovially as you see, but much more so; and yet neither our art, nor any 

property that we possess, yields us enough to keep us in water: not that I would have you 

suppose that we go a thieving: no, 'tis that we go the course, and thereby without the least harm 

done to a soul we get all that we need, nay, all that we desire; and thus it is that we live so 

lightheartedly as you see." Which explanation the doctor believing none the less readily that he 

knew not what it meant, was lost in wonder, and forthwith burned with a most vehement desire 

to know what going the course might be, and was instant with Bruno to expound it, assuring him 

that he would never tell a soul. "Alas! Master," said Bruno, "what is this you ask of me? 'Tis a 

mighty great secret you would have me impart to you: 'twould be enough to undo me, to send me 

packing out of the world, nay, into the very jaws of Lucifer of San Gallo,(2) if it came to be 

known. But such is the respect in which I hold your quiditative pumpionship of Legnaia, and the 

trust I repose in you, that I am not able to deny you aught you ask of me; and so I will tell it you, 

on condition that you swear by the cross at Montesone that you will keep your promise, and 

never repeat it to a soul." 

The Master gave the required assurance. Whereupon:—"You are then to know," quoth Bruno, 

"sweet my Master, that 'tis not long since there was in this city a great master in necromancy, 

hight Michael Scott, for that he was of Scotland, and great indeed was the honour in which he 

was held by not a few gentlemen, most of whom are now dead; and when the time came that he 

must needs depart from Florence, he at their instant entreaty left behind him two pupils, adepts 

both, whom he bade hold themselves ever ready to pleasure those gentlemen who had done him 

honour. And very handsomely they did serve the said gentlemen in certain of their love affairs 

and other little matters; and finding the city and the manners of the citizens agreeable to them, 

they made up their minds to stay here always, and grew friendly and very intimate with some of 

the citizens, making no distinction between gentle and simple, rich or poor, so only they were 

such as were conformable to their ways. And to gratify these their friends they formed a 

company of perhaps twenty-five men, to meet together at least twice a month in a place 

appointed by them; where, when they are met, each utters his desire, and forthwith that same 

night they accomplish it. Now Buffalmacco and I, being extraordinarily great and close friends 

with these two adepts, were by them enrolled in this company, and are still members of it. And I 

assure you that, as often as we are assembled together, the adornments of the saloon in which we 

eat are a marvel to see, ay, and the tables laid as for kings, and the multitudes of stately and 



handsome servants, as well women as men, at the beck and call of every member of the 

company, and the basins, and the ewers, the flasks and the cups, and all else that is there for our 

service in eating and drinking, of nought but gold and silver, and therewithal the abundance and 

variety of the viands, suited to the taste of each, that are set before us, each in due course, these 

too be marvels. 'Twere vain for me to seek to describe to you the sweet concord that is there of 

innumerable instruments of music, and the tuneful songs that salute our ears; nor might I hope to 

tell you how much wax is burned at these banquets, or compute the quantity of the comfits that 

are eaten, or the value of the wines that are drunk. Nor, my pumpkin o' wit, would I have you 

suppose that, when we are there, we wear our common clothes, such as you now see me wear; 

nay, there is none there so humble but he shews as an emperor, so sumptuous are our garments, 

so splendid our trappings. But among all the delights of the place none may compare with the 

fair ladies, who, so one do but wish, are brought thither from every part of the world. Why, you 

might see there My Lady of the Barbanichs, the Queen of the Basques, the Consort of the 

Soldan, the Empress of Osbech, the Ciancianfera of Nornieca, the Semistante of Berlinzone, and 

the Scalpedra of Narsia. But why seek to enumerate them all? They include all the queens in the 

world, ay, even to the Schinchimurra of Prester John, who has the horns sprouting out of her 

nether end: so there's for you. Now when these ladies have done with the wine and the comfits, 

they tread a measure or two, each with the man at whose behest she is come, and then all go with 

their gallants to their chambers. And know that each of these chambers shews as a very Paradise, 

so fair is it, ay, and no less fragrant than the cases of aromatics in your shop when you are 

pounding the cumin: and therein are beds that you would find more goodly than that of the Doge 

of Venice, and 'tis in them we take our rest; and how busily they ply the treadle, and how lustily 

they tug at the frame to make the stuff close and compact, I leave you to imagine. However, 

among the luckiest of all I reckon Buffalmacco and myself; for that Buffalmacco for the most 

part fetches him the Queen of France, and I do the like with the Queen of England, who are just 

the finest women in the world, and we have known how to carry it with them so that we are the 

very eyes of their heads. So I leave it to your own judgment to determine whether we have not 

good cause to live and bear ourselves with a lighter heart than others, seeing that we are beloved 

of two such great queens, to say nothing of the thousand or two thousand florins that we have of 

them whenever we are so minded. Now this in the vulgar we call going the course, because, as 

the corsairs prey upon all the world, so do we; albeit with this difference, that, whereas they 

never restore their spoil, we do so as soon as we have done with it. So now, my worthy Master, 

you understand what we mean by going the course; but how close it behoves you to keep such a 

secret, you may see for yourself; so I spare you any further exhortations." 

The Master, whose skill did not reach, perhaps, beyond the treatment of children for the scurf, 

took all that Bruno said for gospel, and burned with so vehement a desire to be admitted into this 

company, that he could not have longed for the summum bonum itself with more ardour. So, 



after telling Bruno that indeed 'twas no wonder they bore them lightheartedly, he could scarce 

refrain from asking him there and then to have him enrolled, albeit he deemed it more prudent to 

defer his suit, until by lavishing honour upon him he had gained a right to urge it with more 

confidence. He therefore made more and more of him, had him to breakfast and sup with him, 

and treated him with extraordinary respect. In short, such and so constant was their intercourse 

that it seemed as though the Master wist not how to live without Bruno. As it went so well with 

him, Bruno, to mark his sense of the honour done him by the doctor, painted in his saloon a 

picture symbolical of Lent, and an Agnus Dei at the entrance of his chamber, and an alembic 

over his front door, that those who would fain consult him might know him from other 

physicians, besides a battle of rats and mice in his little gallery, which the doctor thought an 

extremely fine piece. And from time to time, when he had not supped with the Master, he would 

say to him:—"Last night I was with the company, and being a little tired of the Queen of 

England, I fetched me the Gumedra of the great Can of Tarisi." "Gumedra," quoth the Master; 

"what is she? I know not the meaning of these words." "Thereat, Master," replied Bruno, "I 

marvel not; for I have heard tell that neither Porcograsso nor Vannacena say aught thereof." 

"Thou wouldst say Ippocrasso and Avicenna," returned the Master. "I'faith I know not," quoth 

Bruno. "I as ill know the meaning of your words as you of mine. But Gumedra in the speech of 

the great Can signifies the same as Empress in ours. Ah! a fine woman you would find her, and 

plenty of her! I warrant she would make you forget your drugs and prescriptions and plasters." 

And so, Bruno from time to time whetting the Master's appetite, and the Master at length 

thinking that by his honourable entreatment of him he had fairly made a conquest of Bruno, it 

befell that one evening, while he held the light for Bruno, who was at work on the battle of rats 

and mice, he determined to discover to him his desire; and as they were alone, thus he spoke:—

"God knows, Bruno, that there lives not the man, for whom I would do as much as for thee: why, 

if thou wast to bid me go all the way from here to Peretola,(3) I almost think I would do so; 

wherefore I trust thou wilt not deem it strange if I talk to thee as an intimate friend and in 

confidence. Thou knowest 'tis not long since thou didst enlarge with me on thy gay company and 

their doings, which has engendered in me such a desire as never was to know more thereof. Nor 

without reason, as thou wilt discover, should I ever become a member of the said company, for I 

straightway give thee leave to make game of me, should I not then fetch me the fairest maid thou 

hast seen this many a day, whom I saw last year at Cacavincigli, and to whom I am entirely 

devoted; and by the body of Christ I offered her ten Bolognese groats, that she should pleasure 

me, and she would not. Wherefore I do most earnestly entreat thee to instruct me what I must do 

to fit myself for membership in the company; and never doubt that in me you will have a true 

and loyal comrade, and one that will do you honour. And above all thou seest how goodly I am 

of my person, and how well furnished with legs, and of face as fresh as a rose; and therewithal I 

am a doctor of medicine, and I scarce think you have any such among you; and not a little 



excellent lore I have, and many a good song by heart, of which I will sing thee one;" and 

forthwith he fell a singing. 

Bruno had such a mind to laugh, that he could scarce contain himself; but still he kept a grave 

countenance; and, when the Master had ended his song, and said:—"How likes it thee?" he 

answered:—"Verily, no lyre of straw could vie with you, so artargutically(4) you refine your 

strain." "I warrant thee," returned the Master, "thou hadst never believed it, hadst thou not heard 

me." "Ay, indeed, sooth sayst thou," quoth Bruno. "And I have other songs to boot," said the 

Master; "but enough of this at present. Thou must know that I, such as thou seest me, am a 

gentleman's son, albeit my father lived in the contado; and on my mother's side I come of the 

Vallecchio family. And as thou mayst have observed I have quite the finest library and wardrobe 

of all the physicians in Florence. God's faith! I have a robe that cost, all told, close upon a 

hundred pounds in bagattines(5) more than ten years ago. Wherefore I make most instant suit to 

thee that thou get me enrolled, which if thou do, God's faith! be thou never so ill, thou shalt pay 

me not a stiver for my tendance of thee." Whereupon Bruno, repeating to himself, as he had done 

many a time before, that the doctor was a very numskull:—"Master," quoth he, "shew a little 

more light here, and have patience until I have put the finishing touches to the tails of these rats, 

and then I will answer you." So he finished the tails, and then, putting on an air as if he were not 

a little embarrassed by the request:—"Master mine," quoth he, "I should have great things to 

expect from you; that I know: but yet what you ask of me, albeit to your great mind it seems but 

a little thing, is a weighty matter indeed for me; nor know I a soul in the world, to whom, though 

well able, I would grant such a request, save to you alone: and this I say not for friendship's sake 

alone, albeit I love you as I ought, but for that your discourse is so fraught with wisdom, that 'tis 

enough to make a beguine start out of her boots, much more, then, to incline me to change my 

purpose; and the more I have of your company, the wiser I repute you. Whereto I may add, that, 

if for no other cause, I should still be well disposed towards you for the love I see you bear to 

that fair piece of flesh of which you spoke but now. But this I must tell you: 'tis not in my power 

to do as you would have me in this matter; but, though I cannot myself do the needful in your 

behalf, if you will pledge your faith, whole and solid as may be, to keep my secret, I will shew 

you how to go about it for yourself, and I make no doubt that, having this fine library and the 

other matters you spoke of a while ago, you will compass your end." Quoth then the Master:—

"Nay, but speak freely; I see thou dost yet scarce know me, and how well I can keep a secret. 

There were few things that Messer Guasparruolo da Saliceto did, when he was Podesta of 

Forlinpopoli, that he did not confide to me, so safe he knew they would be in my keeping: and 

wouldst thou be satisfied that I say sooth? I assure you I was the first man whom he told that he 

was about to marry Bergamina: so there's for thee." "Well and good," said Bruno, "if such as he 

confided in you, well indeed may I do the like. Know, then, that you will have to proceed on this 

wise:—Our company is governed by a captain and a council of two, who are changed every six 



months: and on the calends without fail Buffalmacco will be captain, and I councillor: 'tis so 

fixed: and the captain has not a little power to promote the admission and enrolment of 

whomsoever he will: wherefore, methinks, you would do well to make friends with Buffalmacco 

and honourably entreat him: he is one that, marking your great wisdom, will take a mighty liking 

to you forthwith; and when you have just a little dazzled him with your wisdom and these fine 

things of yours, you may make your request to him; and he will not know how to say no—I have 

already talked with him of you, and he is as well disposed to you as may be—and having so done 

you will leave the rest to me." Whereupon:—"Thy words are to me for an exceeding great joy," 

quoth the Master: "and if he be one that loves to converse with sages, he has but to exchange a 

word or two with me, and I will answer for it that he will be ever coming to see me; for so 

fraught with wisdom am I, that I could furnish a whole city therewith, and still remain a great 

sage." 

Having thus set matters in train, Bruno related the whole affair, point by point, to 

Buffalmacco, to whom it seemed a thousand years till he should be able to give Master Noodle 

that of which he was in quest. The doctor, now all agog to go the course, lost no time, and found 

no difficulty, in making friends with Buffalmacco, and fell to entertaining him, and Bruno 

likewise, at breakfast and supper in most magnificent style; while they fooled him to the top of 

his bent; for, being gentlemen that appreciated excellent wines and fat capons, besides other 

good cheer in plenty, they were inclined to be very neighbourly, and needed no second bidding, 

but, always letting him understand that there was none other whose company they relished so 

much, kept ever with him. 

However, in due time the Master asked of Buffalmacco that which he had before asked of 

Bruno. Whereat Buffalmacco feigned to be not a little agitated, and turning angrily to Bruno, 

made a great pother about his ears, saying:—"By the Most High God of Pasignano I vow I can 

scarce forbear to give thee that over the head that should make thy nose fall about thy heels, 

traitor that thou art, for 'tis thou alone that canst have discovered these secrets to the Master." 

Whereupon the Master interposed with no little vigour, averring with oaths that 'twas from 

another source that he had gotten his knowledge; and Buffalmacco at length allowed himself to 

be pacified by the sage's words. So turning to him:—"Master," quoth he, "'tis evident indeed that 

you have been at Bologna, and have come back hither with a mouth that blabs not, and that 'twas 

on no pippin, as many a dolt does, but on the good long pumpkin that you learned your A B C; 

and, if I mistake not, you were baptized on a Sunday;(6) and though Bruno has told me that 'twas 

medicine you studied there, 'tis my opinion that you there studied the art of catching men, of 

which, what with your wisdom and your startling revelations, you are the greatest master that 

ever I knew." He would have said more, but the doctor, turning to Bruno, broke in with:—"Ah! 

what it is to consort and converse with the wise! Who but this worthy man would thus have read 

my mind through and through? Less quick by far to rate me at my true worth wast thou. But what 



said I when thou toldst me that Buffalmacco delighted to converse with sages? Confess now; 

have I not kept my word?" "Verily," quoth Bruno, "you have more than kept it." Then, 

addressing Buffalmacco:—"Ah!" cried the Master, "what hadst thou said, hadst thou seen me at 

Bologna, where there was none, great or small, doctor or scholar, but was devoted to me, so well 

wist I how to entertain them with my words of wisdom. Nay more; let me tell thee that there was 

never a word I spoke but set every one a laughing, so great was the pleasure it gave them. And at 

my departure they all deplored it most bitterly, and would have had me remain, and by way of 

inducement went so far as to propose that I should be sole lecturer to all the students in medicine 

that were there; which offer I declined, for that I was minded to return hither, having vast estates 

here, that have ever belonged to my family; which, accordingly, I did." Quoth then Bruno to 

Buffalmacco:—"How shews it, now, man? Thou didst not believe me when I told thee what he 

was. By the Gospels there is never a physician in this city that has the lore of ass's urine by heart 

as he has: verily, thou wouldst not find his like between here and the gates of Paris. Now see if 

thou canst help doing as he would have thee." "'Tis even as Bruno says," observed the doctor, 

"but I am not understood here. You Florentines are somewhat slow of wit. Would you could see 

me in my proper element, among a company of doctors!" Whereupon:—"Of a truth, Master," 

quoth Buffalmacco, "your lore far exceeds any I should ever have imputed to you; wherefore, 

addressing you as 'tis meet to address a man of your wisdom, I give you disjointedly to 

understand that without fail I will procure your enrolment in our company." 

After this promise the honours lavished by the doctor upon the two men grew and multiplied; 

in return for which they diverted themselves by setting him a prancing upon every wildest 

chimera in the world; and promised, among other matters, to give him by way of mistress, the 

Countess of Civillari,(7) whom they averred to be the goodliest creature to be found in all the 

Netherlands of the human race; and the doctor asking who this Countess might be:—"Mature my 

gherkin," quoth Buffalmacco, "she is indeed a very great lady, and few houses are there in the 

world in which she has not some jurisdiction; nay, the very Friars Minors, to say nought of other 

folk, pay her tribute to the sound of the kettle-drum. And I may tell you that, when she goes 

abroad, she makes her presence very sensibly felt, albeit for the most part she keeps herself 

close: however, 'tis no great while since she passed by your door one night on her way to the 

Arno to bathe her feet and get a breath of air; but most of her time she abides at Laterina.(8) 

Serjeants has she not a few that go their rounds at short intervals, bearing, one and all, the rod 

and the bucket in token of her sovereignty, and barons in plenty in all parts, as Tamagnino della 

Porta,(9) Don Meta,(10) Manico di Scopa,(11) Squacchera,(12) and others, with whom I doubt 

not you are intimately acquainted, though you may not just now bear them in mind. Such, then, 

is the great lady, in whose soft arms we, if we delude not ourselves, will certainly place you, in 

which case you may well dispense with her of Cacavincigli." 



The doctor, who had been born and bred at Bologna, and understood not their words, found 

the lady quite to his mind; and shortly afterwards the painters brought him tidings of his election 

into the company. Then came the day of the nocturnal gathering, and the doctor had the two men 

to breakfast; and when they had breakfasted, he asked them after what manner he was to join the 

company. Whereupon:—"Lo, now, Master," quoth Buffalmacco, "you have need of a stout heart; 

otherwise you may meet with some let, to our most grievous hurt; and for what cause you have 

need of this stout heart, you shall hear. You must contrive to be to-night about the hour of first 

sleep on one of the raised tombs that have been lately placed outside of Santa Maria Novella; and 

mind that you wear one of your best gowns, that your first appearance may impress the company 

with a proper sense of your dignity, and also because, as we are informed, for we were not 

present at the time, the Countess, by reason that you are a gentleman, is minded to make you a 

Knight of the Bath at her own charges. So you will wait there, until one, whom we shall send, 

come for you: who, that you may know exactly what you have to expect, will be a beast black 

and horned, of no great size; and he will go snorting and bounding amain about the piazza in 

front of you, with intent to terrify you; but, when he perceives that you are not afraid, he will 

draw nigh you quietly, and when he is close by you, then get you down from the tomb, fearing 

nothing; and, minding you neither of God nor of the saints, mount him, and when you are well 

set on his back, then fold your arms upon your breast, as in submission, and touch him no more. 

Then, going gently, he will bear you to us; but once mind you of God, or the saints, or give way 

to fear, and I warn you, he might give you a fall, or dash you against something that you would 

find scarce pleasant; wherefore, if your heart misgives you, you were best not to come, for you 

would assuredly do yourself a mischief, and us no good at all." Quoth then the doctor:—"You 

know me not as yet; 'tis perchance because I wear the gloves and the long robe that you misdoubt 

me. Ah! did you but know what feats I have done in times past at Bologna, when I used to go 

after the women with my comrades, you would be lost in amazement. God's faith! on one of 

those nights there was one of them, a poor sickly creature she was too, and stood not a cubit in 

height, who would not come with us; so first I treated her to many a good cuff, and then I took 

her up by main force, and carried her well-nigh as far as a cross-bow will send a bolt, and so 

caused her, willy-nilly, come with us. And on another occasion I mind me that, having none 

other with me but my servant, a little after the hour of Ave Maria, I passed beside the cemetery 

of the Friars Minors, and, though that very day a woman had been there interred, I had no fear at 

all. So on this score you may make your minds easy; for indeed I am a man of exceeding great 

courage and prowess. And to appear before you with due dignity, I will don my scarlet gown, in 

which I took my doctor's degree, and it remains to be seen if the company will not give me a 

hearty welcome, and make me captain out of hand. Let me once be there, and you will see how 

things will go; else how is it that this countess, that has not yet seen me, is already so enamoured 

of me that she is minded to make me a Knight of the Bath? And whether I shall find knighthood 

agreeable, or know how to support the dignity well or ill, leave that to me." Whereupon:—"Well 



said, excellent well said," quoth Buffalmacco: "but look to it you disappoint us not, either by not 

coming or by not being found, when we send for you; and this I say, because 'tis cold weather, 

and you medical gentlemen take great care of your health." "God forbid," replied the doctor, "I 

am none of your chilly folk; I fear not the cold: 'tis seldom indeed, when I leave my bed a nights, 

to answer the call of nature, as one must at times, that I do more than throw a pelisse over my 

doublet; so rest assured that I shall be there." 

So they parted; and towards nightfall the Master found a pretext for leaving his wife, and 

privily got out his fine gown, which in due time he donned, and so hied him to the tombs, and 

having perched himself on one of them, huddled himself together, for 'twas mighty cold, to await 

the coming of the beast. Meanwhile Buffalmacco, who was a tall man and strong, provided 

himself with one of those dominos that were wont to be worn in certain revels which are now 

gone out of fashion; and enveloped in a black pelisse turned inside out, shewed like a bear, save 

that the domino had the face of a devil, and was furnished with horns: in which guise, Bruno 

following close behind to see the sport, he hied him to the piazza of Santa Maria Novella. And 

no sooner wist he that the Master was on the tomb, than he fell a careering in a most wild and 

furious manner to and fro the piazza, and snorting and bellowing and gibbering like one 

demented, insomuch that, as soon as the Master was ware of him, each several hair on his head 

stood on end, and he fell a trembling in every limb, being in sooth more timid than a woman, and 

wished himself safe at home: but as there he was, he strove might and main to keep his spirits up, 

so overmastering was his desire to see the marvels of which Bruno and Buffalmacco had told 

him. However, after a while Buffalmacco allowed his fury to abate, and came quietly up to the 

tomb on which the Master was, and stood still. The Master, still all of a tremble with fear, could 

not at first make up his mind, whether to get on the beast's back, or no; but at length, doubting it 

might be the worse for him if he did not mount the beast, he overcame the one dread by the aid 

of the other, got down from the tomb, saying under his breath:—"God help me!" and seated 

himself very comfortably on the beast's back; and then, still quaking in every limb, he folded his 

arms as he had been bidden. 

Buffalmacco now started, going on all-fours, at a very slow pace, in the direction of Santa 

Maria della Scala, and so brought the Master within a short distance of the Convent of the Ladies 

of Ripoli. Now, in that quarter there were divers trenches, into which the husbandmen of those 

parts were wont to discharge the Countess of Civillari, that she might afterwards serve them to 

manure their land. Of one of which trenches, as he came by, Buffalmacco skirted the edge, and 

seizing his opportunity, raised a hand, and caught the doctor by one of his feet, and threw him off 

his back and headforemost right into the trench, and then, making a terrific noise and frantic 

gestures as before, went bounding off by Santa Maria della Scala towards the field of Ognissanti, 

where he found Bruno, who had betaken him thither that he might laugh at his ease; and there the 

two men in high glee took their stand to observe from a distance how the bemired doctor would 



behave. Finding himself in so loathsome a place, the Master struggled might and main to raise 

himself and get out; and though again and again he slipped back, and swallowed some drams of 

the ordure, yet, bemired from head to foot, woebegone and crestfallen, he did at last get out, 

leaving his hood behind him. Then, removing as much of the filth as he might with his hands, 

knowing not what else to do, he got him home, where, by dint of much knocking, he at last 

gained admittance; and scarce was the door closed behind the malodorous Master, when Bruno 

and Buffalmacco were at it, all agog to hear after what manner he would be received by his wife. 

They were rewarded by hearing her give him the soundest rating that ever bad husband got. 

"Ah!" quoth she, "fine doings, these! Thou hast been with some other woman, and wast minded 

to make a brave shew in thy scarlet gown. So I was not enough for thee! not enough for thee 

forsooth, I that might content a crowd! Would they had choked thee with the filth in which they 

have soused thee; 'twas thy fit resting-place. Now, to think that a physician of repute, and a 

married man, should go by night after strange women!" Thus, and with much more to the like 

effect, while the doctor was busy washing himself, she ceased not to torment him until midnight. 

On the morrow, Bruno and Buffalmacco, having painted their bodies all over with livid 

patches to give them the appearance of having been thrashed, came to the doctor's house, and 

finding that he was already risen, went in, being saluted on all hands by a foul smell, for time had 

not yet served thoroughly to cleanse the house. The doctor, being informed that they were come 

to see him, advanced to meet them, and bade them good morning. Whereto Bruno and 

Buffalmacco, having prepared their answer, replied:—"No good morning shall you have from 

us: rather we pray God to give you bad years enough to make an end of you, seeing that there 

lives no more arrant and faithless traitor. 'Tis no fault of yours, if we, that did our best to honour 

and pleasure you, have not come by a dog's death; your faithlessness has cost us to-night as 

many sound blows as would more than suffice to keep an ass a trotting all the way from here to 

Rome; besides which, we have been in peril of expulsion from the company in which we 

arranged for your enrolment. If you doubt our words, look but at our bodies, what a state they are 

in." And so, baring their breasts they gave him a glimpse of the patches they had painted there, 

and forthwith covered them up again. The doctor would have made them his excuses, and 

recounted his misfortunes, and how he had been thrown into the trench. But Buffalmacco broke 

in with:—"Would he had thrown you from the bridge into the Arno! Why must you needs mind 

you of God and the saints? Did we not forewarn you?" "God's faith," returned the doctor, "that 

did I not." "How?" quoth Buffalmacco, "you did not? You do so above a little; for he that we 

sent for you told us that you trembled like an aspen, and knew not where you were. You have 

played us a sorry trick; but never another shall do so; and as for you, we will give you such 

requital thereof as you deserve." The doctor now began to crave their pardon, and to implore 

them for God's sake not to expose him to shame, and used all the eloquence at his command to 

make his peace with them. And if he had honourably entreated them before, he thenceforth, for 



fear they should publish his disgrace, did so much more abundantly, and courted them both by 

entertaining them at his table and in other ways. And so you have heard how wisdom is imparted 

to those that get it not at Bologna. 

(1) The distinguishing mark of a doctor in those days. Fanfani, Vocab. della Lingua Italiana, 

1891, "Batolo." 

(2) Perhaps an allusion to some frightful picture. 

(3) About four miles from Florence. 

(4) In the Italian "artagoticamente," a word of Boccaccio's own minting. 

(5) A Venetian coin of extremely low value, being reckoned as 1/4 of the Florentine quattrino. 

(6) I.e. without salt, that Florentine symbol of wit, not being so readily procurable on a holiday 

as on working-days. 

(7) A public sink at Florence. 

(8) In the contado of Arezzo: the equivoque is tolerably obvious. 

(9) Slang for an ill-kept jakes. 

(10) Also slang: signifying a pyramidal pile of ordure. 

(11) Broom-handle. 

(12) The meaning of this term may perhaps be divined from the sound. 

  



NOVEL X. — A Sicilian woman cunningly conveys from a merchant that which he has brought to 

Palermo; he, making a shew of being come back thither with far greater store of goods than 

before, borrows money of her, and leaves her in lieu thereof water and tow. — 

How much in divers passages the queen's story moved the ladies to laughter, it boots not to 

ask: none was there in whose eyes the tears stood not full a dozen times for excess of merriment. 

However, it being ended, and Dioneo witting that 'twas now his turn, thus spake he:—Gracious 

ladies, 'tis patent to all that wiles are diverting in the degree of the wiliness of him that is by them 

beguiled. Wherefore, albeit stories most goodly have been told by you all, I purpose to relate one 

which should afford you more pleasure than any that has been told, seeing that she that was 

beguiled was far more cunning in beguiling others than any of the beguiled of whom you have 

spoken. 

There was, and perhaps still is, a custom in all maritime countries that have ports, that all 

merchants arriving there with merchandise, should, on discharging, bring all their goods into a 

warehouse, called in many places "dogana," and maintained by the state, or the lord of the land; 

where those that are assigned to that office allot to each merchant, on receipt of an invoice of all 

his goods and the value thereof, a room in which he stores his goods under lock and key; 

whereupon the said officers of the dogana enter all the merchant's goods to his credit in the book 

of the dogana, and afterwards make him pay duty thereon, or on such part as he withdraws from 

the warehouse. By which book of the dogana the brokers not seldom find out the sorts and 

quantities of the merchandise that is there, and also who are the owners thereof, with whom, as 

occasion serves, they afterwards treat of exchanges, barters, sales and other modes of disposing 

of the goods. Which custom obtained, as in many other places, so also at Palermo in Sicily, 

where in like manner there were and are not a few women, fair as fair can be, but foes to virtue, 

who by whoso knows them not would be reputed great and most virtuous ladies. And being 

given not merely to fleece but utterly to flay men, they no sooner espy a foreign merchant in the 

city, than they find out from the book of the dogana how much he has there and what he is good 

for; and then by caressing and amorous looks and gestures, and words of honeyed sweetness, 

they strive to entice and allure the merchant to their love, and not seldom have they succeeded, 

and wrested from him great part or the whole of his merchandise; and of some they have gotten 

goods and ship and flesh and bones, so delightsomely have they known how to ply the shears. 

Now 'tis not long since one of our young Florentines, Niccolo da Cignano by name, albeit he 

was called Salabaetto, arrived there, being sent by his masters with all the woollen stuffs that he 

had not been able to dispose of at Salerno fair, which might perhaps be worth five hundred 

florins of gold; and having given the invoice to the officers of the dogana and stored the goods, 

Salabaetto was in no hurry to get them out of bond, but took a stroll or two about the city for his 

diversion. And as he was fresh-complexioned and fair and not a little debonair, it so befell that 



one of these ladies that plied the shears, and called herself Jancofiore, began to ogle him. 

Whereof he taking note, and deeming that she was a great lady, supposed that she was taken by 

his good looks, and cast about how he might manage this amour with all due discretion; 

wherefore, saying nought to a soul, he began to pass to and fro before her house. Which she 

observing, occupied herself for a few days in inflaming his passion, and then affecting to be 

dying of love for him, sent privily to him a woman that she had in her service, and who was an 

adept in the arts of the procuress. She, after not a little palaver, told him, while the tears all but 

stood in her eyes, that for his handsome person and winsome air her mistress was so enamoured 

of him, that she found no peace by day or by night; and therefore, if 'twere agreeable to him, 

there was nought she desired so much as to meet him privily at a bagnio: whereupon she drew a 

ring from her purse, and gave it him by way of token from her mistress. Overjoyed as ne'er 

another to hear such good news, Salabaetto took the ring, and, after drawing it across his eyes 

and kissing it, put it on his finger, and told the good woman that, if Madonna Jancofiore loved 

him, she was well requited, for that he loved her more dearly than himself, and that he was ready 

to meet her wherever and whenever she might see fit. With which answer the procuress hied her 

back to her mistress, and shortly afterwards Salabaetto was informed that he was to meet the lady 

at a certain bagnio at vespers of the ensuing day. 

So, saying nought to a soul of the matter, he hied him punctually at the appointed hour to the 

bagnio, and found that it had been taken by the lady; nor had he long to wait before two female 

slaves made their appearance, bearing on their heads, the one a great and goodly mattress of 

wadding, and the other a huge and well-filled basket; and having laid the mattress on a bedstead 

in one of the rooms of the bagnio, they covered it with a pair of sheets of the finest fabric, 

bordered with silk, and a quilt of the whitest Cyprus buckram, with two daintily-embroidered 

pillows. The slaves then undressed and got into the bath, which they thoroughly washed and 

scrubbed: whither soon afterwards the lady, attended by other two female slaves, came, and 

made haste to greet Salabaetto with the heartiest of cheer; and when, after heaving many a 

mighty sigh, she had embraced and kissed him:—"I know not," quoth she, "who but thou could 

have brought me to this, such a fire hast thou kindled in my soul, little dog of a Tuscan!" 

Whereupon she was pleased that they should undress, and get into the bath, and two of the slaves 

with them; which, accordingly, they did; and she herself, suffering none other to lay a hand upon 

him, did with wondrous care wash Salabaetto from head to foot with soap perfumed with musk 

and cloves; after which she let the slaves wash and shampoo herself. The slaves then brought two 

spotless sheets of finest texture, which emitted such a scent of roses, that 'twas as if there was 

nought there but roses, in one of which having wrapped Salabaetto, and in the other the lady, 

they bore them both to bed, where, the sheets in which they were enfolded being withdrawn by 

the slaves as soon as they had done sweating, they remained stark naked in the others. The slaves 

then took from the basket cruets of silver most goodly, and full, this of rose-water, that of water 



of orange-blossom, a third of water of jasmine-blossom, and a fourth of nanfa(1) water, 

wherewith they sprinkled them: after which, boxes of comfits and the finest wines being brought 

forth, they regaled them a while. To Salabaetto 'twas as if he were in Paradise; a thousand times 

he scanned the lady, who was indeed most beautiful; and he counted each hour as a hundred 

years until the slaves should get them gone, and he find himself in the lady's arms. 

At length, by the lady's command, the slaves departed, leaving a lighted torch in the room, and 

then the lady and Salabaetto embraced, and to Salabaetto's prodigious delight, for it seemed to 

him that she was all but dissolved for love of him, tarried there a good while. However, the time 

came when the lady must needs rise: so she called the slaves, with whose help they dressed, 

regaled them again for a while with wine and comfits, and washed their faces and hands with the 

odoriferous waters. Then as they were going, quoth the lady to Salabaetto:—"If it be agreeable to 

thee, I should deem it a very great favour if thou wouldst come to-night to sup and sleep with 

me." Salabaetto, who, captivated by her beauty and her studied graciousness, never doubted but 

he was dear to her as her very heart, made answer:—"Madam, there is nought you can desire but 

is in the last degree agreeable to me; wherefore to-night and ever 'tis my purpose to do 

whatsoever you may be pleased to command." So home the lady hied her, and having caused a 

brave shew to be made in her chamber with her dresses and other paraphernalia, and a grand 

supper to be prepared, awaited Salabaetto; who, being come there as soon as 'twas dark, had of 

her a gladsome welcome, and was regaled with an excellent and well-served supper. After 

which, they repaired to the chamber, where he was saluted by a wondrous sweet odour of aloe-

wood, and observed that the bed was profusely furnished with birds,(2) after the fashion of 

Cyprus, and that not a few fine dresses were hanging upon the pegs. Which circumstances did, 

one and all, beget in him the belief that this must be a great and wealthy lady; and, though he had 

heard a hint or two to the contrary touching her life, he would by no means credit them; nor, 

supposing that she had perchance taken another with guile, would he believe that the same thing 

might befall him. So to his exceeding great solace, he lay with her that night, and ever grew more 

afire for her. On the morrow, as she was investing him with a fair and dainty girdle of silver, 

with a goodly purse attached:—"Sweet my Salabaetto," quoth she, "prithee forget me not; even 

as my person, so is all that I have at thy pleasure, and all that I can at thy command." 

Salabaetto then embraced and kissed her, and so bade her adieu, and betook him to the place 

where the merchants were wont to congregate. And so it befell that he, continuing to consort 

with her from time to time, and being never a denier the poorer thereby, disposed of his 

merchandise for ready money and at no small profit; whereof not by him but by another the lady 

was forthwith advised. And Salabaetto being come to see her one evening, she greeted him gaily 

and gamesomely, and fell a kissing and hugging him, and made as if she were so afire for love of 

him that she was like to die thereof in his arms; and offered to give him two most goodly silver 

cups that she had, which Salabaetto would not accept, having already had from her (taking one 



time with another) fully thirty florins of gold, while he had not been able to induce her to touch 

so much as a groat of his money. But when by this shew of passion and generosity she had 

thoroughly kindled his flame, in came, as she had arranged, one of her slaves, and spoke to her; 

whereupon out of the room she went, and after a while came back in tears, and threw herself 

prone on the bed, and set up the most dolorous lamentation that ever woman made. Whereat 

Salabaetto wondering, took her in his arms, and mingled his tears with hers, and said:—"Alas! 

heart of my body! what ails thee thus of a sudden? Wherefore art thou so distressed? Ah! tell me 

the reason, my soul." The lady allowed him to run on in this strain for a good while, and then:—

"Alas! sweet my lord," quoth she, "I know not either what to do or what to say. I have but now 

received a letter from Messina, in which my brother bids me sell, if need be, all that I have here, 

and send him without fail within eight days a thousand florins of gold: otherwise he will forfeit 

his head. I know not how to come by them so soon: had I but fifteen days, I would make a shift 

to raise them in a quarter where I might raise a much larger sum, or I would sell one of our 

estates; but, as this may not be, would I had been dead or e'er this bad news had reached me!" 

Which said, affecting to be utterly broken-hearted, she ceased not to weep. 

Salabaetto, the ardour of whose passion had in great measure deprived him of the sagacity 

which the circumstances demanded, supposed that the tears were genuine enough, and the words 

even more so. Wherefore:—"Madam," quoth he, "I could not furnish you with a thousand, but if 

five hundred florins of gold would suffice, they are at your service, if you think you could repay 

them within fifteen days; and you may deem yourself in luck's way, for 'twas only yesterday that 

I sold my woollens, which had I not done, I could not have lent you a groat." "Alas" returned the 

lady, "then thou hast been in straits for money? Oh! why didst thou not apply to me? Though I 

have not a thousand at my command, I could have given thee quite a hundred, nay indeed two 

hundred florins. By what thou hast said thou hast made me hesitate to accept the service that thou 

proposest to render me." Which words fairly delivered Salabaetto into the lady's hands, insomuch 

that:—"Madam," quoth he, "I would not have you decline my help for such a scruple; for had my 

need been as great as yours, I should certainly have applied to you." Quoth then the lady:—"Ah! 

Salabaetto mine, well I wot that the love thou bearest me is a true and perfect love, seeing that, 

without waiting to be asked, thou dost so handsomely come to my aid with so large a sum of 

money. And albeit I was thine without this token of thy love, yet, assuredly, it has made me thine 

in an even greater degree; nor shall I ever forget that 'tis to thee I owe my brother's life. But God 

knows I take thy money from thee reluctantly, seeing that thou art a merchant, and 'tis by means 

of money that merchants conduct all their affairs; but, as necessity constrains me, and I have 

good hope of speedily repaying thee, I will even take it, and by way of security, if I should find 

no readier method, I will pawn all that I have here." Which said, she burst into tears, and fell 

upon Salabaetto, pressing her cheek upon his. 



Salabaetto tried to comfort her; and having spent the night with her, on the morrow, being 

minded to shew himself her most devoted servant, brought her, without awaiting any reminder, 

five hundred fine florins of gold: which she, laughing at heart while the tears streamed from her 

eyes, took, Salabaetto trusting her mere promise of repayment. Now that the lady had gotten the 

money, the complexion of affairs began to alter; and whereas Salabaetto had been wont to have 

free access to her, whenever he was so minded, now for one reason or another he was denied 

admittance six times out of seven; nor did she greet him with the same smile, or shower on him 

the same caresses, or do him the same cheer as of yore. So a month, two months, passed beyond 

the time when he was to have been repaid his money; and when he demanded it, he was put off 

with words. Whereby Salabaetto, being now ware of the cheat which his slender wit had suffered 

the evil-disposed woman to put upon him, and also that, having neither writing nor witness 

against her, he was entirely at her mercy in regard of his claim, and being, moreover, ashamed to 

lodge any complaint with any one, as well because he had been forewarned of her character, as 

because he dreaded the ridicule to which his folly justly exposed him, was chagrined beyond 

measure, and inly bewailed his simplicity. And his masters having written to him, bidding him 

change the money and remit it to them, he, being apprehensive that, making default as he must, 

he should, if he remained there, be detected, resolved to depart; and having taken ship, he 

repaired, not, as he should have done, to Pisa, but to Naples; where at that time resided our 

gossip, Pietro dello Canigiano, treasurer of the Empress of Constantinople, a man of great 

sagacity and acuteness, and a very great friend of Salabaetto and his kinsfolk; to whom trusting 

in his great discretion, Salabaetto after a while discovered his distress, telling him what he had 

done, and the sorry plight in which by consequence he stood, and craving his aid and counsel, 

that he might the more readily find means of livelihood there, for that he was minded never to go 

back to Florence. Impatient to hear of such folly:—"'Twas ill done of thee," quoth Canigiano, 

"thou hast misbehaved thyself, wronged thy masters, and squandered an exorbitant sum in 

lewdness; however, 'tis done, and we must consider of the remedy." And indeed, like the shrewd 

man that he was, he had already bethought him what was best to be done; and forthwith he 

imparted it to Salabaetto. Which expedient Salabaetto approving, resolved to make the 

adventure; and having still a little money, and being furnished with a loan by Canigiano, he 

provided himself with not a few bales well and closely corded, and bought some twenty oil-

casks, which he filled, and having put all on shipboard, returned to Palermo. There he gave the 

invoice of the bales, as also of the oil-casks, to the officers of the dogana, and having them all 

entered to his credit, laid them up in the store-rooms, saying that he purposed to leave them there 

until the arrival of other merchandise that he expected. 

Which Jancofiore learning, and being informed that the merchandise, that he had brought with 

him, was worth fully two thousand florins of gold, or even more, besides that which he expected, 

which was valued at more than three thousand florins of gold, bethought her that she had not 



aimed high enough, and that 'twere well to refund him the five hundred, if so she might make the 

greater part of the five thousand florins her own. Wherefore she sent for him, and Salabaetto, 

having learned his lesson of cunning, waited on her. Feigning to know nought of the cargo he 

had brought with him, she received him with marvellous cheer, and began:—"Lo, now, if thou 

wast angry with me because I did not repay thee thy money in due time:" but Salabaetto 

interrupted her, saying with a laugh:—"Madam 'tis true I was a little vexed, seeing that I would 

have plucked out my heart to pleasure you; but listen, and you shall learn the quality of my 

displeasure. Such and so great is the love I bear you, that I have sold the best part of all that I 

possess, whereby I have already in this port merchandise to the value of more than two thousand 

florins, and expect from the Levant other goods to the value of above three thousand florins, and 

mean to set up a warehouse in this city, and live here, to be ever near you, for that I deem myself 

more blessed in your love than any other lover that lives." Whereupon:—"Harkye, Salabaetto," 

quoth the lady, "whatever advantages thee is mighty grateful to me, seeing that I love thee more 

than my very life, and right glad am I that thou art come back with intent to stay, for I hope to 

have many a good time with thee; but something I must say to thee by way of excuse, for that, 

whilst thou wast thinking of taking thy departure, there were times when thou wast disappointed 

of seeing me, and others when thou hadst not as gladsome a welcome as thou wast wont to have, 

and therewithal I kept not the time promised for the repayment of thy money. Thou must know 

that I was then in exceeding great trouble and tribulation, and whoso is thus bested, love he 

another never so much, cannot greet him with as gladsome a mien, or be as attentive to him, as 

he had lief; and thou must further know that 'tis by no means an easy matter for a lady to come 

by a thousand florins of gold: why, 'tis every day a fresh lie, and never a promise kept; and so we 

in our turn must needs lie to others; and 'twas for this cause, and not for any fault of mine, that I 

did not repay thee thy money; however, I had it but a little while after thy departure, and had I 

known whither to send it, be sure I would have remitted it to thee; but, as that I wist not, I have 

kept it safe for thee." She then produced a purse, in which were the very same coins that he had 

brought her, and placed it in his hand, saying:—"Count and see if there are five hundred there." 

'Twas the happiest moment Salabaetto had yet known, as, having told them out, and found the 

sum exact, he made answer:—"Madam, I know that you say sooth, and what you have done 

abundantly proves it; wherefore, and for the love I bear you, I warrant you there is no sum you 

might ask of me on any occasion of need, with which, if 'twere in my power, I would not 

accommodate you; whereof, when I am settled here, you will be able to assure yourself." 

Having thus in words reinstated himself as her lover, he proceeded to treat her as his mistress, 

whereto she responded, doing all that was in her power to pleasure and honour him, and feigning 

to be in the last degree enamoured of him. But Salabaetto, being minded to requite her guile with 

his own, went to her one evening, being bidden to sup and sleep with her, with an aspect so 

melancholy and dolorous, that he shewed as he had lief give up the ghost. Jancofiore, as she 



embraced and kissed him, demanded of him the occasion of his melancholy. Whereto he, having 

let her be instant with him a good while, made answer:—"I am undone, for that the ship, having 

aboard her the goods that I expected, has been taken by the corsairs of Monaco, and held to 

ransom in ten thousand florins of gold, of which it falls to me to pay one thousand, and I have 

not a denier, for the five hundred thou repaidst me I sent forthwith to Naples to buy stuffs for this 

market, and were I to sell the merchandise I have here, as 'tis not now the right time to sell, I 

should scarce get half the value; nor am I as yet so well known here as to come by any to help 

me at this juncture, and so what to do or what to say I know not; but this I know that, if I send 

not the money without delay, my merchandise will be taken to Monaco, and I shall never touch 

aught of it again." Whereat the lady was mightily annoyed, being apprehensive of losing all, and 

bethought her how she might prevent the goods going to Monaco: wherefore:—"God knows," 

quoth she, "that for the love I bear thee I am not a little sorry for thee: but what boots it idly to 

distress oneself? Had I the money, God knows I would lend it thee forthwith, but I have it not. 

One, indeed, there is that accommodated me a day or two ago with five hundred florins that I 

stood in need of, but he requires a heavy usance, not less than thirty on the hundred, and if thou 

shouldst have recourse to him, good security must be forthcoming. Now for my part I am ready, 

so I may serve thee, to pledge all these dresses, and my person to boot, for as much as he will 

tend thee thereon; but how wilt thou secure the balance?" 

Salabaetto divined the motive that prompted her thus to accommodate him, and that she was to 

lend the money herself; which suiting his purpose well, he first of all thanked her, and then said 

that, being constrained by necessity, he would not stand out against exorbitant terms, adding that, 

as to the balance, he would secure it upon the merchandise that he had at the dogana by causing 

it to be entered in the name of the lender; but that he must keep the key of the storerooms, as well 

that he might be able to shew the goods, if requested, as to make sure that none of them should 

be tampered with or changed or exchanged. The lady said that this was reasonable, and that 'twas 

excellent security. So, betimes on the morrow, the lady sent for a broker, in whom she reposed 

much trust, and having talked the matter over with him, gave him a thousand florins of gold, 

which the broker took to Salabaetto, and thereupon had all that Salabaetto had at the dogana 

entered in his name; they then had the script and counterscript made out, and, the arrangement 

thus concluded, went about their respective affairs. Salabaetto lost no time in getting aboard a 

bark with his five hundred florins of gold, and being come to Naples, sent thence a remittance 

which fully discharged his obligation to his masters that had entrusted him with the stuffs: he 

also paid all that he owed to Pietro dello Canigiano and all his other creditors, and made not a 

little merry with Canigiano over the trick he had played the Sicilian lady. He then departed from 

Naples, and being minded to have done with mercantile affairs, betook him to Ferrara. 

Jancofiore, surprised at first by Salabaetto's disappearance from Palermo, waxed after a while 

suspicious; and, when she had waited fully two months, seeing that he did not return, she caused 



the broker to break open the store-rooms. And trying first of all the casks, she found them full of 

sea-water, save that in each there was perhaps a hog's-head of oil floating on the surface. Then 

undoing the bales, she found them all, save two that contained stuffs, full of tow, and in short 

their whole contents put together were not worth more than two hundred florins. Wherefore 

Jancofiore, knowing herself to have been outdone, regretted long and bitterly the five hundred 

florins of gold that she had refunded, and still more the thousand that she had lent, repeating 

many a time to herself:—Who with a Tuscan has to do, Had need of eyesight quick and true. 

Thus, left with the loss and the laugh against her, she discovered that there were others as 

knowing as she. 

(1) Neither the Vocab. degli Accad. della Crusca nor the Ricchezze attempts to define the 

precise nature of this scent, which Fanfani identifies with that of the orange-blossom. 

(2) I.e. with a sort of musical boxes in the shape of birds. 

No sooner was Dioneo's story ended, than Lauretta, witting that therewith the end of her 

sovereignty was come, bestowed her meed of praise on Pietro Canigiano for his good counsel, 

and also on Salabaetto for the equal sagacity which he displayed in carrying it out, and then, 

taking off the laurel wreath, set it on the head of Emilia, saying graciously:—"I know not, 

Madam, how debonair a queen you may prove, but at least we shall have in you a fair one. Be it 

your care, then, that you exercise your authority in a manner answerable to your charms." Which 

said, she resumed her seat. 

Not so much to receive the crown, as to be thus commended to her face and before the 

company for that which ladies are wont to covet the most, Emilia was a little shamefast; a tint 

like that of the newly-blown rose overspread her face, and a while she stood silent with downcast 

eyes: then, as the blush faded away, she raised them; and having given her seneschal her 

commands touching all matters pertaining to the company, thus she spake:—"Sweet my ladies, 

'tis matter of common experience that, when the oxen have swunken a part of the day under the 

coercive yoke, they are relieved thereof and loosed, and suffered to go seek their pasture at their 

own sweet will in the woods; nor can we fail to observe that gardens luxuriant with diversity of 

leafage are not less, but far more fair to see, than woods wherein is nought but oaks. Wherefore I 

deem that, as for so many days our discourse has been confined within the bounds of certain 

laws, 'twill be not only meet but profitable for us, being in need of relaxation, to roam a while, 

and so recruit our strength to undergo the yoke once more. And therefore I am minded that to-

morrow the sweet tenor of your discourse be not confined to any particular theme, but that you 

be at liberty to discourse on such wise as to each may seem best; for well assured am I that thus 

to speak of divers matters will be no less pleasurable than to limit ourselves to one topic; and by 

reason of this enlargement my successor in the sovereignty will find you more vigorous, and be 



therefore all the more forward to reimpose upon you the wonted restraint of our laws." Having so 

said, she dismissed all the company until supper-time. 

All approved the wisdom of what the queen had said; and being risen betook them to their 

several diversions, the ladies to weave garlands and otherwise disport them, the young men to 

play and sing; and so they whiled away the hours until supper-time; which being come, they 

gathered about the fair fountain, and took their meal with gay and festal cheer. Supper ended, 

they addressed them to their wonted pastime of song and dance. At the close of which the queen, 

notwithstanding the songs which divers of the company had already gladly accorded them, called 

for another from Pamfilo, who without the least demur thus sang:— 

So great, O Love, the bliss 

  Through thee I prove, so jocund my estate, 

  That in thy flame to burn I bless my fate! 

Such plenitude of joy my heart doth know 

  Of that high joy and rare, 

  Wherewith thou hast me blest, 

  As, bounds disdaining, still doth overflow, 

  And by my radiant air 

  My blitheness manifest; 

  For by thee thus possessed 

  With love, where meeter 'twere to venerate, 

  I still consume within thy flame elate. 

Well wot I, Love, no song may e'er reveal, 

  Nor any sign declare 

  What in my heart is pent 

  Nay, might they so, that were I best conceal, 

  Whereof were others ware, 

  'Twould serve but to torment 

  Me, whose is such content, 

  That weak were words and all inadequate 

  A tittle of my bliss to adumbrate. 

Who would have dreamed that e'er in mine embrace 

  Her I should clip and fold 

  Whom there I still do feel, 

  Or as 'gainst her face e'er to lay my face 



  Attain such grace untold, 

  And unimagined weal? 

  Wherefore my bliss I seal 

  Of mine own heart within the circuit strait, 

  And still in thy sweet flame luxuriate. 

So ended Pamfilo his song: whereto all the company responded in full chorus; nor was there 

any but gave to its words an inordinate degree of attention, endeavouring by conjecture to 

penetrate that which he intimated that 'twas meet he should keep secret. Divers were the 

interpretations hazarded, but all were wide of the mark. At length, however, the queen, seeing 

that ladies and men alike were fain of rest, bade all betake them to bed. 

— Endeth here the eighth day of the Decameron, beginneth the ninth, in which, under the rule 

of Emilia, discourse is had, at the discretion of each, of such matters as most commend 

themselves to each in turn. — 

  



NINTH DAY 

The luminary, before whose splendour the night takes wing, had already changed the eighth 

heaven(1) from azure to the lighter blue,(2) and in the meads the flowerets were beginning to lift 

their heads, when Emilia, being risen, roused her fair gossips, and, likewise, the young men. And 

so the queen leading the way at an easy pace, and the rest of the company following, they hied 

them to a copse at no great distance from the palace. Where, being entered, they saw the goats 

and stags and other wild creatures, as if witting that in this time of pestilence they had nought to 

fear from the hunter, stand awaiting them with no more sign of fear than if they had been tamed: 

and so, making now towards this, now towards the other of them as if to touch them, they 

diverted themselves for a while by making them skip and run. But, as soon as the sun was in the 

ascendant, by common consent they turned back, and whoso met them, garlanded as they were 

with oak-leaves, and carrying store of fragrant herbs or flowers in their hands might well have 

said:—"Either shall death not vanquish these, or they will meet it with a light heart." So, slowly 

wended they their way, now singing, now bandying quips and merry jests, to the palace, where 

they found all things in order meet, and their servants in blithe and merry cheer. A while they 

rested, nor went they to table until six ditties, each gayer than that which went before, had been 

sung by the young men and the ladies; which done, they washed their hands, and all by the 

queen's command were ranged by the seneschal at the table; and, the viands being served, they 

cheerily took their meal: wherefrom being risen, they trod some measures to the accompaniment 

of music; and then, by the queen's command, whoso would betook him to rest. However, the 

accustomed hour being come, they all gathered at the wonted spot for their discoursing, and the 

queen, bending her regard upon Filomena, bade her make a beginning of the day's story-telling, 

which she with a smile did on this wise:— 

(1) I.e. in the Ptolemaic system, the region of the fixed stars. 

(2) Cilestro: a word for which we have no exact equivalent, the dominant note of the Italian 

sky, when the sun is well up, being its intense luminosity. 

  



NOVEL I. — Madonna Francesca, having two lovers, the one Rinuccio, the other Alessandro, by 

name, and loving neither of them, induces the one to simulate a corpse in a tomb, and the other 

to enter the tomb to fetch him out: whereby, neither satisfying her demands, she artfully rids 

herself of both. — 

Madam, since so it pleases you, well pleased am I that in this vast, this boundless field of 

discourse, which you, our Lady Bountiful, have furnished us withal, 'tis mine to run the first 

course; wherein if I do well, I doubt not that those, who shall follow me, will do not only well 

but better. Such, sweet my ladies, has been the tenor of our discourse, that times not a few the 

might of Love, how great and singular it is, has been set forth, but yet I doubt the topic is not 

exhausted, nor would it be so, though we should continue to speak of nought else for the space of 

a full year. And as Love not only leads lovers to debate with themselves whether they were not 

best to die, but also draws them into the houses of the dead in quest of the dead, I am minded in 

this regard to tell you a story, wherein you will not only discern the power of Love, but will also 

learn how the ready wit of a worthy lady enabled her to disembarrass herself of two lovers, 

whose love was displeasing to her. 

Know, then, that there dwelt aforetime in the city of Pistoia a most beauteous widow lady, of 

whom it so befell that two of our citizens, the one Rinuccio Palermini, the other Alessandro 

Chiarmontesi, by name, tarrying at Pistoia, for that they were banished from Florence, became, 

neither witting how it stood with the other, in the last degree enamoured. Wherefore each used 

all his arts to win the love of Madonna Francesca de' Lazzari—such was the lady's name—and 

she, being thus continually plied with ambassages and entreaties on the part of both, and having 

indiscreetly lent ear to them from time to time, found it no easy matter discreetly to extricate 

herself, when she was minded to be rid of their pestering, until it occurred to her to adopt the 

following expedient, to wit, to require of each a service, such as, though not impracticable, she 

deemed none would actually perform, to the end that, they making default, she might have a 

decent and colourable pretext for refusing any longer to receive their ambassages. Which 

expedient was on this wise. One day there died in Pistoia, and was buried in a tomb outside the 

church of the Friars Minors, a man, who, though his forbears had been gentlefolk, was reputed 

the very worst man, not in Pistoia only, but in all the world, and therewithal he was of form and 

feature so preternaturally hideous that whoso knew him not could scarce see him for the first 

time without a shudder. Now, the lady pondering her design on the day of this man's death, it 

occurred to her that he might in a measure subserve its accomplishment: wherefore she said to 

her maid:—"Thou knowest to what worry and annoyance I am daily put by the ambassages of 

these two Florentines, Rinuccio, and Alessandro. Now I am not disposed to gratify either of them 

with my love, and therefore, to shake them off, I am minded, as they make such great 

protestations, to put them to the proof by requiring of each something which I am sure he will 

not perform, and thus to rid myself of their pestering: so list what I mean to do. Thou knowest 



that this morning there was interred in the ground of the Friars Minors this Scannadio (such was 

the name of the bad man of whom we spoke but now) whose aspect, while he yet lived, appalled 

even the bravest among us. Thou wilt therefore go privily, to Alessandro, and say to him:—

'Madonna Francesca sends thee word by me that the time is now come when thou mayst win that 

which thou hast so much desired, to wit, her love and joyance thereof, if thou be so minded, on 

the following terms. For a reason, which thou shalt learn hereafter, one of her kinsmen is to bring 

home to her to-night the corpse of Scannadio, who was buried this morning; and she, standing in 

mortal dread of this dead man, would fain not see him; wherefore she prays thee to do her a great 

service, and be so good as to get thee this evening at the hour of first sleep to the tomb wherein 

Scannadio is buried, and go in, and having wrapped thyself in his grave-clothes, lie there, as thou 

wert Scannadio, himself, until one come for thee, when thou must say never a word, but let him 

carry thee forth, and bear thee to Madonna Francesca's house, where she will give thee welcome, 

and let thee stay with her, until thou art minded to depart, and, for the rest, thou wilt leave it to 

her.' And if he says that he will gladly do so, well and good; if not, then thou wilt tell him from 

me, never more to shew himself where I am, and, as he values his life, to have a care to send me 

no more ambassages. Which done, thou wilt go to Rinuccio Palermini, and wilt say to him:—

'Madonna Francesca lets thee know that she is ready in all respects to comply with thy wishes, so 

thou wilt do her a great service, which is on this wise: to-night, about midnight, thou must go to 

the tomb wherein was this morning interred Scannadio, and saying never a word, whatever thou 

mayst hear or otherwise be ware of, bear him gently forth to Madonna Francesca's house, where 

thou shalt learn wherefore she requires this of thee, and shalt have thy solace of her; and if thou 

art not minded to obey her in this, see that thou never more send her ambassage.'" 

The maid did her mistress's errand, omitting nothing, to both the men, and received from each 

the same answer, to wit, that to pleasure the lady, he would adventure a journey to hell, to say 

nothing of entering a tomb. With which answer the maid returned to the lady, who waited to see 

if they would be such fools as to make it good. Night came, and at the hour of first sleep 

Alessandro Chiarmontesi, stripped to his doublet, quitted his house, and bent his steps towards 

Scannadio's tomb, with intent there to take the dead man's place. As he walked, there came upon 

him a great fear, and he fell a saying to himself:—Ah! what a fool am I! Whither go I? How 

know I that her kinsmen, having detected my love, and surmising that which is not, have not put 

her upon requiring this of me, in order that they may slay me in the tomb? In which event I alone 

should be the loser, for nought would ever be heard of it, so that they would escape scot-free. Or 

how know I but that 'tis some machination of one of my ill-wishers, whom perchance she loves, 

and is therefore minded to abet? And again quoth he to himself:—But allowing that 'tis neither 

the one nor the other, and that her kinsmen are really to carry me to her house, I scarce believe 

that 'tis either that they would fain embrace Scannadio's corpse themselves, or let her do so: 

rather it must be that they have a mind to perpetrate some outrage upon it, for that, perchance, he 



once did them an evil turn. She bids me say never a word, no matter what I may hear or be 

otherwise ware of. Suppose they were to pluck out my eyes, or my teeth, or cut off my hands, or 

treat me to some other horse-play of the like sort, how then? how could I keep quiet? And if I 

open my mouth, they will either recognize me, and perchance do me a mischief, or, if they spare 

me, I shall have been at pains for nought, for they will not leave me with the lady, and she will 

say that I disobeyed her command, and I shall never have aught of her favours. 

As thus he communed with himself, he was on the point of turning back; but his 

overmastering love plied him with opposing arguments of such force that he kept on his way, 

and reached the tomb; which having opened, he entered, and after stripping Scannadio, and 

wrapping himself in the grave-clothes, closed it, and laid himself down in Scannadio's place. He 

then fell a thinking of the dead man, and his manner of life, and the things which he had heard 

tell of as happening by night, and in other less appalling places than the houses of the dead; 

whereby all the hairs of his head stood on end, and he momently expected Scannadio to rise and 

cut his throat. However, the ardour of his love so fortified him that he overcame these and all 

other timorous apprehensions, and lay as if he were dead, awaiting what should betide him. 

Towards midnight Rinuccio, bent likewise upon fulfilling his lady's behest, sallied forth of his 

house, revolving as he went divers forebodings of possible contingencies, as that, having 

Scannadio's corpse upon his shoulders, he might fall into the hands of the Signory, and be 

condemned to the fire as a wizard, or that, should the affair get wind, it might embroil him with 

his kinsfolk, or the like, which gave him pause. But then with a revulsion of feeling:— Shall I, 

quoth he to himself, deny this lady, whom I so much have loved and love, the very first thing that 

she asks of me? And that too when I am thereby to win her favour? No, though 'twere as much as 

my life is worth, far be it from me to fail of keeping my word. So on he fared, and arrived at the 

tomb, which he had no difficulty in opening, and being entered, laid hold of Alessandro, who, 

though in mortal fear, had given no sign of life, by the feet, and dragged him forth, and having 

hoisted him on to his shoulders, bent his steps towards the lady's house. And as he went, being 

none too careful of Alessandro, he swung him from time to time against one or other of the 

angles of certain benches that were by the wayside; and indeed the night was so dark and murky 

that he could not see where he was going. And when he was all but on the threshold of the lady's 

house (she standing within at a window with her maid, to mark if Rinuccio would bring 

Alessandro, and being already provided with an excuse for sending them both away), it so befell 

that the patrol of the Signory, who were posted in the street in dead silence, being on the look-out 

for a certain bandit, hearing the tramp of Rinuccio's feet, suddenly shewed a light, the better to 

know what was toward, and whither to go, and advancing targes and lances, cried out:—"Who 

goes there?" Whereupon Rinuccio, having little leisure for deliberation, let Alessandro fall, and 

took to flight as fast as his legs might carry him. Alessandro, albeit encumbered by the 

graveclothes, which were very long, also jumped up and made off. By the light shewn by the 



patrol the lady had very plainly perceived Rinuccio, with Alessandro on his back, as also that 

Alessandro had the grave-clothes upon him; and much did she marvel at the daring of both, but, 

for all that, she laughed heartily to see Rinuccio drop Alessandro, and Alessandro run away. 

Overjoyed at the turn the affair had taken, and praising God that He had rid her of their harass, 

she withdrew from the window, and betook her to her chamber, averring to her maid that for 

certain they must both be mightily in love with her, seeing that 'twas plain they had both done 

her bidding. 

Crestfallen and cursing his evil fortune, Rinuccio nevertheless went not home, but, as soon as 

the street was clear of the patrol, came back to the spot where he had dropped Alessandro, and 

stooped down and began feeling about, if haply he might find him, and so do his devoir to the 

lady; but, as he found him not, he supposed the patrol must have borne him thence, and so at last 

home he went; as did also Alessandro, knowing not what else to do, and deploring his mishap. 

On the morrow, Scannadio's tomb being found open and empty, for Alessandro had thrown the 

corpse into the vault below, all Pistoia debated of the matter with no small diversity of opinion, 

the fools believing that Scannadio had been carried off by devils. Neither of the lovers, however, 

forbore to make suit to the lady for her favour and love, telling her what he had done, and what 

had happened, and praying her to have him excused that he had not perfectly carried out her 

instructions. But she, feigning to believe neither of them, disposed of each with the same curt 

answer, to wit, that, as he had not done her bidding, she would never do aught for him. 

  



NOVEL II. — An abbess rises in haste and in the dark, with intent to surprise an accused nun 

abed with her lover: thinking to put on her veil, she puts on instead the breeches of a priest that 

she has with her: the nun, espying her headgear, and doing her to wit thereof, is acquitted, and 

thenceforth finds it easier to forgather with her lover. — 

So ended Filomena; and when all had commended the address shewn by the lady in ridding 

herself of the two lovers that she affected not, and contrariwise had censured the hardihood of 

the two lovers as not love but madness, the queen turned to Elisa, and with a charming air:—

"Now, Elisa, follow," quoth she: whereupon Elisa began on this wise:—Dearest ladies, 'twas 

cleverly done of Madonna Francesca, to disembarrass herself in the way we have heard: but I 

have to tell of a young nun, who by a happy retort, and the favour of Fortune, delivered herself 

from imminent peril. And as you know that there are not a few most foolish folk, who, 

notwithstanding their folly, take upon themselves the governance and correction of others; so 

you may learn from my story that Fortune at times justly puts them to shame; which befell the 

abbess, who was the superior of the nun of whom I am about to speak. 

You are to know, then, that in a convent in Lombardy of very great repute for strict and holy 

living there was, among other ladies that there wore the veil, a young woman of noble family, 

and extraordinary beauty. Now Isabetta—for such was her name—having speech one day of one 

of her kinsmen at the grate, became enamoured of a fine young gallant that was with him; who, 

seeing her to be very fair, and reading her passion in her eyes, was kindled with a like flame for 

her: which mutual and unsolaced love they bore a great while not without great suffering to both. 

But at length, both being intent thereon, the gallant discovered a way by which he might with all 

secrecy visit his nun; and she approving, he paid her not one visit only, but many, to their no 

small mutual solace. But, while thus they continued their intercourse, it so befell that one night 

one of the sisters observed him take his leave of Isabetta and depart, albeit neither he nor she was 

ware that they had thus been discovered. The sister imparted what she had seen to several others. 

At first they were minded to denounce her to the abbess, one Madonna Usimbalda, who was 

reputed by the nuns, and indeed by all that knew her, to be a good and holy woman; but on 

second thoughts they deemed it expedient, that there might be no room for denial, to cause the 

abbess to take her and the gallant in the act. So they held their peace, and arranged between them 

to keep her in watch and close espial, that they might catch her unawares. Of which practice 

Isabetta recking, witting nought, it so befell that one night, when she had her lover to see her, the 

sisters that were on the watch were soon ware of it, and at what they deemed the nick of time 

parted into two companies of which one mounted guard at the threshold of Isabetta's cell, while 

the other hasted to the abbess's chamber, and knocking at the door, roused her, and as soon as 

they heard her voice, said:—"Up, Madam, without delay: we have discovered that Isabetta has a 

young man with her in her cell." 



Now that night the abbess had with her a priest whom she used not seldom to have conveyed 

to her in a chest; and the report of the sisters making her apprehensive lest for excess of zeal and 

hurry they should force the door open, she rose in a trice; and huddling on her clothes as best she 

might in the dark, instead of the veil that they wear, which they call the psalter, she caught up the 

priest's breeches, and having clapped them on her head, hied her forth, and locked the door 

behind her, saying:—"Where is this woman accursed of God?" And so, guided by the sisters, all 

so agog to catch Isabetta a sinning that they perceived not what manner of headgear the abbess 

wore, she made her way to the cell, and with their aid broke open the door; and entering they 

found the two lovers abed in one another's arms; who, as it were, thunderstruck to be thus 

surprised, lay there, witting not what to do. The sisters took the young nun forthwith, and by 

command of the abbess brought her to the chapter-house. The gallant, left behind in the cell, put 

on his clothes and waited to see how the affair would end, being minded to make as many nuns 

as he might come at pay dearly for any despite that might be done his mistress, and to bring her 

off with him. The abbess, seated in the chapter-house with all her nuns about her, and all eyes 

bent upon the culprit, began giving her the severest reprimand that ever woman got, for that by 

her disgraceful and abominable conduct, should it get wind, she had sullied the fair fame of the 

convent; whereto she added menaces most dire. Shamefast and timorous, the culprit essayed no 

defence, and her silence begat pity of her in the rest; but, while the abbess waxed more and more 

voluble, it chanced that the girl raised her head and espied the abbess's headgear, and the points 

that hung down on this side and that. The significance whereof being by no means lost upon her, 

she quite plucked up heart, and:—"Madam," quoth she, "so help you God, tie up your coif, and 

then you may say what you will to me." Whereto the abbess, not understanding her, replied:—

"What coif, lewd woman? So thou hast the effrontery to jest! Think'st thou that what thou hast 

done is a matter meet for jests?" Whereupon:—"Madam," quoth the girl again, "I pray you, tie up 

your coif, and then you may say to me whatever you please." Which occasioned not a few of the 

nuns to look up at the abbess's head, and the abbess herself to raise her hands thereto, and so she 

and they at one and the same time apprehended Isabetta's meaning. Wherefore the abbess, 

finding herself detected by all in the same sin, and that no disguise was possible, changed her 

tone, and held quite another sort of language than before, the upshot of which was that 'twas 

impossible to withstand the assaults of the flesh, and that, accordingly, observing due secrecy as 

theretofore, all might give themselves a good time, as they had opportunity. So, having dismissed 

Isabetta to rejoin her lover in her cell, she herself returned to lie with her priest. And many a time 

thereafter, in spite of the envious, Isabetta had her gallant to see her, the others, that lacked 

lovers, doing in secret the best they might to push their fortunes. 

  



NOVEL III. — Master Simone, at the instance of Bruno and Buffalmacco and Nello, makes 

Calandrino believe that he is with child. Calandrino, accordingly, gives them capons and money 

for medicines, and is cured without being delivered. — 

When Elisa had ended her story, and all had given thanks to God that He had vouchsafed the 

young nun a happy escape from the fangs of her envious companions, the queen bade Filostrato 

follow suit; and without expecting a second command, thus Filostrato began:—Fairest my ladies, 

the uncouth judge from the Marches, of whom I told you yesterday, took from the tip of my 

tongue a story of Calandrino, which I was on the point of narrating: and as nought can be said of 

him without mightily enhancing our jollity, albeit not a little has already been said touching him 

and his comrades, I will now give you the story which I had meant yesterday to give you. Who 

they were, this Calandrino and the others that I am to tell of in this story, has already been 

sufficiently explained; wherefore, without more ado, I say that one of Calandrino's aunts having 

died, leaving him two hundred pounds in petty cash, Calandrino gave out that he was minded to 

purchase an estate, and, as if he had had ten thousand florins of gold to invest, engaged every 

broker in Florence to treat for him, the negotiation always falling through, as soon as the price 

was named. Bruno and Buffalmacco, knowing what was afoot, told him again and again that he 

had better give himself a jolly time with them than go about buying earth as if he must needs 

make pellets;(1) but so far were they from effecting their purpose, that they could not even 

prevail upon him to give them a single meal. Whereat as one day they grumbled, being joined by 

a comrade of theirs, one Nello, also a painter, they all three took counsel how they might wet 

their whistle at Calandrino's expense; and, their plan being soon concerted, the next morning 

Calandrino was scarce gone out, when Nello met him, saying:—"Good day, Calandrino:" 

whereto Calandrino replied:—"God give thee a good day and a good year." Nello then drew back 

a little, and looked him steadily in the face, until:—"What seest thou to stare at?" quoth 

Calandrino. "Hadst thou no pain in the night?" returned Nello; "thou seemest not thyself to me." 

Which Calandrino no sooner heard, than he began to be disquieted, and:—"Alas! How sayst 

thou?" quoth he. "What tak'st thou to be the matter with me?" "Why, as to that I have nothing to 

say," returned Nello; "but thou seemest to be quite changed: perchance 'tis not what I suppose;" 

and with that he left him. 

Calandrino, anxious, though he could not in the least have said why, went on; and soon 

Buffalmacco, who was not far off, and had observed him part from Nello, made up to him, and 

greeted him, asking him if he was not in pain. "I cannot say," replied Calandrino; "'twas but now 

that Nello told me that I looked quite changed: can it be that there is aught the matter with me?" 

"Aught?" quoth Buffalmacco, "ay, indeed, there might be a trifle the matter with thee. Thou 

look'st to be half dead, man." Calandrino now began to think he must have a fever. And then up 

came Bruno; and the first thing he said was:—"Why, Calandrino, how ill thou look'st! thy 

appearance is that of a corpse. How dost thou feel?" To be thus accosted by all three left no 



doubt in Calandrino's mind that he was ill, and so:—"What shall I do?" quoth he, in a great 

fright. "My advice," replied Bruno, "is that thou go home and get thee to bed and cover thee well 

up, and send thy water to Master Simone, who, as thou knowest, is such a friend of ours. He will 

tell thee at once what thou must do; and we will come to see thee, and will do aught that may be 

needful." And Nello then joining them, they all three went home with Calandrino, who, now 

quite spent, went straight to his room, and said to his wife:—"Come now, wrap me well up; I feel 

very ill." And so he laid himself on the bed, and sent a maid with his water to Master Simone, 

who had then his shop in the Mercato Vecchio, at the sign of the pumpkin. Whereupon quoth 

Bruno to his comrades:—"You will stay here with him, and I will go hear what the doctor has to 

say, and if need be, will bring him hither." "Prithee, do so, my friend," quoth Calandrino, "and 

bring me word how it is with me, for I feel as how I cannot say in my inside." So Bruno hied him 

to Master Simone, and before the maid arrived with the water, told him what was afoot. The 

Master, thus primed, inspected the water, and then said to the maid:—"Go tell Calandrino to 

keep himself very warm, and I will come at once, and let him know what is the matter with him, 

and what he must do." With which message the maid was scarce returned, when the Master and 

Bruno arrived, and the Master, having seated himself beside Calandrino, felt his pulse, and by 

and by, in the presence of his wife, said:—"Harkye, Calandrino, I speak to thee as a friend, and I 

tell thee that what is amiss with thee is just that thou art with child." Whereupon Calandrino 

cried out querulously:—"Woe's me! 'Tis thy doing, Tessa, for that thou must needs be 

uppermost: I told thee plainly what would come of it," Whereat the lady, being not a little 

modest, coloured from brow to neck, and with downcast eyes, withdrew from the room, saying 

never a word by way of answer. Calandrino ran on in the same plaintive strain:—"Alas! woe's 

me! What shall I do? How shall I be delivered of this child? What passage can it find? Ah! I see 

only too plainly that the lasciviousness of this wife of mine has been the death of me: God make 

her as wretched as I would fain be happy! Were I as well as I am not, I would get me up and 

thrash her, till I left not a whole bone in her body, albeit it does but serve me right for letting her 

get the upper place; but if I do win through this, she shall never have it again; verily she might 

pine to death for it, but she should not have it." 

Which to hear, Bruno and Buffalmacco and Nello were like to burst with suppressed laughter, 

and Master Scimmione(2) laughed so frantically, that all his teeth were ready to start from his 

jaws. However, at length, in answer to Calandrino's appeals and entreaties for counsel and 

succour:—"Calandrino," quoth the Master, "thou mayst dismiss thy fears, for, God be praised, 

we were apprised of thy state in such good time that with but little trouble, in the course of a few 

days, I shall set thee right; but 'twill cost a little." "Woe's me," returned Calandrino, "be it so, 

Master, for the love of God: I have here two hundred pounds, with which I had thoughts of 

buying an estate: take them all, all, if you must have all, so only I may escape being delivered, 

for I know not how I should manage it, seeing that women, albeit 'tis much easier for them, do 



make such a noise in the hour of their labour, that I misdoubt me, if I suffered so, I should die 

before I was delivered." "Disquiet not thyself," said the doctor: "I will have a potion distilled for 

thee; of rare virtue it is, and not a little palatable, and in the course of three days 'twill purge thee 

of all, and leave thee in better fettle than a fish; but thou wilt do well to be careful thereafter, and 

commit no such indiscretions again. Now to make this potion we must have three pair of good fat 

capons, and, for divers other ingredients, thou wilt give one of thy friends here five pounds in 

small change to purchase them, and thou wilt have everything sent to my shop, and so, please 

God, I will send thee this distilled potion to-morrow morning, and thou wilt take a good 

beakerful each time." Whereupon:—"Be it as you bid, Master mine," quoth Calandrino, and 

handing Bruno five pounds, and money enough to purchase three pair of capons, he begged him, 

if it were not too much trouble, to do him the service to buy these things for him. So away went 

the doctor, and made a little decoction by way of draught, and sent it him. Bruno bought the 

capons and all else that was needed to furnish forth the feast, with which he and his comrades 

and the doctor regaled them. Calandrino drank of the decoction for three mornings, after which 

he had a visit from his friends and the doctor, who felt his pulse, and then:—"Beyond a doubt, 

Calandrino," quoth he, "thou art cured, and so thou hast no more occasion to keep indoors, but 

needst have no fear to do whatever thou hast a mind to." Much relieved, Calandrino got up, and 

resumed his accustomed way of life, and, wherever he found any one to talk to, was loud in 

praise of Master Simone for the excellent manner in which he had cured him, causing him in 

three days without the least suffering to be quit of his pregnancy. And Bruno and Buffalmacco 

and Nello were not a little pleased with themselves that they had so cleverly got the better of 

Calandrino's niggardliness, albeit Monna Tessa, who was not deceived, murmured not a little 

against her husband. 

(1) I.e. bolts of clay for the cross-bow. 

(2) I.e. great ape: with a play on Simone. 

  



NOVEL IV. — Cecco, son of Messer Fortarrigo, loses his all at play at Buonconvento, besides 

the money of Cecco, son of Messer Angiulieri; whom, running after him in his shirt and crying 

out that he has robbed him, he causes to be taken by peasants: he then puts on his clothes, 

mounts his palfrey, and leaves him to follow in his shirt. — 

All the company laughed beyond measure to hear what Calandrino said touching his wife: but, 

when Filostrato had done, Neifile, being bidden by the queen, thus began:—Noble ladies, were it 

not more difficult for men to evince their good sense and virtue than their folly and their vice, 

many would labour in vain to set bounds to their flow of words: whereof you have had a most 

conspicuous example in poor blundering Calandrino, who, for the better cure of that with which 

in his simplicity he supposed himself to be afflicted, had no sort of need to discover in public his 

wife's secret pleasures. Which affair has brought to my mind one that fell out contrariwise, 

inasmuch as the guile of one discomfited the good sense of another to the grievous loss and 

shame of the discomfited: the manner whereof I am minded to relate to you. 

'Tis not many years since there were in Siena two young men, both of age, and both alike 

named Cecco, the one being son of Messer Angiulieri, the other of Messer Fortarrigo. Who, 

albeit in many other respects their dispositions accorded ill, agreed so well in one, to wit, that 

they both hated their fathers, that they became friends, and kept much together. Now Angiulieri, 

being a pretty fellow, and well-mannered, could not brook to live at Siena on the allowance made 

him by his father, and learning that there was come into the March of Ancona, as legate of the 

Pope, a cardinal, to whom he was much bounden, resolved to resort to him there, thinking 

thereby to improve his circumstances. So, having acquainted his father with his purpose, he 

prevailed upon him to give him there and then all that he would have given him during the next 

six months, that he might have the wherewith to furnish himself with apparel and a good mount, 

so as to travel in a becoming manner. And as he was looking out for some one to attend him as 

his servant, Fortarrigo, hearing of it, came presently to him and besought him with all 

earnestness to take him with him as his groom, or servant, or what he would, and he would be 

satisfied with his keep, without any salary whatsoever. Whereto Angiulieri made answer that he 

was not disposed to take him, not but that he well knew that he was competent for any service 

that might be required of him, but because he was given to play, and therewithal would at times 

get drunk. Fortarrigo assured him with many an oath that he would be on his guard to commit 

neither fault, and added thereto such instant entreaties, that Angiulieri was, as it were, 

vanquished, and consented. So one morning they took the road for Buonconvento, being minded 

there to breakfast. Now when Angiulieri had breakfasted, as 'twas a very hot day, he had a bed 

made in the inn, and having undressed with Fortarrigo's help, he composed himself to sleep, 

telling Fortarrigo to call him on the stroke of none. Angiulieri thus sleeping, Fortarrigo repaired 

to the tavern, where, having slaked his thirst, he sate down to a game with some that were there, 

who speedily won from him all his money, and thereafter in like manner all the clothes he had on 



his back: wherefore he, being anxious to retrieve his losses, went, stripped as he was to his shirt, 

to the room where lay Angiulieri; and seeing that he was sound asleep, he took from his purse all 

the money that he had, and so went back to the gaming-table, and staked it, and lost it all, as he 

had his own. 

By and by Angiulieri awoke, and got up, and dressed, and called for Fortarrigo; and as 

Fortarrigo answered not, he supposed that he must have had too much to drink, and be sleeping it 

off somewhere, as was his wont. He accordingly determined to leave him alone; and doubting 

not to find a better servant at Corsignano, he let saddle his palfrey and attach the valise; but 

when, being about to depart, he would have paid the host, never a coin could he come by. 

Whereat there was no small stir, so that all the inn was in an uproar, Angiulieri averring that he 

had been robbed in the house, and threatening to have them all arrested and taken to Siena; 

when, lo, who should make his appearance but Fortarrigo in his shirt, intent now to steal the 

clothes, as he had stolen the moneys, of Angiulieri? And marking that Angiulieri was accoutred 

for the road:—"How is this, Angiulieri?" quoth he. "Are we to start so soon? Nay, but wait a 

little. One will be here presently that has my doublet in pawn for thirty-eight soldi; I doubt not he 

will return it me for thirty-five soldi, if I pay money down." And while they were yet talking, in 

came one that made it plain to Angiulieri that 'twas Fortarrigo that had robbed him of his money, 

for he told him the amount that Fortarrigo had lost. Whereat Angiulieri, in a towering passion, 

rated Fortarrigo right soundly, and, but that he stood more in fear of man than of God, would 

have suited action to word; and so, threatening to have him hanged by the neck and proclaimed 

an outlaw at the gallows-tree of Siena, he mounted his horse. 

Fortarrigo, making as if 'twas not to him, but to another, that Angiulieri thus spoke, made 

answer:—"Come now, Angiulieri, we were best have done with all this idle talk, and consider 

the matter of substance: we can redeem for thirty-five soldi, if we pay forthwith, but if we wait 

till to-morrow, we shall not get off with less than thirty-eight, the full amount of the loan; and 'tis 

because I staked by his advice that he will make me this allowance. Now why should not we 

save these three soldi?" Whereat Angiulieri waxed well-nigh desperate, more particularly that he 

marked that the bystanders were scanning him suspiciously, as if, so far from understanding that 

Fortarrigo had staked and lost his, Angiulieri's money, they gave him credit for still being in 

funds: so he cried out:—"What have I to do with thy doublet? 'Tis high time thou wast hanged by 

the neck, that, not content with robbing me and gambling away my money, thou must needs also 

keep me in parley here and make mock of me, when I would fain be gone." Fortarrigo, however, 

still persisted in making believe that Angiulieri did not mean this for him, and only said:—"Nay, 

but why wilt not thou save me these three soldi? Think'st thou I can be of no more use to thee? 

Prithee, an thou lov'st me, do me this turn. Wherefore in such a hurry? We have time enough to 

get to Torrenieri this evening. Come now, out with thy purse. Thou knowest I might search Siena 

through, and not find a doublet that would suit me so well as this: and for all I let him have it for 



thirty-eight soldi, 'tis worth forty or more; so thou wilt wrong me twice over." Vexed beyond 

measure that, after robbing him, Fortarrigo should now keep him clavering about the matter, 

Angiulieri made no answer, but turned his horse's head, and took the road for Torrenieri. But 

Fortarrigo with cunning malice trotted after him in his shirt, and 'twas still his doublet, his 

doublet, that he would have of him: and when they had thus ridden two good miles, and 

Angiulieri was forcing the pace to get out of earshot of his pestering, Fortarrigo espied some 

husbandmen in a field beside the road a little ahead of Angiulieri, and fell a shouting to them 

amain:—"Take thief! take thief!" Whereupon they came up with their spades and their mattocks, 

and barred Angiulieri's way, supposing that he must have robbed the man that came shouting 

after him in his shirt, and stopped him and apprehended him; and little indeed did it avail him to 

tell them who he was, and how the matter stood. For up came Fortarrigo with a wrathful air, 

and:—"I know not," quoth he, "why I spare to kill thee on the spot, traitor, thief that thou art, 

thus to despoil me and give me the slip!" And then, turning to the peasants:—"You see, 

gentlemen," quoth he, "in what a trim he left me in the inn, after gambling away all that he had 

with him and on him. Well indeed may I say that under God 'tis to you I owe it that I have thus 

come by my own again: for which cause I shall ever be beholden to you." Angiulieri also had his 

say; but his words passed unheeded. Fortarrigo with the help of the peasants compelled him to 

dismount; and having stripped him, donned his clothes, mounted his horse, and leaving him 

barefoot and in his shirt, rode back to Siena, giving out on all hands that he had won the palfrey 

and the clothes from Angiulieri. So Angiulieri, having thought to present himself to the cardinal 

in the March a wealthy man, returned to Buonconvento poor and in his shirt; and being ashamed 

for the time to shew himself in Siena, pledged the nag that Fortarrigo had ridden for a suit of 

clothes, and betook him to his kinsfolk at Corsignano, where he tarried, until he received a fresh 

supply of money from his father. Thus, then, Fortarrigo's guile disconcerted Angiulieri's 

judicious purpose, albeit when time and occasion served, it was not left unrequited. 

  



NOVEL V. — Calandrino being enamoured of a damsel, Bruno gives him a scroll, averring that, 

if he but touch her therewith, she will go with him: he is found with her by his wife who subjects 

him to a most severe and vexatious examination. — 

So, at no great length, ended Neifile her story, which the company allowed to pass with none 

too much laughter or remark: whereupon the queen, turning to Fiammetta, bade her follow suit. 

Fiammetta, with mien most gladsome, made answer that she willingly obeyed, and thus began:—

As I doubt not, ye know, ladies most debonair, be the topic of discourse never so well worn, it 

will still continue to please, if the speaker knows how to make due choice of time and occasion 

meet. Wherefore, considering the reason for which we are here (how that 'tis to make merry and 

speed the time gaily, and that merely), I deem that there is nought that may afford us mirth and 

solace but here may find time and occasion meet, and, after serving a thousand turns of 

discourse, should still prove not unpleasing for another thousand. Wherefore, notwithstanding 

that of Calandrino and his doings not a little has from time to time been said among us, yet, 

considering that, as a while ago Filostrato observed, there is nought that concerns him that is not 

entertaining, I will make bold to add to the preceding stories another, which I might well, had I 

been minded to deviate from the truth, have disguised, and so recounted it to you, under other 

names; but as whoso in telling a story diverges from the truth does thereby in no small measure 

diminish the delight of his hearers, I purpose for the reason aforesaid to give you the narrative in 

proper form. 

Niccolo Cornacchini, one of our citizens, and a man of wealth, had among other estates a fine 

one at Camerata, on which he had a grand house built, and engaged Bruno and Buffalmacco to 

paint it throughout; in which task, for that 'twas by no means light, they associated with them 

Nello and Calandrino, and so set to work. There were a few rooms in the house provided with 

beds and other furniture, and an old female servant lived there as caretaker, but otherwise the 

house was unoccupied, for which cause Niccolo's son, Filippo, being a young man and a 

bachelor, was wont sometimes to bring thither a woman for his pleasure, and after keeping her 

there for a few days to escort her thence again. Now on one of these occasions it befell that he 

brought thither one Niccolosa, whom a vile fellow, named Mangione, kept in a house at 

Camaldoli as a common prostitute. And a fine piece of flesh she was, and wore fine clothes, and 

for one of her sort, knew how to comport herself becomingly and talk agreeably. 

Now one day at high noon forth tripped the damsel from her chamber in a white gown, her 

locks braided about her head, to wash her hands and face at a well that was in the courtyard of 

the house, and, while she was so engaged, it befell that Calandrino came there for water, and 

greeted her familiarly. Having returned his salutation, she, rather because Calandrino struck her 

as something out of the common, than for any other interest she felt in him, regarded him 

attentively. Calandrino did the like by her, and being smitten by her beauty, found reasons 



enough why he should not go back to his comrades with the water; but, as he knew not who she 

was, he made not bold to address her. She, upon whom his gaze was not lost, being minded to 

amuse herself at his expense, let her glance from time to time rest upon him, while she heaved a 

slight sigh or two. Whereby Calandrino was forthwith captivated, and tarried in the courtyard, 

until Filippo called her back into the chamber. Returned to his work, Calandrino sighed like a 

furnace: which Bruno, who was ever regardful of his doings for the diversion they afforded him, 

failed not to mark, and by and by:—"What the Devil is amiss with thee, comrade Calandrino?" 

quoth he. "Thou dost nought but puff and blow." "Comrade," replied Calandrino, "I should be in 

luck, had I but one to help me." "How so?" quoth Bruno. "Why," returned Calandrino, "'tis not to 

go farther, but there is a damsel below, fairer than a lamia, and so mightily in love with me that 

'twould astonish thee. I observed it but now, when I went to fetch the water." "Nay, but, 

Calandrino, make sure she be not Filippo's wife," quoth Bruno. "I doubt 'tis even so," replied 

Calandrino, "for he called her and she joined him in the chamber; but what signifies it? I would 

circumvent Christ Himself in such case, not to say Filippo. Of a truth, comrade, I tell thee she 

pleases me I could not say how." "Comrade," returned Bruno, "I will find out for thee who she is, 

and if she be Filippo's wife, two words from me will make it all straight for thee, for she is much 

my friend. But how shall we prevent Buffalmacco knowing it? I can never have a word with her 

but he is with me." "As to Buffalmacco," replied Calandrino: "I care not if he do know it; but let 

us make sure that it come not to Nello's ears, for he is of kin to Monna Tessa, and would spoil it 

all." Whereto:—"Thou art in the right," returned Bruno. 

Now Bruno knew what the damsel was, for he had seen her arrive, and moreover Filippo had 

told him. So, Calandrino having given over working for a while, and betaken him to her, Bruno 

acquainted Nello and Buffalmacco with the whole story; and thereupon they privily concerted 

how to entreat him in regard of this love affair. Wherefore, upon his return, quoth Bruno 

softly:—"Didst see her?" "Ay, woe's me!" replied Calandrino: "she has stricken me to the death." 

Quoth Bruno:—"I will go see if she be the lady I take her to be, and if I find that 'tis so, leave the 

rest to me." Whereupon down went Bruno, and found Filippo and the damsel, and fully apprised 

them what sort of fellow Calandrino was, and what he had told them, and concerted with them 

what each should do and say, that they might have a merry time together over Calandrino's love 

affair. He then rejoined Calandrino, saying:—"'Tis the very same; and therefore the affair needs 

very delicate handling, for, if Filippo were but ware thereof, not all Arno's waters would suffice 

to cleanse us. However, what should I say to her from thee, if by chance I should get speech of 

her?" "I'faith," replied Calandrino, "why, first, first of all, thou wilt tell her that I wish her a 

thousand bushels of the good seed of generation, and then that I am her servant, and if she is fain 

of—aught—thou tak'st me?" "Ay," quoth Bruno, "leave it to me." 

Supper-time came; and, the day's work done, they went down into the courtyard, Filippo and 

Niccolosa being there, and there they tarried a while to advance Calandrino's suit. Calandrino's 



gaze was soon riveted on Niccolosa, and such and so strange and startling were the gestures that 

he made that they would have given sight to the blind. She on her part used all her arts to inflame 

his passion, primed as she had been by Bruno, and diverted beyond measure as she was by 

Calandrino's antics, while Filippo, Buffalmacco and the rest feigned to be occupied in converse, 

and to see nought of what passed. However, after a while, to Calandrino's extreme disgust, they 

took their leave; and as they bent their steps towards Florence:—"I warrant thee," quoth Bruno to 

Calandrino, "she wastes away for thee like ice in the sunlight; by the body o' God, if thou wert to 

bring thy rebeck, and sing her one or two of thy love-songs, she'd throw herself out of window to 

be with thee." Quoth Calandrino:—"Think'st thou, comrade, think'st thou, 'twere well I brought 

it?" "Ay, indeed," returned Bruno. Whereupon:—"Ah! comrade," quoth Calandrino, "so thou 

wouldst not believe me when I told thee to-day? Of a truth I perceive there's ne'er another knows 

so well what he would be at as I. Who but I would have known how so soon to win the love of a 

lady like that? Lucky indeed might they deem themselves, if they did it, those young gallants that 

go about, day and night, up and down, a strumming on the one-stringed viol, and would not 

know how to gather a handful of nuts once in a millennium. Mayst thou be by to see when I 

bring her the rebeck! thou wilt see fine sport. List well what I say: I am not so old as I look; and 

she knows it right well: ay, and anyhow I will soon let her know it, when I come to grapple her. 

By the very body of Christ I will have such sport with her, that she will follow me as any love-

sick maid follows her swain." "Oh!" quoth Bruno, "I doubt not thou wilt make her thy prey: and I 

seem to see thee bite her dainty vermeil mouth and her cheeks, that shew as twin roses, with thy 

teeth, that are as so many lute-pegs, and afterwards devour her bodily." So encouraged, 

Calandrino fancied himself already in action, and went about singing and capering in such high 

glee that 'twas as if he would burst his skin. And so next day he brought the rebeck, and to the no 

small amusement of all the company sang several songs to her. And, in short, by frequently 

seeing her, he waxed so mad with passion that he gave over working; and a thousand times a day 

he would run now to the window, now to the door, and anon to the courtyard on the chance of 

catching sight of her; nor did she, astutely following Bruno's instructions, fail to afford him 

abundance of opportunity. Bruno played the go-between, bearing him her answers to all his 

messages, and sometimes bringing him messages from her. When she was not at home, which 

was most frequently the case, he would send him letters from her, in which she gave great 

encouragement to his hopes, at the same time giving him to understand that she was at the house 

of her kinsfolk, where as yet he might not visit her. 

On this wise Bruno and Buffalmacco so managed the affair as to divert themselves 

inordinately, causing him to send her, as at her request, now an ivory comb, now a purse, now a 

little knife, and other such dainty trifles; in return for which they brought him, now and again, a 

counterfeit ring of no value, with which Calandrino was marvellously pleased. And Calandrino, 

to stimulate their zeal in his interest, would entertain them hospitably at table, and otherwise 



flatter them. Now, when they had thus kept him in play for two good months, and the affair was 

just where it had been, Calandrino, seeing that the work was coming to an end, and bethinking 

him that, if it did so before he had brought his love affair to a successful issue, he must give up 

all hopes of ever so doing, began to be very instant and importunate with Bruno. So, in the 

presence of the damsel, and by preconcert with her and Filippo, quoth Bruno to Calandrino:—

"Harkye, comrade, this lady has vowed to me a thousand times that she will do as thou wouldst 

have her, and as, for all that, she does nought to pleasure thee, I am of opinion that she leads thee 

by the nose: wherefore, as she keeps not her promises, we will make her do so, willy-nilly, if 

thou art so minded." "Nay, but, for the love of God, so be it," replied Calandrino, "and that 

speedily." "Darest thou touch her, then, with a scroll that I shall give thee?" quoth Bruno. "I 

dare," replied Calandrino. "Fetch me, then," quoth Bruno, "a bit of the skin of an unborn lamb, a 

live bat, three grains of incense, and a blessed candle; and leave the rest to me." To catch the bat 

taxed all Calandrino's art and craft for the whole of the evening; but having at length taken him, 

he brought him with the other matters to Bruno: who, having withdrawn into a room by himself, 

wrote on the skin some cabalistic jargon, and handed it to him, saying:—"Know, Calandrino, 

that, if thou touch her with this scroll, she will follow thee forthwith, and do whatever thou shalt 

wish. Wherefore, should Filippo go abroad to-day, get thee somehow up to her, and touch her; 

and then go into the barn that is hereby—'tis the best place we have, for never a soul goes 

there—and thou wilt see that she will come there too. When she is there, thou wottest well what 

to do." Calandrino, overjoyed as ne'er another, took the scroll, saying only:—"Comrade, leave 

that to me." 

Now Nello, whom Calandrino mistrusted, entered with no less zest than the others into the 

affair, and was their confederate for Calandrino's discomfiture; accordingly by Bruno's direction 

he hied to Florence, and finding Monna Tessa:—"Thou hast scarce forgotten, Tessa," quoth he, 

"what a beating Calandrino gave thee, without the least cause, that day when he came home with 

the stones from Mugnone; for which I would have thee be avenged, and, so thou wilt not, call me 

no more kinsman or friend. He is fallen in love with a lady up there, who is abandoned enough to 

go closeting herself not seldom with him, and 'tis but a short while since they made assignation 

to forgather forthwith: so I would have thee go there, and surprise him in the act, and give him a 

sound trouncing." Which when the lady heard, she deemed it no laughing matter; but started up 

and broke out with:—"Alas, the arrant knave! is't thus he treats me? By the Holy Rood, never 

fear but I will pay him out!" And wrapping herself in her cloak, and taking a young woman with 

her for companion, she sped more at a run than at a walk, escorted by Nello, up to Camerata. 

Bruno, espying her from afar, said to Filippo:—"Lo, here comes our friend." Whereupon Filippo 

went to the place where Calandrino and the others were at work, and said:—"My masters, I must 

needs go at once to Florence; slacken not on that account." And so off he went, and hid himself 

where, unobserved, he might see what Calandrino would do. Calandrino waited only until he saw 



that Filippo was at some distance, and then he went down into the courtyard, where he found 

Niccolosa alone, and fell a talking with her. She, knowing well what she had to do, drew close to 

him, and shewed him a little more familiarity than she was wont: whereupon Calandrino touched 

her with the scroll, and having so done, saying never a word, bent his steps towards the barn, 

whither Niccolosa followed him, and being entered, shut the door, and forthwith embraced him, 

threw him down on the straw that lay there, and got astride of him, and holding him fast by the 

arms about the shoulders, suffered him not to approach his face to hers, but gazing upon him, as 

if he were the delight of her heart:—"O Calandrino, sweet my Calandrino," quoth she, "heart of 

my body, my very soul, my bliss, my consolation, ah! how long have I yearned to hold thee in 

my arms and have thee all my own! Thy endearing ways have utterly disarmed me; thou hast 

made prize of my heart with thy rebeck. Do I indeed hold thee in mine embrace?" Calandrino, 

scarce able to move, murmured:—"Ah! sweet my soul, suffer me to kiss thee." Whereto:—"Nay, 

but thou art too hasty," replied Niccolosa. "Let me first feast mine eyes on thee; let me but sate 

them with this sweet face of thine." 

Meanwhile Bruno and Buffalmacco had joined Filippo, so that what passed was seen and 

heard by all three. And while Calandrino was thus intent to kiss Niccolosa, lo, up came Nello 

with Monna Tessa. "By God, I swear they are both there," ejaculated Nello, as they entered the 

doorway; but the lady, now fairly furious, laid hold of him and thrust him aside, and rushing in, 

espied Niccolosa astride of Calandrino. Niccolosa no sooner caught sight of the lady, than up she 

jumped, and in a trice was beside Filippo. Monna Tessa fell upon Calandrino, who was still on 

the floor, planted her nails in his face, and scratched it all over: she then seized him by the hair, 

and hauling him to and fro about the barn:—"Foul, pestilent cur," quoth she, "is this the way thou 

treatest me? Thou old fool! A murrain on the love I have borne thee! Hast thou not enough to do 

at home, that thou must needs go falling in love with strange women? And a fine lover thou 

wouldst make! Dost not know thyself, knave? Dost not know thyself, wretch? Thou, from whose 

whole body 'twere not possible to wring enough sap for a sauce! God's faith, 'twas not Tessa that 

got thee with child: God's curse on her, whoever she was: verily she must be a poor creature to 

be enamoured of a jewel of thy rare quality." At sight of his wife, Calandrino, suspended, as it 

were, between life and death, ventured no defence; but, his face torn to shreds, his hair and 

clothes all disordered, fumbled about for his capuche, which having found, up he got, and 

humbly besought his wife not to publish the matter, unless she were minded that he should be cut 

to pieces, for that she that was with him was the wife of the master of the house. "Then God give 

her a bad year," replied the lady. Whereupon Bruno and Buffalmacco, who by this time had 

laughed their fill with Filippo and Niccolosa, came up as if attracted by the noise; and after not a 

little ado pacified the lady, and counselled Calandrino to go back to Florence, and stay there, lest 

Filippo should get wind of the affair, and do him a mischief. So Calandrino, crestfallen and 

woebegone, got him back to Florence with his face torn to shreds; where, daring not to shew 



himself at Camerata again, he endured day and night the grievous torment of his wife's 

vituperation. Such was the issue, to which, after ministering not a little mirth to his comrades, as 

also to Niccolosa and Filippo, this ardent lover brought his amour. 

  



NOVEL VI. — Two young men lodge at an inn, of whom the one lies with the host's daughter, his 

wife by inadvertence lying with the other. He that lay with the daughter afterwards gets into her 

father's bed and tells him all, taking him to be his comrade. They bandy words: whereupon the 

good woman, apprehending the circumstances, gets her to bed with her daughter, and by divers 

apt words re-establishes perfect accord. — 

Calandrino as on former occasions, so also on this, moved the company to laughter. However, 

when the ladies had done talking of his doings, the queen called for a story from Pamfilo, who 

thus spoke:—Worshipful ladies, this Niccolosa, that Calandrino loved, has brought to my mind a 

story of another Niccolosa; which I am minded to tell you, because 'twill shew you how a good 

woman by her quick apprehension avoided a great scandal. 

In the plain of Mugnone there was not long ago a good man that furnished travellers with meat 

and drink for money, and, for that he was in poor circumstances, and had but a little house, gave 

not lodging to every comer, but only to a few that he knew, and if they were hard bested. Now 

the good man had to wife a very fine woman, and by her had two children, to wit, a pretty and 

winsome girl of some fifteen or sixteen summers, as yet unmarried, and a little boy, not yet one 

year old, whom the mother suckled at her own breast. The girl had found favour in the eyes of a 

goodly and mannerly young gentleman of our city, who was not seldom in those parts, and loved 

her to the point of passion. And she, being mightily flattered to be loved by such a gallant, 

studied how to comport herself so debonairly as to retain his regard, and while she did so, grew 

likewise enamoured of him; and divers times, by consent of both their love had had its fruition, 

but that Pinuccio—such was the gallant's name—shrank from the disgrace that 'twould bring 

upon the girl and himself alike. But, as his passion daily waxed apace, Pinuccio, yearning to find 

himself abed with her, bethought him that he were best contrive to lodge with her father, 

deeming, from what he knew of her father's economy, that, if he did so, he might effect his 

purpose, and never a soul be the wiser: which idea no sooner struck him, than he set about 

carrying it into effect. 

So, late one evening Pinuccio and a trusty comrade, Adriano by name, to whom he had 

confided his love, hired two nags, and having set upon them two valises, filled with straw or 

such-like stuff, sallied forth of Florence, and rode by a circuitous route to the plain of Mugnone, 

which they reached after nightfall; and having fetched a compass, so that it might seem as if they 

were coming from Romagna, they rode up to the good man's house, and knocked at the door. 

The good man, knowing them both very well, opened to them forthwith: whereupon:—"Thou 

must even put us up to-night," quoth Pinuccio; "we thought to get into Florence, but, for all the 

speed we could make, we are but arrived here, as thou seest, at this hour." "Pinuccio," replied the 

host, "thou well knowest that I can but make a sorry shift to lodge gentlemen like you; but yet, as 

night has overtaken you here, and time serves not to betake you elsewhere, I will gladly give you 



such accommodation as I may." The two gallants then dismounted and entered the inn, and 

having first looked to their horses, brought out some supper that they had carried with them, and 

supped with the host. 

Now the host had but one little bedroom, in which were three beds, set, as conveniently as he 

could contrive, two on one side of the room, and the third on the opposite side, but, for all that, 

there was scarce room enough to pass through. The host had the least discomfortable of the three 

beds made up for the two friends; and having quartered them there, some little while afterwards, 

both being awake, but feigning to be asleep, he caused his daughter to get into one of the other 

two beds, while he and his wife took their places in the third, the good woman setting the cradle, 

in which was her little boy, beside the bed. Such, then, being the partition made of the beds, 

Pinuccio, who had taken exact note thereof, waited only until he deemed all but himself to be 

asleep, and then got softly up and stole to the bed in which lay his beloved, and laid himself 

beside her; and she according him albeit a timorous yet a gladsome welcome, he stayed there, 

taking with her that solace of which both were most fain. 

Pinuccio being thus with the girl, it chanced that certain things, being overset by a cat, fell 

with a noise that aroused the good woman, who, fearing that it might be a matter of more 

consequence, got up as best she might in the dark, and betook her to the place whence the noise 

seemed to proceed. At the same time Adriano, not by reason of the noise, which he heeded not, 

but perchance to answer the call of nature, also got up, and questing about for a convenient place, 

came upon the cradle beside the good woman's bed; and not being able otherwise to go by, took 

it up, and set it beside his own bed, and when he had accomplished his purpose, went back, and 

giving never a thought to the cradle got him to bed. The good woman searched until she found 

that the accident was no such matter as she had supposed; so without troubling to strike a light to 

investigate it further, she reproved the cat, and returned to the room, and groped her way straight 

to the bed in which her husband lay asleep; but not finding the cradle there, quoth she to 

herself:—Alas! blunderer that I am, what was I about? God's faith! I was going straight to the 

guests' bed; and proceeding a little further, she found the cradle, and laid herself down by 

Adriano in the bed that was beside it, taking Adriano for her husband; and Adriano, who was still 

awake, received her with all due benignity, and tackled her more than once to her no small 

delight. 

Meanwhile Pinuccio fearing lest sleep should overtake him while he was yet with his mistress, 

and having satisfied his desire, got up and left her, to return to his bed; but when he got there, 

coming upon the cradle, he supposed that 'twas the host's bed; and so going a little further, he 

laid him down beside the host, who thereupon awoke. Supposing that he had Adriano beside 

him:—"I warrant thee," quoth Pinuccio to the host, "there was never so sweet a piece of flesh as 

Niccolosa: by the body of God, such delight have I had of her as never had man of woman; and, 



mark me, since I left thee, I have gotten me up to the farm some six times." Which tidings the 

host being none too well pleased to learn, said first of all to himself:—What the Devil does this 

fellow here? Then, his resentment getting the better of his prudence:—"'Tis a gross affront thou 

hast put upon me, Pinuccio," quoth he; "nor know I what occasion thou hast to do me such a 

wrong; but by the body of God I will pay thee out." Pinuccio, who was not the most discreet of 

gallants, albeit he was now apprised of his error, instead of doing his best to repair it, retorted:—

"And how wilt thou pay me out? What canst thou do?" "Hark what high words our guests are at 

together!" quoth meanwhile the host's wife to Adriano, deeming that she spoke to her husband. 

"Let them be," replied Adriano with a laugh:—"God give them a bad year: they drank too much 

yestereve." The good woman had already half recognized her husband's angry tones, and now 

that she heard Adriano's voice, she at once knew where she was and with whom. Accordingly, 

being a discreet woman, she started up, and saying never a word, took her child's cradle, and, 

though there was not a ray of light in the room, bore it, divining rather than feeling her way, to 

the side of the bed in which her daughter slept; and then, as if aroused by the noise made by her 

husband, she called him, and asked what he and Pinuccio were bandying words about. "Hearest 

thou not," replied the husband, "what he says he has this very night done to Niccolosa?" "Tush! 

he lies in the throat," returned the good woman: "he has not lain with Niccolosa; for what time he 

might have done so, I laid me beside her myself, and I have been wide awake ever since; and 

thou art a fool to believe him. You men take so many cups before going to bed that then you 

dream, and walk in your sleep, and imagine wonders. 'Tis a great pity you do not break your 

necks. What does Pinuccio there? Why keeps he not in his own bed?" 

Whereupon Adriano, in his turn, seeing how adroitly the good woman cloaked her own and 

her daughter's shame:—"Pinuccio," quoth he, "I have told thee a hundred times, that thou 

shouldst not walk about at night; for this thy bad habit of getting up in thy dreams and relating 

thy dreams for truth will get thee into a scrape some time or another: come back, and God send 

thee a bad night." Hearing Adriano thus confirm what his wife had said, the host began to think 

that Pinuccio must be really dreaming; so he took him by the shoulder, and fell a shaking him, 

and calling him by his name, saying:—"Pinuccio, wake up, and go back to thy bed." Pinuccio, 

taking his cue from what he had heard, began as a dreamer would be like to do, to talk 

wanderingly; whereat the host laughed amain. Then, feigning to be aroused by the shaking, 

Pinuccio uttered Adriano's name, saying:—"Is't already day, that thou callest me?" "Ay, 'tis so," 

quoth Adriano: "come hither." Whereupon Pinuccio, making as if he were mighty drowsy, got 

him up from beside the host, and back to bed with Adriano. On the morrow, when they were 

risen, the host fell a laughing and making merry touching Pinuccio and his dreams. And so the 

jest passed from mouth to mouth, while the gallants' horses were groomed and saddled, and their 

valises adjusted: which done, they drank with the host, mounted and rode to Florence, no less 

pleased with the manner than with the matter of the night's adventure. Nor, afterwards, did 



Pinuccio fail to find other means of meeting Niccolosa, who assured her mother that he had 

unquestionably dreamed. For which cause the good woman, calling to mind Adriano's embrace, 

accounted herself the only one that had watched. 

  



NOVEL VII. — Talano di Molese dreams that a wolf tears and rends all the neck and face of his 

wife: he gives her warning thereof, which she heeds not, and the dream comes true. — 

When Pamfilo had brought his story to a close, and all had commended the good woman's 

quick perception, the queen bade Pampinea tell hers; and thus Pampinea began:—A while ago, 

debonair my ladies, we held discourse of the truths that dreams shew forth, which not a few of us 

deride; for which cause, albeit the topic has been handled before, I shall not spare to tell you that 

which not long ago befell a neighbour of mine, for that she disbelieved a dream that her husband 

had. 

I wot not if you knew Talano di Molese, a man right worthy to be had in honour; who, having 

married a young wife—Margarita by name—fair as e'er another, but without her match for 

whimsical, fractious, and perverse humours, insomuch that there was nought she would do at the 

instance of another, either for his or her own good, found her behaviour most grievous to bear, 

but was fain to endure what he might not cure. Now it so befell that Talano and Margarita being 

together at an estate that Talano had in the contado, he, sleeping, saw in a dream a very beautiful 

wood that was on the estate at no great distance from the house, and his lady there walking. And 

as she went, there leapt forth upon her a huge and fierce wolf that griped her by the throat, and 

bore her down to the ground, and (she shrieking the while for succour) would have carried her 

off by main force; but she got quit of his jaws, albeit her neck and face shewed as quite 

disfigured. On the morrow, as soon as he was risen, Talano said to his wife:—"Albeit for thy 

perversity I have not yet known a single good day with thee, yet I should be sorry, wife, that 

harm should befall thee; and therefore, if thou take my advice, thou wilt not stir out of doors to-

day." "Wherefore?" quoth the lady; and thereupon he recounted to her all his dream. 

The lady shook her head, saying:—"Who means ill, dreams ill. Thou makest as if thou wast 

mighty tender of me, but thou bodest of me in thy dream that which thou wouldst fain see betide 

me. I warrant thee that to-day and all days I will have a care to avoid this or any other calamity 

that might gladden thy heart." Whereupon:—"Well wist I," replied Talano, "that thou wouldst so 

say, for such is ever the requital of those that comb scurfy heads; but whatever thou mayst be 

pleased to believe, I for my part speak to thee for thy good, and again I advise thee to keep 

indoors to-day, or at least not to walk in the wood." "Good," returned the lady, "I will look to it," 

and then she began communing with herself on this wise:—Didst mark how artfully he thinks to 

have scared me from going into the wood to-day? Doubtless 'tis that he has an assignation there 

with some light o' love, with whom he had rather I did not find him. Ah! he would sup well with 

the blind, and what a fool were I to believe him! But I warrant he will be disappointed, and needs 

must I, though I stay there all day long, see what commerce it is that he will adventure in to-day. 



Having so said, she quitted the house on one side, while her husband did so on the other; and 

forthwith, shunning observation as best she might, she hied her to the wood, and hid her where 

'twas most dense, and there waited on the alert, and glancing, now this way and now that, to see 

if any were coming. And while thus she stood, nor ever a thought of a wolf crossed her mind, lo, 

forth of a close covert hard by came a wolf of monstrous size and appalling aspect, and scarce 

had she time to say, God help me! before he sprang upon her and griped her by the throat so 

tightly that she might not utter a cry, but, passive as any lambkin, was borne off by him, and had 

certainly been strangled, had he not encountered some shepherds, who with shouts compelled 

him to let her go. The shepherds recognized the poor hapless woman, and bore her home, where 

the physicians by dint of long and careful treatment cured her; howbeit the whole of her throat 

and part of her face remained so disfigured that, fair as she had been before, she was ever 

thereafter most foul and hideous to look upon. Wherefore, being ashamed to shew her face, she 

did many a time bitterly deplore her perversity, in that, when it would have cost her nothing, she 

would nevertheless pay no heed to the true dream of her husband. 

  



NOVEL VIII.—Biondello gulls Ciacco in the matter of a breakfast: for which prank 

Ciacco is cunningly avenged on Biondello, causing him to be shamefully 

beaten. — 

All the company by common consent pronounced it no dream but a vision that Talano had had 

in his sleep, so exactly, no circumstance lacking, had it fallen out according as he had seen it. 

However, as soon as all had done speaking, the queen bade Lauretta follow suit; which Lauretta 

did on this wise:—As, most discreet my ladies, those that have preceded me to-day have almost 

all taken their cue from somewhat that has been said before, so, prompted by the stern vengeance 

taken by the scholar in Pampinea's narrative of yesterday, I am minded to tell you of a vengeance 

that was indeed less savage, but for all that grievous enough to him on whom it was wreaked. 

Wherefore I say that there was once at Florence one that all folk called Ciacco, a man second 

to none that ever lived for inordinate gluttony, who, lacking the means to support the expenditure 

which his gluttony demanded, and being, for the rest, well-mannered and well furnished with 

excellent and merry jests, did, without turning exactly court jester, cultivate a somewhat biting 

wit, and loved to frequent the houses of the rich, and such as kept good tables; whither, bidden or 

unbidden, he not seldom resorted for breakfast or supper. There was also in those days at 

Florence one that was called Biondello, a man very short of stature, and not a little debonair, 

more trim than any fly, with his blond locks surmounted by a coif, and never a hair out of place; 

and he and Ciacco were two of a trade. 

Now one morning in Lent Biondello, being in the fish-market purchasing two mighty fat 

lampreys for Messer Vieri de' Cerchi, was observed thus engaged by Ciacco, who came up to 

him, and:—"What means this?" quoth he. "Why," replied Biondello, "'tis that yestereve Messer 

Corso Donati had three lampreys much finer than these and a sturgeon sent to his house, but as 

they did not suffice for a breakfast that he is to give certain gentlemen, he has commissioned me 

to buy him these two beside. Wilt thou not be there?" "Ay, marry, that will I," returned Ciacco. 

And in what he deemed due time he hied him to Messer Corso Donati's house, where he found 

him with some of his neighbours not yet gone to breakfast. And being asked by Messer Corso 

with what intent he was come, he answered:—"I am come, Sir, to breakfast with you and your 

company." "And welcome art thou," returned Messer Corso, "go we then to breakfast, for 'tis 

now the time." So to table they went, where nought was set before them but pease and the inward 

part of the tunny salted, and afterwards the common fish of the Arno fried. Wherefore Ciacco, 

not a little wroth at the trick that he perceived Biondello had played him, resolved to pay him 

out. And not many days after Biondello, who had meanwhile had many a laugh with his friends 

over Ciacco's discomfiture, met him, and after greeting him, asked him with a laugh what Messer 

Corso's lampreys had been like. "That question," replied Ciacco, "thou wilt be able to answer 

much better than I before eight days are gone by." And parting from Biondello upon the word, he 



went forthwith and hired a cozening rogue, and having thrust a glass bottle into his hand, brought 

him within sight of the Loggia de' Cavicciuli; and there, pointing to a knight, one Messer Filippo 

Argenti, a tall man and stout, and of a high courage, and haughty, choleric and cross-grained as 

ne'er another, he said to him:—"Thou wilt go, flask in hand, to Messer Filippo, and wilt say to 

him:—'I am sent to you, Sir, by Biondello, who entreats you to be pleased to colour this flask for 

him with some of your good red wine, for that he is minded to have a good time with his 

catamites.' And of all things have a care that he lay not hands upon thee, for he would make thee 

rue the day, and would spoil my sport." "Have I aught else to say?" enquired the rogue. "Nothing 

more," returned Ciacco: "and now get thee gone, and when thou hast delivered the message, 

bring me back the flask, and I will pay thee." 

So away went the rogue, and did the errand to Messer Filippo, who forthwith, being a hasty 

man, jumped to the conclusion that Biondello, whom he knew, was making mock of him, and 

while an angry flush overspread his face:—"Colour the flask, forsooth!" quoth he, "and 

'Catamites!' God send thee and him a bad year!" and therewith up he started, and reached 

forward to lay hold of the rogue, who, being on the alert, gave him the slip and was off, and 

reported Messer Filippo's answer to Ciacco, who had observed what had passed. Having paid the 

rogue, Ciacco rested not until he had found Biondello, to whom:—"Wast thou but now," quoth 

he, "at the Loggia de' Cavicciuli?" "Indeed no," replied Biondello: "wherefore such a question?" 

"Because," returned Ciacco, "I may tell thee that thou art sought for by Messer Filippo, for what 

cause I know not." "Good," quoth Biondello, "I will go thither and speak with him." So away 

went Biondello, and Ciacco followed him to see what course the affair would take. 

Now having failed to catch the rogue, Messer Filippo was still very wroth, and inly fumed and 

fretted, being unable to make out aught from what the rogue had said save that Biondello was set 

on by some one or another to flout him. And while thus he vexed his spirit, up came Biondello; 

whom he no sooner espied than he made for him, and dealt him a mighty blow in the face, and 

tore his hair and coif, and cast his capuche on the ground, and to his "Alas, Sir, what means 

this?" still beating him amain:—"Traitor," cried he; "I will give thee to know what it means to 

send me such a message. 'Colour the flask,' forsooth, and 'Catamites!' Dost take me for a 

stripling, to be befooled by thee?" And therewith he pummelled Biondello's face all over with a 

pair of fists that were liker to iron than aught else, until it was but a mass of bruises; he also tore 

and dishevelled all his hair, tumbled him in the mud, rent all his clothes upon his back, and that 

without allowing him breathing-space to ask why he thus used him, or so much as utter a word. 

"Colour me the flask!" and "Catamites!" rang in his ears; but what the words signified he knew 

not. In the end very badly beaten, and in very sorry and ragged trim, many folk having gathered 

around them, they, albeit not without the utmost difficulty, rescued him from Messer Filippo's 

hands, and told him why Messer Filippo had thus used him, censuring him for sending him such 

a message, and adding that thenceforth he would know Messer Filippo better, and that he was not 



a man to be trifled with. Biondello told them in tearful exculpation that he had never sent for 

wine to Messer Filippo: then, when they had put him in a little better trim, crestfallen and 

woebegone, he went home imputing his misadventure to Ciacco. And when, many days 

afterwards, the marks of his ill-usage being gone from his face, he began to go abroad again, it 

chanced that Ciacco met him, and with a laugh:—"Biondello," quoth he, "how didst thou relish 

Messer Filippo's wine?" "Why, as to that," replied Biondello, "would thou hadst relished the 

lampreys of Messer Corso as much!" "So!" returned Ciacco, "such meat as thou then gavest me, 

thou mayst henceforth give me, as often as thou art so minded; and I will give thee even such 

drink as I have given thee." So Biondello, witting that against Ciacco his might was not equal to 

his spite, prayed God for his peace, and was careful never to flout him again. 

  



NOVEL IX. — Two young men ask counsel of Solomon; the one, how he is to make himself 

beloved, the other, how he is to reduce an unruly wife to order. The King bids the one to love, 

and the other to go to the Bridge of Geese. — 

None now remained to tell save the queen, unless she were minded to infringe Dioneo's 

privilege. Wherefore, when the ladies had laughed their fill over the misfortunes of Biondello, 

thus gaily the queen began:—Observe we, lovesome ladies, the order of things with a sound 

mind, and we shall readily perceive that we women are one and all subjected by Nature and 

custom and law unto man, by him to be ruled and governed at his discretion; wherefore she, that 

would fain enjoy quietude and solace and comfort with the man to whom she belongs, ought not 

only to be chaste but lowly, patient and obedient: the which is the discreet wife's chief and most 

precious possession. And if the laws, which in all matters have regard unto the common weal, 

and use and wont or custom (call it what you will), a power very great and to be had in awe, 

should not suffice to school us thereto; yet abundantly clear is the witness of Nature, which has 

fashioned our frames delicate and sensitive, and our spirits timorous and fearful, and has decreed 

that our bodily strength shall be slight, our voices tunable, and our movements graceful; which 

qualities do all avouch that we have need of others' governance. And whoso has need of succour 

and governance ought in all reason to be obedient and submissive and reverent towards his 

governor. And whom have we to govern and succour us save men? 'Tis then our bounden duty to 

give men all honour and submit ourselves unto them: from which rule if any deviate, I deem her 

most deserving not only of grave censure but of severe chastisement. Which reflections, albeit 

they are not new to me, I am now led to make by what but a little while ago Pampinea told us 

touching the perverse wife of Talano, on whom God bestowed that chastisement which the 

husband had omitted; and accordingly it jumps with my judgment that all such women as deviate 

from the graciousness, kindliness and compliancy, which Nature and custom and law prescribe, 

merit, as I said, stern and severe chastisement. Wherefore, as a salutary medicine for the healing 

of those of us who may be afflicted with this disease, I am minded to relate to you that which 

was once delivered by Solomon by way of counsel in such a case. Which let none that stands not 

in need of such physic deem to be meant for her, albeit a proverb is current among men; to 

wit:— 

  Good steed, bad steed, alike need the rowel's prick, 

  Good wife, bad wife, alike demand the stick. 

Which whoso should construe as a merry conceit would find you all ready enough to 

acknowledge its truth. But even in its moral significance I say that it ought to command assent. 

For women are all by nature apt to be swayed and to fall; and therefore, for the correction of the 

wrong-doing of such as transgress the bounds assigned to them, there is need of the stick 

punitive; and also for the maintenance of virtue in others, that they transgress not these appointed 



bounds, there is need of the stick auxiliary and deterrent. However, to cut short this preachment, 

and to come to that which I purpose to tell you, I say: 

That the bruit of the incomparable renown of the prodigious wisdom of Solomon, as also of 

the exceeding great liberality with which he accorded proof thereof to all that craved such 

assurance, being gone forth over well-nigh all the earth, many from divers parts were wont to 

resort to him for counsel in matters of most pressing and arduous importance; among whom was 

a young man, Melisso by name, a very wealthy nobleman, who was, as had been his fathers 

before him, of Lazistan, and there dwelt. And as Melisso fared toward Jerusalem, on his 

departure from Antioch he fell in with another young man, Giosefo by name, who was going the 

same way, and with whom, after the manner of travellers, he entered into converse. Melisso, 

having learned from Giosefo, who and whence he was, asked him whither he went, and on what 

errand: whereupon Giosefo made an answer that he was going to seek counsel of Solomon, how 

he should deal with his wife, who had not her match among women for unruliness and 

perversity, insomuch that neither entreaties nor blandishments nor aught else availed him to 

bring her to a better frame. And thereupon he in like manner asked Melisso whence he was, and 

whither he was bound, and on what errand: whereto:—"Of Lazistan, I," replied Melisso, "and 

like thyself in evil plight; for albeit I am wealthy and spend my substance freely in hospitably 

entertaining and honourably entreating my fellow-citizens, yet for all that, passing strange 

though it be to think upon, I find never a soul to love me; and therefore I am bound to the self-

same place as thou, to be advised how it may come to pass that I be beloved." 

So the two men fared on together, and being arrived at Jerusalem, were, by the good offices of 

one of Solomon's barons, ushered into his presence, and Melisso having briefly laid his case 

before the King, was answered in one word:—"Love." Which said, Melisso was forthwith 

dismissed, and Giosefo discovered the reason of his coming. To whom Solomon made no answer 

but:—"Get thee to the Bridge of Geese." Whereupon Giosefo was likewise promptly ushered out 

of the King's presence, and finding Melisso awaiting him, told him what manner of answer he 

had gotten. Which utterances of the King the two men pondered, but finding therein nought that 

was helpful or relevant to their need, they doubted the King had but mocked them, and set forth 

upon their homeward journey. 

Now when they had been some days on the road, they came to a river, which was spanned by 

a fine bridge, and a great caravan of sumpter mules and horses being about to cross, they must 

needs tarry, until the caravan had passed by. The more part of which had done so, when it 

chanced that a mule turned sulky, as we know they will not seldom do, and stood stock still; 

wherefore a muleteer took a stick and fell a beating the mule therewith, albeit at first with no 

great vigour, to urge the mule forward. The mule, however, swerving, now to this, now to the 

other side of the bridge, and sometimes facing about, utterly refused to go forward. Whereat the 



muleteer, wroth beyond measure, fell a belabouring him with the stick now on the head, now on 

the flanks, and anon on the croup, never so lustily, but all to no purpose. Which caused Melisso 

and Giosefo ofttimes to say to him:—"How now, caitiff? What is this thou doest? Wouldst kill 

the beast? Why not try if thou canst not manage him kindly and gently? He would start sooner so 

than for this cudgelling of thine." To whom:—"You know your horses," replied the muleteer, 

"and I know my mule: leave me to deal with him." Which said, he resumed his cudgelling of the 

mule, and laid about him on this side and on that to such purpose that he started him; and so the 

honours of the day rested with the muleteer. Now, as the two young men were leaving the bridge 

behind them, Giosefo asked a good man that sate at its head what the bridge was called, and was 

answered:—"Sir, 'tis called the Bridge of Geese." Which Giosefo no sooner heard than he called 

to mind Solomon's words, and turning to Melisso:—"Now, comrade, I warrant thee I may yet 

find Solomon's counsel sound and good, for that I knew not how to beat my wife is abundantly 

clear to me; and this muleteer has shewn me what I have to do." 

Now some days afterwards they arrived at Antioch, where Giosefo prevailed upon Melisso to 

tarry with him and rest a day or two; and meeting with but a sorry welcome on the part of his 

wife, he told her to take her orders as to supper from Melisso, who, seeing that such was 

Giosefo's will, briefly gave her his instructions; which the lady, as had been her wont, not only 

did not obey, but contravened in almost every particular. Which Giosefo marking:—"Wast thou 

not told," quoth he angrily, "after what fashion thou wast to order the supper?" Whereto:—"So!" 

replied the lady haughtily: "what means this? If thou hast a mind to sup, why take not thy 

supper? No matter what I was told, 'tis thus I saw fit to order it. If it like thee, so be it: if not, 'tis 

thine affair." Melisso heard the lady with surprise and inward disapprobation: Giosefo 

retorted:—"Ay wife, thou art still as thou wast used to be; but I will make thee mend thy 

manners." Then, turning to Melisso:—"Friend," quoth he, "thou wilt soon prove the worth of 

Solomon's counsel: but, prithee, let it not irk thee to look on, and deem that what I shall do is but 

done in sport; and if thou shouldst be disposed to stand in my way, bear in mind how we were 

answered by the muleteer, when we pitied his mule." "I am in thy house," replied Melisso, "and 

thy pleasure is to me law." 

Thereupon Giosefo took a stout cudgel cut from an oak sapling, and hied him into the room 

whither the lady had withdrawn from the table in high dudgeon, seized her by the hair, threw her 

on to the floor at his feet, and fell a beating her amain with the cudgel. The lady at first uttered a 

shriek or two, from which she passed to threats; but seeing that, for all that, Giosefo slackened 

not, by the time she was thoroughly well thrashed, she began to cry him mercy, imploring him 

not to kill her, and adding that henceforth his will should be to her for law. But still Giosefo gave 

not over, but with ever fresh fury dealt her mighty swingeing blows, now about the ribs, now on 

the haunches, now over the shoulders; nor had he done with the fair lady, until, in short, he had 

left never a bone or other part of her person whole, and he was fairly spent. Then, returning to 



Melisso:—"To-morrow," quoth he, "we shall see whether 'Get thee to the Bridge of Geese' will 

prove to have been sound advice or no." And so, having rested a while, and then washed his 

hands, he supped with Melisso. With great pain the poor lady got upon her feet and laid herself 

on her bed, and having there taken such rest as she might, rose betimes on the morrow, and 

craved to know of Giosefo what he was minded to have to breakfast. Giosefo, laughing with 

Melisso over the message, gave her his directions, and when in due time they came to breakfast, 

they found everything excellently ordered according as it had been commanded: for which cause 

the counsel, which they had at first failed to understand, now received their highest 

commendation. 

Some few days later Melisso, having taken leave of Giosefo, went home, and told a wise man 

the counsel he had gotten from Solomon. Whereupon:—"And no truer or sounder advice could 

he have given thee," quoth the sage: "thou knowest that thou lovest never a soul, and that the 

honours thou payest and the services thou renderest to others are not prompted by love of them, 

but by love of display. Love, then, as Solomon bade thee, and thou shalt be loved." On such wise 

was the unruly chastised; and the young man, learning to love, was beloved. 

  



NOVEL X. — Dom Gianni at the instance of his gossip Pietro uses an enchantment to transform 

Pietro's wife into a mare; but, when he comes to attach the tail, Gossip Pietro, by saying that he 

will have none of the tail, makes the enchantment of no effect. — 

The queen's story evoked some murmurs from the ladies and some laughter from the young 

men; however, when they were silent, Dioneo thus began:—Dainty my ladies, a black crow 

among a flock of white doves enhances their beauty more than would a white swan; and so, 

when many sages are met together, their ripe wisdom not only shews the brighter and goodlier 

for the presence of one that is not so wise, but may even derive pleasure and diversion therefrom. 

Wherefore as you, my ladies, are one and all most discreet and judicious, I, who know myself to 

be somewhat scant of sense, should, for that by my demerit I make your merit shew the more 

glorious, be more dear to you, than if by my greater merit I eclipsed yours, and by consequence 

should have more ample license to reveal myself to you as I am; and therefore have more patient 

sufferance on your part than would be due to me, were I more discreet, in the relation of the tale 

which I am about to tell you. 'Twill be, then, a story none too long, wherefrom you may gather 

with what exactitude it behoves folk to observe the injunctions of those that for any purpose use 

an enchantment, and how slight an error committed therein make bring to nought all the work of 

the enchanter. 

A year or so ago there was at Barletta a priest named Dom Gianni di Barolo, who, to eke out 

the scanty pittance his church afforded him, set a pack-saddle upon his mare, and took to going 

the round of the fairs of Apulia, buying and selling merchandise. And so it befell that he clapped 

up a close acquaintance with one Pietro da Tresanti, who plied the same trade as he, albeit 

instead of a mare he had but an ass; whom in token of friendship and good-fellowship Dom 

Gianni after the Apulian fashion called ever Gossip Pietro, and had him to his house and there 

lodged and honourably entreated him as often as he came to Barletta. Gossip Pietro on his part, 

albeit he was very poor and had but a little cot at Tresanti, that scarce sufficed for himself, his 

fair, young wife, and their ass, nevertheless, whenever Dom Gianni arrived at Tresanti, made 

him welcome, and did him the honours of his house as best he might, in requital of the 

hospitality which he received at Barletta. However, as Gossip Pietro had but one little bed, in 

which he slept with his fair wife, 'twas not in his power to lodge Dom Gianni as comfortably as 

he would have liked; but the priest's mare being quartered beside the ass in a little stable, the 

priest himself must needs lie beside her on the straw. Many a time when the priest came, the 

wife, knowing how honourably he entreated her husband at Barletta, would fain have gone to 

sleep with a neighbour, one Zita Carapresa di Giudice Leo, that the priest might share the bed 

with her husband, and many a time had she told the priest so howbeit he would never agree to it, 

and on one occasion:—"Gossip Gemmata," quoth he, "trouble not thyself about me; I am well 

lodged; for, when I am so minded, I turn the mare into a fine lass and dally with her, and then, 

when I would, I turn her back into a mare; wherefore I could ill brook to part from her." The 



young woman, wondering but believing, told her husband what the priest had said, adding:—"If 

he is even such a friend as thou sayst, why dost thou not get him to teach thee the enchantment, 

so that thou mayst turn me into a mare, and have both ass and mare for thine occasions? We 

should then make twice as much gain as we do, and thou couldst turn me back into a woman 

when we came home at night." 

Gossip Pietro, whose wit was somewhat blunt, believed that 'twas as she said, approved her 

counsel, and began adjuring Dom Gianni, as persuasively as he might, to teach him the 

incantation. Dom Gianni did his best to wean him of his folly; but as all was in vain:—"Lo, 

now," quoth he, "as you are both bent on it, we will be up, as is our wont, before the sun to-

morrow morning, and I will shew you how 'tis done. The truth is that 'tis in the attachment of the 

tail that the great difficulty lies, as thou wilt see." Scarce a wink of sleep had either Gossip Pietro 

or Gossip Gemmata that night, so great was their anxiety; and towards daybreak up they got, and 

called Dom Gianni; who, being risen, came in his shirt into Gossip Pietro's little bedroom, 

and:—"I know not," quoth he, "that there is another soul in the world for whom I would do this, 

save you, my gossips; however, as you will have it so, I will do it, but it behoves you to do 

exactly as I bid you, if you would have the enchantment work." They promised obedience, and 

Dom Gianni thereupon took a light, which he handed to Gossip Pietro, saying:—"Let nought that 

I shall do or say escape thee; and have a care, so thou wouldst not ruin all, to say never a word, 

whatever thou mayst see or hear; and pray God that the tail may be securely attached." So Gossip 

Pietro took the light, and again promised obedience; Dom Gianni caused Gossip Gemmata to 

strip herself stark naked, and stand on all fours like a mare, at the same time strictly charging her 

that, whatever might happen, she must utter no word. Then, touching her head and face:—"Be 

this a fine head of a mare," quoth he; in like manner touching her hair, he said:—"Be this a fine 

mane of a mare;" touching her arms:—"Be these fine legs and fine hooves of a mare;" then, as he 

touched her breast and felt its firm roundness, and there awoke and arose one that was not 

called:—"And be this a fine breast of a mare," quoth he; and in like manner he dealt with her 

back, belly, croup, thighs, and legs. Last of all, the work being complete save for the tail, he 

lifted his shirt and took in his hand the tool with which he was used to plant men, and forthwith 

thrust it into the furrow made for it, saying:—"And be this a fine tail of a mare." Whereat Gossip 

Pietro, who had followed everything very heedfully to that point, disapproving that last 

particular, exclaimed:—"No! Dom Gianni, I'll have no tail, I'll have no tail." The essential juice, 

by which all plants are propagated, was already discharged, when Dom Gianni withdrew the 

tool, saying:—"Alas! Gossip Pietro, what hast thou done? Did I not tell thee to say never a word, 

no matter what thou mightst see? The mare was all but made; but by speaking thou hast spoiled 

all; and 'tis not possible to repeat the enchantment." "Well and good," replied Gossip Pietro, "I 

would have none of that tail. Why saidst thou not to me:—'Make it thou'? And besides, thou wast 

attaching it too low." "'Twas because," returned Dom Gianni, "thou wouldst not have known, on 



the first essay, how to attach it so well as I." Whereupon the young woman stood up, and in all 

good faith said to her husband:—"Fool that thou art, wherefore hast thou brought to nought what 

had been for the good of us both? When didst thou ever see mare without a tail? So help me God, 

poor as thou art, thou deservest to be poorer still." So, after Gossip Pietro's ill-timed speech, 

there being no way left of turning the young woman into a mare, downcast and melancholy she 

resumed her clothes; and Gossip Pietro plied his old trade with his ass, and went with Dom 

Gianni to the fair of Bitonto, and never asked him so to serve him again. 

What laughter this story drew from the ladies, who understood it better than Dioneo had 

wished, may be left to the imagination of the fair one that now laughs thereat. However, as the 

stories were ended, and the sun now shone with a tempered radiance, the queen, witting that the 

end of her sovereignty was come, stood up and took off the crown, and set it on the head of 

Pamfilo, whom alone it now remained thus to honour; and said with a smile:—"My lord, 'tis a 

great burden that falls upon thee, seeing that thou, coming last, art bound to make good my 

shortcomings and those of my predecessors; which God give thee grace to accomplish, even as 

He has given me grace to make thee king." With gladsome acknowledgment of the honour:—"I 

doubt not," replied Pamfilo, "that, thanks to your noble qualities and those of my other subjects, I 

shall win even such praise as those that have borne sway before me." Then, following the 

example of his predecessors, he made all meet arrangements in concert with the seneschal: after 

which, he turned to the expectant ladies, and thus spoke:—"Enamoured my ladies, Emilia, our 

queen of to-day, deeming it proper to allow you an interval of rest to recruit your powers, gave 

you license to discourse of such matters as should most commend themselves to each in turn; and 

as thereby you are now rested, I judge that 'tis meet to revert to our accustomed rule. Wherefore I 

ordain that for to-morrow you do each of you take thought how you may discourse of the 

ensuing theme: to wit, of such as in matters of love, or otherwise, have done something with 

liberality or magnificence. By the telling, and (still more) by the doing of such things, your 

spirits will assuredly be duly attuned and animated to emprise high and noble; whereby our life, 

which cannot but be brief, seeing that 'tis enshrined in a mortal body, fame shall perpetuate in 

glory; which whoso serves not the belly, as do the beasts, must not only covet, but with all zeal 

seek after and labour to attain." 

The gay company having, one and all, approved the theme, rose at a word from their new 

king, and betook them to their wonted pastimes, and so, according as they severally had most 

lief, diverted them, until they blithely reunited for supper, which being served with all due care 

and despatched, they rose up to dance, as they were wont, and when they had sung, perhaps, a 

thousand ditties, fitter to please by their words than by any excellence of musical art, the king 

bade Neifile sing one on her own account. And promptly and graciously, with voice clear and 

blithe, thus Neifile sang:— 



In prime of maidenhood, and fair and feat 

  'Mid spring's fresh foison chant I merrily: 

  Thanks be to Love and to my fancies sweet. 

As o'er the grassy mead I, glancing, fare, 

  I mark it white and yellow and vermeil dight 

  With flowers, the thorny rose, the lily white: 

  And all alike to his face I compare, 

  Who, loving, hath me ta'en, and me shall e'er 

  Hold bounden to his will, sith I am she 

  That in his will findeth her joy complete. 

Whereof if so it be that I do find 

  Any that I most like to him approve, 

  That pluck I straight and kiss with words of love, 

  Discovering all, as, best I may, my mind; 

  Yea, all my heart's desire; and then entwined 

  I set it in the chaplet daintily, 

  And with my yellow tresses bind and pleat. 

And as mine eyes do drink in the delight 

  Which the flower yields them, even so my mind, 

  Fired with his sweet love, doth such solace find, 

  As he himself were present to the sight: 

  But never word of mine discover might 

  That which the flower's sweet smell awakes in me: 

  Witness the true tale that my sighs repeat. 

For from my bosom gentle and hot they fly, 

  Not like the gusty sighs that others heave, 

  Whenas they languish and do sorely grieve; 

  And to my love incontinent they hie: 

  Whereof when he is ware, he, by and by, 

  To meward hasting, cometh suddenly, 

  When:—"Lest I faint," I cry, "come, I entreat." 

The king and all the ladies did not a little commend Neifile's song; after which, as the night 

was far spent, the king bade all go to rest until the morrow. 



— Endeth here the ninth day of the Decameron, and beginneth the tenth, in which, under the 

rule of Pamfilo, discourse is had of such as in matters of love, or otherwise, have done something 

with liberality or magnificence. — 

  



TENTH DAY 

Some cloudlets in the West still shewed a vermeil flush, albeit those of the eastern sky, as the 

sun's rays smote them anear, were already fringed as with most lucent gold, when uprose 

Pamfilo, and roused the ladies and his comrades. And all the company being assembled, and 

choice made of the place whither they should betake them for their diversion, he, accompanied 

by Filomena and Fiammetta, led the way at a slow pace, followed by all the rest. So fared they 

no little space, beguiling the time with talk of their future way of life, whereof there was much to 

tell and much to answer, until, as the sun gained strength, they returned, having made quite a 

long round, to the palace; and being gathered about the fountain, such as were so minded drank 

somewhat from beakers rinsed in its pure waters; and then in the delicious shade of the garden 

they hied them hither and thither, taking their pleasure until breakfast-time. Their meal taken, 

they slept as they were wont; and then, at a spot chosen by the king, they reassembled, where 

Neifile, having received his command to lead the way, blithely thus began. 

  



NOVEL I. — A knight in the service of the King of Spain deems himself ill requited. Wherefore 

the King, by most cogent proof, shews him that the blame rests not with him, but with the knight's 

own evil fortune; after which, he bestows upon him a noble gift. — 

Highly graced, indeed, do I deem myself, honourable my ladies, that our king should have 

given to me the precedence in a matter so arduous to tell of as magnificence: for, as the sun 

irradiates all the heaven with his glory and beauty, even so does magnificence enhance the purity 

and the splendour of every other virtue. I shall therefore tell you a story, which, to my thinking, 

is not a little pretty; and which, assuredly, it must be profitable to call to mind. 

You are to know, then, that, among other honourable knights that from days of old even until 

now have dwelt in our city, one, and perchance the worthiest of all, was Messer Ruggieri de' 

Figiovanni. Who, being wealthy and magnanimous, reflecting on the customs and manner of life 

of Tuscany, perceived that by tarrying there he was like to find little or no occasion of shewing 

his mettle, and accordingly resolved to pass some time at the court of Alfonso, King of Spain, 

who for the fame of his high qualities was without a peer among the potentates of his age. So, 

being well provided with arms and horses and retinue suitable to his rank, he hied him to Spain, 

where he was graciously received by the King. There tarrying accordingly, Messer Ruggieri very 

soon, as well by the splendid style in which he lived as by the prodigious feats of arms that he 

did, gave folk to know his high desert. 

Now, having tarried there some while, and observed the King's ways with much care, and how 

he would grant castles, cities, or baronies, to this, that, or the other of his subjects, he deemed 

that the King shewed therein but little judgment, seeing that he would give them to men that 

merited them not. And for that nought was given to him, he, knowing his merit, deemed himself 

gravely injured in reputation; wherefore he made up his mind to depart the realm, and to that end 

craved license of the King; which the King granted him, and therewith gave him one of the best 

and finest mules that was ever ridden, a gift which Messer Ruggieri, as he had a long journey to 

make, did not a little appreciate. The King then bade one of his discreet domestics contrive, as 

best he might, to ride with Messer Ruggieri on such wise that it might not appear that he did so 

by the King's command, and charge his memory with whatever Messer Ruggieri might say of 

him, so that he might be able to repeat it; which done, he was on the very next morning to bid 

Ruggieri return to the King forthwith. The King's agent was on the alert, and no sooner was 

Ruggieri out of the city, than without any manner of difficulty he joined his company, giving out 

that he was going towards Italy. As thus they rode, talking of divers matters, Messer Ruggieri 

being mounted on the mule given him by the King:—"Methinks," quoth the other, it being then 

hard upon tierce, "that 'twere well to give the beasts a voidance;" and by and by, being come to a 

convenient place, they voided all the beasts save the mule. Then, as they continued their journey, 

the squire hearkening attentively to the knight's words, they came to a river, and while there they 



watered the beasts, the mule made a voidance in the stream. Whereat:—"Ah, foul fall thee, 

beast," quoth Messer Ruggieri, "that art even as thy master, that gave thee to me!" Which 

remark, as also many another that fell from Ruggieri as they rode together throughout the day, 

the squire stored in his memory; but never another word did he hear Ruggieri say touching the 

King, that was not laudatory to the last degree. 

On the morrow, when they were gotten to horse, and had set their faces towards Tuscany, the 

squire apprised Ruggieri of the King's command, and thereupon Ruggieri turned back. On his 

arrival the King, having already heard what he had said touching the mule, gave him gladsome 

greeting, and asked him wherefore he had likened him to the mule, or rather the mule to him. 

Whereto Messer Ruggieri answered frankly:—"My lord, I likened you to the mule, for that, as 

you bestow your gifts where 'tis not meet, and where meet it were, bestow them not, so the mule 

where 'twas meet, voided not, and where 'twas not meet, voided." "Messer Ruggieri," replied the 

King, "'tis not because I have not discerned in you a knight most good and true, for whose desert 

no gift were too great, that I have not bestowed on you such gifts as I have bestowed upon many 

others, who in comparison of you are nothing worth: the fault is none of mine but solely of your 

fortune, which would not suffer me; and that this which I say is true, I will make abundantly 

plain to you." "My lord," returned Messer Ruggieri, "mortified am I, not that you gave me no 

gift, for thereof I had no desire, being too rich, but that you made no sign of recognition of my 

desert; however, I deem your explanation sound and honourable, and whatever you shall be 

pleased that I should see, that gladly will I, albeit I believe you without attestation." 

The King then led him into one of the great halls, in which, by his preordinance, were two 

chests closed under lock and key, and, not a few others being present, said to him:—"Messer 

Ruggieri, one these chests contains my crown, sceptre and orb, with many a fine girdle, buckle, 

ring, and whatever else of jewellery I possess; the other is full of earth: choose then, and 

whichever you shall choose, be it yours; thereby you will discover whether 'tis due to me or to 

your fortune that your deserts have lacked requital." Such being the King's pleasure, Messer 

Ruggieri chose one of the chests, which at the King's command being opened and found to be 

that which contained the earth:—"Now, Messer Ruggieri," quoth the King with a laugh, "your 

own eyes may warrant you of the truth of what I say touching Fortune; but verily your merit 

demands that I take arms against her in your cause. I know that you are not minded to become a 

Spaniard, and therefore I shall give you neither castle nor city; but that chest, which Fortune 

denied you, I bestow on you in her despite, that you may take it with you to your own country, 

and there with your neighbours justly vaunt yourself of your deserts, attested by my gifts." 

Messer Ruggieri took the chest, and having thanked the King in a manner befitting such a gift, 

returned therewith, well pleased, to Tuscany. 

  



NOVEL II. — Ghino di Tacco captures the Abbot of Cluny, cures him of a disorder of the 

stomach, and releases him. The abbot, on his return to the court of Rome, reconciles Ghino with 

Pope Boniface, and makes him prior of the Hospital. — 

When an end was made of extolling the magnificence shewn by King Alfonso towards the 

Florentine knight, the king, who had listened to the story with no small pleasure, bade Elisa 

follow suit; and forthwith Elisa began:—Dainty my ladies, undeniable it is that for a king to be 

magnificent, and to entreat magnificently one that has done him service, is a great matter, and 

meet for commendation. What then shall we say when the tale is of a dignitary of the Church that 

shewed wondrous magnificence towards one whom he might well have entreated as an enemy, 

and not have been blamed by a soul? Assuredly nought else than that what in the king was virtue 

was in the prelate nothing less than a miracle, seeing that for superlative greed the clergy, one 

and all, outdo us women, and wage war to the knife upon every form of liberality. And albeit all 

men are by nature prone to avenge their wrongs, 'tis notorious that the clergy, however they may 

preach longsuffering, and commend of all things the forgiving of trespasses, are more quick and 

hot to be avenged than the rest of mankind. Now this, to wit, after what manner a prelate shewed 

magnificence, will be made manifest to you in my story. 

Ghino di Tacco, a man redoubtable by reason of his truculence and his high-handed deeds, 

being banished from Siena, and at enmity with the Counts of Santa Fiore, raised Radicofani in 

revolt against the Church of Rome, and there abiding, harried all the surrounding country with 

his soldiers, plundering all wayfarers. Now Pope Boniface VIII. being at Rome, there came to 

court the Abbot of Cluny, who is reputed one of the wealthiest prelates in the world; and having 

there gotten a disorder of the stomach, he was advised by the physicians to go to the baths of 

Siena, where (they averred) he would certainly be cured. So, having obtained the Pope's leave, 

reckless of the bruit of Ghino's exploits, he took the road, being attended by a great and well-

equipped train of sumpter-horses and servants. Ghino di Tacco, getting wind of his approach, 

spread his nets to such purpose as without the loss of so much as a boy to surround the abbot, 

with all his servants and effects, in a strait pass, from which there was no exit. Which done, he 

sent one of his men, the cunningest of them all, with a sufficient retinue to the abbot, who most 

lovingly on Ghino's part besought the abbot to come and visit Ghino at the castle. Whereto the 

abbot, very wroth, made answer that he would none of it, for that nought had he to do with 

Ghino; but that he purposed to continue his journey, and would fain see who would hinder him. 

"Sir," returned the envoy, assuming a humble tone, "you are come to a part of the country where 

we have no fear of aught save the might of God, and where excommunications and interdicts are 

one and all under the ban; wherefore you were best be pleased to shew yourself agreeable to 

Ghino in this particular." As they thus spoke, Ghino's soldiers shewed themselves on every side, 

and it being thus manifest to the abbot that he and his company were taken prisoners, he, albeit 

mightily incensed, suffered himself with all his train and effects to be conducted by the envoy to 



the castle; where the abbot, being alighted, was lodged in a small and very dark and 

discomfortable room, while his retinue, according to their several conditions, were provided with 

comfortable quarters in divers parts of the castle, the horses well stabled and all the effects 

secured, none being in any wise tampered with. Which done, Ghino hied him to the abbot, 

and:—"Sir," quoth he, "Ghino, whose guest you are, sends me to entreat you to be pleased to 

inform him of your destination, and the purpose of your journey." The abbot, vailing his pride 

like a wise man, told whither he was bound and for what purpose. Whereupon Ghino left him, 

casting about how he might cure him without a bath. To which end he kept a great fire ever 

burning in the little chamber, and had it closely guarded, and returned not to the abbot until the 

ensuing morning, when he brought him in a spotless napkin two slices of toast and a great beaker 

of vernaccia of Corniglia, being of the abbot's own vintage; and:—"Sir," quoth he to the abbot, 

"Ghino, as a young man, made his studies in medicine, and avers that he then learned that there 

is no better treatment for disorder of the stomach than that which he will afford you, whereof the 

matters that I bring you are the beginning; wherefore take them and be of good cheer." 

The abbot, being far too hungry to make many words about the matter, ate (albeit in high 

dudgeon) the toast, and drank the vernaccia; which done, he enlarged on his wrongs in a high 

tone, with much questioning and perpending; and above all he demanded to see Ghino. Part of 

what the abbot said Ghino disregarded as of no substance, to other part he replied courteously 

enough; and having assured him that Ghino would visit him as soon as might be, he took his 

leave of him; nor did he return until the morrow, when he brought him toast and vernaccia in the 

same quantity as before; and so he kept him several days: then, having marked that the abbot had 

eaten some dried beans that he had secretly brought and left there of set purpose, he asked him in 

Ghino's name how he felt in the stomach. "Were I but out of Ghino's hands," replied the abbot, "I 

should feel myself well, indeed: next to which, I desire most of all a good breakfast, so excellent 

a cure have his medicines wrought on me." Whereupon Ghino caused the abbot's servants to 

furnish a goodly chamber with the abbot's own effects, and there on the morrow make ready a 

grand banquet, at which all the abbot's suite and not a few of the garrison being assembled, he 

hied him to the abbot, and:—"Sir," quoth he, "'tis time you left the infirmary, seeing that you 

now feel yourself well;" and so saying, he took him by the hand, and led him into the chamber 

made ready for him, and having left him there with his own people, made it his chief concern 

that the banquet should be magnificent. The abbot's spirits revived as he found himself again 

among his men, with whom he talked a while, telling them how he had been entreated, 

wherewith they contrasted the signal honour which they, on the other hand, had, one and all, 

received from Ghino. 

Breakfast-time came, and with order meet the abbot and the rest were regaled with good 

viands and good wines, Ghino still suffering not the abbot to know who he was. But when the 

abbot had thus passed several days, Ghino, having first had all his effects collected in a saloon, 



and all his horses, to the poorest jade, in the courtyard below, hied him to the abbot and asked 

him how he felt, and if he deemed himself strong enough to ride. The abbot replied that he was 

quite strong enough, and that 'twould be well indeed with him, were he once out of Ghino's 

hands. Ghino then led him into the saloon in which were his effects and all his retinue, and 

having brought him to a window, whence he might see all his horses:—"Sir Abbot," quoth he, 

"you must know that 'tis not for that he has an evil heart, but because, being a gentleman, he is 

banished from his home, and reduced to poverty, and has not a few powerful enemies, that in 

defence of his life and honour, Ghino di Tacco, whom you see before you, has become a robber 

of highways and an enemy to the court of Rome. But such as I am, I have cured you of your 

malady of the stomach, and taking you to be a worthy lord, I purpose not to treat you as I would 

another, from whom, were he in my hands, as you are, I should take such part of his goods as I 

should think fit; but I shall leave it to you, upon consideration of my need, to assign to me such 

portion of your goods as you yourself shall determine. Here are they before you undiminished 

and unimpaired, and from this window you may see your horses below in the courtyard; 

wherefore take the part or take the whole, as you may see fit, and be it at your option to tarry 

here, or go hence, from this hour forth." 

The abbot marvelled to hear a highway robber speak thus liberally, and such was his 

gratification that his wrath and fierce resentment departed from him, nay, were transformed into 

kindness, insomuch that in all cordial amity he hasted to embrace Ghino, saying:—"By God I 

swear, that to gain the friendship of a man such I now deem thee to be, I would be content to 

suffer much greater wrong than that which until now, meseemed, thou hadst done me. Cursed be 

Fortune that constrains thee to ply so censurable a trade." Which said, he selected a very few 

things, and none superfluous, from his ample store, and having done likewise with the horses, 

ceded all else to Ghino, and hied him back to Rome; where, seeing him, the Pope, who to his 

great grief had heard of his capture, asked him what benefit he had gotten from the baths. 

Whereto the abbot made answer with a smile:—"Holy Father, I found nearer here than the baths 

a worthy physician who has wrought a most excellent cure on me:" he then recounted all the 

circumstances, whereat the Pope laughed. Afterwards, still pursuing the topic, the abbot, yielding 

to the promptings of magnificence, asked a favour of the Pope; who, expecting that he would ask 

somewhat else than he did, liberally promised to give him whatever he should demand. 

Whereupon:—"Holy Father," quoth the abbot, "that which I would crave of you is that you 

restore Ghino di Tacco, my physician, to your favour; seeing that among the good men and true 

and meritorious that I have known, he is by no means of the least account. And for the evil life 

that he leads, I impute it to Fortune rather than to him: change then his fortune, by giving him the 

means whereby he may live in manner befitting his rank, and I doubt not that in a little while 

your judgment of him will jump with mine." Whereto the Pope, being magnanimous, and an 

admirer of good men and true, made answer that so he would gladly do, if Ghino should prove to 



be such as the abbot said; and that he would have him brought under safe conduct to Rome. 

Thither accordingly under safe conduct came Ghino, to the abbot's great delight; nor had he been 

long at court before the Pope approved his worth, and restored him to his favour, granting him a 

great office, to wit, that of prior of the Hospital, whereof he made him knight. Which office he 

held for the rest of his life, being ever a friend and vassal of Holy Church and the Abbot of 

Cluny. 

  



NOVEL III. — Mitridanes, holding Nathan in despite by reason of his courtesy, journeys with 

intent to kill him, and falling in with him unawares, is advised by him how to compass his end. 

Following his advice, he finds him in a copse, and recognizing him, is shame-stricken, and 

becomes his friend. — 

Verily like to a miracle seemed it to all to hear that a prelate had done aught with 

magnificence; but when the ladies had made an end of their remarks, the king bade Filostrato 

follow suit; and forthwith Filostrato began:—Noble ladies, great was the magnificence of the 

King of Spain, and perchance a thing unheard-of the magnificence of the Abbot of Cluny; but 

peradventure 'twill seem not a whit less marvellous to you to hear of one who, to shew liberality 

towards another, did resolve artfully to yield to him his blood, nay, his very life, for which the 

other thirsted, and had so done, had the other chosen to take them, as I shall shew you in a little 

story. 

Beyond all question, if we may believe the report of certain Genoese, and other folk that have 

been in those regions, there dwelt of yore in the parts of Cathay one Nathan, a man of noble 

lineage and incomparable wealth. Who, having a seat hard by a road, by which whoso would 

travel from the West eastward, or from the East westward, must needs pass, and being 

magnanimous and liberal, and zealous to approve himself such in act, did set on work cunning 

artificers not a few, and cause one of the finest and largest and most luxurious palaces that ever 

were seen, to be there builded and furnished in the goodliest manner with all things meet for the 

reception and honourable entertainment of gentlemen. And so, keeping a great array of excellent 

servants, he courteously and hospitably did the honours of his house to whoso came and went: in 

which laudable way of life he persevered, until not only the East, but well-nigh all the West had 

heard his fame; which thus, what time he was well-stricken in years, albeit not for that cause 

grown weary of shewing courtesy, reached the ears of one Mitridanes, a young man of a country 

not far distant. Who, knowing himself to be no less wealthy than Nathan, grew envious of the 

renown that he had of his good deeds, and resolved to obliterate, or at least to obscure it, by a yet 

greater liberality. So he had built for himself a palace like that of Nathan, of which he did the 

honours with a lavish courtesy that none had ever equalled, to whoso came or went that way; and 

verily in a short while he became famous enough. 

Now it so befell that on a day when the young man was all alone in the courtyard of the 

palace, there came in by one of the gates a poor woman, who asked of him an alms, and had it; 

but, not content therewith, came again to him by the second gate, and asked another alms, and 

had it, and after the like sort did even unto the twelfth time; but, she returning for the thirteenth 

time:—"My good woman," quoth Mitridanes, "thou art not a little pertinacious in thy begging:" 

howbeit he gave her an alms. Whereupon:—"Ah! the wondrous liberality of Nathan!" quoth the 

beldam:—"thirty-two gates are there to his palace, by every one of which I have entered, and 



asking alms of him, was never—for aught he shewed—recognized, or refused, and here, though I 

have entered as yet by but thirteen gates, I am recognized and reprimanded." And therewith she 

departed, and returned no more. Mitridanes, who accounted the mention of Nathan's fame an 

abatement of his own, was kindled by her words with a frenzy of wrath, and began thus to 

commune with himself:—Alas! when shall I attain to the grandeur of Nathan's liberality, to say 

nought of transcending it, as I would fain, seeing that in the veriest trifles I cannot approach him? 

Of a surety my labour is in vain, if I rid not the earth of him: which, since old age relieves me not 

of him, I must forthwith do with mine own hands. And in the flush of his despite up he started, 

and giving none to know of his purpose, got to horse with a small company, and after three days 

arrived at the place where Nathan abode; and having enjoined his comrades to make as if they 

were none of his, and knew him not, and to go quarter themselves as best they might until they 

had his further orders, he, being thus alone, towards evening came upon Nathan, also alone, at no 

great distance from his splendid palace. Nathan was recreating himself by a walk, and was very 

simply clad; so that Mitridanes, knowing him not, asked him if he could shew him where Nathan 

dwelt. "My son," replied Nathan gladsomely, "that can none in these parts better than I; 

wherefore, so it please thee, I will bring thee thither." The young man replied that 'twould be 

mighty agreeable to him, but that, if so it might be, he had a mind to be neither known nor seen 

by Nathan. "And herein also," returned Nathan, "since 'tis thy pleasure, I will gratify thee." 

Whereupon Mitridanes dismounted, and with Nathan, who soon engaged him in delightsome 

discourse, walked to the goodly palace. Arrived there Nathan caused one of his servants take the 

young man's horse, and drawing close to him, bade him in a whisper to see to it without delay 

that none in the house should tell the young man that he was Nathan: and so 'twas done. 

Being come into the palace, Nathan quartered Mitridanes in a most goodly chamber, where 

none saw him but those whom he had appointed to wait upon him; and he himself kept him 

company, doing him all possible honour. Of whom Mitridanes, albeit he reverenced him as a 

father, yet, being thus with him, forbore not to ask who he was. Whereto Nathan made answer:—

"I am a petty servant of Nathan: old as I am, I have been with him since my childhood, and never 

has he advanced me to higher office than this wherein thou seest me: wherefore, howsoever other 

folk may praise him, little cause have I to do so." Which words afforded Mitridanes some hope 

of carrying his wicked purpose into effect with more of plan and less of risk than had otherwise 

been possible. By and by Nathan very courteously asked him who he was, and what business 

brought him thither; offering him such counsel and aid as he might be able to afford him. 

Mitridanes hesitated a while to reply: but at last he resolved to trust him, and when with no little 

circumlocution he had demanded of him fidelity, counsel and aid, he fully discovered to him 

who he was, and the purpose and motive of his coming thither. Now, albeit to hear Mitridanes 

thus unfold his horrid design caused Nathan no small inward commotion, yet 'twas not long 

before courageously and composedly he thus made answer:—"Noble was thy father, Mitridanes, 



and thou art minded to shew thyself not unworthy of him by this lofty emprise of thine, to wit, of 

being liberal to all comers: and for that thou art envious of Nathan's merit I greatly commend 

thee; for were many envious for a like cause, the world, from being a most wretched, would soon 

become a happy place. Doubt not that I shall keep secret the design which thou hast confided to 

me, for the furtherance whereof 'tis good advice rather than substantial aid that I have to offer 

thee. Which advice is this. Hence, perhaps half a mile off, thou mayst see a copse, in which 

almost every morning Nathan is wont to walk, taking his pleasure, for quite a long while: 'twill 

be an easy matter for thee to find him there, and deal with him as thou mayst be minded. Now, 

shouldst thou slay him, thou wilt get thee home with less risk of let, if thou take not the path by 

which thou camest hither, but that which thou seest issue from the copse on the left, for, though 

'tis somewhat more rough, it leads more directly to thy house, and will be safer for thee." 

Possessed of this information, Mitridanes, when Nathan had left him, privily apprised his 

comrades, who were likewise lodged in the palace, of the place where they were to await him on 

the ensuing day; which being come, Nathan, inflexibly determined to act in all respects 

according to the advice which he had given Mitridanes, hied him forth to the copse unattended, 

to meet his death. Mitridanes, being risen, took his bow and sword, for other arms he had none 

with him, mounted his horse, and rode to the copse, through which, while he was yet some way 

off, he saw Nathan passing, quite alone. And being minded, before he fell upon him, to see his 

face and hear the sound of his voice, as, riding at a smart pace, he came up with him, he laid hold 

of him by his head-gear, exclaiming:—"Greybeard, thou art a dead man." Whereto Nathan 

answered nought but:—"Then 'tis but my desert." But Mitridanes, hearing the voice, and 

scanning the face, forthwith knew him for the same man that had welcomed him heartily, 

consorted with him familiarly, and counselled him faithfully; whereby his wrath presently 

subsided, and gave place to shame. Wherefore, casting away the sword that he held drawn in act 

to strike, he sprang from his horse, and weeping, threw himself at Nathan's feet, saying:—"Your 

liberality, dearest father, I acknowledge to be beyond all question, seeing with what craft you did 

plot your coming hither to yield me your life, for which, by mine own avowal, you knew that I, 

albeit cause I had none, did thirst. But God, more regardful of my duty than I myself, has now, in 

this moment of supreme stress, opened the eyes of my mind, that wretched envy had fast sealed. 

The prompter was your compliance, the greater is the debt of penitence that I owe you for my 

fault; wherefore wreak even such vengeance upon me as you may deem answerable to my 

transgression." But Nathan raised Mitridanes to his feet, and tenderly embraced him, saying:—

"My son, thy enterprise, howsoever thou mayst denote it, whether evil or otherwise, was not such 

that thou shouldst crave, or I give, pardon thereof; for 'twas not in malice but in that thou wouldst 

fain have been reputed better than I that thou ensuedst it. Doubt then no more of me; nay, rest 

assured that none that lives bears thee such love as I, who know the loftiness of thy spirit, bent 

not to heap up wealth, as do the caitiffs, but to dispense in bounty thine accumulated store. Think 



it no shame that to enhance thy reputation thou wouldst have slain me; nor deem that I marvel 

thereat. To slay not one man, as thou wast minded, but countless multitudes, to waste whole 

countries with fire, and to raze cities to the ground has been well-nigh the sole art, by which the 

mightiest emperors and the greatest kings have extended their dominions, and by consequence 

their fame. Wherefore, if thou, to increase thy fame, wouldst fain have slain me, 'twas nothing 

marvellous or strange, but wonted." 

Whereto Mitridanes made answer, not to excuse his wicked design, but to commend the 

seemly excuse found for it by Nathan, whom at length he told how beyond measure he marvelled 

that Nathan had not only been consenting to the enterprise, but had aided him therein by his 

counsel. But Nathan answered:—"Liefer had I, Mitridanes, that thou didst not marvel either at 

my consent or at my counsel, for that, since I was my own master and of a mind to that emprise 

whereon thou art also bent, never a soul came to my house, but, so far as in me lay, I gave him 

all that he asked of me. Thou camest, lusting for my life; and so, when I heard thee crave it of 

me, I forthwith, that thou mightst not be the only guest to depart hence ill content, resolved to 

give it thee; and to that end I gave thee such counsel as I deemed would serve thee both to the 

taking of my life and the preservation of thine own. Wherefore yet again I bid thee, nay, I entreat 

thee, if so thou art minded, to take it for thy satisfaction: I know not how I could better bestow it. 

I have had the use of it now for some eighty years, and pleasure and solace thereof; and I know 

that, by the course of Nature and the common lot of man and all things mundane, it can continue 

to be mine for but a little while; and so I deem that 'twere much better to bestow it, as I have ever 

bestowed and dispensed my wealth, than to keep it, until, against my will, it be reft from me by 

Nature. 'Twere but a trifle, though 'twere a hundred years: how insignificant, then, the six or 

eight years that are all I have to give! Take it, then, if thou hadst lief, take it, I pray thee; for, long 

as I have lived here, none have I found but thee to desire it; nor know I when I may find another, 

if thou take it not, to demand it of me. And if, peradventure, I should find one such, yet I know 

that the longer I keep it, the less its worth will be; wherefore, ere it be thus cheapened, take it, I 

implore thee." 

Sore shame-stricken, Mitridanes made answer:—"Now God forefend that I should so much as 

harbour, as but now I did, such a thought, not to say do such a deed, as to wrest from you a thing 

so precious as your life, the years whereof, so far from abridging, I would gladly supplement 

with mine own." "So then," rejoined Nathan promptly, "thou wouldst, if thou couldst, add thy 

years to mine, and cause me to serve thee as I never yet served any man, to wit, to take from thee 

that which is thine, I that never took aught from a soul!" "Ay, that would I," returned Mitridanes. 

"Then," quoth Nathan, "do as I shall bid thee. Thou art young: tarry here in my house, and call 

thyself Nathan; and I will get me to thy house, and ever call myself Mitridanes." Whereto 

Mitridanes made answer:—"Were I but able to discharge this trust, as you have been and are, 

scarce would I hesitate to accept your offer; but, as too sure am I that aught that I might do 



would but serve to lower Nathan's fame, and I am not minded to mar that in another which I 

cannot mend in myself, accept it I will not." 

After which and the like interchange of delectable discourse, Nathan and Mitridanes, by 

Nathan's desire, returned to the palace; where Nathan for some days honourably entreated 

Mitridanes, and by his sage counsel confirmed and encouraged him in his high and noble 

resolve; after which, Mitridanes, being minded to return home with his company, took his leave 

of Nathan, fully persuaded that 'twas not possible to surpass him in liberality. 

  



NOVEL IV. — Messer Gentile de' Carisendi, being come from Modena, disinters a lady that he 

loves, who has been buried for dead. She, being reanimated, gives birth to a male child; and 

Messer Gentile restores her, with her son, to Niccoluccio Caccianimico, her husband. — 

A thing marvellous seemed it to all that for liberality a man should be ready to sacrifice his 

own life; and herein they averred that Nathan had without doubt left the King of Spain and the 

Abbot of Cluny behind. However, when they had discussed the matter diversely and at large, the 

king, bending his regard on Lauretta, signified to her his will that she should tell; and forthwith, 

accordingly, Lauretta began:—Goodly matters are they and magnificent that have been 

recounted to you, young ladies; nay, so much of our field of discourse is already filled by their 

grandeur, that for us that are yet to tell, there is, methinks, no room left, unless we seek our topic 

there where matter of discourse germane to every theme does most richly abound, to wit, in the 

affairs of love. For which cause, as also for that our time of life cannot but make us especially 

inclinable thereto, I am minded that my story shall be of a feat of magnificence done by a lover: 

which, all things considered, will, peradventure, seem to you inferior to none that have been 

shewn you; so it be true that to possess the beloved one, men will part with their treasures, forget 

their enmities, and jeopardize their own lives, their honour and their reputation, in a thousand 

ways. 

Know, then, that at Bologna, that most famous city of Lombardy, there dwelt a knight, Messer 

Gentile Carisendi by name, worshipful alike for his noble lineage and his native worth: who in 

his youth, being enamoured of a young gentlewoman named Madonna Catalina, wife of one 

Niccoluccio Caccianimico, and well-nigh despairing, for that the lady gave him but a sorry 

requital of his love, betook him to Modena, being called thither as Podesta. Now what time he 

was there, Niccoluccio being also away from Bologna, and his lady gone, for that she was with 

child, to lie in at a house she had some three miles or so from the city, it befell that she was 

suddenly smitten with a sore malady of such and so virulent a quality that it left no sign of life in 

her, so that the very physicians pronounced her dead. And for that the women that were nearest 

of kin to her professed to have been told by her, that she was not so far gone in pregnancy that 

the child could be perfectly formed, they, without more ado, laid her in a tomb in a neighbouring 

church, and after long lamentation closed it upon her. 

Whereof Messer Gentile being forthwith apprised by one of his friends, did, for all she had 

been most niggardly to him of her favour, grieve not a little, and at length fell a communing with 

himself on this wise:—So, Madonna Catalina, thou art dead! While thou livedst, never a glance 

of thine might I have; wherefore, now that thou art dead, 'tis but right that I go take a kiss from 

thee. 'Twas night while he thus mused; and forthwith, observing strict secrecy in his departure, 

he got him to horse with a single servant, and halted not until he was come to the place where the 

lady was interred; and having opened the tomb he cautiously entered it. Then, having lain down 



beside her, he set his face against hers; and again and again, weeping profusely the while, he 

kissed it. But as 'tis matter of common knowledge that the desires of men, and more especially of 

lovers, know no bounds, but crave ever an ampler satisfaction; even so Messer Gentile, albeit he 

had been minded to tarry there no longer, now said to himself:—Wherefore touch I not her 

bosom a while? I have never yet touched it, nor shall I ever touch it again. Obeying which 

impulse, he laid his hand on her bosom, and keeping it there some time, felt, as he thought, her 

heart faintly beating. Whereupon, banishing all fear, and examining the body with closer 

attention, he discovered that life was not extinct, though he judged it but scant and flickering: 

and so, aided by his servant, he bore her, as gently as he might, out of the tomb; and set her 

before him upon his horse, and brought her privily to his house at Bologna, where dwelt his wise 

and worthy mother, who, being fully apprised by him of the circumstances, took pity on the lady, 

and had a huge fire kindled, and a bath made ready, whereby she restored her to life. Whereof 

the first sign she gave was to heave a great sigh, and murmur:—"Alas! where am I?" To which 

the worthy lady made answer:—"Be of good cheer; thou art well lodged." By and by the lady, 

coming to herself, looked about her; and finding herself she knew not where, and seeing Messer 

Gentile before her, was filled with wonder, and besought his mother to tell her how she came to 

be there. 

Messer Gentile thereupon told her all. Sore distressed thereat, the lady, after a while, thanked 

him as best she might; after which she besought him by the love that he had borne her, and of his 

courtesy, that she might, while she tarried in his house, be spared aught that could impair her 

honour and her husband's; and that at daybreak he would suffer her to return home. "Madam," 

replied Messer Gentile, "however I did affect you in time past, since God in His goodness has, 

by means of the love I bore you, restored you to me alive, I mean not now, or at any time 

hereafter, to entreat you either here or elsewhere, save as a dear sister; but yet the service I have 

to-night rendered you merits some guerdon, and therefore lief had I that you deny me not a 

favour which I shall ask of you." Whereto the lady graciously made answer that she would be 

prompt to grant it, so only it were in her power, and consonant with her honour. Said then 

Messer Gentile:—"Your kinsfolk, Madam, one and all, nay, all the folk in Bologna are fully 

persuaded that you are dead: there is therefore none to expect you at home: wherefore the favour 

I crave of you is this, that you will be pleased to tarry privily here with my mother, until such 

time—which will be speedily—as I return from Modena. And 'tis for that I purpose to make 

solemn and joyous donation of you to your husband in presence of the most honourable folk of 

this city that I ask of you this grace." Mindful of what she owed the knight, and witting that what 

he craved was seemly, the lady, albeit she yearned not a little to gladden her kinsfolk with the 

sight of her in the flesh, consented to do as Messer Gentile besought her, and thereto pledged 

him her faith. And scarce had she done so, when she felt that the hour of her travail was come; 

and so, tenderly succoured by Messer Gentile's mother, she not long after gave birth to a fine 



boy. Which event did mightily enhance her own and Messer Gentile's happiness. Then, having 

made all meet provision for her, and left word that she was to be tended as if she were his own 

wife, Messer Gentile, observing strict secrecy, returned to Modena. 

His time of office there ended, in anticipation of his return to Bologna, he appointed for the 

morning of his arrival in the city a great and goodly banquet at his house, whereto were bidden 

not a few of the gentlemen of Bologna, and among them Niccoluccio Caccianimico. Whom, 

when he was returned and dismounted, he found awaiting him, as also the lady, fairer and more 

healthful than ever, and her little son doing well; and so with a gladness beyond compare he 

ranged his guests at table, and regaled them with many a course magnificently served. And 

towards the close of the feast, having premonished the lady of his intention, and concerted with 

her how she should behave, thus he spoke:—"Gentlemen, I mind me to have once heard tell of 

(as I deem it) a delightsome custom which they have in Persia; to wit, that, when one would do 

his friend especial honour, he bids him to his house, and there shews him that treasure, be it wife, 

or mistress, or daughter, or what not, that he holds most dear; assuring him that yet more gladly, 

were it possible, he would shew him his heart. Which custom I am minded to observe here in 

Bologna. You, of your courtesy, have honoured my feast with your presence, and I propose to do 

you honour in the Persian fashion, by shewing you that which in all the world I do, and must 

ever, hold most dear. But before I do so, tell me, I pray you, how you conceive of a nice question 

that I shall lay before you. Suppose that one has in his house a good and most faithful servant, 

who falls sick of a grievous disorder; and that the master tarries not for the death of the servant, 

but has him borne out into the open street, and concerns himself no more with him: that then a 

stranger comes by, is moved to pity of the sick man, and takes him to his house, and by careful 

tendance and at no small cost restores him to his wonted health. Now I would fain know whether 

the first master has in equity any just cause to complain of or be aggrieved with the second 

master, if he retain the servant in his employ, and refuse to restore him, when so required." 

The gentlemen discussed the matter after divers fashions, and all agreed in one sentence, 

which they committed to Niccoluccio Caccianimico, for that he was an eloquent and 

accomplished speaker, to deliver on the part of them all. Niccoluccio began by commending the 

Persian custom: after which he said that he and the others were all of the same opinion, to wit, 

that the first master had no longer any right in his servant, since he had not only abandoned but 

cast him forth; and that by virtue of the second master's kind usage of him he must be deemed to 

have become his servant; wherefore, by keeping him, he did the first master no mischief, no 

violence, no wrong. Whereupon the rest that were at the table said, one and all, being worthy 

men, that their judgment jumped with Niccoluccio's answer. The knight, well pleased with the 

answer, and that 'twas Niccoluccio that gave it, affirmed that he was of the same opinion; 

adding:—"'Tis now time that I shew you that honour which I promised you." He then called two 

of his servants, and sent them to the lady, whom he had caused to be apparelled and adorned with 



splendour, charging them to pray her to be pleased to come and gladden the gentlemen with her 

presence. So she, bearing in her arms her most lovely little son, came, attended by the two 

servants, into the saloon, and by the knight's direction, took a seat beside a worthy gentleman: 

whereupon:—"Gentlemen," quoth the knight, "this is the treasure that I hold, and mean ever to 

hold, more dear than aught else. Behold, and judge whether I have good cause." 

The gentlemen said not a little in her honour and praise, averring that the knight ought indeed 

to hold her dear: then, as they regarded her more attentively, there were not a few that would 

have pronounced her to be the very woman that she was, had they not believed that woman to be 

dead. But none scanned her so closely as Niccoluccio, who, the knight being withdrawn a little 

space, could no longer refrain his eager desire to know who she might be, but asked her whether 

she were of Bologna, or from other parts. The lady, hearing her husband's voice, could scarce 

forbear to answer; but yet, not to disconcert the knight's plan, she kept silence. Another asked her 

if that was her little boy; and yet another, if she were Messer Gentile's wife, or in any other wise 

his connection. To none of whom she vouchsafed an answer. Then, Messer Gentile coming 

up:—"Sir," quoth one of the guests, "this treasure of yours is goodly indeed; but she seems to be 

dumb: is she so?" "Gentlemen," quoth Messer Gentile, "that she has not as yet spoken is no small 

evidence of her virtue." "Then tell us, you, who she is," returned the other. "That," quoth the 

knight, "will I right gladly, so you but promise me, that, no matter what I may say, none of you 

will stir from his place, until I have ended my story." All gave the required promise, and when 

the tables had been cleared, Messer Gentile, being seated beside the lady, thus spoke:—

"Gentlemen, this lady is that loyal and faithful servant, touching whom a brief while ago I 

propounded to you my question, whom her own folk held none too dear, but cast out into the 

open street as a thing vile and no longer good for aught, but I took thence, and by my careful 

tendance wrested from the clutch of death; whom God, regardful of my good will, has changed 

from the appalling aspect of a corpse to the thing of beauty that you see before you. But for your 

fuller understanding of this occurrence, I will briefly explain it to you." He then recounted to 

them in detail all that had happened from his first becoming enamoured of the lady to that very 

hour whereto they hearkened with no small wonder; after which:—"And so," he added, "unless 

you, and more especially Niccoluccio, are now of another opinion than you were a brief while 

ago, the lady rightly belongs to me, nor can any man lawfully reclaim her of me." 

None answered, for all were intent to hear what more he would say. But, while Niccoluccio, 

and some others that were there, wept for sympathy, Messer Gentile stood up, and took the little 

boy in his arms and the lady by the hand, and approached Niccoluccio, saying:—"Rise, my 

gossip: I do not, indeed, restore thee thy wife, whom thy kinsfolk and hers cast forth; but I am 

minded to give thee this lady, my gossip, with this her little boy, whom I know well to be thy 

son, and whom I held at the font, and named Gentile: and I pray thee that she be not the less dear 

to thee for that she has tarried three months in my house; for I swear to thee by that God, who, 



peradventure, ordained that I should be enamoured of her, to the end that my love might be, as it 

has been, the occasion of her restoration to life, that never with her father, or her mother, or with 

thee, did she live more virtuously than with my mother in my house." Which said, he turned to 

the lady, saying:—"Madam, I now release you from all promises made to me, and so deliver you 

to Niccoluccio." Then, leaving the lady and the child in Niccoluccio's embrace, he returned to his 

seat. 

Thus to receive his wife and son was to Niccoluccio a delight great in the measure of its 

remoteness from his hope. Wherefore in the most honourable terms at his command he thanked 

the knight, whom all the rest, weeping for sympathy, greatly commended for what he had done, 

as did also all that heard thereof. The lady, welcomed home with wondrous cheer, was long a 

portent to the Bolognese, who gazed on her as on one raised from the dead. Messer Gentile lived 

ever after as the friend of Niccoluccio, and his and the lady's kinsfolk. 

Now what shall be your verdict, gracious ladies? A king's largess, though it was of his sceptre 

and crown, an abbot's reconciliation, at no cost to himself, of a malefactor with the Pope, or an 

old man's submission of his throat to the knife of his enemy—will you adjudge that such acts as 

these are comparable to the deed of Messer Gentile? Who, though young, and burning with 

passion, and deeming himself justly entitled to that which the heedlessness of another had 

discarded, and he by good fortune had recovered, not only tempered his ardour with honour, but 

having that which with his whole soul he had long been bent on wresting from another, did with 

liberality restore it. Assuredly none of the feats aforesaid seem to me like unto this. 

  



NOVEL V. — Madonna Dianora craves of Messer Ansaldo a garden that shall be as fair in 

January as in May. Messer Ansaldo binds himself to a necromancer, and thereby gives her the 

garden. Her husband gives her leave to do Messer Ansaldo's pleasure: he, being apprised of her 

husband's liberality, releases her from her promise; and the necromancer releases Messer 

Ansaldo from his bond, and will take nought of his. — 

Each of the gay company had with superlative commendation extolled Messer Gentile to the 

skies, when the king bade Emilia follow suit; and with a good courage, as burning to speak, thus 

Emilia began:—Delicate my ladies, none can justly say that 'twas not magnificently done of 

Messer Gentile; but if it be alleged that 'twas the last degree of magnificence, 'twill perchance not 

be difficult to shew that more was possible, as is my purpose in the little story that I shall tell 

you. 

In Friuli, a country which, though its air is shrewd, is pleasantly diversified by fine mountains 

and not a few rivers and clear fountains, is a city called Udine, where dwelt of yore a fair and 

noble lady, Madonna Dianora by name, wife of a wealthy grandee named Giliberto, a very 

pleasant gentleman, and debonair. Now this lady, for her high qualities, was in the last degree 

beloved by a great and noble baron, Messer Ansaldo Gradense by name, a man of no little 

consequence, and whose fame for feats of arms and courtesy was spread far and wide. But, 

though with all a lover's ardour he left nought undone that he might do to win her love, and to 

that end frequently plied her with his ambassages, 'twas all in vain. And the lady being distressed 

by his importunity, and that, refuse as she might all that he asked of her, he none the less 

continued to love her and press his suit upon her, bethought her how she might rid herself of him 

by requiring of him an extraordinary and, as she deemed, impossible feat. So one day, a woman 

that came oftentimes from him to her being with her:—"Good woman," quoth she, "thou hast 

many a time affirmed that Messer Ansaldo loves me above all else; and thou hast made proffer to 

me on his part of wondrous rich gifts which I am minded he keep to himself, for that I could 

never bring myself to love him or pleasure him for their sake; but, if I might be certified that he 

loves me as much as thou sayst, then without a doubt I should not fail to love him, and do his 

pleasure; wherefore, so he give me the assurance that I shall require, I shall be at his command." 

"What is it, Madam," returned the good woman, "that you would have him do?" "This," replied 

the lady; "I would have this next ensuing January, hard by this city, a garden full of green grass 

and flowers and flowering trees, just as if it were May; and if he cannot provide me with this 

garden, bid him never again send either thee or any other to me, for that, should he harass me any 

further, I shall no longer keep silence, as I have hitherto done, but shall make my complaint to 

my husband and all my kinsmen, and it shall go hard but I will be quit of him." 

The gentleman being apprised of his lady's stipulation and promise, notwithstanding that he 

deemed it no easy matter, nay, a thing almost impossible, to satisfy her, and knew besides that 



'twas but to deprive him of all hope that she made the demand, did nevertheless resolve to do his 

endeavour to comply with it, and causing search to be made in divers parts of the world, if any 

he might find to afford him counsel or aid, he lit upon one, who for a substantial reward offered 

to do the thing by necromancy. So Messer Ansaldo, having struck the bargain with him for an 

exceeding great sum of money, gleefully expected the appointed time. Which being come with 

extreme cold, insomuch that there was nought but snow and ice, the adept on the night before the 

calends of January wrought with his spells to such purpose that on the morrow, as was averred 

by eye-witnesses, there appeared in a meadow hard by the city one of the most beautiful gardens 

that was ever seen, with no lack of grass and trees and fruits of all sorts. At sight whereof Messer 

Ansaldo was overjoyed, and caused some of the finest fruits and flowers that it contained to be 

gathered, and privily presented to his lady, whom he bade come and see the garden that she had 

craved, that thereby she might have assurance of his love, and mind her of the promise that she 

had given him and confirmed with an oath, and, as a loyal lady, take thought for its performance. 

When she saw the flowers and fruits, the lady, who had already heard not a few folk speak of the 

wondrous garden, began to repent her of her promise. But for all that, being fond of strange 

sights, she hied her with many other ladies of the city to see the garden, and having gazed on it 

with wonderment, and commended it not a little, she went home the saddest woman alive, 

bethinking her to what it bound her: and so great was her distress that she might not well conceal 

it; but, being written on her face, 'twas marked by her husband, who was minded by all means to 

know the cause thereof. 

The lady long time kept silence: but at last she yielded to his urgency, and discovered to him 

the whole matter from first to last. Whereat Giliberto was at first very wroth; but on second 

thoughts, considering the purity of the lady's purpose, he was better advised, and dismissing his 

anger:—"Dianora," quoth he, "'tis not the act of a discreet or virtuous lady to give ear to 

messages of such a sort, nor to enter into any compact touching her chastity with any man on any 

terms. Words that the ears convey to the heart have a potency greater than is commonly 

supposed, and there is scarce aught that lovers will not find possible. 'Twas then ill done of thee 

in the first instance to hearken, as afterwards to make the compact; but, for that I know the purity 

of thy soul, that thou mayst be quit of thy promise, I will grant thee that which, perchance, no 

other man would grant, being also swayed thereto by fear of the necromancer, whom Messer 

Ansaldo, shouldst thou play him false, might, peradventure, cause to do us a mischief. I am 

minded, then, that thou go to him, and contrive, if on any wise thou canst, to get thee quit of this 

promise without loss of virtue; but if otherwise it may not be, then for the nonce thou mayst yield 

him thy body, but not thy soul." Whereat the lady, weeping, would none of such a favour at her 

husband's hands. But Giliberto, for all the lady's protestations, was minded that so it should be. 

Accordingly, on the morrow about dawn, apparelled none too ornately, preceded by two 

servants and followed by a chambermaid, the lady hied her to Messer Ansaldo's house. Apprised 



that his lady was come to see him, Messer Ansaldo, marvelling not a little, rose, and having 

called the necromancer:—"I am minded," quoth he, "that thou see what goodly gain I have 

gotten by thine art." And the twain having met the lady, Ansaldo gave way to no unruly appetite, 

but received her with a seemly obeisance; and then the three repaired to a goodly chamber, 

where there was a great fire, and having caused the lady to be seated, thus spoke Ansaldo:—

"Madam, if the love that I have so long borne you merit any guerdon, I pray you that it be not 

grievous to you to discover to me the true occasion of your coming to me at this hour, and thus 

accompanied." Shamefast, and the tears all but standing in her eyes, the lady made answer:—"Sir 

'tis neither love that I bear you, nor pledged you, that brings me hither, but the command of my 

husband, who, regarding rather the pains you have had of your unbridled passion than his own or 

my honour, has sent me hither; and for that he commands it, I, for the nonce, am entirely at your 

pleasure." 

If Messer Ansaldo had marvelled to hear of the lady's coming, he now marvelled much more, 

and touched by Giliberto's liberality, and passing from passion to compassion:—"Now, God 

forbid, Madam," quoth he, "that, it being as you say, I should wound the honour of him that has 

compassion on my love; wherefore, no otherwise than as if you were my sister shall you abide 

here, while you are so minded, and be free to depart at your pleasure; nor crave I aught of you 

but that you shall convey from me to your husband such thanks as you shall deem meet for 

courtesy such as his has been, and entreat me ever henceforth as your brother and servant." 

Whereat overjoyed in the last degree:—"Nought," quoth the lady, "by what I noted of your 

behaviour, could ever have caused me to anticipate other sequel of my coming hither than this 

which I see is your will, and for which I shall ever be your debtor." She then took her leave, and, 

attended by a guard of honour, returned to Giliberto, and told him what had passed; between 

whom and Messer Ansaldo there was thenceforth a most close and loyal friendship. 

Now the liberality shewn by Giliberto towards Messer Ansaldo, and by Messer Ansaldo 

towards the lady, having been marked by the necromancer, when Messer Ansaldo made ready to 

give him the promised reward:—"Now God forbid," quoth he, "that, as I have seen Giliberto 

liberal in regard of his honour, and you liberal in regard of your love, I be not in like manner 

liberal in regard of my reward, which accordingly, witting that 'tis in good hands, I am minded 

that you keep." The knight was abashed, and strove hard to induce him to take, if not the whole, 

at least a part of the money; but finding that his labour was in vain, and that the necromancer, 

having caused his garden to vanish after the third day, was minded to depart, he bade him adieu. 

And the carnal love he had borne the lady being spent, he burned for her thereafter with a flame 

of honourable affection. Now what shall be our verdict in this case, lovesome ladies? A lady, as 

it were dead, and a love grown lukewarm for utter hopelessness! Shall we set a liberality shewn 

in such a case above this liberality of Messer Ansaldo, loving yet as ardently, and hoping, 



perchance, yet more ardently than ever, and holding in his hands the prize that he had so long 

pursued? Folly indeed should I deem it to compare that liberality with this. 

  



NOVEL VI. — King Charles the Old, being conqueror, falls in love with a young maiden, and 

afterward growing ashamed of his folly bestows her and her sister honourably in marriage. — 

Who might fully recount with what diversity of argument the ladies debated which of the 

three, Giliberto, or Messer Ansaldo, or the necromancer, behaved with the most liberality in the 

affair of Madonna Dianora? Too long were it to tell. However, when the king had allowed them 

to dispute a while, he, with a glance at Fiammetta, bade her rescue them from their wrangling by 

telling her story. Fiammetta made no demur, but thus began:—Illustrious my ladies, I have ever 

been of opinion that in companies like ours one should speak so explicitly that the import of 

what is said should never by excessive circumscription afford matter for disputation; which is 

much more in place among students in the schools, than among us, whose powers are scarce 

adequate to the management of the distaff and the spindle. Wherefore I, that had in mind a matter 

of, perchance, some nicety, now that I see you all at variance touching the matters last mooted, 

am minded to lay it aside, and tell you somewhat else, which concerns a man by no means of 

slight account, but a valiant king, being a chivalrous action that he did, albeit in no wise thereto 

actuated by his honour. 

There is none of you but may not seldom have heard tell of King Charles the Old, or the First, 

by whose magnificent emprise, and the ensuing victory gained over King Manfred, the 

Ghibellines were driven forth of Florence, and the Guelfs returned thither. For which cause a 

knight, Messer Neri degli Uberti by name, departing Florence with his household and not a little 

money, resolved to fix his abode under no other sway than that of King Charles. And being fain 

of a lonely place in which to end his days in peace, he betook him to Castello da Mare di Stabia; 

and there, perchance a cross-bow-shot from the other houses of the place, amid the olives and 

hazels and chestnuts that abound in those parts, he bought an estate, on which he built a goodly 

house and commodious, with a pleasant garden beside it, in the midst of which, having no lack of 

running water, he set, after our Florentine fashion, a pond fair and clear, and speedily filled it 

with fish. And while thus he lived, daily occupying himself with nought else but how to make his 

garden more fair, it befell that King Charles in the hot season betook him to Castello da Mare to 

refresh himself a while, and hearing of the beauty of Messer Neri's garden, was desirous to view 

it. And having learned to whom it belonged, he bethought him that, as the knight was an adherent 

of the party opposed to him, he would use more familiarity towards him than he would otherwise 

have done; and so he sent him word that he and four comrades would sup privily with him in his 

garden on the ensuing evening. Messer Neri felt himself much honoured; and having made his 

preparations with magnificence, and arranged the order of the ceremonies with his household, 

did all he could and knew to make the King cordially welcome to his fair garden. 

When the King had viewed the garden throughout, as also Messer Neri's house, and 

commended them, he washed, and seated himself at one of the tables, which were set beside the 



pond, and bade Count Guy de Montfort, who was one of his companions, sit on one side of him, 

and Messer Neri on the other, and the other three to serve, as they should be directed by Messer 

Neri. The dishes that were set before them were dainty, the wines excellent and rare, the order of 

the repast very fair and commendable, without the least noise or aught else that might distress; 

whereon the King bestowed no stinted praise. As thus he gaily supped, well-pleased with the 

lovely spot, there came into the garden two young maidens, each perhaps fifteen years old, 

blonde both, their golden tresses falling all in ringlets about them, and crowned with a dainty 

garland of periwinkle-flowers; and so delicate and fair of face were they that they shewed liker to 

angels than aught else, each clad in a robe of finest linen, white as snow upon their flesh, close-

fitting as might be from the waist up, but below the waist ample, like a pavilion to the feet. She 

that was foremost bore on her shoulders a pair of nets, which she held with her left hand, 

carrying in her right a long pole. Her companion followed, bearing on her left shoulder a frying-

pan, under her left arm a bundle of faggots, and in her left hand a tripod, while in the other hand 

she carried a cruse of oil and a lighted taper. At sight of whom the King marvelled, and gazed 

intent to learn what it might import. The two young maidens came forward with becoming 

modesty, and did obeisance to the King; which done they hied them to the place of ingress to the 

pond, and she that had the frying-pan having set it down, and afterward the other things, took the 

pole that the other carried, and so they both went down into the pond, being covered by its waters 

to their breasts. Whereupon one of Messer Neri's servants, having forthwith lit a fire, and set the 

tripod on the faggots and oil therein, addressed himself to wait, until some fish should be thrown 

to him by the girls. Who, the one searching with the pole in those parts where she knew the fish 

lay hid, while the other made ready the nets, did in a brief space of time, to the exceeding great 

delight of the King, who watched them attentively, catch fish not a few, which they tossed to the 

servant, who set them, before the life was well out of them, in the frying-pan. After which, the 

maidens, as pre-arranged, addressed them to catch some of the finest fish, and cast them on to the 

table before the King, and Count Guy, and their father. The fish wriggled about the table to the 

prodigious delight of the King, who in like manner took some of them, and courteously returned 

them to the girls; with which sport they diverted them, until the servant had cooked the fish that 

had been given him: which, by Messer Neri's command, were set before the King rather as a 

side-dish than as aught very rare or delicious. 

When the girls saw that all the fish were cooked, and that there was no occasion for them to 

catch any more, they came forth of the pond, their fine white garments cleaving everywhere 

close to their flesh so as to hide scarce any part of their delicate persons, took up again the things 

that they had brought, and passing modestly before the King, returned to the house. The King, 

and the Count, and the other gentlemen that waited, had regarded the maidens with no little 

attention, and had, one and all, inly bestowed on them no little praise, as being fair and shapely, 

and therewithal sweet and debonair; but 'twas in the King's eyes that they especially found 



favour. Indeed, as they came forth of the water, the King had scanned each part of their bodies so 

intently that, had one then pricked him, he would not have felt it, and his thoughts afterwards 

dwelling upon them, though he knew not who they were, nor how they came to be there, he felt 

stir within his heart a most ardent desire to pleasure them, whereby he knew very well that, if he 

took not care, he would grow enamoured; howbeit he knew not whether of the twain pleased him 

the more, so like was each to the other. Having thus brooded a while, he turned to Messer Neri, 

and asked who the two damsels were. Whereto:—"Sire," replied Messer Neri, "they are my twin 

daughters, and they are called, the one, Ginevra the Fair, and the other, Isotta the Blonde." 

Whereupon the King was loud in praise of them, and exhorted Messer Neri to bestow them in 

marriage. To which Messer Neri demurred, for that he no longer had the means. And nought of 

the supper now remaining to serve, save the fruit, in came the two young damsels in gowns of 

taffeta very fine, bearing in their hands two vast silver salvers full of divers fruits, such as the 

season yielded, and set them on the table before the King. Which done, they withdrew a little 

space and fell a singing to music a ditty, of which the opening words were as follows:— 

  Love, many words would not suffice 

  There where I am come to tell. 

And so dulcet and delightsome was the strain that to the King, his eyes and ears alike 

charmed, it seemed as if all the nine orders of angels were descended there to sing. The song 

ended, they knelt and respectfully craved the King's leave to depart; which, though sorely against 

his will, he gave them with a forced gaiety. 

Supper ended, the King and his companions, having remounted their horses, took leave of 

Messer Neri, and conversing of divers matters, returned to the royal quarters; where the King, 

still harbouring his secret passion, nor, despite affairs of state that supervened, being able to 

forget the beauty and sweetness of Ginevra the Fair, for whose sake he likewise loved her twin 

sister, was so limed by Love that he could scarce think of aught else. So, feigning other reasons, 

he consorted familiarly with Messer Neri, and did much frequent his garden, that he might see 

Ginevra. And at length, being unable to endure his suffering any longer, and being minded, for 

that he could devise no other expedient, to despoil their father not only of the one but of the other 

damsel also, he discovered both his love and his project to Count Guy; who, being a good man 

and true, thus made answer:—"Sire, your tale causes me not a little astonishment, and that more 

especially because of your conversation from your childhood to this very day, I have, methinks, 

known more than any other man. And as no such passion did I ever mark in you, even in your 

youth, when Love should more readily have fixed you with his fangs, as now I discern, when you 

are already on the verge of old age, 'tis to me so strange, so surprising that you should veritably 

love, that I deem it little short of a miracle. And were it meet for me to reprove you, well wot I 

the language I should hold to you, considering that you are yet in arms in a realm but lately won, 



among a people as yet unknown to you, and wily and treacherous in the extreme, and that the 

gravest anxieties and matters of high policy engross your mind, so that you are not as yet able to 

sit you down, and nevertheless amid all these weighty concerns you have given harbourage to 

false, flattering Love. This is not the wisdom of a great king, but the folly of a feather-pated boy. 

And moreover, what is far worse, you say that you are resolved to despoil this poor knight of his 

two daughters, whom, entertaining you in his house, and honouring you to the best of his power, 

he brought into your presence all but naked, testifying thereby, how great is his faith in you, and 

how assured he is that you are a king, and not a devouring wolf. Have you so soon forgotten that 

'twas Manfred's outrageous usage of his subjects that opened you the way into this realm? What 

treachery was he ever guilty of that better merited eternal torment, than 'twould be in you to 

wrest from one that honourably entreats you at once his hope and his consolation? What would 

be said of you if so you should do? Perchance you deem that 'twould suffice to say:—'I did it 

because he is a Ghibelline.' Is it then consistent with the justice of a king that those, be they who 

they may, who seek his protection, as this man has sought yours, should be entreated after this 

sort? King, I bid you remember that exceeding great as is your glory to have vanquished 

Manfred, yet to conquer oneself is a still greater glory: wherefore you, to whom belongs the 

correction of others, see to it that you conquer yourself, and refrain this unruly passion; and let 

not such a blot mar the splendour of your achievements." 

Sore stricken at heart by the Count's words, and the more mortified that he acknowledged their 

truth, the King heaved a fervent sigh or two, and then:—"Count," quoth he, "that enemy there is 

none, however mighty, but to the practised warrior is weak enough and easy to conquer in 

comparison of his own appetite, I make no doubt, but, great though the struggle will be and 

immeasurable the force that it demands, so shrewdly galled am I by your words, that not many 

days will have gone by before I shall without fail have done enough to shew you that I, that am 

the conqueror of others, am no less able to gain the victory over myself." And indeed but a few 

days thereafter, the King, on his return to Naples, being minded at once to leave himself no 

excuse for dishonourable conduct, and to recompense the knight for his honourable entreatment 

of him, did, albeit 'twas hard for him to endow another with that which he had most ardently 

desired for himself, none the less resolve to bestow the two damsels in marriage, and that not as 

Messer Neri's daughters, but as his own. Wherefore, Messer Neri consenting, he provided both 

with magnificent dowries, and gave Ginevra the Fair to Messer Maffeo da Palizzi, and Isotta the 

Blonde to Messer Guglielmo della Magna, noble knights and great barons both; which done, sad 

at heart beyond measure, he betook him to Apulia, and by incessant travail did so mortify his 

vehement appetite that he snapped and broke in pieces the fetters of Love, and for the rest of his 

days was no more vexed by such passion. 

Perchance there will be those who say that 'tis but a trifle for a king to bestow two girls in 

marriage; nor shall I dispute it: but say we that a king in love bestowed in marriage her whom he 



loved, neither having taken nor taking, of his love, leaf or flower or fruit; then this I say was a 

feat great indeed, nay, as great as might be. 

After such a sort then did this magnificent King, at once generously rewarding the noble 

knight, commendably honouring the damsels that he loved, and stoutly subduing himself. 

  



NOVEL VII. — King Pedro, being apprised of the fervent love borne him by Lisa, who thereof is 

sick, comforts her, and forthwith gives her in marriage to a young gentleman, and having kissed 

her on the brow, ever after professes himself her knight. — 

When Fiammetta was come to the end of her story, and not a little praise had been accorded to 

the virile magnificence of King Charles, albeit one there was of the ladies, who, being a 

Ghibelline, joined not therein, Pampinea, having received the king's command, thus began:—

None is there of discernment, worshipful my ladies, that would say otherwise than you have said 

touching good King Charles, unless for some other cause she bear him a grudge; however, for 

that there comes to my mind the, perchance no less honourable, entreatment of one of our 

Florentine girls by one of his adversaries, I am minded to recount the same to you. 

What time the French were driven forth of Sicily there dwelt at Palermo one of our 

Florentines, that was an apothecary, Bernardo Puccini by name, a man of great wealth, that by 

his lady had an only and exceeding fair daughter, then of marriageable age. Now King Pedro of 

Arragon, being instated in the sovereignty of the island, did at Palermo make with his barons 

marvellous celebration thereof; during which, as he tilted after the Catalan fashion, it befell that 

Bernardo's daughter, Lisa by name, being with other ladies at a window, did thence espy him in 

the course, whereat being prodigiously delighted, she regarded him again and again, and grew 

fervently enamoured of him; nor yet, when the festivities were ended, and she was at home with 

her father, was there aught she could think of but this her exalted and aspiring love. In regard 

whereof that which most irked her was her sense of her low rank, which scarce permitted her any 

hope of a happy issue; but, for all that, give over her love for the King she would not; nor yet, for 

fear of worse to come, dared she discover it. The King, meanwhile, recking, witting nothing of 

the matter, her suffering waxed immeasurable, intolerable; and her love ever growing with ever 

fresh accessions of melancholy, the fair maiden, overborne at last, fell sick, and visibly day by 

day wasted like snow in sunlight. Distraught with grief thereat, her father and mother afforded 

her such succour as they might with words of good cheer, and counsel of physicians, and physic; 

but all to no purpose; for that she in despair of her love was resolved no more to live. 

Now her father assuring her that there was no whim of hers but should be gratified, the fancy 

took her that, if she might find apt means, she would, before she died, make her love and her 

resolve known to the King: wherefore one day she besought her father to cause Minuccio 

d'Arezzo, to come to her; which Minuccio, was a singer and musician of those days, reputed 

most skilful, and well seen of King Pedro. Bernardo, deeming that Lisa desired but to hear him 

play and sing a while, conveyed her message to him; and he, being an agreeable fellow, came to 

her forthwith, and after giving her some words of loving cheer, sweetly discoursed some airs 

upon his viol, and then sang her some songs; whereby, while he thought to comfort her, he did 

but add fire and flame to her love. Presently the girl said that she would fain say a few words to 



him in private, and when all else were withdrawn from the chamber:—"Minuccio," quoth she, 

"thee have I chosen, deeming thee most trusty, to be the keeper of my secret, relying upon thee in 

the first place never to betray it to a soul, and next to lend me in regard thereof such aid as thou 

mayst be able; and so I pray thee to do. Thou must know, then, Minuccio mine, that on the day 

when our lord King Pedro held the great festival in celebration of his triumph, I, seeing him tilt, 

was so smitten with love of him that thereof was kindled within my soul the fire which has 

brought me, as thou seest, to this pass; and knowing how ill it beseems me to love a king, and 

being unable, I say not to banish it from my heart, but so much as to bring it within bounds, and 

finding it exceeding grievous to bear, I have made choice of death as the lesser pain; and die I 

shall. But should he wot not of my love before I die, sore disconsolate should I depart; and 

knowing not by whom more aptly than by thee I might give him to know this my frame, I am 

minded to entrust the communication thereof to thee; which office I entreat thee not to refuse, 

and having discharged it, to let me know, that dying thus consoled, I may depart this pain." 

Which said, she silently wept. 

Marvelling at the loftiness of the girl's spirit and her desperate determination, Minuccio 

commiserated her not a little; and presently it occurred to him that there was a way in which he 

might honourably serve her: wherefore:—"Lisa," quoth he, "my faith I plight thee, wherein thou 

mayst place sure confidence that I shall never play thee false, and lauding thy high emprise, to 

wit, the setting thine affections upon so great a king, I proffer thee mine aid, whereby, so thou 

wilt be of good cheer, I hope, and believe, that, before thou shalt see the third day from now go 

by, I shall have brought thee tidings which will be to thee for an exceeding great joy; and, not to 

lose time, I will set to work at once." And so Lisa, assuring him that she would be of good cheer, 

and plying him afresh with instant obsecrations, bade him Godspeed; and Minuccio, having 

taken leave of her, hied him to one Mico da Siena, a very expert rhymester of those days, who at 

his instant request made the ensuing song:— 

Hence hie thee, Love; and hasting to my King, 

  Give him to know what torment dire I bear, 

  How that to death I fare, 

  Still close, for fear, my passion harbouring. 

Lo, Love, to thee with clasped hands I turn, 

  And pray thee seek him where he tarrieth, 

  And tell him how I oft for him do yearn, 

  So sweetly he my heart enamoureth; 

  And of the fire, wherewith I throughly burn, 

  I think to die, but may the hour uneath 

  Say, when my grievous pain shall with my breath 



  Surcease; till when, neither may fear nor shame 

  The least abate the flame. 

  Ah! to his ears my woeful story bring. 

Since of him I was first enamoured, 

  Never hast thou, O Love, my fearful heart 

  With any such fond hope encouraged, 

  As e'er its message to him to impart, 

  To him, my lord, that me so sore bested 

  Holds: dying thus, 'twere grievous to depart: 

  Perchance, were he to know my cruel smart, 

  'Twould not displease him; might I but make bold 

  My soul to him to unfold, 

  And shew him all my woeful languishing. 

Love, since 'twas not thy will me to accord 

  Such boldness as that e'er unto my King 

  I may discover my sad heart's full hoard, 

  Or any word or sign thereof him bring: 

  This all my prayer to thee, O sweet my Lord: 

  Hie thee to him, and so him whispering 

  Mind of the day I saw him tourneying 

  With all his paladins environed, 

  And grew enamoured 

  Ev'n to my very heart's disrupturing. 

Which words Minuccio forthwith set to music after a soft and plaintive fashion befitting their 

sense; and on the third day thereafter hied him to court, while King Pedro was yet at breakfast. 

And being bidden by the King to sing something to the accompaniment of his viol, he gave them 

this song with such sweet concord of words and music that all the folk that were in the King's 

hall seemed, as it were, entranced, so intent and absorbed stood they to listen, and the King 

rather more than the rest. And when Minuccio had done singing, the King asked whence the song 

came, that, as far as he knew, he had never heard it before. "Sire," replied Minuccio, "'tis not yet 

three days since 'twas made, words and music alike." And being asked by the King in regard of 

whom 'twas made:—"I dare not," quoth he, "discover such a secret save to you alone." Bent on 

hearing the story, the King, when the tables were cleared, took Minuccio into his privy chamber; 

and there Minuccio told him everything exactly as he had heard it from Lisa's lips. Whereby the 

King was much gratified, and lauded the maiden not a little, and said that a girl of such high 

spirit merited considerate treatment, and bade Minuccio be his envoy to her, and comfort her, 



and tell her that without fail that very day at vespers he would come to visit her. Overjoyed to 

bear the girl such gladsome tidings, Minuccio tarried not, but hied him back to the girl with his 

viol, and being closeted with her, told her all that had passed, and then sang the song to the 

accompaniment of his viol. Whereby the girl was so cheered and delighted that forthwith there 

appeared most marked and manifest signs of the amendment of her health, while with passionate 

longing (albeit none in the house knew or divined it) she awaited the vesper hour, when she was 

to see her lord. 

Knowing the girl very well, and how fair she was, and pondering divers times on what 

Minuccio had told him, the King, being a prince of a liberal and kindly disposition, grew ever 

more compassionate. So, about vespers, he mounted his horse, and rode forth, as if for mere 

pleasure, and being come to the apothecary's house, demanded access to a very goodly garden 

that the apothecary had, and having dismounted, after a while enquired of Bernardo touching his 

daughter, and whether he had yet bestowed her in marriage. "Sire," replied Bernardo, "she is not 

yet married; and indeed she has been and still is very ill howbeit since none she is wonderfully 

amended." The significance of which amendment being forthwith apprehended by the King:—

"In good faith," quoth he, "'twere a pity so fair a creature were reft from the world so early; we 

would go in and visit her." And presently, attended only by two of his lords and Bernardo, he 

betook him to her chamber, where being entered, he drew nigh the bed, whereon the girl half 

reclined, half sate in eager expectation of his coming; and taking her by the hand:—"Madonna," 

quoth he, "what means this? A maiden like you should be the comfort of others, and you suffer 

yourself to languish. We would entreat you that for love of us you be of good cheer, so as 

speedily to recover your health." To feel the touch of his hand whom she loved above all else, 

the girl, albeit somewhat shamefast, was so enraptured that 'twas as if she was in Paradise; and as 

soon as she was able:—"My lord," she said, "'twas the endeavour, weak as I am, to sustain a 

most grievous burden that brought this sickness upon me; but 'twill not be long ere you will see 

me quit thereof, thanks to your courtesy." The hidden meaning of which words was apprehended 

only by the King, who momently made more account of the girl, and again and again inly cursed 

Fortune, that had decreed that she should be the daughter of such a man. And yet a while he 

tarried with her, and comforted her, and so took his leave. Which gracious behaviour of the King 

was not a little commended, and accounted a signal honour to the apothecary and his daughter. 

The girl, glad at heart as was ever lady of her lover, mended with reviving hope, and in a few 

days recovered her health, and therewith more than all her wonted beauty. Whereupon the King, 

having taken counsel with the Queen how to reward so great a love, got him one day to horse 

with a great company of his barons, and hied him to the apothecary's house; and being come into 

the garden, he sent for the apothecary and his daughter; and there, being joined by the Queen 

with not a few ladies, who received the girl into their company, they made such cheer as 'twas a 

wonder to see. And after a while the King and Queen having called Lisa to them, quoth the 



King:—"Honourable damsel, by the great love that you have borne us we are moved greatly to 

honour you; and we trust that, for love of us, the honour that we design for you will be 

acceptable to you. Now 'tis thus we would honour you: to wit, that, seeing that you are of 

marriageable age, we would have you take for husband him that we shall give you; albeit 'tis 

none the less our purpose ever to call ourself your knight, demanding no other tribute of all your 

love but one sole kiss." Scarlet from brow to neck, the girl, making the King's pleasure her own, 

thus with a low voice replied:—"My lord, very sure am I that, should it come to be known that I 

was grown enamoured of you, most folk would hold me for a fool, deeming, perchance, that I 

was out of my mind, and witless alike of my own rank and yours; but God, who alone reads the 

hearts of us mortals, knows that even then, when first I did affect you, I wist that you were the 

King, and I but the daughter of Bernardo the apothecary, and that to suffer my passion to soar so 

high did ill become me; but, as you know far better than I, none loves of set and discreet purpose, 

but only according to the dictates of impulse and fancy; which law my forces, albeit not seldom 

opposed, being powerless to withstand, I loved and still love and shall ever love you. But as no 

sooner knew I myself subjugated to your love, than I vowed to have ever no will but yours; 

therefore not only am I compliant to take right gladly him whom you shall be pleased to give me 

for husband, thereby conferring upon me great honour and dignity; but if you should bid me tarry 

in the fire, delighted were I to obey, so thereby I might pleasure you. How far it beseems me to 

have you, my King, for my knight, you best know; and therefore I say nought thereof; nor will 

the kiss which you crave as your sole tribute of my love be granted you save by leave of my 

Lady the Queen. Natheless, may you have of this great graciousness that you and my Lady the 

Queen have shewn me, and which I may not requite, abundant recompense in the blessing and 

favour of God;" and so she was silent. 

The Queen was mightily delighted with the girl's answer, and deemed her as discreet as the 

King had said. The King then sent for the girl's father and mother, and being assured that his 

intention had their approval, summoned to his presence a young man, Perdicone by name, that 

was of gentle birth, but in poor circumstances, and put certain rings into his hand, and (he nowise 

gainsaying) wedded him to Lisa. Which done, besides jewels many and precious that he and the 

Queen gave the girl, he forthwith bestowed upon Perdicone two domains, right goodly and of 

ample revenues, to wit, Ceffalu and Calatabellotta, saying:—"We give them to thee for thy wife's 

dowry; what we have in store for thee thou wilt learn hereafter." Which said, he turned to the 

girl, and:—"Now," quoth he, "we are minded to cull that fruit which is due to us of thy love;" 

and so, taking her head between both his hands, he kissed her brow. Wherefore, great was the joy 

of Perdicone, and the father and mother of Lisa, and Lisa herself, and mighty the cheer they 

made, and gaily did they celebrate the nuptials. And, as many affirm, right well did the King 

keep his promise to the girl; for that ever, while he lived, he called himself her knight, nor went 

to any passage of arms bearing other device than that which he had from her. 



Now 'tis by doing after this sort that sovereigns win the hearts of their subjects, give others 

occasion of well-doing, and gain for themselves an imperishable renown. At which mark few or 

none in our times have bent the bow of their understanding, the more part of the princes having 

become but cruel tyrants. 

  



NOVEL VIII. — Sophronia, albeit she deems herself wife to Gisippus, is wife to Titus Quintius 

Fulvus, and goes with him to Rome, where Gisippus arrives in indigence, and deeming himself 

scorned by Titus, to compass his own death, avers that he has slain a man. Titus recognizes him, 

and to save his life, alleges that 'twas he that slew the man: whereof he that did the deed being 

witness, he discovers himself as the murderer. Whereby it comes to pass that they are all three 

liberated by Octavianus; and Titus gives Gisippus his sister to wife, and shares with him all his 

substance. — 

So ceased Pampinea; and when all the ladies, and most of all the Ghibelline, had commended 

King Pedro, Filomena by command of the king thus began:—Magnificent my ladies, who wots 

not that there is nought so great but kings, when they have a mind, may accomplish it? As also 

that 'tis of them that magnificence is most especially demanded? Now whoso, being powerful, 

does that which it appertains to him to do, does well; but therein is no such matter of marvel, or 

occasion of extolling him to the skies, as in his deed, of whom, for that his power is slight, less is 

demanded. Wherefore, as you are so profuse of your words in exaltation of the fine deeds, as you 

deem them, of monarchs, I make no manner of doubt, but that the doings of our peers must seem 

to you yet more delectable and commendable, when they equal or surpass those of kings. 

Accordingly 'tis a transaction, laudable and magnificent, that passed between two citizens, who 

were friends, that I purpose to recount to you in my story. 

I say, then, that what time Octavianus Caesar, not as yet hight Augustus, but being in the 

office called Triumvirate, swayed the empire of Rome, there dwelt at Rome a gentleman, Publius 

Quintius Fulvus by name, who, having a son, Titus Quintius Fulvus, that was a very prodigy of 

wit, sent him to Athens to study philosophy, and to the best of his power commended him to a 

nobleman of that city, Chremes by name, who was his very old friend. Chremes lodged Titus in 

his own house with his son Gisippus, and placed both Titus and Gisippus under a philosopher 

named Aristippus, to learn of him his doctrine. And the two youths, thus keeping together, found 

each the other's conversation so congruous with his own, that there grew up between them a 

friendship so close and brotherly that 'twas never broken by aught but death; nor knew either rest 

or solace save when he was with the other. So, gifted alike with pre-eminent subtlety of wit, they 

entered on their studies, and with even pace and prodigious applause scaled together the glorious 

heights of philosophy. In which way of life, to the exceeding great delight of Chremes, who 

entreated Titus as no less his son than Gisippus, they continued for full three years. At the end 

whereof, it befell (after the common course of things mundane) that Chremes (being now aged) 

departed this life. Whom with equal grief they mourned as a common father; and the friends and 

kinsfolk of Chremes were alike at a loss to determine whether of the twain stood in need of the 

more consolation upon the bereavement. 

Some months afterward the friends and kinsfolk of Gisippus came to him and exhorted him, as 

did also Titus, to take a wife, and found him a maiden, wondrous fair, of one of the most noble 



houses of Athens, her name Sophronia, and her age about fifteen years. So a time was appointed 

for their nuptials, and one day, when 'twas near at hand, Gisippus bade Titus come see the 

maiden, whom as yet he had not seen; and they being come into her house, and she sitting 

betwixt them, Titus, as he were fain to observe with care the several charms of his friend's wife 

that was to be, surveyed her with the closest attention, and being delighted beyond measure with 

all that he saw, grew, as inly he extolled her charms to the skies, enamoured of her with a love as 

ardent, albeit he gave no sign of it, as ever lover bore to lady. However, after they had tarried a 

while with her, they took their leave, and went home, where Titus repaired to his chamber, and 

there gave himself over to solitary musing on the damsel's charms, and the longer he brooded, 

the more he burned for her. Whereon as he reflected, having heaved many a fervent sigh, thus he 

began to commune with himself:—Ah! woe worth thy life, Titus! Whom makest thou the 

mistress of thy soul, thy love, thy hope? Knowest thou not that by reason as well of thy 

honourable entreatment by Chremes and his kin as of the wholehearted friendship that is between 

thee and Gisippus, it behoves thee to have his betrothed in even such pious regard as if she were 

thy sister? Whither art thou suffering beguiling love, delusive hope, to hurry thee? Open the eyes 

of thine understanding, and see thyself, wretched man, as thou art; obey the dictates of thy 

reason, refrain thy carnal appetite, control thine inordinate desires, and give thy thoughts another 

bent; join battle with thy lust at the outset, and conquer thyself while there is yet time. This 

which thou wouldst have is not meet, is not seemly: this which thou art minded to ensue, thou 

wouldst rather, though thou wert, as thou art not, sure of its attainment, eschew, hadst thou but 

the respect thou shouldst have, for the claims of true friendship. So, then, Titus, what wilt thou 

do? What but abandon this unseemly love, if thou wouldst do as it behoves thee? 

But then, as he remembered Sophronia, his thoughts took the contrary direction, and he 

recanted all he had said, musing on this wise:—The laws of Love are of force above all others; 

they abrogate not only the law of human friendship, but the law Divine itself. How many times 

ere now has father loved daughter, brother sister, step-mother step-son? aberrations far more 

notable than that a friend should love his friend's wife, which has happened a thousand times. 

Besides which, I am young, and youth is altogether subject to the laws of Love. Love's pleasure, 

then, should be mine. The seemly is for folk of riper years. 'Tis not in my power to will aught 

save that which Love wills. So beauteous is this damsel that there is none but should love her; 

and if I love her, who am young, who can justly censure me? I love her not because she is the 

affianced of Gisippus; no matter whose she was, I should love her all the same. Herein is Fortune 

to blame, that gave her to my friend, Gisippus, rather than to another. And if she is worthy of 

love, as for beauty she is, Gisippus, if he should come to know that I love her, ought to be less 

jealous than another. 

Then, scorning himself that he should indulge such thoughts, he relapsed into the opposing 

mood, albeit not to abide there, but ever veering to and fro, he spent not only the whole of that 



day and the ensuing night, but many others; insomuch that, being able neither to eat nor to sleep, 

he grew so weak that he was fain to take to his bed. Gisippus, who had marked his moodiness for 

some days, and now saw that he was fairly sick, was much distressed; and with sedulous care, 

never quitting his side, he tended, and strove as best he might to comfort, him, not seldom and 

most earnestly demanding to know of him the cause of his melancholy and his sickness. Many 

were the subterfuges to which Titus resorted; but, as Gisippus was not to be put off with his 

fables, finding himself hard pressed by him, with sighs and sobs he made answer on this wise:—

"Gisippus, had such been the will of the Gods, I were fain rather to die than to live, seeing that 

Fortune has brought me to a strait in which needs must my virtue be put to the ordeal, and, to my 

most grievous shame, 'tis found wanting: whereof I confidently expect my due reward, to wit, 

death, which will be more welcome to me than to live, haunted ever by the memory of my 

baseness, which, as there is nought that from thee I either should or can conceal, I, not without 

burning shame, will discover to thee." And so he recounted the whole story from first to last, the 

occasion of his melancholy, its several moods, their conflict, and with which of them the victory 

rested, averring that he was dying of love for Sophronia, and that, knowing how ill such love 

beseemed him, he had, for penance, elected to die, and deemed the end was now not far off. 

Gisippus, hearing his words and seeing his tears, for a while knew not what to say, being himself 

smitten with the damsel's charms, albeit in a less degree than Titus; but ere long he made up his 

mind that Sophronia must be less dear to him than his friend's life. 

And so, moved to tears by his friend's tears:—"Titus," quoth he between his sobs, "but that 

thou art in need of comfort, I should reproach thee, that thou hast offended against our friendship 

in that thou hast so long kept close from me this most distressful passion; and albeit thou didst 

deem it unseemly, yet unseemly things should no more than things seemly be withheld from a 

friend, for that, as a friend rejoices with his friend in things seemly, so he does his endeavour to 

wean his friend from things unseemly: but enough of this for the nonce: I pass to that which, I 

wot, is of greater moment. If thou ardently lovest Sophronia, my affianced, so far from 

marvelling thereat, I should greatly marvel were it not so, knowing how fair she is, and how 

noble is thy soul, and thus the apter to be swayed by passion, the more excelling is she by whom 

thou art charmed. And the juster the cause thou hast to love Sophronia, the greater is the injustice 

with which thou complainest of Fortune (albeit thou dost it not in so many words) for giving her 

to me, as if thy love of her had been seemly, had she belonged to any other but me; whereas, if 

thou art still the wise man thou wast wont to be, thou must know that to none could Fortune have 

assigned her, with such good cause for thee to thank her, as to me. Had any other had her, albeit 

thy love had been seemly, he had loved her as his own, rather than as thine; which, if thou deem 

me even such a friend to thee as I am, thou wilt not apprehend from me, seeing that I mind me 

not that, since we were friends, I had ever aught that was not as much thine as mine. And so 

should I entreat thee herein as in all other matters, were the affair gone so far that nought else 



were possible; but as it is, I can make thee sole possessor of her; and so I mean to do; for I know 

not what cause thou shouldst have to prize my friendship, if, where in seemly sort it might be 

done, I knew not how to surrender my will to thine. 'Tis true that Sophronia is my betrothed, and 

that I loved her much, and had great cheer in expectation of the nuptials: but as thou, being much 

more discerning than I, dost more fervently affect this rare prize, rest assured that she will enter 

my chamber not mine but thine. Wherefore, away with thy moodiness, banish thy melancholy, 

recover thy lost health, thy heartiness and jollity, and gladsomely, even from this very hour, 

anticipate the guerdon of thy love, a love worthier far than mine." 

Delightful as was the prospect with which hope flattered Titus, as he heard Gisippus thus 

speak, no less was the shame with which right reason affected him, admonishing him that the 

greater was the liberality of Gisippus, the less it would become him to profit thereby. Wherefore, 

still weeping, he thus constrained himself to make answer:—"Gisippus, thy generous and true 

friendship leaves me in no doubt as to the manner in which it becomes me to act. God forefend 

that her, whom, as to the more worthy, He has given to thee, I should ever accept of thee for 

mine. Had He seen fit that she should be mine, far be it from thee or any other to suppose that He 

would ever have awarded her to thee. Renounce not, then, that which thy choice and wise 

counsel and His gift have made thine, and leave me, to whom, as unworthy, He has appointed no 

such happiness, to waste my life in tears; for either I shall conquer my grief, which will be 

grateful to thee, or it will conquer me, and so I shall be quit of my pain." Quoth then Gisippus:—

"If our friendship, Titus, is of such a sort as may entitle me to enforce thee to ensue behests of 

mine, or as may induce thee of thine own free will to ensue the same, such is the use to which, 

most of all, I am minded to put it; and if thou lend not considerate ear unto my prayers, I shall by 

force, that force which is lawful in the interest of a friend, make Sophronia thine. I know the 

might of Love, how redoubtable it is, and how, not once only, but oftentimes, it has brought ill-

starred lovers to a miserable death; and thee I see so hard bested that turn back thou mightst not, 

nor get the better of thy grief, but holding on thy course, must succumb, and perish, and without 

doubt I should speedily follow thee. And so, had I no other cause to love thee, thy life is precious 

to me in that my own is bound up with it. Sophronia, then, shall be thine; for thou wouldst not 

lightly find another so much to thy mind, and I shall readily find another to love, and so shall 

content both thee and me. In which matter, peradventure, I might not be so liberal, were wives so 

scarce or hard to find as are friends; wherefore, as 'tis so easy a matter for me to find another 

wife, I had liefer—I say not lose her, for in giving her to thee lose her I shall not, but only 

transfer her to one that is my alter ego, and that to her advantage—I had liefer, I say, transfer her 

to thee than lose thee. And so, if aught my prayers avail with thee, I entreat thee extricate thyself 

from this thy woeful plight, and comfort at once thyself and me, and in good hope, address 

thyself to pluck that boon which thy fervent love craves of her for whom thou yearnest." 



Still scrupling, for shame, to consent that Sophronia should become his wife, Titus remained 

yet a while inexorable; but, yielding at last to the solicitations of Love, reinforced by the 

exhortations of Gisippus, thus he made answer:—"Lo now, Gisippus, I know not how to call it, 

whether 'tis more thy pleasure than mine, this which I do, seeing that 'tis as thy pleasure that thou 

so earnestly entreatest me to do it; but, as thy liberality is such that my shame, though becoming, 

may not withstand it, I will even do it. But of this rest assured, that I do so, witting well that I 

receive from thee, not only the lady I love, but with her my very life. And, Fate permitting, may 

the Gods grant me to make thee such honourable and goodly requital as may shew thee how 

sensible I am of the boon, which thou, more compassionate of me than I am of myself, conferrest 

on me." Quoth then Gisippus:—"Now, for the giving effect to our purpose, methinks, Titus, we 

should proceed on this wise. Thou knowest that Sophronia, by treaty at length concluded 

between my family and hers, is become my betrothed: were I now to say that she should not be 

my wife, great indeed were the scandal that would come thereof, and I should affront both her 

family and mine own; whereof, indeed, I should make no account, so it gave me to see her 

become thine; but I fear that, were I to give her up at this juncture, her family would forthwith 

bestow her upon another, perchance, than thee, and so we should both be losers. Wherefore 

methinks that, so thou approve, I were best to complete what I have begun, bring her home as my 

wife, and celebrate the nuptials, and thereafter we can arrange that thou lie with her, privily, as 

thy wife. Then, time and occasion serving, we will disclose the whole affair, and if they are 

satisfied, well and good; if not, 'twill be done all the same, and as it cannot be undone, they must 

perforce make the best of it." 

Which counsel being approved by Titus, Gisippus brought the lady home as his wife, Titus 

being now recovered, and quite himself again; and when they had made great cheer, and night 

was come, the ladies, having bedded the bride, took their departure. Now the chambers of Titus 

and Gisippus were contiguous, and one might pass from one into the other: Gisippus, therefore, 

being come into his room, extinguished every ray of light, and stole into that of Titus, and bade 

him go get him to bed with his lady. Whereat Titus gave way to shame, and would have changed 

his mind, and refused to go in; but Gisippus, no less zealous at heart than in words to serve his 

friend, after no small contention prevailed on him to go thither. Now no sooner was Titus abed 

with the lady, than, taking her in his arms, he, as if jestingly, asked in a low tone whether she 

were minded to be his wife. She, taking him to be Gisippus, answered, yes; whereupon he set a 

fair and costly ring on her finger, saying:—"And I am minded to be thy husband." And having 

presently consummated the marriage, he long and amorously disported him with her, neither she, 

nor any other, being ever aware that another than Gisippus lay with her. 

Now Titus and Sophronia being after this sort wedded, Publius, the father of Titus, departed 

this life. For which cause Titus was bidden by letter to return forthwith to Rome to see to his 

affairs; wherefore he took counsel with Gisippus how he might take Sophronia thither with him; 



which might not well be done without giving her to know how matters stood. Whereof, 

accordingly, one day, having called her into the chamber, they fully apprised her, Titus for her 

better assurance bringing to her recollection not a little of what had passed between them. 

Whereat she, after glancing from one to the other somewhat disdainfully, burst into a flood of 

tears, and reproached Gisippus that he had so deluded her; and forthwith, saying nought of the 

matter to any there, she hied her forth of Gisippus' house and home to her father, to whom and 

her mother she recounted the deceit which Gisippus had practised upon them as upon her, 

averring that she was the wife not of Gisippus, as they supposed, but of Titus. Whereby her 

father was aggrieved exceedingly, and prolonged and grave complaint was made thereof by him 

and his own and Gisippus' families, and there was not a little parleying, and a world of pother. 

Gisippus earned the hatred of both his own and Sophronia's kin, and all agreed that he merited 

not only censure but severe punishment. He, however, averred that he had done a thing seemly, 

and that Sophronia's kinsfolk owed him thanks for giving her in marriage to one better than 

himself. 

All which Titus witnessed with great suffering, and witting that 'twas the way of the Greeks to 

launch forth in high words and menaces, and refrain not until they should meet with one that 

answered them, whereupon they were wont to grow not only humble but even abject, was at 

length minded that their clavers should no longer pass unanswered; and, as with his Roman 

temper he united Athenian subtlety, he cleverly contrived to bring the kinsfolk, as well of 

Gisippus as of Sophronia, together in a temple, where, being entered, attended only by Gisippus, 

thus (they being intent to hear) he harangued them:—"'Tis the opinion of not a few philosophers 

that whatsoever mortals do is ordained by the providence of the immortal Gods; for which cause 

some would have it that nought either is, or ever shall be, done, save of necessity, albeit others 

there are that restrict this necessity to that which is already done. Regard we but these opinions 

with some little attention, and we shall very plainly perceive that to censure that which cannot be 

undone is nought else but to be minded to shew oneself wiser than the Gods; by whom we must 

suppose that we and our affairs are swayed and governed with uniform and unerring wisdom. 

Whereby you may very readily understand how vain and foolish a presumption it is to pass 

judgment on their doings, and what manner and might of chains they need who suffer themselves 

to be transported to such excess of daring. Among whom, in my judgment, you must one and all 

be numbered, if 'tis true, what I hear, to wit, that you have complained and do continue to 

complain that Sophronia, albeit you gave her to Gisippus, is, nevertheless, become my wife; not 

considering that 'twas ordained from all eternity that she should become, not the wife of 

Gisippus, but mine, as the fact does now declare. 

"But, for that discourse of the secret providence and purposes of the Gods seems to many a 

matter hard and scarce to be understood, I am willing to assume that they meddle in no wise with 

our concerns, and to descend to the region of human counsels; in speaking whereof I must needs 



do two things quite at variance with my wont, to wit, in some degree praise myself and censure 

or vilify another. But, as in either case I mean not to deviate from the truth, and 'tis what the 

occasion demands, I shall not fail so to do. With bitter upbraidings, animated rather by rage than 

by reason, you cease not to murmur, nay, to cry out, against Gisippus, and to harass him with 

your abuse, and hold him condemned, for that her, whom you saw fit to give him, he has seen fit 

to give me, to wife; wherein I deem him worthy of the highest commendation, and that for two 

reasons, first, because he has done the office of a friend, and secondly, because he has done more 

wisely than you did. After what sort the sacred laws of friendship prescribe that friend shall 

entreat friend, 'tis not to my present purpose to declare; 'twill suffice to remind you that the tie of 

friendship should be more binding than that of blood, or kinship; seeing that our friends are of 

our own choosing, whereas our kinsfolk are appointed us by Fortune; wherefore, if my life was 

more to Gisippus than your goodwill, since I am, as I hold myself, his friend, can any wonder 

thereat? 

"But pass we to my second reason; in the exposition whereof I must needs with yet more 

cogency prove to you that he has been wiser than you, seeing that, methinks, you wot nought of 

the providence of the Gods, and still less of the consequences of friendship. I say then, that, as 

'twas your premeditated and deliberate choice that gave Sophronia to this young philosopher 

Gisippus, so 'twas his that gave her to another young philosopher. 'Twas your counsel that gave 

her to an Athenian; 'twas his that gave her to a Roman: 'twas your counsel that gave her to a man 

of gentle birth; 'twas his that gave her to one of birth yet gentler: wealthy was he to whom your 

counsel gave her, most wealthy he to whom his counsel gave her. Not only did he to whom your 

counsel gave her, love her not, but he scarce knew her, whereas 'twas to one that loved her 

beyond all other blessings, nay, more dearly than his own life, that his counsel gave her. And to 

the end that it may appear more plainly that 'tis even as I say, and Gisippus' counsel more to be 

commended than yours, let us examine it point by point. That I, like Gisippus, am young and a 

philosopher, my countenance and my pursuits may, without making more words about the 

matter, sufficiently attest. We are also of the same age, and have ever kept pace together in our 

studies. Now true it is that he is an Athenian, and I am a Roman. But, as touching the 

comparative glory of the cities, should the matter be mooted, I say that I am of a free city, and he 

of a city tributary; that I am of a city that is mistress of all the world, and he of one that is subject 

to mine; that I am of a city that flourishes mightily in arms, in empire, and in arts; whereas he 

cannot boast his city as famous save in arts. 

"Moreover, albeit you see me here in the guise of a most humble scholar, I am not born of the 

dregs of the populace of Rome. My halls and the public places of Rome are full of the antique 

effigies of my forefathers, and the annals of Rome abound with the records of triumphs led by 

the Quintii to the Roman Capitol; and so far from age having withered it, to-day, yet more 

abundantly than ever of yore, flourishes the glory of our name. Of my wealth I forbear, for 



shame, to speak, being mindful that honest poverty is the time-honoured and richest inheritance 

of the noble citizens of Rome; but, allowing for the nonce the opinion of the vulgar, which holds 

poverty in disrepute, and highly appraises wealth, I, albeit I never sought it, yet, as the favoured 

of Fortune, have abundant store thereof. Now well I wot that, Gisippus being of your own city, 

you justly prized and prize an alliance with him; but not a whit less should you prize an alliance 

with me at Rome, considering that there you will have in me an excellent host, and a patron apt, 

zealous and potent to serve you as well in matters of public interest as in your private concerns. 

Who, then, dismissing all bias from his mind, and judging with impartial reason, would deem 

your counsel more commendable than that of Gisippus? Assuredly none. Sophronia, then, being 

married to Titus Quintius Fulvus, a citizen of Rome, of an ancient and illustrious house, and 

wealthy, and a friend of Gisippus, whoso takes umbrage or offence thereat, does that which it 

behoves him not to do, and knows not what he does. 

"Perchance some will say that their complaint is not that Sophronia is the wife of Titus, but 

that she became his wife after such a sort, to wit, privily, by theft, neither friend nor any of her 

kin witting aught thereof; but herein is no matter of marvel, no prodigy as yet unheard-of. I need 

not instance those who before now have taken to them husbands in defiance of their fathers' will, 

or have eloped with their lovers and been their mistresses before they were their wives, or of 

whose marriages no word has been spoken, until their pregnancy or parturition published them to 

the world, and necessity sanctioned the fact: nought of this has happened in the case of 

Sophronia; on the contrary, 'twas in proper form, and in meet and seemly sort, that Gisippus gave 

her to Titus. And others, peradventure, will say that 'twas by one to whom such office belonged 

not that she was bestowed in marriage. Nay, but this is but vain and womanish querulousness, 

and comes of scant consideration. Know we not, then, that Fortune varies according to 

circumstances her methods and her means of disposing events to their predetermined ends? What 

matters it to me, if it be a cobbler, rather than a philosopher, that Fortune has ordained to 

compass something for me, whether privily or overtly, so only the result is as it should be? I 

ought, indeed, to take order, if the cobbler be indiscreet, that he meddle no more in affairs of 

mine, but, at the same time, I ought to thank him for what he has done. If Gisippus has duly 

bestowed Sophronia in marriage, it is gratuitous folly to find fault with the manner and the 

person. If you mistrust his judgment, have a care that it be not in his power to do the like again, 

but thank him for this turn. 

"Natheless, you are to know that I used no cunning practice or deceit to sully in any degree the 

fair fame of your house in the person of Sophronia; and, albeit I took her privily to wife, I came 

not as a ravisher to despoil her of her virginity, nor in any hostile sort was I minded to make her 

mine on dishonourable terms, and spurn your alliance; but, being fervently enamoured of her 

bewitching beauty and her noble qualities, I wist well that, should I make suit for her with those 

formalities which you, perchance, will say were due, then, for the great love you bear her, and 



for fear lest I should take her away with me to Rome, I might not hope to have her. Accordingly I 

made use of the secret practice which is now manifest to you, and brought Gisippus to consent in 

my interest to that whereto he was averse; and thereafter, ardently though I loved her, I sought 

not to commingle with her as a lover, but as a husband, nor closed with her, until, as she herself 

by her true witness may assure you, I had with apt words and with the ring made her my lawful 

wife, asking her if she would have me to husband, whereto she answered, yes. Wherein if she 

seem to have been tricked, 'tis not I that am to blame, but she, for that she asked me not who I 

was. 

"This, then, is the great wrong, sin, crime, whereof for love and friendship's sake Gisippus and 

I are guilty, that Sophronia is privily become the wife of Titus Quintius: 'tis for this that you 

harass him with your menaces and hostile machinations. What more would you do, had he given 

her to a villein, to a caitiff, to a slave? Where would you find fetters, dungeons, crosses adequate 

to your vengeance? But enough of this at present: an event, which I did not expect, has now 

happened; my father is dead; and I must needs return to Rome; wherefore, being fain to take 

Sophronia with me, I have discovered to you that which otherwise I had, perchance, still kept 

close. Whereto, if you are wise, you will gladly reconcile yourselves; for that, if I had been 

minded to play you false, or put an affront upon you, I might have scornfully abandoned her to 

you; but God forefend that such baseness be ever harboured in a Roman breast. Sophronia, then, 

by the will of the Gods, by force of law, and by my own love-taught astuteness, is mine. The 

which it would seem that you, deeming yourselves, peradventure, wiser than the Gods, or the rest 

of mankind, do foolishly set at nought, and that in two ways alike most offensive to me; 

inasmuch as you both withhold from me Sophronia, in whom right, as against me, you have 

none, and also entreat as your enemy Gisippus, to whom you are rightfully bounden. The folly 

whereof I purpose not at present fully to expound to you, but in friendly sort to counsel you to 

abate your wrath and abandon all your schemes of vengeance, and restore Sophronia to me, that I 

may part from you on terms of amity and alliance, and so abide: but of this rest assured, that 

whether this, which is done, like you or not, if you are minded to contravene it, I shall take 

Gisippus hence with me, and once arrived in Rome, shall in your despite find means to recover 

her who is lawfully mine, and pursuing you with unremitting enmity, will apprise you by 

experience of the full measure and effect of a Roman's wrath." 

Having so said, Titus started to his feet, his countenance distorted by anger, and took Gisippus 

by the hand, and with manifest contempt for all the rest, shaking his head at them and threatening 

them, led him out of the temple. They that remained in the temple, being partly persuaded by his 

arguments to accept his alliance and friendship, partly terrified by his last words, resolved by 

common consent that 'twas better to have the alliance of Titus, as they had lost that of Gisippus, 

than to add to that loss the enmity of Titus. Wherefore they followed Titus, and having come up 

with him, told him that they were well pleased that Sophronia should be his, and that they should 



prize his alliance and the friendship of dear Gisippus; and having ratified this treaty of amity and 

alliance with mutual cheer, they departed and sent Sophronia to Titus. Sophronia, discreetly 

making a virtue of necessity, transferred forthwith to Titus the love she had borne Gisippus, and 

being come with Titus to Rome, was there received with no small honour. Gisippus tarried in 

Athens, held in little account by well-nigh all the citizens, and being involved in certain of their 

broils, was, not long afterwards, with all his household, banished the city, poor, nay, destitute, 

and condemned to perpetual exile. Thus hard bested, and at length reduced to mendicancy, he 

made his way, so as least discomfortably he might, to Rome, being minded to see whether Titus 

would remember him: and there, learning that Titus lived, and was much affected by all the 

Romans, and having found out his house, he took his stand in front of it, and watched until Titus 

came by; to whom, for shame of the sorry trim that he was in, he ventured no word, but did his 

endeavour that he might be seen of him, hoping that Titus might recognize him, and call him by 

his name: but Titus passing on, Gisippus deeming that he had seen and avoided him, and calling 

to mind that which aforetime he had done for him, went away wroth and desperate. And fasting 

and penniless, and—for 'twas now night—knowing not whither he went, and yearning above all 

for death, he wandered by chance to a spot, which, albeit 'twas within the city, had much of the 

aspect of a wilderness, and espying a spacious grotto, he took shelter there for the night; and 

worn out at last with grief, on the bare ground, wretchedly clad as he was, he fell asleep. 

Now two men that had that night gone out a thieving, having committed the theft, came 

towards morning to the grotto, and there quarrelled, and the stronger slew the other, and took 

himself off. Aroused by the noise, Gisippus witnessed the murder, and deeming that he had now 

the means of compassing, without suicide, the death for which he so much longed, budged not a 

jot, but stayed there, until the serjeants of the court, which had already got wind of the affair, 

came on the scene, and laid violent hands upon him, and led him away. Being examined, he 

confessed that he had slain the man, and had then been unable to make his escape from the 

grotto. Wherefore the praetor, Marcus Varro by name, sentenced him to death by crucifixion, as 

was then the custom. But Titus, who happened at that moment to come into the praetorium, 

being told the crime for which he was condemned, and scanning the poor wretch's face, presently 

recognized him for Gisippus, and marvelled how he should come to be there, and in such a 

woeful plight. And most ardently desiring to succour him, nor seeing other way to save his life 

except to exonerate him by accusing himself, he straightway stepped forward, and said with a 

loud voice:—"Marcus Varro, call back the poor man on whom thou hast passed sentence, for he 

is innocent. 'Tis enough that I have incurred the wrath of the Gods by one deed of violence, to 

wit, the murder of him whom your serjeants found dead this morning, without aggravating my 

offence by the death of another innocent man." Perplexed, and vexed that he should have been 

heard by all in the praetorium, but unable honourably to avoid compliance with that which the 

laws enjoined, Varro had Gisippus brought back, and in presence of Titus said to him:—"How 



camest thou to be so mad as, though no constraint was put upon thee, to confess a deed thou 

never didst, thy life being at stake? Thou saidst that 'twas thou by whom the man was slain last 

night, and now comes this other, and says that 'twas not thou but he that slew him." Gisippus 

looked, and seeing Titus, wist well that, being grateful for the service rendered by him in the 

past, Titus was now minded to save his life at the cost of his own: wherefore, affected to tears, he 

said:—"Nay but, Varro, in very sooth I slew him, and 'tis now too late, this tender solicitude of 

Titus for my deliverance." But on his part:—"Praetor," quoth Titus, "thou seest this man is a 

stranger, and was found unarmed beside the murdered man; thou canst not doubt that he was fain 

of death for very wretchedness: wherefore discharge him, and let punishment light on me who 

have merited it." 

Marvelling at the importunity of both, Varro readily surmised that neither was guilty. And 

while he was casting about how he might acquit them, lo, in came a young man, one Publius 

Ambustus, a desperate character, and known to all the Romans for an arrant thief. He it was that 

had verily committed the murder, and witting both the men to be innocent of that of which each 

accused himself, so sore at heart was he by reason of their innocence, that, overborne by an 

exceeding great compassion, he presented himself before Varro, and:—"Praetor," quoth he, "'tis 

destiny draws me hither to loose the knot of these men's contention; and some God within me 

leaves me no peace of his whips and stings, until I discover my offence: wherefore know that 

neither of these men is guilty of that of which each accuses himself. 'Tis verily I that slew the 

man this morning about daybreak; and before I slew him, while I was sharing our plunder with 

him, I espied this poor fellow asleep there. Nought need I say to clear Titus: the general bruit of 

his illustrious renown attests that he is not a man of such a sort. Discharge him, therefore, and 

exact from me the penalty prescribed by the laws." 

The affair had by this time come to the ears of Octavianus, who caused all three to be brought 

before him, and demanded to know the causes by which they had been severally moved to 

accuse themselves; and, each having told his story, Octavianus released the two by reason of 

their innocence, and the third for love of them. Titus took Gisippus home, having first chidden 

him not a little for his faint-heartedness and diffidence, and there, Sophronia receiving him as a 

brother, did him marvellous cheer; and having comforted him a while, and arrayed him in 

apparel befitting his worth and birth, he first shared with him all his substance, and then gave 

him his sister, a young damsel named Fulvia, to wife, and said to him:—"Choose now, Gisippus, 

whether thou wilt tarry here with me, or go back to Achaia with all that I have given thee." 

Partly perforce of his banishment from his city, partly for that the sweet friendship of Titus 

was justly dear to him, Gisippus consented to become a Roman. And so, long and happily they 

lived together at Rome, Gisippus with his Fulvia, and Titus with his Sophronia, in the same 

house, growing, if possible, greater friends day by day. 



Exceeding sacred then, is friendship, and worthy not only to be had in veneration, but to be 

extolled with never-ending praise, as the most dutiful mother of magnificence and seemliness, 

sister of gratitude and charity, and foe to enmity and avarice; ever, without waiting to be asked, 

ready to do as generously by another as she would be done by herself. Rarely indeed is it to-day 

that twain are found, in whom her most holy fruits are manifest; for which is most shamefully 

answerable the covetousness of mankind, which, regarding only private interest, has banished 

friendship beyond earth's farthest bourne, there to abide in perpetual exile. How should love, or 

wealth, or kinship, how should aught but friendship have so quickened the soul of Gisippus that 

the tears and sighs of Titus should incline his heart to cede to him the fair and gracious lady that 

was his betrothed and his beloved? Laws, menaces, terror! How should these, how should aught 

but friendship, have withheld Gisippus, in lonely places, in hidden retreats, in his own bed, from 

enfolding (not perchance unsolicited by her) the fair damsel within his youthful embrace? 

Honours, rewards, gains! Would Gisippus for these, would he for aught but friendship, have 

made nothing of the loss of kindred—his own and Sophronia's—have made nothing of the 

injurious murmurs of the populace, have made nothing of mocks and scorns, so only he might 

content his friend? And on the other hand, for what other cause than friendship had Titus, when 

he might decently have feigned not to see, have striven with the utmost zeal to compass his own 

death, and set himself upon the cross in Gisippus' stead? And what but friendship had left no 

place for suspicion in the soul of Titus, and filled it with a most fervent desire to give his sister to 

Gisippus, albeit he saw him to be reduced to extreme penury and destitution? But so it is that 

men covet hosts of acquaintance, troops of kinsfolk, offspring in plenty; and the number of their 

dependants increases with their wealth; and they reflect not that there is none of these, be he who 

he may, but will be more apprehensive of the least peril threatening himself than cumbered to 

avert a great peril from his lord or kinsman, whereas between friends we know 'tis quite 

contrariwise. 

  



NOVEL IX. — Saladin, in guise of a merchant, is honourably entreated by Messer Torello. The 

Crusade ensuing, Messer Torello appoints a date, after which his wife may marry again: he is 

taken prisoner, and by training hawks comes under the Soldan's notice. The Soldan recognizes 

him, makes himself known to him, and entreats him with all honour. Messer Torello falls sick, 

and by magic arts is transported in a single night to Pavia, where his wife's second marriage is 

then to be solemnized, and being present thereat, is recognized by her, and returns with her to 

his house. — 

So ended Filomena her story, and when all alike had commended the magnificence shewn by 

Titus in his gratitude, the king, reserving the last place for Dioneo, thus began:—Lovesome my 

ladies, true beyond all question is what Filomena reports of friendship, and with justice did she 

deplore in her closing words the little account in which 'tis held to-day among mortals. And were 

we here for the purpose of correcting, or even of censuring, the vices of the age, I should add a 

copious sequel to her discourse; but as we have another end in view, it has occurred to me to set 

before you in a narrative, which will be of considerable length, but entertaining throughout, an 

instance of Saladin's magnificence, to the end that, albeit, by reason of our vices, it may not be 

possible for us to gain to the full the friendship of any, yet by the matters whereof you shall hear 

in my story we may at least be incited to take delight in doing good offices, in the hope that 

sooner or later we may come by our reward thereof. 

I say, then, that in the time of the Emperor Frederic I., as certain writers affirm, the Christians 

made common emprise for the recovery of the Holy Land. Whereof that most valiant prince, 

Saladin, then Soldan of Babylonia, being in good time apprised, resolved to see for himself the 

preparations made by the Christian potentates for the said emprise, that he might put himself in 

better trim to meet them. So, having ordered all things to his mind in Egypt, he made as if he 

were bound on a pilgrimage, and attended only by two of his chiefest and sagest lords, and three 

servants, took the road in the guise of a merchant. And having surveyed many provinces of 

Christendom, as they rode through Lombardy with intent to cross the Alps, they chanced, 

between Milan and Pavia, to fall in with a gentleman, one Messer Torello d'Istria da Pavia, who 

with his servants and his dogs and falcons was betaking him to a fine estate that he had on the 

Ticino, there to tarry a while. Now Messer Torello no sooner espied Saladin and his lords than he 

guessed them to be gentlemen and foreigners; and, being zealous to do them honour, when 

Saladin asked one of his servants how far off Pavia might still be, and if he might win there in 

time to enter the town, he suffered not the servant to make answer, but:—"No, gentlemen," quoth 

he, "by the time you reach Pavia 'twill be too late for you to enter." "So!" replied Saladin, "then 

might you be pleased to direct us, as we are strangers, where we may best be lodged?" "That 

gladly will I," returned Messer Torello. "I was but now thinking to send one of these my men on 

an errand to Pavia; I will send him with you, and he will guide you to a place where you will find 

very comfortable quarters." Then, turning to one of his most trusty servants, he gave him his 



instructions, and despatched him with them: after which, he repaired to his estate, and forthwith, 

as best he might, caused a goodly supper to be made ready, and the tables set in his garden; 

which done, he stationed himself at the gate on the look-out for his guests. 

The servant, conversing with the gentlemen of divers matters, brought them by devious roads 

to his lord's estate without their being ware of it. Whom as soon as Messer Torello espied, he 

came forth afoot to meet them, and said with a smile:—"A hearty welcome to you, gentlemen." 

Now Saladin, being very quick of apprehension, perceived that the knight had doubted, when he 

met them, that, were he to bid them to his house, they might not accept his hospitality; and 

accordingly, that it might not be in their power to decline it, had brought them to his house by a 

ruse. And so, returning his greeting:—"Sir," quoth he, "were it meet to find fault with those that 

shew courtesy, we should have a grievance against you, for that, to say nought of somewhat 

delaying our journey, you have in guerdon of a single greeting constrained us to accept so noble 

a courtesy as yours." Whereto the knight, who was of good understanding and well-spoken, 

made answer:—"Gentlemen, such courtesy as we shew you will, in comparison of that which, by 

what I gather from your aspect, were meet for you, prove but a sorry thing; but in sooth this side 

of Pavia you might not anywhere have been well lodged; wherefore take it not amiss that you 

have come somewhat out of your way to find less discomfortable quarters." And as he spoke, 

about them flocked the servants, who, having helped them to dismount, saw to their horses; 

whereupon Messer Torello conducted them to the chambers that were made ready for them, 

where, having caused them to be relieved of their boots, and refreshed with the coolest of wines, 

he held pleasant converse with them until supper-time. Saladin and his lords and servants all 

knew Latin, so that they both understood and made themselves understood very well, and there 

was none of them but adjudged this knight to be the most agreeable and debonair man, and 

therewithal the best talker, that he had ever seen; while to Messer Torello, on the other hand, 

they shewed as far greater magnificoes than he had at first supposed, whereby he was inly vexed 

that he had not been able that evening to do them the honours of company, and a more 

ceremonious banquet. For which default he resolved to make amends on the ensuing morning: 

wherefore, having imparted to one of his servants that which he would have done, he sent him to 

his most judicious and highminded lady at Pavia, which was close by, and where never a gate 

was locked. Which done, he brought the gentlemen into the garden, and courteously asked them 

who they were. "We are Cypriote merchants," replied Saladin, "and 'tis from Cyprus we come, 

and we are on our way to Paris on business." Quoth then Messer Torello:—"Would to God that 

our country bred gentlemen of such a quality as are the merchants that I see Cyprus breeds!" 

From which they passed to discourse of other matters, until, supper-time being come, he 

besought them to seat them at table; whereat, considering that the supper was but improvised, 

their entertainment was excellent and well-ordered. 



The tables being cleared, Messer Torello, surmising that they must be weary, kept them no 

long time from their rest, but bestowed them in most comfortable beds, and soon after went to 

rest himself. Meanwhile the servant that he had sent to Pavia did his lord's errand to the lady, 

who, in the style rather of a queen than of a housewife, forthwith assembled not a few of Messer 

Torello's friends and vassals, and caused all meet preparation to be made for a magnificent 

banquet, and by messengers bearing torches bade not a few of the noblest of the citizens thereto; 

and had store of silken and other fabrics and vair brought in, and all set in order in every point as 

her husband had directed. Day came, and the gentlemen being risen, Messer Torello got him to 

horse with them, and having sent for his hawks, brought them to a ford, and shewed them how 

the hawks flew. By and by, Saladin requesting of him a guide to the best inn at Pavia:—"I myself 

will be your guide," returned Messer Torello, "for I have occasion to go thither." Which offer 

they, nothing doubting, did gladly accept, and so with him they set forth; and about tierce, being 

come to the city, and expecting to be directed to the best inn, they were brought by Messer 

Torello, to his own house, where they were forthwith surrounded by full fifty of the greatest folk 

of the city, gathered there to give the gentlemen a welcome; and 'twas who should hold a bridle 

or a stirrup, while they dismounted. Whereby Saladin and his lords more than guessing the 

truth:—"Messer Torello," quoth they, "'twas not this that we craved of you. Honour enough had 

we from you last night, and far in excess of our desires; wherefore thou mightst very well have 

left us to go our own road." Whereto:—"Gentlemen," replied Messer Torello, "for that which 

was done yestereve I have to thank Fortune rather than you: seeing that Fortune surprised you on 

the road at an hour when you must needs repair to my little house: for that which shall be done 

this morning I shall be beholden to you, as will also these gentlemen that surround you, with 

whom, if you deem it courteous so to do, you may refuse to breakfast, if you like." 

Fairly conquered, Saladin and his lords dismounted, and heartily welcomed by the gentlemen, 

were conducted to the chambers which had been most sumptuously adorned for their use; and 

having laid aside their riding dress, and taken some refreshment, repaired to the saloon, where all 

had been made ready with splendour. There, having washed their hands, they sat them down to 

table, and were regaled with a magnificent repast of many courses, served with all stately and 

fair ceremony, insomuch that, had the Emperor himself been there, 'twould not have been 

possible to do him more honour. And albeit Saladin and his lords were grandees and used to 

exceeding great displays of pomp and state, nevertheless this shewed to them as not a little 

marvellous, and one of the greatest they had ever seen, having regard to the quality of their host, 

whom they knew to be but a citizen, and no lord. Breakfast done, and the tables cleared, they 

conversed a while of high matters, and then, as 'twas very hot, all the gentlemen of Pavia—so it 

pleased Messer Torello—retired for their siesta, while he remained with his three guests; with 

whom he presently withdrew into a chamber, whither, that there might be nought that he held 

dear which they had not seen, he called his noble lady. And so the dame, exceeding fair and 



stately of person, and arrayed in rich apparel, with her two little boys, that shewed as two angels, 

on either hand, presented herself before them, and graciously greeted them. Whereupon they 

rose, and returned her salutation with reverence, and caused her to sit down among them, and 

made much of her two little boys. But after some interchange of gracious discourse, Messer 

Torello being withdrawn somewhat apart, she asked them courteously, whence they came and 

whither they were bound, and had of them the same answer that Messer Torello had received. 

"So!" quoth the lady with a joyful air, "then I see that my woman's wit will be of service to you; 

wherefore I pray you as a special favour neither to reject nor to despise the little gift that I am 

about to present to you; but reflecting that, as women have but small minds, so they make but 

small gifts, accept it, having regard rather to the good will of the giver than the magnitude of the 

gift." She then caused bring forth for each of them two pair of robes, lined the one with silk, the 

other with vair, no such robes as citizens or merchants, but such as lords, use to wear, and three 

vests of taffeta, besides linen clothes, and:—"Take them," quoth she. "The robes I give you are 

even such as I have arrayed my lord withal: the other things, considering that you are far from 

your wives, and have come a long way, and have yet a long way to go, and that merchants love 

to be neat and trim, may, albeit they are of no great value, be yet acceptable to you." 

Wondering, the gentlemen acknowledged without reserve that there was no point of courtesy 

wherein Messer Torello was not minded to acquit himself towards them. And noting the lordly 

fashion of the robes, unsuited to the quality of merchants, they misdoubted that Messer Torello 

had recognized them. However, quoth one of them to the lady:—"Gifts great indeed are these, 

Madam, nor such as lightly to accept, were it not that thereto we are constrained by your prayers, 

to which we may on no account say, no." Whereupon, Messer Torello being now come back, the 

lady bade them adieu, and took her leave of them; and in like manner did she cause their servants 

to be supplied with equipment suitable to them. The gentlemen, being much importuned thereto 

by Messer Torello, consented to tarry the rest of the day with him; and so, having slept, they 

donned their robes, and rode a while with him about the city; and supper-time being come, they 

feasted magnificently, and with a numerous and honourable company. And so in due time they 

betook them to rest; and at daybreak, being risen, they found, in lieu of their jaded nags, three 

stout and excellent palfreys, and in like manner fresh and goodly mounts for their servants. 

Which Saladin marking turned to his lords, and:—"By God," quoth he, "never was gentleman 

more complete and courteous and considerate than this Messer Torello, and if the Christian kings 

are as kingly as he is knightly, there is none of them whose onset the Soldan of Babylon might 

well abide, to say nought of so many as we see making ready to fall upon him." However, 

knowing that 'twas not permissible to refuse, he very courteously thanked Messer Torello: and so 

they got them to horse. Messer Torello with a numerous company escorted them far beyond the 

gate of the city, until, loath though Saladin was to part from him, so greatly did he now affect 

him, yet as he must needs speed on, he besought him to turn back. Whereupon, albeit it irked him 



to take leave of them:—"Gentlemen," quoth Messer Torello, "since such is your pleasure, I obey; 

but this I must say to you. Who you are I know not, nor would I know more than you are pleased 

to impart; but whoever you may be, you will not make me believe that you are merchants this 

while; and so adieu!" To whom Saladin, having already taken leave of all his company, thus 

made answer:—"Peradventure, Sir, we shall one day give you to see somewhat of our 

merchandise, and thereby confirm your belief: and so adieu!" 

Thus parted Saladin and his company from Messer Torello, Saladin burning with an exceeding 

great desire, if life should be continued to him, and the war, which he anticipated, should not 

undo him, to shew Messer Torello no less honour than he had received at his hands, and 

conversing not a little with his lords both of Messer Torello himself and of his lady, and all that 

he did and that in any wise concerned him, ever more highly commending them. However, 

having with much diligence spied out all the West, he put to sea, and returned with his company 

to Alexandria; and having now all needful information, he put himself in a posture of defence. 

Messer Torello, his mind full of his late guests, returned to Pavia; but, though he long pondered 

who they might be, he came never at or anywhere near the truth. 

Then with great and general mustering of forces came the time for embarking on the emprise, 

and Messer Torello, heeding not the tearful entreaties of his wife, resolved to join therein. So, 

being fully equipped and about to take horse, he said to his lady, whom he most dearly loved:—

"Wife, for honour's sake and for the weal of my soul, I go, as thou seest, on this emprise: our 

substance and our honour I commend to thy care. Certain I am of my departure, but, for the 

thousand accidents that may ensue, certitude have I none of my return: wherefore I would have 

thee do me this grace, that, whatever be my fate, shouldst thou lack certain intelligence that I 

live, thou wilt expect me a year and a month and a day from this my departure, before thou 

marry again." Whereto the lady, weeping bitterly, made answer:—"Messer Torello, I know not 

how I shall support the distress in which, thus departing, you leave me; but should my life not 

fail beneath it, and aught befall thee, live and die secure that I shall live and die the wife of 

Messer Torello, and of his memory." Whereupon:—"Wife," returned Messer Torello, "well 

assured I am that, so far as in thee shall lie, this promise of thine will be kept; but thou art young, 

and fair, and of a great family, and thy virtue is rare and generally known: wherefore I make no 

doubt that, should there be any suspicion of my death, thou wilt be asked of thy brothers and 

kinsmen by many a great gentleman: against whose attacks, though thou desire it never so, thou 

wilt not be able to hold out, but wilt perforce be fain to gratify one or other of them; for which 

cause it is that I ask thee to wait just so long and no longer." "As I have said," replied the lady, 

"so, in so far as I may, I shall do; and if I must needs do otherwise, rest assured that of this your 

behest I shall render you obedience. But I pray God that He bring neither you nor me to such a 

strait yet a while." Which said, the lady wept, and having embraced Messer Torello, drew from 



her finger a ring, and gave it to him, saying:—"Should it betide that I die before I see you again, 

mind you of me, when you look upon it." 

Messer Torello took the ring, and got him to horse, and having bidden all adieu, fared forth on 

his journey; and being arrived with his company at Genoa, he embarked on a galley, and having 

departed thence, in no long time arrived at Acre, and joined the main Christian host; wherein 

there by and by broke out an exceeding great and mortal sickness; during which, whether owing 

to Saladin's strategy, or his good fortune, he made an easy capture of well-nigh all the remnant of 

the Christians that were escaped, and quartered them in divers prisons in many cities; of which 

captives Messer Torello being one, was brought to Alexandria and there confined. Where, not 

being known, and fearing to make himself known, he, under constraint of necessity, applied him 

to the training of hawks, whereof he was a very great master; and thereby he fell under the notice 

of Saladin, who took him out of the prison, and made him his falconer. The Soldan called him by 

no other name than "Christian," and neither recognized, nor was recognized by, him, who, his 

whole soul ever in Pavia, essayed many a time to escape, that he might return thither, but still 

without success: wherefore, certain Genoese, that were come to Alexandria as ambassadors to 

the Soldan for the redemption of some of their townsfolk, being about to return, he resolved to 

write to his lady, how that he lived, and would come back to her, as soon as he might, and that 

she should expect his return; and having so done, he earnestly besought one of the ambassadors, 

whom he knew, to see that the letter reached the hands of the Abbot of San Pietro in Ciel d'Oro, 

who was his uncle. 

Now, such being the posture of Messer Torello's affairs, it befell one day that, while he talked 

with Saladin of his hawks, he smiled; whereby his mouth shaped itself in a fashion, of which 

Saladin had taken particular note, while he was at Pavia. And so, recalling Messer Torello to 

mind, he fixed his gaze upon him, and it seemed to him that 'twas indeed Messer Torello; 

wherefore, leaving the matter of which they were conversing:—"Tell me, Christian," quoth he, 

"of what country art thou in the West?" "My lord," replied Messer Torello, "I am a Lombard, of 

a city called Pavia, a poor man, and of humble condition." Which when he heard, Saladin, well-

nigh resolved of his doubt, said joyfully to himself:—"God has provided me with occasion meet 

to prove to this man what store I set by his courtesy;" and without another word he brought him 

into a room where he kept all his wearing apparel, and said:—"Look, Christian, if among these 

robes there be any that thou hast ever seen before." So Messer Torello examined the robes, and 

espied those which his lady had given to Saladin; but, deeming they could not be the same, he 

replied:—"My lord, there is no robe here that I recognize, albeit 'tis true that those two robes are 

such as I once wore myself, in company with three merchants that came to my house." 

Whereupon Saladin could refrain himself no longer; but, tenderly embracing him:—"You," 

quoth he, "are Messer Torello d'Istria, and I am one of those three merchants to whom your lady 

gave these robes; and now is the time to warrant you of the quality of my merchandise, as, when 



I parted from you, I told you might come to pass." Which to hear, Messer Torello was at once 

overjoyed and abashed, overjoyed to have entertained so illustrious a guest, and abashed, for that 

it seemed to him that he had given him but a sorry entertainment. To whom:—"Messer Torello," 

quoth Saladin, "since hither has God sent you to me, deem that 'tis no more I that am lord here, 

but you." And so they made great cheer together; and then Saladin caused Messer Torello to be 

royally arrayed; and presented him to all his greatest lords, and having extolled his merit in no 

stinted measure, bade all, as they hoped for grace from him, honour Messer Torello even as 

himself. And so from that hour did they all; but most especially the two lords that had been with 

Saladin at Messer Torello's house. 

The glory, to which Messer Torello thus suddenly found himself raised, somewhat diverted his 

mind from the affairs of Lombardy, and the more so, for that he entertained no doubt that his 

letter had reached his uncle's hands. But for that in the camp, or rather army, of the Christians, on 

the day when they were taken by Saladin, there died and was buried one Messer Torello de 

Dignes, an obscure knight of Provence, whereas Messer Torello d'Istria was known to all the 

host for a right noble gentleman, whoso heard tell that Messer Torello was dead, supposed that 

'twas Messer Torello d'Istria, and not Messer Torello de Dignes; nor did what happened after, to 

wit, the capture, avail to undeceive them; for not a few Italians had carried the report home with 

them; among whom there were some who made bold to say that they had seen Messer Torello 

d'Istria's dead body, and had been present at its interment. Which rumour coming to the ears of 

his lady and his kinsfolk, great indeed, nay, immeasurable was the distress that it occasioned not 

only to them, but to all that had known him. The mode and measure of his lady's grief, her 

mourning, her lamentation, 'twere tedious to describe. Enough that, after some months spent in 

almost unmitigated tribulation, her sorrow shewed signs of abatement; whereupon, suit being 

made for her hand by some of the greatest men of Lombardy, her brothers and other kinsfolk 

began to importune her to marry again. Times not a few, and with floods of tears, she refused; 

but, overborne at last, she consented to do as they would have her, upon the understanding that 

she was to remain unmarried until the term for which she had bound herself to Messer Torello 

was fulfilled. 

Now the lady's affairs being in this posture at Pavia, it befell that some eight days or so before 

the time appointed for her marriage, Messer Torello one day espied in Alexandria one that he 

had observed go with the Genoese ambassadors aboard the galley that took them to Genoa; 

wherefore he called him, and asked him what sort of a voyage they had had, and when they had 

reached Genoa. "My lord," replied the other, "the galley made but a sorry voyage of it, as I 

learned in Crete, where I remained; for that, while she was nearing Sicily, there arose a terrible 

gale from the North that drove her on to the shoals of Barbary, and never a soul escaped, and 

among the rest my two brothers were lost." Which report believing—and 'twas indeed most 

true—and calling to mind that in a few days the term that he had asked of his wife would be 



fulfilled, and surmising that there could be no tidings of him at Pavia, Messer Torello made no 

question but that the lady was provided with another husband; whereby he sank into such a depth 

of woe that he lost all power to eat, and betook him to his bed and resigned himself to die. Which 

when Saladin, by whom he was most dearly beloved, learned, he came to him, and having plied 

him with many and most instant entreaties, learned at length the cause of his distress and 

sickness; and, having chidden him not a little that he had not sooner apprised him thereof, he 

besought him to put on a cheerful courage, assuring him, that, if so he did, he would bring it to 

pass that he should be in Pavia at the time appointed, and told him how. Believing Saladin's 

words the more readily that he had many times heard that 'twas possible, and had not seldom 

been done, Messer Torello recovered heart, and was instant with Saladin that he should make all 

haste. 

Accordingly Saladin bade one of his necromancers, of whose skill he had already had proof, to 

devise a method whereby Messer Torello should be transported abed in a single night to Pavia: 

the necromancer made answer that it should be done, but that 'twere best he put Messer Torello 

to sleep. The matter being thus arranged, Saladin hied him back to Messer Torello, and finding 

him most earnestly desirous to be in Pavia at the time appointed, if so it might be, and if not, to 

die:—"Messer Torello," quoth he, "if you dearly love your lady, and misdoubt that she may 

become the bride of another, no wise, God wot, do I censure you, for that, of all the ladies that 

ever I saw, she, for bearing, manners, and address—to say nought of beauty, which is but the 

flower that perishes—seems to me the most worthy to be lauded and cherished. Much had I been 

gratified, since Fortune has sent you hither to me, that, while you and I yet live, we had exercised 

equal lordship in the governance of this my realm, and, if such was not God's will, and this must 

needs come upon you, that you are fain either to be at Pavia at the time appointed or to die, I had 

desired of all things to have been apprised thereof at such a time that I might have sent you home 

with such honourable circumstance and state and escort as befit your high desert; which not 

being vouchsafed me, and as nought will content you but to be there forthwith, I do what I can, 

and speed you thither on such wise as I have told you." "My lord," replied Messer Torello, "had 

you said nought, you have already done enough to prove your goodwill towards me, and that in 

so high a degree as is quite beyond my deserts, and most assured of the truth of what you say 

shall I live and die, and so had done, had you not said it; but, seeing that my resolve is taken, I 

pray you that that, which you promise to do, be done speedily, for that after to-morrow I may no 

longer count on being expected." 

Saladin assured him that 'twas so ordered that he should not be disappointed. And on the 

morrow, it being his purpose to speed him on his journey that same night, he caused to be set up 

in one of his great halls a most goodly and sumptuous bed composed of mattresses, all, as was 

their wont, of velvet and cloth of gold, and had it covered with a quilt, adorned at certain 

intervals with enormous pearls, and most rare precious stones, insomuch that 'twas in after time 



accounted a priceless treasure, and furnished with two pillows to match it. Which done, he bade 

array Messer Torello, who was now quite recovered, in a robe after the Saracenic fashion, the 

richest and goodliest thing of the kind that was ever seen, and wrap about his head, according to 

their wont, one of their huge turbans. Then, at a late hour, Saladin, attended by certain of his 

lords, entered the chamber where Messer Torello was, and seating himself beside him, all but 

wept as thus he began:—"Messer Torello, the time is nigh at hand when you and I must part; 

wherefore, since I may neither give you my own, nor others' company (the journey that you are 

about to make not permitting it), I am come here, as 'tis fitting, in this chamber to take my leave 

of you. Wherefore, before I bid you adieu, I entreat you, by that friendship, that love, which is 

between us, that you forget me not, and that, if it be possible, when you have settled your affairs 

in Lombardy, you come at least once, before our days are ended, to visit me, that thereby I may 

both have the delight of seeing you again, and make good that omission which, by reason of your 

haste, I must needs now make; and that in the meanwhile it irk thee not to visit me by letter, and 

to ask of me whatever you shall have a mind to, and be sure that there lives not the man whom I 

shall content more gladly than you." Messer Torello could not refrain his tears, and so, with 

words few, and broken by his sobs, he answered that 'twas impossible that the Soldan's generous 

deeds and chivalrous character should ever be forgotten by him, and that without fail he would 

do as he bade him, so soon as occasion should serve him. Whereupon Saladin tenderly embraced 

and kissed him, and with many a tear bade him adieu, and quitted the chamber. His lords then 

took leave of Messer Torello, and followed Saladin into the hall, where he had had the bed made 

ready. 

'Twas now late, and the necromancer being intent to hasten Messer Torello's transit, a 

physician brought him a potion, and having first shewn him what he was to give him by way of 

viaticum, caused him to drink it; and not long after he fell asleep. In which state he was carried 

by Saladin's command, and laid on the goodly bed, whereon he set a large and fair and most 

sumptuous crown, marking it in such sort that there could be no mistake that it was sent by 

Saladin to Messer Torello's wife. He next placed on Messer Torello's finger a ring, in which was 

set a carbuncle of such brilliance that it shewed as a lighted torch, and of well-nigh inestimable 

value. After which he girded on him a sword, the appointments of which might not readily be 

appraised. And therewithal he adorned him in front with a pendant, wherein were pearls, the like 

of which had never been seen, and not a few other rare jewels. And, moreover, on either side of 

him he set two vast basins of gold full of pistoles; and strings of pearls not a few, and rings and 

girdles, and other things, which 'twere tedious to enumerate, he disposed around him. Which 

done, he kissed Messer Torello again, and bade the necromancer speed him on his journey. 

Whereupon, forthwith, the bed, with Messer Torello thereon, was borne away from before 

Saladin's eyes, and he and his barons remained conversing thereof. 



The bed, as Messer Torello had requested, had already been deposited in the church of San 

Piero in Ciel d'Oro at Pavia, and Messer Torello, with all the aforesaid jewels and ornaments 

upon and about him, was lying thereon, and still slept, when, upon the stroke of matins, the 

sacristan came into the church, light in hand, and presently setting eyes on the sumptuous bed, 

was not only amazed, but mightily terrified, insomuch that he turned back, and took to flight. 

Which the abbot and monks observing with no small surprise, asked wherefore he fled and he 

told them. Whereupon:—"Oh," quoth the abbot, "thou art no longer a child, nor yet so new to 

this church, that thou shouldst so lightly be appalled: go we now, and see who it is that has given 

thee this childish fright." So, with a blaze of torches, the abbot, attended by his monks, entered 

the church, and espied this wondrous costly bed whereon the knight slept, and while, hesitant and 

fearful, daring not to approach the bed, they scanned the rare and splendid jewels, it befell that, 

the efficacy of the potion being exhausted, Messer Torello awoke and heaved a great sigh. 

Whereat the monks and the abbot quaking and crying out:—"Lord, help us!" one and all took to 

flight. Messer Torello, opening his eyes and looking about him, saw, to his no small satisfaction, 

that without a doubt he was in the very place where he had craved of Saladin to be; so up he sate, 

and taking particular note of the matters with which he was surrounded, accounted the 

magnificence of Saladin to exceed even the measure, great though it was, that he already knew. 

However, he still kept quiet, save that, perceiving the monks in flight, and surmising the reason, 

he began to call the abbot by name, bidding him be of good courage, for that he was his nephew, 

Torello. Whereat the abbot did but wax more terrified, for that he deemed Torello had been many 

a month dead; but, after a while, as he heard himself still called, sound judgment got the better of 

his fears, and making the sign of the cross, he drew nigh Torello; who said to him:—"Father, 

what is't you fear? By God's grace I live, and hither am come back from overseas." Whom, for 

all he had grown a long beard and was dressed in the Saracenic fashion, the abbot after a while 

recognized, and now, quite reassured, took by the hand, saying:—"Son, welcome home:" then:—

"No cause hast thou to marvel at our fears," he went on, "seeing that there is never a soul in these 

parts but firmly believes thee to be dead, insomuch that I may tell thee that Madonna Adalieta, 

thy wife, overborne by the entreaties and menaces of her kinsfolk, and against her will, is 

provided with another husband, to whom she is this morning to go, and all is made ready for the 

nuptials and the attendant festivities." 

Whereupon Messer Torello, being risen from the sumptuous bed, did the abbot and the monks 

wondrous cheer, and besought them, one and all, to tell never a soul of his return, until he had 

completed something that he had on hand. After which, having put the costly jewels in safe 

keeping, he recounted to the abbot all the story of his adventures to that very hour. The abbot, 

rejoicing in his good fortune, joined with him in offering thanks to God. Messer Torello then 

asked him who might be his wife's new husband, and the abbot told him. Quoth then Messer 

Torello:—"Before my return be known, I purpose to see how my wife will comport herself at the 



nuptials: wherefore, though 'tis not the wont of men of religion to go to such gatherings, I had 

lief that for love of me you arranged for us to go thither together." The abbot answered that, he 

would gladly do so, and as soon as 'twas day, he sent word to the bridegroom that he had 

thoughts of being present at his nuptials, accompanied by a friend; whereto the gentleman made 

answer that he was much gratified. So, at the breakfast hour Messer Torello, dressed as he was, 

hied him with the abbot to the bridegroom's house, as many as saw them gazing on him with 

wonder, but none recognizing him, and the abbot giving all to understand that he was a Saracen 

sent by the Soldan as ambassador to the King of France. Messer Torello was accordingly seated 

at a table directly opposite that of his lady, whom he eyed with exceeding great delight, the more 

so that he saw that in her face which shewed him that she was chagrined by the nuptials. She in 

like manner from time to time bent her regard on him; howbeit, what with his long beard, and his 

foreign garb, and her firm persuasion that he was dead, she had still no sort of recollection of 

him. However, Messer Torello at length deemed it time to make trial of her, whether she would 

remember him; wherefore he took the ring that the lady had given, him on his departure, and 

keeping it close in the palm of his hand, he called to him a page that waited upon her, and said to 

him:—"Tell the bride from me that 'tis the custom in my country, that, when a stranger, such as I, 

eats with a bride, like herself, at her wedding-feast, she, in token that he is welcome to her board, 

sends him the cup from which she herself drinks, full of wine; and when the stranger has drunk 

his fill, he closes the cup, and the bride drinks what is left therein." 

The page carried the message to the lady, who, being of good understanding and manners, and 

supposing him to be some very great man, by way of shewing that she was gratified by his 

presence, commanded that a gilt cup, that was on the table before her, should be rinsed, and 

filled with wine, and borne to the gentleman. Which being done, Messer Torello, having privily 

conveyed her ring into his mouth, let it fall (while he drank) into the cup on such wise that none 

wist thereof; and leaving but a little wine at the bottom, closed the cup and returned it to the lady; 

who, having taken it, that she might do full honour to the custom of her guest's country, lifted the 

lid, and set the cup to her mouth; whereby espying the ring, she thereon mutely gazed a while, 

and recognizing it for that which she had given Messer Torello on his departure, she steadfastly 

regarded the supposed stranger, whom now she also recognized. Whereupon well-nigh 

distracted, oversetting the table in front of her, she exclaimed:—"'Tis my lord, 'tis verily Messer 

Torello;" and rushing to the table at which he sate, giving never a thought to her apparel, or 

aught that was on the table, she flung herself upon it; and reaching forward as far as she could, 

she threw her arms about him, and hugged him; nor, for aught that any said or did, could she be 

induced to release his neck, until Messer Torello himself bade her forbear a while, for that she 

would have time enough to kiss him thereafter. The lady then stood up, and for a while all was 

disorder, albeit the feast was yet more gladsome than before by reason of the recovery of so 

honourable a knight: then, at Messer Torello's entreaty, all were silent, while he recounted to 



them the story of his adventures from the day of his departure to that hour, concluding by saying 

that the gentleman who, deeming him to be dead, had taken his lady to wife, ought not to be 

affronted, if he, being alive, reclaimed her. The bridegroom, albeit he was somewhat crestfallen, 

made answer in frank and friendly sort, that 'twas for Messer Torello to do what he liked with his 

own. The lady resigned the ring and the crown that her new spouse had given her, and put on the 

ring she had taken from the cup, and likewise the crown sent her by the Soldan; and so, forth 

they hied them, and with full nuptial pomp wended their way to Messer Torello's house; and 

there for a great while they made merry with his late disconsolate friends and kinsfolk and all the 

citizens, who accounted his restoration as little short of a miracle. 

Messer Torello, having bestowed part of his rare jewels upon him who had borne the cost of 

the wedding-feast, and part on the abbot, and many other folk; and having by more than one 

messenger sent word of his safe home-coming and prosperous estate to Saladin, acknowledging 

himself ever his friend and vassal, lived many years thereafter with his worthy lady, acquitting 

himself yet more courteously than of yore. Such, then, was the end of the troubles of Messer 

Torello and his dear lady, and such the reward of their cheerful and ready courtesies. 

Now some there are that strive to do offices of courtesy, and have the means, but do them with 

so ill a grace, that, ere they are done, they have in effect sold them at a price above their worth: 

wherefore, if no reward ensue to them thereof, neither they nor other folk have cause to marvel. 

  



NOVEL X. — The Marquis of Saluzzo, overborne by the entreaties of his vassals, consents to 

take a wife, but, being minded to please himself in the choice of her, takes a husbandman's 

daughter. He has two children by her, both of whom he makes her believe that he has put to 

death. Afterward, feigning to be tired of her, and to have taken another wife, he turns her out of 

doors in her shift, and brings his daughter into the house in guise of his bride; but, finding her 

patient under it all, he brings her home again, and shews her her children, now grown up, and 

honours her, and causes her to be honoured, as Marchioness. — 

Ended the king's long story, with which all seemed to be very well pleased, quoth Dioneo with 

a laugh:—"The good man that looked that night to cause the bogey's tail to droop, would scarce 

have contributed two pennyworth of all the praise you bestow on Messer Torello:" then, witting 

that it now only remained for him to tell, thus he began:—Gentle my ladies, this day, meseems, 

is dedicate to Kings and Soldans and folk of the like quality; wherefore, that I stray not too far 

from you, I am minded to tell you somewhat of a Marquis; certes, nought magnificent, but a 

piece of mad folly, albeit there came good thereof to him in the end. The which I counsel none to 

copy, for that great pity 'twas that it turned out well with him. 

There was in olden days a certain Marquis of Saluzzo, Gualtieri by name, a young man, but 

head of the house, who, having neither wife nor child, passed his time in nought else but in 

hawking and hunting, and of taking a wife and begetting children had no thought; wherein he 

should have been accounted very wise: but his vassals, brooking it ill, did oftentimes entreat him 

to take a wife, that he might not die without an heir, and they be left without a lord; offering to 

find him one of such a pattern, and of such parentage, that he might marry with good hope, and 

be well content with the sequel. To whom:—"My friends," replied Gualtieri, "you enforce me to 

that which I had resolved never to do, seeing how hard it is to find a wife, whose ways accord 

well with one's own, and how plentiful is the supply of such as run counter thereto, and how 

grievous a life he leads who chances upon a lady that matches ill with him. And to say that you 

think to know the daughters by the qualities of their fathers and mothers, and thereby—so you 

would argue—to provide me with a wife to my liking, is but folly; for I wot not how you may 

penetrate the secrets of their mothers so as to know their fathers; and granted that you do know 

them, daughters oftentimes resemble neither of their parents. However, as you are minded to 

rivet these fetters upon me, I am content that so it be; and that I may have no cause to reproach 

any but myself, should it turn out ill, I am resolved that my wife shall be of my own choosing; 

but of this rest assured, that, no matter whom I choose, if she receive not from you the honour 

due to a lady, you shall prove to your great cost, how sorely I resent being thus constrained by 

your importunity to take a wife against my will." 

The worthy men replied that they were well content, so only he would marry without more 

ado. And Gualtieri, who had long noted with approval the mien of a poor girl that dwelt on a 

farm hard by his house, and found her fair enough, deemed that with her he might pass a 



tolerably happy life. Wherefore he sought no further, but forthwith resolved to marry her; and 

having sent for her father, who was a very poor man, he contracted with him to take her to wife. 

Which done, Gualtieri assembled all the friends he had in those parts, and:—"My friends," quoth 

he, "you were and are minded that I should take a wife, and rather to comply with your wishes, 

than for any desire that I had to marry, I have made up my mind to do so. You remember the 

promise you gave me, to wit, that, whomsoever I should take, you would pay her the honour due 

to a lady. Which promise I now require you to keep, the time being come when I am to keep 

mine. I have found hard by here a maiden after mine own heart, whom I purpose to take to wife, 

and to bring hither to my house in the course of a few days. Wherefore bethink you, how you 

may make the nuptial feast splendid, and welcome her with all honour; that I may confess myself 

satisfied with your observance of your promise, as you will be with my observance of mine." 

The worthy men, one and all, answered with alacrity that they were well content, and that, 

whoever she might be, they would entreat her as a lady, and pay her all due honour as such. After 

which, they all addressed them to make goodly and grand and gladsome celebration of the event, 

as did also Gualtieri. He arranged for a wedding most stately and fair, and bade thereto a goodly 

number of his friends and kinsfolk, and great gentlemen, and others, of the neighbourhood; and 

therewithal he caused many a fine and costly robe to be cut and fashioned to the figure of a girl 

who seemed to him of the like proportions as the girl that he purposed to wed; and laid in store, 

besides, of girdles and rings, with a costly and beautiful crown, and all the other paraphernalia of 

a bride. 

The day that he had appointed for the wedding being come, about half tierce he got him to 

horse with as many as had come to do him honour, and having made all needful dispositions:—

"Gentlemen," quoth he, "'tis time to go bring home the bride." And so away he rode with his 

company to the village; where, being come to the house of the girl's father, they found her 

returning from the spring with a bucket of water, making all the haste she could, that she might 

afterwards go with the other women to see Gualtieri's bride come by. Whom Gualtieri no sooner 

saw, than he called her by her name, to wit, Griselda, and asked her where her father was. To 

whom she modestly made answer:—"My lord, he is in the house." Whereupon Gualtieri 

dismounted, and having bidden the rest await him without, entered the cottage alone; and 

meeting her father, whose name was Giannucolo:—"I am come," quoth he, "to wed Griselda, but 

first of all there are some matters I would learn from her own lips in thy presence." He then 

asked her, whether, if he took her to wife, she would study to comply with his wishes, and be not 

wroth, no matter what he might say or do, and be obedient, with not a few other questions of a 

like sort: to all which she answered, ay. Whereupon Gualtieri took her by the hand, led her forth, 

and before the eyes of all his company, and as many other folk as were there, caused her to strip 

naked, and let bring the garments that he had had fashioned for her, and had her forthwith 

arrayed therein, and upon her unkempt head let set a crown; and then, while all wondered:—



"Gentlemen," quoth he, "this is she whom I purpose to make my wife, so she be minded to have 

me for husband." Then, she standing abashed and astonied, he turned to her, saying:—"Griselda, 

wilt thou have me for thy husband?" To whom:—"Ay, my lord," answered she. "And I will have 

thee to wife," said he, and married her before them all. And having set her upon a palfrey, he 

brought her home with pomp. 

The wedding was fair and stately, and had he married a daughter of the King of France, the 

feast could not have been more splendid. It seemed as if, with the change of her garb, the bride 

had acquired a new dignity of mind and mien. She was, as we have said, fair of form and feature; 

and therewithal she was now grown so engaging and gracious and debonair, that she shewed no 

longer as the shepherdess, and the daughter of Giannucolo, but as the daughter of some noble 

lord, insomuch that she caused as many as had known her before to marvel. Moreover, she was 

so obedient and devoted to her husband, that he deemed himself the happiest and luckiest man in 

the world. And likewise so gracious and kindly was she to her husband's vassals, that there was 

none of them but loved her more dearly than himself, and was zealous to do her honour, and 

prayed for her welfare and prosperity and aggrandisement, and instead of, as erstwhile, saying 

that Gualtieri had done foolishly to take her to wife, now averred that he had not his like in the 

world for wisdom and discernment, for that, save to him, her noble qualities would ever have 

remained hidden under her sorry apparel and the garb of the peasant girl. And in short she so 

comported herself as in no long time to bring it to pass that, not only in the marquisate, but far 

and wide besides, her virtues and her admirable conversation were matter of common talk, and, 

if aught had been said to the disadvantage of her husband, when he married her, the judgment 

was now altogether to the contrary effect. 

She had not been long with Gualtieri before she conceived; and in due time she was delivered 

of a girl; whereat Gualtieri made great cheer. But, soon after, a strange humour took possession 

of him, to wit, to put her patience to the proof by prolonged and intolerable hard usage; 

wherefore he began by afflicting her with his gibes, putting on a vexed air, and telling her that 

his vassals were most sorely dissatisfied with her by reason of her base condition, and all the 

more so since they saw that she was a mother, and that they did nought but most ruefully 

murmur at the birth of a daughter. Whereto Griselda, without the least change of countenance or 

sign of discomposure, made answer:—"My lord, do with me as thou mayst deem best for thine 

own honour and comfort, for well I wot that I am of less account than they, and unworthy of this 

honourable estate to which of thy courtesy thou hast advanced me." By which answer Gualtieri 

was well pleased, witting that she was in no degree puffed up with pride by his, or any other's, 

honourable entreatment of her. A while afterwards, having in general terms given his wife to 

understand that the vassals could not endure her daughter, he sent her a message by a servant. So 

the servant came, and:—"Madam," quoth he with a most dolorous mien, "so I value my life, I 

must needs do my lord's bidding. He has bidden me take your daughter and…" He said no more, 



but the lady by what she heard, and read in his face, and remembered of her husband's words, 

understood that he was bidden to put the child to death. Whereupon she presently took the child 

from the cradle, and having kissed and blessed her, albeit she was very sore at heart, she changed 

not countenance, but placed it in the servant's arms, saying:—"See that thou leave nought undone 

that my lord and thine has charged thee to do, but leave her not so that the beasts and the birds 

devour her, unless he have so bidden thee." So the servant took the child, and told Gualtieri what 

the lady had said; and Gualtieri, marvelling at her constancy, sent him with the child to Bologna, 

to one of his kinswomen, whom he besought to rear and educate the child with all care, but never 

to let it be known whose child she was. 

Soon after it befell that the lady again conceived, and in due time was delivered of a son, 

whereat Gualtieri was overjoyed. But, not content with what he had done, he now even more 

poignantly afflicted the lady; and one day with a ruffled mien:—"Wife," quoth he, "since thou 

gavest birth to this boy, I may on no wise live in peace with my vassals, so bitterly do they 

reproach me that a grandson of Giannucolo is to succeed me as their lord; and therefore I fear 

that, so I be not minded to be sent a packing hence, I must even do herein as I did before, and in 

the end put thee away, and take another wife." The lady heard him patiently, and answered 

only:—"My lord, study how thou mayst content thee and best please thyself, and waste no 

thought upon me, for there is nought I desire save in so far as I know that 'tis thy pleasure." Not 

many days after, Gualtieri, in like manner as he had sent for the daughter, sent for the son, and 

having made a shew of putting him to death, provided for his, as for the girl's, nurture at 

Bologna. Whereat the lady shewed no more discomposure of countenance or speech than at the 

loss of her daughter: which Gualtieri found passing strange, and inly affirmed that there was 

never another woman in the world that would have so done. And but that he had marked that she 

was most tenderly affectionate towards her children, while 'twas well pleasing to him, he had 

supposed that she was tired of them, whereas he knew that 'twas of her discretion that she so did. 

His vassals, who believed that he had put the children to death, held him mightily to blame for 

his cruelty, and felt the utmost compassion for the lady. She, however, said never aught to the 

ladies that condoled with her on the death of her children, but that the pleasure of him that had 

begotten them was her pleasure likewise. 

Years not a few had passed since the girl's birth, when Gualtieri at length deemed the time 

come to put his wife's patience to the final proof. Accordingly, in the presence of a great 

company of his vassals he declared that on no wise might he longer brook to have Griselda to 

wife, that he confessed that in taking her he had done a sorry thing and the act of a stripling, and 

that he therefore meant to do what he could to procure the Pope's dispensation to put Griselda 

away, and take another wife: for which cause being much upbraided by many worthy men, he 

made no other answer but only that needs must it so be. Whereof the lady being apprised, and 

now deeming that she must look to go back to her father's house, and perchance tend the sheep, 



as she had aforetime, and see him, to whom she was utterly devoted, engrossed by another 

woman, did inly bewail herself right sorely: but still with the same composed mien with which 

she had borne Fortune's former buffets, she set herself to endure this last outrage. Nor was it long 

before Gualtieri by counterfeit letters, which he caused to be sent to him from Rome, made his 

vassals believe that the Pope had thereby given him a dispensation to put Griselda away, and 

take another wife. Wherefore, having caused her to be brought before him, he said to her in the 

presence of not a few:—"Wife, by license granted me by the Pope, I am now free to put thee 

away, and take another wife; and, for that my forbears have always been great gentlemen and 

lords of these parts, whereas thine have ever been husbandmen, I purpose that thou go back to 

Giannucolo's house with the dowry that thou broughtest me; whereupon I shall bring home a 

lady that I have found, and who is meet to be my wife." 

'Twas not without travail most grievous that the lady, as she heard this announcement, got the 

better of her woman's nature, and suppressing her tears, made answer:—"My lord, I ever knew 

that my low degree was on no wise congruous with your nobility, and acknowledged that the 

rank I had with you was of your and God's bestowal, nor did I ever make as if it were mine by 

gift, or so esteem it, but still accounted it as a loan. 'Tis your pleasure to recall it, and therefore it 

should be, and is, my pleasure to render it up to you. So, here is your ring, with which you 

espoused me; take it back. You bid me take with me the dowry that I brought you; which to do 

will require neither paymaster on your part nor purse nor packhorse on mine; for I am not 

unmindful that naked was I when you first had me. And if you deem it seemly that that body in 

which I have borne children, by you begotten, be beheld of all, naked will I depart; but yet, I 

pray you, be pleased, in guerdon of the virginity that I brought you and take not away, to suffer 

me to bear hence upon my back a single shift—I crave no more—besides my dowry." There was 

nought of which Gualtieri was so fain as to weep; but yet, setting his face as a flint, he made 

answer:—"I allow thee a shift to thy back; so get thee hence." All that stood by besought him to 

give her a robe, that she, who had been his wife for thirteen years and more, might not be seen to 

quit his house in so sorry and shameful a plight, having nought on her but a shift. But their 

entreaties went for nothing: the lady in her shift, and barefoot and bareheaded, having bade them 

adieu, departed the house, and went back to her father amid the tears and lamentations of all that 

saw her. Giannucolo, who had ever deemed it a thing incredible that Gualtieri should keep his 

daughter to wife, and had looked for this to happen every day, and had kept the clothes that she 

had put off on the morning that Gualtieri had wedded her, now brought them to her; and she, 

having resumed them, applied herself to the petty drudgery of her father's house, as she had been 

wont, enduring with fortitude this cruel visitation of adverse Fortune. 

Now no sooner had Gualtieri dismissed Griselda, than he gave his vassals to understand that 

he had taken to wife a daughter of one of the Counts of Panago. He accordingly made great 

preparations as for the nuptials, during which he sent for Griselda. To whom, being come, quoth 



he:—"I am bringing hither my new bride, and in this her first home-coming I purpose to shew 

her honour; and thou knowest that women I have none in the house that know how to set 

chambers in due order, or attend to the many other matters that so joyful an event requires; 

wherefore do thou, that understandest these things better than another, see to all that needs be 

done, and bid hither such ladies as thou mayst see fit, and receive them, as if thou wert the lady 

of the house, and then, when the nuptials are ended, thou mayst go back to thy cottage." Albeit 

each of these words pierced Griselda's heart like a knife, for that, in resigning her good fortune, 

she had not been able to renounce the love she bore Gualtieri, nevertheless:—"My lord," she 

made answer, "I am ready and prompt to do your pleasure." And so, clad in her sorry garments of 

coarse romagnole, she entered the house, which, but a little before, she had quitted in her shift, 

and addressed her to sweep the chambers, and arrange arras and cushions in the halls, and make 

ready the kitchen, and set her hand to everything, as if she had been a paltry serving-wench: nor 

did she rest until she had brought all into such meet and seemly trim as the occasion demanded. 

This done, she invited in Gualtieri's name all the ladies of those parts to be present at his 

nuptials, and awaited the event. The day being come, still wearing her sorry weeds, but in heart 

and soul and mien the lady, she received the ladies as they came, and gave each a gladsome 

greeting. 

Now Gualtieri, as we said, had caused his children to be carefully nurtured and brought up by 

a kinswoman of his at Bologna, which kinswoman was married into the family of the Counts of 

Panago; and, the girl being now twelve years old, and the loveliest creature that ever was seen, 

and the boy being about six years old, he had sent word to his kinswoman's husband at Bologna, 

praying him to be pleased to come with this girl and boy of his to Saluzzo, and to see that he 

brought a goodly and honourable company with him, and to give all to understand that he 

brought the girl to him to wife, and on no wise to disclose to any, who she really was. The 

gentleman did as the Marquis bade him, and within a few days of his setting forth arrived at 

Saluzzo about breakfast-time with the girl, and her brother, and a noble company, and found all 

the folk of those parts, and much people besides, gathered there in expectation of Gualtieri's new 

bride. Who, being received by the ladies, was no sooner come into the hall, where the tables 

were set, than Griselda advanced to meet her, saying with hearty cheer:—"Welcome, my lady." 

So the ladies, who had with much instance, but in vain, besought Gualtieri, either to let Griselda 

keep in another room, or at any rate to furnish her with one of the robes that had been hers, that 

she might not present herself in such a sorry guise before the strangers, sate down to table; and 

the service being begun, the eyes of all were set on the girl, and every one said that Gualtieri had 

made a good exchange, and Griselda joined with the rest in greatly commending her, and also 

her little brother. And now Gualtieri, sated at last with all that he had seen of his wife's patience, 

marking that this new and strange turn made not the least alteration in her demeanour, and being 

well assured that 'twas not due to apathy, for he knew her to be of excellent understanding, 



deemed it time to relieve her of the suffering which he judged her to dissemble under a resolute 

front; and so, having called her to him in presence of them all, he said with a smile:—"And what 

thinkst thou of our bride?" "My lord," replied Griselda, "I think mighty well of her; and if she be 

but as discreet as she is fair—and so I deem her—I make no doubt but you may reckon to lead 

with her a life of incomparable felicity; but with all earnestness I entreat you, that you spare her 

those tribulations which you did once inflict upon another that was yours, for I scarce think she 

would be able to bear them, as well because she is younger, as for that she has been delicately 

nurtured, whereas that other had known no respite of hardship since she was but a little child." 

Marking that she made no doubt but that the girl was to be his wife, and yet spoke never a whit 

the less sweetly, Gualtieri caused her to sit down beside him, and:—"Griselda," said he, "'tis now 

time that thou see the reward of thy long patience, and that those, who have deemed me cruel and 

unjust and insensate, should know that what I did was done of purpose aforethought, for that I 

was minded to give both thee and them a lesson, that thou mightst learn to be a wife, and they in 

like manner might learn how to take and keep a wife, and that I might beget me perpetual peace 

with thee for the rest of my life; whereof being in great fear, when I came to take a wife, lest I 

should be disappointed, I therefore, to put the matter to the proof, did, and how sorely thou 

knowest, harass and afflict thee. And since I never knew thee either by deed or by word to 

deviate from my will, I now, deeming myself to have of thee that assurance of happiness which I 

desired, am minded to restore to thee at once all that, step by step, I took from thee, and by 

extremity of joy to compensate the tribulations that I inflicted on thee. Receive, then, this girl, 

whom thou supposest to be my bride, and her brother, with glad heart, as thy children and mine. 

These are they, whom by thee and many another it has long been supposed that I did ruthlessly to 

death, and I am thy husband, that loves thee more dearly than aught else, deeming that other 

there is none that has the like good cause to be well content with his wife." 

Which said, he embraced and kissed her; and then, while she wept for joy, they rose and hied 

them there where sate the daughter, all astonied to hear the news, whom, as also her brother, they 

tenderly embraced, and explained to them, and many others that stood by, the whole mystery. 

Whereat the ladies, transported with delight, rose from table and betook them with Griselda to a 

chamber, and, with better omen, divested her of her sorry garb, and arrayed her in one of her own 

robes of state; and so, in guise of a lady (howbeit in her rags she had shewed as no less) they led 

her back into the hall. Wondrous was the cheer which there they made with the children; and, all 

overjoyed at the event, they revelled and made merry amain, and prolonged the festivities for 

several days; and very discreet they pronounced Gualtieri, albeit they censured as intolerably 

harsh the probation to which he had subjected Griselda, and most discreet beyond all compare 

they accounted Griselda. 

Some days after, the Count of Panago returned to Bologna, and Gualtieri took Giannucolo 

from his husbandry, and established him in honour as his father-in-law, wherein to his great 



solace he lived for the rest of his days. Gualtieri himself, having mated his daughter with a 

husband of high degree, lived long and happily thereafter with Griselda, to whom he ever paid all 

honour. 

Now what shall we say in this case but that even into the cots of the poor the heavens let fall at 

times spirits divine, as into the palaces of kings souls that are fitter to tend hogs than to exercise 

lordship over men? Who but Griselda had been able, with a countenance not only tearless, but 

cheerful, to endure the hard and unheard-of trials to which Gualtieri subjected her? Who perhaps 

might have deemed himself to have made no bad investment, had he chanced upon one, who, 

having been turned out of his house in her shift, had found means so to dust the pelisse of 

another as to get herself thereby a fine robe. 

So ended Dioneo's story, whereof the ladies, diversely inclining, one to censure where another 

found matter for commendation, had discoursed not a little, when the king, having glanced at the 

sky, and marked that the sun was now low, insomuch that 'twas nigh the vesper hour, still 

keeping his seat, thus began:—"Exquisite my ladies, as, methinks, you wot, 'tis not only in 

minding them of the past and apprehending the present that the wit of mortals consists; but by 

one means or the other to be able to foresee the future is by the sages accounted the height of 

wisdom. Now, to-morrow, as you know, 'twill be fifteen days since, in quest of recreation and for 

the conservation of our health and life, we, shunning the dismal and dolorous and afflicting 

spectacles that have ceased not in our city since this season of pestilence began, took our 

departure from Florence. Wherein, to my thinking, we have done nought that was not seemly; 

for, if I have duly used my powers of observation, albeit some gay stories, and of a kind to 

stimulate concupiscence, have here been told, and we have daily known no lack of dainty dishes 

and good wine, nor yet of music and song, things, one and all, apt to incite weak minds to that 

which is not seemly, neither on your part, nor on ours, have I marked deed or word, or aught of 

any kind, that called for reprehension; but, by what I have seen and heard, seemliness and the 

sweet intimacy of brothers and sisters have ever reigned among us. Which, assuredly, for the 

honour and advantage which you and I have had thereof, is most grateful to me. Wherefore, lest 

too long continuance in this way of life might beget some occasion of weariness, and that no man 

may be able to misconstrue our too long abidance here, and as we have all of us had our day's 

share of the honour which still remains in me, I should deem it meet, so you be of like mind, that 

we now go back whence we came: and that the rather that our company, the bruit whereof has 

already reached divers others that are in our neighbourhood, might be so increased that all our 

pleasure would be destroyed. And so, if my counsel meet with your approval, I will keep the 

crown I have received of you until our departure, which, I purpose, shall be tomorrow morning. 

Should you decide otherwise, I have already determined whom to crown for the ensuing day." 



Much debate ensued among the ladies and young men; but in the end they approved the king's 

proposal as expedient and seemly; and resolved to do even as he had said. The king therefore 

summoned the seneschal; and having conferred with him of the order he was to observe on the 

morrow, he dismissed the company until supper-time. So, the king being risen, the ladies and the 

rest likewise rose, and betook them, as they were wont, to their several diversions. Supper-time 

being come, they supped with exceeding great delight. Which done, they addressed them to song 

and music and dancing; and, while Lauretta was leading a dance, the king bade Fiammetta give 

them a song; whereupon Fiammetta right debonairly sang on this wise:— 

So came but Love, and brought no jealousy, 

  So blithe, I wot, as I, 

  Dame were there none, be she whoe'er she be. 

If youth's fresh, lusty pride 

  May lady of her lover well content, 

  Or valour's just renown, 

  Hardihood, prowess tried, 

  Wit, noble mien, discourse most excellent, 

  And of all grace the crown; 

  That she am I, who, fain for love to swoun, 

  There where my hope doth lie 

  These several virtues all conjoined do see. 

But, for that I less wise 

  Than me no whit do other dames discern, 

  Trembling with sore dismay, 

  I still the worst surmise, 

  Deeming their hearts with the same flame to burn 

  That of mine maketh prey: 

  Wherefore of him that is my hope's one stay 

  Disconsolate I sigh, 

  Yea mightily, and daily do me dree. 

If but my lord as true 

  As worthy to be loved I might approve, 

  I were not jealous then: 

  But, for that charmer new 

  Doth all too often gallant lure to love, 

  Forsworn I hold all men, 



  And sick at heart I am, of death full fain; 

  Nor lady doth him eye, 

  But I do quake, lest she him wrest from me. 

'Fore God, then, let each she 

  List to my prayer, nor e'er in my despite 

  Such grievous wrong essay; 

  For should there any be 

  That by or speech or mien's allurements light 

  Of him to rob me may 

  Study or plot, I, witting, shall find way, 

  My beauty it aby! 

  To cause her sore lament such frenesie. 

As soon as Fiammetta had ended her song, Dioneo, who was beside her, said with a laugh:—

"Madam, 'twould be a great courtesy on your part to do all ladies to wit, who he is, that he be not 

stolen from you in ignorance, seeing that you threaten such dire resentment." Several other songs 

followed; and it being then nigh upon midnight, all, as the king was pleased to order, betook 

them to rest. With the first light of the new day they rose, and, the seneschal having already 

conveyed thence all their chattels, they, following the lead of their discreet king, hied them back 

to Florence; and in Santa Maria Novella, whence they had set forth, the three young men took 

leave of the seven ladies, and departed to find other diversions elsewhere, while the ladies in due 

time repaired to their homes. 

  



THE AUTHOR'S EPILOGUE. 

Most noble damsels, for whose solace I addressed me to this long and toilsome task, meseems 

that, aided by the Divine grace, the bestowal whereof I impute to the efficacy of your pious 

prayers, and in no wise to merits of mine, I have now brought this work to the full and perfect 

consummation which in the outset thereof I promised you. Wherefore, it but remains for me to 

render, first to God, and then to you, my thanks, and so to give a rest to my pen and weary hand. 

But this I purpose not to allow them, until, briefly, as to questions tacitly mooted—for well 

assured I am that these stories have no especial privilege above any others, nay, I forget not that 

at the beginning of the Fourth Day I have made the same plain—I shall have answered certain 

trifling objections that one of you, maybe, or some other, might advance. Peradventure, then, 

some of you will be found to say that I have used excessive license in the writing of these stories, 

in that I have caused ladies at times to tell, and oftentimes to list, matters that, whether to tell or 

to list, do not well beseem virtuous women. The which I deny, for that there is none of these 

stories so unseemly, but that it may without offence be told by any one, if but seemly words be 

used; which rule, methinks, has here been very well observed. But assume we that 'tis even so 

(for with you I am not minded to engage in argument, witting that you would vanquish me), then, 

I say that for answer why I have so done, reasons many come very readily to hand. In the first 

place, if aught of the kind in any of these stories there be, 'twas but such as was demanded by the 

character of the stories, which let but any person of sound judgment scan with the eye of reason, 

and 'twill be abundantly manifest that, unless I had been minded to deform them, they could not 

have been otherwise recounted. And if, perchance, they do, after all, contain here and there a 

trifling indiscretion of speech, such as might ill sort with one of your precious prudes, who weigh 

words rather than deeds, and are more concerned to appear, than to be, good, I say that so to 

write was as permissible to me, as 'tis to men and women at large in their converse to make use 

of such terms as hole, and pin, and mortar, and pestle, and sausage, and polony, and plenty more 

besides of a like sort. And therewithal privilege no less should be allowed to my pen than to the 

pencil of the painter, who without incurring any, or at least any just, censure, not only will depict 

St. Michael smiting the serpent, or St. George the dragon, with sword or lance at his discretion; 

but male he paints us Christ, and female Eve, and His feet that for the salvation of our race 

willed to die upon the cross he fastens thereto, now with one, now with two nails. 

Moreover, 'tis patent to all that 'twas not in the Church, of matters whereto pertaining 'tis meet 

we speak with all purity of heart and seemliness of phrase, albeit among her histories there are to 

be found not a few that will ill compare with my writings; nor yet in the schools of the 

philosophers, where, as much as anywhere, seemliness is demanded, nor in any place where 

clergy or philosophers congregate, but in gardens, in pleasaunces, and among folk, young indeed, 

but not so young as to be seducible by stories, and at a time when, if so one might save one's life, 

the most sedate might without disgrace walk abroad with his breeches for headgear, that these 



stories were told. Which stories, such as they are, may, like all things else, be baneful or 

profitable according to the quality of the hearer. Who knows not that wine is, as Cinciglione and 

Scolaio(1) and many another aver, an excellent thing for the living creature, and yet noxious to 

the fevered patient? Are we, for the mischief it does to the fever-stricken, to say that 'tis a bad 

thing? Who knows not that fire is most serviceable, nay, necessary, to mortals? Are we to say 

that, because it burns houses and villages and cities, it is a bad thing? Arms, in like manner, are 

the safeguard of those that desire to live in peace, and also by them are men not seldom 

maliciously slain, albeit the malice is not in them, but in those that use them for a malicious 

purpose. Corrupt mind did never yet understand any word in a wholesome sense; and as such a 

mind has no profit of seemly words, so such as are scarce seemly may as little avail to 

contaminate a healthy mind as mud the radiance of the sun, or the deformities of earth the 

splendours of the heavens. What books, what words, what letters, are more sacred, more 

excellent, more venerable, than those of Holy Writ? And yet there have been not a few that, 

perversely construing them, have brought themselves and others to perdition. Everything is in 

itself good for somewhat, and being put to a bad purpose, may work manifold mischief. And so, 

I say, it is with my stories. If any man shall be minded to draw from them matters of evil 

tendency or consequence, they will not gainsay him, if, perchance, such matters there be in them, 

nor will such matters fail to be found in them, if they be wrested and distorted. Nor, if any shall 

seek profit and reward in them, will they deny him the same; and censured or accounted as less 

than profitable and seemly they can never be, if the times or the persons when and by whom they 

are read be such as when they were recounted. If any lady must needs say paternosters or make 

cakes or tarts for her holy father, let her leave them alone; there is none after whom they will run 

a begging to be read: howbeit, there are little matters that even the beguines tell, ay, and do, now 

and again. 

In like manner there will be some who will say that there are stories here which 'twere better 

far had been omitted. Granted; but 'twas neither in my power, nor did it behove me, to write any 

but such stories as were narrated; wherefore, 'twas for those by whom they were told to have a 

care that they were proper; in which case they would have been no less so as I wrote them. But, 

assuming that I not only wrote but invented the stories, as I did not, I say that I should take no 

shame to myself that they were not all proper; seeing that artist there is none to be found, save 

God, that does all things well and perfectly. And Charlemagne, albeit he created the Paladins, 

wist not how to make them in such numbers as to form an army of them alone. It must needs be 

that in the multitude of things there be found diversities of quality. No field was ever so well 

tilled but that here and there nettle, or thistle, or brier would be found in it amid the goodlier 

growths. Whereto I may add that, having to address me to young and unlearned ladies, as you for 

the most part are, I should have done foolishly, had I gone about searching and swinking to find 

matters very exquisite, and been sedulous to speak with great precision. However, whoso goes a 



reading among these stories, let him pass over those that vex him, and read those that please him. 

That none may be misled, each bears on its brow the epitome of that which it hides within its 

bosom. 

Again, I doubt not there will be such as will say that some of the stories are too long. To 

whom, once more, I answer, that whoso has aught else to do would be foolish to read them, 

albeit they were short. And though, now that I approach the end of my labours, 'tis long since I 

began to write, I am not, therefore, oblivious that 'twas to none but leisured ladies that I made 

proffer of my pains; nor can aught be long to him that reads but to pass the time, so only he 

thereby accomplish his purpose. Succinctness were rather to be desired by students, who are at 

pains not merely to pass, but usefully to employ, their time, than by you, who have as much time 

at your disposal as you spend not in amorous delights. Besides which, as none of you goes either 

to Athens, or to Bologna, or to Paris to study, 'tis meet that what is meant for you should be more 

diffuse than what is to be read by those whose minds have been refined by scholarly pursuits. 

Nor make I any doubt but there are yet others who will say that the said stories are too full of 

jests and merry conceits, and that it ill beseems a man of weight and gravity to have written on 

such wise. To these I am bound to render, and do render, my thanks, for that, prompted by well-

meant zeal, they have so tender a regard to my reputation. But to that, which they urge against 

me, I reply after this sort:—That I am of weight I acknowledge, having been often weighed in 

my time; wherefore, in answer to the fair that have not weighed me, I affirm that I am not of 

gravity; on the contrary I am so light that I float on the surface of the water; and considering that 

the sermons which the friars make, when they would chide folk for their sins, are to-day, for the 

most part, full of jests and merry conceits, and drolleries, I deemed that the like stuff would not 

ill beseem my stories, written, as they were, to banish women's dumps. However, if thereby they 

should laugh too much, they may be readily cured thereof by the Lament of Jeremiah, the 

Passion of the Saviour, or the Complaint of the Magdalen. 

And who shall question but that yet others there are who will say that I have an evil tongue 

and venomous, because here and there I tell the truth about the friars? Now for them that so say 

there is forgiveness, for that 'tis not to be believed but that they have just cause; seeing that the 

friars are good folk, and eschew hardship for the love of God, and grind intermittently, and never 

blab; and, were they not all a trifle malodorous, intercourse with them would be much more 

agreeable. Nevertheless, I acknowledge that the things of this world have no stability, but are 

ever undergoing change; and this may have befallen my tongue, albeit, no great while ago, one 

of my fair neighbours—for in what pertains to myself I trust not my own judgment, but forgo it 

to the best of my power—told me 'twas the goodliest and sweetest tongue in the world; and in 

sooth, when this occurred, few of the said stories were yet to write; nor, for that those who so tax 

me do it despitefully, am I minded to vouchsafe them any further answer. 



So, then, be every lady at liberty to say and believe whatever she may think fit: but 'tis now 

time for me to bring these remarks to a close, with humble thanks to Him, by whose help and 

guidance I, after so long travail, have been brought to the desired goal. And may you, sweet my 

ladies, rest ever in His grace and peace; and be not unmindful of me, if, peradventure, any of you 

may, in any measure, have been profited by reading these stories. 

(1) Noted topers of the day. 

— Endeth here the tenth and last day of the book called Decameron, otherwise Prince 

Galeotto. — 

THE END. 
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minister despite his hypocrisy and serial sexual indiscretions.  
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against the author. Evangelist Billy Sunday called Lewis "Satan's cohort.” 

Nonetheless, in 1930, Sinclair Lewis became the first American to be awarded the Nobel 
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almost certainly played contributed to the Nobel committee’s decision. 

In 1931, in Ireland, Elmer Gantry was banned as offending to public morals. The same 

year, in New York, the Post Office Department banned any catalogue listing the book. 

U.S. obscenity laws were overturned in 1959 by the Supreme Court in Kingsley 

International Pictures Corp. v. Regents. 

 

Want to know more? 

Kingsley International Pictures Corp. v. Regents (1959) 

Banned Books Week: Some Churchgoers Banned This 1927 Novel About An Amoral 

Clergyman – And Made It A Bestseller, Americans United 

Banning Elmer Gantry, Prairie Public Newsroom 

 

 

  

https://www.encyclopedia.com/politics/encyclopedias-almanacs-transcripts-and-maps/kingsley-international-pictures-corp-v-regents-360-us-684-1959
https://www.au.org/the-latest/articles/banned-books-week-elmer-gantry/
https://www.au.org/the-latest/articles/banned-books-week-elmer-gantry/
https://news.prairiepublic.org/show/dakota-datebook-archive/2022-06-04/banning-elmer-gantry


 

 

CHAPTER I 

CHAPTER II 

CHAPTER III 

CHAPTER IV 

CHAPTER V 

CHAPTER VI 

CHAPTER VII 

CHAPTER VIII 

CHAPTER IX 

CHAPTER X 

CHAPTER XI 

CHAPTER XII 

CHAPTER XIII 

CHAPTER XIV 

CHAPTER XV 

CHAPTER XVI 

CHAPTER XVII 

CHAPTER XVIII 

CHAPTER XIX 

CHAPTER XX 

CHAPTER XXI 

CHAPTER XXII 

CHAPTER XXIII 

CHAPTER XXIV 

CHAPTER XXV 

CHAPTER XXVI 

CHAPTER XXVII 

CHAPTER XXVIII 

CHAPTER XXIX 

CHAPTER XXX 

CHAPTER XXXI 



CHAPTER XXXII 

CHAPTER XXXIII 

  



 

CHAPTER I 

  

1 

 

Elmer Gantry was drunk. He was eloquently drunk, lovingly and pugnaciously drunk. He 

leaned against the bar of the Old Home Sample Room, the most gilded and urbane saloon in 

Cato, Missouri, and requested the bartender to join him in "The Good Old Summer Time," the 

waltz of the day. 

 

Blowing on a glass, polishing it and glancing at Elmer through its flashing rotundity, the 

bartender remarked that he wasn't much of a hand at this here singing business. But he smiled. 

No bartender could have done other than smile on Elmer, so inspired and full of gallantry and 

hell-raising was he, and so dominating was his beefy grin. 

 

"All right, old socks," agreed Elmer. "Me and my room-mate'll show you some singing as 

is singing! Meet roommate. Jim Lefferts. Bes' roommate in world. Wouldn't live with him if 

wasn't! Bes' quarterback in Milwest. Meet roommate." 

 

The bartender again met Mr. Lefferts, with protestations of distinguished pleasure. 

 

Elmer and Jim Lefferts retired to a table to nourish the long, rich, chocolate strains 

suitable to drunken melody. Actually, they sang very well. Jim had a resolute tenor, and as to 

Elmer Gantry, even more than his bulk, his thick black hair, his venturesome black eyes, you 

remembered that arousing barytone. He was born to be a senator. He never said anything 

important, and he always said it sonorously. He could make "Good morning" seem profound as 

Kant, welcoming as a brass band, and uplifting as a cathedral organ. It was a 'cello, his voice, 

and in the enchantment of it you did not hear his slang, his boasting, his smut, and the dreadful 

violence which (at this period) he performed on singulars and plurals. 

 

Luxuriously as a wayfarer drinking cool beer they caressed the phrases in linked 

sweetness long drawn out: 

 

  

 

Strolling through the shaaaaady lanes, with your baby-mine, 

You hold her hand and she holds yours, and that's a very good sign 

That she's your tootsey-wootsey in the good old summer time. 

 

  

 



Elmer wept a little, and blubbered, "Lez go out and start a scrap. You're lil squirt, Jim. 

You get somebody to pick on you, and I'll come along and knock his block off. I'll show 'em!" 

His voice flared up. He was furious at the wrong about to be suffered. He arched his paws with 

longing to grasp the non-existent scoundrel. "By God, I'll knock the tar out of um! Nobody can 

touch my roommate! Know who I am? Elmer Gantry! Thash me! I'll show um!" 

 

The bartender was shuffling toward them, amiably ready for homicide. 

 

"Shut up, Hell-cat. What you need is 'nother drink. I'll get 'nother drink," soothed Jim, 

and Elmer slid into tears, weeping over the ancient tragic sorrows of one whom he remembered 

as Jim Lefferts. 

 

Instantly, by some tricky sort of magic, there were two glasses in front of him. He tasted 

one, and murmured foolishly, "'Scuse me." It was the chase, the water. But they couldn't fool 

him! The whisky would certainly be in that other lil sawed-off glass. And it was. He was right, as 

always. With a smirk of self-admiration he sucked in the raw Bourbon. It tickled his throat and 

made him feel powerful, and at peace with every one save that fellow--he could not recall who, 

but it was some one whom he would shortly chastise, and after that float into an Elysium of 

benevolence. 

 

The barroom was deliriously calming. The sour invigorating stench of beer made him feel 

healthy. The bar was one long shimmer of beauty--glowing mahogany, exquisite marble rail, 

dazzling glasses, curiously shaped bottles of unknown liqueurs, piled with a craftiness which 

made him very happy. The light was dim, completely soothing, coming through fantastic 

windows such as are found only in churches, saloons, jewelry shops, and other retreats from 

reality. On the brown plaster walls were sleek naked girls. 

 

He turned from them. He was empty now of desire for women. 

 

"That damn' Juanita. Jus' wants to get all she can out of you. That's all," he grumbled. 

 

But there was an interesting affair beside him. A piece of newspaper sprang up, 

apparently by itself, and slid along the floor. That was a very funny incident, and he laughed 

greatly. 

 

He was conscious of a voice which he had been hearing for centuries, echoing from a 

distant point of light and flashing through ever-widening corridors of a dream. 

 

"We'll get kicked out of here, Hell-cat. Come on!" 

 

He floated up. It was exquisite. His legs moved by themselves, without effort. They did a 

comic thing once--they got twisted and the right leg leaped in front of the left when, so far as he 



could make out, it should have been behind. He laughed, and rested against some one's arm, an 

arm with no body attached to it, which had come out of the Ewigkeit to assist him. 

 

Then unknown invisible blocks, miles of them, his head clearing, and he made grave 

announcement to a Jim Lefferts who suddenly seemed to be with him: 

 

"I gotta lick that fellow." 

 

"All right, all right. You might as well go find a nice little fight and get it out of your 

system!" 

 

Elmer was astonished; he was grieved. His mouth hung open and he drooled with sorrow. 

But still, he was to be allowed one charming fight, and he revived as he staggered industriously 

in search of it. 

 

Oh, he exulted, it was a great party. For the first time in weeks he was relieved from the 

boredom of Terwillinger College. 

 

  

 

2 

 

  

 

Elmer Gantry, best known to classmates as Hell-cat, had, this autumn of 1902, been 

football captain and led the best team Terwillinger College had known in ten years. They had 

won the championship of the East-middle Kansas Conference, which consisted of ten 

denominational colleges, all of them with buildings and presidents and chapel services and yells 

and colors and a standard of scholarship equal to the best high-schools. But since the last night of 

the football season, with the glorious bonfire in which the young gentlemen had burned up nine 

tar barrels, the sign of the Jew tailor, and the president's tabby-cat, Elmer had been tortured by 

boredom. 

 

He regarded basket-ball and gymnasium antics as light-minded for a football gladiator. 

When he had come to college, he had supposed he would pick up learnings of cash-value to a 

lawyer or doctor or insurance man--he had not known which he would become, and in his senior 

year, aged twenty-two this November, he still was doubtful. But this belief he found fallacious. 

What good would it be in the courtroom, or at the operating table, to understand trigonometry, or 

to know (as last spring, up to the examination on European History, he remembered having 

known) the date of Charlemagne? How much cash would it bring in to quote all that stuff--what 

the dickens was it now?--all that rot about "The world is too much around us, early and soon" 

from that old fool Wordsworth? 

 



Punk, that's what it was. Better be out in business. But still, if his mother claimed she was 

doing so well with her millinery business and wanted him to be a college graduate, he'd stick by 

it. Lot easier than pitching hay or carrying two-by-fours anyway. 

 

Despite his invaluable voice, Elmer had not gone out for debating because of the 

irritating library-grinding, nor had he taken to prayer and moral eloquence in the Y.M.C.A., for 

with all the force of his simple and valiant nature he detested piety and admired drunkenness and 

profanity. 

 

Once or twice in the class in Public Speaking, when he had repeated the splendors of 

other great thinkers, Dan'l Webster and Henry Ward Beecher and Chauncey M. Depew, he had 

known the intoxication of holding an audience with his voice as with his closed hand, holding it, 

shaking it, lifting it. The debating set urged him to join them, but they were rabbit-faced and 

spectacled young men, and he viewed as obscene the notion of digging statistics about 

immigration and the products of San Domingo out of dusty spotted books in the dusty spotted 

library. 

 

He kept from flunking only because Jim Lefferts drove him to his books. 

 

Jim was less bored by college. He had a relish for the flavor of scholarship. He liked to 

know things about people dead these thousand years, and he liked doing canned miracles in 

chemistry. Elmer was astounded that so capable a drinker, a man so deft at "handing a girl a 

swell spiel and getting her going" should find entertainment in Roman chariots and the 

unenterprising amours of sweet-peas. But himself--no. Not on your life. He'd get out and finish 

law school and never open another book--kid the juries along and hire some old coot to do the 

briefs. 

 

To keep him from absolutely breaking under the burden of hearing the professors squeak, 

he did have the joy of loafing with Jim, illegally smoking the while; he did have researches into 

the lovability of co-eds and the baker's daughter; he did revere becoming drunk and world-

striding. But he could not afford liquor very often and the co-eds were mostly ugly and earnest. 

 

It was lamentable to see this broad young man, who would have been so happy in the 

prize-ring, the fish-market, or the stock exchange, poking through the cobwebbed corridors of 

Terwillinger. 

  

 

3 

 

  

 

Terwillinger College, founded and preserved by the more zealous Baptists, is on the 

outskirts of Gritzmacher Springs, Kansas. (The springs have dried up and the Gritzmachers have 



gone to Los Angeles, to sell bungalows and delicatessen.) It huddles on the prairie, which is 

storm-racked in winter, frying and dusty in summer, lovely only in the grass-rustling spring or 

drowsy autumn. 

 

You would not be likely to mistake Terwillinger College for an Old Folks' Home, 

because on the campus is a large rock painted with class numerals. 

 

Most of the faculty are ex-ministers. 

 

There is a men's dormitory, but Elmer Gantry and Jim Lefferts lived together in the town, 

in a mansion once the pride of the Gritzmachers themselves: a square brick bulk with a white 

cupola. Their room was unchanged from the days of the original August Gritzmacher; a room 

heavy with a vast bed of carved black walnut, thick and perpetually dusty brocade curtains, and 

black walnut chairs hung with scarves that dangled gilt balls. The windows were hard to open. 

There was about the place the anxious propriety and all the dead hopes of a second-hand 

furniture shop. 

 

In this museum, Jim had a surprising and vigorous youthfulness. There was a hint of 

future flabbiness in Elmer's bulk, but there would never be anything flabby about Jim Lefferts. 

He was slim, six inches shorter than Elmer, but hard as ivory and as sleek. Though he came from 

a prairie village, Jim had fastidiousness, a natural elegance. All the items of his wardrobe, the 

"ordinary suit," distinctly glossy at the elbows, and the dark-brown "best suit," were ready-made, 

with faltering buttons, and seams that betrayed rough ends of thread, but on him they were 

graceful. You felt that he would belong to any set in the world which he sufficiently admired. 

There was a romantic flare to his upturned overcoat collar; the darned bottoms of his trousers did 

not suggest poverty but a careless and amused ease; and his thoroughly commonplace ties hinted 

of clubs and regiments. 

 

His thin face was resolute. You saw only its youthful freshness first, then behind the 

brightness a taut determination, and his brown eyes were amiably scornful. 

 

Jim Lefferts was Elmer's only friend; the only authentic friend he had ever had. 

 

Though Elmer was the athletic idol of the college, though his occult passion, his heavy 

good looks, caused the college girls to breathe quickly, though his manly laughter was as 

fetching as his resonant speech, Elmer was never really liked. He was supposed to be the most 

popular man in college; every one believed that every one else adored him; and none of them 

wanted to be with him. They were all a bit afraid, a bit uncomfortable, and more than a bit 

resentful. 

 

It was not merely that he was a shouter, a pounder on backs, an overwhelming force, so 

that there was never any refuge of intimacy with him. It was because he was always demanding. 

Except with his widow mother, whom he vaguely worshiped, and with Jim Lefferts, Elmer 



assumed that he was the center of the universe and that the rest of the system was valuable only 

as it afforded him help and pleasure. 

 

He wanted everything. 

 

His first year, as the only Freshman who was playing on the college football team, as a 

large and smiling man who was expected to become a favorite, he was elected president. In that 

office, he was not much beloved. At class-meetings he cut speakers short, gave the floor only to 

pretty girls and lads who toadied to him, and roared in the midst of the weightiest debates, "Aw, 

come on, cut out this chewing the rag and let's get down to business!" He collected the class-fund 

by demanding subscriptions as arbitrarily as a Catholic priest assessing his parishoners for a new 

church. 

 

"He'll never hold any office again, not if I can help it!" muttered one Eddie Fislinger, 

who, though he was a meager and rusty-haired youth with protruding teeth and an uneasy titter, 

had attained power in the class by always being present at everything, and by the piety and 

impressive intimacy of his prayers in the Y.M.C.A. 

 

There was a custom that the manager of the Athletic Association should not be a member 

of any team. Elmer forced himself into the managership in Junior year by threatening not to play 

football if he were not elected. He appointed Jim Lefferts chairman of the ticket committee, and 

between them, by only the very slightest doctoring of the books, they turned forty dollars to the 

best of all possible uses. 

 

At the beginning of Senior year, Elmer announced that he desired to be president again. 

To elect any one as class-president twice was taboo. The ardent Eddie Fislinger, now president 

of the Y.M.C.A. and ready to bring his rare talents to the Baptist ministry, asserted after an 

enjoyable private prayer-meeting in his room that he was going to face Elmer and forbid him to 

run. 

 

"Gwan! You don't dare!" observed a Judas who three minutes before had been wrestling 

with God under Eddie's coaching. 

 

"I don't, eh? Watch me! Why, everybody hates him, the darn' hog!" squeaked Eddie. 

 

By scurrying behind trees he managed to come face to face with Elmer on the campus. 

He halted, and spoke of football, quantitative chemistry, and the Arkansas spinster who taught 

German. 

 

Elmer grunted. 

 

Desperately, his voice shrill with desire to change the world, Eddie stammered: 

 



"Say--say, Hell-cat, you hadn't ought to run for president again. Nobody's ever president 

twice!" 

 

"Somebody's going to be." 

 

"Ah, gee, Elmer, don't run for it. Ah, come on. Course all the fellows are crazy about you 

but--Nobody's ever been president twice. They'll vote against you." 

 

"Let me catch 'em at it!" 

 

"How can you stop it? Honest, Elm--Hell-cat--I'm just speaking for your own good. The 

voting's secret. You can't tell--" 

 

"Huh! The nominations ain't secret! Now you go roll your hoop, Fissy, and let all the 

yellow coyotes know that anybody that nominates anybody except Uncle Hell-cat will catch it 

right where the chicken caught the ax. See? And if they tell me they didn't know about this, 

you'll get merry Hail Columbia for not telling 'em. Get me? If there's anything but an unanimous 

vote, you won't do any praying the rest of this year!" 

 

Eddie remembered how Elmer and Jim had shown a Freshman his place in society by 

removing all his clothes and leaving him five miles in the country. 

 

Elmer was elected president of the senior class--unanimously. 

 

He did not know that he was unpopular. He reasoned that men who seemed chilly to him 

were envious and afraid, and that gave him a feeling of greatness. 

 

Thus it happened that he had no friend save Jim Lefferts. 

 

Only Jim had enough will to bully him into obedient admiration. Elmer swallowed ideas 

whole; he was a maelstrom of prejudices; but Jim accurately examined every notion that came to 

him. Jim was selfish enough, but it was with the selfishness of a man who thinks and who is 

coldly unafraid of any destination to which his thoughts may lead him. The little man treated 

Elmer like a large damp dog, and Elmer licked his shoes and followed. 

 

He also knew that Jim, as quarter, was far more the soul of the team than himself as 

tackle and captain. 

 

A huge young man, Elmer Gantry; six foot one, thick, broad, big handed; a large face, 

handsome as a Great Dane is handsome, and a swirl of black hair, worn rather long. His eyes 

were friendly, his smile was friendly--oh, he was always friendly enough; he was merely 

astonished when he found that you did not understand his importance and did not want to hand 



over anything he might desire. He was a barytone solo turned into portly flesh; he was a gladiator 

laughing at the comic distortion of his wounded opponent. 

 

He could not understand men who shrank from blood, who liked poetry or roses, who did 

not casually endeavor to seduce every possibly seducible girl. In sonorous arguments with Jim he 

asserted that "these fellows that study all the time are just letting on like they're so doggone high 

and mighty, to show off to those doggone profs that haven't got anything but lemonade in their 

veins." 
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Chief adornment of their room was the escritoire of the first Gritzmacher, which held 

their library. Elmer owned two volumes of Conan Doyle, one of E. P. Roe, and a priceless copy 

of "Only a Boy." Jim had invested in an encyclopedia which explained any known subject in ten 

lines, in a "Pickwick Papers," and from some unknown source he had obtained a complete 

Swinburne, into which he was never known to have looked. 

 

But his pride was in the possession of Ingersoll's "Some Mistakes of Moses," and Paine's 

"The Age of Reason." For Jim Lefferts was the college freethinker, the only man in Terwillinger 

who doubted that Lot's wife had been changed into salt for once looking back at the town where, 

among the young married set, she had had so good a time; who doubted that Methuselah lived to 

nine hundred and sixty-nine. 

 

They whispered of Jim all through the pious dens of Terwillinger. Elmer himself was 

frightened, for after giving minutes and minutes to theological profundities Elmer had concluded 

that "there must be something to all this religious guff if all these wise old birds believe it, and 

some time a fellow had ought to settle down and cut out the hell-raising." Probably Jim would 

have been kicked out of college by the ministerial professors if he had not had so reverent a way 

of asking questions when they wrestled with his infidelity that they let go of him in nervous 

confusion. 

 

Even the President, the Rev. Dr. Willoughby Quarles, formerly pastor of the Rock of 

Ages Baptist Church of Moline, Ill., than whom no man had written more about the necessity of 

baptism by immersion, in fact in every way a thoroughly than-whom figure--even when Dr. 

Quarles tackled Jim and demanded, "Are you getting the best out of our instruction, young man? 

Do you believe with us not only in the plenary inspiration of the Bible but also in its verbal 

inspiration, and that it is the only divine rule of faith and practise?" then Jim looked docile and 

said mildly: 

 

"Oh, yes, Doctor. There's just one or two little things that have been worrying me, 

Doctor. I've taken them to the Lord in prayer, but he doesn't seem to help me much. I'm sure you 



can. Now why did Joshua need to have the sun stand still? Of course it happened--it says so right 

in Scripture. But why did he need to, when the Lord always helped those Jews, anyway, and 

when Joshua could knock down big walls just by having his people yell and blow trumpets? And 

if devils cause a lot of the diseases, and they had to cast 'em out, why is it that good Baptist 

doctors today don't go on diagnosing devil-possession instead of T. B. and things like that? Do 

people have devils?" 

 

"Young man, I will give you an infallible rule. Never question the ways of the Lord!" 

 

"But why don't the doctors talk about having devils now?" 

 

"I have no time for vain arguments that lead nowhere! If you would think a little less of 

your wonderful powers of reasoning, if you'd go humbly to God in prayer and give him a chance, 

you'd understand the true spiritual significances of all these things." 

 

"But how about where Cain got his wife--" 

 

Most respectfully Jim said it, but Dr. Quarles (he had a chin-whisker and a boiled shirt) 

turned from him and snapped, "I have no further time to give you, young man! I've told you what 

to do. Good morning!" 

 

That evening Mrs. Quarles breathed, "Oh, Willoughby, did you 'tend to that awful senior-

-that Lefferts--that's trying to spread doubt? Did you fire him?" 

 

"No," blossomed President Quarles. "Certainly not. There was no need. I showed him 

how to look for spiritual guidance and--Did that freshman come and mow the lawn? The idea of 

him wanting fifteen cents an hour!" 

 

Jim was hair-hung and breeze-shaken over the abyss of hell, and apparently enjoying it 

very much indeed, while his wickedness fascinated Elmer Gantry and terrified him. 
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That November day of 1902, November of their Senior year, was greasy of sky, and slush 

blotted the wooden sidewalks of Gritzmacher Springs. There was nothing to do in town, and 

their room was dizzying with the stench of the stove, first lighted now since spring. 

 

Jim was studying German, tilted back in an elegant position of ease, with his legs cocked 

up on the desk tablet of the escritoire. Elmer lay across the bed, ascertaining whether the blood 

would run to his head if he lowered it over the side. It did, always. 

 



"Oh, God, let's get out and do something!" he groaned. 

 

"Nothing to do, Useless," said Jim. 

 

"Let's go over to Cato and see the girls and get drunk." 

 

As Kansas was dry, by state prohibition, the nearest haven was at Cato, Missouri, 

seventeen miles away. 

 

Jim scratched his head with a corner of his book and approved: 

 

"Well, that's a worthy idea. Got any money?" 

 

"On the twenty-eighth? Where the hell would I get any money before the first?" 

 

"Hell-cat, you've got one of the deepest intellects I know. You'll be a knock-out at the 

law. Aside from neither of us having any money, and me with a Dutch quiz tomorrow, it's a great 

project." 

 

"Oh, well--" sighed ponderous Elmer, feebly as a sick kitten, and lay revolving the 

tremendous inquiry. 

 

It was Jim who saved them from the lard-like weariness into which they were slipping. 

He had gone back to his book, but he placed it, precisely and evenly, on the desk, and rose. 

 

"I would like to see Nellie," he sighed. "Oh, man, I could give her a good time! Little 

Devil! Damn these co-eds here. The few that'll let you love 'em up, they hang around trying to 

catch you on the campus and make you propose to 'em." 

 

"Oh, gee! And I got to see Juanita," groaned Elmer. "Hey, cut out talking about 'em will 

you! I've got a palpitating heart right now, just thinking about Juanny!" 

 

"Hell-cat! I've got it. Go and borrow ten off this new instructor in chemistry and physics. 

I've got a dollar sixty-four left, and that'll make it." 

 

"But I don't know him." 

 

"Sure, you poor fish. That's why I suggested him! Do the check-failed-to-come. I'll get 

another hour of this Dutch while you're stealing the ten from him--" 

 

"Now," lugubriously, "you oughtn't to talk like that!" 

 

"If you're as good a thief as I think you are, we'll catch the five-sixteen to Cato." 



 

They were on the five-sixteen for Cato. 

 

The train consisted of a day coach, a combined smoker and baggage car, and a rusty old 

engine and tender. The train swayed so on the rough tracks as it bumped through the dropping 

light that Elmer and Jim were thrown against each other and gripped the arm of their seat. The 

car staggered like a freighter in a gale. And tall raw farmers, perpetually shuffling forward for a 

drink at the water-cooler, stumbled against them or seized Jim's shoulder to steady themselves. 

 

To every surface of the old smoking-car, to streaked windows and rusty ironwork and 

mud-smeared cocoanut matting, clung a sickening bitterness of cheap tobacco fumes, and 

whenever they touched the red plush of the seat, dust whisked up and the prints of their hands 

remained on the plush. The car was jammed. Passengers came to sit on the arm of their seat to 

shout at friends across the aisle. 

 

But Elmer and Jim were unconscious of filth and smell and crowding. They sat silent, 

nervously intent, panting a little, their lips open, their eyes veiled, as they thought of Juanita and 

Nellie. 

 

The two girls, Juanita Klauzel and Nellie Benton, were by no means professional 

daughters of joy. Juanita was cashier of the Cato Lunch--Quick Eats; Nellie was assistant to a 

dressmaker. They were good girls but excitable, and they found a little extra money useful for 

red slippers and nut-center chocolates. 

 

"Juanita--what a lil darling--she understands a fellow's troubles," said Elmer, as they 

balanced down the slushy steps at the grimy stone station of Cato. 

 

When Elmer, as a Freshman just arrived from the pool-halls and frame high school of 

Paris, Kansas, had begun to learn the decorum of amour, he had been a boisterous lout who 

looked shamefaced in the presence of gay ladies, who blundered against tables, who shouted and 

desired to let the world know how valiantly vicious he was being. He was still rather noisy and 

proud of wickedness when he was in a state of liquor, but in three and a quarter years of college 

he had learned how to approach girls. He was confident, he was easy, he was almost quiet; he 

could look them in the eye with fondness and amusement. 

 

Juanita and Nellie lived with Nellie's widow aunt--she was a moral lady, but she knew 

how to keep out of the way--in three rooms over a corner grocery. They had just returned from 

work when Elmer and Jim stamped up the rickety outside wooden steps. Juanita was lounging on 

a divan which even a noble Oriental red and yellow cover (displaying a bearded Wazir, three 

dancing ladies in chiffon trousers, a narghile, and a mosque slightly larger than the narghile) 

could never cause to look like anything except a disguised bed. She was curled up, pinching her 

ankle with one tired and nervous hand, and reading a stimulating chapter of Laura Jean Libbey. 



Her shirt-waist was open at the throat, and down her slim stocking was a grievous run. She was 

so un-Juanita-like--an ash-blonde, pale and lovely, with an ill-restrained passion in her blue eyes. 

 

Nellie, a buxom jolly child, dark as a Jewess, was wearing a frowsy dressing-gown. She 

was making coffee and narrating her grievances against her employer, the pious dressmaker, 

while Juanita paid no attention whatever. The young men crept into the room without knocking. 

"You devils--sneaking in like this, and us not dressed!" yelped Nellie. 

 

Jim sidled up to her, dragged her plump hand away from the handle of the granite-ware 

coffee-pot, and giggled, "But aren't you glad to see us?" 

 

"I don't know whether I am or not! Now you quit! You behave, will you?" 

 

Rarely did Elmer seem more deft than Jim Lefferts. But now he was feeling his command 

over women--certain sorts of women. Silent, yearning at Juanita, commanding her with hot eyes, 

he sank on the temporarily Oriental couch, touched her pale hand with his broad finger-tips, and 

murmured, "Why you poor kid, you look so tired!" 

 

"I am and--You hadn't ought to come here this afternoon. Nell's aunt threw a conniption 

fit the last time you were here." 

 

"Hurray for aunty! But you're glad to see me?" 

 

She would not answer. 

 

"Aren't you?" 

 

Bold eyes on hers that turned uneasily away, looked back, and sought the safety of the 

blank wall. 

 

"Aren't you?" 

 

She would not answer. 

 

"Juanita! And I've longed for you something fierce, ever since I saw you!" His fingers 

touched her throat, but softly. "Aren't you a little glad?" 

 

As she turned her head, for a second she looked at him with embarrassed confession. She 

sharply whispered, "No--don't!" as he caught her hand, but she moved nearer to him, leaned 

against his shoulder. 

 

"You're so big and strong," she sighed. 

 



"But, golly, you don't know how I need you! The president, old Quarles--quarrels is right, 

by golly, ha, ha, ha!--'member I was telling you about him?--he's laying for me because he thinks 

it was me and Jim that let the bats loose in chapel. And I get so sick of that gosh-awful Weekly 

Bible Study--all about these holy old gazebos. And then I think about you, and gosh, if you were 

just sitting on the other side of the stove from me in my room there, with your cute lil red 

slippers cocked up on the nickel rail--gee, how happy I'd be! You don't think I'm just a bonehead, 

do you?" 

 

Jim and Nellie were at the stage now of nudging each other and bawling, "Hey, quit, will 

yuh!" as they stood over the coffee. 

 

"Say, you girls change your shirts and come on out and we'll blow you to dinner, and 

maybe we'll dance a little," proclaimed Jim. 

 

"We can't," said Nellie. "Aunty's sore as a pup because we was up late at a dance night 

before last. We got to stay home, and you boys got to beat it before she comes in." 

 

"Aw, come on!" 

 

"No, we can't!" 

 

"Yuh, fat chance you girls staying home and knitting! You got some fellows coming in 

and you want to get rid of us, that's what's the trouble." 

 

"It is not, Mr. James Lefferts, and it wouldn't be any of your business if it was!" 

 

While Jim and Nellie squabbled, Elmer slipped his hand about Juanita's shoulder, slowly 

pressed her against him. He believed with terrible conviction that she was beautiful, that she was 

glorious, that she was life. There was heaven in the softness of her curving shoulder, and her pale 

flesh was living silk. 

 

"Come on in the other room," he pleaded. 

 

"Oh--no--not now." 

 

He gripped her arm. 

 

"Well--don't come in for a minute," she fluttered. Aloud, to the others, "I'm going to do 

my hair. Looks just ter-ble!" 

 

She slipped into the room beyond. A certain mature self-reliance dropped from Elmer's 

face, and he was like a round-faced big baby, somewhat frightened. With efforts to appear 



careless, he fumbled about the room and dusted a pink and gilt vase with his large crumpled 

handkerchief. He was near the inner door. 

 

He peeped at Jim and Nellie. They were holding hands, while the coffee-pot was 

cheerfully boiling over. Elmer's heart thumped. He slipped through the door and closed it, 

whimpering, as in terror: 

 

"Oh--Juanita--" 
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They were gone, Elmer and Jim, before the return of Nellie's aunt. As they were not 

entertaining the girls, they dined on pork chops, coffee, and apple pie at the Maginnis Lunch. 

 

It has already been narrated that afterward, in the Old Home Sample Room, Elmer 

became philosophical and misogynistic as he reflected that Juanita was unworthy of his generous 

attention; it has been admitted that he became drunk and pugnacious. 

 

As he wavered through the sidewalk slush, on Jim's arm, as his head cleared, his rage 

increased against the bully who was about to be encouraged to insult his goo' frien' and 

roommate. His shoulders straightened, his fists clenched, and he began to look for the scoundrel 

among the evening crowd of mechanics and coal-miners. 

 

They came to the chief corner of the town. A little way down the street, beside the red 

brick wall of the Congress Hotel, some one was talking from the elevation of a box, surrounded 

by a jeering gang. 

 

"What they picking on that fella that's talking for? They better let him alone!" rejoiced 

Elmer, throwing off Jim's restraining hand, dashing down the side street and into the crowd. He 

was in that most blissful condition to which a powerful young man can attain--unrighteous 

violence in a righteous cause. He pushed through the audience, jabbed his elbow into the belly of 

a small weak man, and guffawed at the cluck of distress. Then he came to a halt, unhappy and 

doubting. 

 

The heckled speaker was his chief detestation, Eddie Fislinger, president of the 

Terwillinger College Y.M.C.A., that rusty-haired gopher who had obscenely opposed his 

election as president. 

 



With two other seniors who were also in training for the Baptist ministry, Eddie had 

come over to Cato to save a few souls. At least, if they saved no souls (and they never had saved 

any, in seventeen street meetings) they would have handy training for their future jobs. 

 

Eddie was a rasping and insistent speaker who got results by hanging to a subject and 

worrying it, but he had no great boldness, and now he was obviously afraid of his chief heckler, a 

large, blond, pompadoured young baker, who bulked in front of Eddie's rostrum and asked 

questions. While Elmer stood listening, the baker demanded: 

 

"What makes you think you know all about religion?" 

 

"I don't pretend to know all about religion, my friend, but I do know what a powerful 

influence it is for clean and noble living, and if you'll only be fair now, my friend, and give me a 

chance to tell these other gentlemen what my experience of answers to prayer has been--" 

 

"Yuh, swell lot of experience you've had, by your looks!" 

 

"See here, there are others who may want to hear--" 

 

Though Elmer detested Eddie's sappiness, though he might have liked to share drinks 

with the lively young baker-heckler, there was no really good unctuous violence to be had except 

by turning champion of religion. The packed crowd excited him, and the pressure of rough 

bodies, the smell of wet overcoats, the rumble of mob voices. It was like a football line-up. 

 

"Here, you!" he roared at the baker. "Let the fellow speak! Give him a chance. Whyn't 

you pick on somebody your own size, you big stiff!" 

 

At his elbow, Jim Lefferts begged, "Let's get out of this, Hell-cat. Good Lord! You ain't 

going to help a gospel-peddler!" 

 

Elmer pushed him away and thrust his chest out toward the baker, who was cackling, 

"Heh! I suppose you're a Christer, too!" 

 

"I would be, if I was worthy!" Elmer fully believed it, for that delightful moment. "These 

boys are classmates of mine, and they're going to have a chance to speak!" 

 

Eddie Fislinger bleated to his mates, "Oh, fellows, Elm Gantry! Saved!" 

 

Even this alarming interpretation of his motives could not keep Elmer now from the holy 

zeal of fighting. He thrust aside the one aged man who stood between him and the baker--

bashing in the aged one's derby and making him telescope like a turtle's neck--and stood with his 

fist working like a connecting-rod by his side. 

 



"If you're looking for trouble--" the baker suggested, clumsily wobbling his huge 

bleached fists. 

 

"Not me," observed Elmer and struck, once, very judiciously, just at the point of the jaw. 

 

The baker shook like a skyscraper in an earthquake and caved to the earth. 

 

One of the baker's pals roared, "Come on, we'll kill them guys and--" 

 

Elmer caught him on the left ear. It was a very cold ear, and the pal staggered, extremely 

sick. Elmer looked pleased. But he did not feel pleased. He was almost sober, and he realized 

that half a dozen rejoicing young workmen were about to rush him. Though he had an excellent 

opinion of himself, he had seen too much football, as played by denominational colleges with the 

Christian accompaniments of kneeing and gouging, to imagine that he could beat half a dozen 

workmen at once. 

 

It is doubtful whether he would ever have been led to further association with the Lord 

and Eddie Fislinger had not Providence intervened in its characteristically mysterious way. The 

foremost of the attackers was just reaching for Elmer when the mob shouted, "Look out! The 

cops!" 

 

The police force of Cato, all three of them, were wedging into the crowd. They were 

lanky, mustached men with cold eyes. 

 

"What's all this row about?" demanded the chief. 

 

He was looking at Elmer, who was three inches taller than any one else in the assembly. 

 

"Some of these fellows tried to stop a peaceable religious assembly--why, they tried to 

rough-house the Reverend here--and I was protecting him," Elmer said. 

 

"That's right, Chief. Reg'lar outrage," complained Jim. 

 

"That's true, Chief," whistled Eddie Fislinger from his box. 

 

"Well, you fellows cut it out now. What the hell! Ought to be ashamed yourselves, 

bullyragging a Reverend! Go ahead, Reverend!" 

 

The baker had come to, and had been lifted to his feet. His expression indicated that he 

had been wronged and that he wanted to do something about it, if he could only find out what 

had happened. His eyes were wild, his hair was a muddy chaos, and his flat floury cheek was cut. 

He was too dizzy to realize that the chief of police was before him, and his fumbling mind stuck 

to the belief that he was destroying all religion. 



 

"Yah, so you're one of them wishy-washy preachers, too!" he screamed at Elmer--just as 

one of the lanky policemen reached out an arm of incredible length and nipped him. 

 

The attention of the crowd warmed Elmer, and he expanded in it, rubbed his mental 

hands in its blaze. 

 

"Maybe I ain't a preacher! Maybe I'm not even a good Christian!" he cried. "Maybe I've 

done a whole lot of things I hadn't ought to of done. But let me tell you, I respect religion--" 

 

"Oh, amen, praise the Lord, brother," from Eddie Fislinger. 

 

"--and I don't propose to let anybody interfere with it. What else have we got except 

religion to give us hope--" 

 

"Praise the Lord, oh, bless his name!" 

 

"--of ever leading decent lives, tell me that, will you, just tell me that!" 

 

Elmer was addressing the chief of police, who admitted: 

 

"Yuh, I guess that's right. Well now, we'll let the meeting go on, and if any more of you 

fellows interrupt--" This completed the chief's present ideas on religion and mob-violence. He 

looked sternly at everybody within reach, and stalked through the crowd, to return to the police 

station and resume his game of seven-up. 

 

Eddie was soaring into enchanted eloquence: 

 

"Oh, my brethren, now you see the power of the spirit of Christ to stir up all that is 

noblest and best in us! You have heard the testimony of our brother here, Brother Gantry, to the 

one and only way to righteousness! When you get home I want each and every one of you to dig 

out the Old Book and turn to the Song of Solomon, where it tells about the love of the Savior for 

the Church--turn to the Song of Solomon, the fourth chapter and the tenth verse, where it says--

where Christ is talking about the church, and he says--Song of Solomon, the fourth chapter, and 

the tenth verse--'How fair is thy love, my sister, my spouse! how much better is thy love than 

wine!' 

 

"Oh, the unspeakable joy of finding the joys of salvation! You have heard our brother's 

testimony. We know of him as a man of power, as a brother to all them that are oppressed, and 

now that he has had his eyes opened and his ears unstopped, and he sees the need of confession 

and of humble surrender before the throne--Oh, this is a historic moment in the life of Hell-c--of 

Elmer Gantry! Oh, Brother, be not afraid! Come! Step up here beside me, and give testimony--" 

 



"God! We better get outa here quick!" panted Jim. 

 

"Gee, yes!" Elmer groaned and they edged back through the crowd, while Eddie 

Fislinger's piping pursued them like icy and penetrating rain: 

 

"Don't be afraid to acknowledge the leading of Jesus! Are you boys going to show 

yourselves too cowardly to risk the sneers of the ungodly?" 

 

They were safely out of the crowd, walking with severe countenances and great rapidity 

back to the Old Home Sample Room. 

 

"That was a dirty trick of Eddie's!" said Jim. "God, it certainly was! Trying to convert 

me! Right before those muckers! If I ever hear another yip out of Eddie, I'll knock his block off! 

Nerve of him, trying to lead me up to any mourners' bench! Fat chance! I'll fix him! Come on, 

show a little speed!" asserted the brother to all them that were oppressed. 

 

By the time for their late evening train, the sound conversation of the bartender and the 

sound qualities of his Bourbon had caused Elmer and Jim to forget Eddie Fislinger and the 

horrors of undressing religion in public. They were the more shocked, then, swaying in their seat 

in the smoker, to see Eddie standing by them, Bible in hand, backed by his two beaming partners 

in evangelism. 

 

Eddie bared his teeth, smiled all over his watery eyes, and caroled: 

 

"Oh, fellows, you don't know how wonderful you were tonight! But, oh, boys, now 

you've taken the first step, why do you put it off--why do you hesitate--why do you keep the 

Savior suffering as he waits for you, longs for you? He needs you boys, with your splendid 

powers and intellects that we admire so--" 

 

"This air," observed Jim Lefferts, "is getting too thick for me. I seem to smell a peculiar 

and a fishlike smell." He slipped out of the seat and marched toward the forward car. 

 

Elmer sought to follow him, but Eddie had flopped into Jim's place and was blithely 

squeaking on, while the other two hung over them with tender Y.M.C.A. smiles very 

discomforting to Elmer's queasy stomach as the train bumped on. 

 

For all his brave words, Elmer had none of Jim's resolute contempt for the church. He 

was afraid of it. It connoted his boyhood . . . His mother, drained by early widowhood and 

drudgery, finding her only emotion in hymns and the Bible, and weeping when he failed to study 

his Sunday School lesson. The church, full thirty dizzy feet up to its curiously carven rafters, and 

the preachers, so overwhelming in their wallowing voices, so terrifying in their pictures of little 

boys who stole watermelons or indulged in biological experiments behind barns. The awe-

oppressed moment of his second conversion, at the age of eleven, when, weeping with 



embarrassment and the prospect of losing so much fun, surrounded by solemn and whiskered 

adult faces, he had signed a pledge binding him to give up, forever, the joys of profanity, alcohol, 

cards, dancing, and the theater. 

 

These clouds hung behind and over him, for all his boldness. 

 

Eddie Fislinger, the human being, he despised. He considered him a grasshopper, and 

with satisfaction considered stepping on him. But Eddie Fislinger, the gospeler, fortified with 

just such a pebble-leather Bible (bookmarks of fringed silk and celluloid smirking from the 

pages) as his Sunday School teachers had wielded when they assured him that God was always 

creeping about to catch small boys in their secret thoughts--this armored Eddie was an official, 

and Elmer listened to him uneasily, never quite certain that he might not yet find himself a 

dreadful person leading a pure a boresome life in a clean frock coat. 

 

"--and remember," Eddie was wailing, "how terribly dangerous it is to put off the hour of 

salvation! 'Watch therefore for you know not what hour your Lord doth come,' it says. Suppose 

this train were wrecked! Tonight!" 

 

The train ungraciously took that second to lurch on a curve. 

 

"You see? Where would you spend Eternity, Hell-cat? Do you think that any sportin' 

round is fun enough to burn in hell for?" 

 

"Oh, cut it out. I know all that stuff. There's a lot of arguments--You wait'll I get Jim to 

tell you what Bob Ingersoll said about hell!" 

 

"Yes! Sure! And you remember that on his deathbed Ingersoll called his son to him and 

repented and begged his son to hurry and be saved and burn all his wicked writings!" 

 

"Well--Thunder--I don't feel like talking religion tonight. Cut it out." 

 

But Eddie did feel like talking religion, very much so. He waved his Bible 

enthusiastically and found ever so many uncomfortable texts. Elmer listened as little as possible 

but he was too feeble to make threats. 

 

It was a golden relief when the train bumped to a stop at Gritzmacher Springs. The 

station was a greasy wooden box, the platform was thick with slush, under the kerosene lights. 

But Jim was awaiting him, a refuge from confusing theological questions, and with a furious 

"G'night!" to Eddie he staggered off. 

 

"Why didn't you make him shut his trap?" demanded Jim. 

 



"I did! Whadja take a sneak for? I told him to shut up and he shut up and I snoozed all the 

way back and--Ow! My head! Don't walk so fast!" 

 

  

  



CHAPTER II 
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For years the state of sin in which dwelt Elmer Gantry and Jim Lefferts had produced 

fascinated despair in the Christian hearts of Terwillinger College. No revival but had flung its 

sulphur-soaked arrows at them--usually in their absence. No prayer at the Y.M.C.A. meetings but 

had worried over their staggering folly. 

 

Elmer had been known to wince when President the Rev. Dr. Willoughby Quarles was 

especially gifted with messages at morning chapel, but Jim had held him firm in the faith of 

unfaith. 

 

Now, Eddie Fislinger, like a prairie seraph, sped from room to room of the elect with the 

astounding news that Elmer had publicly professed religion, and that he had endured thirty-nine 

minutes of private adjuration on the train. Instantly started a holy plotting against the miserable 

sacrificial lamb, and all over Gritzmacher Springs, in the studies of ministerial professors, in the 

rooms of students, in the small prayer-meeting room behind the chapel auditorium, joyous souls 

conspired with the Lord against Elmer's serene and zealous sinning. Everywhere, through the 

snowstorm, you could hear murmurs of "There is more rejoicing over one sinner who repenteth--

" 

 

Even collegians not particularly esteemed for their piety, suspected of playing cards and 

secret smoking, were stirred to ecstasy--or it may have been snickering. The football center, in 

unregenerate days a companion of Elmer and Jim but now engaged to marry a large and 

sanctified Swedish co-ed from Chanute, rose voluntarily in Y.M.C.A. and promised God to help 

him win Elmer's favor. 

 

The spirit waxed most fervent in the abode of Eddie Fislinger, who was now recognized 

as a future prophet, likely, some day, to have under his inspiration one of the larger Baptist 

churches in Wichita or even Kansas City. 

 

He organized an all-day and all-night prayer-meeting on Elmer's behalf, and it was 

attended by the more ardent, even at the risk of receiving cuts and uncivil remarks from 

instructors. On the bare floor of Eddie's room, over Knute Halvorsted's paint-shop, from three to 

sixteen young men knelt at a time, and no 1800 revival saw more successful wrestling with the 

harassed Satan. In fact one man, suspected of Holy Roller sympathies, managed to have the 

jerks, and while they felt that this was carrying things farther than the Lord and the Baptist 



association would care to see it, added excitement to praying at three o'clock in the morning, 

particularly as they were all of them extraordinarily drunk on coffee and eloquence. 

 

By morning they felt sure that they had persuaded God to attend to Elmer, and though it 

is true that Elmer himself had slept quite soundly all night, unaware of the prayer-meeting or of 

divine influences, it was but an example of the patience of the heavenly powers. And 

immediately after those powers began to move. 

 

To Elmer's misery and Jim's stilled fury, their sacred room was invaded by hordes of men 

with uncombed locks on their foreheads, ecstasy in their eyes, and Bibles under their arms. 

Elmer was safe nowhere. No sooner had he disposed of one disciple, by the use of spirited and 

blasphemous arguments patiently taught to him by Jim, than another would pop out from behind 

a tree and fall on him. 

 

At his boarding-house--Mother Metzger's, over on Beech Street--a Y.M.C.A. dervish 

crowed as he passed the bread to Elmer, "Jever study a kernel of wheat? Swonnerful! Think a 

wonnerful intricate thing like that created itself? Somebody must have created it. Who? God! 

Anybody that don't recognize God in Nature--and acknowledge him in repentance--is dumm. 

That's what he is!" 

 

Instructors who had watched Elmer's entrance to classrooms with nervous fury now 

smirked on him and with tenderness heard the statement that he wasn't quite prepared to recite. 

The president himself stopped Elmer on the street and called him My Boy, and shook his hand 

with an affection which, Elmer anxiously assured himself, he certainly had done nothing to 

merit. 

 

He kept assuring Jim that he was in no danger, but Jim was alarmed, and Elmer himself 

more alarmed with each hour, each new greeting of: "We need you with us, old boy--the world 

needs you!" 

 

Jim did well to dread. Elmer had always been in danger of giving up his favorite 

diversions--not exactly giving them up, perhaps, but of sweating in agony after enjoying them. 

But for Jim and his remarks about co-eds who prayed in public and drew their hair back 

rebukingly from egg-like foreheads, one of these sirens of morality might have snared the easy-

going pangynistic Elmer by proximity. 

 

A dreadful young woman from Mexico, Missouri, used to coax Jim to "tell his funny 

ideas about religion," and go off in neighs of pious laughter, while she choked, "Oh, you're just 

too cute! You don't mean a word you say. You simply want to show off!" She had a deceptive 

sidelong look which actually promised nothing whatever this side of the altar, and she might, but 

for Jim's struggles, have led Elmer into an engagement. 

 



The church and Sunday School at Elmer's village, Paris, Kansas, a settlement of nine 

hundred evangelical Germans and Vermonters, had nurtured in him a fear of religious machinery 

which he could never lose, which restrained him from such reasonable acts as butchering Eddie 

Fislinger. That small pasty-white Baptist church had been the center of all his emotions, aside 

from hell-raising, hunger, sleepiness, and love. And even these emotions were represented in the 

House of the Lord, in the way of tacks in pew-cushions, Missionary suppers with chicken pie and 

angel's-food cake, soporific sermons, and the proximity of flexible little girls in thin muslin. But 

the arts and the sentiments and the sentimentalities--they were for Elmer perpetually associated 

only with the church. 

 

Except for circus bands, Fourth of July parades, and the singing of "Columbia, the Gem 

of the Ocean" and "Jingle Bells" in school, all the music which the boy Elmer had ever heard 

was in church. 

 

The church provided his only oratory, except for campaign speeches by politicians ardent 

about Jefferson and the price of binding-twine; it provided all his painting and sculpture, except 

for the portraits of Lincoln, Longfellow, and Emerson in the school-building, and the two china 

statuettes of pink ladies with gilt flower-baskets which stood on his mother's bureau. From the 

church came all his profounder philosophy, except the teachers' admonitions that little boys who 

let gartersnakes loose in school were certain to be licked now and hanged later, and his mother's 

stream of opinions on hanging up his overcoat, wiping his feet, eating fried potatoes with his 

fingers, and taking the name of the Lord in vain. 

 

If he had sources of literary inspiration outside the church--in McGuffey's Reader he 

encountered the boy who stood on the burning deck, and he had a very pretty knowledge of the 

Nick Carter Series and the exploits of Cole Younger and the James Boys--yet here too the church 

had guided him. In Bible stories, in the words of the great hymns, in the anecdotes which the 

various preachers quoted, he had his only knowledge of literature-- 

 

The story of Little Lame Tom who shamed the wicked rich man that owned the 

handsome team of grays and the pot hat and led him to Jesus. The ship's captain who in the storm 

took counsel with the orphaned but righteous child of missionaries in Zomballa. The Faithful 

Dog who saved his master during a terrific conflagration (only sometimes it was a snowstorm, or 

an attack by Indians) and roused him to give up horse-racing, rum, and playing the harmonica. 

 

How familiar they were, how thrilling, how explanatory to Elmer of the purposes of life, 

how preparatory for his future usefulness and charm. 

 

The church, the Sunday School, the evangelistic orgy, choir-practise, raising the 

mortgage, the delights of funerals, the snickers in back pews or in the other room at weddings--

they were as natural, as inescapable a mold of manners to Elmer as Catholic processionals to a 

street gamin in Naples. 

 



The Baptist Church of Paris, Kansas! A thousand blurred but indestructible pictures. 

 

Hymns! Elmer's voice was made for hymns. He rolled them out like a negro. The organ-

thunder of "Nicæa": 

 

  

 

Holy, holy, holy! all the saints adore thee, 

Casting down their golden crowns around the glassy sea. 

 

  

 

The splendid rumble of the Doxology. "Throw Out the Lifeline," with its picture of a 

wreck pounded in the darkness by surf which the prairie child imagined as a hundred feet high. 

"Onward, Christian Soldiers," to which you could without rebuke stamp your feet. 

 

Sunday School picnics! Lemonade and four-legged races and the ride on the hay-rack 

singing "Seeing Nelly Home." 

 

Sunday School text cards! True, they were chiefly a medium of gambling, but as Elmer 

usually won the game (he was the first boy in Paris to own a genuine pair of loaded dice) he had 

plenty of them in his gallery, and they gave him a taste for gaudy robes, for marble columns and 

the purple-broidered palaces of kings, which was later to be of value in quickly habituating 

himself to the more decorative homes of vice. The three kings bearing caskets of ruby and 

sardonyx. King Zedekiah in gold and scarlet, kneeling on a carpet of sapphire-blue, while his 

men-at-arms came fleeing and blood-stained, red blood on glancing steel, with tidings of the 

bannered host of Nebuchadnezzar, great king of Babylon. And all his life Elmer remembered, in 

moments of ardor, during oratorios in huge churches, during sunset at sea, a black-bearded David 

standing against raw red cliffs--a figure heroic and summoning to ambition, to power, to 

domination. 

 

Sunday School Christmas Eve! The exhilaration of staying up, and publicly, till nine-

thirty. The tree, incredibly tall, also incredibly inflammable, flashing with silver cords, with 

silver stars, with cotton-batting snow. The two round stoves red-hot. Lights and lights and lights. 

Pails of candy, and for every child in the school a present--usually a book, very pleasant, with 

colored pictures of lambs and volcanoes. The Santa Claus--he couldn't possibly be Lorenzo 

Nickerson, the house-painter, so bearded was he, and red-cheeked, and so witty in his comment 

on each child as it marched up for its present. The enchantment, sheer magic, of the Ladies' 

Quartette singing of shepherds who watched their flocks by nights . . . brown secret hilltops 

under one vast star. 

 

And the devastating morning when the preacher himself, the Rev. Wilson Hinckley 

Skaggs, caught Elmer matching for Sunday School contribution pennies on the front steps, and 



led him up the aisle for all to giggle at, with a sharp and not very clean ministerial thumb-nail 

gouging his ear-lobe. 

 

And the other passing preachers; Brother Organdy, who got you to saw his wood free; 

Brother Blunt, who sneaked behind barns to catch you on Halloween; Brother Ingle, who was 

zealous but young and actually human, and who made whistles from willow branches for you. 

 

And the morning when Elmer concealed an alarm clock behind the organ and it went off, 

magnificently, just as the superintendent (Dr. Prouty, the dentist) was whimpering, "Now let us 

all be particularly quiet as Sister Holbrick leads us in prayer." 

 

And always the three chairs that stood behind the pulpit, the intimidating stiff chairs of 

yellow plush and carved oak borders, which, he was uneasily sure, were waiting for the Father, 

the Son and the Holy Ghost. 

 

He had, in fact, got everything from the church and Sunday School, except, perhaps, any 

longing whatever for decency and kindness and reason. 
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Even had Elmer not known the church by habit, he would have been led to it by his 

mother. Aside from his friendship for Jim Lefferts, Elmer's only authentic affection was for his 

mother, and she was owned by the church. 

 

She was a small woman, energetic, nagging but kindly, once given to passionate caresses 

and now to passionate prayer, and she had unusual courage. Early left a widow by Logan Gantry, 

dealer in feed, flour, lumber, and agricultural implements, a large and agreeable man given to 

debts and whisky, she had supported herself and Elmer by sewing, trimming hats, baking bread, 

and selling milk. She had her own millinery and dressmaking shop now, narrow and dim but 

proudly set right on Main Street, and she was able to give Elmer the three hundred dollars a year 

which, with his summer earnings in harvest field and lumber-yard, was enough to support him--

in Terwillinger, in 1902. 

 

She had always wanted Elmer to be a preacher. She was jolly enough, and no fool about 

pennies in making change, but for a preacher standing up on a platform in a long-tailed coat she 

had gaping awe. 

 

Elmer had since the age of sixteen been a member in good standing of the Baptist 

Church--he had been most satisfactorily immersed in the Kayooska River. Large though Elmer 



was, the evangelist had been a powerful man and had not only ducked him but, in sacred 

enthusiasm, held him under, so that he came up sputtering, in a state of grace and muddiness. He 

had also been saved several times, and once, when he had pneumonia, he had been esteemed by 

the pastor and all visiting ladies as rapidly growing in grace. 

 

But he had resisted his mother's desire that he become a preacher. He would have to give 

up his entertaining vices, and with wide-eyed and panting happiness he was discovering more of 

them every year. Equally he felt lumbering and shamed whenever he tried to stand up before his 

tittering gang in Paris and appear pious. 

 

It was hard even in college days to withstand his mother. Though she came only to his 

shoulder, such was her bustling vigor, her swift shrewdness of tongue, such the gallantry of her 

long care for him, that he was afraid of her as he was afraid of Jim Leffert's scorn. He never 

dared honestly to confess his infidelity, but he grumbled, "Oh, gee, Ma, I don't know. Trouble is, 

fellow don't make much money preaching. Gee, there's no hurry. Don't have to decide yet." 

 

And she knew now that he was likely to become a lawyer. Well, that wasn't so bad, she 

felt; some day he might go to Congress and reform the whole nation into a pleasing likeness of 

Kansas. But if he could only have become part of the mysteries that hovered about the 

communion table-- 

 

She had talked him over with Eddie Fislinger. Eddie came from a town twelve miles from 

Paris. Though it might be years before he was finally ordained as a minister, Eddie had by his 

home congregation been given a License to Preach as early as his Sophomore year in 

Terwillinger, and for a month, one summer (while Elmer was out in the harvest fields or the 

swimming hole or robbing orchards), Eddie had earnestly supplied the Baptist pulpit in Paris. 

 

Mrs. Gantry consulted him, and Eddie instructed her with the divinity of nineteen. 

 

Oh, yes, Brother Elmer was a fine young man--so strong--they all admired him--a little 

too much tempted by the vain gauds of This World, but that was because he was young. Oh, yes, 

some day Elmer would settle down and be a fine Christian husband and father and business man. 

But as to the ministry--no. Mrs. Gantry must not too greatly meddle with these mysteries. It was 

up to God. A fellow had to have a Call before he felt his vocation for the ministry; a real 

overwhelming mysterious knock-down Call, such as Eddie himself had ecstatically experienced, 

one evening in a cabbage patch. No, not think of that. Their task now was to get Elmer into a real 

state of grace and that, Eddie assured her, looked to him like a good deal of a job. 

 

Undoubtedly, Eddie explained, when Elmer had been baptized, at sixteen, he had felt 

conviction, he had felt the invitation, and the burden of his sins had been lifted. But he had not, 

Eddie doubted, entirely experienced salvation. He was not really in a state of grace. He might 

almost be called unconverted. 

 



Eddie diagnosed the case completely, with all the proper pathological terms. Whatever 

difficulties he may have had with philosophy, Latin, and calculus, there had never been a time 

since the age of twelve when Eddie Fislinger had had difficulty in understanding what the Lord 

God Almighty wanted, and why, all through history, he had acted thus or thus. 

 

"I should be the last to condemn athaletics," said Eddie. "We must have strong bodies to 

endure the burden and the sweat of carrying the Gospel to the world. But at the same time, it 

seems to me that football tends to detract from religion. I'm a little afraid that just at present 

Elmer is not in a state of grace. But, oh, Sister, don't let us worry and travail! Let us trust the 

Lord. I'll go to Elmer myself, and see what I can do." 

 

That must have been the time--it certainly was during that vacation between their 

Sophomore and Junior years--when Eddie walked out to the farm where Elmer was working, and 

looked at Elmer, bulky and hayseedy in a sleeveless undershirt, and spoke reasonably of the 

weather, and walked back again. . . . 

 

Whenever Elmer was at home, though he tried affectionately to live out his mother's plan 

of life for him, though without very much grumbling he went to bed at nine-thirty, whitewashed 

the hen-house, and accompanied her to church, yet Mrs. Gantry suspected that sometimes he 

drank beer and doubted about Jonah, and uneasily Elmer heard her sobbing as she knelt by her 

high-swelling, white-counterpaned, old-fashioned bed. 
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With alarmed evangelistic zeal, Jim Lefferts struggled to keep Elmer true to the faith, 

after his exposure to religion in defending Eddie at Cato. 

 

He was, on the whole, rather more zealous and fatiguing than Eddie. 

 

Nights, when Elmer longed to go to sleep, Jim argued; mornings, when Elmer should 

have been preparing his history, Jim read aloud from Ingersoll and Thomas Paine. 

 

"How you going to explain a thing like this--how you going to explain it?" begged Jim. 

"It says here in Deuteronomy that God chased these Yids around in the desert for forty years and 

their shoes didn't even wear out. That's what it says, right in the Bible. You believe a thing like 

that? And do you believe that Samson lost all his strength just because his gal cut off his hair? 

Do you, eh? Think hair had anything to do with his strength?" 

 



Jim raced up and down the stuffy room, kicking at chairs, his normally bland eyes 

feverish, his forefinger shaken in wrath, while Elmer sat humped on the edge of the bed, his 

forehead in his hands, rather enjoying having his soul fought for. 

 

To prove that he was still a sound and freethinking stalwart, Elmer went out with Jim one 

evening and at considerable effort, they carried off a small outhouse and placed it on the steps of 

the Administration Building. 

 

Elmer almost forgot to worry after the affair of Eddie and Dr. Lefferts. 

 

Jim's father was a medical practitioner in an adjoining village. He was a plump, bearded, 

bookish, merry man, very proud of his atheism. It was he who had trained Jim in the faith and in 

his choice of liquor; he had sent Jim to this denominational college partly because it was cheap 

and partly because it tickled his humor to watch his son stir up the fretful complacency of the 

saints. He dropped in and found Elmer and Jim agitatedly awaiting the arrival of Eddie. 

 

"Eddie said," wailed Elmer, "he said he was coming up to see me, and he'll haul out some 

more of these proofs that I'm going straight to hell. Gosh, Doctor, I don't know what's got into 

me. You better examine me. I must have anemics or something. Why, one time, if Eddie 

Fislinger had smiled at me, damn him, think of him daring to smile at me!--if he'd said he was 

coming to my room, I'd of told him, 'Like hell you will!' and I'd of kicked him in the shins." 

 

Dr. Lefferts purred in his beard. His eyes were bright. 

 

"I'll give your friend Fislinger a run for his money. And for the inconsequential sake of 

the non-existent Heaven, Jim, try not to look surprised when you find your respectable father 

being pious." 

 

When Eddie arrived, he was introduced to a silkily cordial Dr. Lefferts, who shook his 

hand with that lengthiness and painfulness common to politicians, salesmen, and the godly. The 

doctor rejoiced: 

 

"Brother Fislinger, my boy here and Elmer tell me that you've been trying to help them 

see the true Bible religion." 

 

"I've been seeking to." 

 

"It warms my soul to hear you say that, Brother Fislinger! You can't know what a grief it 

is to an old man tottering to the grave, to one whose only solace now is prayer and Bible-

reading"--Dr. Lefferts had sat up till four a.m., three nights ago, playing poker and discussing 

biology with his cronies, the probate judge and the English stock-breeder--"what a grief it is to 

him that his only son, James Blaine Lefferts, is not a believer. But perhaps you can do more than 



I can, Brother Fislinger. They think I'm a fanatical old fogy. Now let me see--You're a real Bible 

believer?" 

 

"Oh, yes!" Eddie looked triumphantly at Jim, who was leaning against the table, his 

hands in his pockets, as expressionless as wood. Elmer was curiously hunched up in the Morris 

chair, his hands over his mouth. The doctor said approvingly: 

 

"That's splendid. You believe every word of it, I hope, from cover to cover?" 

 

"Oh, yes. What I always say is, 'It's better to have the whole Bible than a Bible full of 

holes.'" 

 

"Why, that's a real thought, Brother Fislinger. I must remember that, to tell any of these 

alleged higher critics, if I ever meet any! 'Bible whole--not Bible full of holes." Oh, that's a fine 

thought, and cleverly expressed. You made it up?" 

 

"Well, not exactly." 

 

"I see, I see. Well, that's splendid. Now of course you believe in the premillennial 

coming--I mean the real, authentic, genuwine, immediate, bodily, premillennial coming of Jesus 

Christ?" 

 

"Oh, yes, sure." 

 

"And the virgin birth?" 

 

"Oh, you bet." 

 

"That's splendid! Of course there are doctors who question whether the virgin birth is 

quite in accordance with their experience of obstetrics, but I tell those fellows, 'Look here! How 

do I know it's true? Because it says so in the Bible, and if it weren't true, do you suppose it would 

say so in the Bible?' That certainly shuts them up! They have precious little to say after that!" 

 

By this time a really beautiful, bounteous fellowship was flowing between Eddie and the 

doctor, and they were looking with pity on the embarrassed faces of the two heretics left out in 

the cold. Dr. Lefferts tickled his beard and crooned: 

 

"And of course, Brother Fislinger, you believe in infant damnation." 

 

Eddie explained, "No; that's not a Baptist doctrine." 

 

"You--you--" The good doctor choked, tugged at his collar, panted and wailed: 

 



"It's not a Baptist doctrine? You don't believe in infant damnation?" 

 

"W-why, no--" 

 

"Then God help the Baptist church and the Baptist doctrine! God help us all, in these 

unregenerate days, that we should be contaminated by such infidelity!" Eddie sweat, while the 

doctor patted his plump hands and agonized: "Look you here, my brother! It's very simple. Are 

we not saved by being washed in the blood of the Lamb, and by that alone, by his blessed 

sacrifice alone?" 

 

"W-why, yes, but--" 

 

"Then either we are washed white, and saved, or else we are not washed, and we are not 

saved! That's the simple truth, and all weakenings and explanations and hemming and hawing 

about this clear and beautiful truth are simply of the devil, brother! And at what moment does a 

human being, in all his inevitable sinfulness, become subject to baptism and salvation? At two 

months? At nine years? At sixteen? At forty-seven? At ninety-nine? No! The moment he is born! 

And so if he be not baptized, then he must burn in hell forever. What does it say in the Good 

Book? 'For there is none other name under heaven given among men, whereby we must be 

saved.' It may seem a little hard of God to fry beautiful little babies, but then think of the 

beautiful women whom he loves to roast there for the edification of the saints! Oh, brother, 

brother, now I understand why Jimmy here, and poor Elmer, are lost to the faith! It's because 

professed Christians like you give them this emasculated religion! Why, it's fellows like you who 

break down the dike of true belief, and open a channel for higher criticism and sabellianism and 

nymphomania and agnosticism and heresy and Catholicism and Seventh-day Adventism and all 

those horrible German inventions! Once you begin to doubt, the wicked work is done! Oh, Jim, 

Elmer, I told you to listen to our friend here, but now that I find him practically a free-thinker--" 

 

The doctor staggered to a chair. Eddie stood gaping. 

 

It was the first time in his life that any one had accused him of feebleness in the faith, of 

under-strictness. He was smirkingly accustomed to being denounced as over-strict. He had 

almost as much satisfaction out of denouncing liquor as other collegians had out of drinking it. 

He had, partly from his teachers and partly right out of his own brain, any number of good 

answers to classmates who protested that he was old-fashioned in belaboring domino-playing, 

open communion, listening to waltz music, wearing a gown in the pulpit, taking a walk on 

Sunday, reading novels, trans-substantiation, and these new devices of the devil called moving-

pictures. He could frighten almost any Laodicean. But to be called shaky himself, to be called 

heretic and slacker--for that inconceivable attack he had no retort. 

 

He looked at the agonized doctor, he looked at Jim and Elmer, who were obviously 

distressed at his fall from spiritual leadership, and he fled to secret prayer. 

 



He took his grief presently to President Quarles, who explained everything perfectly. 

 

"But this doctor quoted Scripture to prove his point!" bleated Eddie. 

 

"Don't forget, Brother Fislinger, that 'the devil can quote Scripture to his purpose.'" 

 

Eddie thought that was a very nice thought and very nicely expressed, and though he was 

not altogether sure that it was from the Bible, he put it away for future use in sermons. But 

before he was sufficiently restored to go after Elmer again, Christmas vacation had arrived. 

 

  

 

  

 

When Eddie had gone, Elmer laughed far more heartily than Jim or his father. It is true 

that he hadn't quite understood what it was all about. Why, sure; Eddie had said it right; infant 

damnation wasn't a Baptist doctrine; it belonged to some of the Presbyterians, and everybody 

knew the Presbyterians had a lot of funny beliefs. But the doctor certainly had done something to 

squelch Eddie, and Elmer felt safer than for many days. 

 

He continued to feel safe up till Christmas vacation. Then-- 

 

Some one, presumably Eddie, had informed Elmer's mother of his new and promising 

Christian status. He himself had been careful to keep such compromising rumors out of his 

weekly letters home. Through all the vacation he was conscious that his mother was hovering 

closer to him than usual, that she was waiting to snatch at his soul if he showed weakening. Their 

home pastor, the Reverend Mr. Aker--known in Paris as Reverend Aker--shook hands with him 

at the church door with approval as incriminating as the affection of his instructors at 

Terwillinger. 

 

Unsupported by Jim, aware that at any moment Eddie might pop in from his neighboring 

town and be accepted as an ally by Mrs. Gantry, Elmer spent a vacation in which there was but 

little peace. To keep his morale up, he gave particularly earnest attention to bottle-pool and to the 

daughter of a nearby farmer. But he was in dread lest these be the last sad ashen days of his 

naturalness. 

 

It seemed menacing that Eddie should be on the same train back to college. Eddie was 

with another exponent of piety, and he said nothing to Elmer about the delights of hell, but he 

and his companion secretly giggled with a confidence more than dismaying. 

 

Jim Lefferts did not find in Elmer's face the conscious probity and steadfastness which he 

had expected. 
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Early in January was the Annual College Y.M.C.A. Week of Prayer. It was a 

countrywide event, but in Terwillinger College it was of especial power that year because they 

were privileged to have with them for three days none other than Judson Roberts, State Secretary 

of the Y.M.C.A., and a man great personally as well as officially. 

 

He was young, Mr. Roberts, only thirty-four, but already known throughout the land. He 

had always been known. He had been a member of a star University of Chicago football team, he 

had played varsity baseball, he had been captain of the debating team, and at the same time he 

had commanded the Y.M.C.A. He had been known as the Praying Fullback. He still kept up his 

exercise--he was said to have boxed privily with Jim Jefferies--and he had mightily increased his 

praying. A very friendly leader he was, and helpful; hundreds of college men throughout Kansas 

called him "Old Jud." 

 

Between prayer-meetings at Terwillinger, Judson Roberts sat in the Bible History 

seminar-room, at a long table, under a bilious map of the Holy Land, and had private conferences 

with the men students. A surprising number of them came edging in, trembling, with averted 

eyes, to ask advice about a secret practice, and Old Jud seemed amazingly able to guess their 

trouble before they got going. 

 

"Well, now, old boy, I'll tell you. Terrible thing, all right, but I've met quite a few cases, 

and you just want to buck up and take it to the Lord in prayer. Remember that he is able to help 

unto the uttermost. Now the first thing you want to do is to get rid of--I'm afraid that you have 

some pretty nasty pictures and maybe a juicy book hidden away, now haven't you, old boy?" 

 

How could Old Jud have guessed? What a corker! 

 

"That's right. I've got a swell plan, old boy. Make a study of missions, and think how 

clean and pure and manly you'd want to be if you were going to carry the joys of Christianity to a 

lot of poor gazebos that are under the evil spell of Buddhism and a lot of these heathen religions. 

Wouldn't you want to be able to look 'em in the eye, and shame 'em? Next thing to do is to get a 

lot of exercise. Get out and run like hell! And then cold baths. Darn' cold. There now!" Rising, 

with ever so manly a handshake: "Now, skip along and remember"--with a tremendous and 

fetching and virile laugh--"just run like hell!" 

 



Jim and Elmer heard Old Jud in chapel. He was tremendous. He told them a jolly joke 

about a man who kissed a girl, yet he rose to feathered heights when he described the beatitude 

of real ungrudging prayer, in which a man was big enough to be as a child. He made them tearful 

over the gentleness with which he described the Christchild, wandering lost by his parents, yet 

the next moment he had them stretching with admiration as he arched his big shoulder-muscles 

and observed that he would knock the block off any sneering, sneaking, lying, beer-bloated bully 

who should dare to come up to him in a meeting and try to throw a monkey-wrench into the 

machinery by dragging out a lot of contemptible, quibbling, atheistic, smart-aleck doubts! (He 

really did, the young men glowed, use the terms "knock the block off," and "throw a monkey-

wrench." Oh, he was a lulu, a real red-blooded regular fellow!) 

 

Jim was coming down with the grippe. He was unable to pump up even one good sneer. 

He sat folded up, his chin near his knees, and Elmer was allowed to swell with hero-worship. 

Golly! He'd thought he had some muscle, but that guy Judson Roberts--zowie, he could put 

Elmer on the mat seven falls out of five! What a football player he must have been! Wee! 

 

This Homeric worship he tried to explain to Jim, back in their room, but Jim sneezed and 

went to bed. The rude bard was left without audience and he was practically glad when Eddie 

Fislinger scratched at the door and edged in. 

 

"Don't want to bother you fellows, but noticed you were at Old Jud's meeting this 

afternoon and, say, you gotta come out and hear him again tomorrow evening. Big evening of the 

week. Say, honest, Hell-cat, don't you think Jud's a real humdinger?" 

 

"Yes, I gotta admit, he's a dandy fellow." 

 

"Say, he certainly is, isn't he! He certainly is a dandy fellow, isn't he! Isn't he a peach!" 

 

"Yes, he certainly is a peach--for a religious crank!" 

 

"Aw now, Hell-cat, don't go calling him names! You'll admit he looks like some football 

shark." 

 

"Yes, I guess he does, at that. I'd liked to of played with him." 

 

"Wouldn't you like to meet him?'" 

 

"Well--" 

 

At this moment of danger, Jim raised his dizzy head to protest, "He's a holy strikebreaker! 

One of these thick-necks that was born husky and tries to make you think he made himself husky 

by prayer and fasting. I'd hate to take a chance on any poor little orphan nip of Bourbon 



wandering into Old Jud's presence! Yeh! Chest-pounder! 'Why can't you hundred-pound shrimps 

be a big manly Christian like me!'" 

 

Together they protested against this defilement of the hero, and Eddie admitted that he 

had ventured to praise Elmer to Old Jud; that Old Jud had seemed enthralled; that Old Jud was 

more than likely--so friendly a Great Man was he--to run in on Elmer this afternoon. 

 

Before Elmer could decide whether to be pleased or indignant, before the enfeebled Jim 

could get up strength to decide for him, the door was hit a mighty and heroic wallop, and in 

strode Judson Roberts, big as a grizzly, jolly as a spaniel pup, radiant as ten suns. 

 

He set upon Elmer immediately. He had six other doubting Thomases or suspected 

smokers to dispose of before six o'clock. 

 

He was a fair young giant with curly hair and a grin and with a voice like the Bulls of 

Bashan whenever the strategy called for manliness. But with erring sisters, unless they were too 

erring, he could be as lulling as woodland violets shaken in the perfumed breeze. 

 

"Hello, Hell-cat!" he boomed. "Shake hands!" 

 

Elmer had a playful custom of squeezing people's hands till they cracked. For the first 

time in his life his own paw felt limp and burning. He rubbed it and looked simple. 

 

"Been hearing a lot about you, Hell-cat, and you, Jim. Laid out, Jim? Want me to trot out 

and get a doc?" Old Jud was sitting easily on the edge of Jim's bed, and in the light of that grin, 

even Jim Lefferts could not be very sour as he tried to sneer, "No, thanks." 

 

Roberts turned to Elmer again, and gloated: 

 

"Well, old son, I've been hearing a lot about you. Gee whillikins, that must have been a 

great game you played against Thorvilsen College! They tell me when you hit that line, it gave 

like a sponge, and when you tackled that big long Swede, he went down like he'd been hit by 

lightning." 

 

"Well, it was--it was a good game." 

 

"Course I read about it at the time--" 

 

"Did you, honest?" 

 

"--and course I wanted to hear more about it, and meet you, Hell-cat, so I been asking the 

boys about you, and say, they certainly do give you a great hand! Wish I could've had you with 

me on my team at U of Chi--we needed a tackle like you." 



 

Elmer basked. 

 

"Yes, sir, the boys all been telling me what a dandy fine fellow you are, and what a 

corking athlete, and what an A-1 gentleman. They all say there's just one trouble with you, Elmer 

lad." 

 

"Eh?" 

 

"They say you're a coward." 

 

"Heh? Who says I'm a coward?" 

 

Judson Roberts swaggered across from the bed, stood with his hand on Elmer's shoulder. 

"They all say it, Hell-cat! You see it takes a sure-enough dyed-in-the-wool brave man to be big 

enough to give Jesus a shot at him, and admit he's licked when he tries to fight God! It takes a 

man with guts to kneel down and admit his worthlessness when all the world is jeering at him! 

And you haven't got that kind of courage, Elmer. Oh, you think you're such a big cuss--" 

 

Old Jud swung him around; Old Jud's hand was crushing his shoulder. "You think you're 

too husky, too good, to associate with the poor little sniveling gospel-mongers, don't you! You 

could knock out any of 'em, couldn't you! Well, I'm one of 'em. Want to knock me out?" 

 

With one swift jerk Roberts had his coat off, stood with a striped silk shirt revealing his 

hogshead torso. 

 

"You bet, Hell-cat! I'm willing to fight you for the glory of God! God needs you! Can 

you think of anything finer for a big husky like you than to spend his life bringing poor, weak, 

sick, scared folks to happiness? Can't you see how the poor little skinny guys and all the kiddies 

would follow you and praise you and admire you, you old son of a gun? Am I a sneaking 

Christian? Can you lick me? Want to fight it out?" 

 

"No, gee, Mr. Roberts--" 

 

"Judson, you big hunk of cheese, Old Jud!" 

 

"No, gee, Judson, I guess you got me trimmed! I pack a pretty good wallop, but I'm not 

going to take any chance on you!" 

 

"All right, old son. Still think that all religious folks are crabs?" 

 

"No." 

 



"And weaklings and pikers?" 

 

"No." 

 

"And liars?" 

 

"Oh, no." 

 

"All right, old boy. Going to allow me to be a friend of yours, if I don't butt in on your 

business?" 

 

"Oh, gee, sure." 

 

"Then there's just one favor I want to ask. Will you come to our big meeting tomorrow 

night? You don't have to do a thing. If you think we're four-flushers--all right; that's your 

privilege. Only will you come and not decide we're all wrong beforehand, but really use that big 

fine incisive brain of yours and study us as we are? Will you come?" 

 

"Oh, yes, sure, you bet." 

 

"Fine, old boy. Mighty proud to have you let me come butting in here in this informal 

way. Remember: if you honestly feel I'm using any undue influence on the boys, you come right 

after me and say so, and I'll be mighty proud of your trusting me to stand the gaff. So long, old 

Elm! So long, Jim. God bless you!" 

 

"So long, Jud." 

 

He was gone, a whirlwind that whisked the inconspicuous herb Eddie Fislinger out after 

it. And then Jim Lefferts spoke. 

 

For a time after Judson Roberts' curtain, Elmer stood glowing, tasting praise. He was 

conscious of Jim's eyes on his back, and he turned toward the bed, defiantly. 

 

They stared, in a tug of war. Elmer gave in with a furious: 

 

"Well, then, why didn't you say something while he was here?" 

 

"To him? Talk to a curly wolf when he smells meat? Besides, he's intelligent, that 

fellow." 

 

"Well, say, I'm glad to hear you say that, because--well, you see--I'll explain how I feel." 

 



"Oh, no, you won't, sweetheart! You haven't got to the miracle-pulling stage yet. Sure 

he's intelligent. I never heard a better exhibition of bunco-steering in my life. Sure! He's just 

crazy to have you come up and kick him in the ear and tell him you've decided you can't give 

your imprimatur--" 

 

"My what?" 

 

"--to his show, and he's to quit and go back to hod-carrying. Sure. He read all about your 

great game with Thorvilsen. Sent off to New York to get the Review of Reviews and read more 

about it. Eddie Fislinger never told him a word. He read about your tackling in the London 

Times. You bet. Didn't he say so? And he's a saved soul--he couldn't lie. And he just couldn't 

stand it if he didn't become a friend of yours. He can't know more than a couple of thousand 

collidge boys to spring that stuff on! . . . You bet I believe in the old bearded Jew God! Nobody 

but him could have made all the idiots there are in the world!" 

 

"Gee, Jim, honest, you don't understand Jud." 

 

"No. I don't. When he could be a decent prize-fighter, and not have to go around with 

angleworms like Eddie Fislinger day after day!" 

 

And thus till midnight, for all Jim's fevers. 

 

But Elmer was at Judson Roberts' meeting next evening, unprotected by Jim, who 

remained at home in so vile a temper that Elmer had sent in a doctor and sneaked away from the 

room for the afternoon. 
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It was undoubtedly Eddie who wrote or telegraphed to Mrs. Gantry that she would do 

well to be present at the meeting. Paris was only forty miles from Gritzmacher Springs. 

 

Elmer crept into his room at six, still wistfully hoping to have Jim's sanction, still ready 

to insist that if he went to the meeting he would be in no danger of conversion. He had walked 

miles through the slush, worrying. He was ready now to give up the meeting, to give up Judson's 

friendship, if Jim should insist. 

 

As he wavered in, Mrs. Gantry stood by Jim's lightning-shot bed. 

 

"Why, Ma! What you doing here? What's gone wrong?" Elmer panted. 



 

It was impossible to think of her taking a journey for anything less than a funeral. 

 

Cozily, "Can't I run up and see my two boys if I want to, Elmy? I declare, I believe you'd 

of killed Jim, with all this nasty tobacco air, if I hadn't come in and aired the place out. I thought, 

Elmer Gantry, you weren't supposed to smoke in Terwillinger! By the rules of the college! I 

thought, young man, that you lived up to 'em! But never mind." 

 

Uneasily--for Jim had never before seen him demoted to childhood, as he always was in 

his mother's presence--Elmer grumbled, "But honest, Ma, what did you come up for?" 

 

"Well, I read about what a nice week of prayer you were going to have, and I thought I'd 

just like to hear a real big bug preach. I've got a vacation coming, too! Now don't you worry one 

mite about me. I guess I can take care of myself after all these years! The first traveling I ever 

done with you, young man--the time I went to Cousin Adeline's wedding--I just tucked you 

under one arm--and how you squalled, the whole way!--mercy, you liked to hear the sound of 

your own voice then just like you do now!--and I tucked my old valise under the other, and off I 

went! Don't you worry one mite about me. I'm only going to stay over the night--got a sale on 

remnants starting--going back on Number Seven tomorrow. I left my valise at that boarding-

house right across from the depot. But there's one thing you might do if 'tain't too much trouble, 

Elmy. You know I've only been up here at the college once before. I'd feel kind of funny, country 

bumpkin like me, going alone to that big meeting, with all those smart professors and everybody 

there, and I'd be glad if you could come along." 

 

"Of course he'll go, Mrs. Gantry," said Jim. 

 

But before Elmer was carried away, Jim had the chance to whisper, "God, do be careful! 

Remember I won't be there to protect you! Don't let 'em pick on you! Don't do one single 

doggone thing they want you to do, and then maybe you'll be safe!" 

 

As he went out, Elmer looked back at Jim. He was shakily sitting up in bed, his eyes 

imploring. 
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The climactic meeting of the Annual Prayer Week, to be addressed by President Quarles, 

four ministers, and a rich trustee who was in the pearl-button business, with Judson Roberts as 

star soloist, was not held at the Y.M.C.A. but at the largest auditorium in town, the Baptist 

Church, with hundreds of town-people joining the collegians. 



 

The church was a welter of brownstone, with Moorish arches and an immense star-

shaped window not yet filled with stained glass. 

 

Elmer hoped to be late enough to creep in inconspicuously, but as his mother and he 

straggled up to the Romanesque portico, students were still outside, chattering. He was certain 

they were whispering, "There he is--Hell-cat Gantry. Say, is it really true he's under conviction 

of sin? I thought he cussed out the church more'n anybody in college." 

 

Meek though Elmer had been under instruction by Jim and threats by Eddie and yearning 

by his mother, he was not normally given to humility, and he looked at his critics defiantly. "I'll 

show 'em! If they think I'm going to sneak in--" 

 

He swaggered down almost to the front pews, to the joy of his mother, who had been 

afraid that as usual he would hide in the rear, handy to the door if the preacher should become 

personal. 

 

There was a great deal of decoration in the church, which had been endowed by a zealous 

alumnus after making his strike in Alaskan boarding-houses during the gold-rush. There were 

Egyptian pillars with gilded capitals, on the ceiling were gilt stars and clouds more woolen than 

woolly, and the walls were painted cheerily in three strata--green, watery blue, and khaki. It was 

an echoing and gaping church, and presently it was packed, the aisles full. Professors with string 

mustaches and dog-eared Bibles, men students in sweaters or flannel shirts, earnest young 

women students in homemade muslin with modest ribbons, over-smiling old maids of the town, 

venerable saints from the back-country with beards which partly hid the fact that they wore 

collars without ties, old women with billowing shoulders, irritated young married couples with 

broods of babies who crawled, slid, bellowed, and stared with embarrassing wonder at bachelors. 

 

Five minutes later Elmer would not have had a seat down front. Now he could not escape. 

He was packed in between his mother and a wheezing fat man, and in the aisle beside his pew 

stood evangelical tailors and ardent school-teachers. 

 

The congregation swung into "When the Roll Is Called Up Yonder" and Elmer gave up 

his frenzied but impractical plans for escape. His mother nestled happily beside him, her hand 

proudly touching his sleeve, and he was stirred by the march and battle of the hymn: 

 

  

When the trumpet of the Lord shall sound, and time shall be no more, 

And the morning breaks eternal, bright and far.-- 

 

  

They stood for the singing of "Shall We Gather at the River?" Elmer inarticulately began 

to feel his community with these humble, aspiring people--his own prairie tribe: this gaunt 



carpenter, a good fellow, full of friendly greetings; this farm-wife, so courageous, channeled by 

pioneer labor; this classmate, an admirable basket-ball player, yet now chanting beatifically, his 

head back, his eyes closed, his voice ringing. Elmer's own people. Could he be a traitor to them, 

could he resist the current of their united belief and longing? 

 

 Yes, we'll gather at the river, 

The beautiful, the beautiful river, 

Gather with the saints at the river 

That flows by the throne of God. 

 

 Could he endure it to be away from them, in the chill void of Jim Lefferts' rationalizing, 

on that day when they should be rejoicing in the warm morning sunshine by the river rolling to 

the imperishable Throne? 

 

And his voice--he had merely muttered the words of the first hymn--boomed out 

ungrudgingly: 

 

 Soon our pilgrimage will cease; Soon our happy hearts will quiver With the melody of 

peace. 

 

His mother stroked his sleeve. He remembered that she had maintained he was the best 

singer she had ever heard; that Jim Lefferts had admitted, "You certainly can make that hymn 

dope sound as if it meant something." He noted that people near by looked about with pleasure 

when they heard his Big Ben dominate the cracked jangling. 

 

The preliminaries merely warmed up the audience for Judson Roberts. Old Jud was in 

form. He laughed, he shouted, he knelt and wept with real tears, he loved everybody, he raced 

down into the audience and patted shoulders, and for the moment everybody felt that he was 

closer to them than their closest friends. 

 

"Rejoiceth as a strong man to run a race," was his text. 

 

Roberts was really a competent athlete, and he really had skill in evoking pictures. He 

described the Chicago-Michigan game, and Elmer was lost in him, with him lived the moments 

of the scrimmage, the long run with the ball, the bleachers rising to him. 

 

Roberts voice softened. He was pleading. He was not talking, he said, to weak men who 

needed coddling into the Kingdom, but to strong men, to rejoicing men, to men brave in armor. 

There was another sort of race more exhilarating than any game, and it led not merely to a score 

on a big board but to the making of a new world--it led not to newspaper paragraphs but to glory 

eternal. Dangerous--calling for strong men! Ecstatic--brimming with thrills! The team captained 

by Christ! No timid Jesus did he preach, but the adventurer who had joyed to associate with 

common men, with reckless fishermen, with captains and rulers, who had dared to face the 



soldiers in the garden, who had dared the myrmidons of Rome and death itself! Come! Who was 

gallant? Who had nerve? Who longed to live abundantly? Let them come! 

 

They must confess their sins, they must repent, they must know their own weakness save 

as they were reborn in Christ. But they must confess not in heaven-pilfering weakness, but in 

training for the battle under the wind-torn banners of the Mighty Captain. Who would come? 

Who would come? Who was for vision and the great adventure? 

 

He was among them, Judson Roberts, with his arms held out, his voice a bugle. Young 

men sobbed and knelt; a woman shrieked; people were elbowing the standers in the aisles and 

pushing forward to kneel in agonized happiness, and suddenly they were setting relentlessly on a 

bewildered Elmer Gantry, who had been betrayed into forgetting himself, into longing to be one 

with Judson Roberts. 

 

His mother was wringing his hand, begging, "Oh, won't you come? Won't you make your 

old mother happy? Let yourself know the joy of surrender to Jesus!" She was weeping, old eyes 

puckered, and in her weeping was his every recollection of winter dawns when she had let him 

stay in bed and brought porridge to him across the icy floor; winter evenings when he had 

awakened to find her still stitching; and that confusing intimidating hour, in the abyss of his first 

memories, when he had seen her shaken beside a coffin that contained a cold monster in the 

shape of his father. 

 

The basket-ball player was patting his other arm, begging, "Dear old Hell-cat, you've 

never let yourself be happy! You've been lonely! Let yourself be happy with us! You know I'm 

no mollycoddle. Won't you know the happiness of salvation with us?" 

 

A thread-thin old man, very dignified, a man with secret eyes that had known battles, and 

mountain-valleys, was holding out his hands to Elmer, imploring with a humility utterly 

disconcerting, "Oh, come, come with us--don't stand there making Jesus beg and beg--don't leave 

the Christ that died for us standing out in the cold, begging!" 

 

And, somehow, flashing through the crowd, Judson Roberts was with Elmer, honoring 

him beyond all the multitude, appealing for his friendship--Judson Roberts the gorgeous, 

beseeching: 

 

"Are you going to hurt me, Elmer? Are you going to let me go away miserable and 

beaten, old man? Are you going to betray me like Judas, when I've offered you my Jesus as the 

most precious gift I can bring you? Are you going to slap me and defile me and hurt me? Come! 

Think of the joy of being rid of all those nasty little sins that you've felt so ashamed of! Won't 

you come kneel with me, won't you?" 

 

His mother shrieked, "Won't you, Elmer? With him and me? Won't you make us happy? 

Won't you be big enough to not be afraid? See how we're all longing for you, praying for you!" 



 

"Yes!" from around him, from strangers; and "Help me to follow you, Brother--I'll go if 

you will!" Voices woven, thick, dove-white and terrifying black of mourning and lightning-

colored, flung around him, binding him--His mother's pleading, Judson Roberts' tribute-- 

 

An instant he saw Jim Lefferts, and heard him insist: "Why, sure, course they believe it. 

They hypnotize themselves. But don't let 'em hypnotize you!" 

 

He saw Jim's eyes, that for him alone veiled their bright harshness and became lonely, 

asking for comradeship. He struggled; with all the blubbering confusion of a small boy set on by 

his elders, frightened and overwhelmed, he longed to be honest, to be true to Jim--to be true to 

himself and his own good honest sins and whatsoever penalties they might carry. Then the 

visions were driven away by voices that closed over him like surf above an exhausted swimmer. 

Volitionless, marveling at the sight of himself as a pinioned giant, he was being urged forward, 

forced forward, his mother on one arm and Judson on the other, a rhapsodic mob following. 

 

Bewildered. Miserable. . . . False to Jim. 

 

But as he came to the row kneeling in front of the first pew, he had a thought that made 

everything all right. Yes! He could have both! He could keep Judson and his mother, yet retain 

Jim's respect. He had only to bring Jim also to Jesus, then all of them would be together in 

beatitude! 

 

Freed from misery by that revelation, he knelt, and suddenly his voice was noisy in 

confession, while the shouts of the audience, the ejaculations of Judson and his mother, exalted 

him to hot self-approval and made it seem splendidly right to yield to the mystic fervor. 

 

He had but little to do with what he said. The willing was not his but the mob's; the 

phrases were not his but those of the emotional preachers and hysterical worshipers whom he 

had heard since babyhood: 

 

"O God, oh, I have sinned! My sins are heavy on me! I am unworthy of compassion! O 

Jesus, intercede for me! Oh, let thy blood that was shed for me be my salvation! O God, I do 

truly repent of my great sinning and I do long for the everlasting peace of thy bosom!" 

 

"Oh, praise God," from the multitude, and "Praise his holy name! Thank God, thank God, 

thank God! Oh, hallelujah, Brother, thank the dear loving God!" 

 

He was certain that he would never again want to guzzle, to follow loose women, to 

blaspheme; he knew the rapture of salvation--yes, and of being the center of interest in the 

crowd. 

 



Others about him were beating their foreheads, others were shrieking, "Lord, be 

merciful," and one woman--he remembered her as a strange, repressed, mad-eyed special student 

who was not known to have any friends--was stretched out, oblivious of the crowd, jerking, her 

limbs twitching, her hands clenched, panting rhythmically. 

 

But it was Elmer, tallest of the converts, tall as Judson Roberts, whom all the students 

and most of the townpeople found important, who found himself important. 

 

His mother was crying, "Oh, this is the happiest hour of my life, dear! This makes up for 

everything!" 

 

To be able to give her such delight! 

 

Judson was clawing Elmer's hand, whooping, "Liked to had you on the team at Chicago, 

but I'm a lot gladder to have you with me on Christ's team! If you knew how proud I am!" 

 

To be thus linked forever with Judson! 

 

Elmer's embarrassment was gliding into a robust self-satisfaction. 

 

Then the others were crowding on him, shaking his hand, congratulating him: the football 

center, the Latin professor, the town grocer. President Quarles, his chin whisker vibrant and his 

shaven upper lip wiggling from side to side, was insisting, "Come, Brother Elmer, stand up on 

the platform and say a few words to us--you must--we all need it--we're thrilled by your splendid 

example!" 

 

Elmer was not quite sure how he got through the converts, up the steps to the platform. 

He suspected afterward that Judson Roberts had done a good deal of trained pushing. 

 

He looked down, something of his panic returning. But they were sobbing with affection 

for him. The Elmer Gantry who had for years pretended that he relished defying the whole 

college had for those same years desired popularity. He had it now--popularity, almost love, 

almost reverence, and he felt overpoweringly his rôle as leading man. 

 

He was stirred to more flamboyant confession: 

 

"Oh, for the first time I know the peace of God! Nothing I have ever done has been right, 

because it didn't lead to the way and the truth! Here I thought I was a good church-member, but 

all the time I hadn't seen the real light. I'd never been willing to kneel down and confess myself a 

miserable sinner. But I'm kneeling now, and, oh, the blessedness of humility!" 

 

He wasn't, to be quite accurate, kneeling at all; he was standing up, very tall and broad, 

waving his hands; and though what he was experiencing may have been the blessedness of 



humility, it sounded like his announcements of an ability to lick anybody in any given saloon. 

But he was greeted with flaming hallelujahs, and he shouted on till he was rapturous and very 

sweaty: 

 

"Come! Come to him now! Oh, it's funny that I who've been so great a sinner could dare 

to give you his invitation, but he's almighty and shall prevail, and he giveth his sweet tidings 

through the mouths of babes and sucklings and the most unworthy, and lo, the strong shall be 

confounded and the weak exalted in his sight!" 

 

It was all, the Mithraic phrasing, as familiar as "Good morning" or "How are you?" to the 

audience, yet he must have put new violence into it, for instead of smiling at the recency of his 

ardor they looked at him gravely, and suddenly a miracle was beheld. 

 

Ten minutes after his own experience, Elmer made his first conversion. 

 

A pimply youth, long known as a pool-room tout, leaped up, his greasy face working, 

shrieked, "O God, forgive me!" butted in frenzy through the crowd, ran to the mourner's bench, 

lay with his mouth frothing in convulsion. 

 

Then the hallelujahs rose till they drowned Elmer's accelerated pleading, then Judson 

Roberts stood with his arm about Elmer's shoulder, then Elmer's mother knelt with a light of 

paradise on her face, and they closed the meeting in a maniac pealing of 

 

  

 

Draw me nearer, blessed Lord, 

To thy precious bleeding side. 

 

  

Elmer felt himself victorious over life and king of righteousness. 

 

But it had been only the devoted, the people who had come early and taken front seats, of 

whom he had been conscious in his transports. The students who had remained at the back of the 

church now loitered outside the door in murmurous knots, and as Elmer and his mother passed 

them, they stared, they even chuckled, and he was suddenly cold. . . . 

 

It was hard to give heed to his mother's wails of joy all the way to her boarding-house. 

 

"Now don't you dare think of getting up early to see me off on the train," she insisted. 

"All I have to do is just to carry my little valise across the street. You'll need your sleep, after all 

this stirrin' up you've had tonight--I was so proud--I've never known anybody to really wrestle 

with the Lord like you did. Oh, Elmy, you'll stay true? You've made your old mother so happy! 



All my life I've sorrowed, I've waited, I've prayed and now I shan't ever sorrow again! Oh, you 

will stay true?" 

 

He threw the last of his emotional reserve into a ringing, "You bet I will, Ma!" and kissed 

her good-night. 

 

He had no emotion left with which to face walking alone, in a cold and realistic night, 

down a street not of shining columns but of cottages dumpy amid the bleak snow and unfriendly 

under the bitter stars. 

 

His plan of saving Jim Lefferts, his vision of Jim with reverent and beatific eyes, turned 

into a vision of Jim with extremely irate eyes and a lot to say. With that vanishment his own 

glory vanished. 

 

"Was I," he wondered, "just a plain damn' fool? 

 

"Jim warned me they'd nab me if I lost my head. 

 

"Now I suppose I can't ever even smoke again without going to hell." 

 

But he wanted a smoke. Right now! 

 

He had a smoke. 

 

It comforted him but little as he fretted on: 

 

"There wasn't any fake about it! I really did repent all these darn' fool sins. Even 

smoking--I'm going to cut it out. I did feel the--the peace of God. 

 

"But can I keep up this speed? Christ! I can't do it! Never take a drink or anything-- 

 

"I wonder if the Holy Ghost really was there and getting after me? I did feel different! I 

did! Or was it just because Judson and Ma and all those Christers were there whooping it up-- 

 

"Jud Roberts kidded me into it. With all his Big Brother stuff. Prob'ly pulls it everywhere 

he goes. Jim'll claim I--Oh, damn Jim, too! I got some rights! None of his business if I come out 

and do the fair square thing! And they did look up to me when I gave them the invitation! It went 

off fine and dandy! And that kid coming right up and getting saved. Mighty few fellows ever've 

pulled off a conversion as soon after their own conversion as I did! Moody or none of 'em. I'll bet 

it busts the records! Yes, sir, maybe they're right. Maybe the Lord has got some great use for me, 

even if I ain't always been all I might of been . . . someways . . . but I was never mean or tough or 

anything like that . . . just had a good time. 

 



"Jim--what right's he got telling me where I head in? Trouble with him is, he thinks he 

knows it all. I guess these wise old coots that've written all these books about the Bible, I guess 

they know more'n one smart-aleck Kansas agnostic! 

 

"Yes, sir! The whole crowd! Turned to me like I was an All-American preacher! 

 

"Wouldn't be so bad to be a preacher if you had a big church and--Lot easier than digging 

out law-cases and having to put it over a jury and another lawyer maybe smarter'n you are. 

 

"The crowd have to swallow what you tell 'em in a pulpit, and no back-talk or cross-

examination allowed!" 

 

For a second he snickered, but: 

 

"Not nice to talk that way. Even if a fellow don't do what's right himself, no excuse for 

his sneering at fellows that do, like preachers. . . . There's where Jim makes his mistake. 

 

"Not worthy to be a preacher. But if Jim Lefferts thinks for one single solitary second that 

I'm afraid to be a preacher because he pulls a lot of gaff--I guess I know how I felt when I stood 

up and had all them folks hollering and rejoicing--I guess I know whether I experienced 

salvation or not! And I don't require any James Blaine Lefferts to tell me, neither!" 

 

Thus for an hour of dizzy tramping; now colder with doubt than with the prairie wind, 

now winning back some of the exaltation of his spiritual adventure, but always knowing that he 

had to confess to an inexorable Jim. 
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It was after one. Surely Jim would be asleep, and by next day there might be a miracle. 

Morning always promises miracles. 

 

He eased the door open, holding it with a restraining hand. There was a light on the 

washstand beside Jim's bed, but it was a small kerosene lamp turned low. He tiptoed in, his 

tremendous feet squeaking. 

 

Jim suddenly sat up, turned up the wick. He was red-nosed, red-eyed, and coughing. He 

stared, and unmoving, by the table, Elmer stared back. 

 

Jim spoke abruptly: 

 



"You son of a sea-cook! You've gone and done it! You've been saved! You've let them 

hornswoggle you into being a Baptist witch-doctor! I'm through! You can go--to heaven!" 

 

"Aw, say now, Jim, lissen!" 

 

"I've listened enough. I've got nothing more to say. And now you listen to me!" said Jim, 

and he spoke with tongues for three minutes straight. 

 

Most of the night they struggled for the freedom of Elmer's soul, with Jim not quite 

losing yet never winning. As Jim's face had hovered at the gospel meeting between him and the 

evangelist, blotting out the vision of the cross, so now the faces of his mother and Judson hung 

sorrowful and misty before him, a veil across Jim's pleading. 

 

Elmer slept four hours and went out, staggering with weariness, to bring cinnamon buns, 

a wienie sandwich, and a tin pail of coffee for Jim's breakfast. They were laboring windily into 

new arguments, Jim a little more stubborn, Elmer ever more irritable, when no less a dignitary 

than President the Rev. Dr. Willoughby Quarles, chin whisker, glacial shirt, bulbous waistcoat 

and all, plunged under the fat soft wing of the landlady. 

 

The president shook hands a number of times with everybody, he eyebrowed the landlady 

out of the room, and boomed in his throaty pulpit voice, with belly-rumblings and long-drawn 

R's and L's, a voice very deep and owlish, most holy and fitting to the temple which he created 

merely by his presence, rebuking to flippancy and chuckles and the puerile cynicisms of the Jim 

Leffertses--a noise somewhere between the evening bells and the morning jackass: 

 

"Oh, Brother Elmer, that was a brave thing you did! I have never seen a braver! For a 

great strong man of your gladiatorial powers to not be afraid to humble himself! And your 

example will do a great deal of good, a grrrrrreat deal of good! And we must catch and hold it. 

You are to speak at the Y.M.C.A. tonight--special meeting to reenforce the results of our 

wonderful Prayer Week." 

 

"Oh, gee, President, I can't!" Elmer groaned. 

 

"Oh, yes, Brother, you must. You must! It's already announced. If you'll go out within the 

next hour, you'll be gratified to see posters announcing it all over town!" 

 

"But I can't make a speech!" 

 

"The Lord will give the words if you give the good will! I myself shall call for you at a 

quarter to seven. God bless you!" 

 

He was gone. 

 



Elmer was completely frightened, completely unwilling, and swollen with delight that 

after long dark hours when Jim, an undergraduate, had used him dirtily and thrown clods at his 

intellect, the President of Terwillinger College should have welcomed him to that starched 

bosom as a fellow-apostle. 

 

While Elmer was making up his mind to do what he had made up his mind to do, Jim 

crawled into bed and addressed the Lord in a low poisonous tone. 

 

Elmer went out to see the posters. His name was in lovely large letters. 

 

For an hour, late that afternoon, after various classes in which every one looked at him 

respectfully, Elmer tried to prepare his address for the Y.M.C.A. and affiliated lady worshipers. 

Jim was sleeping, with a snore like the snarl of a leopard. 

 

In his class in Public Speaking, a course designed to create congressmen, bishops, and 

sales-managers, Elmer had had to produce discourses on Taxation, the Purpose of God in 

History, Our Friend the Dog, and the Glory of the American Constitution. But his monthly 

orations had not been too arduous; no one had grieved if he stole all his ideas and most of his 

phrasing from the encyclopedia. The most important part of preparation had been the lubrication 

of his polished-mahogany voice with throat-lozenges after rather steady and totally forbidden 

smoking. He had learned nothing except the placing of his voice. It had never seemed 

momentous to impress the nineteen students of oratory and the instructor, an unordained licensed 

preacher who had formerly been a tax-assessor in Oklahoma. He had, in Public Speaking, never 

been a failure nor ever for one second interesting. 

 

Now, sweating very much, he perceived that he was expected to think, to articulate the 

curious desires whereby Elmer Gantry was slightly different from any other human being, and to 

rivet together opinions which would not be floated on any tide of hallelujahs. 

 

He tried to remember the sermons he had heard. But the preachers had been so easily 

convinced of their authority as prelates, so freighted with ponderous messages, while himself, he 

was not at the moment certain whether he was a missionary who had to pass his surprising new 

light on to the multitude, or just a sinner who-- 

 

Just a sinner! For keeps! Nothing else! Damned if he'd welsh on old Jim! No, sir! Or 

welsh on Juanita, who'd stood for him and merely kidded him, no matter how soused and rough 

and mouthy he might be! . . . Her hug. The way she'd get rid of that buttinsky aunt of Nell's; just 

wink at him and give Aunty some song and dance or other and send her out for chow-- 

 

God! If Juanita were only here! She'd give him the real dope. She'd advise him whether 

he ought to tell Prexy and the Y.M. to go to hell or grab this chance to show Eddie Fislinger and 

all those Y.M. highbrows that he wasn't such a bonehead-- 

 



No! Here Prexy had said he was the whole cheese: gotten up a big meeting for him. Prexy 

Quarles and Juanita! Aber nit! Never get them two together! And Prexy had called on him-- 

 

Suppose it got into the newspapers! How he'd saved a tough kid, just as good as Judson 

Roberts could do. Juanita--find skirts like her any place, but where could they find a guy that 

could start in and save souls right off the bat? 

 

Chuck all these fool thoughts, now that Jim was asleep, and figure out this spiel. What 

was that about sweating in the vineyard? Something like that, anyway. In the Bible. . . . However 

much they might rub it in--and no gink'd ever had a worse time, with that sneaking Eddie poking 

him on one side and Jim lambasting him on the other--whatever happened, he had to show those 

yahoos he could do just as good-- 

 

Hell! This wasn't buying the baby any shoes; this wasn't getting his spiel done. But-- 

 

What was the doggone thing to be about? 

 

Let's see now. Gee, there was a bully thought! Tell 'em about how a strong husky guy, the 

huskier he was the more he could afford to admit that the power of the Holy Ghost had just laid 

him out cold-- 

 

No. Hell! That was what Old Jud had said. Must have something new--kinda new, 

anyway. 

 

He shouldn't say "hell." Cut it out. Stay converted, no matter how hard it was. He wasn't 

afraid of--Him and Old Jud, they were husky enough to-- 

 

No, sir! It wasn't Old Jud; it was his mother. What'd she think if she ever saw him with 

Juanita? Juanita! That sloppy brat! No modesty! 

 

Had to get down to brass tacks. Now! 

 

Elmer grasped the edge of his work-table. The top cracked. His strength pleased him. He 

pulled up his dingy red sweater, smoothed his huge biceps, and again tackled his apostolic 

labors: 

 

Let's see now: The fellow at the Y. would expect him to say-- 

 

He had it! Nobody ever amounted to a darn except as the--what was it?--as the 

inscrutable designs of Providence intended him to be. 

 

Elmer was very busy making vast and unformed scrawls in a ten-cent-note-book hitherto 

devoted to German. He darted up, looking scholarly, and gathered his library about him: his 



Bible, given to him by his mother; his New Testament, given by a Sunday School teacher; his 

text-books in Weekly Bible and Church History; and one-fourteenth of a fourteen-volume set of 

Great Orations of the World which, in a rare and alcoholic moment of bibliomania, he had 

purchased in Cato for seventeen cents. He piled them and repiled them and tapped them with his 

fountain-pen. 

 

His original stimulus had run out entirely. 

 

Well, he'd get help from the Bible. It was all inspired, every word, no matter what 

scoffers like Jim said. He'd take the first text he turned to and talk on that. 

 

He opened on: "Now therefore, Tatnai, governor beyond the river, Shethar-boznai, and 

your companions the Apharsachites, which are beyond the river, be ye far from thence," an 

injunction spirited but not at present helpful. 

 

He returned to pulling his luxuriant hair and scratching. 

 

Golly. Must be something. 

 

The only way of putting it all over life was to understand these Forces that the scientists, 

with their laboratories and everything, couldn't savvy, but to a real Christian they were just as 

easy as rolling off a log-- 

 

No. He hadn't taken any lab courses except Chemistry I, so he couldn't show where all 

these physicists and biologists were boobs. 

 

Elmer forlornly began to cross out the lovely scrawls he had made in his note-book. 

 

He was irritably conscious that Jim was awake, and scoffing: 

 

"Having quite a time being holy and informative, Hell-cat? Why don't you pinch your 

first sermon from the heathen? You won't be the first up-and-coming young messiah to do it!" 

 

Jim shied a thin book at him, and sank again into infidel sleep. Elmer picked up the book. 

It was a selection from the writings of Robert G. Ingersoll. 

 

Elmer was indignant. 

 

Take his speech from Ingersoll, that rotten old atheist that said--well, anyway, he 

criticized the Bible and everything! Fellow that couldn't believe the Bible, least he could do was 

not to disturb the faith of others. Darn' rotten thing to do! Fat nerve of Jim to suggest his 

pinching anything from Ingersoll! He'd throw the book in the fire! 

 



But--Anything was better than going on straining his brains. He forgot his woes by 

drugging himself with heedless reading. He drowsed through page on page of Ingersoll's rhetoric 

and jesting. Suddenly he sat up, looked suspiciously over at the silenced Jim, looked suspiciously 

at Heaven. He grunted, hesitated, and began rapidly to copy into the German notebook, from 

Ingersoll: 

 

  

 

Love is the only bow on life's dark cloud. It is the Morning and the Evening Star. It 

shines upon the cradle of the babe, and sheds its radiance upon the quiet tomb. It is the mother of 

Art, inspirer of poet, patriot and philosopher. It is the air and light of every heart, builder of every 

home, kindler of every fire on every hearth. It was the first to dream of immortality. It fills the 

world with melody, for Music is the voice of Love. Love is the magician, the enchanter, that 

changes worthless things to joy, and makes right royal kings and queens of common clay. It is 

the perfume of the wondrous flower--the heart--and without that sacred passion, that divine 

swoon, we are less than beasts; but with it, earth is heaven and we are gods. 

 

  

 

Only for a moment, while he was copying, did he look doubtful; then: 

 

"Rats! Chances are nobody there tonight has ever read Ingersoll. Agin him. Besides I'll 

kind of change it around." 
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When President Quarles called for him, Elmer's exhortation was outlined, and he had 

changed to his Sunday-best blue serge double-breasted suit and sleeked his hair. 

 

As they departed, Jim called Elmer back from the hall to whisper, "Say, Hell-cat, you 

won't forget to give credit to Ingersoll, and to me for tipping you off, will you?" 

 

"You go to hell!" said Elmer. 
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There was a sizable and extremely curious gathering at the Y.M.C.A. All day the campus 

had debated, "Did Hell-cat really sure-enough get saved? Is he going to cut out his hell-raising?" 

 

Every man he knew was present, their gaping mouths dripping question-marks, grinning 

or doubtful. Their leers confused him, and he was angry at being introduced by Eddie Fislinger, 

president of the Y.M.C.A. 

 

He started coldly, stammering. But Ingersoll had provided the beginning of his discourse, 

and he warmed to the splendor of his own voice. He saw the audience in the curving Y.M.C.A. 

auditorium as a radiant cloud, and he began to boom confidently, he began to add to his outline 

impressive ideas which were altogether his own--except, perhaps, as he had heard them thirty or 

forty times in sermons. 

 

It sounded very well, considering. Certainly it compared well with the average mystical 

rhapsody of the pulpit. 

 

For all his slang, his cursing, his mauled plurals and singulars, Elmer had been compelled 

in college to read certain books, to hear certain lectures, all filled with flushed, florid 

polysyllables, with juicy sentiments about God, sunsets, the moral improvement inherent in a 

daily view of mountain scenery, angels, fishing for souls, fishing for fish, ideals, patriotism, 

democracy, purity, the error of Providence in creating the female leg, courage, humility, justice, 

the agricultural methods of Palestine circ. 4 A.D., the beauty of domesticity, and preachers' 

salaries. These blossoming words, these organ-like phrases, these profound notions had been 

rammed home till they stuck in his brain, ready for use. 

 

But even to the schoolboy-wearied faculty who had done the ramming, who ought to 

have seen the sources, it was still astonishing that after four years of grunting, Elmer Gantry 

should come out with these flourishes, which they took perfectly seriously, for they themselves 

had been nurtured in minute Baptist and Campbellite colleges. 

 

Not one of them considered that there could be anything comic in the spectacle of a large 

young man, divinely fitted for coal-heaving, standing up and wallowing in thick slippery words 

about Love and the Soul. They sat--young instructors not long from the farm, professors pale 

from years of napping in unaired pastoral studies--and looked at Elmer respectfully as he 

throbbed: 

 

"It's awful' hard for a fellow that's more used to bucking the line than to talking publicly 

to express how he means, but sometimes I guess maybe you think about a lot of things even if 

you don't always express how you mean, and I want to--what I want to talk about is how if a 

fellow looks down deep into things and is really square with God, and lets God fill his heart with 

higher aspirations, he sees that--he sees that Love is the one thing that can really sure-enough 

lighten all of life's dark clouds. 



 

"Yes, sir, just Love! It's the morning and evening star. It's--even in the quiet tomb, I mean 

those that are around the quiet tomb, you find it even there. What is it that inspires all great men, 

all poets and patriots and philosophers? It's Love, isn't it? What gave the world its first evidences 

of immortality? Love! It fills the world with melody, for what is music? What is music? Why! 

Music is the voice of Love!" 

 

The great President Quarles leaned back and put on his spectacles, which gave a slight 

appearance of learning to his chin-whiskered countenance, otherwise that of a small-town banker 

in 1850. He was the center of a row of a dozen initiates on the platform of the Y.M.C.A. 

auditorium, a shallow platform under a plaster half-dome. The wall behind them was thick with 

diagrams, rather like anatomical charts, showing the winning of souls in Egypt, the amount spent 

on whisky versus the amount spent on hymn-books, and the illustrated progress of a pilgrim from 

Unclean Speech through Cigarette smoking and Beer Saloons to a lively situation in which he 

beat his wife, who seemed to dislike it. Above was a large and enlightening motto: "Be not 

overcome of evil, but overcome evil with good." 

 

The whole place had that damp-straw odor characteristic of places of worship, but 

President Quarles did not, seemingly, suffer in it. All his life he had lived in tabernacles and in 

rooms devoted to thin church periodicals and thick volumes of sermons. He had a slight constant 

snuffle, but his organism was apparently adapted now to existing without air. He beamed and 

rubbed his hands, and looked with devout joy on Elmer's broad back as Elmer snapped into it, 

ever surer of himself; as he bellowed at the audience--beating them, breaking through their 

interference, making a touchdown: 

 

"What is it makes us different from the animals? The passion of Love! Without it, we are-

-in fact we are nothing; with it, earth is heaven, and we are, I mean to some extent, like God 

himself! Now that's what I wanted to explain about Love, and here's how it applies. Prob'ly 

there's a whole lot of you like myself--oh, I been doing it, I'm not going to spare myself--I been 

going along thinking I was too good, too big, too smart, for the divine love of the Savior! Say! 

Any of you ever stop and think how much you're handing yourself when you figure you can get 

along without divine intercession? Say! I suppose prob'ly you're bigger than Moses, bigger than 

St. Paul, bigger than Pastewer, that great scientist--" 

 

President Quarles was exulting, "It was a genuine conversion! But more than that! Here's 

a true discovery--my discovery! Elmer is a born preacher, once he lets himself go, and I can 

make him do it! O Lord, how mysterious are thy ways! Thou hast chosen to train our young 

brother not so much in prayer as in the mighty struggles of the Olympic field! I--thou, Lord, hast 

produced a born preacher. Some day he'll be one of our leading prophets!" 

 

The audience clapped when Elmer hammered out his conclusion: "--and you Freshmen 

will save a lot of time that I wasted if you see right now that until you know God you know--just 

nothing!" 



 

They clapped, they made their faces to shine upon him. Eddie Fislinger won him by 

sighing, "Old fellow, you got me beat at my own game like you have at your game!" There was 

much hand-shaking. None of it was more ardent than that of his recent enemy, the Latin 

professor, who breathed: 

 

"Where did you get all those fine ideas and metaphors about the Divine Love, Gantry?" 

 

"Oh," modestly, "I can't hardly call them mine, Professor. I guess I just got them by 

praying." 

 

  

 

7 

 

  

 

Judson Roberts, ex-football-star, state secretary of the Y.M.C.A., was on the train to 

Concordia, Kansas. In the vestibule he had three puffs of an illegal cigarette and crushed it out. 

 

"No, really, it wasn't so bad for him, that Elmer what's-his-name, to get converted. 

Suppose there isn't anything to it. Won't hurt him to cut out some of his bad habits for a while, 

anyway. And how do we know? Maybe the Holy Ghost does come down. No more improbable 

than electricity. I do wish I could get over this doubting! I forget it when I've got 'em going in an 

evangelistic meeting, but when I watch a big butcher like him, with that damn' silly smirk on his 

jowls--I believe I'll go into the real estate business. I don't think I'm hurting these young fellows 

any, but I do wish I could be honest. Oh, Lordy, Lordy, Lordy, I wish I had a good job selling 

real estate!" 
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Elmer walked home firmly. "Just what right has Mr. James B. Lefferts got to tell me I 

mustn't use my ability to get a crowd going? And I certainly had 'em going! Never knew I could 

spiel like that. Easy as feetball! And Prexy saying I was a born preacher! Huh!" 

 

Firmly and resentfully he came into their room, and slammed down his hat. 

 

It awoke Jim. "How'd it go over? Hand 'em out the gospel guff?" 

 



"I did!" Elmer trumpeted. "It went over, as you put it, corking. Got any objections?" 

 

He lighted the largest lamp and turned it up full, his back to Jim. 

 

No answer. When he looked about, Jim seemed asleep. 

 

At seven next morning he said forgivingly, rather patronizingly, "I'll be gone till ten--

bring you back some breakfast?" 

 

Jim answered, "No, thanks," and those were his only words that morning. 

 

When Elmer came in at ten-thirty, Jim was gone, his possessions gone. (It was no great 

moving: three suitcases of clothes, an armful of books.) There was a note on the table: 

 

 

I shall live at the College Inn the rest of this year. You can probably get Eddie Fislinger 

to live with you. You would enjoy it. It has been stimulating to watch you try to be an honest 

roughneck, but I think it would be almost too stimulating to watch you become a spiritual leader. 

 

J. B. L. 

 

  

All of Elmer's raging did not make the room seem less lonely. 
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President Quarles urged him. 

 

Elmer would, perhaps, affect the whole world if he became a minister. What glory for 

Old Terwillinger and all the shrines of Gritzmacher Springs! 

 

Eddie Fislinger urged him. 

 

"Jiminy! You'd go way beyond me! I can see you president of the Baptist convention!" 

Elmer still did not like Eddie, but he was making much now of ignoring Jim Lefferts (they met 

on the street and bowed ferociously), and he had to have some one to play valet to his virtues. 

 

The ex-minister dean of the college urged him. 

 

Where could Elmer find a profession with a better social position than the ministry--

thousands listening to him--invited to banquets and everything. So much easier than--Well, not 

exactly easier; all ministers worked arduously--great sacrifices--constant demands on their 

sympathy--heroic struggle against vice--but same time, elegant and superior work, surrounded by 

books, high thoughts, and the finest ladies in the city or country as the case might be. And 

cheaper professional training than law. With scholarships and outside preaching, Elmer could get 

through the three years of Mizpah Theological Seminary on almost nothing a year. What other 

plans had he for a career? Nothing definite? Why, looked like divine intervention; certainly did; 

let's call it settled. Perhaps he could get Elmer a scholarship the very first year-- 

 

His mother urged him. 

 

She wrote, daily, that she was longing, praying, sobbing-- 

 

Elmer urged himself. 

 

He had no prospects except the chance of reading law in the dingy office of a cousin in 

Toluca, Kansas. The only things he had against the ministry, now that he was delivered from 

Jim, were the low salaries and the fact that if ministers were caught drinking or flirting, it was 

often very hard on them. The salaries weren't so bad--he'd go to the top, of course, and maybe 

make eight or ten thousand. But the diversions--He thought about it so much that he made a 

hasty trip to Cato, and came back temporarily cured forever of any desire for wickedness. 



 

The greatest urge was his memory of holding his audience, playing on them. To move 

people--Golly! He wanted to be addressing somebody on something right now, and being 

applauded! 

 

By this time he was so rehearsed in his rôle of candidate for righteousness that it didn't 

bother him (so long as no snickering Jim was present) to use the most embarrassing theological 

and moral terms in the presence of Eddie or the president; and without one grin he rolled out 

dramatic speeches about "the duty of every man to lead every other man to Christ," and "the 

historic position of the Baptists as the one true Scriptural Church, practising immersion, as taught 

by Christ himself." 

 

He was persuaded. He saw himself as a white-browed and star-eyed young evangel, 

wearing a new frock coat, standing up in a pulpit and causing hundreds of beautiful women to 

weep with conviction and rush down to clasp his hand. 

 

But there was one barrier, extremely serious. They all informed him that select though he 

was as sacred material, before he decided he must have a mystic experience known as a Call. 

God himself must appear and call him to service, and conscious though Elmer was now of his 

own powers and the excellence of the church, he saw no more of God about the place than in his 

worst days of unregeneracy. 

 

He asked the president and the dean if they had had a Call. Oh, yes, certainly; but they 

were vague about practical tips as to how to invite a Call and recognize it when it came. He was 

reluctant to ask Eddie--Eddie would be only too profuse with tips, and want to kneel down and 

pray with him, and generally be rather damp and excitable and messy. 

 

The Call did not come, not for weeks, with Easter past and no decision as to what he was 

going to do next year. 
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Spring on the prairie, high spring. Lilacs masked the speckled brick and stucco of the 

college buildings, spiræa made a flashing wall, and from the Kansas fields came soft airs and the 

whistle of meadow larks. 

 

Students loafed at their windows, calling down to friends; they played catch on the 

campus; they went bareheaded and wrote a great deal of poetry; and the Terwillinger baseball 

team defeated Fogelquist College. 



 

Still Elmer did not receive his divine Call. 

 

By day, playing catch, kicking up his heels, belaboring his acquaintances, singing "The 

happiest days that ever were, we knew at old Terwillinger" on a fence fondly believed to 

resemble the Yale fence, or tramping by himself through the minute forest of cottonwood and 

willow by Tunker Creek, he expanded with the expanding year and knew happiness. 

 

The nights were unadulterated hell. 

 

He felt guilty that he had no Call, and he went to the president about it in mid-May. 

 

Dr. Quarles was thoughtful, and announced; 

 

"Brother Elmer, the last thing I'd ever want to do, in fairness to the spirit of the ministry, 

would be to create an illusion of a Call when there was none present. That would be like the 

pagan hallucinations worked on the poor suffering followers of Roman Catholicism. Whatever 

else he may be, a Baptist preacher must be free from illusions; he must found his work on good 

hard scientific facts--the proven facts of the Bible, and substitutionary atonement, which even 

pragmatically we know to be true, because it works. No, no! But at the same time I feel sure the 

voice of God is calling you, if you can but hear it, and I want to help you lift the veil of 

worldliness which still, no doubt, deafens your inner ear. Will you come to my house tomorrow 

evening? We'll take the matter to the Lord in prayer." 

 

It was all rather dreadful. 

 

That kindly spring evening, with a breeze fresh in the branches of the sycamores, 

President Quarles had shut the windows and drawn the blinds in his living-room, an apartment 

filled with crayon portraits of Baptist worthies, red-plush chairs, and leaded-glass unit bookcases 

containing the lay writings of the more poetic clergy. The president had gathered as assistants in 

prayer the more aged and fundamentalist ex-pastors on the faculty and the more milky and 

elocutionary of the Y.M.C.A. leaders, headed by Eddie Fislinger. 

 

When Elmer entered, they were on their knees, their arms on the seats of reversed chairs, 

their heads bowed, all praying aloud and together. They looked up at him like old women 

surveying the bride. He wanted to bolt. Then the president nabbed him, and had him down on his 

knees, suffering and embarrassed and wondering what the devil to pray about. 

 

They took turns at telling God what he ought to do in the case of "our so ardently and 

earnestly seeking brother." 

 

"Now will you lift your voice in prayer, Brother Elmer? Just let yourself go. Remember 

we're all with you, all loving and helping you," grated the president. 



 

They crowded near him. The president put his stiff old arm about Elmer's shoulder. It felt 

like a dry bone, and the president smelled of kerosene. Eddie crowded up on the other side and 

nuzzled against him. The others crept in, patting him. It was horribly hot in that room, and they 

were so close--he felt as if he were tied down in a hospital ward. He looked up and saw the long 

shaven face, the thin tight lips, of a minister . . . whom he was now to emulate. 

 

He prickled with horror, but he tried to pray. He wailed, "O blessed Lord, help me to--

help me to--" 

 

He had an enormous idea. He sprang up. He cried, "Say, I think the spirit is beginning to 

work and maybe if I just went out and took a short walk and kinda prayed by myself, while you 

stayed here and prayed for me, it might help." 

 

"I don't think that would be the way," began the president, but the most aged faculty-

member suggested, "Maybe it's the Lord's guidance. We hadn't ought to interfere with the Lord's 

guidance, Brother Quarles." 

 

"That's so, that's so," the president announced. "You have your walk, Brother Elmer, and 

pray hard, and we'll stay here and besiege the throne of grace for you." 

 

Elmer blundered out into the fresh clean air. 

 

Whatever happened, he was never going back! How he hated their soft, crawly, wet 

hands! 

 

He had notions of catching the last train to Cato and getting solacingly drunk. No. He'd 

lose his degree, just a month off now, and be cramped later in appearing as a real, high-class, 

college-educated lawyer. 

 

Lose it, then! Anything but go back to their crawling creepy hands, their aged breathing 

by his ear-- 

 

He'd get hold of somebody and say he felt sick and send him back to tell Prexy and sneak 

off to bed. Cinch! He just wouldn't get his Call, just pass it up, by Jiminy, and not have to go into 

the ministry. 

 

But to lose the chance to stand before thousands and stir them by telling about divine love 

and the evening and morning star--If he could just stand it till he got through theological 

seminary and was on the job--Then, if any Eddie Fislinger tried to come into his study and 

breathe down his neck--throw him out, by golly! 

 



He was conscious that he was leaning against a tree, tearing down twigs, and that facing 

him under a street-lamp was Jim Lefferts. 

 

"You look sick, Hell-cat," said Jim. 

 

Elmer strove for dignity, then broke, with a moaning, "Oh, I am! What did I ever get into 

this religious fix for?" 

 

"What they doing to you? Never mind; don't tell me. You need a drink." 

 

"By God, I do!" 

 

"I've got a quart of first-rate corn whisky from a moonshiner I've dug up out here in the 

country, and my room's right in this block. Come along." 

 

Through his first drink, Elmer was quiet, bewildered, vaguely leaning on the Jim who 

would guide him away from this horror. 

 

But he was out of practice in drinking, and the whisky took hold with speed. By the 

middle of the second glass he was boasting of his ecclesiastical eloquence, he was permitting Jim 

to know that never in Terwillinger College had there appeared so promising an orator, that right 

now they were there praying for him, waiting for him, the president and the whole outfit! 

 

"But," with a slight return of apology, "I suppose prob'ly you think maybe I hadn't ought 

to go back to 'em." 

 

Jim was standing by the open window, saying slowly, "No. I think now--You'd better go 

back. I've got some peppermints. They'll fix your breath, more or less. Good-by, Hell-cat." 

 

He had won even over old Jim! 

 

He was master of the world, and only a very little bit drunk. 

 

He stepped out high and happy. Everything was extremely beautiful. How high the trees 

were! What a wonderful drugstore window, with all those glossy new magazine covers! That 

distant piano--magic. What exquisite young women the co-eds! What lovable and sturdy men the 

students! He was at peace with everything. What a really good fellow he was! He'd lost all his 

meannesses. How kind he'd been to that poor lonely sinner, Jim Lefferts. Others might despair of 

Jim's soul--he never would. 

 

Poor old Jim. His room had looked terrible--that narrow little room with a cot, all in 

disorder, a pair of shoes and a corncob pipe lying on a pile of books. Poor Jim. He'd forgive him. 

Go around and clean up the room for him. 



 

(Not that Elmer had ever cleaned up their former room.) 

 

Gee, what a lovely spring night! How corking those old boys were, Prexy and everybody, 

to give up an evening and pray for him! 

 

Why was it he felt so fine? Of course! The Call had come! God had come to him, though 

just spiritually, not corporeally, so far as he remembered. It had come! He could go ahead and 

rule the world! 

 

He dashed into the president's house; he shouted from the door, erect, while they knelt 

and looked up at him mousily, "It's come! I feel it in everything! God just opened my eyes and 

made me feel what a wonderful ole world it is, and it was just like I could hear his voice saying, 

'Don't you want to love everybody and help them to be happy? Do you want to just go along 

being selfish, or have you got a longing to--to help everybody?'" 

 

He stopped. They had listened silently, with interested grunts of "Amen, Brother." 

 

"Honest, it was awful' impressive. Somehow, something has made me feel so much better 

than when I went away from here. I'm sure it was a real Call. Don't you think so, President?" 

 

"Oh, I'm sure of it!" the president ejaculated, getting up hastily and rubbing his knees. 

 

"I feel that all is right with our brother; that he has now, this sacred moment, heard the 

voice of God, and is entering upon the highest calling in the sight of God," the president 

observed to the dean. "Don't you feel so?" 

 

"God be praised," said the dean, and looked at his watch. 
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On their way home, they two alone, the oldest faculty-member said to the dean, "Yes, it 

was a fine gratifying moment. And--herumph!--slightly surprising. I'd hardly thought that young 

Gantry would go on being content with the mild blisses of salvation. Herumph! Curious smell of 

peppermint he had about him." 

 

"I suppose he stopped at the drug-store during his walk and had a soft drink of some kind. 

Don't know, Brother," said the dean, "that I approve of these soft drinks. Innocent in themselves, 



but they might lead to carelessness in beverages. A man who drinks ginger ale--how are you 

going to impress on him the terrible danger of drinking ale?" 

 

"Yes, yes," said the oldest faculty-member (he was sixty-eight, to the dean's boyish 

sixty). "Say, Brother, how do you feel about young Gantry? About his entering the ministry? I 

know you did well in the pulpit before you came here, as I more or less did myself, but if you 

were a boy of twenty-one or -two, do you think you'd become a preacher now, way things are?" 

 

"Why, Brother!" grieved the dean. "Certainly I would! What a question! What would 

become of all our work at Terwillinger, all our ideals in opposition to the heathenish large 

universities, if the ministry weren't the highest ideal--" 

 

"I know. I know. I just wonder sometimes--All the new vocations that are coming up. 

Medicine. Advertising. World just going it! I tell you, Dean, in another forty years, by 1943, men 

will be up in the air in flying machines, going maybe a hundred miles an hour!" 

 

"My dear fellow, if the Lord had meant men to fly, he'd have given us wings." 

 

"But there are prophecies in the Book--" 

 

"Those refer purely to spiritual and symbolic flying. No, no! Never does to oppose the 

clear purpose of the Bible, and I could dig you out a hundred texts that show unquestionably that 

the Lord intends us to stay right here on earth till that day when we shall be upraised in the body 

with him." 

 

"Herumph! Maybe. Well, here's my corner. Good night, Brother." 

 

The dean came into his house. It was a small house. 

 

"How'd it go?" asked his wife. 

 

"Splendid. Young Gantry seemed to feel an unmistakable divine call. Something struck 

him that just uplifted him. He's got a lot of power. Only--" 

 

The dean irritably sat down in a cane-seated rocker, jerked off his shoes, grunted, drew 

on his slippers. 

 

"Only, hang it, I simply can't get myself to like him! Emma, tell me: If I were his age 

now, do you think I'd go into the ministry, as things are today?" 

 

"Why, Henry! What in the world ever makes you say a thing like that? Of course you 

would! Why, if that weren't the case--What would our whole lives mean, all we've given up and 

everything?" 



 

"Oh, I know. I just get to thinking. Sometimes I wonder if we've given up so much. Don't 

hurt even a preacher to face himself! After all, those two years when I was in the carpet business, 

before I went to the seminary, I didn't do very well. Maybe I wouldn't have made any more than I 

do now. But if I could--Suppose I could've been a great chemist? Wouldn't that (mind you, I'm 

just speculating, as a student of psychology)--wouldn't that conceivably be better than year after 

year of students with the same confounded problems over and over again--and always so pleased 

and surprised and important about them!--or year after year again of standing in the pulpit and 

knowing your congregation don't remember what you've said seven minutes after you've said it?" 

 

"Why, Henry, I don't know what's gotten into you! I think you better do a little praying 

yourself instead of picking on this poor young Gantry! Neither you nor I could ever have been 

happy except in a Baptist church or a real cover-to-cover Baptist college." 

 

The dean's wife finished darning the towels and went up to say good-night to her parents. 

 

They had lived with her since her father's retirement, at seventy-five, from his country 

pastorate. He had been a missionary in Missouri before the Civil War. 

 

Her lips had been moving, her eyebrows working, as she darned the towels; her eyebrows 

were still creased as she came into their room and shrieked at her father's deafness: 

 

"Time to go to bed, Papa. And you, Mama." 

 

They were nodding on either side of a radiator unheated for months. 

 

"All right, Emmy," piped the ancient. 

 

"Say Papa--Tell me: I've been thinking: If you were just a young man today, would you 

go into the ministry?" 

 

"Course I would! What an idea! Most glorious vocation young man could have. Idea! 

G'night, Emmy!" 

 

But as his ancient wife sighingly removed her corsets, she complained, "Don't know as 

you would or not--if I was married to you--which ain't any too certain, a second time--and if I 

had anything to say about it." 

 

"Which is certain! Don't be foolish. Course I would." 

 

"I don't know. Fifty years I had of it, and I never did get so I wa'n't just mad clear through 

when the ladies of the church came poking around, criticizing me for every little tidy I put on the 

chairs, and talking something terrible if I had a bonnet or a shawl that was the least mite tasty. 



''Twa'n't suitable for a minister's wife.' Drat 'em! And I always did like a bonnet with some nice 

bright colors. Oh, I've done a right smart of thinking about it. You always were a powerful 

preacher, but's I've told you--" 

 

"You have!" 

 

"--I never could make out how, if when you were in the pulpit you really knew so much 

about all these high and mighty and mysterious things, how it was when you got home you never 

knew enough, and you never could learn enough, to find the hammer or make a nice piece of 

corn-bread or add up a column of figures twice alike or find Oberammergau on the map of 

Austria!" 

 

"Germany, woman! I'm sleepy!" 

 

"And all these years of having to pretend to be so good when we were just common folks 

all the time! Ain't you glad you can just be simple folks now?" 

 

"Maybe it is restful. But that's not saying I wouldn't do it over again." The old man 

ruminated a long while. "I think I would. Anyway, no use discouraging these young people from 

entering the ministry. Somebody got to preach the gospel truth, ain't they?" 

 

"I suppose so. Oh, dear. Fifty years since I married a preacher! And if I could still only be 

sure about the virgin birth! Now don't you go explaining! Laws, the number of times you've 

explained! I know it's true--it's in the Bible. If I could only believe it! But-- 

 

"I would of liked to had you try your hand at politics. If I could of been, just once, to a 

senator's house, to a banquet or something, just once, in a nice bright red dress with gold 

slippers, I'd of been willing to go back to alpaca and scrubbing floors, and listening to you 

rehearsing your sermons, out in the stable, to that old mare we had for so many years--oh, laws, 

how long is it she's been dead now? Must be--yes, it's twenty-seven years-- 

 

"Why is that it's only in religion that the things you got to believe are agin all experience? 

Now drat it, don't you go and quote that 'I believe because it is impossible' thing at me again! 

Believe because it's impossible! Huh! Just like a minister! 

 

"Oh, dear, I hope I don't live long enough to lose my faith. Seems like the older I get, the 

less I'm excited over all these preachers that talk about hell only they never saw it. 

 

"Twenty-seven years! And we had that old hoss so long before that. My how she could 

kick--Busted that buggy--" 

 

They were both asleep. 
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In the cottonwood grove by the muddy river, three miles west of Paris, Kansas, the godly 

were gathered with lunch-baskets, linen dusters, and moist unhappy babies for the all-day 

celebration. Brothers Elmer Gantry and Edward Fislinger had been licensed to preach before, but 

now they were to be ordained as full-fledged preachers, as Baptist ministers. 

 

They had come home from distant Mizpah Theological Seminary for ordination by their 

own council of churches, the Kayooska River Baptist Association. Both of them had another year 

to go out of the three-year seminary course, but by the more devout and rural brethren it is 

considered well to ordain the clerics early, so that even before they attain infallible wisdom they 

may fill backwoods pulpits and during week-ends do good works with divine authority. 

 

His vacation after college Elmer had spent on a farm; during vacation after his first year 

in seminary he had been supervisor in a boys' camp; now, after ordination, he was to supply at 

the smaller churches in his corner of Kansas. 

 

During his second year of seminary, just finished, he had been more voluminously bored 

than ever at Terwillinger. Constantly he had thought of quitting, but after his journeys to the city 

of Monarch, where he was in closer relation to fancy ladies and to bartenders than one would 

have desired in a holy clerk, he got a second wind in his resolve to lead a pure life, and so 

managed to keep on toward perfection, as symbolized by the degree of Bachelor of Divinity. 

 

But if he had been bored, he had acquired professional training. 

 

He was able now to face any audience and to discourse authoritatively on any subject 

whatever, for any given time to the second, without trembling and without any errors of speech 

beyond an infrequent "ain't" or "he don't." He had an elegant vocabulary. He knew eighteen 

synonyms for sin, half of them very long and impressive, and the others very short and explosive 

and minatory--minatory being one of his own best words, constantly useful in terrifying the as 

yet imaginary horde of sinners gathered before him. 

 

He was no longer embarrassed by using the most intimate language about God; without 

grinning he could ask a seven-year-old-boy, "Don't you want to give up your vices?" and without 

flinching, he could look a tobacco salesman in the eye and demand, "Have you ever knelt before 

the throne of grace?" 

 



Whatever worldly expressions he might use in sub rosa conversations with the less 

sanctified theological students, such as Harry Zenz, who was the most confirmed atheist in the 

school, in public he never so much as said "doggone" and he had on tap, for immediate and 

skilled use, a number of such phrases as "Brother, I am willing to help you find religion," "My 

whole life is a testimonial to my faith," "To the inner eye there is no trouble in comprehending 

the threefold nature of divinity," "We don't want any long-faced Christians in this church--the 

fellow that's been washed in the blood of the Lamb is just so happy he goes 'round singing and 

hollering hallelujah all day long," and "Come on now, all get together, and let's make this the 

biggest collection this church has ever seen." He could explain foreordination thoroughly, and he 

used the words "baptizo" and "Athanasian." 

 

He would, perhaps, be less orchestral, less Palladian, when he had been in practise for a 

year or two after graduation and discovered that the hearts of men are vile, their habits low, and 

that they are unwilling to hand the control of all those habits over to the parson. But he would 

recover again, and he was a promise of what he might be in twenty years, as a ten-thousand-

dollar seer. 

 

He had grown broader, his glossy hair, longer than at Terwillinger, was brushed back 

from his heavy white brow, his nails were oftener clean, and his speech was Jovian. It was more 

sonorous, more measured and pontifical; he could, and did, reveal his interested knowledge of 

your secret moral diabetes merely by saying, "How are we today, Brother?" 

 

And though he had almost flunked in Greek, his thesis on "Sixteen Ways of Paying a 

Church Debt" had won the ten-dollar prize in Practical Theology. 
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He walked among the Kayooska Valley communicants, beside his mother. She was a 

small-town business woman; she was not unduly wrinkled or shabby; indeed she wore a good 

little black hat and a new brown silk frock with a long gold chain; but she was inconspicuous 

beside his bulk and sober magnificence. 

 

He wore for the ceremony a new double-breasted suit of black broadcloth, and new black 

shoes. So did Eddie Fislinger, along with a funereal tie and a black wide felt hat, like a Texas 

congressman's. But Elmer was more daring. Had he not understood that he must show dignity, he 

would have indulged himself in the gaudiness for which he had a talent. He had compromised by 

buying a beautiful light gray felt hat in Chicago, on his way home, and he had ventured on a red-

bordered gray silk handkerchief, which gave a pleasing touch of color to his sober chest. 

 



But he had left off, for the day, the large opal ring surrounded by almost gold serpents for 

which he had lusted and to which he had yielded when in liquor, in the city of Monarch. 

 

He walked as an army with banners, he spoke like a trombone, he gestured widely with 

his large blanched thick hand; and his mother, on his arm, looked up in ecstasy. He wafted her 

among the crowd, affable as a candidate for probate judgeship, and she was covered with the 

fringes of his glory. 

 

For the ordination, perhaps two hundred Baptist laymen and laywomen and at least two 

hundred babies had come in from neighboring congregations by buckboard, democrat wagon, 

and buggy. (It was 1905; there was as yet no Ford nearer than Fort Scott.) They were honest, 

kindly, solid folk; farmers and blacksmiths and cobblers; men with tanned deep-lined faces, 

wearing creased "best suits"; the women, deep bosomed or work-shriveled, in clean gingham. 

There was one village banker, very chatty and democratic, in a new crash suit. They milled like 

cattle, in dust up to their shoe laces, and dust veiled them, in the still heat, under the dusty 

branches of the cottonwoods from which floated shreds to catch and glisten on the rough fabric 

of their clothes. 

 

Six preachers had combined to assist the Paris parson in his ceremony, and one of them 

was no less than the Rev. Dr. Ingle, come all the way from St. Joe, where he was said to have a 

Sunday School of six hundred. As a young man--very thin and eloquent in a frock coat--Dr. Ingle 

had for six months preached in Paris, and Mrs. Gantry remembered him as her favorite minister. 

He had been so kind to her when she was ill; had come in to read "Ben Hur" aloud, and tell 

stories to a chunky little Elmer given to hiding behind furniture and heaving vegetables at 

visitors. 

 

"Well, well, Brother, so this is the little tad I used to know as a shaver! Well, you always 

were a good little mannie, and they tell me that now you're a consecrated young man--that you're 

destined to do a great work for the Lord," Dr. Ingle greeted Elmer. 

 

"Thank you, Doctor. Pray for me. It's an honor to have you come from your great 

church," said Elmer. 

 

"Not a bit of trouble. On my way to Colorado--I've taken a cabin way up in the mountains 

there--glorious view--sunsets--painted by the Lord himself. My congregation have been so good 

as to give me two months' vacation. Wish you could pop up there for a while, Brother Elmer." 

 

"I wish I could, Doctor, but I have to try in my humble way to keep the fires burning 

around here." 

 

Mrs. Gantry was panting. To have her little boy discoursing with Dr. Ingle as though they 

were equals! To hear him talking like a preacher--just as natural! And some day--Elmer with a 

famous church; with a cottage in Colorado for the summer; married to a dear pious little woman, 



with half a dozen children; and herself invited to join them for the summer; all of them kneeling 

in family prayers, led by Elmer . . . though it was true Elmer declined to hold family prayers just 

now; said he'd had too much of it in seminary all year . . . too bad, but she'd keep on coaxing . . . 

and if he just would stop smoking, as she had begged and besought him to do . . . well, perhaps if 

he didn't have a few naughtinesses left, he wouldn't hardly be her little boy any more. . . . How 

she'd had to scold once upon a time to get him to wash his hands and put on the nice red woolen 

wristlets she'd knitted for him! 

 

No less satisfying to her was the way in which Elmer impressed all their neighbors. 

Charley Watley, the house-painter, commander of the Ezra P. Nickerson Post of the G.A.R. of 

Paris, who had always pulled his white mustache and grunted when she had tried to explain 

Elmer's hidden powers of holiness, took her aside to admit: "You were right, Sister; he makes a 

find upstanding young man of God." 

 

They encountered that town problem, Hank McVittle, the druggist. Elmer and he had 

been mates; together they had stolen sugar-corn, drunk hard cider, and indulged in haymow 

venery. Hank was a small red man, with a lascivious and knowing eye. It was certain that he had 

come today only to laugh at Elmer. 

 

They met face on, and Hank observed, "Morning, Mrs. Gantry. Well, Elmy, going to be a 

preacher, eh?" 

 

"I am, Hank." 

 

"Like it?" Hank was grinning and scratching his cheek with a freckled hand; other 

unsanctified Parisians were listening. 

 

Elmer boomed, "I do, Hank. I love it! I love the ways of the Lord, and I don't ever 

propose to put my foot into any others! Because I've tasted the fruit of evil, Hank--you know 

that. And there's nothing to it. What fun we had, Hank, was nothing to the peace and joy I feel 

now. I'm kind of sorry for you, my boy." He loomed over Hank, dropped his paw heavily on his 

shoulder. "Why don't you try to get right with God? Or maybe you're smarter than he is!" 

 

"Never claimed to be anything of the sort!" snapped Hank, and in that testiness Elmer 

triumphed, his mother exulted. 

 

She was sorry to see how few were congratulating Eddie Fislinger, who was also milling, 

but motherless, inconspicuous, meek to the presiding clergy. 

 

Old Jewkins, humble, gentle old farmer, inched up to murmur, "Like to shake your hand, 

Brother Elmer. Mighty fine to see you chosen thus and put aside for the work of the Lord. 

Jiggity! T'think I remember you as knee-high to a grasshopper! I suppose you study a lot of 

awful learned books now." 



 

"They make us work good and hard, Brother Jewkins. They give us pretty deep stuff: 

hermeneutics, chrestomathy, pericopes, exegesis, homiletics, liturgies, isagogics, Greek and 

Hebrew and Aramaic, hymnology, apologetics--oh, a good deal." 

 

"Well! I should say so!" worshiped old Jewkins, while Mrs. Gantry marveled to find 

Elmer even more profound than she had thought, and Elmer reflected proudly that he really did 

know what all but a couple of the words meant. 

 

"My!" sighed his mother. "You're getting so educated, I declare t' goodness pretty soon I 

won't hardly dare to talk to you!" 

 

"Oh, no. There'll never come a time when you and I won't be the best of pals, or when I 

won't need the inspiration of your prayers!" said Elmer Gantry melodiously, with refined but 

manly laughter. 
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They were assembling on benches, wagon-seats and boxes for the ceremony of 

ordination. 

 

The pulpit was a wooden table with a huge Bible and a pitcher of lemonade. Behind it 

were seven rocking chairs for the clergy, and just in front, two hard wooden chairs for the 

candidates. 

 

The present local pastor, Brother Dinger, was a meager man, slow of speech and given to 

long prayers. He rapped on the table. "We will, uh, we will now begin." 

 

. . . Elmer, looking handsome on a kitchen chair in front of the rows of flushed hot faces. 

He stopped fretting that his shiny new black shoes were dust-gray. His heart pounded. He was in 

for it! No escape! He was going to be a pastor! Last chance for Jim Lefferts, and Lord knew 

where Jim was. He couldn't--His shoulder muscles were rigid. Then they relaxed wearily, as 

though he had struggled to satiety, while Brother Dinger went on: 

 

"Well, we'll start with the usual, uh, examination of our young brothers, and the brethren 

have, uh, they've been good enough, uh, to let me, uh, in whose charge one, uh, one of these fine 

young brothers has always lived and made his home--to let me, uh, let me ask the questions. 

Now, Brother Gantry, do you believe fully and whole-heartedly in baptism by immersion?" 

 



Elmer was thinking, "What a rotten pulpit voice the poor duck has," but aloud he was 

rumbling: 

 

"I believe, Brother, and I've been taught, that possibly a man might be saved if he'd just 

been baptized by sprinkling or pouring, but only if he were ignorant of the truth. Of course 

immersion is the only Scriptural way--if we're really going to be like Christ, we must be buried 

with him in baptism." 

 

"That's fine, Brother Gantry. Praise God! Now, Brother Fislinger, do you believe in the 

final perseverance of the saints?" 

 

Eddie's eager but cracked voice explaining--on--on--somniferous as the locusts in the 

blazing fields across the Kayooska River. As there is no hierarchy in the Baptist Church, but only 

a free association of like-minded local churches, so are there no canonical forms of procedure, 

but only customs. The ceremony of ordination is not a definite rite; it may vary as the local 

associations will, and ordination is conferred not by any bishop but by the general approval of 

the churches in an association. 

 

The questions were followed by the "charge to the candidates," a tremendous discourse 

by the great Dr. Ingle, in which he commended study, light meals, and helping the sick by going 

and reading texts to them. Every one joined then in a tremendous basket-lunch on long plank 

tables by the cool river . . . banana layer cake, doughnuts, fried chicken, chocolate layer cake, 

scalloped potatoes, hermit cookies, cocoa-nut layer cake, pickled tomato preserves, on plates 

which skidded about the table, with coffee poured into saucerless cups from a vast tin pot, 

inevitably scalding at least one child, who howled. There were hearty shouts of "Pass the lemon 

pie, Sister Skiff," and "That was a fine discourse of Brother Ingle's," and "Oh, dear, I dropped 

my spoon and an ant got on it--well, I'll just wipe it on my apron--that was fine, the way Brother 

Gantry explained how the Baptist Church has existed ever since Bible days." . . . Boys bathing, 

shrieking, splashing one another. . . . Boys getting into the poison ivy. . . . Boys becoming so 

infected with the poison ivy that they would turn spotty and begin to swell within seven hours. . . 

. Dr. Ingle enthusiastically telling the other clergy of his trip to the Holy Land. . . . Elmer lying 

about his fondness for the faculty of his theological seminary. 

 

Reassembled after lunch, Brother Tusker, minister of the largest congregation in the 

association, gave the "charge to the churches." This was always the juiciest and most scandalous 

and delightful part of the ordination ceremony. In it the clergy had a chance to get back at the 

parishioners who, as large contributors, as guaranteed saints, had all year been nagging them. 

 

Here were these fine young men going into the ministry, said Brother Tusker. Well, it 

was up to them to help. Brother Gantry and Brother Fislinger were leaping with the joy of 

sacrifice and learning. Then let the churches give 'em a chance, and not make' em spend all the 

time hot-footing it around, as some older preachers had to do, raising their own salaries! Let 



folks quit criticizing; let 'em appreciate godly lives and the quickening word once in a while, 

instead of ham-ham-hammering their preachers all day long! 

 

And certain of the parties who criticized the preachers' wives for idleness--funny the way 

some of them seemed to have so much time to gad around and notice things and spread scandal! 

T'wa'n't only the menfolks that the Savior was thinking of when he talked about them that were 

without sin being the only folks that were qualified to heave any rocks! 

 

The other preachers leaned back in their chairs and tried to look casual, and hoped that 

Brother Tusker was going to bear down even a lee-tle heavier on that matter of raising salaries. 

 

In his sermon and the concluding ordination prayer Brother Knoblaugh (of Barkinsville) 

summed up, for the benefit of Elmer Gantry, Eddie Fislinger, and God, the history of the 

Baptists, the importance of missions, and the peril of not reading the Bible before breakfast daily. 

 

Through this long prayer, the visiting pastors stood with their hands on the heads of 

Elmer and Eddie. 

 

There was a grotesque hitch at first. Most of the ministers were little men who could no 

more than reach up to Elmer's head. They stood strained and awkward and unecclesiastical, these 

shabby good men, before the restless audience. There was a giggle. Elmer had a dramatic flash. 

He knelt abruptly, and Eddie, peering and awkward, followed him. 

 

In the powdery gray dust Elmer knelt, ignoring it. On his head were the worn hands of 

three veteran preachers, and suddenly he was humble, for a moment he was veritably being 

ordained to the priestly service of God. 

 

He had been only impatient till this instant. In the chapels at Mizpah and Terwillinger he 

had heard too many famous visiting pulpiteers to be impressed by the rustic eloquence of the 

Kayooska Association. But he felt now their diffident tenderness, their unlettered fervor--these 

poverty-twisted parsons who believed, patient in their bare and baking tabernacles, that they 

were saving the world, and who wistfully welcomed the youths that they themselves had been. 

 

For the first time in weeks Elmer prayed not as an exhibition but sincerely, passionately, 

savoring righteousness: 

 

"Dear God--I'll get down to it--not show off but just think of thee--do good--God help 

me!" 

 

Coolness fluttered the heavy dust-caked leaves, and as the sighing crowd creaked up from 

their benches, Elmer Gantry stood confident . . . ordained minister of the gospel. 

  



CHAPTER VI 

  

 

1 

 

  

 

The state of Winnemac lies between Pittsburgh and Chicago, and in Winnemac, perhaps 

a hundred miles south of the city of Zenith, is Babylon, a town which suggests New England 

more than the Middle West. Large elms shade it, there are white pillars beyond lilac bushes, and 

round about the town is a serenity unknown on the gusty prairies. 

 

Here is Mizpah Theological Seminary, of the Northern Baptists. (There is a Northern and 

Southern convention of this distinguished denomination, because before the Civil War the 

Northern Baptists proved by the Bible, unanswerably, that slavery was wrong; and the Southern 

Baptists proved by the Bible, irrefutably, that slavery was the will of God.) 

 

The three buildings of the seminary are attractive; brick with white cupolas, green blinds 

at the small-paned wide windows. But within they are bare, with hand-rubbings along the plaster 

walls, with portraits of missionaries and ragged volumes of sermons. 

 

The large structure is the dormitory, Elizabeth J. Schmutz Hall--known to the less 

reverent as Smut Hall. 

 

Here lived Elmer Gantry, now ordained but completing the last year of work for his 

Bachelor of Divinity degree, a commodity of value in bargaining with the larger churches. 

 

There were only sixteen left now of his original class of thirty-five. The others had 

dropped out, for rural preaching, life insurance, or a melancholy return to plowing. There was no 

one with whom he wanted to live, and he dwelt sulkily in a single room, with a cot, a Bible, a 

portrait of his mother, and with a copy of "What a Young Man Ought to Know," concealed 

inside his one starched pulpit shirt. 

 

He disliked most of his class. They were too rustic or too pious, too inquisitive about his 

monthly trips to the city of Monarch or simply too dull. Elmer liked the company of what he 

regarded as intellectual people. He never understood what they were saying, but to hear them 

saying it made him feel superior. 

 

The group which he most frequented gathered in the room of Frank Shallard and Don 

Pickens, the large corner room on the second floor of Smut Hall. 

 



It was not an esthetic room. Though Frank Shallard might have come to admire pictures, 

great music, civilized furniture, he had been trained to regard them as worldly, and to content 

himself with art which "presented a message," to regard "Les Miserables" as superior because the 

bishop was a kind man, and "The Scarlet Letter" as a poor book because the heroine was sinful 

and the author didn't mind. 

 

The walls were of old plaster, cracked and turned deathly gray, marked with the blood of 

mosquitoes and bed-bugs slain in portentous battles long ago by theologians now gone forth to 

bestow their thus uplifted visions on a materialistic world. The bed was a skeleton of rusty iron 

bars, sagging in the center, with a comforter which was not too clean. Trunks were in the 

corners, and the wardrobe was a row of hooks behind a calico curtain. The grass matting was 

slowly dividing into separate strands, and under the study table it had been scuffed through to the 

cheap pine flooring. 

 

The only pictures were Frank's steel engraving of Roger Williams, his framed and pansy-

painted copy of "Pippa Passes," and Don Pickens' favorite, a country church by winter 

moonlight, with tinsel snow, which sparkled delightfully. The only untheological books were 

Frank's poets: Wordsworth, Longfellow, Tennyson, Browning, in standard volumes, fine-printed 

and dismal, and one really dangerous papist document, his "Imitation of Christ," about which 

there was argument at least once a week. 

 

In his room squatting on straight chairs, the trunks, and the bed, on a November evening 

in 1905, were five young men besides Elmer and Eddie Fislinger. Eddie did not really belong to 

the group, but he persisted in following Elmer, feeling that not even yet was everything quite 

right with the brother. 

 

"A preacher has got to be just as husky and pack just as good a wallop as a prize-fighter. 

He ought to be able to throw out any roughneck that tries to interrupt his meetings, and still 

more, strength makes such a hit with the women in his congregation--of course I don't mean it 

any wrong way," said Wallace Umstead. 

 

Wallace was a student-instructor, head of the minute seminary gymnasium and "director 

of physical culture"; a young man who had a military mustache and who did brisk things on 

horizontal bars. He was a state university B.A. and graduate of a physical-training school. He 

was going into Y.M.C.A. work when he should have a divinity degree, and he was fond of 

saying, "Oh, I'm still one of the boys, you know, even if I am a prof." 

 

"That's right," agreed Elmer Gantry. "Say, I had--I was holding a meeting at Grauten, 

Kansas, last summer, and there was a big boob that kept interrupting, so I just jumped down from 

the platform and went up to him, and he says, 'Say, Parson,' he says, 'Can you tell us what the 

Almighty wants us to do about prohibition, considering he told Paul to take some wine for his 

stomach's sake?' 'I don't know as I can,' I says, 'but you want to remember he also commanded us 

to cast out devils!' and I yanked that yahoo out of his seat and threw him out on his ear, and say, 



the whole crowd--well, there weren't so awfully many there, but they certainly did give him the 

ha-ha! You bet. And to be husky makes a hit with the whole congregation, men's well as women. 

But there's more'n one high-toned preacher that got his pulpit because the deacons felt he could 

lick 'em. Of course praying and all that is all O.K., but you got to be practical! We're here to do 

good, but first you have to cinch a job that you can do good in!" 

 

"You're commercial!" protested Eddie Fislinger, and Frank Shallard: "Good heavens, 

Gantry, is that all your religion means to you?" 

 

"Besides," said Horace Carp, "you have the wrong angle. It isn't mere brute force that 

appeals to women--to congregations. It's a beautiful voice. I don't envy you your bulk, Elmer--

besides, you're going to get fat--" 

 

"I am like hell!" 

 

"--but what I could do with that voice of yours! I'd have 'em all weeping! I'd read 'em 

poetry from the pulpit!" 

 

Horace Carp was the one High Churchman in the Seminary. He was a young man who 

resembled a water spaniel, who concealed Saints' images, incense, and a long piece of scarlet 

brocade in his room, and who wore a purple velvet smoking-jacket. He was always raging 

because his father, a wholesale plumber and pious, had threatened to kick him out if he went to 

an Episcopal seminary instead of a Baptist fortress. 

 

"Yes, you prob'ly would read 'em poetry!" said Elmer. "That's the trouble with you high-

falutin' guys. You think you can get people by a lot of poetry and junk. What gets 'em and holds 

'em and brings 'em to their pews every Sunday is the straight gospel--and it don't hurt one bit to 

scare 'em into being righteous with the good old-fashioned Hell!" 

 

"You bet--providing you encourage 'em to keep their bodies in swell shape, too," 

condescended Wallace Umstead. "Well, I don't want to talk as a prof--after all I'm glad I can still 

remain just one of the Boys--but you aren't going to develop any very big horse-power in your 

praying tomorrow morning if you don't get your sleep. And me to my little downy! G'night!" 

 

At the closing of the door, Harry Zenz, the seminary iconoclast, yawned, "Wallace is 

probably the finest slice of tripe in my wide clerical experience. Thank God, he's gone! Now we 

can be natural and talk dirty!" 

 

"And yet," complained Frank Shallard, "you encourage him to stay and talk about his pet 

methods of exercise! Don't you ever tell the truth, Harry?" 

 

"Never carelessly. Why, you idiot, I want Wallace to run and let the dean know what an 

earnest worker in the vineyard I am. Frank, you're a poor innocent. I suspect you actually believe 



some of the dope they teach us here. And yet you're a man of some reading. You're the only 

person in Mizpah except myself who could appreciate a paragraph of Huxley. Lord, how I pity 

you when you get into the ministry! Of course, Fislinger here is a grocery clerk, Elmer is a ward 

politician, Horace is a dancing master--" 

 

He was drowned beneath a surf of protests, not too jocose and friendly. 

 

Harry Zenz was older than the others--thirty-two at least. He was plump, almost 

completely bald, and fond of sitting still; and he could look profoundly stupid. He was a man of 

ill-assorted but astonishing knowledge; and in the church ten miles from Mizpah which he had 

regularly supplied for two years he was considered a man of humorless learning and bloodless 

piety. He was a complete and cheerful atheist, but he admitted it only to Elmer Gantry and 

Horace Carp. Elmer regarded him as a sort of Jim Lefferts, but he was as different from Jim as 

pork fat from a crystal. He hid his giggling atheism--Jim flourished his; he despised women--Jim 

had a disillusioned pity for the Juanita Klauzels of the world; he had an intellect--Jim had only 

cynical guesses. 

 

Zenz interrupted their protests: 

 

"So you're a bunch of Erasmuses! You ought to know. And there's no hypocrisy in what 

we teach and preach! We're a specially selected group of Parsifals--beautiful to the eye and 

stirring to the ear and overflowing with knowledge of what God said to the Holy Ghost in 

camera at 9:16 last Wednesday morning. We're all just rarin' to go out and preach the precious 

Baptist doctrine of 'Get ducked or duck.' We're wonders. We admit it. And people actually sit 

and listen to us, and don't choke! I suppose they're overwhelmed by our nerve! And we have to 

have nerve, or we'd never dare to stand in a pulpit again. We'd quit, and pray God to forgive us 

for having stood up there and pretended that we represent God, and that we can explain what we 

ourselves say are the unexplainable mysteries! But I still claim that there are preachers who 

haven't our holiness. Why is it that the clergy are so given to sex crimes?" 

 

"That's not true!" from Eddie Fislinger. 

 

"Don't talk that way!" Don Pickens begged. Don was Frank's roommate: a slight youth, 

so gentle, so affectionate, that even that raging lion of righteousness, Dean Trosper, was moved 

to spare him. 

 

Harry Zenz patted his arm. "Oh, you, Don--you'll always be a monk. But if you don't 

believe it, Fislinger, look at the statistics of the five thousand odd crimes committed by 

clergymen--that is those who got caught--since the eighties, and note the percentage of sex 

offenses--rape, incest, bigamy, enticing young girls--oh, a lovely record!" 

 



Elmer was yawning, "Oh, God, I do get so sick of you fellows yammering and arguing 

and discussing. All perfectly simple--maybe we preachers aren't perfect: don't pretend to be; but 

we do a lot of good." 

 

"That's right," said Eddie. "But maybe it is true that--The snares of sex are so dreadful 

that even ministers of the gospel get trapped. And the perfectly simple solution is continence--

just take it out in prayer and good hard exercise." 

 

"Oh, sure, Eddie, you bet; what a help you're going to be to the young men in your 

church," purred Harry Zenz. 

 

Frank Shallard was meditating unhappily. "Just why are we going to be preachers, 

anyway? Why are you, Harry, if you think we're all such liars?" 

 

"Oh, not liars, Frank--just practical, as Elmer put it. Me, it's easy. I'm not ambitious. I 

don't want money enough to hustle for it. I like to sit and read. I like intellectual acrobatics and 

no work. And you can have all that in the ministry--unless you're one of these chumps that get up 

big institutional outfits and work themselves to death for publicity." 

 

"You certainly have a fine high view of the ministry!" growled Elmer. 

 

"Well, all right, what's your fine high purpose in becoming a Man of God, Brother 

Gantry?" 

 

"Well, I--Rats, it's perfectly clear. Preacher can do a lot of good--give help and--And 

explain religion." 

 

"I wish you'd explain it to me! Especially I want to know to what extent are Christian 

symbols descended from indecent barbaric symbols?" 

 

"Oh, you make me tired!" 

 

Horace Carp fluttered, "Of course none of you consecrated windjammers ever think of 

the one raison d'être of the church, which is to add beauty to the barren lives of the common 

people!" 

 

"Yeh! It certainly must make the common people feel awfully common to hear Brother 

Gantry spiel about the errors of supralapsarianism!" 

 

"I never preach about any such a doggone thing!" Elmer protested. "I just give 'em a good 

helpful sermon, with some jokes sprinkled in to make it interesting and some stuff about the 

theater or something that'll startle 'em a little and wake 'em up, and help 'em to lead better and 

fuller daily lives." 



 

"Oh, do you, dearie!" said Zenz. "My error. I thought you probably gave 'em a lot of 

helpful hints about the innascibilitas attribute and the res sacramenti. Well, Frank, why did you 

become a theologue?" 

 

"I can't tell you when you put it sneeringly. I believe there are mystic experiences which 

you can follow only if you are truly set apart." 

 

"Well, I know why I came here," said Don Pickens. "My dad sent me!" 

 

"So did mine!" complained Horace Carp. "But what I can't understand is: Why are any of 

us in an ole Baptist school? Horrible denomination--all these moldy barns of churches, and 

people coughing illiterate hymns, and long-winded preachers always springing a bright new idea 

like 'All the world needs to solve its problems is to get back to the gospel of Jesus Christ.' The 

only church is the Episcopal! Music! Vestments! Stately prayers! Lovely architecture! Dignity! 

Authority! Believe me, as soon as I can make the break, I'm going to switch over to the 

Episcopalians. And then I'll have a social position, and be able to marry a nice rich girl." 

 

"No, you're wrong," said Zenz. "The Baptist Church is the only denomination worth 

while, except possibly the Methodist." 

 

"I'm glad to hear you say that," marveled Eddie. 

 

"Because the Baptists and the Methodists have all the numbskulls--except those that 

belong to the Catholic Church and the henhouse sects--and so even you, Horace, can get away 

with being a prophet. There are some intelligent people in the Episcopal and Congregational 

Churches, and a few of the Campbellite flocks, and they check up on you. Of course all 

Presbyterians are half-wits, too, but they have a standard doctrine, and they can trap you into a 

heresy trial. But in the Baptist and Methodist Churches, man! There's the berth for philosophers 

like me and hoot-owls like you, Eddie! All you have to do with Baptists and Methodists, as 

Father Carp suggests--" 

 

"If you agree with me about anything, I withdraw it," said Horace. 

 

"All you have to do," said Zenz, "is to get some sound and perfectly meaningless doctrine 

and keep repeating it. You won't bore the laymen--in fact the only thing they resent is something 

that is new, so they have to work their brains. Oh, no, Father Carp--the Episcopal pulpit for 

actors that aren't good enough to get on the stage, but the good old Baptist fold for realists!" 

 

"You make me tired, Harry!" complained Eddie. "You just want to show off, that's all. 

You're a lot better Baptist and a lot better Christian than you let on to be, and I can prove it. 

Folks wouldn't go on listening to your sermons unless they carried conviction. No sir! You can 

fool folks once or twice with a lot of swell-sounding words but in the long run it's sincerity they 



look for. And one thing that makes me know you're on the right side is that you don't practise 

open communion. Golly, I feel that everything we Baptists stand for is threatened by those darn' 

so-called liberals that are beginning to practise open communion." 

 

"Rats!" grumbled Harry. "Of all the fool Baptist egotisms, close communion is the worst! 

Nobody but people we consider saved to be allowed to take communion with us! Nobody can 

meet God unless we introduce 'em! Self-appointed guardians of the blood and body of Jesus 

Christ! Whew!" 

 

"Absolutely," from Horace Carp. "And there is absolutely no Scriptural basis for close 

communion." 

 

"There certainly is!" shrieked Eddie. "Frank, where's your Bible?" 

 

"Gee, I left it in O.T.E. Where's yours, Don?" 

 

"Well, I'll be switched! I had the darn' thing here just this evening," lamented Don 

Pickens, after a search. 

 

"Oh, I remember. I was killing a cockroach with it. It's on top of your wardrobe," said 

Elmer. 

 

"Gee, honest, you hadn't ought to kill cockroaches with a Bible!" mourned Eddie 

Fislinger. "Now here's the Bible, good and straight, for close communion, Harry. It says in First 

Corinthians, 11:27 and 29: 'Whoever shall eat this bread and drink this cup of the Lord 

unworthily shall be guilty of the body and the blood of the Lord. For he that eateth and drinketh 

unworthily eateth and drinketh damnation to himself.' And how can there be a worthy Christian 

unless he's been baptized by immersion?" 

 

"I do wonder sometimes," mused Frank Shallard, "if we aren't rather impious, we 

Baptists, to set ourselves up as the keepers of the gates of God, deciding just who is righteous, 

who is worthy to commune." 

 

"But there's nothing else we can do," explained Eddie. "The Baptist Church, being the 

only pure Scriptural church, is the one real church of God, and we're not setting ourselves up--

we're just following God's ordinances." 

 

Horace Carp had also been reveling in the popular Mizpah sport of looking up Biblical 

texts to prove a preconceived opinion. "I don't find anything here about Baptists," he said. 

 

"Nor about your doggoned ole Episcopalians, either--darn' snobs! and the preachers 

wearing nightshirts!" from Eddie. 

 



"You bet your life you find something--it talks about bishops, and that means Episcopal 

bishops--the papes and the Methodists are uncanonical bishops," rejoiced Horace. "I'll bet you 

two dollars and sixty-seven cents I wind up as an Episcopal bishop, and, believe me, I'll be high-

church as hell--all the candles I can get on the altar." 

 

Harry Zenz was speculating, "I suppose it's unscientific to believe that because I happen 

to be a Baptist practitioner myself and see what word-splitting, text-twisting, applause-hungry, 

job-hunting, medieval-minded second-raters even the biggest Baptist leaders are, therefore the 

Baptist Church is the worst of the lot. I don't suppose it's really any worse than the Presbyterian 

or the Congregational or Disciples or Lutheran or any other. But--Say, you, Fislinger, ever occur 

to you how dangerous it is, this Bible-worship? You and I might have to quit preaching and go to 

work. You tell the muttonheads that the Bible contains absolutely everything necessary for 

salvation, don't you?" 

 

"Of course." 

 

"Then what's the use of having any preachers? Any church? Let people stay home and 

read the Bible!" 

 

"Well--well--it says--" 

 

The door was dashed open, and Brother Karkis entered. 

 

Brother Karkis was no youthful student. He was forty-three, heavy-handed and big-

footed, and his voice was the voice of a Great Dane. Born to the farm, he had been ordained a 

Baptist preacher, for twenty years now, and up and down through the Dakotas, Nebraska, 

Arkansas, he had bellowed in up-creek tabernacles. 

 

His only formal education had been in country schools; and of all books save the Bible, 

revivalistic hymnals, a concordance handy for finding sermon-texts, and a manual of poultry-

keeping, he was soundly ignorant. He had never met a woman of the world, never drunk a glass 

of wine, never heard a bar of great music, and his neck was not free from the dust of cornfields. 

 

But it would have been a waste of pity to sigh over Brother Karkis as a plucky poor 

student. He had no longing for further knowledge; he was certain that he already had it all. He 

despised the faculty as book-adulterated wobblers in the faith--he could "out-pray and out-holler 

and out-save the whole lot of 'em." He desired a Mizpah degree only because it would get him a 

better paid job--or, as he put it, with the 1850 vocabulary which he found adequate for 1905, 

because it would "lead him into a wider field of usefulness." 

 

"Say, don't you fellers ever do anything but sit around and argue and discuss and 

bellyache?" he shouted. "My lands, I can hear your racket way down the hall! Be a lot better for 

you young fellers if you'd forget your smart-aleck arguin' and spend the evening on your knees in 



prayer! Oh, you're a fine lot of smart educated swells, but you'll find where that rubbish gets you 

when you go out and have to wrestle with old Satan for unregenerate souls! What are you 

gasbags arguing about, anyway?" 

 

"Harry says," wailed Eddie Fislinger, "that there's nothing in the Bible that says 

Christians have to have a church or preachers." 

 

"Huh! And him that thinks he's so educated. Where's a Bible?" 

 

It was now in the hands of Elmer, who had been reading his favorite book, "The Song of 

Solomon." 

 

"Well, Brother Gantry, glad see there's one galoot here that's got sense enough to stick by 

the Old Book and get himself right with God, 'stead of shooting off his face like some Pedo-

Baptist. Now look here, Brother Zenz: It says here in Hebrews, 'Forsake not the assembling of 

yourselves together.' There, I guess that'll hold you!" 

 

"My dear brother in the Lord," said Harry, "the only thing suggested there is an assembly 

like the Plymouth Brotherhood, with no regular paid preachers. As I was explaining to Brother 

Fislinger: Personally, I'm so ardent an admirer of the Bible that I'm thinking of starting a sect 

where we all just sing a hymn together, then sit and read our Bibles all day long, and not have 

any preachers getting between us and the all-sufficient Word of God. I expect you to join, 

Brother Karkis, unless you're one of these dirty higher critics that want to break down the Bible." 

 

"Oh, you make me tired," said Eddie. 

 

"You make me tired--always twisting the plain commands of Scripture," said Brother 

Karkis, shutting the door--weightily, and from the outside. 

 

"You all make me tired. My God, how you fellows can argue!" said Elmer, chewing his 

Pittsburgh stogie. 

 

The room was thick now with tobacco fumes. Though in Mizpah Seminary smoking was 

frowned on, practically forbidden by custom, all of the consecrated company save Eddie 

Fislinger were at it. 

 

He rasped, "This air is something terrible! Why you fellows touch that vile weed--Worms 

and men are the only animals who indulge in tobacco! I'm going to get out of here." 

 

There was strangely little complaint. 

 

Rid of Eddie, the others turned to their invariable topic: what they called "sex." 

 



Frank Shallard and Don Pickens were virgins, timid and fascinated, respectful and urgent; 

Horace Carp had had one fumbling little greensick experience; and all three listened with 

nervous eagerness to the experiences of Elmer and Harry Zenz. Tonight Elmer's mind reeked 

with it, and he who had been almost silent during the ecclesiastical wrangling was voluble now. 

The youngsters panted as he chronicled his meetings with a willing choir-singer, this summer 

past. 

 

"Tell me--tell me," fretted Don. "Do girls, oh--nice girls--do they really ever--uh--go with 

a preacher? And aren't you ashamed to face them afterwards, in church?" 

 

"Huh!" observed Zenz, and "Ashamed? They worship you!" declared Elmer. "They stand 

by you the way no wife ever would--as long as they do fall for you. Why, this girl--Oh, well, she 

sang something elegant." 

 

He finished vaguely, reminiscently. Suddenly he was bored at treading the mysteries of 

sex with these mooncalves. He lunged up. 

 

"Going?" said Frank. 

 

Elmer posed at the door, smirking, his hands on his hips, "Oh, no. Not a-tall." He looked 

at his watch. (It was a watch which reminded you of Elmer himself: large, thick, shiny, with a 

near-gold case.) "I merely have a date with a girl, that's all!" 

 

He was lying, but he had been roused by his own stories, and he would have given a year 

of life if his boast were true. He returned to his solitary room in a fever. "God, if Juanita were 

only here, or Agatha, or even that little chambermaid at Solomon Junction--what the dickens was 

her name now?" he longed. 

 

He sat motionless on the edge of his bed. He clenched his fists. He groaned and gripped 

his knees. He sprang up, to race about the room, to return and sit dolorously entranced. 

 

"Oh, God, I can't stand it!" he moaned. 

 

He was inconceivably lonely. 

 

He had no friends. He had never had a friend since Jim Lefferts. Harry Zenz despised his 

brains, Frank Shallard despised his manners, and the rest of them he himself despised. He was 

bored by the droning seminary professors all day, the school-boyish arguing all evening; and in 

the rash of prayer-meetings and chapel-meetings and special praise-meetings he was bored by 

hearing the same enthusiasts gambol in the same Scriptural rejoicings. 

 

"Oh, yes, I want to go on and preach. Couldn't go back to just business or the farm. Miss 

the hymns, the being boss. But--I can't do it! God, I am so lonely! If Juanita was just here!" 



 

  

  



CHAPTER VII 
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The Reverend Jacob Trosper, D. D., Ph. D., LL. D., dean and chief executive of Mizpah 

Theological Seminary, and Professor of Practical Theology and Homiletics, was a hard-faced 

active man with a large active voice. His cheeks were gouged with two deep channels. His 

eyebrows were heavy. His hair, now gray and bristly, must once have been rusty, like Eddie 

Fislinger's. He would have made an excellent top-sergeant. He looked through the students and 

let them understand that he knew their sins and idlenesses before they confessed them. 

 

Elmer was afraid of Dean Trosper. When he was summoned to the dean's office, the 

morning after the spiritual conference in Frank Shallard's room, he was uneasy. 

 

He found Frank with the dean. 

 

"God! Frank's been tattling about my doings with women!" 

 

"Brother Gantry," said the dean. 

 

"Yes, sir!" 

 

"I have an appointment which should give you experience and a little extra money. It's a 

country church down at Schoenheim, eleven miles from here, on the spur line of the Ontario, 

Omaha and Pittsburgh. You will hold regular Sunday morning services and Sunday School; if 

you are able to work up afternoon or evening services and prayer meeting, so much the better. 

The pay will be ten dollars a Sunday. If there's to be anything extra for extra work--that's up to 

you and your flock. I'd suggest that you go down there on a hand-car. I'm sure you can get the 

section-gang boss here to lend you one, as it's for the Lord's work, and the boss' brother does a 

lot of gardening here. I'm going to send Brother Shallard with you to conduct the Sunday School 

and get some experience. He has a particularly earnest spirit--which it wouldn't entirely hurt you 

to emulate, Brother Gantry--but he's somewhat shy in contact with sin-hardened common people. 

 

"Now, boys, this is just a small church, but never forget that it's priceless souls that I'm 

entrusting to your keeping; and who knows but that you may kindle there such a fire as may 

some day illumine all the world . . . providing, Brother Gantry, you eliminate the worldly things I 

suspect you of indulging in!" 

 



Elmer was delighted. It was his first real appointment. In Kansas, this summer, he had 

merely filled other people's pulpits for two or three weeks at a time. 

 

He'd show 'em! Some of these fellows that thought he was just a mouth-artist! Show 'em 

how he could build up a church membership, build up the collections, get 'em all going with his 

eloquence--and, of course, carry the message of salvation into darkened hearts. 

 

It would be mighty handy to have the extra ten a week--and maybe more if he could kid 

the Schoenheim deacons properly. 

 

His first church . . . his own . . . and Frank had to take his orders! 
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In the virginal days of 1905 section gangs went out to work on the railway line not by 

gasoline power but on a hand-car, a platform with two horizontal bars worked up and down like 

pump-handles. 

 

On a hand-car Elmer and Frank Shallard set out for their first charge. They did not look 

particularly clerical as they sawed at the handles; it was a chilly November Sunday morning, and 

they wore shabby greatcoats. Elmer had a moth-eaten plush cap over his ears, Frank exhibited 

absurd ear-muffs under a more absurd derby, and both had borrowed red flannel mittens from the 

section gang. 

 

The morning was icily brilliant. Apple orchards glistened in the frost, and among the 

rattling weed-stalks by the worm-fences quail were whistling. 

 

Elmer felt his lungs free of library dust as he pumped. He broadened his shoulders, 

rejoiced in sweating, felt that his ministry among real men and living life was begun. He pitied 

the pale Frank a little, and pumped the harder . . . and made Frank pump the harder . . . up and 

down, up and down, up and down. It was agony to the small of his back and shoulders, now 

growing soft, to labor on the up-grade, where the shining rails toiled round the curves through 

gravel cuts. But downhill, swooping toward frosty meadows and the sound of cowbells in the 

morning sun, he whooped with exhilaration, and struck up a boisterous: 

 

  

 

There is power, power, wonder-working power 

In the blood 

Of the Lamb-- 

 



  

 

The Schoenheim church was a dingy brown box with a toy steeple, in a settlement 

consisting of the church, the station, a blacksmith shop, two stores, and half a dozen houses. But 

at least thirty buggies were gathered along the rutty street or in the carriage-sheds behind the 

church; at least seventy people had come to inspect their new pastor; and they stood in gaping 

circles, staring between frosty damp mufflers and visored fur caps. 

 

"I'm scared to death!" murmured Frank, as they strode up the one street from the station, 

but Elmer felt healthy, proud, expansive. His own church, small but somehow--somehow 

different from these ordinary country meeting-houses--quite a nice-shaped steeple--not one of 

those shacks with no steeple at all! And his people, waiting for him, their attention flowing into 

him and swelling him-- 

 

He threw open his overcoat, held it back with his hand imperially poised on his left hip, 

and let them see not only the black broadcloth suit bought this last summer for his ordination but 

something choice he had added since--elegant white piping at the opening of his vest. 

 

A red-faced moustached man swaggered up to greet them, "Brother Gantry? And Brother 

Shallard? I'm Barney Bains, one of the deacons. Pleased to meet you. The Lord give power to 

your message. Some time since we had any preachin' here, and I guess we're all pretty hungry for 

spiritual food and the straight gospel. Bein' from Mizpah, I guess there's no danger you boys 

believe in this open communion!" 

 

Frank had begun to worry, "Well, what I feel is--" when Elmer interrupted him with a 

very painful bunt in the side, and chanted with holy joy: 

 

"Pleased meet you, Brother Bains. Oh, Brother Shallard and I are absolutely sound both 

on immersion and close communion. We trust you will pray for us, Brother, that the Holy Ghost 

may be present in this work today, and that all the brethren may rejoice in a great awakening and 

a bountiful harvest!" 

 

Deacon Bains and all who heard him muttered, saint to saint, "He's pretty young yet, but 

he's got the right idee. I'm sure we're going to have real rousing preaching. Don't think much of 

Brother Shallard, though. Kind of a nice-looking young fella, but dumm in the head. Stands there 

like a bump on a log. Well, he's good enough to teach the kids in Sunday School." 

 

Brother Gantry was shaking hands all round. His sanctifying ordination, or it might have 

been his summer of bouncing from pulpit to pulpit, had so elevated him that he could greet them 

as impressively and fraternally as a sewing-machine agent. He shook hands with a good grip, he 

looked at all the more aged sisters as though he were moved to give them a holy kiss, he said the 

right things about the weather, and by luck or inspiration it was to the most acidly devout man in 

Boone County that he quoted a homicidal text from Malachi. 



 

As he paraded down the aisle, leading his flock, he panted: 

 

"Got 'em already! I can do something to wake these hicks up, where gas-bags like Frank 

or Carp would just chew the rag. How could I of felt so down in the mouth and so--uh--so carnal 

last week? Lemme at that pulpit!" 

 

They faced him in hard straight pews, rugged heads seen against the brown wall and the 

pine double doors grained to mimic oak; they gratifyingly crowded the building, and at the back 

stood shuffling young men with unshaven chins and pale blue neckties. 

 

He felt power over them while he trolled out the chorus of "The Church in the 

Wildwood." 

 

His text was from Proverbs: "Hatred stirreth up strifes: but love covereth all sins." 

 

He seized the sides of the pulpit with his powerful hands, glared at the congregation, 

decided to look benevolent after all, and exploded: 

 

"In the hustle and bustle of daily life I wonder how many of us stop to think that in all 

that is highest and best we are ruled not by even our most up-and-coming efforts but by Love? 

What is Love--the divine Love of which the--the great singer teaches us in Proverbs? It is the 

rainbow that comes after the dark cloud. It is the morning star and it is also the evening star, 

those being, as you all so well know, the brightest stars we know. It shines upon the cradle of the 

little one and when life has, alas, departed, to come no more, you find it still around the quiet 

tomb. What is it inspires all great men--be they preachers or patriots or great business men? 

What is it, my brethren, but Love? Ah, it fills the world with melody, with such sacred melodies 

as we have just indulged in together, for what is music? What, my friends, is music? Ah, what 

indeed is music but the voice of Love!" 

 

He explained that hatred was low. 

 

However, for the benefit of the more leathery and zealous deacons down front, he 

permitted them to hate all Catholics, all persons who failed to believe in hell and immersion, and 

all rich mortgage-holders, wantoning in the betraying smiles of scarlet women, each of whom 

wore silk and in her bejeweled hand held a ruby glass of perfidious wine. 

 

He closed by lowering his voice to a maternal whisper and relating a totally imaginary 

but most improving experience with a sinful old gentleman who on his bed of pain had admitted, 

to Elmer's urging, that he ought to repent immediately, but who put it off too long, died amid his 

virtuous and grief-stricken daughters, and presumably went straight to the devil. 

 



When Elmer had galloped down to the door to shake hands with such as did not remain 

for Sabbath School, sixteen several auditors said in effect, "Brother, that was a most helpful 

sermon and elegantly expressed," and he wrung their hands with a boyish gratitude beautiful to 

see. 

 

Deacon Bains patted his shoulder. "I've never heard so young a preacher hand out such 

fine doctrine, Brother. Meet my daughter Lulu." 

 

And she was there, the girl for whom he had been looking ever since he had come to 

Mizpah. 

 

Lulu Bains was a gray-and-white kitten with a pink ribbon. She had sat at the back of the 

church, behind the stove, and he had not seen her. He looked down at her thirstily. His 

excitement at having played his sermon to such applause was nothing beside his excitement over 

the fact that he would have her near him in his future clerical labors. Life was a promising and 

glowing thing as he held her hand and tried not to sound too insistently affectionate. "Such a 

pleasure to meet you, Sister Lulu." 

 

Lulu was nineteen or twenty. She had a diminutive class of twelve-year-old boys in the 

Sunday School. Elmer had intended to sneak out during Sunday School, leaving Frank Shallard 

responsible, and find a place where he could safely smoke a Pittsburgh stogie, but in view of this 

new spiritual revelation he hung about, beaming with holy approbation of the good work and 

being manly and fraternal with the little boys in Lulu's class. 

 

"If you want to grow up and be big fellows, regular sure-enough huskies, you just listen 

to what Miss Bains has to tell you about how Solomon built that wonderful big ole temple," he 

crooned at them; and if they twisted and giggled in shyness, at least Lulu smiled at him . . . gray-

and-white kitten with sweet kitten eyes . . . small soft kitten, who purred, "Oh, now, Brother 

Gantry, I'm just so scared I don't hardly dare teach" . . . big eyes that took him into their depths, 

till he heard her lisping as the voice of angels, larks, and whole orchestras of flutes. 

 

He could not let her go at the end of Sunday School. He must hold her-- 

 

"Oh, Sister Lulu, come see the hand-car Frank and I--Brother Shallard and I--came down 

on. The fun-niest! Just laugh your head off!" 

 

As the section gang passed through Schoenheim at least ten times a week, hand-cars 

could have been no astounding novelty to Lulu, but she trotted beside him, and stared prettily, 

and caroled, "Oh, hon-est! Did you come down on that? Well, I never!" 

 

She shook hands cheerfully with both of them. He thought jealously that she was as 

cordial to Frank as to himself. 

 



"He better watch out and not go fooling round my girl!" Elmer reflected, as they pumped 

back toward Babylon. 

 

He did not congratulate Frank on having overcome his dread of stolid country audiences 

(Frank had always lived in cities) or on having made Solomon's temple not merely a depressing 

object composed of a substance called "cubits" but an actual shrine in which dwelt an active and 

terrifying god. 
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For two Sundays now Elmer had striven to impress Lulu not only as an efficient young 

prophet but as a desirable man. There were always too many people about. Only once did he 

have her alone. They walked half a mile then to call on a sick old woman. On their way Lulu had 

fluttered at him (gray-and-white kitten in a close bonnet of soft fuzzy gray, which he wanted to 

stroke). 

 

"I suppose you're just bored to death by my sermons," he fished. 

 

"Oh, nnnno! I think they're just wonderful!" 

 

"Do you, honest?" 

 

"Honest, I do!" 

 

He looked down at her childish face till he had caught her eyes, then, jocularly: 

 

"My, but this wind is making the little cheeks and the cute lips awful' red! Or I guess 

maybe some fella must of been kissing 'em before church!" 

 

"Oh, no--" 

 

She looked distressed, almost frightened. 

 

"Whoa up!" he counseled himself. "You've got the wrong track. Golly, I don't believe 

she's as much of a fusser as I thought she was. Really is kinda innocent. Poor kid, shame to get 

her all excited. Oh, thunder, won't hurt her a bit to have a little educated love-making!" 

 

He hastily removed any possible blots on his clerical reputation: 

 

"Oh, I was joking. I just meant--be a shame if as lovely a girl as you weren't engaged. I 

suppose you are engaged, of course?" 



 

"No. I liked a boy here awfully, but he went to Cleveland to work, and I guess he's kind 

of forgotten me." 

 

"Oh, that is really too bad!" 

 

Nothing could be stronger, more dependable, more comforting, than the pressure of his 

fingers on her arm. She looked grateful; and when she came to the sick-room and heard Brother 

Gantry pray, long, fervently, and with the choicest words about death not really mattering nor 

really hurting (the old woman had cancer) then Lulu also looked worshipful. 

 

On their way back he made his final probe: 

 

"But even if you aren't engaged, Sister Lulu, I'll bet there's a lot of the young fellows here 

that're crazy about you." 

 

"No, honest there aren't. Oh, I go round some with a second cousin of mine--Floyd 

Naylor--but, my! he's so slow, he's no fun." 

 

The Rev. Mr. Gantry planned to provide fun. 
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Elmer and Frank had gone down on Saturday afternoon to decorate the church for the 

Thanksgiving service. To save the trip to Babylon and back, they were to spend Saturday night in 

the broad farmhouse of Deacon Bains, and Lulu Bains and her spinster cousin, Miss Baldwin, 

were assisting in the decoration--in other words doing it. They were stringing pine boughs across 

the back of the hall, and arranging a harvest feast of pumpkins, yellow corn, and velvety sumach 

in front of the pulpit. 

 

"I want your advice, Lulu--Sister Lulu. Don't you think in my sermon tomorrow it might 

be helpful to explain--" 

 

(They stood side by side. How sweet were her little shoulders, her soft pussy-cat cheeks! 

He had to kiss them! He had to! He swayed toward her. Damn Frank and that Baldwin female! 

Why didn't they get out?) 

 

"--to explain that all these riches of the harvest, priceless though they are in themselves 

and necessary for grub--for the festal board, yet they are but symbols and indications of the--Do 

sit down, Lulu; you look a little tired.--of the deeper spiritual blessings which he also showers on 

us and not just at harvest time, and this is a very important point--" 



 

(Her hand dropped against his knee; lay, so white, on the drab pew. Her breasts were 

young and undrained under her plaid blouse. He had to touch her hand. His fingers crept toward 

it, touched it by accident, surely by accident, while she looked devotion and he intoned 

sublimity.) 

 

"--a very important point indeed; all the year round we receive those greater inner 

blessings, and it is for them more than for any material, uh, material gains that we should lift our 

voices in Thanksgiving. Don't you think it might be valuable to all of us if I brought that out?" 

 

"Oh, yes! Indeed I do! I think that's a lovely thought!" 

 

(His arms tingled. He had to slip them about her.) 

 

Frank and Miss Baldwin had sat down, and they were in an intolerably long discussion as 

to what ought to be done about that terrible little Cutler boy who said that he didn't believe that 

the ravens brought any bread and meat to Elijah, not if he knew anything about these ole crows! 

Frank explained that he did not wish to rebuke honest doubt; but when this boy went and made a 

regular business of cutting up and asking foolish questions-- 

 

"Lulu!" Elmer urged. "Skip back in the other room with me a second. There's something 

about the church work I want to ask you, and I don't want them to hear." 

 

There were two rooms in the Schoenheim church: the auditorium and a large closet for 

the storage of hymn-books, mops, brooms, folding chairs, communion cups. It was lighted by a 

dusty window. 

 

"Sister Bains and I are going to look over the Sunday School lesson-charts," Elmer called 

largely and brightly. 

 

The fact that she did not deny it bound them together in secrecy. He sat on an upturned 

bucket; she perched on a step-ladder. It was pleasant to be small in her presence and look up to 

her. 

 

What the "something about church work" which he was going to ask her was, he had no 

notion, but Elmer was a very ready talker in the presence of young women. He launched out: 

 

"I need your advice. I've never met anybody that combined common sense and spiritual 

values like what you do." 

 

"Oh, my, you're just flattering me, Brother Gantry!" 

 



"No, I'm not. Honest, I ain't! You don't appreciate yourself. That's because you've always 

lived in this little burg, but if you were in Chicago or some place like that, believe me, they'd 

appreciate your, uh, that wonderful sense of spiritual values and everything." 

 

"Oh--Chicago! My! I'd be scared to death!" 

 

"Well, I'll have to take you there some day and show you the town! Guess folks would 

talk about their bad old preacher then!" 

 

They both laughed heartily. 

 

"But seriously, Lulu, what I want to know is--uh--Oh! What I wanted to ask you: Do you 

think I ought to come down here and hold Wednesday prayer-meetings?" 

 

"Why, I think that'd be awfully nice." 

 

"But you see, I'd have to come down on that ole hand-car." 

 

"That's so." 

 

"And you can't know how hard I got to study every evening at the Seminary." 

 

"Oh, yes, I can imagine!" 

 

They both sighed in sympathy, and he laid his hand on hers, and they sighed again, and 

he removed his hand almost prudishly. 

 

"But of course I wouldn't want to spare myself in any way. It's a pastor's privilege to 

spend himself for his congregation." 

 

"Yes, that's so." 

 

"But on the other hand, with the roads the way they are here, especially in winter and all, 

and most of the congregation living way out on farms and all--hard for 'em to get in, eh?" 

 

"That's so. The roads do get bad. Yes, I think you're right, Brother Gantry." 

 

"Oh! Lulu! And here I've been calling you by your first name! You're going to make me 

feel I been acting terrible if you rebuke me that way and don't call me Elmer!" 

 

"But then you're the preacher, and I'm just nobody." 

 

"Oh, yes, you are!" 



 

"Oh, no, I'm not!" 

 

They laughed very much. 

 

"Listen, Lulu, honey. Remember I'm really still a kid--just twenty-five this month--only 

'bout five or six years older'n you are. Now try calling me Elmer, and see how it sounds." 

 

"Oh, my! I wouldn't dare!" 

 

"Well, try it!" 

 

"Oh, I couldn't! Imagine!" 

 

"'Fraid cat!" 

 

"I am not so." 

 

"Yes, you are!" 

 

"No, I'm not!" 

 

"I dare you!" 

 

"Well--Elmer then! So there now!" 

 

They laughed intimately, and in the stress of their merriment he picked up her hand 

squeezed it, rubbed it against his arm. He did not release it, but it was only with the friendliest 

and least emphatic pressure that he held it while he crooned: 

 

"You aren't really scared of poor old Elmer?" 

 

"Yes, I am, a tiny bit!" 

 

"But why?" 

 

"Oh, you're big and strong and dignified, like you were lots older, and you have such a 

boom-boom voice--my, I love to listen to it, but it scares me--I feel like you'd turn on me and 

say, 'You bad little girl,' and then I'd have to 'fess. My! And then you're so terribly educated--you 

know such long words, and you can explain all these things about the Bible that I never can 

understand. And of course you are a real ordained Baptist clergyman." 

 

"Um, uh--But does that keep me from being a man, too?" 



 

"Yes, it does! Sort of!" 

 

Then there was no playfulness, but a grim urgency in his voice: 

 

"Then you couldn't imagine me kissing you? . . . Look at me! . . . Look at me, I tell you! . 

. . There! . . . No, don't look away now. Why, you're blushing! You dear, poor, darling kid! You 

can imagine me kissing--" 

 

"Well, I oughtn't to!" 

 

"'Shamed?" 

 

"Yes, I am!" 

 

"Listen, dear. You think of me as so awfully grown-up, and of course I have to impress 

all these folks when I'm in the pulpit, but you can see through it and--I'm really just a big bashful 

kid, and I need your help so. Do you know, dear, you remind me of my mother--" 
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Frank Shallard turned on Elmer in their bedroom, while they were washing for supper--

their first moment alone since Lulu and Miss Baldwin had driven them to the Bains farm to 

spend the night before the Thanksgiving service. 

 

"Look here, Gantry--Elmer. I don't think it looked well, the way you took Miss Bains in 

the back room at the church and kept her there--must have been half an hour--and when I came 

in you two jumped and looked guilty." 

 

"Uh-huh, so our little friend Franky is a real rubber-necking old woman!" 

 

It was a spacious dusky cavern under the eaves, the room where they were to stay the 

night. The pitcher on the black walnut washstand was stippled in gold, riotous with nameless 

buds. Elmer stood glaring, his big forearms bare and dripping, shaking his fingers over the carpet 

before he reached for the towel. 

 

"I am not a 'rubber-neck,' and you know it, Gantry. But you're the preacher here, and it's 

our duty, for the effect on others, to avoid even the appearance of evil." 

 

"Evil to him that evil thinks. Maybe you've heard that, too!" 

 



"Oh, yes, Elmer, I think perhaps I have!" 

 

"Suspicious, dirty-minded Puritan, that's what you are, seeing evil where there ain't any 

meant." 

 

"People don't hate Puritans because they suspect unjustly, but because they suspect only 

too darned justly. Look here now, Elmer. I don't want to be disagreeable--" 

 

"Well, you are!" 

 

"--but Miss Bains--she looks sort of cuddlesome and flirtatious, but I'm dead certain she's 

straight as can be, and I'm not going to stand back and watch you try to, uh, to make love to her." 

 

"Well, smarty, suppose I wanted to marry her?" 

 

"Do you?" 

 

"You know so blame' much, you ought to know without asking!" 

 

"Do you?" 

 

"I haven't said I didn't." 

 

"Your rhetoric is too complicated for me. I'll take it that you do mean to. That's fine! I'll 

announce your intentions to Deacon Bains." 

 

"You will like hell! Now you look here, Shallard! I'm not going to have you poking your 

long nose into my business, and that's all there is to it, see?" 

 

"Yes, it would be if you were a layman and I had no official connection with this outfit. I 

don't believe too much in going around being moral for other people. But you're the preacher 

here--you're an ordained minister--and I'm responsible with you for the welfare of this church, 

and I'm damned if I'm going to watch you seducing the first girl you get your big sweaty hands 

on--Oh, don't go doubling up your fists. Of course you could lick me. But you won't. Especially 

here in the deacon's house. Ruin you in the ministry. . . . Great God, and you're the kind we 

affably let into the Baptist ministry! I was saying: I don't propose to see you trying to seduce--" 

 

"Now, by God, if you think I'm going to stand--Let me tell you right now, you've got the 

filthiest mind I ever heard of, Shallard! Why you should think I intend for one single second to 

be anything but friendly and open and aboveboard with Lulu--with Miss Bains--Why, you fool, I 

was in there listening about how she was in love with a fellow and he's gone off to Chicago and 

chucked her, and that was all, and why you should think--" 

 



"Oh, don't be so fat-headed, Gantry! You can't get away with sitting in my room at the 

Sem boasting, you and Zenz boasting about how many affairs you've had--" 

 

"Well, it's the last time I'll sit in your damned room!" 

 

"Splendid!" 

 

"Think what you want to. And go to the devil! And be sure and run tattling to Pop 

Trosper and the rest of the faculty!" 

 

"Well, that's a good come-back, Gantry. I may do just that. But this evening I'll just watch 

Lulu--watch Miss Bains for you. Poor sweet kid that she is! Nice eyes!" 

 

"Uh-huh, young Shallard, so you've been smelling around, too!" 

 

"My God, Gantry, what a perfect specimen you are!" 
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Deacon and Mrs. Bains--an angry-faced, generous, grasping, horsy, black-mustached 

man he was, and she a dumpling--managed to treat Frank and Elmer simultaneously as 

professors of the sacred mysteries and as two hungry boys who were starved at Mizpah and who 

were going to catch up tonight. Fried chicken, creamed chipped beef, homemade sausages, 

pickles and mince pie in which Elmer suspected, and gratefully suspected, the presence of 

unrighteous brandy, were only part of the stout trencher-work required of the young prophets. 

Mr. Bains roared every three minutes at the swollen and suffering Frank, "Nonsense, nonsense, 

Brother, you haven't begun to eat yet! What's the matter with you? Pass up your plate for another 

helpin'." 

 

Miss Baldwin, the spinster, two other deacons and their wives and a young man from a 

near-by farm, one Floyd Naylor, were present, and the clergy were also expected to be 

instructive. The theories were that they cared to talk of nothing save theology and the church 

and, second, that such talk was somehow beneficial in the tricky business of enjoying your sleep 

and buggy-riding and vittles, and still getting into heaven. 

 

"Say, Brother Gantry," said Mr. Bains, "what Baptist paper do you like best for home 

reading? I tried the Watchman Examiner for a while, but don't seem to me it lambastes the 

Campbellites like it ought to, or gives the Catholics what-for, like a real earnest Christian sheet 

ought to. I've started taking the Word and Way. Now there's a mighty sound paper that don't 

mince matters none, and written real elegant--just suits me. It tells you straight out from the 

shoulder that if you don't believe in the virgin birth and the resurrection, atonement, and 



immersion, then it don't make no difference about your so-called good works and charity and all 

that, because you're doomed and bound to go straight to hell, and not no make-believe hell, 

either, but a real gosh-awful turble bed of sure-enough coals! Yes, sir!" 

 

"Oh, look here now, Brother Bains!" Frank Shallard protested. "You don't mean to say 

you think that the Lord Jesus isn't going to save one single solitary person who isn't an orthodox 

Baptist?" 

 

"Well, I don't perfess to know all these things myself, like I was a high-toned preacher. 

But way I see it: Oh, yes, maybe if a fellow ain't ever had a chance to see the light--say he was 

brought up a Methodist or a Mormon, and never heard a real dyed-in-the-wool Baptist explain 

the complete truth, then maybe God might forgive him 'cause he was ignorant. But one thing I do 

know, absolute: All these 'advanced thinkers' and 'higher critics' are going to the hottest pit of 

hell! What do you think about it, Brother Gantry?" 

 

"Personally, I'm much inclined to agree with you," Elmer gloated. "But, anyway, we can 

safely leave it to the mercy of God to take care of wobblers and cowards and gas-bags like these 

alleged advanced thinkers. When they treacherously weaken our efforts at soul-saving out here in 

the field, and go in for a lot of cussing and discussing and fussing around with a lot of fool 

speculation that don't do anybody any practical good in the great work of bringing poor sufferin' 

souls to peace, why then I'm too busy to waste my time on 'em, that's all, and I wouldn't care one 

bit if they heard me and knew it! Fact, that's the only trouble with Brother Shallard here--I know 

he has the grace of God in his heart, but he will waste time worrying over a lot of doctrines when 

everything's set down in Baptist tradition, and that's all you need to know. I want you to think 

about that, Frank--" 

 

Elmer had recovered. He enjoyed defying lightning, provided it was lightning no more 

dynamic than Frank was likely to furnish. He looked at Frank squarely. . . . It was perhaps half 

an hour since their talk in the bedroom. 

 

Frank opened his mouth twice, and closed it. Then it was too late. Deacon Bains was 

already overwhelming him with regeneration and mince pie. 
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Lulu was at the other end of the table from Elmer. He was rather relieved. He despised 

Frank's weakness, but he was never, as with Eddie Fislinger, sure what Frank would do or say, 

and he determined to be cautious. Once or twice he glanced at Lulu intimately, but he kept all his 

conversation (which, for Lulu's admiration, he tried to make learned yet virile) for Mr. Bains and 

the other deacons. 

 



"There!" he reflected. "Now Shallard, the damned fool, ought to see that I'm not trying to 

grab off the kid. . . . If he makes any breaks about 'what are my intentions' to her, I'll just be 

astonished, and get Mr. Frank Shallard in bad, curse him and his dirty sneaking suspicions!" 

 

But: "God, I've got to have her!" said all the tumultuous smoky beings in the lowest layer 

of his mind, and he answered them only with an apprehensive, "Watch out! Be careful! Dean 

Trosper would bust you! Old Bains would grab his shotgun. . . . Be careful! . . . Wait!" 

 

Not till an hour after supper, when the others were bending over the corn-popper, did he 

have the chance to whisper to her: 

 

"Don't trust Shallard! Pretends to be a friend of mine--couldn't trust him with a plugged 

nickel! Got to tell you about him. Got to! Listen! Slip down after the others go up t' bed. I'll be 

down here. Must!" 

 

"Oh, I can't! Cousin Adeline Baldwin is sleeping with me." 

 

"Well! Pretend to get ready to go to bed--start and do your hair or something--and then 

come down to see if the fire is all right. Will you?" 

 

"Maybe." 

 

"You must! Please! Dear!" 

 

"Maybe. But I can't stay but just a second." 

 

Most virtuously, most ministerially: "Oh, of course." 

 

They all sat, after supper, in the sitting-room. The Bainses prided themselves on having 

advanced so far socially that they did not spend their evenings in the kitchen-dining room--

always. The sitting-room had the homeliness of a New England farm-house, with hectically 

striped rag carpet, an amazing patent rocker with Corinthian knobs and brass dragon's feet, 

crayon enlargements, a table piled with Farm and Fireside and Modern Priscilla, and the 

enormous volume of pictures of the Chicago World's Fair. There was no fireplace, but the stove 

was a cheery monster of nickel and mica, with a jolly brass crown more golden than gold, and 

around the glaring belly a chain of glass sapphires, glass emeralds, and hot glass rubies. 

 

Beside the stove's gorgeous cheerfulness, Elmer turned on his spiritual faucet and worked 

at being charming. 

 

"Now don't you folks dare say one word about church affairs this evening! I'm not going 

to be a preacher--I'm just going to be a youngster and kick up my heels in the pasture, after that 

lovely supper, and I declare to goodness if I didn't know she was a strict Mother in Zion, I'd 



make Mother Bains dance with me--bet she could shake a pretty pair of heels as any of these art 

dancers in the theater!" 

 

And encircling that squashy and billowing waist, he thrice whirled her round, while she 

blushed, and giggled, "Why, the very idee!" The others applauded with unsparing plow-hardened 

hands, cracking the shy ears of Frank Shallard. 

 

Always Frank had been known as an uncommonly amiable youth, but tonight he was 

sour as alum. 

 

It was Elmer who told them stories of the pioneer Kansas he knew so well, from reading. 

It was Elmer who started them popping corn in the parlor-stove after their first uneasiness at 

being human in the presence of Men of God. During this festivity, when even the most decorous 

deacon chuckled and admonished Mr. Bains, "Hey, who you shovin' there, Barney?" Elmer was 

able to evade publicity and make his rendezvous with Lulu. 

 

More jolly than ever, then, and slightly shiny from buttered pop-corn, he herded them to 

the parlor-organ, on which Lulu operated with innocent glee and not much knowledge. Out of 

duty to the cloth, they had to begin with singing "Blessed Assurance," but presently he had them 

basking in "Seeing Nelly Home," and "Old Black Joe." 

 

All the while he was quivering with the promise of soft adventure to come. 

 

It only added to his rapture that the young neighboring farmer, Floyd Naylor--kin of the 

Bains family, a tall young man but awkward--was also mooning at Lulu, longing but shy. 

 

They wound up with "Beulah Land," played by Lulu, and his voice was very soothing, 

very touching and tender: 

  

 

O Beulah Land, sweet Beulah Land, 

(You little darling!) 

As on thy highest mount I stand, 

(I wonder if I kinda looked pathetic, would she baby me?) 

I look away across the sea, 

(Oh, I'll be good--won't go too far.) 

Where mansions are prepared for me, 

(Her wrists while she plays--like to kiss 'em!) 

And view the shining glory shore, 

(Going to, by thunder! Tonight!) 

My heav'n, my home for evermore. 

(Wonder if she'll come down-stairs in a wrapper?) 

 



  

"I just wish I knew," said the wife of one of the deacons, a sentimental and lively lady, 

"what you were thinking of while we sang, Brother Gantry?" 

 

"Why--I was thinking how happy we'll all be when we are purified and at rest in Beulah 

Land." 

 

"My, I knew it was something religious--you sang so sorta happy and inspired. Well! We 

must be going. It's been such a lovely evening, Sister Bains. We just don't know how to thank 

you and Brother Bains, yes, and Brother Gantry, too, for such a fine time. Oh, and Brother 

Shallard, of course. Come, Charley." 

 

Charley, as well as the other deacons, had vanished into the kitchen after Brother Bains. 

There was a hollow noise, as of a jug mouth, while the ladies and the clergy talked loudly and 

looked tolerant. The men appeared at the door wiping their mouths with the hairy backs of their 

paws. 
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After the tremendous leave-taking, to a yawning host Elmer suggested, "If it won't bother 

you and Sister Bains, I'm going to stay down here by the fire a few minutes and complete my 

notes for my sermon tomorrow. And then I won't keep Brother Shallard awake." 

 

"Fine, fine--eaaaaah--'scuse me--so sleepy. The house is yours, my boy--Brother. 

G'night." 

 

"Good night! Good night, Brother Bains. Good night, Sister Bains. Good night, Sister 

Lulu. . . . Night, Frank." 

 

The room was far more boisterous when he was left alone in it. It reeled and clamored. 

He paced, nervously smiting the palm of his left hand, stopping in fever to listen. . . . Time 

crawling forever. . . . She would not come. 

 

Creep-mouse rustle on the stairs, reluctant tip-toe in the hall. 

 

His whole torso swelled with longing. He threw back his arms, fists down by his side, 

chin up, like the statue of Nathan Hale. But when she edged in he was enacting the kindly burly 

pastor, an elbow on the corner of the parlor-organ, two fingers playing with his massy watch-

chain, his expression benevolent and amused. 

 



She was not in a dressing-gown; she wore her blue frock unaltered. But she had let down 

her hair and its pale silkiness shone round her throat. She looked at him beseechingly. 

 

Instantly he changed his pose and dashed at her with a little boyish cry: 

 

"Oh, Lu! I can't tell you how Frank hurt me!" 

 

"What? What?" 

 

Very naturally, as with unquestioning intimacy, he put his arm about her shoulder, and 

his finger-tips rejoiced in her hair. 

 

"It's terrible! Frank ought to know me, but what do you think he said? Oh, he didn't dare 

come right out and say it--not to me--but he hinted around and insinuated and suggested that you 

and I were misbehaving there in the church when we were talking. And you remember what we 

were talking about--about my moth-er! And how beautiful and lovely she used to be and how 

much you're like her! Don't you think that's rotten of him?" 

 

"Oh, I do! I think it's just dreadful. I never did like him!" 

 

In her sympathy she had neglected to slip out from under his arm. 

 

"Come sit down beside me on the couch, dear." 

 

"Oh, I mustn't." Moving with him toward the couch. "I've got to go right back up-stairs. 

Cousin Adeline, she's suspicious." 

 

"We'll both go up, right away. But this thing upset me so! Wouldn't think a big clumsy 

like me could be such a sensitive chump, would you!" 

 

He drew her close. She snuggled beside him, unstruggling, sighing: 

 

"Oh, I do understand, Elmer, and I think it's dandy, I mean it's lovely when a man can be 

so big and strong and still have fine feelings. But, honest, I must go." 

 

"Must go, dear." 

 

"No." 

 

"Yes. Won't let you, 'less you say it." 

 

"Must go, dear!" 

 



She had sprung up, but he held her hand, kissed her fingertips, looked up at her with 

plaintive affection. 

 

"Poor boy! Did I make it all well?" 

 

She had snatched away her hand, she had swiftly kissed his temple and fled. He tramped 

the floor quite daft, now soaringly triumphant, now blackly longing. 
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During their hand-car return to Babylon and the Seminary, Elmer and Frank had little to 

say. 

 

"Don't be such a grouch. Honest, I'm not trying to get funny with little Lulu," Elmer 

grumbled, panting as he pumped the hand-car, grotesque in cap and muffler. 

 

"All right. Forget it," said Frank. 

 

Elmer endured it till Wednesday. For two days he had been hag-ridden by plans to 

capture Lulu. They became so plain to him that he seemed to be living them, as he slumped on 

the edge of his cot, his fists clenched, his eyes absent. . . . In his dream he squandered a whole 

two dollars and a half for a "livery rig" for the evening, and drove to Schoenheim. He hitched it 

at that big oak, a quarter of a mile from the Bains farmhouse. In the moonlight he could see the 

rounded and cratered lump on the oak trunk where a limb had been cut off. He crept to the 

farmyard, hid by the corncrib, cold but excited. She came to the door with a dish-pan of water--

stood sidewise in the light, her gingham work-dress molded to the curve from shoulder to breast. 

He whistled to her; she started; came toward him with doubtful feet, cried with gladness when 

she saw who it was. 

 

She could not stay with him till the work was done, but she insisted that he wait in the 

stable. There was the warmth of the cows, their sweet odor, and a scent of hay. He sat on a 

manger-edge in the darkness, enraptured yet so ardent that he trembled as with fear. The barn 

door edged open with a flash of moonlight; she came toward him, reluctant, fascinated. He did 

not stir. She moved, entranced, straight into his arms; they sat together on a pile of hay, taut with 

passion, unspeaking, and his hand smoothed her ankle. And again, in his fancies, it was at the 

church that she yielded; for some reason not quite planned, he was there without Frank, on a 

week-day evening, and she sat beside him on a pew. He could hear himself arguing that she was 

to trust him, that their love partook of the divine, even while he was fondling her. 

 



But--Suppose it were Deacon Bains who came to his whistle, and found him sneaking in 

the barnyard? Suppose she declined to be romantic in cow-barns? And just what excuse had he 

for spending an evening with her at the church? 

 

But--Over and over, sitting on his cot, lying half-asleep with the covers clutched 

desperately, he lived his imaginings till he could not endure it. 

 

Not till Wednesday morning did it occur to the Reverend Elmer Gantry that he need not 

sneak and prowl, not necessarily, no matter what his custom had been, and that there was nothing 

to prevent his openly calling on her. 

 

Nor did he spend any two dollars and a half for a carriage. Despite his florid 

magnificence, he was really a very poor young man. He walked to Schoenheim (not in vision 

now, but in reality), starting at five in the afternoon, carrying a ham sandwich for his supper; 

walked the railroad track, the cold ties echoing under his heavy tread. 

 

He arrived at eight. He was certain that, coming so very late, her parents would not stay 

up to annoy him for more than an hour. They were likely to ask him to remain for the night, and 

there would be no snooping Cousin Adeline Baldwin about. 

 

Mr. Bains opened to his knock. 

 

"Well, well, well, Brother Gantry! What brings you down to this part of the world this 

time of night? Come in! Come in!" 

 

"I sort of thought I needed a good long walk--been studying too hard--and I took a chance 

on your letting me stop in and warm myself." 

 

"Well, sir, by golly, Brother, I'd of been mad's a wet hen if you hadn't stopped! This is 

your house and there's always an extra plate to slap on the table. Yes, sir! Had your supper? 

Sandwich? Enough? Foolishness! We'll have the womenfolks fix you up something in two 

shakes. The woman and Lulu, they're still out in the kitchen. LU-lu!" 

 

"Oh, I mustn't stop--so terribly far back to town, and so late--shouldn't have walked so 

far." 

 

"You don't step your foot out of this house tonight, Brother! You stay right here!" 

 

When Lulu saw him, her tranced eyes said, "And did you come all this way for me?" 

 

She was more softly desirable than he had fancied. 

 



Warmed and swollen with fried eggs and admiration, he sat with them in the parlor 

narrating more or less possible incidents of his campaigns for righteousness in Kansas, till Mr. 

Bains began to yawn. 

 

"By golly, ten minutes after nine! Don't know how it got to be so late. Ma, guess it's 

about time to turn in." 

 

Elmer lunged gallantly: 

 

"Well, you can go to bed, but we young folks are going to sit up and tell each other our 

middle names! I'm no preacher on week days--I'm just a student, by Jiminy!" 

 

"Well--If you call this a week day. Looks like a week night to me, Brother!" 

 

Everybody laughed. 

 

She was in his arms, on the couch, before her father had yawned and coughed up the 

stairs; she was in his arms, limp, unreasoning, at midnight; after a long stillness in the chilling 

room, she sat up hastily at two, and fingered her rumpled hair. 

 

"Oh, I'm frightened!" she whimpered. 

 

He tried to pat her comfortingly, but there was not much heat in him now. 

 

"But it doesn't matter. When shall we be married?" she fluttered. 

 

And then there was no heart in him at all, but only a lump of terror. 

 

Once or twice in his visions he had considered that there might be danger of having to 

many her. He had determined that marriage now would cramp his advancement in the church and 

that, anyway, he didn't want to marry this brainless little fluffy chick, who would be of no help in 

impressing rich parishioners. But that caution he had utterly forgotten in emotion, and her 

question was authentically a surprise, abominably a shock. Thus in whirling thought, even while 

he mumbled: 

 

"Well--well--Don't think we can decide yet. Ought to wait till I have time to look around 

after I graduate, and get settled in some good pastorate." 

 

"Yes, perhaps we ought," she said meekly to her man, the best and most learned and 

strongest and much the most interesting person she had ever known. 

 

"So you mustn't mention it to anybody, Lu. Not ever to your folks. They might not 

understand, like you do, how hard it is for a preacher to get his first real church." 



 

"Yes, dear. Oh, kiss me!" 

 

And he had to kiss her any number of times, in that ghastly cold room, before he could 

escape to his chamber. 

 

He sat on his bed with an expression of sickness, complaining, "Hell, I oughtn't to have 

gone so far! I thought she'd resist more. Aaah! It wasn't worth all this risk. Aaaaah! She's dumm 

as a cow. Poor little thing!" His charity made him feel beneficent again. "Sorry for her. But, good 

God, she is wishy-washy. Her fault, really, but--Aaah! I was a fool! Well, fellow has to stand 

right up and face his faults honestly. I do. I don't excuse myself. I'm not afraid to admit my faults 

and repent." 

 

So he was able to go to bed admiring his own virtue and almost forgiving her. 
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The ardor of Lulu, the pride of having his own church at Schoenheim, the pleasure of 

watching Frank Shallard puff in agony over the hand-car, all these did not make up to Elmer for 

his boredom in seminary classes from Monday to Friday--that boredom which all preachers save 

a few sporting country parsons, a few managers of factory-like institutional churches, must 

endure throughout their lives. 

 

Often he thought of resigning and going into business. Since buttery words and an 

important manner would be as valuable in business as in the church, the class to which he gave 

the most reverent attention was that of Mr. Ben T. Bohnsock, "Professor of Oratory and 

Literature, and Instructor in Voice Culture." Under him, Elmer had been learning an ever more 

golden (yet steel-strong) pulpit manner, learning not to split infinitives in public, learning that 

references to Dickens, Victor Hugo, James Whitcomb Riley, Josh Billings, and Michelangelo 

give to a sermon a very toney Chicago air. 

 

Elmer's eloquence increased like an August pumpkin. He went into the woods to practise. 

Once a small boy came up behind him, standing on a stump in a clearing, and upon being greeted 

with "I denounce the abominations of your lascivious and voluptuous, uh, abominations," he fled 

yelping, and never again was the same care-free youth. 

 

In moments when he was certain that he really could continue with the easy but dull life 

of the ministry, Elmer gave heed to Dean Trosper's lectures in Practical Theology and in 

Homiletics. Dr. Trosper told the aspiring holy clerks what to say when they called on the sick, 

how to avoid being compromised by choir-singers, how to remember edifying or laugh-trapping 

anecdotes by cataloguing them, how to prepare sermons when they had nothing to say, in what 

books they could find the best predigested sermon-outlines, and, most useful of all, how to raise 

money. 

 

Eddie Fislinger's note-book on the Practical Theology lectures (which Elmer viewed as 

Elmer's note-book also, before examinations) was crammed with such practical theology as: 

 

  

 

Pastoral visiting: 

 

No partiality. 



 

Don't neglect hired girls, be cordial. 

 

Guard conversation, pleasing manner and laugh and maybe one funny story but no 

scandal or crit. of others. 

 

Stay only 15-30 minutes. 

 

Ask if like to pray with, not insist. 

 

Rem gt opportunities during sickness, sorrow, marriage. 

 

Ask jokingly why husband not oftener to church. 

 

  

 

The course in Hymnology Elmer found tolerable; the courses in New Testament 

Interpretation, Church History, Theology, Missions, and Comparative Religions he stolidly 

endured and warmly cursed. Who the dickens cared whether Adoniram Judson became a Baptist 

by reading his Greek New Testament? Why all this fuss about a lot of prophecies in Revelation--

he wasn't going to preach that highbrow stuff! And expecting them to make something out of this 

filioque argument in theology! Foolish! 

 

The teachers of New Testament and Church History were ministers whom admiring but 

bored metropolitan congregations had kicked up-stairs. To both of them polite deacons had said, 

"We consider you essentially scholarly, Brother, rather than pastoral. Very scholarly. We're 

pulling wires to get you the high honor that's your due--election to a chair in one of the Baptist 

seminaries. While they may pay a little less, you'll have much more of the honor you so richly 

deserve, and lots easier work, as you might say." 

 

The grateful savants had accepted, and they were spending the rest of their lives reading 

fifteenth-hand opinions, taking pleasant naps, and drooling out to yawning students the anemic 

and wordy bookishness which they called learning. 

 

But the worst of Elmer's annoyances were the courses given by Dr. Bruno Zechlin, 

Professor of Greek, Hebrew, and Old Testament Exegesis. 

 

Bruno Zechlin was a Ph. D. of Bonn, an S.T.D. of Edinburgh. He was one of the dozen 

authentic scholars in all the theological institutions of America, and incidentally he was a 

thorough failure. He lectured haltingly, he wrote obscurely, he could not talk to God as though 

he knew him personally, and he could not be friendly with numbskulls. 

 



Mizpah Seminary belonged to the right-wing of the Baptists; it represented what was 

twenty years later to be known as "fundamentalism"; and in Mizpah Dr. Zechlin had been 

suspected of heresy. 

 

He also had a heathenish tawny German beard, and he had been born not in Kansas or 

Ohio but in a city ridiculously named Frankfort. 

 

Elmer despised him, because of the beard, because he was enthusiastic about Hebrew 

syntax, because he had no useful tips for ambitious young professional prophets, and because he 

had seemed singularly to enjoy flunking Elmer in Greek, which Elmer was making up with a 

flinching courage piteous to behold. 

 

But Frank Shallard loved Dr. Zechlin, him alone among the members of the faculty. 
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Frank Shallard's father was a Baptist minister, sweet-tempered, bookish, mildy liberal, 

not unsuccessful; his mother was of a Main Line family, slightly run to seed. He was born in 

Harrisburg and reared in Pittsburgh, always under the shadow of the spires--in his case, a kindly 

shadow and serene, though his father did labor long at family prayers and instruct his young to 

avoid all worldly pollution, which included dancing, the theater, and the libidinous works of 

Balzac. 

 

There was talk of sending Frank to Brown University or Pennsylvania, but when he was 

fifteen his father had a call to a large church in Cleveland, and it was the faculty of Oberlin 

College, in Ohio, who interpreted and enriched for Frank the Christian testimony to be found in 

Plautus, Homer, calculus, basket-ball, and the history of the French Revolution. 

 

There was a good deal of the natural poet in him and, as is not too rarely the case with 

poets, something of the reasoning and scientific mind. But both imagination and reason had been 

submerged in a religion in which doubt was not only sinful but, much worse, in bad taste. The 

flair which might have turned to roses and singing, or to banners and bravado, or to pity of 

hopeless toilers, had been absorbed in the terrible majesty of the Jew Jehovah, the brooding 

mercy of Our Lord, the tales of his birth--jeweled kings and the shepherds' campfire, the looming 

star and the babe in the manger; myths bright as enamel buds--and he was bemused by the 

mysteries of Revelation, an Alice in Wonderland wearing a dragon mask. 

 

Not only had he been swathed in theology, but all his experience had been in books 

instead of the speech of toiling men. He had been a solitary in college, generous but fastidious, 

jarred by his classmates' belching and sudden laughter. 

 



His reasoning had been introverted, turned from an examination of men as mammals and 

devoted to a sorrow that sinful and aching souls should not more readily seek the security of a 

mystic process known as Conviction, Repentance, and Salvation, which, he was assured by the 

noblest and most literate men he had ever known, was guaranteed to cure all woe. His own 

experience did not absolutely confirm this. Even after he had been quite ecstatically saved, he 

found himself falling into deep, still furies at the familiarities of hobbledehoys, still peeping at 

the arching bodies of girls. But that, he assured himself, was merely because he hadn't "gone on 

to perfection." 

 

There were doubts. The Old Testament God's habit of desiring the reeking slaughter of 

every one who did not flatter him seemed rather anti-social, and he wondered whether all the 

wantoning in the Song of Solomon did really refer to the loyalty between Christ and the Church. 

It seemed unlike the sessions of Oberlin Chapel and the Miller Avenue Baptist Church of 

Cleveland, Ohio. Could Solomon just possibly refer to relations between beings more mundane 

and frisky? 

 

Such qualities of reason as he had, Frank devoted not to examining and banishing the 

doubt itself. He had it as an axiom that doubt was wicked, and he was able to enjoy considerable 

ingenuity in exorcising it. He had a good deal of self-esteem and pleasure among the purple-

broidered ambiguities of religion. 

 

That he should become a minister had always been assumed. He had no such definite and 

ecstatic Call as came to Elmer Gantry, but he had always known that he would go on nibbling at 

theories about the eucharist, and pointing men the way to uncharted plateaus called 

Righteousness, Idealism, Honesty, Sacrifice, Beauty, Salvation. 

 

Curly flaxen hair, clear skin, fine nose, setter eyes, straight back, Frank was a pleasant-

looking young man at twenty-three, in his senior year at Mizpah Seminary. 

 

He was a favorite of Dean Trosper, of the Professor of New Testament Interpretation; his 

marks were high, his manner was respectful and his attendance was perfect. But his master 

among the faculty was the stammering and stumbling Bruno Zechlin, that bearded advocate of 

Hebrew syntax, that suspected victim of German beer and German rationalism, and Frank was 

the only student of his generation whom Dr. Zechlin chose as confidant. 

 

During Frank's first year in Mizpah, Zechlin and he were merely polite to each other; 

they watched each other and respected each other and remained aloof. Frank was diffident before 

Dr. Zechlin's learning, and in the end it was Zechlin who offered friendship. He was a lonely 

man. He was a bachelor and he despised all of his colleagues whom he did not fear. Particularly 

did he dislike being called "Brother Zechlin" by active long-legged braying preachers from the 

bush. 

 



At the beginning of Frank's second year in Mizpah he worried once in Old Testament 

Exegesis class, "Professor Zechlin, I wish you'd explain an apparent Biblical inconsistency to 

me. It says in John--some place in the first chapter I think it is--that 'No man hath seen God at 

any time,' and then in Timothy it states definitely, about God, 'Whom no man hath seen nor can 

see,' and yet in Exodus xxiv, Moses and more than seventy others did see him, with pavement 

under his feet, and Isaiah and Amos say they saw him, and God especially arranged for Moses to 

see part of him. And there too--God told Moses that nobody could stand seeing his face and live, 

but Jacob actually wrestled with God and saw him face to face and did live. Honestly, Professor, 

I'm not trying to raise doubts, but there does seem to be an inconsistency there, and I wish I 

could find the proper explanation." 

 

Dr. Zechlin looked at him with a curious fuzzy brightness. "What do you mean by a 

proper explanation, Shallard?" 

 

"So we can explain these things to young people that might be bothered by them." 

 

"Well, it's rather complicated. If you'll come to my rooms after supper tonight, I'll try to 

make it clear." 

 

But when Frank shyly came calling (and Dr. Zechlin exaggerated when he spoke of his 

"rooms," for he had only a book-littered study with an alcove bedroom, in the house of an 

osteopath), he did not at all try to make it clear. He hinted about to discover Frank's opinion of 

smoking, and gave him a cigar; he encased himself in a musty arm-chair and queried: 

 

"Do you ever feel a little doubt about the literal interpretation of our Old Testament, 

Shallard?" 

 

He sounded kind, very understanding. 

 

"I don't know. Yes, I guess I do. I don't like to call them doubts--" 

 

"Why not call 'em doubts? Doubting is a very healthy sign, especially in the young. Don't 

you see that otherwise you'd simply be swallowing instruction whole, and no fallible human 

instructor can always be right, do you think?" 

 

That began it--began a talk, always cautious, increasingly frank, which lasted till 

midnight. Dr. Zechlin lent him (with the adjuration not to let any one else see them) Renan's 

"Jesus," and Coe's "The Religion of a Mature Mind." 

 

Frank came again to his room, and they walked, strolled together through sweet apple 

orchards, unconscious even of Indian summer pastures in their concentration on the destiny of 

man and the grasping gods. 

 



Not for three months did Zechlin admit that he was an agnostic, and not for another 

month that atheist would perhaps be a sounder name for him than agnostic. 

 

Before ever he had taken his theological doctorate, Zechlin had felt that it was as 

impossible to take literally the myths of Christianity as to take literally the myths of Buddhism. 

But for many years he had rationalized his heresies. These myths, he comforted himself, are 

symbols embodying the glory of God and the leadership of Christ's genius. He had worked out a 

satisfactory parable: The literalist, said he, asserts that a flag is something holy, something to die 

for, not symbolically but in itself. The infidel, at the other end of the scale, maintains that the flag 

is a strip of wool or silk or cotton with rather unesthetic marks printed on it, and of considerably 

less use, therefore of less holiness and less romance, than a shirt or a blanket. But to the 

unprejudiced thinker, like himself, it was a symbol, sacred only by suggestion but not the less 

sacred. 

 

After nearly two decades he knew that he had been fooling himself; that he did not 

actually admire Jesus as the sole leader; that the teachings of Jesus were contradictory and 

borrowed from earlier rabbis; and that if the teachings of Christianity were adequate flags, 

symbols, philosophies for most of the bellowing preachers whom he met and detested, then 

perforce they must for him be the flags, the symbols, of the enemy. 

 

Yet he went on as a Baptist preacher, as a teacher of ministerial cubs. 

 

He tried to explain it to Frank Shallard without seeming too shameful. 

 

First, he suggested, it was hard for any man, it was especially hard for a teacher of sixty-

five, to go back on the philosophy he had taught all his life. It made that life seem too pitifully 

futile. 

 

And he did love to tread theological labyrinths. 

 

And, he admitted, as they plodded back through a winter twilight, he was afraid to come 

out with the truth lest he plain lose his job. 

 

Man of learning he was, but too sorry a preacher to be accepted by a liberal religious 

society, too lumbering a writer for journalism; and outside the world of religious parasitism (his 

own phrase) he had no way of earning his living. If he were kicked out of Mizpah, he would 

starve. 

 

"So!" he said grimly. "I would hate to see you go through all this, Frank." 

 

"But--but--but--What am I to do, Dr. Zechlin? Do you think I ought to get out of the 

church? Now? While there's time?" 

 



"You have lived the church. You would probably be lonely without it. Maybe you should 

stay in it . . . to destroy it!" 

 

"But you wouldn't want it destroyed? Even if some details of dogma aren't true--or even 

all of 'em--think what a consolation religion and the church are to weak humanity!" 

 

"Are they? I wonder! Don't cheerful agnostics, who know they're going to die dead, 

worry much less than good Baptists, who worry lest their sons and cousins and sweethearts fail 

to get into the Baptist heaven--or what is even worse, who wonder if they may not have guessed 

wrong--if God may not be a Catholic, maybe, or a Mormon or a Seventh-day Adventist instead 

of a Baptist, and then they'll go to hell themselves! Consolation? No! But--Stay in the church. 

Till you want to get out." 

 

Frank stayed. 
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By Senior year he had read many of Dr. Zechlin's bootlegged books: Davenport's 

"Primitive Traits in Religious Revivals," which asserted that the shoutings and foamings and 

twitchings at revival meetings were no more sanctified than any other barbaric religious frenzies, 

Dods and Sunderland on the origin of the Bible, which indicated that the Bible was no more holy 

and infallible than Homer; Nathaniel Schmidt's revolutionary life of Jesus, "The Prophet of 

Nazareth," and White's "History of the Warfare of Science with Theology," which painted 

religion as the enemy, not the promoter, of human progress. He was indeed--in a Baptist 

seminary!--a specimen of the "young man ruined by godless education" whom the Baptist 

periodicals loved to paint. 

 

But he stayed. 

 

He clung to the church. It was his land, his patriotism. Nebulously and quite unpractically 

and altogether miserably he planned to give his life to a project called "liberalizing the church 

from within." 

 

It was a relief after his sophistries to have so lively an emotion as his sweet, clear, 

resounding hatred for Brother Elmer Gantry. 
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Frank had always disliked Elmer's thickness, his glossiness, his smut, and his inability to 

understand the most elementary abstraction. But Frank was ordinarily no great hater, and when 

they went off together to guard the flock at Schoenheim, he almost liked Elmer in his vigorous 

excitement--beautiful earthy excitement of an athlete. 

 

Frank considered Lulu Bains a bisque doll, and he would have cherished her like any ten-

year-old in his Sunday School class. He saw Elmer's whole body stiffen as he looked at Lulu. 

And there was nothing he could do. 

 

He was afraid that if he spoke to Mr. Bains, or even to Lulu, in the explosion Elmer 

might have to marry her, and suddenly the Frank who had always accepted "the holy institution 

of matrimony" felt that for a colt like Lulu any wild kicking up of the heels would be better than 

being harnessed to Elmer's muddy plow. 

 

Frank's minister father and his mother went to California for Christmas time, and he spent 

the holiday with Dr. Zechlin. They two celebrated Christmas Eve, and a very radiant, well-

contented, extremely German Weinachtsabend that was. Zechlin had procured a goose, bullied 

the osteopath's wife into cooking it, with sausages for stuffing and cranberry pancake to flank it. 

He brewed a punch not at all Baptist; it frothed, and smelled divinely, and to Frank it brought 

visions. 

 

They sat in old chairs on either side of the round stove, gently waving their punch 

glasses, and sang: 

 

  

Stille Nacht, heilige Nacht, 

Alles schläft, einsam wacht 

Nur das traute hochheilige Paar, 

Holder Knabe im lokkigen Haar 

Schlaf in himm'lischer Ruh, 

Schlaf in himm'lischer Ruh. 

 

  

"Ah, yes," the old man meditated, "that is the Christ I still dream of--the Child with 

shining hair, the dear German Christ Child--the beautiful fairy tale--and your Dean Trospers 

make Jesus into a monster that hates youth and laughter--Wein, Weib und Gesang. Der arme! 

How unlucky he was, that Christ, not to have the good Trosper with him at the wedding feast to 

explain that he must not turn the water into wine. Chk! Chk! I wonder if I am too old to start a 

leetle farm with a big vineyard and seven books?" 
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Elmer Gantry was always very witty about Dr. Bruno Zechlin. Sometimes he called him 

"Old Fuzzy." Sometimes he said, "That old coot ought to teach Hebrew--he looks like a page of 

Yid himself." Elmer could toss off things like that. The applause of Eddie Fislinger, who was 

heard to say in hallways and lavatories that Zechlin lacked spirituality, encouraged Elmer to 

create his masterpiece. 

 

Before Exegesis class, he printed on the blackboard in a disguised hand: 

 

  

 

"I am Fuzzy Zechlin, the gazabo that knows more than God. If Jake Trosper got onto 

what I really think about inspiration of the Scriptures, he'd fire me out on my dirty Dutch neck." 

 

  

 

The assembling students guffawed, even ponderous Brother Karkis, the up-creek Calvin. 

 

Dr. Zechlin trotted into the classroom, smiling. He read the blackboard inscription. He 

looked incredulous, then frightened, and peered at his class like an old dog stoned by hoodlums. 

He turned and walked out, to the laughter of Brother Gantry and Brother Karkis. 

 

It is not recorded how the incident came to Dean Trosper. 

 

He summoned Elmer. "I suspect it was you who wrote that on the blackboard." 

 

Elmer considered lying, then blurted, "Yes, I did, Dean. I tell you, it's a shame--I don't 

pretend to have reached a state of Christian perfection, but I'm trying hard, and I think it's a 

shame when a man on the faculty is trying to take away our faith by hints and sneers, that's how I 

feel." 

 

Dean Trosper spoke snappishly: "I don't think you need worry about anybody suggesting 

new possibilities of sin to you, Brother Gantry. But there is some justification to what you say. 

Now go and sin no more. I still believe that some day you may grow up and turn your vitality 

into a means of grace for many, possibly including yourself. Thaddeldo." 

 

Dr. Bruno Zechlin was abruptly retired at Easter. He went to live with his niece. She was 

poor and liked bridge, and did not want him. He made a little money by translating from the 

German. He died within two years. 

 



Elmer Gantry never knew who sent him thirty dimes, wrapped in a tract about holiness, 

nor why. But he found the sentiments in the tract useful in a sermon, and the thirty dimes he 

spent for lively photographs of burlesque ladies. 
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The relations of Brother Gantry and Brother Shallard were not ardent, toward 

Chrismastide, even in the intimacy of pumping a hand-car. 

 

Frank complained while they were laboring along the track after church at Schoenheim: 

 

"Look here, Gantry, something's got to be done. I'm not satisfied about you and Lulu. I've 

caught you looking at each other. And I suspect you've been talking to the dean about Dr. 

Zechlin. I'm afraid I've got to go to the dean myself. You're not fit to have a pastorate." 

 

Elmer stopped pumping, glared, rubbed his mittened hands on his thighs, and spoke 

steadily: 

 

"I've been waiting for this! I'm impulsive--sure; I make bad mistakes--every red-blooded 

man does. But what about you? I don't know how far you've gone with your hellish doubts, but 

I've been listening to the hedging way you answer questions in Sunday School, and I know 

you're beginning to wabble. Pretty soon you'll be an out-and-out liberal. God! Plotting to weaken 

the Christian religion, to steal away from weak groping souls their only hope of salvation! The 

worst murderer that ever lived isn't a criminal like you!" 

 

"That isn't true! I'd die before I'd weaken the faith of any one who needed it!" 

 

"Then you simply haven't got brains enough to see what you're doing, and there's no 

place for you in any Christian pulpit! It's me that ought to go to Pop Trosper complaining! Just 

today, when that girl came to you worrying about her pa's giving up family-prayers, you let on 

like it didn't matter much. You may have started that poor young lady on the doubt-paved road 

that leads to everlasting Hell!" 

 

And all the way to Mizpah Frank worried and explained. 

 

And at Mizpah Elmer graciously permitted him to resign his place at Schoenheim, and 

advised him to repent and seek the direction of the Holy Spirit before he should ever attempt 

another pastorate. 

 



Elmer sat in his rooms flaming with his evangelistic triumph. He was so sincere about it 

that not for minutes did he reflect that Frank would no longer be an obstacle to his relations with 

Lulu Bains. 

 

 

 

2 

  

 

A score of times before March, in her own house, in an abandoned log barn, at the 

church, Elmer contrived to have meetings with Lulu. But he wearied of her trusting babble. Even 

her admiration, since she always gushed the same things in the same way, began to irritate him. 

Her love-making was equally unimaginative. She always kissed and expected to be kissed in the 

same way. Even before March he had had enough, but she was so completely devoted to him that 

he wondered if he might not have to give up the Schoenheim church to get rid of her. He felt 

injured. 

 

Nobody could ever say he was unkind to girls or despised 'em, the way Jim Lefferts used 

to. He'd taught Lulu an awful lot; got her over her hick ideas; showed her how a person could be 

religious and still have a good time, if you just looked at it right and saw that while you ought to 

teach the highest ideals, nobody could be expected to always and exactly live up to 'em every 

day. Especially when you were young. And hadn't he given her a bracelet that cost five good 

bucks? 

 

But she was such a darned fool. Never could understand that after a certain point a man 

wanted to quit love-making and plan his next Sunday's sermon or bone up on his confounded 

Greek. Practically, he felt resentfully, she'd deceived him. Here he'd thought that she was a nice, 

safe, unemotional little thing, whom it might be pleasant to tease but who'd let him alone when 

he had more serious matters to attend to, and then she'd turned out passionate. She wanted to go 

on being kissed and kissed and kissed when he was sick of it. Her lips were always creeping 

around, touching his hand or his cheek when he wanted to talk. 

 

She sent him whining little notes at Mizpah. Suppose somebody found one of 'em! Golly! 

She wrote to him that she was just living till their next meeting--trying to bother him and distract 

his attention when he had a man's work to do. She mooned up at him with her foolish soft mushy 

eyes all through his sermons--absolutely spoiled his style. She was wearing him out, and he'd 

have to get rid of her. 

 

Hated to do it. Always had been nice to girls--to everybody. But it was for her sake just 

as much as his-- 

 

He'd have to be mean to her and make her sore. 
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They were alone in the Schoenheim church after morning meeting. She had whispered to 

him at the door, "I've got something I have to tell you." 

 

He was frightened; he grumbled, "Well, we oughtn't to be seen together so much but--

Slip back when the other folks are gone." 

 

He was sitting in the front pew in the deserted church, reading hymns for want of better, 

when she crept behind him and kissed his ear. He jumped. 

 

"Good Lord, don't go startling people like that!" he snarled. "Well, what's all this you 

have to tell me?" 

 

She was faltering, near to tears. "I thought you'd like it! I just wanted to creep close and 

say I loved you!" 

 

"Well, good heavens, you needn't of acted as though you were pregnant or something!" 

 

"Elmer!" Too hurt in her gay affection, too shocked in her rustic sense of propriety, for 

resentment. 

 

"Well, that's just about how you acted! Making me wait here when I've got to be back in 

town--important meeting--and me having to pump that hand-car all alone! I do wish you 

wouldn't act like a ten-year-old kid all the time!" 

 

"Elmer!" 

 

"Oh, Elmer, Elmer, Elmer! That's all very well. I like to play around and be foolish jus' as 

well's anybody, but all this--all this--All the time!" 

 

She fled round to the front of the pew and knelt by him, her childish hand on his knee, 

prattling in an imitation of baby-talk which infuriated him: 

 

"Oh, issums such cwoss old bear! Issums bad old bear! So cwoss with Lulukins!" 

 

"Lulukins! Great John God!" 

 

"Why, Elmer Gantry!" It was the Sunday School teacher who was shocked now. She sat 

up on her knees. 

 



"Lulukins! Of all the damned fool baby-talk I ever heard that takes the cake! That's got 

'em all beat! For God's sake try to talk like a human being! And don't go squatting there. Suppose 

somebody came in. Are you deliberately going to work to ruin me? . . . Lulukins!" 

 

She stood up, fists tight. "What have I done? I didn't mean to hurt you! Oh, I didn't, 

dearest! Please forgive me! I just came in to s'prise you!" 

 

"Huh! You s'prised me all right!" 

 

"Dear! Please! I'm so sorry. Why, you called me Lulukins yourself!" 

 

"I never did!" 

 

She was silent. 

 

"Besides, if I did, I was kidding." 

 

Patiently, trying to puzzle it out, she sat beside him and pleaded, "I don't know what I've 

done. I just don't know. Won't you please--oh, please explain, and give me a chance to make up 

for it!" 

 

"Oh, hell!" He sprang up, hat in hand, groping for his overcoat. "If you can't understand, I 

can't waste my time explaining!" And was gone, relieved but not altogether proud. 

 

But by Tuesday he admired himself for his resolution. 

 

Tuesday evening came her apology; not a very good note, blurry, doubtful of spelling, 

and, as she had no notion what she was apologizing about, not very lucid. 

 

He did not answer it. 

 

During his sermon the next Sunday she looked up at him waiting to smile, but he took 

care not to catch her eye. 

 

While he was voluminously explaining the crime of Nadab and Abihu in putting strange 

fire in their censors, he was thinking with self-admiration, "Poor little thing. I'm sorry for her. I 

really am." 

 

He saw that she was loitering at the door, behind her parents, after the service, but he left 

half his congregation unhandshaken and unshriven, muttered to Deacon Bains, "Sorry gotta 

hurry 'way," and fled toward the railroad tracks. 

 



"If you're going to act this way and deliberately persecute me," he raged, "I'll just have to 

have a good talk with you, my fine young lady!" 

 

He waited, this new Tuesday, for another note of apology. There was none, but on 

Thursday, when he was most innocently having a vanilla milk-shake at Bombery's Drug Store, 

near the seminary, when he felt ever so good and benign and manly, with his Missions theme all 

finished and two fine five-cent cigars in his pocket, he saw her standing outside peering in at 

him. 

 

He was alarmed. She looked not quite sane. 

 

"Suppose she's told her father!" he groaned. 

 

He hated her. 

 

He swaggered out gallantly, and he did most magniloquently the proper delight at 

encountering her here in town. 

 

"Well, well, well, Lulu, this is a pleasant surprise! And where's Papa?" 

 

"He and Ma are up in the doctor's office--about Ma's earache. I said I'd meet them at the 

Boston Bazaar. Elmer!" Her voice was like stretched quivering wire. "I've got to talk to you! 

You've got to--Walk down the street with me." 

 

He saw that she had tried to rouge her cheeks. It was not customary in rural Midwest in 

1906. She had done it badly. 

 

The spring was early. These first days of March were soft with buds, and Elmer sighed 

that if she weren't such a tyrannical nagger, he might have felt romantic about her as they walked 

toward the court-house lawn and the statue of General Sherman. 

 

He had expanded her education in boldness as well as vocabulary; and with only a little 

hesitation, a little of peering up at him, a little trying to hook her fingers over his arm till he 

shook it free, she blurted: 

 

"We've got to do something. Because I think I'm going to have a baby." 

 

"Oh, good God Almighty! Hell!" said the Reverend Elmer Gantry. "And I suppose you've 

gone squealing to your old man and the old woman!" 

 

"No, I haven't." She was quiet, and dignified--dignified as a bedraggled gray kitten could 

be. 

 



"Well, that's good, anyway. Well, I suppose I'll have to do something about it. Damn!" 

 

He thought rapidly. From the ladies of joy whom he knew in the city of Monarch he 

could obtain information--But-- 

 

"You look here now!" he snarled. "It isn't possible!" He faced her, on the brick walk 

through the court-house lawn, under the castiron wings of the rusty Justice. "What are you trying 

to pull? God knows I most certainly intend to stand by you in every way. But I don't intend to be 

bamboozled, not by anybody! What makes you think you're pregnant?" 

 

"Please, dear! Don't use that word!'" 

 

"Huh! Say, that's pretty good, that is! Come across now. What makes you think so?" 

 

She could not look at him; she looked only at the ground; and his virtuous indignation 

swooped down on her as she stammered her reasons. Now no one had taught Lulu Bains much 

physiology; and it was evident that she was making up what she considered sound symptoms. 

She could only mumble again and again, while tears mucked her clumsy rouge, while her bent 

fingers trembled at her chin, "Oh, it's--I feel so bad--oh, please, dear, don't make me go on 

explaining." 

 

He had enough of it. He gripped her shoulder, not tenderly. 

 

"Lulu, you're lying! You have a dirty, lying, deceitful heart! I wondered what it was 

about you that bothered me and kept me from marrying you. Now I know! Thank God I've found 

out in time! You're lying!" 

 

"Oh, dear, I'm not. Oh, please!" 

 

"Look here. I'm going to take you to a doctor's. Right now. We'll get the truth." 

 

"Oh, no, no, no! Please, no! I can't." 

 

"Why can't you?" 

 

"Oh, please!" 

 

"Uh-huh! And that's all you've got to say for yourself! Come here! Look up at me!" 

 

They must have hurt, his meaty fingers digging into her shoulder, but then, he felt 

righteous, he felt like the Old Testament prophets whom his sect admired. And he had found 

something about which he really could quarrel with her. 

 



She did not look at him, for all his pinching. She merely wept, hopelessly. 

 

"Then you were lying?"' 

 

"Oh, I was! Oh, dearest, how can you hurt me like you do?" He released his grip, and 

looked polite. "Oh, I don't mean hurting my shoulder. That doesn't matter. I mean hurting me! So 

cold to me! And I thought maybe if we were married--I'd do everything to make you happy. I'd 

go wherever you did. I wouldn't mind if we had the tiniest little small house--" 

 

"And you--you--expect a minister of the gospel to share any house with a liar! Oh, you 

viper that--Oh, hell, I won't talk like a preacher. I don't suppose I have done altogether right, 

maybe. Though I noticed you were glad enough to sneak out and meet me places! But when a 

woman, a Christian, deliberately lies and tries to deceive a man in his deepest feelings--That's 

too much no matter what I did! Don't you ever dare to speak to me again! And if you tell your 

father about this, and force me into marriage, I'll--I'll--I'll kill myself!" 

 

"Oh, I won't! Honest, I won't!" 

 

"I'll repent my own fault in bitter tears and as for you, young woman--Go and sin no 

more." 

 

He swung round, walked away from her, deaf to her whimperings. She desperately trotted 

after his giant stride for a while, then leaned against the trunk of a sycamore, while a passing 

grocery clerk snickered. 

 

She did not appear at church the next Sunday. Elmer was so pleased that he thought of 

having another rendezvous with her. 
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Deacon Bains and his good wife had noticed how pale and absent-minded was their 

normally bouncing daughter. 

 

"Guess she's in love with that new preacher. Well, let's keep our hands off. Be a nice 

match for her. Never knew a young preacher that was so filled with the power. Talks like a house 

afire, by golly," said the deacon, as they yawned and stretched in the vast billowy old bed. 

 

Then Floyd Naylor came fretting to the deacon. 

 

Floyd was a kinsman of the family; a gangling man of twenty-five, immensely strong, 

rather stupid, a poor farmer, very loyal. For years he had buzzed about Lulu. It would be over-



romantic to say that he had eaten his faithful heart out in lone reverence. But he had always 

considered Lulu the most beautiful, sparkling, and profound girl in the universe. Lulu considered 

him a stick, and Deacon Bains held in aversion his opinions on alfalfa. He was a familiar of the 

household; rather like a neighbor's dog. 

 

Floyd found Deacon Bains in the barnyard mending a whiffletree, and grunted, "Say, 

Cousin Barney, I'm kind of worried about Lulu." 

 

"Oh, guess she's in love with this new preacher. Can't tell; they might get hitched." 

 

"Yeh, but is Brother Gantry in love with her? Somehow I don't like that fella." 

 

"Rats, you don't appreciate preachers. You never was in a real state of grace. Never did 

get reborn of the spirit proper." 

 

"Like hell I didn't! Got just as reborn as you did! Preachers are all right, most of 'em. But 

this fella Gantry--Say, here 'long about two months ago I seen him and Lulu walking down the 

brick schoolhouse road, and they was hugging and kissing like all get-out, and he was calling her 

Sweetheart." 

 

"Heh? Sure it was them?" 

 

"Dead certain. I was, uh--Well, fact is, another fella and me--" 

 

"Who was she?" 

 

"Now that don't make no difference. Anyway, we was sitting right under the big maple 

this side of the schoolhouse, in the shade, but it was bright moonlight and Lulu and this preacher 

come by, near's I am to you, prett' near. Well, thinks I, guess they're going to get engaged. Then I 

hung around the church, once-twice after meeting, and one time I kinda peeked in the window 

and I seen 'em right there in the front pew, hugging like they sure ought to get married whether 

or no. I didn't say anything--wanted to wait and see if he'd marry her. Now it ain't any of my 

business, Barney, but you know I always liked Lulu, and strikes me we ought to know if this 

Bible-walloper is going to play straight with her." 

 

"Guess maybe that's right. I'll have a talk with her." 

 

Bains had never been very observant of his daughter, but Floyd Naylor was not a liar, and 

it was with sharpened eyes that the deacon stumped into the house and found her standing by the 

churn, her arms hanging limp. 

 

"Say, uh, say, uh, Lu, how's things going with you and Brother Gantry?" 

 



"Why, what do you mean?" 

 

"You two engaged? Going to be engaged? He going to marry you?" 

 

"Of course not." 

 

"Been making love to you, ain't he?" 

 

"Oh, never!" 

 

"Never hugged you or kissed you?" 

 

"Never!" 

 

"How far'd he go?" 

 

"Oh, he didn't!" 

 

"Why you been looking so kind of peeked lately?" 

 

"Oh, I just don't feel very well. Oh, I feel fine. It's just the spring coming on, I guess--" 

She dropped to the floor and, with her head against the churn, her thin fingers beating an 

hysterical tattoo on the floor, she choked with weeping. 

 

"There, there, Lu! Your dad'll do something about it." 

 

Floyd was waiting in the farmyard. 

 

There were, in those parts and those days, not infrequent ceremonies known as "shotgun 

weddings." 
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The Reverend Elmer Gantry was reading an illustrated pink periodical devoted to prize-

fighters and chorus girls in his room at Elizabeth J. Schmutz Hall late of an afternoon when two 

large men walked in without knocking. 

 

"Why, good evening, Brother Bains--Brother Naylor! This is a pleasant surprise. I was, 

uh--Did you ever see this horrible rag? About actoresses. An invention of the devil himself. I was 

thinking of denouncing it next Sunday. I hope you never read it--won't you sit down, 

gentlemen?--take this chair--I hope you never read it, Brother Floyd, because the footsteps of--" 



 

"Gantry," exploded Deacon Bains, "I want you to take your footsteps right now and turn 

'em toward my house! You've been fooling with my daughter, and either you're going to marry 

her, or Floyd and me are going to take it out of your hide, and way I feel just now, don't much 

care which it is." 

 

"You mean to say that Lulu has been pretending--" 

 

"Naw, Lulu ain't said nothing. God, I wonder if I ought to let the girl marry a fellow like 

you? But I got to protect her good name, and guess Floyd and me can see to it you give her a 

square deal after the marriage. Now I've sent out word to invite all the neighbors to the house 

tonight for a little sociable to tell 'em Lulu and you are engaged, and you're going to put on your 

Sunday-go-to-meeting suit and come with us, right now." 

 

"You can't bully me into anything--" 

 

"Take that side of him, Floyd, but I get the first lick. You get what's left." 

 

They ranged up beside him. They were shorter, less broad, but their faces were like 

tanned hard leather, their eyes were hard-- 

 

"You're a big cuss, Brother Gantry, but guess you don't get enough exercise no more. 

Pretty soft," considered Deacon Bains. 

 

His fist was dropping down, down to his knee; his shoulder sloped down; his fist was 

coming up--and Floyd had suddenly pinioned Elmer's arms. 

 

"I'll do it! All right! All right!" Elmer shrieked. 

 

He'd find a way to break the engagement. Already he was recovering his poise. 

 

"Now you fellows listen to me! I'm in love with Lulu, and I intended to ask her the 

moment I finish here--less than three months now--and get my first church. And then you two 

butt in and try to spoil this romance!" 

 

"Hum, yes, I guess so," Bains droned, inexpressible contempt in his dragging voice. "You 

save all them pretty words for Lulu. You're going to be married the middle of May--that'll give 

time enough after the engagement so's the neighbors won't think there's anything wrong. Now 

into them clothes. Buggy waiting outside. We'll treat you right. If you use Lulu like you ought to, 

and honey her up and make her feel happy again, maybe Floyd and me won't kill you the night of 

your wedding. We'll see. And we'll always treat you fine in public--won't even laugh when we 

hear you preaching. Now git, hear me?" 

 



While he dressed, Elmer was able to keep his face turned from them, able to compose 

himself, so that he could suddenly whirl on them with his handsomest, his most manly and 

winning smile. 

 

"Brother Bains, I want to thank Cousin Floyd and you. You're dead wrong about thinking 

I wouldn't have done right by Lulu. But I rejoice, sir, rejoice, that she is blessed by having such 

loyal relatives!" That puzzled rather than captured them, but he fetched them complete with a 

jovial, "And such husky ones! I'm pretty strong myself--keep up my exercise lot more'n you 

think--but I guess I wouldn't be one-two-three with you folks! Good thing for ole Elmer you 

never let loose that darn' mule-kick of yours, Brother Bains! And you're right. No sense putting 

off the wedding. May fifteenth will be fine. Now I want to ask one thing: Let me have ten 

minutes alone with Lu before you make the announcement. I want to console her--make her 

happy. Oh, you can tell if I keep faith--the eagle eye of a father will know." 

 

"Well, my father's eagle eye ain't been working none too good lately, but I guess it'll be 

all right for you to see her." 

 

"Now, will you shake hands? Please!" 

 

He was so big, so radiant, so confident. They looked sheepish, grinned like farmers 

flattered by a politician, and shook hands. 

 

There was a multitude at the Bainses', also fried chicken and watermelon pickles. 

 

The deacon brought Lulu to Elmer in the spare room and left her. 

 

Elmer was at ease on the sofa; she stood before him, trembling, red-eyed. 

 

"Come, you poor child," he condescended. 

 

She approached, sobbing, "Honestly, dear, I didn't tell Pa anything--I didn't ask him to do 

it--oh, I don't want to if you don't." 

 

"There, there, child. It's all right. I'm sure you'll make a fine wife. Sit down." And he 

permitted her to kiss his hand, so that she became very happy and wept tremendously, and went 

out to her father rejoicing. 

 

He considered, meanwhile, "That ought to hold you, damn you! Now I'll figure out some 

way of getting out of this mess." 

 

At the announcement of Lulu's engagement to a Man of God, the crowd gave hoarse and 

holy cheers. 

 



Elmer made quite a long speech into which he brought all that Holy Writ had to say about 

the relations of the sexes--that is, all that he remembered and that could be quoted in mixed 

company. 

 

"Go on, Brother! Kiss her!" they clamored. 

 

He did, heartily; so heartily that he felt curious stirrings. 

 

He spent the night there, and was so full of holy affection that when the family was 

asleep, he crept into Lulu's bedroom. She stirred on the pillow and whispered, "Oh, my darling! 

And you forgave me! Oh I do love you so!" as he kissed her fragrant hair. 
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It was usual for the students of Mizpah to let Dean Trosper know if they should become 

engaged. The dean recommended them for ministerial appointments, and the status of marriage 

made a difference. Bachelors were more likely to become assistants in large city churches; 

married men, particularly those whose wives had lively piety and a knowledge of cooking, were 

usually sent to small churches of their own. 

 

The dean summoned Elmer to his gloomy house on the edge of the campus--it was a 

house which smelled of cabbage and wet ashes--and demanded: 

 

"Gantry, just what is this business about you and some girl at Schoenheim?" 

 

"Why, Dean," in hurt rectitude, "I'm engaged to a fine young lady there--daughter of one 

of my deacons." 

 

"Well, that's good. It's better to marry than to burn--or at least so it is stated in the 

Scriptures. Now I don't want any monkey-business about this. A preacher must walk 

circumspectly. You must shun the very appearance of evil. I hope you'll love and cherish her, 

and seems to me it would be well not only to be engaged to her but even to marry her. 

Thaddeldo." 

 

"Now what the devil did he mean by that?" protested Parsifal as he went home. 
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He had to work quickly. He had less than two months before the threatened marriage. 



 

If he could entangle Lulu with some one? What about Floyd Naylor? The fool loved her. 

 

He spent as much time in Schoenheim as possible, not only with Lulu but with Floyd. He 

played all his warm incandescence on Floyd, and turned that trusting drudge from enemy into 

admiring friend. One day when Floyd and he were walking together to the hand-car Elmer 

purred: 

 

"Say, Floydy, some ways it's kind of a shame Lu's going to marry me and not you. You're 

so steady and hard-working and patient. I fly off the handle too easy." 

 

"Oh, gosh, no, I ain't smart enough for her, Elmer. She ought to marry a fella with a lot of 

book-learning like you, and that dresses swell, so she can be in society and everything." 

 

"But I guess you liked her pretty well yourself, eh? You ought to! Sweetest girl in the 

whole world. You kind of liked her?" 

 

"Yuh, I guess I did. I--Oh, well rats, I ain't good enough for her, God bless her!" 

 

Elmer spoke of Floyd as a future cousin and professed his fondness for him, his 

admiration of the young man's qualities and remarkable singing (Floyd Naylor sang about as 

Floyd Naylor would have sung.) Elmer spoke of him as a future cousin, and wanted to see a deal 

of him. 

 

He praised Lulu and Floyd to each other, and left them together as often as he could 

contrive, slipping back to watch them through the window. But to his indignation they merely sat 

and talked. 

 

Then he had a week in Schoenheim, the whole week before Easter. The Baptists of 

Schoenheim, with their abhorrence of popery, did not make much of Easter as Easter; they called 

it "The Festival of Christ's Resurrection," but they did like daily meetings during what the 

heretical world knew as Holy Week. Elmer stayed with the Bainses and labored mightily both 

against sin and against getting married. Indeed he was so stirred and so eloquent that he led two 

sixteen-year-old girls out of their sins, and converted the neighborhood object-lesson, a patriarch 

who drank hard cider and had not been converted for two years. 

 

Elmer knew by now that though Floyd Naylor was not exactly a virgin, his achievements 

and his resolution were considerably less than his desires, and he set to work to improve that 

resolution. He took Floyd off to the pasture and, after benignly admitting that perhaps a preacher 

oughtn't to talk of such things, he narrated his amorous conquests till Floyd's eyes were hungrily 

bulging. Then, with giggling apologies, Elmer showed his collection of what he called Art 

Photographs. 

 



Floyd almost ate them, Elmer lent them to him. That was on a Thursday. 

 

At the same time Elmer deprived Lulu all week of the caresses which she craved, till she 

was desperate. 

 

On Friday Elmer held morning meeting instead of evening meeting, and arranged that 

Lulu and Floyd and he should have picnic supper in the sycamore grove near the Bains house. 

He suggested it in a jocund idyllic way, and Lulu brightened. On their way to the grove with 

their baskets she sighed to him, as they walked behind Floyd, "Oh, why have you been so cold to 

me? Have I offended you again, dear?" 

 

He let her have it, brutally: "Oh, don't be such a damned whiner! Can't you act as if you 

had some brains, just for once?" 

 

When they spread the picnic supper, she was barely keeping hold of her sobs. 

 

They finished supper in the dusk. They sat quietly, Floyd looking at her, wondering at her 

distress, peeping nervously at her pretty ankles. 

 

"Say, I've got to go in and make some notes for my sermon tomorrow. No, you two wait 

for me here. Nicer out in the fresh air. Be back in about half an hour," said Elmer. 

 

He made much of noisily swaggering away through the brush; he crept back softly, stood 

behind a sycamore near them. He was proud of himself. It was working. Already Lulu was 

sobbing openly, while Floyd comforted her with "What is it, pretty? What is it, dear? Tell me." 

 

Floyd had moved nearer to her (Elmer could just see them) and she rested her head on his 

cousinly shoulder. 

 

Presently Floyd was kissing her tears away, and she seemed to be snuggling close to him. 

Elmer heard her muffled, "Oh, you oughtn't to kiss me!" 

 

"Elmer said I should think of you as a sister, and I could kiss you--Oh, my God, Lulu, I 

do love you so terrible!" 

 

"Oh, we oughtn't--" Then silence. 

 

Elmer fled into the barnyard, found Deacon Bains, and demanded harshly, "Come here! I 

want you to see what Floyd and Lulu are doing! Put that lantern down. I've got one of these 

electric dinguses here." 

 

He had. He had bought it for this purpose. He also had a revolver in his pocket. 

 



When Elmer and the bewildered Mr. Bains burst upon them, saw them in the circle from 

the electric flashlight, Lulu and Floyd were deep in a devastating kiss. 

 

"There!" bellowed the outraged Elmer. "Now you see why I hesitated to be engaged to 

that woman! I've suspected it all along! Oh, abomination--abomination, and she that committeth 

it shall be cut off!" 

 

Floyd sprang up, a fighting hound. Elmer could doubtless have handled him, but it was 

Deacon Bains who with one maniac blow knocked Floyd down. The deacon turned to Elmer 

then, with the first tears he had known since boyhood: "Forgive me and mine, Brother! We have 

sinned against you. This woman shall suffer for it, always. She'll never enter my house again. 

She'll by God marry Floyd. And he's the shiftlessest damn' fool farmer in ten counties!" 

 

"I'm going. I can't stand this. I'll send you another preacher. I'll never see any of you 

again!" said Elmer. 

 

"I don't blame you. Try to forgive us, Brother." The deacon was sobbing now, dusty 

painful sobbing, bewildered sobs of anger. 

 

The last thing Elmer saw in the light of his electric torch was Lulu huddled, with shrunk 

shoulders, her face insane with fear. 
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As he tramped back to Babylon that evening, Elmer did not enjoy his deliverance so 

much as he had expected. But he worked manfully at recalling Lulu's repetitious chatter, her 

humorless ignorance, her pawing, her unambitious rusticity, and all that he had escaped. 

 

. . . To have her around--gumming his life--never could jolly the congregation and help 

him--and suppose he were in a big town with a swell church--Gee! Maybe he wasn't glad to be 

out of it! Besides! Really better for her. She and Floyd much better suited . . . 

 

He knew that Dean Trosper's one sin was reading till late, and he came bursting into the 

dean's house at the scandalous hour of eleven. In the last mile he had heroically put by his 

exhilaration; he had thrown himself into the state of a betrayed and desolate young man so 

successfully that he had made himself believe it. 

 

"Oh, how wise you were about women, Dean!" he lamented. "A terrible thing has 

happened! Her father and I have just found my girl in the arms of another man--a regular roué 

down there. I can never go back, not even for Easter service. And her father agrees with me. . . . 

You can ask him!" 

 

"Well, I am most awfully sorry to hear this, Brother Gantry. I didn't know you could feel 

so deeply. Shall we kneel in prayer, and ask the Lord to comfort you? I'll send Brother Shallard 

down there for the Easter service--he knows the field." 

 

On his knees, Elmer told the Lord that he had been dealt with as no man before or since. 

The dean approved his agonies very much. 

 

"There, there, my boy. The Lord will lighten your burden in his own good time. Perhaps 

this will be a blessing in disguise--you're lucky to get rid of such a woman, and this will give you 

that humility, that deeper thirsting after righteousness, which I've always felt you lacked, despite 

your splendid pulpit voice. Now I've got something to take your mind off your sorrows. There's 

quite a nice little chapel on the edge of Monarch where they're lacking an incumbent. I'd 

intended to send Brother Hudkins--you know him; he's that old retired preacher that lives out by 

the brick-yard--comes into classes now and then--I'd intended to send him down for the Easter 

service. But I'll send you instead, and in fact, if you see the committee, I imagine you can fix it to 

have this as a regular charge, at least till graduation. They pay fifteen a Sunday and your fare. 

And being there in a city like Monarch, you can go to the ministerial association and so on--stay 



over till Monday noon every week--and make fine contacts, and maybe you'll be in line for 

assistant in one of the big churches next summer. There's a morning train to Monarch--10:21, 

isn't it? You take that train tomorrow morning, and go look up a lawyer named Eversley. He's got 

an office--where's his letter?--his office is in the Royal Trust Company Building. He's a deacon. 

I'll wire him to be there tomorrow afternoon, or anyway leave word, and you can make your own 

arrangements. The Flowerdale Baptist Church, that's the name, and it's a real nice little modern 

plant, with lovely folks. Now you go to your room and pray, and I'm sure you'll feel better." 
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It was an hilarious Elmer Gantry who took the 10:21 train to Monarch, a city of perhaps 

three hundred thousand. He sat in the day-coach planning his Easter discourse. Jiminy! His first 

sermon in a real city! Might lead to anything. Better give 'em something red-hot and startling. 

Let's see: He'd get away from this Christ is Risen stuff--mention it of course, just bring it in, but 

have some other theme. Let's see: Faith. Hope. Repentance--no, better go slow on that repentance 

idea; this Deacon Eversley, the lawyer, might be pretty well-to-do and get sore if you suggested 

he had anything to repent of. Let's see: Courage. Chastity. Love--that was it--love! 

 

And he was making notes rapidly, right out of his own head, on the back of an envelope: 

 

  

Love: 

 

a rainbow 

 

AM & PM star 

 

from cradle to tomb 

 

inspires art etc. music voice of love 

 

slam atheists etc. who not appreciate love 

 

  

"Guess you must be a newspaperman, Brother," a voice assailed him. 

 

Elmer looked at his seatmate, a little man with a whisky nose and asterisks of laughter-

wrinkles round his eyes, a rather sportingly dressed little man with the red tie which in 1906 was 

still thought rather the thing for socialists and drinkers. 

 



He could have a good time with such a little man, Elmer considered. A drummer. Would 

it be more fun to be natural with him, or to ask him if he was saved, and watch him squirm? Hell, 

he'd have enough holy business in Monarch. So he turned on his best good-fellow smile, and 

answered: 

 

"Well, not exactly. Pretty warm for so early, eh?" 

 

"Yuh, it certainly is. Been in Babylon long?" 

 

"No, not very long." 

 

"Fine town. Lots of business." 

 

"You betcha. And some nice little dames there, too." 

 

The little man snickered. 'There are, eh? Well, say, you better give me some addresses. I 

make that town once a month and, by golly, I ain't picked me out a skirt yet. But it's a good town. 

Lots of money there." 

 

"Yes-sir, that's a fact. Good hustling town. Quick turnover there all right. Lots of money 

in Babylon." 

 

"Though they do tell me," said the little man, "there's one of these preacher-factories 

there." 

 

"Is that a fact!" 

 

"Yump. Say, Brother, this'll make you laugh. Juh know what I thought when I seen you 

first--wearing that black suit and writing things down? I thought maybe you was a preacher 

yourself!" 

 

"Well--" 

 

God, he couldn't stand it! Having to be so righteous every Sunday at Schoenheim--

Deacon Bains everlastingly asking these fool questions about predestination or some doggone 

thing. Cer'nly had a vacation coming! And a sport like this fellow, he'd look down on you if you 

said you were a preacher. 

 

The train was noisy. If any neighboring cock crowed three times, Elmer did not hear it as 

he rumbled: 

 

"Well, for the love of Mike! Though--" In his most austere manner: "This black suit 

happens to be mourning for one very dear to me." 



 

"Oh, say, Brother, now you gotta excuse me! I'm always shooting my mouth off!" 

 

"Oh, that's all right." 

 

"Well, let's shake, and I'll know you don't hold it against me." 

 

"You bet." 

 

From the little man came an odor of whisky which stirred Elmer powerfully. So long 

since he'd had a drink! Nothing for two months except a few nips of hard cider which Lulu had 

dutifully stolen for him from her father's cask. 

 

"Well, what is your line, Brother?" said the little man. 

 

"I'm in the shoe game." 

 

"Well, that's a fine game. Yes-sir, people do have to have shoes, no matter if they're hard 

up or not. My name's Ad Locust--Jesus, think of it, the folks named me Adney--can you beat 

that--ain't that one hell of a name for a fellow that likes to get out with the boys and have a good 

time! But you can just call me Ad. I'm traveling for the Pequot Farm Implement Company. Great 

organization! Great bunch! Yes-sir, they're great folks to work for, and hit it up, say! the sales-

manager can drink more good liquor than any fellow that's working for him, and, believe me, 

there's some of us that ain't so slow ourselves! Yes-sir, this fool idea that a lot of those fly-by-

night firms are hollering about now, in the long run you don't get no more by drinking with the 

dealers--All damn' foolishness. They say this fellow Ford that makes these automobiles talks that 

way. Well, you mark my words: By 1910 he'll be out of business, that's what'll happen to him; 

you mark my words! Yes-sir, they're a great concern, the Pequot bunch. Matter of fact, we're 

holding a sales-conference in Monarch next week." 

 

"Is that a fact!" 

 

"Yes-sir, by golly, that's what we're doing. You know--read papers about how to get 

money out of a machinery dealer when he ain't got any money. Heh! Hell of a lot of attention 

most of us boys'll pay to that junk! We're going to have a good time and get in a little good 

earnest drinking, and you bet the sales-manager will be right there with us! Say, Brother--I didn't 

quite catch the name--" 

 

"Elmer Gantry is my name. Mightly glad to meet you." 

 

"Mighty glad to know you, Elmer. Say, Elmer, I've got some of the best Bourbon you or 

anybody else ever laid your face to right here in my hip pocket. I suppose you being in a 



highbrow business like the shoe business, you'd just about faint if I was to offer you a little 

something to cure that cough!" 

 

"I guess I would, all right; yes-sir, I'd just about faint." 

 

"Well, you're a pretty big fellow, and you ought to try to control yourself." 

 

"I'll do my best, Ad, if you'll hold my hand." 

 

"You betcha I will." Ad brought out from his permanently sagging pocket a pint of Green 

River, and they drank together, reverently. 

 

"Say, jever hear the toast about the sailor?" inquired Elmer. He felt very happy, at home 

with the loved ones after long and desolate wanderings. 

 

"Dunno's I ever did. Shoot!" 

 

  

"Here's to the lass in every port, 

And here's to the port-wine in every lass, 

But those tall thoughts don't matter, sport, 

For God's sake, waiter, fill my glass!" 

 

  

 

The little man wriggled. "Well, sir, I never did hear that one! Say, that's a knock-out! By 

golly, that certainly is a knockout! Say, Elm, whacha doing in Monarch? Wancha meet some of 

the boys. The Pequot conference don't really start till Monday, but some of us boys thought we'd 

kind of get together today and hold a little service of prayer and fasting before the rest of the 

galoots assemble. Like you to meet 'em. Best bunch of sports you ever saw, lemme tell you that! 

I'd like for you to meet 'em. And I'd like 'em to hear that toast. 'Here's to the port-wine in every 

lass.' That's pretty cute, all right! Whacha doing in Monarch? Can't you come around to the 

Ishawonga Hotel and meet some of the boys when we get in?" 

 

Mr. Ad Locust was not drunk; not exactly drunk; but he had earnestly applied himself to 

the Bourbon and he was in a state of superb philanthropy. Elmer had taken enough to feel 

reasonable. He was hungry, too, not only for alcohol but for unsanctimonious companionship. 

 

"I'll tell you, Ad," he said. "Nothing I'd like better, but I've got to meet a guy--important 

dealer--this afternoon, and he's dead against all drinking. Fact--I certainly do appreciate your 

booze, but don't know's I ought to have taken a single drop." 

 



"Oh, hell, Elm, I've got some throat pastilles that are absolutely guaranteed to knock out 

the smell--absolutely. One lil drink wouldn't do us any harm. Certainly would like to have the 

boys hear that toast of yours!" 

 

"Well, I'll sneak in for a second, and maybe I can foregather with you for a while late 

Sunday evening or Monday morning, but--" 

 

"Aw, you ain't going to let me down, Elm?" 

 

"Well, I'll telephone this guy, and fix it so's I don't have to see him till long 'bout three 

o'clock." 

 

"That's great!" 
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From the Ishawonga Hotel, at noon, Elmer telephoned to the office of Mr. Eversley, the 

brightest light of the Flowerdale Baptist Church. There was no answer. 

 

"Everybody in his office out to dinner. Well, I've done all I can till this afternoon," Elmer 

reflected virtuously, and joined the Pequot crusaders in the Ishawonga bar. . . . Eleven men in a 

booth for eight. Every one talking at once. Every one shouting, "Say, waiter, you ask that damn' 

bartender if he's making the booze!" 

 

Within seventeen minutes Elmer was calling all of the eleven by their first names--

frequently by the wrong first names--and he contributed to their literary lore by thrice reciting his 

toast and by telling the best stories he knew. They liked him. In his joy of release from piety and 

the threat of life with Lulu he flowered into vigor. Six several times the Pequot salesmen said 

one to another, "Now there's a fellow we ought to have with us in the firm," and the others 

nodded. 

 

He was inspired to give a burlesque sermon. 

 

"I've got a great joke on Ad!" he thundered. "Know what he thought I was first? A 

preacher!" 

 

"Say, that's a good one!" they cackled. 

 

"Well, at that, he ain't so far off. When I was a kid, I did think some about being a 

preacher. Well, say now, listen, and see if I wouldn't 've made a swell preacher!" 

 



While they gaped and giggled and admired, he rose solemnly, looked at them solemnly, 

and boomed: 

 

"Brethren and Sistern, in the hustle and bustle of daily life you guys certainly do forget 

the higher and finer things. In what, in all the higher and finer things, in what and by what are we 

ruled excepting by Love? What is Love?" 

 

"You stick around tonight and I'll show you!" shrieked Ad Locust. 

 

"Shut up now, Ad! Honest--listen. See if I couldn't 've been a preacher--a knock-out--bet 

I could handle a big crowd well's any of 'em. Listen. . . . What is Love? What is the divine Love? 

It is the rainbow, repainting with its spangled colors those dreary wastes where of late the terrible 

tempest has wreaked its utmost fury--the rainbow with its tender promise of surcease from the 

toils and travails and terrors of the awful storm! What is Love--the divine Love, I mean, not the 

carnal but the divine Love, as exemplified in the church? What is--" 

 

"Say!" protested the most profane of the eleven, "I don't think you ought to make fun of 

the church. I never go to church myself, but maybe I'd be a better fella if I did, and I certainly do 

respect folks that go to church, and I send my kids to Sunday School. You God damn betcha!" 

 

"Hell, I ain't making fun of the church!" protested Elmer. 

 

"Hell, he ain't making fun of the church. Just kidding the preachers," asserted Ad Locust. 

"Preachers are just ordinary guys like the rest of us." 

 

"Sure; preachers can cuss and make love just like anybody else. I know! What they get 

away with, pretending to be different," said Elmer lugubriously, "would make you gentlemen 

tired if you knew." 

 

"Well, I don't think you had ought to make fun of the church." 

 

"Hell, he ain't making fun of the church." 

 

"Sure, I ain't making fun of the church. But lemme finish my sermon." 

 

"Sure, let him finish his sermon." 

 

"Where was I? . . . What is Love? It is the evening and the morning star--those vast 

luminaries that as they ride the purple abysms of the vasty firmament vouchsafe in their golden 

splendor, the promise of higher and better things that--that--Well, say, you wise guys, would I 

make a great preacher or wouldn't I?" 

 



The applause was such that the bartender came and looked at them funereally; and Elmer 

had to drink with each of them. 

 

But he was out of practise. And he had had no lunch. 

 

He turned veal-white; sweat stood on his forehead and in a double line of drops along his 

upper lip, while his eyes were suddenly vacant. 

 

Ad Locust squealed, "Say, look out! Elm's passing out!" 

 

They got him up to Ad's room, one man supporting him on either side and one pushing 

behind, just before he dropped insensible, and all that afternoon, when he should have met the 

Flowerdale Baptist committee, he snored on Ad's bed, dressed save for his shoes and coat. He 

came to at six, with Ad bending over him, solicitous. 

 

"God I feel awful!" Elmer groaned. 

 

"Here. What you need's a drink." 

 

"Oh, Lord, I mustn't take any more," said Elmer, taking it. His hand trembled so that Ad 

had to hold the glass to his mouth. He was conscious that he must call up Deacon Eversley at 

once. Two drinks later he felt better, and his hand was steady. The Pequot bunch began to come 

in, with a view to dinner. He postponed his telephone call to Eversley till after dinner; he kept 

postponing it; and he found himself, at ten on Easter morning, with a perfectly strange young 

woman in a perfectly strange flat, and heard Ad Locust, in the next room, singing "How Dry I 

Am." 

 

Elmer did a good deal of repenting and groaning before his first drink of the morning, 

after which he comforted himself, "Golly, I never will get to that church now. Well, I'll tell the 

committee I was taken sick. Hey, Ad! How'd we ever get here? Can we get any breakfast in this 

dump?" 

 

He had two bottles of beer, spoke graciously to the young lady in the kimono and red 

slippers, and felt himself altogether a fine fellow. With Ad and such of the eleven as were still 

alive, and a scattering of shrieking young ladies, he drove out to a dance-hall on the lake, Easter 

Sunday afternoon, and they returned to Monarch for lobster and jocundity. 

 

"But this ends it. Tomorrow morning I'll get busy and see Eversley and fix things up," 

Elmer vowed. 
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In that era long-distance telephoning was an uncommon event, but Eversley, deacon and 

lawyer, was a bustler. When the new preacher had not appeared by six on Saturday afternoon, 

Eversley telephoned to Babylon, waited while Dean Trosper was fetched to the Babylon central, 

and spoke with considerable irritation about the absence of the ecclesiastical hired hand. 

 

"I'll send you Brother Hudkins--a very fine preacher, living here now, retired. He'll take 

the midnight train," said Dean Trosper. 

 

To the Mr. Hudkins the dean said, "And look around and see if you can find anything of 

Brother Gantry. I'm worried about him. The poor boy was simply in agony over a most 

unfortunate private matter . . . apparently." 

 

Now Mr. Hudkins had for several years conducted a mission on South Clark Street in 

Chicago, and he knew a good many unholy things. He had seen Elmer Gantry in classes at 

Mizpah. When he had finished Easter morning services in Monarch, he not only went to the 

police and to the hospitals but began a round of the hotels, restaurants, and bars. Thus it came to 

pass that while Elmer was merrily washing lobster down with California claret, stopping now 

and then to kiss the blonde beside him and (by request) to repeat his toast, that evening, he was 

being observed from the café door by the Reverend Mr. Hudkins in the enjoyable rôle of 

avenging angel. 
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When Elmer telephoned Eversley, Monday morning, to explain his sickness, the deacon 

snapped, "All right. Got somebody else." 

 

"But, well, say, Dean Trosper thought you and the committee might like to talk over a 

semi-permanent arrangement--" 

 

"Nope, nope, nope." 

 

Returned to Babylon, Elmer went at once to the office of the dean. 

 

One look at his expression was enough. 

 

The dean concluded two minutes of the most fluent descriptions with: 

 

"--the faculty committee met this morning, and you are fired from Mizpah. Of course you 

remain an ordained Baptist minister. I could get your home association to cancel your 

credentials, but it would grieve them to know what sort of a lying monster they sponsored. Also, 



I don't want Mizpah mixed up in such a scandal. But if I ever hear of you in any Baptist pulpit, 

I'll expose you. Now I don't suppose you're bright enough to become a saloon-keeper, but you 

ought to make a pretty good bartender. I'll leave your punishment to your midnight thoughts." 

 

Elmer whined, "You hadn't ought--you ought not to talk to me like that! Doesn't it say in 

the Bible you ought to forgive seventy times seven--" 

 

"This is eighty times seven. Get out!" 

 

So the Reverend Mr. Gantry surprisingly ceased to be, for practical purposes, a Reverend 

at all. 

 

He thought of fleeing to his mother, but he was ashamed; of fleeing to Lulu, but he did 

not dare. 

 

He heard that Eddie Fislinger had been yanked to Schoenheim to marry Lulu and Floyd 

Naylor . . . a lonely grim affair by lamplight. 

 

"They might have ast me, anyway," grumbled Elmer, as he packed. 

 

He went back to Monarch and the friendliness of Ad Locust. He confessed that he had 

been a minister, and was forgiven. By Friday that week Elmer had become a traveling salesman 

for the Pequot Farm Implement Company. 
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Elmer gantry was twenty-eight and for two years he had been a traveling salesman for the 

Pequot Company. 

 

Harrows and rakes and corn-planters; red plows and gilt-striped green wagons; 

catalogues and order-lists; offices glassed off from dim warehouses; shirt-sleeved dealers on high 

stools at high desks; the bar at the corner; stifling small hotels and lunch-rooms; waiting for 

trains half the night in foul boxes of junction stations, where the brown slatted benches were an 

agony to his back; trains, trains, trains; trains and time-tables and joyous return to his 

headquarters in Denver; a drunk, a theater, and service in a big church. 

 

He wore a checked suit, a brown derby, striped socks, the huge ring of gold serpents and 

an opal which he had bought long ago, flower-decked ties, and what he called "fancy vests"--

garments of yellow with red spots, of green with white stripes, of silk or daring chamois. 

 

He had had a series of little loves, but none of them important enough to continue. 

 

He was not unsuccessful. He was a good talker, a magnificent hand-shaker, his word 

could often be depended on, and he remembered most of the price-lists and all of the new smutty 

stories. In the office at Denver he was popular with "the boys." He had one infallible "stunt"--a 

burlesque sermon. It was known that he had studied to be a preacher, but had courageously 

decided that it was no occupation for a "real two-fisted guy," and that he had "told the profs 

where they got off." A promising and commendable fellow; conceivably sales-manager some 

day. 

 

Whatever his dissipations, Elmer continued enough exercise to keep his belly down and 

his shoulders up. He had been shocked by Deacon Bains' taunt that he was growing soft, and 

every morning in his hotel room he unhumorously did calisthenics for fifteen minutes; evenings 

he bowled or boxed in Y.M.C.A. gymnasiums, or, in towns large enough, solemnly swam up and 

down tanks like a white porpoise. He felt lusty, and as strong as in Terwillinger days. 

 

Yet Elmer was not altogether happy. 

 

He appreciated being free of faculty rules, free of the guilt which in seminary days had 

followed his sprees at Monarch, free of the incomprehensible debates of Harry Zenz and Frank 

Shallard, yet he missed leading the old hymns, and the sound of his own voice, the sense of his 



own power, as he held an audience by his sermon. Always on Sunday evenings (except when he 

had an engagement with a waitress or a chambermaid) he went to the evangelical church nearest 

his hotel. He enjoyed criticizing the sermon professionally. 

 

"Golly, I could put it all over that poor boob! The straight gospel is all right, but if he'd 

only stuck in a couple literary allusions, and lambasted the saloon-keepers more, he'd 've had 'em 

all het up." 

 

He sang so powerfully that despite a certain tobacco and whisky odor the parsons always 

shook hands with extra warmth, and said they were glad to see you with us this evening, Brother. 

 

When he encountered really successful churches, his devotion to the business became a 

definite longing to return to preaching: he ached to step up, push the minister out of his pulpit, 

and take charge, instead of sitting back there unnoticed and unadmired, as though he were an 

ordinary layman. 

 

"These chumps would be astonished if they knew what I am!" he reflected. 

 

After such an experience it was vexatious on Monday morning to talk with a droning 

implement-dealer about discounts on manure-spreaders; it was sickening to wait for train-time in 

a cuspidor-filled hotel lobby when he might have been in a church office superior with books, 

giving orders to pretty secretaries and being expansive and helpful to consulting sinners. He was 

only partly solaced by being able to walk openly into a saloon and shout, "Straight rye, Bill." 

 

On Sunday evening in a Western Kansas town he ambled to a shabby little church and 

read on the placard outside: 

 

  

 

This Morning: The Meaning of Redemption 

 

This Evening: Is Dancing of the Devil? 

 

FIRST BAPTIST CHURCH 

 

Pastor: 

 

The Rev. Edward Fislinger, B.A., B.D. 

 

  

 

"Oh, Gawd!" protested Elmer. "Eddie Fislinger! About the kind of burg he would land in! 

A lot he knows about the meaning of redemption or any other dogma, that human wood-chuck! 



Or about dancing! If he'd ever been with me in Denver and shaken a hoof at Billy Portifero's 

place, he'd have something to hand out. Fislinger--must be the same guy. I'll sit down front and 

put his show on the fritz!" 

 

Eddie Fislinger's church was an octagonal affair, with the pulpit in one angle, an 

arrangement which produced a fascinating, rather dizzy effect, reminiscent of the doctrine of 

predestination. The interior was of bright yellow, hung with many placards: "Get Right With 

God," and "Where Will You Spend Eternity?" and "The Wisdom of This World is Foolishness 

with God." The Sunday School Register behind the pulpit communicated the tidings that the 

attendance today had been forty-one, as against only thirty-nine last week, and the collection 

eighty-nine cents, as against only seventy-seven. 

 

The usher, a brick-layer in a clean collar, was impressed by Elmer's checked suit and 

starched red-speckled shirt and took him to the front row. 

 

Eddie flushed most satisfactorily when he saw Elmer from the pulpit, started to bow, 

checked it, looked in the general direction of Heaven, and tried to smile condescendingly. He 

was nervous at the beginning of his sermon, but apparently he determined that his attack on sin--

which hitherto had been an academic routine with no relation to any of his appallingly virtuous 

flock--might be made real. With his squirrel-toothed and touching earnestness he looked down at 

Elmer and as good as told him to go to hell and be done with it. But he thought better of it, and 

concluded that God might be able to give even Elmer Gantry another chance if Elmer stopped 

drinking, smoking, blaspheming, and wearing checked suits. (If he did not refer to Elmer by 

name, he certainly did by poisonous glances.) 

 

Elmer was angry, then impressively innocent, then bored. He examined the church and 

counted the audience--twenty-seven excluding Eddie and his wife. (There was no question but 

that the young woman looking adoringly up from the front pew was Eddie's consort. She had the 

pitifully starved and home-tailored look of a preacher's wife.) By the end of the sermon, Elmer 

was being sorry for Eddie. He sang the closing hymn, "He's the Lily of the Valley," with a fine 

unctuous grace, coming down powerfully on the jubilant "Hallelujah," and waited to shake hands 

with Eddie forgivingly. 

 

"Well, well, well," they both said; and "What are you doing in these parts?" and Eddie: 

"Wait till everybody's gone--must have a good old-fashioned chin with you, old fellow!" 

 

As he walked with the Fislingers to the parsonage, a block away, and sat with them in the 

living-room, Elmer wanted to be a preacher again, take the job away from Eddie and do it 

expertly; yet he was repulsed by the depressing stinginess of Eddie's life. His own hotel 

bedrooms were drab enough, but they were free of nosey parishioners, and they were as 

luxurious as this parlor with its rain-blotched ceiling, bare pine floor, sloping chairs, and 

perpetual odor of diapers. There were already, in two years of Eddie's marriage, two babies, 



looking as though they were next-door to having been conceived without sin; and there was a 

perfectly blank-faced sister-in-law who cared for the children during services. 

 

Elmer wanted to smoke, and for all his training in the eternal mysteries he could not 

decide whether it would be more interesting to annoy Eddie by smoking or to win him by 

refraining. 

 

He smoked, and wished he hadn't. 

 

Eddie noticed it, and his reedy wife noticed it, and the sister-in-law gaped at it, and they 

labored at pretending they hadn't. 

 

Elmer felt large and sophisticated and prosperous in their presence, like a city broker 

visiting a farmer cousin and wondering which of his tales of gilded towers would be simple 

enough for belief. 

 

Eddie gave him the news of Mizpah. Frank Shallard had a small church in a town called 

Catawba, the other end of the state of Winnemac from the seminary. There had been some 

difficulty over his ordination, for he had been shaky about even so clear and proven a fact as the 

virgin birth. But his father and Dean Trosper had vouched for him, and Frank had been ordained. 

Harry Zenz had a large church in a West Virginia mining town. Wallace Umstead, the physical 

instructor, was "doing fine" in the Y.M.C.A. Professor Bruno Zechlin was dead, poor fellow. 

 

"Whatever became of Horace Carp?" asked Elmer. 

 

"Well, that's the strangest thing of all. Horace's gone into the Episcopal Church, like he 

always said he would." 

 

"Well, well, zatta fact!" 

 

"Yes-sir, his father died just after he graduated, and he up and turned Episcopalian and 

took a year in General, and now they say he's doing pretty good, and he's high-church as all get-

out." 

 

"Well, you seem to have a good thing of it here, Eddie. Nice church." 

 

"Well, it isn't so big, but they're awful' fine people. And everything's going fine. I haven't 

increased the membership so much, but what I'm trying to do is strengthen the present 

membership in the faith, and then when I feel each of them is a center of inspiration, I'll be ready 

to start an evangelistic campaign, and you'll see that ole church boom--yes-sir--just double 

overnight. . . . If they only weren't so slow about paying my salary and the mortgage. . . . Fine 

solid people, really saved, but they are just the least little bit tight with the money." 

 



"If you could see the way my cook-stove's broken and the sink needs painting," said Mrs. 

Fislinger--her chief utterance of the evening. 

 

Elmer felt choked and imprisoned. He escaped. At the door Eddie held both his hands 

and begged, "Oh, Elm, I'll never give up till I've brought you back! I'm going to pray. I've seen 

you under conviction. I know what you can do!" 

 

Fresh air, a defiant drink of rye, loud laughter, taking a train--Elmer enjoyed it after this 

stuffiness. Already Eddie had lost such devout fires as he had once shown in the Y.M.C.A: 

Already he was old, settled down, without conceivable adventure, waiting for death. 

 

Yet Eddie had said-- 

 

Startled, he recalled that he was still a Baptist minister! For all of Trosper's opposition, he 

could preach. He felt with superstitious discomfort, Eddie's incantation, "I'll never give up till 

I've brought you back." 

 

And--just to take Eddie's church and show what he could do with it! By God he'd bring 

those hicks to time and make 'em pay up! 

 

He flitted across the state to see his mother. 

 

His disgrace at Mizpah had, she said, nearly killed her. With tremulous hope she now 

heard him promise that maybe when he'd seen the world and settled down, he might go back into 

the ministry. 

 

In a religious mood (which fortunately did not prevent his securing some telling credit-

information by oiling a bookkeeper with several drinks) he came to Sautersville, Nebraska, an 

ugly, enterprising, industrial town of 20,000. And in that religious mood he noted the placards of 

a woman evangelist, one Sharon Falconer, a prophetess of whom he had heard. 

 

The clerk in the hotel, the farmers about the implement warehouse, said that Miss 

Falconer was holding union meetings in a tent, with the support of most of the Protestant 

churches in town; they asserted that she was beautiful and eloquent, that she took a number of 

assistants with her, that she was "the biggest thing that ever hit this burg," that she was 

comparable to Moody, to Gipsy Smith, to Sam Jones, to J. Wilbur Chapman, to this new baseball 

evangelist, Billy Sunday. 

 

"That's nonsense. No woman can preach the gospel," declared Elmer, as an expert. 

 

But he went, that evening, to Miss Falconer's meeting. 

 



The tent was enormous; it would seat three thousand people, and another thousand could 

be packed in standing-room. It was nearly filled when Elmer arrived and elbowed his majestic 

way forward. At the front of the tent was an extraordinary structure, altogether different from the 

platform-pulpit-American-flag arrangement of the stock evangelist. It was a pyramidal structure, 

of white wood with gilded legs, affording three platforms; one for the choir, one higher up for a 

row of seated local clergy; and at the top a small platform with a pulpit shaped like a shell and 

painted like a rainbow. Swarming over it all were lilies, roses and vines. 

 

"Great snakes! Regular circus lay-out! Just what you'd expect from a fool woman 

evangelist!" decided Elmer. 

 

The top platform was still unoccupied; presumably it was to set off the charms of Miss 

Sharon Falconer. 

 

The mixed choir, with their gowns and mortar-boards, chanted "Shall We Gather at the 

River?" A young man, slight, too good-looking, too arched of lip, wearing a priest's waistcoat 

and collar turned round, read from Acts at a stand on the second platform. He was an Oxonian, 

and it was almost the first time that Elmer had heard an Englishman read. 

 

"Huh! Willy-boy, that's what he is! This outfit won't get very far. Too much skirts. No 

punch. No good old-fashioned gospel to draw the customers," scoffed Elmer. 

 

A pause. Every one waited, a little uneasy. Their eyes went to the top platform. Elmer 

gasped. Coming from some refuge behind the platform, coming slowly, her beautiful arms 

outstretched to them, appeared a saint. She was young, Sharon Falconer, surely not thirty, stately, 

slender and tall; and in her long slim face, her black eyes, her splendor of black hair, was rapture 

or boiling passion. The sleeves of her straight white robe, with its ruby girdle, were slashed, and 

fell away from her arms as she drew every one to her. 

 

"God!" prayed Elmer Gantry, and that instant his planless life took on plan and resolute 

purpose. He was going to have Sharon Falconer. 

 

Her voice was warm, a little husky, desperately alive. 

 

"Oh, my dear people, my dear people, I am not going to preach tonight--we are all so 

weary of nagging sermons about being nice and good! I am not going to tell that you're sinners, 

for which of us is not a sinner? I am not going to explain the Scriptures. We are all bored by tired 

old men explaining the Bible through their noses! No! We are going to find the golden Scriptures 

written in our own hearts, we are going to sing together, laugh together, rejoice together like a 

gathering of April brooks, rejoice that in us is living the veritable spirit of the Everlasting and 

Redeeming Christ Jesus!" 

 



Elmer never knew what the words were, or the sense--if indeed any one knew. It was all 

caressing music to him, and at the end, when she ran down curving flower-wreathed stairs to the 

lowest platform and held out her arms, pleading with them to find peace in salvation, he was 

aroused to go forward with the converts, to kneel in the writhing row under the blessing of her 

extended hands. 

 

But he was lost in no mystical ecstasy. He was the critic, moved by the play but aware 

that he must get his copy in to the newspaper. 

 

"This is the outfit I've been looking for! Here's where I could go over great! I could beat 

that English preacher both ways from the ace. And Sharon--Oh, the darling!" 

 

She was coming along the line of converts and near-converts, laying her shining hands on 

their heads. His shoulders quivered with consciousness of her nearness. When she reached him 

and invited him, in that thrilling voice, "Brother, won't you find happiness in Jesus?" he did not 

bow lower, like the others, he did not sob, but looked straight up at her jauntily, seeking to hold 

her eyes, while he crowed, "It's happiness just to have had your wondrous message, Sister 

Falconer!" 

 

She glanced at him sharply, she turned blank, and instantly passed on. 

 

He felt slapped. "I'll show her yet!" 

 

He stood aside as the crowd wavered out. He got into talk with the crisp young 

Englishman who had read the Scripture lesson--Cecil Aylston, Sharon's first assistant. 

 

"Mighty pleased to be here tonight, Brother," bumbled Elmer. "I happen to be a Baptist 

preacher myself. Bountiful meeting! And you read the lesson most inspiringly." 

 

Cecil Aylston rapidly took in Elmer's checked suit, his fancy vest, and "Oh. Really? 

Splendid. So good of you, I'm sure. If you will excuse me?" Nor did it increase Elmer's affection 

to have Aylston leave him for one of the humblest of the adherents, an old woman in a broken 

and flapping straw hat. 

 

Elmer disposed of Cecil Aylston: "To hell with him! There's a fellow we'll get rid of! A 

man like me, he gives me the icy mitt, and then he goes to the other extreme and slops all over 

some old dame that's probably saved already, that you, by golly, couldn't unsave with a carload 

of gin! That'll do you, my young friend! And you don't like my check suit, either. Well, I 

certainly do buy my clothes just to please you, all right!" 

 

He waited, hoping for a chance at Sharon Falconer. And others were waiting. She waved 

her hand at all of them, waved her flaunting smile, rubbed her eyes, and begged, "Will you 



forgive me? I'm blind-tired. I must rest." She vanished into the mysteries behind the gaudy gold-

and-white pyramid. 

 

Even in her staggering weariness, her voice was not drab; it was filled with that twilight 

passion which had captured Elmer more than her beauty. . . . "Never did see a lady just like her," 

he reflected, as he plowed back to his hotel. "Face kinda thin. Usually I like 'em plumper. And 

yet--golly! I could fall for her as I never have for anybody in my life. . . . So this darn' 

Englishman didn't like my clothes! Looked as if he thought they were too sporty. Well, he can 

stick 'em in his ear! Anybody got any objection to my clothes?" 

 

The slumbering universe did not answer, and he was almost content. And at eight next 

morning--Sautersville had an excellent clothing shop, conducted by Messrs. Erbsen and 

Goldfarb--and at eight Elmer was there, purchasing a chaste double-breasted brown suit and 

three rich but sober ties. By hounding Mr. Goldfarb he had the alterations done by half-past nine, 

and at ten he was grandly snooping about the revival tent. . . . He should have gone on to the next 

town this morning. 

 

Sharon did not appear till eleven, to lecture the personal workers, but meanwhile Elmer 

had thrust himself into acquaintanceship with Art Nichols, a gaunt Yankee, once a barber, who 

played the cornet and the French horn in the three-piece orchestra which Sharon carried with her. 

 

"Yes, pretty good game, this is," droned Nichols. "Better'n barberin' and better'n one-

night stands--oh, I'm a real trouper, too; play characters in tent shows--I was out three seasons 

with Tom shows. This is easier. No street parades, and I guess prob'ly we do a lot of good, 

saving souls and so on. Only these religious folks do seem to scrap amongst themselves more'n 

the professionals." 

 

"Where do you go from here?" 

 

"We close in five days, then we grab the collection and pull out of here and make a jump 

to Lincoln, Nebraska; open there in three days. Regular troupers' jump, too--don't even get a 

Pullman--leave here on the day coach at eleven P.M. and get into Lincoln at one." 

 

"Sunday night you leave, eh? That's funny. I'll be on that train. Going to Lincoln myself." 

 

"Well, you can come hear us there. I always do 'Jerusalem the Golden' on the cornet, first 

meeting. Knocks 'em cold. They say it's all this gab that gets 'em going and drags in the sinners, 

but don't you believe it--it's the music. Say, I can get more damn' sinners weeping on a E-flat 

cornet than nine gospel-artists all shooting off their faces at once!" 

 

"I'll bet you can, Art. Say, Art--Of course I'm a preacher myself, just in business 

temporarily, making arrangements for a new appointment." Art looked like one who was about 

to not lend money. "But I don't believe all this bull about never having a good time; and of 



course Paul said to 'take a little wine for your stomach's sake' and this town is dry, but I'm going 

to a wet one between now and Saturday, and if I were to have a pint of rye in my jeans--heh?" 

 

"Well, I'm awful' fond of my stomach--like to do something for its sake!" 

 

"What kind of a fellow is this Englishman? Seems to be Miss Falconer's right-hand man." 

 

"Oh, he's a pretty bright fellow, but he don't seem to get along with us boys." 

 

"She like him? Wha' does he call himself?" 

 

"Cecil Aylston, his name is. Oh, Sharon liked him first-rate for a while, but wouldn't 

wonder if she was tired of his highbrow stuff now, and the way he never gets chummy." 

 

"Well, I got to go speak to Miss Falconer a second. Glad met you, Art. See you on the 

train Sunday evening." 

 

They had been talking at one of the dozen entrances of the gospel tent. Elmer had been 

watching Sharon Falconer as she came briskly into the tent. She was no high priestess now in 

Grecian robe, but a business-woman, in straw hat, gray suit, white shirt-waist, linen cuffs and 

collar. Only her blue bow and the jeweled cross on her watch-fob distinguished her from the 

women in offices. But Elmer, collecting every detail of her as a miner scoops up nuggets, knew 

now that she was not flat-breasted, as in the loose robe she might have been. 

 

She spoke to the "personal workers," the young women who volunteered to hold cottage 

prayer-meetings and to go from house to house stirring up spiritual prospects: 

 

"My dear friends, I'm very glad you're all praying, but there comes a time when you've 

got to add a little shoe-leather. While you're longing for the Kingdom--the devil does his longing 

nights, and daytimes he hustles around seeing people, talking to 'em! Are you ashamed to go 

right in and ask folks to come to Christ--to come to our meetings, anyway? I'm not at all pleased. 

Not at all, my dear young friends. My charts show that in the Southeast district only one house in 

three has been visited. This won't do! You've got to get over the idea that the service of the Lord 

is a nice game, like putting Easter lilies on the altar. Here there's only five days left, and you 

haven't yet waked up and got busy. And let's not have any silly nonsense about hesitating to hit 

people for money-pledges, and hitting 'em hard! We can't pay rent for this lot, and pay for lights 

and transportation and the wages of all this big crew I carry, on hot air! Now you--you pretty girl 

there with the red hair--my! I wish I had such hair!--what have you done, sure-enough done, this 

past week?" 

 

In ten minutes she had them all crying, all aching to dash out and bring in souls and 

dollars. 

 



She was leaving the tent when Elmer pounced on her, swaggering, his hand out. 

 

"Sister Falconer, I want to congratulate you on your wonderful meetings. I'm a Baptist 

preacher--the Reverend Gantry." 

 

"Yes?" sharply. "Where is your church?" 

 

"Why, uh, just at present I haven't exactly got a church." 

 

She inspected his ruddiness, his glossiness, the odor of tobacco; her brilliant eyes had 

played all over him, and she demanded: 

 

"What's the trouble this time? Booze or women?" 

 

"Why, that's absolutely untrue! I'm surprised you should speak like that, Sister Falconer! 

I'm in perfectly good standing! It's just--I'm taking a little time off to engage in business, in order 

to understand the working of the lay mind, before going on with my ministry." 

 

"Um. That's splendid. Well, you have my blessing, Brother! Now if you will excuse me? 

I must go and meet the committee." 

 

She tossed him an unsmiling smile and raced away. He felt soggy, lumbering, 

unspeakably stupid, but he swore, "Damn you, I'll catch you when you aren't all wrapped up in 

business and your own darn-fool self-importance, and then I'll make you wake up, my girl!" 
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He had to do nine days' work, to visit nine towns, in five days, but he was back in 

Sautersville on Sunday evening and he was on the eleven-o'clock train for Lincoln--in the new 

brown suit. 

 

His fancy for Sharon Falconer had grown into a trembling passion, the first authentic 

passion of his life. 

 

It was too late in the evening for a great farewell, but at least a hundred of the brethren 

and sisters were at the station, singing "God Be With You Till We Meet Again" and shaking 

hands with Sharon Falconer. Elmer saw his cornet-wielding Yankee friend, Art Nichols, with the 

rest of the evangelistic crew--the aide, Cecil Aylston, the fat and sentimental tenor soloist, the 

girl pianist, the violinist, the children's evangelist, the director of personal work. (That important 

assistant, the press agent, was in Lincoln making ready for the coming of the Lord.) They looked 

like a sleepy theatrical troupe as they sat on their suit-cases waiting for the train to come in, and 

like troupers, they were dismayingly different from their stage rôles. The anemically pretty 



pianist, who for public uses dressed in seraphic silver robes, was now merely a small-town girl in 

wrinkled blue serge; the director of personal work, who had been nun-like in linen, was bold in 

black-trimmed red, and more attentive to the amorous looks of the German violinist than to the 

farewell hymns. The Reverend Cecil Aylston gave orders to the hotel baggageman regarding 

their trunks more like a quartermaster sergeant than like an Oxonian mystic. 

 

Sharon herself was imperial in white, and the magnet for all of them. A fat Presbyterian 

pastor, with whiskers, buzzed about her, holding her arm with more than pious zeal. She smiled 

on him (to Elmer's rage), she smiled equally on the long thin Disciples-of-Christ preacher, she 

shook hands fervently, and she was tender to each shout of "Praise God, Sister!" But her eyes 

were weary, and Elmer saw that when she turned from her worshipers, her mouth drooped. 

Young she seemed then, tired and defenseless. 

 

"Poor kid!" thought Elmer. 

 

The train flared and shrieked its way in, and the troupe bustled with suit-cases. "Good-

by--God bless you--God speed the work!" shouted every one . . . every one save the 

Congregational minister, who stood sulkily at the edge of the crowd explaining to a parishioner, 

"And so she goes away with enough cash for herself, after six weeks' work, to have run our 

whole church for two years!" 

 

Elmer ranged up beside his musical friend, Art Nichols, and as they humped up the steps 

of a day-coach he muttered, "Art! Art! Got your stomach-medicine here!" 

 

"Great!" 

 

"Say. Look. Fix it so you sit with Sharon. Then pretty soon go out for a smoke--" 

 

"She don't like smoking." 

 

"You don't need to tell her what for! Go out so I can sit down and talk to her for a while. 

Important business. Here: stick this in your pocket. And I'll dig up s'more for you at Lincoln. 

Now hustle and get in with her." 

 

"Well, I'll try." 

 

So, in the dark malodorous car, hot with late spring, filled with women whose corsets 

creaked to their doleful breathing, with farmers who snored in shirt-sleeves, Elmer stood behind 

the seat in which a blur marked the shoulders of Art Nichols and a radiance showed the white 

presence of Sharon Falconer. To Elmer she seemed to kindle the universe. She was so precious, 

every inch of her; he had not known that a human being could be precious like this and magical. 

To be near her was ecstasy enough . . . almost enough. 

 



She was silent. He heard only Art Nichols' twanging, "What do you think about us using 

some of these nigger songs--hand 'em a jolt?" and her drowsy, "Oh, let's not talk about it 

tonight." Presently, from Art, "Guess I'll skip out on the platform and get a breath of air," and the 

sacred haunt beside her was free to the exalted Elmer. 

 

He slipped in, very nervous. 

 

She was slumped low in the seat, but she sat up, peered at him in the dimness, and said, 

with a grave courtesy which shut him out more than any rudeness, "I'm so sorry, but this place is 

taken." 

 

"Yes, I know, Sister Falconer. But the car's crowded, and I'll just sit down and rest myself 

while Brother Nichols is away--that is, if you'll let me. Don't know if you remember me. I'm--I 

met you at the tent in Sautersville. Reverend Gantry." 

 

"Oh," indifferently. Then quickly: "Oh, yes, you're the Presbyterian preacher who was 

fired for drinking." 

 

"That's absolutely--!" He saw that she was watching him, and he realized that she was not 

being her saintly self nor her efficient self but a quite new, private, mocking self. Delightedly he 

went on, "--absolutely incorrect. I'm the Christian Scientist that was fired for kissing the choir-

leader on Saturday." 

 

"Oh, that was careless of you!" 

 

"So you're really human?" 

 

"Me? Good Heavens, yes! Too human." 

 

"And you get tired of it?" 

 

"Of what?" 

 

"Of being the great Miss Falconer, of not being able to go into a drug-store to buy a 

tooth-brush without having the clerk holler, 'Praise God, we have some dandy two-bit brushes, 

hallelujah!'" 

 

Sharon giggled. 

 

"Tired," and his voice was lulling now, "of never daring to be tired, which same is what 

you are tonight, and of never having anybody to lean on!" 

 

"I suppose, my dear reverend Brother, that this is a generous offer to let me lean on you!" 



 

"No. I wouldn't have the nerve! I'm scared to death of you. You haven't only got your 

beauty--no! please let me tell you how a fellow preacher looks at you--and your wonderful 

platform-presence, but I kind of guess you've got brains." 

 

"No, I haven't. Not a brain. All emotion. That's the trouble with me." She sounded awake 

now, and friendly. 

 

"But think of all the souls you've brought to repentance. That makes up for everything, 

doesn't it?" 

 

"Oh, yes, I suppose it--Oh, of course it does. It's the only thing that counts. Only--Tell 

me: What really did happen to you? Why did you get out of the church?" 

 

Gravely, "I was a senior in Mizpah Theological Seminary, but I had a church of my own. 

I fell for a girl. I won't say she lured me on. After all, a man ought to face the consequences of 

his own foolishness. But she certainly did--Oh, it amused her to see a young preacher go mad 

over her. And she was so lovely! Quite a lot like you, only not so beautiful, not near, and she let 

on like she was mad about church work--that's what fooled me. Well! Make a long story short: 

We were engaged to be married, and I thought of nothing but her and our life together, doing the 

work of the Lord, when one evening I walked in and there she was in the arms of another fellow! 

It broke me up so that I--Oh, I tried, but I simply couldn't go on preaching, so I quit for a while. 

And I've done well in business. But now I'm ready to go back to the one job I've ever cared 

about. That's why I wanted to talk to you there at the tent. I needed your woman's sympathy as 

well as your experience--and you turned me down!" 

 

"Oh, I am so, so sorry!" Her hand caressed his arm. 

 

Cecil Aylston came up and looked at them with a lack of sanctity. 

 

When they reached Lincoln, he was holding her hand and saying, "You poor, dear, tired 

child!" and, "Will you have breakfast with me? Where are you staying in Lincoln? 

 

"Now see here, Brother Gantry--" 

 

"Elmer!" 

 

"Oh, don't be ridiculous! Just because I'm so fagged out that it's nice to play at being a 

human being, don't try to take advantage--" 

 

"Sharon Falconer, will you quit being a chump? I admire your genius, your wonderful 

work for God, but it's because you're too big to just be a professional gospel-shouter every 

minute that I most admire you. You know mighty good and well that you like to be simple and 



even slangy for a while. And you're too sleepy just now to know whether you like me or not. 

That's why I want us to meet at breakfast, when the sleepiness is out of the wonderful eyes--" 

 

"Um. It all sounds pretty honest except that last stuff--you've certainly used that before. 

Do you know, I like you! You're so completely brazen, so completely unscrupulous, and so 

beatifically ignorant! I've been with sanctimonious folks too much lately. And it's interesting to 

see that you honestly think you can captivate me. You funny thing! I'm staying at the Antlers 

Hotel in Lincoln--no use, by the way, your trying to get a room near my suite, because I have 

practically the whole floor engaged--and I'll meet you at breakfast there at nine-thirty." 
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Though he did not sleep well, he was up early and at his toilet; he shaved, he touched up 

his bluff handsomeness with lilac water and talcum, he did his nails, sitting in athletic underwear, 

awaiting his new suit, sent down for pressing. The new purpose in a life recently so dispirited 

gave vitality to his bold eyes and spring to his thick muscles as he strode through the gold-and-

marble lobby of the Antlers Hotel and awaited Sharon at the restaurant door. She came down 

fresh in white crash bordered with blue. As they met they laughed, admitting comradeship in 

folly. He took her arm gaily, led her through a flutter of waitresses excited over the coming of 

the celebrated lady of God, and ordered competently. 

 

"I've got a great idea," said he. "I've got to beat it this afternoon, but I'll be back in 

Lincoln on Friday, and how'd it be if you billed me to address your meeting as a saved business 

man, and I talked for half an hour or so on Friday evening about the good, hard, practical, 

dollars-and-cents value of Christ in Commerce?" 

 

"Are you a good talker?" 

 

"I'm the crack salesman of the Pequot Farm Implement Company, Sharon, and if you 

don't believe it--" 

 

"Oh, I do. (She shouldn't have.) I'm sure you tell the truth often. Of course we won't need 

to mention the fact that you're a preacher, unless somebody insists on asking. How would this be 

as a topic--'Getting the Goods with a Gideon Bible?'" 

 

"Say, that would be elegant! How I was in some hick town, horrible weather, slush and 

rain and everything--dark skies, seemed like sun never would shine again--feet all soaked from 

tramping the streets--no sales, plumb discouraged--sat in my room, forgotten to buy one of the 

worldly magazines I'd been accustomed to read--idly picked up a Gideon Bible and read the 

parable of the talents--found that same day you were in town--went and got converted--saw now 

it wasn't just for money but for the Kingdom of Christ, to heighten my influence as a Christian 



business man, that I had to increase sales. That bucked up my self-confidence so that I increased 

sales to beat the band! And how I owe everything to your inspired powers, so it's a privilege to 

be able to testify. And about how it isn't the weak skinny failure that's the fellow to get saved, but 

takes a really strong man to not be ashamed to surrender all for Jesus." 

 

"Why, I think that's fine, Brother Elmer, I really do. And dwell a lot on being in your 

hotel room there--you took off your shoes and threw yourself down on the bed, feeling 

completely beaten, but you were so restless you got up and poked around the room and picked up 

the Gideon Bible. I'll feature it big. And you'll make it strong, Elmer? You won't let me down? 

Because I really will headline it in my announcements. I've persuaded you to come clear from 

Omaha--no, that's not far--clear from Denver for it. And if you do throw yourself into it and tear 

loose, it'll add greatly to the glory of God, and the success of the meeting in winning souls. You 

will?" 

 

"Dear, I'll slam into 'em so hard you'll want me in every town you go to. You bet." 

 

"Um, that's as may be, Elmer. Here comes Cecil Aylston--you know my assistant? He 

looks so cross. He is a dear, but he's so terribly highbrow and refined and everything and he's 

always trying to nag me into being refined. But you'll love him." 

 

"I will not! Anyway, I'll struggle against it!" 

 

They laughed. 

 

The Rev. Cecil Aylston, of the flaxen hair and the superior British complexion, glided to 

their table, looked at Elmer with a blankness more infuriating than a scowl, and sat down, 

observing: 

 

"I don't want to intrude, Miss Falconer, but you know the committee of clergy are 

awaiting you in the parlor." 

 

"Oh, dear," sighed Sharon. "Are they as terrible as usual here? Can't you go up and get 

the kneeling and praying done while I finish my scrambled eggs? Have you told them they've got 

to double the amount of the pledges before this week is over or the souls in Lincoln can go right 

on being damned?" Cecil was indicating Elmer with an alarmed jerk of his head. "Oh, don't 

worry about Elmer. He's one of us--going to speak for us Friday--used to be a terribly famous 

preacher, but he's found a wider field in business--Reverend Aylston, Reverend Gantry. Now run 

along, Cecil, and keep 'em pious and busy. Any nice-looking young preachers in the committee 

or are they all old stiffs?" 

 

Aylston answered with a tight-lipped glare, and flowed away. 

 



"Dear Cecil, he is so useful to me--he's actually made me take to reading poetry and 

everything. If he just wouldn't be polite at breakfast-time! I wouldn't mind facing the wild beasts 

of Ephesus, but I can't stand starch with my eggs. Now I must go up and join him." 

 

"You'll have lunch with me?" 

 

"I will not! My dear young man, this endeth my being silly for this week. From this 

moment on I'll be one of the anointed, and if you want me to like you--God help you if you come 

around looking pussy-catty while I'm manhandling these stiff-necked brethren in Christ! I'll see 

you Friday--I'll have dinner with you, here, before the meeting. And I can depend on you? 

Good!" 
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Cecil Aylston was a good deal of a mystic, a good deal of a ritualist, a bit of a rogue, 

something of a scholar, frequently a drunkard, more frequently an ascetic, always a gentleman, 

and always an adventurer. He was thirty-two now. At Winchester and New College, he had been 

known for sprinting, snobbishness, and Greek versification. He had taken orders, served as a 

curate in a peculiarly muddy and ancient and unlighted church in the East End, and become 

fanatically Anglo-Catholic. While he was considering taking the three vows and entering a 

Church of England monastery, his vicar kicked him out, and no one was ever quite certain 

whether it was because of his "Romish tendencies" or the navvy's daughter whom he had got 

with child. 

 

He was ordered down to a bleak, square, stone church in Cornwall, but he resigned and 

joined the Plymouth Brethren, among whom, in resounding galvanized-iron chapels in the Black 

Country, he had renown for denunciation of all the pleasant sins. He came to Liverpool for a 

series of meetings; he wandered by the Huskinson docks, saw a liner ready for sea, bought a 

steerage ticket, took the passport which he had ready for a promised flight to Rio with the wife of 

an evangelical merchant in coals and, without a word to the brethren or the ardent lady of the 

coals, sailed sulkily off to America. 

 

In New York he sold neckties in a department store, he preached in a mission, he tutored 

the daughter of a great wholesale fish-dealer, and wrote nimble and thoroughly irritating book-

reviews. He left town two hours ahead of the fish-dealer's eldest son, and turned up in Waco, 

Texas, teaching in a business college, in Winona, Minnesota, preaching in a Nazarene Chapel, in 

Carmel, California, writing poetry and real-estate brochures, and in Miles City, Montana, as the 

summer supply in a Congregational pulpit. He was so quiet, so studious, here that the widow of a 

rancher picked him up and married him. She died. He lost the entire fortune in two days at Tia 

Juana. He became extra pious after that and was converted from time to time by Billy Sunday, 



Gipsy Smith, Biederwolf, and several other embarrassed evangelists who did not expect a 

convert so early in the campaign and had made no plans to utilize him. 

 

It was in Ishpeming, Michigan, where he was conducting a shooting-gallery while he 

sought by mail a mastership in Groton School, that he heard and was more than usually 

converted by Sharon Falconer. He fell in love with her, and with contemptuous steady resolution 

he told her so. 

 

At the moment she was without a permanent man first assistant. She had just discharged a 

really useful loud-voiced United Brethren D.D. for hinting to delighted sons of Belial that his 

relations to her were at least brotherly. She took on the Reverend Cecil Aylston. 

 

He loved her, terrifyingly. He was so devoted to her that he dropped his drinking, his 

smoking, and a tendency to forgery which had recently been creeping on him. And he did 

wonders for her. 

 

She had been too emotional. He taught her to store it up and fling it all out in one 

overpowering catastrophic evening. She had been careless of grammar, and given to vulgar 

barnyard illustrations. He taught her to endure sitting still and reading--reading Swinburne and 

Jowett, Pater and Jonathan Edwards, Newman and Sir Thomas Browne. He taught her to use her 

voice, to use her eyes, and in more private relations, to use her soul. 

 

She had been puzzled by him, annoyed by him, led meekly by him, and now she was 

weary of his supercilious devotion. He was more devoted to her than to life, and for her he 

refused a really desirable widow who could have got him back into the Episcopal fold and 

acquired for him the dim rich sort of church for which he longed after these months of sawdust 

and sweaty converts. 
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When Elmer descended from the train in Lincoln Friday afternoon, he stopped before a 

red-and-black poster announcing that Elmer Gantry was a power in the machinery world, that he 

was an eloquent and entertaining speaker, and that his address "Increasing Sales with God and 

the Gideons" would be a "revelation of the new world of better business." 

 

"Jiminy!" said the power in the machinery world. "I'd rather see a sermon of mine 

advertised like that than sell steen million plows!" 

 

He had a vision of Sharon Falconer in her suite in late afternoon, lonely and clinging in 

the faded golden light, clinging to him. But when he reached her room by telephone she was curt. 

"No, no, sorry, can't see you 'safternoon--see you at dinner, quarter to six." 



 

He was so chastened that he was restrained and uncommenting when she came swooping 

into the dining-room, a knot-browed, efficient, raging Sharon, and when he found that she had 

brought Cecil Aylston. 

 

"Good evening, Sister--Brother Aylston," he boomed sedately. 

 

"Evening. Ready to speak?" 

 

"Absolutely." 

 

She lighted a little. "That's good. Everything else's gone wrong, and these preachers here 

think I can travel an evangelistic crew on air. Give 'em fits about tight-wad Christian business 

men will you, Elmer? How they hate to loosen up! Cecil! Kindly don't look as if I'd bitten 

somebody. I haven't . . . not yet." 

 

Aylston ignored her, and the two men watched each other like a panther and a buffalo 

(but a buffalo with a clean shave and ever so much scented hair-tonic). 

 

"Brother Aylston," said Elmer, "I noticed in the account of last evening's meeting that 

you spoke of Mary and the anointing with spikenard, and you quoted these 'Idylls of the King,' 

by Tennyson. Or that's what the newspaper said." 

 

"That's right." 

 

"But do you think that's good stuff for evangelism? All right for a regular church, 

especially with a high-class rich congregation, but in a soul-saving campaign--" 

 

"My dear Mr. Gantry, Miss Falconer and I have decided that even in the most aggressive 

campaign there is no need of vulgarizing our followers." 

 

"Well, that isn't what I'd give 'em!" 

 

"And what, pray, would you give them?" 

 

"The good old-fashioned hell, that's what!" Elmer peeped at Sharon and felt that she was 

smiling with encouragement. "Yes-sir, like the hymn says, the hell of our fathers is good enough 

for me." 

 

"Quite so! I'm afraid it isn't good enough for me, and I don't know that Jesus fancied it 

particularly!" 

 



"Well, you can be dead sure of one thing: When he stayed with Mary and Martha and 

Lazarus, he didn't loaf around drinking tea with 'em!" 

 

"Why not, my dear man! Don't you know that tea was first imported by caravan train 

from Ceylon to Syria in 627 B.C.?" 

 

"No-o, didn't know just when--" 

 

"Why, of course. You've merely forgotten it--you must have read in your university days 

of the great epicurean expedition of Phthaltazar--when he took the eleven hundred camels? 

Psaltazar? You remember!" 

 

"Oh, yes, I remember his expedition, but I didn't know he brought in tea." 

 

"Why, naturally! Rather! Uh, Miss Falconer, the impetuous Mr. Shoop wants to sing 'Just 

As I Am' for his solo tonight. Is there any way of preventing it? Adelbert is a good saved soul, 

but just as he is, he is too fat. Won't you speak to him?" 

 

"Oh, I don't know. Let him sing it. He's brought in lots of souls on that," yawned Sharon. 

 

"Mangy little souls." 

 

"Oh, stop being so supercilious! When you get to heaven, Cecil, you'll complain of the 

way the seraphims--oh, do shut up; I know it's seraphim, my tongue just slipped--you'll complain 

of the kind of corsets they wear." 

 

"I'm not at all sure but that you really do picture that sort of heaven, with corseted angels 

and yourself with a golden mansion on the celestial Park Lane!" 

 

"Cecil Aylston, don't you quarrel with me tonight! I feel--vulgar. That's your favorite 

word! I do wish I could save some of the members of my own crew! . . . Elmer, do you think 

God went to Oxford?" 

 

"Sure!" 

 

"And you did, of course!" 

 

"I did not, by golly! I went to a hick college in Kansas! And I was born in a hick town in 

Kansas!" 

 

"Me too, practically! Oh, I did come from a frightfully old Virginia family, and I was 

born in what they called a mansion, but still, we were so poor that our pride was ridiculous. Tell 

me: did you split wood and pull mustard when you were a boy?" 



 

"Did I? Say! You bet I did!" 

 

They sat with their elbows on the table, swapping boasts of provincial poverty, 

proclaiming kinship, while Cecil looked frosty. 
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Elmer's speech at the evangelistic meeting was a cloudburst. 

 

It had structure as well as barytone melody, choice words, fascinating anecdotes, select 

sentiment, chaste point of view, and resolute piety. 

 

Elmer was later to explain to admirers of his public utterances that nothing was more 

important than structure. What, he put it to them, would they think of an architect who was fancy 

about paint and clapboards but didn't plan the house? And tonight's euphuisms were full of 

structure. 

 

In part one he admitted that despite his commercial success he had fallen into sin before 

the hour when, restless in his hotel room, he had idly fingered o'er a Gideon Bible and been 

struck by the parable of the talents. 

 

In part two he revealed by stimulating examples from his own experience the cash value 

of Christianity. He pointed out that merchants often preferred a dependable man to a known 

crook. 

 

Hitherto he had, perhaps, been a shade too realistic. He felt that Sharon would never take 

him on in place of Cecil Aylston unless she perceived the poetry with which his soul was 

gushing. So in part three he explained that what made Christianity no mere dream and ideal, but 

a practical human solvent, was Love. He spoke very nicely of Love. He said that Love was the 

Morning Star, the Evening Star, the Radiance upon the Quiet Tomb, the Inspirer equally of 

Patriots and Bank Presidents, and as for Music, what was it but the very voice of Love? 

 

He had elevated his audience (thirteen hundred they were, and respectful) to a height of 

idealism from which he made them swoop now like eagles to a pool of tears: 

 

"For, oh, my brothers and sisters, important though it is to be prudent in this world's 

affairs, it is the world to come that is alone important, and this reminds me, in closing, of a very 

sad incident which I recently witnessed. In business affairs I had often had to deal with a very 

prominent man named Jim Leff--Leffingwell. I can give his name now because he has passed to 

his eternal reward. Old Jim was the best of good fellows, but he had fatal defects. He drank 



liquor, he smoked tobacco, he gambled, and I'm sorry to say that he did not always keep his 

tongue clean--he took the name of God in vain. But Jim was very fond of his family, particularly 

of his little daughter. Well, she took sick. Oh, what a sad time that was to that household! How 

the stricken mother tiptoed into and out of the sick-room; how the worried doctors came and 

went, speeding to aid her! As for the father, poor old Jim, he was bowed with anguish as he 

leaned over that pathetic little bed, and his hair turned gray in a single night. There came the 

great crisis, and before the very eyes of the weeping father that little form was stilled, and that 

sweet, pure young soul passed to its Maker. 

 

"He came to me sobbing, and I put my arms round him as I would round a little child. 

'Oh, God,' he sobbed, 'that I should have spent my life in wicked vices, and that the little one 

should have passed away knowing her dad was a sinner!' Thinking to comfort him, I said, 'Old 

man, it was God's will that she be taken. You have done all that mortal man could do. The best of 

medical attention. The best of care.' 

 

"I shall never forget how scornfully he turned upon me. 'And you call yourself a 

Christian!' he cried. 'Yes, she had medical attention, but one thing was lacking--the one thing that 

would have saved her--I could not pray!' 

 

"And that strong man knelt in anguish and for all my training in--in trying to explain the 

ways of God to my fellow business men, there was nothing to say. It was too late! 

 

"Oh, my brothers, my fellow business men, are you going to put off repentance till it's too 

late? That's your affair, you say. Is it? Is it? Have you a right to inflict upon all that you hold 

nearest and dearest the sore burden of your sins? Do you love your sins better than that dear little 

son, that bonnie daughter, that loving brother, that fine old father? Do you want to punish them? 

Do you? Don't you love some one more than you do your sins? If you do, stand up. Isn't there 

some one here who wants to stand up and help a fellow business man carry this gospel of great 

joy to the world? Won't you come? Won't you help me? Oh, come! Come down and let me shake 

your hand!" 

 

And they came, dozens of them, weeping, while he wept at his own goodness. 

 

They stood afterward in the secluded space behind the white-and-gold platforms, Sharon 

and Elmer, and she cried, "Oh, it was beautiful! Honestly, I almost cried myself! Elmer, it was 

just fine!" 

 

"Didn't I get 'em? Didn't I get 'em? Didn't I? Say, Sharon, I'm so glad it went over, 

because it was your show and I wanted to give you all I could!" 

 

He moved toward her, his arms out, and for once he was not producing the false ardor of 

amorous diplomacy. He was the small boy seeking the praise of his mother. But she moved away 

from him, begging, not sardonically: 



 

"No! Please!" 

 

"But you do like me?" 

 

"Yes. I do." 

 

"How much?" 

 

"Not very much. I can't like any one very much. But I do like you. Some day I might fall 

in love with you. A tiny bit. If you don't rush me too much. But only physically. No one," 

proudly, "can touch my soul!" 

 

"Do you think that's decent? Isn't that sin?" 

 

She flamed at him. "I can't sin! I am above sin! I am really and truly sanctified! Whatever 

I may choose to do, though it might be sin in one unsanctified, with me God will turn it to his 

glory. I can kiss you like this--" Quickly she touched his cheek, "yes, or passionately, terribly 

passionately, and it would only symbolize my complete union with Jesus! I have told you a 

mystery. You can never understand. But you can serve me. Would you like to?" 

 

"Yes, I would. . . . And I've never served anybody yet! Can I? Oh, kick out this tea-

drinking mollycoddle, Cecil, and let me work with you. Don't you need arms like these about 

you, just now and then, defending you?" 

 

"Perhaps. But I'm not to be hurried. I am I! It is I who choose!" 

 

"Yes. I guess prob'ly it is, Sharon. I think you've plumb hypnotized me or something." 

 

"No, but perhaps I shall if I ever care to. . . . I can do anything I want to! God chose me to 

do his work. I am the reincarnation of Joan of Arc, of Catherine of Sienna! I have visions! God 

talks to me! I told you once that I hadn't the brains to rival the men evangelists. Lies! False 

modesty! They are God's message, but I am God's right hand!" 

 

She chanted it with her head back, her eyes closed, and even while he quaked, "My God, 

she's crazy!" he did not care. He would give up all to follow her. Mumblingly he told her so, but 

she sent him away, and he crept off in a humility he had never known. 
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Two more series of meetings Sharon Falconer held that summer, and at each of them the 

power in the machinery world appeared and chronicled his conversion by the Gideon Bible and 

the eloquence of Sister Falconer. 

 

Sometimes he seemed very near her; the next time she would regard him with bleak china 

eyes. Once she turned on him with: "You smoke, don't you?" 

 

"Why, yes." 

 

"I smelled it. I hate it. Will you stop it? Entirely? And drinking?" 

 

"Yes. I will." 

 

And he did. It was an agony of restlessness and craving, but he never touched alcohol or 

tobacco again, and he really regretted that in evenings thus made vacuous he could not keep from 

an interest in waitresses. 

 

It was late in August, in a small Colorado city, after the second of his appearances as a 

saved financial Titan, that he implored Sharon as they entered the hotel together, "Oh, let me 

come up to your room. Please! I never have a chance to just sit and talk to you." 

 

"Very well. Come in half an hour. Don't 'phone. Just come right up to Suite B." 

 

It was a half-hour of palpitating, of almost timorous, expectancy. 

 

In every city where she held meetings Sharon was invited to stay at the home of one of 

the elect, but she always refused. She had a long standard explanation that "she could devote 

herself more fully to the prayer life if she had her own place, and day by day filled it more richly 

with the aura of spirituality." Elmer wondered whether it wasn't the aura of Cecil Aylston for 

which she had her suite, but he tried to keep his aching imagination away from that. 

 

The half-hour was over. 

 

He swayed up-stairs to Suite B and knocked. A distant "Come in." 

 



She was in the bedroom beyond. He inched into the stale hotel parlor--wall-paper with 

two-foot roses, a table with an atrocious knobby gilt vase, two stiff chairs and a grudging settee 

ranged round the wall. The lilies which her disciples had sent her were decaying in boxes, in a 

wash-bowl, in a heap in the corner. Round a china cuspidor lay faint rose petals. 

 

He sat awkwardly on the edge of one of the chairs. He dared not venture beyond the 

dusty brocade curtains which separated the two rooms, but his fancy ventured fast enough. 

 

She threw open the curtains and stood there, a flame blasting the faded apartment. She 

had discarded her white robe for a dressing-gown of scarlet with sleeves of cloth of gold--gold 

and scarlet; riotous black hair; long, pale, white face. She slipped over to the settee, and 

summoned him, "Come!" 

 

He diffidently dropped his arm about her, and her head was on his shoulder. His arm 

drew tighter. But, "Oh, don't make love to me," she sighed, not moving. "You'll know it all right 

when I want you to! Just be nice and comforting tonight." 

 

"But I can't always--" 

 

"I know. Perhaps you won't always have to. Perhaps! Oh, I need--What I need tonight is 

some salve for my vanity. Have I ever said that I was a reincarnated Joan of Arc? I really do half 

believe that sometimes. Of course it's just insanity. Actually I'm a very ignorant young woman 

with a lot of misdirected energy and some tiny idealism. I preach elegant sermons for six weeks, 

but if I stayed in a town six weeks and one day, I'd have to start the music box over again. I can 

talk my sermons beautifully . . . but Cecil wrote most of 'em for me, and the rest I cheerfully 

stole." 

 

"Do you like Cecil?" 

 

"Oh, is a nice, jealous, big, fat man!" She who that evening had been a disturbing organ 

note was lisping baby-talk now. 

 

"Damn it, Sharon, don't try to be a baby when I'm serious!" 

 

"Damn it, Elmer, don't say 'damn it'! Oh, I hate the little vices--smoking, swearing, 

scandal, drinking just enough to be silly. I love the big ones--murder, lust, cruelty, ambition!" 

 

"And Cecil? Is he one of the big vices that you love?" 

 

"Oh, he's a dear boy. So sweet, the way he takes himself seriously." 

 

"Yes, he must make love like an ice-cream cone." 

 



"You might be surprised! There, there! The poor man is just longing to have me say 

something about Cecil! I'll be obliging. He's done a lot for me. He really knows something; he 

isn't a splendid cast-iron statue of ignorance like you or me." 

 

"Now you look here, Sharon! After all, I am a college graduate and practically a B.D. 

too." 

 

"That's what I said. Cecil really knows how to read. And he taught me to quit acting like 

a hired girl, bless him. But--Oh, I've learned everything he can teach me, and if I get any more of 

the highbrow in me I'll lose touch with the common people--bless their dear, sweet, honest 

souls!" 

 

"Chuck him. Take me on. Oh, it isn't the money. You must know that, dear. In ten years, 

at thirty-eight, I can be sales-manager of the Pequot--prob'ly ten thousand a year--and maybe 

some day the president, at thirty thou. I'm not looking for a job. But--Oh, I'm crazy about you! 

Except for my mother, you're the only person I've ever adored. I love you! Hear me? Damn it--

yes, damn it, I said--I worship you! Oh, Sharon, Sharon, Sharon! It wasn't really bunk when I 

told 'em all tonight how you'd converted me, because you did convert me. Will you let me serve 

you? And will you maybe marry me?" 

 

"No. I don't think I'll ever marry--exactly. Perhaps I'll chuck Cecil--poor sweet lad!--and 

take you on. I'll see. Anyhow--Let me think." 

 

She shook off his encircling arm and sat brooding, chin on hand. He sat at her feet--

spiritually as well as physically. 

 

She beatified him with: 

 

"In September I'll have only four weeks of meetings, at Vincennes. I'm going to take off 

all October, before my winter work (you won't know me then--I'm dandy, speaking indoors, in 

big halls!), and I'm going down to our home, the old Falconer family place, in Virginia. Pappy 

and Mam are dead now, and I own it. Old plantation. Would you like to come down there with 

me, just us two, for a fortnight in October?" 

 

"Would I? My God!" 

 

"Could you get away?" 

 

"If it cost me my job!" 

 

"Then--I'll wire you when to come after I get there: Hanning Hall, Broughton, Virginia. 

Now I think I'd better go to bed, dear. Sweet dreams." 

 



"Can't I tuck you into bed?" 

 

"No, dear. I might forget to be Sister Falconer! Good night!" 

 

Her kiss was like a swallow's flight, and he went out obediently, marveling that Elmer 

Gantry could for once love so much that he did not insist on loving. 
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In New York he had bought a suit of Irish homespun and a heather cap. He looked bulky 

but pleasantly pastoral as he gaped romantically from the Pullman window at the fields of 

Virginia. "Ole Virginny--ole Virginny" he hummed happily. Worm fences, negro cabins, gallant 

horses in rocky pastures, a longing to see the gentry who rode such horses, and ever the blue 

hills. It was an older world than his baking Kansas, older than Mizpah Seminary, and he felt a 

desire to be part of this traditional age to which Sharon belonged. Then, as the miles which still 

separated him from the town of Broughton crept back of him, he forgot the warm-tinted land in 

anticipation of her. 

 

He was recalling that she was the aristocrat, the more formidable here in the company of 

F. F. V. friends. He was more than usually timid . . . and more than usually proud of his 

conquest. 

 

For a moment, at the station, he thought that she had not come to meet him. Then he saw 

a girl standing by an old country buggy. 

 

She was young, veritably a girl, in middy blouse deep cut at the throat, pleated white 

skirt, white shoes. Her red tam-o'-shanter was rakish, her smile was a country grin as she waved 

to him. And the girl was Sister Falconer. 

 

"God, you're adorable!" he murmured to her, as he plumped down his suit-case, and she 

was fragrant and soft in his arms as he kissed her. 

 

"No more," she whispered. "You're supposed to be my cousin, and even very nice cousins 

don't kiss quite so intelligently!" 

 

As the carriage jerked across the hills, as the harness creaked and the white horse 

grunted, he held her hand lightly in butterfly ecstasy. 

 

He cried out at the sight of Hanning Hall as they drove through the dark pines, among 

shabby grass plots, to the bare sloping lawn. It was out of a story-book: a brick house, not very 

large, with tall white pillars, white cupola, and dormer windows with tiny panes; and across the 



lawn paraded a peacock in the sun. Out of a story-book, too, was the pair of old negroes who 

bowed to them from the porch and hastened down the steps--the butler with green tail-coat and 

white mustache almost encircling his mouth, and the mammy in green calico, with an enormous 

grin and a histrionic curtsy. 

 

"They've always cared for me since I was a tiny baby," Sharon whispered. "I do love 

them--I do love this dear old place. That's--" She hesitated, then defiantly: "That's why I brought 

you here!" 

 

The butler took his bag up and unpacked, while Elmer wandered about the old bedroom, 

impressed, softly happy. The wall was a series of pale landscapes: manor houses beyond avenues 

of elms. The bed was a four-poster; the fireplace of white-enameled posts and mantel; and on the 

broad oak boards of the floor, polished by generations of forgotten feet, were hooked rugs of the 

days of crinoline. 

 

"Golly, I'm so happy! I've come home!" sighed Elmer. 

 

When the butler was gone, Elmer drifted to the window, and "Golly!" he said again. He 

had not realized that in the buggy they had climbed so high. Beyond rolling pasture and woods 

was the Shenandoah glowing with afternoon. 

 

"Shen-an-doah!" he crooned. 

 

Suddenly he was kneeling at the window, and for the first time since he had forsaken Jim 

Lefferts and football and joyous ribaldry, his soul was free of all the wickedness which had 

daubed it--oratorical ambitions, emotional orgasm, dead sayings of dull seers, dogmas, and piety. 

The golden winding river drew him, the sky uplifted him, and with outflung arms he prayed for 

deliverance from prayer. 

 

"I've found her. Sharon. Oh, I'm not going on with this evangelistic bunk. Trapping idiots 

into holy monkey-shines! No, by God, I'll be honest! I'll tuck her under my arms and go out and 

fight. Business. Put it over. Build something big. And laugh, not snivel and shake hands with 

church-members! I'll do it!" 

 

Then and there ended his rebellion. 

 

The vision of the beautiful river was hidden from him by a fog of compromises. . . . How 

could he keep away from evangelistic melodrama if he was to have Sharon? And to have Sharon 

was the one purpose of life. She loved her meetings, she would never leave them, and she would 

rule him. And--he was exalted by his own oratory. 

 

"Besides! There is a lot to all this religious stuff. We do do good. Maybe we jolly 'em 

into emotions too much, but don't that wake folks up from their ruts? Course it does!" 



 

So he put on a white turtle-necked sweater and with a firm complacent tread he went 

down to join Sharon. 

 

She was waiting in the hall, so light and young in her middy blouse and red tam. 

 

"Let's not talk seriously. I'm not Sister Falconer--I'm Sharon today. Gee, to think I've ever 

spoken to five thousand people! Come on! I'll race you up the hill!" 

 

The wide lower hall, traditionally hung with steel engravings and a Chickamauga sword, 

led from the front door, under the balcony of the staircase, to the garden at the back, still bold 

with purple asters and golden zinnias. 

 

Through the hall she fled, through the garden, past the stone sundial, and over the long 

rough grass to the orchard on the sunny hill: no ceremonious Juno now but a nymph; and he 

followed, heavy, graceless, but pounding on inescapable, thinking less of her fleeting slenderness 

than of the fact that since he had stopped smoking his wind cer'nly was a lot better--cer'nly was. 

 

"You can run!" she said, as she stopped, panting, by a walled garden with espalier pears. 

 

"You bet I can! And I'm a grand footballer, a bearcat at tackling my young friend!" 

 

He picked her up, while she kicked and grudgingly admired, "You're terribly strong!" 

 

But the day of halcyon October sun was too serene even for his coltishness and sedately 

they tramped up the hill, swinging their joined hands; sedately they talked (ever so hard he tried 

to live up to the Falconer Family, an Old Mansion, and Darky Mammies) of the world-menacing 

perils of Higher Criticism and the genius of E. O. Excell as a composer of sacred but snappy 

melodies. 
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While he dressed, that is, while he put on the brown suit and a superior new tie, Elmer 

worried. This sure intimacy was too perfect. Sharon had spoken vaguely of brothers, of high-

nosed aunts and cousins, of a cloud of Falconer witnesses, and the house was large enough to 

secrete along its corridors a horde of relatives. Would he, at dinner, have to meet hostile relics 

who would stare at him and make him talk and put him down as a piece of Terwillinger 

provinciality? He could see the implications in their level faded eyes; he could see Sharon 

swayed by their scorn and delivered from such uncertain fascination as his lustiness and boldness 

had cast over her. 

 



"Damn!" he said. "I'm just as good as they are!" 

 

He came reluctantly down-stairs to the shabby, endearing drawing-room, with its whatnot 

of curios--a Chinese slipper, a stag carved of black walnut, a shell from Madagascar--with its jar 

of dried cattails, its escritoire and gate-legged table, and a friendly old couch before the white 

fireplace. The room, the whole spreading house was full of whispers and creakings and dead 

suspicious eyes. . . . There had been no whispers and no memories in the cottage at Paris, 

Kansas. . . . Elmer stood wistful, a little beaten boy, his runaway hour with the daughter of the 

manor house ended, too worshiping to resent losing the one thing he wanted. 

 

Then she was at the door, extremely unevangelistic, pleasantly worldly in an evening 

frock of black satin and gold lace. He had not known people who wore evening frocks. She held 

out her hand gaily to him, but it was not gaily that he went to her--meekly, rather, resolved that 

he would not disgrace her before the suspicious family. 

 

They came hand in hand into the dining-room and he saw that the table was set for two 

only. 

 

He almost giggled, "Thought maybe there'd be a lot of folks," but he was saved, and he 

did not bustle about her chair. 

 

He said grace, at length. 

 

Candles and mahogany, silver and old lace, roses and Wedgwood, canvasback and the 

butler in bottle-green. He sank into a stilled happiness as she told riotous stories of evangelism--

of her tenor soloist, the plump Adelbert Shoop, who loved crème de cocoa; of the Swedish 

farmer's wife, who got her husband prayed out of the drinking, cursing, and snuff habits, then 

tried to get him prayed out of playing checkers, whereupon he went out and got marvelously 

pickled on raw alcohol. 

 

"I've never seen you so quiet before," she said. "You really can be nice. Happy?" 

 

"Terribly!" 

 

The roof of the front porch had been turned into an outdoor terrace, and here, wrapped up 

against the cool evening, they had their coffee and peppermints in long deck chairs. They were 

above the tree-tops; and as their eyes widened in the darkness they could see the river by 

starlight. The hoot of a wandering owl; then the kind air, the whispering air, crept round them. 

 

"Oh, my God, it is so sweet--so sweet!" he sighed, as he fumbled for her hand and felt it 

slip confidently into his. Suddenly he was ruthless, tearing it all down: 

 



"Too darn' sweet for me, I guess. Sharon, I'm a bum. I'm not so bad as a preacher, or I 

wouldn't be if I had the chance, but me--I'm no good. I have cut out the booze and tobacco--for 

you--I really have! But I used to drink like a fish, and till I met you I never thought any woman 

except my mother was any good. I'm just a second-rate traveling man. I came from Paris, 

Kansas, and I'm not even up to that hick burg, because they are hard-working and decent there, 

and I'm not even that. And you--you're not only a prophetess, which you sure are, the real big 

thing, but you're a Falconer. Family! Old Servants! This old house! Oh, it's no use! You're too 

big for me. Just because I do love you. Terribly. Because I can't lie to you!" 

 

He had put away her slim hand, but it came creeping back over his, her fingers tracing the 

valleys between his knuckles while she murmured: 

 

"You will be big! I'll make you! And perhaps I'm a prophetess, a little bit, but I'm also a 

good liar. You see I'm not a Falconer. There ain't any! My name is Katie Jonas. I was born in 

Utica. My dad worked on a brickyard. I picked out the name Sharon Falconer while I was a 

stenographer. I never saw this house till two years ago; I never saw these old family servants till 

then--they worked for the folks that owned the place--and even they weren't Falconers--they had 

the aristocratic name of Sprugg! Incidentally, this place isn't a quarter paid for. And yet I'm not a 

liar! I'm not! I am Sharon Falconer now! I've made her--by prayer and by having a right to be 

her! And you're going to stop being poor Elmer Gantry of Paris, Kansas. You're going to be the 

Reverend Dr. Gantry, the great captain of souls! Oh, I'm glad you don't come from anywhere in 

particular! Cecil Aylston--oh, I guess he does love me, but I always feel he's laughing at me. 

Hang him, he notices the infinitives I split and not the souls I save! But you--Oh, you will serve 

me--won't you?" 

 

"Forever!" 

 

And there was little said then. Even the agreement that she was to get rid of Cecil, to 

make Elmer her permanent assistant, was reached in a few casual assents. He was certain that the 

steely film of her dominance was withdrawn. 

 

Yet when they went in, she said gaily that they must be early abed; up early tomorrow; 

and that she would take ten pounds off him at tennis. 

 

When he whispered, "Where is your room, sweet?" she laughed with a chilling 

impersonality, "You'll never know, poor lamb!" 

 

Elmer the bold, Elmer the enterprising, went clumping off to his room, and solemnly he 

undressed, wistfully he stood by the window, his soul riding out on the darkness to 

incomprehensible destinations. He humped into bed and dropped toward sleep, too weary with 

fighting her resistance to lie thinking of possible tomorrows. 

 



He heard a tiny scratching noise. It seemed to him that it was the doorknob turning. He 

sat up, throbbing. The sound was frightened away, but began again, a faint grating, and the 

bottom of the door swished slowly on the carpet. The fan of pale light from the hall widened and, 

craning, he could see her, but only as a ghost, a white film. 

 

He held out his arms, desperately, and presently she stumbled against them. 

 

"No! Please!" Hers was the voice of a sleep-walker. "I just came in to say good-night and 

tuck you into bed. Such a bothered unhappy child! Into bed. I'll kiss you good-night and run." 

 

His head burrowed into the pillow. Her hand touched his cheek lightly, yet through her 

fingers, he believed, flowed a current which lulled him into slumber, a slumber momentary but 

deep with contentment. 

 

With effort he said, "You too--you need comforting, maybe you need bossing, when I get 

over being scared of you." 

 

"No. I must take my loneliness alone. I'm different, whether it's cursed or blessed. But--

lonely--yes--lonely." 

 

He was sharply awake as her fingers slipped up his cheek, across his temple, into his 

swart hair. 

 

"Your hair is so thick," she said drowsily. 

 

"Your heart beats so. Dear Sharon--" 

 

Suddenly, clutching his arm, she cried, "Come! It is the call!" 

 

He was bewildered as he followed her, white in her nightgown trimmed at the throat with 

white fur, out of his room, down the hall, up a steep little stairway to her own apartments; the 

more bewildered to go from that genteel corridor, with its forget-me-not wallpaper and stiff 

engravings of Virginia worthies, into a furnace of scarlet. 

 

Her bedroom was as insane as an Oriental cozy corner of 1895--a couch high on carven 

ivory posts, covered with a mandarin coat; unlighted brass lamps in the likeness of mosques and 

pagodas; gilt papier-mâché armor on the walls; a wide dressing-table with a score of cosmetics in 

odd Parisian bottles; tall candlesticks, the twisted and flowered candles lighted; and over 

everything a hint of incense. 

 

She opened a closet, tossed a robe to him, cried, "For the service of the altar!" and 

vanished into a dressing-room beyond. Diffidently, feeling rather like a fool, he put on the robe. 



It was of purple velvet embroidered with black symbols unknown to him, the collar heavy with 

gold thread. He was not quite sure what he was to do, and he waited obediently. 

 

She stood in the doorway, posing, while he gaped. She was so tall and her hands, at her 

sides, the backs up and the fingers arched, moved like lilies on the bosom of a stream. She was 

fantastic in a robe of deep crimson adorned with golden stars and crescents, swastikas and tau 

crosses; her feet were in silver sandals, and round her hair was a tiara of silver moons set with 

steel points that flickered in the candlelight. A mist of incense floated about her, seemed to rise 

from her, and as she slowly raised her arms he felt in schoolboyish awe that she was veritably a 

priestess. 

 

Her voice was under the spell of the sleep-walker once more as she sighed "Come! It is 

the chapel." 

 

She marched to a door part-hidden by the couch, and led him into a room-- 

 

Now he was no longer part amorous, part inquisitive, but all uneasy. 

 

What hanky-panky of construction had been performed he never knew; perhaps it was 

merely that the floor above this small room had been removed so that it stretched up two stories; 

but in any case there it was--a shrine bright as bedlam at the bottom but seeming to rise through 

darkness to the sky. The walls were hung with black velvet; there were no chairs; and the whole 

room focused on a wide altar. It was an altar of grotesque humor or of madness, draped with 

Chinese fabrics, crimson, apricot, emerald, gold. There were two stages of pink marble. Above 

the altar hung an immense crucifix with the Christ bleeding at nail-wounds and pierced side; and 

on the upper stage were plaster busts of the Virgin, St. Theresa, St. Catherine, a garish Sacred 

Heart, a dolorous simulacrum of the dying St. Stephen. But crowded on the lower stage was a 

crazy rout of what Elmer called "heathen idols": ape-headed gods, crocodile-headed gods, a god 

with three heads and a god with six arms, a jade-and-ivory Buddha, an alabaster naked Venus, 

and in the center of them all a beautiful, hideous, intimidating and alluring statuette of a silver 

goddess with a triple crown and a face as thin and long and passionate as that of Sharon 

Falconer. Before the altar was a long velvet cushion, very thick and soft. Here Sharon suddenly 

knelt, waving him to his knees, as she cried: 

 

"It is the hour! Blessed Virgin, Mother Hera, Mother Frigga, Mother Ishtar, Mother Isis, 

dread Mother Astarte of the weaving arms, it is thy priestess, it is she who after the blind 

centuries and the groping years shall make it known to the world that ye are one, and that in me 

are ye all revealed, and that in this revelation shall come peace and wisdom universal, the secret 

of the spheres and the pit of understanding. Ye who have leaned over me and on my lips pressed 

your immortal fingers, take this my brother to your bosoms, open his eyes, release his pinioned 

spirit, make him as the gods, that with me he may carry the revelation for which a thousand 

thousand grievous years the world has panted. 

 



"O rosy cross and mystic tower of ivory-- 

 

"Hear my prayer. 

 

"O sublime April crescent-- 

 

"Hear my prayer. 

 

"O sword of undaunted steel most excellent-- 

 

"Hear thou my prayer. 

 

"O serpent with unfathomable eyes-- 

 

"Hear my prayer. 

 

"Ye veiled ones and ye bright ones--from caves forgotten, the peaks of the future, the 

clanging today--join in me, lift up, receive him, dread, nameless ones; yea, lift us then, mystery 

on mystery, sphere above sphere, dominion on dominion, to the very throne!" 

 

She picked up a Bible which lay by her on the long velvet cushion at the foot of the altar, 

she crammed it into his hands, and cried, "Read--read--quickly!" 

 

It was open at the Song of Solomon, and bewildered he chanted: 

 

"How beautiful are thy feet with shoes, O prince's daughter! The joints of thy thighs are 

like jewels, the work of the hands of a cunning workman. Thy two breasts are like two young 

roes. Thy neck is as a tower of ivory. The hair of thine head like purple; the king is held in the 

galleries. How fair and how pleasant art thou, O love, for delights!" 

 

She interrupted him, her voice high and a little shrill: "O mystical rose, O lily most 

admirable, O wondrous union; O St. Anna, Mother Immaculate, Demeter, Mother Beneficent, 

Lakshmi, Mother Most Shining; behold, I am his and he is yours and ye are mine!" 

 

As he read on, his voice rose like a triumphant priest's: 

 

"I said, I will go up to the palm tree, I will take hold of the boughs thereof--" 

 

That verse he never finished, for she swayed sideways as she knelt before the altar, and 

sank into his arms, her lips parted. 
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They sat on the hilltop, looking down on noon in the valley, sleepily talking till he roused 

with: "Why won't you marry me?" 

 

"No. Not for years, anyway. I'm too old--thirty-two to your--what is it, twenty-eight or -

nine? And I must be free for the service of Our Lord. . . . You do know I mean that? I am really 

consecrated, no matter what I may seem to do!" 

 

"Sweet, of course I do! Oh, yes." 

 

"But not marry. It's good at times to be just human, but mostly I have to live like a saint. . 

. . Besides, I do think men converts come in better if they know I'm not married." 

 

"Damn it, listen! Do you love me a little?" 

 

"Yes. A little! Oh, I'm as fond of you as I can be of any one except Katie Jonas. Dear 

child!" 

 

She dropped her head on his shoulder, casually now, in the bee-thrumming orchard aisle, 

and his arm tightened. 

 

That evening they sang gospel hymns together, to the edification of the Old Family 

Servants, who began to call him Doctor. 
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Not till December did Sharon Falconer take Elmer on as assistant. 

 

When she discharged Cecil Aylston, he said, in a small cold voice, "This is the last time, 

my dear prophet and peddler, that I shall ever try to be decent." But it is known that for several 

months he tried to conduct a rescue mission in Buffalo, and if he was examined for insanity, it 

was because he was seen to sit for hours staring. He was killed in a gambling den in Juarez, and 

when she heard of it Sharon was very sorry--she spoke of going to fetch his body, but she was 

too busy with holy work. 

 

Elmer joined her at the beginning of the meetings in Cedar Rapids, Iowa. He opened the 

meetings for her, made announcements, offered prayer, preached when she was too weary, and 

led the singing when Adelbert Shoop, the musical director, was indisposed. He developed a 

dozen sound sermons out of encyclopedias of exegesis, handbooks for evangelists, and manuals 

of sermon outlines. He had a powerful discourse, used in the For Men Only service, on the 

strength and joy of complete chastity; he told how Jim Leffingwell saw the folly of pleasure at 

the death-bed of his daughter; and he had an uplifting address, suitable to all occasions, on Love 

as the Morning and the Evening Star. 

 

He helped Sharon where Cecil had held her back--or so she said. While she kept her 

vocabulary of poetic terms, Elmer managed her in just the soap-box denunciation of sin which 

had made Cecil shudder. Also he spoke of Cecil as "Osric," which she found very funny indeed, 

and as "Percy," and "Algernon." He urged her to tackle the biggest towns, the most polite or 

rowdy audiences, and to advertise herself not in the wet-kitten high-church phrases approved by 

Cecil but in a manner befitting a circus, an Elks' convention, or a new messiah. 

 

Under Elmer's urging she ventured for the first time into the larger cities. She descended 

on Minneapolis and, with the support only of such sects as the Full Gospel Assembly, the 

Nazarenes, the Church of God, and the Wesleyan Methodists, she risked her savings in hiring an 

armory and inserting two-column six-inch advertisements of herself. 

 

Minneapolis was quite as enlivened as smaller places by Sharon's voice and eyes, by her 

Grecian robes, by her gold-and-white pyramidal altar, and the profits were gratifying. Thereafter 

she sandwiched Indianapolis, Rochester, Atlanta, Seattle, the two Portlands, Pittsburgh, in 

between smaller cities. 

 



For two years life was a whirlwind to Elmer Gantry. 

 

It was so frantic that he could never remember which town was which. Everything was a 

blur of hot sermons, writhing converts, appeals for contributions, trains, denunciation of lazy 

personal workers, denunciations of Adelbert Shoop for getting drunk, firing of Adelbert Shoop, 

taking back of Adelbert Shoop when no other tenor so unctuously pious was to be found. 

 

Of one duty he was never weary: of standing around and being impressive and very male 

for the benefit of lady seekers. How tenderly he would take their hands and moan, "Won't you 

hear the dear Savior's voice calling, Sister?" and all of them, spinsters with pathetic dried 

girlishness, misunderstood wives, held fast to his hand and were added to the carefully kept total 

of saved souls. Sharon saw to it that he dressed the part--double-breasted dark blue with a 

dashing tie in winter, and in summer white suits with white shoes. 

 

But however loudly the skirts rustled about him, so great was Sharon's intimidating 

charm that he was true to her. 

 

If he was a dervish figure those two years, she was a shooting star; inspired in her 

preaching, passionate with him, then a naughty child who laughed and refused to be serious even 

at the sermon hour; gallantly generous, then a tight-fisted virago squabbling over ten cents for 

stamps. Always, in every high-colored mood, she was his religion and his reason for being. 
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When she attacked the larger towns and asked for the support of the richer churches, 

Sharon had to create several new methods in the trade of evangelism. The churches were 

suspicious of women evangelists--women might do very well in visiting the sick, knitting for the 

heathen, and giving strawberry festivals, but they couldn't shout loud enough to scare the devil 

out of sinners. Indeed all evangelists, men and women, were under attack. Sound churchmen 

here and there were asking whether there was any peculiar spiritual value in frightening people 

into groveling maniacs. They were publishing statistics which asserted that not ten per cent of the 

converts at emotional revival meetings remained church-members. They were even so 

commercial as to inquire why a pastor with a salary of two thousand dollars a year--when he got 

it--should agonize over helping an evangelist to make ten thousand, forty thousand. 

 

All these doubters had to be answered. Elmer persuaded Sharon to discharge her former 

advance-agent--he had been a minister and contributor to the religious press, till the unfortunate 

affair of the oil stock--and hire a real press-agent, trained in newspaper work, circus advertising, 

and real-estate promoting. It was Elmer and the press-agent who worked up the new technique of 

risky but impressive defiance. 

 



Where the former advance-man had begged the ministers and wealthy laymen of a town 

to which Sharon wanted to be invited to appreciate her spirituality, and had sat nervously about 

hotels, the new salesman of salvation was brusque: 

 

"I can't waste my time and the Lord's time waiting for you people to make up your minds. 

Sister Falconer is especially interested in this city because she has been informed that there is a 

subterranean quickening here such as would simply jam your churches, with a grand new 

outpouring of the spirit, provided some real expert like her came to set the fuse alight. But there 

are so many other towns begging for her services that if you can't make up your minds 

immediately, we'll have to accept their appeals and pass you up. Sorry. Can only wait till 

midnight. Tonight. Reserved my Pullman already." 

 

There were ever so many ecclesiastical bodies who answered that they didn't see why he 

waited even till midnight, but if they were thus intimidated into signing the contract (an excellent 

contract, drawn up by a devout Christian Scientist lawyer named Finkelstein) they were the more 

prepared to give spiritual and financial support to Sharon's labors when she did arrive. 

 

The new press-agent was finally so impressed by the beauties of evangelism, as 

contrasted with his former circuses and real estate, that he was himself converted, and sometimes 

when he was in town with the troupe, he sang in the choir and spoke to Y.M.C.A. classes in 

journalism. But even Elmer's arguments could never get him to give up a sturdy, plodding 

devotion to poker. 
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The contract signed, the advance-man remembered his former newspaper labors, and for 

a few days became touchingly friendly with all the reporters in town. There were late parties at 

his hotel; there was much sending of bell-boys for more bottles of Wilson and White Horse and 

Green River. The press-agent admitted that he really did think that Miss Falconer was the 

greatest woman since Sarah Bernhardt, and he let the boys have stories, guaranteed held 

exclusive, of her beauty, the glories of her family, her miraculous power of fetching sinners or 

rain by prayer, and the rather vaguely dated time when, as a young girl, she had been recognized 

by Dwight Moody as his successor. 

 

South of the Mason and Dixon line her grandfather was merely Mr. Falconer, a bellicose 

and pious man, but far enough north he was General Falconer of Ole Virginny--preferably 

spelled that way--who had been the adviser and solace of General Robert E. Lee. The press-agent 

also wrote the posters for the Ministerial Alliance, giving Satan a generous warning as to what 

was to happen to him. 

 



So when Sharon and the troupe arrived, the newspapers were eager, the walls and shop-

windows were scarlet with placards, and the town was breathless. Sometimes a thousand people 

gathered at the station for her arrival. 

 

There were always a few infidels, particularly among the reporters, who had doubted her 

talents, but when they saw her in the train vestibule, in a long white coat, when she had stood 

there a second with her eyes closed, lost in prayer for this new community, when slowly she held 

out her white nervous hands in greeting--then the advance-agent's work was two-thirds done here 

and he could go on to whiten new fields for the harvest. 

 

But there was still plenty of discussion before Sharon was rid of the forces of selfishness 

and able to get down to the job of spreading light. 

 

Local committees were always stubborn, local committees were always jealous, local 

committees were always lazy, and local committees were always told these facts, with vigor. The 

heat of the arguments was money. 

 

Sharon was one of the first evangelists to depend for all her profit not on a share of the 

contributions nor on a weekly offering, but on one night devoted entirely to a voluntary "thank 

offering," for her and her crew alone. It sounded unselfish and it brought in more; every devotee 

saved up for that occasion; and it proved easier to get one fifty-dollar donation than a dozen of a 

dollar each. But to work up this lone offering to suitably thankful proportions, a great deal of 

loving and efficient preparation was needed--reminders given by the chief pastors, bankers, and 

other holy persons of the town, the distribution of envelopes over which devotees were supposed 

to brood for the whole six weeks of the meetings, and innumerable newspaper paragraphs about 

the self-sacrifice and heavy expenses of the evangelists. 

 

It was over these innocent necessary precautions that the local committees always 

showed their meanness. They liked giving over only one contribution to the evangelist, but they 

wanted nothing said about it till they themselves had been taken care of--till the rent of the hall 

or the cost of building a tabernacle, the heat, the lights, the advertising, and other expenses had 

been paid. 

 

Sharon would meet the committee--a score of clergymen, a score of their most 

respectable deacons, a few angular Sunday School superintendents, a few disapproving wives--in 

a church parlor, and for the occasion she always wore the gray suit and an air of metropolitan 

firmness, and swung a pair of pince-nez with lenses made of window-glass. While in familiar 

words the local chairman was explaining to her that their expenses were heavy, she would smile 

as though she knew something they could not guess, then let fly at them breathlessly: 

 

"I'm afraid there is some error here! I wonder if you are quite in the mood to forget all 

material things and really throw yourselves into the self-abnegating glory of a hot campaign for 



souls? I know all you have to say--as a matter of fact, you've forgotten to mention your expenses 

for watchmen, extra hymn books, and hiring camp-chairs! 

 

"But you haven't the experience to appreciate my expenses! I have to maintain almost as 

great a staff--not only workers and musicians but all my other representatives, whom you never 

see--as though I had a factory. Besides them, I have my charities. There is, for example, the Old 

Ladies' Home, which I keep up entirely--oh, I shan't say anything about it, but if you could see 

those poor aged women turning to me with such anxious faces--!" 

 

(Where that Old Ladies' Home was, Elmer never learned.) 

 

"We come here without any guarantee, we depend wholly upon the free-will offering of 

the last day; and I'm afraid you're going to stress the local expenses so that people will not feel 

like giving on the last day even enough to pay the salaries of my assistants. I'm taking--if it were 

not that I abominate the pitiful and character-destroying vice of gambling, I'd say that I'm taking 

such a terrible gamble that it frightens me! But there it is, and--" 

 

While she was talking, Sharon was sizing up this new assortment of clergy: the cranks, 

the testy male old maids, the advertising and pushing demagogues, the commonplace pulpit-job-

holders, the straddling young liberals; the real mystics, the kindly fathers of their flocks, the 

lovers of righteousness. She had picked out as her advocate the most sympathetic, and she 

launched her peroration straight at him: 

 

"Do you want to ruin me, so that never again shall I be able to carry the message, to carry 

salvation, to the desperate souls who are everywhere waiting for me, crying for my help? Is that 

your purpose--you, the elect, the people chosen to help me in the service of the dear Lord Jesus 

himself? Is that your purpose? Is it? Is it?" 

 

She began sobbing, which was Elmer's cue to jump up and have a wonderful idea. 

 

He knew, did Elmer, that the dear brethren and sisters had no such purpose. They just 

wanted to be practical. Well, why wouldn't it be a good notion for the committee to go to the 

well-to-do church members and explain the unparalleled situation; tell them that this was the 

Lord's work, and that aside from the unquestioned spiritual benefits, the revival would do so 

much good that crime would cease, and taxes thus be lessened; that workmen would turn from 

agitation to higher things, and work more loyally at the same wages. If they got enough pledges 

from the rich for current expenses, those expenses would not have to be stressed at the meetings, 

and people could properly be coaxed to save up for the final "thank offering"; not have to be 

nagged to give more than small coins at the nightly collections. 

 

There were other annoyances to discuss with the local committee. Why, Elmer would 

demand, hadn't they provided enough dressing-rooms in the tabernacle? Sister Falconer needed 

privacy. Sometimes just before the meeting she and he had to have important conferences. Why 



hadn't they provided more volunteer ushers? He must have them at once, to train them, for it was 

the ushers, when properly coached, who would ease struggling souls up to the altar for the skilled 

finishing touches by the experts. 

 

Had they planned to invite big delegations from the local institutions--from Smith 

Brothers' Catsup Factory, from the car-shops, from the packing house? Oh, yes, they must plan 

to stir up these institutions; an evening would be dedicated to each of them, the representatives 

would be seated together, and they'd have such a happy time singing their favorite hymns. 

 

By this time, a little dazed, the local committee were granting everything; and they 

looked almost convinced when Sharon wound up with a glad ringing: 

 

"All of you must look forward, and joyfully, to a sacrifice of time and money in these 

meetings. We have come here at a great sacrifice, and we are here only to help you." 
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The afternoon and evening sermons--those were the high points of the meetings, when 

Sharon cried in a loud voice, her arms out to them, "Surely the Lord is in this place and I knew it 

not," and "All our righteousness is as filthy rags," and "We have sinned and come short of the 

glory of God," and "Oh, for the man to arise in me, that the man I am may cease to be," and "Get 

right with God," and "I am not ashamed of the gospel of Christ, for it is the power of God unto 

salvation." 

 

But before even these guaranteed appeals could reach wicked hearts, the audience had to 

be prepared for emotion, and to accomplish this there was as much labor behind Sharon's 

eloquence as there is of wardrobes and scene-shifters and box offices behind the frenzy of Lady 

Macbeth. Of this preparation Elmer had a great part. 

 

He took charge, as soon as she had trained him, of the men personal workers, leaving the 

girls to the Director of Personal Work, a young woman who liked dancing and glass jewelry but 

who was admirable at listening to the confessions of spinsters. His workers were bank-tellers, 

bookkeepers in wholesale groceries, shoe clerks, teachers of manual training. They canvassed 

shops, wholesale warehouses, and factories, and held noon meetings in offices, where they 

explained that the most proficient use of shorthand did not save one from the probability of hell. 

For Elmer explained that prospects were more likely to be converted if they came to the meetings 

with a fair amount of fear. 

 

When they were permitted, the workers were to go from desk to desk, talking to each 

victim about the secret sins he was comfortably certain to have. And both men and women 



workers were to visit the humbler homes and offer to kneel and pray with the floury and 

embarrassed wife, the pipe-wreathed and shoeless husband. 

 

All the statistics of the personal work--so many souls invited to come to the altar, so 

many addresses to workmen over their lunch-pails, so many cottage prayers, with the length of 

each--were rather imaginatively entered by Elmer and the Director of Personal Work on the 

balance-sheet which Sharon used as a report after the meetings and as a talking-point for the sale 

of future meetings. 

 

Elmer met daily with Adelbert Shoop, that yearning and innocent tenor who was in 

charge of music, to select hymns. There were times when the audiences had to be lulled into 

confidence by "Softly and Tenderly Jesus Is Calling," times when they were made to feel 

brotherly and rustic with "It's the Old-time Religion"-- 

 

  

It was good for Paul and Silas 

And it's good enough for me-- 

  

 

and times when they had to be stirred by "At the Cross" or "Onward, Christian Soldiers." 

Adelbert had ideas about what he called "worship by melody," but Elmer saw that the real 

purpose of singing was to lead the audience to a state of mind where they would do as they were 

told. 

 

He learned to pick out letters on the typewriter with two fingers, and he answered 

Sharon's mail--all of it that she let him see. He kept books for her, in a ragged sufficient manner, 

on check-book stubs. He wrote the nightly story of her sermons, which the newspapers cut down 

and tucked in among stories of remarkable conversions. He talked to local church-pillars so rich 

and moral that their own pastors were afraid of them. And he invented an aid to salvation which 

to this day is used in the more evangelistic meetings, though it is credited to Adelbert Shoop. 

 

Adelbert was up to most of the current diversions. He urged the men and the women to 

sing against each other. At the tense moment when Sharon was calling for converts, Adelbert 

would skip down the aisle, fat but nimble, pink with coy smiles, tapping people on the shoulder, 

singing the chorus of a song right among them, and often returning with three or four prisoners 

of the sword of the Lord, flapping his plump arms and caroling "They're coming--they're 

coming," which somehow started a stampede to the altar. 

 

Adelbert was, in his girlish enthusiasm, almost as good as Sharon or Elmer at 

announcing, "Tonight, you are all of you to be evangelists. Every one of you now! Shake hands 

with the person to your right and ask 'em if they're saved." 

 

He gloated over their embarrassment. 



 

He really was a man of parts. Nevertheless, it was Elmer, not Adelbert, who invented the 

"Hallelujah Yell." 

 

Remembering his college cheers, remembering how greatly it had encouraged him in 

kneeing the opposing tackle or jabbing the rival center's knee, Elmer observed to himself, "Why 

shouldn't we have yells in this game, too?" 

 

He himself wrote the first one known in history. 

 

Hallelujah, praise God, hal, hal, hal! 

Hallelujah, praise God, hal, hal, hal! 

All together, I feel better, 

Hal, hal, hal, 

For salvation of the nation-- 

Aaaaaaaaaaa--men! 

 

That was a thing to hear, when Elmer led them; when he danced before them, swinging 

his big arms and bellowing, "Now again! Two yards to gain! Two yards for the Savior! Come on, 

boys and girls, it's our team! Going to let 'em down? Not on your life! Come on then, you 

chipmunks, and lemme hear you knock the ole roof off! Hal, hal, hal!" 

 

Many a hesitating boy, a little sickened by the intense brooding femininity of Sharon's 

appeal, was thus brought up to the platform to shake hands with Elmer and learn the benefits of 

religion. 
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The gospel crew could never consider their converts as human beings, like waiters or 

manicurists or brakemen, but they had in them such a professional interest as surgeons take in 

patients, critics in an author, fishermen in trout. 

 

They were obsessed by the gaffer in Terre Haute who got converted every single night 

during the meetings. He may have been insane and he may have been a plain drunk, but every 

evening he came in looking adenoidal and thoroughly backslidden; every evening he slowly 

woke to his higher needs during the sermon; and when the call for converts came, he leaped up, 

shouted "Hallelujah, I've found it!" and galloped forward, elbowing real and valuable prospects 

out of the aisle. The crew waited for him as campers for a mosquito. 

 

In Scranton, they had unusually exasperating patients. Scranton had been saved by a 

number of other evangelists before their arrival, and had become almost anesthetic. Ten nights 



they sweated over the audience without a single sinner coming forward, and Elmer had to go out 

and hire half a dozen convincing converts. 

 

He found them in a mission near the river, and explained that by giving a good example 

to the slothful, they would be doing the work of God, and that if the example was good enough, 

he would give them five dollars apiece. The missioner himself came in during the conference and 

offered to get converted for ten, but he was so well known that Elmer had to give him the ten to 

stay away. 

 

His gang of converts was very impressive, but thereafter no member of the evangelistic 

troupe was safe. The professional Christians besieged the tent night and day. They wanted to be 

saved again. When they were refused, they offered to produce new converts at five dollars 

apiece--three dollars apiece--fifty cents and a square meal. By this time enough authentic and 

free enthusiasts were appearing, and though they were fervent, they did not relish being saved in 

company with hoboes who smelled. When the half dozen cappers were thrown out, bodily, by 

Elmer and Art Nichols, they took to coming to the meetings and catcalling, so that for the rest of 

the series they had to be paid a dollar a night each to stay away. 

 

No, Elmer could not consider the converts human. Sometimes when he was out in the 

audience, playing the bullying hero that Judson Roberts had once played with him, he looked up 

at the platform, where a row of men under conviction knelt with their arms on chairs and their 

broad butts toward the crowd, and he wanted to snicker and wield a small plank. But five 

minutes after he would be up there, kneeling with a sewing-machine agent with the day-after 

shakes, his arm round the client's shoulder, pleading in the tones of a mother cow, "Can't you 

surrender to Christ, Brother? Don't you want to give up all the dreadful habits that are ruining 

you--keeping you back from success? Listen! God'll help you make good! And when you're 

lonely, old man, remember he's there, waiting to talk to you!" 
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They generally, before the end of the meetings, worked up gratifying feeling. Often 

young women knelt panting, their eyes blank, their lips wide with ecstasy. Sometimes, when 

Sharon was particularly fired, they actually had the phenomena of the great revivals of 1800. 

People twitched and jumped with the holy jerks, old people under pentecostal inspiration spoke 

in unknown tongues--completely unknown; women stretched out senseless, their tongues 

dripping; and once occurred what connoisseurs regard as the highest example of religious 

inspiration. Four men and two women crawled about a pillar, barking like dogs, "barking the 

devil out of the tree." 

 

Sharon relished these miracles. They showed her talent; they were sound manifestations 

of Divine Power. But sometimes they got the meetings a bad name, and cynics prostrated her by 



talking of "Holy Rollers." Because of this maliciousness and because of the excitement which 

she found in meetings so favored by the Holy Ghost, Elmer had particularly to comfort her after 

them. 
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All the members of the evangelistic crew planned effects to throw a brighter limelight on 

Sharon. There was feverish discussions of her costumes. Adelbert had planned the girdled white 

robe in which she appeared as priestess, and he wanted her to wear it always. "You are so 

queeeeenly," he whimpered. But Elmer insisted on changes, on keeping the robe for crucial 

meetings, and Sharon went out for embroidered golden velvet frocks, and, at meetings for 

business women, smart white flannel suits. 

 

They assisted her also in the preparation of new sermons. 

 

Her "message" was delivered under a hypnotism of emotion, without connection with her 

actual life. Now Portia, now Ophelia, now Francesca, she drew men to her, did with them as she 

would. Or again she saw herself as veritably the scourge of God. But however richly she could 

pour out passion, however flamingly she used the most exotic words and the most complex 

sentiments when some one had taught them to her, it was impossible for her to originate any 

sentiment more profound than "I'm unhappy." 

 

She read nothing, after Cecil Aylston's going, but the Bible and the advertisements of 

rival evangelists in the bulletin of the Moody Bible Institute. 

 

Lacking Cecil, it was a desperate and cooperative affair to furnish Sharon with fresh 

sermons as she grew tired of acting the old ones. Adelbert Shoop provided the poetry. He was 

fond of poetry. He read Ella Wheeler Wilcox, James Whitcomb Riley, and Thomas Moore. He 

was also a student of philosophy: he could understand Ralph Waldo Trine perfectly, and he 

furnished for Sharon's sermons both the couplets about Home and Little Ones, and the 

philosophical points about will-power, Thoughts are Things, and Love is Beauty, Beauty is 

Love, Love is All. 

 

The Lady Director of Personal Work had unexpected talent in making up anecdotes about 

the death-beds of drunkards and agnostics; Lily Anderson, the pretty though anemic pianist, had 

once been a school teacher and had read a couple of books about scientists, so she was able to 

furnish data with which Sharon absolutely confuted the rising fad of evolution; and Art Nichols, 

the cornetist, provided rude but moral Maine humor, stories about horse-trading, cabbages, and 

hard cider, very handy for cajoling skeptical business men. But Elmer, being trained 

theologically, had to weave all the elements--dogma, poetry to the effect that God's palette held 



the sunsets or ever the world began, confessions of the dismally damned, and stories of Maine 

barn-dances--into one ringing whole. 

 

And meanwhile, besides the Reverend Sister Falconer and the Reverend Mr. Gantry, thus 

cooperative, there were Sharon and Elmer and a crew of quite human people with grievances, 

traveling together, living together, not always in a state of happy innocence. 
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Sedate as a long married couple, intimate and secure, were Elmer and Sharon on most 

days, and always he was devoted. It was Sharon who was incalculable. Sometimes she was a 

priestess and a looming disaster, sometimes she was intimidating in grasping passion, sometimes 

she was thin and writhing and anguished with chagrined doubt of herself, sometimes she was 

pale and nun-like and still, sometimes she was a chilly business woman, and sometimes she was 

a little girl. In the last, quite authentic rôle, Elmer loved her fondly--except when she assumed it 

just as she was due to go out and hypnotize three thousand people. 

 

He would beg her, "Oh, come on now, Shara, please be good! Please stop pouting, and go 

out and lambaste 'em." 

 

She would stamp her foot, while her face changed to a round childishness. "No! Don't 

want to evangel. Want to be bad. Bad! Want to throw things. Want to go out and spank a bald 

man on the head. Tired of souls. Want to tell 'em all to go to hell!" 

 

"Oh, gee, please, Shara! Gosh all fishhooks! They're waiting for you! Adelbert has sung 

that verse twice now." 

 

"I don't care! Sing it again! Sing songs, losh songs! Going to be bad! Going out and and 

drop mice down Adelbert's fat neck--fat neck--fat hooooooly neck!" 

 

But suddenly: "I wish I could. I wish they'd let me be bad. Oh, I get so tired--all of them 

reaching for me, sucking my blood, wanting me to give them the courage they're too flabby to 

get for themselves!" 

 

And a minute later she was standing before the audience, rejoicing, "Oh, my beloved, the 

dear Lord has a message for you tonight!" 

 

And in two hours, as they rode in a taxi to the hotel, she was sobbing on his breast: "Hold 

me close! I'm so lonely and afraid and cold." 
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Among his various relations to her, Elmer was Sharon's employee. And he resented the 

fact that she was making five times more than he of that money for which he had a reverent 

admiration. 

 

When they had first made plans, she had suggested: 

 

"Dear, if it all works out properly, in three or four years I want you to share the offerings 

with me. But first I must save a lot. I've got some vague plans to build a big center for our work, 

maybe with a magazine and a training-school for evangelists. When that's paid for, you and I can 

make an agreement. But just now--How much have you been making as a traveling man?" 

 

"Oh, about three hundred a month--about thirty-five hundred a year." He was really fond 

of her; he was lying to the extent of only five hundred. 

 

"Then I'll start you in at thirty-eight hundred, and in four or five years I hope it'll be ten 

thousand, and maybe twice as much." 

 

And she never, month after month, discussed salary again. It irritated him. He knew that 

she was making more than twenty thousand a year, and that before long she would probably 

make fifty thousand. But he loved her so completely that he scarce thought of it oftener than 

three or four times a month. 
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Sharon continued to house her troupe in hotels, for independence. But an unfortunate 

misunderstanding came up. Elmer had stayed late in her room, engaged in a business conference, 

so late that he accidentally fell asleep across the foot of her bed. So tired were they both that 

neither of them awoke till nine in the morning, when they were aroused by Adelbert Shoop 

knocking and innocently skipping in. 

 

Sharon raised her head, to see Adelbert giggling. 

 

"How dare you come into my room without knocking, you sausage!" she raged. "Have 

you no sense of modesty or decency? Beat it! Potato!" 

 

When Adelbert had gone simpering out, cheeping, "Honest, I won't say anything," then 

Elmer fretted, "Golly, do you think he'll blackmail us?" 

 

"Oh, no, Adelbert adores me. Us girls must stick together. But it does bother me. Suppose 

it'd been some other guest of the hotel! People misunderstand and criticize so. Tell you what let's 

do. Hereafter, in each town, let's hire a big house, furnished, for the whole crew. Still be 



independent, but nobody around to talk about us. And prob'ly we can get a dandy house quite 

cheap from some church-member. That would be lovely! When we get sick of working so hard 

all the time, we could have a party just for ourselves, and have a dance. I love to dance. Oh, of 

course I roast dancing in my sermons, but I mean--when it's with people like us, that understand, 

it's not like with worldly people, where it would lead to evil. A party! Though Art Nichols would 

get drunk. Oh, let him! He works so hard. Now you skip. Wait! Aren't you going to kiss me good 

morning?" 

 

They made sure of Adelbert's loyalty by flattering him, and the press-agent had orders to 

find a spacious furnished house in the city to which they were going next. 
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The renting of furnished houses for the Falconer Evangelistic Party was a ripe cause for 

new quarrels with local committees, particularly after the party had left town. 

 

There were protests by the infuriated owners that the sacred workers must have been, as 

one deacon-undertaker put it, "simply raising the very devil." He asserted that the furniture had 

been burned with cigarette stubs, that whisky had been spilled on rugs, that chairs had been 

broken. He claimed damages from the local committee; the local committee sent the claims on to 

Sharon; there was a deal of fervent correspondence; and the claims were never paid. 

 

Though usually it did not come out till the series of meetings was finished, so that there 

was no interference with saving the world, these arguments about the private affairs of the 

evangelistic crew started most regrettable rumors. The ungodly emitted loud scoffings. Sweet 

repressed old maids wondered and wondered what might really have happened, and speculated 

together in delightful horror as to whether--uh--there could have been anything--uh--worse than 

drinking going on. 

 

But always a majority of the faithful argued logically that Sister Falconer and Brother 

Gantry were righteous, therefore they could not do anything unrighteous, therefore the rumors 

were inspired by the devil and spread by saloon-keepers and infidels, and in face of this 

persecution of the godly, the adherents were the more lyric in support of the Falconer Party. 

 

Elmer learned from the discussions of damages a pleasant way of reducing expenses. At 

the end of their stay, they simply did not pay the rent for their house. They informed the local 

committee, after they had gone, that the committee had promised to provide living quarters, and 

that was all there was to it. . . . There was a lot of correspondence. 
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One of Sharon's chief troubles was getting her crew to bed. Like most actors, they were 

high-strung after the show. Some of them were too nervous to sleep till they had read the 

Saturday Evening Post; others never could eat till after the meetings, and till one o'clock they 

fried eggs and scrambled eggs and burnt toast and quarreled over the dish-washing. Despite their 

enlightened public stand against the Demon Rum, some of the performers had to brace up their 

nerves with an occasional quart of whisky, and there was dancing and assorted glee. 

 

Though sometimes she exploded all over them, usually Sharon was amiably blind, and 

she had too many conferences with Elmer to give much heed to the parties. 

 

Lily Anderson, the pale pianist, protested. They ought all, she said, to go to bed early so 

they could be up early. They ought, she said, to go oftener to the cottage prayer meetings. The 

others insisted that this was too much to expect of people exhausted by their daily three hours of 

work, but she reminded them that they were doing the work of the Lord, and they ought to be 

willing to wear themselves out in such service. They were, said they; but not tonight. 

 

After days when Art Nichols, the cornetist, and Adolph Klebs, the violinist, had such 

heads at ten in the morning that they had to take pick-me-ups, would come days when all of 

them, even Art and Adolph, were hysterically religious; when quite privately they prayed and 

repented, and raised their voices in ululating quavers of divine rapture, till Sharon said furiously 

that she didn't know whether she preferred to be waked up by hell-raising or hallelujahs. Yet 

once she bought a traveling phonograph for them, and many records, half hectic dances and half 

hymns. 
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Though her presence nearly took away his need of other stimulants, of tobacco and 

alcohol and most of his cursing, it was a year before Elmer was altogether secure from the 

thought of them. But gradually he saw himself certain of future power and applause as a 

clergyman. His ambition became more important than the titillation of alcohol, and he felt very 

virtuous and pleased. 

 

Those were big days, rejoicing days, sunny days. He had everything: his girl, his work, 

his fame, his power over people. When they held meetings in Topeka, his mother came from 

Paris to hear them, and as she watched her son addressing two thousand people, all the heavy 

graveyard doubts which had rotted her after his exit from Mizpah Seminary vanished. 

 

He felt now that he belonged. The gospel crew had accepted him as their assistant 

foreman, as bolder and stronger and trickier than any save Sharon, and they followed him like 



family dogs. He imagined a day when he would marry Sharon, supersede her as leader--letting 

her preach now and then as a feature--and become one of the great evangelists of the land. He 

belonged. When he encountered fellow evangelists, no matter how celebrated, he was pleased, 

but not awed. 

 

Didn't Sharon and he meet no less an evangelist than Dr. Howard Bancock Binch, the 

great Baptist defender of the literal interpretation of the Bible, president of the True Gospel 

Training School for Religious Workers, editor of The Keeper of the Vineyard, and author of 

"Fools Errors of So-Called Science"? Didn't Dr. Binch treat Elmer like a son? 

 

Dr. Binch happened to be in Joliet, on his way to receive his sixth D. D. degree (from 

Abner College) during Sharon's meetings there. He lunched with Sharon and Elmer. 

 

"Which hymns do you find the most effective when you make your appeal for converts, 

Dr. Binch?" asked Elmer. 

 

"Well, I'll tell you, Brother Gantry," said the authority. "I think 'Just as I Am' and 'Jesus, I 

Am Coming Home' hit real folksy hearts like nothing else." 

 

"Oh, I'm afraid I don't agree with you," protested Sharon. "It seems to me--of course you 

have far more experience and talent than I, Dr. Binch--" 

 

"Not at all, my dear sister," said Dr. Binch, with a leer which sickened Elmer with 

jealousy. "You are young, but all of us recognize your genius." 

 

"Thank you very much. But I mean: They're not lively enough. I feel we ought to use 

hymns with a swing to 'em, hymns that make you dance right up to the mourners' bench." 

 

Dr. Binch stopped gulping his fried pork chops and held up a flabby, white, holy hand. 

"Oh, Sister Falconer, I hate to have you use the word 'dance' regarding an evangelistic meeting! 

What is the dance? It is the gateway to hell! How many innocent girls have found in the dance-

hall the allurement which leads to every nameless vice!" 

 

Two minutes of information about dancing--given in the same words that Sharon herself 

often used--and Dr. Binch wound up with a hearty: "So I beg of you not to speak of 'dancing to 

the mourners' bench!'" 

 

"I know, Dr. Binch, I know, but I mean in its sacred sense, as of David dancing before the 

Lord." 

 

"But I feel there was a different meaning to that. If you only knew the original Hebrew--

the word should not be translated 'danced' but 'was moved by the spirit.'" 

 



"Really? I didn't know that. I'll use that." 

 

They all looked learned. 

 

"What methods, Dr. Binch," asked Elmer, "do you find the most successful in forcing 

people to come to the altar when they resist the Holy Ghost?" 

 

"I always begin by asking those interested in being prayed for to hold up their hands." 

 

"Oh, I believe in having them stand up if they want prayer. Once you get a fellow to his 

feet, it's so much easier to coax him out into the aisle and down to the front. If he just holds up 

his hand, he may pull it down before you can spot him. We've trained our ushers to jump right in 

the minute anybody gets up, and say 'Now Brother, won't you come down front and shake hands 

with Sister Falconer and make your stand for Jesus?'" 

 

"No," said Dr. Binch, "my experience is that there are many timid people who have to be 

led gradually. To ask them to stand up is too big a step. But actually, we're probably both right. 

My motto as a soul-saver, if I may venture to apply such a lofty title to myself, is that one should 

use every method that, in the vernacular, will sell the goods." 

 

"I guess that's right," said Elmer. "Say, tell me, Dr. Binch, what do you do with converts 

after they come to the altar?" 

 

"I always try to have a separate room for 'em. That gives you a real chance to deepen and 

richen their new experience. They can't escape, if you close the door. And there's no crowd to 

stare and embarrass them." 

 

"I can't see that," said Sharon. "I believe that if the people who come forward are making 

a stand for Christ, they ought to be willing to face the crowd. And it makes such an impression 

on the whole bunch of the unsaved to see a lot of seekers at the mourners' bench. You must 

admit, Brother Binch--Dr. Binch, I should say--that lots of people who just come to a revival for 

a good time are moved to conviction epidemically, by seeing others shaken." 

 

"No, I can't agree that that's so important as making a deeper impression on each convert, 

so that each goes out as an agent for you, as it were. But every one to his own methods. I mean 

so long as the Lord is with us and behind us." 

 

"Say, Dr. Binch," said Elmer, "how do you count your converts? Some of the preachers 

in this last town accused us of lying about the number. On what basis do you count them?" 

 

"Why, I count every one (and we use a recording machine) that comes down to the front 

and shakes hands with me. What if some of them are merely old church members warmed over? 

Isn't it worth just as much to give new spiritual life to those who've had it and lost it?" 



 

"Of course it is. That's what we think. And then we got criticized there in that fool town! 

We tried--that is, Sister Falconer here tried--a stunt that was new for us. We opened up on some 

of the worst dives and blind tigers by name. We even gave street numbers. The attack created a 

howling sensation; people just jammed in, hoping we'd attack other places. I believe that's a good 

policy. We're going to try it here next week. It puts the fear of God into the wicked, and slams 

over the revival." 

 

"There's danger in that sort of thing, though," said Dr. Binch. "I don't advise it. Trouble 

is, in such an attack you're liable to offend some of the leading church members--the very folks 

that contribute the most cash to a revival. They're often the owners of buildings that get used by 

unscrupulous persons for immoral purposes, and while they of course regret such unfortunate use 

of their property, if you attack such places by name, you're likely to lose their support. Why, you 

might lose thousands of dollars! It seems to me wiser and more Christian to just attack vice in 

general." 

 

"How much orchestra do you use, Dr. Binch?" asked Sharon. 

 

"All I can get hold of. I'm carrying a pianist, a violinist, a drummer, and a cornetist, 

besides my soloist." 

 

"But don't you find some people objecting to fiddling?" 

 

"Oh, yes, but I jolly 'em out of it by saying I don't believe in letting the devil monopolize 

all these art things," said Dr. Binch. "Besides, I find that a good tune, sort of a nice, artistic, slow, 

sad one, puts folks into a mood where they'll come across both with their hearts and their 

contributions. By the way, speaking of that, what luck have you folks had recently in raising 

money? And what method do you use?" 

 

"It's been pretty good with us--and I need a lot, because I'm supporting an orphanage," 

said Sharon. "We're sticking to the idea of the free-will offering the last day. We can get more 

money than any town would be willing to guarantee beforehand. If the appeal for the free-will 

offering is made strong enough, we usually have pretty fair results." 

 

"Yes, I use the same method. But I don't like the term 'freewill offering,' or 'thank 

offering.' It's been used so much by merely second-rate evangelists, who, and I grieve to say 

there are such people, put their own gain before the service of the Kingdom, that it's got a 

commercial sound. In making my own appeal for contributions, I use 'love offering.'" 

 

"That's worth thinking over, Dr. Binch," sighed Sharon, "but, oh, how tragic it is that we, 

with our message of salvation--if the sad old world would but listen, we could solve all sorrows 

and difficulties--yet with this message ready, we have to be practical and raise money for our 

expenses and charities. Oh, the world doesn't appreciate evangelists. Think what we can do for a 



resident minister! These preachers who talk about conducting their own revivals make me sick! 

They don't know the right technique. Conducting revivals is a profession. One must know all the 

tricks. With all modesty, I figure that I know just what will bring in the converts." 

 

"I'm sure you do, Sister Falconer," from Binch. "Say, do you and Brother Gantry like 

union revivals?" 

 

"You bet your life we do," said Brother Gantry. "We won't conduct a revival unless we 

can have the united support of all the evangelical preachers in town." 

 

"I think you are mistaken, Brother Gantry," said Dr. Binch. "I find that I have the most 

successful meetings with only a few churches, but all of them genuinely O. K. With all the 

preachers joined together, you have to deal with a lot of these two-by-four hick preachers with 

churches about the size of woodsheds and getting maybe eleven hundred a year, and yet they 

think they have the right to make suggestions! No, sir! I want to do business with the big down-

town preachers that are used to doing things in a high-grade way and that don't kick if you take a 

decent-sized offering out of town!" 

 

"Yuh, there's something to be said for that," said Elmer. "That's what the Happy Sing 

Evangelist--you know, Bill Buttle--said to us one time." 

 

"But I hope you don't like Brother Buttle!" protested Dr. Binch. 

 

"Oh, no! Anyway I didn't like him," said Sharon, which was a wifely slap at Elmer. 

 

Dr. Binch snorted, "He's a scoundrel! There's rumors about his wife's leaving him. Why 

is it that in such a high calling as ours there are so many rascals? Take Dr. Mortonby! Calling 

himself a cover-to-cover literalist, and then his relations to the young woman who sings for him--

I would shock you, Sister Falconer, if I told you what I suspect." 

 

"Oh, I know. I haven't met him, but I hear dreadful things," wailed Sharon. "And Wesley 

Zigler! They say he drinks! And an evangelist! Why, if any person connected with me were so 

much as to take one drink, out he goes!" 

 

"That's right, that's right. Isn't it dreadful!" mourned Dr. Binch. "And take this charlatan 

Edgar Edgars--this obscene ex-gambler with his disgusting slang! Uh! The hypocrite!" 

 

Joyously they pointed out that this rival artist in evangelism was an ignoramus, that a 

passer of bogus checks, the other doubtful about the doctrine of the premillennial coming; 

joyously they concluded that the only intelligent and moral evangelists in America were Dr. 

Binch, Sister Falconer, and Brother Gantry, and the lunch broke up in an orgy of thanksgiving. 

 



"There's the worst swell-head and four-flusher in America, that Binch, and he's shaky on 

Jonah, and I've heard he chews tobacco--and then pretending to be so swell and citified. Be 

careful of him," said Sharon to Elmer afterward, and "Oh, my dear, my dear!" 
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It was not her eloquence but her healing of the sick which raised Sharon to such 

eminence that she promised to become the most renowned evangelist in America. People were 

tired of eloquence; and the whole evangelist business was limited, since even the most ardent 

were not likely to be saved more than three or four times. But they could be healed constantly, 

and of the same disease. 

 

Healing was later to become the chief feature of many evangelists, but in 1910 it was 

advertised chiefly by Christian Scientists and the New Thoughters. Sharon came to it by 

accident. She had regularly offered prayers for the sick, but only absent-mindedly. When Elmer 

and she had been together for a year, during her meetings in Schenectady a man led up his deaf 

wife and begged Sharon to heal her. It amused Sharon to send out for some oil (it happened to be 

shotgun oil, but she properly consecrated it) to anoint the woman's ears, and to pray lustily for 

healing. 

 

The woman screamed, "Glory to God, I've got my hearing back!" 

 

There was a sensation in the tabernacle, and everybody itched with desire to be relieved 

of whatever ailed him. Elmer led the healed deaf woman aside and asked her name for the 

newspapers. It is true that she could not hear him, but he wrote out his questions, she wrote the 

answers, and he got an excellent story for the papers and an idea for their holy work. 

 

Why, he put it to Sharon, shouldn't she make healing a regular feature? 

 

"I don't know that I have any gift for it," considered Sharon. 

 

"Sure you have! Aren't you psychic? You bet. Go to it. We might pull off some healing 

services. I bet the collections would bust all records, and we'll have a distinct understanding with 

the local committees that we get all over a certain amount, besides the collection the last day." 

 

"Well, we might try one. Of course, the Lord may have blessed me with special gifts that 

way, and to him be all the credit, oh, let's stop in here and have an ice cream soda, I love banana 

splits, I hope nobody sees me, I feel like dancing tonight, anyway we'll talk over the possibility 

of healing, I'm going to take a hot bath the minute we get home with losh bath salts--losh and 

losh and losh." 

 



The success was immense. 

 

She alienated many evangelical pastors by divine healing, but she won all the readers of 

books about will-power, and her daily miracles were reported in the newspapers. And, or so it 

was reported, some of the patients remained cured. 

 

She murmured to Elmer, "You know, maybe there really is something to this healing, and 

I get an enormous thrill out of it--telling the lame to chuck their crutches. That man last night, 

that cripple--he did feel lots better." 

 

They decorated the altar now with crutches and walking-sticks, all given by grateful 

patients--except such as Elmer had been compelled to buy to make the exhibit inspiring from the 

start. 

 

Money gamboled in. One grateful patient gave Sharon five thousand dollars. And Elmer 

and Sharon had their only quarrel, except for occasional spats of temperament. With the increase 

in profits, he demanded a rise of salary, and she insisted that her charities took all she had. 

 

"Yuh, I've heard a lot about 'em," said he: "the Old Ladies' Home and the Orphanage and 

the hoosegow for retired preachers. I suppose you carry 'em along with you on the road!" 

 

"Do you mean to insinuate, my good friend, that I--" 

 

They talked in a thoroughly spirited and domestic manner, and afterward she raised his 

salary to five thousand and kissed him. 

 

With the money so easily come by, Sharon burst out in hectic plans. She was going to 

buy a ten-thousand-acre farm for a Christian Socialist colony and a university, and she went so 

far as to get a three months' option on two hundred acres. She was going to have a great national 

paper, with crime news, scandal, and athletics omitted, and a daily Bible lesson on the front 

page. She was going to organize a new crusade--an army of ten million which would march 

through heathen countries and convert the entire world to Christianity in this generation. 

 

She did, at last, actually carry out one plan, and create a headquarters for her summer 

meetings. 

 

At Clontar, a resort on the New Jersey coast, she bought the pier on which Benno 

Hackenschmidt used to give grand opera. Though the investment was so large that even for the 

initial payment it took almost every penny she had saved, she calculated that she would make 

money because she would be the absolute owner and not have to share contributions with local 

churches. And, remaining in one spot, she would build up more prestige than by moving from 

place to place and having to advertise her virtues anew in every town. 

 



In a gay frenzy she planned that if she was successful, she would keep the Clontar pier 

for summer and build an all-winter tabernacle in New York or Chicago. She saw herself another 

Mary Baker Eddy, an Annie Besant, a Katherine Tingley. . . . Elmer Gantry was shocked when 

she hinted that, who knows? the next Messiah might be a woman, and that woman might now be 

on earth, just realizing her divinity. 

 

The pier was an immense structure, built of cheap knotty pine, painted a hectic red with 

gold stripes. It was pleasant, however, on hot evenings. Round it ran a promenade out over the 

water, where once lovers had strolled between acts of the opera, and giving on the promenade 

were many barnlike doors. 

 

Sharon christened it "The Waters of Jordan Tabernacle," added more and redder paint, 

more golden gold, and erected an enormous revolving cross, lighted at night with yellow and 

ruby electric bulbs. 

 

The whole gospel crew went to Clontar early in June to make ready for the great opening 

on the evening of the first of July. 

 

They had to enlist volunteer ushers and personal workers, and Sharon and Adelbert 

Shoop had notions about a huge robed choir, with three or four paid soloists. 

 

Elmer had less zeal than usual in helping her, because an unfortunate thing had gone and 

happened to Elmer. He saw that he really ought to be more friendly with Lily Anderson, the 

pianist. While he remained true to Sharon, he had cumulatively been feeling that it was sheer 

carelessness to let the pretty and anemic and virginal Lily be wasted. He had been driven to 

notice her through indignation at Art Nichols, the cornetist, for having the same idea. 

 

Elmer was fascinated by her unawakenedness. While he continued to be devoted to 

Sharon, over her shoulder he was always looking at Lily's pale sweetness, and his lips were 

moist. 
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They sat on the beach by moonlight, Sharon and Elmer, the night before the opening 

service. 

 

All of Clontar, with its mile of comfortable summer villas and gingerbread hotels, was 

excited over the tabernacle, and the Chamber of Commerce had announced, "We commend to 

the whole Jersey coast this high-class spiritual feature, the latest addition to the manifold 

attractions and points of interest at the snappiest of all summer colonies." 

 



A choir of two hundred had been coaxed in, and some of them had been persuaded to buy 

their own robes and mortar boards. 

 

Near the sand dune against which Sharon and Elmer lolled was the tabernacle, over 

which the electric cross turned solemnly, throwing its glare now on the rushing surf, now across 

the bleak sand. 

 

"And it's mine!" Sharon trembled. "I've made it! Four thousand seats, and I guess it's the 

only Christian tabernacle built out over the water! Elmer, it almost scares me! So much 

responsibility! Thousands of poor troubled souls turning to me for help, and if I fail them, if I'm 

weak or tired or greedy, I'll be murdering their very souls. I almost wish I were back safe in 

Virginia!" 

 

Her enchanted voice wove itself with the menace of the breakers, feeble against the crash 

of broken waters, passionate in the lull, while the great cross turned its unceasing light. 

 

"And I'm ambitious. Elmer. I know it. I want the world. But I realize what an awful 

danger that is. But I never had anybody to train me. I'm just nobody. I haven't any family, any 

education. I've had to do everything for myself, except what Cecil and you and another man or 

two have done, and maybe you-all came too late. When I was a kid, there was no one to tell me 

what a sense of honor was. But--Oh. I've done things! Little Katie Jonas of Railroad Avenue--

little Katie with her red flannel skirt and torn stockings, fighting the whole Killarney Street gang 

and giving Pup Monahan one in the nose, by Jiminy! And not five cents a year, even for candy. 

And now it's mine, that tabernacle there--look at it!--that cross, that choir you hear practising! 

Why, I'm the Sharon Falconer you read about! And tomorrow I become--oh, people reaching for 

me--me healing 'em--No! It frightens me! It can't last. Make it last for me, Elmer! Don't let them 

take it away from me!" 

 

She was sobbing, her head on his lap, while he comforted her clumsily. He was slightly 

bored. She was heavy, and though he did like her, he wished she wouldn't go on telling that 

Katie-Jonas-Utica story. 

 

She rose to her knees, her arms out to him, her voice hysteric against the background of 

the surf: 

 

"I can't do it! But you--I'm a woman. I'm weak. I wonder if I oughtn't to stop thinking I'm 

such a marvel, if I oughtn't to let you run things and just stand back and help you? Ought I?" 

 

He was overwhelmed by her good sense, but he cleared his throat and spoke judiciously: 

 

"Well, now I'll tell you. Personally I'd never've brought it up, but since you speak of it 

yourself--I don't admit for a minute that I've got any more executive ability or oratory than you 

have--probably not half as much. And after all, you did start the show; I came in late. But same 



time, while a woman can put things over just as good as a man, or better, for a while, she's a 

woman, and she isn't built to carry on things like a man would, see how I mean?" 

 

"Would it be better for the Kingdom if I forgot my ambition and followed you?" 

 

"Well, I don't say it'd be better. You've certainly done fine, honey. I haven't got any 

criticisms. But same time, I do think we ought to think it over." 

 

She had remained still, a kneeling silver statue. Now she dropped her head against his 

knees, crying: 

 

"I can't give it up! I can't! Must I?" 

 

He was conscious that people were strolling near. He growled, "Say, for goodness' sake, 

Shara, don't holler and carry on like that! Somebody might hear!" 

 

She sprang up. "Oh, you fool! You fool!" 

 

She fled from him, along the sands, through the rays of the revolving cross, into the 

shadow. He angrily rubbed his back against the sand dune and grumbled: 

 

"Damn these women! All alike, even Shary; always getting temperamental on you about 

nothing at all! Still, I did kind of go off half cocked, considering she was just beginning to get 

the idea of letting me boss the show. Oh, hell, I'll jolly her out of it!" 

 

He took off his shoes, shook the sand out of them, and rubbed the sole of one stocking 

foot slowly, agreeably, for he was conceiving a thought. 

 

If Sharon was going to pull stuff like that on him, he ought to teach her a lesson. 

 

Choir practise was over. Why not go back to the house and see what Lily Anderson was 

doing? 

 

There was a nice kid, and she admired him--she'd never dare bawl him out. 
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He tiptoed to Lily's virgin door and tapped lightly. 

 

"Yes?" 

 



He dared not speak--Sharon's door, in the bulky old house they had taken in Clontar, was 

almost opposite. He tapped again, and when Lily came to the door, in a kimono, he whispered, 

"Shhh! Everybody asleep. May I come in just a second? Something important to ask you." 

 

Lily was wondering, but obviously she felt a pallid excitement as he followed her into her 

room, with its violet-broidered doilies. 

 

"Lily, I've been worrying. Do you think Adelbert ought to have the choir start with 'A 

Mighty Fortress Is Our God' tomorrow, or something a little snappier--get the crowd and then 

shoot in something impressive." 

 

"Honest, Mr. Gantry, I don't believe they could change the program now." 

 

"Oh, well, it doesn't matter. Sit down and tell me how the choir practise went tonight. Bet 

it went swell, with you pounding the box!" 

 

"Oh, now," as she perched lightly on the edge of the bed, "You're just teasing me, Mr. 

Gantry!" 

 

He sat beside her, chuckling bravely, "And I can't even get you to call me Elmer!" 

 

"Oh, I wouldn't dare, Mr. Gantry! Miss Falconer would call me down." 

 

"You just let me know if anybody ever dares try to call you down, Lily! Why--I don't 

know whether Sharon appreciates it or not, but the way you spiel the music gives as much power 

to our meetings as her sermons or anything else." 

 

"Oh, no, you're just flattering me, Mr Gantry! Oh, say, I have a trade-last for you." 

 

"Well, I--oh, let's see--oh, I remember, that Episcopalopian preacher--the big handsome 

one--he said you ought to be on the stage, you had so much talent." 

 

"Oh, go on, you're kidding me, Mr. Gantry!" 

 

"No, honest he did. Now, what's mine? Though I'd rather have you say something nice 

about me!" 

 

"Oh, now you're fishing!" 

 

"Sure I am--with such a lovely fish as you!" 

 



"Oh, it's terrible the way you talk." Laughter--silvery peals--several peals. "But I mean, 

this grant opera soloist that's down for our opening says you look so strong that she's scared of 

you." 

 

"Oh, she is, is she! Are you? . . . Huh? . . . Are you? . . . Tell me!" Somehow her hand 

was inside his, and he squeezed it, while she looked away and blushed and at last breathed, "Yes, 

kind of." 

 

He almost embraced her, but--oh, it was a mistake to rush things, and he went on in his 

professional tone: 

 

"But to go back to Sharon and our labors: it's all right to be modest, but you ought to 

realize how enormously your playing adds to the spirituality of the meetings." 

 

"I'm so glad you think so, but, honest, to compare me to Miss Falconer for bringing souls 

to Christ--why she's just the most wonderful person in the world." 

 

"That's right. You bet she is." 

 

"Only I wish she felt like you do. I don't really think she cares so much for my playing." 

 

"Well, she ought to! I'm not criticizing, you understand; she certainly is one of the 

greatest evangelists living; but just between you and I, she has one fault--she doesn't appreciate 

any of us--she thinks it's her that does the whole darn thing! As I say, I admire her, but, by golly, 

it does make me sore sometimes to never have her appreciate your music--I mean the way it 

ought to be appreciated--see how I mean?" 

 

"Oh, that is so nice of you, but I don't deserve--" 

 

"But I've always appreciated it, don't you think, Lily?" 

 

"Oh, yes, indeed you have, and it's been such an encouragement--" 

 

"Oh, well, say, I'm just tickled to death to have you say that, Lily." A firmer pressure on 

her frail hand. "Do you like to have me like your music?" 

 

"Oh, yes." 

 

"But do you like to have me like you?" 

 

"Oh, yes. Of course, we're all working together--oh, like sister and brother--" 

 



"Lily! Don't you think we might ever be, uh, don't you think we could be just a little 

closer than sister and brother?" 

 

"Oh, you're just being mean! How could you ever like poor little me when you belong to 

Sharon?" 

 

"What do you mean? Me belong to Sharon? Say! I admire her tremendously, but I'm 

absolutely free, you can bet your life on that, and just because I've always been kinda shy of you-

-you have such a kinda flower-like beauty, you might say, that no man, no, not the coarsest, 

would ever dare to ruffle it--and because I've stood back, sorta feeling like I was protecting you, 

maybe you think I haven't appreciated all your qualities!" 

 

She swallowed. 

 

"Oh, Lily, all I ask for is the chance now and then, whenever you're down in the mouth--

and all of us must feel like that, unless we think we're the whole cheese and absolutely own the 

gospel game!--whenever you feel that way, lemme have the privilege of telling you how greatly 

one fellow appreciates the loveliness that you scatter along the road!" 

 

"Do you really feel that way? Maybe I can play the piano, but personally I'm nothing . . . 

nothing." 

 

"It isn't true, it isn't true, dearest! Lily! It's so like your modesty to not appreciate what 

sunshine you bring into the hearts of all of us, dear, and how we cherish--" 

 

The door shot open. In the doorway stood Sharon Falconer in a black-and-gold dressing-

gown. 

 

"Both of you," said Sharon, "are discharged. Fired. Now! Don't ever let me see your faces 

again. You can stay tonight, but see to it that you're out of the house before breakfast." 

 

"Oh, Miss Falconer--" Lily wailed, thrusting away Elmer's hand. But Sharon was gone, 

with a bang of the door. They rushed into the hall, they heard the key in her lock, and she 

ignored their rapping. 

 

Lily glared at Elmer. He heard her key also, and he stood alone in the hall. 
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Not till one in the morning, sitting in flabby dejection, did he have his story shaped and 

water-tight. 



 

It was an heroic spectacle, that of the Reverend Elmer Gantry climbing from the second-

story balcony through Sharon's window, tiptoeing across the room, plumping on his knees by her 

bed, and giving her a large plashy kiss. 

 

"I am not asleep," she observed, in tones level as a steel rail, while she drew the 

comforter about her neck. "In fact I'm awake for the first time in two years, my young friend. 

You can get out of here. I won't tell you all I've been thinking, but among other things you're an 

ungrateful dog that bit the hand that took you out of the slimy gutter, you're a liar, an ignoramus, 

a four-flusher, and a rotten preacher." 

 

"By God, I'll show--" 

 

But she giggled, and his plan of action came back to him. 

 

He sat firmly on the edge of the bed, and calmly he remarked: 

 

"Sharon, you're a good deal of a damn fool. You think I'm going to deny flirting with 

Lily. I won't take the trouble to deny it! If you don't appreciate yourself, if you don't see that a 

man that's ever associated with you simply couldn't be interested in any other woman, then 

there's nothing I can say. Why, my God, Shara, you know what you are! I could no more be 

untrue to you than I could to my religion! As a matter of fact--Want to know what I was saying 

to Lily, to Miss Anderson?" 

 

"I do not!" 

 

"Well, you're going to! As I came up the hall, her door was open, and she asked me to 

come in--she had something to ask me. Well, seems the poor young woman was wondering if her 

music was really up to your greatness--that's what she herself called it--especially now that the 

Jordan Tabernacle will give you so much more power. She spoke of you as the greatest spiritual 

force in the world, and she was wondering whether she was worthy--" 

 

"Um. She did, eh? Well, she isn't! And she can stay fired. And you, my fine young liar, if 

you ever so much as look at another wench again, I'll fire you for keeps. . . . Oh, Elmer, how 

could you, beloved? When I've given you everything! Oh, lie, lie, go on lying! Tell me a good 

strong lie that I'll believe! And then kiss me!" 
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Banners, banners, banners lifting along the rafters, banners on the walls of the tabernacle, 

banners moving to the air that was sifted in from the restless sea. Night of the opening of Waters 

of Jordan Tabernacle, night of the opening of Sharon's crusade to conquer the world. 

 

The town of Clontar and all the resorts near by felt here was something they did not quite 

understand, something marvelous and by all means to be witnessed; and from up and down the 

Jersey coast, by motor, by trolley, the religious had come. By the time the meeting began all of 

the four thousand seats were filled, five hundred people were standing, and outside waited a 

throng hoping for miraculous entrance. 

 

The interior of the pier was barnlike; the thin wooden walls were shamelessly patched 

against the ravages of winter storms, but they were hectic with the flags of many nations, with 

immense posters, blood-red on white, proclaiming that in the mysterious blood of the Messiah 

was redemption from all sorrow, that in his love was refuge and safety. Sharon's pretentious 

white-and-gold pyramidal altar had been discarded. She was using the stage, draped with black 

velvet, against which hung a huge crystal cross, and the seats for the choir of two hundred, 

behind a golden pulpit, were draped with white. 

 

A white wooden cross stood by the pulpit. 

 

It was a hot night, but through the doors along the pier the cool breeze filtered in, and the 

sound of waters, the sound of wings, as the gulls were startled from their roosts. Every one felt 

an exaltation in the place, a coming of marvels. 

 

Before the meeting the gospel crew, back-stage, were excited as a theatrical company on 

a first night. They rushed with great rapidity nowhere in particular, and tripped over each other, 

and muttered, "Say--gee--gee--" To the last, Adelbert Shoop was giving needless instructions to 

the new pianist, who had been summoned by telegraph from Philadelphia, vice Lily Anderson. 

She professed immense piety, but Elmer noted that she was a pretty fluffy thing with a warm 

eye. 

 

The choir was arriving along with the first of the audience. They filtered down the aisle, 

chattering, feeling important. Naturally, as the end of the pier gave on open water, there was no 

stage entrance at the back. There was only one door, through which members of opera casts had 

been wont to go out to the small rear platform for fresh air between acts. The platform was not 

connected with the promenade. 

 

It was to this door that Sharon led Elmer. Their dressing-rooms were next to each other. 

She knocked--he had been sitting with a Bible and an evening paper in his lap, reading one of 

them. He opened, to find her flaming with exultation, a joyous girl with a dressing gown over her 

chemise. Seemingly she had forgotten her anger of the night 

 



She cried, "Come! See the stars!" Defying the astonishment of the choir, who were filing 

into the chorus dressing-room to assume their white robes, she led him to the door, out on the 

railed platform. 

 

The black waves glittered with lights. There was spaciousness and a windy peace upon 

the waters. 

 

"Look! It's so big! Not like the cities where we've been shut up!" she exulted. "Stars, and 

the waves that come clear from Europe! Europe! Castles on a green shore! I've never been. And 

I'm going! And there'll be great crowds at the ship to meet me, asking for my power! Look!" A 

shooting star had left a scrawl of flame in the sky. "Elmer! It's an omen for the glory that begins 

tonight! Oh, dearest, my dearest, don't ever hurt me again!" 

 

His kiss promised it, his heart almost promised it. 

 

She was all human while they stood fronting the sea, but half an hour later, when she 

came out in a robe of white satin and silver lace, with a crimson cross on her breast, she was 

prophetess only, and her white forehead was high, her eyes were strange with dreaming. 

 

Already the choir were chanting. They were starting with the Doxology, and it gave 

Elmer a feeling of doubt. Surely the Doxology was the end of things, not the beginning? But he 

looked impassive, the brooding priest, in frock coat and white bow tie, portly and funereal, as he 

moved magnificently through the choir and held up his arms to command silence for his prayer. 

 

He told them of Sister Falconer and her message, of their plans and desires at Clontar, 

and asked for a minute of silent prayer for the power of the Holy Ghost to descend upon the 

tabernacle. He stood back--his chair was up-stage, beside the choir--as Sharon floated forward, 

not human, a goddess, tears thick in lovely eyes as she perceived the throng that had come to her. 

 

"My dear ones, it is not I who bring you anything, but you who in your faith bring me 

strength!" she said shakily. Then her voice was strong again; she rose on the wave of drama. 

 

"Just now, looking across the sea to the end of the world, I saw an omen for all of us--a 

fiery line written by the hand of God--a glorious shooting star. Thus he apprized us of his 

coming, and bade us be ready. Oh, are you ready, are you ready, will you be ready when the 

great day comes--" 

 

The congregation was stirred by her lyric earnestness. 

 

But outside there were less devout souls. Two workmen had finished polishing the 

varnished wooden pillars as the audience began to come. They slipped outside, on the promenade 

along the pier, and sat on the rail, enjoying the coolness, slightly diverted by hearing a sermon. 

 



"Not a bad spieler, that woman. Puts it all over this guy Reverend Golding up-town," said 

one of the workmen, lighting a cigarette, keeping it concealed in his palm as he smoked. 

 

The other tiptoed across the promenade to peer through the door, and returned mumbling. 

"Yuh, and a swell looker. Same time though, tell you how I feel about it: woman's all right in her 

place, but takes a real he-male to figure out this religion business." 

 

"She's pretty good though, at that," yawned the first workman, snapping away his 

cigarette. "Say, let's beat it. How 'bout lil glass beer? We can go along this platform and get out 

at the front, I guess." 

 

"All right. You buying?" 

 

The workmen moved away, dark figures between the sea and the doors that gave on the 

bright auditorium. 

 

The discarded cigarette nestled against the oily rags which the workmen had dropped on 

the promenade, beside the flimsy walls of the tabernacle. A rag glowed round the edges, 

wormlike, then lit in circling flame. 

 

Sharon was chanting: "What could be more beautiful than a tabernacle like this, set on 

the bosom of the rolling deep? Oh, think what the mighty tides have meant in Holy Writ! The 

face of the waters on which moved the spirit of Almighty God, when the earth was but a whirling 

and chaotic darkness! Jesus baptized in the sweet waters of Jordan! Jesus walking the waves--so 

could we today if we had but his faith! O dear God, strengthen thou our unbelief, give us faith 

like unto thine own!" 

 

Elmer sitting back listening, was moved as in his first adoration for her. He had become 

so tired of her poetizing that he almost admitted to himself that he was tired. But tonight he felt 

her strangeness again, and in it he was humble. He saw her straight back, shimmering in white 

satin, he saw her superb arms as she stretched them out to these thousands, and in hot secret 

pride he gloated that this beauty, beheld and worshiped of so many, belonged to him alone. 

 

Then he noted something else. 

 

A third of the way back, coming through one of the doors opening on the promenade, was 

a curl of smoke. He startled; he almost rose; he feared to rouse a panic; and sat with his brain a 

welter of terrified jelly till he heard the scream "Fire--fire!" and saw the whole audience and the 

choir leaping up, screaming--screaming--screaming--while the flimsy door-jamb was alight and 

the flame rose fan-like toward the rafters. 

 

Only Sharon was in his mind--Sharon standing like an ivory column against the terror. 

He rushed toward her. He could hear her wailing, "Don't be afraid! Go out slowly!" She turned 



toward the choir, as with wild white robes they charged down from their bank of seats. She 

clamored, "Don't be afraid! We're in the temple of the Lord! He won't harm you! I believe! Have 

faith! I'll lead you safely through the flames!" 

 

But they ignored her, streamed past her, thrusting her aside. 

 

He seized her arm. "Come here, Shara! The door at the back! We'll jump over and swim 

ashore!" 

 

She seemed not to hear him. She thrust his hand away and went on demanding, her voice 

furious with mad sincerity, "Who will trust the Lord God of Hosts? Now we'll try our faith! Who 

will follow me?" 

 

Since two-thirds of the auditorium was to the shoreward side of the fire, and since the 

wide doors to the promenade were many, most of the audience were getting safely out, save for a 

child crushed, a woman fainting and trampled. But toward the stage the flames, driven by the 

sea-wind, were beating up through the rafters. Most of the choir and the audience down front had 

escaped, but all who were now at the back were cut off. 

 

He grasped Sharon's arm again. In a voice abject with fear he shouted, "For God's sake, 

beat it! We can't wait!" 

 

She had an insane strength; she thrust him away so sharply that he fell against a chair, 

bruising his knee. Furious with pain, senseless with fear, he raged, "You can go to hell!" and 

galloped off, pushing aside the last of the hysterical choir. He looked back and saw her, quite 

alone, holding up the white wooden cross which had stood by the pulpit, marching steadily 

forward, a tall figure pale against the screen of flames. 

 

All of the choir who had not got away remembered or guessed the small door at the back; 

so did Adelbert and Art Nichols; and all of them were jamming toward it. 

 

That door opened inward--only it did not open, with the score of victims thrust against it. 

In howling panic, Elmer sprang among them, knocked them aside, struck down a girl who stood 

in his way, yanked open the door, and got through it . . . the last, the only one, to get through it. 

 

He never remembered leaping, but he found himself in the surf, desperately swimming 

toward shore, horribly cold, horribly bound by heavy clothes. He humped out of his coat. 

 

In the inside pocket was Lily Anderson's address, as she had given it to him before going 

that morning. 

 

The sea, by night, though it was glaring now with flames from above, seemed infinite in 

its black sightlessness. The waves thrust him among the piles; their mossy slime was like the feel 



of serpents to his frantic hands, and the barnacles cut his palms. But he struggled out from 

beneath the pier, struggled toward shore, and as he swam and panted, more and more was the sea 

blood-red about him. In blood he swam, blood that was icy-cold and tumultuous and roaring in 

his ears. 

 

His knees struck sand, and he crawled ashore, among a shrieking, torn, sea-soaked crowd. 

Many had leaped from the rail of the promenade and were still fighting the surf, wailing, beaten. 

Their wet and corpselike heads were seen clearly in the glare; the pier was only a skeleton, a 

cage round a boiling of flame, with dots of figures still dropping from the promenade. 

 

Elmer ran out a little into the surf and dragged in a woman who had already safely 

touched bottom. 

 

He had rescued at least thirty people who had already rescued themselves before the 

reporters got to him and he had to stop and explain the cause of the fire, the cost of the 

tabernacle, the amount of insurance, the size of the audience, the number of souls revived by 

Miss Falconer during all her campaigns, and the fact that he had been saving both Miss Falconer 

and Adelbert Shoop when they had been crushed by a falling rafter. 

 

A hundred and eleven people died that night, including all of the gospel-crew save Elmer. 

 

It was Elmer himself who at dawn found Sharon's body lying on a floor-beam. There 

were rags of white satin clinging to it, and in her charred hand was still the charred cross. 

  



CHAPTER XVI 

  

1 

 

  

Though to the commonplace and unspeculative eye Mrs Evans Riddle was but a female 

blacksmith, yet Mrs. Riddle and her followers knew, in a bland smirking way, that she was 

instituting an era in which sickness, poverty, and folly would be ended forever. 

 

She was the proprietor of the Victory Thought-power Headquarters, New York, and not 

even in Los Angeles was there a more important center of predigested philosophy and pansy-

painted ethics. She maintained a magazine filled with such starry thoughts as "All the world's a 

road whereon we are but fellow wayfarers." She held morning and vesper services on Sunday at 

Euterpean Hall, on Eighty-seventh Street, and between moments of Silent Thought she boxed 

with the inexplicable. She taught, or farmed out, classes in Concentration, Prosperity, Love, 

Metaphysics, Oriental Mysticism, and the Fourth Dimension. 

 

She instructed small Select Circles how to keep one's husband, how to understand 

Sanskrit philosophy without understanding either Sanskrit or philosophy, and how to become 

slim without giving up pastry. She healed all the diseases in the medical dictionary, and some 

which were not; and in personal consultations, at ten dollars the half hour, she explained to 

unappetizing elderly ladies how they might rouse passion in a football hero. 

 

She had a staff, including a real Hindu swami--anyway, he was a real Hindu--but she was 

looking for a first assistant. 
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The Reverend Elmer Gantry had failed as an independent evangelist. 

 

He had been quite as noisy and threatening as the average evangelist; to reasonably large 

gatherings he had stated that the Judgment Day was rather more than likely to occur before six 

A.M., and he had told all the chronic anecdotes of the dying drunkard. But there was something 

wrong. He could not make it go. 

 

Sharon was with him, beckoning him, intolerably summoning him, intolerably rebuking 

him. Sometimes he worshiped her as the shadow of a dead god; as always he was humanly 

lonely for her and her tantrums and her electric wrath and her abounding laughter. In pulpits he 

felt like an impostor, and in hotel bedrooms he ached for her voice. 

 



Worst of all, he was expected everywhere to tell of her "brave death in the cause of the 

Lord." He was very sick about it. 

 

Mrs. Evans Riddle invited him to join her. 

 

Elmer had no objection to the malted milk of New Thought. But after Sharon, Mrs. 

Riddle was too much. She shaved regularly, she smelled of cigar smoke, yet she had a nickering 

fancy for warm masculine attentions. 

 

Elmer had to earn a living, and he had taken too much of the drug of oratory to be able to 

go back to the road as a traveling salesman. He shrugged when he had interviewed Mrs. Riddle; 

he told her that she would be an inspiration to a young man like himself; he held her hand; he 

went out and washed his hand; and determined that since he was to dwell in the large brownstone 

house which was both her Thought-power Headquarters and her home, he would keep his door 

locked. 

 

The preparation for his labors was not too fatiguing. He read through six copies of Mrs. 

Riddle's magazine and, just as he had learned the trade-terms of evangelism, so he learned the 

technologies of New Thought; the Cosmic Law of Vibration; I Affirm the Living Thought. He 

labored through a chapter of "The Essence of Oriental Mysticism, Occultism, and Esotericism" 

and accomplished seven pages of the "Bhagavad-Gita"; and thus was prepared to teach disciples 

how to win love and prosperity. 

 

In actual practise he had much less of treading the Himalayan heights than of pleasing 

Mrs. Evans Riddle. Once she discovered that he had small fancy for sitting up after midnight 

with her, she was rather sharp about his bringing in new chelas--as, out of "Kim," she called 

paying customers. 

 

Occasionally he took Sunday morning service for Mrs. Riddle at Euterpean Hall, when 

she was weary of curing rheumatism or when she was suffering from rheumatism; and always he 

had to be at Euterpean to give spiritual assistance. She liked to have her hairy arm stroked just 

before she went out to preach and that was not too hard a task--usually he could recover while 

she was out on the platform. She turned over to him the Personal Consultations with spinsters, 

and he found it comic to watch their sharp noses quivering, their dry mouths wabbling. 

 

But his greatest interest was given to the Prosperity Classes. To one who had never made 

more than five thousand a year himself, it was inspiring to explain before dozens of pop-eyed 

and admiring morons how they could make ten thousand--fifty thousand--a million a year, and 

all this by the Wonder Power of Suggestion, by Aggressive Personality, by the Divine Rhythm, 

in fact by merely releasing the Inner Self-shine. 

 

It was fun, it was an orgy of imagination, for him who had never faced any Titan of 

Success of larger dimensions than the chairman of a local evangelistic committee to instruct a 



thirty-a-week bookkeeper how to stalk into Morgan's office, fix him with the penetrating eye of 

the Initiate, and borrow a hundred thousand on the spot. 

 

But always he longed for Sharon, with a sensation of emptiness real as the faintness of 

hunger and long tramping. He saw his days with her as adventures, foot-loose, scented with fresh 

air. He hated himself for having ever glanced over his shoulder, and he determined to be a 

celibate all his life. 

 

In some ways he preferred New Thought to standard Protestantism. It was safer to play 

with. He had never been sure but that there might be something to the doctrines he had preached 

as an evangelist. Perhaps God really had dictated every word of the Bible. Perhaps there really 

was a hell of burning sulphur. Perhaps the Holy Ghost really was hovering around watching him 

and reporting. But he knew with serenity that all of his New Thoughts, his theosophical 

utterances, were pure and uncontaminated bunk. No one could deny his theories because none of 

his theories meant anything. It did not matter what he said, so long as he kept them listening; and 

he enjoyed the buoyancy of power as he bespelled his classes with long, involved, fruity 

sentences rhapsodic as perfume advertisements. 

 

How agreeable on bright winter afternoons in the gilt and velvet elegance of the lecture 

hall, to look at smart women, and moan, "And, oh, my beloved, can you not see, do you not 

perceive, have not your earth-bound eyes ingathered, the supremacy of the raja's quality which 

each of us, by that inner contemplation which is the all however cloaked by the seeming, can 

consummate and build loftily to higher aspiring spheres?" 

 

Almost any Hindu word was useful. It seems that the Hindus have Hidden Powers which 

enable them to do whatever they want to, except possibly to get rid of the Mohammedans, the 

plague, and the cobra. "Soul-breathing" was also a good thing to talk about whenever he had 

nothing to say; and you could always keep an audience of satin-bosomed ladies through the last 

quarter-hour of lecturing by coming down hard on "Concentration." 

 

But with all these agreeable features, he hated Mrs. Riddle, and he suspected that she 

was, as he put it, "holding out the coin on him." He was to have a percentage of the profits, 

besides his thin salary of twenty-five hundred a year. There never were any profits and when he 

hinted that he would like to see her books--entirely out of admiration for the beauties of 

accountancy--she put him off. 

 

So he took reasonable measures of reprisal. He moved from her house; he began to take 

for himself the patients who came for Personal Consultations, and to meet them in the parlor of 

his new boarding-house in Harlem. And when she was not present at his Euterpean Hall 

meetings, he brought back to Victory Thought-power Headquarters only so much of the 

collection as, after prayer and meditation and figuring on an envelope, seemed suitable. 

 

That did it. 



 

Mrs. Evans Riddle had a regrettable suspiciousness. She caused a marked twenty-dollar 

bill to be placed in the collection at vespers, a year after Elmer had gone to work for the higher 

powers, and when he brought her the collection-money minus the twenty dollars, she observed 

loudly, with her grinning swami looking heathenish and sultry across the room: 

 

"Gantry, you're a thief! You're fired! You have a contract, but you can sue and be 

damned. Jackson!" A large negro houseman appeared. "Throw this crook out, will you?" 

 

  

3 

 

  

He felt dazed and homeless and poor, but he started out with Prosperity Classes of his 

own. 

 

He did very well at Prosperity, except that he couldn't make a living out of it. 

 

He spent from a month to four months in each city. He hired the ballroom of the second-

best hotel for lectures three evenings a week, and advertised himself in the newspapers as though 

he were a cigarette or a brand of soap: 

 

  

 

$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$ 

$                                                 $ 

$      THE WORLD OWES YOU A MILLION DOLLARS!      $ 

$            WHY DON'T YOU COLLECT IT?            $ 

$                                                 $ 

$  What brought millions to Rockefeller, Morgan,  $ 

$ Carnegie?  WILL POWER!  It's within you.  Learn $ 

$  to develop it.  YOU CAN!  The world-mastering  $ 

$   secrets of the Rosicrucians and Hindu Sages   $ 

$   revealed in twelve lessons by the renowned    $ 

$                   Psychologist                  $ 

$                                                 $ 

$          ELMER GANTRY, PH.D., D.D., PS.D.       $ 

$                                                 $ 

$  Write or phone for FREE personal consultation  $ 

$                                                 $ 

$                 THE BOWERS HOTEL                $ 

$                 MAIN & SYCAMORE                 $ 

$                                                 $ 



$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$ 

  

 

His students were school-teachers who wanted to own tearooms, clerks who wanted to be 

newspapermen, newspapermen who wanted to be real estate dealers, real estate dealers who 

wanted to be bishops, and widows who wanted to earn money without loss of elegance. He 

lectured to them in the most beautiful language, all out of Mrs. Riddle's magazine. 

 

He had a number of phrases--all stolen--and he made his disciples repeat them in chorus, 

in the manner of all religions. Among the more powerful incantations were: 

 

  

I can be whatever I will to be; I turn my opened eyes on my Self and possess whatever I 

desire. 

 

I am God's child, God created all good things including wealth, and I will to inherit it. 

 

I am resolute--I am utterly resolute--I fear no man, whether in offices or elsewhere. 

 

Power is in me, encompassing you to my demands. 

 

Hold fast, O Subconscious, the thought of Prosperity. 

 

In the divine book of achievements my name is written in Gold. I am thus of the world's 

nobility and now, this moment, I take possession of my kingdom. 

 

I am part of Universal Mind and thus I summon to me my rightful Universal Power. 

 

Daily my Subconscious shall tell me to not be content and go on working for somebody 

else. 

 

  

 

They were all of them ready for a million a year except their teacher, who was ready for 

bankruptcy. 

 

He got pupils enough, but the overhead was huge and his pupils were poor. He had to 

hire the ballroom, pay for advertising; he had to appear gaudy, with a suite in the hotel, fresh 

linen, and newly pressed morning coat. He sat in twenty-dollar-a-day red plush suites wondering 

where he would get breakfast. He was so dismayed that he began to study himself. 

 

He determined, with the resoluteness of terror, to be loyal to any loves or associates he 

might have hereafter, to say in his prayers and sermons practically nothing except what he 



believed. He yearned to go back to Mizpah Seminary, to get Dean Trosper's forgiveness, take a 

degree, and return to the Baptist pulpit in however barren a village. But first he must earn enough 

money to pay for a year in the seminary. 

 

He had been in correspondence with the manager of the O'Hearn House in Zenith--a city 

of four hundred thousand in the state of Winnemac, a hundred miles from Mizpah. This was in 

1913, before the Hotel Thornleigh was built and Gil O'Hearn, with his new yellow brick tavern, 

was trying to take the fashionable business of Zenith away from the famous but decayed Grand 

Hotel. Intellectual ballroom lectures add to the smartness of a hotel almost as much as a great 

cocktail-mixer, and Mr. O'Hearn had been moved by the prospectus of the learned and magnetic 

Dr Elmer Gantry 

 

Elmer could take the O'Hearn offer on a guarantee and be sure of a living, but he needed 

money for a week or two before the fees should come in. 

 

From whom could he borrow? 

 

Didn't he remember reading in a Mizpah alumni bulletin that Frank Shallard, who had 

served with him in the rustic church at Schoenheim, now had a church near Zenith? 

 

He dug out the bulletin and discovered that Frank was in Eureka, an industrial town of 

forty thousand. Elmer had enough money to take him to Eureka. All the way there he warmed up 

the affection with which a borrower recalls an old acquaintance who is generous and a bit soft. 

 

  

  



CHAPTER XVII 
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Frank Shallard had graduated from Mizpah Theological Seminary and taken his first 

pulpit. And now that he was a minister, theoretically different from all ordinary people, he was 

wondering whether there was any value to the ministry whatever. 

 

Of what value were doggerel hymns raggedly sung? What value in sermons, when the 

congregation seemed not at all different from people who never heard sermons? Were all 

ministers and all churches, Frank wondered, merely superstitious survivals, merely fire-

insurance? Suppose there were such things as inspiring sermons. Suppose there could be such a 

curious office as minister, as Professional Good Man; such a thing as learning Goodness just as 

one learned plumbing or dentistry. Even so, what training had he or his classmates, or his 

professors--whose D. D. degrees did not protect them from indigestion and bad tempers--in this 

trade of Professional Goodness? 

 

He was supposed to cure an affliction called vice. But he had never encountered vice; he 

didn't know just what were the interesting things that people did when they were being vicious. 

How long would a drunkard listen to the counsel of one who had never been inside a saloon? 

 

He was supposed to bring peace to mankind. But what did he know of the forces which 

cause wars, personal or class or national; what of drugs, passion, criminal desire; of capitalism, 

banking, labor, wages, taxes; international struggles for trade, munition trusts, ambitious 

soldiers? 

 

He was supposed to comfort the sick. But what did he know of sickness? How could he 

tell when he ought to pray and when he ought to recommend salts? 

 

He was supposed to explain to troubled mankind the purposes of God Almighty, to chat 

with him, and even advise him about his duties as regards rainfall and the church debt. But which 

God Almighty? Professor Bruno Zechlin had introduced Frank to a hundred gods besides the 

Jewish Jehovah, or Yahveh, who had been but a poor and rather surly relation of such serene 

aristocrats as Zeus. 

 

He was supposed to have undergone a mystic change whereby it was possible to live 

without normal appetites. He was supposed to behold girls' ankles without interest and, for light 

amusement, to be satisfied by reading church papers and shaking hands with deacons. But he 

found himself most uncomfortably interested in the flicker of ankles, he longed for the theater, 



and no repentance could keep him from reading novels, though his professors had exposed them 

as time-wasting and frivolous. 

 

What had he learned? 

 

Enough Hebrew and Greek to be able to crawl through the Bible by using lexicons--so 

that, like all his classmates once they were out of the seminary, he always read it in English. A 

good many of the more condemnatory texts of the Bible--rather less than the average Holy Roller 

carpenter-evangelist. The theory that India and Africa have woes because they are not 

Christianized, but that Christianized Bangor and Des Moines have woes because the devil, a 

being obviously more potent than omnipotent God, sneaks around counteracting the work of 

Baptist preachers. 

 

He had learned, in theory, the ways of raising money through church fairs; he had learned 

what he was to say on pastoral visits. He had learned that Roger Williams, Adoniram Judson, 

Luther, Calvin, Jonathan Edwards, and George Washington were the greatest men in history; that 

Lincoln was given to fervent prayer at all crises; and that Ingersoll had called his non-existent 

son to his death-bed and bidden him become an orthodox Christian. He had learned that the Pope 

at Rome was plotting to come to America and get hold of the government, and was prevented 

only by the denunciations of the Baptist clergy with a little help from the Methodists and 

Presbyterians; that most crime was caused either by alcohol or by people leaving the Baptist fold 

for Unitarianism; and that clergymen ought not to wear red ties. 

 

He had learned how to assemble Jewist texts, Greek philosophy, and Middle-Western 

evangelistic anecdotes into a sermon. And he had learned that poverty is blessed, but that 

bankers make the best deacons. 

 

Otherwise, as he wretchedly examined his equipment, facing his career, Frank did not 

seem to have learned anything whatever. 

 

From Elmer Gantry's relations to Lulu Bains, from Harry Zenz's almost frank hint that he 

was an atheist, Frank perceived that a preacher can be a scoundrel or a hypocrite and still be 

accepted by his congregation. From the manners of Dean Trosper, who served his God with 

vinegar, he perceived that a man may be free of all the skilled sins, may follow every rule of the 

church, and still bring only fear to his flock. Listening to the celebrated divines who visited the 

seminary and showed off to the infant prophets, he perceived that a man could make scholarly 

and violent sounds and yet not say anything which remained in the mind for six minutes. 

 

He concluded, in fact, that if there was any value in churches and a ministry, of which he 

was not very certain, in any case there could be no value in himself as a minister. 

 

Yet he had been ordained, he had taken a pulpit. 

 



It was doubtful whether he could have endured the necessary lying had it not been for 

Dean Trosper's bullying and his father's confusing pleas. Frank's father was easygoing enough, 

but he had been a Baptist clergyman for so many years that the church was sacred to him. To 

have had his son deny it would have broken him. He would have been shocked to be told that he 

was advising Frank to lie, but he explained that the answers to the ordination examination were 

after all poetic symbols, sanctified by generations of loving usage; that they need not be taken 

literally. 

 

So Frank Shallard, pupil of Bruno Zechlin, said nervously to an examining cleric that, 

yes, he did believe that baptism by immersion was appointed by God himself, as the only valid 

way of beginning a righteous life; that, yes, unrepentant sinners would go to a literal Hell; that, 

yes, these unrepentant sinners included all persons who did not go to evangelical churches if they 

had the chance; and that, yes, the Maker of a universe with stars a hundred thousand light-years 

apart was interested, furious, and very personal about it if a small boy played baseball on Sunday 

afternoon. 

 

Half an hour after the ordination and the somewhat comforting welcome by veterans of 

the ministry, he hated himself, and ached to flee, but again the traditional "not wanting to hurt his 

father" kept him from being honest. So he stayed in the church . . . and went on hurting his father 

for years instead of for a day. 
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It was a lonely and troubled young man, the Frank Shallard who for his first pastorate 

came to the Baptist Church at Catawba, a town of eighteen hundred, in the same state with 

Zenith and the Mizpah Seminary. The town liked him, and did not take him seriously. They said 

his sermons were "real poetic"; they admired him for being able to sit with old Mrs. Randall, 

who had been an invalid for thirty years, a bore for sixty, and never ill a day in her life. They 

admired him for trying to start a boys' club, though they did not go so far in their support as to 

contribute anything. They all called him "Reverend," and told him that he was amazingly sound 

in doctrine for one so unfortunately well educated; and he stayed on, in a vacuum. 

 

Frank felt well about his fifth sermon in Catawba; felt that he was done with hesitations. 

He had decided to ignore controversial theology, ignore all dogma, and concentrate on the 

leadership of Jesus. That was his topic, there in the chapel with its walls of glaring robin's-egg 

blue--the eager-eyed, curly-headed boy, his rather shrill voice the wail of a violin as he gave his 

picture of Jesus, the kindly friend, the unfailing refuge, the gallant leader. 

 

He was certain that he had done well; he was thinking of it on Monday morning as he 

walked from his boarding-house to the post office. 

 



He saw one Lem Staples, a jovial horse-doctor who was known as the Village Atheist, 

sitting on a decayed carriage seat in front of the Fashion Livery Barn. Doc Staples was a 

subscriber to the Truth Seeker, a periodical said to be infidel, and he quoted Robert Ingersoll, Ed 

Howe, Colonel Watterson, Elbert Hubbard, and other writers who were rumored to believe that a 

Catholic was as good as a Methodist or Baptist. The Doc lived alone, "baching it" in a little 

yellow cottage, and Frank had heard that he sat up till all hours, eleven and even later, playing 

cribbage in Mart Blum's saloon. 

 

Frank disliked him, and did not know him. He was prepared to welcome honest inquiry, 

but a fellow who was an avowed athetist, why, Frank raged, he was a fool! Who made the 

flowers, the butterflies, the sunsets, the laughter of little children? Those things didn't just 

happen! Besides: why couldn't the man keep his doubts to himself, and not try to take from other 

people the religion which was their one comfort and strength in illness, sorrow, want? A matter 

not of Morality but of reverence for other people's belief, in fact of Good Taste-- 

 

This morning, as Frank scampered down Vermont Street, Lem Staples called to him, 

"Fine day, Reverend. Say! In a hurry?" 

 

"I'm--No, not especially." 

 

"Come sit down. Couple o' questions I'm worried about." 

 

Frank sat, his neck prickling with embarrassment. 

 

"Say, Reverend, old Ma Gherkins was telling me about your sermon yesterday. You 

figger that no matter what kind of a creed a fellow's got, the one thing we can all bank on, 

absolute, is the teaching of Jesus?" 

 

"Why, yes, that's it roughly, Doctor." 

 

"And you feel that any sensible fellow will follow his teaching?" 

 

"Why, yes, certainly." 

 

"And you feel that the churches, no matter what faults they may have, do hand out this 

truth of Jesus better than if we didn't have no churches at all?" 

 

"Certainly. Otherwise, I shouldn't be in the church!" 

 

"Then can you tell me why it is that nine-tenths of the really sure-enough on-the-job 

membership of the churches is made up of two classes: the plumb ignorant, that're scared of hell 

and that swallow any fool doctrine, and, second, the awful' respectable folks that play the church 

so's to seem more respectable? Why is that? Why is it the high-class skilled workmen and the 



smart professional men usually snicker at the church and don't go near it once a month? Why is 

it?" 

 

"It isn't true, perhaps that's why!" Frank felt triumphant. He looked across at the pile of 

rusty horseshoes and plowshares among the mullen weeds beside the blacksmith's shop; he 

reflected that he would clean up this town, be a power for good. Less snappishly he explained, 

"Naturally, I haven't any statistics about it, but the fact is that almost every intelligent and 

influential man in the country belongs to some church or other." 

 

"Yeh--belongs. But does he go?" 

 

Frank plodded off, annoyed. He tried to restore himself by insisting that Doc Staples was 

a lout, very amusing in the way he mingled rustic grammar with half-digested words from his 

adult reading. But he was jarred. Here was the Common Man whom the church was supposed to 

convince. 

 

Frank remembered from his father's pastorates how many theoretical church-members 

seemed blithely able month on month to stay away from the sermonizing; he remembered the 

merchants who impressively passed the contribution plate yet afterward, in conversation with his 

father, seemed to have but vague notions of what the sermon had been. 

 

He studied his own congregation. There they were: the stiff-collared village respectables, 

and the simple, kindly, rustic mass, who understood him only when he promised Heaven as a 

reward for a life of monogamy and honest chicken-raising, or threatened them with Hell for 

drinking hard cider. 

 

Catawba had--its only urban feature--a furniture factory with unusually competent 

workmen, few of whom attended church. Now Frank Shallard had all his life been insulated from 

what he gently despised as "the working class." Maids at his father's house and the elderly, 

devout, and incompetent negroes who attended the furnace; plumbers or electricians coming to 

the parsonage for repairs; railway men to whom he tried to talk on journeys; only these had he 

known, and always with unconscious superiority. 

 

Now he timidly sought to get acquainted with the cabinetmakers as they sat at lunch in 

the factory grounds. They accepted him good-naturedly, but he felt that they chuckled behind his 

back when he crept away. 

 

For the first time he was ashamed of being a preacher, of being a Christian. He longed to 

prove he was nevertheless a "real man," and didn't know how to prove it. He found that all the 

cabinet-makers save the Catholics laughed at the church and thanked the God in whom they did 

not believe that they did not have to listen to sermons on Sunday mornings, when there were 

beautiful back porches to sit on, beautiful sporting news to read, beautiful beer to drink. Even the 

Catholics seemed rather doubtful about the power of a purchased mass to help their deceased 



relatives out of Purgatory. Several of them admitted that they merely "did their Easter duty"--

went to confession and mass but once a year. 

 

It occurred to him that he had never known how large a race of intelligent and 

independent workmen there were in between the masters and the human truck-horses. He had 

never known how casually these manual aristocrats despised the church; how they jeered at their 

leaders, officers of the A.F. of L., who played safe by adhering to a voluble Christianity. He 

could not get away from his discoveries. They made him self-conscious as he went about the 

village streets trying to look like a junior prophet and feeling like a masquerader. 

 

He might have left the ministry but for the Reverend Andrew Pengilly, pastor of the 

Catawba Methodist Church. 
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If you had cut Andrew Pengilly to the core, you would have found him white clear 

through. He was a type of clergyman favored in pious fiction, yet he actually did exist. 

 

To every congregation he had served these forty years, he had been a shepherd. They had 

loved him, listened to him, and underpaid him. In 1906, when Frank came to Catawba, Mr. 

Pengilly was a frail stooped veteran with silver hair, thin silver mustache, and a slow smile 

which embraced the world. 

 

Andrew Pengilly had gone into the Civil War as a drummer boy, slept blanketless and 

barefoot and wounded in the frost of Tennessee mountains, and come out still a child, to "clerk in 

a store" and teach Sunday School. He had been converted at ten, but at twenty-five he was 

overpowered by the preaching of Osage Joe, the Indian evangelist, became a Methodist preacher, 

and never afterward doubted the peace of God. He was married at thirty to a passionate, singing 

girl with kind lips. He loved her so romantically--just to tuck the crazy-quilt about her was 

poetry, and her cowhide shoes were to him fairy slippers--he loved her so ungrudgingly that 

when she died, in childbirth, within a year after their marriage, he had nothing left for any other 

woman. He lived alone, with the undiminished vision of her. Not the most scandalmongering 

Mother in Zion had ever hinted that Mr. Pengilly looked damply upon the widows in his fold. 

 

Little book-learning had Andrew Pengilly in his youth, and to this day he knew nothing 

of Biblical criticism, of the origin of religions, of the sociology which was beginning to absorb 

church-leaders, but his Bible he knew, and believed, word by word, and somehow he had drifted 

into the reading of ecstatic books of mysticism. He was a mystic, complete; the world of plows 

and pavements and hatred was less to him than the world of angels, whose silver robes seemed to 

flash in the air about him as he meditated alone in his cottage. He was as ignorant of Modern 



Sunday School Methods as of single tax or Lithuanian finances, yet few Protestants had read 

more in the Early Fathers. 

 

On Frank Shallard's first day in Catawba, when he was unpacking his books in his room 

at the residence of Deacon Halter, the druggist, the Reverend Mr. Pengilly was announced. Frank 

went down to the parlor (gilded cat-tails and a basket of stereopticon views) and his loneliness 

was warmed by Mr. Pengilly's enveloping smile, his drawling voice: 

 

"Welcome, Brother! I'm Pengilly, of the Methodist Church. I never was much of a hand 

at seeing any difference between the denominations, and I hope we'll be able to work together for 

the glory of God. I do hope so! And I hope you'll go fishing with me. I know," enthusiastically, 

"a pond where there's some elegant pickerel!" 

 

Many evenings they spent in Mr. Pengilly's cottage, which was less littered and odorous 

than that of the village atheist, Doc Lem Staples, only because the stalwart ladies of Mr. 

Pengilly's congregation vied in sweeping for him, dusting for him, disarranging his books and 

hen-tracked sermon-notes, and bullying him in the matters of rubbers and winter flannels. They 

would not let him prepare his own meals--they made him endure the several boarding-houses in 

turn--but sometimes of an evening he would cook scrambled eggs for Frank. He had pride in his 

cooking. He had never tried anything but scrambled eggs. 

 

His living-room was overpowering with portraits and carbon prints. Though every local 

official board pled with him about it, he insisted on including madonnas, cinquecento 

resurrections, St. Francis of Assisi, and even a Sacred Heart, with such Methodist worthies as 

Leonidas Hamline and the cloaked romantic Francis Asbury. In the bay window was a pyramid 

of wire shelves filled with geraniums. Mr. Pengilly was an earnest gardener, except during such 

weeks as he fell into dreams and forgot to weed and water, and through the winter he watched 

for the geranium leaves to wither enough so that he could pick them off and be able to feel busy. 

 

All over the room were the aged dog and ancient cat, who detested each other, never 

ceased growling at each other, and at night slept curled together. 

 

In an antiquated and badly listed rocking-chair, padded with calico cushions, Frank 

listened to Mr. Pengilly's ramblings. For a time they talked only of externals; gossip of their 

parishes; laughter at the man who went from church to church fretting the respectable by 

shouting "Hallelujah"; local chatter not without a wholesome and comforting malice. Frank was 

at first afraid to bare his youthful hesitancies to so serene an old saint, but at last he admitted his 

doubts. 

 

How, he demanded, could you reconcile a Loving God with one who would strike down 

an Uzza for the laudable act of trying to save the Ark of the Covenant from falling, who would 

kill forty-two children (and somewhat ludicrously) for shouting at Elisha as any small boy in 



Catawba today would shout? Was it reasonable? And, if it wasn't, if any part of the Bible was 

mythical, where to stop? How would we know if anything in the Bible was "inspired"? 

 

Mr. Pengilly was not shocked, nor was he very agitated. His thin fingers together, far 

down in his worn plush chair, he mused: 

 

"Yes, I'm told the higher critics ask these things. I believe it bothers people. But I wonder 

if perhaps God hasn't put these stumbling blocks in the Bible as a test of our faith, of our 

willingness to accept with all our hearts and souls a thing that may seem ridiculous to our minds? 

You see, our minds don't go far. Think--how much does even an astronomer know about folks on 

Mars, if there are any folks there? Isn't it with our hearts, our faith, that we have to accept Jesus 

Christ, and not with our historical charts? Don't we feel his influence on our lives? Isn't it the 

biggest men that feel it the most? Maybe God wants to keep out of the ministry all the folks that 

are so stuck on their poor minds that they can't be humble and just accept the great overpowering 

truth of Christ's mercy. Do you--When do you feel nearest to God? When you're reading some 

awful' smart book criticizing the Bible or when you kneel in prayer and your spirit just flows 

forth and you know that you're in communion with him?" 

 

"Oh, of course--" 

 

"Don't you think maybe he will explain all these puzzling things in his own good time? 

And meanwhile wouldn't you rather be a help to poor sick worried folks than write a cute little 

book finding a fault?" 

 

"Oh, well--" 

 

"And has there ever been anything like the Old Book for bringing lost souls home to 

happiness? Hasn't it worked?" 

 

In Andrew Pengilly's solacing presence these seemed authentic arguments, actual 

revelations; Bruno Zechlin was far off and gray; and Frank was content. 

 

Equally did Mr. Pengilly console him about the intelligent workmen who would have 

none of the church. The old man simply laughed. 

 

"Good Heavens, boy! What do you expect, as a preacher? A whole world that's saved, 

and nothing for you to do? Reckon you don't get much salary, but how do you expect to earn that 

much? These folks don't go to any Christian church? Huh! When the Master started out, wa'nt 

anybody going to a Christian church! Go out and get 'em!" 

 

Which seemed disastrously reasonable to the shamed Frank; and he went out to get 'em, 

and didn't do so, and continued in his ministry. 

 



He had heard in theological seminary of the "practise of the presence of God" as a papist 

mystery. Now he encountered it. Mr. Pengilly taught him to kneel, his mind free of all worries, 

all prides, all hunger, his lips repeating "Be thou visibly present with me"--not as a charm but 

that his lips might not be soiled with more earthly phrases--and, when he had become strained 

and weary and exalted, to feel a Something glowing and almost terrifying about him, and to 

experience thus, he was certain, the actual, loving, proven nearness of the Divinity. 

 

He began to call his mentor Father Pengilly, and the old man eluded him only a little . . . 

presently did not chide him at all. 

 

For all his innocence and his mysticism, Father Pengilly was not a fool nor weak. He 

spoke up harshly to a loud-mouthed grocer, new come to town, who considered the patriarch a 

subject for what he called "kidding," and who shouted, "Well, I'm getting tired of waiting for you 

preachers to pray for rain. Guess you don't believe the stuff much yourselves!" He spoke up to 

old Miss Udell, the purity specialist of the town, when she came to snuffle that Amy Dove was 

carrying on with the boys in the twilight. "I know how you like a scandal, Sister," said he. 

"Maybe taint Christian to deny you one. But I happen to know all about Amy. Now if you'd go 

out and help poor old crippled Sister Eckstein do her washing, maybe you'd keep busy enough 

so's you could get along without your daily scandal." 

 

He had humor, as well, Father Pengilly. He could smile over the cranks in the 

congregation. And he liked the village atheist, Doc Lem Staples. He had him at the house, and it 

healed Frank's spirit to hear with what beatific calm Father Pengilly listened to the Doc's jibes 

about the penny-pinchers and the sinners in the church. 

 

"Lem," said Father Pengilly, "you'll be surprised at this, but I must tell you that there's 

two-three sinners in your fold, too. Why, I've heard of even horse-thieves that didn't belong to 

churches. That must prove something, I guess. Yes, sir, I admire to hear you tell about the kind-

hearted atheists, after reading about the cannibals, who are remarkably little plagued with us 

Methodists and Baptists." 

 

Not in his garden only but in the woods, along the river, Father Pengilly found God in 

Nature. He was insane about fishing--though indifferent to the catching of any actual fish. Frank 

floated with him in a mossy scow, in a placid backwater under the willows. He heard the gurgle 

of water among the roots and watched the circles from a leaping bass. The old man (his ruddy 

face and silver mustache shaded by a shocking hayfield straw hat) hummed "There's a wideness 

in God's mercy like the wideness of the sea." When Father Pengilly mocked him, "And you have 

to go to books to find God, young man!" then Frank was content to follow him, to be his fellow 

preacher, to depend more on Pengilly's long experience than on irritating questions, to take any 

explanation of the validity of the Bible, of the mission of the church, the leadership of Christ, 

which might satisfy this soldier of the cross. 

 



Frank became more powerful as a preacher. He went from Catawba, via pastorates in two 

or three larger towns, to Eureka, a camp of forty thousand brisk industrialists, and here he was 

picked up and married by the amiable Bess. 
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Bess Needham, later to be Bess Shallard, was remarkably like a robin. She had the same 

cheerfulness, the same round ruddiness, and the same conviction that early rising, chirping, 

philoprogenitiveness, and strict attention to food were the aims of existence. She had met Frank 

at a church "social," she had pitied what she regarded as his underfed pallor, she had directed her 

father, an amiable and competent dentist, to invite Frank home, for "a real feed" and bright music 

on the phonograph. She listened fondly to his talk--she had no notion what it was about, but she 

liked the sound of it. 

 

He was stirred by her sleek neck, her comfortable bosom, by the dimpled fingers which 

stroked his hair before he knew that he longed for it. He was warmed by her assertion that he 

"put it all over" the Rev. Dr. Seager, the older Baptist parson in Eureka. So she was able to marry 

him without a struggle, and they had three children in the shortest possible time. 

 

She was an admirable wife and mother. She filled the hot water bottle for his bed, she 

cooked corn beef and cabbage perfectly, she was polite to the most exasperating parishioners, 

she saved money, and when he sat with fellow clerics companionably worrying about the 

sacraments, she listened to him, and him alone, with beaming motherliness. 

 

He realized that with a wife and three children he could not consider leaving the church; 

and the moment he realized it he began to feel trapped and to worry about his conscience all the 

more. 
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There was, in Eureka, with its steel mills, its briskness, its conflict between hard-fisted 

manufacturers and hard-headed socialists, nothing of the contemplation of Catawba, where 

thoughts seemed far-off stars to gaze on through the mist. Here was a violent rush of ideas, and 

from this rose the "Preachers' Liberal Club," toward which Frank was drawn before he had been 

in Eureka a fortnight. 

 

The ring-leader of these liberals was Hermann Kassebaum, the modernist rabbi--young, 

handsome, black of eye and blacker of hair, full of laughter, regarded by the elect of the town as 

a shallow charlatan and a dangerous fellow, and actually the most scholarly man Frank had ever 

encountered, except for Bruno Zechlin. With him consorted a placidly atheistic Unitarian 



minister, a Presbyterian who was orthodox on Sunday and revolutionary on Monday, a wavering 

Congregationalist, and an Anglo-Catholic Episcopalian, who was enthusiastic about the beauties 

of the ritual and the Mithraic origin of the same. 

 

And Frank's fretting wearily started all over again. He re-read Harnack's "What Is 

Christianity?" Sunderland's "Origin and Nature of the Bible," James's "Varieties of Religious 

Experience," Fraser's "Golden Bough." 

 

He was in the pleasing situation where whatever he did was wrong. He could not content 

himself with the discussions of the Liberal Club. "If you fellows believe that way, why don't you 

get out of the church?" he kept demanding. Yet he could not leave them; could not, therefore, 

greatly succeed among the Baptist brethren. His good wife, Bess, when he diffidently hinted of 

his doubts, protested, "You can't reach people just through their minds. Besides, they wouldn't 

understand you if you did come right out and tell 'em the truth--as you see it. They aren't ready 

for it." 

 

His worst doubt was the doubt of himself. And in this quite undignified wavering he 

remained, envying equally Rabbi Kassebaum's public scoffing at all religion and the thundering 

certainties of the cover-to-cover evangelicals. He who each Sunday morning neatly pointed his 

congregation the way to Heaven was himself tossed in a Purgatory of self-despising doubt, 

where his every domestic virtue was cowardice, his every mystic aspiration a superstitious 

mockery, and his every desire to be honest a cruelty which he must spare Bess and his well-loved 

brood. 

 

He was in this mood when the Reverend Elmer Gantry suddenly came, booming and 

confident, big and handsome and glossy, into his study, and explained that if Frank could let him 

have a hundred dollars, Elmer, and presumably the Lord, would be grateful and return the money 

within two weeks. 

 

The sight of Elmer as a fellow pastor was too much for Frank. To get rid of him, he 

hastily gave Elmer the hundred he had saved up toward payment of the last two obstetrical bills, 

and sat afterward at his desk, his head between his lax hands, praying, "O Lord, guide me!" 

 

He leapt up. "No! Elmer said the Lord had been guiding him! I'll take a chance on 

guiding myself! I will--" Again, weakly, "But how can I hurt Bess, hurt my dad, hurt Father 

Pengilly? Oh, I'll go on!" 
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The Reverend Elmer Gantry was writing letters--he had no friends, and the letters were 

all to inquirers about his Prosperity Classes--at a small oak-desk in the lobby of the O'-Hearn 

House in Zenith. 

 

His Zenith classes here had gone not badly, not brilliantly. He had made enough to 

consider paying the hundred dollars back to Frank Shallard, though certainly not enough to do 

so. He was tired of this slippery job; he was almost willing to return to farm implements. But he 

looked anything but discouraged, in his morning coat, his wing collar, his dotted blue bow tie. 

 

Writing at the other half of the lobby desk was a little man with an enormous hooked 

nose, receding chin, and a Byzantine bald head. He was in a brown business suit, with a lively 

green tie, and he wore horn-rimmed spectacles. 

 

"Vice-president of a bank, but started as a school-teacher," Elmer decided. He was 

conscious that the man was watching him. A possible student? No. Too old. 

 

Elmer leaned back, folded his hands, looked as pontifical as possible, cleared his throat 

with a learned sound, and beamed. 

 

The little man kept glancing up, rat-like, but did not speak. 

 

"Beautiful morning," said Elmer. 

 

"Yes. Lovely. On mornings like this all Nature exemplifies the divine joy!" 

 

"My God! No business for me here! He's a preacher or an osteopath," Elmer lamented 

within. 

 

"Is this--this is Dr. Gantry, I believe." 

 

"Why, yes. I'm, uh, sorry, I--" 

 

"I'm Bishop Toomis, of the Zenith area of the Methodist Church. I had the great pleasure 

of hearing one of your exordiums the other evening, Dr. Gantry." 

 

Elmer was hysterically thrilled. 



 

Bishop Wesley R. Toomis! For years he had heard of the bishop as one of the giants, one 

of the pulpit orators, one of the profound thinkers, exalted speakers, and inspired executives of 

the Methodist Church, North. He had addressed ten thousand at Ocean Grove; he had spoken in 

Yale chapel; he had been a success in London. Elmer rose and, with a handshake which must 

have been most painful to the bishop, he glowed: 

 

"Well, well, well, sir, this certainly is a mighty great pleasure, sir. It sure is! So you came 

and listened to me! Well, wish I'd known that. I'd of asked you to come sit on the platform." 

 

Bishop Toomis had risen also; he waved Elmer back into his chair, himself perched like a 

keen little hawk, and trilled: 

 

"No, no, not at all, not at all. I came only as an humble listener. I dare say I have, by the 

chance and circumstance of age, had more experience of Christian life and doctrine than you, 

and I can't pretend I exactly in every way agreed with you, you might say, but at the same time, 

that was a very impressive thought about the need of riches to carry on the work of the busy 

workaday world, as we have it at present, and the value of concentration in the silence as well as 

in those happy moments of more articulate prayer. Yes, yes. I firmly believe that we ought to add 

to our Methodist practise some of the Great Truths about the, alas, too often occulted and 

obstructed Inner Divine Powers possessed in unconsciousness by each of us, as New Thought 

has revealed them to us, and that we ought most certainly not to confine the Church to already 

perceived dogmas but encourage it to grow. It stands to reason that really devout prayer and 

concentration should most materially effect both bodily health and financial welfare. Yes, yes. I 

was interested in what you had to say about it and--The fact is that I am going to address the 

Chamber of Commerce luncheon this noon, along much these same lines, and if you happen to 

be free, I should be very glad if--" 

 

They went, Elmer and Bishop Toomis, and Elmer added to the bishop's observations a 

few thoughts, and the most caressing compliments about bishops in general, Bishop Wesley R. 

Toomis in particular, pulpit oratory, and the beauties of prosperity. Everybody had a radiant 

time, except possibly the members of the Chamber of Commerce, and after the luncheon Elmer 

and the bishop walked off together. 

 

"My, my, I feel flattered that you should know so much about me! I am, after all, a very 

humble servant of the Methodist Church--of the Lord, that is--and I should not have imagined 

that any slight local reputation I might have would have penetrated into the New Thought 

world," breathed the bishop. 

 

"Oh, I'm not a New Thoughter. I'm, uh, temporarily conducting these courses--as a sort of 

psychological experiment, you might say. Fact is, I'm an ordained Baptist preacher, and of 

course in seminary your sermons were always held up to us as models." 

 



"I'm afraid you flatter me, Doctor." 

 

"Not at all. In fact they attracted me so that--despite my great reverence for the Baptist 

Church, I felt, after reading your sermons, that there was more breadth and vigor in the 

Methodist Church, and I've sometimes considered asking some Methodist leader, like yourself, 

about my joining your ministry." 

 

"Is that a fact? Is that a fact? We could use you. Uh--I wonder if you couldn't come out to 

the house tomorrow night for supper--just take pot-luck with us?" 

 

"I should be most honored, Bishop." 

 

Alone in his room, Elmer exulted, "That's the stunt! I'm sick of playing this lone game. 

Get in with a real big machine like the Methodists--maybe have to start low down, but climb 

fast--be a bishop myself in ten years--with all their spondulix and big churches and big 

membership and everything to back me up. Me for it. O Lord, thou hast guided me. . . . No, 

honest, I mean it. . . . No more hell-raising. Real religion from now on. Hurray! Oh, Bish, you 

watch me hand you the ole flattery!" 
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The Episcopal Palace. Beyond the somber length of the drawing-room an alcove with 

groined arches and fan-tracery---remains of the Carthusian chapel. A dolorous crucifixion by a 

pupil of El Greco, the sky menacing and wind-driven behind the gaunt figure of the dying god. 

Mullioned windows that still sparkled with the bearings of hard-riding bishops long since 

ignoble dust. The refectory table, a stony expanse of ancient oak, set round with grudging 

monkish chairs. And the library--on either side the lofty fireplace, austerely shining rows of calf-

bound wisdom now dead as were the bishops. 

 

The picture must be held in mind, because it is so beautifully opposite to the residence of 

the Reverend Dr. Wesley R. Toomis, bishop of the Methodist area of Zenith. 

 

Bishop Toomis' abode was out in the section of Zenith called Devon Woods, near the 

junction of the Chaloosa and Appleseed rivers, that development (quite new in 1913, when 

Elmer Gantry first saw it) much favored by the next-to-the-best surgeons, lawyers, real estate 

dealers, and hardware wholesalers. It was a chubby modern house, mostly in tapestry brick with 

varicolored imitation tiles, a good deal of imitation half-timbering in the gables, and a screened 

porch with rocking-chairs, much favored on summer evenings by the episcopal but democratic 

person of Dr. Toomis. 



 

The living-room had built-in book-shelves with leaded glass, built-in seats with thin 

brown cushions, and a huge electrolier with shades of wrinkled glass in ruby, emerald, and 

watery blue. There were a great many chairs--club chairs, Morris chairs, straight wooden chairs 

with burnt-work backs--and a great many tables, so that progress through the room was 

apologetic. But the features of the room were the fireplace, the books, and the foreign curios. 

 

The fireplace was an ingenious thing. Basically it was composed of rough-hewn blocks of 

a green stone. Set in between the larger boulders were pebbles, pink and brown and earth-

colored, which the good bishop had picked up all over the world. This pebble, the bishop would 

chirp, guiding you about the room, was from the shore of the Jordan, this was a fragment from 

the Great Wall of China, and this he had stolen from a garden in Florence. They were by no 

means all the attractions of the fireplace. The mantel was of cedar of Lebanon, genuine, bound 

with brass strips from a ship wrecked in the Black Sea in 1902--the bishop himself had bought 

the brass in Russia in 1904. The andirons were made from plowshares as used by the bishop 

himself when but an untutored farm lad, all unaware of coming glory, in the cornfields of 

Illinois. The poker was, he assured you, a real whaling harpoon, picked up, surprisingly cheap, at 

Nantucket. Its rude shaft was decorated with a pink bow. This was not the doing of the bishop 

but of his lady. Himself, he said, he preferred the frank, crude, heroic strength of the bare woods, 

but Mrs. Toomis felt it needed a touch, a brightening-- 

 

Set in the rugged chimney of the fireplace was a plaque of smooth marble on which was 

carved in artistic and curly and gilded letters: "The Virtue of the Home is Peace, the Glory of the 

Home is Reverence." 

 

The books were, as the bishop said, "worth browsing over." There were, naturally, the 

Methodist Discipline and the Methodist Hymnal, both handsomely bound Roycrofty in limp blue 

calfskin with leather ties; there was an impressive collection of Bibles, including a very ancient 

one, dated 1740, and one extra-illustrated with all the Hoffmann pictures and one hundred and 

sixty other Biblical scenes; and there were the necessary works of theological scholarship 

befitting a bishop--Moody's Sermons, Farrar's "Life of Christ," "Flowers and Beasties of the 

Holy Land," and "In His Steps," by Charles Sheldon. The more workaday ministerial books were 

kept in the study. 

 

But the bishop was a man of the world and his books fairly represented his tastes. He had 

a complete Dickens, a complete Walter Scott, Tennyson in the red-line edition bound in polished 

tree calf with polished gilt edges, many of the better works of Macaulay and Ruskin and, for 

lighter moments, novels by Mrs. Humphry Ward, Winston Churchill, and Elizabeth of the 

German Garden. It was in travel and nature-study that he really triumphed. These were 

represented by not less than fifty volumes with such titles as "How to Study the Birds," "Through 

Madagascar with Camp and Camera," "My Summer in the Rockies," "My Mission in Darkest 

Africa," "Pansies for Thoughts," and "London from a Bus." Nor had the bishop neglected history 

and economics: he possessed the Rev. Dr. Hockett's "Complete History of the World: 



Illustrated," in eleven handsome volumes, a second-hand copy of Hartley's "Economics," and 

"The Solution of Capitalism vs. Labor--Brotherly Love." 

 

Yet not the fireplace, not the library, so much as the souvenirs of foreign travel gave to 

the bishop's residence a flair beyond that of most houses in Devon Woods. The bishop and his 

lady were fond of travel. They had made a six months' inspection of missions in Japan, Korea, 

China, India, Borneo, Java, and the Philippines, which gave the bishop an authoritative 

knowledge of all Oriental governments, religions, psychology, commerce, and hotels. But 

besides that, six several summers they had gone to Europe, and usually on the more refined and 

exclusive tours. Once they had spent three solid weeks seeing nothing but London--with side-

trips to Oxford, Canterbury, and Stratford--once they had taken a four-day walking trip in the 

Tyrol, and once on a channel steamer they had met a man who, a steward said, was a Lord. 

 

The living-room reeked with these adventures. There weren't exactly so many curios--the 

bishop said he didn't believe in getting a lot of foreign furniture and stuff when we made the best 

in the world right here at home--but as to pictures--The Toomises were devotees of photography, 

and they had brought back the whole world in shadow. 

 

Here was the Temple of Heaven at Peking, with the bishop standing in front of it. Here 

was the Great Pyramid, with Mrs. Toomis in front of it. Here was the cathedral at Milan, with 

both of them in front of it--this had been snapped for them by an Italian guide, an obliging 

gentleman who had assured the bishop that he believed in prohibition. 
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Into this room Elmer Gantry came with overpowering politeness. He bent, almost as 

though he were going to kiss it, over the hand of Mrs. Toomis, who was a large lady with 

eyeglasses and modest sprightliness, and he murmured, "If you could only know what a privilege 

this is!" 

 

She blushed, and looked at the bishop as if to say, "This, my beloved, is a good egg." 

 

He shook hands reverently with the bishop and boomed, "How good it is of you to take in 

a homeless wanderer!" 

 

"Nonsense, nonsense, Brother. It is a pleasure to make you at home! Before supper is 

served, perhaps you'd like to glance at one or two books and pictures and things that Mother and 

I have picked up in the many wanderings to which we have been driven in carrying on the Work. 



. . . Now this may interest you. This is a photograph of the House of Parliament, or Westminster, 

as it is also called, in London, England, corresponding to our Capitol in Washington." 

 

"Well, well, is that a fact!" 

 

"And here's another photo that might have some slight interest. This is a scene very rarely 

photographed--in fact it was so interesting that I sent it to the National Geographic Magazine, 

and while they were unable to use it, because of an overload of material, one of the editors wrote 

to me--I have the letter some place--and he agreed with me that it was a very unusual and 

interesting picture. It is taken right in front of the Sacra Cur, the famous church in Paris, up on 

the hill of Moant-marter, and if you examine it closely you will see by the curious light that it 

was taken just before sunrise! And yet you see how bully it came out! The lady to the right, 

there, is Mrs. Toomis. Yes, sir, a real breath right out of Paris!" 

 

"Well, say, that certainly is interesting! Paris, eh!" 

 

"But, oh, Dr. Gantry, a sadly wicked city! I do not speak of the vices of the French 

themselves--that is for them to settle with their own consciences, though I certainly do advocate 

the most active and widespread extension of our American Protestant missions there, as in all 

other European countries which suffer under the blight and darkness of Catholicism. But what 

saddens me is the thought--and I know whereof I speak, I myself have seen that regrettable 

spectacle--what would sadden you, Dr. Gantry, is the sight of fine young Americans going over 

there and not profiting by the sermons in stones, the history to be read in those historical 

structures, but letting themselves be drawn into a life of heedless and hectic gaiety if not indeed 

of actual immorality. Oh, it gives one to think, Dr. Gantry." 

 

"Yes, it certainly must. By the way, Bishop, it isn't Dr. Gantry--it's Mr. Gantry--just plain 

Reverend." 

 

"But I thought your circulars--" 

 

"Oh, that was a mistake on the part of the man who wrote them for me. I've talked to him 

good!" 

 

"Well, well, I admire you for speaking about it! It is none too easy for us poor weak 

mortals to deny honors and titles whether they are rightly or wrongly conferred upon us. Well, 

I'm sure that it is but a question of time when you will wear the honor of a Doctor of Divinity 

degree, if I may without immodesty so refer to a handle which I myself happen to possess--yes, 

indeed, a man who combines strength with eloquence, charm of presence, and a fine high-grade 

vocabulary as you do, it is but a question of time when--" 

 

"Wesley, dear, supper is served." 

 



"Oh, very well, my dear. The ladies, Dr. Gantry--Mr. Gantry--as you may already have 

observed, they seem to have the strange notion that a household must be run on routine lines, and 

they don't hesitate, bless 'em, to interrupt even an abstract discussion to bid us come to the festal 

board when they feel that it's time, and I for one make haste to obey and--After supper there's a 

couple of other photographs that might interest you, and I do want you to take a peep at my 

books. I know a poor bishop has no right to yield to the lust for material possessions, but I plead 

guilty to one vice--my inordinate love for owning fine items of literature. . . . Yes, dear, we're 

coming at once. Toojoor la fam, Mr. Gantry!--always the ladies! Are you, by the way, married?" 

 

"Not yet, sir." 

 

"Well, well, you must take care of that. I tell you in the ministry there is always a vast, 

though often of course unfair, amount of criticism of the unmarried preacher, which seriously 

cramps him. Yes, my dear, we are coming." 

 

There were rolls hidden in the cornucopia-folded napkins, and supper began with a fruit 

cocktail of orange, apple, and canned pineapple. 

 

"Well," said Elmer, with a courtly bow to Mrs. Toomis, "I see I'm in high society--

beginning with a cocktail! I tell you I just have to have my cocktail before the eats!" 

 

It went over immensely. The bishop repeated it, choking. 
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Elmer managed, during supper, to let them know that not only was he a theological 

seminary man, not only had he mastered psychology, Oriental occultism, and the methods of 

making millions, but also he had been general manager for the famous Miss Sharon Falconer. 

 

Whether Bishop Toomis was considering, "I want this man--he's a comer--he'd be useful 

to me," is not known. But certainly he listened with zeal to Elmer, and cooed at him, and after 

supper, with not more than an hour of showing him the library and the mementos of far-off 

roamings, he took him off to the study, away from Mrs. Toomis, who had been interrupting, 

every quarter of an hour, with her own recollections of roast beef at Simpson's, prices of rooms 

on Bloomsbury Square, meals on the French wagon restaurant, the speed of French taxicabs, and 

the view of the Eiffel Tower at sunset. 

 

The study was less ornate than the living-room. There was a business-like desk, a 

phonograph for dictation, a card catalogue of possible contributors to funds, a steel filing-



cabinet, and the bishop's own typewriter. The books were strictly practical: Cruden's 

Concordance, Smith's Dictionary of the Bible, an atlas of Palestine, and the three published 

volumes of the Bishop's own sermons. By glancing at these for not more than ten minutes, he 

could have an address ready for any occasion. 

 

The bishop sank into his golden oak revolving desk-chair, pointed at his typewriter, and 

sighed, "From this horrid room you get a hint of how pressed I am by practical affairs. What I 

should like to do is to sit down quietly there at my beloved machine and produce some work of 

pure beauty that would last forever, where even the most urgent temporal affairs tend, perhaps, to 

pass away. Of course I have editorials in the Advocate, and my sermons have been published." 

 

He looked sharply at Elmer. 

 

"Yes, of course, Bishop, I've read them!" 

 

"That's very kind of you. But what I've longed for all these years is sinfully worldly 

literary work. I've always fancied, perhaps vainly, that I have a talent--I've longed to do a book, 

in fact a novel--I have rather an interesting plot. You see, this farm boy, brought up in 

circumstances of want, with very little opportunity for education, he struggles hard for what 

book-learning he attains, but there in the green fields, in God's own pure meadows, surrounded 

by the leafy trees and the stars overhead at night, breathing the sweet open air of the pastures, he 

grows up a strong, pure, reverent young man, and of course when he goes up to the city--I had 

thought of having him enter the ministry, but I don't want to make it autobiographical, so I shall 

have him enter a commercial line, but one of the more constructive branches of the great realm 

of business, say like banking. Well, he meets the daughter of his boss--she is a lovely young 

woman, but tempted by the manifold temptations and gaieties of the city, and I want to show 

how his influence guides her away from the broad paths that lead to destruction, and what a 

splendid effect he has not only on her but on others in the mart of affairs. Yes, I long to do that, 

but--Sitting here, just us two, one almost feels as though it would be pleasant to smoke--Do you 

smoke?" 

 

"No, thanks be to God, Bishop. I can honestly say that for years I have never known the 

taste of nicotine or alcohol." 

 

"God be praised!" 

 

"When I was younger, being kind of, you might say, a vigorous fellow, I was led now and 

then into temptation, but the influence of Sister Falconer--oh, there was a sanctified soul, like a 

nun--only strictly Protestant, of course--they so uplifted me that now I am free of all such 

desires." 

 



"I am glad to hear it, Brother, so glad to hear it. . . . Now, Gantry, the other day you said 

something about having thought of coming into the Methodist fold. How seriously have you 

thought about it?" 

 

"Very." 

 

"I wish you would. I mean--Of course neither you nor I is necessary to the progress of 

that great Methodist Church, which day by day is the more destined to instruct and guide our 

beloved nation. But I mean--When I meet a fine young man like you, I like to think of what 

spiritual satisfaction he would have in this institution. Now the work you're doing at present is 

inspiring to many fine young men, but it is single-handed--it has no permanence. When you go, 

much of the good you have done dies, because there is no institution like the living church to 

carry it on. You ought to be in one of the large denominations, and of these I feel, for all my 

admiration of the Baptists, that the Methodist Church is in some ways the great exemplar. It is so 

broad-spirited and democratic, yet very powerful. It is the real church of the people." 

 

"Yes, I rather believe you're right, Bishop. Since I talked with you I've been thinking--

Uh, if the Methodist Church should want to accept me, what would I have to do? Would there be 

much red tape?" 

 

"It would be a very simple matter. As you're already ordained, I could have the District 

Conference, which meets next month at Sparta, recommend you to the Annual Conference for 

membership. I am sure when the Annual Conference meets in spring of next year, a little less 

than a year from now, with your credits from Terwillinger and Mizpah I could get you accepted 

by the Conference and your orders recognized. Till then I can have you accepted as a preacher on 

trial. And I have a church right now, at Banjo Crossing, that is in need of just such leadership as 

you could furnish. Banjo has only nine hundred people, but you understand that it would be 

necessary for you to begin at the bottom. The brethren would very properly be jealous if I gave 

you a first-class appointment right at the first. But I am sure I could advance you rapidly. Yes, 

we must have you in the church. Great is the work for consecrated hands--and I'll bet a cookie I 

live to see you a bishop yourself!" 
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He couldn't, Elmer complained, back in the refuge of his hotel, sink to a crossroads of 

nine hundred people, with a salary of perhaps eleven hundred dollars; not after the big tent and 

Sharon's throngs, not after suites and morning coats and being Dr. Gantry to brokers' wives in 

ballrooms. 

 



But also he couldn't go on. He would never get to the top in the New Thought business. 

He admitted that he hadn't quite the creative mind. He could never rise to such originality as, say, 

Mrs. Riddle's humorous oracle: "Don't be scared of upsetting folks 'coz most of 'em are topsy-

turvy anyway, and you'll only be putting 'em back on their feet" 

 

Fortunately, except in a few fashionable churches, it wasn't necessary to say anything 

original to succeed among the Baptists or Methodists. 

 

He would be happy in a regular pastorate. He was a professional. As an actor enjoyed 

grease-paint and call-boards and stacks of scenery, so Elmer had the affection of familiarity for 

the details of his profession--hymn books, communion service, training the choir, watching the 

Ladies' Aid grow, the drama of coming from the mysteries back-stage, so unknown and 

fascinating to the audience, to the limelight of the waiting congregation. 

 

And his mother--He had not seen her for two years, but he retained the longing to solace 

her, and he knew that she was only bewildered over his New Thought harlequinade. 

 

But--nine hundred population! 

 

He held out for a fortnight; demanded a bigger church from Bishop Toomis; brought in 

all his little clippings about eloquence in company with Sharon. 

 

Then the Zenith lectures closed, and he had ahead only the most speculative 

opportunities. 

 

Bishop Toomis grieved, "I am disappointed, Brother, that you should think more of the 

size of the flock than of the great, grrrrrrrreat opportunities for good ahead of you!" 

 

Elmer looked his most flushing, gallant, boyish self. "Oh, no, Bishop, you don't get me, 

honest! I just wanted to be able to use my training where it might be of the most value. But I'm 

eager to be guided by you!" 

 

Two months later Elmer was on the train to Banjo Crossing, as pastor of the Methodist 

Church in that amiable village under the sycamores. 
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A Thursday in June 1913. 

 

The train wandered through orchard-land and cornfields--two seedy day-coaches and a 

baggage car. Hurry and efficiency had not yet been discovered on this branch line, and it took 

five hours to travel the hundred and twenty miles from Zenith to Banjo Crossing. 

 

The Reverend Elmer Gantry was in a state of grace. Having resolved henceforth to be 

pure and humble and humanitarian, he was benevolent to all his traveling companions, he was 

mothering the world, whether the world liked it or not. 

 

But he did not insist on any outward distinction as a parson, a Professional Good Man. 

He wore a quietly modest gray sack suit, a modestly rich maroon tie. Not just as a minister, but 

as a citizen, he told himself, it was his duty to make life breezier and brighter for his fellow 

wayfarers. 

 

The aged conductor knew most of his passengers by their first names, and they hailed 

him as "Uncle Ben," but he resented strangers on their home train. When Elmer shouted, "Lovely 

day, Brother!" Uncle Ben looked at him as if to say "Well, 'tain't my fault!" But Elmer continued 

his philadelphian violences till the old man sent in the brakeman to collect the tickets the rest of 

the way. 

 

At a traveling salesman who tried to borrow a match, Elmer roared, "I don't smoke, 

Brother, and I don't believe George Washington did either!" His benignancies were received with 

so little gratitude that he almost wearied of good works, but when he carried an old woman's 

suit-case off the train, she fluttered at him with the admiration he deserved, and he was moved to 

pat children upon the head--to their terror--and to explain crop-rotation to an ancient who had 

been farming for forty-seven years. 

 

Anyway, he satisfied the day's lust for humanitarianism, and he turned back the seat in 

front of his, stretched out his legs, looked sleepy so that no one would crowd in beside him, and 

rejoiced in having taken up a life of holiness and authority. 

 

He glanced out at the patchy country with satisfaction. Rustic, yes, but simple, and the 

simple honest hearts of his congregation would yearn toward him as the bookkeepers could not 

be depended upon to do in Prosperity Classes. He pictured his hearty reception at Banjo 



Crossing. He knew that his district superintendent (a district superintendent is a lieutenant-bishop 

in the Methodist Church--formerly called a presiding elder) had written the hour of his coming to 

Mr. Nathaniel Benham of Banjo Crossing, and he knew that Mr. Benham, the leading trustee of 

the local church, was the chief general merchant in the Banjo Valley. Yes, he would shake hands 

with all of his flock, even the humblest, at the station; he would look into their clear and trusting 

eyes, and rejoice to be their shepherd, leading them on and upward, for at least a year. 

 

Banjo Crossing seemed very small as the train staggered into it. There were back porches 

with wash-tubs and broken-down chairs; there were wooden sidewalks. 

 

As Elmer pontifically descended at the red frame station, as he looked for the reception 

and the holy glee, there wasn't any reception, and the only glee visible was on the puffy face of 

the station agent as he observed a City Fellow trying to show off. "Hee, hee, there ain't no 'bus!" 

giggled the agent. "Guess yuh'll have to carry your own valises over to the hotel!" 

 

"Where," demanded Elmer, "is Mr. Benham, Mr. Nathaniel Benham?" 

 

"Old Nat? Ain't seen him today. Guess yuh'll find him at the store, 'bout as usual, seeing 

if he can't do some farmer out of two cents on a batch of eggs. Traveling man?" 

 

"I am the new Methodist preacher!" 

 

"Oh, well, say! That a fact! Pleased to meet yuh! Wouldn't of thought you were a 

preacher. You look too well fed! You're going to room at Mrs. Pete Clark's--the Widow Clark's. 

Leave your valises here, and I'll have my boy fetch 'em over. Well, good luck, Brother. Hope you 

won't have much trouble with your church. The last fellow did, but then he was kind of 

pernickety--wa'n't just plain folks." 

 

"Oh, I'm just plain folks, and mighty happy, after the great cities, to be among them!" was 

Elmer's amiable greeting, but what he observed as he walked away was "I am like hell!" 

 

Altogether depressed now, he expected to find the establishment of Brother Benham a 

littered and squalid cross-roads store, but he came to a two-story brick structure with plate-glass 

windows and, in the alley, the half-dozen trucks with which Mr. Benham supplied the farmers 

for twenty miles up and down the Banjo Valley. Respectful, Elmer walked through broad aisles, 

past counters trim as a small department-store, and found Mr. Benham dictating letters. 

 

If in a small way Nathaniel Benham had commercial genius, it did not show in his aspect. 

He wore a beard like a bath sponge, and in his voice was a righteous twang. 

 

"Yes?" he quacked. 

 

"I'm Reverend Gantry, the new pastor." 



 

Benham rose, not too nimbly, and shook hands dryly. "Oh, yes. The presiding elder said 

you were coming today. Glad you've come, Brother, and I hope the blessing of the Lord will 

attend your labors. You're to board at the Widow Clark's--anybody'll show you where it is." 

 

Apparently he had nothing else to say. 

 

A little bitterly, Elmer demanded, "I'd like to look over the church. Have you a key?" 

 

"Now let's see. Brother Jones might have one--he's got the paint and carpenter shop right 

up here on Front Street. No, guess he hasn't, either. We got a young fella, just a boy you might 

say, who's doing the janitor work now, and guess he'd have a key, but this bein' vacation he's off 

fishin' more'n likely. Tell you: you might try Brother Fritscher, the shoemaker--he might have a 

key. You married?" 

 

"No. I've, uh, I've been engaged in evangelistic work, so I've been denied the joys and 

solaces of domestic life." 

 

"Where you born?" 

 

"Kansas." 

 

"Folks Christians?" 

 

"They certainly were! My mother was--she is--a real consecrated soul." 

 

"Smoke or drink?" 

 

"Certainly not!" 

 

"Do any monkeying with this higher criticism?" 

 

"No, indeed!" 

 

"Ever go hunting?" 

 

"I, uh--Well, yes!" 

 

"That's fine! Well, glad you're with us, Brother. Sorry I'm busy. Say, Mother and I expect 

you for supper tonight, six-thirty. Good luck!" 

 



Benham's smile, his handshake, were cordial enough, but he was definitely giving 

dismissal, and Elmer went out in a fury alternating with despair. . . . To this, to the 

condescension of a rustic store-keeper, after the mounting glory with Sharon! 

 

As he walked toward the house of the widow Clark, to which a loafer directed him, he 

hated the shabby village, hated the chicken-coops in the yards, the frowsy lawns, the old buggies 

staggering by, the women with plump aprons and wet red arms--women who made his delights 

of amorous adventures seem revolting--and all the plodding yokels with their dead eyes and 

sagging jaws and sudden guffawing. 

 

Fallen to this. And at thirty-two. A failure! 

 

As he waited on the stoop of the square, white, characterless house of the Widow Clark, 

he wanted to dash back to the station and take the first train--anywhere. In that moment he 

decided to return to farm implements and the bleak lonely freedom of the traveling man. Then 

the screen door was opened by a jolly ringleted girl of fourteen or fifteen, who caroled, "Oh, is it 

Reverend Gantry! My, and I kept you waiting! I'm terrible sorry! Ma's just sick she can't be here 

to welcome you, but she had to go over to Cousin Etta's--Cousin Etta busted her leg. Oh, please 

do come in. My, I didn't guess we'd have a young preacher this time!" 

 

She was charming in her excited innocence. 

 

After a faded provincial fashion, the square hall was stately, with its Civil War chromos. 

 

Elmer followed the child--Jane Clark, she was--up to his room. As she frisked before 

him, she displayed six inches of ankle above her clumsy shoes, and Elmer was clutched by that 

familiar feeling, swifter than thought, more elaborate than the strategy of a whole war, which 

signified that here was a girl he was going to pursue. But as suddenly--almost wistfully, in his 

weary desire for peace and integrity--he begged himself, "No! Don't! Not any more! Let the kid 

alone! Please be decent! Lord, give me decency and goodness!" 

 

The struggle was finished in the half-minutes of ascending the stairs, and he could shake 

hands casually, say carelessly, "Well, I'm mighty glad you were here to welcome me, Sister, and 

I hope I may bring a blessing on the house." 

 

He felt at home now, warmed, restored. His chamber was agreeable--Turkey-red carpet, 

stove a perfect shrine of polished nickel, and in the bow-window, a deep arm-chair. On the four-

poster bed was a crazy-quilt, and pillow-shams embroidered with lambs and rabbits and the 

motto, "God Bless Our Slumbers." 

 

"This is going to be all right. Kinda like home, after these doggone hotels," he meditated. 

 



He was again ready to conquer Banjo Crossing, to conquer Methodism; and when his 

bags and trunk had come, he set out, before unpacking, to view his kingdom. 
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Banjo Crossing was not extensive, but to find the key to the First Methodist Church was a 

Scotland Yard melodrama. 

 

Brother Fritscher, the shoemaker, had lent it to Sister Anderson of the Ladies' Aid, who 

had lent it to Mrs. Pryshetski, the scrubwoman, who had lent it to Pussy Byrnes, president of the 

Epworth League, who had lent it to Sister Fritscher, consort of Brother Fritscher, so that Elmer 

captured it next door to the shoemaker's shop from which he had irritably set out. 

 

Each of them, Brother Fritscher and Sister Fritscher, Sister Pryshetski and Sister Byrnes, 

Sister Anderson and most of the people from whom he inquired directions along the way, asked 

him the same questions: 

 

"You the new Methodist preacher?" and "Not married, are you?" and "Just come to 

town?" and "Hear you come from the City--guess you're pretty glad to get away, ain't you?" 

 

He hadn't much hope for his church-building--but he expected a hideous brown hulk with 

plank buttresses. He was delighted then, proud as a worthy citizen elected mayor, when he came 

to an agreeable little church covered with gray shingles, crowned with a modest spire, rimmed 

with cropped lawn and flower-beds. Excitedly he let himself in, greeted by the stale tomb-like 

odor of all empty churches. 

 

The interior was pleasant. It would hold two hundred and ninety, perhaps. The pews were 

of a light yellow, too glaring, but the walls were of soft cream, and in the chancel, with a white 

arch graceful above it, was a seemly white pulpit and a modest curtained choir-loft. He explored. 

There was a goodish Sunday School room, a basement with tables and a small kitchen. It was all 

cheerful, alive; it suggested a chance of growth. 

 

As he returned to the auditorium, he noted one good colored memorial window, and 

through the clear glass of the others the friendly maples looked in at him. 

 

He walked round the building. Suddenly he was overwhelmed and exalted with the 

mystic pride of ownership. It was all his; his own; and as such it was all beautiful. What beautiful 

soft gray shingles! What an exquisite spire! What a glorious maple-tree! Yes, and what a fine 

cement walk, what a fine new ash-can, what a handsome announcement board, soon to be starred 



with his own name! His! To do with as he pleased! And, oh, he would do fine things, aspiring 

things, very important things! Never again, with this new reason for going on living, would he 

care for lower desires--for pride, for the adventure of women. . . . His! 

 

He entered the church again; he sat proudly in each of the three chairs on the platform 

which, as a boy, he had believed to be reserved for the three persons of the Trinity. He stood up, 

leaned his arms on the pulpit, and to a worshiping throng (many standing) he boomed, "My 

brethren!" 

 

He was in an ecstasy such as he had not known since his hours with Sharon. He would 

start again--had started again, he vowed. Never lie or cheat or boast. This town, it might be dull, 

but he would enliven it, make it his own creation, lift it to his own present glory. He could! Life 

opened before him, clean, joyous, full of the superb chances of a Christian knighthood. Some 

day he would be a bishop, yes, but even that was nothing compared with the fact that he had won 

a victory over his lower nature. 

 

He knelt, and with his arms wide in supplication he prayed, "Lord, thou who hast stooped 

to my great unworthiness and taken even me to thy Kingdom, who this moment hast shown me 

the abiding joy of righteousness, make me whole and keep me pure, and in all things, Our Father, 

thy will be done. Amen." 

 

He stood by the pulpit, tears in his eyes, his meaty hands clutching the cover of the great 

leather Bible till it cracked. 

 

The door at the other end of the aisle was opening, and he saw a vision standing on the 

threshold in the June sun. 

 

He remembered afterward, from some forgotten literary adventure in college, a couplet 

which signified to him the young woman who was looking at him from the door: 

 

  

 

Pale beyond porch and portal, 

Crowned with calm leaves she stands. 

 

  

 

She was younger than himself, yet she suggested a serene maturity, a gracious pride. She 

was slender, but her bosom was full, and some day she might be portly. Her face was lovely, her 

forehead wide, her brown eyes trusting, and smooth her chestnut hair. She had taken off her rose-

trimmed straw hat and was swinging it in her large and graceful hands. . . . Virginal, stately, 

kind, most generous. 

 



She came placidly down the aisle, a hand out, crying, "It's Reverend Gantry, isn't it? I'm 

so proud to be the first to welcome you here in the church! I'm Cleo Benham--I lead the choir. 

Perhaps you've seen Papa--he's a trustee--he has the store." 

 

"You sure are the first to welcome me, Sister Benham, and it's a mighty great pleasure to 

meet you! Yes, your father was so nice as to invite me for supper tonight." 

 

They shook hands with ceremony and sat beaming at each other in a front pew. He 

informed her that he was certain there was "going to be a great spiritual awakening here," and 

she told him what lovely people there were in the congregation, in the village, in the entire 

surrounding country. And her panting breast told him that she, the daughter of the village 

magnate, had instantly fallen in love with him. 
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Cleo Benham had spent three years in the Sparta Women's College, specializing in piano, 

organ, French, English literature, strictly expurgated, and study of the Bible. Returned to Banjo 

Crossing, she was a fervent church-worker. She played the organ and rehearsed the choir; she 

was the superintendent of the juvenile department in the Sunday School; she decorated the 

church for Easter, for funerals, for the Halloween Supper. 

 

She was twenty-seven, five years younger than Elmer. 

 

Though she was not very lively in summer-evening front-porch chatter, though on the 

few occasions when she sinned against the Discipline and danced she seemed a little heavy on 

her feet, though she had a corseted purity which was dismaying to the earthy young men of 

Banjo Crossing, yet she was handsome, she was kind, and her father was reputed to be worth not 

a cent less than seventy-five thousand dollars. So almost every eligible male in the vicinity had 

hinted at proposing to her. 

 

Gently and compassionately she had rejected them one by one. Marriage must, she felt, 

be a sacrament; she must be the helpmate of some one who was "doing a tremendous amount of 

good in the world." This good she identified with medicine or preaching. 

 

Her friends assured her, "My! With your Bible training and your music and all, you'd 

make a perfect pastor's wife. Just dandy! You'd be such a help to him." 

 



But no detached preacher or doctor had happened along, and she had remained insulated, 

a little puzzled, hungry over the children of her friends, each year more passionately given to 

hymnody and agonized solitary prayer. 

 

Now, with innocent boldness, she was exclaiming to Elmer: "We were so afraid the 

bishop would send us some pastor that was old and worn-out. The people here are lovely, but 

they're kind of slow-going; they need somebody to wake them up. I'm so glad he sent somebody 

that was young and attractive--Oh, my, I shouldn't have said that! I was just thinking of the 

church, you understand." 

 

Her eyes said that she had not been just thinking of the church. 

 

She looked at her wrist-watch (the first in Banjo Crossing) and chanted, "Why, my 

gracious, it's six o'clock! Would you like to walk home with me instead of going to Mrs. Clark's-

-you could wash up at Papa's." 

 

"You can't lose me!" exulted Elmer, hastily amending, "--as the slangy youngers say! 

Yes, indeed, I should be very pleased to have the pleasure of walking home with you." 

 

Under the elms, past the rose-bushes, through dust emblazoned by the declining sun, he 

walked with his stately abbess. 

 

He knew that she was the sort of wife who would help him to capture a bishopric. He 

persuaded himself that, with all her virtue, she would eventually be interesting to kiss. He noted 

that they "made a fine couple." He told himself that she was the first woman he had ever found 

who was worthy of him. . . . Then he remembered Sharon. . . . But the pang lasted only a 

moment, in the secure village peace, in the gentle flow of Cleo's voice. 
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Once he was out of the sacred briskness of his store, Mr. Nathaniel Benham forgot 

discounts and became an affable host. He said, "Well, well, Brother," ever so many times, and 

shook hands profusely. Mrs. Benham--she was a large woman, rather handsome; she wore 

figured foulard, with an apron over it, as she had been helping in the kitchen--Mrs. Benham was 

equally cordial. "I'll just bet you're hungry, Brother!" cried she. 

 

He was, after a lunch of ham sandwich and coffee at a station lunch-room on the way 

down. 

 



The Benham house was the proudest mansion in town. It was of yellow clapboards with 

white trim; it had a huge screened porch and a little turret; a staircase window with a border of 

colored glass; and there was a real fireplace, though it was never used. In front of the house, to 

Elmer's admiration, was one of the three automobiles which were all that were to be found in 

1913 in Banjo Crossing. It was a bright red Buick with brass trimmings. 

 

The Benham supper was as replete with fried chicken and theological questions as 

Elmer's first supper with Deacon Bains in Schoenheim. But here was wealth, for which Elmer 

had a touching reverence, and here was Cleo. 

 

Lulu Bains had been a tempting mouthful; Cleo Benham was of the race of queens. To 

possess her, Elmer gloated, would in itself be an empire, worth any battling. . . . And yet he did 

not itch to get her in a corner and buss her, as he had Lulu; the slope of her proud shoulders did 

not make his fingers taut. 

 

After supper, on the screened porch pleasant by dusk, Mr. Benham demanded, "What 

charges have you been holding, Brother Gantry?" 

 

Elmer modestly let him know how important he had been in the work of Sister Falconer; 

he admitted his scholarly research at Mizpah Seminary; he made quite enough of his success at 

Schoenheim; he let it be known that he had been practically assistant sales-manager of the 

Pequot Farm Implement Company. 

 

Mr. Benham grunted with surprised admiration. Mrs. Benham gurgled, "My, we're lucky 

to have a real high-class preacher for once!" And Cleo--she leaned toward Elmer, in a deep 

willow chair, and her nearness was a charm. 

 

He walked back happily in the June darkness; he felt neighborly when an unknown 

muttered, "Evening, Reverend!" and all the way he saw Cleo, proud as Athena yet pliant as 

golden-skinned Aphrodite. 

 

He had found his work, his mate, his future. 

 

Virtue, he pointed out, certainly did pay. 

 

  

  



CHAPTER XX 
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He had two days to prepare his first sermon and unpack his trunk, his bags, and the books 

which he had purchased in Zenith. 

 

His possessions were not very consistent. He had a beautiful new morning coat, three 

excellent lounge suits, patent leather shoes, a noble derby, a flourishing top hat, but he had only 

two suits of underclothes, both ragged. His socks were of black silk, out at the toes. For breast-

pocket display, he had silk handkerchiefs; but for use, only cotton rags torn at the hem. He 

owned perfume, hair-oil, talcum powder; his cuff links were of solid gold; but for dressing-gown 

he used his overcoat; his slippers were a frowsy pulp; and the watch which he carried on a gold 

and platinum chain was a one-dollar alarm clock. 

 

He had laid in a fruitful theological library. He had bought the fifty volumes of the 

Expositors' Bible--source of ready-made sermons--second-hand for $13.75. He had the sermons 

of Spurgeon, Jefferson, Brooks, and J. Wilbur Chapman. He was willing to be guided by these 

masters, and not insist on forcing his own ideas on the world. He had a very useful book by 

Bishop Aberman, "The Very Appearance of Evil," advising young preachers to avoid sin. Elmer 

felt that this would be unusually useful in his new life. 

 

He had a dictionary--he liked to look at the colored plates depicting jewels, flags, plants, 

and aquatic birds; he had a Bible dictionary, a concordance, a history of the Methodist Church, a 

history of Protestant missions, commentaries on the individual books of the Bible, an outline of 

theology, and Dr. Argyle's "The Pastor and His Flock," which told how to increase church 

collections, train choirs, take exercise, placate deacons, and make pasteboard models of 

Solomon's Temple to lead the little ones to holiness in the Sunday School. 

 

In fact he had had a sufficient library--"God's artillery in black and white," as Bishop 

Toomis wittily dubbed it--to inform himself of any detail in the practice of the Professional Good 

Man. He would be able to produce sermons which would be highly informative about the 

geography of Palestine, yet useful to such of his fold as might have a sneaking desire to read 

magazines on the Sabbath. Thus guided, he could increase the church membership; he could give 

advice to errant youth; he could raise missionary funds so that the heathen in Calcutta and Peking 

might have the opportunity to become like the Reverend Elmer Gantry. 
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Though Cleo took him for a drive through the country, most of the time before Sunday he 

dedicated to refurbishing a sermon which he had often and successfully used with Sharon. The 

text was from Romans 1:16: "For I am not ashamed of the gospel of Christ: for it is the power of 

God unto salvation to every one that believeth." 

 

When he came up to the church on Sunday morning, tall and ample, grave and 

magnificent, his face fixed in a smile of friendliness, his morning coat bright in the sun, a Bible 

under his arm, Elmer was exhilarated by the crowd filtering into the church. The street was filled 

with country buggies and a Ford or two. As he went round to the back of the church, passing a 

knot at the door, they shouted cordially, "Good morning, Brother!" and "Fine day, Reverend!" 

 

Cleo was waiting for him with the choir--Miss Kloof, the school-teacher, Mrs. Diebel, 

wife of the implement dealer, Ed Perkins, deliveryman for Mr. Benham, and Ray Faucett, butter-

maker at the creamery. 

 

Cleo held his hand and rejoiced, "What a wonderful crowd there is this morning! I'm so 

glad!" 

 

Together they peeped through the parlor door into the auditorium, and he almost put his 

arm about her firm waist. . . . It would have seemed natural, very pleasant and right and sweet. 

 

When he marched out to the chancel, the church was full, a dozen standing. They all 

breathed with admiration. (He learned later that the last pastor had had trouble with his false 

teeth and a fondness for whining.) 

 

He led the singing. 

 

"Come on now!" he laughed. "You've got to welcome your new preacher! The best way 

is to put a lot of lung-power into it and sing like the dickens! You can all make some kind of 

noise. Make a lot!" 

 

Himself he gave example, his deep voice rolling out in hymns of which he had always 

been fond: "I Love to Tell the Story" and "My Faith Looks up to Thee." 

 

He prayed briefly--he was weary of prayers in which the priest ramblingly explained to 

God that God really was God. This was, he said, his first day with the new flock. Let the Lord 

give him ways of showing them his love and his desire to serve them. 

 



Before his sermon he looked from brother to brother. He loved them all, that moment; 

they were his regiment, and he the colonel; his ship's crew, and he the skipper; his patients, and 

he the loyal physician. He began slowly, his great voice swelling to triumphant certainty as he 

talked. 

 

Voice, sureness, presence, training, power, he had them all. Never had he so well liked 

his rôle; never had he acted so well; never had he known such sincerity of histrionic instinct. 

 

He had solid doctrine for the older stalwarts. With comforting positiveness he preached 

that the atonement was the one supreme fact in the world. It rendered the most sickly and 

threadbare the equals of kings and millionaires; it demanded of the successful that they make 

every act a recognition of the atonement. For the young people he had plenty of anecdotes, and 

he was not afraid to make them laugh. 

 

While he did tell the gloomy incident of the boy who was drowned while fishing on 

Sunday, he also gave them the humorous story of the lad who declared he wouldn't go to school, 

"because it said in the Twenty-third Psalm that the Lord made him lie down in green pastures, 

and he sure did prefer that to school!" 

 

For all of them, but particularly for Cleo, sitting at the organ, her hands clasped in her 

lap, her eyes loyal, he winged into poetry. 

 

To preach the good news of the gospel, ah! That was not, as the wicked pretended, a 

weak, sniveling, sanctimonious thing! It was a job for strong men and resolute women. For this, 

the Methodist missionaries had faced the ferocious lion and the treacherous fevers of the jungle, 

the poisonous cold of the Arctic, the parching desert and the fields of battle. Were we to be less 

heroic than they? Here, now, in Banjo Crossing, there was no triumph of business so stirring, no 

despairing need of a sick friend so urgent, as the call to tell blinded and perishing sinners the 

necessity of repentance. 

 

"Repentance--repentance--repentance--in the name of the Lord God!" 

 

His superb voice trumpeted it, and in Cleo's eyes were inspired tears. 

 

Beyond controversy, it was the best sermon ever heard in Banjo Crossing. And they told 

him so as he cheerily shook hands with them at the door. "Enjoyed your discourse a lot, 

Reverend!" 

 

And Cleo came to him, her two hands out, and he almost kissed her. 
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Sunday School was held after morning service. Elmer determined that he was not going 

to attend Sunday School every week--"not on your life; sneak in a nap before dinner"--but this 

morning he was affably and expansively there, encouraging the little ones by a bright short talk 

in which he advised them to speak the truth, obey their fathers and mothers, and give heed to the 

revelations of their teachers, such as Miss Mittie Lamb, the milliner, and Oscar Scholtz, manager 

of the potato warehouse. 

 

Banjo Crossing had not yet touched the modern Sunday School methods which, in the 

larger churches, in another ten years, were to divide the pupils as elaborately as public school 

and to provide training-classes for the teachers. But at least they had separated the children up to 

ten years from the older students, and of this juvenile department Cleo Benham was 

superintendent. 

 

Elmer watched her going from class to class; he saw how naturally and affectionately the 

children talked to her. 

 

"She'd make a great wife and mother--a great wife for a preacher--a great wife for a 

bishop," he noted. 

 

  

 

4 

 

  

 

Evening services at the Banjo Crossing Methodist Church had normally drawn less than 

forty people, but there were a hundred tonight, when, fumblingly, Elmer broke away from old-

fashioned church practise and began what was later to become his famous Lively Sunday 

Evenings. 

 

He chose the brighter hymns, "Onward, Christian Soldiers," "Wonderful Words of Life," 

"Brighten the Corner Where You Are," and the triumphant paean of "When the Roll is Called up 

Yonder, I'll be There." Instead of making them drone through many stanzas, he had them sing 

one from each hymn. Then he startled them by shouting, "Now I don't want any of you old 

fellows to be shocked, or say it isn't proper in church, because I'm going to get the spirit 

awakened and maybe get the old devil on the run! Remember that the Lord who made the 

sunshine and the rejoicing hills must have been behind the fellows that wrote the glad songs, so I 

want you to all pipe up good and lively with 'Dixie'! Yes, sir! Then, for the old fellows, like me, 

we'll have a stanza of that magnificent old reassurance of righteousness, 'How Firm a 

Foundation.'" 



 

They did look shocked, some of them; but the youngsters, the boys and the girls keeping 

an aseptic tryst in the back pews, were delighted. He made them sing the chorus of 'Dixie' over 

and over, till all but one or two rheumatic saints looked cheerful. 

 

His text was from Galatians: "But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace." 

 

"Don't you ever listen for one second," he commanded, "to these wishy-washy fellows 

that carry water on both shoulders, that love to straddle the fence, that are scared of the sternness 

of the good old-time Methodist doctrine and tell you that details don't mean anything, that 

dogmas and the discipline don't mean anything. They do! Justification means something! 

Baptism means something! It means something that the wicked and worldly stand for this 

horrible stinking tobacco and this insane alcohol, which makes a man like a murderer, but we 

Methodists keep ourselves pure and unspotted and undefiled. 

 

"But tonight, on this first day of getting acquainted with you, Brothers and Sisters, I don't 

want to go into these details. I want to get down to the fundamental thing which details merely 

carry out, and that fundamental thing--What is it? What is it? What is it but Jesus Christ, and his 

love for each and every one of us! 

 

"Love! Love! Love! How beauteous the very word! Not carnal love but the divine 

presence. What is Love? Listen! It is the rainbow that stands out, in all its glorious many-colored 

hues, illuminating and making glad against the dark clouds of life. It is the morning and the 

evening star, that in glad refulgence, there on the awed horizon, call Nature's hearts to an uplifted 

rejoicing in God's marvelous firmament! Round about the cradle of the babe, sleeping so quietly 

while o'er him hangs in almost agonized adoration his loving mother, shines the miracle of Love, 

and at the last sad end, comforting the hearts that bear its immortal permanence, round even the 

quiet tomb, shines Love. 

 

"What is great art--and I am not speaking of ordinary pictures but of those celebrated Old 

Masters with their great moral lessons--what is the mother of art, the inspiration of the poet, the 

patriot, the philosopher, and the great man of affairs, be he business man or statesman--yes, what 

inspires their every effort save Love? 

 

"Oh, do you not sometimes hear, stealing o'er the plains at dawn, coming as it were from 

some far distant secret place, a sound of melody? When our dear sister here plays the offertory, 

do you not seem sometimes to catch the distant rustle of the wings of cherubim? And what is 

music, lovely, lovely music, what is fair melody? Ah, music, 'tis the voice of Love! Ah, 'tis the 

magician that makes right royal kings out of plain folks like us! 'Tis the perfume of the wondrous 

flower, 'tis the strength of the athlete, strong and mighty to endure 'mid the heat and dust of the 

valorous conquest. Ah, Love, Love, Love! Without it, we are less than beasts; with it, earth is 

heaven and we are as the gods! 

 



"Yes, that is what Love--created by Christ Jesus and conveyed through all the generations 

by his church, particularly, it seems to me, by the great, broad, democratic, liberal brotherhood of 

the Methodist Church--that is what it means to us. 

 

"I am reminded of an incident in my early youth, while I was in the university. There was 

a young man in my class--I will not give you his name except to say that we called him Jim--a 

young man pleasing to the eye, filled with every possibility for true deep Christian service, but 

alas! so beset with the boyish pride of mere intellect, of mere smart-aleck egotism, that he was 

unwilling to humble himself before the source of all intellect and accept Jesus as his savior. 

 

"I was very fond of Jim--in fact I had been willing to go and room with him in the hope 

of bringing him to his senses and getting him to embrace salvation. But he was a man who had 

read books by folks like Ingersoll and Thomas Paine--fool, swell-headed folks that thought they 

knew more than Almighty God! He would quote their polluted and devil-inspired ravings instead 

of listening to the cool healing stream that gushes blessedly forth from the Holy Bible. Well, I 

argued and argued and argued--I guess that shows I was pretty young and foolish myself! But 

one day I was inspired to something bigger and better than any arguments. 

 

"I just said to Jim, all of a sudden, 'Jim,' I said, 'do you love your father?' (A fine old 

Christian gentleman his father was, too, a country doctor, with that heroism, that self-sacrifice, 

that wide experience which the country doctor has.) 'Do you love your old dad?' I asked him. 

 

"Naturally, Jim was awful' fond of his father, and he was kind of hurt that I should have 

asked him. 

 

"'Sure, of course I do!' he says. 'Well, Jim,' I says, 'does your father love you?' 'Why, of 

course he does,' said Jim. 'Then look here, Jim,' I said; 'if your earthly father can love you, how 

much more must your Father in Heaven, who created all Love, how much more must he care and 

yearn for you!' 

 

"Well, sir, that knocked him right over. He forgot all the smart-aleck things he'd been 

reading. He just looked at me, and I could see a tear quivering in the lad's eyes as he said, 'I see 

how you mean, now, and I want to say, friend, that I'm going to accept Jesus Christ as my lord 

and master!' 

 

"Oh, yes, yes, yes, how beautiful it is, the golden glory of God's Love! Do you not feel it? 

I mean that! I don't mean just a snuffling, lazy, mechanical acceptance, but a passionate--" 
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He had them! 

 

It had been fun to watch the old fanatics, who had objected to the singing of Dixie, come 

under the spell and admit his power. He had preached straight at one of them after another; he 

had conquered them all. 

 

At the end they shook hands even more warmly than in the morning. 

 

Cleo stood back, hypnotized. When he came to her she intoned, her eyes unseeing, "Oh, 

Reverend Gantry, this is the greatest day our old church has ever known!" 

 

"Did you like what I said of Love?" 

 

"Oh . . . Love . . . yes!" 

 

She spoke as one asleep; she seemed not to know that he was holding her hand, softly; 

she walked out of the church beside him, unspeaking, and of her tranced holiness he felt a little 

awe. 
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In his attention to business, Elmer had not given especial heed to the collections. It had 

not been carelessness, for he knew his technique as a Professional Good Man. But the first day, 

he felt, he ought to establish himself as a spiritual leader, and when they all understood that, he 

would see to it that they paid suitably for the spiritual leadership. Was not the Laborer worthy of 

his Hire? 
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The reception to welcome Elmer was held the next Tuesday evening in the basement of 

the church. From seven-thirty, when they met, till a quarter of eight, he was busy with a 

prodigious amount of hand-shaking. 

 



They told him he was very eloquent, very spiritual. He could see Cleo's pride at their 

welcome. She had the chance to whisper, "Do you realize how much it means? Mostly they 

aren't anything like so welcoming to a new preacher. Oh, I am so glad!" 

 

Brother Benham called them to order, in the basement, and Sister Kilween sang "The 

Holy City" as a solo. It was pretty bad. Brother Benham in a short hesitating talk said they had 

been delighted by Brother Gantry's sermons. Brother Gantry in a long and gushing talk said that 

he was delighted by Brother Benham, the other Benhams, the rest of the congregation, Banjo 

Crossing, Banjo County, the United States of America, Bishop Toomis, and the Methodist 

Episcopal Church (North) in all its departments. 

 

Cleo concluded the celebration with a piano solo, and there was a great deal more of 

hand-shaking. It seemed to be the rule that whoever came or was pushed within reach of the 

pastor, no matter how many times during the evening, should attack his hand each time. 

 

And they had cake and homemade ice cream. 

 

It was very dull and, to Elmer, very grateful. He felt accepted, secure, and ready to begin 

his work. 
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He had plans for the Wednesday evening prayer-meeting. He knew what a prayer-

meeting in Banjo Crossing would be like. They would drone a couple of hymns and the faithful, 

half a dozen of them, always using the same words, would pop up and mumble, "Oh, I thank the 

Lord that he has revealed himself to me and has shown me the error of my ways and oh that 

those who have not seen his light and whose hearts are heavy with sin may turn to him this 

evening while they still have life and breath"--which they never did. And the sullenly unhappy 

woman in the faded jacket, at the back, would demand, "I want the prayers of the congregation to 

save my husband from the sins of smoking and drinking." 

 

"I may not," Elmer meditated, "be as swell a scholar as old Toomis, but I can invent a lot 

of stunts and everything to wake the church up and attract the crowds, and that's worth a whole 

lot more than all this yowling about the prophets and theology!" 

 

He began his "stunts" with that first prayer-meeting. 

 

He suggested, "I know a lot of us want to give testimony, but sometimes it's hard to think 

of new ways of saying things, and let me suggest something new. Let's give our testimony by 



picking out hymns that express just how we feel about the dear Savior and his help. Then we can 

all join together in the gladsome testimony." 

 

It went over. 

 

"That's a fine fellow, that new Methodist preacher," said the villagers that week. 

 

They were shy enough, and awkward and apparently indifferent, but in a friendly way 

they were spying on him, equally ready to praise him as a neighbor or snicker at him as a fool. 

 

"Yes," they said; "a fine fellow, and smart's a whip, and mighty eloquent, and a real 

husky man. Looks you right straight in the eye. Only thing that bothers me--He's too good to stay 

here with us. And if he is so good, why'd they ever send him here in the first place? What's 

wrong with him? Boozer, d'ye think?" 

 

Elmer, who knew his Paris, Kansas, his Gritzmacher Springs, had guessed that precisely 

these would be the opinions, and he took care, as he handshook his way from store to store, 

house to house, to explain that for years he had been out in the evangelistic field, and that by 

advice of his old and true friend, Bishop Toomis, he was taking this year in a smaller garden-

patch to rest up for his labors to come. 

 

He was assiduous, but careful, in his pastoral calls on the women. He praised their 

gingerbread, Morris chairs, and souvenirs of Niagara, and their children's school-exercise books. 

He became friendly, as friendly as he could be to any male, with the village doctor, the village 

homeopath, the lawyer, the station-agent, and all the staff at Benham's store. 

 

But he saw that if he was to take the position suitable to him in the realm of religion, he 

must study, he must gather several more ideas and ever so many new words, to be put together 

for the enlightenment of the generation. 
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His duties at Banjo Crossing were not violent, and hour after hour, in his quiet chamber at 

the residence of the Widow Clark, he gave himself trustingly to scholarship. 

 

He continued his theological studies; he read all the sermons by Beecher, Brooks, and 

Chapman; he read three chapters of the Bible daily; and he got clear through the letter G in the 

Bible dictionary. Especially he studied the Methodist Discipline, in preparation for his 

appearance before the Annual Conference Board of Examiners as a candidate for full conference 

membership--full ministerhood. 

 



The Discipline, which is a combination of Methodist prayer-book and by-laws, was not 

always exciting. Elmer felt a lack of sermon-material and spiritual quickening in the paragraph: 

 

  

The concurrent recommendation of two-thirds of all the members of the several Annual 

Conferences present and voting, and of two-thirds of all the members of the Lay Electoral 

Conferences present and voting, shall suffice to authorize the next ensuing General Conference 

by a two-thirds vote to alter or amend any of the provisions of this Constitution excepting Article 

X, §1; and also, whenever such alteration or amendment shall have been first recommended by a 

General Conference by a two-thirds vote, then so soon as two-thirds of all the members of the 

several Annual Conferences present and voting, and two-thirds of all the members of the Lay 

Electoral Conference present and voting, shall have concurred therein, such alteration or 

amendment shall take effect; and the result of the vote shall be announced by the General 

Superintendents. 

  

He liked better, from the Articles of Religion in the Discipline: 

 

 The offering of Christ, once made, is that perfect redemption, propitiation, and 

satisfaction for all the sins of the whole world, both original and actual; and there is none other 

satisfaction for sin but that alone. Wherefore the sacrifice of masses, in the which it is commonly 

said that the priest doth offer Christ for the quick and the dead, to have remission of pain or guilt, 

is a blasphemous fable and dangerous deceit. 

 

  

 

He wasn't altogether certain what it meant, but it had such a fine uplifting roll. 

"Blasphemous fable and dangerous deceit." Fine! 

 

He informed his edified congregation the next Sunday that the infallibility of the Pope 

was "a blasphemous fable and a dangerous deceit," and they almost jumped. 

 

He had much edification from these "Rules for a Preacher's Conduct" in the Discipline: 

 

 Be Serious. Let your motto be, "Holiness to the Lord." Avoid all lightness, jesting, and 

foolish talking. Converse sparingly and conduct yourself prudently with women. . . . Tell every 

one under your care what you think wrong in his conduct and temper, and that lovingly and 

plainly, as soon as may be; else it will fester in your heart. 

 

As a general method of employing our time we advise you, 1. As often as possible to rise 

at four. 2. From four to five in the morning and from five to six in the evening to meditate, pray, 

and read the Scriptures with notes. 

 



Extirpate out of our Church buying or selling goods which have not paid the duty laid 

upon them by government. . . . Extirpate bribery--receiving anything, directly or indirectly--for 

voting at any election. 

 

 

Elmer became a model in all these departments except, perhaps, avoiding lightness and 

jesting; conducting himself in complete prudence with women; telling every one under his care 

what he thought wrong with them--that would have taken all his spare time; arising at four; and 

extirpating sellers of smuggled goods. 

 

For his grades, to be examined by the Annual Conference, he wrote to Dean Trosper at 

Mizpah. He explained to the dean that he had seen a great new light, that he had worked with 

Sister Falconer, but that it had been the early influence of Dean Trosper which, working 

somewhat slowly, had led him to his present perfection. 

 

He received the grades, with a letter in which the dean observed: 

 

"I hope you will not overwork your new zeal for righteousness. It might be hard on folks. 

I seem to recall a tendency in you to overdo a lot of things. As a Baptist, let me congratulate the 

Methodists on having you. If you really do mean all you say about your present state of grace--

well, don't let that keep you from going right on praying. There may still be virtues for you to 

acquire." 

 

"Well, by God!" raged the misjudged saint, and, "Oh, rats, what's the odds! Got the 

credentials, anyway, and he says I can get my B. D. by passing an examination. Trouble with old 

Trosper is he's one of these smart alecks. T' hell with him!" 
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Along with his theological and ecclesiastical researches, Elmer applied himself to more 

worldly literature. He borrowed books from Cleo and from the tiny village library, housed in the 

public school; and on his occasional trips to Sparta, the nearest sizable city, he even bought a 

volume or two, when he could find good editions secondhand. 

 

He began with Browning. 

 

He had heard a lot about Browning. He had heard that he was a stylish poet and an 

inspiring thinker. But personally he did not find that he cared so much for Browning. There were 



so many lines that he had to read three or four times before they made sense, and there was so 

much stuff about Italy and all those Wop countries. 

 

But Browning did give him a number of new words for the notebook of polysyllables and 

phrases which he was to keep for years, and which was to secrete material for some of his most 

rotund public utterances. There has been preserved a page from it: 

 

  

incinerate--burn up 

 

Merovingian--French tribe about A.D. 500 

 

rem Golgotha was scene crucifixn 

 

Leigh Hunt--poet--1840--n. g. 

 

lupin--blue flower 

 

defeasance--making nix 

 

chanson (pro. Shan-song)--French kind of song 

 

Rem: Man worth while is m. who can smile when ev thing goes dead wrong 

 

Sermon on man that says other planets inhabited--nix. cause Bible says o of Xt trying to 

save THEM. 

 

 

Tennyson, Elmer found more elevating then Browning. He liked "Maud"--she resembled 

Cleo, only not so friendly; and he delighted in the homicides and morality of "Idylls of the 

King." He tried Fitzgerald's Omar, which had been recommended by the literary set at 

Terwillinger, and he made a discovery which he thought of communicating through the press. 

 

He had heard it said that Omar was non-religious, but when he read: 

 

  

Myself when young did eagerly frequent 

Doctor and Saint, and heard great argument 

About it and about: but evermore 

Came out by the same door wherein I went, 

 

  



he perceived that in this quatrain Omar obviously meant that though teachers might do a 

whole lot of arguing, Omar himself stuck to his belief in Jesus. 

 

In Dickens Elmer had a revelation. 

 

He had not known that any literature published previous to the Saturday Evening Post 

could be thrilling. He did not care so much for the humor--it seemed to him that Mr. Dickens was 

vulgar and almost immoral when he got Pickwick drunk and caused Mantalini to contemplate 

suicide--but he loved the sentiment. When Paul Dombey died, Elmer could have wept; when 

Miss Nickleby protected her virtue against Sir Mulberry Hawk, Elmer would have liked to have 

been there, both as a parson and as an athlete, to save her from the accursed society man, so 

typical of his class in debauching youth and innocence. 

 

"Yes, sir, you bet, that's great stuff!" exulted Elmer. "There's a writer that goes right 

down to the depths of human nature. Great stuff. I'll preach on him when I get these hicks 

educated up to literary sermons." 

 

But his artistic pursuits could not be all play. He had to master philosophy as well; and he 

plunged into Carlyle and Elbert Hubbard. He terminated the first plunge, very icy, with haste; but 

in the biographies by Mr. Hubbard, at that time dominating America, Elmer found inspiration. 

He learned that Rockefeller had not come to be head of Standard Oil by chance, but by labor, 

genius, and early Baptist training. He learned that there are sermons in stones, edification in 

farmers, beatitude in bankers, and style in adjectives. 

 

Elmer, who had always lived as publicly as a sparrow, could not endure keeping his 

literary treasures to himself. But for once Cleo Benham was not an adequate mate. He felt that 

she had read more of such belles-lettres as "The Message to Garcia" than even himself, so his 

companion in artistic adventure was Clyde Tippey, the Reverend Clyde Tippey, pastor of the 

United Brethren Church of Banjo Crossing. 

 

Clyde was not, like Elmer, educated. He had left high school after his second year, and 

since then he had had only one year in a United Brethren seminary. Elmer didn't think much, he 

decided, of all this associating and fellowshiping with a lot of rival preachers--it was his job, 

wasn't it, to get their parishioners away from them? But it was an ecstasy to have, for once, a 

cleric to whom he could talk down. 

 

He called frequently on the Reverend Mr. Tippey in the modest cottage which (at the age 

of twenty-six) Clyde occupied with his fat wife and four children. Mr. Tippey had pale blue eyes 

and he wore a fourteen-and-a-half collar encircling a thirteen neck. 

 

"Clyde," crowed Elmer, "if you're going to reach the greatest number and not merely 

satisfy their spiritual needs but give 'em a rich, full, joyous life, you gotta explain great literature 

to 'em." 



 

"Yes. Maybe that's so. Haven't had time to read much, but I guess there's lot of fine 

lessons to be learned out of literature," said the Reverend Mr. Tippey. 

 

"Is there! Say, listen to this! From Longfellow. The poet. 

 

  

Life is real! Life is earnest! 

And the grave is not its goal, 

 

 and this--just get the dandy swing to it: 

 

Lives of great men all remind us 

We can make our lives sublime, 

And, departing, leave behind us 

Footprints on the sands of time. 

 

  

 

I read that way back in school-reader, but I never had anybody to show me what it meant, 

like I'm going to do with my congregation. Just think! 'The grave is NOT its goal!' Why, say, 

Longfellow is just as much of a preacher as you or I are! Eh?" 

 

"Yes, that's so. I'll have to read some of his poetry. Could you lend me the book?" 

 

"You bet I will, Clyde! Be a fine thing for you. A young preacher like you has got to 

remember, if you'll allow an older hand to say so, that our education isn't finished when we start 

preaching. We got to go on enlarging our mental horizons. See how I mean? Now I'm going to 

start you off reading 'David Copperfield.' Say, that's full of fine passages. There's this scene 

where--This David, he had an aunt that everybody thought she was simply an old crab, but the 

poor little fellow, his father-in-law--I hope it won't shock you to hear a preacher say it, but he 

was an old son of a gun, that's what he was, and he treated David terribly, simply terribly, and 

David ran away, and found his aunt's house, and then it proved she was fine and dandy to him! 

Say, 'll just make the tears come to your eyes, the place where he finds her house and she don't 

recognize him and he tells her who he is, and then she kneels right down beside him--And shows 

how none of us are justified in thinking other folks are mean just because we don't understand 

'em. You bet! Yes, sir. 'David Copperfield.' You sure can't go wrong reading that book!" 

 

"'David Copperfield.' I've heard the name. It's mighty nice of you to come and tell me 

about it, Brother." 

 

"Oh, that's nothing, nothing at all! Mighty glad to help you in any way I can, Clyde." 

 



Elmer's success as a literary and moral evangel to Mr. Clyde Tippey sent him back to his 

excavations with new fervor. He would lead the world not only to virtue but to beauty. 

 

Considering everything, Longfellow seemed the best news to carry to this surprised and 

waiting world, and Elmer managed to get through many, many pages, solemnly marking the 

passages which he was willing to sanction, and which did not mention wine. 

 

 Ah, nothing is too late 

Till the tired heart shall cease to palpitate. 

Cato learned Greek at eighty; Sophocles 

Wrote his grand Oedipus, and Simonides 

Bore off the prize of verse from his compeers, 

When each had numbered more than fourscore years. 

 

  

 

Elmer did not, perhaps, know very much about Simonides, but with these instructive lines 

he was able to decorate a sermon in each of the pulpits he was henceforth to hold. 

 

He worked his way with equal triumph through James Russell Lowell, Whittier, and Ella 

Wheeler Wilcox. He gave up Kipling because he found that he really enjoyed reading Kipling, 

and concluded that he could not be a good poet. But he was magnificent in discovering Robert 

Burns. 

 

Then he collided with Josiah Royce. 
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Bishop Wesley R. Toomis had suggested to Elmer that he ought to read philosophy, and 

he had recommended Royce. He himself, he said, hadn't been able to give so much time to 

Royce as he would have liked, but he knew that here was a splendid field for any intellectual 

adventurer. So Elmer came back from Sparta with the two volumes of Royce's "The World and 

the Individual," and two new detective stories. 

 

He would skip pleasantly but beneficially through Royce, then pick up whatever ideas he 

might find in all these other philosophers he had heard mentioned: James and Kant and Bergson 

and who was that fellow with the funny name--Spinoza? 

 

He opened the first volume of Royce confidently, and drew back in horror. 



 

He had a nice, long, free afternoon in which to become wise. He labored on. He read each 

sentence six times. His mouth drooped pathetically. It did not seem fair that a Christian knight 

who was willing to give his time to listening to people's ideas should be treated like this. He 

sighed, and read the first paragraph again. He sighed, and the book dropped into his lap. 

 

He looked about. On the stand beside him was one of the detective stores. He reached for 

it. It began as all proper detective stories should begin--with the tap-room of the Cat and Fiddle 

Inn, on a stormy night when gusts of rain beat against the small ancient casement, but within all 

was bright and warm; the Turkey-red curtains shone in the firelight, and the burnished handles of 

the beer-pump-- 

 

An hour later Elmer had reached the place where the Scotland Yard Inspector was 

attacked from the furze-bush by the maniac. He excitedly crossed his legs, and Royce fell to the 

floor and lay there. 

 

But he kept at it. In less than three months he had reached page fifty-one of the first 

volume of Royce. Then he bogged down in a footnote: 

 

  

 

The scholastic text-books, namely, as for instance the Disputations of Suarez, employ our 

terms much as follows. Being (ens), taken quite in the abstract, such writers said, is a word that 

shall equally apply both to the what and to the that. Thus if I speak of the being of a man, I may, 

according to this usage, mean either the ideal nature of a man, apart from man's existence, or the 

existence of a man. The term "Being" is so far indifferent to both of the sharply sundered senses. 

In this sense Being may be viewed as of two sorts. As the what it means the Essence of things, or 

the Esse Essentiæ. In this sense, by the Being of a man, you mean simply the definition of what a 

man as an idea means. As the that, Being means the Existent Being, or Esse Existentiæ. The Esse 

Existentiæ of a man, or its existent being, would be what it would possess only if it existed. And 

so the scholastic writers in question always have to point out whether by the term Ens or Being, 

they in any particular passage are referring to the what or to the that, to the Esse Essentiæ or to 

the Existentiæ. 

 

  

 

The Reverend Elmer Gantry drew his breath, quietly closed the book, and shouted, "Oh, 

shut up!" 

 

He never again read any philosophy more abstruse than that of Wallace D. Wattles or 

Edward Bok. 
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He did not neglect his not very arduous duties. He went fishing--which gained him credit 

among the males. He procured a dog, also a sound, manly thing to do, and though he 

occasionally kicked the dog in the country, he was clamorously affectionate with it in town. He 

went up to Sparta now and then to buy books, attend the movies, and sneak into theaters; and 

though he was tempted by other diversions even less approved by the Methodist Discipline, he 

really did make an effort to keep from falling. 

 

By enthusiasm and brass, he raised most of the church debt, and made agitation for a new 

carpet. He risked condemnation by having a cornet solo right in church one Sunday evening. He 

kept himself from paying any attention, except for rollickingly kissing her once or twice, to the 

fourteen-year-old daughter of his landlady. He was, in fact, full of good works and clerical 

exemplariness. 

 

But the focus of his life now was Cleo Benham. 

 

  

  



CHAPTER XXI 

  

 

1 

 

  

 

With women Elmer had always considered himself what he called a "quick worker," but 

the properties of the ministry, the delighted suspicion with which the gossips watched a preacher 

who went courting, hindered his progress with Cleo. He could not, like the young blades in town, 

walk with Cleo up the railroad tracks or through the willow-shaded pasture by Banjo River. He 

could hear ten thousand Methodist elders croaking, "Avoid the vurry appearance of evil." 

 

He knew that she was in love with him--had been ever since she had first seen him, a 

devout yet manly leader, standing by the pulpit in the late light of summer afternoon. He was 

certain that she would surrender to him whenever he should demand it. He was certain that she 

had every desirable quality. And yet-- 

 

Oh, somehow, she did not stir him. Was he afraid of being married and settled and 

monogamic? Was it simply that she needed awakening? How could he awaken her when her 

father was always in the way? 

 

Whenever he called on her, old Benham insisted on staying in the parlor. He was, strictly 

outside of business hours, an amateur of religion, fond of talking about it. Just as Elmer, shielded 

by the piano, was ready to press Cleo's hand, Benham would lumber up and twang, "What do 

you think, Brother? Do you believe salvation comes by faith or works?" 

 

Elmer made it all clear--muttering to himself, "Well, you, you old devil, with that cut-

throat store of yours, you better get into Heaven on faith, for God knows you'll never do it on 

works!" 

 

And when Elmer was about to slip out to the kitchen with her to make lemonade, 

Benham held him by demanding, "What do you think of John Wesley's doctrine of perfection?" 

 

"Oh, it's absolutely sound and proven," admitted Elmer, wondering what the devil Mr. 

Wesley's doctrine of perfection might be. 

 

It is possible that the presence of the elder Benhams, preventing too close a communion 

with Cleo, kept Elmer from understanding what it meant that he should not greatly have longed 

to embrace her. He translated his lack of urgency into virtue; and went about assuring himself 

that he was indeed a reformed and perfected character . . . and so went home and hung about the 

kitchen, chattering with little Jane Clark in pastoral jokiness. 



 

Even when he was alone with Cleo, when she drove him in the proud Benham motor for 

calls in the country, even while he was volubly telling himself how handsome she was, he was 

never quite natural with her. 
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He called on an evening of late November, and both her parents were out, attending 

Eastern Star. She looked dreary and red-eyed. He crowed benevolently while they stood at the 

parlor door, "Why, Sister Cleo, what's the matter? You look kind of sad." 

 

"Oh, it's nothing--" 

 

"Come on now! Tell me! I'll pray for you, or beat somebody up, whichever you prefer!" 

 

"Oh, I don't think you ought to joke about--Anyway, it's really nothing." 

 

She was staring at the floor. He felt buoyant and dominating, so delightfully stronger than 

she. He lifted her chin with his forefinger, demanding, "Look up at me now!" 

 

In her naked eyes there was such shameful, shameless longing for him that he was drawn. 

He could not but slip his arm around her, and she dropped her head on his shoulder, weeping, all 

her pride gone from her. He was so exalted by the realization of his own power that he took it for 

passion, and suddenly he was kissing her, conscious of the pale fineness of her skin, her 

flattering yielding to him; suddenly he was blurting, "I've loved you, oh, terrible, ever since the 

first second I saw you!" 

 

As she sat on his knee, as she drooped against him unresisting, he was certain that she 

was very beautiful, altogether desirable. 

 

The Benhams came home--Mrs. Benham to cry happily over the engagement, and Mr. 

Benham to indulge in a deal of cordial back-slapping, and such jests as, "Well, by golly, now I'm 

going to have a real live preacher in the family, guess I'll have to be so doggone honest that the 

store won't hardly pay!" 
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His mother came on from Kansas for the wedding, in January. Her happiness in seeing 

him in his pulpit, in seeing the beauty and purity of Cleo--and the prosperity of Cleo's father--

was such that she forgot her long dragging sorrow in his many disloyalties to the God she had 

given him, in his having deserted the Baptist sanctuary for the dubious, the almost agnostic 

liberalisms of the Methodists. 

 

With his mother present, with Cleo going about roused to a rosy excitement, with Mrs. 

Benham mothering everybody and frantically cooking, with Mr. Benham taking him out to the 

back-porch and presenting him with a check for five thousand dollars, Elmer had the feeling of 

possessing a family, of being rooted and solid and secure. 

 

For the wedding there were scores of cocoanut cakes and hundreds of orange blossoms, 

roses from a real city florist in Sparta, new photographs for the family album, a tub of strictly 

temperance punch and beautiful but modest lingerie for Cleo. It was tremendous. But Elmer was 

a little saddened by the fact that there was no one whom he wanted for best man; no one who had 

been his friend since Jim Lefferts. 

 

He asked Ray Faucett, butter-maker at the creamery and choir-singer in the church, and 

the village was flattered that out of the hundreds of intimates Elmer must have in the great world 

outside, he should have chosen one of their own boys. 

 

They were married, during a half blizzard, by the district superintendent. They took the 

train for Zenith, to stop overnight on their way to Chicago. 

 

Not till he was on the train, the shouting and the rice-showers over, did Elmer gasp to 

himself, looking at Cleo's rather unchanging smile, "Oh, good God, I've gone and tied myself up, 

and I never can have any fun again!" 

 

But he was very manly, gentlemanly in fact; he concealed his distaste for her and 

entertained her with an account of the beauties of Longfellow. 
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Cleo looked tired, and toward the end of the journey, in the winter evening, with the gale 

desolate, she seemed scarce to be listening to his observations on graded Sunday School lessons, 

the treatment of corns, his triumphs at Sister Falconer's meetings, and the inferiority of the 

Reverend Clyde Tippey. 

 

"Well, you might pay a little attention to me, anyway!" he snarled. 



 

"Oh, I'm sorry! I really was paying attention. I'm just tired--all the preparations for the 

wedding and everything." 

 

She looked at him beseechingly. "Oh, Elmer, you must take care of me! I'm giving 

myself to you entirely--oh, completely." 

 

"Huh! So you look at it as a sacrifice to marry me, do you!" 

 

"Oh, no, I didn't mean it that way--" 

 

"And I suppose you think I don't intend to take care of you! Sure! Prob'ly I stay out late 

nights and play cards and gamble and drink and run around after women! Of course! I'm not a 

minister of the gospel--I'm a saloon-keeper!" 

 

"Oh, dear, dear, dear, oh, my dearest, I didn't mean to hurt you! I just meant--You're so 

strong, and big, and I'm--oh, of course I'm not a tiny little thing, but I haven't got your strength." 

 

He enjoyed feeling injured, but he was warning himself, "Shut up, you chump! You'll 

never educate her to make love if you go bawling her out." 

 

He magnanimously comforted her: "Oh, I know. Of course, you poor dear. Fool thing 

anyway, your mother having this big wedding, and all the eats and the relatives coming in and 

everything." 

 

And with all this, she still seemed distressed. 

 

But he patted her hand, and talked about the cottage they were going to furnish in Banjo 

Crossing; and as he thought of the approaching Zenith, of their room at the O'Hearn House (there 

was no necessity for a whole suite, as formerly, when he had had to impress his Prosperity 

pupils), he became more ardent, whispered to her that she was beautiful, stroked her arm till she 

trembled. 
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The bell-boy had scarcely closed the door of their room, with its double bed, when he had 

seized her, torn off her overcoat, with its snow-wet collar, and hurled it on the floor. He kissed 

her throat. When he had loosened his clasp, she retreated, the back of her hand fearfully at her 

lips, her voice terrified as she begged, "Oh, don't! Not now! I'm afraid!" 



 

"That's damned nonsense!" he raged, stalking her as she backed away. 

 

"Oh, no, please!" 

 

"Say, what the devil do you think marriage is?" 

 

"Oh, I've never heard you curse before!" 

 

"My God, I wouldn't, if you didn't act so's it'd try the patience of a saint on a monument!" 

He controlled himself. "Now, now, now! I'm sorry! Guess I'm kind of tired, too. There, there, 

little girl. Didn't mean to scare you. Excuse me. Just showed I was crazy in love with you, don't 

you see?" 

 

To his broad and apostolic smirk she responded with a weak smile, and he seized her 

again, laid his thick hand on her breast. Between his long embraces, though his anger at her 

limpness was growing, he sought to encourage her by shouting, "Come on now, Clee, show some 

spunk!" 

 

She did not forbid him again; she was merely a pale acquiescence--pale save when she 

flushed unhappily as he made fun of the old-fashioned, long-sleeved nightgown which she 

timidly put on in the indifferent privacy of the bathroom. 

 

"Gee, you might as well wear a gunny-sack!" he roared, holding out his arms. She tried to 

look confident as she slowly moved toward him. She did not succeed. 

 

"Fellow ought to be brutal, for her own sake," he told himself, and seized her shoulders. 

 

When he awoke beside her and found her crying, he really did have to speak up to her. 

 

"You look here now! The fact you're a preacher's wife doesn't keep you from being 

human! You're a fine one to teach brats in Sunday School!" he said, and many other strong 

spirited things, while she wept, her hair disordered round her meek face, which he hated. 
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The discovery that Cleo would never be a lively lover threw him the more into ambition 

when they had returned to Banjo Crossing. 

 



Cleo, though she was unceasingly bewildered by his furies, found something of happiness 

in furnishing their small house, arranging his books, adoring his pulpit eloquence, and in 

receiving, as the Pastor's Wife, homage even from her old friends. He was able to forget her, and 

all his thought went to his holy climbing. He was eager for the Annual Conference, in spring; he 

had to get on, to a larger town, a larger church. 

 

He was bored by Banjo Crossing. The life of a small-town preacher, prevented from 

engaging even in the bucolic pleasures, is rather duller than that of a watchman at a railroad-

crossing. 

 

Elmer hadn't actually, enough to do. Though later, in "institutional churches" he was to 

be as hustling as any other business man, now he had not over twenty hours a week of real 

activity. There were four meetings every Sunday, if he attended Sunday School and Epworth 

League as well as church; there was prayer-meeting on Wednesday evening, choir practise on 

Friday, the Ladies' Aid and the Missionary Society every fortnight or so, and perhaps once a 

fortnight a wedding, a funeral. Pastoral calls took not over six hours a week. With the aid of his 

reference books, he could prepare his two sermons in five hours--and on weeks when he felt 

lazy, or the fishing was good, that was three hours more than he actually took. 

 

In the austerities of the library Elmer was indolent, but he did like to rush about, meet 

people, make a show of accomplishment. It wasn't possible to accomplish much in Banjo. The 

good villagers were content with Sunday and Wednesday-evening piety. 

 

But he did begin to write advertisements for his weekly services--the inception of that 

salesmanship of salvation which was to make him known and respected in every advertising club 

and forward-looking church in the country. The readers of notices to the effect that services 

would be held, as usual, at the Banjo Valley Pioneer were startled to find among the Presbyterian 

Church, the Disciples Church, the United Brethren Church, the Baptist Church, this 

advertisement: 

 

  

 

WAKE UP, MR. DEVIL! 

 

If old Satan were as lazy as some would-be Christians in this burg, we'd all be safe. But 

he isn't! Come out next Sunday, 10:30 A.M. and hear a red-blooded sermon by Rev. Gantry on 

 

WOULD JESUS PLAY POKER? 

 

M. E. Church 

 

  

 



He improved his typewriting, and that was a fine thing to do. The Reverend Elmer 

Gantry's powerful nature had been cramped by the slow use of a pen; it needed the gallop of the 

keys; and from his typewriter were increasingly to come floods of new moral and social gospels. 

 

In February he held two weeks' of intensive evangelistic meetings. He had in a traveling 

missioner, who wept, and his wife, who sang. Neither of them, Elmer chuckled privily, could 

compare with himself, who had worked with Sharon Falconer. But they were new to Banjo 

Crossing, and he saw to it that it was himself who at the climax of hysteria charged down into the 

frightened mob and warned them that unless they came up and knelt in subjection, they might be 

snatched to hell before breakfast. 

 

There were twelve additions to the church, and five renewals of faith on the part of 

backsliders, and Elmer was able to have published in the Western Christian Advocate a note 

which carried his credit through all the circles of the saints: 

 

  

 

The church at Banjo Crossing has had a remarkable and stirring revival under Brother T. 

R. Feesels and Sister Feesels, the singing evangelist, assisted by the local pastor, Reverend 

Gantry, who was himself formerly in evangelistic work as assistant to the late Sharon Falconer. 

A great outpouring of the spirit and far-reaching results are announced, with many uniting with 

the church. 

 

  

 

He also, after letting the town know how much it added to his burdens, revived and every 

week for two weeks personally supervised a Junior Epworth League--the juvenile department of 

that admirable association of young people whose purpose is, it has itself announced, to "take the 

wreck out of recreation and make it re-creation." 

 

He had a note from Bishop Toomis hinting that the bishop had most gratifying reports 

from the district superintendent about Elmer's "diligent and genuinely creative efforts" and 

hinting that at the coming Annual Conference, Elmer would be shifted to a considerably larger 

church. 

 

"Fine!" glowed Elmer. "Gosh, I'll be glad to get away. These rubes here get about as 

much out of high-class religion, like I give them, as a fleet of mules!" 
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Ishuah Rogers was dead, and they were holding his funeral at the Methodist Church. As 

farmer, as store-keeper, as post-master, he had lived all his seventy-nine years in Banjo Crossing. 

 

Old J. F. Whittlesey was shaken by Ishuah's death. They had been boys together, young 

men together, neighbors on the farm, and in his last years, when Ishuah was nearly blind and 

living with his daughter Jenny, J. F. Whittlesey had come into town every day to spend hours 

sitting with him on the porch, wrangling over Blaine and Grover Cleveland. Whittlesey hadn't 

another friend left alive. To drive past Jenny's now and not see old Ishuah made the world empty. 

 

He was in the front row at the church; he could see his friend's face in the open coffin. 

All of Ishuah's meanness and fussiness and care was wiped out; there was only the dumb nobility 

with which he had faced blizzard and August heat, labor and sorrow; only the heroic thing 

Whittlesey had loved in him. 

 

And he would not see Ishuah again, ever. 

 

He listened to Elmer, who, his eyes almost filled at the drama of the church full of people 

mourning their old friend, lulled them with Revelation's triumphant song: 

 

  

 

These are they that come out of the great tribulation, and they washed their robes, and 

made them white in the blood of the Lamb. Therefore are they before the throne of God; and 

they serve him day and night in his temple; and he that sitteth on the throne shall spread his 

tabernacle over them. They shall hunger no more, neither thirst any more; neither shall the sun 

strike upon them, nor any heat; for the Lamb that is in the midst of the throne shall be their 

shepherd, and shall guide them unto fountains of waters of life: and God shall wipe away every 

tear from their eyes. 

 

  

 

They sang, "O God, Our Help in Ages Past," and Elmer led the singing, while old 

Whittlesey tried to pipe up with them. 

 

They filed past the coffin. When Whittlesey had this last moment's glimpse of Ishuah's 

sunken face, his dry eyes were blind, and he staggered. 

 

Elmer caught him with his great arms, and whispered, "He has gone to his glory, to his 

great reward! Don't let's sorrow for him!" 

 

In Elmer's confident strength old Whittlesey found reassurance. He clung to him, 

muttering, "God bless you, Brother," before he hobbled out. 
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"You were wonderful at the funeral today! I've never seen you so sure of immortality," 

worshiped Cleo, as they walked home. 

 

"Yuh, but they don't appreciate it--not even when I said about how this old fellow was a 

sure-enough hero. We got to get on to some burg where I'll have a chance." 

 

"Don't you think God's in Banjo Crossing as much as in a city?" 

 

"Oh, now, Cleo, don't go and get religious on me! You simply can't understand how it 

takes it out of a fellow to do a funeral right and send 'em all home solaced. You may find God 

here, but you don't find the salaries!" 

 

He was not angry with Cleo now, nor bullying. In these two months he had become 

indifferent to her; indifferent enough to stop hating her and to admire her conduct of the Sunday 

School, her tactful handling of the good sisters of the church when they came snooping to the 

parsonage. 

 

"I think I'll take a little walk," he muttered when they reached home. 

 

He came to the Widow Clark's house, where he had lived as bachelor. 

 

Jane was out in the yard, the March breeze molding her skirt about her; rosy face darker 

and eyes more soft as she saw the pastor hailing her, magnificently raising his hat. 

 

She fluttered toward him. 

 

"You folks ever miss me? Guess you're glad to get rid of the poor old preacher that was 

always cluttering up the house!" 

 

"We miss you awfully!" 

 

He felt his whole body yearning toward her. Hurriedly he left her and wished he hadn't 

left her, and hastened to get himself far from the danger to his respectability. He hated Cleo 

again now, in an injured, puzzled way. 

 



"I think I'll sneak up to Sparta this week," he fumed, then: "No! Conference coming in 

ten days; can't take any chances till after that." 
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The Annual Conference, held in Sparta, late in March. The high time of the year, when 

the Methodist preachers of half a dozen districts met together for prayer and rejoicing, to hear of 

the progress of the Kingdom and incidentally to learn whether they were to have better jobs this 

coming year. 

 

The bishop presiding--Wesley R. Toomis, himself--with his district superintendents, 

grave and bustling. 

 

The preachers, trying to look as though prospective higher salaries were unworthy their 

attention. 

 

Between meetings they milled about in the large auditorium of the Preston Memorial 

Methodist Church: visiting laymen and nearly three hundred ministers. 

 

Veteran country parsons, whiskered and spectacled, rusty-coated and stooped, still 

serving two country churches, or three or four; driving their fifty miles a week; content for 

reading with the Scriptures and the weekly Advocate. 

 

New-fledged country preachers, their large hands still calloused from plow-handle and 

reins, content for learning with two years of high school, content with the Old Testament for 

history and geology. 

 

The preachers of the larger towns; most of them hard to recognize as clerics, in their neat 

business suits and modest four-in-hands; frightfully cordial one to another; perhaps a quarter of 

them known as modernists and given to reading popular manuals of biology and psychology; the 

other three-quarters still devoted to banging the pulpit apropos of Genesis. 

 

But moving through these masses, easily noticeable, the inevitable successes: the district 

superintendents, the pastors of large city congregations, the conceivable candidates for college 

presidencies, mission-boards, boards of publication, bishoprics. 

 

They were not all of them leonine and actor-like, these staff officers. No few were gaunt, 

or small, wiry, spectacled, and earnest; but they were all admirable politicians, long in memory 

of names, quick to find flattering answers. They believed that the Lord rules everything, but that 



it was only friendly to help him out; and that the enrollment of political allies helped almost as 

much as prayer in becoming known as suitable material for lucrative pastorates. 

 

Among these leaders were the Savonarolas, gloomy fellows, viewing the progress of 

machine civilization with biliousness; capable of drawing thousands of auditors by their spicy 

but chaste denunciations of burglary, dancing, and show-windows filled with lingerie. 

 

Then the renowned liberals, preachers who filled city tabernacles or churches in 

university towns by showing that skipping whatever seemed unreasonable in the Bible did not 

interfere with considering it all divinely inspired, and that there are large moral lessons in the 

paintings of Landseer and Rosa Bonheur. 

 

Most notable among the aristocrats were a certain number of large, suave, deep-voiced, 

inescapably cordial clerical gentlemen who would have looked well in Shakespearean 

productions or as floor-walkers. And with them was presently to be found the Reverend Elmer 

Gantry. 

 

He was a new-comer, he was merely hoping to have the Conference recognize his 

credentials and accept him as a member, and he had only a tiny church, yet from somewhere 

crept the rumor that he was a man to be watched, to be enrolled in one's own political machine; 

and he was called "Brother" by a pastor whose sacred rating was said to be not less than ten 

thousand a year. They observed him; they conversed with him not only on the sacraments but on 

automobiles and the use of pledge envelopes; and as they felt the warmth of his handshake, as 

they heard the amiable bim-bom of his voice, saw his manly eyes, untroubled by doubts or 

scruples, and noted that he wore his morning clothes as well as any spiritual magnate among 

them, they greeted him and sought him out and recognized him as a future captain of the hosts of 

the Almighty. 

 

Cleo's graciousness added to his prestige. 

 

For three whole days before bringing her up to the Conference, Elmer had gone out of his 

way to soothe her, flatter her, assure her that whatever misunderstandings they might have had, 

all was now a warm snugness of domestic bliss, so that she was eager, gently deferential to the 

wives of older pastors as she met them at receptions at hotels. 

 

Her obvious admiration of Elmer convinced the better clerical politicians of his domestic 

safeness. 

 

And they knew that he had been sent for by the bishop--oh, they knew it! Nothing that the 

bishop did in these critical days was not known. There were many among the middle-aged 

ministers who had become worried over prolonged stays in small towns, and who wanted to 

whisper to the bishop how well they would suit larger opportunities. (The list of appointments 

had already been made out by the bishop and his council, yet surely it could be changed a little--



just the least bit.) But they could not get near him. Most of the time the bishop was kept hidden 

from them at the house of the president of Winnemac Wesleyan University. 

 

But he sent for Elmer, and even called him by his first name. 

 

"You see, Brother Elmer, I was right! The Methodist Church just suits you," said the 

bishop, his eyes bright under his formidable brows. "I am able to give you a larger church 

already. It wouldn't be cricket, as the English say--ah, England! how you will enjoy going there 

some time; you will find such a fruitful source of the broader type of sermons in travel; I know 

that you and your lovely bride--I've had the pleasure of having her pointed out to me--you will 

both know the joy and romance of travel one of these days. But as I was saying: I can give you a 

rather larger town this time, though it wouldn't be proper to tell you which one till I read the list 

of appointments to the Conference. And in the near future, if you continue as you have in your 

studies and attention to the needs of our flock and in your excellence of daily living, which the 

district superintendent has noted, why, you'll be due for a much larger field of service. God bless 

you!" 
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Elmer was examined by the Conference and readily admitted to membership. 

 

Among the questions, from the Discipline, which he was able to answer with a hearty 

"yes" were these: 

 

Are you going on to perfection? 

 

Do you expect to be made perfect in love in this life? 

 

Are you earnestly striving after it? 

 

Are you resolved to devote yourself wholly to God and his work? 

 

Have you considered the Rules for a Preacher, especially those relating to Diligence, to 

Punctuality, and to Doing the Work to which you are assigned? 

 

Will you recommend fasting or diligence, both by precept and example? 

 

* * * * * * * 

 



It was, the Conference members said, one to another, a pleasure to examine a candidate 

who could answer the questions with such ringing certainty. 

 

* * * * * * * 

 

Celebrating his renunciation of all fleshy devices and pleasures by wolfing a steak, fried 

onions, fried potatoes, corn, three cups of coffee, and two slices of apple pie with ice cream, 

Elmer condescended to Cleo, "I went through a-whooping! Liked to of seen any of those poor 

boobs I was with in the seminary answer up like I did!" 
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They listened to reports on collections for missions, on the creation of new schools and 

churches; they heard ever so many prayers; they were polite during what were known as 

"inspirational addresses" by the bishop and the Rev. Dr. S. Palmer Shootz. But they were waiting 

for the moment when the bishop should read the list of appointments. 

 

They looked as blank as they could, but their nails creased their palms as the bishop rose. 

They tried to be loyal to their army, but this lean parson thought of the boy who was going to 

college, this worried-faced youngster thought of the operation for his wife, this aged campaigner 

whose voice had been failing wondered whether he would be kept on in his well-padded church. 

 

The bishop's snappy voice popped: 

 

Sparta District: 

 

Albee Center, W. A. Vance 

 

Ardmore, Abraham Mundon-- 

 

And Elmer listened with them, suddenly terrified. 

 

What did the bishop mean by a "rather larger town"? Some horrible hole with twelve 

hundred people? 

 

Then he startled and glowed, and his fellow priests nodded to him in congratulation, as 

the bishop read out "Rudd Center, Elmer Gantry." 

 



For there were forty-one hundred people in Rudd Center; it was noted for good works 

and a large pop factory; and he was on his way to greatness, to inspiring the world and becoming 

a bishop. 
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A year he spent in Rudd Center, three years in Vulcan, and two years in Sparta. As there 

were 4,100 people in Rudd Center, 47,000 in Vulcan, and 129,000 in Sparta, it may be seen that 

the Reverend Elmer Gantry was climbing swiftly in Christian influence and character. 

 

In Rudd Center he passed his Mizpah final examinations and received his Bachelor of 

Divinity degree from the seminary; in Rudd Center he discovered the art of joining, which was 

later to enable him to meet the more enterprising and solid men of affairs--oculists and editors 

and manufacturers of bathtubs--and enlist their practical genius in his crusades for spirituality. 

 

He joined the Masons, the Odd Fellows, and the Maccabees. He made the Memorial Day 

address to the G. A. R., and he made the speech welcoming the local representative home from 

Congress after having won the poker championship of the Houses. 

 

Vulcan was marked, aside from his labors for perfection, by the birth of his two children-

-Nat, in 1916, and Bernice, whom they called Bunny, in 1917--and by his ceasing to educate his 

wife in his ideals of amour. 

 

It all blew up a month after the birth of Bunny. 

 

Elmer had, that evening, been addressing the Rod and Gun Club dinner. He had pointed 

out that our Lord must have been in favor of Rods and Guns for, he said, "I want you boys to 

notice that the Master, when he picked out his first disciples, didn't select a couple of stoop-

shouldered, pigeon-toed mollycoddles but a pair of first-class fishermen!" 

 

He was excited to intoxication by their laughter. 

 

Since Bunny's birth he had been sleeping in the guest-room, but now, walking airily, he 

tiptoed into Cleo's room at eleven, with that look of self-conscious innocence which passionless 

wives instantly catch and dread. 

 

"Well, you sweet thing, it sure went off great! They all liked my spiel. Why, you poor 

lonely girl, shame you have to sleep all alone here, poor baby!" he said, stroking her shoulder as 

she sat propped against the pillows. "Guess I'll have to come sleep here tonight." 

 

She breathed hard, tried to look resolute. "Please! Not yet!" 



 

"What do you mean?" 

 

"Please! I'm tired tonight. Just kiss me good night, and let me pop off to sleep." 

 

"Meaning my attentions aren't welcome to Your Majesty!" He paced the floor. "Young 

woman, it's about time for a showdown! I've hinted at this before, but I've been as charitable and 

long-suffering as I could, but by God, you've gotten away with too much, and then you try to 

pretend--'Just kiss me good night!' Sure! I'm to be a monk! I'm to be one of these milk-and-water 

husbands that's perfectly content to hang around the house and not give one little yip if his wife 

don't care for his method of hugging! Well, believe me, young woman, you got another guess 

coming, and if you think that just because I'm a preacher I'm a Willie-boy--You don't even make 

the slightest smallest effort to learn some passion, but just act like you had hard work putting up 

with me! Believe me, there's other women a lot better and prettier--yes, and more religious!--that 

haven't thought I was such a damn' pest to have around! I'm not going to stand--Never even 

making the slightest effort--" 

 

"Oh, Elmer, I have! Honestly I have! If you'd only been more tender and patient with me 

at the very first, I might have learned--" 

 

"Rats! All damned nonsense! Trouble with you is, you always were afraid to face hard 

facts! Well, I'm sick of it, young woman. You can go to the devil! This is the last time, believe 

me!" 

 

He banged the door; he had satisfaction in hearing her sob that night; and he kept his vow 

about staying away from her, for almost a month. Presently he was keeping it altogether; it was a 

settled thing that they had separate bedrooms. 

 

And all the while he was almost as confused, as wistful, as she was; and whenever he 

found a woman parishioner who was willing to comfort him, or whenever he was called on 

important but never explained affairs to Sparta, he had no bold swagger of satisfaction, but a 

guilt, an uneasiness of sin, which displayed itself in increasingly furious condemnation of the 

same sin from his pulpit. 

 

"O God, if I could only have gone on with Sharon, I might have been a decent fellow," he 

mourned, in his sorrow sympathetic with all the world. But the day after, in the sanctuary, he 

would be salving that sorrow by raging, "And these dance-hall proprietors, these tempters of 

lovely innocent girls, whose doors open to the pit of death and horror, they shall have reward--

they shall burn in uttermost hell--burn literally--BURN!--and for their suffering we shall have 

but joy that the Lord's justice has been resolutely done!" 
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Something like statewide fame began to cling about the Reverend Elmer Gantry during 

his two years in Sparta--1918 to 1920. In the spring of '18 he was one of the most courageous 

defenders of the Midwest against the imminent invasion of the Germans. He was a Four-Minute 

Man. He said violent things about atrocities, and sold Liberty Bonds hugely. He threatened to 

leave Sparta to its wickedness while he went out to "take care of our poor boys" as a chaplain, 

and he might have done so had the war lasted another year. 

 

In Sparta, too, he crept from timidly sensational church advertisements to such blasts as 

must have shaken the Devil himself. Anyway, they brought six hundred delighted sinners to 

church every Sunday evening, and after one sermon on the horrors of booze, a saloon-keeper, 

slightly intoxicated, remarked "Whoop!" and put a fifty-dollar bill in the plate. 

 

Not to this day, with all the advance in intellectual advertising, has there been seen a 

more arousing effort to sell salvation than Elmer's prose poem in the Sparta World-Chronicle on 

a Saturday in December, 1919: 

 

  

 

WOULD YOU LIKE YOUR MOTHER TO GO BATHING WITHOUT STOCKINGS? 

 

Do you believe in old-fashioned womanhood, that can love and laugh and still be the 

symbols of God's own righteousness, bringing a tear to the eye as one remembers their brooding 

tenderness? Would you like to see your own dear mammy indulging in mixed bathing or dancing 

that Hell's own fool monkeyshine, the one-step? 

 

REVEREND ELMER GANTRY 

 

will answer these questions and others next Sunday morning. Gantry shoots straight from 

the shoulder. 

 

POPLAR AVENUE METHODIST CHURCH 

 

Follow the crowd to the beautiful times 

 

At the beautiful church with the beautiful chimes. 
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While he was in Sparta, national prohibition arrived, with its high-colored opportunities 

for pulpit-orators, and in Sparta he was inspired to his greatest political campaign. 

 

The obviously respectable candidate for mayor of Sparta was a Christian Business Man, a 

Presbyterian who was a manufacturer of rubber overshoes. It is true that he was accused of 

owning the buildings in which were several of the worst brothels and blind tigers in the city, but 

it had amply been explained that the unfortunate gentleman had not been able to kick out his 

tenants, and that he gave practically all his receipts from the property to missionary work in 

China. 

 

His opponent was a man in every way objectionable to Elmer's principles: a Jew, a 

radical who criticized the churches for not paying taxes, a sensational and publicity-seeking 

lawyer who took the cases of labor unions and negroes without fee. When he consulted them, 

Elmer's Official Board agreed that the Presbyterian was the only man to support. They pointed 

out that the trouble with the radical Jew was that he was not only a radical but a Jew. 

 

Yet Elmer was not satisfied. He had, possibly, less objection to houses of ill fame than 

one would have judged from his pulpit utterances, and he certainly approved the Presbyterian's 

position that "we must not try dangerous experiments in government but adhere courageously to 

the proven merits and economies of the present administration." But talking with members of his 

congregation, Elmer found that the Plain People--and the plain, the very plain, people did make 

up such a large percentage of his flock--hated the Presbyterian and had a surprised admiration for 

the Jew. 

 

"He's awful' kind to poor folks," said they. 

 

Elmer had what he called a "hunch." 

 

"All the swells are going to support this guy McGarry, but darned if I don't think the 

Yid'll win, and anybody that roots for him'll stand ace-high after the election," he reasoned. 

 

He came out boisterously for the Jew. The newspapers squealed and the Presbyterians 

bellowed and the rabbis softly chuckled. 

 

Not only from his pulpit but in scattered halls Elmer campaigned and thundered. He was 

smeared once with rotten eggs in a hall near the red-light district, and once an illicit booze-dealer 

tried to punch his nose, and that was a very happy time for Elmer. 

 

The booze-dealer, a bulbous angry man, climbed up on the stage of the hall and swayed 

toward Elmer, weaving with his fists, rumbling, "You damn' lying gospel-shark, I'll show you--" 



 

The forgotten star of the Terwillinger team leaped into life. He was calm as in a 

scrimmage. He strode over, calculatingly regarded the point of the bootlegger's jaw, and caught 

him on it, exact. He saw the man slumping down, but he did not stand looking; he swung back to 

the reading-stand and went on speaking. The whole audience rose, clamorous with applause, and 

Elmer Gantry had for a second become the most famous man in town. 

 

The newspapers admitted that he was affecting the campaign, and one of them swung to 

his support. He was so strong on virtue and the purity of womanhood and the evils of liquor that 

to oppose him was to admit one's self a debauchee. 

 

At the business meeting of his church there was a stirring squabble over his activities. 

When the leading trustee, a friend of the Presbyterian candidate, declared that he was going to 

resign unless Elmer stopped, an aged janitor shrieked, "And all the rest of us will resign unless 

the Reverend keeps it up!" There was gleeful and unseemly applause, and Elmer beamed. 

 

The campaign grew so bellicose that reporters came up from the Zenith newspapers; one 

of them the renowned Bill Kingdom of the Zenith Advocate-Times. Elmer loved reporters. They 

quoted him on everything from the Bible in the schools to the Armenian mandate. He was 

careful not to call them "boys" but "gentlemen," not to slap them too often on the back; he kept 

excellent cigars for them; and he always said, "I'm afraid I can't talk to you as a preacher. I get 

too much of that on Sunday. I'm just speaking as an ordinary citizen who longs to have a clean 

city in which to bring up his kiddies." 

 

Bill Kingdom almost liked him, and the story about "the crusading parson" which he sent 

up to the Zenith Advocate-Times--the Thunderer of the whole state of Winnemac--was run on 

the third page, with a photograph of Elmer thrusting out his fist as if to crush all the sensualists 

and malefactors in the world. 

 

Sparta papers reprinted the story and spoke of it with reverence. 

 

The Jew won the campaign. 

 

And immediately after this--six months before the Annual Conference of 1920--Bishop 

Toomis sent for Elmer. 
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"At first I was afraid," said the bishop, "you were making a great mistake in soiling 

yourself in this Sparta campaign. After all, it's our mission to preach the pure gospel and the 

saving blood of Jesus, and not to monkey with politics. But you've been so successful that I can 

forgive you, and the time has come--At the next Conference I shall be able to offer you at last a 

church here in Zenith, and a very large one, but with problems that call for heroic energy. It's the 

old Wellspring Church, down here on Stanley Avenue, corner of Dodsworth, in what we call 

'Old Town.' It used to be the most fashionable and useful Methodist church in town, but the 

section has run down, and the membership has declined from something like fourteen hundred to 

about eight hundred, and under the present pastor--you know him--old Seriere, fine noble 

Christian gentleman, great soul, but a pretty rotten speaker--I don't guess they have more than a 

hundred or so at morning service. Shame, Elmer, wicked shame to see this great institution, 

meant for the quickening of such vast multitudes of souls, declining and, by thunder, not hardly 

giving a cent for missions! I wonder if you could revive it? Go look it over, and the 

neighborhood, and let me know what you think. Or whether you'd rather stay on in Sparta. You'll 

get less salary at Wellspring than you're getting in Sparta--four thousand, isn't it?--but if you 

build up the church, guess the Official Board will properly remunerate your labors." 

 

A church in Zenith! Elmer would--almost--have taken it with no salary whatever. He 

could see his Doctor of Divinity degree at hand, his bishopric or college presidency or fabulous 

pulpit in New York. 

 

He found the Wellspring M. E. Church a hideous graystone hulk with gravy-colored 

windows, and a tall spire ornamented with tin gargoyles and alternate layers of tiles in distressing 

red and green. The neighborhood had been smart, but the brick mansions, once leisurely among 

lawns and gardens, were scabrous and slovenly, turned into boarding-houses with delicatessen 

shops in the basements. 

 

"Gosh, this section never will come back. Too many of the doggone hoi polloi. Bunch of 

Wops. Nobody for ten blocks that would put more'n ten cents in the collection. Nothing doing! 

I'm not going to run a soup-kitchen and tell a bunch of dirty bums to come to Jesus. Not on your 

life!" 

 

But he saw, a block from the church, a new apartment-house, and near it an excavation. 

 

"Hm. Might come back, in apartments, at that. Mustn't jump too quick. Besides, these 

folks need the gospel just as much as the swell-headed plutes out on Royal Ridge," reflected the 

Reverend Mr. Gantry. 

 

Through his old acquaintance, Gil O'Hearn of the O'Hearn House, Elmer met a 

responsible contractor and inquired into the fruitfulness of the Wellspring vineyard. 

 

"Yes, they're dead certain to build a bunch of apartment-houses, and pretty good ones, in 

that neighborhood these next few years. Be a big residential boom in Old Town. It's near enough 



in to be handy to the business section, and far enough from the Union Station so's they haven't 

got any warehouses or wholesalers. Good buy, Reverend." 

 

"Oh, I'm not buying--I'm just selling--selling the gospel!" said the Reverend, and he went 

to inform Bishop Toomis that after prayer and meditation he had been led to accept the pastorate 

of the Wellspring Church. 

 

So, at thirty-nine, Cæsar came to Rome, and Rome heard about it immediately. 

 

  

  



CHAPTER XXIII 
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He did not stand by the altar now, uplifted in a vow that he would be good and reverent. 

He was like the new general manager of a factory as he bustled for the first time through the 

Wellspring Methodist Church, Zenith, and his first comment was "The plant's run down--have to 

buck it up." 

 

He was accompanied on his inspection by his staff: Miss Bundle, church secretary and 

personal secretary to himself, a decayed and plaintive lady distressingly free of seductiveness; 

Miss Weezeger, the deaconess, given to fat and good works; and A. F. Cherry, organist and 

musical director, engaged only on part time. 

 

He was disappointed that the church could not give him a pastoral assistant or a director 

of religious education. He'd have them, soon enough--and boss them! Great! 

 

He found an auditorium which would hold sixteen hundred people but which was 

offensively gloomy in its streaky windows, its brown plaster walls, its cast-iron pillars. The rear 

wall of the chancel was painted a lugubrious blue scattered with stars which had ceased to 

twinkle; and the pulpit was of dark oak, crowned with a foolish, tasseled, faded green velvet 

cushion. The whole auditorium was heavy and forbidding; the stretch of empty brown-grained 

pews stared at him dolorously. 

 

"Certainly must have been a swell bunch of cheerful Christians that made this layout! I'll 

have a new church here in five years--one with some pep to it, and Gothic fixin's and an up-to-

date educational and entertainment plant," reflected the new priest. 

 

The Sunday School rooms were spacious enough, but dingy, scattered with torn hymn 

books; the kitchen in the basement, for church suppers, had a rusty ancient stove and piles of 

chipped dishes. Elmer's own study and office was airless, and looked out on the flivver-crowded 

yard of a garage. And Mr. Cherry said the organ was rather more than wheezy. 

 

"Oh, well," Elmer conferred with himself afterward, "what do I care! Anyway, there's 

plenty of room for the crowds, and believe me, I'm the boy can drag 'em in! . . . God, what a 

frump that Bundle woman is! One of these days I'll have a smart girl secretary--a good-looker. 

Well, hurray, ready for the big work! I'll show this town what high-class preaching is!" 

 

Not for three days did he chance to think that Cleo might also like to see the church. 
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Though there were nearly four hundred thousand people in Zenith and only nine hundred 

in Banjo Crossing, Elmer's reception in the Zenith church-basement was remarkably like his 

reception in the Banjo basement. There were the same rugged, hard-handed brothers, the same 

ample sisters renowned for making doughnuts, the same brisk little men given to giggling and 

pious jests. There were the same homemade ice cream and homemade oratory. But there were 

five times as many people as at the Banjo reception, and Elmer was ever a lover of quantity. And 

among the transplanted rustics were several prosperous professional men, several well-gowned 

women, and some pretty girls who looked as though they went to dancing school, Discipline or 

not. 

 

He felt cheerful and loving toward them--his, as he pointed out to them, "fellow crusaders 

marching on resolutely to achievement of the Kingdom of God on earth." 

 

It was easy to discover which of the members present from the Official Board of the 

church were most worth his attentions. Mr. Ernest Apfelmus, one of the stewards, was the owner 

of the Gem of the Ocean Pie and Cake Corporation. He looked like a puffy and bewildered 

urchin suddenly blown up to vast size; he was very rich, Miss Bundle whispered; and he did not 

know how to spend his money except on his wife's diamonds and the cause of the Lord. Elmer 

paid court to Mr. Apfelmus and his wife, who spoke quite a little English. 

 

Not so rich but even more important, Elmer guessed, was T. J. Rigg, the famous criminal 

lawyer, a trustee of Wellspring Church. 

 

Mr. Rigg was small, deep-wrinkled, with amused and knowing eyes. He would be, Elmer 

felt instantly, a good man with whom to drink. His wife's face was that of a girl, round and 

smooth and blue-eyed, though she was fifty and more, and her laughter was lively. 

 

"Those are folks I can shoot straight with," decided Elmer, and he kept near them. 

 

Rigg hinted, "Say, Reverend, why don't you and your good lady come up to my house 

after this, and we can loosen up and have a good laugh and get over this sewing-circle business." 

 

"I'd certainly like to." As he spoke Elmer was considering that if he was really to loosen 

up, he could not have Cleo about. "Only, I'm afraid my wife has a headache, poor girl. We'll just 

send her along home and I'll come with you." 

 



"After you shake hands a few thousand more times!" 

 

"Exactly!" 

 

Elmer was edified to find that Mr. Rigg had a limousine with a chauffeur--one of the few 

in which Elmer had yet ridden. He did like to have his Christian brethren well heeled. But the 

sight of the limousine made him less chummy with the Riggses, more respectful and unctuous, 

and when they had dropped Cleo at the hotel, Elmer leaned gracefully back on the velvet seat, 

waved his large hand poetically, and breathed, "Such a welcome the dear people gave me! I am 

so grateful! What a real outpouring of the spirit!" 

 

"Look here," sniffed Rigg, "you don't have to be pious with us! Ma and I are a couple of 

old dragoons. We like religion; like the good old hymns--takes us back to the hick town we came 

from; and we believe religion is a fine thing to keep people in order--they think of higher things 

instead of all these strikes and big wages and the kind of hell-raising that's throwing the 

industrial system all out of kilter. And I like a fine upstanding preacher that can give a good 

show. So I'm willing to be a trustee. But we ain't pious. And any time you want to let down--and 

I reckon there must be times when a big cuss like you must get pretty sick of listening to the 

sniveling sisterhood!--you just come to us, and if you want to smoke or even throw in a little jolt 

of liquor, as I've been known to do, why we'll understand. How about it, Ma?" 

 

"You bet!" said Mrs. Rigg. "And I'll go down to the kitchen, if cook isn't there, and fry 

you a couple of eggs, and if you don't tell the rest of the brethren, there's always a couple of 

bottles of beer on the ice. Like one?" 

 

"Would I!" cheered Elmer. "You bet I would! Only--I cut out drinking and smoking quite 

a few years ago. Oh, I had my share before that! But I stopped, absolute, and I'd hate to break my 

record. But you go right ahead. And I want to say that it'll be a mighty big relief to have some 

folks in the church that I can talk to without shocking 'em half to death. Some of these holier-

than-thou birds--Lord, they won't let a preacher be a human being!" 

 

The Rigg house was large, rather faded, full of books which had been read--history, 

biography, travels. The smaller sitting-room, with its log fire and large padded chairs, looked 

comfortable, but Mrs. Rigg shouted, "Oh, let's go out to the kitchen and shake up a welsh rabbit! 

I love to cook, and I don't dast till after the servants go to bed." 

 

So his first conference with T. J. Rigg, who became the only authentic friend Elmer had 

known since Jim Lefferts, was held at the shiny white-enamel-topped table in the huge kitchen, 

with Mrs. Rigg stalking about, bringing them welsh rabbit, with celery, cold chicken, whatever 

she found in the ice box. 

 



"I want your advice, Brother Rigg," said Elmer. "I want to make my first sermon here 

something sen--well, something that'll make 'em sit up and listen. I don't have to get the subject 

in for the church ads till tomorrow. Now what do you think of some pacifism?" 

 

"Eh?" 

 

"I know what you think. Of course during the war I was just as patriotic as anybody--

Four-Minute Man, and in another month I'd of been in uniform. But honest, some of the churches 

are getting a lot of kick out of hollering pacifism now the war's all safely over--some of the 

biggest preachers in the country. But far's I've heard, nobody's started it here in Zenith yet, and it 

might make a big sensation." 

 

"Yes, that's so, and course it's perfectly all right to adopt pacifism as long as there's no 

chance for another war." 

 

"Or do you think--you know the congregation here--do you think a more dignified and 

kind of you might say poetic expository sermon would impress 'em more? Or what about a good, 

vigorous, right-out-from-the-shoulder attack on vice? You know, booze and immorality--like 

short skirts--by golly, girls' skirts getting shorter every year!" 

 

"Now that's what I'd vote for," said Rigg. "That's what gets 'em. Nothing like a good juicy 

vice sermon to bring in the crowds. Yes, sir! Fearless attack on all this drinking and this awful 

sex immorality that's getting so prevalent." Mr. Rigg meditatively mixed a highball, keeping it 

light because next morning in court he had to defend a lady accused of running a badger game. 

"You bet. Some folks say sermons like that are just sensational, but I always tell 'em: once the 

preacher gets the folks into the church that way--and mighty few appreciate how hard it is to do a 

good vice sermon; jolt 'em enough and yet not make it too dirty--once you get in the folks, then 

you can give 'em some good, solid, old-time religion and show 'em salvation and teach 'em to 

observe the laws and do an honest day's work for an honest day's pay, 'stead of clock-watching 

like my doggone clerks do! Yep, if you ask me, try the vice. . . . Oh, say, Ma, do you think the 

Reverend would be shocked by that story about the chambermaid and the traveling man that 

Mark was telling us?" 

 

Elmer was not shocked. In fact he had another droll tale himself. 

 

He went home at one. 

 

"I'll have a good time with those folks," he reflected, in the luxury of a taxicab. "Only, 

better be careful with old Rigg. He's a shrewd bird, and he's onto me. . . . Now what do you 

mean?" indignantly. "What do you mean by 'onto me'? There's nothing to be onto! I refused a 

drink and a cigar, didn't I? I never cuss except when I lose my temper, do I? I'm leading an 

absolutely Christian life. And I'm bringing a whale of a lot more souls into churches than any of 

these pussy-footing tin saints that're afraid to laugh and jolly people. 'Onto me' nothing!" 
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On Saturday morning, on the page of religious advertisements in the Zenith newspapers, 

Elmer's first sermon was announced in a two-column spread as dealing with the promising 

problem: "Can Strangers Find Haunts of Vice in Zenith?" 

 

They could, and with gratifying ease, said Elmer in his sermon. He said it before at least 

four hundred people, as against the hundred who had normally been attending. 

 

He himself was a stranger in Zenith, and he had gone forth and he had been "appalled--

aghast--bowed in shocked horror" at the amount of vice, and such interesting and attractive vice. 

He had investigated Braun's Island, a rackety beach and dance floor and restaurant at South 

Zenith, and he had found mixed bathing. He described the ladies' legs; he described the two 

amiable young women who had picked him up. He told of the waiter who, though he denied that 

Braun's restaurant itself sold liquor, had been willing to let him know where to get it, and where 

to find an all-night game of poker--"and, mind you, playing poker for keeps, you understand," 

Elmer explained. 

 

On Washington Avenue, North, he had found two movies in which "the dreadful painted 

purveyors of putrescent vice"--he meant the movie actors--had on the screen danced "suggestive 

steps which would bring the blush of shame to the cheeks of any decent woman," and in which 

the same purveyors had taken drinks which he assumed to be the deadly cocktails. On his way to 

his hotel after these movies three ladies of the night had accosted him, right under the White 

Way of lights. Street-corner loafers--he had apparently been very chummy with them--had told 

him of blind pigs, of dope-peddlers, of strange lecheries. 

 

"That," he shouted, "is what one stranger was able to find in your city--now my city, and 

well beloved! But could he find virtue so easily, could he, could he? Or just a lot of easygoing 

churches, lollygagging along, while the just God threatens this city with the fire and devouring 

brimstone that destroyed proud Sodom and Gomorrah in their abominations! Listen! With the 

help of God Almighty, let us raise here in this church a standard of virtue that no stranger can 

help seeing! We're lazy. We're not burning with a fever of righteousness. On your knees, you 

slothful, and pray God to forgive you and to aid you and me to form a brotherhood of helpful, 

joyous, fiercely righteous followers of every commandment of the Lord Our God!" 

 

The newspapers carried almost all of it. . . . It had just happened that there were reporters 

present--it had just happened that Elmer had been calling up the Advocate-Times on Saturday--it 

had just happened that he remembered he had met Bill Kingdom, the Advocate reporter, in 



Sparta--it had just happened that to help out good old Bill he had let him know there would be 

something stirring in the church, come Sunday. 

 

The next Saturday Elmer advertised "Is There a Real Devil Sneaking Around with Horns 

and Hoofs?" On Sunday there were seven hundred present. Within two months Elmer was 

preaching, ever more confidently and dramatically, to larger crowds than were drawn by any 

other church in Zenith except four or five. 

 

But, "Oh, he's just a new sensation--he can't last out--hasn't got the learning and staying-

power. Besides, Old Town is shot to pieces," said Elmer's fellow vinters--particularly his 

annoyed fellow Methodists. 
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Cleo and he had found a gracious old house in Old Town, to be had cheap because of the 

ragged neighborhood. He had hinted to her that since he was making such a spiritual sacrifice as 

to take a lower salary in coming to Zenith, her father, as a zealous Christian, ought to help them 

out; and if she should be unable to make her father perceive this, Elmer would regretfully have to 

be angry with her. 

 

She came back from a visit to Banjo Crossing with two thousand dollars. 

 

Cleo had an instinct for agreeable furniture. For the old house, with its white mahogany 

paneling, she got reproductions of early New England chairs and commodes and tables. There 

was a white-framed fireplace and a fine old crystal chandelier in the living-room. 

 

"Some class! We can entertain the bon ton here, and, believe me, I'll soon be having a lot 

of 'em coming to church! . . . Sometimes I do wish, though, I'd gone out for the Episcopal 

Church. Lots more class there, and they don't beef if a minister takes a little drink," he said to 

Cleo. 

 

"Oh, Elmer, how can you! When Methodism stands for--" 

 

"Oh, God, I do wish that just once you wouldn't deliberately misunderstand me! Here I 

was just carrying on a philosophical discussion, and not speaking personal, and you go and--" 

 

His house in order, he gave attention to clothes. He dressed as calculatingly as an actor. 

For the pulpit, he continued to wear morning clothes. For his church study, he chose offensively 

inoffensive lounge suits, gray and brown and striped blue, with linen collars and quiet blue ties. 



For addresses before slightly boisterous lunch-clubs, he went in for manly tweeds and manly soft 

collars, along with his manly voice and manly jesting. 

 

He combed his thick hair back from his strong, square face, and permitted it to hang, 

mane-like, just a bit over his collar. But it was still too black to be altogether prophetic. 

 

The two thousand was gone before they had been in Zenith a month. 

 

"But it's all a good investment," he said. "When I meet the Big Bugs, they'll see I may 

have a dump of a church in a bum section but I can put up as good a front as if I were preaching 

on Chickasaw Road." 
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If in Banjo Crossing Elmer had been bored by inactivity, in Zenith he was almost 

exhausted by the demands. 

 

Wellspring Church had been carrying on a score of institutional affairs, and Elmer 

doubled them, for nothing brought in more sympathy, publicity, and contributions. Rich old 

hyenas who never went to church would ooze out a hundred dollars or even five hundred when 

you described the shawled mothers coming tearfully to the milk station. 

 

There were classes in manual training, in domestic science, in gymnastics, in bird study, 

for the poor boys and girls of Old Town. There were troops of Boy Scouts, of Camp Fire Girls. 

There were Ladies' Aid meetings, Women's Missionary Society meetings, regular church suppers 

before prayer-meeting, a Bible Training School for Sunday School teachers, a sewing society, 

nursing and free food for the sick and poor, half a dozen clubs of young men and women, half a 

dozen circles of matrons, and a Men's Club with monthly dinners, for which the pastor had to 

snare prominent speakers without payment. The Sunday School was like a small university. And 

every day there were dozens of callers who asked the pastor for comfort, for advice, for money--

young men in temptation, widows wanting jobs, old widows wanting assurance of immortality, 

hoboes wanting hand-outs, and eloquent book-agents. Where in Banjo the villagers had been shy 

to expose their cancerous sorrows, in the city there were always lonely people who reveled in 

being a little twisted, a little curious, a little shameful; who yearned to talk about themselves and 

who expected the pastor to be forever interested. 

 

Elmer scarce had time to prepare his sermons, though he really did yearn now to make 

them original and eloquent. He was no longer satisfied to depend on his barrel. He wanted to 



increase his vocabulary; he was even willing to have new ideas, lifted out of biology and 

biography and political editorials. 

 

He was out of the house daily at eight in the morning--usually after a breakfast in which 

he desired to know of Cleo why the deuce she couldn't keep Nat and Bunny quiet while he read 

the paper--and he did not return till six, burning with weariness. He had to study in the evening. . 

. . He was always testy. . . . His children were afraid of him, even when he boisterously decided 

to enact the Kind Parent for one evening and to ride them pickaback, whether or no they wanted 

to be ridden pickaback. They feared God properly and kept his commandments, did Nat and 

Bunny, because their father so admirably prefigured God. 

 

When Cleo was busy with meetings and clubs at the church, Elmer blamed her for 

neglecting the house; when she slackened her church work, he was able equally to blame her for 

not helping him professionally. And obviously it was because she had so badly arranged the 

home routine that he never had time for morning Family Worship. . . . But he made up for it by 

the violence of his Grace before Meat, during which he glared at the children if they stirred in 

their chairs. 

 

And always the telephone was ringing--not only in his office but at home in the evening. 

 

What should Miss Weezeger, the deaconess, do about this old Miss Mally, who wanted a 

new nightgown? Could the Reverend Gantry give a short talk on "Advertising and the Church" 

to the Ad Club next Tuesday noon? Could he address the Letitia Music and Literary Club on 

"Religion and Poetry" next Thursday at four--just when he had a meeting with the Official 

Board. The church janitor wanted to start the furnace, but the coal hadn't been delivered. What 

advice would the Reverend Mr. Gantry give to a young man who wanted to go to college and 

had no money? From what book was that quotation about "Cato learned Greek at eighty 

Sophocles" which he had used in last Sunday's sermon? Would Mr. Gantry be so kind and 

address the Lincoln School next Friday morning at nine-fifteen--the dear children would be so 

glad of any Message he had to give them, and the regular speaker couldn't show up. Would it be 

all right for the Girls' Basket Ball team to use the basement tonight? Could the Reverend come 

out, right now, to the house of Ben T. Evers, 2616 Appleby Street--five miles away--because 

grandmother was very ill and needed consolation. What the dickens did the Reverend mean by 

saying, last Sunday, that hell-fire might be merely spiritual and figurative--didn't he know that 

that was agin Matthew V: 29: "Thy whole body should be cast into hell." Could he get the proof 

of the church bulletin back to the printers right away? Could the officers of the Southwest Circle 

of Women meet in Mr. Gantry's study tomorrow? Would Reverend Gantry speak at the Old 

Town Improvement Association Banquet? Did the Reverend want to buy a secondhand motor 

car in A-1 shape? Could the Reverend-- 

 

"God!" said the Reverend; and, "Huh? Why, no, of course you couldn't answer 'em for 

me, Cleo. But at least you might try to keep from humming when I'm simply killing myself 

trying to take care of all these blame' fools and sacrificing myself and everything!" 



 

And the letters. 

 

In response to every sermon he had messages informing him that he was the bright hope 

of evangelicism and that he was a cloven-hoofed fiend; that he was a rousing orator and a human 

saxophone. One sermon on the delights of Heaven, which he pictured as a perpetual summer 

afternoon at a lake resort, brought in the same mail four comments: 

 

i have got an idea for you verry important since hearing yrs of last Sunday evening why 

do'nt you hold services every evning to tell people & etc about heven and danger of hell we must 

hurry hurry hurry, the church in a bad way and is up to us who have many and infaliable proofs 

of heven and hell to hasten yes we must rescew the parishing, make everywhere the call of the 

lord, fill the churches and empty these damable theatre. 

 

Yrs for his coming, 

James C. Wickes, 

2113 A, McGrew Street. 

 

  

The writer is an honest and unwavering Christian and I want to tell you, Gantry, that the 

only decent and helpful and enjoyable thing about your sermon last Sunday A.M. was your 

finally saying "Let us pray," only you should have said "Let me prey." By your wibbly-wabbly 

emphasis on Heaven and your fear to emphasize the horrors of Hell, you get people into an easy-

going, self-satisfied frame of mind where they slip easily into sin, and while pretending to be an 

earnest and literal believer in every word of the Scriptures, you are an atheist in sheep's clothing. 

I am a minister of the gospel and know whereof I speak. 

 

Yours, 

ALMON JEWINGS STRAFE. 

 

  

I heard your rotten old-fashioned sermon last Sunday. You pretend to be liberal, but you 

are just a hide-bound conservative. Nobody believes in a material heaven or hell any more, and 

you make yourself ridiculous by talking about them. Wake up and study some modern dope. 

 

A student. 

 

  

Dear Brother, your lovely sermon last Sunday about Heaven was the finest I have ever 

heard. I am quite an old lady and not awful well and in my ills and griefs, especially about my 

grandson who drinks, your wonderful words give me such a comfort I cannot describe to you. 

 

Yours admiringly, 



MRS. R. R. GOMMERIE. 

 

And he was expected, save with the virulent anonymous letters, to answer all of them . . . 

in his stuffy office, facing a shelf of black-bound books, dictating to the plaintive Miss Bundle, 

who never caught an address, who always single-spaced the letters which should have been 

double-spaced, and who had a speed which seemed adequate until you discovered that she 

attained it by leaving out most of the verbs and adjectives. 
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Whether or not he was irritable on week days, Sundays were to his nervous family a hell 

of keeping out of his way, and for himself they had the strain of a theatrical first night. 

 

He was up at seven, looking over his sermon notes, preparing his talk to the Sunday 

School, and snarling at Cleo, "Good Lord, you might have breakfast on time today, at least, and 

why in heaven's name you can't get that furnace-man here so I won't have to freeze while I'm 

doing my studying--" 

 

He was at Sunday School at a quarter to ten, and often he had to take the huge Men's 

Bible Class and instruct it in the more occult meanings of the Bible, out of his knowledge of the 

original Hebrew and Greek as denied to the laity. 

 

Morning church services began at eleven. Now that he often had as many as a thousand 

in the audience, as he peeped out at them from the study he had stage-fright. Could he hold 

them? What the deuce had he intended to say about communion? He couldn't remember a word 

of it. 

 

It was not easy to keep on urging the unsaved to come forward as though he really 

thought they would and as though he cared a hang whether they did or not. It was not easy, on 

communion Sundays, when they knelt round the altar rail, to keep from laughing at the 

sanctimonious eyes and prim mouths of brethren whom he knew to be crooks in private business. 

 

It was not easy to go on saying with proper conviction that whosoever looked on a 

woman to lust after her would go booming down to hell when there was a pretty and admiring 

girl in the front row. And it was hardest of all, when he had done his public job, when he was 

tired and wanted to let down, to stand about after the sermon and be hand-shaken by aged 

spinster saints who expected him to listen without grinning while they quavered that he was a 

silver-plated angel and that they were just like him. 

 



To have to think up a new, bright, pious quip for each of them! To see large sporting 

males regarding him the while as though he were an old woman in trousers! 

 

By the time he came home for Sunday lunch he was looking for a chance to feel injured 

and unappreciated and pestered and put upon, and usually he found the chance. 

 

There were still ahead of him, for the rest of the day, the Sunday evening service, often 

the Epworth League, sometimes special meetings at four. Whenever the children disturbed his 

Sunday afternoon nap, Elmer gave an impersonation of the prophets. Why! All he asked of Nat 

and Bunny was that, as a Methodist minister's children, they should not be seen on the streets or 

in the parks on the blessed Sabbath afternoon, and that they should not be heard about the house. 

He told them, often, that they were committing an unexampled sin by causing him to fall into 

bad tempers unbecoming a Man of God. 

 

But through all these labors and this lack of domestic sympathy he struggled successfully. 
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Elmer was as friendly as ever with Bishop Toomis. 

 

He had conferred early with the bishop and with the canny lawyer-trustee, T. J. Rigg, as 

to what fellow-clergymen in Zenith it would be worth his while to know. 

 

Among the ministers outside the Methodist Church, they recommended Dr. G. Prosper 

Edwards, the highly cultured pastor of the Pilgrim Congregational Church, Dr. John Jennison 

Drew, the active but sanctified leader of the Chatham Road Presbyterian Church, that solid 

Baptist, the Reverend Hosea Jessup, and Willis Fortune Tate, who, though he was an 

Episcopalian and very shaky as regards liquor and hell, had one of the suavest and most 

expensive flocks in town. And if one could endure the Christian Scientists' smirking conviction 

that they alone had the truth, there was the celebrated leader of the First Christian Science 

Church, Mr. Irving Tillish. 

 

The Methodist ministers of Zenith Elmer met and studied at their regular Monday 

morning meetings, in the funeral and wedding chapel of Central Church. They looked like a 

group of prosperous and active business men. Only two of them ever wore clerical waistcoats, 

and of these only one compromised with the Papacy and the errors of Canterbury by turning his 

collar around. A few resembled farmers, a few stone-masons, but most of them looked like retail 

shops. The Reverend Mr. Chatterton Weeks indulged in claret-colored "fancy socks," silk 

handkerchiefs, and an enormous emerald ring, and gave a pleasant suggestion of vaudeville. Nor 



were they too sanctimonious. They slapped one another's backs, they used first names, they 

shouted, "I hear you're grabbing off all the crowds in town, you old cuss!" and for the manlier 

and more successful of them it was quite the thing to use now and then a daring "damn." 

 

It would, to an innocent layman, have been startling to see them sitting in rows like 

schoolboys; to hear them listening not to addresses on credit and the routing of hardware but to 

short helpful talks on Faith. The balance was kept, however, by an adequate number of papers on 

trade subjects--the sort of pews most soothing to the back; the value of sending postcards reading 

"Where were you last Sunday, old scout? We sure did miss you at the Men's Bible Class"; the 

comparative values of a giant imitation thermometer, a giant clock, and a giant automobile 

speedometer, as a register of the money coming in during special drives; the question of gold and 

silver stars as rewards for Sunday School attendance; the effectiveness of giving the children 

savings-banks in the likeness of a jolly little church to encourage them to save their pennies for 

Christian work; and the morality of violin solos. 

 

Nor were the assembled clergy too inhumanly unboastful in their reports of increased 

attendance and collections. 

 

Elmer saw that the Zenith district superintendent, one Fred Orr, could be neglected as a 

creeping and silent fellow who was all right at prayer and who seemed to lead an almost 

irritatingly pure life, but who had no useful notions about increasing collections. 

 

The Methodist preachers whom he had to take seriously as rivals were four. 

 

There was Chester Brown, the ritualist, of the new and ultra-Gothic Asbury Church. He 

was almost as bad, they said, as an Episcopalian. He wore a clerical waistcoat buttoned up to his 

collar; he had a robed choir and the processional; he was rumored once to have had candles on 

what was practically an altar. He was, to Elmer, distressingly literary and dramatic. It was said 

that he had literary gifts; his articles appeared not only in the Advocate but in the Christian 

Century and the New Republic--rather whimsical essays, safely Christian but frank about the 

church's sloth and wealth and blindness. He had been Professor of English Literature and Church 

History in Luccock College, and he did such sermons on books as Elmer, with his exhausting 

knowledge of Longfellow and George Eliot, could never touch. 

 

Dr. Otto Hickenlooper of Central Church was an even more distressing rival. His was the 

most active institutional church of the whole state. He had not only manual training and 

gymnastics but sacred pageants, classes in painting (never from the nude), classes in French and 

batik-making and sex hygiene and bookkeeping and short-story writing. He had clubs for 

railroad men, for stenographers, for bell-boys; and after the church suppers the young people 

were encouraged to sit about in booths to which the newspapers referred flippantly as "courting 

corners." 

 



Dr. Hickenlooper had come out hard for Social Service. He was in sympathy with the 

American Federation of Labor, the I. W. W., the Socialists, the Communists, and the Non-

partisan League, which was more than they were with one another. He held Sunday evening 

lectures on the Folly of War, the Minimum Wage, the need of clean milk; and once a month he 

had an open forum, to which were invited the most dangerous radical speakers, who were 

allowed to say absolutely anything they liked, provided they did not curse, refer to adultery, or 

criticize the leadership of Christ. 

 

Dr. Mahlon Potts, of the First Methodist Church, seemed to Elmer at first glance less 

difficult to oust. He was fat, pompous, full of heavy rumbles of piety. He was a stage parson. 

"Ah, my dear Brother!" he boomed; and "How are we this morning, my dear Doctor, and how is 

the lovely little wife?" But Dr. Potts had the largest congregation of any church of any 

denomination in Zenith. He was so respectable. He was so safe. People knew where they were, 

with him. He was adequately flowery of speech--he could do up a mountain, a sunset, a burning 

of the martyrs, a reception of the same by the saints in heaven, as well as any preacher in town. 

But he never doubted nor let any one else doubt that by attending the Methodist Church 

regularly, and observing the rules of repentance, salvation, baptism, communion, and liberal 

giving, every one would have a minimum of cancer and tuberculosis and sin, and unquestionably 

arrive in heaven. 

 

These three Elmer envied but respected; one man he envied and loathed. 

 

That was Philip McGarry of the Arbor Methodist Church. 

 

Philip McGarry, Ph. D. of Chicago University in economics and philosophy--only 

everybody who liked him, layman or fellow-parson, seemed to call him "Phil"--was at the age of 

thirty-five known through the whole American Methodist Church as an enfant terrible. The 

various sectional editions of the Advocate admired him but clucked like doting and alarmed hens 

over his frequent improprieties. He was accused of every heresy. He never denied them, and the 

only dogma he was known to give out positively was the leadership of Jesus--as to whose 

divinity he was indefinite. 

 

He was a stocky, smiling man, fond of boxing, and even at a funeral incapable of 

breathing, "Ah, Sister!" 

 

He criticized everything. He criticized even bishops--for being too fat, for being too 

ambitious, for gassing about Charity during a knock-down-and-drag-out strike. He criticized, but 

amiably, the social and institutional and generally philanthropic Dr. Otto Hickenlooper, with his 

clubs for the study of Karl Marx and his Sunday afternoon reception for lonely traveling-men. 

 

"You're a good lad, Otto," said Dr. McGarry--and openly, in the preachers' Monday 

meetings: "You mean well, but you're one of these darned philanthropists." 

 



"Nice word to use publicly--'darned'!" meditated the Reverend Elmer Gantry. 

 

"All your stuff at Central, Otto," said Dr. McGarry, "is paternalistic. You hand out rations 

to the dear pee-pul and keep 'em obedient. You talk about socialism and pacifism, and say a lot 

of nice things about 'em, but you always explain that reforms must come in due time, which 

means never, and then only through the kind supervision of Rockefeller and Henry Ford. And I 

always suspect that your activities have behind 'em the sneaking purpose of luring the poor 

chumps into religion--even into Methodism!" 

 

The whole ministerial meeting broke into yelps. 

 

"Well, of course, that's the purpose--" 

 

"Well, if you'll kindly tell me why you stay in the Methodist Church when you think it's 

so unimportant to--" 

 

"Just what are you, a minister of the gospel, seeking except religion--" 

 

The meeting, on such a morning, was certain to stray from the consideration of using 

egg-coal in church furnaces to the question as to what, when they weren't before their 

congregations and on record, they really believed about the whole thing. 

 

That was a very dangerous and silly thing, reflected Elmer Gantry. No telling where 

you'd get to, if you went blatting around about a lot of these fool problems. Preach the straight 

Bible gospel and make folks good, he demanded, and leave all these ticklish questions of 

theology and social service to the profs! 

 

Philip McGarry wound up his cheerful attack on Dr. Hickenlooper, the first morning 

when Elmer disgustedly encountered him, by insisting, "You see, Otto, your reforms couldn't 

mean anything, or you wouldn't be able to hold onto as many prosperous money-grabbing 

parishioners as you do. No risk of the working-men in your church turning dangerous as long as 

you've got that tight-fisted Joe Hanley as one of your trustees! Thank Heaven, I haven't got a 

respectable person in my whole blooming flock!" 

 

("Yeh, and there's where you gave yourself away, McGarry," Elmer chuckled inwardly. 

"That's the first thing you've said that's true!") 

 

Philip McGarry's church was in a part of the city incomparably more run-down than 

Elmer's Old Town. It was called "The Arbor"; it had in pioneer days been the vineyard-sheltered 

village, along the Chaloosa River, from which had grown the modern Zenith. Now it was all 

dives, brothels, wretched tenements, cheap-jack shops. Yet here McGarry lived, a bachelor, 

seemingly well content, counseling pickpockets and scrubwomen, and giving on Friday evenings 



a series of lectures packed by eager Jewish girl students, radical workmen, old cranks, and 

wistful rich girls coming in limousines down from the spacious gardens of Royal Ridge. 

 

"I'll have trouble with that McGarry if we both stay in this town. Him and I will never get 

along together," thought Elmer. "Well, I'll keep away from him; I'll treat him with some of this 

Christian charity that he talks so darn' much about and can't understand the real meaning of! 

We'll just dismiss him--and most of these other birds. But the big three--how'll I handle them?" 

 

He could not, even if he should have a new church, outdo Chester Brown in ecclesiastical 

elegance or literary messages. He could never touch Otto Hickenlooper in institutions and social 

service. He could never beat Mahlon Potts in appealing to the well-to-do respectables. 

 

Yet he could beat them all together! 

 

Planning it delightedly, at the ministers' meeting, on his way home, by the fireplace at 

night, he saw that each of these stars was so specialized that he neglected the good publicity-

bringing features of the others. Elmer would combine them; be almost as elevating as Chester 

Brown, almost as solidly safe and moral as Mahlon Potts. And all three of them, in fact every 

preacher in town except one Presbyterian, were neglecting the--well, some people called it 

sensational, but that was just envy; the proper word, considered Elmer, was powerful, or perhaps 

fearless, or stimulating--all of them were neglecting a powerful, fearless, or stimulating, and 

devil-challenging concentration on vice. Booze. Legs. Society bridge. You bet! 

 

Not overdo it, of course, but the town would come to know that in the sermons of the 

Reverend Elmer Gantry there would always be something spicy and yet improving. 

 

"Oh, I can put it over the whole bunch!" Elmer stretched his big arms in joyous vigor. 

"I'll build a new church. I'll take the crowds away from all of 'em. I'll be the one big preacher in 

Zenith. And then--Chicago? New York? Bishopric? Whatever I want! Whee!" 
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It was during his inquiry about clerical allies and rivals--they were the same thing--that 

Elmer learned that two of his classmates at Mizpah Seminary were stationed in Zenith. 

 

Wallace Umstead, the Mizpah student-instructor in gymnastics, was now general 

secretary of the Zenith Y.M.C.A. 

 

"He's a boob. We can pass him up," Elmer decided. "Husky but no finesse and culture. 

No. That's wrong. Preacher can get a lot of publicity speaking at the Y., and get the fellows to 

join his church." 

 

So he called on Mr. Umstead, and that was a hearty and touching meeting between 

classmates, two strong men come face to face, two fellow manly Christians. 

 

But Elmer was not pleased to learn of the presence of the second classmate, Frank 

Shallard. He angrily recalled: "Sure--the fellow that high-hatted me and sneaked around and tried 

to spy on me when I was helping him learn the game at Schoenheim." 

 

He was glad to hear that Frank was in disgrace with the sounder and saner clergy of 

Zenith. He had left the Baptist Church; it was said that he had acted in a low manner as a 

common soldier in the Great War; and he had gone as pastor to a Congregational Church in 

Zenith--not a God-fearing, wealthy Congregational Church, like that of Dr. G. Prosper Edwards, 

but one that was suspected of being as shaky and cowardly and misleading as any Unitarian fold. 

 

Elmer remembered that he still owed Frank the hundred dollars which he had borrowed 

to reach Zenith for the last of his Prosperity lectures. He was furious to remember it. He couldn't 

pay it, not now, with a motor car just bought and only half paid for! But was it safe to make an 

enemy of this crank Shallard, who might go around shooting his mouth off and telling a lot of 

stories--not more'n half of 'em true? 

 

He groaned with martyrdom, made out a check for a hundred--it was one-half of his 

present bank-balance--and sent it to Frank with a note explaining that for years he had yearned to 

return this money, but he had lost Frank's address. Also, he would certainly call on his dear 

classmate just as soon as he got time. 

 

"And that'll be about sixteen years after the Day of Judgment," he snorted. 
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Not all the tenderness, all the serene uprightness, all the mystic visions of Andrew 

Pengilly, that village saint, had been able to keep Frank Shallard satisfied with the Baptist 

ministry after his association with the questioning rabbi and the Unitarian minister at Eureka. 

These liberals proved admirably the assertion of the Baptist fundamentalists that to tamper with 

biology and ethnology was to lose one's Baptist faith, wherefore State University education 

should be confined to algebra, agriculture, and Bible study. 

 

Early in 1917, when it was a question as to whether he would leave his Baptist church or 

to be kicked out, Frank was caught by the drama of war--caught, in his wavering, by what 

seemed strength--and he resigned, for all of Bess' bewildered protests; he sent her and the 

children back to her father, and enlisted as a private soldier. 

 

Chaplain? No! He wanted, for the first time, to be normal and uninsulated. 

 

Through the war he was kept as a clerk in camp in America. He was industrious, quick, 

accurate, obedient; he rose to a sergeancy and learned to smoke; he loyally brought his captain 

home whenever he was drunk; and he read half a hundred volumes of science. 

 

And all the time he hated it. 

 

He hated the indignity of being herded with other men, no longer a person of leisure and 

dignity and command, whose idiosyncrasies were important to himself and to other people, but a 

cog, to be hammered brusquely the moment it made any rattle of individuality. He hated the 

seeming planlessness of the whole establishment. If this was a war to end war, he heard nothing 

of it from any of his fellow soldiers or his officers. 

 

But he learned to be easy and common with common men. He learned not even to hear 

cursing. He learned to like large males more given to tobacco-chewing than to bathing, and 

innocent of all words longer than "hell." He found himself so devoted to the virtues of these 

common people that he wanted "to do something for them"--and in bewildered reflection he 

could think of no other way of "doing something for them" than to go on preaching. 

 

But not among the Baptists, with their cast-iron minds. 

 

Nor yet could he quite go over to the Unitarians. He still revered Jesus of Nazareth as the 

one path to justice and kindness, and he still--finding even as in childhood a magic in the stories 



of shepherds keeping watch by night, of the glorified mother beside the babe in the manger--he 

still had an unreasoned feeling that Jesus was of more than human birth, and veritably the Christ. 

 

It seemed to him that the Congregationalists were the freest among the more or less 

trinitarian denominations. Each Congregational church made its own law. The Baptists were 

supposed to, but they were ruled by a grim general opinion. 

 

After the war he talked to the state superintendent of Congregational churches of 

Winnemac. Frank wanted a free church, and a poor church, but not poor because it was timid and 

lifeless. 

 

They would, said the superintendent, be glad to welcome him among the 

Congregationalists, and there was available just the flock Frank wanted: the Dorchester Church, 

on the edge of Zenith. The parishioners were small shopkeepers and factory foremen and skilled 

workmen and railwaymen, with a few stray music-teachers and insurance agents. They were 

mostly poor; and they had the reputation of really wanting the truth from the pulpit. 

 

When Elmer arrived, Frank had been at the Dorchester Church for two years, and he had 

been nearly happy. 

 

He found that the grander among his fellow Congregational pastors--such as G. Prosper 

Edwards, with his downtown plush-lined cathedral--could be shocked almost as readily as the 

Baptists by a suggestion that we didn't really quite know about the virgin birth. He found that the 

worthy butchers and haberdashers of his congregation did not radiate joy at a defense of 

Bolshevik Russia. He found that he was still not at all certain that he was doing any good, aside 

from providing the drug of religious hope to timorous folk frightened of hell-fire and afraid to 

walk alone. 

 

But to be reasonably free, to have, after army life, the fleecy comfort of a home with jolly 

Bess and the children, this was oasis, and for three years Frank halted in his fumbling for 

honesty. 

 

Even more than Bess, the friendship of Dr. Philip McGarry, of the Arbor Methodist 

Church, kept Frank in the ministry. 

 

McGarry was three or four years younger than Frank, but in his sturdy cheerfulness he 

seemed more mature. Frank had met him at the Ministerial Alliance's monthly meeting, and they 

had liked in each other a certain disdainful honesty. McGarry was not to be shocked by what 

biology did to Genesis, by the suggestion that certain Christian rites had been stolen from 

Mithraic cults, by Freudianism, by any social heresies, yet McGarry loved the church, as a 

comradely gathering of people alike hungry for something richer than daily selfishness, and this 

love he passed on to Frank. 

 



But Frank still resented it that, as a parson, he was considered not quite virile; that even 

clever people felt they must treat him with a special manner; that he was barred from knowing 

the real thoughts and sharing the real desires of normal humanity. 

 

And when he received Elmer's note of greeting he groaned, "Oh, Lord, I wonder if people 

ever class me with a fellow like Gantry?" 

 

He suggested to Bess, after a spirited account of Elmer's eminent qualities for spiritual 

and amorous leadership, "I feel like sending his check back to him." 

 

"Let's see it," said Bess, and, placing the check in her stocking, she observed derisively, 

"There's a new suit for Michael, and a lovely dinner for you and me, and a new lip-stick, and 

money in the bank. Cheers! I adore you, Reverend Shallard, I worship you, I adhere to you in all 

Christian fidelity, but let me tell you, my lad, it wouldn't hurt you one bit if you had some of 

Elmer's fast technique in love-making!" 
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Elmer had, even in Zenith, to meet plenty of solemn and whiskery persons whose only 

pleasure aside from not doing agreeable things was keeping others from doing them. But the 

general bleakness of his sect was changing, and he found in Wellspring Church a Young Married 

Set who were nearly as cheerful as though they did not belong to a church. 

 

This Young Married Set, though it was in good odor, though the wives taught Sunday 

School and the husbands elegantly passed collection plates, swallowed the Discipline with such 

friendly ease as a Catholic priest uses toward the latest bleeding Madonna. They lived, largely, in 

the new apartment-houses which were creeping into Old Town. They were not rich, but they had 

Fords and phonographs and gin. They danced, and they were willing to dance even in the 

presence of the Pastor. 

 

They smelled in Elmer one of them, and though Cleo's presence stiffened them into 

uncomfortable propriety, when he dropped in on them alone they shouted, "Come on, Reverend, 

I bet you can shake a hoof as good as anybody! The wife says she's gotta dance with you! Gotta 

get acquainted with these Sins of the World if you're going to make snappy sermons!" 

 

He agreed, and he did dance, with a pretty appearance of being shocked. He was light-

footed still, for all his weight, and there was electricity in his grasp as his hands curled about his 

partner's waist. 

 

"Oh, my, Reverend, if you hadn't been a preacher you'd have been some dancing-man!" 

the women fluttered, and for all his caution he could not keep from looking into their fascinated 

eyes, noting the flutter of their bosoms, and murmuring, "Better remember I'm human, honey! If 

I did cut loose--Zowie!" 

 

And they admired him for it. 

 

Once, when rather hungrily he sniffed at the odors of alcohol and tobacco, the host 

giggled, "Say, I hope you don't smell anything on my breath, Reverend--be fierce if you thought 

a good Methodist like me could ever throw in a shot of liquor!" 

 

"It's not my business to smell anything except on Sundays," said Elmer amiably, and, 

"Come on now, Sister Gilson, let's try and fox-trot again. My gracious, you talk about me 



smelling for liquor! Think of what would happen if Brother Apfelmus knew his dear Pastor was 

slipping in a little dance! Mustn't tell on me, folks!" 

 

"You bet we won't!" they said, and not even the elderly pietists on whom he called most 

often became louder adherents of the Reverend Elmer Gantry, better advertisers of his sermons, 

than these blades of the Young Married Set. 

 

He acquired a habit of going to their parties. He was hungry for brisk companionship, and 

it was altogether depressing now to be with Cleo. She could never learn, not after ten efforts a 

day, that she could not keep him from saying "Damn!" by looking hurt and murmuring, "Oh, 

Elmer, how can you?" 

 

He told her, regarding the parties, that he was going out to call on parishioners. And he 

was not altogether lying. His ambition was more to him now than any exalted dissipation, and 

however often he yearned for the mechanical pianos and the girls in pink kimonos of whom he 

so lickerishly preached, he violently kept away from them. 

 

But the jolly wives of the Young Married Set--Particularly this Mrs. Gilson, Beryl 

Gilson, a girl of twenty-five, born for cuddling. She had a bleached and whining husband, who 

was always quarreling with her in a weakly violent sputtering; and she was obviously taken by 

Elmer's confident strength. He sat by her in "cozy-corners," and his arm was tense. But he won 

glory by keeping from embracing her. Also, he wasn't so sure that he could win her. She was 

flighty, fond of triumphs, but cautious, a city girl used to many suitors. And if she did prove 

kind--She was a member of his church, and she was talkative. She might go around hinting. 

 

After these meditations he would flee to the hospitality of T. J. Rigg, in whose cheerfully 

sloven house he could relax safely, from whom he could get the facts about the private business 

careers of his more philanthropic contributors. But all the time the attraction of Beryl Gilson, the 

vision of her dove-smooth shoulders, was churning him to insanity. 
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He had not noticed them during that Sunday morning sermon in late autumn, not noticed 

them among the admirers who came up afterward to shake hands. Then he startled and croaked, 

so that the current hand-shaker thought he was ill. 

 

Elmer had seen, loitering behind the others, his one-time forced fiancée, Lulu Bains of 

Schoenheim, and her lanky, rugged, vengeful cousin, Floyd Naylor. 

 



They strayed up only when all the others were gone, when the affable ushers had stopped 

pouncing on victims and pump-handling them and patting their arms, as all ushers always do 

after all church services. Elmer wished the ushers were staying, to protect him, but he was more 

afraid of scandal than of violence. 

 

He braced himself, feeling the great muscles surge along his back, then took quick 

decision and dashed toward Lulu and Floyd, yammering, "Well, well, well, well, well, well--" 

 

Floyd shambled up, not at all unfriendly, and shook hands powerfully. "Lulu and I just 

heard you were in town--don't go to church much, I guess, so we didn't know. We're married!" 

 

While he shook hands with Lulu, much more tenderly, Elmer gave his benign blessing 

with "Well, well! Mighty glad to hear it." 

 

"Yep, been married--gosh, must be fourteen years now--got married just after we last 

seen you at Schoenheim." 

 

By divine inspiration Elmer was led to look as though he were wounded clear to the heart 

at the revived memory of that unfortunate last seeing. He folded his hands in front of his 

beautiful morning coat, and looked noble, slightly milky and melancholy of eye. . . . But he was 

not milky. He was staring hard enough. He saw that though Floyd was still as clumsily uncouth 

as ever, Lulu--she must be thirty-three or -four now--had taken on the city. She wore a simple, 

almost smart hat, a good tweed top-coat, and she was really pretty. Her eyes were ingratiatingly 

soft, very inviting; she still smiled with a desire to be friendly to every one. Inevitably, she had 

grown plump, but she had not yet overdone it, and her white little paw was veritably that of a 

kitten. 

 

All this Elmer noted, while he looked injured but forgiving and while Floyd stammered: 

 

"You see, Reverend, I guess you thought we played you a pretty dirty trick that night on 

the picnic at Dad Bains', when you came back and I was kind of hugging Lulu." 

 

"Yes, Floyd, I was pretty hurt, but--Let's forget and forgive!" 

 

"No, but listen, Reverend! Golly, 'twas hard for me to come and explain to you, but now 

I've got going--Lulu and me, we weren't making love. No, sir! She was just feeling blue, and I 

was trying to cheer her up. Honest! Then when you got sore and skipped off, Pa Bains, he was so 

doggone mad--got out his shotgun and cussed and raised the old Ned, yes, sir, he simply raised 

Cain, and he wouldn't give me no chance to explain. Said I had to marry Lu. 'Well,' I says, 'if you 

think that's any hardship--'" 

 

Floyd stopped to chuckle. Elmer was conscious that Lulu was studying him, in awe, in 

admiration, in a palpitating resurgence of affection. 



 

"'If you think that's any hardship,' I says, 'let me tell you right now, Uncle,' I says, 'I been 

crazy to marry Lu ever since she was so high. Well, there was a lot of argument. Dad Bains says 

first we had to go in town and explain everything to you. But you was gone away, next morning, 

and what with one thing and another--well, here we are! And doing pretty good. I own a garage 

out here on the edge of town, and we got a nice flat, and everything going fine. But Lulu and I 

kind of felt maybe we ought to come around and explain, when we heard you were here. And got 

two fine kids, both boys!" 

 

"Honestly, we never meant--we didn't!" begged Lulu. 

 

Elmer condescended, "Of course, I understand perfectly, Sister Lulu!" He shook hands 

with Floyd, warmly, and with Lulu more warmly. "And I can't tell you how pleased I am that you 

were both so gallant and polite as to take the trouble and come and explain it to me. That was 

real courtesy, when I'd been such a silly idiot! That night--I suffered so over what I thought was 

your disloyalty that I didn't think I'd live through the night. But come! Shall we not talk of it 

again? All's understood now, and all's right!" He shook hands all over again. "And now that I've 

found you, two old friends like you--of course I'm still practically a stranger in Zenith--I'm not 

going to let you go! I'm going to come out and call on you. Do you belong to any church body 

here in Zenith?" 

 

"Well, no, not exactly," said Floyd. 

 

"Can't I persuade you to come here, sometimes, and perhaps think of joining later?" 

 

"Well, I'll tell you, Reverend, in the auto business--kind of against my religion, at that, 

but you know how it is, in the auto business we're awful' busy on Sunday." 

 

"Well, perhaps Lulu would like to come now and then." 

 

"Sure. Women ought to stick by the church, that's what I always say. Dunno just how we 

got out of the habit, here in the city, and we've always talked about starting going again, but--Oh, 

we just kinda never got around to it, I guess." 

 

"I hope, uh, I hope, Brother Floyd, that our miscomprehension, yours and mine that 

evening, had nothing to do with your alienation from the church! Oh, that would be a pity! Yes. 

Such a pity! But I could, perhaps, have a--a comprehension of it." (He saw that Lulu wasn't 

missing one of his dulcet and sinuous phrases; so different from Floyd's rustic blurting. She was 

pretty. Just plump enough. Cleo would be a fat old woman, he was afraid, instead of handsome. 

He couldn't of married Lulu. No. He'd been right. Small-town stuff. But awful nice to pat!) "Yes, 

I think I could understand it if you'd been offended, Floyd. What a young chump I was, even if I 

was a preacher, to not--not to see the real situation. Really, it's you who must forgive me for my 

wooden-headedness, Floyd!" 



 

Sheepishly, Floyd grunted, "Well, I did think you flew off the handle kind of easy, and I 

guess it did make me kind of sore. But it don't matter none now." 

 

Very interestedly, Elmer inquired of Floyd, "And I'll bet Lulu was even angrier at me for 

my silliness!" 

 

"No, by gosh, she never would let me say a word against you, Reverend! Ha, ha, ha! 

Look at her! By golly, if she ain't blushing! Well, sir, that's a good one on her all right!" Elmer 

looked, intently. 

 

"Well, I'm glad everything's explained," he said unctuously. "Now, Sister Lulu, you must 

let me come out and explain about our fine friendly neighborhood church here, and the splendid 

work we're doing. I know that with two dear kiddies--two, was it?--splendid!--with them and a 

fine husband to look after, you must be kept pretty busy, but perhaps you might find time to 

teach a Sunday School class or, anyway, you might like to come to our jolly church suppers on 

Wednesday now and then. I'll tell you about our work, and you can talk it over with Floyd and 

see what he thinks. What would be a good time to call on you, and what's the address, Lulu? 

How, uh, how would tomorrow afternoon, about three, do? I wish I could come when Floyd's 

there, but all my evenings are so dreadfully taken up." 

 

Next afternoon, at five minutes to three, the Reverend Elmer Gantry entered the cheap 

and flimsy apartment-house in which lived Floyd and Mrs. Naylor, impatiently kicked a baby-

carriage out of the way, panted a little as he skipped up-stairs, and stood glowing, looking at 

Lulu as she opened the door. 

 

"All alone?" he said--he almost whispered. 

 

Her eyes dropped before his. "Yes. The boys are in school." 

 

"Oh, that's too bad! I'd hoped to see them." As the door closed, as they stood in the inner 

hall, he broke out, "Oh, Lulu, my darling, I thought I'd lost you forever, and now I've found you 

again! Oh, forgive me for speaking like that! I shouldn't have! Forgive me! But if you knew how 

I've thought of you, dreamed of you, waited for you, all these years--No. I'm not allowed to talk 

like that. It's wicked. But we're going to be friends, aren't we, such dear, trusting, tender friends . 

. . Floyd and you and I?" 

 

"Oh, yes!" she breathed, as she led him into the shabby sitting-room with its thrice-

painted cane rockers, its couch covered with a knitted shawl, its department-store chromos of 

fruit and Versailles. 

 



They stood recalling each other in the living-room. He muttered huskily, "Dear, it 

wouldn't be wrong for you to kiss me? Just once? Would it? To let me know you really do 

forgive me? You see, now we're like brother and sister." 

 

She kissed him, shyly, fearfully, and she cried, "Oh, my darling, it's been so long!" Her 

arms clung about his neck, invincible, unrestrained. 

 

When the boys came in from school and rang the clicker bell downstairs, the romantics 

were unduly cordial to them. When the boys had gone out to play, she cried, wildly, "Oh, I know 

it's wrong, but I've always loved you so!" 

 

He inquired interestedly, "Do you feel wickeder because I'm a minister?" 

 

"No! I'm proud of it! Like as if you were different from other men--like you were 

somehow closer to God. I'm proud you're a preacher! Any woman would be! It's--you know. 

Different!" 

 

He kissed her. "Oh, you darling!" he said. 

 

  

 

3 

 

  

 

They had to be careful. Elmer had singularly little relish for having the horny-handed 

Floyd Naylor come in some afternoon and find him with Lulu. 

 

Like many famous lovers in many ages, they found refuge in the church. Lulu was an 

admirable cook, and while in her new life in Zenith she had never reached out for such urban 

opportunities as lectures or concerts or literary clubs, she had by some obscure ambitiousness, 

some notion of a shop of her own, been stirred to attend a cooking-school and learn salads and 

pastry and canapés. Elmer was able to give her a weekly Tuesday evening cooking-class to teach 

at Wellspring, and even to get out of the trustees for her a salary of five dollars a week. 

 

The cooking-class was over at ten. By that time the rest of the church was cleared, and 

Elmer had decided that Tuesday evening would be a desirable time for reading in his church 

office. 

 

Cleo had many small activities in the church--clubs, Epworth League, fancy-work--but 

none on Tuesday evening. 

 



Before Lulu came stumbling through the quiet church basement, the dark and musty 

corridor, before she tapped timidly at his door, he would be walking up and down, and when he 

held out his arms she flew into them unreasoning. 

 

He had a new contentment. 

 

"I'm really not a bad fellow. I don't go chasing after women--oh, that fool woman at the 

hotel didn't count--not now that I've got Lulu. Cleo never was married to me; she doesn't matter. 

I like to be good. If I'd just been married to somebody like Sharon! O God! Sharon! Am I untrue 

to her? No! Dear Lulu, sweet kid, I owe something to her, too. I wonder if I could get to see her 

Saturday--" 

 

A new contentment he had, and explosive success. 
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In the autumn of his first year in Zenith Elmer started his famous Lively Sunday 

Evenings. Mornings, he announced, he would give them solid religious meat to sustain them 

through the week, but Sunday evenings he would provide the best cream puffs. Christianity was 

a Glad Religion, and he was going to make it a lot gladder. 

 

There was a safe, conservative, sanguinary hymn or two at his Lively Sunday Evenings, 

and a short sermon about sunsets, authors, or gambling, but most of the time they were just 

happy boys and girls together. He had them sing "Auld Lang Syne," and "Swanee River," with 

all the balladry which might have been considered unecclesiastical if it had not been hallowed by 

the war: "Tipperary," and "There's a Long, Long, Trail," and "Pack Up Your Troubles in Your 

Old Kit Bag and Smile, Smile, Smile." 

 

He made the women sing in contest against the men; the young people against the old; 

and the sinners against the Christians. That was lots of fun, because some of the most firmly 

saved brethren, like Elmer himself, pretended for a moment to be sinners. He made them whistle 

the chorus and hum it and speak it; he made them sing it while they waved handkerchiefs, waved 

one hand, waved both hands. 

 

Other attractive features he provided. There was a ukulele solo by the champion uke-

player from the University of Winnemac. There was a song rendered by a sweet little girl of 

three, perched up on the pulpit. There was a mouth-organ contest, between the celebrated 

Harmonica Quartette from the Higginbotham Casket Factory and the best four harmonicists from 

the B. & K. C. railroad shops; surprisingly won (according to the vote of the congregation) by 

the enterprising and pleasing young men from the railroad. 

 

When this was over, Elmer stepped forward and said--you would never in the world have 

guessed he was joking unless you were near enough to catch the twinkle in his eyes--he said, 

"Now perhaps some of you folks think the pieces the boys have played tonight, like 'Marching 

Through Georgia' and 'Mammy,' aren't quite proper for a Methodist Church, but just let me show 

you how well our friend and brother, Billy Hicks here, can make the old mouth-organ behave in 

a real highbrow religious hymn." 

 

And Billy played "Ach Du Lieber Augustin." 

 



How they all laughed, even the serious old stewards! And when he had them in this 

humor, the Reverend Mr. Gantry was able to slam home, good and hard, some pretty straight 

truths about the horrors of starting children straight for hell by letting them read the colored 

comics on Sunday morning. 

 

Once, to illustrate the evils of betting, he had them bet as to which of two frogs would 

jump first. Once he had the representative of an illustrious grape-juice company hand around 

sample glasses of his beverage, to illustrate the superiority of soft drinks to the horrors of 

alcohol. And once he had up on the platform a sickening twisted motor-car in which three people 

had been killed at a railroad-crossing. With this as an example, he showed his flock that motor 

speeding was but one symptom of the growing madness and worldliness and materialism of the 

age, and that this madness could be cured only by returning to the simple old-time religion as 

preached at the Wellspring Methodist Church. 

 

The motor-car got him seven columns of publicity, with pictures of himself, the car, and 

the killed motorists. 

 

In fact there were few of his new paths to righteousness which did not get adequate and 

respectful attention from the press. 

 

There was, perhaps, no preacher in Zenith, not even the liberal Unitarian minister or the 

powerful Catholic bishop, who was not fond of the young gentlemen of the press. The 

newspapers of Zenith were as likely to attack religion as they were to attack the department-

stores. But of all the clerics, none was so hearty, so friendly, so brotherly, to the reporters as the 

Reverend Elmer Gantry. His rival parsons were merely cordial to the sources of publicity when 

they called. Elmer did his own calling. 

 

Six months after his coming to Zenith he began preparing a sermon on "The Making and 

Mission of a Great Newspaper." He informed the editors of his plan, and had himself taken 

through the plants and introduced to the staffs of the Advocate-Times, its sister, the Evening 

Advocate, the Press, the Gazette, and the Crier. 

 

Out of his visits he managed to seize and hold the acquaintanceship of at least a dozen 

reporters. And he met the magnificent Colonel Rutherford Snow, owner of the Advocate, a 

white-haired, blasphemous, religious, scoundrelly old gentleman, whose social position in Zenith 

was as high as that of a bank-president or a corporation-counsel. Elmer and the Colonel 

recognized in each other an enterprising boldness, and the Colonel was so devoted to the church 

and its work in preserving the free and democratic American institutions that he regularly gave to 

the Pilgrim Congregational Church more than a tenth of what he made out of patent medicine 

advertisements--cancer cures, rupture cures, tuberculosis cures, and the notices of Old Dr. Bly. 

The Colonel was cordial to Elmer, and gave orders that his sermons should be reported at least 

once a month, no matter how the rest of the clergy shouted for attention. 

 



But somehow Elmer could not keep the friendship of Bill Kingdom, that peculiarly hard-

boiled veteran reporter of the Advocate-Times. He did everything he could; he called Bill by his 

first name, he gave him a quarter cigar, and he said "damn," but Bill looked uninterested when 

Elmer came around with the juiciest of stories about dance-halls. In grieved and righteous wrath, 

Elmer turned his charm on younger members of the Advocate staff, who were still new enough 

to be pleased by the good-fellowship of a preacher who could say "damn." 

 

Elmer was particularly benevolent with one Miss Coey, sob-sister reporter for the 

Evening Gazette and an enthusiastic member of his church. She was worth a column a week. He 

always breathed at her after church. 

 

Lulu raged, "It's hard enough to sit right there in the same pew with your wife, and never 

be introduced to her, because you say it isn't safe! But when I see you holding hands with that 

Coey woman, it's a little too much!" 

 

But he explained that he considered Miss Coey a fool, that it made him sick to touch her, 

that he was nice to her only because he had to get publicity; and Lulu saw that it was all proper 

and truly noble of him . . . even when in the church bulletins, which he wrote each week for 

general distribution, he cheered, "Let's all congratulate Sister Coey, who so brilliantly represents 

the Arts among us, on her splendid piece in the recent Gazette about the drunken woman who 

was saved by the Salvation Army. Your pastor felt the quick tears springing to his eyes as he 

read it, which is a tribute to Sister Coey's powers of expression. And he is always glad to 

fellowship with the Salvation Army, as well as with all other branches of the true Protestant 

Evangelical Universal Church. Wellspring is the home of liberality, so long as it does not 

weaken morality or the proven principles of Bible Christianity." 
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As important as publicity to Elmer was the harassing drive of finance. 

 

He had made one discovery superb in its simple genius--the best way to get money was to 

ask for it, hard enough and often enough. To call on rich men, to set Sunday School classes in 

competition against one another, to see that every one received pledge-envelopes, these were all 

useful and he pursued them earnestly. But none of them was so useful as to tell the congregation 

every Sunday what epochal good Wellspring and its pastor were doing, how much greater good 

they could do if they had more funds, and to demand their support now, this minute. 

 



His Official Board was charmed to see the collections increasing even faster than the 

audiences. They insisted that the bishop send Elmer back to them for another year--indeed for 

many years--and they raised Elmer's salary to forty-five hundred dollars. 

 

And in the autumn they let him have two subordinates--the Reverend Sidney Webster, B. 

A., B. D., as Assistant Pastor, and Mr. Henry Wink, B. A., as Director of Religious Education. 

 

Mr. Webster had been secretary to Bishop Toomis, and it was likely that he would some 

day be secretary of one of the powerful church boards--the board of publications, the board of 

missions, the board of temperance and morals. He was a man of twenty-eight; he had been an 

excellent basket-ball player in Boston University; he was tight-mouthed as a New England 

president, efficient as an adding machine, and cold as the heart of a bureaucrat. If he loved God 

and humanity-in-general with rigid devotion, he loved no human individual; if he hated sin, he 

was too contemptuous of any actual sinner to hate him--he merely turned his frigid face away 

and told him to go to hell. He had no vices. He was also competent. He could preach, get rid of 

beggars, be quietly devout in death-bed prayers, keep down church expenses, and explain about 

the Trinity. 

 

Henry Wink had a lisp and he told little simpering stories, but he was admirable in the 

direction of the Sunday School, vacation Bible schools, and the Epworth Leagues. 

 

With Mr. Webster and Mr. Wink removing most of the church detail from him, Elmer 

became not less but more occupied. He no longer merely invited the public, but galloped out and 

dragged it in. He no longer merely scolded sin. He gratifyingly ended it. 
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When he had been in Zenith for a year and three-quarters, Elmer formed the Committee 

on Public Morals, and conducted his raids on the red-light district. 

 

It seemed to him that he was getting less publicity. Even his friend, Colonel Rutherford 

Snow, owner of the Advocate-Times, explained that just saying things couldn't go on being 

news; news was essentially a report of things done. 

 

"All right, I'll do things, by golly, now that I've got Webster and Wink to take care of the 

glad hand for the brethren!" Elmer vowed. 

 

He received an inspiration to the effect that all of a sudden, for reasons not defined, 

"things have gotten so bad in Zenith, immorality is so rampant in high places and low, 



threatening the morals of youth and the sanctity of domesticity, that it is not enough for the 

ministry to stand back warning the malefactors, but a time now to come out of our dignified 

seclusion and personally wage open war on the forces of evil." 

 

He said these startling things in the pulpit, he said them in an interview, and he said them 

in a letter to the most important clergymen in town, inviting them to meet with him to form a 

Committee on Public Morals and make plans for open war. 

 

The devil must have been shaken. Anyway, the newspapers said that the mere threat of 

the formation of the Committee had caused "a number of well-known crooks and women of bad 

reputation to leave town." Who these scoundrels were, the papers did not say. 

 

The Committee was to be composed of the Reverends Elmer Gantry and Otto 

Hickenlooper, Methodists; G. Prosper Edwards, Congregationalist; John Jennison Drew, 

Presbyterian; Edmund St. Vincent Zahn, Lutheran; James F. Gomer, Disciples; Father Matthew 

Smeesby, Catholic; Bernard Amos, Jewish; Hosea Jessup, Baptist; Willis Fortune Tate, 

Episcopalian; and Irving Tillish, Christian Science reader; with Wallace Umstead, the Y.M.C.A. 

secretary, four moral laymen, and a lawyer, Mr. T. J. Rigg. 

 

They assembled at lunch in a private dining-room at the palatial Zenith Athletic Club. 

Being clergymen, and having to prove that they were also red-blooded, as they gathered before 

lunch in the lobby of the club they were particularly boisterous in shouting to passing 

acquaintances, florists and doctors and wholesale plumbers. To one George Babbitt, a real estate 

man, Dr. Drew, the Presbyterian, clamored, "Hey, Georgie! Got a flask along? Lunching with a 

bunch of preachers, and I reckon they'll want a drink!" 

 

There was great admiration on the part of Mr. Babbitt, and laughter among all the 

clergymen, except the Episcopal Mr. Tate and the Christian Scientific Mr. Tillish. 

 

The private dining-room at the club was a thin red apartment with two pictures of young 

Indian maidens of Lithuanian origin sitting in native costumes, which gave free play to their legs, 

under a rugged pine-tree against a background of extremely high mountains. In Private Dining-

room A, beside them, was a lunch of the Men's Furnishers Association, addressed by S. Garrison 

Siegel of New York on "The Rented Dress Suit Business and How to Run It in a High-class 

Way." 

 

The incipient Committee on Public Morals sat about a long narrow table in bent-wood 

chairs, in which they were always vainly trying to tilt back. Their table did not suggest 

debauchery and the demon rum. There were only chilly and naked-looking goblets of ice water. 

 

They lunched, gravely, on consommé, celery, roast lamb, which was rather cold, mashed 

potatoes, which were arctic, Brussels sprouts, which were overstewed, ice cream, which was 

warm; with very large cups of coffee, and no smoking afterward. 



 

Elmer began, "I don't know who is the oldest among us, but certainly no one in this room 

has had a more distinguished or more valuable term of Christian service than Dr. Edwards, of 

Pilgrim Congregational, and I know you'll join me in asking him to say grace before meat." 

 

The table conversation was less cheerful than the blessing. 

 

They all detested one another. Every one knew of some case in which each of the others 

had stolen, or was said to have tried to steal, some parishioner, to have corrupted his faith and 

appropriated his contributions. Dr. Hickenlooper and Dr. Drew had each advertised that he had 

the largest Sunday School in the city. All of the Protestants wanted to throw ruinous questions 

about the Immaculate Conception at Father Smeesby, and Father Smeesby, a smiling dark man 

of forty, had ready, in case they should attack the Catholic Church, the story of the ant who said 

to the elephant, "Move over, who do you think you're pushing?" All of them, except Mr. Tillish, 

wanted to ask Mr. Tillish how he'd ever been fooled by this charlatan, Mary Baker Eddy, and all 

of them, except the rabbi, wanted to ask Rabbi Amos why the Jews were such numbskulls as not 

to join the Christian faith. 

 

They were dreadfully cordial. They kept their voices bland, and smiled too often, and 

never listened to one another. Elmer, aghast, saw that they would flee before making an 

organization if he did not draw them together. And what was the one thing in which they were all 

joyously interested? Why, vice! He'd begin the vice rampage now, instead of waiting till the 

business meeting after lunch. 

 

He pounded on the table, and demanded, "Most of you have been in Zenith longer than 

myself. I admit ignorance. It is true that I have unearthed many dreadful, dreadful cases of secret 

sin. But you gentlemen, who know the town so much better--Am I right? Are Conditions as 

dreadful as I think, or do I exaggerate?" 

 

All of them lighted up and, suddenly looking on Elmer as a really nice man after all, they 

began happily to tell of their woeful discoveries. . . . The blood-chilling incident of the father 

who found in the handbag of his sixteen-year-old daughter improper pictures. The suspicion that 

at a dinner of war veterans at the Leroy House there had danced a young lady who wore no 

garments save slippers and a hat. 

 

"I know all about that dinner--I got the details from a man in my church--I'll tell you 

about it if you feel you ought to know," said Dr. Gomer. 

 

They looked as though they decidedly felt that they ought to know. He went into details, 

very, and at the end Dr. Jessup gulped, "Oh, that Leroy House is absolutely a den of iniquity! It 

ought to be pulled!" 

 



"It certainly ought to! I don't think I'm cruel," shouted Dr. Zahn, the Lutheran, "but if I 

had my way, I'd burn the proprietor of that joint at the stake!" 

 

All of them had incidents of shocking obscenity all over the place--all of them except 

Father Smeesby, who sat back and smiled, the Episcopal Dr. Tate, who sat back and looked 

bored, and Mr. Tillish, the healer, who sat back and looked chilly. In fact it seemed as though, 

despite the efforts of themselves and the thousands of other inspired and highly trained Christian 

ministers who had worked over it ever since its foundation, the city of Zenith was another 

Sodom. But the alarmed apostles did not appear to be so worried as they said they were. They 

listened with almost benign attention while Dr. Zahn, in his German accent, told of alarming 

crushes between the society girls whom he knew so well from dining once a year with his richest 

parishioner. 

 

They were all, indeed, absorbed in vice to a degree gratifying to Elmer. 

 

But at the time for doing something about it, for passing resolutions and appointing sub-

committees and outlining programs, they drew back. 

 

"Can't we all get together--pool our efforts?" pleaded Elmer. "Whatever our creedal 

differences, surely we stand alike in worshiping the same God and advocating the same code of 

morals. I'd like to see this Committee as a permanent organization, and finally, when the time is 

ripe--Think how it would jolt the town! All of us getting ourselves appointed special police or 

deputy sheriffs, and personally marching down on these abominations, arresting the blood-guilty 

wretches, and putting them where they can do no harm! Maybe leading our church members in 

the crusade! Think of it!" 

 

They did think of it, and they were alarmed. 

 

Father Smeesby spoke. "My church, gentlemen, probably has a more rigid theology than 

yours, but I don't think we're quite so alarmed by discovering the fact, which seems to astonish 

you, that sinners often sin. The Catholic Church may be harder to believe, but it's easier to live 

with." 

 

"My organization," said Mr. Tillish, "could not think of joining in a wild witch-hunt, any 

more than we could in indiscriminate charity. For both the poverty-laden and the vicious--" He 

made a little whistling between his beautiful but false teeth, and went on with frigid benignancy. 

"For all such, the truth is clearly stated in 'Science and Health' and made public in all our 

meetings--the truth that both vice and poverty, like sickness, are unreal, are errors, to be got rid 

of by understanding that God is All-in-all; that disease, death, evil, sin deny good, omnipotent 

God, life. Well! If these so-called sufferers do not care to take the truth when it is freely offered 

them, is that our fault? I understand your sympathy with the unfortunate, but you are not going to 

put out ignorance by fire." 

 



"Golly, let me crawl too," chuckled Rabbi Amos. "If you want to get a vice-crusading 

rabbi, get one of these smart-aleck young liberals from the Cincinnati school--and they'll mostly 

have too much sympathy with the sinners to help you either! Anyway, my congregation is so 

horribly respectable that if their rabbi did anything but sit in his study and look learned, they'd 

kick him out." 

 

"And I," said Dr. Willis Fortune Tate, of St. Colomb's Episcopal, "if you will permit me 

to say so, can regard such a project as our acting like policemen and dealing with these 

malefactors in person as nothing short of vulgar, as well as useless. I understand your high 

ideals, Dr. Gantry--" 

 

"Mr. Gantry." 

 

"--Mr. Gantry, and I honor you for them, and respect your energy, but I beg you to 

consider how the press and the ordinary laity, with their incurably common and untrained minds, 

would misunderstand." 

 

"I'm afraid I must agree with Dr. Tate," said the Congregational Dr. G. Prosper Edwards, 

in the manner of the Pilgrim's Monument agreeing with Westminister Abbey. 

 

And as for the others, they said they really must "take time and think it over," and they all 

got away as hastily and cordially as they could. 

 

Elmer walked with his friend and pillar, Mr. T. J. Rigg, toward the dentist's office in 

which even an ordinary minister of God would shortly take on strangely normal writhings and 

gurglings. 

 

"They're a fine bunch of scared prophets, a noble lot of apostolic ice-cream cones!" 

protested Mr. Rigg. "Hard luck, Brother Elmer! I'm sorry. It really is good stuff, this vice-

crusading. Oh, I don't suppose it makes the slightest difference in the amount of vice--and I don't 

know that it ought to make any. Got to give fellows that haven't our advantages some chance to 

let off steam. But it does get the church a lot of attention. I'm mighty proud of the way we're 

building up Wellspring Church again. Kind of a hobby with me. But makes me indignant, these 

spiritual cold-storage eggs not supporting you!" 

 

But as he looked up he saw that Elmer was grinning. 

 

"I'm not worried, T. J. Fact, I'm tickled to death. First place, I've scared 'em off the 

subject of vice. Before they get back to preaching about it, I'll have the whole subject absolutely 

patented for our church. And now they won't have the nerve to imitate me if I do do this personal 

crusading stunt. Third, I can preach against 'em! And I will! You watch me! Oh, not mention any 

names--no come-back--but tell 'em how I pleaded with a gang of preachers to take practical 

methods to end immorality, and they were all scared!" 



 

"Fine!" said the benevolent trustee. "We'll let 'em know that Wellspring is the one church 

that's really following the gospel." 

 

"We sure will! Now listen, T. J.: if you trustees will stand for the expense, I want to get a 

couple of good private detectives or something, and have 'em dig up a lot of real addresses of 

places that are vicious--there must be some of 'em--and get some evidence. Then I'll jump on the 

police for not having pinched these places. I'll say they're so wide open that the police must 

know of 'em. And probably that's true, too. Man! A sensation! Run our disclosures every Sunday 

evening for a month! Make the chief of police try to answer us in the press!" 

 

"Good stuff! Well, I know a fellow--he was a government man, prohibition agent, and got 

fired for boozing and blackmail. He's not exactly a double-crosser, lot straighter than most 

prohibition agents, but still I think he could slip us some real addresses. I'll have him see you." 
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When from his pulpit the Reverend Elmer Gantry announced that the authorities of 

Zenith were "deliberately conniving in protected vice," and that he could give the addresses and 

ownerships of sixteen brothels, eleven blind tigers, and two agencies for selling cocaine and 

heroin, along with an obscene private burlesque show so dreadful that he could only hint at the 

nature of its program, when he attacked the chief of police and promised to give more detailed 

complaints next Sunday, then the town exploded. 

 

There were front-page newspaper stories, yelping replies by the mayor and chief of 

police, re-replies from Elmer, interviews with everybody, and a full-page account of white 

slavery in Chicago. In clubs and offices, in church societies and the back-rooms of "soft-drink 

stands," there was a blizzard of talk. Elmer had to be protected against hundreds of callers, 

telephoners, letter writers. His assistant, Sidney Webster, and Miss Bundle, the secretary, could 

not keep the mob from him, and he hid out in T. J. Rigg's house, accessible to no one, except to 

newspaper reporters who for any Christian and brotherly reason might care to see him. 

 

For the second Sunday evening of his jeremiad, the church was full half an hour before 

opening-time, standing-room was taken even to the back of the lobby, hundreds clamored at the 

closed doors. 

 

He gave the exact addresses of eight dives, told what dreadful drinkings of corn whisky 

went on there, and reported the number of policemen, in uniform, who had been in the more 

attractive of these resorts during the past week. 



 

Despite all the police could do to help their friends close up for a time, it was necessary 

for them to arrest ten or fifteen of the hundred-odd criminals whom Elmer named. But the chief 

of police triumphed by announcing that it was impossible to find any of the others. 

 

"All right," Elmer murmured to the chief, in the gentleness of a boxed newspaper 

interview in bold-face type, "if you'll make me a temporary lieutenant of police and give me a 

squad, I'll find and close five dives in one evening--any evening save Sunday." 

 

"I'll do it--and you can make your raids tomorrow," said the chief, in the official dignity 

of headlines. 

 

Mr. Rigg was a little alarmed. 

 

"Think you're going too far, Elmer," he said. "If you really antagonize any of the big 

wholesale bootleggers, they'll get us financially, and if you hit any of the tough ones, they're 

likely to bump you off. Darn' dangerous." 

 

"I know. I'm just going to pick out some of the smaller fellows that make their own booze 

and haven't got any police protection except slipping five or ten to the cop on the beat. The 

newspapers will make 'em out regular homicidal gangsters, to get a good story, and we'll have 

the credit without being foolish and taking risks." 
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At least a thousand people were trying to get near the Central Police Station on the 

evening when a dozen armed policemen marched down the steps of the station-house and stood 

at attention, looking up at the door, awaiting their leader. 

 

He came out, the great Reverend Mr. Gantry, and stood posing on the steps, while the 

policemen saluted, the crowd cheered or sneered, and the press cameras went off in a fury of 

flashlight powder. He wore the gilt-encircled cap of a police lieutenant, with a lugubrious frock 

coat and black trousers, and under his arm he carried a Bible. 

 

Two patrol wagons clanged away, and all the women in the crowd, except certain 

professional ladies, who were grievously profane, gasped their admiration of this modern 

Savonarola. 

 

He had promised the mob at least one real house of prostitution. 
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There were two amiable young females who, tired of working in a rather nasty bread 

factory and of being unremuneratively seduced by the large, pale, puffy bakers on Sunday 

afternoons, had found it easier and much jollier to set up a small flat in a street near Elmer's 

church. They were fond of reading the magazines and dancing to the phonograph and of going to 

church--usually Elmer's church. If their relations to their gentlemen friends were more 

comforting than a preacher could expect, after his experience of the sacred and chilly state of 

matrimony, they entertained only a few of these friends, often they darned their socks, and 

almost always they praised Elmer's oratory. 

 

One of the girls, this evening, was discoursing with a man who was later proved in court 

not to be her husband; the other was in the kitchen, making a birthday-cake for her niece and 

humming "Onward, Christian Soldiers." She was dazed by a rumbling, a clanging, a shouting in 

the street below, then mob-sounds on the stairs. She fluttered into the living-room, to see their 

pretty imitation mahogany door smashed in with a rifle butt. 

 

Into the room crowded a dozen grinning policemen, followed, to her modest shame, by 

her adored family prophet, the Reverend Gantry. But it was not the cheerful, laughing Mr. 

Gantry that she knew. He held out his arm in a horrible gesture of holiness, and bawled, "Scarlet 

woman! Thy sins be upon thy head! No longer are you going to get away with leading poor 

unfortunate young men into the sink and cesspool of iniquity! Sergeant! Draw your revolver! 

These women are known to be up to every trick!" 

 

"All right, sure, loot!" giggled the brick-faced police sergeant. 

 

"Oh, rats! This girl looks as dangerous as a goldfish, Gantry," remarked Bill Kingdom, of 

the Advocate-Times . . . he who was two hours later to do an epic of the heroism of the Great 

Crusader. 

 

"Let's see what the other girl's up to," snickered one of the policemen. 

 

They all laughed very much as they looked into the bedroom, where a half-dressed girl 

and a man shrank by the window, their faces sick with shame. 

 

It was with her--ignoring Bill Kingdom's mutters of "Oh, drop it! Pick on somebody your 

size!"--that Elmer the vice-slayer became really Biblical. 

 



Only the insistence of Bill Kingdom kept Lieutenant Gantry from making his men load 

the erring one into the patrol wagon in her chemise. 

 

Then Elmer led them to a secret den where, it was securely reported, men were ruining 

their bodies and souls by guzzling the devil's brew of alcohol. 
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Mr. Oscar Hochlauf had been a saloon-keeper in the days before prohibition, but when 

prohibition came, he was a saloon-keeper. A very sound, old-fashioned, drowsy, agreeable resort 

was Oscar's Place; none of the grander public houses had more artistic soap scrawls on the 

mirror behind the bar; none had spicier pickled herring. 

 

Tonight there were three men before the bar: Emil Fischer, the carpenter, who had a 

mustache like an ear-muff; his son Ben, whom Emil was training to drink wholesome beer 

instead of the whisky and gin which America was forcing on the people; and old Daddy 

Sorenson, the Swedish tailor. 

 

They were discussing jazz. 

 

"I came to America for liberty--I think Ben's son will go back to Germany for liberty," 

said Emil. "When I was a young man here, four of us used to play every Saturday evening--Bach 

we played, and Brahms--Gott weiss we played terrible, but we liked it, and we never made others 

listen. Now, wherever you go, this jazz, like a St. Vitus's. Jazz iss to music what this Reverend 

Gantry you read about is to an old-time Prediger. I guess maybe he was never born, that Gantry 

fellow--he was blowed out of a saxophone." 

 

"Aw, this country's all right, Pa," said Ben. 

 

"Sure, dot's right," said Oscar Hochlauf contentedly, while he sliced the foam off a glass 

of beer. "The Americans, like when I knew dem first, when dere was Bill Nye and Eugene Field, 

dey used to laugh. Now dey get solemn. When dey start laughing again, dey roar dere heads off 

at fellows like Gantry and most all dese preachers dat try to tell everybody how dey got to live. 

And if the people laugh--oof!--God help the preachers!" 

 

"Vell, that's how it is. Say, did I tell you, Oscar," said the Swedish tailor, "my grandson 

Villiam, he got a scholarship in the university!" 

 



"That's fine!" they all agreed, slapping Daddy Sorenson on the back . . . as a dozen 

policemen, followed by a large and gloomy gentleman armed with a Bible, burst in through the 

front and back doors, and the gloomy gentleman, pointing at the astounded Oscar, bellowed, 

"Arrest that man and hold all these other fellows!" 

 

To Oscar then, and to an audience increasing ten a second: 

 

"I've got you! You're the kind that teaches young boys to drink--it's you that start them on 

the road to every hellish vice, to gambling and murder, with your hellish beverages, with your 

draught of the devil himself!" 

 

Arrested for the first time in his life, bewildered, broken, feebly leaning on the arms of 

two policemen, Oscar Hochlauf straightened at this, and screamed: 

 

"Dot's a damned lie! Always when you let me, I handle Eitelbaum's beer, the finest in the 

state, and since den I make my own beer. It is good! It is honest! 'Hellish beverage!' Dot you 

should judge of beer--dot a pig should judge poetry! Your Christ dot made vine, he vould like 

my beer!" 

 

Elmer jumped forward with his great fist doubled. Only the sudden grip of the police 

sergeant kept him from striking down the blasphemer. He shrieked, "Take that foul-mouthed 

bum to the wagon! I'll see he gets the limit!" 

 

And Bill Kingdom murmured to himself, "Gallant preacher single-handed faces saloon 

full of desperate gun-men and rebukes them for taking the name of the Lord in vain. Oh, I'll get a 

swell story. . . . Then I think I'll commit suicide." 
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The attendant crowd and the policemen had whispered that, from the careful way in 

which he followed instead of leading, it might be judged that the Reverend Lieutenant Gantry 

was afraid of the sinister criminals whom he was attacking. And it is true that Elmer had no large 

fancy for revolver duels. But he had not lost his delight in conflict; he was physically no coward; 

and they were all edified to see this when the raiders dashed into the resort of Nick Spoletti. 

 

Nick, who conducted a bar in a basement, had been a prizefighter; he was cool and quick. 

He heard the crusaders coming and shouted to his customers, "Beat it! Side door! I'll hold 'em 

back!" 

 



He met the first of the policemen at the bottom of the steps, and dropped him with the 

crack of a bottle over his head. The next tripped over the body, and the others halted, peering, 

looking embarrassed, drawing revolvers. But Elmer smelled battle. He forgot holiness. He 

dropped his Bible, thrust aside two policemen, and swung on Nick from the bottom step. Nick 

slashed at his head, but with a boxer's jerk of the neck Elmer slid away from the punch, and 

knocked out Nick with a deliberately murderous left. 

 

"Golly, the parson's got an awful wallop!" grunted the sergeant, and Bill Kingdom 

sighed, "Not so bad!" and Elmer knew that he had won . . . that he would be the hero of Zenith . . 

. that he was now the Sir Lancelot as well as the William Jennings Bryan of the Methodist 

Church. 
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After two more raids he was delivered at his home by patrol wagon, and left with not 

entirely sardonic cheers by the policemen. 

 

Cleo rushed to meet him, crying, "Oh, you're safe! Oh, my dear, you're hurt!" 

 

His cheek was slightly bleeding. 

 

In a passion of admiration for himself so hot that it extended even to her, he clasped her, 

kissed her wetly, and roared, "It's nothing! Oh, it went great! We raided five places--arrested 

twenty-seven criminals--took them in every sort of horrible debauchery--things I never dreamed 

could exist!" 

 

"You poor dear!" 

 

There was not enough audience, with merely Cleo, and the maid peering from the back of 

the hall. 

 

"Let's go and tell the kids. Maybe they'll be proud of their dad!" he interrupted her. 

 

"Dear, they're asleep--" 

 

"Oh! I see! Sleep is more important to 'em than to know their father is a man who isn't 

afraid to back up his gospel with his very life!" 

 



"Oh, I didn't mean--I meant--Yes, of course, you're right. It'll be a wonderful example and 

inspiration. But let me put some stickum plaster on your cheek first." 

 

By the time she had washed the cut, and bound it and fussed over it, he had forgotten the 

children and their need of an heroic exemplar, as she had expected, and he sat on the edge of the 

bath-tub telling her that he was an entire Trojan army. She was so worshipful that he became 

almost amorous, until it seemed to him from her anxious patting of his arm that she was trying to 

make him so. It angered him--that she, so unappealing, should have the egotism to try to attract a 

man like himself. He went off to his own room, wishing that Lulu were here to rejoice in his 

splendor, the beginning of his fame as the up-to-date John Wesley. 
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Elmer, in court, got convictions of sixteen out of the twenty-seven fiends whom he had 

arrested, with an extra six months for Oscar Hochlauf for resisting arrest and the use of abusive 

and profane language. The judge praised him; the mayor forgave him; the chief of police shook 

his hand and invited him to use a police squad at any time; and some of the younger reporters did 

not cover their mouths with their hands. 

 

Vice was ended in Zenith. It was thirty days before any of the gay ladies were really back 

at work--though the gentlemanly jailers at the workhouse did let some of them out for an 

occasional night. 

 

Every Sunday evening now people were turned from the door of Elmer's church. If they 

did not always have a sermon about vice, at least they enjoyed the saxophone solos, and singing 

"There'll be a Hot Time in the Old Town Tonight." And once they were entertained by a 

professional juggler who wore (it was Elmer's own idea) a placard proclaiming that he stood for 

"God's Word" and who showed how easy it was to pick up weights symbolically labeled "Sin" 

and "Sorrow" and "Ignorance" and "Papistry." 

 

The trustees were discussing the erection of a new and much larger church, a project for 

which Elmer himself had begun to prepare a year before, by reminding the trustees how many 

new apartment-houses were replacing the run-down residences in Old Town. 

 

The trustees raised his salary to five thousand, and they increased the budget for 

institutional work. Elmer did not institute so many clubs for students of chiropractic and the art 

of motion-picture acting as did Dr. Otto Hickenlooper of Central Methodist, but there was 

scarcely an hour from nine in the morning till ten at night when some circle was not trying to do 

good to somebody . . . and even after ten there were often Elmer and Lulu Bains Naylor, 

conferring on cooking classes. 

 

Elmer had seen the danger of his crusading publicity and his Lively Sunday Evenings--

the danger of being considered a clown instead of a great moral leader. 

 

"I've got to figure out some way so's I keep dignified and yet keep folks interested," he 

meditated. "The thing is sort of to have other people do the monkey-business, but me, I got to be 

up-stage and not smile as much as I've been doing. And just when the poor chumps think my 



Sunday evening is nothing but a vaudeville show, I'll suddenly soak 'em with a regular old-time 

hell-fire and damnation sermon, or be poetic and that stuff." 

 

It worked, reasonably. Though many of his rival preachers in Zenith went on calling him 

"clown" and "charlatan" and "sensationalist," no one could fail to appreciate his lofty soul and 

his weighty scholarship, once they had seen him stand in agonized silent prayer, then level his 

long forefinger and intone: 

 

"You have laughed now. You have sung. You have been merry. But what came ye forth 

into the wilderness for to see? Merely laughter? I want you to stop a moment now and think just 

how long it is since you have realized that any night death may demand your souls, and that then, 

laughter or no laughter, unless you have found the peace of God, unless you have accepted Christ 

Jesus as your savior, you may with no chance of last-minute repentance be hurled into horrible 

and shrieking and appalling eternal torture!" 

 

Elmer had become so distinguished that the Rotary Club elected him to membership with 

zeal. 

 

The Rotary Club was an assemblage of accountants, tailors, osteopaths, university-

presidents, carpet-manufacturers, advertising men, millinery-dealers, ice-dealers, piano 

salesmen, laundrymen, and like leaders of public thought, who met weekly for the purposes of 

lunching together, listening to addresses by visiting actors and by lobbyists against the 

recognition of Russia, beholding vaudeville teams in eccentric dances, and indulging in 

passionate rhapsodies about Service and Business Ethics. They asserted that their one desire in 

their several callings was not to make money but only to serve and benefit a thing called the 

Public. They were as earnest about this as was the Reverend Elmer Gantry about vice. 

 

He was extraordinarily at home among the Rotarians; equally happy in being a good 

fellow with such good fellows as these and in making short speeches to the effect that "Jesus 

Christ would be a Rotarian if he lived today--Lincoln would be a Rotarian today--William 

McKinley would be a Rotarian today. All these men preached the principles of Rotary: one for 

all and all for one; helpfulness towards one's community, and respect for God." 

 

It was a rule of this organization, which was merry and full of greetings in between 

inspirational addresses, that every one should, at lunch, be called by his first name. They shouted 

at the Reverend Mr. Gantry as "Elmer" or "Elm," while he called his haberdasher "Ike" and 

beamed on his shoe-seller as "Rudy." A few years before, this intimacy might have led him into 

indiscretions, into speaking vulgarly, or even desiring a drink. But he had learned his rôle of 

dignity now, and though he observed, "Dandy day, Shorty!" he was quick to follow it up 

unhesitatingly with an orotund, "I trust that you have been able to enjoy the beauty of the vernal 

foliage in the country this week." So Shorty and his pals went up and down informing the 

citizenry that Reverend Gantry was a "good scout, a prince of a good fellow, but a mighty deep 

thinker, and a real honest-to-God orator." 



 

When Elmer informed T. J. Rigg of the joys of Rotary, the lawyer scratched his chin and 

suggested, "Fine. But look here, Brother Elmer. There's one thing you're neglecting: the really 

big boys with the long pockets. Got to know 'em. Not many of 'em Methodists--they go out for 

Episcopalianism or Presbyterianism or Congregationalism or Christian Science, or stay out of the 

church altogether. But that's no reason why we can't turn their money Methodist. You wouldn't 

find but mighty few of these Rotarians in the Tonawanda Country Club--into which I bought my 

way by blackmailing, you might say, a wheat speculator." 

 

"But--but--why, T. J., those Rotarians--why there's fellows in there like Ira Runyon, the 

managing editor of the Advocate, and Win Grant, the realtor--" 

 

"Yeh, but the owner of the Advocate, and the banker that's letting Win Grant run on till 

he bankrupts, and the corporation counsel that keeps 'em all out of jail, you don't find those 

malefactors going to no lunch club and yipping about Service! You find 'em sitting at small 

tables at the old Union Club, and laughing themselves sick about Service. And for golf, they go 

to Tonawanda. I couldn't get you into the Union Club. They wouldn't have any preacher that 

talks about vice--the kind of preacher that belongs to the Union talks about the new model 

Cadillac and how hard it is to get genuwine Eyetalian vermouth. But the Tonawanda--They 

might let you in. For respectability. To prove that they couldn't have the gin they've got in their 

lockers in their lockers." 

 

It was done, though it took six months and a deal of secret politics conducted by T. J. 

Rigg. 

 

Wellspring Church, including the pastor of Wellspring, bloomed with pride that Elmer 

had been so elevated socially as to be allowed to play golf with bankers. 

 

Only he couldn't play golf. 

 

From April to July, while he never appeared on the links with other players, Elmer took 

lessons from the Tonawanda professional, three mornings a week, driving out in the smart new 

Buick which he had bought and almost paid for. 

 

The professional was a traditionally small and gnarled and sandy Scotchman, from 

Indiana, and he was so traditionally rude that Elmer put on meekness. 

 

"Put back your divots! D'you think this is a church?" snapped the professional. 

 

"Damn it, I always forget, Scotty," whined Elmer. "Guess it must be hard on you to have 

to train these preachers." 

 



"Preachers is nothing to me, and millionaires is nothing to me, but gawf grounds is a lot," 

grunted Scotty. (He was a zealous Presbyterian and to be picturesquely rude to Christian 

customers was as hard for him as it was to keep up the Scotch accent which he had learned from 

a real Liverpool Irishman.) 

 

Elmer was strong, he was placid when he was out-of-doors, and his eye was quick. When 

he first appeared publicly at Tonawanda, in a foursome with T. J. Rigg and two most respectable 

doctors, he and his game were watched and commended. When he dressed in the locker-room 

and did not appear to note the square bottle in use ten feet away, he was accepted as a man of the 

world. 

 

William Dollinger Styles, member of the Tonawanda house committee, president of the 

fabulous W. D. Styles Wholesale Hardware Company--the man who had introduced the Bite 

Edge Ax through all the land from Louisville to Detroit, and introduced white knickers to the 

Tonawanda Club--this baron, this bishop, of business actually introduced himself to Elmer and 

made him welcome. 

 

"Glad to see you here, dominie. Played much golf?" 

 

"No, I've only taken it up recently, but you bet I'm going to be a real fan from now on." 

 

"That's fine. Tell you how I feel about it, Reverend. We fellows that have to stick to our 

desks and make decisions that guide the common people, you religiously and me commercially, 

it's a good thing for us, and through us for them, to go out and get next to Nature, and put 

ourselves in shape to tackle our complicated problems (as I said recently in an after-dinner 

speech at the Chamber of Commerce banquet) and keep a good sane outlook so's we won't be 

swept away by every breeze of fickle and changing public opinion and so inevitably--" 

 

In fact, said Mr. William Dollinger Styles, he liked golf. 

 

Elmer tenderly agreed with "Yes, that's certainly a fact; certainly is a fact. Be a good 

thing for a whole lot of preachers if they got out and exercised more instead of always reading." 

 

"Yes, I wish you'd tell my dominie that--not that I go to church such a whole lot, but I'm 

church treasurer and take kind of an interest--Dorchester Congregational--Reverend Shallard." 

 

"Oh! Frank Shallard! Why, I knew him in theological seminary! Fine, straight, intelligent 

fellow, Frank." 

 

"Well, yes, but I don't like the way he's always carrying on and almost coming right out 

and defending a lot of these crooked labor unions. That's why I don't hardly ever hear his 

sermons, but I can't get the deacons to see it. And as I say, be better for him if he got outdoors 



more. Well, glad to met you, Reverend. You must join one of our foursomes some day--if you 

can stand a little cussing, maybe!" 

 

"Well, I'll try to, sir! Been mighty fine to have met you!" 

 

"H'm!" reflected Elmer. "So Frank, the belly-aching highbrow, has got as rich a man as 

Styles in his fold, and Styles doesn't like him. Wonder if Styles could turn Methodist--wonder if 

he could be pinched off Frank? I'll ask Rigg." 

 

But the charm of the place, the day, the implied social position, was such that Elmer 

turned from these purely religious breedings to more esthetic thoughts. 

 

Rigg had driven home. Elmer sat by himself on the huge porch of the Tonawanda Club, a 

long gray countryhouse on a hill sloping to the Appleseed River, with tawny fields of barley 

among orchards on the bank beyond. The golf-course was scattered with men in Harris tweeds, 

girls in short skirts which fluttered about their legs. A man in white flannels drove up in a Rolls-

Royce roadster--the only one in Zenith as yet--and Elmer felt ennobled by belonging to the same 

club with a Rolls-Royce. On the lawn before the porch, men with English-officer mustaches and 

pretty women in pale frocks were taking tea at tables under striped garden-umbrellas. 

 

Elmer knew none of them actually, but a few by sight. 

 

"Golly, I'll be right in with all these swells some day! Must work it careful, and be 

snooty, and not try to pick 'em up too quick." 

 

A group of weighty-looking men of fifty, near him, were conversing on the arts and 

public policy. As he listened, Elmer decided, "Yep, Rigg was right. Those are fine fellows at the 

Rotary Club; fine, high-class, educated gentlemen, and certainly raking in the money; mighty 

cute in business but upholding the highest ideals. But they haven't got the class of these really 

Big Boys." 

 

Entranced, he gave heed to the magnates--a bond broker, a mine-owner, a lawyer, a 

millionaire lumberman: 

 

"Yes, sir, what the country at large doesn't understand is that the stabilization of sterling 

has a good effect on our trade with Britain--" 

 

"I told them that far from refusing to recognize the rights of labor, I had myself come up 

from the ranks, to some extent, and I was doing all in my power to benefit them, but I certainly 

did refuse to listen to the caterwauling of a lot of hired agitators from the so-called unions, and 

that if they didn't like the way I did things--" 

 

"Yes, it opened at 73 1/2, but knowing what had happened to Saracen Common--" 



 

"Yes, sir, you can depend on a Pierce-Arrow, you certainly can--" 

 

Elmer drew a youthful, passionate, shuddering breath at being so nearly in communion 

with the powers that governed Zenith and thought for Zenith, that governed America and thought 

for it. He longed to stay, but he had the task, unworthy of his powers of social decoration, of 

preparing a short clever talk on missions among the Digger Indians. 

 

As he drove home he rejoiced, "Some day, I'll be able to put it over with the best of 'em 

socially. When I get to be a bishop, believe me I'm not going to hang around jawing about 

Sunday School methods! I'll be entertaining the bon ton, senators and everybody. . . . Cleo would 

look fine at a big dinner, with the right dress. . . . If she wasn't so darn' priggish. Oh, maybe she'll 

die before then. . . . I think I'll marry an Episcopalian. . . . I wonder if I could get an Episcopal 

bishopric if I switched to that nightshirt crowd? More class. No; Methodist bigger church; and 

don't guess the Episcopalopians would stand any good red-blooded sermons on vice and all that." 
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The Gilfeather Chautauqua Corporation, which conducts week-long Chautauquas in 

small towns, had not been interested when Elmer had hinted, three years ago, that he had a 

Message to the Youth of America, one worth at least a hundred a week, and that he would be 

glad to go right out to the Youth and deliver it. But when Elmer's demolition of all vice in Zenith 

had made him celebrated, and even gained him a paragraph or two as the Crusading Parson, in 

New York and Chicago, the Gilfeather Corporation had a new appreciation. They came to him, 

besieged him, offered him two hundred a week and headlines in the posters, for a three-months 

tour. 

 

But Elmer did not want to ask the trustees for a three-months leave. He had a notion of a 

summer in Europe a year or two from now. That extended study of European culture, first hand, 

would be just the finishing polish to enable him to hold any pulpit in the country. 

 

He did, however, fill in during late August and early September as substitute for a 

Gilfeather headliner--the renowned J. Thurston Wallett, M. D., D. O., D. N., who had delighted 

thousands with his witty and instructive lecture, "Diet or Die, Nature or Nix," until he had 

unfortunately been taken ill at Powassie, Iowa, from eating too many green cantaloupes. 

 

Elmer had planned to spend August with his family in Northern Michigan--planned it 

most uncomfortably, for while it was conceivable to endure Cleo in the city, with his work, his 



clubs, and Lulu, a month with no relief from her solemn drooping face and cry-baby voice would 

be trying even to a Professional Good Man. 

 

He explained to her that duty called, and departed with speed, stopping only long enough 

to get several books of inspirational essays from the public library for aid in preparing his 

Chautauqua lecture. 

 

He was delighted with his coming adventure--money, fame in new quarters, crowds for 

whom he would not have to think up fresh personal experiences. And he might find a woman 

friend who would understand him and give to his own solid genius that lighter touch of the 

feminine. He was, he admitted, almost as tired of Lulu as of Cleo. He pictured a Chautauqua lady 

pianist or soprano or ventriloquist or soloist on the musical saw--he pictured a surprised, thrilled 

meeting in the amber light under the canvas roof--recognition between kindred fine and lonely 

souls-- 

 

And he found it of course. 
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Elmer's metaphysical lecture, entitled "Whoa Up, Youth!" with its counsel about 

abstinence, chastity, industry, and honesty, its heaven-vaulting poetic passage about Love (the 

only bow on life's dark cloud, the morning and the evening star), and its anecdote of his fight to 

save a college-mate named Jim from drink and atheism, became one of the classics among 

Chautauqua masterpieces. 

 

And Elmer better than any one else among the Talent (except perhaps the gentleman who 

played national anthems on water glasses, a Lettish gentleman innocent of English) side-stepped 

on the question of the K. K. K. 

 

The new Ku Klux Klan, an organization of the fathers, younger brothers, and employees 

of the men who had succeeded and became Rotarians, had just become a political difficulty. 

Many of the most worthy Methodist and Baptist clergymen supported it and were supported by 

it; and personally Elmer admired its principle--to keep all foreigners, Jews, Catholics, and 

negroes in their place, which was no place at all, and let the country be led by native Protestants, 

like Elmer Gantry. 

 

But he perceived that in the cities there were prominent people, nice people, rich people, 

even among the Methodists and Baptists, who felt that a man could be a Jew and still an 



American citizen. It seemed to him more truly American, also a lot safer, to avoid the problem. 

So everywhere he took a message of reconciliation to the effect: 

 

"Regarding religious, political, and social organizations, I defend the right of every man 

in our free America to organize with his fellows when and as he pleases, for any purpose he 

pleases, but I also defend the right of any other free American citizen to demand that such an 

organization shall not dictate his mode of thought or, so long as it be moral, his mode of 

conduct." 

 

That pleased both the K. K. K. and the opponents of the K. K. K., and everybody admired 

Elmer's powers of thought. 

 

He came with a boom and a flash to the town of Blackfoot Creek, Indiana, and there the 

local committee permitted the Methodist minister, one Andrew Pengilly, to entertain his 

renowned brother priest. 
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Always a little lonely, lost in the ceaseless unfolding of his mysticism, old Andrew 

Pengilly had been the lonelier since Frank Shallard had left him. 

 

When he heard that the Reverend Elmer Gantry was coming, Mr. Pengilly murmured to 

the local committee that it would be a pleasure to put up Mr. Gantry and save him from the 

scurfy village hotel. 

 

He had read of Mr. Gantry as an impressive orator, a courageous fighter against Sin. Mr. 

Pengilly sighed. Himself, somehow, he had never been able to find so very much Sin about. His 

fault. A silly old dreamer. He rejoiced that he, the mousy village curé, was about to have here, 

glorifying his cottage, a St. Michael in dazzling armor. 
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After the evening Chautauqua Elmer sat in Mr. Pengilly's hovel, and he was graciously 

condescending. 

 



"You say, Brother Pengilly, that you've heard of our work at Wellspring? But do we get 

so near the hearts of the weak and unfortunate as you here? Oh, no; sometimes I think that my 

first pastorate, in a town smaller than this, was in many ways more blessed than our tremendous 

to-do in the great city. And what is accomplished there is no credit to me. I have such splendid, 

such touchingly loyal assistants--Mr. Webster, the assistant pastor--such a consecrated worker, 

and yet right on the job--and Mr. Wink, and Miss Weezeger, the deaconess, and dear Miss 

Bundle, the secretary--such a faithful soul, so industrious. Oh, yes, I am singularly blessed! But, 

uh, but--Given these people, who really do the work, we've been able to put over some pretty 

good things--with God's leading. Why, say, we've started the only class in show-window 

dressing in any church in the United States--and I should suppose England and France! We've 

already seen the most wonderful results, not only in raising the salary of several of the fine 

young men in our church, but in increasing business throughout the city and improving the 

appearance of show-windows, and you know how much that adds to the beauty of the down-

town streets! And the crowds do seem to be increasing steadily. We had over eleven hundred 

present on my last Sunday evening in Zenith, and that in summer! And during the season we 

often have nearly eighteen hundred, in an auditorium that's only supposed to seat sixteen 

hundred! And with all modesty--it's not my doing but the methods we're working up--I think I 

may say that every man, woman, and child goes away happy and yet with a message to sustain 

'em through the week. You see--oh, of course I give 'em the straight old-time gospel in my 

sermon--I'm not the least bit afraid of talking right up to 'em and reminding them of the awful 

consequences of sin and ignorance and spiritual sloth. Yes, sir! No blinking the horrors of the 

old-time proven Hell, not in any church I'm running! But also we make 'em get together, and 

their pastor is just one of their own chums, and we sing cheerful, comforting songs, and do they 

like it? Say! It shows up in the collections!" 

 

"Mr. Gantry," said Andrew Pengilly, "why don't you believe in God?" 

  



CHAPTER XXVIII 
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His friendship with Dr. Philip McGarry of the Arbor Church was all, Frank Shallard felt, 

that kept him in the church. As to his round little wife Bess and the three respectable children, he 

had for them less passion than compassion, and he could, he supposed, make enough money 

somehow to care for them. 

 

McGarry was not an extraordinary scholar, not especially eloquent, not remarkably 

virtuous, but in him there was kindness along with robust humor, a yearning for justice steeled 

by common sense, and just that quality of authentic good-fellowship which the Professional 

Good Fellows of Zenith, whether preachers or shoe-salesmen, blasphemed against by shouting 

and guffawing and back-slapping. Women trusted in his strength and his honor; children were 

bold with him; men disclosed to him their veiled sorrows; and he was more nimble to help them 

than to be shocked. 

 

Frank worshiped him. 

 

Himself a bachelor, McGarry had become an intimate of Frank's house. He knew where 

the ice-pick was kept, and where the thermos bottles for picnics; he was as likely as Frank to 

wash up after late suppers; and if he called and the elder Shallards were not in, he slipped up-

stairs and was found there scandalously keeping the children awake by stories of his hunting in 

Montana and Arizona and Saskatchewan. 

 

It was thus when Frank and Bess came home from prayer-meeting one evening. Philip 

McGarry's own prayer-meetings were brief. A good many people said they were as artificial a 

form of religious bait as Elmer Gantry's Lively Sunday Evenings, but if McGarry did also have 

the habit of making people sing "Smile, Smile, Smile" on all public events except possibly 

funerals, at least he was not so insistent about their shouting it. 

 

They drifted down to the parsonage living-room, which Bess had made gay with chintzes, 

Frank studious with portentous books of sociology. Frank sat deep in a chair smoking a pipe--he 

could never quite get over looking like a youngish college professor who smokes to show what a 

manly fellow he is. McGarry wandered about the room. He had a way of pointing arguments by 

shaking objects of furniture--pokers, vases, books, lamps--which was as dangerous as it looked. 

 

"Oh, I was rotten at prayer-meeting tonight," Frank grumbled. "Darn it, I can't seem to go 

on being interested in the fact that old Mrs. Besom finds God such a comfort in her trials. Mrs. 

Besom's daughter-in-law doesn't find Mrs. Besom any comfort in her trials, let me tell you! And 



yet I don't see how I can say to her, after she's been fluttering around among the angels and 

advertising how dead certain she is that Jesus loves her--I haven't quite the nerve to say, 'Sister, 

you tight-fisted, poison-tongued, old hellcat--'" 

 

"Why, Frank!" from Bess, in placid piety. 

 

"'--you go home and forget your popularity in Heaven and ask your son and his wife to 

forgive you for trying to make them your kind of saint, with acidity of the spiritual stomach!'" 

 

"Why, Frank!" 

 

"Let him rave, Bess," said McGarry. "If a preacher didn't cuss his congregation out once 

in a while, nobody but St. John would ever've lasted--and I'll bet he wasn't very good at weekly 

services and parish visiting!" 

 

"And," went on Frank, "tomorrow I've got a funeral. That Henry Semp. Weighed two 

hundred and eighty pounds from the neck down and three ounces from the neck up. Perfectly 

good Christian citizen who believed that Warren G. Harding was the greatest man since George 

Washington. I'm sure he never beat his wife. Worthy communicant. But when his wife came to 

hire me, she wept like the dickens when she talked about Henry's death, but I noticed from the 

window that when she went off down the street she looked particularly cheerful. Yes, Henry was 

a bulwark of the nation; not to be sneered at by highbrows. And I'm dead certain, from 

something she said, that every year they've jipped the Government out of every cent they could 

on their income tax. And tomorrow I'm supposed to stand up there and tell his friends what a 

moral example and intellectual Titan he was, and how the poor little woman is simply broken by 

sorrow. Well, cheer up! From what I know of her, she'll be married again within six months, and 

if I do a good job of priesting tomorrow, maybe I'll get the fee! Oh, Lord, Phil, what a job, what 

a lying compromising job, this being a minister!" 

 

It was their hundredth argument over the question. 

 

McGarry waved a pillow, discarded it for Bess' purse, while she tried not to look 

alarmed, and shouted, "It is not! As I heard a big New York preacher say one day: he knew how 

imperfect the ministry is, and how many second-raters get into it, and yet if he had a thousand 

lives, he'd want to be a minister of the gospel, to be a man showing the philosophy of Jesus to 

mankind, in every one of 'em. And the church universal, no matter what its failings, is still the 

only institution in which we can work together to hand on that gospel. Maybe it's your fault, not 

the church's, young Frank, if you're so scared of your people that you lie at funerals! I don't, by 

Jiminy!" 

 

"You do, by Jiminy, my dear Phil! You don't know it. No, what you do is, you hypnotize 

yourself until you're convinced that every dear departed was a model of some virtue, and then 

you rhapsodize about that." 



 

"Well, probably he was!" 

 

"Of course. Probably your burglar was a model of courage, and your gambler a model of 

kindness to everybody except the people he robbed, but I don't like being hired to praise burglars 

and gamblers and respectable loan-sharks and food-hounds like Henry Semp, and encourage 

youngsters to accept their standards, and so keep on perpetuating this barbarous civilization for 

which we preachers are as responsible as the lawyers or the politicians or the soldiers or even the 

school-masters. No, sir! Oh, I am going to get out of the church! Think of it! A preacher, getting 

religion, getting saved, getting honest, getting out! Then I'd know the joys of sanctification that 

you Methodys talk about!" 

 

"Oh, you make me tired!" Bess complained, not very aggressively. She looked, at forty-

one, like a plump and amiable girl of twenty. "Honestly, Phil, I do wish you could show Frank 

where he's wrong. I can't, and I've been trying these fifteen years." 

 

"You have, my lamb!" 

 

"Honestly, Phil, can't you make him see it?" said Bess. "He's--of course I do adore him, 

but of all the cry-babies I ever met--He's the worst of all my children! He talks about going into 

charity work, about getting a job with a labor bank or a labor paper, about lecturing, about trying 

to write. Can't you make him see that he'd be just as discontented whatever he did? I'll bet you 

the labor leaders and radical agitators and the Charity Organization Society people aren't perfect 

little angels any more than preachers are!" 

 

"Heavens, I don't expect 'em to be! I don't expect to be content," Frank protested. "And 

isn't it a good thing to have a few people who are always yammering? Never get anywhere 

without. What a joke that a minister, who's supposed to have such divine authority that he can 

threaten people with hell, is also supposed to be such an office-boy that he can be cussed out and 

fired if he dares to criticize capitalists or his fellow ministers! Anyway--Dear Bess, it's rotten on 

you. I'd like to be a contented sort, I'd like to 'succeed,' to be satisfied with being half-honest. But 

I can't. . . . You see, Phil, I was brought up to believe the Christian God wasn't a scared and 

compromising public servant, but the creator and advocate of the whole merciless truth, and I 

reckon that training spoiled me--I actually took my teachers seriously!" 

 

"Oh, tut, tut, Frank; trouble with you is," Philip McGarry yawned, "trouble with you is, 

you like arguing more than you do patiently working out the spiritual problems of some poor, 

dumb, infinitely piteous human being that comes to you for help, and that doesn't care a hoot 

whether you advocate Zoroastrianism or Seventh-day Adventism, so long as he feels that you 

love him and that you can bring him strength from a power higher than himself. I know that if 

you could lose your intellectual pride, if you could forget that you have to make a new world, 

better'n the Creator's, right away tonight--you and Bernard Shaw and H. G. Wells and H. L. 

Mencken and Sinclair Lewis (Lord, how that book of Lewis', 'Main Street,' did bore me, as much 



of it as I read; it just rambled on forever, and all he could see was that some of the Gopher Prairie 

hicks didn't go to literary teas quite as often as he does!--that was all he could see among those 

splendid heroic pioneers)! Well, as I was saying, if instead of starting in where your 

congregation has left off, because they never had your chance, you could draw them along with 

you--" 

 

"I try to! And let me tell you, young fellow, I've got a few of 'em far enough along so 

they're having the sense to leave me and my evangelical church and go off to the Unitarians or 

stay away from church altogether--thus, Bess darling, depriving my wife and babes of a few 

more pennies! But seriously, Phil--" 

 

"A man always says 'But seriously' when he feels the previous arguments haven't been so 

good yet!" 

 

"Maybe. But anyway, what I mean to say is: Of course my liberalism is all foolishness! 

Do you know why my people stand for it? They're not enough interested to realize what I'm 

saying! If I had a successor who was a fundamentalist, they'd like him just as well or better, and 

they'd go back a-whooping to the sacred hell-fire that I've coaxed 'em out of. They don't believe I 

mean it when I take a shot at the fear of eternal punishment, and the whole magic and taboo 

system of worshiping the Bible and the ministry, and all the other skull-decorated vestiges of 

horror there are in so-called Christianity! They don't know it! Partly it's because they've been 

trained not to believe anything much they hear in sermons. But also it's my fault. I'm not 

aggressive. I ought to jump around like a lunatic or a popular evangelist, and shout, 'D' you 

understand? When I say that most of your religious opinions are bunk, why, what I mean is, 

they're bunk!' I've never been violently enough in earnest to be beaten for the sake of the Lord 

our God! . . . Not yet!" 

 

"Hah, there I've got you, Frank! Tickles me to see you try to be the village atheist! 'For 

the sake of the Lord' you just said. And how often I've heard you say at parting 'God bless you'--

and you meant it! Oh, no, you don't believe in Christ! Not any more than the Pope at Rome!" 

 

"I suppose that if I said 'God damn you,' that would also prove that I was a devout 

Christian! Oh, Phil, I can't understand how a man as honest as you, as really fond of helping 

people--and of tolerating them!--can stand being classed with a lot of your fellow preachers and 

not even kick about it! Think of your going on enduring being a fellow Methodist preacher right 

in the same town with Elmer Gantry and not standing up in ministers' meeting and saying, 'Either 

he gets out or I do!'" 

 

"I know! You idiot, don't you suppose those of us that are halfway decent suffer from 

being classed with Gantry, and that we hate him more than you do? But even if Elmer is rather 

on the swine side, what of it? Would you condemn a fine aspiring institution, full of broad-

gauged, earnest fellows, because one of them was a wash-out?" 

 



"One? Just one? I'll admit there aren't many, not very many, hogs like Gantry in your 

church, or any other, but let me give my loving fraternal opinions of a few others of your 

splendid Methodist fellows! Bishop Toomis is a gas-bag. Chester Brown, with his candles and 

chanting, he's merely an Episcopalian who'd go over to the Episcopal church if he weren't afraid 

he'd lose too much salary in starting again--just as a good share of the Anglo-Catholic 

Episcopalians are merely Catholics who'd go over to Rome if they weren't afraid of losing social 

caste. Otto Hickenlooper, with his institutions--the rich are so moved by his charities that they 

hand him money and Otto gets praised for spending that money. Fine vicious circle. And think of 

some poor young idiot studying art, wasting his time and twisting his ideas, at Otto's strictly 

moral art class, where the teacher is chosen more for his opinions on the sacraments than for his 

knowledge of composition." 

 

"But, Frank, I've said all--" 

 

"And the sound, the scholarly, the well-balanced Dr. Mahlon Potts! Oh, he's a perfectly 

good man, and not a fanatic. Doesn't believe that evolution is a fiendish doctrine. The only 

trouble with him--as with most famous preachers--is that he hasn't the slightest notion what 

human beings are like. He's insulated; has been ever since he became a preacher. He goes to the 

death-beds of prostitutes (but not very often, I'll bet!) but he can't understand that perfectly 

decent husbands and wives often can't get along because of sexual incompatibility. 

 

"Potts lives in a library; he gets his idea of human motives out of George Eliot and 

Margaret Deland, and his ideas of economics out of editorials in the Advocate, and his idea as to 

what he really is accomplishing out of the flattery of his Ladies' Aid! He's a much worse criminal 

than Gantry! I imagine Elmer has some desire to be a good fellow and share his swag, but Dr. 

Potts wants to make over an entire world of living, bleeding, sweating, loving, fighting human 

beings into the likeness of Dr. Potts--of Dr. Potts taking his afternoon nap and snoring under a 

shelf of books about the doctrines of the Ante-Nicene Fathers!" 

 

"Golly, you simply love us! And I suppose you think I admire all these fellows! Why, 

they regard me as a heretic, from the bishop down," said Philip McGarry. 

 

"And yet you stay with them!" 

 

"Any other church better?" 

 

"Oh, no. Don't think I give all my love to the Methodists. I take them only because they're 

your particular breed. My own Congregationalists, the Baptists who taught me that immersion is 

more important than social justice, the Presbyterians, the Campbellites, the whole lot--oh, I love 

'em all about equally!" 

 

"And what about yourself? What about me?" 

 



"You know what I think of myself--a man too feeble to stand up and risk being called a 

crank or a vile atheist! And about you, my young liberal friend, I was just saving you to the last 

in my exhibit of Methodist parsons! You're the worst of the lot!" 

 

"Oh, now, Frank!" yawned Bess. 

 

She was sleepy. How preachers did talk! Did plasterers and authors and stock-brokers sit 

up half the night discussing their souls, fretting as to whether plastering or authorship or stock-

broking was worth while? 

 

She yawned again, kissed Frank, patted Philip's cheek, and made exit with, "You may be 

feeble, Frank, but you certainly can talk a strong, rugged young wife to death!" 

 

Frank, usually to be cowed by her jocose grumbling and Philip's friendly jabs, was 

tonight afire and unquenchable. 

 

"Yes, you're the worst of all, Phil! You do know something of human beings. You're not 

like old Potts, who's always so informative about how much sin there is in the world and always 

so astonished when he meets an actual sinner. And you don't think it matters a hang whether a 

seeker after decency gets ducked--otherwise baptized--or not. And yet when you get up in the 

pulpit, from the way you wallow in prayer people believe that you're just as chummy with the 

Deity as Potts or Gantry. Your liberalism never lasts you more than from my house to the street-

car. You talk about the golden streets of Heaven and the blessed peace of the hereafter, and yet 

you've admitted to me, time and again, that you haven't the slightest idea whether there is any 

personal life after death. You talk about Redemption, and the Sacrament of the Lord's Supper, 

and how God helps this nation to win a war and hits that other with a flood, and a lot more things 

that you don't believe privately at all." 

 

"Oh, I know! Thunder! But you yourself--you pray in church." 

 

"Not really. For over a year now I've never addressed a prayer to any definite deity. I say 

something like 'Let us in meditation, forgetting the worries of daily life, join our spirits in 

longing for the coming of perpetual peace'--something like that." 

 

"Well, it sounds like a pretty punk prayer to me, Frankie! The only trouble with you is, 

you feel you're called on to rewrite the Lord's Prayer for him!" 

 

Philip laughed gustily, and slapped Frank's shoulder. 

 

"Damn it, don't be so jocular! I know it's a poor prayer. It's terrible. Nebulous. 

Meaningless. Like a barker at the New Thought side-show. I don't mind your disliking it, but I 

do mind your trying to be humorous! Why is it that you lads who defend the church are so 

facetious when you really get down to discussing the roots of religion?" 



 

"I know, Frank. Effect of too much preaching. But seriously: Yes, I do say things in the 

pulpit that I don't mean literally. What of it? People understand these symbols; they've been 

brought up with them, they're comfortable with them. My object in preaching is to teach the art 

of living as far as I can; to encourage my people--and myself--to be kind, to be honest, to be 

clean, to be courageous, to love God and their fellow-men; and the whole experience of the 

church shows that those lessons can best be taught through such really noble concepts as 

salvation and the presence of the Holy Ghost and Heaven and so on." 

 

"Hm. Does it? Has the church ever tried anything else? And just what the dickens do you 

mean by 'being clean' and 'being honest' and 'teaching the art of living'? Lord, how we preachers 

do love to use phrases that don't mean anything! But suppose you were perfectly right. 

Nevertheless, by using the same theological slang as a Gantry or a Toomis or a Potts, you 

unconsciously make everybody believe that you think and act like them too." 

 

"Nonsense! Not that I'm particularly drawn by the charms of any of these fellow sages. 

I'd rather be wrecked on a desert island with you, you old atheist!--you darned old fool! But 

suppose they were as bad as you think. I still wouldn't feel it was my duty to foul my own nest, 

to make this grand old Methodist Church, with its saints and heroes like Wesley and Asbury and 

Quayle and Cartwright and McDowell and McConnell--why, the tears almost come to my eyes 

when I think of men like that! Look here: Suppose you were at war, in a famous regiment. 

Suppose a lot of your fellow soldiers, even the present commander of the regiment himself, were 

rotters--cowards. Would you feel called on to desert? Or to fight all the harder to make up for 

their faults?" 

 

"Phil, next to the humorous ragging I spoke of, and the use of stale phrases, the worst 

cancer in religious discussion is the use of the metaphor! The Protestant church is not a regiment. 

You're not a soldier. The soldier has to fight when and as he's told. You have absolute liberty, 

outside of a few moral and doctrinal compulsions." 

 

"Ah-hah, now I've got you, my logical young friend! If we have that liberty, why aren't 

you willing to stay in the church? Oh, Frank, Frank, you are such a fool! I know that you long for 

righteousness. Can't you see that you can get it best by staying in the church, liberalizing from 

within, instead of running away and leaving the people to the ministrations of the Gantrys?" 

 

"I know. I've been thinking just that all these years. That's why I'm still a preacher! But 

I'm coming to believe that it's tommyrot. I'm coming to think that the hell-howling old 

mossbacks corrupt the honest liberals a lot more than the liberals lighten the backwoods minds of 

the fundamentalists. What the dickens is the church accomplishing, really? Why have a church at 

all? What has it for humanity that you won't find in worldly sources--schools, books, 

conversation?" 

 



"It has this, Frank: It has the unique personality and teachings of Jesus Christ, and there is 

something in Jesus, there is something in the way he spoke, there is something in the feeling of a 

man when he suddenly has that inexpressible experience of knowing the Master and his 

presence, which makes the church of Jesus different from any other merely human institution or 

instrument whatsoever! Jesus is not simply greater and wiser than Socrates or Voltaire; he is 

entirely different. Anybody can interpret and teach Socrates or Voltaire--in schools or books or 

conversation. But to interpret the personality and teachings of Jesus requires an especially called, 

chosen, trained, consecrated body of men, united in an especial institution--the church." 

 

"Phil, it sounds so splendid. But just what were the personality and the teachings of 

Jesus? I'll admit it's the heart of the controversy over the Christian religion:--aside from the fact 

that, of course, most people believe in a church because they were born to it. But the essential 

query is: Did Jesus--if the Biblical accounts of him are even half accurate--have a particularly 

noble personality, and were his teachings particularly original and profound? You know it's 

almost impossible to get people to read the Bible honestly. They've been so brought up to take 

the church interpretation of every word that they read into it whatever they've been taught to find 

there. It's been so with me, up to the last couple of years. But now I'm becoming a quarter free, 

and I'm appalled to see that I don't find Jesus an especially admirable character! 

 

"He is picturesque. He tells splendid stories. He's a good fellow, fond of low company--in 

fact the idea of Jesus, whom the bishops of his day cursed as a rounder and wine-bibber, being 

chosen as the god of the Prohibitionists is one of the funniest twists in history. But he's vain, he 

praises himself outrageously, he's fond of astonishing people by little magical tricks which we've 

been taught to revere as 'miracles.' He is furious as a child in a tantrum when people don't 

recognize him as a great leader. He loses his temper. He blasts the poor barren fig-tree when it 

doesn't feed him. What minds people have! They hear preachers proving by the Bible the exact 

opposites, that the Roman Catholic Church is divinely ordained and that it is against all divine 

ordinances, and it never occurs to them that far from the Christian religion--or any other religion-

-being a blessing to humanity, it's produced such confusion in all thinking, such secondhand 

viewing of actualities, that only now are we beginning to ask what and why we are, and what we 

can do with life! 

 

"Just what are the teachings of Christ? Did he come to bring peace or more war? He says 

both. Did he approve earthly monarchies or rebel against them? He says both. Did he ever--think 

of it, God himself, taking on human form to help the earth--did he ever suggest sanitation, which 

would have saved millions from plagues? And you can't say his failure there was because he was 

too lofty to consider mere sickness. On the contrary, he was awfully interested in it, always 

healing some one--providing they flattered his vanity enough! 

 

"What did he teach? One place in the Sermon on the Mount he advises--let me get my 

Bible--here it is: 'Let your light so shine before men that they may see your good works and 

glorify your Father which is in heaven,' and then five minutes later he's saying, 'Take heed that 

ye do not your alms before men, to be seen of them, otherwise ye have no reward of your Father 



which is in heaven." That's an absolute contradiction, in the one document which is the charter of 

the whole Christian Church. Oh, I know you can reconcile them, Phil. That's the whole aim of 

the ministerial training: to teach us to reconcile contradictions by saying that one of them doesn't 

mean what it means--and it's always a good stunt to throw in 'You'd understand it if you'd only 

read it in the original Greek'! 

 

"There's just one thing that does stand out clearly and uncontradicted in Jesus' teaching. 

He advocated a system of economics whereby no one saved money or stored up wheat or did 

anything but live like a tramp. If this teaching of his had been accepted, the world would have 

starved in twenty years, after his death! 

 

"No, wait, Phil, just one second and then I'm through!" 

 

He talked till dawn. 

 

Frank's last protest, as they stood on the steps in the cold grayness, was: 

 

"My objection to the church isn't that the preachers are cruel, hypocritical, actually 

wicked, though some of them are that, too--think of how many are arrested for selling fake stock, 

for seducing fourteen-year-old girls in orphanages under their care, for arson, for murder. And it 

isn't so much that the church is in bondage to Big Business and doctrines as laid down by 

millionaires--though a lot of churches are that, too. My chief objection is that ninety-nine percent 

of sermons and Sunday School teachings are so agonizingly dull!" 

  



CHAPTER XXIX 

  

 

1 

 

  

 

However impatient he was with Frank, Philip McGarry's last wish was to set Elmer 

Gantry piously baying on Frank's trail. It was rather an accident. Philip sat next to Elmer at a 

dinner to discuss missionary funds; he remembered that Frank and Elmer had been classmates; 

and with a sincerely affectionate "It's too bad the poor boy worries so over what are really 

matters for Faith," he gave away to Elmer most of Frank's heresies. 

 

Now in the bustle of raising funds to build a vast new church, Elmer had forgotten his 

notion of saving the renowned hardware impresario, Mr. William Dollinger Styles, and his 

millions from contamination by Frank's blasphemies. 

 

"We could use old Styles, and you could get some fine publicity by attacking Shallard's 

attempt to steal Jesus and even Hell away from us," said Elmer's confidant, Mr. T. J. Rigg, when 

he was consulted. 

 

"Say, that's great. How liberalism leads to theism. Fine! Wait till Mr. Frank Shallard 

opens his mouth and puts his foot in it again!" said the Reverend Elmer Gantry. "Say, I wonder 

how we could get a report of his sermons? The poor fish isn't important enough so's they very 

often report his junk in the papers." 

 

"I'll take care of that. I've got a girl in my office, good fast worker, that I'll have go and 

take down all his sermons. They'll just think she's practising stenography." 

 

"Well, by golly, that's one good use for sermons. Ha, ha, ha!" said Elmer. 

 

"Yes, sir, by golly, found at last. Ha, ha, ha!" said Mr. T. J. Rigg. 

 

  

 

2 

 

  

 

In less than a month Frank maddened the citizens of Zenith by asserting, in the pulpit, 

that though he was in favor of temperance, he was not for Prohibition; that the methods of the 

Anti-Saloon League were those of a lumber lobby. 



 

Elmer had his chance. 

 

He advertised that he would speak on "Fake Preachers--and Who They Are." 

 

In his sermon he said that Frank Shallard (by name) was a liar, a fool, an ingrate whom 

he had tried to help in seminary, a thief who was trying to steal Christ from an ailing world. 

 

Elmer saw to it--T. J. Rigg arranged a foursome--that he played golf with William 

Dollinger Styles that week. 

 

"I was awfully sorry, Mr. Styles," he said, "to feel it my duty to jump on your pastor, Mr. 

Shallard, last Sunday, but when a fellow stands up and makes fun of Jesus Christ--well, it's time 

to forget mercy!" 

 

"I thought you were kind of hard on him. I didn't hear his sermon myself--I'm a church-

member, but it does seem like things pile up so at the office that I have to spend almost every 

Sunday morning there. But from what they've told me, he wasn't so wild." 

 

"Then you don't think Shallard is practically an atheist?" 

 

"Why, no! Nice decent fellow--" 

 

"Mr. Styles, do you realize that all over town people are wondering how a man like you 

can give his support to a man like Shallard? Do you realize that not only the ministers but also 

laymen are saying that Shallard is secretly both an agnostic and a socialist, though he's afraid to 

come out and admit it? I hear it everywhere. People are afraid to tell you. Jiminy, I'm kind of 

scared of you myself! Feel I've got a lot of nerve!" 

 

"Well, I ain't so fierce," said Mr. Styles, very pleased. 

 

"Anyway, I'd hate to have you think I was sneaking around damning Shallard behind his 

back. Why don't you do this? You and some of the other Dorchester deacons have Shallard for 

lunch or dinner, and have me there, and let me put a few questions to him. I'll talk to the fellow 

straight! Do you feel you can afford to be known as tolerating an infidel in your church? 

Oughtn't you to make him come out from under cover and admit what he thinks? If I'm wrong, 

I'll apologize to you and to him, and you can call me all the kinds of nosey, meddling, cranky, 

interfering fool you want to!" 

 

"Well--He seems kind of a nice fellow." Mr. Styles was uncomfortable. "But if you're 

right about him being really an infidel, don't know's I could stand that." 

 



"How'd it be if you and some of your deacons and Shallard came and had dinner with me 

in a private room at the Athletic Club next Friday evening?" 

 

"Well, all right--" 
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Frank was so simple as to lose his temper when Elmer had bullied him, roared at him, 

bulked at him, long enough, with Frank's own deacons accepting Elmer as an authority. He was 

irritated out of all caution, and he screamed back at Elmer that he did not accept Jesus Christ as 

divine; that he was not sure of a future life; that he wasn't even certain of a personal God. 

 

Mr. William Dollinger Styles snapped, "Then just why, Mr. Shallard, don't you get out of 

the ministry before you're kicked out?" 

 

"Because I'm not yet sure--Though I do think our present churches are as absurd as a 

belief in witchcraft, yet I believe there could be a church free of superstition, helpful to the 

needy, and giving people that mystic something stronger than reason, that sense of being uplifted 

in common worship of an unknowable power for good. Myself, I'd be lonely with nothing but 

bleak debating-societies. I think--at least I still think--that for many souls there is this need of 

worship, even of beautiful ceremonial--" 

 

"'Mystic need of worship!' 'Unknowable power for good!' Words, words, words! Milk 

and water! That, when you have the glorious and certain figure of Christ Jesus to worship and 

follow!" bellowed Elmer. "Pardon me, gentlemen, for intruding, but it makes me, not as a 

preacher but just as a humble and devout Christian, sick to my stomach to hear a fellow feel that 

he knows so blame' much he's able to throw out of the window the Christ that the whole civilized 

world has believed in for countless centuries! And try to replace him with a lot of gassy phrases! 

Excuse me, Mr. Styles, but after all, religion is a serious business, and if we're going to call 

ourselves Christians at all, we have to bear testimony to the proven fact of God. Forgive me." 

 

"It's quite all right, Dr. Gantry. I know just how you feel," said Styles. "And while I'm no 

authority on religion, I feel the same way you do, and I guess these other gentlemen do, too. . . . 

Now, Shallard, you're entitled to your own views, but not in our pulpit! Why don't you just 

resign before we kick you out?" 

 

"You can't kick me out! It takes the whole church to do that!" 

 



"The whole church'll damn well do it, you watch 'em!" said Deacon William Dollinger 

Styles. 
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"What are we going to do, dear?" Bess said wearily. "I'll stand by you, of course, but let's 

be practical. Don't you think it would make less trouble if you did resign?" 

 

"I've done nothing for which to resign! I've led a thoroughly decent life. I haven't lied or 

been indecent or stolen. I've preached imagination, happiness, justice, seeking for the truth. I'm 

no sage, Heaven knows, but I've given my people a knowledge that there are such things as 

ethnology and biology, that there are books like 'Ethan Frome' and 'Père Goriot' and 'Tono-

Bungay' and Renan's 'Jesus,' that there is nothing wicked in looking straight at life--" 

 

"Dear, I said practical!" 

 

"Oh, thunder, I don't know. I think I can get a job in the Charity Organization Society 

here--the general secretary happens to be pretty liberal." 

 

"I hate to have us leave the church entirely. I'm sort of at home there. Why not see if 

they'd like to have you in the Unitarian Church?" 

 

"Too respectable. Scared. Same old sanctified phrases I'm trying to get rid of--and won't 

ever quite get rid of, I'm afraid." 
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A meeting of the church body had been called to decide on Frank's worthiness, and the 

members had been informed by Styles that Frank was attacking all religion. Instantly a number 

of the adherents who had been quite unalarmed by what they themselves had heard in the pulpit 

perceived that Frank was a dangerous fellow and more than likely to injure omnipotent God. 

 

Before the meeting, one woman, who remained fond of him, fretted to Frank, "Oh, can't 

you understand what a dreadful thing you're doing to question the divinity of Christ and all? I'm 

afraid you're going to hurt religion permanently. If you could open your eyes and see--if you 



could only understand what my religion has meant to me in times of despair! I don't know what I 

would have done during my typhoid without that consolation! You're a bright, smart man when 

you let yourself be. If you'd only go and have a good talk with Dr. G. Prosper Edwards. He's an 

older man than you, and he's a doctor of divinity, and he has such huge crowds at Pilgrim 

Church, and I'm sure he could show you where you're wrong and make everything perfectly clear 

to you." 

 

Frank's sister, married now to an Akron lawyer, came to stay with them. They had been 

happy, Frank and she, in the tepid but amiable house of their minister-father; they had played at 

church, with dolls and salt-cellars for congregation; books were always about them, natural to 

them; and at their father's table they had heard doctors, preachers, lawyers, politicians, talk of 

high matters. 

 

The sister bubbled to Bess, "You know, Frank doesn't believe half he says! He just likes 

to show off. He's a real good Christian at heart, if he only knew it. Why, he was such a good 

Christian boy--he led the B.Y.P.U.--he couldn't have drifted away from Christ into all this 

nonsense that nobody takes seriously except a lot of long-haired dirty cranks! And he'll break his 

father's heart! I'm going to have a good talk with that young man, and bring him to his senses!" 

 

On the street Frank met the great Dr. McTiger, pastor of the Royal Ridge Presbyterian 

Church. 

 

Dr. McTiger had been born in Scotland, graduated at Edinburgh, and he secretly--not too 

secretly--despised all American universities and seminaries and their alumni. He was a large, 

impatient, brusque man, renowned for the length of his sermons. 

 

"I hear, young man," he shouted at Frank, "that you have read one whole book on the pre-

Christian mysteries and decided that our doctrines are secondhand and that you are now going to 

destroy the church. You should have more pity! With the loss of a profound intellect like yours, 

my young friend, I should doubt if the church can stagger on! It's a pity that after discovering 

scholarship you didn't go on and get enough of that same scholarship to perceive that by the 

wondrous beneficence of God's mercy the early church was led to combine many alien factors in 

the one perfection of the Christian brotherhood! I don't know whether it's ignorance of church 

history or lack of humor that chiefly distinguishes you, my young friend! Go and sin no more!" 

 

From Andrew Pengilly came a scrawled, shaky letter begging Frank to stand true and not 

deliver his appointed flock to the devil. That hurt. 
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The first church business meeting did not settle the question of Frank's remaining. He 

was questioned about his doctrines, and he shocked them by being candid, but the men whom he 

had helped, the women whom he had consoled in sickness, the fathers who had gone to him 

when their daughters "had gotten into trouble," stood by him for all the threats of Styles. 

 

A second meeting would have to be called before they took a vote. 

 

When Elmer read of this, he galloped to T. J. Rigg. "Here's our chance!" he gloated. "If 

the first meeting had kicked Frank out, Styles might have stayed with their church, though I do 

think he likes my brand of theology and my Republican politics. But why don't you go to him 

now, T. J., and hint around about how his church has insulted him?" 

 

"All right, Elmer. Another soul saved. Brother Styles has still got the first dollar he ever 

earned, but maybe we can get ten cents of it away from him for the new church. Only--Him 

being so much richer than I, I hope you won't go to him for spiritual advice and inspiration, 

instead of me." 

 

"You bet I won't, T. J.! Nobody has ever accused Elmer Gantry of being disloyal to his 

friends! My only hope is that your guidance of this church has been of some value to you 

yourself." 

 

"Well--yes--in a way. I've had three brother Methodist clients from Wellspring come to 

me--two burglary and one forgery. But it's more that I just like to make the wheels go round." 

 

Mr. Rigg was saying, an hour later, to Mr. William Dollinger Styles, "If you came and 

joined us, I know you'd like it--you've seen what a fine, upstanding, two-fisted, one-hundred-

percent he-man Dr. Gantry is. Absolutely sound about business. And it would be a swell rebuke 

to your church for not accepting your advice. But we hate to invite you to come over to us--in 

fact Dr. Gantry absolutely forbade me to see you--for fear you'll think it was just because you're 

rich." 

 

For three days Styles shied, then he was led, trembling, up to the harness. 

 

Afterward, Dr. G. Prosper Edwards of Pilgrim Congregational said to his spouse, "Why 

on earth didn't we think of going right after Styles and inviting him to join us? It was so simple 

we never even thought of it. I really do feel quite cross. Why didn't you think of it?" 
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The second church meeting was postponed. It looked to Elmer as though Frank would be 

able to stay on at Dorchester Congregational and thus defy Elmer as the spiritual and moral 

leader of the city. 

 

Elmer acted fearlessly. 

 

In sermon after sermon he spoke of "that bunch of atheists out there at Dorchester." 

Frank's parishioners were alarmed. They were forced to explain (only they were never quite sure 

what they were explaining) to customers, to neighbors, to fellow lodge-members. They felt 

disgraced, and so it was that a second meeting was called. 

 

Now Frank had fancied a spectacular resignation. He heard himself, standing before a 

startled audience, proclaiming, "I have decided that no one in this room, including your pastor, 

believes in the Christian religion. Not one of us would turn the other cheek. Not one of us would 

sell all that he has and give to the poor. Not one of us would give his coat to some man who took 

his overcoat. Every one of us lays up all the treasure he can. We don't practise the Christian 

religion. We don't intend to practise it. Therefore, we don't believe in it. Therefore I resign, and I 

advise you to quit lying and disband." 

 

He saw himself, then, tramping down the aisle among his gaping hearers, and leaving the 

church forever. 

 

But: "I'm too tired. Too miserable. And why hurt the poor bewildered souls? And--I am 

so tired." 

 

He stood up at the beginning of the second meeting and said gently, "I had refused to 

resign. I still feel I have an honest right to an honest pulpit. But I am setting brother against 

brother. I am not a Cause--I am only a friend. I have loved you and the work, the sound of 

friends singing together, the happiness of meeting on leisurely Sunday mornings. This I give up. 

I resign, and I wish I could say, 'God be with you and bless you all.' But the good Christians have 

taken God and made him into a menacing bully, and I cannot even say 'God bless you,' during 

this last moment, in a life given altogether to religion, when I shall ever stand in a pulpit." 

 

Elmer Gantry, in his next sermon, said that he was so broad-minded that he would be 

willing to receive an Infidel Shallard in his church, providing he repented. 
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When he found that he liked the Charity Organization Society and his work in that bleak 

institution no better than his work in the church, Frank laughed. 

 

"As Bess said! A consistent malcontent! Well, I am consistent, anyway. And the relief 

not to be a preacher any more! Not to have to act sanctimonious! Not to have men consider you 

an old woman in trousers! To be able to laugh without watching its effect!" 

 

Frank was given charge, at the C. O. S., of a lodging-house, a woodyard at which hoboes 

worked for two hours daily to pay for lodging and breakfast, and an employment bureau. He 

knew little about Scientific Charity, so he was shocked by the icy manner in which his 

subordinates--the aged virgin at the inquiry desk, the boss of the woodyard, the clerk at the 

lodging-house, the young lady who asked the applicants about their religion and vices--treated 

the shambling unfortunates as criminals who had deliberately committed the crime of poverty. 

 

They were as efficient and as tender as vermin-exterminators. 

 

In this acid perfection, Frank longed for the mystery that clings to even the dourest or 

politest tabernacle. He fell in the way of going often to the huge St. Dominic's Catholic Church, 

of which the eloquent Father de Pinna was pastor, with Father Matthew Smeesby, the new sort of 

American, state-university-bred priest, as assistant pastor and liaison officer. 

 

St. Dominic's was, for Zenith, an ancient edifice, and the coal-smoke from the South 

Zenith factories had aged the gray stone to a semblance of historic centuries. The interior, with 

its dim irregularity, its lofty roof, the curious shrines, the mysterious door at the top of a flight of 

stone steps, unloosed Frank's imagination. It touched him to see the people kneeling at any hour. 

He had never known a church to which the plain people came for prayer. Despite its dusky 

magnificence, they seemed to find in the church their home. And when he saw the gold and 

crimson of solemn high mass blazing at the end of the dark aisle, with the crush of people visibly 

believing in the presence of God, he wondered if he had indeed found the worship he had 

fumblingly sought. 

 

He knew that to believe literally in Purgatory and the Immaculate Conception, the Real 

Presence and the authority of the hierarchy, was as impossible for him as to believe in Zeus. 

 

"But," he pondered, "isn't it possible that the whole thing is so gorgeous a fairy-tale that 

to criticize it would be like trying to prove that Jack did not kill the giant? No sane priest could 

expect a man of some education to think that saying masses had any effect on souls in Purgatory; 

they'd expect him to take the whole thing as one takes a symphony. And, oh, I am lonely for the 

fellowship of the church!" 

 

He sought a consultation with Father Matthew Smeesby. They had met, as fellow 

ministers, at many dinners. 

 



The good father sat at a Grand Rapids desk, in a room altogether business-like save for a 

carved Bavarian cupboard and a crucifix on the barren plaster wall. Smeesby was a man of forty, 

a crisper Philip McGarry. 

 

"You were an American university man, weren't you, Father?" Frank asked. 

 

"Yes. University of Indiana. Played half-back." 

 

"Then I think I can talk to you. It seems to me that so many of your priests are not merely 

foreign by birth, Poles and whatnot, but they look down on American mores and want to mold us 

to their ideas and ways. But you--Tell me: Would it be conceivable for an--I won't say an 

intelligent, but at least a reasonably well-read man like myself, who finds it quite impossible to 

believe one word of your doctrines--" 

 

"Huh!" 

 

"--but who is tremendously impressed by your ritual and the spirit of worship--could such 

a man be received into the Roman Catholic Church, honestly, with the understanding that to him 

your dogmas are nothing but symbols?" 

 

"Most certainly not!" 

 

"Don't you know any priests who love the Church but don't literally believe all the 

doctrines?" 

 

"I do not! I know no such persons! Shallard, you can't understand the authority and 

reasonableness of the Church. You're not ready to. You think too much of your puerile powers of 

reasoning. You haven't enough divine humility to comprehend the ages of wisdom that have 

gone to building up this fortress, and you stand outside its walls, one pitifully lonely little figure, 

blowing the trumpet of your egotism, and demanding of the sentry, 'Take me to your 

commander. I am graciously inclined to assist him. Only he must understand that I think his 

granite walls are pasteboard, and I reserve the right to blow them down when I get tired of them.' 

Man, if you were a prostitute or a murderer and came to me saying 'Can I be saved?' I'd cry 'Yes!' 

and give my life to helping you. But you're obsessed by a worse crime than murder--pride of 

intellect! And yet you haven't such an awfully overpowering intellect to be proud of, and I'm not 

sure but that's the worst crime of all! Good-day!" 

 

He added, as Frank ragingly opened the door, "Go home and pray for simplicity." 

 

"Go home and pray that I may be made like you? Pray to have your humility and your 

manners?" said Frank. 

 



It was a fortnight later that for his own satisfaction Frank set down in the note-book 

which he had always carried for sermon ideas, which he still carried for the sermons they would 

never let him preach again, a conclusion: 

 

"The Roman Catholic Church is superior to the militant Protestant Church. It does not 

compel you to give up your sense of beauty, your sense of humor, or your pleasant vices. It 

merely requires you to give up your honesty, your reason, your heart and soul." 
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Frank had been with the Charity Organization Society for three years, and he had become 

assistant general secretary at the time of the Dayton evolution trial. It was at this time that the 

brisker conservative clergymen saw that their influence and oratory and incomes were threatened 

by any authentic learning. A few of them were so intelligent as to know that not only was 

biology dangerous to their positions, but also history--which gave no very sanctified reputation 

to the Christian church; astronomy--which found no convenient Heaven in the skies and 

snickered politely at the notion of making the sun stand still in order to win a Jewish border 

skirmish; psychology--which doubted the superiority of a Baptist preacher fresh from the farm to 

trained laboratory researchers; and all the other sciences of the modern university. They saw that 

a proper school should teach nothing but bookkeeping, agriculture, geometry, dead languages 

made deader by leaving out all the amusing literature, and the Hebrew Bible as interpreted by 

men superbly trained to ignore contradictions, men technically called "Fundamentalists." 

 

This perception the clergy and their most admired laymen expressed in quick action. 

They formed half a dozen competent and well-financed organizations to threaten rustic state 

legislators with political failure and bribe them with unctuous clerical praise, so that these back-

street and backwoods Solons would forbid the teaching in all state-supported schools and 

colleges of anything which was not approved by the evangelists. 

 

It worked edifyingly. 

 

To oppose them there were organized a few groups of scholars. One of these 

organizations asked Frank to speak for them. He was delighted to feel an audience before him 

again, and he got leave from the Zenith Charity Organization Society for a lecture tour. 

 

He came excitedly and proudly to his first assignment, in a roaring modern city in the 

Southwest. He loved the town; believed really that he came to it with a "message." He tasted the 

Western air greedily, admired the buildings flashing up where but yesterday had been prairie. He 

smiled from the hotel 'bus when he saw a poster which announced that the Reverend Frank 



Shallard would speak on "Are the Fundamentalists Witch Hunters?" at Central Labor Hall, 

auspices of the League for Free Science. 

 

"Bully! Fighting again! I've found that religion I've been looking for!" 

 

He peered out for other posters. . . . They were all defaced. 

 

At his hotel was a note, typed, anonymous: "We don't want you and your hellish atheism 

here. We can think for ourselves without any imported 'liberals.' If you enjoy life, you'd better be 

out of this decent Christian city before evening. God help you if you aren't! We have enough 

mercy to give warning, but enough of God's justice to see you get yours right if you don't listen. 

Blasphemers get what they ask for. We wonder if you would like the feeling of a blacksnake 

across your lying face? The Committee." 

 

Frank had never known physical conflict more violent than boyhood wrestling. His hand 

shook. He tried to sound defiant with: "They can't scare me!" 

 

His telephone, and a voice: "This Shallard? Well this is a brother preacher speaking. 

Name don't matter. I just want to tip you off that you'd better not speak tonight. Some of the boys 

are pretty rough." 

 

Then Frank began to know the joy of anger. 

 

The hall of his lecture was half filled when he looked across the ice-water pitcher on the 

speaker's table. At the front were the provincial intellectuals, most of them very eager, most of 

them dreadfully poor: a Jewish girl librarian with hungry eyes, a crippled tailor, a spectacled 

doctor sympathetic to radical disturbances but too good a surgeon to be driven out of town. 

There was a waste of empty seats, then, and at the back a group of solid, prosperous, scowling 

burghers, with a leonine man who was either an actor, a congressman, or a popular clergyman. 

 

This respectable group grumbled softly, and hissed a little as Frank nervously began. 

 

America, he said, in its laughter at the "monkey trial" at Dayton, did not understand the 

veritable menace of the Fundamentalists' crusade. ("Outrageous!" from the leonine gentleman.) 

They were mild enough now; they spoke in the name of virtue; but give them rope, and there 

would be a new Inquisition, a new hunting of witches. We might live to see men burned to death 

for refusing to attend Protestant churches. 

 

Frank quoted the Fundamentalist who asserted that evolutionists were literally murderers, 

because they killed orthodox faith, and ought therefore to be lynched; William Jennings Bryan, 

with his proposal that any American who took a drink outside the country should be exiled for 

life. 

 



"That's how these men speak, with so little power--as yet!" Frank pleaded. "Use your 

imaginations! Think how they would rule this nation, and compel the more easy-going half-

liberal clergy to work with them, if they had the power!" 

 

There were constant grunts of "That's a lie!" and "They ought to shut him up!" from the 

back, and now Frank saw marching into the hall a dozen tough young men. They stood ready for 

action, looking expectantly toward the line of prosperous Christian Citizens. 

 

"And you have here in your own city," Frank continued, "a minister of the gospel who 

enjoys bellowing that any one who disagrees with him is a Judas." 

 

"That's enough!" cried some one at the back, and the young toughs galloped down the 

aisle toward Frank, their eyes hot with cruelty, teeth like a fighting dog's, hands working--he 

could feel them at his neck. They were met and held a moment by the sympathizers in front. 

Frank saw the crippled tailor knocked down by a man who stepped on the body as he charged on. 

 

With a curious lassitude more than with any fear, Frank sighed, "Hang it, I've got to join 

the fight and get killed!" 

 

He started down from the platform. 

 

The chairman seized his shoulder. "No! Don't! You'll get beaten to death! We need you! 

Come here--come here! This back door!" 

 

Frank was thrust through a door into a half-lighted alley. 

 

A motor was waiting, and by it two men, one of whom cried, "Right in here, Brother." 

 

It was a large sedan; it seemed security, life. But as Frank started to climb in he noted the 

man at the wheel, then looked closer at the others. The man at the wheel had no lips but only a 

bitter dry line across his face--the mouth of an executioner. Of the other two, one was like an 

unreformed bartender, with curly mustache and a barber's lock; one was gaunt, with insane eyes. 

 

"Who are you fellows?" he demanded. 

 

"Shut your damned trap and get t' hell in there!" shrieked the bartender, pushing Frank 

into the back of the car, so that he fell with his head on the cushion. 

 

The insane man scrambled in, and the car was off. 

 

"We told you to get out of town. We gave you your chance. By God, you'll learn 

something now, you God damned atheist--and probably a damn' socialist or I. W. W. too!" the 

seeming bartender said. "See this gun?" He stuck it into Frank's side, most painfully. "We may 



decide to let you live if you keep your mouth shut and do what we tell you to--and again we may 

not. You're going to have a nice ride with us! Just think what fun you're going to have when we 

get you in the country--alone--where it's nice and dark and quiet!" 

 

He placidly lifted his hands and gouged Frank's cheek with his strong fingernails. 

 

"I won't stand it!" screamed Frank. 

 

He rose, struggling. He felt the gaunt fanatic's fingers--just two fingers, demon-strong--

close on his neck, dig in with pain that made him sick. He felt the bartender's fist smashing his 

jaw. As he slumped down, limp against the forward seat, half-fainting, he heard the bartender 

chuckle: 

 

"That'll give the blank, blank, blank of a blank some idea of the fun we'll have watching 

him squirm bimeby!" 

 

The gaunt one snapped, "The boss said not to cuss." 

 

"Cuss, hell! I don't pretend to be any tin angel. I've done a lot of tough things. But, by 

God, when a fellow pretending to be a minister comes sneaking around trying to make fun of the 

Christian religion--the only chance us poor devils have got to become decent again--then, by 

God, it's time to show we've got some guts and appreciation!" 

 

The pseudo-bartender spoke with the smugly joyous tones of any crusader given a chance 

to be fiendish for a moral reason, and placidly raising his leg, he brought his heel down on 

Frank's instep. 

 

When the cloud of pain had cleared from his head, Frank sat rigid. . . . What would Bess 

and the kids do if these men killed him? . . . Would they beat him much before he died? 

 

The car left the highway, followed a country road and ran along a lane, through what 

seemed to Frank to be a cornfield. It stopped by a large tree. 

 

"Get out!" snapped the gaunt man. 

 

Mechanically, his legs limp, Frank staggered out. He looked up at the moon. "It's the last 

time I'll ever see the moon--see the stars--hear voices. Never again to walk on a fresh morning!" 

 

"What are you going to do?" he said, hating them too much to be afraid. 

 

"Well, dearie," said the driver, with a dreadful jocosity, "you're going to take a little walk 

with us, back here in the fields a ways." 

 



"Hell!" said the bartender, "let's hang him. Here's a swell tree. Use the tow-rope." 

 

"No," from the gaunt man. "Just hurt him enough so he'll remember, and then he can go 

back and tell his atheist friends it ain't healthy for 'em in real Christian parts. Move, you!" 

 

Frank walked in front of them, ghastly silent. They followed a path through the cornfield 

to a hollow. The crickets were noisily cheerful; the moon serene. 

 

"This'll do," snarled the gaunt one; then to Frank: "Now get ready to feel good." 

 

He set his pocket electric torch on a clod of earth. In its light Frank saw him draw from 

his pocket a coiled black leather whip, a whip for mules. 

 

"Next time," said the gaunt one, slowly, "next time you come back here, we'll kill you. 

And any other yellow traitor and stinker and atheist like you. Tell 'em all that! This time we 

won't kill you--not quite." 

 

"Oh, quit talking and let's get busy!" said the bartender. "All right!" 

 

The bartender caught Frank's two arms behind, bending them back, almost breaking 

them, and suddenly with a pain appalling and unbelievable the whip slashed across Frank's 

cheek, cutting it, and instantly it came again--again--in a darkness of reeling pain. 
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Consciousness returned waveringly as dawn crawled over the cornfield and the birds 

were derisive. Frank's only clear emotion was a longing to escape from this agony by death. His 

whole face reeked with pain. He could not understand why he could scarce see. When he 

fumblingly raised his hand, he discovered that his right eye was a pulp of blind flesh, and along 

his jaw he could feel the exposed bone. 

 

He staggered along the path through the cornfield, stumbling over hummocks, lying there 

sobbing, muttering, "Bess--oh, come--Bess!" 

 

His strength lasted him just to the highroad, and he sloped to earth, lay by the road like a 

drunken beggar. A motor was coming, but when the driver saw Frank's feebly uplifted arm he 

sped on. Pretending to be hurt was a device of holdup men. 

 



"Oh, God, won't anybody help me?" Frank whimpered, and suddenly he was laughing, a 

choking twisted laughter. "Yes, I said it, Philip--'God' I said--I suppose it proves I'm a good 

Christian!" 

 

He rocked and crawled along the road to a cottage. There was a light--a farmer at early 

breakfast. "At last!" Frank wept. When the farmer answered the knock, holding up a lamp, he 

looked once at Frank, then screamed and slammed the door. 

 

An hour later a motorcycle policeman found Frank in the ditch, in half delirium. 

 

"Another drunk!" said the policeman, most cheerfully, snapping the support in place on 

his cycle. But as he stooped and saw Frank's half-hidden face, he whispered, "Good God 

Almighty!" 
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The doctors told him that though the right eye was gone completely, he might not entirely 

lose the sight of the other for perhaps a year. 

 

Bess did not shriek when she saw him; she only stood with her hands shaky at her breast. 

 

She seemed to hesitate before kissing what had been his mouth. But she spoke cheerfully: 

 

"Don't you worry about a single thing. I'll get a job that'll keep us going. I've already seen 

the general secretary at the C. O. S. And isn't it nice that the kiddies are old enough now to read 

aloud to you." 

 

To be read aloud to, the rest of his life . . . 
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Elmer called and raged, "This is the most outrageous thing I've ever heard of in my life, 

Frank! Believe me, I'm going to give the fellows that did this to you the most horrible beating 

they ever got, right from my pulpit! Even though it may hinder me in getting money for my new 

church--say, we're going to have a bang-up plant there, right up to date, cost over half a million 



dollars, seat over two thousand. But nobody can shut me up! I'm going to denounce those fiends 

in a way they'll never forget!" 

 

And that was the last Elmer is known ever to have said on the subject, privately or 

publicly. 

 

  



CHAPTER XXX 
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The Reverend Elmer Gantry was in his oak and Spanish leather study at the great new 

Wellspring Church. 

 

The building was of cheerful brick, trimmed with limestone. It had Gothic windows, a 

carillon in the square stone tower, dozens of Sunday School rooms, a gymnasium, a social room 

with a stage and a motion-picture booth, an electric range in the kitchen, and over it all a 

revolving electric cross and a debt. 

 

But the debt was being attacked. Elmer had kept on the professional church-money-raiser 

whom he had employed during the campaign for the building fund. This financial crusader was 

named Emmanuel Navitsky; he was said to be the descendant of a noble Polish Catholic family 

converted to Protestantism; and certainly he was a most enthusiastic Christian--except possibly 

on Passover Eve. He had raised money for Presbyterian Churches, Y. M. C. A. buildings, 

Congregational Colleges, and dozens of other holy purposes. He did miracles with card indices 

of rich people; and he is said to have been the first ecclesiastical go-getter to think of inviting 

Jews to contribute to Christian temples. 

 

Yes, Emmanuel would take care of the debt, and Elmer could give himself to purely 

spiritual matters. 

 

He sat now in his study, dictating to Miss Bundle. He was happy in the matter of that 

dowdy lady, because her brother, a steward in the church, had recently died, and he could 

presently get rid of her without too much discord. 

 

To him was brought the card of Loren Larimer Dodd, M. A., D. D., LL. D., president of 

Abernathy College, an institution of Methodist learning. 

 

"Hm," Elmer mused. "I bet he's out raising money. Nothing doing! What the devil does 

he think we are!" and aloud: "Go out and bring Dr. Dodd right in, Miss Bundle. A great man! A 

wonderful educator! You know--president of Abernathy College!" 

 

Looking her admiration at a boss who had such distinguished callers, Miss Bundle 

bundled out. 

 

Dr. Dodd was a florid man with a voice, a Kiwanis pin, and a handshake. 



 

"Well, well, well, Brother Gantry, I've heard so much of your magnificent work here that 

I ventured to drop in and bother you for a minute. What a magnificent church you have created! 

It must be a satisfaction, a pride! It's--magnificent!" 

 

"Thanks, Doctor. Mighty pleased to meet you. Uh. Uh. Uh. Visiting Zenith?" 

 

"Well, I'm, as it were, on my rounds." 

 

("Not a cent, you old pirate!") "Visiting the alumni, I presume." 

 

"In a way. The fact is I--" 

 

("Not one damn' cent. My salary gets raised next!") 

 

"--was wondering if you would consent to my taking a little time at your service Sunday 

evening to call to the attention of your magnificent congregation the great work and dire needs of 

Abernathy. We have such a group of earnest young men and women--and no few of the boys 

going into the Methodist ministry. But our endowment is so low, and what with the cost of the 

new athletic field--though I am delighted to be able to say our friends have made it possible to 

create a really magnificent field, with a fine cement stadium--but it has left us up against a heart-

breaking deficit. Why, the entire chemistry department is housed in two rooms in what was a 

cowshed! And-- 

 

"Can't do it, Doctor. Impossible. We haven't begun to pay for this church. Be as much as 

my life is worth to go to my people with a plea for one extra cent. But possibly in two years from 

now--Though frankly," and Elmer laughed brightly, "I don't know why the people of Wellspring 

should contribute to a college which hasn't thought enough of Wellspring's pastor to give him a 

Doctor of Divinity degree!" 

 

The two holy clerks looked squarely at each other, with poker faces. 

 

"Of course, Doctor," said Elmer, "I've been offered the degree a number of times, but by 

small, unimportant colleges, and I haven't cared to accept it. So you can see that this is in no way 

a hint that I would like such a degree. Heaven forbid! But I do know it might please my 

congregation, make them feel Abernathy was their own college, in a way." 

 

Dr. Dodd remarked serenely, "Pardon me if I smile! You see I had a double mission in 

coming to you. The second part was to ask you if you would honor Abernathy by accepting a D. 

D.!" 

 

They did not wink at each other. 

 



Elmer gloated to himself, "And I've heard it cost old Mahlon Potts six hundred bucks for 

his D. D.! Oh, yes, Prexy, we'll begin to raise money for Abernathy in two years--we'll begin!" 
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The chapel of Abernathy College was full. In front were the gowned seniors, looking 

singularly like a row of arm-chairs covered with dust-cloths. On the platform, with the president 

and the senior members of the faculty, were the celebrities whose achievements were to be 

acknowledged by honorary degrees. 

 

Besides the Reverend Elmer Gantry, these distinguished guests were the Governor of the 

state--who had started as a divorce lawyer but had reformed and enabled the public service 

corporations to steal all the water-power in the state; Mr. B. D. Swenson, the automobile 

manufacturer, who had given most of the money for the Abernathy football stadium; and the 

renowned Eva Evaline Murphy, author, lecturer, painter, musician, and authority on floriculture, 

who was receiving a Litt. D. for having written (gratis) the new Abernathy College Song: 

 

  

 

We'll think of thee where'er we be, 

On plain or mountain, town or sea, 

Oh, let us sing how round us clings, 

Dear Abernathy, thoooooooooughts--of--thee. 

 

  

 

President Dodd was facing Elmer, and shouting: "--and now we have the privilege of 

conferring the degree of Doctor of Divinity upon one than whom no man in our honored 

neighboring state of Winnemac has done more to inculcate sound religious doctrine, increase the 

power of the church, uphold high standards of eloquence and scholarship, and in his own life 

give such an example of earnestness as is an inspiration to all of us!" 

 

They cheered--and Elmer had become the Reverend Dr. Gantry. 
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It was a great relief at the Rotary Club. They had long felt uncomfortable in calling so 

weighty a presence "Elmer," and now, with a pride of their own in his new dignity, they called 

him "Doc." 

 

The church gave him a reception and raised his salary to seventy-five hundred dollars. 
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The Rev. Dr. Gantry was the first clergyman in the state of Winnemac, almost the first in 

the country, to have his services broadcast by radio. He suggested it himself. At that time, the 

one broadcasting station in Zenith, that of the Celebes Gum and Chicle Company, presented only 

jazz orchestras and retired sopranos, to advertise the renowned Jolly Jack Gum. For fifty dollars 

a week Wellspring Church was able to use the radio Sunday mornings from eleven to twelve-

thirty. Thus Elmer increased the number of his hearers from two thousand to ten thousand--and 

in another pair of years it would be a hundred thousand. 

 

Eight thousand radio-owners listening to Elmer Gantry-- 

 

A bootlegger in his flat, coat off, exposing his pink silk shirt, his feet up on the table. . . . 

The house of a small-town doctor, with the neighbors come in to listen--the drug-store man, his 

fat wife, the bearded superintendent of schools. . . . Mrs. Sherman Reeves of Royal Ridge, wife 

of one of the richest young men in Zenith, listening in a black-and-gold dressing-gown, while 

she smoked a cigarette. . . . The captain of a schooner, out on Lake Michigan, hundreds of miles 

away, listening in his cabin. . . . The wife of a farmer in an Indiana valley, listening while her 

husband read the Sears-Roebuck catalogue and sniffed. . . . A retired railway conductor, very 

feeble, very religious. . . . A Catholic priest, in a hospital, chuckling a little. . . . A spinster 

school-teacher, mad with loneliness, worshiping Dr. Gantry's virile voice. . . . Forty people 

gathered in a country church too poor to have a pastor. . . . A stock actor in his dressing-room, 

fagged with an all-night rehearsal. 

 

All of them listening to the Rev. Dr. Elmer Gantry as he shouted: 

 

"--and I want to tell you that the fellow who is eaten by ambition is putting the glories of 

this world before the glories of Heaven! Oh, if I could only help you to understand that it is 

humility, that it is simple loving kindness, that it is tender loyalty, which alone make the heart 

glad! Now, if you'll let me tell a story: It reminds me of two Irishmen named Mike and Pat--" 
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For years Elmer had had a waking nightmare of seeing Jim Lefferts sitting before him in 

the audience, scoffing. It would be a dramatic encounter and terrible; he wasn't sure but that Jim 

would speak up and by some magic kick him out of the pulpit. 

 

But when, that Sunday morning, he saw Jim in the third row, he considered only, "Oh, 

Lord, there's Jim Lefferts! He's pretty gray. I suppose I'll have to be nice to him." 

 

Jim came up afterward to shake hands. He did not look cynical; he looked tired; and 

when he spoke, in a flat prairie voice, Elmer felt urban and urbane and superior. 

 

"Hello, Hell-cat," said Jim. 

 

"Well, well, well! Old Jim Lefferts! Well, by golly! Say, it certainly is a mighty great 

pleasure to see you, my boy! What you doing in this neck of the woods?" 

 

"Looking up a claim for a client." 

 

"What you doing now, Jim?" 

 

"I'm practising law in Topeka." 

 

"Doing pretty well?" 

 

"Oh, I can't complain. Oh, nothing extra special. I was in the state senate for a term 

though." 

 

"That's fine! That's fine! Say, how long gonna be in town?" 

 

"Oh, 'bout three days." 

 

"Say, want to have you up to the house for dinner; but doggone it, Cleo--that's my wife--

I'm married now--she's gone and got me all sewed up with a lot of dates--you know how these 

women are--me, I'd rather sit home and read. But sure got to see you again. Say, gimme a ring, 

will you?--at the house (find it in the tel'phone book) or at my study here in the church." 

 

"Yuh, sure, you bet. Well, glad to seen you." 

 

"You bet. Tickled t' death seen you, old Jim!" 



 

Elmer watched Jim plod away, shoulders depressed, a man discouraged. 

 

"And that," he rejoiced, "is the poor fish that tried to keep me from going into the 

ministry!" He looked about his auditorium, with the organ pipes a vast golden pyramid, with the 

Chubbuck memorial window vivid in ruby and gold and amethyst. "And become a lawyer like 

him, in a dirty stinking little office! Huh! And he actually made fun of me and tried to hold me 

back when I got a clear and definite Call of God! Oh, I'll be good and busy when he calls up, you 

can bet on that!" 

 

Jim did not telephone. 

 

On the third day Elmer had a longing to see him, a longing to regain his friendship. But 

he did not know where Jim was staying; he could not reach him at the principal hotels. 

 

He never saw Jim Lefferts again, and within a week he had forgotten him, except as it 

was a relief to have lost his embarrassment before Jim's sneering--the last bar between him and 

confident greatness. 
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It was in the summer of 1924 that Elmer was granted a three-months leave, and for the 

first time Cleo and he visited Europe. 

 

He had heard the Rev. Dr. G. Prosper Edwards say, "I divide American clergymen into 

just two classes--those who could be invited to preach in a London church, and those who 

couldn't." Dr. Edwards was of the first honorable caste, and Elmer had seen him pick up great 

glory from having sermonized in the City Temple. The Zenith papers, even the national religious 

periodicals, hinted that when Dr. Edwards was in London, the entire population from king to 

navvies had galloped to worship under him, and the conclusion was that Zenith and New York 

would be sensible to do likewise. 

 

Elmer thoughtfully saw to it that he should be invited also. He had Bishop Toomis write 

to his Wesleyan colleagues, he had Rigg and William Dollinger Styles write to their 

Nonconformist business acquaintances in London, and a month before he sailed he was bidden to 

address the celebrated Brompton Road Chapel, so that he went off in a glow not only of 

adventure but of message-bearing. 
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Dr. Elmer Gantry was walking the deck of the Scythia, a bright, confident, manly figure 

in a blue suit, a yachting cap, and white canvas shoes, swinging his arms and beaming pastorally 

on his fellow athletic maniacs. 

 

He stopped at the deck chairs of a little old couple--a delicate blue-veined old lady, and 

her husband, with thin hands and a thin white beard. 

 

"Well, you folks seem to be standing the trip pretty good--for old folks!" he roared. 

 

"Yes, thank you very much," said the old lady. 

 

He patted her knee, and boomed, "If there's anything I can do to make things nice and 

comfy for you, mother, you just holler! Don't be afraid to call on me. I haven't advertised the 

fact--kind of fun to travel what they call incognito--but fact is, I'm a minister of the gospel, even 

if I am a husky guy, and it's my pleasure as well as my duty to help folks anyway I can. Say, 

don't you think it's just about the loveliest thing about this ocean traveling, the way folks have 

the leisure to get together and exchange ideas? Have you crossed before?" 

 

"Oh, yes, but I don't think I ever shall again," said the old lady. 

 

"That's right--that's right! Tell you how I feel about it, mother." Elmer patted her hand. 

"We're Americans, and while it's a fine thing to go abroad maybe once or twice--there's nothing 

so broadening as travel, is there!--still, in America we've got a standard of decency and 

efficiency that these poor old European countries don't know anything about, and in the long run 

the good old U. S. A. is the place where you'll find your greatest happiness--especially for folks 

like us, that aren't any blooming millionaires that can grab off a lot of castles and those kind of 

things and have a raft of butlers. You bet! Well, just holler when I can be of any service to you. 

So long, folks! Got to do my three miles!" 

 

When he was gone, the little, delicate old lady said to her husband: 

 

"Fabian, if that swine ever speaks to me again, I shall jump overboard! He's almost the 

most offensive object I have ever encountered! Dear--How many times have we crossed now?" 

 

"Oh, I've lost track. It was a hundred and ten two years ago." 

 

"Not more?" 

 



"Darling, don't be so snooty." 

 

"But isn't there a law that permits one to kill people who call you 'Mother'?" 

 

"Darling, the Duke calls you that!" 

 

"I know. He does. That's what I hate about him! Sweet, do you think fresh air is worth the 

penalty of being called 'Mother'? The next time this animal stops, he'll call you 'Father'!" 

 

"Only once, my dear!" 
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Elmer considered, "Well, I've given those poor old birds some cheerfulness to go on with. 

By golly, there's nothing more important than to give people some happiness and faith to cheer 

them along life's dark pathway." 

 

He was passing the veranda café. At a pale green table was a man who sat next to Elmer 

in the dining salon. With him were three men unknown, and each had a whisky-and-soda in front 

of him. 

 

"Well, I see you're keeping your strength up!" Elmer said forgivingly. 

 

"Sure, you betcha," said his friend of the salon. "Don't you wanta sit down and have a jolt 

with us?" 

 

Elmer sat, and when the steward stood at ruddy British attention, he gave voice: 

 

"Well, of course, being a preacher, I'm not a big husky athalete like you boys, so all I can 

stand is just a ginger ale." To the steward: "Do you keep anything like that, buddy, or have you 

only got hooch for big strong men?" 

 

When Elmer explained to the purser that he would be willing to act as chairman of the 

concert, with the most perspiratory regret the purser said that the Rt. Hon. Lionel Smith had, 

unfortunately, already been invited to take the chair. 
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Cleo had not been more obnoxiously colorless than usual, but she had been seasick, and 

Elmer saw that it had been an error to bring her along. He had not talked to her an hour all the 

way. There had been so many interesting and broadening contacts; the man from China, who 

gave him enough ideas for a dozen missionary sermons; the professor from Higgins Presbyterian 

Institute, who explained that no really up-to-date scientist accepted evolution; the pretty 

journalist lady who needed consolation. 

 

But now, alone with Cleo in the compartment of a train from Liverpool to London, Elmer 

made up for what she might have considered neglect by explaining the difficult aspects of a 

foreign country: 

 

"Heh! English certainly are behind the times! Think of having these dingy coops instead 

of a Pullman car, so you can see your fellow-passengers and get acquainted. Just goes to show 

the way this country is still riddled with caste. 

 

"Don't think so much of these towns. Kind of pretty, cottages with vines and all that, but 

you don't get any feeling that they're up and coming and forward-looking, like American burgs. I 

tell you there's one thing--and don't know's I've ever seen anybody bring this out--I might make a 

sermon out of it--one of the big advantages of foreign travel is, it makes you a lot more satisfied 

with being an American! 

 

"Here we are, coming into London, I guess. Cer'nly is smoky, isn't it. 

 

"Well, by golly, so this is what they call a depot in London! Well, I don't think much of 

it! Just look at all those dinky little trains. Why, say, an American engineer would be ashamed to 

take advantage of child-sized trains like them! And no marble anywhere in the depot!" 
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The page who took their bags up to their room in the Savoy was a brisk and smiling boy 

with fabulous pink cheeks. 

 

"Say, buddy," said the Rev. Dr. Gantry, "what do you pull down here?" 

 

"Sorry, sir, I don't think I quite understand, sir." 

 



"Whadda you make? How much do they pay you?" 

 

"Oh. Oh, they pay me very decently, sir. Is there anything else I can do, sir? Thank you, 

sir." 

 

When the page was gone, Elmer complained, "Yuh, fine friendly kid that bell-boy, is, and 

can't hardly understand the English language! Well, I'm glad we're seeing the Old Country, but if 

folks aren't going to be any friendlier than he is, I see where we'll be mighty darn glad to get 

back. Why, say, if he'd of been an American bell-boy, we'd of jawed along for an hour, and I'd of 

learned something. Well, come on, come on! Get your hat on, and let's go out and give the town 

the once-over." 

 

They walked along the Strand. 

 

"Say," Elmer said portentously, "do you notice that? The cops got straps under their 

chins! Well, well, that certainly is different!" 

 

"Yes, isn't it!" said Cleo. 

 

"But I don't think so much of this street. I always heard it was a famous one, but these 

stores--why, say, we got a dozen streets in Zenith, say nothing of N' York, that got better stores. 

No git up and git to these foreigners. Certainly does make a fellow glad he's an American!" 

 

They came, after exploring Swan & Edgar's, to St. James's Palace. 

 

"Now," said Elmer knowingly, "that certainly is an ancient site. Wonder what it is? Some 

kind of a castle, I guess." 

 

To a passing policeman: "Say, excuse me, Cap'n, but could you tell me what that brick 

building is?" 

 

"St. James's Palace, sir. You're an American? The Prince of Wales lives there, sir." 

 

"Is that a fact! D'you hear that, Cleo? Well, sir, that's certainly something to remember!" 
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When he regarded the meager audience at Brompton Road Chapel, Elmer had an 

inspiration. 



 

All the way over he had planned to be poetic in his first London sermon. He was going to 

say that it was the strong man, the knight in armor, who was most willing to humble himself 

before God; and to say also that Love was the bow on life's dark cloud, and the morning and 

evening star, both. But in a second of genius he cast it away, and reflected, "No! What they want 

is a good, pioneering, roughneck American!" 

 

And that he was, splendidly. 

 

"Folks," he said, "it's mighty nice of you to let a plain American come and bring his 

message to you. But I hope you don't expect any Oxford College man. All I've got to give you--

and may the dear Lord help my feebleness in giving you even that--is the message that God 

reigns among the grim frontiersmen of America, in cabin and trackless wild, even as he reigns 

here in your magnificent and towering city. 

 

"It is true that just at the present moment, through no virtue of my own, I am the pastor of 

a church even larger than your beautiful chapel here. But, ah, I long for the day when the general 

superintendent will send me back to my own beloved frontier, to--Let me try, in my humble way, 

to give you a picture of the work I knew as a youth, that you may see how closely the grace of 

God binds your world-compelling city to the humblest vastnesses. 

 

"I was the pastor--as a youngster, ignorant of everything save the fact that the one urgent 

duty of the preacher is to carry everywhere the Good News of the Atonement--of a log chapel in 

a frontier settlement called Schoenheim. I came at nightfall, weary and anhungered, a poor 

circuit-rider, to the house of Barney Bains, a pioneer, living all alone in his log cabin. I 

introduced myself. 'I am Brother Gantry, the Wesleyan preacher," I said. Well, he stared at me, a 

wild look in his eyes, beneath his matted hair, and slowly he spoke: 

 

"'Brother,' he said, 'I ain't seen no strangers for nigh onto a year, and I'm mighty pleased 

to see you.' 

 

"'You must have been awfully lonely, friend,' I said. 

 

"'No, sir, not me!' he said. 

 

"'How's that?' I said. 

 

"'Because Jesus has been with me all the time!'" 
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They almost applauded. 

 

They told him afterward that he was immense, and invited him to address them whenever 

he returned to London. 

 

"Wait," he reflected, "till I get back to Zenith and tell old Potts and Hickenlooper that!" 

 

As they rode to the hotel on the 'bus, Cleo sighed, "Oh, you were wonderful! But I never 

knew you had such a wild time of it in your first pastorate." 

 

"Oh, well, it was nothing. A man that's a real man has to take the rough with the smooth." 

 

"That's so!" 
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He stood impatiently on a corner of the Rue de la Paix, while Cleo gaped into the window 

of a perfumer. (She was too well trained to dream of asking him to buy expensive perfume.) He 

looked at the façades in the Place Vendôme. 

 

"Not much class--too kind of plain," he decided. 

 

A little greasy man edged up to him, covertly sliding toward him a pack of postcards, and 

whispered, "Lovely cards--only two francs each." 

 

"Oh," said Elmer intelligently, "you speak English." 

 

"Sure. All language." 

 

Then Elmer saw the topmost card and he was galvanized. 

 

"Whee! Golly! Two francs apiece?" He seized the pack, gloating--But Cleo was suddenly 

upon him, and he handed back the cards, roaring, "You get out of here or I'll call a cop! Trying to 

sell obscene pictures--and to a minister of the gospel! Cleo, these Europeans have dirty minds!" 

 

  

 



14 

 

  

 

It was on the steamer home that he met and became intimate with J. E. North, the 

renowned vice-slayer, executive secretary of the National Association for the Purification of Art 

and the Press--affectionately known through all the evangelical world as "the Napap." Mr. North 

was not a clergyman (though he was a warm Presbyterian layman), but no clergyman in the 

country had more furiously pursued wickedness, more craftily forced congressmen, through 

threats in their home districts, to see legislation in the same reasonable manner as himself. For 

several sessions of Congress he had backed a bill for a federal censorship of all fiction, plays, 

and moving pictures, with a penitentiary sentence for any author mentioning adultery even by 

implication, ridiculing prohibition, or making light of any Christian sect or minister. 

 

The bill had always been defeated, but it was gaining more votes in every session. . . . 

 

Mr. North was a tight-mouthed, thin gentleman. He liked the earnestness, uprightness, 

and vigor of the Reverend Dr. Gantry, and all day they walked the deck or sat talking--anywhere 

save in the smoking-room, where fools were befouling their intellects with beer. He gave Elmer 

an inside view of the great new world of organized opposition to immorality; he spoke intimately 

of the leaders of that world--the executives of the Anti-Saloon League, the Lord's Day Alliance, 

the Watch and Ward Society, the Methodist Board of Temperance, Prohibition, and Public 

Morals--modern St. Johns, armed with card indices. 

 

He invited Elmer to lecture for him. 

 

"We need men like you, Dr. Gantry," said Mr. North, "men with rigid standards of 

decency, and yet with a physical power which will indicate to the poor misguided youth of this 

awful flask-toting age that morality is not less but more virile than immorality. And I think your 

parishioners will appreciate your being invited to address gatherings in places like New York and 

Chicago now and then." 

 

"Oh, I'm not looking for appreciation. It's just that if I can do anything in my power to 

strike a blow at the forces of evil," said Elmer, "I shall be most delighted to help you." 

 

"Do you suppose you could address the Detroit Y. M. C. A. on October fourth?" 

 

"Well, it's my wife's birthday, and we've always made rather a holiday of it--we're proud 

of being an old-fashioned homey family--but I know that Cleo wouldn't want that to stand in the 

way of my doing anything I can to further the Kingdom." 
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So Elmer came, though tardily, to the Great Idea which was to revolutionize his life and 

bring him eternal and splendid fame. 

 

That shabby Corsican artillery lieutenant and author, Bonaparte, first conceiving that he 

might be the ruler of Europe--Darwin seeing dimly the scheme of evolution--Paolo realizing that 

all of life was nothing but an irradiation of Francesca--Newton pondering on the falling apple--

Paul of Tarsus comprehending that a certain small Jewish sect might be the new religion of the 

doubting Greeks and Romans--Keats beginning to write "The Eve of St. Agnes"--none of these 

men, transformed by a Great Idea from mediocrity to genius, was more remarkable than Elmer 

Gantry of Paris, Kansas, when he beheld the purpose for which the heavenly powers had been 

training him. 

 

He was walking the deck--but only in the body, for his soul was soaring among the stars--

he was walking the deck alone, late at night, clenching his fists and wanting to shout as he saw it 

all clearly. 

 

He would combine in one association all the moral organizations in America--perhaps, 

later, in the entire world. He would be the executive of that combination; he would be the super-

president of the United States, and some day the dictator of the world. 

 

Combine them all. The Anti-Saloon League, the W. C. T. U., and the other organizations 

fighting alcohol. The Napap and the other Vice Societies doing such magnificent work in 

censoring unmoral novels and paintings and motion pictures and plays. The Anti-Cigarette 

League. The associations lobbying for anti-evolution laws in the state legislatures. The 

associations making so brave a fight against Sunday baseball, Sunday movies, Sunday golfing, 

Sunday motoring, and the other abominations whereby the Sabbath was desecrated and the 

preachers' congregations and collections were lessened. The fraternities opposing Romanism. 

The societies which gallantly wanted to make it a crime to take the name of the Lord in vain or to 

use the nine Saxon physiological monosyllables. And all the rest. 

 

Combine the lot. They were pursuing the same purpose--to make life conform to the 

ideals agreed upon by the principal Christian Protestant denominations. Divided, they were 

comparatively feeble; united, they would represent thirty million Protestant church-goers; they 

would have such a treasury and such a membership that they would no longer have to coax 

Congress and the state legislatures into passing moral legislation, but in a quiet way they would 

merely state to the representatives of the people what they wanted, and get it. 

 

And the head of this united organization would be the Warwick of America, the man 

behind the throne, the man who would send for presidents, of whatever party, and give orders . . . 



and that man, perhaps the most powerful man since the beginning of history, was going to be 

Elmer Gantry. Not even Napoleon or Alexander had been able to dictate what a whole nation 

should wear and eat and say and think. That, Elmer Gantry was about to do. 

 

"A bishop? Me? A Wes Toomis? Hell, don't be silly! I'm going to be the emperor of 

America--maybe of the world. I'm glad I've got this idea so early, when I'm only forty-three. I'll 

do it! I'll do it!" Elmer exulted. "Now let's see: The first step is to kid this J. S. North along, and 

do whatever he wants me to--until it comes time to kick him out--and get a church in New York, 

so they'll know I'm A-1. . . . My God, and Jim Lefferts tried to keep me from becoming a 

preacher!" 
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"--and I stood," Elmer was explaining, in the pulpit of Wellspring Church, "there on the 

Roo deluh Pay in Paris, filled almost to an intolerable historical appreciation of those aged and 

historical structures, when suddenly up to me comes a man obviously a Frenchman. 

 

"Now to me, of course, any man who is a countryman of Joan of Arc and of Marshal 

Foch is a friend. So when this man said to me, 'Brother, would you like to have a good time 

tonight?' I answered--though truth to tell I did not like his looks entirely--I said, 'Brother, that 

depends entirely on what you mean by a good time'--he spoke English. 

 

"'Well,' he said, 'I can take you places where you can meet many pretty girls and have 

fine liquor to drink.' 

 

"Well, I had to laugh. I think I was more sorry for him than anything else. I laid my hand 

on his shoulder and I said, 'Brother, I'm afraid I can't go with you. I'm already dated up for a 

good time this evening.' 

 

"'How's that?' he said. 'And what may you be going to do?' 

 

"'I'm going,' I said, 'back to my hotel to have dinner with my dear wife, and after that,' I 

said, 'I'm going to do something that you may not regard as interesting but which is my idea of a 

dandy time! I'm going to read a couple of chapters of the Bible aloud, and say my prayers, and 

go to bed! And now,' I said, 'I'll give you exactly three seconds to get out of here, and if you're in 

my sight after that--well, it'll be over you that I'll be saying the prayers!' 

 

"I see that my time is nearly up, but before I close I want to say a word on behalf of the 

Napap--that great organization, the National Association for the Purification of Art and the Press. 



I am pleased to say that its executive secretary, my dear friend Dr. J. E. North, will be with us 

next month, and I want you all to give him a rousing greeting--" 

 

  

  



CHAPTER XXXI 
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For over a year now it had been murmured through the church-world that no speaker was 

more useful to the reform organization than the Rev. Dr. Elmer Gantry of Zenith. His own 

church regretted losing his presence so often, but they were proud to hear of him as speaking in 

New York, in Los Angeles, in Toronto. 

 

It was said that when Mr. J. E. North retired from the Napap because of the press of his 

private interests (he was the owner of the Eppsburg, N. Y., Times-Scimitar), Dr. Gantry would 

be elected executive secretary of the Napap in his stead. It was said that no one in America was a 

more relentless foe of so-called liberalism in theology and of misconduct in private life. 

 

It was said that Dr. Gantry had refused support for election as a bishop at the 1928 

General Conference of the Methodist Church, North, two years from now. And it was definitely 

known that he had refused the presidency of Swenson University in Nebraska. 

 

But it was also definitely known, alas, that he was likely to be invited to take the 

pastorate of the Yorkville Methodist Church in New York City, which included among its 

members Dr. Wilkie Bannister, that resolute cover-to-cover fundamentalist who was also one of 

the most celebrated surgeons in the country, Peter F. Durbar, the oil millionaire, and Jackie Oaks, 

the musical-comedy clown. The bishop of the New York area was willing to give Dr. Gantry the 

appointment. But--Well, there were contradictory stories; one version said that Dr. Gantry had 

not decided to take the Yorkville appointment; the other said that Yorkville, which meant Dr. 

Bannister, had not decided to take Dr. Gantry. Anyway, the Wellspring flock hoped that their 

pastor, their spiritual guardian, their friend and brother, would not leave them. 
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After he had discharged Miss Bundle, the church secretary--and that was a pleasant 

moment; she cried so ludicrously--Elmer had to depend on a series of incapable girls, good 

Methodists but rotten stenographers. 

 



It almost made him laugh to think that while everybody supposed he was having such a 

splendid time with his new fame, he was actually running into horrible luck. This confounded J. 

E. North, with all his pretenses of friendship, kept delaying his resignation from the Napap. Dr. 

Wilkie Bannister, the conceited chump--a fellow who thought he knew more about theology than 

a preacher!--delayed in advising the Official Board of the Yorkville Church to call Elmer. And 

his secretaries infuriated him. One of them was shocked when he said just the least little small 

"damn"! 

 

Nobody appreciated the troubles of a man destined to be the ruler of America; no one 

knew what he was sacrificing in his campaign for morality. 

 

And how tired he was of the rustic and unimaginative devotion of Lulu Bains! If she 

lisped "Oh, Elmer, you are so strong!" just once more, he'd have to clout her! 
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In the cue of people who came up after the morning service to shake hands with the 

Reverend Dr. Gantry was a young woman whom the pastor noted with interest. 

 

She was at the end of the cue, and they talked without eavesdroppers. 

 

If a Marquis of the seventeenth century could have been turned into a girl of perhaps 

twenty-five, completely and ardently feminine yet with the haughty head, the slim hooked nose, 

the imperious eyes of M. le Marquis, that would have been the woman who held Elmer's hand, 

and said: 

 

"May I tell you, Doctor, that you are the first person in my whole life who has given me a 

sense of reality in religion?" 

 

"Sister, I am very grateful," said the Reverend Dr. Gantry, while Elmer was saying 

within, "Say, you're a kid I'd like to get acquainted with!" 

 

"Dr. Gantry, aside from my tribute--which is quite genuine--I have a perfectly 

unscrupulous purpose in coming and speaking to you. My name is Hettie Dowler--Miss, 

unfortunately! I've had two years in the University of Wisconsin. I've been secretary of Mr. 

Labenheim of the Tallahassee Life Insurance Company for the last year, but he's been transferred 

to Detroit. I'm really quite a good secretary. And I'm a Methodist--a member of Central, but I've 

been planning to switch to Wellspring. Now what I'm getting at is: If you should happen to need 



a secretary in the next few months--I'm filling in as one of the hotel stenographers at the 

Thornleigh--" 

 

They looked at each other, unswerving, comprehending. They shook hands again, more 

firmly. 

 

"Miss Dowler, you're my secretary right now," said Elmer. "It'll take about a week to 

arrange things." 

 

"Thank you." 

 

"May I drive you home?" 

 

"I'd love to have you." 
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Not even the nights when they worked together, alone in the church, were more thrilling 

than their swift mocking kisses between the calls of solemn parishioners. To be able to dash 

across the study and kiss her soft temple after a lugubrious widow had waddled out, and to have 

her whisper, "Darling, you were too wonderful with that awful old hen; oh, you are so dear!"--

that was life to him. 

 

He went often of an evening to Hettie Dowler's flat--a pleasant white-and-blue suite in 

one of the new apartment hotels, with an absurd kitchenette and an electric refrigerator. She 

curled, in long leopard-like lines, on the damask couch, while he marched up and down 

rehearsing his sermons and stopped for the applause of her kiss. 

 

Always he slipped down to the pantry at his house and telephoned good-night to her 

before retiring, and when she was kept home by illness he telephoned to her from his study every 

hour or scrawled notes to her. That she liked best. "Your letters are so dear and funny and 

sweet," she told him. So he wrote in his unformed script: 

 

  

 

Dearest ittle honeykins bunnykins, oo is such a darlings, I adore you, I haven't got 

another doggoned thing to say but I say that six hundred million trillion times. Elmer. 

 

  



 

But--and he would never have let himself love her otherwise, for his ambition to become 

the chief moral director of the country was greater even than his delight in her--Hettie Dowler 

was all this time a superb secretary. 

 

No dictation was too swift for her; she rarely made errors; she made of a typed page a 

beautiful composition; she noted down for him the telephone numbers of people who called 

during his absence; and she had a cool sympathetic way of getting rid of the idiots who came to 

bother the Reverend Dr. Gantry with their unimportant woes. And she had such stimulating 

suggestions for sermons. In these many years, neither Cleo nor Lulu had ever made a sermon-

suggestion worth anything but a groan, but Hettie--why, it was she who outlined the sermon on 

"The Folly of Fame" which caused such a sensation at Terwillinger College when Elmer 

received his LL. D., got photographed laying a wreath on the grave of the late President 

Willoughby Quarles, and in general obtained publicity for himself and his "dear old Alma 

Mater." 

 

He felt, sometimes, that Hettie was the reincarnation of Sharon. 

 

They were very different physically--Hettie was slimmer, less tall, her thin eager face 

hadn't the curious long lines of Sharon's; and very different were they mentally. Hettie, however 

gaily affectionate, was never moody, never hysterical. Yet there was the same rich excitement 

about life and the same devotion to their man. 

 

And there was the same impressive ability to handle people. 

 

If anything could have increased T. J. Rigg's devotion to Elmer and the church, it was the 

way in which Hettie, instinctively understanding Rigg's importance, flattered him and jested with 

him and encouraged him to loaf in the church office though he interrupted her work and made 

her stay later at night. 

 

She carried out a harder, more important task--she encouraged William Dollinger Styles, 

who was never so friendly as Rigg. She told him that he was a Napoleon of Finance. She almost 

went too far in her attentions to Styles; she lunched with him, alone. Elmer protested, jealously, 

and she amiably agreed never to see Styles again outside of the church. 
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That was a hard, a rather miserable job, getting rid of the Lulu Bains whom Hettie had 

made superfluous. 



 

On the Tuesday evening after his first meeting with Hettie, when Lulu came cooing into 

his study, Elmer looked depressed, did not rise to welcome her. He sat at his desk, his chin 

moodily in his two hands. 

 

"What is it, dear?" Lulu pleaded. 

 

"Sit down--no, please, don't kiss me--sit down over there, dearest. We must have an 

earnest talk," said the Reverend Dr. Gantry. 

 

She looked so small, so rustic, for all her new frock, as she quivered in an ugly straight 

chair. 

 

"Lulu, I've got something dreadful to tell you. In spite of our carefulness, Cleo--Mrs. 

Gantry--is onto us. It simply breaks my heart, but we must stop seeing each other privately. 

Indeed--" 

 

"Oh, Elmer, Elmer, oh, my lover, please!" 

 

"You must be calm, dear! We must be brave and face this thing honestly. As I was 

saying, I'm not sure but that it might be better, with her horrible suspicions, if you didn't come to 

church here any more." 

 

"But what did she say--what did she say? I hate her! I hate your wife so! I won't be 

hysterical but--I hate her! What did she say?" 

 

"Well, last evening she just calmly said to me--You can imagine how surprised I was; 

like a bolt out of the blue! She said--my wife said, 'Well, tomorrow I suppose you'll be meeting 

that person that teaches cooking again, and get home as late as usual!' Well, I stalled for time, 

and I found that she was actually thinking of putting detectives on us!" 

 

"Oh, my dear, my poor dear! I won't ever see you again! You mustn't be disgraced, with 

your wonderful fame that I've been so proud of!" 

 

"Darling Lulu, can't you see it isn't that? Hell! I'm a man! I can face the whole kit and 

boodle of 'em, and tell 'em just where they get off! But it's you. Honestly, I'm afraid Floyd will 

kill you if he knows." 

 

"Yes, I guess he would. . . . I don't know's I care much. It would be easier than killing 

myself--" 

 

"Now you look here, young woman! I'll have none of this idiotic suicide talk!" He had 

sprung up; he was standing over her, an impressive priestly figure. "It's absolutely against every 



injunction of God, who gave us our lives to use for his service and glory, to even think of self-

slaughter! Why, I could never have imagined that you could say such a wicked, wicked, wicked 

thing!" 

 

She crawled out after a time, a little figure in a shabby topcoat over her proud new dress. 

She stood waiting for a trolley car, alone under an arc-light, fingering her new beaded purse, 

which she loved because in his generosity He had given it to her. From time to time she wiped 

her eyes and blew her nose, and all the time she was quite stupidly muttering, "Oh, my dear, my 

dear, to think I made trouble for you--oh, my dear, my very dear!" 

 

Her husband was glad to find, the year after, that she had by some miracle lost the 

ambitiousness which had annoyed him, and that night after night she was willing to stay home 

and play cribbage. But he was angry and rather talkative over the fact that whenever he came 

home he would find her sitting blank-faced and idle, and that she had become so careless about 

her hair. But life is life, and he became used to her slopping around in a dressing gown all day, 

and sometimes smelling of gin. 
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By recommendation of J. E. North, it was Elmer who was chosen by the Sacred Sabbath 

League to lead the fight against Sunday motion pictures in Zenith. "This will be fine training for 

you," Mr. North wrote to Elmer, "in case the directors elect you my successor in the Napap; 

training for the day when you will be laying down the law not merely to a city council but to 

congressmen and senators." 

 

Elmer knew that the high lords of the Napap were watching him, and with spirit he led 

the fight against Sunday movies. The State of Winnemac had the usual blue law to the effect that 

no paid labor (except, of course, that of ministers of the gospel, and whatever musicians, 

lecturers, educators, janitors, or other sacred help the ministers might choose to hire) might work 

on the Sabbath, and the usual blissful custom of ignoring that law. 

 

Elmer called on the sheriff of the county--a worried man, whose training in criminology 

had been acquired in a harness-shop--and shook hands with him handsomely. 

 

"Well, Reverend, it's real nice to have the pleasure of making your acquaintance," said 

the sheriff. "I've read a lot about you in the papers. Have a smoke?" 

 

Elmer sat down impressively, leaning over a little, his elbow on the arm of the chair, his 

huge fist clenched. 



 

"Thanks, but I never touch tobacco," he said grimly. "Now look here, Edelstein, are you 

the sheriff of this county?" 

 

"Huh! I guess I am!" 

 

"Oh, you guess so, do you! Well then, are you going to see that the state law against 

Sunday movies is obeyed?" 

 

"Oh, now look here, Reverend! Nobody wants me to enforce--" 

 

"Nobody? Nobody? Only a couple of hundred thousand citizens and church-members! 

Bankers, lawyers, doctors, decent people! And only an equal number of wops and hunkies and 

yids and atheists and papes want you to let the Sabbath be desecrated! Now you look here, 

Edelstein! Unless you pinch every last man, movie owners and operators and ushers and the 

whole kit and bilin' of 'em that are responsible for this disgraceful and illegal traffic of Sunday 

movies, I'm going to call a giant mass-meeting of all the good citizens in town, and I'm going to 

talk a lot less to 'em about the movie-proprietors than I am about you, and it's one fine fat, nice 

chance you'll have of being re-elected, if two hundred thousand electors of this county (and the 

solid birds that take the trouble to vote) are out for your hide--" 

 

"Say, who do you think is running this county? The Methodists and Baptists and 

Presbyterians?" 

 

"Certainly!" 

 

"Say, you look here now--" 

 

In fact, upon warrants sworn to by the Reverend Dr. Elmer Gantry, all persons connected 

with the profanation of the Sabbath by showing motion-pictures were arrested for three Sundays 

in succession (after which the motion-pictures went on as before), and Elmer received telegrams 

of esteem from the Sacred Sabbath League, J. E. North, Dr. Wilkie Bannister of the Yorkville 

Methodist Church of New York City, and a hundred of the more prominent divines all over the 

land. 
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Within twenty-four hours Mr. J. E. North let Elmer know that he was really resigning in a 

month, and that the choice for his successor lay between Elmer and only two other holy men; and 



Dr. Wilkie Bannister wrote that the Official Board of the Yorkville Methodist Church, after 

watching Elmer's career for the last few months, was ready to persuade the bishop to offer him 

the pastorate, providing he should not be too much distracted by outside interests. 

 

It was fortunate that the headquarters of the Napap were in New York City and not, as 

was the case with most benevolent lobbying organizations, in Washington. 

 

Elmer wrote to Dr. Bannister and the other trustees of the Yorkville Church that while he 

would titularly be the executive secretary of the National Association for the Purification of Art 

and the Press (and, oh! what a credit it would be to dear old Yorkville that their pastor should 

hold such a position!), he would be able to leave all the actual work of the Napap to his able 

assistants, and except for possibly a day a week, give all his energy and time and prayers to the 

work of guiding onward and upward, so far as might lie within his humble power, the flock at 

Yorkville. 

 

Elmer wrote to Mr. J. E. North and the trustees of the Napap that while he would titularly 

be the pastor of the Yorkville Methodist (and would it not be a splendid justification of their 

work that their executive secretary should be the pastor of one of the most important churches in 

New York City?) yet he would be able to leave all the actual work to his able assistants, and 

except possibly for Sabbaths and an occasional wedding or funeral, give all his energy and time 

to the work of guiding, so far as might lie within his humble power, the epochal work of the 

National Association for the Purification of Art and the Press. 

 

From both of these pious assemblies he had answers that they were pleased by his 

explanation, and that it would be a matter now of only a few days-- 

 

It was Hettie Dowler who composed these letters, but Elmer made several changes in 

commas, and helped by kissing her while she was typing. 
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It was too vexatious that at this climax of his life Elmer's mother should have invited 

herself to come and stay with them. 

 

He was happy when he met her at the station. However pleasant it might be to impress 

the great of the world--Bishop Toomis or J. E. North or Dr. Wilkie Bannister--it had been from 

his first memory the object of life to gain the commendation of his mother and of Paris, Kansas, 

the foundation of his existence. To be able to drive her in a new Willys-Knight sedan, to show 

her his new church, his extraordinarily genteel home, Cleo in a new frock, was rapture. 



 

But when she had been with them for only two days, his mother got him aside and said 

stoutly, "Will you sit down and try not to run about the room, my son? I want to talk to you." 

 

"That's splendid! But I'm awfully afraid I've got to make it short, because--" 

 

"Elmer Gantry! Will you hold your tongue and stop being such a wonderful success? 

Elmer, my dear boy, I'm sure you don't mean to do wrong, but I don't like the way you're treating 

Cleo . . . and such a dear, sweet, bright, devout girl." 

 

"What do you mean?" 

 

"I think you know what I mean!" 

 

"Now you look here, Mother! All right, I'll sit down and be quiet, but--I certainly do not 

know what you mean! The way I've always been a good husband to her, and stood for her total 

inability to be nice to the most important members of my congregation--And of all the chilly 

propositions you ever met! When I have folks here for dinner--even Rigg, the biggest man in the 

church--she hasn't got hardly a thing to say. And when I come home from church, just absolutely 

tired out, and she meets me--does she meet me with a kiss and look jolly? She does not! She 

begins crabbing, the minute I enter the house, about something I've done or I haven't done, and 

of course it's natural--" 

 

"Oh, my boy, my little boy, my dear--all that I've got in this whole world! You were 

always so quick with excuses! When you stole pies or hung cats or licked the other boys! Son, 

Cleo is suffering. You never pay any attention to her, even when I'm here and you try to be nice 

to her to show off. Elmer, who is this secretary of yours that you keep calling up all the while?" 

 

The Reverend Dr. Gantry rose quietly, and sonorously he spoke: 

 

"My dear mater, I owe you everything. But at a time when one of the greatest Methodist 

churches in the world and one of the greatest reform organizations in the world are begging for 

my presence, I don't know that I need to explain even to you, Ma, what I'm trying to do. I'm 

going up to my room--" 

 

"Yes, and that's another thing, having separate rooms--" 

 

"--and pray that you may understand. . . . Say, listen, Ma! Some day you may come to the 

White House and lunch with me and the president! . . . But I mean: Oh, Ma, for God's sake, quit 

picking on me like Cleo does all the while!" 

 

And he did pray; by his bed he knelt, his forehead gratefully cool against the linen spread, 

mumbling, "O dear God, I am trying to serve thee. Keep Ma from feeling I'm not doing right--" 



 

He sprang up. 

 

"Hell!" he said. "These women want me to be a house dog! To hell with 'em! No! Not 

with mother, but--Oh, damn it, she'll understand when I'm the pastor of Yorkville! O God, why 

can't Cleo die, so I can marry Hettie!" 

 

Two minutes later he was murmuring to Hettie Dowler, from the telephone instrument in 

the pantry, while the cook was grumbling and picking over the potatoes down in the basement, 

"Dear, will you just say something nice to me--anything--anything!" 
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Two evenings after Elmer's mother had almost alienated him, he settled down in his study 

at home to prepare three or four sermons, with a hope of being in bed by eleven. He was furious 

when the Lithuanian maid came in and said, "Somebody on the 'phone, Doctor," but when he 

heard Hettie the ragged edges went out of his voice. 

 

"Elmer? Hettie calling." 

 

"Yes, yes, this is Dr. Gantry." 

 

"Oh, you are so sweet and funny and dignified! Is the Lettish pot-walloper listening?" 

 

"Yes!" 

 

"Listen, dear. Will you do something for me?" 

 

"You bet!" 

 

"I'm so terribly lonely this evening. Is oo working hard?" 

 

"I've got to get up some sermons." 

 

"Listen! Bring your little Bible dictionary along and come and work at my place, and let 

me smoke a cigarette and look at you. Wouldn't you like to . . . dear . . . dearest?" 

 

"You bet. Be right along." 

 

He explained to Cleo and his mother that he had to go and comfort an old lady in 

extremis, he accepted their congratulations on his martyrdom, and hastened out. 
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Elmer was sitting beside Hettie on the damask couch, under the standard lamp, stroking 

her hand and explaining how unjust his mother was, when the door of her suite opened gravely 

and a thin, twitching-faced, gimlet-eyed man walked in. 

 

Hettie sprang up, stood with a hand on her frightened breast. 

 

"What d'you want here?" roared Elmer, as he rose also. 

 

"Hush!" Hettie begged him. "It's my husband!" 

 

"Your--" Elmer's cry was the bleat of a bitten sheep. "Your--But you aren't married!" 

 

"I am, hang it! Oscar, you get out of here! How dare you intrude like this!" 

 

Oscar walked slowly, appreciatively, into the zone of light. 

 

"Well, I've caught you two with the goods!" he chuckled. 

 

"What do you mean!" Hettie raged. "This is my boss, and he's come here to talk over 

some work." 

 

"Yeh, I bet he has. . . . This afternoon I bribed my way in here, and I've got all his letters 

to you." 

 

"Oh, you haven't!" Hettie dashed to her desk, stood in despair looking at an empty 

drawer. 

 

Elmer bulked over Oscar. "I've had enough of this! You gimme those letters and you get 

out of here or I'll throw you out!" 

 

Oscar negligently produced an automatic. "Shut up," he said, almost affectionately. 

"Now, Gantry, this ought to cost you about fifty thousand dollars, but I don't suppose you can 

raise that much. But if I sue for alienation of Het's affections, that's the amount I'll sue for. But if 

you want to settle out of court, in a nice gentlemanly manner without acting rough, I'll let you off 

for ten thousand--and there won't be the publicity--oh, maybe that publicity wouldn't cook your 

reverend goose!" 

 

"If you think you can blackmail me--" 

 

"Think? Hell! I know I can! I'll call on you in your church at noon tomorrow." 

 

"I won't be there." 

 



"You better be! If you're ready to compromise for ten thousand, all right; no feelings hurt. 

If not, I'll have my lawyer (and he's Mannie Silverhorn, the slickest shyster in town) file suit for 

alienation tomorrow afternoon--and make sure that the evening papers get out extras on it. By-

by, Hettie. 'By, Elmer darling. Whoa, Elmer! Naughty, naughty! You touch me and I'll plug you! 

So long." 

 

Elmer gaped after the departing Oscar. He turned quickly and saw that Hettie was 

grinning. 

 

She hastily pulled down her mouth. 

 

"My God, I believe you're in on this!" he cried. 

 

"What of it, you big lummox! We've got the goods on you. Your letters will sound lovely 

in court! But don't ever think for one moment that workers as good as Oscar and I were wasting 

our time on a tin-horn preacher without ten bucks in the bank! We were after William Dollinger 

Styles. But he isn't a boob, like you; he turned me down when I went to lunch with him and tried 

to date him up. So, as we'd paid for this plant, we thought we might as well get our expenses and 

a little piece of change out of you, you short-weight, and by God we will! Now get out of here! 

I'm sick of hearing your blatting! No, I don't think you better hit me. Oscar'll be waiting outside 

the door. Sorry I won't be able to be at the church tomorrow--don't worry about my things or my 

salary--I got 'em this afternoon!" 
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At midnight, his mouth hanging open, Elmer was ringing at the house of T. J. Rigg. He 

rang and rang, desperately. No answer. He stood outside then and bawled "T. J.! T. J.!" 

 

An upper window was opened, and an irritated voice, thick with sleepiness, protested, 

"Whadda yuh want!" 

 

"Come down quick! It's me--Elmer Gantry. I need you, bad!" 

 

"All right. Be right down." 

 

A grotesque little figure in an old-fashioned nightshirt, puffing at a cigar, Rigg admitted 

him and led him to the library. 

 

"T. J., they've got me!" 



 

"Yuh? The bootleggers?" 

 

"No. Hettie. You know my secretary?" 

 

"Oh. Yuh. I see. Been pretty friendly with her?" 

 

Elmer told everything. 

 

"All right," said Rigg. "I'll be there at twelve to meet Oscar with you. We'll stall for time, 

and I'll do something. Don't worry, Elmer. And look here. Elmer, don't you think that even a 

preacher ought to try to go straight?" 

 

"I've learned my lesson, T. J.! I swear this is the last time I'll ever step out, even look at a 

girl. God, you've been a good friend to me, old man!" 

 

"Well, I like anything I'm connected with to go straight. Pure egotism. You better have a 

drink. You need it!" 

 

"No! I'm going to hold onto that vow, anyway! I guess it's all I've got. Oh, my God! And 

just this evening I thought I was such a big important guy, that nobody could touch." 

 

"You might make a sermon out of it--and you probably will!" 
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The chastened and positively-for-the-last-time-reformed Elmer lasted for days. He was 

silent at the conference with Oscar Dowler, Oscar's lawyer, Mannie Silverhorn, and T. J. Rigg in 

the church study next noon. Rigg and Silverhorn did the talking. (And Elmer was dismayed to 

see how friendly and jocose Rigg was with Silverhorn, of whom he had spoken in most un-

Methodist terms.) 

 

"Yuh, you've got the goods on the Doctor," said Rigg. "We admit it. And I agree that it's 

worth ten thousand. But you've got to give us a week to raise the money." 

 

"All right, T. J. See you here a week from today?" said Mannie Silverhorn. 

 

"No, better make it in your office. Too many snooping sisters around." 

 



"All right." 

 

Everybody shook hands profusely--except that Elmer did not shake hands with Oscar 

Dowler, who snickered, "Why, Elmer, and us so closely related, as it were!" 

 

When they were gone, the broken Elmer whimpered, "But, T. J., I never in the world 

could raise ten thousand! Why, I haven't saved a thousand!" 

 

"Hell's big bells, Elmer! You don't suppose we're going to pay 'em any ten thousand, do 

you? It may cost you fifteen hundred--which I'll lend you--five hundred to sweeten Hettie, and 

maybe a thousand for detectives." 

 

"Uh?" 

 

"At a quarter to two this morning I was talking to Pete Reese of the Reese Detective 

Agency, telling him to get busy. We'll know a lot about the Dowlers in a few days. So don't 

worry." 

 

  

 

5 

 

  

 

Elmer was sufficiently consoled not to agonize that week, yet not so consoled but that he 

became a humble and tender Christian. To the embarrassed astonishment of his children, he 

played with them every evening. To Cleo he was almost uxorious. 

 

"Dearest," he said, "I realize that I have--oh, it isn't entirely my fault; I've been so 

absorbed in the Work: but the fact remains that I haven't given you enough attention, and 

tomorrow evening I want you to go to a concert with me." 

 

"Oh, Elmer!" she rejoiced. 

 

And he sent her flowers, once. 

 

"You see!" his mother exulted. "I knew you and Cleo would be happier if I just pointed 

out a few things to you. After all, your old mother may be stupid and Main-Street, but there's 

nobody like a mother to understand her own boy, and I knew that if I just spoke to you, even if 

you are a Doctor of Divinity, you'd see things different!" 

 

"Yes, and it was your training that made me a Christian and a preacher. Oh, a man does 

owe so much to a pious mother!" said Elmer. 
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Mannie Silverhorn was one of the best ambulance-chasers in Zenith. A hundred times he 

had made the street-car company pay damages to people whom they had not damaged; a hundred 

times he had made motorists pay for injuring people whom they had not injured. But with all his 

talent, Mannie had one misfortune--he would get drunk. 

 

Now, in general, when he was drunk Mannie was able to keep from talking about his 

legal cases, but this time he was drunk in the presence of Bill Kingdom, reporter for the 

Advocate-Times, and Mr. Kingdom was an even harder cross-examiner than Mr. Silverhorn. 

 

Bill had been speaking without affection of Dr. Gantry when Mannie leered, "Say, jeeze, 

Bill, your Doc Gantry is going to get his! Oh, I got him where I want him! And maybe it won't 

cost him some money to be so popular with the ladies!" 

 

Bill looked rigorously uninterested. "Aw, what are you trying to pull, Mannie! Don't be a 

fool! You haven't got anything on Elmer, and you never will have. He's too smart for you! You 

haven't got enough brains to get that guy, Mannie!" 

 

"Me? I haven't got enough brains--Say, listen!" 

 

Yes, Mannie was drunk. Even so, it was only after an hour of badgering Mannie about his 

inferiority to Elmer in trickiness, an hour of Bill's harsh yet dulcet flattery, an hour of Bill's 

rather novel willingness to buy drinks, that an infuriated Mannie shrieked, "All right, you get a 

stenographer that's a notary public and I'll dictate it!" 

 

And at two in the morning, to an irritated but alert court reporter in his shambles of a 

hotel room, Mannie Silverhorn dictated and signed a statement that unless the Reverend Dr. 

Elmer Gantry settled out of court, he would be sued (Emmanuel Silverhorn attorney) for fifty 

thousand dollars for having, by inexcusable intimacy with her, alienated Hettie Dowler's 

affections from her husband. 

 

  



CHAPTER XXXIII 

  

 

1 

 

  

 

When Mr. Mannie Silverhorn awoke at ten, with a head, he remembered that he had been 

talking, and with agitation he looked at the morning's Advocate-Times. He was cheered to see 

that there was no trace of his indiscretion. 

 

But the next morning Mr. Silverhorn and the Reverend Dr. Gantry at about the same 

moment noted on the front page of the Advocate-Times the photostat of a document in which 

Emmanuel Silverhorn, atty., asserted that unless Dr. Gantry settled out of court, he would be 

sued for alienation of affections by Mr. Oscar Dowler, of whose wife, Dowler maintained, Dr. 

Gantry had taken criminal advantage. 
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It was not so much the clamor of the Zenith reporters, tracking him from his own house 

to that of T. J. Rigg and out to the country--it was not so much the sketches of his career and 

hints of his uncovered wickedness in every Zenith paper, morning and evening--it was not so 

much the thought that he had lost the respect of his congregation. What appalled him was the fact 

that the Associated Press spread the story through the country, and that he had telegrams from 

Dr. Wilkie Bannister of the Yorkville Methodist Church and from the directors of the Napap to 

the effect: Is this story true? Until the matter is settled, of course we must delay action. 
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At the second conference with Mannie Silverhorn and Oscar Dowler, Hettie was present, 

along with Elmer and T. J. Rigg, who was peculiarly amiable. 

 

They sat around Mannie's office, still hearing Oscar's opinion of Mannie's indiscretion. 

 



"Well, let's get things settled," twanged Rigg. "Are we ready to talk business?" 

 

"I am," snarled Oscar. "What about it? Got the ten thou.?" 

 

Into Mannie's office, pushing aside the agitated office-boy, came a large man with flat 

feet. 

 

"Hello, Pete," said Rigg affectionately. 

 

"Hello, Pete," said Mannie anxiously. 

 

"Who the devil are you?" said Oscar Dowler. 

 

"Oh--Oscar!" said Hettie. 

 

"All ready, Pete?" said T. J. Rigg. "By the way, folks, this is Mr. Peter Reese of the Reese 

Detective Agency. You see, Hettie, I figured that if you pulled this, your past record must be 

interesting. Is it, Pete?" 

 

"Oh, not especially; about average," said Mr. Peter Reese. "Now, Hettie, why did you 

leave Seattle at midnight on January 12, 1920?" 

 

"None of your business!" shrieked Hettie. 

 

"Ain't, eh? Well, it's some of the business of Arthur L. F. Morrissey there. He'd like to 

hear from you," said Mr. Reese, "and know your present address--and present name! Now, 

Hettie, what about the time you did time in New York for shop-lifting?" 

 

"You go--" 

 

"Oh, Hettie, don't use bad language! Remember there's a preacher present," tittered Mr. 

Rigg. "Got enough?" 

 

"Oh, I suppose so," Hettie said wearily. (And for the moment Elmer loved her again, 

wanted to comfort her.) "Let's bat it, Oscar." 

 

"No, you don't--not till you sign this," said Mr. Rigg. "If you do sign, you get two 

hundred bucks to get out of town on--which will be before tomorrow, or God help you! If you 

don't sign, you go back to Seattle to stand trial." 

 

"All right," Hettie said, and Mr. Rigg read his statement: 

 

  



 

I hereby voluntarily swear that all charges against the Reverend Dr. Elmer Gantry made 

directly or by implication by myself and husband are false, wicked, and absolutely unfounded. I 

was employed by Dr. Gantry as his secretary. His relations to me were always those of a 

gentleman and a Christian pastor. I wickedly concealed from him the fact that I was married to a 

man with a criminal record. 

 

The liquor interests, particularly certain distillers who wished to injure Dr. Gantry as one 

of the greatest foes of the booze traffic, came to me and paid me to attack the character of Dr. 

Gantry, and in a moment which I shall never cease to regret, I assented, and got my husband to 

help me by forging letters purporting to come from Dr. Gantry. 

 

The reason why I am making this confession is this: I went to Dr. Gantry, told him what I 

was going to do, and demanded money, planning to double-cross my employers, the booze 

interests. Dr. Gantry said, "Sister, I am sorry you are going to do this wrong thing, not on my 

behalf, because it is a part of the Christian life to bear any crosses, but on behalf of your own 

soul. Do as seems best to you, Sister, but before you go further, will you kneel and pray with 

me?" 

 

When I heard Dr. Gantry praying, I suddenly repented and went home and with my own 

hands typed this statement which I swear to be the absolute truth. 

 

  

 

When Hettie had signed, and her husband had signed a corroboration, Mannie Silverhorn 

observed, "I think you've overdone it a little, T. J. Too good to be true. Still, I suppose your idea 

was that Hettie's such a fool that she'd slop over in her confession." 

 

"That's the idea, Mannie." 

 

"Well, maybe you're right. Now if you'll give me the two hundred bucks, I'll see these 

birds are out of town tonight, and maybe I'll give 'em some of the two hundred." 

 

"Maybe!" said Mr. Rigg. 

 

"Maybe!" said Mr. Silverhorn. 

 

"God!" cried Elmer Gantry, and suddenly he was disgracing himself with tears. 

 

That was Saturday morning. 
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The afternoon papers had front-page stories reproducing Hettie's confession, joyfully 

announcing Elmer's innocence, recounting his labors for purity, and assaulting the booze 

interests which had bribed this poor, weak, silly girl to attack Elmer. 

 

Before eight on Sunday morning, telegrams had come in from the Yorkville Methodist 

Church and the Napap, congratulating Elmer, asserting that they had never doubted his 

innocence, and offering him the pastorate of Yorkville and the executive secretaryship of the 

Napap. 
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When the papers had first made charges against Elmer, Cleo had said furiously, "Oh, 

what a wicked, wicked lie--darling, you know I'll stand back of you!" but his mother had 

crackled, "Just how much of this is true, Elmy? I'm getting kind of sick and tired of your 

carryings on!" 

 

Now, when he met them at Sunday breakfast, he held out the telegrams, and the two 

women elbowed each other to read them. 

 

"Oh, my dear, I am so glad and proud!" cried Cleo; and Elmer's mother--she was an old 

woman, and bent; very wretched she looked as she mumbled, "Oh, forgive me, my boy! I've 

been as wicked as that Dowler woman!" 
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But for all that, would his congregation believe him? 

 

If they jeered when he faced them, he would be ruined, he would still lose the Yorkville 

pastorate and the Napap. Thus he fretted in the quarter-hour before morning service, pacing his 

study and noting through the window--for once, without satisfaction--that hundreds on hundreds 

were trying to get into the crammed auditorium. 



 

His study was so quiet. How he missed Hettie's presence! 

 

He knelt. He did not so much pray as yearn inarticulately. But this came out clearly: "I've 

learned my lesson. I'll never look at a girl again. I'm going to be the head of all the moral 

agencies in the country--nothing can stop me, now I've got the Napap!--but I'm going to be all 

the things I want other folks to be! Never again!" 

 

He stood at his study door, watching the robed choir filing out to the auditorium chanting. 

He realized how he had come to love the details of his church; how, if his people betrayed him 

now, he would miss it: the choir, the pulpit, the singing, the adoring faces. 

 

It had come. He could not put it off. He had to face them. 

 

Feebly the Reverend Dr. Gantry wavered through the door to the auditorium and exposed 

himself to twenty-five hundred question marks. 

 

They rose and cheered--cheered--cheered. Theirs were the shining faces of friends. 

 

Without planning it, Elmer knelt on the platform, holding his hands out to them, sobbing, 

and with him they all knelt and sobbed and prayed, while outside the locked glass door of the 

church, seeing the mob kneel within, hundreds knelt on the steps of the church, on the sidewalk, 

all down the block. 

 

"Oh, my friends!" cried Elmer, "do you believe in my innocence, in the fiendishness of 

my accusers? Reassure me with a hallelujah!" 

 

The church thundered with the triumphant hallelujah, and in a sacred silence Elmer 

prayed: 

 

"O Lord, thou hast stooped from thy mighty throne and rescued thy servant from the 

assault of the mercenaries of Satan! Mostly we thank thee because thus we can go on doing thy 

work, and thine alone! Not less but more zealously shall we seek utter purity and the prayer-life, 

and rejoice in freedom from all temptations!" 

 

He turned to include the choir, and for the first time he saw that there was a new singer, a 

girl with charming ankles and lively eyes, with whom he would certainly have to become well 

acquainted. But the thought was so swift that it did not interrupt the pæan of his prayer: 

 

"Let me count this day, Lord, as the beginning of a new and more vigorous life, as the 

beginning of a crusade for complete morality and the domination of the Christian church through 

all the land. Dear Lord, thy work is but begun! We shall yet make these United States a moral 

nation!" 



 

  

 

  

 

THE END 

  



Fanny Hill: Memoirs of a Woman of Pleasure 

(by John Cleland) 

 

 

A new and genuine edition from the original text (London, 1749). 

 

PARIS—ISIDORE LISEUX 

 

Of this Edition, privately printed, there are 350 numbered copies, of which this is number 111. 

 

 

Memoirs of a Woman of Pleasure—popularly known as Fanny Hill—is an erotic novel 

by English novelist John Cleland first published in London in 1748. Written while the author was 

in debtors' prison in London, it is considered "the first original English prose pornography, and 

the first pornography to use the form of the novel." It is one of the most prosecuted and banned 

books in history. 

 

The book exemplifies the use of euphemism. The text has no "dirty words" or explicit 

scientific terms for body parts, but uses many literary devices to describe genitalia. For example, 

the vagina is sometimes referred to as "the nethermouth", which is also an example of 

psychological displacement. 

 

Initially, there was no governmental reaction to the novel. However, in November 1749, 

a year after the first installment was published, Cleland and Ralph Griffiths were arrested and 

charged with "corrupting the King's subjects". In court, Cleland renounced the novel and it was 

officially withdrawn. 

The book eventually made its way to the United States. In 1821, a Massachusetts court 

outlawed Fanny Hill. The publisher, Peter Holmes, was convicted for printing a "lewd and 

obscene" novel. Holmes appealed to the Massachusetts Supreme Court. He claimed that the 

judge, relying only on the prosecution's description, had not even seen the book. The state 

Supreme Court wasn't swayed. The Chief Justice wrote that Holmes was "a scandalous and evil 

disposed person" who had contrived to "debauch and corrupt" the citizens of Massachusetts and 

"to raise and create in their minds inordinate and lustful desires.” 

In 1963, in the UK, after the 1960 court decision in R v Penguin Books Ltd that allowed 

the continuing publication of Lady Chatterley's Lover, Gareth Powell's Mayflower Books 

published an uncensored paperback version of Fanny Hill. The police became aware of the 1963 

edition a few days before publication, having spotted a sign in the window of the Magic Shop in 

Tottenham Court Road in London, run by Ralph Gold. An officer went to the shop, bought a 

copy, and delivered it to Bow Street magistrate Sir Robert Blundell, who issued a search warrant. 

At the same time, two officers from the vice squad visited Mayflower Books in Vauxhall Bridge 



Road to determine whether copies of the book were kept on the premises. They interviewed 

Powell, the publisher, and took away the five copies there. The police returned to the Magic 

Shop and seized 171 copies of the book, and in December, Gold was summonsed under section 3 

of the Obscene Publications Act 1959. By then, Mayflower had distributed 82,000 copies of the 

book, but it was Gold who was being tried, although Mayflower covered the legal costs. The trial 

took place in February 1964. The defence argued that Fanny Hill was a historical source book 

and that it was a joyful celebration of normal non-perverted sex—bawdy rather than 

pornographic. The prosecution countered by stressing one atypical scene involving flagellation, 

and won. Mayflower elected not to appeal. 

 

Luxor Press published a 9/6 edition in January 1964, using text "exactly the same as that 

employed for the de-luxe edition" in 1963. The back cover features praise from The Daily 

Telegraph and from the author and critic Marghanita Laski. It went through many reprints in the 

first couple of years. 

The Mayflower case highlighted the growing disconnect between the obscenity laws and 

the permissive society that was developing in late 1960s Britain, and was instrumental in shifting 

views to the point where in 1970 an uncensored version of Fanny Hill was again published in 

Britain. 

Fanny Hill was the last book ever banned by the US government. In 1963, Putnam 

published the book in the United States under the title John Cleland's Memoirs of a Woman of 

Pleasure. This edition led to the arrest of New York City bookstore owner Irwin Weisfeld and 

clerk John Downs as part of an anti-obscenity campaign orchestrated by several major political 

figures. Weisfeld's conviction was eventually overturned in state court and the New York ban of 

Fanny Hill lifted. The new edition was also banned for obscenity in Massachusetts, after a 

mother complained to the state's Obscene Literature Control Commission. Massachusetts high 

court did rule Fanny Hill obscene and the publisher's challenge to the ban now went up to the 

Supreme Court. In a landmark decision in 1966, the United States Supreme Court ruled in 

Memoirs v. Massachusetts that Fanny Hill did not meet the Roth standard for obscenity. 

 

Associate Justice William O. Douglas cited five primary defenses of the ruling: 

 

1. Since the First Amendment forbids censorship of expression of ideas not linked with 

illegal action, Fanny Hill cannot be proscribed. Pp. 383 U. S. 426; 383 U. S. 427–433 

2. Even under the prevailing view of the Roth test the book cannot be held to be obscene in 

view of substantial evidence showing that it has literary, historical, and social 

importance. P. 383 U. S. 426. 

3. Since there is no power under the First Amendment to control mere expression, the 

manner in which a book that concededly has social worth is advertised and sold is 

irrelevant. P. 383 U. S. 427. 

4. There is no basis in history for the view expressed in Roth that "obscene" speech is 

"outside" the protection of the First Amendment. Pp. 383 U. S. 428–431. 

5. No interest of society justifies overriding the guarantees of free speech and press and 

establishing a regime of censorship. Pp. 383 U. S. 431–433" (414). 



 

 

Want to know more? 

When the Supreme Court Had to Read an 18th-Century Erotic Novel, History.com 

Memoirs v. Massachusetts (1966)  

https://www.history.com/news/fanny-hill-banned-book-supreme-court-case
https://caselaw.findlaw.com/us-supreme-court/383/413.html
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LETTER THE FIRST 

Madam, 

I sit down to give you an undeniable proof of my considering your desires as indispensable 

orders. Ungracious then as the task may be, I shall recall to view those scandalous stages of my 

life, out of which I emerged, at length, to the enjoyment of every blessing in the power of love, 

health and fortune to bestow; whilst yet in the flower of youth, and not too late to employ the 

leisure afforded me by great ease and affluence, to cultivate an understanding, naturally not a 

despicable one, and which had, even amidst the whirl of loose pleasures I had been tossed in, 

exerted more observation on the characters and manners of the world than what is common to 

those of my unhappy profession, who, looking on all though or reflection as their capital enemy, 

keep it at as great a distance as they can, or destroy it without mercy. 

Hating, as I mortally do, all long unnecessary prefaces, I shall give you good quarter in this, 

and use no farther apology, than to prepare you for seeing the loose part of my life, written with 

the same liberty that I led it. 

Truth! stark, naked truth, is the word; and I will not so much as take the pains to bestow the 

strip of a gauze wrapper on it, but paint situations such as they actually rose to me in nature, 

careless of violating those laws of decency that were never made for such unreserved intimacies 

as ours; and you have too much sense, too much knowledge of the originals, to sniff prudishly 

and out of character at the pictures of them. The greatest men, those of the first and most leading 

taste, will not scruple adorning their private closets with nudities, though, in compliance with 

vulgar prejudices, they may not think them decent decorations of the staircase, or salon. 

This, and enough, premised, I go souse into my personal history. My maiden name was 

Frances Hill. I was born at a small village near Liverpool, in Lancashire, of parents extremely 

poor, and, I piously believe, extremely honest. 

My father, who had received a maim on his limbs, that disabled him from following the more 

laborious branches of country drudgery, got, by making nets, a scanty subsistence, which was not 

much enlarged by my mother’s keeping a little day-school for the girls in her neighborhood. 

They had had several children; but none lived to any age except myself, who had received from 

nature a constitution perfectly healthy. 

My education, till past fourteen, was no better than very vulgar: reading, or rather spelling, an 

illegible scrawl, and a little ordinary plain work, composed the whole system of it; and then all 

my foundation in virtue was no other than a total ignorance of vice, and the shy timidity general 

to our sex, in the tender age of life, when objects alarm or frighten more by their novelty than 

anything else. But then, this is a fear too often cured at the expense of innocence, when Miss, by 

degrees, begins no longer to look on a man as a creature of prey that will eat her. 

My poor mother had divided her time so entirely between her scholars and her little domestic 

cares, that she had spared very little to my instruction, having, from her own innocence from all 

ill, no hint or thought of guarding me against any. 

I was now entering on my fifteenth year, when the worst of ills befell me in the loss of my 

fond, tender parents, who were both carried off by the small-pox, within a few days of each 



other; my father dying first, and thereby by hastening the death of my mother: so that I was now 

left an unhappy friendless orphan (for my father’s coming to settle there, was accidental, he 

being originally a Kentisrman). That cruel distemper which had proved so fatal to them, had 

indeed seized me, but with such mild and favourable symptoms, that I was presently out of 

danger, and what then I did not know the value of, was entirely unmarked I skip over here an 

account of the natural grief and affliction which I felt on this melancholy occasion. A little time, 

and the giddiness of that age, dissipated too soon my reflections on that irreparable loss; but 

nothing contributed more to reconcile me to it, than the notions that were immediately put into 

my head, of going to London, and looking out for a service, in which I was promised all 

assistance and advice from one Esther Davis, a young woman that had beer down to see her 

friends, and who, after the stay of a few days, was returned to her place. 

As I had now nobody left alive in the village, who had concern enough about what should 

become of me, to start any objections to this scheme, and the woman who took care of me after 

my parents’ death, rather encouraged me to pursue it, I soon came to a resolution of making this 

launch into the wide world, by repairing to London, in order to seek my fortune, a phrase which, 

by the bye, has ruined more adventurers of both sexes, from the country, than ever it made or 

advanced. 

Nor did Esther Davis a little comfort and inspirit me to venture with her, by piquing my 

childish curiosity with the fine sights that were to be seen in London: the Tombs, the Lions, the 

King, the Royal Family, the fine Plays and Operas, and, in short, all the diversions which fell 

within her sphere of life to come at; the detail of all which perfectly turned the little head of me. 

Nor can I remember, without laughing, the innocent admiration, not without a spice of envy, 

with which we poor girls, whose church-going clothes did not rise above dowlas shifts and stuff 

gowns, beplaced with silver: all which we imagined grew in London, and entered for a great deal 

into my determination of trying to come in for my share of them. 

The idea however of having the company of a towns-woman with her, was the trivial, and all 

the motives that engaged Esther to take charge of me during my journey to town, where she told 

me, after the manner and style, “as how several maids out of the country had made themselves 

and all their kind for ever: that by preserving their virtue, some had taken so with their masters, 

that they had married them, and kept them coaches, and lived vastly grand and happy; and some, 

may-hap, came to be Duchesses; luck was all, and why not I, as well as another?”; with other 

almanacs to this purpose, which set me a tip-toe to begin this promising journey, and to leave a 

place which, though my native one, contained no relations that I had reason to regret, and was 

grown insupportable to me, from the change of the tenderest usage into a cold air of charity, with 

which I was entertained, even at the only friend’s house that I had the least expectation of care 

and protection from. She was, however, so just to me, as to manage the turning into money the 

little matters that remained to me after the debts and burial charges were allowed for, and, at my 

departure, put my whole fortune into my hands; which consisted of a very slender wardrobe, 

packed up in a very portable box, and eight guineas, with seventeen shillings in silver, stowed in 

a spring-pouch, which was a greater treasure than I ever had seen together, and which I could not 

conceive there was a possibility of running out; and indeed, I was so entirely taken up with the 

joy of seeing myself mistress of such an immence sum, that I gave very little attention to a world 

of good advice which was given me with it. 

Places, then, being taken for Esther and me in the Chester waggon, I pass over a very 

immaterial scene of leave-taking, at which I droped a few tears betwixt grief and joy; and, for the 



same reasons of insignificance, skip over all that happened to me on the road, such as the 

waggoner’s looking liquorish on me, the schemes laid for me by some of the passengers, which 

were defeated by the valiance of my guardian Esther; who, to do her justice, took a motherly care 

of me, at the same time that she taxed me for the protection by making me bear all travelling 

charges, which I defrayed with the unmost cheerfulness, and thought myself much obliged to her 

into the bargain. 

She took indeed great care that we were not overrated, or imposed on, as well as of managing 

as frugally as possible; expensiveness was not her vice. 

It was pretty late in a summer evening when we reached the town, in our slow conveyance, 

though drawn by six at length. As we passed through the greatest streets that led to our inn, the 

noise, of the coaches, the hurry, the crowds of foot passengers, in short, the new scenery of the 

shops and houses, at once pleased and amazed me. 

But guess at my mortification and surprise when we came to the inn, and our things were 

landed and delivered to us, when my fellow traveller and protectress, Esther Davis, who had used 

me with the utmost tenderness during the journey, and prepared me by no preceedings signs for 

the stunning blow I was to receive, when I say, my only dependence and friend, in this strange 

place, all of a sudden assumed a strange and cool air towards me, as if she dreaded my becoming 

a burden to her. 

Instead, then, of proffering me the continuance of her assistance and good offices, which I 

relied upon, and never more wanted, she thought herself, it seems, abundantly acquitted of her 

engagements to me, by having brought me safe to my journey’s end, and seeing nothing in her 

procedure towards me but what natural and in order, began to embrace me by the way of taking 

leave, whilst I was so confounded, so struck, that I had not spirit or sense enough so much as to 

mention my hopes or expectations from her experience, and knowledge of the place she had 

brought me to. 

Whilst I stood thus stupid and mute, which she doubtless attributed to nothing more than a 

concern at parting, this idea procured me perhaps a slight alleviation of it, in the following 

harangue: “That now we were got safe to London, and that she was obliged to go to her place, 

she advised me by all means to get into one as soon as possible; that I need not fear getting one; 

there were more places than parish-churches; that she advised me to go to an intelligence office; 

that if she heard of any thing stirring, she would find me out and let me know; that in the 

meantime, I should take a private lodging, and acquaint her where to send to me; that she wished 

me good luck, and hoped I should always have the grace to keep myself honest, and not bringing 

a disgrace on my parentage.” With this; she took her leave of me, and left me, as it were, on my 

own hands, full as lightly as I had been put into hers. 

Left thus alone, absolutely destitute and friendless I began then to feel most bitterly the 

severity of this separation, the scene of which had passed in a little room in the inn; and no 

sooner was her back turned, but the affliction I felt at my helpless strange circumstances, burst 

out into a flood of tears, which infinitely relieved the oppression of my heart; though I still 

remained stupified, and most perfectly perplexed how to dispose of myself. 

One of the drawers coming in, added yet more to my uncertainty, by asking me, in a short 

way, if I called for anything? to which I replied innocently: “No.” But I wished him to tell me 

where I might get a lodging for that night. He said he would go and speak to his mistress, who 

accordingly came, and told me drily, without entering in the least into the distress she saw me in, 



that I might have a bed for a shilling, and that, as she supposed I had some friends in town (there 

I fetched a deep sigh in vain!), I might provide for myself in the morning. 

It is incredible what trifling consolations the human mind will seize in its greatest afflictions. 

The assurance of nothing more than a bed to lie on that night, calmed my agonies; and being 

ashamed to acquaint the mistress of the inn that I had no friends to apply to in town, I proposed 

to myself to proceed, the very next morning, to an intelligence office, to which I was furnished 

with written directions on the back of a ballad, Esther had given me. There I counted on getting 

information of any place that such a country girl as I might be fit for, and where I could get into 

any sort of being, before my little stock should be consumed; and as to a character, Esther had 

often repeated to me, that I might depend on her managing me one; nor, however affected I was 

at her leaving me thus, did I entirely cease to rely on her, as I began to think, good-naturedly, 

that her procedure was all in course, and that is was only my ignorance of life that had made me 

take it in the light I at first did. 

Accordingly, the next morning I dressed myself as clean and as neat as my rustic wardrobe 

would permit me; and having left my box, with special recommendation, with the landlady, I 

ventured out by myself, and without any more difficulty than can be supposed of a young 

country girl, barely fifteen, and to whom every sign or shop was a gazing trap, I got to the 

wished for intelligence office. 

It was kept by an elderly woman, who sat at the receipt of custom, with a book before her in 

great form and order, and several scrolls made out, of directions for places. 

I made up then to this important personage, without lifting up my eyes or observing any of the 

people round me, who were attending there on the same errand as myself, and dropping her 

curtsies nine deep, just made a shift to stammer out my business to her. 

Madam heard me out, with all the gravity and brow of a petty minister of State, and seeing at 

one glance over my figure what I was, made me no answer, but to ask me the preliminary 

shilling, on receipt of which she told me places for women too slight built for hard work: but that 

she would look over her book, and see what was to be done for me, desiring me to stay a little, 

till she had dispatched some other customers. 

On this I drew back a little, most heartily mortified at a declaration which carried with it a 

killing uncertainly, that my circumstances could not well endure. 

Presently, assuming more courage, and seeking some diversion from my uneasy thoughts, I 

ventured to lift up my head a little, and sent my eyes on a course round the room, where they met 

full tilt with those of a lady (for such my extreme innocence pronounced her) sitting in a corner 

of the room, dressed in a velvet mantle (in the midst of summer), with her bonnet off; squat, fat, 

red-faced, and at least fifty. 

She looked as if she would devour me with her eyes, staring at me from head to foot, without 

the least regard to the confusion and blushes her eyeing me so fixedly put me to, and which were 

to her, no doubt, the strongest recommendation and marks of my being fit for her purpose. After 

a little time, in which my air, person and whole figure had undergone a strict examination, which 

I had, on my part, tried to render favourable to me, by primming, drawing up my neck, and 

setting my best looks, she advanced and spoke to me with the greatest demureness: 

“Sweet-heart, do you want a place? 

“Yes, and please you,” (with a curtsey down to the ground). 



Upon this she acquainted me she was actually come to the office herself, to look out for a 

servant; that she believed I might do, with a little of her instruction; that she could take my very 

looks for a sufficient character; that London was a very wicked, vile, place; that she hoped I 

would be tractable, and keep out of bad company; in short, she said all to me that an old 

experienced practitioner in town could think of, and which was much more than was necessary to 

take in an artless inexperienced country maid, who was even afraid of becoming a wanderer 

about the streets, and therefore gladly jumped at the first offer of a shelter, especially from so 

grave and matron-like a lady, for such my flattering fancy assured me this new mistress of mine 

was, I being actually hired under the nose of the good woman that kept the office, whose 

shrewed smiles and shrugs I could not help observing, and innocently interpreted them as marks 

of being pleased at my getting into place so soon: but, as I afterwards came to know, these 

Beldams understood one another very well, and this was a market where Mrs. Brown, my 

mistress, frequently attended, on the watch for any fresh goods that might offer there, for the use 

of her customers, and her own profit. 

Madam was, however, so well pleased with her bargain that fearing I presume, lest better 

advice or some accident might occasion my slipping through her fingers, she would officiously 

take me in a coach to my inn, where, calling herself for my box, it was, I being present, delivered 

without the least scruple or explanation as to where I was going. 

This being over, she bid the coachman drive to a shop in St. Paul’s Churchyard, where she 

bought a pair of gloves, which she gave me, and thence renewed her directions to the coachman 

to drive to her house in ——— street, who accordingly landed us at the door, after I had been 

cheered up and entertained by the way with the most plausible flams, without one syllable from 

which I could conclude anything but that I was, by the greatest luck, fallen into the hands of 

kindest mistress, not to say friend, that the vast world could afford; and accordingly I entered her 

doors with most complete confidence and exultation, promising, myself that, as soon as I could 

be a little settled, I would acquaint Esther Davis with my rare good fortune. 

You may be sure the good opinion of my place was not lessened by the appearance of a very 

handsome back parlor, into which I was led and which seemed to me magnificently furnished, 

who had never seen better rooms than the ordinary ones in inns upon the road. There were two 

gilt pier-glasses, and a buffet, on which a few pieces of plate, set out to the most shew, dazzled, 

and altogether persuaded me that I must be got into a very reputable family. 

Here my mistress first began her part, with telling me that I must have good spirits, and learn 

to be free with her; that she had not taken me to be a common servant, to do domestic drudgery, 

but to be a kind of companion to her; and that if I would be a good girl, she would do more than 

twenty mothers for me; to all which I answered only by the profoundest and the awkwardest 

curtsies, and a few monosyllables, such as “’yes! no! to be sure!” 

Presently my mistress touched the bell, and in came a strapping maid-servant, who had let us 

in. “Here, Martha,” said Mrs. Brown, “I have just hired this young woman to look after my linen; 

so step up and show her her chamber; and I charge you to use her with as much respect as you 

would myself, for I have taken a prodigious liking to her, and I do not know what I shall do for 

her.” 

Martha, who was an arch-jade, and, being used to this decoy, had her cue perfect, made me a 

kind of half curtsy, and asked me to walk up with her; and accordingly showed me a neat room, 

two pair of stairs backwards, in which there was a handsome bed, where Martha told me I was to 

lie with a young gentlewoman, a cousin of my mistress, who she was sure would be vastly good 



to me. Then she ran out into such affected encomiums on her good mistress! her sweet mistress! 

and how happy I was to light upon her! and that I could not have bespoke a better; with other the 

like gross stuff, such as would itself have started suspicions in any but such an unpractised 

simpleton, who was perfectly new to life, and who took every word she said in the very sense she 

laid out for me to take it; but she readily saw what a penetration she had to deal with, and 

measured me very rightly in her manner of whistling to me, so as to make me pleased with my 

cage, and blind to the wires. 

In the midst of these false explanations of the nature of my future service, we were rung for 

down again, and I was reintroduced into the same parlour, where there was a table laid with three 

covers; and my mistress had now got with her one of her favourite girls, a notable manager of 

her house, and whose business it was to prepare and break such young fillies as I was to the 

mounting block; and she was accordingly, in that view, alloted me for a bed-fellow, and, to give 

her the more authority, she had the title of cousin conferred on her by the venerable president of 

this college. 

Here I underwent a second survey, which ended in the full approbation of Mrs. Phœbe Ayres, 

the name of my tutoress elect, to whose care and instruction I was affectionately recommended. 

Dinner was now set on table, and in pursuance of treating me as a companion, Mrs. Brown, 

with a tone to cut off all dispute, soon over-ruled my most humble and most confused 

protestations against sitting down with her Ladyship, which my very short breeding just 

suggested to me could not be right, or in the order of things. 

At table, the conversation was chiefly kept up by the two madams and carried on in double 

meaning expressions, interrupted every now and then by kind assurances to me, all tending to 

confirm and fix my satisfaction with my present condition: augment it they could not, so very a 

novice was I then. 

It was here agreed that I should keep myself up and out of sight for a few days, till such 

clothes could be procured for me as were fit for the character I was to appear in, of my mistress’s 

companion, observing withal, that on the first impressions of my figure much might depend; and, 

as they rightly judged, the prospect of exchanging my country clothes for London finery, made 

the clause of confinement digest perfectly well with me. But the truth was, Mrs. Brown did not 

care that I should be seen or talked to by any, either of her customers, or her Does (as they called 

the girls provided for them), till she secured a good market for my maidenhead, which I had at 

least all the appearances of having brought into her Ladyship’s service. 

To slip over minutes of no importance to the main of my story, I pass the interval to bed time, 

in which I was more and more pleased with the views that opened to me, of an easy service 

under these good people; and after supper being shewed up to bed, Miss Phœbe, who observed a 

kind of reluctance in me to strip and go to bed, in my shift, before her, now the maid was 

withdrawn, came up to me, and beginning with unpinning my handkerchief and gown, soon 

encouraged me to go on with undressing myself; and, blushing at now seeing myself naked to 

my shift, I hurried to get under the bed-clothes out of sight. 

Phœbe laughed and was not long before she placed herself by my side. She was about five and 

twenty, by her most suspicious account, in which, according to all appearances, she must have 

sunk at least ten good years; allowance, too, being made for the havoc which a long course of 

hackneyship and hot waters must have made of her constitution, and which had already brought 

on, upon the spur, that stale stage in which those of her profession are reduced to think of 

showing company, instead of seeing it. 



No sooner then was this precious substitute of my mistress laid down, but she, who was never 

out of her way when any occasion of lewdness presented itself, turned to me, embraced and 

kissed me with great eagerness. This was new, this was odd; but imputing it to nothing but pure 

kindness, which, for ought I knew, it might be the London way to express in that manner, I was 

determined not to be behind-hand with her, and returned her the kiss and embrace, with all the 

fervour that perfect innocence knew. 

Encouraged by this, her hands became extremely free, and wandered over my whole body, 

with touches, squeezes, pressures, that rather warmed and surprised me with their novelty, than 

they either shocked or alarmed me. 

The flattering praises she intermingled with these invasions, contributed also not a little to 

bribe my passiveness; and, knowing no ill, I feared none, especially from one who had prevented 

all doubts of her womanhood, by conducting my hands to a pair of breasts that hung loosely 

down, in a size and volume that full sufficiently distinguished her sex, to me at least, who had 

never made any other comparison. 

I lay then all tame and passive as she could wish, whilst her freedom raised no other emotion 

but those of a strange, and, till then, unfelt pleasure. Every part of me was open and exposed to 

the licentious courses of her hands, which, like a lambent fire, ran over my whole body, and 

thawed all coldness as they went. 

My breasts, if it is not too bold a figure to call so two hard, firm, rising hillocks, that just 

began to shew themselves, or signify anything to the touch, employed and amused her hands 

awhile, till, slipping down lower, over a smooth track, she could just feel the soft silky down that 

had but a few months before put forth and garnished the mount-pleasant of those parts, and 

promised to spread a grateful shelter over the sweet seat of the most exquisite sensation, and 

which had been, till that instant, the seat of the most insensible innocence. Her fingers played 

and strove to twine in the young tendrils of that moss, which nature has contrived at once for use 

and ornament. 

But, not contented with these outer posts, she now attempts the main spot, and began to twitch, 

to insinuate, and at length to force an introduction of a finger into the quick itself, in such a 

manner, that had she not proceeded by insensible gradations that inflamed me beyond the power 

of modesty to oppose its resistance to their progress, I should have jumped out of bed and cried 

for help against such strange assaults. 

Instead of which, her lascivious touches had lighted up a new fire that wantoned through all 

my veins, but fixed with violence in that center appointed them by nature, where the first strange 

hands were now busied in feeling, squeezing, compressing the lips, then opening them again, 

with a finger between, till an “Oh!” expressed her hurting me, where the narrowness of the 

unbroken passage refused it entrance to any depth. 

In the meantime, the extension of my limbs, languid stretching, sighs, short heavings, all 

conspired to assure that experienced wanton that I was more pleased than offended at her 

proceedings, which she seasoned with repeated kisses and exclamations, such as “Oh! what a 

charming creature thou art! What a happy man will he be that first makes a woman of you! Oh! 

that I were a man for your sake!” with the like broken expressions, interrupted by kisses as fierce 

and salacious as ever I received from the other sex. 

For my part, I was transported, confused, and out of myself; feelings so new were too much 

for me. My heated and alarmed senses were in a tumult that robbed me of all liberty of thought; 

tears of pleasure gushed from my eyes, and somewhat assuaged the fire that raged all over me. 



Phœbe, herself, the hackneyed, thorough-bred Phœbe, to whom all modes and devices of 

pleasure were known and familiar, found, it seems, in this exercise her those arbitrary tastes, for 

which there is no accounting. Not that she hated men, or did not even prefer them to her own 

sex; but when she met with such occasions as this was, a satiety of enjoyments in the common 

road, perhaps, too a great secret bias, inclined her to make the most of pleasure, wherever she 

could find it, without distinction of sexes. In this view, now well assured that she had, by her 

touches, sufficiently inflamed me for her purpose, she rolled down the bed clothes gently, and I 

saw myself stretched naked, my shift being turned up to my neck, whilst I had no power or sense 

to oppose it. Even my growing blushes expressed more desire than modesty, whilst the candle, 

left (to be sure not undesignedly) burning, threw a full light on my whole body. 

“No!” says Phœbe, “you must not, my sweet girl, think to hide all these treasures from me. My 

sight must be feasted as my touch. I must devour with my eyes this springing bosom. Suffer me 

to kiss it. I have not seen it enough. Let me kiss it once more. What firm, smooth, white flesh is 

here! How delicately shaped! Then this delicious down! Oh! let me view the small, dear, tender 

cleft! This is too much, I cannot bear it! I must! I must!” Here she took my hand, and in a 

transport carried it where you will easily guess. But what a difference in the state of the same 

thing! A spreading thicket of bushy curls marked the full grown, complete woman. Then the 

cavity to which she guided my hand easily received it; and as soon as she felt it within her, she 

moved herself to and fro, with so rapid a friction, that I presently withdrew it, wet and clammy, 

when instantly Phœbe grew more composed, after two or three sighs, and heart-fetched Oh’s! 

and giving me a kiss that seemed to exhale her soul through her lips, she replaced the bed-clothes 

over us. What pleasure she had found I will not say; but this I know, that the first sparks of 

kindling nature, the first ideas of pollution, were caught by me that night; and that the 

acquaintance and communication with the bad of our sex, is often as fatal to innocence as all the 

seductions of the other. But to go on. When Phœbe was restored to that calm, which I was far 

from the enjoyment of myself, she artfully sounded me on all the points necessary to govern the 

designs of my virtuous mistress on me, and by my answers, drawn from pure undissembled 

nature, she had no reason but to promise herself all imaginable success, so far as it depended on 

my ignorance, easiness and warmth of constitution. 

After a sufficient length of dialogue, my bedfellow left me to my rest, and I fell asleep, 

through pure weariness, from the violent emotions I had been led into, when nature which had 

been too warmly stirred and fermented to subside without allaying by some means or other 

relieved me by one of those luscious dreams, the transports of which are scarce inferior to those 

of waking real action. 

In the morning I awoke about ten, perfectly gay and refreshed. Phœbe was up before me, and 

asked me in the kindest manner how I did, how I had rested, and if I was ready for breakfast? 

carefully, at the same time, avoiding to increase the confusion she saw I was in, at looking her in 

the face, by any hint of the night’s bed scene. I told her if she pleased I would get up, and begin 

any work she would be pleased to set me about. She smiled; presently the maid brought in the tea 

equipage, and I just huddled my clothes on, when in waddled my mistress. I expected no less 

than to be told of, if not chid for, my late rising, when I was most agreeably disappointed by her 

compliments on my pure and fresh looks. I was “a bud of beauty” (this was her style), “and how 

vastly all the fine men would admire me!” to all which my answers did not, I can assure you, 

wrong my breeding; they were as simple and silly as they could wish, and, no doubt, flattered 

them infinitely more than had they proved me enlightened by education and a knowledge of the 

world. 



We breakfasted, and the tea things were scarce removed, when in were brought two bundles of 

linen and wearing apparel: in short, all the necessaries for rigging me out, as they termed it, 

completely. 

Imagine to yourself, Madam, how my little coquet heart fluttered with joy at the sight of a 

white lutestring, flowered with silver, scoured indeed, but passed on me for spick and span new, 

a Brussels lace cap, braited shoes, and the rest in proportion, all second-hand finery, and 

procured instantly for the occasion, by the diligence and industry of the good Mrs. Brown, who 

had already a chapman for me in the house, before whom my charms were to pass in review; for 

he had not only, in course, insisted on a previous sight of the premises, but also on immediate 

surrendering to him, in case of his agreeing for me; concluding very wisely, that such a place as I 

was in, was of the hottest to trust the keeping of such a perishable commodity in, as a 

maidenhead. 

The care of dressing and tricking me out for the market, was then left to Phœbe, who acquitted 

herself, if not well, at least perfectly to the satisfaction of everything but my impatience of seeing 

myself dressed. When it was over, and I viewed myself in the glass, I was no doubt, too natural, 

too artless, to hide my childish joy at the change: a change, in the real truth, for much the worse, 

since I must have much better become the neat easy simplicity of my rustic dress than the 

awkward, untoward, tawdry finery that I could not conceal my strangeness to. 

Phœbe’s compliments, however, in which her own share in dressing me was not forgot, did 

not a little confirm me in the first notions I had ever entertained concerning my person; which, be 

it said without vanity, was then tolerable to justify a taste for me, and of which it may not be out 

of place here to sketch you an unflattered picture. 

I was tall, yet not too tall for my age, which, as I before remarked, was barely turned of 

fifteen; my shape perfectly straight, thin waisted, and light and free without owing anything to 

stays; my hair was a glossy auburn, and as soft as silk, flowing down my neck in natural curls, 

and did not a little to set off the whiteness of a smooth skin; my face was rather too ruddy, 

though its features were delicate, and the shape was a roundish oval, except where a pit on my 

chin had far from a disagreeable effect; my eyes were as black as can be imagined, and rather 

languishing than sparkling, except on certain occasions, when I have been told they struck fire 

fast enough; my teeth, which I ever carefully preserved, were small, even and white; my bosom 

was finely raised, and one might then discern rather the promise than the actual growth of the 

round, firm breast, that in a little time made that promise good. In short, all the points of beauty 

that are most universally in request, I had, or at least my vanity forbid me to appeal from the 

decision of our sovereign judges the men, who all, that I ever knew at last, gave it thus highly in 

my favour; and I met with, even in my own sex, some that were above denying me that justice, 

whilst others praised me yet more unsuspectedly, by endeavouring to detract from me, in points 

of person and figure that I obviously excelled in. This is, I own, too strong of self praise; but I 

should be ungrateful to nature, and to a form to which I owe such singular blessings of pleasure 

and fortune, were I to suppress, through an affectation of modesty, the mention of such valuable 

gifts. 

Well then, dressed I was, and little did it then enter into my head that all this gay attire was no 

more than decking the victim out for sacrifice, whilst I innocently attributed all to mere 

friendship and kindness in the sweet good Mrs. Brown; who, I was forgetting to mention, had, 

under pretence of keeping my money safe, got from me, without the least hesitation, the driblet 

(so I now call it) which remained to me after the expenses of my journey. 



After some little time most agreebly spent before the glass, in scarce self-admiration, since my 

new dress had by much the greatest share in it, I was sent for down to the parlour, where the old 

lady saluted me, and wished me joy of my new clothes, which she was not ashamed to say, fitted 

me as if I had worn nothing but the finest all my life-time; but what was it she could not see me 

silly enough to swallow? At the same time, she presented me to another cousin of her own 

creation, an elderly gentleman, who got up, at my entry into the room, and on my dropping a 

curtsy to him, saluted me, and seemed a little affronted that I had only presented my cheek to 

him: a mistake, which, if one, he immediately corrected, by gluing his lips to mine, with an 

ardour which his figure had not at all disposed me to thank him for: his figure, I say, than which 

nothing could be more shocking or detestable: for ugly and disagreeable were terms too gentle to 

convey a just idea of it. 

Imagine to yourself, a man rather past threescore, short and ill-made, with a yellow 

cadaverous hue, great goggle eyes, that stared as if he was strangled; an out-mouth from two 

more properly tusks than teeth, livid lips, and breath like a Jake’s: then he had a peculiar 

ghastliness in his grin, that made him perfectly frightful, if not dangerous to women with child; 

yet, made as he was thus in mock of man, he was so blind to his own staring deformities, as to 

think himself born to please, and that no woman could see him with impunity: in consequence of 

which idea, he had lavished great sums on such wretches as could gain upon themselves to 

pretend love to his person, whilst to those who had not art or patience to dissemble the horror it 

inspired, he behaved even brutally. Impotence, more than necessity, made him seek in variety, 

the provocative that was wanting to raise him to the pitch of enjoyment, which he too often saw 

himself baulked of, by the failure of his powers: and this always threw him into a fit of rage, 

which he wreaked, as far as he durst, on the innocent objects of his fit of momentary desire. 

This then was the master to which my conscientious benefactress, who had long been his 

purveyor in this way, had doomed me, and sent for me down purposely for his examination. 

Accordingly she made me stand up before him, turned me round, unpinned my handkerchief, 

remarked to him the rise and fall, the turn and whiteness of a bosom just beginning to fill; then 

made me walk, and took even a handle from the rusticity of my charms: in short, she omitted no 

point of jockeyship; to which he only answered by gracious nods of approbation, whilst he 

looked goats and monkeys at me: for I sometimes stole a corner glance at him, and encountering 

his fiery, eager stare, looked another way from pure horror and affright, which he, 

characteristically, attributed to nothing more than maiden modesty, or at least the affectation of 

it. 

However, I was soon dismissed, and reconducted to my room by Phœbe, who stuck close to 

me, not leaving me alone, and at leisure to make such reflections as might naturally rise to any 

one, not an idiot, on such a scene as I had just gone through; but to my shame be it confessed, 

that just was my invincible stupidity, or rather portentous innocence, that I did not yet open my 

eyes to Mrs. Brown’s designs, and saw nothing in this titular cousin of hers but a shockingly 

hideous person, which did not at all concern me, unless that my gratitude for my benefactress 

made me extend my respect to all her cousinhood. 

Phœbe, however, began to sift the state and pulses of my heart toward this monster, asking me 

how I should approve of such a fine gentelman for a husband. (Fine gentleman, I suppose she 

called him, from his being daubed with lace.) I answered her very naturally, that I had no 

thoughts of a husband, but that if I was to choose one, it should be among my own degree, sure! 

so much had my aversion to that wretch’s hideous figure indisposed me to all “fine gentlemen,” 

and confounded my ideas, as if those of that rank had been necessarily cast in the same mould 



that he was. But Phœbe was not to be put off so, but went on with her endeavours to melt and 

soften me for the purposes of my reception into that hospitable house: and whilst she talked of 

the sex in general, she had no reason to despair of a compliance, which more than one reason 

showed her would be easily enough obtained of me; but then she had too much experience not to 

discover that my particular fixed aversion to that frightful cousin would be a block not so readily 

to be removed, as suited the consummation of their bargain, and sale of me. 

Mother Brown had in the meantime agreed the terms with this loquorice old goat, which I 

afterwards understood were to be fifty guineas peremptory, for the liberty of attempting me, and 

a hundred more at the complete gratification of his desires, in the triumph over my virginity: and 

as for me, I was to be left entirely at the discretion of his liking and generosity. This unrighteous 

contract being thus settled, he was so eager to be put in possession, that he insisted on being 

introduced to drink tea with me that afternoon, when we were to be left alone; nor would he 

hearken to the procuress’s remonstrances, that I was not sufficiently prepared, and ripened for 

such an attack; that I was too green and untamed, having been scarce twenty-four hours in the 

house: it is the character of lust to be impatient, and his vanity arming him against any 

supposition of other than the common resistance of a maid on those occasions, made him reject 

all proposals of a delay, and my dreadful trial was thus fixed, unknown to me, for that very 

evening. 

At dinner, Mrs. Brown and Phœbe did nothing but run riot in praise of this wonderful cousin, 

and how happy that woman would be that he would favour with his addresses; in short my two 

gossips exhausted all their rhetoric to persuade me to accept them: “that the gentleman was 

violently smitten with me at first sight; that he would make my fortune if I would be a good girl 

and not stand in my own light; that I should trust his honour; that I should be made for ever, and 

have a chariot to go abroad in,” with all such stuff as was fit to turn the head of such a silly 

ignorant girl as I then was: but luckily here my aversion had taken already such deep root in me, 

my heart was so strongly defended from him by my senses, that wanting the art to mask my 

sentiments, I gave them no hopes of their employer succeeding, at least very easily, with me. The 

glass too marched pretty quick, with a view, I suppose, to make a friend of the warmth of my 

constitution, in the minutes of the imminent attack. 

Thus they kept me pretty long at table, and about six in the evening, after I had retired to my 

apartment, and the tea board was set, enters my venerable mistress, followed close by that satyr, 

who came in grinning in a way peculiar to him, and by his odious presence, confirmed me in all 

the sentiments of detestation which his first appearance had given birth to. 

He sat down fronting me, and all tea time kept ogling me in a manner that gave me the utmost 

pain and confusion, all the mark of which he still explained to be my bashfulness, and not being 

used to see company. 

Tea over, the commoding old lady pleady urgent business (which indeed was true) to go out, 

and earnestly desired me to entertain her cousin kindly till she came back, both for my own sake 

and her; and then, with a “Pray, sir, be very good, be very tender to the sweet child,” she went 

out of the room, leaving me staring, with my mouth open, and unprepared by the suddenness of 

her departure, to oppose it. 

We were now alone; and on that idea a sudden fit of trembling seized me. I was so afraid, 

without a precise notion of why, and what I had to fear, that I sat on the settee, by the fire side, 

motionless and petrified, without life or spirit, not knowing how to look or how to stir. 



But long I was not suffered to remain in this state of stupefaction: the monster squatted down 

by me on the settee, and without farther ceremony or preamble, flings his arms about my neck, 

and drawing me pretty forcibly towards him, obliged me to receive, in spite of my struggles to 

disengage from him, his pestilential kisses, which quite overcame me. Finding me then next to 

senseless, and unresisting, he tears off my neck handkerchief, and laid all open there, to his eyes 

and hands: still I endured all without flinching, till emboldened by my sufferance and silence, for 

I had not the power to speak or cry out, he attempted to lay me down on the settee, and I felt his 

hand on the lower part of my naked thighs, which were crossed, and which he endeavoured to 

unlock. Oh then! I was roused out of my passive endurance, and springing from him with an 

activity he was not prepared for, threw myself at his feet, and begged him, in the most moving 

tone, not to be rude, and that he would not hurt me. “Hurt you, my dear?” says the brute, “I 

intend you no harm. Has not the old lady told you that I love you? that I shall do handsomely by 

you?” 

“She has indeed, sir,” said I, “but I cannot love you, indeed I cannot! pray let me alone! yes! I 

will love you dearly if you will let me alone and go away.” But I was talking to the wind, for 

whether my tears, my attitude, or the disorder of my dress proved fresh incentives, or whether he 

was now under the dominion of desires he could not bridle, but snorting and foaming with lust 

and rage, he renews his attack, seizes me, and again attempts to extend and fix me on the settee: 

in which he succeeded so far as to lay me along, and even to toss my petticoats over my head, 

and lay my thighs bare, which I obstinately kept close, nor could he, though he attempted with 

his knee to force them open, effect it so as to stand fair for being master of the main avenue; he 

was unbuttoned, both waistcoat and breeches, yet I only felt the weight of his body upon me, 

whilst I lay struggling with indignation, and dying with terrors; but he stopped all of a sudden, 

and got off, panting, blowing, cursing, and repeating “old and ugly!” for so I had very naturally 

called him in the heat of my defence. 

The brute had, it seems, as I afterwards understood, brought on, by his eagerness and struggle, 

the ultimate period of his hot fit of lust, which his power was too short-lived to carry him 

through the full execution of; of which my thighs and linen received the effusion. 

When it was over he bid me, with a tone of displeasure, get up: “that he would not do me the 

honour to think of me any more; that the old b——h might look out for another cully; that he 

would not be fooled so by ever a country mock modesty in England; that he supposed I had left 

my maidenhead with some hobnail in the country, and was come to dispose of my skim-milk in 

town” with a volley of the like abuse; which I listened to with more pleasure than ever fond 

woman did to protestations of love from her darling minion: for, incapable as I was of receiving 

any addition to my perfect hatred and aversion to him, I looked on this railing, as my security 

against his renewing his most odious caress. 

Yet, plain as Mrs. Brown’s views were now come out, I had not the heart, or spirit to open my 

eyes to them: still I could not part with my dependence on that beldam, so much did I think 

myself hers, soul and body: or rather, I sought to deceive myself with the continuation of my 

good opinion of her, and choose to wait the worst at her hands, sooner than be turned out to 

starve in the streets, without a penny of money or a friend to apply to these fears were my folly. 

While this confusion of ideas was passing in my head, and I sat pensively by the fire, with my 

eyes brimming with tears, my neck still bare, and my cap fallen off in the struggle, so that my 

hair was in the disorder you may guess, the villain’s lust began, I suppose, to be again in flow, at 



the sight of all that bloom of youth which presented itself to his view, a bloom yet unenjoyed, 

and of course not yet indifferent to him. 

After some pause, he asked me with a tone of voice mightily softer, whether I would make it 

up with him before the old lady returned, and all should be well; he would restore me to his 

affections, at the same time offering to kiss me and feel my breasts. But now my extreme 

aversion, my fears, my indignation, all acting upon me, gave me a spirit not natural to me, so that 

breaking loose from him, I ran to the bell and rang it, with such violence and effect as to bring up 

the maid to know what was the matter, or whether the gentleman wanted anything; and before he 

could proceed to greater extremities, she bounced into the room, and seeing me stretched on the 

floor, my hair all dishevelled, my nose gushing out blood, which did not a little tragedize the 

scene, and my odious persecutor still intent of pushing his brutal point, unmoved by all my cries 

and distress, she was herself confounded and did not know what to do. 

As much, however, as Martha might be prepared and hardened to transactions of this sort, all 

womanhood must have been out of her heart could she have seen this unmoved. Besides that, on 

the face of things, she imagined that matters had gone greater lengths than they really had, and 

that the courtesy of the house had been actually consummated on me, and flung: me into the 

condition I was in: in this notion she instantly took my part, and advised the gentleman to go 

down and leave me to recover myself, and “that all would be soon over with me; that when Mrs. 

Brown and Phœbe, who were gone out, were returned, they would take order for everything to 

his satisfaction; that nothing would be lost by a little patience with the poor tender thing; that for 

her part she was frightened; she could not tell what to say to such doings; but that she would stay 

by me till my mistress came home.” As the wench said all this in a resolute tone, and the monster 

himself began to perceive that things would not mend by his staying, he took his hat and went 

out of the room murmuring and pitting his brows like an old ape, so that I was delivered from the 

horrors of his detestable presence. 

As soon as he was gone, Martha very tenderly offered me her assistance in anything, and 

would have got me some hartshorn drops and put me to bed; which last I, at first, positively 

refused, in the fear that the monster might return and take me at that disadvantage. However, 

with much persuasion and assurances that I should not be molested that night she prevailed on 

me to lie down; and indeed I was so weakened by my struggles, so dejected by my fearful 

apprehension, so terror-struck, that I had not power to sit up, or hardly to give answers to the 

questions with which the curious Martha plied and perplexed me. 

Such too, and so cruel was my fate, that I dreaded the sight of Mrs. Brown, as if I had been the 

criminal, and she the person injured; a mistake which you will not think so strange, on 

distinguishing that neither virtue nor principles had the least share in the defence I had made, but 

only the particular aversion I had conceived against this first brutal and frightful invader of my 

tender innocence. 

I passed then the time till Mrs. Brown came home, under all the agitations of fear and despair 

that may easily be guessed. 

About eleven at night my two ladies came home, and having received rather a favourable 

account from Martha, who had run down to let them in, for Mr. Crofts (that was the name of my 

brute) was gone out of the house, after waiting till he had tired his patience for Mrs. Brown’s 

return, they came thundering up stairs, and seeing me pale, my face bloody, and all the marks of 

the most thorough dejection, they employed themselves more to comfort and re-inspirit me than 



in making me the reproaches I was weak enough to fear, I who had so many juster and stronger 

to retort upon them. 

Mrs. Brown withdrawn, Phœbe came presently to bed to me, and what with the answers she 

drew from me, what with her own method of palpably satisfying herself, she soon discovered 

that I had been more frightened than hurt; upon which I suppose, being herself seized with sleep, 

and reserving her lectures and instructions till the next morning, she left me, properly speaking, 

to my unrest; for, later tossing and turning the greatest part of the night, and tormenting myself 

with the falsest notions and apprehensions of things, I fell, through mere fatigue into a kind of 

delirious doze, out of which I waked late in the morning, in a violent fever: a circumstance which 

was extremely critical to reprieve me, at least for a time, from the attacks of a wretch, infinitely 

more terrible to me than death itself. 

The interested care that was taken of me during my illness, in order to restore me to a 

condition of making good the bawd’s engagements, or of enduring further trials, had, however, 

such an effect on my grateful disposition that I even thought myself obliged to my un-doers for 

their attention to promote my recovery; and, above all, for the keeping out of my sight of that 

brutal ravisher, the author of my disorder, on their finding I was too strongly moved at the bare 

mention of his name. 

Youth is soon raised, and a few days were sufficient to conquer the fury of my fever: but, what 

contributed most to my perfect recovery and to my reconciliation with life, was the timely news 

that Mr. Crofts, who was a merchant of considerable dealings, was arrested at the King’s suit, for 

nearly forty thousand pounds, on account of his driving a certain contraband trade, and that his 

affairs were so desperate, that even were it in his inclination, it would not be in his power to 

renew his designs upon me: for he was instantly thrown into a prison, which it was not likely he 

would get out of in haste. 

Mrs. Brown, who had touched his fifty guineas, advanced to so little purpose, and lost all 

hopes of the remaining hundred, began to look upon my treatment of him with a more favourable 

eye; and as they had observed my temper to be perfectly tractable and conformable to their 

views, all the girls that composed her flock were suffered to visit me, and had their cue to 

dispose me, by their conversation, to a perfect resignation of myself to Mrs. Brown’s direction. 

Accordingly they were let in upon me, and all that frolic and thoughtless gaiety in which those 

giddy creatures consume either leisure, made me envy a condition of which I only saw the fair 

side; insomuch, that the being one of them became even my ambition: a disposition which they 

all carefully cultivated; and I wanted now nothing but to restore my health, that I might be able 

to undergo the ceremony of the initiation. 

Conversation, example, in short all, contributed, in that house, to corrupt my native parity, 

which had taken no root in education; whilst now the inflammable principal of pleasure, so easily 

fired at my age, made strange work within me, and all the modesty I was brought up in the habit, 

not the instruction of, began to melt away like dew before the sun’s heat; not to mention that I 

made a vice of necessity, from the constant fears I had of being turned out to starve. 

I was soon pretty well recovered, and at certain hours allowed to range all over the house, but 

cautiously kept from seeing any company till the arrival of Lord B——, from Bath, to whom 

Mrs. Brown, in respect to his experienced generosity on such occasions, proposed to offer the 

perusal of that trinket of mine, which bears so great an imaginary value; and his lordship being 

expected in town in less than a fortnight, Mrs. Brown judged I would be entirely renewed in 



beauty and freshness by that time, and afforded her the chance of a better bargain than she had 

driven with Mr. Crofts. 

In the meantime, I was so thoroughly, as they call it, brought over, so tame to their whistle, 

that, had my cage door been set open, I had no idea that I ought to fly anywhere, sooner than stay 

where I was; nor had I the least sense of regretting my condition, but waited very quietly for 

whatever Mrs. Brown should order concerning me; who on her side, by herself and her agents, 

took more than the necessary precautions to lull and lay asleep all just reflections on my destiny. 

Preachments of morality over the left shoulder; a life of joy painted in the gayest colours; 

caresses, promises, indulgent treatment; nothing, in short, was wanting to domesticate me 

entirely and to prevent my going out anywhere to get better advice. Alas! I dreamed of no such 

thing. 

Hitherto I had been indebted only to the girls of the house for the corruption of my innocence: 

their luscious talk, in which modesty was far from respected, their description of their 

engagements with men, had given me a tolerable insight into the nature and mysteries of their 

profession, at the same time that they highly provoked an itch of florid warm-spirited blood 

through every vein: but above all, my bed fellow Phœbe, whose pupil I more immediately was, 

exerted her talents in giving me the first tinctures of pleasure: whilst nature, now warmed and 

wantoned with discoveries so interesting, piqued a curiosity which Phœbe artfully whetted, and 

leading me from question to question of her own suggestion, explained to me all the mysteries of 

Venus. But I could not long remain in such a house as that, without being an eye-witness of more 

than I could conceive from her descriptions. 

One day, about twelve at noon, being thoroughly recovered of my fever, I happened to be in 

Mrs. Brown’s dark closet, where I had not been half an hour, resting upon the maid’s bed, before 

I heard a rustling in the bed-chamber, separated from the closet only by two sash doors, before 

the glasses of which were drawn two yellow damask curtains, but not so close as to exclude the 

full view of the room from any person in the closet. 

I instantly crept softly and posted myself so, that seeing everything minutely, I could not 

myself be seen; and who should come in but the venerable mother Abbess herself! handed in by 

a tall, brawny young Horse-grenadiers, moulded in the Hercules style: in fine, the choice of the 

most experienced dame, in those affairs, in all London. 

Oh! how still and hush did I keep at my stand, lest any noise should baulk my curiosity, or 

bring Madam into the closet! 

But I had not much reason to fear either, for she was entirely taken up with her present great 

concern, that she had no sense of attention to spare to anything else. 

Droll was it to see that clumsy fat figure of her’s flop down on the foot of the bed, opposite to 

the closet door so that I had a full front view of all her charms. 

Her paramour sat down by her: he seemed to be a man of very few words, and a great 

stomach; for proceeding instantly to essentials, he gave her some hearty smacks, and thrusting 

his hands into her breasts, disengaged them from her stays, in scorn of whose confinement they 

broke loose, and sagged down, navel-low at least. A more enormous pair did my eyes never 

behold, nor of a worse colour, flagging, soft, and most lovingly contiguous: yet such as they 

were, this great beef-eater seemed to paw them with a most unenviable lust, seeking in vain to 

confine or cover one of them with a hand scarce less than a shoulder of mutton. After toying with 

them thus some time, as if they had been worth it, he laid her down pretty briskly, and canting up 



her petticoats, made barely a mask of them to her broad red face, that blushed with nothing but 

brandy. 

As he stood on one side, unbuttoning his waistcoat and breeches, her fat brawny thighs hung 

down, and the whole greasy landscape lay fairly open to my view; a wide open mouthed gap, 

overshaded with a grizzly bush, seemed held out like a beggar’s wallet for its provision. 

But I soon had my eyes called off by a more striking object that entirely engrossed them. 

Her sturdy stallion had now unbuttoned, and produced naked, stiff and erect, that wonderful 

machine, which I had never seen before, and which, for the interest my own seat of pleasure 

began to take furiously in it, I stared at with all the eyes I had: however, my senses were too 

much flurried, too much concentered in that now burning spot of mine, to observe anything more 

than in general the make and turn of that instrument; from which the instinct of nature, yet more 

than all I had heard of it, now strongly informed me, I was to expect that supreme pleasure which 

she had placed in the meeting of those parts so admirably fitted for each other. 

Long, however, the young spark did not remain before giving it two or three shakes, by way of 

brandishing it, he threw himself upon her, and his back being now towards me, I could only take 

his being ingulphed for granted, by the directions he moved in, and the impossibility of missing 

so staring a mark; and now the bed shook, the curtains rattled so that I could scarce hear the sighs 

and murmurs, the heaves and pantings that accompanied the action, from the beginning to the 

end; the sound and sight of which thrilled to the very soul of me, and made every vein of my 

body circulate liquid fires: the emotion grew so violent that it almost intercepted my respiration. 

Prepared then, and disposed as I was by the discourse of my companions, and Phœbe’s minute 

detail of everything, no wonder that such a sight gave the last dying blow to my native 

innocence. 

Whilst they were in the heat of the action, guided by nature only, I stole my hand up my 

petticoats, and with fingers on fire, seized and yet more inflamed that center of all my senses: my 

heart palpitated, as if it would force its way through my bosom: I breathed with pain; I twisted 

my thighs, squeezed and compressed the lips of that virgin slit, and following mechanically the 

example of Phœbe’s manual operation on it, as far as I could find admission, brought on at last 

the critical ecstasy, the melting flow, into which nature, spent with excess of pleasure, dissolves 

and dies away. 

After which, my senses recovered coolness enough to observe the rest of the transaction 

between this happy pair. 

The young fellow had just dismounted, when the old lady immediately sprung up, with all the 

vigour of youth, derived, no doubt, from her late refreshment; and making him sit down, began 

in her turn to kiss him, to pat and pinch his cheeks, and play with his hair: all which he received 

with an air of indifference and coolness that showed him to be much altered from what he was 

when he first went on to the breach. 

My pious governess, however, not being above calling in auxiliaries, unlocks a little case of 

cordials that stood near the bed, and made him pledge her in a very plentiful dram: after which, 

and a little amorous parley, Madam set herself down upon the same place, at the bed’s foot; and 

the young fellow standing sidewise by her, she, with the greatest effrontery imaginable, 

unbuttons his breeches, and removing his shirt, draws out his affair, so shrunk and diminished, 

that I could not but remember the difference, now crest-fallen, or just faintly lifting its head: but 

our experience matron very soon, by chaffing it with her hands, brought it to swell to that size 

and erection I had before seen it up to. 



I admired then, upon a fresh account, and with a nicer survey, the texture of that capital part of 

man: the flaming red head as it stood uncapt, the whiteness of the shaft, and the shrub growth of 

curling hair that embrowned the foots of it, the roundish bag that dangled down from it, all 

exacted my eager attention, and renewed my flame. But, as the main affair was now at the point 

the industrious dame had laboured to bring it to, she was not in the humour to put off the 

payment of her pains, but laying herself down, drew him gently upon her, and thus they finished, 

in the same manner as before, the old last act. 

This over, they both went out lovingly together, the old lady having first made him a present, 

as near as I could observe, of three or four pieces; he being not only her particular favourite on 

account of his performances, but a retainer to the house; from whose sight she had taken great 

care hitherto to secret me, lest he might not have had patience to wait for my lord’s arrival, but 

have insisted on being his taster, which the old lady was under too much subjection to him to 

dare dispute with him; for every girl of the house fell to him in course, and the old lady only now 

and then got her turn, in consideration of the maintenance he had, and which he could scarce be 

accused of not earning from her. 

As soon as I heard them go down-stairs, I stole up softly to my own room, out of which I had 

luckily not been missed; there I began to breathe more free, and to give a loose to those warm 

emotions which the sight of such an encounter had raised in me, I laid me down on the bed, 

stretched myself out, joining and ardently wishing, and requiring any means to divert or allay the 

rekindled rage and tumult of my desires, which all pointed strongly to their pole: man. I felt 

about the bed as if I sought for something that I grasped in my waking dream, and not finding it, 

could have cried for vexation; every part of me plowing with simulated fires. At length, I 

resorted to the only present remedy, that of vain attempts at digitation, where the smallness of the 

theatre did not yet afford room enough for action, and where the pain my fingers gave me, in 

striving for admission, though they procured me a slight satisfaction for the present, started an 

apprehension which I could not be easy till I had communicated to Phœbe and received her 

explanations upon it. 

The opportunity, however, did not offer till next morning, for Phœbe did not come to bed till 

long after I was gone to sleep. As soon then as we were both awake, it was but in course to bring 

our ly-a-bed chat to hand, on the subject of my uneasiness: to which a recital of the love scene I 

had thus, by chance, been spectatress of, served for a preface. 

Phœbe could not hear it to the end without more than one interruption by peals of laughter, 

and my ingenuous way of relating matters did not a little heighten the joke to her. 

But, on her sounding me how the sight had affected me, without mincing or hiding the 

pleasurable emotions it had inspired me with, I told her at the same time that one remark had 

perplexed me, and that very considerably. “Aye!” says she, “what was that?” “Why,” replied I, 

“having very curiously and attentively compared the size of that enormous machine, which did 

not appear, at least to my fearful imagination, less than my wrist, and at least three of my hand-

fuls long, to that of the tender small part of me which was framed to receive it, I could not 

conceive its being possible to afford it entrance without dying, perhaps in the greatest pain, since 

she well knew that even a finger thrust in there hurt me beyond bearing. As to my mistress’s and 

yours, I can very plainly distinguish the different dimensions of them from mine, palpable to the 

touch, and visible to the eye; so that, in short, great as the promised pleasure may be, I am afraid 

of the pain of the experiment.” 



Phœbe at this redoubled her laugh, and whilst I expected a very serious solution of my doubts 

and apprehensions in this matter, only told me that “she never heard of a mortal wound being 

given in those parts, by that terrible weapon, and that some she knew younger, and as delicately 

made as myself, had outlived the operation; that she believed, at the worst, I should take a great 

deal of liking; that true it was, there was a great diversity of sizes in those parts, owing to nature, 

child-bearing, frequent over-stretching with unmerciful machines, but that at a certain age and 

habit of body, even the most experienced in those affairs could not well distinguish between the 

maid and the woman, supposing too an absence of all artifice, in their natural situation: but that 

since chance had thrown in my way one sight of that sort, she would procure me another, that 

should feast my eyes more delicately, and go a great way in the cure of my fears from that 

imaginary disproportion”. 

On this she asked me if I knew Polly Phillips? “Undoubterly,” says I, “the fair girl which was 

so tender of me when I was sick, and has been, as you told me, but two months in the house.” 

“The same,” says Phœbe. “You must know then, she is kept by a young Genoes merchant, whom 

his uncle, who is immensely rich, and whose darling he is, on a pretex of settling some accounts, 

but in reality to humour his inclinations for travelling, and seeing the world. He met casually 

with this Polly once in company, and taking a likning to her, makes it worth her while to keep 

entirely to him. He comes to her here twice or thrice a week, and she receives him in the light 

closet up one pair of stairs, where he enjoys her in a taste, I suppose, peculiar to the heat, or 

perhaps the caprices of his own country, I say no more, but to-morrow being his day, you shall 

see what passes between them, from a place only known to your mistress and myself.” 

You may be sure, in the ply I was now taking, I had no objection to the proposal, and was 

rather a tip-toe for its accomplishments. 

At five in the evening next day, Phœbe, punctual to her promise, came to me as I sat alone in 

my own room, and beckoned me to follow her. 

We went down the back stairs very softly, and opening the door of a dark closet, where there 

was some old furniture kept, and some cases of liquor, she drew me in after her, and fastened the 

door upon us, we had no light but what came through a long crevice in the partition between ours 

and the light closet, where the scene of action lay; so that sitting on those low cases, we could, 

with the greatest ease, as well as clearness, see all objects (ourselves unseen), only by applying 

our eyes close to the crevice, where the moulding of a panel had warped, or started a little on the 

other side. 

The young gentleman was the first person I saw, with his back directly towards me, looking at 

a print. Polly was not yet come: in less than a minute though, the door opened, and she came in; 

and at the noise the door made he turned about, and come to meet her, with an air of the greatest 

tenderness and satisfaction. 

After saluting her, he led her to a coach that fronted us, where they both sat down, and the 

young Genoes helped her to a glass of wine, with some Naples biscuits on a salver. 

Presently, when they had exchanged a few kisses, and questions in broken English on one 

side, he began to unbutton, and, in fine, stript unto his shirt. 

As if this had been the signal agreed on for pulling off all their clothes, a scheme which the 

heat of the season perfectly favoured, Polly began to draw her pins, and as she had no stays to 

unlace, she was in a trice, with her gallant’s officious assistance, undressed to all but her shift. 

When he saw this, his breeches were immediately loosened, waist and knee bands, and slipped 

over his ankles, clean off; his shirt collar was unbottoned too: then, first giving Polly an 



encouraging kiss, he stole, as it were, the shift off the girl, who being, I suppose, broke and 

familiarized to this humour, blushed indeed, but less than I did at the apparition of her, now 

standing stark naked, just as she came ont of the hands of pure nature, with her black hair loose 

and a-float down her dazzling white neck and shoulders, whilst the deepened carnation of her 

cheeks went off gradually into the hue of glazed snow: for such were the blended tints polish of 

her skin. 

This girl could not be above eighteen: her face regular and sweet featured, her shape exquisite; 

nor could I help envying her two ripe enchanting breasts, finely plumped out in flesh, but withal 

so round, so firm, that they sustained themselves, in scorn of any stay: then their nipples, 

pointing different ways, marked their pleasing separation; beneath them lay the delicious tract of 

the belly, which terminated in a parting of rift scarce discerning, that modesty seemed to retire 

downward, and seek shelter between two plump fleshy thighs: the curling hair that overspread its 

delightful front, clothed it with the richest sable fur in the universe: in short, she was evidently a 

subject for the painters to court her, sitting to them for a pattern female beauty, in all the true 

pride and pomp of nakedness. 

The young Italian (still in his shirt) stood gazing and transported at the sight of beauties that 

might have fired a dying hermit; his eager eyes devoured her, as she shifted attitudes at his 

discretion: neither were his hands excluded their share of the high feast, but wandered, on the 

hunt of pleasure, over every part and inch of her body, so qualified to afford the most exquisite 

sense of it. 

In the mean time time, one could not help observing the swell of his shirt before, that bolstered 

out, and pointed out the condition of things behind the curtain: but he soon removed it, by 

slipping his shirt over his head; and now, as to nakedness, they had nothing to reproach one 

another. 

The young gentleman, by Phœbe’s guess, was about two and twenty; tall and well limbed. His 

body was finely formed, and of a most vigorous make, square shouldered, and broad chested: his 

face was not remarkable any way, but for a nose inclining to the Roman, eyes large, black, and 

sparkling, and a ruddiness in his cheeks that was the more a grace; for his complexion was of the 

brownest, not of that dusky dun colour which excludes, the idea of freshness, but of that clear, 

olive gloss, which glowing with life, dazzles perhaps less than fairness, and yet pleases more, 

when it pleases at all. His hair being too short to tie fell no lower than his neck, in short easy 

curls; and he had a few sprigs about his paps, that garnished his chest in a style of strength and 

manliness. Then his grand movement, which seemed to rise out of a thicket of curling hair, that 

spread from the root all over his thighs and belly up to the navel, stood stiff and upright, but of a 

size to frighten me, by sympathy for the small tender part which was the object of its fury, and 

which now lay exposed to my fairest view; for he had, immediately on stoppings off his shirt, 

gently pushed her down on the couch, which stood conveniently to break her willing fall. Her 

thighs were spread out to their utmost extention, and discovered between them the mark of the 

sex, the red-centered cleft of flesh, whose lips vermillioning inwards, expressed a small ruby line 

in sweet miniature, such as Guide’s touch or colouring: could never attain to the life or delicacy 

of. 

Phœbe, at this, gave me a gentle jog, to prepare me for a whisper question: “Whether I thought 

my little maiden-head was much less?” But my attention was too much engrossed, too much 

inwrapped with all I saw, to be able to give her any answer. 



By this time the young gentelman had changed her posture from lying breadth to length-wise 

on the coach: but her thighs were still spread, and the mark lay fair for him, who now kneeling 

between them, displayed to us a side view of that fierce erect machine of his, which threatened 

no less than splitting the tender victim, who lay smiling at the uplifted stroke, nor seemed to 

decline it. He looked upon his weapon himself with some pleasure, and guiding it with his hand 

to the inviting; slit, drew aside the lips, and lodged it (after some thrusts, which Polly seemed 

even to assist) about half way; but there it stuck, I suppose from its growing thickness: he draws 

it again, and just wetting it with spittle, re-enters, and with ease sheathed it now up to the hilt, at 

which Polly gave a deep sigh, which was quite another tone than one of pain; he thrusts, she 

heaves, at first gently, and in a regular cadence; but presently the transport began to be too 

violent to observe any order or measure; their motions were too rapid, their kisses too fierce’ and 

fervent for nature to support such fury long: both seemed to me out of themselves: their eyes 

darted fires: “Oh! oh! I can’t bear it. It is too much. I die. I am going,” were Polly’s expressions 

of extasy: his joys were more silent: but soon broken murmurs, sighs heart-fetched, and at length 

a dispatching thrust, as if he would have forced himself up her body, and then the motionless 

languor of all his limbs, all shewed that the die-away moment was come upon him; which she 

gave signs of joining with by, the wild throwing of her hands about, closing her eyes, and giving 

a deep sob, in which she seemed to expire in an agony of bliss. 

When he had finished his stroke, and got from off her, she lay still without the least motion, 

breathless, as it should seem, with pleasure. He replaced her again breadth-wise on the couch, 

unable to sit up, with her thighs open, between which I could observe a kind of white liquid, like 

froth, hanging about the outward lips of that recently opened wound, which now glowed with a 

deeper red. Presently she gets up, and throwing her arms round him, seemed far undelighted with 

the trial he had put her to, to judge, at least by the fondness with which she eyed, and hung upon 

him. 

For my part, I will not pretend to describe what I felt over me during this scene; but from that 

instant, adieu all fears of what man can do unto me! they were now changed into such ardent 

desires, such ungovernable longings, that I could have by the sleeve, and offered him the bauble, 

which I now imagined the loss of would be a gain I could not too soon procure myself. 

Phœbe, who had more experience, and to whom such sights were not so new, could not 

however, be unmoved at so warm a scene; and drawing me away softly from the peeping hole, 

for fear of being overheard, guided me as the door as possible, all passive and obedient to her 

least signals. 

Here was no room either to sit or lie, but making me stand with my back towards the door, she 

lifted up my petticoats, and with her busy fingers fell to visit and explore that part of me, where I 

was perfectly sick and ready to die with desire; that the bare touch of her finger, in that critical 

place, had the effect of a fire to a train, and her hand instantly made her sensible to what a pitch I 

was wound up, and melted by the sight she had thus procured me. Satisfied then with her 

success, in allaying a heat that would have made me impatient of seeing the continuation of the 

transactions between our amourous couple, she brought me again to the crevice, so favourable to 

our curiosity. 

We had certainly been but a few instants away from it, and yet on our return we saw 

everything in good forwardness for recommencing the tender hostilities. 



The young foreigner was sitting down, fronting us, on the coach, with Polly upon one knee, 

who had her arms round his neck, whilst the extreme whiteness of her skin was not 

undelightfully contrasted by the smooth glossy brown of her lover’s. 

But who could count the fierce, unnumbered kisses given and taken? In which I could often 

discover their mouths were double tongued, and seemed to favour the mutual insertion with the 

greatest gust and delight. 

In the meantime, his red-headed champion, that had so lately fled the pit, quelled and abashed, 

was now recovered to the top of his condition, perked and crested up between Polly’s thighs, 

who was not wanting, on her part, to coax and keep it in good humour, stroking it, with her head 

down, and receiving even its velvet tip between the lips of not its proper mouth: whether it was 

to render it more glib and easy of entrance, I could not tell; but it had such an effect, that the 

young gentleman seemed by his eyes, that sparkled with more excited lustre, and his inflamed 

countenance, to receive increase of pleasure. He got up, and taking Polly in his arms, embraced 

her, and said something too softly for me to hear, leading her withal to the foot of the couch, and 

taking delight to slap her thighs and posteriors with that stiff sinew of his, which hit them with a 

spring that he gave it with his hand, and made them resound again, but her about as much as he 

meant to hurt her, for she seemed to have as frolic a taste as himself. 

But guess my surprise, when I saw the lazy young rogue lie down on his back, and gently pull 

down Polly upon him, who giving way to his humour, stradled, and with her hands conducted 

her blind favourite to the right place; and following her impulse, ran directly upon the flaming 

point of this weapon of pleasure, which she staked herself upon, up pierced, and infixed to the 

extremest hair breadth of it: thus she sat on him a few instants, enjoying and relishing her 

situation, whilst he toyed with her provoking breasts. Sometimes she would stoop to meet his 

kiss: but presently the sting of pleasure spurred them up to fiercer action; then began the storm of 

heaves, which, from the undermost combatant, were thrust at the same time, he crossing his 

hands over her, and drawing her home to him with a sweet violence: the inverted strokes of anvil 

over hammer soon brought on the critical period, in which all the signs of a close conspiring 

extasy informed us of the point they were at. 

For me, I could bear to see no more; I was so overcome, so inflamed at the second part of the 

same play, that, mad to an intolerable degree, I hugged, I clasped Phœbe, as if she had 

wherewithal to relieve me. Pleased however with, and pitying the taking she could feel me in, 

she drew towards the door, and opening it softly as she could, we both got off undiscovered, and 

reconducted me to my own room, where, unable to keep my legs, in the agitation I was in, I 

instantly threw myself down on the bed, where I lay transported, though ashamed at what I felt. 

Phœbe lay down by me, and asked me archly, “if, now that I had seen the enemy, and fully 

considered him, I was still afraid of him? or did I think I could come to a close engagement with 

him?” To all which, not a word on my side; I sighed, and could scarcely breathe. She takes hold 

of my hand, and having rolled up her own petticoats, forced it half strivingly, towards those 

parts, where, now grown more knowing, I missed the main object of my wishes; and finding not 

even the shadow of what I wanted, where every thing was so flat, or so hollow, in the vexation I 

was in at it. I should have withdrawn my hand, but for fear of disobliging her. Abandoning it 

then entirely to her management, she made use of it as she thought proper, to procure herself 

rather the shadow than the substance of any pleasure. For my part, I now pined for more solid 

food, and promised tacitly to myself that I would not be put off much longer with this foolery of 

woman to woman, of Mrs. Brown did not soon provide me with the essential specific. In short, I 



had all the air of not being able to wait the arrival of my lord B——, though he was now 

expected in a very fews days: nor did I wait for him, for love itself took charge of the disposal of 

me, in spite of interest, or gross lust. 

It was now two days after the closet scene, that I got up about six in the morning, and leaving 

my bedfellow fast asleep, stole down, with no other thought than of taking a little fresh air in a 

small garden, which our back parlour opened into, and from which my confinement debarred me, 

at the times company came to my house; but now sleep and silence reigned all over it. 

I opened the parlour door, and well surprised was I at seeing, by the side of a fire half-out, a 

young gentleman in the old lady’s elbow chair, with his legs laid upon another, fast asleep, and 

left there by his thoughtless companions, who had drank him down, and then went off with every 

one but his mistress, whilst he stayed behind by the courtesy of the old matron, who would not 

disturb or turn him out in that condition at one in the morning; and beds, it is more than probable 

there were none to spare. On the table still remained the punch bowl and glasses, stewed about in 

their usual disorder after a drunken revel. 

But when I drew nearer, to view the sleeping estray, heavens! what a sight! No! term of years, 

no turn of fortune could ever eraze the lightninglike impression his form made on me. Yes! 

dearest object of my earliest passion, I command for ever the remembrance of thy first 

appearance to my ravished eyes, it calls thee up, present; and I see thee now. 

Figure to yourself, Madam, fair stripling between eighteen and nineteen, with his head 

reclined on one of the sides of the chair, his hair disordered curls, irregularly shading a face, on 

which all the roseate bloom of youth and all the manly graces conspired to fix my eye sand heart; 

even the languour and paleness of his face, in which the momentary triumph of the lily over the 

rose was owing to the excesses of the night, gave an inexpressible sweetness to the finest 

features imaginable: his eyes, closed in sleep, displayed the meeting edges of their lids 

beautifully bordered with long eye-lashes; over which no pencil could have described two more 

regular arches than those that graced his forehead, which was high, perfectly white and smooth; 

then a pair of vermilion lips, pouting and swelling to the touch, as if a bee had freshly stung 

them, seemed to challenge me to get the gloves off this lovely sleeper, had not the modesty and 

respect, which in both sexes are inseparable from a true passion, checked my impulses. 

But on seeing his shirt collar unbottoned, and bosom whiter than a drift of snow, the pleasure 

of considering it could not bribe me to lengthen it, at the hazard of a health that began to be my 

life’s concern. Love, that made me timid, taught me to be tender too: with a trembling hand I 

took hold of one of his, and waking him as gently as possible, he started, and looking, at first a 

little wildly, said with a voice that sent its harmonious sound to my heart: “Pray, child, what-a-

clock is it?” I told him, and added that he might catch cold if he slept longer with his breast open 

in the cool of the morning air. On this he thanked me with a sweetness perfectly agreeing with 

that of his features and eyes; the last now broad open, and eagerly surveying me, carried the 

surightly fires they sparkled with directly to my heart. 

It seems, that having drank too freely before he came upon the rake with some of his young 

companions, he had put himself out of a condition to go through all the weapons with them, and 

crown the night with a getting a mistress; so that seeing me in a loose undress, he did not doubt 

but I was one of the misses of the house, sent in to repair his loss of time; but though he seized 

that notion, and a very obvious one it was, without hesitation, yet, whether my figure made a 

more than ordinary impression on him, or whether it was his natural politeness, he addressed me 

in a manner far from rude, though still on the foot of one of the house pliers come to amuse him; 



and giving me the first kiss that I ever relished from man in my life, asked me if I could favour 

him with my company, assuring me that he would make it worth my while: but had not even 

new-born love, that true refiner of lust, opposed so sudden a surrender, the fear of being 

surprised by the house was a sufficient bar to my compliance. 

I told him then, in a tone set by love itself, that for reasons I had not time to explain to him. I 

could not stay with him, and might even ever see him again, with a sigh at these words, which 

broke from the bottom of my heart. My conqueror, who, as he afterwards told me, had been 

struck with my appearance, and liked me as much as he could think of liking any one in my 

supposed way of life, asked me briskly at once, if I would be kept by him, and that he would take 

a lodging for me directly, and relieve me from any engagements he presumed I might be under to 

the house. 

Rash, sudden, undigested, even dangerous as this offer might be from a perfect stranger, and 

that stranger a giddy boy, the prodigious love I was struck with for him, had put a charm into 

every objection: I not resisting, and blinded me to every objection; I could, at that instant, have 

died for him: think if I could resist an invitation to live with him! Thus my heart, beating strong 

to the proposal, dictated my answer, after scarce a minute’s pause, that I would accept of his 

offer, and make my escape to him in what way he pleased, and that I would be entirely at his 

disposal, let it be good or bad. I have often since wondered that so great an easiness did not 

disgust him, or make me too cheap in his eyes, but my fate had so appointed it, that in his fears 

of the hazzard of the town, he had been some time looking out for a girl to take into keeping, and 

my person happening to hit his fancy, it was by one of those miracles reserved to love, that we 

struck the bargain in the instant, which we sealed by an exchange of kisses, that the hopes of a 

more uninterrupted enjoyment engaged him to content himself with. 

Never, however, did dear youth carry in his head more wherewith to justify the turning of a 

girl’s head, and making her set all consequences at defiance, for the sake of following a gallant. 

For, besides all the perfections of manly beauty which were assembled in his form, he had an 

air of neatness and gentility, certain smartness in the carriage and port of his head, that yet more 

distinguished him; his eyes were sprightly and full of meaning; his looks had in them something 

at once sweet and commanding; his complexion out-bloomed the lovely coloured rose, whilst its 

inimitable tender vivid glow clearly saved it from the reproach of wanting life, of raw and 

dough-like, which is commonly made of those so extremely fair as he was. 

Our little plan was, that I should get out about seven the next morning (which I could readily 

promise, as I knew where to get the key of the street door) and he would wait at the end of the 

street with a coach to convey me safe off; after which, we would send, and clear any debt 

incurred by my stay at Mrs. Brown’s, who, he only judged, in gross, might not care to part with 

one, he thought, so fit to draw custom to the house. 

I then just hinted to him not to mention in the house his having seen such a person as me, for 

reasons I would explain to him more at leisure. And then, for fear of miscarrying, by being seen 

together, I tore myself from him with a bleeding heart, and stole up softly to my room, where I 

found Phœbe still fast asleep, and hurrying off my few clothes, lay down by her, with a mixture 

of joy and anxiety, that may be easier conceived than expressed. 

The risks of Mrs. Brown’s discovering my purpose, of disappointments, misery, ruin, all 

vanished before this new-kindled flame. The seeing, the touching, the being, if but for a night, 

with this idol of my fond virgin heart, appeared to me a happiness above the purchase of my 



liberty or life. He might use me ill, let him: he was the master, happy, too happy, even to receive 

death at so dear a hand. 

To this purpose were the reflections of the whole day, of which every minute seemed to me a 

little eternity. How often did I visit the clock! nay, was tempted to advance the tedious hand, as if 

that would have advanced the time with it! Had those of the house had the least observations on 

me, they must have remarked something extraordinary from the discomposure I could not help 

betraying; especially when at dinner mention was made of the charmingest youth having been 

there, and stayed breakfast. “Oh! he was such a beauty!... I should have died for him!... they 

would pull caps for him!...” and the like fooleries; which, however, was throwing oil on a fire I 

was sorely put to it to smother the blaze of. 

The fluctuations of my mind, the whole day, produced one good effect: which was, that, 

through mere fatigue, I slept tolerably well till five in the morning, when I got up, and having 

dressed myself, waited, under the double tortures of fear and impatience, for the appointed hour. 

It came at last, the dear, critical, dangerous hour came; and now, supported only by the courage 

love lent me, I ventured, a tip-toe, down stairs, leaving my box behind, for fear of being 

surprized with it in going out. 

I got to the street door, the key whereof was always laid on the chair by our bed side, in trust 

with Phœbe, who having not the least suspicion of my entertaining any design to go from them 

(nor, indeed, had I, but the day before), made no reserve or concealment of it from me. I opened 

the door with great ease; love, that emboldened, protected me too: and now, got safe into the 

street, I saw my new guardian angel waiting at a coach door, ready open. How I got to him I 

know not: I suppose I flew; but I was in the coach in a trice, and he by the side of me, with his 

arms clasped round me, and giving me the kiss of welcome. The coachman had his orders, and 

drove to them. 

My eyes were instantly filled with tears, but tears of the most delicious delight; to find myself 

in the arms of that beauteous youth, was a rapture that my little hear swam in; past or future were 

equally out of the question with me; the present was as much as all my powers of life were 

sufficient to bear the transport of, without fainting. Nor were the most tender embraces, the most 

soothing expressions wanting on his side, to assure me of his love, and of never giving me cause 

to repent the bold step I had taken, in throwing myself thus entirely upon his honour and 

generosity. But, alas! this was no merit in me, for I was drove to it by a passion too impetuous 

for me to resist, and, I did what I did, because I could not help it. 

In an instant, for time was now annihilated with me, we were landed at a public house in 

Chelsea, hospitably commodious for the reception of duet parties of pleasure, where a breakfast 

of chocolate was prepared for us. 

An old jolly stager, who kept it, and understood life perfectly well, breakfasted with us, and 

leering archly at me, gave us both joy, and said, “we were well paired, i’ faith! that a great many 

gentlemen and ladies used his house, but he had never seen a handsomer couple... he was sure I 

was a fresh piece... I looked so country, so innocent! well my spouse was a lucky man!...” all 

which, common landlord’s cant, not only pleased and soothed me, but helped to diver my 

confusion at being with my new sovereign, whom, the minute approached, I began to fear to be 

alone with: a timidity which true love had a greater share in than even maiden bashful-ness. 

I wished, I doated, I could have died for him; and yet, I know not how, or why I dreaded the 

point which had been the object of my fiercest wishes; my pulses beat fears, amidst a flush of the 

warmest desires. This struggle of the passions, however, this conflict betwixt modesty and 



lovesick longings, made me burst again into tears; which he took, as he had done before, only for 

the remains of concern and emotion at the suddenness of my change of condition, in committing 

myself to his care; and, in consequence of that idea, did and said all that he thought would most 

comfort and re-inspirit me. 

After breakfast, Charles (the dear familiar name I must take the liberty henceforward to 

distinguish my Adonis by), with a smile full of meaning, took me gently by the hand, and said: 

“Come, my dear, I will show you a room that commands a fine prospect over some gardens”; 

and without waiting for an answer, in which he relieved me extremely, he led me up into a 

chamber, airy and lightsome, where all seeing of prospects was out of the question, except that of 

a bed, which had all the air of recommending the room to him. 

Charles had just slipped the bolt of the door, and running, caught me in his arms, and lifting 

me from the ground, with his lips glued to mine, bore me trembling, panting, dying with soft 

fears and tender wishes, to the bed; where his impatience would not suffer him to undress me, 

more than just unpinning my handkerchief and gowns, and unlacing my stays. 

My bosom was now bare, and rising in the warmest throbs, presented to his sight and feeling 

the firm hard swell of a pair of young breast, such as may be imagined of a girl not sixteen, fresh 

out of the country, and never before handled: but even their pride, whiteness, fashion, pleasing 

resistance to the touch, could not bribe his restless hands from roving; but, giving them the loose, 

my petticoats and shift were soon taken up, and their stronger center of attraction laid open to 

their tender invasion. My fears, however, made me mechanically close my thighs; but the very 

touch of his hand insinuated between them, disclosed them and opened a way for the main 

attack. 

In the mean time, I lay fairly exposed to the examination of his eyes and hands, quiet and 

unresisting; which confirmed him the opinion he proceeded so cavalierly upon, that I was no 

novice in these matters, since he had taken me out of a common bawdy house, nor had I said one 

thing to prepossess him of my virginity; and if I had, he would sooner have believed that I took 

him for a cully that would swallow such an improbability, than that I was still mistress of that 

darling treasure, that hidden mine, so eagerly sought after by the men, and which they never dig 

for, but to destroy. 

Being now too high wound up to bear a delay, he unbuttoned, and drawing out the engine of 

love assaults, drove it currently, as at a ready made breach... Then! then! for the first time, did I 

feel that stiff horn-hard gristle, battering against the tender part; but imagine to yourself his 

surprise, when he found, after several vigorous pushes, which hurt me extremely, that he made 

not the least impression. 

I complained, but tenderly complained: “I could not bear it... indeed he hurt me!...” Still he 

thought no more, than that being so young, the largeness of his machine (for few men could 

dispute size with him) made all the difficulty; and that possibly I had not been enjoyed by any so 

advantageously made in that part as himself: for still, that my virgin flower was yet un-cropped, 

never entered into his head, and he would have thought it idling with time and words, to have 

questioned me upon it. 

He tried again, still no admittance, still no penetration; but he had hurt me yet more, while my 

extreme love made me bear extreme pain, almost without a groan. At length, after repeated 

fruitless trials, he lay down panting by me, kissed my falling tears, and asked me tenderly “what 

was the meaning of so much complaining? and if I had not borne it better from other than I did 

from him?” I answered, with a simplicity framed to persuade, that he was the first man that ever 



served me so. Truth is powerful, and it is not always that we do not believe what we eagerly 

wish. 

Charles, already disposed by the evidence, of his senses to think my pretences to virginity not 

entirely apocryphal, smothers me with kisses, begs me, in the name of love, to have a little 

patience, and that he wilt be as tender of hurting me as he would be of himself.. 

Alas! it was enough I knew his pleasure to submit joyfully to him, whatever pain I foresaw it 

would cost, me. 

He now resumes his attempts in more form: first, he put one of the pillows under me, to give 

the blank of his aim a more favourable elevation, and another Under my head, in ease of it; then 

spreading my thighs, and placing himself standing betwen them, made them rest upon his; 

applying then the point of his machine to the slit, into which he sought entrance, it was so small, 

he could scarce assure himself of its being rightly pointed. He looks, he feels, and satisfies 

himself: there driving on with fury, its prodigious stiffness, thus impacted, wedgelike, breaks the 

union of those parts, and gained him just the insertion of the tip of it, lip deep; which being 

sensible of, he improved his advantage, and following well his stroke, in a straight line, forcibly 

deepens his penetration; but put me to such intolerable pain, from the separation of the sides of 

that soft passage by a hard thick body, I could have screamed out; but, as I was unwilling to 

alarm the house, I held in my breath, and crammed my petticoat, which was; turned up over my 

face, into my mouth, and bit it through in the agony. At length, the tender texture of that tract 

giving way to such fierce tearing and rending, he pierced something further into me: and now, 

outrageous and no longer his own master, but borne headlong away by the fury and over-mettle 

of that member, now exerting itself with a kind of native rage, he breaks in, carries all before 

him, and one violent merciless lunge, sent it, imbrued, and reeking with virgin blood, up to the 

very hilt in me... Then! then all my resolution deserted me: I screamed out, and fainted away 

with the sharpness of the pain; and, as he told me afterwards, on his drawing out, when emission 

was over with him, my thighs were instantly all in a stream of blood, that flowed from the 

wounded torn passage. 

When I recovered my senses, I found myself undressed and a-bed, in the arms of the sweet 

relenting murderer of my virginity, who hung mourning tenderly over me, and holding in his 

hand a cordial, which, coming from the still dear author of so much pain, I could not refuse; my 

eyes, however, moistened with tears, and languishingly turned upon him, seemed to reproach 

him with his cruelty, and ask him, if such were the rewards of love. But Charles, to whom I was 

now infinitely endeared by his complete triumph over a maidenhead, where he so little expected 

to find one, in tenderness to that pain which he had put me to, in procuring himself the height of 

pleasure, smothered his exultation, and employed himself with so much sweetness, so much 

warmth, to sooth, to caress, and comfort me in my soft complainings, which breathed, indeed, 

more love than resentment, that I presently drowned all sense of pain in the pleasure of seeing 

him, of thinking that I belonged to him: he who was now the absolute disposer of my happiness, 

and, in one word, my fate. 

The sore was, however, too tender, the wound too bleeding fresh, for Charles’s good-nature to 

put my patience presently to another trial; but as I could not stir, or walk a-cross the room, he 

ordered the dinner to be brought to the bed side, where it could not be otherwise than my getting 

down the wing of a fowl, and two or three glasses of wine, since it was my adored youth who 

both served, and urged them on me, with that sweet irresistible authority with which love had 

invested him over me. 



After dinner, and everything but the wine was taken away, Charles very impudently asks a 

leave, he might read the grant of in my eyes, to come to bed to me, and accordingly falls to 

undressing; which I could not see the progress of without strange emotions of fear and pleasure. 

He is now in bed with me the first time, and in broad day; but when thrusting up his own shirt 

and my shift, he laid his naked glowing body to mine... oh insupportable delight! oh! 

superhuman rapture! what pain could stand before a pleasure so transporting? I felt no more the 

smart of my wounds below; but, curling round him like the tendril of a vine, as if I feared any 

part of him should be untouched or unpressed by me, I returned his strenuous embraces and 

kisses with a fervour and gust only known to true love, and which mere lust never rise to. 

Yes, even at this time, that all the tyranny of the passions is fully over, and that my veins roll 

no longer but a cold tranquil stream, the remembrance of those passages that most affected me in 

my youth, still cheers and refreshes me; let me proceed then. My beauteous youth was now glued 

to me in all the folds and twists that we could make our bodies meet in; when, no longer able to 

rein in the fierceness of refreshed desires, he gives his steed the head, and gently insinuating his 

thighs between mine, stopping my mouth with kisses of humid fire, makes a fresh eruption, and 

renewing his thrusts, pierces, tears, and forces his way up the torn tender folds, that yielded him 

admission with a smart little less severe that when the breach was first made I stifled, however, 

my cries, and bore him with the passive fortitude of an heroine; soon his thrusts, more and more 

furious, cheeks flushed with a deeper scarlet, his eyes turned up in the fervent fit, some dying 

sighs, and an agonizing shudder, announced the approaches of that ecstatic pleasure, I was yet in 

too much pain to come in for my share of. 

Nor was it till after a few enjoyments had numbed and blunted the sense of the smart, and 

given me to feel the titillating inspersion of balsamic sweets, drew from me the delicious return, 

and brought down all my passion, that I arrived at excess of pleasure through excess of pain. But, 

when successive engagements had broke and inured me, I began to enter into the true unalloyed 

relish of that pleasure of pleasures, when the warm gush darts through all the ravished inwards; 

what floods of bliss! what melting transports! what agonies of delight! too fierce, too mighty for 

nature to sustain?... well has she therefore, no doubt provided the relief of a delicious momentary 

dissolution, the approaches of which are intimated by a dear delirium, a sweet thrill, on the point 

of emitting those liquid sweets, in which enjoyment itself is drowned, when one gives the 

languishing stretch out, and die at the discharge. 

How often, when the rage and tumult of my senses had subsided, after the melting flow, have 

I, in a tender meditation, asked myself cooly the question, if it was in nature for any of its 

creatures to be so happy as I was? Or, what were all fears of the consequence, put in the scale of 

one night’s enjoyment, of any thing so transcendently the taste of my eyes and heart, as that 

delicious, fond, matchless youth. 

Thus we spent the whole afternoon, till supper time in a continued circle of love delights, 

kissing, turtle-billing, toying, and all the rest of the feast. At length, supper was served in, before 

which Charles had, for I do not know what reason, slipped his clothes on; and sitting down by 

the bed side, we made table and tablecloth of the bed and sheets, whilst he suffered nobody to 

attend or serve but himself. He ate with a very good appetite, and seemed charmed to see me eat. 

For my part, I was so transported with the comparison of the delights I now swam in, with the 

insipidity of all my past scenes of life, that I thought them sufficiently cheap, at even the price of 

my ruin, or the risk of their not lasting. The present possession was all my little head could find 

room for. 



We lay together that night, when, after playing repeated prizes of pleasure, nature, overspent 

and satisfied, gave us up to the arms of sleep: those of my dear youth encircled me, the 

consciousness of which made even that sleep more delicious. 

Late in the morning I waked, first; and observing my lover slept profoundly, softly disengaged 

myself from his arms, scarcely daring to breathe, for fear of shortening his repose; my cap, my 

hair, my shift, were all in disorder, from the rufflings I had undergone; and I took this 

opportunity to adjust and set them as well as I could: whilst, every now and then, looking at the 

sleeping youth, with inconceivable fondness and delight, and reflecting on all the pain he had put 

me to, tacitly owned that the pleasure had overpaid me for my sufferings. 

It was then broad day. I was sitting up in the bed, the clothes of which were all tossed, or 

rolled off, by the unquietness of our motions, from the sultry heat of the weather; nor could I 

refuse myself a pleasure that solicited me so irresistibly, as this fair occasion of feasting my sight 

with all those treasures of youthful beauty I had enjoyed, and which lay now almost entirely 

naked, his shirt being trussed up in a perfect wisp, which the warmth of the season and room 

made me easy about the consequence of. I hung over him enamoured indeed! and devoured all 

his naked charms with only two eyes, when I could have wished them at least an hundred for the 

fuller enjoyment of the gaze. 

Oh! could I paint his figure as I see it now, still present to my transported imagination! a 

whole length of an all perfect manly beauty in full view. Think of a face without a fault, glowing 

with all the opening bloom and verdant freshness of an age, in which beauty is of either sex, and 

which the first down over his upper lip scarce began to distinguish. 

The parting of the double ruby pout of his lips seemed to exhale an air sweeter and purer than 

what it drew in: ah! what violence did it not cost me to refrain the so tempted kiss! 

Then a neck exquisitely turned, graved behind and on the sides with fais hair, playing freely in 

natural ringlets, connected his head to a body of the most perfect form, and of the most vigorous 

contexture, in which all the strength of manhood was concealed, and softened to appearance by 

the delicacy of his complexion, the smoothness of his skin, and the plumpness of his flesh. 

The platform of his snow white bosom, that was laid out in a manly proportion, presented, on 

the vermilion summit of each pap, the idea of a rose about to blow. 

Nor did his shirt hinder me from observing the symmetry of his limbs, that exactness of shape, 

in the fall of it towards the loins, where the waist ends and the rounding swell of the hips 

commences; where the skin, sleek, smooth, and dazzling white, burnishes on; the stretch-over 

firm, plump, ripe flesh, that crimped’ and ran into dimples at the least pressure, or that the touch 

could not rest upon, but slid over on the surface of the most polished ivory. 

His thighs, finely fashioned, and with a florid glossy roundness, gradually tapering away to the 

knees, seemed pillars worthy to support that beauteous frame at the bottom of which I could not, 

without some remains of terror, some tender emotions too, fix my eyes on that terrible machine, 

which had, not long before, with such fury broke into, torn, and almost ruined those soft, tender 

parts of mine, that had not yet done smarting with the effects of its rage; but behold it now! crest 

fallen, reclining its half-caped vermilion head over one of his thighs, quiet, pliant, and to all 

appearances incapable of the mischiefs and cruelty it had committed. Then the beautiful growth 

of the hair, in short and soft curls round its roots, its whiteness, branched veins, the supple 

softness of the shaft, as it lay foreshortened, rolled and shrunk up into a squat thickness, languid, 

and borne up from between his thighs, by its globular appendage, that wondrous treasure bag of 

nature’s sweets, which revelled round, and pursed up in the only wrinkles that are known to 



please, perfected the prospect, and altogether formed the most interesting moving picture in 

nature, and surely infinitely superior to those nudities furnished by the painters, statuaries, or any 

art, which are purchased at immense prices; whilst the sight of them in actual life is scarce 

sovereignly tasted by any but the few whom nature has endowed with a fire of imagination, 

warmly pointed by a truth of judgment to the spring-head, the originals of beauty, of nature’s 

unequalled composition, above all the imitations of art, or the reach of wealth to pay their price. 

But every thing must have an end. A motion made by this angelic youth, in the listlessness of 

goingoff sleep, replaced his shirt and the bed clothes in a posture that shut up that treasury from 

longer view. 

I lay down then, and carrying my hands to that part of me in which the objects just seen had 

begun to raise a mutiny, that prevailed over the smart of them, my fingers now opened 

themselves an easy passage; but long I had not time to consider the wide difference there, 

between the maid and the now finished woman, before Charles waked, and turning towards me, 

kindly enquired how I had rested? and, scarce giving me time to answer, imprinted on my lips 

one of his burning rapture kisses, which darted a flame to my heart, that from thence radiated to 

every part of me; and presently, as if he had proudly meant revenge for the survey I had 

smuggled of all his naked beauties, he spurns off the bed clothes, and trussing up my shift as 

high as it would go, took his turn to feast his eyes on all the gifts nature had bestowed on my 

person; his busy hands, too, ranged intemperately over every part of me. The delicious austerity 

and hardness of my yet unripe budding breasts, the whiteness and firmness of my flesh, the 

freshness and regularity of my features, the harmony of my limbs, all seemed to confirm him in 

his satisfaction with his bargain; but when curious to explore the havock he had made in the 

centre of his over fierce attack, he not only directed his hands there, but with a pillow put under, 

placed me favourably for his wanton purpose of inspection. Then, who can express the fire his 

eyes glistened, his hands glowed with! whilst sighs of pleasure, and tender broken exclamations, 

were all the praises he could utter. By this time his machine, stiffly risen at me, gave me to see it 

in its highest state and bravery. He feels it himself, seems pleased at its condition, and, smiling 

loves and graces, seizes one of my hands, and carries it, with gentle compulsion, to this pride of 

nature, and its richest master piece. 

I, struggling faintly, could not help feeling what I could not grasp, a column of the whitest 

ivory, beautifully streaked with blue veins, and carrying, fully un-capt, a head of the liveliest 

vermilion: no horn could be harder or stiffer; yet no velvet more smooth or delicious to the 

touch. Presently he guided my hand lower, to that part in which nature, and pleasure keep their 

stores in concert, so aptly fastened and hung on to the root of their first instrument and minister, 

that not improperly he might be styled their purse-bearer too: there he made me feel distinctly, 

through their soft cover, the contents, a pair of roundish balls, that seemed to play within, and 

elude all pressure, but the tenderest, from without. 

But now this visit of my soft, warm hand, in those so sensible parts, had put every thing into 

such ungovernable fury, disdaining all further preluding, and taking advantage of my 

commodious posture, he made the storm fall where I scarce patiently expected, and where he 

was sure to lay it: presently, then, I felt the stiff intersection betwen the yielding, divided lips of 

the wound, now open for life; where the narrowness no longer put me to intolerable pain, and 

afforded my lover no more difficulty than what heightened his pleasure, in the strict embrace of 

that tender, warm sheath, round the instrument it was so delicately adjusted to, and which now 

cased home, so gorged me with pleasure, that it perfectly suffocated me and took away my 

breath; then the killing thrusts! the unnumbered kisses! every one of which was a joy 



inexpressible; and that joy lost in a crowd of yet greater blisses! But this was a disorder too 

violent in nature to last long: the vessels, so stirred and intensely heated, soon boiled over, and 

for that time put out the fire; meanwhile all this dalliance and disport had so far consumed the 

morning, that it became a kind of necessity to lay breakfast and dinner into one. 

In our calmer intervals Charles gave the following account of himself, every tittle of which 

was true. He was the only son of a father, who, having a small post in the revenue, rather 

overlived his income, and had given this young gentleman a very slender education: no 

profession had he bred him up to, but designed to provide for him in the army, by purchasing 

him an ensign’s commission, that is to say, provided he could raise the money, or procure it by 

interest, either of which clauses was rather to be wished than hoped for by him. On no better a 

plan, however, had his improvident father suffered this youth, a youth of great promise, to run up 

to the age of manhood, or near it at least, in next to idleness; and had, besides, taken no sort of 

pains to give him even the common premonitions against the vices of the town, and the dangers 

of all sorts which wait the unexperienced and unwary in it. He lived at home, and at discretion 

with his father, who himself kept a mistress; and for the rest, provided Charles did not ask him 

for money, he was indolently kind to him: he might lie out when he pleased, any excuse would 

serve, and even his reprimands were so slight, that they carried with them rather an air of 

connivance at the fault, than any serious control or constraint. But, to supply his calls for money, 

Charles, whose mother was dead, had, by her side, a grandmother, who doated upon him. She 

had a considerable annuity to live on, and very regularly parted with every shilling she could 

spare, to this darling of her’s, to the no little heart-burn of his father; who was vexed, not that 

she, by this means, fed his son’s extravagance, but that she preferred Charles to himself; and we 

shall too soon see what a fatal turn such a mercenary jealousy could operate on the breast of a 

father. 

Charles was, however, by the means of his grandmother’s lavish fondness, very sufficiently 

enabled to keep a mistress, so easily contented as my love made me; and my good fortune, for 

such I must ever call it, threw me in his way, in the manner above related, just as he was on the 

look-out for one. 

As to temper, the even sweetness of it made him seem born for domestic happiness: tender, 

naturally polite, and gentle-manner’d; it could never be his fault, if ever jars, or animosities 

ruffled a calm he was so qualified every way to maintain or restore. Without those great or 

shining qualities that constitute a genius, or are fit to make a noise in the world, he had all those 

humble ones that compose the softer social merit: plain common sense, set off with every grace 

of modesty and good nature, made him, if not admired, what is much happier: universally 

beloved and esteemed. But, as nothing but the beauties of his person had at first attracted my 

regard and fixed my passion, neither was I then a judge of the internal merit, which I had 

afterwards full occasion to discover, and which, perhaps, in that season of giddiness and levity, 

would have touched my heart very little, had it been lodged in a person less the delight of my 

eyes, and idol of my senses. But to return to our situation. 

After dinner, which we ate a-bed in most voluptuous disorder, Charles got up, and taking a 

passionate leave of me for a few hours, went to town, where concerting matters with a young 

sharp lawyer, they went together to my late venerable mistress’s, from whence I had, but the day 

before, made my elopement, and with whom he was determined to settle accounts, in a manner 

that should cut off all after reckonings from that quarter. 



Accordingly they went; but by the way, the Templar, his friend, on thinking over Charles’s 

information, saw reason to give their visit another turn, and, instead of offering satisfaction, to 

demand it. 

On being let in, the girls of the house flocked round Charles, whom they knew, and from the 

earlyness of my escape, and their perfect ignorance of his ever having so much as seen me, not 

having the least suspicion of his being accessory to my flight, they were, in their way, making up 

to him; and as to his companion, they took him probably for a fresh cully. But the Templar soon 

checked their forwardness, by enquiring for the old lady, with whom he said, with a grave-like 

countenance, that he had some business to settle. 

Madam was immediately sent for down, and the ladies being desired to clear the room, the 

lawyer asked her, severely, if she did know, or had not decoyed, under pretence of hiring as a 

servant, a young girl, just come out of the country, called Frances or Fanny Hill, describing me 

withal as particularly as he could from Charlie’s description. 

It is peculiar to vice to tremble at the enquiries of justice; and Mrs. Brown, whose conscience 

was not entirely clear upon my account, as knowing as she was of the town as hackneyed as she 

was in bluffing through all the dangers of her vocation, could not help being alarmed at the 

questions, especially when he went on to talk of a Justice of peace, Newgate, the Old Bailey, 

indictments for keeping a disorderly house, pillory, carting, and the whole process of that nature. 

She, who, it is likely, imagined I had lodged an information against her house, looked extremely 

blank, and began to make a thousand protestations and excuses. However, to abridge, they 

brought away triumphantly my box of things, which, had she not ben under an awe, she might 

have disputed with them; and not only that, but a clearance and discharge of any demands on the 

house, at the expense of no more than a bowl of arrack-punch, the treat of which, together with 

the choice of the house conveniences, was offered and not accepted. Charles all the time acted 

the chance companion of the lawyer, who had brought him there, as he knew the house, and 

appeared in no wise interested in the issue; but he had the collateral pleasure of hearing all that I 

told him verified, as far as the bawd’s fears would give her leave to enter into my history, which, 

if one may guess by the composition she so readily came into, were not small. 

Phœbe, my kind tutoress Phœbe, was at the time gone out, perhaps in search of me, or their 

cooked-up story had not, it is probable, passed smoothly. 

This negociation had, however, taken up some time, which would have appeared much longer 

to me, left as I was, in a strange house, if the landlady, a motherly sort of a woman, to whom 

Charles had liberally recommended me, had not come up and borne me company. We drank tea, 

and her chat helped to pass away the time very agreeably, since he was our theme; but as the 

evening deepened, and the hour set for his return was elapsed, I could not dispel the gloom of 

impatience, and tender fears which gathered upon me, and which our timid sex are apt to feel in 

proportion to their love. 

Long, however, I did not suffer: the sight of him over-paid me; and the soft reproach I had 

prepared for him, expired before it reached my lips. 

I was still a-bed, yet unable to use my legs otherwise than awkwardly, and Charles flew to me, 

catches me in his arms, raised and extending mine to meet his dear embrace, and gives me an 

account, interrupted by many a sweet parenthesis of kisses, of the success of his measures. 

I could not help laughing at the fright of the old woman had been put into, which my 

ignorance, and indeed my want of innocence, had far from prepared me from bespeaking. She 

had, it seems, apprehended that I fled the shelter to some relation I had recollected in town, on 



my dislike of their ways and proceedings towards me, and that this application came from 

thence; for, as Charles had rightly judged, not one neighbour had, at that still hour, seen the 

circumstance of my escape into the coach, or, at least, noticed him; neither had any in the house, 

the least hint of suspicion of my having spoken to him, much less of my having clapt up such a 

sudden bargain with a perfect stranger, thus the greatest improbability is not always what we 

should most mistrust. 

We supped with all the gaiety of two young giddy creatures at the top of their desires; and as I 

had given up to Charles the whole charge of my future happiness, I thought of nothing beyond 

the exquisite pleasure of possessing him. 

He came to bed in due time; and this second night, the pain being pretty well over, I tasted, in 

full draught, all the transports of perfect enjoyment: I swam, I bathed in bliss, till both fell asleep, 

through the natural consequences of satisfied desires, and appeased flames; nor did we wake but 

to renewed raptures. 

Thus, making the most of love, and life did we stay in this lodging in Chelsea about ten days; 

in which time Charles took care to give his excursions from home a favourable gloss, and to keep 

his footing with his fond indulgent grand-mother, from whom he drew constant and sufficient 

supplies for the charge I was to him, and which was very trifling, in comparison with his former 

less regular course of pleasure. 

Charles removed me then to a private ready furnished lodging in D.... street, St. James’s, 

where he paid half a guinea a week for two rooms and a closet on the second floor, which he had 

been some time looking out for, and was more convenient for the frequency of his visits, than 

where he had at first placed me, in a house, which I cannot say but I left with regret, as it was 

infinitely endeared to me by the first possession of my Charles, and the circumstance of losing, 

there, that jewel, which can never be twice lost. The landlord, however, had no reason to 

complain of any thing, but of a procedure in Charles too liberal not to make him regret the loss of 

us. 

Arrived at our new lodging, I remember I thought them extremely fine, though ordinary 

enough, even at that price; but, had it been a dungeon that Charles had brought me to, his 

presence would have made a little Versailles. 

The landlady, Mrs. Jones, waited on us to our apartment, and with great volubility of tongue, 

explained to us all its conveniences: “that her own maid should wait on us... that the best of 

quality had lodged at her house... that her first floor was let to a foreign secretary of an embassy, 

and his lady... that I looked like a very good natured lady...” At the word lady, I blushed out of 

flattered vanity: this was strong for a girl of my condition; for though Charles had the precaution 

of dressing me in a less tawdry flaunting style than were the clothes I escaped to him in, and of 

passing me for his wife, that she had secretly married, and kept private (the old story) on account 

of his friends, I dare swear this appeared extremely apocryphal to a woman who knew the town 

so well as she did; but that was the least of her concern: it was impossible to be less scruple-

ridden than she was; and the advantage of letting her rooms being her sole object, the truth itself 

would have far from scandalized her, or broke her bargain. 

A sketch of her picture, and personal history, will dispose you to account for the part she is to 

act in my concern. 

She was about forty six years old, tall, meagre, red-haired, with one of those trivial ordinary 

faces you meet with every where, and go about unheeded and un-mentioned. In her youth she 

had been kept by a gentleman, who, dying, left her forty pounds a year during her life, in 



consideration of a daughter he had by her: which daughter, at the age of seventeen, she sold, for 

not a very considerable sum neither, to a gentleman who was going on envoy abroad, and took 

his purchase with him, where he used her with the utmost tenderness, and it is thought, was 

secretly married to her: but had constantly made a point of her not keeping up the least 

correspondence with a mother base enough to make a market of her own flesh and blood. 

However, as she had not nature, nor, indeed, any passion but that of money, this gave her no 

further uneasiness, then, as she thereby lost a handle of squeezing presents, or other after 

advantages, out of the bargain. Indifferent then, by nature of constitution, to every other pleasure 

but that of increasing the lump, by any means whatever, she commenced a kind of private 

procuress, for which she was not amiss fitted, by her grave decent appearance, and sometimes 

did a job in the match-making way; in short, there was, nothing that appeared to her under the 

shape of gain, that she would not have undertaken. She knew most of the ways of the town, 

having not only herself been upon, but kept up constant intelligences in promoting a harmony 

between the two sexes, in private pawn-broking, and other profitable secrets. She rented the 

house she lived in, and made the most of it, by letting it out in lodgings; though she was worth, at 

least, near three or four thousand pounds, she would not allow herself even the necessaries, of 

life, and pinned her subsistence entirely on what she could squeeze out of her lodgers. 

When she saw such a young pair come under her roof, her immediate notions, doubtless, were 

how she should make the most money of us, by every means that money might be made, and 

which, she rightly judged, our situations and inexperience would soon beget her occasions of. 

In this hopeful sanctuary, and under the clutches of this harpy, did we pitch our residence. It 

will not be might material to you, or very pleasant to me, to enter into a detail of all the petty cut-

throat ways and means with which she used to fleece us; all which Charles indolently chose to 

bear with, rather than take the trouble of removing, the difference of expense being scarce 

attended to by a young gentleman who had no ideas of stint, or even economy, and a raw country 

girl who knew nothing of the matter. 

Here, however, under the wings of my sovereignly beloved, did the most delicious hours of 

my life flow on; my Charles I had, and, in him, every thing my fond heart could wish or desire. 

He carried me to plays, operas, masquerades, and every diversion of the town; all which pleased 

me, indeed, but pleased me infinitely the more for his being with me, and explaining every thing 

to me, and enjoying perhaps, the natural impressions of surprise and admiration, which such 

sights, at the first, never fail to excite in a country girl, new to the delights of them; but to me, 

they sensibly proved the power and dominion of the sole passion of my heart over me, a passion 

in which soul and body were concentered, and left me no room for any other relish of life but 

love. 

As to the men I saw at those places, or at any other, they suffered so much in the comparison 

my eyes made of them with my all-perfect Adonis, that I had not the infidelity even of one 

wandering thought to reproach myself with upon his account. He was the universe to me, and all 

that was not him, was nothing to me. 

My love, in fine, was so excessive, that is arrived at annihilating every suggestion or kindling 

spark of jealousy; for, one idea only, tending that way, gave me such exquisite torment, that my 

self-love, and dread of worse than death, made me for ever renounce and defy it: nor had I, 

indeed, occasion; for, were I to enter here on the recital of several instances wherein Charles 

sacrificed to me women of much greater importance than I dare hint (which, considering his 

form, was no such wonder), I might, indeed, give you full proof of his unshaken constancy to 



me; but would not you accuse me of warming up against a feast, which my vanity ought long ago 

to have been satisfied with? 

In our cessations from active pleasure, Charles framed himself one, in instructing me, as far as 

his own lights reached, in a great many points of life, that I was, in consequence of my no-

education, perfectly ignorant of: nor did I suffer one word to fall in vain from the mouth of my 

lovely teacher: I hung on every syllable he uttered, and received, as oracles, all he said; whilst 

kisses were all the interruption I could not refuse myself the pleasure of admitting, from lips that 

breathed more than Arabian sweetness, I was in a little time enabled, by the progress I had made, 

to prove the deep regard I had paid to all that he had said to me: repeating it to him almost word 

for word; and to shew that I was not entirely the parrot, but that I reflected upon, that I entered 

into it, I joined my own comments, and asked him questions of explanation. 

My country accent, and the rusticity of my gait, manners, and deportment, began now sensibly 

to wear off: so quick was my observation, and so efficacious my desire of growing every day 

worthier of his heart. 

As to money, though, he brought me constantly all he received, it was with difficulty he even 

got me to give it room in my bureau; and what clothes I had, he could prevail on me to accept of 

on no other foot, than that of pleasing him by the greater neatness in my dress, beyond which I 

had no ambition. I could have made a pleasure of the greatest toil, and worked my fingers to the 

bone, with joy, to have supported him: guess, then, if I could harbour any idea of being 

burthensome to him, and this disinterested turn in me was so unaffected, so much the dictate of 

my heart, that Charles could not but feel it: and if he did not love me as much as I did him 

(which was the constant and only matter of sweet contention between us), he managed so, at 

least, as to give me the satisfaction of believing it impossible for man to be more tender, more 

true, more faithful than he was. 

Our landlady, Mrs. Jones, came frequently up to my apartment, from whence I never stirred on 

any pretext without Charles; nor was it long before she wormed out, without much art, the secret 

of our having cheated the church of a ceremony, and, in course, of the terms we lived together 

upon; a circumstance which far from displeased her, considering the designs she had upon me, 

and which, alas! she will have too soon, room to carry into execution. But in the meantime, her 

own experience of life let her see, that any attempt, however indirect or disguised, to divert or 

break, at least presently, so strong a cement of hearts as ours was, could only end in losing two 

lodgers, of whom she had made very competent advantages, if either of us came to smoke her 

commission, for a commission she had from one of her customers, either to debauch, or get me 

away from my keeper at any rate. 

But the barbarity of my fate soon saved her the task of disuniting us. I had now been eleven 

months with this life of my life, which had passed in one continued rapid stream of delight: but 

nothing so violent was ever made to last. I was about three months gone with a child by him, a 

circumstances would have added to his tenderness, had he ever left me room to believe it could 

receive an addition, when the mortal, the unexpected blow of separation fell upon us. I shall 

gallop post-over the particulars, which I shudder yet to think of, and cannot; to this instant, 

reconcile myself how, or by what means I could out-live it. 

Two live-long days had I lingered through without hearing from him, I who breathed, who 

existed but in him, and had never yet seen twenty-four hours pass without seeing or hearing from 

him. The third day my impatience was so strong, my alarms had been so severe, that I perfectly 

sickened with them; and being unable to support the shock longer, I sunk upon the bed, and 



ringing for Mrs. Jones, who had far from comforted me under my anxieties, she came up, and I 

had scarce breath and spirit enough to find words to beg of her, if she would save my life, to fall 

upon some means of finding out, instantly, what was become of its only prop and comfort. She 

pitied me in a way that rather sharpened my affliction than suspended it, and went out upon this 

commission. 

For she had but to go to Charles’s house, who lived but an easy distance, in one of the streets 

that run into Covent Garden. There she went into a public house, and from thence sent for a mid 

servant, whose name I had given her, as the properest to inform her. 

The maid readily came, and as readily, when Mrs. Jones enquired of her what had become of 

Mr. Charles, or whether he was gone out of town, acquainted her with the disposal of her 

master’s son, which, the very day after, was no secret to the servants. Such sure measures had he 

taken, for the most cruel punishment of his child for having more interest with his grandmother 

than he had, though he made use of a pretence, plausible enough, to get rid of him in this secret 

abrupt manner, for fear her fondness should have interposed a bar to his leaving England, and 

proceeding on a voyage he had concerted for him; which pretext was, that it was indispensably 

necessary to secure a considerable inheritance that devolved to him by the death of a rich 

merchant (his own brother) at one of the factories in the South Seas, of which he had lately 

received advice, together with a copy of the will. 

In consequence of which resolution, to send away his son, he had, unknown to him, made the 

necessary preparations for fitting him out, struck a bargain with the captain of a ship, whose 

punctual execution of his orders he had secured, by his interest with his principal owners and 

patron; and, in short, concerted his measures so secretly, and effectually, that whilst the son 

thought he was going down to the river, that would take him a few hours, he was stopt on board 

of a ship, debarred from writing, and more strictly watched than a State criminal. 

Thus was the idol of my soul torn from me, and forced on a long voyage, without taking leave 

of one friend, or receiving one line of comfort, except a dry explanation and instructions, from 

his father, how to proceed when he should arrive at his destined port, enclosing, withal, some 

letters of recommendation to a factor there: all these particulars I did not learn minutely till some 

time after. 

The maid, at the same time, added, that she was sure this usage of her sweet young master 

would be the death of his grand-mamma, as indeed it proved true; for the old lady, on hearing it, 

did not survive the news a whole month, and as her fortune consisted in an annuity, out of which 

she had laid up no reserves, she left nothing worth mentioning to her so fatally envied darling, 

but absolutely refused to see his father before she died. 

When Mrs. Jones returned, and I observed her looks, they seemed so unconcerned, and even 

nearest to pleased, that I half flattered myself she was going to set my tortured heart at ease, by 

bringing me good news; but this, indeed, was a cruel delusion of hope: the barbarian, with all the 

coolness imaginable, stabs me to the heart, in telling me, succinctly, that he was sent away, at 

least, on a four years’ voyage (here she stretched maliciously), and that I could not expect, in 

reason, ever to see him again: and all this with such pregnant circumstances, that I could not 

escape giving them credit, as they were, indeed, too true! 

She had hardly finished her report before I fainted away, and after several successive fits, all 

the while wild and senseless, I miscarried of the dear pledge of my Charles’s love; but the 

wretched never die when it is fittest they should die, and women are hard-lived! to a proverb. 



The cruel and interested care taken to recover me, saved an odious life: which, instead of the 

happiness and joys it had overflower in, all of a sudden presented no view before me of any thing 

but the depth of misery, horror, and the sharpest affliction. 

Thus I lay six weeks, in the struggles of youth and constitution, against the friendly efforts of 

death, which I constantly invoked to my relief and deliverance, but which proved too weak for 

my wish. I recovered at length, but into a state of stupefaction and despair, that threatened me 

with the loss of my senses, and a mad house. 

Time, however, that great comforter in ordinary, began to assuage the violence of my 

suffering, and to numb my feeling of them. My health returned to me, though I still retained an 

air of grief, dejection, and languor, which taking off from the ruddiness of my country 

complexion, rendered it rather more delicate and affecting. 

The landlady had all this while officiously provided, and seen that I wanted for nothing: and as 

soon as she saw me retrieved into a condition of answering her purpose, one day, after we had 

dined together, she congratulated me on my recovery, the merit of which she took entirely to 

herself, and all this by way of introduction to a most terrible, and scurvy epilogue: “You are 

now,” says she, “Miss Fanny, tolerably well, and you are very welcome to stay in these lodgings 

as; long as you please! you see I have asked you for nothing this long time, but truly I have a call 

to make up a sum of money, which must be answered.” And, with that, presents me with a bill of 

arrears for rent, diet, apothecaries’ charges, nurse, etc., sum total twenty-three pounds, seventeen 

and six-pence: towards discharging of which I had not in the world (which she well knew) more 

than seven guineas, left by chance, of my dear Charles’s common stock, with me. At the same 

time, she desired me to tell her what course I would take for payment. I burst out into a flood of 

tears, and told her my condition: that I would sell what few clothes I had, and that, for the rest, 

would pay her as soon as possible. But my distress, being favourable to her view, only stiffened 

her the more. 

She told me, very cooly, that “she was indeed sorry for my misfortunes, but that she must do 

herself justice, though it would go to the very heart of her to send such a tender young creature to 

prison....” At the word “prison!” every drop of my blood chilled, and my fright acted so strongly 

upon me, that, turning as pale and faint as a criminal at the first sight of his place of execution, I 

was on the point of swooning. My landlady, who wanted only to terrify me to a certain point, and 

not to throw me into a state of body inconsistent with her designs upon it, began to sooth me 

again, and told me, in a tone composed to more pity and gentleness, that “it would be my own 

fault, if she was forced to proceed to such extremities; but she believed there was a friend to be 

found in the world, who would make up matters to both our satisfactions, and that she would 

bring him to drink tea with us that very afternoon, when she hoped we would come to a right 

understanding in our affairs.” To all this, not a word of answer; I sat mute, confounded, terrified. 

Mrs. Jones, however, judging rightly that it was time to strike while the impressions were so 

strong upon me, left me to myself and to all the terrors of an imagination, wounded to death by 

the idea of going to prison, and, from a principle of self-preservation, snatching at every glimpse 

of redemption from it. 

In this situation I sat near half an hour, swallowed up in grief and despair, when my landlady 

came in, and observing a death-like dejection in my countenance, still in pursuance of her plan, 

put on a false pity, and bidding me be of good heart: “Things,” she said, “would be but my own 

friend”; and closed with telling me “she had brought a very honourable gentleman to drink tea 

with me, who would give me the best advice how to get rid of all my troubles.” Upon which, 



without waiting for a reply, she goes out, and returns with this very honourable gentleman, 

whose very honourable procuress she had been, on this, as well as other occasions. 

The gentleman, on his entering the room, made me a very civil bow, which I had scarce 

strength, or presence of mind enough to return a curtsey to; when the landlady, taking upon her 

to do all the honours of the first interview (for I had never, that I remember, seen the gentleman 

before), sets a chair for him, another for herself. All this while not a word on either side; a stupid 

stare was all the face I could put on this strange visit. 

The tea was made, and the landlady, unwilling, I suppose, to lose any time, observing my 

silence and shyness before this entire stranger: “Come, Miss Fanny,” says she, in a coarse 

familiar style, and tone of authority, “hold up your head, child, and do not let sorrow spoil that 

pretty face of yours. What! sorrows are only for a time; come, be free, here is a worthy 

gentleman who has heard of your misfortunes, and is willing to serve you; you must be better 

acquainted with him, do not you now stand upon your punctilios, and this and that, but make 

your market while you may.” 

At this so delicate, and eloquent harangue, the gentleman, who saw I looked frighted and 

amazed, and, indeed, incapable of answering, took her up for breaking things in so abrupt a 

manner, as rather to shock than incline me to an acceptance of the good he intended me then, 

addressing himself to me, told me “he was perfectly acquainted with my whole story, and every 

circumstance of my distress which he owned was a cruel plunge for one of my youth and beauty 

to fall into.... that he had long taken a liking to my person, for which he appealed to Mrs. Jones, 

there present; but finding me so deeply engaged to another, he had lost all hopes of succeeding, 

till he had heard the sudden reverse of fortune that had happened to me, on which he had given 

particular orders to my landlady to see that I should want for nothing; and that, had he not been 

forced abroad to the Hague, on affairs he could not refuse himself to, he would himself have 

attended me during my sickness;... that on his return, which was the day before, he had, on 

learning my recovery, desired my landlady’s good offices to introduce him to me, and was as 

angry, at least, as I was shocked, at the manner in which she had conducted herself towards 

obtaining him that happiness; but, that to show me how much he disdained her procedure, and 

how far he was from taking any ungenerous advantage of my situation, and from exacting any 

security for my gratitude, he would before my face, that instant, discharge my debt entirely to my 

landlady, and give me her receipt in full; after which I should be at liberty either to reject or grant 

his suit, as he was much above putting any force upon my inclinations.” 

Whilst he was exposing his sentiments to me, I ventured just to look up to him, and observed 

his figure, which was that of a very well-looking gentleman, well made, of about forty, dressed 

in a suit of plain clothes, with a large diamond ring on one of his fingers, the lustre of which 

played in my eyes as he waved his hand in talking, and raised my notions of his importance. In 

short, he might pass for what is commonly called a comely black man, with an air of distinction 

natural to his birth and condition. 

To all his speeches, however, I answered only in tears that flower plentifully to my relief, and 

choking up my voice, excused me from speaking, very luckily, for I should not have known what 

to say. 

The sight, however, moved him, as he afterwards told me, irresistibly, and by way of giving 

me some reason to be less powerfully afflicted, he drew out his purse, and calling for pen and 

ink, which the landlady was prepared for, paid her every farthing of her demand, independent of 

a liberal gratification which was to follow unknown to me, and taking a receipt in full, very 



tenderly forced me to secure it, by guiding my hand, which he had thrust it into, so as to make 

me passively put it into my pocket. 

Still I continued in a state of stupidity, or melancholic despair, as my spirits could not yet 

recover from the violent shocks that they had received; and the accommodating landlady had 

actually left the room, and me alone with this strange gentleman, before I had observed it, and 

then I observed it without alarm, for I was now lifeless, and indifferent to every thing. 

The gentleman, however, no novice in affairs of this sort, drew near me; and, under the 

pretence of comforting me, first with his handkerchief dried my tears as they ran down my 

cheeks: presently he ventured to kiss me on my part, neither resistance nor compliance. I sat 

stock still; and now looking on myself as bought by the payment that had been transacted before 

me. 

I did not care what became of my wretched body: and wanting life, spirits, or courage to 

oppose the least struggle, even that of the modesty of my sex, I suffered, tamely, whatever the 

gentleman pleased; who proceeding insensibly from freedom to freedom, insinuating his hand 

between my handkerchief and bosom, which he handled at discretion: finding thus no repulse, 

and that every thing favoured, beyond expectation, the completion of his desires, he took me in 

his arms, and bore me, without life or motion, to the bed, on which laying me gently downed, 

and having me at what advantage he pleased, I did not so much as know what he was about, till 

recovering from a trance of lifeless insensibility, I found him buried in me, whilst I lay passive 

and innocent of the least sensations of pleasure: a death-cold corpse could scarce have less life or 

sense in it. As soon as he had thus pacified a passion which had too little respected the condition 

I was in, he got off, and after recomposing the disorder of my clothes, employed himself with the 

utmost tenderness to calm the transports of remorse and madness at myself, with which I was 

seized, too late, I confess, for having suffered on that bed, the embraces of an utter stranger I tore 

my hair, wrung my hands, and beat my breast like a mad woman. But when my new master, for 

in that light I then viewed him, applied himself to appease me, as my whole rage was levelled at 

myself, no part of which I thought myself permitted to aim at him, I begged of him with more 

submission than anger, to leave me alone, that I might, at least, enjoy my affliction in quiet. This 

he positively refused, for fear, as he pretended, I should do myself a mischief. Violent passions 

seldom last long, and those of women least of any. A dead still calm succeeded this storm, which 

ended in a profuse shower of tears. 

Had any one, but a few instants before, told me that I should have ever known any man but 

Charles, I would have spit in his face or had I been offered infinitely a greater sum of money 

than that I saw paid for me, I had spurned the proposal in cold blood. But our virtues and our 

vices depend too much on our circumstances; unexpectedly beset as I was, betrayed by a mind 

weakened by a long severe affliction, and stunned with the terrors of a goal, my defeat will 

appear the more excusable, since I certainly was not present at, or a party in any sense to it. 

However, as the first enjoyment is decisive, and he was now over the bar, I thought I had no 

longer a right to refuse the caresses of one that had got that advantage over me, no matter how 

obtained; conforming myself then to this maxim, I considered myself as so much in his power, 

that I endured his kisses and embraces without affecting struggles or anger; not that he, as yet, 

gave me any pleasure, or prevailed over the aversion of my soul, to give myself up to any 

sensation of that sort; what I suffered, I suffered out of a kind of gratitude, and as a matter of 

course what had passed. 



He was, however, so regardful as not to attempt the renewal of those extremities which had 

thrown me, just before, into such violent agitations; but, now secure of possession, contented 

himself with bringing me to temper by degrees, and waiting at the hand of time for those fruits of 

generosity and courtship, which he since often reproached himself with having gathered much 

too green, when, yielding to the inability to resist him, and overborne by desires, he had wreaked 

his passion on a mere lifeless, spiritless body, dead to all purpose of joy, since taking none, it 

ought to be supposed incapable of giving any. This is, however, certain; my heart never 

thoroughly forgave him the manner in which I had fallen to him, although, in point of interest, I 

had fallen to him, I had reason to be pleased that he found, in my person, wherewithal to keep 

him from leaving me as easily as he had had me. 

The evening was, in the mean time, so far advanced, that the maid came in to lay the cloth for 

supper, when I understood, with joy, that my landlady, whose sight was present poison to me, 

was not to be with us. 

Presently a neat and elegant supper was introduced, and a bottle of Burgundy, with the other 

necessaries, were set on a dumb-waiter. 

The maid quitting the room, the gentleman insisted, with a tender warmth, that I should sit up 

in the elbow chair by the fire, and see him eat, if I could not be prevailed on to eat myself. I 

obeyed with a heart full or affliction, at the comparison it made between those delicious tête-à-

têtes with my very dear youth, and this forced situation, this new awkward scene, imposed and 

obtruded on me a cruel necessity. 

At supper, after a great many arguments used to comfort and reconcile me to my fate, he told 

me that his name was H..., brother to the Earl of L.... and that having, by the suggestions of my 

landlady, been led to see me, he had found me perfectly to his taste, and given her a commission 

to procure me at any rate, and that at length he had succeeded, as much to his satisfaction as he 

passionately wished it might be to mine adding, withal, some flattering assurances, that I should 

have no cause to repent my knowledge of him. 

I had now got down at least half a partridge, and three or four glasses of wine, which he 

compelled me to drink by way of restoring nature, but whether there was any thing extraordinary 

put into the wine, or whether there wanted no more to revive the natural warmth of my 

constitution, and give fire to the old train, I began no longer to look with that constraint, not to 

say disguise, on Mr. H...., which I had hitherto done but, withal, there was not the least grain of 

love mixed with this softening of my sentiments: any other man would have been just the same 

to me as Mr. H..., that stood in the same circumstances, and had done for me, and with me, what 

he had done. 

There are not, on earth at least, eternal griefs; mine were, if not at an end, at least suspended: 

my heart, which had been so long overloaded with anguish and vexation, began to dilate and 

open to the last gleam of diversion or amusement. I wept a little, and my tears relieved me; I 

sighed, and my sighs seemed to lighten me of a load that oppressed me; my countenance grew, if 

not cheerful, at least more composed and free. 

Mr. H..., who had watched, perhaps brought on this change, knew too well not to seize it: he 

thrust the table imperceptibly from between us, and bringing his chair to face me, he soon began, 

after preparing me by all the endearments of assurance and protestations, to lay hold of my 

hands, to kiss me, and once more to make free with my bosom, which, being at full liberty from 

the disorder of a loose dishabile, now panted and throbbed, less with indignation than with fear 

and bashfulness, at being used so familiarly by still a stranger. But he soon gave me greater 



occasion to exclaim, by stooping down and slipping his hands above my garters; thence he strove 

to regain the pass, which he had before found so open, and unguarded; but now he could not 

unlock the twist of my thighs; I gently complained, and begged him to let me alone; told him I 

was not well. However, he saw there was more form and ceremony in my resistance, than good 

earnest; he made his conditions for desisting from pursuing his point, that I should be put 

instantly to bed, whilst he gave certain orders to the landlady, and that he would return in an 

hour, when he hoped to find me more reconciled to his passion for me, than I seemed at present. 

I neither assented nor denied, but my air and manner of receiving his proposal, gave him to see 

that I did not think myself enough my own mistress to refuse it. 

Accordingly he went out and left me, when a minute or two after, before I could recover 

myself into any composure for thinking, the maid came in with her mistress’s service, and a 

small silver orringer of what she called a bridal posset, and desired me to eat it as I went to bed, 

which consequently I did, and felt immediately a heat, a fire run like a hue-and-cry through every 

part of my body; I burnt, I glowed, and wanted even little of wishing for any man. 

The maid, as soon as I was lain down, took the candle away, and wishing me a good night, 

went out of the room, and shut the door after her. 

She had hardly time to get down stairs, before Mr. H.... opened my room door softly, and 

came in, now undressed, in his night-gown and cap, with two lighted wax candles, and bolting 

the door, gave me, though I expected him, some sort of alarm. He came a tip-toe to the bed side, 

and saying with a gentle whisper: “Pray, my dear, do not be startled... I will be very tender and 

kind to you.” He then hurried off his clothes, and leaped into bed, having given me openings 

enough, whilst he was stripping, to observe his brawny structure, strong made limbs, and rough 

shaggy breast. 

The bed shook again when it received this new load. He lay on the outside, where he kept the 

candles burning, no doubt for the satisfaction of every sense, for as soon as he had kissed me, he 

rolled down the bed clothes, and seemed transported with the view of all my person at full 

length, which he covered with a profusion of kisses, sparing no part of me. Then, being on his 

knees between my thighs, he drew up his shirt, and bared all his hairy thighs, and stiff staring 

truncheon, red top, and rooted into a thicket of curls, which covered his belly to the novel, and 

gave it the air of a flesh brush; and soon I feel it joining close to mine, when he had drove the 

nail up to the head, and left no partition but the intermediate hair on both sides. 

I had it now, I felt it now, and, beginning to drive, he soon gave nature such a powerful 

summons down to her favourite quarters, that she could no longer refuse repairing thither; all my 

animals spirits then rushed mechanically to that center of attraction, and presently, inly warmed, 

and stirred as I was beyond bearing, I lost all restraint, and yielding to the force of the emotion, 

gave down, as mere woman, those effusions of pleasure, which, in the strictness of still faithful 

love, I could have wished to have kept in. 

Yet oh! what an immense difference did I feel between this impression of a pleasure merely 

animal, and struck out of the collision of the sexes, by a passive bodily effect, from that sweet 

fury, that rage of active delight which crowns the enjoyments of a mutual love passion, where 

two hearts, tenderly and truly united, club to exalt the joy, and give it a spirit and soul that bids 

defiance to that end which mere momentary desires generally terminate in, when they die of a 

surfeit of satisfaction! 

Mr. H..., whom no distinctions of that sort seemed to distract, scarce gave himself or me 

breathing time from the last encounter, but, as if he had tasked himself to prove that the 



appearances of his vigour were no signs hung out in vain, in a few minutes he was in a condition 

for renewing the onset; to which, preluding with a storm of kisses, he drove the same course as 

before, with unbated fervour; and thus, in repeated engagements, kept me constantly in exercise, 

till dawn of morning, in all which time he made me fully sensible of the virtues of his firm 

texture of limbs, his square shoulders, broad chest, compact hard muscles, in short a system of 

manliness, that might pass for no bad image of our ancient sturdy barons, whose race is now so 

thoroughly refined and frittered away into the more delicate and modern built frame of our pap-

nerved softlings, who are as pale, as pretty, and almost as masculine as their sisters. 

Mr. H..., content, however, with having the day break upon his triumph, resigned me up to the 

refreshment of a rest we both wanted, and we soon dropped into a profound sleep. 

Though he was some time awake before me, yet he did not offer to disturb a repose he had 

given me so much occasion for; but on my first stirring, which was not till past ten o’clock, I was 

obliged to endure one more trial of his manhood. 

About eleven, in came Mrs. Jones, with two basins of the richest soup, which her experience 

in these matters had moved her to prepare. I pass over the fulsome compliments, the cant of the 

decent procuress, with which she saluted us both; but though my blood rose at the sight of her, I 

supprest my emotions, and gave all my concerne to reflections on what would be the 

consequence of this new engagement. 

But Mr. H..., who penetrated my uneasiness, did not suffer me to languish under it, and 

acquainted me, that having taken a solid sincere affection to me, he would begin by giving me 

one leading mark of it, in removing me out of a house which must, for many reasons, be irksome 

and disagreeable to me, into convenient lodgings, where he would take all imaginable care of 

me; and desiring not to have any explanations with my landlady, or be impatient till he returned, 

he dressed and went out, having left me a purse with two and twenty guineas in it, being all he 

had about him, as he express it, to keep my pocket still further supplied. 

As soon as he was gone, I felt the usual consequence of the first launch into vice (for my love 

attachment to Charles never appeared to me in that light). I was instantly borne away down the 

stream without making back to the shore. My dreadful necessities, my gratitude, and above all, to 

say the plain truth, the dissipation and diversion I began to find in this new acquaintance, from 

the black corroding thoughts my heart had been a prey to, ever since the absence of my dear 

Charles, concurred to stun all my contrary reflections. If I now thought of my first, my only 

charmer, it was still with the tenderness and regret of the fondest love, embittered with the 

consciousness that I was no longer worthy of him. I could have begged my bread with him all 

over the world, but wretch that I was! I had neither the virtue or courage requisite not to outlive 

my separation from him. 

Yet, had not my heart been thus preengaged, Mr. H... might probably have been the sole 

master of it; but the place was full, and the force of conjectures alone had made him the 

possessor of my person; the charms of which had, by the bye, been his sole object and passion, 

and were, of course, no foundation for a love either very delicate or very durable. 

He did not return till six in the evening, to take me away to my new lodgings; and my 

moveables being soon packed, and conveyed into a hackney coach, it cost me but little regret to 

take my leave of a landlady whom I thought I had so much reason not to be over pleased with; 

and as for her part, she made no other difference to my staying or going, but what that of the 

profit created. 



We soon got to the house appointed for me, which was that of a plain tradesman, who, on the 

score of interest, was entirely at Mr. H...’s devotion, and who let him the first floor, very 

genteelly furnished, for two guineas a week, of which I was instated mistress, with a maid to 

attend me. 

He stayed with me that evening, and we had a supper from a neighbouring tavern, after which, 

and a gay glass or two, the maid put me to bed. Mr. H.... soon followed, and notwithstanding the 

fatigues of the preceding night, I found no quarter nor remission from him: he piquet himself, as 

he told me, on doing the honours of my new apartment. 

The morning being pretty well advanced, we got to breakfast; and the ice now broke, my 

heart, no longer engrossed by love, began to take ease, and to please itself with such trifles Mr. 

H....’s liberal liking led him to make his court to the usual vanity of our sex. Silks, laces: ear 

rings, pearl necklace, gold watch, in sort, all the trinkets and articles of dress were lavishly 

heaped upon me; the sence of which, if it did not create returns of love, forced a kind of grateful 

fondness, something like love: a distinction which it would be spoiling the pleasure of nine 

tenths of the keepers in the town to make, and is, I suppose, the very good reason why so few of 

them ever do make it. 

I was now established the kept mistress in form, well lodged, with a very sufficient allowance, 

and lighted up with all the lustre of dress. 

Mr. H.... continued kind and tender to me; yet, with all this, I was far from happy: for, besides 

my regrets for my dear youth, which, though often suspended or diverted, still returned upon me 

in certain melancholic moments with redoubled violence, I wanted more society, more 

dissipation. 

As to Mr. H.... he was so much my superior in every sense, that I felt it too much to the 

disadvantage of the gratitude I owed him. Thus he gained my esteem, though he could not raise 

my taste; I was qualified for no sort of conversation with him, except one sort, and that is a 

satisfaction which leaves tiresome intervals, if not filled up by love, or other amusements. 

Mr. H...., so experienced, so learned in the ways of women, numbers of whom had passed 

through his hands, doubtless, soon perceived this uneasiness, and, without approving, or liking 

me the better for it, had the complaisance to indulge me. 

He made suppers at my lodging, where he brought several companions of his pleasures, with 

their mistresses; and by this means I got into a circle of acquaintance, that soon stripped me of all 

the remains of bashfulness and modesty which might be yet left of my country education, and 

were, to a just taste, perhaps, the greatest of my charms. 

We visited one another in form, and mimicked, as near as we could, all the miseries, the 

follies, and impertinencies of the women in quality, in the round of which they trifle away their 

time, without it ever entering their little heads, that on earth there cannot subsist any thing more 

silly, more flat, more insipid and worthless, than, generally considered, their system of life is: 

they ought to treat the men as their tyrants, indeed! were they to condemn them to it. 

But though, amongst the kept mistresses (and I was now acquainted with a good many, 

besides some useful matrons, who live by their connexions with them), I hardly knew one that 

did not perfectly detest their keepers, and, of course, made little or no scruple of any infidelity 

they could safely accomplish, I had still no notion of wronging mine: for, besides that no mark of 

jealousy on his side started me the hint, or gave me the provocation to play him a trick of that 

sort, and that his constant generosity, politeness, and tender attention to please me, forced a 

regard to him, that, without affecting my heart, insured him my fidelity, no object had yet 



presented that could overcome the habitual liking I had contracted for him and I was on the eve 

of obtaining, from the movements of his own voluntary generosity, a modest provision for life, 

when an accident happened which broke all the measures he had resolved upon in my favour. 

I had now lived near seven months with Mr. H.... when one day returning to my lodgings, 

from a visit in the neighbourhood, where I used to stay longer, I found the street door open, and 

the maid of the house standing at it, talking with some of her acquaintance, so that I came in 

without knocking and, as I passed by, she told me Mr. H.... was above. I slept up stairs into my 

own bed-chamber, with no other thought than of pulling off my hat etc., and then to wait upon 

him in the dining room, into which my bed-chamber had a door, as is common enough. Whilst I 

was untying my hat strings, I fancied I heard my maid Hannah’s voice and a sort of tustle, which 

raised my curiosity; I stole softly to the door, where a knot in the wood had been slipped out, and 

afforded a very commanding peep-hole to the scene then in agitation, the actors of which had 

been to earnestly employed to hear my opening my own door, from the landing place of the 

stairs, into my bedchamber. 

The first sight that struck me was Mr. H.... pulling and hauling this coarse country strammel 

towards a couch that stood in a corner of the dining-room; to which the girl made only a sort of 

awkward holdening resistance, crying out so loud, that I, who listened at the door, could scarce 

hear her: “Pray Sir, don’t.., let me alone... I am not for your turn... You cannot, sure, demean 

yourself with such a poor body as I... Lord! Sir, my mistress may come home... I must not 

indeed... I will cry out...” All of which did not hinder her from insensibly suffering herself to be 

brought to the foot of the couch, upon which a push of no mighty violence served to give her a 

very easy fall, and my gentleman having got up his hands to the strong hold of her Virtue, she, 

no doubt, thought it was time to give up the argument, and that all further defense would be vain: 

and he, throwing her petticoats over her face, which was now as red as scarlet, discovered a pair 

of stout, plump, substantial thighs, and tolerably white; he mounted them round his haps, and 

coming out with his drawn weapon, stuck it in the cloven sport, where he seemed to find a less 

difficult entrance than perhaps he had flattered himself with (for, by the way, this blouse had left 

her place in the country, for a bastard), and, indeed, all his motions shewed he was lodged pretty 

much at large. After he had done, his Deare gets up, drops her petticoats down, and smooths her 

apron and handkerchief. Mr. H.... looked a little silly, and taking out some money, gave it her, 

with an air indifferent enough, bidding her be a good girl, and say nothing. 

Had I loved this man, it was not in nature for me to have had patience to see the whole scene 

through: I should have broke in and played the jealous princess with a vengeance. But that was 

not the case: my pride alone was hurt, my heart not, and I could easier win upon myself to see 

how far he would go, till I had no uncertainty upon my conscience. 

The least delicate of all affairs of this sort being now over, I retired softly into my closet, 

where I began to consider what I should do. My first scheme naturally, was to rush in and 

upbraid them; this, indeed, flattered my present emotions and vexations, as it would have given 

immediate vent to them; but, on second thoughts, not being so clear as to the consequence to be 

apprehended from such a step, I began my discovery still a safer season, when dissembly my 

discovery till a safer season, when Mr. H.... should have perfected the settlement he had made 

overtures to me of, and which I was not to think such a violent explanation, as I was indeed not 

equal to the management of, could possibly forward, and might destroy. On the other hand, the 

provocation seemed too gross, too flagrant not to give me some thoughts of revenge; the very 

start of which idea restored me to perfect composure; and delighted as I was with the confused 

plan of it in my head, I was easily mistress enough of myself to support the part of ignorance I 



had prescribed to myself; and as all this circle of reflections was instantly over, I stole a tip-toe to 

the passage door, and opening it with a noise, passed for having that moment come home; and 

after a short pause, as if to pull off my things, I opened the door into the dining room, where I 

fund the dowdy blowing the fire, and my faithful shepherd walking about the room, and wistling, 

as cool and unconcerned as if nothing had happened. I think, however, he had not much to brag 

of having out-dissembled me: for I kept up, nobly, the character of our sex for art, and went up to 

him with the same open air of frankness as I had ever received him. He stayed but a little while, 

made some excuse for not being able to stay the evening with me, and went out. 

As for the wench, she was now spoiled, at least for my servant; and scarce eight and forty 

hours were gone round, before her insolence, on what had passed betwen Mr. H.... and her, gave 

me so fair an occasion to turn her away, at a minute’s warning, that, not to have done it would 

have been the wonder; so that he could neither disapprove it nor find in it the least reason to 

suspect my original motive. What became of her afterwards, I know not; but generous as Mr. 

H.... was, he undoubtedly made her amends: though, I dare answer, that he kept up no further 

commerce with her of that sort; as his stooping to such a coarse morsel, was only a sudden sally 

of lust, on seeing a wholesome looking, buxom country wench, and no more strange than hunger, 

or even a whimsical appetite’s making a fling meal of neck-beef, for change of diet. 

Had I considered this escapade of Mr. H.... in no more than that light and contented myself 

with turning away the wench, I had thought and acted right; but, flushed as I was with imaginary 

wrongs, I should have held Mr. H... to have been cheaply off, if I had not pushed my revenge 

farther, and repaid him, as exactly as could for the soul of me, in the same coin. 

Nor was this worthy act of justice long delayed: I had it too much at heart. Mr. H... had, about 

a fortnight before, taken into his service a tenant’s son, just come out the country, a very 

handsome young lad, scarce turned of nineteen, fresh as a rose, well sharped and clear limbed: in 

short, a very good excuse for any woman’s liking, even though revenge had been out of the 

question; any woman, I say, who was disprejudiced, and that wit and spirit enough to prefer a 

point of pleasure to a point of pride. 

Mr. H... had clapped a livery upon him; and his chief employ was, after being shewn my 

lodgings, to bring and carry letters or messages between his master and me; and as the situation 

of all kept ladies is not the fittest to inspire respect, even to the meanest of mankind, and, 

perhaps, less of it from the most ignorant, I could not help observing that this lad, who was, I 

suppose, acquainted with my relation to his master by his fellow servants, used to eye me in that 

bashful confused way, more expressive, more moving and readier caught at by our sex, than any 

other declarations whatever: my figure had, it seems, struck him, and modest and innocent as he 

was, he did not himself know that the pleasure he took in looking at me was love, or desire; but 

his eyes, naturally wanton, and now inflamed with passion, spoke a great deal more than he durst 

have imagined they did. Hitherto, indeed, I had only taken notice of the comeliness of the youth, 

but without the least design: my pride alone would have guarded me from a thought that way, 

had not Mr. H....’s condescension with my maid, where there was not half the temptation, in 

point of person, set me a dangerous example; but now I began to look on this stripling as every 

way a delicious instrument of my designed retaliation upon Mr. H.... of an obligation for which I 

should have made a conscience to die in his debt. 

In order then to pave the way for the accomplishment of my scheme, for two or three times 

that the young fellow came to me with messages, I managed so, or without affectation to have 

him admitted to my bed side, or brought to me at my toilet, where I was dressing; and by 



carelessly shewing or letting him, as if without meaning or design, sometimes my bosom rather 

more bare than it should be; sometimes my hair, of which I had a very fine head, in the natural 

flow of it while combing; sometimes a neat leg, that had unfortunately slipt its garter, which I 

made no scruple of tying before him, easily gave him the impressions favourable to my purpose, 

which I could perceive to sparkle in his eyes, and glow in his cheeks: then certain slight squeezes 

by the hand, as I took letters from him, did his business completely. 

When I saw him thus moved, and fired for my purpose, I inflamed him yet more, by asking 

him several leading questions, such as: “Had he a mistress?... was she prettier than me?... could 

he love such a one as I was?...” and the like; to all which the blushing simpleton answered to my 

wish, in a strain of perfect nature, perfect undebauched innocence, but with all the awkwardness 

and simplicity of country breeding. 

When I thought I had sufficiently ripened him for the laudable point I had in view, one day 

that I expected him at a particular hour, I took care to have the coast clear for the reception I 

designed him; and, as I laid it, he came to the dining room door, tapped at it, and, in my bidding 

him come in; he did so, and shut the door after him. I desired him, then, to bolt it on the inside, 

pretending it would not otherwise keep shut. 

I was then lying at length upon that very couch, the scene of Mr. H....’s polite joys, in an 

undress, which was with all the art of negligence flowing loose, and in a most tempting disorder: 

no stays, no hoop..., no incumbrance whatever. On the other hand, he stood at a little distance, 

that gave me a full view of a fine featured, shapely, healthy country lad, breathing the sweets of 

fresh blooming youth; his hair, which was of a perfect shining black, played to his face in natural 

side curls, and was set out with a smart tuck-up behind; new buckskin breechs, that, clipping 

close, shewed the shape of a plump, well made thigh; white stockings, garter-laced livery, 

shoulder knot, altogether composed a figure of pure flesh and blood, and appeared under no 

disgrace from the lowness of a dress, to which a certain spruce neatness seems peculiarly fitted. 

I bid him come towards me, and give me his letter, at the same time throwing down, 

carelessly, a book I had in my hands. He coloured, and came within reach of delivering me the 

letter, which he held out, awkwardly enough, for me to take, with his eyes rivetted on my bosom, 

which was, through the designed disorder of my handkerchief, sufficiently bare, and rather than 

hid. 

I, smiling in his face, took the letter, and immediately catching hold of his shirt sleeve, drew 

him towards me, blushing, and almost trembling; for surely his extreme bashfulness, and utter 

inexperience called for, at least, all the advances to encourage him: his body was now 

conveniently inclined toward me, and just softly chucking his beardless chin, I asked him: “If he 

was afraid of a lady?...” and with that took, and carrying his hands to my breasts, I press it 

tenderly to them. They were now finely furnished, and raised in flesh, so that, panting with 

desire, they rose and fell, in quick heaves, under his touch: at this, the boy’s eyes began to 

lighten with all the fires of inflamed nature, and his cheeks flushed with a deep scarlet: tongue-

tied with joy, rapture, and bashfulness, he could not speak, but then his looks, his emotion, 

sufficiently satisfied me that my train had taken, and that I had no disappointment to fear. 

My lips, which I threw in his way, so that he could not escape kissing them, fixed, fired, and 

emboldened him: and now, glancing my eyes towards that part of his dress which covered the 

essential object of enjoyment, I plainly discovered the swell and commotion there; and as I was 

now too far advanced to stop in so fair a way, and was indeed no longer able to contain myself, 

or wait the slower progress of his maiden bash-fulness (for such it seemed, and really was), I 



stole my hands upon his thighs, down one of which I could both see and feel a stiff hard body, 

confined by his breeches, that my fingers could discover no end to. Curious then, and eager to 

unfold so alarming a mystery, playing, as it were, with his buttons, which were bursting ripe 

from the active force within, those of his waistband and fore-flap flew open at a touch, when out 

IT started; and now, disengaged from the shirt, I saw, with wonder and surprise, what? not the 

play thing of a boy, not the weapon of a man, but a Maypole, of so enormous a standard, that had 

proportions been observed, it must have belonged to a young giant. Yet I could not, without 

pleasure, behold, and even venture to feel, such a length, such a breadth of animated ivory! 

perfectly well turned and fashioned, the proud stiffness of which distented its skin, whose 

smooth polish and velvet softness might vie with that of the most delicate of our sex, and whose 

exquisite whiteness was not a little set off by a sprout of black curling hair round the root: 

through the jetty springs of which the fair skin shewed as in a fine evening you may have 

remarked the clear light through the branchwork of distant trees over-topping the summit of a 

hill: then the broad of blueish-casted incarnate of the head, and blue serpentines of its veins, 

altogether composed the most striking assemblage of figure and colours in nature. In short, it 

stood an object of terror and delight. 

But what was yet more surprising, the owner of this natural curiosity, through the want of 

occasions in the strictness of his home breeding, and the little time he had been in town not 

having afforded him one; was hitherto an absolute stranger, in practice at least, to the use of all 

that manhood he was so nobly stocked with; and it now fell to my lot to stand his first trial of it, 

if I could resolve to run the risks of its disproportion to that tender part of me, which such an 

oversized machine was very fit to lay in ruins. 

But it was now of the latest to deliberate, for, by this time, the young fellow, over heated with 

the present objects, and too high metled to be longer curbed in by that modesty and awe which 

had hitherto restrained him, ventured, under the stronger impulse, and instructive promptership 

of nature alone, to slip his hands, trembling with eager impetuous desires, under my petticoats; 

and seeing, I suppose, nothing extremely severe in my looks, to stop or dash him, he feels out, 

and seizes, gently, the center spot of his ardours. Oh then! the fiery touch of his lingers 

determines me, and my fears melting away before the glowing intolerable heat, my thighs 

disclose of themselves, and yield all liberty to his hand: and now, a favourable movement giving 

my petticoats a toss, the avenue lay too fair, too open to be missed. He is now upon me: I had 

placed myself with a jerk under him, as commodious and open as possible to his attempts, which 

were untoward enough, for his machine, meeting with no inlet, bore and battered stiffly against 

me in random pushes, now above, now below, now beside his point; till, burning with impatience 

from its irritating touches, I guided gently, with my hand, this furious fescue to where my young 

novice was now to be taught his first lesson of pleasure. Thus he nicked, at length, the warm and 

insufficient orifice; but he was made to find no breach impracticable, and mine, though so often 

entered, was still far from wide enough to take him easily in. 

By my direction, however, the head of his unwieldy machine was so critically pointed, that, 

feeling him fore-right against the tender opening, a favourable motion from me met his timely 

thrust, by which the lips of it, strenuously dilated, gave way to his thus assisted impetuosity, so 

that we might both feel that he had gained a lodgment. Pursuing then his point, he soon, by 

violent, and, to me, most painful piercing thrusts, wedges himself at length so far in, as to be now 

tolerably secure of his entrance: here he stuck, and I now felt such a mixture of pleasure and 

pain, as there is no giving a definition of. I dreaded alike his splitting me farther up, or his 

withdrawing; I could not bear either to keep or part with him. The sense of pain, however, 



prevailing, from his prodigious size and stiffness, acting upon me in those continued rapid 

thrusts, with which he furiously pursued his penetration, made me cry out gently: “Oh, my dear, 

you hurt me!” This was enough to check the tender respectful boy even in his mid-career; and he 

immediately drew out the sweet cause of my complaint, whilst his eyes eloquently expressed, at 

once, his grief for hurting me, and his reluctance at dislodging from quarters, of which the 

warmth and closeness had given him a gust of pleasure, that he was now desire mad to satisfy, 

and yet too much a novice not to be afraid of my withholding his relief, on account of the pain he 

had put me to. 

But I was, myself, far from being pleased with his having too much regarded my tender 

exclaims; for now, more fired with the object before me, as it still stood with the fiercest 

erection, unbonneted, and displayed its broad vermilion head, I first gave the youth a re-

encouraging kiss, which he repaid me with a fervour that seemed at once to thank me, and bribe 

my further compliance; and soon replaced myself in a posture to receive, at all risk, the renewed 

invasion, which he did not delay an instant: for, being presently remounted, I once more felt the 

smooth hard gristle forcing an entrance, which he achieved rather easier than before. Pained, 

however, as I was, with his efforts of gaining a complete admission, which he was so regardful 

as to manage by gentle degrees, I took care not to complain. In the mean time, the soft strait 

passage gradually loosens, yields, and, stretched to its utmost bearing, by the stick, thick, 

indriven engine, sensible, at once, to the ravishing pleasure of the feel and the pain of the 

distension, let him in about half way, when all the most nervous activity he now exerted, to 

further his penetration, gained him not an inch of his purpose: for, whilst he hesitated there, the 

crisis of pleasure overtook him, and the close compressure of the warm surrounding flow drew 

from him the ecstatic gush, even before mine was ready to meet it, kept up by the pain I had 

endured in the course of the engagement, from the insufferable size of his weapon, though it was 

not as yet in above half its length. 

I expected then, but without wishing it, that he would draw, but was pleasingly disappointed: 

for he was not to be let off so. The well breathed youth, hot-mettled, and flush with genial juices, 

was now fairly in for making me know my driver. As soon, then, as he had made a short pause, 

waking, as it were, out of the trance of pleasure (in which every sense seemed lost for a while, 

whilst, with his eyes shut, and short quick breathings, he had yielded down his maiden tribute), 

he still kept his post, yet unsated with enjoyment, and solacing in these so new delights; till his 

stiffness, which had scarce perceptibly remitted, being thoroughly recovered to him, who had not 

once unsheathed, he proceeded afresh to cleave and open to himself an entire entry into me, 

which was not a little made easy to him by the balsamic injection, with: which he had just 

plentifully moistened the whole internals of the passage. Redoubling, then, the active energy of 

his thrusts, favoured by the fervid appetency of my motions, the soft oiled wards can no longer 

stand so effectual a picklock, but yield, and open him an entrance. And now, with conspiring 

nature, and my industry, strong to aid him, he pierces, penetrates, and at length, winning his way 

inch by inch, gets entirely in, and finally, a home made thrust sheaths it up to the guard; on the 

information of which, from the close jointure of our bodies (insomuch that the hair on both sides 

perfectly interweaved and incircled together), the eyes of the transported youth sparkled with 

more joyous fires, and all his looks and motions acknowledged excess of pleasure, which I now 

began to share, for I felt him in my very vitals! I was quite sick with delight! stirred beyond 

bearing with its furious agitations within me, and gorged and crammed, even to a surfeit. Thus I 

lay gasping, panting under him, till his broken breathings, faultering accents, eyes twinkling with 

humid fires, lunges more furious, and an increased stiffness, gave me to hail the approaches of 



the second period: it came... and the sweet youth, overpowered with the ecstasy, died away in my 

arms, melting a flood that shot in genial warmth into the innermost recesses of my body; every 

conduit of which, dedicated to that pleasure, was on flow to mix with it. Thus we continued for 

some instants, lost, breathless, senseless of every thing, and in every part but those favourite ones 

of nature, in which all that we enjoyed of life and sensation was now totally concentered. 

When our mutual trance was a little over, and the young fellow had withdrawn that delicious 

stretcher, with which he had most plentifully drowned all thoughts of revenge, in the sense of 

actual pleasure, the widened wounded passage refunded a stream of pearly liquids, which flowed 

down my thighs, mixed with streaks of blood, the marks of the ravage of that monstrous machine 

of his, which had now triumphed over a kind of second maidenhead. I stole, however, my 

handkerchief to those parts, and wiped them as dry as I could, whilst he was re-adjusting and 

buttoning up. 

I made him sit down by me, and as he had gathered courage from such extreme intimacy, he 

gave me an aftercourse of pleasure, in a natural burst of tender gratitude and joy, at the new 

scenes of bliss I had opened to him: scenes positively new, as he had never before had the least 

acquaintance with that mysterious mark, the cloven stamp of female distinction, though nobody 

better qualified than he to penetrate into its deepest recesses, or do it nobler justice. But when, by 

certain motions, certain unquietness of his hands, that wandered not without design, I found he 

languished for satisfying a curiosity, natural enough, to view and handle those parts which attract 

and concenter the warmest force of imagination, charmed, as I was, to have any occasion of 

obliging and humouring his young desires, I suffered him to proceed as he pleased, without 

check or control, to the satisfaction of them. 

Easily, then, reading in my eyes the full permission of myself to all his wishes, he scarce 

pleased himself more than me; when, having insinuated his hand under my petticoat and shift, he 

presently removed those bars to the sight, by slily lifting them upwards, under favour of a 

thousand kisses, which he thought, perhaps, necessary to divert my attention from what he was 

about. All my drapery being now rolled up to my waist, I threw myself into such a posture upon 

the couch, as gave up to him, in full view, the whole region of delight, and all the luxurious 

landscape around it. The transported youth devoured every thing with his eyes, and tried, with 

his fingers, to lay more open to his sight the secrets of that dark and delicious deep: he opens the 

folding lips, the softness of which, yielding entry to any thing of a hard body, close round it, and 

oppose the sight; and feeling further, meets with, and wonder at, a soft fleshy excrescence, 

which, limber and relaxed after the late enjoyment, now grew, under the touch and examination 

of his fiery fingers, more and more stiff and considerable, till the titillating ardours of that so 

sensible part made me sigh, as if he had hurt me; on which he withdrew his curious probing 

fingers, asking me pardon, as it were, in a kiss that rather increased the flame there. 

Novelty ever makes the strongest impressions, and in pleasures, especially; no wonder then, 

that he was swallowed up in raptures of admiration of things so interesting by their nature, and 

now seen and handled for the first time. On my part, I was richly overpaid for the pleasure I gave 

him, in that of examining the power of those objects thus abandoned to him, naked and free to 

his loosest wish, over the artless, natural stripling: his eyes streaming fire, his cheeks glowing 

with a florid red, his fervid frequent sighs, whilst his hands convulsively squeezed, opened, 

pressed together again the lips and sides of that deep flesh wound, or gently twitched the over-

growing moss; and all proclaimed the excess, the riot of joys, in having his wantonness thus 

humoured. But he did not long abuse my patience, for the objects before him had now put him by 

all his, and, coming out with that formidable machine of his, he lets the fury loose, and pointing 



it directly to the pouting-lip mouth, that bid him sweet defiance in dumb shew, squeezes in his 

head, and, driving with refreshed rage, breaks in, and plugs up the whole passage of that soft 

pleasure-conduit pipe, where he makes all shake again, and put, once more, all within me into 

such an uproar, as nothing could still, but a fresh inundation from the very engine of those 

flames, as well as from all the springs with which nature floats that reservoir of joy, when risen 

to its floodmark. 

I was now so bruised, so battered, so spent with this overmatch, that I could hardly stir, or 

raise myself, but lay palpitating, till the ferment of my senses subsiding by degrees, and the hour 

striking at which I was obliged to dispatch my young man, I tenderly advised him of the 

necessity there was for parting; at which I felt so much displeasure as he could do, who seemed 

eagerly disposed to keep the field, and to enter on a fresh action. But the danger was too great, 

and after some hearty kisses of leave, and recommendations of secrecy and discretion, I forced 

myself to send him away, not without assurances of seeing him again, to the same purpose, as 

soon as possible, and thrust a guinea into his hands: not more, less, being too flush of money, a 

suspicion or discovery might arise from thence; having everything to fear from the dangerous 

indiscretion of that age in which young fellows would be too irresistible, too charming, if we had 

not that terrible fault to guard against. 

Giddy and intoxicated as I was with such satiating draughts of pleasure, I still lay on the 

couch, supinely stretched out, in a delicious languor diffused over all my limbs, hugging myself 

for being thus revenged to my heart’s content, and that in a manner so precisely alike, and on the 

identical spot in which I had received the supposed injury. No reflections on the consequences 

ever once perplexed me, nor did I make myself one single reproach for having, by this step, 

completely entered myself into a profession more decried than disused. I should have held it 

ingratitude to the pleasure I had received, to have repented of it; and since I was now over the 

bar, I thought, by plunging head and ears into the stream I was hurried away by, to drown all 

sense of shame or reflection. 

Whilst I was thus making these laudable dispositions, and whispering to myself a kind of tacit 

vow of incontinency, enters Mr. H... The consciousness of what I had been doing deepened yet 

the glowing of my cheeks, flushed with the warmth of the late action, which, joined to the 

piquant air of my dishabile, drew from Mr. H.... a compliment on my looks, which he was 

proceeding to bask the sincerity of with proofs, and that with so brisk an action, as made me 

tremble for fear of a discovery from the condition those parts were left in from their late severe 

handling: the orifice dilated and inflamed, the lips swollen with their uncommon distension, the 

ringlets pressed down, crushed and uncurled with the over flowing moisture that had wet 

everything round it; in short, the different feel and state of things would hardly have passed upon 

one of Mr. H.....’s nicety and experience unaccounted for but by the real cause. But here the 

woman saved me: I pretended a violent disorder of my head, and a feverish heat, that indisposed 

me too much to receive his embraces. He gave in to this, and good naturedly desisted. Soon after, 

an old lady coming in made a third, very apropos for the confusion I was in, and Mr. H...., after 

bidding me take care of myself, and recommending me to my repose, left me much at ease and 

relieved by his absence. 

In the close of the evening, I took care to have prepared for me a warm bath of aromatik and 

sweet herbs; in which having fully laved and solaced myself, I came out voluptuously refreshed 

in body and spirit. 



The next morning waking pretty early, after a night’s perfect rest and composure, it was not 

without some dread and uneasiness that I thought of what innovation that tender soft system of 

mine might have sustained, from the shock of a machine so sized for its destruction. 

Struck with this apprehension, I scarce dared to carry my hand thither, to inform myself of the 

state and posture of things. 

But I was soon agreeably cured of my fears. 

The silky hair that covered round the borders, now smoothed and re-pruned, had resumed its 

wonted curl and trimness; the fleshy pouting lips that had stood the brunt of the engagement, 

were no longer swollen or moisture-drenched; and neither they, nor the passage into which they 

opened, that had suffered so great a dilation, betrayed any the least alteration, outwardly or 

inwardly, to the most curious research, notwithstanding the laxity that naturally follows the 

warm bath. 

This continuation of that grateful stricture which is in us, to the men, the very jet of their 

pleasure, I owed, it seems, to a happy habit of body, juicy, plump and furnished, towards the 

texture of those parts, with a fullness of soft springy flesh, that yielding sufficiently, as it does, to 

almost any distension soon recovers itself so as to re-tighten that strict compression of its 

mantlings and folds, which form the sides of the passage, wherewith it so tenderly embraces and 

closely clips any foreign body introduced into it, such as my exploring finger then was. 

Finding then every thing in due tone and order, I remember my fears, only to make a jest of 

them to myself. And now, palpably mistress of any size of man, and triumphing in my double 

achievement of pleasure and revenge, I abandoned myself entirely to the ideas of all the delight I 

had swam in. I lay stretching out, glowingly alive all over, and tossing with burning impatience 

for the renewal of joys that had sinned but in a sweet excess; nor did I lose my longing, for about 

ten in the morning, according to expectation, Will, my new humble sweetheart, came with a 

message from his master, Mr. H...., to know how I did. I had taken care to send my maid on an 

errand into the city, that I was sure would take up time enough; and, from the people of the 

house, I had nothing to fear, as they were plain good sort of folks, and wise enough to mind no 

more other people’s business than they could well help. 

All dispositions then made, not forgetting that of lying in bed to receive him, when he was 

entered the door of my bed chamber, a latch, that I governed by a wire, descended and secured it. 

I could not but observe that my young minion was as much spruced out as could be expected 

from one in his condition: a desire of pleasing that could not be indifferent to me, since it proved 

that I pleased him; which, I assure you, was now a point I was not above having in view. 

His hair trimly dressed, clean linen, and, above all, a hale, ruddy, wholesome country look, 

made him out as pretty a piece of woman’s meat as you could see, and I should have thought any 

one much out of taste, that could not have made a hearty meal of such a morsel as nature seemed 

to have designed for the highest diet of pleasure. 

And why should I here suppress the delight I received from this amiable creature, in remarking 

each artless look, each motion of pure indissembled nature, betrayed by his wanton eyes; or 

shewing, transparently, the glow and suffusion of blood through his fresh, clear skin, whilst even 

his stury rustic pressure wanted not their peculiar charm? Oh! but, say you, this was a young 

fellow of too low a rank of life to deserve so great a display. May be so: but was my condition, 

strictly considered, one jot more exalted? or, had I really been much above him, did not his 

capacity of giving such exquisite pleasure sufficiently raise and enoble him, to me, at least? Let 

who would, for me cherish, respect, and reward the painter’s, the statuary’s, the musician’s art, 



in proportion to the delight taken in them: but at my age, and with my taste for pleasure, a taste 

strongly constitutional to me, the talent of pleasing, with which nature has endowed a handsome 

person, formed to me the greatest of all merits; compared to which, the vulgar prejudices in 

favour of titles, dignities, honours, and the like, held a very low rank indeed. Nor perhaps would 

the beauties of the body be so much affected to be held cheap, were they, in their nature, to be 

bought and delivered. But for me, whose natural philosophy all resided in the favourite center of 

sense, and who was ruled by its powerful instinct in taking pleasure by its right handle, I could 

scarce have made a choice more to my purpose. 

Mr. H....’s loftier qualifications of birth, fortune and sense, laid me under a sort of subjection 

and constraint, that were far from making harmony in the concert of love; nor had he, perhaps, 

thought me worth softening that superiority to; but, with this lad, I was more on the level which 

love delights in. 

We may say what we please, but those we can be the easiest and freest with, are ever those we 

like, not to say love the best. 

With this stripling, all whose art of love was the action of it, I could, without check of awe or 

restraint, give a loose to jay, and execute every scheme of dalliance my fond fancy might put me 

on, in which he was, in every sense, a most exquisite companion. And now my great pleasure lay 

in humouring all the petulances, all the wanton frolic of a raw novice just fledged, and keen on 

the burning scent of his game, but unbroken to the sport: and, to carry on the figure, who could 

better read the wood than he, or stand fairer for the heart of the hunt? 

He advanced then to my bed side, and whilst he faultered out his message, I could observe his 

colour rise, and his eyes lighten with joy, in seeing me in a situation as favourable to his loosest 

wishes, as if he had bespoke the play. 

I smiled, and put out my hand towards him, which he kneeled down to (a politeness taught 

him by love alone, that great master of it) and greedily kissed. After exchanging a few confused 

questions and answers, I asked him if he would come to bed to me, for the little time I could 

venture to detain him. This was just asking a person, dying with hunger, to feast upon the dish on 

earth the most to his palate. Accordingly, without further reflection, his clothes were off in an 

instant; when, blushing still more at this new liberty, he got under the bed clothes I held up to 

receive him, and was now in bed with a woman for the first time in his life. 

Here began the usual tender preliminaries, as delicious, perhaps, as the crowning act of 

enjoyment itself; which they often beget an impatience of, that makes pleasure destructive of 

itself, by hurrying on the final period, and closing that scene of bliss, in which the actors are 

generally too well pleased with their parts, not to wish them an eternity of duration. 

When we had sufficiently graduated our advances towards the main point, by toying, kissing, 

clipping, feeling my breasts, now round and plump, feeling that part of me I might call a furnace 

mouth, from the prodigious intense heat his fiery touches had rekindled there, my young 

sportsman, emboldened by the very freedom he could wish, wontonly takes my hand, and carries 

it to that enormous machine of his, that stood with a stiffness! a hardness! an upward bend of 

erection! and which, together with it bottom dependence, the inestimable bulse of ladies jewels, 

formed a grand showout of goods indeed! Then its dimensions, mocking either grasp or span, 

almost renewed my terrors. 

I could not conceive how, or by what means I could take, or put such a bulk out of sight. I 

stroked it gently, on which the mutinous rogue seemed to swell, and gather a new degree of 



fierceness and insolence; so that finding it grew not to be trifled with any longer, I prepared for 

rubbers in good earnest. 

Slipping then a pillow under me, that I might give him the fairest play, I guided officiously 

with my hand this furious battering ram, whose ruby head, presenting nearest the resemblance of 

a heart, I applied to its proper mark, which lay as finely elevated as we could wish; my hips 

being borne up, and my thighs at their utmost extension, the gleamy warmth that shot from it, 

made him feel that he was at the mouth of the indraught, and driving fore right, the powerfully 

divided lips of that pleasure-thirsty channel received him. He hesitated a little; then, settled well 

in the passage, he makes his way up the straights of it, with a difficulty nothing more than 

pleasing, widening as he went so as to distend and smooth each soft furrow: our pleasure 

increasing deliciously, in proportion to our points of mutual touch increased in that so vital part 

of me which I had now taken him, all indriven, and completely sheathed; and which, crammed as 

it was, stretched splitting ripe, gave it so gratefully straight an accommodation! so strict a fold! a 

suction so fierce! that gave and took unutterable delight. We had now reached the closest point 

of union; but when he beckened to come on the fiercer, as if I had ben actuated by a fear of 

losing him, in the height of my fury, I twist my legs round his naked loins, the flesh of which, so 

firm, so springy to the touch, quivered again under the pressure; and now I had him every way 

encircled and begirt; and having drawn him home to me, I kept him fast there, as if I had sought 

to unite bodies with him at that point. This bred a pause of action, a pleasure stop, whilst that 

delicate glutton, my nether mouth, as full as it could hold, kept palating, with exquisite relish, the 

morsel that so deliciously ingorged it. But nature could not long endure a pleasure that it so 

highly provoked without satisfying it: pursuing then its darling end, the battery recommenced 

with redoubled exertion; nor lay I inactive on my side, but encountering him with all the 

impetuosity of motion I was mistress of, the downy cloth of our meeting mount was now of real 

use to break the violence of the tilt; and soon, indeed! the highwrought agitation, the sweet 

urgency of this to-and-fro friction, raised the titillation on me to its height; so that finding myself 

on the point of going, and loath to leave the tender partner of my joys behind me, I employed all 

the forwarding motions and arts my experience suggested to me, to promote his keeping me 

company to our journey’s end. I not only then tightened the pleasure-girth round my restless 

inmate, by a secret spring of friction and compression that obeys the will in those parts, but stole 

my hand softly to that store bag of nature’s prime sweets, which is so pleasingly attached to its 

conduit pipe, from which we receive them; there feeling, and most gently indeed, squeezing 

those tender globular reservoirs, the magic touch took instant effect, quickened, and brought on 

upon the spur the symptoms of that sweet agony, the melting moment of dissolution, when 

pleasure dies by pleasure, and the mysterious engine of it overcomes the titillation it has raised in 

those parts, by plying them with the stream of a warm liquid, that in itself the highest of all 

titillations, and which they thirstily express and draw in like the hot natured leach, which, to cool 

itself, tenaciously extracts all the moisture within its sphere of execution. Chiming then to me, 

with exquisite consent, as I melted away, his oily balsamic injection, mixing deliciously with the 

sluices in flow from me, sheathed and blunted all the stings of pleasure, whilst a voluptuous 

languor possest, and still maintained us motionless, and fast locked in one another’s arms. Alas! 

that these delights should be no longer-lived; for now the point of pleasure, unedged by 

enjoyment, and all the brisk sensations flattened upon us, resigned us up to the cool cares of 

insipid life. Disengaging myself then from his embrace, I made him sensible of the reasons there 

were for his present leaving me; on which, though reluctantly, he put on his clothes, with as little 

expedition, however, as he could help, wantonly interrupting himself, between whiles, with 



kisses, touches and embraces I could not refuse myself to. Yet he happily returned to his master 

before he was missed; but, at taking leave, I forced him (for he had sentiments enough to refuse 

it) to receive money enough to buy a silver watch, that great article of subaltern finery, which he 

at length accepted of, as a remembrance he was carefully to preserve of my affections. 

And here, Madam, I ought, perhaps, to make you an apology for this minute detail of things, 

that dwelt so strongly upon my memory, after so deep an impression; but, besides that this 

intrigue bred one great revolution in my life, which historical truth requires I should not sink 

from you, may I not presume that so exalted a pleasure ought not to be ungratefully forgotten, or 

suppressed by me, because I found it in a character in low life; where, by the by, it is oftener met 

with, purer, and more unsophisticated, than among the false, ridiculous refinements with which 

the great suffer themselves to be so grossly cheated by their pride: the great! than whom, there 

exist few amongst those they call the vulgar, who are more ignorant of, or who cultivate less, the 

art of living than they do; they, I say, who for ever mistake things the most foreign to the nature 

of pleasure itself; whose capital favourite object is enjoyment of beauty, wherever that rare 

invaluable gift is found, without distinction of birth, or station. 

As love never had, so now revenge had no longer any share in my commerce in this handsome 

youth. The sole pleasures of enjoyment were now the link I held to him by: for though nature had 

done such great maters for him in his outward form, and especially in that superb piece of 

furniture she had so liberally enriched him with; though he was thus qualified to give the senses 

their richest feast, still there was something more wanting to create in me, and constitute the 

passion of love. Yet Will had very good qualities too: gentle, tractable, and, above all, grateful; 

silentious, even to a fault: he spoke, at any time, very little, but made it up emphatically with 

action; and, to do him justice, he never gave me the least reason to complain, either of any 

tendency to encroach upon me for the liberties I allowed him, or of his indiscretion in blabbing 

them. There is, then, a fatality in love, or have loved him I must; for he was really a treasure, a 

bit for the Bonne Bouche of a duchess; and, to say the truth, my liking for him was so extreme, 

that it was distinguishing very nicely to deny that I loved him. 

My happiness, however, with him did not last long, but found an end from my own imprudent 

neglect. After having taken even superfluous precautions against a discovery, our success in 

repeated meetings emboldened me to omit the barely necessary ones. About a month after our 

first intercourse, one fatal morning (the season Mr. H.... rarely or never visited me in) I was in 

my closet, where my toilet stood, in nothing but my shift, a bed gown and under petticoat. Will 

was with me, and both ever too well disposed to baulk an opportunity. For my part, a whim, a 

wanton toy had just taken me, and I had challenged my man to execute it on the spot, who 

hesitated not to comply with my humour: I was set in the arm chair, my shift and petticoat up, 

my thighs wide spread and mounted over the arms of the chair, presenting the fairest mark to 

Will’s drawn weapon, which he stood in act to plunge into me, when, having neglected to secure 

the chamber door, and that of the closet standing a-jar, Mr. H.... stole in upon us, before either of 

us was aware, and saw us precisely in these convicting attitudes. 

I gave a great scream, and dropped my petticoat: the thunder-struck lad stood trembling and 

pale, waiting his sentence of death. Mr. H.... looked sometimes at one, sometimes at the other, 

with a mixture of indignation and scorn; and, without saying a word, spun upon his heel and 

went out. 

As confused as I was, I heard him very distinctly turn the key, and lock the chamber door upon 

us, so that there was no escape but through the dining room, where he himself was walking about 



with distempered strides, stamping in a great chafe, and doubtless debating what he would do 

with us. 

In the mean time, poor William was frightened out of his senses, and, as much need as I had of 

spirits myself, I was obliged to employ them all to keep his a little up. The misfortune I had now 

brought upon him, endeared him the more to me, and I could have joyfully suffered any 

punishment he had not shared in. I watered, plentifully, with my tears, the face of the frightened 

youth, who sat, not having strength to stand, as cold and as lifeless as a statue. 

Presently Mr. H.... comes in to us again, and made us go before him into the dining room, 

trembling and dreading the issue, Mr. H.....sat down on a chair whilst we stood like criminals 

under examination; and, beginning with me, asked me, with an even firm tone of voice, neither 

soft nor severe, but cruelly indifferent, what I could say for myself, for having abused him in so 

unworthy a manner, with his own servant too, and how he had deserved this of me? 

Without adding to the guilt of my infidelity, that of an audacious defence of it, in the old style 

of a common kept miss, my answer was modest, and often interrupted by my tears, in substance 

as follows: “That I never had a single thought of wronging him” (which was true), “till I had 

seen him taking the last liberties with my servant wench” (here he coloured prodigiously), “and 

that my resentment at that, which I was over-awed from giving vent to by complaints, or 

explanations with him, had driven me to a course that I did not pretend to justify; but that as to 

the young man, he was entirely faultless; for that, in the view of making him the instrument of 

my revenge, I had down right seduced him to what he had done; and therefore hoped, whatever 

he determined about me, he would distinguish between the guilty and the innocent; and that; for 

the rest, I was entirely at his mercy.” 

Mr. H.... on hearing what I said, hung his head a little; but instantly recovering himself, he said 

to me, as near as I can retain, to the following purpose: 

“Madam, I owe shame to myself, and confess you have fairly turned the tables upon me. It is 

not with one of your cast of breeding and sentiments, that I allow you so much reason on your 

side, as great difference of the provocations: be it sufficient that I should enter into a discussion 

of the very to have changed my resolution, in consideration of what you reproach me with; and I 

own, too, that your clearing that rascal there, is fair and honest in you. Renew with you I cannot: 

the affront is too gross. I give you a week’s warning to get out of these lodgings; whatever I have 

given you, remains to you; and as I never intend to see you more, the landlord will pay you fifty 

pieces on my account, with which, and every debt paid, I hope you will own I do not leave you 

in a worse condition than what I took you up in, or that you deserve of me. Blame yourself only 

that it is no better.” 

Then, without giving me time to reply, he addressed himself to the young fellow: 

“For you, spark, I shall, for your father’s sake, take care of you: the town is no place for such 

an easy fool as thou art; and to-morrow you shall set out, under the charge of one of my men, 

well recommended, in my name, to your father, not to let you return and be spoil’d here.” 

At these words he went out, after my vainly attempting to stop him, by throwing myself at his 

feet. He shook me off, though he seemed greatly moved too, and took Will away with him, who, 

I dare swear, thought himself very cheaply off. 

I was now once more a-drift, and left upon my own hands, by a gentleman whom I certainly 

did not deserve. And all the letters, arts, friends, entreaties that I employed within the week of 

grace in my lodging, could never win on him so much as to see me again. He had irrevocably 



pronounced my doom, and submission to it was my only part. Soon after he married a lady of 

birth and fortune, to whom, I have heard he proved an irreproachable husband. 

As for poor Will, he was immediately sent down to the country to his father, who was an easy 

farmer, where he was not four months before an inn-keepers’ buxom young widow, with a very 

good stock, both in money and trade, fancied, and perhaps pre-acquainted with his secret 

excellencies, married him: and I am sure there was, at least, one good foundation for their living 

happily together. 

Though I should have been charmed to see him before he went, such measures were taken, by 

Mr. H....’s orders, that it was impossible; otherwise I should certainly have endeavoured to detain 

him in town, and would have spared neither offers nor expense to have procured myself the 

satisfaction of keeping him with me. He had such powerful holds upon my inclinations as were 

not easily to be shaken off, or replaced; as to my heart, it was quite out of the question: glad, 

however, I was from my soul, that nothing worse, and as things turned out, nothing better could 

have happened to him. 

As to Mr. H..., though views of conveniency made me, at first, exert myself to regain his 

affection, I was giddy and thoughtless enough to be much easier reconciled to my failure than I 

ought to have been; but as I never had loved him, and his leaving me gave me a sort of liberty 

that I had often longed for, I was soon comforted; and flattering myself, that the stock of youth 

and beauty I was going to trade with, could hardly fail of procuring me a maintenance, I saw 

myself under the necessity of trying my fortune with them, rather, with pleasure and gaiety, than 

with the least idea of despondency. 

In the mean time, several of my acquaintances among the sisterhood, who had soon got wind 

of my misfortune, flocked to insult me with their malicious consolations. Most of them had long 

envied me the affluence and splendour I had been maintained in; and though there was scarce 

one of them that did not at least deserve to be in my case, and would probably, sooner or later, 

come to it, it was equally easy to remark, even in their affected pity, their secret pleasure at 

seeing me thus discarded, and their secret grief that it was no worse with me. Unaccountable 

malice of the human heart! and which is not confined to the class of life they were of. 

But as the time approached for me to come to some resolution how to dispose of myself, and I 

was considering, round where to shift my quarters to, Mrs. Cole, a middle aged discreet sort of 

woman, who had been brought into my acquaintance by one of the misses that visited me, upon 

learning my situation, came to offer her cordial advice and service to me; and as I had always 

taken to her more than to any of my female acquaintances, I listened the easier to her proposals. 

And, as it happened, I could not have put myself into worse, or into better hands in all London: 

into worse, because keeping a house of conveniency, there were no lengths in lewdness she 

would not advise me to go, in compliance with her customers; no schemes, or pleasure, or even 

unbounded debauchery, she did not take even a delight in promoting: into a better, because 

nobody having had more experience of the wicked part of the town than she had, was fitter to 

advise and guard one against the worst dangers of our profession; and what was rare to be met 

with in those of her’s, she contented herself with a moderate living profit upon her industry and 

good offices, and had nothing of their greedy rapacious turn. She was really too a gentlewoman 

born and bred, but through a train of accidents reduced to this course, which she pursued, partly 

through necessity, partly through choice, as never woman delighted more in encouraging a brisk 

circulation of the trade, for the sake of the trade itself, or better understood all the mysteries and 

refinements of it, than she did; so that she was consummately at the top of her profession, and 



dealt only with customers of distinction: to answer the demands of whom she kept a competent 

number of her daughters in constant recruit (so she called those whom their youth and personal 

charms recommended to her adoption and management: several of whom, by her means, and 

through her tuition and instructions, succeeded very well in the world). 

This useful gentlewoman upon whose protection I now threw myself, having her reasons of 

state, respecting Mr. H...., for not appearing too much in the thing herself, sent a friend of her’s, 

on the day appointed for my removal, to conduct me to my new lodgings at a brush-maker’s in 

E—— street, Covent Garden, the very next door to her own house, where she had no 

conveniences to lodge me herself: lodgings that, by having been for several successions tenanted 

by ladies of pleasures, the landlord of them was familiarized to their ways; and provided the rent 

was paid, every thing else was as easy and commodious as one could desire. 

The fifty guineas promised me by Mr. H...., at his parting with me, having been duly paid me, 

all my clothes and moveables chested up, which were at least of two hundred pounds value, I had 

them conveyed into a coach, where I soon followed them, after taking a civil leave of the 

landlord and his family, with whom I had never lived in a degree of familiarity enough to regret 

the removal; but still, the very circumstance of its being a removal, drew tears from me. I left, 

too, a letter of thanks for Mr. H...., from whom I concluded myself, as I really was, irretrievably 

separated. 

My maid I had discharged the day before, not only because I had her of Mr. H...., but that I 

suspected her of having some how or other been the occasion of his discovering me, in revenge, 

perhaps, for my not having trusted her with him. 

We soon got to my lodgings, which, though not so handsomely furnished, nor so showy as 

those I left, were to the full as convenient, and at half price, though on the first floor. My trunks 

were safely landed, and stowed in my apartments, where my neighbour, and now gouvernante, 

Mrs. Cole, was ready with my landlord to receive me, to whom she took care to set me out in the 

most favourable light, that of one from whom there was the clearest reason to expect the regular 

payment of his rent: all the cardinal virtues attributed to me, would not have had half the weight 

of that recommendation alone. 

I was now settled in lodgings of my own, abandoned to my own conduct, and turned loose 

upon the town, to sink or swim, as I could manage with the current of it; and what were the 

consequences, together with the number of adventures which befell me in the exercise of my new 

profession, will compose the mater of another letter: for surely it is high time to put a period! to 

this. 

I am, 

MADAM, 

Yours, etc., etc., etc. 

THE END OF THE FIRST LETTER 

  



LETTER THE SECOND 

Madam, 

If I have delayed the sequel of my history, it has been purely to allow myself a little breathing 

time not without some hopes, that, instead of pressing me to a continuation, you would have 

acquitted me of the task of pursuing a confession, in the course of which my self-esteem has so 

many wounds to sustain. 

I imagined, indeed, that you would have been cloyed and tired with uniformity of adventures 

and expressions, inseparable from a subject of this sort, whose bottom, or groundwork being, in 

the nature of things eternally one and the same, whatever variety of forms and modes the 

situations are susceptible of, there is no escaping a repetition of near the same images, the same 

figures, the same expressions, with this further inconvenience added to the disgust it creates, that 

the words Joys, Ardours, Transports, Extasies and the rest of those pathetic terms so congenial 

to, so received in the Practice of Pleasure, flatten and lose much of their due spirit and energy by 

the frequency they indispensably recur with, in a narrative of which that Practice professedly 

composes the whole basis. I must therefore trust to the candour of your judgment, for your 

allowing for the disadvantage I am necessarily under in that respect; and to your imagination and 

sensibility, the pleasing taks of repairing it, by their supplements, where my descriptions flag or 

fail: the one will readily place the pictures I present before your eyes; the other give life to the 

colours where they are dull, or worn with too frequent handling. 

What you say besides, by way of encouragement concerning the extreme difficulty of 

continuing so long in one strain, in a mean tempered with taste, between the revoltingness of 

gross, rank and vulgar expressions, and the ridicule of mincing metaphors and affected 

circumlocutions, is so sensible, as well as good-natured, that you greatly justify me to myself for 

my compliance with a curiosity that is to be satisfied so extremely at my expense. 

Resuming now where I broke off in my last, I am in my way to remark to you, that it was late 

in the evening before I arrived at my lodgings, and Mrs. Cole, after helping me to range and 

secure my things, spent the whole evening with me in my apartment, where we supped together, 

in giving me the best advice and instruction with regard to the new stage of my profession I was 

now to enter upon; and passing thus from a private devotee to pleasure into a public one, to 

become a more general good, with all the advantages requisite to put my person out to use, either 

for interest or pleasure, or both. “But then,” she observed, “as I was a kind of new face upon the 

town, that is, was an established rule, and part of trade, for me to pass for a maid and dispose of 

myself as such on the first good occasion, without prejudice, however, to such diversions as I 

might have a mind to in the interim; for that nobody could be a greater enemy than she was to the 

losing of time. That she would, in the mean time, do her best to find out a proper person, and 

would undertake to manage this nice point for me, if I would accept of her aid and advice to such 

good purpose, that, in the loss of a fictitious maidenhead, I should reap all the advantages of a 

native one.” 

As too great a delicacy of sentiments did not extremely belong to my character at that time, I 

confess, against myself, that I perhaps too readily closed with a proposal which my candor and 

ingenuity gave me some repugnance to: but not enough to contradict the intention of one to 

whom I had now thoroughly abandoned the direction of all my steps. For Mrs. Cole had, I do not 

know how unless by one of those unaccountable invincible sympathies that, nevertheless, from 

the strongest links, especially of female friendship, won and got entire possession of me. On her 



side, she pretended that a strict resemblance, she fancied she saw in me, to an only daughter 

whom she had lost at my age, was the first motive of her taking to me so affectionately as she 

did. It might be so: there exist a slender motives of attachment, that, gathering force from habit 

and liking, have proved often more solid and durable than those founded on much stronger 

reasons; but this I know, that though I had no other acquaintance with her, than seeing her at my 

lodgings, when I lived with Mr. H..., where she had made errands to sell me some millinery 

ware, she had by degrees insinuated herself so far into my confidence, that I threw myself blindly 

into her hands, and came, at length, to regard, love, and obey her implicitly; and, to do her 

justice, I never experienced at her hands other than a sincerity of tenderness, and care for my 

interest, hardly heard of in those of her profession. We parted that night, after having settled a 

perfect unreserved agreement; and the next morning Mrs. Cole came, and took me with her to 

her house for the first time. 

Here, at the first sight of things, I found every thing breathe an air of decency, modesty and 

order. 

In the outer parlour, or rather shop, sat three young women, rather demurely employed on 

millinery work, which was the cover of a traffic in more precious commodities; but three 

beautifuller creatures could hardly be seen. Two of them were extremely fair, the eldest not 

above nineteen; and the third, much about that age, was a piquant brunette, whose black sparking 

eyes, and perfect harmony of features and shape, left her nothing to envy in her fairer 

companions. Their dress too had the more design in it, the less it appeared to have, being in a 

taste of uniform correct neatness, and elegant simplicity. These were the girls that composed the 

small domestic flock, which my governess trained up with surprising order and management, 

considering the giddy wildness of young girls once got upon the loose. But then she never 

continued any in her house, whom, after a due noviciate, she found un-tractable, or unwilling to 

comply with the rules of it. Thus she had insensibly formed a little family of love, in which the 

members found so sensibly their account, in a rare alliance of pleasure and interest, and of a 

necessary outward decency, with unbounded secret liberty, that Mrs. Cole, who had picked them 

as much for their temper as their beauty, governed them with ease to herself and them too. 

To these pupils then of hers, whom she had prepared, she presented me as a new boarder, and 

one that was to be immediately admitted to all the intimacies of the house; upon which these 

charming girls gave me all the marks of a welcome reception, and indeed of being perfectly 

pleased with my figure, that I could possibly expect from any of my own sex: but they had been 

effectually brought to sacrifice all jealousy, or competition of charms, to a common interest, and 

considered me a partner that was bringing no despicable stock of goods into the trade of the 

house. They gathered round me, viewed me on all sides; and as my admission into this joyous 

troop made a little holiday, the shew of work was laid aside; and Mrs. Cole giving me up, with 

special recommendation, to their caresses and entertainment, went about her ordinary business of 

the house. 

The sameness of our sex, age, profession, and views, soon creased as unreserved a freedom 

and intimacy as if we had been for years acquainted. They took and shewed me the house, their 

respective apartments, which were furnished with every article of convenience and luxury; and 

above all, a spacious drawing-room, where a select revelling band usually met, in general parties 

of pleasure; the girls supping with their sparks, and acting their wanton pranks with unbounded 

licentiousness; whilst a defiance of awe, modesty or jealousy were their standing rules, by which, 

according to the principles of their society, whatever pleasure was lost on the side of sentiment, 

was abundantly made up to the senses in the poignancy of variety, and the charms of ease and 



luxury. The authors and supporters of this secret institution would, in the height of their humour, 

style themselves the restorers of the golden age and its simplicity of pleasures, before their 

innocence became so unjustly branded with the names of guilt and shame. 

As soon then as the evening began, and the shew of a shop was shut, the academy opened; the 

mask of mock-modesty was completely taken off, and all the girls delivered over to their 

respective calls of pleasure or interest with their men: and none of that sex was promiscuously 

admitted, but only such as Mrs. Cole was previously satisfied with their character and discretion. 

In short, this was the safest, politest, and, at the same time, the most thorough house of 

accommodation in town: every thing being conducted so, that decency made no intrenchment 

upon the most libertine pleasures; in the practice of which, too, the choice familiars of the house 

had found the secret so rare and difficult, of reconciling even all the refinements of taste and 

delicacy, with the most gross and determinate gratifications of sensuality. 

After having consumed the morning in the dear endearments and instructions of my new 

acquaintance, we went to dinner, when Mrs. Cole, presiding at the head of her club, gave me the 

first idea of her management and address, in inspiring these girls with so sensible a love and 

respect for her. There was no stiffness, no reserve, no airs of pique, or little jealousies, but all 

was unaffectedly gay, cheerful and easy. 

After dinner, Mrs. Cole, seconded by the young ladies, acquainted me that there was a chapter 

to be held that night in form, for the ceremony of my reception into the sisterhood; and in which, 

with all due reserve to my maidenhead, that was to be occasionally cooked up for the first proper 

chapman. I was to undergo a ceremonial of initiation they were sure I should not be displeased 

with. 

Embarked as I was, and moreover captivated with the charms of my new companions, I was 

too much prejudiced in favour of any proposal they could make, to as much as hesitate an assent; 

which, therefore, readily giving in the style of a carte blanche, I received fresh kisses of 

compliment from them all, in approval of my docility and good nature. Now I was “a sweet girl... 

I came into things with a good grace... I was not affectedly coy... I should be the pride of the 

house,” and the like. 

This point thus adjusted, the young women left Mrs. Cole to talk and concert matters with me, 

when she explained to me, that “I should be introduced that very evening, to four of her best 

friends, one of whom she had, according to the custom of the house, favoured with the 

preference of engaging me in the first party of pleasure;” assuring me, at the same time, “that 

they were all young gentlemen agreeable in their persons, and unexceptionable in every respect; 

that united, and holding together by the band of common pleasures, they composed the chief 

support of her house, and made very liberal presents to the girls that pleased and humoured them, 

so that they were, properly speaking, the founders and patrons of this little seraglio. Not but that 

she had, at proper seasons, other customers to deal with, whom she stood less upon punctilio 

with, than with these; for instance, it was not on one of them she could attempt to pass me for a 

maid; they were not only too knowing, too much town-bred to bite at such a bait, but they were 

such generous benefactors to her, that it would be unpardonable to think of it.” 

Amidst all the flutter and emotion which this promise of pleasure, for such I conceived it, 

stirred up in me, I preserved so much of the woman, as to feign just reluctance enough to make 

some merit, of sacrificing it to the influence of my patroness, whom I likewise, still in character, 

reminded of it perhaps being right for me to go home and dress, in favour of my first 

impressions. 



But Mrs. Cole, in opposition to this, assured me, “that the gentlemen I should be presented to 

were, by their rank and taste of things, infinitely superior to the being touched with any glare of 

dress or ornaments, such slick women rather confound and overlay than set off their beauty with; 

that these veteran voluptuaries knew better than not to hold them in the highest contempt: they 

with whom the pure native charms alone could pass current, and who would at any time leave a 

sallow, washy, painted duchess on her own hands, for a ruddy, healthy firm fleshed country 

maid; and as for my part, that nature had done enough for me, to set me above owing the least 

favour to art;” concluding withal, that for the instant occasion, there was no dress like an 

undress. 

I thought my governess too good a judge of these matters, not to be easily overruled by her: 

after which she went on preaching very pathetically the doctrine of passive obedience and non-

resistance to all those arbitrary tastes of pleasure, which are by some styled the refinements, and 

by others the depravations of it; between whom it was not the business of a simple girl, who was 

to profit by pleasing, to decide, but to conform to. Whilst I was edifying by these wholesome 

lessons, tea was brought in, and the young ladies, returning, joined company with us. 

After a great deal of mixed chat, frolic and humour, one of them, observing that there would 

be a good deal of time on and before the assembly hour, proposed that each girl should entertain 

the company with that critical period of her personal history, in which she first exchanged the 

maiden state for womanhood. The proposal was approved, with only one restriction of Mrs. 

Cole, that she, on account of her age, and I, on account of my titular maidenhead, should be 

excused, at least till I had undergone the forms of the house. This obtained me a dispensation, 

and the promotress of this amusement was desired to begin. 

Her name was Emily; a girl fair to excess, and whose limbs were, if possible, too well made, 

since their plump fulness was rather to the prejudice of that delicate slimness required by the 

nicer judges of beauty; her eyes were blue, and streamed inexpressible sweetness, and nothing 

could be prettier than her mouth and lips, which closed over a range of the evenest and whitest 

teeth. Thus she began: 

“Neither my extraction, nor the most critical adventure of my life, is sublime enough to 

impeach me of any vanity in the advancement of the proposal you have approved of. My father 

and mother were, and for aught I know, are still, farmers in the country, not above forty miles 

from town: their barbarity to me, in favour of a son, on whom alone they vouchsafed to bestow 

their tenderness, had a thousand times determined me to fly their house, and throw myself on the 

wide world; but, at length, an accident forced me on this desperate attempt at the age of fifteen. I 

had broken a chinabowl, the pride and idol of both their hearts; and as an unmerciful beating was 

the least I had to depend on at their hands, in the silliness of these tender years, I left the house, 

and, at all adventures, took the road to London. How my loss was resented I do not know, for till 

this instant I have not heard a syllable about them. My whole stock was two broad pieces of my 

godmother’s, a few shillings, silver shoe-buckles and a silver thimble. Thus equipped, with no 

more clothes than the ordinary ones I had on my back, and frightened at every foot or noise I 

heard behind me, I hurried on; and I dare sweare, walked a dozen miles before I stopped, through 

mere weariness and fatigue. At length I sat down on a style, wept bitterly, and yet was still rather 

under increased impressions of fear on the account of my escape; which made me dread, worse 

than death, the going back to my unnatural parents. Refreshed by this little repose, and relieved 

by my tears, I was proceeding onward, when I was overtaken by a sturdy country lad, who was 

going to London to see what he could do for himself there, and, like me, had given his friends the 

slip. He could not be above seventeen, was ruddy, well featured enough, with uncombed flaxen 



hair, a little flapped hat, kersey frock, yarn stockings, in short, a perfect plough boy. I saw him 

come whistling behind me, with a bundle tied to the end of a stick, his travelling equipage. We 

walked by one another for some time without speaking; at length we joined company, and agreed 

to keep together till we got to our journey’s end; what his designs or ideas were, I know not: the 

innocence of mine I can solemnly protest. 

“As night drew on, it became us to look out for some inn or shelter; to which perplexity 

another was added, and that was, what we should say for ourselves, if we were questioned. After 

some puzzle, the young fellow started a proposal, which I thought the finest that could be; and 

what was that? why, that we should pass for husband and wife: I never dreamed of 

consequences. We came presently, after having agreed on this notable experience, to one of 

those hedge accommodations for foot passengers, at the door of which stood an old crazy 

beldam, who seeing us trudge by, invited us to lodge there. Glad of any cover, we went in, and 

my fellow traveller, taking all upon him, called for what the house afforded, and we supped 

together as man and wife; which, considering our figures and ages, could not have passed on any 

one but such as any thing could pass on. But when bed-time came on, we had neither of us the 

courage to contradict our first account of ourselves; and what was extremely pleasant, the young 

lad seemed as perplexed as I was how to evade lying together, which was so natural for the state 

we had pretended to. Whilst we were in this quandary, the landlady takes the candles, and lights 

us to our apartment, through a long yard, at the end of which it stood, separate from the body of 

the house. Thus we suffered ourselves to be conducted, without saying a word in opposition to it; 

and there, in a wretched room, with a bed answerable, we were left to pass the night together, as 

a thing quite of course. For my part, I was so incredibly innocent, as not even to think much 

more harm of going into bed with the young man, than with one of our dairy wenches; nor had 

he, perhaps, any other notions than those of innocence, till such a fair occasion put them into his 

head. 

“Before either of us undressed, however, he put out the candle; and the bitterness of the 

weather made it a kind of necessity for me to go into bed: slipping then my clothes off, I crept 

under the bedclothes, where I found the young stripling already nestled, and the touch of his 

warm flesh rather pleased than alarmed me. I was indeed too much disturbed with the novelty of 

my condition to be able to sleep; but then I had not the least thought of harm. But oh! how 

powerful are the instincts of nature! how little is there wanting to set them in action! The young 

man, sliding his arm under my body, drew me gently towards him, as if to keep himself and me 

warmer; and the heat I felt from joining our breasts, kindled another that I had hitherto never felt, 

and was, even then, a stranger to the nature of. Emboldened, I suppose, by my easiness, he 

ventured to kiss me, and I insensibly returned it; without knowing the consequence of returning 

it: for, on this encouragement, he slipped his hand all down from my breast to that part of me 

where the sense of feeling is so exquisitely critical, as I then experienced by its instant taking fire 

upon the touch, and glowing with a strange tickling heat: there he pleased himself and me, by 

feeling, till growing a little too bold with me, he hurt me, and made me complain. Then he took 

my hand, which he guided, not unwillingly on my side, between the twist of his closed thighs, 

which were extremely warm; there he lodged and pressed it, till raising it by degrees, he made 

me feel the proud distinction of his sex from mine. I was frightened at the novelty, and drew 

back my hand; yet, pressed and spurred on by sensations of a strange pleasure, I could not help 

asking him what that was for? He told me he would shew me if I would let him; and without 

waiting for my answer, which he prevented by stopping my mouth with kisses I was far from 

disrelishing, he got upon me, and inserting one of his thighs between mine, opened them so as to 



make way for himself, and fixed me to his purpose; whilst I was so much out of my usual sense, 

so subdued by the present power of a new one, that, between far and desire, I lay utter passive, 

till the piercing pain rouzed and made me cry out. But it was too late: he was too firm fixed in 

the saddle for me to compass flinging him, with all the struggles I could use, some of which only 

served to further his point, and at length an irresistible thrust murdered at once my maidenhead, 

and almost me. I now lay a bleeding witness of the necessity imposed on our sex, to gather the 

first honey off the thorns. 

“But the pleasure rising as the pain subsided, I was soon reconciled to fresh trials, and before 

morning, nothing on earth could be dearer to me than this rifler of my virgin sweets: he was 

every thing to me now. 

“How we agreed to join fortunes: how we came up to town together, where we lived some 

time, till necessity-parted us, and drove me into this course of life, to which I had been long ago 

bettered and torn to pieces before I came to this age, as much through my easiness, as through 

inclination, had it not been for my finding refuge in this house: these are all circumstances which 

pass the mark I proposed, so that here my narrative ends.” 

In the order of our sitting, it was Harriet’s turn to go on. Amongst all the beauties of our sex, 

that I had before, or have since seen, few indeed were the forms that could dispute excellence 

with her’s; it was not delicate, but delicacy itself incarnate, such was the symmetry of her small 

but exactly fashioned limbs. Her complexion, fair as it was, appeared yet more fair, from the 

effect of two black eyes, the brilliancy of which gave her face more vivacity than belonged to the 

colour of it, which was only defended from paleness, by a sweetly pleasing blush in her cheeks, 

that grew fainter and fainter, till at length it died away insensibly into the overbearing white. 

Then her miniature features joined to finish the extreme sweetness of it, which was not belied by 

that of a temper turned to indolence, languor, and the pleasures of love. Pressed to subscribe her 

contingent, she smiled, blushed a little, and thus complied with our desires: 

“My father was neither better nor worse than a miller near the city of York; and both he and 

my mother dying whilst I was an infant, I fell under the care of a widow and childless aunt, 

housekeeper to my lord N..., at his seat in the county of..., where she brought me up with all 

imaginable tenderness. I was not seventeen, as I am not now eighteen, before I had, on account 

of my person purely (for fortune I had notoriously none), several advantageous proposals; but 

whether nature was slow in making me sensible in her favourite passion, or that I had not seen 

any of the other sex who had stirred up the least emotion or curiosity to be better acquainted with 

it, I had, till that age, preserved a perfect innocence, even of thought: whilst my fears of I did not 

now well know what, made me no more desirous of marrying than of dying. My aunt, good 

woman, favoured my timorousness, which she looked on as childish affection, that her own 

experience might probably assure her would wear off in time, and gave my suitors proper 

answers for me. 

“The family had not been down at that seat for years, so that it was neglected, and committed 

entirely to my aunt, and two old domestics to take care of it. Thus I had the full range of a 

spacious lonely house and gardens, situated at about half a mile distance from any other 

habitation, except, perhaps, a straggling cottage or so. 

“Here, in tranquillity and innocence, I grew up without any memorable accident, till one fatal 

day I had, as I had often done before, left my aunt asleep, and secure for some hours, after 

dinner; and resorting to a kind of ancient summer house, at some distance from the house, I 

carried my work with me, and sat over a rivulet, which its door and window faced upon. Here I 



fell into a gentle breathing slumber, which stole upon my senses, as they fainted under the 

excessive heat of the season at that hour; a cane couch, with my work basked for a pillow, were 

all the conveniences of my short repose; for I was soon awaked and alarmed by a flounce, and 

noise of splashing in the water. I got up to see what was the matter; and what indeed should it be 

but the son of a neighbouring gentleman, as I afterwards found (for I had never seen him before), 

who had strayed that way with his gun, and heated by his sport, and the sultriness of the day, had 

been tempted by the freshness of the clear stream; so that presently stripping, he jumped into it 

on the other side, which bordered on a wood, some trees whereof, inclined down to the water, 

formed a pleasing shady recess, commodious to undress and leave his clothes under. 

“My first emotions at the sight of this youth, naked in the water, were, with all imaginable 

respect to truth, those of surprise and fear; and, in course, I should immediately have run out, had 

not my modesty, fatally for itself, interposed the objection of the door and window being so 

situated, that it was scarce possible to get out, and make my way along the bank to the house, 

without his seeing me: which I could not bear the thought of, so much ashamed and confounded 

was I at having seen him. Condemned then to stay till his departure should release me, I was 

greatly embarrassed how to dispose of myself: I kept some time betwixt terror and modesty, even 

from looking through the window, which being an old fashioned casement, without any light 

behind me, could hardly betray any one’s being there to him from within; then the door was so 

secure, that without violence, or my own consent, there was no opening it from without. 

“But now, by my own experience, I found it too true, that objects which affright us, when we 

cannot get from them, draw our eyes as forcibly as those that please us. I could not long 

withstand that nameless impulse, which, without any desire of this novel sight, compelled me 

towards it; emboldened too by my certainty of being at once unseen and safe, I ventured by 

degrees to cast my eyes on an object so terrible and alarming to my virgin modesty as a naked 

man. 

“But as I snatched a look, the first gleam that struck me, was in general the dewy lustre of the 

whitest skin imaginable, which the sun playing upon made the reflection of it perfectly beamy. 

His face, in the confusion I was in, I could not well distinguish the lineamints of, any farther than 

that there was a great deal of youth and freshness in it. The frolic and various play of all his fine 

polished limbs, as they appeared above the surface, in the course of his swimming or wantoning 

with the water, amused and insensibly delighted me; sometimes he lay motionless, on his back, 

waterborne, and dragging after him a fine head of hair, that, floating, swept the stream in a bush 

of black curls. Then the overflowing water would make a separation between his breast and 

glossy white belly; at the bottom of which I could not escape observing so remarkable a 

distinction, as a black mossy tuft, out of which appeared to emerge a round, softish, limber, 

white something, that played every way, with ever the least motion or whirling eddy. I cannot 

say but that part chiefly, by a kind of natural instinct, attracted, detained, captivated my attention: 

it was out of the power of all my modesty to command my eye away from it; and seeing nothing 

so very dreadful in its appearance, I insensibly looked away all my fears: but as fast as they gave 

way, new desires and strange wishes took place, and I melted as I gazed. The fire of nature, that 

had so long lain dormant or concealed, began to break out, and made me feel my sex for the first 

time. He had now changed his posture, and swam prone on his belly, striking out with his legs 

and arms; finer modeled than which could not have been cast, whilst his floating locks played 

over a neck and shoulders whose whiteness they delightfully set off. Then the luxuriant swell of 

flesh that rose from the small of his back, and terminates its double cope at where the thighs are 

set off, perfectly dazzled one with its watery glistening gloss. 



“By this time I was so affected by this inward involution of sentiments, so softened by this 

sight, that now, betrayed into a sudden transition from extreme fears to extreme desires, I found 

these last so strong upon me, the heat of the weather too perhaps conspiring to exalt their rage, 

that nature almost fainted under them. Not that I so much as knew precisely what was wanting to 

me: my only thought was, that so sweet a creature, as this youth seemed to me, could only make 

me happy; but then, the little likelihood there was of compassing an acquaintance with him, or 

perhaps of ever seeing him again, dashed my desires, and turned them into torments. I was still 

gazing, with all the powers of my sight, on this bewitching object, when, in an instant, down he 

went. I had heard of such things as a cramp seizing on even the best swimmers, and occasioning 

their being drowned; and imagining this so sudden eclipse to be owing to it, the inconceivable 

fondness this unknown lad had given birth to, distracted me with the most killing terrors; 

insomuch, that my concern giving the wings, I flew to the door, opened it, ran down to the canal, 

guided thither by the madness of my fears for him, and the intense desire of being an instrument 

to save him, though I was ignorant how, or by what means to effect it: but was it for fears, and a 

passion so sudden as mine, to reason! All this took up scarce the space of a few moments. I had 

then just life enough to reach the green borders of the waterpiece, where wildly looking round 

for the young man, and missing him still, my fright and concern sunk me down in a deep swoon, 

which must have lasted me some time; for I did not come to myself, till I was roused out of it by 

a sense of pain that pierced me to the vitals, and awaked me to the the most surprising 

circumstance of finding myself not only in the arms of this very young gentleman I had been so 

solicitous to save; but taken at such an advantage in my unresisting condition, that he had 

actually completed his entrance into me so far, that weakened as I was by all the preceding 

conflicts of mind I had suffered, and struck dumb by the violence of my surprise, I had neither 

the power to cry out, nor the strength to disengage myself from his strenuous embraces, before, 

urging his point, he had forced his way and completely triumphed over my virginity, as he might 

now as well see by the streams of blood that followed his drawing out, as he had felt by the 

difficulties he had met with consummating his penetration. But the sight of the blood, and the 

sense of my condition, had (as he told me afterwards), since the ungovernable rage of his passion 

was somewhat appeased, now wrought so far on him, that at all risks, even of the worst 

consequences, he could not find in his heart to leave me, and make off, which he might easily 

have done. I still lay all discomposed in bleeding ruin, palpitating, speechless, unable to get off, 

and frightened, and fluttering like a poor wounded partridge, and ready to faint away again at the 

sense of what had befallen me. The young gentleman was by me, kneeling, kissing my hand, and 

with tears in his eyes, beseeching me to forgive him, and offering all the reparation in his power. 

It is certain that could I, at the instant of regaining my senses, have called out, or taken the 

bloodiest revenge, I would not be stuck at it; the violation was attended too with such 

aggravating circumstances, though he was ignorant of them, since it was to my concern for the 

preservation of his life, that I owed my ruin. 

“But how quick is the shift of passions from one extreme to another! and how little are they 

acquainted with the human heart who dispute it! I could not see this amiable criminal, so 

suddenly the first object of my love, and as suddenly of my just hate, on his knees, bedewing my 

hands with his tears, without relenting. He was still stark-naked, but my modesty had been 

already too much wounded, in essentials, to be so much shocked as I should have otherwise been 

with appearances only; in short, my anger ebbed so fast, and the tide of love returned so strong 

upon me, that I felt it a point of my own happiness to forgive him. The reproaches I made him 

were murmured in so soft a tone, my eyes met his with such glances, expressing more languor 



than resentment, that he could not but presume his forgiveness was at no desperate distance; but 

still he would not quit his posture of submission, till I had pronounced his pardon in form; which 

after the most fervent entreaties, protestations, and promises, I had not the power to withhold. On 

which, with the utmost marks of a fear of again offending, he ventured to kiss my lips, which I 

neither declined nor resented: but on my mild expostulation with him upon the barbarity of his 

treatment, he explained the mystery of my ruin, if not entirely to the clearance, at least much to 

the alleviation of his guilt, in the eyes of a judge so partial in his favour as I was grown. 

“It seems that the circumstance of his going down, or sinking, which in my extreme ignorance 

I had mistaken for something very fatal, was no other than a trick of diving, which I had not ever 

heard, or at least attended o, the mention of: and he was so long-breathed at it, that in the few 

moments in which I ran out to save him, he had not yet emerged, before I fell into the swoon, in 

which, as he rose, seeing me extended on the bank, his first idea was, that some young woman 

was upon some design of frolic or diversion with him, for he knew I could not have fallen asleep 

there without his having seen me before: agreebly to which notion he had ventured to approach, 

and finding me without sign of life, and still perplexed as he was what to think of the adventure, 

he took me in his arms at all hazards, and carried me into the summer-house, of which he 

observed the door open: there he laid me down on the couch, and tried, as he protested in good 

faith, by several means to bring me to myself again, till fired, as he said, beyond all bearing by 

the sight and touch of several parts of me, which were unguardedly exposed to him, he could no 

longer govern his passion; and the less, as he was not quite sure that his first idea of this swoon 

being a feint, was not the very truth of the case; seduced then by this flattering notion, and 

overcome by the present, as he styled them, super-human temptations, combined with the 

solitude and seeming security of the attempt, he was not enough his own master not to make it. 

Leaving me then just only whilst he fastened the door, he returned with redoubled eagerness to 

his prey: when, finding me still entranced, he ventured to place me as he pleased, whilst I felt, no 

more than the dead, what he was about, till the pain he put me to roused me just in time enough 

to be witness of a triumph I was not able to defeat, and now scarce regretted: for as he talked, the 

tone of his voice sounded, methought, so sweetly in my ears, the sensible nearness of so new and 

interesting an object to me, wrought so powerfully upon me, that, in the rising perception of 

things in a new and pleasing light, I lost all sense of the past injury. The young gentleman soon 

discerned the symptoms of a reconciliation in my softened looks, and hastening to receive the 

seal of it from my lips, pressed them tenderly to pass his pardon in the return of a kiss so melting 

fiery, that the impression of it being carried to my heart, and thence to my new discovered sphere 

of Venus, I was melted into a softness that could refuse him nothing. When now he managed his 

caresses and endearments so artfully, as to insinuate the most soothing consolations for the past 

pain and the most pleasing expectations of future pleasure, but whilst mere modesty kept my 

eyes from seeing his and rather declined them, I had a glimpse of that instrument of mischief 

which was now, obviously even to me, who had scarce had snatches of a comparative 

observation of it, resuming its capacity to renew it, and grew greatly alarming with its increase of 

size, as he bore it no doubt designedly, hard and stiff against one of my hands carelessly dropt; 

but then he employed such tender prefacing, such winning progressions, that my returning 

passion of desire being now so strongly prompted by the engaging circumstances of the sight and 

incendiary touch of his naked glowing beauties, I yield at length at the force of the present 

impressions, and he obtained of my tacit blushing consent all the gratifications of pleasure left in 

the power of my poor person to bestow, after he had cropt its richest flower, during my 

suspension of life, and abilities to guard it. 



“Here, according to the rule laid down, I should stop; but I am so much in notion, that I could 

not if I would. I shall only add, however, that I got home without the least discovery, or 

suspicion of what had happened. I met my young ravisher several times after, whom I now 

passionately loved and who, though not of age to claim a small but independent fortune, would 

have married me; but as the accident that prevented it, and its consequences, which threw me on 

the public, contain matters too moving and serious to introduce at present, I cut short here.” 

Louisa, the brunette whom I mentioned at first, now took her turn to treat the company with 

her history. I have already hinted to you the graces of her person, than which nothing could be 

more exquisitely touching; I repeat touching, as a just distinction from striking, which is ever a 

less lasting effect, and more generally belongs to the fair complexions; but leaving that decision 

to every one’s taste, I proceed to give you Louisa’s narrative as follows: 

“According to practical maxims of life, I ought to boast of my birth, since I owe it to pure 

love, without marriage; but this I know, it was scarce possible to inherit a stronger propensity to 

that cause of my being than I did. I was the rare production of the first essay of a journeyman 

cabinet-maker, on his master’s maid: the consequence of which was a big belly, and the loss of a 

place. He was not in circumstances to do much for her; and yet, after all this blemish, she found 

means, after she had dropt her burthen, and disposed of me to a poor relation in the country, to 

repair it by marrying a pastry-cook here in London, in thriving business; on whom she soon, 

under favour of the complete ascendant he had given her over him, passed me for a child she had 

by her first husband. I had, on that footing, been taken home, and was not six years old when this 

father-in-law died, and left my mother in tolerable circumstances, and without any children by 

him. As to my natural father, he had betaken himself to the sea; where, when the truth of things 

came out, I was told that he died, not immensely rich you may think, since he was no more than 

a common sailor. As I grew up, under the eyes of my mother, who kept on the business, I could 

not but see, in her severe watchfulness, the marks of a slip, which she did not care should be 

hereditary; but we no more choose our passions than our features or complexions, and the bent of 

mine was so strong to the forbidden pleasure, that it got the better, at length, of all her care and 

precaution. I was scarce twelve years old, before that part which she wanted so much to keep out 

of harm’s way, made me feel its impatience to be taken notice of, and come into play; already 

had it put forth the signs of forwardness in the sprout of a soft down over it, which had often 

fluttered, and I might also say, grown under my constant touch and visitation, so pleased was I 

with what I took to be a kind of title to womanhood, that state I pined to be entered of, for the 

pleasures I conceived were annexed to it; and now the growing importance of that part to me, 

and the new sensations in it, demolished at once all my girlish play-things and amusements. 

Nature now pointed me strongly to more solid diversions, while all the stings of desire settled so 

fiercely in that little centre of them, that I could not mistake the spot I wanted a playfellow in. 

“I now shunned all company in which there was no hopes of coming at the object of my 

longings, and used to shut myself up, to indulge in solitude some tender meditation on the 

pleasure I strongly perceived the overture of, in feeling and examining what nature assured me 

must be the chosen avenue, the gates for unknown bliss to enter at, that I panted after. 

“But these meditations only increased my disorder, and blew the fire that consumed me. I was 

yet worse when, yielding at length to the insupportable irritations of the little fairy charm that 

tormented me, I seized it with my fingers, teazing it to no end. Sometimes, in the furious 

excitations of desire, I threw myself on the bed, spread my thighs abroad, and lay as it were 

expecting the longed-for relief, till finding my illusion, I shut and squeezed them together again, 

burning and fretting. In short, this develish thing, with its impetuous girds and itching fires, led 



me such a life, that I could neither, night or day, be at peace with it or myself. In time, however, I 

thought I had gained a prodigious prize, when figuring to myself that my fingers were something 

of the shape of what I pined for, I worked my way in with one of them with great agitation and 

delight; yet not without pain too did I deflower myself as far as it could reach; proceeding with 

such a fury of passion, in this solitary and last shift of pleasure, as extended me at length 

breathless on the bed in an amorous melting trance. 

“But frequency of use dulling the sensation, I soon began to perceive that this work was but a 

paultry shallow expedient, that went but a little way to relieve me, and rather raised more flame 

than its dry and insignificant titillation could rightly appease. 

“Man alone, I almost instinctively knew, as well as by what I had industriously picked up at 

weddings and christenings, was possessed of the only remedy that could reduce this rebellious 

disorder; but watched and overlooked as I was, how to come at it was the point, and that, to all 

appearance, an invincible one; not that I did not rack my brains and invention how at once to 

elude my mothers vigilance, and procure myself the satisfaction of my impetuous curiosity and 

longings for this mighty and untasted pleasure. At length, however, a singular chance did at once 

the work of a long course of alertness. One day that we had dined at an acquaintance over the 

way, together with a gentlewoman-lodger that occupied the first floor of our house, there started 

an indispensable necessity for my mother’s going down to Greenwich to accompany her: the 

party was settled, when I do not know what genius whispered me to plead a headache, which I 

certainly had not, against my being included in a jaunt that I had not the least relish for. The 

pretext, however, passed, and my mother, with much reluctance, prevailed with herself to go 

without me; but took particular care to see me safe home, where she consigned me into the hands 

of an old trusty maidservants, who served in the shop, for we had not a male creature in the 

house. 

“As soon as she was gone, I told the maid I would go up and lie down on our lodger’s bed, 

mine not being made, with a charge to her at the same time not to disturb me, as it was only rest I 

wanted. This injunction probably proved of eminent service to me. As soon as I was got into the 

bedchamber, I unlaced my stays, and threw myself on the outside of the bedclothes, in all the 

loosest undress. Here I gave myself up to the old insipid privy shifts of my self-viewing, self-

touching self-enjoying, in fine, to all the means of self knowledge I could devise, in search of the 

pleasure that fled before me, and tantalized with that unknown something that was out of my 

reach; thus all only served to enflame myself, and to provoke violently my desires, whilst the one 

thing needful to their satisfaction was not at hand, and I could have bit my finger for representing 

it so ill. After then wearying and fatiguing myself with grasping shadows, whilst that most 

sensible part of me disdained to content itself with less than realities, the strong yearnings, the 

urgent struggles of nature towards the melting relief, and the extreme self-agitations I had used to 

come at it, had wearied and thrown me into a kind of unquiet sleep: for, if I tossed and threw 

about my limbs in proportion to the distraction of my dreams, as I had reason to believe I did, a 

bystander could not have helped seeing all for love. And one there was it seems; for waking out 

of my very short slumber, I found my hand locked in that of a young man, who was kneeling at 

my bed-side, and begging my pardon for his boldness: but that being a son to the lady to whom, 

this bed-chamber, he knew, belonged, he had slipped by the servant of the shop, as he supposed, 

unperceived, when finding me asleep, his first ideas were to withdraw; but that he had been fixed 

and detained there by a power he could better account for, than resist. 

“What shall I say? my emotions of fear and surprise were instantly subdued by those of the 

pleasure I bespoke in great presence of mind from the turn this adventure might take. He seemed 



to me no other than a pitying angel, dropt out of the clouds: for he was young and perfectly 

handsome, which was more than even I had asked for, man, in general, being all that my utmost 

desires had pointed at. I thought then I could not put too much encouragement into my eyes and 

voice; I regretted no leading advances; no matter for his after-opinion of my forwardness, so it 

might bring him to the point of answering my pressing demands of present case; it was not now 

with his thoughts but his actions that my business immediately lay. I raised then my head, and 

told him, in a soft tone, that tended to prescribe the same key to him, that his mamma was gone 

out and would not return till late at night: which I thought no bad hint; but as it proved, I had 

nothing of a novice to deal with. The impressions I had made on him from the discoveries I had 

betrayed of my person in the disordered motions of it, during his view of me asleep, had, as he 

afterwards told me, so fixed and charmingly prepared him, that, had I known his dispositions, I 

had more to hope from his violence, than to fear from his respect; and even less than the extreme 

tenderness which I threw into my voice and eyes, would have served to encourage him to make 

the most of the opportunity. Finding then that his kisses, imprinted on my hand, were taken as 

tamely as he could wish, he rose to my lips; and glewing his to them, made me so faint with 

overcoming joy and pleasure, that I fell back, and he with me, in course, on the bed, upon which 

I had, by insensibly shifting from the side to near the middle, invitingly, made room for him. He 

is now lain down by me, and the minutes being too precious to consume in ultimate ceremony, or 

dalliance, my youth proceeds immediately to those extremities, which all my looks, humming 

and palpitations, had assured him he might attempt without the fear of a repulse: those rogues the 

men, read us admirably on these occasions. I lay then at length panting for the imminent attack, 

with wishes far beyond my fears, and for which it was scarce possible for a girl, barely thirteen, 

but tall and well grown, to have better dispositions. He threw up my petticoat and shift, whilst 

my thighs were, by an instinct of nature, unfolded to their best; and my desires had so thoroughly 

destroyed all modesty in me, that even their being now naked and all laid open to him, was part 

of the prelude that pleasure deepened my blushes at, more than same. But when his hand, and 

touches, naturally attracted to their center, made me feel all their wantonness and warmth in, and 

round it, oh! how immensely different a sense of things, did I perceive there, than when under 

my own insipid handling! And now his waistcoat was unbuttoned, and the confinement of the 

breeches burst through, when out started to view the amazing, pleasing object of all my wishes, 

all my dreams, all my love, the king member indeed! I gazed at, I devoured it, at length and 

breadth, with my eyes intently directed to it, till his; getting upon me, and placing between my 

thighs, took from me the enjoyment of its sight, to give me a far more grateful one, in its touch, 

in that part where its touch is so exquisitely affecting. Applying it then to the minute opening, for 

such at that age it certainly was, I met with too much good will, I felt with too great a rapture of 

pleasure the first insertion of it, to heed much the pain that followed: I thought nothing too dear 

to pay for this the richest treat of the sense; so that, split up, torn, bleeding, mangled I was still 

superiorly pleased, and hugged the author of all this delicious ruin. But when, soon after, he 

made his second attack, sore as every thing was, the smart was soon put away by the sovereign 

cordial; all my soft complainings were silenced, and the pain melting fast away into pleasure. I 

abandoned myself over to all its transports, and gave it the full possession of my whole body and 

soul; for now all thought was at an end with me; I lived in what I felt only. And who could 

describe those feelings, those agitations, yet exalted by the charm of their novelty and surprise? 

when that part of me which had so hungered for the dear morsel that now so delightfully 

crammed, forced all my vital sensations to fix their home there, during the stay of my beloved 

guest; who too soon paid me for his hearty welcome, in a dissolvent, richer far than that I have 



heard of some queen treating her paramour with, in liquified pearl, and ravishingly poured into 

me, where, now myself too much melted to give it a dry reception, I hailed it with the warmest 

confluence on my side, amidst all those ecstatic raptures, not unfamiliar I presume to this good 

company. Thus, however, I arrived at the very top of all my wishes, by an accident unexpected 

indeed, but not so wonderful; for this young gentleman was just arrived in town from college, 

and came familiarly to his mother at her apartment, where he had once before been, though, by 

mere chance. I had not seen him: so that we knew one another by hearing only; and finding me 

stretched on his mother’s bed, he readily concluded from her description, who it was. The rest 

you know. 

“This affair had however no ruinous consequences, the young gentleman escaping then, and 

many more times undiscovered. But the warmth of my constitution, that made the pleasures of 

love a kind of necessary of life to me, having betrayed me into indiscretions fatal to my private 

fortune, I fell at length to the public; from which, it is probable, I might have met with the worst 

of ruin, if my better fate had not thrown me into this safe and agreeable refuge.” 

Here Louisa ended; and these little histories having brought the time for the girls to retire, and 

to prepare for the revels of the evening, I staid with Mrs. Cole, till Emily came, and told us the 

company was met, and waited for us. 

Mrs. Cole on this, taking me by the hand, with a smile of encouragement, led me up stairs, 

preceded by Louisa, who was come to hasten us, and lighted us with two candles, one in each 

hand. 

On the landing-place of the first pair of stairs, we were met by a young gentleman, extremely 

well dressed, and a very pretty figure, to whom I was to be indebted for the first essay of the 

pleasures of the house. He saluted me with great gallantry, and handed me into the drawing 

room, the floor of which was overspread with a Turkey carpet, and all its furniture voluptuously 

adapted to every demand of the most studied luxury; now too it was, by means of a profuse 

illumination, enlivened by a light scarce inferior, and perhaps more favourable to joy, more 

tenderly pleasing, than that of broad sunshine. 

On my entrance into the room, I had the satisfaction! to hear a buzz of approbation run 

through the whole company, which now consisted of four gentlemen, including my particular 

(this was the cant term of the house for one’s gallant for the time), the three young-women, in a 

neat flowing dishabille, the mistress of the academy, and myself. I was welcomed and saluted by 

a kiss all round, in which, however, it was easy to discover, in the superior warmth of that of the 

men, the distinction of the sexes. 

Awed, and confounded as I was, at seeing myself surrounded, caressed, and made court to by 

so many strangers, I could not immediately familiarize myself to all that air of gaiety and joy, 

which dictated their compliments, and animated their caresses. 

They assured me that I was so perfectly to their taste, as to have but one fault against me, 

which I might easily be cured of, and that was my modesty: this, they observed, might pass for a 

beauty the more with those who wanted it for a heightener; but their maxim was, that it was an 

impertinent mixture, and dashed the cup so as to spoil the sincere draught of pleasure; they 

considered it accordingly as their mortal enemy, and gave it no quarter wherever they met with 

it. This was a prologue not unworthy of the revels that ensued. 

In the midst of all the frolic and wantonness, which this joyous band had presently, and all 

naturally, run into, an elegant supper was served in, and we sat down to it, my spark elect placing 

himself next to me, and the other couples without order or ceremony. The delicate cheer and 



good wine soon banished all reserve; the conversation grew as lively as could be wished, without 

taking too loose a turn: these professors of pleasure knew too well, how to stale impressions of it, 

or evaporate the imagination of words, before the time of action. Kisses however were snatched 

at times, or where a handkerchief round the neck interposed its feeble barrier, it was not 

extremely respected: the hands of the men went to work with their usual petulance, till the 

provocation on both sides rose to such a pitch, that my particulars’s proposal for beginning the 

country dances was received with instant assent: for, as he laughingly added, he fancied the 

instruments were in tune. This was a signal for preparation, that the complaisant Mrs. Cole, who 

understood life, took for her cue of disappearing; no longer so fit for personal service herself, and 

content with having settled the order of battle, she left us the field, to fight it out at discretion. 

As soon as she was gone, the table was removed from the middle, and became a side-board; a 

couch was brought into its place, of which when I whisperingly inquired the reason, of my 

particular, he told me, “that as it was chiefly on my account that his convention was met, the 

parties intended at once to humour their taste of variety in pleasures, and by an open public 

enjoyment, to see me broke of any taint of reserve or modesty, which they looked on as the 

poison of joy; that though they occasionally preached pleasure, and lived up to the text, they did 

not enthusiastically set up for missionaries, and only indulged themselves in the delights of a 

practical instruction of all the pretty women they liked well enough to bestow it upon, and who 

fell properly in the way of it; but that as such a proposal might be too violent, too shocking for a 

young beginner, the old standers were to set an example, which he hoped I would not be averse 

to follow, since it was to him I was devolved in favour of the first experiment; but that still I was 

perfectly at my liberty to refuse the party, which being in its nature one of pleasure, supposed an 

exclusion of all force or constraint.” 

My countenance expressed, no doubt, my surprise as my silence did my acquiescence. I was 

now embarked, and thoroughly determined on any voyage the company would take me on. 

The first that stood up, to open the ball, were a cornet of horse, and that sweetest of olive-

beauties, the soft and amorous Louisa. He led her to the couch (nothing loth), on which he gave 

her the fall, and extended her at length with an air of roughness and vigour, relishing high of 

amorous eagerness and impatience. The girl, spreading herself to the best advantage, with her 

head upon the pillow, was so concentered in that she was about, that our presence was the least 

of her care and concern. Her petticoats, thrown up with her shift, discovered to the company the 

finest turned legs and thighs that could be imagined, and in broad display, that gave us a full 

view of that delicious cleft of flesh, into which the pleasing hair, grown mount over it, parted and 

presented a most inviting entrance, between two close hedges, delicately soft and pouting. Her 

gallant was now ready, having disencumbered himself from his clothes, overloaded with lace, 

and presently, his shirt removed, shewed us his forces at high plight, bandied and ready for 

action. But giving us no time to consider the dimensions, he threw himself instantly over his 

charming antagonist who received him as he pushed at once dead at mark, like a heroine, without 

flinching; for surely never was girl constitutionally truer to the taste of joy, or sincerer in the 

expressions of its sensations, than she was: we could observe pleasure lighten in her eyes, as he 

introduced his plenipotentiary instrument into her; till, at length, having indulged her to its 

utmost reach, its irritations grew so violent, and gave her the spurs so furiously, that collected 

within herself, and lost to every thing but the enjoyment of her favourite feelings, she retarded 

his thrusts with a just concert of spring heaves, keeping time so exactly with the most pathetic 

sighs, that one might have numbered the strokes in agitation by their distinct murmurs, whilst her 

active limbs kept wreathing and intertwisting with his, in convulsive folds: then the turtle-billing 



kisses, and the poignant painless lovebites, which they both exchanged, in a rage of delight, all 

conspiring towards the melting period. It soon came on, when Louisa, in the ravings of her 

pleasure-frensy, impotent of all restraint, cried out: “Oh Sir!... Good Sir! pray do not spare me! 

ah! ah!...” All her accents now faultering into heart-fetched sighs, she closed her eyes in the 

sweet death, in the instant of which we could easily see the signs in the quiet, dying, languid 

posture of her late so furious driver, who was stopped of a sudden, breathing short, panting, and, 

for that time, giving up the spirit of pleasure. As soon as he was dismounted, Louisa sprung up, 

shook her petticoats, and running up to me, gave me a kiss, and drew me to the side-board, to 

which she was herself handed by her gallant, where they made me pledge them in a glass of 

wine, and toast a droll health of Louisa’s proposal in high frolic. 

By this time the second couple was ready to enter the lists: which were a young baronet, and 

that delicatest of charmers, the winning, tender Harriet. My gentle esquire came to acquaint me 

with it, and brought me back to the scene of action. 

And, surely, never did one of her profession accompany her dispositions, for the barefaced 

part she was engaged to play, with such a peculiar grace of sweetness, modesty and yielding 

coyness, as she did. All her air and motions breathed only unreserved, unlimited complaisance 

without the least mixture of impudence, or prostitution. But what was yet more surprising, her 

spark elect, in the midst of the dissolution of a public open enjoyment, doated on her to 

distraction, and had, by dint of love and sentiments, touched her heart, though for a while the 

restraint of their engagement to the house laid him under a kind of necessity of complying with 

an institution which himself had had the greatest share establishing. 

Harriet was then led to the vacant couch by her gallant, blushing as she looked at me, and with 

eyes made to justify any thing, tenderly bespeaking of me the most favourable construction of 

the step she was thus irresistibly drawn into. 

Her lover, for such he was, sat her down at the foot of the couch, and passing his arm round 

her neck, preluded with a kiss fervently applied to her lips, that visibly gave her life and spirit to 

go through with the scene; and as he kissed, he gently inclined her head, till it fell back on a 

pillow disposed to receive it, and leaning himself down all the way with her, at once 

countenanced and endeared her fall to her. There, as if he had guessed our wishes, or meant to 

gratify at once his pleasure and his pride, in being the master, by the title of present possession, 

of beauties delicate beyond imagination, he discovered her breast to his own touch, and our 

common view; but oh! what delicious manual of love devotion; how inimitable fine moulded! 

small, round, firm, and excellently white; then the grain of their skin, so soothing, so flattering to 

the touch! and of beauty. When he had feasted his eyes with the their nipples, that crowned them, 

the sweetest buds touch and perusal, feasted his lips with kisses of the highest relish, imprinted 

on those all delicious twin-orbs, he proceeded downwards. 

Her legs still kept the ground; and now, with the tenderest attention not to shock or alarm her 

too suddenly, he, by degrees, rather stole than rolled up her petticoats; at which, as if a signal had 

been given, Louisa and Emily took hold of her legs, in pure wantonness, and, in ease to her, kept 

them stretched wide abroad. Then lay exposed, or, to speak more properly, displayed the greatest 

parade in nature of female charms. The whole company, who, except myself, had often seen 

them, seemed as much dazzled, surprised and delighted, as any one could be who had now 

beheld them for the first time. Beauties so excessive could not but enjoy the privileges of eternal 

novelty. Her thighs were so exquisitely fashioned, that either more in, or more out of flesh than 

they were, they would have declined from that point of perfection they presented. But what 



infinitely enriched and adorned them, was the sweet intersection formed, where they met, at the 

bottom of the smoothest, roundest, whitest belly, by that central furrow which nature had sunk 

there, between the soft relievo of two pouting ridges, and which, in this girl, was in perfect 

symmetry of delicacy and miniature with the rest of her frame. No! nothing in nature could be of 

a beautifuller cut; then, the dark umbrage of the downy spring moss that over-arched it, 

bestowed, on the luxury of the landscape, a touching warmth, a tender finishing, beyond the 

expression of words, or even the paint of thought. 

Her truly enamoured gallant, who had stood absorbed and engrossed by the pleasure of the 

sight long enough to afford us time to feast ours (no fear of glutting!) addressed himself at length 

to the materials of enjoyment, and lifting the linen veil that hung between us and his master 

member of the revels, exhibited one whose eminent size proclaimed the owner a true woman’s 

hero. He was, besides in every other respect, an accomplished gentleman, and in the bloom and 

vigour of youth. Standing then between Harriet’s legs, which were supported by her two 

companions at their widest extension, with one hand he gently disclosed the lips of that luscious 

mouth of nature, whilst with the other, he stooped his mighty machine to its lure, from the height 

of his stiff stand-up towards his belly; the lips, kept open by his fingers, received its broad 

shelving head of coral hue: and when he had nestled it in, he hovered there a little, and the girls 

then delivered over to his hips the agreeable office of supporting her thighs; and now, as if he 

meant to spin out his pleasure, and give it the more play for its life, he passed up his instrument 

so slow that we lost sight of it inch by inch, till at length it was wholly taken into the soft 

laboratory of love, and the mossy mounts of each fairly met together. In the mean time, we could 

plainly mark the prodigious effect the progressions of this delightful energy wrought in this 

delicious girl, gradually heightening her beauty as they heightened her pleasure. Her countenance 

and whole frame grew more animated; the faint blush of her cheeks, gaining ground on the 

white, deepened into a florid vivid vermillion glow, her naturally brilliant eyes now sparkled 

with ten-fold lustre; her languor was vanished, and she appeared quick, spirited and alive all 

over. He had now fixed, nailed, this tender creature, with his home-driven wedge, so that she lay 

passive by force, and unable to stir, till beginning to play a strain of arms against this vein of 

delicacy, as he urged the to-and-fro con-friction, he awakened, roused, and touched her so to the 

heart, that unable to contain herself, she could not but reply to his motions, as briskly as her 

nicety of frame would admit of, till the raging stings of the pleasure rising towards the point, 

made her wild with the intolerable sensations of it, and she now threw her legs and arms about at 

random, as she lay lost in the sweet transport; which on his side declared itself by quicker, eager 

thrusts, convulsive gasps, burning sighs, swift laborious breathing, eyes darting humid fires: all 

faithful tokens of the imminent approaches of the last gasp of joy. It came on at length: the 

baronet led the extasy, which she critically joined in, as she felt the melting symptoms from him, 

in the nick of which, gluing more ardently than ever his lips to hers, he shewed all the signs of 

that agony of bliss being strong upon him, in which he gave her the finishing titillation; inly 

thrilled with which, we saw plainly that she answered it down with all effusion of spirit and 

matter she was mistress of, whilst a general soft shudder ran through all her limbs, which she 

gave a stretch out, and lay motionless, breathless, dying with dear delight; and in the height of its 

expression, showing, through the nearly closed lids of her eyes, just the edges of their black, the 

rest being rolled strongly upwards in their extasy; then her sweet mouth appeared languishingly 

open, with the tip of her tongue leaning negligently towards the lower range of her white teeth, 

whilst natural ruby colour of her lips glowed with heightened life. Was not this a subject to dwell 

upon? And accordingly her lover still kept on her, with an abiding delectation, till compressed, 



squeezed and distilled to the last drop, he took leave with one fervent kiss, expressing satisfied 

desires, but unextinguished love. 

As soon as he was off, I ran to her, and sitting down on the couch by her, rais’d her head, 

which she declined gently, and hung on my bosom, to hide her blushes and confusion at what 

had passed, till by degrees she re-composed herself, and accepted of a restorative glass of wine 

from my spark, who had left me to fetch it to her, whilst her own was readjusting his affaire and 

buttoning up; after which he led her, leaning languishingly upon him, to oar stand of view round 

the couch. 

And now Emily’s partner had taken her out for her share in the dance, when this 

transcendently fair and sweet tempered creature readily stood up; and if a complexion to put the 

rose and lily out of countenance, extreme pretty features, and that florid health and bloom for 

which the country girls are so lovely, might pass her for a beauty, this she certainly was, and one 

of the most striking of the fair ones. 

Her gallant began first, as she stood, to disengage, her breasts, and restore them to the liberty 

of nature, from the easy confinement of no more than a pair of jumps; but on their coming out to 

view, we thought a new light was added to the room, so superiourly shining was their whiteness; 

then they rose in so happy a swell as to compose her a well horned fullness of bosom, that had 

such an effect on the eye as to seem flash hardened into marble, of which it emulated the 

polished gloss, and far surpassed even the whitest, in the life and lustre of its colours, white 

weined with blue. Who could refrain from such provoking enticements in reach? he touched her 

breasts, first lightly, when the glossy smoothness of the skin eluded his hand, and made it slip 

along the surface; he pressed them, and the springy flesh that filled them, thus pitted by force, 

rose again reboundingly with his hand, and on the instant defaced the pressure: and alike indeed 

was the consistence of all those parts of her body throughout, where the fulness of flesh 

compacts and constitutes all that fine firmness which the touch is so highly attached to. When he 

had thus largely pleased himself with this branch of dalliance and delight, he trussed up her 

petticoat and shift, in a wisp to her waist, where being tucked in, she stood fairly naked on every 

side; a blush at this overspread her lovely face, and her eyes downcast to the ground, seemed to 

be for quarter, when she had so great a right to triumph in all the treasures of youth and beauty 

that she now so victoriously displayed. Her legs were perfectly well shaped and her thighs, 

which she kept pretty close, shewed so white, so round, so substantial and abounding in firm 

flesh, that nothing could afford a stronger recommendation to the luxury of the touch, which he 

accordingly did not fail to indulge in. Then gently removing her hand, which in the first emotion 

of natural modesty, she had carried thither, he gave us rather a glimpse than a view of that soft 

narrow chink running its little length downwards, and hiding the remains of it between her 

thighs; but plain was to be seen the fringe of light-brown curls, in beauteous growth over it, that 

with their silk gloss created a pleasing variety from the surrounding white, whose lustre too, their 

gentle embrowning shade, considerably raised. Her spark then endeavoured, as she stood, by 

disclosing her thighs, to gain us a completer sight of that central charm of attraction, but not 

obtaining it so conveniently in that attitude, he led her to the foot of the couch, and bringing it to 

one of the pillows gently inclined her head down, so that as she leaned with it over her crossed 

hands, straddling with her thighs wide spread, and jutting her body out, she presented a full back 

view of her person, naked to her waist. Her posteriors, plump, smooth, and prominent, formed 

luxuriant tracts of animated snow, that splendidly filled the eye, till it was commanded down the 

parting or separation of those exquisitely white cliffs, by their narrow vale, and was there stopt, 

and attracted by the embowered bottom-savity, that terminated this delightful vista and stood 



moderately gaping from the influence of her bended posture, so that the agreeable interior red of 

the sides of the orifice came into view, and with respect to the white that dazzled round it, gave 

somewhat the idea of a pink slash in the glossiest white satin. Her gallant, who was a gentleman 

about thirty, somewhat inclined to a fatness that was in no sort displeasing, improving the hint 

thus tendered him of this mode of enjoyment, after setting her well in this posture, and 

encouraging her with kisses and caresses to stand him thro’, drew out his affair ready erected, 

and whose extreme length, rather disproportioned to its breadth, was the more surprising, as that 

excess is not often the case with those of his corpulent habit; making then the right and direct 

application, he drove it up to the guard, whilst the round bulge of those Turkish beauties of her’s, 

tallying with the hollow made with the bent of his belly and thighs, as he curved inwards, 

brought all those parts, surely not un-delightfully, into warm touch, and close conjunction; his 

hands he kept passing round her body, and employed in toying with her enchanting breasts. As 

soon too as she felt him at home as he could reach, she lifted her head a little from the pillow, 

and turning her neck, without much straining, but her cheeks glowing with the deepest scarlet, 

and a smile of the tenderest satisfaction, met the kiss he pressed forward to give her as they were 

thus close joined together: when leaving him to pursue his delights, she hid again her face and 

blushes with her hands and pillow, and thus stood passively and as favourably too as she could, 

whilst he kept laying at her with repeated thrusts and making the meeting flesh on both sides 

resound again with the violence of them; then ever as he backened from her, we could see 

between them part of his long white staff foamingly in motion, till, as he went on again and 

closed with her, the interposing hillocks took it out of sight. Sometimes he took his hands from 

the semi-globes of her bosom, and transferred the pressure of them to those large ones, the 

present subjects of his soft blockade, which he squeezed, grasped and played with, till at length 

in pursuit of driving, so hotly urged, brought on the height of the fit, with such overpowering 

pleasure, that his fair partner became now necessary to support him, panting, fainting and dying 

as he discharged; which she no sooner felt the killing sweetness of, than unable to keep her legs, 

and yielding to the mighty intoxication, she reeld, and falling forward on the couch, made it a 

necessity for him, if he would preserve the warm-pleasure hold, to fall upon her, where they 

perfected, in a continued conjunction of body and ecstatic flow, their scheme of joys for that 

time. 

As soon as he had disengaged, the charming Emily got up, and we crowded round her with 

congratulations and other officious little services; for it is to be noted, that though all modesty 

and reserve were banished from the transaction of these pleasures, good manners and politeness 

were inviolably observed: there was no gross ribaldry, no offensive or rude behaviour, or 

ungenerous reproaches to the girls for their compliance with the humours and desires of the men. 

On the contrary, nothing was wanting to soothe, encourage, and soften the sense of their 

condition to them. Men know not in general how much they destroy of their own pleasure, when 

they break through the respect and tenderness due to our sex, and even to those of it who live 

only by pleasing them. And this was a maxim perfectly well understood by these polite 

voluptuaries, these profound adepts in the great art and science of pleasure, who never shewed 

these votaries of theirs a more tender respect than at the time of those exercises of their 

complaisance, when they unlocked their treasures of concealed beauty, and shewed out in the 

pride of their native charms, ever more touching surely than when they parade it in the artificial 

ones of dress and ornament. 

The frolic was now come round to me, and it being my turn of subscription to the will and 

pleasure of my particular elect, as well as to that of the company, he came to me, and saluting me 



very tenderly, with a flattering eagerness, put me in mind of the compliances my presence there 

authorized the hopes of, and at the same time repeated to me, “that if all this force of example 

had not surmounted any repugnance I might have to concur with the humours and desires of the 

company, that though the play was bespoke for my benefit, and great as his own private 

disappointment might be, he would suffer any thing, sooner than be the instrument of imposing a 

disagreeable task.” 

To this I answered, without the least hesitation, or mincing grimace, “that had I not even 

contracted a kind of engagement to be at his disposal without the least reserve, the example of 

such agreeable companions would alone determine me, and that I was in no pain about any thing 

but my appearing to so great a disadvantage after such superior beauties.” And take notice that I 

thought, as I spoke. The frankness of the answer pleased them all; my particular was 

complimented on his acquisition, and, by way of indirect flattery to me, openly envied me. 

Mrs. Cole, by the way, could not have given me a greater mark of her regard than in managing 

for me the choice of this young gentleman for my master of the ceremonies: for, independent of 

his noble birth and the great fortune he was heir to, his person was even uncommonly pleasing, 

well shaped and tall; his face marked with the small-pox, but no more than what added a grace of 

more manliness to features rather turned to softness and delicacy, was marvellously enlivened by 

eyes which were of the clearest sparkling black; in short he was one whom any woman would, in 

the familiar style, ready call a very pretty fellow. 

I was now handed by him to the cockpit of our match, where, as I was dressed in nothing but a 

white morning gown, he vouchsafed to play the male Abigail on this occasion, and spared me the 

confusion that would have attended the forwardness of undressing myself: my gown then was 

loosen’d in a trice, and I divested of it; my stays next offered an obstacle which readily gave 

way, Louisa very readily furnished a pair of scissors to cut the lace; off went that shell and 

dropping my uppercoat, I was reduced to my under one and my shift, the open bosom of which 

gave the hands and eyes all the liberty they could wish. Here I imagined the stripping was to 

stop, but I reckon short; my spark, at the desire of the rest, tenderly begged, that I would not 

suffer the small remains of a covering to rob them of a full view of my whole person; and for me, 

who was too flexibly obsequious to dispute any point with them, and who considered the little 

more that remained as very immaterial, I readily assented to whatever he pleased-In an instant, 

then, my under petticoat was untied and at my feet, and my shift drawn over my head, so that my 

cap, slightly fastened, came off with it, and brought all my hair down (of which, be it again 

remembered without vanity, that I had a very fine head) in loose disorderly ringlets, over my 

neck and shoulders, to the no unfavourable set-off of my skin. 

I now stood before my judges in all the truth of nature, to whom I could not appear a very 

disagreeable figure, if you please to recollect what I have beforesaid of my person, which time, 

that at certain periods of life robs use every instant of our charms, had, at that of mine, then 

greatly improved into full and open, bloom, for I wanted some months of eighteen. My breasts, 

which in the state of nudity are ever capital points, now in no more than in graceful plenitude, 

maintained a firmness and steady independence of any stay or support, that dared and invited the 

test of the touch. Then I was as tall, as slim-shaped as could be consistent with all that juicy 

plumpness of flesh, ever the most grateful to the senses of sight and touch, which I owed to the 

health and youth of my constitution. I had not, however, so thoroughly renounced all innate 

shame, as not to suffer great confusion at the state I saw myself in; but the whole troop round 

me, men and women, relieved me with every mark of applause and satisfaction, even flattering 

attention to raise and inspire me with even sentiments of pride on the figure I made, which my 



friend gallantly protested, infinitely outshone all other birthday finery whatever; so that had I 

leave to set down, for sincere, all the compliments these connoisseurs overwhelmed me with 

upon this occasion, I might flatter myself with having passed my examination with the 

approbation of the learned. 

My friend, however, who for this time had alone the disposal of me, humoured their curiosity, 

and perhaps his own, so far, that he placed me in all the variety of postures and lights 

imaginable, pointing out every beauty under every aspect of it, not without such parentheses, of 

kisses, such inflammatory liberties of his roving hands, as made all shame fly before them, and a 

blushing glow give place to a warmer one of desire, which led me even to find some relish in the 

present scene. 

But in this general survey, you may be sure, the most material spot of me was not excused the 

strictest visitation; nor was it but agreed, that I had not the least reason to be diffident of passing 

even for a maid, on occasion; so inconsiderable a flaw had my preceding adventures created 

there, and so soon had the blemish of an over-stretch been repaired and worn out at any age, and 

in my naturally small make in that part. 

Now, whether my partner had exhausted all the modes of regaling the touch or sight, or 

whether he was now ungovernably wound up to strike, I know not; but briskly throwing off his 

clothes, the prodigious heat bred by a close room, a great fire, numerous candles, and even the 

inflammatory warmth of these scenes, induced him to lay aside his shirt too, when his breeches, 

before loosened, now gave up their contents to view, and shew’d in front the enemy I had to 

engage with, stiffly bearing up the port of its head unhooded, and glowing red. Then I plainly 

saw what I had to trust to: it was one of those just true-sized instruments, of which the masters 

have a better command than the more unwieldy, inordinate sized one are generally under. 

Straining me then close to his bosom, as he stood up foreright against me, and applying to the 

obvious niche its peculiar idol, he aimed at inserting it, which, as I forwardly favoured, he 

effected at once, by canting up my thighs over his naked hips, and made me receive every inch, 

and close home; so-that stuck upon the pleasure-pivot, add clinging round his neck, in which and 

in his hair I hid my face, burn-ingly flushing with present feeling as much as with shame, my 

bosom glued to him; he carried me once round the couch, on which he then, without quitting the 

middle-fastness, or dischannelling, laid me down, and began with pleasure-grist. But so 

provokingly predisposed and primed as we were, by all the moving sights of the night, our 

imagination was too much heated not to melt us of the soonest; and accordingly I no sooner felt 

the warm spray darted up my inwards from him, but I was punctually on flow, to share the 

momentary extasy; but I had yet greater reason to boast of our harmony: for finding that all the 

flames of desire were not yet quenched within me, but that rather, like wetted coals, I glowed the 

fiercer for this sprinkling, my hot-mettled spark, sympathizing with me, and loaded for a double 

fire, recontinued the sweet battery with undying vigour; greatly encouraged to accommodate all 

my motions to his best advantage and delight; kisses, squeezes, tender murmurs, all came into 

play, till our joys growing more turbulent and riotous, threw us into a fond disorder, and as they 

raged to a point, bore us far from our selves into an ocean of boundless pleasures, into which we 

both plunged together in a transport of taste. Now all the impressions of burning desire, from the 

lively scenes I had been spectatress of, ripened the heat of this exercise, and collecting to a head, 

throbbed and agitated me with insupportable irritations: I perfectly fevered and maddened with 

their excess. I bid not now enjoy a calm of reason enough to perceive, but I ecstatically, indeed, 

felt the power of such rare and exquisite provocatives, as the examples of the night had proved 

towards thus exalting our pleasures: which, with great joy, I sensibly found my gallant shared in, 



by his nervous and home expressions of it: his eyes flashing eloquent flames, his action 

infuriated with the stings of it, all conspiring to raise my delight, by assuring me of his. Lifted 

then to the utmost pitch of joy that human life can bear, undestroyed by excess, I touched that 

sweetly critical point, whence scarce prevented by the injection from my partner, I dissolved, and 

breaking out into a deep drawn sigh, sent my whole sensitive soul down to that passage where 

escape was denied it, by its being so deliciously plugged and choked up. Thus we lay a few 

blissful instants, overpowered, still, and languid; till, as the sense of pleasure stagnated, we 

recovered from our trance, and he slipt out of me, not however before he had protested his 

extreme satisfaction by the tenderest kiss and embrace, as well as by the most cordial 

expressions. 

The company, who had stood round us in a profound silence, when all was over, helped me to 

hurry on my clothes in an instant, and complimented me on the sincere homage they could not 

escape observing had been done as they termed it—to the sovereignty of my charms, in my 

receiving a double payment of tribute at one juncture. But my partner, now dressed again, 

signalized, above all, a fondness unbated by the circumstance of recent enjoyment; the girls too 

kissed and embraced me, assuring me that for that time, or indeed any other, unless I pleased, I 

was to go through no farther public trials, and that I was now consummatedly initiated, and one 

of them. 

As it was an inviolable law for every gallant to keep to his partner, for the night especially, 

and even till he relinquished possession over to the community, in order to preserve a pleasing 

property, and to avoid the disgusts and indelicacy of another arrangement, the company, after a 

short refection of biscuits and wine, tea and chocolate, served in at now about one in the 

morning, broke up, and went off in pairs. Mrs. Cole had prepared my spark and me an occasion 

field-bed, to which we retired, and there ended the night in one continued strain of pleasure, 

sprightly and uncloyed enough for us not to have formed one wish for its ever knowing an end. 

In the morning, after a restorative breakfast in bed, he got up, and with very tender assurance of a 

particular regard for me, left me to the composure and refreshment of a sweet slumber; waking 

out of which, and getting up to dress before Mrs. Cole should come in, I found in one of my 

pockets a purse of guineas, which he had slipt there; and just as I was musing on a liberality I 

had certainly not expected, Mrs. Cole came in, to whom I immediately communicated the 

present, and naturally offered her whatever share she pleased: but assuring me that the gentleman 

had very nobly rewarded her, she would on no terms, no entreaties, no shape I could put it in, 

receive any part of it. Her denial, she observed, was no affectation of grimace, and proceeded to 

read me such admirable lessons on the economy of my person and my purse, as I became amply 

paid for my general attention and conformity to in the course of my acquaintance with the town. 

After which, changing the discourse, she fell on the pleasures of the preceding night, where I 

learned, without much surprise, as I began to enter on her character, that she had seen every thing 

that had passed, from a convenient place managed solely for that purpose, and of which she 

readily made me the confidante. 

She had scarce finished this, when the little troop of love girls, my companions, broke in, and 

renewed their compliments and caresses. I observed with pleasure, that the fatigues and exercises 

of the night had not usurped in the least on the life of their complexion, or the freshness of their 

bloom: this I found, by their confession, was owing to the management and advice of our rare 

directress. They went down then to figure it, as usual, in the shop; whilst I repaired to my 

lodging, where I employed myself till I returned to dinner at Mrs. Cole’s. 



Here I staid in constant amusement, with one or other of these charming girls, till about five in 

the evening; when seized with a sudden drowsy fit, I was prevailed on to go up and doze it off on 

Harriet’s bed, who left me on it to my repose. There then I laid down in my clothes, and fell fast 

asleep, and had now enjoyed, by guess, about an hour’s rest, when I was pleasingly disturbed by 

my new and favourite gallant, who, enquiring for me, was readily directed where to find me. 

Coming then into my chamber, and seeing me lie alone, with my face turned from the light 

towards the inside of the bed, he, without more ado, just slipped off his breeches, for the greater 

ease and enjoyment of the naked touch; and softly turning up my petticoats and shift behind, 

opened the prospect of the back avenue to the genial seat of pleasure; where, as I lay at my side 

length, inclining rather face downward, I appeared full fair, and liable to be entered. Laying 

himself gently down by me, he invested me behind, and giving me to feel the warmth of his 

body, as he applied his thighs and belly close to me, and the endeavours of that machine, whose 

touch has something so exquisitely singular in it, to make its way good into me. I awaked pretty 

much startled at first, at seeing who it was, disposed myself to turn to him, when he gave me a 

kiss, and desiring me to keep my posture, just lifted up my upper thigh, and ascertaining the right 

opening, soon drove it up to the farthest: satisfied with which, and solacing himself with lying so 

close in those parts, he suspended motion, and thus steeped in pleasure, kept me lying on my 

side, into him, spoon-fashion, as he termed it, from the snug indent of the back part of my thighs, 

and all upwards, into the space of the bending between his thighs and belly; till, after some time, 

that restless and turbulent inmate, impatient by nature of longer quiet, urged him to action, which 

now prosecuting with all the usual train of toying, kissing, and the like, ended at length in the 

liquid proof on both sides, that we had not exhausted, or at less were quickly recruited of last 

night’s draughts of pleasure in us. 

With this noble and agreeable youth lived I in perfect joy and constancy. He was full bent on 

keeping me to himself, for the honey-month at least; but his stay in London was not even so 

long, his father, who had a post in Ireland, taking him abruptly with him, on his repairing thither. 

Yet even then I was near keeping hold of his affection and person, as he had proposed, and I had 

consented to follow him in order to go to Ireland after him, as soon as he could be settled there; 

but meeting with an agreeable and advantageous match in that kingdom, he chose the wiser part, 

and forebore sending for me, but at the same time took care that I should receive a very 

magnificent present, which did not however compensate for all my deep regret on my loss of 

him. 

This event also created a chasm in our little society, which Mrs. Cole, on the foot of her usual 

caution, was in no haste to fill up; but then it redoubled her attention to procure me, in the 

advantages of a traffic for a counterfeit maidenhead, some consolation for the sort of widowhood 

I had been left in; and this was a scheme she had never lost prospect of, and only waited for a 

proper person to bring it to bear with. 

But I was, it seems, fated to be my own caterer in this, as I had been in my first trial of the 

market. 

I had now passed near a month in the enjoyment of all the pleasures of familiarity and society 

with my companions, whose particular favourites (the baronet excepted, who soon after took 

Harriet home) had all, on the terms of community established in the house, solicited the 

gratification of their taste for variety in my embraces; but I had with the utmost art and address, 

on various pretexts, eluded their pursuit, without giving them cause to complain; and this reserve 

I used neither out of dislike of them, nor disgust of the thing, but my true reason was my 

attachment to my own, and my tenderness of invading the choice of my companions, who 



outwardly exempt, as they seemed, from jealousy, could not but in secret like me the better for 

the regard I had for, without making a merit of it to them. Thus easy, and beloved by the whole 

family, did I get on; when one day, that, about five in the afternoon, I stepped over to a fruit shop 

in Covent Garden, to pick some table fruit for myself and the young women, I met with the 

following adventure. 

Whilst I was chaffering for the fruit I wanted, I observed myself followed by a young 

gentleman, whose rich dress first attracted my notice; for the rest, he had nothing remarkable in 

his person, except that he was pale, thin-made, and ventured himself upon legs rather of the 

slenderest. Easy was it to perceive, without seeming to perceive it, that it was me he wanted to be 

at; and keeping his eyes fixed on me, till he came to the same basket that I stood at, and 

cheapening, or rather giving the first price asked for the fruit, began his approaches. Now most 

certainly I was not at all out of figure to pass for a modest girl. I had neither the feathers, nor 

fumet of a taudry town-miss: a straw hat, a white gown, clean linen, and above all, a certain 

natural and easy air of modesty (which the appearances of never forsook me, even on those 

occasions that I most broke in upon it, in practice) were all signs that gave him no opening to 

conjecture my condition. He spoke to me; and this address from a stranger throwing a blush into 

my cheeks, that still set him wider of the truth, I answered him, with an awkwardness and 

confusion the more apt to impose, as there really was a mixture of the genuine in them. But when 

proceeding, on the foot of having broken the ice, to join discourse, he went into other leading 

questions, I put so much innocence, simplicity, and even childishness, into my answers, that on 

no better foundation, liking my person as he did, I will not answer for it, he would have been 

sworn for my modesty. There is, in short, in the men, when once they are caught, by the eye 

especially, a fund of cullibility that their lordly wisdom little dreams of, and in virtue of which 

the most sagacious of them are seen so often our dupes. Amongst other queries he put to me, one 

was, whether I was married? I replied, that I was too young to think of that this many a year. To 

that of my age, I answered, and sunk a year upon him, passing myself for not above seventeen. 

As to my way of life, I told him I had served an apprenticeship to a milliner in Preston, and was 

come to town after a relation, that I had found, on my arrival, was dead, and now lived journey-

woman to a milliner in town. That last article, indeed, was not much of the side of what I 

pretended to pass for; but it did pass, under favour of the growing passion I had inspired him 

with. After he had next got out of me, very dexterously as he thought, what I had no sort of 

design to make reserve of, my own, my mistress’s name, and place of abode, he loaded me with 

fruit, all the rarest and dearest he could pick out and sent me home, pondering on what might be 

the consequence of this adventure. 

As soon then as I came to Mrs. Cole’s, I related to her all that passed, on which she very 

judiciously concluded, that if he did not come after me there was no harm done, and that, if he 

did, as her presage suggested to her he would, his character and his views should be well sifted, 

so as to know whether the game was worth the springes; that in the mean time nothing was easier 

than my part in it, since no more rested on me than to follow her cue and promptership 

throughout, till the last act. 

The next morning, after an evening spent on his side, as we afterwards learnt, in perquisitions 

into Mrs. Cole’s character in the neighbourhood (than which nothing could be more favourable 

to her designs upon him), my gentleman came in his chariot to the shop, where Mrs. Cole alone 

had an inkling of his errand. Asking then for her, he easily made a beginning of acquaintance by 

bespeaking some millinery ware; when, as I sat without lifting my eyes, and pursuing the hem of 

a ruffle with the utmost composure and simplicity of industry, Mrs. Cole took notice, that the 



first impressions I made on him ran no risk of being destroyed by those of Louisa and Emily, 

who were then sitting at work by me. After vainly endeavouring to catch my eyes in rencounter 

with him (I held my head down, affecting a kind of consciousness of guilt for having, by 

speaking to him given him encouragement and means of following me), and after giving Mrs. 

Cole direction when to bring the things home herself, and the time he should expect them, he 

went out, taking with him some goods, that he paid for liberally, for the better grace of his 

introduction. 

The girls all this time did not in the least smoak the mystery of this new customer; but Mrs. 

Cole, as soon as we were conveniently alone, insured me, in virtue of her long experience in 

these matters, “that for this bout my charms had not missed fire; for by his eagerness, his manner 

and looks, she was sure he had it: the only point now in doubt was his character and 

circumstances, which her knowledge of the town would soon gain her the sufficient acquaintance 

with, to take measure upon.” 

And effectively, in a few hours, her intelligence served her so well, that she learned that this 

conquest of mine was no other than Mr. Norbert, a gentleman originally of great fortune, which, 

with a constitution naturally not the best, he had vastly impaired by his over-violent pursuit of 

the vices of the town; in the course of which, having worn out and staled all the more common 

modes of debauchery, he had fallen into a taste of maiden-hunting; in which chase he had ruined 

a number of girls, sparing no expense to compass his ends, and generally using them well till 

tired, or cooled by enjoying, or springing a new face, he could with more ease disembarrass 

himself of the old ones, and resign them to their fate, as his sphere of achievements of that sort 

lay only amongst such as he could proceed with by way of bargain and sale. 

Concluding from these premises, Mrs. Cole observed, that a character of this sort was ever a 

lawful prize; that the sin would be, not to make the best of our market of him; and that she 

thought such a girl as I only too good for him at any rate, and on any terms. 

She went then, at the hour appointed, to his lodgings in one of our inns of court, which were 

furnished in a taste of grandeur that had a special eye to all the conveniences of luxury and 

pleasure. Here she found him in ready waiting; and after finishing her business of pretence, and a 

long conduit of discussions concerning her trade, which she said was very bad, the qualities of 

her servants, apprentices, journey-women, the discourse naturally landed at length on me, when 

Mrs. Cole, acting admirably the good old prating gossip, who lets every thing escape her when 

her tongue is set in motion, cooked him up a story so plausible of me, throwing in every now and 

then such strokes of art, with all the simplest air of nature, in praise of my person and temper, as 

finished him finely for her purpose, whilst nothing could be better counterfeited than her 

innocence of his. But when now fired and on edge, he proceeded to drop hints of his design and 

views upon me, after he had with much confusion and pains brought her to the point (she kept as 

long aloof from it as she thought proper) of understanding him, without now affecting to pass for 

a dragoness of virtue, by flying out into those violent and ever suspicious passions, she stuck 

with the better grace and effect to the character of a plain, good sort of woman, that knew no 

harm, and that getting her bread in an honest way, was made of stuff easy and flexible enough to 

be wrought to his ends, by his superior skill and address; but, however, she managed so artfully 

that three or four meetings took place, before he could obtain the least favourable hope of her 

assistance; without which, he had, by a number of fruitless messages, letters, and other direct 

trials of my disposition, convinced himself there was no coming at me, all which too raised at 

once my character and price with him. 



Regardful, however, of not carrying these difficulties to such a length as might afford time for 

starting discoveries, or incidents, unfavourable to her plan, she at last pretended to be won over 

by mere dint of entreaties, promises, and, above all, by the dazzling sum she took care to wind 

him up to the specification of, when it was now even a piece of art to feign, at once, a yielding to 

the allurements of a great interest, as a pretext for her yielding at all, and the manner of it such as 

might persuade him she had never dipped her virtuous fingers in an affair of that sort. 

Thus she led him through all the gradations of difficulty, and obstacles, necessary to enhance 

the value of the prize he aimed at; and in conclusion, he was so struck with the little beauty I was 

mistress of, and so eagerly bent on gaining his ends of me, that he left her no room to boast of 

her management in bringing him up to her mark, he drove so plump of himself into every thing 

tending to make him swallow the bait. Not but, in other respects, Mr. Norbert was not clear 

sighted enough, or that he did not perfectly know the town, and even by experience, the very 

branch of imposition now in practice upon him: but we had his passion our friend so much, he 

was so blinded and hurried on by it, that he would have thought any undeception a very ill office 

done to his pleasure. Thus concurring, even precipitately, to the point she wanted him at, Mrs. 

Cole brought him at last to hug himself on the cheap bargain he considered the purchase of my 

imaginary jewel was to him, at no more than three hundred guineas to myself, and a hundred to 

the brokers: being a slender recompense for all her pains, and all the scruples of conscience she 

had now sacrificed to him for this first time of her life; which sums were to be paid down on the 

nail, upon delivery of my person, exclusive of some no inconsiderable presents that had been 

made in the course of the negociation: during which I had occasionally, but sparingly been 

introduced into his company, at proper times and hours; in which it is incredible how little it 

seemed necessary to strain my natural disposition to modesty higher, in order to pass it upon him 

for that a very maid: all my looks and gestures ever breathing nothing but that innocence which 

the men so ardently require in us, for no other end than to feast themselves with the pleasure of 

destroying it, and which they are so grievously, with all their skill, subject to mistakes in. 

When the articles of the treaty had been fully agreed on, the stipulated payments duly secured, 

and nothing now remained but the execution of the main point, which centered in the surrender 

of my person up to his free disposal and use, Mrs. Cole managed her objections, especially to his 

lodgings, and insinuations so nicely, that it became his own mere notion and urgent request, that 

this copy of a wedding should be finished at her house: “At first, indeed, she did not care, not 

she, to have such doings in it... she would not for a thousand pounds have any of the servants or 

apprentices know it... her precious good name would be gone for ever...,” with the like excuses. 

However, on superior objections to all other expedients, whilst she took care to start none but 

those which were most liable to them it came round at last to the necessity of her obliging him in 

that conveniency, and of doing a little more where she had already done so much. 

The night then was fixed, with all possible respect to the eagerness of his impatience, and in 

the mean time Mrs. Cole had omitted no instructions, nor even neglected any preparation, that 

might enable me to come off with honour, in regard to the appearance of my virginity, except 

that, favoured as I was by nature with all the narrowness of stricture in that part requisite to 

conduct my designs, I had no occasion to borrow those auxiliaries of art that create a momentary 

one, easily discovered by the test of a warm bath; and as to the usual sanguinary symptoms of 

defloration, which, if not always, are generally attendants on it, Mrs. Cole had made me the 

mistress of an invention of her own, which could hardly miss its effect, and of which more in its 

place. 



Every thing then being disposed and fixed for Mr. Norbert’s reception, he was, at the hour of 

eleven at night, with all the mysteries of silence and secrecy, let in by Mrs. Cole herself, and 

introduced into her bedchamber, where, in an old-fashioned bed of her’s, I lay, fully undressed, 

and panting, if not with the fears of a real maid, at least with those perhaps greater of a 

dissembled one which gave me an air of confusion and bashfulness that maiden-modesty had all 

the honour of, and was indeed scarce distinguishable from it, even by less partial eyes than those 

of my lover: so let me call him, for I ever thought the term “cully” too cruel a reproach to the 

men, for their abused weakness for us. 

As soon as Mrs. Cole, after the old gossipery, on these occasions, used to young women 

abandoned for the first time to the will of man, had left us alone in her room, which, by the bye 

was well lighted up, at his previous desire, that seemed to bode a stricter examination than he 

afterwards made, Mr. Norbert, still dressed, sprung towards the bed, where I got my head under 

the clothes, and defended them a good while before he could even get at my lips, to kiss them: so 

true it is, that a false virtue, on this occasion, even makes & greater rout and resistance than a 

true one. From thence he descended to my breasts, the feel I disputed tooth and nail with him till 

tired with my resistance, and thinking probable to give a better account to me, he hurried his 

clothes off in an instant, and came into bed. 

Mean while by the glimpse I stole of him, I could easily discover a person far from promising 

any such doughty performances as the storming of maidenheads generally requires, and whose 

flimsy consumptive texture gave him more the air of an invalid that was pressed, than of a 

volunteer, on such hot service. 

At scarce thirty he had already reduced his strength of appetite down to a wretched 

dependance on forced provocatives, very little seconded by the natural power of a body jaded, 

and racked off to the less by constant repeated over draughts of pleasure, which had done the 

work of sixty winters on his springs of live: leaving him at the same time all the fire and head of 

youth in his imagination, which served at once to torment and spur him down the precipice. 

As soon as he was in bed, he threw off the bedclothes, which I suffered him to force from my 

hold, and I now lay as exposed as he could wish, not only to his attacks, but his visitation of the 

sheets; where in the various agitations of the body, through my endeavours to defend myself, he 

could easily assure himself there was no preparation, though, to do him justice, he seemed a less 

strict examinant than I had apprehended from so experienced a practitioner. My shift then he 

fairly tore open, finding I made too much use of it to barricade my breasts, as well as the more 

important avenue: yet in every thing else he proceeded with all the marks of tenderness and 

regard to me, whilst the art of my play was to shew none for him, I acted them all the niceties, 

apprehensions, and terrors, supposable for a girl perfectly innocent to feel, at so great a novelty 

as a naked man in bed with her for the first time. He scarce even obtained a kiss but what he 

ravished; I put his hand away twenty times from my breasts, where he had satisfied himself of 

their hardness and consistence, with passing for hitherto unhandled goods. But when grown 

impatient upon the main point, he now threw himself upon me, and first trying to examine me 

with his finger, sought to make himself further way, I complained of his usage bitterly: “I 

thought he would not have served a body so... I was ruined... I did not know what I had done..., I 

would get up, so I would...;” and at the same time kept my thighs so fast locked, that it was not 

for strength like his to force them open, or do any good. Finding thus my advantages, and that I 

had both my own and his motions at command, the deceiving him came so easy, that it was 

perfectly playing upon velvet. In the mean time his machine, which was one of those sizes that 

slip in and out without being minded, kept pretty stiffly bearing against that part, which the 



shutting my thighs barred access to; but finding, at length he could do no good by mere dint of 

bodily strength, he resorted to entreaties and arguments: to which I only answered, with a tone of 

shame and timidity, “that I was afraid he would kill me... Lord!..., would not be served so... I was 

never so used in all my born days..., I wondered he was not ashamed of himself, so I did...,” with 

such silly infantine moods of repulse and complaint as I judged best adapted to express the 

character of innocence, and affright. Pretending, however, to yield at length to the vehemence of 

his insistence, in action and words, I sparing disclosed my thighs, so that he could just touch the 

cloven inlet with the tip of his instrument: but as he fatigued and toiled to get in, a twist of my 

body, so as to receive it obliquely, not only thwarted his admission, but giving a scream, as if he 

had pierced me to the heart, I shook him off me, with such violence that he could not with all his 

might to it, keep the saddle: vexed indeed at this he seemed, but not in the style of displeasure 

with me for my skittishness; on the contrary, I dare swear he held me the dearer, and hugged 

himself for the difficulties that even hurt his instant pleasure. Fired, however, now beyond all 

bearance of delay, he remounts, and begged of me to have patience, stroking and soothing me to 

it by all the tenderest endearments and protestations of what he would moreover do for me; at 

which, feigning to be somewhat softened, and abating of the anger that I had shewn at his hurting 

me so prodigiously, I suffered him to lay my thighs aside, and make way for a new trial; but I 

watched the directions and management of his point so well, that no sooner was the orifice in the 

least open to it, but I gave such a timely jerk as seemed to proceed not from the evasion of his 

entry, but from the pain his efforts at it put me to: a circumstance too that I did not fail to 

accompany with proper gestures, sighs and cries of complaint, of which, “that he had hurt me... 

he killed me... I should die...,” were the most frequent interjections. But now, after repeated 

attempts, in which he had not made the least impression towards gaining his point, at least for 

that time, the pleasure rose so fast upon him, that he could not check or delay it, and in the 

vigour and fury which the approaches of the height of it inspired him, he made one fierce-thrust, 

that had almost put me by my guard, and lodged it so far that I could feel the warm inspersion 

just within the exterior orifice, which I had the cruelty not to let him finish there, but threw him 

out again, not without a most piercing loud exclamation, as if the pain had put me beyond all 

regard of being overheard. It was then easy to observe that he was more satisfied, more highly 

pleased with the supposed motives of his baulk of consummation, than he would have-been at 

the full attainment of it. It was on this foot that I solved to myself all the falsity I employed to 

procure him that blissful pleasure in it, which most certainly he would not have tasted in the truth 

of things. Eased, however, and relieved by one discharge, he now applied himself to sooth, 

encourage, and to put me into humour and patience to bear his next attempt, which he began to 

prepare and gather force for, from all the incentives of the touch and sight which he could think 

of, by examining every individual part of my whole body, which he declared his satisfaction 

with, in raptures of applause, kisses universally imprinted, and sparing no part of me, in all the 

eagerest wantonness of feeling, seeing, and toying. His vigour, however, did not return so soon, 

and I felt him more than once pushing at the door, but so little in a condition to break in, that I 

question whether he had the power to enter, had I held it ever so open; but this he then thought 

me too little acquainted with the nature of things, to have any regret or confusion about, and he 

kept fatiguing himself and me for a long time, before he was in any state to resume his attacks 

with any prospect of success and then I breathed him so warmly, and kept him so at bay, that 

before he had made any sensible progress in point of penetration, he was deliciously sweated, 

and wearied out indeed: so that it was deep in the morning before he achieved his second let-go, 

about half way of entrance, I all the while crying and complaining of his prodigious vigour, and 



the immensity of what I appeared to suffer splitting up with. Tired, however, at length, with such 

athletic drudgery, my champion began now to give out, and to gladly embrace the refreshment of 

some rest. Kissing me then with much affection, and recommending me to my repose, he 

presently fell fast asleep, which, as soon as I had well satisfied myself of, I with much 

composure of body, so as not to wake him by any motion, with much ease and safety too, played 

of Mrs. Cole’s device for perfecting the signs of my virginity. In each of the head bed-posts, just 

above where the bedsteads are inserted into them, there was a small drawer, so artfully adapted 

to the mouldings of the timber-work, that it might have escaped even the most curious search: 

which drawers were easily opened or shut by the touch of a spring, and were fitted each with a 

shallow glass tumbler, full of a prepared fluid blood, in which lay soaked, for ready use, a 

sponge, that required no more than gently reaching the hand to it, taking it out and properly 

squeezing between the thighs, when it yelded a great deal more of the red liquid than would save 

a girl’s honour; after which, replacing it, and touching the spring, all possibility of discovery, or 

even of suspicion, was taken away; and this was not the work of the fourth part of a minute, and 

of which ever side one lay, the thing was equally easy and practicable, by the double care taken 

to have each bed-post provided alike. True it is, that had he waked and caught me in the act, it 

would at least have covered me with shame and confusion; but them, that he did not, was, with 

the precautions I took, a risk of a thousand to one in my favour. 

At ease now, and out of all fear of any doubt or suspicion on his side, I addressed myself in 

good earnest to my repose, but could obtain none; and in about half an hour’s time my gentleman 

waked again, and turning towards me, I feigned a sound sleep, which he did not long respect; but 

girding himself again to renew the onset, he began to kiss and caress me, when now making as if 

I just waked, I complained of the disturbance, and of the cruel pain that this little rest had stole 

my senses from. Eager, however, for the pleasure, as well of consummating an entire triumph 

over my virginity, he said every thing that could overcome my resistance, and bribe my patience 

to the end, which now I was ready to listen to, from being secure of the bloody proofs I had 

prepared of his victorious violence, though I still thought it good policy not to let him in yet a 

while. I answered then only to his importunities in sighs and moans, “that I was so hurt, I could 

not bear it... I was sure he had done me a mischief; that he had... he was such a bad man!” At 

this, turning down the clothes, and viewing the field of battle by the glimmer of a dying taper, he 

saw plainly my thighs, shift, and sheet, all stained with what he readily took for a virgin effusion, 

proceeding from his last half penetration: convinced, and transported at which, nothing could 

equal his joy and exultation. The illusion was complete, no other conception entered his head, 

but that of his having been at work upon an unopened mine; which idea, upon so strong an 

evidence, redoubled at once his tenderness for me, and his ardour for breaking it wholly up. 

Kissing me then with the utmost rapture, he comforted me, and begged my pardon for the pain 

he had put me to: observing withal, that it was only a thing in course; but the worst was certainly 

past, and that with a little courage and constancy, I should get it once well over, and never after 

experience any thing but the greatest pleasure. By little and little I suffered myself to be 

prevailed on, and giving, as it were, up to the point of him, I made my thighs, insensibly 

spreading them, yield him liberty of access, which improving, he got a little within me, when by 

a well managed reception I worked the female screw so nicely, that I kept him from the easy 

mid-channel direction, and by dexterous wreathing and contortions, creating an artificial 

difficulty of entrance, made him win it inch by inch, with the most laborious struggles, I all the 

while sorely complaining: till at length, with might and main, winding his way in, he got it 

completely home, and giving my virginity, as he thought, the coup le grace, furnished me with 



the cue of setting up a terrible outcry, whilst he, triumphant and like a cock clapping his wings 

over his down-trod mistress, pursued his pleasure: which presently rose, in virtue of this idea of a 

complete victory, to a pitch that made me soon sensible of his melting period; whilst I now lay 

acting the deep wounded, breathless, frightened, undone, no longer maid. 

You would ask me, perhaps, whether all this time I enjoyed any perception of pleasure? I 

assure you, little or none, till just towards the latter end, a faintish sense of it came on 

mechanically, from so long a struggle and frequent fret in that ever sensible part; but, in the first 

place, I had no taste for the person I was suffering the embraces of, on a pure mercenary account; 

and then, I was not entirely delighted with myself for the jade’s part I was playing, whatever 

excuses I might plead for my being brought into it; but then this insensibility kept me so much 

the mistress of my mind and motions, that I could the better manage so close a counterfeit, 

through the whole scene of deception. 

Recovered at length to a more shew of life, by his tender condolences, kisses and embraces, I 

upbraided him, and reproached him with my ruin, in such natural terms, as added to his 

satisfaction with himself, for having accomplished it; and guessing, by certain observations of 

mine, that it would be rather favourable to him, to spare him, when he some time after, feebly 

enough, came on again to the assault, I resolutely withstood any further endeavours, on a pretext 

that flattered his prowess, of my being so violently hurt and sore, that I could not possibly endure 

a fresh trial. He then graciously granted me a respite, and the next morning soon after advancing, 

I got rid of further importunity, till Mrs. Cole, being rung for by him, came in and was made 

acquainted, in terms of the utmost joy and rapture, with his triumphant certainty of my virtue, 

and the finishing stroke he had given it, in the course of the night: of which, he added, she would 

see proof enough in bloody characters, on the sheets. 

You may guess how a woman of her turn of address and experience humoured the jest, and 

played him off with mixed exclamations of shame, danger, compassion for me, and of her being 

pleased that all was so well over: in which last, I believe, she was certainly sincere. And now, as 

the objection which she had represented as an invincible one, to me lying the first night at his 

lodgings (which were studiously calculated for freedom of intrigues), on the account of my 

maiden fears and terrors, at the thought of going to a gentleman’s chambers, and being alone 

with him in bed, was surmounted, she pretended to persuade me, in favour to him, that I should 

go there to him, whenever he pleased, and still keep up all the necessary appearances of working 

with her, that I might not lose, with my character, the prospect of getting a good husband, and at 

the same time her house would be kept safer from scandal. All this seemed so reasonable, so 

considerate to Mr. Norbert, that he never once perceived that she did not want him to resort to 

her house, lest he might in time discover certain inconsistencies with the character she had set 

out with to him: besides that this plan greatly flattered his own ease, and views of liberty. 

Leaving me then to my much wanted rest, he got up, and Mrs. Cole, after settling with him all 

points relating to me, got him undiscovered out of the house. After which, as I was awake, she 

came in, and gave me due praises for my success. Behaving too with her usual moderation and 

disinterestedness, she refused any share of the sum I had thus earned, and put me into such a 

secure and easy way of disposing of my affairs, which now amounted to a kind of little fortune, 

that a child of ten years old might have kept the account and property of them safe in its hands. 

I was now restored again to my former state of a kept mistress, and used punctually to wait on 

Mr. Norbert at his chambers whenever he sent a messenger for me, which I constantly took care 

to be in the way of, and managed with so much caution, that he never once penetrated the nature 



of my connections with Mrs. Cole; but indolently given up to ease and the town dissipations, the 

perpetual hurry of them hindered him from looking into his own affairs, much less to mine. 

In the mean time, if I may judge from my own experience, none are better paid, or better 

treated, during their reign, than the mistress of those who, enervate by nature, debaucheries, or 

age, have the least employment for the sex: sensible that a woman must be satisfied some way, 

they ply her with a thousand little tender attentions, presents, caresses, confidences, and exhaust 

their inventions in means and devices to make up for the capital deficiency; and even towards 

lessening that, what arts, what modes, what refinements of pleasure have they not recourse to, to 

raise their languid powers, and press nature into the service of their sensuality? But here is their 

misfortune, that when by a course of teasing, worrying, handling, wanton postures, lascivious 

motions, they have at length accomplished a flashy enervate enjoyment, they at the same time 

light up a flame in the object of their passion, that, not having the means themselves to quench, 

drives her for relief into the next person’s arms, who can finish their work; and thus they become 

bawds to some favourite, tried and approved of, for a more vigorous and satisfactory execution; 

for with women, of our turn especially, however well our hearts may be disposed, there is a 

controlling part, or queen-seat in us, that governs itself by its own maxims of state, amongst 

which not one is stronger, in practice with it, than, in the matter of is dues, never to accept the 

will for the deed. 

Mr. Norbert, who was much in this ungracious case, though he professed to like me extremely, 

could but seldom consummate the main-joy itself with me, without such a length and variety of 

preparations, as were at once wearisome and inflammatory. 

Sometimes he would strip me stark naked on a carpet, by a good fire, when he would 

contemplate me almost by the hour, disposing me in all the figures and attitudes of body that it 

was susceptible of being viewed in; kissing me in every part, the most secret and critical one so 

far from excepted that it received most of that branch of homage. Then his touches were so 

exquisitely wanton, so luxuriously diffused and penetrative at times, that he had made me 

perfectly rage with titillating fires, when, after all, and much ado, he had gained a short-lived 

erection, he would perhaps melt it away in a washy sweat, or a premature abortive effusion, that 

provokingly mocked my eager desires: or, if carried home, how faultered and unnervous the 

execution! how insufficient the sprinkle of a few heat-drops to extinguish all the flames he had 

kindled! 

One evening, I cannot help remembering, that returning home from him, with a spirit he had 

raised in a circle his wand had proved too weak to lay, as I turned the corner of a street, I was 

overtaken by a young sailor, I was then in that spruce, neat, plain dress, which I ever affected and 

perhaps might have, in my trip, a certain air of restlessness unknown to the composure of cooler 

thoughts. However, he seized me as a prize, and without farther ceremony threw his arms round 

my neck, and kissed me boisterously and sweetly. I looked at him with a beginning of anger and 

indignation at his rudeness, that softened away into other sentiments as I viewed him: for he was 

tall, manly carriaged, handsome of body and face, so that I ended my stare, with asking him, in a 

tone turned to tenderness, what he meant; at which, with the same frankness and vivacity as he 

had begun with me, he proposed treating me with a glass of wine. Now, certain it is, that had I 

been in a calmer state of blood than I was, had I not been under the dominion of unappeased 

irritation; but I do not know how it was, my pressing calls, his figure, the occasion, and if you 

will, the powerful combination of all these, with a start of curiosity to see the end of an 

adventure, so novel too as being treated like a common street-plyer, made me give a silent 

consent; in short, it was not my head that I now obeyed, I suffered myself to be towed along as it 



were by this man-of-war, who took me under his arm as familialry as if he had known me all his 

lifetime, and led me into the next convenient tavern, where we were shown into a little room on 

one side of the passage. Here, scarce allowing himself patient till the drawer brought in the wine 

called for, he fell directly on board me: when, untucking my handkerchief, and giving me a 

snatching buss, he laid my breasts bare at once, which he handled with that keenness of gust that 

abridges a ceremonial evermore tiresome than pleasing on such pressing occasions; and now, 

hurrying towards the main point, we found no conveniency to our purpose, two or three disabled 

chairs, and a rickety table, composing the whole furniture of the room. Without more ado, he 

plans me with my back standing against the wall, and my petticoats up; and coming out with a 

splitter indeed, made it shine, as he brandished it, in my eyes; and going to work with an 

impetuosity and eagerness, bred very likely by a long fast at seat, went to give me a taste of it. I 

straddled, I humoured my posture, and did my best in short to buckle to it; I took part of it in, but 

still things did not go to his thorough liking; changing them in a trice his system of battery, he 

leads me to the table and with a master-hand lays my head down on the edge of it, and, with the 

other canting up my petticoats and shift, bares my naked posteriors to his blind and furious 

guide; it forces its way between them, and I feeling pretty sensibly that it was not going by the 

right door, and knocking desperately at the wrong one, I told him of it:—“Pooh!” says he, “my 

dear, any port in a storm.” Altering, however, directly his course, and lowering his point, he 

fixed it right, and driving it up with a delicious stiffness, made all foam again, and gave me the 

tout with such fire and spirit, that in the fine disposition I was in when I submitted to him and 

stirred up so fiercely as I was, I got the start of him, and went away into the melting swoon, and 

squeezing him, whilst in the convulsive grasp of it, drew from him such a plenteous bedewal, as 

pointed to my own effusion, perfectly floated those parts, and drowned in a deluge all my raging 

conflagration of desire. 

When this was over, how to make my retreat was my concern; for, though I had been so 

extremely pleased with the difficult between this warm broadside, poured so briskly into me, and 

the tiresome pawing and toying to which I had owed the unappeased flames that had driven me 

into this step, now I was cooler, I began to apprehend the danger of contracting an acquaintance 

with this, however agreeable stranger; who, on his side, spoke of passing the evening with me 

and continuing our intimacy, with an air of determination that made me afraid of its being not so 

easy to get away from him as I could wish. In the mean time I carefully concealed my 

uneasiness, and readily pretended to consent to stay with him, telling him I should only step to 

my lodgings to leave a necessary direction, and then instantly return. This he very glibly 

swallowed, on the notion of my being one of those unhappy street-errants, who devote 

themselves to the pleasure of the first ruffian that will stoop to pick them up, and of course, that I 

would scarce bilk myself of the hire, by not returning make the most of the job. Thus he parted 

with me, not before, however, he had ordered in my hearing a supper, which I had the barbarity 

to disappoint him of my company too. 

But when I got home, and told Mrs. Cole my adventure, she represented so strongly to me the 

nature and dangerous consequences of my folly, particularly the risks to my health, in being so 

openlegged and free, that I not only took resolutions never to venture so rashly again, which I 

inviolably preserved, but passed a good many days in continual uneasiness, lest I should have 

met with other reasons, besides the pleasure of that rencounter, to remember it; but these fears 

wronged my pretty sailor, for which I gladly make him this reparation. 

I had now lived with Mr. Norbert near a quarter of a year, in which space I circulated my time 

very pleasantly, between my amusements at Mrs. Cole’s, and a proper attendance on that 



gentleman, who paid me profusely for the unlimited complaisance with which I passively 

humoured every caprice of pleasure, and which had won upon him so greatly, that finding, as he 

said, all that variety in me alone, which he had sought for in a number of women, I had made 

him lose his taste for inconstancy, and new faces. But what was yet at least agreeable, as well as 

more flattering, the love I had inspired him with, bred a deference to me, that was of great 

service to his health: for having by degrees, and with much pathetic representations brought him 

to some husbandry of it, and to insure the duration of his pleasures by moderating their use, and 

correcting those excesses in them he was so addicted to, and which had shattered his constitution 

and destroyed his powers of life in the very point for which he seemed desirous to live, he was 

grown more delicate, more temperate, and in course more healthy; his gratitude for which was 

taking a turn very favourable for my fortune, when once more the caprice of it dashed the cup 

from my lips. 

His sister, lady L..., for whom he had a great affection, desiring him to accompany her down 

to Bath for her health, he could not refuse her such a favour; and accordingly, though he counted 

on staying away from me no more than a week at farthest, he took his leave of me with an 

ominous heaviness of heart, and left me a sum far above the state of his fortune, and very 

inconsistent with the intended shortness of his journey; but it ended in the longest that can be, 

and is never but once taken: for, arrived at Bath, he was not there two days before he fell into a 

debauch of drinking with some gentlemen, that threw him into a high fever, and carried him off 

in four days’ time, never once out of a delirium. Had he been in his senses to make a will, 

perhaps he might have made favourable mention of me in it. Thus, however, I lost him; and as no 

condition of life is more subject to revolutions than that of a woman of pleasure, I soon 

recovered my cheerfulness, and now beheld myself once more struck off the list of kept 

mistresses, and returned into the bosom of the community, from which I had been in some 

manner taken. 

Mrs. Cole still continued her friendship, and offered me her assistance and advice towards 

another choice; but I was now in ease and affluence enough to look about me at leisure; and as to 

any constitutional calls of pleasure, their pressure, or sensibility, was greatly lessened by a 

consciousness of the ease with which they were to be satisfied at Mrs. Cole’s house, where 

Louisa and Emily still continued in the old way; and my great favourite Harriet used often to 

come and see me, and entertain me, with her head and heart full of the happiness she enjoyed 

with her dear baronet, whom she loved with a tenderness and constancy, even though he was her 

keeper, and what is yet more, had made her independent, by a handsome provision for her and 

hers. I was then in this vacancy from any regular employ of my person in my way of business, 

when one day, Mrs. Cole, in the course of the constant confidence we lived in, acquainted me 

that there was one Mr. Barville, who used her house, just come to town, whom she was not a 

little perplexed about providing a suitable companion for; which was indeed a point of difficulty, 

as he was under the tyranny of a cruel taste: that of an ardent desire, not only of being 

unmercifully whipped himself, but of whipping others, in such sort, that though he paid 

extravagantly those who had the courage and complaisance to submit to his humour, there were 

few, delicate as he was in the choice of his subjects, who would exchange turns with him so 

terribly at the expense of their skin. But, what yet increased the oddity of this strange fancy was 

the gentleman being young; whereas it generally attacks, it seems, such as are, through age, 

obliged to have recourse to this experiment, for quickening the circulation of their sluggish 

juices, and determining a conflux of the spirits of pleasure towards those flagging shrivelly parts, 



that rise to life only by virtue of those titillating ardours created by the discipline of their 

opposites, with which they have so surprising a consent. 

This Mrs. Cole could not well acquaint me with, in any expectation of my offering for service: 

for, sufficiently easy as I was in my circumstances, it must have been the temptation of an 

immense interest indeed, that could have induced me to embrace such a job, neither had I ever 

expressed, nor indeed, felt the least impulse or curiosity to know more of a taste, that promised 

so much more pain than pleasure to those that stood in no need of such violent goads: what then 

should move me to subscribe myself voluntarily to a party of pain, foreknowing it such? Why, to 

tell the plain truth, it was a sudden caprice, a gust of fancy for trying a new experiment, mixed 

with the vanity of approving my personal courage to Mrs. Cole, that determined me, at all risks, 

to propose myself to her and relieve her from any further look-out. Accordingly, I at once 

pleased and surprised her, with a frank and unreserved tender of my person to her and her 

friend’s absolute disposal on this occasion. 

My good temporal mother was, however, so kind as to use all the arguments she could 

imagine to dissuade me: but, as I found they only turned on a motive of tenderness to me, I 

persisted in my resolution, and thereby acquitted my offer of any suspicion of its not having been 

sincerely made, or out of compliment only. Acquiescing then thankfully in it, Mrs. Cole assured 

me “that bating the pain I should be put to, she had no scruple to engage me to this party, which 

she assured me I should be liberally paid for, and which, the secrecy of the transaction preserved 

safe from the ridicule that otherwise vulgarly attended it; that for her part, she considered 

pleasure, of one sort or other, as the universal port of destination, and every wind that blew 

thither a good one, provided it blew nobody any harm; that she rather compassionated, than 

blamed those unhappy persons, who are under a subjection they cannot shake off, to those 

arbitrary tastes that rule their appetites of pleasures with an unaccountable control: tastes too, as 

infinitely diversified, as superior to, and independent of all reasoning as the different relishes or 

palates of mankind in their viands, some delicate stomach nauseating plain meats, and finding no 

savour but in highseasoned, luxurious dishes, whilst others again pique themselves upon 

detesting them.” 

I stood now in no need of this preamble of encouragement, or justification: my word was 

given, and I was determined to fulfill my engagements. Accordingly the night was set, and I had 

all the necessary previous instructions how to act and conduct myself. The dining room was duly 

prepared and lighted up, and the young gentleman posted there in waiting, for my introduction to 

him. 

I was then, by Mrs. Cole, brought in, and presented to him, in a loose dishabille fitted, by her 

direction, to the exercise I was to go through, all in the finest linen and a thorough white 

uniform: gown, petticoat, stocking, and satin slippers, like a victim led to sacrifice; whilst my 

dark auburn hair, falling in drop-curls over my neck, created a pleasing distinction of colour 

from the rest of my dress. 

As soon as Mr. Barville saw me, he got up, with a visible air of pleasure and surprise, and 

saluting me, asked Mrs. Cole, if so fine and delicate a creature would voluntarily submit to such 

sufferings and rigours, as were the subject of his assignation. She answered him properly, and 

now, reading in his eyes that she could not too soon leave us together, she went out, after 

recommending to him to use moderation with so tender a novice. 



But whilst she was employing his attention, mine had been taken up with examining the figure 

and person of this unhappy young gentleman, who was thus unaccountably condemned to have 

his pleasure lashed into him, as boys have their learning. 

He was exceedingly fair, and, smooth complexioned, and appeared to me no more than twenty 

at most, though he was three years older than what my conjectures gave him; but then he owed 

this favourable mistake to a habit of fatness, which spread through a short, squab stature; and a 

round, plump, fresh coloured face gave him greatly the look of a Bacchus, had not an air of 

austerity, not to say sternness, very unsuitable even to his shape of face, dashed that character of 

joy, necessary to complete the resemblance. His dress was extremely neat, but plain, and far 

inferior to the ample fortune he was in full possession of; this too was a taste in him, and not 

avarice. 

As soon as Mrs. Cole was gone, he seated me near him, when now his face changed upon me, 

into an expression of the most pleasing sweetness and good humour, the most remarkable for its 

sudden shift from the other extreme, which I found afterwards, when I knew more of his 

character, was owing to a habitual state of conflict with, and dislike of himself, for being 

enslaved to so peculiar a lust, by the fatality of a constitutional ascendant, that rendered him 

incapable of receiving any pleasure, till he submitted to these extraordinary means of procuring it 

at the hands of pain, whilst the constancy of this repining consciousness stamped at length that 

cast of sourness and severity on his features: which was, in fact, very foreign to the natural 

sweetness of his temper. 

After a competent preparation by apologies, and encouragement to go through my part with 

spirit and constancy, he stood up near the fire, whilst I went to fetch the instruments of discipline 

out of a closet hard by: these were several rods, made each of two or three strong twigs of birch 

tied together, which he took, handled, and viewed with as much pleasure, as I did with a kind of 

shuddering presage. 

Next we took from the side of the room a long broad bench, made easy to lie at length on by a 

soft cushion in a callico-cover; and everything being now ready, he took his coat and waistcoat 

off; and at his motion and desire, I unbuttoned his breeches, and rolling up his shirt rather above 

his waist, tucked it on securely there; when directing naturally my eyes to that humoursone 

master-movement, in whose favour all these dispositions were making, it seemed almost shrunk 

into his body, scarce showing its tip above the sprout of hairy curls that clothed those parts, as 

you may have-seen a wren peeping its head out of the grass. 

Stooping them to untie his garters, he gave them to me for the use of tying him down to the 

legs of the bench: a circumstance no farther necessary than, as I suppose, it made part of the 

humour of the thing, since he prescribed it to himself, amongst the rest of the ceremonial. 

I led him then to the bench, and according to my cue, played at forcing him to lie down: 

which, after-some little show of reluctance, for form-sake, he submitted to; he was straightway 

extended flat upon his: belly, on the bench, with a pillow under his face; and as he thus tamely 

lay, I tied him slightly hand and feet, to the legs of it; which done, his shirt remaining trussed up 

over the small of his back, I drew his breeches quite down to his knees; and now he lay, in all the 

fairest, broadest display of that part of the back-view; in which a pair of chubby, smooth-cheeked 

and passing white posteriors rose cushioning upwards from two stout, fleshful thighs, and ending 

their cleft, or separation by an union at the small of the back, presented a bold mark, that swelled, 

as it were, to meet the scourge. 



Seizing now one of the rods, I stood over him, and according to his direction, gave him in one 

breath, ten lashes with much good-will, and the utmost nerve and vigour of arm that I could put 

to them, so as to make those fleshy orbs quiver again under them; whilst he himself seemed no 

more concerned, or to mind them, than a lobster would a flea-bite. In the mean time, I view 

intently the effect of them, which to me at last appeared surprisingly cruel: every lash had 

skimmed the surface of those white cliffs, which they deeply reddened, and lapping round the 

side of the furthermost from me, cut specially, into the dimple of it, such livid weals, as the blood 

either spun out from, or stood in large drops on; and, from some of the cuts, I picked out even the 

splinters of the rod that had stuck in the skin. Nor was this raw work to be wondered at, 

considering the greenness of the twigs and the severity of the infliction, whilst the whole surface 

of the skin was so smooth-stretched over the hard and firm pulp of flesh that filled it, as to yield 

no play, or elusive swagging under the stroke: which thereby took place the more plump, and cut 

into the quick. 

I was however already so moved at the piteous sight, that I from my heart repented the 

undertaking, and would willing had given over, thinking he had full enough; but, he encouraging 

and beseeching me earnestly to proceed, I gave him ten more lashes; and then resting, surveyed 

the increase of bloody appearances. And at length, steeled to the height, by his stoutness in 

suffering, I continued the discipline, by intervals, till I observed him wreathing and twisting his 

body, in a way that I could plainly perceive was not the effect of pain, but of some new and 

powerful sensation: curious to dive into the meaning of which, in one of my pauses of 

intermission, I approached, as he still kept working, and grinding his belly against the cushion 

under him: and first stroking the untouched and unhurt side of the flesh-mount next me, then 

softly insinuating my hand under his thigh, felt the posture things were in forwards, which was 

indeed surprising: for that machine of him, which I had, by its appearance, taken for an 

impalpable, or at least a very diminutive subject, was now, in virtue of all that smart and havoc 

of his skin behind, grown not only to a prodigious stiffness of erection, but to a size that frighted 

even me: a non-pareil thickness indeed! the head of it alone filled the utmost capacity of my 

grasp. And when, as he heaved and wriggled to and fro, in the agitation of his strange pleasure, it 

came into view, it had something of the air of a round fillet of veal, and like its owner, squab, 

and short in proportion to its breadth; but when he felt my hand there, he begged I would go on 

briskly with my jerking, or he should never arrive at the last stage of pleasure. 

Resuming then the rode and the exercise of it, I had fairly worn out three bundles, when, after 

an increase of struggles and motion, and a deep sigh or two, I saw him lie still and motionless; 

and now he desired me to desist, which I instantly did; and proceeding to untie him, I could not 

but be amazed at his passive fortitude, on viewing the skin of his butchered, mangled posteriors, 

late so white, smooth and polished, now all one side of them a confused cut-work of weals, livid 

flesh, gashes and gore, insomuch that when he stood up, he could scarce walk; in short, he was in 

sweet-briars. 

Then I plainly perceived, on the cushion, the marks of a plenteous effusion, and already had 

his sluggard member run up to its old nestling-place, and enforced itself again, as if ashamed to 

shew its head; which nothing, it seems, could raise but stripes inflicted on its opposite 

neighbours, who were thus constantly obliged to suffer for his caprice. 

My gentleman had now put on his clothes and recomposed himself, when giving me a kiss, 

and placing me by him, he sat himself down as gingerly as possible, with one side off the 

cushion, which was too sore for him to bear resting any part of his weight on. 



Here he thanked me for the extreme pleasure I had procured him, and seeing, perhaps, some 

marks in my countenance of terror and apprehension of retaliation on my own skin, for what I 

had been the instrument of his suffering in his, he assured me, “he was ready to give up to me 

any engagement I might deem myself under to stand him, as he had done me, but that if I 

proceeding in my consent to it, he would consider the difference of my sex, its greater delicacy 

and incapacity to undergo pain.” Reheartened at which, and piqued in honour, as I thought, not to 

flinch so near the trial, especially as I well knew Mrs. Cole was an eye-witness, from her stand of 

espial, to the whole of our transaction, I was now less afraid of my skin, than of his not 

furnishing me with an opportunity of signalizing my resolution. 

Consonant to this disposition was my answer, but my courage was still more in my head, than 

in my heart; and as cowards rush into danger they fear, in order to be the sooner rid of the pain of 

that sensation, I was entirely pleased with his hastening matters into execution. 

He had then little to do, but to unloose the strings of my petticoats, and lift them, together with 

my shift, navel-high, where he just tucked them up loosely, and might be slipt up higher at 

pleasure. Then viewing me round with great seeming delight, he laid me at length on my face 

upon the bench, and when I expected he would tie me, as I had done him, and held out my hands, 

not without fear and a little trembling, he told me, “he would by no means terrify me 

unnecessarily with such a confinement; for that though he meant to put my constancy to a trial, 

the standing it was to be completely voluntary on my side, and therefore I might be at full liberty 

to get up whenever I found the pain too much for me.” You cannot imagine how much I thought 

myself bound, by being thus allowed to remain loose, and how much spirit this confidence in me 

gave me, so that I was even from my heart careless how much my flesh might suffer in honour of 

it. 

All my back parts, naked half way up, were now fully at his mercy: and first, he stood at a 

convenient distance, delighting himself with a gloating survey of the attitude I lay in, and of all 

the secret stores I thus exposed to him in fair display. Then, springing eagerly towards me, he 

covered all those naked parts with a fond profusion of kisses; and now, taking hold of the rod, 

rather wantoned with me, in gentle inflictions on those tender trembling masses of my flesh 

behind, than in any way hurt them, till by degrees, he began to tingle them with smarter lashes, 

so as to provoke a red colour into them, which I knew, as well by the flagrant glow I felt there, as 

by his telling me, they now emulated the native roses of my other cheeks. When he had thus 

amused himself with admiring, and toying with them, he went on to strike harder, and more hard, 

so that I needed all my patience not to cry out, or complain at least. At last, he twigged me so 

smartly as to fetch blood in more than one lash: at sight of which he flung down the rod, flew to 

me, kissed away the starting drops, and sucking the wounds eased a good deal of my pain. But 

now raising me on my knees, and making me kneel with them straddling wide, that tender part of 

me, naturally the province of pleasure, not of pain, came in for its share of suffering: for now, 

eyeing it wistfully, he directed the rod so that the sharp ends of the twigs lighted there, so 

sensibly, that I could not help wincing, and writhing my limbs with smart; so that my contortions 

of body must necessarily throw it into infinite variety of postures and points of view, fit to feast 

the luxury of the eye. But still I bore every thing without crying out: when presently giving me 

another pause, he rushed, as it were, on that part whose lips, and round about, had felt this 

cruelty, and by way of reparation, glued his own to them; then he opened, shut, squeezed them, 

plucked softly the overgrowing moss, and all this in a style of wild passionate rapture and 

enthusiasm, that expressed excess of pleasure; till betaking himself to the rod again, encouraged 

by my passiveness, and infuriated with this strange taste of delight, he made my poor posteriors 



pay for the ungovernableness of it; for now showing them no quarter, the traitor cut me so, that I 

wanted but little of fainting away, when he gave over. And yet I did not utter one groan, or angry 

expostulation; but in my heart I resolved nothing so seriously, as never to expose myself again to 

the like severities. 

You may guess then in what a curious pickle those soft flesh-cushions of mine were, all so 

red, raw, and in fine, terribly clawed off; but so far from feeling any pleasure in it, that the recent 

smart made me pout a little, and not with the greatest air of satisfaction receive the compliments, 

and after-caresses of the author of my pain. 

As soon as my clothes were huddled on in a little decency, a supper was brought in by the 

discreet Mrs. Cole herself, which might have piqued the sensuality of a cardinal, accompanied 

with a choice of the richest wines: all which she set before us, and went out again, without 

having, by a word or even by a smile, given us the least interruption or confusion, in those 

moments of secrecy, that we were not yet ripe to the admission of a third too. 

I sat down then, still scarce in charity with my butcher, for such I could not help considering 

him, and was moreover not a little piqued at the gay, satisfied air of his countenance, which I 

thought myself insulted by. But when the now necessary refreshment to me of a glass of wine, 

and a little eating (all the time observing a profound silence) had somewhat cheered and restored 

me to spirits, and as the smart began to go off, my good humour returned accordingly: which 

alteration not escaping him, he said and did every thing that could confirm me in, and indeed 

exalt it. 

But scarce was supper well over, before a change so incredible was wrought in me, such 

violent, yet pleasingly irksome sensations took possession of me that I scarce knew how to 

contain myself; the smart of the lashes was now converted into such a prickly heat, such fiery 

tinglings, as made me sigh, squeeze my thighs together, shift and wriggle about my seat, with a 

furious restlessness; whilst these itching ardours, thus excited in those parts on which the storm 

of discipline had principally fallen, detached legions of burning, subtile, stimulating spirits, to 

their opposite spot and centre of assemblage, where their titillation raged so furiously, that I was 

even stinging made with them. No wonder then that in such a taking, and devoured by flames 

that licked up all modesty and reserve, my eyes, now charged brimful of the most intense desire, 

fired on my companion very intelligible signal of distress: my companion, I say, who grew in 

them every instant more amiable, and more necessary to my urgent wishes and hopes of 

immediate ease. 

Mr. Barville, no stranger, by experience, to these situations, soon knew the pass I was brought 

to soon perceived my extreme disorder; in favour of which, removing the table out of the way, he 

began a prelude that flattered me with instant relief, to which I was not, however, so near as I 

imagined: for as he was unbuttoned to me, and tried to provoke and rouse to action his unactive 

torpid machine, he blushingly owned that no good was to be expected from it, unless I took it in 

hand to re-excite its languid loitering powers, by just refreshing the smart of the yet recent blood-

raw cuts, seeing it could, no more than a boy’s top, keep up without lashing. Sensible then that I 

should work as much for my own profit as his, I hurried my compliance with his desire, and 

abridging the ceremonial, whilst he leaned his head against the back of a chair, I had scarce 

gently made him feel the lash, before I saw the object of my wishes give signs of life, and 

presently, as it were with a magic touch, is started up into a noble size and distinction indeed. 

Hastening then to give me the benefit of it, he threw me down on the bench; but such was the 

refreshed soreness of those parts behind, on my leaning so hard on them, as became me to 



compass the admission of that stupendous head of his machine, that I could not possibly bear it. I 

got up then, and tried, by leaning forwards, and turning the crupper on my assailant, to let him at 

the back avenue: but here it was likewise impossible to stand his bearing so fiercely against me, 

in his agitations and endeavours to enter that way, whilst his belly battered directly against the 

recent sore. What should we do now? both intolerably heated: both in a fury; but pleasure is ever 

inventive for its own ends: he strips me in a trice stark naked, and placing a broad settee-cushion 

on the carpet before the fire, oversets me gently, topsy turvy, on it; and handling me only at the 

waist, whilst you may be sure I favoured all my dispositions, brought my legs round his neck; so 

that my head was kept from the floor only by my hands and the velvet cushion, which was now 

bespread with my flowing hair: thus I stood on my head and hands, supported by him in such 

manner, that whilst my thighs clung round him, so as to expose to his sight all my back figure, 

including the theatre of his bloody pleasure, the centre of my fore pair fairly bearded the object 

of its rage, that now stood in fine condition to give me satisfaction for the injuries of its 

neighbours. But as this posture was certainly not the easiest, and our imaginations, wound up to 

the height, could suffer no delay, he first, with the utmost eagerness and effort, just lip-lodged 

that broad acorn-fashioned head of his instrument; and still befriended by the fury with which he 

had made that impression, he soon stuffed in the rest; when now, with a pursuit of thrusts, 

fiercely urged, he absolutely overpowered and absorbed all sense of pain and uneasiness, 

whether from my wounds behind, my most untoward posture, or the oversize of his stretcher, in 

an infinitely predominant delight; when now all my whole spirits of life and sensation rushing, 

impetuously to the cock-pit, where the prize of pleasure was hotly in dispute and clustering to a 

point there, I soon received the dear relief of nature from these over-violent strains and 

provocations of it; harmonizing with which, my gallant spouted into me such a potent overflow 

of the balsamic injection, as softened and unedged all those irritating stings of a new species of 

titillation, which I had been so intolerably maddened with, and restored the ferment of my senses 

to some degree of composure. 

I had now achieved this rare adventure ultimately much more to my satisfaction than I had 

bespoken the nature of it to turn out; nor was it much lessened, you may think, by spark’s lavish 

praises of my constancy and complaisance, which he gave weight to by a present that greatly 

surpassed my utmost expectation, besides his gratification to Mrs. Cole. 

I was not, however, at any time re-enticed to renew with him, or resort again to the violent 

expedient of lashing nature into more haste than good speed: which, by the way, I conceive acts 

somewhat in the manner of a dose of Spanish flies; with more pain perhaps, but less danger; and 

might be necessary to him, but was nothing less so than to me, whose appetite wanted the bridle 

more than the spur. 

Mrs. Cole, to whom this adventurous exploit had more and more endeared me, looked on me 

now as a girl after her own heart, afraid of nothing, and, on a good account, hardly enough to 

fight all the weapons of pleasure through. Attentive then, in consequence of these favourable 

conceptions, to promote either my profit or pleasure, she had special regard for the first, in a new 

gallant of a very singular turn, that she procured for and introduced to me. 

This was a grave staid, solemn, elderly gentleman, whose peculiar humour was a delight in 

combing fine tresses of hair; and as I was perfectly headed to his taste, he used to come 

constantly at my toilet hours, when I let down my hair as loose as nature, and abandoned it to 

him to do what he pleased with it; and accordingly he would keep me an hour or more in play 

with it, drawing the comb through it, winding the curls round his fingers, even kissing it as he 



smoothed it; and all this led to no other use of my person, or any other liberties whatever, any 

more than if a distinction of sexes had not existed. 

Another peculiarity of taste he had, which was to present me with a dozen pairs of the whitest 

kid gloves at a time: these he would divert himself with drawing on me, and then biting off their 

finger ends; all which fooleries of a silly appetite, the old gentleman paid more liberally for, than 

most others did for more essential favours. This lasted till a violent cough, seizing and laying 

him up, delivered me from this most innocent and insipid trifler, for I never heard more of him 

after his first retreat. 

You may be sure a by-job of this sort interfered with no other pursuit, or plan of life; which I 

led, in truth, with a modesty and reserve that was less the work of virtue than of exhausted 

novelty, a glut of pleasure, and easy circumstances, that made me indifferent to any engagements 

in which pleasure and profit were not eminently united; and such I could, with the less 

impatience, wait for at the hands of time and fortune, as I was satisfied I could never mend my 

pennyworths, having evidently been served at the top of the market, and even been pampered 

with dainties: besides that, in the sacrifice of a few momentary impulses, I found a secret 

satisfaction in respecting myself, as well as preserving the life and freshness of my complexion. 

Louisa and Emily did not carry indeed their reserve so high as I did; but still they were far from 

cheap or abandoned, though two of their adventures seemed to contradict this general character, 

which, for their singularity, I shall give you in course, beginning first with Emily’s: 

Louisa and she went one night to a ball, the first in the habit of a shepherdess, Emily in that of 

a shepherd: I saw them in their dresses before they went, and nothing in nature could represent a 

prettier boy than this last did, being so fair and well limbed. They had kept together for some 

time, when Louisa, meeting an old acquaintance of hers, very cordially gives her companion the 

slip, and leaves her under the protection of her boy’s habit, which was not much, and of her 

discretion, which was, it seems, still less. Emily, finding herself deserted, sauntered thoughtless 

about a while, and, as much for coolness and air as any thing else, at length pulled off her mask 

and went to the sideboard; where, eyed and marked out by a gentleman in a very handsome 

domino, she was accosted by, and fell into chat with him. The domino, after a little discourse, in 

which Emily doubtless distinguished her good nature and easiness more than her wit, began to 

make violent love to her, and drawing her insensibly to some benches at the lower end of the 

masquerade room, got her to sit by him, where he squeezed her hands, pinched her cheeks, 

praised and played with her fine hair, admired her complexion, and all in a style of courtship 

dashed with a certain oddity, that not comprehending the mystery of, poor Emily attributed to his 

falling in with the humour of her disguise; and being naturally not the cruellest of her profession, 

began to incline to a parley on those essentials. But here was the stress of the joke: he took her 

really for what she appeared to be, a smock-faced boy; and she, forgetting her dress, and of 

course ranging quite wide of his ideas, took all those address to be paid to herself as a woman, 

which she precisely owed to his not thinking her one. However, this double error was pushed to 

such a height on both sides, that Emily, who saw nothing in him but a gentleman of distinction 

by those points of dress to which his disguise did not extend, warmed too by the wine he had 

plyed her with, and the caresses he had lavished upon her, suffered herself to be persuaded to go 

to a bagnio with him; and thus, losing sight of Mrs. Cole’s cautions, with a blind confidence, put 

herself into his hands, to be carried wherever he pleased. For his part, equally blinded by his 

wishes, whilst here gregious simplicity favoured his deception more than the most exquisite art 

could have done, he supposed, no doubt, that he had lighted on some soft simpleton, fit for his; 

purpose, or some kept minion broken to his hand, who understood him perfectly well, and 



entered into his designs. But, be that as it would, he led her to a coach, went into it with her, and 

brought her to a very handsome apartment, with a bed in it; but whether it was a bagnio or not, 

she could not tell, having spoken to nobody but himself. But when they were alone together, and 

her inamorato began to proceed to those extremities which instantly discover the sex, she 

remarked, that no description could paint up to the life, the mixture of pique, confusion and 

disappointment, that appeared in his countenance, joined to the mournful exclamation: “By 

heavens, a woman!” This at once opened her eyes, which had been shut in downright stupidity. 

However, as if he had meant to retrieve that escape, he still continued to toy with and fondle her, 

but with so staring an alteration from extreme warmth into a chill and forced civility, that even 

Emily herself could not but take notice of it, and now began to wish she had paid more regard to 

Mrs. Cole’s premonitions against ever engaging with a stranger. And now an excess of timidity 

succeeded to an excess of confidence, and she thought herself so much at his mercy and 

discretion, that she stood passive throughout the whole progress of his prelude: for now, whether 

the impressions of so great a beauty had even made him forgive her sex, or whether her 

appearance or figure in that dress still humoured his first illusion, he recovered by degrees a 

good part of his first warmth, and keeping Emily with her breeches still unbuttoned, stript them 

down to her knees, and gently impelling her to lean down, with her face against the bed-side, 

placed her so, that the double way, between the double rising behind, presented the choice fair to 

him, and he was so fairly set on a mis-direction, as to give the girl no small alarms for fear of 

losing a maidenhead she had not dreamt of. However, her complaints, and a resistance, gentle, 

but firm, checked and brought him to himself again; so that turning his steed’s head, he drove 

him at length in the right road, in which his imagination having probably made the most of those 

resemblances that flattered his taste, he got, with much ado, to his journey’s end: after which, he 

led her out himself, and walking with her two or three streets length, got her a chair, when 

making her a present not any thing inferior to what she could have expected, he left her, well 

recommended to the chairmen, who, on her directions, brought her home. 

This she related to Mrs. Cole and me the same morning, not without the visible remains of the 

fear and confusion she had been in, still stamped on her countenance. Mrs. Cole’s remark was, 

that her indiscretion proceeding from a constitutional facility, there were little hopes of any thing 

curing her of it, but repeated severe experience. Mine was, that I could not conceive how it was 

possible for mankind to run into a taste, not only universally odious, but absurd, and impossible 

to gratify; since, according to the notions and experience I had of things, it was not in nature to 

force such immense disproportions. Mrs. Cole only smiled at my ignorance, and said nothing 

towards my undeception, which was not affected but by ocular demonstration, some months 

after, which a most singular accident furnished me, and which I will here set down, that I may 

not return again to so disagreeable a subject. 

I had, on a visit intended to Harriet, who had taken lodgings at Hampton-court, hired a chariot 

to go out thither, Mrs. Cole having, promised to accompany me; but some indispensable business 

intervening, to detain her, I was obliged to set out alone; and scarce had I got a third of my way, 

before the axle-tree broke down, and I was well off to get out, safe and unhurt, into a public-

house, of a tolerable handsome appearance, on the road. Here the people told me that the stage 

would come by in a couple of hours at farthest, upon; which, determining to wait for it, sooner 

than lose the jaunt I had got so far forward on, I was carried into a very clean decent room, up 

one pair of stairs, which I took possession of for the time I had to stay, in right of calling for 

sufficient to do the house justice. 



Here, whilst I was amusing myself with looking out of the window, a single horse-chaise stopt 

at the door, out of which lightly leaped two young’ gentlemen, for so they seemed, who came in 

only as it were to bait and refresh a little, for they gave their horse to be held in readiness against 

they came out. And presently I heard the door of the next room, where they were let in, and 

called about them briskly; and as soon as they were served, I could just hear that they shut and 

fastened the door on the inside. 

A spirit of curiosity, far from sudden, since I do not know when I was without it, prompted 

me, without any particular suspicion, or other drift or view, to see what they were, and examine 

their persons and behaviour. The partition of our rooms was one of those moveable ones that, 

when taken down, served occasionally to lay them into one, for the conveniency of as larger 

company; and now, my nicest search could not shew me the shadow of a peep-hole, a 

circumstance which probably had not escaped the review of the parties on the other side, whom 

much it stood upon not to be deceived in it; but at length I observed a paper patch of the same 

colour as the wainscot, which I took to conceal some flaw; but then it was so high, that I was 

obliged to stand upon a chair to reach it, which I did as soft as possible, and, with a point of a 

bodkin, soon pierced it, and opened myself espial room sufficient. And now, applying my eye 

close, I commanded the room perfectly, and could see my two young sparks romping and pulling 

one another about, entirely, to my imagination, in frolic and innocent play. 

The eldest might be, on my nearest guess, towards nineteen, a tall comely young man, in a 

white fustian frock, with a green velvet cape, and cut bob-wig. 

The youngest could not be above seventeen, fair, ruddy, completely well made, and to say the 

truth, a sweet pretty stripling: he was too, I fancy, a country lad, by his dress, which was a green 

plush frock, and breeches of the same, white waistcoat and stockings, a jockey cap, with his 

fellowish hair, long and loose, in natural curls. 

But after a look of circumspection, which I saw the eldest cast every way round the room, 

probably in too much hurry and heat not to overlook the very small opening I was posted at, 

especially at the height it was, whilst my eye close to it kept the light from shining through and 

betraying it, he said something to his companion that presently changed the face of things. 

For now the elder began to embrace, to press and kiss the younger, to put his hands into his 

bosom, and give him such manifest signs of an amorous intention, as made me conclude the 

other to be a girl in disguise: a mistake that nature kept me in countenance for, for she had 

certainly made one, when she gave him the male stamp. 

In the rashness then of their age, and bent as they were to accomplish their project of 

preposterous pleasure, at the risk of the very worst of consequences, where a discovery was 

nothing less than improbable, they now proceeded to such lengths as soon satisfied me what they 

were. 

For presently the eldest unbuttoned the other’s breeches, and removing the linen barrier, 

brought out to view a white shaft, middle sized, and scarce fledged, when after handling and 

playing with it a little, with other dalliance, all received by the boy without other opposition than 

certain wayward coyness, ten times-more alluring than repulsive, he got him so turned round, 

with his face from him, to a chair that stood hard by; when knowing, I suppose, his office, the 

Ganymede now obsequiously leaned his head against the back of it, and projecting his body, 

made a fair mark, still covered with his shirt. As he thus stood in a side view to me, but fronting 

his companion, who, presently unmasking his battery, produced an engine that certainly deserved 

to be put to a better use, and very fit to confirm me in my disbelief of the possibility of things; 



being pushed to odious extremities, which I had built on the disproportion of parts; but this 

disbelief I was now cured of, as by my consent all young men should likewise be, that their 

innocence may not be betrayed into such snares, for want of knowing the extent of their danger: 

for nothing is more certain than that ignorance of advice is by no means a guard against it. 

Slipping, then, aside the young lad’s shirt, and tucking it up under his clothes behind, he 

shewed to the open air those globular fleshy eminences that compose the Mount Peasants of 

Rome, and which now, with all the narrow vale that intersects them, stood displayed and exposed 

to his attack; nor could I without a shudder behold the dispositions he made for it. First, then, 

moistening well with spittle his instrument, obviously to make it glib, he pointed, he introduced 

it, as I could plainly discern, not only from its direction and my losing sight of it, but by the 

writhing, twisting and soft murmured complaints of the young sufferer; but at length, the first 

straits of entrance being pretty well go through, every thing seemed to move and go pretty 

currently on, as on a carpet road, without much rub or resistance; and now, passing one hand 

round his minions’ hips, he got hold of his red-topped ivory toy, that stood perfectly stiff, and 

shewed, that if he was like his mother behind, he was like his father before; this he diverted 

himself with, whilst, with the other he wantoned with his hair, and leaning forward over his back, 

drew his face, from which the boy shook the loose curls that fell over it, in the posture he stood 

him in, and brought him towards his, so as to receive a long breathed kiss; after which, renewing 

his driving, and thus continuing to harass his rear, the height of the fist came on with its usual 

symptoms, and dismissed the action. 

The criminal scene they acted, I had the patience to see to an end, purely that I might gather 

more facts and certainty against them in my design to do their deserts instant justice; and 

accordingly, when they had re-adjusted themselves; and were preparing to go out, burning as I 

was with rage and indignation, I jumped down from the chair, in order to raise the house upon 

them, but with such an unlucky impetuosity, that some nail or ruggedness in the floor caught my 

foot, and flung me on my face with such violence, that I fell senseless on the ground, and lay 

there some time before any one came to my relief: so that they, alarmed, I suppose, by the noise 

of my fall, had more than the necessary time to make a safe retreat. This they effected, as I 

learnt, with a precipitation nobody could account for, until, when come to myself, and composed 

enough to speak, I acquainted those of the house with the whole transaction I had been evidence 

to. 

When I came home again, and told Mrs. Cole this adventure, she very sensibly observed to 

me, that “there was no doubt of the due vengeance one time or other overtaking these miscreants, 

however they might escape for the present; and that, had I been the temporal instrument of it, I 

should have been put to a great deal more trouble and confusion than I imagined; that, as to the 

thing itself, the less said of it was the better; but that though she might be suspected of partiality, 

from its being the common cause of womankind, out of whose mouths this practice tended to 

take something more than bread, yet she protested against any mixture of passion, with a 

declaration extorted from her by pure regard to truth; which was, that whatever effect this 

infamous passion had in other ages and other countries, it seemed a peculiar blessing on our air 

and climate, that there was a plaguespot visibly imprinted on all that are tainted with it, in this 

nation at least, for that among numbers of that stamp whom she had known, or at least were 

universally under the scandalous suspicion of it, she would not name an exception hardly to one 

of them, whose character was not, in all other respects, the most worthless and despicable that 

could be; stript of all the manly virtues of their own sex, and filled up with only the worst vices 

and follies of ours; that, in fine, they were scarce less execrable than ridiculous in their 



monstrous inconsistence, of loathing and contemning women, and at the same time apeing all 

their manners, airs, lisps, scuttle, and, in general, all their little modes of affectation, which 

become them at least better, than they do these unsexed, male misses.” 

But here, washing my hands of them, I re-plunge into the stream of my history, which I may 

very properly ingraft a terrible sally of Louisa’s, since I had some share in it myself, and have 

besides engaged myself to relate it, in point of countenance to poor Emily. It will add, too, one 

more example to thousands, in confirmation of the maxim, that women get once out of compass, 

there are no lengths of licentiousness, that they are not capable of running. 

One morning then, that both Mrs. Cole and Emily were gone out for the day, and only Louisa 

and I (not to mention the house-maid) were left in charge of the house, whilst we were loitering 

away the time, in looking through the shop windows, the son of a poor woman, who earned very 

hard bread indeed by mending of stockings, in a stall in the neighbourhood, offered us some 

nosegays, ranged round a small basket; by selling of which the poor boy eked out his mother’s 

maintenance of them both: nor was he fit for any other way of livelihood, since he was not only a 

perfect changeling, or idiot, but stammered so that there was no understanding even those sounds 

his half-dozen animals ideas, at most, prompted him to utter. 

The boys and servants in the neighbourhood had given him the nick-name of good-natured 

Dick, from the soft simpleton’s doing every thing he was bid at the first word, and from his 

naturally having no turn to mischief; then, by the way, he was perfectly well made, stout, clean-

limbed, tall of his age, as strong as a horse, and, withal, pretty featured; so that he was not, 

absolutely, such a figure to be snuffled at neither, if your nicety could, in favour of such 

essentials, have dispensed with a face unwashed, hair tangled for want of combing, and so 

ragged a plight, that he might have disputed points of shew with any heathen philosopher of 

them all. 

This boy we had often seen, and bought his flowers, out of pure compassion, and nothing 

more; but just at this time as he stood presenting us his basket, a sudden whim, a start of 

wayward fancy, seized Louisa; and, without consulting me, she calls him in, and beginning to 

examine his nosegays, culls out two, one for herself, another for me, and pulling out half a 

crown, very currently gives it him to change, as if she had really expected he could have changed 

it: but the boy, scratching his head, made his signs explain his inability in place of words, which 

he could not, with all his struggles, articulate. 

Louisa, at this, says: “Well, my lad, come up stairs with me, and I will give you your due,” 

winking at the same time to me, and beckoning me to accompany her, which I did, securing first 

the street-door, that by this means, together with the shop, became wholly the care of the faithful 

house-maid. 

As we went up, Louisa whispered me “that she had conceived a strange longing to be satisfied, 

whether the general rule held good with regard to this changeling, and how far nature had made 

him amends, in her best bodily gifts, for her denial of the sublimer intellectual ones; begin, at the 

same time, my assistance in procuring her this satisfaction.” A want of complaisance was never 

my vice, and I was so far from opposing this extravagant frolic, that now, bit with the same 

maggot, and my curiosity conspiring with hers, I entered plump into it, on my own account. 

Consequently, soon as we came into Louisa’s bed-chamber, whilst she was amusing him with 

picking out his nosegays, I undertook the lead, and began the attack. As it was not then very 

material to keep much measures with a mere natural, I made presently free with him, though at 

my first motion of meddling, his surprise and confusion made him receive my advances but 



awkwardly: nay, insomuch that he bashfully shied, and shied back a little; till encouraging him 

with my eyes, plucking him playfully by the hair, sleeking his cheeks, and forwarding my point 

by a number of little wantonnesses, I soon turned him familiar, and gave nature her sweetest 

alarm: so that aroused, and beginning to feel himself, we could, amidst all the innocent laugh and 

grin I had provoked him into, perceive the fire lighting in his eyes, and, diffusing over his 

cheeks, blend its glow with that of his blushes. The emotion in short of animal pleasure glared 

distinctly in the simpleton’s countenance; yet struck with the novelty of the scene, he did not 

know which way to look or move; but tame, passive, simpering, with his mouth half open, in 

stupid rapture, stood and tractably suffered me to do what I pleased with him. His basket was 

dropt out of his hands, which Louisa took care of. 

I had now, through more than one rent, discovered and felt his thighs, the skin of which 

seemed the smoother and fairer for the coarseness, and even the dirt of his dress, as the teeth of 

negroes seem the whiter for the surrounded black; and poor indeed of habit, poor of 

understanding, he was, however, abundantly rich in personal treasures, such as flesh, firm, 

plump, and replete with the juices of youth, and robust well-knit limbs. My fingers too had now 

got within reach of the true, the genuine sensitive plant, which, instead of shrinking from the 

touch, joys to meet it, and swells and vegetates under it: mine pleasingly informed me that 

matters were so ripe for the discovery we meditated, that they were too mighty for the 

confinement they were ready to break. A waistband that I unskewered, and a rag of a shirt that I 

removed, and which could not have covered a quarter of it, revealed the whole of the idiot’s 

standard of distinction, erect, in full pride and display: but such a one! it was positively of so 

tremendous a size, that prepared as we were to see something extraordinary, it still, out of 

measure, surpassed our expectation, and astonished even me, who had not been used to trade in 

trifles. In fine, it might have answered very well the making a skew of; its enormous head 

seemed, in hue and size, not unlike a common sheep’s heart; then you might have trolled dice 

securely along the broad back of the body of it; the length of it too was prodigious; then the rich 

appendage of the treasure-bag beneath, large in proportion, gathered and crisped up round in 

shallow furrows, helped to fill the eye, and complete the proof of his being a natural, not quite in 

vain; since it was full manifest that he inherited, and largely too, the prerogative of majesty 

which distinguishes that otherwise most unfortunate condition, and gave rise to the vulgar saying 

“That a fool’s bauble is a lady’s playfellow.” Not wholly without reason: for, generally speaking, 

it is in love as it is in war, where the longest weapon carries it. Nature, in short, had done so 

much for him in those parts, that she perhaps held herself acquitted in doing so little for his head. 

For my part, who had sincerely no intention to push the joke further than simply satisfying my 

curiosity with the sight of it alone, I was content, in spite of the temptation that stared me in the 

face, with having raised a May-pole for another to hang a garland on: for, by this time, easily 

reading Louisa’s desires in her wishful eyes, I acted the commodious part, and made her, who 

sought no better sport, significant terms of encouragement to go through stitch with her 

adventure; intimating too that I would stay and see fair play: in which, indeed, I had in view to 

humour a new born curiosity, to observe what appearances active nature would put on in a 

natural, in the course of this her darling operation. 

Louisa, whose appetite was up, and who, like the industrious bee, was, it seems, not above 

gathering the sweet of so rare a flower, though she found it planted on a dunghill, was but too 

readily disposed to take the benefit of my cession. Urged then strongly by her own desires, and 

emboldened by me, she presently determined to risk a trial of parts with the idiot, who was by 

this time nobly inflamed for her purpose, by all the irritation we had used to put the principles of 



pleasure effectually into motion, and to wind up the springs of its organ to their supreme pitch; 

and it stood accordingly stiff and straining, ready to burst with the blood and spirits that swelled 

it... to a bulk! No! I shall never forget it. 

Louisa then, taking and holding the fine handle that so invitingly offered itself, led the ductile 

youth, by that mastertool of his, as she stept backward towards the bed; which he joyfully gave 

way to, under the incitations of instinct, and palpably delivered up to the goad of desire. 

Stopped then by the bed, she took the fall she loved, and leaned to the most, gently backward 

upon it, still holding fast what she held, and taking care to give her clothes a convenient toss up, 

so that her thighs duly disclosed, and elevated, laid open all the outward prospect of the treasury 

of love: the rose-lipt overture presenting the cockpit so fair, that it was not in nature even for a 

natural to miss it. Nor did he: for Louisa, fully bent on grappling with it, and impatient of 

dalliance or delay, directed faithfully the point of the battering-piece, and bounded up with a rage 

of so voracious appetite, to meet and favour the thrust of insertion, that the fierce activity on both 

sides effected it with such pain of distention, that Louisa cried out violently, that she was hurt 

beyond bearing, that she was killed. But it was too late: the storm was up, and force was on her 

to give way to it; for now the man-machine, strongly worked upon by the sensual passion, felt so 

manfully his advantages and superiority, felt withal the sting of pleasure so intolerable, that 

maddening with it, his joys began to assume a character of furiousness, which made me tremble 

for the too tender Louisa. He seemed, at this juncture, greater than himself; his countenance, 

before so void of meaning, or expression, now grew big with the importance of the act he was 

upon. In short, it was not now that he was to be played the fool with. But, what is pleasant 

enough, I myself was awed into a sort of respect for him, by the comely terrors his motions 

dressed him in: his eyes shooting sparks of fire; his face glowing with ardours that gave another 

life to it; his teeth churning; his whole frame agitated with a raging ungovernable impetuosity: all 

sensibly betraying the formidable fierceness with which the genial instinct acted upon him. 

Butting then and goring all before him, and mad and wild like an ower-driven steer, he ploughs 

up the tender furrow all insensible to Louisa’s complaints; nothing can stop, nothing can keep 

out a fury like his: with which, having once got its head in, its blind rage soon made way for the 

rest, piercing, rending, and breaking open all obstruction. The torn, split, wounded girl cries, 

struggles, invokes me to her rescue, and endeavours to get from under the young savage, or 

shake him off, but alas! in vain: her breath, might as soon have strength to have quelled his rough 

assault, or put him out of his course. And indeed, all her efforts and struggles were managed with 

such disorder, that they served rather to entangle, and fold her the faster in the twine of his 

boisterous arms; so that she was tied to the stake, and obliged to fight the match out, if she died 

for it. For his part, instinct-ridden as he was, the expressions of his animal passion, partaking 

something of ferocity, were rather worrying than kisses, intermixed with ravenous love-bites on 

her cheeks and necks, the prints of which did not wear out for some days after. 

Poor Louisa, however, bore up at length better than could have been expected: and though she 

suffered, and greatly too, yet, ever true to the good old cause, she suffered with pleasure and 

enjoyed her pain. And soon now, by dint of an enraged enforcement, the brute-machine, driven 

like a whirlwind, made all smoke again, and wedging its way up, to the utmost extremity, left 

her, in point of penetration, nothing to fear or to desire: and now, 

“Gorged with the dearest morsel of the earth,” 

(Shakespeare.) 



Louisa lay, pleased to the heart, pleased to her utmost capacity of being so, with every fibre in 

those parts, stretched almost to breaking, on a rack of joy, whilst the instrument of all this over-

fullness searched her senses with its sweet excess, till the pleasure gained upon her so, its point 

stung her so home, that catching at length the rage from her furious driver and sharing the riot of 

his wild rapture, she went wholly out of her mind into that favourite part of her body, the whole 

intenseness of which was so fervously filled, and employed: there alone she existed, all lost in 

those delirious transports, those extasies of the senses, which her winking eyes, the brightened 

vermilion of her lips and cheeks, and sighs of pleasure deeply fetched, so pathetically expressed. 

In short, she was now as mere a machine as much wrought on, and had her motions as little at 

her own command, as the natural himself, who, thus broke in upon her, made her feel with a 

vengeance his tempestuous mettle he battered with; their active loins quivered again with the 

violence of their conflict, till the surge of pleasure, foaming and raging to a height, drew down 

the pearly shower that was, to allay this hurricane. The purely sensitive idiot then first shed those 

tears of joy that attend its last moments, not without an agony of delight, and even almost a roar 

of rapture, as the gush escaped him; so sensibly too for Louisa, that she kept him faithful 

company, going off, in consent, with the old symptoms: a delicious delirium, a tremendous 

convulsive shudder, and the critical dying: Oh! And now, on his getting off she lay pleasure-

drenched, and regorging its essential sweets; but quite spent, and gasping for breath, without 

other sensation of life than in those exquisite vibrations that trembled still on the strings of 

delight; which had been too intensively touched, and which nature had so ravishingly stirred 

with, for the senses to be quickly at peace from. 

As for the changeling, whose curious engine had been thus successfully played off, his shift of 

countenance and gesture had even something droll, or rather tragi-comic in it: there was now an 

air of sad repining foolishness, superadded to his natural one of no meaning and idiotism, as he 

stood with his label of manhood, now lank, unstiffened, becalmed, and flapping against his 

thighs, down which it reached half way, terrible even in its fall, whilst under the dejection of 

spirit and flesh, which naturally followed his eyes, by turns, cast down towards his struck 

standard, or piteously lifted to Louisa, seemed to require at her hands what he had so sensibly 

parted from to her, and now ruefully missed. But the vigour of nature, soon returning, dissipated 

the blast of faintness which the common law of enjoyment had subjected him to; and now his 

basket re-became his main concern, which I looked for, and brought him, whilst Louisa restored 

his dress to its usual condition, and afterwards pleased him perhaps more by taking all his 

flowers off his hands, and paying him, at his rate, for them, than if she had embarrassed him by a 

present, that he would have been puzzled to account for, and might have put others on tracing the 

motives of. 

Whether she ever returned to the attack I know not, and, to say truth, I believe not. She had 

had her freak out, and had pretty plentifully drowned her curiosity in a glut of pleasure, which, as 

it happened, had no other consequence than that the lad, who retained only a confused memory 

of the transaction, would, when he saw her, forget her in favour of the next woman, tempted, on 

the report of his parts, to take him in. Louisa herself did not long outstay this adventure at Mrs. 

Cole’s (to whom, by the bye, we took care not to boast of our exploit, till all fear of 

consequences were clearly over): for an occasion presenting itself of proving her passion for a 

young fellow, at the expense of her discretion, proceeding all in character, she packed up her 

toilet, at half a day’s warning, and went with him abroad, since which I entirely lost sight of her, 

and it never fell in my way to hear what became of her. 



But a few days after she had left us, two very occasion, not to wrong our training at Mrs. 

Cole’s, especially favourites, and free of her academy, easily obtained her consent for Emily’s 

and my acceptance of a party of pleasure, at a little but agreeable house, belonging to one of 

them situated not far up the river Thames, on the Surrey side. 

Every thing being settled, and it being a fine summer day, but rather of the warmest, we set 

out after dinner, and got to our rendezvous about four in the afternoon; where, landing at the foot 

of a neat, joyous pavilion, Emily and I were handed into it by our esquires, and there drank tea 

with a cheerfulness and gaiety, that the beauty of the prospect, the serenity of the weather, and 

the tender politeness of our sprightly gallants, naturally led us into. 

After tea, and taking a turn in the garden, my particular, who was the master of the house, and 

had in no sense schemed this party of pleasure for a dry one, proposed to us, with that frankness 

which his familiarity at Mrs. Cole’s entitled him to, as the weather was excessively hot, to bathe 

together, under a commodious shelter that he had prepared expressly for that purpose, in a creek 

of the river, with which a side-door of the pavilion immediately communicated, and where we 

might be sure of having our diversion out, safe from interruption, and with the utmost privacy. 

Emily, who never refused anything, and I, who ever delighted in bathing, and had no 

exception to the person who proposed it, or to those pleasure it was easy to guess it implied, took 

care, on this occasion, not to wrong our training at Mrs. Cole’s, and agreed to it with as good a 

grace as we could. Upon which, without loss of time, we returned instantly to the pavilion, one 

door of which opened into a tent, pitched before it, that with its marquise, formed a pleasing 

defense again the sun, or the weather, and was besides as private as we could wish. The lining of 

it, embossed cloth, represented a wild forest foliage, from the top, down to the sides, which, in 

the same stuff, were figured with fluted pilasters, with their spaces between filled with flower 

vases, the whole having a pay effect croon the eye, wherever you turned it. 

Then it reached sufficiently into the water, yet contained convenient benches round it, on the 

dry ground, either to keep our clothes, or..., or..., in short for more uses than resting upon. There 

was a side-table too, loaded with sweetmeats, jellies, and other eatables, and bottles of wine and 

cordials, by way of occasional relief from any rawness, or chill of the water, or from any 

faintness from whatever cause; and in fact, my gallant, who understood chère entiêre perfectly, 

and who, for taste (even if you would not approve this specimen of it) might have been 

comptroller of pleasures to a Roman emperor, had left no requisite towards convenience or 

luxury unprovided. 

As soon as we had looked round this inviting spot, and every preliminary of privacy was duly 

settled, strip was the word: when the young gentlemen soon dispatched the undressing each his 

partner and reduced us to the naked confession of all those secrets of person which dress 

generally hides, and which the discovery of was, naturally speaking, not to our disadvantage. Our 

hands, indeed, mechanically carried towards the most interesting part of us, screened, at first, all 

from the tufted cliff downwards, till we took them away at their desire, and employed them in 

doing them the same office, of helping off with their clothes; in the process of which, there 

passed all the little wantonnesses and frolics that you may easily imagine. 

As for my spark, he was presently undressed, all to his shirt, the fore-lappet of which as he 

leaned languishingly on me, he smilingly pointed to me to observe, as it bellied out, or rose and 

fell, according to the unruly starts of the motion behind it; but it was soon fixed, for now taking 

off his shirt, and naked as a Cupid, he shewed it me at so upright a stand, as prepared me indeed 

for his application to me for instant ease; but, though the sight of its fine size was fit enough to 



fire me, the cooling air, as I stood in this state of nature, joined to the desire I had of bathing-

first, enabled me to put him off, and tranquillize him, with the remark, that a little suspense 

would only set a keener edge on the pleasure. Leading them the way, and shewing our friends an 

example of continency, which they were giving signs of losing respect to, we went hand in hand 

into the stream, till it took us up to our necks, where the no more than grateful coolness of the 

water gave my senses a delicious refreshment from the sultriness of the season, and made more 

alive, more happy in myself, and, in course, more alert, and open to voluptuous impressions. 

Here I laved and wantoned with the water, or sportively played with my companion, leaving 

Emily to deal with hers at discretion. Mine, at length, not content with making me take the 

plunge over head and ears, kept splashing me, and provoking me with all the little playful tricks 

he could devise, and which I strove not to remain in his debt for. We gave, in short, a loose to 

mirth; and now, nothing would serve him but giving his hand the regale of going over every part 

of me, neck, breast, belly, thighs, and all the et cætera, so dear to the imagination, under the 

pretext of washing and rubbing them; as we both stood in the water, no higher now than the pit 

of our stomachs, and which did not hinder him from feeling, and toying with that leak that 

distinguishes our sex, and it so wonderfully water-tight: for his fingers, in vain dilating and 

opening it, only let more flame than water into it, be it said without a figure. At the same time he 

made me feel his own engine, which was so well wound up, as to stand even the working in 

water, and he accordingly threw one arm round my neck, and was endeavouring to get the better 

of that harsher construction bred by the surrounding fluid; and had in effect one his way so far as 

to make me sensible of the pleasing stretch of those nether lips, from the in-driving machine; 

when, independent of my not liking that awkward mode of enjoyment, I could not help 

interrupting him, in order to become joint spectators of a plan of joy, in hot operation between 

Emily and her partner; who impatient of the fooleries and dalliance of the bath, had led his 

nymph to one of the benches on the green bank, where he was very cordially proceeding to teach 

her the difference betwixt jest and earnest. 

There, setting her on his knee, and gliding one hand over the surface of that smooth polished 

snow-white skin of hers, which now doubly shone with a dew-bright lustre, and presented to the 

touch something like what one would imagine of animated ivory, especially in those ruby-

nippled globes, which the touch is so fond of and delights to make love to, with the other he was 

lusciously exploring the sweet secret of nature, in order to make room for a stately piece of 

machinery, that stood up-reared, between her thighs, as she continued sitting on his lap, and 

pressed hard for instant intromission, which the tender Emily, in a fit of humour deliciously 

protracted, affected to decline, and elude the very pleasure she sighed for, but in a style of 

waywardness, so prettily put on, and managed, as to render it ten times more poignant; then her 

eyes, all amidst the softest dying languishment, expressed, ait once a mock denial and extreme 

desire, whilst her sweetness was zested with a coyness so pleasingly provoking, her moods of 

keeping him off were so attractive, that they redoubled the impetuous rage with, which, he 

covered her with kisses: and kisses that, whilst she seemed to shy from or scuffle for, the 

cunning wanton contrived such sly returns, of, as were, doubtless the sweeter for the gust she 

gave them, of being stolen ravished. 

Thus Emily, who knew no art but that which nature itself, in favour of her principal end, 

pleasure, had inspired her with, the art of yielding, coy’d it indeed, but coy’d it to the purpose; 

for with all her straining, her wrestling, and striving to break from the clasp of his arms, she was 

so far wiser yet than to mean it, that in her struggles, it was visible she aimed at nothing more 

than multiplying points of touch with him, and drawing yet closer the folds that held them every 



where entwined, like two tendrils of a vine intercurling: together: so that the same effect, as 

when Louisa strove in good earnest to disengage from the idiot, was now produced by different 

motives. 

Mean while, their emersion out of the cold water had caused a general glow, a tender suffusion 

of heightened carnation over their bodies; both equally white and smooth-skinned; so that as 

their limbs were thus amorously interwoven, in sweet confusion, it was scarce possible to 

distinguish who they respectively belonged to, but for the brawnier, bolder muscles of the 

stronger sex. 

In a little time, however, the champion was fairly in with her, and had tied at all points the true 

lover’s knot; when now, adieu all the little refinements of a finessed reluctance; adieu the 

friendly feint! She was presently driven forcibly out of the power of using any art; and indeed, 

what art must not give way, when nature, corresponding with her assailant, invaded in the heart 

of her capital and carried by storm, lay at the mercy of the proud conqueror, who had made his 

entry triumphantly and completely? Soon, however, to become a tributary: for the engagement 

growing hotter and hotter, at close quarters, she presently brought him to the pass of paying 

down the dear debt to nature; which she had no sooner collected in, but, like a duellist who has 

laid his antagonist at his feet, when he has himself received a mortal wound, Emily had scarce 

time to plume herself upon her victory, but, shot with the same discharge, she, in a loud expiring 

sigh, in the closure of her eyes, the stretch-out of her limbs, and a remission of her whole frame, 

gave manifest signs that all was as it should be. 

For my part, who had not with the calmest patience stood in the water all this time, to view 

this warm action, I leaned tenderly on my gallant, and at the close of it, seemed to ask him with 

my eyes, what he thought of it; but he, more eager to satisfy me by his actions than by words or 

looks, as we shoaled the water towards the shore, showed me the staff of love so intensely set up, 

that had not even charity, beginning at home in this case, urged me to our mutual relief, it would 

have been cruel indeed to have suffered the youth to burst with straining, when the remedy was 

so obvious and so near at hand. 

Accordingly we took a bench, whilst Emily and her spark, who belonged it seems to the sea, 

stood at the side-board, drinking to our good voyage: for, as the last observed, we were well 

under weigh, with a fair wind up channel, and full-freighted; nor indeed were we long before we 

finished our trip to Cythera, and unloaded in the old haven; but, as the circumstances did not 

admit of much variation, I shall spare you the description. 

At the same time, allow me to place you here an excuse I am conscious of owing you, for 

having, perhaps, too much affected the figurative style; though surely, it can pass nowhere more 

allowable than in a subject which is so properly the province of poetry, nay, is poetry itself, 

pregnant with every flower of imagination and loving metaphors, even were not the natural 

expressions, for respects of fashion and sound, necessarily forbidden. 

Resuming now my history, you may please to know, that what with a competent number of 

repetitions, all in the same strain (and, by the bye, we have a certain natural sense that those 

repetitions are very much to the taste), what with a circle of pleasures delicately varied, there was 

not a moment lost to joy all the time we staid there, till late in the night we were re-escorted 

home by our esquires, who delivered us safe to Mrs. Cole, with generous thanks for our 

company. 

This too was Emily’s last adventure in our way: for scarce a week after, she was, by an 

accident too trivial to detail to you the particulars, found out by her parents, who were in good 



circumstances, and who had been punished for their partiality to their son, in the loss of him, 

occasioned by a circumstance of their over indulgence to his appetite; upon which the so long 

engrossed stream of fondness, running violently in favour of this lost and inhumanly abandoned 

child whom if they had not neglected enquiry about, they might long before have recovered, they 

were now so over-joyed at the retrieval of her, that, I presume, it made them much less strict in 

examining the bottom of things: for they seemed very glad to take for granted, in the lump, every 

thing that the grave and decent Mrs. Cole was pleased to pass upon them; and soon afterwards 

sent her, from the country, handsome acknowledgment. 

But it was not so easy to replace to our community the loss of so sweet a member of it: for, not 

to mention her beauty, she was one of those mild, pliant characters, that if one does not entirely 

esteem, one can scarce help loving, which is not such a bad compensation neither. Owing all her 

weaknesses to good nature, and an indolent facility that kept her too much at the mercy of first 

impressions, she had just sense enough to know that she wanted leading strings, and thought 

herself so much obliged to any who would take the pains to think for her, and guide her, that 

with a very little management, she was capable of being made a most agreeable, nay a most 

virtuous wife: for vice, it is probable, had never been her choice, or her fate, if it had not been for 

occasion, or example, or had she not depended less upon herself than upon her circumstances. 

This presumption her conduct afterwards verified: for presently meeting with a match, that was 

ready cut and dry for her, with a neighbour’s son of her own rank, and a young man of sense and 

order, who took as the widow of one lost at sea (for so it seems one of her gallants, whose name 

she had made free with, really was), she naturally struck into all the duties of her domestic life, 

with as much simplicity of affection, with as much constancy and regularity, as if she had never 

swerved from a state of undebauched innocence from her youth. 

These desertions had, however, now so far thinned Mrs. Cole’s cluck that she was left with 

only me, like a hen with one chicken; but though she was earnestly entreated and encouraged to 

recruit her crops, her growing infirmities, and, above all, the tortures, of a stubborn hip gout, 

which she found would yield to no remedy, determined her to break up her business, and retire 

with a decent pittance into the country, where I promised myself, nothing so sure, as my going 

down to live with her, as soon as I had seen a little more of life, and improved my small matters 

into a competency that would create in me an independence on the world: for I was now, thanks 

to Mrs. Cole, wise enough to keep that essential in view. 

Thus was I then to lose my faithful preceptress, as did the philosophers of the town the white 

crow of her profession. For besides that she never ransacked her customers, whose tastes too she 

ever studiously consulted, she never racked her pupils with unconscionable extortions, nor ever 

put their hard earnings, as she called them, under the contribution of poundage. She was a severe 

enemy to the seduction for innocence, and confined her acquisitions solely to those unfortunate 

young women, who, having lost it, were but the juster objects of compassion: among these, 

indeed, she picked out such as suited her views and taking them under her protection, rescued 

them from the danger of the public sinks of ruin and misery, to place, or for them, well or ill, in 

the manner you have seen. Having then settled her affairs, she set out on her journey, after taking 

the most tender leave of me, and at the end of some excellent instructions, recommending me to 

myself, with an anxiety perfectly maternal. In short, she affected me so much, that I was not 

presently reconciled to myself for suffering her at any rate to go without me; but fate had, it 

seems, otherwise disposed of me. 

I had, on my separation from Mrs. Cole, taken a pleasant convenient house at Marylebone, but 

easy to rent and manage from its smallness, which I furnished neatly and modestly. There, with a 



reserve of eight hundred pounds, the fruit of my deference to Mrs. Cole’s counsels, exclusive of 

clothes, some jewels, and some plate, I saw myself in purse for a long time, to wait without 

impatience for what the chapter of accidents might produce in my favour. 

Here, under the new character of a young gentlewoman whose husband was gone to sea, I had 

marked me out such lines of life and conduct, as leaving me a competent liberty to pursue my 

views either out of pleasure or fortune, bounded me nevertheless strictly within the rules of 

decency and discretion: a disposition, in which you cannot escape observing a true pupil of Mrs. 

Cole. 

I was scarce, however, well warm in my new abode, when going out one morning pretty early 

to enjoy the freshness of it, in the pleasing outlet of the fields, accompanied only by a maid, 

whom I had newly hired, as we were carelessly walking among the trees, we were alarmed with 

the noise of a violent coughing: turning our heads towards which, we distinguished a plain well 

dressed elderly gentleman, who, attacked with a sudden fit, was so much overcome, as to be 

forced to give way to it and sit down at the foot of a tree, where he seemed suffocating with the 

severity of it, being perfectly black in the face; not less moved than frightened with which, I flew 

on the instant to his relief, and using the rote of practice I had observed on the like occasion, I 

loosened his cravat and clapped him on the back; but whether to any purpose, or whether the 

cough had had its course, I know not, but the fit immediately went off; and now recovered to his 

speech and legs, he returned me thanks with as much emphasis as if I had saved his life. This 

naturally engaging a conversation, he acquainted me where he lived, which was at a considerable 

distance from where I met him, and where he had strayed insensibly on the same intention of a 

morning walk. 

He was, as I afterwards learned in the course of the intimacy which this little accident gave 

birth to, an old bachelor, turned of sixty, but of a fresh vigorous complexion, insomuch that he 

scarce marked five and forty, having never racked his constitution by permitting his desires to 

over-tax his ability. 

As to his birth and conditions, his parents, honest and failed mechanics, had, by the best traces 

he could get of them, left him an infant orphan on the parish; so that it was from a charity-school, 

that, by honesty and industry, he made his way into a merchant’s counting house, from whence, 

being sent to a house in Cadiz, he there, by his talents and activity, acquired not only a fortune, 

but an immense one, with which he returned to his native country; where he could not, however, 

fish out so much as one single relation out of the obscurity he was born in. Taking then a taste 

for refinement, and pleased to enjoy life, like a mistress in the dark, he flowed his days in all the 

ease of opulence, without the least parade of it; and, rather studying the concealment than the 

shew of a fortune, looked down on a world he perfectly knew himself, to his wish, unknown and 

unmarked by. 

But, as I propose to devote a letter entirely to the pleasure of retracing to you all the particulars 

of my acquaintance with this ever, to me, memorable friend, I shall, in this, transiently touch on 

no more than may serve, as mortar, to cement, or form the connection of my history, and to 

obviate your surprise that one of my blood and relish of life, should count a gallant of three score 

such a catch. 

Referring then to a more explicit narrative, to explain by what progressions our acquaintance, 

certainly innocent at first, insensibly changed nature, and run into unplatonic length, as might 

well be expected from one of my condition of life, and above all, from that principle of 

electricity that scarce ever fails of producing fire when the sexes meet. I shall only here acquaint 



you, that as age had not subdued his tenderness for our sex, neither had it robbed him of the 

power of pleasing, since whatever he wanted in the bewitching charms of youth, he atoned for, 

or supplemented with the advantages of experience, the sweetness of his manners, and above all, 

his flattering address in touching the heart, by an application to the understanding. From him it 

was I first learned, to any purpose, and not without infinite pleasure, that I had such a portion of 

me worth bestowing some regard on; from him I received my first essential encouragement, and 

instructions how to put it in that train of cultivation, which I have since pushed to the little 

degree of improvement you see it at; he it was, who first taught me to be sensible that the 

pleasures of the mind were superior to those of the body; at the same time, that they were so far 

from obnoxious to, or, incompatible with each other, that, besides the sweetness in the variety 

and transition, the one served to exalt and perfect the taste of the other, to a degree that the 

senses alone can never arrive at. 

Himself a rational pleasurist; as being much too wise to be ashamed of the pleasures of 

humanity, loved me indeed, but loved me with dignity; in a mean equally removed from the 

sourness, of forwardness, by which age is unpleasingly characterized, and from that childish silly 

dotage that so often disgraces it, and which he himself used to turn into ridicule, and compare to 

an old goat affecting the frisk of a young kid. 

In short, every thing that is generally unamiable in his season of life, was, in him, repaired by 

so many advantages, that he existed a proof, manifest at least to me, that it is not out of the 

power of age to please, if it lays out to please, and if, making just allowance, those in that class 

do not forget, that if must cost them more pains and attention, than what youth, the natural 

spring-time of joy, stands in need of: as fruits out of season require proportionally more skill and 

cultivation, to force them. 

With this gentleman, who took me home soon after our acquaintance commenced, I lived near 

eight months in which time, my constant complaisance and docility, my attention to deserve his 

confidence and love, and a conduct, in general, devoid of the least art and founded on my sincere 

regard and esteem for him, won and attached him so firmly to me, that, after having generously 

trusted me with a genteel, independent settlement, proceeding to heap marks of affection on me, 

he appointed me, by an authentic will, his sole heiress and executrix: a disposition which he did 

not outlive two months, being taken from me by a violent cold that he contracted, as he 

unadvisedly ran to the window, on an alarm of fire at some streets distant, and stood there naked-

breasted, and exposed to the fatal impressions of a damp night air. 

After acquitting myself of the duty towards my deceased benefactor, and paying him a tribute 

of un-feigned sorrow, which a little time changed into a most tender, graceful memory of him, 

which I shall ever retain, I grew somewhat comforted by the prospect that now opened to me, if 

not of happiness, at least of affluence and independence. 

I saw myself then in the full bloom and pride of youth (for I was not yet nineteen), actually at 

the head of so large a fortune, as it would have been even the height of impudence in me to have 

raised my wishes, much more my hopes to; and that this unexpected elevation did not turn my 

head, I owed to the pains my benefactor had taken to form and prepare me for it, as I owed his 

opinion of my management of the vast possessions he left me, to what he had observed of the 

prudential economy I had learned under Mrs. Cole, the reserve of which he saw I had made, was 

a proof and encouragement to him. 



But, alas! how easily in the enjoyment of the greatest sweets in life, in present possession, 

poisoned by the regret of an absent one! But my regret was a mighty and just one, since it had 

my only truly beloved Charles for its object. 

Given him up I had, indeed, completely, having never once heard from him since our 

separation; which, as I found afterwards, had been my misfortune, and not his neglect, for he 

wrote me several letters which had all miscarried; but forgotten him I never had. And amidst all 

my personal infidelities, not one had made a pin’s point impression on a heart impenetrable to 

the true love passion, but for him. 

As soon, however, as I was mistress of this unexpected fortune, I felt more than ever how dear 

he was to me, from its insufficiency to make me happy, whilst he was not to share it with me. 

My earliest care, consequently, was to endeavour at getting some account of him; but all my 

researches produced me no more light, than that his father had been dead for some time, not so 

well as even with the world; and that Charles had reached his port of destination in the South 

Seas, where, finding the estate he was sent to recover, dwindled to a trifle, by the loss of two 

ships in which the bulk of his uncle’s fortune lay, he was come away with the small remainder, 

and might, perhaps, according to the best advice, in a few months return to England, from 

whence he had, at the time of this my inquiry, been absent two years and seven months. A little 

eternity in love! 

You cannot conceive with what joy I embraced the hopes thus given me of seeing the delight 

of my heart again. But, as the term of months was assigned it, in order to divert and amuse my 

impatience for his return, after settling my affairs with much ease and security, I set out on a 

journey for Lancashire, with an equipage suitable to my fortune, and with a design purely to 

revisit my place of nativity, for which I could not help retaining a great tenderness; and might 

naturally not be sorry to shew myself there, to the advantage I was now in pass to do, after the 

report Esther Davis had spread of my being spirited away to the plantations; for on no other 

supposition could she account for the suppression of myself to her, since her leaving me so 

abruptly at the inn. Another favourite intention I had, to look out for my relations, though I had 

none but distant ones, and prove a benefactress to them. Then Mrs. Cole’s place of retirement 

lying in my way, was not amongst the least of the pleasures I had proposed to myself in this 

expedition. 

I had taken nobody with me but a discreet decent woman, to figure it as my companion, 

besides my servants; and was scarce got into an inn, about twenty miles from London, where I 

was to sup and pass the night, when such a storm of wind and rain come on, as made me 

congratulate myself on having got under shelter before it began. 

This had continued a good half an hour, when bethinking me of some directions to be given to 

the coachman, I sent for him, not caring that his shoes should soil the very clean parlour, in 

which the cloth was laid, I stept into the hall kitchen, where he was, and where, whilst I was 

talking to him, I slantingly observed two horsemen driven in by the weather, and both wringing 

wet; one of whom was asking if they could not be assisted with a change, while their clothes 

were dried. But, heavens! who can express what I felt at the sound of a voice, ever present to my 

heart, and that it now rebounded at! or when pointing my eyes towards the person it came from, 

they confirmed its information, in spite of so long an absence, and of a dress one would have 

studied for a disguise: a horseman’s great coat, with a stamp-up cape, and his hat flapped... but 

what could escape the alertness of a sense truly guided by love? A transport then like mine was 

above all consideration, or schemes of surprise; and I, that instant, with the rapidity of the 



emotions that I felt the spur of, shot into his arms, crying out, as I threw mine round his neck: 

“My life!... my soul!... my Charles!..” and without further power of speech, swooned away, 

under the pressing agitation of joy and surprise. 

Recovered out of my entrancement, I found myself in my charmer’s arms, but in the parlour, 

surrounded by a crowd which this event had gathered round us, and which immediately, on a 

signal from the discreet landlady, who currently took him for my husband, cleared the room, and 

desirably left us alone to the raptures of this reunion; my joy at which had like to have proved, at 

the expense of my life, its power superior to that of grief at our fatal separation. 

The first object then, that my eyes opened on, was their supreme idol, and my supreme wish, 

Charles, on one knee, holding me fast by the hand and gazing on me with a transport of 

fondness. Observing my recovery, he attempted to speak, and give vent to his patience of hearing 

my voice again, to satisfy him once more that it was I; but the mightiness and suddenness of the 

surprise continuing to stun him, choked his utterance: he could only stammer out a few broken, 

half-formed, filtering accents, which my ears greedily drinking in, spelt, and put together, so as 

to make out their sense: “After so long!... so cruel an absence!... my dearest Fanny!... can it?... 

can it be you?...” stifling me at the time with kisses, that, stopping my opening mouth, at once 

prevented the answer that he panted for, and increased the delicious disorder in which all my 

senses were rapturously lost. However, amidst this crowd of ideas, and all blissful ones, there 

obtruded only one cruel doubt that poisoned nearly all the transcendant happiness: and what was 

it, but my dread of its being too excessive to be real? I trembled now with my fear of its being no 

more than a dream, and of waking out of it into the horrors of finding it one. Under this fond 

apprehension, imagining I could not make too much of the present prodigious joy, before it 

would vanish and leave me in the desert again, nor verify its reality too strongly, I clung to him, I 

clasped him, as if to hinder him from escaping me again: “Where have you been?... how could 

you... could you leave me?... Say you are still mine... that you still love me... and thus! thus!” 

(kissing him as if I would consolidated lips with him) “I forgive you... forgive my hard fortune in 

favour of this restoration.” 

All these interjections breaking from me, in that wildness of expression that justly passes for 

eloquence in love, drew from him all the returns my fond heart could wish or require. Our 

caresses, our questions, our answers, for some time observed no order; all crossing, or 

interrupting one another in sweet confusion, whilst we exchanged hearts at our eyes, and 

renewed the ratifications of a love unabated by time or absence: not a breath, not a motion, not a 

gesture on either side, but what was strongly impressed with it. Our hands, locked in each other, 

repeated the most passionate squeezes, so that their fiery thrill went to the heart again. 

Thus absorbed, and concentered in this unutterable delight, I had not attended to the sweet 

author of it being thoroughly wet, and in danger of catching cold; when, in good time, the 

landlady, whom the appearance of my equipage (which, bye the bye Charles knew nothing of) 

had gained me an interest in, for me and mine interrupted us by bringing in a decent shift of linen 

and clothes; which now, somewhat recovered into a calmer composure by the coming in of a 

third person, I pressed him to take the benefit of, with a tender concern and anxiety that made me 

tremble for his health. 

The landlady leaving us again, he proceeded to shift; in the act of which, though he proceeded 

with all that modesty which became these first solemner instants of our re-meeting, after so long 

an absence, I could not refrain certain snatches of my eyes, lured by the dazzling discoveries of 

his naked skin, that escaped him as he changed his linen, and which I could not observe the 



unfaded life and complexion of without emotions of tenderness and joy, that had himself too 

purely for their object, to partake of a loose or mis-timed desire. 

He was soon dressed in these temporary clothes, which neither fitted him, nor became the light 

my passion placed him in, to me at least; yet, as they were on him, they looked extremely well, 

in virtue of that magic charm which love put into every thing that he touched, or had relation to 

him: and where, indeed, was that dress that a figure like his would not give grace to? For now, as 

I eyed him more in detail, I could not but observe the even favourable alteration which the time 

of his absence had produced in his person. 

There were still the requisite lineaments, still the same vivid vermillion and bloom reigning in 

his face; but now the roses were more fully blown; the tan of his travels, and a beard somewhat 

more distinguishable, had, at the expense of no more delicacy than what he could well spare, 

given it an air of becoming manliness and maturity, that symmetrized nobly with that air of 

distinction and empire with which nature had stamped it, in a rare mixture with the sweetness of 

it; still nothing had he lost of that smooth plumpness of flesh, which, glowing with freshness, 

blooms florid to the eye, and delicious to the touch; then his shoulders were grown more square, 

his shape more formed, more portly, but still free and airy. In short, his figure showed riper, 

greater, and perfecter to the experienced eye, than in his tender youth; and now he was not much 

more than two and twenty. 

In this interval, however, I picked out of the broken, often pleasingly interrupted account of 

himself, that he was, at that instant, actually on his road to London, in not a very paramount 

plight or condition, having been wrecked on the Irish coast for which he had prematurely 

embarked, and lost the little all he had brought with him from the South Seas: so that he had not 

till after great shifts and hardships, in the company of his fellow-traveller, the captain, got so far 

on his journey; that so it was (having heard of his father’s death and circumstances,) he had now 

the world to begin again, on a new account: a situation, which he assured me, in a vein of 

sincerity, that flowing from his heart, penetrated mine, gave him to farther pain, than that he had 

not his power to make me as happy as he could wish. My fortune, you will please to observe, I 

had not entered upon any overture of, reserving, to feast myself with the surprise of it to him, in 

calmer instants. And, as to my dress, it could give him no idea of the truth, not only as it was 

mourning, but likewise in a style of plainness and simplicity that I had ever kept to with studied 

art. He pressed me indeed tenderly to satisfy his ardent curiosity, both with regard to my past and 

present state of life, since his being torn away from me: but I found means to elude his questions, 

by answers that shewing his satisfaction at no great distance, won upon him to waive his 

impatience, in favour of the thorough confidence he had in my not delaying it, but for respect I 

should in good time acquaint him with. 

Charles, however, thus returned to my longing arms, tender, faithful, and in health, was 

already a blessing too mighty for my conception: but Charles in distress!... Charles reduced, and 

broken down to his naked personal merit, was such a circumstance, in favour of the sentiments I 

had for him, as exceeded my utmost desire; and accordingly I seemed so visibly charmed, so out 

of time and measure pleased at his mention of his ruined fortune, that he could account for it no 

way, but that the joy of seeing him again had swallowed up every other sense of concern. 

In the mean time, my woman had taken, all possible care of Charles’s travelling companion; 

and as supper was coming in, he was introduced to me, when I received him as became my 

regard for all of Charles’s acquaintance or friends. 



We four then supped together, in the style of joy, congratulation, and pleasing disorder that 

you may guess. For my part, though all these agitations had left me not the least stomach, but for 

that uncloying feast, the sight of my adored youth, I endeavoured to force it, by way of example 

for him, who I conjectured must want such a recruit after riding; and, indeed, he; ate like a 

traveller, but gazed at, and addressed me all the time like a lover. 

After the cloth was taken away, and the hour of repose came on, Charles and I were, without 

further ceremony, in quality of man and wife, shown up together to a very handsome apartment, 

and, all in course, the bed, they said, the best in the inn. 

And here, Decency, forgive me! if once more I violate thy laws and keeping the curtains 

undrawn, sacrifice thee for the last time to that confidence, without reserve, with which I 

engaged to recount to you the most striking circumstances of my youthful disorders. 

As soon, then, as we were in the room together, left to ourselves, the sight of the bed starving 

the remembrance of our first joys, and the thought of my being instantly to share it with the dear 

possessor of my virgin heart, moved me so strongly, that it was well I leaned upon him, or I must 

have fainted again under the overpowering sweet alarm. Charles saw into my confusion, and 

forgot his own, that was scarce less, to apply himself to the removal of mine. 

But now the true refining passion had regained throughout possession of me, with all its train 

of symptoms: a sweet sensibility, a tender timidity, love-sick yearnings tempered with diffidence 

and modesty, all held me in a subjection of soul, incomparably dearer to me than the liberty of 

heart which I had been long, too long! the mistress of, in the course of those grosser gallantries, 

the consciousness of which now made me sigh with a virtuous confusion and regret. No real 

virgin, in short, in view of the nuptial bed, could give more bashful blushes to unblemished 

innocence, than I did to a sense of guilt; and indeed I loved Charles too truly not to feel severely 

that I did not deserve him. 

As I kept hesitating and disconcerted under this soft distraction, Charles, with a fond 

impatience, took the pains to undress me; and all I can remember amidst the nutter and 

discomposure of my senses, was, some flattering exclamation of joy and admiration, more 

specially at the feel of my breasts, now set at liberty from my stays, and which panting and rising 

in tumultous throbs, swelled upon his dear touch, and gave it the welcome pleasure of finding 

them well formed, and un-failed in firmness. 

I was soon laid in bed, and scarce languished an instant for the darling partner of it, before he 

was undressed and got between the sheets, with his arms clasped round me, giving and taking, 

with gust inexpressible, a kiss of welcome, that my heart rising to my lips stamped with its 

warmest impression, concurring to my bliss, with that delicate and voluptuous emotion which 

Charles alone had the secret to excite, and which constitutes the very life, the essence of 

pleasure. 

Mean while, two candles lighted on a side-table near us, and a joyous wood fire, threw a light 

into the bed, that took from one sense, of great importance to our joys, all pretext for 

complaining of its being shut out of its share of them; and, indeed, the sight of my idolized youth 

was alone, from the ardour with which I had wished for it, without other circumstance, a pleasure 

to die of. 

But as action was now a necessity to desires so much on edge as ours, Charles, after a very 

short prelusive dalliance, lifting up my linen and his own, laid the broad treasures of his manly 

chest close to my bosom, both beating with the tenderest alarms: when now, the sense of his 

glowing body, in naked touch with mine, took all power over my thoughts out of my own 



disposal, and delivered up every faculty of the soul to the sensiblest of joys, that affecting me 

infinitely more with my distinction of the person, than of the sex, now brought my heart 

deliriously into play: my heart, which, eternally constant to Charles, had never taken any part in 

my original sacrifices to the calls of constitution, complaisance, or interest. But ah! what became 

of me, when as the powers of solid pleasure thickened upon me, I could not help feeling the stiff 

stake that had been adorned with the trophies of my despoiled virginity, bearing hard and 

inflexible against one of my thighs, which I had not yet opened, from a true principle of modesty, 

revived by a passion too sincere to suffer any aiming at the false merit of difficulty, or my 

putting on an impertinent mock coyness. 

I have, I believe, somewhere before remarked, that feel of that favourite piece of manhood 

has, in the very nature of it, something inimitably pathetic. Nothing can be dearer to the touch, 

nor can affect it with a more delirious sensation. Think then! as a love thinks, what must be the 

consummate transport of that quickest of our senses, in their central seat too! when, after so long 

a deprival, it felt itself re-inflamed under the pressure of that peculiar sceptre-member, which 

commands us all: but especially my darling, elect from the face of the whole earth. And now, at 

its mightiest point of stiffness, it felt to me something so subduing so active, so solid and 

agreeable, that I know not what name to give its singular impression: but the sentiment of 

consciousness of its belonging to my supremely beloved youth, gave me so pleasing an agitation, 

and worked so strongly on my soul, that it sent all its sensitive spirits to that organ of bliss in me, 

dedicated to its reception. There, concentering to a point, like rays in a burning glass, they 

glowed, they burnt with the intensest heat; the springs of pleasure were, in short, wound up to 

such a pitch, I panted now with so exquisitely keen an appetite for the eminent enjoyment, that I 

was even sick with desire, and unequal to support the combination of two distinct ideas, that 

delightfully distracted me: for all the thought I was capable of, was that I was now in touch, at 

once, with the instrument of pleasure, and the great seal of love. Ideas that, mingling streams, 

poured such an ocean of intoxicating bliss on a weak vessel, all too narrow to contain it, that I 

lay overwhelmed, absorbed, lost in an abyss of joy, and dying of nothing but immoderate delight. 

Charles then roused me somewhat out of this ecstatic distraction, with a complaint softly 

murmured, amidst a crowd of kisses, at the position, not so favourable to his desires, in which I 

received his urgent insistance for admission, where that insistance was alone so engrossing a 

pleasure, that it made me inconsistently suffer a much dearer one to be kept out; but how sweet 

to correct such a mistake! My thighs, now obedient to the intimations of love and nature, gladly 

disclose, and with a ready submission, resign up the soft gateway to the entrance of pleasure: I 

see, I feel the delicious velvet tip!... he enters me might and main, with... oh! my pen drops from 

here in the extasy now present to my faithful memory! Description too deserts me, and delivers 

over a task, above its strength of wing, to the imagination: but it must be an imagination exalted 

by such a flame as mine that can do justice to that sweetest, noblest of all sensations, that hailed 

and accompanied the stiff insinuation all the way up, till it was at the end of its penetration, 

sending up, through my eyes, the sparks of the love-fire that ran all over me and blazed in every 

vein and every pore of me; a system incarnate of joy all over. 

I had now totally taken in love’s true arrow from the point up to the feather, in that part, where 

making no new wound, the lips or the original one of nature, which had owed its first breathing 

to this dear instrument, clung, as if sensible of gratitude, in eager suction round it, whilst all its 

inwards embraced it tenderly, with a warmth of gust, a compressive energy, that gave it, in its 

way, the heartiest welcome in nature; every fibre there gathering tight round it, and straining 

ambitiously to come in for its share of the blissful touch. 



As we were giving them a few moments pause to the the delectations of the senses, in 

dwelling with the highest relish on this intimatest point of re-union, and chewing the cud of 

enjoyment, the impatience natural to the pleasure soon drove us into action. Then began the 

driving tumult on his side, and the responsive heaves on mine, which kept me up to him; whilst, 

as our joys grew too great for utterance, the organs of our voices, voluptuously intermixing, 

became organs of the touch... how delicious!... how poignantly luscious!... And now! now I felt, 

to the heart of me! I felt the prodigious keen edge, with which love, presiding over this act, 

points the pleasure: love! that may be styled the Attic salt of enjoyment; and indeed, without it, 

the joy, great as it is, is still a vulgar one, whether in a king or a beggar; for it is, undoubtedly, 

love alone that refines, ennobles, and exalts it. 

Thus, happy, then, by the heart, happy by the senses, it was beyond all power, even of thought, 

to form the conception of a greater delight than what I now am consummating the fruition of. 

Charles, whose whole frame was convulsed with the agitation of his rapture, whilst the 

tenderest fires trembled in his eyes, all assured me of a perfect concord of joy, penetrated me so 

profoundly, touched me so vitally, took me so much out of my own possession, whilst he seemed 

himself so much in mine, that in a delicious enthusiasm, I imagined such a transfusion of heart 

and spirit, as that coalescing, and making one body and soul with him, I was he, and he me. 

But all this pleasure tending, like life from its first instants, towards its own dissolution, lived 

too fast not to bring on upon the spur its delicious moment of mortality; for presently the 

approach of the tender agony discovered itself by its usual signals, that were quickly followed by 

my dear lover’s emanation of himself, that spun out, and shot, feelingly indeed! up the ravished 

indraught: where the sweetly soothing balmy titillation opened all the juices of joy on my side, 

which ecstatically in flow helped to allay the prurient glow, and drowned our pleasure for a 

while. Soon, however, to be on float again! for Charles, true to nature’s laws, in one breath, 

expiring and ejaculating, languished not long in the dissolving trance, but recovering spirit again, 

soon gave me to feel that the true mettle spring! of his instrument of pleasure, were, by love, and 

perhaps, by a long vacation, wound up too high to be let down by a single explosion: his 

stiffnesss till stood my friend. Resuming then the action afresh, without dislodging, or giving me 

the trouble of parting from my sweet tenant, we played over again the same opera, with the same 

harmony and concert: our ardours, like our love, knew no remission; and all the tide serving my 

lover, lavish of his stores, and pleasure-milked, he over-flowed me once more from the fulness of 

his oval reservoirs of the genial emulsion: whilst, on my side, a convulsive grasp, in the instant 

of my giving down the liquid contribution, rendered me sweetly subservient at once to the 

increase of joy, and to its effusions: moving me so, as to make me exert all those springs of the 

compressive exsuction, with which the sensitive mechanism of that part thirstily draws and 

drains the nipple of Love; with much such an instinctive eagerness and attachment, as to 

compare great with less, kind nature engages infants at the breasts, by the pleasure they find in 

the motion of their little mouths and cheeks, to extract the milky stream prepared for their 

nourishment. 

But still there was no end of his vigour: this double discharge had so far from extinguished his 

desires, for that time, that it had not even calmed them; and at his age, desires are power. He was 

proceeding then amazingly to push it to a third triumph, still without uncasing, if a tenderness, 

natural to true love, had not inspired me with self-denial enough to spare, and not over-strain 

him: and accordingly, entreating him to give himself and me quarter, I obtained, at length, a short 

suspension of arms, but not before he had exultingly satisfied me that he gave out standing. 



The remainder of the night, with what we borrowed upon the day, we employed with 

unwearied fervour in celebrating thus the festival of our remeeting; and got up pretty late in the 

morning, gay, brisk and alert, though rest had been a stranger to us: but the pleasures of love had 

been to us, what the joy of victory is to an army: repose, refreshment, every thing. 

The journey into the country being now entirely out of the question, and orders having been 

given overnight for turning the horses’ heads towards London, we left the inn as soon as we had 

breakfasted, not without a liberal distribution of the tokens of my grateful sense of the happiness 

I had met with in it. 

Charles and I were in my coach; the captain and my companion in a chaise hired purposely for 

them, to leave us the conveniency of a tête-à-tête. 

Here, on the road, as the tumult of my senses was tolerably composed, I had command enough 

of head to break properly to his the course of life that the consequences of my separation from 

him had driven me into: which, at the same time that he tenderly deplored with me, he was the 

less shocked at; as, on reflecting how he had left me circumstances, he could not be entirely 

unprepared for it. 

But when I opened the state of my fortune to him, and with that sincerity which, from me to 

him, was so much a nature in me, I beged of him his acceptance of it, on his own terms. I should 

appear to you perhaps too partial to my passion, were I to attempt the doing his delicacy justice, I 

shall content myself then with assuring you, that after his flatly refusing the unreserved, 

unconditional donation that I long persecuted him in vain to accept, it was at length, in obedience 

to his serious commands (for I stood out unaffectedly, till he exerted the sovereign authority 

which love had given him over me), that I yielded my consent to waive the remonstrance I did 

not fail of making strongly to him, against his degrading himself, and incurring the reflection, 

however unjust, of having, for respects of fortune, bartered his honour for infamy and 

prostitution, in making one his wife, who thought herself too much honoured in being but his 

mistress. 

The plea of love then over-ruling all objections, for him, which he could not but read the 

sincerity of in a heart ever open to him, obliged me to receive his hand, by which means I was in 

pass, among other innumerable blessings, to bestow a legal parentage on those fine children you 

have seen by this happiest of matches. 

Thus, at length, I got snug into port, where, in the bosom of virtue, I gathered the only 

uncorrupt sweets: where, looking back on the course of vice I had run, and comparing its 

infamous blandishments with the infinitely superior joys of innocence, I could not help pitying, 

even in point of taste, those who, immersed in gross sensuality, are insensible to the so delicate 

charms of VIRTUE, than which even PLEASURE has not a greater friend, nor VICE a greater 

enemy. Thus temperance makes men lords over those pleasures that intemperance enslaves them 

to: the one, parent of health, vigour fertility cheerfulness, and every other desirable good of life; 

the other, of diseases, debility, barrenness, self-loathing, with only every evil incident to human 

nature. 

You laugh, perhaps, at this tail-piece of morality, extracted from me by the force of truth, 

resulting from compared experiences: you think it, no doubt, out of character; possibly too you 

may look on it as the paultry finesse of one who seeks to mask a devotee to vice under a rag of a 

veil, impudently smuggled from the shrine of Virtue: just as if one was to fancy one’s self 

completely disguised at a masquerade, with no other change of dress than turning one’s shoes 

into slippers; or, as if a writer should think to shield a treasonable libel, by concluding it with a 



formal prayer for the King. But, independent of my flattering myself that you have a juster 

opinion of my sense and sincerity, give me leave to represent to you, that such a supposition is 

even more injurious to Virtue than to me: since, consistently with candour and good nature, it san 

have no foundation but in the falsest of fears, that its pleasures cannot stand in comparison with 

those of Vice; but let truth dare to hold it up in its most alluring light: then mark, how spurious, 

how low of taste, how comparatively inferior its joys are to those which Virtue gives sanction to, 

and whose sentiments are not above making even a sauce for the senses, but a sauce of the 

highest relish; whilst Vices are the harpies that infect and foul the feast. The paths of Vice are 

sometimes strewed with roses, but then they are for ever infamous for many a thorn, for many a 

cankerworm: those of Virtue are strewed with roses purely, and those eternally unfading ones. 

If you do me then justice, you will esteem me perfectly consistent in the incense I burn to 

Virtue. If I have painted Vice in all its gayest colours, if I have decked it with flowers, it has 

been solely in order to make the worthier, the solemner sacrifice of it to Virtue. 

You know Mr. C*** O***, you know his estate, his worth, and good sense: can you, will you 

pronounce it ill meant, at least of him, when anxious for his son’s morals, with a view to form 

him to virtue, and inspire him with a fixed, a rational contempt for vice, he condescended to be 

his master of the ceremonies, and led him by the hand through the most noted bawdy-houses in 

town, where he took care he should be familiarized with all those scenes of debauchery, so fit to 

nauseate a good taste? The experiment, you will cry, is dangerous. True, on a fool: but are fools 

worth so much attention. 

I shall see you soon, and in the mean time think candidly of me, and believe me ever, 

MADAM, 

Yours, etc., etc., etc. 

X X X 

THE END 

  



The Great Gatsby (by F. Scott Fitzgerald) 

 

Once again 

to 

Zelda 

 

Then wear the gold hat, if that will move her; 

If you can bounce high, bounce for her too, 

Till she cry “Lover, gold-hatted, high-bouncing lover, 

I must have you!” 

 

Thomas Parke d’Invilliers 

 

 

The Great Gatsby is a 1925 novel by American writer F. Scott Fitzgerald. Set in the Jazz 

Age on Long Island, near New York City, the novel depicts first-person narrator Nick 

Carraway's interactions with mysterious millionaire Jay Gatsby and Gatsby's obsession to reunite 

with his former lover, Daisy Buchanan. 

 

The novel was inspired by a youthful romance Fitzgerald had with socialite Ginevra 

King, and the riotous parties he attended on Long Island's North Shore in 1922. Following a 

move to the French Riviera, Fitzgerald completed a rough draft of the novel in 1924. He 

submitted it to editor Maxwell Perkins, who persuaded Fitzgerald to revise the work over the 

following winter. After making revisions, Fitzgerald was satisfied with the text, but remained 

ambivalent about the book's title and considered several alternatives. Painter Francis Cugat's 

cover art greatly impressed Fitzgerald, and he incorporated its imagery into the novel. 

 

In 1987, the Baptist College in Charleston, South Carolina challenged The Great Gatsby 

because of "language and sexual references in the book. 

 

Also in 1987, the Bay County School District in Pensacola, Florida tried and failed to ban 

64 books (including the Great Gatsby) due to "a lot of vulgarity" and curse words. District 

superintendent Leonard Hall said, “I don't like vulgarity. I don't approve of it in my children. I 

don't approve of it in any child on a school ground.” After banning only two of the 64 books on 

the list (The Great Gatsby got spared), the school board rescinded their decision due to pending 

lawsuits. 

 

In 2008, the school board in Coeur d'Alene, Idaho created an approval system to evaluate 

and remove books from the reading lists “after some parents complained that teachers had 

selected and were discussing books that 'contain vulgar, profane language and dealt with subjects 

inappropriate for students.’” The school board reversed the ban after 100 people showed up to 

protest. 



 

In 2020, the school board of Alaska’s Mat-Su Borough School District voted 5-2 to 

remove Great Gatsby from the high school curriculum. The school board also banned "I Know 

Why the Caged Bird Sings" by Maya Angelou, "Catch-22" by Joseph Heller, "The Things They 

Carried" by Tim O'Brien, and "Invisible Man" by Ralph Ellison. In addition, the board banned 

the use of The New York Times’ section, “The Learning Network,” from class materials. 

 

School board Vice President Jim Hart made this bizarre statement to NBC News: "If I 

were to read these in a corporate environment, in an office environment, I would be dragged into 

EO. (An equal opportunity complaint proceeding.) The question is why this is acceptable in one 

environment and not another." He then insisted that the books won’t be truly banned because 

they’ll remain in district libraries, they just won’t be taught in schools. 

 

School board member Jeff Taylor said, “We’ve got five books here that are labeled as 

controversial and they’re controversial because of words like rape and incest and sexual 

references and language and things that are pretty serious problems, especially in our teenage 

world. Is there a reason that we include books that we even label as controversial in our 

curriculum? I would prefer that these were gone,” said Taylor. “For us to put them in front of 

teenagers as part of our curriculum that’s just something I can’t, I just don't understand.” 

 

The school board claimed the ban was driven by the book’s “language and sexual 

references.” The owner of the nearby bookstore said her store sold every copy of the newly 

banned books within hours of the school board’s vote. 

 

Rock band Portugal. The Man said they’d send free copies of the five banned books to 

any students in the school district who would like to read them. 

 

Following the massive public outcry and community protests, the school board rescinded 

their decision less than a month later in a 6-1 vote. 

 

 

Want to learn more? 

Why Was "The Great Gatsby" Banned?, ThoughtCo 

Mat-Su School Board bans 5 books, NY Times, Anchorage Press 

Mat-Su School Board rescinds book ban, Anchorage Press 
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I 

In my younger and more vulnerable years my father gave me some advice that I’ve been turning 

over in my mind ever since. 

“Whenever you feel like criticizing anyone,” he told me, “just remember that all the people in 

this world haven’t had the advantages that you’ve had.” 

He didn’t say any more, but we’ve always been unusually communicative in a reserved way, 

and I understood that he meant a great deal more than that. In consequence, I’m inclined to 

reserve all judgements, a habit that has opened up many curious natures to me and also made me 

the victim of not a few veteran bores. The abnormal mind is quick to detect and attach itself to 

this quality when it appears in a normal person, and so it came about that in college I was 

unjustly accused of being a politician, because I was privy to the secret griefs of wild, unknown 

men. Most of the confidences were unsought—frequently I have feigned sleep, preoccupation, or 

a hostile levity when I realized by some unmistakable sign that an intimate revelation was 

quivering on the horizon; for the intimate revelations of young men, or at least the terms in 

which they express them, are usually plagiaristic and marred by obvious suppressions. Reserving 

judgements is a matter of infinite hope. I am still a little afraid of missing something if I forget 

that, as my father snobbishly suggested, and I snobbishly repeat, a sense of the fundamental 

decencies is parcelled out unequally at birth. 

And, after boasting this way of my tolerance, I come to the admission that it has a limit. 

Conduct may be founded on the hard rock or the wet marshes, but after a certain point I don’t 

care what it’s founded on. When I came back from the East last autumn I felt that I wanted the 

world to be in uniform and at a sort of moral attention forever; I wanted no more riotous 

excursions with privileged glimpses into the human heart. Only Gatsby, the man who gives his 

name to this book, was exempt from my reaction—Gatsby, who represented everything for 

which I have an unaffected scorn. If personality is an unbroken series of successful gestures, then 

there was something gorgeous about him, some heightened sensitivity to the promises of life, as 

if he were related to one of those intricate machines that register earthquakes ten thousand miles 

away. This responsiveness had nothing to do with that flabby impressionability which is 

dignified under the name of the “creative temperament”—it was an extraordinary gift for hope, a 

romantic readiness such as I have never found in any other person and which it is not likely I 

shall ever find again. No—Gatsby turned out all right at the end; it is what preyed on Gatsby, 

what foul dust floated in the wake of his dreams that temporarily closed out my interest in the 

abortive sorrows and short-winded elations of men. 

 

My family have been prominent, well-to-do people in this Middle Western city for three 

generations. The Carraways are something of a clan, and we have a tradition that we’re 

descended from the Dukes of Buccleuch, but the actual founder of my line was my grandfather’s 

brother, who came here in fifty-one, sent a substitute to the Civil War, and started the wholesale 

hardware business that my father carries on today. 

I never saw this great-uncle, but I’m supposed to look like him—with special reference to the 

rather hard-boiled painting that hangs in father’s office. I graduated from New Haven in 1915, 



just a quarter of a century after my father, and a little later I participated in that delayed Teutonic 

migration known as the Great War. I enjoyed the counter-raid so thoroughly that I came back 

restless. Instead of being the warm centre of the world, the Middle West now seemed like the 

ragged edge of the universe—so I decided to go East and learn the bond business. Everybody I 

knew was in the bond business, so I supposed it could support one more single man. All my 

aunts and uncles talked it over as if they were choosing a prep school for me, and finally said, 

“Why—ye-es,” with very grave, hesitant faces. Father agreed to finance me for a year, and after 

various delays I came East, permanently, I thought, in the spring of twenty-two. 

The practical thing was to find rooms in the city, but it was a warm season, and I had just left a 

country of wide lawns and friendly trees, so when a young man at the office suggested that we 

take a house together in a commuting town, it sounded like a great idea. He found the house, a 

weather-beaten cardboard bungalow at eighty a month, but at the last minute the firm ordered 

him to Washington, and I went out to the country alone. I had a dog—at least I had him for a few 

days until he ran away—and an old Dodge and a Finnish woman, who made my bed and cooked 

breakfast and muttered Finnish wisdom to herself over the electric stove. 

It was lonely for a day or so until one morning some man, more recently arrived than I, 

stopped me on the road. 

“How do you get to West Egg village?” he asked helplessly. 

I told him. And as I walked on I was lonely no longer. I was a guide, a pathfinder, an original 

settler. He had casually conferred on me the freedom of the neighbourhood. 

And so with the sunshine and the great bursts of leaves growing on the trees, just as things 

grow in fast movies, I had that familiar conviction that life was beginning over again with the 

summer. 

There was so much to read, for one thing, and so much fine health to be pulled down out of the 

young breath-giving air. I bought a dozen volumes on banking and credit and investment 

securities, and they stood on my shelf in red and gold like new money from the mint, promising 

to unfold the shining secrets that only Midas and Morgan and Maecenas knew. And I had the 

high intention of reading many other books besides. I was rather literary in college—one year I 

wrote a series of very solemn and obvious editorials for the Yale News—and now I was going to 

bring back all such things into my life and become again that most limited of all specialists, the 

“well-rounded man.” This isn’t just an epigram—life is much more successfully looked at from a 

single window, after all. 

It was a matter of chance that I should have rented a house in one of the strangest communities 

in North America. It was on that slender riotous island which extends itself due east of New 

York—and where there are, among other natural curiosities, two unusual formations of land. 

Twenty miles from the city a pair of enormous eggs, identical in contour and separated only by a 

courtesy bay, jut out into the most domesticated body of salt water in the Western hemisphere, 

the great wet barnyard of Long Island Sound. They are not perfect ovals—like the egg in the 

Columbus story, they are both crushed flat at the contact end—but their physical resemblance 

must be a source of perpetual wonder to the gulls that fly overhead. To the wingless a more 

interesting phenomenon is their dissimilarity in every particular except shape and size. 

I lived at West Egg, the—well, the less fashionable of the two, though this is a most 

superficial tag to express the bizarre and not a little sinister contrast between them. My house 

was at the very tip of the egg, only fifty yards from the Sound, and squeezed between two huge 

places that rented for twelve or fifteen thousand a season. The one on my right was a colossal 

affair by any standard—it was a factual imitation of some Hôtel de Ville in Normandy, with a 



tower on one side, spanking new under a thin beard of raw ivy, and a marble swimming pool, 

and more than forty acres of lawn and garden. It was Gatsby’s mansion. Or, rather, as I didn’t 

know Mr. Gatsby, it was a mansion inhabited by a gentleman of that name. My own house was 

an eyesore, but it was a small eyesore, and it had been overlooked, so I had a view of the water, a 

partial view of my neighbour’s lawn, and the consoling proximity of millionaires—all for eighty 

dollars a month. 

Across the courtesy bay the white palaces of fashionable East Egg glittered along the water, 

and the history of the summer really begins on the evening I drove over there to have dinner with 

the Tom Buchanans. Daisy was my second cousin once removed, and I’d known Tom in college. 

And just after the war I spent two days with them in Chicago. 

Her husband, among various physical accomplishments, had been one of the most powerful 

ends that ever played football at New Haven—a national figure in a way, one of those men who 

reach such an acute limited excellence at twenty-one that everything afterward savours of 

anticlimax. His family were enormously wealthy—even in college his freedom with money was 

a matter for reproach—but now he’d left Chicago and come East in a fashion that rather took 

your breath away: for instance, he’d brought down a string of polo ponies from Lake Forest. It 

was hard to realize that a man in my own generation was wealthy enough to do that. 

Why they came East I don’t know. They had spent a year in France for no particular reason, 

and then drifted here and there unrestfully wherever people played polo and were rich together. 

This was a permanent move, said Daisy over the telephone, but I didn’t believe it—I had no sight 

into Daisy’s heart, but I felt that Tom would drift on forever seeking, a little wistfully, for the 

dramatic turbulence of some irrecoverable football game. 

And so it happened that on a warm windy evening I drove over to East Egg to see two old 

friends whom I scarcely knew at all. Their house was even more elaborate than I expected, a 

cheerful red-and-white Georgian Colonial mansion, overlooking the bay. The lawn started at the 

beach and ran towards the front door for a quarter of a mile, jumping over sundials and brick 

walks and burning gardens—finally when it reached the house drifting up the side in bright vines 

as though from the momentum of its run. The front was broken by a line of French windows, 

glowing now with reflected gold and wide open to the warm windy afternoon, and Tom 

Buchanan in riding clothes was standing with his legs apart on the front porch. 

He had changed since his New Haven years. Now he was a sturdy straw-haired man of thirty, 

with a rather hard mouth and a supercilious manner. Two shining arrogant eyes had established 

dominance over his face and gave him the appearance of always leaning aggressively forward. 

Not even the effeminate swank of his riding clothes could hide the enormous power of that 

body—he seemed to fill those glistening boots until he strained the top lacing, and you could see 

a great pack of muscle shifting when his shoulder moved under his thin coat. It was a body 

capable of enormous leverage—a cruel body. 

His speaking voice, a gruff husky tenor, added to the impression of fractiousness he conveyed. 

There was a touch of paternal contempt in it, even toward people he liked—and there were men 

at New Haven who had hated his guts. 

“Now, don’t think my opinion on these matters is final,” he seemed to say, “just because I’m 

stronger and more of a man than you are.” We were in the same senior society, and while we 

were never intimate I always had the impression that he approved of me and wanted me to like 

him with some harsh, defiant wistfulness of his own. 

We talked for a few minutes on the sunny porch. 

“I’ve got a nice place here,” he said, his eyes flashing about restlessly. 



Turning me around by one arm, he moved a broad flat hand along the front vista, including in 

its sweep a sunken Italian garden, a half acre of deep, pungent roses, and a snub-nosed motorboat 

that bumped the tide offshore. 

“It belonged to Demaine, the oil man.” He turned me around again, politely and abruptly. 

“We’ll go inside.” 

We walked through a high hallway into a bright rosy-coloured space, fragilely bound into the 

house by French windows at either end. The windows were ajar and gleaming white against the 

fresh grass outside that seemed to grow a little way into the house. A breeze blew through the 

room, blew curtains in at one end and out the other like pale flags, twisting them up toward the 

frosted wedding-cake of the ceiling, and then rippled over the wine-coloured rug, making a 

shadow on it as wind does on the sea. 

The only completely stationary object in the room was an enormous couch on which two 

young women were buoyed up as though upon an anchored balloon. They were both in white, 

and their dresses were rippling and fluttering as if they had just been blown back in after a short 

flight around the house. I must have stood for a few moments listening to the whip and snap of 

the curtains and the groan of a picture on the wall. Then there was a boom as Tom Buchanan 

shut the rear windows and the caught wind died out about the room, and the curtains and the rugs 

and the two young women ballooned slowly to the floor. 

The younger of the two was a stranger to me. She was extended full length at her end of the 

divan, completely motionless, and with her chin raised a little, as if she were balancing 

something on it which was quite likely to fall. If she saw me out of the corner of her eyes she 

gave no hint of it—indeed, I was almost surprised into murmuring an apology for having 

disturbed her by coming in. 

The other girl, Daisy, made an attempt to rise—she leaned slightly forward with a 

conscientious expression—then she laughed, an absurd, charming little laugh, and I laughed too 

and came forward into the room. 

“I’m p-paralysed with happiness.” 

She laughed again, as if she said something very witty, and held my hand for a moment, 

looking up into my face, promising that there was no one in the world she so much wanted to 

see. That was a way she had. She hinted in a murmur that the surname of the balancing girl was 

Baker. (I’ve heard it said that Daisy’s murmur was only to make people lean toward her; an 

irrelevant criticism that made it no less charming.) 

At any rate, Miss Baker’s lips fluttered, she nodded at me almost imperceptibly, and then 

quickly tipped her head back again—the object she was balancing had obviously tottered a little 

and given her something of a fright. Again a sort of apology arose to my lips. Almost any 

exhibition of complete self-sufficiency draws a stunned tribute from me. 

I looked back at my cousin, who began to ask me questions in her low, thrilling voice. It was 

the kind of voice that the ear follows up and down, as if each speech is an arrangement of notes 

that will never be played again. Her face was sad and lovely with bright things in it, bright eyes 

and a bright passionate mouth, but there was an excitement in her voice that men who had cared 

for her found difficult to forget: a singing compulsion, a whispered “Listen,” a promise that she 

had done gay, exciting things just a while since and that there were gay, exciting things hovering 

in the next hour. 

I told her how I had stopped off in Chicago for a day on my way East, and how a dozen people 

had sent their love through me. 

“Do they miss me?” she cried ecstatically. 



“The whole town is desolate. All the cars have the left rear wheel painted black as a mourning 

wreath, and there’s a persistent wail all night along the north shore.” 

“How gorgeous! Let’s go back, Tom. Tomorrow!” Then she added irrelevantly: “You ought to 

see the baby.” 

“I’d like to.” 

“She’s asleep. She’s three years old. Haven’t you ever seen her?” 

“Never.” 

“Well, you ought to see her. She’s—” 

Tom Buchanan, who had been hovering restlessly about the room, stopped and rested his hand 

on my shoulder. 

“What you doing, Nick?” 

“I’m a bond man.” 

“Who with?” 

I told him. 

“Never heard of them,” he remarked decisively. 

This annoyed me. 

“You will,” I answered shortly. “You will if you stay in the East.” 

“Oh, I’ll stay in the East, don’t you worry,” he said, glancing at Daisy and then back at me, as 

if he were alert for something more. “I’d be a God damned fool to live anywhere else.” 

At this point Miss Baker said: “Absolutely!” with such suddenness that I started—it was the 

first word she had uttered since I came into the room. Evidently it surprised her as much as it did 

me, for she yawned and with a series of rapid, deft movements stood up into the room. 

“I’m stiff,” she complained, “I’ve been lying on that sofa for as long as I can remember.” 

“Don’t look at me,” Daisy retorted, “I’ve been trying to get you to New York all afternoon.” 

“No, thanks,” said Miss Baker to the four cocktails just in from the pantry. “I’m absolutely in 

training.” 

Her host looked at her incredulously. 

“You are!” He took down his drink as if it were a drop in the bottom of a glass. “How you 

ever get anything done is beyond me.” 

I looked at Miss Baker, wondering what it was she “got done.” I enjoyed looking at her. She 

was a slender, small-breasted girl, with an erect carriage, which she accentuated by throwing her 

body backward at the shoulders like a young cadet. Her grey sun-strained eyes looked back at me 

with polite reciprocal curiosity out of a wan, charming, discontented face. It occurred to me now 

that I had seen her, or a picture of her, somewhere before. 

“You live in West Egg,” she remarked contemptuously. “I know somebody there.” 

“I don’t know a single—” 

“You must know Gatsby.” 

“Gatsby?” demanded Daisy. “What Gatsby?” 

Before I could reply that he was my neighbour dinner was announced; wedging his tense arm 

imperatively under mine, Tom Buchanan compelled me from the room as though he were 

moving a checker to another square. 

Slenderly, languidly, their hands set lightly on their hips, the two young women preceded us 

out on to a rosy-coloured porch, open toward the sunset, where four candles flickered on the 

table in the diminished wind. 

“Why candles?” objected Daisy, frowning. She snapped them out with her fingers. “In two 

weeks it’ll be the longest day in the year.” She looked at us all radiantly. “Do you always watch 



for the longest day of the year and then miss it? I always watch for the longest day in the year 

and then miss it.” 

“We ought to plan something,” yawned Miss Baker, sitting down at the table as if she were 

getting into bed. 

“All right,” said Daisy. “What’ll we plan?” She turned to me helplessly: “What do people 

plan?” 

Before I could answer her eyes fastened with an awed expression on her little finger. 

“Look!” she complained; “I hurt it.” 

We all looked—the knuckle was black and blue. 

“You did it, Tom,” she said accusingly. “I know you didn’t mean to, but you did do it. That’s 

what I get for marrying a brute of a man, a great, big, hulking physical specimen of a—” 

“I hate that word ‘hulking,’ ” objected Tom crossly, “even in kidding.” 

“Hulking,” insisted Daisy. 

Sometimes she and Miss Baker talked at once, unobtrusively and with a bantering 

inconsequence that was never quite chatter, that was as cool as their white dresses and their 

impersonal eyes in the absence of all desire. They were here, and they accepted Tom and me, 

making only a polite pleasant effort to entertain or to be entertained. They knew that presently 

dinner would be over and a little later the evening too would be over and casually put away. It 

was sharply different from the West, where an evening was hurried from phase to phase towards 

its close, in a continually disappointed anticipation or else in sheer nervous dread of the moment 

itself. 

“You make me feel uncivilized, Daisy,” I confessed on my second glass of corky but rather 

impressive claret. “Can’t you talk about crops or something?” 

I meant nothing in particular by this remark, but it was taken up in an unexpected way. 

“Civilization’s going to pieces,” broke out Tom violently. “I’ve gotten to be a terrible 

pessimist about things. Have you read The Rise of the Coloured Empires by this man Goddard?” 

“Why, no,” I answered, rather surprised by his tone. 

“Well, it’s a fine book, and everybody ought to read it. The idea is if we don’t look out the 

white race will be—will be utterly submerged. It’s all scientific stuff; it’s been proved.” 

“Tom’s getting very profound,” said Daisy, with an expression of unthoughtful sadness. “He 

reads deep books with long words in them. What was that word we—” 

“Well, these books are all scientific,” insisted Tom, glancing at her impatiently. “This fellow 

has worked out the whole thing. It’s up to us, who are the dominant race, to watch out or these 

other races will have control of things.” 

“We’ve got to beat them down,” whispered Daisy, winking ferociously toward the fervent sun. 

“You ought to live in California—” began Miss Baker, but Tom interrupted her by shifting 

heavily in his chair. 

“This idea is that we’re Nordics. I am, and you are, and you are, and—” After an infinitesimal 

hesitation he included Daisy with a slight nod, and she winked at me again. “—And we’ve 

produced all the things that go to make civilization—oh, science and art, and all that. Do you 

see?” 

There was something pathetic in his concentration, as if his complacency, more acute than of 

old, was not enough to him any more. When, almost immediately, the telephone rang inside and 

the butler left the porch Daisy seized upon the momentary interruption and leaned towards me. 

“I’ll tell you a family secret,” she whispered enthusiastically. “It’s about the butler’s nose. Do 

you want to hear about the butler’s nose?” 



“That’s why I came over tonight.” 

“Well, he wasn’t always a butler; he used to be the silver polisher for some people in New 

York that had a silver service for two hundred people. He had to polish it from morning till night, 

until finally it began to affect his nose—” 

“Things went from bad to worse,” suggested Miss Baker. 

“Yes. Things went from bad to worse, until finally he had to give up his position.” 

For a moment the last sunshine fell with romantic affection upon her glowing face; her voice 

compelled me forward breathlessly as I listened—then the glow faded, each light deserting her 

with lingering regret, like children leaving a pleasant street at dusk. 

The butler came back and murmured something close to Tom’s ear, whereupon Tom frowned, 

pushed back his chair, and without a word went inside. As if his absence quickened something 

within her, Daisy leaned forward again, her voice glowing and singing. 

“I love to see you at my table, Nick. You remind me of a—of a rose, an absolute rose. Doesn’t 

he?” She turned to Miss Baker for confirmation: “An absolute rose?” 

This was untrue. I am not even faintly like a rose. She was only extemporizing, but a stirring 

warmth flowed from her, as if her heart was trying to come out to you concealed in one of those 

breathless, thrilling words. Then suddenly she threw her napkin on the table and excused herself 

and went into the house. 

Miss Baker and I exchanged a short glance consciously devoid of meaning. I was about to 

speak when she sat up alertly and said “Sh!” in a warning voice. A subdued impassioned murmur 

was audible in the room beyond, and Miss Baker leaned forward unashamed, trying to hear. The 

murmur trembled on the verge of coherence, sank down, mounted excitedly, and then ceased 

altogether. 

“This Mr. Gatsby you spoke of is my neighbour—” I began. 

“Don’t talk. I want to hear what happens.” 

“Is something happening?” I inquired innocently. 

“You mean to say you don’t know?” said Miss Baker, honestly surprised. “I thought 

everybody knew.” 

“I don’t.” 

“Why—” she said hesitantly. “Tom’s got some woman in New York.” 

“Got some woman?” I repeated blankly. 

Miss Baker nodded. 

“She might have the decency not to telephone him at dinner time. Don’t you think?” 

Almost before I had grasped her meaning there was the flutter of a dress and the crunch of 

leather boots, and Tom and Daisy were back at the table. 

“It couldn’t be helped!” cried Daisy with tense gaiety. 

She sat down, glanced searchingly at Miss Baker and then at me, and continued: “I looked 

outdoors for a minute, and it’s very romantic outdoors. There’s a bird on the lawn that I think 

must be a nightingale come over on the Cunard or White Star Line. He’s singing away—” Her 

voice sang: “It’s romantic, isn’t it, Tom?” 

“Very romantic,” he said, and then miserably to me: “If it’s light enough after dinner, I want to 

take you down to the stables.” 

The telephone rang inside, startlingly, and as Daisy shook her head decisively at Tom the 

subject of the stables, in fact all subjects, vanished into air. Among the broken fragments of the 

last five minutes at table I remember the candles being lit again, pointlessly, and I was conscious 

of wanting to look squarely at everyone, and yet to avoid all eyes. I couldn’t guess what Daisy 



and Tom were thinking, but I doubt if even Miss Baker, who seemed to have mastered a certain 

hardy scepticism, was able utterly to put this fifth guest’s shrill metallic urgency out of mind. To 

a certain temperament the situation might have seemed intriguing—my own instinct was to 

telephone immediately for the police. 

The horses, needless to say, were not mentioned again. Tom and Miss Baker, with several feet 

of twilight between them, strolled back into the library, as if to a vigil beside a perfectly tangible 

body, while, trying to look pleasantly interested and a little deaf, I followed Daisy around a chain 

of connecting verandas to the porch in front. In its deep gloom we sat down side by side on a 

wicker settee. 

Daisy took her face in her hands as if feeling its lovely shape, and her eyes moved gradually 

out into the velvet dusk. I saw that turbulent emotions possessed her, so I asked what I thought 

would be some sedative questions about her little girl. 

“We don’t know each other very well, Nick,” she said suddenly. “Even if we are cousins. You 

didn’t come to my wedding.” 

“I wasn’t back from the war.” 

“That’s true.” She hesitated. “Well, I’ve had a very bad time, Nick, and I’m pretty cynical 

about everything.” 

Evidently she had reason to be. I waited but she didn’t say any more, and after a moment I 

returned rather feebly to the subject of her daughter. 

“I suppose she talks, and—eats, and everything.” 

“Oh, yes.” She looked at me absently. “Listen, Nick; let me tell you what I said when she was 

born. Would you like to hear?” 

“Very much.” 

“It’ll show you how I’ve gotten to feel about—things. Well, she was less than an hour old and 

Tom was God knows where. I woke up out of the ether with an utterly abandoned feeling, and 

asked the nurse right away if it was a boy or a girl. She told me it was a girl, and so I turned my 

head away and wept. ‘All right,’ I said, ‘I’m glad it’s a girl. And I hope she’ll be a fool—that’s 

the best thing a girl can be in this world, a beautiful little fool.’ 

“You see I think everything’s terrible anyhow,” she went on in a convinced way. “Everybody 

thinks so—the most advanced people. And I know. I’ve been everywhere and seen everything 

and done everything.” Her eyes flashed around her in a defiant way, rather like Tom’s, and she 

laughed with thrilling scorn. “Sophisticated—God, I’m sophisticated!” 

The instant her voice broke off, ceasing to compel my attention, my belief, I felt the basic 

insincerity of what she had said. It made me uneasy, as though the whole evening had been a 

trick of some sort to exact a contributory emotion from me. I waited, and sure enough, in a 

moment she looked at me with an absolute smirk on her lovely face, as if she had asserted her 

membership in a rather distinguished secret society to which she and Tom belonged. 

 

Inside, the crimson room bloomed with light. Tom and Miss Baker sat at either end of the long 

couch and she read aloud to him from the Saturday Evening Post—the words, murmurous and 

uninflected, running together in a soothing tune. The lamplight, bright on his boots and dull on 

the autumn-leaf yellow of her hair, glinted along the paper as she turned a page with a flutter of 

slender muscles in her arms. 

When we came in she held us silent for a moment with a lifted hand. 



“To be continued,” she said, tossing the magazine on the table, “in our very next issue.” 

Her body asserted itself with a restless movement of her knee, and she stood up. 

“Ten o’clock,” she remarked, apparently finding the time on the ceiling. “Time for this good 

girl to go to bed.” 

“Jordan’s going to play in the tournament tomorrow,” explained Daisy, “over at Westchester.” 

“Oh—you’re Jordan Baker.” 

I knew now why her face was familiar—its pleasing contemptuous expression had looked out 

at me from many rotogravure pictures of the sporting life at Asheville and Hot Springs and Palm 

Beach. I had heard some story of her too, a critical, unpleasant story, but what it was I had 

forgotten long ago. 

“Good night,” she said softly. “Wake me at eight, won’t you.” 

“If you’ll get up.” 

“I will. Good night, Mr. Carraway. See you anon.” 

“Of course you will,” confirmed Daisy. “In fact I think I’ll arrange a marriage. Come over 

often, Nick, and I’ll sort of—oh—fling you together. You know—lock you up accidentally in 

linen closets and push you out to sea in a boat, and all that sort of thing—” 

“Good night,” called Miss Baker from the stairs. “I haven’t heard a word.” 

“She’s a nice girl,” said Tom after a moment. “They oughtn’t to let her run around the country 

this way.” 

“Who oughtn’t to?” inquired Daisy coldly. 

“Her family.” 

“Her family is one aunt about a thousand years old. Besides, Nick’s going to look after her, 

aren’t you, Nick? She’s going to spend lots of weekends out here this summer. I think the home 

influence will be very good for her.” 

Daisy and Tom looked at each other for a moment in silence. 

“Is she from New York?” I asked quickly. 

“From Louisville. Our white girlhood was passed together there. Our beautiful white—” 

“Did you give Nick a little heart to heart talk on the veranda?” demanded Tom suddenly. 

“Did I?” She looked at me. “I can’t seem to remember, but I think we talked about the Nordic 

race. Yes, I’m sure we did. It sort of crept up on us and first thing you know—” 

“Don’t believe everything you hear, Nick,” he advised me. 

I said lightly that I had heard nothing at all, and a few minutes later I got up to go home. They 

came to the door with me and stood side by side in a cheerful square of light. As I started my 

motor Daisy peremptorily called: “Wait!” 

“I forgot to ask you something, and it’s important. We heard you were engaged to a girl out 

West.” 

“That’s right,” corroborated Tom kindly. “We heard that you were engaged.” 

“It’s a libel. I’m too poor.” 

“But we heard it,” insisted Daisy, surprising me by opening up again in a flower-like way. 

“We heard it from three people, so it must be true.” 

Of course I knew what they were referring to, but I wasn’t even vaguely engaged. The fact 

that gossip had published the banns was one of the reasons I had come East. You can’t stop 

going with an old friend on account of rumours, and on the other hand I had no intention of being 

rumoured into marriage. 

Their interest rather touched me and made them less remotely rich—nevertheless, I was 

confused and a little disgusted as I drove away. It seemed to me that the thing for Daisy to do 



was to rush out of the house, child in arms—but apparently there were no such intentions in her 

head. As for Tom, the fact that he “had some woman in New York” was really less surprising 

than that he had been depressed by a book. Something was making him nibble at the edge of 

stale ideas as if his sturdy physical egotism no longer nourished his peremptory heart. 

Already it was deep summer on roadhouse roofs and in front of wayside garages, where new 

red petrol-pumps sat out in pools of light, and when I reached my estate at West Egg I ran the car 

under its shed and sat for a while on an abandoned grass roller in the yard. The wind had blown 

off, leaving a loud, bright night, with wings beating in the trees and a persistent organ sound as 

the full bellows of the earth blew the frogs full of life. The silhouette of a moving cat wavered 

across the moonlight, and, turning my head to watch it, I saw that I was not alone—fifty feet 

away a figure had emerged from the shadow of my neighbour’s mansion and was standing with 

his hands in his pockets regarding the silver pepper of the stars. Something in his leisurely 

movements and the secure position of his feet upon the lawn suggested that it was Mr. Gatsby 

himself, come out to determine what share was his of our local heavens. 

I decided to call to him. Miss Baker had mentioned him at dinner, and that would do for an 

introduction. But I didn’t call to him, for he gave a sudden intimation that he was content to be 

alone—he stretched out his arms toward the dark water in a curious way, and, far as I was from 

him, I could have sworn he was trembling. Involuntarily I glanced seaward—and distinguished 

nothing except a single green light, minute and far away, that might have been the end of a dock. 

When I looked once more for Gatsby he had vanished, and I was alone again in the unquiet 

darkness. 

  



II 

About halfway between West Egg and New York the motor road hastily joins the railroad and 

runs beside it for a quarter of a mile, so as to shrink away from a certain desolate area of land. 

This is a valley of ashes—a fantastic farm where ashes grow like wheat into ridges and hills and 

grotesque gardens; where ashes take the forms of houses and chimneys and rising smoke and, 

finally, with a transcendent effort, of ash-grey men, who move dimly and already crumbling 

through the powdery air. Occasionally a line of grey cars crawls along an invisible track, gives 

out a ghastly creak, and comes to rest, and immediately the ash-grey men swarm up with leaden 

spades and stir up an impenetrable cloud, which screens their obscure operations from your sight. 

But above the grey land and the spasms of bleak dust which drift endlessly over it, you 

perceive, after a moment, the eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg. The eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg 

are blue and gigantic—their retinas are one yard high. They look out of no face, but, instead, 

from a pair of enormous yellow spectacles which pass over a nonexistent nose. Evidently some 

wild wag of an oculist set them there to fatten his practice in the borough of Queens, and then 

sank down himself into eternal blindness, or forgot them and moved away. But his eyes, dimmed 

a little by many paintless days, under sun and rain, brood on over the solemn dumping ground. 

The valley of ashes is bounded on one side by a small foul river, and, when the drawbridge is 

up to let barges through, the passengers on waiting trains can stare at the dismal scene for as long 

as half an hour. There is always a halt there of at least a minute, and it was because of this that I 

first met Tom Buchanan’s mistress. 

The fact that he had one was insisted upon wherever he was known. His acquaintances 

resented the fact that he turned up in popular cafés with her and, leaving her at a table, sauntered 

about, chatting with whomsoever he knew. Though I was curious to see her, I had no desire to 

meet her—but I did. I went up to New York with Tom on the train one afternoon, and when we 

stopped by the ash-heaps he jumped to his feet and, taking hold of my elbow, literally forced me 

from the car. 

“We’re getting off,” he insisted. “I want you to meet my girl.” 

I think he’d tanked up a good deal at luncheon, and his determination to have my company 

bordered on violence. The supercilious assumption was that on Sunday afternoon I had nothing 

better to do. 

I followed him over a low whitewashed railroad fence, and we walked back a hundred yards 

along the road under Doctor Eckleburg’s persistent stare. The only building in sight was a small 

block of yellow brick sitting on the edge of the waste land, a sort of compact Main Street 

ministering to it, and contiguous to absolutely nothing. One of the three shops it contained was 

for rent and another was an all-night restaurant, approached by a trail of ashes; the third was a 

garage—Repairs. GEORGE B. WILSON. Cars bought and sold.—and I followed Tom inside. 

The interior was unprosperous and bare; the only car visible was the dust-covered wreck of a 

Ford which crouched in a dim corner. It had occurred to me that this shadow of a garage must be 

a blind, and that sumptuous and romantic apartments were concealed overhead, when the 

proprietor himself appeared in the door of an office, wiping his hands on a piece of waste. He 

was a blond, spiritless man, anaemic, and faintly handsome. When he saw us a damp gleam of 

hope sprang into his light blue eyes. 

“Hello, Wilson, old man,” said Tom, slapping him jovially on the shoulder. “How’s 

business?” 



“I can’t complain,” answered Wilson unconvincingly. “When are you going to sell me that 

car?” 

“Next week; I’ve got my man working on it now.” 

“Works pretty slow, don’t he?” 

“No, he doesn’t,” said Tom coldly. “And if you feel that way about it, maybe I’d better sell it 

somewhere else after all.” 

“I don’t mean that,” explained Wilson quickly. “I just meant—” 

His voice faded off and Tom glanced impatiently around the garage. Then I heard footsteps on 

a stairs, and in a moment the thickish figure of a woman blocked out the light from the office 

door. She was in the middle thirties, and faintly stout, but she carried her flesh sensuously as 

some women can. Her face, above a spotted dress of dark blue crêpe-de-chine, contained no facet 

or gleam of beauty, but there was an immediately perceptible vitality about her as if the nerves of 

her body were continually smouldering. She smiled slowly and, walking through her husband as 

if he were a ghost, shook hands with Tom, looking him flush in the eye. Then she wet her lips, 

and without turning around spoke to her husband in a soft, coarse voice: 

“Get some chairs, why don’t you, so somebody can sit down.” 

“Oh, sure,” agreed Wilson hurriedly, and went toward the little office, mingling immediately 

with the cement colour of the walls. A white ashen dust veiled his dark suit and his pale hair as it 

veiled everything in the vicinity—except his wife, who moved close to Tom. 

“I want to see you,” said Tom intently. “Get on the next train.” 

“All right.” 

“I’ll meet you by the newsstand on the lower level.” 

She nodded and moved away from him just as George Wilson emerged with two chairs from 

his office door. 

We waited for her down the road and out of sight. It was a few days before the Fourth of July, 

and a grey, scrawny Italian child was setting torpedoes in a row along the railroad track. 

“Terrible place, isn’t it,” said Tom, exchanging a frown with Doctor Eckleburg. 

“Awful.” 

“It does her good to get away.” 

“Doesn’t her husband object?” 

“Wilson? He thinks she goes to see her sister in New York. He’s so dumb he doesn’t know 

he’s alive.” 

So Tom Buchanan and his girl and I went up together to New York—or not quite together, for 

Mrs. Wilson sat discreetly in another car. Tom deferred that much to the sensibilities of those 

East Eggers who might be on the train. 

She had changed her dress to a brown figured muslin, which stretched tight over her rather 

wide hips as Tom helped her to the platform in New York. At the newsstand she bought a copy 

of Town Tattle and a moving-picture magazine, and in the station drugstore some cold cream and 

a small flask of perfume. Upstairs, in the solemn echoing drive she let four taxicabs drive away 

before she selected a new one, lavender-coloured with grey upholstery, and in this we slid out 

from the mass of the station into the glowing sunshine. But immediately she turned sharply from 

the window and, leaning forward, tapped on the front glass. 

“I want to get one of those dogs,” she said earnestly. “I want to get one for the apartment. 

They’re nice to have—a dog.” 

We backed up to a grey old man who bore an absurd resemblance to John D. Rockefeller. In a 

basket swung from his neck cowered a dozen very recent puppies of an indeterminate breed. 



“What kind are they?” asked Mrs. Wilson eagerly, as he came to the taxi-window. 

“All kinds. What kind do you want, lady?” 

“I’d like to get one of those police dogs; I don’t suppose you got that kind?” 

The man peered doubtfully into the basket, plunged in his hand and drew one up, wriggling, 

by the back of the neck. 

“That’s no police dog,” said Tom. 

“No, it’s not exactly a police dog,” said the man with disappointment in his voice. “It’s more 

of an Airedale.” He passed his hand over the brown washrag of a back. “Look at that coat. Some 

coat. That’s a dog that’ll never bother you with catching cold.” 

“I think it’s cute,” said Mrs. Wilson enthusiastically. “How much is it?” 

“That dog?” He looked at it admiringly. “That dog will cost you ten dollars.” 

The Airedale—undoubtedly there was an Airedale concerned in it somewhere, though its feet 

were startlingly white—changed hands and settled down into Mrs. Wilson’s lap, where she 

fondled the weatherproof coat with rapture. 

“Is it a boy or a girl?” she asked delicately. 

“That dog? That dog’s a boy.” 

“It’s a bitch,” said Tom decisively. “Here’s your money. Go and buy ten more dogs with it.” 

We drove over to Fifth Avenue, warm and soft, almost pastoral, on the summer Sunday 

afternoon. I wouldn’t have been surprised to see a great flock of white sheep turn the corner. 

“Hold on,” I said, “I have to leave you here.” 

“No you don’t,” interposed Tom quickly. “Myrtle’ll be hurt if you don’t come up to the 

apartment. Won’t you, Myrtle?” 

“Come on,” she urged. “I’ll telephone my sister Catherine. She’s said to be very beautiful by 

people who ought to know.” 

“Well, I’d like to, but—” 

We went on, cutting back again over the Park toward the West Hundreds. At 158th Street the 

cab stopped at one slice in a long white cake of apartment-houses. Throwing a regal 

homecoming glance around the neighbourhood, Mrs. Wilson gathered up her dog and her other 

purchases, and went haughtily in. 

“I’m going to have the McKees come up,” she announced as we rose in the elevator. “And, of 

course, I got to call up my sister, too.” 

The apartment was on the top floor—a small living-room, a small dining-room, a small 

bedroom, and a bath. The living-room was crowded to the doors with a set of tapestried furniture 

entirely too large for it, so that to move about was to stumble continually over scenes of ladies 

swinging in the gardens of Versailles. The only picture was an over-enlarged photograph, 

apparently a hen sitting on a blurred rock. Looked at from a distance, however, the hen resolved 

itself into a bonnet, and the countenance of a stout old lady beamed down into the room. Several 

old copies of Town Tattle lay on the table together with a copy of Simon Called Peter, and some 

of the small scandal magazines of Broadway. Mrs. Wilson was first concerned with the dog. A 

reluctant elevator boy went for a box full of straw and some milk, to which he added on his own 

initiative a tin of large, hard dog biscuits—one of which decomposed apathetically in the saucer 

of milk all afternoon. Meanwhile Tom brought out a bottle of whisky from a locked bureau door. 

I have been drunk just twice in my life, and the second time was that afternoon; so everything 

that happened has a dim, hazy cast over it, although until after eight o’clock the apartment was 

full of cheerful sun. Sitting on Tom’s lap Mrs. Wilson called up several people on the telephone; 

then there were no cigarettes, and I went out to buy some at the drugstore on the corner. When I 



came back they had both disappeared, so I sat down discreetly in the living-room and read a 

chapter of Simon Called Peter—either it was terrible stuff or the whisky distorted things, 

because it didn’t make any sense to me. 

Just as Tom and Myrtle (after the first drink Mrs. Wilson and I called each other by our first 

names) reappeared, company commenced to arrive at the apartment door. 

The sister, Catherine, was a slender, worldly girl of about thirty, with a solid, sticky bob of red 

hair, and a complexion powdered milky white. Her eyebrows had been plucked and then drawn 

on again at a more rakish angle, but the efforts of nature toward the restoration of the old 

alignment gave a blurred air to her face. When she moved about there was an incessant clicking 

as innumerable pottery bracelets jingled up and down upon her arms. She came in with such a 

proprietary haste, and looked around so possessively at the furniture that I wondered if she lived 

here. But when I asked her she laughed immoderately, repeated my question aloud, and told me 

she lived with a girl friend at a hotel. 

Mr. McKee was a pale, feminine man from the flat below. He had just shaved, for there was a 

white spot of lather on his cheekbone, and he was most respectful in his greeting to everyone in 

the room. He informed me that he was in the “artistic game,” and I gathered later that he was a 

photographer and had made the dim enlargement of Mrs. Wilson’s mother which hovered like an 

ectoplasm on the wall. His wife was shrill, languid, handsome, and horrible. She told me with 

pride that her husband had photographed her a hundred and twenty-seven times since they had 

been married. 

Mrs. Wilson had changed her costume some time before, and was now attired in an elaborate 

afternoon dress of cream-coloured chiffon, which gave out a continual rustle as she swept about 

the room. With the influence of the dress her personality had also undergone a change. The 

intense vitality that had been so remarkable in the garage was converted into impressive hauteur. 

Her laughter, her gestures, her assertions became more violently affected moment by moment, 

and as she expanded the room grew smaller around her, until she seemed to be revolving on a 

noisy, creaking pivot through the smoky air. 

“My dear,” she told her sister in a high, mincing shout, “most of these fellas will cheat you 

every time. All they think of is money. I had a woman up here last week to look at my feet, and 

when she gave me the bill you’d of thought she had my appendicitis out.” 

“What was the name of the woman?” asked Mrs. McKee. 

“Mrs. Eberhardt. She goes around looking at people’s feet in their own homes.” 

“I like your dress,” remarked Mrs. McKee, “I think it’s adorable.” 

Mrs. Wilson rejected the compliment by raising her eyebrow in disdain. 

“It’s just a crazy old thing,” she said. “I just slip it on sometimes when I don’t care what I look 

like.” 

“But it looks wonderful on you, if you know what I mean,” pursued Mrs. McKee. “If Chester 

could only get you in that pose I think he could make something of it.” 

We all looked in silence at Mrs. Wilson, who removed a strand of hair from over her eyes and 

looked back at us with a brilliant smile. Mr. McKee regarded her intently with his head on one 

side, and then moved his hand back and forth slowly in front of his face. 

“I should change the light,” he said after a moment. “I’d like to bring out the modelling of the 

features. And I’d try to get hold of all the back hair.” 

“I wouldn’t think of changing the light,” cried Mrs. McKee. “I think it’s—” 

Her husband said “Sh!” and we all looked at the subject again, whereupon Tom Buchanan 

yawned audibly and got to his feet. 



“You McKees have something to drink,” he said. “Get some more ice and mineral water, 

Myrtle, before everybody goes to sleep.” 

“I told that boy about the ice.” Myrtle raised her eyebrows in despair at the shiftlessness of the 

lower orders. “These people! You have to keep after them all the time.” 

She looked at me and laughed pointlessly. Then she flounced over to the dog, kissed it with 

ecstasy, and swept into the kitchen, implying that a dozen chefs awaited her orders there. 

“I’ve done some nice things out on Long Island,” asserted Mr. McKee. 

Tom looked at him blankly. 

“Two of them we have framed downstairs.” 

“Two what?” demanded Tom. 

“Two studies. One of them I call Montauk Point—The Gulls, and the other I call Montauk 

Point—The Sea.” 

The sister Catherine sat down beside me on the couch. 

“Do you live down on Long Island, too?” she inquired. 

“I live at West Egg.” 

“Really? I was down there at a party about a month ago. At a man named Gatsby’s. Do you 

know him?” 

“I live next door to him.” 

“Well, they say he’s a nephew or a cousin of Kaiser Wilhelm’s. That’s where all his money 

comes from.” 

“Really?” 

She nodded. 

“I’m scared of him. I’d hate to have him get anything on me.” 

This absorbing information about my neighbour was interrupted by Mrs. McKee’s pointing 

suddenly at Catherine: 

“Chester, I think you could do something with her,” she broke out, but Mr. McKee only 

nodded in a bored way, and turned his attention to Tom. 

“I’d like to do more work on Long Island, if I could get the entry. All I ask is that they should 

give me a start.” 

“Ask Myrtle,” said Tom, breaking into a short shout of laughter as Mrs. Wilson entered with a 

tray. “She’ll give you a letter of introduction, won’t you, Myrtle?” 

“Do what?” she asked, startled. 

“You’ll give McKee a letter of introduction to your husband, so he can do some studies of 

him.” His lips moved silently for a moment as he invented, “ ‘George B. Wilson at the Gasoline 

Pump,’ or something like that.” 

Catherine leaned close to me and whispered in my ear: 

“Neither of them can stand the person they’re married to.” 

“Can’t they?” 

“Can’t stand them.” She looked at Myrtle and then at Tom. “What I say is, why go on living 

with them if they can’t stand them? If I was them I’d get a divorce and get married to each other 

right away.” 

“Doesn’t she like Wilson either?” 

The answer to this was unexpected. It came from Myrtle, who had overheard the question, and 

it was violent and obscene. 

“You see,” cried Catherine triumphantly. She lowered her voice again. “It’s really his wife 

that’s keeping them apart. She’s a Catholic, and they don’t believe in divorce.” 



Daisy was not a Catholic, and I was a little shocked at the elaborateness of the lie. 

“When they do get married,” continued Catherine, “they’re going West to live for a while until 

it blows over.” 

“It’d be more discreet to go to Europe.” 

“Oh, do you like Europe?” she exclaimed surprisingly. “I just got back from Monte Carlo.” 

“Really.” 

“Just last year. I went over there with another girl.” 

“Stay long?” 

“No, we just went to Monte Carlo and back. We went by way of Marseilles. We had over 

twelve hundred dollars when we started, but we got gyped out of it all in two days in the private 

rooms. We had an awful time getting back, I can tell you. God, how I hated that town!” 

The late afternoon sky bloomed in the window for a moment like the blue honey of the 

Mediterranean—then the shrill voice of Mrs. McKee called me back into the room. 

“I almost made a mistake, too,” she declared vigorously. “I almost married a little kike who’d 

been after me for years. I knew he was below me. Everybody kept saying to me: ‘Lucille, that 

man’s way below you!’ But if I hadn’t met Chester, he’d of got me sure.” 

“Yes, but listen,” said Myrtle Wilson, nodding her head up and down, “at least you didn’t 

marry him.” 

“I know I didn’t.” 

“Well, I married him,” said Myrtle, ambiguously. “And that’s the difference between your 

case and mine.” 

“Why did you, Myrtle?” demanded Catherine. “Nobody forced you to.” 

Myrtle considered. 

“I married him because I thought he was a gentleman,” she said finally. “I thought he knew 

something about breeding, but he wasn’t fit to lick my shoe.” 

“You were crazy about him for a while,” said Catherine. 

“Crazy about him!” cried Myrtle incredulously. “Who said I was crazy about him? I never was 

any more crazy about him than I was about that man there.” 

She pointed suddenly at me, and everyone looked at me accusingly. I tried to show by my 

expression that I expected no affection. 

“The only crazy I was was when I married him. I knew right away I made a mistake. He 

borrowed somebody’s best suit to get married in, and never even told me about it, and the man 

came after it one day when he was out: ‘Oh, is that your suit?’ I said. ‘This is the first I ever 

heard about it.’ But I gave it to him and then I lay down and cried to beat the band all afternoon.” 

“She really ought to get away from him,” resumed Catherine to me. “They’ve been living over 

that garage for eleven years. And Tom’s the first sweetie she ever had.” 

The bottle of whisky—a second one—was now in constant demand by all present, excepting 

Catherine, who “felt just as good on nothing at all.” Tom rang for the janitor and sent him for 

some celebrated sandwiches, which were a complete supper in themselves. I wanted to get out 

and walk eastward toward the park through the soft twilight, but each time I tried to go I became 

entangled in some wild, strident argument which pulled me back, as if with ropes, into my chair. 

Yet high over the city our line of yellow windows must have contributed their share of human 

secrecy to the casual watcher in the darkening streets, and I saw him too, looking up and 

wondering. I was within and without, simultaneously enchanted and repelled by the 

inexhaustible variety of life. 



Myrtle pulled her chair close to mine, and suddenly her warm breath poured over me the story 

of her first meeting with Tom. 

“It was on the two little seats facing each other that are always the last ones left on the train. I 

was going up to New York to see my sister and spend the night. He had on a dress suit and patent 

leather shoes, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off him, but every time he looked at me I had to 

pretend to be looking at the advertisement over his head. When we came into the station he was 

next to me, and his white shirtfront pressed against my arm, and so I told him I’d have to call a 

policeman, but he knew I lied. I was so excited that when I got into a taxi with him I didn’t 

hardly know I wasn’t getting into a subway train. All I kept thinking about, over and over, was 

‘You can’t live forever; you can’t live forever.’ ” 

She turned to Mrs. McKee and the room rang full of her artificial laughter. 

“My dear,” she cried, “I’m going to give you this dress as soon as I’m through with it. I’ve got 

to get another one tomorrow. I’m going to make a list of all the things I’ve got to get. A massage 

and a wave, and a collar for the dog, and one of those cute little ashtrays where you touch a 

spring, and a wreath with a black silk bow for mother’s grave that’ll last all summer. I got to 

write down a list so I won’t forget all the things I got to do.” 

It was nine o’clock—almost immediately afterward I looked at my watch and found it was ten. 

Mr. McKee was asleep on a chair with his fists clenched in his lap, like a photograph of a man of 

action. Taking out my handkerchief I wiped from his cheek the spot of dried lather that had 

worried me all the afternoon. 

The little dog was sitting on the table looking with blind eyes through the smoke, and from 

time to time groaning faintly. People disappeared, reappeared, made plans to go somewhere, and 

then lost each other, searched for each other, found each other a few feet away. Some time 

toward midnight Tom Buchanan and Mrs. Wilson stood face to face discussing, in impassioned 

voices, whether Mrs. Wilson had any right to mention Daisy’s name. 

“Daisy! Daisy! Daisy!” shouted Mrs. Wilson. “I’ll say it whenever I want to! Daisy! Dai—” 

Making a short deft movement, Tom Buchanan broke her nose with his open hand. 

Then there were bloody towels upon the bathroom floor, and women’s voices scolding, and 

high over the confusion a long broken wail of pain. Mr. McKee awoke from his doze and started 

in a daze toward the door. When he had gone halfway he turned around and stared at the scene—

his wife and Catherine scolding and consoling as they stumbled here and there among the 

crowded furniture with articles of aid, and the despairing figure on the couch, bleeding fluently, 

and trying to spread a copy of Town Tattle over the tapestry scenes of Versailles. Then Mr. 

McKee turned and continued on out the door. Taking my hat from the chandelier, I followed. 

“Come to lunch some day,” he suggested, as we groaned down in the elevator. 

“Where?” 

“Anywhere.” 

“Keep your hands off the lever,” snapped the elevator boy. 

“I beg your pardon,” said Mr. McKee with dignity, “I didn’t know I was touching it.” 

“All right,” I agreed, “I’ll be glad to.” 

… I was standing beside his bed and he was sitting up between the sheets, clad in his 

underwear, with a great portfolio in his hands. 

“Beauty and the Beast… Loneliness… Old Grocery Horse… Brook’n Bridge…” 

Then I was lying half asleep in the cold lower level of the Pennsylvania Station, staring at the 

morning Tribune, and waiting for the four o’clock train. 

  



III 

There was music from my neighbour’s house through the summer nights. In his blue gardens 

men and girls came and went like moths among the whisperings and the champagne and the 

stars. At high tide in the afternoon I watched his guests diving from the tower of his raft, or 

taking the sun on the hot sand of his beach while his two motorboats slit the waters of the Sound, 

drawing aquaplanes over cataracts of foam. On weekends his Rolls-Royce became an omnibus, 

bearing parties to and from the city between nine in the morning and long past midnight, while 

his station wagon scampered like a brisk yellow bug to meet all trains. And on Mondays eight 

servants, including an extra gardener, toiled all day with mops and scrubbing-brushes and 

hammers and garden-shears, repairing the ravages of the night before. 

Every Friday five crates of oranges and lemons arrived from a fruiterer in New York—every 

Monday these same oranges and lemons left his back door in a pyramid of pulpless halves. There 

was a machine in the kitchen which could extract the juice of two hundred oranges in half an 

hour if a little button was pressed two hundred times by a butler’s thumb. 

At least once a fortnight a corps of caterers came down with several hundred feet of canvas 

and enough coloured lights to make a Christmas tree of Gatsby’s enormous garden. On buffet 

tables, garnished with glistening hors-d’oeuvre, spiced baked hams crowded against salads of 

harlequin designs and pastry pigs and turkeys bewitched to a dark gold. In the main hall a bar 

with a real brass rail was set up, and stocked with gins and liquors and with cordials so long 

forgotten that most of his female guests were too young to know one from another. 

By seven o’clock the orchestra has arrived, no thin five-piece affair, but a whole pitful of 

oboes and trombones and saxophones and viols and cornets and piccolos, and low and high 

drums. The last swimmers have come in from the beach now and are dressing upstairs; the cars 

from New York are parked five deep in the drive, and already the halls and salons and verandas 

are gaudy with primary colours, and hair bobbed in strange new ways, and shawls beyond the 

dreams of Castile. The bar is in full swing, and floating rounds of cocktails permeate the garden 

outside, until the air is alive with chatter and laughter, and casual innuendo and introductions 

forgotten on the spot, and enthusiastic meetings between women who never knew each other’s 

names. 

The lights grow brighter as the earth lurches away from the sun, and now the orchestra is 

playing yellow cocktail music, and the opera of voices pitches a key higher. Laughter is easier 

minute by minute, spilled with prodigality, tipped out at a cheerful word. The groups change 

more swiftly, swell with new arrivals, dissolve and form in the same breath; already there are 

wanderers, confident girls who weave here and there among the stouter and more stable, become 

for a sharp, joyous moment the centre of a group, and then, excited with triumph, glide on 

through the sea-change of faces and voices and colour under the constantly changing light. 

Suddenly one of these gypsies, in trembling opal, seizes a cocktail out of the air, dumps it 

down for courage and, moving her hands like Frisco, dances out alone on the canvas platform. A 

momentary hush; the orchestra leader varies his rhythm obligingly for her, and there is a burst of 

chatter as the erroneous news goes around that she is Gilda Gray’s understudy from the Follies. 

The party has begun. 

I believe that on the first night I went to Gatsby’s house I was one of the few guests who had 

actually been invited. People were not invited—they went there. They got into automobiles 

which bore them out to Long Island, and somehow they ended up at Gatsby’s door. Once there 

they were introduced by somebody who knew Gatsby, and after that they conducted themselves 



according to the rules of behaviour associated with an amusement park. Sometimes they came 

and went without having met Gatsby at all, came for the party with a simplicity of heart that was 

its own ticket of admission. 

I had been actually invited. A chauffeur in a uniform of robin’s-egg blue crossed my lawn 

early that Saturday morning with a surprisingly formal note from his employer: the honour 

would be entirely Gatsby’s, it said, if I would attend his “little party” that night. He had seen me 

several times, and had intended to call on me long before, but a peculiar combination of 

circumstances had prevented it—signed Jay Gatsby, in a majestic hand. 

Dressed up in white flannels I went over to his lawn a little after seven, and wandered around 

rather ill at ease among swirls and eddies of people I didn’t know—though here and there was a 

face I had noticed on the commuting train. I was immediately struck by the number of young 

Englishmen dotted about; all well dressed, all looking a little hungry, and all talking in low, 

earnest voices to solid and prosperous Americans. I was sure that they were selling something: 

bonds or insurance or automobiles. They were at least agonizingly aware of the easy money in 

the vicinity and convinced that it was theirs for a few words in the right key. 

As soon as I arrived I made an attempt to find my host, but the two or three people of whom I 

asked his whereabouts stared at me in such an amazed way, and denied so vehemently any 

knowledge of his movements, that I slunk off in the direction of the cocktail table—the only 

place in the garden where a single man could linger without looking purposeless and alone. 

I was on my way to get roaring drunk from sheer embarrassment when Jordan Baker came out 

of the house and stood at the head of the marble steps, leaning a little backward and looking with 

contemptuous interest down into the garden. 

Welcome or not, I found it necessary to attach myself to someone before I should begin to 

address cordial remarks to the passersby. 

“Hello!” I roared, advancing toward her. My voice seemed unnaturally loud across the garden. 

“I thought you might be here,” she responded absently as I came up. “I remembered you lived 

next door to—” 

She held my hand impersonally, as a promise that she’d take care of me in a minute, and gave 

ear to two girls in twin yellow dresses, who stopped at the foot of the steps. 

“Hello!” they cried together. “Sorry you didn’t win.” 

That was for the golf tournament. She had lost in the finals the week before. 

“You don’t know who we are,” said one of the girls in yellow, “but we met you here about a 

month ago.” 

“You’ve dyed your hair since then,” remarked Jordan, and I started, but the girls had moved 

casually on and her remark was addressed to the premature moon, produced like the supper, no 

doubt, out of a caterer’s basket. With Jordan’s slender golden arm resting in mine, we descended 

the steps and sauntered about the garden. A tray of cocktails floated at us through the twilight, 

and we sat down at a table with the two girls in yellow and three men, each one introduced to us 

as Mr. Mumble. 

“Do you come to these parties often?” inquired Jordan of the girl beside her. 

“The last one was the one I met you at,” answered the girl, in an alert confident voice. She 

turned to her companion: “Wasn’t it for you, Lucille?” 

It was for Lucille, too. 

“I like to come,” Lucille said. “I never care what I do, so I always have a good time. When I 

was here last I tore my gown on a chair, and he asked me my name and address—inside of a 

week I got a package from Croirier’s with a new evening gown in it.” 



“Did you keep it?” asked Jordan. 

“Sure I did. I was going to wear it tonight, but it was too big in the bust and had to be altered. 

It was gas blue with lavender beads. Two hundred and sixty-five dollars.” 

“There’s something funny about a fellow that’ll do a thing like that,” said the other girl 

eagerly. “He doesn’t want any trouble with anybody.” 

“Who doesn’t?” I inquired. 

“Gatsby. Somebody told me—” 

The two girls and Jordan leaned together confidentially. 

“Somebody told me they thought he killed a man once.” 

A thrill passed over all of us. The three Mr. Mumbles bent forward and listened eagerly. 

“I don’t think it’s so much that,” argued Lucille sceptically; “It’s more that he was a German 

spy during the war.” 

One of the men nodded in confirmation. 

“I heard that from a man who knew all about him, grew up with him in Germany,” he assured 

us positively. 

“Oh, no,” said the first girl, “it couldn’t be that, because he was in the American army during 

the war.” As our credulity switched back to her she leaned forward with enthusiasm. “You look 

at him sometimes when he thinks nobody’s looking at him. I’ll bet he killed a man.” 

She narrowed her eyes and shivered. Lucille shivered. We all turned and looked around for 

Gatsby. It was testimony to the romantic speculation he inspired that there were whispers about 

him from those who had found little that it was necessary to whisper about in this world. 

The first supper—there would be another one after midnight—was now being served, and 

Jordan invited me to join her own party, who were spread around a table on the other side of the 

garden. There were three married couples and Jordan’s escort, a persistent undergraduate given 

to violent innuendo, and obviously under the impression that sooner or later Jordan was going to 

yield him up her person to a greater or lesser degree. Instead of rambling, this party had 

preserved a dignified homogeneity, and assumed to itself the function of representing the staid 

nobility of the countryside—East Egg condescending to West Egg and carefully on guard against 

its spectroscopic gaiety. 

“Let’s get out,” whispered Jordan, after a somehow wasteful and inappropriate half-hour; “this 

is much too polite for me.” 

We got up, and she explained that we were going to find the host: I had never met him, she 

said, and it was making me uneasy. The undergraduate nodded in a cynical, melancholy way. 

The bar, where we glanced first, was crowded, but Gatsby was not there. She couldn’t find 

him from the top of the steps, and he wasn’t on the veranda. On a chance we tried an important-

looking door, and walked into a high Gothic library, panelled with carved English oak, and 

probably transported complete from some ruin overseas. 

A stout, middle-aged man, with enormous owl-eyed spectacles, was sitting somewhat drunk 

on the edge of a great table, staring with unsteady concentration at the shelves of books. As we 

entered he wheeled excitedly around and examined Jordan from head to foot. 

“What do you think?” he demanded impetuously. 

“About what?” 

He waved his hand toward the bookshelves. 

“About that. As a matter of fact you needn’t bother to ascertain. I ascertained. They’re real.” 

“The books?” 

He nodded. 



“Absolutely real—have pages and everything. I thought they’d be a nice durable cardboard. 

Matter of fact, they’re absolutely real. Pages and—Here! Lemme show you.” 

Taking our scepticism for granted, he rushed to the bookcases and returned with Volume One 

of the Stoddard Lectures. 

“See!” he cried triumphantly. “It’s a bona-fide piece of printed matter. It fooled me. This 

fella’s a regular Belasco. It’s a triumph. What thoroughness! What realism! Knew when to stop, 

too—didn’t cut the pages. But what do you want? What do you expect?” 

He snatched the book from me and replaced it hastily on its shelf, muttering that if one brick 

was removed the whole library was liable to collapse. 

“Who brought you?” he demanded. “Or did you just come? I was brought. Most people were 

brought.” 

Jordan looked at him alertly, cheerfully, without answering. 

“I was brought by a woman named Roosevelt,” he continued. “Mrs. Claud Roosevelt. Do you 

know her? I met her somewhere last night. I’ve been drunk for about a week now, and I thought 

it might sober me up to sit in a library.” 

“Has it?” 

“A little bit, I think. I can’t tell yet. I’ve only been here an hour. Did I tell you about the 

books? They’re real. They’re—” 

“You told us.” 

We shook hands with him gravely and went back outdoors. 

There was dancing now on the canvas in the garden; old men pushing young girls backward in 

eternal graceless circles, superior couples holding each other tortuously, fashionably, and 

keeping in the corners—and a great number of single girls dancing individually or relieving the 

orchestra for a moment of the burden of the banjo or the traps. By midnight the hilarity had 

increased. A celebrated tenor had sung in Italian, and a notorious contralto had sung in jazz, and 

between the numbers people were doing “stunts” all over the garden, while happy, vacuous 

bursts of laughter rose toward the summer sky. A pair of stage twins, who turned out to be the 

girls in yellow, did a baby act in costume, and champagne was served in glasses bigger than 

finger-bowls. The moon had risen higher, and floating in the Sound was a triangle of silver 

scales, trembling a little to the stiff, tinny drip of the banjoes on the lawn. 

I was still with Jordan Baker. We were sitting at a table with a man of about my age and a 

rowdy little girl, who gave way upon the slightest provocation to uncontrollable laughter. I was 

enjoying myself now. I had taken two finger-bowls of champagne, and the scene had changed 

before my eyes into something significant, elemental, and profound. 

At a lull in the entertainment the man looked at me and smiled. 

“Your face is familiar,” he said politely. “Weren’t you in the First Division during the war?” 

“Why yes. I was in the Twenty-eighth Infantry.” 

“I was in the Sixteenth until June nineteen-eighteen. I knew I’d seen you somewhere before.” 

We talked for a moment about some wet, grey little villages in France. Evidently he lived in 

this vicinity, for he told me that he had just bought a hydroplane, and was going to try it out in 

the morning. 

“Want to go with me, old sport? Just near the shore along the Sound.” 

“What time?” 

“Any time that suits you best.” 

It was on the tip of my tongue to ask his name when Jordan looked around and smiled. 

“Having a gay time now?” she inquired. 



“Much better.” I turned again to my new acquaintance. “This is an unusual party for me. I 

haven’t even seen the host. I live over there—” I waved my hand at the invisible hedge in the 

distance, “and this man Gatsby sent over his chauffeur with an invitation.” 

For a moment he looked at me as if he failed to understand. 

“I’m Gatsby,” he said suddenly. 

“What!” I exclaimed. “Oh, I beg your pardon.” 

“I thought you knew, old sport. I’m afraid I’m not a very good host.” 

He smiled understandingly—much more than understandingly. It was one of those rare smiles 

with a quality of eternal reassurance in it, that you may come across four or five times in life. It 

faced—or seemed to face—the whole eternal world for an instant, and then concentrated 

on you with an irresistible prejudice in your favour. It understood you just so far as you wanted 

to be understood, believed in you as you would like to believe in yourself, and assured you that it 

had precisely the impression of you that, at your best, you hoped to convey. Precisely at that 

point it vanished—and I was looking at an elegant young roughneck, a year or two over thirty, 

whose elaborate formality of speech just missed being absurd. Some time before he introduced 

himself I’d got a strong impression that he was picking his words with care. 

Almost at the moment when Mr. Gatsby identified himself a butler hurried toward him with 

the information that Chicago was calling him on the wire. He excused himself with a small bow 

that included each of us in turn. 

“If you want anything just ask for it, old sport,” he urged me. “Excuse me. I will rejoin you 

later.” 

When he was gone I turned immediately to Jordan—constrained to assure her of my surprise. I 

had expected that Mr. Gatsby would be a florid and corpulent person in his middle years. 

“Who is he?” I demanded. “Do you know?” 

“He’s just a man named Gatsby.” 

“Where is he from, I mean? And what does he do?” 

“Now you’re started on the subject,” she answered with a wan smile. “Well, he told me once 

he was an Oxford man.” 

A dim background started to take shape behind him, but at her next remark it faded away. 

“However, I don’t believe it.” 

“Why not?” 

“I don’t know,” she insisted, “I just don’t think he went there.” 

Something in her tone reminded me of the other girl’s “I think he killed a man,” and had the 

effect of stimulating my curiosity. I would have accepted without question the information that 

Gatsby sprang from the swamps of Louisiana or from the lower East Side of New York. That 

was comprehensible. But young men didn’t—at least in my provincial inexperience I believed 

they didn’t—drift coolly out of nowhere and buy a palace on Long Island Sound. 

“Anyhow, he gives large parties,” said Jordan, changing the subject with an urban distaste for 

the concrete. “And I like large parties. They’re so intimate. At small parties there isn’t any 

privacy.” 

There was the boom of a bass drum, and the voice of the orchestra leader rang out suddenly 

above the echolalia of the garden. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he cried. “At the request of Mr. Gatsby we are going to play for you 

Mr. Vladmir Tostoff’s latest work, which attracted so much attention at Carnegie Hall last May. 

If you read the papers you know there was a big sensation.” He smiled with jovial 

condescension, and added: “Some sensation!” Whereupon everybody laughed. 



“The piece is known,” he concluded lustily, “as ‘Vladmir Tostoff’s Jazz History of the 

World!’ ” 

The nature of Mr. Tostoff’s composition eluded me, because just as it began my eyes fell on 

Gatsby, standing alone on the marble steps and looking from one group to another with 

approving eyes. His tanned skin was drawn attractively tight on his face and his short hair looked 

as though it were trimmed every day. I could see nothing sinister about him. I wondered if the 

fact that he was not drinking helped to set him off from his guests, for it seemed to me that he 

grew more correct as the fraternal hilarity increased. When the “Jazz History of the World” was 

over, girls were putting their heads on men’s shoulders in a puppyish, convivial way, girls were 

swooning backward playfully into men’s arms, even into groups, knowing that someone would 

arrest their falls—but no one swooned backward on Gatsby, and no French bob touched Gatsby’s 

shoulder, and no singing quartets were formed with Gatsby’s head for one link. 

“I beg your pardon.” 

Gatsby’s butler was suddenly standing beside us. 

“Miss Baker?” he inquired. “I beg your pardon, but Mr. Gatsby would like to speak to you 

alone.” 

“With me?” she exclaimed in surprise. 

“Yes, madame.” 

She got up slowly, raising her eyebrows at me in astonishment, and followed the butler toward 

the house. I noticed that she wore her evening-dress, all her dresses, like sports clothes—there 

was a jauntiness about her movements as if she had first learned to walk upon golf courses on 

clean, crisp mornings. 

I was alone and it was almost two. For some time confused and intriguing sounds had issued 

from a long, many-windowed room which overhung the terrace. Eluding Jordan’s undergraduate, 

who was now engaged in an obstetrical conversation with two chorus girls, and who implored 

me to join him, I went inside. 

The large room was full of people. One of the girls in yellow was playing the piano, and 

beside her stood a tall, red-haired young lady from a famous chorus, engaged in song. She had 

drunk a quantity of champagne, and during the course of her song she had decided, ineptly, that 

everything was very, very sad—she was not only singing, she was weeping too. Whenever there 

was a pause in the song she filled it with gasping, broken sobs, and then took up the lyric again 

in a quavering soprano. The tears coursed down her cheeks—not freely, however, for when they 

came into contact with her heavily beaded eyelashes they assumed an inky colour, and pursued 

the rest of their way in slow black rivulets. A humorous suggestion was made that she sing the 

notes on her face, whereupon she threw up her hands, sank into a chair, and went off into a deep 

vinous sleep. 

“She had a fight with a man who says he’s her husband,” explained a girl at my elbow. 

I looked around. Most of the remaining women were now having fights with men said to be 

their husbands. Even Jordan’s party, the quartet from East Egg, were rent asunder by dissension. 

One of the men was talking with curious intensity to a young actress, and his wife, after 

attempting to laugh at the situation in a dignified and indifferent way, broke down entirely and 

resorted to flank attacks—at intervals she appeared suddenly at his side like an angry diamond, 

and hissed: “You promised!” into his ear. 

The reluctance to go home was not confined to wayward men. The hall was at present 

occupied by two deplorably sober men and their highly indignant wives. The wives were 

sympathizing with each other in slightly raised voices. 



“Whenever he sees I’m having a good time he wants to go home.” 

“Never heard anything so selfish in my life.” 

“We’re always the first ones to leave.” 

“So are we.” 

“Well, we’re almost the last tonight,” said one of the men sheepishly. “The orchestra left half 

an hour ago.” 

In spite of the wives’ agreement that such malevolence was beyond credibility, the dispute 

ended in a short struggle, and both wives were lifted, kicking, into the night. 

As I waited for my hat in the hall the door of the library opened and Jordan Baker and Gatsby 

came out together. He was saying some last word to her, but the eagerness in his manner 

tightened abruptly into formality as several people approached him to say goodbye. 

Jordan’s party were calling impatiently to her from the porch, but she lingered for a moment to 

shake hands. 

“I’ve just heard the most amazing thing,” she whispered. “How long were we in there?” 

“Why, about an hour.” 

“It was… simply amazing,” she repeated abstractedly. “But I swore I wouldn’t tell it and here 

I am tantalizing you.” She yawned gracefully in my face. “Please come and see me… Phone 

book… Under the name of Mrs. Sigourney Howard… My aunt…” She was hurrying off as she 

talked—her brown hand waved a jaunty salute as she melted into her party at the door. 

Rather ashamed that on my first appearance I had stayed so late, I joined the last of Gatsby’s 

guests, who were clustered around him. I wanted to explain that I’d hunted for him early in the 

evening and to apologize for not having known him in the garden. 

“Don’t mention it,” he enjoined me eagerly. “Don’t give it another thought, old sport.” The 

familiar expression held no more familiarity than the hand which reassuringly brushed my 

shoulder. “And don’t forget we’re going up in the hydroplane tomorrow morning, at nine 

o’clock.” 

Then the butler, behind his shoulder: 

“Philadelphia wants you on the phone, sir.” 

“All right, in a minute. Tell them I’ll be right there… Good night.” 

“Good night.” 

“Good night.” He smiled—and suddenly there seemed to be a pleasant significance in having 

been among the last to go, as if he had desired it all the time. “Good night, old sport… Good 

night.” 

But as I walked down the steps I saw that the evening was not quite over. Fifty feet from the 

door a dozen headlights illuminated a bizarre and tumultuous scene. In the ditch beside the road, 

right side up, but violently shorn of one wheel, rested a new coupé which had left Gatsby’s drive 

not two minutes before. The sharp jut of a wall accounted for the detachment of the wheel, which 

was now getting considerable attention from half a dozen curious chauffeurs. However, as they 

had left their cars blocking the road, a harsh, discordant din from those in the rear had been 

audible for some time, and added to the already violent confusion of the scene. 

A man in a long duster had dismounted from the wreck and now stood in the middle of the 

road, looking from the car to the tyre and from the tyre to the observers in a pleasant, puzzled 

way. 

“See!” he explained. “It went in the ditch.” 

The fact was infinitely astonishing to him, and I recognized first the unusual quality of 

wonder, and then the man—it was the late patron of Gatsby’s library. 



“How’d it happen?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

“I know nothing whatever about mechanics,” he said decisively. 

“But how did it happen? Did you run into the wall?” 

“Don’t ask me,” said Owl Eyes, washing his hands of the whole matter. “I know very little 

about driving—next to nothing. It happened, and that’s all I know.” 

“Well, if you’re a poor driver you oughtn’t to try driving at night.” 

“But I wasn’t even trying,” he explained indignantly, “I wasn’t even trying.” 

An awed hush fell upon the bystanders. 

“Do you want to commit suicide?” 

“You’re lucky it was just a wheel! A bad driver and not even trying!” 

“You don’t understand,” explained the criminal. “I wasn’t driving. There’s another man in the 

car.” 

The shock that followed this declaration found voice in a sustained “Ah-h-h!” as the door of 

the coupé swung slowly open. The crowd—it was now a crowd—stepped back involuntarily, and 

when the door had opened wide there was a ghostly pause. Then, very gradually, part by part, a 

pale, dangling individual stepped out of the wreck, pawing tentatively at the ground with a large 

uncertain dancing shoe. 

Blinded by the glare of the headlights and confused by the incessant groaning of the horns, the 

apparition stood swaying for a moment before he perceived the man in the duster. 

“Wha’s matter?” he inquired calmly. “Did we run outa gas?” 

“Look!” 

Half a dozen fingers pointed at the amputated wheel—he stared at it for a moment, and then 

looked upward as though he suspected that it had dropped from the sky. 

“It came off,” someone explained. 

He nodded. 

“At first I din’ notice we’d stopped.” 

A pause. Then, taking a long breath and straightening his shoulders, he remarked in a 

determined voice: 

“Wonder’ff tell me where there’s a gas’line station?” 

At least a dozen men, some of them a little better off than he was, explained to him that wheel 

and car were no longer joined by any physical bond. 

“Back out,” he suggested after a moment. “Put her in reverse.” 

“But the wheel’s off!” 

He hesitated. 

“No harm in trying,” he said. 

The caterwauling horns had reached a crescendo and I turned away and cut across the lawn 

toward home. I glanced back once. A wafer of a moon was shining over Gatsby’s house, making 

the night fine as before, and surviving the laughter and the sound of his still glowing garden. A 

sudden emptiness seemed to flow now from the windows and the great doors, endowing with 

complete isolation the figure of the host, who stood on the porch, his hand up in a formal gesture 

of farewell. 

 



Reading over what I have written so far, I see I have given the impression that the events of three 

nights several weeks apart were all that absorbed me. On the contrary, they were merely casual 

events in a crowded summer, and, until much later, they absorbed me infinitely less than my 

personal affairs. 

Most of the time I worked. In the early morning the sun threw my shadow westward as I 

hurried down the white chasms of lower New York to the Probity Trust. I knew the other clerks 

and young bond-salesmen by their first names, and lunched with them in dark, crowded 

restaurants on little pig sausages and mashed potatoes and coffee. I even had a short affair with a 

girl who lived in Jersey City and worked in the accounting department, but her brother began 

throwing mean looks in my direction, so when she went on her vacation in July I let it blow 

quietly away. 

I took dinner usually at the Yale Club—for some reason it was the gloomiest event of my 

day—and then I went upstairs to the library and studied investments and securities for a 

conscientious hour. There were generally a few rioters around, but they never came into the 

library, so it was a good place to work. After that, if the night was mellow, I strolled down 

Madison Avenue past the old Murray Hill Hotel, and over 33rd Street to the Pennsylvania 

Station. 

I began to like New York, the racy, adventurous feel of it at night, and the satisfaction that the 

constant flicker of men and women and machines gives to the restless eye. I liked to walk up 

Fifth Avenue and pick out romantic women from the crowd and imagine that in a few minutes I 

was going to enter into their lives, and no one would ever know or disapprove. Sometimes, in my 

mind, I followed them to their apartments on the corners of hidden streets, and they turned and 

smiled back at me before they faded through a door into warm darkness. At the enchanted 

metropolitan twilight I felt a haunting loneliness sometimes, and felt it in others—poor young 

clerks who loitered in front of windows waiting until it was time for a solitary restaurant 

dinner—young clerks in the dusk, wasting the most poignant moments of night and life. 

Again at eight o’clock, when the dark lanes of the Forties were lined five deep with throbbing 

taxicabs, bound for the theatre district, I felt a sinking in my heart. Forms leaned together in the 

taxis as they waited, and voices sang, and there was laughter from unheard jokes, and lighted 

cigarettes made unintelligible circles inside. Imagining that I, too, was hurrying towards gaiety 

and sharing their intimate excitement, I wished them well. 

For a while I lost sight of Jordan Baker, and then in midsummer I found her again. At first I 

was flattered to go places with her, because she was a golf champion, and everyone knew her 

name. Then it was something more. I wasn’t actually in love, but I felt a sort of tender curiosity. 

The bored haughty face that she turned to the world concealed something—most affectations 

conceal something eventually, even though they don’t in the beginning—and one day I found 

what it was. When we were on a house-party together up in Warwick, she left a borrowed car out 

in the rain with the top down, and then lied about it—and suddenly I remembered the story about 

her that had eluded me that night at Daisy’s. At her first big golf tournament there was a row that 

nearly reached the newspapers—a suggestion that she had moved her ball from a bad lie in the 

semifinal round. The thing approached the proportions of a scandal—then died away. A caddy 

retracted his statement, and the only other witness admitted that he might have been mistaken. 

The incident and the name had remained together in my mind. 

Jordan Baker instinctively avoided clever, shrewd men, and now I saw that this was because 

she felt safer on a plane where any divergence from a code would be thought impossible. She 

was incurably dishonest. She wasn’t able to endure being at a disadvantage and, given this 



unwillingness, I suppose she had begun dealing in subterfuges when she was very young in order 

to keep that cool, insolent smile turned to the world and yet satisfy the demands of her hard, 

jaunty body. 

It made no difference to me. Dishonesty in a woman is a thing you never blame deeply—I was 

casually sorry, and then I forgot. It was on that same house-party that we had a curious 

conversation about driving a car. It started because she passed so close to some workmen that 

our fender flicked a button on one man’s coat. 

“You’re a rotten driver,” I protested. “Either you ought to be more careful, or you oughtn’t to 

drive at all.” 

“I am careful.” 

“No, you’re not.” 

“Well, other people are,” she said lightly. 

“What’s that got to do with it?” 

“They’ll keep out of my way,” she insisted. “It takes two to make an accident.” 

“Suppose you met somebody just as careless as yourself.” 

“I hope I never will,” she answered. “I hate careless people. That’s why I like you.” 

Her grey, sun-strained eyes stared straight ahead, but she had deliberately shifted our relations, 

and for a moment I thought I loved her. But I am slow-thinking and full of interior rules that act 

as brakes on my desires, and I knew that first I had to get myself definitely out of that tangle 

back home. I’d been writing letters once a week and signing them: “Love, Nick,” and all I could 

think of was how, when that certain girl played tennis, a faint moustache of perspiration 

appeared on her upper lip. Nevertheless there was a vague understanding that had to be tactfully 

broken off before I was free. 

Everyone suspects himself of at least one of the cardinal virtues, and this is mine: I am one of 

the few honest people that I have ever known. 

  



IV 

On Sunday morning while church bells rang in the villages alongshore, the world and its mistress 

returned to Gatsby’s house and twinkled hilariously on his lawn. 

“He’s a bootlegger,” said the young ladies, moving somewhere between his cocktails and his 

flowers. “One time he killed a man who had found out that he was nephew to Von Hindenburg 

and second cousin to the devil. Reach me a rose, honey, and pour me a last drop into that there 

crystal glass.” 

Once I wrote down on the empty spaces of a timetable the names of those who came to 

Gatsby’s house that summer. It is an old timetable now, disintegrating at its folds, and headed 

“This schedule in effect July 5th, 1922.” But I can still read the grey names, and they will give 

you a better impression than my generalities of those who accepted Gatsby’s hospitality and paid 

him the subtle tribute of knowing nothing whatever about him. 

From East Egg, then, came the Chester Beckers and the Leeches, and a man named Bunsen, 

whom I knew at Yale, and Doctor Webster Civet, who was drowned last summer up in Maine. 

And the Hornbeams and the Willie Voltaires, and a whole clan named Blackbuck, who always 

gathered in a corner and flipped up their noses like goats at whosoever came near. And the 

Ismays and the Chrysties (or rather Hubert Auerbach and Mr. Chrystie’s wife), and Edgar 

Beaver, whose hair, they say, turned cotton-white one winter afternoon for no good reason at all. 

Clarence Endive was from East Egg, as I remember. He came only once, in white 

knickerbockers, and had a fight with a bum named Etty in the garden. From farther out on the 

Island came the Cheadles and the O. R. P. Schraeders, and the Stonewall Jackson Abrams of 

Georgia, and the Fishguards and the Ripley Snells. Snell was there three days before he went to 

the penitentiary, so drunk out on the gravel drive that Mrs. Ulysses Swett’s automobile ran over 

his right hand. The Dancies came, too, and S. B. Whitebait, who was well over sixty, and 

Maurice A. Flink, and the Hammerheads, and Beluga the tobacco importer, and Beluga’s girls. 

From West Egg came the Poles and the Mulreadys and Cecil Roebuck and Cecil Schoen and 

Gulick the State senator and Newton Orchid, who controlled Films Par Excellence, and Eckhaust 

and Clyde Cohen and Don S. Schwartz (the son) and Arthur McCarty, all connected with the 

movies in one way or another. And the Catlips and the Bembergs and G. Earl Muldoon, brother 

to that Muldoon who afterward strangled his wife. Da Fontano the promoter came there, and Ed 

Legros and James B. (“Rot-Gut”) Ferret and the De Jongs and Ernest Lilly—they came to 

gamble, and when Ferret wandered into the garden it meant he was cleaned out and Associated 

Traction would have to fluctuate profitably next day. 

A man named Klipspringer was there so often that he became known as “the boarder”—I 

doubt if he had any other home. Of theatrical people there were Gus Waize and Horace 

O’Donavan and Lester Myer and George Duckweed and Francis Bull. Also from New York 

were the Chromes and the Backhyssons and the Dennickers and Russel Betty and the Corrigans 

and the Kellehers and the Dewars and the Scullys and S. W. Belcher and the Smirkes and the 

young Quinns, divorced now, and Henry L. Palmetto, who killed himself by jumping in front of 

a subway train in Times Square. 

Benny McClenahan arrived always with four girls. They were never quite the same ones in 

physical person, but they were so identical one with another that it inevitably seemed they had 

been there before. I have forgotten their names—Jaqueline, I think, or else Consuela, or Gloria or 

Judy or June, and their last names were either the melodious names of flowers and months or the 



sterner ones of the great American capitalists whose cousins, if pressed, they would confess 

themselves to be. 

In addition to all these I can remember that Faustina O’Brien came there at least once and the 

Baedeker girls and young Brewer, who had his nose shot off in the war, and Mr. Albrucksburger 

and Miss Haag, his fiancée, and Ardita Fitz-Peters and Mr. P. Jewett, once head of the American 

Legion, and Miss Claudia Hip, with a man reputed to be her chauffeur, and a prince of 

something, whom we called Duke, and whose name, if I ever knew it, I have forgotten. 

All these people came to Gatsby’s house in the summer. 

 

At nine o’clock, one morning late in July, Gatsby’s gorgeous car lurched up the rocky drive to 

my door and gave out a burst of melody from its three-noted horn. 

It was the first time he had called on me, though I had gone to two of his parties, mounted in 

his hydroplane, and, at his urgent invitation, made frequent use of his beach. 

“Good morning, old sport. You’re having lunch with me today and I thought we’d ride up 

together.” 

He was balancing himself on the dashboard of his car with that resourcefulness of movement 

that is so peculiarly American—that comes, I suppose, with the absence of lifting work in youth 

and, even more, with the formless grace of our nervous, sporadic games. This quality was 

continually breaking through his punctilious manner in the shape of restlessness. He was never 

quite still; there was always a tapping foot somewhere or the impatient opening and closing of a 

hand. 

He saw me looking with admiration at his car. 

“It’s pretty, isn’t it, old sport?” He jumped off to give me a better view. “Haven’t you ever 

seen it before?” 

I’d seen it. Everybody had seen it. It was a rich cream colour, bright with nickel, swollen here 

and there in its monstrous length with triumphant hatboxes and supper-boxes and toolboxes, and 

terraced with a labyrinth of windshields that mirrored a dozen suns. Sitting down behind many 

layers of glass in a sort of green leather conservatory, we started to town. 

I had talked with him perhaps half a dozen times in the past month and found, to my 

disappointment, that he had little to say. So my first impression, that he was a person of some 

undefined consequence, had gradually faded and he had become simply the proprietor of an 

elaborate roadhouse next door. 

And then came that disconcerting ride. We hadn’t reached West Egg village before Gatsby 

began leaving his elegant sentences unfinished and slapping himself indecisively on the knee of 

his caramel-coloured suit. 

“Look here, old sport,” he broke out surprisingly, “what’s your opinion of me, anyhow?” 

A little overwhelmed, I began the generalized evasions which that question deserves. 

“Well, I’m going to tell you something about my life,” he interrupted. “I don’t want you to get 

a wrong idea of me from all these stories you hear.” 

So he was aware of the bizarre accusations that flavoured conversation in his halls. 

“I’ll tell you God’s truth.” His right hand suddenly ordered divine retribution to stand by. “I 

am the son of some wealthy people in the Middle West—all dead now. I was brought up in 

America but educated at Oxford, because all my ancestors have been educated there for many 

years. It is a family tradition.” 



He looked at me sideways—and I knew why Jordan Baker had believed he was lying. He 

hurried the phrase “educated at Oxford,” or swallowed it, or choked on it, as though it had 

bothered him before. And with this doubt, his whole statement fell to pieces, and I wondered if 

there wasn’t something a little sinister about him, after all. 

“What part of the Middle West?” I inquired casually. 

“San Francisco.” 

“I see.” 

“My family all died and I came into a good deal of money.” 

His voice was solemn, as if the memory of that sudden extinction of a clan still haunted him. 

For a moment I suspected that he was pulling my leg, but a glance at him convinced me 

otherwise. 

“After that I lived like a young rajah in all the capitals of Europe—Paris, Venice, Rome—

collecting jewels, chiefly rubies, hunting big game, painting a little, things for myself only, and 

trying to forget something very sad that had happened to me long ago.” 

With an effort I managed to restrain my incredulous laughter. The very phrases were worn so 

threadbare that they evoked no image except that of a turbaned “character” leaking sawdust at 

every pore as he pursued a tiger through the Bois de Boulogne. 

“Then came the war, old sport. It was a great relief, and I tried very hard to die, but I seemed 

to bear an enchanted life. I accepted a commission as first lieutenant when it began. In the 

Argonne Forest I took the remains of my machine-gun battalion so far forward that there was a 

half mile gap on either side of us where the infantry couldn’t advance. We stayed there two days 

and two nights, a hundred and thirty men with sixteen Lewis guns, and when the infantry came 

up at last they found the insignia of three German divisions among the piles of dead. I was 

promoted to be a major, and every Allied government gave me a decoration—even Montenegro, 

little Montenegro down on the Adriatic Sea!” 

Little Montenegro! He lifted up the words and nodded at them—with his smile. The smile 

comprehended Montenegro’s troubled history and sympathized with the brave struggles of the 

Montenegrin people. It appreciated fully the chain of national circumstances which had elicited 

this tribute from Montenegro’s warm little heart. My incredulity was submerged in fascination 

now; it was like skimming hastily through a dozen magazines. 

He reached in his pocket, and a piece of metal, slung on a ribbon, fell into my palm. 

“That’s the one from Montenegro.” 

To my astonishment, the thing had an authentic look. “Orderi di Danilo,” ran the circular 

legend, “Montenegro, Nicolas Rex.” 

“Turn it.” 

“Major Jay Gatsby,” I read, “For Valour Extraordinary.” 

“Here’s another thing I always carry. A souvenir of Oxford days. It was taken in Trinity 

Quad—the man on my left is now the Earl of Doncaster.” 

It was a photograph of half a dozen young men in blazers loafing in an archway through which 

were visible a host of spires. There was Gatsby, looking a little, not much, younger—with a 

cricket bat in his hand. 

Then it was all true. I saw the skins of tigers flaming in his palace on the Grand Canal; I saw 

him opening a chest of rubies to ease, with their crimson-lighted depths, the gnawings of his 

broken heart. 

“I’m going to make a big request of you today,” he said, pocketing his souvenirs with 

satisfaction, “so I thought you ought to know something about me. I didn’t want you to think I 



was just some nobody. You see, I usually find myself among strangers because I drift here and 

there trying to forget the sad things that happened to me.” He hesitated. “You’ll hear about it this 

afternoon.” 

“At lunch?” 

“No, this afternoon. I happened to find out that you’re taking Miss Baker to tea.” 

“Do you mean you’re in love with Miss Baker?” 

“No, old sport, I’m not. But Miss Baker has kindly consented to speak to you about this 

matter.” 

I hadn’t the faintest idea what “this matter” was, but I was more annoyed than interested. I 

hadn’t asked Jordan to tea in order to discuss Mr. Jay Gatsby. I was sure the request would be 

something utterly fantastic, and for a moment I was sorry I’d ever set foot upon his 

overpopulated lawn. 

He wouldn’t say another word. His correctness grew on him as we neared the city. We passed 

Port Roosevelt, where there was a glimpse of red-belted oceangoing ships, and sped along a 

cobbled slum lined with the dark, undeserted saloons of the faded-gilt nineteen-hundreds. Then 

the valley of ashes opened out on both sides of us, and I had a glimpse of Mrs. Wilson straining 

at the garage pump with panting vitality as we went by. 

With fenders spread like wings we scattered light through half Astoria—only half, for as we 

twisted among the pillars of the elevated I heard the familiar “jug-jug-spat!” of a motorcycle, and 

a frantic policeman rode alongside. 

“All right, old sport,” called Gatsby. We slowed down. Taking a white card from his wallet, he 

waved it before the man’s eyes. 

“Right you are,” agreed the policeman, tipping his cap. “Know you next time, Mr. Gatsby. 

Excuse me!” 

“What was that?” I inquired. “The picture of Oxford?” 

“I was able to do the commissioner a favour once, and he sends me a Christmas card every 

year.” 

Over the great bridge, with the sunlight through the girders making a constant flicker upon the 

moving cars, with the city rising up across the river in white heaps and sugar lumps all built with 

a wish out of nonolfactory money. The city seen from the Queensboro Bridge is always the city 

seen for the first time, in its first wild promise of all the mystery and the beauty in the world. 

A dead man passed us in a hearse heaped with blooms, followed by two carriages with drawn 

blinds, and by more cheerful carriages for friends. The friends looked out at us with the tragic 

eyes and short upper lips of southeastern Europe, and I was glad that the sight of Gatsby’s 

splendid car was included in their sombre holiday. As we crossed Blackwell’s Island a limousine 

passed us, driven by a white chauffeur, in which sat three modish negroes, two bucks and a girl. I 

laughed aloud as the yolks of their eyeballs rolled toward us in haughty rivalry. 

“Anything can happen now that we’ve slid over this bridge,” I thought; “anything at all…” 

Even Gatsby could happen, without any particular wonder. 

 

Roaring noon. In a well-fanned Forty-second Street cellar I met Gatsby for lunch. Blinking away 

the brightness of the street outside, my eyes picked him out obscurely in the anteroom, talking to 

another man. 

“Mr. Carraway, this is my friend Mr. Wolfshiem.” 



A small, flat-nosed Jew raised his large head and regarded me with two fine growths of hair 

which luxuriated in either nostril. After a moment I discovered his tiny eyes in the half-darkness. 

“—So I took one look at him,” said Mr. Wolfshiem, shaking my hand earnestly, “and what do 

you think I did?” 

“What?” I inquired politely. 

But evidently he was not addressing me, for he dropped my hand and covered Gatsby with his 

expressive nose. 

“I handed the money to Katspaugh and I said: ‘All right, Katspaugh, don’t pay him a penny till 

he shuts his mouth.’ He shut it then and there.” 

Gatsby took an arm of each of us and moved forward into the restaurant, whereupon Mr. 

Wolfshiem swallowed a new sentence he was starting and lapsed into a somnambulatory 

abstraction. 

“Highballs?” asked the head waiter. 

“This is a nice restaurant here,” said Mr. Wolfshiem, looking at the presbyterian nymphs on 

the ceiling. “But I like across the street better!” 

“Yes, highballs,” agreed Gatsby, and then to Mr. Wolfshiem: “It’s too hot over there.” 

“Hot and small—yes,” said Mr. Wolfshiem, “but full of memories.” 

“What place is that?” I asked. 

“The old Metropole.” 

“The old Metropole,” brooded Mr. Wolfshiem gloomily. “Filled with faces dead and gone. 

Filled with friends gone now forever. I can’t forget so long as I live the night they shot Rosy 

Rosenthal there. It was six of us at the table, and Rosy had eat and drunk a lot all evening. When 

it was almost morning the waiter came up to him with a funny look and says somebody wants to 

speak to him outside. ‘All right,’ says Rosy, and begins to get up, and I pulled him down in his 

chair. 

“ ‘Let the bastards come in here if they want you, Rosy, but don’t you, so help me, move 

outside this room.’ 

“It was four o’clock in the morning then, and if we’d of raised the blinds we’d of seen 

daylight.” 

“Did he go?” I asked innocently. 

“Sure he went.” Mr. Wolfshiem’s nose flashed at me indignantly. “He turned around in the 

door and says: ‘Don’t let that waiter take away my coffee!’ Then he went out on the sidewalk, 

and they shot him three times in his full belly and drove away.” 

“Four of them were electrocuted,” I said, remembering. 

“Five, with Becker.” His nostrils turned to me in an interested way. “I understand you’re 

looking for a business gonnegtion.” 

The juxtaposition of these two remarks was startling. Gatsby answered for me: 

“Oh, no,” he exclaimed, “this isn’t the man.” 

“No?” Mr. Wolfshiem seemed disappointed. 

“This is just a friend. I told you we’d talk about that some other time.” 

“I beg your pardon,” said Mr. Wolfshiem, “I had a wrong man.” 

A succulent hash arrived, and Mr. Wolfshiem, forgetting the more sentimental atmosphere of 

the old Metropole, began to eat with ferocious delicacy. His eyes, meanwhile, roved very slowly 

all around the room—he completed the arc by turning to inspect the people directly behind. I 

think that, except for my presence, he would have taken one short glance beneath our own table. 



“Look here, old sport,” said Gatsby, leaning toward me, “I’m afraid I made you a little angry 

this morning in the car.” 

There was the smile again, but this time I held out against it. 

“I don’t like mysteries,” I answered, “and I don’t understand why you won’t come out frankly 

and tell me what you want. Why has it all got to come through Miss Baker?” 

“Oh, it’s nothing underhand,” he assured me. “Miss Baker’s a great sportswoman, you know, 

and she’d never do anything that wasn’t all right.” 

Suddenly he looked at his watch, jumped up, and hurried from the room, leaving me with Mr. 

Wolfshiem at the table. 

“He has to telephone,” said Mr. Wolfshiem, following him with his eyes. “Fine fellow, isn’t 

he? Handsome to look at and a perfect gentleman.” 

“Yes.” 

“He’s an Oggsford man.” 

“Oh!” 

“He went to Oggsford College in England. You know Oggsford College?” 

“I’ve heard of it.” 

“It’s one of the most famous colleges in the world.” 

“Have you known Gatsby for a long time?” I inquired. 

“Several years,” he answered in a gratified way. “I made the pleasure of his acquaintance just 

after the war. But I knew I had discovered a man of fine breeding after I talked with him an hour. 

I said to myself: ‘There’s the kind of man you’d like to take home and introduce to your mother 

and sister.’ ” He paused. “I see you’re looking at my cuff buttons.” 

I hadn’t been looking at them, but I did now. They were composed of oddly familiar pieces of 

ivory. 

“Finest specimens of human molars,” he informed me. 

“Well!” I inspected them. “That’s a very interesting idea.” 

“Yeah.” He flipped his sleeves up under his coat. “Yeah, Gatsby’s very careful about women. 

He would never so much as look at a friend’s wife.” 

When the subject of this instinctive trust returned to the table and sat down Mr. Wolfshiem 

drank his coffee with a jerk and got to his feet. 

“I have enjoyed my lunch,” he said, “and I’m going to run off from you two young men before 

I outstay my welcome.” 

“Don’t hurry Meyer,” said Gatsby, without enthusiasm. Mr. Wolfshiem raised his hand in a 

sort of benediction. 

“You’re very polite, but I belong to another generation,” he announced solemnly. “You sit 

here and discuss your sports and your young ladies and your—” He supplied an imaginary noun 

with another wave of his hand. “As for me, I am fifty years old, and I won’t impose myself on 

you any longer.” 

As he shook hands and turned away his tragic nose was trembling. I wondered if I had said 

anything to offend him. 

“He becomes very sentimental sometimes,” explained Gatsby. “This is one of his sentimental 

days. He’s quite a character around New York—a denizen of Broadway.” 

“Who is he, anyhow, an actor?” 

“No.” 

“A dentist?” 



“Meyer Wolfshiem? No, he’s a gambler.” Gatsby hesitated, then added, coolly: “He’s the man 

who fixed the World’s Series back in 1919.” 

“Fixed the World’s Series?” I repeated. 

The idea staggered me. I remembered, of course, that the World’s Series had been fixed in 

1919, but if I had thought of it at all I would have thought of it as a thing that merely happened, 

the end of some inevitable chain. It never occurred to me that one man could start to play with 

the faith of fifty million people—with the single-mindedness of a burglar blowing a safe. 

“How did he happen to do that?” I asked after a minute. 

“He just saw the opportunity.” 

“Why isn’t he in jail?” 

“They can’t get him, old sport. He’s a smart man.” 

I insisted on paying the check. As the waiter brought my change I caught sight of Tom 

Buchanan across the crowded room. 

“Come along with me for a minute,” I said; “I’ve got to say hello to someone.” 

When he saw us Tom jumped up and took half a dozen steps in our direction. 

“Where’ve you been?” he demanded eagerly. “Daisy’s furious because you haven’t called up.” 

“This is Mr. Gatsby, Mr. Buchanan.” 

They shook hands briefly, and a strained, unfamiliar look of embarrassment came over 

Gatsby’s face. 

“How’ve you been, anyhow?” demanded Tom of me. “How’d you happen to come up this far 

to eat?” 

“I’ve been having lunch with Mr. Gatsby.” 

I turned toward Mr. Gatsby, but he was no longer there. 

 

One October day in nineteen-seventeen— 

(said Jordan Baker that afternoon, sitting up very straight on a straight chair in the tea-garden 

at the Plaza Hotel) 

—I was walking along from one place to another, half on the sidewalks and half on the lawns. 

I was happier on the lawns because I had on shoes from England with rubber knobs on the soles 

that bit into the soft ground. I had on a new plaid skirt also that blew a little in the wind, and 

whenever this happened the red, white, and blue banners in front of all the houses stretched out 

stiff and said tut-tut-tut-tut, in a disapproving way. 

The largest of the banners and the largest of the lawns belonged to Daisy Fay’s house. She was 

just eighteen, two years older than me, and by far the most popular of all the young girls in 

Louisville. She dressed in white, and had a little white roadster, and all day long the telephone 

rang in her house and excited young officers from Camp Taylor demanded the privilege of 

monopolizing her that night. “Anyways, for an hour!” 

When I came opposite her house that morning her white roadster was beside the kerb, and she 

was sitting in it with a lieutenant I had never seen before. They were so engrossed in each other 

that she didn’t see me until I was five feet away. 

“Hello, Jordan,” she called unexpectedly. “Please come here.” 

I was flattered that she wanted to speak to me, because of all the older girls I admired her 

most. She asked me if I was going to the Red Cross to make bandages. I was. Well, then, would I 

tell them that she couldn’t come that day? The officer looked at Daisy while she was speaking, in 



a way that every young girl wants to be looked at sometime, and because it seemed romantic to 

me I have remembered the incident ever since. His name was Jay Gatsby, and I didn’t lay eyes 

on him again for over four years—even after I’d met him on Long Island I didn’t realize it was 

the same man. 

That was nineteen-seventeen. By the next year I had a few beaux myself, and I began to play 

in tournaments, so I didn’t see Daisy very often. She went with a slightly older crowd—when she 

went with anyone at all. Wild rumours were circulating about her—how her mother had found 

her packing her bag one winter night to go to New York and say goodbye to a soldier who was 

going overseas. She was effectually prevented, but she wasn’t on speaking terms with her family 

for several weeks. After that she didn’t play around with the soldiers any more, but only with a 

few flat-footed, shortsighted young men in town, who couldn’t get into the army at all. 

By the next autumn she was gay again, gay as ever. She had a début after the armistice, and in 

February she was presumably engaged to a man from New Orleans. In June she married Tom 

Buchanan of Chicago, with more pomp and circumstance than Louisville ever knew before. He 

came down with a hundred people in four private cars, and hired a whole floor of the Muhlbach 

Hotel, and the day before the wedding he gave her a string of pearls valued at three hundred and 

fifty thousand dollars. 

I was a bridesmaid. I came into her room half an hour before the bridal dinner, and found her 

lying on her bed as lovely as the June night in her flowered dress—and as drunk as a monkey. 

She had a bottle of Sauterne in one hand and a letter in the other. 

“ ’Gratulate me,” she muttered. “Never had a drink before, but oh how I do enjoy it.” 

“What’s the matter, Daisy?” 

I was scared, I can tell you; I’d never seen a girl like that before. 

“Here, dearies.” She groped around in a wastebasket she had with her on the bed and pulled 

out the string of pearls. “Take ’em downstairs and give ’em back to whoever they belong to. Tell 

’em all Daisy’s change’ her mine. Say: ‘Daisy’s change’ her mine!’ ” 

She began to cry—she cried and cried. I rushed out and found her mother’s maid, and we 

locked the door and got her into a cold bath. She wouldn’t let go of the letter. She took it into the 

tub with her and squeezed it up in a wet ball, and only let me leave it in the soap-dish when she 

saw that it was coming to pieces like snow. 

But she didn’t say another word. We gave her spirits of ammonia and put ice on her forehead 

and hooked her back into her dress, and half an hour later, when we walked out of the room, the 

pearls were around her neck and the incident was over. Next day at five o’clock she married Tom 

Buchanan without so much as a shiver, and started off on a three months’ trip to the South Seas. 

I saw them in Santa Barbara when they came back, and I thought I’d never seen a girl so mad 

about her husband. If he left the room for a minute she’d look around uneasily, and say: 

“Where’s Tom gone?” and wear the most abstracted expression until she saw him coming in the 

door. She used to sit on the sand with his head in her lap by the hour, rubbing her fingers over his 

eyes and looking at him with unfathomable delight. It was touching to see them together—it 

made you laugh in a hushed, fascinated way. That was in August. A week after I left Santa 

Barbara Tom ran into a wagon on the Ventura road one night, and ripped a front wheel off his 

car. The girl who was with him got into the papers, too, because her arm was broken—she was 

one of the chambermaids in the Santa Barbara Hotel. 

The next April Daisy had her little girl, and they went to France for a year. I saw them one 

spring in Cannes, and later in Deauville, and then they came back to Chicago to settle down. 

Daisy was popular in Chicago, as you know. They moved with a fast crowd, all of them young 



and rich and wild, but she came out with an absolutely perfect reputation. Perhaps because she 

doesn’t drink. It’s a great advantage not to drink among hard-drinking people. You can hold your 

tongue and, moreover, you can time any little irregularity of your own so that everybody else is 

so blind that they don’t see or care. Perhaps Daisy never went in for amour at all—and yet 

there’s something in that voice of hers… 

Well, about six weeks ago, she heard the name Gatsby for the first time in years. It was when I 

asked you—do you remember?—if you knew Gatsby in West Egg. After you had gone home she 

came into my room and woke me up, and said: “What Gatsby?” and when I described him—I 

was half asleep—she said in the strangest voice that it must be the man she used to know. It 

wasn’t until then that I connected this Gatsby with the officer in her white car. 

 

When Jordan Baker had finished telling all this we had left the Plaza for half an hour and were 

driving in a victoria through Central Park. The sun had gone down behind the tall apartments of 

the movie stars in the West Fifties, and the clear voices of children, already gathered like crickets 

on the grass, rose through the hot twilight: 

“I’m the Sheik of Araby. 

Your love belongs to me. 

At night when you’re asleep 

Into your tent I’ll creep—” 

“It was a strange coincidence,” I said. 

“But it wasn’t a coincidence at all.” 

“Why not?” 

“Gatsby bought that house so that Daisy would be just across the bay.” 

Then it had not been merely the stars to which he had aspired on that June night. He came 

alive to me, delivered suddenly from the womb of his purposeless splendour. 

“He wants to know,” continued Jordan, “if you’ll invite Daisy to your house some afternoon 

and then let him come over.” 

The modesty of the demand shook me. He had waited five years and bought a mansion where 

he dispensed starlight to casual moths—so that he could “come over” some afternoon to a 

stranger’s garden. 

“Did I have to know all this before he could ask such a little thing?” 

“He’s afraid, he’s waited so long. He thought you might be offended. You see, he’s regular 

tough underneath it all.” 

Something worried me. 

“Why didn’t he ask you to arrange a meeting?” 

“He wants her to see his house,” she explained. “And your house is right next door.” 

“Oh!” 

“I think he half expected her to wander into one of his parties, some night,” went on Jordan, 

“but she never did. Then he began asking people casually if they knew her, and I was the first 

one he found. It was that night he sent for me at his dance, and you should have heard the 

elaborate way he worked up to it. Of course, I immediately suggested a luncheon in New York—

and I thought he’d go mad: 



“ ‘I don’t want to do anything out of the way!’ he kept saying. ‘I want to see her right next 

door.’ 

“When I said you were a particular friend of Tom’s, he started to abandon the whole idea. He 

doesn’t know very much about Tom, though he says he’s read a Chicago paper for years just on 

the chance of catching a glimpse of Daisy’s name.” 

It was dark now, and as we dipped under a little bridge I put my arm around Jordan’s golden 

shoulder and drew her toward me and asked her to dinner. Suddenly I wasn’t thinking of Daisy 

and Gatsby any more, but of this clean, hard, limited person, who dealt in universal scepticism, 

and who leaned back jauntily just within the circle of my arm. A phrase began to beat in my ears 

with a sort of heady excitement: “There are only the pursued, the pursuing, the busy, and the 

tired.” 

“And Daisy ought to have something in her life,” murmured Jordan to me. 

“Does she want to see Gatsby?” 

“She’s not to know about it. Gatsby doesn’t want her to know. You’re just supposed to invite 

her to tea.” 

We passed a barrier of dark trees, and then the façade of Fifty-Ninth Street, a block of delicate 

pale light, beamed down into the park. Unlike Gatsby and Tom Buchanan, I had no girl whose 

disembodied face floated along the dark cornices and blinding signs, and so I drew up the girl 

beside me, tightening my arms. Her wan, scornful mouth smiled, and so I drew her up again 

closer, this time to my face. 

  



V 

When I came home to West Egg that night I was afraid for a moment that my house was on fire. 

Two o’clock and the whole corner of the peninsula was blazing with light, which fell unreal on 

the shrubbery and made thin elongating glints upon the roadside wires. Turning a corner, I saw 

that it was Gatsby’s house, lit from tower to cellar. 

At first I thought it was another party, a wild rout that had resolved itself into “hide-and-go-

seek” or “sardines-in-the-box” with all the house thrown open to the game. But there wasn’t a 

sound. Only wind in the trees, which blew the wires and made the lights go off and on again as if 

the house had winked into the darkness. As my taxi groaned away I saw Gatsby walking toward 

me across his lawn. 

“Your place looks like the World’s Fair,” I said. 

“Does it?” He turned his eyes toward it absently. “I have been glancing into some of the 

rooms. Let’s go to Coney Island, old sport. In my car.” 

“It’s too late.” 

“Well, suppose we take a plunge in the swimming pool? I haven’t made use of it all summer.” 

“I’ve got to go to bed.” 

“All right.” 

He waited, looking at me with suppressed eagerness. 

“I talked with Miss Baker,” I said after a moment. “I’m going to call up Daisy tomorrow and 

invite her over here to tea.” 

“Oh, that’s all right,” he said carelessly. “I don’t want to put you to any trouble.” 

“What day would suit you?” 

“What day would suit you?” he corrected me quickly. “I don’t want to put you to any trouble, 

you see.” 

“How about the day after tomorrow?” 

He considered for a moment. Then, with reluctance: “I want to get the grass cut,” he said. 

We both looked down at the grass—there was a sharp line where my ragged lawn ended and 

the darker, well-kept expanse of his began. I suspected that he meant my grass. 

“There’s another little thing,” he said uncertainly, and hesitated. 

“Would you rather put it off for a few days?” I asked. 

“Oh, it isn’t about that. At least—” He fumbled with a series of beginnings. “Why, I thought—

why, look here, old sport, you don’t make much money, do you?” 

“Not very much.” 

This seemed to reassure him and he continued more confidently. 

“I thought you didn’t, if you’ll pardon my—you see, I carry on a little business on the side, a 

sort of side line, you understand. And I thought that if you don’t make very much—You’re 

selling bonds, aren’t you, old sport?” 

“Trying to.” 

“Well, this would interest you. It wouldn’t take up much of your time and you might pick up a 

nice bit of money. It happens to be a rather confidential sort of thing.” 

I realize now that under different circumstances that conversation might have been one of the 

crises of my life. But, because the offer was obviously and tactlessly for a service to be rendered, 

I had no choice except to cut him off there. 

“I’ve got my hands full,” I said. “I’m much obliged but I couldn’t take on any more work.” 



“You wouldn’t have to do any business with Wolfshiem.” Evidently he thought that I was 

shying away from the “gonnegtion” mentioned at lunch, but I assured him he was wrong. He 

waited a moment longer, hoping I’d begin a conversation, but I was too absorbed to be 

responsive, so he went unwillingly home. 

The evening had made me lightheaded and happy; I think I walked into a deep sleep as I 

entered my front door. So I don’t know whether or not Gatsby went to Coney Island, or for how 

many hours he “glanced into rooms” while his house blazed gaudily on. I called up Daisy from 

the office next morning, and invited her to come to tea. 

“Don’t bring Tom,” I warned her. 

“What?” 

“Don’t bring Tom.” 

“Who is ‘Tom’?” she asked innocently. 

The day agreed upon was pouring rain. At eleven o’clock a man in a raincoat, dragging a 

lawn-mower, tapped at my front door and said that Mr. Gatsby had sent him over to cut my 

grass. This reminded me that I had forgotten to tell my Finn to come back, so I drove into West 

Egg Village to search for her among soggy whitewashed alleys and to buy some cups and lemons 

and flowers. 

The flowers were unnecessary, for at two o’clock a greenhouse arrived from Gatsby’s, with 

innumerable receptacles to contain it. An hour later the front door opened nervously, and Gatsby 

in a white flannel suit, silver shirt, and gold-coloured tie, hurried in. He was pale, and there were 

dark signs of sleeplessness beneath his eyes. 

“Is everything all right?” he asked immediately. 

“The grass looks fine, if that’s what you mean.” 

“What grass?” he inquired blankly. “Oh, the grass in the yard.” He looked out the window at 

it, but, judging from his expression, I don’t believe he saw a thing. 

“Looks very good,” he remarked vaguely. “One of the papers said they thought the rain would 

stop about four. I think it was The Journal. Have you got everything you need in the shape of—

of tea?” 

I took him into the pantry, where he looked a little reproachfully at the Finn. Together we 

scrutinized the twelve lemon cakes from the delicatessen shop. 

“Will they do?” I asked. 

“Of course, of course! They’re fine!” and he added hollowly, “… old sport.” 

The rain cooled about half-past three to a damp mist, through which occasional thin drops 

swam like dew. Gatsby looked with vacant eyes through a copy of Clay’s Economics, starting at 

the Finnish tread that shook the kitchen floor, and peering towards the bleared windows from 

time to time as if a series of invisible but alarming happenings were taking place outside. Finally 

he got up and informed me, in an uncertain voice, that he was going home. 

“Why’s that?” 

“Nobody’s coming to tea. It’s too late!” He looked at his watch as if there was some pressing 

demand on his time elsewhere. “I can’t wait all day.” 

“Don’t be silly; it’s just two minutes to four.” 

He sat down miserably, as if I had pushed him, and simultaneously there was the sound of a 

motor turning into my lane. We both jumped up, and, a little harrowed myself, I went out into the 

yard. 



Under the dripping bare lilac-trees a large open car was coming up the drive. It stopped. 

Daisy’s face, tipped sideways beneath a three-cornered lavender hat, looked out at me with a 

bright ecstatic smile. 

“Is this absolutely where you live, my dearest one?” 

The exhilarating ripple of her voice was a wild tonic in the rain. I had to follow the sound of it 

for a moment, up and down, with my ear alone, before any words came through. A damp streak 

of hair lay like a dash of blue paint across her cheek, and her hand was wet with glistening drops 

as I took it to help her from the car. 

“Are you in love with me,” she said low in my ear, “or why did I have to come alone?” 

“That’s the secret of Castle Rackrent. Tell your chauffeur to go far away and spend an hour.” 

“Come back in an hour, Ferdie.” Then in a grave murmur: “His name is Ferdie.” 

“Does the gasoline affect his nose?” 

“I don’t think so,” she said innocently. “Why?” 

We went in. To my overwhelming surprise the living-room was deserted. 

“Well, that’s funny,” I exclaimed. 

“What’s funny?” 

She turned her head as there was a light dignified knocking at the front door. I went out and 

opened it. Gatsby, pale as death, with his hands plunged like weights in his coat pockets, was 

standing in a puddle of water glaring tragically into my eyes. 

With his hands still in his coat pockets he stalked by me into the hall, turned sharply as if he 

were on a wire, and disappeared into the living-room. It wasn’t a bit funny. Aware of the loud 

beating of my own heart I pulled the door to against the increasing rain. 

For half a minute there wasn’t a sound. Then from the living-room I heard a sort of choking 

murmur and part of a laugh, followed by Daisy’s voice on a clear artificial note: 

“I certainly am awfully glad to see you again.” 

A pause; it endured horribly. I had nothing to do in the hall, so I went into the room. 

Gatsby, his hands still in his pockets, was reclining against the mantelpiece in a strained 

counterfeit of perfect ease, even of boredom. His head leaned back so far that it rested against the 

face of a defunct mantelpiece clock, and from this position his distraught eyes stared down at 

Daisy, who was sitting, frightened but graceful, on the edge of a stiff chair. 

“We’ve met before,” muttered Gatsby. His eyes glanced momentarily at me, and his lips 

parted with an abortive attempt at a laugh. Luckily the clock took this moment to tilt dangerously 

at the pressure of his head, whereupon he turned and caught it with trembling fingers, and set it 

back in place. Then he sat down, rigidly, his elbow on the arm of the sofa and his chin in his 

hand. 

“I’m sorry about the clock,” he said. 

My own face had now assumed a deep tropical burn. I couldn’t muster up a single 

commonplace out of the thousand in my head. 

“It’s an old clock,” I told them idiotically. 

I think we all believed for a moment that it had smashed in pieces on the floor. 

“We haven’t met for many years,” said Daisy, her voice as matter-of-fact as it could ever be. 

“Five years next November.” 

The automatic quality of Gatsby’s answer set us all back at least another minute. I had them 

both on their feet with the desperate suggestion that they help me make tea in the kitchen when 

the demoniac Finn brought it in on a tray. 



Amid the welcome confusion of cups and cakes a certain physical decency established itself. 

Gatsby got himself into a shadow and, while Daisy and I talked, looked conscientiously from one 

to the other of us with tense, unhappy eyes. However, as calmness wasn’t an end in itself, I made 

an excuse at the first possible moment, and got to my feet. 

“Where are you going?” demanded Gatsby in immediate alarm. 

“I’ll be back.” 

“I’ve got to speak to you about something before you go.” 

He followed me wildly into the kitchen, closed the door, and whispered: “Oh, God!” in a 

miserable way. 

“What’s the matter?” 

“This is a terrible mistake,” he said, shaking his head from side to side, “a terrible, terrible 

mistake.” 

“You’re just embarrassed, that’s all,” and luckily I added: “Daisy’s embarrassed too.” 

“She’s embarrassed?” he repeated incredulously. 

“Just as much as you are.” 

“Don’t talk so loud.” 

“You’re acting like a little boy,” I broke out impatiently. “Not only that, but you’re rude. 

Daisy’s sitting in there all alone.” 

He raised his hand to stop my words, looked at me with unforgettable reproach, and, opening 

the door cautiously, went back into the other room. 

I walked out the back way—just as Gatsby had when he had made his nervous circuit of the 

house half an hour before—and ran for a huge black knotted tree, whose massed leaves made a 

fabric against the rain. Once more it was pouring, and my irregular lawn, well-shaved by 

Gatsby’s gardener, abounded in small muddy swamps and prehistoric marshes. There was 

nothing to look at from under the tree except Gatsby’s enormous house, so I stared at it, like 

Kant at his church steeple, for half an hour. A brewer had built it early in the “period” craze, a 

decade before, and there was a story that he’d agreed to pay five years’ taxes on all the 

neighbouring cottages if the owners would have their roofs thatched with straw. Perhaps their 

refusal took the heart out of his plan to Found a Family—he went into an immediate decline. His 

children sold his house with the black wreath still on the door. Americans, while willing, even 

eager, to be serfs, have always been obstinate about being peasantry. 

After half an hour, the sun shone again, and the grocer’s automobile rounded Gatsby’s drive 

with the raw material for his servants’ dinner—I felt sure he wouldn’t eat a spoonful. A maid 

began opening the upper windows of his house, appeared momentarily in each, and, leaning from 

the large central bay, spat meditatively into the garden. It was time I went back. While the rain 

continued it had seemed like the murmur of their voices, rising and swelling a little now and then 

with gusts of emotion. But in the new silence I felt that silence had fallen within the house too. 

I went in—after making every possible noise in the kitchen, short of pushing over the stove—

but I don’t believe they heard a sound. They were sitting at either end of the couch, looking at 

each other as if some question had been asked, or was in the air, and every vestige of 

embarrassment was gone. Daisy’s face was smeared with tears, and when I came in she jumped 

up and began wiping at it with her handkerchief before a mirror. But there was a change in 

Gatsby that was simply confounding. He literally glowed; without a word or a gesture of 

exultation a new well-being radiated from him and filled the little room. 

“Oh, hello, old sport,” he said, as if he hadn’t seen me for years. I thought for a moment he 

was going to shake hands. 



“It’s stopped raining.” 

“Has it?” When he realized what I was talking about, that there were twinkle-bells of sunshine 

in the room, he smiled like a weather man, like an ecstatic patron of recurrent light, and repeated 

the news to Daisy. “What do you think of that? It’s stopped raining.” 

“I’m glad, Jay.” Her throat, full of aching, grieving beauty, told only of her unexpected joy. 

“I want you and Daisy to come over to my house,” he said, “I’d like to show her around.” 

“You’re sure you want me to come?” 

“Absolutely, old sport.” 

Daisy went upstairs to wash her face—too late I thought with humiliation of my towels—

while Gatsby and I waited on the lawn. 

“My house looks well, doesn’t it?” he demanded. “See how the whole front of it catches the 

light.” 

I agreed that it was splendid. 

“Yes.” His eyes went over it, every arched door and square tower. “It took me just three years 

to earn the money that bought it.” 

“I thought you inherited your money.” 

“I did, old sport,” he said automatically, “but I lost most of it in the big panic—the panic of the 

war.” 

I think he hardly knew what he was saying, for when I asked him what business he was in he 

answered: “That’s my affair,” before he realized that it wasn’t an appropriate reply. 

“Oh, I’ve been in several things,” he corrected himself. “I was in the drug business and then I 

was in the oil business. But I’m not in either one now.” He looked at me with more attention. 

“Do you mean you’ve been thinking over what I proposed the other night?” 

Before I could answer, Daisy came out of the house and two rows of brass buttons on her 

dress gleamed in the sunlight. 

“That huge place there?” she cried pointing. 

“Do you like it?” 

“I love it, but I don’t see how you live there all alone.” 

“I keep it always full of interesting people, night and day. People who do interesting things. 

Celebrated people.” 

Instead of taking the shortcut along the Sound we went down to the road and entered by the 

big postern. With enchanting murmurs Daisy admired this aspect or that of the feudal silhouette 

against the sky, admired the gardens, the sparkling odour of jonquils and the frothy odour of 

hawthorn and plum blossoms and the pale gold odour of kiss-me-at-the-gate. It was strange to 

reach the marble steps and find no stir of bright dresses in and out the door, and hear no sound 

but bird voices in the trees. 

And inside, as we wandered through Marie Antoinette music-rooms and Restoration Salons, I 

felt that there were guests concealed behind every couch and table, under orders to be 

breathlessly silent until we had passed through. As Gatsby closed the door of “the Merton 

College Library” I could have sworn I heard the owl-eyed man break into ghostly laughter. 

We went upstairs, through period bedrooms swathed in rose and lavender silk and vivid with 

new flowers, through dressing-rooms and poolrooms, and bathrooms with sunken baths—

intruding into one chamber where a dishevelled man in pyjamas was doing liver exercises on the 

floor. It was Mr. Klipspringer, the “boarder.” I had seen him wandering hungrily about the beach 

that morning. Finally we came to Gatsby’s own apartment, a bedroom and a bath, and an Adam’s 



study, where we sat down and drank a glass of some Chartreuse he took from a cupboard in the 

wall. 

He hadn’t once ceased looking at Daisy, and I think he revalued everything in his house 

according to the measure of response it drew from her well-loved eyes. Sometimes too, he stared 

around at his possessions in a dazed way, as though in her actual and astounding presence none 

of it was any longer real. Once he nearly toppled down a flight of stairs. 

His bedroom was the simplest room of all—except where the dresser was garnished with a 

toilet set of pure dull gold. Daisy took the brush with delight, and smoothed her hair, whereupon 

Gatsby sat down and shaded his eyes and began to laugh. 

“It’s the funniest thing, old sport,” he said hilariously. “I can’t—When I try to—” 

He had passed visibly through two states and was entering upon a third. After his 

embarrassment and his unreasoning joy he was consumed with wonder at her presence. He had 

been full of the idea so long, dreamed it right through to the end, waited with his teeth set, so to 

speak, at an inconceivable pitch of intensity. Now, in the reaction, he was running down like an 

over-wound clock. 

Recovering himself in a minute he opened for us two hulking patent cabinets which held his 

massed suits and dressing-gowns and ties, and his shirts, piled like bricks in stacks a dozen high. 

“I’ve got a man in England who buys me clothes. He sends over a selection of things at the 

beginning of each season, spring and fall.” 

He took out a pile of shirts and began throwing them, one by one, before us, shirts of sheer 

linen and thick silk and fine flannel, which lost their folds as they fell and covered the table in 

many-coloured disarray. While we admired he brought more and the soft rich heap mounted 

higher—shirts with stripes and scrolls and plaids in coral and apple-green and lavender and faint 

orange, with monograms of indian blue. Suddenly, with a strained sound, Daisy bent her head 

into the shirts and began to cry stormily. 

“They’re such beautiful shirts,” she sobbed, her voice muffled in the thick folds. “It makes me 

sad because I’ve never seen such—such beautiful shirts before.” 

 

After the house, we were to see the grounds and the swimming pool, and the hydroplane, and the 

midsummer flowers—but outside Gatsby’s window it began to rain again, so we stood in a row 

looking at the corrugated surface of the Sound. 

“If it wasn’t for the mist we could see your home across the bay,” said Gatsby. “You always 

have a green light that burns all night at the end of your dock.” 

Daisy put her arm through his abruptly, but he seemed absorbed in what he had just said. 

Possibly it had occurred to him that the colossal significance of that light had now vanished 

forever. Compared to the great distance that had separated him from Daisy it had seemed very 

near to her, almost touching her. It had seemed as close as a star to the moon. Now it was again a 

green light on a dock. His count of enchanted objects had diminished by one. 

I began to walk about the room, examining various indefinite objects in the half darkness. A 

large photograph of an elderly man in yachting costume attracted me, hung on the wall over his 

desk. 

“Who’s this?” 

“That? That’s Mr. Dan Cody, old sport.” 

The name sounded faintly familiar. 



“He’s dead now. He used to be my best friend years ago.” 

There was a small picture of Gatsby, also in yachting costume, on the bureau—Gatsby with 

his head thrown back defiantly—taken apparently when he was about eighteen. 

“I adore it,” exclaimed Daisy. “The pompadour! You never told me you had a pompadour—or 

a yacht.” 

“Look at this,” said Gatsby quickly. “Here’s a lot of clippings—about you.” 

They stood side by side examining it. I was going to ask to see the rubies when the phone 

rang, and Gatsby took up the receiver. 

“Yes… Well, I can’t talk now… I can’t talk now, old sport… I said a small town… He must 

know what a small town is… Well, he’s no use to us if Detroit is his idea of a small town…” 

He rang off. 

“Come here quick!” cried Daisy at the window. 

The rain was still falling, but the darkness had parted in the west, and there was a pink and 

golden billow of foamy clouds above the sea. 

“Look at that,” she whispered, and then after a moment: “I’d like to just get one of those pink 

clouds and put you in it and push you around.” 

I tried to go then, but they wouldn’t hear of it; perhaps my presence made them feel more 

satisfactorily alone. 

“I know what we’ll do,” said Gatsby, “we’ll have Klipspringer play the piano.” 

He went out of the room calling “Ewing!” and returned in a few minutes accompanied by an 

embarrassed, slightly worn young man, with shell-rimmed glasses and scanty blond hair. He was 

now decently clothed in a “sport shirt,” open at the neck, sneakers, and duck trousers of a 

nebulous hue. 

“Did we interrupt your exercise?” inquired Daisy politely. 

“I was asleep,” cried Mr. Klipspringer, in a spasm of embarrassment. “That is, I’d been asleep. 

Then I got up…” 

“Klipspringer plays the piano,” said Gatsby, cutting him off. “Don’t you, Ewing, old sport?” 

“I don’t play well. I don’t—hardly play at all. I’m all out of prac—” 

“We’ll go downstairs,” interrupted Gatsby. He flipped a switch. The grey windows 

disappeared as the house glowed full of light. 

In the music-room Gatsby turned on a solitary lamp beside the piano. He lit Daisy’s cigarette 

from a trembling match, and sat down with her on a couch far across the room, where there was 

no light save what the gleaming floor bounced in from the hall. 

When Klipspringer had played “The Love Nest” he turned around on the bench and searched 

unhappily for Gatsby in the gloom. 

“I’m all out of practice, you see. I told you I couldn’t play. I’m all out of prac—” 

“Don’t talk so much, old sport,” commanded Gatsby. “Play!” 

“In the morning, 

In the evening, 

Ain’t we got fun—” 

Outside the wind was loud and there was a faint flow of thunder along the Sound. All the 

lights were going on in West Egg now; the electric trains, men-carrying, were plunging home 

through the rain from New York. It was the hour of a profound human change, and excitement 

was generating on the air. 

“One thing’s sure and nothing’s surer 

The rich get richer and the poor get—children. 



In the meantime, 

In between time—” 

As I went over to say goodbye I saw that the expression of bewilderment had come back into 

Gatsby’s face, as though a faint doubt had occurred to him as to the quality of his present 

happiness. Almost five years! There must have been moments even that afternoon when Daisy 

tumbled short of his dreams—not through her own fault, but because of the colossal vitality of 

his illusion. It had gone beyond her, beyond everything. He had thrown himself into it with a 

creative passion, adding to it all the time, decking it out with every bright feather that drifted his 

way. No amount of fire or freshness can challenge what a man can store up in his ghostly heart. 

As I watched him he adjusted himself a little, visibly. His hand took hold of hers, and as she 

said something low in his ear he turned toward her with a rush of emotion. I think that voice held 

him most, with its fluctuating, feverish warmth, because it couldn’t be over-dreamed—that voice 

was a deathless song. 

They had forgotten me, but Daisy glanced up and held out her hand; Gatsby didn’t know me 

now at all. I looked once more at them and they looked back at me, remotely, possessed by 

intense life. Then I went out of the room and down the marble steps into the rain, leaving them 

there together. 

VI 

About this time an ambitious young reporter from New York arrived one morning at Gatsby’s 

door and asked him if he had anything to say. 

“Anything to say about what?” inquired Gatsby politely. 

“Why—any statement to give out.” 

It transpired after a confused five minutes that the man had heard Gatsby’s name around his 

office in a connection which he either wouldn’t reveal or didn’t fully understand. This was his 

day off and with laudable initiative he had hurried out “to see.” 

It was a random shot, and yet the reporter’s instinct was right. Gatsby’s notoriety, spread about 

by the hundreds who had accepted his hospitality and so become authorities upon his past, had 

increased all summer until he fell just short of being news. Contemporary legends such as the 

“underground pipeline to Canada” attached themselves to him, and there was one persistent story 

that he didn’t live in a house at all, but in a boat that looked like a house and was moved secretly 

up and down the Long Island shore. Just why these inventions were a source of satisfaction to 

James Gatz of North Dakota, isn’t easy to say. 

James Gatz—that was really, or at least legally, his name. He had changed it at the age of 

seventeen and at the specific moment that witnessed the beginning of his career—when he saw 

Dan Cody’s yacht drop anchor over the most insidious flat on Lake Superior. It was James Gatz 

who had been loafing along the beach that afternoon in a torn green jersey and a pair of canvas 

pants, but it was already Jay Gatsby who borrowed a rowboat, pulled out to the Tuolomee, and 

informed Cody that a wind might catch him and break him up in half an hour. 

I suppose he’d had the name ready for a long time, even then. His parents were shiftless and 

unsuccessful farm people—his imagination had never really accepted them as his parents at all. 

The truth was that Jay Gatsby of West Egg, Long Island, sprang from his Platonic conception of 

himself. He was a son of God—a phrase which, if it means anything, means just that—and he 

must be about His Father’s business, the service of a vast, vulgar, and meretricious beauty. So he 



invented just the sort of Jay Gatsby that a seventeen-year-old boy would be likely to invent, and 

to this conception he was faithful to the end. 

For over a year he had been beating his way along the south shore of Lake Superior as a clam-

digger and a salmon-fisher or in any other capacity that brought him food and bed. His brown, 

hardening body lived naturally through the half-fierce, half-lazy work of the bracing days. He 

knew women early, and since they spoiled him he became contemptuous of them, of young 

virgins because they were ignorant, of the others because they were hysterical about things 

which in his overwhelming self-absorption he took for granted. 

But his heart was in a constant, turbulent riot. The most grotesque and fantastic conceits 

haunted him in his bed at night. A universe of ineffable gaudiness spun itself out in his brain 

while the clock ticked on the washstand and the moon soaked with wet light his tangled clothes 

upon the floor. Each night he added to the pattern of his fancies until drowsiness closed down 

upon some vivid scene with an oblivious embrace. For a while these reveries provided an outlet 

for his imagination; they were a satisfactory hint of the unreality of reality, a promise that the 

rock of the world was founded securely on a fairy’s wing. 

An instinct toward his future glory had led him, some months before, to the small Lutheran 

College of St. Olaf’s in southern Minnesota. He stayed there two weeks, dismayed at its 

ferocious indifference to the drums of his destiny, to destiny itself, and despising the janitor’s 

work with which he was to pay his way through. Then he drifted back to Lake Superior, and he 

was still searching for something to do on the day that Dan Cody’s yacht dropped anchor in the 

shallows alongshore. 

Cody was fifty years old then, a product of the Nevada silver fields, of the Yukon, of every 

rush for metal since seventy-five. The transactions in Montana copper that made him many times 

a millionaire found him physically robust but on the verge of soft-mindedness, and, suspecting 

this, an infinite number of women tried to separate him from his money. The none too savoury 

ramifications by which Ella Kaye, the newspaper woman, played Madame de Maintenon to his 

weakness and sent him to sea in a yacht, were common property of the turgid journalism in 1902. 

He had been coasting along all too hospitable shores for five years when he turned up as James 

Gatz’s destiny in Little Girl Bay. 

To young Gatz, resting on his oars and looking up at the railed deck, that yacht represented all 

the beauty and glamour in the world. I suppose he smiled at Cody—he had probably discovered 

that people liked him when he smiled. At any rate Cody asked him a few questions (one of them 

elicited the brand new name) and found that he was quick and extravagantly ambitious. A few 

days later he took him to Duluth and bought him a blue coat, six pairs of white duck trousers, 

and a yachting cap. And when the Tuolomee left for the West Indies and the Barbary Coast, 

Gatsby left too. 

He was employed in a vague personal capacity—while he remained with Cody he was in turn 

steward, mate, skipper, secretary, and even jailor, for Dan Cody sober knew what lavish doings 

Dan Cody drunk might soon be about, and he provided for such contingencies by reposing more 

and more trust in Gatsby. The arrangement lasted five years, during which the boat went three 

times around the Continent. It might have lasted indefinitely except for the fact that Ella Kaye 

came on board one night in Boston and a week later Dan Cody inhospitably died. 

I remember the portrait of him up in Gatsby’s bedroom, a grey, florid man with a hard, empty 

face—the pioneer debauchee, who during one phase of American life brought back to the 

Eastern seaboard the savage violence of the frontier brothel and saloon. It was indirectly due to 



Cody that Gatsby drank so little. Sometimes in the course of gay parties women used to rub 

champagne into his hair; for himself he formed the habit of letting liquor alone. 

And it was from Cody that he inherited money—a legacy of twenty-five thousand dollars. He 

didn’t get it. He never understood the legal device that was used against him, but what remained 

of the millions went intact to Ella Kaye. He was left with his singularly appropriate education; 

the vague contour of Jay Gatsby had filled out to the substantiality of a man. 

 

He told me all this very much later, but I’ve put it down here with the idea of exploding those 

first wild rumours about his antecedents, which weren’t even faintly true. Moreover he told it to 

me at a time of confusion, when I had reached the point of believing everything and nothing 

about him. So I take advantage of this short halt, while Gatsby, so to speak, caught his breath, to 

clear this set of misconceptions away. 

It was a halt, too, in my association with his affairs. For several weeks I didn’t see him or hear 

his voice on the phone—mostly I was in New York, trotting around with Jordan and trying to 

ingratiate myself with her senile aunt—but finally I went over to his house one Sunday 

afternoon. I hadn’t been there two minutes when somebody brought Tom Buchanan in for a 

drink. I was startled, naturally, but the really surprising thing was that it hadn’t happened before. 

They were a party of three on horseback—Tom and a man named Sloane and a pretty woman 

in a brown riding-habit, who had been there previously. 

“I’m delighted to see you,” said Gatsby, standing on his porch. “I’m delighted that you 

dropped in.” 

As though they cared! 

“Sit right down. Have a cigarette or a cigar.” He walked around the room quickly, ringing 

bells. “I’ll have something to drink for you in just a minute.” 

He was profoundly affected by the fact that Tom was there. But he would be uneasy anyhow 

until he had given them something, realizing in a vague way that that was all they came for. Mr. 

Sloane wanted nothing. A lemonade? No, thanks. A little champagne? Nothing at all, thanks… 

I’m sorry— 

“Did you have a nice ride?” 

“Very good roads around here.” 

“I suppose the automobiles—” 

“Yeah.” 

Moved by an irresistible impulse, Gatsby turned to Tom, who had accepted the introduction as 

a stranger. 

“I believe we’ve met somewhere before, Mr. Buchanan.” 

“Oh, yes,” said Tom, gruffly polite, but obviously not remembering. “So we did. I remember 

very well.” 

“About two weeks ago.” 

“That’s right. You were with Nick here.” 

“I know your wife,” continued Gatsby, almost aggressively. 

“That so?” 

Tom turned to me. 

“You live near here, Nick?” 

“Next door.” 



“That so?” 

Mr. Sloane didn’t enter into the conversation, but lounged back haughtily in his chair; the 

woman said nothing either—until unexpectedly, after two highballs, she became cordial. 

“We’ll all come over to your next party, Mr. Gatsby,” she suggested. “What do you say?” 

“Certainly; I’d be delighted to have you.” 

“Be ver’ nice,” said Mr. Sloane, without gratitude. “Well—think ought to be starting home.” 

“Please don’t hurry,” Gatsby urged them. He had control of himself now, and he wanted to see 

more of Tom. “Why don’t you—why don’t you stay for supper? I wouldn’t be surprised if some 

other people dropped in from New York.” 

“You come to supper with me,” said the lady enthusiastically. “Both of you.” 

This included me. Mr. Sloane got to his feet. 

“Come along,” he said—but to her only. 

“I mean it,” she insisted. “I’d love to have you. Lots of room.” 

Gatsby looked at me questioningly. He wanted to go and he didn’t see that Mr. Sloane had 

determined he shouldn’t. 

“I’m afraid I won’t be able to,” I said. 

“Well, you come,” she urged, concentrating on Gatsby. 

Mr. Sloane murmured something close to her ear. 

“We won’t be late if we start now,” she insisted aloud. 

“I haven’t got a horse,” said Gatsby. “I used to ride in the army, but I’ve never bought a horse. 

I’ll have to follow you in my car. Excuse me for just a minute.” 

The rest of us walked out on the porch, where Sloane and the lady began an impassioned 

conversation aside. 

“My God, I believe the man’s coming,” said Tom. “Doesn’t he know she doesn’t want him?” 

“She says she does want him.” 

“She has a big dinner party and he won’t know a soul there.” He frowned. “I wonder where in 

the devil he met Daisy. By God, I may be old-fashioned in my ideas, but women run around too 

much these days to suit me. They meet all kinds of crazy fish.” 

Suddenly Mr. Sloane and the lady walked down the steps and mounted their horses. 

“Come on,” said Mr. Sloane to Tom, “we’re late. We’ve got to go.” And then to me: “Tell him 

we couldn’t wait, will you?” 

Tom and I shook hands, the rest of us exchanged a cool nod, and they trotted quickly down the 

drive, disappearing under the August foliage just as Gatsby, with hat and light overcoat in hand, 

came out the front door. 

Tom was evidently perturbed at Daisy’s running around alone, for on the following Saturday 

night he came with her to Gatsby’s party. Perhaps his presence gave the evening its peculiar 

quality of oppressiveness—it stands out in my memory from Gatsby’s other parties that summer. 

There were the same people, or at least the same sort of people, the same profusion of 

champagne, the same many-coloured, many-keyed commotion, but I felt an unpleasantness in 

the air, a pervading harshness that hadn’t been there before. Or perhaps I had merely grown used 

to it, grown to accept West Egg as a world complete in itself, with its own standards and its own 

great figures, second to nothing because it had no consciousness of being so, and now I was 

looking at it again, through Daisy’s eyes. It is invariably saddening to look through new eyes at 

things upon which you have expended your own powers of adjustment. 

They arrived at twilight, and, as we strolled out among the sparkling hundreds, Daisy’s voice 

was playing murmurous tricks in her throat. 



“These things excite me so,” she whispered. “If you want to kiss me any time during the 

evening, Nick, just let me know and I’ll be glad to arrange it for you. Just mention my name. Or 

present a green card. I’m giving out green—” 

“Look around,” suggested Gatsby. 

“I’m looking around. I’m having a marvellous—” 

“You must see the faces of many people you’ve heard about.” 

Tom’s arrogant eyes roamed the crowd. 

“We don’t go around very much,” he said; “in fact, I was just thinking I don’t know a soul 

here.” 

“Perhaps you know that lady.” Gatsby indicated a gorgeous, scarcely human orchid of a 

woman who sat in state under a white-plum tree. Tom and Daisy stared, with that peculiarly 

unreal feeling that accompanies the recognition of a hitherto ghostly celebrity of the movies. 

“She’s lovely,” said Daisy. 

“The man bending over her is her director.” 

He took them ceremoniously from group to group: 

“Mrs. Buchanan… and Mr. Buchanan—” After an instant’s hesitation he added: “the polo 

player.” 

“Oh no,” objected Tom quickly, “not me.” 

But evidently the sound of it pleased Gatsby for Tom remained “the polo player” for the rest 

of the evening. 

“I’ve never met so many celebrities,” Daisy exclaimed. “I liked that man—what was his 

name?—with the sort of blue nose.” 

Gatsby identified him, adding that he was a small producer. 

“Well, I liked him anyhow.” 

“I’d a little rather not be the polo player,” said Tom pleasantly, “I’d rather look at all these 

famous people in—in oblivion.” 

Daisy and Gatsby danced. I remember being surprised by his graceful, conservative foxtrot—I 

had never seen him dance before. Then they sauntered over to my house and sat on the steps for 

half an hour, while at her request I remained watchfully in the garden. “In case there’s a fire or a 

flood,” she explained, “or any act of God.” 

Tom appeared from his oblivion as we were sitting down to supper together. “Do you mind if I 

eat with some people over here?” he said. “A fellow’s getting off some funny stuff.” 

“Go ahead,” answered Daisy genially, “and if you want to take down any addresses here’s my 

little gold pencil.”… She looked around after a moment and told me the girl was “common but 

pretty,” and I knew that except for the half-hour she’d been alone with Gatsby she wasn’t having 

a good time. 

We were at a particularly tipsy table. That was my fault—Gatsby had been called to the phone, 

and I’d enjoyed these same people only two weeks before. But what had amused me then turned 

septic on the air now. 

“How do you feel, Miss Baedeker?” 

The girl addressed was trying, unsuccessfully, to slump against my shoulder. At this inquiry 

she sat up and opened her eyes. 

“Wha’?” 

A massive and lethargic woman, who had been urging Daisy to play golf with her at the local 

club tomorrow, spoke in Miss Baedeker’s defence: 



“Oh, she’s all right now. When she’s had five or six cocktails she always starts screaming like 

that. I tell her she ought to leave it alone.” 

“I do leave it alone,” affirmed the accused hollowly. 

“We heard you yelling, so I said to Doc Civet here: ‘There’s somebody that needs your help, 

Doc.’ ” 

“She’s much obliged, I’m sure,” said another friend, without gratitude, “but you got her dress 

all wet when you stuck her head in the pool.” 

“Anything I hate is to get my head stuck in a pool,” mumbled Miss Baedeker. “They almost 

drowned me once over in New Jersey.” 

“Then you ought to leave it alone,” countered Doctor Civet. 

“Speak for yourself!” cried Miss Baedeker violently. “Your hand shakes. I wouldn’t let you 

operate on me!” 

It was like that. Almost the last thing I remember was standing with Daisy and watching the 

moving-picture director and his Star. They were still under the white-plum tree and their faces 

were touching except for a pale, thin ray of moonlight between. It occurred to me that he had 

been very slowly bending toward her all evening to attain this proximity, and even while I 

watched I saw him stoop one ultimate degree and kiss at her cheek. 

“I like her,” said Daisy, “I think she’s lovely.” 

But the rest offended her—and inarguably because it wasn’t a gesture but an emotion. She was 

appalled by West Egg, this unprecedented “place” that Broadway had begotten upon a Long 

Island fishing village—appalled by its raw vigour that chafed under the old euphemisms and by 

the too obtrusive fate that herded its inhabitants along a shortcut from nothing to nothing. She 

saw something awful in the very simplicity she failed to understand. 

I sat on the front steps with them while they waited for their car. It was dark here in front; only 

the bright door sent ten square feet of light volleying out into the soft black morning. Sometimes 

a shadow moved against a dressing-room blind above, gave way to another shadow, an indefinite 

procession of shadows, who rouged and powdered in an invisible glass. 

“Who is this Gatsby anyhow?” demanded Tom suddenly. “Some big bootlegger?” 

“Where’d you hear that?” I inquired. 

“I didn’t hear it. I imagined it. A lot of these newly rich people are just big bootleggers, you 

know.” 

“Not Gatsby,” I said shortly. 

He was silent for a moment. The pebbles of the drive crunched under his feet. 

“Well, he certainly must have strained himself to get this menagerie together.” 

A breeze stirred the grey haze of Daisy’s fur collar. 

“At least they are more interesting than the people we know,” she said with an effort. 

“You didn’t look so interested.” 

“Well, I was.” 

Tom laughed and turned to me. 

“Did you notice Daisy’s face when that girl asked her to put her under a cold shower?” 

Daisy began to sing with the music in a husky, rhythmic whisper, bringing out a meaning in 

each word that it had never had before and would never have again. When the melody rose her 

voice broke up sweetly, following it, in a way contralto voices have, and each change tipped out 

a little of her warm human magic upon the air. 

“Lots of people come who haven’t been invited,” she said suddenly. “That girl hadn’t been 

invited. They simply force their way in and he’s too polite to object.” 



“I’d like to know who he is and what he does,” insisted Tom. “And I think I’ll make a point of 

finding out.” 

“I can tell you right now,” she answered. “He owned some drugstores, a lot of drugstores. He 

built them up himself.” 

The dilatory limousine came rolling up the drive. 

“Good night, Nick,” said Daisy. 

Her glance left me and sought the lighted top of the steps, where “Three O’Clock in the 

Morning,” a neat, sad little waltz of that year, was drifting out the open door. After all, in the 

very casualness of Gatsby’s party there were romantic possibilities totally absent from her world. 

What was it up there in the song that seemed to be calling her back inside? What would happen 

now in the dim, incalculable hours? Perhaps some unbelievable guest would arrive, a person 

infinitely rare and to be marvelled at, some authentically radiant young girl who with one fresh 

glance at Gatsby, one moment of magical encounter, would blot out those five years of 

unwavering devotion. 

I stayed late that night. Gatsby asked me to wait until he was free, and I lingered in the garden 

until the inevitable swimming party had run up, chilled and exalted, from the black beach, until 

the lights were extinguished in the guestrooms overhead. When he came down the steps at last 

the tanned skin was drawn unusually tight on his face, and his eyes were bright and tired. 

“She didn’t like it,” he said immediately. 

“Of course she did.” 

“She didn’t like it,” he insisted. “She didn’t have a good time.” 

He was silent, and I guessed at his unutterable depression. 

“I feel far away from her,” he said. “It’s hard to make her understand.” 

“You mean about the dance?” 

“The dance?” He dismissed all the dances he had given with a snap of his fingers. “Old sport, 

the dance is unimportant.” 

He wanted nothing less of Daisy than that she should go to Tom and say: “I never loved you.” 

After she had obliterated four years with that sentence they could decide upon the more practical 

measures to be taken. One of them was that, after she was free, they were to go back to 

Louisville and be married from her house—just as if it were five years ago. 

“And she doesn’t understand,” he said. “She used to be able to understand. We’d sit for 

hours—” 

He broke off and began to walk up and down a desolate path of fruit rinds and discarded 

favours and crushed flowers. 

“I wouldn’t ask too much of her,” I ventured. “You can’t repeat the past.” 

“Can’t repeat the past?” he cried incredulously. “Why of course you can!” 

He looked around him wildly, as if the past were lurking here in the shadow of his house, just 

out of reach of his hand. 

“I’m going to fix everything just the way it was before,” he said, nodding determinedly. 

“She’ll see.” 

He talked a lot about the past, and I gathered that he wanted to recover something, some idea 

of himself perhaps, that had gone into loving Daisy. His life had been confused and disordered 

since then, but if he could once return to a certain starting place and go over it all slowly, he 

could find out what that thing was… 

… One autumn night, five years before, they had been walking down the street when the 

leaves were falling, and they came to a place where there were no trees and the sidewalk was 



white with moonlight. They stopped here and turned toward each other. Now it was a cool night 

with that mysterious excitement in it which comes at the two changes of the year. The quiet 

lights in the houses were humming out into the darkness and there was a stir and bustle among 

the stars. Out of the corner of his eye Gatsby saw that the blocks of the sidewalks really formed a 

ladder and mounted to a secret place above the trees—he could climb to it, if he climbed alone, 

and once there he could suck on the pap of life, gulp down the incomparable milk of wonder. 

His heart beat faster as Daisy’s white face came up to his own. He knew that when he kissed 

this girl, and forever wed his unutterable visions to her perishable breath, his mind would never 

romp again like the mind of God. So he waited, listening for a moment longer to the tuning-fork 

that had been struck upon a star. Then he kissed her. At his lips’ touch she blossomed for him 

like a flower and the incarnation was complete. 

Through all he said, even through his appalling sentimentality, I was reminded of something—

an elusive rhythm, a fragment of lost words, that I had heard somewhere a long time ago. For a 

moment a phrase tried to take shape in my mouth and my lips parted like a dumb man’s, as 

though there was more struggling upon them than a wisp of startled air. But they made no sound, 

and what I had almost remembered was uncommunicable forever. 

  



VII 

It was when curiosity about Gatsby was at its highest that the lights in his house failed to go on 

one Saturday night—and, as obscurely as it had begun, his career as Trimalchio was over. Only 

gradually did I become aware that the automobiles which turned expectantly into his drive stayed 

for just a minute and then drove sulkily away. Wondering if he were sick I went over to find 

out—an unfamiliar butler with a villainous face squinted at me suspiciously from the door. 

“Is Mr. Gatsby sick?” 

“Nope.” After a pause he added “sir” in a dilatory, grudging way. 

“I hadn’t seen him around, and I was rather worried. Tell him Mr. Carraway came over.” 

“Who?” he demanded rudely. 

“Carraway.” 

“Carraway. All right, I’ll tell him.” 

Abruptly he slammed the door. 

My Finn informed me that Gatsby had dismissed every servant in his house a week ago and 

replaced them with half a dozen others, who never went into West Egg village to be bribed by 

the tradesmen, but ordered moderate supplies over the telephone. The grocery boy reported that 

the kitchen looked like a pigsty, and the general opinion in the village was that the new people 

weren’t servants at all. 

Next day Gatsby called me on the phone. 

“Going away?” I inquired. 

“No, old sport.” 

“I hear you fired all your servants.” 

“I wanted somebody who wouldn’t gossip. Daisy comes over quite often—in the afternoons.” 

So the whole caravansary had fallen in like a card house at the disapproval in her eyes. 

“They’re some people Wolfshiem wanted to do something for. They’re all brothers and sisters. 

They used to run a small hotel.” 

“I see.” 

He was calling up at Daisy’s request—would I come to lunch at her house tomorrow? Miss 

Baker would be there. Half an hour later Daisy herself telephoned and seemed relieved to find 

that I was coming. Something was up. And yet I couldn’t believe that they would choose this 

occasion for a scene—especially for the rather harrowing scene that Gatsby had outlined in the 

garden. 

The next day was broiling, almost the last, certainly the warmest, of the summer. As my train 

emerged from the tunnel into sunlight, only the hot whistles of the National Biscuit Company 

broke the simmering hush at noon. The straw seats of the car hovered on the edge of combustion; 

the woman next to me perspired delicately for a while into her white shirtwaist, and then, as her 

newspaper dampened under her fingers, lapsed despairingly into deep heat with a desolate cry. 

Her pocketbook slapped to the floor. 

“Oh, my!” she gasped. 

I picked it up with a weary bend and handed it back to her, holding it at arm’s length and by 

the extreme tip of the corners to indicate that I had no designs upon it—but everyone near by, 

including the woman, suspected me just the same. 

“Hot!” said the conductor to familiar faces. “Some weather!… Hot!… Hot!… Hot!… Is it hot 

enough for you? Is it hot? Is it… ?” 



My commutation ticket came back to me with a dark stain from his hand. That anyone should 

care in this heat whose flushed lips he kissed, whose head made damp the pyjama pocket over 

his heart! 

… Through the hall of the Buchanans’ house blew a faint wind, carrying the sound of the 

telephone bell out to Gatsby and me as we waited at the door. 

“The master’s body?” roared the butler into the mouthpiece. “I’m sorry, madame, but we can’t 

furnish it—it’s far too hot to touch this noon!” 

What he really said was: “Yes… Yes… I’ll see.” 

He set down the receiver and came toward us, glistening slightly, to take our stiff straw hats. 

“Madame expects you in the salon!” he cried, needlessly indicating the direction. In this heat 

every extra gesture was an affront to the common store of life. 

The room, shadowed well with awnings, was dark and cool. Daisy and Jordan lay upon an 

enormous couch, like silver idols weighing down their own white dresses against the singing 

breeze of the fans. 

“We can’t move,” they said together. 

Jordan’s fingers, powdered white over their tan, rested for a moment in mine. 

“And Mr. Thomas Buchanan, the athlete?” I inquired. 

Simultaneously I heard his voice, gruff, muffled, husky, at the hall telephone. 

Gatsby stood in the centre of the crimson carpet and gazed around with fascinated eyes. Daisy 

watched him and laughed, her sweet, exciting laugh; a tiny gust of powder rose from her bosom 

into the air. 

“The rumour is,” whispered Jordan, “that that’s Tom’s girl on the telephone.” 

We were silent. The voice in the hall rose high with annoyance: “Very well, then, I won’t sell 

you the car at all… I’m under no obligations to you at all… and as for your bothering me about it 

at lunch time, I won’t stand that at all!” 

“Holding down the receiver,” said Daisy cynically. 

“No, he’s not,” I assured her. “It’s a bona-fide deal. I happen to know about it.” 

Tom flung open the door, blocked out its space for a moment with his thick body, and hurried 

into the room. 

“Mr. Gatsby!” He put out his broad, flat hand with well-concealed dislike. “I’m glad to see 

you, sir… Nick…” 

“Make us a cold drink,” cried Daisy. 

As he left the room again she got up and went over to Gatsby and pulled his face down, 

kissing him on the mouth. 

“You know I love you,” she murmured. 

“You forget there’s a lady present,” said Jordan. 

Daisy looked around doubtfully. 

“You kiss Nick too.” 

“What a low, vulgar girl!” 

“I don’t care!” cried Daisy, and began to clog on the brick fireplace. Then she remembered the 

heat and sat down guiltily on the couch just as a freshly laundered nurse leading a little girl came 

into the room. 

“Bles-sed pre-cious,” she crooned, holding out her arms. “Come to your own mother that 

loves you.” 

The child, relinquished by the nurse, rushed across the room and rooted shyly into her 

mother’s dress. 



“The bles-sed pre-cious! Did mother get powder on your old yellowy hair? Stand up now, and 

say—How-de-do.” 

Gatsby and I in turn leaned down and took the small reluctant hand. Afterward he kept looking 

at the child with surprise. I don’t think he had ever really believed in its existence before. 

“I got dressed before luncheon,” said the child, turning eagerly to Daisy. 

“That’s because your mother wanted to show you off.” Her face bent into the single wrinkle of 

the small white neck. “You dream, you. You absolute little dream.” 

“Yes,” admitted the child calmly. “Aunt Jordan’s got on a white dress too.” 

“How do you like mother’s friends?” Daisy turned her around so that she faced Gatsby. “Do 

you think they’re pretty?” 

“Where’s Daddy?” 

“She doesn’t look like her father,” explained Daisy. “She looks like me. She’s got my hair and 

shape of the face.” 

Daisy sat back upon the couch. The nurse took a step forward and held out her hand. 

“Come, Pammy.” 

“Goodbye, sweetheart!” 

With a reluctant backward glance the well-disciplined child held to her nurse’s hand and was 

pulled out the door, just as Tom came back, preceding four gin rickeys that clicked full of ice. 

Gatsby took up his drink. 

“They certainly look cool,” he said, with visible tension. 

We drank in long, greedy swallows. 

“I read somewhere that the sun’s getting hotter every year,” said Tom genially. “It seems that 

pretty soon the earth’s going to fall into the sun—or wait a minute—it’s just the opposite—the 

sun’s getting colder every year. 

“Come outside,” he suggested to Gatsby, “I’d like you to have a look at the place.” 

I went with them out to the veranda. On the green Sound, stagnant in the heat, one small sail 

crawled slowly toward the fresher sea. Gatsby’s eyes followed it momentarily; he raised his hand 

and pointed across the bay. 

“I’m right across from you.” 

“So you are.” 

Our eyes lifted over the rose-beds and the hot lawn and the weedy refuse of the dog-days 

alongshore. Slowly the white wings of the boat moved against the blue cool limit of the sky. 

Ahead lay the scalloped ocean and the abounding blessed isles. 

“There’s sport for you,” said Tom, nodding. “I’d like to be out there with him for about an 

hour.” 

We had luncheon in the dining-room, darkened too against the heat, and drank down nervous 

gaiety with the cold ale. 

“What’ll we do with ourselves this afternoon?” cried Daisy, “and the day after that, and the 

next thirty years?” 

“Don’t be morbid,” Jordan said. “Life starts all over again when it gets crisp in the fall.” 

“But it’s so hot,” insisted Daisy, on the verge of tears, “and everything’s so confused. Let’s all 

go to town!” 

Her voice struggled on through the heat, beating against it, moulding its senselessness into 

forms. 

“I’ve heard of making a garage out of a stable,” Tom was saying to Gatsby, “but I’m the first 

man who ever made a stable out of a garage.” 



“Who wants to go to town?” demanded Daisy insistently. Gatsby’s eyes floated toward her. 

“Ah,” she cried, “you look so cool.” 

Their eyes met, and they stared together at each other, alone in space. With an effort she 

glanced down at the table. 

“You always look so cool,” she repeated. 

She had told him that she loved him, and Tom Buchanan saw. He was astounded. His mouth 

opened a little, and he looked at Gatsby, and then back at Daisy as if he had just recognized her 

as someone he knew a long time ago. 

“You resemble the advertisement of the man,” she went on innocently. “You know the 

advertisement of the man—” 

“All right,” broke in Tom quickly, “I’m perfectly willing to go to town. Come on—we’re all 

going to town.” 

He got up, his eyes still flashing between Gatsby and his wife. No one moved. 

“Come on!” His temper cracked a little. “What’s the matter, anyhow? If we’re going to town, 

let’s start.” 

His hand, trembling with his effort at self-control, bore to his lips the last of his glass of ale. 

Daisy’s voice got us to our feet and out on to the blazing gravel drive. 

“Are we just going to go?” she objected. “Like this? Aren’t we going to let anyone smoke a 

cigarette first?” 

“Everybody smoked all through lunch.” 

“Oh, let’s have fun,” she begged him. “It’s too hot to fuss.” 

He didn’t answer. 

“Have it your own way,” she said. “Come on, Jordan.” 

They went upstairs to get ready while we three men stood there shuffling the hot pebbles with 

our feet. A silver curve of the moon hovered already in the western sky. Gatsby started to speak, 

changed his mind, but not before Tom wheeled and faced him expectantly. 

“Have you got your stables here?” asked Gatsby with an effort. 

“About a quarter of a mile down the road.” 

“Oh.” 

A pause. 

“I don’t see the idea of going to town,” broke out Tom savagely. “Women get these notions in 

their heads—” 

“Shall we take anything to drink?” called Daisy from an upper window. 

“I’ll get some whisky,” answered Tom. He went inside. 

Gatsby turned to me rigidly: 

“I can’t say anything in his house, old sport.” 

“She’s got an indiscreet voice,” I remarked. “It’s full of—” I hesitated. 

“Her voice is full of money,” he said suddenly. 

That was it. I’d never understood before. It was full of money—that was the inexhaustible 

charm that rose and fell in it, the jingle of it, the cymbals’ song of it… High in a white palace the 

king’s daughter, the golden girl… 

Tom came out of the house wrapping a quart bottle in a towel, followed by Daisy and Jordan 

wearing small tight hats of metallic cloth and carrying light capes over their arms. 

“Shall we all go in my car?” suggested Gatsby. He felt the hot, green leather of the seat. “I 

ought to have left it in the shade.” 

“Is it standard shift?” demanded Tom. 



“Yes.” 

“Well, you take my coupé and let me drive your car to town.” 

The suggestion was distasteful to Gatsby. 

“I don’t think there’s much gas,” he objected. 

“Plenty of gas,” said Tom boisterously. He looked at the gauge. “And if it runs out I can stop 

at a drugstore. You can buy anything at a drugstore nowadays.” 

A pause followed this apparently pointless remark. Daisy looked at Tom frowning, and an 

indefinable expression, at once definitely unfamiliar and vaguely recognizable, as if I had only 

heard it described in words, passed over Gatsby’s face. 

“Come on, Daisy” said Tom, pressing her with his hand toward Gatsby’s car. “I’ll take you in 

this circus wagon.” 

He opened the door, but she moved out from the circle of his arm. 

“You take Nick and Jordan. We’ll follow you in the coupé.” 

She walked close to Gatsby, touching his coat with her hand. Jordan and Tom and I got into 

the front seat of Gatsby’s car, Tom pushed the unfamiliar gears tentatively, and we shot off into 

the oppressive heat, leaving them out of sight behind. 

“Did you see that?” demanded Tom. 

“See what?” 

He looked at me keenly, realizing that Jordan and I must have known all along. 

“You think I’m pretty dumb, don’t you?” he suggested. “Perhaps I am, but I have a—almost a 

second sight, sometimes, that tells me what to do. Maybe you don’t believe that, but science—” 

He paused. The immediate contingency overtook him, pulled him back from the edge of 

theoretical abyss. 

“I’ve made a small investigation of this fellow,” he continued. “I could have gone deeper if I’d 

known—” 

“Do you mean you’ve been to a medium?” inquired Jordan humorously. 

“What?” Confused, he stared at us as we laughed. “A medium?” 

“About Gatsby.” 

“About Gatsby! No, I haven’t. I said I’d been making a small investigation of his past.” 

“And you found he was an Oxford man,” said Jordan helpfully. 

“An Oxford man!” He was incredulous. “Like hell he is! He wears a pink suit.” 

“Nevertheless he’s an Oxford man.” 

“Oxford, New Mexico,” snorted Tom contemptuously, “or something like that.” 

“Listen, Tom. If you’re such a snob, why did you invite him to lunch?” demanded Jordan 

crossly. 

“Daisy invited him; she knew him before we were married—God knows where!” 

We were all irritable now with the fading ale, and aware of it we drove for a while in silence. 

Then as Doctor T. J. Eckleburg’s faded eyes came into sight down the road, I remembered 

Gatsby’s caution about gasoline. 

“We’ve got enough to get us to town,” said Tom. 

“But there’s a garage right here,” objected Jordan. “I don’t want to get stalled in this baking 

heat.” 

Tom threw on both brakes impatiently, and we slid to an abrupt dusty stop under Wilson’s 

sign. After a moment the proprietor emerged from the interior of his establishment and gazed 

hollow-eyed at the car. 



“Let’s have some gas!” cried Tom roughly. “What do you think we stopped for—to admire the 

view?” 

“I’m sick,” said Wilson without moving. “Been sick all day.” 

“What’s the matter?” 

“I’m all run down.” 

“Well, shall I help myself?” Tom demanded. “You sounded well enough on the phone.” 

With an effort Wilson left the shade and support of the doorway and, breathing hard, 

unscrewed the cap of the tank. In the sunlight his face was green. 

“I didn’t mean to interrupt your lunch,” he said. “But I need money pretty bad, and I was 

wondering what you were going to do with your old car.” 

“How do you like this one?” inquired Tom. “I bought it last week.” 

“It’s a nice yellow one,” said Wilson, as he strained at the handle. 

“Like to buy it?” 

“Big chance,” Wilson smiled faintly. “No, but I could make some money on the other.” 

“What do you want money for, all of a sudden?” 

“I’ve been here too long. I want to get away. My wife and I want to go West.” 

“Your wife does,” exclaimed Tom, startled. 

“She’s been talking about it for ten years.” He rested for a moment against the pump, shading 

his eyes. “And now she’s going whether she wants to or not. I’m going to get her away.” 

The coupé flashed by us with a flurry of dust and the flash of a waving hand. 

“What do I owe you?” demanded Tom harshly. 

“I just got wised up to something funny the last two days,” remarked Wilson. “That’s why I 

want to get away. That’s why I been bothering you about the car.” 

“What do I owe you?” 

“Dollar twenty.” 

The relentless beating heat was beginning to confuse me and I had a bad moment there before 

I realized that so far his suspicions hadn’t alighted on Tom. He had discovered that Myrtle had 

some sort of life apart from him in another world, and the shock had made him physically sick. I 

stared at him and then at Tom, who had made a parallel discovery less than an hour before—and 

it occurred to me that there was no difference between men, in intelligence or race, so profound 

as the difference between the sick and the well. Wilson was so sick that he looked guilty, 

unforgivably guilty—as if he had just got some poor girl with child. 

“I’ll let you have that car,” said Tom. “I’ll send it over tomorrow afternoon.” 

That locality was always vaguely disquieting, even in the broad glare of afternoon, and now I 

turned my head as though I had been warned of something behind. Over the ash-heaps the giant 

eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg kept their vigil, but I perceived, after a moment, that other eyes 

were regarding us with peculiar intensity from less than twenty feet away. 

In one of the windows over the garage the curtains had been moved aside a little, and Myrtle 

Wilson was peering down at the car. So engrossed was she that she had no consciousness of 

being observed, and one emotion after another crept into her face like objects into a slowly 

developing picture. Her expression was curiously familiar—it was an expression I had often seen 

on women’s faces, but on Myrtle Wilson’s face it seemed purposeless and inexplicable until I 

realized that her eyes, wide with jealous terror, were fixed not on Tom, but on Jordan Baker, 

whom she took to be his wife. 

 



There is no confusion like the confusion of a simple mind, and as we drove away Tom was 

feeling the hot whips of panic. His wife and his mistress, until an hour ago secure and inviolate, 

were slipping precipitately from his control. Instinct made him step on the accelerator with the 

double purpose of overtaking Daisy and leaving Wilson behind, and we sped along toward 

Astoria at fifty miles an hour, until, among the spidery girders of the elevated, we came in sight 

of the easygoing blue coupé. 

“Those big movies around Fiftieth Street are cool,” suggested Jordan. “I love New York on 

summer afternoons when everyone’s away. There’s something very sensuous about it—overripe, 

as if all sorts of funny fruits were going to fall into your hands.” 

The word “sensuous” had the effect of further disquieting Tom, but before he could invent a 

protest the coupé came to a stop, and Daisy signalled us to draw up alongside. 

“Where are we going?” she cried. 

“How about the movies?” 

“It’s so hot,” she complained. “You go. We’ll ride around and meet you after.” With an effort 

her wit rose faintly. “We’ll meet you on some corner. I’ll be the man smoking two cigarettes.” 

“We can’t argue about it here,” Tom said impatiently, as a truck gave out a cursing whistle 

behind us. “You follow me to the south side of Central Park, in front of the Plaza.” 

Several times he turned his head and looked back for their car, and if the traffic delayed them 

he slowed up until they came into sight. I think he was afraid they would dart down a side-street 

and out of his life forever. 

But they didn’t. And we all took the less explicable step of engaging the parlour of a suite in 

the Plaza Hotel. 

The prolonged and tumultuous argument that ended by herding us into that room eludes me, 

though I have a sharp physical memory that, in the course of it, my underwear kept climbing like 

a damp snake around my legs and intermittent beads of sweat raced cool across my back. The 

notion originated with Daisy’s suggestion that we hire five bathrooms and take cold baths, and 

then assumed more tangible form as “a place to have a mint julep.” Each of us said over and over 

that it was a “crazy idea”—we all talked at once to a baffled clerk and thought, or pretended to 

think, that we were being very funny… 

The room was large and stifling, and, though it was already four o’clock, opening the windows 

admitted only a gust of hot shrubbery from the Park. Daisy went to the mirror and stood with her 

back to us, fixing her hair. 

“It’s a swell suite,” whispered Jordan respectfully, and everyone laughed. 

“Open another window,” commanded Daisy, without turning around. 

“There aren’t any more.” 

“Well, we’d better telephone for an axe—” 

“The thing to do is to forget about the heat,” said Tom impatiently. “You make it ten times 

worse by crabbing about it.” 

He unrolled the bottle of whisky from the towel and put it on the table. 

“Why not let her alone, old sport?” remarked Gatsby. “You’re the one that wanted to come to 

town.” 

There was a moment of silence. The telephone book slipped from its nail and splashed to the 

floor, whereupon Jordan whispered, “Excuse me”—but this time no one laughed. 

“I’ll pick it up,” I offered. 

“I’ve got it.” Gatsby examined the parted string, muttered “Hum!” in an interested way, and 

tossed the book on a chair. 



“That’s a great expression of yours, isn’t it?” said Tom sharply. 

“What is?” 

“All this ‘old sport’ business. Where’d you pick that up?” 

“Now see here, Tom,” said Daisy, turning around from the mirror, “if you’re going to make 

personal remarks I won’t stay here a minute. Call up and order some ice for the mint julep.” 

As Tom took up the receiver the compressed heat exploded into sound and we were listening 

to the portentous chords of Mendelssohn’s Wedding March from the ballroom below. 

“Imagine marrying anybody in this heat!” cried Jordan dismally. 

“Still—I was married in the middle of June,” Daisy remembered. “Louisville in June! 

Somebody fainted. Who was it fainted, Tom?” 

“Biloxi,” he answered shortly. 

“A man named Biloxi. ‘Blocks’ Biloxi, and he made boxes—that’s a fact—and he was from 

Biloxi, Tennessee.” 

“They carried him into my house,” appended Jordan, “because we lived just two doors from 

the church. And he stayed three weeks, until Daddy told him he had to get out. The day after he 

left Daddy died.” After a moment she added. “There wasn’t any connection.” 

“I used to know a Bill Biloxi from Memphis,” I remarked. 

“That was his cousin. I knew his whole family history before he left. He gave me an 

aluminium putter that I use today.” 

The music had died down as the ceremony began and now a long cheer floated in at the 

window, followed by intermittent cries of “Yea—ea—ea!” and finally by a burst of jazz as the 

dancing began. 

“We’re getting old,” said Daisy. “If we were young we’d rise and dance.” 

“Remember Biloxi,” Jordan warned her. “Where’d you know him, Tom?” 

“Biloxi?” He concentrated with an effort. “I didn’t know him. He was a friend of Daisy’s.” 

“He was not,” she denied. “I’d never seen him before. He came down in the private car.” 

“Well, he said he knew you. He said he was raised in Louisville. Asa Bird brought him around 

at the last minute and asked if we had room for him.” 

Jordan smiled. 

“He was probably bumming his way home. He told me he was president of your class at 

Yale.” 

Tom and I looked at each other blankly. 

“Biloxi?” 

“First place, we didn’t have any president—” 

Gatsby’s foot beat a short, restless tattoo and Tom eyed him suddenly. 

“By the way, Mr. Gatsby, I understand you’re an Oxford man.” 

“Not exactly.” 

“Oh, yes, I understand you went to Oxford.” 

“Yes—I went there.” 

A pause. Then Tom’s voice, incredulous and insulting: 

“You must have gone there about the time Biloxi went to New Haven.” 

Another pause. A waiter knocked and came in with crushed mint and ice but the silence was 

unbroken by his “thank you” and the soft closing of the door. This tremendous detail was to be 

cleared up at last. 

“I told you I went there,” said Gatsby. 

“I heard you, but I’d like to know when.” 



“It was in nineteen-nineteen, I only stayed five months. That’s why I can’t really call myself 

an Oxford man.” 

Tom glanced around to see if we mirrored his unbelief. But we were all looking at Gatsby. 

“It was an opportunity they gave to some of the officers after the armistice,” he continued. 

“We could go to any of the universities in England or France.” 

I wanted to get up and slap him on the back. I had one of those renewals of complete faith in 

him that I’d experienced before. 

Daisy rose, smiling faintly, and went to the table. 

“Open the whisky, Tom,” she ordered, “and I’ll make you a mint julep. Then you won’t seem 

so stupid to yourself… Look at the mint!” 

“Wait a minute,” snapped Tom, “I want to ask Mr. Gatsby one more question.” 

“Go on,” Gatsby said politely. 

“What kind of a row are you trying to cause in my house anyhow?” 

They were out in the open at last and Gatsby was content. 

“He isn’t causing a row,” Daisy looked desperately from one to the other. “You’re causing a 

row. Please have a little self-control.” 

“Self-control!” repeated Tom incredulously. “I suppose the latest thing is to sit back and let 

Mr. Nobody from Nowhere make love to your wife. Well, if that’s the idea you can count me 

out… Nowadays people begin by sneering at family life and family institutions, and next they’ll 

throw everything overboard and have intermarriage between black and white.” 

Flushed with his impassioned gibberish, he saw himself standing alone on the last barrier of 

civilization. 

“We’re all white here,” murmured Jordan. 

“I know I’m not very popular. I don’t give big parties. I suppose you’ve got to make your 

house into a pigsty in order to have any friends—in the modern world.” 

Angry as I was, as we all were, I was tempted to laugh whenever he opened his mouth. The 

transition from libertine to prig was so complete. 

“I’ve got something to tell you, old sport—” began Gatsby. But Daisy guessed at his intention. 

“Please don’t!” she interrupted helplessly. “Please let’s all go home. Why don’t we all go 

home?” 

“That’s a good idea,” I got up. “Come on, Tom. Nobody wants a drink.” 

“I want to know what Mr. Gatsby has to tell me.” 

“Your wife doesn’t love you,” said Gatsby. “She’s never loved you. She loves me.” 

“You must be crazy!” exclaimed Tom automatically. 

Gatsby sprang to his feet, vivid with excitement. 

“She never loved you, do you hear?” he cried. “She only married you because I was poor and 

she was tired of waiting for me. It was a terrible mistake, but in her heart she never loved anyone 

except me!” 

At this point Jordan and I tried to go, but Tom and Gatsby insisted with competitive firmness 

that we remain—as though neither of them had anything to conceal and it would be a privilege to 

partake vicariously of their emotions. 

“Sit down, Daisy,” Tom’s voice groped unsuccessfully for the paternal note. “What’s been 

going on? I want to hear all about it.” 

“I told you what’s been going on,” said Gatsby. “Going on for five years—and you didn’t 

know.” 

Tom turned to Daisy sharply. 



“You’ve been seeing this fellow for five years?” 

“Not seeing,” said Gatsby. “No, we couldn’t meet. But both of us loved each other all that 

time, old sport, and you didn’t know. I used to laugh sometimes”—but there was no laughter in 

his eyes—“to think that you didn’t know.” 

“Oh—that’s all.” Tom tapped his thick fingers together like a clergyman and leaned back in 

his chair. 

“You’re crazy!” he exploded. “I can’t speak about what happened five years ago, because I 

didn’t know Daisy then—and I’ll be damned if I see how you got within a mile of her unless you 

brought the groceries to the back door. But all the rest of that’s a God damned lie. Daisy loved 

me when she married me and she loves me now.” 

“No,” said Gatsby, shaking his head. 

“She does, though. The trouble is that sometimes she gets foolish ideas in her head and doesn’t 

know what she’s doing.” He nodded sagely. “And what’s more, I love Daisy too. Once in a while 

I go off on a spree and make a fool of myself, but I always come back, and in my heart I love her 

all the time.” 

“You’re revolting,” said Daisy. She turned to me, and her voice, dropping an octave lower, 

filled the room with thrilling scorn: “Do you know why we left Chicago? I’m surprised that they 

didn’t treat you to the story of that little spree.” 

Gatsby walked over and stood beside her. 

“Daisy, that’s all over now,” he said earnestly. “It doesn’t matter any more. Just tell him the 

truth—that you never loved him—and it’s all wiped out forever.” 

She looked at him blindly. “Why—how could I love him—possibly?” 

“You never loved him.” 

She hesitated. Her eyes fell on Jordan and me with a sort of appeal, as though she realized at 

last what she was doing—and as though she had never, all along, intended doing anything at all. 

But it was done now. It was too late. 

“I never loved him,” she said, with perceptible reluctance. 

“Not at Kapiolani?” demanded Tom suddenly. 

“No.” 

From the ballroom beneath, muffled and suffocating chords were drifting up on hot waves of 

air. 

“Not that day I carried you down from the Punch Bowl to keep your shoes dry?” There was a 

husky tenderness in his tone… “Daisy?” 

“Please don’t.” Her voice was cold, but the rancour was gone from it. She looked at Gatsby. 

“There, Jay,” she said—but her hand as she tried to light a cigarette was trembling. Suddenly she 

threw the cigarette and the burning match on the carpet. 

“Oh, you want too much!” she cried to Gatsby. “I love you now—isn’t that enough? I can’t 

help what’s past.” She began to sob helplessly. “I did love him once—but I loved you too.” 

Gatsby’s eyes opened and closed. 

“You loved me too?” he repeated. 

“Even that’s a lie,” said Tom savagely. “She didn’t know you were alive. Why—there’s things 

between Daisy and me that you’ll never know, things that neither of us can ever forget.” 

The words seemed to bite physically into Gatsby. 

“I want to speak to Daisy alone,” he insisted. “She’s all excited now—” 

“Even alone I can’t say I never loved Tom,” she admitted in a pitiful voice. “It wouldn’t be 

true.” 



“Of course it wouldn’t,” agreed Tom. 

She turned to her husband. 

“As if it mattered to you,” she said. 

“Of course it matters. I’m going to take better care of you from now on.” 

“You don’t understand,” said Gatsby, with a touch of panic. “You’re not going to take care of 

her any more.” 

“I’m not?” Tom opened his eyes wide and laughed. He could afford to control himself now. 

“Why’s that?” 

“Daisy’s leaving you.” 

“Nonsense.” 

“I am, though,” she said with a visible effort. 

“She’s not leaving me!” Tom’s words suddenly leaned down over Gatsby. “Certainly not for a 

common swindler who’d have to steal the ring he put on her finger.” 

“I won’t stand this!” cried Daisy. “Oh, please let’s get out.” 

“Who are you, anyhow?” broke out Tom. “You’re one of that bunch that hangs around with 

Meyer Wolfshiem—that much I happen to know. I’ve made a little investigation into your 

affairs—and I’ll carry it further tomorrow.” 

“You can suit yourself about that, old sport,” said Gatsby steadily. 

“I found out what your ‘drugstores’ were.” He turned to us and spoke rapidly. “He and this 

Wolfshiem bought up a lot of side-street drugstores here and in Chicago and sold grain alcohol 

over the counter. That’s one of his little stunts. I picked him for a bootlegger the first time I saw 

him, and I wasn’t far wrong.” 

“What about it?” said Gatsby politely. “I guess your friend Walter Chase wasn’t too proud to 

come in on it.” 

“And you left him in the lurch, didn’t you? You let him go to jail for a month over in New 

Jersey. God! You ought to hear Walter on the subject of you.” 

“He came to us dead broke. He was very glad to pick up some money, old sport.” 

“Don’t you call me ‘old sport’!” cried Tom. Gatsby said nothing. “Walter could have you up 

on the betting laws too, but Wolfshiem scared him into shutting his mouth.” 

That unfamiliar yet recognizable look was back again in Gatsby’s face. 

“That drugstore business was just small change,” continued Tom slowly, “but you’ve got 

something on now that Walter’s afraid to tell me about.” 

I glanced at Daisy, who was staring terrified between Gatsby and her husband, and at Jordan, 

who had begun to balance an invisible but absorbing object on the tip of her chin. Then I turned 

back to Gatsby—and was startled at his expression. He looked—and this is said in all contempt 

for the babbled slander of his garden—as if he had “killed a man.” For a moment the set of his 

face could be described in just that fantastic way. 

It passed, and he began to talk excitedly to Daisy, denying everything, defending his name 

against accusations that had not been made. But with every word she was drawing further and 

further into herself, so he gave that up, and only the dead dream fought on as the afternoon 

slipped away, trying to touch what was no longer tangible, struggling unhappily, undespairingly, 

toward that lost voice across the room. 

The voice begged again to go. 

“Please, Tom! I can’t stand this any more.” 

Her frightened eyes told that whatever intentions, whatever courage she had had, were 

definitely gone. 



“You two start on home, Daisy,” said Tom. “In Mr. Gatsby’s car.” 

She looked at Tom, alarmed now, but he insisted with magnanimous scorn. 

“Go on. He won’t annoy you. I think he realizes that his presumptuous little flirtation is over.” 

They were gone, without a word, snapped out, made accidental, isolated, like ghosts, even 

from our pity. 

After a moment Tom got up and began wrapping the unopened bottle of whisky in the towel. 

“Want any of this stuff? Jordan?… Nick?” 

I didn’t answer. 

“Nick?” He asked again. 

“What?” 

“Want any?” 

“No… I just remembered that today’s my birthday.” 

I was thirty. Before me stretched the portentous, menacing road of a new decade. 

It was seven o’clock when we got into the coupé with him and started for Long Island. Tom 

talked incessantly, exulting and laughing, but his voice was as remote from Jordan and me as the 

foreign clamour on the sidewalk or the tumult of the elevated overhead. Human sympathy has its 

limits, and we were content to let all their tragic arguments fade with the city lights behind. 

Thirty—the promise of a decade of loneliness, a thinning list of single men to know, a thinning 

briefcase of enthusiasm, thinning hair. But there was Jordan beside me, who, unlike Daisy, was 

too wise ever to carry well-forgotten dreams from age to age. As we passed over the dark bridge 

her wan face fell lazily against my coat’s shoulder and the formidable stroke of thirty died away 

with the reassuring pressure of her hand. 

So we drove on toward death through the cooling twilight. 

 

The young Greek, Michaelis, who ran the coffee joint beside the ash-heaps was the principal 

witness at the inquest. He had slept through the heat until after five, when he strolled over to the 

garage, and found George Wilson sick in his office—really sick, pale as his own pale hair and 

shaking all over. Michaelis advised him to go to bed, but Wilson refused, saying that he’d miss a 

lot of business if he did. While his neighbour was trying to persuade him a violent racket broke 

out overhead. 

“I’ve got my wife locked in up there,” explained Wilson calmly. “She’s going to stay there till 

the day after tomorrow, and then we’re going to move away.” 

Michaelis was astonished; they had been neighbours for four years, and Wilson had never 

seemed faintly capable of such a statement. Generally he was one of these worn-out men: when 

he wasn’t working, he sat on a chair in the doorway and stared at the people and the cars that 

passed along the road. When anyone spoke to him he invariably laughed in an agreeable, 

colourless way. He was his wife’s man and not his own. 

So naturally Michaelis tried to find out what had happened, but Wilson wouldn’t say a word—

instead he began to throw curious, suspicious glances at his visitor and ask him what he’d been 

doing at certain times on certain days. Just as the latter was getting uneasy, some workmen came 

past the door bound for his restaurant, and Michaelis took the opportunity to get away, intending 

to come back later. But he didn’t. He supposed he forgot to, that’s all. When he came outside 

again, a little after seven, he was reminded of the conversation because he heard Mrs. Wilson’s 

voice, loud and scolding, downstairs in the garage. 



“Beat me!” he heard her cry. “Throw me down and beat me, you dirty little coward!” 

A moment later she rushed out into the dusk, waving her hands and shouting—before he could 

move from his door the business was over. 

The “death car” as the newspapers called it, didn’t stop; it came out of the gathering darkness, 

wavered tragically for a moment, and then disappeared around the next bend. Mavro Michaelis 

wasn’t even sure of its colour—he told the first policeman that it was light green. The other car, 

the one going toward New York, came to rest a hundred yards beyond, and its driver hurried 

back to where Myrtle Wilson, her life violently extinguished, knelt in the road and mingled her 

thick dark blood with the dust. 

Michaelis and this man reached her first, but when they had torn open her shirtwaist, still 

damp with perspiration, they saw that her left breast was swinging loose like a flap, and there 

was no need to listen for the heart beneath. The mouth was wide open and ripped a little at the 

corners, as though she had choked a little in giving up the tremendous vitality she had stored so 

long. 

 

We saw the three or four automobiles and the crowd when we were still some distance away. 

“Wreck!” said Tom. “That’s good. Wilson’ll have a little business at last.” 

He slowed down, but still without any intention of stopping, until, as we came nearer, the 

hushed, intent faces of the people at the garage door made him automatically put on the brakes. 

“We’ll take a look,” he said doubtfully, “just a look.” 

I became aware now of a hollow, wailing sound which issued incessantly from the garage, a 

sound which as we got out of the coupé and walked toward the door resolved itself into the 

words “Oh, my God!” uttered over and over in a gasping moan. 

“There’s some bad trouble here,” said Tom excitedly. 

He reached up on tiptoes and peered over a circle of heads into the garage, which was lit only 

by a yellow light in a swinging metal basket overhead. Then he made a harsh sound in his throat, 

and with a violent thrusting movement of his powerful arms pushed his way through. 

The circle closed up again with a running murmur of expostulation; it was a minute before I 

could see anything at all. Then new arrivals deranged the line, and Jordan and I were pushed 

suddenly inside. 

Myrtle Wilson’s body, wrapped in a blanket, and then in another blanket, as though she 

suffered from a chill in the hot night, lay on a worktable by the wall, and Tom, with his back to 

us, was bending over it, motionless. Next to him stood a motorcycle policeman taking down 

names with much sweat and correction in a little book. At first I couldn’t find the source of the 

high, groaning words that echoed clamorously through the bare garage—then I saw Wilson 

standing on the raised threshold of his office, swaying back and forth and holding to the 

doorposts with both hands. Some man was talking to him in a low voice and attempting, from 

time to time, to lay a hand on his shoulder, but Wilson neither heard nor saw. His eyes would 

drop slowly from the swinging light to the laden table by the wall, and then jerk back to the light 

again, and he gave out incessantly his high, horrible call: 

“Oh, my Ga-od! Oh, my Ga-od! Oh, Ga-od! Oh, my Ga-od!” 

Presently Tom lifted his head with a jerk and, after staring around the garage with glazed eyes, 

addressed a mumbled incoherent remark to the policeman. 

“M-a-v—” the policeman was saying, “—o—” 



“No, r—” corrected the man, “M-a-v-r-o—” 

“Listen to me!” muttered Tom fiercely. 

“r—” said the policeman, “o—” 

“g—” 

“g—” He looked up as Tom’s broad hand fell sharply on his shoulder. “What you want, 

fella?” 

“What happened?—that’s what I want to know.” 

“Auto hit her. Ins’antly killed.” 

“Instantly killed,” repeated Tom, staring. 

“She ran out ina road. Son-of-a-bitch didn’t even stopus car.” 

“There was two cars,” said Michaelis, “one comin’, one goin’, see?” 

“Going where?” asked the policeman keenly. 

“One goin’ each way. Well, she”—his hand rose toward the blankets but stopped halfway and 

fell to his side—“she ran out there an’ the one comin’ from N’York knock right into her, goin’ 

thirty or forty miles an hour.” 

“What’s the name of this place here?” demanded the officer. 

“Hasn’t got any name.” 

A pale well-dressed negro stepped near. 

“It was a yellow car,” he said, “big yellow car. New.” 

“See the accident?” asked the policeman. 

“No, but the car passed me down the road, going faster’n forty. Going fifty, sixty.” 

“Come here and let’s have your name. Look out now. I want to get his name.” 

Some words of this conversation must have reached Wilson, swaying in the office door, for 

suddenly a new theme found voice among his grasping cries: 

“You don’t have to tell me what kind of car it was! I know what kind of car it was!” 

Watching Tom, I saw the wad of muscle back of his shoulder tighten under his coat. He 

walked quickly over to Wilson and, standing in front of him, seized him firmly by the upper 

arms. 

“You’ve got to pull yourself together,” he said with soothing gruffness. 

Wilson’s eyes fell upon Tom; he started up on his tiptoes and then would have collapsed to his 

knees had not Tom held him upright. 

“Listen,” said Tom, shaking him a little. “I just got here a minute ago, from New York. I was 

bringing you that coupé we’ve been talking about. That yellow car I was driving this afternoon 

wasn’t mine—do you hear? I haven’t seen it all afternoon.” 

Only the negro and I were near enough to hear what he said, but the policeman caught 

something in the tone and looked over with truculent eyes. 

“What’s all that?” he demanded. 

“I’m a friend of his.” Tom turned his head but kept his hands firm on Wilson’s body. “He says 

he knows the car that did it… It was a yellow car.” 

Some dim impulse moved the policeman to look suspiciously at Tom. 

“And what colour’s your car?” 

“It’s a blue car, a coupé.” 

“We’ve come straight from New York,” I said. 

Someone who had been driving a little behind us confirmed this, and the policeman turned 

away. 

“Now, if you’ll let me have that name again correct—” 



Picking up Wilson like a doll, Tom carried him into the office, set him down in a chair, and 

came back. 

“If somebody’ll come here and sit with him,” he snapped authoritatively. He watched while 

the two men standing closest glanced at each other and went unwillingly into the room. Then 

Tom shut the door on them and came down the single step, his eyes avoiding the table. As he 

passed close to me he whispered: “Let’s get out.” 

Self-consciously, with his authoritative arms breaking the way, we pushed through the still 

gathering crowd, passing a hurried doctor, case in hand, who had been sent for in wild hope half 

an hour ago. 

Tom drove slowly until we were beyond the bend—then his foot came down hard, and the 

coupé raced along through the night. In a little while I heard a low husky sob, and saw that the 

tears were overflowing down his face. 

“The God damned coward!” he whimpered. “He didn’t even stop his car.” 

 

The Buchanans’ house floated suddenly toward us through the dark rustling trees. Tom stopped 

beside the porch and looked up at the second floor, where two windows bloomed with light 

among the vines. 

“Daisy’s home,” he said. As we got out of the car he glanced at me and frowned slightly. 

“I ought to have dropped you in West Egg, Nick. There’s nothing we can do tonight.” 

A change had come over him, and he spoke gravely, and with decision. As we walked across 

the moonlight gravel to the porch he disposed of the situation in a few brisk phrases. 

“I’ll telephone for a taxi to take you home, and while you’re waiting you and Jordan better go 

in the kitchen and have them get you some supper—if you want any.” He opened the door. 

“Come in.” 

“No, thanks. But I’d be glad if you’d order me the taxi. I’ll wait outside.” 

Jordan put her hand on my arm. 

“Won’t you come in, Nick?” 

“No, thanks.” 

I was feeling a little sick and I wanted to be alone. But Jordan lingered for a moment more. 

“It’s only half-past nine,” she said. 

I’d be damned if I’d go in; I’d had enough of all of them for one day, and suddenly that 

included Jordan too. She must have seen something of this in my expression, for she turned 

abruptly away and ran up the porch steps into the house. I sat down for a few minutes with my 

head in my hands, until I heard the phone taken up inside and the butler’s voice calling a taxi. 

Then I walked slowly down the drive away from the house, intending to wait by the gate. 

I hadn’t gone twenty yards when I heard my name and Gatsby stepped from between two 

bushes into the path. I must have felt pretty weird by that time, because I could think of nothing 

except the luminosity of his pink suit under the moon. 

“What are you doing?” I inquired. 

“Just standing here, old sport.” 

Somehow, that seemed a despicable occupation. For all I knew he was going to rob the house 

in a moment; I wouldn’t have been surprised to see sinister faces, the faces of “Wolfshiem’s 

people,” behind him in the dark shrubbery. 

“Did you see any trouble on the road?” he asked after a minute. 



“Yes.” 

He hesitated. 

“Was she killed?” 

“Yes.” 

“I thought so; I told Daisy I thought so. It’s better that the shock should all come at once. She 

stood it pretty well.” 

He spoke as if Daisy’s reaction was the only thing that mattered. 

“I got to West Egg by a side road,” he went on, “and left the car in my garage. I don’t think 

anybody saw us, but of course I can’t be sure.” 

I disliked him so much by this time that I didn’t find it necessary to tell him he was wrong. 

“Who was the woman?” he inquired. 

“Her name was Wilson. Her husband owns the garage. How the devil did it happen?” 

“Well, I tried to swing the wheel—” He broke off, and suddenly I guessed at the truth. 

“Was Daisy driving?” 

“Yes,” he said after a moment, “but of course I’ll say I was. You see, when we left New York 

she was very nervous and she thought it would steady her to drive—and this woman rushed out 

at us just as we were passing a car coming the other way. It all happened in a minute, but it 

seemed to me that she wanted to speak to us, thought we were somebody she knew. Well, first 

Daisy turned away from the woman toward the other car, and then she lost her nerve and turned 

back. The second my hand reached the wheel I felt the shock—it must have killed her instantly.” 

“It ripped her open—” 

“Don’t tell me, old sport.” He winced. “Anyhow—Daisy stepped on it. I tried to make her 

stop, but she couldn’t, so I pulled on the emergency brake. Then she fell over into my lap and I 

drove on. 

“She’ll be all right tomorrow,” he said presently. “I’m just going to wait here and see if he 

tries to bother her about that unpleasantness this afternoon. She’s locked herself into her room, 

and if he tries any brutality she’s going to turn the light out and on again.” 

“He won’t touch her,” I said. “He’s not thinking about her.” 

“I don’t trust him, old sport.” 

“How long are you going to wait?” 

“All night, if necessary. Anyhow, till they all go to bed.” 

A new point of view occurred to me. Suppose Tom found out that Daisy had been driving. He 

might think he saw a connection in it—he might think anything. I looked at the house; there were 

two or three bright windows downstairs and the pink glow from Daisy’s room on the ground 

floor. 

“You wait here,” I said. “I’ll see if there’s any sign of a commotion.” 

I walked back along the border of the lawn, traversed the gravel softly, and tiptoed up the 

veranda steps. The drawing-room curtains were open, and I saw that the room was empty. 

Crossing the porch where we had dined that June night three months before, I came to a small 

rectangle of light which I guessed was the pantry window. The blind was drawn, but I found a 

rift at the sill. 

Daisy and Tom were sitting opposite each other at the kitchen table, with a plate of cold fried 

chicken between them, and two bottles of ale. He was talking intently across the table at her, and 

in his earnestness his hand had fallen upon and covered her own. Once in a while she looked up 

at him and nodded in agreement. 



They weren’t happy, and neither of them had touched the chicken or the ale—and yet they 

weren’t unhappy either. There was an unmistakable air of natural intimacy about the picture, and 

anybody would have said that they were conspiring together. 

As I tiptoed from the porch I heard my taxi feeling its way along the dark road toward the 

house. Gatsby was waiting where I had left him in the drive. 

“Is it all quiet up there?” he asked anxiously. 

“Yes, it’s all quiet.” I hesitated. “You’d better come home and get some sleep.” 

He shook his head. 

“I want to wait here till Daisy goes to bed. Good night, old sport.” 

He put his hands in his coat pockets and turned back eagerly to his scrutiny of the house, as 

though my presence marred the sacredness of the vigil. So I walked away and left him standing 

there in the moonlight—watching over nothing. 

  



VIII 

I couldn’t sleep all night; a foghorn was groaning incessantly on the Sound, and I tossed half-

sick between grotesque reality and savage, frightening dreams. Toward dawn I heard a taxi go up 

Gatsby’s drive, and immediately I jumped out of bed and began to dress—I felt that I had 

something to tell him, something to warn him about, and morning would be too late. 

Crossing his lawn, I saw that his front door was still open and he was leaning against a table in 

the hall, heavy with dejection or sleep. 

“Nothing happened,” he said wanly. “I waited, and about four o’clock she came to the window 

and stood there for a minute and then turned out the light.” 

His house had never seemed so enormous to me as it did that night when we hunted through 

the great rooms for cigarettes. We pushed aside curtains that were like pavilions, and felt over 

innumerable feet of dark wall for electric light switches—once I tumbled with a sort of splash 

upon the keys of a ghostly piano. There was an inexplicable amount of dust everywhere, and the 

rooms were musty, as though they hadn’t been aired for many days. I found the humidor on an 

unfamiliar table, with two stale, dry cigarettes inside. Throwing open the French windows of the 

drawing-room, we sat smoking out into the darkness. 

“You ought to go away,” I said. “It’s pretty certain they’ll trace your car.” 

“Go away now, old sport?” 

“Go to Atlantic City for a week, or up to Montreal.” 

He wouldn’t consider it. He couldn’t possibly leave Daisy until he knew what she was going 

to do. He was clutching at some last hope and I couldn’t bear to shake him free. 

It was this night that he told me the strange story of his youth with Dan Cody—told it to me 

because “Jay Gatsby” had broken up like glass against Tom’s hard malice, and the long secret 

extravaganza was played out. I think that he would have acknowledged anything now, without 

reserve, but he wanted to talk about Daisy. 

She was the first “nice” girl he had ever known. In various unrevealed capacities he had come 

in contact with such people, but always with indiscernible barbed wire between. He found her 

excitingly desirable. He went to her house, at first with other officers from Camp Taylor, then 

alone. It amazed him—he had never been in such a beautiful house before. But what gave it an 

air of breathless intensity, was that Daisy lived there—it was as casual a thing to her as his tent 

out at camp was to him. There was a ripe mystery about it, a hint of bedrooms upstairs more 

beautiful and cool than other bedrooms, of gay and radiant activities taking place through its 

corridors, and of romances that were not musty and laid away already in lavender but fresh and 

breathing and redolent of this year’s shining motorcars and of dances whose flowers were 

scarcely withered. It excited him, too, that many men had already loved Daisy—it increased her 

value in his eyes. He felt their presence all about the house, pervading the air with the shades and 

echoes of still vibrant emotions. 

But he knew that he was in Daisy’s house by a colossal accident. However glorious might be 

his future as Jay Gatsby, he was at present a penniless young man without a past, and at any 

moment the invisible cloak of his uniform might slip from his shoulders. So he made the most of 

his time. He took what he could get, ravenously and unscrupulously—eventually he took Daisy 

one still October night, took her because he had no real right to touch her hand. 

He might have despised himself, for he had certainly taken her under false pretences. I don’t 

mean that he had traded on his phantom millions, but he had deliberately given Daisy a sense of 

security; he let her believe that he was a person from much the same strata as herself—that he 



was fully able to take care of her. As a matter of fact, he had no such facilities—he had no 

comfortable family standing behind him, and he was liable at the whim of an impersonal 

government to be blown anywhere about the world. 

But he didn’t despise himself and it didn’t turn out as he had imagined. He had intended, 

probably, to take what he could and go—but now he found that he had committed himself to the 

following of a grail. He knew that Daisy was extraordinary, but he didn’t realize just how 

extraordinary a “nice” girl could be. She vanished into her rich house, into her rich, full life, 

leaving Gatsby—nothing. He felt married to her, that was all. 

When they met again, two days later, it was Gatsby who was breathless, who was, somehow, 

betrayed. Her porch was bright with the bought luxury of star-shine; the wicker of the settee 

squeaked fashionably as she turned toward him and he kissed her curious and lovely mouth. She 

had caught a cold, and it made her voice huskier and more charming than ever, and Gatsby was 

overwhelmingly aware of the youth and mystery that wealth imprisons and preserves, of the 

freshness of many clothes, and of Daisy, gleaming like silver, safe and proud above the hot 

struggles of the poor. 

 

“I can’t describe to you how surprised I was to find out I loved her, old sport. I even hoped for a 

while that she’d throw me over, but she didn’t, because she was in love with me too. She thought 

I knew a lot because I knew different things from her… Well, there I was, way off my ambitions, 

getting deeper in love every minute, and all of a sudden I didn’t care. What was the use of doing 

great things if I could have a better time telling her what I was going to do?” 

On the last afternoon before he went abroad, he sat with Daisy in his arms for a long, silent 

time. It was a cold fall day, with fire in the room and her cheeks flushed. Now and then she 

moved and he changed his arm a little, and once he kissed her dark shining hair. The afternoon 

had made them tranquil for a while, as if to give them a deep memory for the long parting the 

next day promised. They had never been closer in their month of love, nor communicated more 

profoundly one with another, than when she brushed silent lips against his coat’s shoulder or 

when he touched the end of her fingers, gently, as though she were asleep. 

 

He did extraordinarily well in the war. He was a captain before he went to the front, and 

following the Argonne battles he got his majority and the command of the divisional machine-

guns. After the armistice he tried frantically to get home, but some complication or 

misunderstanding sent him to Oxford instead. He was worried now—there was a quality of 

nervous despair in Daisy’s letters. She didn’t see why he couldn’t come. She was feeling the 

pressure of the world outside, and she wanted to see him and feel his presence beside her and be 

reassured that she was doing the right thing after all. 

For Daisy was young and her artificial world was redolent of orchids and pleasant, cheerful 

snobbery and orchestras which set the rhythm of the year, summing up the sadness and 

suggestiveness of life in new tunes. All night the saxophones wailed the hopeless comment of the 

“Beale Street Blues” while a hundred pairs of golden and silver slippers shuffled the shining 

dust. At the grey tea hour there were always rooms that throbbed incessantly with this low, sweet 



fever, while fresh faces drifted here and there like rose petals blown by the sad horns around the 

floor. 

Through this twilight universe Daisy began to move again with the season; suddenly she was 

again keeping half a dozen dates a day with half a dozen men, and drowsing asleep at dawn with 

the beads and chiffon of an evening-dress tangled among dying orchids on the floor beside her 

bed. And all the time something within her was crying for a decision. She wanted her life shaped 

now, immediately—and the decision must be made by some force—of love, of money, of 

unquestionable practicality—that was close at hand. 

That force took shape in the middle of spring with the arrival of Tom Buchanan. There was a 

wholesome bulkiness about his person and his position, and Daisy was flattered. Doubtless there 

was a certain struggle and a certain relief. The letter reached Gatsby while he was still at Oxford. 

 

It was dawn now on Long Island and we went about opening the rest of the windows downstairs, 

filling the house with grey-turning, gold-turning light. The shadow of a tree fell abruptly across 

the dew and ghostly birds began to sing among the blue leaves. There was a slow, pleasant 

movement in the air, scarcely a wind, promising a cool, lovely day. 

“I don’t think she ever loved him.” Gatsby turned around from a window and looked at me 

challengingly. “You must remember, old sport, she was very excited this afternoon. He told her 

those things in a way that frightened her—that made it look as if I was some kind of cheap 

sharper. And the result was she hardly knew what she was saying.” 

He sat down gloomily. 

“Of course she might have loved him just for a minute, when they were first married—and 

loved me more even then, do you see?” 

Suddenly he came out with a curious remark. 

“In any case,” he said, “it was just personal.” 

What could you make of that, except to suspect some intensity in his conception of the affair 

that couldn’t be measured? 

He came back from France when Tom and Daisy were still on their wedding trip, and made a 

miserable but irresistible journey to Louisville on the last of his army pay. He stayed there a 

week, walking the streets where their footsteps had clicked together through the November night 

and revisiting the out-of-the-way places to which they had driven in her white car. Just as 

Daisy’s house had always seemed to him more mysterious and gay than other houses, so his idea 

of the city itself, even though she was gone from it, was pervaded with a melancholy beauty. 

He left feeling that if he had searched harder, he might have found her—that he was leaving 

her behind. The day-coach—he was penniless now—was hot. He went out to the open vestibule 

and sat down on a folding-chair, and the station slid away and the backs of unfamiliar buildings 

moved by. Then out into the spring fields, where a yellow trolley raced them for a minute with 

people in it who might once have seen the pale magic of her face along the casual street. 

The track curved and now it was going away from the sun, which, as it sank lower, seemed to 

spread itself in benediction over the vanishing city where she had drawn her breath. He stretched 

out his hand desperately as if to snatch only a wisp of air, to save a fragment of the spot that she 

had made lovely for him. But it was all going by too fast now for his blurred eyes and he knew 

that he had lost that part of it, the freshest and the best, forever. 



It was nine o’clock when we finished breakfast and went out on the porch. The night had made 

a sharp difference in the weather and there was an autumn flavour in the air. The gardener, the 

last one of Gatsby’s former servants, came to the foot of the steps. 

“I’m going to drain the pool today, Mr. Gatsby. Leaves’ll start falling pretty soon, and then 

there’s always trouble with the pipes.” 

“Don’t do it today,” Gatsby answered. He turned to me apologetically. “You know, old sport, 

I’ve never used that pool all summer?” 

I looked at my watch and stood up. 

“Twelve minutes to my train.” 

I didn’t want to go to the city. I wasn’t worth a decent stroke of work, but it was more than 

that—I didn’t want to leave Gatsby. I missed that train, and then another, before I could get 

myself away. 

“I’ll call you up,” I said finally. 

“Do, old sport.” 

“I’ll call you about noon.” 

We walked slowly down the steps. 

“I suppose Daisy’ll call too.” He looked at me anxiously, as if he hoped I’d corroborate this. 

“I suppose so.” 

“Well, goodbye.” 

We shook hands and I started away. Just before I reached the hedge I remembered something 

and turned around. 

“They’re a rotten crowd,” I shouted across the lawn. “You’re worth the whole damn bunch put 

together.” 

I’ve always been glad I said that. It was the only compliment I ever gave him, because I 

disapproved of him from beginning to end. First he nodded politely, and then his face broke into 

that radiant and understanding smile, as if we’d been in ecstatic cahoots on that fact all the time. 

His gorgeous pink rag of a suit made a bright spot of colour against the white steps, and I thought 

of the night when I first came to his ancestral home, three months before. The lawn and drive had 

been crowded with the faces of those who guessed at his corruption—and he had stood on those 

steps, concealing his incorruptible dream, as he waved them goodbye. 

I thanked him for his hospitality. We were always thanking him for that—I and the others. 

“Goodbye,” I called. “I enjoyed breakfast, Gatsby.” 

 

Up in the city, I tried for a while to list the quotations on an interminable amount of stock, then I 

fell asleep in my swivel-chair. Just before noon the phone woke me, and I started up with sweat 

breaking out on my forehead. It was Jordan Baker; she often called me up at this hour because 

the uncertainty of her own movements between hotels and clubs and private houses made her 

hard to find in any other way. Usually her voice came over the wire as something fresh and cool, 

as if a divot from a green golf-links had come sailing in at the office window, but this morning it 

seemed harsh and dry. 

“I’ve left Daisy’s house,” she said. “I’m at Hempstead, and I’m going down to Southampton 

this afternoon.” 

Probably it had been tactful to leave Daisy’s house, but the act annoyed me, and her next 

remark made me rigid. 



“You weren’t so nice to me last night.” 

“How could it have mattered then?” 

Silence for a moment. Then: 

“However—I want to see you.” 

“I want to see you, too.” 

“Suppose I don’t go to Southampton, and come into town this afternoon?” 

“No—I don’t think this afternoon.” 

“Very well.” 

“It’s impossible this afternoon. Various—” 

We talked like that for a while, and then abruptly we weren’t talking any longer. I don’t know 

which of us hung up with a sharp click, but I know I didn’t care. I couldn’t have talked to her 

across a tea-table that day if I never talked to her again in this world. 

I called Gatsby’s house a few minutes later, but the line was busy. I tried four times; finally an 

exasperated central told me the wire was being kept open for long distance from Detroit. Taking 

out my timetable, I drew a small circle around the three-fifty train. Then I leaned back in my 

chair and tried to think. It was just noon. 

 

When I passed the ash-heaps on the train that morning I had crossed deliberately to the other side 

of the car. I supposed there’d be a curious crowd around there all day with little boys searching 

for dark spots in the dust, and some garrulous man telling over and over what had happened, 

until it became less and less real even to him and he could tell it no longer, and Myrtle Wilson’s 

tragic achievement was forgotten. Now I want to go back a little and tell what happened at the 

garage after we left there the night before. 

They had difficulty in locating the sister, Catherine. She must have broken her rule against 

drinking that night, for when she arrived she was stupid with liquor and unable to understand that 

the ambulance had already gone to Flushing. When they convinced her of this, she immediately 

fainted, as if that was the intolerable part of the affair. Someone, kind or curious, took her in his 

car and drove her in the wake of her sister’s body. 

Until long after midnight a changing crowd lapped up against the front of the garage, while 

George Wilson rocked himself back and forth on the couch inside. For a while the door of the 

office was open, and everyone who came into the garage glanced irresistibly through it. Finally 

someone said it was a shame, and closed the door. Michaelis and several other men were with 

him; first, four or five men, later two or three men. Still later Michaelis had to ask the last 

stranger to wait there fifteen minutes longer, while he went back to his own place and made a pot 

of coffee. After that, he stayed there alone with Wilson until dawn. 

About three o’clock the quality of Wilson’s incoherent muttering changed—he grew quieter 

and began to talk about the yellow car. He announced that he had a way of finding out whom the 

yellow car belonged to, and then he blurted out that a couple of months ago his wife had come 

from the city with her face bruised and her nose swollen. 

But when he heard himself say this, he flinched and began to cry “Oh, my God!” again in his 

groaning voice. Michaelis made a clumsy attempt to distract him. 

“How long have you been married, George? Come on there, try and sit still a minute, and 

answer my question. How long have you been married?” 

“Twelve years.” 



“Ever had any children? Come on, George, sit still—I asked you a question. Did you ever 

have any children?” 

The hard brown beetles kept thudding against the dull light, and whenever Michaelis heard a 

car go tearing along the road outside it sounded to him like the car that hadn’t stopped a few 

hours before. He didn’t like to go into the garage, because the work bench was stained where the 

body had been lying, so he moved uncomfortably around the office—he knew every object in it 

before morning—and from time to time sat down beside Wilson trying to keep him more quiet. 

“Have you got a church you go to sometimes, George? Maybe even if you haven’t been there 

for a long time? Maybe I could call up the church and get a priest to come over and he could talk 

to you, see?” 

“Don’t belong to any.” 

“You ought to have a church, George, for times like this. You must have gone to church once. 

Didn’t you get married in a church? Listen, George, listen to me. Didn’t you get married in a 

church?” 

“That was a long time ago.” 

The effort of answering broke the rhythm of his rocking—for a moment he was silent. Then 

the same half-knowing, half-bewildered look came back into his faded eyes. 

“Look in the drawer there,” he said, pointing at the desk. 

“Which drawer?” 

“That drawer—that one.” 

Michaelis opened the drawer nearest his hand. There was nothing in it but a small, expensive 

dog-leash, made of leather and braided silver. It was apparently new. 

“This?” he inquired, holding it up. 

Wilson stared and nodded. 

“I found it yesterday afternoon. She tried to tell me about it, but I knew it was something 

funny.” 

“You mean your wife bought it?” 

“She had it wrapped in tissue paper on her bureau.” 

Michaelis didn’t see anything odd in that, and he gave Wilson a dozen reasons why his wife 

might have bought the dog-leash. But conceivably Wilson had heard some of these same 

explanations before, from Myrtle, because he began saying “Oh, my God!” again in a whisper—

his comforter left several explanations in the air. 

“Then he killed her,” said Wilson. His mouth dropped open suddenly. 

“Who did?” 

“I have a way of finding out.” 

“You’re morbid, George,” said his friend. “This has been a strain to you and you don’t know 

what you’re saying. You’d better try and sit quiet till morning.” 

“He murdered her.” 

“It was an accident, George.” 

Wilson shook his head. His eyes narrowed and his mouth widened slightly with the ghost of a 

superior “Hm!” 

“I know,” he said definitely. “I’m one of these trusting fellas and I don’t think any harm 

to nobody, but when I get to know a thing I know it. It was the man in that car. She ran out to 

speak to him and he wouldn’t stop.” 



Michaelis had seen this too, but it hadn’t occurred to him that there was any special 

significance in it. He believed that Mrs. Wilson had been running away from her husband, rather 

than trying to stop any particular car. 

“How could she of been like that?” 

“She’s a deep one,” said Wilson, as if that answered the question. “Ah-h-h—” 

He began to rock again, and Michaelis stood twisting the leash in his hand. 

“Maybe you got some friend that I could telephone for, George?” 

This was a forlorn hope—he was almost sure that Wilson had no friend: there was not enough 

of him for his wife. He was glad a little later when he noticed a change in the room, a blue 

quickening by the window, and realized that dawn wasn’t far off. About five o’clock it was blue 

enough outside to snap off the light. 

Wilson’s glazed eyes turned out to the ash-heaps, where small grey clouds took on fantastic 

shapes and scurried here and there in the faint dawn wind. 

“I spoke to her,” he muttered, after a long silence. “I told her she might fool me but she 

couldn’t fool God. I took her to the window”—with an effort he got up and walked to the rear 

window and leaned with his face pressed against it—“and I said ‘God knows what you’ve been 

doing, everything you’ve been doing. You may fool me, but you can’t fool God!’ ” 

Standing behind him, Michaelis saw with a shock that he was looking at the eyes of Doctor T. 

J. Eckleburg, which had just emerged, pale and enormous, from the dissolving night. 

“God sees everything,” repeated Wilson. 

“That’s an advertisement,” Michaelis assured him. Something made him turn away from the 

window and look back into the room. But Wilson stood there a long time, his face close to the 

window pane, nodding into the twilight. 

 

By six o’clock Michaelis was worn out, and grateful for the sound of a car stopping outside. It 

was one of the watchers of the night before who had promised to come back, so he cooked 

breakfast for three, which he and the other man ate together. Wilson was quieter now, and 

Michaelis went home to sleep; when he awoke four hours later and hurried back to the garage, 

Wilson was gone. 

His movements—he was on foot all the time—were afterward traced to Port Roosevelt and 

then to Gad’s Hill, where he bought a sandwich that he didn’t eat, and a cup of coffee. He must 

have been tired and walking slowly, for he didn’t reach Gad’s Hill until noon. Thus far there was 

no difficulty in accounting for his time—there were boys who had seen a man “acting sort of 

crazy,” and motorists at whom he stared oddly from the side of the road. Then for three hours he 

disappeared from view. The police, on the strength of what he said to Michaelis, that he “had a 

way of finding out,” supposed that he spent that time going from garage to garage thereabout, 

inquiring for a yellow car. On the other hand, no garage man who had seen him ever came 

forward, and perhaps he had an easier, surer way of finding out what he wanted to know. By 

half-past two he was in West Egg, where he asked someone the way to Gatsby’s house. So by 

that time he knew Gatsby’s name. 

 



At two o’clock Gatsby put on his bathing-suit and left word with the butler that if anyone phoned 

word was to be brought to him at the pool. He stopped at the garage for a pneumatic mattress that 

had amused his guests during the summer, and the chauffeur helped him to pump it up. Then he 

gave instructions that the open car wasn’t to be taken out under any circumstances—and this was 

strange, because the front right fender needed repair. 

Gatsby shouldered the mattress and started for the pool. Once he stopped and shifted it a little, 

and the chauffeur asked him if he needed help, but he shook his head and in a moment 

disappeared among the yellowing trees. 

No telephone message arrived, but the butler went without his sleep and waited for it until four 

o’clock—until long after there was anyone to give it to if it came. I have an idea that Gatsby 

himself didn’t believe it would come, and perhaps he no longer cared. If that was true he must 

have felt that he had lost the old warm world, paid a high price for living too long with a single 

dream. He must have looked up at an unfamiliar sky through frightening leaves and shivered as 

he found what a grotesque thing a rose is and how raw the sunlight was upon the scarcely created 

grass. A new world, material without being real, where poor ghosts, breathing dreams like air, 

drifted fortuitously about… like that ashen, fantastic figure gliding toward him through the 

amorphous trees. 

The chauffeur—he was one of Wolfshiem’s protégés—heard the shots—afterwards he could 

only say that he hadn’t thought anything much about them. I drove from the station directly to 

Gatsby’s house and my rushing anxiously up the front steps was the first thing that alarmed 

anyone. But they knew then, I firmly believe. With scarcely a word said, four of us, the 

chauffeur, butler, gardener, and I hurried down to the pool. 

There was a faint, barely perceptible movement of the water as the fresh flow from one end 

urged its way toward the drain at the other. With little ripples that were hardly the shadows of 

waves, the laden mattress moved irregularly down the pool. A small gust of wind that scarcely 

corrugated the surface was enough to disturb its accidental course with its accidental burden. The 

touch of a cluster of leaves revolved it slowly, tracing, like the leg of transit, a thin red circle in 

the water. 

It was after we started with Gatsby toward the house that the gardener saw Wilson’s body a 

little way off in the grass, and the holocaust was complete. 

  



IX 

After two years I remember the rest of that day, and that night and the next day, only as an 

endless drill of police and photographers and newspaper men in and out of Gatsby’s front door. 

A rope stretched across the main gate and a policeman by it kept out the curious, but little boys 

soon discovered that they could enter through my yard, and there were always a few of them 

clustered open-mouthed about the pool. Someone with a positive manner, perhaps a detective, 

used the expression “madman” as he bent over Wilson’s body that afternoon, and the 

adventitious authority of his voice set the key for the newspaper reports next morning. 

Most of those reports were a nightmare—grotesque, circumstantial, eager, and untrue. When 

Michaelis’s testimony at the inquest brought to light Wilson’s suspicions of his wife I thought 

the whole tale would shortly be served up in racy pasquinade—but Catherine, who might have 

said anything, didn’t say a word. She showed a surprising amount of character about it too—

looked at the coroner with determined eyes under that corrected brow of hers, and swore that her 

sister had never seen Gatsby, that her sister was completely happy with her husband, that her 

sister had been into no mischief whatever. She convinced herself of it, and cried into her 

handkerchief, as if the very suggestion was more than she could endure. So Wilson was reduced 

to a man “deranged by grief” in order that the case might remain in its simplest form. And it 

rested there. 

But all this part of it seemed remote and unessential. I found myself on Gatsby’s side, and 

alone. From the moment I telephoned news of the catastrophe to West Egg village, every surmise 

about him, and every practical question, was referred to me. At first I was surprised and 

confused; then, as he lay in his house and didn’t move or breathe or speak, hour upon hour, it 

grew upon me that I was responsible, because no one else was interested—interested, I mean, 

with that intense personal interest to which everyone has some vague right at the end. 

I called up Daisy half an hour after we found him, called her instinctively and without 

hesitation. But she and Tom had gone away early that afternoon, and taken baggage with them. 

“Left no address?” 

“No.” 

“Say when they’d be back?” 

“No.” 

“Any idea where they are? How I could reach them?” 

“I don’t know. Can’t say.” 

I wanted to get somebody for him. I wanted to go into the room where he lay and reassure 

him: “I’ll get somebody for you, Gatsby. Don’t worry. Just trust me and I’ll get somebody for 

you—” 

Meyer Wolfshiem’s name wasn’t in the phone book. The butler gave me his office address on 

Broadway, and I called Information, but by the time I had the number it was long after five, and 

no one answered the phone. 

“Will you ring again?” 

“I’ve rung three times.” 

“It’s very important.” 

“Sorry. I’m afraid no one’s there.” 

I went back to the drawing-room and thought for an instant that they were chance visitors, all 

these official people who suddenly filled it. But, though they drew back the sheet and looked at 

Gatsby with shocked eyes, his protest continued in my brain: 



“Look here, old sport, you’ve got to get somebody for me. You’ve got to try hard. I can’t go 

through this alone.” 

Someone started to ask me questions, but I broke away and going upstairs looked hastily 

through the unlocked parts of his desk—he’d never told me definitely that his parents were dead. 

But there was nothing—only the picture of Dan Cody, a token of forgotten violence, staring 

down from the wall. 

Next morning I sent the butler to New York with a letter to Wolfshiem, which asked for 

information and urged him to come out on the next train. That request seemed superfluous when 

I wrote it. I was sure he’d start when he saw the newspapers, just as I was sure there’d be a wire 

from Daisy before noon—but neither a wire nor Mr. Wolfshiem arrived; no one arrived except 

more police and photographers and newspaper men. When the butler brought back Wolfshiem’s 

answer I began to have a feeling of defiance, of scornful solidarity between Gatsby and me 

against them all. 

Dear Mr. Carraway. This has been one of the most terrible shocks of my life to me I hardly can 

believe it that it is true at all. Such a mad act as that man did should make us all think. I cannot 

come down now as I am tied up in some very important business and cannot get mixed up in this 

thing now. If there is anything I can do a little later let me know in a letter by Edgar. I hardly 

know where I am when I hear about a thing like this and am completely knocked down and out. 

Yours truly 

MEYER WOLFSHIEM 

and then hasty addenda beneath: 

Let me know about the funeral etc do not know his family at all. 

When the phone rang that afternoon and Long Distance said Chicago was calling I thought 

this would be Daisy at last. But the connection came through as a man’s voice, very thin and far 

away. 

“This is Slagle speaking…” 

“Yes?” The name was unfamiliar. 

“Hell of a note, isn’t it? Get my wire?” 

“There haven’t been any wires.” 

“Young Parke’s in trouble,” he said rapidly. “They picked him up when he handed the bonds 

over the counter. They got a circular from New York giving ’em the numbers just five minutes 

before. What d’you know about that, hey? You never can tell in these hick towns—” 

“Hello!” I interrupted breathlessly. “Look here—this isn’t Mr. Gatsby. Mr. Gatsby’s dead.” 

There was a long silence on the other end of the wire, followed by an exclamation… then a 

quick squawk as the connection was broken. 

 

I think it was on the third day that a telegram signed Henry C. Gatz arrived from a town in 

Minnesota. It said only that the sender was leaving immediately and to postpone the funeral until 

he came. 

It was Gatsby’s father, a solemn old man, very helpless and dismayed, bundled up in a long 

cheap ulster against the warm September day. His eyes leaked continuously with excitement, and 

when I took the bag and umbrella from his hands he began to pull so incessantly at his sparse 



grey beard that I had difficulty in getting off his coat. He was on the point of collapse, so I took 

him into the music-room and made him sit down while I sent for something to eat. But he 

wouldn’t eat, and the glass of milk spilled from his trembling hand. 

“I saw it in the Chicago newspaper,” he said. “It was all in the Chicago newspaper. I started 

right away.” 

“I didn’t know how to reach you.” 

His eyes, seeing nothing, moved ceaselessly about the room. 

“It was a madman,” he said. “He must have been mad.” 

“Wouldn’t you like some coffee?” I urged him. 

“I don’t want anything. I’m all right now, Mr.—” 

“Carraway.” 

“Well, I’m all right now. Where have they got Jimmy?” 

I took him into the drawing-room, where his son lay, and left him there. Some little boys had 

come up on the steps and were looking into the hall; when I told them who had arrived, they 

went reluctantly away. 

After a little while Mr. Gatz opened the door and came out, his mouth ajar, his face flushed 

slightly, his eyes leaking isolated and unpunctual tears. He had reached an age where death no 

longer has the quality of ghastly surprise, and when he looked around him now for the first time 

and saw the height and splendour of the hall and the great rooms opening out from it into other 

rooms, his grief began to be mixed with an awed pride. I helped him to a bedroom upstairs; while 

he took off his coat and vest I told him that all arrangements had been deferred until he came. 

“I didn’t know what you’d want, Mr. Gatsby—” 

“Gatz is my name.” 

“—Mr. Gatz. I thought you might want to take the body West.” 

He shook his head. 

“Jimmy always liked it better down East. He rose up to his position in the East. Were you a 

friend of my boy’s, Mr.—?” 

“We were close friends.” 

“He had a big future before him, you know. He was only a young man, but he had a lot of 

brain power here.” 

He touched his head impressively, and I nodded. 

“If he’d of lived, he’d of been a great man. A man like James J. Hill. He’d of helped build up 

the country.” 

“That’s true,” I said, uncomfortably. 

He fumbled at the embroidered coverlet, trying to take it from the bed, and lay down stiffly—

was instantly asleep. 

That night an obviously frightened person called up, and demanded to know who I was before 

he would give his name. 

“This is Mr. Carraway,” I said. 

“Oh!” He sounded relieved. “This is Klipspringer.” 

I was relieved too, for that seemed to promise another friend at Gatsby’s grave. I didn’t want it 

to be in the papers and draw a sightseeing crowd, so I’d been calling up a few people myself. 

They were hard to find. 

“The funeral’s tomorrow,” I said. “Three o’clock, here at the house. I wish you’d tell anybody 

who’d be interested.” 

“Oh, I will,” he broke out hastily. “Of course I’m not likely to see anybody, but if I do.” 



His tone made me suspicious. 

“Of course you’ll be there yourself.” 

“Well, I’ll certainly try. What I called up about is—” 

“Wait a minute,” I interrupted. “How about saying you’ll come?” 

“Well, the fact is—the truth of the matter is that I’m staying with some people up here in 

Greenwich, and they rather expect me to be with them tomorrow. In fact, there’s a sort of picnic 

or something. Of course I’ll do my best to get away.” 

I ejaculated an unrestrained “Huh!” and he must have heard me, for he went on nervously: 

“What I called up about was a pair of shoes I left there. I wonder if it’d be too much trouble to 

have the butler send them on. You see, they’re tennis shoes, and I’m sort of helpless without 

them. My address is care of B. F.—” 

I didn’t hear the rest of the name, because I hung up the receiver. 

After that I felt a certain shame for Gatsby—one gentleman to whom I telephoned implied that 

he had got what he deserved. However, that was my fault, for he was one of those who used to 

sneer most bitterly at Gatsby on the courage of Gatsby’s liquor, and I should have known better 

than to call him. 

The morning of the funeral I went up to New York to see Meyer Wolfshiem; I couldn’t seem 

to reach him any other way. The door that I pushed open, on the advice of an elevator boy, was 

marked “The Swastika Holding Company,” and at first there didn’t seem to be anyone inside. 

But when I’d shouted “hello” several times in vain, an argument broke out behind a partition, 

and presently a lovely Jewess appeared at an interior door and scrutinized me with black hostile 

eyes. 

“Nobody’s in,” she said. “Mr. Wolfshiem’s gone to Chicago.” 

The first part of this was obviously untrue, for someone had begun to whistle “The Rosary,” 

tunelessly, inside. 

“Please say that Mr. Carraway wants to see him.” 

“I can’t get him back from Chicago, can I?” 

At this moment a voice, unmistakably Wolfshiem’s, called “Stella!” from the other side of the 

door. 

“Leave your name on the desk,” she said quickly. “I’ll give it to him when he gets back.” 

“But I know he’s there.” 

She took a step toward me and began to slide her hands indignantly up and down her hips. 

“You young men think you can force your way in here any time,” she scolded. “We’re getting 

sickantired of it. When I say he’s in Chicago, he’s in Chicago.” 

I mentioned Gatsby. 

“Oh-h!” She looked at me over again. “Will you just—What was your name?” 

She vanished. In a moment Meyer Wolfshiem stood solemnly in the doorway, holding out 

both hands. He drew me into his office, remarking in a reverent voice that it was a sad time for 

all of us, and offered me a cigar. 

“My memory goes back to when first I met him,” he said. “A young major just out of the army 

and covered over with medals he got in the war. He was so hard up he had to keep on wearing 

his uniform because he couldn’t buy some regular clothes. First time I saw him was when he 

came into Winebrenner’s poolroom at Forty-third Street and asked for a job. He hadn’t eat 

anything for a couple of days. ‘Come on have some lunch with me,’ I said. He ate more than four 

dollars’ worth of food in half an hour.” 

“Did you start him in business?” I inquired. 



“Start him! I made him.” 

“Oh.” 

“I raised him up out of nothing, right out of the gutter. I saw right away he was a fine-

appearing, gentlemanly young man, and when he told me he was at Oggsford I knew I could use 

him good. I got him to join the American Legion and he used to stand high there. Right off he 

did some work for a client of mine up to Albany. We were so thick like that in everything”—he 

held up two bulbous fingers—“always together.” 

I wondered if this partnership had included the World’s Series transaction in 1919. 

“Now he’s dead,” I said after a moment. “You were his closest friend, so I know you’ll want 

to come to his funeral this afternoon.” 

“I’d like to come.” 

“Well, come then.” 

The hair in his nostrils quivered slightly, and as he shook his head his eyes filled with tears. 

“I can’t do it—I can’t get mixed up in it,” he said. 

“There’s nothing to get mixed up in. It’s all over now.” 

“When a man gets killed I never like to get mixed up in it in any way. I keep out. When I was 

a young man it was different—if a friend of mine died, no matter how, I stuck with them to the 

end. You may think that’s sentimental, but I mean it—to the bitter end.” 

I saw that for some reason of his own he was determined not to come, so I stood up. 

“Are you a college man?” he inquired suddenly. 

For a moment I thought he was going to suggest a “gonnegtion,” but he only nodded and 

shook my hand. 

“Let us learn to show our friendship for a man when he is alive and not after he is dead,” he 

suggested. “After that my own rule is to let everything alone.” 

When I left his office the sky had turned dark and I got back to West Egg in a drizzle. After 

changing my clothes I went next door and found Mr. Gatz walking up and down excitedly in the 

hall. His pride in his son and in his son’s possessions was continually increasing and now he had 

something to show me. 

“Jimmy sent me this picture.” He took out his wallet with trembling fingers. “Look there.” 

It was a photograph of the house, cracked in the corners and dirty with many hands. He 

pointed out every detail to me eagerly. “Look there!” and then sought admiration from my eyes. 

He had shown it so often that I think it was more real to him now than the house itself. 

“Jimmy sent it to me. I think it’s a very pretty picture. It shows up well.” 

“Very well. Had you seen him lately?” 

“He come out to see me two years ago and bought me the house I live in now. Of course we 

was broke up when he run off from home, but I see now there was a reason for it. He knew he 

had a big future in front of him. And ever since he made a success he was very generous with 

me.” 

He seemed reluctant to put away the picture, held it for another minute, lingeringly, before my 

eyes. Then he returned the wallet and pulled from his pocket a ragged old copy of a book 

called Hopalong Cassidy. 

“Look here, this is a book he had when he was a boy. It just shows you.” 

He opened it at the back cover and turned it around for me to see. On the last flyleaf was 

printed the word SCHEDULE, and the date September 12, 1906. And underneath: 

Rise from bed 6:00 a.m. 



Dumbell exercise and wall-scaling 6:15–6:30 “ 

Study electricity, etc. 7:15–8:15 “ 

Work 8:30–4:30 p.m. 

Baseball and sports 4:30–5:00 “ 

Practise elocution, poise and how to attain it 5:00–6:00 “ 

Study needed inventions 7:00–9:00 “ 

GENERAL RESOLVES 

• No wasting time at Shafters or [a name, indecipherable] 

• No more smokeing or chewing. 

• Bath every other day 

• Read one improving book or magazine per week 

• Save $5.00 [crossed out] $3.00 per week 

• Be better to parents 

“I came across this book by accident,” said the old man. “It just shows you, don’t it?” 

“It just shows you.” 

“Jimmy was bound to get ahead. He always had some resolves like this or something. Do you 

notice what he’s got about improving his mind? He was always great for that. He told me I et 

like a hog once, and I beat him for it.” 

He was reluctant to close the book, reading each item aloud and then looking eagerly at me. I 

think he rather expected me to copy down the list for my own use. 

A little before three the Lutheran minister arrived from Flushing, and I began to look 

involuntarily out the windows for other cars. So did Gatsby’s father. And as the time passed and 

the servants came in and stood waiting in the hall, his eyes began to blink anxiously, and he 

spoke of the rain in a worried, uncertain way. The minister glanced several times at his watch, so 

I took him aside and asked him to wait for half an hour. But it wasn’t any use. Nobody came. 

 

About five o’clock our procession of three cars reached the cemetery and stopped in a thick 

drizzle beside the gate—first a motor hearse, horribly black and wet, then Mr. Gatz and the 

minister and me in the limousine, and a little later four or five servants and the postman from 

West Egg, in Gatsby’s station wagon, all wet to the skin. As we started through the gate into the 

cemetery I heard a car stop and then the sound of someone splashing after us over the soggy 



ground. I looked around. It was the man with owl-eyed glasses whom I had found marvelling 

over Gatsby’s books in the library one night three months before. 

I’d never seen him since then. I don’t know how he knew about the funeral, or even his name. 

The rain poured down his thick glasses, and he took them off and wiped them to see the 

protecting canvas unrolled from Gatsby’s grave. 

I tried to think about Gatsby then for a moment, but he was already too far away, and I could 

only remember, without resentment, that Daisy hadn’t sent a message or a flower. Dimly I heard 

someone murmur “Blessed are the dead that the rain falls on,” and then the owl-eyed man said 

“Amen to that,” in a brave voice. 

We straggled down quickly through the rain to the cars. Owl-eyes spoke to me by the gate. 

“I couldn’t get to the house,” he remarked. 

“Neither could anybody else.” 

“Go on!” He started. “Why, my God! they used to go there by the hundreds.” 

He took off his glasses and wiped them again, outside and in. 

“The poor son-of-a-bitch,” he said. 

 

One of my most vivid memories is of coming back West from prep school and later from college 

at Christmas time. Those who went farther than Chicago would gather in the old dim Union 

Station at six o’clock of a December evening, with a few Chicago friends, already caught up into 

their own holiday gaieties, to bid them a hasty goodbye. I remember the fur coats of the girls 

returning from Miss This-or-That’s and the chatter of frozen breath and the hands waving 

overhead as we caught sight of old acquaintances, and the matchings of invitations: “Are you 

going to the Ordways’? the Herseys’? the Schultzes’?” and the long green tickets clasped tight in 

our gloved hands. And last the murky yellow cars of the Chicago, Milwaukee and St. Paul 

railroad looking cheerful as Christmas itself on the tracks beside the gate. 

When we pulled out into the winter night and the real snow, our snow, began to stretch out 

beside us and twinkle against the windows, and the dim lights of small Wisconsin stations moved 

by, a sharp wild brace came suddenly into the air. We drew in deep breaths of it as we walked 

back from dinner through the cold vestibules, unutterably aware of our identity with this country 

for one strange hour, before we melted indistinguishably into it again. 

That’s my Middle West—not the wheat or the prairies or the lost Swede towns, but the 

thrilling returning trains of my youth, and the street lamps and sleigh bells in the frosty dark and 

the shadows of holly wreaths thrown by lighted windows on the snow. I am part of that, a little 

solemn with the feel of those long winters, a little complacent from growing up in the Carraway 

house in a city where dwellings are still called through decades by a family’s name. I see now 

that this has been a story of the West, after all—Tom and Gatsby, Daisy and Jordan and I, were 

all Westerners, and perhaps we possessed some deficiency in common which made us subtly 

unadaptable to Eastern life. 

Even when the East excited me most, even when I was most keenly aware of its superiority to 

the bored, sprawling, swollen towns beyond the Ohio, with their interminable inquisitions which 

spared only the children and the very old—even then it had always for me a quality of distortion. 

West Egg, especially, still figures in my more fantastic dreams. I see it as a night scene by El 

Greco: a hundred houses, at once conventional and grotesque, crouching under a sullen, 

overhanging sky and a lustreless moon. In the foreground four solemn men in dress suits are 



walking along the sidewalk with a stretcher on which lies a drunken woman in a white evening 

dress. Her hand, which dangles over the side, sparkles cold with jewels. Gravely the men turn in 

at a house—the wrong house. But no one knows the woman’s name, and no one cares. 

After Gatsby’s death the East was haunted for me like that, distorted beyond my eyes’ power 

of correction. So when the blue smoke of brittle leaves was in the air and the wind blew the wet 

laundry stiff on the line I decided to come back home. 

There was one thing to be done before I left, an awkward, unpleasant thing that perhaps had 

better have been let alone. But I wanted to leave things in order and not just trust that obliging 

and indifferent sea to sweep my refuse away. I saw Jordan Baker and talked over and around 

what had happened to us together, and what had happened afterward to me, and she lay perfectly 

still, listening, in a big chair. 

She was dressed to play golf, and I remember thinking she looked like a good illustration, her 

chin raised a little jauntily, her hair the colour of an autumn leaf, her face the same brown tint as 

the fingerless glove on her knee. When I had finished she told me without comment that she was 

engaged to another man. I doubted that, though there were several she could have married at a 

nod of her head, but I pretended to be surprised. For just a minute I wondered if I wasn’t making 

a mistake, then I thought it all over again quickly and got up to say goodbye. 

“Nevertheless you did throw me over,” said Jordan suddenly. “You threw me over on the 

telephone. I don’t give a damn about you now, but it was a new experience for me, and I felt a 

little dizzy for a while.” 

We shook hands. 

“Oh, and do you remember”—she added—“a conversation we had once about driving a car?” 

“Why—not exactly.” 

“You said a bad driver was only safe until she met another bad driver? Well, I met another bad 

driver, didn’t I? I mean it was careless of me to make such a wrong guess. I thought you were 

rather an honest, straightforward person. I thought it was your secret pride.” 

“I’m thirty,” I said. “I’m five years too old to lie to myself and call it honour.” 

She didn’t answer. Angry, and half in love with her, and tremendously sorry, I turned away. 

 

One afternoon late in October I saw Tom Buchanan. He was walking ahead of me along Fifth 

Avenue in his alert, aggressive way, his hands out a little from his body as if to fight off 

interference, his head moving sharply here and there, adapting itself to his restless eyes. Just as I 

slowed up to avoid overtaking him he stopped and began frowning into the windows of a 

jewellery store. Suddenly he saw me and walked back, holding out his hand. 

“What’s the matter, Nick? Do you object to shaking hands with me?” 

“Yes. You know what I think of you.” 

“You’re crazy, Nick,” he said quickly. “Crazy as hell. I don’t know what’s the matter with 

you.” 

“Tom,” I inquired, “what did you say to Wilson that afternoon?” 

He stared at me without a word, and I knew I had guessed right about those missing hours. I 

started to turn away, but he took a step after me and grabbed my arm. 

“I told him the truth,” he said. “He came to the door while we were getting ready to leave, and 

when I sent down word that we weren’t in he tried to force his way upstairs. He was crazy 

enough to kill me if I hadn’t told him who owned the car. His hand was on a revolver in his 



pocket every minute he was in the house—” He broke off defiantly. “What if I did tell him? That 

fellow had it coming to him. He threw dust into your eyes just like he did in Daisy’s, but he was 

a tough one. He ran over Myrtle like you’d run over a dog and never even stopped his car.” 

There was nothing I could say, except the one unutterable fact that it wasn’t true. 

“And if you think I didn’t have my share of suffering—look here, when I went to give up that 

flat and saw that damn box of dog biscuits sitting there on the sideboard, I sat down and cried 

like a baby. By God it was awful—” 

I couldn’t forgive him or like him, but I saw that what he had done was, to him, entirely 

justified. It was all very careless and confused. They were careless people, Tom and Daisy—they 

smashed up things and creatures and then retreated back into their money or their vast 

carelessness, or whatever it was that kept them together, and let other people clean up the mess 

they had made… 

I shook hands with him; it seemed silly not to, for I felt suddenly as though I were talking to a 

child. Then he went into the jewellery store to buy a pearl necklace—or perhaps only a pair of 

cuff buttons—rid of my provincial squeamishness forever. 

 

Gatsby’s house was still empty when I left—the grass on his lawn had grown as long as mine. 

One of the taxi drivers in the village never took a fare past the entrance gate without stopping for 

a minute and pointing inside; perhaps it was he who drove Daisy and Gatsby over to East Egg 

the night of the accident, and perhaps he had made a story about it all his own. I didn’t want to 

hear it and I avoided him when I got off the train. 

I spent my Saturday nights in New York because those gleaming, dazzling parties of his were 

with me so vividly that I could still hear the music and the laughter, faint and incessant, from his 

garden, and the cars going up and down his drive. One night I did hear a material car there, and 

saw its lights stop at his front steps. But I didn’t investigate. Probably it was some final guest 

who had been away at the ends of the earth and didn’t know that the party was over. 

On the last night, with my trunk packed and my car sold to the grocer, I went over and looked 

at that huge incoherent failure of a house once more. On the white steps an obscene word, 

scrawled by some boy with a piece of brick, stood out clearly in the moonlight, and I erased it, 

drawing my shoe raspingly along the stone. Then I wandered down to the beach and sprawled 

out on the sand. 

Most of the big shore places were closed now and there were hardly any lights except the 

shadowy, moving glow of a ferryboat across the Sound. And as the moon rose higher the 

inessential houses began to melt away until gradually I became aware of the old island here that 

flowered once for Dutch sailors’ eyes—a fresh, green breast of the new world. Its vanished trees, 

the trees that had made way for Gatsby’s house, had once pandered in whispers to the last and 

greatest of all human dreams; for a transitory enchanted moment man must have held his breath 

in the presence of this continent, compelled into an aesthetic contemplation he neither 

understood nor desired, face to face for the last time in history with something commensurate to 

his capacity for wonder. 

And as I sat there brooding on the old, unknown world, I thought of Gatsby’s wonder when he 

first picked out the green light at the end of Daisy’s dock. He had come a long way to this blue 

lawn, and his dream must have seemed so close that he could hardly fail to grasp it. He did not 



know that it was already behind him, somewhere back in that vast obscurity beyond the city, 

where the dark fields of the republic rolled on under the night. 

Gatsby believed in the green light, the orgastic future that year by year recedes before us. It 

eluded us then, but that’s no matter—tomorrow we will run faster, stretch out our arms further… 

And one fine morning— 

So we beat on, boats against the current, borne back ceaselessly into the past. 

  



The Hunchback Of Notre Dame (By Victor 

Hugo) 

 

Translated by Isabel F. Hapgood 

 

The Hunchback of Notre-Dame (French: Notre-Dame de Paris, lit. 'Our Lady of Paris', 

originally titled Notre-Dame de Paris. 1482) is a French Gothic novel by Victor Hugo, published 

in 1831. It focuses on the unfortunate story of Quasimodo, the Romani street dancer Esmeralda 

and Quasimodo's guardian the Archdeacon Claude Frollo in 15th-century Paris. All its 

elements—Renaissance setting, impossible love affairs, marginalized characters—make the work 

a model of the literary themes of Romanticism. 

The novel has been described as a key text in French literature and has been adapted for 

film over a dozen times, in addition to numerous television and stage adaptations, such as a 1923 

silent film with Lon Chaney, a 1939 sound film with Charles Laughton, and a 1996 Disney 

animated film with Tom Hulce. 

The novel sought to preserve values of French culture in a time period of great change, 

which resulted in the destruction of many French Gothic structures. The novel made Notre-Dame 

de Paris a national icon and served as a catalyst for renewed interest in the restoration of Gothic 

form. 

A significant aspect of Notre-Dame de Paris is that it encompasses the whole of life, from 

the King of France to Paris sewer rats, in a manner later used by Honoré de Balzac, Gustave 

Flaubert and many others, including Charles Dickens. The enormous popularity of the book in 

France spurred the nascent historical preservation movement in that country and strongly 

encouraged Gothic revival architecture. Ultimately it led to major renovations at Notre-Dame in 

the 19th century led by Eugène Viollet-le-Duc. Much of the cathedral's present appearance is a 

result of this renovation. 

In 1834, the book was added to the Index Librorum Prohibitorum – the Catholic Church’s 

list of books forbidden among members of the faith. The censors had found it “too sensual, 

libidinous, and lascivious.” (The fact that the novel was highly critical of corrupt Church 

officials may have had something to do with it.) It remained on the Index until 1959. The Index 

itself was formally abolished in 1966 by Pope Paul VI. 

In 1850, Tsar Nicholas I banned all of Hugo’s works because of his habitual criticism of 

royalty. 

In 1904, the book was banned from a Philadelphia school because it contained a French 

word associated with prostitution- grisette, a working class woman or “good-time girl.” 
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PREFACE. 

A few years ago, while visiting or, rather, rummaging about Notre-Dame, the author of this 

book found, in an obscure nook of one of the towers, the following word, engraved by hand upon 

the wall:— 

ἈΝÁΓΚΗ. 

These Greek capitals, black with age, and quite deeply graven in the stone, with I know not 

what signs peculiar to Gothic caligraphy imprinted upon their forms and upon their attitudes, as 

though with the purpose of revealing that it had been a hand of the Middle Ages which had 

inscribed them there, and especially the fatal and melancholy meaning contained in them, struck 

the author deeply. 

He questioned himself; he sought to divine who could have been that soul in torment which 

had not been willing to quit this world without leaving this stigma of crime or unhappiness upon 

the brow of the ancient church. 

Afterwards, the wall was whitewashed or scraped down, I know not which, and the inscription 

disappeared. For it is thus that people have been in the habit of proceeding with the marvellous 

churches of the Middle Ages for the last two hundred years. Mutilations come to them from 

every quarter, from within as well as from without. The priest whitewashes them, the archdeacon 

scrapes them down; then the populace arrives and demolishes them. 

Thus, with the exception of the fragile memory which the author of this book here consecrates 

to it, there remains to-day nothing whatever of the mysterious word engraved within the gloomy 

tower of Notre-Dame,—nothing of the destiny which it so sadly summed up. The man who 

wrote that word upon the wall disappeared from the midst of the generations of man many 

centuries ago; the word, in its turn, has been effaced from the wall of the church; the church will, 

perhaps, itself soon disappear from the face of the earth. 

It is upon this word that this book is founded. 

March, 1831. 

  



VOLUME I. 

BOOK FIRST. 

CHAPTER I. THE GRAND HALL. 

Three hundred and forty-eight years, six months, and nineteen days ago to-day, the Parisians 

awoke to the sound of all the bells in the triple circuit of the city, the university, and the town 

ringing a full peal. 

The sixth of January, 1482, is not, however, a day of which history has preserved the memory. 

There was nothing notable in the event which thus set the bells and the bourgeois of Paris in a 

ferment from early morning. It was neither an assault by the Picards nor the Burgundians, nor a 

hunt led along in procession, nor a revolt of scholars in the town of Laas, nor an entry of “our 

much dread lord, monsieur the king,” nor even a pretty hanging of male and female thieves by 

the courts of Paris. Neither was it the arrival, so frequent in the fifteenth century, of some plumed 

and bedizened embassy. It was barely two days since the last cavalcade of that nature, that of the 

Flemish ambassadors charged with concluding the marriage between the dauphin and Marguerite 

of Flanders, had made its entry into Paris, to the great annoyance of M. le Cardinal de Bourbon, 

who, for the sake of pleasing the king, had been obliged to assume an amiable mien towards this 

whole rustic rabble of Flemish burgomasters, and to regale them at his Hôtel de Bourbon, with a 

very “pretty morality, allegorical satire, and farce,” while a driving rain drenched the magnificent 

tapestries at his door. 

What put the “whole population of Paris in commotion,” as Jehan de Troyes expresses it, on 

the sixth of January, was the double solemnity, united from time immemorial, of the Epiphany 

and the Feast of Fools. 

On that day, there was to be a bonfire on the Place de Grève, a maypole at the Chapelle de 

Braque, and a mystery at the Palais de Justice. It had been cried, to the sound of the trumpet, the 

preceding evening at all the cross roads, by the provost’s men, clad in handsome, short, 

sleeveless coats of violet camelot, with large white crosses upon their breasts. 

So the crowd of citizens, male and female, having closed their houses and shops, thronged 

from every direction, at early morn, towards some one of the three spots designated. 

Each had made his choice; one, the bonfire; another, the maypole; another, the mystery play. It 

must be stated, in honor of the good sense of the loungers of Paris, that the greater part of this 

crowd directed their steps towards the bonfire, which was quite in season, or towards the mystery 

play, which was to be presented in the grand hall of the Palais de Justice (the courts of law), 

which was well roofed and walled; and that the curious left the poor, scantily flowered maypole 

to shiver all alone beneath the sky of January, in the cemetery of the Chapel of Braque. 

The populace thronged the avenues of the law courts in particular, because they knew that the 

Flemish ambassadors, who had arrived two days previously, intended to be present at the 

representation of the mystery, and at the election of the Pope of the Fools, which was also to take 

place in the grand hall. 

It was no easy matter on that day, to force one’s way into that grand hall, although it was then 

reputed to be the largest covered enclosure in the world (it is true that Sauval had not yet 

measured the grand hall of the Château of Montargis). The palace place, encumbered with 

people, offered to the curious gazers at the windows the aspect of a sea; into which five or six 



streets, like so many mouths of rivers, discharged every moment fresh floods of heads. The 

waves of this crowd, augmented incessantly, dashed against the angles of the houses which 

projected here and there, like so many promontories, into the irregular basin of the place. In the 

centre of the lofty Gothic[1] façade of the palace, the grand staircase, incessantly ascended and 

descended by a double current, which, after parting on the intermediate landing-place, flowed in 

broad waves along its lateral slopes,—the grand staircase, I say, trickled incessantly into the 

place, like a cascade into a lake. The cries, the laughter, the trampling of those thousands of feet, 

produced a great noise and a great clamor. From time to time, this noise and clamor redoubled; 

the current which drove the crowd towards the grand staircase flowed backwards, became 

troubled, formed whirlpools. This was produced by the buffet of an archer, or the horse of one of 

the provost’s sergeants, which kicked to restore order; an admirable tradition which the 

provostship has bequeathed to the constablery, the constablery to the maréchaussée, 

the maréchaussée to our gendarmeri of Paris. 

Thousands of good, calm, bourgeois faces thronged the windows, the doors, the dormer 

windows, the roofs, gazing at the palace, gazing at the populace, and asking nothing more; for 

many Parisians content themselves with the spectacle of the spectators, and a wall behind which 

something is going on becomes at once, for us, a very curious thing indeed. 

If it could be granted to us, the men of 1830, to mingle in thought with those Parisians of the 

fifteenth century, and to enter with them, jostled, elbowed, pulled about, into that immense hall 

of the palace, which was so cramped on that sixth of January, 1482, the spectacle would not be 

devoid of either interest or charm, and we should have about us only things that were so old that 

they would seem new. 

With the reader’s consent, we will endeavor to retrace in thought, the impression which he 

would have experienced in company with us on crossing the threshold of that grand hall, in the 

midst of that tumultuous crowd in surcoats, short, sleeveless jackets, and doublets. 

And, first of all, there is a buzzing in the ears, a dazzlement in the eyes. Above our heads is a 

double ogive vault, panelled with wood carving, painted azure, and sown with golden fleurs-de-

lis; beneath our feet a pavement of black and white marble, alternating. A few paces distant, an 

enormous pillar, then another, then another; seven pillars in all, down the length of the hall, 

sustaining the spring of the arches of the double vault, in the centre of its width. Around four of 

the pillars, stalls of merchants, all sparkling with glass and tinsel; around the last three, benches 

of oak, worn and polished by the trunk hose of the litigants, and the robes of the attorneys. 

Around the hall, along the lofty wall, between the doors, between the windows, between the 

pillars, the interminable row of all the kings of France, from Pharamond down: the lazy kings, 

with pendent arms and downcast eyes; the valiant and combative kings, with heads and arms 

raised boldly heavenward. Then in the long, pointed windows, glass of a thousand hues; at the 

wide entrances to the hall, rich doors, finely sculptured; and all, the vaults, pillars, walls, jambs, 

panelling, doors, statues, covered from top to bottom with a splendid blue and gold illumination, 

which, a trifle tarnished at the epoch when we behold it, had almost entirely disappeared beneath 

dust and spiders in the year of grace, 1549, when du Breul still admired it from tradition. 

Let the reader picture to himself now, this immense, oblong hall, illuminated by the pallid 

light of a January day, invaded by a motley and noisy throng which drifts along the walls, and 

eddies round the seven pillars, and he will have a confused idea of the whole effect of the 

picture, whose curious details we shall make an effort to indicate with more precision. 



It is certain, that if Ravaillac had not assassinated Henri IV., there would have been no 

documents in the trial of Ravaillac deposited in the clerk’s office of the Palais de Justice, no 

accomplices interested in causing the said documents to disappear; hence, no incendiaries 

obliged, for lack of better means, to burn the clerk’s office in order to burn the documents, and to 

burn the Palais de Justice in order to burn the clerk’s office; consequently, in short, no 

conflagration in 1618. The old Palais would be standing still, with its ancient grand hall; I should 

be able to say to the reader, “Go and look at it,” and we should thus both escape the necessity,—I 

of making, and he of reading, a description of it, such as it is. Which demonstrates a new truth: 

that great events have incalculable results. 

It is true that it may be quite possible, in the first place, that Ravaillac had no accomplices; and 

in the second, that if he had any, they were in no way connected with the fire of 1618. Two other 

very plausible explanations exist: First, the great flaming star, a foot broad, and a cubit high, 

which fell from heaven, as every one knows, upon the law courts, after midnight on the seventh 

of March; second, Théophile’s quatrain,— 

“Sure, ’twas but a sorry game 

When at Paris, Dame Justice, 

Through having eaten too much spice, 

Set the palace all aflame.” 

Whatever may be thought of this triple explanation, political, physical, and poetical, of the 

burning of the law courts in 1618, the unfortunate fact of the fire is certain. Very little to-day 

remains, thanks to this catastrophe,—thanks, above all, to the successive restorations which have 

completed what it spared,—very little remains of that first dwelling of the kings of France,—of 

that elder palace of the Louvre, already so old in the time of Philip the Handsome, that they 

sought there for the traces of the magnificent buildings erected by King Robert and described by 

Helgaldus. Nearly everything has disappeared. What has become of the chamber of the 

chancellery, where Saint Louis consummated his marriage? the garden where he administered 

justice, “clad in a coat of camelot, a surcoat of linsey-woolsey, without sleeves, and a sur-mantle 

of black sandal, as he lay upon the carpet with Joinville?” Where is the chamber of the Emperor 

Sigismond? and that of Charles IV.? that of Jean the Landless? Where is the staircase, from 

which Charles VI. promulgated his edict of pardon? the slab where Marcel cut the throats of 

Robert de Clermont and the Marshal of Champagne, in the presence of the dauphin? the wicket 

where the bulls of Pope Benedict were torn, and whence those who had brought them departed 

decked out, in derision, in copes and mitres, and making an apology through all Paris? and the 

grand hall, with its gilding, its azure, its statues, its pointed arches, its pillars, its immense vault, 

all fretted with carvings? and the gilded chamber? and the stone lion, which stood at the door, 

with lowered head and tail between his legs, like the lions on the throne of Solomon, in the 

humiliated attitude which befits force in the presence of justice? and the beautiful doors? and the 

stained glass? and the chased ironwork, which drove Biscornette to despair? and the delicate 

woodwork of Hancy? What has time, what have men done with these marvels? What have they 

given us in return for all this Gallic history, for all this Gothic art? The heavy flattened arches of 

M. de Brosse, that awkward architect of the Saint-Gervais portal. So much for art; and, as for 

history, we have the gossiping reminiscences of the great pillar, still ringing with the tattle of the 

Patru. 



It is not much. Let us return to the veritable grand hall of the veritable old palace. The two 

extremities of this gigantic parallelogram were occupied, the one by the famous marble table, so 

long, so broad, and so thick that, as the ancient land rolls—in a style that would have given 

Gargantua an appetite—say, “such a slice of marble as was never beheld in the world”; the other 

by the chapel where Louis XI. had himself sculptured on his knees before the Virgin, and 

whither he caused to be brought, without heeding the two gaps thus made in the row of royal 

statues, the statues of Charlemagne and of Saint Louis, two saints whom he supposed to be great 

in favor in heaven, as kings of France. This chapel, quite new, having been built only six years, 

was entirely in that charming taste of delicate architecture, of marvellous sculpture, of fine and 

deep chasing, which marks with us the end of the Gothic era, and which is perpetuated to about 

the middle of the sixteenth century in the fairylike fancies of the Renaissance. The little open-

work rose window, pierced above the portal, was, in particular, a masterpiece of lightness and 

grace; one would have pronounced it a star of lace. 

In the middle of the hall, opposite the great door, a platform of gold brocade, placed against 

the wall, a special entrance to which had been effected through a window in the corridor of the 

gold chamber, had been erected for the Flemish emissaries and the other great personages invited 

to the presentation of the mystery play. 

It was upon the marble table that the mystery was to be enacted, as usual. It had been arranged 

for the purpose, early in the morning; its rich slabs of marble, all scratched by the heels of law 

clerks, supported a cage of carpenter’s work of considerable height, the upper surface of which, 

within view of the whole hall, was to serve as the theatre, and whose interior, masked by 

tapestries, was to take the place of dressing-rooms for the personages of the piece. A ladder, 

naively placed on the outside, was to serve as means of communication between the dressing-

room and the stage, and lend its rude rungs to entrances as well as to exits. There was no 

personage, however unexpected, no sudden change, no theatrical effect, which was not obliged 

to mount that ladder. Innocent and venerable infancy of art and contrivances! 

Four of the bailiff of the palace’s sergeants, perfunctory guardians of all the pleasures of the 

people, on days of festival as well as on days of execution, stood at the four corners of the 

marble table. 

The piece was only to begin with the twelfth stroke of the great palace clock sounding midday. 

It was very late, no doubt, for a theatrical representation, but they had been obliged to fix the 

hour to suit the convenience of the ambassadors. 

Now, this whole multitude had been waiting since morning. A goodly number of curious, 

good people had been shivering since daybreak before the grand staircase of the palace; some 

even affirmed that they had passed the night across the threshold of the great door, in order to 

make sure that they should be the first to pass in. The crowd grew more dense every moment, 

and, like water, which rises above its normal level, began to mount along the walls, to swell 

around the pillars, to spread out on the entablatures, on the cornices, on the window-sills, on all 

the salient points of the architecture, on all the reliefs of the sculpture. Hence, discomfort, 

impatience, weariness, the liberty of a day of cynicism and folly, the quarrels which break forth 

for all sorts of causes—a pointed elbow, an iron-shod shoe, the fatigue of long waiting—had 

already, long before the hour appointed for the arrival of the ambassadors, imparted a harsh and 

bitter accent to the clamor of these people who were shut in, fitted into each other, pressed, 

trampled upon, stifled. Nothing was to be heard but imprecations on the Flemish, the provost of 

the merchants, the Cardinal de Bourbon, the bailiff of the courts, Madame Marguerite of Austria, 



the sergeants with their rods, the cold, the heat, the bad weather, the Bishop of Paris, the Pope of 

the Fools, the pillars, the statues, that closed door, that open window; all to the vast amusement 

of a band of scholars and lackeys scattered through the mass, who mingled with all this 

discontent their teasing remarks, and their malicious suggestions, and pricked the general bad 

temper with a pin, so to speak. 

Among the rest there was a group of those merry imps, who, after smashing the glass in a 

window, had seated themselves hardily on the entablature, and from that point despatched their 

gaze and their railleries both within and without, upon the throng in the hall, and the throng upon 

the Place. It was easy to see, from their parodied gestures, their ringing laughter, the bantering 

appeals which they exchanged with their comrades, from one end of the hall to the other, that 

these young clerks did not share the weariness and fatigue of the rest of the spectators, and that 

they understood very well the art of extracting, for their own private diversion from that which 

they had under their eyes, a spectacle which made them await the other with patience. 

“Upon my soul, so it’s you, ‘Joannes Frollo de Molendino!’” cried one of them, to a sort of 

little, light-haired imp, with a well-favored and malign countenance, clinging to the acanthus 

leaves of a capital; “you are well named John of the Mill, for your two arms and your two legs 

have the air of four wings fluttering on the breeze. How long have you been here?” 

“By the mercy of the devil,” retorted Joannes Frollo, “these four hours and more; and I hope 

that they will be reckoned to my credit in purgatory. I heard the eight singers of the King of 

Sicily intone the first verse of seven o’clock mass in the Sainte-Chapelle.” 

“Fine singers!” replied the other, “with voices even more pointed than their caps! Before 

founding a mass for Monsieur Saint John, the king should have inquired whether Monsieur Saint 

John likes Latin droned out in a Provençal accent.” 

“He did it for the sake of employing those accursed singers of the King of Sicily!” cried an old 

woman sharply from among the crowd beneath the window. “I just put it to you! A 

thousand livres parisi for a mass! and out of the tax on sea fish in the markets of Paris, to boot!” 

“Peace, old crone,” said a tall, grave person, stopping up his nose on the side towards the 

fishwife; “a mass had to be founded. Would you wish the king to fall ill again?” 

“Bravely spoken, Sire Gilles Lecornu, master furrier of king’s robes!” cried the little student, 

clinging to the capital. 

A shout of laughter from all the students greeted the unlucky name of the poor furrier of the 

king’s robes. 

“Lecornu! Gilles Lecornu!” said some. 

“Cornutus et hirsutus, horned and hairy,” another went on. 

“He! of course,” continued the small imp on the capital, “What are they laughing at? An 

honorable man is Gilles Lecornu, brother of Master Jehan Lecornu, provost of the king’s house, 

son of Master Mahiet Lecornu, first porter of the Bois de Vincennes,—all bourgeois of Paris, all 

married, from father to son.” 

The gayety redoubled. The big furrier, without uttering a word in reply, tried to escape all the 

eyes riveted upon him from all sides; but he perspired and panted in vain; like a wedge entering 

the wood, his efforts served only to bury still more deeply in the shoulders of his neighbors, his 

large, apoplectic face, purple with spite and rage. 

At length one of these, as fat, short, and venerable as himself, came to his rescue. 



“Abomination! scholars addressing a bourgeois in that fashion in my day would have been 

flogged with a fagot, which would have afterwards been used to burn them.” 

The whole band burst into laughter. 

“Holà hé! who is scolding so? Who is that screech owl of evil fortune?” 

“Hold, I know him” said one of them; “’tis Master Andry Musnier.” 

“Because he is one of the four sworn booksellers of the university!” said the other. 

“Everything goes by fours in that shop,” cried a third; “the four nations, the four faculties, the 

four feasts, the four procurators, the four electors, the four booksellers.” 

“Well,” began Jean Frollo once more, “we must play the devil with them.”[2]  

“Musnier, we’ll burn your books.” 

“Musnier, we’ll beat your lackeys.” 

“Musnier, we’ll kiss your wife.” 

“That fine, big Mademoiselle Oudarde.” 

“Who is as fresh and as gay as though she were a widow.” 

“Devil take you!” growled Master Andry Musnier. 

“Master Andry,” pursued Jean Jehan, still clinging to his capital, “hold your tongue, or I’ll 

drop on your head!” 

Master Andry raised his eyes, seemed to measure in an instant the height of the pillar, the 

weight of the scamp, mentally multiplied that weight by the square of the velocity and remained 

silent. 

Jehan, master of the field of battle, pursued triumphantly: 

“That’s what I’ll do, even if I am the brother of an archdeacon!” 

“Fine gentry are our people of the university, not to have caused our privileges to be respected 

on such a day as this! However, there is a maypole and a bonfire in the town; a mystery, Pope of 

the Fools, and Flemish ambassadors in the city; and, at the university, nothing!” 

“Nevertheless, the Place Maubert is sufficiently large!” interposed one of the clerks 

established on the window-sill. 

“Down with the rector, the electors, and the procurators!” cried Joannes. 

“We must have a bonfire this evening in the Champ-Gaillard,” went on the other, “made of 

Master Andry’s books.” 

“And the desks of the scribes!” added his neighbor. 

“And the beadles’ wands!” 

“And the spittoons of the deans!” 

“And the cupboards of the procurators!” 

“And the hutches of the electors!” 

“And the stools of the rector!” 

“Down with them!” put in little Jehan, as counterpoint; “down with Master Andry, the beadles 

and the scribes; the theologians, the doctors and the decretists; the procurators, the electors and 

the rector!” 

“The end of the world has come!” muttered Master Andry, stopping up his ears. 



“By the way, there’s the rector! see, he is passing through the Place,” cried one of those in the 

window. 

Each rivalled his neighbor in his haste to turn towards the Place. 

“Is it really our venerable rector, Master Thibaut?” demanded Jehan Frollo du Moulin, who, as 

he was clinging to one of the inner pillars, could not see what was going on outside. 

“Yes, yes,” replied all the others, “it is really he, Master Thibaut, the rector.” 

It was, in fact, the rector and all the dignitaries of the university, who were marching in 

procession in front of the embassy, and at that moment traversing the Place. The students 

crowded into the window, saluted them as they passed with sarcasms and ironical applause. The 

rector, who was walking at the head of his company, had to support the first broadside; it was 

severe. 

“Good day, monsieur le recteur! Holà hé! good day there!” 

“How does he manage to be here, the old gambler? Has he abandoned his dice?” 

“How he trots along on his mule! her ears are not so long as his!” 

“Holà hé! good day, monsieur le recteur Thibaut! Tybalde aleator! Old fool! old gambler!” 

“God preserve you! Did you throw double six often last night?” 

“Oh! what a decrepit face, livid and haggard and drawn with the love of gambling and of 

dice!” 

“Where are you bound for in that fashion, Thibaut, Tybalde ad dados, with your back turned 

to the university, and trotting towards the town?” 

“He is on his way, no doubt, to seek a lodging in the Rue Thibautodé?”[3    cried Jehan du M. 

Moulin. 

The entire band repeated this quip in a voice of thunder, clapping their hands furiously. 

“You are going to seek a lodging in the Rue Thibautodé, are you not, monsieur le recteur, 

gamester on the side of the devil?” 

Then came the turns of the other dignitaries. 

“Down with the beadles! down with the mace-bearers!” 

“Tell me, Robin Pouissepain, who is that yonder?” 

“He is Gilbert de Suilly, Gilbertus de Soliaco, the chancellor of the College of Autun.” 

“Hold on, here’s my shoe; you are better placed than I, fling it in his face.” 

“Saturnalitias mittimus ecce nuces.” 

“Down with the six theologians, with their white surplices!” 

“Are those the theologians? I thought they were the white geese given by Sainte-Geneviève to 

the city, for the fief of Roogny.” 

“Down with the doctors!” 

“Down with the cardinal disputations, and quibblers!” 

“My cap to you, Chancellor of Sainte-Geneviève! You have done me a wrong. ’Tis true; he 

gave my place in the nation of Normandy to little Ascanio Falzapada, who comes from the 

province of Bourges, since he is an Italian.” 

“That is an injustice,” said all the scholars. “Down with the Chancellor of Sainte-Geneviève!” 

“Ho hé! Master Joachim de Ladehors! Ho hé! Louis Dahuille! Ho hé Lambert Hoctement!” 



“May the devil stifle the procurator of the German nation!” 

“And the chaplains of the Sainte-Chapelle, with their gray amices; cum tunices grisis!” 

“Seu de pellibus grisis fourratis!” 

“Holà hé! Masters of Arts! All the beautiful black copes! all the fine red copes!” 

“They make a fine tail for the rector.” 

“One would say that he was a Doge of Venice on his way to his bridal with the sea.” 

“Say, Jehan! here are the canons of Sainte-Geneviève!” 

“To the deuce with the whole set of canons!” 

“Abbé Claude Choart! Doctor Claude Choart! Are you in search of Marie la Giffarde?” 

“She is in the Rue de Glatigny.” 

“She is making the bed of the king of the debauchees.” 

“She is paying her four deniers[4] quatuor denarios.” 

“Aut unum bombum.” 

“Would you like to have her pay you in the face?” 

“Comrades! Master Simon Sanguin, the Elector of Picardy, with his wife on the crupper!” 

“Post equitem sedet atra cura—behind the horseman sits black care.” 

“Courage, Master Simon!” 

“Good day, Mister Elector!” 

“Good night, Madame Electress!” 

“How happy they are to see all that!” sighed Joannes de Molendino, still perched in the foliage 

of his capital. 

Meanwhile, the sworn bookseller of the university, Master Andry Musnier, was inclining his 

ear to the furrier of the king’s robes, Master Gilles Lecornu. 

“I tell you, sir, that the end of the world has come. No one has ever beheld such outbreaks 

among the students! It is the accursed inventions of this century that are ruining everything,—

artilleries, bombards, and, above all, printing, that other German pest. No more manuscripts, no 

more books! printing will kill bookselling. It is the end of the world that is drawing nigh.” 

“I see that plainly, from the progress of velvet stuffs,” said the fur-merchant. 

At this moment, midday sounded. 

“Ha!” exclaimed the entire crowd, in one voice. 

The scholars held their peace. Then a great hurly-burly ensued; a vast movement of feet, 

hands, and heads; a general outbreak of coughs and handkerchiefs; each one arranged himself, 

assumed his post, raised himself up, and grouped himself. Then came a great silence; all necks 

remained outstretched, all mouths remained open, all glances were directed towards the marble 

table. Nothing made its appearance there. The bailiff’s four sergeants were still there, stiff, 

motionless, as painted statues. All eyes turned to the estrade reserved for the Flemish envoys. 

The door remained closed, the platform empty. This crowd had been waiting since daybreak for 

three things: noonday, the embassy from Flanders, the mystery play. Noonday alone had arrived 

on time. 

On this occasion, it was too much. 



They waited one, two, three, five minutes, a quarter of an hour; nothing came. The dais 

remained empty, the theatre dumb. In the meantime, wrath had succeeded to impatience. Irritated 

words circulated in a low tone, still, it is true. “The mystery! the mystery!” they murmured, in 

hollow voices. Heads began to ferment. A tempest, which was only rumbling in the distance as 

yet, was floating on the surface of this crowd. It was Jehan du Moulin who struck the first spark 

from it. 

“The mystery, and to the devil with the Flemings!” he exclaimed at the full force of his lungs, 

twining like a serpent around his pillar. 

The crowd clapped their hands. 

“The mystery!” it repeated, “and may all the devils take Flanders!” 

“We must have the mystery instantly,” resumed the student; “or else, my advice is that we 

should hang the bailiff of the courts, by way of a morality and a comedy.” 

“Well said,” cried the people, “and let us begin the hanging with his sergeants.” 

A grand acclamation followed. The four poor fellows began to turn pale, and to exchange 

glances. The crowd hurled itself towards them, and they already beheld the frail wooden railing, 

which separated them from it, giving way and bending before the pressure of the throng. 

It was a critical moment. 

“To the sack, to the sack!” rose the cry on all sides. 

At that moment, the tapestry of the dressing-room, which we have described above, was 

raised, and afforded passage to a personage, the mere sight of whom suddenly stopped the 

crowd, and changed its wrath into curiosity as by enchantment. 

“Silence! silence!” 

The personage, but little reassured, and trembling in every limb, advanced to the edge of the 

marble table with a vast amount of bows, which, in proportion as he drew nearer, more and more 

resembled genuflections. 

In the meanwhile, tranquillity had gradually been restored. All that remained was that slight 

murmur which always rises above the silence of a crowd. 

“Messieurs the bourgeois,” said he, “and mesdemoiselles the bourgeoises, we shall have the 

honor of declaiming and representing, before his eminence, monsieur the cardinal, a very 

beautiful morality which has for its title, ‘The Good Judgment of Madame the Virgin Mary.’ I 

am to play Jupiter. His eminence is, at this moment, escorting the very honorable embassy of the 

Duke of Austria; which is detained, at present, listening to the harangue of monsieur the rector of 

the university, at the gate Baudets. As soon as his illustrious eminence, the cardinal, arrives, we 

will begin.” 

It is certain, that nothing less than the intervention of Jupiter was required to save the four 

unfortunate sergeants of the bailiff of the courts. If we had the happiness of having invented this 

very veracious tale, and of being, in consequence, responsible for it before our Lady Criticism, it 

is not against us that the classic precept, Nec deus intersit, could be invoked. Moreover, the 

costume of Seigneur Jupiter, was very handsome, and contributed not a little towards calming the 

crowd, by attracting all its attention. Jupiter was clad in a coat of mail, covered with black velvet, 

with gilt nails; and had it not been for the rouge, and the huge red beard, each of which covered 

one-half of his face,—had it not been for the roll of gilded cardboard, spangled, and all bristling 

with strips of tinsel, which he held in his hand, and in which the eyes of the initiated easily 



recognized thunderbolts,—had not his feet been flesh-colored, and banded with ribbons in Greek 

fashion, he might have borne comparison, so far as the severity of his mien was concerned, with 

a Breton archer from the guard of Monsieur de Berry. 

  



CHAPTER II. PIERRE GRINGOIRE. 

Nevertheless, as be harangued them, the satisfaction and admiration unanimously excited by 

his costume were dissipated by his words; and when he reached that untoward conclusion: “As 

soon as his illustrious eminence, the cardinal, arrives, we will begin,” his voice was drowned in a 

thunder of hooting. 

“Begin instantly! The mystery! the mystery immediately!” shrieked the people. And above all 

the voices, that of Johannes de Molendino was audible, piercing the uproar like the fife’s derisive 

serenade: “Commence instantly!” yelped the scholar. 

“Down with Jupiter and the Cardinal de Bourbon!” vociferated Robin Poussepain and the 

other clerks perched in the window. 

“The morality this very instant!” repeated the crowd; “this very instant! the sack and the rope 

for the comedians, and the cardinal!” 

Poor Jupiter, haggard, frightened, pale beneath his rouge, dropped his thunderbolt, took his 

cap in his hand; then he bowed and trembled and stammered: “His eminence—the 

ambassadors—Madame Marguerite of Flanders—.” He did not know what to say. In truth, he 

was afraid of being hung. 

Hung by the populace for waiting, hung by the cardinal for not having waited, he saw between 

the two dilemmas only an abyss; that is to say, a gallows. 

Luckily, some one came to rescue him from his embarrassment, and assume the responsibility. 

An individual who was standing beyond the railing, in the free space around the marble table, 

and whom no one had yet caught sight of, since his long, thin body was completely sheltered 

from every visual ray by the diameter of the pillar against which he was leaning; this individual, 

we say, tall, gaunt, pallid, blond, still young, although already wrinkled about the brow and 

cheeks, with brilliant eyes and a smiling mouth, clad in garments of black serge, worn and 

shining with age, approached the marble table, and made a sign to the poor sufferer. But the 

other was so confused that he did not see him. The new comer advanced another step. 

“Jupiter,” said he, “my dear Jupiter!” 

The other did not hear. 

At last, the tall blond, driven out of patience, shrieked almost in his face,— 

“Michel Giborne!” 

“Who calls me?” said Jupiter, as though awakened with a start. 

“I,” replied the person clad in black. 

“Ah!” said Jupiter. 

“Begin at once,” went on the other. “Satisfy the populace; I undertake to appease the bailiff, 

who will appease monsieur the cardinal.” 

Jupiter breathed once more. 

“Messeigneurs the bourgeois,” he cried, at the top of his lungs to the crowd, which continued 

to hoot him, “we are going to begin at once.” 

“Evoe Jupiter! Plaudite cives! All hail, Jupiter! Applaud, citizens!” shouted the scholars. 

“Noël! Noël! good, good,” shouted the people. 



The hand clapping was deafening, and Jupiter had already withdrawn under his tapestry, while 

the hall still trembled with acclamations. 

In the meanwhile, the personage who had so magically turned the tempest into dead calm, as 

our old and dear Corneille puts it, had modestly retreated to the half-shadow of his pillar, and 

would, no doubt, have remained invisible there, motionless, and mute as before, had he not been 

plucked by the sleeve by two young women, who, standing in the front row of the spectators, had 

noticed his colloquy with Michel Giborne-Jupiter. 

“Master,” said one of them, making him a sign to approach. 

“Hold your tongue, my dear Liénarde,” said her neighbor, pretty, fresh, and very brave, in 

consequence of being dressed up in her best attire. “He is not a clerk, he is a layman; you must 

not say master to him, but messire.” 

“Messire,” said Liénarde. 

The stranger approached the railing. 

“What would you have of me, damsels?” he asked, with alacrity. 

“Oh! nothing,” replied Liénarde, in great confusion; “it is my neighbor, Gisquette la 

Gencienne, who wishes to speak with you.” 

“Not so,” replied Gisquette, blushing; “it was Liénarde who called you master; I only told her 

to say messire.” 

The two young girls dropped their eyes. The man, who asked nothing better than to enter into 

conversation, looked at them with a smile. 

“So you have nothing to say to me, damsels?” 

“Oh! nothing at all,” replied Gisquette. 

“Nothing,” said Liénarde. 

The tall, light-haired young man retreated a step; but the two curious maidens had no mind to 

let slip their prize. 

“Messire,” said Gisquette, with the impetuosity of an open sluice, or of a woman who has 

made up her mind, “do you know that soldier who is to play the part of Madame the Virgin in the 

mystery?” 

“You mean the part of Jupiter?” replied the stranger. 

“Hé! yes,” said Liénarde, “isn’t she stupid? So you know Jupiter?” 

“Michel Giborne?” replied the unknown; “yes, madam.” 

“He has a fine beard!” said Liénarde. 

“Will what they are about to say here be fine?” inquired Gisquette, timidly. 

“Very fine, mademoiselle,” replied the unknown, without the slightest hesitation. 

“What is it to be?” said Liénarde. 

“‘The Good Judgment of Madame the Virgin,’—a morality, if you please, damsel.” 

“Ah! that makes a difference,” responded Liénarde. 

A brief silence ensued—broken by the stranger. 

“It is a perfectly new morality, and one which has never yet been played.” 

“Then it is not the same one,” said Gisquette, “that was given two years ago, on the day of the 

entrance of monsieur the legate, and where three handsome maids played the parts—” 



“Of sirens,” said Liénarde. 

“And all naked,” added the young man. 

Liénarde lowered her eyes modestly. Gisquette glanced at her and did the same. He continued, 

with a smile,— 

“It was a very pleasant thing to see. To-day it is a morality made expressly for Madame the 

Demoiselle of Flanders.” 

“Will they sing shepherd songs?” inquired Gisquette. 

“Fie!” said the stranger, “in a morality? you must not confound styles. If it were a farce, well 

and good.” 

“That is a pity,” resumed Gisquette. “That day, at the Ponceau Fountain, there were wild men 

and women, who fought and assumed many aspects, as they sang little motets and bergerettes.” 

“That which is suitable for a legate,” returned the stranger, with a good deal of dryness, “is not 

suitable for a princess.” 

“And beside them,” resumed Liénarde, “played many brass instruments, making great 

melodies.” 

“And for the refreshment of the passers-by,” continued Gisquette, “the fountain spouted 

through three mouths, wine, milk, and hippocrass, of which every one drank who wished.” 

“And a little below the Ponceau, at the Trinity,” pursued Liénarde, “there was a passion 

performed, and without any speaking.” 

“How well I remember that!” exclaimed Gisquette; “God on the cross, and the two thieves on 

the right and the left.” Here the young gossips, growing warm at the memory of the entrance of 

monsieur the legate, both began to talk at once. 

“And, further on, at the Painters’ Gate, there were other personages, very richly clad.” 

“And at the fountain of Saint-Innocent, that huntsman, who was chasing a hind with great 

clamor of dogs and hunting-horns.” 

“And, at the Paris slaughter-houses, stages, representing the fortress of Dieppe!” 

“And when the legate passed, you remember, Gisquette? they made the assault, and the 

English all had their throats cut.” 

“And against the gate of the Châtelet, there were very fine personages!” 

“And on the Port au Change, which was all draped above!” 

“And when the legate passed, they let fly on the bridge more than two hundred sorts of birds; 

wasn’t it beautiful, Liénarde?” 

“It will be better to-day,” finally resumed their interlocutor, who seemed to listen to them with 

impatience. 

“Do you promise us that this mystery will be fine?” said Gisquette. 

“Without doubt,” he replied; then he added, with a certain emphasis,—“I am the author of it, 

damsels.” 

“Truly?” said the young girls, quite taken aback. 

“Truly!” replied the poet, bridling a little; “that is, to say, there are two of us; Jehan Marchand, 

who has sawed the planks and erected the framework of the theatre and the woodwork; and I, 

who have made the piece. My name is Pierre Gringoire.” 



The author of the “Cid” could not have said “Pierre Corneille” with more pride. 

Our readers have been able to observe, that a certain amount of time must have already 

elapsed from the moment when Jupiter had retired beneath the tapestry to the instant when the 

author of the new morality had thus abruptly revealed himself to the innocent admiration of 

Gisquette and Liénarde. Remarkable fact: that whole crowd, so tumultuous but a few moments 

before, now waited amiably on the word of the comedian; which proves the eternal truth, still 

experienced every day in our theatres, that the best means of making the public wait patiently is 

to assure them that one is about to begin instantly. 

However, scholar Johannes had not fallen asleep. 

“Holà hé!” he shouted suddenly, in the midst of the peaceable waiting which had followed the 

tumult. “Jupiter, Madame the Virgin, buffoons of the devil! are you jeering at us? The piece! the 

piece! commence or we will commence again!” 

This was all that was needed. 

The music of high and low instruments immediately became audible from the interior of the 

stage; the tapestry was raised; four personages, in motley attire and painted faces, emerged from 

it, climbed the steep ladder of the theatre, and, arrived upon the upper platform, arranged 

themselves in a line before the public, whom they saluted with profound reverences; then the 

symphony ceased. 

The mystery was about to begin. 

The four personages, after having reaped a rich reward of applause for their reverences, began, 

in the midst of profound silence, a prologue, which we gladly spare the reader. Moreover, as 

happens in our own day, the public was more occupied with the costumes that the actors wore 

than with the roles that they were enacting; and, in truth, they were right. All four were dressed 

in parti-colored robes of yellow and white, which were distinguished from each other only by the 

nature of the stuff; the first was of gold and silver brocade; the second, of silk; the third, of wool; 

the fourth, of linen. The first of these personages carried in his right hand a sword; the second, 

two golden keys; the third, a pair of scales; the fourth, a spade: and, in order to aid sluggish 

minds which would not have seen clearly through the transparency of these attributes, there was 

to be read, in large, black letters, on the hem of the robe of brocade, MY NAME IS NOBILITY; 

on the hem of the silken robe, MY NAME IS CLERGY; on the hem of the woolen robe, MY 

NAME IS MERCHANDISE; on the hem of the linen robe, MY NAME IS LABOR. The sex of 

the two male characters was briefly indicated to every judicious spectator, by their shorter robes, 

and by the cap which they wore on their heads; while the two female characters, less briefly clad, 

were covered with hoods. 

Much ill-will would also have been required, not to comprehend, through the medium of the 

poetry of the prologue, that Labor was wedded to Merchandise, and Clergy to Nobility, and that 

the two happy couples possessed in common a magnificent golden dolphin, which they desired 

to adjudge to the fairest only. So they were roaming about the world seeking and searching for 

this beauty, and, after having successively rejected the Queen of Golconda, the Princess of 

Trebizonde, the daughter of the Grand Khan of Tartary, etc., Labor and Clergy, Nobility and 

Merchandise, had come to rest upon the marble table of the Palais de Justice, and to utter, in the 

presence of the honest audience, as many sentences and maxims as could then be dispensed at 

the Faculty of Arts, at examinations, sophisms, determinances, figures, and acts, where the 

masters took their degrees. 

All this was, in fact, very fine. 



Nevertheless, in that throng, upon which the four allegories vied with each other in pouring 

out floods of metaphors, there was no ear more attentive, no heart that palpitated more, not an 

eye was more haggard, no neck more outstretched, than the eye, the ear, the neck, and the heart 

of the author, of the poet, of that brave Pierre Gringoire, who had not been able to resist, a 

moment before, the joy of telling his name to two pretty girls. He had retreated a few paces from 

them, behind his pillar, and there he listened, looked, enjoyed. The amiable applause which had 

greeted the beginning of his prologue was still echoing in his bosom, and he was completely 

absorbed in that species of ecstatic contemplation with which an author beholds his ideas fall, 

one by one, from the mouth of the actor into the vast silence of the audience. Worthy Pierre 

Gringoire! 

It pains us to say it, but this first ecstasy was speedily disturbed. Hardly had Gringoire raised 

this intoxicating cup of joy and triumph to his lips, when a drop of bitterness was mingled with 

it. 

A tattered mendicant, who could not collect any coins, lost as he was in the midst of the 

crowd, and who had not probably found sufficient indemnity in the pockets of his neighbors, had 

hit upon the idea of perching himself upon some conspicuous point, in order to attract looks and 

alms. He had, accordingly, hoisted himself, during the first verses of the prologue, with the aid of 

the pillars of the reserve gallery, to the cornice which ran round the balustrade at its lower edge; 

and there he had seated himself, soliciting the attention and the pity of the multitude, with his 

rags and a hideous sore which covered his right arm. However, he uttered not a word. 

The silence which he preserved allowed the prologue to proceed without hindrance, and no 

perceptible disorder would have ensued, if ill-luck had not willed that the scholar Joannes should 

catch sight, from the heights of his pillar, of the mendicant and his grimaces. A wild fit of 

laughter took possession of the young scamp, who, without caring that he was interrupting the 

spectacle, and disturbing the universal composure, shouted boldly,— 

“Look! see that sickly creature asking alms!” 

Any one who has thrown a stone into a frog pond, or fired a shot into a covey of birds, can 

form an idea of the effect produced by these incongruous words, in the midst of the general 

attention. It made Gringoire shudder as though it had been an electric shock. The prologue 

stopped short, and all heads turned tumultuously towards the beggar, who, far from being 

disconcerted by this, saw, in this incident, a good opportunity for reaping his harvest, and who 

began to whine in a doleful way, half closing his eyes the while,—“Charity, please!” 

“Well—upon my soul,” resumed Joannes, “it’s Clopin Trouillefou! Holà hé, my friend, did 

your sore bother you on the leg, that you have transferred it to your arm?” So saying, with the 

dexterity of a monkey, he flung a bit of silver into the gray felt hat which the beggar held in his 

ailing arm. The mendicant received both the alms and the sarcasm without wincing, and 

continued, in lamentable tones,— 

“Charity, please!” 

This episode considerably distracted the attention of the audience; and a goodly number of 

spectators, among them Robin Poussepain, and all the clerks at their head, gayly applauded this 

eccentric duet, which the scholar, with his shrill voice, and the mendicant had just improvised in 

the middle of the prologue. 

Gringoire was highly displeased. On recovering from his first stupefaction, he bestirred 

himself to shout, to the four personages on the stage, “Go on! What the devil!—go on!”—

without even deigning to cast a glance of disdain upon the two interrupters. 



At that moment, he felt some one pluck at the hem of his surtout; he turned round, and not 

without ill-humor, and found considerable difficulty in smiling; but he was obliged to do so, 

nevertheless. It was the pretty arm of Gisquette la Gencienne, which, passed through the railing, 

was soliciting his attention in this manner. 

“Monsieur,” said the young girl, “are they going to continue?” 

“Of course,” replied Gringoire, a good deal shocked by the question. 

“In that case, messire,” she resumed, “would you have the courtesy to explain to me—” 

“What they are about to say?” interrupted Gringoire. “Well, listen.” 

“No,” said Gisquette, “but what they have said so far.” 

Gringoire started, like a man whose wound has been probed to the quick. 

“A plague on the stupid and dull-witted little girl!” he muttered, between his teeth. 

From that moment forth, Gisquette was nothing to him. 

In the meantime, the actors had obeyed his injunction, and the public, seeing that they were 

beginning to speak again, began once more to listen, not without having lost many beauties in the 

sort of soldered joint which was formed between the two portions of the piece thus abruptly cut 

short. Gringoire commented on it bitterly to himself. Nevertheless, tranquillity was gradually 

restored, the scholar held his peace, the mendicant counted over some coins in his hat, and the 

piece resumed the upper hand. 

It was, in fact, a very fine work, and one which, as it seems to us, might be put to use to-day, 

by the aid of a little rearrangement. The exposition, rather long and rather empty, that is to say, 

according to the rules, was simple; and Gringoire, in the candid sanctuary of his own conscience, 

admired its clearness. As the reader may surmise, the four allegorical personages were somewhat 

weary with having traversed the three sections of the world, without having found suitable 

opportunity for getting rid of their golden dolphin. Thereupon a eulogy of the marvellous fish, 

with a thousand delicate allusions to the young betrothed of Marguerite of Flanders, then sadly 

cloistered in at Amboise, and without a suspicion that Labor and Clergy, Nobility and 

Merchandise had just made the circuit of the world in his behalf. The said dauphin was then 

young, was handsome, was stout, and, above all (magnificent origin of all royal virtues), he was 

the son of the Lion of France. I declare that this bold metaphor is admirable, and that the natural 

history of the theatre, on a day of allegory and royal marriage songs, is not in the least startled by 

a dolphin who is the son of a lion. It is precisely these rare and Pindaric mixtures which prove 

the poet’s enthusiasm. Nevertheless, in order to play the part of critic also, the poet might have 

developed this beautiful idea in something less than two hundred lines. It is true that the mystery 

was to last from noon until four o’clock, in accordance with the orders of monsieur the provost, 

and that it was necessary to say something. Besides, the people listened patiently. 

All at once, in the very middle of a quarrel between Mademoiselle Merchandise and Madame 

Nobility, at the moment when Monsieur Labor was giving utterance to this wonderful line,— 

In forest ne’er was seen a more triumphant beast; 

the door of the reserved gallery which had hitherto remained so inopportunely closed, opened 

still more inopportunely; and the ringing voice of the usher announced abruptly, “His eminence, 

Monseigneur the Cardinal de Bourbon.” 

  



CHAPTER III. MONSIEUR THE CARDINAL. 

Poor Gringoire! the din of all the great double petards of the Saint-Jean, the discharge of 

twenty arquebuses on supports, the detonation of that famous serpentine of the Tower of Billy, 

which, during the siege of Paris, on Sunday, the twenty-sixth of September, 1465, killed seven 

Burgundians at one blow, the explosion of all the powder stored at the gate of the Temple, would 

have rent his ears less rudely at that solemn and dramatic moment, than these few words, which 

fell from the lips of the usher, “His eminence, Monseigneur the Cardinal de Bourbon.” 

It is not that Pierre Gringoire either feared or disdained monsieur the cardinal. He had neither 

the weakness nor the audacity for that. A true eclectic, as it would be expressed nowadays, 

Gringoire was one of those firm and lofty, moderate and calm spirits, which always know how to 

bear themselves amid all circumstances (stare in dimidio rerum), and who are full of reason and 

of liberal philosophy, while still setting store by cardinals. A rare, precious, and never interrupted 

race of philosophers to whom wisdom, like another Ariadne, seems to have given a clew of 

thread which they have been walking along unwinding since the beginning of the world, through 

the labyrinth of human affairs. One finds them in all ages, ever the same; that is to say, always 

according to all times. And, without reckoning our Pierre Gringoire, who may represent them in 

the fifteenth century if we succeed in bestowing upon him the distinction which he deserves, it 

certainly was their spirit which animated Father du Breul, when he wrote, in the sixteenth, these 

naively sublime words, worthy of all centuries: “I am a Parisian by nation, and a Parrhisian in 

language, for parrhisia in Greek signifies liberty of speech; of which I have made use even 

towards messeigneurs the cardinals, uncle and brother to Monsieur the Prince de Conty, always 

with respect to their greatness, and without offending any one of their suite, which is much to 

say.” 

There was then neither hatred for the cardinal, nor disdain for his presence, in the disagreeable 

impression produced upon Pierre Gringoire. Quite the contrary; our poet had too much good 

sense and too threadbare a coat, not to attach particular importance to having the numerous 

allusions in his prologue, and, in particular, the glorification of the dauphin, son of the Lion of 

France, fall upon the most eminent ear. But it is not interest which predominates in the noble 

nature of poets. I suppose that the entity of the poet may be represented by the number ten; it is 

certain that a chemist on analyzing and pharmacopolizing it, as Rabelais says, would find it 

composed of one part interest to nine parts of self-esteem. 

Now, at the moment when the door had opened to admit the cardinal, the nine parts of self-

esteem in Gringoire, swollen and expanded by the breath of popular admiration, were in a state 

of prodigious augmentation, beneath which disappeared, as though stifled, that imperceptible 

molecule of which we have just remarked upon in the constitution of poets; a precious 

ingredient, by the way, a ballast of reality and humanity, without which they would not touch the 

earth. Gringoire enjoyed seeing, feeling, fingering, so to speak an entire assembly (of knaves, it 

is true, but what matters that?) stupefied, petrified, and as though asphyxiated in the presence of 

the incommensurable tirades which welled up every instant from all parts of his bridal song. I 

affirm that he shared the general beatitude, and that, quite the reverse of La Fontaine, who, at the 

presentation of his comedy of the “Florentine,” asked, “Who is the ill-bred lout who made that 

rhapsody?” Gringoire would gladly have inquired of his neighbor, “Whose masterpiece is this?” 

The reader can now judge of the effect produced upon him by the abrupt and unseasonable 

arrival of the cardinal. 



That which he had to fear was only too fully realized. The entrance of his eminence upset the 

audience. All heads turned towards the gallery. It was no longer possible to hear one’s self. “The 

cardinal! The cardinal!” repeated all mouths. The unhappy prologue stopped short for the second 

time. 

The cardinal halted for a moment on the threshold of the estrade. While he was sending a 

rather indifferent glance around the audience, the tumult redoubled. Each person wished to get a 

better view of him. Each man vied with the other in thrusting his head over his neighbor’s 

shoulder. 

He was, in fact, an exalted personage, the sight of whom was well worth any other comedy. 

Charles, Cardinal de Bourbon, Archbishop and Comte of Lyon, Primate of the Gauls, was allied 

both to Louis XI., through his brother, Pierre, Seigneur de Beaujeu, who had married the king’s 

eldest daughter, and to Charles the Bold through his mother, Agnes of Burgundy. Now, the 

dominating trait, the peculiar and distinctive trait of the character of the Primate of the Gauls, 

was the spirit of the courtier, and devotion to the powers that be. The reader can form an idea of 

the numberless embarrassments which this double relationship had caused him, and of all the 

temporal reefs among which his spiritual bark had been forced to tack, in order not to suffer 

shipwreck on either Louis or Charles, that Scylla and that Charybdis which had devoured the 

Duc de Nemours and the Constable de Saint-Pol. Thanks to Heaven’s mercy, he had made the 

voyage successfully, and had reached home without hindrance. But although he was in port, and 

precisely because he was in port, he never recalled without disquiet the varied haps of his 

political career, so long uneasy and laborious. Thus, he was in the habit of saying that the year 

1476 had been “white and black” for him—meaning thereby, that in the course of that year he 

had lost his mother, the Duchesse de la Bourbonnais, and his cousin, the Duke of Burgundy, and 

that one grief had consoled him for the other. 

Nevertheless, he was a fine man; he led a joyous cardinal’s life, liked to enliven himself with 

the royal vintage of Challuau, did not hate Richarde la Garmoise and Thomasse la Saillarde, 

bestowed alms on pretty girls rather than on old women,—and for all these reasons was very 

agreeable to the populace of Paris. He never went about otherwise than surrounded by a small 

court of bishops and abbés of high lineage, gallant, jovial, and given to carousing on occasion; 

and more than once the good and devout women of Saint Germain d’ Auxerre, when passing at 

night beneath the brightly illuminated windows of Bourbon, had been scandalized to hear the 

same voices which had intoned vespers for them during the day carolling, to the clinking of 

glasses, the bacchic proverb of Benedict XII., that pope who had added a third crown to the 

Tiara—Bibamus papaliter. 

It was this justly acquired popularity, no doubt, which preserved him on his entrance from any 

bad reception at the hands of the mob, which had been so displeased but a moment before, and 

very little disposed to respect a cardinal on the very day when it was to elect a pope. But the 

Parisians cherish little rancor; and then, having forced the beginning of the play by their 

authority, the good bourgeois had got the upper hand of the cardinal, and this triumph was 

sufficient for them. Moreover, the Cardinal de Bourbon was a handsome man,—he wore a fine 

scarlet robe, which he carried off very well,—that is to say, he had all the women on his side, 

and, consequently, the best half of the audience. Assuredly, it would be injustice and bad taste to 

hoot a cardinal for having come late to the spectacle, when he is a handsome man, and when he 

wears his scarlet robe well. 



He entered, then, bowed to those present with the hereditary smile of the great for the people, 

and directed his course slowly towards his scarlet velvet arm-chair, with the air of thinking of 

something quite different. His cortege—what we should nowadays call his staff—of bishops and 

abbés invaded the estrade in his train, not without causing redoubled tumult and curiosity among 

the audience. Each man vied with his neighbor in pointing them out and naming them, in seeing 

who should recognize at least one of them: this one, the Bishop of Marseilles (Alaudet, if my 

memory serves me right);—this one, the primicier of Saint-Denis;—this one, Robert de 

Lespinasse, Abbé of Saint-Germain des Prés, that libertine brother of a mistress of Louis XI.; all 

with many errors and absurdities. As for the scholars, they swore. This was their day, their feast 

of fools, their saturnalia, the annual orgy of the corporation of law clerks and of the school. 

There was no turpitude which was not sacred on that day. And then there were gay gossips in the 

crowd—Simone Quatrelivres, Agnès la Gadine, and Rabine Piédebou. Was it not the least that 

one could do to swear at one’s ease and revile the name of God a little, on so fine a day, in such 

good company as dignitaries of the church and loose women? So they did not abstain; and, in the 

midst of the uproar, there was a frightful concert of blasphemies and enormities of all the 

unbridled tongues, the tongues of clerks and students restrained during the rest of the year, by the 

fear of the hot iron of Saint Louis. Poor Saint Louis! how they set him at defiance in his own 

court of law! Each one of them selected from the new-comers on the platform, a black, gray, 

white, or violet cassock as his target. Joannes Frollo de Molendin, in his quality of brother to an 

archdeacon, boldly attacked the scarlet; he sang in deafening tones, with his impudent eyes 

fastened on the cardinal, “Cappa repleta mero!” 

All these details which we here lay bare for the edification of the reader, were so covered by 

the general uproar, that they were lost in it before reaching the reserved platforms; moreover, 

they would have moved the cardinal but little, so much a part of the customs were the liberties of 

that day. Moreover, he had another cause for solicitude, and his mien as wholly preoccupied with 

it, which entered the estrade the same time as himself; this was the embassy from Flanders. 

Not that he was a profound politician, nor was he borrowing trouble about the possible 

consequences of the marriage of his cousin Marguerite de Bourgoyne to his cousin Charles, 

Dauphin de Vienne; nor as to how long the good understanding which had been patched up 

between the Duke of Austria and the King of France would last; nor how the King of England 

would take this disdain of his daughter. All that troubled him but little; and he gave a warm 

reception every evening to the wine of the royal vintage of Chaillot, without a suspicion that 

several flasks of that same wine (somewhat revised and corrected, it is true, by Doctor Coictier), 

cordially offered to Edward IV. by Louis XI., would, some fine morning, rid Louis XI. of 

Edward IV. “The much honored embassy of Monsieur the Duke of Austria,” brought the cardinal 

none of these cares, but it troubled him in another direction. It was, in fact, somewhat hard, and 

we have already hinted at it on the second page of this book,—for him, Charles de Bourbon, to 

be obliged to feast and receive cordially no one knows what bourgeois;—for him, a cardinal, to 

receive aldermen;—for him, a Frenchman, and a jolly companion, to receive Flemish beer-

drinkers,—and that in public! This was, certainly, one of the most irksome grimaces that he had 

ever executed for the good pleasure of the king. 

So he turned toward the door, and with the best grace in the world (so well had he trained 

himself to it), when the usher announced, in a sonorous voice, “Messieurs the Envoys of 

Monsieur the Duke of Austria.” It is useless to add that the whole hall did the same. 

Then arrived, two by two, with a gravity which made a contrast in the midst of the frisky 

ecclesiastical escort of Charles de Bourbon, the eight and forty ambassadors of Maximilian of 



Austria, having at their head the reverend Father in God, Jehan, Abbot of Saint-Bertin, 

Chancellor of the Golden Fleece, and Jacques de Goy, Sieur Dauby, Grand Bailiff of Ghent. A 

deep silence settled over the assembly, accompanied by stifled laughter at the preposterous 

names and all the bourgeois designations which each of these personages transmitted with 

imperturbable gravity to the usher, who then tossed names and titles pell-mell and mutilated to 

the crowd below. There were Master Loys Roelof, alderman of the city of Louvain; Messire 

Clays d’Etuelde, alderman of Brussels; Messire Paul de Baeust, Sieur de Voirmizelle, President 

of Flanders; Master Jehan Coleghens, burgomaster of the city of Antwerp; Master George de la 

Moere, first alderman of the kuere of the city of Ghent; Master Gheldolf van der Hage, first 

alderman of the parchons of the said town; and the Sieur de Bierbecque, and Jehan Pinnock, and 

Jehan Dymaerzelle, etc., etc., etc.; bailiffs, aldermen, burgomasters; burgomasters, aldermen, 

bailiffs—all stiff, affectedly grave, formal, dressed out in velvet and damask, hooded with caps 

of black velvet, with great tufts of Cyprus gold thread; good Flemish heads, after all, severe and 

worthy faces, of the family which Rembrandt makes to stand out so strong and grave from the 

black background of his “Night Patrol”; personages all of whom bore, written on their brows, 

that Maximilian of Austria had done well in “trusting implicitly,” as the manifest ran, “in their 

sense, valor, experience, loyalty, and good wisdom.” 

There was one exception, however. It was a subtle, intelligent, crafty-looking face, a sort of 

combined monkey and diplomat phiz, before whom the cardinal made three steps and a profound 

bow, and whose name, nevertheless, was only, “Guillaume Rym, counsellor and pensioner of the 

City of Ghent.” 

Few persons were then aware who Guillaume Rym was. A rare genius who in a time of 

revolution would have made a brilliant appearance on the surface of events, but who in the 

fifteenth century was reduced to cavernous intrigues, and to “living in mines,” as the Duc de 

Saint-Simon expresses it. Nevertheless, he was appreciated by the “miner” of Europe; he plotted 

familiarly with Louis XI., and often lent a hand to the king’s secret jobs. All which things were 

quite unknown to that throng, who were amazed at the cardinal’s politeness to that frail figure of 

a Flemish bailiff.  

  



CHAPTER IV. MASTER JACQUES COPPENOLE. 

While the pensioner of Ghent and his eminence were exchanging very low bows and a few 

words in voices still lower, a man of lofty stature, with a large face and broad shoulders, 

presented himself, in order to enter abreast with Guillaume Rym; one would have pronounced 

him a bull-dog by the side of a fox. His felt doublet and leather jerkin made a spot on the velvet 

and silk which surrounded him. Presuming that he was some groom who had stolen in, the usher 

stopped him. 

“Hold, my friend, you cannot pass!” 

The man in the leather jerkin shouldered him aside. 

“What does this knave want with me?” said he, in stentorian tones, which rendered the entire 

hall attentive to this strange colloquy. “Don’t you see that I am one of them?” 

“Your name?” demanded the usher. 

“Jacques Coppenole.” 

“Your titles?” 

“Hosier at the sign of the ‘Three Little Chains,’ of Ghent.” 

The usher recoiled. One might bring one’s self to announce aldermen and burgomasters, but a 

hosier was too much. The cardinal was on thorns. All the people were staring and listening. For 

two days his eminence had been exerting his utmost efforts to lick these Flemish bears into 

shape, and to render them a little more presentable to the public, and this freak was startling. But 

Guillaume Rym, with his polished smile, approached the usher. 

“Announce Master Jacques Coppenole, clerk of the aldermen of the city of Ghent,” he 

whispered, very low. 

“Usher,” interposed the cardinal, aloud, “announce Master Jacques Coppenole, clerk of the 

aldermen of the illustrious city of Ghent.” 

This was a mistake. Guillaume Rym alone might have conjured away the difficulty, but 

Coppenole had heard the cardinal. 

“No, cross of God?” he exclaimed, in his voice of thunder, “Jacques Coppenole, hosier. Do 

you hear, usher? Nothing more, nothing less. Cross of God! hosier; that’s fine enough. Monsieur 

the Archduke has more than once sought his gant[5]   in my hose.” 

Laughter and applause burst forth. A jest is always understood in Paris, and, consequently, 

always applauded. 

Let us add that Coppenole was of the people, and that the auditors which surrounded him were 

also of the people. Thus the communication between him and them had been prompt, electric, 

and, so to speak, on a level. The haughty air of the Flemish hosier, by humiliating the courtiers, 

had touched in all these plebeian souls that latent sentiment of dignity still vague and indistinct in 

the fifteenth century. 

This hosier was an equal, who had just held his own before monsieur the cardinal. A very 

sweet reflection to poor fellows habituated to respect and obedience towards the underlings of 

the sergeants of the bailiff of Sainte-Geneviève, the cardinal’s train-bearer. 

Coppenole proudly saluted his eminence, who returned the salute of the all-

powerful bourgeois feared by Louis XI. Then, while Guillaume Rym, a “sage and malicious 

man,” as Philippe de Comines puts it, watched them both with a smile of raillery and superiority, 



each sought his place, the cardinal quite abashed and troubled, Coppenole tranquil and haughty, 

and thinking, no doubt, that his title of hosier was as good as any other, after all, and that Marie 

of Burgundy, mother to that Marguerite whom Coppenole was to-day bestowing in marriage, 

would have been less afraid of the cardinal than of the hosier; for it is not a cardinal who would 

have stirred up a revolt among the men of Ghent against the favorites of the daughter of Charles 

the Bold; it is not a cardinal who could have fortified the populace with a word against her tears 

and prayers, when the Maid of Flanders came to supplicate her people in their behalf, even at the 

very foot of the scaffold; while the hosier had only to raise his leather elbow, in order to cause to 

fall your two heads, most illustrious seigneurs, Guy d’Hymbercourt and Chancellor Guillaume 

Hugonet. 

Nevertheless, all was over for the poor cardinal, and he was obliged to quaff to the dregs the 

bitter cup of being in such bad company. 

The reader has, probably, not forgotten the impudent beggar who had been clinging fast to the 

fringes of the cardinal’s gallery ever since the beginning of the prologue. The arrival of the 

illustrious guests had by no means caused him to relax his hold, and, while the prelates and 

ambassadors were packing themselves into the stalls—like genuine Flemish herrings—he settled 

himself at his ease, and boldly crossed his legs on the architrave. The insolence of this 

proceeding was extraordinary, yet no one noticed it at first, the attention of all being directed 

elsewhere. He, on his side, perceived nothing that was going on in the hall; he wagged his head 

with the unconcern of a Neapolitan, repeating from time to time, amid the clamor, as from a 

mechanical habit, “Charity, please!” And, assuredly, he was, out of all those present, the only 

one who had not deigned to turn his head at the altercation between Coppenole and the usher. 

Now, chance ordained that the master hosier of Ghent, with whom the people were already in 

lively sympathy, and upon whom all eyes were riveted—should come and seat himself in the 

front row of the gallery, directly above the mendicant; and people were not a little amazed to see 

the Flemish ambassador, on concluding his inspection of the knave thus placed beneath his eyes, 

bestow a friendly tap on that ragged shoulder. The beggar turned round; there was surprise, 

recognition, a lighting up of the two countenances, and so forth; then, without paying the 

slightest heed in the world to the spectators, the hosier and the wretched being began to converse 

in a low tone, holding each other’s hands, in the meantime, while the rags of Clopin Trouillefou, 

spread out upon the cloth of gold of the dais, produced the effect of a caterpillar on an orange. 

The novelty of this singular scene excited such a murmur of mirth and gayety in the hall, that 

the cardinal was not slow to perceive it; he half bent forward, and, as from the point where he 

was placed he could catch only an imperfect view of Trouillerfou’s ignominious doublet, he very 

naturally imagined that the mendicant was asking alms, and, disgusted with his audacity, he 

exclaimed: “Bailiff of the Courts, toss me that knave into the river!” 

“Cross of God! monseigneur the cardinal,” said Coppenole, without quitting Clopin’s hand, 

“he’s a friend of mine.” 

“Good! good!” shouted the populace. From that moment, Master Coppenole enjoyed in Paris 

as in Ghent, “great favor with the people; for men of that sort do enjoy it,” says Philippe de 

Comines, “when they are thus disorderly.” The cardinal bit his lips. He bent towards his 

neighbor, the Abbé of Sainte-Geneviève, and said to him in a low tone,—“Fine ambassadors 

monsieur the archduke sends here, to announce to us Madame Marguerite!” 

“Your eminence,” replied the abbé, “wastes your politeness on these Flemish 

swine. Margaritas ante porcos, pearls before swine.” 



“Say rather,” retorted the cardinal, with a smile, “Porcos ante Margaritam, swine before the 

pearl.” 

The whole little court in cassocks went into ecstacies over this play upon words. The cardinal 

felt a little relieved; he was quits with Coppenole, he also had had his jest applauded. 

Now, will those of our readers who possess the power of generalizing an image or an idea, as 

the expression runs in the style of to-day, permit us to ask them if they have formed a very clear 

conception of the spectacle presented at this moment, upon which we have arrested their 

attention, by the vast parallelogram of the grand hall of the palace. 

In the middle of the hall, backed against the western wall, a large and magnificent gallery 

draped with cloth of gold, into which enter in procession, through a small, arched door, grave 

personages, announced successively by the shrill voice of an usher. On the front benches were 

already a number of venerable figures, muffled in ermine, velvet, and scarlet. Around the dais—

which remains silent and dignified—below, opposite, everywhere, a great crowd and a great 

murmur. Thousands of glances directed by the people on each face upon the dais, a thousand 

whispers over each name. Certainly, the spectacle is curious, and well deserves the attention of 

the spectators. But yonder, quite at the end, what is that sort of trestle work with four motley 

puppets upon it, and more below? Who is that man beside the trestle, with a black doublet and a 

pale face? Alas! my dear reader, it is Pierre Gringoire and his prologue. 

We have all forgotten him completely. 

This is precisely what he feared. 

From the moment of the cardinal’s entrance, Gringoire had never ceased to tremble for the 

safety of his prologue. At first he had enjoined the actors, who had stopped in suspense, to 

continue, and to raise their voices; then, perceiving that no one was listening, he had stopped 

them; and, during the entire quarter of an hour that the interruption lasted, he had not ceased to 

stamp, to flounce about, to appeal to Gisquette and Liénarde, and to urge his neighbors to the 

continuance of the prologue; all in vain. No one quitted the cardinal, the embassy, and the 

gallery—sole centre of this vast circle of visual rays. We must also believe, and we say it with 

regret, that the prologue had begun slightly to weary the audience at the moment when his 

eminence had arrived, and created a diversion in so terrible a fashion. After all, on the gallery as 

well as on the marble table, the spectacle was the same: the conflict of Labor and Clergy, of 

Nobility and Merchandise. And many people preferred to see them alive, breathing, moving, 

elbowing each other in flesh and blood, in this Flemish embassy, in this Episcopal court, under 

the cardinal’s robe, under Coppenole’s jerkin, than painted, decked out, talking in verse, and, so 

to speak, stuffed beneath the yellow amid white tunics in which Gringoire had so ridiculously 

clothed them. 

Nevertheless, when our poet beheld quiet reestablished to some extent, he devised a stratagem 

which might have redeemed all. 

“Monsieur,” he said, turning towards one of his neighbors, a fine, big man, with a patient face, 

“suppose we begin again.” 

“What?” said his neighbor. 

“Hé! the Mystery,” said Gringoire. 

“As you like,” returned his neighbor. 



This semi-approbation sufficed for Gringoire, and, conducting his own affairs, he began to 

shout, confounding himself with the crowd as much as possible: “Begin the mystery again! begin 

again!” 

“The devil!” said Joannes de Molendino, “what are they jabbering down yonder, at the end of 

the hall?” (for Gringoire was making noise enough for four.) “Say, comrades, isn’t that mystery 

finished? They want to begin it all over again. That’s not fair!” 

“No, no!” shouted all the scholars. “Down with the mystery! Down with it!” 

But Gringoire had multiplied himself, and only shouted the more vigorously: “Begin again! 

begin again!” 

These clamors attracted the attention of the cardinal. 

“Monsieur Bailiff of the Courts,” said he to a tall, black man, placed a few paces from him, 

“are those knaves in a holy-water vessel, that they make such a hellish noise?” 

The bailiff of the courts was a sort of amphibious magistrate, a sort of bat of the judicial order, 

related to both the rat and the bird, the judge and the soldier. 

He approached his eminence, and not without a good deal of fear of the latter’s displeasure, he 

awkwardly explained to him the seeming disrespect of the audience: that noonday had arrived 

before his eminence, and that the comedians had been forced to begin without waiting for his 

eminence. 

The cardinal burst into a laugh. 

“On my faith, the rector of the university ought to have done the same. What say you, Master 

Guillaume Rym?” 

“Monseigneur,” replied Guillaume Rym, “let us be content with having escaped half of the 

comedy. There is at least that much gained.” 

“Can these rascals continue their farce?” asked the bailiff. 

“Continue, continue,” said the cardinal, “it’s all the same to me. I’ll read my breviary in the 

meantime.” 

The bailiff advanced to the edge of the estrade, and cried, after having invoked silence by a 

wave of the hand,— 

“Bourgeois, rustics, and citizens, in order to satisfy those who wish the play to begin again, 

and those who wish it to end, his eminence orders that it be continued.” 

Both parties were forced to resign themselves. But the public and the author long cherished a 

grudge against the cardinal. 

So the personages on the stage took up their parts, and Gringoire hoped that the rest of his 

work, at least, would be listened to. This hope was speedily dispelled like his other illusions; 

silence had indeed, been restored in the audience, after a fashion; but Gringoire had not observed 

that at the moment when the cardinal gave the order to continue, the gallery was far from full, 

and that after the Flemish envoys there had arrived new personages forming part of the cortège, 

whose names and ranks, shouted out in the midst of his dialogue by the intermittent cry of the 

usher, produced considerable ravages in it. Let the reader imagine the effect in the midst of a 

theatrical piece, of the yelping of an usher, flinging in between two rhymes, and often in the 

middle of a line, parentheses like the following,— 

“Master Jacques Charmolue, procurator to the king in the Ecclesiastical Courts!” 



“Jehan de Harlay, equerry guardian of the office of chevalier of the night watch of the city of 

Paris!” 

“Messire Galiot de Genoilhac, chevalier, seigneur de Brussac, master of the king’s artillery!” 

“Master Dreux-Raguier, surveyor of the woods and forests of the king our sovereign, in the 

land of France, Champagne and Brie!” 

“Messire Louis de Graville, chevalier, councillor, and chamberlain of the king, admiral of 

France, keeper of the Forest of Vincennes!” 

“Master Denis le Mercier, guardian of the house of the blind at Paris!” etc., etc., etc. 

This was becoming unbearable. 

This strange accompaniment, which rendered it difficult to follow the piece, made Gringoire 

all the more indignant because he could not conceal from himself the fact that the interest was 

continually increasing, and that all his work required was a chance of being heard. 

It was, in fact, difficult to imagine a more ingenious and more dramatic composition. The four 

personages of the prologue were bewailing themselves in their mortal embarrassment, when 

Venus in person, (vera incessa patuit dea) presented herself to them, clad in a fine robe bearing 

the heraldic device of the ship of the city of Paris. She had come herself to claim the dolphin 

promised to the most beautiful. Jupiter, whose thunder could be heard rumbling in the dressing-

room, supported her claim, and Venus was on the point of carrying it off,—that is to say, without 

allegory, of marrying monsieur the dauphin, when a young child clad in white damask, and 

holding in her hand a daisy (a transparent personification of Mademoiselle Marguerite of 

Flanders) came to contest it with Venus. 

Theatrical effect and change. 

After a dispute, Venus, Marguerite, and the assistants agreed to submit to the good judgment 

of time holy Virgin. There was another good part, that of the king of Mesopotamia; but through 

so many interruptions, it was difficult to make out what end he served. All these persons had 

ascended by the ladder to the stage. 

But all was over; none of these beauties had been felt nor understood. On the entrance of the 

cardinal, one would have said that an invisible magic thread had suddenly drawn all glances from 

the marble table to the gallery, from the southern to the western extremity of the hall. Nothing 

could disenchant the audience; all eyes remained fixed there, and the new-comers and their 

accursed names, and their faces, and their costumes, afforded a continual diversion. This was 

very distressing. With the exception of Gisquette and Liénarde, who turned round from time to 

time when Gringoire plucked them by the sleeve; with the exception of the big, patient neighbor, 

no one listened, no one looked at the poor, deserted morality full face. Gringoire saw only 

profiles. 

With what bitterness did he behold his whole erection of glory and of poetry crumble away bit 

by bit! And to think that these people had been upon the point of instituting a revolt against the 

bailiff through impatience to hear his work! now that they had it they did not care for it. This 

same representation which had been begun amid so unanimous an acclamation! Eternal flood 

and ebb of popular favor! To think that they had been on the point of hanging the bailiff’s 

sergeant! What would he not have given to be still at that hour of honey! 

But the usher’s brutal monologue came to an end; every one had arrived, and Gringoire 

breathed freely once more; the actors continued bravely. But Master Coppenole, the hosier, must 



needs rise of a sudden, and Gringoire was forced to listen to him deliver, amid universal 

attention, the following abominable harangue. 

“Messieurs the bourgeois and squires of Paris, I don’t know, cross of God! what we are doing 

here. I certainly do see yonder in the corner on that stage, some people who appear to be 

fighting. I don’t know whether that is what you call a “mystery,” but it is not amusing; they 

quarrel with their tongues and nothing more. I have been waiting for the first blow this quarter of 

an hour; nothing comes; they are cowards who only scratch each other with insults. You ought to 

send for the fighters of London or Rotterdam; and, I can tell you! you would have had blows of 

the fist that could be heard in the Place; but these men excite our pity. They ought at least, to 

give us a moorish dance, or some other mummer! That is not what was told me; I was promised a 

feast of fools, with the election of a pope. We have our pope of fools at Ghent also; we’re not 

behindhand in that, cross of God! But this is the way we manage it; we collect a crowd like this 

one here, then each person in turn passes his head through a hole, and makes a grimace at the 

rest; time one who makes the ugliest, is elected pope by general acclamation; that’s the way it is. 

It is very diverting. Would you like to make your pope after the fashion of my country? At all 

events, it will be less wearisome than to listen to chatterers. If they wish to come and make their 

grimaces through the hole, they can join the game. What say you, Messieurs les bourgeois? You 

have here enough grotesque specimens of both sexes, to allow of laughing in Flemish fashion, 

and there are enough of us ugly in countenance to hope for a fine grinning match.” 

Gringoire would have liked to retort; stupefaction, rage, indignation, deprived him of words. 

Moreover, the suggestion of the popular hosier was received with such enthusiasm by 

these bourgeois who were flattered at being called “squires,” that all resistance was useless. 

There was nothing to be done but to allow one’s self to drift with the torrent. Gringoire hid his 

face between his two hands, not being so fortunate as to have a mantle with which to veil his 

head, like Agamemnon of Timantis. 

  



CHAPTER V. QUASIMODO. 

In the twinkling of an eye, all was ready to execute Coppenole’s idea. Bourgeois, scholars and 

law clerks all set to work. The little chapel situated opposite the marble table was selected for the 

scene of the grinning match. A pane broken in the pretty rose window above the door, left free a 

circle of stone through which it was agreed that the competitors should thrust their heads. In 

order to reach it, it was only necessary to mount upon a couple of hogsheads, which had been 

produced from I know not where, and perched one upon the other, after a fashion. It was settled 

that each candidate, man or woman (for it was possible to choose a female pope), should, for the 

sake of leaving the impression of his grimace fresh and complete, cover his face and remain 

concealed in the chapel until the moment of his appearance. In less than an instant, the chapel 

was crowded with competitors, upon whom the door was then closed. 

Coppenole, from his post, ordered all, directed all, arranged all. During the uproar, the 

cardinal, no less abashed than Gringoire, had retired with all his suite, under the pretext of 

business and vespers, without the crowd which his arrival had so deeply stirred being in the least 

moved by his departure. Guillaume Rym was the only one who noticed his eminence’s 

discomfiture. The attention of the populace, like the sun, pursued its revolution; having set out 

from one end of the hall, and halted for a space in the middle, it had now reached the other end. 

The marble table, the brocaded gallery had each had their day; it was now the turn of the chapel 

of Louis XI. Henceforth, the field was open to all folly. There was no one there now, but the 

Flemings and the rabble. 

The grimaces began. The first face which appeared at the aperture, with eyelids turned up to 

the reds, a mouth open like a maw, and a brow wrinkled like our hussar boots of the Empire, 

evoked such an inextinguishable peal of laughter that Homer would have taken all these louts for 

gods. Nevertheless, the grand hall was anything but Olympus, and Gringoire’s poor Jupiter knew 

it better than any one else. A second and third grimace followed, then another and another; and 

the laughter and transports of delight went on increasing. There was in this spectacle, a peculiar 

power of intoxication and fascination, of which it would be difficult to convey to the reader of 

our day and our salons any idea. 

Let the reader picture to himself a series of visages presenting successively all geometrical 

forms, from the triangle to the trapezium, from the cone to the polyhedron; all human 

expressions, from wrath to lewdness; all ages, from the wrinkles of the new-born babe to the 

wrinkles of the aged and dying; all religious phantasmagories, from Faun to Beelzebub; all 

animal profiles, from the maw to the beak, from the jowl to the muzzle. Let the reader imagine 

all these grotesque figures of the Pont Neuf, those nightmares petrified beneath the hand of 

Germain Pilon, assuming life and breath, and coming in turn to stare you in the face with burning 

eyes; all the masks of the Carnival of Venice passing in succession before your glass,—in a 

word, a human kaleidoscope. 

The orgy grew more and more Flemish. Teniers could have given but a very imperfect idea of 

it. Let the reader picture to himself in bacchanal form, Salvator Rosa’s battle. There were no 

longer either scholars or ambassadors or bourgeois or men or women; there was no longer any 

Clopin Trouillefou, nor Gilles Lecornu, nor Marie Quatrelivres, nor Robin Poussepain. All was 

universal license. The grand hall was no longer anything but a vast furnace of effrontry and 

joviality, where every mouth was a cry, every individual a posture; everything shouted and 

howled. The strange visages which came, in turn, to gnash their teeth in the rose window, were 



like so many brands cast into the brazier; and from the whole of this effervescing crowd, there 

escaped, as from a furnace, a sharp, piercing, stinging noise, hissing like the wings of a gnat. 

“Ho hé! curse it!” 

“Just look at that face!” 

“It’s not good for anything.” 

“Guillemette Maugerepuis, just look at that bull’s muzzle; it only lacks the horns. It can’t be 

your husband.” 

“Another!” 

“Belly of the pope! what sort of a grimace is that?” 

“Holà hé! that’s cheating. One must show only one’s face.” 

“That damned Perrette Callebotte! she’s capable of that!” 

“Good! Good!” 

“I’m stifling!” 

“There’s a fellow whose ears won’t go through!” Etc., etc. 

But we must do justice to our friend Jehan. In the midst of this witches’ sabbath, he was still to 

be seen on the top of his pillar, like the cabin-boy on the topmast. He floundered about with 

incredible fury. His mouth was wide open, and from it there escaped a cry which no one heard, 

not that it was covered by the general clamor, great as that was but because it attained, no doubt, 

the limit of perceptible sharp sounds, the thousand vibrations of Sauveur, or the eight thousand 

of Biot. 

As for Gringoire, the first moment of depression having passed, he had regained his 

composure. He had hardened himself against adversity.—“Continue!” he had said for the third 

time, to his comedians, speaking machines; then as he was marching with great strides in front of 

the marble table, a fancy seized him to go and appear in his turn at the aperture of the chapel, 

were it only for the pleasure of making a grimace at that ungrateful populace.—“But no, that 

would not be worthy of us; no, vengeance! let us combat until the end,” he repeated to himself; 

“the power of poetry over people is great; I will bring them back. We shall see which will carry 

the day, grimaces or polite literature.” 

Alas! he had been left the sole spectator of his piece. It was far worse than it had been a little 

while before. He no longer beheld anything but backs. 

I am mistaken. The big, patient man, whom he had already consulted in a critical moment, had 

remained with his face turned towards the stage. As for Gisquette and Liénarde, they had 

deserted him long ago. 

Gringoire was touched to the heart by the fidelity of his only spectator. He approached him 

and addressed him, shaking his arm slightly; for the good man was leaning on the balustrade and 

dozing a little. 

“Monsieur,” said Gringoire, “I thank you!” 

“Monsieur,” replied the big man with a yawn, “for what?” 

“I see what wearies you,” resumed the poet; “’tis all this noise which prevents your hearing 

comfortably. But be at ease! your name shall descend to posterity! Your name, if you please?” 

“Renauld Chateau, guardian of the seals of the Châtelet of Paris, at your service.” 

“Monsieur, you are the only representative of the muses here,” said Gringoire. 



“You are too kind, sir,” said the guardian of the seals at the Châtelet. 

“You are the only one,” resumed Gringoire, “who has listened to the piece decorously. What 

do you think of it?” 

“He! he!” replied the fat magistrate, half aroused, “it’s tolerably jolly, that’s a fact.” 

Gringoire was forced to content himself with this eulogy; for a thunder of applause, mingled 

with a prodigious acclamation, cut their conversation short. The Pope of the Fools had been 

elected. 

“Noël! Noël! Noël!”[6]  shouted the people on all sides. That was, in fact, a marvellous 

grimace which was beaming at that moment through the aperture in the rose window. After all 

the pentagonal, hexagonal, and whimsical faces, which had succeeded each other at that hole 

without realizing the ideal of the grotesque which their imaginations, excited by the orgy, had 

constructed, nothing less was needed to win their suffrages than the sublime grimace which had 

just dazzled the assembly. Master Coppenole himself applauded, and Clopin Trouillefou, who 

had been among the competitors (and God knows what intensity of ugliness his visage could 

attain), confessed himself conquered: We will do the same. We shall not try to give the reader an 

idea of that tetrahedral nose, that horseshoe mouth; that little left eye obstructed with a red, 

bushy, bristling eyebrow, while the right eye disappeared entirely beneath an enormous wart; of 

those teeth in disarray, broken here and there, like the embattled parapet of a fortress; of that 

callous lip, upon which one of these teeth encroached, like the tusk of an elephant; of that forked 

chin; and above all, of the expression spread over the whole; of that mixture of malice, 

amazement, and sadness. Let the reader dream of this whole, if he can. 

The acclamation was unanimous; people rushed towards the chapel. They made the lucky 

Pope of the Fools come forth in triumph. But it was then that surprise and admiration attained 

their highest pitch; the grimace was his face. 

Or rather, his whole person was a grimace. A huge head, bristling with red hair; between his 

shoulders an enormous hump, a counterpart perceptible in front; a system of thighs and legs so 

strangely astray that they could touch each other only at the knees, and, viewed from the front, 

resembled the crescents of two scythes joined by the handles; large feet, monstrous hands; and, 

with all this deformity, an indescribable and redoubtable air of vigor, agility, and courage,—

strange exception to the eternal rule which wills that force as well as beauty shall be the result of 

harmony. Such was the pope whom the fools had just chosen for themselves. 

One would have pronounced him a giant who had been broken and badly put together again. 

When this species of cyclops appeared on the threshold of the chapel, motionless, squat, and 

almost as broad as he was tall; squared on the base, as a great man says; with his doublet half 

red, half violet, sown with silver bells, and, above all, in the perfection of his ugliness, the 

populace recognized him on the instant, and shouted with one voice,— 

“’Tis Quasimodo, the bellringer! ’tis Quasimodo, the hunchback of Notre-Dame! Quasimodo, 

the one-eyed! Quasimodo, the bandy-legged! Noël! Noël!” 

It will be seen that the poor fellow had a choice of surnames. 

“Let the women with child beware!” shouted the scholars. 

“Or those who wish to be,” resumed Joannes. 

The women did, in fact, hide their faces. 

“Oh! the horrible monkey!” said one of them. 



“As wicked as he is ugly,” retorted another. 

“He’s the devil,” added a third. 

“I have the misfortune to live near Notre-Dame; I hear him prowling round the eaves by 

night.” 

“With the cats.” 

“He’s always on our roofs.” 

“He throws spells down our chimneys.” 

“The other evening, he came and made a grimace at me through my attic window. I thought 

that it was a man. Such a fright as I had!” 

“I’m sure that he goes to the witches’ sabbath. Once he left a broom on my leads.” 

“Oh! what a displeasing hunchback’s face!” 

“Oh! what an ill-favored soul!” 

“Whew!” 

The men, on the contrary, were delighted and applauded. Quasimodo, the object of the tumult, 

still stood on the threshold of the chapel, sombre and grave, and allowed them to admire him. 

One scholar (Robin Poussepain, I think), came and laughed in his face, and too close. 

Quasimodo contented himself with taking him by the girdle, and hurling him ten paces off amid 

the crowd; all without uttering a word. 

Master Coppenole, in amazement, approached him. 

“Cross of God! Holy Father! you possess the handsomest ugliness that I have ever beheld in 

my life. You would deserve to be pope at Rome, as well as at Paris.” 

So saying, he placed his hand gayly on his shoulder. Quasimodo did not stir. Coppenole went 

on,— 

“You are a rogue with whom I have a fancy for carousing, were it to cost me a new dozen of 

twelve livres of Tours. How does it strike you?” 

Quasimodo made no reply. 

“Cross of God!” said the hosier, “are you deaf?” 

He was, in truth, deaf. 

Nevertheless, he began to grow impatient with Coppenole’s behavior, and suddenly turned 

towards him with so formidable a gnashing of teeth, that the Flemish giant recoiled, like a bull-

dog before a cat. 

Then there was created around that strange personage, a circle of terror and respect, whose 

radius was at least fifteen geometrical feet. An old woman explained to Coppenole that 

Quasimodo was deaf. 

“Deaf!” said the hosier, with his great Flemish laugh. “Cross of God! He’s a perfect pope!” 

“Hé! I recognize him,” exclaimed Jehan, who had, at last, descended from his capital, in order 

to see Quasimodo at closer quarters, “he’s the bellringer of my brother, the archdeacon. Good-

day, Quasimodo!” 

“What a devil of a man!” said Robin Poussepain still all bruised with his fall. “He shows 

himself; he’s a hunchback. He walks; he’s bandy-legged. He looks at you; he’s one-eyed. You 

speak to him; he’s deaf. And what does this Polyphemus do with his tongue?” 



“He speaks when he chooses,” said the old woman; “he became deaf through ringing the bells. 

He is not dumb.” 

“That he lacks,” remarks Jehan. 

“And he has one eye too many,” added Robin Poussepain. 

“Not at all,” said Jehan wisely. “A one-eyed man is far less complete than a blind man. He 

knows what he lacks.” 

In the meantime, all the beggars, all the lackeys, all the cutpurses, joined with the scholars, 

had gone in procession to seek, in the cupboard of the law clerks’ company, the cardboard tiara, 

and the derisive robe of the Pope of the Fools. Quasimodo allowed them to array him in them 

without wincing, and with a sort of proud docility. Then they made him seat himself on a motley 

litter. Twelve officers of the fraternity of fools raised him on their shoulders; and a sort of bitter 

and disdainful joy lighted up the morose face of the cyclops, when he beheld beneath his 

deformed feet all those heads of handsome, straight, well-made men. Then the ragged and 

howling procession set out on its march, according to custom, around the inner galleries of the 

Courts, before making the circuit of the streets and squares. 

  



CHAPTER VI. ESMERALDA. 

We are delighted to be able to inform the reader, that during the whole of this scene, Gringoire 

and his piece had stood firm. His actors, spurred on by him, had not ceased to spout his comedy, 

and he had not ceased to listen to it. He had made up his mind about the tumult, and was 

determined to proceed to the end, not giving up the hope of a return of attention on the part of the 

public. This gleam of hope acquired fresh life, when he saw Quasimodo, Coppenole, and the 

deafening escort of the pope of the procession of fools quit the hall amid great uproar. The 

throng rushed eagerly after them. “Good,” he said to himself, “there go all the mischief-makers.” 

Unfortunately, all the mischief-makers constituted the entire audience. In the twinkling of an eye, 

the grand hall was empty. 

To tell the truth, a few spectators still remained, some scattered, others in groups around the 

pillars, women, old men, or children, who had had enough of the uproar and tumult. Some 

scholars were still perched astride of the window-sills, engaged in gazing into the Place. 

“Well,” thought Gringoire, “here are still as many as are required to hear the end of my 

mystery. They are few in number, but it is a choice audience, a lettered audience.” 

An instant later, a symphony which had been intended to produce the greatest effect on the 

arrival of the Virgin, was lacking. Gringoire perceived that his music had been carried off by the 

procession of the Pope of the Fools. “Skip it,” said he, stoically. 

He approached a group of bourgeois, who seemed to him to be discussing his piece. This is 

the fragment of conversation which he caught,— 

“You know, Master Cheneteau, the Hôtel de Navarre, which belonged to Monsieur de 

Nemours?” 

“Yes, opposite the Chapelle de Braque.” 

“Well, the treasury has just let it to Guillaume Alixandre, historian, for six livres, eight sols, 

parisian, a year.” 

“How rents are going up!” 

“Come,” said Gringoire to himself, with a sigh, “the others are listening.” 

“Comrades,” suddenly shouted one of the young scamps from the window, “La Esmeralda! La 

Esmeralda in the Place!” 

This word produced a magical effect. Every one who was left in the hall flew to the windows, 

climbing the walls in order to see, and repeating, “La Esmeralda! La Esmeralda?” At the same 

time, a great sound of applause was heard from without. 

“What’s the meaning of this, of the Esmeralda?” said Gringoire, wringing his hands in despair. 

“Ah, good heavens! it seems to be the turn of the windows now.” 

He returned towards the marble table, and saw that the representation had been interrupted. It 

was precisely at the instant when Jupiter should have appeared with his thunder. But Jupiter was 

standing motionless at the foot of the stage. 

“Michel Giborne!” cried the irritated poet, “what are you doing there? Is that your part? Come 

up!” 

“Alas!” said Jupiter, “a scholar has just seized the ladder.” 

Gringoire looked. It was but too true. All communication between his plot and its solution was 

intercepted. 



“The rascal,” he murmured. “And why did he take that ladder?” 

“In order to go and see the Esmeralda,” replied Jupiter piteously. “He said, ‘Come, here’s a 

ladder that’s of no use!’ and he took it.” 

This was the last blow. Gringoire received it with resignation. 

“May the devil fly away with you!” he said to the comedian, “and if I get my pay, you shall 

receive yours.” 

Then he beat a retreat, with drooping head, but the last in the field, like a general who has 

fought well. 

And as he descended the winding stairs of the courts: “A fine rabble of asses and dolts these 

Parisians!” he muttered between his teeth; “they come to hear a mystery and don’t listen to it at 

all! They are engrossed by every one, by Clopin Trouillefou, by the cardinal, by Coppenole, by 

Quasimodo, by the devil! but by Madame the Virgin Mary, not at all. If I had known, I’d have 

given you Virgin Mary; you ninnies! And I! to come to see faces and behold only backs! to be a 

poet, and to reap the success of an apothecary! It is true that Homerus begged through the Greek 

towns, and that Naso died in exile among the Muscovites. But may the devil flay me if I 

understand what they mean with their Esmeralda! What is that word, in the first place?—’tis 

Egyptian!” 

  



BOOK SECOND. 

CHAPTER I. FROM CHARYBDIS TO SCYLLA. 

Night comes on early in January. The streets were already dark when Gringoire issued forth 

from the Courts. This gloom pleased him; he was in haste to reach some obscure and deserted 

alley, in order there to meditate at his ease, and in order that the philosopher might place the first 

dressing upon the wound of the poet. Philosophy, moreover, was his sole refuge, for he did not 

know where he was to lodge for the night. After the brilliant failure of his first theatrical venture, 

he dared not return to the lodging which he occupied in the Rue Grenier-sur-l’Eau, opposite to 

the Port-au-Foin, having depended upon receiving from monsieur the provost for his 

epithalamium, the wherewithal to pay Master Guillaume Doulx-Sire, farmer of the taxes on 

cloven-footed animals in Paris, the rent which he owed him, that is to say, twelve sols parisian; 

twelve times the value of all that he possessed in the world, including his trunk-hose, his shirt, 

and his cap. After reflecting a moment, temporarily sheltered beneath the little wicket of the 

prison of the treasurer of the Sainte-Chappelle, as to the shelter which he would select for the 

night, having all the pavements of Paris to choose from, he remembered to have noticed the week 

previously in the Rue de la Savaterie, at the door of a councillor of the parliament, a stepping 

stone for mounting a mule, and to have said to himself that that stone would furnish, on occasion, 

a very excellent pillow for a mendicant or a poet. He thanked Providence for having sent this 

happy idea to him; but, as he was preparing to cross the Place, in order to reach the tortuous 

labyrinth of the city, where meander all those old sister streets, the Rues de la Barillerie, de la 

Vieille-Draperie, de la Savaterie, de la Juiverie, etc., still extant to-day, with their nine-story 

houses, he saw the procession of the Pope of the Fools, which was also emerging from the court 

house, and rushing across the courtyard, with great cries, a great flashing of torches, and the 

music which belonged to him, Gringoire. This sight revived the pain of his self-love; he fled. In 

the bitterness of his dramatic misadventure, everything which reminded him of the festival of 

that day irritated his wound and made it bleed. 

He was on the point of turning to the Pont Saint-Michel; children were running about here and 

there with fire lances and rockets. 

“Pest on firework candles!” said Gringoire; and he fell back on the Pont au Change. To the 

house at the head of the bridge there had been affixed three small banners, representing the king, 

the dauphin, and Marguerite of Flanders, and six little pennons on which were portrayed the 

Duke of Austria, the Cardinal de Bourbon, M. de Beaujeu, and Madame Jeanne de France, and 

Monsieur the Bastard of Bourbon, and I know not whom else; all being illuminated with torches. 

The rabble were admiring. 

“Happy painter, Jehan Fourbault!” said Gringoire with a deep sigh; and he turned his back 

upon the bannerets and pennons. A street opened before him; he thought it so dark and deserted 

that he hoped to there escape from all the rumors as well as from all the gleams of the festival. At 

the end of a few moments his foot came in contact with an obstacle; he stumbled and fell. It was 

the May truss, which the clerks of the clerks’ law court had deposited that morning at the door of 

a president of the parliament, in honor of the solemnity of the day. Gringoire bore this new 

disaster heroically; he picked himself up, and reached the water’s edge. After leaving behind him 

the civic Tournelle[7 ]  and the criminal tower, and skirted the great walls of the king’s garden, 

on that unpaved strand where the mud reached to his ankles, he reached the western point of the 

city, and considered for some time the islet of the Passeur-aux-Vaches, which has disappeared 



beneath the bronze horse of the Pont Neuf. The islet appeared to him in the shadow like a black 

mass, beyond the narrow strip of whitish water which separated him from it. One could divine by 

the ray of a tiny light the sort of hut in the form of a beehive where the ferryman of cows took 

refuge at night. 

“Happy ferryman!” thought Gringoire; “you do not dream of glory, and you do not make 

marriage songs! What matters it to you, if kings and Duchesses of Burgundy marry? You know 

no other daisies (marguerites) than those which your April greensward gives your cows to 

browse upon; while I, a poet, am hooted, and shiver, and owe twelve sous, and the soles of my 

shoes are so transparent, that they might serve as glasses for your lantern! Thanks, ferryman, 

your cabin rests my eyes, and makes me forget Paris!” 

He was roused from his almost lyric ecstacy, by a big double Saint-Jean cracker, which 

suddenly went off from the happy cabin. It was the cow ferryman, who was taking his part in the 

rejoicings of the day, and letting off fireworks. 

This cracker made Gringoire’s skin bristle up all over. 

“Accursed festival!” he exclaimed, “wilt thou pursue me everywhere? Oh! good God! even to 

the ferryman’s!” 

Then he looked at the Seine at his feet, and a horrible temptation took possession of him: 

“Oh!” said he, “I would gladly drown myself, were the water not so cold!” 

Then a desperate resolution occurred to him. It was, since he could not escape from the Pope 

of the Fools, from Jehan Fourbault’s bannerets, from May trusses, from squibs and crackers, to 

go to the Place de Grève. 

“At least,” he said to himself, “I shall there have a firebrand of joy wherewith to warm myself, 

and I can sup on some crumbs of the three great armorial bearings of royal sugar which have 

been erected on the public refreshment-stall of the city.” 

  



CHAPTER II. THE PLACE DE GRÈVE. 

There remains to-day but a very imperceptible vestige of the Place de Grève, such as it existed 

then; it consists in the charming little turret, which occupies the angle north of the Place, and 

which, already enshrouded in the ignoble plaster which fills with paste the delicate lines of its 

sculpture, would soon have disappeared, perhaps submerged by that flood of new houses which 

so rapidly devours all the ancient façades of Paris. 

The persons who, like ourselves, never cross the Place de Grève without casting a glance of 

pity and sympathy on that poor turret strangled between two hovels of the time of Louis XV., 

can easily reconstruct in their minds the aggregate of edifices to which it belonged, and find 

again entire in it the ancient Gothic place of the fifteenth century. 

It was then, as it is to-day, an irregular trapezoid, bordered on one side by the quay, and on the 

other three by a series of lofty, narrow, and gloomy houses. By day, one could admire the variety 

of its edifices, all sculptured in stone or wood, and already presenting complete specimens of the 

different domestic architectures of the Middle Ages, running back from the fifteenth to the 

eleventh century, from the casement which had begun to dethrone the arch, to the Roman 

semicircle, which had been supplanted by the ogive, and which still occupies, below it, the first 

story of that ancient house de la Tour Roland, at the corner of the Place upon the Seine, on the 

side of the street with the Tannerie. At night, one could distinguish nothing of all that mass of 

buildings, except the black indentation of the roofs, unrolling their chain of acute angles round 

the place; for one of the radical differences between the cities of that time, and the cities of the 

present day, lay in the façades which looked upon the places and streets, and which were then 

gables. For the last two centuries the houses have been turned round. 

In the centre of the eastern side of the Place, rose a heavy and hybrid construction, formed of 

three buildings placed in juxtaposition. It was called by three names which explain its history, its 

destination, and its architecture: “The House of the Dauphin,” because Charles V., when 

Dauphin, had inhabited it; “The Marchandise,” because it had served as town hall; and “The 

Pillared House” (domus ad piloria), because of a series of large pillars which sustained the three 

stories. The city found there all that is required for a city like Paris; a chapel in which to pray to 

God; a plaidoyer, or pleading room, in which to hold hearings, and to repel, at need, the King’s 

people; and under the roof, an arsenac full of artillery. For the bourgeois of Paris were aware 

that it is not sufficient to pray in every conjuncture, and to plead for the franchises of the city, 

and they had always in reserve, in the garret of the town hall, a few good rusty arquebuses. The 

Grève had then that sinister aspect which it preserves to-day from the execrable ideas which it 

awakens, and from the sombre town hall of Dominique Bocador, which has replaced the Pillared 

House. It must be admitted that a permanent gibbet and a pillory, “a justice and a ladder,” as they 

were called in that day, erected side by side in the centre of the pavement, contributed not a little 

to cause eyes to be turned away from that fatal place, where so many beings full of life and 

health have agonized; where, fifty years later, that fever of Saint Vallier was destined to have its 

birth, that terror of the scaffold, the most monstrous of all maladies because it comes not from 

God, but from man. 

It is a consoling idea (let us remark in passing), to think that the death penalty, which three 

hundred years ago still encumbered with its iron wheels, its stone gibbets, and all its 

paraphernalia of torture, permanent and riveted to the pavement, the Grève, the Halles, the Place 

Dauphine, the Cross du Trahoir, the Marché aux Pourceaux, that hideous Montfaucon, the barrier 

des Sergents, the Place aux Chats, the Porte Saint-Denis, Champeaux, the Porte Baudets, the 



Porte Saint Jacques, without reckoning the innumerable ladders of the provosts, the bishop of the 

chapters, of the abbots, of the priors, who had the decree of life and death,—without reckoning 

the judicial drownings in the river Seine; it is consoling to-day, after having lost successively all 

the pieces of its armor, its luxury of torment, its penalty of imagination and fancy, its torture for 

which it reconstructed every five years a leather bed at the Grand Châtelet, that ancient suzerain 

of feudal society almost expunged from our laws and our cities, hunted from code to code, 

chased from place to place, has no longer, in our immense Paris, any more than a dishonored 

corner of the Grève,—than a miserable guillotine, furtive, uneasy, shameful, which seems always 

afraid of being caught in the act, so quickly does it disappear after having dealt its blow. 

  



CHAPTER III. KISSES FOR BLOWS. 

When Pierre Gringoire arrived on the Place de Grève, he was paralyzed. He had directed his 

course across the Pont aux Meuniers, in order to avoid the rabble on the Pont au Change, and the 

pennons of Jehan Fourbault; but the wheels of all the bishop’s mills had splashed him as he 

passed, and his doublet was drenched; it seemed to him besides, that the failure of his piece had 

rendered him still more sensible to cold than usual. Hence he made haste to draw near the 

bonfire, which was burning magnificently in the middle of the Place. But a considerable crowd 

formed a circle around it. 

“Accursed Parisians!” he said to himself (for Gringoire, like a true dramatic poet, was subject 

to monologues) “there they are obstructing my fire! Nevertheless, I am greatly in need of a 

chimney corner; my shoes drink in the water, and all those cursed mills wept upon me! That 

devil of a Bishop of Paris, with his mills! I’d just like to know what use a bishop can make of a 

mill! Does he expect to become a miller instead of a bishop? If only my malediction is needed 

for that, I bestow it upon him! and his cathedral, and his mills! Just see if those boobies will put 

themselves out! Move aside! I’d like to know what they are doing there! They are warming 

themselves, much pleasure may it give them! They are watching a hundred fagots burn; a fine 

spectacle!” 

On looking more closely, he perceived that the circle was much larger than was required 

simply for the purpose of getting warm at the king’s fire, and that this concourse of people had 

not been attracted solely by the beauty of the hundred fagots which were burning. 

In a vast space left free between the crowd and the fire, a young girl was dancing. 

Whether this young girl was a human being, a fairy, or an angel, is what Gringoire, sceptical 

philosopher and ironical poet that he was, could not decide at the first moment, so fascinated was 

he by this dazzling vision. 

She was not tall, though she seemed so, so boldly did her slender form dart about. She was 

swarthy of complexion, but one divined that, by day, her skin must possess that beautiful golden 

tone of the Andalusians and the Roman women. Her little foot, too, was Andalusian, for it was 

both pinched and at ease in its graceful shoe. She danced, she turned, she whirled rapidly about 

on an old Persian rug, spread negligently under her feet; and each time that her radiant face 

passed before you, as she whirled, her great black eyes darted a flash of lightning at you. 

All around her, all glances were riveted, all mouths open; and, in fact, when she danced thus, 

to the humming of the Basque tambourine, which her two pure, rounded arms raised above her 

head, slender, frail and vivacious as a wasp, with her corsage of gold without a fold, her 

variegated gown puffing out, her bare shoulders, her delicate limbs, which her petticoat revealed 

at times, her black hair, her eyes of flame, she was a supernatural creature. 

“In truth,” said Gringoire to himself, “she is a salamander, she is a nymph, she is a goddess, 

she is a bacchante of the Menelean Mount!” 

At that moment, one of the salamander’s braids of hair became unfastened, and a piece of 

yellow copper which was attached to it, rolled to the ground. 

“Hé, no!” said he, “she is a gypsy!” 

All illusions had disappeared. 

She began her dance once more; she took from the ground two swords, whose points she 

rested against her brow, and which she made to turn in one direction, while she turned in the 



other; it was a purely gypsy effect. But, disenchanted though Gringoire was, the whole effect of 

this picture was not without its charm and its magic; the bonfire illuminated, with a red flaring 

light, which trembled, all alive, over the circle of faces in the crowd, on the brow of the young 

girl, and at the background of the Place cast a pallid reflection, on one side upon the ancient, 

black, and wrinkled façade of the House of Pillars, on the other, upon the old stone gibbet. 

Among the thousands of visages which that light tinged with scarlet, there was one which 

seemed, even more than all the others, absorbed in contemplation of the dancer. It was the face 

of a man, austere, calm, and sombre. This man, whose costume was concealed by the crowd 

which surrounded him, did not appear to be more than five and thirty years of age; nevertheless, 

he was bald; he had merely a few tufts of thin, gray hair on his temples; his broad, high forehead 

had begun to be furrowed with wrinkles, but his deep-set eyes sparkled with extraordinary 

youthfulness, an ardent life, a profound passion. He kept them fixed incessantly on the gypsy, 

and, while the giddy young girl of sixteen danced and whirled, for the pleasure of all, his revery 

seemed to become more and more sombre. From time to time, a smile and a sigh met upon his 

lips, but the smile was more melancholy than the sigh. 

The young girl, stopped at length, breathless, and the people applauded her lovingly. 

“Djali!” said the gypsy. 

Then Gringoire saw come up to her, a pretty little white goat, alert, wide-awake, glossy, with 

gilded horns, gilded hoofs, and gilded collar, which he had not hitherto perceived, and which had 

remained lying curled up on one corner of the carpet watching his mistress dance. 

“Djali!” said the dancer, “it is your turn.” 

And, seating herself, she gracefully presented her tambourine to the goat. 

“Djali,” she continued, “what month is this?” 

The goat lifted its fore foot, and struck one blow upon the tambourine. It was the first month in 

the year, in fact. 

“Djali,” pursued the young girl, turning her tambourine round, “what day of the month is 

this?” 

Djali raised his little gilt hoof, and struck six blows on the tambourine. 

“Djali,” pursued the Egyptian, with still another movement of the tambourine, “what hour of 

the day is it?” 

Djali struck seven blows. At that moment, the clock of the Pillar House rang out seven. 

The people were amazed. 

“There’s sorcery at the bottom of it,” said a sinister voice in the crowd. It was that of the bald 

man, who never removed his eyes from the gypsy. 

She shuddered and turned round; but applause broke forth and drowned the morose 

exclamation. 

It even effaced it so completely from her mind, that she continued to question her goat. 

“Djali, what does Master Guichard Grand-Remy, captain of the pistoliers of the town do, at 

the procession of Candlemas?” 

Djali reared himself on his hind legs, and began to bleat, marching along with so much dainty 

gravity, that the entire circle of spectators burst into a laugh at this parody of the interested 

devoutness of the captain of pistoliers. 



“Djali,” resumed the young girl, emboldened by her growing success, “how preaches Master 

Jacques Charmolue, procurator to the king in the ecclesiastical court?” 

The goat seated himself on his hind quarters, and began to bleat, waving his fore feet in so 

strange a manner, that, with the exception of the bad French, and worse Latin, Jacques 

Charmolue was there complete,—gesture, accent, and attitude. 

And the crowd applauded louder than ever. 

“Sacrilege! profanation!” resumed the voice of the bald man. 

The gypsy turned round once more. 

“Ah!” said she, “’tis that villanous man!” Then, thrusting her under lip out beyond the upper, 

she made a little pout, which appeared to be familiar to her, executed a pirouette on her heel, and 

set about collecting in her tambourine the gifts of the multitude. 

Big blanks, little blanks, targes[8]  and eagle liards showered into it. 

All at once, she passed in front of Gringoire. Gringoire put his hand so recklessly into his 

pocket that she halted. “The devil!” said the poet, finding at the bottom of his pocket the reality, 

that is, to say, a void. In the meantime, the pretty girl stood there, gazing at him with her big 

eyes, and holding out her tambourine to him and waiting. Gringoire broke into a violent 

perspiration. 

If he had all Peru in his pocket, he would certainly have given it to the dancer; but Gringoire 

had not Peru, and, moreover, America had not yet been discovered. 

Happily, an unexpected incident came to his rescue. 

“Will you take yourself off, you Egyptian grasshopper?” cried a sharp voice, which proceeded 

from the darkest corner of the Place. 

The young girl turned round in affright. It was no longer the voice of the bald man; it was the 

voice of a woman, bigoted and malicious. 

However, this cry, which alarmed the gypsy, delighted a troop of children who were prowling 

about there. 

“It is the recluse of the Tour-Roland,” they exclaimed, with wild laughter, “it is the sacked nun 

who is scolding! Hasn’t she supped? Let’s carry her the remains of the city refreshments!” 

All rushed towards the Pillar House. 

In the meanwhile, Gringoire had taken advantage of the dancer’s embarrassment, to disappear. 

The children’s shouts had reminded him that he, also, had not supped, so he ran to the public 

buffet. But the little rascals had better legs than he; when he arrived, they had stripped the table. 

There remained not so much as a miserable camichon at five sous the pound. Nothing remained 

upon the wall but slender fleurs-de-lis, mingled with rose bushes, painted in 1434 by Mathieu 

Biterne. It was a meagre supper. 

It is an unpleasant thing to go to bed without supper, it is a still less pleasant thing not to sup 

and not to know where one is to sleep. That was Gringoire’s condition. No supper, no shelter; he 

saw himself pressed on all sides by necessity, and he found necessity very crabbed. He had long 

ago discovered the truth, that Jupiter created men during a fit of misanthropy, and that during a 

wise man’s whole life, his destiny holds his philosophy in a state of siege. As for himself, he had 

never seen the blockade so complete; he heard his stomach sounding a parley, and he considered 

it very much out of place that evil destiny should capture his philosophy by famine. 



This melancholy revery was absorbing him more and more, when a song, quaint but full of 

sweetness, suddenly tore him from it. It was the young gypsy who was singing. 

Her voice was like her dancing, like her beauty. It was indefinable and charming; something 

pure and sonorous, aerial, winged, so to speak. There were continual outbursts, melodies, 

unexpected cadences, then simple phrases strewn with aerial and hissing notes; then floods of 

scales which would have put a nightingale to rout, but in which harmony was always present; 

then soft modulations of octaves which rose and fell, like the bosom of the young singer. Her 

beautiful face followed, with singular mobility, all the caprices of her song, from the wildest 

inspiration to the chastest dignity. One would have pronounced her now a mad creature, now a 

queen. 

The words which she sang were in a tongue unknown to Gringoire, and which seemed to him 

to be unknown to herself, so little relation did the expression which she imparted to her song bear 

to the sense of the words. Thus, these four lines, in her mouth, were madly gay,— 

Un cofre de gran riqueza 

    Hallaron dentro un pilar, 

Dentro del, nuevas banderas 

    Con figuras de espantar.[9]  

And an instant afterwards, at the accents which she imparted to this stanza,— 

Alarabes de cavallo 

    Sin poderse menear, 

Con espadas, y los cuellos, 

    Ballestas de buen echar, 

Gringoire felt the tears start to his eyes. Nevertheless, her song breathed joy, most of all, and she 

seemed to sing like a bird, from serenity and heedlessness. 

The gypsy’s song had disturbed Gringoire’s revery as the swan disturbs the water. He listened 

in a sort of rapture, and forgetfulness of everything. It was the first moment in the course of 

many hours when he did not feel that he suffered. 

The moment was brief. 

The same woman’s voice, which had interrupted the gypsy’s dance, interrupted her song. 

“Will you hold your tongue, you cricket of hell?” it cried, still from the same obscure corner 

of the place. 

The poor “cricket” stopped short. Gringoire covered up his ears. 

“Oh!” he exclaimed, “accursed saw with missing teeth, which comes to break the lyre!” 

Meanwhile, the other spectators murmured like himself; “To the devil with the sacked nun!” 

said some of them. And the old invisible kill-joy might have had occasion to repent of her 

aggressions against the gypsy had their attention not been diverted at this moment by the 

procession of the Pope of the Fools, which, after having traversed many streets and squares, 

debouched on the Place de Grève, with all its torches and all its uproar. 

This procession, which our readers have seen set out from the Palais de Justice, had organized 

on the way, and had been recruited by all the knaves, idle thieves, and unemployed vagabonds in 

Paris; so that it presented a very respectable aspect when it arrived at the Grève. 



First came Egypt. The Duke of Egypt headed it, on horseback, with his counts on foot holding 

his bridle and stirrups for him; behind them, the male and female Egyptians, pell-mell, with their 

little children crying on their shoulders; all—duke, counts, and populace—in rags and tatters. 

Then came the Kingdom of Argot; that is to say, all the thieves of France, arranged according to 

the order of their dignity; the minor people walking first. Thus defiled by fours, with the divers 

insignia of their grades, in that strange faculty, most of them lame, some cripples, others one-

armed, shop clerks, pilgrims, hubins, bootblacks, thimble-riggers, street arabs, beggars, the blear-

eyed beggars, thieves, the weakly, vagabonds, merchants, sham soldiers, goldsmiths, passed 

masters of pickpockets, isolated thieves. A catalogue that would weary Homer. In the centre of 

the conclave of the passed masters of pickpockets, one had some difficulty in distinguishing the 

King of Argot, the grand coësre, so called, crouching in a little cart drawn by two big dogs. After 

the kingdom of the Argotiers, came the Empire of Galilee. Guillaume Rousseau, Emperor of the 

Empire of Galilee, marched majestically in his robe of purple, spotted with wine, preceded by 

buffoons wrestling and executing military dances; surrounded by his macebearers, his 

pickpockets and clerks of the chamber of accounts. Last of all came the corporation of law 

clerks, with its maypoles crowned with flowers, its black robes, its music worthy of the orgy, and 

its large candles of yellow wax. In the centre of this crowd, the grand officers of the Brotherhood 

of Fools bore on their shoulders a litter more loaded down with candles than the reliquary of 

Sainte-Geneviève in time of pest; and on this litter shone resplendent, with crosier, cope, and 

mitre, the new Pope of the Fools, the bellringer of Notre-Dame, Quasimodo the hunchback. 

Each section of this grotesque procession had its own music. The Egyptians made their drums 

and African tambourines resound. The slang men, not a very musical race, still clung to the 

goat’s horn trumpet and the Gothic rubebbe of the twelfth century. The Empire of Galilee was 

not much more advanced; among its music one could hardly distinguish some miserable rebec, 

from the infancy of the art, still imprisoned in the ré-la-mi. But it was around the Pope of the 

Fools that all the musical riches of the epoch were displayed in a magnificent discord. It was 

nothing but soprano rebecs, counter-tenor rebecs, and tenor rebecs, not to reckon the flutes and 

brass instruments. Alas! our readers will remember that this was Gringoire’s orchestra. 

It is difficult to convey an idea of the degree of proud and blissful expansion to which the sad 

and hideous visage of Quasimodo had attained during the transit from the Palais de Justice, to the 

Place de Grève. It was the first enjoyment of self-love that he had ever experienced. Down to 

that day, he had known only humiliation, disdain for his condition, disgust for his person. Hence, 

deaf though he was, he enjoyed, like a veritable pope, the acclamations of that throng, which he 

hated because he felt that he was hated by it. What mattered it that his people consisted of a pack 

of fools, cripples, thieves, and beggars? it was still a people and he was its sovereign. And he 

accepted seriously all this ironical applause, all this derisive respect, with which the crowd 

mingled, it must be admitted, a good deal of very real fear. For the hunchback was robust; for the 

bandy-legged fellow was agile; for the deaf man was malicious: three qualities which temper 

ridicule. 

We are far from believing, however, that the new Pope of the Fools understood both the 

sentiments which he felt and the sentiments which he inspired. The spirit which was lodged in 

this failure of a body had, necessarily, something incomplete and deaf about it. Thus, what he felt 

at the moment was to him, absolutely vague, indistinct, and confused. Only joy made itself felt, 

only pride dominated. Around that sombre and unhappy face, there hung a radiance. 

It was, then, not without surprise and alarm, that at the very moment when Quasimodo was 

passing the Pillar House, in that semi-intoxicated state, a man was seen to dart from the crowd, 



and to tear from his hands, with a gesture of anger, his crosier of gilded wood, the emblem of his 

mock popeship. 

This man, this rash individual, was the man with the bald brow, who, a moment earlier, 

standing with the gypsy’s group had chilled the poor girl with his words of menace and of hatred. 

He was dressed in an ecclesiastical costume. At the moment when he stood forth from the crowd, 

Gringoire, who had not noticed him up to that time, recognized him: “Hold!” he said, with an 

exclamation of astonishment. “Eh! ’tis my master in Hermes, Dom Claude Frollo, the 

archdeacon! What the devil does he want of that old one-eyed fellow? He’ll get himself 

devoured!” 

A cry of terror arose, in fact. The formidable Quasimodo had hurled himself from the litter, 

and the women turned aside their eyes in order not to see him tear the archdeacon asunder. 

He made one bound as far as the priest, looked at him, and fell upon his knees. 

The priest tore off his tiara, broke his crozier, and rent his tinsel cope. 

Quasimodo remained on his knees, with head bent and hands clasped. Then there was 

established between them a strange dialogue of signs and gestures, for neither of them spoke. 

The priest, erect on his feet, irritated, threatening, imperious; Quasimodo, prostrate, humble, 

suppliant. And, nevertheless, it is certain that Quasimodo could have crushed the priest with his 

thumb. 

At length the archdeacon, giving Quasimodo’s powerful shoulder a rough shake, made him a 

sign to rise and follow him. 

Quasimodo rose. 

Then the Brotherhood of Fools, their first stupor having passed off, wished to defend their 

pope, so abruptly dethroned. The Egyptians, the men of slang, and all the fraternity of law clerks, 

gathered howling round the priest. 

Quasimodo placed himself in front of the priest, set in play the muscles of his athletic fists, 

and glared upon the assailants with the snarl of an angry tiger. 

The priest resumed his sombre gravity, made a sign to Quasimodo, and retired in silence. 

Quasimodo walked in front of him, scattering the crowd as he passed. 

When they had traversed the populace and the Place, the cloud of curious and idle were 

minded to follow them. Quasimodo then constituted himself the rearguard, and followed the 

archdeacon, walking backwards, squat, surly, monstrous, bristling, gathering up his limbs, 

licking his boar’s tusks, growling like a wild beast, and imparting to the crowd immense 

vibrations, with a look or a gesture. 

Both were allowed to plunge into a dark and narrow street, where no one dared to venture after 

them; so thoroughly did the mere chimera of Quasimodo gnashing his teeth bar the entrance. 

“Here’s a marvellous thing,” said Gringoire; “but where the deuce shall I find some supper?” 

  



CHAPTER IV. THE INCONVENIENCES OF FOLLOWING A PRETTY WOMAN 

THROUGH THE STREETS IN THE EVENING. 

Gringoire set out to follow the gypsy at all hazards. He had seen her, accompanied by her goat, 

take to the Rue de la Coutellerie; he took the Rue de la Coutellerie. 

“Why not?” he said to himself. 

Gringoire, a practical philosopher of the streets of Paris, had noticed that nothing is more 

propitious to revery than following a pretty woman without knowing whither she is going. There 

was in this voluntary abdication of his freewill, in this fancy submitting itself to another fancy, 

which suspects it not, a mixture of fantastic independence and blind obedience, something 

indescribable, intermediate between slavery and liberty, which pleased Gringoire,—a spirit 

essentially compound, undecided, and complex, holding the extremities of all extremes, 

incessantly suspended between all human propensities, and neutralizing one by the other. He was 

fond of comparing himself to Mahomet’s coffin, attracted in two different directions by two 

loadstones, and hesitating eternally between the heights and the depths, between the vault and the 

pavement, between fall and ascent, between zenith and nadir. 

If Gringoire had lived in our day, what a fine middle course he would hold between classicism 

and romanticism! 

But he was not sufficiently primitive to live three hundred years, and ’tis a pity. His absence is 

a void which is but too sensibly felt to-day. 

Moreover, for the purpose of thus following passers-by (and especially female passers-by) in 

the streets, which Gringoire was fond of doing, there is no better disposition than ignorance of 

where one is going to sleep. 

So he walked along, very thoughtfully, behind the young girl, who hastened her pace and 

made her goat trot as she saw the bourgeois returning home and the taverns—the only shops 

which had been open that day—closing. 

“After all,” he half thought to himself, “she must lodge somewhere; gypsies have kindly 

hearts. Who knows?—” 

And in the points of suspense which he placed after this reticence in his mind, there lay I know 

not what flattering ideas. 

Meanwhile, from time to time, as he passed the last groups of bourgeois closing their doors, 

he caught some scraps of their conversation, which broke the thread of his pleasant hypotheses. 

Now it was two old men accosting each other. 

“Do you know that it is cold, Master Thibaut Fernicle?” (Gringoire had been aware of this 

since the beginning of the winter.) 

“Yes, indeed, Master Boniface Disome! Are we going to have a winter such as we had three 

years ago, in ’80, when wood cost eight sous the measure?” 

“Bah! that’s nothing, Master Thibaut, compared with the winter of 1407, when it froze from 

St. Martin’s Day until Candlemas! and so cold that the pen of the registrar of the parliament 

froze every three words, in the Grand Chamber! which interrupted the registration of justice.” 

Further on there were two female neighbors at their windows, holding candles, which the fog 

caused to sputter. 

“Has your husband told you about the mishap, Mademoiselle la Boudraque?” 



“No. What is it, Mademoiselle Turquant?” 

“The horse of M. Gilles Godin, the notary at the Châtelet, took fright at the Flemings and their 

procession, and overturned Master Philippe Avrillot, lay monk of the Célestins.” 

“Really?” 

“Actually.” 

“A bourgeois horse! ’tis rather too much! If it had been a cavalry horse, well and good!” 

And the windows were closed. But Gringoire had lost the thread of his ideas, nevertheless. 

Fortunately, he speedily found it again, and he knotted it together without difficulty, thanks to 

the gypsy, thanks to Djali, who still walked in front of him; two fine, delicate, and charming 

creatures, whose tiny feet, beautiful forms, and graceful manners he was engaged in admiring, 

almost confusing them in his contemplation; believing them to be both young girls, from their 

intelligence and good friendship; regarding them both as goats,—so far as the lightness, agility, 

and dexterity of their walk were concerned. 

But the streets were becoming blacker and more deserted every moment. The curfew had 

sounded long ago, and it was only at rare intervals now that they encountered a passer-by in the 

street, or a light in the windows. Gringoire had become involved, in his pursuit of the gypsy, in 

that inextricable labyrinth of alleys, squares, and closed courts which surround the ancient 

sepulchre of the Saints-Innocents, and which resembles a ball of thread tangled by a cat. “Here 

are streets which possess but little logic!” said Gringoire, lost in the thousands of circuits which 

returned upon themselves incessantly, but where the young girl pursued a road which seemed 

familiar to her, without hesitation and with a step which became ever more rapid. As for him, he 

would have been utterly ignorant of his situation had he not espied, in passing, at the turn of a 

street, the octagonal mass of the pillory of the fish markets, the open-work summit of which 

threw its black, fretted outlines clearly upon a window which was still lighted in the Rue 

Verdelet. 

The young girl’s attention had been attracted to him for the last few moments; she had 

repeatedly turned her head towards him with uneasiness; she had even once come to a standstill, 

and taking advantage of a ray of light which escaped from a half-open bakery to survey him 

intently, from head to foot, then, having cast this glance, Gringoire had seen her make that little 

pout which he had already noticed, after which she passed on. 

This little pout had furnished Gringoire with food for thought. There was certainly both 

disdain and mockery in that graceful grimace. So he dropped his head, began to count the 

paving-stones, and to follow the young girl at a little greater distance, when, at the turn of a 

street, which had caused him to lose sight of her, he heard her utter a piercing cry. 

He hastened his steps. 

The street was full of shadows. Nevertheless, a twist of tow soaked in oil, which burned in a 

cage at the feet of the Holy Virgin at the street corner, permitted Gringoire to make out the gypsy 

struggling in the arms of two men, who were endeavoring to stifle her cries. The poor little goat, 

in great alarm, lowered his horns and bleated. 

“Help! gentlemen of the watch!” shouted Gringoire, and advanced bravely. One of the men 

who held the young girl turned towards him. It was the formidable visage of Quasimodo. 

Gringoire did not take to flight, but neither did he advance another step. 



Quasimodo came up to him, tossed him four paces away on the pavement with a backward 

turn of the hand, and plunged rapidly into the gloom, bearing the young girl folded across one 

arm like a silken scarf. His companion followed him, and the poor goat ran after them all, 

bleating plaintively. 

“Murder! murder!” shrieked the unhappy gypsy. 

“Halt, rascals, and yield me that wench!” suddenly shouted in a voice of thunder, a cavalier 

who appeared suddenly from a neighboring square. 

It was a captain of the king’s archers, armed from head to foot, with his sword in his hand. 

He tore the gypsy from the arms of the dazed Quasimodo, threw her across his saddle, and at 

the moment when the terrible hunchback, recovering from his surprise, rushed upon him to 

regain his prey, fifteen or sixteen archers, who followed their captain closely, made their 

appearance, with their two-edged swords in their fists. It was a squad of the king’s police, which 

was making the rounds, by order of Messire Robert d’Estouteville, guard of the provostship of 

Paris. 

Quasimodo was surrounded, seized, garroted; he roared, he foamed at the mouth, he bit; and 

had it been broad daylight, there is no doubt that his face alone, rendered more hideous by wrath, 

would have put the entire squad to flight. But by night he was deprived of his most formidable 

weapon, his ugliness. 

His companion had disappeared during the struggle. 

The gypsy gracefully raised herself upright upon the officer’s saddle, placed both hands upon 

the young man’s shoulders, and gazed fixedly at him for several seconds, as though enchanted 

with his good looks and with the aid which he had just rendered her. Then breaking silence first, 

she said to him, making her sweet voice still sweeter than usual,— 

“What is your name, monsieur le gendarme?” 

“Captain Phœbus de Châteaupers, at your service, my beauty!” replied the officer, drawing 

himself up. 

“Thanks,” said she. 

And while Captain Phœbus was turning up his moustache in Burgundian fashion, she slipped 

from the horse, like an arrow falling to earth, and fled. 

A flash of lightning would have vanished less quickly. 

“Nombrill of the Pope!” said the captain, causing Quasimodo’s straps to be drawn tighter, “I 

should have preferred to keep the wench.” 

“What would you have, captain?” said one gendarme. “The warbler has fled, and the bat 

remains.” 

  



CHAPTER V. RESULT OF THE DANGERS. 

Gringoire, thoroughly stunned by his fall, remained on the pavement in front of the Holy 

Virgin at the street corner. Little by little, he regained his senses; at first, for several minutes, he 

was floating in a sort of half-somnolent revery, which was not without its charm, in which æriel 

figures of the gypsy and her goat were coupled with Quasimodo’s heavy fist. This state lasted 

but a short time. A decidedly vivid sensation of cold in the part of his body which was in contact 

with the pavement, suddenly aroused him and caused his spirit to return to the surface. 

“Whence comes this chill?” he said abruptly, to himself. He then perceived that he was lying 

half in the middle of the gutter. 

“That devil of a hunchbacked cyclops!” he muttered between his teeth; and he tried to rise. 

But he was too much dazed and bruised; he was forced to remain where he was. Moreover, his 

hand was tolerably free; he stopped up his nose and resigned himself. 

“The mud of Paris,” he said to himself—for decidedly he thought that he was sure that the 

gutter would prove his refuge for the night; and what can one do in a refuge, except dream?—

“the mud of Paris is particularly stinking; it must contain a great deal of volatile and nitric salts. 

That, moreover, is the opinion of Master Nicholas Flamel, and of the alchemists—” 

The word alchemists suddenly suggested to his mind the idea of Archdeacon Claude Frollo. 

He recalled the violent scene which he had just witnessed in part; that the gypsy was struggling 

with two men, that Quasimodo had a companion; and the morose and haughty face of the 

archdeacon passed confusedly through his memory. “That would be strange!” he said to himself. 

And on that fact and that basis he began to construct a fantastic edifice of hypothesis, that card-

castle of philosophers; then, suddenly returning once more to reality, “Come! I’m freezing!” he 

ejaculated. 

The place was, in fact, becoming less and less tenable. Each molecule of the gutter bore away 

a molecule of heat radiating from Gringoire’s loins, and the equilibrium between the temperature 

of his body and the temperature of the brook, began to be established in rough fashion. 

Quite a different annoyance suddenly assailed him. A group of children, those little bare-

footed savages who have always roamed the pavements of Paris under the eternal name 

of gamins, and who, when we were also children ourselves, threw stones at all of us in the 

afternoon, when we came out of school, because our trousers were not torn—a swarm of these 

young scamps rushed towards the square where Gringoire lay, with shouts and laughter which 

seemed to pay but little heed to the sleep of the neighbors. They were dragging after them some 

sort of hideous sack; and the noise of their wooden shoes alone would have roused the dead. 

Gringoire who was not quite dead yet, half raised himself. 

“Ohé, Hennequin Dandèche! Ohé, Jehan Pincebourde!” they shouted in deafening tones, “old 

Eustache Moubon, the merchant at the corner, has just died. We’ve got his straw pallet, we’re 

going to have a bonfire out of it. It’s the turn of the Flemish to-day!” 

And behold, they flung the pallet directly upon Gringoire, beside whom they had arrived, 

without espying him. At the same time, one of them took a handful of straw and set off to light it 

at the wick of the good Virgin. 

“S’death!” growled Gringoire, “am I going to be too warm now?” 



It was a critical moment. He was caught between fire and water; he made a superhuman effort, 

the effort of a counterfeiter of money who is on the point of being boiled, and who seeks to 

escape. He rose to his feet, flung aside the straw pallet upon the street urchins, and fled. 

“Holy Virgin!” shrieked the children; “’tis the merchant’s ghost!” 

And they fled in their turn. 

The straw mattress remained master of the field. Belleforêt, Father Le Juge, and Corrozet 

affirm that it was picked up on the morrow, with great pomp, by the clergy of the quarter, and 

borne to the treasury of the church of Saint Opportune, where the sacristan, even as late as 1789, 

earned a tolerably handsome revenue out of the great miracle of the Statue of the Virgin at the 

corner of the Rue Mauconseil, which had, by its mere presence, on the memorable night between 

the sixth and seventh of January, 1482, exorcised the defunct Eustache Moubon, who, in order to 

play a trick on the devil, had at his death maliciously concealed his soul in his straw pallet. 

  



CHAPTER VI. THE BROKEN JUG. 

After having run for some time at the top of his speed, without knowing whither, knocking his 

head against many a street corner, leaping many a gutter, traversing many an alley, many a court, 

many a square, seeking flight and passage through all the meanderings of the ancient passages of 

the Halles, exploring in his panic terror what the fine Latin of the maps calls tota via, cheminum 

et viaria, our poet suddenly halted for lack of breath in the first place, and in the second, because 

he had been collared, after a fashion, by a dilemma which had just occurred to his mind. “It 

strikes me, Master Pierre Gringoire,” he said to himself, placing his finger to his brow, “that you 

are running like a madman. The little scamps are no less afraid of you than you are of them. It 

strikes me, I say, that you heard the clatter of their wooden shoes fleeing southward, while you 

were fleeing northward. Now, one of two things, either they have taken flight, and the pallet, 

which they must have forgotten in their terror, is precisely that hospitable bed in search of which 

you have been running ever since morning, and which madame the Virgin miraculously sends 

you, in order to recompense you for having made a morality in her honor, accompanied by 

triumphs and mummeries; or the children have not taken flight, and in that case they have put the 

brand to the pallet, and that is precisely the good fire which you need to cheer, dry, and warm 

you. In either case, good fire or good bed, that straw pallet is a gift from heaven. The blessed 

Virgin Marie who stands at the corner of the Rue Mauconseil, could only have made Eustache 

Moubon die for that express purpose; and it is folly on your part to flee thus zigzag, like a Picard 

before a Frenchman, leaving behind you what you seek before you; and you are a fool!” 

Then he retraced his steps, and feeling his way and searching, with his nose to the wind and 

his ears on the alert, he tried to find the blessed pallet again, but in vain. There was nothing to be 

found but intersections of houses, closed courts, and crossings of streets, in the midst of which he 

hesitated and doubted incessantly, being more perplexed and entangled in this medley of streets 

than he would have been even in the labyrinth of the Hôtel des Tournelles. At length he lost 

patience, and exclaimed solemnly: “Cursed be cross roads! ’tis the devil who has made them in 

the shape of his pitchfork!” 

This exclamation afforded him a little solace, and a sort of reddish reflection which he caught 

sight of at that moment, at the extremity of a long and narrow lane, completed the elevation of 

his moral tone. “God be praised!” said he, “There it is yonder! There is my pallet burning.” And 

comparing himself to the pilot who suffers shipwreck by night, “Salve,” he added piously, 

“salve, maris stella!” 

Did he address this fragment of litany to the Holy Virgin, or to the pallet? We are utterly 

unable to say. 

He had taken but a few steps in the long street, which sloped downwards, was unpaved, and 

more and more muddy and steep, when he noticed a very singular thing. It was not deserted; here 

and there along its extent crawled certain vague and formless masses, all directing their course 

towards the light which flickered at the end of the street, like those heavy insects which drag 

along by night, from blade to blade of grass, towards the shepherd’s fire. 

Nothing renders one so adventurous as not being able to feel the place where one’s pocket is 

situated. Gringoire continued to advance, and had soon joined that one of the forms which 

dragged along most indolently, behind the others. On drawing near, he perceived that it was 

nothing else than a wretched legless cripple in a bowl, who was hopping along on his two hands 

like a wounded field-spider which has but two legs left. At the moment when he passed close to 



this species of spider with a human countenance, it raised towards him a lamentable voice: “La 

buona mancia, signor! la buona mancia!”[10]  

“Deuce take you,” said Gringoire, “and me with you, if I know what you mean!” 

And he passed on. 

He overtook another of these itinerant masses, and examined it. It was an impotent man, both 

halt and crippled, and halt and crippled to such a degree that the complicated system of crutches 

and wooden legs which sustained him, gave him the air of a mason’s scaffolding on the march. 

Gringoire, who liked noble and classical comparisons, compared him in thought to the living 

tripod of Vulcan. 

This living tripod saluted him as he passed, but stopping his hat on a level with Gringoire’s 

chin, like a shaving dish, while he shouted in the latter’s ears: “Señor cabellero, para comprar 

un pedaso de pan!”[11]  

“It appears,” said Gringoire, “that this one can also talk; but ’tis a rude language, and he is 

more fortunate than I if he understands it.” Then, smiting his brow, in a sudden transition of 

ideas: “By the way, what the deuce did they mean this morning with their Esmeralda?” 

He was minded to augment his pace, but for the third time something barred his way. This 

something or, rather, some one was a blind man, a little blind fellow with a bearded, Jewish face, 

who, rowing away in the space about him with a stick, and towed by a large dog, droned through 

his nose with a Hungarian accent: “Facitote caritatem!” 

“Well, now,” said Gringoire, “here’s one at last who speaks a Christian tongue. I must have a 

very charitable aspect, since they ask alms of me in the present lean condition of my purse. My 

friend,” and he turned towards the blind man, “I sold my last shirt last week; that is to say, since 

you understand only the language of Cicero: Vendidi hebdomade nuper transita meam ultimam 

chemisam.” 

That said, he turned his back upon the blind man, and pursued his way. But the blind man 

began to increase his stride at the same time; and, behold! the cripple and the legless man, in his 

bowl, came up on their side in great haste, and with great clamor of bowl and crutches, upon the 

pavement. Then all three, jostling each other at poor Gringoire’s heels, began to sing their song 

to him,— 

“Caritatem!” chanted the blind man. 

“La buona mancia!” chanted the cripple in the bowl. 

And the lame man took up the musical phrase by repeating: “Un pedaso de pan!” 

Gringoire stopped up his ears. “Oh, tower of Babel!” he exclaimed. 

He set out to run. The blind man ran! The lame man ran! The cripple in the bowl ran! 

And then, in proportion as he plunged deeper into the street, cripples in bowls, blind men and 

lame men, swarmed about him, and men with one arm, and with one eye, and the leprous with 

their sores, some emerging from little streets adjacent, some from the air-holes of cellars, 

howling, bellowing, yelping, all limping and halting, all flinging themselves towards the light, 

and humped up in the mire, like snails after a shower. 

Gringoire, still followed by his three persecutors, and not knowing very well what was to 

become of him, marched along in terror among them, turning out for the lame, stepping over the 

cripples in bowls, with his feet imbedded in that ant-hill of lame men, like the English captain 

who got caught in the quicksand of a swarm of crabs. 



The idea occurred to him of making an effort to retrace his steps. But it was too late. This 

whole legion had closed in behind him, and his three beggars held him fast. So he proceeded, 

impelled both by this irresistible flood, by fear, and by a vertigo which converted all this into a 

sort of horrible dream. 

At last he reached the end of the street. It opened upon an immense place, where a thousand 

scattered lights flickered in the confused mists of night. Gringoire flew thither, hoping to escape, 

by the swiftness of his legs, from the three infirm spectres who had clutched him. 

“Onde vas, hombre?” (Where are you going, my man?) cried the cripple, flinging away his 

crutches, and running after him with the best legs that ever traced a geometrical step upon the 

pavements of Paris. 

In the meantime the legless man, erect upon his feet, crowned Gringoire with his heavy iron 

bowl, and the blind man glared in his face with flaming eyes! 

“Where am I?” said the terrified poet. 

“In the Court of Miracles,” replied a fourth spectre, who had accosted them. 

“Upon my soul,” resumed Gringoire, “I certainly do behold the blind who see, and the lame 

who walk, but where is the Saviour?” 

They replied by a burst of sinister laughter. 

The poor poet cast his eyes about him. It was, in truth, that redoubtable Cour des Miracles, 

whither an honest man had never penetrated at such an hour; the magic circle where the officers 

of the Châtelet and the sergeants of the provostship, who ventured thither, disappeared in 

morsels; a city of thieves, a hideous wart on the face of Paris; a sewer, from which escaped every 

morning, and whither returned every night to crouch, that stream of vices, of mendicancy and 

vagabondage which always overflows in the streets of capitals; a monstrous hive, to which 

returned at nightfall, with their booty, all the drones of the social order; a lying hospital where 

the bohemian, the disfrocked monk, the ruined scholar, the ne’er-do-wells of all nations, 

Spaniards, Italians, Germans,—of all religions, Jews, Christians, Mahometans, idolaters, covered 

with painted sores, beggars by day, were transformed by night into brigands; an immense 

dressing-room, in a word, where, at that epoch, the actors of that eternal comedy, which theft, 

prostitution, and murder play upon the pavements of Paris, dressed and undressed. 

It was a vast place, irregular and badly paved, like all the squares of Paris at that date. Fires, 

around which swarmed strange groups, blazed here and there. Every one was going, coming, and 

shouting. Shrill laughter was to be heard, the wailing of children, the voices of women. The 

hands and heads of this throng, black against the luminous background, outlined against it a 

thousand eccentric gestures. At times, upon the ground, where trembled the light of the fires, 

mingled with large, indefinite shadows, one could behold a dog passing, which resembled a man, 

a man who resembled a dog. The limits of races and species seemed effaced in this city, as in a 

pandemonium. Men, women, beasts, age, sex, health, maladies, all seemed to be in common 

among these people; all went together, they mingled, confounded, superposed; each one there 

participated in all. 

The poor and flickering flames of the fire permitted Gringoire to distinguish, amid his trouble, 

all around the immense place, a hideous frame of ancient houses, whose wormeaten, shrivelled, 

stunted façades, each pierced with one or two lighted attic windows, seemed to him, in the 

darkness, like enormous heads of old women, ranged in a circle, monstrous and crabbed, winking 

as they looked on at the Witches’ Sabbath. 



It was like a new world, unknown, unheard of, misshapen, creeping, swarming, fantastic. 

Gringoire, more and more terrified, clutched by the three beggars as by three pairs of tongs, 

dazed by a throng of other faces which frothed and yelped around him, unhappy Gringoire 

endeavored to summon his presence of mind, in order to recall whether it was a Saturday. But his 

efforts were vain; the thread of his memory and of his thought was broken; and, doubting 

everything, wavering between what he saw and what he felt, he put to himself this unanswerable 

question,— 

“If I exist, does this exist? if this exists, do I exist?” 

At that moment, a distinct cry arose in the buzzing throng which surrounded him, “Let’s take 

him to the king! let’s take him to the king!” 

“Holy Virgin!” murmured Gringoire, “the king here must be a ram.” 

“To the king! to the king!” repeated all voices. 

They dragged him off. Each vied with the other in laying his claws upon him. But the three 

beggars did not loose their hold and tore him from the rest, howling, “He belongs to us!” 

The poet’s already sickly doublet yielded its last sigh in this struggle. 

While traversing the horrible place, his vertigo vanished. After taking a few steps, the 

sentiment of reality returned to him. He began to become accustomed to the atmosphere of the 

place. At the first moment there had arisen from his poet’s head, or, simply and prosaically, from 

his empty stomach, a mist, a vapor, so to speak, which, spreading between objects and himself, 

permitted him to catch a glimpse of them only in the incoherent fog of nightmare,—in those 

shadows of dreams which distort every outline, agglomerating objects into unwieldy groups, 

dilating things into chimeras, and men into phantoms. Little by little, this hallucination was 

succeeded by a less bewildered and exaggerating view. Reality made its way to the light around 

him, struck his eyes, struck his feet, and demolished, bit by bit, all that frightful poetry with 

which he had, at first, believed himself to be surrounded. He was forced to perceive that he was 

not walking in the Styx, but in mud, that he was elbowed not by demons, but by thieves; that it 

was not his soul which was in question, but his life (since he lacked that precious conciliator, 

which places itself so effectually between the bandit and the honest man—a purse). In short, on 

examining the orgy more closely, and with more coolness, he fell from the witches’ sabbath to 

the dram-shop. 

The Cour des Miracles was, in fact, merely a dram-shop; but a brigand’s dram-shop, reddened 

quite as much with blood as with wine. 

The spectacle which presented itself to his eyes, when his ragged escort finally deposited him 

at the end of his trip, was not fitted to bear him back to poetry, even to the poetry of hell. It was 

more than ever the prosaic and brutal reality of the tavern. Were we not in the fifteenth century, 

we would say that Gringoire had descended from Michael Angelo to Callot. 

Around a great fire which burned on a large, circular flagstone, the flames of which had heated 

red-hot the legs of a tripod, which was empty for the moment, some wormeaten tables were 

placed, here and there, haphazard, no lackey of a geometrical turn having deigned to adjust their 

parallelism, or to see to it that they did not make too unusual angles. Upon these tables gleamed 

several dripping pots of wine and beer, and round these pots were grouped many bacchic 

visages, purple with the fire and the wine. There was a man with a huge belly and a jovial face, 

noisily kissing a woman of the town, thickset and brawny. There was a sort of sham soldier, a 

“naquois,” as the slang expression runs, who was whistling as he undid the bandages from his 



fictitious wound, and removing the numbness from his sound and vigorous knee, which had been 

swathed since morning in a thousand ligatures. On the other hand, there was a wretched fellow, 

preparing with celandine and beef’s blood, his “leg of God,” for the next day. Two tables further 

on, a palmer, with his pilgrim’s costume complete, was practising the lament of the Holy Queen, 

not forgetting the drone and the nasal drawl. Further on, a young scamp was taking a lesson in 

epilepsy from an old pretender, who was instructing him in the art of foaming at the mouth, by 

chewing a morsel of soap. Beside him, a man with the dropsy was getting rid of his swelling, and 

making four or five female thieves, who were disputing at the same table, over a child who had 

been stolen that evening, hold their noses. All circumstances which, two centuries later, “seemed 

so ridiculous to the court,” as Sauval says, “that they served as a pastime to the king, and as an 

introduction to the royal ballet of Night, divided into four parts and danced on the theatre of the 

Petit-Bourbon.” “Never,” adds an eye witness of 1653, “have the sudden metamorphoses of the 

Court of Miracles been more happily presented. Benserade prepared us for it by some very 

gallant verses.” 

Loud laughter everywhere, and obscene songs. Each one held his own course, carping and 

swearing, without listening to his neighbor. Pots clinked, and quarrels sprang up at the shock of 

the pots, and the broken pots made rents in the rags. 

A big dog, seated on his tail, gazed at the fire. Some children were mingled in this orgy. The 

stolen child wept and cried. Another, a big boy four years of age, seated with legs dangling, upon 

a bench that was too high for him, before a table that reached to his chin, and uttering not a word. 

A third, gravely spreading out upon the table with his finger, the melted tallow which dripped 

from a candle. Last of all, a little fellow crouching in the mud, almost lost in a cauldron, which 

he was scraping with a tile, and from which he was evoking a sound that would have made 

Stradivarius swoon. 

Near the fire was a hogshead, and on the hogshead a beggar. This was the king on his throne. 

The three who had Gringoire in their clutches led him in front of this hogshead, and the entire 

bacchanal rout fell silent for a moment, with the exception of the cauldron inhabited by the child. 

Gringoire dared neither breathe nor raise his eyes. 

“Hombre, quita tu sombrero!” said one of the three knaves, in whose grasp he was, and, 

before he had comprehended the meaning, the other had snatched his hat—a wretched headgear, 

it is true, but still good on a sunny day or when there was but little rain. Gringoire sighed. 

Meanwhile the king addressed him, from the summit of his cask,— 

“Who is this rogue?” 

Gringoire shuddered. That voice, although accentuated by menace, recalled to him another 

voice, which, that very morning, had dealt the deathblow to his mystery, by drawling, nasally, in 

the midst of the audience, “Charity, please!” He raised his head. It was indeed Clopin 

Trouillefou. 

Clopin Trouillefou, arrayed in his royal insignia, wore neither one rag more nor one rag less. 

The sore upon his arm had already disappeared. He held in his hand one of those whips made of 

thongs of white leather, which police sergeants then used to repress the crowd, and which were 

called boullayes. On his head he wore a sort of headgear, bound round and closed at the top. But 

it was difficult to make out whether it was a child’s cap or a king’s crown, the two things bore so 

strong a resemblance to each other. 



Meanwhile Gringoire, without knowing why, had regained some hope, on recognizing in the 

King of the Cour des Miracles his accursed mendicant of the Grand Hall. 

“Master,” stammered he; “monseigneur—sire—how ought I to address you?” he said at 

length, having reached the culminating point of his crescendo, and knowing neither how to 

mount higher, nor to descend again. 

“Monseigneur, his majesty, or comrade, call me what you please. But make haste. What have 

you to say in your own defence?” 

“In your own defence?” thought Gringoire, “that displeases me.” He resumed, stuttering, “I am 

he, who this morning—” 

“By the devil’s claws!” interrupted Clopin, “your name, knave, and nothing more. Listen. You 

are in the presence of three powerful sovereigns: myself, Clopin Trouillefou, King of Thunes, 

successor to the Grand Coësre, supreme suzerain of the Realm of Argot; Mathias Hunyadi 

Spicali, Duke of Egypt and of Bohemia, the old yellow fellow whom you see yonder, with a dish 

clout round his head; Guillaume Rousseau, Emperor of Galilee, that fat fellow who is not 

listening to us but caressing a wench. We are your judges. You have entered the Kingdom of 

Argot, without being an argotier; you have violated the privileges of our city. You must be 

punished unless you are a capon, a franc-mitou or a rifodé; that is to say, in the slang of honest 

folks,—a thief, a beggar, or a vagabond. Are you anything of that sort? Justify yourself; 

announce your titles.” 

“Alas!” said Gringoire, “I have not that honor. I am the author—” 

“That is sufficient,” resumed Trouillefou, without permitting him to finish. “You are going to 

be hanged. ’Tis a very simple matter, gentlemen and honest bourgeois! as you treat our people in 

your abode, so we treat you in ours! The law which you apply to vagabonds, vagabonds apply to 

you. ’Tis your fault if it is harsh. One really must behold the grimace of an honest man above the 

hempen collar now and then; that renders the thing honorable. Come, friend, divide your rags 

gayly among these damsels. I am going to have you hanged to amuse the vagabonds, and you are 

to give them your purse to drink your health. If you have any mummery to go through with, 

there’s a very good God the Father in that mortar yonder, in stone, which we stole from Saint-

Pierre aux Bœufs. You have four minutes in which to fling your soul at his head.” 

The harangue was formidable. 

“Well said, upon my soul! Clopin Trouillefou preaches like the Holy Father the Pope!” 

exclaimed the Emperor of Galilee, smashing his pot in order to prop up his table. 

“Messeigneurs, emperors, and kings,” said Gringoire coolly (for I know not how, firmness had 

returned to him, and he spoke with resolution), “don’t think of such a thing; my name is Pierre 

Gringoire. I am the poet whose morality was presented this morning in the grand hall of the 

Courts.” 

“Ah! so it was you, master!” said Clopin. “I was there, par la tête Dieu! Well! comrade, is that 

any reason, because you bored us to death this morning, that you should not be hung this 

evening?” 

“I shall find difficulty in getting out of it,” said Gringoire to himself. Nevertheless, he made 

one more effort: “I don’t see why poets are not classed with vagabonds,” said he. “Vagabond, 

Æsopus certainly was; Homerus was a beggar; Mercurius was a thief—” 

Clopin interrupted him: “I believe that you are trying to blarney us with your jargon. Zounds! 

let yourself be hung, and don’t kick up such a row over it!” 



“Pardon me, monseigneur, the King of Thunes,” replied Gringoire, disputing the ground foot 

by foot. “It is worth trouble—One moment!—Listen to me—You are not going to condemn me 

without having heard me”— 

His unlucky voice was, in fact, drowned in the uproar which rose around him. The little boy 

scraped away at his cauldron with more spirit than ever; and, to crown all, an old woman had just 

placed on the tripod a frying-pan of grease, which hissed away on the fire with a noise similar to 

the cry of a troop of children in pursuit of a masker. 

In the meantime, Clopin Trouillefou appeared to hold a momentary conference with the Duke 

of Egypt, and the Emperor of Galilee, who was completely drunk. Then he shouted shrilly: 

“Silence!” and, as the cauldron and the frying-pan did not heed him, and continued their duet, he 

jumped down from his hogshead, gave a kick to the boiler, which rolled ten paces away bearing 

the child with it, a kick to the frying-pan, which upset in the fire with all its grease, and gravely 

remounted his throne, without troubling himself about the stifled tears of the child, or the 

grumbling of the old woman, whose supper was wasting away in a fine white flame. 

Trouillefou made a sign, and the duke, the emperor, and the passed masters of pickpockets, 

and the isolated robbers, came and ranged themselves around him in a horseshoe, of which 

Gringoire, still roughly held by the body, formed the centre. It was a semicircle of rags, tatters, 

tinsel, pitchforks, axes, legs staggering with intoxication, huge, bare arms, faces sordid, dull, and 

stupid. In the midst of this Round Table of beggary, Clopin Trouillefou,—as the doge of this 

senate, as the king of this peerage, as the pope of this conclave,—dominated; first by virtue of 

the height of his hogshead, and next by virtue of an indescribable, haughty, fierce, and 

formidable air, which caused his eyes to flash, and corrected in his savage profile the bestial type 

of the race of vagabonds. One would have pronounced him a boar amid a herd of swine. 

“Listen,” said he to Gringoire, fondling his misshapen chin with his horny hand; “I don’t see 

why you should not be hung. It is true that it appears to be repugnant to you; and it is very 

natural, for you bourgeois are not accustomed to it. You form for yourselves a great idea of the 

thing. After all, we don’t wish you any harm. Here is a means of extricating yourself from your 

predicament for the moment. Will you become one of us?” 

The reader can judge of the effect which this proposition produced upon Gringoire, who 

beheld life slipping away from him, and who was beginning to lose his hold upon it. He clutched 

at it again with energy. 

“Certainly I will, and right heartily,” said he. 

“Do you consent,” resumed Clopin, “to enroll yourself among the people of the knife?” 

“Of the knife, precisely,” responded Gringoire. 

“You recognize yourself as a member of the free bourgeoisie?”[12] added the King of Thunes. 

“Of the free bourgeoisie.” 

“Subject of the Kingdom of Argot?” 

“Of the Kingdom of Argot[13].” 

“A vagabond?” 

“A vagabond.” 

“In your soul?” 

“In my soul.” 



“I must call your attention to the fact,” continued the king, “that you will be hung all the 

same.” 

“The devil!” said the poet. 

“Only,” continued Clopin imperturbably, “you will be hung later on, with more ceremony, at 

the expense of the good city of Paris, on a handsome stone gibbet, and by honest men. That is a 

consolation.” 

“Just so,” responded Gringoire. 

“There are other advantages. In your quality of a high-toned sharper, you will not have to pay 

the taxes on mud, or the poor, or lanterns, to which the bourgeois of Paris are subject.” 

“So be it,” said the poet. “I agree. I am a vagabond, a thief, a sharper, a man of the knife, 

anything you please; and I am all that already, monsieur, King of Thunes, for I am a 

philosopher; et omnia in philosophia, omnes in philosopho continentur,—all things are contained 

in philosophy, all men in the philosopher, as you know.” 

The King of Thunes scowled. 

“What do you take me for, my friend? What Hungarian Jew patter are you jabbering at us? I 

don’t know Hebrew. One isn’t a Jew because one is a bandit. I don’t even steal any longer. I’m 

above that; I kill. Cut-throat, yes; cutpurse, no.” 

Gringoire tried to slip in some excuse between these curt words, which wrath rendered more 

and more jerky. 

“I ask your pardon, monseigneur. It is not Hebrew; ’tis Latin.” 

“I tell you,” resumed Clopin angrily, “that I’m not a Jew, and that I’ll have you hung, belly of 

the synagogue, like that little shopkeeper of Judea, who is by your side, and whom I entertain 

strong hopes of seeing nailed to a counter one of these days, like the counterfeit coin that he is!” 

So saying, he pointed his finger at the little, bearded Hungarian Jew who had accosted 

Gringoire with his facitote caritatem, and who, understanding no other language beheld with 

surprise the King of Thunes’s ill-humor overflow upon him. 

At length Monsieur Clopin calmed down. 

“So you will be a vagabond, you knave?” he said to our poet. 

“Of course,” replied the poet. 

“Willing is not all,” said the surly Clopin; “good will doesn’t put one onion the more into the 

soup, and ’tis good for nothing except to go to Paradise with; now, Paradise and the thieves’ 

band are two different things. In order to be received among the thieves,[14] you must prove that 

you are good for something, and for that purpose, you must search the manikin.” 

“I’ll search anything you like,” said Gringoire. 

Clopin made a sign. Several thieves detached themselves from the circle, and returned a 

moment later. They brought two thick posts, terminated at their lower extremities in spreading 

timber supports, which made them stand readily upon the ground; to the upper extremity of the 

two posts they fitted a cross-beam, and the whole constituted a very pretty portable gibbet, which 

Gringoire had the satisfaction of beholding rise before him, in a twinkling. Nothing was lacking, 

not even the rope, which swung gracefully over the cross-beam. 

“What are they going to do?” Gringoire asked himself with some uneasiness. A sound of bells, 

which he heard at that moment, put an end to his anxiety; it was a stuffed manikin, which the 

vagabonds were suspending by the neck from the rope, a sort of scarecrow dressed in red, and so 



hung with mule-bells and larger bells, that one might have tricked out thirty Castilian mules with 

them. These thousand tiny bells quivered for some time with the vibration of the rope, then 

gradually died away, and finally became silent when the manikin had been brought into a state of 

immobility by that law of the pendulum which has dethroned the water clock and the hour-glass. 

Then Clopin, pointing out to Gringoire a rickety old stool placed beneath the manikin,—“Climb 

up there.” 

“Death of the devil!” objected Gringoire; “I shall break my neck. Your stool limps like one of 

Martial’s distiches; it has one hexameter leg and one pentameter leg.” 

“Climb!” repeated Clopin. 

Gringoire mounted the stool, and succeeded, not without some oscillations of head and arms, 

in regaining his centre of gravity. 

“Now,” went on the King of Thunes, “twist your right foot round your left leg, and rise on the 

tip of your left foot.” 

“Monseigneur,” said Gringoire, “so you absolutely insist on my breaking some one of my 

limbs?” 

Clopin tossed his head. 

“Hark ye, my friend, you talk too much. Here’s the gist of the matter in two words: you are to 

rise on tiptoe, as I tell you; in that way you will be able to reach the pocket of the manikin, you 

will rummage it, you will pull out the purse that is there,—and if you do all this without our 

hearing the sound of a bell, all is well: you shall be a vagabond. All we shall then have to do, will 

be to thrash you soundly for the space of a week.” 

“Ventre-Dieu! I will be careful,” said Gringoire. “And suppose I do make the bells sound?” 

“Then you will be hanged. Do you understand?” 

“I don’t understand at all,” replied Gringoire. 

“Listen, once more. You are to search the manikin, and take away its purse; if a single bell 

stirs during the operation, you will be hung. Do you understand that?” 

“Good,” said Gringoire; “I understand that. And then?” 

“If you succeed in removing the purse without our hearing the bells, you are a vagabond, and 

you will be thrashed for eight consecutive days. You understand now, no doubt?” 

“No, monseigneur; I no longer understand. Where is the advantage to me? hanged in one case, 

cudgelled in the other?” 

“And a vagabond,” resumed Clopin, “and a vagabond; is that nothing? It is for your interest 

that we should beat you, in order to harden you to blows.” 

“Many thanks,” replied the poet. 

“Come, make haste,” said the king, stamping upon his cask, which resounded like a huge 

drum! “Search the manikin, and let there be an end to this! I warn you for the last time, that if I 

hear a single bell, you will take the place of the manikin.” 

The band of thieves applauded Clopin’s words, and arranged themselves in a circle round the 

gibbet, with a laugh so pitiless that Gringoire perceived that he amused them too much not to 

have everything to fear from them. No hope was left for him, accordingly, unless it were the 

slight chance of succeeding in the formidable operation which was imposed upon him; he 

decided to risk it, but it was not without first having addressed a fervent prayer to the manikin he 

was about to plunder, and who would have been easier to move to pity than the vagabonds. 



These myriad bells, with their little copper tongues, seemed to him like the mouths of so many 

asps, open and ready to sting and to hiss. 

“Oh!” he said, in a very low voice, “is it possible that my life depends on the slightest 

vibration of the least of these bells? Oh!” he added, with clasped hands, “bells, do not ring, hand-

bells do not clang, mule-bells do not quiver!” 

He made one more attempt upon Trouillefou. 

“And if there should come a gust of wind?” 

“You will be hanged,” replied the other, without hesitation. 

Perceiving that no respite, nor reprieve, nor subterfuge was possible, he bravely decided upon 

his course of action; he wound his right foot round his left leg, raised himself on his left foot, and 

stretched out his arm: but at the moment when his hand touched the manikin, his body, which 

was now supported upon one leg only, wavered on the stool which had but three; he made an 

involuntary effort to support himself by the manikin, lost his balance, and fell heavily to the 

ground, deafened by the fatal vibration of the thousand bells of the manikin, which, yielding to 

the impulse imparted by his hand, described first a rotary motion, and then swayed majestically 

between the two posts. 

“Malediction!” he cried as he fell, and remained as though dead, with his face to the earth. 

Meanwhile, he heard the dreadful peal above his head, the diabolical laughter of the 

vagabonds, and the voice of Trouillefou saying,— 

“Pick me up that knave, and hang him without ceremony.” He rose. They had already 

detached the manikin to make room for him. 

The thieves made him mount the stool, Clopin came to him, passed the rope about his neck, 

and, tapping him on the shoulder,— 

“Adieu, my friend. You can’t escape now, even if you digested with the pope’s guts.” 

The word “Mercy!” died away upon Gringoire’s lips. He cast his eyes about him; but there 

was no hope: all were laughing. 

“Bellevigne de l’Étoile,” said the King of Thunes to an enormous vagabond, who stepped out 

from the ranks, “climb upon the cross beam.” 

Bellevigne de l’Étoile nimbly mounted the transverse beam, and in another minute, Gringoire, 

on raising his eyes, beheld him, with terror, seated upon the beam above his head. 

“Now,” resumed Clopin Trouillefou, “as soon as I clap my hands, you, Andry the Red, will 

fling the stool to the ground with a blow of your knee; you, François Chanteprune, will cling to 

the feet of the rascal; and you, Bellevigne, will fling yourself on his shoulders; and all three at 

once, do you hear?” 

Gringoire shuddered. 

“Are you ready?” said Clopin Trouillefou to the three thieves, who held themselves in 

readiness to fall upon Gringoire. A moment of horrible suspense ensued for the poor victim, 

during which Clopin tranquilly thrust into the fire with the tip of his foot, some bits of vine 

shoots which the flame had not caught. “Are you ready?” he repeated, and opened his hands to 

clap. One second more and all would have been over. 

But he paused, as though struck by a sudden thought. 



“One moment!” said he; “I forgot! It is our custom not to hang a man without inquiring 

whether there is any woman who wants him. Comrade, this is your last resource. You must wed 

either a female vagabond or the noose.” 

This law of the vagabonds, singular as it may strike the reader, remains to-day written out at 

length, in ancient English legislation. (See Burington’s Observations.) 

Gringoire breathed again. This was the second time that he had returned to life within an hour. 

So he did not dare to trust to it too implicitly. 

“Holà!” cried Clopin, mounted once more upon his cask, “holà! women, females, is there 

among you, from the sorceress to her cat, a wench who wants this rascal? Holà, Colette la 

Charonne! Elisabeth Trouvain! Simone Jodouyne! Marie Piédebou! Thonne la Longue! Bérarde 

Fanouel! Michelle Genaille! Claude Ronge-oreille! Mathurine Girorou!—Holà! Isabeau-la-

Thierrye! Come and see! A man for nothing! Who wants him?” 

Gringoire, no doubt, was not very appetizing in this miserable condition. The female 

vagabonds did not seem to be much affected by the proposition. The unhappy wretch heard them 

answer: “No! no! hang him; there’ll be the more fun for us all!” 

Nevertheless, three emerged from the throng and came to smell of him. The first was a big 

wench, with a square face. She examined the philosopher’s deplorable doublet attentively. His 

garment was worn, and more full of holes than a stove for roasting chestnuts. The girl made a 

wry face. “Old rag!” she muttered, and addressing Gringoire, “Let’s see your cloak!” “I have lost 

it,” replied Gringoire. “Your hat?” “They took it away from me.” “Your shoes?” “They have 

hardly any soles left.” “Your purse?” “Alas!” stammered Gringoire, “I have not even a sou.” 

“Let them hang you, then, and say ‘Thank you!’” retorted the vagabond wench, turning her back 

on him. 

The second,—old, black, wrinkled, hideous, with an ugliness conspicuous even in the Cour 

des Miracles, trotted round Gringoire. He almost trembled lest she should want him. But she 

mumbled between her teeth, “He’s too thin,” and went off. 

The third was a young girl, quite fresh, and not too ugly. “Save me!” said the poor fellow to 

her, in a low tone. She gazed at him for a moment with an air of pity, then dropped her eyes, 

made a plait in her petticoat, and remained in indecision. He followed all these movements with 

his eyes; it was the last gleam of hope. “No,” said the young girl, at length, “no! Guillaume 

Longuejoue would beat me.” She retreated into the crowd. 

“You are unlucky, comrade,” said Clopin. 

Then rising to his feet, upon his hogshead. “No one wants him,” he exclaimed, imitating the 

accent of an auctioneer, to the great delight of all; “no one wants him? once, twice, three times!” 

and, turning towards the gibbet with a sign of his hand, “Gone!” 

Bellevigne de l’Étoile, Andry the Red, François Chanteprune, stepped up to Gringoire. 

At that moment a cry arose among the thieves: “La Esmeralda! La Esmeralda!” 

Gringoire shuddered, and turned towards the side whence the clamor proceeded. 

The crowd opened, and gave passage to a pure and dazzling form. 

It was the gypsy. 

“La Esmeralda!” said Gringoire, stupefied in the midst of his emotions, by the abrupt manner 

in which that magic word knotted together all his reminiscences of the day. 



This rare creature seemed, even in the Cour des Miracles, to exercise her sway of charm and 

beauty. The vagabonds, male and female, ranged themselves gently along her path, and their 

brutal faces beamed beneath her glance. 

She approached the victim with her light step. Her pretty Djali followed her. Gringoire was 

more dead than alive. She examined him for a moment in silence. 

“You are going to hang this man?” she said gravely, to Clopin. 

“Yes, sister,” replied the King of Thunes, “unless you will take him for your husband.” 

She made her pretty little pout with her under lip. “I’ll take him,” said she. 

Gringoire firmly believed that he had been in a dream ever since morning, and that this was 

the continuation of it. 

The change was, in fact, violent, though a gratifying one. They undid the noose, and made the 

poet step down from the stool. His emotion was so lively that he was obliged to sit down. 

The Duke of Egypt brought an earthenware crock, without uttering a word. The gypsy offered 

it to Gringoire: “Fling it on the ground,” said she. 

The crock broke into four pieces. 

“Brother,” then said the Duke of Egypt, laying his hands upon their foreheads, “she is your 

wife; sister, he is your husband for four years. Go.” 

  



CHAPTER VII. A BRIDAL NIGHT. 

A few moments later our poet found himself in a tiny arched chamber, very cosy, very warm, 

seated at a table which appeared to ask nothing better than to make some loans from a larder 

hanging near by, having a good bed in prospect, and alone with a pretty girl. The adventure 

smacked of enchantment. He began seriously to take himself for a personage in a fairy tale; he 

cast his eyes about him from time to time to time, as though to see if the chariot of fire, 

harnessed to two-winged chimeras, which alone could have so rapidly transported him from 

Tartarus to Paradise, were still there. At times, also, he fixed his eyes obstinately upon the holes 

in his doublet, in order to cling to reality, and not lose the ground from under his feet completely. 

His reason, tossed about in imaginary space, now hung only by this thread. 

The young girl did not appear to pay any attention to him; she went and came, displaced a 

stool, talked to her goat, and indulged in a pout now and then. At last she came and seated herself 

near the table, and Gringoire was able to scrutinize her at his ease. 

You have been a child, reader, and you would, perhaps, be very happy to be one still. It is 

quite certain that you have not, more than once (and for my part, I have passed whole days, the 

best employed of my life, at it) followed from thicket to thicket, by the side of running water, on 

a sunny day, a beautiful green or blue dragon-fly, breaking its flight in abrupt angles, and kissing 

the tips of all the branches. You recollect with what amorous curiosity your thought and your 

gaze were riveted upon this little whirlwind, hissing and humming with wings of purple and 

azure, in the midst of which floated an imperceptible body, veiled by the very rapidity of its 

movement. The aerial being which was dimly outlined amid this quivering of wings, appeared to 

you chimerical, imaginary, impossible to touch, impossible to see. But when, at length, the 

dragon-fly alighted on the tip of a reed, and, holding your breath the while, you were able to 

examine the long, gauze wings, the long enamel robe, the two globes of crystal, what 

astonishment you felt, and what fear lest you should again behold the form disappear into a 

shade, and the creature into a chimera! Recall these impressions, and you will readily appreciate 

what Gringoire felt on contemplating, beneath her visible and palpable form, that Esmeralda of 

whom, up to that time, he had only caught a glimpse, amidst a whirlwind of dance, song, and 

tumult. 

Sinking deeper and deeper into his revery: “So this,” he said to himself, following her vaguely 

with his eyes, “is la Esmeralda! a celestial creature! a street dancer! so much, and so little! 

’Twas she who dealt the death-blow to my mystery this morning, ’tis she who saves my life this 

evening! My evil genius! My good angel! A pretty woman, on my word! and who must needs 

love me madly to have taken me in that fashion. By the way,” said he, rising suddenly, with that 

sentiment of the true which formed the foundation of his character and his philosophy, “I don’t 

know very well how it happens, but I am her husband!” 

With this idea in his head and in his eyes, he stepped up to the young girl in a manner so 

military and so gallant that she drew back. 

“What do you want of me?” said she. 

“Can you ask me, adorable Esmeralda?” replied Gringoire, with so passionate an accent that 

he was himself astonished at it on hearing himself speak. 

The gypsy opened her great eyes. “I don’t know what you mean.” 



“What!” resumed Gringoire, growing warmer and warmer, and supposing that, after all, he 

had to deal merely with a virtue of the Cour des Miracles; “am I not thine, sweet friend, art thou 

not mine?” 

And, quite ingenuously, he clasped her waist. 

The gypsy’s corsage slipped through his hands like the skin of an eel. She bounded from one 

end of the tiny room to the other, stooped down, and raised herself again, with a little poniard in 

her hand, before Gringoire had even had time to see whence the poniard came; proud and angry, 

with swelling lips and inflated nostrils, her cheeks as red as an api apple,[15] and her eyes 

darting lightnings. At the same time, the white goat placed itself in front of her, and presented to 

Gringoire a hostile front, bristling with two pretty horns, gilded and very sharp. All this took 

place in the twinkling of an eye. 

The dragon-fly had turned into a wasp, and asked nothing better than to sting. 

Our philosopher was speechless, and turned his astonished eyes from the goat to the young 

girl. “Holy Virgin!” he said at last, when surprise permitted him to speak, “here are two hearty 

dames!” 

The gypsy broke the silence on her side. 

“You must be a very bold knave!” 

“Pardon, mademoiselle,” said Gringoire, with a smile. “But why did you take me for your 

husband?” 

“Should I have allowed you to be hanged?” 

“So,” said the poet, somewhat disappointed in his amorous hopes. “You had no other idea in 

marrying me than to save me from the gibbet?” 

“And what other idea did you suppose that I had?” 

Gringoire bit his lips. “Come,” said he, “I am not yet so triumphant in Cupido, as I thought. 

But then, what was the good of breaking that poor jug?” 

Meanwhile Esmeralda’s dagger and the goat’s horns were still upon the defensive. 

“Mademoiselle Esmeralda,” said the poet, “let us come to terms. I am not a clerk of the court, 

and I shall not go to law with you for thus carrying a dagger in Paris, in the teeth of the 

ordinances and prohibitions of M. the Provost. Nevertheless, you are not ignorant of the fact that 

Noël Lescrivain was condemned, a week ago, to pay ten Parisian sous, for having carried a 

cutlass. But this is no affair of mine, and I will come to the point. I swear to you, upon my share 

of Paradise, not to approach you without your leave and permission, but do give me some 

supper.” 

The truth is, Gringoire was, like M. Despreaux, “not very voluptuous.” He did not belong to 

that chevalier and musketeer species, who take young girls by assault. In the matter of love, as in 

all other affairs, he willingly assented to temporizing and adjusting terms; and a good supper, 

and an amiable tête-à-tête appeared to him, especially when he was hungry, an excellent 

interlude between the prologue and the catastrophe of a love adventure. 

The gypsy did not reply. She made her disdainful little grimace, drew up her head like a bird, 

then burst out laughing, and the tiny poniard disappeared as it had come, without Gringoire being 

able to see where the wasp concealed its sting. 



A moment later, there stood upon the table a loaf of rye bread, a slice of bacon, some wrinkled 

apples and a jug of beer. Gringoire began to eat eagerly. One would have said, to hear the furious 

clashing of his iron fork and his earthenware plate, that all his love had turned to appetite. 

The young girl seated opposite him, watched him in silence, visibly preoccupied with another 

thought, at which she smiled from time to time, while her soft hand caressed the intelligent head 

of the goat, gently pressed between her knees. 

A candle of yellow wax illuminated this scene of voracity and revery. 

Meanwhile, the first cravings of his stomach having been stilled, Gringoire felt some false 

shame at perceiving that nothing remained but one apple. 

“You do not eat, Mademoiselle Esmeralda?” 

She replied by a negative sign of the head, and her pensive glance fixed itself upon the vault of 

the ceiling. 

“What the deuce is she thinking of?” thought Gringoire, staring at what she was gazing at; 

“’tis impossible that it can be that stone dwarf carved in the keystone of that arch, which thus 

absorbs her attention. What the deuce! I can bear the comparison!” 

He raised his voice, “Mademoiselle!” 

She seemed not to hear him. 

He repeated, still more loudly, “Mademoiselle Esmeralda!” 

Trouble wasted. The young girl’s mind was elsewhere, and Gringoire’s voice had not the 

power to recall it. Fortunately, the goat interfered. She began to pull her mistress gently by the 

sleeve. 

“What dost thou want, Djali?” said the gypsy, hastily, as though suddenly awakened. 

“She is hungry,” said Gringoire, charmed to enter into conversation. Esmeralda began to 

crumble some bread, which Djali ate gracefully from the hollow of her hand. 

Moreover, Gringoire did not give her time to resume her revery. He hazarded a delicate 

question. 

“So you don’t want me for your husband?” 

The young girl looked at him intently, and said, “No.” 

“For your lover?” went on Gringoire. 

She pouted, and replied, “No.” 

“For your friend?” pursued Gringoire. 

She gazed fixedly at him again, and said, after a momentary reflection, “Perhaps.” 

This “perhaps,” so dear to philosophers, emboldened Gringoire. 

“Do you know what friendship is?” he asked. 

“Yes,” replied the gypsy; “it is to be brother and sister; two souls which touch without 

mingling, two fingers on one hand.” 

“And love?” pursued Gringoire. 

“Oh! love!” said she, and her voice trembled, and her eye beamed. “That is to be two and to be 

but one. A man and a woman mingled into one angel. It is heaven.” 

The street dancer had a beauty as she spoke thus, that struck Gringoire singularly, and seemed 

to him in perfect keeping with the almost oriental exaltation of her words. Her pure, red lips half 



smiled; her serene and candid brow became troubled, at intervals, under her thoughts, like a 

mirror under the breath; and from beneath her long, drooping, black eyelashes, there escaped a 

sort of ineffable light, which gave to her profile that ideal serenity which Raphael found at the 

mystic point of intersection of virginity, maternity, and divinity. 

Nevertheless, Gringoire continued,— 

“What must one be then, in order to please you?” 

“A man.” 

“And I—” said he, “what, then, am I?” 

“A man has a helmet on his head, a sword in his hand, and golden spurs on his heels.” 

“Good,” said Gringoire, “without a horse, no man. Do you love any one?” 

“As a lover?—” 

“Yes.” 

She remained thoughtful for a moment, then said with a peculiar expression: “That I shall 

know soon.” 

“Why not this evening?” resumed the poet tenderly. “Why not me?” 

She cast a grave glance upon him and said,— 

“I can never love a man who cannot protect me.” 

Gringoire colored, and took the hint. It was evident that the young girl was alluding to the 

slight assistance which he had rendered her in the critical situation in which she had found 

herself two hours previously. This memory, effaced by his own adventures of the evening, now 

recurred to him. He smote his brow. 

“By the way, mademoiselle, I ought to have begun there. Pardon my foolish absence of mind. 

How did you contrive to escape from the claws of Quasimodo?” 

This question made the gypsy shudder. 

“Oh! the horrible hunchback,” said she, hiding her face in her hands. And she shuddered as 

though with violent cold. 

“Horrible, in truth,” said Gringoire, who clung to his idea; “but how did you manage to escape 

him?” 

La Esmeralda smiled, sighed, and remained silent. 

“Do you know why he followed you?” began Gringoire again, seeking to return to his question 

by a circuitous route. 

“I don’t know,” said the young girl, and she added hastily, “but you were following me also, 

why were you following me?” 

“In good faith,” responded Gringoire, “I don’t know either.” 

Silence ensued. Gringoire slashed the table with his knife. The young girl smiled and seemed 

to be gazing through the wall at something. All at once she began to sing in a barely articulate 

voice,— 

Quando las pintadas aves, 

Mudas estan, y la tierra—[16]  

She broke off abruptly, and began to caress Djali. 



“That’s a pretty animal of yours,” said Gringoire. 

“She is my sister,” she answered. 

“Why are you called la Esmeralda?” asked the poet. 

“I do not know.” 

“But why?” 

She drew from her bosom a sort of little oblong bag, suspended from her neck by a string of 

adrézarach beads. This bag exhaled a strong odor of camphor. It was covered with green silk, 

and bore in its centre a large piece of green glass, in imitation of an emerald. 

“Perhaps it is because of this,” said she. 

Gringoire was on the point of taking the bag in his hand. She drew back. 

“Don’t touch it! It is an amulet. You would injure the charm or the charm would injure you.” 

The poet’s curiosity was more and more aroused. 

“Who gave it to you?” 

She laid one finger on her mouth and concealed the amulet in her bosom. He tried a few more 

questions, but she hardly replied. 

“What is the meaning of the words, la Esmeralda?” 

“I don’t know,” said she. 

“To what language do they belong?” 

“They are Egyptian, I think.” 

“I suspected as much,” said Gringoire, “you are not a native of France?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Are your parents alive?” 

She began to sing, to an ancient air,— 

Mon père est oiseau, 

Ma mère est oiselle. 

Je passe l’eau sans nacelle, 

Je passe l’eau sans bateau, 

Ma mère est oiselle, 

Mon père est oiseau.[17]  

“Good,” said Gringoire. “At what age did you come to France?” 

“When I was very young.” 

“And when to Paris?” 

“Last year. At the moment when we were entering the papal gate I saw a reed warbler flit 

through the air, that was at the end of August; I said, it will be a hard winter.” 

“So it was,” said Gringoire, delighted at this beginning of a conversation. “I passed it in 

blowing my fingers. So you have the gift of prophecy?” 

She retired into her laconics again. 

“Is that man whom you call the Duke of Egypt, the chief of your tribe?” 

“Yes.” 



“But it was he who married us,” remarked the poet timidly. 

She made her customary pretty grimace. 

“I don’t even know your name.” 

“My name? If you want it, here it is,—Pierre Gringoire.” 

“I know a prettier one,” said she. 

“Naughty girl!” retorted the poet. “Never mind, you shall not provoke me. Wait, perhaps you 

will love me more when you know me better; and then, you have told me your story with so 

much confidence, that I owe you a little of mine. You must know, then, that my name is Pierre 

Gringoire, and that I am a son of the farmer of the notary’s office of Gonesse. My father was 

hung by the Burgundians, and my mother disembowelled by the Picards, at the siege of Paris, 

twenty years ago. At six years of age, therefore, I was an orphan, without a sole to my foot 

except the pavements of Paris. I do not know how I passed the interval from six to sixteen. A 

fruit dealer gave me a plum here, a baker flung me a crust there; in the evening I got myself 

taken up by the watch, who threw me into prison, and there I found a bundle of straw. All this 

did not prevent my growing up and growing thin, as you see. In the winter I warmed myself in 

the sun, under the porch of the Hôtel de Sens, and I thought it very ridiculous that the fire on 

Saint John’s Day was reserved for the dog days. At sixteen, I wished to choose a calling. I tried 

all in succession. I became a soldier; but I was not brave enough. I became a monk; but I was not 

sufficiently devout; and then I’m a bad hand at drinking. In despair, I became an apprentice of 

the woodcutters, but I was not strong enough; I had more of an inclination to become a 

schoolmaster; ’tis true that I did not know how to read, but that’s no reason. I perceived at the 

end of a certain time, that I lacked something in every direction; and seeing that I was good for 

nothing, of my own free will I became a poet and rhymester. That is a trade which one can 

always adopt when one is a vagabond, and it’s better than stealing, as some young brigands of 

my acquaintance advised me to do. One day I met by luck, Dom Claude Frollo, the reverend 

archdeacon of Notre-Dame. He took an interest in me, and it is to him that I to-day owe it that I 

am a veritable man of letters, who knows Latin from the de Officiis of Cicero to the mortuology 

of the Celestine Fathers, and a barbarian neither in scholastics, nor in politics, nor in rhythmics, 

that sophism of sophisms. I am the author of the Mystery which was presented to-day with great 

triumph and a great concourse of populace, in the grand hall of the Palais de Justice. I have also 

made a book which will contain six hundred pages, on the wonderful comet of 1465, which sent 

one man mad. I have enjoyed still other successes. Being somewhat of an artillery carpenter, I 

lent a hand to Jean Mangue’s great bombard, which burst, as you know, on the day when it was 

tested, on the Pont de Charenton, and killed four and twenty curious spectators. You see that I 

am not a bad match in marriage. I know a great many sorts of very engaging tricks, which I will 

teach your goat; for example, to mimic the Bishop of Paris, that cursed Pharisee whose mill 

wheels splash passers-by the whole length of the Pont aux Meuniers. And then my mystery will 

bring me in a great deal of coined money, if they will only pay me. And finally, I am at your 

orders, I and my wits, and my science and my letters, ready to live with you, damsel, as it shall 

please you, chastely or joyously; husband and wife, if you see fit; brother and sister, if you think 

that better.” 

Gringoire ceased, awaiting the effect of his harangue on the young girl. Her eyes were fixed 

on the ground. 

“Phœbus,” she said in a low voice. Then, turning towards the poet, “Phœbus,—what does that 

mean?” 



Gringoire, without exactly understanding what the connection could be between his address 

and this question, was not sorry to display his erudition. Assuming an air of importance, he 

replied,— 

“It is a Latin word which means sun.” 

“Sun!” she repeated. 

“It is the name of a handsome archer, who was a god,” added Gringoire. 

“A god!” repeated the gypsy, and there was something pensive and passionate in her tone. 

At that moment, one of her bracelets became unfastened and fell. Gringoire stooped quickly to 

pick it up; when he straightened up, the young girl and the goat had disappeared. He heard the 

sound of a bolt. It was a little door, communicating, no doubt, with a neighboring cell, which was 

being fastened on the outside. 

“Has she left me a bed, at least?” said our philosopher. 

He made the tour of his cell. There was no piece of furniture adapted to sleeping purposes, 

except a tolerably long wooden coffer; and its cover was carved, to boot; which afforded 

Gringoire, when he stretched himself out upon it, a sensation somewhat similar to that which 

Micromégas would feel if he were to lie down on the Alps. 

“Come!” said he, adjusting himself as well as possible, “I must resign myself. But here’s a 

strange nuptial night. ’Tis a pity. There was something innocent and antediluvian about that 

broken crock, which quite pleased me.” 

  



BOOK THIRD. 

CHAPTER I. NOTRE-DAME. 

The church of Notre-Dame de Paris is still no doubt, a majestic and sublime edifice. But, 

beautiful as it has been preserved in growing old, it is difficult not to sigh, not to wax indignant, 

before the numberless degradations and mutilations which time and men have both caused the 

venerable monument to suffer, without respect for Charlemagne, who laid its first stone, or for 

Philip Augustus, who laid the last. 

On the face of this aged queen of our cathedrals, by the side of a wrinkle, one always finds a 

scar. Tempus edax, homo edacior[18]; which I should be glad to translate thus: time is blind, 

man is stupid. 

If we had leisure to examine with the reader, one by one, the diverse traces of destruction 

imprinted upon the old church, time’s share would be the least, the share of men the most, 

especially the men of art, since there have been individuals who assumed the title of architects 

during the last two centuries. 

And, in the first place, to cite only a few leading examples, there certainly are few finer 

architectural pages than this façade, where, successively and at once, the three portals hollowed 

out in an arch; the broidered and dentated cordon of the eight and twenty royal niches; the 

immense central rose window, flanked by its two lateral windows, like a priest by his deacon and 

subdeacon; the frail and lofty gallery of trefoil arcades, which supports a heavy platform above 

its fine, slender columns; and lastly, the two black and massive towers with their slate 

penthouses, harmonious parts of a magnificent whole, superposed in five gigantic stories;—

develop themselves before the eye, in a mass and without confusion, with their innumerable 

details of statuary, carving, and sculpture, joined powerfully to the tranquil grandeur of the 

whole; a vast symphony in stone, so to speak; the colossal work of one man and one people, all 

together one and complex, like the Iliads and the Romanceros, whose sister it is; prodigious 

product of the grouping together of all the forces of an epoch, where, upon each stone, one sees 

the fancy of the workman disciplined by the genius of the artist start forth in a hundred fashions; 

a sort of human creation, in a word, powerful and fecund as the divine creation of which it seems 

to have stolen the double character,—variety, eternity. 

And what we here say of the façade must be said of the entire church; and what we say of the 

cathedral church of Paris, must be said of all the churches of Christendom in the Middle Ages. 

All things are in place in that art, self-created, logical, and well proportioned. To measure the 

great toe of the foot is to measure the giant. 

Let us return to the façade of Notre-Dame, as it still appears to us, when we go piously to 

admire the grave and puissant cathedral, which inspires terror, so its chronicles assert: quæ mole 

sua terrorem incutit spectantibus. 

Three important things are to-day lacking in that façade: in the first place, the staircase of 

eleven steps which formerly raised it above the soil; next, the lower series of statues which 

occupied the niches of the three portals; and lastly the upper series, of the twenty-eight most 

ancient kings of France, which garnished the gallery of the first story, beginning with Childebert, 

and ending with Phillip Augustus, holding in his hand “the imperial apple.” 

Time has caused the staircase to disappear, by raising the soil of the city with a slow and 

irresistible progress; but, while thus causing the eleven steps which added to the majestic height 



of the edifice, to be devoured, one by one, by the rising tide of the pavements of Paris,—time has 

bestowed upon the church perhaps more than it has taken away, for it is time which has spread 

over the façade that sombre hue of the centuries which makes the old age of monuments the 

period of their beauty. 

But who has thrown down the two rows of statues? who has left the niches empty? who has 

cut, in the very middle of the central portal, that new and bastard arch? who has dared to frame 

therein that commonplace and heavy door of carved wood, à la Louis XV., beside the arabesques 

of Biscornette? The men, the architects, the artists of our day. 

And if we enter the interior of the edifice, who has overthrown that colossus of Saint 

Christopher, proverbial for magnitude among statues, as the grand hall of the Palais de Justice 

was among halls, as the spire of Strasbourg among spires? And those myriads of statues, which 

peopled all the spaces between the columns of the nave and the choir, kneeling, standing, 

equestrian, men, women, children, kings, bishops, gendarmes, in stone, in marble, in gold, in 

silver, in copper, in wax even,—who has brutally swept them away? It is not time. 

And who substituted for the ancient gothic altar, splendidly encumbered with shrines and 

reliquaries, that heavy marble sarcophagus, with angels’ heads and clouds, which seems a 

specimen pillaged from the Val-de-Grâce or the Invalides? Who stupidly sealed that heavy 

anachronism of stone in the Carlovingian pavement of Hercandus? Was it not Louis XIV., 

fulfilling the request of Louis XIII.? 

And who put the cold, white panes in the place of those windows, “high in color,” which 

caused the astonished eyes of our fathers to hesitate between the rose of the grand portal and the 

arches of the apse? And what would a sub-chanter of the sixteenth century say, on beholding the 

beautiful yellow wash, with which our archiepiscopal vandals have desmeared their cathedral? 

He would remember that it was the color with which the hangman smeared “accursed” edifices; 

he would recall the Hôtel du Petit-Bourbon, all smeared thus, on account of the constable’s 

treason. “Yellow, after all, of so good a quality,” said Sauval, “and so well recommended, that 

more than a century has not yet caused it to lose its color.” He would think that the sacred place 

had become infamous, and would flee. 

And if we ascend the cathedral, without mentioning a thousand barbarisms of every sort,—

what has become of that charming little bell tower, which rested upon the point of intersection of 

the cross-roofs, and which, no less frail and no less bold than its neighbor (also destroyed), the 

spire of the Sainte-Chapelle, buried itself in the sky, farther forward than the towers, slender, 

pointed, sonorous, carved in open work. An architect of good taste amputated it (1787), and 

considered it sufficient to mask the wound with that large, leaden plaster, which resembles a pot 

cover. 

’Tis thus that the marvellous art of the Middle Ages has been treated in nearly every country, 

especially in France. One can distinguish on its ruins three sorts of lesions, all three of which cut 

into it at different depths; first, time, which has insensibly notched its surface here and there, and 

gnawed it everywhere; next, political and religious revolution, which, blind and wrathful by 

nature, have flung themselves tumultuously upon it, torn its rich garment of carving and 

sculpture, burst its rose windows, broken its necklace of arabesques and tiny figures, torn out its 

statues, sometimes because of their mitres, sometimes because of their crowns; lastly, fashions, 

even more grotesque and foolish, which, since the anarchical and splendid deviations of the 

Renaissance, have followed each other in the necessary decadence of architecture. Fashions have 

wrought more harm than revolutions. They have cut to the quick; they have attacked the very 



bone and framework of art; they have cut, slashed, disorganized, killed the edifice, in form as in 

the symbol, in its consistency as well as in its beauty. And then they have made it over; a 

presumption of which neither time nor revolutions at least have been guilty. They have 

audaciously adjusted, in the name of “good taste,” upon the wounds of gothic architecture, their 

miserable gewgaws of a day, their ribbons of marble, their pompons of metal, a veritable leprosy 

of egg-shaped ornaments, volutes, whorls, draperies, garlands, fringes, stone flames, bronze 

clouds, pudgy cupids, chubby-cheeked cherubim, which begin to devour the face of art in the 

oratory of Catherine de Medicis, and cause it to expire, two centuries later, tortured and 

grimacing, in the boudoir of the Dubarry. 

Thus, to sum up the points which we have just indicated, three sorts of ravages to-day 

disfigure Gothic architecture. Wrinkles and warts on the epidermis; this is the work of time. 

Deeds of violence, brutalities, contusions, fractures; this is the work of the revolutions from 

Luther to Mirabeau. Mutilations, amputations, dislocation of the joints, restorations; this is the 

Greek, Roman, and barbarian work of professors according to Vitruvius and Vignole. This 

magnificent art produced by the Vandals has been slain by the academies. The centuries, the 

revolutions, which at least devastate with impartiality and grandeur, have been joined by a cloud 

of school architects, licensed, sworn, and bound by oath; defacing with the discernment and 

choice of bad taste, substituting the chicorées of Louis XV. for the Gothic lace, for the greater 

glory of the Parthenon. It is the kick of the ass at the dying lion. It is the old oak crowning itself, 

and which, to heap the measure full, is stung, bitten, and gnawed by caterpillars. 

How far it is from the epoch when Robert Cenalis, comparing Notre-Dame de Paris to the 

famous temple of Diana at Ephesus, so much lauded by the ancient pagans, which 

Erostatus has immortalized, found the Gallic temple “more excellent in length, breadth, height, 

and structure.”[19]  

Notre-Dame is not, moreover, what can be called a complete, definite, classified monument. It 

is no longer a Romanesque church; nor is it a Gothic church. This edifice is not a type. Notre-

Dame de Paris has not, like the Abbey of Tournus, the grave and massive frame, the large and 

round vault, the glacial bareness, the majestic simplicity of the edifices which have the rounded 

arch for their progenitor. It is not, like the Cathedral of Bourges, the magnificent, light, 

multiform, tufted, bristling efflorescent product of the pointed arch. Impossible to class it in that 

ancient family of sombre, mysterious churches, low and crushed as it were by the round arch, 

almost Egyptian, with the exception of the ceiling; all hieroglyphics, all sacerdotal, all 

symbolical, more loaded in their ornaments, with lozenges and zigzags, than with flowers, with 

flowers than with animals, with animals than with men; the work of the architect less than of the 

bishop; first transformation of art, all impressed with theocratic and military discipline, taking 

root in the Lower Empire, and stopping with the time of William the Conqueror. Impossible to 

place our Cathedral in that other family of lofty, aerial churches, rich in painted windows and 

sculpture; pointed in form, bold in attitude; communal and bourgeois as political symbols; free, 

capricious, lawless, as a work of art; second transformation of architecture, no longer 

hieroglyphic, immovable and sacerdotal, but artistic, progressive, and popular, which begins at 

the return from the crusades, and ends with Louis IX. Notre-Dame de Paris is not of pure 

Romanesque, like the first; nor of pure Arabian race, like the second. 

It is an edifice of the transition period. The Saxon architect completed the erection of the first 

pillars of the nave, when the pointed arch, which dates from the Crusade, arrived and placed 

itself as a conqueror upon the large Romanesque capitals which should support only round 

arches. The pointed arch, mistress since that time, constructed the rest of the church. 



Nevertheless, timid and inexperienced at the start, it sweeps out, grows larger, restrains itself, 

and dares no longer dart upwards in spires and lancet windows, as it did later on, in so many 

marvellous cathedrals. One would say that it were conscious of the vicinity of the heavy 

Romanesque pillars. 

However, these edifices of the transition from the Romanesque to the Gothic, are no less 

precious for study than the pure types. They express a shade of the art which would be lost 

without them. It is the graft of the pointed upon the round arch. 

Notre-Dame de Paris is, in particular, a curious specimen of this variety. Each face, each stone 

of the venerable monument, is a page not only of the history of the country, but of the history of 

science and art as well. Thus, in order to indicate here only the principal details, while the little 

Red Door almost attains to the limits of the Gothic delicacy of the fifteenth century, the pillars of 

the nave, by their size and weight, go back to the Carlovingian Abbey of Saint-Germain-des-

Prés. One would suppose that six centuries separated these pillars from that door. There is no 

one, not even the hermetics, who does not find in the symbols of the grand portal a satisfactory 

compendium of their science, of which the Church of Saint-Jacques de la Boucherie was so 

complete a hieroglyph. Thus, the Roman abbey, the philosophers’ church, the Gothic art, Saxon 

art, the heavy, round pillar, which recalls Gregory VII., the hermetic symbolism, with which 

Nicolas Flamel played the prelude to Luther, papal unity, schism, Saint-Germain des Prés, Saint-

Jacques de la Boucherie,—all are mingled, combined, amalgamated in Notre-Dame. This central 

mother church is, among the ancient churches of Paris, a sort of chimera; it has the head of one, 

the limbs of another, the haunches of another, something of all. 

We repeat it, these hybrid constructions are not the least interesting for the artist, for the 

antiquarian, for the historian. They make one feel to what a degree architecture is a primitive 

thing, by demonstrating (what is also demonstrated by the cyclopean vestiges, the pyramids of 

Egypt, the gigantic Hindoo pagodas) that the greatest products of architecture are less the works 

of individuals than of society; rather the offspring of a nation’s effort, than the inspired flash of a 

man of genius; the deposit left by a whole people; the heaps accumulated by centuries; the 

residue of successive evaporations of human society,—in a word, species of formations. Each 

wave of time contributes its alluvium, each race deposits its layer on the monument, each 

individual brings his stone. Thus do the beavers, thus do the bees, thus do men. The great symbol 

of architecture, Babel, is a hive. 

Great edifices, like great mountains, are the work of centuries. Art often undergoes a 

transformation while they are pending, pendent opera interrupta; they proceed quietly in 

accordance with the transformed art. The new art takes the monument where it finds it, incrusts 

itself there, assimilates it to itself, develops it according to its fancy, and finishes it if it can. The 

thing is accomplished without trouble, without effort, without reaction,—following a natural and 

tranquil law. It is a graft which shoots up, a sap which circulates, a vegetation which starts forth 

anew. Certainly there is matter here for many large volumes, and often the universal history of 

humanity in the successive engrafting of many arts at many levels, upon the same monument. 

The man, the artist, the individual, is effaced in these great masses, which lack the name of their 

author; human intelligence is there summed up and totalized. Time is the architect, the nation is 

the builder. 

Not to consider here anything except the Christian architecture of Europe, that younger sister 

of the great masonries of the Orient, it appears to the eyes as an immense formation divided into 

three well-defined zones, which are superposed, the one upon the other: the Romanesque 



zone[20], the Gothic zone, the zone of the Renaissance, which we would gladly call the Greco-

Roman zone. The Roman layer, which is the most ancient and deepest, is occupied by the round 

arch, which reappears, supported by the Greek column, in the modern and upper layer of the 

Renaissance. The pointed arch is found between the two. The edifices which belong exclusively 

to any one of these three layers are perfectly distinct, uniform, and complete. There is the Abbey 

of Jumiéges, there is the Cathedral of Reims, there is the Sainte-Croix of Orléans. But the three 

zones mingle and amalgamate along the edges, like the colors in the solar spectrum. Hence, 

complex monuments, edifices of gradation and transition. One is Roman at the base, Gothic in 

the middle, Greco-Roman at the top. It is because it was six hundred years in building. This 

variety is rare. The donjon keep of d’Étampes is a specimen of it. But monuments of two 

formations are more frequent. There is Notre-Dame de Paris, a pointed-arch edifice, which is 

imbedded by its pillars in that Roman zone, in which are plunged the portal of Saint-Denis, and 

the nave of Saint-Germain des Prés. There is the charming, half-Gothic chapter-house of 

Bocherville, where the Roman layer extends half way up. There is the cathedral of Rouen, which 

would be entirely Gothic if it did not bathe the tip of its central spire in the zone of the 

Renaissance.[21]  

However, all these shades, all these differences, do not affect the surfaces of edifices only. It is 

art which has changed its skin. The very constitution of the Christian church is not attacked by it. 

There is always the same internal woodwork, the same logical arrangement of parts. Whatever 

may be the carved and embroidered envelope of a cathedral, one always finds beneath it—in the 

state of a germ, and of a rudiment at the least—the Roman basilica. It is eternally developed 

upon the soil according to the same law. There are, invariably, two naves, which intersect in a 

cross, and whose upper portion, rounded into an apse, forms the choir; there are always the side 

aisles, for interior processions, for chapels,—a sort of lateral walks or promenades where the 

principal nave discharges itself through the spaces between the pillars. That settled, the number 

of chapels, doors, bell towers, and pinnacles are modified to infinity, according to the fancy of 

the century, the people, and art. The service of religion once assured and provided for, 

architecture does what she pleases. Statues, stained glass, rose windows, arabesques, 

denticulations, capitals, bas-reliefs,—she combines all these imaginings according to the 

arrangement which best suits her. Hence, the prodigious exterior variety of these edifices, at 

whose foundation dwells so much order and unity. The trunk of a tree is immovable; the foliage 

is capricious. 

  



CHAPTER II. A BIRD’S-EYE VIEW OF PARIS. 

We have just attempted to restore, for the reader’s benefit, that admirable church of Notre-

Dame de Paris. We have briefly pointed out the greater part of the beauties which it possessed in 

the fifteenth century, and which it lacks to-day; but we have omitted the principal thing,—the 

view of Paris which was then to be obtained from the summits of its towers. 

That was, in fact,—when, after having long groped one’s way up the dark spiral which 

perpendicularly pierces the thick wall of the belfries, one emerged, at last abruptly, upon one of 

the lofty platforms inundated with light and air,—that was, in fact, a fine picture which spread 

out, on all sides at once, before the eye; a spectacle sui generis, of which those of our readers 

who have had the good fortune to see a Gothic city entire, complete, homogeneous,—a few of 

which still remain, Nuremberg in Bavaria and Vittoria in Spain,—can readily form an idea; or 

even smaller specimens, provided that they are well preserved,—Vitré in Brittany, Nordhausen 

in Prussia. 

The Paris of three hundred and fifty years ago—the Paris of the fifteenth century—was 

already a gigantic city. We Parisians generally make a mistake as to the ground which we think 

that we have gained, since Paris has not increased much over one-third since the time of Louis 

XI. It has certainly lost more in beauty than it has gained in size. 

Paris had its birth, as the reader knows, in that old island of the City which has the form of a 

cradle. The strand of that island was its first boundary wall, the Seine its first moat. Paris 

remained for many centuries in its island state, with two bridges, one on the north, the other on 

the south; and two bridge heads, which were at the same time its gates and its fortresses,—the 

Grand-Châtelet on the right bank, the Petit-Châtelet on the left. Then, from the date of the kings 

of the first race, Paris, being too cribbed and confined in its island, and unable to return thither, 

crossed the water. Then, beyond the Grand, beyond the Petit-Châtelet, a first circle of walls and 

towers began to infringe upon the country on the two sides of the Seine. Some vestiges of this 

ancient enclosure still remained in the last century; to-day, only the memory of it is left, and here 

and there a tradition, the Baudets or Baudoyer gate, Porta Bagauda. 

Little by little, the tide of houses, always thrust from the heart of the city outwards, overflows, 

devours, wears away, and effaces this wall. Philip Augustus makes a new dike for it. He 

imprisons Paris in a circular chain of great towers, both lofty and solid. For the period of more 

than a century, the houses press upon each other, accumulate, and raise their level in this basin, 

like water in a reservoir. They begin to deepen; they pile story upon story; they mount upon each 

other; they gush forth at the top, like all laterally compressed growth, and there is a rivalry as to 

which shall thrust its head above its neighbors, for the sake of getting a little air. The street glows 

narrower and deeper, every space is overwhelmed and disappears. The houses finally leap the 

wall of Philip Augustus, and scatter joyfully over the plain, without order, and all askew, like 

runaways. There they plant themselves squarely, cut themselves gardens from the fields, and take 

their ease. Beginning with 1367, the city spreads to such an extent into the suburbs, that a new 

wall becomes necessary, particularly on the right bank; Charles V. builds it. But a city like Paris 

is perpetually growing. It is only such cities that become capitals. They are funnels, into which 

all the geographical, political, moral, and intellectual water-sheds of a country, all the natural 

slopes of a people, pour; wells of civilization, so to speak, and also sewers, where commerce, 

industry, intelligence, population,—all that is sap, all that is life, all that is the soul of a nation, 

filters and amasses unceasingly, drop by drop, century by century. 



So Charles V.’s wall suffered the fate of that of Philip Augustus. At the end of the fifteenth 

century, the Faubourg strides across it, passes beyond it, and runs farther. In the sixteenth, it 

seems to retreat visibly, and to bury itself deeper and deeper in the old city, so thick had the new 

city already become outside of it. Thus, beginning with the fifteenth century, where our story 

finds us, Paris had already outgrown the three concentric circles of walls which, from the time of 

Julian the Apostate, existed, so to speak, in germ in the Grand-Châtelet and the Petit-Châtelet. 

The mighty city had cracked, in succession, its four enclosures of walls, like a child grown too 

large for his garments of last year. Under Louis XI., this sea of houses was seen to be pierced at 

intervals by several groups of ruined towers, from the ancient wall, like the summits of hills in an 

inundation,—like archipelagos of the old Paris submerged beneath the new. Since that time Paris 

has undergone yet another transformation, unfortunately for our eyes; but it has passed only one 

more wall, that of Louis XV., that miserable wall of mud and spittle, worthy of the king who 

built it, worthy of the poet who sung it,— 

Le mur murant Paris rend Paris murmurant.[22 ]  

In the fifteenth century, Paris was still divided into three wholly distinct and separate towns, 

each having its own physiognomy, its own specialty, its manners, customs, privileges, and 

history: the City, the University, the Town. The City, which occupied the island, was the most 

ancient, the smallest, and the mother of the other two, crowded in between them like (may we be 

pardoned the comparison) a little old woman between two large and handsome maidens. The 

University covered the left bank of the Seine, from the Tournelle to the Tour de Nesle, points 

which correspond in the Paris of to-day, the one to the wine market, the other to the mint. Its wall 

included a large part of that plain where Julian had built his hot baths. The hill of Sainte-

Geneviève was enclosed in it. The culminating point of this sweep of walls was the Papal gate, 

that is to say, near the present site of the Pantheon. The Town, which was the largest of the three 

fragments of Paris, held the right bank. Its quay, broken or interrupted in many places, ran along 

the Seine, from the Tour de Billy to the Tour du Bois; that is to say, from the place where the 

granary stands to-day, to the present site of the Tuileries. These four points, where the Seine 

intersected the wall of the capital, the Tournelle and the Tour de Nesle on the right, the Tour de 

Billy and the Tour du Bois on the left, were called pre-eminently, the four towers of Paris. The 

Town encroached still more extensively upon the fields than the University. The culminating 

point of the Town wall (that of Charles V.) was at the gates of Saint-Denis and Saint-Martin, 

whose situation has not been changed. 

As we have just said, each of these three great divisions of Paris was a town, but too special a 

town to be complete, a city which could not get along without the other two. Hence three entirely 

distinct aspects: churches abounded in the City; palaces, in the Town; and colleges, in the 

University. Neglecting here the originalities, of secondary importance in old Paris, and the 

capricious regulations regarding the public highways, we will say, from a general point of view, 

taking only masses and the whole group, in this chaos of communal jurisdictions, that the island 

belonged to the bishop, the right bank to the provost of the merchants, the left bank to the Rector; 

over all ruled the provost of Paris, a royal not a municipal official. The City had Notre-Dame; the 

Town, the Louvre and the Hôtel de Ville; the University, the Sorbonne. The Town had the 

markets (Halles); the city, the Hospital; the University, the Pré-aux-Clercs. Offences committed 

by the scholars on the left bank were tried in the law courts on the island, and were punished on 

the right bank at Montfaucon; unless the rector, feeling the university to be strong and the king 

weak, intervened; for it was the students’ privilege to be hanged on their own grounds. 



The greater part of these privileges, it may be noted in passing, and there were some even 

better than the above, had been extorted from the kings by revolts and mutinies. It is the course 

of things from time immemorial; the king only lets go when the people tear away. There is an old 

charter which puts the matter naively: àpropos of fidelity: Civibus fidelitas in reges, quæ tamen 

aliquoties seditionibus interrupta, multa peperit privilegia. 

In the fifteenth century, the Seine bathed five islands within the walls of Paris: Louviers 

island, where there were then trees, and where there is no longer anything but wood; l’île aux 

Vaches, and l’île Notre-Dame, both deserted, with the exception of one house, both fiefs of the 

bishop—in the seventeenth century, a single island was formed out of these two, which was built 

upon and named l’île Saint-Louis—, lastly the City, and at its point, the little islet of the cow 

tender, which was afterwards engulfed beneath the platform of the Pont-Neuf. The City then had 

five bridges: three on the right, the Pont Notre-Dame, and the Pont au Change, of stone, the Pont 

aux Meuniers, of wood; two on the left, the Petit Pont, of stone, the Pont Saint-Michel, of wood; 

all loaded with houses. 

The University had six gates, built by Philip Augustus; there were, beginning with la 

Tournelle, the Porte Saint-Victor, the Porte Bordelle, the Porte Papale, the Porte Saint-Jacques, 

the Porte Saint-Michel, the Porte Saint-Germain. The Town had six gates, built by Charles V.; 

beginning with the Tour de Billy they were: the Porte Saint-Antoine, the Porte du Temple, the 

Porte Saint-Martin, the Porte Saint-Denis, the Porte Montmartre, the Porte Saint-Honoré. All 

these gates were strong, and also handsome, which does not detract from strength. A large, deep 

moat, with a brisk current during the high water of winter, bathed the base of the wall round 

Paris; the Seine furnished the water. At night, the gates were shut, the river was barred at both 

ends of the city with huge iron chains, and Paris slept tranquilly. 

From a bird’s-eye view, these three burgs, the City, the Town, and the University, each 

presented to the eye an inextricable skein of eccentrically tangled streets. Nevertheless, at first 

sight, one recognized the fact that these three fragments formed but one body. One immediately 

perceived three long parallel streets, unbroken, undisturbed, traversing, almost in a straight line, 

all three cities, from one end to the other; from North to South, perpendicularly, to the Seine, 

which bound them together, mingled them, infused them in each other, poured and transfused the 

people incessantly, from one to the other, and made one out of the three. The first of these streets 

ran from the Porte Saint-Martin: it was called the Rue Saint-Jacques in the University, Rue de la 

Juiverie in the City, Rue Saint-Martin in the Town; it crossed the water twice, under the name of 

the Petit Pont and the Pont Notre-Dame. The second, which was called the Rue de la Harpe on 

the left bank, Rue de la Barillerié in the island, Rue Saint-Denis on the right bank, Pont Saint-

Michel on one arm of the Seine, Pont au Change on the other, ran from the Porte Saint-Michel in 

the University, to the Porte Saint-Denis in the Town. However, under all these names, there were 

but two streets, parent streets, generating streets,—the two arteries of Paris. All the other veins of 

the triple city either derived their supply from them or emptied into them. 

Independently of these two principal streets, piercing Paris diametrically in its whole breadth, 

from side to side, common to the entire capital, the City and the University had also each its own 

great special street, which ran lengthwise by them, parallel to the Seine, cutting, as it passed, at 

right angles, the two arterial thoroughfares. Thus, in the Town, one descended in a straight line 

from the Porte Saint-Antoine to the Porte Saint-Honoré; in the University from the Porte Saint-

Victor to the Porte Saint-Germain. These two great thoroughfares intersected by the two first, 

formed the canvas upon which reposed, knotted and crowded together on every hand, the 

labyrinthine network of the streets of Paris. In the incomprehensible plan of these streets, one 



distinguished likewise, on looking attentively, two clusters of great streets, like magnified 

sheaves of grain, one in the University, the other in the Town, which spread out gradually from 

the bridges to the gates. 

Some traces of this geometrical plan still exist to-day. 

Now, what aspect did this whole present, when, as viewed from the summit of the towers of 

Notre-Dame, in 1482? That we shall try to describe. 

For the spectator who arrived, panting, upon that pinnacle, it was first a dazzling confusing 

view of roofs, chimneys, streets, bridges, places, spires, bell towers. Everything struck your eye 

at once: the carved gable, the pointed roof, the turrets suspended at the angles of the walls; the 

stone pyramids of the eleventh century, the slate obelisks of the fifteenth; the round, bare tower 

of the donjon keep; the square and fretted tower of the church; the great and the little, the 

massive and the aerial. The eye was, for a long time, wholly lost in this labyrinth, where there 

was nothing which did not possess its originality, its reason, its genius, its beauty,—nothing 

which did not proceed from art; beginning with the smallest house, with its painted and carved 

front, with external beams, elliptical door, with projecting stories, to the royal Louvre, which 

then had a colonnade of towers. But these are the principal masses which were then to be 

distinguished when the eye began to accustom itself to this tumult of edifices. 

In the first place, the City.—“The island of the City,” as Sauval says, who, in spite of his 

confused medley, sometimes has such happy turns of expression,—“the island of the city is made 

like a great ship, stuck in the mud and run aground in the current, near the centre of the Seine.” 

We have just explained that, in the fifteenth century, this ship was anchored to the two banks 

of the river by five bridges. This form of a ship had also struck the heraldic scribes; for it is from 

that, and not from the siege by the Normans, that the ship which blazons the old shield of Paris, 

comes, according to Favyn and Pasquier. For him who understands how to decipher them, 

armorial bearings are algebra, armorial bearings have a tongue. The whole history of the second 

half of the Middle Ages is written in armorial bearings,—the first half is in the symbolism of the 

Roman churches. They are the hieroglyphics of feudalism, succeeding those of theocracy. 

Thus the City first presented itself to the eye, with its stern to the east, and its prow to the 

west. Turning towards the prow, one had before one an innumerable flock of ancient roofs, over 

which arched broadly the lead-covered apse of the Sainte-Chapelle, like an elephant’s haunches 

loaded with its tower. Only here, this tower was the most audacious, the most open, the most 

ornamented spire of cabinet-maker’s work that ever let the sky peep through its cone of lace. In 

front of Notre-Dame, and very near at hand, three streets opened into the cathedral square,—a 

fine square, lined with ancient houses. Over the south side of this place bent the wrinkled and 

sullen façade of the Hôtel Dieu, and its roof, which seemed covered with warts and pustules. 

Then, on the right and the left, to east and west, within that wall of the City, which was yet so 

contracted, rose the bell towers of its one and twenty churches, of every date, of every form, of 

every size, from the low and wormeaten belfry of Saint-Denis du Pas (Carcer Glaucini) to the 

slender needles of Saint-Pierre aux Bœufs and Saint-Landry. 

Behind Notre-Dame, the cloister and its Gothic galleries spread out towards the north; on the 

south, the half-Roman palace of the bishop; on the east, the desert point of the Terrain. In this 

throng of houses the eye also distinguished, by the lofty open-work mitres of stone which then 

crowned the roof itself, even the most elevated windows of the palace, the hotel given by the 

city, under Charles VI., to Juvénal des Ursins; a little farther on, the pitch-covered sheds of the 

Palus Market; in still another quarter the new apse of Saint-Germain le Vieux, lengthened in 



1458, with a bit of the Rue aux Febves; and then, in places, a square crowded with people; a 

pillory, erected at the corner of a street; a fine fragment of the pavement of Philip Augustus, a 

magnificent flagging, grooved for the horses’ feet, in the middle of the road, and so badly 

replaced in the sixteenth century by the miserable cobblestones, called the pavement of the 

League; a deserted back courtyard, with one of those diaphanous staircase turrets, such as were 

erected in the fifteenth century, one of which is still to be seen in the Rue des Bourdonnais. 

Lastly, at the right of the Sainte-Chapelle, towards the west, the Palais de Justice rested its group 

of towers at the edge of the water. The thickets of the king’s gardens, which covered the western 

point of the City, masked the Island du Passeur. As for the water, from the summit of the towers 

of Notre-Dame one hardly saw it, on either side of the City; the Seine was hidden by bridges, the 

bridges by houses. 

And when the glance passed these bridges, whose roofs were visibly green, rendered mouldy 

before their time by the vapors from the water, if it was directed to the left, towards the 

University, the first edifice which struck it was a large, low sheaf of towers, the Petit-Châtelet, 

whose yawning gate devoured the end of the Petit-Pont. Then, if your view ran along the bank, 

from east to west, from the Tournelle to the Tour de Nesle, there was a long cordon of houses, 

with carved beams, stained-glass windows, each story projecting over that beneath it, an 

interminable zigzag of bourgeois gables, frequently interrupted by the mouth of a street, and 

from time to time also by the front or angle of a huge stone mansion, planted at its ease, with 

courts and gardens, wings and detached buildings, amid this populace of crowded and narrow 

houses, like a grand gentleman among a throng of rustics. There were five or six of these 

mansions on the quay, from the house of Lorraine, which shared with the Bernardins the grand 

enclosure adjoining the Tournelle, to the Hôtel de Nesle, whose principal tower ended Paris, and 

whose pointed roofs were in a position, during three months of the year, to encroach, with their 

black triangles, upon the scarlet disk of the setting sun. 

This side of the Seine was, however, the least mercantile of the two. Students furnished more 

of a crowd and more noise there than artisans, and there was not, properly speaking, any quay, 

except from the Pont Saint-Michel to the Tour de Nesle. The rest of the bank of the Seine was 

now a naked strand, the same as beyond the Bernardins; again, a throng of houses, standing with 

their feet in the water, as between the two bridges. 

There was a great uproar of laundresses; they screamed, and talked, and sang from morning 

till night along the beach, and beat a great deal of linen there, just as in our day. This is not the 

least of the gayeties of Paris. 

The University presented a dense mass to the eye. From one end to the other, it was 

homogeneous and compact. The thousand roofs, dense, angular, clinging to each other, 

composed, nearly all, of the same geometrical element, offered, when viewed from above, the 

aspect of a crystallization of the same substance. 

The capricious ravine of streets did not cut this block of houses into too disproportionate 

slices. The forty-two colleges were scattered about in a fairly equal manner, and there were some 

everywhere. The amusingly varied crests of these beautiful edifices were the product of the same 

art as the simple roofs which they overshot, and were, actually, only a multiplication of the 

square or the cube of the same geometrical figure. Hence they complicated the whole effect, 

without disturbing it; completed, without overloading it. Geometry is harmony. Some fine 

mansions here and there made magnificent outlines against the picturesque attics of the left bank. 

The house of Nevers, the house of Rome, the house of Reims, which have disappeared; the Hôtel 



de Cluny, which still exists, for the consolation of the artist, and whose tower was so stupidly 

deprived of its crown a few years ago. Close to Cluny, that Roman palace, with fine round 

arches, were once the hot baths of Julian. There were a great many abbeys, of a beauty more 

devout, of a grandeur more solemn than the mansions, but not less beautiful, not less grand. 

Those which first caught the eye were the Bernardins, with their three bell towers; Sainte-

Geneviève, whose square tower, which still exists, makes us regret the rest; the Sorbonne, half 

college, half monastery, of which so admirable a nave survives; the fine quadrilateral cloister of 

the Mathurins; its neighbor, the cloister of Saint-Benoît, within whose walls they have had time 

to cobble up a theatre, between the seventh and eighth editions of this book; the Cordeliers, with 

their three enormous adjacent gables; the Augustins, whose graceful spire formed, after the Tour 

de Nesle, the second denticulation on this side of Paris, starting from the west. The colleges, 

which are, in fact, the intermediate ring between the cloister and the world, hold the middle 

position in the monumental series between the hotels and the abbeys, with a severity full of 

elegance, sculpture less giddy than the palaces, an architecture less severe than the convents. 

Unfortunately, hardly anything remains of these monuments, where Gothic art combined with so 

just a balance, richness and economy. The churches (and they were numerous and splendid in the 

University, and they were graded there also in all the ages of architecture, from the round arches 

of Saint-Julian to the pointed arches of Saint-Séverin), the churches dominated the whole; and, 

like one harmony more in this mass of harmonies, they pierced in quick succession the multiple 

open work of the gables with slashed spires, with open-work bell towers, with slender pinnacles, 

whose line was also only a magnificent exaggeration of the acute angle of the roofs. 

The ground of the University was hilly; Mount Sainte-Geneviève formed an enormous mound 

to the south; and it was a sight to see from the summit of Notre-Dame how that throng of narrow 

and tortuous streets (to-day the Latin Quarter), those bunches of houses which, spread out in 

every direction from the top of this eminence, precipitated themselves in disorder, and almost 

perpendicularly down its flanks, nearly to the water’s edge, having the air, some of falling, others 

of clambering up again, and all of holding to one another. A continual flux of a thousand black 

points which passed each other on the pavements made everything move before the eyes; it was 

the populace seen thus from aloft and afar. 

Lastly, in the intervals of these roofs, of these spires, of these accidents of numberless edifices, 

which bent and writhed, and jagged in so eccentric a manner the extreme line of the University, 

one caught a glimpse, here and there, of a great expanse of moss-grown wall, a thick, round 

tower, a crenellated city gate, shadowing forth the fortress; it was the wall of Philip Augustus. 

Beyond, the fields gleamed green; beyond, fled the roads, along which were scattered a few more 

suburban houses, which became more infrequent as they became more distant. Some of these 

faubourgs were important: there were, first, starting from la Tournelle, the Bourg Saint-Victor, 

with its one arch bridge over the Bièvre, its abbey where one could read the epitaph of Louis le 

Gros, epitaphium Ludovici Grossi, and its church with an octagonal spire, flanked with four little 

bell towers of the eleventh century (a similar one can be seen at Étampes; it is not yet destroyed); 

next, the Bourg Saint-Marceau, which already had three churches and one convent; then, leaving 

the mill of the Gobelins and its four white walls on the left, there was the Faubourg Saint-

Jacques with the beautiful carved cross in its square; the church of Saint-Jacques du Haut-Pas, 

which was then Gothic, pointed, charming; Saint-Magloire, a fine nave of the fourteenth century, 

which Napoleon turned into a hayloft; Notre-Dame des Champs, where there were Byzantine 

mosaics; lastly, after having left behind, full in the country, the Monastery des Chartreux, a rich 

edifice contemporary with the Palais de Justice, with its little garden divided into compartments, 



and the haunted ruins of Vauvert, the eye fell, to the west, upon the three Roman spires of Saint-

Germain des Prés. The Bourg Saint-Germain, already a large community, formed fifteen or 

twenty streets in the rear; the pointed bell tower of Saint-Sulpice marked one corner of the town. 

Close beside it one descried the quadrilateral enclosure of the fair of Saint-Germain, where the 

market is situated to-day; then the abbot’s pillory, a pretty little round tower, well capped with a 

leaden cone; the brickyard was further on, and the Rue du Four, which led to the common 

bakehouse, and the mill on its hillock, and the lazar house, a tiny house, isolated and half seen. 

But that which attracted the eye most of all, and fixed it for a long time on that point, was the 

abbey itself. It is certain that this monastery, which had a grand air, both as a church and as a 

seignory; that abbatial palace, where the bishops of Paris counted themselves happy if they could 

pass the night; that refectory, upon which the architect had bestowed the air, the beauty, and the 

rose window of a cathedral; that elegant chapel of the Virgin; that monumental dormitory; those 

vast gardens; that portcullis; that drawbridge; that envelope of battlements which notched to the 

eye the verdure of the surrounding meadows; those courtyards, where gleamed men at arms, 

intermingled with golden copes;—the whole grouped and clustered about three lofty spires, with 

round arches, well planted upon a Gothic apse, made a magnificent figure against the horizon. 

When, at length, after having contemplated the University for a long time, you turned towards 

the right bank, towards the Town, the character of the spectacle was abruptly altered. The Town, 

in fact much larger than the University, was also less of a unit. At the first glance, one saw that it 

was divided into many masses, singularly distinct. First, to the eastward, in that part of the town 

which still takes its name from the marsh where Camulogènes entangled Cæsar, was a pile of 

palaces. The block extended to the very water’s edge. Four almost contiguous hotels, Jouy, Sens, 

Barbeau, the house of the Queen, mirrored their slate peaks, broken with slender turrets, in the 

Seine. 

These four edifices filled the space from the Rue des Nonaindières, to the abbey of the 

Celestins, whose spire gracefully relieved their line of gables and battlements. A few miserable, 

greenish hovels, hanging over the water in front of these sumptuous hotels, did not prevent one 

from seeing the fine angles of their façades, their large, square windows with stone mullions, 

their pointed porches overloaded with statues, the vivid outlines of their walls, always clear cut, 

and all those charming accidents of architecture, which cause Gothic art to have the air of 

beginning its combinations afresh with every monument. 

Behind these palaces, extended in all directions, now broken, fenced in, battlemented like a 

citadel, now veiled by great trees like a Carthusian convent, the immense and multiform 

enclosure of that miraculous Hôtel de Saint-Pol, where the King of France possessed the means 

of lodging superbly two and twenty princes of the rank of the dauphin and the Duke of 

Burgundy, with their domestics and their suites, without counting the great lords, and the 

emperor when he came to view Paris, and the lions, who had their separate hotel at the royal 

hotel. Let us say here that a prince’s apartment was then composed of never less than eleven 

large rooms, from the chamber of state to the oratory, not to mention the galleries, baths, vapor-

baths, and other “superfluous places,” with which each apartment was provided; not to mention 

the private gardens for each of the king’s guests; not to mention the kitchens, the cellars, the 

domestic offices, the general refectories of the house, the poultry-yards, where there were 

twenty-two general laboratories, from the bakehouses to the wine-cellars; games of a thousand 

sorts, malls, tennis, and riding at the ring; aviaries, fishponds, menageries, stables, barns, 

libraries, arsenals and foundries. This was what a king’s palace, a Louvre, a Hôtel de Saint-Pol 

was then. A city within a city. 



From the tower where we are placed, the Hôtel Saint-Pol, almost half hidden by the four great 

houses of which we have just spoken, was still very considerable and very marvellous to see. 

One could there distinguish, very well, though cleverly united with the principal building by long 

galleries, decked with painted glass and slender columns, the three hotels which Charles V. had 

amalgamated with his palace: the Hôtel du Petit-Muce, with the airy balustrade, which formed a 

graceful border to its roof; the Hôtel of the Abbé de Saint-Maur, having the vanity of a 

stronghold, a great tower, machicolations, loopholes, iron gratings, and over the large Saxon 

door, the armorial bearings of the abbé, between the two mortises of the drawbridge; the Hôtel of 

the Comte d’Étampes, whose donjon keep, ruined at its summit, was rounded and notched like a 

cock’s comb; here and there, three or four ancient oaks, forming a tuft together like enormous 

cauliflowers; gambols of swans, in the clear water of the fishponds, all in folds of light and 

shade; many courtyards of which one beheld picturesque bits; the Hôtel of the Lions, with its 

low, pointed arches on short, Saxon pillars, its iron gratings and its perpetual roar; shooting up 

above the whole, the scale-ornamented spire of the Ave-Maria; on the left, the house of the 

Provost of Paris, flanked by four small towers, delicately grooved, in the middle; at the 

extremity, the Hôtel Saint-Pol, properly speaking, with its multiplied façades, its successive 

enrichments from the time of Charles V., the hybrid excrescences, with which the fancy of the 

architects had loaded it during the last two centuries, with all the apses of its chapels, all the 

gables of its galleries, a thousand weathercocks for the four winds, and its two lofty contiguous 

towers, whose conical roof, surrounded by battlements at its base, looked like those pointed caps 

which have their edges turned up. 

Continuing to mount the stories of this amphitheatre of palaces spread out afar upon the 

ground, after crossing a deep ravine hollowed out of the roofs in the Town, which marked the 

passage of the Rue Saint-Antoine, the eye reached the house of Angoulême, a vast construction 

of many epochs, where there were perfectly new and very white parts, which melted no better 

into the whole than a red patch on a blue doublet. Nevertheless, the remarkably pointed and lofty 

roof of the modern palace, bristling with carved eaves, covered with sheets of lead, where coiled 

a thousand fantastic arabesques of sparkling incrustations of gilded bronze, that roof, so 

curiously damascened, darted upwards gracefully from the midst of the brown ruins of the 

ancient edifice; whose huge and ancient towers, rounded by age like casks, sinking together with 

old age, and rending themselves from top to bottom, resembled great bellies unbuttoned. Behind 

rose the forest of spires of the Palais des Tournelles. Not a view in the world, either at Chambord 

or at the Alhambra, is more magic, more aerial, more enchanting, than that thicket of spires, tiny 

bell towers, chimneys, weather-vanes, winding staircases, lanterns through which the daylight 

makes its way, which seem cut out at a blow, pavilions, spindle-shaped turrets, or, as they were 

then called, tournelles, all differing in form, in height, and attitude. One would have pronounced 

it a gigantic stone chess-board. 

To the right of the Tournelles, that truss of enormous towers, black as ink, running into each 

other and tied, as it were, by a circular moat; that donjon keep, much more pierced with 

loopholes than with windows; that drawbridge, always raised; that portcullis, always lowered,—

is the Bastille. Those sorts of black beaks which project from between the battlements, and 

which you take from a distance to be cave spouts, are cannons. 

Beneath them, at the foot of the formidable edifice, behold the Porte Sainte-Antoine, buried 

between its two towers. 

Beyond the Tournelles, as far as the wall of Charles V., spread out, with rich compartments of 

verdure and of flowers, a velvet carpet of cultivated land and royal parks, in the midst of which 



one recognized, by its labyrinth of trees and alleys, the famous Dædalus garden which Louis XI. 

had given to Coictier. The doctor’s observatory rose above the labyrinth like a great isolated 

column, with a tiny house for a capital. Terrible astrologies took place in that laboratory. 

There to-day is the Place Royale. 

As we have just said, the quarter of the palace, of which we have just endeavored to give the 

reader some idea by indicating only the chief points, filled the angle which Charles V.’s wall 

made with the Seine on the east. The centre of the Town was occupied by a pile of houses for the 

populace. It was there, in fact, that the three bridges disgorged upon the right bank, and bridges 

lead to the building of houses rather than palaces. That congregation of bourgeois habitations, 

pressed together like the cells in a hive, had a beauty of its own. It is with the roofs of a capital as 

with the waves of the sea,—they are grand. First the streets, crossed and entangled, forming a 

hundred amusing figures in the block; around the market-place, it was like a star with a thousand 

rays. 

The Rues Saint-Denis and Saint-Martin, with their innumerable ramifications, rose one after 

the other, like trees intertwining their branches; and then the tortuous lines, the Rues de la 

Plâtrerie, de la Verrerie, de la Tixeranderie, etc., meandered over all. There were also fine 

edifices which pierced the petrified undulations of that sea of gables. At the head of the Pont aux 

Changeurs, behind which one beheld the Seine foaming beneath the wheels of the Pont aux 

Meuniers, there was the Châlelet, no longer a Roman tower, as under Julian the Apostate, but a 

feudal tower of the thirteenth century, and of a stone so hard that the pickaxe could not break 

away so much as the thickness of the fist in a space of three hours; there was the rich square bell 

tower of Saint-Jacques de la Boucherie, with its angles all frothing with carvings, already 

admirable, although it was not finished in the fifteenth century. (It lacked, in particular, the four 

monsters, which, still perched to-day on the corners of its roof, have the air of so many sphinxes 

who are propounding to new Paris the riddle of the ancient Paris. Rault, the sculptor, only placed 

them in position in 1526, and received twenty francs for his pains.) There was the Maison-aux-

Piliers, the Pillar House, opening upon that Place de Grève of which we have given the reader 

some idea; there was Saint-Gervais, which a front “in good taste” has since spoiled; Saint-Méry, 

whose ancient pointed arches were still almost round arches; Saint-Jean, whose magnificent spire 

was proverbial; there were twenty other monuments, which did not disdain to bury their wonders 

in that chaos of black, deep, narrow streets. Add the crosses of carved stone, more lavishly 

scattered through the squares than even the gibbets; the cemetery of the Innocents, whose 

architectural wall could be seen in the distance above the roofs; the pillory of the Markets, whose 

top was visible between two chimneys of the Rue de la Cossonnerie; the ladder of the Croix-du-

Trahoir, in its square always black with people; the circular buildings of the wheat mart; the 

fragments of Philip Augustus’s ancient wall, which could be made out here and there, drowned 

among the houses, its towers gnawed by ivy, its gates in ruins, with crumbling and deformed 

stretches of wall; the quay with its thousand shops, and its bloody knacker’s yards; the Seine 

encumbered with boats, from the Port au Foin to For-l’Évêque, and you will have a confused 

picture of what the central trapezium of the Town was like in 1482. 

With these two quarters, one of hotels, the other of houses, the third feature of aspect 

presented by the city was a long zone of abbeys, which bordered it in nearly the whole of its 

circumference, from the rising to the setting sun, and, behind the circle of fortifications which 

hemmed in Paris, formed a second interior enclosure of convents and chapels. Thus, immediately 

adjoining the park des Tournelles, between the Rue Saint-Antoine and the Vieille Rue du 

Temple, there stood Sainte-Catherine, with its immense cultivated lands, which were terminated 



only by the wall of Paris. Between the old and the new Rue du Temple, there was the Temple, a 

sinister group of towers, lofty, erect, and isolated in the middle of a vast, battlemented enclosure. 

Between the Rue Neuve-du-Temple and the Rue Saint-Martin, there was the Abbey of Saint-

Martin, in the midst of its gardens, a superb fortified church, whose girdle of towers, whose 

diadem of bell towers, yielded in force and splendor only to Saint-Germain des Prés. Between 

the Rue Saint-Martin and the Rue Saint-Denis, spread the enclosure of the Trinité. 

Lastly, between the Rue Saint-Denis, and the Rue Montorgueil, stood the Filles-Dieu. On one 

side, the rotting roofs and unpaved enclosure of the Cour des Miracles could be descried. It was 

the sole profane ring which was linked to that devout chain of convents. 

Finally, the fourth compartment, which stretched itself out in the agglomeration of the roofs on 

the right bank, and which occupied the western angle of the enclosure, and the banks of the river 

down stream, was a fresh cluster of palaces and hôtels pressed close about the base of the 

Louvre. The old Louvre of Philip Augustus, that immense edifice whose great tower rallied 

about it three and twenty chief towers, not to reckon the lesser towers, seemed from a distance to 

be enshrined in the Gothic roofs of the Hôtel d’Alençon, and the Petit-Bourbon. This hydra of 

towers, giant guardian of Paris, with its four and twenty heads, always erect, with its monstrous 

haunches, loaded or scaled with slates, and all streaming with metallic reflections, terminated 

with wonderful effect the configuration of the Town towards the west. 

Thus an immense block, which the Romans called insula, or island, of bourgeois houses, 

flanked on the right and the left by two blocks of palaces, crowned, the one by the Louvre, the 

other by the Tournelles, bordered on the north by a long girdle of abbeys and cultivated 

enclosures, all amalgamated and melted together in one view; upon these thousands of edifices, 

whose tiled and slated roofs outlined upon each other so many fantastic chains, the bell towers, 

tattooed, fluted, and ornamented with twisted bands, of the four and forty churches on the right 

bank; myriads of cross streets; for boundary on one side, an enclosure of lofty walls with square 

towers (that of the University had round towers); on the other, the Seine, cut by bridges, and 

bearing on its bosom a multitude of boats; behold the Town of Paris in the fifteenth century. 

Beyond the walls, several suburban villages pressed close about the gates, but less numerous 

and more scattered than those of the University. Behind the Bastille there were twenty hovels 

clustered round the curious sculptures of the Croix-Faubin and the flying buttresses of the Abbey 

of Saint-Antoine des Champs; then Popincourt, lost amid wheat fields; then la Courtille, a merry 

village of wine-shops; the hamlet of Saint-Laurent with its church whose bell tower, from afar, 

seemed to add itself to the pointed towers of the Porte Saint-Martin; the Faubourg Saint-Denis, 

with the vast enclosure of Saint-Ladre; beyond the Montmartre Gate, the Grange-Batelière, 

encircled with white walls; behind it, with its chalky slopes, Montmartre, which had then almost 

as many churches as windmills, and which has kept only the windmills, for society no longer 

demands anything but bread for the body. Lastly, beyond the Louvre, the Faubourg Saint-

Honoré, already considerable at that time, could be seen stretching away into the fields, and 

Petit-Bretagne gleaming green, and the Marché aux Pourceaux spreading abroad, in whose centre 

swelled the horrible apparatus used for boiling counterfeiters. Between la Courtille and Saint-

Laurent, your eye had already noticed, on the summit of an eminence crouching amid desert 

plains, a sort of edifice which resembled from a distance a ruined colonnade, mounted upon a 

basement with its foundation laid bare. This was neither a Parthenon, nor a temple of the 

Olympian Jupiter. It was Montfaucon. 



Now, if the enumeration of so many edifices, summary as we have endeavored to make it, has 

not shattered in the reader’s mind the general image of old Paris, as we have constructed it, we 

will recapitulate it in a few words. In the centre, the island of the City, resembling as to form an 

enormous tortoise, and throwing out its bridges with tiles for scales; like legs from beneath its 

gray shell of roofs. On the left, the monolithic trapezium, firm, dense, bristling, of the 

University; on the right, the vast semicircle of the Town, much more intermixed with gardens 

and monuments. The three blocks, city, university, and town, marbled with innumerable streets. 

Across all, the Seine, “foster-mother Seine,” as says Father Du Breul, blocked with islands, 

bridges, and boats. All about an immense plain, patched with a thousand sorts of cultivated plots, 

sown with fine villages. On the left, Issy, Vanvres, Vaugirarde, Montrouge, Gentilly, with its 

round tower and its square tower, etc.; on the right, twenty others, from Conflans to Ville-

l’Évêque. On the horizon, a border of hills arranged in a circle like the rim of the basin. Finally, 

far away to the east, Vincennes, and its seven quadrangular towers to the south, Bicêtre and its 

pointed turrets; to the north, Saint-Denis and its spire; to the west, Saint Cloud and its donjon 

keep. Such was the Paris which the ravens, who lived in 1482, beheld from the summits of the 

towers of Notre-Dame. 

Nevertheless, Voltaire said of this city, that “before Louis XIV., it possessed but four fine 

monuments”: the dome of the Sorbonne, the Val-de-Grâce, the modern Louvre, and I know not 

what the fourth was—the Luxembourg, perhaps. Fortunately, Voltaire was the author of 

“Candide” in spite of this, and in spite of this, he is, among all the men who have followed each 

other in the long series of humanity, the one who has best possessed the diabolical laugh. 

Moreover, this proves that one can be a fine genius, and yet understand nothing of an art to 

which one does not belong. Did not Molière imagine that he was doing Raphael and Michael-

Angelo a very great honor, by calling them “those Mignards of their age?” 

Let us return to Paris and to the fifteenth century. 

It was not then merely a handsome city; it was a homogeneous city, an architectural and 

historical product of the Middle Ages, a chronicle in stone. It was a city formed of two layers 

only; the Romanesque layer and the Gothic layer; for the Roman layer had disappeared long 

before, with the exception of the Hot Baths of Julian, where it still pierced through the thick crust 

of the Middle Ages. As for the Celtic layer, no specimens were any longer to be found, even 

when sinking wells. 

Fifty years later, when the Renaissance began to mingle with this unity which was so severe 

and yet so varied, the dazzling luxury of its fantasies and systems, its debasements of Roman 

round arches, Greek columns, and Gothic bases, its sculpture which was so tender and so ideal, 

its peculiar taste for arabesques and acanthus leaves, its architectural paganism, contemporary 

with Luther, Paris, was perhaps, still more beautiful, although less harmonious to the eye, and to 

the thought. 

But this splendid moment lasted only for a short time; the Renaissance was not impartial; it 

did not content itself with building, it wished to destroy; it is true that it required the room. Thus 

Gothic Paris was complete only for a moment. Saint-Jacques de la Boucherie had barely been 

completed when the demolition of the old Louvre was begun. 

After that, the great city became more disfigured every day. Gothic Paris, beneath which 

Roman Paris was effaced, was effaced in its turn; but can any one say what Paris has replaced it? 

There is the Paris of Catherine de Medicis at the Tuileries;[23]—the Paris of Henri II., at the 

Hôtel de Ville, two edifices still in fine taste;—the Paris of Henri IV., at the Place Royale: 



façades of brick with stone corners, and slated roofs, tri-colored houses;—the Paris of Louis 

XIII., at the Val-de-Grâce: a crushed and squat architecture, with vaults like basket-handles, and 

something indescribably pot-bellied in the column, and thickset in the dome;—the Paris of Louis 

XIV., in the Invalides: grand, rich, gilded, cold;—the Paris of Louis XV., in Saint-Sulpice: 

volutes, knots of ribbon, clouds, vermicelli and chiccory leaves, all in stone;—the Paris of Louis 

XVI., in the Pantheon: Saint Peter of Rome, badly copied (the edifice is awkwardly heaped 

together, which has not amended its lines);—the Paris of the Republic, in the School of 

Medicine: a poor Greek and Roman taste, which resembles the Coliseum or the Parthenon as the 

constitution of the year III., resembles the laws of Minos,—it is called in architecture, “the 

Messidor”[24 ] taste;—the Paris of Napoleon in the Place Vendôme: this one is sublime, a 

column of bronze made of cannons;—the Paris of the Restoration, at the Bourse: a very white 

colonnade supporting a very smooth frieze; the whole is square and cost twenty millions. 

To each of these characteristic monuments there is attached by a similarity of taste, fashion, 

and attitude, a certain number of houses scattered about in different quarters and which the eyes 

of the connoisseur easily distinguishes and furnishes with a date. When one knows how to look, 

one finds the spirit of a century, and the physiognomy of a king, even in the knocker on a door. 

The Paris of the present day has then, no general physiognomy. It is a collection of specimens 

of many centuries, and the finest have disappeared. The capital grows only in houses, and what 

houses! At the rate at which Paris is now proceeding, it will renew itself every fifty years. 

Thus the historical significance of its architecture is being effaced every day. Monuments are 

becoming rarer and rarer, and one seems to see them gradually engulfed, by the flood of houses. 

Our fathers had a Paris of stone; our sons will have one of plaster. 

So far as the modern monuments of new Paris are concerned, we would gladly be excused 

from mentioning them. It is not that we do not admire them as they deserve. The Sainte-

Geneviève of M. Soufflot is certainly the finest Savoy cake that has ever been made in stone. 

The Palace of the Legion of Honor is also a very distinguished bit of pastry. The dome of the 

wheat market is an English jockey cap, on a grand scale. The towers of Saint-Sulpice are two 

huge clarinets, and the form is as good as any other; the telegraph, contorted and grimacing, 

forms an admirable accident upon their roofs. Saint-Roch has a door which, for magnificence, is 

comparable only to that of Saint-Thomas d’Aquin. It has, also, a crucifixion in high relief, in a 

cellar, with a sun of gilded wood. These things are fairly marvellous. The lantern of the labyrinth 

of the Jardin des Plantes is also very ingenious. 

As for the Palace of the Bourse, which is Greek as to its colonnade, Roman in the round arches 

of its doors and windows, of the Renaissance by virtue of its flattened vault, it is indubitably a 

very correct and very pure monument; the proof is that it is crowned with an attic, such as was 

never seen in Athens, a beautiful, straight line, gracefully broken here and there by stovepipes. 

Let us add that if it is according to rule that the architecture of a building should be adapted to its 

purpose in such a manner that this purpose shall be immediately apparent from the mere aspect 

of the building, one cannot be too much amazed at a structure which might be indifferently—the 

palace of a king, a chamber of communes, a town-hall, a college, a riding-school, an academy, a 

warehouse, a court-house, a museum, a barracks, a sepulchre, a temple, or a theatre. However, it 

is an Exchange. An edifice ought to be, moreover, suitable to the climate. This one is evidently 

constructed expressly for our cold and rainy skies. It has a roof almost as flat as roofs in the East, 

which involves sweeping the roof in winter, when it snows; and of course roofs are made to be 

swept. As for its purpose, of which we just spoke, it fulfils it to a marvel; it is a bourse in France 



as it would have been a temple in Greece. It is true that the architect was at a good deal of trouble 

to conceal the clock face, which would have destroyed the purity of the fine lines of the façade; 

but, on the other hand, we have that colonnade which circles round the edifice and under which, 

on days of high religious ceremony, the theories of the stock-brokers and the courtiers of 

commerce can be developed so majestically. 

These are very superb structures. Let us add a quantity of fine, amusing, and varied streets, 

like the Rue de Rivoli, and I do not despair of Paris presenting to the eye, when viewed from a 

balloon, that richness of line, that opulence of detail, that diversity of aspect, that grandiose 

something in the simple, and unexpected in the beautiful, which characterizes a checker-board. 

However, admirable as the Paris of to-day may seem to you, reconstruct the Paris of the 

fifteenth century, call it up before you in thought; look at the sky athwart that surprising forest of 

spires, towers, and belfries; spread out in the centre of the city, tear away at the point of the 

islands, fold at the arches of the bridges, the Seine, with its broad green and yellow expanses, 

more variable than the skin of a serpent; project clearly against an azure horizon the Gothic 

profile of this ancient Paris. Make its contour float in a winter’s mist which clings to its 

numerous chimneys; drown it in profound night and watch the odd play of lights and shadows in 

that sombre labyrinth of edifices; cast upon it a ray of light which shall vaguely outline it and 

cause to emerge from the fog the great heads of the towers; or take that black silhouette again, 

enliven with shadow the thousand acute angles of the spires and gables, and make it start out 

more toothed than a shark’s jaw against a copper-colored western sky,—and then compare. 

And if you wish to receive of the ancient city an impression with which the modern one can no 

longer furnish you, climb—on the morning of some grand festival, beneath the rising sun of 

Easter or of Pentecost—climb upon some elevated point, whence you command the entire 

capital; and be present at the wakening of the chimes. Behold, at a signal given from heaven, for 

it is the sun which gives it, all those churches quiver simultaneously. First come scattered 

strokes, running from one church to another, as when musicians give warning that they are about 

to begin. Then, all at once, behold!—for it seems at times, as though the ear also possessed a 

sight of its own,—behold, rising from each bell tower, something like a column of sound, a cloud 

of harmony. First, the vibration of each bell mounts straight upwards, pure and, so to speak, 

isolated from the others, into the splendid morning sky; then, little by little, as they swell they 

melt together, mingle, are lost in each other, and amalgamate in a magnificent concert. It is no 

longer anything but a mass of sonorous vibrations incessantly sent forth from the numerous 

belfries; floats, undulates, bounds, whirls over the city, and prolongs far beyond the horizon the 

deafening circle of its oscillations. 

Nevertheless, this sea of harmony is not a chaos; great and profound as it is, it has not lost its 

transparency; you behold the windings of each group of notes which escapes from the belfries. 

You can follow the dialogue, by turns grave and shrill, of the treble and the bass; you can see the 

octaves leap from one tower to another; you watch them spring forth, winged, light, and 

whistling, from the silver bell, to fall, broken and limping from the bell of wood; you admire in 

their midst the rich gamut which incessantly ascends and re-ascends the seven bells of Saint-

Eustache; you see light and rapid notes running across it, executing three or four luminous 

zigzags, and vanishing like flashes of lightning. Yonder is the Abbey of Saint-Martin, a shrill, 

cracked singer; here the gruff and gloomy voice of the Bastille; at the other end, the great tower 

of the Louvre, with its bass. The royal chime of the palace scatters on all sides, and without 

relaxation, resplendent trills, upon which fall, at regular intervals, the heavy strokes from the 

belfry of Notre-Dame, which makes them sparkle like the anvil under the hammer. At intervals 



you behold the passage of sounds of all forms which come from the triple peal of Saint-Germain-

des-Prés. Then, again, from time to time, this mass of sublime noises opens and gives passage to 

the beats of the Ave Maria, which bursts forth and sparkles like an aigrette of stars. Below, in the 

very depths of the concert, you confusedly distinguish the interior chanting of the churches, 

which exhales through the vibrating pores of their vaulted roofs. 

Assuredly, this is an opera which it is worth the trouble of listening to. Ordinarily, the noise 

which escapes from Paris by day is the city speaking; by night, it is the city breathing; in this 

case, it is the city singing. Lend an ear, then, to this concert of bell towers; spread over all the 

murmur of half a million men, the eternal plaint of the river, the infinite breathings of the wind, 

the grave and distant quartette of the four forests arranged upon the hills, on the horizon, like 

immense stacks of organ pipes; extinguish, as in a half shade, all that is too hoarse and too shrill 

about the central chime, and say whether you know anything in the world more rich and joyful, 

more golden, more dazzling, than this tumult of bells and chimes;—than this furnace of music,—

than these ten thousand brazen voices chanting simultaneously in the flutes of stone, three 

hundred feet high,—than this city which is no longer anything but an orchestra,—than this 

symphony which produces the noise of a tempest. 

  



BOOK FOURTH. 

CHAPTER I. GOOD SOULS. 

Sixteen years previous to the epoch when this story takes place, one fine morning, on 

Quasimodo Sunday, a living creature had been deposited, after mass, in the church of Notre-

Dame, on the wooden bed securely fixed in the vestibule on the left, opposite that great image of 

Saint Christopher, which the figure of Messire Antoine des Essarts, chevalier, carved in stone, 

had been gazing at on his knees since 1413, when they took it into their heads to overthrow the 

saint and the faithful follower. Upon this bed of wood it was customary to expose foundlings for 

public charity. Whoever cared to take them did so. In front of the wooden bed was a copper basin 

for alms. 

The sort of living being which lay upon that plank on the morning of Quasimodo, in the year 

of the Lord, 1467, appeared to excite to a high degree, the curiosity of the numerous group which 

had congregated about the wooden bed. The group was formed for the most part of the fair sex. 

Hardly any one was there except old women. 

In the first row, and among those who were most bent over the bed, four were noticeable, who, 

from their gray cagoule, a sort of cassock, were recognizable as attached to some devout 

sisterhood. I do not see why history has not transmitted to posterity the names of these four 

discreet and venerable damsels. They were Agnès la Herme, Jehanne de la Tarme, Henriette la 

Gaultière, Gauchère la Violette, all four widows, all four dames of the Chapel Étienne Haudry, 

who had quitted their house with the permission of their mistress, and in conformity with the 

statutes of Pierre d’Ailly, in order to come and hear the sermon. 

However, if these good Haudriettes were, for the moment, complying with the statutes of 

Pierre d’Ailly, they certainly violated with joy those of Michel de Brache, and the Cardinal of 

Pisa, which so inhumanly enjoined silence upon them. 

“What is this, sister?” said Agnès to Gauchère, gazing at the little creature exposed, which was 

screaming and writhing on the wooden bed, terrified by so many glances. 

“What is to become of us,” said Jehanne, “if that is the way children are made now?” 

“I’m not learned in the matter of children,” resumed Agnès, “but it must be a sin to look at this 

one.” 

“’Tis not a child, Agnès.” 

“’Tis an abortion of a monkey,” remarked Gauchère. 

“’Tis a miracle,” interposed Henriette la Gaultière. 

“Then,” remarked Agnès, “it is the third since the Sunday of the Lætare: for, in less than a 

week, we had the miracle of the mocker of pilgrims divinely punished by Notre-Dame 

d’Aubervilliers, and that was the second miracle within a month.” 

“This pretended foundling is a real monster of abomination,” resumed Jehanne. 

“He yells loud enough to deafen a chanter,” continued Gauchère. “Hold your tongue, you little 

howler!” 

“To think that Monsieur of Reims sent this enormity to Monsieur of Paris,” added la Gaultière, 

clasping her hands. 



“I imagine,” said Agnès la Herme, “that it is a beast, an animal,—the fruit of a Jew and a sow; 

something not Christian, in short, which ought to be thrown into the fire or into the water.” 

“I really hope,” resumed la Gaultière, “that nobody will apply for it.” 

“Ah, good heavens!” exclaimed Agnès; “those poor nurses yonder in the foundling asylum, 

which forms the lower end of the lane as you go to the river, just beside Monseigneur the bishop! 

what if this little monster were to be carried to them to suckle? I’d rather give suck to a 

vampire.” 

“How innocent that poor la Herme is!” resumed Jehanne; “don’t you see, sister, that this little 

monster is at least four years old, and that he would have less appetite for your breast than for a 

turnspit.” 

The “little monster” we should find it difficult ourselves to describe him otherwise, was, in 

fact, not a new-born child. It was a very angular and very lively little mass, imprisoned in its 

linen sack, stamped with the cipher of Messire Guillaume Chartier, then bishop of Paris, with a 

head projecting. That head was deformed enough; one beheld only a forest of red hair, one eye, a 

mouth, and teeth. The eye wept, the mouth cried, and the teeth seemed to ask only to be allowed 

to bite. The whole struggled in the sack, to the great consternation of the crowd, which increased 

and was renewed incessantly around it. 

Dame Aloïse de Gondelaurier, a rich and noble woman, who held by the hand a pretty girl 

about five or six years of age, and dragged a long veil about, suspended to the golden horn of her 

headdress, halted as she passed the wooden bed, and gazed for a moment at the wretched 

creature, while her charming little daughter, Fleur-de-Lys de Gondelaurier, spelled out with her 

tiny, pretty finger, the permanent inscription attached to the wooden bed: “Foundlings.” 

“Really,” said the dame, turning away in disgust, “I thought that they only exposed children 

here.” 

She turned her back, throwing into the basin a silver florin, which rang among the liards, and 

made the poor goodwives of the chapel of Étienne Haudry open their eyes. 

A moment later, the grave and learned Robert Mistricolle, the king’s protonotary, passed, with 

an enormous missal under one arm and his wife on the other (Damoiselle Guillemette la 

Mairesse), having thus by his side his two regulators,—spiritual and temporal. 

“Foundling!” he said, after examining the object; “found, apparently, on the banks of the river 

Phlegethon.” 

“One can only see one eye,” observed Damoiselle Guillemette; “there is a wart on the other.” 

“It’s not a wart,” returned Master Robert Mistricolle, “it is an egg which contains another 

demon exactly similar, who bears another little egg which contains another devil, and so on.” 

“How do you know that?” asked Guillemette la Mairesse. 

“I know it pertinently,” replied the protonotary. 

“Monsieur le protonotare,” asked Gauchère, “what do you prognosticate of this pretended 

foundling?” 

“The greatest misfortunes,” replied Mistricolle. 

“Ah! good heavens!” said an old woman among the spectators, “and that besides our having 

had a considerable pestilence last year, and that they say that the English are going to disembark 

in a company at Harfleur.” 



“Perhaps that will prevent the queen from coming to Paris in the month of September,” 

interposed another; “trade is so bad already.” 

“My opinion is,” exclaimed Jehanne de la Tarme, “that it would be better for the louts of Paris, 

if this little magician were put to bed on a fagot than on a plank.” 

“A fine, flaming fagot,” added the old woman. 

“It would be more prudent,” said Mistricolle. 

For several minutes, a young priest had been listening to the reasoning of the Haudriettes and 

the sentences of the notary. He had a severe face, with a large brow, a profound glance. He thrust 

the crowd silently aside, scrutinized the “little magician,” and stretched out his hand upon him. It 

was high time, for all the devotees were already licking their chops over the “fine, flaming 

fagot.” 

“I adopt this child,” said the priest. 

He took it in his cassock and carried it off. The spectators followed him with frightened 

glances. A moment later, he had disappeared through the “Red Door,” which then led from the 

church to the cloister. 

When the first surprise was over, Jehanne de la Tarme bent down to the ear of la Gaultière,— 

“I told you so, sister,—that young clerk, Monsieur Claude Frollo, is a sorcerer.” 

  



CHAPTER II. CLAUDE FROLLO. 

In fact, Claude Frollo was no common person. 

He belonged to one of those middle-class families which were called indifferently, in the 

impertinent language of the last century, the high bourgeoise or the petty nobility. This family 

had inherited from the brothers Paclet the fief of Tirechappe, which was dependent upon the 

Bishop of Paris, and whose twenty-one houses had been in the thirteenth century the object of so 

many suits before the official. As possessor of this fief, Claude Frollo was one of the twenty-

seven seigneurs keeping claim to a manor in fee in Paris and its suburbs; and for a long time, his 

name was to be seen inscribed in this quality, between the Hôtel de Tancarville, belonging to 

Master François Le Rez, and the college of Tours, in the records deposited at Saint Martin des 

Champs. 

Claude Frollo had been destined from infancy, by his parents, to the ecclesiastical profession. 

He had been taught to read in Latin; he had been trained to keep his eyes on the ground and to 

speak low. While still a child, his father had cloistered him in the college of Torchi in the 

University. There it was that he had grown up, on the missal and the lexicon. 

Moreover, he was a sad, grave, serious child, who studied ardently, and learned quickly; he 

never uttered a loud cry in recreation hour, mixed but little in the bacchanals of the Rue du 

Fouarre, did not know what it was to dare alapas et capillos laniare, and had cut no figure in 

that revolt of 1463, which the annalists register gravely, under the title of “The sixth trouble of 

the University.” He seldom rallied the poor students of Montaigu on the cappettes from which 

they derived their name, or the bursars of the college of Dormans on their shaved tonsure, and 

their surtout parti-colored of bluish-green, blue, and violet cloth, azurini coloris et bruni, as says 

the charter of the Cardinal des Quatre-Couronnes. 

On the other hand, he was assiduous at the great and the small schools of the Rue Saint Jean 

de Beauvais. The first pupil whom the Abbé de Saint Pierre de Val, at the moment of beginning 

his reading on canon law, always perceived, glued to a pillar of the school Saint-Vendregesile, 

opposite his rostrum, was Claude Frollo, armed with his horn ink-bottle, biting his pen, 

scribbling on his threadbare knee, and, in winter, blowing on his fingers. The first auditor whom 

Messire Miles d’Isliers, doctor in decretals, saw arrive every Monday morning, all breathless, at 

the opening of the gates of the school of the Chef-Saint-Denis, was Claude Frollo. Thus, at 

sixteen years of age, the young clerk might have held his own, in mystical theology, against a 

father of the church; in canonical theology, against a father of the councils; in scholastic 

theology, against a doctor of Sorbonne. 

Theology conquered, he had plunged into decretals. From the “Master of Sentences,” he had 

passed to the “Capitularies of Charlemagne;” and he had devoured in succession, in his appetite 

for science, decretals upon decretals, those of Theodore, Bishop of Hispalus; those of Bouchard, 

Bishop of Worms; those of Yves, Bishop of Chartres; next the decretal of Gratian, which 

succeeded the capitularies of Charlemagne; then the collection of Gregory IX.; then the Epistle 

of Superspecula, of Honorius III. He rendered clear and familiar to himself that vast and 

tumultuous period of civil law and canon law in conflict and at strife with each other, in the 

chaos of the Middle Ages,—a period which Bishop Theodore opens in 618, and which Pope 

Gregory closes in 1227. 

Decretals digested, he flung himself upon medicine, on the liberal arts. He studied the science 

of herbs, the science of unguents; he became an expert in fevers and in contusions, in sprains and 



abcesses. Jacques d’ Espars would have received him as a physician; Richard Hellain, as a 

surgeon. He also passed through all the degrees of licentiate, master, and doctor of arts. He 

studied the languages, Latin, Greek, Hebrew, a triple sanctuary then very little frequented. His 

was a veritable fever for acquiring and hoarding, in the matter of science. At the age of eighteen, 

he had made his way through the four faculties; it seemed to the young man that life had but one 

sole object: learning. 

It was towards this epoch, that the excessive heat of the summer of 1466 caused that grand 

outburst of the plague which carried off more than forty thousand souls in the vicomty of Paris, 

and among others, as Jean de Troyes states, “Master Arnoul, astrologer to the king, who was a 

very fine man, both wise and pleasant.” The rumor spread in the University that the Rue 

Tirechappe was especially devastated by the malady. It was there that Claude’s parents resided, 

in the midst of their fief. The young scholar rushed in great alarm to the paternal mansion. When 

he entered it, he found that both father and mother had died on the preceding day. A very young 

brother of his, who was in swaddling clothes, was still alive and crying abandoned in his cradle. 

This was all that remained to Claude of his family; the young man took the child under his arm 

and went off in a pensive mood. Up to that moment, he had lived only in science; he now began 

to live in life. 

This catastrophe was a crisis in Claude’s existence. Orphaned, the eldest, head of the family at 

the age of nineteen, he felt himself rudely recalled from the reveries of school to the realities of 

this world. Then, moved with pity, he was seized with passion and devotion towards that child, 

his brother; a sweet and strange thing was a human affection to him, who had hitherto loved his 

books alone. 

This affection developed to a singular point; in a soul so new, it was like a first love. Separated 

since infancy from his parents, whom he had hardly known; cloistered and immured, as it were, 

in his books; eager above all things to study and to learn; exclusively attentive up to that time, to 

his intelligence which broadened in science, to his imagination, which expanded in letters,—the 

poor scholar had not yet had time to feel the place of his heart. 

This young brother, without mother or father, this little child which had fallen abruptly from 

heaven into his arms, made a new man of him. He perceived that there was something else in the 

world besides the speculations of the Sorbonne, and the verses of Homer; that man needed 

affections; that life without tenderness and without love was only a set of dry, shrieking, and 

rending wheels. Only, he imagined, for he was at the age when illusions are as yet replaced only 

by illusions, that the affections of blood and family were the sole ones necessary, and that a little 

brother to love sufficed to fill an entire existence. 

He threw himself, therefore, into the love for his little Jehan with the passion of a character 

already profound, ardent, concentrated; that poor frail creature, pretty, fair-haired, rosy, and 

curly,—that orphan with another orphan for his only support, touched him to the bottom of his 

heart; and grave thinker as he was, he set to meditating upon Jehan with an infinite compassion. 

He kept watch and ward over him as over something very fragile, and very worthy of care. He 

was more than a brother to the child; he became a mother to him. 

Little Jehan had lost his mother while he was still at the breast; Claude gave him to a nurse. 

Besides the fief of Tirechappe, he had inherited from his father the fief of Moulin, which was a 

dependency of the square tower of Gentilly; it was a mill on a hill, near the château of 

Winchestre (Bicêtre). There was a miller’s wife there who was nursing a fine child; it was not far 

from the university, and Claude carried the little Jehan to her in his own arms. 



From that time forth, feeling that he had a burden to bear, he took life very seriously. The 

thought of his little brother became not only his recreation, but the object of his studies. He 

resolved to consecrate himself entirely to a future for which he was responsible in the sight of 

God, and never to have any other wife, any other child than the happiness and fortune of his 

brother. Therefore, he attached himself more closely than ever to the clerical profession. His 

merits, his learning, his quality of immediate vassal of the Bishop of Paris, threw the doors of the 

church wide open to him. At the age of twenty, by special dispensation of the Holy See, he was a 

priest, and served as the youngest of the chaplains of Notre-Dame the altar which is called, 

because of the late mass which is said there, altare pigrorum. 

There, plunged more deeply than ever in his dear books, which he quitted only to run for an 

hour to the fief of Moulin, this mixture of learning and austerity, so rare at his age, had promptly 

acquired for him the respect and admiration of the monastery. From the cloister, his reputation as 

a learned man had passed to the people, among whom it had changed a little, a frequent 

occurrence at that time, into reputation as a sorcerer. 

It was at the moment when he was returning, on Quasimodo day, from saying his mass at the 

Altar of the Lazy, which was by the side of the door leading to the nave on the right, near the 

image of the Virgin, that his attention had been attracted by the group of old women chattering 

around the bed for foundlings. 

Then it was that he approached the unhappy little creature, which was so hated and so 

menaced. That distress, that deformity, that abandonment, the thought of his young brother, the 

idea which suddenly occurred to him, that if he were to die, his dear little Jehan might also be 

flung miserably on the plank for foundlings,—all this had gone to his heart simultaneously; a 

great pity had moved in him, and he had carried off the child. 

When he removed the child from the sack, he found it greatly deformed, in very sooth. The 

poor little wretch had a wart on his left eye, his head placed directly on his shoulders, his spinal 

column was crooked, his breast bone prominent, and his legs bowed; but he appeared to be 

lively; and although it was impossible to say in what language he lisped, his cry indicated 

considerable force and health. Claude’s compassion increased at the sight of this ugliness; and he 

made a vow in his heart to rear the child for the love of his brother, in order that, whatever might 

be the future faults of the little Jehan, he should have beside him that charity done for his sake. It 

was a sort of investment of good works, which he was effecting in the name of his young 

brother; it was a stock of good works which he wished to amass in advance for him, in case the 

little rogue should some day find himself short of that coin, the only sort which is received at the 

toll-bar of paradise. 

He baptized his adopted child, and gave him the name of Quasimodo, either because he 

desired thereby to mark the day, when he had found him, or because he wished to designate by 

that name to what a degree the poor little creature was incomplete, and hardly sketched out. In 

fact, Quasimodo, blind, hunchbacked, knock-kneed, was only an “almost.” 

  



CHAPTER III. IMMANIS PECORIS CUSTOS, IMMANIOR IPSE. 

Now, in 1482, Quasimodo had grown up. He had become a few years previously the bellringer 

of Notre-Dame, thanks to his father by adoption, Claude Frollo,—who had become archdeacon 

of Josas, thanks to his suzerain, Messire Louis de Beaumont,—who had become Bishop of Paris, 

at the death of Guillaume Chartier in 1472, thanks to his patron, Olivier Le Daim, barber to 

Louis XI., king by the grace of God. 

So Quasimodo was the ringer of the chimes of Notre-Dame. 

In the course of time there had been formed a certain peculiarly intimate bond which united 

the ringer to the church. Separated forever from the world, by the double fatality of his unknown 

birth and his natural deformity, imprisoned from his infancy in that impassable double circle, the 

poor wretch had grown used to seeing nothing in this world beyond the religious walls which had 

received him under their shadow. Notre-Dame had been to him successively, as he grew up and 

developed, the egg, the nest, the house, the country, the universe. 

There was certainly a sort of mysterious and pre-existing harmony between this creature and 

this church. When, still a little fellow, he had dragged himself tortuously and by jerks beneath 

the shadows of its vaults, he seemed, with his human face and his bestial limbs, the natural 

reptile of that humid and sombre pavement, upon which the shadow of the Romanesque capitals 

cast so many strange forms. 

Later on, the first time that he caught hold, mechanically, of the ropes to the towers, and hung 

suspended from them, and set the bell to clanging, it produced upon his adopted father, Claude, 

the effect of a child whose tongue is unloosed and who begins to speak. 

It is thus that, little by little, developing always in sympathy with the cathedral, living there, 

sleeping there, hardly ever leaving it, subject every hour to the mysterious impress, he came to 

resemble it, he incrusted himself in it, so to speak, and became an integral part of it. His salient 

angles fitted into the retreating angles of the cathedral (if we may be allowed this figure of 

speech), and he seemed not only its inhabitant but more than that, its natural tenant. One might 

almost say that he had assumed its form, as the snail takes on the form of its shell. It was his 

dwelling, his hole, his envelope. There existed between him and the old church so profound an 

instinctive sympathy, so many magnetic affinities, so many material affinities, that he adhered to 

it somewhat as a tortoise adheres to its shell. The rough and wrinkled cathedral was his shell. 

It is useless to warn the reader not to take literally all the similes which we are obliged to 

employ here to express the singular, symmetrical, direct, almost consubstantial union of a man 

and an edifice. It is equally unnecessary to state to what a degree that whole cathedral was 

familiar to him, after so long and so intimate a cohabitation. That dwelling was peculiar to him. 

It had no depths to which Quasimodo had not penetrated, no height which he had not scaled. He 

often climbed many stones up the front, aided solely by the uneven points of the carving. The 

towers, on whose exterior surface he was frequently seen clambering, like a lizard gliding along 

a perpendicular wall, those two gigantic twins, so lofty, so menacing, so formidable, possessed 

for him neither vertigo, nor terror, nor shocks of amazement. 

To see them so gentle under his hand, so easy to scale, one would have said that he had tamed 

them. By dint of leaping, climbing, gambolling amid the abysses of the gigantic cathedral he had 

become, in some sort, a monkey and a goat, like the Calabrian child who swims before he walks, 

and plays with the sea while still a babe. 



Moreover, it was not his body alone which seemed fashioned after the Cathedral, but his mind 

also. In what condition was that mind? What bent had it contracted, what form had it assumed 

beneath that knotted envelope, in that savage life? This it would be hard to determine. 

Quasimodo had been born one-eyed, hunchbacked, lame. It was with great difficulty, and by dint 

of great patience that Claude Frollo had succeeded in teaching him to talk. But a fatality was 

attached to the poor foundling. Bellringer of Notre-Dame at the age of fourteen, a new infirmity 

had come to complete his misfortunes: the bells had broken the drums of his ears; he had become 

deaf. The only gate which nature had left wide open for him had been abruptly closed, and 

forever. 

In closing, it had cut off the only ray of joy and of light which still made its way into the soul 

of Quasimodo. His soul fell into profound night. The wretched being’s misery became as 

incurable and as complete as his deformity. Let us add that his deafness rendered him to some 

extent dumb. For, in order not to make others laugh, the very moment that he found himself to be 

deaf, he resolved upon a silence which he only broke when he was alone. He voluntarily tied that 

tongue which Claude Frollo had taken so much pains to unloose. Hence, it came about, that 

when necessity constrained him to speak, his tongue was torpid, awkward, and like a door whose 

hinges have grown rusty. 

If now we were to try to penetrate to the soul of Quasimodo through that thick, hard rind; if we 

could sound the depths of that badly constructed organism; if it were granted to us to look with a 

torch behind those non-transparent organs to explore the shadowy interior of that opaque 

creature, to elucidate his obscure corners, his absurd no-thoroughfares, and suddenly to cast a 

vivid light upon the soul enchained at the extremity of that cave, we should, no doubt, find the 

unhappy Psyche in some poor, cramped, and ricketty attitude, like those prisoners beneath the 

Leads of Venice, who grew old bent double in a stone box which was both too low and too short 

for them. 

It is certain that the mind becomes atrophied in a defective body. Quasimodo was barely 

conscious of a soul cast in his own image, moving blindly within him. The impressions of 

objects underwent a considerable refraction before reaching his mind. His brain was a peculiar 

medium; the ideas which passed through it issued forth completely distorted. The reflection 

which resulted from this refraction was, necessarily, divergent and perverted. 

Hence a thousand optical illusions, a thousand aberrations of judgment, a thousand deviations, 

in which his thought strayed, now mad, now idiotic. 

The first effect of this fatal organization was to trouble the glance which he cast upon things. 

He received hardly any immediate perception of them. The external world seemed much farther 

away to him than it does to us. 

The second effect of his misfortune was to render him malicious. 

He was malicious, in fact, because he was savage; he was savage because he was ugly. There 

was logic in his nature, as there is in ours. 

His strength, so extraordinarily developed, was a cause of still greater malevolence: “Malus 

puer robustus,” says Hobbes. 

This justice must, however be rendered to him. Malevolence was not, perhaps, innate in him. 

From his very first steps among men, he had felt himself, later on he had seen himself, spewed 

out, blasted, rejected. Human words were, for him, always a raillery or a malediction. As he grew 

up, he had found nothing but hatred around him. He had caught the general malevolence. He had 

picked up the weapon with which he had been wounded. 



After all, he turned his face towards men only with reluctance; his cathedral was sufficient for 

him. It was peopled with marble figures,—kings, saints, bishops,—who at least did not burst out 

laughing in his face, and who gazed upon him only with tranquillity and kindliness. The other 

statues, those of the monsters and demons, cherished no hatred for him, Quasimodo. He 

resembled them too much for that. They seemed rather, to be scoffing at other men. The saints 

were his friends, and blessed him; the monsters were his friends and guarded him. So he held 

long communion with them. He sometimes passed whole hours crouching before one of these 

statues, in solitary conversation with it. If any one came, he fled like a lover surprised in his 

serenade. 

And the cathedral was not only society for him, but the universe, and all nature beside. He 

dreamed of no other hedgerows than the painted windows, always in flower; no other shade than 

that of the foliage of stone which spread out, loaded with birds, in the tufts of the Saxon capitals; 

of no other mountains than the colossal towers of the church; of no other ocean than Paris, 

roaring at their bases. 

What he loved above all else in the maternal edifice, that which aroused his soul, and made it 

open its poor wings, which it kept so miserably folded in its cavern, that which sometimes 

rendered him even happy, was the bells. He loved them, fondled them, talked to them, 

understood them. From the chime in the spire, over the intersection of the aisles and nave, to the 

great bell of the front, he cherished a tenderness for them all. The central spire and the two 

towers were to him as three great cages, whose birds, reared by himself, sang for him alone. Yet 

it was these very bells which had made him deaf; but mothers often love best that child which 

has caused them the most suffering. 

It is true that their voice was the only one which he could still hear. On this score, the big bell 

was his beloved. It was she whom he preferred out of all that family of noisy girls which bustled 

above him, on festival days. This bell was named Marie. She was alone in the southern tower, 

with her sister Jacqueline, a bell of lesser size, shut up in a smaller cage beside hers. This 

Jacqueline was so called from the name of the wife of Jean Montagu, who had given it to the 

church, which had not prevented his going and figuring without his head at Montfaucon. In the 

second tower there were six other bells, and, finally, six smaller ones inhabited the belfry over 

the crossing, with the wooden bell, which rang only between after dinner on Good Friday and the 

morning of the day before Easter. So Quasimodo had fifteen bells in his seraglio; but big Marie 

was his favorite. 

No idea can be formed of his delight on days when the grand peal was sounded. At the 

moment when the archdeacon dismissed him, and said, “Go!” he mounted the spiral staircase of 

the clock tower faster than any one else could have descended it. He entered perfectly breathless 

into the aerial chamber of the great bell; he gazed at her a moment, devoutly and lovingly; then 

he gently addressed her and patted her with his hand, like a good horse, which is about to set out 

on a long journey. He pitied her for the trouble that she was about to suffer. After these first 

caresses, he shouted to his assistants, placed in the lower story of the tower, to begin. They 

grasped the ropes, the wheel creaked, the enormous capsule of metal started slowly into motion. 

Quasimodo followed it with his glance and trembled. The first shock of the clapper and the 

brazen wall made the framework upon which it was mounted quiver. Quasimodo vibrated with 

the bell. 

“Vah!” he cried, with a senseless burst of laughter. However, the movement of the bass was 

accelerated, and, in proportion as it described a wider angle, Quasimodo’s eye opened also more 



and more widely, phosphoric and flaming. At length the grand peal began; the whole tower 

trembled; woodwork, leads, cut stones, all groaned at once, from the piles of the foundation to 

the trefoils of its summit. Then Quasimodo boiled and frothed; he went and came; he trembled 

from head to foot with the tower. The bell, furious, running riot, presented to the two walls of the 

tower alternately its brazen throat, whence escaped that tempestuous breath, which is audible 

leagues away. Quasimodo stationed himself in front of this open throat; he crouched and rose 

with the oscillations of the bell, breathed in this overwhelming breath, gazed by turns at the deep 

place, which swarmed with people, two hundred feet below him, and at that enormous, brazen 

tongue which came, second after second, to howl in his ear. 

It was the only speech which he understood, the only sound which broke for him the universal 

silence. He swelled out in it as a bird does in the sun. All of a sudden, the frenzy of the bell 

seized upon him; his look became extraordinary; he lay in wait for the great bell as it passed, as a 

spider lies in wait for a fly, and flung himself abruptly upon it, with might and main. Then, 

suspended above the abyss, borne to and fro by the formidable swinging of the bell, he seized the 

brazen monster by the ear-laps, pressed it between both knees, spurred it on with his heels, and 

redoubled the fury of the peal with the whole shock and weight of his body. Meanwhile, the 

tower trembled; he shrieked and gnashed his teeth, his red hair rose erect, his breast heaving like 

a bellows, his eye flashed flames, the monstrous bell neighed, panting, beneath him; and then it 

was no longer the great bell of Notre-Dame nor Quasimodo: it was a dream, a whirlwind, a 

tempest, dizziness mounted astride of noise; a spirit clinging to a flying crupper, a strange 

centaur, half man, half bell; a sort of horrible Astolphus, borne away upon a prodigious 

hippogriff of living bronze. 

The presence of this extraordinary being caused, as it were, a breath of life to circulate 

throughout the entire cathedral. It seemed as though there escaped from him, at least according to 

the growing superstitions of the crowd, a mysterious emanation which animated all the stones of 

Notre-Dame, and made the deep bowels of the ancient church to palpitate. It sufficed for people 

to know that he was there, to make them believe that they beheld the thousand statues of the 

galleries and the fronts in motion. And the cathedral did indeed seem a docile and obedient 

creature beneath his hand; it waited on his will to raise its great voice; it was possessed and filled 

with Quasimodo, as with a familiar spirit. One would have said that he made the immense edifice 

breathe. He was everywhere about it; in fact, he multiplied himself on all points of the structure. 

Now one perceived with affright at the very top of one of the towers, a fantastic dwarf climbing, 

writhing, crawling on all fours, descending outside above the abyss, leaping from projection to 

projection, and going to ransack the belly of some sculptured gorgon; it was Quasimodo 

dislodging the crows. Again, in some obscure corner of the church one came in contact with a 

sort of living chimera, crouching and scowling; it was Quasimodo engaged in thought. 

Sometimes one caught sight, upon a bell tower, of an enormous head and a bundle of disordered 

limbs swinging furiously at the end of a rope; it was Quasimodo ringing vespers or the Angelus. 

Often at night a hideous form was seen wandering along the frail balustrade of carved lacework, 

which crowns the towers and borders the circumference of the apse; again it was the hunchback 

of Notre-Dame. Then, said the women of the neighborhood, the whole church took on something 

fantastic, supernatural, horrible; eyes and mouths were opened, here and there; one heard the 

dogs, the monsters, and the gargoyles of stone, which keep watch night and day, with 

outstretched neck and open jaws, around the monstrous cathedral, barking. And, if it was a 

Christmas Eve, while the great bell, which seemed to emit the death rattle, summoned the 

faithful to the midnight mass, such an air was spread over the sombre façade that one would have 



declared that the grand portal was devouring the throng, and that the rose window was watching 

it. And all this came from Quasimodo. Egypt would have taken him for the god of this temple; 

the Middle Ages believed him to be its demon: he was in fact its soul. 

To such an extent was this disease that for those who know that Quasimodo has existed, 

Notre-Dame is to-day deserted, inanimate, dead. One feels that something has disappeared from 

it. That immense body is empty; it is a skeleton; the spirit has quitted it, one sees its place and 

that is all. It is like a skull which still has holes for the eyes, but no longer sight. 

  



CHAPTER IV. THE DOG AND HIS MASTER. 

Nevertheless, there was one human creature whom Quasimodo excepted from his malice and 

from his hatred for others, and whom he loved even more, perhaps, than his cathedral: this was 

Claude Frollo. 

The matter was simple; Claude Frollo had taken him in, had adopted him, had nourished him, 

had reared him. When a little lad, it was between Claude Frollo’s legs that he was accustomed to 

seek refuge, when the dogs and the children barked after him. Claude Frollo had taught him to 

talk, to read, to write. Claude Frollo had finally made him the bellringer. Now, to give the big 

bell in marriage to Quasimodo was to give Juliet to Romeo. 

Hence Quasimodo’s gratitude was profound, passionate, boundless; and although the visage of 

his adopted father was often clouded or severe, although his speech was habitually curt, harsh, 

imperious, that gratitude never wavered for a single moment. The archdeacon had in Quasimodo 

the most submissive slave, the most docile lackey, the most vigilant of dogs. When the poor 

bellringer became deaf, there had been established between him and Claude Frollo, a language of 

signs, mysterious and understood by themselves alone. In this manner the archdeacon was the 

sole human being with whom Quasimodo had preserved communication. He was in sympathy 

with but two things in this world: Notre-Dame and Claude Frollo. 

There is nothing which can be compared with the empire of the archdeacon over the 

bellringer; with the attachment of the bellringer for the archdeacon. A sign from Claude and the 

idea of giving him pleasure would have sufficed to make Quasimodo hurl himself headlong from 

the summit of Notre-Dame. It was a remarkable thing—all that physical strength which had 

reached in Quasimodo such an extraordinary development, and which was placed by him blindly 

at the disposition of another. There was in it, no doubt, filial devotion, domestic attachment; 

there was also the fascination of one spirit by another spirit. It was a poor, awkward, and clumsy 

organization, which stood with lowered head and supplicating eyes before a lofty and profound, 

a powerful and superior intellect. Lastly, and above all, it was gratitude. Gratitude so pushed to 

its extremest limit, that we do not know to what to compare it. This virtue is not one of those of 

which the finest examples are to be met with among men. We will say then, that Quasimodo 

loved the archdeacon as never a dog, never a horse, never an elephant loved his master. 

  



CHAPTER V. MORE ABOUT CLAUDE FROLLO. 

In 1482, Quasimodo was about twenty years of age; Claude Frollo, about thirty-six. One had 

grown up, the other had grown old. 

Claude Frollo was no longer the simple scholar of the college of Torchi, the tender protector 

of a little child, the young and dreamy philosopher who knew many things and was ignorant of 

many. He was a priest, austere, grave, morose; one charged with souls; monsieur the archdeacon 

of Josas, the bishop’s second acolyte, having charge of the two deaneries of Montlhéry, and 

Châteaufort, and one hundred and seventy-four country curacies. He was an imposing and 

sombre personage, before whom the choir boys in alb and in jacket trembled, as well as the 

machicots[25 ], and the brothers of Saint-Augustine and the matutinal clerks of Notre-Dame, 

when he passed slowly beneath the lofty arches of the choir, majestic, thoughtful, with arms 

folded and his head so bent upon his breast that all one saw of his face was his large, bald brow. 

Dom Claude Frollo had, however, abandoned neither science nor the education of his young 

brother, those two occupations of his life. But as time went on, some bitterness had been mingled 

with these things which were so sweet. In the long run, says Paul Diacre, the best lard turns 

rancid. Little Jehan Frollo, surnamed (du Moulin) “of the Mill” because of the place where he 

had been reared, had not grown up in the direction which Claude would have liked to impose 

upon him. The big brother counted upon a pious, docile, learned, and honorable pupil. But the 

little brother, like those young trees which deceive the gardener’s hopes and turn obstinately to 

the quarter whence they receive sun and air, the little brother did not grow and did not multiply, 

but only put forth fine bushy and luxuriant branches on the side of laziness, ignorance, and 

debauchery. He was a regular devil, and a very disorderly one, who made Dom Claude scowl; 

but very droll and very subtle, which made the big brother smile. 

Claude had confided him to that same college of Torchi where he had passed his early years in 

study and meditation; and it was a grief to him that this sanctuary, formerly edified by the name 

of Frollo, should to-day be scandalized by it. He sometimes preached Jehan very long and severe 

sermons, which the latter intrepidly endured. After all, the young scapegrace had a good heart, as 

can be seen in all comedies. But the sermon over, he none the less tranquilly resumed his course 

of seditions and enormities. Now it was a béjaune or yellow beak (as they called the new arrivals 

at the university), whom he had been mauling by way of welcome; a precious tradition which has 

been carefully preserved to our own day. Again, he had set in movement a band of scholars, who 

had flung themselves upon a wine-shop in classic fashion, quasi classico excitati, had then 

beaten the tavern-keeper “with offensive cudgels,” and joyously pillaged the tavern, even to 

smashing in the hogsheads of wine in the cellar. And then it was a fine report in Latin, which the 

sub-monitor of Torchi carried piteously to Dom Claude with this dolorous marginal comment,—

Rixa; prima causa vinum optimum potatum. Finally, it was said, a thing quite horrible in a boy of 

sixteen, that his debauchery often extended as far as the Rue de Glatigny. 

Claude, saddened and discouraged in his human affections, by all this, had flung himself 

eagerly into the arms of learning, that sister which, at least does not laugh in your face, and 

which always pays you, though in money that is sometimes a little hollow, for the attention 

which you have paid to her. Hence, he became more and more learned, and, at the same time, as 

a natural consequence, more and more rigid as a priest, more and more sad as a man. There are 

for each of us several parallelisms between our intelligence, our habits, and our character, which 

develop without a break, and break only in the great disturbances of life. 



As Claude Frollo had passed through nearly the entire circle of human learning—positive, 

exterior, and permissible—since his youth, he was obliged, unless he came to a halt, ubi defuit 

orbis, to proceed further and seek other aliments for the insatiable activity of his intelligence. 

The antique symbol of the serpent biting its tail is, above all, applicable to science. It would 

appear that Claude Frollo had experienced this. Many grave persons affirm that, after having 

exhausted the fas of human learning, he had dared to penetrate into the nefas. He had, they said, 

tasted in succession all the apples of the tree of knowledge, and, whether from hunger or disgust, 

had ended by tasting the forbidden fruit. He had taken his place by turns, as the reader has seen, 

in the conferences of the theologians in Sorbonne,—in the assemblies of the doctors of art, after 

the manner of Saint-Hilaire,—in the disputes of the decretalists, after the manner of Saint-

Martin,—in the congregations of physicians at the holy water font of Notre-Dame, ad cupam 

Nostræ-Dominæ. All the dishes permitted and approved, which those four great kitchens called 

the four faculties could elaborate and serve to the understanding, he had devoured, and had been 

satiated with them before his hunger was appeased. Then he had penetrated further, lower, 

beneath all that finished, material, limited knowledge; he had, perhaps, risked his soul, and had 

seated himself in the cavern at that mysterious table of the alchemists, of the astrologers, of the 

hermetics, of which Averroès, Guillaume de Paris, and Nicolas Flamel hold the end in the 

Middle Ages; and which extends in the East, by the light of the seven-branched candlestick, to 

Solomon, Pythagoras, and Zoroaster. 

That is, at least, what was supposed, whether rightly or not. It is certain that the archdeacon 

often visited the cemetery of the Saints-Innocents, where, it is true, his father and mother had 

been buried, with other victims of the plague of 1466; but that he appeared far less devout before 

the cross of their grave than before the strange figures with which the tomb of Nicolas Flamel 

and Claude Pernelle, erected just beside it, was loaded. 

It is certain that he had frequently been seen to pass along the Rue des Lombards, and furtively 

enter a little house which formed the corner of the Rue des Ecrivans and the Rue Marivault. It 

was the house which Nicolas Flamel had built, where he had died about 1417, and which, 

constantly deserted since that time, had already begun to fall in ruins,—so greatly had the 

hermetics and the alchemists of all countries wasted away the walls, merely by carving their 

names upon them. Some neighbors even affirm that they had once seen, through an air-hole, 

Archdeacon Claude excavating, turning over, digging up the earth in the two cellars, whose 

supports had been daubed with numberless couplets and hieroglyphics by Nicolas Flamel 

himself. It was supposed that Flamel had buried the philosopher’s stone in the cellar; and the 

alchemists, for the space of two centuries, from Magistri to Father Pacifique, never ceased to 

worry the soil until the house, so cruelly ransacked and turned over, ended by falling into dust 

beneath their feet. 

Again, it is certain that the archdeacon had been seized with a singular passion for the 

symbolical door of Notre-Dame, that page of a conjuring book written in stone, by Bishop 

Guillaume de Paris, who has, no doubt, been damned for having affixed so infernal a frontispiece 

to the sacred poem chanted by the rest of the edifice. Archdeacon Claude had the credit also of 

having fathomed the mystery of the colossus of Saint Christopher, and of that lofty, enigmatical 

statue which then stood at the entrance of the vestibule, and which the people, in derision, called 

“Monsieur Legris.” But, what every one might have noticed was the interminable hours which he 

often employed, seated upon the parapet of the area in front of the church, in contemplating the 

sculptures of the front; examining now the foolish virgins with their lamps reversed, now the 

wise virgins with their lamps upright; again, calculating the angle of vision of that raven which 



belongs to the left front, and which is looking at a mysterious point inside the church, where is 

concealed the philosopher’s stone, if it be not in the cellar of Nicolas Flamel. 

It was, let us remark in passing, a singular fate for the Church of Notre-Dame at that epoch to 

be so beloved, in two different degrees, and with so much devotion, by two beings so dissimilar 

as Claude and Quasimodo. Beloved by one, a sort of instinctive and savage half-man, for its 

beauty, for its stature, for the harmonies which emanated from its magnificent ensemble; beloved 

by the other, a learned and passionate imagination, for its myth, for the sense which it contains, 

for the symbolism scattered beneath the sculptures of its front,—like the first text underneath the 

second in a palimpsest,—in a word, for the enigma which it is eternally propounding to the 

understanding. 

Furthermore, it is certain that the archdeacon had established himself in that one of the two 

towers which looks upon the Grève, just beside the frame for the bells, a very secret little cell, 

into which no one, not even the bishop, entered without his leave, it was said. This tiny cell had 

formerly been made almost at the summit of the tower, among the ravens’ nests, by Bishop Hugo 

de Besançon[26 ]  who had wrought sorcery there in his day. What that cell contained, no one 

knew; but from the strand of the Terrain, at night, there was often seen to appear, disappear, and 

reappear at brief and regular intervals, at a little dormer window opening upon the back of the 

tower, a certain red, intermittent, singular light which seemed to follow the panting breaths of a 

bellows, and to proceed from a flame, rather than from a light. In the darkness, at that height, it 

produced a singular effect; and the goodwives said: “There’s the archdeacon blowing! hell is 

sparkling up yonder!” 

There were no great proofs of sorcery in that, after all, but there was still enough smoke to 

warrant a surmise of fire, and the archdeacon bore a tolerably formidable reputation. We ought to 

mention however, that the sciences of Egypt, that necromancy and magic, even the whitest, even 

the most innocent, had no more envenomed enemy, no more pitiless denunciator before the 

gentlemen of the officialty of Notre-Dame. Whether this was sincere horror, or the game played 

by the thief who shouts, “stop thief!” at all events, it did not prevent the archdeacon from being 

considered by the learned heads of the chapter, as a soul who had ventured into the vestibule of 

hell, who was lost in the caves of the cabal, groping amid the shadows of the occult sciences. 

Neither were the people deceived thereby; with any one who possessed any sagacity, Quasimodo 

passed for the demon; Claude Frollo, for the sorcerer. It was evident that the bellringer was to 

serve the archdeacon for a given time, at the end of which he would carry away the latter’s soul, 

by way of payment. Thus the archdeacon, in spite of the excessive austerity of his life, was in 

bad odor among all pious souls; and there was no devout nose so inexperienced that it could not 

smell him out to be a magician. 

And if, as he grew older, abysses had formed in his science, they had also formed in his heart. 

That at least, is what one had grounds for believing on scrutinizing that face upon which the soul 

was only seen to shine through a sombre cloud. Whence that large, bald brow? that head forever 

bent? that breast always heaving with sighs? What secret thought caused his mouth to smile with 

so much bitterness, at the same moment that his scowling brows approached each other like two 

bulls on the point of fighting? Why was what hair he had left already gray? What was that 

internal fire which sometimes broke forth in his glance, to such a degree that his eye resembled a 

hole pierced in the wall of a furnace? 

These symptoms of a violent moral preoccupation, had acquired an especially high degree of 

intensity at the epoch when this story takes place. More than once a choir-boy had fled in terror 



at finding him alone in the church, so strange and dazzling was his look. More than once, in the 

choir, at the hour of the offices, his neighbor in the stalls had heard him mingle with the plain 

song, ad omnem tonum, unintelligible parentheses. More than once the laundress of the Terrain 

charged “with washing the chapter” had observed, not without affright, the marks of nails and 

clenched fingers on the surplice of monsieur the archdeacon of Josas. 

However, he redoubled his severity, and had never been more exemplary. By profession as 

well as by character, he had always held himself aloof from women; he seemed to hate them 

more than ever. The mere rustling of a silken petticoat caused his hood to fall over his eyes. 

Upon this score he was so jealous of austerity and reserve, that when the Dame de Beaujeu, the 

king’s daughter, came to visit the cloister of Notre-Dame, in the month of December, 1481, he 

gravely opposed her entrance, reminding the bishop of the statute of the Black Book, dating from 

the vigil of Saint-Barthélemy, 1334, which interdicts access to the cloister to “any woman 

whatever, old or young, mistress or maid.” Upon which the bishop had been constrained to recite 

to him the ordinance of Legate Odo, which excepts certain great dames, aliquæ magnates 

mulieres, quæ sine scandalo vitari non possunt. And again the archdeacon had protested, 

objecting that the ordinance of the legate, which dated back to 1207, was anterior by a hundred 

and twenty-seven years to the Black Book, and consequently was abrogated in fact by it. And he 

had refused to appear before the princess. 

It was also noticed that his horror for Bohemian women and gypsies had seemed to redouble 

for some time past. He had petitioned the bishop for an edict which expressly forbade the 

Bohemian women to come and dance and beat their tambourines on the place of the Parvis; and 

for about the same length of time, he had been ransacking the mouldy placards of the officialty, 

in order to collect the cases of sorcerers and witches condemned to fire or the rope, for 

complicity in crimes with rams, sows, or goats. 

  



CHAPTER VI. UNPOPULARITY. 

The archdeacon and the bellringer, as we have already said, were but little loved by the 

populace great and small, in the vicinity of the cathedral. When Claude and Quasimodo went out 

together, which frequently happened, and when they were seen traversing in company, the valet 

behind the master, the cold, narrow, and gloomy streets of the block of Notre-Dame, more than 

one evil word, more than one ironical quaver, more than one insulting jest greeted them on their 

way, unless Claude Frollo, which was rarely the case, walked with head upright and raised, 

showing his severe and almost august brow to the dumbfounded jeerers. 

Both were in their quarter like “the poets” of whom Régnier speaks,— 

“All sorts of persons run after poets, 

As warblers fly shrieking after owls.” 

Sometimes a mischievous child risked his skin and bones for the ineffable pleasure of driving 

a pin into Quasimodo’s hump. Again, a young girl, more bold and saucy than was fitting, 

brushed the priest’s black robe, singing in his face the sardonic ditty, “niche, niche, the devil is 

caught.” Sometimes a group of squalid old crones, squatting in a file under the shadow of the 

steps to a porch, scolded noisily as the archdeacon and the bellringer passed, and tossed them this 

encouraging welcome, with a curse: “Hum! there’s a fellow whose soul is made like the other 

one’s body!” Or a band of schoolboys and street urchins, playing hop-scotch, rose in a body and 

saluted him classically, with some cry in Latin: “Eia! eia! Claudius cum claudo!” 

But the insult generally passed unnoticed both by the priest and the bellringer. Quasimodo was 

too deaf to hear all these gracious things, and Claude was too dreamy. 

  



BOOK FIFTH. 

CHAPTER I. ABBAS BEATI MARTINI. 

Dom Claude’s fame had spread far and wide. It procured for him, at about the epoch when he 

refused to see Madame de Beaujeu, a visit which he long remembered. 

It was in the evening. He had just retired, after the office, to his canon’s cell in the cloister of 

Notre-Dame. This cell, with the exception, possibly, of some glass phials, relegated to a corner, 

and filled with a decidedly equivocal powder, which strongly resembled the alchemist’s “powder 

of projection,” presented nothing strange or mysterious. There were, indeed, here and there, 

some inscriptions on the walls, but they were pure sentences of learning and piety, extracted 

from good authors. The archdeacon had just seated himself, by the light of a three-jetted copper 

lamp, before a vast coffer crammed with manuscripts. He had rested his elbow upon the open 

volume of Honorius d’Autun, De predestinatione et libero arbitrio, and he was turning over, in 

deep meditation, the leaves of a printed folio which he had just brought, the sole product of the 

press which his cell contained. In the midst of his revery there came a knock at his door. “Who’s 

there?” cried the learned man, in the gracious tone of a famished dog, disturbed over his bone. 

A voice without replied, “Your friend, Jacques Coictier.” He went to open the door. 

It was, in fact, the king’s physician; a person about fifty years of age, whose harsh 

physiognomy was modified only by a crafty eye. Another man accompanied him. Both wore 

long slate-colored robes, furred with minever, girded and closed, with caps of the same stuff and 

hue. Their hands were concealed by their sleeves, their feet by their robes, their eyes by their 

caps. 

“God help me, messieurs!” said the archdeacon, showing them in; “I was not expecting 

distinguished visitors at such an hour.” And while speaking in this courteous fashion he cast an 

uneasy and scrutinizing glance from the physician to his companion. 

“’Tis never too late to come and pay a visit to so considerable a learned man as Dom Claude 

Frollo de Tirechappe,” replied Doctor Coictier, whose Franche-Comté accent made all his 

phrases drag along with the majesty of a train-robe. 

There then ensued between the physician and the archdeacon one of those congratulatory 

prologues which, in accordance with custom, at that epoch preceded all conversations between 

learned men, and which did not prevent them from detesting each other in the most cordial 

manner in the world. However, it is the same nowadays; every wise man’s mouth complimenting 

another wise man is a vase of honeyed gall. 

Claude Frollo’s felicitations to Jacques Coictier bore reference principally to the temporal 

advantages which the worthy physician had found means to extract, in the course of his much 

envied career, from each malady of the king, an operation of alchemy much better and more 

certain than the pursuit of the philosopher’s stone. 

“In truth, Monsieur le Docteur Coictier, I felt great joy on learning of the bishopric given your 

nephew, my reverend seigneur Pierre Versé. Is he not Bishop of Amiens?” 

“Yes, monsieur Archdeacon; it is a grace and mercy of God.” 

“Do you know that you made a great figure on Christmas Day at the head of your company of 

the chamber of accounts, Monsieur President?” 

“Vice-President, Dom Claude. Alas! nothing more.” 



“How is your superb house in the Rue Saint-André des Arcs coming on? ’Tis a Louvre. I love 

greatly the apricot tree which is carved on the door, with this play of words: ‘A L’ABRI-

COTIER—Sheltered from reefs.’” 

“Alas! Master Claude, all that masonry costeth me dear. In proportion as the house is erected, 

I am ruined.” 

“Ho! have you not your revenues from the jail, and the bailiwick of the Palais, and the rents of 

all the houses, sheds, stalls, and booths of the enclosure? ’Tis a fine breast to suck.” 

“My castellany of Poissy has brought me in nothing this year.” 

“But your tolls of Triel, of Saint-James, of Saint-Germain-en-Laye are always good.” 

“Six score livres, and not even Parisian livres at that.” 

“You have your office of counsellor to the king. That is fixed.” 

“Yes, brother Claude; but that accursed seigneury of Poligny, which people make so much 

noise about, is worth not sixty gold crowns, year out and year in.” 

In the compliments which Dom Claude addressed to Jacques Coictier, there was that 

sardonical, biting, and covertly mocking accent, and the sad cruel smile of a superior and 

unhappy man who toys for a moment, by way of distraction, with the dense prosperity of a 

vulgar man. The other did not perceive it. 

“Upon my soul,” said Claude at length, pressing his hand, “I am glad to see you and in such 

good health.” 

“Thanks, Master Claude.” 

“By the way,” exclaimed Dom Claude, “how is your royal patient?” 

“He payeth not sufficiently his physician,” replied the doctor, casting a side glance at his 

companion. 

“Think you so, Gossip Coictier,” said the latter. 

These words, uttered in a tone of surprise and reproach, drew upon this unknown personage 

the attention of the archdeacon which, to tell the truth, had not been diverted from him a single 

moment since the stranger had set foot across the threshold of his cell. It had even required all 

the thousand reasons which he had for handling tenderly Doctor Jacques Coictier, the all-

powerful physician of King Louis XI., to induce him to receive the latter thus accompanied. 

Hence, there was nothing very cordial in his manner when Jacques Coictier said to him,— 

“By the way, Dom Claude, I bring you a colleague who has desired to see you on account of 

your reputation.” 

“Monsieur belongs to science?” asked the archdeacon, fixing his piercing eye upon Coictier’s 

companion. He found beneath the brows of the stranger a glance no less piercing or less 

distrustful than his own. 

He was, so far as the feeble light of the lamp permitted one to judge, an old man about sixty 

years of age and of medium stature, who appeared somewhat sickly and broken in health. His 

profile, although of a very ordinary outline, had something powerful and severe about it; his eyes 

sparkled beneath a very deep superciliary arch, like a light in the depths of a cave; and beneath 

his cap which was well drawn down and fell upon his nose, one recognized the broad expanse of 

a brow of genius. 

He took it upon himself to reply to the archdeacon’s question,— 



“Reverend master,” he said in a grave tone, “your renown has reached my ears, and I wish to 

consult you. I am but a poor provincial gentleman, who removeth his shoes before entering the 

dwellings of the learned. You must know my name. I am called Gossip Tourangeau.” 

“Strange name for a gentleman,” said the archdeacon to himself. 

Nevertheless, he had a feeling that he was in the presence of a strong and earnest character. 

The instinct of his own lofty intellect made him recognize an intellect no less lofty under Gossip 

Tourangeau’s furred cap, and as he gazed at the solemn face, the ironical smile which Jacques 

Coictier’s presence called forth on his gloomy face, gradually disappeared as twilight fades on 

the horizon of night. Stern and silent, he had resumed his seat in his great armchair; his elbow 

rested as usual, on the table, and his brow on his hand. After a few moments of reflection, he 

motioned his visitors to be seated, and, turning to Gossip Tourangeau he said,— 

“You come to consult me, master, and upon what science?” 

“Your reverence,” replied Tourangeau, “I am ill, very ill. You are said to be great Æsculapius, 

and I am come to ask your advice in medicine.” 

“Medicine!” said the archdeacon, tossing his head. He seemed to meditate for a moment, and 

then resumed: “Gossip Tourangeau, since that is your name, turn your head, you will find my 

reply already written on the wall.” 

Gossip Tourangeau obeyed, and read this inscription engraved above his head: “Medicine is 

the daughter of dreams.—JAMBLIQUE.” 

Meanwhile, Doctor Jacques Coictier had heard his companion’s question with a displeasure 

which Dom Claude’s response had but redoubled. He bent down to the ear of Gossip 

Tourangeau, and said to him, softly enough not to be heard by the archdeacon: “I warned you 

that he was mad. You insisted on seeing him.” 

“’Tis very possible that he is right, madman as he is, Doctor Jacques,” replied his comrade in 

the same low tone, and with a bitter smile. 

“As you please,” replied Coictier dryly. Then, addressing the archdeacon: “You are clever at 

your trade, Dom Claude, and you are no more at a loss over Hippocrates than a monkey is over a 

nut. Medicine a dream! I suspect that the pharmacopolists and the master physicians would insist 

upon stoning you if they were here. So you deny the influence of philtres upon the blood, and 

unguents on the skin! You deny that eternal pharmacy of flowers and metals, which is called the 

world, made expressly for that eternal invalid called man!” 

“I deny,” said Dom Claude coldly, “neither pharmacy nor the invalid. I reject the physician.” 

“Then it is not true,” resumed Coictier hotly, “that gout is an internal eruption; that a wound 

caused by artillery is to be cured by the application of a young mouse roasted; that young blood, 

properly injected, restores youth to aged veins; it is not true that two and two make four, and that 

emprostathonos follows opistathonos.” 

The archdeacon replied without perturbation: “There are certain things of which I think in a 

certain fashion.” 

Coictier became crimson with anger. 

“There, there, my good Coictier, let us not get angry,” said Gossip Tourangeau. “Monsieur the 

archdeacon is our friend.” 

Coictier calmed down, muttering in a low tone,— 

“After all, he’s mad.” 



“Pasque-dieu, Master Claude,” resumed Gossip Tourangeau, after a silence, “You embarrass 

me greatly. I had two things to consult you upon, one touching my health and the other touching 

my star.” 

“Monsieur,” returned the archdeacon, “if that be your motive, you would have done as well 

not to put yourself out of breath climbing my staircase. I do not believe in Medicine. I do not 

believe in Astrology.” 

“Indeed!” said the man, with surprise. 

Coictier gave a forced laugh. 

“You see that he is mad,” he said, in a low tone, to Gossip Tourangeau. “He does not believe 

in astrology.” 

“The idea of imagining,” pursued Dom Claude, “that every ray of a star is a thread which is 

fastened to the head of a man!” 

“And what then, do you believe in?” exclaimed Gossip Tourangeau. 

The archdeacon hesitated for a moment, then he allowed a gloomy smile to escape, which 

seemed to give the lie to his response: “Credo in Deum.” 

“Dominum nostrum,” added Gossip Tourangeau, making the sign of the cross. 

“Amen,” said Coictier. 

“Reverend master,” resumed Tourangeau, “I am charmed in soul to see you in such a religious 

frame of mind. But have you reached the point, great savant as you are, of no longer believing in 

science?” 

“No,” said the archdeacon, grasping the arm of Gossip Tourangeau, and a ray of enthusiasm 

lighted up his gloomy eyes, “no, I do not reject science. I have not crawled so long, flat on my 

belly, with my nails in the earth, through the innumerable ramifications of its caverns, without 

perceiving far in front of me, at the end of the obscure gallery, a light, a flame, a something, the 

reflection, no doubt, of the dazzling central laboratory where the patient and the wise have found 

out God.” 

“And in short,” interrupted Tourangeau, “what do you hold to be true and certain?” 

“Alchemy.” 

Coictier exclaimed, “Pardieu, Dom Claude, alchemy has its use, no doubt, but why blaspheme 

medicine and astrology?” 

“Naught is your science of man, naught is your science of the stars,” said the archdeacon, 

commandingly. 

“That’s driving Epidaurus and Chaldea very fast,” replied the physician with a grin. 

“Listen, Messire Jacques. This is said in good faith. I am not the king’s physician, and his 

majesty has not given me the Garden of Dædalus in which to observe the constellations. Don’t 

get angry, but listen to me. What truth have you deduced, I will not say from medicine, which is 

too foolish a thing, but from astrology? Cite to me the virtues of the vertical boustrophedon, the 

treasures of the number ziruph and those of the number zephirod!” 

“Will you deny,” said Coictier, “the sympathetic force of the collar bone, and the cabalistics 

which are derived from it?” 

“An error, Messire Jacques! None of your formulas end in reality. Alchemy on the other hand 

has its discoveries. Will you contest results like this? Ice confined beneath the earth for a 



thousand years is transformed into rock crystals. Lead is the ancestor of all metals. For gold is 

not a metal, gold is light. Lead requires only four periods of two hundred years each, to pass in 

succession from the state of lead, to the state of red arsenic, from red arsenic to tin, from tin to 

silver. Are not these facts? But to believe in the collar bone, in the full line and in the stars, is as 

ridiculous as to believe with the inhabitants of Grand-Cathay that the golden oriole turns into a 

mole, and that grains of wheat turn into fish of the carp species.” 

“I have studied hermetic science!” exclaimed Coictier, “and I affirm—” 

The fiery archdeacon did not allow him to finish: “And I have studied medicine, astrology, 

and hermetics. Here alone is the truth.” (As he spoke thus, he took from the top of the coffer a 

phial filled with the powder which we have mentioned above), “here alone is light! Hippocrates 

is a dream; Urania is a dream; Hermes, a thought. Gold is the sun; to make gold is to be God. 

Herein lies the one and only science. I have sounded the depths of medicine and astrology, I tell 

you! Naught, nothingness! The human body, shadows! the planets, shadows!” 

And he fell back in his armchair in a commanding and inspired attitude. Gossip Touraugeau 

watched him in silence. Coictier tried to grin, shrugged his shoulders imperceptibly, and repeated 

in a low voice,— 

“A madman!” 

“And,” said Tourangeau suddenly, “the wondrous result,—have you attained it, have you 

made gold?” 

“If I had made it,” replied the archdeacon, articulating his words slowly, like a man who is 

reflecting, “the king of France would be named Claude and not Louis.” 

The stranger frowned. 

“What am I saying?” resumed Dom Claude, with a smile of disdain. “What would the throne 

of France be to me when I could rebuild the empire of the Orient?” 

“Very good!” said the stranger. 

“Oh, the poor fool!” murmured Coictier. 

The archdeacon went on, appearing to reply now only to his thoughts,— 

“But no, I am still crawling; I am scratching my face and knees against the pebbles of the 

subterranean pathway. I catch a glimpse, I do not contemplate! I do not read, I spell out!” 

“And when you know how to read!” demanded the stranger, “will you make gold?” 

“Who doubts it?” said the archdeacon. 

“In that case Our Lady knows that I am greatly in need of money, and I should much desire to 

read in your books. Tell me, reverend master, is your science inimical or displeasing to Our 

Lady?” 

“Whose archdeacon I am?” Dom Claude contented himself with replying, with tranquil 

hauteur. 

“That is true, my master. Well! will it please you to initiate me? Let me spell with you.” 

Claude assumed the majestic and pontifical attitude of a Samuel. 

“Old man, it requires longer years than remain to you, to undertake this voyage across 

mysterious things. Your head is very gray! One comes forth from the cavern only with white 

hair, but only those with dark hair enter it. Science alone knows well how to hollow, wither, and 

dry up human faces; she needs not to have old age bring her faces already furrowed. 



Nevertheless, if the desire possesses you of putting yourself under discipline at your age, and of 

deciphering the formidable alphabet of the sages, come to me; ’tis well, I will make the effort. I 

will not tell you, poor old man, to go and visit the sepulchral chambers of the pyramids, of which 

ancient Herodotus speaks, nor the brick tower of Babylon, nor the immense white marble 

sanctuary of the Indian temple of Eklinga. I, no more than yourself, have seen the Chaldean 

masonry works constructed according to the sacred form of the Sikra, nor the temple of 

Solomon, which is destroyed, nor the stone doors of the sepulchre of the kings of Israel, which 

are broken. We will content ourselves with the fragments of the book of Hermes which we have 

here. I will explain to you the statue of Saint Christopher, the symbol of the sower, and that of 

the two angels which are on the front of the Sainte-Chapelle, and one of which holds in his hands 

a vase, the other, a cloud—” 

Here Jacques Coictier, who had been unhorsed by the archdeacon’s impetuous replies, 

regained his saddle, and interrupted him with the triumphant tone of one learned man correcting 

another,—“Erras amice Claudi. The symbol is not the number. You take Orpheus for Hermes.” 

“’Tis you who are in error,” replied the archdeacon, gravely. “Dædalus is the base; Orpheus is 

the wall; Hermes is the edifice,—that is all. You shall come when you will,” he continued, 

turning to Tourangeau, “I will show you the little parcels of gold which remained at the bottom 

of Nicholas Flamel’s alembic, and you shall compare them with the gold of Guillaume de Paris. I 

will teach you the secret virtues of the Greek word, peristera. But, first of all, I will make you 

read, one after the other, the marble letters of the alphabet, the granite pages of the book. We 

shall go to the portal of Bishop Guillaume and of Saint-Jean le Rond at the Sainte-Chapelle, then 

to the house of Nicholas Flamel, Rue Manvault, to his tomb, which is at the Saints-Innocents, to 

his two hospitals, Rue de Montmorency. I will make you read the hieroglyphics which cover the 

four great iron cramps on the portal of the hospital Saint-Gervais, and of the Rue de la 

Ferronnerie. We will spell out in company, also, the façade of Saint-Côme, of Sainte-Geneviève-

des-Ardents, of Saint Martin, of Saint-Jacques de la Boucherie—.” 

For a long time, Gossip Tourangeau, intelligent as was his glance, had appeared not to 

understand Dom Claude. He interrupted. 

“Pasque-dieu! what are your books, then?” 

“Here is one of them,” said the archdeacon. 

And opening the window of his cell he pointed out with his finger the immense church of 

Notre-Dame, which, outlining against the starry sky the black silhouette of its two towers, its 

stone flanks, its monstrous haunches, seemed an enormous two-headed sphinx, seated in the 

middle of the city. 

The archdeacon gazed at the gigantic edifice for some time in silence, then extending his right 

hand, with a sigh, towards the printed book which lay open on the table, and his left towards 

Notre-Dame, and turning a sad glance from the book to the church,—“Alas,” he said, “this will 

kill that.” 

Coictier, who had eagerly approached the book, could not repress an exclamation. “Hé, but 

now, what is there so formidable in this: ‘GLOSSA IN EPISTOLAS D. PAULI, Norimbergæ, 

Antonius Koburger, 1474.’ This is not new. ’Tis a book of Pierre Lombard, the Master of 

Sentences. Is it because it is printed?” 

“You have said it,” replied Claude, who seemed absorbed in a profound meditation, and stood 

resting, his forefinger bent backward on the folio which had come from the famous press of 

Nuremberg. Then he added these mysterious words: “Alas! alas! small things come at the end of 



great things; a tooth triumphs over a mass. The Nile rat kills the crocodile, the swordfish kills the 

whale, the book will kill the edifice.” 

The curfew of the cloister sounded at the moment when Master Jacques was repeating to his 

companion in low tones, his eternal refrain, “He is mad!” To which his companion this time 

replied, “I believe that he is.” 

It was the hour when no stranger could remain in the cloister. The two visitors withdrew. 

“Master,” said Gossip Tourangeau, as he took leave of the archdeacon, “I love wise men and 

great minds, and I hold you in singular esteem. Come to-morrow to the Palace des Tournelles, 

and inquire for the Abbé de Sainte-Martin, of Tours.” 

The archdeacon returned to his chamber dumbfounded, comprehending at last who Gossip 

Tourangeau was, and recalling that passage of the register of Sainte-Martin, of Tours:—Abbas 

beati Martini, SCILICET REX FRANCIÆ, est canonicus de consuetudine et habet parvam 

præbendam quam habet sanctus Venantius, et debet sedere in sede thesaurarii. 

It is asserted that after that epoch the archdeacon had frequent conferences with Louis XI., 

when his majesty came to Paris, and that Dom Claude’s influence quite overshadowed that of 

Olivier le Daim and Jacques Coictier, who, as was his habit, rudely took the king to task on that 

account. 

  



CHAPTER II. THIS WILL KILL THAT. 

Our lady readers will pardon us if we pause for a moment to seek what could have been the 

thought concealed beneath those enigmatic words of the archdeacon: “This will kill that. The 

book will kill the edifice.” 

To our mind, this thought had two faces. In the first place, it was a priestly thought. It was the 

affright of the priest in the presence of a new agent, the printing press. It was the terror and 

dazzled amazement of the men of the sanctuary, in the presence of the luminous press of 

Gutenberg. It was the pulpit and the manuscript taking the alarm at the printed word: something 

similar to the stupor of a sparrow which should behold the angel Legion unfold his six million 

wings. It was the cry of the prophet who already hears emancipated humanity roaring and 

swarming; who beholds in the future, intelligence sapping faith, opinion dethroning belief, the 

world shaking off Rome. It was the prognostication of the philosopher who sees human thought, 

volatilized by the press, evaporating from the theocratic recipient. It was the terror of the soldier 

who examines the brazen battering ram, and says:—“The tower will crumble.” It signified that 

one power was about to succeed another power. It meant, “The press will kill the church.” 

But underlying this thought, the first and most simple one, no doubt, there was in our opinion 

another, newer one, a corollary of the first, less easy to perceive and more easy to contest, a view 

as philosophical and belonging no longer to the priest alone but to the savant and the artist. It 

was a presentiment that human thought, in changing its form, was about to change its mode of 

expression; that the dominant idea of each generation would no longer be written with the same 

matter, and in the same manner; that the book of stone, so solid and so durable, was about to 

make way for the book of paper, more solid and still more durable. In this connection the 

archdeacon’s vague formula had a second sense. It meant, “Printing will kill architecture.” 

In fact, from the origin of things down to the fifteenth century of the Christian era, inclusive, 

architecture is the great book of humanity, the principal expression of man in his different stages 

of development, either as a force or as an intelligence. 

When the memory of the first races felt itself overloaded, when the mass of reminiscences of 

the human race became so heavy and so confused that speech naked and flying, ran the risk of 

losing them on the way, men transcribed them on the soil in a manner which was at once the 

most visible, most durable, and most natural. They sealed each tradition beneath a monument. 

The first monuments were simple masses of rock, “which the iron had not touched,” as Moses 

says. Architecture began like all writing. It was first an alphabet. Men planted a stone upright, it 

was a letter, and each letter was a hieroglyph, and upon each hieroglyph rested a group of ideas, 

like the capital on the column. This is what the earliest races did everywhere, at the same 

moment, on the surface of the entire world. We find the “standing stones” of the Celts in Asian 

Siberia; in the pampas of America. 

Later on, they made words; they placed stone upon stone, they coupled those syllables of 

granite, and attempted some combinations. The Celtic dolmen and cromlech, the Etruscan 

tumulus, the Hebrew galgal, are words. Some, especially the tumulus, are proper names. 

Sometimes even, when men had a great deal of stone, and a vast plain, they wrote a phrase. The 

immense pile of Karnac is a complete sentence. 

At last they made books. Traditions had brought forth symbols, beneath which they 

disappeared like the trunk of a tree beneath its foliage; all these symbols in which humanity 

placed faith continued to grow, to multiply, to intersect, to become more and more complicated; 



the first monuments no longer sufficed to contain them, they were overflowing in every part; 

these monuments hardly expressed now the primitive tradition, simple like themselves, naked 

and prone upon the earth. The symbol felt the need of expansion in the edifice. Then architecture 

was developed in proportion with human thought; it became a giant with a thousand heads and a 

thousand arms, and fixed all this floating symbolism in an eternal, visible, palpable form. While 

Dædalus, who is force, measured; while Orpheus, who is intelligence, sang;—the pillar, which is 

a letter; the arcade, which is a syllable; the pyramid, which is a word,—all set in movement at 

once by a law of geometry and by a law of poetry, grouped themselves, combined, amalgamated, 

descended, ascended, placed themselves side by side on the soil, ranged themselves in stories in 

the sky, until they had written under the dictation of the general idea of an epoch, those 

marvellous books which were also marvellous edifices: the Pagoda of Eklinga, the Rhamseion of 

Egypt, the Temple of Solomon. 

The generating idea, the word, was not only at the foundation of all these edifices, but also in 

the form. The temple of Solomon, for example, was not alone the binding of the holy book; it 

was the holy book itself. On each one of its concentric walls, the priests could read the word 

translated and manifested to the eye, and thus they followed its transformations from sanctuary 

to sanctuary, until they seized it in its last tabernacle, under its most concrete form, which still 

belonged to architecture: the arch. Thus the word was enclosed in an edifice, but its image was 

upon its envelope, like the human form on the coffin of a mummy. 

And not only the form of edifices, but the sites selected for them, revealed the thought which 

they represented, according as the symbol to be expressed was graceful or grave. Greece 

crowned her mountains with a temple harmonious to the eye; India disembowelled hers, to chisel 

therein those monstrous subterranean pagodas, borne up by gigantic rows of granite elephants. 

Thus, during the first six thousand years of the world, from the most immemorial pagoda of 

Hindustan, to the cathedral of Cologne, architecture was the great handwriting of the human 

race. And this is so true, that not only every religious symbol, but every human thought, has its 

page and its monument in that immense book. 

All civilization begins in theocracy and ends in democracy. This law of liberty following unity 

is written in architecture. For, let us insist upon this point, masonry must not be thought to be 

powerful only in erecting the temple and in expressing the myth and sacerdotal symbolism; in 

inscribing in hieroglyphs upon its pages of stone the mysterious tables of the law. If it were 

thus,—as there comes in all human society a moment when the sacred symbol is worn out and 

becomes obliterated under freedom of thought, when man escapes from the priest, when the 

excrescence of philosophies and systems devour the face of religion,—architecture could not 

reproduce this new state of human thought; its leaves, so crowded on the face, would be empty 

on the back; its work would be mutilated; its book would be incomplete. But no. 

Let us take as an example the Middle Ages, where we see more clearly because it is nearer to 

us. During its first period, while theocracy is organizing Europe, while the Vatican is rallying 

and reclassing about itself the elements of a Rome made from the Rome which lies in ruins 

around the Capitol, while Christianity is seeking all the stages of society amid the rubbish of 

anterior civilization, and rebuilding with its ruins a new hierarchic universe, the keystone to 

whose vault is the priest—one first hears a dull echo from that chaos, and then, little by little, one 

sees, arising from beneath the breath of Christianity, from beneath the hand of the barbarians, 

from the fragments of the dead Greek and Roman architectures, that mysterious Romanesque 

architecture, sister of the theocratic masonry of Egypt and of India, inalterable emblem of pure 



catholicism, unchangeable hieroglyph of the papal unity. All the thought of that day is written, in 

fact, in this sombre, Romanesque style. One feels everywhere in it authority, unity, the 

impenetrable, the absolute, Gregory VII.; always the priest, never the man; everywhere caste, 

never the people. 

But the Crusades arrive. They are a great popular movement, and every great popular 

movement, whatever may be its cause and object, always sets free the spirit of liberty from its 

final precipitate. New things spring into life every day. Here opens the stormy period of the 

Jacqueries, Pragueries, and Leagues. Authority wavers, unity is divided. Feudalism demands to 

share with theocracy, while awaiting the inevitable arrival of the people, who will assume the 

part of the lion: Quia nominor leo. Seignory pierces through sacerdotalism; the commonality, 

through seignory. The face of Europe is changed. Well! the face of architecture is changed also. 

Like civilization, it has turned a page, and the new spirit of the time finds her ready to write at its 

dictation. It returns from the crusades with the pointed arch, like the nations with liberty. 

Then, while Rome is undergoing gradual dismemberment, Romanesque architecture dies. The 

hieroglyph deserts the cathedral, and betakes itself to blazoning the donjon keep, in order to lend 

prestige to feudalism. The cathedral itself, that edifice formerly so dogmatic, invaded henceforth 

by the bourgeoisie, by the community, by liberty, escapes the priest and falls into the power of 

the artist. The artist builds it after his own fashion. Farewell to mystery, myth, law. Fancy and 

caprice, welcome. Provided the priest has his basilica and his altar, he has nothing to say. The 

four walls belong to the artist. The architectural book belongs no longer to the priest, to religion, 

to Rome; it is the property of poetry, of imagination, of the people. Hence the rapid and 

innumerable transformations of that architecture which owns but three centuries, so striking after 

the stagnant immobility of the Romanesque architecture, which owns six or seven. Nevertheless, 

art marches on with giant strides. Popular genius amid originality accomplish the task which the 

bishops formerly fulfilled. Each race writes its line upon the book, as it passes; it erases the 

ancient Romanesque hieroglyphs on the frontispieces of cathedrals, and at the most one only sees 

dogma cropping out here and there, beneath the new symbol which it has deposited. The popular 

drapery hardly permits the religious skeleton to be suspected. One cannot even form an idea of 

the liberties which the architects then take, even toward the Church. There are capitals knitted of 

nuns and monks, shamelessly coupled, as on the hall of chimney pieces in the Palais de Justice, 

in Paris. There is Noah’s adventure carved to the last detail, as under the great portal of Bourges. 

There is a bacchanalian monk, with ass’s ears and glass in hand, laughing in the face of a whole 

community, as on the lavatory of the Abbey of Bocherville. There exists at that epoch, for 

thought written in stone, a privilege exactly comparable to our present liberty of the press. It is 

the liberty of architecture. 

This liberty goes very far. Sometimes a portal, a façade, an entire church, presents a 

symbolical sense absolutely foreign to worship, or even hostile to the Church. In the thirteenth 

century, Guillaume de Paris, and Nicholas Flamel, in the fifteenth, wrote such seditious pages. 

Saint-Jacques de la Boucherie was a whole church of the opposition. 

Thought was then free only in this manner; hence it never wrote itself out completely except 

on the books called edifices. Thought, under the form of edifice, could have beheld itself burned 

in the public square by the hands of the executioner, in its manuscript form, if it had been 

sufficiently imprudent to risk itself thus; thought, as the door of a church, would have been a 

spectator of the punishment of thought as a book. Having thus only this resource, masonry, in 

order to make its way to the light, flung itself upon it from all quarters. Hence the immense 

quantity of cathedrals which have covered Europe—a number so prodigious that one can hardly 



believe it even after having verified it. All the material forces, all the intellectual forces of 

society converged towards the same point: architecture. In this manner, under the pretext of 

building churches to God, art was developed in its magnificent proportions. 

Then whoever was born a poet became an architect. Genius, scattered in the masses, repressed 

in every quarter under feudalism as under a testudo of brazen bucklers, finding no issue except in 

the direction of architecture,—gushed forth through that art, and its Iliads assumed the form of 

cathedrals. All other arts obeyed, and placed themselves under the discipline of architecture. 

They were the workmen of the great work. The architect, the poet, the master, summed up in his 

person the sculpture which carved his façades, painting which illuminated his windows, music 

which set his bells to pealing, and breathed into his organs. There was nothing down to poor 

poetry,—properly speaking, that which persisted in vegetating in manuscripts,—which was not 

forced, in order to make something of itself, to come and frame itself in the edifice in the shape 

of a hymn or of prose; the same part, after all, which the tragedies of Æschylus had played in the 

sacerdotal festivals of Greece; Genesis, in the temple of Solomon. 

Thus, down to the time of Gutenberg, architecture is the principal writing, the universal 

writing. In that granite book, begun by the Orient, continued by Greek and Roman antiquity, the 

Middle Ages wrote the last page. Moreover, this phenomenon of an architecture of the people 

following an architecture of caste, which we have just been observing in the Middle Ages, is 

reproduced with every analogous movement in the human intelligence at the other great epochs 

of history. Thus, in order to enunciate here only summarily, a law which it would require 

volumes to develop: in the high Orient, the cradle of primitive times, after Hindoo architecture 

came Phœnician architecture, that opulent mother of Arabian architecture; in antiquity, after 

Egyptian architecture, of which Etruscan style and cyclopean monuments are but one variety, 

came Greek architecture (of which the Roman style is only a continuation), surcharged with the 

Carthaginian dome; in modern times, after Romanesque architecture came Gothic architecture. 

And by separating there three series into their component parts, we shall find in the three eldest 

sisters, Hindoo architecture, Egyptian architecture, Romanesque architecture, the same symbol; 

that is to say, theocracy, caste, unity, dogma, myth, God: and for the three younger sisters, 

Phœnician architecture, Greek architecture, Gothic architecture, whatever, nevertheless, may be 

the diversity of form inherent in their nature, the same signification also; that is to say, liberty, 

the people, man. 

In the Hindu, Egyptian, or Romanesque architecture, one feels the priest, nothing but the 

priest, whether he calls himself Brahmin, Magian, or Pope. It is not the same in the architectures 

of the people. They are richer and less sacred. In the Phœnician, one feels the merchant; in the 

Greek, the republican; in the Gothic, the citizen. 

The general characteristics of all theocratic architecture are immutability, horror of progress, 

the preservation of traditional lines, the consecration of the primitive types, the constant bending 

of all the forms of men and of nature to the incomprehensible caprices of the symbol. These are 

dark books, which the initiated alone understand how to decipher. Moreover, every form, every 

deformity even, has there a sense which renders it inviolable. Do not ask of Hindoo, Egyptian, 

Romanesque masonry to reform their design, or to improve their statuary. Every attempt at 

perfecting is an impiety to them. In these architectures it seems as though the rigidity of the 

dogma had spread over the stone like a sort of second petrifaction. The general characteristics of 

popular masonry, on the contrary, are progress, originality, opulence, perpetual movement. They 

are already sufficiently detached from religion to think of their beauty, to take care of it, to 

correct without relaxation their parure of statues or arabesques. They are of the age. They have 



something human, which they mingle incessantly with the divine symbol under which they still 

produce. Hence, edifices comprehensible to every soul, to every intelligence, to every 

imagination, symbolical still, but as easy to understand as nature. Between theocratic architecture 

and this there is the difference that lies between a sacred language and a vulgar language, 

between hieroglyphics and art, between Solomon and Phidias. 

If the reader will sum up what we have hitherto briefly, very briefly, indicated, neglecting a 

thousand proofs and also a thousand objections of detail, he will be led to this: that architecture 

was, down to the fifteenth century, the chief register of humanity; that in that interval not a 

thought which is in any degree complicated made its appearance in the world, which has not 

been worked into an edifice; that every popular idea, and every religious law, has had its 

monumental records; that the human race has, in short, had no important thought which it has not 

written in stone. And why? Because every thought, either philosophical or religious, is interested 

in perpetuating itself; because the idea which has moved one generation wishes to move others 

also, and leave a trace. Now, what a precarious immortality is that of the manuscript! How much 

more solid, durable, unyielding, is a book of stone! In order to destroy the written word, a torch 

and a Turk are sufficient. To demolish the constructed word, a social revolution, a terrestrial 

revolution are required. The barbarians passed over the Coliseum; the deluge, perhaps, passed 

over the Pyramids. 

In the fifteenth century everything changes. 

Human thought discovers a mode of perpetuating itself, not only more durable and more 

resisting than architecture, but still more simple and easy. Architecture is dethroned. Gutenberg’s 

letters of lead are about to supersede Orpheus’s letters of stone. 

The book is about to kill the edifice. 

The invention of printing is the greatest event in history. It is the mother of revolution. It is the 

mode of expression of humanity which is totally renewed; it is human thought stripping off one 

form and donning another; it is the complete and definitive change of skin of that symbolical 

serpent which since the days of Adam has represented intelligence. 

In its printed form, thought is more imperishable than ever; it is volatile, irresistible, 

indestructible. It is mingled with the air. In the days of architecture it made a mountain of itself, 

and took powerful possession of a century and a place. Now it converts itself into a flock of 

birds, scatters itself to the four winds, and occupies all points of air and space at once. 

We repeat, who does not perceive that in this form it is far more indelible? It was solid, it has 

become alive. It passes from duration in time to immortality. One can demolish a mass; how can 

one extirpate ubiquity? If a flood comes, the mountains will have long disappeared beneath the 

waves, while the birds will still be flying about; and if a single ark floats on the surface of the 

cataclysm, they will alight upon it, will float with it, will be present with it at the ebbing of the 

waters; and the new world which emerges from this chaos will behold, on its awakening, the 

thought of the world which has been submerged soaring above it, winged and living. 

And when one observes that this mode of expression is not only the most conservative, but 

also the most simple, the most convenient, the most practicable for all; when one reflects that it 

does not drag after it bulky baggage, and does not set in motion a heavy apparatus; when one 

compares thought forced, in order to transform itself into an edifice, to put in motion four or five 

other arts and tons of gold, a whole mountain of stones, a whole forest of timber-work, a whole 

nation of workmen; when one compares it to the thought which becomes a book, and for which a 

little paper, a little ink, and a pen suffice,—how can one be surprised that human intelligence 



should have quitted architecture for printing? Cut the primitive bed of a river abruptly with a 

canal hollowed out below its level, and the river will desert its bed. 

Behold how, beginning with the discovery of printing, architecture withers away little by little, 

becomes lifeless and bare. How one feels the water sinking, the sap departing, the thought of the 

times and of the people withdrawing from it! The chill is almost imperceptible in the fifteenth 

century; the press is, as yet, too weak, and, at the most, draws from powerful architecture a 

superabundance of life. But practically beginning with the sixteenth century, the malady of 

architecture is visible; it is no longer the expression of society; it becomes classic art in a 

miserable manner; from being Gallic, European, indigenous, it becomes Greek and Roman; from 

being true and modern, it becomes pseudo-classic. It is this decadence which is called the 

Renaissance. A magnificent decadence, however, for the ancient Gothic genius, that sun which 

sets behind the gigantic press of Mayence, still penetrates for a while longer with its rays that 

whole hybrid pile of Latin arcades and Corinthian columns. 

It is that setting sun which we mistake for the dawn. 

Nevertheless, from the moment when architecture is no longer anything but an art like any 

other; as soon as it is no longer the total art, the sovereign art, the tyrant art,—it has no longer the 

power to retain the other arts. So they emancipate themselves, break the yoke of the architect, 

and take themselves off, each one in its own direction. Each one of them gains by this divorce. 

Isolation aggrandizes everything. Sculpture becomes statuary, the image trade becomes painting, 

the canon becomes music. One would pronounce it an empire dismembered at the death of its 

Alexander, and whose provinces become kingdoms. 

Hence Raphael, Michael Angelo, Jean Goujon, Palestrina, those splendors of the dazzling 

sixteenth century. 

Thought emancipates itself in all directions at the same time as the arts. The arch-heretics of 

the Middle Ages had already made large incisions into Catholicism. The sixteenth century breaks 

religious unity. Before the invention of printing, reform would have been merely a schism; 

printing converted it into a revolution. Take away the press; heresy is enervated. Whether it be 

Providence or Fate, Gutenburg is the precursor of Luther. 

Nevertheless, when the sun of the Middle Ages is completely set, when the Gothic genius is 

forever extinct upon the horizon, architecture grows dim, loses its color, becomes more and more 

effaced. The printed book, the gnawing worm of the edifice, sucks and devours it. It becomes 

bare, denuded of its foliage, and grows visibly emaciated. It is petty, it is poor, it is nothing. It no 

longer expresses anything, not even the memory of the art of another time. Reduced to itself, 

abandoned by the other arts, because human thought is abandoning it, it summons bunglers in 

place of artists. Glass replaces the painted windows. The stone-cutter succeeds the sculptor. 

Farewell all sap, all originality, all life, all intelligence. It drags along, a lamentable workshop 

mendicant, from copy to copy. Michael Angelo, who, no doubt, felt even in the sixteenth century 

that it was dying, had a last idea, an idea of despair. That Titan of art piled the Pantheon on the 

Parthenon, and made Saint-Peter’s at Rome. A great work, which deserved to remain unique, the 

last originality of architecture, the signature of a giant artist at the bottom of the colossal register 

of stone which was closed forever. With Michael Angelo dead, what does this miserable 

architecture, which survived itself in the state of a spectre, do? It takes Saint-Peter in Rome, 

copies it and parodies it. It is a mania. It is a pity. Each century has its Saint-Peter’s of Rome; in 

the seventeenth century, the Val-de-Grâce; in the eighteenth, Sainte-Geneviève. Each country 

has its Saint-Peter’s of Rome. London has one; Petersburg has another; Paris has two or three. 



The insignificant testament, the last dotage of a decrepit grand art falling back into infancy 

before it dies. 

If, in place of the characteristic monuments which we have just described, we examine the 

general aspect of art from the sixteenth to the eighteenth century, we notice the same phenomena 

of decay and phthisis. Beginning with François II., the architectural form of the edifice effaces 

itself more and more, and allows the geometrical form, like the bony structure of an emaciated 

invalid, to become prominent. The fine lines of art give way to the cold and inexorable lines of 

geometry. An edifice is no longer an edifice; it is a polyhedron. Meanwhile, architecture is 

tormented in her struggles to conceal this nudity. Look at the Greek pediment inscribed upon the 

Roman pediment, and vice versâ. It is still the Pantheon on the Parthenon: Saint-Peter’s of Rome. 

Here are the brick houses of Henri IV., with their stone corners; the Place Royale, the Place 

Dauphine. Here are the churches of Louis XIII., heavy, squat, thickset, crowded together, loaded 

with a dome like a hump. Here is the Mazarin architecture, the wretched Italian pasticcio of the 

Four Nations. Here are the palaces of Louis XIV., long barracks for courtiers, stiff, cold, 

tiresome. Here, finally, is Louis XV., with chiccory leaves and vermicelli, and all the warts, and 

all the fungi, which disfigure that decrepit, toothless, and coquettish old architecture. From 

François II. to Louis XV., the evil has increased in geometrical progression. Art has no longer 

anything but skin upon its bones. It is miserably perishing. 

Meanwhile what becomes of printing? All the life which is leaving architecture comes to it. In 

proportion as architecture ebbs, printing swells and grows. That capital of forces which human 

thought had been expending in edifices, it henceforth expends in books. Thus, from the sixteenth 

century onward, the press, raised to the level of decaying architecture, contends with it and kills 

it. In the seventeenth century it is already sufficiently the sovereign, sufficiently triumphant, 

sufficiently established in its victory, to give to the world the feast of a great literary century. In 

the eighteenth, having reposed for a long time at the Court of Louis XIV., it seizes again the old 

sword of Luther, puts it into the hand of Voltaire, and rushes impetuously to the attack of that 

ancient Europe, whose architectural expression it has already killed. At the moment when the 

eighteenth century comes to an end, it has destroyed everything. In the nineteenth, it begins to 

reconstruct. 

Now, we ask, which of the three arts has really represented human thought for the last three 

centuries? which translates it? which expresses not only its literary and scholastic vagaries, but 

its vast, profound, universal movement? which constantly superposes itself, without a break, 

without a gap, upon the human race, which walks a monster with a thousand legs?—Architecture 

or printing? 

It is printing. Let the reader make no mistake; architecture is dead; irretrievably slain by the 

printed book,—slain because it endures for a shorter time,—slain because it costs more. Every 

cathedral represents millions. Let the reader now imagine what an investment of funds it would 

require to rewrite the architectural book; to cause thousands of edifices to swarm once more 

upon the soil; to return to those epochs when the throng of monuments was such, according to 

the statement of an eye witness, “that one would have said that the world in shaking itself, had 

cast off its old garments in order to cover itself with a white vesture of churches.” Erat enim ut si 

mundus, ipse excutiendo semet, rejecta vetustate, candidam ecclesiarum vestem indueret. 

(GLABER RADOLPHUS.) 

A book is so soon made, costs so little, and can go so far! How can it surprise us that all 

human thought flows in this channel? This does not mean that architecture will not still have a 



fine monument, an isolated masterpiece, here and there. We may still have from time to time, 

under the reign of printing, a column made I suppose, by a whole army from melted cannon, as 

we had under the reign of architecture, Iliads and Romanceros, Mahabâhrata, and Nibelungen 

Lieds, made by a whole people, with rhapsodies piled up and melted together. The great accident 

of an architect of genius may happen in the twentieth century, like that of Dante in the thirteenth. 

But architecture will no longer be the social art, the collective art, the dominating art. The grand 

poem, the grand edifice, the grand work of humanity will no longer be built: it will be printed. 

And henceforth, if architecture should arise again accidentally, it will no longer be mistress. It 

will be subservient to the law of literature, which formerly received the law from it. The 

respective positions of the two arts will be inverted. It is certain that in architectural epochs, the 

poems, rare it is true, resemble the monuments. In India, Vyasa is branching, strange, 

impenetrable as a pagoda. In Egyptian Orient, poetry has like the edifices, grandeur and 

tranquillity of line; in antique Greece, beauty, serenity, calm; in Christian Europe, the Catholic 

majesty, the popular naïvete, the rich and luxuriant vegetation of an epoch of renewal. The Bible 

resembles the Pyramids; the Iliad, the Parthenon; Homer, Phidias. Dante in the thirteenth century 

is the last Romanesque church; Shakespeare in the sixteenth, the last Gothic cathedral. 

Thus, to sum up what we have hitherto said, in a fashion which is necessarily incomplete and 

mutilated, the human race has two books, two registers, two testaments: masonry and printing; 

the Bible of stone and the Bible of paper. No doubt, when one contemplates these two Bibles, 

laid so broadly open in the centuries, it is permissible to regret the visible majesty of the writing 

of granite, those gigantic alphabets formulated in colonnades, in pylons, in obelisks, those sorts 

of human mountains which cover the world and the past, from the pyramid to the bell tower, 

from Cheops to Strasbourg. The past must be reread upon these pages of marble. This book, 

written by architecture, must be admired and perused incessantly; but the grandeur of the edifice 

which printing erects in its turn must not be denied. 

That edifice is colossal. Some compiler of statistics has calculated, that if all the volumes 

which have issued from the press since Gutenberg’s day were to be piled one upon another, they 

would fill the space between the earth and the moon; but it is not that sort of grandeur of which 

we wished to speak. Nevertheless, when one tries to collect in one’s mind a comprehensive 

image of the total products of printing down to our own days, does not that total appear to us like 

an immense construction, resting upon the entire world, at which humanity toils without 

relaxation, and whose monstrous crest is lost in the profound mists of the future? It is the anthill 

of intelligence. It is the hive whither come all imaginations, those golden bees, with their honey. 

The edifice has a thousand stories. Here and there one beholds on its staircases the gloomy 

caverns of science which pierce its interior. Everywhere upon its surface, art causes its 

arabesques, rosettes, and laces to thrive luxuriantly before the eyes. There, every individual 

work, however capricious and isolated it may seem, has its place and its projection. Harmony 

results from the whole. From the cathedral of Shakespeare to the mosque of Byron, a thousand 

tiny bell towers are piled pell-mell above this metropolis of universal thought. At its base are 

written some ancient titles of humanity which architecture had not registered. To the left of the 

entrance has been fixed the ancient bas-relief, in white marble, of Homer; to the right, the 

polyglot Bible rears its seven heads. The hydra of the Romancero and some other hybrid forms, 

the Vedas and the Nibelungen bristle further on. 

Nevertheless, the prodigious edifice still remains incomplete. The press, that giant machine, 

which incessantly pumps all the intellectual sap of society, belches forth without pause fresh 



materials for its work. The whole human race is on the scaffoldings. Each mind is a mason. The 

humblest fills his hole, or places his stone. Rétif de La Bretonne brings his hod of plaster. Every 

day a new course rises. Independently of the original and individual contribution of each writer, 

there are collective contingents. The eighteenth century gives the Encyclopedia, the revolution 

gives the Moniteur. Assuredly, it is a construction which increases and piles up in endless 

spirals; there also are confusion of tongues, incessant activity, indefatigable labor, eager 

competition of all humanity, refuge promised to intelligence, a new Flood against an overflow of 

barbarians. It is the second tower of Babel of the human race. 

  



BOOK SIXTH. 

CHAPTER I. AN IMPARTIAL GLANCE AT THE ANCIENT MAGISTRACY. 

A very happy personage in the year of grace 1482, was the noble gentleman Robert 

d’Estouteville, chevalier, Sieur de Beyne, Baron d’Ivry and Saint Andry en la Marche, 

counsellor and chamberlain to the king, and guard of the provostship of Paris. It was already 

nearly seventeen years since he had received from the king, on November 7, 1465, the comet 

year,[27 ]  that fine charge of the provostship of Paris, which was reputed rather a seigneury than 

an office. Dignitas, says Joannes Lœmnœus, quæ cum non exigua potestate politiam 

concernente, atque prærogativis multis et juribus conjuncta est. A marvellous thing in ’82 was a 

gentleman bearing the king’s commission, and whose letters of institution ran back to the epoch 

of the marriage of the natural daughter of Louis XI. with Monsieur the Bastard of Bourbon. 

The same day on which Robert d’Estouteville took the place of Jacques de Villiers in the 

provostship of Paris, Master Jehan Dauvet replaced Messire Helye de Thorrettes in the first 

presidency of the Court of Parliament, Jehan Jouvenel des Ursins supplanted Pierre de 

Morvilliers in the office of chancellor of France, Regnault des Dormans ousted Pierre Puy from 

the charge of master of requests in ordinary of the king’s household. Now, upon how many heads 

had the presidency, the chancellorship, the mastership passed since Robert d’Estouteville had 

held the provostship of Paris. It had been “granted to him for safekeeping,” as the letters patent 

said; and certainly he kept it well. He had clung to it, he had incorporated himself with it, he had 

so identified himself with it that he had escaped that fury for change which possessed Louis XI., 

a tormenting and industrious king, whose policy it was to maintain the elasticity of his power by 

frequent appointments and revocations. More than this; the brave chevalier had obtained the 

reversion of the office for his son, and for two years already, the name of the noble man Jacques 

d’Estouteville, equerry, had figured beside his at the head of the register of the salary list of the 

provostship of Paris. A rare and notable favor indeed! It is true that Robert d’Estouteville was a 

good soldier, that he had loyally raised his pennon against “the league of public good,” and that 

he had presented to the queen a very marvellous stag in confectionery on the day of her entrance 

to Paris in 14.... Moreover, he possessed the good friendship of Messire Tristan l’Hermite, 

provost of the marshals of the king’s household. Hence a very sweet and pleasant existence was 

that of Messire Robert. In the first place, very good wages, to which were attached, and from 

which hung, like extra bunches of grapes on his vine, the revenues of the civil and criminal 

registries of the provostship, plus the civil and criminal revenues of the tribunals of Embas of the 

Châtelet, without reckoning some little toll from the bridges of Mantes and of Corbeil, and the 

profits on the craft of Shagreen-makers of Paris, on the corders of firewood and the measurers of 

salt. Add to this the pleasure of displaying himself in rides about the city, and of making his fine 

military costume, which you may still admire sculptured on his tomb in the abbey of Valmont in 

Normandy, and his morion, all embossed at Montlhéry, stand out a contrast against the parti-

colored red and tawny robes of the aldermen and police. And then, was it nothing to wield 

absolute supremacy over the sergeants of the police, the porter and watch of the Châtelet, the two 

auditors of the Châtelet, auditores castelleti, the sixteen commissioners of the sixteen quarters, 

the jailer of the Châtelet, the four enfeoffed sergeants, the hundred and twenty mounted 

sergeants, with maces, the chevalier of the watch with his watch, his sub-watch, his counter-

watch and his rear-watch? Was it nothing to exercise high and low justice, the right to 

interrogate, to hang and to draw, without reckoning petty jurisdiction in the first resort (in prima 



instantia, as the charters say), on that viscomty of Paris, so nobly appanaged with seven noble 

bailiwicks? Can anything sweeter be imagined than rendering judgments and decisions, as 

Messire Robert d’Estouteville daily did in the Grand Châtelet, under the large and flattened 

arches of Philip Augustus? and going, as he was wont to do every evening, to that charming 

house situated in the Rue Galilée, in the enclosure of the royal palace, which he held in right of 

his wife, Madame Ambroise de Loré, to repose after the fatigue of having sent some poor wretch 

to pass the night in “that little cell of the Rue de Escorcherie, which the provosts and aldermen of 

Paris used to make their prison; the same being eleven feet long, seven feet and four inches wide, 

and eleven feet high?”[28 ]  

And not only had Messire Robert d’Estouteville his special court as provost and vicomte of 

Paris; but in addition he had a share, both for eye and tooth, in the grand court of the king. There 

was no head in the least elevated which had not passed through his hands before it came to the 

headsman. It was he who went to seek M. de Nemours at the Bastille Saint Antoine, in order to 

conduct him to the Halles; and to conduct to the Grève M. de Saint-Pol, who clamored and 

resisted, to the great joy of the provost, who did not love monsieur the constable. 

Here, assuredly, is more than sufficient to render a life happy and illustrious, and to deserve 

some day a notable page in that interesting history of the provosts of Paris, where one learns that 

Oudard de Villeneuve had a house in the Rue des Boucheries, that Guillaume de Hangest 

purchased the great and the little Savoy, that Guillaume Thiboust gave the nuns of Sainte-

Geneviève his houses in the Rue Clopin, that Hugues Aubriot lived in the Hôtel du Porc-Épic, 

and other domestic facts. 

Nevertheless, with so many reasons for taking life patiently and joyously, Messire Robert 

d’Estouteville woke up on the morning of the seventh of January, 1482, in a very surly and 

peevish mood. Whence came this ill temper? He could not have told himself. Was it because the 

sky was gray? or was the buckle of his old belt of Montlhéry badly fastened, so that it confined 

his provostal portliness too closely? had he beheld ribald fellows, marching in bands of four, 

beneath his window, and setting him at defiance, in doublets but no shirts, hats without crowns, 

with wallet and bottle at their side? Was it a vague presentiment of the three hundred and seventy 

livres, sixteen sous, eight farthings, which the future King Charles VII. was to cut off from the 

provostship in the following year? The reader can take his choice; we, for our part, are much 

inclined to believe that he was in a bad humor, simply because he was in a bad humor. 

Moreover, it was the day after a festival, a tiresome day for every one, and above all for the 

magistrate who is charged with sweeping away all the filth, properly and figuratively speaking, 

which a festival day produces in Paris. And then he had to hold a sitting at the Grand Châtelet. 

Now, we have noticed that judges in general so arrange matters that their day of audience shall 

also be their day of bad humor, so that they may always have some one upon whom to vent it 

conveniently, in the name of the king, law, and justice. 

However, the audience had begun without him. His lieutenants, civil, criminal, and private, 

were doing his work, according to usage; and from eight o’clock in the morning, some scores 

of bourgeois and bourgeoises, heaped and crowded into an obscure corner of the audience 

chamber of Embas du Châtelet, between a stout oaken barrier and the wall, had been gazing 

blissfully at the varied and cheerful spectacle of civil and criminal justice dispensed by Master 

Florian Barbedienne, auditor of the Châtelet, lieutenant of monsieur the provost, in a somewhat 

confused and utterly haphazard manner. 



The hall was small, low, vaulted. A table studded with fleurs-de-lis stood at one end, with a 

large arm-chair of carved oak, which belonged to the provost and was empty, and a stool on the 

left for the auditor, Master Florian. Below sat the clerk of the court, scribbling; opposite was the 

populace; and in front of the door, and in front of the table were many sergeants of the 

provostship in sleeveless jackets of violet camlet, with white crosses. Two sergeants of the 

Parloir-aux-Bourgeois, clothed in their jackets of Toussaint, half red, half blue, were posted as 

sentinels before a low, closed door, which was visible at the extremity of the hall, behind the 

table. A single pointed window, narrowly encased in the thick wall, illuminated with a pale ray 

of January sun two grotesque figures,—the capricious demon of stone carved as a tail-piece in 

the keystone of the vaulted ceiling, and the judge seated at the end of the hall on the fleurs-de-lis. 

Imagine, in fact, at the provost’s table, leaning upon his elbows between two bundles of 

documents of cases, with his foot on the train of his robe of plain brown cloth, his face buried in 

his hood of white lamb’s skin, of which his brows seemed to be of a piece, red, crabbed, 

winking, bearing majestically the load of fat on his cheeks which met under his chin, Master 

Florian Barbedienne, auditor of the Châtelet. 

Now, the auditor was deaf. A slight defect in an auditor. Master Florian delivered judgment, 

none the less, without appeal and very suitably. It is certainly quite sufficient for a judge to have 

the air of listening; and the venerable auditor fulfilled this condition, the sole one in justice, all 

the better because his attention could not be distracted by any noise. 

Moreover, he had in the audience, a pitiless censor of his deeds and gestures, in the person of 

our friend Jehan Frollo du Moulin, that little student of yesterday, that “stroller,” whom one was 

sure of encountering all over Paris, anywhere except before the rostrums of the professors. 

“Stay,” he said in a low tone to his companion, Robin Poussepain, who was grinning at his 

side, while he was making his comments on the scenes which were being unfolded before his 

eyes, “yonder is Jehanneton du Buisson. The beautiful daughter of the lazy dog at the Marché-

Neuf!—Upon my soul, he is condemning her, the old rascal! he has no more eyes than ears. 

Fifteen sous, four farthings, parisian, for having worn two rosaries! ’Tis somewhat dear. Lex duri 

carminis. Who’s that? Robin Chief-de-Ville, hauberkmaker. For having been passed and 

received master of the said trade! That’s his entrance money. He! two gentlemen among these 

knaves! Aiglet de Soins, Hutin de Mailly Two equerries, Corpus Christi! Ah! they have been 

playing at dice. When shall I see our rector here? A hundred livres parisian, fine to the king! That 

Barbedienne strikes like a deaf man,—as he is! I’ll be my brother the archdeacon, if that keeps 

me from gaming; gaming by day, gaming by night, living at play, dying at play, and gaming 

away my soul after my shirt. Holy Virgin, what damsels! One after the other my lambs. 

Ambroise Lécuyère, Isabeau la Paynette, Bérarde Gironin! I know them all, by Heavens! A fine! 

a fine! That’s what will teach you to wear gilded girdles! ten sous parisis! you coquettes! Oh! the 

old snout of a judge! deaf and imbecile! Oh! Florian the dolt! Oh! Barbedienne the blockhead! 

There he is at the table! He’s eating the plaintiff, he’s eating the suits, he eats, he chews, he 

crams, he fills himself. Fines, lost goods, taxes, expenses, loyal charges, salaries, damages, and 

interests, gehenna, prison, and jail, and fetters with expenses are Christmas spice cake and 

marchpanes of Saint-John to him! Look at him, the pig!—Come! Good! Another amorous 

woman! Thibaud-la-Thibaude, neither more nor less! For having come from the Rue Glatigny! 

What fellow is this? Gieffroy Mabonne, gendarme bearing the crossbow. He has cursed the name 

of the Father. A fine for la Thibaude! A fine for Gieffroy! A fine for them both! The deaf old 

fool! he must have mixed up the two cases! Ten to one that he makes the wench pay for the oath 

and the gendarme for the amour! Attention, Robin Poussepain! What are they going to bring in? 



Here are many sergeants! By Jupiter! all the bloodhounds of the pack are there. It must be the 

great beast of the hunt—a wild boar. And ’tis one, Robin, ’tis one. And a fine one 

too! Hercle! ’tis our prince of yesterday, our Pope of the Fools, our bellringer, our one-eyed man, 

our hunchback, our grimace! ’Tis Quasimodo!” 

It was he indeed. 

It was Quasimodo, bound, encircled, roped, pinioned, and under good guard. The squad of 

policemen who surrounded him was assisted by the chevalier of the watch in person, wearing the 

arms of France embroidered on his breast, and the arms of the city on his back. There was 

nothing, however, about Quasimodo, except his deformity, which could justify the display of 

halberds and arquebuses; he was gloomy, silent, and tranquil. Only now and then did his single 

eye cast a sly and wrathful glance upon the bonds with which he was loaded. 

He cast the same glance about him, but it was so dull and sleepy that the women only pointed 

him out to each other in derision. 

Meanwhile Master Florian, the auditor, turned over attentively the document in the complaint 

entered against Quasimodo, which the clerk handed him, and, having thus glanced at it, appeared 

to reflect for a moment. Thanks to this precaution, which he always was careful to take at the 

moment when on the point of beginning an examination, he knew beforehand the names, titles, 

and misdeeds of the accused, made cut and dried responses to questions foreseen, and succeeded 

in extricating himself from all the windings of the interrogation without allowing his deafness to 

be too apparent. The written charges were to him what the dog is to the blind man. If his 

deafness did happen to betray him here and there, by some incoherent apostrophe or some 

unintelligible question, it passed for profundity with some, and for imbecility with others. In 

neither case did the honor of the magistracy sustain any injury; for it is far better that a judge 

should be reputed imbecile or profound than deaf. Hence he took great care to conceal his 

deafness from the eyes of all, and he generally succeeded so well that he had reached the point of 

deluding himself, which is, by the way, easier than is supposed. All hunchbacks walk with their 

heads held high, all stutterers harangue, all deaf people speak low. As for him, he believed, at the 

most, that his ear was a little refractory. It was the sole concession which he made on this point 

to public opinion, in his moments of frankness and examination of his conscience. 

Having, then, thoroughly ruminated Quasimodo’s affair, he threw back his head and half 

closed his eyes, for the sake of more majesty and impartiality, so that, at that moment, he was 

both deaf and blind. A double condition, without which no judge is perfect. It was in this 

magisterial attitude that he began the examination. 

“Your name?” 

Now this was a case which had not been “provided for by law,” where a deaf man should be 

obliged to question a deaf man. 

Quasimodo, whom nothing warned that a question had been addressed to him, continued to 

stare intently at the judge, and made no reply. The judge, being deaf, and being in no way 

warned of the deafness of the accused, thought that the latter had answered, as all accused do in 

general, and therefore he pursued, with his mechanical and stupid self-possession,— 

“Very well. And your age?” 

Again Quasimodo made no reply to this question. The judge supposed that it had been replied 

to, and continued,— 

“Now, your profession?” 



Still the same silence. The spectators had begun, meanwhile, to whisper together, and to 

exchange glances. 

“That will do,” went on the imperturbable auditor, when he supposed that the accused had 

finished his third reply. “You are accused before us, primo, of nocturnal disturbance; secundo, of 

a dishonorable act of violence upon the person of a foolish woman, in præjudicium meretricis; 

tertio, of rebellion and disloyalty towards the archers of the police of our lord, the king. Explain 

yourself upon all these points.—Clerk, have you written down what the prisoner has said thus 

far?” 

At this unlucky question, a burst of laughter rose from the clerk’s table caught by the 

audience, so violent, so wild, so contagious, so universal, that the two deaf men were forced to 

perceive it. Quasimodo turned round, shrugging his hump with disdain, while Master Florian, 

equally astonished, and supposing that the laughter of the spectators had been provoked by some 

irreverent reply from the accused, rendered visible to him by that shrug of the shoulders, 

apostrophized him indignantly,— 

“You have uttered a reply, knave, which deserves the halter. Do you know to whom you are 

speaking?” 

This sally was not fitted to arrest the explosion of general merriment. It struck all as so 

whimsical, and so ridiculous, that the wild laughter even attacked the sergeants of the Parloi-aux-

Bourgeois, a sort of pikemen, whose stupidity was part of their uniform. Quasimodo alone 

preserved his seriousness, for the good reason that he understood nothing of what was going on 

around him. The judge, more and more irritated, thought it his duty to continue in the same tone, 

hoping thereby to strike the accused with a terror which should react upon the audience, and 

bring it back to respect. 

“So this is as much as to say, perverse and thieving knave that you are, that you permit 

yourself to be lacking in respect towards the Auditor of the Châtelet, to the magistrate committed 

to the popular police of Paris, charged with searching out crimes, delinquencies, and evil 

conduct; with controlling all trades, and interdicting monopoly; with maintaining the pavements; 

with debarring the hucksters of chickens, poultry, and water-fowl; of superintending the 

measuring of fagots and other sorts of wood; of purging the city of mud, and the air of 

contagious maladies; in a word, with attending continually to public affairs, without wages or 

hope of salary! Do you know that I am called Florian Barbedienne, actual lieutenant to monsieur 

the provost, and, moreover, commissioner, inquisitor, controller, and examiner, with equal 

power in provostship, bailiwick, preservation, and inferior court of judicature?—” 

There is no reason why a deaf man talking to a deaf man should stop. God knows where and 

when Master Florian would have landed, when thus launched at full speed in lofty eloquence, if 

the low door at the extreme end of the room had not suddenly opened, and given entrance to the 

provost in person. At his entrance Master Florian did not stop short, but, making a half-turn on 

his heels, and aiming at the provost the harangue with which he had been withering Quasimodo a 

moment before,— 

“Monseigneur,” said he, “I demand such penalty as you shall deem fitting against the prisoner 

here present, for grave and aggravated offence against the court.” 

And he seated himself, utterly breathless, wiping away the great drops of sweat which fell 

from his brow and drenched, like tears, the parchments spread out before him. Messire Robert 

d’Estouteville frowned and made a gesture so imperious and significant to Quasimodo, that the 

deaf man in some measure understood it. 



The provost addressed him with severity, “What have you done that you have been brought 

hither, knave?” 

The poor fellow, supposing that the provost was asking his name, broke the silence which he 

habitually preserved, and replied, in a harsh and guttural voice, “Quasimodo.” 

The reply matched the question so little that the wild laugh began to circulate once more, and 

Messire Robert exclaimed, red with wrath,— 

“Are you mocking me also, you arrant knave?” 

“Bellringer of Notre-Dame,” replied Quasimodo, supposing that what was required of him was 

to explain to the judge who he was. 

“Bellringer!” interpolated the provost, who had waked up early enough to be in a sufficiently 

bad temper, as we have said, not to require to have his fury inflamed by such strange responses. 

“Bellringer! I’ll play you a chime of rods on your back through the squares of Paris! Do you 

hear, knave?” 

“If it is my age that you wish to know,” said Quasimodo, “I think that I shall be twenty at 

Saint Martin’s day.” 

This was too much; the provost could no longer restrain himself. 

“Ah! you are scoffing at the provostship, wretch! Messieurs the sergeants of the mace, you 

will take me this knave to the pillory of the Grève, you will flog him, and turn him for an hour. 

He shall pay me for it, tête Dieu! And I order that the present judgment shall be cried, with the 

assistance of four sworn trumpeters, in the seven castellanies of the viscomty of Paris.” 

The clerk set to work incontinently to draw up the account of the sentence. 

“Ventre Dieu! ’tis well adjudged!” cried the little scholar, Jehan Frollo du Moulin, from his 

corner. 

The provost turned and fixed his flashing eyes once more on Quasimodo. “I believe the knave 

said ‘Ventre Dieu!’ Clerk, add twelve deniers Parisian for the oath, and let the vestry of Saint 

Eustache have the half of it; I have a particular devotion for Saint Eustache.” 

In a few minutes the sentence was drawn up. Its tenor was simple and brief. The customs of 

the provostship and the viscomty had not yet been worked over by President Thibaut Baillet, and 

by Roger Barmne, the king’s advocate; they had not been obstructed, at that time, by that lofty 

hedge of quibbles and procedures, which the two jurisconsults planted there at the beginning of 

the sixteenth century. All was clear, expeditious, explicit. One went straight to the point then, 

and at the end of every path there was immediately visible, without thickets and without 

turnings; the wheel, the gibbet, or the pillory. One at least knew whither one was going. 

The clerk presented the sentence to the provost, who affixed his seal to it, and departed to 

pursue his round of the audience hall, in a frame of mind which seemed destined to fill all the 

jails in Paris that day. Jehan Frollo and Robin Poussepain laughed in their sleeves. Quasimodo 

gazed on the whole with an indifferent and astonished air. 

However, at the moment when Master Florian Barbedienne was reading the sentence in his 

turn, before signing it, the clerk felt himself moved with pity for the poor wretch of a prisoner, 

and, in the hope of obtaining some mitigation of the penalty, he approached as near the auditor’s 

ear as possible, and said, pointing to Quasimodo, “That man is deaf.” 

He hoped that this community of infirmity would awaken Master Florian’s interest in behalf of 

the condemned man. But, in the first place, we have already observed that Master Florian did not 



care to have his deafness noticed. In the next place, he was so hard of hearing that he did not 

catch a single word of what the clerk said to him; nevertheless, he wished to have the appearance 

of hearing, and replied, “Ah! ah! that is different; I did not know that. An hour more of the 

pillory, in that case.” 

And he signed the sentence thus modified. 

“’Tis well done,” said Robin Poussepain, who cherished a grudge against Quasimodo. “That 

will teach him to handle people roughly.” 

  



CHAPTER II. THE RAT-HOLE. 

The reader must permit us to take him back to the Place de Grève, which we quitted yesterday 

with Gringoire, in order to follow la Esmeralda. 

It is ten o’clock in the morning; everything is indicative of the day after a festival. The 

pavement is covered with rubbish; ribbons, rags, feathers from tufts of plumes, drops of wax 

from the torches, crumbs of the public feast. A goodly number of bourgeois are “sauntering,” as 

we say, here and there, turning over with their feet the extinct brands of the bonfire, going into 

raptures in front of the Pillar House, over the memory of the fine hangings of the day before, and 

to-day staring at the nails that secured them a last pleasure. The venders of cider and beer are 

rolling their barrels among the groups. Some busy passers-by come and go. The merchants 

converse and call to each other from the thresholds of their shops. The festival, the ambassadors, 

Coppenole, the Pope of the Fools, are in all mouths; they vie with each other, each trying to 

criticise it best and laugh the most. And, meanwhile, four mounted sergeants, who have just 

posted themselves at the four sides of the pillory, have already concentrated around themselves a 

goodly proportion of the populace scattered on the Place, who condemn themselves to 

immobility and fatigue in the hope of a small execution. 

If the reader, after having contemplated this lively and noisy scene which is being enacted in 

all parts of the Place, will now transfer his gaze towards that ancient demi-Gothic, demi-

Romanesque house of the Tour-Roland, which forms the corner on the quay to the west, he will 

observe, at the angle of the façade, a large public breviary, with rich illuminations, protected 

from the rain by a little penthouse, and from thieves by a small grating, which, however, permits 

of the leaves being turned. Beside this breviary is a narrow, arched window, closed by two iron 

bars in the form of a cross, and looking on the square; the only opening which admits a small 

quantity of light and air to a little cell without a door, constructed on the ground-floor, in the 

thickness of the walls of the old house, and filled with a peace all the more profound, with a 

silence all the more gloomy, because a public place, the most populous and most noisy in Paris 

swarms and shrieks around it. 

This little cell had been celebrated in Paris for nearly three centuries, ever since Madame 

Rolande de la Tour-Roland, in mourning for her father who died in the Crusades, had caused it to 

be hollowed out in the wall of her own house, in order to immure herself there forever, keeping 

of all her palace only this lodging whose door was walled up, and whose window stood open, 

winter and summer, giving all the rest to the poor and to God. The afflicted damsel had, in fact, 

waited twenty years for death in this premature tomb, praying night and day for the soul of her 

father, sleeping in ashes, without even a stone for a pillow, clothed in a black sack, and 

subsisting on the bread and water which the compassion of the passers-by led them to deposit on 

the ledge of her window, thus receiving charity after having bestowed it. At her death, at the 

moment when she was passing to the other sepulchre, she had bequeathed this one in perpetuity 

to afflicted women, mothers, widows, or maidens, who should wish to pray much for others or 

for themselves, and who should desire to inter themselves alive in a great grief or a great 

penance. The poor of her day had made her a fine funeral, with tears and benedictions; but, to 

their great regret, the pious maid had not been canonized, for lack of influence. Those among 

them who were a little inclined to impiety, had hoped that the matter might be accomplished in 

Paradise more easily than at Rome, and had frankly besought God, instead of the pope, in behalf 

of the deceased. The majority had contented themselves with holding the memory of Rolande 

sacred, and converting her rags into relics. The city, on its side, had founded in honor of the 



damoiselle, a public breviary, which had been fastened near the window of the cell, in order that 

passers-by might halt there from time to time, were it only to pray; that prayer might remind 

them of alms, and that the poor recluses, heiresses of Madame Rolande’s vault, might not die 

outright of hunger and forgetfulness. 

Moreover, this sort of tomb was not so very rare a thing in the cities of the Middle Ages. One 

often encountered in the most frequented street, in the most crowded and noisy market, in the 

very middle, under the feet of the horses, under the wheels of the carts, as it were, a cellar, a 

well, a tiny walled and grated cabin, at the bottom of which a human being prayed night and day, 

voluntarily devoted to some eternal lamentation, to some great expiation. And all the reflections 

which that strange spectacle would awaken in us to-day; that horrible cell, a sort of intermediary 

link between a house and the tomb, the cemetery and the city; that living being cut off from the 

human community, and thenceforth reckoned among the dead; that lamp consuming its last drop 

of oil in the darkness; that remnant of life flickering in the grave; that breath, that voice, that 

eternal prayer in a box of stone; that face forever turned towards the other world; that eye already 

illuminated with another sun; that ear pressed to the walls of a tomb; that soul a prisoner in that 

body; that body a prisoner in that dungeon cell, and beneath that double envelope of flesh and 

granite, the murmur of that soul in pain;—nothing of all this was perceived by the crowd. The 

piety of that age, not very subtle nor much given to reasoning, did not see so many facets in an 

act of religion. It took the thing in the block, honored, venerated, hallowed the sacrifice at need, 

but did not analyze the sufferings, and felt but moderate pity for them. It brought some pittance 

to the miserable penitent from time to time, looked through the hole to see whether he were still 

living, forgot his name, hardly knew how many years ago he had begun to die, and to the 

stranger, who questioned them about the living skeleton who was perishing in that cellar, the 

neighbors replied simply, “It is the recluse.” 

Everything was then viewed without metaphysics, without exaggeration, without magnifying 

glass, with the naked eye. The microscope had not yet been invented, either for things of matter 

or for things of the mind. 

Moreover, although people were but little surprised by it, the examples of this sort of 

cloistration in the hearts of cities were in truth frequent, as we have just said. There were in Paris 

a considerable number of these cells, for praying to God and doing penance; they were nearly all 

occupied. It is true that the clergy did not like to have them empty, since that implied 

lukewarmness in believers, and that lepers were put into them when there were no penitents on 

hand. Besides the cell on the Grève, there was one at Montfaucon, one at the Charnier des 

Innocents, another I hardly know where,—at the Clichon House, I think; others still at many 

spots where traces of them are found in traditions, in default of memorials. The University had 

also its own. On Mount Sainte-Geneviève a sort of Job of the Middle Ages, for the space of 

thirty years, chanted the seven penitential psalms on a dunghill at the bottom of a cistern, 

beginning anew when he had finished, singing loudest at night, magna voce per umbras, and to-

day, the antiquary fancies that he hears his voice as he enters the Rue du Puits-qui-parle—the 

street of the “Speaking Well.” 

To confine ourselves to the cell in the Tour-Roland, we must say that it had never lacked 

recluses. After the death of Madame Roland, it had stood vacant for a year or two, though rarely. 

Many women had come thither to mourn, until their death, for relatives, lovers, faults. Parisian 

malice, which thrusts its finger into everything, even into things which concern it the least, 

affirmed that it had beheld but few widows there. 



In accordance with the fashion of the epoch, a Latin inscription on the wall indicated to the 

learned passer-by the pious purpose of this cell. The custom was retained until the middle of the 

sixteenth century of explaining an edifice by a brief device inscribed above the door. Thus, one 

still reads in France, above the wicket of the prison in the seignorial mansion of Tourville, Sileto 

et spera; in Ireland, beneath the armorial bearings which surmount the grand door to Fortescue 

Castle, Forte scutum, salus ducum; in England, over the principal entrance to the hospitable 

mansion of the Earls Cowper: Tuum est. At that time every edifice was a thought. 

As there was no door to the walled cell of the Tour-Roland, these two words had been carved 

in large Roman capitals over the window,— 

TU, ORA. 

And this caused the people, whose good sense does not perceive so much refinement in things, 

and likes to translate Ludovico Magno by Porte Saint-Denis, to give to this dark, gloomy, damp 

cavity, the name of “The Rat-Hole.” An explanation less sublime, perhaps, than the other; but, on 

the other hand, more picturesque. 

  



CHAPTER III. HISTORY OF A LEAVENED CAKE OF MAIZE. 

At the epoch of this history, the cell in the Tour-Roland was occupied. If the reader desires to 

know by whom, he has only to lend an ear to the conversation of three worthy gossips, who, at 

the moment when we have directed his attention to the Rat-Hole, were directing their steps 

towards the same spot, coming up along the water’s edge from the Châtelet, towards the Grève. 

Two of these women were dressed like good bourgeoises of Paris. Their fine white ruffs; their 

petticoats of linsey-woolsey, striped red and blue; their white knitted stockings, with clocks 

embroidered in colors, well drawn upon their legs; the square-toed shoes of tawny leather with 

black soles, and, above all, their headgear, that sort of tinsel horn, loaded down with ribbons and 

laces, which the women of Champagne still wear, in company with the grenadiers of the imperial 

guard of Russia, announced that they belonged to that class wives which holds the middle ground 

between what the lackeys call a woman and what they term a lady. They wore neither rings nor 

gold crosses, and it was easy to see that, in their ease, this did not proceed from poverty, but 

simply from fear of being fined. Their companion was attired in very much the same manner; but 

there was that indescribable something about her dress and bearing which suggested the wife of a 

provincial notary. One could see, by the way in which her girdle rose above her hips, that she 

had not been long in Paris. Add to this a plaited tucker, knots of ribbon on her shoes—and that 

the stripes of her petticoat ran horizontally instead of vertically, and a thousand other enormities 

which shocked good taste. 

The two first walked with that step peculiar to Parisian ladies, showing Paris to women from 

the country. The provincial held by the hand a big boy, who held in his a large, flat cake. 

We regret to be obliged to add, that, owing to the rigor of the season, he was using his tongue 

as a handkerchief. 

The child was making them drag him along, non passibus æquis, as Virgil says, and stumbling 

at every moment, to the great indignation of his mother. It is true that he was looking at his cake 

more than at the pavement. Some serious motive, no doubt, prevented his biting it (the cake), for 

he contented himself with gazing tenderly at it. But the mother should have rather taken charge 

of the cake. It was cruel to make a Tantalus of the chubby-cheeked boy. 

Meanwhile, the three demoiselles (for the name of dames was then reserved for noble women) 

were all talking at once. 

“Let us make haste, Demoiselle Mahiette,” said the youngest of the three, who was also the 

largest, to the provincial, “I greatly fear that we shall arrive too late; they told us at the Châtelet 

that they were going to take him directly to the pillory.” 

“Ah, bah! what are you saying, Demoiselle Oudarde Musnier?” interposed the other 

Parisienne. “There are two hours yet to the pillory. We have time enough. Have you ever seen 

any one pilloried, my dear Mahiette?” 

“Yes,” said the provincial, “at Reims.” 

“Ah, bah! What is your pillory at Reims? A miserable cage into which only peasants are 

turned. A great affair, truly!” 

“Only peasants!” said Mahiette, “at the cloth market in Reims! We have seen very fine 

criminals there, who have killed their father and mother! Peasants! For what do you take us, 

Gervaise?” 



It is certain that the provincial was on the point of taking offence, for the honor of her pillory. 

Fortunately, that discreet damoiselle, Oudarde Musnier, turned the conversation in time. 

“By the way, Damoiselle Mahiette, what say you to our Flemish Ambassadors? Have you as 

fine ones at Reims?” 

“I admit,” replied Mahiette, “that it is only in Paris that such Flemings can be seen.” 

“Did you see among the embassy, that big ambassador who is a hosier?” asked Oudarde. 

“Yes,” said Mahiette. “He has the eye of a Saturn.” 

“And the big fellow whose face resembles a bare belly?” resumed Gervaise. “And the little 

one, with small eyes framed in red eyelids, pared down and slashed up like a thistle head?” 

“’Tis their horses that are worth seeing,” said Oudarde, “caparisoned as they are after the 

fashion of their country!” 

“Ah my dear,” interrupted provincial Mahiette, assuming in her turn an air of superiority, 

“what would you say then, if you had seen in ’61, at the consecration at Reims, eighteen years 

ago, the horses of the princes and of the king’s company? Housings and caparisons of all sorts; 

some of damask cloth, of fine cloth of gold, furred with sables; others of velvet, furred with 

ermine; others all embellished with goldsmith’s work and large bells of gold and silver! And 

what money that had cost! And what handsome boy pages rode upon them!” 

“That,” replied Oudarde dryly, “does not prevent the Flemings having very fine horses, and 

having had a superb supper yesterday with monsieur, the provost of the merchants, at the Hôtel-

de-Ville, where they were served with comfits and hippocras, and spices, and other 

singularities.” 

“What are you saying, neighbor!” exclaimed Gervaise. “It was with monsieur the cardinal, at 

the Petit Bourbon that they supped.” 

“Not at all. At the Hôtel-de-Ville. 

“Yes, indeed. At the Petit Bourbon!” 

“It was at the Hôtel-de-Ville,” retorted Oudarde sharply, “and Dr. Scourable addressed them a 

harangue in Latin, which pleased them greatly. My husband, who is sworn bookseller told me 

so.” 

“It was at the Petit Bourbon,” replied Gervaise, with no less spirit, “and this is what monsieur 

the cardinal’s procurator presented to them: twelve double quarts of hippocras, white, claret, and 

red; twenty-four boxes of double Lyons marchpane, gilded; as many torches, worth two livres a 

piece; and six demi-queues[29 ]  of Beaune wine, white and claret, the best that could be found. I 

have it from my husband, who is a cinquantenier[30 ], at the Parloir-aux Bourgeois, and who was 

this morning comparing the Flemish ambassadors with those of Prester John and the Emperor of 

Trebizond, who came from Mesopotamia to Paris, under the last king, and who wore rings in 

their ears.” 

“So true is it that they supped at the Hôtel-de-Ville,” replied Oudarde but little affected by this 

catalogue, “that such a triumph of viands and comfits has never been seen.” 

“I tell you that they were served by Le Sec, sergeant of the city, at the Hôtel du Petit-Bourbon, 

and that that is where you are mistaken.” 

“At the Hôtel-de-Ville, I tell you!” 

“At the Petit-Bourbon, my dear! and they had illuminated with magic glasses the word Hope, 

which is written on the grand portal.” 



“At the Hôtel-de-Ville! At the Hôtel-de-Ville! And Husson-le-Voir played the flute!” 

“I tell you, no!” 

“I tell you, yes!” 

“I say, no!” 

Plump and worthy Oudarde was preparing to retort, and the quarrel might, perhaps, have 

proceeded to a pulling of caps, had not Mahiette suddenly exclaimed,—“Look at those people 

assembled yonder at the end of the bridge! There is something in their midst that they are 

looking at!” 

“In sooth,” said Gervaise, “I hear the sounds of a tambourine. I believe ’tis the little 

Esmeralda, who plays her mummeries with her goat. Eh, be quick, Mahiette! redouble your pace 

and drag along your boy. You are come hither to visit the curiosities of Paris. You saw the 

Flemings yesterday; you must see the gypsy to-day.” 

“The gypsy!” said Mahiette, suddenly retracing her steps, and clasping her son’s arm forcibly. 

“God preserve me from it! She would steal my child from me! Come, Eustache!” 

And she set out on a run along the quay towards the Grève, until she had left the bridge far 

behind her. In the meanwhile, the child whom she was dragging after her fell upon his knees; she 

halted breathless. Oudarde and Gervaise rejoined her. 

“That gypsy steal your child from you!” said Gervaise. “That’s a singular freak of yours!” 

Mahiette shook her head with a pensive air. 

“The singular point is,” observed Oudarde, “that la sachette has the same idea about the 

Egyptian woman.” 

“What is la sachette?” asked Mahiette. 

“Hé!” said Oudarde, “Sister Gudule.” 

“And who is Sister Gudule?” persisted Mahiette. 

“You are certainly ignorant of all but your Reims, not to know that!” replied Oudarde. “’Tis 

the recluse of the Rat-Hole.” 

“What!” demanded Mahiette, “that poor woman to whom we are carrying this cake?” 

Oudarde nodded affirmatively. 

“Precisely. You will see her presently at her window on the Grève. She has the same opinion 

as yourself of these vagabonds of Egypt, who play the tambourine and tell fortunes to the public. 

No one knows whence comes her horror of the gypsies and Egyptians. But you, Mahiette—why 

do you run so at the mere sight of them?” 

“Oh!” said Mahiette, seizing her child’s round head in both hands, “I don’t want that to 

happen to me which happened to Paquette la Chantefleurie.” 

“Oh! you must tell us that story, my good Mahiette,” said Gervaise, taking her arm. 

“Gladly,” replied Mahiette, “but you must be ignorant of all but your Paris not to know that! I 

will tell you then (but ’tis not necessary for us to halt that I may tell you the tale), that Paquette la 

Chantefleurie was a pretty maid of eighteen when I was one myself, that is to say, eighteen years 

ago, and ’tis her own fault if she is not to-day, like me, a good, plump, fresh mother of six and 

thirty, with a husband and a son. However, after the age of fourteen, it was too late! Well, she 

was the daughter of Guybertant, minstrel of the barges at Reims, the same who had played before 

King Charles VII., at his coronation, when he descended our river Vesle from Sillery to Muison, 



when Madame the Maid of Orleans was also in the boat. The old father died when Paquette was 

still a mere child; she had then no one but her mother, the sister of M. Pradon, master-brazier and 

coppersmith in Paris, Rue Parin-Garlin, who died last year. You see she was of good family. The 

mother was a good simple woman, unfortunately, and she taught Paquette nothing but a bit of 

embroidery and toy-making which did not prevent the little one from growing very large and 

remaining very poor. They both dwelt at Reims, on the river front, Rue de Folle-Peine. Mark 

this: For I believe it was this which brought misfortune to Paquette. In ’61, the year of the 

coronation of our King Louis XI. whom God preserve! Paquette was so gay and so pretty that 

she was called everywhere by no other name than la Chantefleurie—blossoming song. Poor girl! 

She had handsome teeth, she was fond of laughing and displaying them. Now, a maid who loves 

to laugh is on the road to weeping; handsome teeth ruin handsome eyes. So she was la 

Chantefleurie. She and her mother earned a precarious living; they had been very destitute since 

the death of the minstrel; their embroidery did not bring them in more than six farthings a week, 

which does not amount to quite two eagle liards. Where were the days when Father Guybertant 

had earned twelve sous parisian, in a single coronation, with a song? One winter (it was in that 

same year of ’61), when the two women had neither fagots nor firewood, it was very cold, which 

gave la Chantefleurie such a fine color that the men called her Paquette![31 ]  and many called 

her Pâquerette![32 ]  and she was ruined.—Eustache, just let me see you bite that cake if you 

dare!—We immediately perceived that she was ruined, one Sunday when she came to church 

with a gold cross about her neck. At fourteen years of age! do you see? First it was the young 

Vicomte de Cormontreuil, who has his bell tower three leagues distant from Reims; then Messire 

Henri de Triancourt, equerry to the King; then less than that, Chiart de Beaulion, sergeant-at-

arms; then, still descending, Guery Aubergeon, carver to the King; then, Macé de Frépus, barber 

to monsieur the dauphin; then, Thévenin le Moine, King’s cook; then, the men growing 

continually younger and less noble, she fell to Guillaume Racine, minstrel of the hurdy-gurdy 

and to Thierry de Mer, lamplighter. Then, poor Chantefleurie, she belonged to every one: she 

had reached the last sou of her gold piece. What shall I say to you, my damoiselles? At the 

coronation, in the same year, ’61, ’twas she who made the bed of the king of the debauchees! In 

the same year!” 

Mahiette sighed, and wiped away a tear which trickled from her eyes. 

“This is no very extraordinary history,” said Gervaise, “and in the whole of it I see nothing of 

any Egyptian women or children.” 

“Patience!” resumed Mahiette, “you will see one child.—In ’66, ’twill be sixteen years ago 

this month, at Sainte-Paule’s day, Paquette was brought to bed of a little girl. The unhappy 

creature! it was a great joy to her; she had long wished for a child. Her mother, good woman, 

who had never known what to do except to shut her eyes, her mother was dead. Paquette had no 

longer any one to love in the world or any one to love her. La Chantefleurie had been a poor 

creature during the five years since her fall. She was alone, alone in this life, fingers were 

pointed at her, she was hooted at in the streets, beaten by the sergeants, jeered at by the little 

boys in rags. And then, twenty had arrived: and twenty is an old age for amorous women. Folly 

began to bring her in no more than her trade of embroidery in former days; for every wrinkle that 

came, a crown fled; winter became hard to her once more, wood became rare again in her 

brazier, and bread in her cupboard. She could no longer work because, in becoming voluptuous, 

she had grown lazy; and she suffered much more because, in growing lazy, she had become 

voluptuous. At least, that is the way in which monsieur the curé of Saint-Remy explains why 

these women are colder and hungrier than other poor women, when they are old.” 



“Yes,” remarked Gervaise, “but the gypsies?” 

“One moment, Gervaise!” said Oudarde, whose attention was less impatient. “What would be 

left for the end if all were in the beginning? Continue, Mahiette, I entreat you. That poor 

Chantefleurie!” 

Mahiette went on. 

“So she was very sad, very miserable, and furrowed her cheeks with tears. But in the midst of 

her shame, her folly, her debauchery, it seemed to her that she should be less wild, less shameful, 

less dissipated, if there were something or some one in the world whom she could love, and who 

could love her. It was necessary that it should be a child, because only a child could be 

sufficiently innocent for that. She had recognized this fact after having tried to love a thief, the 

only man who wanted her; but after a short time, she perceived that the thief despised her. Those 

women of love require either a lover or a child to fill their hearts. Otherwise, they are very 

unhappy. As she could not have a lover, she turned wholly towards a desire for a child, and as 

she had not ceased to be pious, she made her constant prayer to the good God for it. So the good 

God took pity on her, and gave her a little daughter. I will not speak to you of her joy; it was a 

fury of tears, and caresses, and kisses. She nursed her child herself, made swaddling-bands for it 

out of her coverlet, the only one which she had on her bed, and no longer felt either cold or 

hunger. She became beautiful once more, in consequence of it. An old maid makes a young 

mother. Gallantry claimed her once more; men came to see la Chantefleurie; she found 

customers again for her merchandise, and out of all these horrors she made baby clothes, caps 

and bibs, bodices with shoulder-straps of lace, and tiny bonnets of satin, without even thinking of 

buying herself another coverlet.—Master Eustache, I have already told you not to eat that 

cake.—It is certain that little Agnès, that was the child’s name, a baptismal name, for it was a 

long time since la Chantefleurie had had any surname—it is certain that that little one was more 

swathed in ribbons and embroideries than a dauphiness of Dauphiny! Among other things, she 

had a pair of little shoes, the like of which King Louis XI. certainly never had! Her mother had 

stitched and embroidered them herself; she had lavished on them all the delicacies of her art of 

embroideress, and all the embellishments of a robe for the good Virgin. They certainly were the 

two prettiest little pink shoes that could be seen. They were no longer than my thumb, and one 

had to see the child’s little feet come out of them, in order to believe that they had been able to 

get into them. ’Tis true that those little feet were so small, so pretty, so rosy! rosier than the satin 

of the shoes! When you have children, Oudarde, you will find that there is nothing prettier than 

those little hands and feet.” 

“I ask no better,” said Oudarde with a sigh, “but I am waiting until it shall suit the good 

pleasure of M. Andry Musnier.” 

“However, Paquette’s child had more that was pretty about it besides its feet. I saw her when 

she was only four months old; she was a love! She had eyes larger than her mouth, and the most 

charming black hair, which already curled. She would have been a magnificent brunette at the 

age of sixteen! Her mother became more crazy over her every day. She kissed her, caressed her, 

tickled her, washed her, decked her out, devoured her! She lost her head over her, she thanked 

God for her. Her pretty, little rosy feet above all were an endless source of wonderment, they 

were a delirium of joy! She was always pressing her lips to them, and she could never recover 

from her amazement at their smallness. She put them into the tiny shoes, took them out, admired 

them, marvelled at them, looked at the light through them, was curious to see them try to walk on 



her bed, and would gladly have passed her life on her knees, putting on and taking off the shoes 

from those feet, as though they had been those of an Infant Jesus.” 

“The tale is fair and good,” said Gervaise in a low tone; “but where do gypsies come into all 

that?” 

“Here,” replied Mahiette. “One day there arrived in Reims a very queer sort of people. They 

were beggars and vagabonds who were roaming over the country, led by their duke and their 

counts. They were browned by exposure to the sun, they had closely curling hair, and silver rings 

in their ears. The women were still uglier than the men. They had blacker faces, which were 

always uncovered, a miserable frock on their bodies, an old cloth woven of cords bound upon 

their shoulder, and their hair hanging like the tail of a horse. The children who scrambled 

between their legs would have frightened as many monkeys. A band of excommunicates. All 

these persons came direct from lower Egypt to Reims through Poland. The Pope had confessed 

them, it was said, and had prescribed to them as penance to roam through the world for seven 

years, without sleeping in a bed; and so they were called penancers, and smelt horribly. It 

appears that they had formerly been Saracens, which was why they believed in Jupiter, and 

claimed ten livres of Tournay from all archbishops, bishops, and mitred abbots with croziers. A 

bull from the Pope empowered them to do that. They came to Reims to tell fortunes in the name 

of the King of Algiers, and the Emperor of Germany. You can readily imagine that no more was 

needed to cause the entrance to the town to be forbidden them. Then the whole band camped 

with good grace outside the gate of Braine, on that hill where stands a mill, beside the cavities of 

the ancient chalk pits. And everybody in Reims vied with his neighbor in going to see them. 

They looked at your hand, and told you marvellous prophecies; they were equal to predicting to 

Judas that he would become Pope. Nevertheless, ugly rumors were in circulation in regard to 

them; about children stolen, purses cut, and human flesh devoured. The wise people said to the 

foolish: “Don’t go there!” and then went themselves on the sly. It was an infatuation. The fact is, 

that they said things fit to astonish a cardinal. Mothers triumphed greatly over their little ones 

after the Egyptians had read in their hands all sorts of marvels written in pagan and in Turkish. 

One had an emperor; another, a pope; another, a captain. Poor Chantefleurie was seized with 

curiosity; she wished to know about herself, and whether her pretty little Agnès would not 

become some day Empress of Armenia, or something else. So she carried her to the Egyptians; 

and the Egyptian women fell to admiring the child, and to caressing it, and to kissing it with their 

black mouths, and to marvelling over its little band, alas! to the great joy of the mother. They 

were especially enthusiastic over her pretty feet and shoes. The child was not yet a year old. She 

already lisped a little, laughed at her mother like a little mad thing, was plump and quite round, 

and possessed a thousand charming little gestures of the angels of paradise. 

“She was very much frightened by the Egyptians, and wept. But her mother kissed her more 

warmly and went away enchanted with the good fortune which the soothsayers had foretold for 

her Agnès. She was to be a beauty, virtuous, a queen. So she returned to her attic in the Rue 

Folle-Peine, very proud of bearing with her a queen. The next day she took advantage of a 

moment when the child was asleep on her bed, (for they always slept together), gently left the 

door a little way open, and ran to tell a neighbor in the Rue de la Séchesserie, that the day would 

come when her daughter Agnès would be served at table by the King of England and the 

Archduke of Ethiopia, and a hundred other marvels. On her return, hearing no cries on the 

staircase, she said to herself: ‘Good! the child is still asleep!’ She found her door wider open than 

she had left it, but she entered, poor mother, and ran to the bed.—The child was no longer there, 

the place was empty. Nothing remained of the child, but one of her pretty little shoes. She flew 



out of the room, dashed down the stairs, and began to beat her head against the wall, crying: ‘My 

child! who has my child? Who has taken my child?’ The street was deserted, the house isolated; 

no one could tell her anything about it. She went about the town, searched all the streets, ran 

hither and thither the whole day long, wild, beside herself, terrible, snuffing at doors and 

windows like a wild beast which has lost its young. She was breathless, dishevelled, frightful to 

see, and there was a fire in her eyes which dried her tears. She stopped the passers-by and cried: 

‘My daughter! my daughter! my pretty little daughter! If any one will give me back my daughter, 

I will be his servant, the servant of his dog, and he shall eat my heart if he will.’ She met M. le 

Curé of Saint-Remy, and said to him: ‘Monsieur, I will till the earth with my finger-nails, but 

give me back my child!’ It was heartrending, Oudarde; and I saw a very hard man, Master Ponce 

Lacabre, the procurator, weep. Ah! poor mother! In the evening she returned home. During her 

absence, a neighbor had seen two gypsies ascend up to it with a bundle in their arms, then 

descend again, after closing the door. After their departure, something like the cries of a child 

were heard in Paquette’s room. The mother, burst into shrieks of laughter, ascended the stairs as 

though on wings, and entered.—A frightful thing to tell, Oudarde! Instead of her pretty little 

Agnès, so rosy and so fresh, who was a gift of the good God, a sort of hideous little monster, 

lame, one-eyed, deformed, was crawling and squalling over the floor. She hid her eyes in horror. 

‘Oh!’ said she, ‘have the witches transformed my daughter into this horrible animal?’ They 

hastened to carry away the little club-foot; he would have driven her mad. It was the monstrous 

child of some gypsy woman, who had given herself to the devil. He appeared to be about four 

years old, and talked a language which was no human tongue; there were words in it which were 

impossible. La Chantefleurie flung herself upon the little shoe, all that remained to her of all that 

she loved. She remained so long motionless over it, mute, and without breath, that they thought 

she was dead. Suddenly she trembled all over, covered her relic with furious kisses, and burst out 

sobbing as though her heart were broken. I assure you that we were all weeping also. She said: 

‘Oh, my little daughter! my pretty little daughter! where art thou?’—and it wrung your very 

heart. I weep still when I think of it. Our children are the marrow of our bones, you see.—My 

poor Eustache! thou art so fair!—If you only knew how nice he is! yesterday he said to me: ‘I 

want to be a gendarme, that I do.’ Oh! my Eustache! if I were to lose thee!—All at once la 

Chantefleurie rose, and set out to run through Reims, screaming: ‘To the gypsies’ camp! to the 

gypsies’ camp! Police, to burn the witches!’ The gypsies were gone. It was pitch dark. They 

could not be followed. On the morrow, two leagues from Reims, on a heath between Gueux and 

Tilloy, the remains of a large fire were found, some ribbons which had belonged to Paquette’s 

child, drops of blood, and the dung of a ram. The night just past had been a Saturday. There was 

no longer any doubt that the Egyptians had held their Sabbath on that heath, and that they had 

devoured the child in company with Beelzebub, as the practice is among the Mahometans. When 

La Chantefleurie learned these horrible things, she did not weep, she moved her lips as though to 

speak, but could not. On the morrow, her hair was gray. On the second day, she had disappeared. 

“’Tis in truth, a frightful tale,” said Oudarde, “and one which would make even a Burgundian 

weep.” 

“I am no longer surprised,” added Gervaise, “that fear of the gypsies should spur you on so 

sharply.” 

“And you did all the better,” resumed Oudarde, “to flee with your Eustache just now, since 

these also are gypsies from Poland.” 

“No,” said Gervais, “’tis said that they come from Spain and Catalonia.” 



“Catalonia? ’tis possible,” replied Oudarde. “Pologne, Catalogne, Valogne, I always confound 

those three provinces, One thing is certain, that they are gypsies.” 

“Who certainly,” added Gervaise, “have teeth long enough to eat little children. I should not 

be surprised if la Smeralda ate a little of them also, though she pretends to be dainty. Her white 

goat knows tricks that are too malicious for there not to be some impiety underneath it all.” 

Mahiette walked on in silence. She was absorbed in that revery which is, in some sort, the 

continuation of a mournful tale, and which ends only after having communicated the emotion, 

from vibration to vibration, even to the very last fibres of the heart. Nevertheless, Gervaise 

addressed her, “And did they ever learn what became of la Chantefleurie?” Mahiette made no 

reply. Gervaise repeated her question, and shook her arm, calling her by name. Mahiette 

appeared to awaken from her thoughts. 

“What became of la Chantefleurie?” she said, repeating mechanically the words whose 

impression was still fresh in her ear; then, making an effort to recall her attention to the meaning 

of her words, “Ah!” she continued briskly, “no one ever found out.” 

She added, after a pause,— 

“Some said that she had been seen to quit Reims at nightfall by the Fléchembault gate; others, 

at daybreak, by the old Basée gate. A poor man found her gold cross hanging on the stone cross 

in the field where the fair is held. It was that ornament which had wrought her ruin, in ’61. It was 

a gift from the handsome Vicomte de Cormontreuil, her first lover. Paquette had never been 

willing to part with it, wretched as she had been. She had clung to it as to life itself. So, when we 

saw that cross abandoned, we all thought that she was dead. Nevertheless, there were people of 

the Cabaret les Vantes, who said that they had seen her pass along the road to Paris, walking on 

the pebbles with her bare feet. But, in that case, she must have gone out through the Porte de 

Vesle, and all this does not agree. Or, to speak more truly, I believe that she actually did depart 

by the Porte de Vesle, but departed from this world.” 

“I do not understand you,” said Gervaise. 

“La Vesle,” replied Mahiette, with a melancholy smile, “is the river.” 

“Poor Chantefleurie!” said Oudarde, with a shiver,—“drowned!” 

“Drowned!” resumed Mahiette, “who could have told good Father Guybertant, when he 

passed under the bridge of Tingueux with the current, singing in his barge, that one day his dear 

little Paquette would also pass beneath that bridge, but without song or boat. 

“And the little shoe?” asked Gervaise. 

“Disappeared with the mother,” replied Mahiette. 

“Poor little shoe!” said Oudarde. 

Oudarde, a big and tender woman, would have been well pleased to sigh in company with 

Mahiette. But Gervaise, more curious, had not finished her questions. 

“And the monster?” she said suddenly, to Mahiette. 

“What monster?” inquired the latter. 

“The little gypsy monster left by the sorceresses in Chantefleurie’s chamber, in exchange for 

her daughter. What did you do with it? I hope you drowned it also.” 

“No.” replied Mahiette. 

“What? You burned it then? In sooth, that is more just. A witch child!” 



“Neither the one nor the other, Gervaise. Monseigneur the archbishop interested himself in the 

child of Egypt, exorcised it, blessed it, removed the devil carefully from its body, and sent it to 

Paris, to be exposed on the wooden bed at Notre-Dame, as a foundling.” 

“Those bishops!” grumbled Gervaise, “because they are learned, they do nothing like anybody 

else. I just put it to you, Oudarde, the idea of placing the devil among the foundlings! For that 

little monster was assuredly the devil. Well, Mahiette, what did they do with it in Paris? I am 

quite sure that no charitable person wanted it.” 

“I do not know,” replied the Rémoise, “’twas just at that time that my husband bought the 

office of notary, at Beru, two leagues from the town, and we were no longer occupied with that 

story; besides, in front of Beru, stand the two hills of Cernay, which hide the towers of the 

cathedral in Reims from view.” 

While chatting thus, the three worthy bourgeoises had arrived at the Place de Grève. In their 

absorption, they had passed the public breviary of the Tour-Roland without stopping, and took 

their way mechanically towards the pillory around which the throng was growing more dense 

with every moment. It is probable that the spectacle which at that moment attracted all looks in 

that direction, would have made them forget completely the Rat-Hole, and the halt which they 

intended to make there, if big Eustache, six years of age, whom Mahiette was dragging along by 

the hand, had not abruptly recalled the object to them: “Mother,” said he, as though some instinct 

warned him that the Rat-Hole was behind him, “can I eat the cake now?” 

If Eustache had been more adroit, that is to say, less greedy, he would have continued to wait, 

and would only have hazarded that simple question, “Mother, can I eat the cake, now?” on their 

return to the University, to Master Andry Musnier’s, Rue Madame la Valence, when he had the 

two arms of the Seine and the five bridges of the city between the Rat-Hole and the cake. 

This question, highly imprudent at the moment when Eustache put it, aroused Mahiette’s 

attention. 

“By the way,” she exclaimed, “we are forgetting the recluse! Show me the Rat-Hole, that I 

may carry her her cake.” 

“Immediately,” said Oudarde, “’tis a charity.” 

But this did not suit Eustache. 

“Stop! my cake!” said he, rubbing both ears alternatively with his shoulders, which, in such 

cases, is the supreme sign of discontent. 

The three women retraced their steps, and, on arriving in the vicinity of the Tour-Roland, 

Oudarde said to the other two,— 

“We must not all three gaze into the hole at once, for fear of alarming the recluse. Do you two 

pretend to read the Dominus in the breviary, while I thrust my nose into the aperture; the recluse 

knows me a little. I will give you warning when you can approach.” 

She proceeded alone to the window. At the moment when she looked in, a profound pity was 

depicted on all her features, and her frank, gay visage altered its expression and color as abruptly 

as though it had passed from a ray of sunlight to a ray of moonlight; her eye became humid; her 

mouth contracted, like that of a person on the point of weeping. A moment later, she laid her 

finger on her lips, and made a sign to Mahiette to draw near and look. 

Mahiette, much touched, stepped up in silence, on tiptoe, as though approaching the bedside of 

a dying person. 



It was, in fact, a melancholy spectacle which presented itself to the eyes of the two women, as 

they gazed through the grating of the Rat-Hole, neither stirring nor breathing. 

The cell was small, broader than it was long, with an arched ceiling, and viewed from within, 

it bore a considerable resemblance to the interior of a huge bishop’s mitre. On the bare flagstones 

which formed the floor, in one corner, a woman was sitting, or rather, crouching. Her chin rested 

on her knees, which her crossed arms pressed forcibly to her breast. Thus doubled up, clad in a 

brown sack, which enveloped her entirely in large folds, her long, gray hair pulled over in front, 

falling over her face and along her legs nearly to her feet, she presented, at the first glance, only a 

strange form outlined against the dark background of the cell, a sort of dusky triangle, which the 

ray of daylight falling through the opening, cut roughly into two shades, the one sombre, the 

other illuminated. It was one of those spectres, half light, half shadow, such as one beholds in 

dreams and in the extraordinary work of Goya, pale, motionless, sinister, crouching over a tomb, 

or leaning against the grating of a prison cell. 

It was neither a woman, nor a man, nor a living being, nor a definite form; it was a figure, a 

sort of vision, in which the real and the fantastic intersected each other, like darkness and day. It 

was with difficulty that one distinguished, beneath her hair which spread to the ground, a gaunt 

and severe profile; her dress barely allowed the extremity of a bare foot to escape, which 

contracted on the hard, cold pavement. The little of human form of which one caught a sight 

beneath this envelope of mourning, caused a shudder. 

That figure, which one might have supposed to be riveted to the flagstones, appeared to 

possess neither movement, nor thought, nor breath. Lying, in January, in that thin, linen sack, 

lying on a granite floor, without fire, in the gloom of a cell whose oblique air-hole allowed only 

the cold breeze, but never the sun, to enter from without, she did not appear to suffer or even to 

think. One would have said that she had turned to stone with the cell, ice with the season. Her 

hands were clasped, her eyes fixed. At first sight one took her for a spectre; at the second, for a 

statue. 

Nevertheless, at intervals, her blue lips half opened to admit a breath, and trembled, but as 

dead and as mechanical as the leaves which the wind sweeps aside. 

Nevertheless, from her dull eyes there escaped a look, an ineffable look, a profound, 

lugubrious, imperturbable look, incessantly fixed upon a corner of the cell which could not be 

seen from without; a gaze which seemed to fix all the sombre thoughts of that soul in distress 

upon some mysterious object. 

Such was the creature who had received, from her habitation, the name of the “recluse”; and, 

from her garment, the name of “the sacked nun.” 

The three women, for Gervaise had rejoined Mahiette and Oudarde, gazed through the 

window. Their heads intercepted the feeble light in the cell, without the wretched being whom 

they thus deprived of it seeming to pay any attention to them. “Do not let us trouble her,” said 

Oudarde, in a low voice, “she is in her ecstasy; she is praying.” 

Meanwhile, Mahiette was gazing with ever-increasing anxiety at that wan, withered, 

dishevelled head, and her eyes filled with tears. “This is very singular,” she murmured. 

She thrust her head through the bars, and succeeded in casting a glance at the corner where the 

gaze of the unhappy woman was immovably riveted. 

When she withdrew her head from the window, her countenance was inundated with tears. 

“What do you call that woman?” she asked Oudarde. 



Oudarde replied,— 

“We call her Sister Gudule.” 

“And I,” returned Mahiette, “call her Paquette la Chantefleurie.” 

Then, laying her finger on her lips, she motioned to the astounded Oudarde to thrust her head 

through the window and look. 

Oudarde looked and beheld, in the corner where the eyes of the recluse were fixed in that 

sombre ecstasy, a tiny shoe of pink satin, embroidered with a thousand fanciful designs in gold 

and silver. 

Gervaise looked after Oudarde, and then the three women, gazing upon the unhappy mother, 

began to weep. 

But neither their looks nor their tears disturbed the recluse. Her hands remained clasped; her 

lips mute; her eyes fixed; and that little shoe, thus gazed at, broke the heart of any one who knew 

her history. 

The three women had not yet uttered a single word; they dared not speak, even in a low voice. 

This deep silence, this deep grief, this profound oblivion in which everything had disappeared 

except one thing, produced upon them the effect of the grand altar at Christmas or Easter. They 

remained silent, they meditated, they were ready to kneel. It seemed to them that they were ready 

to enter a church on the day of Tenebræ. 

At length Gervaise, the most curious of the three, and consequently the least sensitive, tried to 

make the recluse speak: 

“Sister! Sister Gudule!” 

She repeated this call three times, raising her voice each time. The recluse did not move; not a 

word, not a glance, not a sigh, not a sign of life. 

Oudarde, in her turn, in a sweeter, more caressing voice,—“Sister!” said she, “Sister Sainte-

Gudule!” 

The same silence; the same immobility. 

“A singular woman!” exclaimed Gervaise, “and one not to be moved by a catapult!” 

“Perchance she is deaf,” said Oudarde. 

“Perhaps she is blind,” added Gervaise. 

“Dead, perchance,” returned Mahiette. 

It is certain that if the soul had not already quitted this inert, sluggish, lethargic body, it had at 

least retreated and concealed itself in depths whither the perceptions of the exterior organs no 

longer penetrated. 

“Then we must leave the cake on the window,” said Oudarde; “some scamp will take it. What 

shall we do to rouse her?” 

Eustache, who, up to that moment had been diverted by a little carriage drawn by a large dog, 

which had just passed, suddenly perceived that his three conductresses were gazing at something 

through the window, and, curiosity taking possession of him in his turn, he climbed upon a stone 

post, elevated himself on tiptoe, and applied his fat, red face to the opening, shouting, “Mother, 

let me see too!” 

At the sound of this clear, fresh, ringing child’s voice, the recluse trembled; she turned her 

head with the sharp, abrupt movement of a steel spring, her long, fleshless hands cast aside the 



hair from her brow, and she fixed upon the child, bitter, astonished, desperate eyes. This glance 

was but a lightning flash. 

“Oh my God!” she suddenly exclaimed, hiding her head on her knees, and it seemed as though 

her hoarse voice tore her chest as it passed from it, “do not show me those of others!” 

“Good day, madam,” said the child, gravely. 

Nevertheless, this shock had, so to speak, awakened the recluse. A long shiver traversed her 

frame from head to foot; her teeth chattered; she half raised her head and said, pressing her 

elbows against her hips, and clasping her feet in her hands as though to warm them,— 

“Oh, how cold it is!” 

“Poor woman!” said Oudarde, with great compassion, “would you like a little fire?” 

She shook her head in token of refusal. 

“Well,” resumed Oudarde, presenting her with a flagon; “here is some hippocras which will 

warm you; drink it.” 

Again she shook her head, looked at Oudarde fixedly and replied, “Water.” 

Oudarde persisted,—“No, sister, that is no beverage for January. You must drink a little 

hippocras and eat this leavened cake of maize, which we have baked for you.” 

She refused the cake which Mahiette offered to her, and said, “Black bread.” 

“Come,” said Gervaise, seized in her turn with an impulse of charity, and unfastening her 

woolen cloak, “here is a cloak which is a little warmer than yours.” 

She refused the cloak as she had refused the flagon and the cake, and replied, “A sack.” 

“But,” resumed the good Oudarde, “you must have perceived to some extent, that yesterday 

was a festival.” 

“I do perceive it,” said the recluse; “’tis two days now since I have had any water in my 

crock.” 

She added, after a silence, “’Tis a festival, I am forgotten. People do well. Why should the 

world think of me, when I do not think of it? Cold charcoal makes cold ashes.” 

And as though fatigued with having said so much, she dropped her head on her knees again. 

The simple and charitable Oudarde, who fancied that she understood from her last words that she 

was complaining of the cold, replied innocently, “Then you would like a little fire?” 

“Fire!” said the sacked nun, with a strange accent; “and will you also make a little for the poor 

little one who has been beneath the sod for these fifteen years?” 

Every limb was trembling, her voice quivered, her eyes flashed, she had raised herself upon 

her knees; suddenly she extended her thin, white hand towards the child, who was regarding her 

with a look of astonishment. “Take away that child!” she cried. “The Egyptian woman is about to 

pass by.” 

Then she fell face downward on the earth, and her forehead struck the stone, with the sound of 

one stone against another stone. The three women thought her dead. A moment later, however, 

she moved, and they beheld her drag herself, on her knees and elbows, to the corner where the 

little shoe was. Then they dared not look; they no longer saw her; but they heard a thousand 

kisses and a thousand sighs, mingled with heartrending cries, and dull blows like those of a head 

in contact with a wall. Then, after one of these blows, so violent that all three of them staggered, 

they heard no more. 



“Can she have killed herself?” said Gervaise, venturing to pass her head through the air-hole. 

“Sister! Sister Gudule!” 

“Sister Gudule!” repeated Oudarde. 

“Ah! good heavens! she no longer moves!” resumed Gervaise; “is she dead? Gudule! 

Gudule!” 

Mahiette, choked to such a point that she could not speak, made an effort. “Wait,” said she. 

Then bending towards the window, “Paquette!” she said, “Paquette le Chantefleurie!” 

A child who innocently blows upon the badly ignited fuse of a bomb, and makes it explode in 

his face, is no more terrified than was Mahiette at the effect of that name, abruptly launched into 

the cell of Sister Gudule. 

The recluse trembled all over, rose erect on her bare feet, and leaped at the window with eyes 

so glaring that Mahiette and Oudarde, and the other woman and the child recoiled even to the 

parapet of the quay. 

Meanwhile, the sinister face of the recluse appeared pressed to the grating of the air-hole. 

“Oh! oh!” she cried, with an appalling laugh; “’tis the Egyptian who is calling me!” 

At that moment, a scene which was passing at the pillory caught her wild eye. Her brow 

contracted with horror, she stretched her two skeleton arms from her cell, and shrieked in a voice 

which resembled a death-rattle, “So ’tis thou once more, daughter of Egypt! ’Tis thou who 

callest me, stealer of children! Well! Be thou accursed! accursed! accursed! accursed!” 

  



CHAPTER IV. A TEAR FOR A DROP OF WATER. 

These words were, so to speak, the point of union of two scenes, which had, up to that time, 

been developed in parallel lines at the same moment, each on its particular theatre; one, that 

which the reader has just perused, in the Rat-Hole; the other, which he is about to read, on the 

ladder of the pillory. The first had for witnesses only the three women with whom the reader has 

just made acquaintance; the second had for spectators all the public which we have seen above, 

collecting on the Place de Grève, around the pillory and the gibbet. 

That crowd which the four sergeants posted at nine o’clock in the morning at the four corners 

of the pillory had inspired with the hope of some sort of an execution, no doubt, not a hanging, 

but a whipping, a cropping of ears, something, in short,—that crowd had increased so rapidly 

that the four policemen, too closely besieged, had had occasion to “press” it, as the expression 

then ran, more than once, by sound blows of their whips, and the haunches of their horses. 

This populace, disciplined to waiting for public executions, did not manifest very much 

impatience. It amused itself with watching the pillory, a very simple sort of monument, 

composed of a cube of masonry about six feet high and hollow in the interior. A very steep 

staircase, of unhewn stone, which was called by distinction “the ladder,” led to the upper 

platform, upon which was visible a horizontal wheel of solid oak. The victim was bound upon 

this wheel, on his knees, with his hands behind his back. A wooden shaft, which set in motion a 

capstan concealed in the interior of the little edifice, imparted a rotatory motion to the wheel, 

which always maintained its horizontal position, and in this manner presented the face of the 

condemned man to all quarters of the square in succession. This was what was called “turning” a 

criminal. 

As the reader perceives, the pillory of the Grève was far from presenting all the recreations of 

the pillory of the Halles. Nothing architectural, nothing monumental. No roof to the iron cross, 

no octagonal lantern, no frail, slender columns spreading out on the edge of the roof into capitals 

of acanthus leaves and flowers, no waterspouts of chimeras and monsters, on carved woodwork, 

no fine sculpture, deeply sunk in the stone. 

They were forced to content themselves with those four stretches of rubble work, backed with 

sandstone, and a wretched stone gibbet, meagre and bare, on one side. 

The entertainment would have been but a poor one for lovers of Gothic architecture. It is true 

that nothing was ever less curious on the score of architecture than the worthy gapers of the 

Middle Ages, and that they cared very little for the beauty of a pillory. 

The victim finally arrived, bound to the tail of a cart, and when he had been hoisted upon the 

platform, where he could be seen from all points of the Place, bound with cords and straps upon 

the wheel of the pillory, a prodigious hoot, mingled with laughter and acclamations, burst forth 

upon the Place. They had recognized Quasimodo. 

It was he, in fact. The change was singular. Pilloried on the very place where, on the day 

before, he had been saluted, acclaimed, and proclaimed Pope and Prince of Fools, in the cortège 

of the Duke of Egypt, the King of Thunes, and the Emperor of Galilee! One thing is certain, and 

that is, that there was not a soul in the crowd, not even himself, though in turn triumphant and the 

sufferer, who set forth this combination clearly in his thought. Gringoire and his philosophy were 

missing at this spectacle. 



Soon Michel Noiret, sworn trumpeter to the king, our lord, imposed silence on the louts, and 

proclaimed the sentence, in accordance with the order and command of monsieur the provost. 

Then he withdrew behind the cart, with his men in livery surcoats. 

Quasimodo, impassible, did not wince. All resistance had been rendered impossible to him by 

what was then called, in the style of the criminal chancellery, “the vehemence and firmness of 

the bonds” which means that the thongs and chains probably cut into his flesh; moreover, it is a 

tradition of jail and wardens, which has not been lost, and which the handcuffs still preciously 

preserve among us, a civilized, gentle, humane people (the galleys and the guillotine in 

parentheses). 

He had allowed himself to be led, pushed, carried, lifted, bound, and bound again. Nothing 

was to be seen upon his countenance but the astonishment of a savage or an idiot. He was known 

to be deaf; one might have pronounced him to be blind. 

They placed him on his knees on the circular plank; he made no resistance. They removed his 

shirt and doublet as far as his girdle; he allowed them to have their way. They entangled him 

under a fresh system of thongs and buckles; he allowed them to bind and buckle him. Only from 

time to time he snorted noisily, like a calf whose head is hanging and bumping over the edge of a 

butcher’s cart. 

“The dolt,” said Jehan Frollo of the Mill, to his friend Robin Poussepain (for the two students 

had followed the culprit, as was to have been expected), “he understands no more than a 

cockchafer shut up in a box!” 

There was wild laughter among the crowd when they beheld Quasimodo’s hump, his camel’s 

breast, his callous and hairy shoulders laid bare. During this gayety, a man in the livery of the 

city, short of stature and robust of mien, mounted the platform and placed himself near the 

victim. His name speedily circulated among the spectators. It was Master Pierrat Torterue, 

official torturer to the Châtelet. 

He began by depositing on an angle of the pillory a black hour-glass, the upper lobe of which 

was filled with red sand, which it allowed to glide into the lower receptacle; then he removed his 

parti-colored surtout, and there became visible, suspended from his right hand, a thin and 

tapering whip of long, white, shining, knotted, plaited thongs, armed with metal nails. With his 

left hand, he negligently folded back his shirt around his right arm, to the very armpit. 

In the meantime, Jehan Frollo, elevating his curly blonde head above the crowd (he had 

mounted upon the shoulders of Robin Poussepain for the purpose), shouted: “Come and look, 

gentle ladies and men! they are going to peremptorily flagellate Master Quasimodo, the 

bellringer of my brother, monsieur the archdeacon of Josas, a knave of oriental architecture, who 

has a back like a dome, and legs like twisted columns!” 

And the crowd burst into a laugh, especially the boys and young girls. 

At length the torturer stamped his foot. The wheel began to turn. Quasimodo wavered beneath 

his bonds. The amazement which was suddenly depicted upon his deformed face caused the 

bursts of laughter to redouble around him. 

All at once, at the moment when the wheel in its revolution presented to Master Pierrat, the 

humped back of Quasimodo, Master Pierrat raised his arm; the fine thongs whistled sharply 

through the air, like a handful of adders, and fell with fury upon the wretch’s shoulders. 

Quasimodo leaped as though awakened with a start. He began to understand. He writhed in his 

bonds; a violent contraction of surprise and pain distorted the muscles of his face, but he uttered 



not a single sigh. He merely turned his head backward, to the right, then to the left, balancing it 

as a bull does who has been stung in the flanks by a gadfly. 

A second blow followed the first, then a third, and another and another, and still others. The 

wheel did not cease to turn, nor the blows to rain down. 

Soon the blood burst forth, and could be seen trickling in a thousand threads down the 

hunchback’s black shoulders; and the slender thongs, in their rotatory motion which rent the air, 

sprinkled drops of it upon the crowd. 

Quasimodo had resumed, to all appearance, his first imperturbability. He had at first tried, in a 

quiet way and without much outward movement, to break his bonds. His eye had been seen to 

light up, his muscles to stiffen, his members to concentrate their force, and the straps to stretch. 

The effort was powerful, prodigious, desperate; but the provost’s seasoned bonds resisted. They 

cracked, and that was all. Quasimodo fell back exhausted. Amazement gave way, on his features, 

to a sentiment of profound and bitter discouragement. He closed his single eye, allowed his head 

to droop upon his breast, and feigned death. 

From that moment forth, he stirred no more. Nothing could force a movement from him. 

Neither his blood, which did not cease to flow, nor the blows which redoubled in fury, nor the 

wrath of the torturer, who grew excited himself and intoxicated with the execution, nor the sound 

of the horrible thongs, more sharp and whistling than the claws of scorpions. 

At length a bailiff from the Châtelet clad in black, mounted on a black horse, who had been 

stationed beside the ladder since the beginning of the execution, extended his ebony wand 

towards the hour-glass. The torturer stopped. The wheel stopped. Quasimodo’s eye opened 

slowly. 

The scourging was finished. Two lackeys of the official torturer bathed the bleeding shoulders 

of the patient, anointed them with some unguent which immediately closed all the wounds, and 

threw upon his back a sort of yellow vestment, in cut like a chasuble. In the meanwhile, Pierrat 

Torterue allowed the thongs, red and gorged with blood, to drip upon the pavement. 

All was not over for Quasimodo. He had still to undergo that hour of pillory which Master 

Florian Barbedienne had so judiciously added to the sentence of Messire Robert d’Estouteville; 

all to the greater glory of the old physiological and psychological play upon words of Jean de 

Cumène, Surdus absurdus: a deaf man is absurd. 

So the hour-glass was turned over once more, and they left the hunchback fastened to the 

plank, in order that justice might be accomplished to the very end. 

The populace, especially in the Middle Ages, is in society what the child is in the family. As 

long as it remains in its state of primitive ignorance, of moral and intellectual minority, it can be 

said of it as of the child,— 

’Tis the pitiless age. 

We have already shown that Quasimodo was generally hated, for more than one good reason, 

it is true. There was hardly a spectator in that crowd who had not or who did not believe that he 

had reason to complain of the malevolent hunchback of Notre-Dame. The joy at seeing him 

appear thus in the pillory had been universal; and the harsh punishment which he had just 

suffered, and the pitiful condition in which it had left him, far from softening the populace had 

rendered its hatred more malicious by arming it with a touch of mirth. 



Hence, the “public prosecution” satisfied, as the bigwigs of the law still express it in their 

jargon, the turn came of a thousand private vengeances. Here, as in the Grand Hall, the women 

rendered themselves particularly prominent. All cherished some rancor against him, some for his 

malice, others for his ugliness. The latter were the most furious. 

“Oh! mask of Antichrist!” said one. 

“Rider on a broom handle!” cried another. 

“What a fine tragic grimace,” howled a third, “and who would make him Pope of the Fools if 

to-day were yesterday?” 

“’Tis well,” struck in an old woman. “This is the grimace of the pillory. When shall we have 

that of the gibbet?” 

“When will you be coiffed with your big bell a hundred feet under ground, cursed bellringer?” 

“But ’tis the devil who rings the Angelus!” 

“Oh! the deaf man! the one-eyed creature! the hunch-back! the monster!” 

“A face to make a woman miscarry better than all the drugs and medicines!” 

And the two scholars, Jehan du Moulin, and Robin Poussepain, sang at the top of their lungs, 

the ancient refrain,— 

“Une hart 

Pour le pendard! 

Un fagot 

Pour le magot!”[33 ]  

A thousand other insults rained down upon him, and hoots and imprecations, and laughter, and 

now and then, stones. 

Quasimodo was deaf but his sight was clear, and the public fury was no less energetically 

depicted on their visages than in their words. Moreover, the blows from the stones explained the 

bursts of laughter. 

At first he held his ground. But little by little that patience which had borne up under the lash 

of the torturer, yielded and gave way before all these stings of insects. The bull of the Asturias 

who has been but little moved by the attacks of the picador grows irritated with the dogs and 

banderilleras. 

He first cast around a slow glance of hatred upon the crowd. But bound as he was, his glance 

was powerless to drive away those flies which were stinging his wound. Then he moved in his 

bonds, and his furious exertions made the ancient wheel of the pillory shriek on its axle. All this 

only increased the derision and hooting. 

Then the wretched man, unable to break his collar, like that of a chained wild beast, became 

tranquil once more; only at intervals a sigh of rage heaved the hollows of his chest. There was 

neither shame nor redness on his face. He was too far from the state of society, and too near the 

state of nature to know what shame was. Moreover, with such a degree of deformity, is infamy a 

thing that can be felt? But wrath, hatred, despair, slowly lowered over that hideous visage a 

cloud which grew ever more and more sombre, ever more and more charged with electricity, 

which burst forth in a thousand lightning flashes from the eye of the cyclops. 

Nevertheless, that cloud cleared away for a moment, at the passage of a mule which traversed 

the crowd, bearing a priest. As far away as he could see that mule and that priest, the poor 



victim’s visage grew gentler. The fury which had contracted it was followed by a strange smile 

full of ineffable sweetness, gentleness, and tenderness. In proportion as the priest approached, 

that smile became more clear, more distinct, more radiant. It was like the arrival of a Saviour, 

which the unhappy man was greeting. But as soon as the mule was near enough to the pillory to 

allow of its rider recognizing the victim, the priest dropped his eyes, beat a hasty retreat, spurred 

on rigorously, as though in haste to rid himself of humiliating appeals, and not at all desirous of 

being saluted and recognized by a poor fellow in such a predicament. 

This priest was Archdeacon Dom Claude Frollo. 

The cloud descended more blackly than ever upon Quasimodo’s brow. The smile was still 

mingled with it for a time, but was bitter, discouraged, profoundly sad. 

Time passed on. He had been there at least an hour and a half, lacerated, maltreated, mocked 

incessantly, and almost stoned. 

All at once he moved again in his chains with redoubled despair, which made the whole 

framework that bore him tremble, and, breaking the silence which he had obstinately preserved 

hitherto, he cried in a hoarse and furious voice, which resembled a bark rather than a human cry, 

and which was drowned in the noise of the hoots—“Drink!” 

This exclamation of distress, far from exciting compassion, only added amusement to the good 

Parisian populace who surrounded the ladder, and who, it must be confessed, taken in the mass 

and as a multitude, was then no less cruel and brutal than that horrible tribe of robbers among 

whom we have already conducted the reader, and which was simply the lower stratum of the 

populace. Not a voice was raised around the unhappy victim, except to jeer at his thirst. It is 

certain that at that moment he was more grotesque and repulsive than pitiable, with his face 

purple and dripping, his eye wild, his mouth foaming with rage and pain, and his tongue lolling 

half out. It must also be stated that if a charitable soul of a bourgeois or bourgeoise, in the rabble, 

had attempted to carry a glass of water to that wretched creature in torment, there reigned around 

the infamous steps of the pillory such a prejudice of shame and ignominy, that it would have 

sufficed to repulse the good Samaritan. 

At the expiration of a few moments, Quasimodo cast a desperate glance upon the crowd, and 

repeated in a voice still more heartrending: “Drink!” 

And all began to laugh. 

“Drink this!” cried Robin Poussepain, throwing in his face a sponge which had been soaked in 

the gutter. “There, you deaf villain, I’m your debtor.” 

A woman hurled a stone at his head,— 

“That will teach you to wake us up at night with your peal of a dammed soul.” 

“He, good, my son!” howled a cripple, making an effort to reach him with his crutch, “will 

you cast any more spells on us from the top of the towers of Notre-Dame?” 

“Here’s a drinking cup!” chimed in a man, flinging a broken jug at his breast. “’Twas you that 

made my wife, simply because she passed near you, give birth to a child with two heads!” 

“And my cat bring forth a kitten with six paws!” yelped an old crone, launching a brick at him. 

“Drink!” repeated Quasimodo panting, and for the third time. 

At that moment he beheld the crowd give way. A young girl, fantastically dressed, emerged 

from the throng. She was accompanied by a little white goat with gilded horns, and carried a 

tambourine in her hand. 



Quasimodo’s eyes sparkled. It was the gypsy whom he had attempted to carry off on the 

preceding night, a misdeed for which he was dimly conscious that he was being punished at that 

very moment; which was not in the least the case, since he was being chastised only for the 

misfortune of being deaf, and of having been judged by a deaf man. He doubted not that she had 

come to wreak her vengeance also, and to deal her blow like the rest. 

He beheld her, in fact, mount the ladder rapidly. Wrath and spite suffocate him. He would 

have liked to make the pillory crumble into ruins, and if the lightning of his eye could have dealt 

death, the gypsy would have been reduced to powder before she reached the platform. 

She approached, without uttering a syllable, the victim who writhed in a vain effort to escape 

her, and detaching a gourd from her girdle, she raised it gently to the parched lips of the 

miserable man. 

Then, from that eye which had been, up to that moment, so dry and burning, a big tear was 

seen to fall, and roll slowly down that deformed visage so long contracted with despair. It was 

the first, in all probability, that the unfortunate man had ever shed. 

Meanwhile, he had forgotten to drink. The gypsy made her little pout, from impatience, and 

pressed the spout to the tusked month of Quasimodo, with a smile. 

He drank with deep draughts. His thirst was burning. 

When he had finished, the wretch protruded his black lips, no doubt, with the object of kissing 

the beautiful hand which had just succoured him. But the young girl, who was, perhaps, 

somewhat distrustful, and who remembered the violent attempt of the night, withdrew her hand 

with the frightened gesture of a child who is afraid of being bitten by a beast. 

Then the poor deaf man fixed on her a look full of reproach and inexpressible sadness. 

It would have been a touching spectacle anywhere,—this beautiful, fresh, pure, and charming 

girl, who was at the same time so weak, thus hastening to the relief of so much misery, 

deformity, and malevolence. On the pillory, the spectacle was sublime. 

The very populace were captivated by it, and began to clap their hands, crying,— 

“Noël! Noël!” 

It was at that moment that the recluse caught sight, from the window of her bole, of the gypsy 

on the pillory, and hurled at her her sinister imprecation,— 

“Accursed be thou, daughter of Egypt! Accursed! accursed!” 

  



CHAPTER V. END OF THE STORY OF THE CAKE. 

La Esmeralda turned pale and descended from the pillory, staggering as she went. The voice 

of the recluse still pursued her,— 

“Descend! descend! Thief of Egypt! thou shalt ascend it once more!” 

“The sacked nun is in one of her tantrums,” muttered the populace; and that was the end of it. 

For that sort of woman was feared; which rendered them sacred. People did not then willingly 

attack one who prayed day and night. 

The hour had arrived for removing Quasimodo. He was unbound, the crowd dispersed. 

Near the Grand Pont, Mahiette, who was returning with her two companions, suddenly 

halted,— 

“By the way, Eustache! what did you do with that cake?” 

“Mother,” said the child, “while you were talking with that lady in the bole, a big dog took a 

bite of my cake, and then I bit it also.” 

“What, sir, did you eat the whole of it?” she went on. 

“Mother, it was the dog. I told him, but he would not listen to me. Then I bit into it, also.” 

“’Tis a terrible child!” said the mother, smiling and scolding at one and the same time. “Do 

you see, Oudarde? He already eats all the fruit from the cherry-tree in our orchard of 

Charlerange. So his grandfather says that he will be a captain. Just let me catch you at it again, 

Master Eustache. Come along, you greedy fellow!” 

  



VOLUME II. 

BOOK SEVENTH. 

CHAPTER I. THE DANGER OF CONFIDING ONE’S SECRET TO A GOAT. 

Many weeks had elapsed. 

The first of March had arrived. The sun, which Dubartas, that classic ancestor of periphrase, 

had not yet dubbed the “Grand-duke of Candles,” was none the less radiant and joyous on that 

account. It was one of those spring days which possesses so much sweetness and beauty, that all 

Paris turns out into the squares and promenades and celebrates them as though they were 

Sundays. In those days of brilliancy, warmth, and serenity, there is a certain hour above all 

others, when the façade of Notre-Dame should be admired. It is the moment when the sun, 

already declining towards the west, looks the cathedral almost full in the face. Its rays, growing 

more and more horizontal, withdraw slowly from the pavement of the square, and mount up the 

perpendicular façade, whose thousand bosses in high relief they cause to start out from the 

shadows, while the great central rose window flames like the eye of a cyclops, inflamed with the 

reflections of the forge. 

This was the hour. 

Opposite the lofty cathedral, reddened by the setting sun, on the stone balcony built above the 

porch of a rich Gothic house, which formed the angle of the square and the Rue du Parvis, 

several young girls were laughing and chatting with every sort of grace and mirth. From the 

length of the veil which fell from their pointed coif, twined with pearls, to their heels, from the 

fineness of the embroidered chemisette which covered their shoulders and allowed a glimpse, 

according to the pleasing custom of the time, of the swell of their fair virgin bosoms, from the 

opulence of their under-petticoats still more precious than their overdress (marvellous 

refinement), from the gauze, the silk, the velvet, with which all this was composed, and, above 

all, from the whiteness of their hands, which certified to their leisure and idleness, it was easy to 

divine they were noble and wealthy heiresses. They were, in fact, Damoiselle Fleur-de-Lys de 

Gondelaurier and her companions, Diane de Christeuil, Amelotte de Montmichel, Colombe de 

Gaillefontaine, and the little de Champchevrier maiden; all damsels of good birth, assembled at 

that moment at the house of the dame widow de Gondelaurier, on account of Monseigneur de 

Beaujeu and Madame his wife, who were to come to Paris in the month of April, there to choose 

maids of honor for the Dauphiness Marguerite, who was to be received in Picardy from the 

hands of the Flemings. Now, all the squires for twenty leagues around were intriguing for this 

favor for their daughters, and a goodly number of the latter had been already brought or sent to 

Paris. These four maidens had been confided to the discreet and venerable charge of Madame 

Aloïse de Gondelaurier, widow of a former commander of the king’s cross-bowmen, who had 

retired with her only daughter to her house in the Place du Parvis, Notre-Dame, in Paris. 

The balcony on which these young girls stood opened from a chamber richly tapestried in 

fawn-colored Flanders leather, stamped with golden foliage. The beams, which cut the ceiling in 

parallel lines, diverted the eye with a thousand eccentric painted and gilded carvings. Splendid 

enamels gleamed here and there on carved chests; a boar’s head in faïence crowned a 

magnificent dresser, whose two shelves announced that the mistress of the house was the wife or 

widow of a knight banneret. At the end of the room, by the side of a lofty chimney blazoned with 



arms from top to bottom, in a rich red velvet arm-chair, sat Dame de Gondelaurier, whose five 

and fifty years were written upon her garments no less distinctly than upon her face. 

Beside her stood a young man of imposing mien, although partaking somewhat of vanity and 

bravado—one of those handsome fellows whom all women agree to admire, although grave men 

learned in physiognomy shrug their shoulders at them. This young man wore the garb of a 

captain of the king’s unattached archers, which bears far too much resemblance to the costume of 

Jupiter, which the reader has already been enabled to admire in the first book of this history, for 

us to inflict upon him a second description. 

The damoiselles were seated, a part in the chamber, a part in the balcony, some on square 

cushions of Utrecht velvet with golden corners, others on stools of oak carved in flowers and 

figures. Each of them held on her knee a section of a great needlework tapestry, on which they 

were working in company, while one end of it lay upon the rush mat which covered the floor. 

They were chatting together in that whispering tone and with the half-stifled laughs peculiar to 

an assembly of young girls in whose midst there is a young man. The young man whose presence 

served to set in play all these feminine self-conceits, appeared to pay very little heed to the 

matter, and, while these pretty damsels were vying with one another to attract his attention, he 

seemed to be chiefly absorbed in polishing the buckle of his sword belt with his doeskin glove. 

From time to time, the old lady addressed him in a very low tone, and he replied as well as he 

was able, with a sort of awkward and constrained politeness. 

From the smiles and significant gestures of Dame Aloïse, from the glances which she threw 

towards her daughter, Fleur-de-Lys, as she spoke low to the captain, it was easy to see that there 

was here a question of some betrothal concluded, some marriage near at hand no doubt, between 

the young man and Fleur-de-Lys. From the embarrassed coldness of the officer, it was easy to 

see that on his side, at least, love had no longer any part in the matter. His whole air was 

expressive of constraint and weariness, which our lieutenants of the garrison would to-day 

translate admirably as, “What a beastly bore!” 

The poor dame, very much infatuated with her daughter, like any other silly mother, did not 

perceive the officer’s lack of enthusiasm, and strove in low tones to call his attention to the 

infinite grace with which Fleur-de-Lys used her needle or wound her skein. 

“Come, little cousin,” she said to him, plucking him by the sleeve, in order to speak in his ear, 

“Look at her, do! see her stoop.” 

“Yes, truly,” replied the young man, and fell back into his glacial and absent-minded silence. 

A moment later, he was obliged to bend down again, and Dame Aloïse said to him,— 

“Have you ever beheld a more gay and charming face than that of your betrothed? Can one be 

more white and blonde? are not her hands perfect? and that neck—does it not assume all the 

curves of the swan in ravishing fashion? How I envy you at times! and how happy you are to be 

a man, naughty libertine that you are! Is not my Fleur-de-Lys adorably beautiful, and are you not 

desperately in love with her?” 

“Of course,” he replied, still thinking of something else. 

“But do say something,” said Madame Aloïse, suddenly giving his shoulder a push; “you have 

grown very timid.” 

We can assure our readers that timidity was neither the captain’s virtue nor his defect. But he 

made an effort to do what was demanded of him. 



“Fair cousin,” he said, approaching Fleur-de-Lys, “what is the subject of this tapestry work 

which you are fashioning?” 

“Fair cousin,” responded Fleur-de-Lys, in an offended tone, “I have already told you three 

times. ’Tis the grotto of Neptune.” 

It was evident that Fleur-de-Lys saw much more clearly than her mother through the captain’s 

cold and absent-minded manner. He felt the necessity of making some conversation. 

“And for whom is this Neptunerie destined?” 

“For the Abbey of Saint-Antoine des Champs,” answered Fleur-de-Lys, without raising her 

eyes. 

The captain took up a corner of the tapestry. 

“Who, my fair cousin, is this big gendarme, who is puffing out his cheeks to their full extent 

and blowing a trumpet?” 

“’Tis Triton,” she replied. 

There was a rather pettish intonation in Fleur-de-Lys’s laconic words. The young man 

understood that it was indispensable that he should whisper something in her ear, a 

commonplace, a gallant compliment, no matter what. Accordingly he bent down, but he could 

find nothing in his imagination more tender and personal than this,— 

“Why does your mother always wear that surcoat with armorial designs, like our grandmothers 

of the time of Charles VII.? Tell her, fair cousin, that ’tis no longer the fashion, and that the 

hinge (gond) and the laurel (laurier) embroidered on her robe give her the air of a walking 

mantlepiece. In truth, people no longer sit thus on their banners, I assure you.” 

Fleur-de-Lys raised her beautiful eyes, full of reproach, “Is that all of which you can assure 

me?” she said, in a low voice. 

In the meantime, Dame Aloïse, delighted to see them thus bending towards each other and 

whispering, said as she toyed with the clasps of her prayer-book,— 

“Touching picture of love!” 

The captain, more and more embarrassed, fell back upon the subject of the tapestry,—“’Tis, in 

sooth, a charming work!” he exclaimed. 

Whereupon Colombe de Gaillefontaine, another beautiful blonde, with a white skin, dressed to 

the neck in blue damask, ventured a timid remark which she addressed to Fleur-de-Lys, in the 

hope that the handsome captain would reply to it, “My dear Gondelaurier, have you seen the 

tapestries of the Hôtel de la Roche-Guyon?” 

“Is not that the hôtel in which is enclosed the garden of the Lingère du Louvre?” asked Diane 

de Christeuil with a laugh; for she had handsome teeth, and consequently laughed on every 

occasion. 

“And where there is that big, old tower of the ancient wall of Paris,” added Amelotte de 

Montmichel, a pretty fresh and curly-headed brunette, who had a habit of sighing just as the 

other laughed, without knowing why. 

“My dear Colombe,” interpolated Dame Aloïse, “do you not mean the hôtel which belonged to 

Monsieur de Bacqueville, in the reign of King Charles VI.? there are indeed many superb high 

warp tapestries there.” 

“Charles VI.! Charles VI.!” muttered the young captain, twirling his moustache. “Good 

heavens! what old things the good dame does remember!” 



Madame de Gondelaurier continued, “Fine tapestries, in truth. A work so esteemed that it 

passes as unrivalled.” 

At that moment Bérangère de Champchevrier, a slender little maid of seven years, who was 

peering into the square through the trefoils of the balcony, exclaimed, “Oh! look, fair Godmother 

Fleur-de-Lys, at that pretty dancer who is dancing on the pavement and playing the tambourine 

in the midst of the loutish bourgeois!” 

The sonorous vibration of a tambourine was, in fact, audible. “Some gypsy from Bohemia,” 

said Fleur-de-Lys, turning carelessly toward the square. 

“Look! look!” exclaimed her lively companions; and they all ran to the edge of the balcony, 

while Fleur-de-Lys, rendered thoughtful by the coldness of her betrothed, followed them slowly, 

and the latter, relieved by this incident, which put an end to an embarrassing conversation, 

retreated to the farther end of the room, with the satisfied air of a soldier released from duty. 

Nevertheless, the fair Fleur-de-Lys’s was a charming and noble service, and such it had formerly 

appeared to him; but the captain had gradually become blasé; the prospect of a speedy marriage 

cooled him more every day. Moreover, he was of a fickle disposition, and, must we say it, rather 

vulgar in taste. Although of very noble birth, he had contracted in his official harness more than 

one habit of the common trooper. The tavern and its accompaniments pleased him. He was only 

at his ease amid gross language, military gallantries, facile beauties, and successes yet more easy. 

He had, nevertheless, received from his family some education and some politeness of manner; 

but he had been thrown on the world too young, he had been in garrison at too early an age, and 

every day the polish of a gentleman became more and more effaced by the rough friction of his 

gendarme’s cross-belt. While still continuing to visit her from time to time, from a remnant of 

common respect, he felt doubly embarrassed with Fleur-de-Lys; in the first place, because, in 

consequence of having scattered his love in all sorts of places, he had reserved very little for her; 

in the next place, because, amid so many stiff, formal, and decent ladies, he was in constant fear 

lest his mouth, habituated to oaths, should suddenly take the bit in its teeth, and break out into 

the language of the tavern. The effect can be imagined! 

Moreover, all this was mingled in him, with great pretentions to elegance, toilet, and a fine 

appearance. Let the reader reconcile these things as best he can. I am simply the historian. 

He had remained, therefore, for several minutes, leaning in silence against the carved jamb of 

the chimney, and thinking or not thinking, when Fleur-de-Lys suddenly turned and addressed 

him. After all, the poor young girl was pouting against the dictates of her heart. 

“Fair cousin, did you not speak to us of a little Bohemian whom you saved a couple of months 

ago, while making the patrol with the watch at night, from the hands of a dozen robbers?” 

“I believe so, fair cousin,” said the captain. 

“Well,” she resumed, “perchance ’tis that same gypsy girl who is dancing yonder, on the 

church square. Come and see if you recognize her, fair Cousin Phœbus.” 

A secret desire for reconciliation was apparent in this gentle invitation which she gave him to 

approach her, and in the care which she took to call him by name. Captain Phœbus de 

Châteaupers (for it is he whom the reader has had before his eyes since the beginning of this 

chapter) slowly approached the balcony. “Stay,” said Fleur-de-Lys, laying her hand tenderly on 

Phœbus’s arm; “look at that little girl yonder, dancing in that circle. Is she your Bohemian?” 

Phœbus looked, and said,— 

“Yes, I recognize her by her goat.” 



“Oh! in fact, what a pretty little goat!” said Amelotte, clasping her hands in admiration. 

“Are his horns of real gold?” inquired Bérangère. 

Without moving from her arm-chair, Dame Aloïse interposed, “Is she not one of those gypsy 

girls who arrived last year by the Gibard gate?” 

“Madame my mother,” said Fleur-de-Lys gently, “that gate is now called the Porte d’Enfer.” 

Mademoiselle de Gondelaurier knew how her mother’s antiquated mode of speech shocked 

the captain. In fact, he began to sneer, and muttered between his teeth: “Porte Gibard! Porte 

Gibard! ’Tis enough to make King Charles VI. pass by.” 

“Godmother!” exclaimed Bérangère, whose eyes, incessantly in motion, had suddenly been 

raised to the summit of the towers of Notre-Dame, “who is that black man up yonder?” 

All the young girls raised their eyes. A man was, in truth, leaning on the balustrade which 

surmounted the northern tower, looking on the Grève. He was a priest. His costume could be 

plainly discerned, and his face resting on both his hands. But he stirred no more than if he had 

been a statue. His eyes, intently fixed, gazed into the Place. 

It was something like the immobility of a bird of prey, who has just discovered a nest of 

sparrows, and is gazing at it. 

“’Tis monsieur the archdeacon of Josas,” said Fleur-de-Lys. 

“You have good eyes if you can recognize him from here,” said the Gaillefontaine. 

“How he is staring at the little dancer!” went on Diane de Christeuil. 

“Let the gypsy beware!” said Fleur-de-Lys, “for he loves not Egypt.” 

“’Tis a great shame for that man to look upon her thus,” added Amelotte de Montmichel, “for 

she dances delightfully.” 

“Fair cousin Phœbus,” said Fleur-de-Lys suddenly, “Since you know this little gypsy, make 

her a sign to come up here. It will amuse us.” 

“Oh, yes!” exclaimed all the young girls, clapping their hands. 

“Why! ’tis not worth while,” replied Phœbus. “She has forgotten me, no doubt, and I know not 

so much as her name. Nevertheless, as you wish it, young ladies, I will make the trial.” And 

leaning over the balustrade of the balcony, he began to shout, “Little one!” 

The dancer was not beating her tambourine at the moment. She turned her head towards the 

point whence this call proceeded, her brilliant eyes rested on Phœbus, and she stopped short. 

“Little one!” repeated the captain; and he beckoned her to approach. 

The young girl looked at him again, then she blushed as though a flame had mounted into her 

cheeks, and, taking her tambourine under her arm, she made her way through the astonished 

spectators towards the door of the house where Phœbus was calling her, with slow, tottering 

steps, and with the troubled look of a bird which is yielding to the fascination of a serpent. 

A moment later, the tapestry portière was raised, and the gypsy appeared on the threshold of 

the chamber, blushing, confused, breathless, her large eyes drooping, and not daring to advance 

another step. 

Bérangère clapped her hands. 

Meanwhile, the dancer remained motionless upon the threshold. Her appearance had produced 

a singular effect upon these young girls. It is certain that a vague and indistinct desire to please 

the handsome officer animated them all, that his splendid uniform was the target of all their 



coquetries, and that from the moment he presented himself, there existed among them a secret, 

suppressed rivalry, which they hardly acknowledged even to themselves, but which broke forth, 

none the less, every instant, in their gestures and remarks. Nevertheless, as they were all very 

nearly equal in beauty, they contended with equal arms, and each could hope for the victory. The 

arrival of the gypsy suddenly destroyed this equilibrium. Her beauty was so rare, that, at the 

moment when she appeared at the entrance of the apartment, it seemed as though she diffused a 

sort of light which was peculiar to herself. In that narrow chamber, surrounded by that sombre 

frame of hangings and woodwork, she was incomparably more beautiful and more radiant than 

on the public square. She was like a torch which has suddenly been brought from broad daylight 

into the dark. The noble damsels were dazzled by her in spite of themselves. Each one felt 

herself, in some sort, wounded in her beauty. Hence, their battle front (may we be allowed the 

expression,) was immediately altered, although they exchanged not a single word. But they 

understood each other perfectly. Women’s instincts comprehend and respond to each other more 

quickly than the intelligences of men. An enemy had just arrived; all felt it—all rallied together. 

One drop of wine is sufficient to tinge a glass of water red; to diffuse a certain degree of ill 

temper throughout a whole assembly of pretty women, the arrival of a prettier woman suffices, 

especially when there is but one man present. 

Hence the welcome accorded to the gypsy was marvellously glacial. They surveyed her from 

head to foot, then exchanged glances, and all was said; they understood each other. Meanwhile, 

the young girl was waiting to be spoken to, in such emotion that she dared not raise her eyelids. 

The captain was the first to break the silence. “Upon my word,” said he, in his tone of intrepid 

fatuity, “here is a charming creature! What think you of her, fair cousin?” 

This remark, which a more delicate admirer would have uttered in a lower tone, at least was 

not of a nature to dissipate the feminine jealousies which were on the alert before the gypsy. 

Fleur-de-Lys replied to the captain with a bland affectation of disdain;—“Not bad.” 

The others whispered. 

At length, Madame Aloïse, who was not the less jealous because she was so for her daughter, 

addressed the dancer,—“Approach, little one.” 

“Approach, little one!” repeated, with comical dignity, little Bérangère, who would have 

reached about as high as her hips. 

The gypsy advanced towards the noble dame. 

“Fair child,” said Phœbus, with emphasis, taking several steps towards her, “I do not know 

whether I have the supreme honor of being recognized by you.” 

She interrupted him, with a smile and a look full of infinite sweetness,— 

“Oh! yes,” said she. 

“She has a good memory,” remarked Fleur-de-Lys. 

“Come, now,” resumed Phœbus, “you escaped nimbly the other evening. Did I frighten you!” 

“Oh! no,” said the gypsy. 

There was in the intonation of that “Oh! no,” uttered after that “Oh! yes,” an ineffable 

something which wounded Fleur-de-Lys. 

“You left me in your stead, my beauty,” pursued the captain, whose tongue was unloosed 

when speaking to a girl out of the street, “a crabbed knave, one-eyed and hunchbacked, the 

bishop’s bellringer, I believe. I have been told that by birth he is the bastard of an archdeacon 



and a devil. He has a pleasant name: he is called Quatre-Temps (Ember Days), Pâques-

Fleuries (Palm Sunday), Mardi-Gras (Shrove Tuesday), I know not what! The name of some 

festival when the bells are pealed! So he took the liberty of carrying you off, as though you were 

made for beadles! ’Tis too much. What the devil did that screech-owl want with you? Hey, tell 

me!” 

“I do not know,” she replied. 

“The inconceivable impudence! A bellringer carrying off a wench, like a vicomte! a lout 

poaching on the game of gentlemen! that is a rare piece of assurance. However, he paid dearly 

for it. Master Pierrat Torterue is the harshest groom that ever curried a knave; and I can tell you, 

if it will be agreeable to you, that your bellringer’s hide got a thorough dressing at his hands.” 

“Poor man!” said the gypsy, in whom these words revived the memory of the pillory. 

The captain burst out laughing. 

“Corne-de-bœuf! here’s pity as well placed as a feather in a pig’s tail! May I have as big a 

belly as a pope, if—” 

He stopped short. “Pardon me, ladies; I believe that I was on the point of saying something 

foolish.” 

“Fie, sir” said la Gaillefontaine. 

“He talks to that creature in her own tongue!” added Fleur-de-Lys, in a low tone, her irritation 

increasing every moment. This irritation was not diminished when she beheld the captain, 

enchanted with the gypsy, and, most of all, with himself, execute a pirouette on his heel, 

repeating with coarse, naïve, and soldierly gallantry,— 

“A handsome wench, upon my soul!” 

“Rather savagely dressed,” said Diane de Christeuil, laughing to show her fine teeth. 

This remark was a flash of light to the others. Not being able to impugn her beauty, they 

attacked her costume. 

“That is true,” said la Montmichel; “what makes you run about the streets thus, without 

guimpe or ruff?” 

“That petticoat is so short that it makes one tremble,” added la Gaillefontaine. 

“My dear,” continued Fleur-de-Lys, with decided sharpness, “You will get yourself taken up 

by the sumptuary police for your gilded girdle.” 

“Little one, little one;” resumed la Christeuil, with an implacable smile, “if you were to put 

respectable sleeves upon your arms they would get less sunburned.” 

It was, in truth, a spectacle worthy of a more intelligent spectator than Phœbus, to see how 

these beautiful maidens, with their envenomed and angry tongues, wound, serpent-like, and 

glided and writhed around the street dancer. They were cruel and graceful; they searched and 

rummaged maliciously in her poor and silly toilet of spangles and tinsel. There was no end to 

their laughter, irony, and humiliation. Sarcasms rained down upon the gypsy, and haughty 

condescension and malevolent looks. One would have thought they were young Roman dames 

thrusting golden pins into the breast of a beautiful slave. One would have pronounced them 

elegant grayhounds, circling, with inflated nostrils, round a poor woodland fawn, whom the 

glance of their master forbade them to devour. 



After all, what was a miserable dancer on the public squares in the presence of these high-born 

maidens? They seemed to take no heed of her presence, and talked of her aloud, to her face, as of 

something unclean, abject, and yet, at the same time, passably pretty. 

The gypsy was not insensible to these pin-pricks. From time to time a flush of shame, a flash 

of anger inflamed her eyes or her cheeks; with disdain she made that little grimace with which 

the reader is already familiar, but she remained motionless; she fixed on Phœbus a sad, sweet, 

resigned look. There was also happiness and tenderness in that gaze. One would have said that 

she endured for fear of being expelled. 

Phœbus laughed, and took the gypsy’s part with a mixture of impertinence and pity. 

“Let them talk, little one!” he repeated, jingling his golden spurs. “No doubt your toilet is a 

little extravagant and wild, but what difference does that make with such a charming damsel as 

yourself?” 

“Good gracious!” exclaimed the blonde Gaillefontaine, drawing up her swan-like throat, with 

a bitter smile. “I see that messieurs the archers of the king’s police easily take fire at the 

handsome eyes of gypsies!” 

“Why not?” said Phœbus. 

At this reply uttered carelessly by the captain, like a stray stone, whose fall one does not even 

watch, Colombe began to laugh, as well as Diane, Amelotte, and Fleur-de-Lys, into whose eyes 

at the same time a tear started. 

The gypsy, who had dropped her eyes on the floor at the words of Colombe de Gaillefontaine, 

raised them beaming with joy and pride and fixed them once more on Phœbus. She was very 

beautiful at that moment. 

The old dame, who was watching this scene, felt offended, without understanding why. 

“Holy Virgin!” she suddenly exclaimed, “what is it moving about my legs? Ah! the villanous 

beast!” 

It was the goat, who had just arrived, in search of his mistress, and who, in dashing towards 

the latter, had begun by entangling his horns in the pile of stuffs which the noble dame’s 

garments heaped up on her feet when she was seated. 

This created a diversion. The gypsy disentangled his horns without uttering a word. 

“Oh! here’s the little goat with golden hoofs!” exclaimed Bérangère, dancing with joy. 

The gypsy crouched down on her knees and leaned her cheek against the fondling head of the 

goat. One would have said that she was asking pardon for having quitted it thus. 

Meanwhile, Diane had bent down to Colombe’s ear. 

“Ah! good heavens! why did not I think of that sooner? ’Tis the gypsy with the goat. They say 

she is a sorceress, and that her goat executes very miraculous tricks.” 

“Well!” said Colombe, “the goat must now amuse us in its turn, and perform a miracle for us.” 

Diane and Colombe eagerly addressed the gypsy. 

“Little one, make your goat perform a miracle.” 

“I do not know what you mean,” replied the dancer. 

“A miracle, a piece of magic, a bit of sorcery, in short.” 

“I do not understand.” And she fell to caressing the pretty animal, repeating, “Djali! Djali!” 



At that moment Fleur-de-Lys noticed a little bag of embroidered leather suspended from the 

neck of the goat,— 

“What is that?” she asked of the gypsy. 

The gypsy raised her large eyes upon her and replied gravely,— 

“That is my secret.” 

“I should really like to know what your secret is,” thought Fleur-de-Lys. 

Meanwhile, the good dame had risen angrily,—“Come now, gypsy, if neither you nor your 

goat can dance for us, what are you doing here?” 

The gypsy walked slowly towards the door, without making any reply. But the nearer she 

approached it, the more her pace slackened. An irresistible magnet seemed to hold her. Suddenly 

she turned her eyes, wet with tears, towards Phœbus, and halted. 

“True God!” exclaimed the captain, “that’s not the way to depart. Come back and dance 

something for us. By the way, my sweet love, what is your name?” 

“La Esmeralda,” said the dancer, never taking her eyes from him. 

At this strange name, a burst of wild laughter broke from the young girls. 

“Here’s a terrible name for a young lady,” said Diane. 

“You see well enough,” retorted Amelotte, “that she is an enchantress.” 

“My dear,” exclaimed Dame Aloïse solemnly, “your parents did not commit the sin of giving 

you that name at the baptismal font.” 

In the meantime, several minutes previously, Bérangère had coaxed the goat into a corner of 

the room with a marchpane cake, without any one having noticed her. In an instant they had 

become good friends. The curious child had detached the bag from the goat’s neck, had opened 

it, and had emptied out its contents on the rush matting; it was an alphabet, each letter of which 

was separately inscribed on a tiny block of boxwood. Hardly had these playthings been spread 

out on the matting, when the child, with surprise, beheld the goat (one of whose “miracles” this 

was no doubt), draw out certain letters with its golden hoof, and arrange them, with gentle 

pushes, in a certain order. In a moment they constituted a word, which the goat seemed to have 

been trained to write, so little hesitation did it show in forming it, and Bérangère suddenly 

exclaimed, clasping her hands in admiration,— 

“Godmother Fleur-de-Lys, see what the goat has just done!” 

Fleur-de-Lys ran up and trembled. The letters arranged upon the floor formed this word,— 

PHŒBUS. 

“Was it the goat who wrote that?” she inquired in a changed voice. 

“Yes, godmother,” replied Bérangêre. 

It was impossible to doubt it; the child did not know how to write. 

“This is the secret!” thought Fleur-de-Lys. 

Meanwhile, at the child’s exclamation, all had hastened up, the mother, the young girls, the 

gypsy, and the officer. 



The gypsy beheld the piece of folly which the goat had committed. She turned red, then pale, 

and began to tremble like a culprit before the captain, who gazed at her with a smile of 

satisfaction and amazement. 

“Phœbus!” whispered the young girls, stupefied: “’tis the captain’s name!” 

“You have a marvellous memory!” said Fleur-de-Lys, to the petrified gypsy. Then, bursting 

into sobs: “Oh!” she stammered mournfully, hiding her face in both her beautiful hands, “she is a 

magician!” And she heard another and a still more bitter voice at the bottom of her heart, 

saying,—“She is a rival!” 

She fell fainting. 

“My daughter! my daughter!” cried the terrified mother. “Begone, you gypsy of hell!” 

In a twinkling, La Esmeralda gathered up the unlucky letters, made a sign to Djali, and went 

out through one door, while Fleur-de-Lys was being carried out through the other. 

Captain Phœbus, on being left alone, hesitated for a moment between the two doors, then he 

followed the gypsy.  

  



CHAPTER II. A PRIEST AND A PHILOSOPHER ARE TWO DIFFERENT THINGS. 

The priest whom the young girls had observed at the top of the North tower, leaning over the 

Place and so attentive to the dance of the gypsy, was, in fact, Archdeacon Claude Frollo. 

Our readers have not forgotten the mysterious cell which the archdeacon had reserved for 

himself in that tower. (I do not know, by the way be it said, whether it be not the same, the 

interior of which can be seen to-day through a little square window, opening to the east at the 

height of a man above the platform from which the towers spring; a bare and dilapidated den, 

whose badly plastered walls are ornamented here and there, at the present day, with some 

wretched yellow engravings representing the façades of cathedrals. I presume that this hole is 

jointly inhabited by bats and spiders, and that, consequently, it wages a double war of 

extermination on the flies). 

Every day, an hour before sunset, the archdeacon ascended the staircase to the tower, and shut 

himself up in this cell, where he sometimes passed whole nights. That day, at the moment when, 

standing before the low door of his retreat, he was fitting into the lock the complicated little key 

which he always carried about him in the purse suspended to his side, a sound of tambourine and 

castanets had reached his ear. These sounds came from the Place du Parvis. The cell, as we have 

already said, had only one window opening upon the rear of the church. Claude Frollo had 

hastily withdrawn the key, and an instant later, he was on the top of the tower, in the gloomy and 

pensive attitude in which the maidens had seen him. 

There he stood, grave, motionless, absorbed in one look and one thought. All Paris lay at his 

feet, with the thousand spires of its edifices and its circular horizon of gentle hills—with its river 

winding under its bridges, and its people moving to and fro through its streets,—with the clouds 

of its smoke,—with the mountainous chain of its roofs which presses Notre-Dame in its doubled 

folds; but out of all the city, the archdeacon gazed at one corner only of the pavement, the Place 

du Parvis; in all that throng at but one figure,—the gypsy. 

It would have been difficult to say what was the nature of this look, and whence proceeded the 

flame that flashed from it. It was a fixed gaze, which was, nevertheless, full of trouble and 

tumult. And, from the profound immobility of his whole body, barely agitated at intervals by an 

involuntary shiver, as a tree is moved by the wind; from the stiffness of his elbows, more marble 

than the balustrade on which they leaned; or the sight of the petrified smile which contracted his 

face,—one would have said that nothing living was left about Claude Frollo except his eyes. 

The gypsy was dancing; she was twirling her tambourine on the tip of her finger, and tossing it 

into the air as she danced Provençal sarabands; agile, light, joyous, and unconscious of the 

formidable gaze which descended perpendicularly upon her head. 

The crowd was swarming around her; from time to time, a man accoutred in red and yellow 

made them form into a circle, and then returned, seated himself on a chair a few paces from the 

dancer, and took the goat’s head on his knees. This man seemed to be the gypsy’s companion. 

Claude Frollo could not distinguish his features from his elevated post. 

From the moment when the archdeacon caught sight of this stranger, his attention seemed 

divided between him and the dancer, and his face became more and more gloomy. All at once he 

rose upright, and a quiver ran through his whole body: “Who is that man?” he muttered between 

his teeth: “I have always seen her alone before!” 

Then he plunged down beneath the tortuous vault of the spiral staircase, and once more 

descended. As he passed the door of the bell chamber, which was ajar, he saw something which 



struck him; he beheld Quasimodo, who, leaning through an opening of one of those slate 

penthouses which resemble enormous blinds, appeared also to be gazing at the Place. He was 

engaged in so profound a contemplation, that he did not notice the passage of his adopted father. 

His savage eye had a singular expression; it was a charmed, tender look. “This is strange!” 

murmured Claude. “Is it the gypsy at whom he is thus gazing?” He continued his descent. At the 

end of a few minutes, the anxious archdeacon entered upon the Place from the door at the base of 

the tower. 

“What has become of the gypsy girl?” he said, mingling with the group of spectators which 

the sound of the tambourine had collected. 

“I know not,” replied one of his neighbors, “I think that she has gone to make some of her 

fandangoes in the house opposite, whither they have called her.” 

In the place of the gypsy, on the carpet, whose arabesques had seemed to vanish but a moment 

previously by the capricious figures of her dance, the archdeacon no longer beheld any one but 

the red and yellow man, who, in order to earn a few testers in his turn, was walking round the 

circle, with his elbows on his hips, his head thrown back, his face red, his neck outstretched, with 

a chair between his teeth. To the chair he had fastened a cat, which a neighbor had lent, and 

which was spitting in great affright. 

“Notre-Dame!” exclaimed the archdeacon, at the moment when the juggler, perspiring 

heavily, passed in front of him with his pyramid of chair and his cat, “What is Master Pierre 

Gringoire doing here?” 

The harsh voice of the archdeacon threw the poor fellow into such a commotion that he lost 

his equilibrium, together with his whole edifice, and the chair and the cat tumbled pell-mell upon 

the heads of the spectators, in the midst of inextinguishable hootings. 

It is probable that Master Pierre Gringoire (for it was indeed he) would have had a sorry 

account to settle with the neighbor who owned the cat, and all the bruised and scratched faces 

which surrounded him, if he had not hastened to profit by the tumult to take refuge in the church, 

whither Claude Frollo had made him a sign to follow him. 

The cathedral was already dark and deserted; the side-aisles were full of shadows, and the 

lamps of the chapels began to shine out like stars, so black had the vaulted ceiling become. Only 

the great rose window of the façade, whose thousand colors were steeped in a ray of horizontal 

sunlight, glittered in the gloom like a mass of diamonds, and threw its dazzling reflection to the 

other end of the nave. 

When they had advanced a few paces, Dom Claude placed his back against a pillar, and gazed 

intently at Gringoire. The gaze was not the one which Gringoire feared, ashamed as he was of 

having been caught by a grave and learned person in the costume of a buffoon. There was 

nothing mocking or ironical in the priest’s glance, it was serious, tranquil, piercing. The 

archdeacon was the first to break the silence. 

“Come now, Master Pierre. You are to explain many things to me. And first of all, how comes 

it that you have not been seen for two months, and that now one finds you in the public squares, 

in a fine equipment in truth! Motley red and yellow, like a Caudebec apple?” 

“Messire,” said Gringoire, piteously, “it is, in fact, an amazing accoutrement. You see me no 

more comfortable in it than a cat coiffed with a calabash. ’Tis very ill done, I am conscious, to 

expose messieurs the sergeants of the watch to the liability of cudgelling beneath this cassock the 

humerus of a Pythagorean philosopher. But what would you have, my reverend master? ’tis the 



fault of my ancient jerkin, which abandoned me in cowardly wise, at the beginning of the winter, 

under the pretext that it was falling into tatters, and that it required repose in the basket of a rag-

picker. What is one to do? Civilization has not yet arrived at the point where one can go stark 

naked, as ancient Diogenes wished. Add that a very cold wind was blowing, and ’tis not in the 

month of January that one can successfully attempt to make humanity take this new step. This 

garment presented itself, I took it, and I left my ancient black smock, which, for a hermetic like 

myself, was far from being hermetically closed. Behold me then, in the garments of a stage-

player, like Saint Genest. What would you have? ’tis an eclipse. Apollo himself tended the flocks 

of Admetus.” 

“’Tis a fine profession that you are engaged in!” replied the archdeacon. 

“I agree, my master, that ’tis better to philosophize and poetize, to blow the flame in the 

furnace, or to receive it from carry cats on a shield. So, when you addressed me, I was as foolish 

as an ass before a turnspit. But what would you have, messire? One must eat every day, and the 

finest Alexandrine verses are not worth a bit of Brie cheese. Now, I made for Madame 

Marguerite of Flanders, that famous epithalamium, as you know, and the city will not pay me, 

under the pretext that it was not excellent; as though one could give a tragedy of Sophocles for 

four crowns! Hence, I was on the point of dying with hunger. Happily, I found that I was rather 

strong in the jaw; so I said to this jaw,—perform some feats of strength and of equilibrium: 

nourish thyself. Ale te ipsam. A pack of beggars who have become my good friends, have taught 

me twenty sorts of herculean feats, and now I give to my teeth every evening the bread which 

they have earned during the day by the sweat of my brow. After all, concedo, I grant that it is a 

sad employment for my intellectual faculties, and that man is not made to pass his life in beating 

the tambourine and biting chairs. But, reverend master, it is not sufficient to pass one’s life, one 

must earn the means for life.” 

Dom Claude listened in silence. All at once his deep-set eye assumed so sagacious and 

penetrating an expression, that Gringoire felt himself, so to speak, searched to the bottom of the 

soul by that glance. 

“Very good, Master Pierre; but how comes it that you are now in company with that gypsy 

dancer?” 

“In faith!” said Gringoire, “’tis because she is my wife and I am her husband.” 

The priest’s gloomy eyes flashed into flame. 

“Have you done that, you wretch!” he cried, seizing Gringoire’s arm with fury; “have you 

been so abandoned by God as to raise your hand against that girl?” 

“On my chance of paradise, monseigneur,” replied Gringoire, trembling in every limb, “I 

swear to you that I have never touched her, if that is what disturbs you.” 

“Then why do you talk of husband and wife?” said the priest. Gringoire made haste to relate to 

him as succinctly as possible, all that the reader already knows, his adventure in the Court of 

Miracles and the broken-crock marriage. It appeared, moreover, that this marriage had led to no 

results whatever, and that each evening the gypsy girl cheated him of his nuptial right as on the 

first day. “’Tis a mortification,” he said in conclusion, “but that is because I have had the 

misfortune to wed a virgin.” 

“What do you mean?” demanded the archdeacon, who had been gradually appeased by this 

recital. 



“’Tis very difficult to explain,” replied the poet. “It is a superstition. My wife is, according to 

what an old thief, who is called among us the Duke of Egypt, has told me, a foundling or a lost 

child, which is the same thing. She wears on her neck an amulet which, it is affirmed, will cause 

her to meet her parents some day, but which will lose its virtue if the young girl loses hers. 

Hence it follows that both of us remain very virtuous.” 

“So,” resumed Claude, whose brow cleared more and more, “you believe, Master Pierre, that 

this creature has not been approached by any man?” 

“What would you have a man do, Dom Claude, as against a superstition? She has got that in 

her head. I assuredly esteem as a rarity this nunlike prudery which is preserved untamed amid 

those Bohemian girls who are so easily brought into subjection. But she has three things to 

protect her: the Duke of Egypt, who has taken her under his safeguard, reckoning, perchance, on 

selling her to some gay abbé; all his tribe, who hold her in singular veneration, like a Notre-

Dame; and a certain tiny poignard, which the buxom dame always wears about her, in some 

nook, in spite of the ordinances of the provost, and which one causes to fly out into her hands by 

squeezing her waist. ’Tis a proud wasp, I can tell you!” 

The archdeacon pressed Gringoire with questions. 

La Esmeralda, in the judgment of Gringoire, was an inoffensive and charming creature, pretty, 

with the exception of a pout which was peculiar to her; a naïve and passionate damsel, ignorant 

of everything and enthusiastic about everything; not yet aware of the difference between a man 

and a woman, even in her dreams; made like that; wild especially over dancing, noise, the open 

air; a sort of woman bee, with invisible wings on her feet, and living in a whirlwind. She owed 

this nature to the wandering life which she had always led. Gringoire had succeeded in learning 

that, while a mere child, she had traversed Spain and Catalonia, even to Sicily; he believed that 

she had even been taken by the caravan of Zingari, of which she formed a part, to the kingdom of 

Algiers, a country situated in Achaia, which country adjoins, on one side Albania and Greece; on 

the other, the Sicilian Sea, which is the road to Constantinople. The Bohemians, said Gringoire, 

were vassals of the King of Algiers, in his quality of chief of the White Moors. One thing is 

certain, that la Esmeralda had come to France while still very young, by way of Hungary. From 

all these countries the young girl had brought back fragments of queer jargons, songs, and 

strange ideas, which made her language as motley as her costume, half Parisian, half African. 

However, the people of the quarters which she frequented loved her for her gayety, her 

daintiness, her lively manners, her dances, and her songs. She believed herself to be hated, in all 

the city, by but two persons, of whom she often spoke in terror: the sacked nun of the Tour-

Roland, a villanous recluse who cherished some secret grudge against these gypsies, and who 

cursed the poor dancer every time that the latter passed before her window; and a priest, who 

never met her without casting at her looks and words which frightened her. 

The mention of this last circumstance disturbed the archdeacon greatly, though Gringoire paid 

no attention to his perturbation; to such an extent had two months sufficed to cause the heedless 

poet to forget the singular details of the evening on which he had met the gypsy, and the 

presence of the archdeacon in it all. Otherwise, the little dancer feared nothing; she did not tell 

fortunes, which protected her against those trials for magic which were so frequently instituted 

against gypsy women. And then, Gringoire held the position of her brother, if not of her husband. 

After all, the philosopher endured this sort of platonic marriage very patiently. It meant a shelter 

and bread at least. Every morning, he set out from the lair of the thieves, generally with the 

gypsy; he helped her make her collections of targes[34 ]  and little blanks[35 ]  in the squares; 



each evening he returned to the same roof with her, allowed her to bolt herself into her little 

chamber, and slept the sleep of the just. A very sweet existence, taking it all in all, he said, and 

well adapted to revery. And then, on his soul and conscience, the philosopher was not very sure 

that he was madly in love with the gypsy. He loved her goat almost as dearly. It was a charming 

animal, gentle, intelligent, clever; a learned goat. Nothing was more common in the Middle Ages 

than these learned animals, which amazed people greatly, and often led their instructors to the 

stake. But the witchcraft of the goat with the golden hoofs was a very innocent species of magic. 

Gringoire explained them to the archdeacon, whom these details seemed to interest deeply. In the 

majority of cases, it was sufficient to present the tambourine to the goat in such or such a 

manner, in order to obtain from him the trick desired. He had been trained to this by the gypsy, 

who possessed, in these delicate arts, so rare a talent that two months had sufficed to teach the 

goat to write, with movable letters, the word “Phœbus.” 

“‘Phœbus!’” said the priest; “why ‘Phœbus’?” 

“I know not,” replied Gringoire. “Perhaps it is a word which she believes to be endowed with 

some magic and secret virtue. She often repeats it in a low tone when she thinks that she is 

alone.” 

“Are you sure,” persisted Claude, with his penetrating glance, “that it is only a word and not a 

name?” 

“The name of whom?” said the poet. 

“How should I know?” said the priest. 

“This is what I imagine, messire. These Bohemians are something like Guebrs, and adore the 

sun. Hence, Phœbus.” 

“That does not seem so clear to me as to you, Master Pierre.” 

“After all, that does not concern me. Let her mumble her Phœbus at her pleasure. One thing is 

certain, that Djali loves me almost as much as he does her.” 

“Who is Djali?” 

“The goat.” 

The archdeacon dropped his chin into his hand, and appeared to reflect for a moment. All at 

once he turned abruptly to Gringoire once more. 

“And do you swear to me that you have not touched her?” 

“Whom?” said Gringoire; “the goat?” 

“No, that woman.” 

“My wife? I swear to you that I have not.” 

“You are often alone with her?” 

“A good hour every evening.” 

Dom Claude frowned. 

“Oh! oh! Solus cum sola non cogitabuntur orare Pater Noster.” 

“Upon my soul, I could say the Pater, and the Ave Maria, and the Credo in Deum patrem 

omnipotentem without her paying any more attention to me than a chicken to a church.” 

“Swear to me, by the body of your mother,” repeated the archdeacon violently, “that you have 

not touched that creature with even the tip of your finger.” 



“I will also swear it by the head of my father, for the two things have more affinity between 

them. But, my reverend master, permit me a question in my turn.” 

“Speak, sir.” 

“What concern is it of yours?” 

The archdeacon’s pale face became as crimson as the cheek of a young girl. He remained for a 

moment without answering; then, with visible embarrassment,— 

“Listen, Master Pierre Gringoire. You are not yet damned, so far as I know. I take an interest 

in you, and wish you well. Now the least contact with that Egyptian of the demon would make 

you the vassal of Satan. You know that ’tis always the body which ruins the soul. Woe to you if 

you approach that woman! That is all.” 

“I tried once,” said Gringoire, scratching his ear; “it was the first day: but I got stung.” 

“You were so audacious, Master Pierre?” and the priest’s brow clouded over again. 

“On another occasion,” continued the poet, with a smile, “I peeped through the keyhole, 

before going to bed, and I beheld the most delicious dame in her shift that ever made a bed creak 

under her bare foot.” 

“Go to the devil!” cried the priest, with a terrible look; and, giving the amazed Gringoire a 

push on the shoulders, he plunged, with long strides, under the gloomiest arcades of the 

cathedral. 

  



CHAPTER III. THE BELLS. 

After the morning in the pillory, the neighbors of Notre-Dame thought they noticed that 

Quasimodo’s ardor for ringing had grown cool. Formerly, there had been peals for every 

occasion, long morning serenades, which lasted from prime to compline; peals from the belfry 

for a high mass, rich scales drawn over the smaller bells for a wedding, for a christening, and 

mingling in the air like a rich embroidery of all sorts of charming sounds. The old church, all 

vibrating and sonorous, was in a perpetual joy of bells. One was constantly conscious of the 

presence of a spirit of noise and caprice, who sang through all those mouths of brass. Now that 

spirit seemed to have departed; the cathedral seemed gloomy, and gladly remained silent; 

festivals and funerals had the simple peal, dry and bare, demanded by the ritual, nothing more. 

Of the double noise which constitutes a church, the organ within, the bell without, the organ 

alone remained. One would have said that there was no longer a musician in the belfry. 

Quasimodo was always there, nevertheless; what, then, had happened to him? Was it that the 

shame and despair of the pillory still lingered in the bottom of his heart, that the lashes of his 

tormentor’s whip reverberated unendingly in his soul, and that the sadness of such treatment had 

wholly extinguished in him even his passion for the bells? or was it that Marie had a rival in the 

heart of the bellringer of Notre-Dame, and that the great bell and her fourteen sisters were 

neglected for something more amiable and more beautiful? 

It chanced that, in the year of grace 1482, Annunciation Day fell on Tuesday, the twenty-fifth 

of March. That day the air was so pure and light that Quasimodo felt some returning affection for 

his bells. He therefore ascended the northern tower while the beadle below was opening wide the 

doors of the church, which were then enormous panels of stout wood, covered with leather, 

bordered with nails of gilded iron, and framed in carvings “very artistically elaborated.” 

On arriving in the lofty bell chamber, Quasimodo gazed for some time at the six bells and 

shook his head sadly, as though groaning over some foreign element which had interposed itself 

in his heart between them and him. But when he had set them to swinging, when he felt that 

cluster of bells moving under his hand, when he saw, for he did not hear it, the palpitating octave 

ascend and descend that sonorous scale, like a bird hopping from branch to branch; when the 

demon Music, that demon who shakes a sparkling bundle of strette, trills and arpeggios, had 

taken possession of the poor deaf man, he became happy once more, he forgot everything, and 

his heart expanding, made his face beam. 

He went and came, he beat his hands together, he ran from rope to rope, he animated the six 

singers with voice and gesture, like the leader of an orchestra who is urging on intelligent 

musicians. 

“Go on,” said he, “go on, go on, Gabrielle, pour out all thy noise into the Place, ’tis a festival 

to-day. No laziness, Thibauld; thou art relaxing; go on, go on, then, art thou rusted, thou 

sluggard? That is well! quick! quick! let not thy clapper be seen! Make them all deaf like me. 

That’s it, Thibauld, bravely done! Guillaume! Guillaume! thou art the largest, and Pasquier is the 

smallest, and Pasquier does best. Let us wager that those who hear him will understand him 

better than they understand thee. Good! good! my Gabrielle, stoutly, more stoutly! Eli! what are 

you doing up aloft there, you two Moineaux (sparrows)? I do not see you making the least little 

shred of noise. What is the meaning of those beaks of copper which seem to be gaping when they 

should sing? Come, work now, ’tis the Feast of the Annunciation. The sun is fine, the chime 

must be fine also. Poor Guillaume! thou art all out of breath, my big fellow!” 



He was wholly absorbed in spurring on his bells, all six of which vied with each other in 

leaping and shaking their shining haunches, like a noisy team of Spanish mules, pricked on here 

and there by the apostrophes of the muleteer. 

All at once, on letting his glance fall between the large slate scales which cover the 

perpendicular wall of the bell tower at a certain height, he beheld on the square a young girl, 

fantastically dressed, stop, spread out on the ground a carpet, on which a small goat took up its 

post, and a group of spectators collect around her. This sight suddenly changed the course of his 

ideas, and congealed his enthusiasm as a breath of air congeals melted rosin. He halted, turned 

his back to the bells, and crouched down behind the projecting roof of slate, fixing upon the 

dancer that dreamy, sweet, and tender look which had already astonished the archdeacon on one 

occasion. Meanwhile, the forgotten bells died away abruptly and all together, to the great 

disappointment of the lovers of bell ringing, who were listening in good faith to the peal from 

above the Pont du Change, and who went away dumbfounded, like a dog who has been offered a 

bone and given a stone. 

  



CHAPTER IV. ἈΝÁΓΚΗ. 

It chanced that upon a fine morning in this same month of March, I think it was on Saturday 

the 29th, Saint Eustache’s day, our young friend the student, Jehan Frollo du Moulin, perceived, 

as he was dressing himself, that his breeches, which contained his purse, gave out no metallic 

ring. “Poor purse,” he said, drawing it from his fob, “what! not the smallest parisis! how cruelly 

the dice, beer-pots, and Venus have depleted thee! How empty, wrinkled, limp, thou art! Thou 

resemblest the throat of a fury! I ask you, Messer Cicero, and Messer Seneca, copies of whom, 

all dog’s-eared, I behold scattered on the floor, what profits it me to know, better than any 

governor of the mint, or any Jew on the Pont aux Changeurs, that a golden crown stamped with a 

crown is worth thirty-five unzains of twenty-five sous, and eight deniers parisis apiece, and that a 

crown stamped with a crescent is worth thirty-six unzains of twenty-six sous, six deniers tournois 

apiece, if I have not a single wretched black liard to risk on the double-six! Oh! Consul Cicero! 

this is no calamity from which one extricates one’s self with periphrases, quemadmodum, 

and verum enim vero!” 

He dressed himself sadly. An idea had occurred to him as he laced his boots, but he rejected it 

at first; nevertheless, it returned, and he put on his waistcoat wrong side out, an evident sign of 

violent internal combat. At last he dashed his cap roughly on the floor, and exclaimed: “So much 

the worse! Let come of it what may. I am going to my brother! I shall catch a sermon, but I shall 

catch a crown.” 

Then he hastily donned his long jacket with furred half-sleeves, picked up his cap, and went 

out like a man driven to desperation. 

He descended the Rue de la Harpe toward the City. As he passed the Rue de la Huchette, the 

odor of those admirable spits, which were incessantly turning, tickled his olfactory apparatus, 

and he bestowed a loving glance toward the Cyclopean roast, which one day drew from the 

Franciscan friar, Calatagirone, this pathetic exclamation: Veramente, queste rotisserie sono cosa 

stupenda![36 ]   But Jehan had not the wherewithal to buy a breakfast, and he plunged, with a 

profound sigh, under the gateway of the Petit-Châtelet, that enormous double trefoil of massive 

towers which guarded the entrance to the City. 

He did not even take the trouble to cast a stone in passing, as was the usage, at the miserable 

statue of that Périnet Leclerc who had delivered up the Paris of Charles VI. to the English, a 

crime which his effigy, its face battered with stones and soiled with mud, expiated for three 

centuries at the corner of the Rue de la Harpe and the Rue de Buci, as in an eternal pillory. 

The Petit-Pont traversed, the Rue Neuve-Sainte-Geneviève crossed, Jehan de Molendino 

found himself in front of Notre-Dame. Then indecision seized upon him once more, and he 

paced for several minutes round the statue of M. Legris, repeating to himself with anguish: “The 

sermon is sure, the crown is doubtful.” 

He stopped a beadle who emerged from the cloister,—“Where is monsieur the archdeacon of 

Josas?” 

“I believe that he is in his secret cell in the tower,” said the beadle; “I should advise you not to 

disturb him there, unless you come from some one like the pope or monsieur the king.” 

Jehan clapped his hands. 

“Bédiable! here’s a magnificent chance to see the famous sorcery cell!” 



This reflection having brought him to a decision, he plunged resolutely into the small black 

doorway, and began the ascent of the spiral of Saint-Gilles, which leads to the upper stories of 

the tower. “I am going to see,” he said to himself on the way. “By the ravens of the Holy Virgin! 

it must needs be a curious thing, that cell which my reverend brother hides so secretly! ’Tis said 

that he lights up the kitchens of hell there, and that he cooks the philosopher’s stone there over a 

hot fire. Bédieu! I care no more for the philosopher’s stone than for a pebble, and I would rather 

find over his furnace an omelette of Easter eggs and bacon, than the biggest philosopher’s stone 

in the world.”’ 

On arriving at the gallery of slender columns, he took breath for a moment, and swore against 

the interminable staircase by I know not how many million cartloads of devils; then he resumed 

his ascent through the narrow door of the north tower, now closed to the public. Several 

moments after passing the bell chamber, he came upon a little landing-place, built in a lateral 

niche, and under the vault of a low, pointed door, whose enormous lock and strong iron bars he 

was enabled to see through a loophole pierced in the opposite circular wall of the staircase. 

Persons desirous of visiting this door at the present day will recognize it by this inscription 

engraved in white letters on the black wall: “J’ADORE CORALIE, 1823. SIGNÉ UGÈNE.” 

“Signé” stands in the text. 

“Ugh!” said the scholar; “’tis here, no doubt.” 

The key was in the lock, the door was very close to him; he gave it a gentle push and thrust his 

head through the opening. 

The reader cannot have failed to turn over the admirable works of Rembrandt, that 

Shakespeare of painting. Amid so many marvellous engravings, there is one etching in particular, 

which is supposed to represent Doctor Faust, and which it is impossible to contemplate without 

being dazzled. It represents a gloomy cell; in the centre is a table loaded with hideous objects; 

skulls, spheres, alembics, compasses, hieroglyphic parchments. The doctor is before this table 

clad in his large coat and covered to the very eyebrows with his furred cap. He is visible only to 

his waist. He has half risen from his immense arm-chair, his clenched fists rest on the table, and 

he is gazing with curiosity and terror at a large luminous circle, formed of magic letters, which 

gleams from the wall beyond, like the solar spectrum in a dark chamber. This cabalistic sun 

seems to tremble before the eye, and fills the wan cell with its mysterious radiance. It is horrible 

and it is beautiful. 

Something very similar to Faust’s cell presented itself to Jehan’s view, when he ventured his 

head through the half-open door. It also was a gloomy and sparsely lighted retreat. There also 

stood a large arm-chair and a large table, compasses, alembics, skeletons of animals suspended 

from the ceiling, a globe rolling on the floor, hippocephali mingled promiscuously with drinking 

cups, in which quivered leaves of gold, skulls placed upon vellum checkered with figures and 

characters, huge manuscripts piled up wide open, without mercy on the cracking corners of the 

parchment; in short, all the rubbish of science, and everywhere on this confusion dust and 

spiders’ webs; but there was no circle of luminous letters, no doctor in an ecstasy contemplating 

the flaming vision, as the eagle gazes upon the sun. 

Nevertheless, the cell was not deserted. A man was seated in the arm-chair, and bending over 

the table. Jehan, to whom his back was turned, could see only his shoulders and the back of his 

skull; but he had no difficulty in recognizing that bald head, which nature had provided with an 

eternal tonsure, as though desirous of marking, by this external symbol, the archdeacon’s 

irresistible clerical vocation. 



Jehan accordingly recognized his brother; but the door had been opened so softly, that nothing 

warned Dom Claude of his presence. The inquisitive scholar took advantage of this circumstance 

to examine the cell for a few moments at his leisure. A large furnace, which he had not at first 

observed, stood to the left of the arm-chair, beneath the window. The ray of light which 

penetrated through this aperture made its way through a spider’s circular web, which tastefully 

inscribed its delicate rose in the arch of the window, and in the centre of which the insect 

architect hung motionless, like the hub of this wheel of lace. Upon the furnace were accumulated 

in disorder, all sorts of vases, earthenware bottles, glass retorts, and mattresses of charcoal. Jehan 

observed, with a sigh, that there was no frying-pan. “How cold the kitchen utensils are!” he said 

to himself. 

In fact, there was no fire in the furnace, and it seemed as though none had been lighted for a 

long time. A glass mask, which Jehan noticed among the utensils of alchemy, and which served 

no doubt, to protect the archdeacon’s face when he was working over some substance to be 

dreaded, lay in one corner covered with dust and apparently forgotten. Beside it lay a pair of 

bellows no less dusty, the upper side of which bore this inscription incrusted in copper letters: 

SPIRA SPERA. 

Other inscriptions were written, in accordance with the fashion of the hermetics, in great 

numbers on the walls; some traced with ink, others engraved with a metal point. There were, 

moreover, Gothic letters, Hebrew letters, Greek letters, and Roman letters, pell-mell; the 

inscriptions overflowed at haphazard, on top of each other, the more recent effacing the more 

ancient, and all entangled with each other, like the branches in a thicket, like pikes in an affray. It 

was, in fact, a strangely confused mingling of all human philosophies, all reveries, all human 

wisdom. Here and there one shone out from among the rest like a banner among lance heads. 

Generally, it was a brief Greek or Roman device, such as the Middle Ages knew so well how to 

formulate.—Unde? Inde?—Homo homini monstrum—Astra, castra, nomen, numen.—Μέγα 

βιβλίον, μέγα κακόν.—Sapere aude. Fiat ubi vult—etc.; sometimes a word devoid of all 

apparent sense, Ἀναγκοφαγία, which possibly contained a bitter allusion to the regime of the 

cloister; sometimes a simple maxim of clerical discipline formulated in a regular 

hexameter Cœlestem dominum terrestrem dicite dominum. There was also Hebrew jargon, of 

which Jehan, who as yet knew but little Greek, understood nothing; and all were traversed in 

every direction by stars, by figures of men or animals, and by intersecting triangles; and this 

contributed not a little to make the scrawled wall of the cell resemble a sheet of paper over which 

a monkey had drawn back and forth a pen filled with ink. 

The whole chamber, moreover, presented a general aspect of abandonment and dilapidation; 

and the bad state of the utensils induced the supposition that their owner had long been distracted 

from his labors by other preoccupations. Meanwhile, this master, bent over a vast manuscript, 

ornamented with fantastical illustrations, appeared to be tormented by an idea which incessantly 

mingled with his meditations. That at least was Jehan’s idea, when he heard him exclaim, with 

the thoughtful breaks of a dreamer thinking aloud,— 

“Yes, Manou said it, and Zoroaster taught it! the sun is born from fire, the moon from the sun; 

fire is the soul of the universe; its elementary atoms pour forth and flow incessantly upon the 

world through infinite channels! At the point where these currents intersect each other in the 

heavens, they produce light; at their points of intersection on earth, they produce gold. Light, 

gold; the same thing! From fire to the concrete state. The difference between the visible and the 

palpable, between the fluid and the solid in the same substance, between water and ice, nothing 

more. These are no dreams; it is the general law of nature. But what is one to do in order to 



extract from science the secret of this general law? What! this light which inundates my hand is 

gold! These same atoms dilated in accordance with a certain law need only be condensed in 

accordance with another law. How is it to be done? Some have fancied by burying a ray of 

sunlight, Averroës,—yes, ’tis Averroës,—Averroës buried one under the first pillar on the left of 

the sanctuary of the Koran, in the great Mahometan mosque of Cordova; but the vault cannot be 

opened for the purpose of ascertaining whether the operation has succeeded, until after the lapse 

of eight thousand years. 

“The devil!” said Jehan, to himself, “’tis a long while to wait for a crown!” 

“Others have thought,” continued the dreamy archdeacon, “that it would be better worth while 

to operate upon a ray of Sirius. But ’tis exceeding hard to obtain this ray pure, because of the 

simultaneous presence of other stars whose rays mingle with it. Flamel esteemed it more simple 

to operate upon terrestrial fire. Flamel! there’s predestination in the name! Flamma! yes, fire. All 

lies there. The diamond is contained in the carbon, gold is in the fire. But how to extract it? 

Magistri affirms that there are certain feminine names, which possess a charm so sweet and 

mysterious, that it suffices to pronounce them during the operation. Let us read what Manon says 

on the matter: ‘Where women are honored, the divinities are rejoiced; where they are despised, it 

is useless to pray to God. The mouth of a woman is constantly pure; it is a running water, it is a 

ray of sunlight. The name of a woman should be agreeable, sweet, fanciful; it should end in long 

vowels, and resemble words of benediction.’ Yes, the sage is right; in truth, Maria, Sophia, la 

Esmeral—Damnation! always that thought!” 

And he closed the book violently. 

He passed his hand over his brow, as though to brush away the idea which assailed him; then 

he took from the table a nail and a small hammer, whose handle was curiously painted with 

cabalistic letters. 

“For some time,” he said with a bitter smile, “I have failed in all my experiments! one fixed 

idea possesses me, and sears my brain like fire. I have not even been able to discover the secret 

of Cassiodorus, whose lamp burned without wick and without oil. A simple matter, 

nevertheless—” 

“The deuce!” muttered Jehan in his beard. 

“Hence,” continued the priest, “one wretched thought is sufficient to render a man weak and 

beside himself! Oh! how Claude Pernelle would laugh at me. She who could not turn Nicholas 

Flamel aside, for one moment, from his pursuit of the great work! What! I hold in my hand the 

magic hammer of Zéchiélé! at every blow dealt by the formidable rabbi, from the depths of his 

cell, upon this nail, that one of his enemies whom he had condemned, were he a thousand 

leagues away, was buried a cubit deep in the earth which swallowed him. The King of France 

himself, in consequence of once having inconsiderately knocked at the door of the thermaturgist, 

sank to the knees through the pavement of his own Paris. This took place three centuries ago. 

Well! I possess the hammer and the nail, and in my hands they are utensils no more formidable 

than a club in the hands of a maker of edge tools. And yet all that is required is to find the magic 

word which Zéchiélé pronounced when he struck his nail.” 

“What nonsense!” thought Jehan. 

“Let us see, let us try!” resumed the archdeacon briskly. “Were I to succeed, I should behold 

the blue spark flash from the head of the nail. Emen-Hétan! Emen-Hétan! That’s not it. Sigéani! 

Sigéani! May this nail open the tomb to any one who bears the name of Phœbus! A curse upon 

it! Always and eternally the same idea!” 



And he flung away the hammer in a rage. Then he sank down so deeply on the arm-chair and 

the table, that Jehan lost him from view behind the great pile of manuscripts. For the space of 

several minutes, all that he saw was his fist convulsively clenched on a book. Suddenly, Dom 

Claude sprang up, seized a compass and engraved in silence upon the wall in capital letters, this 

Greek word 

ἈΝÁΓΚΗ. 

“My brother is mad,” said Jehan to himself; “it would have been far more simple to 

write Fatum, every one is not obliged to know Greek.” 

The archdeacon returned and seated himself in his armchair, and placed his head on both his 

hands, as a sick man does, whose head is heavy and burning. 

The student watched his brother with surprise. He did not know, he who wore his heart on his 

sleeve, he who observed only the good old law of Nature in the world, he who allowed his 

passions to follow their inclinations, and in whom the lake of great emotions was always dry, so 

freely did he let it off each day by fresh drains,—he did not know with what fury the sea of 

human passions ferments and boils when all egress is denied to it, how it accumulates, how it 

swells, how it overflows, how it hollows out the heart; how it breaks in inward sobs, and dull 

convulsions, until it has rent its dikes and burst its bed. The austere and glacial envelope of 

Claude Frollo, that cold surface of steep and inaccessible virtue, had always deceived Jehan. The 

merry scholar had never dreamed that there was boiling lava, furious and profound, beneath the 

snowy brow of Ætna. 

We do not know whether he suddenly became conscious of these things; but, giddy as he was, 

he understood that he had seen what he ought not to have seen, that he had just surprised the soul 

of his elder brother in one of its most secret altitudes, and that Claude must not be allowed to 

know it. Seeing that the archdeacon had fallen back into his former immobility, he withdrew his 

head very softly, and made some noise with his feet outside the door, like a person who has just 

arrived and is giving warning of his approach. 

“Enter!” cried the archdeacon, from the interior of his cell; “I was expecting you. I left the 

door unlocked expressly; enter Master Jacques!” 

The scholar entered boldly. The archdeacon, who was very much embarrassed by such a visit 

in such a place, trembled in his arm-chair. “What! ’tis you, Jehan?” 

“’Tis a J, all the same,” said the scholar, with his ruddy, merry, and audacious face. 

Dom Claude’s visage had resumed its severe expression. 

“What are you come for?” 

“Brother,” replied the scholar, making an effort to assume a decent, pitiful, and modest mien, 

and twirling his cap in his hands with an innocent air; “I am come to ask of you—” 

“What?” 

“A little lecture on morality, of which I stand greatly in need,” Jehan did not dare to add 

aloud,—“and a little money of which I am in still greater need.” This last member of his phrase 

remained unuttered. 

“Monsieur,” said the archdeacon, in a cold tone, “I am greatly displeased with you.” 

“Alas!” sighed the scholar. 

Dom Claude made his arm-chair describe a quarter circle, and gazed intently at Jehan. 



“I am very glad to see you.” 

This was a formidable exordium. Jehan braced himself for a rough encounter. 

“Jehan, complaints are brought me about you every day. What affray was that in which you 

bruised with a cudgel a little vicomte, Albert de Ramonchamp?” 

“Oh!” said Jehan, “a vast thing that! A malicious page amused himself by splashing the 

scholars, by making his horse gallop through the mire!” 

“Who,” pursued the archdeacon, “is that Mahiet Fargel, whose gown you have torn? Tunicam 

dechiraverunt, saith the complaint.” 

“Ah bah! a wretched cap of a Montaigu! Isn’t that it?” 

“The complaint says tunicam and not cappettam. Do you know Latin?” 

Jehan did not reply. 

“Yes,” pursued the priest shaking his head, “that is the state of learning and letters at the 

present day. The Latin tongue is hardly understood, Syriac is unknown, Greek so odious that ’tis 

accounted no ignorance in the most learned to skip a Greek word without reading it, and to say, 

‘Græcum est non legitur.’” 

The scholar raised his eyes boldly. “Monsieur my brother, doth it please you that I shall 

explain in good French vernacular that Greek word which is written yonder on the wall?” 

“What word?” 

“ἈΝÁΓΚΗ.” 

A slight flush spread over the cheeks of the priest with their high bones, like the puff of smoke 

which announces on the outside the secret commotions of a volcano. The student hardly noticed 

it. 

“Well, Jehan,” stammered the elder brother with an effort, “What is the meaning of yonder 

word?” 

“FATE.” 

Dom Claude turned pale again, and the scholar pursued carelessly. 

“And that word below it, graved by the same hand, Ἀνάγνεία, signifies ‘impurity.’ You see 

that people do know their Greek.” 

And the archdeacon remained silent. This Greek lesson had rendered him thoughtful. 

Master Jehan, who possessed all the artful ways of a spoiled child, judged that the moment 

was a favorable one in which to risk his request. Accordingly, he assumed an extremely soft tone 

and began,— 

“My good brother, do you hate me to such a degree as to look savagely upon me because of a 

few mischievous cuffs and blows distributed in a fair war to a pack of lads and brats, quibusdam 

marmosetis? You see, good Brother Claude, that people know their Latin.” 

But all this caressing hypocrisy did not have its usual effect on the severe elder brother. 

Cerberus did not bite at the honey cake. The archdeacon’s brow did not lose a single wrinkle. 

“What are you driving at?” he said dryly. 

“Well, in point of fact, this!” replied Jehan bravely, “I stand in need of money.” 

At this audacious declaration, the archdeacon’s visage assumed a thoroughly pedagogical and 

paternal expression. 



“You know, Monsieur Jehan, that our fief of Tirechappe, putting the direct taxes and the rents 

of the nine and twenty houses in a block, yields only nine and thirty livres, eleven sous, six 

deniers, Parisian. It is one half more than in the time of the brothers Paclet, but it is not much.” 

“I need money,” said Jehan stoically. 

“You know that the official has decided that our twenty-one houses should be moved full into 

the fief of the Bishopric, and that we could redeem this homage only by paying the reverend 

bishop two marks of silver gilt of the price of six livres parisis. Now, these two marks I have not 

yet been able to get together. You know it.” 

“I know that I stand in need of money,” repeated Jehan for the third time. 

“And what are you going to do with it?” 

This question caused a flash of hope to gleam before Jehan’s eyes. He resumed his dainty, 

caressing air. 

“Stay, dear Brother Claude, I should not come to you, with any evil motive. There is no 

intention of cutting a dash in the taverns with your unzains, and of strutting about the streets of 

Paris in a caparison of gold brocade, with a lackey, cum meo laquasio. No, brother, ’tis for a 

good work.” 

“What good work?” demanded Claude, somewhat surprised. 

“Two of my friends wish to purchase an outfit for the infant of a poor Haudriette widow. It is a 

charity. It will cost three florins, and I should like to contribute to it.” 

“What are names of your two friends?” 

“Pierre l’Assommeur and Baptiste Croque-Oison.”[37 ]  

“Hum,” said the archdeacon; “those are names as fit for a good work as a catapult for the chief 

altar.” 

It is certain that Jehan had made a very bad choice of names for his two friends. He realized it 

too late. 

“And then,” pursued the sagacious Claude, “what sort of an infant’s outfit is it that is to cost 

three florins, and that for the child of a Haudriette? Since when have the Haudriette widows 

taken to having babes in swaddling-clothes?” 

Jehan broke the ice once more. 

“Eh, well! yes! I need money in order to go and see Isabeau la Thierrye to-night; in the Val-d’ 

Amour!” 

“Impure wretch!” exclaimed the priest. 

“Ἀναγνεία!” said Jehan. 

This quotation, which the scholar borrowed with malice, perchance, from the wall of the cell, 

produced a singular effect on the archdeacon. He bit his lips and his wrath was drowned in a 

crimson flush. 

“Begone,” he said to Jehan. “I am expecting some one.” 

The scholar made one more effort. 

“Brother Claude, give me at least one little parisis to buy something to eat.” 

“How far have you gone in the Decretals of Gratian?” demanded Dom Claude. 

“I have lost my copy books. 



“Where are you in your Latin humanities?” 

“My copy of Horace has been stolen.” 

“Where are you in Aristotle?” 

“I’ faith! brother what father of the church is it, who says that the errors of heretics have 

always had for their lurking place the thickets of Aristotle’s metaphysics? A plague on Aristotle! 

I care not to tear my religion on his metaphysics.” 

“Young man,” resumed the archdeacon, “at the king’s last entry, there was a young gentleman, 

named Philippe de Comines, who wore embroidered on the housings of his horse this device, 

upon which I counsel you to meditate: Qui non laborat, non manducet.” 

The scholar remained silent for a moment, with his finger in his ear, his eyes on the ground, 

and a discomfited mien. 

All at once he turned round to Claude with the agile quickness of a wagtail. 

“So, my good brother, you refuse me a sou parisis, wherewith to buy a crust at a baker’s 

shop?” 

“Qui non laborat, non manducet.” 

At this response of the inflexible archdeacon, Jehan hid his head in his hands, like a woman 

sobbing, and exclaimed with an expression of despair: “Ὀτοτοτοτοτοῖ.” 

“What is the meaning of this, sir?” demanded Claude, surprised at this freak. 

“What indeed!” said the scholar; and he lifted to Claude his impudent eyes into which he had 

just thrust his fists in order to communicate to them the redness of tears; “’tis Greek! ’tis an 

anapæst of Æschylus which expresses grief perfectly.” 

And here he burst into a laugh so droll and violent that it made the archdeacon smile. It was 

Claude’s fault, in fact: why had he so spoiled that child? 

“Oh! good Brother Claude,” resumed Jehan, emboldened by this smile, “look at my worn out 

boots. Is there a cothurnus in the world more tragic than these boots, whose soles are hanging out 

their tongues?” 

The archdeacon promptly returned to his original severity. 

“I will send you some new boots, but no money.” 

“Only a poor little parisis, brother,” continued the suppliant Jehan. “I will learn Gratian by 

heart, I will believe firmly in God, I will be a regular Pythagoras of science and virtue. But one 

little parisis, in mercy! Would you have famine bite me with its jaws which are gaping in front of 

me, blacker, deeper, and more noisome than a Tartarus or the nose of a monk?” 

Dom Claude shook his wrinkled head: “Qui non laborat—” 

Jehan did not allow him to finish. 

“Well,” he exclaimed, “to the devil then! Long live joy! I will live in the tavern, I will fight, I 

will break pots and I will go and see the wenches.” And thereupon, he hurled his cap at the wall, 

and snapped his fingers like castanets. 

The archdeacon surveyed him with a gloomy air. 

“Jehan, you have no soul.” 

“In that case, according to Epicurius, I lack a something made of another something which has 

no name.” 



“Jehan, you must think seriously of amending your ways.” 

“Oh, come now,” cried the student, gazing in turn at his brother and the alembics on the 

furnace, “everything is preposterous here, both ideas and bottles!” 

“Jehan, you are on a very slippery downward road. Do you know whither you are going?” 

“To the wine-shop,” said Jehan. 

“The wine-shop leads to the pillory.” 

“’Tis as good a lantern as any other, and perchance with that one, Diogenes would have found 

his man.” 

“The pillory leads to the gallows.” 

“The gallows is a balance which has a man at one end and the whole earth at the other. ’Tis 

fine to be the man.” 

“The gallows leads to hell.” 

“’Tis a big fire.” 

“Jehan, Jehan, the end will be bad.” 

“The beginning will have been good.” 

At that moment, the sound of a footstep was heard on the staircase. 

“Silence!” said the archdeacon, laying his finger on his mouth, “here is Master Jacques. 

Listen, Jehan,” he added, in a low voice; “have a care never to speak of what you shall have seen 

or heard here. Hide yourself quickly under the furnace, and do not breathe.” 

The scholar concealed himself; just then a happy idea occurred to him. 

“By the way, Brother Claude, a form for not breathing.” 

“Silence! I promise.” 

“You must give it to me.” 

“Take it, then!” said the archdeacon angrily, flinging his purse at him. 

Jehan darted under the furnace again, and the door opened. 

  



CHAPTER V. THE TWO MEN CLOTHED IN BLACK. 

The personage who entered wore a black gown and a gloomy mien. The first point which 

struck the eye of our Jehan (who, as the reader will readily surmise, had ensconced himself in his 

nook in such a manner as to enable him to see and hear everything at his good pleasure) was the 

perfect sadness of the garments and the visage of this new-corner. There was, nevertheless, some 

sweetness diffused over that face, but it was the sweetness of a cat or a judge, an affected, 

treacherous sweetness. He was very gray and wrinkled, and not far from his sixtieth year, his 

eyes blinked, his eyebrows were white, his lip pendulous, and his hands large. When Jehan saw 

that it was only this, that is to say, no doubt a physician or a magistrate, and that this man had a 

nose very far from his mouth, a sign of stupidity, he nestled down in his hole, in despair at being 

obliged to pass an indefinite time in such an uncomfortable attitude, and in such bad company. 

The archdeacon, in the meantime, had not even risen to receive this personage. He had made 

the latter a sign to seat himself on a stool near the door, and, after several moments of a silence 

which appeared to be a continuation of a preceding meditation, he said to him in a rather 

patronizing way, “Good day, Master Jacques.” 

“Greeting, master,” replied the man in black. 

There was in the two ways in which “Master Jacques” was pronounced on the one hand, and 

the “master” by preeminence on the other, the difference between monseigneur and monsieur, 

between domine and domne. It was evidently the meeting of a teacher and a disciple. 

“Well!” resumed the archdeacon, after a fresh silence which Master Jacques took good care 

not to disturb, “how are you succeeding?” 

“Alas! master,” said the other, with a sad smile, “I am still seeking the stone. Plenty of ashes. 

But not a spark of gold.” 

Dom Claude made a gesture of impatience. “I am not talking to you of that, Master Jacques 

Charmolue, but of the trial of your magician. Is it not Marc Cenaine that you call him? the butler 

of the Court of Accounts? Does he confess his witchcraft? Have you been successful with the 

torture?” 

“Alas! no,” replied Master Jacques, still with his sad smile; “we have not that consolation. 

That man is a stone. We might have him boiled in the Marché aux Pourceaux, before he would 

say anything. Nevertheless, we are sparing nothing for the sake of getting at the truth; he is 

already thoroughly dislocated, we are applying all the herbs of Saint John’s day; as saith the old 

comedian Plautus,— 

‘Advorsum stimulos, laminas, crucesque, compedesque, 

Nervos, catenas, carceres, numellas, pedicas, boias.’ 

Nothing answers; that man is terrible. I am at my wit’s end over him.” 

“You have found nothing new in his house?” 

“I’ faith, yes,” said Master Jacques, fumbling in his pouch; “this parchment. There are words 

in it which we cannot comprehend. The criminal advocate, Monsieur Philippe Lheulier, 

nevertheless, knows a little Hebrew, which he learned in that matter of the Jews of the Rue 

Kantersten, at Brussels.” 

So saying, Master Jacques unrolled a parchment. “Give it here,” said the archdeacon. And 

casting his eyes upon this writing: “Pure magic, Master Jacques!” he exclaimed. “‘Emen-Hétan!’ 



’Tis the cry of the vampires when they arrive at the witches’ sabbath. Per ipsum, et cum ipso, et 

in ipso! ’Tis the command which chains the devil in hell. Hax, pax, max! that refers to medicine. 

A formula against the bite of mad dogs. Master Jacques! you are procurator to the king in the 

Ecclesiastical Courts: this parchment is abominable.” 

“We will put the man to the torture once more. Here again,” added Master Jacques, fumbling 

afresh in his pouch, “is something that we have found at Marc Cenaine’s house.” 

It was a vessel belonging to the same family as those which covered Dom Claude’s furnace. 

“Ah!” said the archdeacon, “a crucible for alchemy.” 

“I will confess to you,” continued Master Jacques, with his timid and awkward smile, “that I 

have tried it over the furnace, but I have succeeded no better than with my own.” 

The archdeacon began an examination of the vessel. “What has he engraved on his 

crucible? Och! och! the word which expels fleas! That Marc Cenaine is an ignoramus! I verily 

believe that you will never make gold with this! ’Tis good to set in your bedroom in summer and 

that is all!” 

“Since we are talking about errors,” said the king’s procurator, “I have just been studying the 

figures on the portal below before ascending hither; is your reverence quite sure that the opening 

of the work of physics is there portrayed on the side towards the Hôtel-Dieu, and that among the 

seven nude figures which stand at the feet of Notre-Dame, that which has wings on his heels is 

Mercurius?” 

“Yes,” replied the priest; “’tis Augustin Nypho who writes it, that Italian doctor who had a 

bearded demon who acquainted him with all things. However, we will descend, and I will 

explain it to you with the text before us.” 

“Thanks, master,” said Charmolue, bowing to the earth. “By the way, I was on the point of 

forgetting. When doth it please you that I shall apprehend the little sorceress?” 

“What sorceress?” 

“That gypsy girl you know, who comes every day to dance on the church square, in spite of 

the official’s prohibition! She hath a demoniac goat with horns of the devil, which reads, which 

writes, which knows mathematics like Picatrix, and which would suffice to hang all Bohemia. 

The prosecution is all ready; ’twill soon be finished, I assure you! A pretty creature, on my soul, 

that dancer! The handsomest black eyes! Two Egyptian carbuncles! When shall we begin?” 

The archdeacon was excessively pale. 

“I will tell you that hereafter,” he stammered, in a voice that was barely articulate; then he 

resumed with an effort, “Busy yourself with Marc Cenaine.” 

“Be at ease,” said Charmolue with a smile; “I’ll buckle him down again for you on the leather 

bed when I get home. But ’tis a devil of a man; he wearies even Pierrat Torterue himself, who 

hath hands larger than my own. As that good Plautus saith,— 

‘Nudus vinctus, centum pondo, es quando pendes per pedes.’ 

The torture of the wheel and axle! ’Tis the most effectual! He shall taste it!” 

Dom Claude seemed absorbed in gloomy abstraction. He turned to Charmolue,— 

“Master Pierrat—Master Jacques, I mean, busy yourself with Marc Cenaine.” 



“Yes, yes, Dom Claude. Poor man! he will have suffered like Mummol. What an idea to go to 

the witches’ sabbath! a butler of the Court of Accounts, who ought to know Charlemagne’s 

text; Stryga vel masca!—In the matter of the little girl,—Smelarda, as they call her,—I will await 

your orders. Ah! as we pass through the portal, you will explain to me also the meaning of the 

gardener painted in relief, which one sees as one enters the church. Is it not the Sower? Hé! 

master, of what are you thinking, pray?” 

Dom Claude, buried in his own thoughts, no longer listened to him. Charmolue, following the 

direction of his glance, perceived that it was fixed mechanically on the great spider’s web which 

draped the window. At that moment, a bewildered fly which was seeking the March sun, flung 

itself through the net and became entangled there. On the agitation of his web, the enormous 

spider made an abrupt move from his central cell, then with one bound, rushed upon the fly, 

which he folded together with his fore antennæ, while his hideous proboscis dug into the victim’s 

head. “Poor fly!” said the king’s procurator in the ecclesiastical court; and he raised his hand to 

save it. The archdeacon, as though roused with a start, withheld his arm with convulsive 

violence. 

“Master Jacques,” he cried, “let fate take its course!” The procurator wheeled round in 

affright; it seemed to him that pincers of iron had clutched his arm. The priest’s eye was staring, 

wild, flaming, and remained riveted on the horrible little group of the spider and the fly. 

“Oh, yes!” continued the priest, in a voice which seemed to proceed from the depths of his 

being, “behold here a symbol of all. She flies, she is joyous, she is just born; she seeks the spring, 

the open air, liberty: oh, yes! but let her come in contact with the fatal network, and the spider 

issues from it, the hideous spider! Poor dancer! poor, predestined fly! Let things take their 

course, Master Jacques, ’tis fate! Alas! Claude, thou art the spider! Claude, thou art the fly also! 

Thou wert flying towards learning, light, the sun. Thou hadst no other care than to reach the open 

air, the full daylight of eternal truth; but in precipitating thyself towards the dazzling window 

which opens upon the other world,—upon the world of brightness, intelligence, and science—

blind fly! senseless, learned man! thou hast not perceived that subtle spider’s web, stretched by 

destiny betwixt the light and thee—thou hast flung thyself headlong into it, and now thou art 

struggling with head broken and mangled wings between the iron antennæ of fate! Master 

Jacques! Master Jacques! let the spider work its will!” 

“I assure you,” said Charmolue, who was gazing at him without comprehending him, “that I 

will not touch it. But release my arm, master, for pity’s sake! You have a hand like a pair of 

pincers.” 

The archdeacon did not hear him. “Oh, madman!” he went on, without removing his gaze 

from the window. “And even couldst thou have broken through that formidable web, with thy 

gnat’s wings, thou believest that thou couldst have reached the light? Alas! that pane of glass 

which is further on, that transparent obstacle, that wall of crystal, harder than brass, which 

separates all philosophies from the truth, how wouldst thou have overcome it? Oh, vanity of 

science! how many wise men come flying from afar, to dash their heads against thee! How many 

systems vainly fling themselves buzzing against that eternal pane!” 

He became silent. These last ideas, which had gradually led him back from himself to science, 

appeared to have calmed him. Jacques Charmolue recalled him wholly to a sense of reality by 

addressing to him this question: “Come, now, master, when will you come to aid me in making 

gold? I am impatient to succeed.” 



The archdeacon shook his head, with a bitter smile. “Master Jacques read Michel Psellus’ 

‘Dialogus de Energia et Operatione Dæmonum.’ What we are doing is not wholly innocent.” 

“Speak lower, master! I have my suspicions of it,” said Jacques Charmolue. “But one must 

practise a bit of hermetic science when one is only procurator of the king in the ecclesiastical 

court, at thirty crowns tournois a year. Only speak low.” 

At that moment the sound of jaws in the act of mastication, which proceeded from beneath the 

furnace, struck Charmolue’s uneasy ear. 

“What’s that?” he inquired. 

It was the scholar, who, ill at ease, and greatly bored in his hiding-place, had succeeded in 

discovering there a stale crust and a triangle of mouldy cheese, and had set to devouring the 

whole without ceremony, by way of consolation and breakfast. As he was very hungry, he made 

a great deal of noise, and he accented each mouthful strongly, which startled and alarmed the 

procurator. 

“’Tis a cat of mine,” said the archdeacon, quickly, “who is regaling herself under there with a 

mouse.” 

This explanation satisfied Charmolue. 

“In fact, master,” he replied, with a respectful smile, “all great philosophers have their familiar 

animal. You know what Servius saith: ‘Nullus enim locus sine genio est,—for there is no place 

that hath not its spirit.’” 

But Dom Claude, who stood in terror of some new freak on the part of Jehan, reminded his 

worthy disciple that they had some figures on the façade to study together, and the two quitted 

the cell, to the accompaniment of a great “ouf!” from the scholar, who began to seriously fear 

that his knee would acquire the imprint of his chin. 

  



CHAPTER VI. THE EFFECT WHICH SEVEN OATHS IN THE OPEN AIR CAN 

PRODUCE. 

“Te Deum laudamus!” exclaimed Master Jehan, creeping out from his hole, “the screech-owls 

have departed. Och! och! Hax! pax! max! fleas! mad dogs! the devil! I have had enough of their 

conversation! My head is humming like a bell tower. And mouldy cheese to boot! Come on! Let 

us descend, take the big brother’s purse and convert all these coins into bottles!” 

He cast a glance of tenderness and admiration into the interior of the precious pouch, 

readjusted his toilet, rubbed up his boots, dusted his poor half sleeves, all gray with ashes, 

whistled an air, indulged in a sportive pirouette, looked about to see whether there were not 

something more in the cell to take, gathered up here and there on the furnace some amulet in 

glass which might serve to bestow, in the guise of a trinket, on Isabeau la Thierrye, finally 

pushed open the door which his brother had left unfastened, as a last indulgence, and which he, 

in his turn, left open as a last piece of malice, and descended the circular staircase, skipping like 

a bird. 

In the midst of the gloom of the spiral staircase, he elbowed something which drew aside with 

a growl; he took it for granted that it was Quasimodo, and it struck him as so droll that he 

descended the remainder of the staircase holding his sides with laughter. On emerging upon the 

Place, he laughed yet more heartily. 

He stamped his foot when he found himself on the ground once again. “Oh!” said he, “good 

and honorable pavement of Paris, cursed staircase, fit to put the angels of Jacob’s ladder out of 

breath! What was I thinking of to thrust myself into that stone gimlet which pierces the sky; all 

for the sake of eating bearded cheese, and looking at the bell-towers of Paris through a hole in 

the wall!” 

He advanced a few paces, and caught sight of the two screech owls, that is to say, Dom Claude 

and Master Jacques Charmolue, absorbed in contemplation before a carving on the façade. He 

approached them on tiptoe, and heard the archdeacon say in a low tone to Charmolue: “’Twas 

Guillaume de Paris who caused a Job to be carved upon this stone of the hue of lapis-lazuli, 

gilded on the edges. Job represents the philosopher’s stone, which must also be tried and 

martyrized in order to become perfect, as saith Raymond Lulle: Sub conservatione formæ 

specificæ salva anima.” 

“That makes no difference to me,” said Jehan, “’tis I who have the purse.” 

At that moment he heard a powerful and sonorous voice articulate behind him a formidable 

series of oaths. “Sang Dieu! Ventre-Dieu! Bédieu! Corps de Dieu! Nombril de Belzébuth! Nom 

d’un pape! Corne et tonnerre.” 

“Upon my soul!” exclaimed Jehan, “that can only be my friend, Captain Phœbus!” 

This name of Phœbus reached the ears of the archdeacon at the moment when he was 

explaining to the king’s procurator the dragon which is hiding its tail in a bath, from which issue 

smoke and the head of a king. Dom Claude started, interrupted himself and, to the great 

amazement of Charmolue, turned round and beheld his brother Jehan accosting a tall officer at 

the door of the Gondelaurier mansion. 

It was, in fact, Captain Phœbus de Châteaupers. He was backed up against a corner of the 

house of his betrothed and swearing like a heathen. 



“By my faith! Captain Phœbus,” said Jehan, taking him by the hand, “you are cursing with 

admirable vigor.” 

“Horns and thunder!” replied the captain. 

“Horns and thunder yourself!” replied the student. “Come now, fair captain, whence comes 

this overflow of fine words?” 

“Pardon me, good comrade Jehan,” exclaimed Phœbus, shaking his hand, “a horse going at a 

gallop cannot halt short. Now, I was swearing at a hard gallop. I have just been with those 

prudes, and when I come forth, I always find my throat full of curses, I must spit them out or 

strangle, ventre et tonnerre!” 

“Will you come and drink?” asked the scholar. 

This proposition calmed the captain. 

“I’m willing, but I have no money.” 

“But I have!” 

“Bah! let’s see it!” 

Jehan spread out the purse before the captain’s eyes, with dignity and simplicity. Meanwhile, 

the archdeacon, who had abandoned the dumbfounded Charmolue where he stood, had 

approached them and halted a few paces distant, watching them without their noticing him, so 

deeply were they absorbed in contemplation of the purse. 

Phœbus exclaimed: “A purse in your pocket, Jehan! ’tis the moon in a bucket of water, one 

sees it there but ’tis not there. There is nothing but its shadow. Pardieu! let us wager that these 

are pebbles!” 

Jehan replied coldly: “Here are the pebbles wherewith I pave my fob!” 

And without adding another word, he emptied the purse on a neighboring post, with the air of 

a Roman saving his country. 

“True God!” muttered Phœbus, “targes, big-blanks, little blanks, mailles,[38 ]  every two 

worth one of Tournay, farthings of Paris, real eagle liards! ’Tis dazzling!” 

Jehan remained dignified and immovable. Several liards had rolled into the mud; the captain 

in his enthusiasm stooped to pick them up. Jehan restrained him. 

“Fye, Captain Phœbus de Châteaupers!” 

Phœbus counted the coins, and turning towards Jehan with solemnity, “Do you know, Jehan, 

that there are three and twenty sous parisis! whom have you plundered to-night, in the Street 

Cut-Weazand?” 

Jehan flung back his blonde and curly head, and said, half-closing his eyes disdainfully,— 

“We have a brother who is an archdeacon and a fool.” 

“Corne de Dieu!” exclaimed Phœbus, “the worthy man!” 

“Let us go and drink,” said Jehan. 

“Where shall we go?” said Phœbus; “‘To Eve’s Apple.’” 

“No, captain, to ‘Ancient Science.’ An old woman sawing a basket handle;[39 ] ’tis a rebus, 

and I like that.” 

“A plague on rebuses, Jehan! the wine is better at ‘Eve’s Apple’; and then, beside the door 

there is a vine in the sun which cheers me while I am drinking.” 



“Well! here goes for Eve and her apple,” said the student, and taking Phœbus’s arm. “By the 

way, my dear captain, you just mentioned the Rue Coupe-Gueule[40 ] That is a very bad form of 

speech; people are no longer so barbarous. They say, Coupe-Gorge[41 ].”  

The two friends set out towards “Eve’s Apple.” It is unnecessary to mention that they had first 

gathered up the money, and that the archdeacon followed them. 

The archdeacon followed them, gloomy and haggard. Was this the Phœbus whose accursed 

name had been mingled with all his thoughts ever since his interview with Gringoire? He did not 

know it, but it was at least a Phœbus, and that magic name sufficed to make the archdeacon 

follow the two heedless comrades with the stealthy tread of a wolf, listening to their words and 

observing their slightest gestures with anxious attention. Moreover, nothing was easier than to 

hear everything they said, as they talked loudly, not in the least concerned that the passers-by 

were taken into their confidence. They talked of duels, wenches, wine pots, and folly. 

At the turning of a street, the sound of a tambourine reached them from a neighboring square. 

Dom Claude heard the officer say to the scholar,— 

“Thunder! Let us hasten our steps!” 

“Why, Phœbus?” 

“I’m afraid lest the Bohemian should see me.” 

“What Bohemian?” 

“The little girl with the goat.” 

“La Smeralda?” 

“That’s it, Jehan. I always forget her devil of a name. Let us make haste, she will recognize 

me. I don’t want to have that girl accost me in the street.” 

“Do you know her, Phœbus?” 

Here the archdeacon saw Phœbus sneer, bend down to Jehan’s ear, and say a few words to him 

in a low voice; then Phœbus burst into a laugh, and shook his head with a triumphant air. 

“Truly?” said Jehan. 

“Upon my soul!” said Phœbus. 

“This evening?” 

“This evening.” 

“Are you sure that she will come?” 

“Are you a fool, Jehan? Does one doubt such things?” 

“Captain Phœbus, you are a happy gendarme!” 

The archdeacon heard the whole of this conversation. His teeth chattered; a visible shiver ran 

through his whole body. He halted for a moment, leaned against a post like a drunken man, then 

followed the two merry knaves. 

At the moment when he overtook them once more, they had changed their conversation. He 

heard them singing at the top of their lungs the ancient refrain,— 

Les enfants des Petits-Carreaux 

Se font pendre comme des veaux[42 ].  

  



CHAPTER VII. THE MYSTERIOUS MONK. 

The illustrious wine shop of “Eve’s Apple” was situated in the University, at the corner of the 

Rue de la Rondelle and the Rue de la Bâtonnier. It was a very spacious and very low hall on the 

ground floor, with a vaulted ceiling whose central spring rested upon a huge pillar of wood 

painted yellow; tables everywhere, shining pewter jugs hanging on the walls, always a large 

number of drinkers, a plenty of wenches, a window on the street, a vine at the door, and over the 

door a flaring piece of sheet-iron, painted with an apple and a woman, rusted by the rain and 

turning with the wind on an iron pin. This species of weather-vane which looked upon the 

pavement was the signboard. 

Night was falling; the square was dark; the wine-shop, full of candles, flamed afar like a forge 

in the gloom; the noise of glasses and feasting, of oaths and quarrels, which escaped through the 

broken panes, was audible. Through the mist which the warmth of the room spread over the 

window in front, a hundred confused figures could be seen swarming, and from time to time a 

burst of noisy laughter broke forth from it. The passers-by who were going about their business, 

slipped past this tumultuous window without glancing at it. Only at intervals did some little 

ragged boy raise himself on tiptoe as far as the ledge, and hurl into the drinking-shop, that 

ancient, jeering hoot, with which drunken men were then pursued: “Aux Houls, saouls, saouls, 

saouls!” 

Nevertheless, one man paced imperturbably back and forth in front of the tavern, gazing at it 

incessantly, and going no further from it than a pikeman from his sentry-box. He was enveloped 

in a mantle to his very nose. This mantle he had just purchased of the old-clothes man, in the 

vicinity of the “Eve’s Apple,” no doubt to protect himself from the cold of the March evening, 

possibly also, to conceal his costume. From time to time he paused in front of the dim window 

with its leaden lattice, listened, looked, and stamped his foot. 

At length the door of the dram-shop opened. This was what he appeared to be waiting for. 

Two boon companions came forth. The ray of light which escaped from the door crimsoned for a 

moment their jovial faces. 

The man in the mantle went and stationed himself on the watch under a porch on the other side 

of the street. 

“Corne et tonnerre!” said one of the comrades. “Seven o’clock is on the point of striking. ’Tis 

the hour of my appointed meeting.” 

“I tell you,” repeated his companion, with a thick tongue, “that I don’t live in the Rue des 

Mauvaises Paroles, indignus qui inter mala verba habitat. I have a lodging in the Rue Jean-Pain-

Mollet, in vico Johannis Pain-Mollet. You are more horned than a unicorn if you assert the 

contrary. Every one knows that he who once mounts astride a bear is never after afraid; but you 

have a nose turned to dainties like Saint-Jacques of the hospital.” 

“Jehan, my friend, you are drunk,” said the other. 

The other replied staggering, “It pleases you to say so, Phœbus; but it hath been proved that 

Plato had the profile of a hound.” 

The reader has, no doubt, already recognized our two brave friends, the captain and the 

scholar. It appears that the man who was lying in wait for them had also recognized them, for he 

slowly followed all the zigzags that the scholar caused the captain to make, who being a more 



hardened drinker had retained all his self-possession. By listening to them attentively, the man in 

the mantle could catch in its entirety the following interesting conversation,— 

“Corbacque! Do try to walk straight, master bachelor; you know that I must leave you. Here it 

is seven o’clock. I have an appointment with a woman.” 

“Leave me then! I see stars and lances of fire. You are like the Château de Dampmartin, which 

is bursting with laughter.” 

“By the warts of my grandmother, Jehan, you are raving with too much rabidness. By the way, 

Jehan, have you any money left?” 

“Monsieur Rector, there is no mistake; the little butcher’s shop, parva boucheria.” 

“Jehan! my friend Jehan! You know that I made an appointment with that little girl at the end 

of the Pont Saint-Michel, and I can only take her to the Falourdel’s, the old crone of the bridge, 

and that I must pay for a chamber. The old witch with a white moustache would not trust me. 

Jehan! for pity’s sake! Have we drunk up the whole of the curé’s purse? Have you not a single 

parisis left?” 

“The consciousness of having spent the other hours well is a just and savory condiment for the 

table.” 

“Belly and guts! a truce to your whimsical nonsense! Tell me, Jehan of the devil! have you 

any money left? Give it to me, bédieu! or I will search you, were you as leprous as Job, and as 

scabby as Cæsar!” 

“Monsieur, the Rue Galiache is a street which hath at one end the Rue de la Verrerie, and at 

the other the Rue de la Tixeranderie.” 

“Well, yes! my good friend Jehan, my poor comrade, the Rue Galiache is good, very good. 

But in the name of heaven collect your wits. I must have a sou parisis, and the appointment is for 

seven o’clock.” 

“Silence for the rondo, and attention to the refrain,— 

“Quand les rats mangeront les cas, 

Le roi sera seigneur d’Arras; 

Quand la mer, qui est grande et lée 

Sera à la Saint-Jean gelée, 

On verra, par-dessus la glace, 

Sortir ceux d’Arras de leur place.”[43 ]  

“Well, scholar of Antichrist, may you be strangled with the entrails of your mother!” 

exclaimed Phœbus, and he gave the drunken scholar a rough push; the latter slipped against the 

wall, and slid flabbily to the pavement of Philip Augustus. A remnant of fraternal pity, which 

never abandons the heart of a drinker, prompted Phœbus to roll Jehan with his foot upon one of 

those pillows of the poor, which Providence keeps in readiness at the corner of all the street posts 

of Paris, and which the rich blight with the name of “a rubbish-heap.” The captain adjusted 

Jehan’s head upon an inclined plane of cabbage-stumps, and on the very instant, the scholar fell 

to snoring in a magnificent bass. Meanwhile, all malice was not extinguished in the captain’s 

heart. “So much the worse if the devil’s cart picks you up on its passage!” he said to the poor, 

sleeping clerk; and he strode off. 



The man in the mantle, who had not ceased to follow him, halted for a moment before the 

prostrate scholar, as though agitated by indecision; then, uttering a profound sigh, he also strode 

off in pursuit of the captain. 

We, like them, will leave Jehan to slumber beneath the open sky, and will follow them also, if 

it pleases the reader. 

On emerging into the Rue Saint-André-des-Arcs, Captain Phœbus perceived that some one 

was following him. On glancing sideways by chance, he perceived a sort of shadow crawling 

after him along the walls. He halted, it halted; he resumed his march, it resumed its march. This 

disturbed him not overmuch. “Ah, bah!” he said to himself, “I have not a sou.” 

He paused in front of the College d’Autun. It was at this college that he had sketched out what 

he called his studies, and, through a scholar’s teasing habit which still lingered in him, he never 

passed the façade without inflicting on the statue of Cardinal Pierre Bertrand, sculptured to the 

right of the portal, the affront of which Priapus complains so bitterly in the satire of 

Horace, Olim truncus eram ficulnus. He had done this with so much unrelenting animosity that 

the inscription, Eduensis episcopus, had become almost effaced. Therefore, he halted before the 

statue according to his wont. The street was utterly deserted. At the moment when he was coolly 

retying his shoulder knots, with his nose in the air, he saw the shadow approaching him with 

slow steps, so slow that he had ample time to observe that this shadow wore a cloak and a hat. 

On arriving near him, it halted and remained more motionless than the statue of Cardinal 

Bertrand. Meanwhile, it riveted upon Phœbus two intent eyes, full of that vague light which 

issues in the night time from the pupils of a cat. 

The captain was brave, and would have cared very little for a highwayman, with a rapier in his 

hand. But this walking statue, this petrified man, froze his blood. There were then in circulation, 

strange stories of a surly monk, a nocturnal prowler about the streets of Paris, and they recurred 

confusedly to his memory. He remained for several minutes in stupefaction, and finally broke the 

silence with a forced laugh. 

“Monsieur, if you are a robber, as I hope you are, you produce upon me the effect of a heron 

attacking a nutshell. I am the son of a ruined family, my dear fellow. Try your hand near by here. 

In the chapel of this college there is some wood of the true cross set in silver.” 

The hand of the shadow emerged from beneath its mantle and descended upon the arm of 

Phœbus with the grip of an eagle’s talon; at the same time the shadow spoke,— 

“Captain Phœbus de Châteaupers!” 

“What, the devil!” said Phœbus, “you know my name!” 

“I know not your name alone,” continued the man in the mantle, with his sepulchral voice. 

“You have a rendezvous this evening.” 

“Yes,” replied Phœbus in amazement. 

“At seven o’clock.” 

“In a quarter of an hour.” 

“At la Falourdel’s.” 

“Precisely.” 

“The lewd hag of the Pont Saint-Michel.” 

“Of Saint Michel the archangel, as the Pater Noster saith.” 

“Impious wretch!” muttered the spectre. “With a woman?” 



“Confiteor,—I confess—.” 

“Who is called—?” 

“La Smeralda,” said Phœbus, gayly. All his heedlessness had gradually returned. 

At this name, the shadow’s grasp shook the arm of Phœbus in a fury. 

“Captain Phœbus de Châteaupers, thou liest!” 

Any one who could have beheld at that moment the captain’s inflamed countenance, his leap 

backwards, so violent that he disengaged himself from the grip which held him, the proud air 

with which he clapped his hand on his swordhilt, and, in the presence of this wrath the gloomy 

immobility of the man in the cloak,—any one who could have beheld this would have been 

frightened. There was in it a touch of the combat of Don Juan and the statue. 

“Christ and Satan!” exclaimed the captain. “That is a word which rarely strikes the ear of a 

Châteaupers! Thou wilt not dare repeat it.” 

“Thou liest!” said the shadow coldly. 

The captain gnashed his teeth. Surly monk, phantom, superstitions,—he had forgotten all at 

that moment. He no longer beheld anything but a man, and an insult. 

“Ah! this is well!” he stammered, in a voice stifled with rage. He drew his sword, then 

stammering, for anger as well as fear makes a man tremble: “Here! On the spot! Come on! 

Swords! Swords! Blood on the pavement!” 

But the other never stirred. When he beheld his adversary on guard and ready to parry,— 

“Captain Phœbus,” he said, and his tone vibrated with bitterness, “you forget your 

appointment.” 

The rages of men like Phœbus are milk-soups, whose ebullition is calmed by a drop of cold 

water. This simple remark caused the sword which glittered in the captain’s hand to be lowered. 

“Captain,” pursued the man, “to-morrow, the day after to-morrow, a month hence, ten years 

hence, you will find me ready to cut your throat; but go first to your rendezvous.” 

“In sooth,” said Phœbus, as though seeking to capitulate with himself, “these are two 

charming things to be encountered in a rendezvous,—a sword and a wench; but I do not see why 

I should miss the one for the sake of the other, when I can have both.” 

He replaced his sword in its scabbard. 

“Go to your rendezvous,” said the man. 

“Monsieur,” replied Phœbus with some embarrassment, “many thanks for your courtesy. In 

fact, there will be ample time to-morrow for us to chop up father Adam’s doublet into slashes 

and buttonholes. I am obliged to you for allowing me to pass one more agreeable quarter of an 

hour. I certainly did hope to put you in the gutter, and still arrive in time for the fair one, 

especially as it has a better appearance to make the women wait a little in such cases. But you 

strike me as having the air of a gallant man, and it is safer to defer our affair until to-morrow. So 

I will betake myself to my rendezvous; it is for seven o’clock, as you know.” Here Phœbus 

scratched his ear. “Ah. Corne Dieu! I had forgotten! I haven’t a sou to discharge the price of the 

garret, and the old crone will insist on being paid in advance. She distrusts me.” 

“Here is the wherewithal to pay.” 

Phœbus felt the stranger’s cold hand slip into his a large piece of money. He could not refrain 

from taking the money and pressing the hand. 



“Vrai Dieu!” he exclaimed, “you are a good fellow!” 

“One condition,” said the man. “Prove to me that I have been wrong and that you were 

speaking the truth. Hide me in some corner whence I can see whether this woman is really the 

one whose name you uttered.” 

“Oh!” replied Phœbus, “’tis all one to me. We will take, the Sainte-Marthe chamber; you can 

look at your ease from the kennel hard by.” 

“Come then,” said the shadow. 

“At your service,” said the captain, “I know not whether you are Messer Diavolus in person; 

but let us be good friends for this evening; to-morrow I will repay you all my debts, both of purse 

and sword.” 

They set out again at a rapid pace. At the expiration of a few minutes, the sound of the river 

announced to them that they were on the Pont Saint-Michel, then loaded with houses. 

“I will first show you the way,” said Phœbus to his companion, “I will then go in search of the 

fair one who is awaiting me near the Petit-Châtelet.” 

His companion made no reply; he had not uttered a word since they had been walking side by 

side. Phœbus halted before a low door, and knocked roughly; a light made its appearance 

through the cracks of the door. 

“Who is there?” cried a toothless voice. 

“Corps-Dieu! Tête-Dieu! Ventre-Dieu!” replied the captain. 

The door opened instantly, and allowed the new-comers to see an old woman and an old lamp, 

both of which trembled. The old woman was bent double, clad in tatters, with a shaking head, 

pierced with two small eyes, and coiffed with a dish clout; wrinkled everywhere, on hands and 

face and neck; her lips retreated under her gums, and about her mouth she had tufts of white 

hairs which gave her the whiskered look of a cat. 

The interior of the den was no less dilapitated than she; there were chalk walls, blackened 

beams in the ceiling, a dismantled chimney-piece, spiders’ webs in all the corners, in the middle 

a staggering herd of tables and lame stools, a dirty child among the ashes, and at the back a 

staircase, or rather, a wooden ladder, which ended in a trapdoor in the ceiling. 

On entering this lair, Phœbus’s mysterious companion raised his mantle to his very eyes. 

Meanwhile, the captain, swearing like a Saracen, hastened to “make the sun shine in a crown” as 

saith our admirable Régnier. 

“The Sainte-Marthe chamber,” said he. 

The old woman addressed him as monseigneur, and shut up the crown in a drawer. It was the 

coin which the man in the black mantle had given to Phœbus. While her back was turned, the 

bushy-headed and ragged little boy who was playing in the ashes, adroitly approached the 

drawer, abstracted the crown, and put in its place a dry leaf which he had plucked from a fagot. 

The old crone made a sign to the two gentlemen, as she called them, to follow her, and 

mounted the ladder in advance of them. On arriving at the upper story, she set her lamp on a 

coffer, and, Phœbus, like a frequent visitor of the house, opened a door which opened on a dark 

hole. “Enter here, my dear fellow,” he said to his companion. The man in the mantle obeyed 

without a word in reply, the door closed upon him; he heard Phœbus bolt it, and a moment later 

descend the stairs again with the aged hag. The light had disappeared. 

  



CHAPTER VIII. THE UTILITY OF WINDOWS WHICH OPEN ON THE RIVER. 

Claude Frollo (for we presume that the reader, more intelligent than Phœbus, has seen in this 

whole adventure no other surly monk than the archdeacon), Claude Frollo groped about for 

several moments in the dark lair into which the captain had bolted him. It was one of those nooks 

which architects sometimes reserve at the point of junction between the roof and the supporting 

wall. A vertical section of this kennel, as Phœbus had so justly styled it, would have made a 

triangle. Moreover, there was neither window nor air-hole, and the slope of the roof prevented 

one from standing upright. Accordingly, Claude crouched down in the dust, and the plaster 

which cracked beneath him; his head was on fire; rummaging around him with his hands, he 

found on the floor a bit of broken glass, which he pressed to his brow, and whose coolness 

afforded him some relief. 

What was taking place at that moment in the gloomy soul of the archdeacon? God and himself 

could alone know. 

In what order was he arranging in his mind la Esmeralda, Phœbus, Jacques Charmolue, his 

young brother so beloved, yet abandoned by him in the mire, his archdeacon’s cassock, his 

reputation perhaps dragged to la Falourdel’s, all these adventures, all these images? I cannot say. 

But it is certain that these ideas formed in his mind a horrible group. 

He had been waiting a quarter of an hour; it seemed to him that he had grown a century older. 

All at once he heard the creaking of the boards of the stairway; some one was ascending. The 

trapdoor opened once more; a light reappeared. There was a tolerably large crack in the worm-

eaten door of his den; he put his face to it. In this manner he could see all that went on in the 

adjoining room. The cat-faced old crone was the first to emerge from the trap-door, lamp in 

hand; then Phœbus, twirling his moustache, then a third person, that beautiful and graceful 

figure, la Esmeralda. The priest beheld her rise from below like a dazzling apparition. Claude 

trembled, a cloud spread over his eyes, his pulses beat violently, everything rustled and whirled 

around him; he no longer saw nor heard anything. 

When he recovered himself, Phœbus and Esmeralda were alone seated on the wooden coffer 

beside the lamp which made these two youthful figures and a miserable pallet at the end of the 

attic stand out plainly before the archdeacon’s eyes. 

Beside the pallet was a window, whose panes broken like a spider’s web upon which rain has 

fallen, allowed a view, through its rent meshes, of a corner of the sky, and the moon lying far 

away on an eiderdown bed of soft clouds. 

The young girl was blushing, confused, palpitating. Her long, drooping lashes shaded her 

crimson cheeks. The officer, to whom she dared not lift her eyes, was radiant. Mechanically, and 

with a charmingly unconscious gesture, she traced with the tip of her finger incoherent lines on 

the bench, and watched her finger. Her foot was not visible. The little goat was nestling upon it. 

The captain was very gallantly clad; he had tufts of embroidery at his neck and wrists; a great 

elegance at that day. 

It was not without difficulty that Dom Claude managed to hear what they were saying, through 

the humming of the blood, which was boiling in his temples. 

(A conversation between lovers is a very commonplace affair. It is a perpetual “I love you.” A 

musical phrase which is very insipid and very bald for indifferent listeners, when it is not 

ornamented with some fioriture; but Claude was not an indifferent listener.) 



“Oh!” said the young girl, without raising her eyes, “do not despise me, monseigneur Phœbus. 

I feel that what I am doing is not right.” 

“Despise you, my pretty child!” replied the officer with an air of superior and distinguished 

gallantry, “despise you, tête-Dieu! and why?” 

“For having followed you!” 

“On that point, my beauty, we don’t agree. I ought not to despise you, but to hate you.” 

The young girl looked at him in affright: “Hate me! what have I done?” 

“For having required so much urging.” 

“Alas!” said she, “’tis because I am breaking a vow. I shall not find my parents! The amulet 

will lose its virtue. But what matters it? What need have I of father or mother now?” 

So saying, she fixed upon the captain her great black eyes, moist with joy and tenderness. 

“Devil take me if I understand you!” exclaimed Phœbus. La Esmeralda remained silent for a 

moment, then a tear dropped from her eyes, a sigh from her lips, and she said,—“Oh! 

monseigneur, I love you.” 

Such a perfume of chastity, such a charm of virtue surrounded the young girl, that Phœbus did 

not feel completely at his ease beside her. But this remark emboldened him: “You love me!” he 

said with rapture, and he threw his arm round the gypsy’s waist. He had only been waiting for 

this opportunity. 

The priest saw it, and tested with the tip of his finger the point of a poniard which he wore 

concealed in his breast. 

“Phœbus,” continued the Bohemian, gently releasing her waist from the captain’s tenacious 

hands, “You are good, you are generous, you are handsome; you saved me, me who am only a 

poor child lost in Bohemia. I had long been dreaming of an officer who should save my life. 

’Twas of you that I was dreaming, before I knew you, my Phœbus; the officer of my dream had a 

beautiful uniform like yours, a grand look, a sword; your name is Phœbus; ’tis a beautiful name. 

I love your name; I love your sword. Draw your sword, Phœbus, that I may see it.” 

“Child!” said the captain, and he unsheathed his sword with a smile. 

The gypsy looked at the hilt, the blade; examined the cipher on the guard with adorable 

curiosity, and kissed the sword, saying,— 

“You are the sword of a brave man. I love my captain.” Phœbus again profited by the 

opportunity to impress upon her beautiful bent neck a kiss which made the young girl straighten 

herself up as scarlet as a poppy. The priest gnashed his teeth over it in the dark. 

“Phœbus,” resumed the gypsy, “let me talk to you. Pray walk a little, that I may see you at full 

height, and that I may hear your spurs jingle. How handsome you are!” 

The captain rose to please her, chiding her with a smile of satisfaction,— 

“What a child you are! By the way, my charmer, have you seen me in my archer’s ceremonial 

doublet?” 

“Alas! no,” she replied. 

“It is very handsome!” 

Phœbus returned and seated himself beside her, but much closer than before. 

“Listen, my dear—” 



The gypsy gave him several little taps with her pretty hand on his mouth, with a childish mirth 

and grace and gayety. 

“No, no, I will not listen to you. Do you love me? I want you to tell me whether you love me.” 

“Do I love thee, angel of my life!” exclaimed the captain, half kneeling. “My body, my blood, 

my soul, all are thine; all are for thee. I love thee, and I have never loved any one but thee.” 

The captain had repeated this phrase so many times, in many similar conjunctures, that he 

delivered it all in one breath, without committing a single mistake. At this passionate declaration, 

the gypsy raised to the dirty ceiling which served for the skies a glance full of angelic happiness. 

“Oh!” she murmured, “this is the moment when one should die!” 

Phœbus found “the moment” favorable for robbing her of another kiss, which went to torture 

the unhappy archdeacon in his nook. “Die!” exclaimed the amorous captain, “What are you 

saying, my lovely angel? ’Tis a time for living, or Jupiter is only a scamp! Die at the beginning 

of so sweet a thing! Corne-de-bœuf, what a jest! It is not that. Listen, my dear Similar, 

Esmenarda—Pardon! you have so prodigiously Saracen a name that I never can get it straight. 

’Tis a thicket which stops me short.” 

“Good heavens!” said the poor girl, “and I thought my name pretty because of its singularity! 

But since it displeases you, I would that I were called Goton.” 

“Ah! do not weep for such a trifle, my graceful maid! ’tis a name to which one must get 

accustomed, that is all. When I once know it by heart, all will go smoothly. Listen then, my dear 

Similar; I adore you passionately. I love you so that ’tis simply miraculous. I know a girl who is 

bursting with rage over it—” 

The jealous girl interrupted him: “Who?” 

“What matters that to us?” said Phœbus; “do you love me?” 

“Oh!”—said she. 

“Well! that is all. You shall see how I love you also. May the great devil Neptunus spear me if 

I do not make you the happiest woman in the world. We will have a pretty little house 

somewhere. I will make my archers parade before your windows. They are all mounted, and set 

at defiance those of Captain Mignon. There are voulgiers, cranequiniers and 

hand couleveiniers[44 ]. I will take you to the great sights of the Parisians at the storehouse of 

Rully. Eighty thousand armed men, thirty thousand white harnesses, short coats or coats of mail; 

the sixty-seven banners of the trades; the standards of the parliaments, of the chamber of 

accounts, of the treasury of the generals, of the aides of the mint; a devilish fine array, in short! I 

will conduct you to see the lions of the Hôtel du Roi, which are wild beasts. All women love 

that.” 

For several moments the young girl, absorbed in her charming thoughts, was dreaming to the 

sound of his voice, without listening to the sense of his words. 

“Oh! how happy you will be!” continued the captain, and at the same time he gently 

unbuckled the gypsy’s girdle. 

“What are you doing?” she said quickly. This “act of violence” had roused her from her 

revery. 

“Nothing,” replied Phœbus, “I was only saying that you must abandon all this garb of folly, 

and the street corner when you are with me.” 

“When I am with you, Phœbus!” said the young girl tenderly. 



She became pensive and silent once more. 

The captain, emboldened by her gentleness, clasped her waist without resistance; then began 

softly to unlace the poor child’s corsage, and disarranged her tucker to such an extent that the 

panting priest beheld the gypsy’s beautiful shoulder emerge from the gauze, as round and brown 

as the moon rising through the mists of the horizon. 

The young girl allowed Phœbus to have his way. She did not appear to perceive it. The eye of 

the bold captain flashed. 

Suddenly she turned towards him,— 

“Phœbus,” she said, with an expression of infinite love, “instruct me in thy religion.” 

“My religion!” exclaimed the captain, bursting with laughter, “I instruct you in my 

religion! Corne et tonnerre! What do you want with my religion?” 

“In order that we may be married,” she replied. 

The captain’s face assumed an expression of mingled surprise and disdain, of carelessness and 

libertine passion. 

“Ah, bah!” said he, “do people marry?” 

The Bohemian turned pale, and her head drooped sadly on her breast. 

“My beautiful love,” resumed Phœbus, tenderly, “what nonsense is this? A great thing is 

marriage, truly! one is none the less loving for not having spit Latin into a priest’s shop!” 

While speaking thus in his softest voice, he approached extremely near the gypsy; his 

caressing hands resumed their place around her supple and delicate waist, his eye flashed more 

and more, and everything announced that Monsieur Phœbus was on the verge of one of those 

moments when Jupiter himself commits so many follies that Homer is obliged to summon a 

cloud to his rescue. 

But Dom Claude saw everything. The door was made of thoroughly rotten cask staves, which 

left large apertures for the passage of his hawklike gaze. This brown-skinned, broad-shouldered 

priest, hitherto condemned to the austere virginity of the cloister, was quivering and boiling in 

the presence of this night scene of love and voluptuousness. This young and beautiful girl given 

over in disarray to the ardent young man, made melted lead flow in his-veins; his eyes darted 

with sensual jealousy beneath all those loosened pins. Any one who could, at that moment, have 

seen the face of the unhappy man glued to the wormeaten bars, would have thought that he 

beheld the face of a tiger glaring from the depths of a cage at some jackal devouring a gazelle. 

His eye shone like a candle through the cracks of the door. 

All at once, Phœbus, with a rapid gesture, removed the gypsy’s gorgerette. The poor child, 

who had remained pale and dreamy, awoke with a start; she recoiled hastily from the enterprising 

officer, and, casting a glance at her bare neck and shoulders, red, confused, mute with shame, she 

crossed her two beautiful arms on her breast to conceal it. Had it not been for the flame which 

burned in her cheeks, at the sight of her so silent and motionless, one would have declared her a 

statue of Modesty. Her eyes were lowered. 

But the captain’s gesture had revealed the mysterious amulet which she wore about her neck. 

“What is that?” he said, seizing this pretext to approach once more the beautiful creature 

whom he had just alarmed. 

“Don’t touch it!” she replied, quickly, “’tis my guardian. It will make me find my family 

again, if I remain worthy to do so. Oh, leave me, monsieur le capitaine! My mother! My poor 



mother! My mother! Where art thou? Come to my rescue! Have pity, Monsieur Phœbus, give me 

back my gorgerette!” 

Phœbus retreated amid said in a cold tone,— 

“Oh, mademoiselle! I see plainly that you do not love me!” 

“I do not love him!” exclaimed the unhappy child, and at the same time she clung to the 

captain, whom she drew to a seat beside her. “I do not love thee, my Phœbus? What art thou 

saying, wicked man, to break my heart? Oh, take me! take all! do what you will with me, I am 

thine. What matters to me the amulet! What matters to me my mother! ’Tis thou who art my 

mother since I love thee! Phœbus, my beloved Phœbus, dost thou see me? ’Tis I. Look at me; ’tis 

the little one whom thou wilt surely not repulse, who comes, who comes herself to seek thee. My 

soul, my life, my body, my person, all is one thing—which is thine, my captain. Well, no! We 

will not marry, since that displeases thee; and then, what am I? a miserable girl of the gutters; 

whilst thou, my Phœbus, art a gentleman. A fine thing, truly! A dancer wed an officer! I was 

mad. No, Phœbus, no; I will be thy mistress, thy amusement, thy pleasure, when thou wilt; a girl 

who shall belong to thee. I was only made for that, soiled, despised, dishonored, but what matters 

it?—beloved. I shall be the proudest and the most joyous of women. And when I grow old or 

ugly, Phœbus, when I am no longer good to love you, you will suffer me to serve you still. 

Others will embroider scarfs for you; ’tis I, the servant, who will care for them. You will let me 

polish your spurs, brush your doublet, dust your riding-boots. You will have that pity, will you 

not, Phœbus? Meanwhile, take me! here, Phœbus, all this belongs to thee, only love me! We 

gypsies need only air and love.” 

So saying, she threw her arms round the officer’s neck; she looked up at him, supplicatingly, 

with a beautiful smile, and all in tears. Her delicate neck rubbed against his cloth doublet with its 

rough embroideries. She writhed on her knees, her beautiful body half naked. The intoxicated 

captain pressed his ardent lips to those lovely African shoulders. The young girl, her eyes bent on 

the ceiling, as she leaned backwards, quivered, all palpitating, beneath this kiss. 

All at once, above Phœbus’s head she beheld another head; a green, livid, convulsed face, with 

the look of a lost soul; near this face was a hand grasping a poniard. It was the face and hand of 

the priest; he had broken the door and he was there. Phœbus could not see him. The young girl 

remained motionless, frozen with terror, dumb, beneath that terrible apparition, like a dove 

which should raise its head at the moment when the hawk is gazing into her nest with its round 

eyes. 

She could not even utter a cry. She saw the poniard descend upon Phœbus, and rise again, 

reeking. 

“Maledictions!” said the captain, and fell. 

She fainted. 

At the moment when her eyes closed, when all feeling vanished in her, she thought that she 

felt a touch of fire imprinted upon her lips, a kiss more burning than the red-hot iron of the 

executioner. 

When she recovered her senses, she was surrounded by soldiers of the watch they were 

carrying away the captain, bathed in his blood the priest had disappeared; the window at the back 

of the room which opened on the river was wide open; they picked up a cloak which they 

supposed to belong to the officer and she heard them saying around her, 

“’Tis a sorceress who has stabbed a captain.” 



  



BOOK EIGHTH. 

CHAPTER I.THE CROWN CHANGED INTO A DRY LEAF. 

Gringoire and the entire Court of Miracles were suffering mortal anxiety. For a whole month 

they had not known what had become of la Esmeralda, which greatly pained the Duke of Egypt 

and his friends the vagabonds, nor what had become of the goat, which redoubled Gringoire’s 

grief. One evening the gypsy had disappeared, and since that time had given no signs of life. All 

search had proved fruitless. Some tormenting bootblacks had told Gringoire about meeting her 

that same evening near the Pont Saint-Michel, going off with an officer; but this husband, after 

the fashion of Bohemia, was an incredulous philosopher, and besides, he, better than any one 

else, knew to what a point his wife was virginal. He had been able to form a judgment as to the 

unconquerable modesty resulting from the combined virtues of the amulet and the gypsy, and he 

had mathematically calculated the resistance of that chastity to the second power. Accordingly, 

he was at ease on that score. 

Still he could not understand this disappearance. It was a profound sorrow. He would have 

grown thin over it, had that been possible. He had forgotten everything, even his literary tastes, 

even his great work, De figuris regularibus et irregularibus, which it was his intention to have 

printed with the first money which he should procure (for he had raved over printing, ever since 

he had seen the “Didascalon” of Hugues de Saint Victor, printed with the celebrated characters 

of Vindelin de Spire). 

One day, as he was passing sadly before the criminal Tournelle, he perceived a considerable 

crowd at one of the gates of the Palais de Justice. 

“What is this?” he inquired of a young man who was coming out. 

“I know not, sir,” replied the young man. “’Tis said that they are trying a woman who hath 

assassinated a gendarme. It appears that there is sorcery at the bottom of it, the archbishop and 

the official have intervened in the case, and my brother, who is the archdeacon of Josas, can 

think of nothing else. Now, I wished to speak with him, but I have not been able to reach him 

because of the throng, which vexes me greatly, as I stand in need of money.” 

“Alas! sir,” said Gringoire, “I would that I could lend you some, but, my breeches are worn to 

holes, and ’tis not crowns which have done it.” 

He dared not tell the young man that he was acquainted with his brother the archdeacon, to 

whom he had not returned after the scene in the church; a negligence which embarrassed him. 

The scholar went his way, and Gringoire set out to follow the crowd which was mounting the 

staircase of the great chamber. In his opinion, there was nothing like the spectacle of a criminal 

process for dissipating melancholy, so exhilaratingly stupid are judges as a rule. The populace 

which he had joined walked and elbowed in silence. After a slow and tiresome march through a 

long, gloomy corridor, which wound through the court-house like the intestinal canal of the 

ancient edifice, he arrived near a low door, opening upon a hall which his lofty stature permitted 

him to survey with a glance over the waving heads of the rabble. 

The hall was vast and gloomy, which latter fact made it appear still more spacious. The day 

was declining; the long, pointed windows permitted only a pale ray of light to enter, which was 

extinguished before it reached the vaulted ceiling, an enormous trellis-work of sculptured beams, 

whose thousand figures seemed to move confusedly in the shadows, many candles were already 

lighted here and there on tables, and beaming on the heads of clerks buried in masses of 



documents. The anterior portion of the hall was occupied by the crowd; on the right and left were 

magistrates and tables; at the end, upon a platform, a number of judges, whose rear rank sank 

into the shadows, sinister and motionless faces. The walls were sown with innumerable fleurs-

de-lis. A large figure of Christ might be vaguely descried above the judges, and everywhere there 

were pikes and halberds, upon whose points the reflection of the candles placed tips of fire. 

“Monsieur,” Gringoire inquired of one of his neighbors, “who are all those persons ranged 

yonder, like prelates in council?” 

“Monsieur,” replied the neighbor, “those on the right are the counsellors of the grand chamber; 

those on the left, the councillors of inquiry; the masters in black gowns, the messires in red.” 

“Who is that big red fellow, yonder above them, who is sweating?” pursued Gringoire. 

“It is monsieur the president.” 

“And those sheep behind him?” continued Gringoire, who as we have seen, did not love the 

magistracy, which arose, possibly, from the grudge which he cherished against the Palais de 

Justice since his dramatic misadventure. 

“They are messieurs the masters of requests of the king’s household.” 

“And that boar in front of him?” 

“He is monsieur the clerk of the Court of Parliament.” 

“And that crocodile on the right?” 

“Master Philippe Lheulier, advocate extraordinary of the king.” 

“And that big, black tom-cat on the left?” 

“Master Jacques Charmolue, procurator of the king in the Ecclesiastical Court, with the 

gentlemen of the officialty.” 

“Come now, monsieur,” said Gringoire, “pray what are all those fine fellows doing yonder?” 

“They are judging.” 

“Judging whom? I do not see the accused.” 

“’Tis a woman, sir. You cannot see her. She has her back turned to us, and she is hidden from 

us by the crowd. Stay, yonder she is, where you see a group of partisans.” 

“Who is the woman?” asked Gringoire. “Do you know her name?” 

“No, monsieur, I have but just arrived. I merely assume that there is some sorcery about it, 

since the official is present at the trial.” 

“Come!” said our philosopher, “we are going to see all these magistrates devour human flesh. 

’Tis as good a spectacle as any other.” 

“Monsieur,” remarked his neighbor, “think you not, that Master Jacques Charmolue has a very 

sweet air?” 

“Hum!” replied Gringoire. “I distrust a sweetness which hath pinched nostrils and thin lips.” 

Here the bystanders imposed silence upon the two chatterers. They were listening to an 

important deposition. 

“Messeigneurs,” said an old woman in the middle of the hall, whose form was so concealed 

beneath her garments that one would have pronounced her a walking heap of rags; 

“Messeigneurs, the thing is as true as that I am la Falourdel, established these forty years at the 

Pont Saint Michel, and paying regularly my rents, lord’s dues, and quit rents; at the gate opposite 



the house of Tassin-Caillart, the dyer, which is on the side up the river—a poor old woman now, 

but a pretty maid in former days, my lords. Some one said to me lately, ‘La Falourdel, don’t use 

your spinning-wheel too much in the evening; the devil is fond of combing the distaffs of old 

women with his horns. ’Tis certain that the surly monk who was round about the temple last 

year, now prowls in the City. Take care, La Falourdel, that he doth not knock at your door.’ One 

evening I was spinning on my wheel, there comes a knock at my door; I ask who it is. They 

swear. I open. Two men enter. A man in black and a handsome officer. Of the black man nothing 

could be seen but his eyes, two coals of fire. All the rest was hat and cloak. They say to me,—

‘The Sainte-Marthe chamber.’—’Tis my upper chamber, my lords, my cleanest. They give me a 

crown. I put the crown in my drawer, and I say: ‘This shall go to buy tripe at the slaughter-house 

of la Gloriette to-morrow.’ We go up stairs. On arriving at the upper chamber, and while my 

back is turned, the black man disappears. That dazed me a bit. The officer, who was as handsome 

as a great lord, goes down stairs again with me. He goes out. In about the time it takes to spin a 

quarter of a handful of flax, he returns with a beautiful young girl, a doll who would have shone 

like the sun had she been coiffed. She had with her a goat; a big billy-goat, whether black or 

white, I no longer remember. That set me to thinking. The girl does not concern me, but the goat! 

I love not those beasts, they have a beard and horns. They are so like a man. And then, they 

smack of the witches, sabbath. However, I say nothing. I had the crown. That is right, is it not, 

Monsieur Judge? I show the captain and the wench to the upper chamber, and I leave them alone; 

that is to say, with the goat. I go down and set to spinning again—I must inform you that my 

house has a ground floor and story above. I know not why I fell to thinking of the surly monk 

whom the goat had put into my head again, and then the beautiful girl was rather strangely 

decked out. All at once, I hear a cry upstairs, and something falls on the floor and the window 

opens. I run to mine which is beneath it, and I behold a black mass pass before my eyes and fall 

into the water. It was a phantom clad like a priest. It was a moonlight night. I saw him quite 

plainly. He was swimming in the direction of the city. Then, all of a tremble, I call the watch. 

The gentlemen of the police enter, and not knowing just at the first moment what the matter was, 

and being merry, they beat me. I explain to them. We go up stairs, and what do we find? my poor 

chamber all blood, the captain stretched out at full length with a dagger in his neck, the girl 

pretending to be dead, and the goat all in a fright. ‘Pretty work!’ I say, ‘I shall have to wash that 

floor for more than a fortnight. It will have to be scraped; it will be a terrible job.’ They carried 

off the officer, poor young man, and the wench with her bosom all bare. But wait, the worst is 

that on the next day, when I wanted to take the crown to buy tripe, I found a dead leaf in its 

place.” 

The old woman ceased. A murmur of horror ran through the audience. 

“That phantom, that goat,—all smacks of magic,” said one of Gringoire’s neighbors. 

“And that dry leaf!” added another. 

“No doubt about it,” joined in a third, “she is a witch who has dealings with the surly monk, 

for the purpose of plundering officers.” 

Gringoire himself was not disinclined to regard this as altogether alarming and probable. 

“Goody Falourdel,” said the president majestically, “have you nothing more to communicate 

to the court?” 

“No, monseigneur,” replied the crone, “except that the report has described my house as a 

hovel and stinking; which is an outrageous fashion of speaking. The houses on the bridge are not 



imposing, because there are such multitudes of people; but, nevertheless, the butchers continue to 

dwell there, who are wealthy folk, and married to very proper and handsome women.” 

The magistrate who had reminded Gringoire of a crocodile rose,— 

“Silence!” said he. “I pray the gentlemen not to lose sight of the fact that a dagger was found 

on the person of the accused. Goody Falourdel, have you brought that leaf into which the crown 

which the demon gave you was transformed? 

“Yes, monseigneur,” she replied; “I found it again. Here it is.” 

A bailiff handed the dead leaf to the crocodile, who made a doleful shake of the head, and 

passed it on to the president, who gave it to the procurator of the king in the ecclesiastical court, 

and thus it made the circuit of the hall. 

“It is a birch leaf,” said Master Jacques Charmolue. “A fresh proof of magic.” 

A counsellor took up the word. 

“Witness, two men went upstairs together in your house: the black man, whom you first saw 

disappear and afterwards swimming in the Seine, with his priestly garments, and the officer. 

Which of the two handed you the crown?” The old woman pondered for a moment and then 

said,— 

“The officer.” 

A murmur ran through the crowd. 

“Ah!” thought Gringoire, “this makes some doubt in my mind.” 

But Master Philippe Lheulier, advocate extraordinary to the king, interposed once more. 

“I will recall to these gentlemen, that in the deposition taken at his bedside, the assassinated 

officer, while declaring that he had a vague idea when the black man accosted him that the latter 

might be the surly monk, added that the phantom had pressed him eagerly to go and make 

acquaintance with the accused; and upon his, the captain’s, remarking that he had no money, he 

had given him the crown which the said officer paid to la Falourdel. Hence, that crown is the 

money of hell.” 

This conclusive observation appeared to dissipate all the doubts of Gringoire and the other 

sceptics in the audience. 

“You have the documents, gentlemen,” added the king’s advocate, as he took his seat; “you 

can consult the testimony of Phœbus de Châteaupers.” 

At that name, the accused sprang up, her head rose above the throng. Gringoire with horror 

recognized la Esmeralda. 

She was pale; her tresses, formerly so gracefully braided and spangled with sequins, hung in 

disorder; her lips were blue, her hollow eyes were terrible. Alas! 

“Phœbus!” she said, in bewilderment; “where is he? O messeigneurs! before you kill me, tell 

me, for pity sake, whether he still lives?” 

“Hold your tongue, woman,” replied the president, “that is no affair of ours.” 

“Oh! for mercy’s sake, tell me if he is alive!” she repeated, clasping her beautiful emaciated 

hands; and the sound of her chains in contact with her dress, was heard. 

“Well!” said the king’s advocate roughly, “he is dying. Are you satisfied?” 

The unhappy girl fell back on her criminal’s seat, speechless, tearless, white as a wax figure. 



The president bent down to a man at his feet, who wore a gold cap and a black gown, a chain 

on his neck and a wand in his hand. 

“Bailiff, bring in the second accused.” 

All eyes turned towards a small door, which opened, and, to the great agitation of Gringoire, 

gave passage to a pretty goat with horns and hoofs of gold. The elegant beast halted for a 

moment on the threshold, stretching out its neck as though, perched on the summit of a rock, it 

had before its eyes an immense horizon. Suddenly it caught sight of the gypsy girl, and leaping 

over the table and the head of a clerk, in two bounds it was at her knees; then it rolled gracefully 

on its mistress’s feet, soliciting a word or a caress; but the accused remained motionless, and 

poor Djali himself obtained not a glance. 

“Eh, why—’tis my villanous beast,” said old Falourdel, “I recognize the two perfectly!” 

Jacques Charmolue interfered. 

“If the gentlemen please, we will proceed to the examination of the goat.” He was, in fact, the 

second criminal. Nothing more simple in those days than a suit of sorcery instituted against an 

animal. We find, among others in the accounts of the provost’s office for 1466, a curious detail 

concerning the expenses of the trial of Gillet-Soulart and his sow, “executed for their demerits,” 

at Corbeil. Everything is there, the cost of the pens in which to place the sow, the five hundred 

bundles of brushwood purchased at the port of Morsant, the three pints of wine and the bread, the 

last repast of the victim fraternally shared by the executioner, down to the eleven days of guard 

and food for the sow, at eight deniers parisis each. Sometimes, they went even further than 

animals. The capitularies of Charlemagne and of Louis le Débonnaire impose severe penalties on 

fiery phantoms which presume to appear in the air. 

Meanwhile the procurator had exclaimed: “If the demon which possesses this goat, and which 

has resisted all exorcisms, persists in its deeds of witchcraft, if it alarms the court with them, we 

warn it that we shall be forced to put in requisition against it the gallows or the stake. Gringoire 

broke out into a cold perspiration. Charmolue took from the table the gypsy’s tambourine, and 

presenting it to the goat, in a certain manner, asked the latter,— 

“What o’clock is it?” 

The goat looked at it with an intelligent eye, raised its gilded hoof, and struck seven blows. 

It was, in fact, seven o’clock. A movement of terror ran through the crowd. 

Gringoire could not endure it. 

“He is destroying himself!” he cried aloud; “You see well that he does not know what he is 

doing.” 

“Silence among the louts at the end of the hall!” said the bailiff sharply. 

Jacques Charmolue, by the aid of the same manœuvres of the tambourine, made the goat 

perform many other tricks connected with the date of the day, the month of the year, etc., which 

the reader has already witnessed. And, by virtue of an optical illusion peculiar to judicial 

proceedings, these same spectators who had, probably, more than once applauded in the public 

square Djali’s innocent magic were terrified by it beneath the roof of the Palais de Justice. The 

goat was undoubtedly the devil. 

It was far worse when the procurator of the king, having emptied upon a floor a certain bag 

filled with movable letters, which Djali wore round his neck, they beheld the goat extract with 

his hoof from the scattered alphabet the fatal name of Phœbus. The witchcraft of which the 



captain had been the victim appeared irresistibly demonstrated, and in the eyes of all, the gypsy, 

that ravishing dancer, who had so often dazzled the passers-by with her grace, was no longer 

anything but a frightful vampire. 

However, she betrayed no sign of life; neither Djali’s graceful evolutions, nor the menaces of 

the court, nor the suppressed imprecations of the spectators any longer reached her mind. 

In order to arouse her, a police officer was obliged to shake her unmercifully, and the 

president had to raise his voice,— 

“Girl, you are of the Bohemian race, addicted to deeds of witchcraft. You, in complicity with 

the bewitched goat implicated in this suit, during the night of the twenty-ninth of March last, 

murdered and stabbed, in concert with the powers of darkness, by the aid of charms and 

underhand practices, a captain of the king’s arches of the watch, Phœbus de Châteaupers. Do you 

persist in denying it?” 

“Horror!” exclaimed the young girl, hiding her face in her hands. “My Phœbus! Oh, this is 

hell!” 

“Do you persist in your denial?” demanded the president coldly. 

“Do I deny it?” she said with terrible accents; and she rose with flashing eyes. 

The president continued squarely,— 

“Then how do you explain the facts laid to your charge?” 

She replied in a broken voice,— 

“I have already told you. I do not know. ’Twas a priest, a priest whom I do not know; an 

infernal priest who pursues me!” 

“That is it,” retorted the judge; “the surly monk.” 

“Oh, gentlemen! have mercy! I am but a poor girl—” 

“Of Egypt,” said the judge. 

Master Jacques Charmolue interposed sweetly,— 

“In view of the sad obstinacy of the accused, I demand the application of the torture.” 

“Granted,” said the president. 

The unhappy girl quivered in every limb. But she rose at the command of the men with 

partisans, and walked with a tolerably firm step, preceded by Charmolue and the priests of the 

officiality, between two rows of halberds, towards a medium-sized door which suddenly opened 

and closed again behind her, and which produced upon the grief-stricken Gringoire the effect of 

a horrible mouth which had just devoured her. 

When she disappeared, they heard a plaintive bleating; it was the little goat mourning. 

The sitting of the court was suspended. A counsellor having remarked that the gentlemen were 

fatigued, and that it would be a long time to wait until the torture was at an end, the president 

replied that a magistrate must know how to sacrifice himself to his duty. 

“What an annoying and vexatious hussy,” said an aged judge, “to get herself put to the 

question when one has not supped!” 

  



CHAPTER II. CONTINUATION OF THE CROWN WHICH WAS CHANGED INTO A 

DRY LEAF. 

After ascending and descending several steps in the corridors, which were so dark that they 

were lighted by lamps at midday, La Esmeralda, still surrounded by her lugubrious escort, was 

thrust by the police into a gloomy chamber. This chamber, circular in form, occupied the ground 

floor of one of those great towers, which, even in our own century, still pierce through the layer 

of modern edifices with which modern Paris has covered ancient Paris. There were no windows 

to this cellar; no other opening than the entrance, which was low, and closed by an enormous 

iron door. Nevertheless, light was not lacking; a furnace had been constructed in the thickness of 

the wall; a large fire was lighted there, which filled the vault with its crimson reflections and 

deprived a miserable candle, which stood in one corner, of all radiance. The iron grating which 

served to close the oven, being raised at that moment, allowed only a view at the mouth of the 

flaming vent-hole in the dark wall, the lower extremity of its bars, like a row of black and 

pointed teeth, set flat apart; which made the furnace resemble one of those mouths of dragons 

which spout forth flames in ancient legends. By the light which escaped from it, the prisoner 

beheld, all about the room, frightful instruments whose use she did not understand. In the centre 

lay a leather mattress, placed almost flat upon the ground, over which hung a strap provided with 

a buckle, attached to a brass ring in the mouth of a flat-nosed monster carved in the keystone of 

the vault. Tongs, pincers, large ploughshares, filled the interior of the furnace, and glowed in a 

confused heap on the coals. The sanguine light of the furnace illuminated in the chamber only a 

confused mass of horrible things. 

This Tartarus was called simply, The Question Chamber. 

On the bed, in a negligent attitude, sat Pierrat Torterue, the official torturer. His underlings, 

two gnomes with square faces, leather aprons, and linen breeches, were moving the iron 

instruments on the coals. 

In vain did the poor girl summon up her courage; on entering this chamber she was stricken 

with horror. 

The sergeants of the bailiff of the courts drew up in line on one side, the priests of the 

officiality on the other. A clerk, inkhorn, and a table were in one corner. 

Master Jacques Charmolue approached the gypsy with a very sweet smile. 

“My dear child,” said he, “do you still persist in your denial?” 

“Yes,” she replied, in a dying voice. 

“In that case,” replied Charmolue, “it will be very painful for us to have to question you more 

urgently than we should like. Pray take the trouble to seat yourself on this bed. Master Pierrat, 

make room for mademoiselle, and close the door.” 

Pierrat rose with a growl. 

“If I shut the door,” he muttered, “my fire will go out.” 

“Well, my dear fellow,” replied Charmolue, “leave it open then.” 

Meanwhile, la Esmeralda had remained standing. That leather bed on which so many unhappy 

wretches had writhed, frightened her. Terror chilled the very marrow of her bones; she stood 

there bewildered and stupefied. At a sign from Charmolue, the two assistants took her and placed 

her in a sitting posture on the bed. They did her no harm; but when these men touched her, when 

that leather touched her, she felt all her blood retreat to her heart. She cast a frightened look 



around the chamber. It seemed to her as though she beheld advancing from all quarters towards 

her, with the intention of crawling up her body and biting and pinching her, all those hideous 

implements of torture, which as compared to the instruments of all sorts she had hitherto seen, 

were like what bats, centipedes, and spiders are among insects and birds. 

“Where is the physician?” asked Charmolue. 

“Here,” replied a black gown whom she had not before noticed. 

She shuddered. 

“Mademoiselle,” resumed the caressing voice of the procucrator of the Ecclesiastical court, 

“for the third time, do you persist in denying the deeds of which you are accused?” 

This time she could only make a sign with her head. 

“You persist?” said Jacques Charmolue. “Then it grieves me deeply, but I must fulfil my 

office.” 

“Monsieur le Procureur du Roi,” said Pierrat abruptly, “How shall we begin?” 

Charmolue hesitated for a moment with the ambiguous grimace of a poet in search of a rhyme. 

“With the boot,” he said at last. 

The unfortunate girl felt herself so utterly abandoned by God and men, that her head fell upon 

her breast like an inert thing which has no power in itself. 

The tormentor and the physician approached her simultaneously. At the same time, the two 

assistants began to fumble among their hideous arsenal. 

At the clanking of their frightful irons, the unhappy child quivered like a dead frog which is 

being galvanized. “Oh!” she murmured, so low that no one heard her; “Oh, my Phœbus!” Then 

she fell back once more into her immobility and her marble silence. This spectacle would have 

rent any other heart than those of her judges. One would have pronounced her a poor sinful soul, 

being tortured by Satan beneath the scarlet wicket of hell. The miserable body which that 

frightful swarm of saws, wheels, and racks were about to clasp in their clutches, the being who 

was about to be manipulated by the harsh hands of executioners and pincers, was that gentle, 

white, fragile creature, a poor grain of millet which human justice was handing over to the 

terrible mills of torture to grind. Meanwhile, the callous hands of Pierrat Torterue’s assistants 

had bared that charming leg, that tiny foot, which had so often amazed the passers-by with their 

delicacy and beauty, in the squares of Paris. 

“’Tis a shame!” muttered the tormentor, glancing at these graceful and delicate forms. 

Had the archdeacon been present, he certainly would have recalled at that moment his symbol 

of the spider and the fly. Soon the unfortunate girl, through a mist which spread before her eyes, 

beheld the boot approach; she soon beheld her foot encased between iron plates disappear in the 

frightful apparatus. Then terror restored her strength. 

“Take that off!” she cried angrily; and drawing herself up, with her hair all dishevelled: 

“Mercy!” 

She darted from the bed to fling herself at the feet of the king’s procurator, but her leg was fast 

in the heavy block of oak and iron, and she sank down upon the boot, more crushed than a bee 

with a lump of lead on its wing. 

At a sign from Charmolue, she was replaced on the bed, and two coarse hands adjusted to her 

delicate waist the strap which hung from the ceiling. 



“For the last time, do you confess the facts in the case?” demanded Charmolue, with his 

imperturbable benignity. 

“I am innocent.” 

“Then, mademoiselle, how do you explain the circumstance laid to your charge?” 

“Alas, monseigneur, I do not know.” 

“So you deny them?” 

“All!” 

“Proceed,” said Charmolue to Pierrat. 

Pierrat turned the handle of the screw-jack, the boot was contracted, and the unhappy girl 

uttered one of those horrible cries which have no orthography in any human language. 

“Stop!” said Charmolue to Pierrat. “Do you confess?” he said to the gypsy. 

“All!” cried the wretched girl. “I confess! I confess! Mercy!” 

She had not calculated her strength when she faced the torture. Poor child, whose life up to 

that time had been so joyous, so pleasant, so sweet, the first pain had conquered her! 

“Humanity forces me to tell you,” remarked the king’s procurator, “that in confessing, it is 

death that you must expect.” 

“I certainly hope so!” said she. And she fell back upon the leather bed, dying, doubled up, 

allowing herself to hang suspended from the strap buckled round her waist. 

“Come, fair one, hold up a little,” said Master Pierrat, raising her. “You have the air of the 

lamb of the Golden Fleece which hangs from Monsieur de Bourgogne’s neck.” 

Jacques Charmolue raised his voice, 

“Clerk, write. Young Bohemian maid, you confess your participation in the feasts, witches’ 

sabbaths, and witchcrafts of hell, with ghosts, hags, and vampires? Answer.” 

“Yes,” she said, so low that her words were lost in her breathing. 

“You confess to having seen the ram which Beelzebub causes to appear in the clouds to call 

together the witches’ sabbath, and which is beheld by socerers alone?” 

“Yes.” 

“You confess to having adored the heads of Bophomet, those abominable idols of the 

Templars?” 

“Yes.” 

“To having had habitual dealings with the devil under the form of a goat familiar, joined with 

you in the suit?” 

“Yes.” 

“Lastly, you avow and confess to having, with the aid of the demon, and of the phantom 

vulgarly known as the surly monk, on the night of the twenty-ninth of March last, murdered and 

assassinated a captain named Phœbus de Châteaupers?” 

She raised her large, staring eyes to the magistrate, and replied, as though mechanically, 

without convulsion or agitation,— 

“Yes.” 

It was evident that everything within her was broken. 



“Write, clerk,” said Charmolue. And, addressing the torturers, “Release the prisoner, and take 

her back to the court.” 

When the prisoner had been “unbooted,” the procurator of the ecclesiastical court examined 

her foot, which was still swollen with pain. “Come,” said he, “there’s no great harm done. You 

shrieked in good season. You could still dance, my beauty!” 

Then he turned to his acolytes of the officiality,— 

“Behold justice enlightened at last! This is a solace, gentlemen! Madamoiselle will bear us 

witness that we have acted with all possible gentleness.” 

  



CHAPTER III. END OF THE CROWN WHICH WAS TURNED INTO A DRY LEAF. 

When she re-entered the audience hall, pale and limping, she was received with a general 

murmur of pleasure. On the part of the audience there was the feeling of impatience gratified 

which one experiences at the theatre at the end of the last entr’acte of the comedy, when the 

curtain rises and the conclusion is about to begin. On the part of the judges, it was the hope of 

getting their suppers sooner. 

The little goat also bleated with joy. He tried to run towards his mistress, but they had tied him 

to the bench. 

Night was fully set in. The candles, whose number had not been increased, cast so little light, 

that the walls of the hall could not be seen. The shadows there enveloped all objects in a sort of 

mist. A few apathetic faces of judges alone could be dimly discerned. Opposite them, at the 

extremity of the long hall, they could see a vaguely white point standing out against the sombre 

background. This was the accused. 

She had dragged herself to her place. When Charmolue had installed himself in a magisterial 

manner in his own, he seated himself, then rose and said, without exhibiting too much self-

complacency at his success,—“The accused has confessed all.” 

“Bohemian girl,” the president continued, “have you avowed all your deeds of magic, 

prostitution, and assassination on Phœbus de Châteaupers.” 

Her heart contracted. She was heard to sob amid the darkness. 

“Anything you like,” she replied feebly, “but kill me quickly!” 

“Monsieur, procurator of the king in the ecclesiastical courts,” said the president, “the 

chamber is ready to hear you in your charge.” 

Master Charmolue exhibited an alarming note book, and began to read, with many gestures 

and the exaggerated accentuation of the pleader, an oration in Latin, wherein all the proofs of the 

suit were piled up in Ciceronian periphrases, flanked with quotations from Plautus, his favorite 

comic author. We regret that we are not able to offer to our readers this remarkable piece. The 

orator pronounced it with marvellous action. Before he had finished the exordium, the 

perspiration was starting from his brow, and his eyes from his head. 

All at once, in the middle of a fine period, he interrupted himself, and his glance, ordinarily so 

gentle and even stupid, became menacing. 

“Gentlemen,” he exclaimed (this time in French, for it was not in his copy book), “Satan is so 

mixed up in this affair, that here he is present at our debates, and making sport of their majesty. 

Behold!” 

So saying, he pointed to the little goat, who, on seeing Charmolue gesticulating, had, in point 

of fact, thought it appropriate to do the same, and had seated himself on his haunches, 

reproducing to the best of his ability, with his forepaws and his bearded head the pathetic 

pantomine of the king’s procurator in the ecclesiastical court. This was, if the reader remembers, 

one of his prettiest accomplishments. This incident, this last proof, produced a great effect. The 

goat’s hoofs were tied, and the king’s procurator resumed the thread of his eloquence. 

It was very long, but the peroration was admirable. Here is the concluding phrase; let the 

reader add the hoarse voice and the breathless gestures of Master Charmolue, 

“Ideo, domni, coram stryga demonstrata, crimine patente, intentione criminis existente, in 

nomine sanctæ ecclesiæ Nostræ-Dominæ Parisiensis quæ est in saisina habendi omnimodam 



altam et bassam justitiam in illa hac intemerata Civitatis insula, tenore præsentium declaremus 

nos requirere, primo, aliquamdam pecuniariam indemnitatem; secundo, amendationem 

honorabilem ante portalium maximum Nostræ-Dominæ, ecclesiæ cathedralis; tertio, sententiam 

in virtute cujus ista styrga cum sua capella, seu in trivio vulgariter dicto la Grève, seu in insula 

exeunte in fluvio Secanæ, juxta pointam juardini regalis, executatæ sint!”[45 ]  

He put on his cap again and seated himself. 

“Eheu!” sighed the broken-hearted Gringoire, “bassa latinitas—bastard latin!” 

Another man in a black gown rose near the accused; he was her lawyer. The judges, who were 

fasting, began to grumble. 

“Advocate, be brief,” said the president. 

“Monsieur the President,” replied the advocate, “since the defendant has confessed the crime, I 

have only one word to say to these gentlemen. Here is a text from the Salic law; ‘If a witch hath 

eaten a man, and if she be convicted of it, she shall pay a fine of eight thousand deniers, which 

amount to two hundred sous of gold.’ May it please the chamber to condemn my client to the 

fine?” 

“An abrogated text,” said the advocate extraordinary of the king. 

“Nego, I deny it,” replied the advocate. 

“Put it to the vote!” said one of the councillors; “the crime is manifest, and it is late.” 

They proceeded to take a vote without leaving the room. The judges signified their assent 

without giving their reasons, they were in a hurry. Their capped heads were seen uncovering one 

after the other, in the gloom, at the lugubrious question addressed to them by the president in a 

low voice. The poor accused had the appearance of looking at them, but her troubled eye no 

longer saw. 

Then the clerk began to write; then he handed a long parchment to the president. 

Then the unhappy girl heard the people moving, the pikes clashing, and a freezing voice 

saying to her,— 

“Bohemian wench, on the day when it shall seem good to our lord the king, at the hour of 

noon, you will be taken in a tumbrel, in your shift, with bare feet, and a rope about your neck, 

before the grand portal of Notre-Dame, and you will there make an apology with a wax torch of 

the weight of two pounds in your hand, and thence you will be conducted to the Place de Grève, 

where you will be hanged and strangled on the town gibbet; and likewise your goat; and you will 

pay to the official three lions of gold, in reparation of the crimes by you committed and by you 

confessed, of sorcery and magic, debauchery and murder, upon the person of the Sieur Phœbus 

de Châteaupers. May God have mercy on your soul!” 

“Oh! ’tis a dream!” she murmured; and she felt rough hands bearing her away. 

  



CHAPTER IV. LASCIATE OGNI SPERANZA—LEAVE ALL HOPE BEHIND, YE WHO 

ENTER HERE. 

In the Middle Ages, when an edifice was complete, there was almost as much of it in the earth 

as above it. Unless built upon piles, like Notre-Dame, a palace, a fortress, a church, had always a 

double bottom. In cathedrals, it was, in some sort, another subterranean cathedral, low, dark, 

mysterious, blind, and mute, under the upper nave which was overflowing with light and 

reverberating with organs and bells day and night. Sometimes it was a sepulchre. In palaces, in 

fortresses, it was a prison, sometimes a sepulchre also, sometimes both together. These mighty 

buildings, whose mode of formation and vegetation we have elsewhere explained, had not 

simply foundations, but, so to speak, roots which ran branching through the soil in chambers, 

galleries, and staircases, like the construction above. Thus churches, palaces, fortresses, had the 

earth half way up their bodies. The cellars of an edifice formed another edifice, into which one 

descended instead of ascending, and which extended its subterranean grounds under the external 

piles of the monument, like those forests and mountains which are reversed in the mirror-like 

waters of a lake, beneath the forests and mountains of the banks. 

At the fortress of Saint-Antoine, at the Palais de Justice of Paris, at the Louvre, these 

subterranean edifices were prisons. The stories of these prisons, as they sank into the soil, grew 

constantly narrower and more gloomy. They were so many zones, where the shades of horror 

were graduated. Dante could never imagine anything better for his hell. These tunnels of cells 

usually terminated in a sack of a lowest dungeon, with a vat-like bottom, where Dante placed 

Satan, where society placed those condemned to death. A miserable human existence, once 

interred there; farewell light, air, life, ogni speranza—every hope; it only came forth to the 

scaffold or the stake. Sometimes it rotted there; human justice called this forgetting. Between 

men and himself, the condemned man felt a pile of stones and jailers weighing down upon his 

head; and the entire prison, the massive bastille was nothing more than an enormous, 

complicated lock, which barred him off from the rest of the world. 

It was in a sloping cavity of this description, in the oubliettes excavated by Saint-Louis, in 

the inpace of the Tournelle, that la Esmeralda had been placed on being condemned to death, 

through fear of her escape, no doubt, with the colossal court-house over her head. Poor fly, who 

could not have lifted even one of its blocks of stone! 

Assuredly, Providence and society had been equally unjust; such an excess of unhappiness and 

of torture was not necessary to break so frail a creature. 

There she lay, lost in the shadows, buried, hidden, immured. Any one who could have beheld 

her in this state, after having seen her laugh and dance in the sun, would have shuddered. Cold as 

night, cold as death, not a breath of air in her tresses, not a human sound in her ear, no longer a 

ray of light in her eyes; snapped in twain, crushed with chains, crouching beside a jug and a loaf, 

on a little straw, in a pool of water, which was formed under her by the sweating of the prison 

walls; without motion, almost without breath, she had no longer the power to suffer; Phœbus, the 

sun, midday, the open air, the streets of Paris, the dances with applause, the sweet babblings of 

love with the officer; then the priest, the old crone, the poignard, the blood, the torture, the 

gibbet; all this did, indeed, pass before her mind, sometimes as a charming and golden vision, 

sometimes as a hideous nightmare; but it was no longer anything but a vague and horrible 

struggle, lost in the gloom, or distant music played up above ground, and which was no longer 

audible at the depth where the unhappy girl had fallen. 



Since she had been there, she had neither waked nor slept. In that misfortune, in that cell, she 

could no longer distinguish her waking hours from slumber, dreams from reality, any more than 

day from night. All this was mixed, broken, floating, disseminated confusedly in her thought. 

She no longer felt, she no longer knew, she no longer thought; at the most, she only dreamed. 

Never had a living creature been thrust more deeply into nothingness. 

Thus benumbed, frozen, petrified, she had barely noticed on two or three occasions, the sound 

of a trapdoor opening somewhere above her, without even permitting the passage of a little light, 

and through which a hand had tossed her a bit of black bread. Nevertheless, this periodical visit 

of the jailer was the sole communication which was left her with mankind. 

A single thing still mechanically occupied her ear; above her head, the dampness was filtering 

through the mouldy stones of the vault, and a drop of water dropped from them at regular 

intervals. She listened stupidly to the noise made by this drop of water as it fell into the pool 

beside her. 

This drop of water falling from time to time into that pool, was the only movement which still 

went on around her, the only clock which marked the time, the only noise which reached her of 

all the noise made on the surface of the earth. 

To tell the whole, however, she also felt, from time to time, in that cesspool of mire and 

darkness, something cold passing over her foot or her arm, and she shuddered. 

How long had she been there? She did not know. She had a recollection of a sentence of death 

pronounced somewhere, against some one, then of having been herself carried away, and of 

waking up in darkness and silence, chilled to the heart. She had dragged herself along on her 

hands. Then iron rings that cut her ankles, and chains had rattled. She had recognized the fact 

that all around her was wall, that below her there was a pavement covered with moisture and a 

truss of straw; but neither lamp nor air-hole. Then she had seated herself on that straw and, 

sometimes, for the sake of changing her attitude, on the last stone step in her dungeon. For a 

while she had tried to count the black minutes measured off for her by the drop of water; but that 

melancholy labor of an ailing brain had broken off of itself in her head, and had left her in 

stupor. 

At length, one day, or one night, (for midnight and midday were of the same color in that 

sepulchre), she heard above her a louder noise than was usually made by the turnkey when he 

brought her bread and jug of water. She raised her head, and beheld a ray of reddish light passing 

through the crevices in the sort of trapdoor contrived in the roof of the inpace. 

At the same time, the heavy lock creaked, the trap grated on its rusty hinges, turned, and she 

beheld a lantern, a hand, and the lower portions of the bodies of two men, the door being too low 

to admit of her seeing their heads. The light pained her so acutely that she shut her eyes. 

When she opened them again the door was closed, the lantern was deposited on one of the 

steps of the staircase; a man alone stood before her. A monk’s black cloak fell to his feet, a cowl 

of the same color concealed his face. Nothing was visible of his person, neither face nor hands. It 

was a long, black shroud standing erect, and beneath which something could be felt moving. She 

gazed fixedly for several minutes at this sort of spectre. But neither he nor she spoke. One would 

have pronounced them two statues confronting each other. Two things only seemed alive in that 

cavern; the wick of the lantern, which sputtered on account of the dampness of the atmosphere, 

and the drop of water from the roof, which cut this irregular sputtering with its monotonous 

splash, and made the light of the lantern quiver in concentric waves on the oily water of the pool. 

At last the prisoner broke the silence. 



“Who are you?” 

“A priest.” 

The words, the accent, the sound of his voice made her tremble. 

The priest continued, in a hollow voice,— 

“Are you prepared?” 

“For what?” 

“To die.” 

“Oh!” said she, “will it be soon?” 

“To-morrow.” 

Her head, which had been raised with joy, fell back upon her breast. 

“’Tis very far away yet!” she murmured; “why could they not have done it to-day?” 

“Then you are very unhappy?” asked the priest, after a silence. 

“I am very cold,” she replied. 

She took her feet in her hands, a gesture habitual with unhappy wretches who are cold, as we 

have already seen in the case of the recluse of the Tour-Roland, and her teeth chattered. 

The priest appeared to cast his eyes around the dungeon from beneath his cowl. 

“Without light! without fire! in the water! it is horrible!” 

“Yes,” she replied, with the bewildered air which unhappiness had given her. “The day 

belongs to every one, why do they give me only night?” 

“Do you know,” resumed the priest, after a fresh silence, “why you are here?” 

“I thought I knew once,” she said, passing her thin fingers over her eyelids, as though to aid 

her memory, “but I know no longer.” 

All at once she began to weep like a child. 

“I should like to get away from here, sir. I am cold, I am afraid, and there are creatures which 

crawl over my body.” 

“Well, follow me.” 

So saying, the priest took her arm. The unhappy girl was frozen to her very soul. Yet that hand 

produced an impression of cold upon her. 

“Oh!” she murmured, “’tis the icy hand of death. Who are you?” 

The priest threw back his cowl; she looked. It was the sinister visage which had so long 

pursued her; that demon’s head which had appeared at la Falourdel’s, above the head of her 

adored Phœbus; that eye which she last had seen glittering beside a dagger. 

This apparition, always so fatal for her, and which had thus driven her on from misfortune to 

misfortune, even to torture, roused her from her stupor. It seemed to her that the sort of veil 

which had lain thick upon her memory was rent away. All the details of her melancholy 

adventure, from the nocturnal scene at la Falourdel’s to her condemnation to the Tournelle, 

recurred to her memory, no longer vague and confused as heretofore, but distinct, harsh, clear, 

palpitating, terrible. These souvenirs, half effaced and almost obliterated by excess of suffering, 

were revived by the sombre figure which stood before her, as the approach of fire causes letters 

traced upon white paper with invisible ink, to start out perfectly fresh. It seemed to her that all 

the wounds of her heart opened and bled simultaneously. 



“Hah!” she cried, with her hands on her eyes, and a convulsive trembling, “’tis the priest!” 

Then she dropped her arms in discouragement, and remained seated, with lowered head, eyes 

fixed on the ground, mute and still trembling. 

The priest gazed at her with the eye of a hawk which has long been soaring in a circle from the 

heights of heaven over a poor lark cowering in the wheat, and has long been silently contracting 

the formidable circles of his flight, and has suddenly swooped down upon his prey like a flash of 

lightning, and holds it panting in his talons. 

She began to murmur in a low voice,— 

“Finish! finish! the last blow!” and she drew her head down in terror between her shoulders, 

like the lamb awaiting the blow of the butcher’s axe. 

“So I inspire you with horror?” he said at length. 

She made no reply. 

“Do I inspire you with horror?” he repeated. 

Her lips contracted, as though with a smile. 

“Yes,” said she, “the headsman scoffs at the condemned. Here he has been pursuing me, 

threatening me, terrifying me for months! Had it not been for him, my God, how happy it should 

have been! It was he who cast me into this abyss! Oh heavens! it was he who killed him! my 

Phœbus!” 

Here, bursting into sobs, and raising her eyes to the priest,— 

“Oh! wretch, who are you? What have I done to you? Do you then, hate me so? Alas! what 

have you against me?” 

“I love thee!” cried the priest. 

Her tears suddenly ceased, she gazed at him with the look of an idiot. He had fallen on his 

knees and was devouring her with eyes of flame. 

“Dost thou understand? I love thee!” he cried again. 

“What love!” said the unhappy girl with a shudder. 

He resumed,— 

“The love of a damned soul.” 

Both remained silent for several minutes, crushed beneath the weight of their emotions; he 

maddened, she stupefied. 

“Listen,” said the priest at last, and a singular calm had come over him; “you shall know all I 

am about to tell you that which I have hitherto hardly dared to say to myself, when furtively 

interrogating my conscience at those deep hours of the night when it is so dark that it seems as 

though God no longer saw us. Listen. Before I knew you, young girl, I was happy.” 

“So was I!” she sighed feebly. 

“Do not interrupt me. Yes, I was happy, at least I believed myself to be so. I was pure, my soul 

was filled with limpid light. No head was raised more proudly and more radiantly than mine. 

Priests consulted me on chastity; doctors, on doctrines. Yes, science was all in all to me; it was a 

sister to me, and a sister sufficed. Not but that with age other ideas came to me. More than once 

my flesh had been moved as a woman’s form passed by. That force of sex and blood which, in 

the madness of youth, I had imagined that I had stifled forever had, more than once, convulsively 

raised the chain of iron vows which bind me, a miserable wretch, to the cold stones of the altar. 



But fasting, prayer, study, the mortifications of the cloister, rendered my soul mistress of my 

body once more, and then I avoided women. Moreover, I had but to open a book, and all the 

impure mists of my brain vanished before the splendors of science. In a few moments, I felt the 

gross things of earth flee far away, and I found myself once more calm, quieted, and serene, in 

the presence of the tranquil radiance of eternal truth. As long as the demon sent to attack me only 

vague shadows of women who passed occasionally before my eyes in church, in the streets, in 

the fields, and who hardly recurred to my dreams, I easily vanquished him. Alas! if the victory 

has not remained with me, it is the fault of God, who has not created man and the demon of equal 

force. Listen. One day—” 

Here the priest paused, and the prisoner heard sighs of anguish break from his breast with a 

sound of the death rattle. 

He resumed,— 

“One day I was leaning on the window of my cell. What book was I reading then? Oh! all that 

is a whirlwind in my head. I was reading. The window opened upon a Square. I heard a sound of 

tambourine and music. Annoyed at being thus disturbed in my revery, I glanced into the Square. 

What I beheld, others saw beside myself, and yet it was not a spectacle made for human eyes. 

There, in the middle of the pavement,—it was midday, the sun was shining brightly,—a creature 

was dancing. A creature so beautiful that God would have preferred her to the Virgin and have 

chosen her for his mother and have wished to be born of her if she had been in existence when he 

was made man! Her eyes were black and splendid; in the midst of her black locks, some hairs 

through which the sun shone glistened like threads of gold. Her feet disappeared in their 

movements like the spokes of a rapidly turning wheel. Around her head, in her black tresses, 

there were disks of metal, which glittered in the sun, and formed a coronet of stars on her brow. 

Her dress thick set with spangles, blue, and dotted with a thousand sparks, gleamed like a 

summer night. Her brown, supple arms twined and untwined around her waist, like two scarfs. 

The form of her body was surprisingly beautiful. Oh! what a resplendent figure stood out, like 

something luminous even in the sunlight! Alas, young girl, it was thou! Surprised, intoxicated, 

charmed, I allowed myself to gaze upon thee. I looked so long that I suddenly shuddered with 

terror; I felt that fate was seizing hold of me.” 

The priest paused for a moment, overcome with emotion. Then he continued,— 

“Already half fascinated, I tried to cling fast to something and hold myself back from falling. I 

recalled the snares which Satan had already set for me. The creature before my eyes possessed 

that superhuman beauty which can come only from heaven or hell. It was no simple girl made 

with a little of our earth, and dimly lighted within by the vacillating ray of a woman’s soul. It 

was an angel! but of shadows and flame, and not of light. At the moment when I was meditating 

thus, I beheld beside you a goat, a beast of witches, which smiled as it gazed at me. The midday 

sun gave him golden horns. Then I perceived the snare of the demon, and I no longer doubted 

that you had come from hell and that you had come thence for my perdition. I believed it.” 

Here the priest looked the prisoner full in the face, and added, coldly,— 

“I believe it still. Nevertheless, the charm operated little by little; your dancing whirled 

through my brain; I felt the mysterious spell working within me. All that should have awakened 

was lulled to sleep; and like those who die in the snow, I felt pleasure in allowing this sleep to 

draw on. All at once, you began to sing. What could I do, unhappy wretch? Your song was still 

more charming than your dancing. I tried to flee. Impossible. I was nailed, rooted to the spot. It 

seemed to me that the marble of the pavement had risen to my knees. I was forced to remain until 



the end. My feet were like ice, my head was on fire. At last you took pity on me, you ceased to 

sing, you disappeared. The reflection of the dazzling vision, the reverberation of the enchanting 

music disappeared by degrees from my eyes and my ears. Then I fell back into the embrasure of 

the window, more rigid, more feeble than a statue torn from its base. The vesper bell roused me. 

I drew myself up; I fled; but alas! something within me had fallen never to rise again, something 

had come upon me from which I could not flee.” 

He made another pause and went on,— 

“Yes, dating from that day, there was within me a man whom I did not know. I tried to make 

use of all my remedies. The cloister, the altar, work, books,—follies! Oh, how hollow does 

science sound when one in despair dashes against it a head full of passions! Do you know, young 

girl, what I saw thenceforth between my book and me? You, your shade, the image of the 

luminous apparition which had one day crossed the space before me. But this image had no 

longer the same color; it was sombre, funereal, gloomy as the black circle which long pursues the 

vision of the imprudent man who has gazed intently at the sun. 

“Unable to rid myself of it, since I heard your song humming ever in my head, beheld your 

feet dancing always on my breviary, felt even at night, in my dreams, your form in contact with 

my own, I desired to see you again, to touch you, to know who you were, to see whether I should 

really find you like the ideal image which I had retained of you, to shatter my dream, perchance, 

with reality. At all events, I hoped that a new impression would efface the first, and the first had 

become insupportable. I sought you. I saw you once more. Calamity! When I had seen you twice, 

I wanted to see you a thousand times, I wanted to see you always. Then—how stop myself on 

that slope of hell?—then I no longer belonged to myself. The other end of the thread which the 

demon had attached to my wings he had fastened to his foot. I became vagrant and wandering 

like yourself. I waited for you under porches, I stood on the lookout for you at the street corners, 

I watched for you from the summit of my tower. Every evening I returned to myself more 

charmed, more despairing, more bewitched, more lost! 

“I had learned who you were; an Egyptian, Bohemian, gypsy, zingara. How could I doubt the 

magic? Listen. I hoped that a trial would free me from the charm. A witch enchanted Bruno 

d’Ast; he had her burned, and was cured. I knew it. I wanted to try the remedy. First I tried to 

have you forbidden the square in front of Notre-Dame, hoping to forget you if you returned no 

more. You paid no heed to it. You returned. Then the idea of abducting you occurred to me. One 

night I made the attempt. There were two of us. We already had you in our power, when that 

miserable officer came up. He delivered you. Thus did he begin your unhappiness, mine, and his 

own. Finally, no longer knowing what to do, and what was to become of me, I denounced you to 

the official. 

“I thought that I should be cured like Bruno d’Ast. I also had a confused idea that a trial would 

deliver you into my hands; that, as a prisoner I should hold you, I should have you; that there you 

could not escape from me; that you had already possessed me a sufficiently long time to give me 

the right to possess you in my turn. When one does wrong, one must do it thoroughly. ’Tis 

madness to halt midway in the monstrous! The extreme of crime has its deliriums of joy. A priest 

and a witch can mingle in delight upon the truss of straw in a dungeon! 

“Accordingly, I denounced you. It was then that I terrified you when we met. The plot which I 

was weaving against you, the storm which I was heaping up above your head, burst from me in 

threats and lightning glances. Still, I hesitated. My project had its terrible sides which made me 

shrink back. 



“Perhaps I might have renounced it; perhaps my hideous thought would have withered in my 

brain, without bearing fruit. I thought that it would always depend upon me to follow up or 

discontinue this prosecution. But every evil thought is inexorable, and insists on becoming a 

deed; but where I believed myself to be all powerful, fate was more powerful than I. Alas! ’tis 

fate which has seized you and delivered you to the terrible wheels of the machine which I had 

constructed doubly. Listen. I am nearing the end. 

“One day,—again the sun was shining brilliantly—I behold a man pass me uttering your name 

and laughing, who carries sensuality in his eyes. Damnation! I followed him; you know the rest.” 

He ceased. 

The young girl could find but one word: 

“Oh, my Phœbus!” 

“Not that name!” said the priest, grasping her arm violently. “Utter not that name! Oh! 

miserable wretches that we are, ’tis that name which has ruined us! or, rather we have ruined 

each other by the inexplicable play of fate! you are suffering, are you not? you are cold; the night 

makes you blind, the dungeon envelops you; but perhaps you still have some light in the bottom 

of your soul, were it only your childish love for that empty man who played with your heart, 

while I bear the dungeon within me; within me there is winter, ice, despair; I have night in my 

soul. 

“Do you know what I have suffered? I was present at your trial. I was seated on the official’s 

bench. Yes, under one of the priests’ cowls, there were the contortions of the damned. When you 

were brought in, I was there; when you were questioned, I was there.—Den of wolves!—It was 

my crime, it was my gallows that I beheld being slowly reared over your head. I was there for 

every witness, every proof, every plea; I could count each of your steps in the painful path; I was 

still there when that ferocious beast—oh! I had not foreseen torture! Listen. I followed you to 

that chamber of anguish. I beheld you stripped and handled, half naked, by the infamous hands 

of the tormentor. I beheld your foot, that foot which I would have given an empire to kiss and 

die, that foot, beneath which to have had my head crushed I should have felt such rapture,—I 

beheld it encased in that horrible boot, which converts the limbs of a living being into one bloody 

clod. Oh, wretch! while I looked on at that, I held beneath my shroud a dagger, with which I 

lacerated my breast. When you uttered that cry, I plunged it into my flesh; at a second cry, it 

would have entered my heart. Look! I believe that it still bleeds.” 

He opened his cassock. His breast was in fact, mangled as by the claw of a tiger, and on his 

side he had a large and badly healed wound. 

The prisoner recoiled with horror. 

“Oh!” said the priest, “young girl, have pity upon me! You think yourself unhappy; alas! alas! 

you know not what unhappiness is. Oh! to love a woman! to be a priest! to be hated! to love with 

all the fury of one’s soul; to feel that one would give for the least of her smiles, one’s blood, 

one’s vitals, one’s fame, one’s salvation, one’s immortality and eternity, this life and the other; to 

regret that one is not a king, emperor, archangel, God, in order that one might place a greater 

slave beneath her feet; to clasp her night and day in one’s dreams and one’s thoughts, and to 

behold her in love with the trappings of a soldier and to have nothing to offer her but a priest’s 

dirty cassock, which will inspire her with fear and disgust! To be present with one’s jealousy and 

one’s rage, while she lavishes on a miserable, blustering imbecile, treasures of love and beauty! 

To behold that body whose form burns you, that bosom which possesses so much sweetness, that 

flesh palpitate and blush beneath the kisses of another! Oh heaven! to love her foot, her arm, her 



shoulder, to think of her blue veins, of her brown skin, until one writhes for whole nights 

together on the pavement of one’s cell, and to behold all those caresses which one has dreamed 

of, end in torture! To have succeeded only in stretching her upon the leather bed! Oh! these are 

the veritable pincers, reddened in the fires of hell. Oh! blessed is he who is sawn between two 

planks, or torn in pieces by four horses! Do you know what that torture is, which is imposed 

upon you for long nights by your burning arteries, your bursting heart, your breaking head, your 

teeth-knawed hands; mad tormentors which turn you incessantly, as upon a red-hot gridiron, to a 

thought of love, of jealousy, and of despair! Young girl, mercy! a truce for a moment! a few 

ashes on these live coals! Wipe away, I beseech you, the perspiration which trickles in great 

drops from my brow! Child! torture me with one hand, but caress me with the other! Have pity, 

young girl! Have pity upon me!” 

The priest writhed on the wet pavement, beating his head against the corners of the stone 

steps. The young girl gazed at him, and listened to him. 

When he ceased, exhausted and panting, she repeated in a low voice,— 

“Oh my Phœbus!” 

The priest dragged himself towards her on his knees. 

“I beseech you,” he cried, “if you have any heart, do not repulse me! Oh! I love you! I am a 

wretch! When you utter that name, unhappy girl, it is as though you crushed all the fibres of my 

heart between your teeth. Mercy! If you come from hell I will go thither with you. I have done 

everything to that end. The hell where you are, shall be paradise; the sight of you is more 

charming than that of God! Oh! speak! you will have none of me? I should have thought the 

mountains would be shaken in their foundations on the day when a woman would repulse such a 

love. Oh! if you only would! Oh! how happy we might be. We would flee—I would help you to 

flee,—we would go somewhere, we would seek that spot on earth, where the sun is brightest, the 

sky the bluest, where the trees are most luxuriant. We would love each other, we would pour our 

two souls into each other, and we would have a thirst for ourselves which we would quench in 

common and incessantly at that fountain of inexhaustible love.” 

She interrupted with a terrible and thrilling laugh. 

“Look, father, you have blood on your fingers!” 

The priest remained for several moments as though petrified, with his eyes fixed upon his 

hand. 

“Well, yes!” he resumed at last, with strange gentleness, “insult me, scoff at me, overwhelm 

me with scorn! but come, come. Let us make haste. It is to be to-morrow, I tell you. The gibbet 

on the Grève, you know it? it stands always ready. It is horrible! to see you ride in that tumbrel! 

Oh mercy! Until now I have never felt the power of my love for you.—Oh! follow me. You shall 

take your time to love me after I have saved you. You shall hate me as long as you will. But 

come. To-morrow! to-morrow! the gallows! your execution! Oh! save yourself! spare me!” 

He seized her arm, he was beside himself, he tried to drag her away. 

She fixed her eye intently on him. 

“What has become of my Phœbus?” 

“Ah!” said the priest, releasing her arm, “you are pitiless.” 

“What has become of Phœbus?” she repeated coldly. 

“He is dead!” cried the priest. 



“Dead!” said she, still icy and motionless “then why do you talk to me of living?” 

He was not listening to her. 

“Oh! yes,” said he, as though speaking to himself, “he certainly must be dead. The blade 

pierced deeply. I believe I touched his heart with the point. Oh! my very soul was at the end of 

the dagger!” 

The young girl flung herself upon him like a raging tigress, and pushed him upon the steps of 

the staircase with supernatural force. 

“Begone, monster! Begone, assassin! Leave me to die! May the blood of both of us make an 

eternal stain upon your brow! Be thine, priest! Never! never! Nothing shall unite us! not hell 

itself! Go, accursed man! Never!” 

The priest had stumbled on the stairs. He silently disentangled his feet from the folds of his 

robe, picked up his lantern again, and slowly began the ascent of the steps which led to the door; 

he opened the door and passed through it. 

All at once, the young girl beheld his head reappear; it wore a frightful expression, and he 

cried, hoarse with rage and despair,— 

“I tell you he is dead!” 

She fell face downwards upon the floor, and there was no longer any sound audible in the cell 

than the sob of the drop of water which made the pool palpitate amid the darkness. 

  



CHAPTER V. THE MOTHER. 

I do not believe that there is anything sweeter in the world than the ideas which awake in a 

mother’s heart at the sight of her child’s tiny shoe; especially if it is a shoe for festivals, for 

Sunday, for baptism, the shoe embroidered to the very sole, a shoe in which the infant has not yet 

taken a step. That shoe has so much grace and daintiness, it is so impossible for it to walk, that it 

seems to the mother as though she saw her child. She smiles upon it, she kisses it, she talks to it; 

she asks herself whether there can actually be a foot so tiny; and if the child be absent, the pretty 

shoe suffices to place the sweet and fragile creature before her eyes. She thinks she sees it, she 

does see it, complete, living, joyous, with its delicate hands, its round head, its pure lips, its 

serene eyes whose white is blue. If it is in winter, it is yonder, crawling on the carpet, it is 

laboriously climbing upon an ottoman, and the mother trembles lest it should approach the fire. 

If it is summer time, it crawls about the yard, in the garden, plucks up the grass between the 

paving-stones, gazes innocently at the big dogs, the big horses, without fear, plays with the 

shells, with the flowers, and makes the gardener grumble because he finds sand in the flower-

beds and earth in the paths. Everything laughs, and shines and plays around it, like it, even the 

breath of air and the ray of sun which vie with each other in disporting among the silky ringlets 

of its hair. The shoe shows all this to the mother, and makes her heart melt as fire melts wax. 

But when the child is lost, these thousand images of joy, of charms, of tenderness, which 

throng around the little shoe, become so many horrible things. The pretty broidered shoe is no 

longer anything but an instrument of torture which eternally crushes the heart of the mother. It is 

always the same fibre which vibrates, the tenderest and most sensitive; but instead of an angel 

caressing it, it is a demon who is wrenching at it. 

One May morning, when the sun was rising on one of those dark blue skies against which 

Garofolo loves to place his Descents from the Cross, the recluse of the Tour-Roland heard a 

sound of wheels, of horses and irons in the Place de Grève. She was somewhat aroused by it, 

knotted her hair upon her ears in order to deafen herself, and resumed her contemplation, on her 

knees, of the inanimate object which she had adored for fifteen years. This little shoe was the 

universe to her, as we have already said. Her thought was shut up in it, and was destined never 

more to quit it except at death. The sombre cave of the Tour-Roland alone knew how many bitter 

imprecations, touching complaints, prayers and sobs she had wafted to heaven in connection 

with that charming bauble of rose-colored satin. Never was more despair bestowed upon a 

prettier and more graceful thing. 

It seemed as though her grief were breaking forth more violently than usual; and she could be 

heard outside lamenting in a loud and monotonous voice which rent the heart. 

“Oh my daughter!” she said, “my daughter, my poor, dear little child, so I shall never see thee 

more! It is over! It always seems to me that it happened yesterday! My God! my God! it would 

have been better not to give her to me than to take her away so soon. Did you not know that our 

children are part of ourselves, and that a mother who has lost her child no longer believes in 

God? Ah! wretch that I am to have gone out that day! Lord! Lord! to have taken her from me 

thus; you could never have looked at me with her, when I was joyously warming her at my fire, 

when she laughed as she suckled, when I made her tiny feet creep up my breast to my lips? Oh! 

if you had looked at that, my God, you would have taken pity on my joy; you would not have 

taken from me the only love which lingered, in my heart! Was I then, Lord, so miserable a 

creature, that you could not look at me before condemning me?—Alas! Alas! here is the shoe; 

where is the foot? where is the rest? Where is the child? My daughter! my daughter! what did 



they do with thee? Lord, give her back to me. My knees have been worn for fifteen years in 

praying to thee, my God! Is not that enough? Give her back to me one day, one hour, one minute; 

one minute, Lord! and then cast me to the demon for all eternity! Oh! if I only knew where the 

skirt of your garment trails, I would cling to it with both hands, and you would be obliged to give 

me back my child! Have you no pity on her pretty little shoe? Could you condemn a poor mother 

to this torture for fifteen years? Good Virgin! good Virgin of heaven! my infant Jesus has been 

taken from me, has been stolen from me; they devoured her on a heath, they drank her blood, 

they cracked her bones! Good Virgin, have pity upon me. My daughter, I want my daughter! 

What is it to me that she is in paradise? I do not want your angel, I want my child! I am a lioness, 

I want my whelp. Oh! I will writhe on the earth, I will break the stones with my forehead, and I 

will damn myself, and I will curse you, Lord, if you keep my child from me! you see plainly that 

my arms are all bitten, Lord! Has the good God no mercy?—Oh! give me only salt and black 

bread, only let me have my daughter to warm me like a sun! Alas! Lord my God. Alas! Lord my 

God, I am only a vile sinner; but my daughter made me pious. I was full of religion for the love 

of her, and I beheld you through her smile as through an opening into heaven. Oh! if I could only 

once, just once more, a single time, put this shoe on her pretty little pink foot, I would die 

blessing you, good Virgin. Ah! fifteen years! she will be grown up now!—Unhappy child! what! 

it is really true then I shall never see her more, not even in heaven, for I shall not go there myself. 

Oh! what misery to think that here is her shoe, and that that is all!” 

The unhappy woman flung herself upon that shoe; her consolation and her despair for so many 

years, and her vitals were rent with sobs as on the first day; because, for a mother who has lost 

her child, it is always the first day. That grief never grows old. The mourning garments may 

grow white and threadbare, the heart remains dark. 

At that moment, the fresh and joyous cries of children passed in front of the cell. Every time 

that children crossed her vision or struck her ear, the poor mother flung herself into the darkest 

corner of her sepulchre, and one would have said, that she sought to plunge her head into the 

stone in order not to hear them. This time, on the contrary, she drew herself upright with a start, 

and listened eagerly. One of the little boys had just said,— 

“They are going to hang a gypsy to-day.” 

With the abrupt leap of that spider which we have seen fling itself upon a fly at the trembling 

of its web, she rushed to her air-hole, which opened as the reader knows, on the Place de Grève. 

A ladder had, in fact, been raised up against the permanent gibbet, and the hangman’s assistant 

was busying himself with adjusting the chains which had been rusted by the rain. There were 

some people standing about. 

The laughing group of children was already far away. The sacked nun sought with her eyes 

some passer-by whom she might question. All at once, beside her cell, she perceived a priest 

making a pretext of reading the public breviary, but who was much less occupied with the 

“lectern of latticed iron,” than with the gallows, toward which he cast a fierce and gloomy glance 

from time to time. She recognized monsieur the archdeacon of Josas, a holy man. 

“Father,” she inquired, “whom are they about to hang yonder?” 

The priest looked at her and made no reply; she repeated her question. Then he said,— 

“I know not.” 

“Some children said that it was a gypsy,” went on the recluse. 

“I believe so,” said the priest. 



Then Paquette la Chantefleurie burst into hyena-like laughter. 

“Sister,” said the archdeacon, “do you then hate the gypsies heartily?” 

“Do I hate them!” exclaimed the recluse, “they are vampires, stealers of children! They 

devoured my little daughter, my child, my only child! I have no longer any heart, they devoured 

it!” 

She was frightful. The priest looked at her coldly. 

“There is one in particular whom I hate, and whom I have cursed,” she resumed; “it is a young 

one, of the age which my daughter would be if her mother had not eaten my daughter. Every 

time that that young viper passes in front of my cell, she sets my blood in a ferment.” 

“Well, sister, rejoice,” said the priest, icy as a sepulchral statue; “that is the one whom you are 

about to see die.” 

His head fell upon his bosom and he moved slowly away. 

The recluse writhed her arms with joy. 

“I predicted it for her, that she would ascend thither! Thanks, priest!” she cried. 

And she began to pace up and down with long strides before the grating of her window, her 

hair dishevelled, her eyes flashing, with her shoulder striking against the wall, with the wild air 

of a female wolf in a cage, who has long been famished, and who feels the hour for her repast 

drawing near. 

  



CHAPTER VI. THREE HUMAN HEARTS DIFFERENTLY CONSTRUCTED. 

Phœbus was not dead, however. Men of that stamp die hard. When Master Philippe Lheulier, 

advocate extraordinary of the king, had said to poor Esmeralda; “He is dying,” it was an error or 

a jest. When the archdeacon had repeated to the condemned girl; “He is dead,” the fact is that he 

knew nothing about it, but that he believed it, that he counted on it, that he did not doubt it, that 

he devoutly hoped it. It would have been too hard for him to give favorable news of his rival to 

the woman whom he loved. Any man would have done the same in his place. 

It was not that Phœbus’s wound had not been serious, but it had not been as much so as the 

archdeacon believed. The physician, to whom the soldiers of the watch had carried him at the 

first moment, had feared for his life during the space of a week, and had even told him so in 

Latin. But youth had gained the upper hand; and, as frequently happens, in spite of 

prognostications and diagnoses, nature had amused herself by saving the sick man under the 

physician’s very nose. It was while he was still lying on the leech’s pallet that he had submitted 

to the interrogations of Philippe Lheulier and the official inquisitors, which had annoyed him 

greatly. Hence, one fine morning, feeling himself better, he had left his golden spurs with the 

leech as payment, and had slipped away. This had not, however, interfered with the progress of 

the affair. Justice, at that epoch, troubled itself very little about the clearness and definiteness of 

a criminal suit. Provided that the accused was hung, that was all that was necessary. Now the 

judge had plenty of proofs against la Esmeralda. They had supposed Phœbus to be dead, and that 

was the end of the matter. 

Phœbus, on his side, had not fled far. He had simply rejoined his company in garrison at 

Queue-en-Brie, in the Isle-de-France, a few stages from Paris. 

After all, it did not please him in the least to appear in this suit. He had a vague feeling that he 

should play a ridiculous figure in it. On the whole, he did not know what to think of the whole 

affair. Superstitious, and not given to devoutness, like every soldier who is only a soldier, when 

he came to question himself about this adventure, he did not feel assured as to the goat, as to the 

singular fashion in which he had met La Esmeralda, as to the no less strange manner in which 

she had allowed him to divine her love, as to her character as a gypsy, and lastly, as to the surly 

monk. He perceived in all these incidents much more magic than love, probably a sorceress, 

perhaps the devil; a comedy, in short, or to speak in the language of that day, a very disagreeable 

mystery, in which he played a very awkward part, the role of blows and derision. The captain 

was quite put out of countenance about it; he experienced that sort of shame which our La 

Fontaine has so admirably defined,— 

Ashamed as a fox who has been caught by a fowl. 

Moreover, he hoped that the affair would not get noised abroad, that his name would hardly be 

pronounced in it, and that in any case it would not go beyond the courts of the Tournelle. In this 

he was not mistaken, there was then no Gazette des Tribunaux; and as not a week passed which 

had not its counterfeiter to boil, or its witch to hang, or its heretic to burn, at some one of the 

innumerable justices of Paris, people were so accustomed to seeing in all the squares the ancient 

feudal Themis, bare armed, with sleeves stripped up, performing her duty at the gibbets, the 

ladders, and the pillories, that they hardly paid any heed to it. Fashionable society of that day 

hardly knew the name of the victim who passed by at the corner of the street, and it was the 

populace at the most who regaled themselves with this coarse fare. An execution was an habitual 



incident of the public highways, like the braising-pan of the baker or the slaughter-house of the 

knacker. The executioner was only a sort of butcher of a little deeper dye than the rest. 

Hence Phœbus’s mind was soon at ease on the score of the enchantress Esmeralda, or Similar, 

as he called her, concerning the blow from the dagger of the Bohemian or of the surly monk (it 

mattered little which to him), and as to the issue of the trial. But as soon as his heart was vacant 

in that direction, Fleur-de-Lys returned to it. Captain Phœbus’s heart, like the physics of that day, 

abhorred a vacuum. 

Queue-en-Brie was a very insipid place to stay at then, a village of farriers, and cow-girls with 

chapped hands, a long line of poor dwellings and thatched cottages, which borders the grand 

road on both sides for half a league; a tail (queue), in short, as its name imports. 

Fleur-de-Lys was his last passion but one, a pretty girl, a charming dowry; accordingly, one 

fine morning, quite cured, and assuming that, after the lapse of two months, the Bohemian affair 

must be completely finished and forgotten, the amorous cavalier arrived on a prancing horse at 

the door of the Gondelaurier mansion. 

He paid no attention to a tolerably numerous rabble which had assembled in the Place du 

Parvis, before the portal of Notre-Dame; he remembered that it was the month of May; he 

supposed that it was some procession, some Pentecost, some festival, hitched his horse to the 

ring at the door, and gayly ascended the stairs to his beautiful betrothed. 

She was alone with her mother. 

The scene of the witch, her goat, her cursed alphabet, and Phœbus’s long absences, still 

weighed on Fleur-de-Lys’s heart. Nevertheless, when she beheld her captain enter, she thought 

him so handsome, his doublet so new, his baldrick so shining, and his air so impassioned, that 

she blushed with pleasure. The noble damsel herself was more charming than ever. Her 

magnificent blond hair was plaited in a ravishing manner, she was dressed entirely in that sky 

blue which becomes fair people so well, a bit of coquetry which she had learned from Colombe, 

and her eyes were swimming in that languor of love which becomes them still better. 

Phœbus, who had seen nothing in the line of beauty, since he left the village maids of Queue-

en-Brie, was intoxicated with Fleur-de-Lys, which imparted to our officer so eager and gallant an 

air, that his peace was immediately made. Madame de Gondelaurier herself, still maternally 

seated in her big arm-chair, had not the heart to scold him. As for Fleur-de-Lys’s reproaches, 

they expired in tender cooings. 

The young girl was seated near the window still embroidering her grotto of Neptune. The 

captain was leaning over the back of her chair, and she was addressing her caressing reproaches 

to him in a low voice. 

“What has become of you these two long months, wicked man?” 

“I swear to you,” replied Phœbus, somewhat embarrassed by the question, “that you are 

beautiful enough to set an archbishop to dreaming.” 

She could not repress a smile. 

“Good, good, sir. Let my beauty alone and answer my question. A fine beauty, in sooth!” 

“Well, my dear cousin, I was recalled to the garrison. 

“And where is that, if you please? and why did not you come to say farewell?” 

“At Queue-en-Brie.” 

Phœbus was delighted with the first question, which helped him to avoid the second. 



“But that is quite close by, monsieur. Why did you not come to see me a single time?” 

Here Phœbus was rather seriously embarrassed. 

“Because—the service—and then, charming cousin, I have been ill.” 

“Ill!” she repeated in alarm. 

“Yes, wounded!” 

“Wounded!” 

The poor child was completely upset. 

“Oh! do not be frightened at that,” said Phœbus, carelessly, “it was nothing. A quarrel, a 

sword cut; what is that to you?” 

“What is that to me?” exclaimed Fleur-de-Lys, raising her beautiful eyes filled with tears. 

“Oh! you do not say what you think when you speak thus. What sword cut was that? I wish to 

know all.” 

“Well, my dear fair one, I had a falling out with Mahé Fédy, you know? the lieutenant of 

Saint-Germain-en-Laye, and we ripped open a few inches of skin for each other. That is all.” 

The mendacious captain was perfectly well aware that an affair of honor always makes a man 

stand well in the eyes of a woman. In fact, Fleur-de-Lys looked him full in the face, all agitated 

with fear, pleasure, and admiration. Still, she was not completely reassured. 

“Provided that you are wholly cured, my Phœbus!” said she. “I do not know your Mahé Fédy, 

but he is a villanous man. And whence arose this quarrel?” 

Here Phœbus, whose imagination was endowed with but mediocre power of creation, began to 

find himself in a quandary as to a means of extricating himself for his prowess. 

“Oh! how do I know?—a mere nothing, a horse, a remark! Fair cousin,” he exclaimed, for the 

sake of changing the conversation, “what noise is this in the Cathedral Square?” 

He approached the window. 

“Oh! Mon Dieu, fair cousin, how many people there are on the Place!” 

“I know not,” said Fleur-de-Lys; “it appears that a witch is to do penance this morning before 

the church, and thereafter to be hung.” 

The captain was so thoroughly persuaded that la Esmeralda’s affair was concluded, that he 

was but little disturbed by Fleur-de-Lys’s words. Still, he asked her one or two questions. 

“What is the name of this witch?” 

“I do not know,” she replied. 

“And what is she said to have done?” 

She shrugged her white shoulders. 

“I know not.” 

“Oh, mon Dieu Jésus!” said her mother; “there are so many witches nowadays that I dare say 

they burn them without knowing their names. One might as well seek the name of every cloud in 

the sky. After all, one may be tranquil. The good God keeps his register.” Here the venerable 

dame rose and came to the window. “Good Lord! you are right, Phœbus,” said she. “The rabble 

is indeed great. There are people on all the roofs, blessed be God! Do you know, Phœbus, this 

reminds me of my best days. The entrance of King Charles VII., when, also, there were many 

people. I no longer remember in what year that was. When I speak of this to you, it produces 



upon you the effect,—does it not?—the effect of something very old, and upon me of something 

very young. Oh! the crowd was far finer than at the present day. They even stood upon the 

machicolations of the Porte Sainte-Antoine. The king had the queen on a pillion, and after their 

highnesses came all the ladies mounted behind all the lords. I remember that they laughed 

loudly, because beside Amanyon de Garlande, who was very short of stature, there rode the Sire 

Matefelon, a chevalier of gigantic size, who had killed heaps of English. It was very fine. A 

procession of all the gentlemen of France, with their oriflammes waving red before the eye. 

There were some with pennons and some with banners. How can I tell? the Sire de Calan with a 

pennon; Jean de Châteaumorant with a banner; the Sire de Courcy with a banner, and a more 

ample one than any of the others except the Duc de Bourbon. Alas! ’tis a sad thing to think that 

all that has existed and exists no longer!” 

The two lovers were not listening to the venerable dowager. Phœbus had returned and was 

leaning on the back of his betrothed’s chair, a charming post whence his libertine glance plunged 

into all the openings of Fleur-de-Lys’s gorget. This gorget gaped so conveniently, and allowed 

him to see so many exquisite things and to divine so many more, that Phœbus, dazzled by this 

skin with its gleams of satin, said to himself, “How can any one love anything but a fair skin?” 

Both were silent. The young girl raised sweet, enraptured eyes to him from time to time, and 

their hair mingled in a ray of spring sunshine. 

“Phœbus,” said Fleur-de-Lys suddenly, in a low voice, “we are to be married three months 

hence; swear to me that you have never loved any other woman than myself.” 

“I swear it, fair angel!” replied Phœbus, and his passionate glances aided the sincere tone of 

his voice in convincing Fleur-de-Lys. 

Meanwhile, the good mother, charmed to see the betrothed pair on terms of such perfect 

understanding, had just quitted the apartment to attend to some domestic matter; Phœbus 

observed it, and this so emboldened the adventurous captain that very strange ideas mounted to 

his brain. Fleur-de-Lys loved him, he was her betrothed; she was alone with him; his former taste 

for her had re-awakened, not with all its freshness but with all its ardor; after all, there is no great 

harm in tasting one’s wheat while it is still in the blade; I do not know whether these ideas 

passed through his mind, but one thing is certain, that Fleur-de-Lys was suddenly alarmed by the 

expression of his glance. She looked round and saw that her mother was no longer there. 

“Good heavens!” said she, blushing and uneasy, “how very warm I am!” 

“I think, in fact,” replied Phœbus, “that it cannot be far from midday. The sun is troublesome. 

We need only lower the curtains.” 

“No, no,” exclaimed the poor little thing, “on the contrary, I need air.” 

And like a fawn who feels the breath of the pack of hounds, she rose, ran to the window, 

opened it, and rushed upon the balcony. 

Phœbus, much discomfited, followed her. 

The Place du Parvis Notre-Dame, upon which the balcony looked, as the reader knows, 

presented at that moment a singular and sinister spectacle which caused the fright of the timid 

Fleur-de-Lys to change its nature. 

An immense crowd, which overflowed into all the neighboring streets, encumbered the Place, 

properly speaking. The little wall, breast high, which surrounded the Place, would not have 

sufficed to keep it free had it not been lined with a thick hedge of sergeants and hackbuteers, 

culverines in hand. Thanks to this thicket of pikes and arquebuses, the Parvis was empty. Its 



entrance was guarded by a force of halberdiers with the armorial bearings of the bishop. The 

large doors of the church were closed, and formed a contrast with the innumerable windows on 

the Place, which, open to their very gables, allowed a view of thousands of heads heaped up 

almost like the piles of bullets in a park of artillery. 

The surface of this rabble was dingy, dirty, earthy. The spectacle which it was expecting was 

evidently one of the sort which possess the privilege of bringing out and calling together the 

vilest among the populace. Nothing is so hideous as the noise which was made by that swarm of 

yellow caps and dirty heads. In that throng there were more laughs than cries, more women than 

men. 

From time to time, a sharp and vibrating voice pierced the general clamor. 

“Ohé! Mahiet Baliffre! Is she to be hung yonder?” 

“Fool! ’tis here that she is to make her apology in her shift! the good God is going to cough 

Latin in her face! That is always done here, at midday. If ’tis the gallows that you wish, go to the 

Grève.” 

“I will go there, afterwards.” 

“Tell me, la Boucanbry? Is it true that she has refused a confessor?” 

“It appears so, La Bechaigne.” 

“You see what a pagan she is!” 

“’Tis the custom, monsieur. The bailiff of the courts is bound to deliver the malefactor ready 

judged for execution if he be a layman, to the provost of Paris; if a clerk, to the official of the 

bishopric.” 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“Oh, God!” said Fleur-de-Lys, “the poor creature!” 

This thought filled with sadness the glance which she cast upon the populace. The captain, 

much more occupied with her than with that pack of the rabble, was amorously rumpling her 

girdle behind. She turned round, entreating and smiling. 

“Please let me alone, Phœbus! If my mother were to return, she would see your hand!” 

At that moment, midday rang slowly out from the clock of Notre-Dame. A murmur of 

satisfaction broke out in the crowd. The last vibration of the twelfth stroke had hardly died away 

when all heads surged like the waves beneath a squall, and an immense shout went up from the 

pavement, the windows, and the roofs, 

“There she is!” 

Fleur-de-Lys pressed her hands to her eyes, that she might not see. 

“Charming girl,” said Phœbus, “do you wish to withdraw?” 

“No,” she replied; and she opened through curiosity, the eyes which she had closed through 

fear. 



A tumbrel drawn by a stout Norman horse, and all surrounded by cavalry in violet livery with 

white crosses, had just debouched upon the Place through the Rue Saint-Pierre-aux-Bœufs. The 

sergeants of the watch were clearing a passage for it through the crowd, by stout blows from 

their clubs. Beside the cart rode several officers of justice and police, recognizable by their black 

costume and their awkwardness in the saddle. Master Jacques Charmolue paraded at their head. 

In the fatal cart sat a young girl with her arms tied behind her back, and with no priest beside 

her. She was in her shift; her long black hair (the fashion then was to cut it off only at the foot of 

the gallows) fell in disorder upon her half-bared throat and shoulders. 

Athwart that waving hair, more glossy than the plumage of a raven, a thick, rough, gray rope 

was visible, twisted and knotted, chafing her delicate collar-bones and twining round the 

charming neck of the poor girl, like an earthworm round a flower. Beneath that rope glittered a 

tiny amulet ornamented with bits of green glass, which had been left to her no doubt, because 

nothing is refused to those who are about to die. The spectators in the windows could see in the 

bottom of the cart her naked legs which she strove to hide beneath her, as by a final feminine 

instinct. At her feet lay a little goat, bound. The condemned girl held together with her teeth her 

imperfectly fastened shift. One would have said that she suffered still more in her misery from 

being thus exposed almost naked to the eyes of all. Alas! modesty is not made for such shocks. 

“Jesus!” said Fleur-de-Lys hastily to the captain. “Look fair cousin, ’tis that wretched 

Bohemian with the goat.” 

So saying, she turned to Phœbus. His eyes were fixed on the tumbrel. He was very pale. 

“What Bohemian with the goat?” he stammered. 

“What!” resumed Fleur-de-Lys, “do you not remember?” 

Phœbus interrupted her. 

“I do not know what you mean.” 

He made a step to re-enter the room, but Fleur-de-Lys, whose jealousy, previously so vividly 

aroused by this same gypsy, had just been re-awakened, Fleur-de-Lys gave him a look full of 

penetration and distrust. She vaguely recalled at that moment having heard of a captain mixed up 

in the trial of that witch. 

“What is the matter with you?” she said to Phœbus, “one would say, that this woman had 

disturbed you.” 

Phœbus forced a sneer,— 

“Me! Not the least in the world! Ah! yes, certainly!” 

“Remain, then!” she continued imperiously, “and let us see the end.” 

The unlucky captain was obliged to remain. He was somewhat reassured by the fact that the 

condemned girl never removed her eyes from the bottom of the cart. It was but too surely la 

Esmeralda. In this last stage of opprobrium and misfortune, she was still beautiful; her great 

black eyes appeared still larger, because of the emaciation of her cheeks; her pale profile was 

pure and sublime. She resembled what she had been, in the same degree that a virgin by 

Masaccio, resembles a virgin of Raphael,—weaker, thinner, more delicate. 

Moreover, there was nothing in her which was not shaken in some sort, and which with the 

exception of her modesty, she did not let go at will, so profoundly had she been broken by stupor 

and despair. Her body bounded at every jolt of the tumbrel like a dead or broken thing; her gaze 

was dull and imbecile. A tear was still visible in her eyes, but motionless and frozen, so to speak. 



Meanwhile, the lugubrious cavalcade has traversed the crowd amid cries of joy and curious 

attitudes. But as a faithful historian, we must state that on beholding her so beautiful, so 

depressed, many were moved with pity, even among the hardest of them. 

The tumbrel had entered the Parvis. 

It halted before the central portal. The escort ranged themselves in line on both sides. The 

crowd became silent, and, in the midst of this silence full of anxiety and solemnity, the two 

leaves of the grand door swung back, as of themselves, on their hinges, which gave a creak like 

the sound of a fife. Then there became visible in all its length, the deep, gloomy church, hung in 

black, sparely lighted with a few candles gleaming afar off on the principal altar, opened in the 

midst of the Place which was dazzling with light, like the mouth of a cavern. At the very 

extremity, in the gloom of the apse, a gigantic silver cross was visible against a black drapery 

which hung from the vault to the pavement. The whole nave was deserted. But a few heads of 

priests could be seen moving confusedly in the distant choir stalls, and, at the moment when the 

great door opened, there escaped from the church a loud, solemn, and monotonous chanting, 

which cast over the head of the condemned girl, in gusts, fragments of melancholy psalms,— 

“Non timebo millia populi circumdantis me: exsurge, Domine; salvum me fac, Deus!” 

“Salvum me fac, Deus, quoniam intraverunt aquæ usque ad animam meam. 

“Infixus sum in limo profundi; et non est substantia.” 

At the same time, another voice, separate from the choir, intoned upon the steps of the chief 

altar, this melancholy offertory,— 

“Qui verbum meum audit, et credit ei qui misit me, habet vitam æternam et in judicium non 

venit; sed transit a morte in vitam.”[46 ]  

This chant, which a few old men buried in the gloom sang from afar over that beautiful 

creature, full of youth and life, caressed by the warm air of spring, inundated with sunlight was 

the mass for the dead. 

The people listened devoutly. 

The unhappy girl seemed to lose her sight and her consciousness in the obscure interior of the 

church. Her white lips moved as though in prayer, and the headsman’s assistant who approached 

to assist her to alight from the cart, heard her repeating this word in a low tone,—“Phœbus.” 

They untied her hands, made her alight, accompanied by her goat, which had also been 

unbound, and which bleated with joy at finding itself free: and they made her walk barefoot on 

the hard pavement to the foot of the steps leading to the door. The rope about her neck trailed 

behind her. One would have said it was a serpent following her. 

Then the chanting in the church ceased. A great golden cross and a row of wax candles began 

to move through the gloom. The halberds of the motley beadles clanked; and, a few moments 

later, a long procession of priests in chasubles, and deacons in dalmatics, marched gravely 

towards the condemned girl, as they drawled their song, spread out before her view and that of 

the crowd. But her glance rested on the one who marched at the head, immediately after the 

cross-bearer. 

“Oh!” she said in a low voice, and with a shudder, “’tis he again! the priest!” 

It was in fact, the archdeacon. On his left he had the sub-chanter, on his right, the chanter, 

armed with his official wand. He advanced with head thrown back, his eyes fixed and wide open, 

intoning in a strong voice,— 



“De ventre inferi clamavi, et exaudisti vocem meam. 

“Et projecisti me in profundum in corde maris, et flumem circumdedit me.”[47 ]  

At the moment when he made his appearance in the full daylight beneath the lofty arched 

portal, enveloped in an ample cope of silver barred with a black cross, he was so pale that more 

than one person in the crowd thought that one of the marble bishops who knelt on the sepulchral 

stones of the choir had risen and was come to receive upon the brink of the tomb, the woman 

who was about to die. 

She, no less pale, no less like a statue, had hardly noticed that they had placed in her hand a 

heavy, lighted candle of yellow wax; she had not heard the yelping voice of the clerk reading the 

fatal contents of the apology; when they told her to respond with Amen, she responded Amen. 

She only recovered life and force when she beheld the priest make a sign to her guards to 

withdraw, and himself advance alone towards her. 

Then she felt her blood boil in her head, and a remnant of indignation flashed up in that soul 

already benumbed and cold. 

The archdeacon approached her slowly; even in that extremity, she beheld him cast an eye 

sparkling with sensuality, jealousy, and desire, over her exposed form. Then he said aloud,— 

“Young girl, have you asked God’s pardon for your faults and shortcomings?” 

He bent down to her ear, and added (the spectators supposed that he was receiving her last 

confession): “Will you have me? I can still save you!” 

She looked intently at him: “Begone, demon, or I will denounce you!” 

He gave vent to a horrible smile: “You will not be believed. You will only add a scandal to a 

crime. Reply quickly! Will you have me?” 

“What have you done with my Phœbus?” 

“He is dead!” said the priest. 

At that moment the wretched archdeacon raised his head mechanically and beheld at the other 

end of the Place, in the balcony of the Gondelaurier mansion, the captain standing beside Fleur-

de-Lys. He staggered, passed his hand across his eyes, looked again, muttered a curse, and all his 

features were violently contorted. 

“Well, die then!” he hissed between his teeth. “No one shall have you.” Then, raising his hand 

over the gypsy, he exclaimed in a funereal voice:—“I nunc, anima anceps, et sit tibi Deus 

misericors!”[48 ]  

This was the dread formula with which it was the custom to conclude these gloomy 

ceremonies. It was the signal agreed upon between the priest and the executioner. 

The crowd knelt. 

“Kyrie eleison,”[49 ] said the priests, who had remained beneath the arch of the portal. 

“Kyrie eleison,” repeated the throng in that murmur which runs over all heads, like the waves 

of a troubled sea. 

“Amen,” said the archdeacon. 

He turned his back on the condemned girl, his head sank upon his breast once more, he 

crossed his hands and rejoined his escort of priests, and a moment later he was seen to disappear, 

with the cross, the candles, and the copes, beneath the misty arches of the cathedral, and his 

sonorous voice was extinguished by degrees in the choir, as he chanted this verse of despair,— 



“Omnes gurgites tui et fluctus tui super me transierunt.”[50 ]  

At the same time, the intermittent clash of the iron butts of the beadles’ halberds, gradually 

dying away among the columns of the nave, produced the effect of a clock hammer striking the 

last hour of the condemned. 

The doors of Notre-Dame remained open, allowing a view of the empty desolate church, 

draped in mourning, without candles, and without voices. 

The condemned girl remained motionless in her place, waiting to be disposed of. One of the 

sergeants of police was obliged to notify Master Charmolue of the fact, as the latter, during this 

entire scene, had been engaged in studying the bas-relief of the grand portal which represents, 

according to some, the sacrifice of Abraham; according to others, the philosopher’s alchemical 

operation: the sun being figured forth by the angel; the fire, by the fagot; the artisan, by 

Abraham. 

There was considerable difficulty in drawing him away from that contemplation, but at length 

he turned round; and, at a signal which he gave, two men clad in yellow, the executioner’s 

assistants, approached the gypsy to bind her hands once more. 

The unhappy creature, at the moment of mounting once again the fatal cart, and proceeding to 

her last halting-place, was seized, possibly, with some poignant clinging to life. She raised her 

dry, red eyes to heaven, to the sun, to the silvery clouds, cut here and there by a blue trapezium 

or triangle; then she lowered them to objects around her, to the earth, the throng, the houses; all 

at once, while the yellow man was binding her elbows, she uttered a terrible cry, a cry of joy. 

Yonder, on that balcony, at the corner of the Place, she had just caught sight of him, of her 

friend, her lord, Phœbus, the other apparition of her life! 

The judge had lied! the priest had lied! it was certainly he, she could not doubt it; he was 

there, handsome, alive, dressed in his brilliant uniform, his plume on his head, his sword by his 

side! 

“Phœbus!” she cried, “my Phœbus!” 

And she tried to stretch towards him arms trembling with love and rapture, but they were 

bound. 

Then she saw the captain frown, a beautiful young girl who was leaning against him gazed at 

him with disdainful lips and irritated eyes; then Phœbus uttered some words which did not reach 

her, and both disappeared precipitately behind the window opening upon the balcony, which 

closed after them. 

“Phœbus!” she cried wildly, “can it be you believe it?” A monstrous thought had just 

presented itself to her. She remembered that she had been condemned to death for murder 

committed on the person of Phœbus de Châteaupers. 

She had borne up until that moment. But this last blow was too harsh. She fell lifeless on the 

pavement. 

“Come,” said Charmolue, “carry her to the cart, and make an end of it.” 

No one had yet observed in the gallery of the statues of the kings, carved directly above the 

arches of the portal, a strange spectator, who had, up to that time, observed everything with such 

impassiveness, with a neck so strained, a visage so hideous that, in his motley accoutrement of 

red and violet, he might have been taken for one of those stone monsters through whose mouths 

the long gutters of the cathedral have discharged their waters for six hundred years. This 

spectator had missed nothing that had taken place since midday in front of the portal of Notre-



Dame. And at the very beginning he had securely fastened to one of the small columns a large 

knotted rope, one end of which trailed on the flight of steps below. This being done, he began to 

look on tranquilly, whistling from time to time when a blackbird flitted past. Suddenly, at the 

moment when the superintendent’s assistants were preparing to execute Charmolue’s phlegmatic 

order, he threw his leg over the balustrade of the gallery, seized the rope with his feet, his knees 

and his hands; then he was seen to glide down the façade, as a drop of rain slips down a window-

pane, rush to the two executioners with the swiftness of a cat which has fallen from a roof, knock 

them down with two enormous fists, pick up the gypsy with one hand, as a child would her doll, 

and dash back into the church with a single bound, lifting the young girl above his head and 

crying in a formidable voice,— 

“Sanctuary!” 

This was done with such rapidity, that had it taken place at night, the whole of it could have 

been seen in the space of a single flash of lightning. 

“Sanctuary! Sanctuary!” repeated the crowd; and the clapping of ten thousand hands made 

Quasimodo’s single eye sparkle with joy and pride. 

This shock restored the condemned girl to her senses. She raised her eyelids, looked at 

Quasimodo, then closed them again suddenly, as though terrified by her deliverer. 

Charmolue was stupefied, as well as the executioners and the entire escort. In fact, within the 

bounds of Notre-Dame, the condemned girl could not be touched. The cathedral was a place of 

refuge. All temporal jurisdiction expired upon its threshold. 

Quasimodo had halted beneath the great portal, his huge feet seemed as solid on the pavement 

of the church as the heavy Roman pillars. His great, bushy head sat low between his shoulders, 

like the heads of lions, who also have a mane and no neck. He held the young girl, who was 

quivering all over, suspended from his horny hands like a white drapery; but he carried her with 

as much care as though he feared to break her or blight her. One would have said that he felt that 

she was a delicate, exquisite, precious thing, made for other hands than his. There were moments 

when he looked as if not daring to touch her, even with his breath. Then, all at once, he would 

press her forcibly in his arms, against his angular bosom, like his own possession, his treasure, as 

the mother of that child would have done. His gnome’s eye, fastened upon her, inundated her 

with tenderness, sadness, and pity, and was suddenly raised filled with lightnings. Then the 

women laughed and wept, the crowd stamped with enthusiasm, for, at that moment Quasimodo 

had a beauty of his own. He was handsome; he, that orphan, that foundling, that outcast, he felt 

himself august and strong, he gazed in the face of that society from which he was banished, and 

in which he had so powerfully intervened, of that human justice from which he had wrenched its 

prey, of all those tigers whose jaws were forced to remain empty, of those policemen, those 

judges, those executioners, of all that force of the king which he, the meanest of creatures, had 

just broken, with the force of God. 

And then, it was touching to behold this protection which had fallen from a being so hideous 

upon a being so unhappy, a creature condemned to death saved by Quasimodo. They were two 

extremes of natural and social wretchedness, coming into contact and aiding each other. 

Meanwhile, after several moments of triumph, Quasimodo had plunged abruptly into the 

church with his burden. The populace, fond of all prowess, sought him with their eyes, beneath 

the gloomy nave, regretting that he had so speedily disappeared from their acclamations. All at 

once, he was seen to re-appear at one of the extremities of the gallery of the kings of France; he 

traversed it, running like a madman, raising his conquest high in his arms and shouting: 



“Sanctuary!” The crowd broke forth into fresh applause. The gallery passed, he plunged once 

more into the interior of the church. A moment later, he re-appeared upon the upper platform, 

with the gypsy still in his arms, still running madly, still crying, “Sanctuary!” and the throng 

applauded. Finally, he made his appearance for the third time upon the summit of the tower 

where hung the great bell; from that point he seemed to be showing to the entire city the girl 

whom he had saved, and his voice of thunder, that voice which was so rarely heard, and which 

he never heard himself, repeated thrice with frenzy, even to the clouds: “Sanctuary! Sanctuary! 

Sanctuary!” 

“Noël! Noël!” shouted the populace in its turn; and that immense acclamation flew to astonish 

the crowd assembled at the Grève on the other bank, and the recluse who was still waiting with 

her eyes riveted on the gibbet. 

  



BOOK NINTH. 

CHAPTER I. DELIRIUM. 

Claude Frollo was no longer in Notre-Dame when his adopted son so abruptly cut the fatal 

web in which the archdeacon and the gypsy were entangled. On returning to the sacristy he had 

torn off his alb, cope, and stole, had flung all into the hands of the stupefied beadle, had made his 

escape through the private door of the cloister, had ordered a boatman of the Terrain to transport 

him to the left bank of the Seine, and had plunged into the hilly streets of the University, not 

knowing whither he was going, encountering at every step groups of men and women who were 

hurrying joyously towards the Pont Saint-Michel, in the hope of still arriving in time to see the 

witch hung there,—pale, wild, more troubled, more blind and more fierce than a night bird let 

loose and pursued by a troop of children in broad daylight. He no longer knew where he was, 

what he thought, or whether he were dreaming. He went forward, walking, running, taking any 

street at haphazard, making no choice, only urged ever onward away from the Grève, the horrible 

Grève, which he felt confusedly, to be behind him. 

In this manner he skirted Mount Sainte-Geneviève, and finally emerged from the town by the 

Porte Saint-Victor. He continued his flight as long as he could see, when he turned round, the 

turreted enclosure of the University, and the rare houses of the suburb; but, when, at length, a 

rise of ground had completely concealed from him that odious Paris, when he could believe 

himself to be a hundred leagues distant from it, in the fields, in the desert, he halted, and it 

seemed to him that he breathed more freely. 

Then frightful ideas thronged his mind. Once more he could see clearly into his soul, and he 

shuddered. He thought of that unhappy girl who had destroyed him, and whom he had destroyed. 

He cast a haggard eye over the double, tortuous way which fate had caused their two destinies to 

pursue up to their point of intersection, where it had dashed them against each other without 

mercy. He meditated on the folly of eternal vows, on the vanity of chastity, of science, of 

religion, of virtue, on the uselessness of God. He plunged to his heart’s content in evil thoughts, 

and in proportion as he sank deeper, he felt a Satanic laugh burst forth within him. 

And as he thus sifted his soul to the bottom, when he perceived how large a space nature had 

prepared there for the passions, he sneered still more bitterly. He stirred up in the depths of his 

heart all his hatred, all his malevolence; and, with the cold glance of a physician who examines a 

patient, he recognized the fact that this malevolence was nothing but vitiated love; that love, that 

source of every virtue in man, turned to horrible things in the heart of a priest, and that a man 

constituted like himself, in making himself a priest, made himself a demon. Then he laughed 

frightfully, and suddenly became pale again, when he considered the most sinister side of his 

fatal passion, of that corrosive, venomous malignant, implacable love, which had ended only in 

the gibbet for one of them and in hell for the other; condemnation for her, damnation for him. 

And then his laughter came again, when he reflected that Phœbus was alive; that after all, the 

captain lived, was gay and happy, had handsomer doublets than ever, and a new mistress whom 

he was conducting to see the old one hanged. His sneer redoubled its bitterness when he reflected 

that out of the living beings whose death he had desired, the gypsy, the only creature whom he 

did not hate, was the only one who had not escaped him. 

Then from the captain, his thought passed to the people, and there came to him a jealousy of 

an unprecedented sort. He reflected that the people also, the entire populace, had had before their 



eyes the woman whom he loved exposed almost naked. He writhed his arms with agony as he 

thought that the woman whose form, caught by him alone in the darkness would have been 

supreme happiness, had been delivered up in broad daylight at full noonday, to a whole people, 

clad as for a night of voluptuousness. He wept with rage over all these mysteries of love, 

profaned, soiled, laid bare, withered forever. He wept with rage as he pictured to himself how 

many impure looks had been gratified at the sight of that badly fastened shift, and that this 

beautiful girl, this virgin lily, this cup of modesty and delight, to which he would have dared to 

place his lips only trembling, had just been transformed into a sort of public bowl, whereat the 

vilest populace of Paris, thieves, beggars, lackeys, had come to quaff in common an audacious, 

impure, and depraved pleasure. 

And when he sought to picture to himself the happiness which he might have found upon 

earth, if she had not been a gypsy, and if he had not been a priest, if Phœbus had not existed and 

if she had loved him; when he pictured to himself that a life of serenity and love would have 

been possible to him also, even to him; that there were at that very moment, here and there upon 

the earth, happy couples spending the hours in sweet converse beneath orange trees, on the banks 

of brooks, in the presence of a setting sun, of a starry night; and that if God had so willed, he 

might have formed with her one of those blessed couples,—his heart melted in tenderness and 

despair. 

Oh! she! still she! It was this fixed idea which returned incessantly, which tortured him, which 

ate into his brain, and rent his vitals. He did not regret, he did not repent; all that he had done he 

was ready to do again; he preferred to behold her in the hands of the executioner rather than in 

the arms of the captain. But he suffered; he suffered so that at intervals he tore out handfuls of 

his hair to see whether it were not turning white. 

Among other moments there came one, when it occurred to him that it was perhaps the very 

minute when the hideous chain which he had seen that morning, was pressing its iron noose 

closer about that frail and graceful neck. This thought caused the perspiration to start from every 

pore. 

There was another moment when, while laughing diabolically at himself, he represented to 

himself la Esmeralda as he had seen her on that first day, lively, careless, joyous, gayly attired, 

dancing, winged, harmonious, and la Esmeralda of the last day, in her scanty shift, with a rope 

about her neck, mounting slowly with her bare feet, the angular ladder of the gallows; he figured 

to himself this double picture in such a manner that he gave vent to a terrible cry. 

While this hurricane of despair overturned, broke, tore up, bent, uprooted everything in his 

soul, he gazed at nature around him. At his feet, some chickens were searching the thickets and 

pecking, enamelled beetles ran about in the sun; overhead, some groups of dappled gray clouds 

were floating across the blue sky; on the horizon, the spire of the Abbey Saint-Victor pierced the 

ridge of the hill with its slate obelisk; and the miller of the Copeaue hillock was whistling as he 

watched the laborious wings of his mill turning. All this active, organized, tranquil life, recurring 

around him under a thousand forms, hurt him. He resumed his flight. 

He sped thus across the fields until evening. This flight from nature, life, himself, man, God, 

everything, lasted all day long. Sometimes he flung himself face downward on the earth, and tore 

up the young blades of wheat with his nails. Sometimes he halted in the deserted street of a 

village, and his thoughts were so intolerable that he grasped his head in both hands and tried to 

tear it from his shoulders in order to dash it upon the pavement. 



Towards the hour of sunset, he examined himself again, and found himself nearly mad. The 

tempest which had raged within him ever since the instant when he had lost the hope and the will 

to save the gypsy,—that tempest had not left in his conscience a single healthy idea, a single 

thought which maintained its upright position. His reason lay there almost entirely destroyed. 

There remained but two distinct images in his mind, la Esmeralda and the gallows; all the rest 

was blank. Those two images united, presented to him a frightful group; and the more he 

concentrated what attention and thought was left to him, the more he beheld them grow, in 

accordance with a fantastic progression, the one in grace, in charm, in beauty, in light, the other 

in deformity and horror; so that at last la Esmeralda appeared to him like a star, the gibbet like an 

enormous, fleshless arm. 

One remarkable fact is, that during the whole of this torture, the idea of dying did not seriously 

occur to him. The wretch was made so. He clung to life. Perhaps he really saw hell beyond it. 

Meanwhile, the day continued to decline. The living being which still existed in him reflected 

vaguely on retracing its steps. He believed himself to be far away from Paris; on taking his 

bearings, he perceived that he had only circled the enclosure of the University. The spire of 

Saint-Sulpice, and the three lofty needles of Saint Germain-des-Prés, rose above the horizon on 

his right. He turned his steps in that direction. When he heard the brisk challenge of the men-at-

arms of the abbey, around the crenelated, circumscribing wall of Saint-Germain, he turned aside, 

took a path which presented itself between the abbey and the lazar-house of the bourg, and at the 

expiration of a few minutes found himself on the verge of the Pré-aux-Clercs. This meadow was 

celebrated by reason of the brawls which went on there night and day; it was the hydra of the 

poor monks of Saint-Germain: quod monachis Sancti-Germaini pratensis hydra fuit, clericis 

nova semper dissidiorum capita suscitantibus. The archdeacon was afraid of meeting some one 

there; he feared every human countenance; he had just avoided the University and the Bourg 

Saint-Germain; he wished to re-enter the streets as late as possible. He skirted the Pré-aux-

Clercs, took the deserted path which separated it from the Dieu-Neuf, and at last reached the 

water’s edge. There Dom Claude found a boatman, who, for a few farthings in Parisian coinage, 

rowed him up the Seine as far as the point of the city, and landed him on that tongue of 

abandoned land where the reader has already beheld Gringoire dreaming, and which was 

prolonged beyond the king’s gardens, parallel to the Ile du Passeur-aux-Vaches. 

The monotonous rocking of the boat and the ripple of the water had, in some sort, quieted the 

unhappy Claude. When the boatman had taken his departure, he remained standing stupidly on 

the strand, staring straight before him and perceiving objects only through magnifying 

oscillations which rendered everything a sort of phantasmagoria to him. The fatigue of a great 

grief not infrequently produces this effect on the mind. 

The sun had set behind the lofty Tour-de-Nesle. It was the twilight hour. The sky was white, 

the water of the river was white. Between these two white expanses, the left bank of the Seine, 

on which his eyes were fixed, projected its gloomy mass and, rendered ever thinner and thinner 

by perspective, it plunged into the gloom of the horizon like a black spire. It was loaded with 

houses, of which only the obscure outline could be distinguished, sharply brought out in shadows 

against the light background of the sky and the water. Here and there windows began to gleam, 

like the holes in a brazier. That immense black obelisk thus isolated between the two white 

expanses of the sky and the river, which was very broad at this point, produced upon Dom 

Claude a singular effect, comparable to that which would be experienced by a man who, 

reclining on his back at the foot of the tower of Strasbourg, should gaze at the enormous spire 

plunging into the shadows of the twilight above his head. Only, in this case, it was Claude who 



was erect and the obelisk which was lying down; but, as the river, reflecting the sky, prolonged 

the abyss below him, the immense promontory seemed to be as boldly launched into space as 

any cathedral spire; and the impression was the same. This impression had even one stronger and 

more profound point about it, that it was indeed the tower of Strasbourg, but the tower of 

Strasbourg two leagues in height; something unheard of, gigantic, immeasurable; an edifice such 

as no human eye has ever seen; a tower of Babel. The chimneys of the houses, the battlements of 

the walls, the faceted gables of the roofs, the spire of the Augustines, the tower of Nesle, all these 

projections which broke the profile of the colossal obelisk added to the illusion by displaying in 

eccentric fashion to the eye the indentations of a luxuriant and fantastic sculpture. 

Claude, in the state of hallucination in which he found himself, believed that he saw, that he 

saw with his actual eyes, the bell tower of hell; the thousand lights scattered over the whole 

height of the terrible tower seemed to him so many porches of the immense interior furnace; the 

voices and noises which escaped from it seemed so many shrieks, so many death groans. Then he 

became alarmed, he put his hands on his ears that he might no longer hear, turned his back that 

he might no longer see, and fled from the frightful vision with hasty strides. 

But the vision was in himself. 

When he re-entered the streets, the passers-by elbowing each other by the light of the shop-

fronts, produced upon him the effect of a constant going and coming of spectres about him. 

There were strange noises in his ears; extraordinary fancies disturbed his brain. He saw neither 

houses, nor pavements, nor chariots, nor men and women, but a chaos of indeterminate objects 

whose edges melted into each other. At the corner of the Rue de la Barillerie, there was a 

grocer’s shop whose porch was garnished all about, according to immemorial custom, with 

hoops of tin from which hung a circle of wooden candles, which came in contact with each other 

in the wind, and rattled like castanets. He thought he heard a cluster of skeletons at Montfaucon 

clashing together in the gloom. 

“Oh!” he muttered, “the night breeze dashes them against each other, and mingles the noise of 

their chains with the rattle of their bones! Perhaps she is there among them!” 

In his state of frenzy, he knew not whither he was going. After a few strides he found himself 

on the Pont Saint-Michel. There was a light in the window of a ground-floor room; he 

approached. Through a cracked window he beheld a mean chamber which recalled some 

confused memory to his mind. In that room, badly lighted by a meagre lamp, there was a fresh, 

light-haired young man, with a merry face, who amid loud bursts of laughter was embracing a 

very audaciously attired young girl; and near the lamp sat an old crone spinning and singing in a 

quavering voice. As the young man did not laugh constantly, fragments of the old woman’s ditty 

reached the priest; it was something unintelligible yet frightful,— 

“Grève, aboie, Grève, grouille! 

File, file, ma quenouille, 

File sa corde au bourreau, 

Qui siffle dans le préau, 

Grève, aboie, Grève, grouille! 

 

“La belle corde de chanvre! 

Semez d’Issy jusqu’à Vanvre 

Du chanvre et non pas du blé. 

Le voleur n’a pas volé 



La belle corde de chanvre. 

 

“Grève, grouille, Grève, aboie! 

Pour voir la fille de joie, 

Prendre au gibet chassieux, 

Les fenêtres sont des yeux. 

Grève, grouille, Grève, aboie!”[51 ]  

Thereupon the young man laughed and caressed the wench. The crone was la Falourdel; the 

girl was a courtesan; the young man was his brother Jehan. 

He continued to gaze. That spectacle was as good as any other. 

He saw Jehan go to a window at the end of the room, open it, cast a glance on the quay, where 

in the distance blazed a thousand lighted casements, and he heard him say as he closed the 

sash,— 

“’Pon my soul! How dark it is; the people are lighting their candles, and the good God his 

stars.” 

Then Jehan came back to the hag, smashed a bottle standing on the table, exclaiming,— 

“Already empty, cor-bœuf! and I have no more money! Isabeau, my dear, I shall not be 

satisfied with Jupiter until he has changed your two white nipples into two black bottles, where I 

may suck wine of Beaune day and night.” 

This fine pleasantry made the courtesan laugh, and Jehan left the room. 

Dom Claude had barely time to fling himself on the ground in order that he might not be met, 

stared in the face and recognized by his brother. Luckily, the street was dark, and the scholar was 

tipsy. Nevertheless, he caught sight of the archdeacon prone upon the earth in the mud. 

“Oh! oh!” said he; “here’s a fellow who has been leading a jolly life, to-day.” 

He stirred up Dom Claude with his foot, and the latter held his breath. 

“Dead drunk,” resumed Jehan. “Come, he’s full. A regular leech detached from a hogshead. 

He’s bald,” he added, bending down, “’tis an old man! Fortunate senex!” 

Then Dom Claude heard him retreat, saying,— 

“’Tis all the same, reason is a fine thing, and my brother the archdeacon is very happy in that 

he is wise and has money.” 

Then the archdeacon rose to his feet, and ran without halting, towards Notre-Dame, whose 

enormous towers he beheld rising above the houses through the gloom. 

At the instant when he arrived, panting, on the Place du Parvis, he shrank back and dared not 

raise his eyes to the fatal edifice. 

“Oh!” he said, in a low voice, “is it really true that such a thing took place here, to-day, this 

very morning?” 

Still, he ventured to glance at the church. The front was sombre; the sky behind was glittering 

with stars. The crescent of the moon, in her flight upward from the horizon, had paused at the 

moment, on the summit of the light hand tower, and seemed to have perched itself, like a 

luminous bird, on the edge of the balustrade, cut out in black trefoils. 

The cloister door was shut; but the archdeacon always carried with him the key of the tower in 

which his laboratory was situated. He made use of it to enter the church. 



In the church he found the gloom and silence of a cavern. By the deep shadows which fell in 

broad sheets from all directions, he recognized the fact that the hangings for the ceremony of the 

morning had not yet been removed. The great silver cross shone from the depths of the gloom, 

powdered with some sparkling points, like the milky way of that sepulchral night. The long 

windows of the choir showed the upper extremities of their arches above the black draperies, and 

their painted panes, traversed by a ray of moonlight had no longer any hues but the doubtful 

colors of night, a sort of violet, white and blue, whose tint is found only on the faces of the dead. 

The archdeacon, on perceiving these wan spots all around the choir, thought he beheld the mitres 

of damned bishops. He shut his eyes, and when he opened them again, he thought they were a 

circle of pale visages gazing at him. 

He started to flee across the church. Then it seemed to him that the church also was shaking, 

moving, becoming endued with animation, that it was alive; that each of the great columns was 

turning into an enormous paw, which was beating the earth with its big stone spatula, and that 

the gigantic cathedral was no longer anything but a sort of prodigious elephant, which was 

breathing and marching with its pillars for feet, its two towers for trunks and the immense black 

cloth for its housings. 

This fever or madness had reached such a degree of intensity that the external world was no 

longer anything more for the unhappy man than a sort of Apocalypse,—visible, palpable, 

terrible. 

For one moment, he was relieved. As he plunged into the side aisles, he perceived a reddish 

light behind a cluster of pillars. He ran towards it as to a star. It was the poor lamp which lighted 

the public breviary of Notre-Dame night and day, beneath its iron grating. He flung himself 

eagerly upon the holy book in the hope of finding some consolation, or some encouragement 

there. The hook lay open at this passage of Job, over which his staring eye glanced,— 

“And a spirit passed before my face, and I heard a small voice, and the hair of my flesh stood 

up.” 

On reading these gloomy words, he felt that which a blind man feels when he feels himself 

pricked by the staff which he has picked up. His knees gave way beneath him, and he sank upon 

the pavement, thinking of her who had died that day. He felt so many monstrous vapors pass and 

discharge themselves in his brain, that it seemed to him that his head had become one of the 

chimneys of hell. 

It would appear that he remained a long time in this attitude, no longer thinking, overwhelmed 

and passive beneath the hand of the demon. At length some strength returned to him; it occurred 

to him to take refuge in his tower beside his faithful Quasimodo. He rose; and, as he was afraid, 

he took the lamp from the breviary to light his way. It was a sacrilege; but he had got beyond 

heeding such a trifle now. 

He slowly climbed the stairs of the towers, filled with a secret fright which must have been 

communicated to the rare passers-by in the Place du Parvis by the mysterious light of his lamp, 

mounting so late from loophole to loophole of the bell tower. 

All at once, he felt a freshness on his face, and found himself at the door of the highest gallery. 

The air was cold; the sky was filled with hurrying clouds, whose large, white flakes drifted one 

upon another like the breaking up of river ice after the winter. The crescent of the moon, 

stranded in the midst of the clouds, seemed a celestial vessel caught in the ice-cakes of the air. 

He lowered his gaze, and contemplated for a moment, through the railing of slender columns 

which unites the two towers, far away, through a gauze of mists and smoke, the silent throng of 



the roofs of Paris, pointed, innumerable, crowded and small like the waves of a tranquil sea on a 

sum-mer night. 

The moon cast a feeble ray, which imparted to earth and heaven an ashy hue. 

At that moment the clock raised its shrill, cracked voice. Midnight rang out. The priest thought 

of midday; twelve o’clock had come back again. 

“Oh!” he said in a very low tone, “she must be cold now.” 

All at once, a gust of wind extinguished his lamp, and almost at the same instant, he beheld a 

shade, a whiteness, a form, a woman, appear from the opposite angle of the tower. He started. 

Beside this woman was a little goat, which mingled its bleat with the last bleat of the clock. 

He had strength enough to look. It was she. 

She was pale, she was gloomy. Her hair fell over her shoulders as in the morning; but there 

was no longer a rope on her neck, her hands were no longer bound; she was free, she was dead. 

She was dressed in white and had a white veil on her head. 

She came towards him, slowly, with her gaze fixed on the sky. The supernatural goat followed 

her. He felt as though made of stone and too heavy to flee. At every step which she took in 

advance, he took one backwards, and that was all. In this way he retreated once more beneath the 

gloomy arch of the stairway. He was chilled by the thought that she might enter there also; had 

she done so, he would have died of terror. 

She did arrive, in fact, in front of the door to the stairway, and paused there for several 

minutes, stared intently into the darkness, but without appearing to see the priest, and passed on. 

She seemed taller to him than when she had been alive; he saw the moon through her white robe; 

he heard her breath. 

When she had passed on, he began to descend the staircase again, with the slowness which he 

had observed in the spectre, believing himself to be a spectre too, haggard, with hair on end, his 

extinguished lamp still in his hand; and as he descended the spiral steps, he distinctly heard in his 

ear a voice laughing and repeating,— 

“A spirit passed before my face, and I heard a small voice, and the hair of my flesh stood up.” 

  



CHAPTER II. HUNCHBACKED, ONE EYED, LAME. 

Every city during the Middle Ages, and every city in France down to the time of Louis XII. 

had its places of asylum. These sanctuaries, in the midst of the deluge of penal and barbarous 

jurisdictions which inundated the city, were a species of islands which rose above the level of 

human justice. Every criminal who landed there was safe. There were in every suburb almost as 

many places of asylum as gallows. It was the abuse of impunity by the side of the abuse of 

punishment; two bad things which strove to correct each other. The palaces of the king, the 

hôtels of the princes, and especially churches, possessed the right of asylum. Sometimes a whole 

city which stood in need of being repeopled was temporarily created a place of refuge. Louis XI. 

made all Paris a refuge in 1467. 

His foot once within the asylum, the criminal was sacred; but he must beware of leaving it; 

one step outside the sanctuary, and he fell back into the flood. The wheel, the gibbet, the 

strappado, kept good guard around the place of refuge, and lay in watch incessantly for their 

prey, like sharks around a vessel. Hence, condemned men were to be seen whose hair had grown 

white in a cloister, on the steps of a palace, in the enclosure of an abbey, beneath the porch of a 

church; in this manner the asylum was a prison as much as any other. It sometimes happened that 

a solemn decree of parliament violated the asylum and restored the condemned man to the 

executioner; but this was of rare occurrence. Parliaments were afraid of the bishops, and when 

there was friction between these two robes, the gown had but a poor chance against the cassock. 

Sometimes, however, as in the affair of the assassins of Petit-Jean, the headsman of Paris, and in 

that of Emery Rousseau, the murderer of Jean Valleret, justice overleaped the church and passed 

on to the execution of its sentences; but unless by virtue of a decree of Parliament, woe to him 

who violated a place of asylum with armed force! The reader knows the manner of death of 

Robert de Clermont, Marshal of France, and of Jean de Châlons, Marshal of Champagne; and yet 

the question was only of a certain Perrin Marc, the clerk of a money-changer, a miserable 

assassin; but the two marshals had broken the doors of St. Méry. Therein lay the enormity. 

Such respect was cherished for places of refuge that, according to tradition, animals even felt 

it at times. Aymoire relates that a stag, being chased by Dagobert, having taken refuge near the 

tomb of Saint-Denis, the pack of hounds stopped short and barked. 

Churches generally had a small apartment prepared for the reception of supplicants. In 1407, 

Nicolas Flamel caused to be built on the vaults of Saint-Jacques de la Boucherie, a chamber 

which cost him four livres six sous, sixteen farthings, parisis. 

At Notre-Dame it was a tiny cell situated on the roof of the side aisle, beneath the flying 

buttresses, precisely at the spot where the wife of the present janitor of the towers has made for 

herself a garden, which is to the hanging gardens of Babylon what a lettuce is to a palm-tree, 

what a porter’s wife is to a Semiramis. 

It was here that Quasimodo had deposited la Esmeralda, after his wild and triumphant course. 

As long as that course lasted, the young girl had been unable to recover her senses, half 

unconscious, half awake, no longer feeling anything, except that she was mounting through the 

air, floating in it, flying in it, that something was raising her above the earth. From time to time 

she heard the loud laughter, the noisy voice of Quasimodo in her ear; she half opened her eyes; 

then below her she confusedly beheld Paris checkered with its thousand roofs of slate and tiles, 

like a red and blue mosaic, above her head the frightful and joyous face of Quasimodo. Then her 

eyelids drooped again; she thought that all was over, that they had executed her during her 



swoon, and that the misshapen spirit which had presided over her destiny, had laid hold of her 

and was bearing her away. She dared not look at him, and she surrendered herself to her fate. But 

when the bellringer, dishevelled and panting, had deposited her in the cell of refuge, when she 

felt his huge hands gently detaching the cord which bruised her arms, she felt that sort of shock 

which awakens with a start the passengers of a vessel which runs aground in the middle of a dark 

night. Her thoughts awoke also, and returned to her one by one. She saw that she was in Notre-

Dame; she remembered having been torn from the hands of the executioner; that Phœbus was 

alive, that Phœbus loved her no longer; and as these two ideas, one of which shed so much 

bitterness over the other, presented themselves simultaneously to the poor condemned girl; she 

turned to Quasimodo, who was standing in front of her, and who terrified her; she said to him,— 

“Why have you saved me?” 

He gazed at her with anxiety, as though seeking to divine what she was saying to him. She 

repeated her question. Then he gave her a profoundly sorrowful glance and fled. She was 

astonished. 

A few moments later he returned, bearing a package which he cast at her feet. It was clothing 

which some charitable women had left on the threshold of the church for her. 

Then she dropped her eyes upon herself and saw that she was almost naked, and blushed. Life 

had returned. 

Quasimodo appeared to experience something of this modesty. He covered his eyes with his 

large hand and retired once more, but slowly. 

She made haste to dress herself. The robe was a white one with a white veil,—the garb of a 

novice of the Hôtel-Dieu. 

She had barely finished when she beheld Quasimodo returning. He carried a basket under one 

arm and a mattress under the other. In the basket there was a bottle, bread, and some provisions. 

He set the basket on the floor and said, “Eat!” He spread the mattress on the flagging and said, 

“Sleep.” 

It was his own repast, it was his own bed, which the bellringer had gone in search of. 

The gypsy raised her eyes to thank him, but she could not articulate a word. She dropped her 

head with a quiver of terror. 

Then he said to her.— 

“I frighten you. I am very ugly, am I not? Do not look at me; only listen to me. During the day 

you will remain here; at night you can walk all over the church. But do not leave the church 

either by day or by night. You would be lost. They would kill you, and I should die.” 

She was touched and raised her head to answer him. He had disappeared. She found herself 

alone once more, meditating upon the singular words of this almost monstrous being, and struck 

by the sound of his voice, which was so hoarse yet so gentle. 

Then she examined her cell. It was a chamber about six feet square, with a small window and 

a door on the slightly sloping plane of the roof formed of flat stones. Many gutters with the 

figures of animals seemed to be bending down around her, and stretching their necks in order to 

stare at her through the window. Over the edge of her roof she perceived the tops of thousands of 

chimneys which caused the smoke of all the fires in Paris to rise beneath her eyes. A sad sight for 

the poor gypsy, a foundling, condemned to death, an unhappy creature, without country, without 

family, without a hearthstone. 



At the moment when the thought of her isolation thus appeared to her more poignant than 

ever, she felt a bearded and hairy head glide between her hands, upon her knees. She started 

(everything alarmed her now) and looked. It was the poor goat, the agile Djali, which had made 

its escape after her, at the moment when Quasimodo had put to flight Charmolue’s brigade, and 

which had been lavishing caresses on her feet for nearly an hour past, without being able to win a 

glance. The gypsy covered him with kisses. 

“Oh! Djali!” she said, “how I have forgotten thee! And so thou still thinkest of me! Oh! thou 

art not an ingrate!” 

At the same time, as though an invisible hand had lifted the weight which had repressed her 

tears in her heart for so long, she began to weep, and, in proportion as her tears flowed, she felt 

all that was most acrid and bitter in her grief depart with them. 

Evening came, she thought the night so beautiful that she made the circuit of the elevated 

gallery which surrounds the church. It afforded her some relief, so calm did the earth appear 

when viewed from that height. 

  



CHAPTER III. DEAF. 

On the following morning, she perceived on awaking, that she had been asleep. This singular 

thing astonished her. She had been so long unaccustomed to sleep! A joyous ray of the rising sun 

entered through her window and touched her face. At the same time with the sun, she beheld at 

that window an object which frightened her, the unfortunate face of Quasimodo. She 

involuntarily closed her eyes again, but in vain; she fancied that she still saw through the rosy 

lids that gnome’s mask, one-eyed and gap-toothed. Then, while she still kept her eyes closed, she 

heard a rough voice saying, very gently,— 

“Be not afraid. I am your friend. I came to watch you sleep. It does not hurt you if I come to 

see you sleep, does it? What difference does it make to you if I am here when your eyes are 

closed! Now I am going. Stay, I have placed myself behind the wall. You can open your eyes 

again.” 

There was something more plaintive than these words, and that was the accent in which they 

were uttered. The gypsy, much touched, opened her eyes. He was, in fact, no longer at the 

window. She approached the opening, and beheld the poor hunchback crouching in an angle of 

the wall, in a sad and resigned attitude. She made an effort to surmount the repugnance with 

which he inspired her. “Come,” she said to him gently. From the movement of the gypsy’s lips, 

Quasimodo thought that she was driving him away; then he rose and retired limping, slowly, 

with drooping head, without even daring to raise to the young girl his gaze full of despair. “Do 

come,” she cried, but he continued to retreat. Then she darted from her cell, ran to him, and 

grasped his arm. On feeling her touch him, Quasimodo trembled in every limb. He raised his 

suppliant eye, and seeing that she was leading him back to her quarters, his whole face beamed 

with joy and tenderness. She tried to make him enter the cell; but he persisted in remaining on 

the threshold. “No, no,” said he; “the owl enters not the nest of the lark.” 

Then she crouched down gracefully on her couch, with her goat asleep at her feet. Both 

remained motionless for several moments, considering in silence, she so much grace, he so much 

ugliness. Every moment she discovered some fresh deformity in Quasimodo. Her glance 

travelled from his knock knees to his humped back, from his humped back to his only eye. She 

could not comprehend the existence of a being so awkwardly fashioned. Yet there was so much 

sadness and so much gentleness spread over all this, that she began to become reconciled to it. 

He was the first to break the silence. “So you were telling me to return?” 

She made an affirmative sign of the head, and said, “Yes.” 

He understood the motion of the head. “Alas!” he said, as though hesitating whether to finish, 

“I am—I am deaf.” 

“Poor man!” exclaimed the Bohemian, with an expression of kindly pity. 

He began to smile sadly. 

“You think that that was all that I lacked, do you not? Yes, I am deaf, that is the way I am 

made. ’Tis horrible, is it not? You are so beautiful!” 

There lay in the accents of the wretched man so profound a consciousness of his misery, that 

she had not the strength to say a word. Besides, he would not have heard her. He went on,— 

“Never have I seen my ugliness as at the present moment. When I compare myself to you, I 

feel a very great pity for myself, poor unhappy monster that I am! Tell me, I must look to you 

like a beast. You, you are a ray of sunshine, a drop of dew, the song of a bird! I am something 



frightful, neither man nor animal, I know not what, harder, more trampled under foot, and more 

unshapely than a pebble stone!” 

Then he began to laugh, and that laugh was the most heartbreaking thing in the world. He 

continued,— 

“Yes, I am deaf; but you shall talk to me by gestures, by signs. I have a master who talks with 

me in that way. And then, I shall very soon know your wish from the movement of your lips, 

from your look.” 

“Well!” she interposed with a smile, “tell me why you saved me.” 

He watched her attentively while she was speaking. 

“I understand,” he replied. “You ask me why I saved you. You have forgotten a wretch who 

tried to abduct you one night, a wretch to whom you rendered succor on the following day on 

their infamous pillory. A drop of water and a little pity,—that is more than I can repay with my 

life. You have forgotten that wretch; but he remembers it.” 

She listened to him with profound tenderness. A tear swam in the eye of the bellringer, but did 

not fall. He seemed to make it a sort of point of honor to retain it. 

“Listen,” he resumed, when he was no longer afraid that the tear would escape; “our towers 

here are very high, a man who should fall from them would be dead before touching the 

pavement; when it shall please you to have me fall, you will not have to utter even a word, a 

glance will suffice.” 

Then he rose. Unhappy as was the Bohemian, this eccentric being still aroused some 

compassion in her. She made him a sign to remain. 

“No, no,” said he; “I must not remain too long. I am not at my ease. It is out of pity that you 

do not turn away your eyes. I shall go to some place where I can see you without your seeing me: 

it will be better so.” 

He drew from his pocket a little metal whistle. 

“Here,” said he, “when you have need of me, when you wish me to come, when you will not 

feel too much horror at the sight of me, use this whistle. I can hear this sound.” 

He laid the whistle on the floor and fled. 

  



CHAPTER IV. EARTHENWARE AND CRYSTAL. 

Day followed day. Calm gradually returned to the soul of la Esmeralda. Excess of grief, like 

excess of joy is a violent thing which lasts but a short time. The heart of man cannot remain long 

in one extremity. The gypsy had suffered so much, that nothing was left her but astonishment. 

With security, hope had returned to her. She was outside the pale of society, outside the pale of 

life, but she had a vague feeling that it might not be impossible to return to it. She was like a 

dead person, who should hold in reserve the key to her tomb. 

She felt the terrible images which had so long persecuted her, gradually departing. All the 

hideous phantoms, Pierrat Torterue, Jacques Charmolue, were effaced from her mind, all, even 

the priest. 

And then, Phœbus was alive; she was sure of it, she had seen him. To her the fact of Phœbus 

being alive was everything. After the series of fatal shocks which had overturned everything 

within her, she had found but one thing intact in her soul, one sentiment,—her love for the 

captain. Love is like a tree; it sprouts forth of itself, sends its roots out deeply through our whole 

being, and often continues to flourish greenly over a heart in ruins. 

And the inexplicable point about it is that the more blind is this passion, the more tenacious it 

is. It is never more solid than when it has no reason in it. 

La Esmeralda did not think of the captain without bitterness, no doubt. No doubt it was terrible 

that he also should have been deceived; that he should have believed that impossible thing, that 

he could have conceived of a stab dealt by her who would have given a thousand lives for him. 

But, after all, she must not be too angry with him for it; had she not confessed her crime? had she 

not yielded, weak woman that she was, to torture? The fault was entirely hers. She should have 

allowed her finger nails to be torn out rather than such a word to be wrenched from her. In short, 

if she could but see Phœbus once more, for a single minute, only one word would be required, 

one look, in order to undeceive him, to bring him back. She did not doubt it. She was astonished 

also at many singular things, at the accident of Phœbus’s presence on the day of the penance, at 

the young girl with whom he had been. She was his sister, no doubt. An unreasonable 

explanation, but she contented herself with it, because she needed to believe that Phœbus still 

loved her, and loved her alone. Had he not sworn it to her? What more was needed, simple and 

credulous as she was? And then, in this matter, were not appearances much more against her than 

against him? Accordingly, she waited. She hoped. 

Let us add that the church, that vast church, which surrounded her on every side, which 

guarded her, which saved her, was itself a sovereign tranquillizer. The solemn lines of that 

architecture, the religious attitude of all the objects which surrounded the young girl, the serene 

and pious thoughts which emanated, so to speak, from all the pores of that stone, acted upon her 

without her being aware of it. The edifice had also sounds fraught with such benediction and 

such majesty, that they soothed this ailing soul. The monotonous chanting of the celebrants, the 

responses of the people to the priest, sometimes inarticulate, sometimes thunderous, the 

harmonious trembling of the painted windows, the organ, bursting forth like a hundred trumpets, 

the three belfries, humming like hives of huge bees, that whole orchestra on which bounded a 

gigantic scale, ascending, descending incessantly from the voice of a throng to that of one bell, 

dulled her memory, her imagination, her grief. The bells, in particular, lulled her. It was 

something like a powerful magnetism which those vast instruments shed over her in great waves. 



Thus every sunrise found her more calm, breathing better, less pale. In proportion as her 

inward wounds closed, her grace and beauty blossomed once more on her countenance, but more 

thoughtful, more reposeful. Her former character also returned to her, somewhat even of her 

gayety, her pretty pout, her love for her goat, her love for singing, her modesty. She took care to 

dress herself in the morning in the corner of her cell for fear some inhabitants of the neighboring 

attics might see her through the window. 

When the thought of Phœbus left her time, the gypsy sometimes thought of Quasimodo. He 

was the sole bond, the sole connection, the sole communication which remained to her with men, 

with the living. Unfortunate girl! she was more outside the world than Quasimodo. She 

understood not in the least the strange friend whom chance had given her. She often reproached 

herself for not feeling a gratitude which should close her eyes, but decidedly, she could not 

accustom herself to the poor bellringer. He was too ugly. 

She had left the whistle which he had given her lying on the ground. This did not prevent 

Quasimodo from making his appearance from time to time during the first few days. She did her 

best not to turn aside with too much repugnance when he came to bring her her basket of 

provisions or her jug of water, but he always perceived the slightest movement of this sort, and 

then he withdrew sadly. 

Once he came at the moment when she was caressing Djali. He stood pensively for several 

minutes before this graceful group of the goat and the gypsy; at last he said, shaking his heavy 

and ill-formed head,— 

“My misfortune is that I still resemble a man too much. I should like to be wholly a beast like 

that goat.” 

She gazed at him in amazement. 

He replied to the glance,— 

“Oh! I well know why,” and he went away. 

On another occasion he presented himself at the door of the cell (which he never entered) at 

the moment when la Esmeralda was singing an old Spanish ballad, the words of which she did 

not understand, but which had lingered in her ear because the gypsy women had lulled her to 

sleep with it when she was a little child. At the sight of that villanous form which made its 

appearance so abruptly in the middle of her song, the young girl paused with an involuntary 

gesture of alarm. The unhappy bellringer fell upon his knees on the threshold, and clasped his 

large, misshapen hands with a suppliant air. “Oh!” he said, sorrowfully, “continue, I implore you, 

and do not drive me away.” She did not wish to pain him, and resumed her lay, trembling all 

over. By degrees, however, her terror disappeared, and she yielded herself wholly to the slow 

and melancholy air which she was singing. He remained on his knees with hands clasped, as in 

prayer, attentive, hardly breathing, his gaze riveted upon the gypsy’s brilliant eyes. 

On another occasion, he came to her with an awkward and timid air. “Listen,” he said, with an 

effort; “I have something to say to you.” She made him a sign that she was listening. Then he 

began to sigh, half opened his lips, appeared for a moment to be on the point of speaking, then he 

looked at her again, shook his head, and withdrew slowly, with his brow in his hand, leaving the 

gypsy stupefied. Among the grotesque personages sculptured on the wall, there was one to whom 

he was particularly attached, and with which he often seemed to exchange fraternal glances. 

Once the gypsy heard him saying to it,— 

“Oh! why am not I of stone, like you!” 



At last, one morning, la Esmeralda had advanced to the edge of the roof, and was looking into 

the Place over the pointed roof of Saint-Jean le Rond. Quasimodo was standing behind her. He 

had placed himself in that position in order to spare the young girl, as far as possible, the 

displeasure of seeing him. All at once the gypsy started, a tear and a flash of joy gleamed 

simultaneously in her eyes, she knelt on the brink of the roof and extended her arms towards the 

Place with anguish, exclaiming: “Phœbus! come! come! a word, a single word in the name of 

heaven! Phœbus! Phœbus!” Her voice, her face, her gesture, her whole person bore the 

heartrending expression of a shipwrecked man who is making a signal of distress to the joyous 

vessel which is passing afar off in a ray of sunlight on the horizon. 

Quasimodo leaned over the Place, and saw that the object of this tender and agonizing prayer 

was a young man, a captain, a handsome cavalier all glittering with arms and decorations, 

prancing across the end of the Place, and saluting with his plume a beautiful lady who was 

smiling at him from her balcony. However, the officer did not hear the unhappy girl calling him; 

he was too far away. 

But the poor deaf man heard. A profound sigh heaved his breast; he turned round; his heart 

was swollen with all the tears which he was swallowing; his convulsively-clenched fists struck 

against his head, and when he withdrew them there was a bunch of red hair in each hand. 

The gypsy paid no heed to him. He said in a low voice as he gnashed his teeth,— 

“Damnation! That is what one should be like! ’Tis only necessary to be handsome on the 

outside!” 

Meanwhile, she remained kneeling, and cried with extraordinary agitation,— 

“Oh! there he is alighting from his horse! He is about to enter that house!—Phœbus!—He 

does not hear me! Phœbus!—How wicked that woman is to speak to him at the same time with 

me! Phœbus! Phœbus!” 

The deaf man gazed at her. He understood this pantomime. The poor bellringer’s eye filled 

with tears, but he let none fall. All at once he pulled her gently by the border of her sleeve. She 

turned round. He had assumed a tranquil air; he said to her,— 

“Would you like to have me bring him to you?” 

She uttered a cry of joy. 

“Oh! go! hasten! run! quick! that captain! that captain! bring him to me! I will love you for it!” 

She clasped his knees. He could not refrain from shaking his head sadly. 

“I will bring him to you,” he said, in a weak voice. Then he turned his head and plunged down 

the staircase with great strides, stifling with sobs. 

When he reached the Place, he no longer saw anything except the handsome horse hitched at 

the door of the Gondelaurier house; the captain had just entered there. 

He raised his eyes to the roof of the church. La Esmeralda was there in the same spot, in the 

same attitude. He made her a sad sign with his head; then he planted his back against one of the 

stone posts of the Gondelaurier porch, determined to wait until the captain should come forth. 

In the Gondelaurier house it was one of those gala days which precede a wedding. Quasimodo 

beheld many people enter, but no one come out. He cast a glance towards the roof from time to 

time; the gypsy did not stir any more than himself. A groom came and unhitched the horse and 

led it to the stable of the house. 



The entire day passed thus, Quasimodo at his post, la Esmeralda on the roof, Phœbus, no 

doubt, at the feet of Fleur-de-Lys. 

At length night came, a moonless night, a dark night. Quasimodo fixed his gaze in vain upon 

la Esmeralda; soon she was no more than a whiteness amid the twilight; then nothing. All was 

effaced, all was black. 

Quasimodo beheld the front windows from top to bottom of the Gondelaurier mansion 

illuminated; he saw the other casements in the Place lighted one by one, he also saw them 

extinguished to the very last, for he remained the whole evening at his post. The officer did not 

come forth. When the last passers-by had returned home, when the windows of all the other 

houses were extinguished, Quasimodo was left entirely alone, entirely in the dark. There were at 

that time no lamps in the square before Notre-Dame. 

Meanwhile, the windows of the Gondelaurier mansion remained lighted, even after midnight. 

Quasimodo, motionless and attentive, beheld a throng of lively, dancing shadows pass athwart 

the many-colored painted panes. Had he not been deaf, he would have heard more and more 

distinctly, in proportion as the noise of sleeping Paris died away, a sound of feasting, laughter, 

and music in the Gondelaurier mansion. 

Towards one o’clock in the morning, the guests began to take their leave. Quasimodo, 

shrouded in darkness watched them all pass out through the porch illuminated with torches. 

None of them was the captain. 

He was filled with sad thoughts; at times he looked upwards into the air, like a person who is 

weary of waiting. Great black clouds, heavy, torn, split, hung like crape hammocks beneath the 

starry dome of night. One would have pronounced them spiders’ webs of the vault of heaven. 

In one of these moments he suddenly beheld the long window on the balcony, whose stone 

balustrade projected above his head, open mysteriously. The frail glass door gave passage to two 

persons, and closed noiselessly behind them; it was a man and a woman. 

It was not without difficulty that Quasimodo succeeded in recognizing in the man the 

handsome captain, in the woman the young lady whom he had seen welcome the officer in the 

morning from that very balcony. The place was perfectly dark, and a double crimson curtain 

which had fallen across the door the very moment it closed again, allowed no light to reach the 

balcony from the apartment. 

The young man and the young girl, so far as our deaf man could judge, without hearing a 

single one of their words, appeared to abandon themselves to a very tender tête-à-tête. The young 

girl seemed to have allowed the officer to make a girdle for her of his arm, and gently repulsed a 

kiss. 

Quasimodo looked on from below at this scene which was all the more pleasing to witness 

because it was not meant to be seen. He contemplated with bitterness that beauty, that happiness. 

After all, nature was not dumb in the poor fellow, and his human sensibility, all maliciously 

contorted as it was, quivered no less than any other. He thought of the miserable portion which 

Providence had allotted to him; that woman and the pleasure of love, would pass forever before 

his eyes, and that he should never do anything but behold the felicity of others. But that which 

rent his heart most in this sight, that which mingled indignation with his anger, was the thought 

of what the gypsy would suffer could she behold it. It is true that the night was very dark, that la 

Esmeralda, if she had remained at her post (and he had no doubt of this), was very far away, and 

that it was all that he himself could do to distinguish the lovers on the balcony. This consoled 

him. 



Meanwhile, their conversation grew more and more animated. The young lady appeared to be 

entreating the officer to ask nothing more of her. Of all this Quasimodo could distinguish only 

the beautiful clasped hands, the smiles mingled with tears, the young girl’s glances directed to 

the stars, the eyes of the captain lowered ardently upon her. 

Fortunately, for the young girl was beginning to resist but feebly, the door of the balcony 

suddenly opened once more and an old dame appeared; the beauty seemed confused, the officer 

assumed an air of displeasure, and all three withdrew. 

A moment later, a horse was champing his bit under the porch, and the brilliant officer, 

enveloped in his night cloak, passed rapidly before Quasimodo. 

The bellringer allowed him to turn the corner of the street, then he ran after him with his ape-

like agility, shouting: “Hey there! captain!” 

The captain halted. 

“What wants this knave with me?” he said, catching sight through the gloom of that hipshot 

form which ran limping after him. 

Meanwhile, Quasimodo had caught up with him, and had boldly grasped his horse’s bridle: 

“Follow me, captain; there is one here who desires to speak with you! 

“Cornemahom!” grumbled Phœbus, “here’s a villanous; ruffled bird which I fancy I have seen 

somewhere. Holà master, will you let my horse’s bridle alone?” 

“Captain,” replied the deaf man, “do you not ask me who it is?” 

“I tell you to release my horse,” retorted Phœbus, impatiently. “What means the knave by 

clinging to the bridle of my steed? Do you take my horse for a gallows?” 

Quasimodo, far from releasing the bridle, prepared to force him to retrace his steps. Unable to 

comprehend the captain’s resistance, he hastened to say to him,— 

“Come, captain, ’tis a woman who is waiting for you.” He added with an effort: “A woman 

who loves you.” 

“A rare rascal!” said the captain, “who thinks me obliged to go to all the women who love me! 

or who say they do. And what if, by chance, she should resemble you, you face of a screech-owl? 

Tell the woman who has sent you that I am about to marry, and that she may go to the devil!” 

“Listen,” exclaimed Quasimodo, thinking to overcome his hesitation with a word, “come, 

monseigneur! ’tis the gypsy whom you know!” 

This word did, indeed, produce a great effect on Phœbus, but not of the kind which the deaf 

man expected. It will be remembered that our gallant officer had retired with Fleur-de-Lys 

several moments before Quasimodo had rescued the condemned girl from the hands of 

Charmolue. Afterwards, in all his visits to the Gondelaurier mansion he had taken care not to 

mention that woman, the memory of whom was, after all, painful to him; and on her side, Fleur-

de-Lys had not deemed it politic to tell him that the gypsy was alive. Hence Phœbus believed 

poor “Similar” to be dead, and that a month or two had elapsed since her death. Let us add that 

for the last few moments the captain had been reflecting on the profound darkness of the night, 

the supernatural ugliness, the sepulchral voice of the strange messenger; that it was past 

midnight; that the street was deserted, as on the evening when the surly monk had accosted him; 

and that his horse snorted as it looked at Quasimodo. 

“The gypsy!” he exclaimed, almost frightened. “Look here, do you come from the other 

world?” 



And he laid his hand on the hilt of his dagger. 

“Quick, quick,” said the deaf man, endeavoring to drag the horse along; “this way!” 

Phœbus dealt him a vigorous kick in the breast. 

Quasimodo’s eye flashed. He made a motion to fling himself on the captain. Then he drew 

himself up stiffly and said,— 

“Oh! how happy you are to have some one who loves you!” 

He emphasized the words “some one,” and loosing the horse’s bridle,— 

“Begone!” 

Phœbus spurred on in all haste, swearing. Quasimodo watched him disappear in the shades of 

the street. 

“Oh!” said the poor deaf man, in a very low voice; “to refuse that!” 

He re-entered Notre-Dame, lighted his lamp and climbed to the tower again. The gypsy was 

still in the same place, as he had supposed. 

She flew to meet him as far off as she could see him. “Alone!” she cried, clasping her 

beautiful hands sorrowfully. 

“I could not find him,” said Quasimodo coldly. 

“You should have waited all night,” she said angrily. 

He saw her gesture of wrath, and understood the reproach. 

“I will lie in wait for him better another time,” he said, dropping his head. 

“Begone!” she said to him. 

He left her. She was displeased with him. He preferred to have her abuse him rather than to 

have afflicted her. He had kept all the pain to himself. 

From that day forth, the gypsy no longer saw him. He ceased to come to her cell. At the most 

she occasionally caught a glimpse at the summit of the towers, of the bellringer’s face turned 

sadly to her. But as soon as she perceived him, he disappeared. 

We must admit that she was not much grieved by this voluntary absence on the part of the 

poor hunchback. At the bottom of her heart she was grateful to him for it. Moreover, Quasimodo 

did not deceive himself on this point. 

She no longer saw him, but she felt the presence of a good genius about her. Her provisions 

were replenished by an invisible hand during her slumbers. One morning she found a cage of 

birds on her window. There was a piece of sculpture above her window which frightened her. 

She had shown this more than once in Quasimodo’s presence. One morning, for all these things 

happened at night, she no longer saw it, it had been broken. The person who had climbed up to 

that carving must have risked his life. 

Sometimes, in the evening, she heard a voice, concealed beneath the wind screen of the bell 

tower, singing a sad, strange song, as though to lull her to sleep. The lines were unrhymed, such 

as a deaf person can make. 

Ne regarde pas la figure, 

Jeune fille, regarde le cœur. 

Le cœur d’un beau jeune homme est souvent difforme. 

Il y a des cœurs où l’amour ne se conserve pas. 



 

Jeune fille, le sapin n’est pas beau, 

N’est pas beau comme le peuplier, 

Mais il garde son feuillage l’hiver. 

 

Hélas! à quoi bon dire cela? 

Ce qui n’est pas beau a tort d’être; 

La beauté n’aime que la beauté, 

Avril tourne le dos à janvier. 

 

La beauté est parfaite, 

La beauté peut tout, 

La beauté est la seule chose qui n’existe pas à demi. 

 

Le corbeau ne vole que le jour, 

Le hibou ne vole que la nuit, 

Le cygne vole la nuit et le jour.[52 ]  

One morning, on awaking, she saw on her window two vases filled with flowers. One was a 

very beautiful and very brilliant but cracked vase of glass. It had allowed the water with which it 

had been filled to escape, and the flowers which it contained were withered. The other was an 

earthenware pot, coarse and common, but which had preserved all its water, and its flowers 

remained fresh and crimson. 

I know not whether it was done intentionally, but La Esmeralda took the faded nosegay and 

wore it all day long upon her breast. 

That day she did not hear the voice singing in the tower. 

She troubled herself very little about it. She passed her days in caressing Djali, in watching the 

door of the Gondelaurier house, in talking to herself about Phœbus, and in crumbling up her 

bread for the swallows. 

She had entirely ceased to see or hear Quasimodo. The poor bellringer seemed to have 

disappeared from the church. One night, nevertheless, when she was not asleep, but was thinking 

of her handsome captain, she heard something breathing near her cell. She rose in alarm, and saw 

by the light of the moon, a shapeless mass lying across her door on the outside. It was 

Quasimodo asleep there upon the stones. 

  



CHAPTER V. THE KEY TO THE RED DOOR. 

In the meantime, public rumor had informed the archdeacon of the miraculous manner in 

which the gypsy had been saved. When he learned it, he knew not what his sensations were. He 

had reconciled himself to la Esmeralda’s death. In that matter he was tranquil; he had reached the 

bottom of personal suffering. The human heart (Dom Claude had meditated upon these matters) 

can contain only a certain quantity of despair. When the sponge is saturated, the sea may pass 

over it without causing a single drop more to enter it. 

Now, with la Esmeralda dead, the sponge was soaked, all was at an end on this earth for Dom 

Claude. But to feel that she was alive, and Phœbus also, meant that tortures, shocks, alternatives, 

life, were beginning again. And Claude was weary of all this. 

When he heard this news, he shut himself in his cell in the cloister. He appeared neither at the 

meetings of the chapter nor at the services. He closed his door against all, even against the 

bishop. He remained thus immured for several weeks. He was believed to be ill. And so he was, 

in fact. 

What did he do while thus shut up? With what thoughts was the unfortunate man contending? 

Was he giving final battle to his formidable passion? Was he concocting a final plan of death for 

her and of perdition for himself? 

His Jehan, his cherished brother, his spoiled child, came once to his door, knocked, swore, 

entreated, gave his name half a score of times. Claude did not open. 

He passed whole days with his face close to the panes of his window. From that window, 

situated in the cloister, he could see la Esmeralda’s chamber. He often saw herself with her goat, 

sometimes with Quasimodo. He remarked the little attentions of the ugly deaf man, his 

obedience, his delicate and submissive ways with the gypsy. He recalled, for he had a good 

memory, and memory is the tormentor of the jealous, he recalled the singular look of the 

bellringer, bent on the dancer upon a certain evening. He asked himself what motive could have 

impelled Quasimodo to save her. He was the witness of a thousand little scenes between the 

gypsy and the deaf man, the pantomime of which, viewed from afar and commented on by his 

passion, appeared very tender to him. He distrusted the capriciousness of women. Then he felt a 

jealousy which he could never have believed possible awakening within him, a jealousy which 

made him redden with shame and indignation: “One might condone the captain, but this one!” 

This thought upset him. 

His nights were frightful. As soon as he learned that the gypsy was alive, the cold ideas of 

spectre and tomb which had persecuted him for a whole day vanished, and the flesh returned to 

goad him. He turned and twisted on his couch at the thought that the dark-skinned maiden was so 

near him. 

Every night his delirious imagination represented la Esmeralda to him in all the attitudes 

which had caused his blood to boil most. He beheld her outstretched upon the poniarded captain, 

her eyes closed, her beautiful bare throat covered with Phœbus’s blood, at that moment of bliss 

when the archdeacon had imprinted on her pale lips that kiss whose burn the unhappy girl, 

though half dead, had felt. He beheld her, again, stripped by the savage hands of the torturers, 

allowing them to bare and to enclose in the boot with its iron screw, her tiny foot, her delicate 

rounded leg, her white and supple knee. Again he beheld that ivory knee which alone remained 

outside of Torterue’s horrible apparatus. Lastly, he pictured the young girl in her shift, with the 



rope about her neck, shoulders bare, feet bare, almost nude, as he had seen her on that last day. 

These images of voluptuousness made him clench his fists, and a shiver run along his spine. 

One night, among others, they heated so cruelly his virgin and priestly blood, that he bit his 

pillow, leaped from his bed, flung on a surplice over his shirt, and left his cell, lamp in hand, half 

naked, wild, his eyes aflame. 

He knew where to find the key to the red door, which connected the cloister with the church, 

and he always had about him, as the reader knows, the key of the staircase leading to the towers. 

  



CHAPTER VI. CONTINUATION OF THE KEY TO THE RED DOOR. 

That night, la Esmeralda had fallen asleep in her cell, full of oblivion, of hope, and of sweet 

thoughts. She had already been asleep for some time, dreaming as always, of Phœbus, when it 

seemed to her that she heard a noise near her. She slept lightly and uneasily, the sleep of a bird; a 

mere nothing waked her. She opened her eyes. The night was very dark. Nevertheless, she saw a 

figure gazing at her through the window; a lamp lighted up this apparition. The moment that the 

figure saw that la Esmeralda had perceived it, it blew out the lamp. But the young girl had had 

time to catch a glimpse of it; her eyes closed again with terror. 

“Oh!” she said in a faint voice, “the priest!” 

All her past unhappiness came back to her like a flash of lightning. She fell back on her bed, 

chilled. 

A moment later she felt a touch along her body which made her shudder so that she 

straightened herself up in a sitting posture, wide awake and furious. 

The priest had just slipped in beside her. He encircled her with both arms. 

She tried to scream and could not. 

“Begone, monster! begone assassin!” she said, in a voice which was low and trembling with 

wrath and terror. 

“Mercy! mercy!” murmured the priest, pressing his lips to her shoulder. 

She seized his bald head by its remnant of hair and tried to thrust aside his kisses as though 

they had been bites. 

“Mercy!” repeated the unfortunate man. “If you but knew what my love for you is! ’Tis fire, 

melted lead, a thousand daggers in my heart.” 

She stopped his two arms with superhuman force. 

“Let me go,” she said, “or I will spit in your face!” 

He released her. “Vilify me, strike me, be malicious! Do what you will! But have mercy! love 

me!” 

Then she struck him with the fury of a child. She made her beautiful hands stiff to bruise his 

face. “Begone, demon!” 

“Love me! love me! pity!” cried the poor priest returning her blows with caresses. 

All at once she felt him stronger than herself. 

“There must be an end to this!” he said, gnashing his teeth. 

She was conquered, palpitating in his arms, and in his power. She felt a wanton hand straying 

over her. She made a last effort, and began to cry: “Help! Help! A vampire! a vampire!” 

Nothing came. Djali alone was awake and bleating with anguish. 

“Hush!” said the panting priest. 

All at once, as she struggled and crawled on the floor, the gypsy’s hand came in contact with 

something cold and metallic—it was Quasimodo’s whistle. She seized it with a convulsive hope, 

raised it to her lips and blew with all the strength that she had left. The whistle gave a clear, 

piercing sound. 

“What is that?” said the priest. 



Almost at the same instant he felt himself raised by a vigorous arm. The cell was dark; he 

could not distinguish clearly who it was that held him thus; but he heard teeth chattering with 

rage, and there was just sufficient light scattered among the gloom to allow him to see above his 

head the blade of a large knife. 

The priest fancied that he perceived the form of Quasimodo. He assumed that it could be no 

one but he. He remembered to have stumbled, as he entered, over a bundle which was stretched 

across the door on the outside. But, as the newcomer did not utter a word, he knew not what to 

think. He flung himself on the arm which held the knife, crying: “Quasimodo!” He forgot, at that 

moment of distress, that Quasimodo was deaf. 

In a twinkling, the priest was overthrown and a leaden knee rested on his breast. 

From the angular imprint of that knee he recognized Quasimodo; but what was to be done? 

how could he make the other recognize him? the darkness rendered the deaf man blind. 

He was lost. The young girl, pitiless as an enraged tigress, did not intervene to save him. The 

knife was approaching his head; the moment was critical. All at once, his adversary seemed 

stricken with hesitation. 

“No blood on her!” he said in a dull voice. 

It was, in fact, Quasimodo’s voice. 

Then the priest felt a large hand dragging him feet first out of the cell; it was there that he was 

to die. Fortunately for him, the moon had risen a few moments before. 

When they had passed through the door of the cell, its pale rays fell upon the priest’s 

countenance. Quasimodo looked him full in the face, a trembling seized him, and he released the 

priest and shrank back. 

The gypsy, who had advanced to the threshold of her cell, beheld with surprise their roles 

abruptly changed. It was now the priest who menaced, Quasimodo who was the suppliant. 

The priest, who was overwhelming the deaf man with gestures of wrath and reproach, made 

the latter a violent sign to retire. 

The deaf man dropped his head, then he came and knelt at the gypsy’s door,—“Monseigneur,” 

he said, in a grave and resigned voice, “you shall do all that you please afterwards, but kill me 

first.” 

So saying, he presented his knife to the priest. The priest, beside himself, was about to seize it. 

But the young girl was quicker than he; she wrenched the knife from Quasimodo’s hands and 

burst into a frantic laugh,—“Approach,” she said to the priest. 

She held the blade high. The priest remained undecided. 

She would certainly have struck him. 

Then she added with a pitiless expression, well aware that she was about to pierce the priest’s 

heart with thousands of red-hot irons,— 

“Ah! I know that Phœbus is not dead!” 

The priest overturned Quasimodo on the floor with a kick, and, quivering with rage, darted 

back under the vault of the staircase. 

When he was gone, Quasimodo picked up the whistle which had just saved the gypsy. 

“It was getting rusty,” he said, as he handed it back to her; then he left her alone. 



The young girl, deeply agitated by this violent scene, fell back exhausted on her bed, and 

began to sob and weep. Her horizon was becoming gloomy once more. 

The priest had groped his way back to his cell. 

It was settled. Dom Claude was jealous of Quasimodo! 

He repeated with a thoughtful air his fatal words: “No one shall have her.” 

  



BOOK TENTH. CHAPTER I. GRINGOIRE HAS MANY GOOD IDEAS IN 

SUCCESSION.—RUE DES BERNARDINS. 

As soon as Pierre Gringoire had seen how this whole affair was turning, and that there would 

decidedly be the rope, hanging, and other disagreeable things for the principal personages in this 

comedy, he had not cared to identify himself with the matter further. The outcasts with whom he 

had remained, reflecting that, after all, it was the best company in Paris,—the outcasts had 

continued to interest themselves in behalf of the gypsy. He had thought it very simple on the part 

of people who had, like herself, nothing else in prospect but Charmolue and Torterue, and who, 

unlike himself, did not gallop through the regions of imagination between the wings of Pegasus. 

From their remarks, he had learned that his wife of the broken crock had taken refuge in Notre-

Dame, and he was very glad of it. But he felt no temptation to go and see her there. He meditated 

occasionally on the little goat, and that was all. Moreover, he was busy executing feats of 

strength during the day for his living, and at night he was engaged in composing a memorial 

against the Bishop of Paris, for he remembered having been drenched by the wheels of his mills, 

and he cherished a grudge against him for it. He also occupied himself with annotating the fine 

work of Baudry-le-Rouge, Bishop of Noyon and Tournay, De Cupa Petrarum, which had given 

him a violent passion for architecture, an inclination which had replaced in his heart his passion 

for hermeticism, of which it was, moreover, only a natural corollary, since there is an intimate 

relation between hermeticism and masonry. Gringoire had passed from the love of an idea to the 

love of the form of that idea. 

One day he had halted near Saint Germain-l’Auxerrois, at the corner of a mansion called “For-

l’Évêque” (the Bishop’s Tribunal), which stood opposite another called “For-le-Roi” (the King’s 

Tribunal). At this For-l’Évêque, there was a charming chapel of the fourteenth century, whose 

apse was on the street. Gringoire was devoutly examining its exterior sculptures. He was in one 

of those moments of egotistical, exclusive, supreme, enjoyment when the artist beholds nothing 

in the world but art, and the world in art. All at once he feels a hand laid gravely on his shoulder. 

He turns round. It was his old friend, his former master, monsieur the archdeacon. 

He was stupefied. It was a long time since he had seen the archdeacon, and Dom Claude was 

one of those solemn and impassioned men, a meeting with whom always upsets the equilibrium 

of a sceptical philosopher. 

The archdeacon maintained silence for several minutes, during which Gringoire had time to 

observe him. He found Dom Claude greatly changed; pale as a winter’s morning, with hollow 

eyes, and hair almost white. The priest broke the silence at length, by saying, in a tranquil but 

glacial tone,— 

“How do you do, Master Pierre?” 

“My health?” replied Gringoire. “Eh! eh! one can say both one thing and another on that score. 

Still, it is good, on the whole. I take not too much of anything. You know, master, that the secret 

of keeping well, according to Hippocrates; id est: cibi, potus, somni, venus, omnia moderata 

sint.” 

“So you have no care, Master Pierre?” resumed the archdeacon, gazing intently at Gringoire. 

“None, i’ faith!” 

“And what are you doing now?” 



“You see, master. I am examining the chiselling of these stones, and the manner in which 

yonder bas-relief is thrown out.” 

The priest began to smile with that bitter smile which raises only one corner of the mouth. 

“And that amuses you?” 

“’Tis paradise!” exclaimed Gringoire. And leaning over the sculptures with the fascinated air 

of a demonstrator of living phenomena: “Do you not think, for instance, that yon metamorphosis 

in bas-relief is executed with much adroitness, delicacy and patience? Observe that slender 

column. Around what capital have you seen foliage more tender and better caressed by the 

chisel. Here are three raised bosses of Jean Maillevin. They are not the finest works of this great 

master. Nevertheless, the naïvete, the sweetness of the faces, the gayety of the attitudes and 

draperies, and that inexplicable charm which is mingled with all the defects, render the little 

figures very diverting and delicate, perchance, even too much so. You think that it is not 

diverting?” 

“Yes, certainly!” said the priest. 

“And if you were to see the interior of the chapel!” resumed the poet, with his garrulous 

enthusiasm. “Carvings everywhere. ’Tis as thickly clustered as the head of a cabbage! The apse 

is of a very devout, and so peculiar a fashion that I have never beheld anything like it 

elsewhere!” 

Dom Claude interrupted him,— 

“You are happy, then?” 

Gringoire replied warmly;— 

“On my honor, yes! First I loved women, then animals. Now I love stones. They are quite as 

amusing as women and animals, and less treacherous.” 

The priest laid his hand on his brow. It was his habitual gesture. 

“Really?” 

“Stay!” said Gringoire, “one has one’s pleasures!” He took the arm of the priest, who let him 

have his way, and made him enter the staircase turret of For-l’Évêque. “Here is a staircase! every 

time that I see it I am happy. It is of the simplest and rarest manner of steps in Paris. All the steps 

are bevelled underneath. Its beauty and simplicity consist in the interspacing of both, being a foot 

or more wide, which are interlaced, interlocked, fitted together, enchained enchased, interlined 

one upon another, and bite into each other in a manner that is truly firm and graceful.” 

“And you desire nothing?” 

“No.” 

“And you regret nothing?” 

“Neither regret nor desire. I have arranged my mode of life.” 

“What men arrange,” said Claude, “things disarrange.” 

“I am a Pyrrhonian philosopher,” replied Gringoire, “and I hold all things in equilibrium.” 

“And how do you earn your living?” 

“I still make epics and tragedies now and then; but that which brings me in most is the 

industry with which you are acquainted, master; carrying pyramids of chairs in my teeth.” 

“The trade is but a rough one for a philosopher.” 



“’Tis still equilibrium,” said Gringoire. “When one has an idea, one encounters it in 

everything.” 

“I know that,” replied the archdeacon. 

After a silence, the priest resumed,— 

“You are, nevertheless, tolerably poor?” 

“Poor, yes; unhappy, no.” 

At that moment, a trampling of horses was heard, and our two interlocutors beheld defiling at 

the end of the street, a company of the king’s unattached archers, their lances borne high, an 

officer at their head. The cavalcade was brilliant, and its march resounded on the pavement. 

“How you gaze at that officer!” said Gringoire, to the archdeacon. 

“Because I think I recognize him.” 

“What do you call him?” 

“I think,” said Claude, “that his name is Phœbus de Châteaupers.” 

“Phœbus! A curious name! There is also a Phœbus, Comte de Foix. I remember having known 

a wench who swore only by the name of Phœbus.” 

“Come away from here,” said the priest. “I have something to say to you.” 

From the moment of that troop’s passing, some agitation had pierced through the archdeacon’s 

glacial envelope. He walked on. Gringoire followed him, being accustomed to obey him, like all 

who had once approached that man so full of ascendency. They reached in silence the Rue des 

Bernardins, which was nearly deserted. Here Dom Claude paused. 

“What have you to say to me, master?” Gringoire asked him. 

“Do you not think that the dress of those cavaliers whom we have just seen is far handsomer 

than yours and mine?” 

Gringoire tossed his head. 

“I’ faith! I love better my red and yellow jerkin, than those scales of iron and steel. A fine 

pleasure to produce, when you walk, the same noise as the Quay of Old Iron, in an earthquake!” 

“So, Gringoire, you have never cherished envy for those handsome fellows in their military 

doublets?” 

“Envy for what, monsieur the archdeacon? their strength, their armor, their discipline? Better 

philosophy and independence in rags. I prefer to be the head of a fly rather than the tail of a 

lion.” 

“That is singular,” said the priest dreamily. “Yet a handsome uniform is a beautiful thing.” 

Gringoire, perceiving that he was in a pensive mood, quitted him to go and admire the porch 

of a neighboring house. He came back clapping his hands. 

“If you were less engrossed with the fine clothes of men of war, monsieur the archdeacon, I 

would entreat you to come and see this door. I have always said that the house of the Sieur 

Aubry had the most superb entrance in the world.” 

“Pierre Gringoire,” said the archdeacon, “What have you done with that little gypsy dancer?” 

“La Esmeralda? You change the conversation very abruptly.” 

“Was she not your wife?” 



“Yes, by virtue of a broken crock. We were to have four years of it. By the way,” added 

Gringoire, looking at the archdeacon in a half bantering way, “are you still thinking of her?” 

“And you think of her no longer?” 

“Very little. I have so many things. Good heavens, how pretty that little goat was!” 

“Had she not saved your life?” 

“’Tis true, pardieu!” 

“Well, what has become of her? What have you done with her?” 

“I cannot tell you. I believe that they have hanged her.” 

“You believe so?” 

“I am not sure. When I saw that they wanted to hang people, I retired from the game.” 

“That is all you know of it?” 

“Wait a bit. I was told that she had taken refuge in Notre-Dame, and that she was safe there, 

and I am delighted to hear it, and I have not been able to discover whether the goat was saved 

with her, and that is all I know.” 

“I will tell you more,” cried Dom Claude; and his voice, hitherto low, slow, and almost 

indistinct, turned to thunder. “She has in fact, taken refuge in Notre-Dame. But in three days 

justice will reclaim her, and she will be hanged on the Grève. There is a decree of parliament.” 

“That’s annoying,” said Gringoire. 

The priest, in an instant, became cold and calm again. 

“And who the devil,” resumed the poet, “has amused himself with soliciting a decree of 

reintegration? Why couldn’t they leave parliament in peace? What harm does it do if a poor girl 

takes shelter under the flying buttresses of Notre-Dame, beside the swallows’ nests?” 

“There are satans in this world,” remarked the archdeacon. 

“’Tis devilish badly done,” observed Gringoire. 

The archdeacon resumed after a silence,— 

“So, she saved your life?” 

“Among my good friends the outcasts. A little more or a little less and I should have been 

hanged. They would have been sorry for it to-day.” 

“Would not you like to do something for her?” 

“I ask nothing better, Dom Claude; but what if I entangle myself in some villanous affair?” 

“What matters it?” 

“Bah! what matters it? You are good, master, that you are! I have two great works already 

begun.” 

The priest smote his brow. In spite of the calm which he affected, a violent gesture betrayed 

his internal convulsions from time to time. 

“How is she to be saved?” 

Gringoire said to him; “Master, I will reply to you; Il padelt, which means in Turkish, ‘God is 

our hope.’” 

“How is she to be saved?” repeated Claude dreamily. 

Gringoire smote his brow in his turn. 



“Listen, master. I have imagination; I will devise expedients for you. What if one were to ask 

her pardon from the king?” 

“Of Louis XI.! A pardon!” 

“Why not?” 

“To take the tiger’s bone from him!” 

Gringoire began to seek fresh expedients. 

“Well, stay! Shall I address to the midwives a request accompanied by the declaration that the 

girl is with child!” 

This made the priest’s hollow eye flash. 

“With child! knave! do you know anything of this?” 

Gringoire was alarmed by his air. He hastened to say, “Oh, no, not I! Our marriage was a 

real forismaritagium. I stayed outside. But one might obtain a respite, all the same.” 

“Madness! Infamy! Hold your tongue!” 

“You do wrong to get angry,” muttered Gringoire. “One obtains a respite; that does no harm to 

any one, and allows the midwives, who are poor women, to earn forty deniers parisis.” 

The priest was not listening to him! 

“But she must leave that place, nevertheless!” he murmured, “the decree is to be executed 

within three days. Moreover, there will be no decree; that Quasimodo! Women have very 

depraved tastes!” He raised his voice: “Master Pierre, I have reflected well; there is but one 

means of safety for her.” 

“What? I see none myself.” 

“Listen, Master Pierre, remember that you owe your life to her. I will tell you my idea frankly. 

The church is watched night and day; only those are allowed to come out, who have been seen to 

enter. Hence you can enter. You will come. I will lead you to her. You will change clothes with 

her. She will take your doublet; you will take her petticoat.” 

“So far, it goes well,” remarked the philosopher, “and then?” 

“And then? she will go forth in your garments; you will remain with hers. You will be hanged, 

perhaps, but she will be saved.” 

Gringoire scratched his ear, with a very serious air. “Stay!” said he, “that is an idea which 

would never have occurred to me unaided.” 

At Dom Claude’s proposition, the open and benign face of the poet had abruptly clouded over, 

like a smiling Italian landscape, when an unlucky squall comes up and dashes a cloud across the 

sun. 

“Well! Gringoire, what say you to the means?” 

“I say, master, that I shall not be hanged, perchance, but that I shall be hanged indubitably. 

“That concerns us not.” 

“The deuce!” said Gringoire. 

“She has saved your life. ’Tis a debt that you are discharging.” 

“There are a great many others which I do not discharge.” 

“Master Pierre, it is absolutely necessary.” 

The archdeacon spoke imperiously. 



“Listen, Dom Claude,” replied the poet in utter consternation. “You cling to that idea, and you 

are wrong. I do not see why I should get myself hanged in some one else’s place.” 

“What have you, then, which attaches you so strongly to life?” 

“Oh! a thousand reasons!” 

“What reasons, if you please?” 

“What? The air, the sky, the morning, the evening, the moonlight, my good friends the thieves, 

our jeers with the old hags of go-betweens, the fine architecture of Paris to study, three great 

books to make, one of them being against the bishops and his mills; and how can I tell all? 

Anaxagoras said that he was in the world to admire the sun. And then, from morning till night, I 

have the happiness of passing all my days with a man of genius, who is myself, which is very 

agreeable.” 

“A head fit for a mule bell!” muttered the archdeacon. “Oh! tell me who preserved for you that 

life which you render so charming to yourself? To whom do you owe it that you breathe that air, 

behold that sky, and can still amuse your lark’s mind with your whimsical nonsense and 

madness? Where would you be, had it not been for her? Do you then desire that she through 

whom you are alive, should die? that she should die, that beautiful, sweet, adorable creature, who 

is necessary to the light of the world and more divine than God, while you, half wise, and half 

fool, a vain sketch of something, a sort of vegetable, which thinks that it walks, and thinks that it 

thinks, you will continue to live with the life which you have stolen from her, as useless as a 

candle in broad daylight? Come, have a little pity, Gringoire; be generous in your turn; it was she 

who set the example.” 

The priest was vehement. Gringoire listened to him at first with an undecided air, then he 

became touched, and wound up with a grimace which made his pallid face resemble that of a 

new-born infant with an attack of the colic. 

“You are pathetic!” said he, wiping away a tear. “Well! I will think about it. That’s a queer 

idea of yours.—After all,” he continued after a pause, “who knows? perhaps they will not hang 

me. He who becomes betrothed does not always marry. When they find me in that little lodging 

so grotesquely muffled in petticoat and coif, perchance they will burst with laughter. And then, if 

they do hang me,—well! the halter is as good a death as any. ’Tis a death worthy of a sage who 

has wavered all his life; a death which is neither flesh nor fish, like the mind of a veritable 

sceptic; a death all stamped with Pyrrhonism and hesitation, which holds the middle station 

betwixt heaven and earth, which leaves you in suspense. ’Tis a philosopher’s death, and I was 

destined thereto, perchance. It is magnificent to die as one has lived.” 

The priest interrupted him: “Is it agreed.” 

“What is death, after all?” pursued Gringoire with exaltation. “A disagreeable moment, a toll-

gate, the passage of little to nothingness. Some one having asked Cercidas, the Megalopolitan, if 

he were willing to die: ‘Why not?’ he replied; ‘for after my death I shall see those great men, 

Pythagoras among the philosophers, Hecatæus among historians, Homer among poets, Olympus 

among musicians.’” 

The archdeacon gave him his hand: “It is settled, then? You will come to-morrow?” 

This gesture recalled Gringoire to reality. 

“Ah! i’ faith no!” he said in the tone of a man just waking up. “Be hanged! ’tis too absurd. I 

will not.” 

“Farewell, then!” and the archdeacon added between his teeth: “I’ll find you again!” 



“I do not want that devil of a man to find me,” thought Gringoire; and he ran after Dom 

Claude. “Stay, monsieur the archdeacon, no ill-feeling between old friends! You take an interest 

in that girl, my wife, I mean, and ’tis well. You have devised a scheme to get her out of Notre-

Dame, but your way is extremely disagreeable to me, Gringoire. If I had only another one 

myself! I beg to say that a luminous inspiration has just occurred to me. If I possessed an 

expedient for extricating her from a dilemma, without compromising my own neck to the extent 

of a single running knot, what would you say to it? Will not that suffice you? Is it absolutely 

necessary that I should be hanged, in order that you may be content?” 

The priest tore out the buttons of his cassock with impatience: “Stream of words! What is your 

plan?” 

“Yes,” resumed Gringoire, talking to himself and touching his nose with his forefinger in sign 

of meditation,—“that’s it!—The thieves are brave fellows!—The tribe of Egypt love her!—They 

will rise at the first word!—Nothing easier!—A sudden stroke.—Under cover of the disorder, 

they will easily carry her off!—Beginning to-morrow evening. They will ask nothing better. 

“The plan! speak,” cried the archdeacon shaking him. 

Gringoire turned majestically towards him: “Leave me! You see that I am composing.” He 

meditated for a few moments more, then began to clap his hands over his thought, crying: 

“Admirable! success is sure!” 

“The plan!” repeated Claude in wrath. 

Gringoire was radiant. 

“Come, that I may tell you that very softly. ’Tis a truly gallant counter-plot, which will 

extricate us all from the matter. Pardieu, it must be admitted that I am no fool.” 

He broke off. 

“Oh, by the way! is the little goat with the wench?” 

“Yes. The devil take you!” 

“They would have hanged it also, would they not?” 

“What is that to me?” 

“Yes, they would have hanged it. They hanged a sow last month. The headsman loveth that; 

he eats the beast afterwards. Take my pretty Djali! Poor little lamb!” 

“Malediction!” exclaimed Dom Claude. “You are the executioner. What means of safety have 

you found, knave? Must your idea be extracted with the forceps?” 

“Very fine, master, this is it.” 

Gringoire bent his head to the archdeacon’s head and spoke to him in a very low voice, casting 

an uneasy glance the while from one end to the other of the street, though no one was passing. 

When he had finished, Dom Claude took his hand and said coldly: “’Tis well. Farewell until to-

morrow.” 

“Until to-morrow,” repeated Gringoire. And, while the archdeacon was disappearing in one 

direction, he set off in the other, saying to himself in a low voice: “Here’s a grand affair, 

Monsieur Pierre Gringoire. Never mind! ’Tis not written that because one is of small account one 

should take fright at a great enterprise. Bitou carried a great bull on his shoulders; the water-

wagtails, the warblers, and the buntings traverse the ocean.” 

  



CHAPTER II. TURN VAGABOND. 

On re-entering the cloister, the archdeacon found at the door of his cell his brother Jehan du 

Moulin, who was waiting for him, and who had beguiled the tedium of waiting by drawing on 

the wall with a bit of charcoal, a profile of his elder brother, enriched with a monstrous nose. 

Dom Claude hardly looked at his brother; his thoughts were elsewhere. That merry scamp’s 

face whose beaming had so often restored serenity to the priest’s sombre physiognomy, was now 

powerless to melt the gloom which grew more dense every day over that corrupted, mephitic, 

and stagnant soul. 

“Brother,” said Jehan timidly, “I am come to see you.” 

The archdeacon did not even raise his eyes. 

“What then?” 

“Brother,” resumed the hypocrite, “you are so good to me, and you give me such wise 

counsels that I always return to you.” 

“What next?” 

“Alas! brother, you were perfectly right when you said to me,—“Jehan! Jehan! cessat 

doctorum doctrina, discipulorum disciplina. Jehan, be wise, Jehan, be learned, Jehan, pass not 

the night outside of the college without lawful occasion and due leave of the master. Cudgel not 

the Picards: noli, Joannes, verberare Picardos. Rot not like an unlettered ass, quasi asinus 

illitteratus, on the straw seats of the school. Jehan, allow yourself to be punished at the discretion 

of the master. Jehan go every evening to chapel, and sing there an anthem with verse and orison 

to Madame the glorious Virgin Mary.”—Alas! what excellent advice was that!” 

“And then?” 

“Brother, you behold a culprit, a criminal, a wretch, a libertine, a man of enormities! My dear 

brother, Jehan hath made of your counsels straw and dung to trample under foot. I have been 

well chastised for it, and God is extraordinarily just. As long as I had money, I feasted, I lead a 

mad and joyous life. Oh! how ugly and crabbed behind is debauch which is so charming in front! 

Now I have no longer a blank; I have sold my napery, my shirt and my towels; no more merry 

life! The beautiful candle is extinguished and I have henceforth, only a wretched tallow dip 

which smokes in my nose. The wenches jeer at me. I drink water. I am overwhelmed with 

remorse and with creditors.” 

“The rest?” said the archdeacon. 

“Alas! my very dear brother, I should like to settle down to a better life. I come to you full of 

contrition, I am penitent. I make my confession. I beat my breast violently. You are quite right in 

wishing that I should some day become a licentiate and sub-monitor in the college of Torchi. At 

the present moment I feel a magnificent vocation for that profession. But I have no more ink and 

I must buy some; I have no more paper, I have no more books, and I must buy some. For this 

purpose, I am greatly in need of a little money, and I come to you, brother, with my heart full of 

contrition.” 

“Is that all?” 

“Yes,” said the scholar. “A little money.” 

“I have none.” 



Then the scholar said, with an air which was both grave and resolute: “Well, brother, I am 

sorry to be obliged to tell you that very fine offers and propositions are being made to me in 

another quarter. You will not give me any money? No. In that case I shall become a professional 

vagabond.” 

As he uttered these monstrous words, he assumed the mien of Ajax, expecting to see the 

lightnings descend upon his head. 

The archdeacon said coldly to him,— 

“Become a vagabond.” 

Jehan made him a deep bow, and descended the cloister stairs, whistling. 

At the moment when he was passing through the courtyard of the cloister, beneath his 

brother’s window, he heard that window open, raised his eyes and beheld the archdeacon’s 

severe head emerge. 

“Go to the devil!” said Dom Claude; “here is the last money which you will get from me?” 

At the same time, the priest flung Jehan a purse, which gave the scholar a big bump on the 

forehead, and with which Jehan retreated, both vexed and content, like a dog who had been 

stoned with marrow bones. 

  



CHAPTER III. LONG LIVE MIRTH. 

The reader has probably not forgotten that a part of the Cour de Miracles was enclosed by the 

ancient wall which surrounded the city, a goodly number of whose towers had begun, even at 

that epoch, to fall to ruin. One of these towers had been converted into a pleasure resort by the 

vagabonds. There was a dram-shop in the underground story, and the rest in the upper stories. 

This was the most lively, and consequently the most hideous, point of the whole outcast den. It 

was a sort of monstrous hive, which buzzed there night and day. At night, when the remainder of 

the beggar horde slept, when there was no longer a window lighted in the dingy façades of the 

Place, when not a cry was any longer to be heard proceeding from those innumerable families, 

those ant-hills of thieves, of wenches, and stolen or bastard children, the merry tower was still 

recognizable by the noise which it made, by the scarlet light which, flashing simultaneously from 

the air-holes, the windows, the fissures in the cracked walls, escaped, so to speak, from its every 

pore. 

The cellar then, was the dram-shop. The descent to it was through a low door and by a 

staircase as steep as a classic Alexandrine. Over the door, by way of a sign there hung a 

marvellous daub, representing new sous and dead chickens,[53 ]  with this, pun below: Aux 

sonneurs pour les trépassés,—The ringers for the dead. 

One evening when the curfew was sounding from all the belfries in Paris, the sergeants of the 

watch might have observed, had it been granted to them to enter the formidable Court of 

Miracles, that more tumult than usual was in progress in the vagabonds’ tavern, that more 

drinking was being done, and louder swearing. Outside in the Place, there, were many groups 

conversing in low tones, as when some great plan is being framed, and here and there a knave 

crouching down engaged in sharpening a villanous iron blade on a paving-stone. 

Meanwhile, in the tavern itself, wine and gaming offered such a powerful diversion to the 

ideas which occupied the vagabonds’ lair that evening, that it would have been difficult to divine 

from the remarks of the drinkers, what was the matter in hand. They merely wore a gayer air than 

was their wont, and some weapon could be seen glittering between the legs of each of them,—a 

sickle, an axe, a big two-edged sword or the hook of an old hackbut. 

The room, circular in form, was very spacious; but the tables were so thickly set and the 

drinkers so numerous, that all that the tavern contained, men, women, benches, beer-jugs, all that 

were drinking, all that were sleeping, all that were playing, the well, the lame, seemed piled up 

pell-mell, with as much order and harmony as a heap of oyster shells. There were a few tallow 

dips lighted on the tables; but the real luminary of this tavern, that which played the part in this 

dram-shop of the chandelier of an opera house, was the fire. This cellar was so damp that the fire 

was never allowed to go out, even in midsummer; an immense chimney with a sculptured 

mantel, all bristling with heavy iron andirons and cooking utensils, with one of those huge fires 

of mixed wood and peat which at night, in village streets make the reflection of forge windows 

stand out so red on the opposite walls. A big dog gravely seated in the ashes was turning a spit 

loaded with meat before the coals. 

Great as was the confusion, after the first glance one could distinguish in that multitude, three 

principal groups which thronged around three personages already known to the reader. One of 

these personages, fantastically accoutred in many an oriental rag, was Mathias Hungadi Spicali, 

Duke of Egypt and Bohemia. The knave was seated on a table with his legs crossed, and in a 

loud voice was bestowing his knowledge of magic, both black and white, on many a gaping face 



which surrounded him. Another rabble pressed close around our old friend, the valiant King of 

Thunes, armed to the teeth. Clopin Trouillefou, with a very serious air and in a low voice, was 

regulating the distribution of an enormous cask of arms, which stood wide open in front of him 

and from whence poured out in profusion, axes, swords, bassinets, coats of mail, broadswords, 

lance-heads, arrows, and viretons,[54 ]  like apples and grapes from a horn of plenty. Every one 

took something from the cask, one a morion, another a long, straight sword, another a dagger 

with a cross-shaped hilt. The very children were arming themselves, and there were even cripples 

in bowls who, in armor and cuirass, made their way between the legs of the drinkers, like great 

beetles. 

Finally, a third audience, the most noisy, the most jovial, and the most numerous, encumbered 

benches and tables, in the midst of which harangued and swore a flute-like voice, which escaped 

from beneath a heavy armor, complete from casque to spurs. The individual who had thus 

screwed a whole outfit upon his body, was so hidden by his warlike accoutrements that nothing 

was to be seen of his person save an impertinent, red, snub nose, a rosy mouth, and bold eyes. 

His belt was full of daggers and poniards, a huge sword on his hip, a rusted cross-bow at his left, 

and a vast jug of wine in front of him, without reckoning on his right, a fat wench with her 

bosom uncovered. All mouths around him were laughing, cursing, and drinking. 

Add twenty secondary groups, the waiters, male and female, running with jugs on their heads, 

gamblers squatting over taws, merelles,[55 ]  dice, vachettes, the ardent game of tringlet, quarrels 

in one corner, kisses in another, and the reader will have some idea of this whole picture, over 

which flickered the light of a great, flaming fire, which made a thousand huge and grotesque 

shadows dance over the walls of the drinking shop. 

As for the noise, it was like the inside of a bell at full peal. 

The dripping-pan, where crackled a rain of grease, filled with its continual sputtering the 

intervals of these thousand dialogues, which intermingled from one end of the apartment to the 

other. 

In the midst of this uproar, at the extremity of the tavern, on the bench inside the chimney, sat 

a philosopher meditating with his feet in the ashes and his eyes on the brands. It was Pierre 

Gringoire. 

“Be quick! make haste, arm yourselves! we set out on the march in an hour!” said Clopin 

Trouillefou to his thieves. 

A wench was humming,— 

“Bonsoir mon père et ma mère, 

Les derniers couvrent le feu.”[56 ]  

Two card players were disputing,— 

“Knave!” cried the reddest faced of the two, shaking his fist at the other; “I’ll mark you with 

the club. You can take the place of Mistigri in the pack of cards of monseigneur the king.” 

“Ugh!” roared a Norman, recognizable by his nasal accent; “we are packed in here like the 

saints of Caillouville!” 

“My sons,” the Duke of Egypt was saying to his audience, in a falsetto voice, “sorceresses in 

France go to the witches’ sabbath without broomsticks, or grease, or steed, merely by means of 

some magic words. The witches of Italy always have a buck waiting for them at their door. All 

are bound to go out through the chimney.” 



The voice of the young scamp armed from head to foot, dominated the uproar. 

“Hurrah! hurrah!” he was shouting. “My first day in armor! Outcast! I am an outcast. Give me 

something to drink. My friends, my name is Jehan Frollo du Moulin, and I am a gentleman. My 

opinion is that if God were a gendarme, he would turn robber. Brothers, we are about to set out 

on a fine expedition. Lay siege to the church, burst in the doors, drag out the beautiful girl, save 

her from the judges, save her from the priests, dismantle the cloister, burn the bishop in his 

palace—all this we will do in less time than it takes for a burgomaster to eat a spoonful of soup. 

Our cause is just, we will plunder Notre-Dame and that will be the end of it. We will hang 

Quasimodo. Do you know Quasimodo, ladies? Have you seen him make himself breathless on 

the big bell on a grand Pentecost festival! Corne du Père! ’tis very fine! One would say he was a 

devil mounted on a man. Listen to me, my friends; I am a vagabond to the bottom of my heart, I 

am a member of the slang thief gang in my soul, I was born an independent thief. I have been 

rich, and I have devoured all my property. My mother wanted to make an officer of me; my 

father, a sub-deacon; my aunt, a councillor of inquests; my grandmother, prothonotary to the 

king; my great aunt, a treasurer of the short robe,—and I have made myself an outcast. I said this 

to my father, who spit his curse in my face; to my mother, who set to weeping and chattering, 

poor old lady, like yonder fagot on the and-irons. Long live mirth! I am a real Bicêtre. Waitress, 

my dear, more wine. I have still the wherewithal to pay. I want no more Surène wine. It 

distresses my throat. I’d as lief, corbœuf! gargle my throat with a basket.” 

Meanwhile, the rabble applauded with shouts of laughter; and seeing that the tumult was 

increasing around him, the scholar cried,—. 

“Oh! what a fine noise! Populi debacchantis populosa debacchatio!” Then he began to sing, 

his eye swimming in ecstasy, in the tone of a canon intoning vespers, Quæ cantica! quæ organa! 

quæ cantilenæ! quæ melodiæ hic sine fine decantantur! Sonant melliflua hymnorum organa, 

suavissima angelorum melodia, cantica canticorum mira! He broke off: “Tavern-keeper of the 

devil, give me some supper!” 

There was a moment of partial silence, during which the sharp voice of the Duke of Egypt 

rose, as he gave instructions to his Bohemians. 

“The weasel is called Adrune; the fox, Blue-foot, or the Racer of the Woods; the wolf, Gray-

foot, or Gold-foot; the bear the Old Man, or Grandfather. The cap of a gnome confers 

invisibility, and causes one to behold invisible things. Every toad that is baptized must be clad in 

red or black velvet, a bell on its neck, a bell on its feet. The godfather holds its head, the 

godmother its hinder parts. ’Tis the demon Sidragasum who hath the power to make wenches 

dance stark naked.” 

“By the mass!” interrupted Jehan, “I should like to be the demon Sidragasum.” 

Meanwhile, the vagabonds continued to arm themselves and whisper at the other end of the 

dram-shop. 

“That poor Esmeralda!” said a Bohemian. “She is our sister. She must be taken away from 

there.” 

“Is she still at Notre-Dame?” went on a merchant with the appearance of a Jew. 

“Yes, pardieu!” 

“Well! comrades!” exclaimed the merchant, “to Notre-Dame! So much the better, since there 

are in the chapel of Saints Féréol and Ferrution two statues, the one of John the Baptist, the other 



of Saint-Antoine, of solid gold, weighing together seven marks of gold and fifteen estellins; and 

the pedestals are of silver-gilt, of seventeen marks, five ounces. I know that; I am a goldsmith.” 

Here they served Jehan with his supper. As he threw himself back on the bosom of the wench 

beside him, he exclaimed,— 

“By Saint Voult-de-Lucques, whom people call Saint Goguelu, I am perfectly happy. I have 

before me a fool who gazes at me with the smooth face of an archduke. Here is one on my left 

whose teeth are so long that they hide his chin. And then, I am like the Marshal de Gié at the 

siege of Pontoise, I have my right resting on a hillock. Ventre-Mahom! Comrade! you have the 

air of a merchant of tennis-balls; and you come and sit yourself beside me! I am a nobleman, my 

friend! Trade is incompatible with nobility. Get out of that! Holà hé! You others, don’t fight! 

What, Baptiste Croque-Oison, you who have such a fine nose are going to risk it against the big 

fists of that lout! Fool! Non cuiquam datum est habere nasum—not every one is favored with a 

nose. You are really divine, Jacqueline Ronge-Oreille! ’tis a pity that you have no hair! Holà! my 

name is Jehan Frollo, and my brother is an archdeacon. May the devil fly off with him! All that I 

tell you is the truth. In turning vagabond, I have gladly renounced the half of a house situated in 

paradise, which my brother had promised me. Dimidiam domum in paradiso. I quote the text. I 

have a fief in the Rue Tirechappe, and all the women are in love with me, as true as Saint Éloy 

was an excellent goldsmith, and that the five trades of the good city of Paris are the tanners, the 

tawers, the makers of cross-belts, the purse-makers, and the sweaters, and that Saint Laurent was 

burnt with eggshells. I swear to you, comrades. 

“Que je ne beuvrai de piment, 

Devant un an, si je cy ment![57 ]  

“’Tis moonlight, my charmer; see yonder through the window how the wind is tearing the 

clouds to tatters! Even thus will I do to your gorget.—Wenches, wipe the children’s noses and 

snuff the candles.—Christ and Mahom! What am I eating here, Jupiter? Ohé! innkeeper! the hair 

which is not on the heads of your hussies one finds in your omelettes. Old woman! I like bald 

omelettes. May the devil confound you!—A fine hostelry of Beelzebub, where the hussies comb 

their heads with the forks! 

“Et je n’ai moi, 

Par la sang-Dieu! 

Ni foi, ni loi, 

Ni feu, ni lieu, 

    Ni roi, 

    Ni Dieu.”[58 ]  

In the meantime, Clopin Trouillefou had finished the distribution of arms. He approached 

Gringoire, who appeared to be plunged in a profound revery, with his feet on an andiron. 

“Friend Pierre,” said the King of Thunes, “what the devil are you thinking about?” 

Gringoire turned to him with a melancholy smile. 

“I love the fire, my dear lord. Not for the trivial reason that fire warms the feet or cooks our 

soup, but because it has sparks. Sometimes I pass whole hours in watching the sparks. I discover 

a thousand things in those stars which are sprinkled over the black background of the hearth. 

Those stars are also worlds.” 



“Thunder, if I understand you!” said the outcast. “Do you know what o’clock it is?” 

“I do not know,” replied Gringoire. 

Clopin approached the Duke of Egypt. 

“Comrade Mathias, the time we have chosen is not a good one. King Louis XI. is said to be in 

Paris.” 

“Another reason for snatching our sister from his claws,” replied the old Bohemian. 

“You speak like a man, Mathias,” said the King of Thunes. “Moreover, we will act promptly. 

No resistance is to be feared in the church. The canons are hares, and we are in force. The people 

of the parliament will be well balked to-morrow when they come to seek her! Guts of the pope I 

don’t want them to hang the pretty girl!” 

Clopin quitted the dram-shop. 

Meanwhile, Jehan was shouting in a hoarse voice: 

“I eat, I drink, I am drunk, I am Jupiter! Eh! Pierre, the Slaughterer, if you look at me like that 

again, I’ll fillip the dust off your nose for you.” 

Gringoire, torn from his meditations, began to watch the wild and noisy scene which 

surrounded him, muttering between his teeth: “Luxuriosa res vinum et tumultuosa ebrietas. Alas! 

what good reason I have not to drink, and how excellently spoke Saint-Benoît: ‘Vinum 

apostatare facit etiam sapientes!’” 

At that moment, Clopin returned and shouted in a voice of thunder: “Midnight!” 

At this word, which produced the effect of the call to boot and saddle on a regiment at a halt, 

all the outcasts, men, women, children, rushed in a mass from the tavern, with great noise of 

arms and old iron implements. 

The moon was obscured. 

The Cour des Miracles was entirely dark. There was not a single light. One could make out 

there a throng of men and women conversing in low tones. They could be heard buzzing, and a 

gleam of all sorts of weapons was visible in the darkness. Clopin mounted a large stone. 

“To your ranks, Argot!”[59 ]  he cried. “Fall into line, Egypt! Form ranks, Galilee!” 

A movement began in the darkness. The immense multitude appeared to form in a column. 

After a few minutes, the King of Thunes raised his voice once more,— 

“Now, silence to march through Paris! The password is, ‘Little sword in pocket!’ The torches 

will not be lighted till we reach Notre-Dame! Forward, march!” 

Ten minutes later, the cavaliers of the watch fled in terror before a long procession of black 

and silent men which was descending towards the Pont au Change, through the tortuous streets 

which pierce the close-built neighborhood of the markets in every direction. 

  



CHAPTER IV. AN AWKWARD FRIEND. 

That night, Quasimodo did not sleep. He had just made his last round of the church. He had 

not noticed, that at the moment when he was closing the doors, the archdeacon had passed close 

to him and betrayed some displeasure on seeing him bolting and barring with care the enormous 

iron locks which gave to their large leaves the solidity of a wall. Dom Claude’s air was even 

more preoccupied than usual. Moreover, since the nocturnal adventure in the cell, he had 

constantly abused Quasimodo, but in vain did he ill treat, and even beat him occasionally, 

nothing disturbed the submission, patience, the devoted resignation of the faithful bellringer. He 

endured everything on the part of the archdeacon, insults, threats, blows, without murmuring a 

complaint. At the most, he gazed uneasily after Dom Claude when the latter ascended the 

staircase of the tower; but the archdeacon had abstained from presenting himself again before the 

gypsy’s eyes. 

On that night, accordingly, Quasimodo, after having cast a glance at his poor bells which he so 

neglected now, Jacqueline, Marie, and Thibauld, mounted to the summit of the Northern tower, 

and there setting his dark lanturn, well closed, upon the leads, he began to gaze at Paris. The 

night, as we have already said, was very dark. Paris which, so to speak was not lighted at that 

epoch, presented to the eye a confused collection of black masses, cut here and there by the 

whitish curve of the Seine. Quasimodo no longer saw any light with the exception of one 

window in a distant edifice, whose vague and sombre profile was outlined well above the roofs, 

in the direction of the Porte Sainte-Antoine. There also, there was some one awake. 

As the only eye of the bellringer peered into that horizon of mist and night, he felt within him 

an inexpressible uneasiness. For several days he had been upon his guard. He had perceived men 

of sinister mien, who never took their eyes from the young girl’s asylum, prowling constantly 

about the church. He fancied that some plot might be in process of formation against the 

unhappy refugee. He imagined that there existed a popular hatred against her, as against himself, 

and that it was very possible that something might happen soon. Hence he remained upon his 

tower on the watch, “dreaming in his dream-place,” as Rabelais says, with his eye directed 

alternately on the cell and on Paris, keeping faithful guard, like a good dog, with a thousand 

suspicions in his mind. 

All at once, while he was scrutinizing the great city with that eye which nature, by a sort of 

compensation, had made so piercing that it could almost supply the other organs which 

Quasimodo lacked, it seemed to him that there was something singular about the Quay de la 

Vieille-Pelleterie, that there was a movement at that point, that the line of the parapet, standing 

out blackly against the whiteness of the water was not straight and tranquil, like that of the other 

quays, but that it undulated to the eye, like the waves of a river, or like the heads of a crowd in 

motion. 

This struck him as strange. He redoubled his attention. The movement seemed to be advancing 

towards the City. There was no light. It lasted for some time on the quay; then it gradually 

ceased, as though that which was passing were entering the interior of the island; then it stopped 

altogether, and the line of the quay became straight and motionless again. 

At the moment when Quasimodo was lost in conjectures, it seemed to him that the movement 

had re-appeared in the Rue du Parvis, which is prolonged into the city perpendicularly to the 

façade of Notre-Dame. At length, dense as was the darkness, he beheld the head of a column 



debouch from that street, and in an instant a crowd—of which nothing could be distinguished in 

the gloom except that it was a crowd—spread over the Place. 

This spectacle had a terror of its own. It is probable that this singular procession, which 

seemed so desirous of concealing itself under profound darkness, maintained a silence no less 

profound. Nevertheless, some noise must have escaped it, were it only a trampling. But this noise 

did not even reach our deaf man, and this great multitude, of which he saw hardly anything, and 

of which he heard nothing, though it was marching and moving so near him, produced upon him 

the effect of a rabble of dead men, mute, impalpable, lost in a smoke. It seemed to him, that he 

beheld advancing towards him a fog of men, and that he saw shadows moving in the shadow. 

Then his fears returned to him, the idea of an attempt against the gypsy presented itself once 

more to his mind. He was conscious, in a confused way, that a violent crisis was approaching. At 

that critical moment he took counsel with himself, with better and prompter reasoning than one 

would have expected from so badly organized a brain. Ought he to awaken the gypsy? to make 

her escape? Whither? The streets were invested, the church backed on the river. No boat, no 

issue!—There was but one thing to be done; to allow himself to be killed on the threshold of 

Notre-Dame, to resist at least until succor arrived, if it should arrive, and not to trouble la 

Esmeralda’s sleep. This resolution once taken, he set to examining the enemy with more 

tranquillity. 

The throng seemed to increase every moment in the church square. Only, he presumed that it 

must be making very little noise, since the windows on the Place remained closed. All at once, a 

flame flashed up, and in an instant seven or eight lighted torches passed over the heads of the 

crowd, shaking their tufts of flame in the deep shade. Quasimodo then beheld distinctly surging 

in the Parvis a frightful herd of men and women in rags, armed with scythes, pikes, billhooks and 

partisans, whose thousand points glittered. Here and there black pitchforks formed horns to the 

hideous faces. He vaguely recalled this populace, and thought that he recognized all the heads 

who had saluted him as Pope of the Fools some months previously. One man who held a torch in 

one hand and a club in the other, mounted a stone post and seemed to be haranguing them. At the 

same time the strange army executed several evolutions, as though it were taking up its post 

around the church. Quasimodo picked up his lantern and descended to the platform between the 

towers, in order to get a nearer view, and to spy out a means of defence. 

Clopin Trouillefou, on arriving in front of the lofty portal of Notre-Dame had, in fact, ranged 

his troops in order of battle. Although he expected no resistance, he wished, like a prudent 

general, to preserve an order which would permit him to face, at need, a sudden attack of the 

watch or the police. He had accordingly stationed his brigade in such a manner that, viewed from 

above and from a distance, one would have pronounced it the Roman triangle of the battle of 

Ecnomus, the boar’s head of Alexander or the famous wedge of Gustavus Adolphus. The base of 

this triangle rested on the back of the Place in such a manner as to bar the entrance of the Rue du 

Parvis; one of its sides faced Hôtel-Dieu, the other the Rue Saint-Pierre-aux-Bœufs. Clopin 

Trouillefou had placed himself at the apex with the Duke of Egypt, our friend Jehan, and the 

most daring of the scavengers. 

An enterprise like that which the vagabonds were now undertaking against Notre-Dame was 

not a very rare thing in the cities of the Middle Ages. What we now call the “police” did not exist 

then. In populous cities, especially in capitals, there existed no single, central, regulating power. 

Feudalism had constructed these great communities in a singular manner. A city was an 

assembly of a thousand seigneuries, which divided it into compartments of all shapes and sizes. 



Hence, a thousand conflicting establishments of police; that is to say, no police at all. In Paris, 

for example, independently of the hundred and forty-one lords who laid claim to a manor, there 

were five and twenty who laid claim to a manor and to administering justice, from the Bishop of 

Paris, who had five hundred streets, to the Prior of Notre-Dame des Champs, who had four. All 

these feudal justices recognized the suzerain authority of the king only in name. All possessed 

the right of control over the roads. All were at home. Louis XI., that indefatigable worker, who 

so largely began the demolition of the feudal edifice, continued by Richelieu and Louis XIV. for 

the profit of royalty, and finished by Mirabeau for the benefit of the people,—Louis XI. had 

certainly made an effort to break this network of seignories which covered Paris, by throwing 

violently across them all two or three troops of general police. Thus, in 1465, an order to the 

inhabitants to light candles in their windows at nightfall, and to shut up their dogs under penalty 

of death; in the same year, an order to close the streets in the evening with iron chains, and a 

prohibition to wear daggers or weapons of offence in the streets at night. But in a very short time, 

all these efforts at communal legislation fell into abeyance. The bourgeois permitted the wind to 

blow out their candles in the windows, and their dogs to stray; the iron chains were stretched 

only in a state of siege; the prohibition to wear daggers wrought no other changes than from the 

name of the Rue Coupe-Gueule to the name of the Rue-Coupe-Gorge[60 ]  which is an evident 

progress. The old scaffolding of feudal jurisdictions remained standing; an immense aggregation 

of bailiwicks and seignories crossing each other all over the city, interfering with each other, 

entangled in one another, enmeshing each other, trespassing on each other; a useless thicket of 

watches, sub-watches and counter-watches, over which, with armed force, passed brigandage, 

rapine, and sedition. Hence, in this disorder, deeds of violence on the part of the populace 

directed against a palace, a hôtel, or house in the most thickly populated quarters, were not 

unheard-of occurrences. In the majority of such cases, the neighbors did not meddle with the 

matter unless the pillaging extended to themselves. They stopped up their ears to the musket 

shots, closed their shutters, barricaded their doors, allowed the matter to be concluded with or 

without the watch, and the next day it was said in Paris, “Étienne Barbette was broken open last 

night. The Marshal de Clermont was seized last night, etc.” Hence, not only the royal habitations, 

the Louvre, the Palace, the Bastille, the Tournelles, but simply seignorial residences, the Petit-

Bourbon, the Hôtel de Sens, the Hôtel d’Angoulême, etc., had battlements on their walls, and 

machicolations over their doors. Churches were guarded by their sanctity. Some, among the 

number Notre-Dame, were fortified. The Abbey of Saint-Germain-des-Prés was castellated like a 

baronial mansion, and more brass expended about it in bombards than in bells. Its fortress was 

still to be seen in 1610. To-day, barely its church remains. 

Let us return to Notre-Dame. 

When the first arrangements were completed, and we must say, to the honor of vagabond 

discipline, that Clopin’s orders were executed in silence, and with admirable precision, the 

worthy chief of the band, mounted on the parapet of the church square, and raised his hoarse and 

surly voice, turning towards Notre-Dame, and brandishing his torch whose light, tossed by the 

wind, and veiled every moment by its own smoke, made the reddish façade of the church appear 

and disappear before the eye. 

“To you, Louis de Beaumont, bishop of Paris, counsellor in the Court of Parliament, I, Clopin 

Trouillefou, king of Thunes, grand Coësre, prince of Argot, bishop of fools, I say: Our sister, 

falsely condemned for magic, hath taken refuge in your church, you owe her asylum and safety. 

Now the Court of Parliament wishes to seize her once more there, and you consent to it; so that 

she would be hanged to-morrow in the Grève, if God and the outcasts were not here. If your 



church is sacred, so is our sister; if our sister is not sacred, neither is your church. That is why we 

call upon you to return the girl if you wish to save your church, or we will take possession of the 

girl again and pillage the church, which will be a good thing. In token of which I here plant my 

banner, and may God preserve you, bishop of Paris.” 

Quasimodo could not, unfortunately, hear these words uttered with a sort of sombre and 

savage majesty. A vagabond presented his banner to Clopin, who planted it solemnly between 

two paving-stones. It was a pitchfork from whose points hung a bleeding quarter of carrion meat. 

That done, the King of Thunes turned round and cast his eyes over his army, a fierce multitude 

whose glances flashed almost equally with their pikes. After a momentary pause,—“Forward, 

my Sons!” he cried; “to work, locksmiths!” 

Thirty bold men, square shouldered, and with pick-lock faces, stepped from the ranks, with 

hammers, pincers, and bars of iron on their shoulders. They betook themselves to the principal 

door of the church, ascended the steps, and were soon to be seen squatting under the arch, 

working at the door with pincers and levers; a throng of vagabonds followed them to help or look 

on. The eleven steps before the portal were covered with them. 

But the door stood firm. “The devil! ’tis hard and obstinate!” said one. “It is old, and its 

gristles have become bony,” said another. “Courage, comrades!” resumed Clopin. “I wager my 

head against a dipper that you will have opened the door, rescued the girl, and despoiled the 

chief altar before a single beadle is awake. Stay! I think I hear the lock breaking up.” 

Clopin was interrupted by a frightful uproar which re-sounded behind him at that moment. He 

wheeled round. An enormous beam had just fallen from above; it had crushed a dozen vagabonds 

on the pavement with the sound of a cannon, breaking in addition, legs here and there in the 

crowd of beggars, who sprang aside with cries of terror. In a twinkling, the narrow precincts of 

the church parvis were cleared. The locksmiths, although protected by the deep vaults of the 

portal, abandoned the door and Clopin himself retired to a respectful distance from the church. 

“I had a narrow escape!” cried Jehan. “I felt the wind, of it, tête-de-bœuf! but Pierre the 

Slaughterer is slaughtered!” 

It is impossible to describe the astonishment mingled with fright which fell upon the ruffians 

in company with this beam. 

They remained for several minutes with their eyes in the air, more dismayed by that piece of 

wood than by the king’s twenty thousand archers. 

“Satan!” muttered the Duke of Egypt, “this smacks of magic!” 

“’Tis the moon which threw this log at us,” said Andry the Red. 

“Call the moon the friend of the Virgin, after that!” went on François Chanteprune. 

“A thousand popes!” exclaimed Clopin, “you are all fools!” But he did not know how to 

explain the fall of the beam. 

Meanwhile, nothing could be distinguished on the façade, to whose summit the light of the 

torches did not reach. The heavy beam lay in the middle of the enclosure, and groans were heard 

from the poor wretches who had received its first shock, and who had been almost cut in twain, 

on the angle of the stone steps. 

The King of Thunes, his first amazement passed, finally found an explanation which appeared 

plausible to his companions. 

“Throat of God! are the canons defending themselves? To the sack, then! to the sack!” 



“To the sack!” repeated the rabble, with a furious hurrah. A discharge of crossbows and 

hackbuts against the front of the church followed. 

At this detonation, the peaceable inhabitants of the surrounding houses woke up; many 

windows were seen to open, and nightcaps and hands holding candles appeared at the casements. 

“Fire at the windows,” shouted Clopin. The windows were immediately closed, and the 

poor bourgeois, who had hardly had time to cast a frightened glance on this scene of gleams and 

tumult, returned, perspiring with fear to their wives, asking themselves whether the witches’ 

sabbath was now being held in the parvis of Notre-Dame, or whether there was an assault of 

Burgundians, as in ’64. Then the husbands thought of theft; the wives, of rape; and all trembled. 

“To the sack!” repeated the thieves’ crew; but they dared not approach. They stared at the 

beam, they stared at the church. The beam did not stir, the edifice preserved its calm and deserted 

air; but something chilled the outcasts. 

“To work, locksmiths!” shouted Trouillefou. “Let the door be forced!” 

No one took a step. 

“Beard and belly!” said Clopin, “here be men afraid of a beam.” 

An old locksmith addressed him— 

“Captain, ’tis not the beam which bothers us, ’tis the door, which is all covered with iron bars. 

Our pincers are powerless against it.” 

“What more do you want to break it in?” demanded Clopin. 

“Ah! we ought to have a battering ram.” 

The King of Thunes ran boldly to the formidable beam, and placed his foot upon it: “Here is 

one!” he exclaimed; “’tis the canons who send it to you.” And, making a mocking salute in the 

direction of the church, “Thanks, canons!” 

This piece of bravado produced its effects,—the spell of the beam was broken. The vagabonds 

recovered their courage; soon the heavy joist, raised like a feather by two hundred vigorous 

arms, was flung with fury against the great door which they had tried to batter down. At the sight 

of that long beam, in the half-light which the infrequent torches of the brigands spread over the 

Place, thus borne by that crowd of men who dashed it at a run against the church, one would 

have thought that he beheld a monstrous beast with a thousand feet attacking with lowered head 

the giant of stone. 

At the shock of the beam, the half metallic door sounded like an immense drum; it was not 

burst in, but the whole cathedral trembled, and the deepest cavities of the edifice were heard to 

echo. 

At the same moment, a shower of large stones began to fall from the top of the façade on the 

assailants. 

“The devil!” cried Jehan, “are the towers shaking their balustrades down on our heads?” 

But the impulse had been given, the King of Thunes had set the example. Evidently, the 

bishop was defending himself, and they only battered the door with the more rage, in spite of the 

stones which cracked skulls right and left. 

It was remarkable that all these stones fell one by one; but they followed each other closely. 

The thieves always felt two at a time, one on their legs and one on their heads. There were few 

which did not deal their blow, and a large layer of dead and wounded lay bleeding and panting 

beneath the feet of the assailants who, now grown furious, replaced each other without 



intermission. The long beam continued to belabor the door, at regular intervals, like the clapper 

of a bell, the stones to rain down, the door to groan. 

The reader has no doubt divined that this unexpected resistance which had exasperated the 

outcasts came from Quasimodo. 

Chance had, unfortunately, favored the brave deaf man. 

When he had descended to the platform between the towers, his ideas were all in confusion. 

He had run up and down along the gallery for several minutes like a madman, surveying from 

above, the compact mass of vagabonds ready to hurl itself on the church, demanding the safety 

of the gypsy from the devil or from God. The thought had occurred to him of ascending to the 

southern belfry and sounding the alarm, but before he could have set the bell in motion, before 

Marie’s voice could have uttered a single clamor, was there not time to burst in the door of the 

church ten times over? It was precisely the moment when the locksmiths were advancing upon it 

with their tools. What was to be done? 

All at once, he remembered that some masons had been at work all day repairing the wall, the 

timber-work, and the roof of the south tower. This was a flash of light. The wall was of stone, the 

roof of lead, the timber-work of wood. (That prodigious timber-work, so dense that it was called 

“the forest.”) 

Quasimodo hastened to that tower. The lower chambers were, in fact, full of materials. There 

were piles of rough blocks of stone, sheets of lead in rolls, bundles of laths, heavy beams already 

notched with the saw, heaps of plaster. 

Time was pressing, The pikes and hammers were at work below. With a strength which the 

sense of danger increased tenfold, he seized one of the beams—the longest and heaviest; he 

pushed it out through a loophole, then, grasping it again outside of the tower, he made it slide 

along the angle of the balustrade which surrounds the platform, and let it fly into the abyss. The 

enormous timber, during that fall of a hundred and sixty feet, scraping the wall, breaking the 

carvings, turned many times on its centre, like the arm of a windmill flying off alone through 

space. At last it reached the ground, the horrible cry arose, and the black beam, as it rebounded 

from the pavement, resembled a serpent leaping. 

Quasimodo beheld the outcasts scatter at the fall of the beam, like ashes at the breath of a 

child. He took advantage of their fright, and while they were fixing a superstitious glance on the 

club which had fallen from heaven, and while they were putting out the eyes of the stone saints 

on the front with a discharge of arrows and buckshot, Quasimodo was silently piling up plaster, 

stones, and rough blocks of stone, even the sacks of tools belonging to the masons, on the edge 

of the balustrade from which the beam had already been hurled. 

Thus, as soon as they began to batter the grand door, the shower of rough blocks of stone 

began to fall, and it seemed to them that the church itself was being demolished over their heads. 

Any one who could have beheld Quasimodo at that moment would have been frightened. 

Independently of the projectiles which he had piled upon the balustrade, he had collected a heap 

of stones on the platform itself. As fast as the blocks on the exterior edge were exhausted, he 

drew on the heap. Then he stooped and rose, stooped and rose again with incredible activity. His 

huge gnome’s head bent over the balustrade, then an enormous stone fell, then another, then 

another. From time to time, he followed a fine stone with his eye, and when it did good 

execution, he said, “Hum!” 



Meanwhile, the beggars did not grow discouraged. The thick door on which they were venting 

their fury had already trembled more than twenty times beneath the weight of their oaken 

battering-ram, multiplied by the strength of a hundred men. The panels cracked, the carved work 

flew into splinters, the hinges, at every blow, leaped from their pins, the planks yawned, the 

wood crumbled to powder, ground between the iron sheathing. Fortunately for Quasimodo, there 

was more iron than wood. 

Nevertheless, he felt that the great door was yielding. Although he did not hear it, every blow 

of the ram reverberated simultaneously in the vaults of the church and within it. From above he 

beheld the vagabonds, filled with triumph and rage, shaking their fists at the gloomy façade; and 

both on the gypsy’s account and his own he envied the wings of the owls which flitted away 

above his head in flocks. 

His shower of stone blocks was not sufficient to repel the assailants. 

At this moment of anguish, he noticed, a little lower down than the balustrade whence he was 

crushing the thieves, two long stone gutters which discharged immediately over the great door; 

the internal orifice of these gutters terminated on the pavement of the platform. An idea occurred 

to him; he ran in search of a fagot in his bellringer’s den, placed on this fagot a great many 

bundles of laths, and many rolls of lead, munitions which he had not employed so far, and having 

arranged this pile in front of the hole to the two gutters, he set it on fire with his lantern. 

During this time, since the stones no longer fell, the outcasts ceased to gaze into the air. The 

bandits, panting like a pack of hounds who are forcing a boar into his lair, pressed tumultuously 

round the great door, all disfigured by the battering ram, but still standing. They were waiting 

with a quiver for the great blow which should split it open. They vied with each other in pressing 

as close as possible, in order to dash among the first, when it should open, into that opulent 

cathedral, a vast reservoir where the wealth of three centuries had been piled up. They reminded 

each other with roars of exultation and greedy lust, of the beautiful silver crosses, the fine copes 

of brocade, the beautiful tombs of silver gilt, the great magnificences of the choir, the dazzling 

festivals, the Christmasses sparkling with torches, the Easters sparkling with sunshine,—all those 

splendid solemneties wherein chandeliers, ciboriums, tabernacles, and reliquaries, studded the 

altars with a crust of gold and diamonds. Certainly, at that fine moment, thieves and pseudo 

sufferers, doctors in stealing, and vagabonds, were thinking much less of delivering the gypsy 

than of pillaging Notre-Dame. We could even easily believe that for a goodly number among 

them la Esmeralda was only a pretext, if thieves needed pretexts. 

All at once, at the moment when they were grouping themselves round the ram for a last 

effort, each one holding his breath and stiffening his muscles in order to communicate all his 

force to the decisive blow, a howl more frightful still than that which had burst forth and expired 

beneath the beam, rose among them. Those who did not cry out, those who were still alive, 

looked. Two streams of melted lead were falling from the summit of the edifice into the thickest 

of the rabble. That sea of men had just sunk down beneath the boiling metal, which had made, at 

the two points where it fell, two black and smoking holes in the crowd, such as hot water would 

make in snow. Dying men, half consumed and groaning with anguish, could be seen writhing 

there. Around these two principal streams there were drops of that horrible rain, which scattered 

over the assailants and entered their skulls like gimlets of fire. It was a heavy fire which 

overwhelmed these wretches with a thousand hailstones. 

The outcry was heartrending. They fled pell-mell, hurling the beam upon the bodies, the 

boldest as well as the most timid, and the parvis was cleared a second time. 



All eyes were raised to the top of the church. They beheld there an extraordinary sight. On the 

crest of the highest gallery, higher than the central rose window, there was a great flame rising 

between the two towers with whirlwinds of sparks, a vast, disordered, and furious flame, a 

tongue of which was borne into the smoke by the wind, from time to time. Below that fire, below 

the gloomy balustrade with its trefoils showing darkly against its glare, two spouts with monster 

throats were vomiting forth unceasingly that burning rain, whose silvery stream stood out against 

the shadows of the lower façade. As they approached the earth, these two jets of liquid lead 

spread out in sheaves, like water springing from the thousand holes of a watering-pot. Above the 

flame, the enormous towers, two sides of each of which were visible in sharp outline, the one 

wholly black, the other wholly red, seemed still more vast with all the immensity of the shadow 

which they cast even to the sky. 

Their innumerable sculptures of demons and dragons assumed a lugubrious aspect. The 

restless light of the flame made them move to the eye. There were griffins which had the air of 

laughing, gargoyles which one fancied one heard yelping, salamanders which puffed at the fire, 

tarasques[61 ] which sneezed in the smoke. And among the monsters thus roused from their 

sleep of stone by this flame, by this noise, there was one who walked about, and who was seen, 

from time to time, to pass across the glowing face of the pile, like a bat in front of a candle. 

Without doubt, this strange beacon light would awaken far away, the woodcutter of the hills of 

Bicêtre, terrified to behold the gigantic shadow of the towers of Notre-Dame quivering over his 

heaths. 

A terrified silence ensued among the outcasts, during which nothing was heard, but the cries 

of alarm of the canons shut up in their cloister, and more uneasy than horses in a burning stable, 

the furtive sound of windows hastily opened and still more hastily closed, the internal hurly-

burly of the houses and of the Hôtel-Dieu, the wind in the flame, the last death-rattle of the 

dying, and the continued crackling of the rain of lead upon the pavement. 

In the meanwhile, the principal vagabonds had retired beneath the porch of the Gondelaurier 

mansion, and were holding a council of war. 

The Duke of Egypt, seated on a stone post, contemplated the phantasmagorical bonfire, 

glowing at a height of two hundred feet in the air, with religious terror. Clopin Trouillefou bit his 

huge fists with rage. 

“Impossible to get in!” he muttered between his teeth. 

“An old, enchanted church!” grumbled the aged Bohemian, Mathias Hungadi Spicali. 

“By the Pope’s whiskers!” went on a sham soldier, who had once been in service, “here are 

church gutters spitting melted lead at you better than the machicolations of Lectoure.” 

“Do you see that demon passing and repassing in front of the fire?” exclaimed the Duke of 

Egypt. 

“Pardieu, ’tis that damned bellringer, ’tis Quasimodo,” said Clopin. 

The Bohemian tossed his head. “I tell you, that ’tis the spirit Sabnac, the grand marquis, the 

demon of fortifications. He has the form of an armed soldier, the head of a lion. Sometimes he 

rides a hideous horse. He changes men into stones, of which he builds towers. He commands 

fifty legions ’Tis he indeed; I recognize him. Sometimes he is clad in a handsome golden robe, 

figured after the Turkish fashion.” 

“Where is Bellevigne de l’Étoile?” demanded Clopin. 

“He is dead.” 



Andry the Red laughed in an idiotic way: “Notre-Dame is making work for the hospital,” said 

he. 

“Is there, then, no way of forcing this door,” exclaimed the King of Thunes, stamping his foot. 

The Duke of Egypt pointed sadly to the two streams of boiling lead which did not cease to 

streak the black façade, like two long distaffs of phosphorus. 

“Churches have been known to defend themselves thus all by themselves,” he remarked with a 

sigh. “Saint-Sophia at Constantinople, forty years ago, hurled to the earth three times in 

succession, the crescent of Mahom, by shaking her domes, which are her heads. Guillaume de 

Paris, who built this one was a magician.” 

“Must we then retreat in pitiful fashion, like highwaymen?” said Clopin. “Must we leave our 

sister here, whom those hooded wolves will hang to-morrow.” 

“And the sacristy, where there are wagon-loads of gold!” added a vagabond, whose name, we 

regret to say, we do not know. 

“Beard of Mahom!” cried Trouillefou. 

“Let us make another trial,” resumed the vagabond. 

Mathias Hungadi shook his head. 

“We shall never get in by the door. We must find the defect in the armor of the old fairy; a 

hole, a false postern, some joint or other.” 

“Who will go with me?” said Clopin. “I shall go at it again. By the way, where is the little 

scholar Jehan, who is so encased in iron?” 

“He is dead, no doubt,” some one replied; “we no longer hear his laugh.” 

The King of Thunes frowned: “So much the worse. There was a brave heart under that 

ironmongery. And Master Pierre Gringoire?” 

“Captain Clopin,” said Andry the Red, “he slipped away before we reached the Pont-aux-

Changeurs.” 

Clopin stamped his foot. “Gueule-Dieu! ’twas he who pushed us on hither, and he has deserted 

us in the very middle of the job! Cowardly chatterer, with a slipper for a helmet!” 

“Captain Clopin,” said Andry the Red, who was gazing down Rue du Parvis, “yonder is the 

little scholar.” 

“Praised be Pluto!” said Clopin. “But what the devil is he dragging after him?” 

It was, in fact, Jehan, who was running as fast as his heavy outfit of a Paladin, and a long 

ladder which trailed on the pavement, would permit, more breathless than an ant harnessed to a 

blade of grass twenty times longer than itself. 

“Victory! Te Deum!” cried the scholar. “Here is the ladder of the longshoremen of Port Saint-

Landry.” 

Clopin approached him. 

“Child, what do you mean to do, corne-dieu! with this ladder?” 

“I have it,” replied Jehan, panting. “I knew where it was under the shed of the lieutenant’s 

house. There’s a wench there whom I know, who thinks me as handsome as Cupido. I made use 

of her to get the ladder, and I have the ladder, Pasque-Mahom! The poor girl came to open the 

door to me in her shift.” 

“Yes,” said Clopin, “but what are you going to do with that ladder?” 



Jehan gazed at him with a malicious, knowing look, and cracked his fingers like castanets. At 

that moment he was sublime. On his head he wore one of those overloaded helmets of the 

fifteenth century, which frightened the enemy with their fanciful crests. His bristled with ten iron 

beaks, so that Jehan could have disputed with Nestor’s Homeric vessel the redoubtable title of 

δεκέμβολος. 

“What do I mean to do with it, august king of Thunes? Do you see that row of statues which 

have such idiotic expressions, yonder, above the three portals?” 

“Yes. Well?” 

“’Tis the gallery of the kings of France.” 

“What is that to me?” said Clopin. 

“Wait! At the end of that gallery there is a door which is never fastened otherwise than with a 

latch, and with this ladder I ascend, and I am in the church.” 

“Child let me be the first to ascend.” 

“No, comrade, the ladder is mine. Come, you shall be the second.” 

“May Beelzebub strangle you!” said surly Clopin, “I won’t be second to anybody.” 

“Then find a ladder, Clopin!” 

Jehan set out on a run across the Place, dragging his ladder and shouting: “Follow me, lads!” 

In an instant the ladder was raised, and propped against the balustrade of the lower gallery, 

above one of the lateral doors. The throng of vagabonds, uttering loud acclamations, crowded to 

its foot to ascend. But Jehan maintained his right, and was the first to set foot on the rungs. The 

passage was tolerably long. The gallery of the kings of France is to-day about sixty feet above 

the pavement. The eleven steps of the flight before the door, made it still higher. Jehan mounted 

slowly, a good deal incommoded by his heavy armor, holding his crossbow in one hand, and 

clinging to a rung with the other. When he reached the middle of the ladder, he cast a melancholy 

glance at the poor dead outcasts, with which the steps were strewn. “Alas!” said he, “here is a 

heap of bodies worthy of the fifth book of the Iliad!” Then he continued his ascent. The 

vagabonds followed him. There was one on every rung. At the sight of this line of cuirassed 

backs, undulating as they rose through the gloom, one would have pronounced it a serpent with 

steel scales, which was raising itself erect in front of the church. Jehan who formed the head, and 

who was whistling, completed the illusion. 

The scholar finally reached the balcony of the gallery, and climbed over it nimbly, to the 

applause of the whole vagabond tribe. Thus master of the citadel, he uttered a shout of joy, and 

suddenly halted, petrified. He had just caught sight of Quasimodo concealed in the dark, with 

flashing eye, behind one of the statues of the kings. 

Before a second assailant could gain a foothold on the gallery, the formidable hunchback 

leaped to the head of the ladder, without uttering a word, seized the ends of the two uprights with 

his powerful hands, raised them, pushed them out from the wall, balanced the long and pliant 

ladder, loaded with vagabonds from top to bottom for a moment, in the midst of shrieks of 

anguish, then suddenly, with superhuman force, hurled this cluster of men backward into the 

Place. There was a moment when even the most resolute trembled. The ladder, launched 

backwards, remained erect and standing for an instant, and seemed to hesitate, then wavered, 

then suddenly, describing a frightful arc of a circle eighty feet in radius, crashed upon the 

pavement with its load of ruffians, more rapidly than a drawbridge when its chains break. There 



arose an immense imprecation, then all was still, and a few mutilated wretches were seen, 

crawling over the heap of dead. 

A sound of wrath and grief followed the first cries of triumph among the besiegers. 

Quasimodo, impassive, with both elbows propped on the balustrade, looked on. He had the air of 

an old, bushy-headed king at his window. 

As for Jehan Frollo, he was in a critical position. He found himself in the gallery with the 

formidable bellringer, alone, separated from his companions by a vertical wall eighty feet high. 

While Quasimodo was dealing with the ladder, the scholar had run to the postern which he 

believed to be open. It was not. The deaf man had closed it behind him when he entered the 

gallery. Jehan had then concealed himself behind a stone king, not daring to breathe, and fixing 

upon the monstrous hunchback a frightened gaze, like the man, who, when courting the wife of 

the guardian of a menagerie, went one evening to a love rendezvous, mistook the wall which he 

was to climb, and suddenly found himself face to face with a white bear. 

For the first few moments, the deaf man paid no heed to him; but at last he turned his head, 

and suddenly straightened up. He had just caught sight of the scholar. 

Jehan prepared himself for a rough shock, but the deaf man remained motionless; only he had 

turned towards the scholar and was looking at him. 

“Ho ho!” said Jehan, “what do you mean by staring at me with that solitary and melancholy 

eye?” 

As he spoke thus, the young scamp stealthily adjusted his crossbow. 

“Quasimodo!” he cried, “I am going to change your surname: you shall be called the blind 

man.” 

The shot sped. The feathered vireton[62 ]  whizzed and entered the hunchback’s left arm. 

Quasimodo appeared no more moved by it than by a scratch to King Pharamond. He laid his 

hand on the arrow, tore it from his arm, and tranquilly broke it across his big knee; then he let the 

two pieces drop on the floor, rather than threw them down. But Jehan had no opportunity to fire a 

second time. The arrow broken, Quasimodo breathing heavily, bounded like a grasshopper, and 

he fell upon the scholar, whose armor was flattened against the wall by the blow. 

Then in that gloom, wherein wavered the light of the torches, a terrible thing was seen. 

Quasimodo had grasped with his left hand the two arms of Jehan, who did not offer any 

resistance, so thoroughly did he feel that he was lost. With his right hand, the deaf man detached 

one by one, in silence, with sinister slowness, all the pieces of his armor, the sword, the daggers, 

the helmet, the cuirass, the leg pieces. One would have said that it was a monkey taking the shell 

from a nut. Quasimodo flung the scholar’s iron shell at his feet, piece by piece. When the scholar 

beheld himself disarmed, stripped, weak, and naked in those terrible hands, he made no attempt 

to speak to the deaf man, but began to laugh audaciously in his face, and to sing with his intrepid 

heedlessness of a child of sixteen, the then popular ditty:— 

“Elle est bien habillée, 

La ville de Cambrai; 

Marafin l’a pillée....”[63 ]  

He did not finish. Quasimodo was seen on the parapet of the gallery, holding the scholar by 

the feet with one hand and whirling him over the abyss like a sling; then a sound like that of a 

bony structure in contact with a wall was heard, and something was seen to fall which halted a 



third of the way down in its fall, on a projection in the architecture. It was a dead body which 

remained hanging there, bent double, its loins broken, its skull empty. 

A cry of horror rose among the vagabonds. 

“Vengeance!” shouted Clopin. “To the sack!” replied the multitude. “Assault! assault!” 

There came a tremendous howl, in which were mingled all tongues, all dialects, all accents. 

The death of the poor scholar imparted a furious ardor to that crowd. It was seized with shame, 

and the wrath of having been held so long in check before a church by a hunchback. Rage found 

ladders, multiplied the torches, and, at the expiration of a few minutes, Quasimodo, in despair, 

beheld that terrible ant heap mount on all sides to the assault of Notre-Dame. Those who had no 

ladders had knotted ropes; those who had no ropes climbed by the projections of the carvings. 

They hung from each other’s rags. There were no means of resisting that rising tide of frightful 

faces; rage made these fierce countenances ruddy; their clayey brows were dripping with sweat; 

their eyes darted lightnings; all these grimaces, all these horrors laid siege to Quasimodo. One 

would have said that some other church had despatched to the assault of Notre-Dame its gorgons, 

its dogs, its drées, its demons, its most fantastic sculptures. It was like a layer of living monsters 

on the stone monsters of the façade. 

Meanwhile, the Place was studded with a thousand torches. This scene of confusion, till now 

hid in darkness, was suddenly flooded with light. The parvis was resplendent, and cast a radiance 

on the sky; the bonfire lighted on the lofty platform was still burning, and illuminated the city far 

away. The enormous silhouette of the two towers, projected afar on the roofs of Paris, and 

formed a large notch of black in this light. The city seemed to be aroused. Alarm bells wailed in 

the distance. The vagabonds howled, panted, swore, climbed; and Quasimodo, powerless against 

so many enemies, shuddering for the gypsy, beholding the furious faces approaching ever nearer 

and nearer to his gallery, entreated heaven for a miracle, and wrung his arms in despair. 

  



CHAPTER V. THE RETREAT IN WHICH MONSIEUR LOUIS OF FRANCE SAYS HIS 

PRAYERS. 

The reader has not, perhaps, forgotten that one moment before catching sight of the nocturnal 

band of vagabonds, Quasimodo, as he inspected Paris from the heights of his bell tower, 

perceived only one light burning, which gleamed like a star from a window on the topmost story 

of a lofty edifice beside the Porte Saint-Antoine. This edifice was the Bastille. That star was the 

candle of Louis XI. King Louis XI. had, in fact, been two days in Paris. He was to take his 

departure on the next day but one for his citadel of Montilz-les-Tours. He made but seldom and 

brief appearance in his good city of Paris, since there he did not feel about him enough pitfalls, 

gibbets, and Scotch archers. 

He had come, that day, to sleep at the Bastille. The great chamber five toises[64 ]  square, 

which he had at the Louvre, with its huge chimney-piece loaded with twelve great beasts and 

thirteen great prophets, and his grand bed, eleven feet by twelve, pleased him but little. He felt 

himself lost amid all this grandeur. This good bourgeois king preferred the Bastille with a tiny 

chamber and couch. And then, the Bastille was stronger than the Louvre. 

This little chamber, which the king reserved for himself in the famous state prison, was also 

tolerably spacious and occupied the topmost story of a turret rising from the donjon keep. It was 

circular in form, carpeted with mats of shining straw, ceiled with beams, enriched with fleurs-de-

lis of gilded metal with interjoists in color; wainscoated with rich woods sown with rosettes of 

white metal, and with others painted a fine, bright green, made of orpiment and fine indigo. 

There was only one window, a long pointed casement, latticed with brass wire and bars of 

iron, further darkened by fine colored panes with the arms of the king and of the queen, each 

pane being worth two and twenty sols. 

There was but one entrance, a modern door, with a flat arch, garnished with a piece of tapestry 

on the inside, and on the outside by one of those porches of Irish wood, frail edifices of cabinet-

work curiously wrought, numbers of which were still to be seen in old houses a hundred and fifty 

years ago. “Although they disfigure and embarrass the places,” says Sauvel in despair, “our old 

people are still unwilling to get rid of them, and keep them in spite of everybody.” 

In this chamber, nothing was to be found of what furnishes ordinary apartments, neither 

benches, nor trestles, nor forms, nor common stools in the form of a chest, nor fine stools 

sustained by pillars and counter-pillars, at four sols a piece. Only one easy arm-chair, very 

magnificent, was to be seen; the wood was painted with roses on a red ground, the seat was of 

ruby Cordovan leather, ornamented with long silken fringes, and studded with a thousand golden 

nails. The loneliness of this chair made it apparent that only one person had a right to sit down in 

this apartment. Beside the chair, and quite close to the window, there was a table covered with a 

cloth with a pattern of birds. On this table stood an inkhorn spotted with ink, some parchments, 

several pens, and a large goblet of chased silver. A little further on was a brazier, a praying stool 

in crimson velvet, relieved with small bosses of gold. Finally, at the extreme end of the room, a 

simple bed of scarlet and yellow damask, without either tinsel or lace; having only an ordinary 

fringe. This bed, famous for having borne the sleep or the sleeplessness of Louis XI., was still to 

be seen two hundred years ago, at the house of a councillor of state, where it was seen by old 

Madame Pilou, celebrated in Cyrus under the name Arricidie and of la Morale Vivante. 

Such was the chamber which was called “the retreat where Monsieur Louis de France says his 

prayers.” 



At the moment when we have introduced the reader into it, this retreat was very dark. The 

curfew bell had sounded an hour before; night was come, and there was only one flickering wax 

candle set on the table to light five persons variously grouped in the chamber. 

The first on which the light fell was a seigneur superbly clad in breeches and jerkin of scarlet 

striped with silver, and a loose coat with half sleeves of cloth of gold with black figures. This 

splendid costume, on which the light played, seemed glazed with flame on every fold. The man 

who wore it had his armorial bearings embroidered on his breast in vivid colors; a chevron 

accompanied by a deer passant. The shield was flanked, on the right by an olive branch, on the 

left by a deer’s antlers. This man wore in his girdle a rich dagger whose hilt, of silver gilt, was 

chased in the form of a helmet, and surmounted by a count’s coronet. He had a forbidding air, a 

proud mien, and a head held high. At the first glance one read arrogance on his visage; at the 

second, craft. 

He was standing bareheaded, a long roll of parchment in his hand, behind the arm-chair in 

which was seated, his body ungracefully doubled up, his knees crossed, his elbow on the table, a 

very badly accoutred personage. Let the reader imagine in fact, on the rich seat of Cordova 

leather, two crooked knees, two thin thighs, poorly clad in black worsted tricot, a body 

enveloped in a cloak of fustian, with fur trimming of which more leather than hair was visible; 

lastly, to crown all, a greasy old hat of the worst sort of black cloth, bordered with a circular 

string of leaden figures. This, in company with a dirty skull-cap, which hardly allowed a hair to 

escape, was all that distinguished the seated personage. He held his head so bent upon his breast, 

that nothing was to be seen of his face thus thrown into shadow, except the tip of his nose, upon 

which fell a ray of light, and which must have been long. From the thinness of his wrinkled hand, 

one divined that he was an old man. It was Louis XI. At some distance behind them, two men 

dressed in garments of Flemish style were conversing, who were not sufficiently lost in the 

shadow to prevent any one who had been present at the performance of Gringoire’s mystery 

from recognizing in them two of the principal Flemish envoys, Guillaume Rym, the sagacious 

pensioner of Ghent, and Jacques Coppenole, the popular hosier. The reader will remember that 

these men were mixed up in the secret politics of Louis XI. Finally, quite at the end of the room, 

near the door, in the dark, stood, motionless as a statue, a vigorous man with thickset limbs, a 

military harness, with a surcoat of armorial bearings, whose square face pierced with staring 

eyes, slit with an immense mouth, his ears concealed by two large screens of flat hair, had 

something about it both of the dog and the tiger. 

All were uncovered except the king. 

The gentleman who stood near the king was reading him a sort of long memorial to which his 

majesty seemed to be listening attentively. The two Flemings were whispering together. 

“Cross of God!” grumbled Coppenole, “I am tired of standing; is there no chair here?” 

Rym replied by a negative gesture, accompanied by a discreet smile. 

“Croix-Dieu!” resumed Coppenole, thoroughly unhappy at being obliged to lower his voice 

thus, “I should like to sit down on the floor, with my legs crossed, like a hosier, as I do in my 

shop.” 

“Take good care that you do not, Master Jacques.” 

“Ouais! Master Guillaume! can one only remain here on his feet?” 

“Or on his knees,” said Rym. 

At that moment the king’s voice was uplifted. They held their peace. 



“Fifty sols for the robes of our valets, and twelve livres for the mantles of the clerks of our 

crown! That’s it! Pour out gold by the ton! Are you mad, Olivier?” 

As he spoke thus, the old man raised his head. The golden shells of the collar of Saint-Michael 

could be seen gleaming on his neck. The candle fully illuminated his gaunt and morose profile. 

He tore the papers from the other’s hand. 

“You are ruining us!” he cried, casting his hollow eyes over the scroll. “What is all this? What 

need have we of so prodigious a household? Two chaplains at ten livres a month each, and, a 

chapel clerk at one hundred sols! A valet-de-chambre at ninety livres a year. Four head cooks at 

six score livres a year each! A spit-cook, an herb-cook, a sauce-cook, a butler, two sumpter-horse 

lackeys, at ten livres a month each! Two scullions at eight livres! A groom of the stables and his 

two aids at four and twenty livres a month! A porter, a pastry-cook, a baker, two carters, each 

sixty livres a year! And the farrier six score livres! And the master of the chamber of our funds, 

twelve hundred livres! And the comptroller five hundred. And how do I know what else? ’Tis 

ruinous. The wages of our servants are putting France to the pillage! All the ingots of the Louvre 

will melt before such a fire of expenses! We shall have to sell our plate! And next year, if God 

and our Lady (here he raised his hat) lend us life, we shall drink our potions from a pewter pot!” 

So saying, he cast a glance at the silver goblet which gleamed upon the table. He coughed and 

continued,— 

“Master Olivier, the princes who reign over great lordships, like kings and emperors, should 

not allow sumptuousness in their houses; for the fire spreads thence through the province. Hence, 

Master Olivier, consider this said once for all. Our expenditure increases every year. The thing 

displease us. How, pasque-Dieu! when in ’79 it did not exceed six and thirty thousand livres, did 

it attain in ’80, forty-three thousand six hundred and nineteen livres? I have the figures in my 

head. In ’81, sixty-six thousand six hundred and eighty livres, and this year, by the faith of my 

body, it will reach eighty thousand livres! Doubled in four years! Monstrous!” 

He paused breathless, then resumed energetically,— 

“I behold around me only people who fatten on my leanness! you suck crowns from me at 

every pore.” 

All remained silent. This was one of those fits of wrath which are allowed to take their course. 

He continued,— 

“’Tis like that request in Latin from the gentlemen of France, that we should re-establish what 

they call the grand charges of the Crown! Charges in very deed! Charges which crush! Ah! 

gentlemen! you say that we are not a king to reign dapifero nullo, buticulario nullo! We will let 

you see, pasque-Dieu! whether we are not a king!” 

Here he smiled, in the consciousness of his power; this softened his bad humor, and he turned 

towards the Flemings,— 

“Do you see, Gossip Guillaume? the grand warden of the keys, the grand butler, the grand 

chamberlain, the grand seneschal are not worth the smallest valet. Remember this, Gossip 

Coppenole. They serve no purpose, as they stand thus useless round the king; they produce upon 

me the effect of the four Evangelists who surround the face of the big clock of the palace, and 

which Philippe Brille has just set in order afresh. They are gilt, but they do not indicate the hour; 

and the hands can get on without them.” 

He remained in thought for a moment, then added, shaking his aged head,— 



“Ho! ho! by our Lady, I am not Philippe Brille, and I shall not gild the great vassals anew. 

Continue, Olivier.” 

The person whom he designated by this name, took the papers into his hands again, and began 

to read aloud,— 

“To Adam Tenon, clerk of the warden of the seals of the provostship of Paris; for the silver, 

making, and engraving of said seals, which have been made new because the others preceding, 

by reason of their antiquity and their worn condition, could no longer be successfully used, 

twelve livres parisis. 

“To Guillaume Frère, the sum of four livres, four sols parisis, for his trouble and salary, for 

having nourished and fed the doves in the two dove-cots of the Hôtel des Tournelles, during the 

months of January, February, and March of this year; and for this he hath given seven sextiers of 

barley. 

“To a gray friar for confessing a criminal, four sols parisis.” 

The king listened in silence. From time to time he coughed; then he raised the goblet to his 

lips and drank a draught with a grimace. 

“During this year there have been made by the ordinance of justice, to the sound of the 

trumpet, through the squares of Paris, fifty-six proclamations. Account to be regulated. 

“For having searched and ransacked in certain places, in Paris as well as elsewhere, for money 

said to be there concealed; but nothing hath been found: forty-five livres parisis.” 

“Bury a crown to unearth a sou!” said the king. 

“For having set in the Hôtel des Tournelles six panes of white glass in the place where the iron 

cage is, thirteen sols; for having made and delivered by command of the king, on the day of the 

musters, four shields with the escutcheons of the said seigneur, encircled with garlands of roses 

all about, six livres; for two new sleeves to the king’s old doublet, twenty sols; for a box of 

grease to grease the boots of the king, fifteen deniers; a stable newly made to lodge the king’s 

black pigs, thirty livres parisis; many partitions, planks, and trap-doors, for the safekeeping of the 

lions at Saint-Paul, twenty-two livres.” 

“These be dear beasts,” said Louis XI. “It matters not; it is a fine magnificence in a king. 

There is a great red lion whom I love for his pleasant ways. Have you seen him, Master 

Guillaume? Princes must have these terrific animals; for we kings must have lions for our dogs 

and tigers for our cats. The great befits a crown. In the days of the pagans of Jupiter, when the 

people offered the temples a hundred oxen and a hundred sheep, the emperors gave a hundred 

lions and a hundred eagles. This was wild and very fine. The kings of France have always had 

roarings round their throne. Nevertheless, people must do me this justice, that I spend still less 

money on it than they did, and that I possess a greater modesty of lions, bears, elephants, and 

leopards.—Go on, Master Olivier. We wished to say thus much to our Flemish friends.” 

Guillaume Rym bowed low, while Coppenole, with his surly mien, had the air of one of the 

bears of which his majesty was speaking. The king paid no heed. He had just dipped his lips into 

the goblet, and he spat out the beverage, saying: “Foh! what a disagreeable potion!” The man 

who was reading continued:— 

“For feeding a rascally footpad, locked up these six months in the little cell of the flayer, until 

it should be determined what to do with him, six livres, four sols.” 

“What’s that?” interrupted the king; “feed what ought to be hanged! Pasque-Dieu! I will give 

not a sou more for that nourishment. Olivier, come to an understanding about the matter with 



Monsieur d’Estouteville, and prepare me this very evening the wedding of the gallant and the 

gallows. Resume.” 

Olivier made a mark with his thumb against the article of the “rascally foot soldier,” and 

passed on. 

“To Henriet Cousin, master executor of the high works of justice in Paris, the sum of sixty sols 

parisis, to him assessed and ordained by monseigneur the provost of Paris, for having bought, by 

order of the said sieur the provost, a great broad sword, serving to execute and decapitate persons 

who are by justice condemned for their demerits, and he hath caused the same to be garnished 

with a sheath and with all things thereto appertaining; and hath likewise caused to be repointed 

and set in order the old sword, which had become broken and notched in executing justice on 

Messire Louis de Luxembourg, as will more fully appear....” 

The king interrupted: “That suffices. I allow the sum with great good will. Those are expenses 

which I do not begrudge. I have never regretted that money. Continue.” 

“For having made over a great cage....” 

“Ah!” said the king, grasping the arms of his chair in both hands, “I knew well that I came 

hither to this Bastille for some purpose. Hold, Master Olivier; I desire to see that cage myself. 

You shall read me the cost while I am examining it. Messieurs Flemings, come and see this; ’tis 

curious.” 

Then he rose, leaned on the arm of his interlocutor, made a sign to the sort of mute who stood 

before the door to precede him, to the two Flemings to follow him, and quitted the room. 

The royal company was recruited, at the door of the retreat, by men of arms, all loaded down 

with iron, and by slender pages bearing flambeaux. It marched for some time through the interior 

of the gloomy donjon, pierced with staircases and corridors even in the very thickness of the 

walls. The captain of the Bastille marched at their head, and caused the wickets to be opened 

before the bent and aged king, who coughed as he walked. 

At each wicket, all heads were obliged to stoop, except that of the old man bent double with 

age. “Hum,” said he between his gums, for he had no longer any teeth, “we are already quite 

prepared for the door of the sepulchre. For a low door, a bent passer.” 

At length, after having passed a final wicket, so loaded with locks that a quarter of an hour 

was required to open it, they entered a vast and lofty vaulted hall, in the centre of which they 

could distinguish by the light of the torches, a huge cubic mass of masonry, iron, and wood. The 

interior was hollow. It was one of those famous cages of prisoners of state, which were called 

“the little daughters of the king.” In its walls there were two or three little windows so closely 

trellised with stout iron bars; that the glass was not visible. The door was a large flat slab of 

stone, as on tombs; the sort of door which serves for entrance only. Only here, the occupant was 

alive. 

The king began to walk slowly round the little edifice, examining it carefully, while Master 

Olivier, who followed him, read aloud the note. 

“For having made a great cage of wood of solid beams, timbers and wall-plates, measuring 

nine feet in length by eight in breadth, and of the height of seven feet between the partitions, 

smoothed and clamped with great bolts of iron, which has been placed in a chamber situated in 

one of the towers of the Bastille Saint-Antoine, in which cage is placed and detained, by 

command of the king our lord, a prisoner who formerly inhabited an old, decrepit, and ruined 

cage. There have been employed in making the said new cage, ninety-six horizontal beams, and 



fifty-two upright joists, ten wall plates three toises long; there have been occupied nineteen 

carpenters to hew, work, and fit all the said wood in the courtyard of the Bastille during twenty 

days.” 

“Very fine heart of oak,” said the king, striking the woodwork with his fist. 

“There have been used in this cage,” continued the other, “two hundred and twenty great bolts 

of iron, of nine feet, and of eight, the rest of medium length, with the rowels, caps and 

counterbands appertaining to the said bolts; weighing, the said iron in all, three thousand, seven 

hundred and thirty-five pounds; beside eight great squares of iron, serving to attach the said cage 

in place with clamps and nails weighing in all two hundred and eighteen pounds, not reckoning 

the iron of the trellises for the windows of the chamber wherein the cage hath been placed, the 

bars of iron for the door of the cage and other things.” 

“’Tis a great deal of iron,” said the king, “to contain the light of a spirit.” 

“The whole amounts to three hundred and seventeen livres, five sols, seven deniers.” 

“Pasque-Dieu!” exclaimed the king. 

At this oath, which was the favorite of Louis XI., some one seemed to awaken in the interior 

of the cage; the sound of chains was heard, grating on the floor, and a feeble voice, which 

seemed to issue from the tomb was uplifted. “Sire! sire! mercy!” The one who spoke thus could 

not be seen. 

“Three hundred and seventeen livres, five sols, seven deniers,” repeated Louis XI. The 

lamentable voice which had proceeded from the cage had frozen all present, even Master Olivier 

himself. The king alone wore the air of not having heard. At his order, Master Olivier resumed 

his reading, and his majesty coldly continued his inspection of the cage. 

“In addition to this there hath been paid to a mason who hath made the holes wherein to place 

the gratings of the windows, and the floor of the chamber where the cage is, because that floor 

could not support this cage by reason of its weight, twenty-seven livres fourteen sols parisis.” 

The voice began to moan again. 

“Mercy, sire! I swear to you that ’twas Monsieur the Cardinal d’Angers and not I, who was 

guilty of treason.” 

“The mason is bold!” said the king. “Continue, Olivier.” 

Olivier continued,— 

“To a joiner for window frames, bedstead, hollow stool, and other things, twenty livres, two 

sols parisis.” 

The voice also continued. 

“Alas, sire! will you not listen to me? I protest to you that ’twas not I who wrote the matter to 

Monseigneur de Guyenne, but Monsieur le Cardinal Balue.” 

“The joiner is dear,” quoth the king. “Is that all?” 

“No, sire. To a glazier, for the windows of the said chamber, forty-six sols, eight deniers 

parisis.” 

“Have mercy, sire! Is it not enough to have given all my goods to my judges, my plate to 

Monsieur de Torcy, my library to Master Pierre Doriolle, my tapestry to the governor of the 

Roussillon? I am innocent. I have been shivering in an iron cage for fourteen years. Have mercy, 

sire! You will find your reward in heaven.” 



“Master Olivier,” said the king, “the total?” 

“Three hundred sixty-seven livres, eight sols, three deniers parisis. 

“Notre-Dame!” cried the king. “This is an outrageous cage!” 

He tore the book from Master Olivier’s hands, and set to reckoning it himself upon his fingers, 

examining the paper and the cage alternately. Meanwhile, the prisoner could be heard sobbing. 

This was lugubrious in the darkness, and their faces turned pale as they looked at each other. 

“Fourteen years, sire! Fourteen years now! since the month of April, 1469. In the name of the 

Holy Mother of God, sire, listen to me! During all this time you have enjoyed the heat of the sun. 

Shall I, frail creature, never more behold the day? Mercy, sire! Be pitiful! Clemency is a fine, 

royal virtue, which turns aside the currents of wrath. Does your majesty believe that in the hour 

of death it will be a great cause of content for a king never to have left any offence unpunished? 

Besides, sire, I did not betray your majesty, ’twas Monsieur d’Angers; and I have on my foot a 

very heavy chain, and a great ball of iron at the end, much heavier than it should be in reason. 

Eh! sire! Have pity on me!” 

“Olivier,” cried the king, throwing back his head, “I observe that they charge me twenty sols a 

hogshead for plaster, while it is worth but twelve. You will refer back this account.” 

He turned his back on the cage, and set out to leave the room. The miserable prisoner divined 

from the removal of the torches and the noise, that the king was taking his departure. 

“Sire! sire!” he cried in despair. 

The door closed again. He no longer saw anything, and heard only the hoarse voice of the 

turnkey, singing in his ears this ditty,— 

“Maître Jean Balue, 

A perdu la vue 

De ses évêchés. 

Monsieur de Verdun. 

N’en a plus pas un; 

Tous sont dépêchés.”[65 ]  

The king reascended in silence to his retreat, and his suite followed him, terrified by the last 

groans of the condemned man. All at once his majesty turned to the Governor of the Bastille,— 

“By the way,” said he, “was there not some one in that cage?” 

“Pardieu, yes sire!” replied the governor, astounded by the question. 

“And who was it?” 

“Monsieur the Bishop of Verdun.” 

The king knew this better than any one else. But it was a mania of his. 

“Ah!” said he, with the innocent air of thinking of it for the first time, “Guillaume de 

Harancourt, the friend of Monsieur the Cardinal Balue. A good devil of a bishop!” 

At the expiration of a few moments, the door of the retreat had opened again, then closed upon 

the five personages whom the reader has seen at the beginning of this chapter, and who resumed 

their places, their whispered conversations, and their attitudes. 

During the king’s absence, several despatches had been placed on his table, and he broke the 

seals himself. Then he began to read them promptly, one after the other, made a sign to Master 



Olivier who appeared to exercise the office of minister, to take a pen, and without 

communicating to him the contents of the despatches, he began to dictate in a low voice, the 

replies which the latter wrote, on his knees, in an inconvenient attitude before the table. 

Guillaume Rym was on the watch. 

The king spoke so low that the Flemings heard nothing of his dictation, except some isolated 

and rather unintelligible scraps, such as,— 

“To maintain the fertile places by commerce, and the sterile by manufactures....—To show the 

English lords our four bombards, London, Brabant, Bourg-en-Bresse, Saint-Omer....—Artillery 

is the cause of war being made more judiciously now....—To Monsieur de Bressuire, our 

friend....—Armies cannot be maintained without tribute, etc.” 

Once he raised his voice,— 

“Pasque Dieu! Monsieur the King of Sicily seals his letters with yellow wax, like a king of 

France. Perhaps we are in the wrong to permit him so to do. My fair cousin of Burgundy granted 

no armorial bearings with a field of gules. The grandeur of houses is assured by the integrity of 

prerogatives. Note this, friend Olivier.” 

Again,— 

“Oh! oh!” said he, “What a long message! What doth our brother the emperor claim?” And 

running his eye over the missive and breaking his reading with interjection: “Surely! the 

Germans are so great and powerful, that it is hardly credible—But let us not forget the old 

proverb: ‘The finest county is Flanders; the finest duchy, Milan; the finest kingdom, France.’ Is it 

not so, Messieurs Flemings?” 

This time Coppenole bowed in company with Guillaume Rym. The hosier’s patriotism was 

tickled. 

The last despatch made Louis XI. frown. 

“What is this?” he said, “Complaints and fault finding against our garrisons in Picardy! 

Olivier, write with diligence to M. the Marshal de Rouault:—That discipline is relaxed. That the 

gendarmes of the unattached troops, the feudal nobles, the free archers, and the Swiss inflict 

infinite evils on the rustics.—That the military, not content with what they find in the houses of 

the rustics, constrain them with violent blows of cudgel or of lash to go and get wine, spices, and 

other unreasonable things in the town.—That monsieur the king knows this. That we undertake 

to guard our people against inconveniences, larcenies and pillage.—That such is our will, by our 

Lady!—That in addition, it suits us not that any fiddler, barber, or any soldier varlet should be 

clad like a prince, in velvet, cloth of silk, and rings of gold.—That these vanities are hateful to 

God.—That we, who are gentlemen, content ourselves with a doublet of cloth at sixteen sols the 

ell, of Paris.—That messieurs the camp-followers can very well come down to that, also.—

Command and ordain.—To Monsieur de Rouault, our friend.—Good.” 

He dictated this letter aloud, in a firm tone, and in jerks. At the moment when he finished it, 

the door opened and gave passage to a new personage, who precipitated himself into the 

chamber, crying in affright,— 

“Sire! sire! there is a sedition of the populace in Paris!” Louis XI.’s grave face contracted; but 

all that was visible of his emotion passed away like a flash of lightning. He controlled himself 

and said with tranquil severity,— 

“Gossip Jacques, you enter very abruptly!” 



“Sire! sire! there is a revolt!” repeated Gossip Jacques breathlessly. 

The king, who had risen, grasped him roughly by the arm, and said in his ear, in such a 

manner as to be heard by him alone, with concentrated rage and a sidelong glance at the 

Flemings,— 

“Hold your tongue! or speak low!” 

The new comer understood, and began in a low tone to give a very terrified account, to which 

the king listened calmly, while Guillaume Rym called Coppenole’s attention to the face and 

dress of the new arrival, to his furred cowl, (caputia fourrata), his short cape, (epitogia curta), 

his robe of black velvet, which bespoke a president of the court of accounts. 

Hardly had this personage given the king some explanations, when Louis XI. exclaimed, 

bursting into a laugh,— 

“In truth? Speak aloud, Gossip Coictier! What call is there for you to talk so low? Our Lady 

knoweth that we conceal nothing from our good friends the Flemings.” 

“But sire...” 

“Speak loud!” 

Gossip Coictier was struck dumb with surprise. 

“So,” resumed the king,—“speak sir,—there is a commotion among the louts in our good city 

of Paris?” 

“Yes, sire.” 

“And which is moving you say, against monsieur the bailiff of the Palais-de-Justice?” 

“So it appears,” said the gossip, who still stammered, utterly astounded by the abrupt and 

inexplicable change which had just taken place in the king’s thoughts. 

Louis XI. continued: “Where did the watch meet the rabble?” 

“Marching from the Grand Truanderie, towards the Pont-aux-Changeurs. I met it myself as I 

was on my way hither to obey your majesty’s commands. I heard some of them shouting: ‘Down 

with the bailiff of the palace!’” 

“And what complaints have they against the bailiff?” 

“Ah!” said Gossip Jacques, “because he is their lord.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes, sire. They are knaves from the Cour-des-Miracles. They have been complaining this 

long while, of the bailiff, whose vassals they are. They do not wish to recognize him either as 

judge or as voyer?”[66 ]  

“Yes, certainly!” retorted the king with a smile of satisfaction which he strove in vain to 

disguise. 

“In all their petitions to the Parliament, they claim to have but two masters. Your majesty and 

their God, who is the devil, I believe.” 

“Eh! eh!” said the king. 

He rubbed his hands, he laughed with that inward mirth which makes the countenance beam; 

he was unable to dissimulate his joy, although he endeavored at moments to compose himself. 

No one understood it in the least, not even Master Olivier. He remained silent for a moment, with 

a thoughtful but contented air. 



“Are they in force?” he suddenly inquired. 

“Yes, assuredly, sire,” replied Gossip Jacques. 

“How many?” 

“Six thousand at the least.” 

The king could not refrain from saying: “Good!” he went on,— 

“Are they armed?” 

“With scythes, pikes, hackbuts, pickaxes. All sorts of very violent weapons.” 

The king did not appear in the least disturbed by this list. Jacques considered it his duty to 

add,— 

“If your majesty does not send prompt succor to the bailiff, he is lost.” 

“We will send,” said the king with an air of false seriousness. “It is well. Assuredly we will 

send. Monsieur the bailiff is our friend. Six thousand! They are desperate scamps! Their audacity 

is marvellous, and we are greatly enraged at it. But we have only a few people about us to-night. 

To-morrow morning will be time enough.” 

Gossip Jacques exclaimed, “Instantly, sire! there will be time to sack the bailiwick a score of 

times, to violate the seignory, to hang the bailiff. For God’s sake, sire! send before to-morrow 

morning.” 

The king looked him full in the face. “I have told you to-morrow morning.” 

It was one of those looks to which one does not reply. After a silence, Louis XI. raised his 

voice once more,— 

“You should know that, Gossip Jacques. What was—” 

He corrected himself. “What is the bailiff’s feudal jurisdiction?” 

“Sire, the bailiff of the palace has the Rue Calendre as far as the Rue de l’Herberie, the Place 

Saint-Michel, and the localities vulgarly known as the Mureaux, situated near the church of 

Notre-Dame des Champs (here Louis XI. raised the brim of his hat), which hotels number 

thirteen, plus the Cour des Miracles, plus the Maladerie, called the Banlieue, plus the whole 

highway which begins at that Maladerie and ends at the Porte Sainte-Jacques. Of these divers 

places he is voyer, high, middle, and low, justiciary, full seigneur.” 

“Bless me!” said the king, scratching his left ear with his right hand, “that makes a goodly bit 

of my city! Ah! monsieur the bailiff was king of all that.” 

This time he did not correct himself. He continued dreamily, and as though speaking to 

himself,— 

“Very fine, monsieur the bailiff! You had there between your teeth a pretty slice of our Paris.” 

All at once he broke out explosively, “Pasque-Dieu! What people are those who claim to be 

voyers, justiciaries, lords and masters in our domains? who have their tollgates at the end of 

every field? their gallows and their hangman at every cross-road among our people? So that as 

the Greek believed that he had as many gods as there were fountains, and the Persian as many as 

he beheld stars, the Frenchman counts as many kings as he sees gibbets! Pardieu! ’tis an evil 

thing, and the confusion of it displeases me. I should greatly like to know whether it be the 

mercy of God that there should be in Paris any other lord than the king, any other judge than our 

parliament, any other emperor than ourselves in this empire! By the faith of my soul! the day 



must certainly come when there shall exist in France but one king, one lord, one judge, one 

headsman, as there is in paradise but one God!” 

He lifted his cap again, and continued, still dreamily, with the air and accent of a hunter who is 

cheering on his pack of hounds: “Good, my people! bravely done! break these false lords! do 

your duty! at them! have at them! pillage them! take them! sack them!... Ah! you want to be 

kings, messeigneurs? On, my people on!” 

Here he interrupted himself abruptly, bit his lips as though to take back his thought which had 

already half escaped, bent his piercing eyes in turn on each of the five persons who surrounded 

him, and suddenly grasping his hat with both hands and staring full at it, he said to it: “Oh! I 

would burn you if you knew what there was in my head.” 

Then casting about him once more the cautious and uneasy glance of the fox re-entering his 

hole,— 

“No matter! we will succor monsieur the bailiff. Unfortunately, we have but few troops here at 

the present moment, against so great a populace. We must wait until to-morrow. The order will 

be transmitted to the City and every one who is caught will be immediately hung.” 

“By the way, sire,” said Gossip Coictier, “I had forgotten that in the first agitation, the watch 

have seized two laggards of the band. If your majesty desires to see these men, they are here.” 

“If I desire to see them!” cried the king. “What! Pasque-Dieu! You forget a thing like that! 

Run quick, you, Olivier! Go, seek them!” 

Master Olivier quitted the room and returned a moment later with the two prisoners, 

surrounded by archers of the guard. The first had a coarse, idiotic, drunken and astonished face. 

He was clothed in rags, and walked with one knee bent and dragging his leg. The second had a 

pallid and smiling countenance, with which the reader is already acquainted. 

The king surveyed them for a moment without uttering a word, then addressing the first one 

abruptly,— 

“What’s your name?” 

“Gieffroy Pincebourde.” 

“Your trade.” 

“Outcast.” 

“What were you going to do in this damnable sedition?” 

The outcast stared at the king, and swung his arms with a stupid air. 

He had one of those awkwardly shaped heads where intelligence is about as much at its ease 

as a light beneath an extinguisher. 

“I know not,” said he. “They went, I went.” 

“Were you not going to outrageously attack and pillage your lord, the bailiff of the palace?” 

“I know that they were going to take something from some one. That is all.” 

A soldier pointed out to the king a billhook which he had seized on the person of the 

vagabond. 

“Do you recognize this weapon?” demanded the king. 

“Yes; ’tis my billhook; I am a vine-dresser.” 

“And do you recognize this man as your companion?” added Louis XI., pointing to the other 

prisoner. 



“No, I do not know him.” 

“That will do,” said the king, making a sign with his finger to the silent personage who stood 

motionless beside the door, to whom we have already called the reader’s attention. 

“Gossip Tristan, here is a man for you.” 

Tristan l’Hermite bowed. He gave an order in a low voice to two archers, who led away the 

poor vagabond. 

In the meantime, the king had approached the second prisoner, who was perspiring in great 

drops: “Your name?” 

“Sire, Pierre Gringoire.” 

“Your trade?” 

“Philosopher, sire.” 

“How do you permit yourself, knave, to go and besiege our friend, monsieur the bailiff of the 

palace, and what have you to say concerning this popular agitation?” 

“Sire, I had nothing to do with it.” 

“Come, now! you wanton wretch, were not you apprehended by the watch in that bad 

company?” 

“No, sire, there is a mistake. ’Tis a fatality. I make tragedies. Sire, I entreat your majesty to 

listen to me. I am a poet. ’Tis the melancholy way of men of my profession to roam the streets by 

night. I was passing there. It was mere chance. I was unjustly arrested; I am innocent of this civil 

tempest. Your majesty sees that the vagabond did not recognize me. I conjure your majesty—” 

“Hold your tongue!” said the king, between two swallows of his ptisan. “You split our head!” 

Tristan l’Hermite advanced and pointing to Gringoire,— 

“Sire, can this one be hanged also?” 

This was the first word that he had uttered. 

“Phew!” replied the king, “I see no objection.” 

“I see a great many!” said Gringoire. 

At that moment, our philosopher was greener than an olive. He perceived from the king’s cold 

and indifferent mien that there was no other resource than something very pathetic, and he flung 

himself at the feet of Louis XI., exclaiming, with gestures of despair:— 

“Sire! will your majesty deign to hear me. Sire! break not in thunder over so small a thing as 

myself. God’s great lightning doth not bombard a lettuce. Sire, you are an august and, very 

puissant monarch; have pity on a poor man who is honest, and who would find it more difficult 

to stir up a revolt than a cake of ice would to give out a spark! Very gracious sire, kindness is the 

virtue of a lion and a king. Alas! rigor only frightens minds; the impetuous gusts of the north 

wind do not make the traveller lay aside his cloak; the sun, bestowing his rays little by little, 

warms him in such ways that it will make him strip to his shirt. Sire, you are the sun. I protest to 

you, my sovereign lord and master, that I am not an outcast, thief, and disorderly fellow. Revolt 

and brigandage belong not to the outfit of Apollo. I am not the man to fling myself into those 

clouds which break out into seditious clamor. I am your majesty’s faithful vassal. That same 

jealousy which a husband cherisheth for the honor of his wife, the resentment which the son hath 

for the love of his father, a good vassal should feel for the glory of his king; he should pine away 

for the zeal of this house, for the aggrandizement of his service. Every other passion which 



should transport him would be but madness. These, sire, are my maxims of state: then do not 

judge me to be a seditious and thieving rascal because my garment is worn at the elbows. If you 

will grant me mercy, sire, I will wear it out on the knees in praying to God for you night and 

morning! Alas! I am not extremely rich, ’tis true. I am even rather poor. But not vicious on that 

account. It is not my fault. Every one knoweth that great wealth is not to be drawn from 

literature, and that those who are best posted in good books do not always have a great fire in 

winter. The advocate’s trade taketh all the grain, and leaveth only straw to the other scientific 

professions. There are forty very excellent proverbs anent the hole-ridden cloak of the 

philosopher. Oh, sire! clemency is the only light which can enlighten the interior of so great a 

soul. Clemency beareth the torch before all the other virtues. Without it they are but blind men 

groping after God in the dark. Compassion, which is the same thing as clemency, causeth the 

love of subjects, which is the most powerful bodyguard to a prince. What matters it to your 

majesty, who dazzles all faces, if there is one poor man more on earth, a poor innocent 

philosopher spluttering amid the shadows of calamity, with an empty pocket which resounds 

against his hollow belly? Moreover, sire, I am a man of letters. Great kings make a pearl for their 

crowns by protecting letters. Hercules did not disdain the title of Musagetes. Mathias Corvin 

favored Jean de Monroyal, the ornament of mathematics. Now, ’tis an ill way to protect letters to 

hang men of letters. What a stain on Alexander if he had hung Aristoteles! This act would not be 

a little patch on the face of his reputation to embellish it, but a very malignant ulcer to disfigure 

it. Sire! I made a very proper epithalamium for Mademoiselle of Flanders and Monseigneur the 

very august Dauphin. That is not a firebrand of rebellion. Your majesty sees that I am not a 

scribbler of no reputation, that I have studied excellently well, and that I possess much natural 

eloquence. Have mercy upon me, sire! In so doing you will perform a gallant deed to our Lady, 

and I swear to you that I am greatly terrified at the idea of being hanged!” 

So saying, the unhappy Gringoire kissed the king’s slippers, and Guillaume Rym said to 

Coppenole in a low tone: “He doth well to drag himself on the earth. Kings are like the Jupiter of 

Crete, they have ears only in their feet.” And without troubling himself about the Jupiter of 

Crete, the hosier replied with a heavy smile, and his eyes fixed on Gringoire: “Oh! that’s it 

exactly! I seem to hear Chancellor Hugonet craving mercy of me.” 

When Gringoire paused at last, quite out of breath, he raised his head tremblingly towards the 

king, who was engaged in scratching a spot on the knee of his breeches with his finger-nail; then 

his majesty began to drink from the goblet of ptisan. But he uttered not a word, and this silence 

tortured Gringoire. At last the king looked at him. “Here is a terrible bawler!” said, he. Then, 

turning to Tristan l’Hermite, “Bah! let him go!” 

Gringoire fell backwards, quite thunderstruck with joy. 

“At liberty!” growled Tristan “Doth not your majesty wish to have him detained a little while 

in a cage?” 

“Gossip,” retorted Louis XI., “think you that ’tis for birds of this feather that we cause to be 

made cages at three hundred and sixty-seven livres, eight sous, three deniers apiece? Release him 

at once, the wanton (Louis XI. was fond of this word which formed, with Pasque-Dieu, the 

foundation of his joviality), and put him out with a buffet.” 

“Ugh!” cried Gringoire, “what a great king is here!” 

And for fear of a counter order, he rushed towards the door, which Tristan opened for him 

with a very bad grace. The soldiers left the room with him, pushing him before them with stout 

thwacks, which Gringoire bore like a true stoical philosopher. 



The king’s good humor since the revolt against the bailiff had been announced to him, made 

itself apparent in every way. This unwonted clemency was no small sign of it. Tristan l’Hermite 

in his corner wore the surly look of a dog who has had a bone snatched away from him. 

Meanwhile, the king thrummed gayly with his fingers on the arm of his chair, the March of 

Pont-Audemer. He was a dissembling prince, but one who understood far better how to hide his 

troubles than his joys. These external manifestations of joy at any good news sometimes 

proceeded to very great lengths thus, on the death, of Charles the Bold, to the point of vowing 

silver balustrades to Saint Martin of Tours; on his advent to the throne, so far as forgetting to 

order his father’s obsequies. 

“Hé! sire!” suddenly exclaimed Jacques Coictier, “what has become of the acute attack of 

illness for which your majesty had me summoned?” 

“Oh!” said the king, “I really suffer greatly, my gossip. There is a hissing in my ear and fiery 

rakes rack my chest.” 

Coictier took the king’s hand, and begun to feel of his pulse with a knowing air. 

“Look, Coppenole,” said Rym, in a low voice. “Behold him between Coictier and Tristan. 

They are his whole court. A physician for himself, a headsman for others.” 

As he felt the king’s pulse, Coictier assumed an air of greater and greater alarm. Louis XI. 

watched him with some anxiety. Coictier grew visibly more gloomy. The brave man had no 

other farm than the king’s bad health. He speculated on it to the best of his ability. 

“Oh! oh!” he murmured at length, “this is serious indeed.” 

“Is it not?” said the king, uneasily. 

“Pulsus creber, anhelans, crepitans, irregularis,” continued the leech. 

“Pasque-Dieu!” 

“This may carry off its man in less than three days.” 

“Our Lady!” exclaimed the king. “And the remedy, gossip?” 

“I am meditating upon that, sire.” 

He made Louis XI. put out his tongue, shook his head, made a grimace, and in the very midst 

of these affectations,— 

“Pardieu, sire,” he suddenly said, “I must tell you that there is a receivership of the royal 

prerogatives vacant, and that I have a nephew.” 

“I give the receivership to your nephew, Gossip Jacques,” replied the king; “but draw this fire 

from my breast.” 

“Since your majesty is so clement,” replied the leech, “you will not refuse to aid me a little in 

building my house, Rue Saint-André-des-Arcs.” 

“Heugh!” said the king. 

“I am at the end of my finances,” pursued the doctor; “and it would really be a pity that the 

house should not have a roof; not on account of the house, which is simple and 

thoroughly bourgeois, but because of the paintings of Jehan Fourbault, which adorn its 

wainscoating. There is a Diana flying in the air, but so excellent, so tender, so delicate, of so 

ingenuous an action, her hair so well coiffed and adorned with a crescent, her flesh so white, that 

she leads into temptation those who regard her too curiously. There is also a Ceres. She is 

another very fair divinity. She is seated on sheaves of wheat and crowned with a gallant garland 



of wheat ears interlaced with salsify and other flowers. Never were seen more amorous eyes, 

more rounded limbs, a nobler air, or a more gracefully flowing skirt. She is one of the most 

innocent and most perfect beauties whom the brush has ever produced.” 

“Executioner!” grumbled Louis XI., “what are you driving at?” 

“I must have a roof for these paintings, sire, and, although ’tis but a small matter, I have no 

more money.” 

“How much doth your roof cost?” 

“Why a roof of copper, embellished and gilt, two thousand livres at the most.” 

“Ah, assassin!” cried the king, “He never draws out one of my teeth which is not a diamond.” 

“Am I to have my roof?” said Coictier. 

“Yes; and go to the devil, but cure me.” 

Jacques Coictier bowed low and said,— 

“Sire, it is a repellent which will save you. We will apply to your loins the great defensive 

composed of cerate, Armenian bole, white of egg, oil, and vinegar. You will continue your ptisan 

and we will answer for your majesty.” 

A burning candle does not attract one gnat alone. Master Olivier, perceiving the king to be in a 

liberal mood, and judging the moment to be propitious, approached in his turn. 

“Sire—” 

“What is it now?” said Louis XI. “Sire, your majesty knoweth that Simon Radin is dead?” 

“Well?” 

“He was councillor to the king in the matter of the courts of the treasury.” 

“Well?” 

“Sire, his place is vacant.” 

As he spoke thus, Master Olivier’s haughty face quitted its arrogant expression for a lowly 

one. It is the only change which ever takes place in a courtier’s visage. The king looked him well 

in the face and said in a dry tone,—“I understand.” 

He resumed,— 

“Master Olivier, the Marshal de Boucicaut was wont to say, ‘There’s no master save the king, 

there are no fishes save in the sea.’ I see that you agree with Monsieur de Boucicaut. Now listen 

to this; we have a good memory. In ’68 we made you valet of our chamber: in ’69, guardian of 

the fortress of the bridge of Saint-Cloud, at a hundred livres of Tournay in wages (you wanted 

them of Paris). In November, ’73, by letters given to Gergeole, we instituted you keeper of the 

Wood of Vincennes, in the place of Gilbert Acle, equerry; in ’75, gruyer[67 ]  of the forest of 

Rouvray-lez-Saint-Cloud, in the place of Jacques le Maire; in ’78, we graciously settled on you, 

by letters patent sealed doubly with green wax, an income of ten livres parisis, for you and your 

wife, on the Place of the Merchants, situated at the School Saint-Germain; in ’79, we made you 

gruyer of the forest of Senart, in place of that poor Jehan Daiz; then captain of the Château of 

Loches; then governor of Saint-Quentin; then captain of the bridge of Meulan, of which you 

cause yourself to be called comte. Out of the five sols fine paid by every barber who shaves on a 

festival day, there are three sols for you and we have the rest. We have been good enough to 

change your name of Le Mauvais (The Evil), which resembled your face too closely. In ’76, we 

granted you, to the great displeasure of our nobility, armorial bearings of a thousand colors, 



which give you the breast of a peacock. Pasque-Dieu! Are not you surfeited? Is not the draught 

of fishes sufficiently fine and miraculous? Are you not afraid that one salmon more will make 

your boat sink? Pride will be your ruin, gossip. Ruin and disgrace always press hard on the heels 

of pride. Consider this and hold your tongue.” 

These words, uttered with severity, made Master Olivier’s face revert to its insolence. 

“Good!” he muttered, almost aloud, “’tis easy to see that the king is ill to-day; he giveth all to 

the leech.” 

Louis XI. far from being irritated by this petulant insult, resumed with some gentleness, “Stay, 

I was forgetting that I made you my ambassador to Madame Marie, at Ghent. Yes, gentlemen,” 

added the king turning to the Flemings, “this man hath been an ambassador. There, my gossip,” 

he pursued, addressing Master Olivier, “let us not get angry; we are old friends. ’Tis very late. 

We have terminated our labors. Shave me.” 

Our readers have not, without doubt, waited until the present moment to recognize in Master 

Olivier that terrible Figaro whom Providence, the great maker of dramas, mingled so artistically 

in the long and bloody comedy of the reign of Louis XI. We will not here undertake to develop 

that singular figure. This barber of the king had three names. At court he was politely called 

Olivier le Daim (the Deer); among the people Olivier the Devil. His real name was Olivier le 

Mauvais. 

Accordingly, Olivier le Mauvais remained motionless, sulking at the king, and glancing 

askance at Jacques Coictier. 

“Yes, yes, the physician!” he said between his teeth. 

“Ah, yes, the physician!” retorted Louis XI., with singular good humor; “the physician has 

more credit than you. ’Tis very simple; he has taken hold upon us by the whole body, and you 

hold us only by the chin. Come, my poor barber, all will come right. What would you say and 

what would become of your office if I were a king like Chilperic, whose gesture consisted in 

holding his beard in one hand? Come, gossip mine, fulfil your office, shave me. Go get what you 

need therefor.” 

Olivier perceiving that the king had made up his mind to laugh, and that there was no way of 

even annoying him, went off grumbling to execute his orders. 

The king rose, approached the window, and suddenly opening it with extraordinary 

agitation,— 

“Oh! yes!” he exclaimed, clapping his hands, “yonder is a redness in the sky over the City. 

’Tis the bailiff burning. It can be nothing else but that. Ah! my good people! here you are aiding 

me at last in tearing down the rights of lordship!” 

Then turning towards the Flemings: “Come, look at this, gentlemen. Is it not a fire which 

gloweth yonder?” 

The two men of Ghent drew near. 

“A great fire,” said Guillaume Rym. 

“Oh!” exclaimed Coppenole, whose eyes suddenly flashed, “that reminds me of the burning of 

the house of the Seigneur d’Hymbercourt. There must be a goodly revolt yonder.” 

“You think so, Master Coppenole?” And Louis XI.’s glance was almost as joyous as that of 

the hosier. “Will it not be difficult to resist?” 

“Cross of God! Sire! Your majesty will damage many companies of men of war thereon.” 



“Ah! I! ’tis different,” returned the king. “If I willed.” 

The hosier replied hardily,— 

“If this revolt be what I suppose, sire, you might will in vain.” 

“Gossip,” said Louis XI., “with the two companies of my unattached troops and one discharge 

of a serpentine, short work is made of a populace of louts.” 

The hosier, in spite of the signs made to him by Guillaume Rym, appeared determined to hold 

his own against the king. 

“Sire, the Swiss were also louts. Monsieur the Duke of Burgundy was a great gentleman, and 

he turned up his nose at that rabble rout. At the battle of Grandson, sire, he cried: ‘Men of the 

cannon! Fire on the villains!’ and he swore by Saint-George. But Advoyer Scharnachtal hurled 

himself on the handsome duke with his battle-club and his people, and when the glittering 

Burgundian army came in contact with these peasants in bull hides, it flew in pieces like a pane 

of glass at the blow of a pebble. Many lords were then slain by low-born knaves; and Monsieur 

de Château-Guyon, the greatest seigneur in Burgundy, was found dead, with his gray horse, in a 

little marsh meadow.” 

“Friend,” returned the king, “you are speaking of a battle. The question here is of a mutiny. 

And I will gain the upper hand of it as soon as it shall please me to frown.” 

The other replied indifferently,— 

“That may be, sire; in that case, ’tis because the people’s hour hath not yet come.” 

Guillaume Rym considered it incumbent on him to intervene,— 

“Master Coppenole, you are speaking to a puissant king.” 

“I know it,” replied the hosier, gravely. 

“Let him speak, Monsieur Rym, my friend,” said the king; “I love this frankness of speech. 

My father, Charles the Seventh, was accustomed to say that the truth was ailing; I thought her 

dead, and that she had found no confessor. Master Coppenole undeceiveth me.” 

Then, laying his hand familiarly on Coppenole’s shoulder,— 

“You were saying, Master Jacques?” 

“I say, sire, that you may possibly be in the right, that the hour of the people may not yet have 

come with you.” 

Louis XI. gazed at him with his penetrating eye,— 

“And when will that hour come, master?” 

“You will hear it strike.” 

“On what clock, if you please?” 

Coppenole, with his tranquil and rustic countenance, made the king approach the window. 

“Listen, sire! There is here a donjon keep, a belfry, cannons, bourgeois, soldiers; when the 

belfry shall hum, when the cannons shall roar, when the donjon shall fall in ruins amid great 

noise, when bourgeois and soldiers shall howl and slay each other, the hour will strike.” 

Louis’s face grew sombre and dreamy. He remained silent for a moment, then he gently patted 

with his hand the thick wall of the donjon, as one strokes the haunches of a steed. 

“Oh! no!” said he. “You will not crumble so easily, will you, my good Bastille?” 

And turning with an abrupt gesture towards the sturdy Fleming,— 



“Have you never seen a revolt, Master Jacques?” 

“I have made them,” said the hosier. 

“How do you set to work to make a revolt?” said the king. 

“Ah!” replied Coppenole, “’tis not very difficult. There are a hundred ways. In the first place, 

there must be discontent in the city. The thing is not uncommon. And then, the character of the 

inhabitants. Those of Ghent are easy to stir into revolt. They always love the prince’s son; the 

prince, never. Well! One morning, I will suppose, some one enters my shop, and says to me: 

‘Father Coppenole, there is this and there is that, the Demoiselle of Flanders wishes to save her 

ministers, the grand bailiff is doubling the impost on shagreen, or something else,’—what you 

will. I leave my work as it stands, I come out of my hosier’s stall, and I shout: ‘To the sack?’ 

There is always some smashed cask at hand. I mount it, and I say aloud, in the first words that 

occur to me, what I have on my heart; and when one is of the people, sire, one always has 

something on the heart. Then people troop up, they shout, they ring the alarm bell, they arm the 

louts with what they take from the soldiers, the market people join in, and they set out. And it 

will always be thus, so long as there are lords in the seignories, bourgeois in the bourgs, and 

peasants in the country.” 

“And against whom do you thus rebel?” inquired the king; “against your bailiffs? against your 

lords?” 

“Sometimes; that depends. Against the duke, also, sometimes.” 

Louis XI. returned and seated himself, saying, with a smile,— 

“Ah! here they have only got as far as the bailiffs.” 

At that instant Olivier le Daim returned. He was followed by two pages, who bore the king’s 

toilet articles; but what struck Louis XI. was that he was also accompanied by the provost of 

Paris and the chevalier of the watch, who appeared to be in consternation. The spiteful barber 

also wore an air of consternation, which was one of contentment beneath, however. It was he 

who spoke first. 

“Sire, I ask your majesty’s pardon for the calamitous news which I bring.” 

The king turned quickly and grazed the mat on the floor with the feet of his chair,— 

“What does this mean?” 

“Sire,” resumed Olivier le Daim, with the malicious air of a man who rejoices that he is about 

to deal a violent blow, “’tis not against the bailiff of the courts that this popular sedition is 

directed.” 

“Against whom, then?” 

“Against you, sire?’ 

The aged king rose erect and straight as a young man,— 

“Explain yourself, Olivier! And guard your head well, gossip; for I swear to you by the cross 

of Saint-Lô that, if you lie to us at this hour, the sword which severed the head of Monsieur de 

Luxembourg is not so notched that it cannot yet sever yours!” 

The oath was formidable; Louis XI. had only sworn twice in the course of his life by the cross 

of Saint-Lô. 

Olivier opened his mouth to reply. 

“Sire—” 



“On your knees!” interrupted the king violently. “Tristan, have an eye to this man.” 

Olivier knelt down and said coldly,— 

“Sire, a sorceress was condemned to death by your court of parliament. She took refuge in 

Notre-Dame. The people are trying to take her from thence by main force. Monsieur the provost 

and monsieur the chevalier of the watch, who have just come from the riot, are here to give me 

the lie if this is not the truth. The populace is besieging Notre-Dame.” 

“Yes, indeed!” said the king in a low voice, all pale and trembling with wrath. “Notre-Dame! 

They lay siege to our Lady, my good mistress in her cathedral!—Rise, Olivier. You are right. I 

give you Simon Radin’s charge. You are right. ’Tis I whom they are attacking. The witch is 

under the protection of this church, the church is under my protection. And I thought that they 

were acting against the bailiff! ’Tis against myself!” 

Then, rendered young by fury, he began to walk up and down with long strides. He no longer 

laughed, he was terrible, he went and came; the fox was changed into a hyæna. He seemed 

suffocated to such a degree that he could not speak; his lips moved, and his fleshless fists were 

clenched. All at once he raised his head, his hollow eye appeared full of light, and his voice burst 

forth like a clarion: “Down with them, Tristan! A heavy hand for these rascals! Go, Tristan, my 

friend! slay! slay!” 

This eruption having passed, he returned to his seat, and said with cold and concentrated 

wrath,— 

“Here, Tristan! There are here with us in the Bastille the fifty lances of the Vicomte de Gif, 

which makes three hundred horse: you will take them. There is also the company of our 

unattached archers of Monsieur de Châteaupers: you will take it. You are provost of the 

marshals; you have the men of your provostship: you will take them. At the Hôtel Saint-Pol you 

will find forty archers of monsieur the dauphin’s new guard: you will take them. And, with all 

these, you will hasten to Notre-Dame. Ah! messieurs, louts of Paris, do you fling yourselves thus 

against the crown of France, the sanctity of Notre-Dame, and the peace of this commonwealth! 

Exterminate, Tristan! exterminate! and let not a single one escape, except it be for Montfaucon.” 

Tristan bowed. “’Tis well, sire.” 

He added, after a silence, “And what shall I do with the sorceress?” 

This question caused the king to meditate. 

“Ah!” said he, “the sorceress! Monsieur d’Estouteville, what did the people wish to do with 

her?” 

“Sire,” replied the provost of Paris, “I imagine that since the populace has come to tear her 

from her asylum in Notre-Dame, ’tis because that impunity wounds them, and they desire to 

hang her.” 

The king appeared to reflect deeply: then, addressing Tristan l’Hermite, “Well! gossip, 

exterminate the people and hang the sorceress.” 

“That’s it,” said Rym in a low tone to Coppenole, “punish the people for willing a thing, and 

then do what they wish.” 

“Enough, sire,” replied Tristan. “If the sorceress is still in Notre-Dame, must she be seized in 

spite of the sanctuary?” 

“Pasque-Dieu! the sanctuary!” said the king, scratching his ear. “But the woman must be 

hung, nevertheless.” 



Here, as though seized with a sudden idea, he flung himself on his knees before his chair, took 

off his hat, placed it on the seat, and gazing devoutly at one of the leaden amulets which loaded it 

down, “Oh!” said he, with clasped hands, “our Lady of Paris, my gracious patroness, pardon me. 

I will only do it this once. This criminal must be punished. I assure you, madame the virgin, my 

good mistress, that she is a sorceress who is not worthy of your amiable protection. You know, 

madame, that many very pious princes have overstepped the privileges of the churches for the 

glory of God and the necessities of the State. Saint Hugues, bishop of England, permitted King 

Edward to hang a witch in his church. Saint-Louis of France, my master, transgressed, with the 

same object, the church of Monsieur Saint-Paul; and Monsieur Alphonse, son of the king of 

Jerusalem, the very church of the Holy Sepulchre. Pardon me, then, for this once. Our Lady of 

Paris, I will never do so again, and I will give you a fine statue of silver, like the one which I 

gave last year to Our Lady of Écouys. So be it.” 

He made the sign of the cross, rose, donned his hat once more, and said to Tristan,— 

“Be diligent, gossip. Take Monsieur Châteaupers with you. You will cause the tocsin to be 

sounded. You will crush the populace. You will seize the witch. ’Tis said. And I mean the 

business of the execution to be done by you. You will render me an account of it. Come, Olivier, 

I shall not go to bed this night. Shave me.” 

Tristan l’Hermite bowed and departed. Then the king, dismissing Rym and Coppenole with a 

gesture,— 

“God guard you, messieurs, my good friends the Flemings. Go, take a little repose. The night 

advances, and we are nearer the morning than the evening.” 

Both retired and gained their apartments under the guidance of the captain of the Bastille. 

Coppenole said to Guillaume Rym,— 

“Hum! I have had enough of that coughing king! I have seen Charles of Burgundy drunk, and 

he was less malignant than Louis XI. when ailing.” 

“Master Jacques,” replied Rym, “’tis because wine renders kings less cruel than does barley 

water.”  

  



CHAPTER VI. LITTLE SWORD IN POCKET. 

On emerging from the Bastille, Gringoire descended the Rue Saint-Antoine with the swiftness 

of a runaway horse. On arriving at the Baudoyer gate, he walked straight to the stone cross which 

rose in the middle of that place, as though he were able to distinguish in the darkness the figure 

of a man clad and cloaked in black, who was seated on the steps of the cross. 

“Is it you, master?” said Gringoire. 

The personage in black rose. 

“Death and passion! You make me boil, Gringoire. The man on the tower of Saint-Gervais has 

just cried half-past one o’clock in the morning.” 

“Oh,” retorted Gringoire, “’tis no fault of mine, but of the watch and the king. I have just had a 

narrow escape. I always just miss being hung. ’Tis my predestination.” 

“You lack everything,” said the other. “But come quickly. Have you the password?” 

“Fancy, master, I have seen the king. I come from him. He wears fustian breeches. ’Tis an 

adventure.” 

“Oh! distaff of words! what is your adventure to me! Have you the password of the outcasts?” 

“I have it. Be at ease. ‘Little sword in pocket.’” 

“Good. Otherwise, we could not make our way as far as the church. The outcasts bar the 

streets. Fortunately, it appears that they have encountered resistance. We may still arrive in 

time.” 

“Yes, master, but how are we to get into Notre-Dame?” 

“I have the key to the tower.” 

“And how are we to get out again?” 

“Behind the cloister there is a little door which opens on the Terrain and the water. I have 

taken the key to it, and I moored a boat there this morning.” 

“I have had a beautiful escape from being hung!” Gringoire repeated. 

“Eh, quick! come!” said the other. 

Both descended towards the city with long strides. 

  



CHAPTER VII. CHATEAUPERS TO THE RESCUE. 

The reader will, perhaps, recall the critical situation in which we left Quasimodo. The brave 

deaf man, assailed on all sides, had lost, if not all courage, at least all hope of saving, not himself 

(he was not thinking of himself), but the gypsy. He ran distractedly along the gallery. Notre-

Dame was on the point of being taken by storm by the outcasts. All at once, a great galloping of 

horses filled the neighboring streets, and, with a long file of torches and a thick column of 

cavaliers, with free reins and lances in rest, these furious sounds debouched on the Place like a 

hurricane,— 

“France! France! cut down the louts! Châteaupers to the rescue! Provostship! Provostship!” 

The frightened vagabonds wheeled round. 

Quasimodo who did not hear, saw the naked swords, the torches, the irons of the pikes, all that 

cavalry, at the head of which he recognized Captain Phœbus; he beheld the confusion of the 

outcasts, the terror of some, the disturbance among the bravest of them, and from this unexpected 

succor he recovered so much strength, that he hurled from the church the first assailants who 

were already climbing into the gallery. 

It was, in fact, the king’s troops who had arrived. The vagabonds behaved bravely. They 

defended themselves like desperate men. Caught on the flank, by the Rue Saint-Pierre-aux-

Bœufs, and in the rear through the Rue du Parvis, driven to bay against Notre-Dame, which they 

still assailed and Quasimodo defended, at the same time besiegers and besieged, they were in the 

singular situation in which Comte Henri Harcourt, Taurinum obsessor idem et obsessus, as his 

epitaph says, found himself later on, at the famous siege of Turin, in 1640, between Prince 

Thomas of Savoy, whom he was besieging, and the Marquis de Leganez, who was blockading 

him. 

The battle was frightful. There was a dog’s tooth for wolf’s flesh, as P. Mathieu says. The 

king’s cavaliers, in whose midst Phœbus de Châteaupers bore himself valiantly, gave no quarter, 

and the slash of the sword disposed of those who escaped the thrust of the lance. The outcasts, 

badly armed foamed and bit with rage. Men, women, children, hurled themselves on the cruppers 

and the breasts of the horses, and hung there like cats, with teeth, finger nails and toe nails. 

Others struck the archers’ in the face with their torches. Others thrust iron hooks into the necks 

of the cavaliers and dragged them down. They slashed in pieces those who fell. 

One was noticed who had a large, glittering scythe, and who, for a long time, mowed the legs 

of the horses. He was frightful. He was singing a ditty, with a nasal intonation, he swung and 

drew back his scythe incessantly. At every blow he traced around him a great circle of severed 

limbs. He advanced thus into the very thickest of the cavalry, with the tranquil slowness, the 

lolling of the head and the regular breathing of a harvester attacking a field of wheat. It was 

Clopin Trouillefou. A shot from an arquebus laid him low. 

In the meantime, windows had been opened again. The neighbors hearing the war cries of the 

king’s troops, had mingled in the affray, and bullets rained upon the outcasts from every story. 

The Parvis was filled with a thick smoke, which the musketry streaked with flame. Through it 

one could confusedly distinguish the front of Notre-Dame, and the decrepit Hôtel-Dieu with 

some wan invalids gazing down from the heights of its roof all checkered with dormer windows. 

At length the vagabonds gave way. Weariness, the lack of good weapons, the fright of this 

surprise, the musketry from the windows, the valiant attack of the king’s troops, all overwhelmed 



them. They forced the line of assailants, and fled in every direction, leaving the Parvis 

encumbered with dead. 

When Quasimodo, who had not ceased to fight for a moment, beheld this rout, he fell on his 

knees and raised his hands to heaven; then, intoxicated with joy, he ran, he ascended with the 

swiftness of a bird to that cell, the approaches to which he had so intrepidly defended. He had but 

one thought now; it was to kneel before her whom he had just saved for the second time. 

When he entered the cell, he found it empty. 

  



BOOK ELEVENTH. 

CHAPTER I.THE LITTLE SHOE. 

La Esmeralda was sleeping at the moment when the outcasts assailed the church. 

Soon the ever-increasing uproar around the edifice, and the uneasy bleating of her goat which 

had been awakened, had roused her from her slumbers. She had sat up, she had listened, she had 

looked; then, terrified by the light and noise, she had rushed from her cell to see. The aspect of 

the Place, the vision which was moving in it, the disorder of that nocturnal assault, that hideous 

crowd, leaping like a cloud of frogs, half seen in the gloom, the croaking of that hoarse 

multitude, those few red torches running and crossing each other in the darkness like the meteors 

which streak the misty surfaces of marshes, this whole scene produced upon her the effect of a 

mysterious battle between the phantoms of the witches’ sabbath and the stone monsters of the 

church. Imbued from her very infancy with the superstitions of the Bohemian tribe, her first 

thought was that she had caught the strange beings peculiar to the night, in their deeds of 

witchcraft. Then she ran in terror to cower in her cell, asking of her pallet some less terrible 

nightmare. 

But little by little the first vapors of terror had been dissipated; from the constantly increasing 

noise, and from many other signs of reality, she felt herself besieged not by spectres, but by 

human beings. Then her fear, though it did not increase, changed its character. She had dreamed 

of the possibility of a popular mutiny to tear her from her asylum. The idea of once more 

recovering life, hope, Phœbus, who was ever present in her future, the extreme helplessness of 

her condition, flight cut off, no support, her abandonment, her isolation,—these thoughts and a 

thousand others overwhelmed her. She fell upon her knees, with her head on her bed, her hands 

clasped over her head, full of anxiety and tremors, and, although a gypsy, an idolater, and a 

pagan, she began to entreat with sobs, mercy from the good Christian God, and to pray to our 

Lady, her hostess. For even if one believes in nothing, there are moments in life when one is 

always of the religion of the temple which is nearest at hand. 

She remained thus prostrate for a very long time, trembling in truth, more than praying, chilled 

by the ever-closer breath of that furious multitude, understanding nothing of this outburst, 

ignorant of what was being plotted, what was being done, what they wanted, but foreseeing a 

terrible issue. 

In the midst of this anguish, she heard some one walking near her. She turned round. Two 

men, one of whom carried a lantern, had just entered her cell. She uttered a feeble cry. 

“Fear nothing,” said a voice which was not unknown to her, “it is I.” 

“Who are you?” she asked. 

“Pierre Gringoire.” 

This name reassured her. She raised her eyes once more, and recognized the poet in very fact. 

But there stood beside him a black figure veiled from head to foot, which struck her by its 

silence. 

“Oh!” continued Gringoire in a tone of reproach, “Djali recognized me before you!” 

The little goat had not, in fact, waited for Gringoire to announce his name. No sooner had he 

entered than it rubbed itself gently against his knees, covering the poet with caresses and with 

white hairs, for it was shedding its hair. Gringoire returned the caresses. 



“Who is this with you?” said the gypsy, in a low voice. 

“Be at ease,” replied Gringoire. “’Tis one of my friends.” Then the philosopher setting his 

lantern on the ground, crouched upon the stones, and exclaimed enthusiastically, as he pressed 

Djali in his arms,— 

“Oh! ’tis a graceful beast, more considerable no doubt, for it’s neatness than for its size, but 

ingenious, subtle, and lettered as a grammarian! Let us see, my Djali, hast thou forgotten any of 

thy pretty tricks? How does Master Jacques Charmolue?...” 

The man in black did not allow him to finish. He approached Gringoire and shook him 

roughly by the shoulder. 

Gringoire rose. 

“’Tis true,” said he: “I forgot that we are in haste. But that is no reason master, for getting 

furious with people in this manner. My dear and lovely child, your life is in danger, and Djali’s 

also. They want to hang you again. We are your friends, and we have come to save you. Follow 

us.” 

“Is it true?” she exclaimed in dismay. 

“Yes, perfectly true. Come quickly!” 

“I am willing,” she stammered. “But why does not your friend speak?” 

“Ah!” said Gringoire, “’tis because his father and mother were fantastic people who made him 

of a taciturn temperament.” 

She was obliged to content herself with this explanation. Gringoire took her by the hand; his 

companion picked up the lantern and walked on in front. Fear stunned the young girl. She 

allowed herself to be led away. The goat followed them, frisking, so joyous at seeing Gringoire 

again that it made him stumble every moment by thrusting its horns between his legs. 

“Such is life,” said the philosopher, every time that he came near falling down; “’tis often our 

best friends who cause us to be overthrown.” 

They rapidly descended the staircase of the towers, crossed the church, full of shadows and 

solitude, and all reverberating with uproar, which formed a frightful contrast, and emerged into 

the courtyard of the cloister by the red door. The cloister was deserted; the canons had fled to the 

bishop’s palace in order to pray together; the courtyard was empty, a few frightened lackeys 

were crouching in dark corners. They directed their steps towards the door which opened from 

this court upon the Terrain. The man in black opened it with a key which he had about him. Our 

readers are aware that the Terrain was a tongue of land enclosed by walls on the side of the City 

and belonging to the chapter of Notre-Dame, which terminated the island on the east, behind the 

church. They found this enclosure perfectly deserted. There was here less tumult in the air. The 

roar of the outcasts’ assault reached them more confusedly and less clamorously. The fresh 

breeze which follows the current of a stream, rustled the leaves of the only tree planted on the 

point of the Terrain, with a noise that was already perceptible. But they were still very close to 

danger. The nearest edifices to them were the bishop’s palace and the church. It was plainly 

evident that there was great internal commotion in the bishop’s palace. Its shadowy mass was all 

furrowed with lights which flitted from window to window; as, when one has just burned paper, 

there remains a sombre edifice of ashes in which bright sparks run a thousand eccentric courses. 

Beside them, the enormous towers of Notre-Dame, thus viewed from behind, with the long nave 

above which they rise cut out in black against the red and vast light which filled the Parvis, 

resembled two gigantic andirons of some cyclopean fire-grate. 



What was to be seen of Paris on all sides wavered before the eye in a gloom mingled with 

light. Rembrandt has such backgrounds to his pictures. 

The man with the lantern walked straight to the point of the Terrain. There, at the very brink of 

the water, stood the wormeaten remains of a fence of posts latticed with laths, whereon a low 

vine spread out a few thin branches like the fingers of an outspread hand. Behind, in the shadow 

cast by this trellis, a little boat lay concealed. The man made a sign to Gringoire and his 

companion to enter. The goat followed them. The man was the last to step in. Then he cut the 

boat’s moorings, pushed it from the shore with a long boat-hook, and, seizing two oars, seated 

himself in the bow, rowing with all his might towards midstream. The Seine is very rapid at this 

point, and he had a good deal of trouble in leaving the point of the island. 

Gringoire’s first care on entering the boat was to place the goat on his knees. He took a 

position in the stern; and the young girl, whom the stranger inspired with an indefinable 

uneasiness, seated herself close to the poet. 

When our philosopher felt the boat sway, he clapped his hands and kissed Djali between the 

horns. 

“Oh!” said he, “now we are safe, all four of us.” 

He added with the air of a profound thinker, “One is indebted sometimes to fortune, 

sometimes to ruse, for the happy issue of great enterprises.” 

The boat made its way slowly towards the right shore. The young girl watched the unknown 

man with secret terror. He had carefully turned off the light of his dark lantern. A glimpse could 

be caught of him in the obscurity, in the bow of the boat, like a spectre. His cowl, which was still 

lowered, formed a sort of mask; and every time that he spread his arms, upon which hung large 

black sleeves, as he rowed, one would have said they were two huge bat’s wings. Moreover, he 

had not yet uttered a word or breathed a syllable. No other noise was heard in the boat than the 

splashing of the oars, mingled with the rippling of the water along her sides. 

“On my soul!” exclaimed Gringoire suddenly, “we are as cheerful and joyous as young owls! 

We preserve the silence of Pythagoreans or fishes! Pasque-Dieu! my friends, I should greatly 

like to have some one speak to me. The human voice is music to the human ear. ’Tis not I who 

say that, but Didymus of Alexandria, and they are illustrious words. Assuredly, Didymus of 

Alexandria is no mediocre philosopher.—One word, my lovely child! say but one word to me, I 

entreat you. By the way, you had a droll and peculiar little pout; do you still make it? Do you 

know, my dear, that parliament hath full jurisdiction over all places of asylum, and that you were 

running a great risk in your little chamber at Notre-Dame? Alas! the little bird trochylus maketh 

its nest in the jaws of the crocodile.—Master, here is the moon re-appearing. If only they do not 

perceive us. We are doing a laudable thing in saving mademoiselle, and yet we should be hung 

by order of the king if we were caught. Alas! human actions are taken by two handles. That is 

branded with disgrace in one which is crowned in another. He admires Cicero who blames 

Catiline. Is it not so, master? What say you to this philosophy? I possess philosophy by instinct, 

by nature, ut apes geometriam.—Come! no one answers me. What unpleasant moods you two 

are in! I must do all the talking alone. That is what we call a monologue in tragedy.—Pasque-

Dieu! I must inform you that I have just seen the king, Louis XI., and that I have caught this oath 

from him,—Pasque-Dieu! They are still making a hearty howl in the city.—’Tis a villanous, 

malicious old king. He is all swathed in furs. He still owes me the money for my epithalamium, 

and he came within a nick of hanging me this evening, which would have been very 

inconvenient to me.—He is niggardly towards men of merit. He ought to read the four books of 



Salvien of Cologne, Adversus Avaritiam. In truth! ’Tis a paltry king in his ways with men of 

letters, and one who commits very barbarous cruelties. He is a sponge, to soak money raised 

from the people. His saving is like the spleen which swelleth with the leanness of all the other 

members. Hence complaints against the hardness of the times become murmurs against the 

prince. Under this gentle and pious sire, the gallows crack with the hung, the blocks rot with 

blood, the prisons burst like over full bellies. This king hath one hand which grasps, and one 

which hangs. He is the procurator of Dame Tax and Monsieur Gibbet. The great are despoiled of 

their dignities, and the little incessantly overwhelmed with fresh oppressions. He is an exorbitant 

prince. I love not this monarch. And you, master?” 

The man in black let the garrulous poet chatter on. He continued to struggle against the violent 

and narrow current, which separates the prow of the City and the stem of the island of Notre-

Dame, which we call to-day the Isle St. Louis. 

“By the way, master!” continued Gringoire suddenly. “At the moment when we arrived on the 

Parvis, through the enraged outcasts, did your reverence observe that poor little devil whose skull 

your deaf man was just cracking on the railing of the gallery of the kings? I am near sighted and I 

could not recognize him. Do you know who he could be?” 

The stranger answered not a word. But he suddenly ceased rowing, his arms fell as though 

broken, his head sank on his breast, and la Esmeralda heard him sigh convulsively. She 

shuddered. She had heard such sighs before. 

The boat, abandoned to itself, floated for several minutes with the stream. But the man in 

black finally recovered himself, seized the oars once more and began to row against the current. 

He doubled the point of the Isle of Notre Dame, and made for the landing-place of the Port au 

Foin. 

“Ah!” said Gringoire, “yonder is the Barbeau mansion.—Stay, master, look: that group of 

black roofs which make such singular angles yonder, above that heap of black, fibrous grimy, 

dirty clouds, where the moon is completely crushed and spread out like the yolk of an egg whose 

shell is broken.—’Tis a fine mansion. There is a chapel crowned with a small vault full of very 

well carved enrichments. Above, you can see the bell tower, very delicately pierced. There is 

also a pleasant garden, which consists of a pond, an aviary, an echo, a mall, a labyrinth, a house 

for wild beasts, and a quantity of leafy alleys very agreeable to Venus. There is also a rascal of a 

tree which is called ‘the lewd,’ because it favored the pleasures of a famous princess and a 

constable of France, who was a gallant and a wit.—Alas! we poor philosophers are to a constable 

as a plot of cabbages or a radish bed to the garden of the Louvre. What matters it, after all? 

human life, for the great as well as for us, is a mixture of good and evil. Pain is always by the 

side of joy, the spondee by the dactyl.—Master, I must relate to you the history of the Barbeau 

mansion. It ends in tragic fashion. It was in 1319, in the reign of Philippe V., the longest reign of 

the kings of France. The moral of the story is that the temptations of the flesh are pernicious and 

malignant. Let us not rest our glance too long on our neighbor’s wife, however gratified our 

senses may be by her beauty. Fornication is a very libertine thought. Adultery is a prying into the 

pleasures of others—Ohé! the noise yonder is redoubling!” 

The tumult around Notre-Dame was, in fact, increasing. They listened. Cries of victory were 

heard with tolerable distinctness. All at once, a hundred torches, the light of which glittered upon 

the helmets of men at arms, spread over the church at all heights, on the towers, on the galleries, 

on the flying buttresses. These torches seemed to be in search of something; and soon distant 

clamors reached the fugitives distinctly:—“The gypsy! the sorceress! death to the gypsy!” 



The unhappy girl dropped her head upon her hands, and the unknown began to row furiously 

towards the shore. Meanwhile our philosopher reflected. He clasped the goat in his arms, and 

gently drew away from the gypsy, who pressed closer and closer to him, as though to the only 

asylum which remained to her. 

It is certain that Gringoire was enduring cruel perplexity. He was thinking that the goat also, 

“according to existing law,” would be hung if recaptured; which would be a great pity, poor 

Djali! that he had thus two condemned creatures attached to him; that his companion asked no 

better than to take charge of the gypsy. A violent combat began between his thoughts, in which, 

like the Jupiter of the Iliad, he weighed in turn the gypsy and the goat; and he looked at them 

alternately with eyes moist with tears, saying between his teeth: 

“But I cannot save you both!” 

A shock informed them that the boat had reached the land at last. The uproar still filled the 

city. The unknown rose, approached the gypsy, and endeavored to take her arm to assist her to 

alight. She repulsed him and clung to the sleeve of Gringoire, who, in his turn, absorbed in the 

goat, almost repulsed her. Then she sprang alone from the boat. She was so troubled that she did 

not know what she did or whither she was going. Thus she remained for a moment, stunned, 

watching the water flow past; when she gradually returned to her senses, she found herself alone 

on the wharf with the unknown. It appears that Gringoire had taken advantage of the moment of 

debarcation to slip away with the goat into the block of houses of the Rue Grenier-sur-l’Eau. 

The poor gypsy shivered when she beheld herself alone with this man. She tried to speak, to 

cry out, to call Gringoire; her tongue was dumb in her mouth, and no sound left her lips. All at 

once she felt the stranger’s hand on hers. It was a strong, cold hand. Her teeth chattered, she 

turned paler than the ray of moonlight which illuminated her. The man spoke not a word. He 

began to ascend towards the Place de Grève, holding her by the hand. 

At that moment, she had a vague feeling that destiny is an irresistible force. She had no more 

resistance left in her, she allowed herself to be dragged along, running while he walked. At this 

spot the quay ascended. But it seemed to her as though she were descending a slope. 

She gazed about her on all sides. Not a single passer-by. The quay was absolutely deserted. 

She heard no sound, she felt no people moving save in the tumultuous and glowing city, from 

which she was separated only by an arm of the Seine, and whence her name reached her, 

mingled with cries of “Death!” The rest of Paris was spread around her in great blocks of 

shadows. 

Meanwhile, the stranger continued to drag her along with the same silence and the same 

rapidity. She had no recollection of any of the places where she was walking. As she passed 

before a lighted window, she made an effort, drew up suddenly, and cried out, “Help!” 

The bourgeois who was standing at the window opened it, appeared there in his shirt with his 

lamp, stared at the quay with a stupid air, uttered some words which she did not understand, and 

closed his shutter again. It was her last gleam of hope extinguished. 

The man in black did not utter a syllable; he held her firmly, and set out again at a quicker 

pace. She no longer resisted, but followed him, completely broken. 

From time to time she called together a little strength, and said, in a voice broken by the 

unevenness of the pavement and the breathlessness of their flight, “Who are you? Who are you?” 

He made no reply. 



They arrived thus, still keeping along the quay, at a tolerably spacious square. It was the 

Grève. In the middle, a sort of black, erect cross was visible; it was the gallows. She recognized 

all this, and saw where she was. 

The man halted, turned towards her and raised his cowl. 

“Oh!” she stammered, almost petrified, “I knew well that it was he again!” 

It was the priest. He looked like the ghost of himself; that is an effect of the moonlight, it 

seems as though one beheld only the spectres of things in that light. 

“Listen!” he said to her; and she shuddered at the sound of that fatal voice which she had not 

heard for a long time. He continued speaking with those brief and panting jerks, which betoken 

deep internal convulsions. “Listen! we are here. I am going to speak to you. This is the Grève. 

This is an extreme point. Destiny gives us to one another. I am going to decide as to your life; 

you will decide as to my soul. Here is a place, here is a night beyond which one sees nothing. 

Then listen to me. I am going to tell you.... In the first place, speak not to me of your Phœbus. 

(As he spoke thus he paced to and fro, like a man who cannot remain in one place, and dragged 

her after him.) Do not speak to me of him. Do you see? If you utter that name, I know not what I 

shall do, but it will be terrible.” 

Then, like a body which recovers its centre of gravity, he became motionless once more, but 

his words betrayed no less agitation. His voice grew lower and lower. 

“Do not turn your head aside thus. Listen to me. It is a serious matter. In the first place, here is 

what has happened.—All this will not be laughed at. I swear it to you.—What was I saying? 

Remind me! Oh!—There is a decree of Parliament which gives you back to the scaffold. I have 

just rescued you from their hands. But they are pursuing you. Look!” 

He extended his arm toward the City. The search seemed, in fact, to be still in progress there. 

The uproar drew nearer; the tower of the lieutenant’s house, situated opposite the Grève, was full 

of clamors and light, and soldiers could be seen running on the opposite quay with torches and 

these cries, “The gypsy! Where is the gypsy! Death! Death!” 

“You see that they are in pursuit of you, and that I am not lying to you. I love you.—Do not 

open your mouth; refrain from speaking to me rather, if it be only to tell me that you hate me. I 

have made up my mind not to hear that again.—I have just saved you.—Let me finish first. I can 

save you wholly. I have prepared everything. It is yours at will. If you wish, I can do it.” 

He broke off violently. “No, that is not what I should say!” 

As he went with hurried step and made her hurry also, for he did not release her, he walked 

straight to the gallows, and pointed to it with his finger,— 

“Choose between us two,” he said, coldly. 

She tore herself from his hands and fell at the foot of the gibbet, embracing that funereal 

support, then she half turned her beautiful head, and looked at the priest over her shoulder. One 

would have said that she was a Holy Virgin at the foot of the cross. The priest remained 

motionless, his finger still raised toward the gibbet, preserving his attitude like a statue. At length 

the gypsy said to him,— 

“It causes me less horror than you do.” 

Then he allowed his arm to sink slowly, and gazed at the pavement in profound dejection. 

“If these stones could speak,” he murmured, “yes, they would say that a very unhappy man 

stands here.” 



He went on. The young girl, kneeling before the gallows, enveloped in her long flowing hair, 

let him speak on without interruption. He now had a gentle and plaintive accent which contrasted 

sadly with the haughty harshness of his features. 

“I love you. Oh! how true that is! So nothing comes of that fire which burns my heart! Alas! 

young girl, night and day—yes, night and day I tell you,—it is torture. Oh! I suffer too much, my 

poor child. ’Tis a thing deserving of compassion, I assure you. You see that I speak gently to 

you. I really wish that you should no longer cherish this horror of me.—After all, if a man loves 

a woman, ’tis not his fault!—Oh, my God!—What! So you will never pardon me? You will 

always hate me? All is over then. It is that which renders me evil, do you see? and horrible to 

myself.—You will not even look at me! You are thinking of something else, perchance, while I 

stand here and talk to you, shuddering on the brink of eternity for both of us! Above all things, 

do not speak to me of the officer!—I would cast myself at your knees, I would kiss not your feet, 

but the earth which is under your feet; I would sob like a child, I would tear from my breast not 

words, but my very heart and vitals, to tell you that I love you;—all would be useless, all!—And 

yet you have nothing in your heart but what is tender and merciful. You are radiant with the most 

beautiful mildness; you are wholly sweet, good, pitiful, and charming. Alas! You cherish no ill 

will for any one but me alone! Oh! what a fatality!” 

He hid his face in his hands. The young girl heard him weeping. It was for the first time. Thus 

erect and shaken by sobs, he was more miserable and more suppliant than when on his knees. He 

wept thus for a considerable time. 

“Come!” he said, these first tears passed, “I have no more words. I had, however, thought well 

as to what you would say. Now I tremble and shiver and break down at the decisive moment, I 

feel conscious of something supreme enveloping us, and I stammer. Oh! I shall fall upon the 

pavement if you do not take pity on me, pity on yourself. Do not condemn us both. If you only 

knew how much I love you! What a heart is mine! Oh! what desertion of all virtue! What 

desperate abandonment of myself! A doctor, I mock at science; a gentleman, I tarnish my own 

name; a priest, I make of the missal a pillow of sensuality, I spit in the face of my God! all this 

for thee, enchantress! to be more worthy of thy hell! And you will not have the apostate! Oh! let 

me tell you all! more still, something more horrible, oh! Yet more horrible!...” 

As he uttered these last words, his air became utterly distracted. He was silent for a moment, 

and resumed, as though speaking to himself, and in a strong voice,— 

“Cain, what hast thou done with thy brother?” 

There was another silence, and he went on— 

“What have I done with him, Lord? I received him, I reared him, I nourished him, I loved him, 

I idolized him, and I have slain him! Yes, Lord, they have just dashed his head before my eyes 

on the stone of thine house, and it is because of me, because of this woman, because of her.” 

His eye was wild. His voice grew ever weaker; he repeated many times, yet, mechanically, at 

tolerably long intervals, like a bell prolonging its last vibration: “Because of her.—Because of 

her.” 

Then his tongue no longer articulated any perceptible sound; but his lips still moved. All at 

once he sank together, like something crumbling, and lay motionless on the earth, with his head 

on his knees. 



A touch from the young girl, as she drew her foot from under him, brought him to himself. He 

passed his hand slowly over his hollow cheeks, and gazed for several moments at his fingers, 

which were wet, “What!” he murmured, “I have wept!” 

And turning suddenly to the gypsy with unspeakable anguish,— 

“Alas! you have looked coldly on at my tears! Child, do you know that those tears are of lava? 

Is it indeed true? Nothing touches when it comes from the man whom one does not love. If you 

were to see me die, you would laugh. Oh! I do not wish to see you die! One word! A single word 

of pardon! Say not that you love me, say only that you will do it; that will suffice; I will save 

you. If not—oh! the hour is passing. I entreat you by all that is sacred, do not wait until I shall 

have turned to stone again, like that gibbet which also claims you! Reflect that I hold the 

destinies of both of us in my hand, that I am mad,—it is terrible,—that I may let all go to 

destruction, and that there is beneath us a bottomless abyss, unhappy girl, whither my fall will 

follow yours to all eternity! One word of kindness! Say one word! only one word!” 

She opened her mouth to answer him. He flung himself on his knees to receive with adoration 

the word, possibly a tender one, which was on the point of issuing from her lips. She said to him, 

“You are an assassin!” 

The priest clasped her in his arms with fury, and began to laugh with an abominable laugh. 

“Well, yes, an assassin!” he said, “and I will have you. You will not have me for your slave, 

you shall have me for your master. I will have you! I have a den, whither I will drag you. You 

will follow me, you will be obliged to follow me, or I will deliver you up! You must die, my 

beauty, or be mine! belong to the priest! belong to the apostate! belong to the assassin! this very 

night, do you hear? Come! joy; kiss me, mad girl! The tomb or my bed!” 

His eyes sparkled with impurity and rage. His lewd lips reddened the young girl’s neck. She 

struggled in his arms. He covered her with furious kisses. 

“Do not bite me, monster!” she cried. “Oh! the foul, odious monk! leave me! I will tear out thy 

ugly gray hair and fling it in thy face by the handful!” 

He reddened, turned pale, then released her and gazed at her with a gloomy air. She thought 

herself victorious, and continued,— 

“I tell you that I belong to my Phœbus, that ’tis Phœbus whom I love, that ’tis Phœbus who is 

handsome! you are old, priest! you are ugly! Begone!” 

He gave vent to a horrible cry, like the wretch to whom a hot iron is applied. “Die, then!” he 

said, gnashing his teeth. She saw his terrible look and tried to fly. He caught her once more, he 

shook her, he flung her on the ground, and walked with rapid strides towards the corner of the 

Tour-Roland, dragging her after him along the pavement by her beautiful hands. 

On arriving there, he turned to her,— 

“For the last time, will you be mine?” 

She replied with emphasis,— 

“No!” 

Then he cried in a loud voice,— 

“Gudule! Gudule! here is the gypsy! take your vengeance!” 

The young girl felt herself seized suddenly by the elbow. She looked. A fleshless arm was 

stretched from an opening in the wall, and held her like a hand of iron. 



“Hold her well,” said the priest; “’tis the gypsy escaped. Release her not. I will go in search of 

the sergeants. You shall see her hanged.” 

A guttural laugh replied from the interior of the wall to these bloody words—“Hah! hah! 

hah!”—The gypsy watched the priest retire in the direction of the Pont Notre-Dame. A cavalcade 

was heard in that direction. 

The young girl had recognized the spiteful recluse. Panting with terror, she tried to disengage 

herself. She writhed, she made many starts of agony and despair, but the other held her with 

incredible strength. The lean and bony fingers which bruised her, clenched on her flesh and met 

around it. One would have said that this hand was riveted to her arm. It was more than a chain, 

more than a fetter, more than a ring of iron, it was a living pair of pincers endowed with 

intelligence, which emerged from the wall. 

She fell back against the wall exhausted, and then the fear of death took possession of her. She 

thought of the beauty of life, of youth, of the view of heaven, the aspects of nature, of her love 

for Phœbus, of all that was vanishing and all that was approaching, of the priest who was 

denouncing her, of the headsman who was to come, of the gallows which was there. Then she 

felt terror mount to the very roots of her hair and she heard the mocking laugh of the recluse, 

saying to her in a very low tone: “Hah! hah! hah! you are going to be hanged!” 

She turned a dying look towards the window, and she beheld the fierce face of the sacked nun 

through the bars. 

“What have I done to you?” she said, almost lifeless. 

The recluse did not reply, but began to mumble with a singsong irritated, mocking intonation: 

“Daughter of Egypt! daughter of Egypt! daughter of Egypt!” 

The unhappy Esmeralda dropped her head beneath her flowing hair, comprehending that it 

was no human being she had to deal with. 

All at once the recluse exclaimed, as though the gypsy’s question had taken all this time to 

reach her brain,—“‘What have you done to me?’ you say! Ah! what have you done to me, 

gypsy! Well! listen.—I had a child! you see! I had a child! a child, I tell you!—a pretty little 

girl!—my Agnès!” she went on wildly, kissing something in the dark.—“Well! do you see, 

daughter of Egypt? they took my child from me; they stole my child; they ate my child. That is 

what you have done to me.” 

The young girl replied like a lamb,— 

“Alas! perchance I was not born then!” 

“Oh! yes!” returned the recluse, “you must have been born. You were among them. She would 

be the same age as you! so!—I have been here fifteen years; fifteen years have I suffered; fifteen 

years have I prayed; fifteen years have I beat my head against these four walls—I tell you that 

’twas the gypsies who stole her from me, do you hear that? and who ate her with their teeth.—

Have you a heart? imagine a child playing, a child sucking; a child sleeping. It is so innocent a 

thing!—Well! that, that is what they took from me, what they killed. The good God knows it 

well! To-day, it is my turn; I am going to eat the gypsy.—Oh! I would bite you well, if the bars 

did not prevent me! My head is too large!—Poor little one! while she was asleep! And if they 

woke her up when they took her, in vain she might cry; I was not there!—Ah! gypsy mothers, 

you devoured my child! come see your own.” 

Then she began to laugh or to gnash her teeth, for the two things resembled each other in that 

furious face. The day was beginning to dawn. An ashy gleam dimly lighted this scene, and the 



gallows grew more and more distinct in the square. On the other side, in the direction of the 

bridge of Notre-Dame, the poor condemned girl fancied that she heard the sound of cavalry 

approaching. 

“Madam,” she cried, clasping her hands and falling on her knees, dishevelled, distracted, mad 

with fright; “madam! have pity! They are coming. I have done nothing to you. Would you wish 

to see me die in this horrible fashion before your very eyes? You are pitiful, I am sure. It is too 

frightful. Let me make my escape. Release me! Mercy. I do not wish to die like that!” 

“Give me back my child!” said the recluse. 

“Mercy! Mercy!” 

“Give me back my child!” 

“Release me, in the name of heaven!” 

“Give me back my child!” 

Again the young girl fell; exhausted, broken, and having already the glassy eye of a person in 

the grave. 

“Alas!” she faltered, “you seek your child, I seek my parents.” 

“Give me back my little Agnès!” pursued Gudule. “You do not know where she is? Then 

die!—I will tell you. I was a woman of the town, I had a child, they took my child. It was the 

gypsies. You see plainly that you must die. When your mother, the gypsy, comes to reclaim you, 

I shall say to her: ‘Mother, look at that gibbet!—Or, give me back my child. Do you know where 

she is, my little daughter? Stay! I will show you. Here is her shoe, all that is left me of her. Do 

you know where its mate is? If you know, tell me, and if it is only at the other end of the world, I 

will crawl to it on my knees.” 

As she spoke thus, with her other arm extended through the window, she showed the gypsy the 

little embroidered shoe. It was already light enough to distinguish its shape and its colors. 

“Let me see that shoe,” said the gypsy, quivering. “God! God!” 

And at the same time, with her hand which was at liberty, she quickly opened the little bag 

ornamented with green glass, which she wore about her neck. 

“Go on, go on!” grumbled Gudule, “search your demon’s amulet!” 

All at once, she stopped short, trembled in every limb, and cried in a voice which proceeded 

from the very depths of her being: “My daughter!” 

The gypsy had just drawn from the bag a little shoe absolutely similar to the other. To this 

little shoe was attached a parchment on which was inscribed this charm,— 

Quand le pareil retrouveras 

Ta mère te tendras les bras.[68 ]  

Quicker than a flash of lightning, the recluse had laid the two shoes together, had read the 

parchment and had put close to the bars of the window her face beaming with celestial joy as she 

cried,— 

“My daughter! my daughter!” 

“My mother!” said the gypsy. 



Here we are unequal to the task of depicting the scene. The wall and the iron bars were 

between them. “Oh! the wall!” cried the recluse. “Oh! to see her and not to embrace her! Your 

hand! your hand!” 

The young girl passed her arm through the opening; the recluse threw herself on that hand, 

pressed her lips to it and there remained, buried in that kiss, giving no other sign of life than a 

sob which heaved her breast from time to time. In the meanwhile, she wept in torrents, in silence, 

in the dark, like a rain at night. The poor mother poured out in floods upon that adored hand the 

dark and deep well of tears, which lay within her, and into which her grief had filtered, drop by 

drop, for fifteen years. 

All at once she rose, flung aside her long gray hair from her brow, and without uttering a 

word, began to shake the bars of her cage cell, with both hands, more furiously than a lioness. 

The bars held firm. Then she went to seek in the corner of her cell a huge paving stone, which 

served her as a pillow, and launched it against them with such violence that one of the bars 

broke, emitting thousands of sparks. A second blow completely shattered the old iron cross 

which barricaded the window. Then with her two hands, she finished breaking and removing the 

rusted stumps of the bars. There are moments when woman’s hands possess superhuman 

strength. 

A passage broken, less than a minute was required for her to seize her daughter by the middle 

of her body, and draw her into her cell. “Come let me draw you out of the abyss,” she murmured. 

When her daughter was inside the cell, she laid her gently on the ground, then raised her up 

again, and bearing her in her arms as though she were still only her little Agnès, she walked to 

and fro in her little room, intoxicated, frantic, joyous, crying out, singing, kissing her daughter, 

talking to her, bursting into laughter, melting into tears, all at once and with vehemence. 

“My daughter! my daughter!” she said. “I have my daughter! here she is! The good God has 

given her back to me! Ha you! come all of you! Is there any one there to see that I have my 

daughter? Lord Jesus, how beautiful she is! You have made me wait fifteen years, my good God, 

but it was in order to give her back to me beautiful.—Then the gypsies did not eat her! Who said 

so? My little daughter! my little daughter! Kiss me. Those good gypsies! I love the gypsies!—It 

is really you! That was what made my heart leap every time that you passed by. And I took that 

for hatred! Forgive me, my Agnès, forgive me. You thought me very malicious, did you not? I 

love you. Have you still the little mark on your neck? Let us see. She still has it. Oh! you are 

beautiful! It was I who gave you those big eyes, mademoiselle. Kiss me. I love you. It is nothing 

to me that other mothers have children; I scorn them now. They have only to come and see. Here 

is mine. See her neck, her eyes, her hair, her hands. Find me anything as beautiful as that! Oh! I 

promise you she will have lovers, that she will! I have wept for fifteen years. All my beauty has 

departed and has fallen to her. Kiss me.” 

She addressed to her a thousand other extravagant remarks, whose accent constituted their sole 

beauty, disarranged the poor girl’s garments even to the point of making her blush, smoothed her 

silky hair with her hand, kissed her foot, her knee, her brow, her eyes, was in raptures over 

everything. The young girl let her have her way, repeating at intervals and very low and with 

infinite tenderness, “My mother!” 

“Do you see, my little girl,” resumed the recluse, interspersing her words with kisses, “I shall 

love you dearly? We will go away from here. We are going to be very happy. I have inherited 

something in Reims, in our country. You know Reims? Ah! no, you do not know it; you were too 

small! If you only knew how pretty you were at the age of four months! Tiny feet that people 



came even from Epernay, which is seven leagues away, to see! We shall have a field, a house. I 

will put you to sleep in my bed. My God! my God! who would believe this? I have my 

daughter!” 

“Oh, my mother!” said the young girl, at length finding strength to speak in her emotion, “the 

gypsy woman told me so. There was a good gypsy of our band who died last year, and who 

always cared for me like a nurse. It was she who placed this little bag about my neck. She always 

said to me: ‘Little one, guard this jewel well! ’Tis a treasure. It will cause thee to find thy mother 

once again. Thou wearest thy mother about thy neck.’—The gypsy predicted it!” 

The sacked nun again pressed her daughter in her arms. 

“Come, let me kiss you! You say that prettily. When we are in the country, we will place these 

little shoes on an infant Jesus in the church. We certainly owe that to the good, holy Virgin. 

What a pretty voice you have! When you spoke to me just now, it was music! Ah! my Lord God! 

I have found my child again! But is this story credible? Nothing will kill one—or I should have 

died of joy.” 

And then she began to clap her hands again and to laugh and to cry out: “We are going to be 

so happy!” 

At that moment, the cell resounded with the clang of arms and a galloping of horses which 

seemed to be coming from the Pont Notre-Dame, amid advancing farther and farther along the 

quay. The gypsy threw herself with anguish into the arms of the sacked nun. 

“Save me! save me! mother! they are coming!” 

“Oh, heaven! what are you saying? I had forgotten! They are in pursuit of you! What have you 

done?” 

“I know not,” replied the unhappy child; “but I am condemned to die.” 

“To die!” said Gudule, staggering as though struck by lightning; “to die!” she repeated slowly, 

gazing at her daughter with staring eyes. 

“Yes, mother,” replied the frightened young girl, “they want to kill me. They are coming to 

seize me. That gallows is for me! Save me! save me! They are coming! Save me!” 

The recluse remained for several moments motionless and petrified, then she moved her head 

in sign of doubt, and suddenly giving vent to a burst of laughter, but with that terrible laugh 

which had come back to her,— 

“Ho! ho! no! ’tis a dream of which you are telling me. Ah, yes! I lost her, that lasted fifteen 

years, and then I found her again, and that lasted a minute! And they would take her from me 

again! And now, when she is beautiful, when she is grown up, when she speaks to me, when she 

loves me; it is now that they would come to devour her, before my very eyes, and I her mother! 

Oh! no! these things are not possible. The good God does not permit such things as that.” 

Here the cavalcade appeared to halt, and a voice was heard to say in the distance,— 

“This way, Messire Tristan! The priest says that we shall find her at the Rat-Hole.” The noise 

of the horses began again. 

The recluse sprang to her feet with a shriek of despair. “Fly! fly! my child! All comes back to 

me. You are right. It is your death! Horror! Maledictions! Fly!” 

She thrust her head through the window, and withdrew it again hastily. 



“Remain,” she said, in a low, curt, and lugubrious tone, as she pressed the hand of the gypsy, 

who was more dead than alive. “Remain! Do not breathe! There are soldiers everywhere. You 

cannot get out. It is too light.” 

Her eyes were dry and burning. She remained silent for a moment; but she paced the cell 

hurriedly, and halted now and then to pluck out handfuls of her gray hairs, which she afterwards 

tore with her teeth. 

Suddenly she said: “They draw near. I will speak with them. Hide yourself in this corner. They 

will not see you. I will tell them that you have made your escape. That I released you, i’ faith!” 

She set her daughter (down for she was still carrying her), in one corner of the cell which was 

not visible from without. She made her crouch down, arranged her carefully so that neither foot 

nor hand projected from the shadow, untied her black hair which she spread over her white robe 

to conceal it, placed in front of her her jug and her paving stone, the only articles of furniture 

which she possessed, imagining that this jug and stone would hide her. And when this was 

finished she became more tranquil, and knelt down to pray. The day, which was only dawning, 

still left many shadows in the Rat-Hole. 

At that moment, the voice of the priest, that infernal voice, passed very close to the cell, 

crying,— 

“This way, Captain Phœbus de Châteaupers.” 

At that name, at that voice, la Esmeralda, crouching in her corner, made a movement. 

“Do not stir!” said Gudule. 

She had barely finished when a tumult of men, swords, and horses halted around the cell. The 

mother rose quickly and went to post herself before her window, in order to stop it up. She 

beheld a large troop of armed men, both horse and foot, drawn up on the Grève. 

The commander dismounted, and came toward her. 

“Old woman!” said this man, who had an atrocious face, “we are in search of a witch to hang 

her; we were told that you had her.” 

The poor mother assumed as indifferent an air as she could, and replied,— 

“I know not what you mean.” 

The other resumed, “Tête Dieu! What was it that frightened archdeacon said? Where is he?” 

“Monseigneur,” said a soldier, “he has disappeared.” 

“Come, now, old madwoman,” began the commander again, “do not lie. A sorceress was 

given in charge to you. What have you done with her?” 

The recluse did not wish to deny all, for fear of awakening suspicion, and replied in a sincere 

and surly tone,— 

“If you are speaking of a big young girl who was put into my hands a while ago, I will tell you 

that she bit me, and that I released her. There! Leave me in peace.” 

The commander made a grimace of disappointment. “Don’t lie to me, old spectre!” said he. 

“My name is Tristan l’Hermite, and I am the king’s gossip. Tristan the Hermit, do you hear?” He 

added, as he glanced at the Place de Grève around him, “’Tis a name which has an echo here.” 

“You might be Satan the Hermit,” replied Gudule, who was regaining hope, “but I should have 

nothing else to say to you, and I should never be afraid of you.” 



“Tête-Dieu,” said Tristan, “here is a crone! Ah! So the witch girl hath fled! And in which 

direction did she go?” Gudule replied in a careless tone,— 

“Through the Rue du Mouton, I believe.” 

Tristan turned his head and made a sign to his troop to prepare to set out on the march again. 

The recluse breathed freely once more. 

“Monseigneur,” suddenly said an archer, “ask the old elf why the bars of her window are 

broken in this manner.” 

This question brought anguish again to the heart of the miserable mother. Nevertheless, she 

did not lose all presence of mind. 

“They have always been thus,” she stammered. 

“Bah!” retorted the archer, “only yesterday they still formed a fine black cross, which inspired 

devotion.” 

Tristan cast a sidelong glance at the recluse. 

“I think the old dame is getting confused!” 

The unfortunate woman felt that all depended on her self-possession, and, although with death 

in her soul, she began to grin. Mothers possess such strength. 

“Bah!” said she, “the man is drunk. ’Tis more than a year since the tail of a stone cart dashed 

against my window and broke in the grating. And how I cursed the carter, too.” 

“’Tis true,” said another archer, “I was there.” 

Always and everywhere people are to be found who have seen everything. This unexpected 

testimony from the archer re-encouraged the recluse, whom this interrogatory was forcing to 

cross an abyss on the edge of a knife. But she was condemned to a perpetual alternative of hope 

and alarm. 

“If it was a cart which did it,” retorted the first soldier, “the stumps of the bars should be thrust 

inwards, while they actually are pushed outwards.” 

“Hé! hé!” said Tristan to the soldier, “you have the nose of an inquisitor of the Châtelet. Reply 

to what he says, old woman.” 

“Good heavens!” she exclaimed, driven to bay, and in a voice that was full of tears in despite 

of her efforts, “I swear to you, monseigneur, that ’twas a cart which broke those bars. You hear 

the man who saw it. And then, what has that to do with your gypsy?” 

“Hum!” growled Tristan. 

“The devil!” went on the soldier, flattered by the provost’s praise, “these fractures of the iron 

are perfectly fresh.” 

Tristan tossed his head. She turned pale. 

“How long ago, say you, did the cart do it?” 

“A month, a fortnight, perhaps, monseigneur, I know not.” 

“She first said more than a year,” observed the soldier. 

“That is suspicious,” said the provost. 

“Monseigneur!” she cried, still pressed against the opening, and trembling lest suspicion 

should lead them to thrust their heads through and look into her cell; “monseigneur, I swear to 



you that ’twas a cart which broke this grating. I swear it to you by the angels of paradise. If it 

was not a cart, may I be eternally damned, and I reject God!” 

“You put a great deal of heat into that oath;” said Tristan, with his inquisitorial glance. 

The poor woman felt her assurance vanishing more and more. She had reached the point of 

blundering, and she comprehended with terror that she was saying what she ought not to have 

said. 

Here another soldier came up, crying,— 

“Monsieur, the old hag lies. The sorceress did not flee through the Rue de Mouton. The street 

chain has remained stretched all night, and the chain guard has seen no one pass.” 

Tristan, whose face became more sinister with every moment, addressed the recluse,— 

“What have you to say to that?” 

She tried to make head against this new incident, 

“That I do not know, monseigneur; that I may have been mistaken. I believe, in fact, that she 

crossed the water.” 

“That is in the opposite direction,” said the provost, “and it is not very likely that she would 

wish to re-enter the city, where she was being pursued. You are lying, old woman.” 

“And then,” added the first soldier, “there is no boat either on this side of the stream or on the 

other.” 

“She swam across,” replied the recluse, defending her ground foot by foot. 

“Do women swim?” said the soldier. 

“Tête Dieu! old woman! You are lying!” repeated Tristan angrily. “I have a good mind to 

abandon that sorceress and take you. A quarter of an hour of torture will, perchance, draw the 

truth from your throat. Come! You are to follow us.” 

She seized on these words with avidity. 

“As you please, monseigneur. Do it. Do it. Torture. I am willing. Take me away. Quick, quick! 

let us set out at once!—During that time,” she said to herself, “my daughter will make her 

escape.” 

“’S death!” said the provost, “what an appetite for the rack! I understand not this madwoman 

at all.” 

An old, gray-haired sergeant of the guard stepped out of the ranks, and addressing the 

provost,— 

“Mad in sooth, monseigneur. If she released the gypsy, it was not her fault, for she loves not 

the gypsies. I have been of the watch these fifteen years, and I hear her every evening cursing the 

Bohemian women with endless imprecations. If the one of whom we are in pursuit is, as I 

suppose, the little dancer with the goat, she detests that one above all the rest.” 

Gudule made an effort and said,— 

“That one above all.” 

The unanimous testimony of the men of the watch confirmed the old sergeant’s words to the 

provost. Tristan l’Hermite, in despair at extracting anything from the recluse, turned his back on 

her, and with unspeakable anxiety she beheld him direct his course slowly towards his horse. 

“Come!” he said, between his teeth, “March on! let us set out again on the quest. I shall not 

sleep until that gypsy is hanged.” 



But he still hesitated for some time before mounting his horse. Gudule palpitated between life 

and death, as she beheld him cast about the Place that uneasy look of a hunting dog which 

instinctively feels that the lair of the beast is close to him, and is loath to go away. At length he 

shook his head and leaped into his saddle. Gudule’s horribly compressed heart now dilated, and 

she said in a low voice, as she cast a glance at her daughter, whom she had not ventured to look 

at while they were there, “Saved!” 

The poor child had remained all this time in her corner, without breathing, without moving, 

with the idea of death before her. She had lost nothing of the scene between Gudule and Tristan, 

and the anguish of her mother had found its echo in her heart. She had heard all the successive 

snappings of the thread by which she hung suspended over the gulf; twenty times she had fancied 

that she saw it break, and at last she began to breathe again and to feel her foot on firm ground. 

At that moment she heard a voice saying to the provost: “Corbœuf! Monsieur le Prevôt, ’tis no 

affair of mine, a man of arms, to hang witches. The rabble of the populace is suppressed. I leave 

you to attend to the matter alone. You will allow me to rejoin my company, who are waiting for 

their captain.” 

The voice was that of Phœbus de Châteaupers; that which took place within her was ineffable. 

He was there, her friend, her protector, her support, her refuge, her Phœbus. She rose, and before 

her mother could prevent her, she had rushed to the window, crying,— 

“Phœbus! aid me, my Phœbus!” 

Phœbus was no longer there. He had just turned the corner of the Rue de la Coutellerie at a 

gallop. But Tristan had not yet taken his departure. 

The recluse rushed upon her daughter with a roar of agony. She dragged her violently back, 

digging her nails into her neck. A tigress mother does not stand on trifles. But it was too late. 

Tristan had seen. 

“Hé! hé!” he exclaimed with a laugh which laid bare all his teeth and made his face resemble 

the muzzle of a wolf, “two mice in the trap!” 

“I suspected as much,” said the soldier. 

Tristan clapped him on the shoulder,— 

“You are a good cat! Come!” he added, “where is Henriet Cousin?” 

A man who had neither the garments nor the air of a soldier, stepped from the ranks. He wore 

a costume half gray, half brown, flat hair, leather sleeves, and carried a bundle of ropes in his 

huge hand. This man always attended Tristan, who always attended Louis XI. “Friend,” said 

Tristan l’Hermite, “I presume that this is the sorceress of whom we are in search. You will hang 

me this one. Have you your ladder?” 

“There is one yonder, under the shed of the Pillar-House,” replied the man. “Is it on this 

justice that the thing is to be done?” he added, pointing to the stone gibbet. 

“Yes.” 

“Ho, hé!” continued the man with a huge laugh, which was still more brutal than that of the 

provost, “we shall not have far to go.” 

“Make haste!” said Tristan, “you shall laugh afterwards.” 

In the meantime, the recluse had not uttered another word since Tristan had seen her daughter 

and all hope was lost. She had flung the poor gypsy, half dead, into the corner of the cellar, and 

had placed herself once more at the window with both hands resting on the angle of the sill like 



two claws. In this attitude she was seen to cast upon all those soldiers her glance which had 

become wild and frantic once more. At the moment when Rennet Cousin approached her cell, 

she showed him so savage a face that he shrank back. 

“Monseigneur,” he said, returning to the provost, “which am I to take?” 

“The young one.” 

“So much the better, for the old one seemeth difficult.” 

“Poor little dancer with the goat!” said the old sergeant of the watch. 

Rennet Cousin approached the window again. The mother’s eyes made his own droop. He said 

with a good deal of timidity,— 

“Madam”— 

She interrupted him in a very low but furious voice,— 

“What do you ask?” 

“It is not you,” he said, “it is the other.” 

“What other?” 

“The young one.” 

She began to shake her head, crying,— 

“There is no one! there is no one! there is no one!” 

“Yes, there is!” retorted the hangman, “and you know it well. Let me take the young one. I 

have no wish to harm you.” 

She said, with a strange sneer,— 

“Ah! so you have no wish to harm me!” 

“Let me have the other, madam; ’tis monsieur the provost who wills it.” 

She repeated with a look of madness,— 

“There is no one here.” 

“I tell you that there is!” replied the executioner. “We have all seen that there are two of you.” 

“Look then!” said the recluse, with a sneer. “Thrust your head through the window.” 

The executioner observed the mother’s finger-nails and dared not. 

“Make haste!” shouted Tristan, who had just ranged his troops in a circle round the Rat-Hole, 

and who sat on his horse beside the gallows. 

Rennet returned once more to the provost in great embarrassment. He had flung his rope on 

the ground, and was twisting his hat between his hands with an awkward air. 

“Monseigneur,” he asked, “where am I to enter?” 

“By the door.” 

“There is none.” 

“By the window.” 

“’Tis too small.” 

“Make it larger,” said Tristan angrily. “Have you not pickaxes?” 

The mother still looked on steadfastly from the depths of her cavern. She no longer hoped for 

anything, she no longer knew what she wished, except that she did not wish them to take her 

daughter. 



Rennet Cousin went in search of the chest of tools for the night man, under the shed of the 

Pillar-House. He drew from it also the double ladder, which he immediately set up against the 

gallows. Five or six of the provost’s men armed themselves with picks and crowbars, and Tristan 

betook himself, in company with them, towards the window. 

“Old woman,” said the provost, in a severe tone, “deliver up to us that girl quietly.” 

She looked at him like one who does not understand. 

“Tête Dieu!” continued Tristan, “why do you try to prevent this sorceress being hung as it 

pleases the king?” 

The wretched woman began to laugh in her wild way. 

“Why? She is my daughter.” 

The tone in which she pronounced these words made even Henriet Cousin shudder. 

“I am sorry for that,” said the provost, “but it is the king’s good pleasure.” 

She cried, redoubling her terrible laugh,— 

“What is your king to me? I tell you that she is my daughter!” 

“Pierce the wall,” said Tristan. 

In order to make a sufficiently wide opening, it sufficed to dislodge one course of stone below 

the window. When the mother heard the picks and crowbars mining her fortress, she uttered a 

terrible cry; then she began to stride about her cell with frightful swiftness, a wild beasts’ habit 

which her cage had imparted to her. She no longer said anything, but her eyes flamed. The 

soldiers were chilled to the very soul. 

All at once she seized her paving stone, laughed, and hurled it with both fists upon the 

workmen. The stone, badly flung (for her hands trembled), touched no one, and fell short under 

the feet of Tristan’s horse. She gnashed her teeth. 

In the meantime, although the sun had not yet risen, it was broad daylight; a beautiful rose 

color enlivened the ancient, decayed chimneys of the Pillar-House. It was the hour when the 

earliest windows of the great city open joyously on the roofs. Some workmen, a few fruit-sellers 

on their way to the markets on their asses, began to traverse the Grève; they halted for a moment 

before this group of soldiers clustered round the Rat-Hole, stared at it with an air of astonishment 

and passed on. 

The recluse had gone and seated herself by her daughter, covering her with her body, in front 

of her, with staring eyes, listening to the poor child, who did not stir, but who kept murmuring in 

a low voice, these words only, “Phœbus! Phœbus!” In proportion as the work of the demolishers 

seemed to advance, the mother mechanically retreated, and pressed the young girl closer and 

closer to the wall. All at once, the recluse beheld the stone (for she was standing guard and never 

took her eyes from it), move, and she heard Tristan’s voice encouraging the workers. Then she 

aroused from the depression into which she had fallen during the last few moments, cried out, 

and as she spoke, her voice now rent the ear like a saw, then stammered as though all kind of 

maledictions were pressing to her lips to burst forth at once. 

“Ho! ho! ho! Why this is terrible! You are ruffians! Are you really going to take my daughter? 

Oh! the cowards! Oh! the hangman lackeys! the wretched, blackguard assassins! Help! help! 

fire! Will they take my child from me like this? Who is it then who is called the good God?” 

Then, addressing Tristan, foaming at the mouth, with wild eyes, all bristling and on all fours 

like a female panther,— 



“Draw near and take my daughter! Do not you understand that this woman tells you that she is 

my daughter? Do you know what it is to have a child? Eh! lynx, have you never lain with your 

female? have you never had a cub? and if you have little ones, when they howl have you nothing 

in your vitals that moves?” 

“Throw down the stone,” said Tristan; “it no longer holds.” 

The crowbars raised the heavy course. It was, as we have said, the mother’s last bulwark. 

She threw herself upon it, she tried to hold it back; she scratched the stone with her nails, but 

the massive block, set in movement by six men, escaped her and glided gently to the ground 

along the iron levers. 

The mother, perceiving an entrance effected, fell down in front of the opening, barricading the 

breach with her body, beating the pavement with her head, and shrieking with a voice rendered 

so hoarse by fatigue that it was hardly audible,— 

“Help! fire! fire!” 

“Now take the wench,” said Tristan, still impassive. 

The mother gazed at the soldiers in such formidable fashion that they were more inclined to 

retreat than to advance. 

“Come, now,” repeated the provost. “Here you, Rennet Cousin!” 

No one took a step. 

The provost swore,— 

“Tête de Christ! my men of war! afraid of a woman!” 

“Monseigneur,” said Rennet, “do you call that a woman?” 

“She has the mane of a lion,” said another. 

“Come!” repeated the provost, “the gap is wide enough. Enter three abreast, as at the breach of 

Pontoise. Let us make an end of it, death of Mahom! I will make two pieces of the first man who 

draws back!” 

Placed between the provost and the mother, both threatening, the soldiers hesitated for a 

moment, then took their resolution, and advanced towards the Rat-Hole. 

When the recluse saw this, she rose abruptly on her knees, flung aside her hair from her face, 

then let her thin flayed hands fall by her side. Then great tears fell, one by one, from her eyes; 

they flowed down her cheeks through a furrow, like a torrent through a bed which it has 

hollowed for itself. 

At the same time she began to speak, but in a voice so supplicating, so gentle, so submissive, 

so heartrending, that more than one old convict-warder around Tristan who must have devoured 

human flesh wiped his eyes. 

“Messeigneurs! messieurs the sergeants, one word. There is one thing which I must say to you. 

She is my daughter, do you see? my dear little daughter whom I had lost! Listen. It is quite a 

history. Consider that I knew the sergeants very well. They were always good to me in the days 

when the little boys threw stones at me, because I led a life of pleasure. Do you see? You will 

leave me my child when you know! I was a poor woman of the town. It was the Bohemians who 

stole her from me. And I kept her shoe for fifteen years. Stay, here it is. That was the kind of foot 

which she had. At Reims! La Chantefleurie! Rue Folle-Peine! Perchance, you knew about that. It 

was I. In your youth, then, there was a merry time, when one passed good hours. You will take 

pity on me, will you not, gentlemen? The gypsies stole her from me; they hid her from me for 



fifteen years. I thought her dead. Fancy, my good friends, believed her to be dead. I have passed 

fifteen years here in this cellar, without a fire in winter. It is hard. The poor, dear little shoe! I 

have cried so much that the good God has heard me. This night he has given my daughter back to 

me. It is a miracle of the good God. She was not dead. You will not take her from me, I am sure. 

If it were myself, I would say nothing; but she, a child of sixteen! Leave her time to see the sun! 

What has she done to you? nothing at all. Nor have I. If you did but know that she is all I have, 

that I am old, that she is a blessing which the Holy Virgin has sent to me! And then, you are all 

so good! You did not know that she was my daughter; but now you do know it. Oh! I love her! 

Monsieur, the grand provost. I would prefer a stab in my own vitals to a scratch on her finger! 

You have the air of such a good lord! What I have told you explains the matter, does it not? Oh! 

if you have had a mother, monseigneur! you are the captain, leave me my child! Consider that I 

pray you on my knees, as one prays to Jesus Christ! I ask nothing of any one; I am from Reims, 

gentlemen; I own a little field inherited from my uncle, Mahiet Pradon. I am no beggar. I wish 

nothing, but I do want my child! oh! I want to keep my child! The good God, who is the master, 

has not given her back to me for nothing! The king! you say the king! It would not cause him 

much pleasure to have my little daughter killed! And then, the king is good! she is my daughter! 

she is my own daughter! She belongs not to the king! she is not yours! I want to go away! we 

want to go away! and when two women pass, one a mother and the other a daughter, one lets 

them go! Let us pass! we belong in Reims. Oh! you are very good, messieurs the sergeants, I 

love you all. You will not take my dear little one, it is impossible! It is utterly impossible, is it 

not? My child, my child!” 

We will not try to give an idea of her gestures, her tone, of the tears which she swallowed as 

she spoke, of the hands which she clasped and then wrung, of the heart-breaking smiles, of the 

swimming glances, of the groans, the sighs, the miserable and affecting cries which she mingled 

with her disordered, wild, and incoherent words. When she became silent Tristan l’Hermite 

frowned, but it was to conceal a tear which welled up in his tiger’s eye. He conquered this 

weakness, however, and said in a curt tone,— 

“The king wills it.” 

Then he bent down to the ear of Rennet Cousin, and said to him in a very low tone,— 

“Make an end of it quickly!” Possibly, the redoubtable provost felt his heart also failing him. 

The executioner and the sergeants entered the cell. The mother offered no resistance, only she 

dragged herself towards her daughter and threw herself bodily upon her. The gypsy beheld the 

soldiers approach. The horror of death reanimated her,— 

“Mother!” she shrieked, in a tone of indescribable distress, “Mother! they are coming! defend 

me!” 

“Yes, my love, I am defending you!” replied the mother, in a dying voice; and clasping her 

closely in her arms, she covered her with kisses. The two lying thus on the earth, the mother 

upon the daughter, presented a spectacle worthy of pity. 

Rennet Cousin grasped the young girl by the middle of her body, beneath her beautiful 

shoulders. When she felt that hand, she cried, “Heuh!” and fainted. The executioner who was 

shedding large tears upon her, drop by drop, was about to bear her away in his arms. He tried to 

detach the mother, who had, so to speak, knotted her hands around her daughter’s waist; but she 

clung so strongly to her child, that it was impossible to separate them. Then Rennet Cousin 

dragged the young girl outside the cell, and the mother after her. The mother’s eyes were also 

closed. 



At that moment, the sun rose, and there was already on the Place a fairly numerous assembly 

of people who looked on from a distance at what was being thus dragged along the pavement to 

the gibbet. For that was Provost Tristan’s way at executions. He had a passion for preventing the 

approach of the curious. 

There was no one at the windows. Only at a distance, at the summit of that one of the towers 

of Notre-Dame which commands the Grève, two men outlined in black against the light morning 

sky, and who seemed to be looking on, were visible. 

Rennet Cousin paused at the foot of the fatal ladder, with that which he was dragging, and, 

barely breathing, with so much pity did the thing inspire him, he passed the rope around the 

lovely neck of the young girl. The unfortunate child felt the horrible touch of the hemp. She 

raised her eyelids, and saw the fleshless arm of the stone gallows extended above her head. Then 

she shook herself and shrieked in a loud and heartrending voice: “No! no! I will not!” Her 

mother, whose head was buried and concealed in her daughter’s garments, said not a word; only 

her whole body could be seen to quiver, and she was heard to redouble her kisses on her child. 

The executioner took advantage of this moment to hastily loose the arms with which she clasped 

the condemned girl. Either through exhaustion or despair, she let him have his way. Then he took 

the young girl on his shoulder, from which the charming creature hung, gracefully bent over his 

large head. Then he set his foot on the ladder in order to ascend. 

At that moment, the mother who was crouching on the pavement, opened her eyes wide. 

Without uttering a cry, she raised herself erect with a terrible expression; then she flung herself 

upon the hand of the executioner, like a beast on its prey, and bit it. It was done like a flash of 

lightning. The headsman howled with pain. Those near by rushed up. With difficulty they 

withdrew his bleeding hand from the mother’s teeth. She preserved a profound silence. They 

thrust her back with much brutality, and noticed that her head fell heavily on the pavement. They 

raised her, she fell back again. She was dead. 

The executioner, who had not loosed his hold on the young girl, began to ascend the ladder 

once more. 

  



CHAPTER II. THE BEAUTIFUL CREATURE CLAD IN WHITE. (Dante.) 

When Quasimodo saw that the cell was empty, that the gypsy was no longer there, that while 

he had been defending her she had been abducted, he grasped his hair with both hands and 

stamped with surprise and pain; then he set out to run through the entire church seeking his 

Bohemian, howling strange cries to all the corners of the walls, strewing his red hair on the 

pavement. It was just at the moment when the king’s archers were making their victorious 

entrance into Notre-Dame, also in search of the gypsy. Quasimodo, poor, deaf fellow, aided them 

in their fatal intentions, without suspecting it; he thought that the outcasts were the gypsy’s 

enemies. He himself conducted Tristan l’Hermite to all possible hiding-places, opened to him the 

secret doors, the double bottoms of the altars, the rear sacristries. If the unfortunate girl had still 

been there, it would have been he himself who would have delivered her up. 

When the fatigue of finding nothing had disheartened Tristan, who was not easily discouraged, 

Quasimodo continued the search alone. He made the tour of the church twenty times, length and 

breadth, up and down, ascending and descending, running, calling, shouting, peeping, 

rummaging, ransacking, thrusting his head into every hole, pushing a torch under every vault, 

despairing, mad. A male who has lost his female is no more roaring nor more haggard. 

At last when he was sure, perfectly sure that she was no longer there, that all was at an end, 

that she had been snatched from him, he slowly mounted the staircase to the towers, that 

staircase which he had ascended with so much eagerness and triumph on the day when he had 

saved her. He passed those same places once more with drooping head, voiceless, tearless, 

almost breathless. The church was again deserted, and had fallen back into its silence. The 

archers had quitted it to track the sorceress in the city. Quasimodo, left alone in that vast Notre-

Dame, so besieged and tumultuous but a short time before, once more betook himself to the cell 

where the gypsy had slept for so many weeks under his guardianship. 

As he approached it, he fancied that he might, perhaps, find her there. When, at the turn of the 

gallery which opens on the roof of the side aisles, he perceived the tiny cell with its little window 

and its little door crouching beneath a great flying buttress like a bird’s nest under a branch, the 

poor man’s heart failed him, and he leaned against a pillar to keep from falling. He imagined that 

she might have returned thither, that some good genius had, no doubt, brought her back, that this 

chamber was too tranquil, too safe, too charming for her not to be there, and he dared not take 

another step for fear of destroying his illusion. “Yes,” he said to himself, “perchance she is 

sleeping, or praying. I must not disturb her.” 

At length he summoned up courage, advanced on tiptoe, looked, entered. Empty. The cell was 

still empty. The unhappy deaf man walked slowly round it, lifted the bed and looked beneath it, 

as though she might be concealed between the pavement and the mattress, then he shook his 

head and remained stupefied. All at once, he crushed his torch under his foot, and, without 

uttering a word, without giving vent to a sigh, he flung himself at full speed, head foremost 

against the wall, and fell fainting on the floor. 

When he recovered his senses, he threw himself on the bed and rolling about, he kissed 

frantically the place where the young girl had slept and which was still warm; he remained there 

for several moments as motionless as though he were about to expire; then he rose, dripping with 

perspiration, panting, mad, and began to beat his head against the wall with the frightful 

regularity of the clapper of his bells, and the resolution of a man determined to kill himself. At 



length he fell a second time, exhausted; he dragged himself on his knees outside the cell, and 

crouched down facing the door, in an attitude of astonishment. 

He remained thus for more than an hour without making a movement, with his eye fixed on 

the deserted cell, more gloomy, and more pensive than a mother seated between an empty cradle 

and a full coffin. He uttered not a word; only at long intervals, a sob heaved his body violently, 

but it was a tearless sob, like summer lightning which makes no noise. 

It appears to have been then, that, seeking at the bottom of his lonely thoughts for the 

unexpected abductor of the gypsy, he thought of the archdeacon. He remembered that Dom 

Claude alone possessed a key to the staircase leading to the cell; he recalled his nocturnal 

attempts on the young girl, in the first of which he, Quasimodo, had assisted, the second of 

which he had prevented. He recalled a thousand details, and soon he no longer doubted that the 

archdeacon had taken the gypsy. Nevertheless, such was his respect for the priest, such his 

gratitude, his devotion, his love for this man had taken such deep root in his heart, that they 

resisted, even at this moment, the talons of jealousy and despair. 

He reflected that the archdeacon had done this thing, and the wrath of blood and death which it 

would have evoked in him against any other person, turned in the poor deaf man, from the 

moment when Claude Frollo was in question, into an increase of grief and sorrow. 

At the moment when his thought was thus fixed upon the priest, while the daybreak was 

whitening the flying buttresses, he perceived on the highest story of Notre-Dame, at the angle 

formed by the external balustrade as it makes the turn of the chancel, a figure walking. This 

figure was coming towards him. He recognized it. It was the archdeacon. 

Claude was walking with a slow, grave step. He did not look before him as he walked, he was 

directing his course towards the northern tower, but his face was turned aside towards the right 

bank of the Seine, and he held his head high, as though trying to see something over the roofs. 

The owl often assumes this oblique attitude. It flies towards one point and looks towards another. 

In this manner the priest passed above Quasimodo without seeing him. 

The deaf man, who had been petrified by this sudden apparition, beheld him disappear through 

the door of the staircase to the north tower. The reader is aware that this is the tower from which 

the Hôtel-de-Ville is visible. Quasimodo rose and followed the archdeacon. 

Quasimodo ascended the tower staircase for the sake of ascending it, for the sake of seeing 

why the priest was ascending it. Moreover, the poor bellringer did not know what he 

(Quasimodo) should do, what he should say, what he wished. He was full of fury and full of fear. 

The archdeacon and the gypsy had come into conflict in his heart. 

When he reached the summit of the tower, before emerging from the shadow of the staircase 

and stepping upon the platform, he cautiously examined the position of the priest. The priest’s 

back was turned to him. There is an openwork balustrade which surrounds the platform of the 

bell tower. The priest, whose eyes looked down upon the town, was resting his breast on that one 

of the four sides of the balustrades which looks upon the Pont Notre-Dame. 

Quasimodo, advancing with the tread of a wolf behind him, went to see what he was gazing at 

thus. 

The priest’s attention was so absorbed elsewhere that he did not hear the deaf man walking 

behind him. 

Paris is a magnificent and charming spectacle, and especially at that day, viewed from the top 

of the towers of Notre-Dame, in the fresh light of a summer dawn. The day might have been in 



July. The sky was perfectly serene. Some tardy stars were fading away at various points, and 

there was a very brilliant one in the east, in the brightest part of the heavens. The sun was about 

to appear; Paris was beginning to move. A very white and very pure light brought out vividly to 

the eye all the outlines that its thousands of houses present to the east. The giant shadow of the 

towers leaped from roof to roof, from one end of the great city to the other. There were several 

quarters from which were already heard voices and noisy sounds. Here the stroke of a bell, there 

the stroke of a hammer, beyond, the complicated clatter of a cart in motion. 

Already several columns of smoke were being belched forth from the chimneys scattered over 

the whole surface of roofs, as through the fissures of an immense sulphurous crater. The river, 

which ruffles its waters against the arches of so many bridges, against the points of so many 

islands, was wavering with silvery folds. Around the city, outside the ramparts, sight was lost in 

a great circle of fleecy vapors through which one confusedly distinguished the indefinite line of 

the plains, and the graceful swell of the heights. All sorts of floating sounds were dispersed over 

this half-awakened city. Towards the east, the morning breeze chased a few soft white bits of 

wool torn from the misty fleece of the hills. 

In the Parvis, some good women, who had their milk jugs in their hands, were pointing out to 

each other, with astonishment, the singular dilapidation of the great door of Notre-Dame, and the 

two solidified streams of lead in the crevices of the stone. This was all that remained of the 

tempest of the night. The bonfire lighted between the towers by Quasimodo had died out. Tristan 

had already cleared up the Place, and had the dead thrown into the Seine. Kings like Louis XI. 

are careful to clean the pavement quickly after a massacre. 

Outside the balustrade of the tower, directly under the point where the priest had paused, there 

was one of those fantastically carved stone gutters with which Gothic edifices bristle, and, in a 

crevice of that gutter, two pretty wallflowers in blossom, shaken out and vivified, as it were, by 

the breath of air, made frolicsome salutations to each other. Above the towers, on high, far away 

in the depths of the sky, the cries of little birds were heard. 

But the priest was not listening to, was not looking at, anything of all this. He was one of the 

men for whom there are no mornings, no birds, no flowers. In that immense horizon, which 

assumed so many aspects about him, his contemplation was concentrated on a single point. 

Quasimodo was burning to ask him what he had done with the gypsy; but the archdeacon 

seemed to be out of the world at that moment. He was evidently in one of those violent moments 

of life when one would not feel the earth crumble. He remained motionless and silent, with his 

eyes steadily fixed on a certain point; and there was something so terrible about this silence and 

immobility that the savage bellringer shuddered before it and dared not come in contact with it. 

Only, and this was also one way of interrogating the archdeacon, he followed the direction of his 

vision, and in this way the glance of the unhappy deaf man fell upon the Place de Grève. 

Thus he saw what the priest was looking at. The ladder was erected near the permanent 

gallows. There were some people and many soldiers in the Place. A man was dragging a white 

thing, from which hung something black, along the pavement. This man halted at the foot of the 

gallows. 

Here something took place which Quasimodo could not see very clearly. It was not because 

his only eye had not preserved its long range, but there was a group of soldiers which prevented 

his seeing everything. Moreover, at that moment the sun appeared, and such a flood of light 

overflowed the horizon that one would have said that all the points in Paris, spires, chimneys, 

gables, had simultaneously taken fire. 



Meanwhile, the man began to mount the ladder. Then Quasimodo saw him again distinctly. He 

was carrying a woman on his shoulder, a young girl dressed in white; that young girl had a noose 

about her neck. Quasimodo recognized her. 

It was she. 

The man reached the top of the ladder. There he arranged the noose. Here the priest, in order 

to see the better, knelt upon the balustrade. 

All at once the man kicked away the ladder abruptly, and Quasimodo, who had not breathed 

for several moments, beheld the unhappy child dangling at the end of the rope two fathoms 

above the pavement, with the man squatting on her shoulders. The rope made several gyrations 

on itself, and Quasimodo beheld horrible convulsions run along the gypsy’s body. The priest, on 

his side, with outstretched neck and eyes starting from his head, contemplated this horrible group 

of the man and the young girl,—the spider and the fly. 

At the moment when it was most horrible, the laugh of a demon, a laugh which one can only 

give vent to when one is no longer human, burst forth on the priest’s livid face. 

Quasimodo did not hear that laugh, but he saw it. 

The bellringer retreated several paces behind the archdeacon, and suddenly hurling himself 

upon him with fury, with his huge hands he pushed him by the back over into the abyss over 

which Dom Claude was leaning. 

The priest shrieked: “Damnation!” and fell. 

The spout, above which he had stood, arrested him in his fall. He clung to it with desperate 

hands, and, at the moment when he opened his mouth to utter a second cry, he beheld the 

formidable and avenging face of Quasimodo thrust over the edge of the balustrade above his 

head. 

Then he was silent. 

The abyss was there below him. A fall of more than two hundred feet and the pavement. 

In this terrible situation, the archdeacon said not a word, uttered not a groan. He merely 

writhed upon the spout, with incredible efforts to climb up again; but his hands had no hold on 

the granite, his feet slid along the blackened wall without catching fast. People who have 

ascended the towers of Notre-Dame know that there is a swell of the stone immediately beneath 

the balustrade. It was on this retreating angle that miserable archdeacon exhausted himself. He 

had not to deal with a perpendicular wall, but with one which sloped away beneath him. 

Quasimodo had but to stretch out his hand in order to draw him from the gulf; but he did not 

even look at him. He was looking at the Grève. He was looking at the gallows. He was looking at 

the gypsy. 

The deaf man was leaning, with his elbows on the balustrade, at the spot where the archdeacon 

had been a moment before, and there, never detaching his gaze from the only object which 

existed for him in the world at that moment, he remained motionless and mute, like a man struck 

by lightning, and a long stream of tears flowed in silence from that eye which, up to that time, 

had never shed but one tear. 

Meanwhile, the archdeacon was panting. His bald brow was dripping with perspiration, his 

nails were bleeding against the stones, his knees were flayed by the wall. 

He heard his cassock, which was caught on the spout, crack and rip at every jerk that he gave 

it. To complete his misfortune, this spout ended in a leaden pipe which bent under the weight of 



his body. The archdeacon felt this pipe slowly giving way. The miserable man said to himself 

that, when his hands should be worn out with fatigue, when his cassock should tear asunder, 

when the lead should give way, he would be obliged to fall, and terror seized upon his very 

vitals. Now and then he glanced wildly at a sort of narrow shelf formed, ten feet lower down, by 

projections of the sculpture, and he prayed heaven, from the depths of his distressed soul, that he 

might be allowed to finish his life, were it to last two centuries, on that space two feet square. 

Once, he glanced below him into the Place, into the abyss; the head which he raised again had its 

eyes closed and its hair standing erect. 

There was something frightful in the silence of these two men. While the archdeacon agonized 

in this terrible fashion a few feet below him, Quasimodo wept and gazed at the Grève. 

The archdeacon, seeing that all his exertions served only to weaken the fragile support which 

remained to him, decided to remain quiet. There he hung, embracing the gutter, hardly breathing, 

no longer stirring, making no longer any other movements than that mechanical convulsion of 

the stomach, which one experiences in dreams when one fancies himself falling. His fixed eyes 

were wide open with a stare. He lost ground little by little, nevertheless, his fingers slipped along 

the spout; he became more and more conscious of the feebleness of his arms and the weight of 

his body. The curve of the lead which sustained him inclined more and more each instant 

towards the abyss. 

He beheld below him, a frightful thing, the roof of Saint-Jean le Rond, as small as a card 

folded in two. He gazed at the impressive carvings, one by one, of the tower, suspended like 

himself over the precipice, but without terror for themselves or pity for him. All was stone 

around him; before his eyes, gaping monsters; below, quite at the bottom, in the Place, the 

pavement; above his head, Quasimodo weeping. 

In the Parvis there were several groups of curious good people, who were tranquilly seeking to 

divine who the madman could be who was amusing himself in so strange a manner. The priest 

heard them saying, for their voices reached him, clear and shrill: “Why, he will break his neck!” 

Quasimodo wept. 

At last the archdeacon, foaming with rage and despair, understood that all was in vain. 

Nevertheless, he collected all the strength which remained to him for a final effort. He stiffened 

himself upon the spout, pushed against the wall with both his knees, clung to a crevice in the 

stones with his hands, and succeeded in climbing back with one foot, perhaps; but this effort 

made the leaden beak on which he rested bend abruptly. His cassock burst open at the same time. 

Then, feeling everything give way beneath him, with nothing but his stiffened and failing hands 

to support him, the unfortunate man closed his eyes and let go of the spout. He fell. 

Quasimodo watched him fall. 

A fall from such a height is seldom perpendicular. The archdeacon, launched into space, fell at 

first head foremost, with outspread hands; then he whirled over and over many times; the wind 

blew him upon the roof of a house, where the unfortunate man began to break up. Nevertheless, 

he was not dead when he reached there. The bellringer saw him still endeavor to cling to a gable 

with his nails; but the surface sloped too much, and he had no more strength. He slid rapidly 

along the roof like a loosened tile, and dashed upon the pavement. There he no longer moved. 

Then Quasimodo raised his eyes to the gypsy, whose body he beheld hanging from the gibbet, 

quivering far away beneath her white robe with the last shudderings of anguish, then he dropped 

them on the archdeacon, stretched out at the base of the tower, and no longer retaining the human 

form, and he said, with a sob which heaved his deep chest,—“Oh! all that I have ever loved!” 



  



CHAPTER III. THE MARRIAGE OF PHOEBUS. 

Towards evening on that day, when the judiciary officers of the bishop came to pick up from 

the pavement of the Parvis the dislocated corpse of the archdeacon, Quasimodo had disappeared. 

A great many rumors were in circulation with regard to this adventure. No one doubted but 

that the day had come when, in accordance with their compact, Quasimodo, that is to say, the 

devil, was to carry off Claude Frollo, that is to say, the sorcerer. It was presumed that he had 

broken the body when taking the soul, like monkeys who break the shell to get at the nut. 

This is why the archdeacon was not interred in consecrated earth. 

Louis XI. died a year later, in the month of August, 1483. 

As for Pierre Gringoire, he succeeded in saving the goat, and he won success in tragedy. It 

appears that, after having tasted astrology, philosophy, architecture, hermetics,—all vanities, he 

returned to tragedy, vainest pursuit of all. This is what he called “coming to a tragic end.” This is 

what is to be read, on the subject of his dramatic triumphs, in 1483, in the accounts of the 

“Ordinary:” “To Jehan Marchand and Pierre Gringoire, carpenter and composer, who have made 

and composed the mystery made at the Châtelet of Paris, at the entry of Monsieur the Legate, 

and have ordered the personages, clothed and dressed the same, as in the said mystery was 

required; and likewise, for having made the scaffoldings thereto necessary; and for this deed,—

one hundred livres.” 

Phœbus de Châteaupers also came to a tragic end. He married. 

  



CHAPTER IV. THE MARRIAGE OF QUASIMODO. 

We have just said that Quasimodo disappeared from Notre-Dame on the day of the gypsy’s 

and of the archdeacon’s death. He was not seen again, in fact; no one knew what had become of 

him. 

During the night which followed the execution of la Esmeralda, the night men had detached 

her body from the gibbet, and had carried it, according to custom, to the cellar of Montfaucon. 

Montfaucon was, as Sauval says, “the most ancient and the most superb gibbet in the 

kingdom.” Between the faubourgs of the Temple and Saint Martin, about a hundred and sixty 

toises from the walls of Paris, a few bow shots from La Courtille, there was to be seen on the 

crest of a gentle, almost imperceptible eminence, but sufficiently elevated to be seen for several 

leagues round about, an edifice of strange form, bearing considerable resemblance to a Celtic 

cromlech, and where also human sacrifices were offered. 

Let the reader picture to himself, crowning a limestone hillock, an oblong mass of masonry 

fifteen feet in height, thirty wide, forty long, with a gate, an external railing and a platform; on 

this platform sixteen enormous pillars of rough hewn stone, thirty feet in height, arranged in a 

colonnade round three of the four sides of the mass which support them, bound together at their 

summits by heavy beams, whence hung chains at intervals; on all these chains, skeletons; in the 

vicinity, on the plain, a stone cross and two gibbets of secondary importance, which seemed to 

have sprung up as shoots around the central gallows; above all this, in the sky, a perpetual flock 

of crows; that was Montfaucon. 

At the end of the fifteenth century, the formidable gibbet which dated from 1328, was already 

very much dilapidated; the beams were wormeaten, the chains rusted, the pillars green with 

mould; the layers of hewn stone were all cracked at their joints, and grass was growing on that 

platform which no feet touched. The monument made a horrible profile against the sky; 

especially at night when there was a little moonlight on those white skulls, or when the breeze of 

evening brushed the chains and the skeletons, and swayed all these in the darkness. The presence 

of this gibbet sufficed to render gloomy all the surrounding places. 

The mass of masonry which served as foundation to the odious edifice was hollow. A huge 

cellar had been constructed there, closed by an old iron grating, which was out of order, into 

which were cast not only the human remains, which were taken from the chains of Montfaucon, 

but also the bodies of all the unfortunates executed on the other permanent gibbets of Paris. To 

that deep charnel-house, where so many human remains and so many crimes have rotted in 

company, many great ones of this world, many innocent people, have contributed their bones, 

from Enguerrand de Marigni, the first victim, and a just man, to Admiral de Coligni, who was its 

last, and who was also a just man. 

As for the mysterious disappearance of Quasimodo, this is all that we have been able to 

discover. 

About eighteen months or two years after the events which terminate this story, when search 

was made in that cavern for the body of Olivier le Daim, who had been hanged two days 

previously, and to whom Charles VIII. had granted the favor of being buried in Saint Laurent, in 

better company, they found among all those hideous carcasses two skeletons, one of which held 

the other in its embrace. One of these skeletons, which was that of a woman, still had a few strips 

of a garment which had once been white, and around her neck was to be seen a string of 

adrézarach beads with a little silk bag ornamented with green glass, which was open and empty. 



These objects were of so little value that the executioner had probably not cared for them. The 

other, which held this one in a close embrace, was the skeleton of a man. It was noticed that his 

spinal column was crooked, his head seated on his shoulder blades, and that one leg was shorter 

than the other. Moreover, there was no fracture of the vertebrae at the nape of the neck, and it 

was evident that he had not been hanged. Hence, the man to whom it had belonged had come 

thither and had died there. When they tried to detach the skeleton which he held in his embrace, 

he fell to dust. 

  



NOTE ADDED TO THE DEFINITIVE EDITION. 

It is by mistake that this edition was announced as augmented by many new chapters. The 

word should have been unpublished. In fact, if by new, newly made is to be understood, the 

chapters added to this edition are not new. They were written at the same time as the rest of the 

work; they date from the same epoch, and sprang from the same thought, they have always 

formed a part of the manuscript of “Notre-Dame-de-Paris.” Moreover, the author cannot 

comprehend how fresh developments could be added to a work of this character after its 

completion. This is not to be done at will. According to his idea, a romance is born in a manner 

that is, in some sort, necessary, with all its chapters; a drama is born with all its scenes. Think not 

that there is anything arbitrary in the numbers of parts of which that whole, that mysterious 

microcosm which you call a drama or a romance, is composed. Grafting and soldering take badly 

on works of this nature, which should gush forth in a single stream and so remain. The thing 

once done, do not change your mind, do not touch it up. The book once published, the sex of the 

work, whether virile or not, has been recognized and proclaimed; when the child has once uttered 

his first cry he is born, there he is, he is made so, neither father nor mother can do anything, he 

belongs to the air and to the sun, let him live or die, such as he is. Has your book been a failure? 

So much the worse. Add no chapters to an unsuccessful book. Is it incomplete? You should have 

completed it when you conceived it. Is your tree crooked? You cannot straighten it up. Is your 

romance consumptive? Is your romance not capable of living? You cannot supply it with the 

breath which it lacks. Has your drama been born lame? Take my advice, and do not provide it 

with a wooden leg. 

Hence the author attaches particular importance to the public knowing for a certainty that the 

chapters here added have not been made expressly for this reprint. They were not published in 

the preceding editions of the book for a very simple reason. At the time when “Notre-Dame-de-

Paris” was printed the first time, the manuscript of these three chapters had been mislaid. It was 

necessary to rewrite them or to dispense with them. The author considered that the only two of 

these chapters which were in the least important, owing to their extent, were chapters on art and 

history which in no way interfered with the groundwork of the drama and the romance, that the 

public would not notice their loss, and that he, the author, would alone be in possession of the 

secret. He decided to omit them, and then, if the whole truth must be confessed, his indolence 

shrunk from the task of rewriting the three lost chapters. He would have found it a shorter matter 

to make a new romance. 

Now the chapters have been found, and he avails himself of the first opportunity to restore 

them to their place. 

This now, is his entire work, such as he dreamed it, such as he made it, good or bad, durable or 

fragile, but such as he wishes it. 

These recovered chapters will possess no doubt, but little value in the eyes of persons, 

otherwise very judicious, who have sought in “Notre-Dame-de-Paris” only the drama, the 

romance. But there are perchance, other readers, who have not found it useless to study the 

æsthetic and philosophic thought concealed in this book, and who have taken pleasure, while 

reading “Notre-Dame-de-Paris,” in unravelling beneath the romance something else than the 

romance, and in following (may we be pardoned these rather ambitious expressions), the system 

of the historian and the aim of the artist through the creation of the poet. 



For such people especially, the chapters added to this edition will complete “Notre-Dame-de-

Paris,” if we admit that “Notre-Dame-de-Paris” was worth the trouble of completing. 

In one of these chapters on the present decadence of architecture, and on the death (in his mind 

almost inevitable) of that king of arts, the author expresses and develops an opinion 

unfortunately well rooted in him, and well thought out. But he feels it necessary to say here that 

he earnestly desires that the future may, some day, put him in the wrong. He knows that art in all 

its forms has everything to hope from the new generations whose genius, still in the germ, can be 

heard gushing forth in our studios. The grain is in the furrow, the harvest will certainly be fine. 

He merely fears, and the reason may be seen in the second volume of this edition, that the sap 

may have been withdrawn from that ancient soil of architecture which has been for so many 

centuries the best field for art. 

Nevertheless, there are to-day in the artistic youth so much life, power, and, so to speak, 

predestination, that in our schools of architecture in particular, at the present time, the professors, 

who are detestable, produce, not only unconsciously but even in spite of themselves, excellent 

pupils; quite the reverse of that potter mentioned by Horace, who dreamed amphoræ and 

produced pots. Currit rota, urcens exit. 

But, in any case, whatever may be the future of architecture, in whatever manner our young 

architects may one day solve the question of their art, let us, while waiting for new monument, 

preserve the ancient monuments. Let us, if possible, inspire the nation with a love for national 

architecture. That, the author declares, is one of the principal aims of this book; it is one of the 

principal aims of his life. 

“Notre-Dame-de-Paris” has, perhaps opened some true perspectives on the art of the Middle 

Ages, on that marvellous art which up to the present time has been unknown to some, and, what 

is worse, misknown by others. But the author is far from regarding as accomplished, the task 

which he has voluntarily imposed on himself. He has already pleaded on more than one 

occasion, the cause of our ancient architecture, he has already loudly denounced many 

profanations, many demolitions, many impieties. He will not grow weary. He has promised 

himself to recur frequently to this subject. He will return to it. He will be as indefatigable in 

defending our historical edifices as our iconoclasts of the schools and academies are eager in 

attacking them; for it is a grievous thing to see into what hands the architecture of the Middle 

Ages has fallen, and in what a manner the botchers of plaster of the present day treat the ruin of 

this grand art, it is even a shame for us intelligent men who see them at work and content 

ourselves with hooting them. And we are not speaking here merely of what goes on in the 

provinces, but of what is done in Paris at our very doors, beneath our windows, in the great city, 

in the lettered city, in the city of the press, of word, of thought. We cannot resist the impulse to 

point out, in concluding this note, some of the acts of vandalism which are every day planned, 

debated, begun, continued, and successfully completed under the eyes of the artistic public of 

Paris, face to face with criticism, which is disconcerted by so much audacity. An archbishop’s 

palace has just been demolished, an edifice in poor taste, no great harm is done; but in a block 

with the archiepiscopal palace a bishop’s palace has been demolished, a rare fragment of the 

fourteenth century, which the demolishing architect could not distinguish from the rest. He has 

torn up the wheat with the tares; ’tis all the same. They are talking of razing the admirable chapel 

of Vincennes, in order to make, with its stones, some fortification, which Daumesnil did not 

need, however. While the Palais Bourbon, that wretched edifice, is being repaired at great 

expense, gusts of wind and equinoctial storms are allowed to destroy the magnificent painted 

windows of the Sainte-Chapelle. For the last few days there has been a scaffolding on the tower 



of Saint Jacques de la Boucherie; and one of these mornings the pick will be laid to it. A mason 

has been found to build a little white house between the venerable towers of the Palais de-

Justice. Another has been found willing to prune away Saint-Germain-des-Prés, the feudal abbey 

with three bell towers. Another will be found, no doubt, capable of pulling down Saint-Germain 

l’Auxerrois. All these masons claim to be architects, are paid by the prefecture or from the petty 

budget, and wear green coats. All the harm which false taste can inflict on good taste, they 

accomplish. While we write, deplorable spectacle! one of them holds possession of the Tuileries, 

one of them is giving Philibert Delorme a scar across the middle of his face; and it is not, 

assuredly, one of the least of the scandals of our time to see with what effrontery the heavy 

architecture of this gentleman is being flattened over one of the most delicate façades of the 

Renaissance! 

PARIS, October 20, 1832. 

  



FOOTNOTES: 

1 (return) 

The word Gothic, in the sense in which it is generally employed, is wholly 

unsuitable, but wholly consecrated. Hence we accept it and we adopt it, like all 

the rest of the world, to characterize the architecture of the second half of the 

Middle Ages, where the ogive is the principle which succeeds the architecture of 

the first period, of which the semi-circle is the father. 

2 (return) 

Faire le diable à quatre. 

3 (return) 

Thibaut au des,—Thibaut of the dice. 

4 (return) 

An old French coin, equal to the two hundred and fortieth part of a pound. 

5 (return) 

Got the first idea of a thing. 

6 (return) 

The ancient French hurrah. 

7 (return) 

A chamber of the ancient parliament of Paris. 

8 (return) 

A blank: an old French coin; six blanks were worth two sous and a half; targe, an 

ancient coin of Burgundy, a farthing. 

9 (return) 

A coffer of great richness 

    In a pillar’s heart they found, 

Within it lay new banners, 

    With figures to astound. 

10 (return) 

Alms. 

11 (return) 

Give me the means to buy a bit of bread, sir. 

12 (return) 

A high-toned sharper. 

13 (return) 

Thieves. 



14 (return) 

L’argot. 

15 (return) 

A small dessert apple, bright red on one side and greenish-white on the other. 

16 (return) 

When the gay-plumaged birds grow weary, and the earth— 

17 (return) 

My father is a bird, 

my mother is a bird. 

I cross the water without a barque, 

I cross the water without a boat. 

My mother is a bird, 

my father is a bird. 

18 (return) 

Time is a devourer; man, more so. 

19 (return) 

Histoire Gallicane, liv. II. Periode III. fo. 130, p. 1. 

20 (return) 

This is the same which is called, according to locality, climate, and races, 

Lombard, Saxon, or Byzantine. There are four sister and parallel architectures, 

each having its special character, but derived from the same origin, the round 

arch. 

Facies non omnibus una, 

Non diversa tamen, qualem, etc. 

Their faces not all alike, nor yet different, but such as the faces of sisters ought 

to be. 

21 (return) 

This portion of the spire, which was of woodwork, is precisely that which was 

consumed by lightning, in 1823. 

22 (return) 

The wall walling Paris makes Paris murmur. 

23 (return) 

We have seen with sorrow mingled with indignation, that it is the intention to 

increase, to recast, to make over, that is to say, to destroy this admirable palace. 

The architects of our day have too heavy a hand to touch these delicate works of 

the Renaissance. We still cherish a hope that they will not dare. Moreover, this 

demolition of the Tuileries now, would be not only a brutal deed of violence, 



which would make a drunken vandal blush—it would be an act of treason. The 

Tuileries is not simply a masterpiece of the art of the sixteenth century, it is a 

page of the history of the nineteenth. This palace no longer belongs to the king, 

but to the people. Let us leave it as it is. Our revolution has twice set its seal upon 

its front. On one of its two façades, there are the cannon-balls of the 10th of 

August; on the other, the balls of the 29th of July. It is sacred. Paris, April 7, 

1831. (Note to the fifth edition.) 

24 (return) 

The tenth month of the French republican calendar, from the 19th of June to the 

18th of July. 

25 (return) 

An official of Notre-Dame, lower than a beneficed clergyman, higher than simple 

paid chanters. 

26 (return) 

Hugo II. de Bisuncio, 1326-1332. 

27 (return) 

This comet against which Pope Calixtus, uncle of Borgia, ordered public prayers, 

is the same which reappeared in 1835. 

28 (return) 

Comptes du domaine, 1383. 

29 (return) 

A Queue was a cask which held a hogshead and a half. 

30 (return) 

A captain of fifty men. 

31 (return) 

Ox-eye daisy. 

32 (return) 

Easter daisy. 

33 (return) 

A rope for the gallows bird! A fagot for the ape. 

34 (return) 

An ancient Burgundian coin. 

35 (return) 

An ancient French coin. 



36 (return) 

Truly, these roastings are a stupendous thing! 

37 (return) 

Peter the Slaughterer; and Baptist Crack-Gosling. 

38 (return) 

An ancient copper coin, the forty-fourth part of a sou or the twelfth part of a 

farthing. 

39 (return) 

Une vielle qui scie une anse 

40 (return) 

Cut-Weazand Street. 

41 (return) 

Cut-Throat Street. 

42 (return) 

The children of the Petits Carreaux let themselves be hung like calves. 

43 (return) 

When the rats eat the cats, the king will be lord of Arras; when the sea which is 

great and wide, is frozen over at St. John’s tide, men will see across the ice, those 

who dwell in Arras quit their place. 

44 (return) 

Varieties of the crossbow. 

45 (return) 

The substance of this exordium is contained in the president’s sentence. 

46 (return) 

“He that heareth my word and believeth on Him that sent me, hath eternal life, 

and hath not come into condemnation; but is passed from death to life.” 

47 (return) 

“Out of the belly of hell cried I, and thou heardest my voice. For thou hadst cast 

me into the deep in the midst of the seas, and the floods compassed me about.” 

48 (return) 

“Go now, soul, trembling in the balance, and God have mercy upon thee.” 

49 (return) 

“Lord have mercy upon us.” 



50 (return) 

“All thy waves and thy billows have gone over me.” 

51 (return) 

Bark, Grève, grumble, Grève! Spin, spin, my distaff, spin her rope for the 

hangman, who is whistling in the meadow. What a beautiful hempen rope! Sow 

hemp, not wheat, from Issy to Vanvre. The thief hath not stolen the beautiful 

hempen rope. Grumble, Grève, bark, Grève! To see the dissolute wench hang on 

the blear-eyed gibbet, windows are eyes. 

52 (return) 

Look not at the face, young girl, look at the heart. The heart of a handsome young 

man is often deformed. There are hearts in which love does not keep. Young girl, 

the pine is not beautiful; it is not beautiful like the poplar, but it keeps its foliage 

in winter. Alas! What is the use of saying that? That which is not beautiful has no 

right to exist; beauty loves only beauty; April turns her back on January. Beauty is 

perfect, beauty can do all things, beauty is the only thing which does not exist by 

halves. The raven flies only by day, the owl flies only by night, the swan flies by 

day and by night. 

53 (return) 

Sols neufs: poulets tués. 

54 (return) 

An arrow with a pyramidal head of iron and copper spiral wings, by which a 

rotatory motion was communicated. 

55 (return) 

A game played on a checker-board containing three concentric sets of squares, 

with small stones. The game consisted in getting three stones in a row. 

56 (return) 

Good night, father and mother, the last cover up the fire. 

57 (return) 

That I will drink no spiced and honeyed wine for a year, if I am lying now. 

58 (return) 

And by the blood of God, I have neither faith nor law, nor fire nor dwelling-place, 

nor king nor God. 

59 (return) 

Men of the brotherhood of slang: thieves. 

60 (return) 

Cut-throat. Coupe-gueule being the vulgar word for cut-weazand. 



61 (return) 

The representation of a monstrous animal solemnly drawn about in Tarascon and 

other French towns. 

62 (return) 

An arrow with a pyramidal head of iron and copper spiral wings by which a 

rotatory motion was communicated. 

63 (return) 

The city of Cambrai is well dressed. Marafin plundered it. 

64 (return) 

An ancient long measure in France, containing six feet and nearly five inches 

English measure. 

65 (return) 

Master Jean Balue has lost sight of his bishoprics. Monsieur of Verdun has no 

longer one; all have been killed off. 

66 (return) 

One in charge of the highways. 

67 (return) 

A lord having a right on the woods of his vassals. 

68 (return) 

When thou shalt find its mate, thy mother will stretch out her arms to thee. 

  



The Jungle (by Upton Sinclair) 

(1906) 

 

TO THE WORKINGMEN OF AMERICA 

 

 

The Jungle is a 1906 work of narrative fiction by the American muckraker-novelist, 

Upton Sinclair. Sinclair's primary purpose in describing the meat industry and its working 

conditions was to advance socialism in the United States. However, most readers were more 

concerned with several passages exposing health violations and unsanitary practices in the 

American meat packing industry during the early 20th century, which greatly contributed to a 

public outcry that led to reforms including the Meat Inspection Act. 

The book depicts working-class poverty, lack of social supports, harsh and unpleasant 

living and working conditions, and hopelessness among many workers. These elements are 

contrasted with the deeply rooted corruption of people in power. A review by the writer Jack 

London called it "the Uncle Tom's Cabin of wage slavery." 

Sinclair was considered a muckraker, a journalist who exposed corruption in government 

and business. In 1904, Sinclair had spent seven weeks gathering information while working 

incognito in the meatpacking plants of the Chicago stockyards for the socialist newspaper 

Appeal to Reason. He first published the novel in serial form in 1905 in the newspaper, and it 

was published as a book by Doubleday in 1906. 

Sinclair published the book in serial form between February 25, 1905, and November 4, 

1905, in Appeal to Reason, the socialist newspaper that had supported Sinclair's undercover 

investigation the previous year. This investigation had inspired Sinclair to write the novel, but his 

efforts to publish the series as a book met with resistance. An employee at Macmillan wrote, 

I advise without hesitation and unreservedly against the publication of this book which is 

gloom and horror unrelieved. One feels that what is at the bottom of his fierceness is not nearly 

so much desire to help the poor as hatred of the rich. 

Five publishers rejected the work as it was too shocking. Sinclair was about to self-

publish a shortened version of the novel in a "Sustainer's Edition" for subscribers when 

Doubleday, Page came on board; on February 28, 1906 the Doubleday edition was published 

simultaneously with Sinclair's of 5,000 which appeared under the imprint of “The Jungle 

Publishing Company” with the Socialist Party’s symbol embossed on the cover, both using the 

same plates. In the first six weeks, the book sold 25,000 copies. It has been in print ever since, 

including four more self-published editions (1920, 1935, 1942, 1945). 



After reading The Jungle, President Theodore Roosevelt sent inspectors to investigate 

Chicago’s meat packing facilities. Despite frantic efforts to clean them up, the facilities were still 

abhorrent to the visitors. Their oral report to Roosevelt resulted in the Neill–Reynolds Report 

submitted directly to Congress. That, along with public pressure, led to the passage of the Meat 

Inspection Act and the Pure Food and Drug Act; the latter established the Bureau of Chemistry 

(in 1930 renamed as the Food and Drug Administration). 

Sinclair rejected the legislation, which he considered an unjustified boon to large 

meatpackers. The government (and taxpayers) would bear the costs of inspection, estimated at 

$30,000,000 annually. He complained about the public's misunderstanding of the point of his 

book in Cosmopolitan Magazine in October 1906 by saying, "I aimed at the public's heart, and 

by accident I hit it in the stomach." 

With the income from The Jungle, Sinclair founded the utopian—but non-Jewish white 

only—Helicon Home Colony in Englewood, New Jersey. The colony burned down under 

suspicious circumstances within a year. 

In 1910, there was a US campaign to ban The Jungle, but it was ultimately unsuccessful. 

In 1929, all of Sinclair’s works were banned by Yugoslavian libraries due to his strong 

socialist views and themes. 

In 1933, Sinclair’s novels were burned in the Nazi book bonfires for the same reason. 

In 1953, The Jungle came under scrutiny by Senator Joe McCarthy for its Communist 

sympathies.  

Ironically, in 1956 the book was banned in East Germany for its opposition to 

Communist ideology. 

In 1985, South Korea banned The Jungle for its socialist views. 
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CHAPTER I 

It was four o’clock when the ceremony was over and the carriages began to arrive. There had 

been a crowd following all the way, owing to the exuberance of Marija Berczynskas. The 

occasion rested heavily upon Marija’s broad shoulders—it was her task to see that all things 

went in due form, and after the best home traditions; and, flying wildly hither and thither, 

bowling every one out of the way, and scolding and exhorting all day with her tremendous voice, 

Marija was too eager to see that others conformed to the proprieties to consider them herself. She 

had left the church last of all, and, desiring to arrive first at the hall, had issued orders to the 

coachman to drive faster. When that personage had developed a will of his own in the matter, 

Marija had flung up the window of the carriage, and, leaning out, proceeded to tell him her 

opinion of him, first in Lithuanian, which he did not understand, and then in Polish, which he 

did. Having the advantage of her in altitude, the driver had stood his ground and even ventured to 

attempt to speak; and the result had been a furious altercation, which, continuing all the way 

down Ashland Avenue, had added a new swarm of urchins to the cortege at each side street for 

half a mile. 

This was unfortunate, for already there was a throng before the door. The music had started 

up, and half a block away you could hear the dull “broom, broom” of a cello, with the squeaking 

of two fiddles which vied with each other in intricate and altitudinous gymnastics. Seeing the 

throng, Marija abandoned precipitately the debate concerning the ancestors of her coachman, 

and, springing from the moving carriage, plunged in and proceeded to clear a way to the hall. 

Once within, she turned and began to push the other way, roaring, meantime, “Eik! Eik! 

Uzdaryk-duris!” in tones which made the orchestral uproar sound like fairy music. 

“Z. Graiczunas, Pasilinksminimams darzas. Vynas. Sznapsas. Wines and Liquors. Union 

Headquarters”—that was the way the signs ran. The reader, who perhaps has never held much 

converse in the language of far-off Lithuania, will be glad of the explanation that the place was 

the rear room of a saloon in that part of Chicago known as “back of the yards.” This information 

is definite and suited to the matter of fact; but how pitifully inadequate it would have seemed to 

one who understood that it was also the supreme hour of ecstasy in the life of one of God’s 

gentlest creatures, the scene of the wedding feast and the joy-transfiguration of little Ona 

Lukoszaite! 

She stood in the doorway, shepherded by Cousin Marija, breathless from pushing through the 

crowd, and in her happiness painful to look upon. There was a light of wonder in her eyes and 

her lids trembled, and her otherwise wan little face was flushed. She wore a muslin dress, 

conspicuously white, and a stiff little veil coming to her shoulders. There were five pink paper 

roses twisted in the veil, and eleven bright green rose leaves. There were new white cotton 

gloves upon her hands, and as she stood staring about her she twisted them together feverishly. It 

was almost too much for her—you could see the pain of too great emotion in her face, and all the 

tremor of her form. She was so young—not quite sixteen—and small for her age, a mere child; 

and she had just been married—and married to Jurgis,[1] of all men, to Jurgis Rudkus, he with the 

white flower in the buttonhole of his new black suit, he with the mighty shoulders and the giant 

hands. 

[1] Pronounced Yoorghis 



Ona was blue-eyed and fair, while Jurgis had great black eyes with beetling brows, and thick 

black hair that curled in waves about his ears—in short, they were one of those incongruous and 

impossible married couples with which Mother Nature so often wills to confound all prophets, 

before and after. Jurgis could take up a two-hundred-and-fifty-pound quarter of beef and carry it 

into a car without a stagger, or even a thought; and now he stood in a far corner, frightened as a 

hunted animal, and obliged to moisten his lips with his tongue each time before he could answer 

the congratulations of his friends. 

Gradually there was effected a separation between the spectators and the guests—a separation 

at least sufficiently complete for working purposes. There was no time during the festivities 

which ensued when there were not groups of onlookers in the doorways and the corners; and if 

any one of these onlookers came sufficiently close, or looked sufficiently hungry, a chair was 

offered him, and he was invited to the feast. It was one of the laws of the veselija that no one 

goes hungry; and, while a rule made in the forests of Lithuania is hard to apply in the stockyards 

district of Chicago, with its quarter of a million inhabitants, still they did their best, and the 

children who ran in from the street, and even the dogs, went out again happier. A charming 

informality was one of the characteristics of this celebration. The men wore their hats, or, if they 

wished, they took them off, and their coats with them; they ate when and where they pleased, and 

moved as often as they pleased. There were to be speeches and singing, but no one had to listen 

who did not care to; if he wished, meantime, to speak or sing himself, he was perfectly free. The 

resulting medley of sound distracted no one, save possibly alone the babies, of which there were 

present a number equal to the total possessed by all the guests invited. There was no other place 

for the babies to be, and so part of the preparations for the evening consisted of a collection of 

cribs and carriages in one corner. In these the babies slept, three or four together, or wakened 

together, as the case might be. Those who were still older, and could reach the tables, marched 

about munching contentedly at meat bones and bologna sausages. 

The room is about thirty feet square, with whitewashed walls, bare save for a calendar, a 

picture of a race horse, and a family tree in a gilded frame. To the right there is a door from the 

saloon, with a few loafers in the doorway, and in the corner beyond it a bar, with a presiding 

genius clad in soiled white, with waxed black mustaches and a carefully oiled curl plastered 

against one side of his forehead. In the opposite corner are two tables, filling a third of the room 

and laden with dishes and cold viands, which a few of the hungrier guests are already munching. 

At the head, where sits the bride, is a snow-white cake, with an Eiffel tower of constructed 

decoration, with sugar roses and two angels upon it, and a generous sprinkling of pink and green 

and yellow candies. Beyond opens a door into the kitchen, where there is a glimpse to be had of 

a range with much steam ascending from it, and many women, old and young, rushing hither and 

thither. In the corner to the left are the three musicians, upon a little platform, toiling heroically 

to make some impression upon the hubbub; also the babies, similarly occupied, and an open 

window whence the populace imbibes the sights and sounds and odors. 

Suddenly some of the steam begins to advance, and, peering through it, you discern Aunt 

Elizabeth, Ona’s stepmother—Teta Elzbieta, as they call her—bearing aloft a great platter of 

stewed duck. Behind her is Kotrina, making her way cautiously, staggering beneath a similar 

burden; and half a minute later there appears old Grandmother Majauszkiene, with a big yellow 

bowl of smoking potatoes, nearly as big as herself. So, bit by bit, the feast takes form—there is a 

ham and a dish of sauerkraut, boiled rice, macaroni, bologna sausages, great piles of penny buns, 

bowls of milk, and foaming pitchers of beer. There is also, not six feet from your back, the bar, 

where you may order all you please and do not have to pay for it. “Eiksz! Graicziau!” screams 



Marija Berczynskas, and falls to work herself—for there is more upon the stove inside that will 

be spoiled if it be not eaten. 

So, with laughter and shouts and endless badinage and merriment, the guests take their places. 

The young men, who for the most part have been huddled near the door, summon their resolution 

and advance; and the shrinking Jurgis is poked and scolded by the old folks until he consents to 

seat himself at the right hand of the bride. The two bridesmaids, whose insignia of office are 

paper wreaths, come next, and after them the rest of the guests, old and young, boys and girls. 

The spirit of the occasion takes hold of the stately bartender, who condescends to a plate of 

stewed duck; even the fat policeman—whose duty it will be, later in the evening, to break up the 

fights—draws up a chair to the foot of the table. And the children shout and the babies yell, and 

every one laughs and sings and chatters—while above all the deafening clamor Cousin Marija 

shouts orders to the musicians. 

The musicians—how shall one begin to describe them? All this time they have been there, 

playing in a mad frenzy—all of this scene must be read, or said, or sung, to music. It is the music 

which makes it what it is; it is the music which changes the place from the rear room of a saloon 

in back of the yards to a fairy place, a wonderland, a little corner of the high mansions of the sky. 

The little person who leads this trio is an inspired man. His fiddle is out of tune, and there is 

no rosin on his bow, but still he is an inspired man—the hands of the muses have been laid upon 

him. He plays like one possessed by a demon, by a whole horde of demons. You can feel them in 

the air round about him, capering frenetically; with their invisible feet they set the pace, and the 

hair of the leader of the orchestra rises on end, and his eyeballs start from their sockets, as he 

toils to keep up with them. 

Tamoszius Kuszleika is his name, and he has taught himself to play the violin by practicing all 

night, after working all day on the “killing beds.” He is in his shirt sleeves, with a vest figured 

with faded gold horseshoes, and a pink-striped shirt, suggestive of peppermint candy. A pair of 

military trousers, light blue with a yellow stripe, serve to give that suggestion of authority proper 

to the leader of a band. He is only about five feet high, but even so these trousers are about eight 

inches short of the ground. You wonder where he can have gotten them or rather you would 

wonder, if the excitement of being in his presence left you time to think of such things. 

For he is an inspired man. Every inch of him is inspired—you might almost say inspired 

separately. He stamps with his feet, he tosses his head, he sways and swings to and fro; he has a 

wizened-up little face, irresistibly comical; and, when he executes a turn or a flourish, his brows 

knit and his lips work and his eyelids wink—the very ends of his necktie bristle out. And every 

now and then he turns upon his companions, nodding, signaling, beckoning frantically—with 

every inch of him appealing, imploring, in behalf of the muses and their call. 

For they are hardly worthy of Tamoszius, the other two members of the orchestra. The second 

violin is a Slovak, a tall, gaunt man with black-rimmed spectacles and the mute and patient look 

of an overdriven mule; he responds to the whip but feebly, and then always falls back into his old 

rut. The third man is very fat, with a round, red, sentimental nose, and he plays with his eyes 

turned up to the sky and a look of infinite yearning. He is playing a bass part upon his cello, and 

so the excitement is nothing to him; no matter what happens in the treble, it is his task to saw out 

one long-drawn and lugubrious note after another, from four o’clock in the afternoon until nearly 

the same hour next morning, for his third of the total income of one dollar per hour. 

Before the feast has been five minutes under way, Tamoszius Kuszleika has risen in his 

excitement; a minute or two more and you see that he is beginning to edge over toward the 



tables. His nostrils are dilated and his breath comes fast—his demons are driving him. He nods 

and shakes his head at his companions, jerking at them with his violin, until at last the long form 

of the second violinist also rises up. In the end all three of them begin advancing, step by step, 

upon the banqueters, Valentinavyczia, the cellist, bumping along with his instrument between 

notes. Finally all three are gathered at the foot of the tables, and there Tamoszius mounts upon a 

stool. 

Now he is in his glory, dominating the scene. Some of the people are eating, some are 

laughing and talking—but you will make a great mistake if you think there is one of them who 

does not hear him. His notes are never true, and his fiddle buzzes on the low ones and squeaks 

and scratches on the high; but these things they heed no more than they heed the dirt and noise 

and squalor about them—it is out of this material that they have to build their lives, with it that 

they have to utter their souls. And this is their utterance; merry and boisterous, or mournful and 

wailing, or passionate and rebellious, this music is their music, music of home. It stretches out its 

arms to them, they have only to give themselves up. Chicago and its saloons and its slums fade 

away—there are green meadows and sunlit rivers, mighty forests and snow-clad hills. They 

behold home landscapes and childhood scenes returning; old loves and friendships begin to 

waken, old joys and griefs to laugh and weep. Some fall back and close their eyes, some beat 

upon the table. Now and then one leaps up with a cry and calls for this song or that; and then the 

fire leaps brighter in Tamoszius’ eyes, and he flings up his fiddle and shouts to his companions, 

and away they go in mad career. The company takes up the choruses, and men and women cry 

out like all possessed; some leap to their feet and stamp upon the floor, lifting their glasses and 

pledging each other. Before long it occurs to some one to demand an old wedding song, which 

celebrates the beauty of the bride and the joys of love. In the excitement of this masterpiece 

Tamoszius Kuszleika begins to edge in between the tables, making his way toward the head, 

where sits the bride. There is not a foot of space between the chairs of the guests, and Tamoszius 

is so short that he pokes them with his bow whenever he reaches over for the low notes; but still 

he presses in, and insists relentlessly that his companions must follow. During their progress, 

needless to say, the sounds of the cello are pretty well extinguished; but at last the three are at the 

head, and Tamoszius takes his station at the right hand of the bride and begins to pour out his 

soul in melting strains. 

Little Ona is too excited to eat. Once in a while she tastes a little something, when Cousin 

Marija pinches her elbow and reminds her; but, for the most part, she sits gazing with the same 

fearful eyes of wonder. Teta Elzbieta is all in a flutter, like a hummingbird; her sisters, too, keep 

running up behind her, whispering, breathless. But Ona seems scarcely to hear them—the music 

keeps calling, and the far-off look comes back, and she sits with her hands pressed together over 

her heart. Then the tears begin to come into her eyes; and as she is ashamed to wipe them away, 

and ashamed to let them run down her cheeks, she turns and shakes her head a little, and then 

flushes red when she sees that Jurgis is watching her. When in the end Tamoszius Kuszleika has 

reached her side, and is waving his magic wand above her, Ona’s cheeks are scarlet, and she 

looks as if she would have to get up and run away. 

In this crisis, however, she is saved by Marija Berczynskas, whom the muses suddenly visit. 

Marija is fond of a song, a song of lovers’ parting; she wishes to hear it, and, as the musicians do 

not know it, she has risen, and is proceeding to teach them. Marija is short, but powerful in build. 

She works in a canning factory, and all day long she handles cans of beef that weigh fourteen 

pounds. She has a broad Slavic face, with prominent red cheeks. When she opens her mouth, it is 

tragical, but you cannot help thinking of a horse. She wears a blue flannel shirt-waist, which is 



now rolled up at the sleeves, disclosing her brawny arms; she has a carving fork in her hand, with 

which she pounds on the table to mark the time. As she roars her song, in a voice of which it is 

enough to say that it leaves no portion of the room vacant, the three musicians follow her, 

laboriously and note by note, but averaging one note behind; thus they toil through stanza after 

stanza of a lovesick swain’s lamentation:— 

“Sudiev’ kvietkeli, tu brangiausis; 

Sudiev’ ir laime, man biednam, 

Matau—paskyre teip Aukszcziausis, 

Jog vargt ant svieto reik vienam!” 

When the song is over, it is time for the speech, and old Dede Antanas rises to his feet. 

Grandfather Anthony, Jurgis’ father, is not more than sixty years of age, but you would think that 

he was eighty. He has been only six months in America, and the change has not done him good. 

In his manhood he worked in a cotton mill, but then a coughing fell upon him, and he had to 

leave; out in the country the trouble disappeared, but he has been working in the pickle rooms at 

Durham’s, and the breathing of the cold, damp air all day has brought it back. Now as he rises he 

is seized with a coughing fit, and holds himself by his chair and turns away his wan and battered 

face until it passes. 

Generally it is the custom for the speech at a veselija to be taken out of one of the books and 

learned by heart; but in his youthful days Dede Antanas used to be a scholar, and really make up 

all the love letters of his friends. Now it is understood that he has composed an original speech of 

congratulation and benediction, and this is one of the events of the day. Even the boys, who are 

romping about the room, draw near and listen, and some of the women sob and wipe their aprons 

in their eyes. It is very solemn, for Antanas Rudkus has become possessed of the idea that he has 

not much longer to stay with his children. His speech leaves them all so tearful that one of the 

guests, Jokubas Szedvilas, who keeps a delicatessen store on Halsted Street, and is fat and 

hearty, is moved to rise and say that things may not be as bad as that, and then to go on and make 

a little speech of his own, in which he showers congratulations and prophecies of happiness upon 

the bride and groom, proceeding to particulars which greatly delight the young men, but which 

cause Ona to blush more furiously than ever. Jokubas possesses what his wife complacently 

describes as “poetiszka vaidintuve”—a poetical imagination. 

Now a good many of the guests have finished, and, since there is no pretense of ceremony, the 

banquet begins to break up. Some of the men gather about the bar; some wander about, laughing 

and singing; here and there will be a little group, chanting merrily, and in sublime indifference to 

the others and to the orchestra as well. Everybody is more or less restless—one would guess that 

something is on their minds. And so it proves. The last tardy diners are scarcely given time to 

finish, before the tables and the debris are shoved into the corner, and the chairs and the babies 

piled out of the way, and the real celebration of the evening begins. Then Tamoszius Kuszleika, 

after replenishing himself with a pot of beer, returns to his platform, and, standing up, reviews 

the scene; he taps authoritatively upon the side of his violin, then tucks it carefully under his 

chin, then waves his bow in an elaborate flourish, and finally smites the sounding strings and 

closes his eyes, and floats away in spirit upon the wings of a dreamy waltz. His companion 

follows, but with his eyes open, watching where he treads, so to speak; and finally 

Valentinavyczia, after waiting for a little and beating with his foot to get the time, casts up his 

eyes to the ceiling and begins to saw—“Broom! broom! broom!” 



The company pairs off quickly, and the whole room is soon in motion. Apparently nobody 

knows how to waltz, but that is nothing of any consequence—there is music, and they dance, 

each as he pleases, just as before they sang. Most of them prefer the “two-step,” especially the 

young, with whom it is the fashion. The older people have dances from home, strange and 

complicated steps which they execute with grave solemnity. Some do not dance anything at all, 

but simply hold each other’s hands and allow the undisciplined joy of motion to express itself 

with their feet. Among these are Jokubas Szedvilas and his wife, Lucija, who together keep the 

delicatessen store, and consume nearly as much as they sell; they are too fat to dance, but they 

stand in the middle of the floor, holding each other fast in their arms, rocking slowly from side to 

side and grinning seraphically, a picture of toothless and perspiring ecstasy. 

Of these older people many wear clothing reminiscent in some detail of home—an 

embroidered waistcoat or stomacher, or a gaily colored handkerchief, or a coat with large cuffs 

and fancy buttons. All these things are carefully avoided by the young, most of whom have 

learned to speak English and to affect the latest style of clothing. The girls wear ready-made 

dresses or shirt waists, and some of them look quite pretty. Some of the young men you would 

take to be Americans, of the type of clerks, but for the fact that they wear their hats in the room. 

Each of these younger couples affects a style of its own in dancing. Some hold each other tightly, 

some at a cautious distance. Some hold their hands out stiffly, some drop them loosely at their 

sides. Some dance springily, some glide softly, some move with grave dignity. There are 

boisterous couples, who tear wildly about the room, knocking every one out of their way. There 

are nervous couples, whom these frighten, and who cry, “Nusfok! Kas yra?” at them as they 

pass. Each couple is paired for the evening—you will never see them change about. There is 

Alena Jasaityte, for instance, who has danced unending hours with Juozas Raczius, to whom she 

is engaged. Alena is the beauty of the evening, and she would be really beautiful if she were not 

so proud. She wears a white shirtwaist, which represents, perhaps, half a week’s labor painting 

cans. She holds her skirt with her hand as she dances, with stately precision, after the manner of 

the grandes dames. Juozas is driving one of Durham’s wagons, and is making big wages. He 

affects a “tough” aspect, wearing his hat on one side and keeping a cigarette in his mouth all the 

evening. Then there is Jadvyga Marcinkus, who is also beautiful, but humble. Jadvyga likewise 

paints cans, but then she has an invalid mother and three little sisters to support by it, and so she 

does not spend her wages for shirtwaists. Jadvyga is small and delicate, with jet-black eyes and 

hair, the latter twisted into a little knot and tied on the top of her head. She wears an old white 

dress which she has made herself and worn to parties for the past five years; it is high-waisted—

almost under her arms, and not very becoming,—but that does not trouble Jadvyga, who is 

dancing with her Mikolas. She is small, while he is big and powerful; she nestles in his arms as if 

she would hide herself from view, and leans her head upon his shoulder. He in turn has clasped 

his arms tightly around her, as if he would carry her away; and so she dances, and will dance the 

entire evening, and would dance forever, in ecstasy of bliss. You would smile, perhaps, to see 

them—but you would not smile if you knew all the story. This is the fifth year, now, that 

Jadvyga has been engaged to Mikolas, and her heart is sick. They would have been married in 

the beginning, only Mikolas has a father who is drunk all day, and he is the only other man in a 

large family. Even so they might have managed it (for Mikolas is a skilled man) but for cruel 

accidents which have almost taken the heart out of them. He is a beef-boner, and that is a 

dangerous trade, especially when you are on piecework and trying to earn a bride. Your hands 

are slippery, and your knife is slippery, and you are toiling like mad, when somebody happens to 

speak to you, or you strike a bone. Then your hand slips up on the blade, and there is a fearful 



gash. And that would not be so bad, only for the deadly contagion. The cut may heal, but you 

never can tell. Twice now; within the last three years, Mikolas has been lying at home with blood 

poisoning—once for three months and once for nearly seven. The last time, too, he lost his job, 

and that meant six weeks more of standing at the doors of the packing houses, at six o’clock on 

bitter winter mornings, with a foot of snow on the ground and more in the air. There are learned 

people who can tell you out of the statistics that beef-boners make forty cents an hour, but, 

perhaps, these people have never looked into a beef-boner’s hands. 

When Tamoszius and his companions stop for a rest, as perforce they must, now and then, the 

dancers halt where they are and wait patiently. They never seem to tire; and there is no place for 

them to sit down if they did. It is only for a minute, anyway, for the leader starts up again, in 

spite of all the protests of the other two. This time it is another sort of a dance, a Lithuanian 

dance. Those who prefer to, go on with the two-step, but the majority go through an intricate 

series of motions, resembling more fancy skating than a dance. The climax of it is a 

furious prestissimo, at which the couples seize hands and begin a mad whirling. This is quite 

irresistible, and every one in the room joins in, until the place becomes a maze of flying skirts 

and bodies quite dazzling to look upon. But the sight of sights at this moment is Tamoszius 

Kuszleika. The old fiddle squeaks and shrieks in protest, but Tamoszius has no mercy. The sweat 

starts out on his forehead, and he bends over like a cyclist on the last lap of a race. His body 

shakes and throbs like a runaway steam engine, and the ear cannot follow the flying showers of 

notes—there is a pale blue mist where you look to see his bowing arm. With a most wonderful 

rush he comes to the end of the tune, and flings up his hands and staggers back exhausted; and 

with a final shout of delight the dancers fly apart, reeling here and there, bringing up against the 

walls of the room. 

After this there is beer for every one, the musicians included, and the revelers take a long 

breath and prepare for the great event of the evening, which is the acziavimas. The acziavimas is 

a ceremony which, once begun, will continue for three or four hours, and it involves one 

uninterrupted dance. The guests form a great ring, locking hands, and, when the music starts up, 

begin to move around in a circle. In the center stands the bride, and, one by one, the men step 

into the enclosure and dance with her. Each dances for several minutes—as long as he pleases; it 

is a very merry proceeding, with laughter and singing, and when the guest has finished, he finds 

himself face to face with Teta Elzbieta, who holds the hat. Into it he drops a sum of money—a 

dollar, or perhaps five dollars, according to his power, and his estimate of the value of the 

privilege. The guests are expected to pay for this entertainment; if they be proper guests, they 

will see that there is a neat sum left over for the bride and bridegroom to start life upon. 

Most fearful they are to contemplate, the expenses of this entertainment. They will certainly be 

over two hundred dollars and maybe three hundred; and three hundred dollars is more than the 

year’s income of many a person in this room. There are able-bodied men here who work from 

early morning until late at night, in ice-cold cellars with a quarter of an inch of water on the 

floor—men who for six or seven months in the year never see the sunlight from Sunday 

afternoon till the next Sunday morning—and who cannot earn three hundred dollars in a year. 

There are little children here, scarce in their teens, who can hardly see the top of the work 

benches—whose parents have lied to get them their places—and who do not make the half of 

three hundred dollars a year, and perhaps not even the third of it. And then to spend such a sum, 

all in a single day of your life, at a wedding feast! (For obviously it is the same thing, whether 

you spend it at once for your own wedding, or in a long time, at the weddings of all your 

friends.) 



It is very imprudent, it is tragic—but, ah, it is so beautiful! Bit by bit these poor people have 

given up everything else; but to this they cling with all the power of their souls—they cannot 

give up the veselija! To do that would mean, not merely to be defeated, but to acknowledge 

defeat—and the difference between these two things is what keeps the world going. 

The veselija has come down to them from a far-off time; and the meaning of it was that one 

might dwell within the cave and gaze upon shadows, provided only that once in his lifetime he 

could break his chains, and feel his wings, and behold the sun; provided that once in his lifetime 

he might testify to the fact that life, with all its cares and its terrors, is no such great thing after 

all, but merely a bubble upon the surface of a river, a thing that one may toss about and play with 

as a juggler tosses his golden balls, a thing that one may quaff, like a goblet of rare red wine. 

Thus having known himself for the master of things, a man could go back to his toil and live 

upon the memory all his days. 

Endlessly the dancers swung round and round—when they were dizzy they swung the other 

way. Hour after hour this had continued—the darkness had fallen and the room was dim from the 

light of two smoky oil lamps. The musicians had spent all their fine frenzy by now, and played 

only one tune, wearily, ploddingly. There were twenty bars or so of it, and when they came to the 

end they began again. Once every ten minutes or so they would fail to begin again, but instead 

would sink back exhausted; a circumstance which invariably brought on a painful and terrifying 

scene, that made the fat policeman stir uneasily in his sleeping place behind the door. 

It was all Marija Berczynskas. Marija was one of those hungry souls who cling with 

desperation to the skirts of the retreating muse. All day long she had been in a state of wonderful 

exaltation; and now it was leaving—and she would not let it go. Her soul cried out in the words 

of Faust, “Stay, thou art fair!” Whether it was by beer, or by shouting, or by music, or by motion, 

she meant that it should not go. And she would go back to the chase of it—and no sooner be 

fairly started than her chariot would be thrown off the track, so to speak, by the stupidity of those 

thrice accursed musicians. Each time, Marija would emit a howl and fly at them, shaking her 

fists in their faces, stamping upon the floor, purple and incoherent with rage. In vain the 

frightened Tamoszius would attempt to speak, to plead the limitations of the flesh; in vain would 

the puffing and breathless ponas Jokubas insist, in vain would Teta Elzbieta implore. “Szalin!” 

Marija would scream. “Palauk! isz kelio! What are you paid for, children of hell?” And so, in 

sheer terror, the orchestra would strike up again, and Marija would return to her place and take 

up her task. 

She bore all the burden of the festivities now. Ona was kept up by her excitement, but all of 

the women and most of the men were tired—the soul of Marija was alone unconquered. She 

drove on the dancers—what had once been the ring had now the shape of a pear, with Marija at 

the stem, pulling one way and pushing the other, shouting, stamping, singing, a very volcano of 

energy. Now and then some one coming in or out would leave the door open, and the night air 

was chill; Marija as she passed would stretch out her foot and kick the doorknob, and slam would 

go the door! Once this procedure was the cause of a calamity of which Sebastijonas Szedvilas 

was the hapless victim. Little Sebastijonas, aged three, had been wandering about oblivious to all 

things, holding turned up over his mouth a bottle of liquid known as “pop,” pink-colored, ice-

cold, and delicious. Passing through the doorway the door smote him full, and the shriek which 

followed brought the dancing to a halt. Marija, who threatened horrid murder a hundred times a 

day, and would weep over the injury of a fly, seized little Sebastijonas in her arms and bid fair to 

smother him with kisses. There was a long rest for the orchestra, and plenty of refreshments, 



while Marija was making her peace with her victim, seating him upon the bar, and standing 

beside him and holding to his lips a foaming schooner of beer. 

In the meantime there was going on in another corner of the room an anxious conference 

between Teta Elzbieta and Dede Antanas, and a few of the more intimate friends of the family. A 

trouble was come upon them. The veselija is a compact, a compact not expressed, but therefore 

only the more binding upon all. Every one’s share was different—and yet every one knew 

perfectly well what his share was, and strove to give a little more. Now, however, since they had 

come to the new country, all this was changing; it seemed as if there must be some subtle poison 

in the air that one breathed here—it was affecting all the young men at once. They would come 

in crowds and fill themselves with a fine dinner, and then sneak off. One would throw another’s 

hat out of the window, and both would go out to get it, and neither could be seen again. Or now 

and then half a dozen of them would get together and march out openly, staring at you, and 

making fun of you to your face. Still others, worse yet, would crowd about the bar, and at the 

expense of the host drink themselves sodden, paying not the least attention to any one, and 

leaving it to be thought that either they had danced with the bride already, or meant to later on. 

All these things were going on now, and the family was helpless with dismay. So long they 

had toiled, and such an outlay they had made! Ona stood by, her eyes wide with terror. Those 

frightful bills—how they had haunted her, each item gnawing at her soul all day and spoiling her 

rest at night. How often she had named them over one by one and figured on them as she went to 

work—fifteen dollars for the hall, twenty-two dollars and a quarter for the ducks, twelve dollars 

for the musicians, five dollars at the church, and a blessing of the Virgin besides—and so on 

without an end! Worst of all was the frightful bill that was still to come from Graiczunas for the 

beer and liquor that might be consumed. One could never get in advance more than a guess as to 

this from a saloon-keeper—and then, when the time came he always came to you scratching his 

head and saying that he had guessed too low, but that he had done his best—your guests had 

gotten so very drunk. By him you were sure to be cheated unmercifully, and that even though 

you thought yourself the dearest of the hundreds of friends he had. He would begin to serve your 

guests out of a keg that was half full, and finish with one that was half empty, and then you 

would be charged for two kegs of beer. He would agree to serve a certain quality at a certain 

price, and when the time came you and your friends would be drinking some horrible poison that 

could not be described. You might complain, but you would get nothing for your pains but a 

ruined evening; while, as for going to law about it, you might as well go to heaven at once. The 

saloon-keeper stood in with all the big politics men in the district; and when you had once found 

out what it meant to get into trouble with such people, you would know enough to pay what you 

were told to pay and shut up. 

What made all this the more painful was that it was so hard on the few that had really done 

their best. There was poor old ponas Jokubas, for instance—he had already given five dollars, 

and did not every one know that Jokubas Szedvilas had just mortgaged his delicatessen store for 

two hundred dollars to meet several months’ overdue rent? And then there was withered old poni 

Aniele—who was a widow, and had three children, and the rheumatism besides, and did washing 

for the tradespeople on Halsted Street at prices it would break your heart to hear named. Aniele 

had given the entire profit of her chickens for several months. Eight of them she owned, and she 

kept them in a little place fenced around on her backstairs. All day long the children of Aniele 

were raking in the dump for food for these chickens; and sometimes, when the competition there 

was too fierce, you might see them on Halsted Street walking close to the gutters, and with their 

mother following to see that no one robbed them of their finds. Money could not tell the value of 



these chickens to old Mrs. Jukniene—she valued them differently, for she had a feeling that she 

was getting something for nothing by means of them—that with them she was getting the better 

of a world that was getting the better of her in so many other ways. So she watched them every 

hour of the day, and had learned to see like an owl at night to watch them then. One of them had 

been stolen long ago, and not a month passed that some one did not try to steal another. As the 

frustrating of this one attempt involved a score of false alarms, it will be understood what a 

tribute old Mrs. Jukniene brought, just because Teta Elzbieta had once loaned her some money 

for a few days and saved her from being turned out of her house. 

More and more friends gathered round while the lamentation about these things was going on. 

Some drew nearer, hoping to overhear the conversation, who were themselves among the 

guilty—and surely that was a thing to try the patience of a saint. Finally there came Jurgis, urged 

by some one, and the story was retold to him. Jurgis listened in silence, with his great black 

eyebrows knitted. Now and then there would come a gleam underneath them and he would 

glance about the room. Perhaps he would have liked to go at some of those fellows with his big 

clenched fists; but then, doubtless, he realized how little good it would do him. No bill would be 

any less for turning out any one at this time; and then there would be the scandal—and Jurgis 

wanted nothing except to get away with Ona and to let the world go its own way. So his hands 

relaxed and he merely said quietly: “It is done, and there is no use in weeping, Teta Elzbieta.” 

Then his look turned toward Ona, who stood close to his side, and he saw the wide look of terror 

in her eyes. “Little one,” he said, in a low voice, “do not worry—it will not matter to us. We will 

pay them all somehow. I will work harder.” That was always what Jurgis said. Ona had grown 

used to it as the solution of all difficulties—“I will work harder!” He had said that in Lithuania 

when one official had taken his passport from him, and another had arrested him for being 

without it, and the two had divided a third of his belongings. He had said it again in New York, 

when the smooth-spoken agent had taken them in hand and made them pay such high prices, and 

almost prevented their leaving his place, in spite of their paying. Now he said it a third time, and 

Ona drew a deep breath; it was so wonderful to have a husband, just like a grown woman—and a 

husband who could solve all problems, and who was so big and strong! 

The last sob of little Sebastijonas has been stifled, and the orchestra has once more been 

reminded of its duty. The ceremony begins again—but there are few now left to dance with, and 

so very soon the collection is over and promiscuous dances once more begin. It is now after 

midnight, however, and things are not as they were before. The dancers are dull and heavy—

most of them have been drinking hard, and have long ago passed the stage of exhilaration. They 

dance in monotonous measure, round after round, hour after hour, with eyes fixed upon vacancy, 

as if they were only half conscious, in a constantly growing stupor. The men grasp the women 

very tightly, but there will be half an hour together when neither will see the other’s face. Some 

couples do not care to dance, and have retired to the corners, where they sit with their arms 

enlaced. Others, who have been drinking still more, wander about the room, bumping into 

everything; some are in groups of two or three, singing, each group its own song. As time goes 

on there is a variety of drunkenness, among the younger men especially. Some stagger about in 

each other’s arms, whispering maudlin words—others start quarrels upon the slightest pretext, 

and come to blows and have to be pulled apart. Now the fat policeman wakens definitely, and 

feels of his club to see that it is ready for business. He has to be prompt—for these two-o’clock-

in-the-morning fights, if they once get out of hand, are like a forest fire, and may mean the whole 

reserves at the station. The thing to do is to crack every fighting head that you see, before there 

are so many fighting heads that you cannot crack any of them. There is but scant account kept of 



cracked heads in back of the yards, for men who have to crack the heads of animals all day seem 

to get into the habit, and to practice on their friends, and even on their families, between times. 

This makes it a cause for congratulation that by modern methods a very few men can do the 

painfully necessary work of head-cracking for the whole of the cultured world. 

There is no fight that night—perhaps because Jurgis, too, is watchful—even more so than the 

policeman. Jurgis has drunk a great deal, as any one naturally would on an occasion when it all 

has to be paid for, whether it is drunk or not; but he is a very steady man, and does not easily lose 

his temper. Only once there is a tight shave—and that is the fault of Marija Berczynskas. Marija 

has apparently concluded about two hours ago that if the altar in the corner, with the deity in 

soiled white, be not the true home of the muses, it is, at any rate, the nearest substitute on earth 

attainable. And Marija is just fighting drunk when there come to her ears the facts about the 

villains who have not paid that night. Marija goes on the warpath straight off, without even the 

preliminary of a good cursing, and when she is pulled off it is with the coat collars of two villains 

in her hands. Fortunately, the policeman is disposed to be reasonable, and so it is not Marija who 

is flung out of the place. 

All this interrupts the music for not more than a minute or two. Then again the merciless tune 

begins—the tune that has been played for the last half-hour without one single change. It is an 

American tune this time, one which they have picked up on the streets; all seem to know the 

words of it—or, at any rate, the first line of it, which they hum to themselves, over and over 

again without rest: “In the good old summertime—in the good old summertime! In the good old 

summertime—in the good old summertime!” There seems to be something hypnotic about this, 

with its endlessly recurring dominant. It has put a stupor upon every one who hears it, as well as 

upon the men who are playing it. No one can get away from it, or even think of getting away 

from it; it is three o’clock in the morning, and they have danced out all their joy, and danced out 

all their strength, and all the strength that unlimited drink can lend them—and still there is no 

one among them who has the power to think of stopping. Promptly at seven o’clock this same 

Monday morning they will every one of them have to be in their places at Durham’s or Brown’s 

or Jones’s, each in his working clothes. If one of them be a minute late, he will be docked an 

hour’s pay, and if he be many minutes late, he will be apt to find his brass check turned to the 

wall, which will send him out to join the hungry mob that waits every morning at the gates of the 

packing houses, from six o’clock until nearly half-past eight. There is no exception to this rule, 

not even little Ona—who has asked for a holiday the day after her wedding day, a holiday 

without pay, and been refused. While there are so many who are anxious to work as you wish, 

there is no occasion for incommoding yourself with those who must work otherwise. 

Little Ona is nearly ready to faint—and half in a stupor herself, because of the heavy scent in 

the room. She has not taken a drop, but every one else there is literally burning alcohol, as the 

lamps are burning oil; some of the men who are sound asleep in their chairs or on the floor are 

reeking of it so that you cannot go near them. Now and then Jurgis gazes at her hungrily—he has 

long since forgotten his shyness; but then the crowd is there, and he still waits and watches the 

door, where a carriage is supposed to come. It does not, and finally he will wait no longer, but 

comes up to Ona, who turns white and trembles. He puts her shawl about her and then his own 

coat. They live only two blocks away, and Jurgis does not care about the carriage. 

There is almost no farewell—the dancers do not notice them, and all of the children and many 

of the old folks have fallen asleep of sheer exhaustion. Dede Antanas is asleep, and so are the 

Szedvilases, husband and wife, the former snoring in octaves. There is Teta Elzbieta, and Marija, 

sobbing loudly; and then there is only the silent night, with the stars beginning to pale a little in 



the east. Jurgis, without a word, lifts Ona in his arms, and strides out with her, and she sinks her 

head upon his shoulder with a moan. When he reaches home he is not sure whether she has 

fainted or is asleep, but when he has to hold her with one hand while he unlocks the door, he sees 

that she has opened her eyes. 

“You shall not go to Brown’s today, little one,” he whispers, as he climbs the stairs; and she 

catches his arm in terror, gasping: “No! No! I dare not! It will ruin us!” 

But he answers her again: “Leave it to me; leave it to me. I will earn more money—I will 

work harder.” 

  



CHAPTER II 

Jurgis talked lightly about work, because he was young. They told him stories about the 

breaking down of men, there in the stockyards of Chicago, and of what had happened to them 

afterward—stories to make your flesh creep, but Jurgis would only laugh. He had only been 

there four months, and he was young, and a giant besides. There was too much health in him. He 

could not even imagine how it would feel to be beaten. “That is well enough for men like you,” 

he would say, “silpnas, puny fellows—but my back is broad.” 

Jurgis was like a boy, a boy from the country. He was the sort of man the bosses like to get 

hold of, the sort they make it a grievance they cannot get hold of. When he was told to go to a 

certain place, he would go there on the run. When he had nothing to do for the moment, he 

would stand round fidgeting, dancing, with the overflow of energy that was in him. If he were 

working in a line of men, the line always moved too slowly for him, and you could pick him out 

by his impatience and restlessness. That was why he had been picked out on one important 

occasion; for Jurgis had stood outside of Brown and Company’s “Central Time Station” not 

more than half an hour, the second day of his arrival in Chicago, before he had been beckoned by 

one of the bosses. Of this he was very proud, and it made him more disposed than ever to laugh 

at the pessimists. In vain would they all tell him that there were men in that crowd from which he 

had been chosen who had stood there a month—yes, many months—and not been chosen yet. 

“Yes,” he would say, “but what sort of men? Broken-down tramps and good-for-nothings, 

fellows who have spent all their money drinking, and want to get more for it. Do you want me to 

believe that with these arms”—and he would clench his fists and hold them up in the air, so that 

you might see the rolling muscles—“that with these arms people will ever let me starve?” 

“It is plain,” they would answer to this, “that you have come from the country, and from very 

far in the country.” And this was the fact, for Jurgis had never seen a city, and scarcely even a 

fair-sized town, until he had set out to make his fortune in the world and earn his right to Ona. 

His father, and his father’s father before him, and as many ancestors back as legend could go, 

had lived in that part of Lithuania known as Brelovicz, the Imperial Forest. This is a great tract of 

a hundred thousand acres, which from time immemorial has been a hunting preserve of the 

nobility. There are a very few peasants settled in it, holding title from ancient times; and one of 

these was Antanas Rudkus, who had been reared himself, and had reared his children in turn, 

upon half a dozen acres of cleared land in the midst of a wilderness. There had been one son 

besides Jurgis, and one sister. The former had been drafted into the army; that had been over ten 

years ago, but since that day nothing had ever been heard of him. The sister was married, and her 

husband had bought the place when old Antanas had decided to go with his son. 

It was nearly a year and a half ago that Jurgis had met Ona, at a horse fair a hundred miles 

from home. Jurgis had never expected to get married—he had laughed at it as a foolish trap for a 

man to walk into; but here, without ever having spoken a word to her, with no more than the 

exchange of half a dozen smiles, he found himself, purple in the face with embarrassment and 

terror, asking her parents to sell her to him for his wife—and offering his father’s two horses he 

had been sent to the fair to sell. But Ona’s father proved as a rock—the girl was yet a child, and 

he was a rich man, and his daughter was not to be had in that way. So Jurgis went home with a 

heavy heart, and that spring and summer toiled and tried hard to forget. In the fall, after the 

harvest was over, he saw that it would not do, and tramped the full fortnight’s journey that lay 

between him and Ona. 



He found an unexpected state of affairs—for the girl’s father had died, and his estate was tied 

up with creditors; Jurgis’ heart leaped as he realized that now the prize was within his reach. 

There was Elzbieta Lukoszaite, Teta, or Aunt, as they called her, Ona’s stepmother, and there 

were her six children, of all ages. There was also her brother Jonas, a dried-up little man who had 

worked upon the farm. They were people of great consequence, as it seemed to Jurgis, fresh out 

of the woods; Ona knew how to read, and knew many other things that he did not know, and now 

the farm had been sold, and the whole family was adrift—all they owned in the world being 

about seven hundred rubles which is half as many dollars. They would have had three times that, 

but it had gone to court, and the judge had decided against them, and it had cost the balance to 

get him to change his decision. 

Ona might have married and left them, but she would not, for she loved Teta Elzbieta. It was 

Jonas who suggested that they all go to America, where a friend of his had gotten rich. He would 

work, for his part, and the women would work, and some of the children, doubtless—they would 

live somehow. Jurgis, too, had heard of America. That was a country where, they said, a man 

might earn three rubles a day; and Jurgis figured what three rubles a day would mean, with prices 

as they were where he lived, and decided forthwith that he would go to America and marry, and 

be a rich man in the bargain. In that country, rich or poor, a man was free, it was said; he did not 

have to go into the army, he did not have to pay out his money to rascally officials—he might do 

as he pleased, and count himself as good as any other man. So America was a place of which 

lovers and young people dreamed. If one could only manage to get the price of a passage, he 

could count his troubles at an end. 

It was arranged that they should leave the following spring, and meantime Jurgis sold himself 

to a contractor for a certain time, and tramped nearly four hundred miles from home with a gang 

of men to work upon a railroad in Smolensk. This was a fearful experience, with filth and bad 

food and cruelty and overwork; but Jurgis stood it and came out in fine trim, and with eighty 

rubles sewed up in his coat. He did not drink or fight, because he was thinking all the time of 

Ona; and for the rest, he was a quiet, steady man, who did what he was told to, did not lose his 

temper often, and when he did lose it made the offender anxious that he should not lose it again. 

When they paid him off he dodged the company gamblers and dramshops, and so they tried to 

kill him; but he escaped, and tramped it home, working at odd jobs, and sleeping always with 

one eye open. 

So in the summer time they had all set out for America. At the last moment there joined them 

Marija Berczynskas, who was a cousin of Ona’s. Marija was an orphan, and had worked since 

childhood for a rich farmer of Vilna, who beat her regularly. It was only at the age of twenty that 

it had occurred to Marija to try her strength, when she had risen up and nearly murdered the man, 

and then come away. 

There were twelve in all in the party, five adults and six children—and Ona, who was a little 

of both. They had a hard time on the passage; there was an agent who helped them, but he 

proved a scoundrel, and got them into a trap with some officials, and cost them a good deal of 

their precious money, which they clung to with such horrible fear. This happened to them again 

in New York—for, of course, they knew nothing about the country, and had no one to tell them, 

and it was easy for a man in a blue uniform to lead them away, and to take them to a hotel and 

keep them there, and make them pay enormous charges to get away. The law says that the rate 

card shall be on the door of a hotel, but it does not say that it shall be in Lithuanian. 



It was in the stockyards that Jonas’ friend had gotten rich, and so to Chicago the party was 

bound. They knew that one word, Chicago and that was all they needed to know, at least, until 

they reached the city. Then, tumbled out of the cars without ceremony, they were no better off 

than before; they stood staring down the vista of Dearborn Street, with its big black buildings 

towering in the distance, unable to realize that they had arrived, and why, when they said 

“Chicago,” people no longer pointed in some direction, but instead looked perplexed, or laughed, 

or went on without paying any attention. They were pitiable in their helplessness; above all 

things they stood in deadly terror of any sort of person in official uniform, and so whenever they 

saw a policeman they would cross the street and hurry by. For the whole of the first day they 

wandered about in the midst of deafening confusion, utterly lost; and it was only at night that, 

cowering in the doorway of a house, they were finally discovered and taken by a policeman to 

the station. In the morning an interpreter was found, and they were taken and put upon a car, and 

taught a new word—“stockyards.” Their delight at discovering that they were to get out of this 

adventure without losing another share of their possessions it would not be possible to describe. 

They sat and stared out of the window. They were on a street which seemed to run on forever, 

mile after mile—thirty-four of them, if they had known it—and each side of it one uninterrupted 

row of wretched little two-story frame buildings. Down every side street they could see, it was 

the same—never a hill and never a hollow, but always the same endless vista of ugly and dirty 

little wooden buildings. Here and there would be a bridge crossing a filthy creek, with hard-

baked mud shores and dingy sheds and docks along it; here and there would be a railroad 

crossing, with a tangle of switches, and locomotives puffing, and rattling freight cars filing by; 

here and there would be a great factory, a dingy building with innumerable windows in it, and 

immense volumes of smoke pouring from the chimneys, darkening the air above and making 

filthy the earth beneath. But after each of these interruptions, the desolate procession would 

begin again—the procession of dreary little buildings. 

A full hour before the party reached the city they had begun to note the perplexing changes in 

the atmosphere. It grew darker all the time, and upon the earth the grass seemed to grow less 

green. Every minute, as the train sped on, the colors of things became dingier; the fields were 

grown parched and yellow, the landscape hideous and bare. And along with the thickening 

smoke they began to notice another circumstance, a strange, pungent odor. They were not sure 

that it was unpleasant, this odor; some might have called it sickening, but their taste in odors was 

not developed, and they were only sure that it was curious. Now, sitting in the trolley car, they 

realized that they were on their way to the home of it—that they had traveled all the way from 

Lithuania to it. It was now no longer something far off and faint, that you caught in whiffs; you 

could literally taste it, as well as smell it—you could take hold of it, almost, and examine it at 

your leisure. They were divided in their opinions about it. It was an elemental odor, raw and 

crude; it was rich, almost rancid, sensual, and strong. There were some who drank it in as if it 

were an intoxicant; there were others who put their handkerchiefs to their faces. The new 

emigrants were still tasting it, lost in wonder, when suddenly the car came to a halt, and the door 

was flung open, and a voice shouted—“Stockyards!” 

They were left standing upon the corner, staring; down a side street there were two rows of 

brick houses, and between them a vista: half a dozen chimneys, tall as the tallest of buildings, 

touching the very sky—and leaping from them half a dozen columns of smoke, thick, oily, and 

black as night. It might have come from the center of the world, this smoke, where the fires of 

the ages still smolder. It came as if self-impelled, driving all before it, a perpetual explosion. It 

was inexhaustible; one stared, waiting to see it stop, but still the great streams rolled out. They 



spread in vast clouds overhead, writhing, curling; then, uniting in one giant river, they streamed 

away down the sky, stretching a black pall as far as the eye could reach. 

Then the party became aware of another strange thing. This, too, like the color, was a thing 

elemental; it was a sound, a sound made up of ten thousand little sounds. You scarcely noticed it 

at first—it sunk into your consciousness, a vague disturbance, a trouble. It was like the 

murmuring of the bees in the spring, the whisperings of the forest; it suggested endless activity, 

the rumblings of a world in motion. It was only by an effort that one could realize that it was 

made by animals, that it was the distant lowing of ten thousand cattle, the distant grunting of ten 

thousand swine. 

They would have liked to follow it up, but, alas, they had no time for adventures just then. The 

policeman on the corner was beginning to watch them; and so, as usual, they started up the street. 

Scarcely had they gone a block, however, before Jonas was heard to give a cry, and began 

pointing excitedly across the street. Before they could gather the meaning of his breathless 

ejaculations he had bounded away, and they saw him enter a shop, over which was a sign: “J. 

Szedvilas, Delicatessen.” When he came out again it was in company with a very stout 

gentleman in shirt sleeves and an apron, clasping Jonas by both hands and laughing hilariously. 

Then Teta Elzbieta recollected suddenly that Szedvilas had been the name of the mythical friend 

who had made his fortune in America. To find that he had been making it in the delicatessen 

business was an extraordinary piece of good fortune at this juncture; though it was well on in the 

morning, they had not breakfasted, and the children were beginning to whimper. 

Thus was the happy ending to a woeful voyage. The two families literally fell upon each 

other’s necks—for it had been years since Jokubas Szedvilas had met a man from his part of 

Lithuania. Before half the day they were lifelong friends. Jokubas understood all the pitfalls of 

this new world, and could explain all of its mysteries; he could tell them the things they ought to 

have done in the different emergencies—and what was still more to the point, he could tell them 

what to do now. He would take them to poni Aniele, who kept a boardinghouse the other side of 

the yards; old Mrs. Jukniene, he explained, had not what one would call choice accommodations, 

but they might do for the moment. To this Teta Elzbieta hastened to respond that nothing could 

be too cheap to suit them just then; for they were quite terrified over the sums they had had to 

expend. A very few days of practical experience in this land of high wages had been sufficient to 

make clear to them the cruel fact that it was also a land of high prices, and that in it the poor man 

was almost as poor as in any other corner of the earth; and so there vanished in a night all the 

wonderful dreams of wealth that had been haunting Jurgis. What had made the discovery all the 

more painful was that they were spending, at American prices, money which they had earned at 

home rates of wages—and so were really being cheated by the world! The last two days they had 

all but starved themselves—it made them quite sick to pay the prices that the railroad people 

asked them for food. 

Yet, when they saw the home of the Widow Jukniene they could not but recoil, even so, in all 

their journey they had seen nothing so bad as this. Poni Aniele had a four-room flat in one of that 

wilderness of two-story frame tenements that lie “back of the yards.” There were four such flats 

in each building, and each of the four was a “boardinghouse” for the occupancy of foreigners—

Lithuanians, Poles, Slovaks, or Bohemians. Some of these places were kept by private persons, 

some were cooperative. There would be an average of half a dozen boarders to each room—

sometimes there were thirteen or fourteen to one room, fifty or sixty to a flat. Each one of the 

occupants furnished his own accommodations—that is, a mattress and some bedding. The 

mattresses would be spread upon the floor in rows—and there would be nothing else in the place 



except a stove. It was by no means unusual for two men to own the same mattress in common, 

one working by day and using it by night, and the other working at night and using it in the 

daytime. Very frequently a lodging house keeper would rent the same beds to double shifts of 

men. 

Mrs. Jukniene was a wizened-up little woman, with a wrinkled face. Her home was 

unthinkably filthy; you could not enter by the front door at all, owing to the mattresses, and when 

you tried to go up the backstairs you found that she had walled up most of the porch with old 

boards to make a place to keep her chickens. It was a standing jest of the boarders that Aniele 

cleaned house by letting the chickens loose in the rooms. Undoubtedly this did keep down the 

vermin, but it seemed probable, in view of all the circumstances, that the old lady regarded it 

rather as feeding the chickens than as cleaning the rooms. The truth was that she had definitely 

given up the idea of cleaning anything, under pressure of an attack of rheumatism, which had 

kept her doubled up in one corner of her room for over a week; during which time eleven of her 

boarders, heavily in her debt, had concluded to try their chances of employment in Kansas City. 

This was July, and the fields were green. One never saw the fields, nor any green thing whatever, 

in Packingtown; but one could go out on the road and “hobo it,” as the men phrased it, and see 

the country, and have a long rest, and an easy time riding on the freight cars. 

Such was the home to which the new arrivals were welcomed. There was nothing better to be 

had—they might not do so well by looking further, for Mrs. Jukniene had at least kept one room 

for herself and her three little children, and now offered to share this with the women and the 

girls of the party. They could get bedding at a secondhand store, she explained; and they would 

not need any, while the weather was so hot—doubtless they would all sleep on the sidewalk such 

nights as this, as did nearly all of her guests. “Tomorrow,” Jurgis said, when they were left alone, 

“tomorrow I will get a job, and perhaps Jonas will get one also; and then we can get a place of 

our own.” 

Later that afternoon he and Ona went out to take a walk and look about them, to see more of 

this district which was to be their home. In back of the yards the dreary two-story frame houses 

were scattered farther apart, and there were great spaces bare—that seemingly had been 

overlooked by the great sore of a city as it spread itself over the surface of the prairie. These bare 

places were grown up with dingy, yellow weeds, hiding innumerable tomato cans; innumerable 

children played upon them, chasing one another here and there, screaming and fighting. The 

most uncanny thing about this neighborhood was the number of the children; you thought there 

must be a school just out, and it was only after long acquaintance that you were able to realize 

that there was no school, but that these were the children of the neighborhood—that there were 

so many children to the block in Packingtown that nowhere on its streets could a horse and 

buggy move faster than a walk! 

It could not move faster anyhow, on account of the state of the streets. Those through which 

Jurgis and Ona were walking resembled streets less than they did a miniature topographical map. 

The roadway was commonly several feet lower than the level of the houses, which were 

sometimes joined by high board walks; there were no pavements—there were mountains and 

valleys and rivers, gullies and ditches, and great hollows full of stinking green water. In these 

pools the children played, and rolled about in the mud of the streets; here and there one noticed 

them digging in it, after trophies which they had stumbled on. One wondered about this, as also 

about the swarms of flies which hung about the scene, literally blackening the air, and the 

strange, fetid odor which assailed one’s nostrils, a ghastly odor, of all the dead things of the 

universe. It impelled the visitor to questions and then the residents would explain, quietly, that all 



this was “made” land, and that it had been “made” by using it as a dumping ground for the city 

garbage. After a few years the unpleasant effect of this would pass away, it was said; but 

meantime, in hot weather—and especially when it rained—the flies were apt to be annoying. 

Was it not unhealthful? the stranger would ask, and the residents would answer, “Perhaps; but 

there is no telling.” 

A little way farther on, and Jurgis and Ona, staring open-eyed and wondering, came to the 

place where this “made” ground was in process of making. Here was a great hole, perhaps two 

city blocks square, and with long files of garbage wagons creeping into it. The place had an odor 

for which there are no polite words; and it was sprinkled over with children, who raked in it from 

dawn till dark. Sometimes visitors from the packing houses would wander out to see this 

“dump,” and they would stand by and debate as to whether the children were eating the food they 

got, or merely collecting it for the chickens at home. Apparently none of them ever went down to 

find out. 

Beyond this dump there stood a great brickyard, with smoking chimneys. First they took out 

the soil to make bricks, and then they filled it up again with garbage, which seemed to Jurgis and 

Ona a felicitous arrangement, characteristic of an enterprising country like America. A little way 

beyond was another great hole, which they had emptied and not yet filled up. This held water, 

and all summer it stood there, with the near-by soil draining into it, festering and stewing in the 

sun; and then, when winter came, somebody cut the ice on it, and sold it to the people of the city. 

This, too, seemed to the newcomers an economical arrangement; for they did not read the 

newspapers, and their heads were not full of troublesome thoughts about “germs.” 

They stood there while the sun went down upon this scene, and the sky in the west turned 

blood-red, and the tops of the houses shone like fire. Jurgis and Ona were not thinking of the 

sunset, however—their backs were turned to it, and all their thoughts were of Packingtown, 

which they could see so plainly in the distance. The line of the buildings stood clear-cut and 

black against the sky; here and there out of the mass rose the great chimneys, with the river of 

smoke streaming away to the end of the world. It was a study in colors now, this smoke; in the 

sunset light it was black and brown and gray and purple. All the sordid suggestions of the place 

were gone—in the twilight it was a vision of power. To the two who stood watching while the 

darkness swallowed it up, it seemed a dream of wonder, with its talc of human energy, of things 

being done, of employment for thousands upon thousands of men, of opportunity and freedom, 

of life and love and joy. When they came away, arm in arm, Jurgis was saying, “Tomorrow I 

shall go there and get a job!” 

  



CHAPTER III 

In his capacity as delicatessen vender, Jokubas Szedvilas had many acquaintances. Among 

these was one of the special policemen employed by Durham, whose duty it frequently was to 

pick out men for employment. Jokubas had never tried it, but he expressed a certainty that he 

could get some of his friends a job through this man. It was agreed, after consultation, that he 

should make the effort with old Antanas and with Jonas. Jurgis was confident of his ability to get 

work for himself, unassisted by any one. As we have said before, he was not mistaken in this. He 

had gone to Brown’s and stood there not more than half an hour before one of the bosses noticed 

his form towering above the rest, and signaled to him. The colloquy which followed was brief 

and to the point: 

“Speak English?” 

“No; Lit-uanian.” (Jurgis had studied this word carefully.) 

“Job?” 

“Je.” (A nod.) 

“Worked here before?” 

“No ’stand.” 

(Signals and gesticulations on the part of the boss. Vigorous shakes of the head by Jurgis.) 

“Shovel guts?” 

“No ’stand.” (More shakes of the head.) 

“Zarnos. Pagaiksztis. Szluofa!” (Imitative motions.) 

“Je.” 

“See door. Durys?” (Pointing.) 

“Je.” 

“To-morrow, seven o’clock. Understand? Rytoj! Prieszpietys! Septyni!” 

“Dekui, tamistai!” (Thank you, sir.) And that was all. Jurgis turned away, and then in a sudden 

rush the full realization of his triumph swept over him, and he gave a yell and a jump, and started 

off on a run. He had a job! He had a job! And he went all the way home as if upon wings, and 

burst into the house like a cyclone, to the rage of the numerous lodgers who had just turned in for 

their daily sleep. 

Meantime Jokubas had been to see his friend the policeman, and received encouragement, so it 

was a happy party. There being no more to be done that day, the shop was left under the care of 

Lucija, and her husband sallied forth to show his friends the sights of Packingtown. Jokubas did 

this with the air of a country gentleman escorting a party of visitors over his estate; he was an 

old-time resident, and all these wonders had grown up under his eyes, and he had a personal 

pride in them. The packers might own the land, but he claimed the landscape, and there was no 

one to say nay to this. 

They passed down the busy street that led to the yards. It was still early morning, and 

everything was at its high tide of activity. A steady stream of employees was pouring through the 

gate—employees of the higher sort, at this hour, clerks and stenographers and such. For the 

women there were waiting big two-horse wagons, which set off at a gallop as fast as they were 

filled. In the distance there was heard again the lowing of the cattle, a sound as of a far-off ocean 

calling. They followed it, this time, as eager as children in sight of a circus menagerie—which, 



indeed, the scene a good deal resembled. They crossed the railroad tracks, and then on each side 

of the street were the pens full of cattle; they would have stopped to look, but Jokubas hurried 

them on, to where there was a stairway and a raised gallery, from which everything could be 

seen. Here they stood, staring, breathless with wonder. 

There is over a square mile of space in the yards, and more than half of it is occupied by cattle 

pens; north and south as far as the eye can reach there stretches a sea of pens. And they were all 

filled—so many cattle no one had ever dreamed existed in the world. Red cattle, black, white, 

and yellow cattle; old cattle and young cattle; great bellowing bulls and little calves not an hour 

born; meek-eyed milch cows and fierce, long-horned Texas steers. The sound of them here was 

as of all the barnyards of the universe; and as for counting them—it would have taken all day 

simply to count the pens. Here and there ran long alleys, blocked at intervals by gates; and 

Jokubas told them that the number of these gates was twenty-five thousand. Jokubas had recently 

been reading a newspaper article which was full of statistics such as that, and he was very proud 

as he repeated them and made his guests cry out with wonder. Jurgis too had a little of this sense 

of pride. Had he not just gotten a job, and become a sharer in all this activity, a cog in this 

marvelous machine? Here and there about the alleys galloped men upon horseback, booted, and 

carrying long whips; they were very busy, calling to each other, and to those who were driving 

the cattle. They were drovers and stock raisers, who had come from far states, and brokers and 

commission merchants, and buyers for all the big packing houses. 

Here and there they would stop to inspect a bunch of cattle, and there would be a parley, brief 

and businesslike. The buyer would nod or drop his whip, and that would mean a bargain; and he 

would note it in his little book, along with hundreds of others he had made that morning. Then 

Jokubas pointed out the place where the cattle were driven to be weighed, upon a great scale that 

would weigh a hundred thousand pounds at once and record it automatically. It was near to the 

east entrance that they stood, and all along this east side of the yards ran the railroad tracks, into 

which the cars were run, loaded with cattle. All night long this had been going on, and now the 

pens were full; by tonight they would all be empty, and the same thing would be done again. 

“And what will become of all these creatures?” cried Teta Elzbieta. 

“By tonight,” Jokubas answered, “they will all be killed and cut up; and over there on the 

other side of the packing houses are more railroad tracks, where the cars come to take them 

away.” 

There were two hundred and fifty miles of track within the yards, their guide went on to tell 

them. They brought about ten thousand head of cattle every day, and as many hogs, and half as 

many sheep—which meant some eight or ten million live creatures turned into food every year. 

One stood and watched, and little by little caught the drift of the tide, as it set in the direction of 

the packing houses. There were groups of cattle being driven to the chutes, which were roadways 

about fifteen feet wide, raised high above the pens. In these chutes the stream of animals was 

continuous; it was quite uncanny to watch them, pressing on to their fate, all unsuspicious a very 

river of death. Our friends were not poetical, and the sight suggested to them no metaphors of 

human destiny; they thought only of the wonderful efficiency of it all. The chutes into which the 

hogs went climbed high up—to the very top of the distant buildings; and Jokubas explained that 

the hogs went up by the power of their own legs, and then their weight carried them back 

through all the processes necessary to make them into pork. 

“They don’t waste anything here,” said the guide, and then he laughed and added a witticism, 

which he was pleased that his unsophisticated friends should take to be his own: “They use 



everything about the hog except the squeal.” In front of Brown’s General Office building there 

grows a tiny plot of grass, and this, you may learn, is the only bit of green thing in Packingtown; 

likewise this jest about the hog and his squeal, the stock in trade of all the guides, is the one 

gleam of humor that you will find there. 

After they had seen enough of the pens, the party went up the street, to the mass of buildings 

which occupy the center of the yards. These buildings, made of brick and stained with 

innumerable layers of Packingtown smoke, were painted all over with advertising signs, from 

which the visitor realized suddenly that he had come to the home of many of the torments of his 

life. It was here that they made those products with the wonders of which they pestered him so—

by placards that defaced the landscape when he traveled, and by staring advertisements in the 

newspapers and magazines—by silly little jingles that he could not get out of his mind, and 

gaudy pictures that lurked for him around every street corner. Here was where they made 

Brown’s Imperial Hams and Bacon, Brown’s Dressed Beef, Brown’s Excelsior Sausages! Here 

was the headquarters of Durham’s Pure Leaf Lard, of Durham’s Breakfast Bacon, Durham’s 

Canned Beef, Potted Ham, Deviled Chicken, Peerless Fertilizer! 

Entering one of the Durham buildings, they found a number of other visitors waiting; and 

before long there came a guide, to escort them through the place. They make a great feature of 

showing strangers through the packing plants, for it is a good advertisement. But Ponas Jokubas 

whispered maliciously that the visitors did not see any more than the packers wanted them to. 

They climbed a long series of stairways outside of the building, to the top of its five or six 

stories. Here was the chute, with its river of hogs, all patiently toiling upward; there was a place 

for them to rest to cool off, and then through another passageway they went into a room from 

which there is no returning for hogs. 

It was a long, narrow room, with a gallery along it for visitors. At the head there was a great 

iron wheel, about twenty feet in circumference, with rings here and there along its edge. Upon 

both sides of this wheel there was a narrow space, into which came the hogs at the end of their 

journey; in the midst of them stood a great burly Negro, bare-armed and bare-chested. He was 

resting for the moment, for the wheel had stopped while men were cleaning up. In a minute or 

two, however, it began slowly to revolve, and then the men upon each side of it sprang to work. 

They had chains which they fastened about the leg of the nearest hog, and the other end of the 

chain they hooked into one of the rings upon the wheel. So, as the wheel turned, a hog was 

suddenly jerked off his feet and borne aloft. 

At the same instant the car was assailed by a most terrifying shriek; the visitors started in 

alarm, the women turned pale and shrank back. The shriek was followed by another, louder and 

yet more agonizing—for once started upon that journey, the hog never came back; at the top of 

the wheel he was shunted off upon a trolley, and went sailing down the room. And meantime 

another was swung up, and then another, and another, until there was a double line of them, each 

dangling by a foot and kicking in frenzy—and squealing. The uproar was appalling, perilous to 

the eardrums; one feared there was too much sound for the room to hold—that the walls must 

give way or the ceiling crack. There were high squeals and low squeals, grunts, and wails of 

agony; there would come a momentary lull, and then a fresh outburst, louder than ever, surging 

up to a deafening climax. It was too much for some of the visitors—the men would look at each 

other, laughing nervously, and the women would stand with hands clenched, and the blood 

rushing to their faces, and the tears starting in their eyes. 



Meantime, heedless of all these things, the men upon the floor were going about their work. 

Neither squeals of hogs nor tears of visitors made any difference to them; one by one they 

hooked up the hogs, and one by one with a swift stroke they slit their throats. There was a long 

line of hogs, with squeals and lifeblood ebbing away together; until at last each started again, and 

vanished with a splash into a huge vat of boiling water. 

It was all so very businesslike that one watched it fascinated. It was porkmaking by 

machinery, porkmaking by applied mathematics. And yet somehow the most matter-of-fact 

person could not help thinking of the hogs; they were so innocent, they came so very trustingly; 

and they were so very human in their protests—and so perfectly within their rights! They had 

done nothing to deserve it; and it was adding insult to injury, as the thing was done here, 

swinging them up in this cold-blooded, impersonal way, without a pretense of apology, without 

the homage of a tear. Now and then a visitor wept, to be sure; but this slaughtering machine ran 

on, visitors or no visitors. It was like some horrible crime committed in a dungeon, all unseen 

and unheeded, buried out of sight and of memory. 

One could not stand and watch very long without becoming philosophical, without beginning 

to deal in symbols and similes, and to hear the hog squeal of the universe. Was it permitted to 

believe that there was nowhere upon the earth, or above the earth, a heaven for hogs, where they 

were requited for all this suffering? Each one of these hogs was a separate creature. Some were 

white hogs, some were black; some were brown, some were spotted; some were old, some 

young; some were long and lean, some were monstrous. And each of them had an individuality 

of his own, a will of his own, a hope and a heart’s desire; each was full of self-confidence, of 

self-importance, and a sense of dignity. And trusting and strong in faith he had gone about his 

business, the while a black shadow hung over him and a horrid Fate waited in his pathway. Now 

suddenly it had swooped upon him, and had seized him by the leg. Relentless, remorseless, it 

was; all his protests, his screams, were nothing to it—it did its cruel will with him, as if his 

wishes, his feelings, had simply no existence at all; it cut his throat and watched him gasp out his 

life. And now was one to believe that there was nowhere a god of hogs, to whom this hog 

personality was precious, to whom these hog squeals and agonies had a meaning? Who would 

take this hog into his arms and comfort him, reward him for his work well done, and show him 

the meaning of his sacrifice? Perhaps some glimpse of all this was in the thoughts of our humble-

minded Jurgis, as he turned to go on with the rest of the party, and muttered: “Dieve—but I’m 

glad I’m not a hog!” 

The carcass hog was scooped out of the vat by machinery, and then it fell to the second floor, 

passing on the way through a wonderful machine with numerous scrapers, which adjusted 

themselves to the size and shape of the animal, and sent it out at the other end with nearly all of 

its bristles removed. It was then again strung up by machinery, and sent upon another trolley 

ride; this time passing between two lines of men, who sat upon a raised platform, each doing a 

certain single thing to the carcass as it came to him. One scraped the outside of a leg; another 

scraped the inside of the same leg. One with a swift stroke cut the throat; another with two swift 

strokes severed the head, which fell to the floor and vanished through a hole. Another made a slit 

down the body; a second opened the body wider; a third with a saw cut the breastbone; a fourth 

loosened the entrails; a fifth pulled them out—and they also slid through a hole in the floor. 

There were men to scrape each side and men to scrape the back; there were men to clean the 

carcass inside, to trim it and wash it. Looking down this room, one saw, creeping slowly, a line 

of dangling hogs a hundred yards in length; and for every yard there was a man, working as if a 

demon were after him. At the end of this hog’s progress every inch of the carcass had been gone 



over several times; and then it was rolled into the chilling room, where it stayed for twenty-four 

hours, and where a stranger might lose himself in a forest of freezing hogs. 

Before the carcass was admitted here, however, it had to pass a government inspector, who sat 

in the doorway and felt of the glands in the neck for tuberculosis. This government inspector did 

not have the manner of a man who was worked to death; he was apparently not haunted by a fear 

that the hog might get by him before he had finished his testing. If you were a sociable person, 

he was quite willing to enter into conversation with you, and to explain to you the deadly nature 

of the ptomaines which are found in tubercular pork; and while he was talking with you you 

could hardly be so ungrateful as to notice that a dozen carcasses were passing him untouched. 

This inspector wore a blue uniform, with brass buttons, and he gave an atmosphere of authority 

to the scene, and, as it were, put the stamp of official approval upon the things which were done 

in Durham’s. 

Jurgis went down the line with the rest of the visitors, staring open-mouthed, lost in wonder. 

He had dressed hogs himself in the forest of Lithuania; but he had never expected to live to see 

one hog dressed by several hundred men. It was like a wonderful poem to him, and he took it all 

in guilelessly—even to the conspicuous signs demanding immaculate cleanliness of the 

employees. Jurgis was vexed when the cynical Jokubas translated these signs with sarcastic 

comments, offering to take them to the secret rooms where the spoiled meats went to be 

doctored. 

The party descended to the next floor, where the various waste materials were treated. Here 

came the entrails, to be scraped and washed clean for sausage casings; men and women worked 

here in the midst of a sickening stench, which caused the visitors to hasten by, gasping. To 

another room came all the scraps to be “tanked,” which meant boiling and pumping off the 

grease to make soap and lard; below they took out the refuse, and this, too, was a region in which 

the visitors did not linger. In still other places men were engaged in cutting up the carcasses that 

had been through the chilling rooms. First there were the “splitters,” the most expert workmen in 

the plant, who earned as high as fifty cents an hour, and did not a thing all day except chop hogs 

down the middle. Then there were “cleaver men,” great giants with muscles of iron; each had 

two men to attend him—to slide the half carcass in front of him on the table, and hold it while he 

chopped it, and then turn each piece so that he might chop it once more. His cleaver had a blade 

about two feet long, and he never made but one cut; he made it so neatly, too, that his implement 

did not smite through and dull itself—there was just enough force for a perfect cut, and no more. 

So through various yawning holes there slipped to the floor below—to one room hams, to 

another forequarters, to another sides of pork. One might go down to this floor and see the 

pickling rooms, where the hams were put into vats, and the great smoke rooms, with their airtight 

iron doors. In other rooms they prepared salt pork—there were whole cellars full of it, built up in 

great towers to the ceiling. In yet other rooms they were putting up meats in boxes and barrels, 

and wrapping hams and bacon in oiled paper, sealing and labeling and sewing them. From the 

doors of these rooms went men with loaded trucks, to the platform where freight cars were 

waiting to be filled; and one went out there and realized with a start that he had come at last to 

the ground floor of this enormous building. 

Then the party went across the street to where they did the killing of beef—where every hour 

they turned four or five hundred cattle into meat. Unlike the place they had left, all this work was 

done on one floor; and instead of there being one line of carcasses which moved to the workmen, 

there were fifteen or twenty lines, and the men moved from one to another of these. This made a 



scene of intense activity, a picture of human power wonderful to watch. It was all in one great 

room, like a circus amphitheater, with a gallery for visitors running over the center. 

Along one side of the room ran a narrow gallery, a few feet from the floor; into which gallery 

the cattle were driven by men with goads which gave them electric shocks. Once crowded in 

here, the creatures were prisoned, each in a separate pen, by gates that shut, leaving them no 

room to turn around; and while they stood bellowing and plunging, over the top of the pen there 

leaned one of the “knockers,” armed with a sledge hammer, and watching for a chance to deal a 

blow. The room echoed with the thuds in quick succession, and the stamping and kicking of the 

steers. The instant the animal had fallen, the “knocker” passed on to another; while a second man 

raised a lever, and the side of the pen was raised, and the animal, still kicking and struggling, slid 

out to the “killing bed.” Here a man put shackles about one leg, and pressed another lever, and 

the body was jerked up into the air. There were fifteen or twenty such pens, and it was a matter 

of only a couple of minutes to knock fifteen or twenty cattle and roll them out. Then once more 

the gates were opened, and another lot rushed in; and so out of each pen there rolled a steady 

stream of carcasses, which the men upon the killing beds had to get out of the way. 

The manner in which they did this was something to be seen and never forgotten. They 

worked with furious intensity, literally upon the run—at a pace with which there is nothing to be 

compared except a football game. It was all highly specialized labor, each man having his task to 

do; generally this would consist of only two or three specific cuts, and he would pass down the 

line of fifteen or twenty carcasses, making these cuts upon each. First there came the “butcher,” 

to bleed them; this meant one swift stroke, so swift that you could not see it—only the flash of 

the knife; and before you could realize it, the man had darted on to the next line, and a stream of 

bright red was pouring out upon the floor. This floor was half an inch deep with blood, in spite of 

the best efforts of men who kept shoveling it through holes; it must have made the floor slippery, 

but no one could have guessed this by watching the men at work. 

The carcass hung for a few minutes to bleed; there was no time lost, however, for there were 

several hanging in each line, and one was always ready. It was let down to the ground, and there 

came the “headsman,” whose task it was to sever the head, with two or three swift strokes. Then 

came the “floorsman,” to make the first cut in the skin; and then another to finish ripping the skin 

down the center; and then half a dozen more in swift succession, to finish the skinning. After 

they were through, the carcass was again swung up; and while a man with a stick examined the 

skin, to make sure that it had not been cut, and another rolled it up and tumbled it through one of 

the inevitable holes in the floor, the beef proceeded on its journey. There were men to cut it, and 

men to split it, and men to gut it and scrape it clean inside. There were some with hose which 

threw jets of boiling water upon it, and others who removed the feet and added the final touches. 

In the end, as with the hogs, the finished beef was run into the chilling room, to hang its 

appointed time. 

The visitors were taken there and shown them, all neatly hung in rows, labeled conspicuously 

with the tags of the government inspectors—and some, which had been killed by a special 

process, marked with the sign of the kosher rabbi, certifying that it was fit for sale to the 

orthodox. And then the visitors were taken to the other parts of the building, to see what became 

of each particle of the waste material that had vanished through the floor; and to the pickling 

rooms, and the salting rooms, the canning rooms, and the packing rooms, where choice meat was 

prepared for shipping in refrigerator cars, destined to be eaten in all the four corners of 

civilization. Afterward they went outside, wandering about among the mazes of buildings in 

which was done the work auxiliary to this great industry. There was scarcely a thing needed in 



the business that Durham and Company did not make for themselves. There was a great steam 

power plant and an electricity plant. There was a barrel factory, and a boiler-repair shop. There 

was a building to which the grease was piped, and made into soap and lard; and then there was a 

factory for making lard cans, and another for making soap boxes. There was a building in which 

the bristles were cleaned and dried, for the making of hair cushions and such things; there was a 

building where the skins were dried and tanned, there was another where heads and feet were 

made into glue, and another where bones were made into fertilizer. No tiniest particle of organic 

matter was wasted in Durham’s. Out of the horns of the cattle they made combs, buttons, 

hairpins, and imitation ivory; out of the shinbones and other big bones they cut knife and 

toothbrush handles, and mouthpieces for pipes; out of the hoofs they cut hairpins and buttons, 

before they made the rest into glue. From such things as feet, knuckles, hide clippings, and 

sinews came such strange and unlikely products as gelatin, isinglass, and phosphorus, bone 

black, shoe blacking, and bone oil. They had curled-hair works for the cattle tails, and a “wool 

pullery” for the sheepskins; they made pepsin from the stomachs of the pigs, and albumen from 

the blood, and violin strings from the ill-smelling entrails. When there was nothing else to be 

done with a thing, they first put it into a tank and got out of it all the tallow and grease, and then 

they made it into fertilizer. All these industries were gathered into buildings near by, connected 

by galleries and railroads with the main establishment; and it was estimated that they had 

handled nearly a quarter of a billion of animals since the founding of the plant by the elder 

Durham a generation and more ago. If you counted with it the other big plants—and they were 

now really all one—it was, so Jokubas informed them, the greatest aggregation of labor and 

capital ever gathered in one place. It employed thirty thousand men; it supported directly two 

hundred and fifty thousand people in its neighborhood, and indirectly it supported half a million. 

It sent its products to every country in the civilized world, and it furnished the food for no less 

than thirty million people! 

To all of these things our friends would listen open-mouthed—it seemed to them impossible of 

belief that anything so stupendous could have been devised by mortal man. That was why to 

Jurgis it seemed almost profanity to speak about the place as did Jokubas, skeptically; it was a 

thing as tremendous as the universe—the laws and ways of its working no more than the 

universe to be questioned or understood. All that a mere man could do, it seemed to Jurgis, was 

to take a thing like this as he found it, and do as he was told; to be given a place in it and a share 

in its wonderful activities was a blessing to be grateful for, as one was grateful for the sunshine 

and the rain. Jurgis was even glad that he had not seen the place before meeting with his triumph, 

for he felt that the size of it would have overwhelmed him. But now he had been admitted—he 

was a part of it all! He had the feeling that this whole huge establishment had taken him under its 

protection, and had become responsible for his welfare. So guileless was he, and ignorant of the 

nature of business, that he did not even realize that he had become an employee of Brown’s, and 

that Brown and Durham were supposed by all the world to be deadly rivals—were even required 

to be deadly rivals by the law of the land, and ordered to try to ruin each other under penalty of 

fine and imprisonment! 

  



CHAPTER IV 

Promptly at seven the next morning Jurgis reported for work. He came to the door that had 

been pointed out to him, and there he waited for nearly two hours. The boss had meant for him to 

enter, but had not said this, and so it was only when on his way out to hire another man that he 

came upon Jurgis. He gave him a good cursing, but as Jurgis did not understand a word of it he 

did not object. He followed the boss, who showed him where to put his street clothes, and waited 

while he donned the working clothes he had bought in a secondhand shop and brought with him 

in a bundle; then he led him to the “killing beds.” The work which Jurgis was to do here was 

very simple, and it took him but a few minutes to learn it. He was provided with a stiff besom, 

such as is used by street sweepers, and it was his place to follow down the line the man who 

drew out the smoking entrails from the carcass of the steer; this mass was to be swept into a trap, 

which was then closed, so that no one might slip into it. As Jurgis came in, the first cattle of the 

morning were just making their appearance; and so, with scarcely time to look about him, and 

none to speak to any one, he fell to work. It was a sweltering day in July, and the place ran with 

steaming hot blood—one waded in it on the floor. The stench was almost overpowering, but to 

Jurgis it was nothing. His whole soul was dancing with joy—he was at work at last! He was at 

work and earning money! All day long he was figuring to himself. He was paid the fabulous sum 

of seventeen and a half cents an hour; and as it proved a rush day and he worked until nearly 

seven o’clock in the evening, he went home to the family with the tidings that he had earned 

more than a dollar and a half in a single day! 

At home, also, there was more good news; so much of it at once that there was quite a 

celebration in Aniele’s hall bedroom. Jonas had been to have an interview with the special 

policeman to whom Szedvilas had introduced him, and had been taken to see several of the 

bosses, with the result that one had promised him a job the beginning of the next week. And then 

there was Marija Berczynskas, who, fired with jealousy by the success of Jurgis, had set out 

upon her own responsibility to get a place. Marija had nothing to take with her save her two 

brawny arms and the word “job,” laboriously learned; but with these she had marched about 

Packingtown all day, entering every door where there were signs of activity. Out of some she had 

been ordered with curses; but Marija was not afraid of man or devil, and asked every one she 

saw—visitors and strangers, or work-people like herself, and once or twice even high and lofty 

office personages, who stared at her as if they thought she was crazy. In the end, however, she 

had reaped her reward. In one of the smaller plants she had stumbled upon a room where scores 

of women and girls were sitting at long tables preparing smoked beef in cans; and wandering 

through room after room, Marija came at last to the place where the sealed cans were being 

painted and labeled, and here she had the good fortune to encounter the “forelady.” Marija did 

not understand then, as she was destined to understand later, what there was attractive to a 

“forelady” about the combination of a face full of boundless good nature and the muscles of a 

dray horse; but the woman had told her to come the next day and she would perhaps give her a 

chance to learn the trade of painting cans. The painting of cans being skilled piecework, and 

paying as much as two dollars a day, Marija burst in upon the family with the yell of a 

Comanche Indian, and fell to capering about the room so as to frighten the baby almost into 

convulsions. 

Better luck than all this could hardly have been hoped for; there was only one of them left to 

seek a place. Jurgis was determined that Teta Elzbieta should stay at home to keep house, and 

that Ona should help her. He would not have Ona working—he was not that sort of a man, he 

said, and she was not that sort of a woman. It would be a strange thing if a man like him could 



not support the family, with the help of the board of Jonas and Marija. He would not even hear of 

letting the children go to work—there were schools here in America for children, Jurgis had 

heard, to which they could go for nothing. That the priest would object to these schools was 

something of which he had as yet no idea, and for the present his mind was made up that the 

children of Teta Elzbieta should have as fair a chance as any other children. The oldest of them, 

little Stanislovas, was but thirteen, and small for his age at that; and while the oldest son of 

Szedvilas was only twelve, and had worked for over a year at Jones’s, Jurgis would have it that 

Stanislovas should learn to speak English, and grow up to be a skilled man. 

So there was only old Dede Antanas; Jurgis would have had him rest too, but he was forced to 

acknowledge that this was not possible, and, besides, the old man would not hear it spoken of—it 

was his whim to insist that he was as lively as any boy. He had come to America as full of hope 

as the best of them; and now he was the chief problem that worried his son. For every one that 

Jurgis spoke to assured him that it was a waste of time to seek employment for the old man in 

Packingtown. Szedvilas told him that the packers did not even keep the men who had grown old 

in their own service—to say nothing of taking on new ones. And not only was it the rule here, it 

was the rule everywhere in America, so far as he knew. To satisfy Jurgis he had asked the 

policeman, and brought back the message that the thing was not to be thought of. They had not 

told this to old Anthony, who had consequently spent the two days wandering about from one 

part of the yards to another, and had now come home to hear about the triumph of the others, 

smiling bravely and saying that it would be his turn another day. 

Their good luck, they felt, had given them the right to think about a home; and sitting out on 

the doorstep that summer evening, they held consultation about it, and Jurgis took occasion to 

broach a weighty subject. Passing down the avenue to work that morning he had seen two boys 

leaving an advertisement from house to house; and seeing that there were pictures upon it, Jurgis 

had asked for one, and had rolled it up and tucked it into his shirt. At noontime a man with whom 

he had been talking had read it to him and told him a little about it, with the result that Jurgis had 

conceived a wild idea. 

He brought out the placard, which was quite a work of art. It was nearly two feet long, printed 

on calendered paper, with a selection of colors so bright that they shone even in the moonlight. 

The center of the placard was occupied by a house, brilliantly painted, new, and dazzling. The 

roof of it was of a purple hue, and trimmed with gold; the house itself was silvery, and the doors 

and windows red. It was a two-story building, with a porch in front, and a very fancy scrollwork 

around the edges; it was complete in every tiniest detail, even the doorknob, and there was a 

hammock on the porch and white lace curtains in the windows. Underneath this, in one corner, 

was a picture of a husband and wife in loving embrace; in the opposite corner was a cradle, with 

fluffy curtains drawn over it, and a smiling cherub hovering upon silver-colored wings. For fear 

that the significance of all this should be lost, there was a label, in Polish, Lithuanian, and 

German—“Dom. Namai. Heim.” “Why pay rent?” the linguistic circular went on to demand. 

“Why not own your own home? Do you know that you can buy one for less than your rent? We 

have built thousands of homes which are now occupied by happy families.”—So it became 

eloquent, picturing the blissfulness of married life in a house with nothing to pay. It even quoted 

“Home, Sweet Home,” and made bold to translate it into Polish—though for some reason it 

omitted the Lithuanian of this. Perhaps the translator found it a difficult matter to be sentimental 

in a language in which a sob is known as a gukcziojimas and a smile as a nusiszypsojimas. 

Over this document the family pored long, while Ona spelled out its contents. It appeared that 

this house contained four rooms, besides a basement, and that it might be bought for fifteen 



hundred dollars, the lot and all. Of this, only three hundred dollars had to be paid down, the 

balance being paid at the rate of twelve dollars a month. These were frightful sums, but then they 

were in America, where people talked about such without fear. They had learned that they would 

have to pay a rent of nine dollars a month for a flat, and there was no way of doing better, unless 

the family of twelve was to exist in one or two rooms, as at present. If they paid rent, of course, 

they might pay forever, and be no better off; whereas, if they could only meet the extra expense 

in the beginning, there would at last come a time when they would not have any rent to pay for 

the rest of their lives. 

They figured it up. There was a little left of the money belonging to Teta Elzbieta, and there 

was a little left to Jurgis. Marija had about fifty dollars pinned up somewhere in her stockings, 

and Grandfather Anthony had part of the money he had gotten for his farm. If they all combined, 

they would have enough to make the first payment; and if they had employment, so that they 

could be sure of the future, it might really prove the best plan. It was, of course, not a thing even 

to be talked of lightly; it was a thing they would have to sift to the bottom. And yet, on the other 

hand, if they were going to make the venture, the sooner they did it the better, for were they not 

paying rent all the time, and living in a most horrible way besides? Jurgis was used to dirt—there 

was nothing could scare a man who had been with a railroad gang, where one could gather up the 

fleas off the floor of the sleeping room by the handful. But that sort of thing would not do for 

Ona. They must have a better place of some sort soon—Jurgis said it with all the assurance of a 

man who had just made a dollar and fifty-seven cents in a single day. Jurgis was at a loss to 

understand why, with wages as they were, so many of the people of this district should live the 

way they did. 

The next day Marija went to see her “forelady,” and was told to report the first of the week, 

and learn the business of can-painter. Marija went home, singing out loud all the way, and was 

just in time to join Ona and her stepmother as they were setting out to go and make inquiry 

concerning the house. That evening the three made their report to the men—the thing was 

altogether as represented in the circular, or at any rate so the agent had said. The houses lay to 

the south, about a mile and a half from the yards; they were wonderful bargains, the gentleman 

had assured them—personally, and for their own good. He could do this, so he explained to 

them, for the reason that he had himself no interest in their sale—he was merely the agent for a 

company that had built them. These were the last, and the company was going out of business, so 

if any one wished to take advantage of this wonderful no-rent plan, he would have to be very 

quick. As a matter of fact there was just a little uncertainty as to whether there was a single house 

left; for the agent had taken so many people to see them, and for all he knew the company might 

have parted with the last. Seeing Teta Elzbieta’s evident grief at this news, he added, after some 

hesitation, that if they really intended to make a purchase, he would send a telephone message at 

his own expense, and have one of the houses kept. So it had finally been arranged—and they 

were to go and make an inspection the following Sunday morning. 

That was Thursday; and all the rest of the week the killing gang at Brown’s worked at full 

pressure, and Jurgis cleared a dollar seventy-five every day. That was at the rate of ten and one-

half dollars a week, or forty-five a month. Jurgis was not able to figure, except it was a very 

simple sum, but Ona was like lightning at such things, and she worked out the problem for the 

family. Marija and Jonas were each to pay sixteen dollars a month board, and the old man 

insisted that he could do the same as soon as he got a place—which might be any day now. That 

would make ninety-three dollars. Then Marija and Jonas were between them to take a third share 

in the house, which would leave only eight dollars a month for Jurgis to contribute to the 



payment. So they would have eighty-five dollars a month—or, supposing that Dede Antanas did 

not get work at once, seventy dollars a month—which ought surely to be sufficient for the 

support of a family of twelve. 

An hour before the time on Sunday morning the entire party set out. They had the address 

written on a piece of paper, which they showed to some one now and then. It proved to be a long 

mile and a half, but they walked it, and half an hour or so later the agent put in an appearance. He 

was a smooth and florid personage, elegantly dressed, and he spoke their language freely, which 

gave him a great advantage in dealing with them. He escorted them to the house, which was one 

of a long row of the typical frame dwellings of the neighborhood, where architecture is a luxury 

that is dispensed with. Ona’s heart sank, for the house was not as it was shown in the picture; the 

color scheme was different, for one thing, and then it did not seem quite so big. Still, it was 

freshly painted, and made a considerable show. It was all brand-new, so the agent told them, but 

he talked so incessantly that they were quite confused, and did not have time to ask many 

questions. There were all sorts of things they had made up their minds to inquire about, but when 

the time came, they either forgot them or lacked the courage. The other houses in the row did not 

seem to be new, and few of them seemed to be occupied. When they ventured to hint at this, the 

agent’s reply was that the purchasers would be moving in shortly. To press the matter would 

have seemed to be doubting his word, and never in their lives had any one of them ever spoken 

to a person of the class called “gentleman” except with deference and humility. 

The house had a basement, about two feet below the street line, and a single story, about six 

feet above it, reached by a flight of steps. In addition there was an attic, made by the peak of the 

roof, and having one small window in each end. The street in front of the house was unpaved and 

unlighted, and the view from it consisted of a few exactly similar houses, scattered here and there 

upon lots grown up with dingy brown weeds. The house inside contained four rooms, plastered 

white; the basement was but a frame, the walls being unplastered and the floor not laid. The 

agent explained that the houses were built that way, as the purchasers generally preferred to 

finish the basements to suit their own taste. The attic was also unfinished—the family had been 

figuring that in case of an emergency they could rent this attic, but they found that there was not 

even a floor, nothing but joists, and beneath them the lath and plaster of the ceiling below. All of 

this, however, did not chill their ardor as much as might have been expected, because of the 

volubility of the agent. There was no end to the advantages of the house, as he set them forth, 

and he was not silent for an instant; he showed them everything, down to the locks on the doors 

and the catches on the windows, and how to work them. He showed them the sink in the kitchen, 

with running water and a faucet, something which Teta Elzbieta had never in her wildest dreams 

hoped to possess. After a discovery such as that it would have seemed ungrateful to find any 

fault, and so they tried to shut their eyes to other defects. 

Still, they were peasant people, and they hung on to their money by instinct; it was quite in 

vain that the agent hinted at promptness—they would see, they would see, they told him, they 

could not decide until they had had more time. And so they went home again, and all day and 

evening there was figuring and debating. It was an agony to them to have to make up their minds 

in a matter such as this. They never could agree all together; there were so many arguments upon 

each side, and one would be obstinate, and no sooner would the rest have convinced him than it 

would transpire that his arguments had caused another to waver. Once, in the evening, when they 

were all in harmony, and the house was as good as bought, Szedvilas came in and upset them 

again. Szedvilas had no use for property owning. He told them cruel stories of people who had 

been done to death in this “buying a home” swindle. They would be almost sure to get into a 



tight place and lose all their money; and there was no end of expense that one could never 

foresee; and the house might be good-for-nothing from top to bottom—how was a poor man to 

know? Then, too, they would swindle you with the contract—and how was a poor man to 

understand anything about a contract? It was all nothing but robbery, and there was no safety but 

in keeping out of it. And pay rent? asked Jurgis. Ah, yes, to be sure, the other answered, that too 

was robbery. It was all robbery, for a poor man. After half an hour of such depressing 

conversation, they had their minds quite made up that they had been saved at the brink of a 

precipice; but then Szedvilas went away, and Jonas, who was a sharp little man, reminded them 

that the delicatessen business was a failure, according to its proprietor, and that this might 

account for his pessimistic views. Which, of course, reopened the subject! 

The controlling factor was that they could not stay where they were—they had to go 

somewhere. And when they gave up the house plan and decided to rent, the prospect of paying 

out nine dollars a month forever they found just as hard to face. All day and all night for nearly a 

whole week they wrestled with the problem, and then in the end Jurgis took the responsibility. 

Brother Jonas had gotten his job, and was pushing a truck in Durham’s; and the killing gang at 

Brown’s continued to work early and late, so that Jurgis grew more confident every hour, more 

certain of his mastership. It was the kind of thing the man of the family had to decide and carry 

through, he told himself. Others might have failed at it, but he was not the failing kind—he 

would show them how to do it. He would work all day, and all night, too, if need be; he would 

never rest until the house was paid for and his people had a home. So he told them, and so in the 

end the decision was made. 

They had talked about looking at more houses before they made the purchase; but then they 

did not know where any more were, and they did not know any way of finding out. The one they 

had seen held the sway in their thoughts; whenever they thought of themselves in a house, it was 

this house that they thought of. And so they went and told the agent that they were ready to make 

the agreement. They knew, as an abstract proposition, that in matters of business all men are to 

be accounted liars; but they could not but have been influenced by all they had heard from the 

eloquent agent, and were quite persuaded that the house was something they had run a risk of 

losing by their delay. They drew a deep breath when he told them that they were still in time. 

They were to come on the morrow, and he would have the papers all drawn up. This matter of 

papers was one in which Jurgis understood to the full the need of caution; yet he could not go 

himself—every one told him that he could not get a holiday, and that he might lose his job by 

asking. So there was nothing to be done but to trust it to the women, with Szedvilas, who 

promised to go with them. Jurgis spent a whole evening impressing upon them the seriousness of 

the occasion—and then finally, out of innumerable hiding places about their persons and in their 

baggage, came forth the precious wads of money, to be done up tightly in a little bag and sewed 

fast in the lining of Teta Elzbieta’s dress. 

Early in the morning they sallied forth. Jurgis had given them so many instructions and 

warned them against so many perils, that the women were quite pale with fright, and even the 

imperturbable delicatessen vender, who prided himself upon being a businessman, was ill at 

ease. The agent had the deed all ready, and invited them to sit down and read it; this Szedvilas 

proceeded to do—a painful and laborious process, during which the agent drummed upon the 

desk. Teta Elzbieta was so embarrassed that the perspiration came out upon her forehead in 

beads; for was not this reading as much as to say plainly to the gentleman’s face that they 

doubted his honesty? Yet Jokubas Szedvilas read on and on; and presently there developed that 

he had good reason for doing so. For a horrible suspicion had begun dawning in his mind; he 



knitted his brows more and more as he read. This was not a deed of sale at all, so far as he could 

see—it provided only for the renting of the property! It was hard to tell, with all this strange legal 

jargon, words he had never heard before; but was not this plain—“the party of the first part 

hereby covenants and agrees to rent to the said party of the second part!” And then again—“a 

monthly rental of twelve dollars, for a period of eight years and four months!” Then Szedvilas 

took off his spectacles, and looked at the agent, and stammered a question. 

The agent was most polite, and explained that that was the usual formula; that it was always 

arranged that the property should be merely rented. He kept trying to show them something in 

the next paragraph; but Szedvilas could not get by the word “rental”—and when he translated it 

to Teta Elzbieta, she too was thrown into a fright. They would not own the home at all, then, for 

nearly nine years! The agent, with infinite patience, began to explain again; but no explanation 

would do now. Elzbieta had firmly fixed in her mind the last solemn warning of Jurgis: “If there 

is anything wrong, do not give him the money, but go out and get a lawyer.” It was an agonizing 

moment, but she sat in the chair, her hands clenched like death, and made a fearful effort, 

summoning all her powers, and gasped out her purpose. 

Jokubas translated her words. She expected the agent to fly into a passion, but he was, to her 

bewilderment, as ever imperturbable; he even offered to go and get a lawyer for her, but she 

declined this. They went a long way, on purpose to find a man who would not be a confederate. 

Then let any one imagine their dismay, when, after half an hour, they came in with a lawyer, and 

heard him greet the agent by his first name! They felt that all was lost; they sat like prisoners 

summoned to hear the reading of their death warrant. There was nothing more that they could 

do—they were trapped! The lawyer read over the deed, and when he had read it he informed 

Szedvilas that it was all perfectly regular, that the deed was a blank deed such as was often used 

in these sales. And was the price as agreed? the old man asked—three hundred dollars down, and 

the balance at twelve dollars a month, till the total of fifteen hundred dollars had been paid? Yes, 

that was correct. And it was for the sale of such and such a house—the house and lot and 

everything? Yes,—and the lawyer showed him where that was all written. And it was all 

perfectly regular—there were no tricks about it of any sort? They were poor people, and this was 

all they had in the world, and if there was anything wrong they would be ruined. And so 

Szedvilas went on, asking one trembling question after another, while the eyes of the women 

folks were fixed upon him in mute agony. They could not understand what he was saying, but 

they knew that upon it their fate depended. And when at last he had questioned until there was no 

more questioning to be done, and the time came for them to make up their minds, and either 

close the bargain or reject it, it was all that poor Teta Elzbieta could do to keep from bursting 

into tears. Jokubas had asked her if she wished to sign; he had asked her twice—and what could 

she say? How did she know if this lawyer were telling the truth—that he was not in the 

conspiracy? And yet, how could she say so—what excuse could she give? The eyes of every one 

in the room were upon her, awaiting her decision; and at last, half blind with her tears, she began 

fumbling in her jacket, where she had pinned the precious money. And she brought it out and 

unwrapped it before the men. All of this Ona sat watching, from a corner of the room, twisting 

her hands together, meantime, in a fever of fright. Ona longed to cry out and tell her stepmother 

to stop, that it was all a trap; but there seemed to be something clutching her by the throat, and 

she could not make a sound. And so Teta Elzbieta laid the money on the table, and the agent 

picked it up and counted it, and then wrote them a receipt for it and passed them the deed. Then 

he gave a sigh of satisfaction, and rose and shook hands with them all, still as smooth and polite 

as at the beginning. Ona had a dim recollection of the lawyer telling Szedvilas that his charge 



was a dollar, which occasioned some debate, and more agony; and then, after they had paid that, 

too, they went out into the street, her stepmother clutching the deed in her hand. They were so 

weak from fright that they could not walk, but had to sit down on the way. 

So they went home, with a deadly terror gnawing at their souls; and that evening Jurgis came 

home and heard their story, and that was the end. Jurgis was sure that they had been swindled, 

and were ruined; and he tore his hair and cursed like a madman, swearing that he would kill the 

agent that very night. In the end he seized the paper and rushed out of the house, and all the way 

across the yards to Halsted Street. He dragged Szedvilas out from his supper, and together they 

rushed to consult another lawyer. When they entered his office the lawyer sprang up, for Jurgis 

looked like a crazy person, with flying hair and bloodshot eyes. His companion explained the 

situation, and the lawyer took the paper and began to read it, while Jurgis stood clutching the 

desk with knotted hands, trembling in every nerve. 

Once or twice the lawyer looked up and asked a question of Szedvilas; the other did not know 

a word that he was saying, but his eyes were fixed upon the lawyer’s face, striving in an agony of 

dread to read his mind. He saw the lawyer look up and laugh, and he gave a gasp; the man said 

something to Szedvilas, and Jurgis turned upon his friend, his heart almost stopping. 

“Well?” he panted. 

“He says it is all right,” said Szedvilas. 

“All right!” 

“Yes, he says it is just as it should be.” And Jurgis, in his relief, sank down into a chair. 

“Are you sure of it?” he gasped, and made Szedvilas translate question after question. He 

could not hear it often enough; he could not ask with enough variations. Yes, they had bought the 

house, they had really bought it. It belonged to them, they had only to pay the money and it 

would be all right. Then Jurgis covered his face with his hands, for there were tears in his eyes, 

and he felt like a fool. But he had had such a horrible fright; strong man as he was, it left him 

almost too weak to stand up. 

The lawyer explained that the rental was a form—the property was said to be merely rented 

until the last payment had been made, the purpose being to make it easier to turn the party out if 

he did not make the payments. So long as they paid, however, they had nothing to fear, the house 

was all theirs. 

Jurgis was so grateful that he paid the half dollar the lawyer asked without winking an eyelash, 

and then rushed home to tell the news to the family. He found Ona in a faint and the babies 

screaming, and the whole house in an uproar—for it had been believed by all that he had gone to 

murder the agent. It was hours before the excitement could be calmed; and all through that cruel 

night Jurgis would wake up now and then and hear Ona and her stepmother in the next room, 

sobbing softly to themselves. 

  



CHAPTER V 

They had bought their home. It was hard for them to realize that the wonderful house was 

theirs to move into whenever they chose. They spent all their time thinking about it, and what 

they were going to put into it. As their week with Aniele was up in three days, they lost no time 

in getting ready. They had to make some shift to furnish it, and every instant of their leisure was 

given to discussing this. 

A person who had such a task before him would not need to look very far in Packingtown—he 

had only to walk up the avenue and read the signs, or get into a streetcar, to obtain full 

information as to pretty much everything a human creature could need. It was quite touching, the 

zeal of people to see that his health and happiness were provided for. Did the person wish to 

smoke? There was a little discourse about cigars, showing him exactly why the Thomas 

Jefferson Five-cent Perfecto was the only cigar worthy of the name. Had he, on the other hand, 

smoked too much? Here was a remedy for the smoking habit, twenty-five doses for a quarter, 

and a cure absolutely guaranteed in ten doses. In innumerable ways such as this, the traveler 

found that somebody had been busied to make smooth his paths through the world, and to let him 

know what had been done for him. In Packingtown the advertisements had a style all of their 

own, adapted to the peculiar population. One would be tenderly solicitous. “Is your wife pale?” it 

would inquire. “Is she discouraged, does she drag herself about the house and find fault with 

everything? Why do you not tell her to try Dr. Lanahan’s Life Preservers?” Another would be 

jocular in tone, slapping you on the back, so to speak. “Don’t be a chump!” it would exclaim. 

“Go and get the Goliath Bunion Cure.” “Get a move on you!” would chime in another. “It’s easy, 

if you wear the Eureka Two-fifty Shoe.” 

Among these importunate signs was one that had caught the attention of the family by its 

pictures. It showed two very pretty little birds building themselves a home; and Marija had asked 

an acquaintance to read it to her, and told them that it related to the furnishing of a house. 

“Feather your nest,” it ran—and went on to say that it could furnish all the necessary feathers for 

a four-room nest for the ludicrously small sum of seventy-five dollars. The particularly important 

thing about this offer was that only a small part of the money need be had at once—the rest one 

might pay a few dollars every month. Our friends had to have some furniture, there was no 

getting away from that; but their little fund of money had sunk so low that they could hardly get 

to sleep at night, and so they fled to this as their deliverance. There was more agony and another 

paper for Elzbieta to sign, and then one night when Jurgis came home, he was told the breathless 

tidings that the furniture had arrived and was safely stowed in the house: a parlor set of four 

pieces, a bedroom set of three pieces, a dining room table and four chairs, a toilet set with 

beautiful pink roses painted all over it, an assortment of crockery, also with pink roses—and so 

on. One of the plates in the set had been found broken when they unpacked it, and Ona was 

going to the store the first thing in the morning to make them change it; also they had promised 

three saucepans, and there had only two come, and did Jurgis think that they were trying to cheat 

them? 

The next day they went to the house; and when the men came from work they ate a few 

hurried mouthfuls at Aniele’s, and then set to work at the task of carrying their belongings to 

their new home. The distance was in reality over two miles, but Jurgis made two trips that night, 

each time with a huge pile of mattresses and bedding on his head, with bundles of clothing and 

bags and things tied up inside. Anywhere else in Chicago he would have stood a good chance of 

being arrested; but the policemen in Packingtown were apparently used to these informal 

movings, and contented themselves with a cursory examination now and then. It was quite 



wonderful to see how fine the house looked, with all the things in it, even by the dim light of a 

lamp: it was really home, and almost as exciting as the placard had described it. Ona was fairly 

dancing, and she and Cousin Marija took Jurgis by the arm and escorted him from room to room, 

sitting in each chair by turns, and then insisting that he should do the same. One chair squeaked 

with his great weight, and they screamed with fright, and woke the baby and brought everybody 

running. Altogether it was a great day; and tired as they were, Jurgis and Ona sat up late, 

contented simply to hold each other and gaze in rapture about the room. They were going to be 

married as soon as they could get everything settled, and a little spare money put by; and this 

was to be their home—that little room yonder would be theirs! 

It was in truth a never-ending delight, the fixing up of this house. They had no money to spend 

for the pleasure of spending, but there were a few absolutely necessary things, and the buying of 

these was a perpetual adventure for Ona. It must always be done at night, so that Jurgis could go 

along; and even if it were only a pepper cruet, or half a dozen glasses for ten cents, that was 

enough for an expedition. On Saturday night they came home with a great basketful of things, 

and spread them out on the table, while every one stood round, and the children climbed up on 

the chairs, or howled to be lifted up to see. There were sugar and salt and tea and crackers, and a 

can of lard and a milk pail, and a scrubbing brush, and a pair of shoes for the second oldest boy, 

and a can of oil, and a tack hammer, and a pound of nails. These last were to be driven into the 

walls of the kitchen and the bedrooms, to hang things on; and there was a family discussion as to 

the place where each one was to be driven. Then Jurgis would try to hammer, and hit his fingers 

because the hammer was too small, and get mad because Ona had refused to let him pay fifteen 

cents more and get a bigger hammer; and Ona would be invited to try it herself, and hurt her 

thumb, and cry out, which necessitated the thumb’s being kissed by Jurgis. Finally, after every 

one had had a try, the nails would be driven, and something hung up. Jurgis had come home with 

a big packing box on his head, and he sent Jonas to get another that he had bought. He meant to 

take one side out of these tomorrow, and put shelves in them, and make them into bureaus and 

places to keep things for the bedrooms. The nest which had been advertised had not included 

feathers for quite so many birds as there were in this family. 

They had, of course, put their dining table in the kitchen, and the dining room was used as the 

bedroom of Teta Elzbieta and five of her children. She and the two youngest slept in the only 

bed, and the other three had a mattress on the floor. Ona and her cousin dragged a mattress into 

the parlor and slept at night, and the three men and the oldest boy slept in the other room, having 

nothing but the very level floor to rest on for the present. Even so, however, they slept soundly—

it was necessary for Teta Elzbieta to pound more than once on the door at a quarter past five 

every morning. She would have ready a great pot full of steaming black coffee, and oatmeal and 

bread and smoked sausages; and then she would fix them their dinner pails with more thick slices 

of bread with lard between them—they could not afford butter—and some onions and a piece of 

cheese, and so they would tramp away to work. 

This was the first time in his life that he had ever really worked, it seemed to Jurgis; it was the 

first time that he had ever had anything to do which took all he had in him. Jurgis had stood with 

the rest up in the gallery and watched the men on the killing beds, marveling at their speed and 

power as if they had been wonderful machines; it somehow never occurred to one to think of the 

flesh-and-blood side of it—that is, not until he actually got down into the pit and took off his 

coat. Then he saw things in a different light, he got at the inside of them. The pace they set here, 

it was one that called for every faculty of a man—from the instant the first steer fell till the 

sounding of the noon whistle, and again from half-past twelve till heaven only knew what hour 



in the late afternoon or evening, there was never one instant’s rest for a man, for his hand or his 

eye or his brain. Jurgis saw how they managed it; there were portions of the work which 

determined the pace of the rest, and for these they had picked men whom they paid high wages, 

and whom they changed frequently. You might easily pick out these pacemakers, for they 

worked under the eye of the bosses, and they worked like men possessed. This was called 

“speeding up the gang,” and if any man could not keep up with the pace, there were hundreds 

outside begging to try. 

Yet Jurgis did not mind it; he rather enjoyed it. It saved him the necessity of flinging his arms 

about and fidgeting as he did in most work. He would laugh to himself as he ran down the line, 

darting a glance now and then at the man ahead of him. It was not the pleasantest work one could 

think of, but it was necessary work; and what more had a man the right to ask than a chance to do 

something useful, and to get good pay for doing it? 

So Jurgis thought, and so he spoke, in his bold, free way; very much to his surprise, he found 

that it had a tendency to get him into trouble. For most of the men here took a fearfully different 

view of the thing. He was quite dismayed when he first began to find it out—that most of the 

men hated their work. It seemed strange, it was even terrible, when you came to find out the 

universality of the sentiment; but it was certainly the fact—they hated their work. They hated the 

bosses and they hated the owners; they hated the whole place, the whole neighborhood—even 

the whole city, with an all-inclusive hatred, bitter and fierce. Women and little children would 

fall to cursing about it; it was rotten, rotten as hell—everything was rotten. When Jurgis would 

ask them what they meant, they would begin to get suspicious, and content themselves with 

saying, “Never mind, you stay here and see for yourself.” 

One of the first problems that Jurgis ran upon was that of the unions. He had had no 

experience with unions, and he had to have it explained to him that the men were banded 

together for the purpose of fighting for their rights. Jurgis asked them what they meant by their 

rights, a question in which he was quite sincere, for he had not any idea of any rights that he had, 

except the right to hunt for a job, and do as he was told when he got it. Generally, however, this 

harmless question would only make his fellow workingmen lose their tempers and call him a 

fool. There was a delegate of the butcher-helpers’ union who came to see Jurgis to enroll him; 

and when Jurgis found that this meant that he would have to part with some of his money, he 

froze up directly, and the delegate, who was an Irishman and only knew a few words of 

Lithuanian, lost his temper and began to threaten him. In the end Jurgis got into a fine rage, and 

made it sufficiently plain that it would take more than one Irishman to scare him into a union. 

Little by little he gathered that the main thing the men wanted was to put a stop to the habit of 

“speeding-up”; they were trying their best to force a lessening of the pace, for there were some, 

they said, who could not keep up with it, whom it was killing. But Jurgis had no sympathy with 

such ideas as this—he could do the work himself, and so could the rest of them, he declared, if 

they were good for anything. If they couldn’t do it, let them go somewhere else. Jurgis had not 

studied the books, and he would not have known how to pronounce “laissez faire”; but he had 

been round the world enough to know that a man has to shift for himself in it, and that if he gets 

the worst of it, there is nobody to listen to him holler. 

Yet there have been known to be philosophers and plain men who swore by Malthus in the 

books, and would, nevertheless, subscribe to a relief fund in time of a famine. It was the same 

with Jurgis, who consigned the unfit to destruction, while going about all day sick at heart 

because of his poor old father, who was wandering somewhere in the yards begging for a chance 

to earn his bread. Old Antanas had been a worker ever since he was a child; he had run away 



from home when he was twelve, because his father beat him for trying to learn to read. And he 

was a faithful man, too; he was a man you might leave alone for a month, if only you had made 

him understand what you wanted him to do in the meantime. And now here he was, worn out in 

soul and body, and with no more place in the world than a sick dog. He had his home, as it 

happened, and some one who would care for him if he never got a job; but his son could not help 

thinking, suppose this had not been the case. Antanas Rudkus had been into every building in 

Packingtown by this time, and into nearly every room; he had stood mornings among the crowd 

of applicants till the very policemen had come to know his face and to tell him to go home and 

give it up. He had been likewise to all the stores and saloons for a mile about, begging for some 

little thing to do; and everywhere they had ordered him out, sometimes with curses, and not once 

even stopping to ask him a question. 

So, after all, there was a crack in the fine structure of Jurgis’ faith in things as they are. The 

crack was wide while Dede Antanas was hunting a job—and it was yet wider when he finally got 

it. For one evening the old man came home in a great state of excitement, with the tale that he 

had been approached by a man in one of the corridors of the pickle rooms of Durham’s, and 

asked what he would pay to get a job. He had not known what to make of this at first; but the 

man had gone on with matter-of-fact frankness to say that he could get him a job, provided that 

he were willing to pay one-third of his wages for it. Was he a boss? Antanas had asked; to which 

the man had replied that that was nobody’s business, but that he could do what he said. 

Jurgis had made some friends by this time, and he sought one of them and asked what this 

meant. The friend, who was named Tamoszius Kuszleika, was a sharp little man who folded 

hides on the killing beds, and he listened to what Jurgis had to say without seeming at all 

surprised. They were common enough, he said, such cases of petty graft. It was simply some 

boss who proposed to add a little to his income. After Jurgis had been there awhile he would 

know that the plants were simply honeycombed with rottenness of that sort—the bosses grafted 

off the men, and they grafted off each other; and some day the superintendent would find out 

about the boss, and then he would graft off the boss. Warming to the subject, Tamoszius went on 

to explain the situation. Here was Durham’s, for instance, owned by a man who was trying to 

make as much money out of it as he could, and did not care in the least how he did it; and 

underneath him, ranged in ranks and grades like an army, were managers and superintendents 

and foremen, each one driving the man next below him and trying to squeeze out of him as much 

work as possible. And all the men of the same rank were pitted against each other; the accounts 

of each were kept separately, and every man lived in terror of losing his job, if another made a 

better record than he. So from top to bottom the place was simply a seething caldron of 

jealousies and hatreds; there was no loyalty or decency anywhere about it, there was no place in 

it where a man counted for anything against a dollar. And worse than there being no decency, 

there was not even any honesty. The reason for that? Who could say? It must have been old 

Durham in the beginning; it was a heritage which the self-made merchant had left to his son, 

along with his millions. 

Jurgis would find out these things for himself, if he stayed there long enough; it was the men 

who had to do all the dirty jobs, and so there was no deceiving them; and they caught the spirit of 

the place, and did like all the rest. Jurgis had come there, and thought he was going to make 

himself useful, and rise and become a skilled man; but he would soon find out his error—for 

nobody rose in Packingtown by doing good work. You could lay that down for a rule—if you 

met a man who was rising in Packingtown, you met a knave. That man who had been sent to 

Jurgis’ father by the boss, he would rise; the man who told tales and spied upon his fellows 



would rise; but the man who minded his own business and did his work—why, they would 

“speed him up” till they had worn him out, and then they would throw him into the gutter. 

Jurgis went home with his head buzzing. Yet he could not bring himself to believe such 

things—no, it could not be so. Tamoszius was simply another of the grumblers. He was a man 

who spent all his time fiddling; and he would go to parties at night and not get home till sunrise, 

and so of course he did not feel like work. Then, too, he was a puny little chap; and so he had 

been left behind in the race, and that was why he was sore. And yet so many strange things kept 

coming to Jurgis’ notice every day! 

He tried to persuade his father to have nothing to do with the offer. But old Antanas had 

begged until he was worn out, and all his courage was gone; he wanted a job, any sort of a job. 

So the next day he went and found the man who had spoken to him, and promised to bring him a 

third of all he earned; and that same day he was put to work in Durham’s cellars. It was a “pickle 

room,” where there was never a dry spot to stand upon, and so he had to take nearly the whole of 

his first week’s earnings to buy him a pair of heavy-soled boots. He was a “squeedgie” man; his 

job was to go about all day with a long-handled mop, swabbing up the floor. Except that it was 

damp and dark, it was not an unpleasant job, in summer. 

Now Antanas Rudkus was the meekest man that God ever put on earth; and so Jurgis found it 

a striking confirmation of what the men all said, that his father had been at work only two days 

before he came home as bitter as any of them, and cursing Durham’s with all the power of his 

soul. For they had set him to cleaning out the traps; and the family sat round and listened in 

wonder while he told them what that meant. It seemed that he was working in the room where 

the men prepared the beef for canning, and the beef had lain in vats full of chemicals, and men 

with great forks speared it out and dumped it into trucks, to be taken to the cooking room. When 

they had speared out all they could reach, they emptied the vat on the floor, and then with 

shovels scraped up the balance and dumped it into the truck. This floor was filthy, yet they set 

Antanas with his mop slopping the “pickle” into a hole that connected with a sink, where it was 

caught and used over again forever; and if that were not enough, there was a trap in the pipe, 

where all the scraps of meat and odds and ends of refuse were caught, and every few days it was 

the old man’s task to clean these out, and shovel their contents into one of the trucks with the rest 

of the meat! 

This was the experience of Antanas; and then there came also Jonas and Marija with tales to 

tell. Marija was working for one of the independent packers, and was quite beside herself and 

outrageous with triumph over the sums of money she was making as a painter of cans. But one 

day she walked home with a pale-faced little woman who worked opposite to her, Jadvyga 

Marcinkus by name, and Jadvyga told her how she, Marija, had chanced to get her job. She had 

taken the place of an Irishwoman who had been working in that factory ever since any one could 

remember. For over fifteen years, so she declared. Mary Dennis was her name, and a long time 

ago she had been seduced, and had a little boy; he was a cripple, and an epileptic, but still he was 

all that she had in the world to love, and they had lived in a little room alone somewhere back of 

Halsted Street, where the Irish were. Mary had had consumption, and all day long you might 

hear her coughing as she worked; of late she had been going all to pieces, and when Marija 

came, the “forelady” had suddenly decided to turn her off. The forelady had to come up to a 

certain standard herself, and could not stop for sick people, Jadvyga explained. The fact that 

Mary had been there so long had not made any difference to her—it was doubtful if she even 

knew that, for both the forelady and the superintendent were new people, having only been there 

two or three years themselves. Jadvyga did not know what had become of the poor creature; she 



would have gone to see her, but had been sick herself. She had pains in her back all the time, 

Jadvyga explained, and feared that she had womb trouble. It was not fit work for a woman, 

handling fourteen-pound cans all day. 

It was a striking circumstance that Jonas, too, had gotten his job by the misfortune of some 

other person. Jonas pushed a truck loaded with hams from the smoke rooms on to an elevator, 

and thence to the packing rooms. The trucks were all of iron, and heavy, and they put about 

threescore hams on each of them, a load of more than a quarter of a ton. On the uneven floor it 

was a task for a man to start one of these trucks, unless he was a giant; and when it was once 

started he naturally tried his best to keep it going. There was always the boss prowling about, and 

if there was a second’s delay he would fall to cursing; Lithuanians and Slovaks and such, who 

could not understand what was said to them, the bosses were wont to kick about the place like so 

many dogs. Therefore these trucks went for the most part on the run; and the predecessor of 

Jonas had been jammed against the wall by one and crushed in a horrible and nameless manner. 

All of these were sinister incidents; but they were trifles compared to what Jurgis saw with his 

own eyes before long. One curious thing he had noticed, the very first day, in his profession of 

shoveler of guts; which was the sharp trick of the floor bosses whenever there chanced to come a 

“slunk” calf. Any man who knows anything about butchering knows that the flesh of a cow that 

is about to calve, or has just calved, is not fit for food. A good many of these came every day to 

the packing houses—and, of course, if they had chosen, it would have been an easy matter for 

the packers to keep them till they were fit for food. But for the saving of time and fodder, it was 

the law that cows of that sort came along with the others, and whoever noticed it would tell the 

boss, and the boss would start up a conversation with the government inspector, and the two 

would stroll away. So in a trice the carcass of the cow would be cleaned out, and entrails would 

have vanished; it was Jurgis’ task to slide them into the trap, calves and all, and on the floor 

below they took out these “slunk” calves, and butchered them for meat, and used even the skins 

of them. 

One day a man slipped and hurt his leg; and that afternoon, when the last of the cattle had been 

disposed of, and the men were leaving, Jurgis was ordered to remain and do some special work 

which this injured man had usually done. It was late, almost dark, and the government inspectors 

had all gone, and there were only a dozen or two of men on the floor. That day they had killed 

about four thousand cattle, and these cattle had come in freight trains from far states, and some 

of them had got hurt. There were some with broken legs, and some with gored sides; there were 

some that had died, from what cause no one could say; and they were all to be disposed of, here 

in darkness and silence. “Downers,” the men called them; and the packing house had a special 

elevator upon which they were raised to the killing beds, where the gang proceeded to handle 

them, with an air of businesslike nonchalance which said plainer than any words that it was a 

matter of everyday routine. It took a couple of hours to get them out of the way, and in the end 

Jurgis saw them go into the chilling rooms with the rest of the meat, being carefully scattered 

here and there so that they could not be identified. When he came home that night he was in a 

very somber mood, having begun to see at last how those might be right who had laughed at him 

for his faith in America. 

  



CHAPTER VI 

Jurgis and Ona were very much in love; they had waited a long time—it was now well into the 

second year, and Jurgis judged everything by the criterion of its helping or hindering their union. 

All his thoughts were there; he accepted the family because it was a part of Ona. And he was 

interested in the house because it was to be Ona’s home. Even the tricks and cruelties he saw at 

Durham’s had little meaning for him just then, save as they might happen to affect his future 

with Ona. 

The marriage would have been at once, if they had had their way; but this would mean that 

they would have to do without any wedding feast, and when they suggested this they came into 

conflict with the old people. To Teta Elzbieta especially the very suggestion was an affliction. 

What! she would cry. To be married on the roadside like a parcel of beggars! No! No!—Elzbieta 

had some traditions behind her; she had been a person of importance in her girlhood—had lived 

on a big estate and had servants, and might have married well and been a lady, but for the fact 

that there had been nine daughters and no sons in the family. Even so, however, she knew what 

was decent, and clung to her traditions with desperation. They were not going to lose all caste, 

even if they had come to be unskilled laborers in Packingtown; and that Ona had even talked of 

omitting a veselija was enough to keep her stepmother lying awake all night. It was in vain for 

them to say that they had so few friends; they were bound to have friends in time, and then the 

friends would talk about it. They must not give up what was right for a little money—if they did, 

the money would never do them any good, they could depend upon that. And Elzbieta would call 

upon Dede Antanas to support her; there was a fear in the souls of these two, lest this journey to 

a new country might somehow undermine the old home virtues of their children. The very first 

Sunday they had all been taken to mass; and poor as they were, Elzbieta had felt it advisable to 

invest a little of her resources in a representation of the babe of Bethlehem, made in plaster, and 

painted in brilliant colors. Though it was only a foot high, there was a shrine with four snow-

white steeples, and the Virgin standing with her child in her arms, and the kings and shepherds 

and wise men bowing down before him. It had cost fifty cents; but Elzbieta had a feeling that 

money spent for such things was not to be counted too closely, it would come back in hidden 

ways. The piece was beautiful on the parlor mantel, and one could not have a home without 

some sort of ornament. 

The cost of the wedding feast would, of course, be returned to them; but the problem was to 

raise it even temporarily. They had been in the neighborhood so short a time that they could not 

get much credit, and there was no one except Szedvilas from whom they could borrow even a 

little. Evening after evening Jurgis and Ona would sit and figure the expenses, calculating the 

term of their separation. They could not possibly manage it decently for less than two hundred 

dollars, and even though they were welcome to count in the whole of the earnings of Marija and 

Jonas, as a loan, they could not hope to raise this sum in less than four or five months. So Ona 

began thinking of seeking employment herself, saying that if she had even ordinarily good luck, 

she might be able to take two months off the time. They were just beginning to adjust themselves 

to this necessity, when out of the clear sky there fell a thunderbolt upon them—a calamity that 

scattered all their hopes to the four winds. 

About a block away from them there lived another Lithuanian family, consisting of an elderly 

widow and one grown son; their name was Majauszkis, and our friends struck up an 

acquaintance with them before long. One evening they came over for a visit, and naturally the 

first subject upon which the conversation turned was the neighborhood and its history; and then 

Grandmother Majauszkiene, as the old lady was called, proceeded to recite to them a string of 



horrors that fairly froze their blood. She was a wrinkled-up and wizened personage—she must 

have been eighty—and as she mumbled the grim story through her toothless gums, she seemed a 

very old witch to them. Grandmother Majauszkiene had lived in the midst of misfortune so long 

that it had come to be her element, and she talked about starvation, sickness, and death as other 

people might about weddings and holidays. 

The thing came gradually. In the first place as to the house they had bought, it was not new at 

all, as they had supposed; it was about fifteen years old, and there was nothing new upon it but 

the paint, which was so bad that it needed to be put on new every year or two. The house was 

one of a whole row that was built by a company which existed to make money by swindling poor 

people. The family had paid fifteen hundred dollars for it, and it had not cost the builders five 

hundred, when it was new. Grandmother Majauszkiene knew that because her son belonged to a 

political organization with a contractor who put up exactly such houses. They used the very 

flimsiest and cheapest material; they built the houses a dozen at a time, and they cared about 

nothing at all except the outside shine. The family could take her word as to the trouble they 

would have, for she had been through it all—she and her son had bought their house in exactly 

the same way. They had fooled the company, however, for her son was a skilled man, who made 

as high as a hundred dollars a month, and as he had had sense enough not to marry, they had 

been able to pay for the house. 

Grandmother Majauszkiene saw that her friends were puzzled at this remark; they did not 

quite see how paying for the house was “fooling the company.” Evidently they were very 

inexperienced. Cheap as the houses were, they were sold with the idea that the people who 

bought them would not be able to pay for them. When they failed—if it were only by a single 

month—they would lose the house and all that they had paid on it, and then the company would 

sell it over again. And did they often get a chance to do that? Dieve! (Grandmother Majauszkiene 

raised her hands.) They did it—how often no one could say, but certainly more than half of the 

time. They might ask any one who knew anything at all about Packingtown as to that; she had 

been living here ever since this house was built, and she could tell them all about it. And had it 

ever been sold before? Susimilkie! Why, since it had been built, no less than four families that 

their informant could name had tried to buy it and failed. She would tell them a little about it. 

The first family had been Germans. The families had all been of different nationalities—there 

had been a representative of several races that had displaced each other in the stockyards. 

Grandmother Majauszkiene had come to America with her son at a time when so far as she knew 

there was only one other Lithuanian family in the district; the workers had all been Germans 

then—skilled cattle butchers that the packers had brought from abroad to start the business. 

Afterward, as cheaper labor had come, these Germans had moved away. The next were the 

Irish—there had been six or eight years when Packingtown had been a regular Irish city. There 

were a few colonies of them still here, enough to run all the unions and the police force and get 

all the graft; but most of those who were working in the packing houses had gone away at the 

next drop in wages—after the big strike. The Bohemians had come then, and after them the 

Poles. People said that old man Durham himself was responsible for these immigrations; he had 

sworn that he would fix the people of Packingtown so that they would never again call a strike 

on him, and so he had sent his agents into every city and village in Europe to spread the tale of 

the chances of work and high wages at the stockyards. The people had come in hordes; and old 

Durham had squeezed them tighter and tighter, speeding them up and grinding them to pieces 

and sending for new ones. The Poles, who had come by tens of thousands, had been driven to the 

wall by the Lithuanians, and now the Lithuanians were giving way to the Slovaks. Who there 



was poorer and more miserable than the Slovaks, Grandmother Majauszkiene had no idea, but 

the packers would find them, never fear. It was easy to bring them, for wages were really much 

higher, and it was only when it was too late that the poor people found out that everything else 

was higher too. They were like rats in a trap, that was the truth; and more of them were piling in 

every day. By and by they would have their revenge, though, for the thing was getting beyond 

human endurance, and the people would rise and murder the packers. Grandmother 

Majauszkiene was a socialist, or some such strange thing; another son of hers was working in the 

mines of Siberia, and the old lady herself had made speeches in her time—which made her seem 

all the more terrible to her present auditors. 

They called her back to the story of the house. The German family had been a good sort. To be 

sure there had been a great many of them, which was a common failing in Packingtown; but they 

had worked hard, and the father had been a steady man, and they had a good deal more than half 

paid for the house. But he had been killed in an elevator accident in Durham’s. 

Then there had come the Irish, and there had been lots of them, too; the husband drank and 

beat the children—the neighbors could hear them shrieking any night. They were behind with 

their rent all the time, but the company was good to them; there was some politics back of that, 

Grandmother Majauszkiene could not say just what, but the Laffertys had belonged to the “War 

Whoop League,” which was a sort of political club of all the thugs and rowdies in the district; 

and if you belonged to that, you could never be arrested for anything. Once upon a time old 

Lafferty had been caught with a gang that had stolen cows from several of the poor people of the 

neighborhood and butchered them in an old shanty back of the yards and sold them. He had been 

in jail only three days for it, and had come out laughing, and had not even lost his place in the 

packing house. He had gone all to ruin with the drink, however, and lost his power; one of his 

sons, who was a good man, had kept him and the family up for a year or two, but then he had got 

sick with consumption. 

That was another thing, Grandmother Majauszkiene interrupted herself—this house was 

unlucky. Every family that lived in it, some one was sure to get consumption. Nobody could tell 

why that was; there must be something about the house, or the way it was built—some folks said 

it was because the building had been begun in the dark of the moon. There were dozens of 

houses that way in Packingtown. Sometimes there would be a particular room that you could 

point out—if anybody slept in that room he was just as good as dead. With this house it had been 

the Irish first; and then a Bohemian family had lost a child of it—though, to be sure, that was 

uncertain, since it was hard to tell what was the matter with children who worked in the yards. In 

those days there had been no law about the age of children—the packers had worked all but the 

babies. At this remark the family looked puzzled, and Grandmother Majauszkiene again had to 

make an explanation—that it was against the law for children to work before they were sixteen. 

What was the sense of that? they asked. They had been thinking of letting little Stanislovas go to 

work. Well, there was no need to worry, Grandmother Majauszkiene said—the law made no 

difference except that it forced people to lie about the ages of their children. One would like to 

know what the lawmakers expected them to do; there were families that had no possible means 

of support except the children, and the law provided them no other way of getting a living. Very 

often a man could get no work in Packingtown for months, while a child could go and get a place 

easily; there was always some new machine, by which the packers could get as much work out of 

a child as they had been able to get out of a man, and for a third of the pay. 

To come back to the house again, it was the woman of the next family that had died. That was 

after they had been there nearly four years, and this woman had had twins regularly every year—



and there had been more than you could count when they moved in. After she died the man 

would go to work all day and leave them to shift for themselves—the neighbors would help them 

now and then, for they would almost freeze to death. At the end there were three days that they 

were alone, before it was found out that the father was dead. He was a “floorsman” at Jones’s, 

and a wounded steer had broken loose and mashed him against a pillar. Then the children had 

been taken away, and the company had sold the house that very same week to a party of 

emigrants. 

So this grim old woman went on with her tale of horrors. How much of it was exaggeration—

who could tell? It was only too plausible. There was that about consumption, for instance. They 

knew nothing about consumption whatever, except that it made people cough; and for two weeks 

they had been worrying about a coughing-spell of Antanas. It seemed to shake him all over, and 

it never stopped; you could see a red stain wherever he had spit upon the floor. 

And yet all these things were as nothing to what came a little later. They had begun to 

question the old lady as to why one family had been unable to pay, trying to show her by figures 

that it ought to have been possible; and Grandmother Majauszkiene had disputed their figures—

“You say twelve dollars a month; but that does not include the interest.” 

Then they stared at her. “Interest!” they cried. 

“Interest on the money you still owe,” she answered. 

“But we don’t have to pay any interest!” they exclaimed, three or four at once. “We only have 

to pay twelve dollars each month.” 

And for this she laughed at them. “You are like all the rest,” she said; “they trick you and eat 

you alive. They never sell the houses without interest. Get your deed, and see.” 

Then, with a horrible sinking of the heart, Teta Elzbieta unlocked her bureau and brought out 

the paper that had already caused them so many agonies. Now they sat round, scarcely breathing, 

while the old lady, who could read English, ran over it. “Yes,” she said, finally, “here it is, of 

course: ‘With interest thereon monthly, at the rate of seven per cent per annum.’” 

And there followed a dead silence. “What does that mean?” asked Jurgis finally, almost in a 

whisper. 

“That means,” replied the other, “that you have to pay them seven dollars next month, as well 

as the twelve dollars.” 

Then again there was not a sound. It was sickening, like a nightmare, in which suddenly 

something gives way beneath you, and you feel yourself sinking, sinking, down into bottomless 

abysses. As if in a flash of lightning they saw themselves—victims of a relentless fate, cornered, 

trapped, in the grip of destruction. All the fair structure of their hopes came crashing about their 

ears.—And all the time the old woman was going on talking. They wished that she would be 

still; her voice sounded like the croaking of some dismal raven. Jurgis sat with his hands 

clenched and beads of perspiration on his forehead, and there was a great lump in Ona’s throat, 

choking her. Then suddenly Teta Elzbieta broke the silence with a wail, and Marija began to 

wring her hands and sob, “Ai! Ai! Beda man!” 

All their outcry did them no good, of course. There sat Grandmother Majauszkiene, 

unrelenting, typifying fate. No, of course it was not fair, but then fairness had nothing to do with 

it. And of course they had not known it. They had not been intended to know it. But it was in the 

deed, and that was all that was necessary, as they would find when the time came. 



Somehow or other they got rid of their guest, and then they passed a night of lamentation. The 

children woke up and found out that something was wrong, and they wailed and would not be 

comforted. In the morning, of course, most of them had to go to work, the packing houses would 

not stop for their sorrows; but by seven o’clock Ona and her stepmother were standing at the 

door of the office of the agent. Yes, he told them, when he came, it was quite true that they 

would have to pay interest. And then Teta Elzbieta broke forth into protestations and reproaches, 

so that the people outside stopped and peered in at the window. The agent was as bland as ever. 

He was deeply pained, he said. He had not told them, simply because he had supposed they 

would understand that they had to pay interest upon their debt, as a matter of course. 

So they came away, and Ona went down to the yards, and at noontime saw Jurgis and told 

him. Jurgis took it stolidly—he had made up his mind to it by this time. It was part of fate; they 

would manage it somehow—he made his usual answer, “I will work harder.” It would upset their 

plans for a time; and it would perhaps be necessary for Ona to get work after all. Then Ona 

added that Teta Elzbieta had decided that little Stanislovas would have to work too. It was not 

fair to let Jurgis and her support the family—the family would have to help as it could. 

Previously Jurgis had scouted this idea, but now knit his brows and nodded his head slowly—

yes, perhaps it would be best; they would all have to make some sacrifices now. 

So Ona set out that day to hunt for work; and at night Marija came home saying that she had 

met a girl named Jasaityte who had a friend that worked in one of the wrapping rooms in 

Brown’s, and might get a place for Ona there; only the forelady was the kind that takes 

presents—it was no use for any one to ask her for a place unless at the same time they slipped a 

ten-dollar bill into her hand. Jurgis was not in the least surprised at this now—he merely asked 

what the wages of the place would be. So negotiations were opened, and after an interview Ona 

came home and reported that the forelady seemed to like her, and had said that, while she was 

not sure, she thought she might be able to put her at work sewing covers on hams, a job at which 

she would earn as much as eight or ten dollars a week. That was a bid, so Marija reported, after 

consulting her friend; and then there was an anxious conference at home. The work was done in 

one of the cellars, and Jurgis did not want Ona to work in such a place; but then it was easy 

work, and one could not have everything. So in the end Ona, with a ten-dollar bill burning a hole 

in her palm, had another interview with the forelady. 

Meantime Teta Elzbieta had taken Stanislovas to the priest and gotten a certificate to the effect 

that he was two years older than he was; and with it the little boy now sallied forth to make his 

fortune in the world. It chanced that Durham had just put in a wonderful new lard machine, and 

when the special policeman in front of the time station saw Stanislovas and his document, he 

smiled to himself and told him to go—“Czia! Czia!” pointing. And so Stanislovas went down a 

long stone corridor, and up a flight of stairs, which took him into a room lighted by electricity, 

with the new machines for filling lard cans at work in it. The lard was finished on the floor 

above, and it came in little jets, like beautiful, wriggling, snow-white snakes of unpleasant odor. 

There were several kinds and sizes of jets, and after a certain precise quantity had come out, each 

stopped automatically, and the wonderful machine made a turn, and took the can under another 

jet, and so on, until it was filled neatly to the brim, and pressed tightly, and smoothed off. To 

attend to all this and fill several hundred cans of lard per hour, there were necessary two human 

creatures, one of whom knew how to place an empty lard can on a certain spot every few 

seconds, and the other of whom knew how to take a full lard can off a certain spot every few 

seconds and set it upon a tray. 



And so, after little Stanislovas had stood gazing timidly about him for a few minutes, a man 

approached him, and asked what he wanted, to which Stanislovas said, “Job.” Then the man said 

“How old?” and Stanislovas answered, “Sixtin.” Once or twice every year a state inspector 

would come wandering through the packing plants, asking a child here and there how old he 

was; and so the packers were very careful to comply with the law, which cost them as much 

trouble as was now involved in the boss’s taking the document from the little boy, and glancing 

at it, and then sending it to the office to be filed away. Then he set some one else at a different 

job, and showed the lad how to place a lard can every time the empty arm of the remorseless 

machine came to him; and so was decided the place in the universe of little Stanislovas, and his 

destiny till the end of his days. Hour after hour, day after day, year after year, it was fated that he 

should stand upon a certain square foot of floor from seven in the morning until noon, and again 

from half-past twelve till half-past five, making never a motion and thinking never a thought, 

save for the setting of lard cans. In summer the stench of the warm lard would be nauseating, and 

in winter the cans would all but freeze to his naked little fingers in the unheated cellar. Half the 

year it would be dark as night when he went in to work, and dark as night again when he came 

out, and so he would never know what the sun looked like on weekdays. And for this, at the end 

of the week, he would carry home three dollars to his family, being his pay at the rate of five 

cents per hour—just about his proper share of the total earnings of the million and three-quarters 

of children who are now engaged in earning their livings in the United States. 

And meantime, because they were young, and hope is not to be stifled before its time, Jurgis 

and Ona were again calculating; for they had discovered that the wages of Stanislovas would a 

little more than pay the interest, which left them just about as they had been before! It would be 

but fair to them to say that the little boy was delighted with his work, and at the idea of earning a 

lot of money; and also that the two were very much in love with each other. 

  



CHAPTER VII 

All summer long the family toiled, and in the fall they had money enough for Jurgis and Ona 

to be married according to home traditions of decency. In the latter part of November they hired 

a hall, and invited all their new acquaintances, who came and left them over a hundred dollars in 

debt. 

It was a bitter and cruel experience, and it plunged them into an agony of despair. Such a time, 

of all times, for them to have it, when their hearts were made tender! Such a pitiful beginning it 

was for their married life; they loved each other so, and they could not have the briefest respite! 

It was a time when everything cried out to them that they ought to be happy; when wonder 

burned in their hearts, and leaped into flame at the slightest breath. They were shaken to the 

depths of them, with the awe of love realized—and was it so very weak of them that they cried 

out for a little peace? They had opened their hearts, like flowers to the springtime, and the 

merciless winter had fallen upon them. They wondered if ever any love that had blossomed in 

the world had been so crushed and trampled! 

Over them, relentless and savage, there cracked the lash of want; the morning after the 

wedding it sought them as they slept, and drove them out before daybreak to work. Ona was 

scarcely able to stand with exhaustion; but if she were to lose her place they would be ruined, 

and she would surely lose it if she were not on time that day. They all had to go, even little 

Stanislovas, who was ill from overindulgence in sausages and sarsaparilla. All that day he stood 

at his lard machine, rocking unsteadily, his eyes closing in spite of him; and he all but lost his 

place even so, for the foreman booted him twice to waken him. 

It was fully a week before they were all normal again, and meantime, with whining children 

and cross adults, the house was not a pleasant place to live in. Jurgis lost his temper very little, 

however, all things considered. It was because of Ona; the least glance at her was always enough 

to make him control himself. She was so sensitive—she was not fitted for such a life as this; and 

a hundred times a day, when he thought of her, he would clench his hands and fling himself 

again at the task before him. She was too good for him, he told himself, and he was afraid, 

because she was his. So long he had hungered to possess her, but now that the time had come he 

knew that he had not earned the right; that she trusted him so was all her own simple goodness, 

and no virtue of his. But he was resolved that she should never find this out, and so was always 

on the watch to see that he did not betray any of his ugly self; he would take care even in little 

matters, such as his manners, and his habit of swearing when things went wrong. The tears came 

so easily into Ona’s eyes, and she would look at him so appealingly—it kept Jurgis quite busy 

making resolutions, in addition to all the other things he had on his mind. It was true that more 

things were going on at this time in the mind of Jurgis than ever had in all his life before. 

He had to protect her, to do battle for her against the horror he saw about them. He was all that 

she had to look to, and if he failed she would be lost; he would wrap his arms about her, and try 

to hide her from the world. He had learned the ways of things about him now. It was a war of 

each against all, and the devil take the hindmost. You did not give feasts to other people, you 

waited for them to give feasts to you. You went about with your soul full of suspicion and 

hatred; you understood that you were environed by hostile powers that were trying to get your 

money, and who used all the virtues to bait their traps with. The store-keepers plastered up their 

windows with all sorts of lies to entice you; the very fences by the wayside, the lampposts and 

telegraph poles, were pasted over with lies. The great corporation which employed you lied to 

you, and lied to the whole country—from top to bottom it was nothing but one gigantic lie. 



So Jurgis said that he understood it; and yet it was really pitiful, for the struggle was so 

unfair—some had so much the advantage! Here he was, for instance, vowing upon his knees that 

he would save Ona from harm, and only a week later she was suffering atrociously, and from the 

blow of an enemy that he could not possibly have thwarted. There came a day when the rain fell 

in torrents; and it being December, to be wet with it and have to sit all day long in one of the cold 

cellars of Brown’s was no laughing matter. Ona was a working girl, and did not own waterproofs 

and such things, and so Jurgis took her and put her on the streetcar. Now it chanced that this car 

line was owned by gentlemen who were trying to make money. And the city having passed an 

ordinance requiring them to give transfers, they had fallen into a rage; and first they had made a 

rule that transfers could be had only when the fare was paid; and later, growing still uglier, they 

had made another—that the passenger must ask for the transfer, the conductor was not allowed to 

offer it. Now Ona had been told that she was to get a transfer; but it was not her way to speak up, 

and so she merely waited, following the conductor about with her eyes, wondering when he 

would think of her. When at last the time came for her to get out, she asked for the transfer, and 

was refused. Not knowing what to make of this, she began to argue with the conductor, in a 

language of which he did not understand a word. After warning her several times, he pulled the 

bell and the car went on—at which Ona burst into tears. At the next corner she got out, of course; 

and as she had no more money, she had to walk the rest of the way to the yards in the pouring 

rain. And so all day long she sat shivering, and came home at night with her teeth chattering and 

pains in her head and back. For two weeks afterward she suffered cruelly—and yet every day she 

had to drag herself to her work. The forewoman was especially severe with Ona, because she 

believed that she was obstinate on account of having been refused a holiday the day after her 

wedding. Ona had an idea that her “forelady” did not like to have her girls marry—perhaps 

because she was old and ugly and unmarried herself. 

There were many such dangers, in which the odds were all against them. Their children were 

not as well as they had been at home; but how could they know that there was no sewer to their 

house, and that the drainage of fifteen years was in a cesspool under it? How could they know 

that the pale-blue milk that they bought around the corner was watered, and doctored with 

formaldehyde besides? When the children were not well at home, Teta Elzbieta would gather 

herbs and cure them; now she was obliged to go to the drugstore and buy extracts—and how was 

she to know that they were all adulterated? How could they find out that their tea and coffee, 

their sugar and flour, had been doctored; that their canned peas had been colored with copper 

salts, and their fruit jams with aniline dyes? And even if they had known it, what good would it 

have done them, since there was no place within miles of them where any other sort was to be 

had? The bitter winter was coming, and they had to save money to get more clothing and 

bedding; but it would not matter in the least how much they saved, they could not get anything to 

keep them warm. All the clothing that was to be had in the stores was made of cotton and 

shoddy, which is made by tearing old clothes to pieces and weaving the fiber again. If they paid 

higher prices, they might get frills and fanciness, or be cheated; but genuine quality they could 

not obtain for love nor money. A young friend of Szedvilas’, recently come from abroad, had 

become a clerk in a store on Ashland Avenue, and he narrated with glee a trick that had been 

played upon an unsuspecting countryman by his boss. The customer had desired to purchase an 

alarm clock, and the boss had shown him two exactly similar, telling him that the price of one 

was a dollar and of the other a dollar seventy-five. Upon being asked what the difference was, 

the man had wound up the first halfway and the second all the way, and showed the customer 



how the latter made twice as much noise; upon which the customer remarked that he was a sound 

sleeper, and had better take the more expensive clock! 

There is a poet who sings that 

“Deeper their heart grows and nobler their bearing, 

Whose youth in the fires of anguish hath died.” 

But it was not likely that he had reference to the kind of anguish that comes with destitution, that 

is so endlessly bitter and cruel, and yet so sordid and petty, so ugly, so humiliating—unredeemed 

by the slightest touch of dignity or even of pathos. It is a kind of anguish that poets have not 

commonly dealt with; its very words are not admitted into the vocabulary of poets—the details 

of it cannot be told in polite society at all. How, for instance, could any one expect to excite 

sympathy among lovers of good literature by telling how a family found their home alive with 

vermin, and of all the suffering and inconvenience and humiliation they were put to, and the 

hard-earned money they spent, in efforts to get rid of them? After long hesitation and uncertainty 

they paid twenty-five cents for a big package of insect powder—a patent preparation which 

chanced to be ninety-five per cent gypsum, a harmless earth which had cost about two cents to 

prepare. Of course it had not the least effect, except upon a few roaches which had the 

misfortune to drink water after eating it, and so got their inwards set in a coating of plaster of 

Paris. The family, having no idea of this, and no more money to throw away, had nothing to do 

but give up and submit to one more misery for the rest of their days. 

Then there was old Antanas. The winter came, and the place where he worked was a dark, 

unheated cellar, where you could see your breath all day, and where your fingers sometimes tried 

to freeze. So the old man’s cough grew every day worse, until there came a time when it hardly 

ever stopped, and he had become a nuisance about the place. Then, too, a still more dreadful 

thing happened to him; he worked in a place where his feet were soaked in chemicals, and it was 

not long before they had eaten through his new boots. Then sores began to break out on his feet, 

and grow worse and worse. Whether it was that his blood was bad, or there had been a cut, he 

could not say; but he asked the men about it, and learned that it was a regular thing—it was the 

saltpeter. Every one felt it, sooner or later, and then it was all up with him, at least for that sort of 

work. The sores would never heal—in the end his toes would drop off, if he did not quit. Yet old 

Antanas would not quit; he saw the suffering of his family, and he remembered what it had cost 

him to get a job. So he tied up his feet, and went on limping about and coughing, until at last he 

fell to pieces, all at once and in a heap, like the One-Horse Shay. They carried him to a dry place 

and laid him on the floor, and that night two of the men helped him home. The poor old man was 

put to bed, and though he tried it every morning until the end, he never could get up again. He 

would lie there and cough and cough, day and night, wasting away to a mere skeleton. There 

came a time when there was so little flesh on him that the bones began to poke through—which 

was a horrible thing to see or even to think of. And one night he had a choking fit, and a little 

river of blood came out of his mouth. The family, wild with terror, sent for a doctor, and paid 

half a dollar to be told that there was nothing to be done. Mercifully the doctor did not say this so 

that the old man could hear, for he was still clinging to the faith that tomorrow or next day he 

would be better, and could go back to his job. The company had sent word to him that they 

would keep it for him—or rather Jurgis had bribed one of the men to come one Sunday afternoon 

and say they had. Dede Antanas continued to believe it, while three more hemorrhages came; 

and then at last one morning they found him stiff and cold. Things were not going well with 



them then, and though it nearly broke Teta Elzbieta’s heart, they were forced to dispense with 

nearly all the decencies of a funeral; they had only a hearse, and one hack for the women and 

children; and Jurgis, who was learning things fast, spent all Sunday making a bargain for these, 

and he made it in the presence of witnesses, so that when the man tried to charge him for all sorts 

of incidentals, he did not have to pay. For twenty-five years old Antanas Rudkus and his son had 

dwelt in the forest together, and it was hard to part in this way; perhaps it was just as well that 

Jurgis had to give all his attention to the task of having a funeral without being bankrupted, and 

so had no time to indulge in memories and grief. 

Now the dreadful winter was come upon them. In the forests, all summer long, the branches of 

the trees do battle for light, and some of them lose and die; and then come the raging blasts, and 

the storms of snow and hail, and strew the ground with these weaker branches. Just so it was in 

Packingtown; the whole district braced itself for the struggle that was an agony, and those whose 

time was come died off in hordes. All the year round they had been serving as cogs in the great 

packing machine; and now was the time for the renovating of it, and the replacing of damaged 

parts. There came pneumonia and grippe, stalking among them, seeking for weakened 

constitutions; there was the annual harvest of those whom tuberculosis had been dragging down. 

There came cruel, cold, and biting winds, and blizzards of snow, all testing relentlessly for 

failing muscles and impoverished blood. Sooner or later came the day when the unfit one did not 

report for work; and then, with no time lost in waiting, and no inquiries or regrets, there was a 

chance for a new hand. 

The new hands were here by the thousands. All day long the gates of the packing houses were 

besieged by starving and penniless men; they came, literally, by the thousands every single 

morning, fighting with each other for a chance for life. Blizzards and cold made no difference to 

them, they were always on hand; they were on hand two hours before the sun rose, an hour 

before the work began. Sometimes their faces froze, sometimes their feet and their hands; 

sometimes they froze all together—but still they came, for they had no other place to go. One 

day Durham advertised in the paper for two hundred men to cut ice; and all that day the homeless 

and starving of the city came trudging through the snow from all over its two hundred square 

miles. That night forty score of them crowded into the station house of the stockyards district—

they filled the rooms, sleeping in each other’s laps, toboggan fashion, and they piled on top of 

each other in the corridors, till the police shut the doors and left some to freeze outside. On the 

morrow, before daybreak, there were three thousand at Durham’s, and the police reserves had to 

be sent for to quell the riot. Then Durham’s bosses picked out twenty of the biggest; the “two 

hundred” proved to have been a printer’s error. 

Four or five miles to the eastward lay the lake, and over this the bitter winds came raging. 

Sometimes the thermometer would fall to ten or twenty degrees below zero at night, and in the 

morning the streets would be piled with snowdrifts up to the first-floor windows. The streets 

through which our friends had to go to their work were all unpaved and full of deep holes and 

gullies; in summer, when it rained hard, a man might have to wade to his waist to get to his 

house; and now in winter it was no joke getting through these places, before light in the morning 

and after dark at night. They would wrap up in all they owned, but they could not wrap up 

against exhaustion; and many a man gave out in these battles with the snowdrifts, and lay down 

and fell asleep. 

And if it was bad for the men, one may imagine how the women and children fared. Some 

would ride in the cars, if the cars were running; but when you are making only five cents an 

hour, as was little Stanislovas, you do not like to spend that much to ride two miles. The children 



would come to the yards with great shawls about their ears, and so tied up that you could hardly 

find them—and still there would be accidents. One bitter morning in February the little boy who 

worked at the lard machine with Stanislovas came about an hour late, and screaming with pain. 

They unwrapped him, and a man began vigorously rubbing his ears; and as they were frozen 

stiff, it took only two or three rubs to break them short off. As a result of this, little Stanislovas 

conceived a terror of the cold that was almost a mania. Every morning, when it came time to start 

for the yards, he would begin to cry and protest. Nobody knew quite how to manage him, for 

threats did no good—it seemed to be something that he could not control, and they feared 

sometimes that he would go into convulsions. In the end it had to be arranged that he always 

went with Jurgis, and came home with him again; and often, when the snow was deep, the man 

would carry him the whole way on his shoulders. Sometimes Jurgis would be working until late 

at night, and then it was pitiful, for there was no place for the little fellow to wait, save in the 

doorways or in a corner of the killing beds, and he would all but fall asleep there, and freeze to 

death. 

There was no heat upon the killing beds; the men might exactly as well have worked out of 

doors all winter. For that matter, there was very little heat anywhere in the building, except in the 

cooking rooms and such places—and it was the men who worked in these who ran the most risk 

of all, because whenever they had to pass to another room they had to go through ice-cold 

corridors, and sometimes with nothing on above the waist except a sleeveless undershirt. On the 

killing beds you were apt to be covered with blood, and it would freeze solid; if you leaned 

against a pillar, you would freeze to that, and if you put your hand upon the blade of your knife, 

you would run a chance of leaving your skin on it. The men would tie up their feet in newspapers 

and old sacks, and these would be soaked in blood and frozen, and then soaked again, and so on, 

until by nighttime a man would be walking on great lumps the size of the feet of an elephant. 

Now and then, when the bosses were not looking, you would see them plunging their feet and 

ankles into the steaming hot carcass of the steer, or darting across the room to the hot-water jets. 

The cruelest thing of all was that nearly all of them—all of those who used knives—were unable 

to wear gloves, and their arms would be white with frost and their hands would grow numb, and 

then of course there would be accidents. Also the air would be full of steam, from the hot water 

and the hot blood, so that you could not see five feet before you; and then, with men rushing 

about at the speed they kept up on the killing beds, and all with butcher knives, like razors, in 

their hands—well, it was to be counted as a wonder that there were not more men slaughtered 

than cattle. 

And yet all this inconvenience they might have put up with, if only it had not been for one 

thing—if only there had been some place where they might eat. Jurgis had either to eat his dinner 

amid the stench in which he had worked, or else to rush, as did all his companions, to any one of 

the hundreds of liquor stores which stretched out their arms to him. To the west of the yards ran 

Ashland Avenue, and here was an unbroken line of saloons—“Whiskey Row,” they called it; to 

the north was Forty-seventh Street, where there were half a dozen to the block, and at the angle 

of the two was “Whiskey Point,” a space of fifteen or twenty acres, and containing one glue 

factory and about two hundred saloons. 

One might walk among these and take his choice: “Hot pea-soup and boiled cabbage today.” 

“Sauerkraut and hot frankfurters. Walk in.” “Bean soup and stewed lamb. Welcome.” All of 

these things were printed in many languages, as were also the names of the resorts, which were 

infinite in their variety and appeal. There was the “Home Circle” and the “Cosey Corner”; there 

were “Firesides” and “Hearthstones” and “Pleasure Palaces” and “Wonderlands” and “Dream 



Castles” and “Love’s Delights.” Whatever else they were called, they were sure to be called 

“Union Headquarters,” and to hold out a welcome to workingmen; and there was always a warm 

stove, and a chair near it, and some friends to laugh and talk with. There was only one condition 

attached,—you must drink. If you went in not intending to drink, you would be put out in no 

time, and if you were slow about going, like as not you would get your head split open with a 

beer bottle in the bargain. But all of the men understood the convention and drank; they believed 

that by it they were getting something for nothing—for they did not need to take more than one 

drink, and upon the strength of it they might fill themselves up with a good hot dinner. This did 

not always work out in practice, however, for there was pretty sure to be a friend who would 

treat you, and then you would have to treat him. Then some one else would come in—and, 

anyhow, a few drinks were good for a man who worked hard. As he went back he did not shiver 

so, he had more courage for his task; the deadly brutalizing monotony of it did not afflict him 

so,—he had ideas while he worked, and took a more cheerful view of his circumstances. On the 

way home, however, the shivering was apt to come on him again; and so he would have to stop 

once or twice to warm up against the cruel cold. As there were hot things to eat in this saloon 

too, he might get home late to his supper, or he might not get home at all. And then his wife 

might set out to look for him, and she too would feel the cold; and perhaps she would have some 

of the children with her—and so a whole family would drift into drinking, as the current of a 

river drifts downstream. As if to complete the chain, the packers all paid their men in checks, 

refusing all requests to pay in coin; and where in Packingtown could a man go to have his check 

cashed but to a saloon, where he could pay for the favor by spending a part of the money? 

From all of these things Jurgis was saved because of Ona. He never would take but the one 

drink at noontime; and so he got the reputation of being a surly fellow, and was not quite 

welcome at the saloons, and had to drift about from one to another. Then at night he would go 

straight home, helping Ona and Stanislovas, or often putting the former on a car. And when he 

got home perhaps he would have to trudge several blocks, and come staggering back through the 

snowdrifts with a bag of coal upon his shoulder. Home was not a very attractive place—at least 

not this winter. They had only been able to buy one stove, and this was a small one, and proved 

not big enough to warm even the kitchen in the bitterest weather. This made it hard for Teta 

Elzbieta all day, and for the children when they could not get to school. At night they would sit 

huddled round this stove, while they ate their supper off their laps; and then Jurgis and Jonas 

would smoke a pipe, after which they would all crawl into their beds to get warm, after putting 

out the fire to save the coal. Then they would have some frightful experiences with the cold. 

They would sleep with all their clothes on, including their overcoats, and put over them all the 

bedding and spare clothing they owned; the children would sleep all crowded into one bed, and 

yet even so they could not keep warm. The outside ones would be shivering and sobbing, 

crawling over the others and trying to get down into the center, and causing a fight. This old 

house with the leaky weatherboards was a very different thing from their cabins at home, with 

great thick walls plastered inside and outside with mud; and the cold which came upon them was 

a living thing, a demon-presence in the room. They would waken in the midnight hours, when 

everything was black; perhaps they would hear it yelling outside, or perhaps there would be 

deathlike stillness—and that would be worse yet. They could feel the cold as it crept in through 

the cracks, reaching out for them with its icy, death-dealing fingers; and they would crouch and 

cower, and try to hide from it, all in vain. It would come, and it would come; a grisly thing, a 

specter born in the black caverns of terror; a power primeval, cosmic, shadowing the tortures of 

the lost souls flung out to chaos and destruction. It was cruel iron-hard; and hour after hour they 



would cringe in its grasp, alone, alone. There would be no one to hear them if they cried out; 

there would be no help, no mercy. And so on until morning—when they would go out to another 

day of toil, a little weaker, a little nearer to the time when it would be their turn to be shaken 

from the tree. 

  



CHAPTER VIII 

Yet even by this deadly winter the germ of hope was not to be kept from sprouting in their 

hearts. It was just at this time that the great adventure befell Marija. 

The victim was Tamoszius Kuszleika, who played the violin. Everybody laughed at them, for 

Tamoszius was petite and frail, and Marija could have picked him up and carried him off under 

one arm. But perhaps that was why she fascinated him; the sheer volume of Marija’s energy was 

overwhelming. That first night at the wedding Tamoszius had hardly taken his eyes off her; and 

later on, when he came to find that she had really the heart of a baby, her voice and her violence 

ceased to terrify him, and he got the habit of coming to pay her visits on Sunday afternoons. 

There was no place to entertain company except in the kitchen, in the midst of the family, and 

Tamoszius would sit there with his hat between his knees, never saying more than half a dozen 

words at a time, and turning red in the face before he managed to say those; until finally Jurgis 

would clap him upon the back, in his hearty way, crying, “Come now, brother, give us a tune.” 

And then Tamoszius’ face would light up and he would get out his fiddle, tuck it under his chin, 

and play. And forthwith the soul of him would flame up and become eloquent—it was almost an 

impropriety, for all the while his gaze would be fixed upon Marija’s face, until she would begin 

to turn red and lower her eyes. There was no resisting the music of Tamoszius, however; even 

the children would sit awed and wondering, and the tears would run down Teta Elzbieta’s 

cheeks. A wonderful privilege it was to be thus admitted into the soul of a man of genius, to be 

allowed to share the ecstasies and the agonies of his inmost life. 

Then there were other benefits accruing to Marija from this friendship—benefits of a more 

substantial nature. People paid Tamoszius big money to come and make music on state 

occasions; and also they would invite him to parties and festivals, knowing well that he was too 

good-natured to come without his fiddle, and that having brought it, he could be made to play 

while others danced. Once he made bold to ask Marija to accompany him to such a party, and 

Marija accepted, to his great delight—after which he never went anywhere without her, while if 

the celebration were given by friends of his, he would invite the rest of the family also. In any 

case Marija would bring back a huge pocketful of cakes and sandwiches for the children, and 

stories of all the good things she herself had managed to consume. She was compelled, at these 

parties, to spend most of her time at the refreshment table, for she could not dance with anybody 

except other women and very old men; Tamoszius was of an excitable temperament, and 

afflicted with a frantic jealousy, and any unmarried man who ventured to put his arm about the 

ample waist of Marija would be certain to throw the orchestra out of tune. 

It was a great help to a person who had to toil all the week to be able to look forward to some 

such relaxation as this on Saturday nights. The family was too poor and too hardworked to make 

many acquaintances; in Packingtown, as a rule, people know only their near neighbors and 

shopmates, and so the place is like a myriad of little country villages. But now there was a 

member of the family who was permitted to travel and widen her horizon; and so each week 

there would be new personalities to talk about,—how so-and-so was dressed, and where she 

worked, and what she got, and whom she was in love with; and how this man had jilted his girl, 

and how she had quarreled with the other girl, and what had passed between them; and how 

another man beat his wife, and spent all her earnings upon drink, and pawned her very clothes. 

Some people would have scorned this talk as gossip; but then one has to talk about what one 

knows. 



It was one Saturday night, as they were coming home from a wedding, that Tamoszius found 

courage, and set down his violin case in the street and spoke his heart; and then Marija clasped 

him in her arms. She told them all about it the next day, and fairly cried with happiness, for she 

said that Tamoszius was a lovely man. After that he no longer made love to her with his fiddle, 

but they would sit for hours in the kitchen, blissfully happy in each other’s arms; it was the tacit 

convention of the family to know nothing of what was going on in that corner. 

They were planning to be married in the spring, and have the garret of the house fixed up, and 

live there. Tamoszius made good wages; and little by little the family were paying back their 

debt to Marija, so she ought soon to have enough to start life upon—only, with her preposterous 

softheartedness, she would insist upon spending a good part of her money every week for things 

which she saw they needed. Marija was really the capitalist of the party, for she had become an 

expert can painter by this time—she was getting fourteen cents for every hundred and ten cans, 

and she could paint more than two cans every minute. Marija felt, so to speak, that she had her 

hand on the throttle, and the neighborhood was vocal with her rejoicings. 

Yet her friends would shake their heads and tell her to go slow; one could not count upon such 

good fortune forever—there were accidents that always happened. But Marija was not to be 

prevailed upon, and went on planning and dreaming of all the treasures she was going to have for 

her home; and so, when the crash did come, her grief was painful to see. 

For her canning factory shut down! Marija would about as soon have expected to see the sun 

shut down—the huge establishment had been to her a thing akin to the planets and the seasons. 

But now it was shut! And they had not given her any explanation, they had not even given her a 

day’s warning; they had simply posted a notice one Saturday that all hands would be paid off 

that afternoon, and would not resume work for at least a month! And that was all that there was 

to it—her job was gone! 

It was the holiday rush that was over, the girls said in answer to Marija’s inquiries; after that 

there was always a slack. Sometimes the factory would start up on half time after a while, but 

there was no telling—it had been known to stay closed until way into the summer. The prospects 

were bad at present, for truckmen who worked in the storerooms said that these were piled up to 

the ceilings, so that the firm could not have found room for another week’s output of cans. And 

they had turned off three-quarters of these men, which was a still worse sign, since it meant that 

there were no orders to be filled. It was all a swindle, can-painting, said the girls—you were 

crazy with delight because you were making twelve or fourteen dollars a week, and saving half 

of it; but you had to spend it all keeping alive while you were out, and so your pay was really 

only half what you thought. 

Marija came home, and because she was a person who could not rest without danger of 

explosion, they first had a great house cleaning, and then she set out to search Packingtown for a 

job to fill up the gap. As nearly all the canning establishments were shut down, and all the girls 

hunting work, it will be readily understood that Marija did not find any. Then she took to trying 

the stores and saloons, and when this failed she even traveled over into the far-distant regions 

near the lake front, where lived the rich people in great palaces, and begged there for some sort 

of work that could be done by a person who did not know English. 

The men upon the killing beds felt also the effects of the slump which had turned Marija out; 

but they felt it in a different way, and a way which made Jurgis understand at last all their 

bitterness. The big packers did not turn their hands off and close down, like the canning 

factories; but they began to run for shorter and shorter hours. They had always required the men 



to be on the killing beds and ready for work at seven o’clock, although there was almost never 

any work to be done till the buyers out in the yards had gotten to work, and some cattle had come 

over the chutes. That would often be ten or eleven o’clock, which was bad enough, in all 

conscience; but now, in the slack season, they would perhaps not have a thing for their men to do 

till late in the afternoon. And so they would have to loaf around, in a place where the 

thermometer might be twenty degrees below zero! At first one would see them running about, or 

skylarking with each other, trying to keep warm; but before the day was over they would become 

quite chilled through and exhausted, and, when the cattle finally came, so near frozen that to 

move was an agony. And then suddenly the place would spring into activity, and the merciless 

“speeding-up” would begin! 

There were weeks at a time when Jurgis went home after such a day as this with not more than 

two hours’ work to his credit—which meant about thirty-five cents. There were many days when 

the total was less than half an hour, and others when there was none at all. The general average 

was six hours a day, which meant for Jurgis about six dollars a week; and this six hours of work 

would be done after standing on the killing bed till one o’clock, or perhaps even three or four 

o’clock, in the afternoon. Like as not there would come a rush of cattle at the very end of the 

day, which the men would have to dispose of before they went home, often working by electric 

light till nine or ten, or even twelve or one o’clock, and without a single instant for a bite of 

supper. The men were at the mercy of the cattle. Perhaps the buyers would be holding off for 

better prices—if they could scare the shippers into thinking that they meant to buy nothing that 

day, they could get their own terms. For some reason the cost of fodder for cattle in the yards 

was much above the market price—and you were not allowed to bring your own fodder! Then, 

too, a number of cars were apt to arrive late in the day, now that the roads were blocked with 

snow, and the packers would buy their cattle that night, to get them cheaper, and then would 

come into play their ironclad rule, that all cattle must be killed the same day they were bought. 

There was no use kicking about this—there had been one delegation after another to see the 

packers about it, only to be told that it was the rule, and that there was not the slightest chance of 

its ever being altered. And so on Christmas Eve Jurgis worked till nearly one o’clock in the 

morning, and on Christmas Day he was on the killing bed at seven o’clock. 

All this was bad; and yet it was not the worst. For after all the hard work a man did, he was 

paid for only part of it. Jurgis had once been among those who scoffed at the idea of these huge 

concerns cheating; and so now he could appreciate the bitter irony of the fact that it was 

precisely their size which enabled them to do it with impunity. One of the rules on the killing 

beds was that a man who was one minute late was docked an hour; and this was economical, for 

he was made to work the balance of the hour—he was not allowed to stand round and wait. And 

on the other hand if he came ahead of time he got no pay for that—though often the bosses 

would start up the gang ten or fifteen minutes before the whistle. And this same custom they 

carried over to the end of the day; they did not pay for any fraction of an hour—for “broken 

time.” A man might work full fifty minutes, but if there was no work to fill out the hour, there 

was no pay for him. Thus the end of every day was a sort of lottery—a struggle, all but breaking 

into open war between the bosses and the men, the former trying to rush a job through and the 

latter trying to stretch it out. Jurgis blamed the bosses for this, though the truth to be told it was 

not always their fault; for the packers kept them frightened for their lives—and when one was in 

danger of falling behind the standard, what was easier than to catch up by making the gang work 

awhile “for the church”? This was a savage witticism the men had, which Jurgis had to have 

explained to him. Old man Jones was great on missions and such things, and so whenever they 



were doing some particularly disreputable job, the men would wink at each other and say, “Now 

we’re working for the church!” 

One of the consequences of all these things was that Jurgis was no longer perplexed when he 

heard men talk of fighting for their rights. He felt like fighting now himself; and when the Irish 

delegate of the butcher-helpers’ union came to him a second time, he received him in a far 

different spirit. A wonderful idea it now seemed to Jurgis, this of the men—that by combining 

they might be able to make a stand and conquer the packers! Jurgis wondered who had first 

thought of it; and when he was told that it was a common thing for men to do in America, he got 

the first inkling of a meaning in the phrase “a free country.” The delegate explained to him how 

it depended upon their being able to get every man to join and stand by the organization, and so 

Jurgis signified that he was willing to do his share. Before another month was by, all the working 

members of his family had union cards, and wore their union buttons conspicuously and with 

pride. For fully a week they were quite blissfully happy, thinking that belonging to a union meant 

an end to all their troubles. 

But only ten days after she had joined, Marija’s canning factory closed down, and that blow 

quite staggered them. They could not understand why the union had not prevented it, and the 

very first time she attended a meeting Marija got up and made a speech about it. It was a 

business meeting, and was transacted in English, but that made no difference to Marija; she said 

what was in her, and all the pounding of the chairman’s gavel and all the uproar and confusion in 

the room could not prevail. Quite apart from her own troubles she was boiling over with a 

general sense of the injustice of it, and she told what she thought of the packers, and what she 

thought of a world where such things were allowed to happen; and then, while the echoes of the 

hall rang with the shock of her terrible voice, she sat down again and fanned herself, and the 

meeting gathered itself together and proceeded to discuss the election of a recording secretary. 

Jurgis too had an adventure the first time he attended a union meeting, but it was not of his 

own seeking. Jurgis had gone with the desire to get into an inconspicuous corner and see what 

was done; but this attitude of silent and open-eyed attention had marked him out for a victim. 

Tommy Finnegan was a little Irishman, with big staring eyes and a wild aspect, a “hoister” by 

trade, and badly cracked. Somewhere back in the far-distant past Tommy Finnegan had had a 

strange experience, and the burden of it rested upon him. All the balance of his life he had done 

nothing but try to make it understood. When he talked he caught his victim by the buttonhole, 

and his face kept coming closer and closer—which was trying, because his teeth were so bad. 

Jurgis did not mind that, only he was frightened. The method of operation of the higher 

intelligences was Tom Finnegan’s theme, and he desired to find out if Jurgis had ever considered 

that the representation of things in their present similarity might be altogether unintelligible upon 

a more elevated plane. There were assuredly wonderful mysteries about the developing of these 

things; and then, becoming confidential, Mr. Finnegan proceeded to tell of some discoveries of 

his own. “If ye have iver had onything to do wid shperrits,” said he, and looked inquiringly at 

Jurgis, who kept shaking his head. “Niver mind, niver mind,” continued the other, “but their 

influences may be operatin’ upon ye; it’s shure as I’m tellin’ ye, it’s them that has the reference 

to the immejit surroundin’s that has the most of power. It was vouchsafed to me in me youthful 

days to be acquainted with shperrits” and so Tommy Finnegan went on, expounding a system of 

philosophy, while the perspiration came out on Jurgis’ forehead, so great was his agitation and 

embarrassment. In the end one of the men, seeing his plight, came over and rescued him; but it 

was some time before he was able to find any one to explain things to him, and meanwhile his 



fear lest the strange little Irishman should get him cornered again was enough to keep him 

dodging about the room the whole evening. 

He never missed a meeting, however. He had picked up a few words of English by this time, 

and friends would help him to understand. They were often very turbulent meetings, with half a 

dozen men declaiming at once, in as many dialects of English; but the speakers were all 

desperately in earnest, and Jurgis was in earnest too, for he understood that a fight was on, and 

that it was his fight. Since the time of his disillusionment, Jurgis had sworn to trust no man, 

except in his own family; but here he discovered that he had brothers in affliction, and allies. 

Their one chance for life was in union, and so the struggle became a kind of crusade. Jurgis had 

always been a member of the church, because it was the right thing to be, but the church had 

never touched him, he left all that for the women. Here, however, was a new religion—one that 

did touch him, that took hold of every fiber of him; and with all the zeal and fury of a convert he 

went out as a missionary. There were many nonunion men among the Lithuanians, and with 

these he would labor and wrestle in prayer, trying to show them the right. Sometimes they would 

be obstinate and refuse to see it, and Jurgis, alas, was not always patient! He forgot how he 

himself had been blind, a short time ago—after the fashion of all crusaders since the original 

ones, who set out to spread the gospel of Brotherhood by force of arms. 

  



CHAPTER IX 

One of the first consequences of the discovery of the union was that Jurgis became desirous of 

learning English. He wanted to know what was going on at the meetings, and to be able to take 

part in them, and so he began to look about him, and to try to pick up words. The children, who 

were at school, and learning fast, would teach him a few; and a friend loaned him a little book 

that had some in it, and Ona would read them to him. Then Jurgis became sorry that he could not 

read himself; and later on in the winter, when some one told him that there was a night school 

that was free, he went and enrolled. After that, every evening that he got home from the yards in 

time, he would go to the school; he would go even if he were in time for only half an hour. They 

were teaching him both to read and to speak English—and they would have taught him other 

things, if only he had had a little time. 

Also the union made another great difference with him—it made him begin to pay attention to 

the country. It was the beginning of democracy with him. It was a little state, the union, a 

miniature republic; its affairs were every man’s affairs, and every man had a real say about them. 

In other words, in the union Jurgis learned to talk politics. In the place where he had come from 

there had not been any politics—in Russia one thought of the government as an affliction like the 

lightning and the hail. “Duck, little brother, duck,” the wise old peasants would whisper; 

“everything passes away.” And when Jurgis had first come to America he had supposed that it 

was the same. He had heard people say that it was a free country—but what did that mean? He 

found that here, precisely as in Russia, there were rich men who owned everything; and if one 

could not find any work, was not the hunger he began to feel the same sort of hunger? 

When Jurgis had been working about three weeks at Brown’s, there had come to him one 

noontime a man who was employed as a night watchman, and who asked him if he would not 

like to take out naturalization papers and become a citizen. Jurgis did not know what that meant, 

but the man explained the advantages. In the first place, it would not cost him anything, and it 

would get him half a day off, with his pay just the same; and then when election time came he 

would be able to vote—and there was something in that. Jurgis was naturally glad to accept, and 

so the night watchman said a few words to the boss, and he was excused for the rest of the day. 

When, later on, he wanted a holiday to get married he could not get it; and as for a holiday with 

pay just the same—what power had wrought that miracle heaven only knew! However, he went 

with the man, who picked up several other newly landed immigrants, Poles, Lithuanians, and 

Slovaks, and took them all outside, where stood a great four-horse tallyho coach, with fifteen or 

twenty men already in it. It was a fine chance to see the sights of the city, and the party had a 

merry time, with plenty of beer handed up from inside. So they drove downtown and stopped 

before an imposing granite building, in which they interviewed an official, who had the papers 

all ready, with only the names to be filled in. So each man in turn took an oath of which he did 

not understand a word, and then was presented with a handsome ornamented document with a 

big red seal and the shield of the United States upon it, and was told that he had become a citizen 

of the Republic and the equal of the President himself. 

A month or two later Jurgis had another interview with this same man, who told him where to 

go to “register.” And then finally, when election day came, the packing houses posted a notice 

that men who desired to vote might remain away until nine that morning, and the same night 

watchman took Jurgis and the rest of his flock into the back room of a saloon, and showed each 

of them where and how to mark a ballot, and then gave each two dollars, and took them to the 

polling place, where there was a policeman on duty especially to see that they got through all 

right. Jurgis felt quite proud of this good luck till he got home and met Jonas, who had taken the 



leader aside and whispered to him, offering to vote three times for four dollars, which offer had 

been accepted. 

And now in the union Jurgis met men who explained all this mystery to him; and he learned 

that America differed from Russia in that its government existed under the form of a democracy. 

The officials who ruled it, and got all the graft, had to be elected first; and so there were two rival 

sets of grafters, known as political parties, and the one got the office which bought the most 

votes. Now and then, the election was very close, and that was the time the poor man came in. In 

the stockyards this was only in national and state elections, for in local elections the Democratic 

Party always carried everything. The ruler of the district was therefore the Democratic boss, a 

little Irishman named Mike Scully. Scully held an important party office in the state, and bossed 

even the mayor of the city, it was said; it was his boast that he carried the stockyards in his 

pocket. He was an enormously rich man—he had a hand in all the big graft in the neighborhood. 

It was Scully, for instance, who owned that dump which Jurgis and Ona had seen the first day of 

their arrival. Not only did he own the dump, but he owned the brick factory as well, and first he 

took out the clay and made it into bricks, and then he had the city bring garbage to fill up the 

hole, so that he could build houses to sell to the people. Then, too, he sold the bricks to the city, 

at his own price, and the city came and got them in its own wagons. And also he owned the other 

hole near by, where the stagnant water was; and it was he who cut the ice and sold it; and what 

was more, if the men told truth, he had not had to pay any taxes for the water, and he had built 

the ice-house out of city lumber, and had not had to pay anything for that. The newspapers had 

got hold of that story, and there had been a scandal; but Scully had hired somebody to confess 

and take all the blame, and then skip the country. It was said, too, that he had built his brick-kiln 

in the same way, and that the workmen were on the city payroll while they did it; however, one 

had to press closely to get these things out of the men, for it was not their business, and Mike 

Scully was a good man to stand in with. A note signed by him was equal to a job any time at the 

packing houses; and also he employed a good many men himself, and worked them only eight 

hours a day, and paid them the highest wages. This gave him many friends—all of whom he had 

gotten together into the “War Whoop League,” whose clubhouse you might see just outside of 

the yards. It was the biggest clubhouse, and the biggest club, in all Chicago; and they had 

prizefights every now and then, and cockfights and even dogfights. The policemen in the district 

all belonged to the league, and instead of suppressing the fights, they sold tickets for them. The 

man that had taken Jurgis to be naturalized was one of these “Indians,” as they were called; and 

on election day there would be hundreds of them out, and all with big wads of money in their 

pockets and free drinks at every saloon in the district. That was another thing, the men said—all 

the saloon-keepers had to be “Indians,” and to put up on demand, otherwise they could not do 

business on Sundays, nor have any gambling at all. In the same way Scully had all the jobs in the 

fire department at his disposal, and all the rest of the city graft in the stockyards district; he was 

building a block of flats somewhere up on Ashland Avenue, and the man who was overseeing it 

for him was drawing pay as a city inspector of sewers. The city inspector of water pipes had been 

dead and buried for over a year, but somebody was still drawing his pay. The city inspector of 

sidewalks was a barkeeper at the War Whoop Cafe—and maybe he could make it uncomfortable 

for any tradesman who did not stand in with Scully! 

Even the packers were in awe of him, so the men said. It gave them pleasure to believe this, 

for Scully stood as the people’s man, and boasted of it boldly when election day came. The 

packers had wanted a bridge at Ashland Avenue, but they had not been able to get it till they had 

seen Scully; and it was the same with “Bubbly Creek,” which the city had threatened to make the 



packers cover over, till Scully had come to their aid. “Bubbly Creek” is an arm of the Chicago 

River, and forms the southern boundary of the yards: all the drainage of the square mile of 

packing houses empties into it, so that it is really a great open sewer a hundred or two feet wide. 

One long arm of it is blind, and the filth stays there forever and a day. The grease and chemicals 

that are poured into it undergo all sorts of strange transformations, which are the cause of its 

name; it is constantly in motion, as if huge fish were feeding in it, or great leviathans disporting 

themselves in its depths. Bubbles of carbonic acid gas will rise to the surface and burst, and 

make rings two or three feet wide. Here and there the grease and filth have caked solid, and the 

creek looks like a bed of lava; chickens walk about on it, feeding, and many times an unwary 

stranger has started to stroll across, and vanished temporarily. The packers used to leave the 

creek that way, till every now and then the surface would catch on fire and burn furiously, and 

the fire department would have to come and put it out. Once, however, an ingenious stranger 

came and started to gather this filth in scows, to make lard out of; then the packers took the cue, 

and got out an injunction to stop him, and afterward gathered it themselves. The banks of 

“Bubbly Creek” are plastered thick with hairs, and this also the packers gather and clean. 

And there were things even stranger than this, according to the gossip of the men. The packers 

had secret mains, through which they stole billions of gallons of the city’s water. The 

newspapers had been full of this scandal—once there had even been an investigation, and an 

actual uncovering of the pipes; but nobody had been punished, and the thing went right on. And 

then there was the condemned meat industry, with its endless horrors. The people of Chicago 

saw the government inspectors in Packingtown, and they all took that to mean that they were 

protected from diseased meat; they did not understand that these hundred and sixty-three 

inspectors had been appointed at the request of the packers, and that they were paid by the 

United States government to certify that all the diseased meat was kept in the state. They had no 

authority beyond that; for the inspection of meat to be sold in the city and state the whole force 

in Packingtown consisted of three henchmen of the local political machine![2] And shortly 

afterward one of these, a physician, made the discovery that the carcasses of steers which had 

been condemned as tubercular by the government inspectors, and which therefore contained 

ptomaines, which are deadly poisons, were left upon an open platform and carted away to be sold 

in the city; and so he insisted that these carcasses be treated with an injection of kerosene—and 

was ordered to resign the same week! So indignant were the packers that they went farther, and 

compelled the mayor to abolish the whole bureau of inspection; so that since then there has not 

been even a pretense of any interference with the graft. There was said to be two thousand 

dollars a week hush money from the tubercular steers alone; and as much again from the hogs 

which had died of cholera on the trains, and which you might see any day being loaded into 

boxcars and hauled away to a place called Globe, in Indiana, where they made a fancy grade of 

lard. 

[2] Rules and Regulations for the Inspection of Livestock and 

Their Products. United States Department of Agriculture, 

Bureau of Animal Industries, Order No. 125:— 

    Section 1. Proprietors of slaughterhouses, canning, salting, 

packing, or rendering establishments engaged in the 

slaughtering of cattle, sheep, or swine, or the packing of any 

of their products, the carcasses or products of which are to 

become subjects of interstate or foreign commerce, shall 



make application to the Secretary of Agriculture for 

inspection of said animals and their products.... 

    Section 15. Such rejected or condemned animals shall at 

once be removed by the owners from the pens containing 

animals which have been inspected and found to be free from 

disease and fit for human food, and shall be disposed of in 

accordance with the laws, ordinances, and regulations of the 

state and municipality in which said rejected or condemned 

animals are located.... 

    Section 25. A microscopic examination for trichinae shall 

be made of all swine products exported to countries requiring 

such examination. No microscopic examination will be made 

of hogs slaughtered for interstate trade, but this examination 

shall be confined to those intended for the export trade. 

Jurgis heard of these things little by little, in the gossip of those who were obliged to 

perpetrate them. It seemed as if every time you met a person from a new department, you heard 

of new swindles and new crimes. There was, for instance, a Lithuanian who was a cattle butcher 

for the plant where Marija had worked, which killed meat for canning only; and to hear this man 

describe the animals which came to his place would have been worthwhile for a Dante or a Zola. 

It seemed that they must have agencies all over the country, to hunt out old and crippled and 

diseased cattle to be canned. There were cattle which had been fed on “whisky-malt,” the refuse 

of the breweries, and had become what the men called “steerly”—which means covered with 

boils. It was a nasty job killing these, for when you plunged your knife into them they would 

burst and splash foul-smelling stuff into your face; and when a man’s sleeves were smeared with 

blood, and his hands steeped in it, how was he ever to wipe his face, or to clear his eyes so that 

he could see? It was stuff such as this that made the “embalmed beef” that had killed several 

times as many United States soldiers as all the bullets of the Spaniards; only the army beef, 

besides, was not fresh canned, it was old stuff that had been lying for years in the cellars. 

Then one Sunday evening, Jurgis sat puffing his pipe by the kitchen stove, and talking with an 

old fellow whom Jonas had introduced, and who worked in the canning rooms at Durham’s; and 

so Jurgis learned a few things about the great and only Durham canned goods, which had 

become a national institution. They were regular alchemists at Durham’s; they advertised a 

mushroom-catsup, and the men who made it did not know what a mushroom looked like. They 

advertised “potted chicken,”—and it was like the boardinghouse soup of the comic papers, 

through which a chicken had walked with rubbers on. Perhaps they had a secret process for 

making chickens chemically—who knows? said Jurgis’ friend; the things that went into the 

mixture were tripe, and the fat of pork, and beef suet, and hearts of beef, and finally the waste 

ends of veal, when they had any. They put these up in several grades, and sold them at several 

prices; but the contents of the cans all came out of the same hopper. And then there was “potted 

game” and “potted grouse,” “potted ham,” and “deviled ham”—de-vyled, as the men called it. 

“De-vyled” ham was made out of the waste ends of smoked beef that were too small to be sliced 

by the machines; and also tripe, dyed with chemicals so that it would not show white; and 

trimmings of hams and corned beef; and potatoes, skins and all; and finally the hard cartilaginous 

gullets of beef, after the tongues had been cut out. All this ingenious mixture was ground up and 

flavored with spices to make it taste like something. Anybody who could invent a new imitation 



had been sure of a fortune from old Durham, said Jurgis’ informant; but it was hard to think of 

anything new in a place where so many sharp wits had been at work for so long; where men 

welcomed tuberculosis in the cattle they were feeding, because it made them fatten more 

quickly; and where they bought up all the old rancid butter left over in the grocery stores of a 

continent, and “oxidized” it by a forced-air process, to take away the odor, rechurned it with 

skim milk, and sold it in bricks in the cities! Up to a year or two ago it had been the custom to 

kill horses in the yards—ostensibly for fertilizer; but after long agitation the newspapers had 

been able to make the public realize that the horses were being canned. Now it was against the 

law to kill horses in Packingtown, and the law was really complied with—for the present, at any 

rate. Any day, however, one might see sharp-horned and shaggy-haired creatures running with 

the sheep and yet what a job you would have to get the public to believe that a good part of what 

it buys for lamb and mutton is really goat’s flesh! 

There was another interesting set of statistics that a person might have gathered in 

Packingtown—those of the various afflictions of the workers. When Jurgis had first inspected the 

packing plants with Szedvilas, he had marveled while he listened to the tale of all the things that 

were made out of the carcasses of animals, and of all the lesser industries that were maintained 

there; now he found that each one of these lesser industries was a separate little inferno, in its 

way as horrible as the killing beds, the source and fountain of them all. The workers in each of 

them had their own peculiar diseases. And the wandering visitor might be skeptical about all the 

swindles, but he could not be skeptical about these, for the worker bore the evidence of them 

about on his own person—generally he had only to hold out his hand. 

There were the men in the pickle rooms, for instance, where old Antanas had gotten his death; 

scarce a one of these that had not some spot of horror on his person. Let a man so much as scrape 

his finger pushing a truck in the pickle rooms, and he might have a sore that would put him out 

of the world; all the joints in his fingers might be eaten by the acid, one by one. Of the butchers 

and floorsmen, the beef-boners and trimmers, and all those who used knives, you could scarcely 

find a person who had the use of his thumb; time and time again the base of it had been slashed, 

till it was a mere lump of flesh against which the man pressed the knife to hold it. The hands of 

these men would be criss-crossed with cuts, until you could no longer pretend to count them or to 

trace them. They would have no nails,—they had worn them off pulling hides; their knuckles 

were swollen so that their fingers spread out like a fan. There were men who worked in the 

cooking rooms, in the midst of steam and sickening odors, by artificial light; in these rooms the 

germs of tuberculosis might live for two years, but the supply was renewed every hour. There 

were the beef-luggers, who carried two-hundred-pound quarters into the refrigerator-cars; a 

fearful kind of work, that began at four o’clock in the morning, and that wore out the most 

powerful men in a few years. There were those who worked in the chilling rooms, and whose 

special disease was rheumatism; the time limit that a man could work in the chilling rooms was 

said to be five years. There were the wool-pluckers, whose hands went to pieces even sooner 

than the hands of the pickle men; for the pelts of the sheep had to be painted with acid to loosen 

the wool, and then the pluckers had to pull out this wool with their bare hands, till the acid had 

eaten their fingers off. There were those who made the tins for the canned meat; and their hands, 

too, were a maze of cuts, and each cut represented a chance for blood poisoning. Some worked at 

the stamping machines, and it was very seldom that one could work long there at the pace that 

was set, and not give out and forget himself and have a part of his hand chopped off. There were 

the “hoisters,” as they were called, whose task it was to press the lever which lifted the dead 

cattle off the floor. They ran along upon a rafter, peering down through the damp and the steam; 



and as old Durham’s architects had not built the killing room for the convenience of the hoisters, 

at every few feet they would have to stoop under a beam, say four feet above the one they ran on; 

which got them into the habit of stooping, so that in a few years they would be walking like 

chimpanzees. Worst of any, however, were the fertilizer men, and those who served in the 

cooking rooms. These people could not be shown to the visitor,—for the odor of a fertilizer man 

would scare any ordinary visitor at a hundred yards, and as for the other men, who worked in 

tank rooms full of steam, and in some of which there were open vats near the level of the floor, 

their peculiar trouble was that they fell into the vats; and when they were fished out, there was 

never enough of them left to be worth exhibiting,—sometimes they would be overlooked for 

days, till all but the bones of them had gone out to the world as Durham’s Pure Leaf Lard! 

  



CHAPTER X 

During the early part of the winter the family had had money enough to live and a little over to 

pay their debts with; but when the earnings of Jurgis fell from nine or ten dollars a week to five 

or six, there was no longer anything to spare. The winter went, and the spring came, and found 

them still living thus from hand to mouth, hanging on day by day, with literally not a month’s 

wages between them and starvation. Marija was in despair, for there was still no word about the 

reopening of the canning factory, and her savings were almost entirely gone. She had had to give 

up all idea of marrying then; the family could not get along without her—though for that matter 

she was likely soon to become a burden even upon them, for when her money was all gone, they 

would have to pay back what they owed her in board. So Jurgis and Ona and Teta Elzbieta would 

hold anxious conferences until late at night, trying to figure how they could manage this too 

without starving. 

Such were the cruel terms upon which their life was possible, that they might never have nor 

expect a single instant’s respite from worry, a single instant in which they were not haunted by 

the thought of money. They would no sooner escape, as by a miracle, from one difficulty, than a 

new one would come into view. In addition to all their physical hardships, there was thus a 

constant strain upon their minds; they were harried all day and nearly all night by worry and fear. 

This was in truth not living; it was scarcely even existing, and they felt that it was too little for 

the price they paid. They were willing to work all the time; and when people did their best, ought 

they not to be able to keep alive? 

There seemed never to be an end to the things they had to buy and to the unforeseen 

contingencies. Once their water pipes froze and burst; and when, in their ignorance, they thawed 

them out, they had a terrifying flood in their house. It happened while the men were away, and 

poor Elzbieta rushed out into the street screaming for help, for she did not even know whether 

the flood could be stopped, or whether they were ruined for life. It was nearly as bad as the latter, 

they found in the end, for the plumber charged them seventy-five cents an hour, and seventy-five 

cents for another man who had stood and watched him, and included all the time the two had 

been going and coming, and also a charge for all sorts of material and extras. And then again, 

when they went to pay their January’s installment on the house, the agent terrified them by 

asking them if they had had the insurance attended to yet. In answer to their inquiry he showed 

them a clause in the deed which provided that they were to keep the house insured for one 

thousand dollars, as soon as the present policy ran out, which would happen in a few days. Poor 

Elzbieta, upon whom again fell the blow, demanded how much it would cost them. Seven 

dollars, the man said; and that night came Jurgis, grim and determined, requesting that the agent 

would be good enough to inform him, once for all, as to all the expenses they were liable for. 

The deed was signed now, he said, with sarcasm proper to the new way of life he had learned—

the deed was signed, and so the agent had no longer anything to gain by keeping quiet. And 

Jurgis looked the fellow squarely in the eye, and so the fellow wasted no time in conventional 

protests, but read him the deed. They would have to renew the insurance every year; they would 

have to pay the taxes, about ten dollars a year; they would have to pay the water tax, about six 

dollars a year—(Jurgis silently resolved to shut off the hydrant). This, besides the interest and the 

monthly installments, would be all—unless by chance the city should happen to decide to put in 

a sewer or to lay a sidewalk. Yes, said the agent, they would have to have these, whether they 

wanted them or not, if the city said so. The sewer would cost them about twenty-two dollars, and 

the sidewalk fifteen if it were wood, twenty-five if it were cement. 



So Jurgis went home again; it was a relief to know the worst, at any rate, so that he could no 

more be surprised by fresh demands. He saw now how they had been plundered; but they were in 

for it, there was no turning back. They could only go on and make the fight and win—for defeat 

was a thing that could not even be thought of. 

When the springtime came, they were delivered from the dreadful cold, and that was a great 

deal; but in addition they had counted on the money they would not have to pay for coal—and it 

was just at this time that Marija’s board began to fail. Then, too, the warm weather brought trials 

of its own; each season had its trials, as they found. In the spring there were cold rains, that 

turned the streets into canals and bogs; the mud would be so deep that wagons would sink up to 

the hubs, so that half a dozen horses could not move them. Then, of course, it was impossible for 

any one to get to work with dry feet; and this was bad for men that were poorly clad and shod, 

and still worse for women and children. Later came midsummer, with the stifling heat, when the 

dingy killing beds of Durham’s became a very purgatory; one time, in a single day, three men 

fell dead from sunstroke. All day long the rivers of hot blood poured forth, until, with the sun 

beating down, and the air motionless, the stench was enough to knock a man over; all the old 

smells of a generation would be drawn out by this heat—for there was never any washing of the 

walls and rafters and pillars, and they were caked with the filth of a lifetime. The men who 

worked on the killing beds would come to reek with foulness, so that you could smell one of 

them fifty feet away; there was simply no such thing as keeping decent, the most careful man 

gave it up in the end, and wallowed in uncleanness. There was not even a place where a man 

could wash his hands, and the men ate as much raw blood as food at dinnertime. When they were 

at work they could not even wipe off their faces—they were as helpless as newly born babes in 

that respect; and it may seem like a small matter, but when the sweat began to run down their 

necks and tickle them, or a fly to bother them, it was a torture like being burned alive. Whether it 

was the slaughterhouses or the dumps that were responsible, one could not say, but with the hot 

weather there descended upon Packingtown a veritable Egyptian plague of flies; there could be 

no describing this—the houses would be black with them. There was no escaping; you might 

provide all your doors and windows with screens, but their buzzing outside would be like the 

swarming of bees, and whenever you opened the door they would rush in as if a storm of wind 

were driving them. 

Perhaps the summertime suggests to you thoughts of the country, visions of green fields and 

mountains and sparkling lakes. It had no such suggestion for the people in the yards. The great 

packing machine ground on remorselessly, without thinking of green fields; and the men and 

women and children who were part of it never saw any green thing, not even a flower. Four or 

five miles to the east of them lay the blue waters of Lake Michigan; but for all the good it did 

them it might have been as far away as the Pacific Ocean. They had only Sundays, and then they 

were too tired to walk. They were tied to the great packing machine, and tied to it for life. The 

managers and superintendents and clerks of Packingtown were all recruited from another class, 

and never from the workers; they scorned the workers, the very meanest of them. A poor devil of 

a bookkeeper who had been working in Durham’s for twenty years at a salary of six dollars a 

week, and might work there for twenty more and do no better, would yet consider himself a 

gentleman, as far removed as the poles from the most skilled worker on the killing beds; he 

would dress differently, and live in another part of the town, and come to work at a different hour 

of the day, and in every way make sure that he never rubbed elbows with a laboring man. 

Perhaps this was due to the repulsiveness of the work; at any rate, the people who worked with 

their hands were a class apart, and were made to feel it. 



In the late spring the canning factory started up again, and so once more Marija was heard to 

sing, and the love-music of Tamoszius took on a less melancholy tone. It was not for long, 

however; for a month or two later a dreadful calamity fell upon Marija. Just one year and three 

days after she had begun work as a can-painter, she lost her job. 

It was a long story. Marija insisted that it was because of her activity in the union. The 

packers, of course, had spies in all the unions, and in addition they made a practice of buying up 

a certain number of the union officials, as many as they thought they needed. So every week they 

received reports as to what was going on, and often they knew things before the members of the 

union knew them. Any one who was considered to be dangerous by them would find that he was 

not a favorite with his boss; and Marija had been a great hand for going after the foreign people 

and preaching to them. However that might be, the known facts were that a few weeks before the 

factory closed, Marija had been cheated out of her pay for three hundred cans. The girls worked 

at a long table, and behind them walked a woman with pencil and notebook, keeping count of the 

number they finished. This woman was, of course, only human, and sometimes made mistakes; 

when this happened, there was no redress—if on Saturday you got less money than you had 

earned, you had to make the best of it. But Marija did not understand this, and made a 

disturbance. Marija’s disturbances did not mean anything, and while she had known only 

Lithuanian and Polish, they had done no harm, for people only laughed at her and made her cry. 

But now Marija was able to call names in English, and so she got the woman who made the 

mistake to disliking her. Probably, as Marija claimed, she made mistakes on purpose after that; at 

any rate, she made them, and the third time it happened Marija went on the warpath and took the 

matter first to the forelady, and when she got no satisfaction there, to the superintendent. This 

was unheard-of presumption, but the superintendent said he would see about it, which Marija 

took to mean that she was going to get her money; after waiting three days, she went to see the 

superintendent again. This time the man frowned, and said that he had not had time to attend to 

it; and when Marija, against the advice and warning of every one, tried it once more, he ordered 

her back to her work in a passion. Just how things happened after that Marija was not sure, but 

that afternoon the forelady told her that her services would not be any longer required. Poor 

Marija could not have been more dumfounded had the woman knocked her over the head; at first 

she could not believe what she heard, and then she grew furious and swore that she would come 

anyway, that her place belonged to her. In the end she sat down in the middle of the floor and 

wept and wailed. 

It was a cruel lesson; but then Marija was headstrong—she should have listened to those who 

had had experience. The next time she would know her place, as the forelady expressed it; and so 

Marija went out, and the family faced the problem of an existence again. 

It was especially hard this time, for Ona was to be confined before long, and Jurgis was trying 

hard to save up money for this. He had heard dreadful stories of the midwives, who grow as thick 

as fleas in Packingtown; and he had made up his mind that Ona must have a man-doctor. Jurgis 

could be very obstinate when he wanted to, and he was in this case, much to the dismay of the 

women, who felt that a man-doctor was an impropriety, and that the matter really belonged to 

them. The cheapest doctor they could find would charge them fifteen dollars, and perhaps more 

when the bill came in; and here was Jurgis, declaring that he would pay it, even if he had to stop 

eating in the meantime! 

Marija had only about twenty-five dollars left. Day after day she wandered about the yards 

begging a job, but this time without hope of finding it. Marija could do the work of an able-

bodied man, when she was cheerful, but discouragement wore her out easily, and she would 



come home at night a pitiable object. She learned her lesson this time, poor creature; she learned 

it ten times over. All the family learned it along with her—that when you have once got a job in 

Packingtown, you hang on to it, come what will. 

Four weeks Marija hunted, and half of a fifth week. Of course she stopped paying her dues to 

the union. She lost all interest in the union, and cursed herself for a fool that she had ever been 

dragged into one. She had about made up her mind that she was a lost soul, when somebody told 

her of an opening, and she went and got a place as a “beef-trimmer.” She got this because the 

boss saw that she had the muscles of a man, and so he discharged a man and put Marija to do his 

work, paying her a little more than half what he had been paying before. 

When she first came to Packingtown, Marija would have scorned such work as this. She was 

in another canning factory, and her work was to trim the meat of those diseased cattle that Jurgis 

had been told about not long before. She was shut up in one of the rooms where the people 

seldom saw the daylight; beneath her were the chilling rooms, where the meat was frozen, and 

above her were the cooking rooms; and so she stood on an ice-cold floor, while her head was 

often so hot that she could scarcely breathe. Trimming beef off the bones by the hundred-weight, 

while standing up from early morning till late at night, with heavy boots on and the floor always 

damp and full of puddles, liable to be thrown out of work indefinitely because of a slackening in 

the trade, liable again to be kept overtime in rush seasons, and be worked till she trembled in 

every nerve and lost her grip on her slimy knife, and gave herself a poisoned wound—that was 

the new life that unfolded itself before Marija. But because Marija was a human horse she 

merely laughed and went at it; it would enable her to pay her board again, and keep the family 

going. And as for Tamoszius—well, they had waited a long time, and they could wait a little 

longer. They could not possibly get along upon his wages alone, and the family could not live 

without hers. He could come and visit her, and sit in the kitchen and hold her hand, and he must 

manage to be content with that. But day by day the music of Tamoszius’ violin became more 

passionate and heartbreaking; and Marija would sit with her hands clasped and her cheeks wet 

and all her body a-tremble, hearing in the wailing melodies the voices of the unborn generations 

which cried out in her for life. 

Marija’s lesson came just in time to save Ona from a similar fate. Ona, too, was dissatisfied 

with her place, and had far more reason than Marija. She did not tell half of her story at home, 

because she saw it was a torment to Jurgis, and she was afraid of what he might do. For a long 

time Ona had seen that Miss Henderson, the forelady in her department, did not like her. At first 

she thought it was the old-time mistake she had made in asking for a holiday to get married. 

Then she concluded it must be because she did not give the forelady a present occasionally—she 

was the kind that took presents from the girls, Ona learned, and made all sorts of discriminations 

in favor of those who gave them. In the end, however, Ona discovered that it was even worse 

than that. Miss Henderson was a newcomer, and it was some time before rumor made her out; 

but finally it transpired that she was a kept woman, the former mistress of the superintendent of a 

department in the same building. He had put her there to keep her quiet, it seemed—and that not 

altogether with success, for once or twice they had been heard quarreling. She had the temper of 

a hyena, and soon the place she ran was a witch’s caldron. There were some of the girls who 

were of her own sort, who were willing to toady to her and flatter her; and these would carry 

tales about the rest, and so the furies were unchained in the place. Worse than this, the woman 

lived in a bawdy-house downtown, with a coarse, red-faced Irishman named Connor, who was 

the boss of the loading-gang outside, and would make free with the girls as they went to and 

from their work. In the slack seasons some of them would go with Miss Henderson to this house 



downtown—in fact, it would not be too much to say that she managed her department at 

Brown’s in conjunction with it. Sometimes women from the house would be given places 

alongside of decent girls, and after other decent girls had been turned off to make room for them. 

When you worked in this woman’s department the house downtown was never out of your 

thoughts all day—there were always whiffs of it to be caught, like the odor of the Packingtown 

rendering plants at night, when the wind shifted suddenly. There would be stories about it going 

the rounds; the girls opposite you would be telling them and winking at you. In such a place Ona 

would not have stayed a day, but for starvation; and, as it was, she was never sure that she could 

stay the next day. She understood now that the real reason that Miss Henderson hated her was 

that she was a decent married girl; and she knew that the talebearers and the toadies hated her for 

the same reason, and were doing their best to make her life miserable. 

But there was no place a girl could go in Packingtown, if she was particular about things of 

this sort; there was no place in it where a prostitute could not get along better than a decent girl. 

Here was a population, low-class and mostly foreign, hanging always on the verge of starvation, 

and dependent for its opportunities of life upon the whim of men every bit as brutal and 

unscrupulous as the old-time slave drivers; under such circumstances immorality was exactly as 

inevitable, and as prevalent, as it was under the system of chattel slavery. Things that were quite 

unspeakable went on there in the packing houses all the time, and were taken for granted by 

everybody; only they did not show, as in the old slavery times, because there was no difference 

in color between master and slave. 

One morning Ona stayed home, and Jurgis had the man-doctor, according to his whim, and 

she was safely delivered of a fine baby. It was an enormous big boy, and Ona was such a tiny 

creature herself, that it seemed quite incredible. Jurgis would stand and gaze at the stranger by 

the hour, unable to believe that it had really happened. 

The coming of this boy was a decisive event with Jurgis. It made him irrevocably a family 

man; it killed the last lingering impulse that he might have had to go out in the evenings and sit 

and talk with the men in the saloons. There was nothing he cared for now so much as to sit and 

look at the baby. This was very curious, for Jurgis had never been interested in babies before. 

But then, this was a very unusual sort of a baby. He had the brightest little black eyes, and little 

black ringlets all over his head; he was the living image of his father, everybody said—and 

Jurgis found this a fascinating circumstance. It was sufficiently perplexing that this tiny mite of 

life should have come into the world at all in the manner that it had; that it should have come 

with a comical imitation of its father’s nose was simply uncanny. 

Perhaps, Jurgis thought, this was intended to signify that it was his baby; that it was his and 

Ona’s, to care for all its life. Jurgis had never possessed anything nearly so interesting—a baby 

was, when you came to think about it, assuredly a marvelous possession. It would grow up to be 

a man, a human soul, with a personality all its own, a will of its own! Such thoughts would keep 

haunting Jurgis, filling him with all sorts of strange and almost painful excitements. He was 

wonderfully proud of little Antanas; he was curious about all the details of him—the washing 

and the dressing and the eating and the sleeping of him, and asked all sorts of absurd questions. It 

took him quite a while to get over his alarm at the incredible shortness of the little creature’s 

legs. 

Jurgis had, alas, very little time to see his baby; he never felt the chains about him more than 

just then. When he came home at night, the baby would be asleep, and it would be the merest 

chance if he awoke before Jurgis had to go to sleep himself. Then in the morning there was no 



time to look at him, so really the only chance the father had was on Sundays. This was more 

cruel yet for Ona, who ought to have stayed home and nursed him, the doctor said, for her own 

health as well as the baby’s; but Ona had to go to work, and leave him for Teta Elzbieta to feed 

upon the pale blue poison that was called milk at the corner grocery. Ona’s confinement lost her 

only a week’s wages—she would go to the factory the second Monday, and the best that Jurgis 

could persuade her was to ride in the car, and let him run along behind and help her to Brown’s 

when she alighted. After that it would be all right, said Ona, it was no strain sitting still sewing 

hams all day; and if she waited longer she might find that her dreadful forelady had put some one 

else in her place. That would be a greater calamity than ever now, Ona continued, on account of 

the baby. They would all have to work harder now on his account. It was such a responsibility—

they must not have the baby grow up to suffer as they had. And this indeed had been the first 

thing that Jurgis had thought of himself—he had clenched his hands and braced himself anew for 

the struggle, for the sake of that tiny mite of human possibility. 

And so Ona went back to Brown’s and saved her place and a week’s wages; and so she gave 

herself some one of the thousand ailments that women group under the title of “womb trouble,” 

and was never again a well person as long as she lived. It is difficult to convey in words all that 

this meant to Ona; it seemed such a slight offense, and the punishment was so out of all 

proportion, that neither she nor any one else ever connected the two. “Womb trouble” to Ona did 

not mean a specialist’s diagnosis, and a course of treatment, and perhaps an operation or two; it 

meant simply headaches and pains in the back, and depression and heartsickness, and neuralgia 

when she had to go to work in the rain. The great majority of the women who worked in 

Packingtown suffered in the same way, and from the same cause, so it was not deemed a thing to 

see the doctor about; instead Ona would try patent medicines, one after another, as her friends 

told her about them. As these all contained alcohol, or some other stimulant, she found that they 

all did her good while she took them; and so she was always chasing the phantom of good health, 

and losing it because she was too poor to continue. 

  



CHAPTER XI 

During the summer the packing houses were in full activity again, and Jurgis made more 

money. He did not make so much, however, as he had the previous summer, for the packers took 

on more hands. There were new men every week, it seemed—it was a regular system; and this 

number they would keep over to the next slack season, so that every one would have less than 

ever. Sooner or later, by this plan, they would have all the floating labor of Chicago trained to do 

their work. And how very cunning a trick was that! The men were to teach new hands, who 

would some day come and break their strike; and meantime they were kept so poor that they 

could not prepare for the trial! 

But let no one suppose that this superfluity of employees meant easier work for any one! On 

the contrary, the speeding-up seemed to be growing more savage all the time; they were 

continually inventing new devices to crowd the work on—it was for all the world like the 

thumbscrew of the mediæval torture chamber. They would get new pacemakers and pay them 

more; they would drive the men on with new machinery—it was said that in the hog-killing 

rooms the speed at which the hogs moved was determined by clockwork, and that it was 

increased a little every day. In piecework they would reduce the time, requiring the same work in 

a shorter time, and paying the same wages; and then, after the workers had accustomed 

themselves to this new speed, they would reduce the rate of payment to correspond with the 

reduction in time! They had done this so often in the canning establishments that the girls were 

fairly desperate; their wages had gone down by a full third in the past two years, and a storm of 

discontent was brewing that was likely to break any day. Only a month after Marija had become 

a beef-trimmer the canning factory that she had left posted a cut that would divide the girls’ 

earnings almost squarely in half; and so great was the indignation at this that they marched out 

without even a parley, and organized in the street outside. One of the girls had read somewhere 

that a red flag was the proper symbol for oppressed workers, and so they mounted one, and 

paraded all about the yards, yelling with rage. A new union was the result of this outburst, but 

the impromptu strike went to pieces in three days, owing to the rush of new labor. At the end of 

it the girl who had carried the red flag went downtown and got a position in a great department 

store, at a salary of two dollars and a half a week. 

Jurgis and Ona heard these stories with dismay, for there was no telling when their own time 

might come. Once or twice there had been rumors that one of the big houses was going to cut its 

unskilled men to fifteen cents an hour, and Jurgis knew that if this was done, his turn would 

come soon. He had learned by this time that Packingtown was really not a number of firms at all, 

but one great firm, the Beef Trust. And every week the managers of it got together and compared 

notes, and there was one scale for all the workers in the yards and one standard of efficiency. 

Jurgis was told that they also fixed the price they would pay for beef on the hoof and the price of 

all dressed meat in the country; but that was something he did not understand or care about. 

The only one who was not afraid of a cut was Marija, who congratulated herself, somewhat 

naïvely, that there had been one in her place only a short time before she came. Marija was 

getting to be a skilled beef-trimmer, and was mounting to the heights again. During the summer 

and fall Jurgis and Ona managed to pay her back the last penny they owed her, and so she began 

to have a bank account. Tamoszius had a bank account also, and they ran a race, and began to 

figure upon household expenses once more. 

The possession of vast wealth entails cares and responsibilities, however, as poor Marija found 

out. She had taken the advice of a friend and invested her savings in a bank on Ashland Avenue. 



Of course she knew nothing about it, except that it was big and imposing—what possible chance 

has a poor foreign working girl to understand the banking business, as it is conducted in this land 

of frenzied finance? So Marija lived in a continual dread lest something should happen to her 

bank, and would go out of her way mornings to make sure that it was still there. Her principal 

thought was of fire, for she had deposited her money in bills, and was afraid that if they were 

burned up the bank would not give her any others. Jurgis made fun of her for this, for he was a 

man and was proud of his superior knowledge, telling her that the bank had fireproof vaults, and 

all its millions of dollars hidden safely away in them. 

However, one morning Marija took her usual detour, and, to her horror and dismay, saw a 

crowd of people in front of the bank, filling the avenue solid for half a block. All the blood went 

out of her face for terror. She broke into a run, shouting to the people to ask what was the matter, 

but not stopping to hear what they answered, till she had come to where the throng was so dense 

that she could no longer advance. There was a “run on the bank,” they told her then, but she did 

not know what that was, and turned from one person to another, trying in an agony of fear to 

make out what they meant. Had something gone wrong with the bank? Nobody was sure, but 

they thought so. Couldn’t she get her money? There was no telling; the people were afraid not, 

and they were all trying to get it. It was too early yet to tell anything—the bank would not open 

for nearly three hours. So in a frenzy of despair Marija began to claw her way toward the doors 

of this building, through a throng of men, women, and children, all as excited as herself. It was a 

scene of wild confusion, women shrieking and wringing their hands and fainting, and men 

fighting and trampling down everything in their way. In the midst of the mêlée Marija 

recollected that she did not have her bankbook, and could not get her money anyway, so she 

fought her way out and started on a run for home. This was fortunate for her, for a few minutes 

later the police reserves arrived. 

In half an hour Marija was back, Teta Elzbieta with her, both of them breathless with running 

and sick with fear. The crowd was now formed in a line, extending for several blocks, with half a 

hundred policemen keeping guard, and so there was nothing for them to do but to take their 

places at the end of it. At nine o’clock the bank opened and began to pay the waiting throng; but 

then, what good did that do Marija, who saw three thousand people before her—enough to take 

out the last penny of a dozen banks? 

To make matters worse a drizzling rain came up, and soaked them to the skin; yet all the 

morning they stood there, creeping slowly toward the goal—all the afternoon they stood there, 

heartsick, seeing that the hour of closing was coming, and that they were going to be left out. 

Marija made up her mind that, come what might, she would stay there and keep her place; but as 

nearly all did the same, all through the long, cold night, she got very little closer to the bank for 

that. Toward evening Jurgis came; he had heard the story from the children, and he brought some 

food and dry wraps, which made it a little easier. 

The next morning, before daybreak, came a bigger crowd than ever, and more policemen from 

downtown. Marija held on like grim death, and toward afternoon she got into the bank and got 

her money—all in big silver dollars, a handkerchief full. When she had once got her hands on 

them her fear vanished, and she wanted to put them back again; but the man at the window was 

savage, and said that the bank would receive no more deposits from those who had taken part in 

the run. So Marija was forced to take her dollars home with her, watching to right and left, 

expecting every instant that some one would try to rob her; and when she got home she was not 

much better off. Until she could find another bank there was nothing to do but sew them up in 

her clothes, and so Marija went about for a week or more, loaded down with bullion, and afraid 



to cross the street in front of the house, because Jurgis told her she would sink out of sight in the 

mud. Weighted this way she made her way to the yards, again in fear, this time to see if she had 

lost her place; but fortunately about ten per cent of the working people of Packingtown had been 

depositors in that bank, and it was not convenient to discharge that many at once. The cause of 

the panic had been the attempt of a policeman to arrest a drunken man in a saloon next door, 

which had drawn a crowd at the hour the people were on their way to work, and so started the 

“run.” 

About this time Jurgis and Ona also began a bank account. Besides having paid Jonas and 

Marija, they had almost paid for their furniture, and could have that little sum to count on. So 

long as each of them could bring home nine or ten dollars a week, they were able to get along 

finely. Also election day came round again, and Jurgis made half a week’s wages out of that, all 

net profit. It was a very close election that year, and the echoes of the battle reached even to 

Packingtown. The two rival sets of grafters hired halls and set off fireworks and made speeches, 

to try to get the people interested in the matter. Although Jurgis did not understand it all, he knew 

enough by this time to realize that it was not supposed to be right to sell your vote. However, as 

every one did it, and his refusal to join would not have made the slightest difference in the 

results, the idea of refusing would have seemed absurd, had it ever come into his head. 

Now chill winds and shortening days began to warn them that the winter was coming again. It 

seemed as if the respite had been too short—they had not had time enough to get ready for it; but 

still it came, inexorably, and the hunted look began to come back into the eyes of little 

Stanislovas. The prospect struck fear to the heart of Jurgis also, for he knew that Ona was not fit 

to face the cold and the snowdrifts this year. And suppose that some day when a blizzard struck 

them and the cars were not running, Ona should have to give up, and should come the next day 

to find that her place had been given to some one who lived nearer and could be depended on? 

It was the week before Christmas that the first storm came, and then the soul of Jurgis rose up 

within him like a sleeping lion. There were four days that the Ashland Avenue cars were stalled, 

and in those days, for the first time in his life, Jurgis knew what it was to be really opposed. He 

had faced difficulties before, but they had been child’s play; now there was a death struggle, and 

all the furies were unchained within him. The first morning they set out two hours before dawn, 

Ona wrapped all in blankets and tossed upon his shoulder like a sack of meal, and the little boy, 

bundled nearly out of sight, hanging by his coat-tails. There was a raging blast beating in his 

face, and the thermometer stood below zero; the snow was never short of his knees, and in some 

of the drifts it was nearly up to his armpits. It would catch his feet and try to trip him; it would 

build itself into a wall before him to beat him back; and he would fling himself into it, plunging 

like a wounded buffalo, puffing and snorting in rage. So foot by foot he drove his way, and when 

at last he came to Durham’s he was staggering and almost blind, and leaned against a pillar, 

gasping, and thanking God that the cattle came late to the killing beds that day. In the evening 

the same thing had to be done again; and because Jurgis could not tell what hour of the night he 

would get off, he got a saloon-keeper to let Ona sit and wait for him in a corner. Once it was 

eleven o’clock at night, and black as the pit, but still they got home. 

That blizzard knocked many a man out, for the crowd outside begging for work was never 

greater, and the packers would not wait long for any one. When it was over, the soul of Jurgis 

was a song, for he had met the enemy and conquered, and felt himself the master of his fate.—So 

it might be with some monarch of the forest that has vanquished his foes in fair fight, and then 

falls into some cowardly trap in the night-time. 



A time of peril on the killing beds was when a steer broke loose. Sometimes, in the haste of 

speeding-up, they would dump one of the animals out on the floor before it was fully stunned, 

and it would get upon its feet and run amuck. Then there would be a yell of warning—the men 

would drop everything and dash for the nearest pillar, slipping here and there on the floor, and 

tumbling over each other. This was bad enough in the summer, when a man could see; in 

wintertime it was enough to make your hair stand up, for the room would be so full of steam that 

you could not make anything out five feet in front of you. To be sure, the steer was generally 

blind and frantic, and not especially bent on hurting any one; but think of the chances of running 

upon a knife, while nearly every man had one in his hand! And then, to cap the climax, the floor 

boss would come rushing up with a rifle and begin blazing away! 

It was in one of these mêlées that Jurgis fell into his trap. That is the only word to describe it; 

it was so cruel, and so utterly not to be foreseen. At first he hardly noticed it, it was such a slight 

accident—simply that in leaping out of the way he turned his ankle. There was a twinge of pain, 

but Jurgis was used to pain, and did not coddle himself. When he came to walk home, however, 

he realized that it was hurting him a great deal; and in the morning his ankle was swollen out 

nearly double its size, and he could not get his foot into his shoe. Still, even then, he did nothing 

more than swear a little, and wrapped his foot in old rags, and hobbled out to take the car. It 

chanced to be a rush day at Durham’s, and all the long morning he limped about with his aching 

foot; by noontime the pain was so great that it made him faint, and after a couple of hours in the 

afternoon he was fairly beaten, and had to tell the boss. They sent for the company doctor, and he 

examined the foot and told Jurgis to go home to bed, adding that he had probably laid himself up 

for months by his folly. The injury was not one that Durham and Company could be held 

responsible for, and so that was all there was to it, so far as the doctor was concerned. 

Jurgis got home somehow, scarcely able to see for the pain, and with an awful terror in his 

soul, Elzbieta helped him into bed and bandaged his injured foot with cold water and tried hard 

not to let him see her dismay; when the rest came home at night she met them outside and told 

them, and they, too, put on a cheerful face, saying it would only be for a week or two, and that 

they would pull him through. 

When they had gotten him to sleep, however, they sat by the kitchen fire and talked it over in 

frightened whispers. They were in for a siege, that was plainly to be seen. Jurgis had only about 

sixty dollars in the bank, and the slack season was upon them. Both Jonas and Marija might soon 

be earning no more than enough to pay their board, and besides that there were only the wages of 

Ona and the pittance of the little boy. There was the rent to pay, and still some on the furniture; 

there was the insurance just due, and every month there was sack after sack of coal. It was 

January, midwinter, an awful time to have to face privation. Deep snows would come again, and 

who would carry Ona to her work now? She might lose her place—she was almost certain to lose 

it. And then little Stanislovas began to whimper—who would take care of him? 

It was dreadful that an accident of this sort, that no man can help, should have meant such 

suffering. The bitterness of it was the daily food and drink of Jurgis. It was of no use for them to 

try to deceive him; he knew as much about the situation as they did, and he knew that the family 

might literally starve to death. The worry of it fairly ate him up—he began to look haggard the 

first two or three days of it. In truth, it was almost maddening for a strong man like him, a 

fighter, to have to lie there helpless on his back. It was for all the world the old story of 

Prometheus bound. As Jurgis lay on his bed, hour after hour there came to him emotions that he 

had never known before. Before this he had met life with a welcome—it had its trials, but none 

that a man could not face. But now, in the nighttime, when he lay tossing about, there would 



come stalking into his chamber a grisly phantom, the sight of which made his flesh curl and his 

hair to bristle up. It was like seeing the world fall away from underneath his feet; like plunging 

down into a bottomless abyss into yawning caverns of despair. It might be true, then, after all, 

what others had told him about life, that the best powers of a man might not be equal to it! It 

might be true that, strive as he would, toil as he would, he might fail, and go down and be 

destroyed! The thought of this was like an icy hand at his heart; the thought that here, in this 

ghastly home of all horror, he and all those who were dear to him might lie and perish of 

starvation and cold, and there would be no ear to hear their cry, no hand to help them! It was 

true, it was true,—that here in this huge city, with its stores of heaped-up wealth, human 

creatures might be hunted down and destroyed by the wild-beast powers of nature, just as truly 

as ever they were in the days of the cave men! 

Ona was now making about thirty dollars a month, and Stanislovas about thirteen. To add to 

this there was the board of Jonas and Marija, about forty-five dollars. Deducting from this the 

rent, interest, and installments on the furniture, they had left sixty dollars, and deducting the coal, 

they had fifty. They did without everything that human beings could do without; they went in old 

and ragged clothing, that left them at the mercy of the cold, and when the children’s shoes wore 

out, they tied them up with string. Half invalid as she was, Ona would do herself harm by 

walking in the rain and cold when she ought to have ridden; they bought literally nothing but 

food—and still they could not keep alive on fifty dollars a month. They might have done it, if 

only they could have gotten pure food, and at fair prices; or if only they had known what to get—

if they had not been so pitifully ignorant! But they had come to a new country, where everything 

was different, including the food. They had always been accustomed to eat a great deal of 

smoked sausage, and how could they know that what they bought in America was not the 

same—that its color was made by chemicals, and its smoky flavor by more chemicals, and that it 

was full of “potato flour” besides? Potato flour is the waste of potato after the starch and alcohol 

have been extracted; it has no more food value than so much wood, and as its use as a food 

adulterant is a penal offense in Europe, thousands of tons of it are shipped to America every 

year. It was amazing what quantities of food such as this were needed every day, by eleven 

hungry persons. A dollar sixty-five a day was simply not enough to feed them, and there was no 

use trying; and so each week they made an inroad upon the pitiful little bank account that Ona 

had begun. Because the account was in her name, it was possible for her to keep this a secret 

from her husband, and to keep the heartsickness of it for her own. 

It would have been better if Jurgis had been really ill; if he had not been able to think. For he 

had no resources such as most invalids have; all he could do was to lie there and toss about from 

side to side. Now and then he would break into cursing, regardless of everything; and now and 

then his impatience would get the better of him, and he would try to get up, and poor Teta 

Elzbieta would have to plead with him in a frenzy. Elzbieta was all alone with him the greater 

part of the time. She would sit and smooth his forehead by the hour, and talk to him and try to 

make him forget. Sometimes it would be too cold for the children to go to school, and they 

would have to play in the kitchen, where Jurgis was, because it was the only room that was half 

warm. These were dreadful times, for Jurgis would get as cross as any bear; he was scarcely to 

be blamed, for he had enough to worry him, and it was hard when he was trying to take a nap to 

be kept awake by noisy and peevish children. 

Elzbieta’s only resource in those times was little Antanas; indeed, it would be hard to say how 

they could have gotten along at all if it had not been for little Antanas. It was the one consolation 

of Jurgis’ long imprisonment that now he had time to look at his baby. Teta Elzbieta would put 



the clothes-basket in which the baby slept alongside of his mattress, and Jurgis would lie upon 

one elbow and watch him by the hour, imagining things. Then little Antanas would open his 

eyes—he was beginning to take notice of things now; and he would smile—how he would smile! 

So Jurgis would begin to forget and be happy because he was in a world where there was a thing 

so beautiful as the smile of little Antanas, and because such a world could not but be good at the 

heart of it. He looked more like his father every hour, Elzbieta would say, and said it many times 

a day, because she saw that it pleased Jurgis; the poor little terror-stricken woman was planning 

all day and all night to soothe the prisoned giant who was intrusted to her care. Jurgis, who knew 

nothing about the age-long and everlasting hypocrisy of woman, would take the bait and grin 

with delight; and then he would hold his finger in front of little Antanas’ eyes, and move it this 

way and that, and laugh with glee to see the baby follow it. There is no pet quite so fascinating as 

a baby; he would look into Jurgis’ face with such uncanny seriousness, and Jurgis would start 

and cry: “Palauk! Look, Muma, he knows his papa! He does, he does! Tu mano szirdele, the 

little rascal!” 

  



CHAPTER XII 

For three weeks after his injury Jurgis never got up from bed. It was a very obstinate sprain; 

the swelling would not go down, and the pain still continued. At the end of that time, however, 

he could contain himself no longer, and began trying to walk a little every day, laboring to 

persuade himself that he was better. No arguments could stop him, and three or four days later he 

declared that he was going back to work. He limped to the cars and got to Brown’s, where he 

found that the boss had kept his place—that is, was willing to turn out into the snow the poor 

devil he had hired in the meantime. Every now and then the pain would force Jurgis to stop 

work, but he stuck it out till nearly an hour before closing. Then he was forced to acknowledge 

that he could not go on without fainting; it almost broke his heart to do it, and he stood leaning 

against a pillar and weeping like a child. Two of the men had to help him to the car, and when he 

got out he had to sit down and wait in the snow till some one came along. 

So they put him to bed again, and sent for the doctor, as they ought to have done in the 

beginning. It transpired that he had twisted a tendon out of place, and could never have gotten 

well without attention. Then he gripped the sides of the bed, and shut his teeth together, and 

turned white with agony, while the doctor pulled and wrenched away at his swollen ankle. When 

finally the doctor left, he told him that he would have to lie quiet for two months, and that if he 

went to work before that time he might lame himself for life. 

Three days later there came another heavy snowstorm, and Jonas and Marija and Ona and little 

Stanislovas all set out together, an hour before daybreak, to try to get to the yards. About noon 

the last two came back, the boy screaming with pain. His fingers were all frosted, it seemed. 

They had had to give up trying to get to the yards, and had nearly perished in a drift. All that they 

knew how to do was to hold the frozen fingers near the fire, and so little Stanislovas spent most 

of the day dancing about in horrible agony, till Jurgis flew into a passion of nervous rage and 

swore like a madman, declaring that he would kill him if he did not stop. All that day and night 

the family was half-crazed with fear that Ona and the boy had lost their places; and in the 

morning they set out earlier than ever, after the little fellow had been beaten with a stick by 

Jurgis. There could be no trifling in a case like this, it was a matter of life and death; little 

Stanislovas could not be expected to realize that he might a great deal better freeze in the 

snowdrift than lose his job at the lard machine. Ona was quite certain that she would find her 

place gone, and was all unnerved when she finally got to Brown’s, and found that the forelady 

herself had failed to come, and was therefore compelled to be lenient. 

One of the consequences of this episode was that the first joints of three of the little boy’s 

fingers were permanently disabled, and another that thereafter he always had to be beaten before 

he set out to work, whenever there was fresh snow on the ground. Jurgis was called upon to do 

the beating, and as it hurt his foot he did it with a vengeance; but it did not tend to add to the 

sweetness of his temper. They say that the best dog will turn cross if he be kept chained all the 

time, and it was the same with the man; he had not a thing to do all day but lie and curse his fate, 

and the time came when he wanted to curse everything. 

This was never for very long, however, for when Ona began to cry, Jurgis could not stay 

angry. The poor fellow looked like a homeless ghost, with his cheeks sunken in and his long 

black hair straggling into his eyes; he was too discouraged to cut it, or to think about his 

appearance. His muscles were wasting away, and what were left were soft and flabby. He had no 

appetite, and they could not afford to tempt him with delicacies. It was better, he said, that he 



should not eat, it was a saving. About the end of March he had got hold of Ona’s bankbook, and 

learned that there was only three dollars left to them in the world. 

But perhaps the worst of the consequences of this long siege was that they lost another 

member of their family; Brother Jonas disappeared. One Saturday night he did not come home, 

and thereafter all their efforts to get trace of him were futile. It was said by the boss at Durham’s 

that he had gotten his week’s money and left there. That might not be true, of course, for 

sometimes they would say that when a man had been killed; it was the easiest way out of it for 

all concerned. When, for instance, a man had fallen into one of the rendering tanks and had been 

made into pure leaf lard and peerless fertilizer, there was no use letting the fact out and making 

his family unhappy. More probable, however, was the theory that Jonas had deserted them, and 

gone on the road, seeking happiness. He had been discontented for a long time, and not without 

some cause. He paid good board, and was yet obliged to live in a family where nobody had 

enough to eat. And Marija would keep giving them all her money, and of course he could not but 

feel that he was called upon to do the same. Then there were crying brats, and all sorts of misery; 

a man would have had to be a good deal of a hero to stand it all without grumbling, and Jonas 

was not in the least a hero—he was simply a weatherbeaten old fellow who liked to have a good 

supper and sit in the corner by the fire and smoke his pipe in peace before he went to bed. Here 

there was not room by the fire, and through the winter the kitchen had seldom been warm enough 

for comfort. So, with the springtime, what was more likely than that the wild idea of escaping 

had come to him? Two years he had been yoked like a horse to a half-ton truck in Durham’s dark 

cellars, with never a rest, save on Sundays and four holidays in the year, and with never a word 

of thanks—only kicks and blows and curses, such as no decent dog would have stood. And now 

the winter was over, and the spring winds were blowing—and with a day’s walk a man might put 

the smoke of Packingtown behind him forever, and be where the grass was green and the flowers 

all the colors of the rainbow! 

But now the income of the family was cut down more than one-third, and the food demand 

was cut only one-eleventh, so that they were worse off than ever. Also they were borrowing 

money from Marija, and eating up her bank account, and spoiling once again her hopes of 

marriage and happiness. And they were even going into debt to Tamoszius Kuszleika and letting 

him impoverish himself. Poor Tamoszius was a man without any relatives, and with a wonderful 

talent besides, and he ought to have made money and prospered; but he had fallen in love, and so 

given hostages to fortune, and was doomed to be dragged down too. 

So it was finally decided that two more of the children would have to leave school. Next to 

Stanislovas, who was now fifteen, there was a girl, little Kotrina, who was two years younger, 

and then two boys, Vilimas, who was eleven, and Nikalojus, who was ten. Both of these last 

were bright boys, and there was no reason why their family should starve when tens of thousands 

of children no older were earning their own livings. So one morning they were given a quarter 

apiece and a roll with a sausage in it, and, with their minds top-heavy with good advice, were 

sent out to make their way to the city and learn to sell newspapers. They came back late at night 

in tears, having walked for the five or six miles to report that a man had offered to take them to a 

place where they sold newspapers, and had taken their money and gone into a store to get them, 

and nevermore been seen. So they both received a whipping, and the next morning set out again. 

This time they found the newspaper place, and procured their stock; and after wandering about 

till nearly noontime, saying “Paper?” to every one they saw, they had all their stock taken away 

and received a thrashing besides from a big newsman upon whose territory they had trespassed. 



Fortunately, however, they had already sold some papers, and came back with nearly as much as 

they started with. 

After a week of mishaps such as these, the two little fellows began to learn the ways of the 

trade—the names of the different papers, and how many of each to get, and what sort of people 

to offer them to, and where to go and where to stay away from. After this, leaving home at four 

o’clock in the morning, and running about the streets, first with morning papers and then with 

evening, they might come home late at night with twenty or thirty cents apiece—possibly as 

much as forty cents. From this they had to deduct their carfare, since the distance was so great; 

but after a while they made friends, and learned still more, and then they would save their 

carfare. They would get on a car when the conductor was not looking, and hide in the crowd; and 

three times out of four he would not ask for their fares, either not seeing them, or thinking they 

had already paid; or if he did ask, they would hunt through their pockets, and then begin to cry, 

and either have their fares paid by some kind old lady, or else try the trick again on a new car. 

All this was fair play, they felt. Whose fault was it that at the hours when workingmen were 

going to their work and back, the cars were so crowded that the conductors could not collect all 

the fares? And besides, the companies were thieves, people said—had stolen all their franchises 

with the help of scoundrelly politicians! 

Now that the winter was by, and there was no more danger of snow, and no more coal to buy, 

and another room warm enough to put the children into when they cried, and enough money to 

get along from week to week with, Jurgis was less terrible than he had been. A man can get used 

to anything in the course of time, and Jurgis had gotten used to lying about the house. Ona saw 

this, and was very careful not to destroy his peace of mind, by letting him know how very much 

pain she was suffering. It was now the time of the spring rains, and Ona had often to ride to her 

work, in spite of the expense; she was getting paler every day, and sometimes, in spite of her 

good resolutions, it pained her that Jurgis did not notice it. She wondered if he cared for her as 

much as ever, if all this misery was not wearing out his love. She had to be away from him all 

the time, and bear her own troubles while he was bearing his; and then, when she came home, 

she was so worn out; and whenever they talked they had only their worries to talk of—truly it 

was hard, in such a life, to keep any sentiment alive. The woe of this would flame up in Ona 

sometimes—at night she would suddenly clasp her big husband in her arms and break into 

passionate weeping, demanding to know if he really loved her. Poor Jurgis, who had in truth 

grown more matter-of-fact, under the endless pressure of penury, would not know what to make 

of these things, and could only try to recollect when he had last been cross; and so Ona would 

have to forgive him and sob herself to sleep. 

The latter part of April Jurgis went to see the doctor, and was given a bandage to lace about 

his ankle, and told that he might go back to work. It needed more than the permission of the 

doctor, however, for when he showed up on the killing floor of Brown’s, he was told by the 

foreman that it had not been possible to keep his job for him. Jurgis knew that this meant simply 

that the foreman had found some one else to do the work as well and did not want to bother to 

make a change. He stood in the doorway, looking mournfully on, seeing his friends and 

companions at work, and feeling like an outcast. Then he went out and took his place with the 

mob of the unemployed. 

This time, however, Jurgis did not have the same fine confidence, nor the same reason for it. 

He was no longer the finest-looking man in the throng, and the bosses no longer made for him; 

he was thin and haggard, and his clothes were seedy, and he looked miserable. And there were 

hundreds who looked and felt just like him, and who had been wandering about Packingtown for 



months begging for work. This was a critical time in Jurgis’ life, and if he had been a weaker 

man he would have gone the way the rest did. Those out-of-work wretches would stand about the 

packing houses every morning till the police drove them away, and then they would scatter 

among the saloons. Very few of them had the nerve to face the rebuffs that they would encounter 

by trying to get into the buildings to interview the bosses; if they did not get a chance in the 

morning, there would be nothing to do but hang about the saloons the rest of the day and night. 

Jurgis was saved from all this—partly, to be sure, because it was pleasant weather, and there was 

no need to be indoors; but mainly because he carried with him always the pitiful little face of his 

wife. He must get work, he told himself, fighting the battle with despair every hour of the day. 

He must get work! He must have a place again and some money saved up, before the next winter 

came. 

But there was no work for him. He sought out all the members of his union—Jurgis had stuck 

to the union through all this—and begged them to speak a word for him. He went to every one he 

knew, asking for a chance, there or anywhere. He wandered all day through the buildings; and in 

a week or two, when he had been all over the yards, and into every room to which he had access, 

and learned that there was not a job anywhere, he persuaded himself that there might have been a 

change in the places he had first visited, and began the round all over; till finally the watchmen 

and the “spotters” of the companies came to know him by sight and to order him out with threats. 

Then there was nothing more for him to do but go with the crowd in the morning, and keep in the 

front row and look eager, and when he failed, go back home, and play with little Kotrina and the 

baby. 

The peculiar bitterness of all this was that Jurgis saw so plainly the meaning of it. In the 

beginning he had been fresh and strong, and he had gotten a job the first day; but now he was 

second-hand, a damaged article, so to speak, and they did not want him. They had got the best of 

him—they had worn him out, with their speeding-up and their carelessness, and now they had 

thrown him away! And Jurgis would make the acquaintance of others of these unemployed men 

and find that they had all had the same experience. There were some, of course, who had 

wandered in from other places, who had been ground up in other mills; there were others who 

were out from their own fault—some, for instance, who had not been able to stand the awful 

grind without drink. The vast majority, however, were simply the worn-out parts of the great 

merciless packing machine; they had toiled there, and kept up with the pace, some of them for 

ten or twenty years, until finally the time had come when they could not keep up with it any 

more. Some had been frankly told that they were too old, that a sprier man was needed; others 

had given occasion, by some act of carelessness or incompetence; with most, however, the 

occasion had been the same as with Jurgis. They had been overworked and underfed so long, and 

finally some disease had laid them on their backs; or they had cut themselves, and had blood 

poisoning, or met with some other accident. When a man came back after that, he would get his 

place back only by the courtesy of the boss. To this there was no exception, save when the 

accident was one for which the firm was liable; in that case they would send a slippery lawyer to 

see him, first to try to get him to sign away his claims, but if he was too smart for that, to 

promise him that he and his should always be provided with work. This promise they would 

keep, strictly and to the letter—for two years. Two years was the “statute of limitations,” and 

after that the victim could not sue. 

What happened to a man after any of these things, all depended upon the circumstances. If he 

were of the highly skilled workers, he would probably have enough saved up to tide him over. 

The best paid men, the “splitters,” made fifty cents an hour, which would be five or six dollars a 



day in the rush seasons, and one or two in the dullest. A man could live and save on that; but 

then there were only half a dozen splitters in each place, and one of them that Jurgis knew had a 

family of twenty-two children, all hoping to grow up to be splitters like their father. For an 

unskilled man, who made ten dollars a week in the rush seasons and five in the dull, it all 

depended upon his age and the number he had dependent upon him. An unmarried man could 

save, if he did not drink, and if he was absolutely selfish—that is, if he paid no heed to the 

demands of his old parents, or of his little brothers and sisters, or of any other relatives he might 

have, as well as of the members of his union, and his chums, and the people who might be 

starving to death next door. 

  



CHAPTER XIII 

During this time that Jurgis was looking for work occurred the death of little Kristoforas, one 

of the children of Teta Elzbieta. Both Kristoforas and his brother, Juozapas, were cripples, the 

latter having lost one leg by having it run over, and Kristoforas having congenital dislocation of 

the hip, which made it impossible for him ever to walk. He was the last of Teta Elzbieta’s 

children, and perhaps he had been intended by nature to let her know that she had had enough. At 

any rate he was wretchedly sick and undersized; he had the rickets, and though he was over three 

years old, he was no bigger than an ordinary child of one. All day long he would crawl around 

the floor in a filthy little dress, whining and fretting; because the floor was full of drafts he was 

always catching cold, and snuffling because his nose ran. This made him a nuisance, and a 

source of endless trouble in the family. For his mother, with unnatural perversity, loved him best 

of all her children, and made a perpetual fuss over him—would let him do anything undisturbed, 

and would burst into tears when his fretting drove Jurgis wild. 

And now he died. Perhaps it was the smoked sausage he had eaten that morning—which may 

have been made out of some of the tubercular pork that was condemned as unfit for export. At 

any rate, an hour after eating it, the child had begun to cry with pain, and in another hour he was 

rolling about on the floor in convulsions. Little Kotrina, who was all alone with him, ran out 

screaming for help, and after a while a doctor came, but not until Kristoforas had howled his last 

howl. No one was really sorry about this except poor Elzbieta, who was inconsolable. Jurgis 

announced that so far as he was concerned the child would have to be buried by the city, since 

they had no money for a funeral; and at this the poor woman almost went out of her senses, 

wringing her hands and screaming with grief and despair. Her child to be buried in a pauper’s 

grave! And her stepdaughter to stand by and hear it said without protesting! It was enough to 

make Ona’s father rise up out of his grave to rebuke her! If it had come to this, they might as 

well give up at once, and be buried all of them together! . . . In the end Marija said that she 

would help with ten dollars; and Jurgis being still obdurate, Elzbieta went in tears and begged the 

money from the neighbors, and so little Kristoforas had a mass and a hearse with white plumes 

on it, and a tiny plot in a graveyard with a wooden cross to mark the place. The poor mother was 

not the same for months after that; the mere sight of the floor where little Kristoforas had 

crawled about would make her weep. He had never had a fair chance, poor little fellow, she 

would say. He had been handicapped from his birth. If only she had heard about it in time, so 

that she might have had that great doctor to cure him of his lameness! . . . Some time ago, 

Elzbieta was told, a Chicago billionaire had paid a fortune to bring a great European surgeon 

over to cure his little daughter of the same disease from which Kristoforas had suffered. And 

because this surgeon had to have bodies to demonstrate upon, he announced that he would treat 

the children of the poor, a piece of magnanimity over which the papers became quite eloquent. 

Elzbieta, alas, did not read the papers, and no one had told her; but perhaps it was as well, for 

just then they would not have had the carfare to spare to go every day to wait upon the surgeon, 

nor for that matter anybody with the time to take the child. 

All this while that he was seeking for work, there was a dark shadow hanging over Jurgis; as if 

a savage beast were lurking somewhere in the pathway of his life, and he knew it, and yet could 

not help approaching the place. There are all stages of being out of work in Packingtown, and he 

faced in dread the prospect of reaching the lowest. There is a place that waits for the lowest 

man—the fertilizer plant! 

The men would talk about it in awe-stricken whispers. Not more than one in ten had ever 

really tried it; the other nine had contented themselves with hearsay evidence and a peep through 



the door. There were some things worse than even starving to death. They would ask Jurgis if he 

had worked there yet, and if he meant to; and Jurgis would debate the matter with himself. As 

poor as they were, and making all the sacrifices that they were, would he dare to refuse any sort 

of work that was offered to him, be it as horrible as ever it could? Would he dare to go home and 

eat bread that had been earned by Ona, weak and complaining as she was, knowing that he had 

been given a chance, and had not had the nerve to take it?—And yet he might argue that way 

with himself all day, and one glimpse into the fertilizer works would send him away again 

shuddering. He was a man, and he would do his duty; he went and made application—but surely 

he was not also required to hope for success! 

The fertilizer works of Durham’s lay away from the rest of the plant. Few visitors ever saw 

them, and the few who did would come out looking like Dante, of whom the peasants declared 

that he had been into hell. To this part of the yards came all the “tankage” and the waste products 

of all sorts; here they dried out the bones,—and in suffocating cellars where the daylight never 

came you might see men and women and children bending over whirling machines and sawing 

bits of bone into all sorts of shapes, breathing their lungs full of the fine dust, and doomed to die, 

every one of them, within a certain definite time. Here they made the blood into albumen, and 

made other foul-smelling things into things still more foul-smelling. In the corridors and caverns 

where it was done you might lose yourself as in the great caves of Kentucky. In the dust and the 

steam the electric lights would shine like far-off twinkling stars—red and blue-green and purple 

stars, according to the color of the mist and the brew from which it came. For the odors of these 

ghastly charnel houses there may be words in Lithuanian, but there are none in English. The 

person entering would have to summon his courage as for a cold-water plunge. He would go in 

like a man swimming under water; he would put his handkerchief over his face, and begin to 

cough and choke; and then, if he were still obstinate, he would find his head beginning to ring, 

and the veins in his forehead to throb, until finally he would be assailed by an overpowering blast 

of ammonia fumes, and would turn and run for his life, and come out half-dazed. 

On top of this were the rooms where they dried the “tankage,” the mass of brown stringy stuff 

that was left after the waste portions of the carcasses had had the lard and tallow dried out of 

them. This dried material they would then grind to a fine powder, and after they had mixed it up 

well with a mysterious but inoffensive brown rock which they brought in and ground up by the 

hundreds of carloads for that purpose, the substance was ready to be put into bags and sent out to 

the world as any one of a hundred different brands of standard bone phosphate. And then the 

farmer in Maine or California or Texas would buy this, at say twenty-five dollars a ton, and plant 

it with his corn; and for several days after the operation the fields would have a strong odor, and 

the farmer and his wagon and the very horses that had hauled it would all have it too. In 

Packingtown the fertilizer is pure, instead of being a flavoring, and instead of a ton or so spread 

out on several acres under the open sky, there are hundreds and thousands of tons of it in one 

building, heaped here and there in haystack piles, covering the floor several inches deep, and 

filling the air with a choking dust that becomes a blinding sandstorm when the wind stirs. 

It was to this building that Jurgis came daily, as if dragged by an unseen hand. The month of 

May was an exceptionally cool one, and his secret prayers were granted; but early in June there 

came a record-breaking hot spell, and after that there were men wanted in the fertilizer mill. 

The boss of the grinding room had come to know Jurgis by this time, and had marked him for 

a likely man; and so when he came to the door about two o’clock this breathless hot day, he felt a 

sudden spasm of pain shoot through him—the boss beckoned to him! In ten minutes more Jurgis 



had pulled off his coat and overshirt, and set his teeth together and gone to work. Here was one 

more difficulty for him to meet and conquer! 

His labor took him about one minute to learn. Before him was one of the vents of the mill in 

which the fertilizer was being ground—rushing forth in a great brown river, with a spray of the 

finest dust flung forth in clouds. Jurgis was given a shovel, and along with half a dozen others it 

was his task to shovel this fertilizer into carts. That others were at work he knew by the sound, 

and by the fact that he sometimes collided with them; otherwise they might as well not have been 

there, for in the blinding dust storm a man could not see six feet in front of his face. When he had 

filled one cart he had to grope around him until another came, and if there was none on hand he 

continued to grope till one arrived. In five minutes he was, of course, a mass of fertilizer from 

head to feet; they gave him a sponge to tie over his mouth, so that he could breathe, but the 

sponge did not prevent his lips and eyelids from caking up with it and his ears from filling solid. 

He looked like a brown ghost at twilight—from hair to shoes he became the color of the building 

and of everything in it, and for that matter a hundred yards outside it. The building had to be left 

open, and when the wind blew Durham and Company lost a great deal of fertilizer. 

Working in his shirt sleeves, and with the thermometer at over a hundred, the phosphates 

soaked in through every pore of Jurgis’ skin, and in five minutes he had a headache, and in 

fifteen was almost dazed. The blood was pounding in his brain like an engine’s throbbing; there 

was a frightful pain in the top of his skull, and he could hardly control his hands. Still, with the 

memory of his four months’ siege behind him, he fought on, in a frenzy of determination; and 

half an hour later he began to vomit—he vomited until it seemed as if his inwards must be torn 

into shreds. A man could get used to the fertilizer mill, the boss had said, if he would make up 

his mind to it; but Jurgis now began to see that it was a question of making up his stomach. 

At the end of that day of horror, he could scarcely stand. He had to catch himself now and 

then, and lean against a building and get his bearings. Most of the men, when they came out, 

made straight for a saloon—they seemed to place fertilizer and rattlesnake poison in one class. 

But Jurgis was too ill to think of drinking—he could only make his way to the street and stagger 

on to a car. He had a sense of humor, and later on, when he became an old hand, he used to think 

it fun to board a streetcar and see what happened. Now, however, he was too ill to notice it—

how the people in the car began to gasp and sputter, to put their handkerchiefs to their noses, and 

transfix him with furious glances. Jurgis only knew that a man in front of him immediately got 

up and gave him a seat; and that half a minute later the two people on each side of him got up; 

and that in a full minute the crowded car was nearly empty—those passengers who could not get 

room on the platform having gotten out to walk. 

Of course Jurgis had made his home a miniature fertilizer mill a minute after entering. The 

stuff was half an inch deep in his skin—his whole system was full of it, and it would have taken 

a week not merely of scrubbing, but of vigorous exercise, to get it out of him. As it was, he could 

be compared with nothing known to men, save that newest discovery of the savants, a substance 

which emits energy for an unlimited time, without being itself in the least diminished in power. 

He smelled so that he made all the food at the table taste, and set the whole family to vomiting; 

for himself it was three days before he could keep anything upon his stomach—he might wash 

his hands, and use a knife and fork, but were not his mouth and throat filled with the poison? 

And still Jurgis stuck it out! In spite of splitting headaches he would stagger down to the plant 

and take up his stand once more, and begin to shovel in the blinding clouds of dust. And so at the 



end of the week he was a fertilizer man for life—he was able to eat again, and though his head 

never stopped aching, it ceased to be so bad that he could not work. 

So there passed another summer. It was a summer of prosperity, all over the country, and the 

country ate generously of packing house products, and there was plenty of work for all the 

family, in spite of the packers’ efforts to keep a superfluity of labor. They were again able to pay 

their debts and to begin to save a little sum; but there were one or two sacrifices they considered 

too heavy to be made for long—it was too bad that the boys should have to sell papers at their 

age. It was utterly useless to caution them and plead with them; quite without knowing it, they 

were taking on the tone of their new environment. They were learning to swear in voluble 

English; they were learning to pick up cigar stumps and smoke them, to pass hours of their time 

gambling with pennies and dice and cigarette cards; they were learning the location of all the 

houses of prostitution on the “Lêvée,” and the names of the “madames” who kept them, and the 

days when they gave their state banquets, which the police captains and the big politicians all 

attended. If a visiting “country customer” were to ask them, they could show him which was 

“Hinkydink’s” famous saloon, and could even point out to him by name the different gamblers 

and thugs and “hold-up men” who made the place their headquarters. And worse yet, the boys 

were getting out of the habit of coming home at night. What was the use, they would ask, of 

wasting time and energy and a possible carfare riding out to the stockyards every night when the 

weather was pleasant and they could crawl under a truck or into an empty doorway and sleep 

exactly as well? So long as they brought home a half dollar for each day, what mattered it when 

they brought it? But Jurgis declared that from this to ceasing to come at all would not be a very 

long step, and so it was decided that Vilimas and Nikalojus should return to school in the fall, 

and that instead Elzbieta should go out and get some work, her place at home being taken by her 

younger daughter. 

Little Kotrina was like most children of the poor, prematurely made old; she had to take care 

of her little brother, who was a cripple, and also of the baby; she had to cook the meals and wash 

the dishes and clean house, and have supper ready when the workers came home in the evening. 

She was only thirteen, and small for her age, but she did all this without a murmur; and her 

mother went out, and after trudging a couple of days about the yards, settled down as a servant of 

a “sausage machine.” 

Elzbieta was used to working, but she found this change a hard one, for the reason that she had 

to stand motionless upon her feet from seven o’clock in the morning till half-past twelve, and 

again from one till half-past five. For the first few days it seemed to her that she could not stand 

it—she suffered almost as much as Jurgis had from the fertilizer, and would come out at 

sundown with her head fairly reeling. Besides this, she was working in one of the dark holes, by 

electric light, and the dampness, too, was deadly—there were always puddles of water on the 

floor, and a sickening odor of moist flesh in the room. The people who worked here followed the 

ancient custom of nature, whereby the ptarmigan is the color of dead leaves in the fall and of 

snow in the winter, and the chameleon, who is black when he lies upon a stump and turns green 

when he moves to a leaf. The men and women who worked in this department were precisely the 

color of the “fresh country sausage” they made. 

The sausage-room was an interesting place to visit, for two or three minutes, and provided that 

you did not look at the people; the machines were perhaps the most wonderful things in the 

entire plant. Presumably sausages were once chopped and stuffed by hand, and if so it would be 

interesting to know how many workers had been displaced by these inventions. On one side of 

the room were the hoppers, into which men shoveled loads of meat and wheelbarrows full of 



spices; in these great bowls were whirling knives that made two thousand revolutions a minute, 

and when the meat was ground fine and adulterated with potato flour, and well mixed with water, 

it was forced to the stuffing machines on the other side of the room. The latter were tended by 

women; there was a sort of spout, like the nozzle of a hose, and one of the women would take a 

long string of “casing” and put the end over the nozzle and then work the whole thing on, as one 

works on the finger of a tight glove. This string would be twenty or thirty feet long, but the 

woman would have it all on in a jiffy; and when she had several on, she would press a lever, and 

a stream of sausage meat would be shot out, taking the casing with it as it came. Thus one might 

stand and see appear, miraculously born from the machine, a wriggling snake of sausage of 

incredible length. In front was a big pan which caught these creatures, and two more women who 

seized them as fast as they appeared and twisted them into links. This was for the uninitiated the 

most perplexing work of all; for all that the woman had to give was a single turn of the wrist; and 

in some way she contrived to give it so that instead of an endless chain of sausages, one after 

another, there grew under her hands a bunch of strings, all dangling from a single center. It was 

quite like the feat of a prestidigitator—for the woman worked so fast that the eye could literally 

not follow her, and there was only a mist of motion, and tangle after tangle of sausages 

appearing. In the midst of the mist, however, the visitor would suddenly notice the tense set face, 

with the two wrinkles graven in the forehead, and the ghastly pallor of the cheeks; and then he 

would suddenly recollect that it was time he was going on. The woman did not go on; she stayed 

right there—hour after hour, day after day, year after year, twisting sausage links and racing with 

death. It was piecework, and she was apt to have a family to keep alive; and stern and ruthless 

economic laws had arranged it that she could only do this by working just as she did, with all her 

soul upon her work, and with never an instant for a glance at the well-dressed ladies and 

gentlemen who came to stare at her, as at some wild beast in a menagerie. 

  



CHAPTER XIV 

With one member trimming beef in a cannery, and another working in a sausage factory, the 

family had a first-hand knowledge of the great majority of Packingtown swindles. For it was the 

custom, as they found, whenever meat was so spoiled that it could not be used for anything else, 

either to can it or else to chop it up into sausage. With what had been told them by Jonas, who 

had worked in the pickle rooms, they could now study the whole of the spoiled-meat industry on 

the inside, and read a new and grim meaning into that old Packingtown jest—that they use 

everything of the pig except the squeal. 

Jonas had told them how the meat that was taken out of pickle would often be found sour, and 

how they would rub it up with soda to take away the smell, and sell it to be eaten on free-lunch 

counters; also of all the miracles of chemistry which they performed, giving to any sort of meat, 

fresh or salted, whole or chopped, any color and any flavor and any odor they chose. In the 

pickling of hams they had an ingenious apparatus, by which they saved time and increased the 

capacity of the plant—a machine consisting of a hollow needle attached to a pump; by plunging 

this needle into the meat and working with his foot, a man could fill a ham with pickle in a few 

seconds. And yet, in spite of this, there would be hams found spoiled, some of them with an odor 

so bad that a man could hardly bear to be in the room with them. To pump into these the packers 

had a second and much stronger pickle which destroyed the odor—a process known to the 

workers as “giving them thirty per cent.” Also, after the hams had been smoked, there would be 

found some that had gone to the bad. Formerly these had been sold as “Number Three Grade,” 

but later on some ingenious person had hit upon a new device, and now they would extract the 

bone, about which the bad part generally lay, and insert in the hole a white-hot iron. After this 

invention there was no longer Number One, Two, and Three Grade—there was only Number 

One Grade. The packers were always originating such schemes—they had what they called 

“boneless hams,” which were all the odds and ends of pork stuffed into casings; and “California 

hams,” which were the shoulders, with big knuckle joints, and nearly all the meat cut out; and 

fancy “skinned hams,” which were made of the oldest hogs, whose skins were so heavy and 

coarse that no one would buy them—that is, until they had been cooked and chopped fine and 

labeled “head cheese!” 

It was only when the whole ham was spoiled that it came into the department of Elzbieta. Cut 

up by the two-thousand-revolutions-a-minute flyers, and mixed with half a ton of other meat, no 

odor that ever was in a ham could make any difference. There was never the least attention paid 

to what was cut up for sausage; there would come all the way back from Europe old sausage that 

had been rejected, and that was moldy and white—it would be dosed with borax and glycerine, 

and dumped into the hoppers, and made over again for home consumption. There would be meat 

that had tumbled out on the floor, in the dirt and sawdust, where the workers had tramped and 

spit uncounted billions of consumption germs. There would be meat stored in great piles in 

rooms; and the water from leaky roofs would drip over it, and thousands of rats would race about 

on it. It was too dark in these storage places to see well, but a man could run his hand over these 

piles of meat and sweep off handfuls of the dried dung of rats. These rats were nuisances, and the 

packers would put poisoned bread out for them; they would die, and then rats, bread, and meat 

would go into the hoppers together. This is no fairy story and no joke; the meat would be 

shoveled into carts, and the man who did the shoveling would not trouble to lift out a rat even 

when he saw one—there were things that went into the sausage in comparison with which a 

poisoned rat was a tidbit. There was no place for the men to wash their hands before they ate 

their dinner, and so they made a practice of washing them in the water that was to be ladled into 



the sausage. There were the butt-ends of smoked meat, and the scraps of corned beef, and all the 

odds and ends of the waste of the plants, that would be dumped into old barrels in the cellar and 

left there. Under the system of rigid economy which the packers enforced, there were some jobs 

that it only paid to do once in a long time, and among these was the cleaning out of the waste 

barrels. Every spring they did it; and in the barrels would be dirt and rust and old nails and stale 

water—and cartload after cartload of it would be taken up and dumped into the hoppers with 

fresh meat, and sent out to the public’s breakfast. Some of it they would make into “smoked” 

sausage—but as the smoking took time, and was therefore expensive, they would call upon their 

chemistry department, and preserve it with borax and color it with gelatine to make it brown. All 

of their sausage came out of the same bowl, but when they came to wrap it they would stamp 

some of it “special,” and for this they would charge two cents more a pound. 

Such were the new surroundings in which Elzbieta was placed, and such was the work she was 

compelled to do. It was stupefying, brutalizing work; it left her no time to think, no strength for 

anything. She was part of the machine she tended, and every faculty that was not needed for the 

machine was doomed to be crushed out of existence. There was only one mercy about the cruel 

grind—that it gave her the gift of insensibility. Little by little she sank into a torpor—she fell 

silent. She would meet Jurgis and Ona in the evening, and the three would walk home together, 

often without saying a word. Ona, too, was falling into a habit of silence—Ona, who had once 

gone about singing like a bird. She was sick and miserable, and often she would barely have 

strength enough to drag herself home. And there they would eat what they had to eat, and 

afterward, because there was only their misery to talk of, they would crawl into bed and fall into 

a stupor and never stir until it was time to get up again, and dress by candlelight, and go back to 

the machines. They were so numbed that they did not even suffer much from hunger, now; only 

the children continued to fret when the food ran short. 

Yet the soul of Ona was not dead—the souls of none of them were dead, but only sleeping; 

and now and then they would waken, and these were cruel times. The gates of memory would 

roll open—old joys would stretch out their arms to them, old hopes and dreams would call to 

them, and they would stir beneath the burden that lay upon them, and feel its forever 

immeasurable weight. They could not even cry out beneath it; but anguish would seize them, 

more dreadful than the agony of death. It was a thing scarcely to be spoken—a thing never 

spoken by all the world, that will not know its own defeat. 

They were beaten; they had lost the game, they were swept aside. It was not less tragic 

because it was so sordid, because it had to do with wages and grocery bills and rents. They had 

dreamed of freedom; of a chance to look about them and learn something; to be decent and clean, 

to see their child grow up to be strong. And now it was all gone—it would never be! They had 

played the game and they had lost. Six years more of toil they had to face before they could 

expect the least respite, the cessation of the payments upon the house; and how cruelly certain it 

was that they could never stand six years of such a life as they were living! They were lost, they 

were going down—and there was no deliverance for them, no hope; for all the help it gave them 

the vast city in which they lived might have been an ocean waste, a wilderness, a desert, a tomb. 

So often this mood would come to Ona, in the nighttime, when something wakened her; she 

would lie, afraid of the beating of her own heart, fronting the blood-red eyes of the old primeval 

terror of life. Once she cried aloud, and woke Jurgis, who was tired and cross. After that she 

learned to weep silently—their moods so seldom came together now! It was as if their hopes 

were buried in separate graves. 



Jurgis, being a man, had troubles of his own. There was another specter following him. He had 

never spoken of it, nor would he allow any one else to speak of it—he had never acknowledged 

its existence to himself. Yet the battle with it took all the manhood that he had—and once or 

twice, alas, a little more. Jurgis had discovered drink. 

He was working in the steaming pit of hell; day after day, week after week—until now, there 

was not an organ of his body that did its work without pain, until the sound of ocean breakers 

echoed in his head day and night, and the buildings swayed and danced before him as he went 

down the street. And from all the unending horror of this there was a respite, a deliverance—he 

could drink! He could forget the pain, he could slip off the burden; he would see clearly again, he 

would be master of his brain, of his thoughts, of his will. His dead self would stir in him, and he 

would find himself laughing and cracking jokes with his companions—he would be a man again, 

and master of his life. 

It was not an easy thing for Jurgis to take more than two or three drinks. With the first drink he 

could eat a meal, and he could persuade himself that that was economy; with the second he could 

eat another meal—but there would come a time when he could eat no more, and then to pay for a 

drink was an unthinkable extravagance, a defiance of the age-long instincts of his hunger-

haunted class. One day, however, he took the plunge, and drank up all that he had in his pockets, 

and went home half “piped,” as the men phrase it. He was happier than he had been in a year; 

and yet, because he knew that the happiness would not last, he was savage, too with those who 

would wreck it, and with the world, and with his life; and then again, beneath this, he was sick 

with the shame of himself. Afterward, when he saw the despair of his family, and reckoned up 

the money he had spent, the tears came into his eyes, and he began the long battle with the 

specter. 

It was a battle that had no end, that never could have one. But Jurgis did not realize that very 

clearly; he was not given much time for reflection. He simply knew that he was always fighting. 

Steeped in misery and despair as he was, merely to walk down the street was to be put upon the 

rack. There was surely a saloon on the corner—perhaps on all four corners, and some in the 

middle of the block as well; and each one stretched out a hand to him each one had a personality 

of its own, allurements unlike any other. Going and coming—before sunrise and after dark—

there was warmth and a glow of light, and the steam of hot food, and perhaps music, or a friendly 

face, and a word of good cheer. Jurgis developed a fondness for having Ona on his arm 

whenever he went out on the street, and he would hold her tightly, and walk fast. It was pitiful to 

have Ona know of this—it drove him wild to think of it; the thing was not fair, for Ona had never 

tasted drink, and so could not understand. Sometimes, in desperate hours, he would find himself 

wishing that she might learn what it was, so that he need not be ashamed in her presence. They 

might drink together, and escape from the horror—escape for a while, come what would. 

So there came a time when nearly all the conscious life of Jurgis consisted of a struggle with 

the craving for liquor. He would have ugly moods, when he hated Ona and the whole family, 

because they stood in his way. He was a fool to have married; he had tied himself down, had 

made himself a slave. It was all because he was a married man that he was compelled to stay in 

the yards; if it had not been for that he might have gone off like Jonas, and to hell with the 

packers. There were few single men in the fertilizer mill—and those few were working only for a 

chance to escape. Meantime, too, they had something to think about while they worked,—they 

had the memory of the last time they had been drunk, and the hope of the time when they would 

be drunk again. As for Jurgis, he was expected to bring home every penny; he could not even go 



with the men at noontime—he was supposed to sit down and eat his dinner on a pile of fertilizer 

dust. 

This was not always his mood, of course; he still loved his family. But just now was a time of 

trial. Poor little Antanas, for instance—who had never failed to win him with a smile—little 

Antanas was not smiling just now, being a mass of fiery red pimples. He had had all the diseases 

that babies are heir to, in quick succession, scarlet fever, mumps, and whooping cough in the first 

year, and now he was down with the measles. There was no one to attend him but Kotrina; there 

was no doctor to help him, because they were too poor, and children did not die of the measles—

at least not often. Now and then Kotrina would find time to sob over his woes, but for the greater 

part of the time he had to be left alone, barricaded upon the bed. The floor was full of drafts, and 

if he caught cold he would die. At night he was tied down, lest he should kick the covers off him, 

while the family lay in their stupor of exhaustion. He would lie and scream for hours, almost in 

convulsions; and then, when he was worn out, he would lie whimpering and wailing in his 

torment. He was burning up with fever, and his eyes were running sores; in the daytime he was a 

thing uncanny and impish to behold, a plaster of pimples and sweat, a great purple lump of 

misery. 

Yet all this was not really as cruel as it sounds, for, sick as he was, little Antanas was the least 

unfortunate member of that family. He was quite able to bear his sufferings—it was as if he had 

all these complaints to show what a prodigy of health he was. He was the child of his parents’ 

youth and joy; he grew up like the conjurer’s rosebush, and all the world was his oyster. In 

general, he toddled around the kitchen all day with a lean and hungry look—the portion of the 

family’s allowance that fell to him was not enough, and he was unrestrainable in his demand for 

more. Antanas was but little over a year old, and already no one but his father could manage him. 

It seemed as if he had taken all of his mother’s strength—had left nothing for those that might 

come after him. Ona was with child again now, and it was a dreadful thing to contemplate; even 

Jurgis, dumb and despairing as he was, could not but understand that yet other agonies were on 

the way, and shudder at the thought of them. 

For Ona was visibly going to pieces. In the first place she was developing a cough, like the 

one that had killed old Dede Antanas. She had had a trace of it ever since that fatal morning 

when the greedy streetcar corporation had turned her out into the rain; but now it was beginning 

to grow serious, and to wake her up at night. Even worse than that was the fearful nervousness 

from which she suffered; she would have frightful headaches and fits of aimless weeping; and 

sometimes she would come home at night shuddering and moaning, and would fling herself 

down upon the bed and burst into tears. Several times she was quite beside herself and hysterical; 

and then Jurgis would go half-mad with fright. Elzbieta would explain to him that it could not be 

helped, that a woman was subject to such things when she was pregnant; but he was hardly to be 

persuaded, and would beg and plead to know what had happened. She had never been like this 

before, he would argue—it was monstrous and unthinkable. It was the life she had to live, the 

accursed work she had to do, that was killing her by inches. She was not fitted for it—no woman 

was fitted for it, no woman ought to be allowed to do such work; if the world could not keep 

them alive any other way it ought to kill them at once and be done with it. They ought not to 

marry, to have children; no workingman ought to marry—if he, Jurgis, had known what a 

woman was like, he would have had his eyes torn out first. So he would carry on, becoming half 

hysterical himself, which was an unbearable thing to see in a big man; Ona would pull herself 

together and fling herself into his arms, begging him to stop, to be still, that she would be better, 



it would be all right. So she would lie and sob out her grief upon his shoulder, while he gazed at 

her, as helpless as a wounded animal, the target of unseen enemies. 

  



CHAPTER XV 

The beginning of these perplexing things was in the summer; and each time Ona would 

promise him with terror in her voice that it would not happen again—but in vain. Each crisis 

would leave Jurgis more and more frightened, more disposed to distrust Elzbieta’s consolations, 

and to believe that there was some terrible thing about all this that he was not allowed to know. 

Once or twice in these outbreaks he caught Ona’s eye, and it seemed to him like the eye of a 

hunted animal; there were broken phrases of anguish and despair now and then, amid her frantic 

weeping. It was only because he was so numb and beaten himself that Jurgis did not worry more 

about this. But he never thought of it, except when he was dragged to it—he lived like a dumb 

beast of burden, knowing only the moment in which he was. 

The winter was coming on again, more menacing and cruel than ever. It was October, and the 

holiday rush had begun. It was necessary for the packing machines to grind till late at night to 

provide food that would be eaten at Christmas breakfasts; and Marija and Elzbieta and Ona, as 

part of the machine, began working fifteen or sixteen hours a day. There was no choice about 

this—whatever work there was to be done they had to do, if they wished to keep their places; 

besides that, it added another pittance to their incomes. So they staggered on with the awful load. 

They would start work every morning at seven, and eat their dinners at noon, and then work until 

ten or eleven at night without another mouthful of food. Jurgis wanted to wait for them, to help 

them home at night, but they would not think of this; the fertilizer mill was not running overtime, 

and there was no place for him to wait save in a saloon. Each would stagger out into the 

darkness, and make her way to the corner, where they met; or if the others had already gone, 

would get into a car, and begin a painful struggle to keep awake. When they got home they were 

always too tired either to eat or to undress; they would crawl into bed with their shoes on, and lie 

like logs. If they should fail, they would certainly be lost; if they held out, they might have 

enough coal for the winter. 

A day or two before Thanksgiving Day there came a snowstorm. It began in the afternoon, and 

by evening two inches had fallen. Jurgis tried to wait for the women, but went into a saloon to 

get warm, and took two drinks, and came out and ran home to escape from the demon; there he 

lay down to wait for them, and instantly fell asleep. When he opened his eyes again he was in the 

midst of a nightmare, and found Elzbieta shaking him and crying out. At first he could not 

realize what she was saying—Ona had not come home. What time was it, he asked. It was 

morning—time to be up. Ona had not been home that night! And it was bitter cold, and a foot of 

snow on the ground. 

Jurgis sat up with a start. Marija was crying with fright and the children were wailing in 

sympathy—little Stanislovas in addition, because the terror of the snow was upon him. Jurgis 

had nothing to put on but his shoes and his coat, and in half a minute he was out of the door. 

Then, however, he realized that there was no need of haste, that he had no idea where to go. It 

was still dark as midnight, and the thick snowflakes were sifting down—everything was so silent 

that he could hear the rustle of them as they fell. In the few seconds that he stood there hesitating 

he was covered white. 

He set off at a run for the yards, stopping by the way to inquire in the saloons that were open. 

Ona might have been overcome on the way; or else she might have met with an accident in the 

machines. When he got to the place where she worked he inquired of one of the watchmen—

there had not been any accident, so far as the man had heard. At the time office, which he found 



already open, the clerk told him that Ona’s check had been turned in the night before, showing 

that she had left her work. 

After that there was nothing for him to do but wait, pacing back and forth in the snow, 

meantime, to keep from freezing. Already the yards were full of activity; cattle were being 

unloaded from the cars in the distance, and across the way the “beef-luggers” were toiling in the 

darkness, carrying two-hundred-pound quarters of bullocks into the refrigerator cars. Before the 

first streaks of daylight there came the crowding throngs of workingmen, shivering, and 

swinging their dinner pails as they hurried by. Jurgis took up his stand by the time-office 

window, where alone there was light enough for him to see; the snow fell so quick that it was 

only by peering closely that he could make sure that Ona did not pass him. 

Seven o’clock came, the hour when the great packing machine began to move. Jurgis ought to 

have been at his place in the fertilizer mill; but instead he was waiting, in an agony of fear, for 

Ona. It was fifteen minutes after the hour when he saw a form emerge from the snow mist, and 

sprang toward it with a cry. It was she, running swiftly; as she saw him, she staggered forward, 

and half fell into his outstretched arms. 

“What has been the matter?” he cried, anxiously. “Where have you been?” 

It was several seconds before she could get breath to answer him. “I couldn’t get home,” she 

exclaimed. “The snow—the cars had stopped.” 

“But where were you then?” he demanded. 

“I had to go home with a friend,” she panted—“with Jadvyga.” 

Jurgis drew a deep breath; but then he noticed that she was sobbing and trembling—as if in 

one of those nervous crises that he dreaded so. “But what’s the matter?” he cried. “What has 

happened?” 

“Oh, Jurgis, I was so frightened!” she said, clinging to him wildly. “I have been so worried!” 

They were near the time station window, and people were staring at them. Jurgis led her away. 

“How do you mean?” he asked, in perplexity. 

“I was afraid—I was just afraid!” sobbed Ona. “I knew you wouldn’t know where I was, and I 

didn’t know what you might do. I tried to get home, but I was so tired. Oh, Jurgis, Jurgis!” 

He was so glad to get her back that he could not think clearly about anything else. It did not 

seem strange to him that she should be so very much upset; all her fright and incoherent 

protestations did not matter since he had her back. He let her cry away her tears; and then, 

because it was nearly eight o’clock, and they would lose another hour if they delayed, he left her 

at the packing house door, with her ghastly white face and her haunted eyes of terror. 

There was another brief interval. Christmas was almost come; and because the snow still held, 

and the searching cold, morning after morning Jurgis half carried his wife to her post, staggering 

with her through the darkness; until at last, one night, came the end. 

It lacked but three days of the holidays. About midnight Marija and Elzbieta came home, 

exclaiming in alarm when they found that Ona had not come. The two had agreed to meet her; 

and, after waiting, had gone to the room where she worked; only to find that the ham-wrapping 

girls had quit work an hour before, and left. There was no snow that night, nor was it especially 

cold; and still Ona had not come! Something more serious must be wrong this time. 

They aroused Jurgis, and he sat up and listened crossly to the story. She must have gone home 

again with Jadvyga, he said; Jadvyga lived only two blocks from the yards, and perhaps she had 



been tired. Nothing could have happened to her—and even if there had, there was nothing could 

be done about it until morning. Jurgis turned over in his bed, and was snoring again before the 

two had closed the door. 

In the morning, however, he was up and out nearly an hour before the usual time. Jadvyga 

Marcinkus lived on the other side of the yards, beyond Halsted Street, with her mother and 

sisters, in a single basement room—for Mikolas had recently lost one hand from blood 

poisoning, and their marriage had been put off forever. The door of the room was in the rear, 

reached by a narrow court, and Jurgis saw a light in the window and heard something frying as 

he passed; he knocked, half expecting that Ona would answer. 

Instead there was one of Jadvyga’s little sisters, who gazed at him through a crack in the door. 

“Where’s Ona?” he demanded; and the child looked at him in perplexity. “Ona?” she said. 

“Yes,” said Jurgis, “isn’t she here?” 

“No,” said the child, and Jurgis gave a start. A moment later came Jadvyga, peering over the 

child’s head. When she saw who it was, she slid around out of sight, for she was not quite 

dressed. Jurgis must excuse her, she began, her mother was very ill— 

“Ona isn’t here?” Jurgis demanded, too alarmed to wait for her to finish. 

“Why, no,” said Jadvyga. “What made you think she would be here? Had she said she was 

coming?” 

“No,” he answered. “But she hasn’t come home—and I thought she would be here the same as 

before.” 

“As before?” echoed Jadvyga, in perplexity. 

“The time she spent the night here,” said Jurgis. 

“There must be some mistake,” she answered, quickly. “Ona has never spent the night here.” 

He was only half able to realize the words. “Why—why—” he exclaimed. “Two weeks ago. 

Jadvyga! She told me so the night it snowed, and she could not get home.” 

“There must be some mistake,” declared the girl, again; “she didn’t come here.” 

He steadied himself by the door-sill; and Jadvyga in her anxiety—for she was fond of Ona—

opened the door wide, holding her jacket across her throat. “Are you sure you didn’t 

misunderstand her?” she cried. “She must have meant somewhere else. She—” 

“She said here,” insisted Jurgis. “She told me all about you, and how you were, and what you 

said. Are you sure? You haven’t forgotten? You weren’t away?” 

“No, no!” she exclaimed—and then came a peevish voice—“Jadvyga, you are giving the baby 

a cold. Shut the door!” Jurgis stood for half a minute more, stammering his perplexity through an 

eighth of an inch of crack; and then, as there was really nothing more to be said, he excused 

himself and went away. 

He walked on half dazed, without knowing where he went. Ona had deceived him! She had 

lied to him! And what could it mean—where had she been? Where was she now? He could 

hardly grasp the thing—much less try to solve it; but a hundred wild surmises came to him, a 

sense of impending calamity overwhelmed him. 

Because there was nothing else to do, he went back to the time office to watch again. He 

waited until nearly an hour after seven, and then went to the room where Ona worked to make 

inquiries of Ona’s “forelady.” The “forelady,” he found, had not yet come; all the lines of cars 

that came from downtown were stalled—there had been an accident in the powerhouse, and no 



cars had been running since last night. Meantime, however, the ham-wrappers were working 

away, with some one else in charge of them. The girl who answered Jurgis was busy, and as she 

talked she looked to see if she were being watched. Then a man came up, wheeling a truck; he 

knew Jurgis for Ona’s husband, and was curious about the mystery. 

“Maybe the cars had something to do with it,” he suggested—“maybe she had gone down-

town.” 

“No,” said Jurgis, “she never went down-town.” 

“Perhaps not,” said the man. Jurgis thought he saw him exchange a swift glance with the girl 

as he spoke, and he demanded quickly. “What do you know about it?” 

But the man had seen that the boss was watching him; he started on again, pushing his truck. 

“I don’t know anything about it,” he said, over his shoulder. “How should I know where your 

wife goes?” 

Then Jurgis went out again and paced up and down before the building. All the morning he 

stayed there, with no thought of his work. About noon he went to the police station to make 

inquiries, and then came back again for another anxious vigil. Finally, toward the middle of the 

afternoon, he set out for home once more. 

He was walking out Ashland Avenue. The streetcars had begun running again, and several 

passed him, packed to the steps with people. The sight of them set Jurgis to thinking again of the 

man’s sarcastic remark; and half involuntarily he found himself watching the cars—with the 

result that he gave a sudden startled exclamation, and stopped short in his tracks. 

Then he broke into a run. For a whole block he tore after the car, only a little ways behind. 

That rusty black hat with the drooping red flower, it might not be Ona’s, but there was very little 

likelihood of it. He would know for certain very soon, for she would get out two blocks ahead. 

He slowed down, and let the car go on. 

She got out: and as soon as she was out of sight on the side street Jurgis broke into a run. 

Suspicion was rife in him now, and he was not ashamed to shadow her: he saw her turn the 

corner near their home, and then he ran again, and saw her as she went up the porch steps of the 

house. After that he turned back, and for five minutes paced up and down, his hands clenched 

tightly and his lips set, his mind in a turmoil. Then he went home and entered. 

As he opened the door, he saw Elzbieta, who had also been looking for Ona, and had come 

home again. She was now on tiptoe, and had a finger on her lips. Jurgis waited until she was 

close to him. 

“Don’t make any noise,” she whispered, hurriedly. 

“What’s the matter’?” he asked. “Ona is asleep,” she panted. “She’s been very ill. I’m afraid 

her mind’s been wandering, Jurgis. She was lost on the street all night, and I’ve only just 

succeeded in getting her quiet.” 

“When did she come in?” he asked. 

“Soon after you left this morning,” said Elzbieta. 

“And has she been out since?” 

“No, of course not. She’s so weak, Jurgis, she—” 

And he set his teeth hard together. “You are lying to me,” he said. 

Elzbieta started, and turned pale. “Why!” she gasped. “What do you mean?” 

But Jurgis did not answer. He pushed her aside, and strode to the bedroom door and opened it. 



Ona was sitting on the bed. She turned a startled look upon him as he entered. He closed the 

door in Elzbieta’s face, and went toward his wife. “Where have you been?” he demanded. 

She had her hands clasped tightly in her lap, and he saw that her face was as white as paper, 

and drawn with pain. She gasped once or twice as she tried to answer him, and then began, 

speaking low, and swiftly. “Jurgis, I—I think I have been out of my mind. I started to come last 

night, and I could not find the way. I walked—I walked all night, I think, and—and I only got 

home—this morning.” 

“You needed a rest,” he said, in a hard tone. “Why did you go out again?” 

He was looking her fairly in the face, and he could read the sudden fear and wild uncertainty 

that leaped into her eyes. “I—I had to go to—to the store,” she gasped, almost in a whisper, “I 

had to go—” 

“You are lying to me,” said Jurgis. Then he clenched his hands and took a step toward her. 

“Why do you lie to me?” he cried, fiercely. “What are you doing that you have to lie to me?” 

“Jurgis!” she exclaimed, starting up in fright. “Oh, Jurgis, how can you?” 

“You have lied to me, I say!” he cried. “You told me you had been to Jadvyga’s house that 

other night, and you hadn’t. You had been where you were last night—somewheres downtown, 

for I saw you get off the car. Where were you?” 

It was as if he had struck a knife into her. She seemed to go all to pieces. For half a second she 

stood, reeling and swaying, staring at him with horror in her eyes; then, with a cry of anguish, 

she tottered forward, stretching out her arms to him. But he stepped aside, deliberately, and let 

her fall. She caught herself at the side of the bed, and then sank down, burying her face in her 

hands and bursting into frantic weeping. 

There came one of those hysterical crises that had so often dismayed him. Ona sobbed and 

wept, her fear and anguish building themselves up into long climaxes. Furious gusts of emotion 

would come sweeping over her, shaking her as the tempest shakes the trees upon the hills; all her 

frame would quiver and throb with them—it was as if some dreadful thing rose up within her and 

took possession of her, torturing her, tearing her. This thing had been wont to set Jurgis quite 

beside himself; but now he stood with his lips set tightly and his hands clenched—she might 

weep till she killed herself, but she should not move him this time—not an inch, not an inch. 

Because the sounds she made set his blood to running cold and his lips to quivering in spite of 

himself, he was glad of the diversion when Teta Elzbieta, pale with fright, opened the door and 

rushed in; yet he turned upon her with an oath. “Go out!” he cried, “go out!” And then, as she 

stood hesitating, about to speak, he seized her by the arm, and half flung her from the room, 

slamming the door and barring it with a table. Then he turned again and faced Ona, crying—

“Now, answer me!” 

Yet she did not hear him—she was still in the grip of the fiend. Jurgis could see her 

outstretched hands, shaking and twitching, roaming here and there over the bed at will, like 

living things; he could see convulsive shudderings start in her body and run through her limbs. 

She was sobbing and choking—it was as if there were too many sounds for one throat, they came 

chasing each other, like waves upon the sea. Then her voice would begin to rise into screams, 

louder and louder until it broke in wild, horrible peals of laughter. Jurgis bore it until he could 

bear it no longer, and then he sprang at her, seizing her by the shoulders and shaking her, 

shouting into her ear: “Stop it, I say! Stop it!” 



She looked up at him, out of her agony; then she fell forward at his feet. She caught them in 

her hands, in spite of his efforts to step aside, and with her face upon the floor lay writhing. It 

made a choking in Jurgis’ throat to hear her, and he cried again, more savagely than before: 

“Stop it, I say!” 

This time she heeded him, and caught her breath and lay silent, save for the gasping sobs that 

wrenched all her frame. For a long minute she lay there, perfectly motionless, until a cold fear 

seized her husband, thinking that she was dying. Suddenly, however, he heard her voice, faintly: 

“Jurgis! Jurgis!” 

“What is it?” he said. 

He had to bend down to her, she was so weak. She was pleading with him, in broken phrases, 

painfully uttered: “Have faith in me! Believe me!” 

“Believe what?” he cried. 

“Believe that I—that I know best—that I love you! And do not ask me—what you did. Oh, 

Jurgis, please, please! It is for the best—it is—” 

He started to speak again, but she rushed on frantically, heading him off. “If you will only do 

it! If you will only—only believe me! It wasn’t my fault—I couldn’t help it—it will be all 

right—it is nothing—it is no harm. Oh, Jurgis—please, please!” 

She had hold of him, and was trying to raise herself to look at him; he could feel the palsied 

shaking of her hands and the heaving of the bosom she pressed against him. She managed to 

catch one of his hands and gripped it convulsively, drawing it to her face, and bathing it in her 

tears. “Oh, believe me, believe me!” she wailed again; and he shouted in fury, “I will not!” 

But still she clung to him, wailing aloud in her despair: “Oh, Jurgis, think what you are doing! 

It will ruin us—it will ruin us! Oh, no, you must not do it! No, don’t, don’t do it. You must not 

do it! It will drive me mad—it will kill me—no, no, Jurgis, I am crazy—it is nothing. You do not 

really need to know. We can be happy—we can love each other just the same. Oh, please, please, 

believe me!” 

Her words fairly drove him wild. He tore his hands loose, and flung her off. “Answer me,” he 

cried. “God damn it, I say—answer me!” 

She sank down upon the floor, beginning to cry again. It was like listening to the moan of a 

damned soul, and Jurgis could not stand it. He smote his fist upon the table by his side, and 

shouted again at her, “Answer me!” 

She began to scream aloud, her voice like the voice of some wild beast: “Ah! Ah! I can’t! I 

can’t do it!” 

“Why can’t you do it?” he shouted. 

“I don’t know how!” 

He sprang and caught her by the arm, lifting her up, and glaring into her face. “Tell me where 

you were last night!” he panted. “Quick, out with it!” 

Then she began to whisper, one word at a time: “I—was in—a house—downtown—” 

“What house? What do you mean?” 

She tried to hide her eyes away, but he held her. “Miss Henderson’s house,” she gasped. He 

did not understand at first. “Miss Henderson’s house,” he echoed. And then suddenly, as in an 

explosion, the horrible truth burst over him, and he reeled and staggered back with a scream. He 



caught himself against the wall, and put his hand to his forehead, staring about him, and 

whispering, “Jesus! Jesus!” 

An instant later he leaped at her, as she lay groveling at his feet. He seized her by the throat. 

“Tell me!” he gasped, hoarsely. “Quick! Who took you to that place?” 

She tried to get away, making him furious; he thought it was fear, of the pain of his clutch—he 

did not understand that it was the agony of her shame. Still she answered him, “Connor.” 

“Connor,” he gasped. “Who is Connor?” 

“The boss,” she answered. “The man—” 

He tightened his grip, in his frenzy, and only when he saw her eyes closing did he realize that 

he was choking her. Then he relaxed his fingers, and crouched, waiting, until she opened her lids 

again. His breath beat hot into her face. 

“Tell me,” he whispered, at last, “tell me about it.” 

She lay perfectly motionless, and he had to hold his breath to catch her words. “I did not 

want—to do it,” she said; “I tried—I tried not to do it. I only did it—to save us. It was our only 

chance.” 

Again, for a space, there was no sound but his panting. Ona’s eyes closed and when she spoke 

again she did not open them. “He told me—he would have me turned off. He told me he 

would—we would all of us lose our places. We could never get anything to do—here—again. 

He—he meant it—he would have ruined us.” 

Jurgis’ arms were shaking so that he could scarcely hold himself up, and lurched forward now 

and then as he listened. “When—when did this begin?” he gasped. 

“At the very first,” she said. She spoke as if in a trance. “It was all—it was their plot—Miss 

Henderson’s plot. She hated me. And he—he wanted me. He used to speak to me—out on the 

platform. Then he began to—to make love to me. He offered me money. He begged me—he said 

he loved me. Then he threatened me. He knew all about us, he knew we would starve. He knew 

your boss—he knew Marija’s. He would hound us to death, he said—then he said if I would—if 

I—we would all of us be sure of work—always. Then one day he caught hold of me—he would 

not let go—he—he—” 

“Where was this?” 

“In the hallway—at night—after every one had gone. I could not help it. I thought of you—of 

the baby—of mother and the children. I was afraid of him—afraid to cry out.” 

A moment ago her face had been ashen gray, now it was scarlet. She was beginning to breathe 

hard again. Jurgis made not a sound. 

“That was two months ago. Then he wanted me to come—to that house. He wanted me to stay 

there. He said all of us—that we would not have to work. He made me come there—in the 

evenings. I told you—you thought I was at the factory. Then—one night it snowed, and I 

couldn’t get back. And last night—the cars were stopped. It was such a little thing—to ruin us 

all. I tried to walk, but I couldn’t. I didn’t want you to know. It would have—it would have been 

all right. We could have gone on—just the same—you need never have known about it. He was 

getting tired of me—he would have let me alone soon. I am going to have a baby—I am getting 

ugly. He told me that—twice, he told me, last night. He kicked me—last night—too. And now 

you will kill him—you—you will kill him—and we shall die.” 



All this she had said without a quiver; she lay still as death, not an eyelid moving. And Jurgis, 

too, said not a word. He lifted himself by the bed, and stood up. He did not stop for another 

glance at her, but went to the door and opened it. He did not see Elzbieta, crouching terrified in 

the corner. He went out, hatless, leaving the street door open behind him. The instant his feet 

were on the sidewalk he broke into a run. 

He ran like one possessed, blindly, furiously, looking neither to the right nor left. He was on 

Ashland Avenue before exhaustion compelled him to slow down, and then, noticing a car, he 

made a dart for it and drew himself aboard. His eyes were wild and his hair flying, and he was 

breathing hoarsely, like a wounded bull; but the people on the car did not notice this 

particularly—perhaps it seemed natural to them that a man who smelled as Jurgis smelled should 

exhibit an aspect to correspond. They began to give way before him as usual. The conductor took 

his nickel gingerly, with the tips of his fingers, and then left him with the platform to himself. 

Jurgis did not even notice it—his thoughts were far away. Within his soul it was like a roaring 

furnace; he stood waiting, waiting, crouching as if for a spring. 

He had some of his breath back when the car came to the entrance of the yards, and so he 

leaped off and started again, racing at full speed. People turned and stared at him, but he saw no 

one—there was the factory, and he bounded through the doorway and down the corridor. He 

knew the room where Ona worked, and he knew Connor, the boss of the loading-gang outside. 

He looked for the man as he sprang into the room. 

The truckmen were hard at work, loading the freshly packed boxes and barrels upon the cars. 

Jurgis shot one swift glance up and down the platform—the man was not on it. But then 

suddenly he heard a voice in the corridor, and started for it with a bound. In an instant more he 

fronted the boss. 

He was a big, red-faced Irishman, coarse-featured, and smelling of liquor. He saw Jurgis as he 

crossed the threshold, and turned white. He hesitated one second, as if meaning to run; and in the 

next his assailant was upon him. He put up his hands to protect his face, but Jurgis, lunging with 

all the power of his arm and body, struck him fairly between the eyes and knocked him 

backward. The next moment he was on top of him, burying his fingers in his throat. 

To Jurgis this man’s whole presence reeked of the crime he had committed; the touch of his 

body was madness to him—it set every nerve of him a-tremble, it aroused all the demon in his 

soul. It had worked its will upon Ona, this great beast—and now he had it, he had it! It was his 

turn now! Things swam blood before him, and he screamed aloud in his fury, lifting his victim 

and smashing his head upon the floor. 

The place, of course, was in an uproar; women fainting and shrieking, and men rushing in. 

Jurgis was so bent upon his task that he knew nothing of this, and scarcely realized that people 

were trying to interfere with him; it was only when half a dozen men had seized him by the legs 

and shoulders and were pulling at him, that he understood that he was losing his prey. In a flash 

he had bent down and sunk his teeth into the man’s cheek; and when they tore him away he was 

dripping with blood, and little ribbons of skin were hanging in his mouth. 

They got him down upon the floor, clinging to him by his arms and legs, and still they could 

hardly hold him. He fought like a tiger, writhing and twisting, half flinging them off, and starting 

toward his unconscious enemy. But yet others rushed in, until there was a little mountain of 

twisted limbs and bodies, heaving and tossing, and working its way about the room. In the end, 

by their sheer weight, they choked the breath out of him, and then they carried him to the 



company police station, where he lay still until they had summoned a patrol wagon to take him 

away. 

  



CHAPTER XVI 

When Jurgis got up again he went quietly enough. He was exhausted and half-dazed, and 

besides he saw the blue uniforms of the policemen. He drove in a patrol wagon with half a dozen 

of them watching him; keeping as far away as possible, however, on account of the fertilizer. 

Then he stood before the sergeant’s desk and gave his name and address, and saw a charge of 

assault and battery entered against him. On his way to his cell a burly policeman cursed him 

because he started down the wrong corridor, and then added a kick when he was not quick 

enough; nevertheless, Jurgis did not even lift his eyes—he had lived two years and a half in 

Packingtown, and he knew what the police were. It was as much as a man’s very life was worth 

to anger them, here in their inmost lair; like as not a dozen would pile on to him at once, and 

pound his face into a pulp. It would be nothing unusual if he got his skull cracked in the mêlée—

in which case they would report that he had been drunk and had fallen down, and there would be 

no one to know the difference or to care. 

So a barred door clanged upon Jurgis and he sat down upon a bench and buried his face in his 

hands. He was alone; he had the afternoon and all of the night to himself. 

At first he was like a wild beast that has glutted itself; he was in a dull stupor of satisfaction. 

He had done up the scoundrel pretty well—not as well as he would have if they had given him a 

minute more, but pretty well, all the same; the ends of his fingers were still tingling from their 

contact with the fellow’s throat. But then, little by little, as his strength came back and his senses 

cleared, he began to see beyond his momentary gratification; that he had nearly killed the boss 

would not help Ona—not the horrors that she had borne, nor the memory that would haunt her all 

her days. It would not help to feed her and her child; she would certainly lose her place, while 

he—what was to happen to him God only knew. 

Half the night he paced the floor, wrestling with this nightmare; and when he was exhausted 

he lay down, trying to sleep, but finding instead, for the first time in his life, that his brain was 

too much for him. In the cell next to him was a drunken wife-beater and in the one beyond a 

yelling maniac. At midnight they opened the station house to the homeless wanderers who were 

crowded about the door, shivering in the winter blast, and they thronged into the corridor outside 

of the cells. Some of them stretched themselves out on the bare stone floor and fell to snoring, 

others sat up, laughing and talking, cursing and quarreling. The air was fetid with their breath, 

yet in spite of this some of them smelled Jurgis and called down the torments of hell upon him, 

while he lay in a far corner of his cell, counting the throbbings of the blood in his forehead. 

They had brought him his supper, which was “duffers and dope”—being hunks of dry bread 

on a tin plate, and coffee, called “dope” because it was drugged to keep the prisoners quiet. 

Jurgis had not known this, or he would have swallowed the stuff in desperation; as it was, every 

nerve of him was a-quiver with shame and rage. Toward morning the place fell silent, and he got 

up and began to pace his cell; and then within the soul of him there rose up a fiend, red-eyed and 

cruel, and tore out the strings of his heart. 

It was not for himself that he suffered—what did a man who worked in Durham’s fertilizer 

mill care about anything that the world might do to him! What was any tyranny of prison 

compared with the tyranny of the past, of the thing that had happened and could not be recalled, 

of the memory that could never be effaced! The horror of it drove him mad; he stretched out his 

arms to heaven, crying out for deliverance from it—and there was no deliverance, there was no 

power even in heaven that could undo the past. It was a ghost that would not drown; it followed 

him, it seized upon him and beat him to the ground. Ah, if only he could have foreseen it—but 



then, he would have foreseen it, if he had not been a fool! He smote his hands upon his forehead, 

cursing himself because he had ever allowed Ona to work where she had, because he had not 

stood between her and a fate which every one knew to be so common. He should have taken her 

away, even if it were to lie down and die of starvation in the gutters of Chicago’s streets! And 

now—oh, it could not be true; it was too monstrous, too horrible. 

It was a thing that could not be faced; a new shuddering seized him every time he tried to 

think of it. No, there was no bearing the load of it, there was no living under it. There would be 

none for her—he knew that he might pardon her, might plead with her on his knees, but she 

would never look him in the face again, she would never be his wife again. The shame of it 

would kill her—there could be no other deliverance, and it was best that she should die. 

This was simple and clear, and yet, with cruel inconsistency, whenever he escaped from this 

nightmare it was to suffer and cry out at the vision of Ona starving. They had put him in jail, and 

they would keep him here a long time, years maybe. And Ona would surely not go to work 

again, broken and crushed as she was. And Elzbieta and Marija, too, might lose their places—if 

that hell fiend Connor chose to set to work to ruin them, they would all be turned out. And even 

if he did not, they could not live—even if the boys left school again, they could surely not pay all 

the bills without him and Ona. They had only a few dollars now—they had just paid the rent of 

the house a week ago, and that after it was two weeks overdue. So it would be due again in a 

week! They would have no money to pay it then—and they would lose the house, after all their 

long, heartbreaking struggle. Three times now the agent had warned him that he would not 

tolerate another delay. Perhaps it was very base of Jurgis to be thinking about the house when he 

had the other unspeakable thing to fill his mind; yet, how much he had suffered for this house, 

how much they had all of them suffered! It was their one hope of respite, as long as they lived; 

they had put all their money into it—and they were working people, poor people, whose money 

was their strength, the very substance of them, body and soul, the thing by which they lived and 

for lack of which they died. 

And they would lose it all; they would be turned out into the streets, and have to hide in some 

icy garret, and live or die as best they could! Jurgis had all the night—and all of many more 

nights—to think about this, and he saw the thing in its details; he lived it all, as if he were there. 

They would sell their furniture, and then run into debt at the stores, and then be refused credit; 

they would borrow a little from the Szedvilases, whose delicatessen store was tottering on the 

brink of ruin; the neighbors would come and help them a little—poor, sick Jadvyga would bring 

a few spare pennies, as she always did when people were starving, and Tamoszius Kuszleika 

would bring them the proceeds of a night’s fiddling. So they would struggle to hang on until he 

got out of jail—or would they know that he was in jail, would they be able to find out anything 

about him? Would they be allowed to see him—or was it to be part of his punishment to be kept 

in ignorance about their fate? 

His mind would hang upon the worst possibilities; he saw Ona ill and tortured, Marija out of 

her place, little Stanislovas unable to get to work for the snow, the whole family turned out on 

the street. God Almighty! would they actually let them lie down in the street and die? Would 

there be no help even then—would they wander about in the snow till they froze? Jurgis had 

never seen any dead bodies in the streets, but he had seen people evicted and disappear, no one 

knew where; and though the city had a relief bureau, though there was a charity organization 

society in the stockyards district, in all his life there he had never heard of either of them. They 

did not advertise their activities, having more calls than they could attend to without that. 



—So on until morning. Then he had another ride in the patrol wagon, along with the drunken 

wife-beater and the maniac, several “plain drunks” and “saloon fighters,” a burglar, and two men 

who had been arrested for stealing meat from the packing houses. Along with them he was 

driven into a large, white-walled room, stale-smelling and crowded. In front, upon a raised 

platform behind a rail, sat a stout, florid-faced personage, with a nose broken out in purple 

blotches. 

Our friend realized vaguely that he was about to be tried. He wondered what for—whether or 

not his victim might be dead, and if so, what they would do with him. Hang him, perhaps, or beat 

him to death—nothing would have surprised Jurgis, who knew little of the laws. Yet he had 

picked up gossip enough to have it occur to him that the loud-voiced man upon the bench might 

be the notorious Justice Callahan, about whom the people of Packingtown spoke with bated 

breath. 

“Pat” Callahan—“Growler” Pat, as he had been known before he ascended the bench—had 

begun life as a butcher boy and a bruiser of local reputation; he had gone into politics almost as 

soon as he had learned to talk, and had held two offices at once before he was old enough to 

vote. If Scully was the thumb, Pat Callahan was the first finger of the unseen hand whereby the 

packers held down the people of the district. No politician in Chicago ranked higher in their 

confidence; he had been at it a long time—had been the business agent in the city council of old 

Durham, the self-made merchant, way back in the early days, when the whole city of Chicago 

had been up at auction. “Growler” Pat had given up holding city offices very early in his 

career—caring only for party power, and giving the rest of his time to superintending his dives 

and brothels. Of late years, however, since his children were growing up, he had begun to value 

respectability, and had had himself made a magistrate; a position for which he was admirably 

fitted, because of his strong conservatism and his contempt for “foreigners.” 

Jurgis sat gazing about the room for an hour or two; he was in hopes that some one of the 

family would come, but in this he was disappointed. Finally, he was led before the bar, and a 

lawyer for the company appeared against him. Connor was under the doctor’s care, the lawyer 

explained briefly, and if his Honor would hold the prisoner for a week—“Three hundred 

dollars,” said his Honor, promptly. 

Jurgis was staring from the judge to the lawyer in perplexity. “Have you any one to go on your 

bond?” demanded the judge, and then a clerk who stood at Jurgis’ elbow explained to him what 

this meant. The latter shook his head, and before he realized what had happened the policemen 

were leading him away again. They took him to a room where other prisoners were waiting and 

here he stayed until court adjourned, when he had another long and bitterly cold ride in a patrol 

wagon to the county jail, which is on the north side of the city, and nine or ten miles from the 

stockyards. 

Here they searched Jurgis, leaving him only his money, which consisted of fifteen cents. Then 

they led him to a room and told him to strip for a bath; after which he had to walk down a long 

gallery, past the grated cell doors of the inmates of the jail. This was a great event to the latter—

the daily review of the new arrivals, all stark naked, and many and diverting were the comments. 

Jurgis was required to stay in the bath longer than any one, in the vain hope of getting out of him 

a few of his phosphates and acids. The prisoners roomed two in a cell, but that day there was one 

left over, and he was the one. 

The cells were in tiers, opening upon galleries. His cell was about five feet by seven in size, 

with a stone floor and a heavy wooden bench built into it. There was no window—the only light 



came from windows near the roof at one end of the court outside. There were two bunks, one 

above the other, each with a straw mattress and a pair of gray blankets—the latter stiff as boards 

with filth, and alive with fleas, bedbugs, and lice. When Jurgis lifted up the mattress he 

discovered beneath it a layer of scurrying roaches, almost as badly frightened as himself. 

Here they brought him more “duffers and dope,” with the addition of a bowl of soup. Many of 

the prisoners had their meals brought in from a restaurant, but Jurgis had no money for that. 

Some had books to read and cards to play, with candles to burn by night, but Jurgis was all alone 

in darkness and silence. He could not sleep again; there was the same maddening procession of 

thoughts that lashed him like whips upon his naked back. When night fell he was pacing up and 

down his cell like a wild beast that breaks its teeth upon the bars of its cage. Now and then in his 

frenzy he would fling himself against the walls of the place, beating his hands upon them. They 

cut him and bruised him—they were cold and merciless as the men who had built them. 

In the distance there was a church-tower bell that tolled the hours one by one. When it came to 

midnight Jurgis was lying upon the floor with his head in his arms, listening. Instead of falling 

silent at the end, the bell broke into a sudden clangor. Jurgis raised his head; what could that 

mean—a fire? God! Suppose there were to be a fire in this jail! But then he made out a melody in 

the ringing; there were chimes. And they seemed to waken the city—all around, far and near, 

there were bells, ringing wild music; for fully a minute Jurgis lay lost in wonder, before, all at 

once, the meaning of it broke over him—that this was Christmas Eve! 

Christmas Eve—he had forgotten it entirely! There was a breaking of floodgates, a whirl of 

new memories and new griefs rushing into his mind. In far Lithuania they had celebrated 

Christmas; and it came to him as if it had been yesterday—himself a little child, with his lost 

brother and his dead father in the cabin—in the deep black forest, where the snow fell all day and 

all night and buried them from the world. It was too far off for Santa Claus in Lithuania, but it 

was not too far for peace and good will to men, for the wonder-bearing vision of the Christ 

Child. And even in Packingtown they had not forgotten it—some gleam of it had never failed to 

break their darkness. Last Christmas Eve and all Christmas Day Jurgis had toiled on the killing 

beds, and Ona at wrapping hams, and still they had found strength enough to take the children 

for a walk upon the avenue, to see the store windows all decorated with Christmas trees and 

ablaze with electric lights. In one window there would be live geese, in another marvels in 

sugar—pink and white canes big enough for ogres, and cakes with cherubs upon them; in a third 

there would be rows of fat yellow turkeys, decorated with rosettes, and rabbits and squirrels 

hanging; in a fourth would be a fairyland of toys—lovely dolls with pink dresses, and woolly 

sheep and drums and soldier hats. Nor did they have to go without their share of all this, either. 

The last time they had had a big basket with them and all their Christmas marketing to do—a 

roast of pork and a cabbage and some rye bread, and a pair of mittens for Ona, and a rubber doll 

that squeaked, and a little green cornucopia full of candy to be hung from the gas jet and gazed at 

by half a dozen pairs of longing eyes. 

Even half a year of the sausage machines and the fertilizer mill had not been able to kill the 

thought of Christmas in them; there was a choking in Jurgis’ throat as he recalled that the very 

night Ona had not come home Teta Elzbieta had taken him aside and shown him an old valentine 

that she had picked up in a paper store for three cents—dingy and shopworn, but with bright 

colors, and figures of angels and doves. She had wiped all the specks off this, and was going to 

set it on the mantel, where the children could see it. Great sobs shook Jurgis at this memory—

they would spend their Christmas in misery and despair, with him in prison and Ona ill and their 



home in desolation. Ah, it was too cruel! Why at least had they not left him alone—why, after 

they had shut him in jail, must they be ringing Christmas chimes in his ears! 

But no, their bells were not ringing for him—their Christmas was not meant for him, they 

were simply not counting him at all. He was of no consequence—he was flung aside, like a bit of 

trash, the carcass of some animal. It was horrible, horrible! His wife might be dying, his baby 

might be starving, his whole family might be perishing in the cold—and all the while they were 

ringing their Christmas chimes! And the bitter mockery of it—all this was punishment for him! 

They put him in a place where the snow could not beat in, where the cold could not eat through 

his bones; they brought him food and drink—why, in the name of heaven, if they must punish 

him, did they not put his family in jail and leave him outside—why could they find no better way 

to punish him than to leave three weak women and six helpless children to starve and freeze? 

That was their law, that was their justice! 

Jurgis stood upright; trembling with passion, his hands clenched and his arms upraised, his 

whole soul ablaze with hatred and defiance. Ten thousand curses upon them and their law! Their 

justice—it was a lie, it was a lie, a hideous, brutal lie, a thing too black and hateful for any world 

but a world of nightmares. It was a sham and a loathsome mockery. There was no justice, there 

was no right, anywhere in it—it was only force, it was tyranny, the will and the power, reckless 

and unrestrained! They had ground him beneath their heel, they had devoured all his substance; 

they had murdered his old father, they had broken and wrecked his wife, they had crushed and 

cowed his whole family; and now they were through with him, they had no further use for him—

and because he had interfered with them, had gotten in their way, this was what they had done to 

him! They had put him behind bars, as if he had been a wild beast, a thing without sense or 

reason, without rights, without affections, without feelings. Nay, they would not even have 

treated a beast as they had treated him! Would any man in his senses have trapped a wild thing in 

its lair, and left its young behind to die? 

These midnight hours were fateful ones to Jurgis; in them was the beginning of his rebellion, 

of his outlawry and his unbelief. He had no wit to trace back the social crime to its far sources—

he could not say that it was the thing men have called “the system” that was crushing him to the 

earth; that it was the packers, his masters, who had bought up the law of the land, and had dealt 

out their brutal will to him from the seat of justice. He only knew that he was wronged, and that 

the world had wronged him; that the law, that society, with all its powers, had declared itself his 

foe. And every hour his soul grew blacker, every hour he dreamed new dreams of vengeance, of 

defiance, of raging, frenzied hate. 

The vilest deeds, like poison weeds, 

    Bloom well in prison air; 

It is only what is good in Man 

    That wastes and withers there; 

Pale Anguish keeps the heavy gate, 

    And the Warder is Despair. 

So wrote a poet, to whom the world had dealt its justice— 

I know not whether Laws be right, 

    Or whether Laws be wrong; 

All that we know who lie in gaol 



    Is that the wall is strong. 

And they do well to hide their hell, 

    For in it things are done 

That Son of God nor son of Man 

    Ever should look upon! 

  



CHAPTER XVII 

At seven o’clock the next morning Jurgis was let out to get water to wash his cell—a duty 

which he performed faithfully, but which most of the prisoners were accustomed to shirk, until 

their cells became so filthy that the guards interposed. Then he had more “duffers and dope,” and 

afterward was allowed three hours for exercise, in a long, cement-walked court roofed with 

glass. Here were all the inmates of the jail crowded together. At one side of the court was a place 

for visitors, cut off by two heavy wire screens, a foot apart, so that nothing could be passed in to 

the prisoners; here Jurgis watched anxiously, but there came no one to see him. 

Soon after he went back to his cell, a keeper opened the door to let in another prisoner. He was 

a dapper young fellow, with a light brown mustache and blue eyes, and a graceful figure. He 

nodded to Jurgis, and then, as the keeper closed the door upon him, began gazing critically about 

him. 

“Well, pal,” he said, as his glance encountered Jurgis again, “good morning.” 

“Good morning,” said Jurgis. 

“A rum go for Christmas, eh?” added the other. 

Jurgis nodded. 

The newcomer went to the bunks and inspected the blankets; he lifted up the mattress, and 

then dropped it with an exclamation. “My God!” he said, “that’s the worst yet.” 

He glanced at Jurgis again. “Looks as if it hadn’t been slept in last night. Couldn’t stand it, 

eh?” 

“I didn’t want to sleep last night,” said Jurgis. 

“When did you come in?” 

“Yesterday.” 

The other had another look around, and then wrinkled up his nose. “There’s the devil of a 

stink in here,” he said, suddenly. “What is it?” 

“It’s me,” said Jurgis. 

“You?” 

“Yes, me.” 

“Didn’t they make you wash?” 

“Yes, but this don’t wash.” 

“What is it?” 

“Fertilizer.” 

“Fertilizer! The deuce! What are you?” 

“I work in the stockyards—at least I did until the other day. It’s in my clothes.” 

“That’s a new one on me,” said the newcomer. “I thought I’d been up against ‘em all. What 

are you in for?” 

“I hit my boss.” 

“Oh—that’s it. What did he do?” 

“He—he treated me mean.” 

“I see. You’re what’s called an honest workingman!” 

“What are you?” Jurgis asked. 



“I?” The other laughed. “They say I’m a cracksman,” he said. 

“What’s that?” asked Jurgis. 

“Safes, and such things,” answered the other. 

“Oh,” said Jurgis, wonderingly, and stared at the speaker in awe. “You mean you break into 

them—you—you—” 

“Yes,” laughed the other, “that’s what they say.” 

He did not look to be over twenty-two or three, though, as Jurgis found afterward, he was 

thirty. He spoke like a man of education, like what the world calls a “gentleman.” 

“Is that what you’re here for?” Jurgis inquired. 

“No,” was the answer. “I’m here for disorderly conduct. They were mad because they couldn’t 

get any evidence. 

“What’s your name?” the young fellow continued after a pause. “My name’s Duane—Jack 

Duane. I’ve more than a dozen, but that’s my company one.” He seated himself on the floor with 

his back to the wall and his legs crossed, and went on talking easily; he soon put Jurgis on a 

friendly footing—he was evidently a man of the world, used to getting on, and not too proud to 

hold conversation with a mere laboring man. He drew Jurgis out, and heard all about his life all 

but the one unmentionable thing; and then he told stories about his own life. He was a great one 

for stories, not always of the choicest. Being sent to jail had apparently not disturbed his 

cheerfulness; he had “done time” twice before, it seemed, and he took it all with a frolic 

welcome. What with women and wine and the excitement of his vocation, a man could afford to 

rest now and then. 

Naturally, the aspect of prison life was changed for Jurgis by the arrival of a cell mate. He 

could not turn his face to the wall and sulk, he had to speak when he was spoken to; nor could he 

help being interested in the conversation of Duane—the first educated man with whom he had 

ever talked. How could he help listening with wonder while the other told of midnight ventures 

and perilous escapes, of feastings and orgies, of fortunes squandered in a night? The young 

fellow had an amused contempt for Jurgis, as a sort of working mule; he, too, had felt the 

world’s injustice, but instead of bearing it patiently, he had struck back, and struck hard. He was 

striking all the time—there was war between him and society. He was a genial freebooter, living 

off the enemy, without fear or shame. He was not always victorious, but then defeat did not mean 

annihilation, and need not break his spirit. 

Withal he was a goodhearted fellow—too much so, it appeared. His story came out, not in the 

first day, nor the second, but in the long hours that dragged by, in which they had nothing to do 

but talk and nothing to talk of but themselves. Jack Duane was from the East; he was a college-

bred man—had been studying electrical engineering. Then his father had met with misfortune in 

business and killed himself; and there had been his mother and a younger brother and sister. 

Also, there was an invention of Duane’s; Jurgis could not understand it clearly, but it had to do 

with telegraphing, and it was a very important thing—there were fortunes in it, millions upon 

millions of dollars. And Duane had been robbed of it by a great company, and got tangled up in 

lawsuits and lost all his money. Then somebody had given him a tip on a horse race, and he had 

tried to retrieve his fortune with another person’s money, and had to run away, and all the rest 

had come from that. The other asked him what had led him to safe-breaking—to Jurgis a wild 

and appalling occupation to think about. A man he had met, his cell mate had replied—one thing 

leads to another. Didn’t he ever wonder about his family, Jurgis asked. Sometimes, the other 



answered, but not often—he didn’t allow it. Thinking about it would make it no better. This 

wasn’t a world in which a man had any business with a family; sooner or later Jurgis would find 

that out also, and give up the fight and shift for himself. 

Jurgis was so transparently what he pretended to be that his cell mate was as open with him as 

a child; it was pleasant to tell him adventures, he was so full of wonder and admiration, he was 

so new to the ways of the country. Duane did not even bother to keep back names and places—

he told all his triumphs and his failures, his loves and his griefs. Also he introduced Jurgis to 

many of the other prisoners, nearly half of whom he knew by name. The crowd had already 

given Jurgis a name—they called him “the stinker.” This was cruel, but they meant no harm by 

it, and he took it with a good-natured grin. 

Our friend had caught now and then a whiff from the sewers over which he lived, but this was 

the first time that he had ever been splashed by their filth. This jail was a Noah’s ark of the city’s 

crime—there were murderers, “hold-up men” and burglars, embezzlers, counterfeiters and 

forgers, bigamists, “shoplifters,” “confidence men,” petty thieves and pickpockets, gamblers and 

procurers, brawlers, beggars, tramps and drunkards; they were black and white, old and young, 

Americans and natives of every nation under the sun. There were hardened criminals and 

innocent men too poor to give bail; old men, and boys literally not yet in their teens. They were 

the drainage of the great festering ulcer of society; they were hideous to look upon, sickening to 

talk to. All life had turned to rottenness and stench in them—love was a beastliness, joy was a 

snare, and God was an imprecation. They strolled here and there about the courtyard, and Jurgis 

listened to them. He was ignorant and they were wise; they had been everywhere and tried 

everything. They could tell the whole hateful story of it, set forth the inner soul of a city in which 

justice and honor, women’s bodies and men’s souls, were for sale in the marketplace, and human 

beings writhed and fought and fell upon each other like wolves in a pit; in which lusts were 

raging fires, and men were fuel, and humanity was festering and stewing and wallowing in its 

own corruption. Into this wild-beast tangle these men had been born without their consent, they 

had taken part in it because they could not help it; that they were in jail was no disgrace to them, 

for the game had never been fair, the dice were loaded. They were swindlers and thieves of 

pennies and dimes, and they had been trapped and put out of the way by the swindlers and 

thieves of millions of dollars. 

To most of this Jurgis tried not to listen. They frightened him with their savage mockery; and 

all the while his heart was far away, where his loved ones were calling. Now and then in the 

midst of it his thoughts would take flight; and then the tears would come into his eyes—and he 

would be called back by the jeering laughter of his companions. 

He spent a week in this company, and during all that time he had no word from his home. He 

paid one of his fifteen cents for a postal card, and his companion wrote a note to the family, 

telling them where he was and when he would be tried. There came no answer to it, however, 

and at last, the day before New Year’s, Jurgis bade good-by to Jack Duane. The latter gave him 

his address, or rather the address of his mistress, and made Jurgis promise to look him up. 

“Maybe I could help you out of a hole some day,” he said, and added that he was sorry to have 

him go. Jurgis rode in the patrol wagon back to Justice Callahan’s court for trial. 

One of the first things he made out as he entered the room was Teta Elzbieta and little Kotrina, 

looking pale and frightened, seated far in the rear. His heart began to pound, but he did not dare 

to try to signal to them, and neither did Elzbieta. He took his seat in the prisoners’ pen and sat 

gazing at them in helpless agony. He saw that Ona was not with them, and was full of foreboding 



as to what that might mean. He spent half an hour brooding over this—and then suddenly he 

straightened up and the blood rushed into his face. A man had come in—Jurgis could not see his 

features for the bandages that swathed him, but he knew the burly figure. It was Connor! A 

trembling seized him, and his limbs bent as if for a spring. Then suddenly he felt a hand on his 

collar, and heard a voice behind him: “Sit down, you son of a—!” 

He subsided, but he never took his eyes off his enemy. The fellow was still alive, which was a 

disappointment, in one way; and yet it was pleasant to see him, all in penitential plasters. He and 

the company lawyer, who was with him, came and took seats within the judge’s railing; and a 

minute later the clerk called Jurgis’ name, and the policeman jerked him to his feet and led him 

before the bar, gripping him tightly by the arm, lest he should spring upon the boss. 

Jurgis listened while the man entered the witness chair, took the oath, and told his story. The 

wife of the prisoner had been employed in a department near him, and had been discharged for 

impudence to him. Half an hour later he had been violently attacked, knocked down, and almost 

choked to death. He had brought witnesses— 

“They will probably not be necessary,” observed the judge and he turned to Jurgis. “You 

admit attacking the plaintiff?” he asked. 

“Him?” inquired Jurgis, pointing at the boss. 

“Yes,” said the judge. “I hit him, sir,” said Jurgis. 

“Say ‘your Honor,’” said the officer, pinching his arm hard. 

“Your Honor,” said Jurgis, obediently. 

“You tried to choke him?” 

“Yes, sir, your Honor.” 

“Ever been arrested before?” 

“No, sir, your Honor.” 

“What have you to say for yourself?” 

Jurgis hesitated. What had he to say? In two years and a half he had learned to speak English 

for practical purposes, but these had never included the statement that some one had intimidated 

and seduced his wife. He tried once or twice, stammering and balking, to the annoyance of the 

judge, who was gasping from the odor of fertilizer. Finally, the prisoner made it understood that 

his vocabulary was inadequate, and there stepped up a dapper young man with waxed mustaches, 

bidding him speak in any language he knew. 

Jurgis began; supposing that he would be given time, he explained how the boss had taken 

advantage of his wife’s position to make advances to her and had threatened her with the loss of 

her place. When the interpreter had translated this, the judge, whose calendar was crowded, and 

whose automobile was ordered for a certain hour, interrupted with the remark: “Oh, I see. Well, 

if he made love to your wife, why didn’t she complain to the superintendent or leave the place?” 

Jurgis hesitated, somewhat taken aback; he began to explain that they were very poor—that 

work was hard to get— 

“I see,” said Justice Callahan; “so instead you thought you would knock him down.” He 

turned to the plaintiff, inquiring, “Is there any truth in this story, Mr. Connor?” 

“Not a particle, your Honor,” said the boss. “It is very unpleasant—they tell some such tale 

every time you have to discharge a woman—” 



“Yes, I know,” said the judge. “I hear it often enough. The fellow seems to have handled you 

pretty roughly. Thirty days and costs. Next case.” 

Jurgis had been listening in perplexity. It was only when the policeman who had him by the 

arm turned and started to lead him away that he realized that sentence had been passed. He gazed 

round him wildly. “Thirty days!” he panted and then he whirled upon the judge. “What will my 

family do?” he cried frantically. “I have a wife and baby, sir, and they have no money—my God, 

they will starve to death!” 

“You would have done well to think about them before you committed the assault,” said the 

judge dryly, as he turned to look at the next prisoner. 

Jurgis would have spoken again, but the policeman had seized him by the collar and was 

twisting it, and a second policeman was making for him with evidently hostile intentions. So he 

let them lead him away. Far down the room he saw Elzbieta and Kotrina, risen from their seats, 

staring in fright; he made one effort to go to them, and then, brought back by another twist at his 

throat, he bowed his head and gave up the struggle. They thrust him into a cell room, where other 

prisoners were waiting; and as soon as court had adjourned they led him down with them into the 

“Black Maria,” and drove him away. 

This time Jurgis was bound for the “Bridewell,” a petty jail where Cook County prisoners 

serve their time. It was even filthier and more crowded than the county jail; all the smaller fry 

out of the latter had been sifted into it—the petty thieves and swindlers, the brawlers and 

vagrants. For his cell mate Jurgis had an Italian fruit seller who had refused to pay his graft to the 

policeman, and been arrested for carrying a large pocketknife; as he did not understand a word of 

English our friend was glad when he left. He gave place to a Norwegian sailor, who had lost half 

an ear in a drunken brawl, and who proved to be quarrelsome, cursing Jurgis because he moved 

in his bunk and caused the roaches to drop upon the lower one. It would have been quite 

intolerable, staying in a cell with this wild beast, but for the fact that all day long the prisoners 

were put at work breaking stone. 

Ten days of his thirty Jurgis spent thus, without hearing a word from his family; then one day 

a keeper came and informed him that there was a visitor to see him. Jurgis turned white, and so 

weak at the knees that he could hardly leave his cell. 

The man led him down the corridor and a flight of steps to the visitors’ room, which was 

barred like a cell. Through the grating Jurgis could see some one sitting in a chair; and as he 

came into the room the person started up, and he saw that it was little Stanislovas. At the sight of 

some one from home the big fellow nearly went to pieces—he had to steady himself by a chair, 

and he put his other hand to his forehead, as if to clear away a mist. “Well?” he said, weakly. 

Little Stanislovas was also trembling, and all but too frightened to speak. “They—they sent me 

to tell you—” he said, with a gulp. 

“Well?” Jurgis repeated. He followed the boy’s glance to where the keeper was standing 

watching them. “Never mind that,” Jurgis cried, wildly. “How are they?” 

“Ona is very sick,” Stanislovas said; “and we are almost starving. We can’t get along; we 

thought you might be able to help us.” 

Jurgis gripped the chair tighter; there were beads of perspiration on his forehead, and his hand 

shook. “I—can’t help you,” he said. 

“Ona lies in her room all day,” the boy went on, breathlessly. “She won’t eat anything, and she 

cries all the time. She won’t tell what is the matter and she won’t go to work at all. Then a long 



time ago the man came for the rent. He was very cross. He came again last week. He said he 

would turn us out of the house. And then Marija—” 

A sob choked Stanislovas, and he stopped. “What’s the matter with Marija?” cried Jurgis. 

“She’s cut her hand!” said the boy. “She’s cut it bad, this time, worse than before. She can’t 

work and it’s all turning green, and the company doctor says she may—she may have to have it 

cut off. And Marija cries all the time—her money is nearly all gone, too, and we can’t pay the 

rent and the interest on the house; and we have no coal and nothing more to eat, and the man at 

the store, he says—” 

The little fellow stopped again, beginning to whimper. “Go on!” the other panted in frenzy—

“Go on!” 

“I—I will,” sobbed Stanislovas. “It’s so—so cold all the time. And last Sunday it snowed 

again—a deep, deep snow—and I couldn’t—couldn’t get to work.” 

“God!” Jurgis half shouted, and he took a step toward the child. There was an old hatred 

between them because of the snow—ever since that dreadful morning when the boy had had his 

fingers frozen and Jurgis had had to beat him to send him to work. Now he clenched his hands, 

looking as if he would try to break through the grating. “You little villain,” he cried, “you didn’t 

try!” 

“I did—I did!” wailed Stanislovas, shrinking from him in terror. “I tried all day—two days. 

Elzbieta was with me, and she couldn’t either. We couldn’t walk at all, it was so deep. And we 

had nothing to eat, and oh, it was so cold! I tried, and then the third day Ona went with me—” 

“Ona!” 

“Yes. She tried to get to work, too. She had to. We were all starving. But she had lost her 

place—” 

Jurgis reeled, and gave a gasp. “She went back to that place?” he screamed. “She tried to,” 

said Stanislovas, gazing at him in perplexity. “Why not, Jurgis?” 

The man breathed hard, three or four times. “Go—on,” he panted, finally. 

“I went with her,” said Stanislovas, “but Miss Henderson wouldn’t take her back. And Connor 

saw her and cursed her. He was still bandaged up—why did you hit him, Jurgis?” (There was 

some fascinating mystery about this, the little fellow knew; but he could get no satisfaction.) 

Jurgis could not speak; he could only stare, his eyes starting out. “She has been trying to get 

other work,” the boy went on; “but she’s so weak she can’t keep up. And my boss would not take 

me back, either—Ona says he knows Connor, and that’s the reason; they’ve all got a grudge 

against us now. So I’ve got to go downtown and sell papers with the rest of the boys and 

Kotrina—” 

“Kotrina!” 

“Yes, she’s been selling papers, too. She does best, because she’s a girl. Only the cold is so 

bad—it’s terrible coming home at night, Jurgis. Sometimes they can’t come home at all—I’m 

going to try to find them tonight and sleep where they do, it’s so late and it’s such a long ways 

home. I’ve had to walk, and I didn’t know where it was—I don’t know how to get back, either. 

Only mother said I must come, because you would want to know, and maybe somebody would 

help your family when they had put you in jail so you couldn’t work. And I walked all day to get 

here—and I only had a piece of bread for breakfast, Jurgis. Mother hasn’t any work either, 

because the sausage department is shut down; and she goes and begs at houses with a basket, and 



people give her food. Only she didn’t get much yesterday; it was too cold for her fingers, and 

today she was crying—” 

So little Stanislovas went on, sobbing as he talked; and Jurgis stood, gripping the table tightly, 

saying not a word, but feeling that his head would burst; it was like having weights piled upon 

him, one after another, crushing the life out of him. He struggled and fought within himself—as 

if in some terrible nightmare, in which a man suffers an agony, and cannot lift his hand, nor cry 

out, but feels that he is going mad, that his brain is on fire— 

Just when it seemed to him that another turn of the screw would kill him, little Stanislovas 

stopped. “You cannot help us?” he said weakly. 

Jurgis shook his head. 

“They won’t give you anything here?” 

He shook it again. 

“When are you coming out?” 

“Three weeks yet,” Jurgis answered. 

And the boy gazed around him uncertainly. “Then I might as well go,” he said. 

Jurgis nodded. Then, suddenly recollecting, he put his hand into his pocket and drew it out, 

shaking. “Here,” he said, holding out the fourteen cents. “Take this to them.” 

And Stanislovas took it, and after a little more hesitation, started for the door. “Good-by, 

Jurgis,” he said, and the other noticed that he walked unsteadily as he passed out of sight. 

For a minute or so Jurgis stood clinging to his chair, reeling and swaying; then the keeper 

touched him on the arm, and he turned and went back to breaking stone. 

  



CHAPTER XVIII 

Jurgis did not get out of the Bridewell quite as soon as he had expected. To his sentence there 

were added “court costs” of a dollar and a half—he was supposed to pay for the trouble of 

putting him in jail, and not having the money, was obliged to work it off by three days more of 

toil. Nobody had taken the trouble to tell him this—only after counting the days and looking 

forward to the end in an agony of impatience, when the hour came that he expected to be free he 

found himself still set at the stone heap, and laughed at when he ventured to protest. Then he 

concluded he must have counted wrong; but as another day passed, he gave up all hope—and 

was sunk in the depths of despair, when one morning after breakfast a keeper came to him with 

the word that his time was up at last. So he doffed his prison garb, and put on his old fertilizer 

clothing, and heard the door of the prison clang behind him. 

He stood upon the steps, bewildered; he could hardly believe that it was true,—that the sky 

was above him again and the open street before him; that he was a free man. But then the cold 

began to strike through his clothes, and he started quickly away. 

There had been a heavy snow, and now a thaw had set in; fine sleety rain was falling, driven 

by a wind that pierced Jurgis to the bone. He had not stopped for his-overcoat when he set out to 

“do up” Connor, and so his rides in the patrol wagons had been cruel experiences; his clothing 

was old and worn thin, and it never had been very warm. Now as he trudged on the rain soon wet 

it through; there were six inches of watery slush on the sidewalks, so that his feet would soon 

have been soaked, even had there been no holes in his shoes. 

Jurgis had had enough to eat in the jail, and the work had been the least trying of any that he 

had done since he came to Chicago; but even so, he had not grown strong—the fear and grief 

that had preyed upon his mind had worn him thin. Now he shivered and shrunk from the rain, 

hiding his hands in his pockets and hunching his shoulders together. The Bridewell grounds were 

on the outskirts of the city and the country around them was unsettled and wild—on one side was 

the big drainage canal, and on the other a maze of railroad tracks, and so the wind had full 

sweep. 

After walking a ways, Jurgis met a little ragamuffin whom he hailed: “Hey, sonny!” The boy 

cocked one eye at him—he knew that Jurgis was a “jailbird” by his shaven head. “Wot yer 

want?” he queried. 

“How do you go to the stockyards?” Jurgis demanded. 

“I don’t go,” replied the boy. 

Jurgis hesitated a moment, nonplussed. Then he said, “I mean which is the way?” 

“Why don’t yer say so then?” was the response, and the boy pointed to the northwest, across 

the tracks. “That way.” 

“How far is it?” Jurgis asked. “I dunno,” said the other. “Mebbe twenty miles or so.” 

“Twenty miles!” Jurgis echoed, and his face fell. He had to walk every foot of it, for they had 

turned him out of jail without a penny in his pockets. 

Yet, when he once got started, and his blood had warmed with walking, he forgot everything 

in the fever of his thoughts. All the dreadful imaginations that had haunted him in his cell now 

rushed into his mind at once. The agony was almost over—he was going to find out; and he 

clenched his hands in his pockets as he strode, following his flying desire, almost at a run. Ona—

the baby—the family—the house—he would know the truth about them all! And he was coming 



to the rescue—he was free again! His hands were his own, and he could help them, he could do 

battle for them against the world. 

For an hour or so he walked thus, and then he began to look about him. He seemed to be 

leaving the city altogether. The street was turning into a country road, leading out to the 

westward; there were snow-covered fields on either side of him. Soon he met a farmer driving a 

two-horse wagon loaded with straw, and he stopped him. 

“Is this the way to the stockyards?” he asked. 

The farmer scratched his head. “I dunno jest where they be,” he said. “But they’re in the city 

somewhere, and you’re going dead away from it now.” 

Jurgis looked dazed. “I was told this was the way,” he said. 

“Who told you?” 

“A boy.” 

“Well, mebbe he was playing a joke on ye. The best thing ye kin do is to go back, and when ye 

git into town ask a policeman. I’d take ye in, only I’ve come a long ways an’ I’m loaded heavy. 

Git up!” 

So Jurgis turned and followed, and toward the end of the morning he began to see Chicago 

again. Past endless blocks of two-story shanties he walked, along wooden sidewalks and 

unpaved pathways treacherous with deep slush holes. Every few blocks there would be a railroad 

crossing on the level with the sidewalk, a deathtrap for the unwary; long freight trains would be 

passing, the cars clanking and crashing together, and Jurgis would pace about waiting, burning 

up with a fever of impatience. Occasionally the cars would stop for some minutes, and wagons 

and streetcars would crowd together waiting, the drivers swearing at each other, or hiding 

beneath umbrellas out of the rain; at such times Jurgis would dodge under the gates and run 

across the tracks and between the cars, taking his life into his hands. 

He crossed a long bridge over a river frozen solid and covered with slush. Not even on the 

river bank was the snow white—the rain which fell was a diluted solution of smoke, and Jurgis’ 

hands and face were streaked with black. Then he came into the business part of the city, where 

the streets were sewers of inky blackness, with horses sleeping and plunging, and women and 

children flying across in panic-stricken droves. These streets were huge canyons formed by 

towering black buildings, echoing with the clang of car gongs and the shouts of drivers; the 

people who swarmed in them were as busy as ants—all hurrying breathlessly, never stopping to 

look at anything nor at each other. The solitary trampish-looking foreigner, with water-soaked 

clothing and haggard face and anxious eyes, was as much alone as he hurried past them, as much 

unheeded and as lost, as if he had been a thousand miles deep in a wilderness. 

A policeman gave him his direction and told him that he had five miles to go. He came again 

to the slum districts, to avenues of saloons and cheap stores, with long dingy red factory 

buildings, and coal-yards and railroad tracks; and then Jurgis lifted up his head and began to sniff 

the air like a startled animal—scenting the far-off odor of home. It was late afternoon then, and 

he was hungry, but the dinner invitations hung out of the saloons were not for him. 

So he came at last to the stockyards, to the black volcanoes of smoke and the lowing cattle and 

the stench. Then, seeing a crowded car, his impatience got the better of him and he jumped 

aboard, hiding behind another man, unnoticed by the conductor. In ten minutes more he had 

reached his street, and home. 



He was half running as he came round the corner. There was the house, at any rate—and then 

suddenly he stopped and stared. What was the matter with the house? 

Jurgis looked twice, bewildered; then he glanced at the house next door and at the one 

beyond—then at the saloon on the corner. Yes, it was the right place, quite certainly—he had not 

made any mistake. But the house—the house was a different color! 

He came a couple of steps nearer. Yes; it had been gray and now it was yellow! The trimmings 

around the windows had been red, and now they were green! It was all newly painted! How 

strange it made it seem! 

Jurgis went closer yet, but keeping on the other side of the street. A sudden and horrible spasm 

of fear had come over him. His knees were shaking beneath him, and his mind was in a whirl. 

New paint on the house, and new weatherboards, where the old had begun to rot off, and the 

agent had got after them! New shingles over the hole in the roof, too, the hole that had for six 

months been the bane of his soul—he having no money to have it fixed and no time to fix it 

himself, and the rain leaking in, and overflowing the pots and pans he put to catch it, and 

flooding the attic and loosening the plaster. And now it was fixed! And the broken windowpane 

replaced! And curtains in the windows! New, white curtains, stiff and shiny! 

Then suddenly the front door opened. Jurgis stood, his chest heaving as he struggled to catch 

his breath. A boy had come out, a stranger to him; a big, fat, rosy-cheeked youngster, such as had 

never been seen in his home before. 

Jurgis stared at the boy, fascinated. He came down the steps whistling, kicking off the snow. 

He stopped at the foot, and picked up some, and then leaned against the railing, making a 

snowball. A moment later he looked around and saw Jurgis, and their eyes met; it was a hostile 

glance, the boy evidently thinking that the other had suspicions of the snowball. When Jurgis 

started slowly across the street toward him, he gave a quick glance about, meditating retreat, but 

then he concluded to stand his ground. 

Jurgis took hold of the railing of the steps, for he was a little unsteady. “What—what are you 

doing here?” he managed to gasp. 

“Go on!” said the boy. 

“You—” Jurgis tried again. “What do you want here?” 

“Me?” answered the boy, angrily. “I live here.” 

“You live here!” Jurgis panted. He turned white and clung more tightly to the railing. “You 

live here! Then where’s my family?” 

The boy looked surprised. “Your family!” he echoed. 

And Jurgis started toward him. “I—this is my house!” he cried. 

“Come off!” said the boy; then suddenly the door upstairs opened, and he called: “Hey, ma! 

Here’s a fellow says he owns this house.” 

A stout Irishwoman came to the top of the steps. “What’s that?” she demanded. 

Jurgis turned toward her. “Where is my family?” he cried, wildly. “I left them here! This is my 

home! What are you doing in my home?” 

The woman stared at him in frightened wonder, she must have thought she was dealing with a 

maniac—Jurgis looked like one. “Your home!” she echoed. 

“My home!” he half shrieked. “I lived here, I tell you.” 



“You must be mistaken,” she answered him. “No one ever lived here. This is a new house. 

They told us so. They—” 

“What have they done with my family?” shouted Jurgis, frantically. 

A light had begun to break upon the woman; perhaps she had had doubts of what “they” had 

told her. “I don’t know where your family is,” she said. “I bought the house only three days ago, 

and there was nobody here, and they told me it was all new. Do you really mean you had ever 

rented it?” 

“Rented it!” panted Jurgis. “I bought it! I paid for it! I own it! And they—my God, can’t you 

tell me where my people went?” 

She made him understand at last that she knew nothing. Jurgis’ brain was so confused that he 

could not grasp the situation. It was as if his family had been wiped out of existence; as if they 

were proving to be dream people, who never had existed at all. He was quite lost—but then 

suddenly he thought of Grandmother Majauszkiene, who lived in the next block. She would 

know! He turned and started at a run. 

Grandmother Majauszkiene came to the door herself. She cried out when she saw Jurgis, wild-

eyed and shaking. Yes, yes, she could tell him. The family had moved; they had not been able to 

pay the rent and they had been turned out into the snow, and the house had been repainted and 

sold again the next week. No, she had not heard how they were, but she could tell him that they 

had gone back to Aniele Jukniene, with whom they had stayed when they first came to the yards. 

Wouldn’t Jurgis come in and rest? It was certainly too bad—if only he had not got into jail— 

And so Jurgis turned and staggered away. He did not go very far round the corner he gave out 

completely, and sat down on the steps of a saloon, and hid his face in his hands, and shook all 

over with dry, racking sobs. 

Their home! Their home! They had lost it! Grief, despair, rage, overwhelmed him—what was 

any imagination of the thing to this heartbreaking, crushing reality of it—to the sight of strange 

people living in his house, hanging their curtains to his windows, staring at him with hostile 

eyes! It was monstrous, it was unthinkable—they could not do it—it could not be true! Only 

think what he had suffered for that house—what miseries they had all suffered for it—the price 

they had paid for it! 

The whole long agony came back to him. Their sacrifices in the beginning, their three hundred 

dollars that they had scraped together, all they owned in the world, all that stood between them 

and starvation! And then their toil, month by month, to get together the twelve dollars, and the 

interest as well, and now and then the taxes, and the other charges, and the repairs, and what not! 

Why, they had put their very souls into their payments on that house, they had paid for it with 

their sweat and tears—yes, more, with their very lifeblood. Dede Antanas had died of the 

struggle to earn that money—he would have been alive and strong today if he had not had to 

work in Durham’s dark cellars to earn his share. And Ona, too, had given her health and strength 

to pay for it—she was wrecked and ruined because of it; and so was he, who had been a big, 

strong man three years ago, and now sat here shivering, broken, cowed, weeping like a hysterical 

child. Ah! they had cast their all into the fight; and they had lost, they had lost! All that they had 

paid was gone—every cent of it. And their house was gone—they were back where they had 

started from, flung out into the cold to starve and freeze! 

Jurgis could see all the truth now—could see himself, through the whole long course of 

events, the victim of ravenous vultures that had torn into his vitals and devoured him; of fiends 

that had racked and tortured him, mocking him, meantime, jeering in his face. Ah, God, the 



horror of it, the monstrous, hideous, demoniacal wickedness of it! He and his family, helpless 

women and children, struggling to live, ignorant and defenseless and forlorn as they were—and 

the enemies that had been lurking for them, crouching upon their trail and thirsting for their 

blood! That first lying circular, that smooth-tongued slippery agent! That trap of the extra 

payments, the interest, and all the other charges that they had not the means to pay, and would 

never have attempted to pay! And then all the tricks of the packers, their masters, the tyrants who 

ruled them—the shutdowns and the scarcity of work, the irregular hours and the cruel speeding-

up, the lowering of wages, the raising of prices! The mercilessness of nature about them, of heat 

and cold, rain and snow; the mercilessness of the city, of the country in which they lived, of its 

laws and customs that they did not understand! All of these things had worked together for the 

company that had marked them for its prey and was waiting for its chance. And now, with this 

last hideous injustice, its time had come, and it had turned them out bag and baggage, and taken 

their house and sold it again! And they could do nothing, they were tied hand and foot—the law 

was against them, the whole machinery of society was at their oppressors’ command! If Jurgis so 

much as raised a hand against them, back he would go into that wild-beast pen from which he 

had just escaped! 

To get up and go away was to give up, to acknowledge defeat, to leave the strange family in 

possession; and Jurgis might have sat shivering in the rain for hours before he could do that, had 

it not been for the thought of his family. It might be that he had worse things yet to learn—and so 

he got to his feet and started away, walking on, wearily, half-dazed. 

To Aniele’s house, in back of the yards, was a good two miles; the distance had never seemed 

longer to Jurgis, and when he saw the familiar dingy-gray shanty his heart was beating fast. He 

ran up the steps and began to hammer upon the door. 

The old woman herself came to open it. She had shrunk all up with her rheumatism since 

Jurgis had seen her last, and her yellow parchment face stared up at him from a little above the 

level of the doorknob. She gave a start when she saw him. “Is Ona here?” he cried, breathlessly. 

“Yes,” was the answer, “she’s here.” 

“How—” Jurgis began, and then stopped short, clutching convulsively at the side of the door. 

From somewhere within the house had come a sudden cry, a wild, horrible scream of anguish. 

And the voice was Ona’s. For a moment Jurgis stood half-paralyzed with fright; then he bounded 

past the old woman and into the room. 

It was Aniele’s kitchen, and huddled round the stove were half a dozen women, pale and 

frightened. One of them started to her feet as Jurgis entered; she was haggard and frightfully thin, 

with one arm tied up in bandages—he hardly realized that it was Marija. He looked first for Ona; 

then, not seeing her, he stared at the women, expecting them to speak. But they sat dumb, gazing 

back at him, panic-stricken; and a second later came another piercing scream. 

It was from the rear of the house, and upstairs. Jurgis bounded to a door of the room and flung 

it open; there was a ladder leading through a trap door to the garret, and he was at the foot of it 

when suddenly he heard a voice behind him, and saw Marija at his heels. She seized him by the 

sleeve with her good hand, panting wildly, “No, no, Jurgis! Stop!” 

“What do you mean?” he gasped. 

“You mustn’t go up,” she cried. 

Jurgis was half-crazed with bewilderment and fright. “What’s the matter?” he shouted. “What 

is it?” 



Marija clung to him tightly; he could hear Ona sobbing and moaning above, and he fought to 

get away and climb up, without waiting for her reply. “No, no,” she rushed on. “Jurgis! You 

mustn’t go up! It’s—it’s the child!” 

“The child?” he echoed in perplexity. “Antanas?” 

Marija answered him, in a whisper: “The new one!” 

And then Jurgis went limp, and caught himself on the ladder. He stared at her as if she were a 

ghost. “The new one!” he gasped. “But it isn’t time,” he added, wildly. 

Marija nodded. “I know,” she said; “but it’s come.” 

And then again came Ona’s scream, smiting him like a blow in the face, making him wince 

and turn white. Her voice died away into a wail—then he heard her sobbing again, “My God—

let me die, let me die!” And Marija hung her arms about him, crying: “Come out! Come away!” 

She dragged him back into the kitchen, half carrying him, for he had gone all to pieces. It was 

as if the pillars of his soul had fallen in—he was blasted with horror. In the room he sank into a 

chair, trembling like a leaf, Marija still holding him, and the women staring at him in dumb, 

helpless fright. 

And then again Ona cried out; he could hear it nearly as plainly here, and he staggered to his 

feet. “How long has this been going on?” he panted. 

“Not very long,” Marija answered, and then, at a signal from Aniele, she rushed on: “You go 

away, Jurgis you can’t help—go away and come back later. It’s all right—it’s—” 

“Who’s with her?” Jurgis demanded; and then, seeing Marija hesitating, he cried again, 

“Who’s with her?” 

“She’s—she’s all right,” she answered. “Elzbieta’s with her.” 

“But the doctor!” he panted. “Some one who knows!” 

He seized Marija by the arm; she trembled, and her voice sank beneath a whisper as she 

replied, “We—we have no money.” Then, frightened at the look on his face, she exclaimed: “It’s 

all right, Jurgis! You don’t understand—go away—go away! Ah, if you only had waited!” 

Above her protests Jurgis heard Ona again; he was almost out of his mind. It was all new to 

him, raw and horrible—it had fallen upon him like a lightning stroke. When little Antanas was 

born he had been at work, and had known nothing about it until it was over; and now he was not 

to be controlled. The frightened women were at their wits’ end; one after another they tried to 

reason with him, to make him understand that this was the lot of woman. In the end they half 

drove him out into the rain, where he began to pace up and down, bareheaded and frantic. 

Because he could hear Ona from the street, he would first go away to escape the sounds, and then 

come back because he could not help it. At the end of a quarter of an hour he rushed up the steps 

again, and for fear that he would break in the door they had to open it and let him in. 

There was no arguing with him. They could not tell him that all was going well—how could 

they know, he cried—why, she was dying, she was being torn to pieces! Listen to her—listen! 

Why, it was monstrous—it could not be allowed—there must be some help for it! Had they tried 

to get a doctor? They might pay him afterward—they could promise— 

“We couldn’t promise, Jurgis,” protested Marija. “We had no money—we have scarcely been 

able to keep alive.” 

“But I can work,” Jurgis exclaimed. “I can earn money!” 



“Yes,” she answered—“but we thought you were in jail. How could we know when you would 

return? They will not work for nothing.” 

Marija went on to tell how she had tried to find a midwife, and how they had demanded ten, 

fifteen, even twenty-five dollars, and that in cash. “And I had only a quarter,” she said. “I have 

spent every cent of my money—all that I had in the bank; and I owe the doctor who has been 

coming to see me, and he has stopped because he thinks I don’t mean to pay him. And we owe 

Aniele for two weeks’ rent, and she is nearly starving, and is afraid of being turned out. We have 

been borrowing and begging to keep alive, and there is nothing more we can do—” 

“And the children?” cried Jurgis. 

“The children have not been home for three days, the weather has been so bad. They could not 

know what is happening—it came suddenly, two months before we expected it.” 

Jurgis was standing by the table, and he caught himself with his hand; his head sank and his 

arms shook—it looked as if he were going to collapse. Then suddenly Aniele got up and came 

hobbling toward him, fumbling in her skirt pocket. She drew out a dirty rag, in one corner of 

which she had something tied. 

“Here, Jurgis!” she said, “I have some money. Palauk! See!” 

She unwrapped it and counted it out—thirty-four cents. “You go, now,” she said, “and try and 

get somebody yourself. And maybe the rest can help—give him some money, you; he will pay 

you back some day, and it will do him good to have something to think about, even if he doesn’t 

succeed. When he comes back, maybe it will be over.” 

And so the other women turned out the contents of their pocketbooks; most of them had only 

pennies and nickels, but they gave him all. Mrs. Olszewski, who lived next door, and had a 

husband who was a skilled cattle butcher, but a drinking man, gave nearly half a dollar, enough 

to raise the whole sum to a dollar and a quarter. Then Jurgis thrust it into his pocket, still holding 

it tightly in his fist, and started away at a run. 

  



CHAPTER XIX 

“Madame Haupt Hebamme”, ran a sign, swinging from a second-story window over a saloon 

on the avenue; at a side door was another sign, with a hand pointing up a dingy flight of stairs. 

Jurgis went up them, three at a time. 

Madame Haupt was frying pork and onions, and had her door half open to let out the smoke. 

When he tried to knock upon it, it swung open the rest of the way, and he had a glimpse of her, 

with a black bottle turned up to her lips. Then he knocked louder, and she started and put it away. 

She was a Dutchwoman, enormously fat—when she walked she rolled like a small boat on the 

ocean, and the dishes in the cupboard jostled each other. She wore a filthy blue wrapper, and her 

teeth were black. 

“Vot is it?” she said, when she saw Jurgis. 

He had run like mad all the way and was so out of breath he could hardly speak. His hair was 

flying and his eyes wild—he looked like a man that had risen from the tomb. “My wife!” he 

panted. “Come quickly!” Madame Haupt set the frying pan to one side and wiped her hands on 

her wrapper. 

“You vant me to come for a case?” she inquired. 

“Yes,” gasped Jurgis. 

“I haf yust come back from a case,” she said. “I haf had no time to eat my dinner. Still—if it is 

so bad—” 

“Yes—it is!” cried he. 

“Vell, den, perhaps—vot you pay?” 

“I—I—how much do you want?” Jurgis stammered. 

“Tventy-five dollars.” His face fell. “I can’t pay that,” he said. 

The woman was watching him narrowly. “How much do you pay?” she demanded. 

“Must I pay now—right away?” 

“Yes; all my customers do.” 

“I—I haven’t much money,” Jurgis began in an agony of dread. “I’ve been in—in trouble—

and my money is gone. But I’ll pay you—every cent—just as soon as I can; I can work—” 

“Vot is your work?” 

“I have no place now. I must get one. But I—” 

“How much haf you got now?” 

He could hardly bring himself to reply. When he said “A dollar and a quarter,” the woman 

laughed in his face. 

“I vould not put on my hat for a dollar and a quarter,” she said. 

“It’s all I’ve got,” he pleaded, his voice breaking. “I must get some one—my wife will die. I 

can’t help it—I—” 

Madame Haupt had put back her pork and onions on the stove. She turned to him and 

answered, out of the steam and noise: “Git me ten dollars cash, und so you can pay me the rest 

next mont’.” 

“I can’t do it—I haven’t got it!” Jurgis protested. “I tell you I have only a dollar and a 

quarter.” 



The woman turned to her work. “I don’t believe you,” she said. “Dot is all to try to sheat me. 

Vot is de reason a big man like you has got only a dollar und a quarter?” 

“I’ve just been in jail,” Jurgis cried—he was ready to get down upon his knees to the 

woman—“and I had no money before, and my family has almost starved.” 

“Vere is your friends, dot ought to help you?” 

“They are all poor,” he answered. “They gave me this. I have done everything I can—” 

“Haven’t you got notting you can sell?” 

“I have nothing, I tell you—I have nothing,” he cried, frantically. 

“Can’t you borrow it, den? Don’t your store people trust you?” Then, as he shook his head, 

she went on: “Listen to me—if you git me you vill be glad of it. I vill save your wife und baby 

for you, and it vill not seem like mooch to you in de end. If you loose dem now how you tink you 

feel den? Und here is a lady dot knows her business—I could send you to people in dis block, 

und dey vould tell you—” 

Madame Haupt was pointing her cooking-fork at Jurgis persuasively; but her words were more 

than he could bear. He flung up his hands with a gesture of despair and turned and started away. 

“It’s no use,” he exclaimed—but suddenly he heard the woman’s voice behind him again— 

“I vill make it five dollars for you.” 

She followed behind him, arguing with him. “You vill be foolish not to take such an offer,” 

she said. “You von’t find nobody go out on a rainy day like dis for less. Vy, I haf never took a 

case in my life so sheap as dot. I couldn’t pay mine room rent—” 

Jurgis interrupted her with an oath of rage. “If I haven’t got it,” he shouted, “how can I pay it? 

Damn it, I would pay you if I could, but I tell you I haven’t got it. I haven’t got it! Do you hear 

me—I haven’t got it!” 

He turned and started away again. He was halfway down the stairs before Madame Haupt 

could shout to him: “Vait! I vill go mit you! Come back!” 

He went back into the room again. 

“It is not goot to tink of anybody suffering,” she said, in a melancholy voice. “I might as vell 

go mit you for noffing as vot you offer me, but I vill try to help you. How far is it?” 

“Three or four blocks from here.” 

“Tree or four! Und so I shall get soaked! Gott in Himmel, it ought to be vorth more! Vun 

dollar und a quarter, und a day like dis!—But you understand now—you vill pay me de rest of 

twenty-five dollars soon?” 

“As soon as I can.” 

“Some time dis mont’?” 

“Yes, within a month,” said poor Jurgis. “Anything! Hurry up!” 

“Vere is de dollar und a quarter?” persisted Madame Haupt, relentlessly. 

Jurgis put the money on the table and the woman counted it and stowed it away. Then she 

wiped her greasy hands again and proceeded to get ready, complaining all the time; she was so 

fat that it was painful for her to move, and she grunted and gasped at every step. She took off her 

wrapper without even taking the trouble to turn her back to Jurgis, and put on her corsets and 

dress. Then there was a black bonnet which had to be adjusted carefully, and an umbrella which 

was mislaid, and a bag full of necessaries which had to be collected from here and there—the 



man being nearly crazy with anxiety in the meantime. When they were on the street he kept 

about four paces ahead of her, turning now and then, as if he could hurry her on by the force of 

his desire. But Madame Haupt could only go so far at a step, and it took all her attention to get 

the needed breath for that. 

They came at last to the house, and to the group of frightened women in the kitchen. It was not 

over yet, Jurgis learned—he heard Ona crying still; and meantime Madame Haupt removed her 

bonnet and laid it on the mantelpiece, and got out of her bag, first an old dress and then a saucer 

of goose grease, which she proceeded to rub upon her hands. The more cases this goose grease is 

used in, the better luck it brings to the midwife, and so she keeps it upon her kitchen mantelpiece 

or stowed away in a cupboard with her dirty clothes, for months, and sometimes even for years. 

Then they escorted her to the ladder, and Jurgis heard her give an exclamation of dismay. 

“Gott in Himmel, vot for haf you brought me to a place like dis? I could not climb up dot ladder. 

I could not git troo a trap door! I vill not try it—vy, I might kill myself already. Vot sort of a 

place is dot for a woman to bear a child in—up in a garret, mit only a ladder to it? You ought to 

be ashamed of yourselves!” Jurgis stood in the doorway and listened to her scolding, half 

drowning out the horrible moans and screams of Ona. 

At last Aniele succeeded in pacifying her, and she essayed the ascent; then, however, she had 

to be stopped while the old woman cautioned her about the floor of the garret. They had no real 

floor—they had laid old boards in one part to make a place for the family to live; it was all right 

and safe there, but the other part of the garret had only the joists of the floor, and the lath and 

plaster of the ceiling below, and if one stepped on this there would be a catastrophe. As it was 

half dark up above, perhaps one of the others had best go up first with a candle. Then there were 

more outcries and threatening, until at last Jurgis had a vision of a pair of elephantine legs 

disappearing through the trap door, and felt the house shake as Madame Haupt started to walk. 

Then suddenly Aniele came to him and took him by the arm. 

“Now,” she said, “you go away. Do as I tell you—you have done all you can, and you are only 

in the way. Go away and stay away.” 

“But where shall I go?” Jurgis asked, helplessly. 

“I don’t know where,” she answered. “Go on the street, if there is no other place—only go! 

And stay all night!” 

In the end she and Marija pushed him out of the door and shut it behind him. It was just about 

sundown, and it was turning cold—the rain had changed to snow, and the slush was freezing. 

Jurgis shivered in his thin clothing, and put his hands into his pockets and started away. He had 

not eaten since morning, and he felt weak and ill; with a sudden throb of hope he recollected he 

was only a few blocks from the saloon where he had been wont to eat his dinner. They might 

have mercy on him there, or he might meet a friend. He set out for the place as fast as he could 

walk. 

“Hello, Jack,” said the saloon-keeper, when he entered—they call all foreigners and unskilled 

men “Jack” in Packingtown. “Where’ve you been?” 

Jurgis went straight to the bar. “I’ve been in jail,” he said, “and I’ve just got out. I walked 

home all the way, and I’ve not a cent, and had nothing to eat since this morning. And I’ve lost 

my home, and my wife’s ill, and I’m done up.” 

The saloon-keeper gazed at him, with his haggard white face and his blue trembling lips. Then 

he pushed a big bottle toward him. “Fill her up!” he said. 



Jurgis could hardly hold the bottle, his hands shook so. 

“Don’t be afraid,” said the saloon-keeper, “fill her up!” 

So Jurgis drank a large glass of whisky, and then turned to the lunch counter, in obedience to 

the other’s suggestion. He ate all he dared, stuffing it in as fast as he could; and then, after trying 

to speak his gratitude, he went and sat down by the big red stove in the middle of the room. 

It was too good to last, however—like all things in this hard world. His soaked clothing began 

to steam, and the horrible stench of fertilizer to fill the room. In an hour or so the packing houses 

would be closing and the men coming in from their work; and they would not come into a place 

that smelt of Jurgis. Also it was Saturday night, and in a couple of hours would come a violin 

and a cornet, and in the rear part of the saloon the families of the neighborhood would dance and 

feast upon wienerwurst and lager, until two or three o’clock in the morning. The saloon-keeper 

coughed once or twice, and then remarked, “Say, Jack, I’m afraid you’ll have to quit.” 

He was used to the sight of human wrecks, this saloon-keeper; he “fired” dozens of them 

every night, just as haggard and cold and forlorn as this one. But they were all men who had 

given up and been counted out, while Jurgis was still in the fight, and had reminders of decency 

about him. As he got up meekly, the other reflected that he had always been a steady man, and 

might soon be a good customer again. “You’ve been up against it, I see,” he said. “Come this 

way.” 

In the rear of the saloon were the cellar stairs. There was a door above and another below, both 

safely padlocked, making the stairs an admirable place to stow away a customer who might still 

chance to have money, or a political light whom it was not advisable to kick out of doors. 

So Jurgis spent the night. The whisky had only half warmed him, and he could not sleep, 

exhausted as he was; he would nod forward, and then start up, shivering with the cold, and begin 

to remember again. Hour after hour passed, until he could only persuade himself that it was not 

morning by the sounds of music and laughter and singing that were to be heard from the room. 

When at last these ceased, he expected that he would be turned out into the street; as this did not 

happen, he fell to wondering whether the man had forgotten him. 

In the end, when the silence and suspense were no longer to be borne, he got up and 

hammered on the door; and the proprietor came, yawning and rubbing his eyes. He was keeping 

open all night, and dozing between customers. 

“I want to go home,” Jurgis said. “I’m worried about my wife—I can’t wait any longer.” 

“Why the hell didn’t you say so before?” said the man. “I thought you didn’t have any home 

to go to.” Jurgis went outside. It was four o’clock in the morning, and as black as night. There 

were three or four inches of fresh snow on the ground, and the flakes were falling thick and fast. 

He turned toward Aniele’s and started at a run. 

There was a light burning in the kitchen window and the blinds were drawn. The door was 

unlocked and Jurgis rushed in. 

Aniele, Marija, and the rest of the women were huddled about the stove, exactly as before; 

with them were several newcomers, Jurgis noticed—also he noticed that the house was silent. 

“Well?” he said. 

No one answered him, they sat staring at him with their pale faces. He cried again: “Well?” 

And then, by the light of the smoky lamp, he saw Marija who sat nearest him, shaking her 

head slowly. “Not yet,” she said. 



And Jurgis gave a cry of dismay. “Not yet?” 

Again Marija’s head shook. The poor fellow stood dumfounded. “I don’t hear her,” he gasped. 

“She’s been quiet a long time,” replied the other. 

There was another pause—broken suddenly by a voice from the attic: “Hello, there!” 

Several of the women ran into the next room, while Marija sprang toward Jurgis. “Wait here!” 

she cried, and the two stood, pale and trembling, listening. In a few moments it became clear that 

Madame Haupt was engaged in descending the ladder, scolding and exhorting again, while the 

ladder creaked in protest. In a moment or two she reached the ground, angry and breathless, and 

they heard her coming into the room. Jurgis gave one glance at her, and then turned white and 

reeled. She had her jacket off, like one of the workers on the killing beds. Her hands and arms 

were smeared with blood, and blood was splashed upon her clothing and her face. 

She stood breathing hard, and gazing about her; no one made a sound. “I haf done my best,” 

she began suddenly. “I can do noffing more—dere is no use to try.” 

Again there was silence. 

“It ain’t my fault,” she said. “You had ought to haf had a doctor, und not vaited so long—it 

vas too late already ven I come.” Once more there was deathlike stillness. Marija was clutching 

Jurgis with all the power of her one well arm. 

Then suddenly Madame Haupt turned to Aniele. “You haf not got something to drink, hey?” 

she queried. “Some brandy?” 

Aniele shook her head. 

“Herr Gott!” exclaimed Madame Haupt. “Such people! Perhaps you vill give me someting to 

eat den—I haf had noffing since yesterday morning, und I haf vorked myself near to death here. 

If I could haf known it vas like dis, I vould never haf come for such money as you gif me.” At 

this moment she chanced to look round, and saw Jurgis: She shook her finger at him. “You 

understand me,” she said, “you pays me dot money yust de same! It is not my fault dat you send 

for me so late I can’t help your vife. It is not my fault if der baby comes mit one arm first, so dot 

I can’t save it. I haf tried all night, und in dot place vere it is not fit for dogs to be born, und mit 

notting to eat only vot I brings in mine own pockets.” 

Here Madame Haupt paused for a moment to get her breath; and Marija, seeing the beads of 

sweat on Jurgis’s forehead, and feeling the quivering of his frame, broke out in a low voice: 

“How is Ona?” 

“How is she?” echoed Madame Haupt. “How do you tink she can be ven you leave her to kill 

herself so? I told dem dot ven they send for de priest. She is young, und she might haf got over it, 

und been vell und strong, if she had been treated right. She fight hard, dot girl—she is not yet 

quite dead.” 

And Jurgis gave a frantic scream. “Dead!” 

“She vill die, of course,” said the other angrily. “Der baby is dead now.” 

The garret was lighted by a candle stuck upon a board; it had almost burned itself out, and was 

sputtering and smoking as Jurgis rushed up the ladder. He could make out dimly in one corner a 

pallet of rags and old blankets, spread upon the floor; at the foot of it was a crucifix, and near it a 

priest muttering a prayer. In a far corner crouched Elzbieta, moaning and wailing. Upon the 

pallet lay Ona. 



She was covered with a blanket, but he could see her shoulders and one arm lying bare; she 

was so shrunken he would scarcely have known her—she was all but a skeleton, and as white as 

a piece of chalk. Her eyelids were closed, and she lay still as death. He staggered toward her and 

fell upon his knees with a cry of anguish: “Ona! Ona!” 

She did not stir. He caught her hand in his, and began to clasp it frantically, calling: “Look at 

me! Answer me! It is Jurgis come back—don’t you hear me?” 

There was the faintest quivering of the eyelids, and he called again in frenzy: “Ona! Ona!” 

Then suddenly her eyes opened one instant. One instant she looked at him—there was a flash 

of recognition between them, he saw her afar off, as through a dim vista, standing forlorn. He 

stretched out his arms to her, he called her in wild despair; a fearful yearning surged up in him, 

hunger for her that was agony, desire that was a new being born within him, tearing his 

heartstrings, torturing him. But it was all in vain—she faded from him, she slipped back and was 

gone. And a wail of anguish burst from him, great sobs shook all his frame, and hot tears ran 

down his cheeks and fell upon her. He clutched her hands, he shook her, he caught her in his 

arms and pressed her to him but she lay cold and still—she was gone—she was gone! 

The word rang through him like the sound of a bell, echoing in the far depths of him, making 

forgotten chords to vibrate, old shadowy fears to stir—fears of the dark, fears of the void, fears 

of annihilation. She was dead! She was dead! He would never see her again, never hear her 

again! An icy horror of loneliness seized him; he saw himself standing apart and watching all the 

world fade away from him—a world of shadows, of fickle dreams. He was like a little child, in 

his fright and grief; he called and called, and got no answer, and his cries of despair echoed 

through the house, making the women downstairs draw nearer to each other in fear. He was 

inconsolable, beside himself—the priest came and laid his hand upon his shoulder and whispered 

to him, but he heard not a sound. He was gone away himself, stumbling through the shadows, 

and groping after the soul that had fled. 

So he lay. The gray dawn came up and crept into the attic. The priest left, the women left, and 

he was alone with the still, white figure—quieter now, but moaning and shuddering, wrestling 

with the grisly fiend. Now and then he would raise himself and stare at the white mask before 

him, then hide his eyes because he could not bear it. Dead! dead! And she was only a girl, she 

was barely eighteen! Her life had hardly begun—and here she lay murdered—mangled, tortured 

to death! 

It was morning when he rose up and came down into the kitchen—haggard and ashen gray, 

reeling and dazed. More of the neighbors had come in, and they stared at him in silence as he 

sank down upon a chair by the table and buried his face in his arms. 

A few minutes later the front door opened; a blast of cold and snow rushed in, and behind it 

little Kotrina, breathless from running, and blue with the cold. “I’m home again!” she exclaimed. 

“I could hardly—” 

And then, seeing Jurgis, she stopped with an exclamation. Looking from one to another she 

saw that something had happened, and she asked, in a lower voice: “What’s the matter?” 

Before anyone could reply, Jurgis started up; he went toward her, walking unsteadily. “Where 

have you been?” he demanded. 

“Selling papers with the boys,” she said. “The snow—” 

“Have you any money?” he demanded. 

“Yes.” 



“How much?” 

“Nearly three dollars, Jurgis.” 

“Give it to me.” 

Kotrina, frightened by his manner, glanced at the others. “Give it to me!” he commanded 

again, and she put her hand into her pocket and pulled out a lump of coins tied in a bit of rag. 

Jurgis took it without a word, and went out of the door and down the street. 

Three doors away was a saloon. “Whisky,” he said, as he entered, and as the man pushed him 

some, he tore at the rag with his teeth and pulled out half a dollar. “How much is the bottle?” he 

said. “I want to get drunk.” 

  



CHAPTER XX 

But a big man cannot stay drunk very long on three dollars. That was Sunday morning, and 

Monday night Jurgis came home, sober and sick, realizing that he had spent every cent the 

family owned, and had not bought a single instant’s forgetfulness with it. 

Ona was not yet buried; but the police had been notified, and on the morrow they would put 

the body in a pine coffin and take it to the potter’s field. Elzbieta was out begging now, a few 

pennies from each of the neighbors, to get enough to pay for a mass for her; and the children 

were upstairs starving to death, while he, good-for-nothing rascal, had been spending their 

money on drink. So spoke Aniele, scornfully, and when he started toward the fire she added the 

information that her kitchen was no longer for him to fill with his phosphate stinks. She had 

crowded all her boarders into one room on Ona’s account, but now he could go up in the garret 

where he belonged—and not there much longer, either, if he did not pay her some rent. 

Jurgis went without a word, and, stepping over half a dozen sleeping boarders in the next 

room, ascended the ladder. It was dark up above; they could not afford any light; also it was 

nearly as cold as outdoors. In a corner, as far away from the corpse as possible, sat Marija, 

holding little Antanas in her one good arm and trying to soothe him to sleep. In another corner 

crouched poor little Juozapas, wailing because he had had nothing to eat all day. Marija said not 

a word to Jurgis; he crept in like a whipped cur, and went and sat down by the body. 

Perhaps he ought to have meditated upon the hunger of the children, and upon his own 

baseness; but he thought only of Ona, he gave himself up again to the luxury of grief. He shed no 

tears, being ashamed to make a sound; he sat motionless and shuddering with his anguish. He 

had never dreamed how much he loved Ona, until now that she was gone; until now that he sat 

here, knowing that on the morrow they would take her away, and that he would never lay eyes 

upon her again—never all the days of his life. His old love, which had been starved to death, 

beaten to death, awoke in him again; the floodgates of memory were lifted—he saw all their life 

together, saw her as he had seen her in Lithuania, the first day at the fair, beautiful as the flowers, 

singing like a bird. He saw her as he had married her, with all her tenderness, with her heart of 

wonder; the very words she had spoken seemed to ring now in his ears, the tears she had shed to 

be wet upon his cheek. The long, cruel battle with misery and hunger had hardened and 

embittered him, but it had not changed her—she had been the same hungry soul to the end, 

stretching out her arms to him, pleading with him, begging him for love and tenderness. And she 

had suffered—so cruelly she had suffered, such agonies, such infamies—ah, God, the memory of 

them was not to be borne. What a monster of wickedness, of heartlessness, he had been! Every 

angry word that he had ever spoken came back to him and cut him like a knife; every selfish act 

that he had done—with what torments he paid for them now! And such devotion and awe as 

welled up in his soul—now that it could never be spoken, now that it was too late, too late! His 

bosom-was choking with it, bursting with it; he crouched here in the darkness beside her, 

stretching out his arms to her—and she was gone forever, she was dead! He could have screamed 

aloud with the horror and despair of it; a sweat of agony beaded his forehead, yet he dared not 

make a sound—he scarcely dared to breathe, because of his shame and loathing of himself. 

Late at night came Elzbieta, having gotten the money for a mass, and paid for it in advance, 

lest she should be tempted too sorely at home. She brought also a bit of stale rye bread that some 

one had given her, and with that they quieted the children and got them to sleep. Then she came 

over to Jurgis and sat down beside him. 



She said not a word of reproach—she and Marija had chosen that course before; she would 

only plead with him, here by the corpse of his dead wife. Already Elzbieta had choked down her 

tears, grief being crowded out of her soul by fear. She had to bury one of her children—but then 

she had done it three times before, and each time risen up and gone back to take up the battle for 

the rest. Elzbieta was one of the primitive creatures: like the angleworm, which goes on living 

though cut in half; like a hen, which, deprived of her chickens one by one, will mother the last 

that is left her. She did this because it was her nature—she asked no questions about the justice 

of it, nor the worth-whileness of life in which destruction and death ran riot. 

And this old common-sense view she labored to impress upon Jurgis, pleading with him with 

tears in her eyes. Ona was dead, but the others were left and they must be saved. She did not ask 

for her own children. She and Marija could care for them somehow, but there was Antanas, his 

own son. Ona had given Antanas to him—the little fellow was the only remembrance of her that 

he had; he must treasure it and protect it, he must show himself a man. He knew what Ona would 

have had him do, what she would ask of him at this moment, if she could speak to him. It was a 

terrible thing that she should have died as she had; but the life had been too hard for her, and she 

had to go. It was terrible that they were not able to bury her, that he could not even have a day to 

mourn her—but so it was. Their fate was pressing; they had not a cent, and the children would 

perish—some money must be had. Could he not be a man for Ona’s sake, and pull himself 

together? In a little while they would be out of danger—now that they had given up the house 

they could live more cheaply, and with all the children working they could get along, if only he 

would not go to pieces. So Elzbieta went on, with feverish intensity. It was a struggle for life 

with her; she was not afraid that Jurgis would go on drinking, for he had no money for that, but 

she was wild with dread at the thought that he might desert them, might take to the road, as Jonas 

had done. 

But with Ona’s dead body beneath his eyes, Jurgis could not well think of treason to his child. 

Yes, he said, he would try, for the sake of Antanas. He would give the little fellow his chance—

would get to work at once, yes, tomorrow, without even waiting for Ona to be buried. They 

might trust him, he would keep his word, come what might. 

And so he was out before daylight the next morning, headache, heartache, and all. He went 

straight to Graham’s fertilizer mill, to see if he could get back his job. But the boss shook his 

head when he saw him—no, his place had been filled long ago, and there was no room for him. 

“Do you think there will be?” Jurgis asked. “I may have to wait.” 

“No,” said the other, “it will not be worth your while to wait—there will be nothing for you 

here.” 

Jurgis stood gazing at him in perplexity. “What is the matter?” he asked. “Didn’t I do my 

work?” 

The other met his look with one of cold indifference, and answered, “There will be nothing for 

you here, I said.” 

Jurgis had his suspicions as to the dreadful meaning of that incident, and he went away with a 

sinking at the heart. He went and took his stand with the mob of hungry wretches who were 

standing about in the snow before the time station. Here he stayed, breakfastless, for two hours, 

until the throng was driven away by the clubs of the police. There was no work for him that day. 

Jurgis had made a good many acquaintances in his long services at the yards—there were 

saloonkeepers who would trust him for a drink and a sandwich, and members of his old union 

who would lend him a dime at a pinch. It was not a question of life and death for him, therefore; 



he might hunt all day, and come again on the morrow, and try hanging on thus for weeks, like 

hundreds and thousands of others. Meantime, Teta Elzbieta would go and beg, over in the Hyde 

Park district, and the children would bring home enough to pacify Aniele, and keep them all 

alive. 

It was at the end of a week of this sort of waiting, roaming about in the bitter winds or loafing 

in saloons, that Jurgis stumbled on a chance in one of the cellars of Jones’s big packing plant. He 

saw a foreman passing the open doorway, and hailed him for a job. 

“Push a truck?” inquired the man, and Jurgis answered, “Yes, sir!” before the words were well 

out of his mouth. 

“What’s your name?” demanded the other. 

“Jurgis Rudkus.” 

“Worked in the yards before?” 

“Yes.” 

“Whereabouts?” 

“Two places—Brown’s killing beds and Durham’s fertilizer mill.” 

“Why did you leave there?” 

“The first time I had an accident, and the last time I was sent up for a month.” 

“I see. Well, I’ll give you a trial. Come early tomorrow and ask for Mr. Thomas.” 

So Jurgis rushed home with the wild tidings that he had a job—that the terrible siege was over. 

The remnants of the family had quite a celebration that night; and in the morning Jurgis was at 

the place half an hour before the time of opening. The foreman came in shortly afterward, and 

when he saw Jurgis he frowned. 

“Oh,” he said, “I promised you a job, didn’t I?” 

“Yes, sir,” said Jurgis. 

“Well, I’m sorry, but I made a mistake. I can’t use you.” 

Jurgis stared, dumfounded. “What’s the matter?” he gasped. 

“Nothing,” said the man, “only I can’t use you.” 

There was the same cold, hostile stare that he had had from the boss of the fertilizer mill. He 

knew that there was no use in saying a word, and he turned and went away. 

Out in the saloons the men could tell him all about the meaning of it; they gazed at him with 

pitying eyes—poor devil, he was blacklisted! What had he done? they asked—knocked down his 

boss? Good heavens, then he might have known! Why, he stood as much chance of getting a job 

in Packingtown as of being chosen mayor of Chicago. Why had he wasted his time hunting? 

They had him on a secret list in every office, big and little, in the place. They had his name by 

this time in St. Louis and New York, in Omaha and Boston, in Kansas City and St. Joseph. He 

was condemned and sentenced, without trial and without appeal; he could never work for the 

packers again—he could not even clean cattle pens or drive a truck in any place where they 

controlled. He might try it, if he chose, as hundreds had tried it, and found out for themselves. He 

would never be told anything about it; he would never get any more satisfaction than he had 

gotten just now; but he would always find when the time came that he was not needed. It would 

not do for him to give any other name, either—they had company “spotters” for just that 

purpose, and he wouldn’t keep a job in Packingtown three days. It was worth a fortune to the 



packers to keep their blacklist effective, as a warning to the men and a means of keeping down 

union agitation and political discontent. 

Jurgis went home, carrying these new tidings to the family council. It was a most cruel thing; 

here in this district was his home, such as it was, the place he was used to and the friends he 

knew—and now every possibility of employment in it was closed to him. There was nothing in 

Packingtown but packing houses; and so it was the same thing as evicting him from his home. 

He and the two women spent all day and half the night discussing it. It would be convenient, 

downtown, to the children’s place of work; but then Marija was on the road to recovery, and had 

hopes of getting a job in the yards; and though she did not see her old-time lover once a month, 

because of the misery of their state, yet she could not make up her mind to go away and give him 

up forever. Then, too, Elzbieta had heard something about a chance to scrub floors in Durham’s 

offices and was waiting every day for word. In the end it was decided that Jurgis should go 

downtown to strike out for himself, and they would decide after he got a job. As there was no 

one from whom he could borrow there, and he dared not beg for fear of being arrested, it was 

arranged that every day he should meet one of the children and be given fifteen cents of their 

earnings, upon which he could keep going. Then all day he was to pace the streets with hundreds 

and thousands of other homeless wretches inquiring at stores, warehouses, and factories for a 

chance; and at night he was to crawl into some doorway or underneath a truck, and hide there 

until midnight, when he might get into one of the station houses, and spread a newspaper upon 

the floor, and lie down in the midst of a throng of “bums” and beggars, reeking with alcohol and 

tobacco, and filthy with vermin and disease. 

So for two weeks more Jurgis fought with the demon of despair. Once he got a chance to load 

a truck for half a day, and again he carried an old woman’s valise and was given a quarter. This 

let him into a lodging-house on several nights when he might otherwise have frozen to death; and 

it also gave him a chance now and then to buy a newspaper in the morning and hunt up jobs 

while his rivals were watching and waiting for a paper to be thrown away. This, however, was 

really not the advantage it seemed, for the newspaper advertisements were a cause of much loss 

of precious time and of many weary journeys. A full half of these were “fakes,” put in by the 

endless variety of establishments which preyed upon the helpless ignorance of the unemployed. 

If Jurgis lost only his time, it was because he had nothing else to lose; whenever a smooth-

tongued agent would tell him of the wonderful positions he had on hand, he could only shake his 

head sorrowfully and say that he had not the necessary dollar to deposit; when it was explained 

to him what “big money” he and all his family could make by coloring photographs, he could 

only promise to come in again when he had two dollars to invest in the outfit. 

In the end Jurgis got a chance through an accidental meeting with an old-time acquaintance of 

his union days. He met this man on his way to work in the giant factories of the Harvester Trust; 

and his friend told him to come along and he would speak a good word for him to his boss, 

whom he knew well. So Jurgis trudged four or five miles, and passed through a waiting throng of 

unemployed at the gate under the escort of his friend. His knees nearly gave way beneath him 

when the foreman, after looking him over and questioning him, told him that he could find an 

opening for him. 

How much this accident meant to Jurgis he realized only by stages; for he found that the 

harvester works were the sort of place to which philanthropists and reformers pointed with pride. 

It had some thought for its employees; its workshops were big and roomy, it provided a 

restaurant where the workmen could buy good food at cost, it had even a reading room, and 



decent places where its girl-hands could rest; also the work was free from many of the elements 

of filth and repulsiveness that prevailed at the stockyards. Day after day Jurgis discovered these 

things—things never expected nor dreamed of by him—until this new place came to seem a kind 

of a heaven to him. 

It was an enormous establishment, covering a hundred and sixty acres of ground, employing 

five thousand people, and turning out over three hundred thousand machines every year—a good 

part of all the harvesting and mowing machines used in the country. Jurgis saw very little of it, of 

course—it was all specialized work, the same as at the stockyards; each one of the hundreds of 

parts of a mowing machine was made separately, and sometimes handled by hundreds of men. 

Where Jurgis worked there was a machine which cut and stamped a certain piece of steel about 

two square inches in size; the pieces came tumbling out upon a tray, and all that human hands 

had to do was to pile them in regular rows, and change the trays at intervals. This was done by a 

single boy, who stood with eyes and thought centered upon it, and fingers flying so fast that the 

sounds of the bits of steel striking upon each other was like the music of an express train as one 

hears it in a sleeping car at night. This was “piece-work,” of course; and besides it was made 

certain that the boy did not idle, by setting the machine to match the highest possible speed of 

human hands. Thirty thousand of these pieces he handled every day, nine or ten million every 

year—how many in a lifetime it rested with the gods to say. Near by him men sat bending over 

whirling grindstones, putting the finishing touches to the steel knives of the reaper; picking them 

out of a basket with the right hand, pressing first one side and then the other against the stone and 

finally dropping them with the left hand into another basket. One of these men told Jurgis that he 

had sharpened three thousand pieces of steel a day for thirteen years. In the next room were 

wonderful machines that ate up long steel rods by slow stages, cutting them off, seizing the 

pieces, stamping heads upon them, grinding them and polishing them, threading them, and 

finally dropping them into a basket, all ready to bolt the harvesters together. From yet another 

machine came tens of thousands of steel burs to fit upon these bolts. In other places all these 

various parts were dipped into troughs of paint and hung up to dry, and then slid along on 

trolleys to a room where men streaked them with red and yellow, so that they might look 

cheerful in the harvest fields. 

Jurgis’s friend worked upstairs in the casting rooms, and his task was to make the molds of a 

certain part. He shoveled black sand into an iron receptacle and pounded it tight and set it aside 

to harden; then it would be taken out, and molten iron poured into it. This man, too, was paid by 

the mold—or rather for perfect castings, nearly half his work going for naught. You might see 

him, along with dozens of others, toiling like one possessed by a whole community of demons; 

his arms working like the driving rods of an engine, his long, black hair flying wild, his eyes 

starting out, the sweat rolling in rivers down his face. When he had shoveled the mold full of 

sand, and reached for the pounder to pound it with, it was after the manner of a canoeist running 

rapids and seizing a pole at sight of a submerged rock. All day long this man would toil thus, his 

whole being centered upon the purpose of making twenty-three instead of twenty-two and a half 

cents an hour; and then his product would be reckoned up by the census taker, and jubilant 

captains of industry would boast of it in their banquet halls, telling how our workers are nearly 

twice as efficient as those of any other country. If we are the greatest nation the sun ever shone 

upon, it would seem to be mainly because we have been able to goad our wage-earners to this 

pitch of frenzy; though there are a few other things that are great among us including our drink-

bill, which is a billion and a quarter of dollars a year, and doubling itself every decade. 



There was a machine which stamped out the iron plates, and then another which, with a 

mighty thud, mashed them to the shape of the sitting-down portion of the American farmer. Then 

they were piled upon a truck, and it was Jurgis’s task to wheel them to the room where the 

machines were “assembled.” This was child’s play for him, and he got a dollar and seventy-five 

cents a day for it; on Saturday he paid Aniele the seventy-five cents a week he owed her for the 

use of her garret, and also redeemed his overcoat, which Elzbieta had put in pawn when he was 

in jail. 

This last was a great blessing. A man cannot go about in midwinter in Chicago with no 

overcoat and not pay for it, and Jurgis had to walk or ride five or six miles back and forth to his 

work. It so happened that half of this was in one direction and half in another, necessitating a 

change of cars; the law required that transfers be given at all intersecting points, but the railway 

corporation had gotten round this by arranging a pretense at separate ownership. So whenever he 

wished to ride, he had to pay ten cents each way, or over ten per cent of his income to this power, 

which had gotten its franchises long ago by buying up the city council, in the face of popular 

clamor amounting almost to a rebellion. Tired as he felt at night, and dark and bitter cold as it 

was in the morning, Jurgis generally chose to walk; at the hours other workmen were traveling, 

the streetcar monopoly saw fit to put on so few cars that there would be men hanging to every 

foot of the backs of them and often crouching upon the snow-covered roof. Of course the doors 

could never be closed, and so the cars were as cold as outdoors; Jurgis, like many others, found it 

better to spend his fare for a drink and a free lunch, to give him strength to walk. 

These, however, were all slight matters to a man who had escaped from Durham’s fertilizer 

mill. Jurgis began to pick up heart again and to make plans. He had lost his house but then the 

awful load of the rent and interest was off his shoulders, and when Marija was well again they 

could start over and save. In the shop where he worked was a man, a Lithuanian like himself, 

whom the others spoke of in admiring whispers, because of the mighty feats he was performing. 

All day he sat at a machine turning bolts; and then in the evening he went to the public school to 

study English and learn to read. In addition, because he had a family of eight children to support 

and his earnings were not enough, on Saturdays and Sundays he served as a watchman; he was 

required to press two buttons at opposite ends of a building every five minutes, and as the walk 

only took him two minutes, he had three minutes to study between each trip. Jurgis felt jealous of 

this fellow; for that was the sort of thing he himself had dreamed of, two or three years ago. He 

might do it even yet, if he had a fair chance—he might attract attention and become a skilled 

man or a boss, as some had done in this place. Suppose that Marija could get a job in the big mill 

where they made binder twine—then they would move into this neighborhood, and he would 

really have a chance. With a hope like that, there was some use in living; to find a place where 

you were treated like a human being—by God! he would show them how he could appreciate it. 

He laughed to himself as he thought how he would hang on to this job! 

And then one afternoon, the ninth of his work in the place, when he went to get his overcoat 

he saw a group of men crowded before a placard on the door, and when he went over and asked 

what it was, they told him that beginning with the morrow his department of the harvester works 

would be closed until further notice! 

  



CHAPTER XXI 

That was the way they did it! There was not half an hour’s warning—the works were closed! 

It had happened that way before, said the men, and it would happen that way forever. They had 

made all the harvesting machines that the world needed, and now they had to wait till some wore 

out! It was nobody’s fault—that was the way of it; and thousands of men and women were 

turned out in the dead of winter, to live upon their savings if they had any, and otherwise to die. 

So many tens of thousands already in the city, homeless and begging for work, and now several 

thousand more added to them! 

Jurgis walked home-with his pittance of pay in his pocket, heartbroken, overwhelmed. One 

more bandage had been torn from his eyes, one more pitfall was revealed to him! Of what help 

was kindness and decency on the part of employers—when they could not keep a job for him, 

when there were more harvesting machines made than the world was able to buy! What a hellish 

mockery it was, anyway, that a man should slave to make harvesting machines for the country, 

only to be turned out to starve for doing his duty too well! 

It took him two days to get over this heart-sickening disappointment. He did not drink 

anything, because Elzbieta got his money for safekeeping, and knew him too well to be in the 

least frightened by his angry demands. He stayed up in the garret however, and sulked—what 

was the use of a man’s hunting a job when it was taken from him before he had time to learn the 

work? But then their money was going again, and little Antanas was hungry, and crying with the 

bitter cold of the garret. Also Madame Haupt, the midwife, was after him for some money. So he 

went out once more. 

For another ten days he roamed the streets and alleys of the huge city, sick and hungry, 

begging for any work. He tried in stores and offices, in restaurants and hotels, along the docks 

and in the railroad yards, in warehouses and mills and factories where they made products that 

went to every corner of the world. There were often one or two chances—but there were always 

a hundred men for every chance, and his turn would not come. At night he crept into sheds and 

cellars and doorways—until there came a spell of belated winter weather, with a raging gale, and 

the thermometer five degrees below zero at sundown and falling all night. Then Jurgis fought 

like a wild beast to get into the big Harrison Street police station, and slept down in a corridor, 

crowded with two other men upon a single step. 

He had to fight often in these days to fight for a place near the factory gates, and now and 

again with gangs on the street. He found, for instance, that the business of carrying satchels for 

railroad passengers was a pre-empted one—whenever he essayed it, eight or ten men and boys 

would fall upon him and force him to run for his life. They always had the policeman “squared,” 

and so there was no use in expecting protection. 

That Jurgis did not starve to death was due solely to the pittance the children brought him. 

And even this was never certain. For one thing the cold was almost more than the children could 

bear; and then they, too, were in perpetual peril from rivals who plundered and beat them. The 

law was against them, too—little Vilimas, who was really eleven, but did not look to be eight, 

was stopped on the streets by a severe old lady in spectacles, who told him that he was too young 

to be working and that if he did not stop selling papers she would send a truant officer after him. 

Also one night a strange man caught little Kotrina by the arm and tried to persuade her into a 

dark cellar-way, an experience which filled her with such terror that she was hardly to be kept at 

work. 



At last, on a Sunday, as there was no use looking for work, Jurgis went home by stealing rides 

on the cars. He found that they had been waiting for him for three days—there was a chance of a 

job for him. 

It was quite a story. Little Juozapas, who was near crazy with hunger these days, had gone out 

on the street to beg for himself. Juozapas had only one leg, having been run over by a wagon 

when a little child, but he had got himself a broomstick, which he put under his arm for a crutch. 

He had fallen in with some other children and found the way to Mike Scully’s dump, which lay 

three or four blocks away. To this place there came every day many hundreds of wagon-loads of 

garbage and trash from the lake front, where the rich people lived; and in the heaps the children 

raked for food—there were hunks of bread and potato peelings and apple cores and meat bones, 

all of it half frozen and quite unspoiled. Little Juozapas gorged himself, and came home with a 

newspaper full, which he was feeding to Antanas when his mother came in. Elzbieta was 

horrified, for she did not believe that the food out of the dumps was fit to eat. The next day, 

however, when no harm came of it and Juozapas began to cry with hunger, she gave in and said 

that he might go again. And that afternoon he came home with a story of how while he had been 

digging away with a stick, a lady upon the street had called him. A real fine lady, the little boy 

explained, a beautiful lady; and she wanted to know all about him, and whether he got the 

garbage for chickens, and why he walked with a broomstick, and why Ona had died, and how 

Jurgis had come to go to jail, and what was the matter with Marija, and everything. In the end 

she had asked where he lived, and said that she was coming to see him, and bring him a new 

crutch to walk with. She had on a hat with a bird upon it, Juozapas added, and a long fur snake 

around her neck. 

She really came, the very next morning, and climbed the ladder to the garret, and stood and 

stared about her, turning pale at the sight of the blood stains on the floor where Ona had died. 

She was a “settlement worker,” she explained to Elzbieta—she lived around on Ashland Avenue. 

Elzbieta knew the place, over a feed store; somebody had wanted her to go there, but she had not 

cared to, for she thought that it must have something to do with religion, and the priest did not 

like her to have anything to do with strange religions. They were rich people who came to live 

there to find out about the poor people; but what good they expected it would do them to know, 

one could not imagine. So spoke Elzbieta, naïvely, and the young lady laughed and was rather at 

a loss for an answer—she stood and gazed about her, and thought of a cynical remark that had 

been made to her, that she was standing upon the brink of the pit of hell and throwing in 

snowballs to lower the temperature. 

Elzbieta was glad to have somebody to listen, and she told all their woes—what had happened 

to Ona, and the jail, and the loss of their home, and Marija’s accident, and how Ona had died, 

and how Jurgis could get no work. As she listened the pretty young lady’s eyes filled with tears, 

and in the midst of it she burst into weeping and hid her face on Elzbieta’s shoulder, quite 

regardless of the fact that the woman had on a dirty old wrapper and that the garret was full of 

fleas. Poor Elzbieta was ashamed of herself for having told so woeful a tale, and the other had to 

beg and plead with her to get her to go on. The end of it was that the young lady sent them a 

basket of things to eat, and left a letter that Jurgis was to take to a gentleman who was 

superintendent in one of the mills of the great steelworks in South Chicago. “He will get Jurgis 

something to do,” the young lady had said, and added, smiling through her tears—“If he doesn’t, 

he will never marry me.” 

The steel-works were fifteen miles away, and as usual it was so contrived that one had to pay 

two fares to get there. Far and wide the sky was flaring with the red glare that leaped from rows 



of towering chimneys—for it was pitch dark when Jurgis arrived. The vast works, a city in 

themselves, were surrounded by a stockade; and already a full hundred men were waiting at the 

gate where new hands were taken on. Soon after daybreak whistles began to blow, and then 

suddenly thousands of men appeared, streaming from saloons and boardinghouses across the 

way, leaping from trolley cars that passed—it seemed as if they rose out of the ground, in the 

dim gray light. A river of them poured in through the gate—and then gradually ebbed away 

again, until there were only a few late ones running, and the watchman pacing up and down, and 

the hungry strangers stamping and shivering. 

Jurgis presented his precious letter. The gatekeeper was surly, and put him through a 

catechism, but he insisted that he knew nothing, and as he had taken the precaution to seal his 

letter, there was nothing for the gatekeeper to do but send it to the person to whom it was 

addressed. A messenger came back to say that Jurgis should wait, and so he came inside of the 

gate, perhaps not sorry enough that there were others less fortunate watching him with greedy 

eyes. The great mills were getting under way—one could hear a vast stirring, a rolling and 

rumbling and hammering. Little by little the scene grew plain: towering, black buildings here and 

there, long rows of shops and sheds, little railways branching everywhere, bare gray cinders 

underfoot and oceans of billowing black smoke above. On one side of the grounds ran a railroad 

with a dozen tracks, and on the other side lay the lake, where steamers came to load. 

Jurgis had time enough to stare and speculate, for it was two hours before he was summoned. 

He went into the office building, where a company timekeeper interviewed him. The 

superintendent was busy, he said, but he (the timekeeper) would try to find Jurgis a job. He had 

never worked in a steel mill before? But he was ready for anything? Well, then, they would go 

and see. 

So they began a tour, among sights that made Jurgis stare amazed. He wondered if ever he 

could get used to working in a place like this, where the air shook with deafening thunder, and 

whistles shrieked warnings on all sides of him at once; where miniature steam engines came 

rushing upon him, and sizzling, quivering, white-hot masses of metal sped past him, and 

explosions of fire and flaming sparks dazzled him and scorched his face. The men in these mills 

were all black with soot, and hollow-eyed and gaunt; they worked with fierce intensity, rushing 

here and there, and never lifting their eyes from their tasks. Jurgis clung to his guide like a scared 

child to its nurse, and while the latter hailed one foreman after another to ask if they could use 

another unskilled man, he stared about him and marveled. 

He was taken to the Bessemer furnace, where they made billets of steel—a dome-like 

building, the size of a big theater. Jurgis stood where the balcony of the theater would have been, 

and opposite, by the stage, he saw three giant caldrons, big enough for all the devils of hell to 

brew their broth in, full of something white and blinding, bubbling and splashing, roaring as if 

volcanoes were blowing through it—one had to shout to be heard in the place. Liquid fire would 

leap from these caldrons and scatter like bombs below—and men were working there, seeming 

careless, so that Jurgis caught his breath with fright. Then a whistle would toot, and across the 

curtain of the theater would come a little engine with a carload of something to be dumped into 

one of the receptacles; and then another whistle would toot, down by the stage, and another train 

would back up—and suddenly, without an instant’s warning, one of the giant kettles began to tilt 

and topple, flinging out a jet of hissing, roaring flame. Jurgis shrank back appalled, for he 

thought it was an accident; there fell a pillar of white flame, dazzling as the sun, swishing like a 

huge tree falling in the forest. A torrent of sparks swept all the way across the building, 

overwhelming everything, hiding it from sight; and then Jurgis looked through the fingers of his 



hands, and saw pouring out of the caldron a cascade of living, leaping fire, white with a 

whiteness not of earth, scorching the eyeballs. Incandescent rainbows shone above it, blue, red, 

and golden lights played about it; but the stream itself was white, ineffable. Out of regions of 

wonder it streamed, the very river of life; and the soul leaped up at the sight of it, fled back upon 

it, swift and resistless, back into far-off lands, where beauty and terror dwell. Then the great 

caldron tilted back again, empty, and Jurgis saw to his relief that no one was hurt, and turned and 

followed his guide out into the sunlight. 

They went through the blast furnaces, through rolling mills where bars of steel were tossed 

about and chopped like bits of cheese. All around and above giant machine arms were flying, 

giant wheels were turning, great hammers crashing; traveling cranes creaked and groaned 

overhead, reaching down iron hands and seizing iron prey—it was like standing in the center of 

the earth, where the machinery of time was revolving. 

By and by they came to the place where steel rails were made; and Jurgis heard a toot behind 

him, and jumped out of the way of a car with a white-hot ingot upon it, the size of a man’s body. 

There was a sudden crash and the car came to a halt, and the ingot toppled out upon a moving 

platform, where steel fingers and arms seized hold of it, punching it and prodding it into place, 

and hurrying it into the grip of huge rollers. Then it came out upon the other side, and there were 

more crashings and clatterings, and over it was flopped, like a pancake on a gridiron, and seized 

again and rushed back at you through another squeezer. So amid deafening uproar it clattered to 

and fro, growing thinner and flatter and longer. The ingot seemed almost a living thing; it did not 

want to run this mad course, but it was in the grip of fate, it was tumbled on, screeching and 

clanking and shivering in protest. By and by it was long and thin, a great red snake escaped from 

purgatory; and then, as it slid through the rollers, you would have sworn that it was alive—it 

writhed and squirmed, and wriggles and shudders passed out through its tail, all but flinging it 

off by their violence. There was no rest for it until it was cold and black—and then it needed 

only to be cut and straightened to be ready for a railroad. 

It was at the end of this rail’s progress that Jurgis got his chance. They had to be moved by 

men with crowbars, and the boss here could use another man. So he took off his coat and set to 

work on the spot. 

It took him two hours to get to this place every day and cost him a dollar and twenty cents a 

week. As this was out of the question, he wrapped his bedding in a bundle and took it with him, 

and one of his fellow workingmen introduced him to a Polish lodging-house, where he might 

have the privilege of sleeping upon the floor for ten cents a night. He got his meals at free-lunch 

counters, and every Saturday night he went home—bedding and all—and took the greater part of 

his money to the family. Elzbieta was sorry for this arrangement, for she feared that it would get 

him into the habit of living without them, and once a week was not very often for him to see his 

baby; but there was no other way of arranging it. There was no chance for a woman at the 

steelworks, and Marija was now ready for work again, and lured on from day to day by the hope 

of finding it at the yards. 

In a week Jurgis got over his sense of helplessness and bewilderment in the rail mill. He 

learned to find his way about and to take all the miracles and terrors for granted, to work without 

hearing the rumbling and crashing. From blind fear he went to the other extreme; he became 

reckless and indifferent, like all the rest of the men, who took but little thought of themselves in 

the ardor of their work. It was wonderful, when one came to think of it, that these men should 

have taken an interest in the work they did—they had no share in it—they were paid by the hour, 



and paid no more for being interested. Also they knew that if they were hurt they would be flung 

aside and forgotten—and still they would hurry to their task by dangerous short cuts, would use 

methods that were quicker and more effective in spite of the fact that they were also risky. His 

fourth day at his work Jurgis saw a man stumble while running in front of a car, and have his 

foot mashed off, and before he had been there three weeks he was witness of a yet more dreadful 

accident. There was a row of brick furnaces, shining white through every crack with the molten 

steel inside. Some of these were bulging dangerously, yet men worked before them, wearing blue 

glasses when they opened and shut the doors. One morning as Jurgis was passing, a furnace blew 

out, spraying two men with a shower of liquid fire. As they lay screaming and rolling upon the 

ground in agony, Jurgis rushed to help them, and as a result he lost a good part of the skin from 

the inside of one of his hands. The company doctor bandaged it up, but he got no other thanks 

from any one, and was laid up for eight working days without any pay. 

Most fortunately, at this juncture, Elzbieta got the long-awaited chance to go at five o’clock in 

the morning and help scrub the office floors of one of the packers. Jurgis came home and 

covered himself with blankets to keep warm, and divided his time between sleeping and playing 

with little Antanas. Juozapas was away raking in the dump a good part of the time, and Elzbieta 

and Marija were hunting for more work. 

Antanas was now over a year and a half old, and was a perfect talking machine. He learned so 

fast that every week when Jurgis came home it seemed to him as if he had a new child. He would 

sit down and listen and stare at him, and give vent to delighted exclamations—“Palauk! Muma! 

Tu mano szirdele!” The little fellow was now really the one delight that Jurgis had in the 

world—his one hope, his one victory. Thank God, Antanas was a boy! And he was as tough as a 

pine knot, and with the appetite of a wolf. Nothing had hurt him, and nothing could hurt him; he 

had come through all the suffering and deprivation unscathed—only shriller-voiced and more 

determined in his grip upon life. He was a terrible child to manage, was Antanas, but his father 

did not mind that—he would watch him and smile to himself with satisfaction. The more of a 

fighter he was the better—he would need to fight before he got through. 

Jurgis had got the habit of buying the Sunday paper whenever he had the money; a most 

wonderful paper could be had for only five cents, a whole armful, with all the news of the world 

set forth in big headlines, that Jurgis could spell out slowly, with the children to help him at the 

long words. There was battle and murder and sudden death—it was marvelous how they ever 

heard about so many entertaining and thrilling happenings; the stories must be all true, for surely 

no man could have made such things up, and besides, there were pictures of them all, as real as 

life. One of these papers was as good as a circus, and nearly as good as a spree—certainly a most 

wonderful treat for a workingman, who was tired out and stupefied, and had never had any 

education, and whose work was one dull, sordid grind, day after day, and year after year, with 

never a sight of a green field nor an hour’s entertainment, nor anything but liquor to stimulate his 

imagination. Among other things, these papers had pages full of comical pictures, and these were 

the main joy in life to little Antanas. He treasured them up, and would drag them out and make 

his father tell him about them; there were all sorts of animals among them, and Antanas could 

tell the names of all of them, lying upon the floor for hours and pointing them out with his 

chubby little fingers. Whenever the story was plain enough for Jurgis to make out, Antanas 

would have it repeated to him, and then he would remember it, prattling funny little sentences 

and mixing it up with other stories in an irresistible fashion. Also his quaint pronunciation of 

words was such a delight—and the phrases he would pick up and remember, the most outlandish 

and impossible things! The first time that the little rascal burst out with “God damn,” his father 



nearly rolled off the chair with glee; but in the end he was sorry for this, for Antanas was soon 

“God-damning” everything and everybody. 

And then, when he was able to use his hands, Jurgis took his bedding again and went back to 

his task of shifting rails. It was now April, and the snow had given place to cold rains, and the 

unpaved street in front of Aniele’s house was turned into a canal. Jurgis would have to wade 

through it to get home, and if it was late he might easily get stuck to his waist in the mire. But he 

did not mind this much—it was a promise that summer was coming. Marija had now gotten a 

place as beef-trimmer in one of the smaller packing plants; and he told himself that he had 

learned his lesson now, and would meet with no more accidents—so that at last there was 

prospect of an end to their long agony. They could save money again, and when another winter 

came they would have a comfortable place; and the children would be off the streets and in 

school again, and they might set to work to nurse back into life their habits of decency and 

kindness. So once more Jurgis began to make plans and dream dreams. 

And then one Saturday night he jumped off the car and started home, with the sun shining low 

under the edge of a bank of clouds that had been pouring floods of water into the mud-soaked 

street. There was a rainbow in the sky, and another in his breast—for he had thirty-six hours’ rest 

before him, and a chance to see his family. Then suddenly he came in sight of the house, and 

noticed that there was a crowd before the door. He ran up the steps and pushed his way in, and 

saw Aniele’s kitchen crowded with excited women. It reminded him so vividly of the time when 

he had come home from jail and found Ona dying, that his heart almost stood still. “What’s the 

matter?” he cried. 

A dead silence had fallen in the room, and he saw that every one was staring at him. “What’s 

the matter?” he exclaimed again. 

And then, up in the garret, he heard sounds of wailing, in Marija’s voice. He started for the 

ladder—and Aniele seized him by the arm. “No, no!” she exclaimed. “Don’t go up there!” 

“What is it?” he shouted. 

And the old woman answered him weakly: “It’s Antanas. He’s dead. He was drowned out in 

the street!” 

  



CHAPTER XXII 

Jurgis took the news in a peculiar way. He turned deadly pale, but he caught himself, and for 

half a minute stood in the middle of the room, clenching his hands tightly and setting his teeth. 

Then he pushed Aniele aside and strode into the next room and climbed the ladder. 

In the corner was a blanket, with a form half showing beneath it; and beside it lay Elzbieta, 

whether crying or in a faint, Jurgis could not tell. Marija was pacing the room, screaming and 

wringing her hands. He clenched his hands tighter yet, and his voice was hard as he spoke. 

“How did it happen?” he asked. 

Marija scarcely heard him in her agony. He repeated the question, louder and yet more 

harshly. “He fell off the sidewalk!” she wailed. The sidewalk in front of the house was a 

platform made of half-rotten boards, about five feet above the level of the sunken street. 

“How did he come to be there?” he demanded. 

“He went—he went out to play,” Marija sobbed, her voice choking her. “We couldn’t make 

him stay in. He must have got caught in the mud!” 

“Are you sure that he is dead?” he demanded. 

“Ai! ai!” she wailed. “Yes; we had the doctor.” 

Then Jurgis stood a few seconds, wavering. He did not shed a tear. He took one glance more at 

the blanket with the little form beneath it, and then turned suddenly to the ladder and climbed 

down again. A silence fell once more in the room as he entered. He went straight to the door, 

passed out, and started down the street. 

When his wife had died, Jurgis made for the nearest saloon, but he did not do that now, though 

he had his week’s wages in his pocket. He walked and walked, seeing nothing, splashing through 

mud and water. Later on he sat down upon a step and hid his face in his hands and for half an 

hour or so he did not move. Now and then he would whisper to himself: “Dead! Dead!” 

Finally, he got up and walked on again. It was about sunset, and he went on and on until it was 

dark, when he was stopped by a railroad crossing. The gates were down, and a long train of 

freight cars was thundering by. He stood and watched it; and all at once a wild impulse seized 

him, a thought that had been lurking within him, unspoken, unrecognized, leaped into sudden 

life. He started down the track, and when he was past the gate-keeper’s shanty he sprang forward 

and swung himself on to one of the cars. 

By and by the train stopped again, and Jurgis sprang down and ran under the car, and hid 

himself upon the truck. Here he sat, and when the train started again, he fought a battle with his 

soul. He gripped his hands and set his teeth together—he had not wept, and he would not—not a 

tear! It was past and over, and he was done with it—he would fling it off his shoulders, be free of 

it, the whole business, that night. It should go like a black, hateful nightmare, and in the morning 

he would be a new man. And every time that a thought of it assailed him—a tender memory, a 

trace of a tear—he rose up, cursing with rage, and pounded it down. 

He was fighting for his life; he gnashed his teeth together in his desperation. He had been a 

fool, a fool! He had wasted his life, he had wrecked himself, with his accursed weakness; and 

now he was done with it—he would tear it out of him, root and branch! There should be no more 

tears and no more tenderness; he had had enough of them—they had sold him into slavery! Now 

he was going to be free, to tear off his shackles, to rise up and fight. He was glad that the end had 

come—it had to come some time, and it was just as well now. This was no world for women and 

children, and the sooner they got out of it the better for them. Whatever Antanas might suffer 



where he was, he could suffer no more than he would have had he stayed upon earth. And 

meantime his father had thought the last thought about him that he meant to; he was going to 

think of himself, he was going to fight for himself, against the world that had baffled him and 

tortured him! 

So he went on, tearing up all the flowers from the garden of his soul, and setting his heel upon 

them. The train thundered deafeningly, and a storm of dust blew in his face; but though it 

stopped now and then through the night, he clung where he was—he would cling there until he 

was driven off, for every mile that he got from Packingtown meant another load from his mind. 

Whenever the cars stopped a warm breeze blew upon him, a breeze laden with the perfume of 

fresh fields, of honeysuckle and clover. He snuffed it, and it made his heart beat wildly—he was 

out in the country again! He was going to live in the country! When the dawn came he was 

peering out with hungry eyes, getting glimpses of meadows and woods and rivers. At last he 

could stand it no longer, and when the train stopped again he crawled out. Upon the top of the 

car was a brakeman, who shook his fist and swore; Jurgis waved his hand derisively, and started 

across the country. 

Only think that he had been a countryman all his life; and for three long years he had never 

seen a country sight nor heard a country sound! Excepting for that one walk when he left jail, 

when he was too much worried to notice anything, and for a few times that he had rested in the 

city parks in the winter time when he was out of work, he had literally never seen a tree! And 

now he felt like a bird lifted up and borne away upon a gale; he stopped and stared at each new 

sight of wonder—at a herd of cows, and a meadow full of daisies, at hedgerows set thick with 

June roses, at little birds singing in the trees. 

Then he came to a farm-house, and after getting himself a stick for protection, he approached 

it. The farmer was greasing a wagon in front of the barn, and Jurgis went to him. “I would like to 

get some breakfast, please,” he said. 

“Do you want to work?” said the farmer. 

“No,” said Jurgis. “I don’t.” 

“Then you can’t get anything here,” snapped the other. 

“I meant to pay for it,” said Jurgis. 

“Oh,” said the farmer; and then added sarcastically, “We don’t serve breakfast after 7 A.M.” 

“I am very hungry,” said Jurgis gravely; “I would like to buy some food.” 

“Ask the woman,” said the farmer, nodding over his shoulder. The “woman” was more 

tractable, and for a dime Jurgis secured two thick sandwiches and a piece of pie and two apples. 

He walked off eating the pie, as the least convenient thing to carry. In a few minutes he came to a 

stream, and he climbed a fence and walked down the bank, along a woodland path. By and by he 

found a comfortable spot, and there he devoured his meal, slaking his thirst at the stream. Then 

he lay for hours, just gazing and drinking in joy; until at last he felt sleepy, and lay down in the 

shade of a bush. 

When he awoke the sun was shining hot in his face. He sat up and stretched his arms, and then 

gazed at the water sliding by. There was a deep pool, sheltered and silent, below him, and a 

sudden wonderful idea rushed upon him. He might have a bath! The water was free, and he 

might get into it—all the way into it! It would be the first time that he had been all the way into 

the water since he left Lithuania! 



When Jurgis had first come to the stockyards he had been as clean as any workingman could 

well be. But later on, what with sickness and cold and hunger and discouragement, and the 

filthiness of his work, and the vermin in his home, he had given up washing in winter, and in 

summer only as much of him as would go into a basin. He had had a shower bath in jail, but 

nothing since—and now he would have a swim! 

The water was warm, and he splashed about like a very boy in his glee. Afterward he sat down 

in the water near the bank, and proceeded to scrub himself—soberly and methodically, scouring 

every inch of him with sand. While he was doing it he would do it thoroughly, and see how it felt 

to be clean. He even scrubbed his head with sand, and combed what the men called “crumbs” out 

of his long, black hair, holding his head under water as long as he could, to see if he could not 

kill them all. Then, seeing that the sun was still hot, he took his clothes from the bank and 

proceeded to wash them, piece by piece; as the dirt and grease went floating off downstream he 

grunted with satisfaction and soused the clothes again, venturing even to dream that he might get 

rid of the fertilizer. 

He hung them all up, and while they were drying he lay down in the sun and had another long 

sleep. They were hot and stiff as boards on top, and a little damp on the underside, when he 

awakened; but being hungry, he put them on and set out again. He had no knife, but with some 

labor he broke himself a good stout club, and, armed with this, he marched down the road again. 

Before long he came to a big farmhouse, and turned up the lane that led to it. It was just 

supper-time, and the farmer was washing his hands at the kitchen door. “Please, sir,” said Jurgis, 

“can I have something to eat? I can pay.” To which the farmer responded promptly, “We don’t 

feed tramps here. Get out!” 

Jurgis went without a word; but as he passed round the barn he came to a freshly ploughed and 

harrowed field, in which the farmer had set out some young peach trees; and as he walked he 

jerked up a row of them by the roots, more than a hundred trees in all, before he reached the end 

of the field. That was his answer, and it showed his mood; from now on he was fighting, and the 

man who hit him would get all that he gave, every time. 

Beyond the orchard Jurgis struck through a patch of woods, and then a field of winter grain, 

and came at last to another road. Before long he saw another farmhouse, and, as it was beginning 

to cloud over a little, he asked here for shelter as well as food. Seeing the farmer eying him 

dubiously, he added, “I’ll be glad to sleep in the barn.” 

“Well, I dunno,” said the other. “Do you smoke?” 

“Sometimes,” said Jurgis, “but I’ll do it out of doors.” When the man had assented, he 

inquired, “How much will it cost me? I haven’t very much money.” 

“I reckon about twenty cents for supper,” replied the farmer. “I won’t charge ye for the barn.” 

So Jurgis went in, and sat down at the table with the farmer’s wife and half a dozen children. It 

was a bountiful meal—there were baked beans and mashed potatoes and asparagus chopped and 

stewed, and a dish of strawberries, and great, thick slices of bread, and a pitcher of milk. Jurgis 

had not had such a feast since his wedding day, and he made a mighty effort to put in his twenty 

cents’ worth. 

They were all of them too hungry to talk; but afterward they sat upon the steps and smoked, 

and the farmer questioned his guest. When Jurgis had explained that he was a workingman from 

Chicago, and that he did not know just whither he was bound, the other said, “Why don’t you 

stay here and work for me?” 



“I’m not looking for work just now,” Jurgis answered. 

“I’ll pay ye good,” said the other, eying his big form—“a dollar a day and board ye. Help’s 

terrible scarce round here.” 

“Is that winter as well as summer?” Jurgis demanded quickly. 

“N—no,” said the farmer; “I couldn’t keep ye after November—I ain’t got a big enough place 

for that.” 

“I see,” said the other, “that’s what I thought. When you get through working your horses this 

fall, will you turn them out in the snow?” (Jurgis was beginning to think for himself nowadays.) 

“It ain’t quite the same,” the farmer answered, seeing the point. “There ought to be work a 

strong fellow like you can find to do, in the cities, or some place, in the winter time.” 

“Yes,” said Jurgis, “that’s what they all think; and so they crowd into the cities, and when they 

have to beg or steal to live, then people ask ’em why they don’t go into the country, where help 

is scarce.” The farmer meditated awhile. 

“How about when your money’s gone?” he inquired, finally. “You’ll have to, then, won’t 

you?” 

“Wait till she’s gone,” said Jurgis; “then I’ll see.” 

He had a long sleep in the barn and then a big breakfast of coffee and bread and oatmeal and 

stewed cherries, for which the man charged him only fifteen cents, perhaps having been 

influenced by his arguments. Then Jurgis bade farewell, and went on his way. 

Such was the beginning of his life as a tramp. It was seldom he got as fair treatment as from 

this last farmer, and so as time went on he learned to shun the houses and to prefer sleeping in 

the fields. When it rained he would find a deserted building, if he could, and if not, he would 

wait until after dark and then, with his stick ready, begin a stealthy approach upon a barn. 

Generally he could get in before the dog got scent of him, and then he would hide in the hay and 

be safe until morning; if not, and the dog attacked him, he would rise up and make a retreat in 

battle order. Jurgis was not the mighty man he had once been, but his arms were still good, and 

there were few farm dogs he needed to hit more than once. 

Before long there came raspberries, and then blackberries, to help him save his money; and 

there were apples in the orchards and potatoes in the ground—he learned to note the places and 

fill his pockets after dark. Twice he even managed to capture a chicken, and had a feast, once in 

a deserted barn and the other time in a lonely spot alongside of a stream. When all of these things 

failed him he used his money carefully, but without worry—for he saw that he could earn more 

whenever he chose. Half an hour’s chopping wood in his lively fashion was enough to bring him 

a meal, and when the farmer had seen him working he would sometimes try to bribe him to stay. 

But Jurgis was not staying. He was a free man now, a buccaneer. The old Wanderlust had got 

into his blood, the joy of the unbound life, the joy of seeking, of hoping without limit. There 

were mishaps and discomforts—but at least there was always something new; and only think 

what it meant to a man who for years had been penned up in one place, seeing nothing but one 

dreary prospect of shanties and factories, to be suddenly set loose beneath the open sky, to 

behold new landscapes, new places, and new people every hour! To a man whose whole life had 

consisted of doing one certain thing all day, until he was so exhausted that he could only lie 

down and sleep until the next day—and to be now his own master, working as he pleased and 

when he pleased, and facing a new adventure every hour! 



Then, too, his health came back to him, all his lost youthful vigor, his joy and power that he 

had mourned and forgotten! It came with a sudden rush, bewildering him, startling him; it was as 

if his dead childhood had come back to him, laughing and calling! What with plenty to eat and 

fresh air and exercise that was taken as it pleased him, he would waken from his sleep and start 

off not knowing what to do with his energy, stretching his arms, laughing, singing old songs of 

home that came back to him. Now and then, of course, he could not help but think of little 

Antanas, whom he should never see again, whose little voice he should never hear; and then he 

would have to battle with himself. Sometimes at night he would waken dreaming of Ona, and 

stretch out his arms to her, and wet the ground with his tears. But in the morning he would get up 

and shake himself, and stride away again to battle with the world. 

He never asked where he was nor where he was going; the country was big enough, he knew, 

and there was no danger of his coming to the end of it. And of course he could always have 

company for the asking—everywhere he went there were men living just as he lived, and whom 

he was welcome to join. He was a stranger at the business, but they were not clannish, and they 

taught him all their tricks—what towns and villages it was best to keep away from, and how to 

read the secret signs upon the fences, and when to beg and when to steal, and just how to do 

both. They laughed at his ideas of paying for anything with money or with work—for they got all 

they wanted without either. Now and then Jurgis camped out with a gang of them in some 

woodland haunt, and foraged with them in the neighborhood at night. And then among them 

some one would “take a shine” to him, and they would go off together and travel for a week, 

exchanging reminiscences. 

Of these professional tramps a great many had, of course, been shiftless and vicious all their 

lives. But the vast majority of them had been workingmen, had fought the long fight as Jurgis 

had, and found that it was a losing fight, and given up. Later on he encountered yet another sort 

of men, those from whose ranks the tramps were recruited, men who were homeless and 

wandering, but still seeking work—seeking it in the harvest fields. Of these there was an army, 

the huge surplus labor army of society; called into being under the stern system of nature, to do 

the casual work of the world, the tasks which were transient and irregular, and yet which had to 

be done. They did not know that they were such, of course; they only knew that they sought the 

job, and that the job was fleeting. In the early summer they would be in Texas, and as the crops 

were ready they would follow north with the season, ending with the fall in Manitoba. Then they 

would seek out the big lumber camps, where there was winter work; or failing in this, would drift 

to the cities, and live upon what they had managed to save, with the help of such transient work 

as was there the loading and unloading of steamships and drays, the digging of ditches and the 

shoveling of snow. If there were more of them on hand than chanced to be needed, the weaker 

ones died off of cold and hunger, again according to the stern system of nature. 

It was in the latter part of July, when Jurgis was in Missouri, that he came upon the harvest 

work. Here were crops that men had worked for three or four months to prepare, and of which 

they would lose nearly all unless they could find others to help them for a week or two. So all 

over the land there was a cry for labor—agencies were set up and all the cities were drained of 

men, even college boys were brought by the carload, and hordes of frantic farmers would hold up 

trains and carry off wagon-loads of men by main force. Not that they did not pay them well—any 

man could get two dollars a day and his board, and the best men could get two dollars and a half 

or three. 

The harvest-fever was in the very air, and no man with any spirit in him could be in that region 

and not catch it. Jurgis joined a gang and worked from dawn till dark, eighteen hours a day, for 



two weeks without a break. Then he had a sum of money that would have been a fortune to him 

in the old days of misery—but what could he do with it now? To be sure he might have put it in a 

bank, and, if he were fortunate, get it back again when he wanted it. But Jurgis was now a 

homeless man, wandering over a continent; and what did he know about banking and drafts and 

letters of credit? If he carried the money about with him, he would surely be robbed in the end; 

and so what was there for him to do but enjoy it while he could? On a Saturday night he drifted 

into a town with his fellows; and because it was raining, and there was no other place provided 

for him, he went to a saloon. And there were some who treated him and whom he had to treat, 

and there was laughter and singing and good cheer; and then out of the rear part of the saloon a 

girl’s face, red-cheeked and merry, smiled at Jurgis, and his heart thumped suddenly in his 

throat. He nodded to her, and she came and sat by him, and they had more drink, and then he 

went upstairs into a room with her, and the wild beast rose up within him and screamed, as it has 

screamed in the Jungle from the dawn of time. And then because of his memories and his shame, 

he was glad when others joined them, men and women; and they had more drink and spent the 

night in wild rioting and debauchery. In the van of the surplus-labor army, there followed 

another, an army of women, they also struggling for life under the stern system of nature. 

Because there were rich men who sought pleasure, there had been ease and plenty for them so 

long as they were young and beautiful; and later on, when they were crowded out by others 

younger and more beautiful, they went out to follow upon the trail of the workingmen. 

Sometimes they came of themselves, and the saloon-keepers shared with them; or sometimes 

they were handled by agencies, the same as the labor army. They were in the towns in harvest 

time, near the lumber camps in the winter, in the cities when the men came there; if a regiment 

were encamped, or a railroad or canal being made, or a great exposition getting ready, the crowd 

of women were on hand, living in shanties or saloons or tenement rooms, sometimes eight or ten 

of them together. 

In the morning Jurgis had not a cent, and he went out upon the road again. He was sick and 

disgusted, but after the new plan of his life, he crushed his feelings down. He had made a fool of 

himself, but he could not help it now—all he could do was to see that it did not happen again. So 

he tramped on until exercise and fresh air banished his headache, and his strength and joy 

returned. This happened to him every time, for Jurgis was still a creature of impulse, and his 

pleasures had not yet become business. It would be a long time before he could be like the 

majority of these men of the road, who roamed until the hunger for drink and for women 

mastered them, and then went to work with a purpose in mind, and stopped when they had the 

price of a spree. 

On the contrary, try as he would, Jurgis could not help being made miserable by his 

conscience. It was the ghost that would not down. It would come upon him in the most 

unexpected places—sometimes it fairly drove him to drink. 

One night he was caught by a thunderstorm, and he sought shelter in a little house just outside 

of a town. It was a working-man’s home, and the owner was a Slav like himself, a new emigrant 

from White Russia; he bade Jurgis welcome in his home language, and told him to come to the 

kitchen-fire and dry himself. He had no bed for him, but there was straw in the garret, and he 

could make out. The man’s wife was cooking the supper, and their children were playing about 

on the floor. Jurgis sat and exchanged thoughts with him about the old country, and the places 

where they had been and the work they had done. Then they ate, and afterward sat and smoked 

and talked more about America, and how they found it. In the middle of a sentence, however, 

Jurgis stopped, seeing that the woman had brought a big basin of water and was proceeding to 



undress her youngest baby. The rest had crawled into the closet where they slept, but the baby 

was to have a bath, the workingman explained. The nights had begun to be chilly, and his 

mother, ignorant as to the climate in America, had sewed him up for the winter; then it had 

turned warm again, and some kind of a rash had broken out on the child. The doctor had said she 

must bathe him every night, and she, foolish woman, believed him. 

Jurgis scarcely heard the explanation; he was watching the baby. He was about a year old, and 

a sturdy little fellow, with soft fat legs, and a round ball of a stomach, and eyes as black as coals. 

His pimples did not seem to bother him much, and he was wild with glee over the bath, kicking 

and squirming and chuckling with delight, pulling at his mother’s face and then at his own little 

toes. When she put him into the basin he sat in the midst of it and grinned, splashing the water 

over himself and squealing like a little pig. He spoke in Russian, of which Jurgis knew some; he 

spoke it with the quaintest of baby accents—and every word of it brought back to Jurgis some 

word of his own dead little one, and stabbed him like a knife. He sat perfectly motionless, silent, 

but gripping his hands tightly, while a storm gathered in his bosom and a flood heaped itself up 

behind his eyes. And in the end he could bear it no more, but buried his face in his hands and 

burst into tears, to the alarm and amazement of his hosts. Between the shame of this and his woe 

Jurgis could not stand it, and got up and rushed out into the rain. 

He went on and on down the road, finally coming to a black woods, where he hid and wept as 

if his heart would break. Ah, what agony was that, what despair, when the tomb of memory was 

rent open and the ghosts of his old life came forth to scourge him! What terror to see what he had 

been and now could never be—to see Ona and his child and his own dead self stretching out their 

arms to him, calling to him across a bottomless abyss—and to know that they were gone from 

him forever, and he writhing and suffocating in the mire of his own vileness! 

  



CHAPTER XXIII 

Early in the fall Jurgis set out for Chicago again. All the joy went out of tramping as soon as a 

man could not keep warm in the hay; and, like many thousands of others, he deluded himself 

with the hope that by coming early he could avoid the rush. He brought fifteen dollars with him, 

hidden away in one of his shoes, a sum which had been saved from the saloon-keepers, not so 

much by his conscience, as by the fear which filled him at the thought of being out of work in the 

city in the winter time. 

He traveled upon the railroad with several other men, hiding in freight cars at night, and liable 

to be thrown off at any time, regardless of the speed of the train. When he reached the city he left 

the rest, for he had money and they did not, and he meant to save himself in this fight. He would 

bring to it all the skill that practice had brought him, and he would stand, whoever fell. On fair 

nights he would sleep in the park or on a truck or an empty barrel or box, and when it was rainy 

or cold he would stow himself upon a shelf in a ten-cent lodging-house, or pay three cents for the 

privileges of a “squatter” in a tenement hallway. He would eat at free lunches, five cents a meal, 

and never a cent more—so he might keep alive for two months and more, and in that time he 

would surely find a job. He would have to bid farewell to his summer cleanliness, of course, for 

he would come out of the first night’s lodging with his clothes alive with vermin. There was no 

place in the city where he could wash even his face, unless he went down to the lake front—and 

there it would soon be all ice. 

First he went to the steel mill and the harvester works, and found that his places there had been 

filled long ago. He was careful to keep away from the stockyards—he was a single man now, he 

told himself, and he meant to stay one, to have his wages for his own when he got a job. He 

began the long, weary round of factories and warehouses, tramping all day, from one end of the 

city to the other, finding everywhere from ten to a hundred men ahead of him. He watched the 

newspapers, too—but no longer was he to be taken in by smooth-spoken agents. He had been 

told of all those tricks while “on the road.” 

In the end it was through a newspaper that he got a job, after nearly a month of seeking. It was 

a call for a hundred laborers, and though he thought it was a “fake,” he went because the place 

was near by. He found a line of men a block long, but as a wagon chanced to come out of an 

alley and break the line, he saw his chance and sprang to seize a place. Men threatened him and 

tried to throw him out, but he cursed and made a disturbance to attract a policeman, upon which 

they subsided, knowing that if the latter interfered it would be to “fire” them all. 

An hour or two later he entered a room and confronted a big Irishman behind a desk. 

“Ever worked in Chicago before?” the man inquired; and whether it was a good angel that put 

it into Jurgis’s mind, or an intuition of his sharpened wits, he was moved to answer, “No, sir.” 

“Where do you come from?” 

“Kansas City, sir.” 

“Any references?” 

“No, sir. I’m just an unskilled man. I’ve got good arms.” 

“I want men for hard work—it’s all underground, digging tunnels for telephones. Maybe it 

won’t suit you.” 

“I’m willing, sir—anything for me. What’s the pay?” 

“Fifteen cents an hour.” 



“I’m willing, sir.” 

“All right; go back there and give your name.” 

So within half an hour he was at work, far underneath the streets of the city. The tunnel was a 

peculiar one for telephone wires; it was about eight feet high, and with a level floor nearly as 

wide. It had innumerable branches—a perfect spider web beneath the city; Jurgis walked over 

half a mile with his gang to the place where they were to work. Stranger yet, the tunnel was 

lighted by electricity, and upon it was laid a double-tracked, narrow-gauge railroad! 

But Jurgis was not there to ask questions, and he did not give the matter a thought. It was 

nearly a year afterward that he finally learned the meaning of this whole affair. The City Council 

had passed a quiet and innocent little bill allowing a company to construct telephone conduits 

under the city streets; and upon the strength of this, a great corporation had proceeded to tunnel 

all Chicago with a system of railway freight-subways. In the city there was a combination of 

employers, representing hundreds of millions of capital, and formed for the purpose of crushing 

the labor unions. The chief union which troubled it was the teamsters’; and when these freight 

tunnels were completed, connecting all the big factories and stores with the railroad depots, they 

would have the teamsters’ union by the throat. Now and then there were rumors and murmurs in 

the Board of Aldermen, and once there was a committee to investigate—but each time another 

small fortune was paid over, and the rumors died away; until at last the city woke up with a start 

to find the work completed. There was a tremendous scandal, of course; it was found that the city 

records had been falsified and other crimes committed, and some of Chicago’s big capitalists got 

into jail—figuratively speaking. The aldermen declared that they had had no idea of it all, in 

spite of the fact that the main entrance to the work had been in the rear of the saloon of one of 

them. 

It was in a newly opened cut that Jurgis worked, and so he knew that he had an all-winter job. 

He was so rejoiced that he treated himself to a spree that night, and with the balance of his 

money he hired himself a place in a tenement room, where he slept upon a big homemade straw 

mattress along with four other workingmen. This was one dollar a week, and for four more he 

got his food in a boardinghouse near his work. This would leave him four dollars extra each 

week, an unthinkable sum for him. At the outset he had to pay for his digging tools, and also to 

buy a pair of heavy boots, since his shoes were falling to pieces, and a flannel shirt, since the one 

he had worn all summer was in shreds. He spent a week meditating whether or not he should also 

buy an overcoat. There was one belonging to a Hebrew collar button peddler, who had died in 

the room next to him, and which the landlady was holding for her rent; in the end, however, 

Jurgis decided to do without it, as he was to be underground by day and in bed at night. 

This was an unfortunate decision, however, for it drove him more quickly than ever into the 

saloons. From now on Jurgis worked from seven o’clock until half-past five, with half an hour 

for dinner; which meant that he never saw the sunlight on weekdays. In the evenings there was 

no place for him to go except a barroom; no place where there was light and warmth, where he 

could hear a little music or sit with a companion and talk. He had now no home to go to; he had 

no affection left in his life—only the pitiful mockery of it in the camaraderie of vice. On 

Sundays the churches were open—but where was there a church in which an ill-smelling 

workingman, with vermin crawling upon his neck, could sit without seeing people edge away 

and look annoyed? He had, of course, his corner in a close though unheated room, with a 

window opening upon a blank wall two feet away; and also he had the bare streets, with the 

winter gales sweeping through them; besides this he had only the saloons—and, of course, he 



had to drink to stay in them. If he drank now and then he was free to make himself at home, to 

gamble with dice or a pack of greasy cards, to play at a dingy pool table for money, or to look at 

a beer-stained pink “sporting paper,” with pictures of murderers and half-naked women. It was 

for such pleasures as these that he spent his money; and such was his life during the six weeks 

and a half that he toiled for the merchants of Chicago, to enable them to break the grip of their 

teamsters’ union. 

In a work thus carried out, not much thought was given to the welfare of the laborers. On an 

average, the tunneling cost a life a day and several manglings; it was seldom, however, that more 

than a dozen or two men heard of any one accident. The work was all done by the new boring 

machinery, with as little blasting as possible; but there would be falling rocks and crushed 

supports, and premature explosions—and in addition all the dangers of railroading. So it was that 

one night, as Jurgis was on his way out with his gang, an engine and a loaded car dashed round 

one of the innumerable right-angle branches and struck him upon the shoulder, hurling him 

against the concrete wall and knocking him senseless. 

When he opened his eyes again it was to the clanging of the bell of an ambulance. He was 

lying in it, covered by a blanket, and it was threading its way slowly through the holiday-

shopping crowds. They took him to the county hospital, where a young surgeon set his arm; then 

he was washed and laid upon a bed in a ward with a score or two more of maimed and mangled 

men. 

Jurgis spent his Christmas in this hospital, and it was the pleasantest Christmas he had had in 

America. Every year there were scandals and investigations in this institution, the newspapers 

charging that doctors were allowed to try fantastic experiments upon the patients; but Jurgis 

knew nothing of this—his only complaint was that they used to feed him upon tinned meat, 

which no man who had ever worked in Packingtown would feed to his dog. Jurgis had often 

wondered just who ate the canned corned beef and “roast beef” of the stockyards; now he began 

to understand—that it was what you might call “graft meat,” put up to be sold to public officials 

and contractors, and eaten by soldiers and sailors, prisoners and inmates of institutions, 

“shantymen” and gangs of railroad laborers. 

Jurgis was ready to leave the hospital at the end of two weeks. This did not mean that his arm 

was strong and that he was able to go back to work, but simply that he could get along without 

further attention, and that his place was needed for some one worse off than he. That he was 

utterly helpless, and had no means of keeping himself alive in the meantime, was something 

which did not concern the hospital authorities, nor any one else in the city. 

As it chanced, he had been hurt on a Monday, and had just paid for his last week’s board and 

his room rent, and spent nearly all the balance of his Saturday’s pay. He had less than seventy-

five cents in his pockets, and a dollar and a half due him for the day’s work he had done before 

he was hurt. He might possibly have sued the company, and got some damages for his injuries, 

but he did not know this, and it was not the company’s business to tell him. He went and got his 

pay and his tools, which he left in a pawnshop for fifty cents. Then he went to his landlady, who 

had rented his place and had no other for him; and then to his boardinghouse keeper, who looked 

him over and questioned him. As he must certainly be helpless for a couple of months, and had 

boarded there only six weeks, she decided very quickly that it would not be worth the risk to 

keep him on trust. 

So Jurgis went out into the streets, in a most dreadful plight. It was bitterly cold, and a heavy 

snow was falling, beating into his face. He had no overcoat, and no place to go, and two dollars 



and sixty-five cents in his pocket, with the certainty that he could not earn another cent for 

months. The snow meant no chance to him now; he must walk along and see others shoveling, 

vigorous and active—and he with his left arm bound to his side! He could not hope to tide 

himself over by odd jobs of loading trucks; he could not even sell newspapers or carry satchels, 

because he was now at the mercy of any rival. Words could not paint the terror that came over 

him as he realized all this. He was like a wounded animal in the forest; he was forced to compete 

with his enemies upon unequal terms. There would be no consideration for him because of his 

weakness—it was no one’s business to help him in such distress, to make the fight the least bit 

easier for him. Even if he took to begging, he would be at a disadvantage, for reasons which he 

was to discover in good time. 

In the beginning he could not think of anything except getting out of the awful cold. He went 

into one of the saloons he had been wont to frequent and bought a drink, and then stood by the 

fire shivering and waiting to be ordered out. According to an unwritten law, the buying a drink 

included the privilege of loafing for just so long; then one had to buy another drink or move on. 

That Jurgis was an old customer entitled him to a somewhat longer stop; but then he had been 

away two weeks, and was evidently “on the bum.” He might plead and tell his “hard luck story,” 

but that would not help him much; a saloon-keeper who was to be moved by such means would 

soon have his place jammed to the doors with “hoboes” on a day like this. 

So Jurgis went out into another place, and paid another nickel. He was so hungry this time that 

he could not resist the hot beef stew, an indulgence which cut short his stay by a considerable 

time. When he was again told to move on, he made his way to a “tough” place in the “Lêvée” 

district, where now and then he had gone with a certain rat-eyed Bohemian workingman of his 

acquaintance, seeking a woman. It was Jurgis’s vain hope that here the proprietor would let him 

remain as a “sitter.” In low-class places, in the dead of winter, saloon-keepers would often allow 

one or two forlorn-looking bums who came in covered with snow or soaked with rain to sit by 

the fire and look miserable to attract custom. A workingman would come in, feeling cheerful 

after his day’s work was over, and it would trouble him to have to take his glass with such a sight 

under his nose; and so he would call out: “Hello, Bub, what’s the matter? You look as if you’d 

been up against it!” And then the other would begin to pour out some tale of misery, and the man 

would say, “Come have a glass, and maybe that’ll brace you up.” And so they would drink 

together, and if the tramp was sufficiently wretched-looking, or good enough at the “gab,” they 

might have two; and if they were to discover that they were from the same country, or had lived 

in the same city or worked at the same trade, they might sit down at a table and spend an hour or 

two in talk—and before they got through the saloon-keeper would have taken in a dollar. All of 

this might seem diabolical, but the saloon-keeper was in no wise to blame for it. He was in the 

same plight as the manufacturer who has to adulterate and misrepresent his product. If he does 

not, some one else will; and the saloon-keeper, unless he is also an alderman, is apt to be in debt 

to the big brewers, and on the verge of being sold out. 

The market for “sitters” was glutted that afternoon, however, and there was no place for 

Jurgis. In all he had to spend six nickels in keeping a shelter over him that frightful day, and then 

it was just dark, and the station houses would not open until midnight! At the last place, 

however, there was a bartender who knew him and liked him, and let him doze at one of the 

tables until the boss came back; and also, as he was going out, the man gave him a tip—on the 

next block there was a religious revival of some sort, with preaching and singing, and hundreds 

of hoboes would go there for the shelter and warmth. 



Jurgis went straightway, and saw a sign hung out, saying that the door would open at seven-

thirty; then he walked, or half ran, a block, and hid awhile in a doorway and then ran again, and 

so on until the hour. At the end he was all but frozen, and fought his way in with the rest of the 

throng (at the risk of having his arm broken again), and got close to the big stove. 

By eight o’clock the place was so crowded that the speakers ought to have been flattered; the 

aisles were filled halfway up, and at the door men were packed tight enough to walk upon. There 

were three elderly gentlemen in black upon the platform, and a young lady who played the piano 

in front. First they sang a hymn, and then one of the three, a tall, smooth-shaven man, very thin, 

and wearing black spectacles, began an address. Jurgis heard smatterings of it, for the reason that 

terror kept him awake—he knew that he snored abominably, and to have been put out just then 

would have been like a sentence of death to him. 

The evangelist was preaching “sin and redemption,” the infinite grace of God and His pardon 

for human frailty. He was very much in earnest, and he meant well, but Jurgis, as he listened, 

found his soul filled with hatred. What did he know about sin and suffering—with his smooth, 

black coat and his neatly starched collar, his body warm, and his belly full, and money in his 

pocket—and lecturing men who were struggling for their lives, men at the death grapple with the 

demon powers of hunger and cold!—This, of course, was unfair; but Jurgis felt that these men 

were out of touch with the life they discussed, that they were unfitted to solve its problems; nay, 

they themselves were part of the problem—they were part of the order established that was 

crushing men down and beating them! They were of the triumphant and insolent possessors; they 

had a hall, and a fire, and food and clothing and money, and so they might preach to hungry men, 

and the hungry men must be humble and listen! They were trying to save their souls—and who 

but a fool could fail to see that all that was the matter with their souls was that they had not been 

able to get a decent existence for their bodies? 

At eleven the meeting closed, and the desolate audience filed out into the snow, muttering 

curses upon the few traitors who had got repentance and gone up on the platform. It was yet an 

hour before the station house would open, and Jurgis had no overcoat—and was weak from a 

long illness. During that hour he nearly perished. He was obliged to run hard to keep his blood 

moving at all—and then he came back to the station house and found a crowd blocking the street 

before the door! This was in the month of January, 1904, when the country was on the verge of 

“hard times,” and the newspapers were reporting the shutting down of factories every day—it 

was estimated that a million and a half men were thrown out of work before the spring. So all the 

hiding places of the city were crowded, and before that station house door men fought and tore 

each other like savage beasts. When at last the place was jammed and they shut the doors, half 

the crowd was still outside; and Jurgis, with his helpless arm, was among them. There was no 

choice then but to go to a lodging-house and spend another dime. It really broke his heart to do 

this, at half-past twelve o’clock, after he had wasted the night at the meeting and on the street. 

He would be turned out of the lodging-house promptly at seven—they had the shelves which 

served as bunks so contrived that they could be dropped, and any man who was slow about 

obeying orders could be tumbled to the floor. 

This was one day, and the cold spell lasted for fourteen of them. At the end of six days every 

cent of Jurgis’ money was gone; and then he went out on the streets to beg for his life. 

He would begin as soon as the business of the city was moving. He would sally forth from a 

saloon, and, after making sure there was no policeman in sight, would approach every likely-

looking person who passed him, telling his woeful story and pleading for a nickel or a dime. 



Then when he got one, he would dart round the corner and return to his base to get warm; and his 

victim, seeing him do this, would go away, vowing that he would never give a cent to a beggar 

again. The victim never paused to ask where else Jurgis could have gone under the 

circumstances—where he, the victim, would have gone. At the saloon Jurgis could not only get 

more food and better food than he could buy in any restaurant for the same money, but a drink in 

the bargain to warm him up. Also he could find a comfortable seat by a fire, and could chat with 

a companion until he was as warm as toast. At the saloon, too, he felt at home. Part of the saloon-

keeper’s business was to offer a home and refreshments to beggars in exchange for the proceeds 

of their foragings; and was there any one else in the whole city who would do this—would the 

victim have done it himself? 

Poor Jurgis might have been expected to make a successful beggar. He was just out of the 

hospital, and desperately sick-looking, and with a helpless arm; also he had no overcoat, and 

shivered pitifully. But, alas, it was again the case of the honest merchant, who finds that the 

genuine and unadulterated article is driven to the wall by the artistic counterfeit. Jurgis, as a 

beggar, was simply a blundering amateur in competition with organized and scientific 

professionalism. He was just out of the hospital—but the story was worn threadbare, and how 

could he prove it? He had his arm in a sling—and it was a device a regular beggar’s little boy 

would have scorned. He was pale and shivering—but they were made up with cosmetics, and 

had studied the art of chattering their teeth. As to his being without an overcoat, among them you 

would meet men you could swear had on nothing but a ragged linen duster and a pair of cotton 

trousers—so cleverly had they concealed the several suits of all-wool underwear beneath. Many 

of these professional mendicants had comfortable homes, and families, and thousands of dollars 

in the bank; some of them had retired upon their earnings, and gone into the business of fitting 

out and doctoring others, or working children at the trade. There were some who had both their 

arms bound tightly to their sides, and padded stumps in their sleeves, and a sick child hired to 

carry a cup for them. There were some who had no legs, and pushed themselves upon a wheeled 

platform—some who had been favored with blindness, and were led by pretty little dogs. Some 

less fortunate had mutilated themselves or burned themselves, or had brought horrible sores upon 

themselves with chemicals; you might suddenly encounter upon the street a man holding out to 

you a finger rotting and discolored with gangrene—or one with livid scarlet wounds half escaped 

from their filthy bandages. These desperate ones were the dregs of the city’s cesspools, wretches 

who hid at night in the rain-soaked cellars of old ramshackle tenements, in “stale-beer dives” and 

opium joints, with abandoned women in the last stages of the harlot’s progress—women who 

had been kept by Chinamen and turned away at last to die. Every day the police net would drag 

hundreds of them off the streets, and in the detention hospital you might see them, herded 

together in a miniature inferno, with hideous, beastly faces, bloated and leprous with disease, 

laughing, shouting, screaming in all stages of drunkenness, barking like dogs, gibbering like 

apes, raving and tearing themselves in delirium. 

  



CHAPTER XXIV 

In the face of all his handicaps, Jurgis was obliged to make the price of a lodging, and of a 

drink every hour or two, under penalty of freezing to death. Day after day he roamed about in the 

arctic cold, his soul filled full of bitterness and despair. He saw the world of civilization then 

more plainly than ever he had seen it before; a world in which nothing counted but brutal might, 

an order devised by those who possessed it for the subjugation of those who did not. He was one 

of the latter; and all outdoors, all life, was to him one colossal prison, which he paced like a pent-

up tiger, trying one bar after another, and finding them all beyond his power. He had lost in the 

fierce battle of greed, and so was doomed to be exterminated; and all society was busied to see 

that he did not escape the sentence. Everywhere that he turned were prison bars, and hostile eyes 

following him; the well-fed, sleek policemen, from whose glances he shrank, and who seemed to 

grip their clubs more tightly when they saw him; the saloon-keepers, who never ceased to watch 

him while he was in their places, who were jealous of every moment he lingered after he had 

paid his money; the hurrying throngs upon the streets, who were deaf to his entreaties, oblivious 

of his very existence—and savage and contemptuous when he forced himself upon them. They 

had their own affairs, and there was no place for him among them. There was no place for him 

anywhere—every direction he turned his gaze, this fact was forced upon him: Everything was 

built to express it to him: the residences, with their heavy walls and bolted doors, and basement 

windows barred with iron; the great warehouses filled with the products of the whole world, and 

guarded by iron shutters and heavy gates; the banks with their unthinkable billions of wealth, all 

buried in safes and vaults of steel. 

And then one day there befell Jurgis the one adventure of his life. It was late at night, and he 

had failed to get the price of a lodging. Snow was falling, and he had been out so long that he 

was covered with it, and was chilled to the bone. He was working among the theater crowds, 

flitting here and there, taking large chances with the police, in his desperation half hoping to be 

arrested. When he saw a blue-coat start toward him, however, his heart failed him, and he dashed 

down a side street and fled a couple of blocks. When he stopped again he saw a man coming 

toward him, and placed himself in his path. 

“Please, sir,” he began, in the usual formula, “will you give me the price of a lodging? I’ve 

had a broken arm, and I can’t work, and I’ve not a cent in my pocket. I’m an honest working-

man, sir, and I never begged before! It’s not my fault, sir—” 

Jurgis usually went on until he was interrupted, but this man did not interrupt, and so at last he 

came to a breathless stop. The other had halted, and Jurgis suddenly noticed that he stood a little 

unsteadily. “Whuzzat you say?” he queried suddenly, in a thick voice. 

Jurgis began again, speaking more slowly and distinctly; before he was half through the other 

put out his hand and rested it upon his shoulder. “Poor ole chappie!” he said. “Been up—hic—

up—against it, hey?” 

Then he lurched toward Jurgis, and the hand upon his shoulder became an arm about his neck. 

“Up against it myself, ole sport,” he said. “She’s a hard ole world.” 

They were close to a lamppost, and Jurgis got a glimpse of the other. He was a young fellow—

not much over eighteen, with a handsome boyish face. He wore a silk hat and a rich soft overcoat 

with a fur collar; and he smiled at Jurgis with benignant sympathy. “I’m hard up, too, my goo’ 

fren’,” he said. “I’ve got cruel parents, or I’d set you up. Whuzzamatter whizyer?” 

“I’ve been in the hospital.” 



“Hospital!” exclaimed the young fellow, still smiling sweetly, “thass too bad! Same’s my 

Aunt Polly—hic—my Aunt Polly’s in the hospital, too—ole auntie’s been havin’ twins! 

Whuzzamatter whiz you?” 

“I’ve got a broken arm—” Jurgis began. 

“So,” said the other, sympathetically. “That ain’t so bad—you get over that. I wish 

somebody’d break my arm, ole chappie—damfidon’t! Then they’d treat me better—hic—hole 

me up, ole sport! Whuzzit you wamme do?” 

“I’m hungry, sir,” said Jurgis. 

“Hungry! Why don’t you hassome supper?” 

“I’ve got no money, sir.” 

“No money! Ho, ho—less be chums, ole boy—jess like me! No money, either—a’most 

busted! Why don’t you go home, then, same’s me?” 

“I haven’t any home,” said Jurgis. 

“No home! Stranger in the city, hey? Goo’ God, thass bad! Better come home wiz me—yes, 

by Harry, thass the trick, you’ll come home an’ hassome supper—hic—wiz me! Awful 

lonesome—nobody home! Guv’ner gone abroad—Bubby on’s honeymoon—Polly havin’ 

twins—every damn soul gone away! Nuff—hic—nuff to drive a feller to drink, I say! Only ole 

Ham standin’ by, passin’ plates—damfican eat like that, no sir! The club for me every time, my 

boy, I say. But then they won’t lemme sleep there—guv’ner’s orders, by Harry—home every 

night, sir! Ever hear anythin’ like that? ‘Every mornin’ do?’ I asked him. ‘No, sir, every night, or 

no allowance at all, sir.’ Thass my guv’ner—‘nice as nails, by Harry! Tole ole Ham to watch me, 

too—servants spyin’ on me—whuzyer think that, my fren’? A nice, quiet—hic—goodhearted 

young feller like me, an’ his daddy can’t go to Europe—hup!—an’ leave him in peace! Ain’t that 

a shame, sir? An’ I gotter go home every evenin’ an’ miss all the fun, by Harry! Thass 

whuzzamatter now—thass why I’m here! Hadda come away an’ leave Kitty—hic—left her 

cryin’, too—whujja think of that, ole sport? ‘Lemme go, Kittens,’ says I—‘come early an’ 

often—I go where duty—hic—calls me. Farewell, farewell, my own true love—farewell, 

farewehell, my—own true—love!’” 

This last was a song, and the young gentleman’s voice rose mournful and wailing, while he 

swung upon Jurgis’s neck. The latter was glancing about nervously, lest some one should 

approach. They were still alone, however. 

“But I came all right, all right,” continued the youngster, aggressively, “I can—hic—I can 

have my own way when I want it, by Harry—Freddie Jones is a hard man to handle when he gets 

goin’! ‘No, sir,’ says I, ‘by thunder, and I don’t need anybody goin’ home with me, either—

whujja take me for, hey? Think I’m drunk, dontcha, hey?—I know you! But I’m no more drunk 

than you are, Kittens,’ says I to her. And then says she, ‘Thass true, Freddie dear’ (she’s a smart 

one, is Kitty), ‘but I’m stayin’ in the flat, an’ you’re goin’ out into the cold, cold night!’ ‘Put it in 

a pome, lovely Kitty,’ says I. ‘No jokin’, Freddie, my boy,’ says she. ‘Lemme call a cab now, 

like a good dear’—but I can call my own cabs, dontcha fool yourself—and I know what I’m a-

doin’, you bet! Say, my fren’, whatcha say—willye come home an’ see me, an’ hassome supper? 

Come ’long like a good feller—don’t be haughty! You’re up against it, same as me, an’ you can 

unerstan’ a feller; your heart’s in the right place, by Harry—come ’long, ole chappie, an’ we’ll 

light up the house, an’ have some fizz, an’ we’ll raise hell, we will—whoop-la! S’long’s I’m 

inside the house I can do as I please—the guv’ner’s own very orders, b’God! Hip! hip!” 



They had started down the street, arm in arm, the young man pushing Jurgis along, half dazed. 

Jurgis was trying to think what to do—he knew he could not pass any crowded place with his 

new acquaintance without attracting attention and being stopped. It was only because of the 

falling snow that people who passed here did not notice anything wrong. 

Suddenly, therefore, Jurgis stopped. “Is it very far?” he inquired. 

“Not very,” said the other, “Tired, are you, though? Well, we’ll ride—whatcha say? Good! 

Call a cab!” 

And then, gripping Jurgis tight with one hand, the young fellow began searching his pockets 

with the other. “You call, ole sport, an’ I’ll pay,” he suggested. “How’s that, hey?” 

And he pulled out from somewhere a big roll of bills. It was more money than Jurgis had ever 

seen in his life before, and he stared at it with startled eyes. 

“Looks like a lot, hey?” said Master Freddie, fumbling with it. “Fool you, though, ole 

chappie—they’re all little ones! I’ll be busted in one week more, sure thing—word of honor. An’ 

not a cent more till the first—hic—guv’ner’s orders—hic—not a cent, by Harry! Nuff to set a 

feller crazy, it is. I sent him a cable, this af’noon—thass one reason more why I’m goin’ home. 

‘Hangin’ on the verge of starvation,’ I says—‘for the honor of the family—hic—sen’ me some 

bread. Hunger will compel me to join you—Freddie.’ Thass what I wired him, by Harry, an’ I 

mean it—I’ll run away from school, b’God, if he don’t sen’ me some.” 

After this fashion the young gentleman continued to prattle on—and meantime Jurgis was 

trembling with excitement. He might grab that wad of bills and be out of sight in the darkness 

before the other could collect his wits. Should he do it? What better had he to hope for, if he 

waited longer? But Jurgis had never committed a crime in his life, and now he hesitated half a 

second too long. “Freddie” got one bill loose, and then stuffed the rest back into his trousers’ 

pocket. 

“Here, ole man,” he said, “you take it.” He held it out fluttering. They were in front of a 

saloon; and by the light of the window Jurgis saw that it was a hundred-dollar bill! “You take it,” 

the other repeated. “Pay the cabbie an’ keep the change—I’ve got—hic—no head for business! 

Guv’ner says so hisself, an’ the guv’ner knows—the guv’ner’s got a head for business, you bet! 

‘All right, guv’ner,’ I told him, ‘you run the show, and I’ll take the tickets!’ An’ so he set Aunt 

Polly to watch me—hic—an’ now Polly’s off in the hospital havin’ twins, an’ me out raisin’ 

Cain! Hello, there! Hey! Call him!” 

A cab was driving by; and Jurgis sprang and called, and it swung round to the curb. Master 

Freddie clambered in with some difficulty, and Jurgis had started to follow, when the driver 

shouted: “Hi, there! Get out—you!” 

Jurgis hesitated, and was half obeying; but his companion broke out: “Whuzzat? 

Whuzzamatter wiz you, hey?” 

And the cabbie subsided, and Jurgis climbed in. Then Freddie gave a number on the Lake 

Shore Drive, and the carriage started away. The youngster leaned back and snuggled up to Jurgis, 

murmuring contentedly; in half a minute he was sound asleep, Jurgis sat shivering, speculating as 

to whether he might not still be able to get hold of the roll of bills. He was afraid to try to go 

through his companion’s pockets, however; and besides the cabbie might be on the watch. He 

had the hundred safe, and he would have to be content with that. 



At the end of half an hour or so the cab stopped. They were out on the waterfront, and from 

the east a freezing gale was blowing off the ice-bound lake. “Here we are,” called the cabbie, and 

Jurgis awakened his companion. 

Master Freddie sat up with a start. 

“Hello!” he said. “Where are we? Whuzzis? Who are you, hey? Oh, yes, sure nuff! Mos’ 

forgot you—hic—ole chappie! Home, are we? Lessee! Br-r-r—it’s cold! Yes—come ’long—

we’re home—it ever so—hic—humble!” 

Before them there loomed an enormous granite pile, set far back from the street, and 

occupying a whole block. By the light of the driveway lamps Jurgis could see that it had towers 

and huge gables, like a mediæval castle. He thought that the young fellow must have made a 

mistake—it was inconceivable to him that any person could have a home like a hotel or the city 

hall. But he followed in silence, and they went up the long flight of steps, arm in arm. 

“There’s a button here, ole sport,” said Master Freddie. “Hole my arm while I find her! 

Steady, now—oh, yes, here she is! Saved!” 

A bell rang, and in a few seconds the door was opened. A man in blue livery stood holding it, 

and gazing before him, silent as a statue. 

They stood for a moment blinking in the light. Then Jurgis felt his companion pulling, and he 

stepped in, and the blue automaton closed the door. Jurgis’s heart was beating wildly; it was a 

bold thing for him to do—into what strange unearthly place he was venturing he had no idea. 

Aladdin entering his cave could not have been more excited. 

The place where he stood was dimly lighted; but he could see a vast hall, with pillars fading 

into the darkness above, and a great staircase opening at the far end of it. The floor was of 

tesselated marble, smooth as glass, and from the walls strange shapes loomed out, woven into 

huge portieres in rich, harmonious colors, or gleaming from paintings, wonderful and 

mysterious-looking in the half-light, purple and red and golden, like sunset glimmers in a 

shadowy forest. 

The man in livery had moved silently toward them; Master Freddie took off his hat and 

handed it to him, and then, letting go of Jurgis’ arm, tried to get out of his overcoat. After two or 

three attempts he accomplished this, with the lackey’s help, and meantime a second man had 

approached, a tall and portly personage, solemn as an executioner. He bore straight down upon 

Jurgis, who shrank away nervously; he seized him by the arm without a word, and started toward 

the door with him. Then suddenly came Master Freddie’s voice, “Hamilton! My fren’ will 

remain wiz me.” 

The man paused and half released Jurgis. “Come ’long ole chappie,” said the other, and Jurgis 

started toward him. 

“Master Frederick!” exclaimed the man. 

“See that the cabbie—hic—is paid,” was the other’s response; and he linked his arm in Jurgis’. 

Jurgis was about to say, “I have the money for him,” but he restrained himself. The stout man in 

uniform signaled to the other, who went out to the cab, while he followed Jurgis and his young 

master. 

They went down the great hall, and then turned. Before them were two huge doors. 

“Hamilton,” said Master Freddie. 

“Well, sir?” said the other. 



“Whuzzamatter wizze dinin’-room doors?” 

“Nothing is the matter, sir.” 

“Then why dontcha openum?” 

The man rolled them back; another vista lost itself in the darkness. “Lights,” commanded 

Master Freddie; and the butler pressed a button, and a flood of brilliant incandescence streamed 

from above, half-blinding Jurgis. He stared; and little by little he made out the great apartment, 

with a domed ceiling from which the light poured, and walls that were one enormous painting—

nymphs and dryads dancing in a flower-strewn glade—Diana with her hounds and horses, 

dashing headlong through a mountain streamlet—a group of maidens bathing in a forest pool—

all life-size, and so real that Jurgis thought that it was some work of enchantment, that he was in 

a dream palace. Then his eye passed to the long table in the center of the hall, a table black as 

ebony, and gleaming with wrought silver and gold. In the center of it was a huge carven bowl, 

with the glistening gleam of ferns and the red and purple of rare orchids, glowing from a light 

hidden somewhere in their midst. 

“This’s the dinin’ room,” observed Master Freddie. “How you like it, hey, ole sport?” 

He always insisted on having an answer to his remarks, leaning over Jurgis and smiling into 

his face. Jurgis liked it. 

“Rummy ole place to feed in all ’lone, though,” was Freddie’s comment—“rummy’s hell! 

Whuzya think, hey?” Then another idea occurred to him and he went on, without waiting: 

“Maybe you never saw anythin—hic—like this ’fore? Hey, ole chappie?” 

“No,” said Jurgis. 

“Come from country, maybe—hey?” 

“Yes,” said Jurgis. 

“Aha! I thosso! Lossa folks from country never saw such a place. Guv’ner brings ’em—free 

show—hic—reg’lar circus! Go home tell folks about it. Ole man Jones’s place—Jones the 

packer—beef-trust man. Made it all out of hogs, too, damn ole scoundrel. Now we see where our 

pennies go—rebates, an’ private car lines—hic—by Harry! Bully place, though—worth seein’! 

Ever hear of Jones the packer, hey, ole chappie?” 

Jurgis had started involuntarily; the other, whose sharp eyes missed nothing, demanded: 

“Whuzzamatter, hey? Heard of him?” 

And Jurgis managed to stammer out: “I have worked for him in the yards.” 

“What!” cried Master Freddie, with a yell. “You! In the yards? Ho, ho! Why, say, thass good! 

Shake hands on it, ole man—by Harry! Guv’ner ought to be here—glad to see you. Great fren’s 

with the men, guv’ner—labor an’ capital, commun’ty ’f int’rests, an’ all that—hic! Funny things 

happen in this world, don’t they, ole man? Hamilton, lemme interduce you—fren’ the family—

ole fren’ the guv’ner’s—works in the yards. Come to spend the night wiz me, Hamilton—have a 

hot time. Me fren’, Mr.—whuzya name, ole chappie? Tell us your name.” 

“Rudkus—Jurgis Rudkus.” 

“My fren’, Mr. Rednose, Hamilton—shake han’s.” 

The stately butler bowed his head, but made not a sound; and suddenly Master Freddie pointed 

an eager finger at him. “I know whuzzamatter wiz you, Hamilton—lay you a dollar I know! You 

think—hic—you think I’m drunk! Hey, now?” 



And the butler again bowed his head. “Yes, sir,” he said, at which Master Freddie hung tightly 

upon Jurgis’s neck and went into a fit of laughter. “Hamilton, you damn ole scoundrel,” he 

roared, “I’ll ’scharge you for impudence, you see ’f I don’t! Ho, ho, ho! I’m drunk! Ho, ho!” 

The two waited until his fit had spent itself, to see what new whim would seize him. “Whatcha 

wanta do?” he queried suddenly. “Wanta see the place, ole chappie? Wamme play the guv’ner—

show you roun’? State parlors—Looee Cans—Looee Sez—chairs cost three thousand apiece. 

Tea room Maryanntnet—picture of shepherds dancing—Ruysdael—twenty-three thousan’! 

Ballroom—balc’ny pillars—hic—imported—special ship—sixty-eight thousan’! Ceilin’ painted 

in Rome—whuzzat feller’s name, Hamilton—Mattatoni? Macaroni? Then this place—silver 

bowl—Benvenuto Cellini—rummy ole Dago! An’ the organ—thirty thousan’ dollars, sir—

starter up, Hamilton, let Mr. Rednose hear it. No—never mind—clean forgot—says he’s hungry, 

Hamilton—less have some supper. Only—hic—don’t less have it here—come up to my place, 

ole sport—nice an’ cosy. This way—steady now, don’t slip on the floor. Hamilton, we’ll have a 

cole spread, an’ some fizz—don’t leave out the fizz, by Harry. We’ll have some of the eighteen-

thirty Madeira. Hear me, sir?” 

“Yes, sir,” said the butler, “but, Master Frederick, your father left orders—” 

And Master Frederick drew himself up to a stately height. “My father’s orders were left to 

me—hic—an’ not to you,” he said. Then, clasping Jurgis tightly by the neck, he staggered out of 

the room; on the way another idea occurred to him, and he asked: “Any—hic—cable message for 

me, Hamilton?” 

“No, sir,” said the butler. 

“Guv’ner must be travelin’. An’ how’s the twins, Hamilton?” 

“They are doing well, sir.” 

“Good!” said Master Freddie; and added fervently: “God bless ’em, the little lambs!” 

They went up the great staircase, one step at a time; at the top of it there gleamed at them out 

of the shadows the figure of a nymph crouching by a fountain, a figure ravishingly beautiful, the 

flesh warm and glowing with the hues of life. Above was a huge court, with domed roof, the 

various apartments opening into it. The butler had paused below but a few minutes to give 

orders, and then followed them; now he pressed a button, and the hall blazed with light. He 

opened a door before them, and then pressed another button, as they staggered into the 

apartment. 

It was fitted up as a study. In the center was a mahogany table, covered with books, and 

smokers’ implements; the walls were decorated with college trophies and colors—flags, posters, 

photographs and knickknacks—tennis rackets, canoe paddles, golf clubs, and polo sticks. An 

enormous moose head, with horns six feet across, faced a buffalo head on the opposite wall, 

while bear and tiger skins covered the polished floor. There were lounging chairs and sofas, 

window seats covered with soft cushions of fantastic designs; there was one corner fitted in 

Persian fashion, with a huge canopy and a jeweled lamp beneath. Beyond, a door opened upon a 

bedroom, and beyond that was a swimming pool of the purest marble, that had cost about forty 

thousand dollars. 

Master Freddie stood for a moment or two, gazing about him; then out of the next room a dog 

emerged, a monstrous bulldog, the most hideous object that Jurgis had ever laid eyes upon. He 

yawned, opening a mouth like a dragon’s; and he came toward the young man, wagging his tail. 

“Hello, Dewey!” cried his master. “Been havin’ a snooze, ole boy? Well, well—hello there, 



whuzzamatter?” (The dog was snarling at Jurgis.) “Why, Dewey—this’ my fren’, Mr. Rednose—

ole fren’ the guv’ner’s! Mr. Rednose, Admiral Dewey; shake han’s—hic. Ain’t he a daisy, 

though—blue ribbon at the New York show—eighty-five hundred at a clip! How’s that, hey?” 

The speaker sank into one of the big armchairs, and Admiral Dewey crouched beneath it; he 

did not snarl again, but he never took his eyes off Jurgis. He was perfectly sober, was the 

Admiral. 

The butler had closed the door, and he stood by it, watching Jurgis every second. Now there 

came footsteps outside, and, as he opened the door a man in livery entered, carrying a folding 

table, and behind him two men with covered trays. They stood like statues while the first spread 

the table and set out the contents of the trays upon it. There were cold pates, and thin slices of 

meat, tiny bread and butter sandwiches with the crust cut off, a bowl of sliced peaches and cream 

(in January), little fancy cakes, pink and green and yellow and white, and half a dozen ice-cold 

bottles of wine. 

“Thass the stuff for you!” cried Master Freddie, exultantly, as he spied them. “Come ’long, ole 

chappie, move up.” 

And he seated himself at the table; the waiter pulled a cork, and he took the bottle and poured 

three glasses of its contents in succession down his throat. Then he gave a long-drawn sigh, and 

cried again to Jurgis to seat himself. 

The butler held the chair at the opposite side of the table, and Jurgis thought it was to keep him 

out of it; but finally he understand that it was the other’s intention to put it under him, and so he 

sat down, cautiously and mistrustingly. Master Freddie perceived that the attendants embarrassed 

him, and he remarked with a nod to them, “You may go.” 

They went, all save the butler. 

“You may go too, Hamilton,” he said. 

“Master Frederick—” the man began. 

“Go!” cried the youngster, angrily. “Damn you, don’t you hear me?” 

The man went out and closed the door; Jurgis, who was as sharp as he, observed that he took 

the key out of the lock, in order that he might peer through the keyhole. 

Master Frederick turned to the table again. “Now,” he said, “go for it.” 

Jurgis gazed at him doubtingly. “Eat!” cried the other. “Pile in, ole chappie!” 

“Don’t you want anything?” Jurgis asked. 

“Ain’t hungry,” was the reply—“only thirsty. Kitty and me had some candy—you go on.” 

So Jurgis began, without further parley. He ate as with two shovels, his fork in one hand and 

his knife in the other; when he once got started his wolf-hunger got the better of him, and he did 

not stop for breath until he had cleared every plate. “Gee whiz!” said the other, who had been 

watching him in wonder. 

Then he held Jurgis the bottle. “Lessee you drink now,” he said; and Jurgis took the bottle and 

turned it up to his mouth, and a wonderfully unearthly liquid ecstasy poured down his throat, 

tickling every nerve of him, thrilling him with joy. He drank the very last drop of it, and then he 

gave vent to a long-drawn “Ah!” 

“Good stuff, hey?” said Freddie, sympathetically; he had leaned back in the big chair, putting 

his arm behind his head and gazing at Jurgis. 



And Jurgis gazed back at him. He was clad in spotless evening dress, was Freddie, and looked 

very handsome—he was a beautiful boy, with light golden hair and the head of an Antinous. He 

smiled at Jurgis confidingly, and then started talking again, with his blissful insouciance. This 

time he talked for ten minutes at a stretch, and in the course of the speech he told Jurgis all of his 

family history. His big brother Charlie was in love with the guileless maiden who played the part 

of “Little Bright-Eyes” in “The Kaliph of Kamskatka.” He had been on the verge of marrying her 

once, only “the guv’ner” had sworn to disinherit him, and had presented him with a sum that 

would stagger the imagination, and that had staggered the virtue of “Little Bright-Eyes.” Now 

Charlie had got leave from college, and had gone away in his automobile on the next best thing 

to a honeymoon. “The guv’ner” had made threats to disinherit another of his children also, sister 

Gwendolen, who had married an Italian marquis with a string of titles and a dueling record. They 

lived in his chateau, or rather had, until he had taken to firing the breakfast dishes at her; then she 

had cabled for help, and the old gentleman had gone over to find out what were his Grace’s 

terms. So they had left Freddie all alone, and he with less than two thousand dollars in his 

pocket. Freddie was up in arms and meant serious business, as they would find in the end—if 

there was no other way of bringing them to terms he would have his “Kittens” wire that she was 

about to marry him, and see what happened then. 

So the cheerful youngster rattled on, until he was tired out. He smiled his sweetest smile at 

Jurgis, and then he closed his eyes, sleepily. Then he opened them again, and smiled once more, 

and finally closed them and forgot to open them. 

For several minutes Jurgis sat perfectly motionless, watching him, and reveling in the strange 

sensation of the champagne. Once he stirred, and the dog growled; after that he sat almost 

holding his breath—until after a while the door of the room opened softly, and the butler came 

in. 

He walked toward Jurgis upon tiptoe, scowling at him; and Jurgis rose up, and retreated, 

scowling back. So until he was against the wall, and then the butler came close, and pointed 

toward the door. “Get out of here!” he whispered. 

Jurgis hesitated, giving a glance at Freddie, who was snoring softly. “If you do, you son of a—

” hissed the butler, “I’ll mash in your face for you before you get out of here!” 

And Jurgis wavered but an instant more. He saw “Admiral Dewey” coming up behind the man 

and growling softly, to back up his threats. Then he surrendered and started toward the door. 

They went out without a sound, and down the great echoing staircase, and through the dark 

hall. At the front door he paused, and the butler strode close to him. 

“Hold up your hands,” he snarled. Jurgis took a step back, clinching his one well fist. 

“What for?” he cried; and then understanding that the fellow proposed to search him, he 

answered, “I’ll see you in hell first.” 

“Do you want to go to jail?” demanded the butler, menacingly. “I’ll have the police—” 

“Have ’em!” roared Jurgis, with fierce passion. “But you won’t put your hands on me till you 

do! I haven’t touched anything in your damned house, and I’ll not have you touch me!” 

So the butler, who was terrified lest his young master should waken, stepped suddenly to the 

door, and opened it. “Get out of here!” he said; and then as Jurgis passed through the opening, he 

gave him a ferocious kick that sent him down the great stone steps at a run, and landed him 

sprawling in the snow at the bottom. 

  



CHAPTER XXV 

Jurgis got up, wild with rage, but the door was shut and the great castle was dark and 

impregnable. Then the icy teeth of the blast bit into him, and he turned and went away at a run. 

When he stopped again it was because he was coming to frequented streets and did not wish to 

attract attention. In spite of that last humiliation, his heart was thumping fast with triumph. He 

had come out ahead on that deal! He put his hand into his trousers’ pocket every now and then, 

to make sure that the precious hundred-dollar bill was still there. 

Yet he was in a plight—a curious and even dreadful plight, when he came to realize it. He had 

not a single cent but that one bill! And he had to find some shelter that night he had to change it! 

Jurgis spent half an hour walking and debating the problem. There was no one he could go to 

for help—he had to manage it all alone. To get it changed in a lodging-house would be to take 

his life in his hands—he would almost certainly be robbed, and perhaps murdered, before 

morning. He might go to some hotel or railroad depot and ask to have it changed; but what 

would they think, seeing a “bum” like him with a hundred dollars? He would probably be 

arrested if he tried it; and what story could he tell? On the morrow Freddie Jones would discover 

his loss, and there would be a hunt for him, and he would lose his money. The only other plan he 

could think of was to try in a saloon. He might pay them to change it, if it could not be done 

otherwise. 

He began peering into places as he walked; he passed several as being too crowded—then 

finally, chancing upon one where the bartender was all alone, he gripped his hands in sudden 

resolution and went in. 

“Can you change me a hundred-dollar bill?” he demanded. 

The bartender was a big, husky fellow, with the jaw of a prize fighter, and a three weeks’ 

stubble of hair upon it. He stared at Jurgis. “What’s that youse say?” he demanded. 

“I said, could you change me a hundred-dollar bill?” 

“Where’d youse get it?” he inquired incredulously. 

“Never mind,” said Jurgis; “I’ve got it, and I want it changed. I’ll pay you if you’ll do it.” 

The other stared at him hard. “Lemme see it,” he said. 

“Will you change it?” Jurgis demanded, gripping it tightly in his pocket. 

“How the hell can I know if it’s good or not?” retorted the bartender. “Whatcher take me for, 

hey?” 

Then Jurgis slowly and warily approached him; he took out the bill, and fumbled it for a 

moment, while the man stared at him with hostile eyes across the counter. Then finally he 

handed it over. 

The other took it, and began to examine it; he smoothed it between his fingers, and held it up 

to the light; he turned it over, and upside down, and edgeways. It was new and rather stiff, and 

that made him dubious. Jurgis was watching him like a cat all the time. 

“Humph,” he said, finally, and gazed at the stranger, sizing him up—a ragged, ill-smelling 

tramp, with no overcoat and one arm in a sling—and a hundred-dollar bill! “Want to buy 

anything?” he demanded. 

“Yes,” said Jurgis, “I’ll take a glass of beer.” 



“All right,” said the other, “I’ll change it.” And he put the bill in his pocket, and poured Jurgis 

out a glass of beer, and set it on the counter. Then he turned to the cash register, and punched up 

five cents, and began to pull money out of the drawer. Finally, he faced Jurgis, counting it out—

two dimes, a quarter, and fifty cents. “There,” he said. 

For a second Jurgis waited, expecting to see him turn again. “My ninety-nine dollars,” he said. 

“What ninety-nine dollars?” demanded the bartender. 

“My change!” he cried—“the rest of my hundred!” 

“Go on,” said the bartender, “you’re nutty!” 

And Jurgis stared at him with wild eyes. For an instant horror reigned in him—black, 

paralyzing, awful horror, clutching him at the heart; and then came rage, in surging, blinding 

floods—he screamed aloud, and seized the glass and hurled it at the other’s head. The man 

ducked, and it missed him by half an inch; he rose again and faced Jurgis, who was vaulting over 

the bar with his one well arm, and dealt him a smashing blow in the face, hurling him backward 

upon the floor. Then, as Jurgis scrambled to his feet again and started round the counter after 

him, he shouted at the top of his voice, “Help! help!” 

Jurgis seized a bottle off the counter as he ran; and as the bartender made a leap he hurled the 

missile at him with all his force. It just grazed his head, and shivered into a thousand pieces 

against the post of the door. Then Jurgis started back, rushing at the man again in the middle of 

the room. This time, in his blind frenzy, he came without a bottle, and that was all the bartender 

wanted—he met him halfway and floored him with a sledgehammer drive between the eyes. An 

instant later the screen doors flew open, and two men rushed in—just as Jurgis was getting to his 

feet again, foaming at the mouth with rage, and trying to tear his broken arm out of its bandages. 

“Look out!” shouted the bartender. “He’s got a knife!” Then, seeing that the two were 

disposed to join the fray, he made another rush at Jurgis, and knocked aside his feeble defense 

and sent him tumbling again; and the three flung themselves upon him, rolling and kicking about 

the place. 

A second later a policeman dashed in, and the bartender yelled once more—“Look out for his 

knife!” Jurgis had fought himself half to his knees, when the policeman made a leap at him, and 

cracked him across the face with his club. Though the blow staggered him, the wild-beast frenzy 

still blazed in him, and he got to his feet, lunging into the air. Then again the club descended, full 

upon his head, and he dropped like a log to the floor. 

The policeman crouched over him, clutching his stick, waiting for him to try to rise again; and 

meantime the barkeeper got up, and put his hand to his head. “Christ!” he said, “I thought I was 

done for that time. Did he cut me?” 

“Don’t see anything, Jake,” said the policeman. “What’s the matter with him?” 

“Just crazy drunk,” said the other. “A lame duck, too—but he ’most got me under the bar. 

Youse had better call the wagon, Billy.” 

“No,” said the officer. “He’s got no more fight in him, I guess—and he’s only got a block to 

go.” He twisted his hand in Jurgis’s collar and jerked at him. “Git up here, you!” he commanded. 

But Jurgis did not move, and the bartender went behind the bar, and after stowing the hundred-

dollar bill away in a safe hiding place, came and poured a glass of water over Jurgis. Then, as the 

latter began to moan feebly, the policeman got him to his feet and dragged him out of the place. 

The station house was just around the corner, and so in a few minutes Jurgis was in a cell. 



He spent half the night lying unconscious, and the balance moaning in torment, with a 

blinding headache and a racking thirst. Now and then he cried aloud for a drink of water, but 

there was no one to hear him. There were others in that same station house with split heads and a 

fever; there were hundreds of them in the great city, and tens of thousands of them in the great 

land, and there was no one to hear any of them. 

In the morning Jurgis was given a cup of water and a piece of bread, and then hustled into a 

patrol wagon and driven to the nearest police court. He sat in the pen with a score of others until 

his turn came. 

The bartender—who proved to be a well-known bruiser—was called to the stand. He took the 

oath and told his story. The prisoner had come into his saloon after midnight, fighting drunk, and 

had ordered a glass of beer and tendered a dollar bill in payment. He had been given ninety-five 

cents’ change, and had demanded ninety-nine dollars more, and before the plaintiff could even 

answer had hurled the glass at him and then attacked him with a bottle of bitters, and nearly 

wrecked the place. 

Then the prisoner was sworn—a forlorn object, haggard and unshorn, with an arm done up in 

a filthy bandage, a cheek and head cut, and bloody, and one eye purplish black and entirely 

closed. “What have you to say for yourself?” queried the magistrate. 

“Your Honor,” said Jurgis, “I went into his place and asked the man if he could change me a 

hundred-dollar bill. And he said he would if I bought a drink. I gave him the bill and then he 

wouldn’t give me the change.” 

The magistrate was staring at him in perplexity. “You gave him a hundred-dollar bill!” he 

exclaimed. 

“Yes, your Honor,” said Jurgis. 

“Where did you get it?” 

“A man gave it to me, your Honor.” 

“A man? What man, and what for?” 

“A young man I met upon the street, your Honor. I had been begging.” 

There was a titter in the courtroom; the officer who was holding Jurgis put up his hand to hide 

a smile, and the magistrate smiled without trying to hide it. “It’s true, your Honor!” cried Jurgis, 

passionately. 

“You had been drinking as well as begging last night, had you not?” inquired the magistrate. 

“No, your Honor—” protested Jurgis. “I—” 

“You had not had anything to drink?” 

“Why, yes, your Honor, I had—” 

“What did you have?” 

“I had a bottle of something—I don’t know what it was—something that burned—” 

There was again a laugh round the courtroom, stopping suddenly as the magistrate looked up 

and frowned. “Have you ever been arrested before?” he asked abruptly. 

The question took Jurgis aback. “I—I—” he stammered. 

“Tell me the truth, now!” commanded the other, sternly. 

“Yes, your Honor,” said Jurgis. 

“How often?” 



“Only once, your Honor.” 

“What for?” 

“For knocking down my boss, your Honor. I was working in the stockyards, and he—” 

“I see,” said his Honor; “I guess that will do. You ought to stop drinking if you can’t control 

yourself. Ten days and costs. Next case.” 

Jurgis gave vent to a cry of dismay, cut off suddenly by the policeman, who seized him by the 

collar. He was jerked out of the way, into a room with the convicted prisoners, where he sat and 

wept like a child in his impotent rage. It seemed monstrous to him that policemen and judges 

should esteem his word as nothing in comparison with the bartender’s—poor Jurgis could not 

know that the owner of the saloon paid five dollars each week to the policeman alone for Sunday 

privileges and general favors—nor that the pugilist bartender was one of the most trusted 

henchmen of the Democratic leader of the district, and had helped only a few months before to 

hustle out a record-breaking vote as a testimonial to the magistrate, who had been made the 

target of odious kid-gloved reformers. 

Jurgis was driven out to the Bridewell for the second time. In his tumbling around he had hurt 

his arm again, and so could not work, but had to be attended by the physician. Also his head and 

his eye had to be tied up—and so he was a pretty-looking object when, the second day after his 

arrival, he went out into the exercise court and encountered—Jack Duane! 

The young fellow was so glad to see Jurgis that he almost hugged him. “By God, if it isn’t ‘the 

Stinker’!” he cried. “And what is it—have you been through a sausage machine?” 

“No,” said Jurgis, “but I’ve been in a railroad wreck and a fight.” And then, while some of the 

other prisoners gathered round he told his wild story; most of them were incredulous, but Duane 

knew that Jurgis could never have made up such a yarn as that. 

“Hard luck, old man,” he said, when they were alone; “but maybe it’s taught you a lesson.” 

“I’ve learned some things since I saw you last,” said Jurgis mournfully. Then he explained 

how he had spent the last summer, “hoboing it,” as the phrase was. “And you?” he asked finally. 

“Have you been here ever since?” 

“Lord, no!” said the other. “I only came in the day before yesterday. It’s the second time 

they’ve sent me up on a trumped-up charge—I’ve had hard luck and can’t pay them what they 

want. Why don’t you quit Chicago with me, Jurgis?” 

“I’ve no place to go,” said Jurgis, sadly. 

“Neither have I,” replied the other, laughing lightly. “But we’ll wait till we get out and see.” 

In the Bridewell Jurgis met few who had been there the last time, but he met scores of others, 

old and young, of exactly the same sort. It was like breakers upon a beach; there was new water, 

but the wave looked just the same. He strolled about and talked with them, and the biggest of 

them told tales of their prowess, while those who were weaker, or younger and inexperienced, 

gathered round and listened in admiring silence. The last time he was there, Jurgis had thought of 

little but his family; but now he was free to listen to these men, and to realize that he was one of 

them—that their point of view was his point of view, and that the way they kept themselves alive 

in the world was the way he meant to do it in the future. 

And so, when he was turned out of prison again, without a penny in his pocket, he went 

straight to Jack Duane. He went full of humility and gratitude; for Duane was a gentleman, and a 

man with a profession—and it was remarkable that he should be willing to throw in his lot with a 



humble workingman, one who had even been a beggar and a tramp. Jurgis could not see what 

help he could be to him; but he did not understand that a man like himself—who could be trusted 

to stand by any one who was kind to him—was as rare among criminals as among any other 

class of men. 

The address Jurgis had was a garret room in the Ghetto district, the home of a pretty little 

French girl, Duane’s mistress, who sewed all day, and eked out her living by prostitution. He had 

gone elsewhere, she told Jurgis—he was afraid to stay there now, on account of the police. The 

new address was a cellar dive, whose proprietor said that he had never heard of Duane; but after 

he had put Jurgis through a catechism he showed him a back stairs which led to a “fence” in the 

rear of a pawnbroker’s shop, and thence to a number of assignation rooms, in one of which 

Duane was hiding. 

Duane was glad to see him; he was without a cent of money, he said, and had been waiting for 

Jurgis to help him get some. He explained his plan—in fact he spent the day in laying bare to his 

friend the criminal world of the city, and in showing him how he might earn himself a living in 

it. That winter he would have a hard time, on account of his arm, and because of an unwonted fit 

of activity of the police; but so long as he was unknown to them he would be safe if he were 

careful. Here at “Papa” Hanson’s (so they called the old man who kept the dive) he might rest at 

ease, for “Papa” Hanson was “square”—would stand by him so long as he paid, and gave him an 

hour’s notice if there were to be a police raid. Also Rosensteg, the pawnbroker, would buy 

anything he had for a third of its value, and guarantee to keep it hidden for a year. 

There was an oil stove in the little cupboard of a room, and they had some supper; and then 

about eleven o’clock at night they sallied forth together, by a rear entrance to the place, Duane 

armed with a slingshot. They came to a residence district, and he sprang up a lamppost and blew 

out the light, and then the two dodged into the shelter of an area step and hid in silence. 

Pretty soon a man came by, a workingman—and they let him go. Then after a long interval 

came the heavy tread of a policeman, and they held their breath till he was gone. Though half-

frozen, they waited a full quarter of an hour after that—and then again came footsteps, walking 

briskly. Duane nudged Jurgis, and the instant the man had passed they rose up. Duane stole out 

as silently as a shadow, and a second later Jurgis heard a thud and a stifled cry. He was only a 

couple of feet behind, and he leaped to stop the man’s mouth, while Duane held him fast by the 

arms, as they had agreed. But the man was limp and showed a tendency to fall, and so Jurgis had 

only to hold him by the collar, while the other, with swift fingers, went through his pockets—

ripping open, first his overcoat, and then his coat, and then his vest, searching inside and outside, 

and transferring the contents into his own pockets. At last, after feeling of the man’s fingers and 

in his necktie, Duane whispered, “That’s all!” and they dragged him to the area and dropped him 

in. Then Jurgis went one way and his friend the other, walking briskly. 

The latter arrived first, and Jurgis found him examining the “swag.” There was a gold watch, 

for one thing, with a chain and locket; there was a silver pencil, and a matchbox, and a handful of 

small change, and finally a card-case. This last Duane opened feverishly—there were letters and 

checks, and two theater-tickets, and at last, in the back part, a wad of bills. He counted them—

there was a twenty, five tens, four fives, and three ones. Duane drew a long breath. “That lets us 

out!” he said. 

After further examination, they burned the card-case and its contents, all but the bills, and 

likewise the picture of a little girl in the locket. Then Duane took the watch and trinkets 



downstairs, and came back with sixteen dollars. “The old scoundrel said the case was filled,” he 

said. “It’s a lie, but he knows I want the money.” 

They divided up the spoils, and Jurgis got as his share fifty-five dollars and some change. He 

protested that it was too much, but the other had agreed to divide even. That was a good haul, he 

said, better than average. 

When they got up in the morning, Jurgis was sent out to buy a paper; one of the pleasures of 

committing a crime was the reading about it afterward. “I had a pal that always did it,” Duane 

remarked, laughing—“until one day he read that he had left three thousand dollars in a lower 

inside pocket of his party’s vest!” 

There was a half-column account of the robbery—it was evident that a gang was operating in 

the neighborhood, said the paper, for it was the third within a week, and the police were 

apparently powerless. The victim was an insurance agent, and he had lost a hundred and ten 

dollars that did not belong to him. He had chanced to have his name marked on his shirt, 

otherwise he would not have been identified yet. His assailant had hit him too hard, and he was 

suffering from concussion of the brain; and also he had been half-frozen when found, and would 

lose three fingers on his right hand. The enterprising newspaper reporter had taken all this 

information to his family, and told how they had received it. 

Since it was Jurgis’s first experience, these details naturally caused him some worriment; but 

the other laughed coolly—it was the way of the game, and there was no helping it. Before long 

Jurgis would think no more of it than they did in the yards of knocking out a bullock. “It’s a case 

of us or the other fellow, and I say the other fellow, every time,” he observed. 

“Still,” said Jurgis, reflectively, “he never did us any harm.” 

“He was doing it to somebody as hard as he could, you can be sure of that,” said his friend. 

Duane had already explained to Jurgis that if a man of their trade were known he would have 

to work all the time to satisfy the demands of the police. Therefore it would be better for Jurgis 

to stay in hiding and never be seen in public with his pal. But Jurgis soon got very tired of 

staying in hiding. In a couple of weeks he was feeling strong and beginning to use his arm, and 

then he could not stand it any longer. Duane, who had done a job of some sort by himself, and 

made a truce with the powers, brought over Marie, his little French girl, to share with him; but 

even that did not avail for long, and in the end he had to give up arguing, and take Jurgis out and 

introduce him to the saloons and “sporting houses” where the big crooks and “holdup men” hung 

out. 

And so Jurgis got a glimpse of the high-class criminal world of Chicago. The city, which was 

owned by an oligarchy of business men, being nominally ruled by the people, a huge army of 

graft was necessary for the purpose of effecting the transfer of power. Twice a year, in the spring 

and fall elections, millions of dollars were furnished by the business men and expended by this 

army; meetings were held and clever speakers were hired, bands played and rockets sizzled, tons 

of documents and reservoirs of drinks were distributed, and tens of thousands of votes were 

bought for cash. And this army of graft had, of course, to be maintained the year round. The 

leaders and organizers were maintained by the business men directly—aldermen and legislators 

by means of bribes, party officials out of the campaign funds, lobbyists and corporation lawyers 

in the form of salaries, contractors by means of jobs, labor union leaders by subsidies, and 

newspaper proprietors and editors by advertisements. The rank and file, however, were either 

foisted upon the city, or else lived off the population directly. There was the police department, 

and the fire and water departments, and the whole balance of the civil list, from the meanest 



office boy to the head of a city department; and for the horde who could find no room in these, 

there was the world of vice and crime, there was license to seduce, to swindle and plunder and 

prey. The law forbade Sunday drinking; and this had delivered the saloon-keepers into the hands 

of the police, and made an alliance between them necessary. The law forbade prostitution; and 

this had brought the “madames” into the combination. It was the same with the gambling-house 

keeper and the poolroom man, and the same with any other man or woman who had a means of 

getting “graft,” and was willing to pay over a share of it: the green-goods man and the 

highwayman, the pickpocket and the sneak thief, and the receiver of stolen goods, the seller of 

adulterated milk, of stale fruit and diseased meat, the proprietor of unsanitary tenements, the fake 

doctor and the usurer, the beggar and the “pushcart man,” the prize fighter and the professional 

slugger, the race-track “tout,” the procurer, the white-slave agent, and the expert seducer of 

young girls. All of these agencies of corruption were banded together, and leagued in blood 

brotherhood with the politician and the police; more often than not they were one and the same 

person,—the police captain would own the brothel he pretended to raid, the politician would 

open his headquarters in his saloon. “Hinkydink” or “Bathhouse John,” or others of that ilk, were 

proprietors of the most notorious dives in Chicago, and also the “gray wolves” of the city 

council, who gave away the streets of the city to the business men; and those who patronized 

their places were the gamblers and prize fighters who set the law at defiance, and the burglars 

and holdup men who kept the whole city in terror. On election day all these powers of vice and 

crime were one power; they could tell within one per cent what the vote of their district would 

be, and they could change it at an hour’s notice. 

A month ago Jurgis had all but perished of starvation upon the streets; and now suddenly, as 

by the gift of a magic key, he had entered into a world where money and all the good things of 

life came freely. He was introduced by his friend to an Irishman named “Buck” Halloran, who 

was a political “worker” and on the inside of things. This man talked with Jurgis for a while, and 

then told him that he had a little plan by which a man who looked like a workingman might 

make some easy money; but it was a private affair, and had to be kept quiet. Jurgis expressed 

himself as agreeable, and the other took him that afternoon (it was Saturday) to a place where 

city laborers were being paid off. The paymaster sat in a little booth, with a pile of envelopes 

before him, and two policemen standing by. Jurgis went, according to directions, and gave the 

name of “Michael O’Flaherty,” and received an envelope, which he took around the corner and 

delivered to Halloran, who was waiting for him in a saloon. Then he went again; and gave the 

name of “Johann Schmidt,” and a third time, and give the name of “Serge Reminitsky.” Halloran 

had quite a list of imaginary workingmen, and Jurgis got an envelope for each one. For this work 

he received five dollars, and was told that he might have it every week, so long as he kept quiet. 

As Jurgis was excellent at keeping quiet, he soon won the trust of “Buck” Halloran, and was 

introduced to others as a man who could be depended upon. 

This acquaintance was useful to him in another way, also before long Jurgis made his 

discovery of the meaning of “pull,” and just why his boss, Connor, and also the pugilist 

bartender, had been able to send him to jail. One night there was given a ball, the “benefit” of 

“One-eyed Larry,” a lame man who played the violin in one of the big “high-class” houses of 

prostitution on Clark Street, and was a wag and a popular character on the “Lêvée.” This ball 

was held in a big dance hall, and was one of the occasions when the city’s powers of debauchery 

gave themselves up to madness. Jurgis attended and got half insane with drink, and began 

quarreling over a girl; his arm was pretty strong by then, and he set to work to clean out the 

place, and ended in a cell in the police station. The police station being crowded to the doors, and 



stinking with “bums,” Jurgis did not relish staying there to sleep off his liquor, and sent for 

Halloran, who called up the district leader and had Jurgis bailed out by telephone at four o’clock 

in the morning. When he was arraigned that same morning, the district leader had already seen 

the clerk of the court and explained that Jurgis Rudkus was a decent fellow, who had been 

indiscreet; and so Jurgis was fined ten dollars and the fine was “suspended”—which meant that 

he did not have to pay for it, and never would have to pay it, unless somebody chose to bring it 

up against him in the future. 

Among the people Jurgis lived with now money was valued according to an entirely different 

standard from that of the people of Packingtown; yet, strange as it may seem, he did a great deal 

less drinking than he had as a workingman. He had not the same provocations of exhaustion and 

hopelessness; he had now something to work for, to struggle for. He soon found that if he kept 

his wits about him, he would come upon new opportunities; and being naturally an active man, 

he not only kept sober himself, but helped to steady his friend, who was a good deal fonder of 

both wine and women than he. 

One thing led to another. In the saloon where Jurgis met “Buck” Halloran he was sitting late 

one night with Duane, when a “country customer” (a buyer for an out-of-town merchant) came 

in, a little more than half “piped.” There was no one else in the place but the bartender, and as 

the man went out again Jurgis and Duane followed him; he went round the corner, and in a dark 

place made by a combination of the elevated railroad and an unrented building, Jurgis leaped 

forward and shoved a revolver under his nose, while Duane, with his hat pulled over his eyes, 

went through the man’s pockets with lightning fingers. They got his watch and his “wad,” and 

were round the corner again and into the saloon before he could shout more than once. The 

bartender, to whom they had tipped the wink, had the cellar door open for them, and they 

vanished, making their way by a secret entrance to a brothel next door. From the roof of this 

there was access to three similar places beyond. By means of these passages the customers of 

any one place could be gotten out of the way, in case a falling out with the police chanced to lead 

to a raid; and also it was necessary to have a way of getting a girl out of reach in case of an 

emergency. Thousands of them came to Chicago answering advertisements for “servants” and 

“factory hands,” and found themselves trapped by fake employment agencies, and locked up in a 

bawdy-house. It was generally enough to take all their clothes away from them; but sometimes 

they would have to be “doped” and kept prisoners for weeks; and meantime their parents might 

be telegraphing the police, and even coming on to see why nothing was done. Occasionally there 

was no way of satisfying them but to let them search the place to which the girl had been traced. 

For his help in this little job, the bartender received twenty out of the hundred and thirty odd 

dollars that the pair secured; and naturally this put them on friendly terms with him, and a few 

days later he introduced them to a little “sheeny” named Goldberger, one of the “runners” of the 

“sporting house” where they had been hidden. After a few drinks Goldberger began, with some 

hesitation, to narrate how he had had a quarrel over his best girl with a professional “cardsharp,” 

who had hit him in the jaw. The fellow was a stranger in Chicago, and if he was found some 

night with his head cracked there would be no one to care very much. Jurgis, who by this time 

would cheerfully have cracked the heads of all the gamblers in Chicago, inquired what would be 

coming to him; at which the Jew became still more confidential, and said that he had some tips 

on the New Orleans races, which he got direct from the police captain of the district, whom he 

had got out of a bad scrape, and who “stood in” with a big syndicate of horse owners. Duane 

took all this in at once, but Jurgis had to have the whole race-track situation explained to him 

before he realized the importance of such an opportunity. 



There was the gigantic Racing Trust. It owned the legislatures in every state in which it did 

business; it even owned some of the big newspapers, and made public opinion—there was no 

power in the land that could oppose it unless, perhaps, it were the Poolroom Trust. It built 

magnificent racing parks all over the country, and by means of enormous purses it lured the 

people to come, and then it organized a gigantic shell game, whereby it plundered them of 

hundreds of millions of dollars every year. Horse racing had once been a sport, but nowadays it 

was a business; a horse could be “doped” and doctored, undertrained or overtrained; it could be 

made to fall at any moment—or its gait could be broken by lashing it with the whip, which all 

the spectators would take to be a desperate effort to keep it in the lead. There were scores of such 

tricks; and sometimes it was the owners who played them and made fortunes, sometimes it was 

the jockeys and trainers, sometimes it was outsiders, who bribed them—but most of the time it 

was the chiefs of the trust. Now for instance, they were having winter racing in New Orleans and 

a syndicate was laying out each day’s program in advance, and its agents in all the Northern 

cities were “milking” the poolrooms. The word came by long-distance telephone in a cipher 

code, just a little while before each race; and any man who could get the secret had as good as a 

fortune. If Jurgis did not believe it, he could try it, said the little Jew—let them meet at a certain 

house on the morrow and make a test. Jurgis was willing, and so was Duane, and so they went to 

one of the high-class poolrooms where brokers and merchants gambled (with society women in a 

private room), and they put up ten dollars each upon a horse called “Black Beldame,” a six to 

one shot, and won. For a secret like that they would have done a good many sluggings—but the 

next day Goldberger informed them that the offending gambler had got wind of what was 

coming to him, and had skipped the town. 

There were ups and downs at the business; but there was always a living, inside of a jail, if not 

out of it. Early in April the city elections were due, and that meant prosperity for all the powers 

of graft. Jurgis, hanging round in dives and gambling houses and brothels, met with the heelers 

of both parties, and from their conversation he came to understand all the ins and outs of the 

game, and to hear of a number of ways in which he could make himself useful about election 

time. “Buck” Halloran was a “Democrat,” and so Jurgis became a Democrat also; but he was not 

a bitter one—the Republicans were good fellows, too, and were to have a pile of money in this 

next campaign. At the last election the Republicans had paid four dollars a vote to the 

Democrats’ three; and “Buck” Halloran sat one night playing cards with Jurgis and another man, 

who told how Halloran had been charged with the job voting a “bunch” of thirty-seven newly 

landed Italians, and how he, the narrator, had met the Republican worker who was after the very 

same gang, and how the three had effected a bargain, whereby the Italians were to vote half and 

half, for a glass of beer apiece, while the balance of the fund went to the conspirators! 

Not long after this, Jurgis, wearying of the risks and vicissitudes of miscellaneous crime, was 

moved to give up the career for that of a politician. Just at this time there was a tremendous 

uproar being raised concerning the alliance between the criminals and the police. For the 

criminal graft was one in which the business men had no direct part—it was what is called a 

“side line,” carried by the police. “Wide open” gambling and debauchery made the city pleasing 

to “trade,” but burglaries and holdups did not. One night it chanced that while Jack Duane was 

drilling a safe in a clothing store he was caught red-handed by the night watchman, and turned 

over to a policeman, who chanced to know him well, and who took the responsibility of letting 

him make his escape. Such a howl from the newspapers followed this that Duane was slated for 

sacrifice, and barely got out of town in time. And just at that juncture it happened that Jurgis was 

introduced to a man named Harper whom he recognized as the night watchman at Brown’s, who 



had been instrumental in making him an American citizen, the first year of his arrival at the 

yards. The other was interested in the coincidence, but did not remember Jurgis—he had handled 

too many “green ones” in his time, he said. He sat in a dance hall with Jurgis and Halloran until 

one or two in the morning, exchanging experiences. He had a long story to tell of his quarrel with 

the superintendent of his department, and how he was now a plain workingman, and a good 

union man as well. It was not until some months afterward that Jurgis understood that the quarrel 

with the superintendent had been prearranged, and that Harper was in reality drawing a salary of 

twenty dollars a week from the packers for an inside report of his union’s secret proceedings. 

The yards were seething with agitation just then, said the man, speaking as a unionist. The 

people of Packingtown had borne about all that they would bear, and it looked as if a strike 

might begin any week. 

After this talk the man made inquiries concerning Jurgis, and a couple of days later he came to 

him with an interesting proposition. He was not absolutely certain, he said, but he thought that he 

could get him a regular salary if he would come to Packingtown and do as he was told, and keep 

his mouth shut. Harper—“Bush” Harper, he was called—was a right-hand man of Mike Scully, 

the Democratic boss of the stockyards; and in the coming election there was a peculiar situation. 

There had come to Scully a proposition to nominate a certain rich brewer who lived upon a swell 

boulevard that skirted the district, and who coveted the big badge and the “honorable” of an 

alderman. The brewer was a Jew, and had no brains, but he was harmless, and would put up a 

rare campaign fund. Scully had accepted the offer, and then gone to the Republicans with a 

proposition. He was not sure that he could manage the “sheeny,” and he did not mean to take any 

chances with his district; let the Republicans nominate a certain obscure but amiable friend of 

Scully’s, who was now setting tenpins in the cellar of an Ashland Avenue saloon, and he, Scully, 

would elect him with the “sheeny’s” money, and the Republicans might have the glory, which 

was more than they would get otherwise. In return for this the Republicans would agree to put up 

no candidate the following year, when Scully himself came up for reelection as the other 

alderman from the ward. To this the Republicans had assented at once; but the hell of it was—so 

Harper explained—that the Republicans were all of them fools—a man had to be a fool to be a 

Republican in the stockyards, where Scully was king. And they didn’t know how to work, and of 

course it would not do for the Democratic workers, the noble redskins of the War Whoop 

League, to support the Republican openly. The difficulty would not have been so great except for 

another fact—there had been a curious development in stockyards politics in the last year or two, 

a new party having leaped into being. They were the Socialists; and it was a devil of a mess, said 

“Bush” Harper. The one image which the word “Socialist” brought to Jurgis was of poor little 

Tamoszius Kuszleika, who had called himself one, and would go out with a couple of other men 

and a soap-box, and shout himself hoarse on a street corner Saturday nights. Tamoszius had tried 

to explain to Jurgis what it was all about, but Jurgis, who was not of an imaginative turn, had 

never quite got it straight; at present he was content with his companion’s explanation that the 

Socialists were the enemies of American institutions—could not be bought, and would not 

combine or make any sort of a “dicker.” Mike Scully was very much worried over the 

opportunity which his last deal gave to them—the stockyards Democrats were furious at the idea 

of a rich capitalist for their candidate, and while they were changing they might possibly 

conclude that a Socialist firebrand was preferable to a Republican bum. And so right here was a 

chance for Jurgis to make himself a place in the world, explained “Bush” Harper; he had been a 

union man, and he was known in the yards as a workingman; he must have hundreds of 

acquaintances, and as he had never talked politics with them he might come out as a Republican 



now without exciting the least suspicion. There were barrels of money for the use of those who 

could deliver the goods; and Jurgis might count upon Mike Scully, who had never yet gone back 

on a friend. Just what could he do? Jurgis asked, in some perplexity, and the other explained in 

detail. To begin with, he would have to go to the yards and work, and he mightn’t relish that; but 

he would have what he earned, as well as the rest that came to him. He would get active in the 

union again, and perhaps try to get an office, as he, Harper, had; he would tell all his friends the 

good points of Doyle, the Republican nominee, and the bad ones of the “sheeny”; and then 

Scully would furnish a meeting place, and he would start the “Young Men’s Republican 

Association,” or something of that sort, and have the rich brewer’s best beer by the hogshead, 

and fireworks and speeches, just like the War Whoop League. Surely Jurgis must know hundreds 

of men who would like that sort of fun; and there would be the regular Republican leaders and 

workers to help him out, and they would deliver a big enough majority on election day. 

When he had heard all this explanation to the end, Jurgis demanded: “But how can I get a job 

in Packingtown? I’m blacklisted.” 

At which “Bush” Harper laughed. “I’ll attend to that all right,” he said. 

And the other replied, “It’s a go, then; I’m your man.” So Jurgis went out to the stockyards 

again, and was introduced to the political lord of the district, the boss of Chicago’s mayor. It was 

Scully who owned the brick-yards and the dump and the ice pond—though Jurgis did not know 

it. It was Scully who was to blame for the unpaved street in which Jurgis’s child had been 

drowned; it was Scully who had put into office the magistrate who had first sent Jurgis to jail; it 

was Scully who was principal stockholder in the company which had sold him the ramshackle 

tenement, and then robbed him of it. But Jurgis knew none of these things—any more than he 

knew that Scully was but a tool and puppet of the packers. To him Scully was a mighty power, 

the “biggest” man he had ever met. 

He was a little, dried-up Irishman, whose hands shook. He had a brief talk with his visitor, 

watching him with his ratlike eyes, and making up his mind about him; and then he gave him a 

note to Mr. Harmon, one of the head managers of Durham’s— 

“The bearer, Jurgis Rudkus, is a particular friend of mine, and I would like you to find him a 

good place, for important reasons. He was once indiscreet, but you will perhaps be so good as to 

overlook that.” 

Mr. Harmon looked up inquiringly when he read this. “What does he mean by ‘indiscreet’?” 

he asked. 

“I was blacklisted, sir,” said Jurgis. 

At which the other frowned. “Blacklisted?” he said. “How do you mean?” And Jurgis turned 

red with embarrassment. 

He had forgotten that a blacklist did not exist. “I—that is—I had difficulty in getting a place,” 

he stammered. 

“What was the matter?” 

“I got into a quarrel with a foreman—not my own boss, sir—and struck him.” 

“I see,” said the other, and meditated for a few moments. “What do you wish to do?” he asked. 

“Anything, sir,” said Jurgis—“only I had a broken arm this winter, and so I have to be 

careful.” 

“How would it suit you to be a night watchman?” 



“That wouldn’t do, sir. I have to be among the men at night.” 

“I see—politics. Well, would it suit you to trim hogs?” 

“Yes, sir,” said Jurgis. 

And Mr. Harmon called a timekeeper and said, “Take this man to Pat Murphy and tell him to 

find room for him somehow.” 

And so Jurgis marched into the hog-killing room, a place where, in the days gone by, he had 

come begging for a job. Now he walked jauntily, and smiled to himself, seeing the frown that 

came to the boss’s face as the timekeeper said, “Mr. Harmon says to put this man on.” It would 

overcrowd his department and spoil the record he was trying to make—but he said not a word 

except “All right.” 

And so Jurgis became a workingman once more; and straightway he sought out his old friends, 

and joined the union, and began to “root” for “Scotty” Doyle. Doyle had done him a good turn 

once, he explained, and was really a bully chap; Doyle was a workingman himself, and would 

represent the workingmen—why did they want to vote for a millionaire “sheeny,” and what the 

hell had Mike Scully ever done for them that they should back his candidates all the time? And 

meantime Scully had given Jurgis a note to the Republican leader of the ward, and he had gone 

there and met the crowd he was to work with. Already they had hired a big hall, with some of the 

brewer’s money, and every night Jurgis brought in a dozen new members of the “Doyle 

Republican Association.” Pretty soon they had a grand opening night; and there was a brass 

band, which marched through the streets, and fireworks and bombs and red lights in front of the 

hall; and there was an enormous crowd, with two overflow meetings—so that the pale and 

trembling candidate had to recite three times over the little speech which one of Scully’s 

henchmen had written, and which he had been a month learning by heart. Best of all, the famous 

and eloquent Senator Spareshanks, presidential candidate, rode out in an automobile to discuss 

the sacred privileges of American citizenship, and protection and prosperity for the American 

workingman. His inspiriting address was quoted to the extent of half a column in all the morning 

newspapers, which also said that it could be stated upon excellent authority that the unexpected 

popularity developed by Doyle, the Republican candidate for alderman, was giving great anxiety 

to Mr. Scully, the chairman of the Democratic City Committee. 

The chairman was still more worried when the monster torchlight procession came off, with 

the members of the Doyle Republican Association all in red capes and hats, and free beer for 

every voter in the ward—the best beer ever given away in a political campaign, as the whole 

electorate testified. During this parade, and at innumerable cart-tail meetings as well, Jurgis 

labored tirelessly. He did not make any speeches—there were lawyers and other experts for 

that—but he helped to manage things; distributing notices and posting placards and bringing out 

the crowds; and when the show was on he attended to the fireworks and the beer. Thus in the 

course of the campaign he handled many hundreds of dollars of the Hebrew brewer’s money, 

administering it with naïve and touching fidelity. Toward the end, however, he learned that he 

was regarded with hatred by the rest of the “boys,” because he compelled them either to make a 

poorer showing than he or to do without their share of the pie. After that Jurgis did his best to 

please them, and to make up for the time he had lost before he discovered the extra bungholes of 

the campaign barrel. 

He pleased Mike Scully, also. On election morning he was out at four o’clock, “getting out the 

vote”; he had a two-horse carriage to ride in, and he went from house to house for his friends, 

and escorted them in triumph to the polls. He voted half a dozen times himself, and voted some 



of his friends as often; he brought bunch after bunch of the newest foreigners—Lithuanians, 

Poles, Bohemians, Slovaks—and when he had put them through the mill he turned them over to 

another man to take to the next polling place. When Jurgis first set out, the captain of the precinct 

gave him a hundred dollars, and three times in the course of the day he came for another 

hundred, and not more than twenty-five out of each lot got stuck in his own pocket. The balance 

all went for actual votes, and on a day of Democratic landslides they elected “Scotty” Doyle, the 

ex-tenpin setter, by nearly a thousand plurality—and beginning at five o’clock in the afternoon, 

and ending at three the next morning, Jurgis treated himself to a most unholy and horrible “jag.” 

Nearly every one else in Packingtown did the same, however, for there was universal exultation 

over this triumph of popular government, this crushing defeat of an arrogant plutocrat by the 

power of the common people. 

  



CHAPTER XXVI 

After the elections Jurgis stayed on in Packingtown and kept his job. The agitation to break up 

the police protection of criminals was continuing, and it seemed to him best to “lay low” for the 

present. He had nearly three hundred dollars in the bank, and might have considered himself 

entitled to a vacation; but he had an easy job, and force of habit kept him at it. Besides, Mike 

Scully, whom he consulted, advised him that something might “turn up” before long. 

Jurgis got himself a place in a boardinghouse with some congenial friends. He had already 

inquired of Aniele, and learned that Elzbieta and her family had gone downtown, and so he gave 

no further thought to them. He went with a new set, now, young unmarried fellows who were 

“sporty.” Jurgis had long ago cast off his fertilizer clothing, and since going into politics he had 

donned a linen collar and a greasy red necktie. He had some reason for thinking of his dress, for 

he was making about eleven dollars a week, and two-thirds of it he might spend upon his 

pleasures without ever touching his savings. 

Sometimes he would ride down-town with a party of friends to the cheap theaters and the 

music halls and other haunts with which they were familiar. Many of the saloons in Packingtown 

had pool tables, and some of them bowling alleys, by means of which he could spend his 

evenings in petty gambling. Also, there were cards and dice. One time Jurgis got into a game on 

a Saturday night and won prodigiously, and because he was a man of spirit he stayed in with the 

rest and the game continued until late Sunday afternoon, and by that time he was “out” over 

twenty dollars. On Saturday nights, also, a number of balls were generally given in Packingtown; 

each man would bring his “girl” with him, paying half a dollar for a ticket, and several dollars 

additional for drinks in the course of the festivities, which continued until three or four o’clock in 

the morning, unless broken up by fighting. During all this time the same man and woman would 

dance together, half-stupefied with sensuality and drink. 

Before long Jurgis discovered what Scully had meant by something “turning up.” In May the 

agreement between the packers and the unions expired, and a new agreement had to be signed. 

Negotiations were going on, and the yards were full of talk of a strike. The old scale had dealt 

with the wages of the skilled men only; and of the members of the Meat Workers’ Union about 

two-thirds were unskilled men. In Chicago these latter were receiving, for the most part, eighteen 

and a half cents an hour, and the unions wished to make this the general wage for the next year. 

It was not nearly so large a wage as it seemed—in the course of the negotiations the union 

officers examined time checks to the amount of ten thousand dollars, and they found that the 

highest wages paid had been fourteen dollars a week, and the lowest two dollars and five cents, 

and the average of the whole, six dollars and sixty-five cents. And six dollars and sixty-five cents 

was hardly too much for a man to keep a family on, considering the fact that the price of dressed 

meat had increased nearly fifty per cent in the last five years, while the price of “beef on the 

hoof” had decreased as much, it would have seemed that the packers ought to be able to pay it; 

but the packers were unwilling to pay it—they rejected the union demand, and to show what 

their purpose was, a week or two after the agreement expired they put down the wages of about a 

thousand men to sixteen and a half cents, and it was said that old man Jones had vowed he would 

put them to fifteen before he got through. There were a million and a half of men in the country 

looking for work, a hundred thousand of them right in Chicago; and were the packers to let the 

union stewards march into their places and bind them to a contract that would lose them several 

thousand dollars a day for a year? Not much! 



All this was in June; and before long the question was submitted to a referendum in the 

unions, and the decision was for a strike. It was the same in all the packing house cities; and 

suddenly the newspapers and public woke up to face the gruesome spectacle of a meat famine. 

All sorts of pleas for a reconsideration were made, but the packers were obdurate; and all the 

while they were reducing wages, and heading off shipments of cattle, and rushing in wagon-

loads of mattresses and cots. So the men boiled over, and one night telegrams went out from the 

union headquarters to all the big packing centers—to St. Paul, South Omaha, Sioux City, St. 

Joseph, Kansas City, East St. Louis, and New York—and the next day at noon between fifty and 

sixty thousand men drew off their working clothes and marched out of the factories, and the 

great “Beef Strike” was on. 

Jurgis went to his dinner, and afterward he walked over to see Mike Scully, who lived in a fine 

house, upon a street which had been decently paved and lighted for his especial benefit. Scully 

had gone into semi-retirement, and looked nervous and worried. “What do you want?” he 

demanded, when he saw Jurgis. 

“I came to see if maybe you could get me a place during the strike,” the other replied. 

And Scully knit his brows and eyed him narrowly. In that morning’s papers Jurgis had read a 

fierce denunciation of the packers by Scully, who had declared that if they did not treat their 

people better the city authorities would end the matter by tearing down their plants. Now, 

therefore, Jurgis was not a little taken aback when the other demanded suddenly, “See here, 

Rudkus, why don’t you stick by your job?” 

Jurgis started. “Work as a scab?” he cried. 

“Why not?” demanded Scully. “What’s that to you?” 

“But—but—” stammered Jurgis. He had somehow taken it for granted that he should go out 

with his union. “The packers need good men, and need them bad,” continued the other, “and 

they’ll treat a man right that stands by them. Why don’t you take your chance and fix yourself?” 

“But,” said Jurgis, “how could I ever be of any use to you—in politics?” 

“You couldn’t be it anyhow,” said Scully, abruptly. 

“Why not?” asked Jurgis. 

“Hell, man!” cried the other. “Don’t you know you’re a Republican? And do you think I’m 

always going to elect Republicans? My brewer has found out already how we served him, and 

there is the deuce to pay.” 

Jurgis looked dumfounded. He had never thought of that aspect of it before. “I could be a 

Democrat,” he said. 

“Yes,” responded the other, “but not right away; a man can’t change his politics every day. 

And besides, I don’t need you—there’d be nothing for you to do. And it’s a long time to election 

day, anyhow; and what are you going to do meantime?” 

“I thought I could count on you,” began Jurgis. 

“Yes,” responded Scully, “so you could—I never yet went back on a friend. But is it fair to 

leave the job I got you and come to me for another? I have had a hundred fellows after me today, 

and what can I do? I’ve put seventeen men on the city payroll to clean streets this one week, and 

do you think I can keep that up forever? It wouldn’t do for me to tell other men what I tell you, 

but you’ve been on the inside, and you ought to have sense enough to see for yourself. What 

have you to gain by a strike?” 



“I hadn’t thought,” said Jurgis. 

“Exactly,” said Scully, “but you’d better. Take my word for it, the strike will be over in a few 

days, and the men will be beaten; and meantime what you can get out of it will belong to you. Do 

you see?” 

And Jurgis saw. He went back to the yards, and into the workroom. The men had left a long 

line of hogs in various stages of preparation, and the foreman was directing the feeble efforts of a 

score or two of clerks and stenographers and office boys to finish up the job and get them into 

the chilling rooms. Jurgis went straight up to him and announced, “I have come back to work, 

Mr. Murphy.” 

The boss’s face lighted up. “Good man!” he cried. “Come ahead!” 

“Just a moment,” said Jurgis, checking his enthusiasm. “I think I ought to get a little more 

wages.” 

“Yes,” replied the other, “of course. What do you want?” 

Jurgis had debated on the way. His nerve almost failed him now, but he clenched his hands. “I 

think I ought to have’ three dollars a day,” he said. 

“All right,” said the other, promptly; and before the day was out our friend discovered that the 

clerks and stenographers and office boys were getting five dollars a day, and then he could have 

kicked himself! 

So Jurgis became one of the new “American heroes,” a man whose virtues merited 

comparison with those of the martyrs of Lexington and Valley Forge. The resemblance was not 

complete, of course, for Jurgis was generously paid and comfortably clad, and was provided with 

a spring cot and a mattress and three substantial meals a day; also he was perfectly at ease, and 

safe from all peril of life and limb, save only in the case that a desire for beer should lead him to 

venture outside of the stockyards gates. And even in the exercise of this privilege he was not left 

unprotected; a good part of the inadequate police force of Chicago was suddenly diverted from 

its work of hunting criminals, and rushed out to serve him. The police, and the strikers also, were 

determined that there should be no violence; but there was another party interested which was 

minded to the contrary—and that was the press. On the first day of his life as a strikebreaker 

Jurgis quit work early, and in a spirit of bravado he challenged three men of his acquaintance to 

go outside and get a drink. They accepted, and went through the big Halsted Street gate, where 

several policemen were watching, and also some union pickets, scanning sharply those who 

passed in and out. Jurgis and his companions went south on Halsted Street; past the hotel, and 

then suddenly half a dozen men started across the street toward them and proceeded to argue 

with them concerning the error of their ways. As the arguments were not taken in the proper 

spirit, they went on to threats; and suddenly one of them jerked off the hat of one of the four and 

flung it over the fence. The man started after it, and then, as a cry of “Scab!” was raised and a 

dozen people came running out of saloons and doorways, a second man’s heart failed him and he 

followed. Jurgis and the fourth stayed long enough to give themselves the satisfaction of a quick 

exchange of blows, and then they, too, took to their heels and fled back of the hotel and into the 

yards again. Meantime, of course, policemen were coming on a run, and as a crowd gathered 

other police got excited and sent in a riot call. Jurgis knew nothing of this, but went back to 

“Packers’ Avenue,” and in front of the “Central Time Station” he saw one of his companions, 

breathless and wild with excitement, narrating to an ever growing throng how the four had been 

attacked and surrounded by a howling mob, and had been nearly torn to pieces. While he stood 

listening, smiling cynically, several dapper young men stood by with notebooks in their hands, 



and it was not more than two hours later that Jurgis saw newsboys running about with armfuls of 

newspapers, printed in red and black letters six inches high: 

VIOLENCE IN THE YARDS! STRIKEBREAKERS SURROUNDED BY FRENZIED MOB! 

If he had been able to buy all of the newspapers of the United States the next morning, he might 

have discovered that his beer-hunting exploit was being perused by some two score millions of 

people, and had served as a text for editorials in half the staid and solemn business-men’s 

newspapers in the land. 

Jurgis was to see more of this as time passed. For the present, his work being over, he was free 

to ride into the city, by a railroad direct from the yards, or else to spend the night in a room 

where cots had been laid in rows. He chose the latter, but to his regret, for all night long gangs of 

strikebreakers kept arriving. As very few of the better class of workingmen could be got for such 

work, these specimens of the new American hero contained an assortment of the criminals and 

thugs of the city, besides Negroes and the lowest foreigners—Greeks, Roumanians, Sicilians, 

and Slovaks. They had been attracted more by the prospect of disorder than by the big wages; 

and they made the night hideous with singing and carousing, and only went to sleep when the 

time came for them to get up to work. 

In the morning before Jurgis had finished his breakfast, “Pat” Murphy ordered him to one of 

the superintendents, who questioned him as to his experience in the work of the killing room. His 

heart began to thump with excitement, for he divined instantly that his hour had come—that he 

was to be a boss! 

Some of the foremen were union members, and many who were not had gone out with the 

men. It was in the killing department that the packers had been left most in the lurch, and 

precisely here that they could least afford it; the smoking and canning and salting of meat might 

wait, and all the by-products might be wasted—but fresh meats must be had, or the restaurants 

and hotels and brownstone houses would feel the pinch, and then “public opinion” would take a 

startling turn. 

An opportunity such as this would not come twice to a man; and Jurgis seized it. Yes, he knew 

the work, the whole of it, and he could teach it to others. But if he took the job and gave 

satisfaction he would expect to keep it—they would not turn him off at the end of the strike? To 

which the superintendent replied that he might safely trust Durham’s for that—they proposed to 

teach these unions a lesson, and most of all those foremen who had gone back on them. Jurgis 

would receive five dollars a day during the strike, and twenty-five a week after it was settled. 

So our friend got a pair of “slaughter pen” boots and “jeans,” and flung himself at his task. It 

was a weird sight, there on the killing beds—a throng of stupid black Negroes, and foreigners 

who could not understand a word that was said to them, mixed with pale-faced, hollow-chested 

bookkeepers and clerks, half-fainting for the tropical heat and the sickening stench of fresh 

blood—and all struggling to dress a dozen or two cattle in the same place where, twenty-four 

hours ago, the old killing gang had been speeding, with their marvelous precision, turning out 

four hundred carcasses every hour! 

The Negroes and the “toughs” from the Lêvée did not want to work, and every few minutes 

some of them would feel obliged to retire and recuperate. In a couple of days Durham and 

Company had electric fans up to cool off the rooms for them, and even couches for them to rest 

on; and meantime they could go out and find a shady corner and take a “snooze,” and as there 



was no place for any one in particular, and no system, it might be hours before their boss 

discovered them. As for the poor office employees, they did their best, moved to it by terror; 

thirty of them had been “fired” in a bunch that first morning for refusing to serve, besides a 

number of women clerks and typewriters who had declined to act as waitresses. 

It was such a force as this that Jurgis had to organize. He did his best, flying here and there, 

placing them in rows and showing them the tricks; he had never given an order in his life before, 

but he had taken enough of them to know, and he soon fell into the spirit of it, and roared and 

stormed like any old stager. He had not the most tractable pupils, however. “See hyar, boss,” a 

big black “buck” would begin, “ef you doan’ like de way Ah does dis job, you kin get somebody 

else to do it.” Then a crowd would gather and listen, muttering threats. After the first meal nearly 

all the steel knives had been missing, and now every Negro had one, ground to a fine point, 

hidden in his boots. 

There was no bringing order out of such a chaos, Jurgis soon discovered; and he fell in with 

the spirit of the thing—there was no reason why he should wear himself out with shouting. If 

hides and guts were slashed and rendered useless there was no way of tracing it to any one; and 

if a man lay off and forgot to come back there was nothing to be gained by seeking him, for all 

the rest would quit in the meantime. Everything went, during the strike, and the packers paid. 

Before long Jurgis found that the custom of resting had suggested to some alert minds the 

possibility of registering at more than one place and earning more than one five dollars a day. 

When he caught a man at this he “fired” him, but it chanced to be in a quiet corner, and the man 

tendered him a ten-dollar bill and a wink, and he took them. Of course, before long this custom 

spread, and Jurgis was soon making quite a good income from it. 

In the face of handicaps such as these the packers counted themselves lucky if they could kill 

off the cattle that had been crippled in transit and the hogs that had developed disease. 

Frequently, in the course of a two or three days’ trip, in hot weather and without water, some hog 

would develop cholera, and die; and the rest would attack him before he had ceased kicking, and 

when the car was opened there would be nothing of him left but the bones. If all the hogs in this 

carload were not killed at once, they would soon be down with the dread disease, and there 

would be nothing to do but make them into lard. It was the same with cattle that were gored and 

dying, or were limping with broken bones stuck through their flesh—they must be killed, even if 

brokers and buyers and superintendents had to take off their coats and help drive and cut and 

skin them. And meantime, agents of the packers were gathering gangs of Negroes in the country 

districts of the far South, promising them five dollars a day and board, and being careful not to 

mention there was a strike; already carloads of them were on the way, with special rates from the 

railroads, and all traffic ordered out of the way. Many towns and cities were taking advantage of 

the chance to clear out their jails and workhouses—in Detroit the magistrates would release 

every man who agreed to leave town within twenty-four hours, and agents of the packers were in 

the courtrooms to ship them right. And meantime trainloads of supplies were coming in for their 

accommodation, including beer and whisky, so that they might not be tempted to go outside. 

They hired thirty young girls in Cincinnati to “pack fruit,” and when they arrived put them at 

work canning corned beef, and put cots for them to sleep in a public hallway, through which the 

men passed. As the gangs came in day and night, under the escort of squads of police, they 

stowed away in unused workrooms and storerooms, and in the car sheds, crowded so closely 

together that the cots touched. In some places they would use the same room for eating and 

sleeping, and at night the men would put their cots upon the tables, to keep away from the 

swarms of rats. 



But with all their best efforts, the packers were demoralized. Ninety per cent of the men had 

walked out; and they faced the task of completely remaking their labor force—and with the price 

of meat up thirty per cent, and the public clamoring for a settlement. They made an offer to 

submit the whole question at issue to arbitration; and at the end of ten days the unions accepted 

it, and the strike was called off. It was agreed that all the men were to be re-employed within 

forty-five days, and that there was to be “no discrimination against union men.” 

This was an anxious time for Jurgis. If the men were taken back “without discrimination,” he 

would lose his present place. He sought out the superintendent, who smiled grimly and bade him 

“wait and see.” Durham’s strikebreakers were few of them leaving. 

Whether or not the “settlement” was simply a trick of the packers to gain time, or whether they 

really expected to break the strike and cripple the unions by the plan, cannot be said; but that 

night there went out from the office of Durham and Company a telegram to all the big packing 

centers, “Employ no union leaders.” And in the morning, when the twenty thousand men 

thronged into the yards, with their dinner pails and working clothes, Jurgis stood near the door of 

the hog-trimming room, where he had worked before the strike, and saw a throng of eager men, 

with a score or two of policemen watching them; and he saw a superintendent come out and walk 

down the line, and pick out man after man that pleased him; and one after another came, and 

there were some men up near the head of the line who were never picked—they being the union 

stewards and delegates, and the men Jurgis had heard making speeches at the meetings. Each 

time, of course, there were louder murmurings and angrier looks. Over where the cattle butchers 

were waiting, Jurgis heard shouts and saw a crowd, and he hurried there. One big butcher, who 

was president of the Packing Trades Council, had been passed over five times, and the men were 

wild with rage; they had appointed a committee of three to go in and see the superintendent, and 

the committee had made three attempts, and each time the police had clubbed them back from 

the door. Then there were yells and hoots, continuing until at last the superintendent came to the 

door. “We all go back or none of us do!” cried a hundred voices. And the other shook his fist at 

them, and shouted, “You went out of here like cattle, and like cattle you’ll come back!” 

Then suddenly the big butcher president leaped upon a pile of stones and yelled: “It’s off, 

boys. We’ll all of us quit again!” And so the cattle butchers declared a new strike on the spot; 

and gathering their members from the other plants, where the same trick had been played, they 

marched down Packers’ Avenue, which was thronged with a dense mass of workers, cheering 

wildly. Men who had already got to work on the killing beds dropped their tools and joined 

them; some galloped here and there on horseback, shouting the tidings, and within half an hour 

the whole of Packingtown was on strike again, and beside itself with fury. 

There was quite a different tone in Packingtown after this—the place was a seething caldron 

of passion, and the “scab” who ventured into it fared badly. There were one or two of these 

incidents each day, the newspapers detailing them, and always blaming them upon the unions. 

Yet ten years before, when there were no unions in Packingtown, there was a strike, and national 

troops had to be called, and there were pitched battles fought at night, by the light of blazing 

freight trains. Packingtown was always a center of violence; in “Whisky Point,” where there 

were a hundred saloons and one glue factory, there was always fighting, and always more of it in 

hot weather. Any one who had taken the trouble to consult the station house blotter would have 

found that there was less violence that summer than ever before—and this while twenty thousand 

men were out of work, and with nothing to do all day but brood upon bitter wrongs. There was 

no one to picture the battle the union leaders were fighting—to hold this huge army in rank, to 

keep it from straggling and pillaging, to cheer and encourage and guide a hundred thousand 



people, of a dozen different tongues, through six long weeks of hunger and disappointment and 

despair. 

Meantime the packers had set themselves definitely to the task of making a new labor force. A 

thousand or two of strikebreakers were brought in every night, and distributed among the various 

plants. Some of them were experienced workers,—butchers, salesmen, and managers from the 

packers’ branch stores, and a few union men who had deserted from other cities; but the vast 

majority were “green” Negroes from the cotton districts of the far South, and they were herded 

into the packing plants like sheep. There was a law forbidding the use of buildings as 

lodginghouses unless they were licensed for the purpose, and provided with proper windows, 

stairways, and fire escapes; but here, in a “paint room,” reached only by an enclosed “chute,” a 

room without a single window and only one door, a hundred men were crowded upon mattresses 

on the floor. Up on the third story of the “hog house” of Jones’s was a storeroom, without a 

window, into which they crowded seven hundred men, sleeping upon the bare springs of cots, 

and with a second shift to use them by day. And when the clamor of the public led to an 

investigation into these conditions, and the mayor of the city was forced to order the enforcement 

of the law, the packers got a judge to issue an injunction forbidding him to do it! 

Just at this time the mayor was boasting that he had put an end to gambling and prize fighting 

in the city; but here a swarm of professional gamblers had leagued themselves with the police to 

fleece the strikebreakers; and any night, in the big open space in front of Brown’s, one might see 

brawny Negroes stripped to the waist and pounding each other for money, while a howling 

throng of three or four thousand surged about, men and women, young white girls from the 

country rubbing elbows with big buck Negroes with daggers in their boots, while rows of woolly 

heads peered down from every window of the surrounding factories. The ancestors of these black 

people had been savages in Africa; and since then they had been chattel slaves, or had been held 

down by a community ruled by the traditions of slavery. Now for the first time they were free—

free to gratify every passion, free to wreck themselves. They were wanted to break a strike, and 

when it was broken they would be shipped away, and their present masters would never see them 

again; and so whisky and women were brought in by the carload and sold to them, and hell was 

let loose in the yards. Every night there were stabbings and shootings; it was said that the packers 

had blank permits, which enabled them to ship dead bodies from the city without troubling the 

authorities. They lodged men and women on the same floor; and with the night there began a 

saturnalia of debauchery—scenes such as never before had been witnessed in America. And as 

the women were the dregs from the brothels of Chicago, and the men were for the most part 

ignorant country Negroes, the nameless diseases of vice were soon rife; and this where food was 

being handled which was sent out to every corner of the civilized world. 

The “Union Stockyards” were never a pleasant place; but now they were not only a collection 

of slaughterhouses, but also the camping place of an army of fifteen or twenty thousand human 

beasts. All day long the blazing midsummer sun beat down upon that square mile of 

abominations: upon tens of thousands of cattle crowded into pens whose wooden floors stank 

and steamed contagion; upon bare, blistering, cinder-strewn railroad tracks, and huge blocks of 

dingy meat factories, whose labyrinthine passages defied a breath of fresh air to penetrate them; 

and there were not merely rivers of hot blood, and car-loads of moist flesh, and rendering vats 

and soap caldrons, glue factories and fertilizer tanks, that smelt like the craters of hell—there 

were also tons of garbage festering in the sun, and the greasy laundry of the workers hung out to 

dry, and dining rooms littered with food and black with flies, and toilet rooms that were open 

sewers. 



And then at night, when this throng poured out into the streets to play—fighting, gambling, 

drinking and carousing, cursing and screaming, laughing and singing, playing banjoes and 

dancing! They were worked in the yards all the seven days of the week, and they had their prize 

fights and crap games on Sunday nights as well; but then around the corner one might see a 

bonfire blazing, and an old, gray-headed Negress, lean and witchlike, her hair flying wild and her 

eyes blazing, yelling and chanting of the fires of perdition and the blood of the “Lamb,” while 

men and women lay down upon the ground and moaned and screamed in convulsions of terror 

and remorse. 

Such were the stockyards during the strike; while the unions watched in sullen despair, and the 

country clamored like a greedy child for its food, and the packers went grimly on their way. Each 

day they added new workers, and could be more stern with the old ones—could put them on 

piecework, and dismiss them if they did not keep up the pace. Jurgis was now one of their agents 

in this process; and he could feel the change day by day, like the slow starting up of a huge 

machine. He had gotten used to being a master of men; and because of the stifling heat and the 

stench, and the fact that he was a “scab” and knew it and despised himself. He was drinking, and 

developing a villainous temper, and he stormed and cursed and raged at his men, and drove them 

until they were ready to drop with exhaustion. 

Then one day late in August, a superintendent ran into the place and shouted to Jurgis and his 

gang to drop their work and come. They followed him outside, to where, in the midst of a dense 

throng, they saw several two-horse trucks waiting, and three patrol-wagon loads of police. Jurgis 

and his men sprang upon one of the trucks, and the driver yelled to the crowd, and they went 

thundering away at a gallop. Some steers had just escaped from the yards, and the strikers had 

got hold of them, and there would be the chance of a scrap! 

They went out at the Ashland Avenue gate, and over in the direction of the “dump.” There was 

a yell as soon as they were sighted, men and women rushing out of houses and saloons as they 

galloped by. There were eight or ten policemen on the truck, however, and there was no 

disturbance until they came to a place where the street was blocked with a dense throng. Those 

on the flying truck yelled a warning and the crowd scattered pell-mell, disclosing one of the 

steers lying in its blood. There were a good many cattle butchers about just then, with nothing 

much to do, and hungry children at home; and so some one had knocked out the steer—and as a 

first-class man can kill and dress one in a couple of minutes, there were a good many steaks and 

roasts already missing. This called for punishment, of course; and the police proceeded to 

administer it by leaping from the truck and cracking at every head they saw. There were yells of 

rage and pain, and the terrified people fled into houses and stores, or scattered helter-skelter 

down the street. Jurgis and his gang joined in the sport, every man singling out his victim, and 

striving to bring him to bay and punch him. If he fled into a house his pursuer would smash in 

the flimsy door and follow him up the stairs, hitting every one who came within reach, and 

finally dragging his squealing quarry from under a bed or a pile of old clothes in a closet. 

Jurgis and two policemen chased some men into a bar-room. One of them took shelter behind 

the bar, where a policeman cornered him and proceeded to whack him over the back and 

shoulders, until he lay down and gave a chance at his head. The others leaped a fence in the rear, 

balking the second policeman, who was fat; and as he came back, furious and cursing, a big 

Polish woman, the owner of the saloon, rushed in screaming, and received a poke in the stomach 

that doubled her up on the floor. Meantime Jurgis, who was of a practical temper, was helping 

himself at the bar; and the first policeman, who had laid out his man, joined him, handing out 

several more bottles, and filling his pockets besides, and then, as he started to leave, cleaning off 



all the balance with a sweep of his club. The din of the glass crashing to the floor brought the fat 

Polish woman to her feet again, but another policeman came up behind her and put his knee into 

her back and his hands over her eyes—and then called to his companion, who went back and 

broke open the cash drawer and filled his pockets with the contents. Then the three went outside, 

and the man who was holding the woman gave her a shove and dashed out himself. The gang 

having already got the carcass on to the truck, the party set out at a trot, followed by screams and 

curses, and a shower of bricks and stones from unseen enemies. These bricks and stones would 

figure in the accounts of the “riot” which would be sent out to a few thousand newspapers within 

an hour or two; but the episode of the cash drawer would never be mentioned again, save only in 

the heartbreaking legends of Packingtown. 

It was late in the afternoon when they got back, and they dressed out the remainder of the 

steer, and a couple of others that had been killed, and then knocked off for the day. Jurgis went 

downtown to supper, with three friends who had been on the other trucks, and they exchanged 

reminiscences on the way. Afterward they drifted into a roulette parlor, and Jurgis, who was 

never lucky at gambling, dropped about fifteen dollars. To console himself he had to drink a 

good deal, and he went back to Packingtown about two o’clock in the morning, very much the 

worse for his excursion, and, it must be confessed, entirely deserving the calamity that was in 

store for him. 

As he was going to the place where he slept, he met a painted-cheeked woman in a greasy 

“kimono,” and she put her arm about his waist to steady him; they turned into a dark room they 

were passing—but scarcely had they taken two steps before suddenly a door swung open, and a 

man entered, carrying a lantern. “Who’s there?” he called sharply. And Jurgis started to mutter 

some reply; but at the same instant the man raised his light, which flashed in his face, so that it 

was possible to recognize him. Jurgis stood stricken dumb, and his heart gave a leap like a mad 

thing. The man was Connor! 

Connor, the boss of the loading gang! The man who had seduced his wife—who had sent him 

to prison, and wrecked his home, ruined his life! He stood there, staring, with the light shining 

full upon him. 

Jurgis had often thought of Connor since coming back to Packingtown, but it had been as of 

something far off, that no longer concerned him. Now, however, when he saw him, alive and in 

the flesh, the same thing happened to him that had happened before—a flood of rage boiled up in 

him, a blind frenzy seized him. And he flung himself at the man, and smote him between the 

eyes—and then, as he fell, seized him by the throat and began to pound his head upon the stones. 

The woman began screaming, and people came rushing in. The lantern had been upset and 

extinguished, and it was so dark they could not see a thing; but they could hear Jurgis panting, 

and hear the thumping of his victim’s skull, and they rushed there and tried to pull him off. 

Precisely as before, Jurgis came away with a piece of his enemy’s flesh between his teeth; and, 

as before, he went on fighting with those who had interfered with him, until a policeman had 

come and beaten him into insensibility. 

And so Jurgis spent the balance of the night in the stockyards station house. This time, 

however, he had money in his pocket, and when he came to his senses he could get something to 

drink, and also a messenger to take word of his plight to “Bush” Harper. Harper did not appear, 

however, until after the prisoner, feeling very weak and ill, had been hailed into court and 

remanded at five hundred dollars’ bail to await the result of his victim’s injuries. Jurgis was wild 

about this, because a different magistrate had chanced to be on the bench, and he had stated that 



he had never been arrested before, and also that he had been attacked first—and if only someone 

had been there to speak a good word for him, he could have been let off at once. 

But Harper explained that he had been downtown, and had not got the message. “What’s 

happened to you?” he asked. 

“I’ve been doing a fellow up,” said Jurgis, “and I’ve got to get five hundred dollars’ bail.” 

“I can arrange that all right,” said the other—“though it may cost you a few dollars, of course. 

But what was the trouble?” 

“It was a man that did me a mean trick once,” answered Jurgis. 

“Who is he?” 

“He’s a foreman in Brown’s or used to be. His name’s Connor.” 

And the other gave a start. “Connor!” he cried. “Not Phil Connor!” 

“Yes,” said Jurgis, “that’s the fellow. Why?” 

“Good God!” exclaimed the other, “then you’re in for it, old man! I can’t help you!” 

“Not help me! Why not?” 

“Why, he’s one of Scully’s biggest men—he’s a member of the War-Whoop League, and they 

talked of sending him to the legislature! Phil Connor! Great heavens!” 

Jurgis sat dumb with dismay. 

“Why, he can send you to Joliet, if he wants to!” declared the other. 

“Can’t I have Scully get me off before he finds out about it?” asked Jurgis, at length. 

“But Scully’s out of town,” the other answered. “I don’t even know where he is—he’s run 

away to dodge the strike.” 

That was a pretty mess, indeed. Poor Jurgis sat half-dazed. His pull had run up against a bigger 

pull, and he was down and out! “But what am I going to do?” he asked, weakly. 

“How should I know?” said the other. “I shouldn’t even dare to get bail for you—why, I might 

ruin myself for life!” 

Again there was silence. “Can’t you do it for me,” Jurgis asked, “and pretend that you didn’t 

know who I’d hit?” 

“But what good would that do you when you came to stand trial?” asked Harper. Then he sat 

buried in thought for a minute or two. “There’s nothing—unless it’s this,” he said. “I could have 

your bail reduced; and then if you had the money you could pay it and skip.” 

“How much will it be?” Jurgis asked, after he had had this explained more in detail. 

“I don’t know,” said the other. “How much do you own?” 

“I’ve got about three hundred dollars,” was the answer. 

“Well,” was Harper’s reply, “I’m not sure, but I’ll try and get you off for that. I’ll take the risk 

for friendship’s sake—for I’d hate to see you sent to state’s prison for a year or two.” 

And so finally Jurgis ripped out his bankbook—which was sewed up in his trousers—and 

signed an order, which “Bush” Harper wrote, for all the money to be paid out. Then the latter 

went and got it, and hurried to the court, and explained to the magistrate that Jurgis was a decent 

fellow and a friend of Scully’s, who had been attacked by a strike-breaker. So the bail was 

reduced to three hundred dollars, and Harper went on it himself; he did not tell this to Jurgis, 

however—nor did he tell him that when the time for trial came it would be an easy matter for 



him to avoid the forfeiting of the bail, and pocket the three hundred dollars as his reward for the 

risk of offending Mike Scully! All that he told Jurgis was that he was now free, and that the best 

thing he could do was to clear out as quickly as possible; and so Jurgis overwhelmed with 

gratitude and relief, took the dollar and fourteen cents that was left him out of all his bank 

account, and put it with the two dollars and quarter that was left from his last night’s celebration, 

and boarded a streetcar and got off at the other end of Chicago. 

  



CHAPTER XXVII 

Poor Jurgis was now an outcast and a tramp once more. He was crippled—he was as literally 

crippled as any wild animal which has lost its claws, or been torn out of its shell. He had been 

shorn, at one cut, of all those mysterious weapons whereby he had been able to make a living 

easily and to escape the consequences of his actions. He could no longer command a job when he 

wanted it; he could no longer steal with impunity—he must take his chances with the common 

herd. Nay worse, he dared not mingle with the herd—he must hide himself, for he was one 

marked out for destruction. His old companions would betray him, for the sake of the influence 

they would gain thereby; and he would be made to suffer, not merely for the offense he had 

committed, but for others which would be laid at his door, just as had been done for some poor 

devil on the occasion of that assault upon the “country customer” by him and Duane. 

And also he labored under another handicap now. He had acquired new standards of living, 

which were not easily to be altered. When he had been out of work before, he had been content if 

he could sleep in a doorway or under a truck out of the rain, and if he could get fifteen cents a 

day for saloon lunches. But now he desired all sorts of other things, and suffered because he had 

to do without them. He must have a drink now and then, a drink for its own sake, and apart from 

the food that came with it. The craving for it was strong enough to master every other 

consideration—he would have it, though it were his last nickel and he had to starve the balance 

of the day in consequence. 

Jurgis became once more a besieger of factory gates. But never since he had been in Chicago 

had he stood less chance of getting a job than just then. For one thing, there was the economic 

crisis, the million or two of men who had been out of work in the spring and summer, and were 

not yet all back, by any means. And then there was the strike, with seventy thousand men and 

women all over the country idle for a couple of months—twenty thousand in Chicago, and many 

of them now seeking work throughout the city. It did not remedy matters that a few days later the 

strike was given up and about half the strikers went back to work; for every one taken on, there 

was a “scab” who gave up and fled. The ten or fifteen thousand “green” Negroes, foreigners, and 

criminals were now being turned loose to shift for themselves. Everywhere Jurgis went he kept 

meeting them, and he was in an agony of fear lest some one of them should know that he was 

“wanted.” He would have left Chicago, only by the time he had realized his danger he was 

almost penniless; and it would be better to go to jail than to be caught out in the country in the 

winter time. 

At the end of about ten days Jurgis had only a few pennies left; and he had not yet found a 

job—not even a day’s work at anything, not a chance to carry a satchel. Once again, as when he 

had come out of the hospital, he was bound hand and foot, and facing the grisly phantom of 

starvation. Raw, naked terror possessed him, a maddening passion that would never leave him, 

and that wore him down more quickly than the actual want of food. He was going to die of 

hunger! The fiend reached out its scaly arms for him—it touched him, its breath came into his 

face; and he would cry out for the awfulness of it, he would wake up in the night, shuddering, 

and bathed in perspiration, and start up and flee. He would walk, begging for work, until he was 

exhausted; he could not remain still—he would wander on, gaunt and haggard, gazing about him 

with restless eyes. Everywhere he went, from one end of the vast city to the other, there were 

hundreds of others like him; everywhere was the sight of plenty and the merciless hand of 

authority waving them away. There is one kind of prison where the man is behind bars, and 

everything that he desires is outside; and there is another kind where the things are behind the 

bars, and the man is outside. 



When he was down to his last quarter, Jurgis learned that before the bakeshops closed at night 

they sold out what was left at half price, and after that he would go and get two loaves of stale 

bread for a nickel, and break them up and stuff his pockets with them, munching a bit from time 

to time. He would not spend a penny save for this; and, after two or three days more, he even 

became sparing of the bread, and would stop and peer into the ash barrels as he walked along the 

streets, and now and then rake out a bit of something, shake it free from dust, and count himself 

just so many minutes further from the end. 

So for several days he had been going about, ravenous all the time, and growing weaker and 

weaker, and then one morning he had a hideous experience, that almost broke his heart. He was 

passing down a street lined with warehouses, and a boss offered him a job, and then, after he had 

started to work, turned him off because he was not strong enough. And he stood by and saw 

another man put into his place, and then picked up his coat, and walked off, doing all that he 

could to keep from breaking down and crying like a baby. He was lost! He was doomed! There 

was no hope for him! But then, with a sudden rush, his fear gave place to rage. He fell to cursing. 

He would come back there after dark, and he would show that scoundrel whether he was good 

for anything or not! 

He was still muttering this when suddenly, at the corner, he came upon a green-grocery, with a 

tray full of cabbages in front of it. Jurgis, after one swift glance about him, stooped and seized 

the biggest of them, and darted round the corner with it. There was a hue and cry, and a score of 

men and boys started in chase of him; but he came to an alley, and then to another branching off 

from it and leading him into another street, where he fell into a walk, and slipped his cabbage 

under his coat and went off unsuspected in the crowd. When he had gotten a safe distance away 

he sat down and devoured half the cabbage raw, stowing the balance away in his pockets till the 

next day. 

Just about this time one of the Chicago newspapers, which made much of the “common 

people,” opened a “free-soup kitchen” for the benefit of the unemployed. Some people said that 

they did this for the sake of the advertising it gave them, and some others said that their motive 

was a fear lest all their readers should be starved off; but whatever the reason, the soup was thick 

and hot, and there was a bowl for every man, all night long. When Jurgis heard of this, from a 

fellow “hobo,” he vowed that he would have half a dozen bowls before morning; but, as it 

proved, he was lucky to get one, for there was a line of men two blocks long before the stand, 

and there was just as long a line when the place was finally closed up. 

This depot was within the danger line for Jurgis—in the “Lêvée” district, where he was 

known; but he went there, all the same, for he was desperate, and beginning to think of even the 

Bridewell as a place of refuge. So far the weather had been fair, and he had slept out every night 

in a vacant lot; but now there fell suddenly a shadow of the advancing winter, a chill wind from 

the north and a driving storm of rain. That day Jurgis bought two drinks for the sake of the 

shelter, and at night he spent his last two pennies in a “stale-beer dive.” This was a place kept by 

a Negro, who went out and drew off the old dregs of beer that lay in barrels set outside of the 

saloons; and after he had doctored it with chemicals to make it “fizz,” he sold it for two cents a 

can, the purchase of a can including the privilege of sleeping the night through upon the floor, 

with a mass of degraded outcasts, men and women. 

All these horrors afflicted Jurgis all the more cruelly, because he was always contrasting them 

with the opportunities he had lost. For instance, just now it was election time again—within five 

or six weeks the voters of the country would select a President; and he heard the wretches with 



whom he associated discussing it, and saw the streets of the city decorated with placards and 

banners—and what words could describe the pangs of grief and despair that shot through him? 

For instance, there was a night during this cold spell. He had begged all day, for his very life, 

and found not a soul to heed him, until toward evening he saw an old lady getting off a streetcar 

and helped her down with her umbrellas and bundles and then told her his “hard-luck story,” and 

after answering all her suspicious questions satisfactorily, was taken to a restaurant and saw a 

quarter paid down for a meal. And so he had soup and bread, and boiled beef and potatoes and 

beans, and pie and coffee, and came out with his skin stuffed tight as a football. And then, 

through the rain and the darkness, far down the street he saw red lights flaring and heard the 

thumping of a bass drum; and his heart gave a leap, and he made for the place on the run—

knowing without the asking that it meant a political meeting. 

The campaign had so far been characterized by what the newspapers termed “apathy.” For 

some reason the people refused to get excited over the struggle, and it was almost impossible to 

get them to come to meetings, or to make any noise when they did come. Those which had been 

held in Chicago so far had proven most dismal failures, and tonight, the speaker being no less a 

personage than a candidate for the vice-presidency of the nation, the political managers had been 

trembling with anxiety. But a merciful providence had sent this storm of cold rain—and now all 

it was necessary to do was to set off a few fireworks, and thump awhile on a drum, and all the 

homeless wretches from a mile around would pour in and fill the hall! And then on the morrow 

the newspapers would have a chance to report the tremendous ovation, and to add that it had 

been no “silk-stocking” audience, either, proving clearly that the high tariff sentiments of the 

distinguished candidate were pleasing to the wage-earners of the nation. 

So Jurgis found himself in a large hall, elaborately decorated with flags and bunting; and after 

the chairman had made his little speech, and the orator of the evening rose up, amid an uproar 

from the band—only fancy the emotions of Jurgis upon making the discovery that the personage 

was none other than the famous and eloquent Senator Spareshanks, who had addressed the 

“Doyle Republican Association” at the stockyards, and helped to elect Mike Scully’s tenpin 

setter to the Chicago Board of Aldermen! 

In truth, the sight of the senator almost brought the tears into Jurgis’s eyes. What agony it was 

to him to look back upon those golden hours, when he, too, had a place beneath the shadow of 

the plum tree! When he, too, had been of the elect, through whom the country is governed—

when he had had a bung in the campaign barrel for his own! And this was another election in 

which the Republicans had all the money; and but for that one hideous accident he might have 

had a share of it, instead of being where he was! 

The eloquent senator was explaining the system of protection; an ingenious device whereby 

the workingman permitted the manufacturer to charge him higher prices, in order that he might 

receive higher wages; thus taking his money out of his pocket with one hand, and putting a part 

of it back with the other. To the senator this unique arrangement had somehow become identified 

with the higher verities of the universe. It was because of it that Columbia was the gem of the 

ocean; and all her future triumphs, her power and good repute among the nations, depended upon 

the zeal and fidelity with which each citizen held up the hands of those who were toiling to 

maintain it. The name of this heroic company was “the Grand Old Party”— 

And here the band began to play, and Jurgis sat up with a violent start. Singular as it may 

seem, Jurgis was making a desperate effort to understand what the senator was saying—to 

comprehend the extent of American prosperity, the enormous expansion of American commerce, 



and the Republic’s future in the Pacific and in South America, and wherever else the oppressed 

were groaning. The reason for it was that he wanted to keep awake. He knew that if he allowed 

himself to fall asleep he would begin to snore loudly; and so he must listen—he must be 

interested! But he had eaten such a big dinner, and he was so exhausted, and the hall was so 

warm, and his seat was so comfortable! The senator’s gaunt form began to grow dim and hazy, 

to tower before him and dance about, with figures of exports and imports. Once his neighbor 

gave him a savage poke in the ribs, and he sat up with a start and tried to look innocent; but then 

he was at it again, and men began to stare at him with annoyance, and to call out in vexation. 

Finally one of them called a policeman, who came and grabbed Jurgis by the collar, and jerked 

him to his feet, bewildered and terrified. Some of the audience turned to see the commotion, and 

Senator Spareshanks faltered in his speech; but a voice shouted cheerily: “We’re just firing a 

bum! Go ahead, old sport!” And so the crowd roared, and the senator smiled genially, and went 

on; and in a few seconds poor Jurgis found himself landed out in the rain, with a kick and a 

string of curses. 

He got into the shelter of a doorway and took stock of himself. He was not hurt, and he was 

not arrested—more than he had any right to expect. He swore at himself and his luck for a while, 

and then turned his thoughts to practical matters. He had no money, and no place to sleep; he 

must begin begging again. 

He went out, hunching his shoulders together and shivering at the touch of the icy rain. 

Coming down the street toward him was a lady, well dressed, and protected by an umbrella; and 

he turned and walked beside her. “Please, ma’am,” he began, “could you lend me the price of a 

night’s lodging? I’m a poor working-man—” 

Then, suddenly, he stopped short. By the light of a street lamp he had caught sight of the 

lady’s face. He knew her. 

It was Alena Jasaityte, who had been the belle of his wedding feast! Alena Jasaityte, who had 

looked so beautiful, and danced with such a queenly air, with Juozas Raczius, the teamster! 

Jurgis had only seen her once or twice afterward, for Juozas had thrown her over for another girl, 

and Alena had gone away from Packingtown, no one knew where. And now he met her here! 

She was as much surprised as he was. “Jurgis Rudkus!” she gasped. “And what in the world is 

the matter with you?” 

“I—I’ve had hard luck,” he stammered. “I’m out of work, and I’ve no home and no money. 

And you, Alena—are you married?” 

“No,” she answered, “I’m not married, but I’ve got a good place.” 

They stood staring at each other for a few moments longer. Finally Alena spoke again. 

“Jurgis,” she said, “I’d help you if I could, upon my word I would, but it happens that I’ve come 

out without my purse, and I honestly haven’t a penny with me: I can do something better for you, 

though—I can tell you how to get help. I can tell you where Marija is.” 

Jurgis gave a start. “Marija!” he exclaimed. 

“Yes,” said Alena; “and she’ll help you. She’s got a place, and she’s doing well; she’ll be glad 

to see you.” 

It was not much more than a year since Jurgis had left Packingtown, feeling like one escaped 

from jail; and it had been from Marija and Elzbieta that he was escaping. But now, at the mere 

mention of them, his whole being cried out with joy. He wanted to see them; he wanted to go 

home! They would help him—they would be kind to him. In a flash he had thought over the 



situation. He had a good excuse for running away—his grief at the death of his son; and also he 

had a good excuse for not returning—the fact that they had left Packingtown. “All right,” he 

said, “I’ll go.” 

So she gave him a number on Clark Street, adding, “There’s no need to give you my address, 

because Marija knows it.” And Jurgis set out, without further ado. He found a large brownstone 

house of aristocratic appearance, and rang the basement bell. A young colored girl came to the 

door, opening it about an inch, and gazing at him suspiciously. 

“What do you want?” she demanded. 

“Does Marija Berczynskas live here?” he inquired. 

“I dunno,” said the girl. “What you want wid her?” 

“I want to see her,” said he; “she’s a relative of mine.” 

The girl hesitated a moment. Then she opened the door and said, “Come in.” Jurgis came and 

stood in the hall, and she continued: “I’ll go see. What’s yo’ name?” 

“Tell her it’s Jurgis,” he answered, and the girl went upstairs. She came back at the end of a 

minute or two, and replied, “Dey ain’t no sich person here.” 

Jurgis’s heart went down into his boots. “I was told this was where she lived!” he cried. But 

the girl only shook her head. “De lady says dey ain’t no sich person here,” she said. 

And he stood for a moment, hesitating, helpless with dismay. Then he turned to go to the door. 

At the same instant, however, there came a knock upon it, and the girl went to open it. Jurgis 

heard the shuffling of feet, and then heard her give a cry; and the next moment she sprang back, 

and past him, her eyes shining white with terror, and bounded up the stairway, screaming at the 

top of her lungs: “Police! Police! We’re pinched!” 

Jurgis stood for a second, bewildered. Then, seeing blue-coated forms rushing upon him, he 

sprang after the Negress. Her cries had been the signal for a wild uproar above; the house was 

full of people, and as he entered the hallway he saw them rushing hither and thither, crying and 

screaming with alarm. There were men and women, the latter clad for the most part in wrappers, 

the former in all stages of déshabille. At one side Jurgis caught a glimpse of a big apartment with 

plush-covered chairs, and tables covered with trays and glasses. There were playing cards 

scattered all over the floor—one of the tables had been upset, and bottles of wine were rolling 

about, their contents running out upon the carpet. There was a young girl who had fainted, and 

two men who were supporting her; and there were a dozen others crowding toward the front 

door. 

Suddenly, however, there came a series of resounding blows upon it, causing the crowd to 

give back. At the same instant a stout woman, with painted cheeks and diamonds in her ears, 

came running down the stairs, panting breathlessly: “To the rear! Quick!” 

She led the way to a back staircase, Jurgis following; in the kitchen she pressed a spring, and a 

cupboard gave way and opened, disclosing a dark passageway. “Go in!” she cried to the crowd, 

which now amounted to twenty or thirty, and they began to pass through. Scarcely had the last 

one disappeared, however, before there were cries from in front, and then the panic-stricken 

throng poured out again, exclaiming: “They’re there too! We’re trapped!” 

“Upstairs!” cried the woman, and there was another rush of the mob, women and men cursing 

and screaming and fighting to be first. One flight, two, three—and then there was a ladder to the 

roof, with a crowd packed at the foot of it, and one man at the top, straining and struggling to lift 



the trap door. It was not to be stirred, however, and when the woman shouted up to unhook it, he 

answered: “It’s already unhooked. There’s somebody sitting on it!” 

And a moment later came a voice from downstairs: “You might as well quit, you people. We 

mean business, this time.” 

So the crowd subsided; and a few moments later several policemen came up, staring here and 

there, and leering at their victims. Of the latter the men were for the most part frightened and 

sheepish-looking. The women took it as a joke, as if they were used to it—though if they had 

been pale, one could not have told, for the paint on their cheeks. One black-eyed young girl 

perched herself upon the top of the balustrade, and began to kick with her slippered foot at the 

helmets of the policemen, until one of them caught her by the ankle and pulled her down. On the 

floor below four or five other girls sat upon trunks in the hall, making fun of the procession 

which filed by them. They were noisy and hilarious, and had evidently been drinking; one of 

them, who wore a bright red kimono, shouted and screamed in a voice that drowned out all the 

other sounds in the hall—and Jurgis took a glance at her, and then gave a start, and a cry, 

“Marija!” 

She heard him, and glanced around; then she shrank back and half sprang to her feet in 

amazement. “Jurgis!” she gasped. 

For a second or two they stood staring at each other. “How did you come here?” Marija 

exclaimed. 

“I came to see you,” he answered. 

“When?” 

“Just now.” 

“But how did you know—who told you I was here?” 

“Alena Jasaityte. I met her on the street.” 

Again there was a silence, while they gazed at each other. The rest of the crowd was watching 

them, and so Marija got up and came closer to him. “And you?” Jurgis asked. “You live here?” 

“Yes,” said Marija, “I live here.” Then suddenly came a hail from below: “Get your clothes on 

now, girls, and come along. You’d best begin, or you’ll be sorry—it’s raining outside.” 

“Br-r-r!” shivered some one, and the women got up and entered the various doors which lined 

the hallway. 

“Come,” said Marija, and took Jurgis into her room, which was a tiny place about eight by six, 

with a cot and a chair and a dressing stand and some dresses hanging behind the door. There 

were clothes scattered about on the floor, and hopeless confusion everywhere—boxes of rouge 

and bottles of perfume mixed with hats and soiled dishes on the dresser, and a pair of slippers 

and a clock and a whisky bottle on a chair. 

Marija had nothing on but a kimono and a pair of stockings; yet she proceeded to dress before 

Jurgis, and without even taking the trouble to close the door. He had by this time divined what 

sort of a place he was in; and he had seen a great deal of the world since he had left home, and 

was not easy to shock—and yet it gave him a painful start that Marija should do this. They had 

always been decent people at home, and it seemed to him that the memory of old times ought to 

have ruled her. But then he laughed at himself for a fool. What was he, to be pretending to 

decency! 

“How long have you been living here?” he asked. 



“Nearly a year,” she answered. 

“Why did you come?” 

“I had to live,” she said; “and I couldn’t see the children starve.” 

He paused for a moment, watching her. “You were out of work?” he asked, finally. 

“I got sick,” she replied, “and after that I had no money. And then Stanislovas died—” 

“Stanislovas dead!” 

“Yes,” said Marija, “I forgot. You didn’t know about it.” 

“How did he die?” 

“Rats killed him,” she answered. 

Jurgis gave a gasp. “Rats killed him!” 

“Yes,” said the other; she was bending over, lacing her shoes as she spoke. “He was working 

in an oil factory—at least he was hired by the men to get their beer. He used to carry cans on a 

long pole; and he’d drink a little out of each can, and one day he drank too much, and fell asleep 

in a corner, and got locked up in the place all night. When they found him the rats had killed him 

and eaten him nearly all up.” 

Jurgis sat, frozen with horror. Marija went on lacing up her shoes. There was a long silence. 

Suddenly a big policeman came to the door. “Hurry up, there,” he said. 

“As quick as I can,” said Marija, and she stood up and began putting on her corsets with 

feverish haste. 

“Are the rest of the people alive?” asked Jurgis, finally. 

“Yes,” she said. 

“Where are they?” 

“They live not far from here. They’re all right now.” 

“They are working?” he inquired. 

“Elzbieta is,” said Marija, “when she can. I take care of them most of the time—I’m making 

plenty of money now.” 

Jurgis was silent for a moment. “Do they know you live here—how you live?” he asked. 

“Elzbieta knows,” answered Marija. “I couldn’t lie to her. And maybe the children have found 

out by this time. It’s nothing to be ashamed of—we can’t help it.” 

“And Tamoszius?” he asked. “Does he know?” 

Marija shrugged her shoulders. “How do I know?” she said. “I haven’t seen him for over a 

year. He got blood poisoning and lost one finger, and couldn’t play the violin any more; and then 

he went away.” 

Marija was standing in front of the glass fastening her dress. Jurgis sat staring at her. He could 

hardly believe that she was the same woman he had known in the old days; she was so quiet—so 

hard! It struck fear to his heart to watch her. 

Then suddenly she gave a glance at him. “You look as if you had been having a rough time of 

it yourself,” she said. 

“I have,” he answered. “I haven’t a cent in my pockets, and nothing to do.” 

“Where have you been?” 



“All over. I’ve been hoboing it. Then I went back to the yards—just before the strike.” He 

paused for a moment, hesitating. “I asked for you,” he added. “I found you had gone away, no 

one knew where. Perhaps you think I did you a dirty trick running away as I did, Marija—” 

“No,” she answered, “I don’t blame you. We never have—any of us. You did your best—the 

job was too much for us.” She paused a moment, then added: “We were too ignorant—that was 

the trouble. We didn’t stand any chance. If I’d known what I know now we’d have won out.” 

“You’d have come here?” said Jurgis. 

“Yes,” she answered; “but that’s not what I meant. I meant you—how differently you would 

have behaved—about Ona.” 

Jurgis was silent; he had never thought of that aspect of it. 

“When people are starving,” the other continued, “and they have anything with a price, they 

ought to sell it, I say. I guess you realize it now when it’s too late. Ona could have taken care of 

us all, in the beginning.” Marija spoke without emotion, as one who had come to regard things 

from the business point of view. 

“I—yes, I guess so,” Jurgis answered hesitatingly. He did not add that he had paid three 

hundred dollars, and a foreman’s job, for the satisfaction of knocking down “Phil” Connor a 

second time. 

The policeman came to the door again just then. “Come on, now,” he said. “Lively!” 

“All right,” said Marija, reaching for her hat, which was big enough to be a drum major’s, and 

full of ostrich feathers. She went out into the hall and Jurgis followed, the policeman remaining 

to look under the bed and behind the door. 

“What’s going to come of this?” Jurgis asked, as they started down the steps. 

“The raid, you mean? Oh, nothing—it happens to us every now and then. The madame’s 

having some sort of time with the police; I don’t know what it is, but maybe they’ll come to 

terms before morning. Anyhow, they won’t do anything to you. They always let the men off.” 

“Maybe so,” he responded, “but not me—I’m afraid I’m in for it.” 

“How do you mean?” 

“I’m wanted by the police,” he said, lowering his voice, though of course their conversation 

was in Lithuanian. “They’ll send me up for a year or two, I’m afraid.” 

“Hell!” said Marija. “That’s too bad. I’ll see if I can’t get you off.” 

Downstairs, where the greater part of the prisoners were now massed, she sought out the stout 

personage with the diamond earrings, and had a few whispered words with her. The latter then 

approached the police sergeant who was in charge of the raid. “Billy,” she said, pointing to 

Jurgis, “there’s a fellow who came in to see his sister. He’d just got in the door when you 

knocked. You aren’t taking hoboes, are you?” 

The sergeant laughed as he looked at Jurgis. “Sorry,” he said, “but the orders are every one but 

the servants.” 

So Jurgis slunk in among the rest of the men, who kept dodging behind each other like sheep 

that have smelled a wolf. There were old men and young men, college boys and gray-beards old 

enough to be their grandfathers; some of them wore evening dress—there was no one among 

them save Jurgis who showed any signs of poverty. 

When the roundup was completed, the doors were opened and the party marched out. Three 

patrol wagons were drawn up at the curb, and the whole neighborhood had turned out to see the 



sport; there was much chaffing, and a universal craning of necks. The women stared about them 

with defiant eyes, or laughed and joked, while the men kept their heads bowed, and their hats 

pulled over their faces. They were crowded into the patrol wagons as if into streetcars, and then 

off they went amid a din of cheers. At the station house Jurgis gave a Polish name and was put 

into a cell with half a dozen others; and while these sat and talked in whispers, he lay down in a 

corner and gave himself up to his thoughts. 

Jurgis had looked into the deepest reaches of the social pit, and grown used to the sights in 

them. Yet when he had thought of all humanity as vile and hideous, he had somehow always 

excepted his own family that he had loved; and now this sudden horrible discovery—Marija a 

whore, and Elzbieta and the children living off her shame! Jurgis might argue with himself all he 

chose, that he had done worse, and was a fool for caring—but still he could not get over the 

shock of that sudden unveiling, he could not help being sunk in grief because of it. The depths of 

him were troubled and shaken, memories were stirred in him that had been sleeping so long he 

had counted them dead. Memories of the old life—his old hopes and his old yearnings, his old 

dreams of decency and independence! He saw Ona again, he heard her gentle voice pleading 

with him. He saw little Antanas, whom he had meant to make a man. He saw his trembling old 

father, who had blessed them all with his wonderful love. He lived again through that day of 

horror when he had discovered Ona’s shame—God, how he had suffered, what a madman he had 

been! How dreadful it had all seemed to him; and now, today, he had sat and listened, and half 

agreed when Marija told him he had been a fool! Yes—told him that he ought to have sold his 

wife’s honor and lived by it!—And then there was Stanislovas and his awful fate—that brief 

story which Marija had narrated so calmly, with such dull indifference! The poor little fellow, 

with his frostbitten fingers and his terror of the snow—his wailing voice rang in Jurgis’s ears, as 

he lay there in the darkness, until the sweat started on his forehead. Now and then he would 

quiver with a sudden spasm of horror, at the picture of little Stanislovas shut up in the deserted 

building and fighting for his life with the rats! 

All these emotions had become strangers to the soul of Jurgis; it was so long since they had 

troubled him that he had ceased to think they might ever trouble him again. Helpless, trapped, as 

he was, what good did they do him—why should he ever have allowed them to torment him? It 

had been the task of his recent life to fight them down, to crush them out of him; never in his life 

would he have suffered from them again, save that they had caught him unawares, and 

overwhelmed him before he could protect himself. He heard the old voices of his soul, he saw its 

old ghosts beckoning to him, stretching out their arms to him! But they were far-off and 

shadowy, and the gulf between them was black and bottomless; they would fade away into the 

mists of the past once more. Their voices would die, and never again would he hear them—and 

so the last faint spark of manhood in his soul would flicker out. 

  



CHAPTER XXVIII 

After breakfast Jurgis was driven to the court, which was crowded with the prisoners and those 

who had come out of curiosity or in the hope of recognizing one of the men and getting a case 

for blackmail. The men were called up first, and reprimanded in a bunch, and then dismissed; 

but, Jurgis, to his terror, was called separately, as being a suspicious-looking case. It was in this 

very same court that he had been tried, that time when his sentence had been “suspended”; it was 

the same judge, and the same clerk. The latter now stared at Jurgis, as if he half thought that he 

knew him; but the judge had no suspicions—just then his thoughts were upon a telephone 

message he was expecting from a friend of the police captain of the district, telling what 

disposition he should make of the case of “Polly” Simpson, as the “madame” of the house was 

known. Meantime, he listened to the story of how Jurgis had been looking for his sister, and 

advised him dryly to keep his sister in a better place; then he let him go, and proceeded to fine 

each of the girls five dollars, which fines were paid in a bunch from a wad of bills which 

Madame Polly extracted from her stocking. 

Jurgis waited outside and walked home with Marija. The police had left the house, and already 

there were a few visitors; by evening the place would be running again, exactly as if nothing had 

happened. Meantime, Marija took Jurgis upstairs to her room, and they sat and talked. By 

daylight, Jurgis was able to observe that the color on her cheeks was not the old natural one of 

abounding health; her complexion was in reality a parchment yellow, and there were black rings 

under her eyes. 

“Have you been sick?” he asked. 

“Sick?” she said. “Hell!” (Marija had learned to scatter her conversation with as many oaths as 

a longshoreman or a mule driver.) “How can I ever be anything but sick, at this life?” 

She fell silent for a moment, staring ahead of her gloomily. “It’s morphine,” she said, at last. 

“I seem to take more of it every day.” 

“What’s that for?” he asked. 

“It’s the way of it; I don’t know why. If it isn’t that, it’s drink. If the girls didn’t booze they 

couldn’t stand it any time at all. And the madame always gives them dope when they first come, 

and they learn to like it; or else they take it for headaches and such things, and get the habit that 

way. I’ve got it, I know; I’ve tried to quit, but I never will while I’m here.” 

“How long are you going to stay?” he asked. 

“I don’t know,” she said. “Always, I guess. What else could I do?” 

“Don’t you save any money?” 

“Save!” said Marija. “Good Lord, no! I get enough, I suppose, but it all goes. I get a half 

share, two dollars and a half for each customer, and sometimes I make twenty-five or thirty 

dollars a night, and you’d think I ought to save something out of that! But then I am charged for 

my room and my meals—and such prices as you never heard of; and then for extras, and 

drinks—for everything I get, and some I don’t. My laundry bill is nearly twenty dollars each 

week alone—think of that! Yet what can I do? I either have to stand it or quit, and it would be 

the same anywhere else. It’s all I can do to save the fifteen dollars I give Elzbieta each week, so 

the children can go to school.” 

Marija sat brooding in silence for a while; then, seeing that Jurgis was interested, she went on: 

“That’s the way they keep the girls—they let them run up debts, so they can’t get away. A young 

girl comes from abroad, and she doesn’t know a word of English, and she gets into a place like 



this, and when she wants to go the madame shows her that she is a couple of hundred dollars in 

debt, and takes all her clothes away, and threatens to have her arrested if she doesn’t stay and do 

as she’s told. So she stays, and the longer she stays, the more in debt she gets. Often, too, they 

are girls that didn’t know what they were coming to, that had hired out for housework. Did you 

notice that little French girl with the yellow hair, that stood next to me in the court?” 

Jurgis answered in the affirmative. 

“Well, she came to America about a year ago. She was a store clerk, and she hired herself to a 

man to be sent here to work in a factory. There were six of them, all together, and they were 

brought to a house just down the street from here, and this girl was put into a room alone, and 

they gave her some dope in her food, and when she came to she found that she had been ruined. 

She cried, and screamed, and tore her hair, but she had nothing but a wrapper, and couldn’t get 

away, and they kept her half insensible with drugs all the time, until she gave up. She never got 

outside of that place for ten months, and then they sent her away, because she didn’t suit. I guess 

they’ll put her out of here, too—she’s getting to have crazy fits, from drinking absinthe. Only 

one of the girls that came out with her got away, and she jumped out of a second-story window 

one night. There was a great fuss about that—maybe you heard of it.” 

“I did,” said Jurgis, “I heard of it afterward.” (It had happened in the place where he and 

Duane had taken refuge from their “country customer.” The girl had become insane, fortunately 

for the police.) 

“There’s lots of money in it,” said Marija—“they get as much as forty dollars a head for girls, 

and they bring them from all over. There are seventeen in this place, and nine different countries 

among them. In some places you might find even more. We have half a dozen French girls—I 

suppose it’s because the madame speaks the language. French girls are bad, too, the worst of all, 

except for the Japanese. There’s a place next door that’s full of Japanese women, but I wouldn’t 

live in the same house with one of them.” 

Marija paused for a moment or two, and then she added: “Most of the women here are pretty 

decent—you’d be surprised. I used to think they did it because they liked to; but fancy a woman 

selling herself to every kind of man that comes, old or young, black or white—and doing it 

because she likes to!” 

“Some of them say they do,” said Jurgis. 

“I know,” said she; “they say anything. They’re in, and they know they can’t get out. But they 

didn’t like it when they began—you’d find out—it’s always misery! There’s a little Jewish girl 

here who used to run errands for a milliner, and got sick and lost her place; and she was four 

days on the streets without a mouthful of food, and then she went to a place just around the 

corner and offered herself, and they made her give up her clothes before they would give her a 

bite to eat!” 

Marija sat for a minute or two, brooding somberly. “Tell me about yourself, Jurgis,” she said, 

suddenly. “Where have you been?” 

So he told her the long story of his adventures since his flight from home; his life as a tramp, 

and his work in the freight tunnels, and the accident; and then of Jack Duane, and of his political 

career in the stockyards, and his downfall and subsequent failures. Marija listened with 

sympathy; it was easy to believe the tale of his late starvation, for his face showed it all. “You 

found me just in the nick of time,” she said. “I’ll stand by you—I’ll help you till you can get 

some work.” 



“I don’t like to let you—” he began. 

“Why not? Because I’m here?” 

“No, not that,” he said. “But I went off and left you—” 

“Nonsense!” said Marija. “Don’t think about it. I don’t blame you.” 

“You must be hungry,” she said, after a minute or two. “You stay here to lunch—I’ll have 

something up in the room.” 

She pressed a button, and a colored woman came to the door and took her order. “It’s nice to 

have somebody to wait on you,” she observed, with a laugh, as she lay back on the bed. 

As the prison breakfast had not been liberal, Jurgis had a good appetite, and they had a little 

feast together, talking meanwhile of Elzbieta and the children and old times. Shortly before they 

were through, there came another colored girl, with the message that the “madame” wanted 

Marija—“Lithuanian Mary,” as they called her here. 

“That means you have to go,” she said to Jurgis. 

So he got up, and she gave him the new address of the family, a tenement over in the Ghetto 

district. “You go there,” she said. “They’ll be glad to see you.” 

But Jurgis stood hesitating. 

“I—I don’t like to,” he said. “Honest, Marija, why don’t you just give me a little money and 

let me look for work first?” 

“How do you need money?” was her reply. “All you want is something to eat and a place to 

sleep, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” he said; “but then I don’t like to go there after I left them—and while I have nothing to 

do, and while you—you—” 

“Go on!” said Marija, giving him a push. “What are you talking?—I won’t give you money,” 

she added, as she followed him to the door, “because you’ll drink it up, and do yourself harm. 

Here’s a quarter for you now, and go along, and they’ll be so glad to have you back, you won’t 

have time to feel ashamed. Good-by!” 

So Jurgis went out, and walked down the street to think it over. He decided that he would first 

try to get work, and so he put in the rest of the day wandering here and there among factories and 

warehouses without success. Then, when it was nearly dark, he concluded to go home, and set 

out; but he came to a restaurant, and went in and spent his quarter for a meal; and when he came 

out he changed his mind—the night was pleasant, and he would sleep somewhere outside, and 

put in the morrow hunting, and so have one more chance of a job. So he started away again, 

when suddenly he chanced to look about him, and found that he was walking down the same 

street and past the same hall where he had listened to the political speech the night before. There 

was no red fire and no band now, but there was a sign out, announcing a meeting, and a stream 

of people pouring in through the entrance. In a flash Jurgis had decided that he would chance it 

once more, and sit down and rest while making up his mind what to do. There was no one taking 

tickets, so it must be a free show again. 

He entered. There were no decorations in the hall this time; but there was quite a crowd upon 

the platform, and almost every seat in the place was filled. He took one of the last, far in the rear, 

and straightway forgot all about his surroundings. Would Elzbieta think that he had come to 

sponge off her, or would she understand that he meant to get to work again and do his share? 



Would she be decent to him, or would she scold him? If only he could get some sort of a job 

before he went—if that last boss had only been willing to try him! 

—Then suddenly Jurgis looked up. A tremendous roar had burst from the throats of the crowd, 

which by this time had packed the hall to the very doors. Men and women were standing up, 

waving handkerchiefs, shouting, yelling. Evidently the speaker had arrived, thought Jurgis; what 

fools they were making of themselves! What were they expecting to get out of it anyhow—what 

had they to do with elections, with governing the country? Jurgis had been behind the scenes in 

politics. 

He went back to his thoughts, but with one further fact to reckon with—that he was caught 

here. The hall was now filled to the doors; and after the meeting it would be too late for him to 

go home, so he would have to make the best of it outside. Perhaps it would be better to go home 

in the morning, anyway, for the children would be at school, and he and Elzbieta could have a 

quiet explanation. She always had been a reasonable person; and he really did mean to do right. 

He would manage to persuade her of it—and besides, Marija was willing, and Marija was 

furnishing the money. If Elzbieta were ugly, he would tell her that in so many words. 

So Jurgis went on meditating; until finally, when he had been an hour or two in the hall, there 

began to prepare itself a repetition of the dismal catastrophe of the night before. Speaking had 

been going on all the time, and the audience was clapping its hands and shouting, thrilling with 

excitement; and little by little the sounds were beginning to blur in Jurgis’s ears, and his thoughts 

were beginning to run together, and his head to wobble and nod. He caught himself many times, 

as usual, and made desperate resolutions; but the hall was hot and close, and his long walk and 

his dinner were too much for him—in the end his head sank forward and he went off again. 

And then again someone nudged him, and he sat up with his old terrified start! He had been 

snoring again, of course! And now what? He fixed his eyes ahead of him, with painful intensity, 

staring at the platform as if nothing else ever had interested him, or ever could interest him, all 

his life. He imagined the angry exclamations, the hostile glances; he imagined the policeman 

striding toward him—reaching for his neck. Or was he to have one more chance? Were they 

going to let him alone this time? He sat trembling; waiting— 

And then suddenly came a voice in his ear, a woman’s voice, gentle and sweet, “If you would 

try to listen, comrade, perhaps you would be interested.” 

Jurgis was more startled by that than he would have been by the touch of a policeman. He still 

kept his eyes fixed ahead, and did not stir; but his heart gave a great leap. Comrade! Who was it 

that called him “comrade”? 

He waited long, long; and at last, when he was sure that he was no longer watched, he stole a 

glance out of the corner of his eyes at the woman who sat beside him. She was young and 

beautiful; she wore fine clothes, and was what is called a “lady.” And she called him “comrade”! 

He turned a little, carefully, so that he could see her better; then he began to watch her, 

fascinated. She had apparently forgotten all about him, and was looking toward the platform. A 

man was speaking there—Jurgis heard his voice vaguely; but all his thoughts were for this 

woman’s face. A feeling of alarm stole over him as he stared at her. It made his flesh creep. 

What was the matter with her, what could be going on, to affect any one like that? She sat as one 

turned to stone, her hands clenched tightly in her lap, so tightly that he could see the cords 

standing out in her wrists. There was a look of excitement upon her face, of tense effort, as of 

one struggling mightily, or witnessing a struggle. There was a faint quivering of her nostrils; and 

now and then she would moisten her lips with feverish haste. Her bosom rose and fell as she 



breathed, and her excitement seemed to mount higher and higher, and then to sink away again, 

like a boat tossing upon ocean surges. What was it? What was the matter? It must be something 

that the man was saying, up there on the platform. What sort of a man was he? And what sort of 

thing was this, anyhow?—So all at once it occurred to Jurgis to look at the speaker. 

It was like coming suddenly upon some wild sight of nature—a mountain forest lashed by a 

tempest, a ship tossed about upon a stormy sea. Jurgis had an unpleasant sensation, a sense of 

confusion, of disorder, of wild and meaningless uproar. The man was tall and gaunt, as haggard 

as his auditor himself; a thin black beard covered half of his face, and one could see only two 

black hollows where the eyes were. He was speaking rapidly, in great excitement; he used many 

gestures—as he spoke he moved here and there upon the stage, reaching with his long arms as if 

to seize each person in his audience. His voice was deep, like an organ; it was some time, 

however, before Jurgis thought of the voice—he was too much occupied with his eyes to think of 

what the man was saying. But suddenly it seemed as if the speaker had begun pointing straight at 

him, as if he had singled him out particularly for his remarks; and so Jurgis became suddenly 

aware of his voice, trembling, vibrant with emotion, with pain and longing, with a burden of 

things unutterable, not to be compassed by words. To hear it was to be suddenly arrested, to be 

gripped, transfixed. 

“You listen to these things,” the man was saying, “and you say, ‘Yes, they are true, but they 

have been that way always.’ Or you say, ‘Maybe it will come, but not in my time—it will not 

help me.’ And so you return to your daily round of toil, you go back to be ground up for profits 

in the world-wide mill of economic might! To toil long hours for another’s advantage; to live in 

mean and squalid homes, to work in dangerous and unhealthful places; to wrestle with the 

specters of hunger and privation, to take your chances of accident, disease, and death. And each 

day the struggle becomes fiercer, the pace more cruel; each day you have to toil a little harder, 

and feel the iron hand of circumstance close upon you a little tighter. Months pass, years 

maybe—and then you come again; and again I am here to plead with you, to know if want and 

misery have yet done their work with you, if injustice and oppression have yet opened your eyes! 

I shall still be waiting—there is nothing else that I can do. There is no wilderness where I can 

hide from these things, there is no haven where I can escape them; though I travel to the ends of 

the earth, I find the same accursed system—I find that all the fair and noble impulses of 

humanity, the dreams of poets and the agonies of martyrs, are shackled and bound in the service 

of organized and predatory Greed! And therefore I cannot rest, I cannot be silent; therefore I cast 

aside comfort and happiness, health and good repute—and go out into the world and cry out the 

pain of my spirit! Therefore I am not to be silenced by poverty and sickness, not by hatred and 

obloquy, by threats and ridicule—not by prison and persecution, if they should come—not by 

any power that is upon the earth or above the earth, that was, or is, or ever can be created. If I fail 

tonight, I can only try tomorrow; knowing that the fault must be mine—that if once the vision of 

my soul were spoken upon earth, if once the anguish of its defeat were uttered in human speech, 

it would break the stoutest barriers of prejudice, it would shake the most sluggish soul to action! 

It would abash the most cynical, it would terrify the most selfish; and the voice of mockery 

would be silenced, and fraud and falsehood would slink back into their dens, and the truth would 

stand forth alone! For I speak with the voice of the millions who are voiceless! Of them that are 

oppressed and have no comforter! Of the disinherited of life, for whom there is no respite and no 

deliverance, to whom the world is a prison, a dungeon of torture, a tomb! With the voice of the 

little child who toils tonight in a Southern cotton mill, staggering with exhaustion, numb with 

agony, and knowing no hope but the grave! Of the mother who sews by candlelight in her 



tenement garret, weary and weeping, smitten with the mortal hunger of her babes! Of the man 

who lies upon a bed of rags, wrestling in his last sickness and leaving his loved ones to perish! 

Of the young girl who, somewhere at this moment, is walking the streets of this horrible city, 

beaten and starving, and making her choice between the brothel and the lake! With the voice of 

those, whoever and wherever they may be, who are caught beneath the wheels of the Juggernaut 

of Greed! With the voice of humanity, calling for deliverance! Of the everlasting soul of Man, 

arising from the dust; breaking its way out of its prison—rending the bands of oppression and 

ignorance—groping its way to the light!” 

The speaker paused. There was an instant of silence, while men caught their breaths, and then 

like a single sound there came a cry from a thousand people. Through it all Jurgis sat still, 

motionless and rigid, his eyes fixed upon the speaker; he was trembling, smitten with wonder. 

Suddenly the man raised his hands, and silence fell, and he began again. 

“I plead with you,” he said, “whoever you may be, provided that you care about the truth; but 

most of all I plead with working-man, with those to whom the evils I portray are not mere 

matters of sentiment, to be dallied and toyed with, and then perhaps put aside and forgotten—to 

whom they are the grim and relentless realities of the daily grind, the chains upon their limbs, the 

lash upon their backs, the iron in their souls. To you, working-men! To you, the toilers, who have 

made this land, and have no voice in its councils! To you, whose lot it is to sow that others may 

reap, to labor and obey, and ask no more than the wages of a beast of burden, the food and 

shelter to keep you alive from day to day. It is to you that I come with my message of salvation, 

it is to you that I appeal. I know how much it is to ask of you—I know, for I have been in your 

place, I have lived your life, and there is no man before me here tonight who knows it better. I 

have known what it is to be a street-waif, a bootblack, living upon a crust of bread and sleeping 

in cellar stairways and under empty wagons. I have known what it is to dare and to aspire, to 

dream mighty dreams and to see them perish—to see all the fair flowers of my spirit trampled 

into the mire by the wild-beast powers of my life. I know what is the price that a working-man 

pays for knowledge—I have paid for it with food and sleep, with agony of body and mind, with 

health, almost with life itself; and so, when I come to you with a story of hope and freedom, with 

the vision of a new earth to be created, of a new labor to be dared, I am not surprised that I find 

you sordid and material, sluggish and incredulous. That I do not despair is because I know also 

the forces that are driving behind you—because I know the raging lash of poverty, the sting of 

contempt and mastership, ‘the insolence of office and the spurns.’ Because I feel sure that in the 

crowd that has come to me tonight, no matter how many may be dull and heedless, no matter 

how many may have come out of idle curiosity, or in order to ridicule—there will be some one 

man whom pain and suffering have made desperate, whom some chance vision of wrong and 

horror has startled and shocked into attention. And to him my words will come like a sudden 

flash of lightning to one who travels in darkness—revealing the way before him, the perils and 

the obstacles—solving all problems, making all difficulties clear! The scales will fall from his 

eyes, the shackles will be torn from his limbs—he will leap up with a cry of thankfulness, he will 

stride forth a free man at last! A man delivered from his self-created slavery! A man who will 

never more be trapped—whom no blandishments will cajole, whom no threats will frighten; who 

from tonight on will move forward, and not backward, who will study and understand, who will 

gird on his sword and take his place in the army of his comrades and brothers. Who will carry the 

good tidings to others, as I have carried them to him—priceless gift of liberty and light that is 

neither mine nor his, but is the heritage of the soul of man! Working-men, working-men—

comrades! open your eyes and look about you! You have lived so long in the toil and heat that 



your senses are dulled, your souls are numbed; but realize once in your lives this world in which 

you dwell—tear off the rags of its customs and conventions—behold it as it is, in all its hideous 

nakedness! Realize it, realize it! Realize that out upon the plains of Manchuria tonight two 

hostile armies are facing each other—that now, while we are seated here, a million human beings 

may be hurled at each other’s throats, striving with the fury of maniacs to tear each other to 

pieces! And this in the twentieth century, nineteen hundred years since the Prince of Peace was 

born on earth! Nineteen hundred years that his words have been preached as divine, and here two 

armies of men are rending and tearing each other like the wild beasts of the forest! Philosophers 

have reasoned, prophets have denounced, poets have wept and pleaded—and still this hideous 

Monster roams at large! We have schools and colleges, newspapers and books; we have searched 

the heavens and the earth, we have weighed and probed and reasoned—and all to equip men to 

destroy each other! We call it War, and pass it by—but do not put me off with platitudes and 

conventions—come with me, come with me—realize it! See the bodies of men pierced by 

bullets, blown into pieces by bursting shells! Hear the crunching of the bayonet, plunged into 

human flesh; hear the groans and shrieks of agony, see the faces of men crazed by pain, turned 

into fiends by fury and hate! Put your hand upon that piece of flesh—it is hot and quivering—

just now it was a part of a man! This blood is still steaming—it was driven by a human heart! 

Almighty God! and this goes on—it is systematic, organized, premeditated! And we know it, and 

read of it, and take it for granted; our papers tell of it, and the presses are not stopped—our 

churches know of it, and do not close their doors—the people behold it, and do not rise up in 

horror and revolution! 

“Or perhaps Manchuria is too far away for you—come home with me then, come here to 

Chicago. Here in this city to-night ten thousand women are shut up in foul pens, and driven by 

hunger to sell their bodies to live. And we know it, we make it a jest! And these women are made 

in the image of your mothers, they may be your sisters, your daughters; the child whom you left 

at home tonight, whose laughing eyes will greet you in the morning—that fate may be waiting 

for her! To-night in Chicago there are ten thousand men, homeless and wretched, willing to work 

and begging for a chance, yet starving, and fronting in terror the awful winter cold! Tonight in 

Chicago there are a hundred thousand children wearing out their strength and blasting their lives 

in the effort to earn their bread! There are a hundred thousand mothers who are living in misery 

and squalor, struggling to earn enough to feed their little ones! There are a hundred thousand old 

people, cast off and helpless, waiting for death to take them from their torments! There are a 

million people, men and women and children, who share the curse of the wage-slave; who toil 

every hour they can stand and see, for just enough to keep them alive; who are condemned till 

the end of their days to monotony and weariness, to hunger and misery, to heat and cold, to dirt 

and disease, to ignorance and drunkenness and vice! And then turn over the page with me, and 

gaze upon the other side of the picture. There are a thousand—ten thousand, maybe—who are 

the masters of these slaves, who own their toil. They do nothing to earn what they receive, they 

do not even have to ask for it—it comes to them of itself, their only care is to dispose of it. They 

live in palaces, they riot in luxury and extravagance—such as no words can describe, as makes 

the imagination reel and stagger, makes the soul grow sick and faint. They spend hundreds of 

dollars for a pair of shoes, a handkerchief, a garter; they spend millions for horses and 

automobiles and yachts, for palaces and banquets, for little shiny stones with which to deck their 

bodies. Their life is a contest among themselves for supremacy in ostentation and recklessness, 

in the destroying of useful and necessary things, in the wasting of the labor and the lives of their 

fellow creatures, the toil and anguish of the nations, the sweat and tears and blood of the human 



race! It is all theirs—it comes to them; just as all the springs pour into streamlets, and the 

streamlets into rivers, and the rivers into the oceans—so, automatically and inevitably, all the 

wealth of society comes to them. The farmer tills the soil, the miner digs in the earth, the weaver 

tends the loom, the mason carves the stone; the clever man invents, the shrewd man directs, the 

wise man studies, the inspired man sings—and all the result, the products of the labor of brain 

and muscle, are gathered into one stupendous stream and poured into their laps! The whole of 

society is in their grip, the whole labor of the world lies at their mercy—and like fierce wolves 

they rend and destroy, like ravening vultures they devour and tear! The whole power of mankind 

belongs to them, forever and beyond recall—do what it can, strive as it will, humanity lives for 

them and dies for them! They own not merely the labor of society, they have bought the 

governments; and everywhere they use their raped and stolen power to intrench themselves in 

their privileges, to dig wider and deeper the channels through which the river of profits flows to 

them!—And you, workingmen, workingmen! You have been brought up to it, you plod on like 

beasts of burden, thinking only of the day and its pain—yet is there a man among you who can 

believe that such a system will continue forever—is there a man here in this audience tonight so 

hardened and debased that he dare rise up before me and say that he believes it can continue 

forever; that the product of the labor of society, the means of existence of the human race, will 

always belong to idlers and parasites, to be spent for the gratification of vanity and lust—to be 

spent for any purpose whatever, to be at the disposal of any individual will whatever—that 

somehow, somewhere, the labor of humanity will not belong to humanity, to be used for the 

purposes of humanity, to be controlled by the will of humanity? And if this is ever to be, how is 

it to be—what power is there that will bring it about? Will it be the task of your masters, do you 

think—will they write the charter of your liberties? Will they forge you the sword of your 

deliverance, will they marshal you the army and lead it to the fray? Will their wealth be spent for 

the purpose—will they build colleges and churches to teach you, will they print papers to herald 

your progress, and organize political parties to guide and carry on the struggle? Can you not see 

that the task is your task—yours to dream, yours to resolve, yours to execute? That if ever it is 

carried out, it will be in the face of every obstacle that wealth and mastership can oppose—in the 

face of ridicule and slander, of hatred and persecution, of the bludgeon and the jail? That it will 

be by the power of your naked bosoms, opposed to the rage of oppression! By the grim and bitter 

teaching of blind and merciless affliction! By the painful gropings of the untutored mind, by the 

feeble stammerings of the uncultured voice! By the sad and lonely hunger of the spirit; by 

seeking and striving and yearning, by heartache and despairing, by agony and sweat of blood! It 

will be by money paid for with hunger, by knowledge stolen from sleep, by thoughts 

communicated under the shadow of the gallows! It will be a movement beginning in the far-off 

past, a thing obscure and unhonored, a thing easy to ridicule, easy to despise; a thing unlovely, 

wearing the aspect of vengeance and hate—but to you, the working-man, the wage-slave, calling 

with a voice insistent, imperious—with a voice that you cannot escape, wherever upon the earth 

you may be! With the voice of all your wrongs, with the voice of all your desires; with the voice 

of your duty and your hope—of everything in the world that is worth while to you! The voice of 

the poor, demanding that poverty shall cease! The voice of the oppressed, pronouncing the doom 

of oppression! The voice of power, wrought out of suffering—of resolution, crushed out of 

weakness—of joy and courage, born in the bottomless pit of anguish and despair! The voice of 

Labor, despised and outraged; a mighty giant, lying prostrate—mountainous, colossal, but 

blinded, bound, and ignorant of his strength. And now a dream of resistance haunts him, hope 

battling with fear; until suddenly he stirs, and a fetter snaps—and a thrill shoots through him, to 



the farthest ends of his huge body, and in a flash the dream becomes an act! He starts, he lifts 

himself; and the bands are shattered, the burdens roll off him—he rises—towering, gigantic; he 

springs to his feet, he shouts in his newborn exultation—” 

And the speaker’s voice broke suddenly, with the stress of his feelings; he stood with his arms 

stretched out above him, and the power of his vision seemed to lift him from the floor. The 

audience came to its feet with a yell; men waved their arms, laughing aloud in their excitement. 

And Jurgis was with them, he was shouting to tear his throat; shouting because he could not help 

it, because the stress of his feeling was more than he could bear. It was not merely the man’s 

words, the torrent of his eloquence. It was his presence, it was his voice: a voice with strange 

intonations that rang through the chambers of the soul like the clanging of a bell—that gripped 

the listener like a mighty hand about his body, that shook him and startled him with sudden 

fright, with a sense of things not of earth, of mysteries never spoken before, of presences of awe 

and terror! There was an unfolding of vistas before him, a breaking of the ground beneath him, 

an upheaving, a stirring, a trembling; he felt himself suddenly a mere man no longer—there were 

powers within him undreamed of, there were demon forces contending, age-long wonders 

struggling to be born; and he sat oppressed with pain and joy, while a tingling stole down into his 

finger tips, and his breath came hard and fast. The sentences of this man were to Jurgis like the 

crashing of thunder in his soul; a flood of emotions surged up in him—all his old hopes and 

longings, his old griefs and rages and despairs. All that he had ever felt in his whole life seemed 

to come back to him at once, and with one new emotion, hardly to be described. That he should 

have suffered such oppressions and such horrors was bad enough; but that he should have been 

crushed and beaten by them, that he should have submitted, and forgotten, and lived in peace—

ah, truly that was a thing not to be put into words, a thing not to be borne by a human creature, a 

thing of terror and madness! “What,” asks the prophet, “is the murder of them that kill the body, 

to the murder of them that kill the soul?” And Jurgis was a man whose soul had been murdered, 

who had ceased to hope and to struggle—who had made terms with degradation and despair; and 

now, suddenly, in one awful convulsion, the black and hideous fact was made plain to him! 

There was a falling in of all the pillars of his soul, the sky seemed to split above him—he stood 

there, with his clenched hands upraised, his eyes bloodshot, and the veins standing out purple in 

his face, roaring in the voice of a wild beast, frantic, incoherent, maniacal. And when he could 

shout no more he still stood there, gasping, and whispering hoarsely to himself: “By God! By 

God! By God!” 

  



CHAPTER XXIX 

The man had gone back to a seat upon the platform, and Jurgis realized that his speech was 

over. The applause continued for several minutes; and then some one started a song, and the 

crowd took it up, and the place shook with it. Jurgis had never heard it, and he could not make 

out the words, but the wild and wonderful spirit of it seized upon him—it was the “Marseillaise!” 

As stanza after stanza of it thundered forth, he sat with his hands clasped, trembling in every 

nerve. He had never been so stirred in his life—it was a miracle that had been wrought in him. 

He could not think at all, he was stunned; yet he knew that in the mighty upheaval that had taken 

place in his soul, a new man had been born. He had been torn out of the jaws of destruction, he 

had been delivered from the thraldom of despair; the whole world had been changed for him—he 

was free, he was free! Even if he were to suffer as he had before, even if he were to beg and 

starve, nothing would be the same to him; he would understand it, and bear it. He would no 

longer be the sport of circumstances, he would be a man, with a will and a purpose; he would 

have something to fight for, something to die for, if need be! Here were men who would show 

him and help him; and he would have friends and allies, he would dwell in the sight of justice, 

and walk arm in arm with power. 

The audience subsided again, and Jurgis sat back. The chairman of the meeting came forward 

and began to speak. His voice sounded thin and futile after the other’s, and to Jurgis it seemed a 

profanation. Why should any one else speak, after that miraculous man—why should they not all 

sit in silence? The chairman was explaining that a collection would now be taken up to defray 

the expenses of the meeting, and for the benefit of the campaign fund of the party. Jurgis heard; 

but he had not a penny to give, and so his thoughts went elsewhere again. 

He kept his eyes fixed on the orator, who sat in an armchair, his head leaning on his hand and 

his attitude indicating exhaustion. But suddenly he stood up again, and Jurgis heard the chairman 

of the meeting saying that the speaker would now answer any questions which the audience 

might care to put to him. The man came forward, and some one—a woman—arose and asked 

about some opinion the speaker had expressed concerning Tolstoy. Jurgis had never heard of 

Tolstoy, and did not care anything about him. Why should any one want to ask such questions, 

after an address like that? The thing was not to talk, but to do; the thing was to get bold of others 

and rouse them, to organize them and prepare for the fight! But still the discussion went on, in 

ordinary conversational tones, and it brought Jurgis back to the everyday world. A few minutes 

ago he had felt like seizing the hand of the beautiful lady by his side, and kissing it; he had felt 

like flinging his arms about the neck of the man on the other side of him. And now he began to 

realize again that he was a “hobo,” that he was ragged and dirty, and smelled bad, and had no 

place to sleep that night! 

And so, at last, when the meeting broke up, and the audience started to leave, poor Jurgis was 

in an agony of uncertainty. He had not thought of leaving—he had thought that the vision must 

last forever, that he had found comrades and brothers. But now he would go out, and the thing 

would fade away, and he would never be able to find it again! He sat in his seat, frightened and 

wondering; but others in the same row wanted to get out, and so he had to stand up and move 

along. As he was swept down the aisle he looked from one person to another, wistfully; they 

were all excitedly discussing the address—but there was nobody who offered to discuss it with 

him. He was near enough to the door to feel the night air, when desperation seized him. He knew 

nothing at all about that speech he had heard, not even the name of the orator; and he was to go 

away—no, no, it was preposterous, he must speak to some one; he must find that man himself 

and tell him. He would not despise him, tramp as he was! 



So he stepped into an empty row of seats and watched, and when the crowd had thinned out, 

he started toward the platform. The speaker was gone; but there was a stage door that stood open, 

with people passing in and out, and no one on guard. Jurgis summoned up his courage and went 

in, and down a hallway, and to the door of a room where many people were crowded. No one 

paid any attention to him, and he pushed in, and in a corner he saw the man he sought. The orator 

sat in a chair, with his shoulders sunk together and his eyes half closed; his face was ghastly pale, 

almost greenish in hue, and one arm lay limp at his side. A big man with spectacles on stood near 

him, and kept pushing back the crowd, saying, “Stand away a little, please; can’t you see the 

comrade is worn out?” 

So Jurgis stood watching, while five or ten minutes passed. Now and then the man would look 

up, and address a word or two to those who were near him; and, at last, on one of these 

occasions, his glance rested on Jurgis. There seemed to be a slight hint of inquiry about it, and a 

sudden impulse seized the other. He stepped forward. 

“I wanted to thank you, sir!” he began, in breathless haste. “I could not go away without 

telling you how much—how glad I am I heard you. I—I didn’t know anything about it all—” 

The big man with the spectacles, who had moved away, came back at this moment. “The 

comrade is too tired to talk to any one—” he began; but the other held up his hand. 

“Wait,” he said. “He has something to say to me.” And then he looked into Jurgis’s face. “You 

want to know more about Socialism?” he asked. 

Jurgis started. “I—I—” he stammered. “Is it Socialism? I didn’t know. I want to know about 

what you spoke of—I want to help. I have been through all that.” 

“Where do you live?” asked the other. 

“I have no home,” said Jurgis, “I am out of work.” 

“You are a foreigner, are you not?” 

“Lithuanian, sir.” 

The man thought for a moment, and then turned to his friend. “Who is there, Walters?” he 

asked. “There is Ostrinski—but he is a Pole—” 

“Ostrinski speaks Lithuanian,” said the other. “All right, then; would you mind seeing if he 

has gone yet?” 

The other started away, and the speaker looked at Jurgis again. He had deep, black eyes, and a 

face full of gentleness and pain. “You must excuse me, comrade,” he said. “I am just tired out—I 

have spoken every day for the last month. I will introduce you to some one who will be able to 

help you as well as I could—” 

The messenger had had to go no further than the door, he came back, followed by a man 

whom he introduced to Jurgis as “Comrade Ostrinski.” Comrade Ostrinski was a little man, 

scarcely up to Jurgis’s shoulder, wizened and wrinkled, very ugly, and slightly lame. He had on a 

long-tailed black coat, worn green at the seams and the buttonholes; his eyes must have been 

weak, for he wore green spectacles that gave him a grotesque appearance. But his handclasp was 

hearty, and he spoke in Lithuanian, which warmed Jurgis to him. 

“You want to know about Socialism?” he said. “Surely. Let us go out and take a stroll, where 

we can be quiet and talk some.” 

And so Jurgis bade farewell to the master wizard, and went out. Ostrinski asked where he 

lived, offering to walk in that direction; and so he had to explain once more that he was without a 



home. At the other’s request he told his story; how he had come to America, and what had 

happened to him in the stockyards, and how his family had been broken up, and how he had 

become a wanderer. So much the little man heard, and then he pressed Jurgis’s arm tightly. “You 

have been through the mill, comrade!” he said. “We will make a fighter out of you!” 

Then Ostrinski in turn explained his circumstances. He would have asked Jurgis to his home—

but he had only two rooms, and had no bed to offer. He would have given up his own bed, but 

his wife was ill. Later on, when he understood that otherwise Jurgis would have to sleep in a 

hallway, he offered him his kitchen floor, a chance which the other was only too glad to accept. 

“Perhaps tomorrow we can do better,” said Ostrinski. “We try not to let a comrade starve.” 

Ostrinski’s home was in the Ghetto district, where he had two rooms in the basement of a 

tenement. There was a baby crying as they entered, and he closed the door leading into the 

bedroom. He had three young children, he explained, and a baby had just come. He drew up two 

chairs near the kitchen stove, adding that Jurgis must excuse the disorder of the place, since at 

such a time one’s domestic arrangements were upset. Half of the kitchen was given up to a 

workbench, which was piled with clothing, and Ostrinski explained that he was a “pants 

finisher.” He brought great bundles of clothing here to his home, where he and his wife worked 

on them. He made a living at it, but it was getting harder all the time, because his eyes were 

failing. What would come when they gave out he could not tell; there had been no saving 

anything—a man could barely keep alive by twelve or fourteen hours’ work a day. The finishing 

of pants did not take much skill, and anybody could learn it, and so the pay was forever getting 

less. That was the competitive wage system; and if Jurgis wanted to understand what Socialism 

was, it was there he had best begin. The workers were dependent upon a job to exist from day to 

day, and so they bid against each other, and no man could get more than the lowest man would 

consent to work for. And thus the mass of the people were always in a life-and-death struggle 

with poverty. That was “competition,” so far as it concerned the wage-earner, the man who had 

only his labor to sell; to those on top, the exploiters, it appeared very differently, of course—

there were few of them, and they could combine and dominate, and their power would be 

unbreakable. And so all over the world two classes were forming, with an unbridged chasm 

between them—the capitalist class, with its enormous fortunes, and the proletariat, bound into 

slavery by unseen chains. The latter were a thousand to one in numbers, but they were ignorant 

and helpless, and they would remain at the mercy of their exploiters until they were organized—

until they had become “class-conscious.” It was a slow and weary process, but it would go on—it 

was like the movement of a glacier, once it was started it could never be stopped. Every Socialist 

did his share, and lived upon the vision of the “good time coming,”—when the working class 

should go to the polls and seize the powers of government, and put an end to private property in 

the means of production. No matter how poor a man was, or how much he suffered, he could 

never be really unhappy while he knew of that future; even if he did not live to see it himself, his 

children would, and, to a Socialist, the victory of his class was his victory. Also he had always 

the progress to encourage him; here in Chicago, for instance, the movement was growing by 

leaps and bounds. Chicago was the industrial center of the country, and nowhere else were the 

unions so strong; but their organizations did the workers little good, for the employers were 

organized, also; and so the strikes generally failed, and as fast as the unions were broken up the 

men were coming over to the Socialists. 

Ostrinski explained the organization of the party, the machinery by which the proletariat was 

educating itself. There were “locals” in every big city and town, and they were being organized 

rapidly in the smaller places; a local had anywhere from six to a thousand members, and there 



were fourteen hundred of them in all, with a total of about twenty-five thousand members, who 

paid dues to support the organization. “Local Cook County,” as the city organization was called, 

had eighty branch locals, and it alone was spending several thousand dollars in the campaign. It 

published a weekly in English, and one each in Bohemian and German; also there was a monthly 

published in Chicago, and a cooperative publishing house, that issued a million and a half of 

Socialist books and pamphlets every year. All this was the growth of the last few years—there 

had been almost nothing of it when Ostrinski first came to Chicago. 

Ostrinski was a Pole, about fifty years of age. He had lived in Silesia, a member of a despised 

and persecuted race, and had taken part in the proletarian movement in the early seventies, when 

Bismarck, having conquered France, had turned his policy of blood and iron upon the 

“International.” Ostrinski himself had twice been in jail, but he had been young then, and had not 

cared. He had had more of his share of the fight, though, for just when Socialism had broken all 

its barriers and become the great political force of the empire, he had come to America, and 

begun all over again. In America every one had laughed at the mere idea of Socialism then—in 

America all men were free. As if political liberty made wage slavery any the more tolerable! said 

Ostrinski. 

The little tailor sat tilted back in his stiff kitchen chair, with his feet stretched out upon the 

empty stove, and speaking in low whispers, so as not to waken those in the next room. To Jurgis 

he seemed a scarcely less wonderful person than the speaker at the meeting; he was poor, the 

lowest of the low, hunger-driven and miserable—and yet how much he knew, how much he had 

dared and achieved, what a hero he had been! There were others like him, too—thousands like 

him, and all of them workingmen! That all this wonderful machinery of progress had been 

created by his fellows—Jurgis could not believe it, it seemed too good to be true. 

That was always the way, said Ostrinski; when a man was first converted to Socialism he was 

like a crazy person—he could not understand how others could fail to see it, and he expected to 

convert all the world the first week. After a while he would realize how hard a task it was; and 

then it would be fortunate that other new hands kept coming, to save him from settling down into 

a rut. Just now Jurgis would have plenty of chance to vent his excitement, for a presidential 

campaign was on, and everybody was talking politics. Ostrinski would take him to the next 

meeting of the branch local, and introduce him, and he might join the party. The dues were five 

cents a week, but any one who could not afford this might be excused from paying. The Socialist 

party was a really democratic political organization—it was controlled absolutely by its own 

membership, and had no bosses. All of these things Ostrinski explained, as also the principles of 

the party. You might say that there was really but one Socialist principle—that of “no 

compromise,” which was the essence of the proletarian movement all over the world. When a 

Socialist was elected to office he voted with old party legislators for any measure that was likely 

to be of help to the working class, but he never forgot that these concessions, whatever they 

might be, were trifles compared with the great purpose—the organizing of the working class for 

the revolution. So far, the rule in America had been that one Socialist made another Socialist 

once every two years; and if they should maintain the same rate they would carry the country in 

1912—though not all of them expected to succeed as quickly as that. 

The Socialists were organized in every civilized nation; it was an international political party, 

said Ostrinski, the greatest the world had ever known. It numbered thirty million of adherents, 

and it cast eight million votes. It had started its first newspaper in Japan, and elected its first 

deputy in Argentina; in France it named members of cabinets, and in Italy and Australia it held 

the balance of power and turned out ministries. In Germany, where its vote was more than a third 



of the total vote of the empire, all other parties and powers had united to fight it. It would not do, 

Ostrinski explained, for the proletariat of one nation to achieve the victory, for that nation would 

be crushed by the military power of the others; and so the Socialist movement was a world 

movement, an organization of all mankind to establish liberty and fraternity. It was the new 

religion of humanity—or you might say it was the fulfillment of the old religion, since it implied 

but the literal application of all the teachings of Christ. 

Until long after midnight Jurgis sat lost in the conversation of his new acquaintance. It was a 

most wonderful experience to him—an almost supernatural experience. It was like encountering 

an inhabitant of the fourth dimension of space, a being who was free from all one’s own 

limitations. For four years, now, Jurgis had been wondering and blundering in the depths of a 

wilderness; and here, suddenly, a hand reached down and seized him, and lifted him out of it, 

and set him upon a mountain-top, from which he could survey it all—could see the paths from 

which he had wandered, the morasses into which he had stumbled, the hiding places of the beasts 

of prey that had fallen upon him. There were his Packingtown experiences, for instance—what 

was there about Packingtown that Ostrinski could not explain! To Jurgis the packers had been 

equivalent to fate; Ostrinski showed him that they were the Beef Trust. They were a gigantic 

combination of capital, which had crushed all opposition, and overthrown the laws of the land, 

and was preying upon the people. Jurgis recollected how, when he had first come to 

Packingtown, he had stood and watched the hog-killing, and thought how cruel and savage it 

was, and come away congratulating himself that he was not a hog; now his new acquaintance 

showed him that a hog was just what he had been—one of the packers’ hogs. What they wanted 

from a hog was all the profits that could be got out of him; and that was what they wanted from 

the workingman, and also that was what they wanted from the public. What the hog thought of it, 

and what he suffered, were not considered; and no more was it with labor, and no more with the 

purchaser of meat. That was true everywhere in the world, but it was especially true in 

Packingtown; there seemed to be something about the work of slaughtering that tended to 

ruthlessness and ferocity—it was literally the fact that in the methods of the packers a hundred 

human lives did not balance a penny of profit. When Jurgis had made himself familiar with the 

Socialist literature, as he would very quickly, he would get glimpses of the Beef Trust from all 

sorts of aspects, and he would find it everywhere the same; it was the incarnation of blind and 

insensate Greed. It was a monster devouring with a thousand mouths, trampling with a thousand 

hoofs; it was the Great Butcher—it was the spirit of Capitalism made flesh. Upon the ocean of 

commerce it sailed as a pirate ship; it had hoisted the black flag and declared war upon 

civilization. Bribery and corruption were its everyday methods. In Chicago the city government 

was simply one of its branch offices; it stole billions of gallons of city water openly, it dictated to 

the courts the sentences of disorderly strikers, it forbade the mayor to enforce the building laws 

against it. In the national capital it had power to prevent inspection of its product, and to falsify 

government reports; it violated the rebate laws, and when an investigation was threatened it 

burned its books and sent its criminal agents out of the country. In the commercial world it was a 

Juggernaut car; it wiped out thousands of businesses every year, it drove men to madness and 

suicide. It had forced the price of cattle so low as to destroy the stock-raising industry, an 

occupation upon which whole states existed; it had ruined thousands of butchers who had refused 

to handle its products. It divided the country into districts, and fixed the price of meat in all of 

them; and it owned all the refrigerator cars, and levied an enormous tribute upon all poultry and 

eggs and fruit and vegetables. With the millions of dollars a week that poured in upon it, it was 

reaching out for the control of other interests, railroads and trolley lines, gas and electric light 



franchises—it already owned the leather and the grain business of the country. The people were 

tremendously stirred up over its encroachments, but nobody had any remedy to suggest; it was 

the task of Socialists to teach and organize them, and prepare them for the time when they were 

to seize the huge machine called the Beef Trust, and use it to produce food for human beings and 

not to heap up fortunes for a band of pirates. It was long after midnight when Jurgis lay down 

upon the floor of Ostrinski’s kitchen; and yet it was an hour before he could get to sleep, for the 

glory of that joyful vision of the people of Packingtown marching in and taking possession of the 

Union Stockyards! 

  



CHAPTER XXX 

Jurgis had breakfast with Ostrinski and his family, and then he went home to Elzbieta. He was 

no longer shy about it—when he went in, instead of saying all the things he had been planning to 

say, he started to tell Elzbieta about the revolution! At first she thought he was out of his mind, 

and it was hours before she could really feel certain that he was himself. When, however, she had 

satisfied herself that he was sane upon all subjects except politics, she troubled herself no further 

about it. Jurgis was destined to find that Elzbieta’s armor was absolutely impervious to 

Socialism. Her soul had been baked hard in the fire of adversity, and there was no altering it 

now; life to her was the hunt for daily bread, and ideas existed for her only as they bore upon 

that. All that interested her in regard to this new frenzy which had seized hold of her son-in-law 

was whether or not it had a tendency to make him sober and industrious; and when she found he 

intended to look for work and to contribute his share to the family fund, she gave him full rein to 

convince her of anything. A wonderfully wise little woman was Elzbieta; she could think as 

quickly as a hunted rabbit, and in half an hour she had chosen her life-attitude to the Socialist 

movement. She agreed in everything with Jurgis, except the need of his paying his dues; and she 

would even go to a meeting with him now and then, and sit and plan her next day’s dinner amid 

the storm. 

For a week after he became a convert Jurgis continued to wander about all day, looking for 

work; until at last he met with a strange fortune. He was passing one of Chicago’s innumerable 

small hotels, and after some hesitation he concluded to go in. A man he took for the proprietor 

was standing in the lobby, and he went up to him and tackled him for a job. 

“What can you do?” the man asked. 

“Anything, sir,” said Jurgis, and added quickly: “I’ve been out of work for a long time, sir. I’m 

an honest man, and I’m strong and willing—” 

The other was eying him narrowly. “Do you drink?” he asked. 

“No, sir,” said Jurgis. 

“Well, I’ve been employing a man as a porter, and he drinks. I’ve discharged him seven times 

now, and I’ve about made up my mind that’s enough. Would you be a porter?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“It’s hard work. You’ll have to clean floors and wash spittoons and fill lamps and handle 

trunks—” 

“I’m willing, sir.” 

“All right. I’ll pay you thirty a month and board, and you can begin now, if you feel like it. 

You can put on the other fellow’s rig.” 

And so Jurgis fell to work, and toiled like a Trojan till night. Then he went and told Elzbieta, 

and also, late as it was, he paid a visit to Ostrinski to let him know of his good fortune. Here he 

received a great surprise, for when he was describing the location of the hotel Ostrinski 

interrupted suddenly, “Not Hinds’s!” 

“Yes,” said Jurgis, “that’s the name.” 

To which the other replied, “Then you’ve got the best boss in Chicago—he’s a state organizer 

of our party, and one of our best-known speakers!” 



So the next morning Jurgis went to his employer and told him; and the man seized him by the 

hand and shook it. “By Jove!” he cried, “that lets me out. I didn’t sleep all last night because I 

had discharged a good Socialist!” 

So, after that, Jurgis was known to his “boss” as “Comrade Jurgis,” and in return he was 

expected to call him “Comrade Hinds.” “Tommy” Hinds, as he was known to his intimates, was 

a squat little man, with broad shoulders and a florid face, decorated with gray side whiskers. He 

was the kindest-hearted man that ever lived, and the liveliest—inexhaustible in his enthusiasm, 

and talking Socialism all day and all night. He was a great fellow to jolly along a crowd, and 

would keep a meeting in an uproar; when once he got really waked up, the torrent of his 

eloquence could be compared with nothing save Niagara. 

Tommy Hinds had begun life as a blacksmith’s helper, and had run away to join the Union 

army, where he had made his first acquaintance with “graft,” in the shape of rotten muskets and 

shoddy blankets. To a musket that broke in a crisis he always attributed the death of his only 

brother, and upon worthless blankets he blamed all the agonies of his own old age. Whenever it 

rained, the rheumatism would get into his joints, and then he would screw up his face and mutter: 

“Capitalism, my boy, capitalism! ‘Écrasez l’Infâme!’” He had one unfailing remedy for all the 

evils of this world, and he preached it to every one; no matter whether the person’s trouble was 

failure in business, or dyspepsia, or a quarrelsome mother-in-law, a twinkle would come into his 

eyes and he would say, “You know what to do about it—vote the Socialist ticket!” 

Tommy Hinds had set out upon the trail of the Octopus as soon as the war was over. He had 

gone into business, and found himself in competition with the fortunes of those who had been 

stealing while he had been fighting. The city government was in their hands and the railroads 

were in league with them, and honest business was driven to the wall; and so Hinds had put all 

his savings into Chicago real estate, and set out singlehanded to dam the river of graft. He had 

been a reform member of the city council, he had been a Greenbacker, a Labor Unionist, a 

Populist, a Bryanite—and after thirty years of fighting, the year 1896 had served to convince him 

that the power of concentrated wealth could never be controlled, but could only be destroyed. He 

had published a pamphlet about it, and set out to organize a party of his own, when a stray 

Socialist leaflet had revealed to him that others had been ahead of him. Now for eight years he 

had been fighting for the party, anywhere, everywhere—whether it was a G.A.R. reunion, or a 

hotel-keepers’ convention, or an Afro-American business-men’s banquet, or a Bible society 

picnic, Tommy Hinds would manage to get himself invited to explain the relations of Socialism 

to the subject in hand. After that he would start off upon a tour of his own, ending at some place 

between New York and Oregon; and when he came back from there, he would go out to organize 

new locals for the state committee; and finally he would come home to rest—and talk Socialism 

in Chicago. Hinds’s hotel was a very hot-bed of the propaganda; all the employees were party 

men, and if they were not when they came, they were quite certain to be before they went away. 

The proprietor would get into a discussion with some one in the lobby, and as the conversation 

grew animated, others would gather about to listen, until finally every one in the place would be 

crowded into a group, and a regular debate would be under way. This went on every night—

when Tommy Hinds was not there to do it, his clerk did it; and when his clerk was away 

campaigning, the assistant attended to it, while Mrs. Hinds sat behind the desk and did the work. 

The clerk was an old crony of the proprietor’s, an awkward, rawboned giant of a man, with a 

lean, sallow face, a broad mouth, and whiskers under his chin, the very type and body of a prairie 

farmer. He had been that all his life—he had fought the railroads in Kansas for fifty years, a 

Granger, a Farmers’ Alliance man, a “middle-of-the-road” Populist. Finally, Tommy Hinds had 



revealed to him the wonderful idea of using the trusts instead of destroying them, and he had sold 

his farm and come to Chicago. 

That was Amos Struver; and then there was Harry Adams, the assistant clerk, a pale, 

scholarly-looking man, who came from Massachusetts, of Pilgrim stock. Adams had been a 

cotton operative in Fall River, and the continued depression in the industry had worn him and his 

family out, and he had emigrated to South Carolina. In Massachusetts the percentage of white 

illiteracy is eight-tenths of one per cent, while in South Carolina it is thirteen and six-tenths per 

cent; also in South Carolina there is a property qualification for voters—and for these and other 

reasons child labor is the rule, and so the cotton mills were driving those of Massachusetts out of 

the business. Adams did not know this, he only knew that the Southern mills were running; but 

when he got there he found that if he was to live, all his family would have to work, and from six 

o’clock at night to six o’clock in the morning. So he had set to work to organize the mill hands, 

after the fashion in Massachusetts, and had been discharged; but he had gotten other work, and 

stuck at it, and at last there had been a strike for shorter hours, and Harry Adams had attempted 

to address a street meeting, which was the end of him. In the states of the far South the labor of 

convicts is leased to contractors, and when there are not convicts enough they have to be 

supplied. Harry Adams was sent up by a judge who was a cousin of the mill owner with whose 

business he had interfered; and though the life had nearly killed him, he had been wise enough 

not to murmur, and at the end of his term he and his family had left the state of South Carolina—

hell’s back yard, as he called it. He had no money for carfare, but it was harvest-time, and they 

walked one day and worked the next; and so Adams got at last to Chicago, and joined the 

Socialist party. He was a studious man, reserved, and nothing of an orator; but he always had a 

pile of books under his desk in the hotel, and articles from his pen were beginning to attract 

attention in the party press. 

Contrary to what one would have expected, all this radicalism did not hurt the hotel business; 

the radicals flocked to it, and the commercial travelers all found it diverting. Of late, also, the 

hotel had become a favorite stopping place for Western cattlemen. Now that the Beef Trust had 

adopted the trick of raising prices to induce enormous shipments of cattle, and then dropping 

them again and scooping in all they needed, a stock raiser was very apt to find himself in 

Chicago without money enough to pay his freight bill; and so he had to go to a cheap hotel, and 

it was no drawback to him if there was an agitator talking in the lobby. These Western fellows 

were just “meat” for Tommy Hinds—he would get a dozen of them around him and paint little 

pictures of “the System.” Of course, it was not a week before he had heard Jurgis’s story, and 

after that he would not have let his new porter go for the world. “See here,” he would say, in the 

middle of an argument, “I’ve got a fellow right here in my place who’s worked there and seen 

every bit of it!” And then Jurgis would drop his work, whatever it was, and come, and the other 

would say, “Comrade Jurgis, just tell these gentlemen what you saw on the killing-beds.” At first 

this request caused poor Jurgis the most acute agony, and it was like pulling teeth to get him to 

talk; but gradually he found out what was wanted, and in the end he learned to stand up and 

speak his piece with enthusiasm. His employer would sit by and encourage him with 

exclamations and shakes of the head; when Jurgis would give the formula for “potted ham,” or 

tell about the condemned hogs that were dropped into the “destructors” at the top and 

immediately taken out again at the bottom, to be shipped into another state and made into lard, 

Tommy Hinds would bang his knee and cry, “Do you think a man could make up a thing like 

that out of his head?” 



And then the hotel-keeper would go on to show how the Socialists had the only real remedy 

for such evils, how they alone “meant business” with the Beef Trust. And when, in answer to 

this, the victim would say that the whole country was getting stirred up, that the newspapers were 

full of denunciations of it, and the government taking action against it, Tommy Hinds had a 

knock-out blow all ready. “Yes,” he would say, “all that is true—but what do you suppose is the 

reason for it? Are you foolish enough to believe that it’s done for the public? There are other 

trusts in the country just as illegal and extortionate as the Beef Trust: there is the Coal Trust, that 

freezes the poor in winter—there is the Steel Trust, that doubles the price of every nail in your 

shoes—there is the Oil Trust, that keeps you from reading at night—and why do you suppose it 

is that all the fury of the press and the government is directed against the Beef Trust?” And when 

to this the victim would reply that there was clamor enough over the Oil Trust, the other would 

continue: “Ten years ago Henry D. Lloyd told all the truth about the Standard Oil Company in 

his Wealth versus Commonwealth; and the book was allowed to die, and you hardly ever hear of 

it. And now, at last, two magazines have the courage to tackle ‘Standard Oil’ again, and what 

happens? The newspapers ridicule the authors, the churches defend the criminals, and the 

government—does nothing. And now, why is it all so different with the Beef Trust?” 

Here the other would generally admit that he was “stuck”; and Tommy Hinds would explain to 

him, and it was fun to see his eyes open. “If you were a Socialist,” the hotel-keeper would say, 

“you would understand that the power which really governs the United States today is the 

Railroad Trust. It is the Railroad Trust that runs your state government, wherever you live, and 

that runs the United States Senate. And all of the trusts that I have named are railroad trusts—

save only the Beef Trust! The Beef Trust has defied the railroads—it is plundering them day by 

day through the Private Car; and so the public is roused to fury, and the papers clamor for action, 

and the government goes on the war-path! And you poor common people watch and applaud the 

job, and think it’s all done for you, and never dream that it is really the grand climax of the 

century-long battle of commercial competition—the final death grapple between the chiefs of the 

Beef Trust and ‘Standard Oil,’ for the prize of the mastery and ownership of the United States of 

America!” 

Such was the new home in which Jurgis lived and worked, and in which his education was 

completed. Perhaps you would imagine that he did not do much work there, but that would be a 

great mistake. He would have cut off one hand for Tommy Hinds; and to keep Hinds’s hotel a 

thing of beauty was his joy in life. That he had a score of Socialist arguments chasing through his 

brain in the meantime did not interfere with this; on the contrary, Jurgis scrubbed the spittoons 

and polished the banisters all the more vehemently because at the same time he was wrestling 

inwardly with an imaginary recalcitrant. It would be pleasant to record that he swore off drinking 

immediately, and all the rest of his bad habits with it; but that would hardly be exact. These 

revolutionists were not angels; they were men, and men who had come up from the social pit, 

and with the mire of it smeared over them. Some of them drank, and some of them swore, and 

some of them ate pie with their knives; there was only one difference between them and all the 

rest of the populace—that they were men with a hope, with a cause to fight for and suffer for. 

There came times to Jurgis when the vision seemed far-off and pale, and a glass of beer loomed 

large in comparison; but if the glass led to another glass, and to too many glasses, he had 

something to spur him to remorse and resolution on the morrow. It was so evidently a wicked 

thing to spend one’s pennies for drink, when the working class was wandering in darkness, and 

waiting to be delivered; the price of a glass of beer would buy fifty copies of a leaflet, and one 

could hand these out to the unregenerate, and then get drunk upon the thought of the good that 



was being accomplished. That was the way the movement had been made, and it was the only 

way it would progress; it availed nothing to know of it, without fighting for it—it was a thing for 

all, not for a few! A corollary of this proposition of course was, that any one who refused to 

receive the new gospel was personally responsible for keeping Jurgis from his heart’s desire; and 

this, alas, made him uncomfortable as an acquaintance. He met some neighbors with whom 

Elzbieta had made friends in her neighborhood, and he set out to make Socialists of them by 

wholesale, and several times he all but got into a fight. 

It was all so painfully obvious to Jurgis! It was so incomprehensible how a man could fail to 

see it! Here were all the opportunities of the country, the land, and the buildings upon the land, 

the railroads, the mines, the factories, and the stores, all in the hands of a few private individuals, 

called capitalists, for whom the people were obliged to work for wages. The whole balance of 

what the people produced went to heap up the fortunes of these capitalists, to heap, and heap 

again, and yet again—and that in spite of the fact that they, and every one about them, lived in 

unthinkable luxury! And was it not plain that if the people cut off the share of those who merely 

“owned,” the share of those who worked would be much greater? That was as plain as two and 

two makes four; and it was the whole of it, absolutely the whole of it; and yet there were people 

who could not see it, who would argue about everything else in the world. They would tell you 

that governments could not manage things as economically as private individuals; they would 

repeat and repeat that, and think they were saying something! They could not see that 

“economical” management by masters meant simply that they, the people, were worked harder 

and ground closer and paid less! They were wage-earners and servants, at the mercy of exploiters 

whose one thought was to get as much out of them as possible; and they were taking an interest 

in the process, were anxious lest it should not be done thoroughly enough! Was it not honestly a 

trial to listen to an argument such as that? 

And yet there were things even worse. You would begin talking to some poor devil who had 

worked in one shop for the last thirty years, and had never been able to save a penny; who left 

home every morning at six o’clock, to go and tend a machine, and come back at night too tired to 

take his clothes off; who had never had a week’s vacation in his life, had never traveled, never 

had an adventure, never learned anything, never hoped anything—and when you started to tell 

him about Socialism he would sniff and say, “I’m not interested in that—I’m an individualist!” 

And then he would go on to tell you that Socialism was “paternalism,” and that if it ever had its 

way the world would stop progressing. It was enough to make a mule laugh, to hear arguments 

like that; and yet it was no laughing matter, as you found out—for how many millions of such 

poor deluded wretches there were, whose lives had been so stunted by capitalism that they no 

longer knew what freedom was! And they really thought that it was “individualism” for tens of 

thousands of them to herd together and obey the orders of a steel magnate, and produce hundreds 

of millions of dollars of wealth for him, and then let him give them libraries; while for them to 

take the industry, and run it to suit themselves, and build their own libraries—that would have 

been “Paternalism”! 

Sometimes the agony of such things as this was almost more than Jurgis could bear; yet there 

was no way of escape from it, there was nothing to do but to dig away at the base of this 

mountain of ignorance and prejudice. You must keep at the poor fellow; you must hold your 

temper, and argue with him, and watch for your chance to stick an idea or two into his head. And 

the rest of the time you must sharpen up your weapons—you must think out new replies to his 

objections, and provide yourself with new facts to prove to him the folly of his ways. 



So Jurgis acquired the reading habit. He would carry in his pocket a tract or a pamphlet which 

some one had loaned him, and whenever he had an idle moment during the day he would plod 

through a paragraph, and then think about it while he worked. Also he read the newspapers, and 

asked questions about them. One of the other porters at Hinds’s was a sharp little Irishman, who 

knew everything that Jurgis wanted to know; and while they were busy he would explain to him 

the geography of America, and its history, its constitution and its laws; also he gave him an idea 

of the business system of the country, the great railroads and corporations, and who owned them, 

and the labor unions, and the big strikes, and the men who had led them. Then at night, when he 

could get off, Jurgis would attend the Socialist meetings. During the campaign one was not 

dependent upon the street corner affairs, where the weather and the quality of the orator were 

equally uncertain; there were hall meetings every night, and one could hear speakers of national 

prominence. These discussed the political situation from every point of view, and all that 

troubled Jurgis was the impossibility of carrying off but a small part of the treasures they offered 

him. 

There was a man who was known in the party as the “Little Giant.” The Lord had used up so 

much material in the making of his head that there had not been enough to complete his legs; but 

he got about on the platform, and when he shook his raven whiskers the pillars of capitalism 

rocked. He had written a veritable encyclopedia upon the subject, a book that was nearly as big 

as himself—And then there was a young author, who came from California, and had been a 

salmon fisher, an oyster-pirate, a longshoreman, a sailor; who had tramped the country and been 

sent to jail, had lived in the Whitechapel slums, and been to the Klondike in search of gold. All 

these things he pictured in his books, and because he was a man of genius he forced the world to 

hear him. Now he was famous, but wherever he went he still preached the gospel of the poor. 

And then there was one who was known at the “millionaire Socialist.” He had made a fortune in 

business, and spent nearly all of it in building up a magazine, which the post office department 

had tried to suppress, and had driven to Canada. He was a quiet-mannered man, whom you 

would have taken for anything in the world but a Socialist agitator. His speech was simple and 

informal—he could not understand why any one should get excited about these things. It was a 

process of economic evolution, he said, and he exhibited its laws and methods. Life was a 

struggle for existence, and the strong overcame the weak, and in turn were overcome by the 

strongest. Those who lost in the struggle were generally exterminated; but now and then they had 

been known to save themselves by combination—which was a new and higher kind of strength. 

It was so that the gregarious animals had overcome the predaceous; it was so, in human history, 

that the people had mastered the kings. The workers were simply the citizens of industry, and the 

Socialist movement was the expression of their will to survive. The inevitability of the revolution 

depended upon this fact, that they had no choice but to unite or be exterminated; this fact, grim 

and inexorable, depended upon no human will, it was the law of the economic process, of which 

the editor showed the details with the most marvelous precision. 

And later on came the evening of the great meeting of the campaign, when Jurgis heard the 

two standard-bearers of his party. Ten years before there had been in Chicago a strike of a 

hundred and fifty thousand railroad employees, and thugs had been hired by the railroads to 

commit violence, and the President of the United States had sent in troops to break the strike, by 

flinging the officers of the union into jail without trial. The president of the union came out of his 

cell a ruined man; but also he came out a Socialist; and now for just ten years he had been 

traveling up and down the country, standing face to face with the people, and pleading with them 

for justice. He was a man of electric presence, tall and gaunt, with a face worn thin by struggle 



and suffering. The fury of outraged manhood gleamed in it—and the tears of suffering little 

children pleaded in his voice. When he spoke he paced the stage, lithe and eager, like a panther. 

He leaned over, reaching out for his audience; he pointed into their souls with an insistent finger. 

His voice was husky from much speaking, but the great auditorium was as still as death, and 

every one heard him. 

And then, as Jurgis came out from this meeting, some one handed him a paper which he 

carried home with him and read; and so he became acquainted with the “Appeal to Reason.” 

About twelve years previously a Colorado real-estate speculator had made up his mind that it 

was wrong to gamble in the necessities of life of human beings: and so he had retired and begun 

the publication of a Socialist weekly. There had come a time when he had to set his own type, 

but he had held on and won out, and now his publication was an institution. It used a carload of 

paper every week, and the mail trains would be hours loading up at the depot of the little Kansas 

town. It was a four-page weekly, which sold for less than half a cent a copy; its regular 

subscription list was a quarter of a million, and it went to every crossroads post office in 

America. 

The “Appeal” was a “propaganda” paper. It had a manner all its own—it was full of ginger 

and spice, of Western slang and hustle: It collected news of the doings of the “plutes,” and 

served it up for the benefit of the “American working-mule.” It would have columns of the 

deadly parallel—the million dollars’ worth of diamonds, or the fancy pet-poodle establishment 

of a society dame, beside the fate of Mrs. Murphy of San Francisco, who had starved to death on 

the streets, or of John Robinson, just out of the hospital, who had hanged himself in New York 

because he could not find work. It collected the stories of graft and misery from the daily press, 

and made a little pungent paragraphs out of them. “Three banks of Bungtown, South Dakota, 

failed, and more savings of the workers swallowed up!” “The mayor of Sandy Creek, Oklahoma, 

has skipped with a hundred thousand dollars. That’s the kind of rulers the old partyites give 

you!” “The president of the Florida Flying Machine Company is in jail for bigamy. He was a 

prominent opponent of Socialism, which he said would break up the home!” The “Appeal” had 

what it called its “Army,” about thirty thousand of the faithful, who did things for it; and it was 

always exhorting the “Army” to keep its dander up, and occasionally encouraging it with a prize 

competition, for anything from a gold watch to a private yacht or an eighty-acre farm. Its office 

helpers were all known to the “Army” by quaint titles—“Inky Ike,” “the Bald-headed Man,” “the 

Redheaded Girl,” “the Bulldog,” “the Office Goat,” and “the One Hoss.” 

But sometimes, again, the “Appeal” would be desperately serious. It sent a correspondent to 

Colorado, and printed pages describing the overthrow of American institutions in that state. In a 

certain city of the country it had over forty of its “Army” in the headquarters of the Telegraph 

Trust, and no message of importance to Socialists ever went through that a copy of it did not go 

to the “Appeal.” It would print great broadsides during the campaign; one copy that came to 

Jurgis was a manifesto addressed to striking workingmen, of which nearly a million copies had 

been distributed in the industrial centers, wherever the employers’ associations had been carrying 

out their “open shop” program. “You have lost the strike!” it was headed. “And now what are 

you going to do about it?” It was what is called an “incendiary” appeal—it was written by a man 

into whose soul the iron had entered. When this edition appeared, twenty thousand copies were 

sent to the stockyards district; and they were taken out and stowed away in the rear of a little 

cigar store, and every evening, and on Sundays, the members of the Packingtown locals would 

get armfuls and distribute them on the streets and in the houses. The people of Packingtown had 

lost their strike, if ever a people had, and so they read these papers gladly, and twenty thousand 



were hardly enough to go round. Jurgis had resolved not to go near his old home again, but when 

he heard of this it was too much for him, and every night for a week he would get on the car and 

ride out to the stockyards, and help to undo his work of the previous year, when he had sent 

Mike Scully’s ten-pin setter to the city Board of Aldermen. 

It was quite marvelous to see what a difference twelve months had made in Packingtown—the 

eyes of the people were getting opened! The Socialists were literally sweeping everything before 

them that election, and Scully and the Cook County machine were at their wits’ end for an 

“issue.” At the very close of the campaign they bethought themselves of the fact that the strike 

had been broken by Negroes, and so they sent for a South Carolina fire-eater, the “pitchfork 

senator,” as he was called, a man who took off his coat when he talked to workingmen, and 

damned and swore like a Hessian. This meeting they advertised extensively, and the Socialists 

advertised it too—with the result that about a thousand of them were on hand that evening. The 

“pitchfork senator” stood their fusillade of questions for about an hour, and then went home in 

disgust, and the balance of the meeting was a strictly party affair. Jurgis, who had insisted upon 

coming, had the time of his life that night; he danced about and waved his arms in his 

excitement—and at the very climax he broke loose from his friends, and got out into the aisle, 

and proceeded to make a speech himself! The senator had been denying that the Democratic 

party was corrupt; it was always the Republicans who bought the votes, he said—and here was 

Jurgis shouting furiously, “It’s a lie! It’s a lie!” After which he went on to tell them how he knew 

it—that he knew it because he had bought them himself! And he would have told the “pitchfork 

senator” all his experiences, had not Harry Adams and a friend grabbed him about the neck and 

shoved him into a seat. 

  



CHAPTER XXXI 

One of the first things that Jurgis had done after he got a job was to go and see Marija. She 

came down into the basement of the house to meet him, and he stood by the door with his hat in 

his hand, saying, “I’ve got work now, and so you can leave here.” 

But Marija only shook her head. There was nothing else for her to do, she said, and nobody to 

employ her. She could not keep her past a secret—girls had tried it, and they were always found 

out. There were thousands of men who came to this place, and sooner or later she would meet 

one of them. “And besides,” Marija added, “I can’t do anything. I’m no good—I take dope. What 

could you do with me?” 

“Can’t you stop?” Jurgis cried. 

“No,” she answered, “I’ll never stop. What’s the use of talking about it—I’ll stay here till I 

die, I guess. It’s all I’m fit for.” And that was all that he could get her to say—there was no use 

trying. When he told her he would not let Elzbieta take her money, she answered indifferently: 

“Then it’ll be wasted here—that’s all.” Her eyelids looked heavy and her face was red and 

swollen; he saw that he was annoying her, that she only wanted him to go away. So he went, 

disappointed and sad. 

Poor Jurgis was not very happy in his home-life. Elzbieta was sick a good deal now, and the 

boys were wild and unruly, and very much the worse for their life upon the streets. But he stuck 

by the family nevertheless, for they reminded him of his old happiness; and when things went 

wrong he could solace himself with a plunge into the Socialist movement. Since his life had been 

caught up into the current of this great stream, things which had before been the whole of life to 

him came to seem of relatively slight importance; his interests were elsewhere, in the world of 

ideas. His outward life was commonplace and uninteresting; he was just a hotel-porter, and 

expected to remain one while he lived; but meantime, in the realm of thought, his life was a 

perpetual adventure. There was so much to know—so many wonders to be discovered! Never in 

all his life did Jurgis forget the day before election, when there came a telephone message from a 

friend of Harry Adams, asking him to bring Jurgis to see him that night; and Jurgis went, and met 

one of the minds of the movement. 

The invitation was from a man named Fisher, a Chicago millionaire who had given up his life 

to settlement work, and had a little home in the heart of the city’s slums. He did not belong to the 

party, but he was in sympathy with it; and he said that he was to have as his guest that night the 

editor of a big Eastern magazine, who wrote against Socialism, but really did not know what it 

was. The millionaire suggested that Adams bring Jurgis along, and then start up the subject of 

“pure food,” in which the editor was interested. 

Young Fisher’s home was a little two-story brick house, dingy and weather-beaten outside, but 

attractive within. The room that Jurgis saw was half lined with books, and upon the walls were 

many pictures, dimly visible in the soft, yellow light; it was a cold, rainy night, so a log fire was 

crackling in the open hearth. Seven or eight people were gathered about it when Adams and his 

friend arrived, and Jurgis saw to his dismay that three of them were ladies. He had never talked 

to people of this sort before, and he fell into an agony of embarrassment. He stood in the 

doorway clutching his hat tightly in his hands, and made a deep bow to each of the persons as he 

was introduced; then, when he was asked to have a seat, he took a chair in a dark corner, and sat 

down upon the edge of it, and wiped the perspiration off his forehead with his sleeve. He was 

terrified lest they should expect him to talk. 



There was the host himself, a tall, athletic young man, clad in evening dress, as also was the 

editor, a dyspeptic-looking gentleman named Maynard. There was the former’s frail young wife, 

and also an elderly lady, who taught kindergarten in the settlement, and a young college student, 

a beautiful girl with an intense and earnest face. She only spoke once or twice while Jurgis was 

there—the rest of the time she sat by the table in the center of the room, resting her chin in her 

hands and drinking in the conversation. There were two other men, whom young Fisher had 

introduced to Jurgis as Mr. Lucas and Mr. Schliemann; he heard them address Adams as 

“Comrade,” and so he knew that they were Socialists. 

The one called Lucas was a mild and meek-looking little gentleman of clerical aspect; he had 

been an itinerant evangelist, it transpired, and had seen the light and become a prophet of the 

new dispensation. He traveled all over the country, living like the apostles of old, upon 

hospitality, and preaching upon street-corners when there was no hall. The other man had been in 

the midst of a discussion with the editor when Adams and Jurgis came in; and at the suggestion 

of the host they resumed it after the interruption. Jurgis was soon sitting spellbound, thinking that 

here was surely the strangest man that had ever lived in the world. 

Nicholas Schliemann was a Swede, a tall, gaunt person, with hairy hands and bristling yellow 

beard; he was a university man, and had been a professor of philosophy—until, as he said, he had 

found that he was selling his character as well as his time. Instead he had come to America, 

where he lived in a garret room in this slum district, and made volcanic energy take the place of 

fire. He studied the composition of food-stuffs, and knew exactly how many proteids and 

carbohydrates his body needed; and by scientific chewing he said that he tripled the value of all 

he ate, so that it cost him eleven cents a day. About the first of July he would leave Chicago for 

his vacation, on foot; and when he struck the harvest fields he would set to work for two dollars 

and a half a day, and come home when he had another year’s supply—a hundred and twenty-five 

dollars. That was the nearest approach to independence a man could make “under capitalism,” he 

explained; he would never marry, for no sane man would allow himself to fall in love until after 

the revolution. 

He sat in a big arm-chair, with his legs crossed, and his head so far in the shadow that one saw 

only two glowing lights, reflected from the fire on the hearth. He spoke simply, and utterly 

without emotion; with the manner of a teacher setting forth to a group of scholars an axiom in 

geometry, he would enunciate such propositions as made the hair of an ordinary person rise on 

end. And when the auditor had asserted his non-comprehension, he would proceed to elucidate 

by some new proposition, yet more appalling. To Jurgis the Herr Dr. Schliemann assumed the 

proportions of a thunderstorm or an earthquake. And yet, strange as it might seem, there was a 

subtle bond between them, and he could follow the argument nearly all the time. He was carried 

over the difficult places in spite of himself; and he went plunging away in mad career—a very 

Mazeppa-ride upon the wild horse Speculation. 

Nicholas Schliemann was familiar with all the universe, and with man as a small part of it. He 

understood human institutions, and blew them about like soap bubbles. It was surprising that so 

much destructiveness could be contained in one human mind. Was it government? The purpose 

of government was the guarding of property-rights, the perpetuation of ancient force and modern 

fraud. Or was it marriage? Marriage and prostitution were two sides of one shield, the predatory 

man’s exploitation of the sex-pleasure. The difference between them was a difference of class. If 

a woman had money she might dictate her own terms: equality, a life contract, and the 

legitimacy—that is, the property-rights—of her children. If she had no money, she was a 

proletarian, and sold herself for an existence. And then the subject became Religion, which was 



the Archfiend’s deadliest weapon. Government oppressed the body of the wage-slave, but 

Religion oppressed his mind, and poisoned the stream of progress at its source. The working-

man was to fix his hopes upon a future life, while his pockets were picked in this one; he was 

brought up to frugality, humility, obedience—in short to all the pseudo-virtues of capitalism. The 

destiny of civilization would be decided in one final death struggle between the Red International 

and the Black, between Socialism and the Roman Catholic Church; while here at home, “the 

stygian midnight of American evangelicalism—” 

And here the ex-preacher entered the field, and there was a lively tussle. “Comrade” Lucas 

was not what is called an educated man; he knew only the Bible, but it was the Bible interpreted 

by real experience. And what was the use, he asked, of confusing Religion with men’s 

perversions of it? That the church was in the hands of the merchants at the moment was obvious 

enough; but already there were signs of rebellion, and if Comrade Schliemann could come back a 

few years from now— 

“Ah, yes,” said the other, “of course, I have no doubt that in a hundred years the Vatican will 

be denying that it ever opposed Socialism, just as at present it denies that it ever tortured 

Galileo.” 

“I am not defending the Vatican,” exclaimed Lucas, vehemently. “I am defending the word of 

God—which is one long cry of the human spirit for deliverance from the sway of oppression. 

Take the twenty-fourth chapter of the Book of Job, which I am accustomed to quote in my 

addresses as ‘the Bible upon the Beef Trust’; or take the words of Isaiah—or of the Master 

himself! Not the elegant prince of our debauched and vicious art, not the jeweled idol of our 

society churches—but the Jesus of the awful reality, the man of sorrow and pain, the outcast, 

despised of the world, who had nowhere to lay his head—” 

“I will grant you Jesus,” interrupted the other. 

“Well, then,” cried Lucas, “and why should Jesus have nothing to do with his church—why 

should his words and his life be of no authority among those who profess to adore him? Here is a 

man who was the world’s first revolutionist, the true founder of the Socialist movement; a man 

whose whole being was one flame of hatred for wealth, and all that wealth stands for,—for the 

pride of wealth, and the luxury of wealth, and the tyranny of wealth; who was himself a beggar 

and a tramp, a man of the people, an associate of saloon-keepers and women of the town; who 

again and again, in the most explicit language, denounced wealth and the holding of wealth: ‘Lay 

not up for yourselves treasures on earth!’—‘Sell that ye have and give alms!’—‘Blessed are ye 

poor, for yours is the kingdom of Heaven!’—‘Woe unto you that are rich, for ye have received 

your consolation!’—‘Verily, I say unto you, that a rich man shall hardly enter into the kingdom 

of Heaven!’ Who denounced in unmeasured terms the exploiters of his own time: ‘Woe unto 

you, scribes and pharisees, hypocrites!’—‘Woe unto you also, you lawyers!’—‘Ye serpents, ye 

generation of vipers, how can ye escape the damnation of hell?’ Who drove out the business men 

and brokers from the temple with a whip! Who was crucified—think of it—for an incendiary and 

a disturber of the social order! And this man they have made into the high priest of property and 

smug respectability, a divine sanction of all the horrors and abominations of modern commercial 

civilization! Jeweled images are made of him, sensual priests burn incense to him, and modern 

pirates of industry bring their dollars, wrung from the toil of helpless women and children, and 

build temples to him, and sit in cushioned seats and listen to his teachings expounded by doctors 

of dusty divinity—” 



“Bravo!” cried Schliemann, laughing. But the other was in full career—he had talked this 

subject every day for five years, and had never yet let himself be stopped. “This Jesus of 

Nazareth!” he cried. “This class-conscious working-man! This union carpenter! This agitator, 

law-breaker, firebrand, anarchist! He, the sovereign lord and master of a world which grinds the 

bodies and souls of human beings into dollars—if he could come into the world this day and see 

the things that men have made in his name, would it not blast his soul with horror? Would he not 

go mad at the sight of it, he the Prince of Mercy and Love! That dreadful night when he lay in 

the Garden of Gethsemane and writhed in agony until he sweat blood—do you think that he saw 

anything worse than he might see tonight upon the plains of Manchuria, where men march out 

with a jeweled image of him before them, to do wholesale murder for the benefit of foul 

monsters of sensuality and cruelty? Do you not know that if he were in St. Petersburg now, he 

would take the whip with which he drove out the bankers from his temple—” 

Here the speaker paused an instant for breath. “No, comrade,” said the other, dryly, “for he 

was a practical man. He would take pretty little imitation lemons, such as are now being shipped 

into Russia, handy for carrying in the pockets, and strong enough to blow a whole temple out of 

sight.” 

Lucas waited until the company had stopped laughing over this; then he began again: “But 

look at it from the point of view of practical politics, comrade. Here is an historical figure whom 

all men reverence and love, whom some regard as divine; and who was one of us—who lived our 

life, and taught our doctrine. And now shall we leave him in the hands of his enemies—shall we 

allow them to stifle and stultify his example? We have his words, which no one can deny; and 

shall we not quote them to the people, and prove to them what he was, and what he taught, and 

what he did? No, no, a thousand times no!—we shall use his authority to turn out the knaves and 

sluggards from his ministry, and we shall yet rouse the people to action!—” 

Lucas halted again; and the other stretched out his hand to a paper on the table. “Here, 

comrade,” he said, with a laugh, “here is a place for you to begin. A bishop whose wife has just 

been robbed of fifty thousand dollars’ worth of diamonds! And a most unctuous and oily of 

bishops! An eminent and scholarly bishop! A philanthropist and friend of labor bishop—a Civic 

Federation decoy duck for the chloroforming of the wage-working-man!” 

To this little passage of arms the rest of the company sat as spectators. But now Mr. Maynard, 

the editor, took occasion to remark, somewhat naïvely, that he had always understood that 

Socialists had a cut-and-dried program for the future of civilization; whereas here were two 

active members of the party, who, from what he could make out, were agreed about nothing at 

all. Would the two, for his enlightenment, try to ascertain just what they had in common, and 

why they belonged to the same party? This resulted, after much debating, in the formulating of 

two carefully worded propositions: First, that a Socialist believes in the common ownership and 

democratic management of the means of producing the necessities of life; and, second, that a 

Socialist believes that the means by which this is to be brought about is the class conscious 

political organization of the wage-earners. Thus far they were at one; but no farther. To Lucas, 

the religious zealot, the co-operative commonwealth was the New Jerusalem, the kingdom of 

Heaven, which is “within you.” To the other, Socialism was simply a necessary step toward a 

far-distant goal, a step to be tolerated with impatience. Schliemann called himself a “philosophic 

anarchist”; and he explained that an anarchist was one who believed that the end of human 

existence was the free development of every personality, unrestricted by laws save those of its 

own being. Since the same kind of match would light every one’s fire and the same-shaped loaf 

of bread would fill every one’s stomach, it would be perfectly feasible to submit industry to the 



control of a majority vote. There was only one earth, and the quantity of material things was 

limited. Of intellectual and moral things, on the other hand, there was no limit, and one could 

have more without another’s having less; hence “Communism in material production, anarchism 

in intellectual,” was the formula of modern proletarian thought. As soon as the birth agony was 

over, and the wounds of society had been healed, there would be established a simple system 

whereby each man was credited with his labor and debited with his purchases; and after that the 

processes of production, exchange, and consumption would go on automatically, and without our 

being conscious of them, any more than a man is conscious of the beating of his heart. And then, 

explained Schliemann, society would break up into independent, self-governing communities of 

mutually congenial persons; examples of which at present were clubs, churches, and political 

parties. After the revolution, all the intellectual, artistic, and spiritual activities of men would be 

cared for by such “free associations”; romantic novelists would be supported by those who liked 

to read romantic novels, and impressionist painters would be supported by those who liked to 

look at impressionist pictures—and the same with preachers and scientists, editors and actors and 

musicians. If any one wanted to work or paint or pray, and could find no one to maintain him, he 

could support himself by working part of the time. That was the case at present, the only 

difference being that the competitive wage system compelled a man to work all the time to live, 

while, after the abolition of privilege and exploitation, any one would be able to support himself 

by an hour’s work a day. Also the artist’s audience of the present was a small minority of people, 

all debased and vulgarized by the effort it had cost them to win in the commercial battle, of the 

intellectual and artistic activities which would result when the whole of mankind was set free 

from the nightmare of competition, we could at present form no conception whatever. 

And then the editor wanted to know upon what ground Dr. Schliemann asserted that it might 

be possible for a society to exist upon an hour’s toil by each of its members. “Just what,” 

answered the other, “would be the productive capacity of society if the present resources of 

science were utilized, we have no means of ascertaining; but we may be sure it would exceed 

anything that would sound reasonable to minds inured to the ferocious barbarities of capitalism. 

After the triumph of the international proletariat, war would of course be inconceivable; and who 

can figure the cost of war to humanity—not merely the value of the lives and the material that it 

destroys, not merely the cost of keeping millions of men in idleness, of arming and equipping 

them for battle and parade, but the drain upon the vital energies of society by the war attitude and 

the war terror, the brutality and ignorance, the drunkenness, prostitution, and crime it entails, the 

industrial impotence and the moral deadness? Do you think that it would be too much to say that 

two hours of the working time of every efficient member of a community goes to feed the red 

fiend of war?” 

And then Schliemann went on to outline some of the wastes of competition: the losses of 

industrial warfare; the ceaseless worry and friction; the vices—such as drink, for instance, the 

use of which had nearly doubled in twenty years, as a consequence of the intensification of the 

economic struggle; the idle and unproductive members of the community, the frivolous rich and 

the pauperized poor; the law and the whole machinery of repression; the wastes of social 

ostentation, the milliners and tailors, the hairdressers, dancing masters, chefs and lackeys. “You 

understand,” he said, “that in a society dominated by the fact of commercial competition, money 

is necessarily the test of prowess, and wastefulness the sole criterion of power. So we have, at the 

present moment, a society with, say, thirty per cent of the population occupied in producing 

useless articles, and one per cent occupied in destroying them. And this is not all; for the servants 

and panders of the parasites are also parasites, the milliners and the jewelers and the lackeys 



have also to be supported by the useful members of the community. And bear in mind also that 

this monstrous disease affects not merely the idlers and their menials, its poison penetrates the 

whole social body. Beneath the hundred thousand women of the elite are a million middle-class 

women, miserable because they are not of the elite, and trying to appear of it in public; and 

beneath them, in turn, are five million farmers’ wives reading ‘fashion papers’ and trimming 

bonnets, and shop-girls and serving-maids selling themselves into brothels for cheap jewelry and 

imitation seal-skin robes. And then consider that, added to this competition in display, you have, 

like oil on the flames, a whole system of competition in selling! You have manufacturers 

contriving tens of thousands of catchpenny devices, storekeepers displaying them, and 

newspapers and magazines filled up with advertisements of them!” 

“And don’t forget the wastes of fraud,” put in young Fisher. 

“When one comes to the ultra-modern profession of advertising,” responded Schliemann—

“the science of persuading people to buy what they do not want—he is in the very center of the 

ghastly charnel house of capitalist destructiveness, and he scarcely knows which of a dozen 

horrors to point out first. But consider the waste in time and energy incidental to making ten 

thousand varieties of a thing for purposes of ostentation and snobbishness, where one variety 

would do for use! Consider all the waste incidental to the manufacture of cheap qualities of 

goods, of goods made to sell and deceive the ignorant; consider the wastes of adulteration,—the 

shoddy clothing, the cotton blankets, the unstable tenements, the ground-cork life-preservers, the 

adulterated milk, the aniline soda water, the potato-flour sausages—” 

“And consider the moral aspects of the thing,” put in the ex-preacher. 

“Precisely,” said Schliemann; “the low knavery and the ferocious cruelty incidental to them, 

the plotting and the lying and the bribing, the blustering and bragging, the screaming egotism, 

the hurrying and worrying. Of course, imitation and adulteration are the essence of 

competition—they are but another form of the phrase ‘to buy in the cheapest market and sell in 

the dearest.’ A government official has stated that the nation suffers a loss of a billion and a 

quarter dollars a year through adulterated foods; which means, of course, not only materials 

wasted that might have been useful outside of the human stomach, but doctors and nurses for 

people who would otherwise have been well, and undertakers for the whole human race ten or 

twenty years before the proper time. Then again, consider the waste of time and energy required 

to sell these things in a dozen stores, where one would do. There are a million or two of business 

firms in the country, and five or ten times as many clerks; and consider the handling and 

rehandling, the accounting and reaccounting, the planning and worrying, the balancing of petty 

profit and loss. Consider the whole machinery of the civil law made necessary by these 

processes; the libraries of ponderous tomes, the courts and juries to interpret them, the lawyers 

studying to circumvent them, the pettifogging and chicanery, the hatreds and lies! Consider the 

wastes incidental to the blind and haphazard production of commodities—the factories closed, 

the workers idle, the goods spoiling in storage; consider the activities of the stock manipulator, 

the paralyzing of whole industries, the overstimulation of others, for speculative purposes; the 

assignments and bank failures, the crises and panics, the deserted towns and the starving 

populations! Consider the energies wasted in the seeking of markets, the sterile trades, such as 

drummer, solicitor, bill-poster, advertising agent. Consider the wastes incidental to the crowding 

into cities, made necessary by competition and by monopoly railroad rates; consider the slums, 

the bad air, the disease and the waste of vital energies; consider the office buildings, the waste of 

time and material in the piling of story upon story, and the burrowing underground! Then take 



the whole business of insurance, the enormous mass of administrative and clerical labor it 

involves, and all utter waste—” 

“I do not follow that,” said the editor. “The Cooperative Commonwealth is a universal 

automatic insurance company and savings bank for all its members. Capital being the property of 

all, injury to it is shared by all and made up by all. The bank is the universal government credit-

account, the ledger in which every individual’s earnings and spendings are balanced. There is 

also a universal government bulletin, in which are listed and precisely described everything 

which the commonwealth has for sale. As no one makes any profit by the sale, there is no longer 

any stimulus to extravagance, and no misrepresentation; no cheating, no adulteration or 

imitation, no bribery or ‘grafting.’” 

“How is the price of an article determined?” 

“The price is the labor it has cost to make and deliver it, and it is determined by the first 

principles of arithmetic. The million workers in the nation’s wheat fields have worked a hundred 

days each, and the total product of the labor is a billion bushels, so the value of a bushel of wheat 

is the tenth part of a farm labor-day. If we employ an arbitrary symbol, and pay, say, five dollars 

a day for farm work, then the cost of a bushel of wheat is fifty cents.” 

“You say ‘for farm work,’” said Mr. Maynard. “Then labor is not to be paid alike?” 

“Manifestly not, since some work is easy and some hard, and we should have millions of rural 

mail carriers, and no coal miners. Of course the wages may be left the same, and the hours 

varied; one or the other will have to be varied continually, according as a greater or less number 

of workers is needed in any particular industry. That is precisely what is done at present, except 

that the transfer of the workers is accomplished blindly and imperfectly, by rumors and 

advertisements, instead of instantly and completely, by a universal government bulletin.” 

“How about those occupations in which time is difficult to calculate? What is the labor cost of 

a book?” 

“Obviously it is the labor cost of the paper, printing, and binding of it—about a fifth of its 

present cost.” 

“And the author?” 

“I have already said that the state could not control intellectual production. The state might say 

that it had taken a year to write the book, and the author might say it had taken thirty. Goethe 

said that every bon mot of his had cost a purse of gold. What I outline here is a national, or rather 

international, system for the providing of the material needs of men. Since a man has intellectual 

needs also, he will work longer, earn more, and provide for them to his own taste and in his own 

way. I live on the same earth as the majority, I wear the same kind of shoes and sleep in the same 

kind of bed; but I do not think the same kind of thoughts, and I do not wish to pay for such 

thinkers as the majority selects. I wish such things to be left to free effort, as at present. If people 

want to listen to a certain preacher, they get together and contribute what they please, and pay for 

a church and support the preacher, and then listen to him; I, who do not want to listen to him, 

stay away, and it costs me nothing. In the same way there are magazines about Egyptian coins, 

and Catholic saints, and flying machines, and athletic records, and I know nothing about any of 

them. On the other hand, if wage slavery were abolished, and I could earn some spare money 

without paying tribute to an exploiting capitalist, then there would be a magazine for the purpose 

of interpreting and popularizing the gospel of Friedrich Nietzsche, the prophet of Evolution, and 

also of Horace Fletcher, the inventor of the noble science of clean eating; and incidentally, 



perhaps, for the discouraging of long skirts, and the scientific breeding of men and women, and 

the establishing of divorce by mutual consent.” 

Dr. Schliemann paused for a moment. “That was a lecture,” he said with a laugh, “and yet I 

am only begun!” 

“What else is there?” asked Maynard. 

“I have pointed out some of the negative wastes of competition,” answered the other. “I have 

hardly mentioned the positive economies of co-operation. Allowing five to a family, there are 

fifteen million families in this country; and at least ten million of these live separately, the 

domestic drudge being either the wife or a wage slave. Now set aside the modern system of 

pneumatic house-cleaning, and the economies of co-operative cooking; and consider one single 

item, the washing of dishes. Surely it is moderate to say that the dish-washing for a family of five 

takes half an hour a day; with ten hours as a day’s work, it takes, therefore, half a million able-

bodied persons—mostly women to do the dish-washing of the country. And note that this is most 

filthy and deadening and brutalizing work; that it is a cause of anemia, nervousness, ugliness, 

and ill-temper; of prostitution, suicide, and insanity; of drunken husbands and degenerate 

children—for all of which things the community has naturally to pay. And now consider that in 

each of my little free communities there would be a machine which would wash and dry the 

dishes, and do it, not merely to the eye and the touch, but scientifically—sterilizing them—and 

do it at a saving of all the drudgery and nine-tenths of the time! All of these things you may find 

in the books of Mrs. Gilman; and then take Kropotkin’s Fields, Factories, and Workshops, and 

read about the new science of agriculture, which has been built up in the last ten years; by which, 

with made soils and intensive culture, a gardener can raise ten or twelve crops in a season, and 

two hundred tons of vegetables upon a single acre; by which the population of the whole globe 

could be supported on the soil now cultivated in the United States alone! It is impossible to apply 

such methods now, owing to the ignorance and poverty of our scattered farming population; but 

imagine the problem of providing the food supply of our nation once taken in hand 

systematically and rationally, by scientists! All the poor and rocky land set apart for a national 

timber reserve, in which our children play, and our young men hunt, and our poets dwell! The 

most favorable climate and soil for each product selected; the exact requirements of the 

community known, and the acreage figured accordingly; the most improved machinery 

employed, under the direction of expert agricultural chemists! I was brought up on a farm, and I 

know the awful deadliness of farm work; and I like to picture it all as it will be after the 

revolution. To picture the great potato-planting machine, drawn by four horses, or an electric 

motor, ploughing the furrow, cutting and dropping and covering the potatoes, and planting a 

score of acres a day! To picture the great potato-digging machine, run by electricity, perhaps, and 

moving across a thousand-acre field, scooping up earth and potatoes, and dropping the latter into 

sacks! To every other kind of vegetable and fruit handled in the same way—apples and oranges 

picked by machinery, cows milked by electricity—things which are already done, as you may 

know. To picture the harvest fields of the future, to which millions of happy men and women 

come for a summer holiday, brought by special trains, the exactly needful number to each place! 

And to contrast all this with our present agonizing system of independent small farming,—a 

stunted, haggard, ignorant man, mated with a yellow, lean, and sad-eyed drudge, and toiling from 

four o’clock in the morning until nine at night, working the children as soon as they are able to 

walk, scratching the soil with its primitive tools, and shut out from all knowledge and hope, from 

all their benefits of science and invention, and all the joys of the spirit—held to a bare existence 

by competition in labor, and boasting of his freedom because he is too blind to see his chains!” 



Dr. Schliemann paused a moment. “And then,” he continued, “place beside this fact of an 

unlimited food supply, the newest discovery of physiologists, that most of the ills of the human 

system are due to overfeeding! And then again, it has been proven that meat is unnecessary as a 

food; and meat is obviously more difficult to produce than vegetable food, less pleasant to 

prepare and handle, and more likely to be unclean. But what of that, so long as it tickles the 

palate more strongly?” 

“How would Socialism change that?” asked the girl-student, quickly. It was the first time she 

had spoken. 

“So long as we have wage slavery,” answered Schliemann, “it matters not in the least how 

debasing and repulsive a task may be, it is easy to find people to perform it. But just as soon as 

labor is set free, then the price of such work will begin to rise. So one by one the old, dingy, and 

unsanitary factories will come down—it will be cheaper to build new; and so the steamships will 

be provided with stoking machinery, and so the dangerous trades will be made safe, or 

substitutes will be found for their products. In exactly the same way, as the citizens of our 

Industrial Republic become refined, year by year the cost of slaughterhouse products will 

increase; until eventually those who want to eat meat will have to do their own killing—and how 

long do you think the custom would survive then?—To go on to another item—one of the 

necessary accompaniments of capitalism in a democracy is political corruption; and one of the 

consequences of civic administration by ignorant and vicious politicians, is that preventable 

diseases kill off half our population. And even if science were allowed to try, it could do little, 

because the majority of human beings are not yet human beings at all, but simply machines for 

the creating of wealth for others. They are penned up in filthy houses and left to rot and stew in 

misery, and the conditions of their life make them ill faster than all the doctors in the world could 

heal them; and so, of course, they remain as centers of contagion, poisoning the lives of all of us, 

and making happiness impossible for even the most selfish. For this reason I would seriously 

maintain that all the medical and surgical discoveries that science can make in the future will be 

of less importance than the application of the knowledge we already possess, when the 

disinherited of the earth have established their right to a human existence.” 

And here the Herr Doctor relapsed into silence again. Jurgis had noticed that the beautiful 

young girl who sat by the center-table was listening with something of the same look that he 

himself had worn, the time when he had first discovered Socialism. Jurgis would have liked to 

talk to her, he felt sure that she would have understood him. Later on in the evening, when the 

group broke up, he heard Mrs. Fisher say to her, in a low voice, “I wonder if Mr. Maynard will 

still write the same things about Socialism”; to which she answered, “I don’t know—but if he 

does we shall know that he is a knave!” 

 

And only a few hours after this came election day—when the long campaign was over, and the 

whole country seemed to stand still and hold its breath, awaiting the issue. Jurgis and the rest of 

the staff of Hinds’s Hotel could hardly stop to finish their dinner, before they hurried off to the 

big hall which the party had hired for that evening. 

But already there were people waiting, and already the telegraph instrument on the stage had 

begun clicking off the returns. When the final accounts were made up, the Socialist vote proved 



to be over four hundred thousand—an increase of something like three hundred and fifty per cent 

in four years. And that was doing well; but the party was dependent for its early returns upon 

messages from the locals, and naturally those locals which had been most successful were the 

ones which felt most like reporting; and so that night every one in the hall believed that the vote 

was going to be six, or seven, or even eight hundred thousand. Just such an incredible increase 

had actually been made in Chicago, and in the state; the vote of the city had been 6,700 in 1900, 

and now it was 47,000; that of Illinois had been 9,600, and now it was 69,000! So, as the evening 

waxed, and the crowd piled in, the meeting was a sight to be seen. Bulletins would be read, and 

the people would shout themselves hoarse—and then some one would make a speech, and there 

would be more shouting; and then a brief silence, and more bulletins. There would come 

messages from the secretaries of neighboring states, reporting their achievements; the vote of 

Indiana had gone from 2,300 to 12,000, of Wisconsin from 7,000 to 28,000; of Ohio from 4,800 

to 36,000! There were telegrams to the national office from enthusiastic individuals in little 

towns which had made amazing and unprecedented increases in a single year: Benedict, Kansas, 

from 26 to 260; Henderson, Kentucky, from 19 to 111; Holland, Michigan, from 14 to 208; Cleo, 

Oklahoma, from 0 to 104; Martin’s Ferry, Ohio, from 0 to 296—and many more of the same 

kind. There were literally hundreds of such towns; there would be reports from half a dozen of 

them in a single batch of telegrams. And the men who read the despatches off to the audience 

were old campaigners, who had been to the places and helped to make the vote, and could make 

appropriate comments: Quincy, Illinois, from 189 to 831—that was where the mayor had 

arrested a Socialist speaker! Crawford County, Kansas, from 285 to 1,975; that was the home of 

the “Appeal to Reason”! Battle Creek, Michigan, from 4,261 to 10,184; that was the answer of 

labor to the Citizens’ Alliance Movement! 

And then there were official returns from the various precincts and wards of the city itself! 

Whether it was a factory district or one of the “silk-stocking” wards seemed to make no 

particular difference in the increase; but one of the things which surprised the party leaders most 

was the tremendous vote that came rolling in from the stockyards. Packingtown comprised three 

wards of the city, and the vote in the spring of 1903 had been 500, and in the fall of the same 

year, 1,600. Now, only one year later, it was over 6,300—and the Democratic vote only 8,800! 

There were other wards in which the Democratic vote had been actually surpassed, and in two 

districts, members of the state legislature had been elected. Thus Chicago now led the country; it 

had set a new standard for the party, it had shown the workingmen the way! 

—So spoke an orator upon the platform; and two thousand pairs of eyes were fixed upon him, 

and two thousand voices were cheering his every sentence. The orator had been the head of the 

city’s relief bureau in the stockyards, until the sight of misery and corruption had made him sick. 

He was young, hungry-looking, full of fire; and as he swung his long arms and beat up the 

crowd, to Jurgis he seemed the very spirit of the revolution. “Organize! Organize! Organize!”—

that was his cry. He was afraid of this tremendous vote, which his party had not expected, and 

which it had not earned. “These men are not Socialists!” he cried. “This election will pass, and 

the excitement will die, and people will forget about it; and if you forget about it, too, if you sink 

back and rest upon your oars, we shall lose this vote that we have polled to-day, and our enemies 

will laugh us to scorn! It rests with you to take your resolution—now, in the flush of victory, to 

find these men who have voted for us, and bring them to our meetings, and organize them and 

bind them to us! We shall not find all our campaigns as easy as this one. Everywhere in the 

country tonight the old party politicians are studying this vote, and setting their sails by it; and 

nowhere will they be quicker or more cunning than here in our own city. Fifty thousand Socialist 



votes in Chicago means a municipal-ownership Democracy in the spring! And then they will fool 

the voters once more, and all the powers of plunder and corruption will be swept into office 

again! But whatever they may do when they get in, there is one thing they will not do, and that 

will be the thing for which they were elected! They will not give the people of our city municipal 

ownership—they will not mean to do it, they will not try to do it; all that they will do is give our 

party in Chicago the greatest opportunity that has ever come to Socialism in America! We shall 

have the sham reformers self-stultified and self-convicted; we shall have the radical Democracy 

left without a lie with which to cover its nakedness! And then will begin the rush that will never 

be checked, the tide that will never turn till it has reached its flood—that will be irresistible, 

overwhelming—the rallying of the outraged workingmen of Chicago to our standard! And we 

shall organize them, we shall drill them, we shall marshal them for the victory! We shall bear 

down the opposition, we shall sweep if before us—and Chicago will be ours! Chicago will be 

ours! CHICAGO WILL BE OURS!” 

  



Leaves of Grass (By Walt Whitman) 

 

     Come, said my soul, 

     Such verses for my Body let us write, (for we are one,) 

     That should I after return, 

     Or, long, long hence, in other spheres, 

     There to some group of mates the chants resuming, 

     (Tallying Earth’s soil, trees, winds, tumultuous waves,) 

     Ever with pleas’d smile I may keep on, 

     Ever and ever yet the verses owning—as, first, I here and now 

     Signing for Soul and Body, set to them my name, 

     Walt Whitman 

 

Leaves of Grass is a poetry collection by American poet Walt Whitman. Though it was 

first published in 1855, Whitman spent most of his professional life writing and rewriting Leaves 

of Grass, revising it multiple times until his death. There have been held to be either six or nine 

individual editions of Leaves of Grass, the count varying depending on how they are 

distinguished. This resulted in vastly different editions over four decades—the first edition being 

a small book of twelve poems, and the last, a compilation of over 400. 

The collection of loosely connected poems represents the celebration of his philosophy of 

life and humanity and praises nature and the individual human's role in it. Rather than focusing 

on religious or spiritual matters, Leaves of Grass focuses primarily on the body and the material 

world. With one exception, its poems do not rhyme or follow standard rules for meter and line 

length. 

Leaves of Grass is regarded by many scholars as a completely do-it-yourself project. 

Whitman chose his idealized self as the subject of the book, created the style in which it was 

written (working hard and intelligently to perfect the style over a period of six or seven years), 

and created the personality of the proletarian bard—the supposed writer of the poems. 

Leaves of Grass is also notable for its discussion of delight in sensual pleasures during a 

time when such candid displays were considered immoral. The book was highly controversial 

during its time for its explicit sexual imagery, and Whitman was subject to derision by many 

contemporary critics. Over time, however, the collection has infiltrated popular culture and 

became recognized as one of the central works of American poetry. 



The poems shocked American puritanism and English Victorianism. The Library 

Company of Pennsylvania was the only American library known to have bought a copy on 

publication. When the book was first published, Walt Whitman was fired from his job at the 

Department of the Interior, after Secretary of the Interior James Harlan read it and said he found 

it offensive. (“I will not have the author of this book in this department.”) After Whitman’s 

friends appealed on his behalf, Harlan said, “If the President of the United States should order his 

reinstatement, I would resign sooner than I would put him back.” 

Poet John Greenleaf Whittier was said to have thrown his 1855 edition into the fire. 

Thomas Wentworth Higginson wrote, "It is no discredit to Walt Whitman that he wrote Leaves 

of Grass, only that he did not burn it afterwards." The Saturday Press printed a thrashing review 

that advised its author to commit suicide. (That advice was remarkably detailed and graphic.) 

The review also lamented that Whitman wouldn’t burn in hell, because one needed a soul to go 

there. 

In 1868, in London, Mrs. Anne Gilchrist defended Whitman’s use of banned words in A 

Woman’s Estimate of Walt Whitman and said: “A quarrel with words is always, more or less, a 

quarrel with meanings … If the thing a word stands for exists by divine appointment (and what 

does not so exist?), the word need never be ashamed of itself; the shorter and more direct, the 

better. It is a gain to make friends with it, and see it in good company.” 

The Harvard College library removed its sole copy from the shelves “and kept under lock 

and key with other tabooed books,” Justin Kaplan wrote in “Walt Whitman. A Life.”  

In 1870, Yale University’s president Noah Porter wrote in Books and Reading that “a 

generation cannot be entirely pure which tolerates writers who, like Walt Whitman, commit, in 

writing, an offense like that indictable at common law of walking naked through the streets.” 

On March 1, 1882, Boston district attorney Oliver Stevens wrote to Whitman's publisher, 

James R. Osgood, that Leaves of Grass constituted "obscene literature." Urged by the New 

England Society for the Suppression of Vice, his letter said: 

“We are of the opinion that this book is such a book as brings it within the provisions of 

the Public Statutes respecting obscene literature and suggest the propriety of withdrawing the 

same from circulation and suppressing the editions thereof.” 

Stevens demanded the removal of the poems "A Woman Waits for Me" and "To a 

Common Prostitute", as well as changes to "Song of Myself", "From Pent-Up Aching Rivers", "I 

Sing the Body Electric", "Spontaneous Me", "Native Moments", "The Dalliance of the Eagles", 

"By Blue Ontario's Shore", "Unfolded Out of the Folds", "The Sleepers", and "Faces". 

Whitman rejected the censorship, writing to Osgood, "The list whole & several is rejected 

by me, & will not be thought of under any circumstances." Osgood refused to republish the book 

and returned the plates to Whitman when suggested changes and deletions were ignored. The 

poet found a new publisher, Rees Welsh & Company, which released a new edition of the book 

in 1882. Whitman believed the controversy would increase sales, which proved true. Its banning 

in Boston, for example, became a major scandal and it generated much publicity for Whitman 



and his work. Though it was also banned by retailers like Wanamaker's in Philadelphia, this 

version went through five editions of 1,000 copies each. Its first printing, released on July 18, 

sold out in a day. 

In 1883, Anthony Comstock (he of the Comstock Law) arrested Ezra Heywood (an 

author, publisher, and free-love advocate) for sending obscene matter through the mail. The 

obscene matter in question consisted of Cupid's Yokes, a pamphlet with "unconventional social 

and sexual views," and The Word Extra, an anthology with two Leaves of Grass poems, "A 

Woman Waits for Me" and "To a Common Prostitute." During the trial, the grand jury claimed 

Whitman's poems were “too grossly obscene and lewd to be placed on the records of the court.” 

The jurors couldn't even see the poems in question, and judge T.L.Nelson threw out the case "on 

the grounds that the allegation in the indictment was untrue.” 

 

Want to know more? 

Whitman’s ‘Leaves of Grass’ was banned — and cost him his federal job, Washington Post 

Anne Gilchrist to Walt Whitman, Project Guttenberg 

Walt Whitman and the King of Bohemia: The Poet in the Saturday Press, Walt Whitman 

Quarterly Review  
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https://www.gutenberg.org/files/35395/35395-h/35395-h.htm#Page_58
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BOOK I. INSCRIPTIONS 

One’s-Self I Sing 

As I Ponder’d in Silence 

In Cabin’d Ships at Sea 

To Foreign Lands 

To a Historian 

To Thee Old Cause 

Eidolons 

For Him I Sing 

When I Read the Book 

Beginning My Studies 

Beginners 

To the States 

On Journeys Through the States 

To a Certain Cantatrice 

Me Imperturbe 

Savantism 

The Ship Starting 

I Hear America Singing 

What Place Is Besieged? 

Still Though the One I Sing 

Shut Not Your Doors 

Poets to Come 

To You 

Thou Reader 

BOOK II 

BOOK III 

Song of Myself 

BOOK IV. CHILDREN OF ADAM 

To the Garden the World 

From Pent-Up Aching Rivers 



I Sing the Body Electric 

A Woman Waits for Me 

Spontaneous Me 

One Hour to Madness and Joy 

Out of the Rolling Ocean the Crowd 

Ages and Ages Returning at Intervals 

We Two, How Long We Were Fool’d 

O Hymen! O Hymenee! 

I Am He That Aches with Love 

Native Moments 

Once I Pass’d Through a Populous City 

I Heard You Solemn-Sweet Pipes of the Organ 

Facing West from California’s Shores 

As Adam Early in the Morning 

BOOK V. CALAMUS 

In Paths Untrodden 

Scented Herbage of My Breast 

Whoever You Are Holding Me Now in Hand 

For You, O Democracy 

These I Singing in Spring 

Not Heaving from My Ribb’d Breast Only 

Of the Terrible Doubt of Appearances 

The Base of All Metaphysics 

Recorders Ages Hence 

When I Heard at the Close of the Day 

Are You the New Person Drawn Toward Me? 

Roots and Leaves Themselves Alone 

Not Heat Flames Up and Consumes 

Trickle Drops 

City of Orgies 

Behold This Swarthy Face 

I Saw in Louisiana a Live-Oak Growing 



To a Stranger 

This Moment Yearning and Thoughtful 

I Hear It Was Charged Against Me 

The Prairie-Grass Dividing 

When I Peruse the Conquer’d Fame 

We Two Boys Together Clinging 

A Promise to California 

Here the Frailest Leaves of Me 

No Labor-Saving Machine 

A Glimpse 

A Leaf for Hand in Hand 

Earth, My Likeness 

I Dream’d in a Dream 

What Think You I Take My Pen in Hand? 

To the East and to the West 

Sometimes with One I Love 

To a Western Boy 

Fast Anchor’d Eternal O Love! 

Among the Multitude 

O You Whom I Often and Silently Come 

That Shadow My Likeness 

Full of Life Now 

BOOK VI 

Salut au Monde! 

BOOK VII 

Song of the Open Road 

BOOK VIII 

Crossing Brooklyn Ferry 

BOOK IX 

Song of the Answerer 

BOOK X 

Our Old Feuillage 



BOOK XI 

A Song of Joys 

BOOK XII 

Song of the Broad-Axe 

BOOK XIII 

Song of the Exposition 

BOOK XIV 

Song of the Redwood-Tree 

BOOK XV 

A Song for Occupations 

BOOK XVI 

A Song of the Rolling Earth 

Youth, Day, Old Age and Night 

BOOK XVII. BIRDS OF PASSAGE 

Song of the Universal 

Pioneers! O Pioneers! 

To You 

France [the 18th Year of these States] 

Myself and Mine 

Year of Meteors [1859-60] 

With Antecedents 

BOOK XVIII 

A Broadway Pageant 

BOOK XIX. SEA-DRIFT 

Out of the Cradle Endlessly Rocking 

As I Ebb’d with the Ocean of Life 

Tears 

To the Man-of-War-Bird 

Aboard at a Ship’s Helm 

On the Beach at Night 

The World below the Brine 

On the Beach at Night Alone 



Song for All Seas, All Ships 

Patroling Barnegat 

After the Sea-Ship 

BOOK XX. BY THE ROADSIDE 

A Boston Ballad [1854] 

Europe [The 72d and 73d Years of These States] 

A Hand-Mirror 

Gods 

Germs 

Thoughts 

Perfections 

O Me! O Life! 

To a President 

I Sit and Look Out 

To Rich Givers 

The Dalliance of the Eagles 

Roaming in Thought [After reading Hegel] 

A Farm Picture 

A Child’s Amaze 

The Runner 

Beautiful Women 

Mother and Babe 

Thought 

Visor’d 

Thought 

Gliding O’er all 

Hast Never Come to Thee an Hour 

Thought 

To Old Age 

Locations and Times 

Offerings 

To The States [To Identify the 16th, 17th, or 18th Presidentiad] 



BOOK XXI. DRUM-TAPS 

First O Songs for a Prelude 

Eighteen Sixty-One 

Beat! Beat! Drums! 

From Paumanok Starting I Fly Like a Bird 

Song of the Banner at Daybreak 

Rise O Days from Your Fathomless Deeps 

Virginia—The West 

City of Ships 

The Centenarian’s Story 

Cavalry Crossing a Ford 

Bivouac on a Mountain Side 

An Army Corps on the March 

By the Bivouac’s Fitful Flame 

Come Up from the Fields Father 

Vigil Strange I Kept on the Field One Night 

A March in the Ranks Hard-Prest, and the Road Unknown 

A Sight in Camp in the Daybreak Gray and Dim 

As Toilsome I Wander’d Virginia’s Woods 

Not the Pilot 

Year That Trembled and Reel’d Beneath Me 

The Wound-Dresser 

Long, Too Long America 

Give Me the Splendid Silent Sun 

Dirge for Two Veterans 

Over the Carnage Rose Prophetic a Voice 

I Saw Old General at Bay 

The Artilleryman’s Vision 

Ethiopia Saluting the Colors 

Not Youth Pertains to Me 

Race of Veterans 

World Take Good Notice 



O Tan-Faced Prairie-Boy 

Look Down Fair Moon 

Reconciliation 

How Solemn As One by One [Washington City, 1865] 

As I Lay with My Head in Your Lap Camerado 

Delicate Cluster 

To a Certain Civilian 

Lo, Victress on the Peaks 

Spirit Whose Work Is Done [Washington City, 1865] 

Adieu to a Soldier 

Turn O Libertad 

To the Leaven’d Soil They Trod 

BOOK XXII. MEMORIES OF PRESIDENT LINCOLN 

When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom’d 

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells; 

Hush’d Be the Camps To-Day [May 4, 1865] 

This Dust Was Once the Man 

BOOK XXIII 

By Blue Ontario’s Shore 

Reversals 

BOOK XXIV. AUTUMN RIVULETS 

As Consequent, Etc. 

The Return of the Heroes 

There Was a Child Went Forth 

Old Ireland 

The City Dead-House 

This Compost 

To a Foil’d European Revolutionaire 

Unnamed Land 

Song of Prudence 

The Singer in the Prison 

Warble for Lilac-Time 



Outlines for a Tomb [G. P., Buried 1870] 

Out from Behind This Mask [To Confront a Portrait] 

Vocalism 

To Him That Was Crucified 

You Felons on Trial in Courts 

Laws for Creations 

To a Common Prostitute 

I Was Looking a Long While 

Thought 

Miracles 

Sparkles from the Wheel 

To a Pupil 

Unfolded out of the Folds 

What Am I After All 

Kosmos 

Others May Praise What They Like 

Who Learns My Lesson Complete? 

Tests 

The Torch 

O Star of France [1870-71] 

The Ox-Tamer 

An Old Man’s Thought of School 

Wandering at Morn 

Italian Music in Dakota 

With All Thy Gifts 

My Picture-Gallery 

The Prairie States 

BOOK XXV 

Proud Music of the Storm 

BOOK XXVI 

Passage to India 

BOOK XXVII 



Prayer of Columbus 

BOOK XXVIII 

The Sleepers 

Transpositions 

BOOK XXIX 

To Think of Time 

BOOK XXX. WHISPERS OF HEAVENLY DEATH 

Darest Thou Now O Soul 

Whispers of Heavenly Death 

Chanting the Square Deific 

Of Him I Love Day and Night 

Yet, Yet, Ye Downcast Hours 

As If a Phantom Caress’d Me 

Assurances 

Quicksand Years 

That Music Always Round Me 

What Ship Puzzled at Sea 

A Noiseless Patient Spider 

O Living Always, Always Dying 

To One Shortly to Die 

Night on the Prairies 

Thought 

The Last Invocation 

As I Watch the Ploughman Ploughing 

Pensive and Faltering 

BOOK XXXI 

Thou Mother with Thy Equal Brood 

A Paumanok Picture 

BOOK XXXII. FROM NOON TO STARRY NIGHT 

Thou Orb Aloft Full-Dazzling 

Faces 

The Mystic Trumpeter 



To a Locomotive in Winter 

O Magnet-South 

Mannahatta 

All Is Truth 

A Riddle Song 

Excelsior 

Ah Poverties, Wincings, and Sulky Retreats 

Thoughts 

Mediums 

Weave in, My Hardy Life 

Spain, 1873-74 

By Broad Potomac’s Shore 

From Far Dakota’s Canyons [June 25, 1876] 

Old War-Dreams 

Thick-Sprinkled Bunting 

What Best I See in Thee 

Spirit That Form’d This Scene 

As I Walk These Broad Majestic Days 

A Clear Midnight 

BOOK XXXIII. SONGS OF PARTING 

As the Time Draws Nigh 

Years of the Modern 

Ashes of Soldiers 

Thoughts 

Song at Sunset 

As at Thy Portals Also Death 

My Legacy 

Pensive on Her Dead Gazing 

Camps of Green 

The Sobbing of the Bells [Midnight, Sept. 19-20, 1881] 

As They Draw to a Close 

Joy, Shipmate, Joy! 



The Untold Want 

Portals 

These Carols 

Now Finale to the Shore 

So Long! 

BOOK XXXIV. SANDS AT SEVENTY 

Mannahatta 

Paumanok 

From Montauk Point 

To Those Who’ve Fail’d 

A Carol Closing Sixty-Nine 

The Bravest Soldiers 

A Font of Type 

As I Sit Writing Here 

My Canary Bird 

Queries to My Seventieth Year 

The Wallabout Martyrs 

The First Dandelion 

America 

Memories 

To-Day and Thee 

After the Dazzle of Day 

Abraham Lincoln, Born Feb. 12, 1809 

Out of May’s Shows Selected 

Halcyon Days 

Fancies At Navesink 

Election Day, November, 1884 

With Husky-Haughty Lips, O Sea! 

Death of General Grant 

Red Jacket (From Aloft) 

Washington’s Monument February, 1885 

Of That Blithe Throat of Thine 



Broadway 

To Get the Final Lilt of Songs 

Old Salt Kossabone 

The Dead Tenor 

Continuities 

Yonnondio 

Life 

“Going Somewhere” 

Small the Theme of My Chant 

True Conquerors 

The United States to Old World Critics 

The Calming Thought of All 

Thanks in Old Age 

Life and Death 

The Voice of the Rain 

Soon Shall the Winter’s Foil Be Here 

While Not the Past Forgetting 

The Dying Veteran 

Stronger Lessons 

A Prairie Sunset 

Twenty Years 

Orange Buds by Mail from Florida 

Twilight 

You Lingering Sparse Leaves of Me 

Not Meagre, Latent Boughs Alone 

The Dead Emperor 

As the Greek’s Signal Flame 

The Dismantled Ship 

Now Precedent Songs, Farewell 

An Evening Lull 

Old Age’s Lambent Peaks 

After the Supper and Talk 



BOOKXXXV. GOOD-BYE MY FANCY 

Sail out for Good, Eidolon Yacht! 

Lingering Last Drops 

Good-Bye My Fancy 

On, on the Same, Ye Jocund Twain! 

My 71st Year 

Apparitions 

The Pallid Wreath 

An Ended Day 

Old Age’s Ship & Crafty Death’s 

To the Pending Year 

Shakspere-Bacon’s Cipher 

Long, Long Hence 

Bravo, Paris Exposition! 

Interpolation Sounds 

To the Sun-Set Breeze 

Old Chants 

A Christmas Greeting 

Sounds of the Winter 

A Twilight Song 

When the Full-Grown Poet Came 

Osceola 

A Voice from Death 

A Persian Lesson 

The Commonplace 

“The Rounded Catalogue Divine Complete” 

Mirages 

L. of G.’s Purport 

The Unexpress’d 

Grand Is the Seen 

Unseen Buds 

Good-Bye My Fancy! 



  



BOOK I. INSCRIPTIONS 

One’s-Self I Sing 

  One’s-self I sing, a simple separate person, 

  Yet utter the word Democratic, the word En-Masse. 

 

  Of physiology from top to toe I sing, 

  Not physiognomy alone nor brain alone is worthy for the Muse, I say 

      the Form complete is worthier far, 

  The Female equally with the Male I sing. 

 

  Of Life immense in passion, pulse, and power, 

  Cheerful, for freest action form’d under the laws divine, 

  The Modern Man I sing. 

  



As I Ponder’d in Silence 

  As I ponder’d in silence, 

  Returning upon my poems, considering, lingering long, 

  A Phantom arose before me with distrustful aspect, 

  Terrible in beauty, age, and power, 

  The genius of poets of old lands, 

  As to me directing like flame its eyes, 

  With finger pointing to many immortal songs, 

  And menacing voice, What singest thou? it said, 

  Know’st thou not there is but one theme for ever-enduring bards? 

  And that is the theme of War, the fortune of battles, 

  The making of perfect soldiers. 

 

  Be it so, then I answer’d, 

  I too haughty Shade also sing war, and a longer and greater one than any, 

  Waged in my book with varying fortune, with flight, advance 

      and retreat, victory deferr’d and wavering, 

  (Yet methinks certain, or as good as certain, at the last,) the 

      field the world, 

  For life and death, for the Body and for the eternal Soul, 

  Lo, I too am come, chanting the chant of battles, 

  I above all promote brave soldiers. 

  



In Cabin’d Ships at Sea 

  In cabin’d ships at sea, 

  The boundless blue on every side expanding, 

  With whistling winds and music of the waves, the large imperious waves, 

  Or some lone bark buoy’d on the dense marine, 

  Where joyous full of faith, spreading white sails, 

  She cleaves the ether mid the sparkle and the foam of day, or under 

      many a star at night, 

  By sailors young and old haply will I, a reminiscence of the land, be read, 

  In full rapport at last. 

 

  Here are our thoughts, voyagers’ thoughts, 

  Here not the land, firm land, alone appears, may then by them be said, 

  The sky o’erarches here, we feel the undulating deck beneath our feet, 

  We feel the long pulsation, ebb and flow of endless motion, 

  The tones of unseen mystery, the vague and vast suggestions of the 

      briny world, the liquid-flowing syllables, 

  The perfume, the faint creaking of the cordage, the melancholy rhythm, 

  The boundless vista and the horizon far and dim are all here, 

  And this is ocean’s poem. 

 

  Then falter not O book, fulfil your destiny, 

  You not a reminiscence of the land alone, 

  You too as a lone bark cleaving the ether, purpos’d I know not 

      whither, yet ever full of faith, 

  Consort to every ship that sails, sail you! 

  Bear forth to them folded my love, (dear mariners, for you I fold it 

      here in every leaf;) 



  Speed on my book! spread your white sails my little bark athwart the 

      imperious waves, 

  Chant on, sail on, bear o’er the boundless blue from me to every sea, 

  This song for mariners and all their ships. 

  



To Foreign Lands 

  I heard that you ask’d for something to prove this puzzle the New World, 

  And to define America, her athletic Democracy, 

  Therefore I send you my poems that you behold in them what you wanted. 

  



To a Historian 

  You who celebrate bygones, 

  Who have explored the outward, the surfaces of the races, the life 

      that has exhibited itself, 

  Who have treated of man as the creature of politics, aggregates, 

      rulers and priests, 

  I, habitan of the Alleghanies, treating of him as he is in himself 

      in his own rights, 

  Pressing the pulse of the life that has seldom exhibited itself, 

      (the great pride of man in himself,) 

  Chanter of Personality, outlining what is yet to be, 

  I project the history of the future. 

  



To Thee Old Cause 

  To thee old cause! 

  Thou peerless, passionate, good cause, 

  Thou stern, remorseless, sweet idea, 

  Deathless throughout the ages, races, lands, 

  After a strange sad war, great war for thee, 

  (I think all war through time was really fought, and ever will be 

      really fought, for thee,) 

  These chants for thee, the eternal march of thee. 

 

  (A war O soldiers not for itself alone, 

  Far, far more stood silently waiting behind, now to advance in this book.) 

 

  Thou orb of many orbs! 

  Thou seething principle! thou well-kept, latent germ! thou centre! 

  Around the idea of thee the war revolving, 

  With all its angry and vehement play of causes, 

  (With vast results to come for thrice a thousand years,) 

  These recitatives for thee,—my book and the war are one, 

  Merged in its spirit I and mine, as the contest hinged on thee, 

  As a wheel on its axis turns, this book unwitting to itself, 

  Around the idea of thee. 

  



Eidolons 

       I met a seer, 

  Passing the hues and objects of the world, 

  The fields of art and learning, pleasure, sense, 

       To glean eidolons. 

 

       Put in thy chants said he, 

  No more the puzzling hour nor day, nor segments, parts, put in, 

  Put first before the rest as light for all and entrance-song of all, 

       That of eidolons. 

 

       Ever the dim beginning, 

  Ever the growth, the rounding of the circle, 

  Ever the summit and the merge at last, (to surely start again,) 

       Eidolons! eidolons! 

 

       Ever the mutable, 

  Ever materials, changing, crumbling, re-cohering, 

  Ever the ateliers, the factories divine, 

       Issuing eidolons. 

 

       Lo, I or you, 

  Or woman, man, or state, known or unknown, 

  We seeming solid wealth, strength, beauty build, 

       But really build eidolons. 

 

       The ostent evanescent, 

  The substance of an artist’s mood or savan’s studies long, 



  Or warrior’s, martyr’s, hero’s toils, 

       To fashion his eidolon. 

 

       Of every human life, 

  (The units gather’d, posted, not a thought, emotion, deed, left out,) 

  The whole or large or small summ’d, added up, 

       In its eidolon. 

 

       The old, old urge, 

  Based on the ancient pinnacles, lo, newer, higher pinnacles, 

  From science and the modern still impell’d, 

       The old, old urge, eidolons. 

 

       The present now and here, 

  America’s busy, teeming, intricate whirl, 

  Of aggregate and segregate for only thence releasing, 

       To-day’s eidolons. 

 

       These with the past, 

  Of vanish’d lands, of all the reigns of kings across the sea, 

  Old conquerors, old campaigns, old sailors’ voyages, 

       Joining eidolons. 

 

       Densities, growth, facades, 

  Strata of mountains, soils, rocks, giant trees, 

  Far-born, far-dying, living long, to leave, 

       Eidolons everlasting. 

 



       Exalte, rapt, ecstatic, 

  The visible but their womb of birth, 

  Of orbic tendencies to shape and shape and shape, 

       The mighty earth-eidolon. 

 

       All space, all time, 

  (The stars, the terrible perturbations of the suns, 

  Swelling, collapsing, ending, serving their longer, shorter use,) 

       Fill’d with eidolons only. 

 

       The noiseless myriads, 

  The infinite oceans where the rivers empty, 

  The separate countless free identities, like eyesight, 

       The true realities, eidolons. 

 

       Not this the world, 

  Nor these the universes, they the universes, 

  Purport and end, ever the permanent life of life, 

       Eidolons, eidolons. 

 

       Beyond thy lectures learn’d professor, 

  Beyond thy telescope or spectroscope observer keen, beyond all mathematics, 

  Beyond the doctor’s surgery, anatomy, beyond the chemist with his chemistry, 

       The entities of entities, eidolons. 

 

       Unfix’d yet fix’d, 

  Ever shall be, ever have been and are, 

  Sweeping the present to the infinite future, 



       Eidolons, eidolons, eidolons. 

 

       The prophet and the bard, 

  Shall yet maintain themselves, in higher stages yet, 

  Shall mediate to the Modern, to Democracy, interpret yet to them, 

       God and eidolons. 

 

       And thee my soul, 

  Joys, ceaseless exercises, exaltations, 

  Thy yearning amply fed at last, prepared to meet, 

       Thy mates, eidolons. 

 

       Thy body permanent, 

  The body lurking there within thy body, 

  The only purport of the form thou art, the real I myself, 

       An image, an eidolon. 

 

       Thy very songs not in thy songs, 

  No special strains to sing, none for itself, 

  But from the whole resulting, rising at last and floating, 

       A round full-orb’d eidolon. 

  



For Him I Sing 

  For him I sing, 

  I raise the present on the past, 

  (As some perennial tree out of its roots, the present on the past,) 

  With time and space I him dilate and fuse the immortal laws, 

  To make himself by them the law unto himself. 

  



When I Read the Book 

  When I read the book, the biography famous, 

  And is this then (said I) what the author calls a man’s life? 

  And so will some one when I am dead and gone write my life? 

  (As if any man really knew aught of my life, 

  Why even I myself I often think know little or nothing of my real life, 

  Only a few hints, a few diffused faint clews and indirections 

  I seek for my own use to trace out here.) 

  



 

Beginning My Studies 

  Beginning my studies the first step pleas’d me so much, 

  The mere fact consciousness, these forms, the power of motion, 

  The least insect or animal, the senses, eyesight, love, 

  The first step I say awed me and pleas’d me so much, 

  I have hardly gone and hardly wish’d to go any farther, 

  But stop and loiter all the time to sing it in ecstatic songs. 

  



 

Beginners 

  How they are provided for upon the earth, (appearing at intervals,) 

  How dear and dreadful they are to the earth, 

  How they inure to themselves as much as to any—what a paradox 

      appears their age, 

  How people respond to them, yet know them not, 

  How there is something relentless in their fate all times, 

  How all times mischoose the objects of their adulation and reward, 

  And how the same inexorable price must still be paid for the same 

      great purchase. 

  



To the States 

  To the States or any one of them, or any city of the States, Resist 

      much, obey little, 

  Once unquestioning obedience, once fully enslaved, 

  Once fully enslaved, no nation, state, city of this earth, ever 

      afterward resumes its liberty. 

  



On Journeys Through the States 

  On journeys through the States we start, 

  (Ay through the world, urged by these songs, 

  Sailing henceforth to every land, to every sea,) 

  We willing learners of all, teachers of all, and lovers of all. 

 

  We have watch’d the seasons dispensing themselves and passing on, 

  And have said, Why should not a man or woman do as much as the 

      seasons, and effuse as much? 

 

  We dwell a while in every city and town, 

  We pass through Kanada, the North-east, the vast valley of the 

      Mississippi, and the Southern States, 

  We confer on equal terms with each of the States, 

  We make trial of ourselves and invite men and women to hear, 

  We say to ourselves, Remember, fear not, be candid, promulge the 

      body and the soul, 

  Dwell a while and pass on, be copious, temperate, chaste, magnetic, 

  And what you effuse may then return as the seasons return, 

  And may be just as much as the seasons. 

  



To a Certain Cantatrice 

  Here, take this gift, 

  I was reserving it for some hero, speaker, or general, 

  One who should serve the good old cause, the great idea, the 

      progress and freedom of the race, 

  Some brave confronter of despots, some daring rebel; 

  But I see that what I was reserving belongs to you just as much as to any. 

  



Me Imperturbe 

  Me imperturbe, standing at ease in Nature, 

  Master of all or mistress of all, aplomb in the midst of irrational things, 

  Imbued as they, passive, receptive, silent as they, 

  Finding my occupation, poverty, notoriety, foibles, crimes, less 

      important than I thought, 

  Me toward the Mexican sea, or in the Mannahatta or the Tennessee, 

      or far north or inland, 

  A river man, or a man of the woods or of any farm-life of these 

      States or of the coast, or the lakes or Kanada, 

  Me wherever my life is lived, O to be self-balanced for contingencies, 

  To confront night, storms, hunger, ridicule, accidents, rebuffs, as 

      the trees and animals do. 

  



Savantism 

  Thither as I look I see each result and glory retracing itself and 

      nestling close, always obligated, 

  Thither hours, months, years—thither trades, compacts, 

      establishments, even the most minute, 

  Thither every-day life, speech, utensils, politics, persons, estates; 

  Thither we also, I with my leaves and songs, trustful, admirant, 

  As a father to his father going takes his children along with him. 

  



The Ship Starting 

  Lo, the unbounded sea, 

  On its breast a ship starting, spreading all sails, carrying even 

      her moonsails. 

  The pennant is flying aloft as she speeds she speeds so stately— 

      below emulous waves press forward, 

  They surround the ship with shining curving motions and foam. 

  



I Hear America Singing 

  I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear, 

  Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe and strong, 

  The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam, 

  The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves off work, 

  The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat, the deckhand 

      singing on the steamboat deck, 

  The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing as 

      he stands, 

  The wood-cutter’s song, the ploughboy’s on his way in the morning, 

      or at noon intermission or at sundown, 

  The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at work, 

      or of the girl sewing or washing, 

  Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else, 

  The day what belongs to the day—at night the party of young 

      fellows, robust, friendly, 

  Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs. 

  



What Place Is Besieged? 

  What place is besieged, and vainly tries to raise the siege? 

  Lo, I send to that place a commander, swift, brave, immortal, 

  And with him horse and foot, and parks of artillery, 

  And artillery-men, the deadliest that ever fired gun. 

  



Still Though the One I Sing 

  Still though the one I sing, 

  (One, yet of contradictions made,) I dedicate to Nationality, 

  I leave in him revolt, (O latent right of insurrection! O 

      quenchless, indispensable fire!) 

  



Shut Not Your Doors 

  Shut not your doors to me proud libraries, 

  For that which was lacking on all your well-fill’d shelves, yet 

      needed most, I bring, 

  Forth from the war emerging, a book I have made, 

  The words of my book nothing, the drift of it every thing, 

  A book separate, not link’d with the rest nor felt by the intellect, 

  But you ye untold latencies will thrill to every page. 

  



Poets to Come 

  Poets to come! orators, singers, musicians to come! 

  Not to-day is to justify me and answer what I am for, 

  But you, a new brood, native, athletic, continental, greater than 

      before known, 

  Arouse! for you must justify me. 

 

  I myself but write one or two indicative words for the future, 

  I but advance a moment only to wheel and hurry back in the darkness. 

 

  I am a man who, sauntering along without fully stopping, turns a 

      casual look upon you and then averts his face, 

  Leaving it to you to prove and define it, 

  Expecting the main things from you. 

  



To You 

  Stranger, if you passing meet me and desire to speak to me, why 

      should you not speak to me? 

  And why should I not speak to you? 

  



Thou Reader 

  Thou reader throbbest life and pride and love the same as I, 

  Therefore for thee the following chants. 

  



BOOK II 

Starting from Paumanok 

 

       1 

  Starting from fish-shape Paumanok where I was born, 

  Well-begotten, and rais’d by a perfect mother, 

  After roaming many lands, lover of populous pavements, 

  Dweller in Mannahatta my city, or on southern savannas, 

  Or a soldier camp’d or carrying my knapsack and gun, or a miner 

      in California, 

  Or rude in my home in Dakota’s woods, my diet meat, my drink from 

      the spring, 

  Or withdrawn to muse and meditate in some deep recess, 

  Far from the clank of crowds intervals passing rapt and happy, 

  Aware of the fresh free giver the flowing Missouri, aware of 

      mighty Niagara, 

  Aware of the buffalo herds grazing the plains, the hirsute and 

      strong-breasted bull, 

  Of earth, rocks, Fifth-month flowers experienced, stars, rain, snow, 

      my amaze, 

  Having studied the mocking-bird’s tones and the flight of the 

      mountain-hawk, 

  And heard at dawn the unrivall’d one, the hermit thrush from the 

      swamp-cedars, 

  Solitary, singing in the West, I strike up for a New World. 

 

       2 

  Victory, union, faith, identity, time, 



  The indissoluble compacts, riches, mystery, 

  Eternal progress, the kosmos, and the modern reports. 

  This then is life, 

  Here is what has come to the surface after so many throes and convulsions. 

 

  How curious! how real! 

  Underfoot the divine soil, overhead the sun. 

 

  See revolving the globe, 

  The ancestor-continents away group’d together, 

  The present and future continents north and south, with the isthmus 

      between. 

 

  See, vast trackless spaces, 

  As in a dream they change, they swiftly fill, 

  Countless masses debouch upon them, 

  They are now cover’d with the foremost people, arts, institutions, known. 

 

  See, projected through time, 

  For me an audience interminable. 

 

  With firm and regular step they wend, they never stop, 

  Successions of men, Americanos, a hundred millions, 

  One generation playing its part and passing on, 

  Another generation playing its part and passing on in its turn, 

  With faces turn’d sideways or backward towards me to listen, 

  With eyes retrospective towards me. 
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  Americanos! conquerors! marches humanitarian! 

  Foremost! century marches! Libertad! masses! 

  For you a programme of chants. 

 

  Chants of the prairies, 

  Chants of the long-running Mississippi, and down to the Mexican sea, 

  Chants of Ohio, Indiana, Illinois, Iowa, Wisconsin and Minnesota, 

  Chants going forth from the centre from Kansas, and thence equidistant, 

  Shooting in pulses of fire ceaseless to vivify all. 
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  Take my leaves America, take them South and take them North, 

  Make welcome for them everywhere, for they are your own off-spring, 

  Surround them East and West, for they would surround you, 

  And you precedents, connect lovingly with them, for they connect 

      lovingly with you. 

 

  I conn’d old times, 

  I sat studying at the feet of the great masters, 

  Now if eligible O that the great masters might return and study me. 

 

  In the name of these States shall I scorn the antique? 

  Why these are the children of the antique to justify it. 
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  Dead poets, philosophs, priests, 

  Martyrs, artists, inventors, governments long since, 



  Language-shapers on other shores, 

  Nations once powerful, now reduced, withdrawn, or desolate, 

  I dare not proceed till I respectfully credit what you have left 

      wafted hither, 

  I have perused it, own it is admirable, (moving awhile among it,) 

  Think nothing can ever be greater, nothing can ever deserve more 

      than it deserves, 

  Regarding it all intently a long while, then dismissing it, 

  I stand in my place with my own day here. 

 

  Here lands female and male, 

  Here the heir-ship and heiress-ship of the world, here the flame of 

      materials, 

  Here spirituality the translatress, the openly-avow’d, 

  The ever-tending, the finale of visible forms, 

  The satisfier, after due long-waiting now advancing, 

  Yes here comes my mistress the soul. 
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  The soul, 

  Forever and forever—longer than soil is brown and solid—longer 

      than water ebbs and flows. 

  I will make the poems of materials, for I think they are to be the 

      most spiritual poems, 

  And I will make the poems of my body and of mortality, 

  For I think I shall then supply myself with the poems of my soul and 

      of immortality. 

 



  I will make a song for these States that no one State may under any 

      circumstances be subjected to another State, 

  And I will make a song that there shall be comity by day and by 

      night between all the States, and between any two of them, 

  And I will make a song for the ears of the President, full of 

      weapons with menacing points, 

  And behind the weapons countless dissatisfied faces; 

  And a song make I of the One form’d out of all, 

  The fang’d and glittering One whose head is over all, 

  Resolute warlike One including and over all, 

  (However high the head of any else that head is over all.) 

 

  I will acknowledge contemporary lands, 

  I will trail the whole geography of the globe and salute courteously 

      every city large and small, 

  And employments! I will put in my poems that with you is heroism 

      upon land and sea, 

  And I will report all heroism from an American point of view. 

 

  I will sing the song of companionship, 

  I will show what alone must finally compact these, 

  I believe these are to found their own ideal of manly love, 

      indicating it in me, 

  I will therefore let flame from me the burning fires that were 

      threatening to consume me, 

  I will lift what has too long kept down those smouldering fires, 

  I will give them complete abandonment, 

  I will write the evangel-poem of comrades and of love, 



  For who but I should understand love with all its sorrow and joy? 

  And who but I should be the poet of comrades? 

 

       7 

  I am the credulous man of qualities, ages, races, 

  I advance from the people in their own spirit, 

  Here is what sings unrestricted faith. 

 

  Omnes! omnes! let others ignore what they may, 

  I make the poem of evil also, I commemorate that part also, 

  I am myself just as much evil as good, and my nation is—and I say 

      there is in fact no evil, 

  (Or if there is I say it is just as important to you, to the land or 

      to me, as any thing else.) 

 

  I too, following many and follow’d by many, inaugurate a religion, I 

      descend into the arena, 

  (It may be I am destin’d to utter the loudest cries there, the 

      winner’s pealing shouts, 

  Who knows? they may rise from me yet, and soar above every thing.) 

 

  Each is not for its own sake, 

  I say the whole earth and all the stars in the sky are for religion’s sake. 

 

  I say no man has ever yet been half devout enough, 

  None has ever yet adored or worship’d half enough, 

  None has begun to think how divine he himself is, and how certain 

      the future is. 



 

  I say that the real and permanent grandeur of these States must be 

      their religion, 

  Otherwise there is just no real and permanent grandeur; 

  (Nor character nor life worthy the name without religion, 

  Nor land nor man or woman without religion.) 
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  What are you doing young man? 

  Are you so earnest, so given up to literature, science, art, amours? 

  These ostensible realities, politics, points? 

  Your ambition or business whatever it may be? 

 

  It is well—against such I say not a word, I am their poet also, 

  But behold! such swiftly subside, burnt up for religion’s sake, 

  For not all matter is fuel to heat, impalpable flame, the essential 

      life of the earth, 

  Any more than such are to religion. 
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  What do you seek so pensive and silent? 

  What do you need camerado? 

  Dear son do you think it is love? 

 

  Listen dear son—listen America, daughter or son, 

  It is a painful thing to love a man or woman to excess, and yet it 

      satisfies, it is great, 

  But there is something else very great, it makes the whole coincide, 



  It, magnificent, beyond materials, with continuous hands sweeps and 

      provides for all. 
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  Know you, solely to drop in the earth the germs of a greater religion, 

  The following chants each for its kind I sing. 

 

  My comrade! 

  For you to share with me two greatnesses, and a third one rising 

      inclusive and more resplendent, 

  The greatness of Love and Democracy, and the greatness of Religion. 

 

  Melange mine own, the unseen and the seen, 

  Mysterious ocean where the streams empty, 

  Prophetic spirit of materials shifting and flickering around me, 

  Living beings, identities now doubtless near us in the air that we 

      know not of, 

  Contact daily and hourly that will not release me, 

  These selecting, these in hints demanded of me. 

 

  Not he with a daily kiss onward from childhood kissing me, 

  Has winded and twisted around me that which holds me to him, 

  Any more than I am held to the heavens and all the spiritual world, 

  After what they have done to me, suggesting themes. 

 

  O such themes—equalities! O divine average! 

  Warblings under the sun, usher’d as now, or at noon, or setting, 

  Strains musical flowing through ages, now reaching hither, 



  I take to your reckless and composite chords, add to them, and 

      cheerfully pass them forward. 
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  As I have walk’d in Alabama my morning walk, 

  I have seen where the she-bird the mocking-bird sat on her nest in 

      the briers hatching her brood. 

 

  I have seen the he-bird also, 

  I have paus’d to hear him near at hand inflating his throat and 

      joyfully singing. 

 

  And while I paus’d it came to me that what he really sang for was 

      not there only, 

  Nor for his mate nor himself only, nor all sent back by the echoes, 

  But subtle, clandestine, away beyond, 

  A charge transmitted and gift occult for those being born. 
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  Democracy! near at hand to you a throat is now inflating itself and 

      joyfully singing. 

 

  Ma femme! for the brood beyond us and of us, 

  For those who belong here and those to come, 

  I exultant to be ready for them will now shake out carols stronger 

      and haughtier than have ever yet been heard upon earth. 

 

  I will make the songs of passion to give them their way, 



  And your songs outlaw’d offenders, for I scan you with kindred eyes, 

      and carry you with me the same as any. 

 

  I will make the true poem of riches, 

  To earn for the body and the mind whatever adheres and goes forward 

      and is not dropt by death; 

  I will effuse egotism and show it underlying all, and I will be the 

      bard of personality, 

  And I will show of male and female that either is but the equal of 

      the other, 

  And sexual organs and acts! do you concentrate in me, for I am determin’d 

      to tell you with courageous clear voice to prove you illustrious, 

  And I will show that there is no imperfection in the present, and 

      can be none in the future, 

  And I will show that whatever happens to anybody it may be turn’d to 

      beautiful results, 

  And I will show that nothing can happen more beautiful than death, 

  And I will thread a thread through my poems that time and events are 

      compact, 

  And that all the things of the universe are perfect miracles, each 

      as profound as any. 

 

  I will not make poems with reference to parts, 

  But I will make poems, songs, thoughts, with reference to ensemble, 

  And I will not sing with reference to a day, but with reference to 

      all days, 

  And I will not make a poem nor the least part of a poem but has 

      reference to the soul, 



  Because having look’d at the objects of the universe, I find there 

      is no one nor any particle of one but has reference to the soul. 

 

       13 

  Was somebody asking to see the soul? 

  See, your own shape and countenance, persons, substances, beasts, 

      the trees, the running rivers, the rocks and sands. 

 

  All hold spiritual joys and afterwards loosen them; 

  How can the real body ever die and be buried? 

 

  Of your real body and any man’s or woman’s real body, 

  Item for item it will elude the hands of the corpse-cleaners and 

      pass to fitting spheres, 

  Carrying what has accrued to it from the moment of birth to the 

      moment of death. 

 

  Not the types set up by the printer return their impression, the 

      meaning, the main concern, 

  Any more than a man’s substance and life or a woman’s substance and 

      life return in the body and the soul, 

  Indifferently before death and after death. 

 

  Behold, the body includes and is the meaning, the main concern and 

      includes and is the soul; 

  Whoever you are, how superb and how divine is your body, or any part 

      of it! 
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  Whoever you are, to you endless announcements! 

 

  Daughter of the lands did you wait for your poet? 

  Did you wait for one with a flowing mouth and indicative hand? 

  Toward the male of the States, and toward the female of the States, 

  Exulting words, words to Democracy’s lands. 

 

  Interlink’d, food-yielding lands! 

  Land of coal and iron! land of gold! land of cotton, sugar, rice! 

  Land of wheat, beef, pork! land of wool and hemp! land of the apple 

      and the grape! 

  Land of the pastoral plains, the grass-fields of the world! land of 

      those sweet-air’d interminable plateaus! 

  Land of the herd, the garden, the healthy house of adobie! 

  Lands where the north-west Columbia winds, and where the south-west 

      Colorado winds! 

  Land of the eastern Chesapeake! land of the Delaware! 

  Land of Ontario, Erie, Huron, Michigan! 

  Land of the Old Thirteen! Massachusetts land! land of Vermont and 

      Connecticut! 

  Land of the ocean shores! land of sierras and peaks! 

  Land of boatmen and sailors! fishermen’s land! 

  Inextricable lands! the clutch’d together! the passionate ones! 

  The side by side! the elder and younger brothers! the bony-limb’d! 

  The great women’s land! the feminine! the experienced sisters and 

      the inexperienced sisters! 

  Far breath’d land! Arctic braced! Mexican breez’d! the diverse! the 



      compact! 

  The Pennsylvanian! the Virginian! the double Carolinian! 

  O all and each well-loved by me! my intrepid nations! O I at any 

      rate include you all with perfect love! 

  I cannot be discharged from you! not from one any sooner than another! 

  O death! O for all that, I am yet of you unseen this hour with 

      irrepressible love, 

  Walking New England, a friend, a traveler, 

  Splashing my bare feet in the edge of the summer ripples on 

      Paumanok’s sands, 

  Crossing the prairies, dwelling again in Chicago, dwelling in every town, 

  Observing shows, births, improvements, structures, arts, 

  Listening to orators and oratresses in public halls, 

  Of and through the States as during life, each man and woman my neighbor, 

  The Louisianian, the Georgian, as near to me, and I as near to him and her, 

  The Mississippian and Arkansian yet with me, and I yet with any of them, 

  Yet upon the plains west of the spinal river, yet in my house of adobie, 

  Yet returning eastward, yet in the Seaside State or in Maryland, 

  Yet Kanadian cheerily braving the winter, the snow and ice welcome to me, 

  Yet a true son either of Maine or of the Granite State, or the 

      Narragansett Bay State, or the Empire State, 

  Yet sailing to other shores to annex the same, yet welcoming every 

      new brother, 

  Hereby applying these leaves to the new ones from the hour they 

      unite with the old ones, 

  Coming among the new ones myself to be their companion and equal, 

      coming personally to you now, 

  Enjoining you to acts, characters, spectacles, with me. 
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  With me with firm holding, yet haste, haste on. 

  For your life adhere to me, 

  (I may have to be persuaded many times before I consent to give 

      myself really to you, but what of that? 

  Must not Nature be persuaded many times?) 

 

  No dainty dolce affettuoso I, 

  Bearded, sun-burnt, gray-neck’d, forbidding, I have arrived, 

  To be wrestled with as I pass for the solid prizes of the universe, 

  For such I afford whoever can persevere to win them. 
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  On my way a moment I pause, 

  Here for you! and here for America! 

  Still the present I raise aloft, still the future of the States I 

      harbinge glad and sublime, 

  And for the past I pronounce what the air holds of the red aborigines. 

 

  The red aborigines, 

  Leaving natural breaths, sounds of rain and winds, calls as of birds 

      and animals in the woods, syllabled to us for names, 

  Okonee, Koosa, Ottawa, Monongahela, Sauk, Natchez, Chattahoochee, 

      Kaqueta, Oronoco, 

  Wabash, Miami, Saginaw, Chippewa, Oshkosh, Walla-Walla, 

  Leaving such to the States they melt, they depart, charging the 

      water and the land with names. 
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  Expanding and swift, henceforth, 

  Elements, breeds, adjustments, turbulent, quick and audacious, 

  A world primal again, vistas of glory incessant and branching, 

  A new race dominating previous ones and grander far, with new contests, 

  New politics, new literatures and religions, new inventions and arts. 

 

  These, my voice announcing—I will sleep no more but arise, 

  You oceans that have been calm within me! how I feel you, 

      fathomless, stirring, preparing unprecedented waves and storms. 
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  See, steamers steaming through my poems, 

  See, in my poems immigrants continually coming and landing, 

  See, in arriere, the wigwam, the trail, the hunter’s hut, the flat-boat, 

      the maize-leaf, the claim, the rude fence, and the backwoods village, 

  See, on the one side the Western Sea and on the other the Eastern Sea, 

      how they advance and retreat upon my poems as upon their own shores, 

  See, pastures and forests in my poems—see, animals wild and tame—see, 

      beyond the Kaw, countless herds of buffalo feeding on short curly grass, 

  See, in my poems, cities, solid, vast, inland, with paved streets, 

      with iron and stone edifices, ceaseless vehicles, and commerce, 

  See, the many-cylinder’d steam printing-press—see, the electric 

      telegraph stretching across the continent, 

  See, through Atlantica’s depths pulses American Europe reaching, 

      pulses of Europe duly return’d, 

  See, the strong and quick locomotive as it departs, panting, blowing 



      the steam-whistle, 

  See, ploughmen ploughing farms—see, miners digging mines—see, 

      the numberless factories, 

  See, mechanics busy at their benches with tools—see from among them 

      superior judges, philosophs, Presidents, emerge, drest in 

      working dresses, 

  See, lounging through the shops and fields of the States, me 

      well-belov’d, close-held by day and night, 

  Hear the loud echoes of my songs there—read the hints come at last. 
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  O camerado close! O you and me at last, and us two only. 

  O a word to clear one’s path ahead endlessly! 

  O something ecstatic and undemonstrable! O music wild! 

  O now I triumph—and you shall also; 

  O hand in hand—O wholesome pleasure—O one more desirer and lover! 

  O to haste firm holding—to haste, haste on with me. 

  



BOOK III 

Song of Myself 
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  I celebrate myself, and sing myself, 

  And what I assume you shall assume, 

  For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you. 

 

  I loafe and invite my soul, 

  I lean and loafe at my ease observing a spear of summer grass. 

 

  My tongue, every atom of my blood, form’d from this soil, this air, 

  Born here of parents born here from parents the same, and their 

      parents the same, 

  I, now thirty-seven years old in perfect health begin, 

  Hoping to cease not till death. 

 

  Creeds and schools in abeyance, 

  Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but never forgotten, 

  I harbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every hazard, 

  Nature without check with original energy. 
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  Houses and rooms are full of perfumes, the shelves are crowded with 

      perfumes, 

  I breathe the fragrance myself and know it and like it, 

  The distillation would intoxicate me also, but I shall not let it. 

 



  The atmosphere is not a perfume, it has no taste of the 

      distillation, it is odorless, 

  It is for my mouth forever, I am in love with it, 

  I will go to the bank by the wood and become undisguised and naked, 

  I am mad for it to be in contact with me. 

 

  The smoke of my own breath, 

  Echoes, ripples, buzz’d whispers, love-root, silk-thread, crotch and vine, 

  My respiration and inspiration, the beating of my heart, the passing 

      of blood and air through my lungs, 

  The sniff of green leaves and dry leaves, and of the shore and 

      dark-color’d sea-rocks, and of hay in the barn, 

 

  The sound of the belch’d words of my voice loos’d to the eddies of 

      the wind, 

  A few light kisses, a few embraces, a reaching around of arms, 

  The play of shine and shade on the trees as the supple boughs wag, 

  The delight alone or in the rush of the streets, or along the fields 

      and hill-sides, 

  The feeling of health, the full-noon trill, the song of me rising 

      from bed and meeting the sun. 

 

  Have you reckon’d a thousand acres much? have you reckon’d the earth much? 

  Have you practis’d so long to learn to read? 

  Have you felt so proud to get at the meaning of poems? 

 

  Stop this day and night with me and you shall possess the origin of 

      all poems, 



  You shall possess the good of the earth and sun, (there are millions 

      of suns left,) 

  You shall no longer take things at second or third hand, nor look through 

      the eyes of the dead, nor feed on the spectres in books, 

  You shall not look through my eyes either, nor take things from me, 

  You shall listen to all sides and filter them from your self. 
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  I have heard what the talkers were talking, the talk of the 

      beginning and the end, 

  But I do not talk of the beginning or the end. 

 

  There was never any more inception than there is now, 

  Nor any more youth or age than there is now, 

  And will never be any more perfection than there is now, 

  Nor any more heaven or hell than there is now. 

 

  Urge and urge and urge, 

  Always the procreant urge of the world. 

 

  Out of the dimness opposite equals advance, always substance and 

      increase, always sex, 

  Always a knit of identity, always distinction, always a breed of life. 

  To elaborate is no avail, learn’d and unlearn’d feel that it is so. 

 

  Sure as the most certain sure, plumb in the uprights, well 

      entretied, braced in the beams, 

  Stout as a horse, affectionate, haughty, electrical, 



  I and this mystery here we stand. 

 

  Clear and sweet is my soul, and clear and sweet is all that is not my soul. 

 

  Lack one lacks both, and the unseen is proved by the seen, 

  Till that becomes unseen and receives proof in its turn. 

 

  Showing the best and dividing it from the worst age vexes age, 

  Knowing the perfect fitness and equanimity of things, while they 

      discuss I am silent, and go bathe and admire myself. 

 

  Welcome is every organ and attribute of me, and of any man hearty and clean, 

  Not an inch nor a particle of an inch is vile, and none shall be 

      less familiar than the rest. 

 

  I am satisfied—I see, dance, laugh, sing; 

  As the hugging and loving bed-fellow sleeps at my side through the night, 

      and withdraws at the peep of the day with stealthy tread, 

  Leaving me baskets cover’d with white towels swelling the house with 

      their plenty, 

  Shall I postpone my acceptation and realization and scream at my eyes, 

  That they turn from gazing after and down the road, 

  And forthwith cipher and show me to a cent, 

  Exactly the value of one and exactly the value of two, and which is ahead? 
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  Trippers and askers surround me, 

  People I meet, the effect upon me of my early life or the ward and 



      city I live in, or the nation, 

  The latest dates, discoveries, inventions, societies, authors old and new, 

  My dinner, dress, associates, looks, compliments, dues, 

  The real or fancied indifference of some man or woman I love, 

  The sickness of one of my folks or of myself, or ill-doing or loss 

      or lack of money, or depressions or exaltations, 

  Battles, the horrors of fratricidal war, the fever of doubtful news, 

      the fitful events; 

  These come to me days and nights and go from me again, 

  But they are not the Me myself. 

 

  Apart from the pulling and hauling stands what I am, 

  Stands amused, complacent, compassionating, idle, unitary, 

  Looks down, is erect, or bends an arm on an impalpable certain rest, 

  Looking with side-curved head curious what will come next, 

  Both in and out of the game and watching and wondering at it. 

 

  Backward I see in my own days where I sweated through fog with 

      linguists and contenders, 

  I have no mockings or arguments, I witness and wait. 
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  I believe in you my soul, the other I am must not abase itself to you, 

  And you must not be abased to the other. 

 

  Loafe with me on the grass, loose the stop from your throat, 

  Not words, not music or rhyme I want, not custom or lecture, not 

      even the best, 



  Only the lull I like, the hum of your valved voice. 

 

  I mind how once we lay such a transparent summer morning, 

  How you settled your head athwart my hips and gently turn’d over upon me, 

  And parted the shirt from my bosom-bone, and plunged your tongue 

      to my bare-stript heart, 

  And reach’d till you felt my beard, and reach’d till you held my feet. 

 

  Swiftly arose and spread around me the peace and knowledge that pass 

      all the argument of the earth, 

  And I know that the hand of God is the promise of my own, 

  And I know that the spirit of God is the brother of my own, 

  And that all the men ever born are also my brothers, and the women 

      my sisters and lovers, 

  And that a kelson of the creation is love, 

  And limitless are leaves stiff or drooping in the fields, 

  And brown ants in the little wells beneath them, 

  And mossy scabs of the worm fence, heap’d stones, elder, mullein and 

      poke-weed. 
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  A child said What is the grass? fetching it to me with full hands; 

  How could I answer the child? I do not know what it is any more than he. 

 

  I guess it must be the flag of my disposition, out of hopeful green 

      stuff woven. 

 

  Or I guess it is the handkerchief of the Lord, 



  A scented gift and remembrancer designedly dropt, 

  Bearing the owner’s name someway in the corners, that we may see 

      and remark, and say Whose? 

 

  Or I guess the grass is itself a child, the produced babe of the vegetation. 

 

  Or I guess it is a uniform hieroglyphic, 

  And it means, Sprouting alike in broad zones and narrow zones, 

  Growing among black folks as among white, 

  Kanuck, Tuckahoe, Congressman, Cuff, I give them the same, I 

      receive them the same. 

 

  And now it seems to me the beautiful uncut hair of graves. 

 

  Tenderly will I use you curling grass, 

  It may be you transpire from the breasts of young men, 

  It may be if I had known them I would have loved them, 

  It may be you are from old people, or from offspring taken soon out 

      of their mothers’ laps, 

  And here you are the mothers’ laps. 

 

  This grass is very dark to be from the white heads of old mothers, 

  Darker than the colorless beards of old men, 

  Dark to come from under the faint red roofs of mouths. 

 

  O I perceive after all so many uttering tongues, 

  And I perceive they do not come from the roofs of mouths for nothing. 

 



  I wish I could translate the hints about the dead young men and women, 

  And the hints about old men and mothers, and the offspring taken 

      soon out of their laps. 

 

  What do you think has become of the young and old men? 

  And what do you think has become of the women and children? 

 

  They are alive and well somewhere, 

  The smallest sprout shows there is really no death, 

  And if ever there was it led forward life, and does not wait at the 

      end to arrest it, 

  And ceas’d the moment life appear’d. 

 

  All goes onward and outward, nothing collapses, 

  And to die is different from what any one supposed, and luckier. 
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  Has any one supposed it lucky to be born? 

  I hasten to inform him or her it is just as lucky to die, and I know it. 

 

  I pass death with the dying and birth with the new-wash’d babe, and 

      am not contain’d between my hat and boots, 

  And peruse manifold objects, no two alike and every one good, 

  The earth good and the stars good, and their adjuncts all good. 

 

  I am not an earth nor an adjunct of an earth, 

  I am the mate and companion of people, all just as immortal and 

      fathomless as myself, 



  (They do not know how immortal, but I know.) 

 

  Every kind for itself and its own, for me mine male and female, 

  For me those that have been boys and that love women, 

  For me the man that is proud and feels how it stings to be slighted, 

  For me the sweet-heart and the old maid, for me mothers and the 

      mothers of mothers, 

  For me lips that have smiled, eyes that have shed tears, 

  For me children and the begetters of children. 

 

  Undrape! you are not guilty to me, nor stale nor discarded, 

  I see through the broadcloth and gingham whether or no, 

  And am around, tenacious, acquisitive, tireless, and cannot be shaken away. 
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  The little one sleeps in its cradle, 

  I lift the gauze and look a long time, and silently brush away flies 

      with my hand. 

 

  The youngster and the red-faced girl turn aside up the bushy hill, 

  I peeringly view them from the top. 

 

  The suicide sprawls on the bloody floor of the bedroom, 

  I witness the corpse with its dabbled hair, I note where the pistol 

      has fallen. 

 

  The blab of the pave, tires of carts, sluff of boot-soles, talk of 

      the promenaders, 



  The heavy omnibus, the driver with his interrogating thumb, the 

      clank of the shod horses on the granite floor, 

  The snow-sleighs, clinking, shouted jokes, pelts of snow-balls, 

  The hurrahs for popular favorites, the fury of rous’d mobs, 

  The flap of the curtain’d litter, a sick man inside borne to the hospital, 

  The meeting of enemies, the sudden oath, the blows and fall, 

  The excited crowd, the policeman with his star quickly working his 

      passage to the centre of the crowd, 

  The impassive stones that receive and return so many echoes, 

  What groans of over-fed or half-starv’d who fall sunstruck or in fits, 

  What exclamations of women taken suddenly who hurry home and 

      give birth to babes, 

  What living and buried speech is always vibrating here, what howls 

      restrain’d by decorum, 

  Arrests of criminals, slights, adulterous offers made, acceptances, 

      rejections with convex lips, 

  I mind them or the show or resonance of them—I come and I depart. 
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  The big doors of the country barn stand open and ready, 

  The dried grass of the harvest-time loads the slow-drawn wagon, 

  The clear light plays on the brown gray and green intertinged, 

  The armfuls are pack’d to the sagging mow. 

 

  I am there, I help, I came stretch’d atop of the load, 

  I felt its soft jolts, one leg reclined on the other, 

  I jump from the cross-beams and seize the clover and timothy, 

  And roll head over heels and tangle my hair full of wisps. 
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  Alone far in the wilds and mountains I hunt, 

  Wandering amazed at my own lightness and glee, 

  In the late afternoon choosing a safe spot to pass the night, 

  Kindling a fire and broiling the fresh-kill’d game, 

  Falling asleep on the gather’d leaves with my dog and gun by my side. 

 

  The Yankee clipper is under her sky-sails, she cuts the sparkle and scud, 

  My eyes settle the land, I bend at her prow or shout joyously from the deck. 

 

  The boatmen and clam-diggers arose early and stopt for me, 

  I tuck’d my trowser-ends in my boots and went and had a good time; 

  You should have been with us that day round the chowder-kettle. 

 

  I saw the marriage of the trapper in the open air in the far west, 

      the bride was a red girl, 

  Her father and his friends sat near cross-legged and dumbly smoking, 

      they had moccasins to their feet and large thick blankets 

      hanging from their shoulders, 

  On a bank lounged the trapper, he was drest mostly in skins, his luxuriant 

      beard and curls protected his neck, he held his bride by the hand, 

  She had long eyelashes, her head was bare, her coarse straight locks 

      descended upon her voluptuous limbs and reach’d to her feet. 

 

  The runaway slave came to my house and stopt outside, 

  I heard his motions crackling the twigs of the woodpile, 

  Through the swung half-door of the kitchen I saw him limpsy and weak, 



  And went where he sat on a log and led him in and assured him, 

  And brought water and fill’d a tub for his sweated body and bruis’d feet, 

  And gave him a room that enter’d from my own, and gave him some 

      coarse clean clothes, 

  And remember perfectly well his revolving eyes and his awkwardness, 

  And remember putting plasters on the galls of his neck and ankles; 

  He staid with me a week before he was recuperated and pass’d north, 

  I had him sit next me at table, my fire-lock lean’d in the corner. 
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  Twenty-eight young men bathe by the shore, 

  Twenty-eight young men and all so friendly; 

  Twenty-eight years of womanly life and all so lonesome. 

 

  She owns the fine house by the rise of the bank, 

  She hides handsome and richly drest aft the blinds of the window. 

 

  Which of the young men does she like the best? 

  Ah the homeliest of them is beautiful to her. 

 

  Where are you off to, lady? for I see you, 

  You splash in the water there, yet stay stock still in your room. 

 

  Dancing and laughing along the beach came the twenty-ninth bather, 

  The rest did not see her, but she saw them and loved them. 

 

  The beards of the young men glisten’d with wet, it ran from their long hair, 

  Little streams pass’d all over their bodies. 



 

  An unseen hand also pass’d over their bodies, 

  It descended tremblingly from their temples and ribs. 

 

  The young men float on their backs, their white bellies bulge to the 

      sun, they do not ask who seizes fast to them, 

  They do not know who puffs and declines with pendant and bending arch, 

  They do not think whom they souse with spray. 
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  The butcher-boy puts off his killing-clothes, or sharpens his knife 

      at the stall in the market, 

  I loiter enjoying his repartee and his shuffle and break-down. 

 

  Blacksmiths with grimed and hairy chests environ the anvil, 

  Each has his main-sledge, they are all out, there is a great heat in 

      the fire. 

 

  From the cinder-strew’d threshold I follow their movements, 

  The lithe sheer of their waists plays even with their massive arms, 

  Overhand the hammers swing, overhand so slow, overhand so sure, 

  They do not hasten, each man hits in his place. 
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  The negro holds firmly the reins of his four horses, the block swags 

      underneath on its tied-over chain, 

  The negro that drives the long dray of the stone-yard, steady and 

      tall he stands pois’d on one leg on the string-piece, 



  His blue shirt exposes his ample neck and breast and loosens over 

      his hip-band, 

  His glance is calm and commanding, he tosses the slouch of his hat 

      away from his forehead, 

  The sun falls on his crispy hair and mustache, falls on the black of 

      his polish’d and perfect limbs. 

 

  I behold the picturesque giant and love him, and I do not stop there, 

  I go with the team also. 

 

  In me the caresser of life wherever moving, backward as well as 

      forward sluing, 

  To niches aside and junior bending, not a person or object missing, 

  Absorbing all to myself and for this song. 

 

  Oxen that rattle the yoke and chain or halt in the leafy shade, what 

      is that you express in your eyes? 

  It seems to me more than all the print I have read in my life. 

 

  My tread scares the wood-drake and wood-duck on my distant and 

      day-long ramble, 

  They rise together, they slowly circle around. 

 

  I believe in those wing’d purposes, 

  And acknowledge red, yellow, white, playing within me, 

  And consider green and violet and the tufted crown intentional, 

  And do not call the tortoise unworthy because she is not something else, 

  And the jay in the woods never studied the gamut, yet trills pretty well to me, 



  And the look of the bay mare shames silliness out of me. 
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  The wild gander leads his flock through the cool night, 

  Ya-honk he says, and sounds it down to me like an invitation, 

  The pert may suppose it meaningless, but I listening close, 

  Find its purpose and place up there toward the wintry sky. 

 

  The sharp-hoof’d moose of the north, the cat on the house-sill, the 

      chickadee, the prairie-dog, 

  The litter of the grunting sow as they tug at her teats, 

  The brood of the turkey-hen and she with her half-spread wings, 

  I see in them and myself the same old law. 

 

  The press of my foot to the earth springs a hundred affections, 

  They scorn the best I can do to relate them. 

 

  I am enamour’d of growing out-doors, 

  Of men that live among cattle or taste of the ocean or woods, 

  Of the builders and steerers of ships and the wielders of axes and 

      mauls, and the drivers of horses, 

  I can eat and sleep with them week in and week out. 

 

  What is commonest, cheapest, nearest, easiest, is Me, 

  Me going in for my chances, spending for vast returns, 

  Adorning myself to bestow myself on the first that will take me, 

  Not asking the sky to come down to my good will, 

  Scattering it freely forever. 
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  The pure contralto sings in the organ loft, 

  The carpenter dresses his plank, the tongue of his foreplane 

      whistles its wild ascending lisp, 

  The married and unmarried children ride home to their Thanksgiving dinner, 

  The pilot seizes the king-pin, he heaves down with a strong arm, 

  The mate stands braced in the whale-boat, lance and harpoon are ready, 

  The duck-shooter walks by silent and cautious stretches, 

  The deacons are ordain’d with cross’d hands at the altar, 

  The spinning-girl retreats and advances to the hum of the big wheel, 

  The farmer stops by the bars as he walks on a First-day loafe and 

      looks at the oats and rye, 

  The lunatic is carried at last to the asylum a confirm’d case, 

  (He will never sleep any more as he did in the cot in his mother’s 

      bed-room;) 

  The jour printer with gray head and gaunt jaws works at his case, 

  He turns his quid of tobacco while his eyes blurr with the manuscript; 

  The malform’d limbs are tied to the surgeon’s table, 

  What is removed drops horribly in a pail; 

  The quadroon girl is sold at the auction-stand, the drunkard nods by 

      the bar-room stove, 

  The machinist rolls up his sleeves, the policeman travels his beat, 

      the gate-keeper marks who pass, 

  The young fellow drives the express-wagon, (I love him, though I do 

      not know him;) 

  The half-breed straps on his light boots to compete in the race, 

  The western turkey-shooting draws old and young, some lean on their 



      rifles, some sit on logs, 

  Out from the crowd steps the marksman, takes his position, levels his piece; 

  The groups of newly-come immigrants cover the wharf or levee, 

  As the woolly-pates hoe in the sugar-field, the overseer views them 

      from his saddle, 

  The bugle calls in the ball-room, the gentlemen run for their 

      partners, the dancers bow to each other, 

  The youth lies awake in the cedar-roof’d garret and harks to the 

      musical rain, 

  The Wolverine sets traps on the creek that helps fill the Huron, 

  The squaw wrapt in her yellow-hemm’d cloth is offering moccasins and 

      bead-bags for sale, 

  The connoisseur peers along the exhibition-gallery with half-shut 

      eyes bent sideways, 

  As the deck-hands make fast the steamboat the plank is thrown for 

      the shore-going passengers, 

  The young sister holds out the skein while the elder sister winds it 

      off in a ball, and stops now and then for the knots, 

  The one-year wife is recovering and happy having a week ago borne 

      her first child, 

  The clean-hair’d Yankee girl works with her sewing-machine or in the 

      factory or mill, 

  The paving-man leans on his two-handed rammer, the reporter’s lead 

      flies swiftly over the note-book, the sign-painter is lettering 

      with blue and gold, 

  The canal boy trots on the tow-path, the book-keeper counts at his 

      desk, the shoemaker waxes his thread, 

  The conductor beats time for the band and all the performers follow him, 



  The child is baptized, the convert is making his first professions, 

  The regatta is spread on the bay, the race is begun, (how the white 

      sails sparkle!) 

  The drover watching his drove sings out to them that would stray, 

  The pedler sweats with his pack on his back, (the purchaser higgling 

      about the odd cent;) 

  The bride unrumples her white dress, the minute-hand of the clock 

      moves slowly, 

  The opium-eater reclines with rigid head and just-open’d lips, 

  The prostitute draggles her shawl, her bonnet bobs on her tipsy and 

      pimpled neck, 

  The crowd laugh at her blackguard oaths, the men jeer and wink to 

      each other, 

  (Miserable! I do not laugh at your oaths nor jeer you;) 

  The President holding a cabinet council is surrounded by the great 

      Secretaries, 

  On the piazza walk three matrons stately and friendly with twined arms, 

  The crew of the fish-smack pack repeated layers of halibut in the hold, 

  The Missourian crosses the plains toting his wares and his cattle, 

  As the fare-collector goes through the train he gives notice by the 

      jingling of loose change, 

  The floor-men are laying the floor, the tinners are tinning the 

      roof, the masons are calling for mortar, 

  In single file each shouldering his hod pass onward the laborers; 

  Seasons pursuing each other the indescribable crowd is gather’d, it 

      is the fourth of Seventh-month, (what salutes of cannon and small arms!) 

  Seasons pursuing each other the plougher ploughs, the mower mows, 

      and the winter-grain falls in the ground; 



  Off on the lakes the pike-fisher watches and waits by the hole in 

      the frozen surface, 

  The stumps stand thick round the clearing, the squatter strikes deep 

      with his axe, 

  Flatboatmen make fast towards dusk near the cotton-wood or pecan-trees, 

  Coon-seekers go through the regions of the Red river or through 

      those drain’d by the Tennessee, or through those of the Arkansas, 

  Torches shine in the dark that hangs on the Chattahooche or Altamahaw, 

  Patriarchs sit at supper with sons and grandsons and great-grandsons 

      around them, 

  In walls of adobie, in canvas tents, rest hunters and trappers after 

      their day’s sport, 

  The city sleeps and the country sleeps, 

  The living sleep for their time, the dead sleep for their time, 

  The old husband sleeps by his wife and the young husband sleeps by his wife; 

  And these tend inward to me, and I tend outward to them, 

  And such as it is to be of these more or less I am, 

  And of these one and all I weave the song of myself. 
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  I am of old and young, of the foolish as much as the wise, 

  Regardless of others, ever regardful of others, 

  Maternal as well as paternal, a child as well as a man, 

  Stuff’d with the stuff that is coarse and stuff’d with the stuff 

      that is fine, 

  One of the Nation of many nations, the smallest the same and the 

      largest the same, 

  A Southerner soon as a Northerner, a planter nonchalant and 



      hospitable down by the Oconee I live, 

  A Yankee bound my own way ready for trade, my joints the limberest 

      joints on earth and the sternest joints on earth, 

  A Kentuckian walking the vale of the Elkhorn in my deer-skin 

      leggings, a Louisianian or Georgian, 

  A boatman over lakes or bays or along coasts, a Hoosier, Badger, Buckeye; 

  At home on Kanadian snow-shoes or up in the bush, or with fishermen 

      off Newfoundland, 

  At home in the fleet of ice-boats, sailing with the rest and tacking, 

  At home on the hills of Vermont or in the woods of Maine, or the 

      Texan ranch, 

  Comrade of Californians, comrade of free North-Westerners, (loving 

      their big proportions,) 

  Comrade of raftsmen and coalmen, comrade of all who shake hands 

      and welcome to drink and meat, 

  A learner with the simplest, a teacher of the thoughtfullest, 

  A novice beginning yet experient of myriads of seasons, 

  Of every hue and caste am I, of every rank and religion, 

  A farmer, mechanic, artist, gentleman, sailor, quaker, 

  Prisoner, fancy-man, rowdy, lawyer, physician, priest. 

 

  I resist any thing better than my own diversity, 

  Breathe the air but leave plenty after me, 

  And am not stuck up, and am in my place. 

 

  (The moth and the fish-eggs are in their place, 

  The bright suns I see and the dark suns I cannot see are in their place, 

  The palpable is in its place and the impalpable is in its place.) 
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  These are really the thoughts of all men in all ages and lands, they 

      are not original with me, 

  If they are not yours as much as mine they are nothing, or next to nothing, 

  If they are not the riddle and the untying of the riddle they are nothing, 

  If they are not just as close as they are distant they are nothing. 

 

  This is the grass that grows wherever the land is and the water is, 

  This the common air that bathes the globe. 

 

       18 

  With music strong I come, with my cornets and my drums, 

  I play not marches for accepted victors only, I play marches for 

      conquer’d and slain persons. 

 

  Have you heard that it was good to gain the day? 

  I also say it is good to fall, battles are lost in the same spirit 

      in which they are won. 

 

  I beat and pound for the dead, 

  I blow through my embouchures my loudest and gayest for them. 

 

  Vivas to those who have fail’d! 

  And to those whose war-vessels sank in the sea! 

  And to those themselves who sank in the sea! 

  And to all generals that lost engagements, and all overcome heroes! 

  And the numberless unknown heroes equal to the greatest heroes known! 
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  This is the meal equally set, this the meat for natural hunger, 

  It is for the wicked just same as the righteous, I make appointments 

      with all, 

  I will not have a single person slighted or left away, 

  The kept-woman, sponger, thief, are hereby invited, 

  The heavy-lipp’d slave is invited, the venerealee is invited; 

  There shall be no difference between them and the rest. 

 

  This is the press of a bashful hand, this the float and odor of hair, 

  This the touch of my lips to yours, this the murmur of yearning, 

  This the far-off depth and height reflecting my own face, 

  This the thoughtful merge of myself, and the outlet again. 

 

  Do you guess I have some intricate purpose? 

  Well I have, for the Fourth-month showers have, and the mica on the 

      side of a rock has. 

 

  Do you take it I would astonish? 

  Does the daylight astonish? does the early redstart twittering 

      through the woods? 

  Do I astonish more than they? 

 

  This hour I tell things in confidence, 

  I might not tell everybody, but I will tell you. 
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  Who goes there? hankering, gross, mystical, nude; 

  How is it I extract strength from the beef I eat? 

 

  What is a man anyhow? what am I? what are you? 

 

  All I mark as my own you shall offset it with your own, 

  Else it were time lost listening to me. 

 

  I do not snivel that snivel the world over, 

  That months are vacuums and the ground but wallow and filth. 

 

  Whimpering and truckling fold with powders for invalids, conformity 

      goes to the fourth-remov’d, 

  I wear my hat as I please indoors or out. 

 

  Why should I pray? why should I venerate and be ceremonious? 

 

  Having pried through the strata, analyzed to a hair, counsel’d with 

      doctors and calculated close, 

  I find no sweeter fat than sticks to my own bones. 

 

  In all people I see myself, none more and not one a barley-corn less, 

  And the good or bad I say of myself I say of them. 

 

  I know I am solid and sound, 

  To me the converging objects of the universe perpetually flow, 

  All are written to me, and I must get what the writing means. 

 



  I know I am deathless, 

  I know this orbit of mine cannot be swept by a carpenter’s compass, 

  I know I shall not pass like a child’s carlacue cut with a burnt 

      stick at night. 

 

  I know I am august, 

  I do not trouble my spirit to vindicate itself or be understood, 

  I see that the elementary laws never apologize, 

  (I reckon I behave no prouder than the level I plant my house by, 

      after all.) 

 

  I exist as I am, that is enough, 

  If no other in the world be aware I sit content, 

  And if each and all be aware I sit content. 

 

  One world is aware and by far the largest to me, and that is myself, 

  And whether I come to my own to-day or in ten thousand or ten 

      million years, 

  I can cheerfully take it now, or with equal cheerfulness I can wait. 

 

  My foothold is tenon’d and mortis’d in granite, 

  I laugh at what you call dissolution, 

  And I know the amplitude of time. 
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  I am the poet of the Body and I am the poet of the Soul, 

  The pleasures of heaven are with me and the pains of hell are with me, 

  The first I graft and increase upon myself, the latter I translate 



      into new tongue. 

 

  I am the poet of the woman the same as the man, 

  And I say it is as great to be a woman as to be a man, 

  And I say there is nothing greater than the mother of men. 

 

  I chant the chant of dilation or pride, 

  We have had ducking and deprecating about enough, 

  I show that size is only development. 

 

  Have you outstript the rest? are you the President? 

  It is a trifle, they will more than arrive there every one, and 

      still pass on. 

 

  I am he that walks with the tender and growing night, 

  I call to the earth and sea half-held by the night. 

 

  Press close bare-bosom’d night—press close magnetic nourishing night! 

  Night of south winds—night of the large few stars! 

  Still nodding night—mad naked summer night. 

 

  Smile O voluptuous cool-breath’d earth! 

  Earth of the slumbering and liquid trees! 

  Earth of departed sunset—earth of the mountains misty-topt! 

  Earth of the vitreous pour of the full moon just tinged with blue! 

  Earth of shine and dark mottling the tide of the river! 

  Earth of the limpid gray of clouds brighter and clearer for my sake! 

  Far-swooping elbow’d earth—rich apple-blossom’d earth! 



  Smile, for your lover comes. 

 

  Prodigal, you have given me love—therefore I to you give love! 

  O unspeakable passionate love. 

 

  Thruster holding me tight and that I hold tight! 

  We hurt each other as the bridegroom and the bride hurt each other. 
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  You sea! I resign myself to you also—I guess what you mean, 

  I behold from the beach your crooked fingers, 

  I believe you refuse to go back without feeling of me, 

  We must have a turn together, I undress, hurry me out of sight of the land, 

  Cushion me soft, rock me in billowy drowse, 

  Dash me with amorous wet, I can repay you. 

 

  Sea of stretch’d ground-swells, 

  Sea breathing broad and convulsive breaths, 

  Sea of the brine of life and of unshovell’d yet always-ready graves, 

  Howler and scooper of storms, capricious and dainty sea, 

  I am integral with you, I too am of one phase and of all phases. 

 

  Partaker of influx and efflux I, extoller of hate and conciliation, 

  Extoller of amies and those that sleep in each others’ arms. 

 

  I am he attesting sympathy, 

  (Shall I make my list of things in the house and skip the house that 

      supports them?) 



 

  I am not the poet of goodness only, I do not decline to be the poet 

      of wickedness also. 

 

  What blurt is this about virtue and about vice? 

  Evil propels me and reform of evil propels me, I stand indifferent, 

  My gait is no fault-finder’s or rejecter’s gait, 

  I moisten the roots of all that has grown. 

 

  Did you fear some scrofula out of the unflagging pregnancy? 

  Did you guess the celestial laws are yet to be work’d over and rectified? 

 

  I find one side a balance and the antipedal side a balance, 

  Soft doctrine as steady help as stable doctrine, 

  Thoughts and deeds of the present our rouse and early start. 

 

  This minute that comes to me over the past decillions, 

  There is no better than it and now. 

 

  What behaved well in the past or behaves well to-day is not such wonder, 

  The wonder is always and always how there can be a mean man or an infidel. 
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  Endless unfolding of words of ages! 

  And mine a word of the modern, the word En-Masse. 

 

  A word of the faith that never balks, 

  Here or henceforward it is all the same to me, I accept Time absolutely. 



 

  It alone is without flaw, it alone rounds and completes all, 

  That mystic baffling wonder alone completes all. 

 

  I accept Reality and dare not question it, 

  Materialism first and last imbuing. 

 

  Hurrah for positive science! long live exact demonstration! 

  Fetch stonecrop mixt with cedar and branches of lilac, 

  This is the lexicographer, this the chemist, this made a grammar of 

      the old cartouches, 

  These mariners put the ship through dangerous unknown seas. 

  This is the geologist, this works with the scalper, and this is a 

      mathematician. 

 

  Gentlemen, to you the first honors always! 

  Your facts are useful, and yet they are not my dwelling, 

  I but enter by them to an area of my dwelling. 

 

  Less the reminders of properties told my words, 

  And more the reminders they of life untold, and of freedom and extrication, 

  And make short account of neuters and geldings, and favor men and 

      women fully equipt, 

  And beat the gong of revolt, and stop with fugitives and them that 

      plot and conspire. 
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  Walt Whitman, a kosmos, of Manhattan the son, 



  Turbulent, fleshy, sensual, eating, drinking and breeding, 

  No sentimentalist, no stander above men and women or apart from them, 

  No more modest than immodest. 

 

  Unscrew the locks from the doors! 

  Unscrew the doors themselves from their jambs! 

 

  Whoever degrades another degrades me, 

  And whatever is done or said returns at last to me. 

 

  Through me the afflatus surging and surging, through me the current 

      and index. 

 

  I speak the pass-word primeval, I give the sign of democracy, 

  By God! I will accept nothing which all cannot have their 

      counterpart of on the same terms. 

 

  Through me many long dumb voices, 

  Voices of the interminable generations of prisoners and slaves, 

  Voices of the diseas’d and despairing and of thieves and dwarfs, 

  Voices of cycles of preparation and accretion, 

  And of the threads that connect the stars, and of wombs and of the 

      father-stuff, 

  And of the rights of them the others are down upon, 

  Of the deform’d, trivial, flat, foolish, despised, 

  Fog in the air, beetles rolling balls of dung. 

 

  Through me forbidden voices, 



  Voices of sexes and lusts, voices veil’d and I remove the veil, 

  Voices indecent by me clarified and transfigur’d. 

 

  I do not press my fingers across my mouth, 

  I keep as delicate around the bowels as around the head and heart, 

  Copulation is no more rank to me than death is. 

 

  I believe in the flesh and the appetites, 

  Seeing, hearing, feeling, are miracles, and each part and tag of me 

      is a miracle. 

 

  Divine am I inside and out, and I make holy whatever I touch or am 

      touch’d from, 

  The scent of these arm-pits aroma finer than prayer, 

  This head more than churches, bibles, and all the creeds. 

 

  If I worship one thing more than another it shall be the spread of 

      my own body, or any part of it, 

  Translucent mould of me it shall be you! 

  Shaded ledges and rests it shall be you! 

  Firm masculine colter it shall be you! 

  Whatever goes to the tilth of me it shall be you! 

  You my rich blood! your milky stream pale strippings of my life! 

  Breast that presses against other breasts it shall be you! 

  My brain it shall be your occult convolutions! 

  Root of wash’d sweet-flag! timorous pond-snipe! nest of guarded 

      duplicate eggs! it shall be you! 

  Mix’d tussled hay of head, beard, brawn, it shall be you! 



  Trickling sap of maple, fibre of manly wheat, it shall be you! 

  Sun so generous it shall be you! 

  Vapors lighting and shading my face it shall be you! 

  You sweaty brooks and dews it shall be you! 

  Winds whose soft-tickling genitals rub against me it shall be you! 

  Broad muscular fields, branches of live oak, loving lounger in my 

      winding paths, it shall be you! 

  Hands I have taken, face I have kiss’d, mortal I have ever touch’d, 

      it shall be you. 

 

  I dote on myself, there is that lot of me and all so luscious, 

  Each moment and whatever happens thrills me with joy, 

  I cannot tell how my ankles bend, nor whence the cause of my faintest wish, 

  Nor the cause of the friendship I emit, nor the cause of the 

      friendship I take again. 

 

  That I walk up my stoop, I pause to consider if it really be, 

  A morning-glory at my window satisfies me more than the metaphysics 

      of books. 

 

  To behold the day-break! 

  The little light fades the immense and diaphanous shadows, 

  The air tastes good to my palate. 

 

  Hefts of the moving world at innocent gambols silently rising 

      freshly exuding, 

  Scooting obliquely high and low. 

 



  Something I cannot see puts upward libidinous prongs, 

  Seas of bright juice suffuse heaven. 

 

  The earth by the sky staid with, the daily close of their junction, 

  The heav’d challenge from the east that moment over my head, 

  The mocking taunt, See then whether you shall be master! 
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  Dazzling and tremendous how quick the sun-rise would kill me, 

  If I could not now and always send sun-rise out of me. 

 

  We also ascend dazzling and tremendous as the sun, 

  We found our own O my soul in the calm and cool of the daybreak. 

 

  My voice goes after what my eyes cannot reach, 

  With the twirl of my tongue I encompass worlds and volumes of worlds. 

 

  Speech is the twin of my vision, it is unequal to measure itself, 

  It provokes me forever, it says sarcastically, 

  Walt you contain enough, why don’t you let it out then? 

 

  Come now I will not be tantalized, you conceive too much of 

      articulation, 

  Do you not know O speech how the buds beneath you are folded? 

  Waiting in gloom, protected by frost, 

  The dirt receding before my prophetical screams, 

  I underlying causes to balance them at last, 

  My knowledge my live parts, it keeping tally with the meaning of all things, 



  Happiness, (which whoever hears me let him or her set out in search 

      of this day.) 

 

  My final merit I refuse you, I refuse putting from me what I really am, 

  Encompass worlds, but never try to encompass me, 

  I crowd your sleekest and best by simply looking toward you. 

 

  Writing and talk do not prove me, 

  I carry the plenum of proof and every thing else in my face, 

  With the hush of my lips I wholly confound the skeptic. 
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  Now I will do nothing but listen, 

  To accrue what I hear into this song, to let sounds contribute toward it. 

 

  I hear bravuras of birds, bustle of growing wheat, gossip of flames, 

      clack of sticks cooking my meals, 

  I hear the sound I love, the sound of the human voice, 

  I hear all sounds running together, combined, fused or following, 

  Sounds of the city and sounds out of the city, sounds of the day and night, 

  Talkative young ones to those that like them, the loud laugh of 

      work-people at their meals, 

  The angry base of disjointed friendship, the faint tones of the sick, 

  The judge with hands tight to the desk, his pallid lips pronouncing 

      a death-sentence, 

  The heave’e’yo of stevedores unlading ships by the wharves, the 

      refrain of the anchor-lifters, 

  The ring of alarm-bells, the cry of fire, the whirr of swift-streaking 



      engines and hose-carts with premonitory tinkles and color’d lights, 

  The steam-whistle, the solid roll of the train of approaching cars, 

  The slow march play’d at the head of the association marching two and two, 

  (They go to guard some corpse, the flag-tops are draped with black muslin.) 

 

  I hear the violoncello, (’tis the young man’s heart’s complaint,) 

  I hear the key’d cornet, it glides quickly in through my ears, 

  It shakes mad-sweet pangs through my belly and breast. 

 

  I hear the chorus, it is a grand opera, 

  Ah this indeed is music—this suits me. 

 

  A tenor large and fresh as the creation fills me, 

  The orbic flex of his mouth is pouring and filling me full. 

 

  I hear the train’d soprano (what work with hers is this?) 

  The orchestra whirls me wider than Uranus flies, 

  It wrenches such ardors from me I did not know I possess’d them, 

  It sails me, I dab with bare feet, they are lick’d by the indolent waves, 

  I am cut by bitter and angry hail, I lose my breath, 

  Steep’d amid honey’d morphine, my windpipe throttled in fakes of death, 

  At length let up again to feel the puzzle of puzzles, 

  And that we call Being. 
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  To be in any form, what is that? 

  (Round and round we go, all of us, and ever come back thither,) 

  If nothing lay more develop’d the quahaug in its callous shell were enough. 



 

  Mine is no callous shell, 

  I have instant conductors all over me whether I pass or stop, 

  They seize every object and lead it harmlessly through me. 

 

  I merely stir, press, feel with my fingers, and am happy, 

  To touch my person to some one else’s is about as much as I can stand. 
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  Is this then a touch? quivering me to a new identity, 

  Flames and ether making a rush for my veins, 

  Treacherous tip of me reaching and crowding to help them, 

  My flesh and blood playing out lightning to strike what is hardly 

      different from myself, 

  On all sides prurient provokers stiffening my limbs, 

  Straining the udder of my heart for its withheld drip, 

  Behaving licentious toward me, taking no denial, 

  Depriving me of my best as for a purpose, 

  Unbuttoning my clothes, holding me by the bare waist, 

  Deluding my confusion with the calm of the sunlight and pasture-fields, 

  Immodestly sliding the fellow-senses away, 

  They bribed to swap off with touch and go and graze at the edges of me, 

  No consideration, no regard for my draining strength or my anger, 

  Fetching the rest of the herd around to enjoy them a while, 

  Then all uniting to stand on a headland and worry me. 

 

  The sentries desert every other part of me, 

  They have left me helpless to a red marauder, 



  They all come to the headland to witness and assist against me. 

 

  I am given up by traitors, 

  I talk wildly, I have lost my wits, I and nobody else am the 

      greatest traitor, 

  I went myself first to the headland, my own hands carried me there. 

 

  You villain touch! what are you doing? my breath is tight in its throat, 

  Unclench your floodgates, you are too much for me. 
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  Blind loving wrestling touch, sheath’d hooded sharp-tooth’d touch! 

  Did it make you ache so, leaving me? 

 

  Parting track’d by arriving, perpetual payment of perpetual loan, 

  Rich showering rain, and recompense richer afterward. 

 

  Sprouts take and accumulate, stand by the curb prolific and vital, 

  Landscapes projected masculine, full-sized and golden. 
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  All truths wait in all things, 

  They neither hasten their own delivery nor resist it, 

  They do not need the obstetric forceps of the surgeon, 

  The insignificant is as big to me as any, 

  (What is less or more than a touch?) 

 

  Logic and sermons never convince, 



  The damp of the night drives deeper into my soul. 

 

  (Only what proves itself to every man and woman is so, 

  Only what nobody denies is so.) 

 

  A minute and a drop of me settle my brain, 

  I believe the soggy clods shall become lovers and lamps, 

  And a compend of compends is the meat of a man or woman, 

  And a summit and flower there is the feeling they have for each other, 

  And they are to branch boundlessly out of that lesson until it 

      becomes omnific, 

  And until one and all shall delight us, and we them. 
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  I believe a leaf of grass is no less than the journey work of the stars, 

  And the pismire is equally perfect, and a grain of sand, and the egg 

      of the wren, 

  And the tree-toad is a chef-d’œuvre for the highest, 

  And the running blackberry would adorn the parlors of heaven, 

  And the narrowest hinge in my hand puts to scorn all machinery, 

  And the cow crunching with depress’d head surpasses any statue, 

  And a mouse is miracle enough to stagger sextillions of infidels. 

 

  I find I incorporate gneiss, coal, long-threaded moss, fruits, 

      grains, esculent roots, 

  And am stucco’d with quadrupeds and birds all over, 

  And have distanced what is behind me for good reasons, 

  But call any thing back again when I desire it. 



 

  In vain the speeding or shyness, 

  In vain the plutonic rocks send their old heat against my approach, 

  In vain the mastodon retreats beneath its own powder’d bones, 

  In vain objects stand leagues off and assume manifold shapes, 

  In vain the ocean settling in hollows and the great monsters lying low, 

  In vain the buzzard houses herself with the sky, 

  In vain the snake slides through the creepers and logs, 

  In vain the elk takes to the inner passes of the woods, 

  In vain the razor-bill’d auk sails far north to Labrador, 

  I follow quickly, I ascend to the nest in the fissure of the cliff. 
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  I think I could turn and live with animals, they are so placid and 

      self-contain’d, 

  I stand and look at them long and long. 

 

  They do not sweat and whine about their condition, 

  They do not lie awake in the dark and weep for their sins, 

  They do not make me sick discussing their duty to God, 

  Not one is dissatisfied, not one is demented with the mania of 

      owning things, 

  Not one kneels to another, nor to his kind that lived thousands of 

      years ago, 

  Not one is respectable or unhappy over the whole earth. 

 

  So they show their relations to me and I accept them, 

  They bring me tokens of myself, they evince them plainly in their 



      possession. 

 

  I wonder where they get those tokens, 

  Did I pass that way huge times ago and negligently drop them? 

 

  Myself moving forward then and now and forever, 

  Gathering and showing more always and with velocity, 

  Infinite and omnigenous, and the like of these among them, 

  Not too exclusive toward the reachers of my remembrancers, 

  Picking out here one that I love, and now go with him on brotherly terms. 

 

  A gigantic beauty of a stallion, fresh and responsive to my caresses, 

  Head high in the forehead, wide between the ears, 

  Limbs glossy and supple, tail dusting the ground, 

  Eyes full of sparkling wickedness, ears finely cut, flexibly moving. 

 

  His nostrils dilate as my heels embrace him, 

  His well-built limbs tremble with pleasure as we race around and return. 

 

  I but use you a minute, then I resign you, stallion, 

  Why do I need your paces when I myself out-gallop them? 

  Even as I stand or sit passing faster than you. 
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  Space and Time! now I see it is true, what I guess’d at, 

  What I guess’d when I loaf’d on the grass, 

  What I guess’d while I lay alone in my bed, 

  And again as I walk’d the beach under the paling stars of the morning. 



 

  My ties and ballasts leave me, my elbows rest in sea-gaps, 

  I skirt sierras, my palms cover continents, 

  I am afoot with my vision. 

 

  By the city’s quadrangular houses—in log huts, camping with lumber-men, 

  Along the ruts of the turnpike, along the dry gulch and rivulet bed, 

  Weeding my onion-patch or hosing rows of carrots and parsnips, 

      crossing savannas, trailing in forests, 

  Prospecting, gold-digging, girdling the trees of a new purchase, 

  Scorch’d ankle-deep by the hot sand, hauling my boat down the 

      shallow river, 

  Where the panther walks to and fro on a limb overhead, where the 

      buck turns furiously at the hunter, 

  Where the rattlesnake suns his flabby length on a rock, where the 

      otter is feeding on fish, 

  Where the alligator in his tough pimples sleeps by the bayou, 

  Where the black bear is searching for roots or honey, where the 

      beaver pats the mud with his paddle-shaped tall; 

  Over the growing sugar, over the yellow-flower’d cotton plant, over 

      the rice in its low moist field, 

  Over the sharp-peak’d farm house, with its scallop’d scum and 

      slender shoots from the gutters, 

  Over the western persimmon, over the long-leav’d corn, over the 

      delicate blue-flower flax, 

  Over the white and brown buckwheat, a hummer and buzzer there with 

      the rest, 

  Over the dusky green of the rye as it ripples and shades in the breeze; 



  Scaling mountains, pulling myself cautiously up, holding on by low 

      scragged limbs, 

  Walking the path worn in the grass and beat through the leaves of the brush, 

  Where the quail is whistling betwixt the woods and the wheat-lot, 

  Where the bat flies in the Seventh-month eve, where the great 

      goldbug drops through the dark, 

  Where the brook puts out of the roots of the old tree and flows to 

      the meadow, 

  Where cattle stand and shake away flies with the tremulous 

      shuddering of their hides, 

  Where the cheese-cloth hangs in the kitchen, where andirons straddle 

      the hearth-slab, where cobwebs fall in festoons from the rafters; 

  Where trip-hammers crash, where the press is whirling its cylinders, 

  Wherever the human heart beats with terrible throes under its ribs, 

  Where the pear-shaped balloon is floating aloft, (floating in it 

      myself and looking composedly down,) 

  Where the life-car is drawn on the slip-noose, where the heat 

      hatches pale-green eggs in the dented sand, 

  Where the she-whale swims with her calf and never forsakes it, 

  Where the steam-ship trails hind-ways its long pennant of smoke, 

  Where the fin of the shark cuts like a black chip out of the water, 

  Where the half-burn’d brig is riding on unknown currents, 

  Where shells grow to her slimy deck, where the dead are corrupting below; 

  Where the dense-starr’d flag is borne at the head of the regiments, 

  Approaching Manhattan up by the long-stretching island, 

  Under Niagara, the cataract falling like a veil over my countenance, 

  Upon a door-step, upon the horse-block of hard wood outside, 

  Upon the race-course, or enjoying picnics or jigs or a good game of 



      base-ball, 

  At he-festivals, with blackguard gibes, ironical license, 

      bull-dances, drinking, laughter, 

  At the cider-mill tasting the sweets of the brown mash, sucking the 

      juice through a straw, 

  At apple-peelings wanting kisses for all the red fruit I find, 

  At musters, beach-parties, friendly bees, huskings, house-raisings; 

  Where the mocking-bird sounds his delicious gurgles, cackles, 

      screams, weeps, 

  Where the hay-rick stands in the barn-yard, where the dry-stalks are 

      scatter’d, where the brood-cow waits in the hovel, 

  Where the bull advances to do his masculine work, where the stud to 

      the mare, where the cock is treading the hen, 

  Where the heifers browse, where geese nip their food with short jerks, 

  Where sun-down shadows lengthen over the limitless and lonesome prairie, 

  Where herds of buffalo make a crawling spread of the square miles 

      far and near, 

  Where the humming-bird shimmers, where the neck of the long-lived 

      swan is curving and winding, 

  Where the laughing-gull scoots by the shore, where she laughs her 

      near-human laugh, 

  Where bee-hives range on a gray bench in the garden half hid by the 

      high weeds, 

  Where band-neck’d partridges roost in a ring on the ground with 

      their heads out, 

  Where burial coaches enter the arch’d gates of a cemetery, 

  Where winter wolves bark amid wastes of snow and icicled trees, 

  Where the yellow-crown’d heron comes to the edge of the marsh at 



      night and feeds upon small crabs, 

  Where the splash of swimmers and divers cools the warm noon, 

  Where the katy-did works her chromatic reed on the walnut-tree over 

      the well, 

  Through patches of citrons and cucumbers with silver-wired leaves, 

  Through the salt-lick or orange glade, or under conical firs, 

  Through the gymnasium, through the curtain’d saloon, through the 

      office or public hall; 

  Pleas’d with the native and pleas’d with the foreign, pleas’d with 

      the new and old, 

  Pleas’d with the homely woman as well as the handsome, 

  Pleas’d with the quakeress as she puts off her bonnet and talks melodiously, 

  Pleas’d with the tune of the choir of the whitewash’d church, 

  Pleas’d with the earnest words of the sweating Methodist preacher, 

      impress’d seriously at the camp-meeting; 

  Looking in at the shop-windows of Broadway the whole forenoon, 

      flatting the flesh of my nose on the thick plate glass, 

  Wandering the same afternoon with my face turn’d up to the clouds, 

      or down a lane or along the beach, 

  My right and left arms round the sides of two friends, and I in the middle; 

  Coming home with the silent and dark-cheek’d bush-boy, (behind me 

      he rides at the drape of the day,) 

  Far from the settlements studying the print of animals’ feet, or the 

      moccasin print, 

  By the cot in the hospital reaching lemonade to a feverish patient, 

  Nigh the coffin’d corpse when all is still, examining with a candle; 

  Voyaging to every port to dicker and adventure, 

  Hurrying with the modern crowd as eager and fickle as any, 



  Hot toward one I hate, ready in my madness to knife him, 

  Solitary at midnight in my back yard, my thoughts gone from me a long while, 

  Walking the old hills of Judaea with the beautiful gentle God by my side, 

  Speeding through space, speeding through heaven and the stars, 

  Speeding amid the seven satellites and the broad ring, and the 

      diameter of eighty thousand miles, 

  Speeding with tail’d meteors, throwing fire-balls like the rest, 

  Carrying the crescent child that carries its own full mother in its belly, 

  Storming, enjoying, planning, loving, cautioning, 

  Backing and filling, appearing and disappearing, 

  I tread day and night such roads. 

 

  I visit the orchards of spheres and look at the product, 

  And look at quintillions ripen’d and look at quintillions green. 

 

  I fly those flights of a fluid and swallowing soul, 

  My course runs below the soundings of plummets. 

 

  I help myself to material and immaterial, 

  No guard can shut me off, no law prevent me. 

 

  I anchor my ship for a little while only, 

  My messengers continually cruise away or bring their returns to me. 

 

  I go hunting polar furs and the seal, leaping chasms with a 

      pike-pointed staff, clinging to topples of brittle and blue. 

 

  I ascend to the foretruck, 



  I take my place late at night in the crow’s-nest, 

  We sail the arctic sea, it is plenty light enough, 

  Through the clear atmosphere I stretch around on the wonderful beauty, 

  The enormous masses of ice pass me and I pass them, the scenery is 

      plain in all directions, 

  The white-topt mountains show in the distance, I fling out my 

      fancies toward them, 

  We are approaching some great battle-field in which we are soon to 

      be engaged, 

  We pass the colossal outposts of the encampment, we pass with still 

      feet and caution, 

  Or we are entering by the suburbs some vast and ruin’d city, 

  The blocks and fallen architecture more than all the living cities 

      of the globe. 

 

  I am a free companion, I bivouac by invading watchfires, 

  I turn the bridegroom out of bed and stay with the bride myself, 

  I tighten her all night to my thighs and lips. 

 

  My voice is the wife’s voice, the screech by the rail of the stairs, 

  They fetch my man’s body up dripping and drown’d. 

 

  I understand the large hearts of heroes, 

  The courage of present times and all times, 

  How the skipper saw the crowded and rudderless wreck of the 

      steamship, and Death chasing it up and down the storm, 

  How he knuckled tight and gave not back an inch, and was faithful of 

      days and faithful of nights, 



  And chalk’d in large letters on a board, Be of good cheer, we will 

      not desert you; 

  How he follow’d with them and tack’d with them three days and 

      would not give it up, 

  How he saved the drifting company at last, 

  How the lank loose-gown’d women look’d when boated from the 

      side of their prepared graves, 

  How the silent old-faced infants and the lifted sick, and the 

      sharp-lipp’d unshaved men; 

  All this I swallow, it tastes good, I like it well, it becomes mine, 

  I am the man, I suffer’d, I was there. 

 

  The disdain and calmness of martyrs, 

  The mother of old, condemn’d for a witch, burnt with dry wood, her 

      children gazing on, 

  The hounded slave that flags in the race, leans by the fence, 

      blowing, cover’d with sweat, 

  The twinges that sting like needles his legs and neck, the murderous 

      buckshot and the bullets, 

  All these I feel or am. 

 

  I am the hounded slave, I wince at the bite of the dogs, 

  Hell and despair are upon me, crack and again crack the marksmen, 

  I clutch the rails of the fence, my gore dribs, thinn’d with the 

      ooze of my skin, 

  I fall on the weeds and stones, 

  The riders spur their unwilling horses, haul close, 

  Taunt my dizzy ears and beat me violently over the head with whip-stocks. 



 

  Agonies are one of my changes of garments, 

  I do not ask the wounded person how he feels, I myself become the 

      wounded person, 

  My hurts turn livid upon me as I lean on a cane and observe. 

 

  I am the mash’d fireman with breast-bone broken, 

  Tumbling walls buried me in their debris, 

  Heat and smoke I inspired, I heard the yelling shouts of my comrades, 

  I heard the distant click of their picks and shovels, 

  They have clear’d the beams away, they tenderly lift me forth. 

 

  I lie in the night air in my red shirt, the pervading hush is for my sake, 

  Painless after all I lie exhausted but not so unhappy, 

  White and beautiful are the faces around me, the heads are bared 

      of their fire-caps, 

  The kneeling crowd fades with the light of the torches. 

 

  Distant and dead resuscitate, 

  They show as the dial or move as the hands of me, I am the clock myself. 

 

  I am an old artillerist, I tell of my fort’s bombardment, 

  I am there again. 

 

  Again the long roll of the drummers, 

  Again the attacking cannon, mortars, 

  Again to my listening ears the cannon responsive. 

 



  I take part, I see and hear the whole, 

  The cries, curses, roar, the plaudits for well-aim’d shots, 

  The ambulanza slowly passing trailing its red drip, 

  Workmen searching after damages, making indispensable repairs, 

  The fall of grenades through the rent roof, the fan-shaped explosion, 

  The whizz of limbs, heads, stone, wood, iron, high in the air. 

 

  Again gurgles the mouth of my dying general, he furiously waves 

      with his hand, 

  He gasps through the clot Mind not me—mind—the entrenchments. 
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  Now I tell what I knew in Texas in my early youth, 

  (I tell not the fall of Alamo, 

  Not one escaped to tell the fall of Alamo, 

  The hundred and fifty are dumb yet at Alamo,) 

  ’Tis the tale of the murder in cold blood of four hundred and twelve 

      young men. 

 

  Retreating they had form’d in a hollow square with their baggage for 

      breastworks, 

  Nine hundred lives out of the surrounding enemies, nine times their 

      number, was the price they took in advance, 

  Their colonel was wounded and their ammunition gone, 

  They treated for an honorable capitulation, receiv’d writing and 

      seal, gave up their arms and march’d back prisoners of war. 

 

  They were the glory of the race of rangers, 



  Matchless with horse, rifle, song, supper, courtship, 

  Large, turbulent, generous, handsome, proud, and affectionate, 

  Bearded, sunburnt, drest in the free costume of hunters, 

  Not a single one over thirty years of age. 

 

  The second First-day morning they were brought out in squads and 

      massacred, it was beautiful early summer, 

  The work commenced about five o’clock and was over by eight. 

 

  None obey’d the command to kneel, 

  Some made a mad and helpless rush, some stood stark and straight, 

  A few fell at once, shot in the temple or heart, the living and dead 

      lay together, 

  The maim’d and mangled dug in the dirt, the new-comers saw them there, 

  Some half-kill’d attempted to crawl away, 

  These were despatch’d with bayonets or batter’d with the blunts of muskets, 

  A youth not seventeen years old seiz’d his assassin till two more 

      came to release him, 

  The three were all torn and cover’d with the boy’s blood. 

 

  At eleven o’clock began the burning of the bodies; 

  That is the tale of the murder of the four hundred and twelve young men. 
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  Would you hear of an old-time sea-fight? 

  Would you learn who won by the light of the moon and stars? 

  List to the yarn, as my grandmother’s father the sailor told it to me. 

 



  Our foe was no skulk in his ship I tell you, (said he,) 

  His was the surly English pluck, and there is no tougher or truer, 

      and never was, and never will be; 

  Along the lower’d eve he came horribly raking us. 

 

  We closed with him, the yards entangled, the cannon touch’d, 

  My captain lash’d fast with his own hands. 

 

  We had receiv’d some eighteen pound shots under the water, 

  On our lower-gun-deck two large pieces had burst at the first fire, 

      killing all around and blowing up overhead. 

 

  Fighting at sun-down, fighting at dark, 

  Ten o’clock at night, the full moon well up, our leaks on the gain, 

      and five feet of water reported, 

  The master-at-arms loosing the prisoners confined in the after-hold 

      to give them a chance for themselves. 

 

  The transit to and from the magazine is now stopt by the sentinels, 

  They see so many strange faces they do not know whom to trust. 

 

  Our frigate takes fire, 

  The other asks if we demand quarter? 

  If our colors are struck and the fighting done? 

 

  Now I laugh content, for I hear the voice of my little captain, 

  We have not struck, he composedly cries, we have just begun our part 

      of the fighting. 



 

  Only three guns are in use, 

  One is directed by the captain himself against the enemy’s main-mast, 

  Two well serv’d with grape and canister silence his musketry and 

      clear his decks. 

 

  The tops alone second the fire of this little battery, especially 

      the main-top, 

  They hold out bravely during the whole of the action. 

 

  Not a moment’s cease, 

  The leaks gain fast on the pumps, the fire eats toward the powder-magazine. 

 

  One of the pumps has been shot away, it is generally thought we are sinking. 

 

  Serene stands the little captain, 

  He is not hurried, his voice is neither high nor low, 

  His eyes give more light to us than our battle-lanterns. 

 

  Toward twelve there in the beams of the moon they surrender to us. 
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  Stretch’d and still lies the midnight, 

  Two great hulls motionless on the breast of the darkness, 

  Our vessel riddled and slowly sinking, preparations to pass to the 

      one we have conquer’d, 

  The captain on the quarter-deck coldly giving his orders through a 

      countenance white as a sheet, 



  Near by the corpse of the child that serv’d in the cabin, 

  The dead face of an old salt with long white hair and carefully 

      curl’d whiskers, 

  The flames spite of all that can be done flickering aloft and below, 

  The husky voices of the two or three officers yet fit for duty, 

  Formless stacks of bodies and bodies by themselves, dabs of flesh 

      upon the masts and spars, 

  Cut of cordage, dangle of rigging, slight shock of the soothe of waves, 

  Black and impassive guns, litter of powder-parcels, strong scent, 

  A few large stars overhead, silent and mournful shining, 

  Delicate sniffs of sea-breeze, smells of sedgy grass and fields by 

      the shore, death-messages given in charge to survivors, 

  The hiss of the surgeon’s knife, the gnawing teeth of his saw, 

  Wheeze, cluck, swash of falling blood, short wild scream, and long, 

      dull, tapering groan, 

  These so, these irretrievable. 
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  You laggards there on guard! look to your arms! 

  In at the conquer’d doors they crowd! I am possess’d! 

  Embody all presences outlaw’d or suffering, 

  See myself in prison shaped like another man, 

  And feel the dull unintermitted pain. 

 

  For me the keepers of convicts shoulder their carbines and keep watch, 

  It is I let out in the morning and barr’d at night. 

 

  Not a mutineer walks handcuff’d to jail but I am handcuff’d to him 



      and walk by his side, 

  (I am less the jolly one there, and more the silent one with sweat 

      on my twitching lips.) 

 

  Not a youngster is taken for larceny but I go up too, and am tried 

      and sentenced. 

 

  Not a cholera patient lies at the last gasp but I also lie at the last gasp, 

  My face is ash-color’d, my sinews gnarl, away from me people retreat. 

 

  Askers embody themselves in me and I am embodied in them, 

  I project my hat, sit shame-faced, and beg. 
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  Enough! enough! enough! 

  Somehow I have been stunn’d. Stand back! 

  Give me a little time beyond my cuff’d head, slumbers, dreams, gaping, 

  I discover myself on the verge of a usual mistake. 

 

  That I could forget the mockers and insults! 

  That I could forget the trickling tears and the blows of the 

      bludgeons and hammers! 

  That I could look with a separate look on my own crucifixion and 

      bloody crowning. 

 

  I remember now, 

  I resume the overstaid fraction, 

  The grave of rock multiplies what has been confided to it, or to any graves, 



  Corpses rise, gashes heal, fastenings roll from me. 

 

  I troop forth replenish’d with supreme power, one of an average 

      unending procession, 

  Inland and sea-coast we go, and pass all boundary lines, 

  Our swift ordinances on their way over the whole earth, 

  The blossoms we wear in our hats the growth of thousands of years. 

 

  Eleves, I salute you! come forward! 

  Continue your annotations, continue your questionings. 
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  The friendly and flowing savage, who is he? 

  Is he waiting for civilization, or past it and mastering it? 

 

  Is he some Southwesterner rais’d out-doors? is he Kanadian? 

  Is he from the Mississippi country? Iowa, Oregon, California? 

  The mountains? prairie-life, bush-life? or sailor from the sea? 

 

  Wherever he goes men and women accept and desire him, 

  They desire he should like them, touch them, speak to them, stay with them. 

 

  Behavior lawless as snow-flakes, words simple as grass, uncomb’d 

      head, laughter, and naivete, 

  Slow-stepping feet, common features, common modes and emanations, 

  They descend in new forms from the tips of his fingers, 

  They are wafted with the odor of his body or breath, they fly out of 

      the glance of his eyes. 
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  Flaunt of the sunshine I need not your bask—lie over! 

  You light surfaces only, I force surfaces and depths also. 

 

  Earth! you seem to look for something at my hands, 

  Say, old top-knot, what do you want? 

 

  Man or woman, I might tell how I like you, but cannot, 

  And might tell what it is in me and what it is in you, but cannot, 

  And might tell that pining I have, that pulse of my nights and days. 

 

  Behold, I do not give lectures or a little charity, 

  When I give I give myself. 

 

  You there, impotent, loose in the knees, 

  Open your scarf’d chops till I blow grit within you, 

  Spread your palms and lift the flaps of your pockets, 

  I am not to be denied, I compel, I have stores plenty and to spare, 

  And any thing I have I bestow. 

 

  I do not ask who you are, that is not important to me, 

  You can do nothing and be nothing but what I will infold you. 

 

  To cotton-field drudge or cleaner of privies I lean, 

  On his right cheek I put the family kiss, 

  And in my soul I swear I never will deny him. 

 



  On women fit for conception I start bigger and nimbler babes. 

  (This day I am jetting the stuff of far more arrogant republics.) 

 

  To any one dying, thither I speed and twist the knob of the door. 

  Turn the bed-clothes toward the foot of the bed, 

  Let the physician and the priest go home. 

 

  I seize the descending man and raise him with resistless will, 

  O despairer, here is my neck, 

  By God, you shall not go down! hang your whole weight upon me. 

 

  I dilate you with tremendous breath, I buoy you up, 

  Every room of the house do I fill with an arm’d force, 

  Lovers of me, bafflers of graves. 

 

  Sleep—I and they keep guard all night, 

  Not doubt, not decease shall dare to lay finger upon you, 

  I have embraced you, and henceforth possess you to myself, 

  And when you rise in the morning you will find what I tell you is so. 
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  I am he bringing help for the sick as they pant on their backs, 

  And for strong upright men I bring yet more needed help. 

 

  I heard what was said of the universe, 

  Heard it and heard it of several thousand years; 

  It is middling well as far as it goes—but is that all? 

 



  Magnifying and applying come I, 

  Outbidding at the start the old cautious hucksters, 

  Taking myself the exact dimensions of Jehovah, 

  Lithographing Kronos, Zeus his son, and Hercules his grandson, 

  Buying drafts of Osiris, Isis, Belus, Brahma, Buddha, 

  In my portfolio placing Manito loose, Allah on a leaf, the crucifix 

      engraved, 

  With Odin and the hideous-faced Mexitli and every idol and image, 

  Taking them all for what they are worth and not a cent more, 

  Admitting they were alive and did the work of their days, 

  (They bore mites as for unfledg’d birds who have now to rise and fly 

      and sing for themselves,) 

  Accepting the rough deific sketches to fill out better in myself, 

      bestowing them freely on each man and woman I see, 

  Discovering as much or more in a framer framing a house, 

  Putting higher claims for him there with his roll’d-up sleeves 

      driving the mallet and chisel, 

  Not objecting to special revelations, considering a curl of smoke or 

      a hair on the back of my hand just as curious as any revelation, 

  Lads ahold of fire-engines and hook-and-ladder ropes no less to me 

      than the gods of the antique wars, 

  Minding their voices peal through the crash of destruction, 

  Their brawny limbs passing safe over charr’d laths, their white 

      foreheads whole and unhurt out of the flames; 

  By the mechanic’s wife with her babe at her nipple interceding for 

      every person born, 

  Three scythes at harvest whizzing in a row from three lusty angels 

      with shirts bagg’d out at their waists, 



  The snag-tooth’d hostler with red hair redeeming sins past and to come, 

  Selling all he possesses, traveling on foot to fee lawyers for his 

      brother and sit by him while he is tried for forgery; 

  What was strewn in the amplest strewing the square rod about me, and 

      not filling the square rod then, 

  The bull and the bug never worshipp’d half enough, 

  Dung and dirt more admirable than was dream’d, 

  The supernatural of no account, myself waiting my time to be one of 

      the supremes, 

  The day getting ready for me when I shall do as much good as the 

      best, and be as prodigious; 

  By my life-lumps! becoming already a creator, 

  Putting myself here and now to the ambush’d womb of the shadows. 
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  A call in the midst of the crowd, 

  My own voice, orotund sweeping and final. 

 

  Come my children, 

  Come my boys and girls, my women, household and intimates, 

  Now the performer launches his nerve, he has pass’d his prelude on 

      the reeds within. 

 

  Easily written loose-finger’d chords—I feel the thrum of your 

      climax and close. 

 

  My head slues round on my neck, 

  Music rolls, but not from the organ, 

  Folks are around me, but they are no household of mine. 



 

  Ever the hard unsunk ground, 

  Ever the eaters and drinkers, ever the upward and downward sun, ever 

      the air and the ceaseless tides, 

  Ever myself and my neighbors, refreshing, wicked, real, 

  Ever the old inexplicable query, ever that thorn’d thumb, that 

      breath of itches and thirsts, 

  Ever the vexer’s hoot! hoot! till we find where the sly one hides 

      and bring him forth, 

  Ever love, ever the sobbing liquid of life, 

  Ever the bandage under the chin, ever the trestles of death. 

 

  Here and there with dimes on the eyes walking, 

  To feed the greed of the belly the brains liberally spooning, 

  Tickets buying, taking, selling, but in to the feast never once going, 

  Many sweating, ploughing, thrashing, and then the chaff for payment 

      receiving, 

  A few idly owning, and they the wheat continually claiming. 

 

  This is the city and I am one of the citizens, 

  Whatever interests the rest interests me, politics, wars, markets, 

      newspapers, schools, 

  The mayor and councils, banks, tariffs, steamships, factories, 

      stocks, stores, real estate and personal estate. 

 

  The little plentiful manikins skipping around in collars and tail’d coats 

  I am aware who they are, (they are positively not worms or fleas,) 

  I acknowledge the duplicates of myself, the weakest and shallowest 



      is deathless with me, 

  What I do and say the same waits for them, 

  Every thought that flounders in me the same flounders in them. 

 

  I know perfectly well my own egotism, 

  Know my omnivorous lines and must not write any less, 

  And would fetch you whoever you are flush with myself. 

 

  Not words of routine this song of mine, 

  But abruptly to question, to leap beyond yet nearer bring; 

  This printed and bound book—but the printer and the 

      printing-office boy? 

  The well-taken photographs—but your wife or friend close and solid 

      in your arms? 

  The black ship mail’d with iron, her mighty guns in her turrets—but 

      the pluck of the captain and engineers? 

  In the houses the dishes and fare and furniture—but the host and 

      hostess, and the look out of their eyes? 

  The sky up there—yet here or next door, or across the way? 

  The saints and sages in history—but you yourself? 

  Sermons, creeds, theology—but the fathomless human brain, 

  And what is reason? and what is love? and what is life? 

 

       43 

  I do not despise you priests, all time, the world over, 

  My faith is the greatest of faiths and the least of faiths, 

  Enclosing worship ancient and modern and all between ancient and modern, 

  Believing I shall come again upon the earth after five thousand years, 



  Waiting responses from oracles, honoring the gods, saluting the sun, 

  Making a fetich of the first rock or stump, powowing with sticks in 

      the circle of obis, 

  Helping the llama or brahmin as he trims the lamps of the idols, 

  Dancing yet through the streets in a phallic procession, rapt and 

      austere in the woods a gymnosophist, 

  Drinking mead from the skull-cap, to Shastas and Vedas admirant, 

      minding the Koran, 

  Walking the teokallis, spotted with gore from the stone and knife, 

      beating the serpent-skin drum, 

  Accepting the Gospels, accepting him that was crucified, knowing 

      assuredly that he is divine, 

  To the mass kneeling or the puritan’s prayer rising, or sitting 

      patiently in a pew, 

  Ranting and frothing in my insane crisis, or waiting dead-like till 

      my spirit arouses me, 

  Looking forth on pavement and land, or outside of pavement and land, 

  Belonging to the winders of the circuit of circuits. 

 

  One of that centripetal and centrifugal gang I turn and talk like 

      man leaving charges before a journey. 

 

  Down-hearted doubters dull and excluded, 

  Frivolous, sullen, moping, angry, affected, dishearten’d, atheistical, 

  I know every one of you, I know the sea of torment, doubt, despair 

      and unbelief. 

 

  How the flukes splash! 



  How they contort rapid as lightning, with spasms and spouts of blood! 

 

  Be at peace bloody flukes of doubters and sullen mopers, 

  I take my place among you as much as among any, 

  The past is the push of you, me, all, precisely the same, 

  And what is yet untried and afterward is for you, me, all, precisely 

      the same. 

 

  I do not know what is untried and afterward, 

  But I know it will in its turn prove sufficient, and cannot fail. 

 

  Each who passes is consider’d, each who stops is consider’d, not 

      single one can it fall. 

 

  It cannot fall the young man who died and was buried, 

  Nor the young woman who died and was put by his side, 

  Nor the little child that peep’d in at the door, and then drew back 

      and was never seen again, 

  Nor the old man who has lived without purpose, and feels it with 

      bitterness worse than gall, 

  Nor him in the poor house tubercled by rum and the bad disorder, 

  Nor the numberless slaughter’d and wreck’d, nor the brutish koboo 

      call’d the ordure of humanity, 

  Nor the sacs merely floating with open mouths for food to slip in, 

  Nor any thing in the earth, or down in the oldest graves of the earth, 

  Nor any thing in the myriads of spheres, nor the myriads of myriads 

      that inhabit them, 

  Nor the present, nor the least wisp that is known. 
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  It is time to explain myself—let us stand up. 

 

  What is known I strip away, 

  I launch all men and women forward with me into the Unknown. 

 

  The clock indicates the moment—but what does eternity indicate? 

 

  We have thus far exhausted trillions of winters and summers, 

  There are trillions ahead, and trillions ahead of them. 

 

  Births have brought us richness and variety, 

  And other births will bring us richness and variety. 

 

  I do not call one greater and one smaller, 

  That which fills its period and place is equal to any. 

 

  Were mankind murderous or jealous upon you, my brother, my sister? 

  I am sorry for you, they are not murderous or jealous upon me, 

  All has been gentle with me, I keep no account with lamentation, 

  (What have I to do with lamentation?) 

 

  I am an acme of things accomplish’d, and I an encloser of things to be. 

 

  My feet strike an apex of the apices of the stairs, 

  On every step bunches of ages, and larger bunches between the steps, 

  All below duly travel’d, and still I mount and mount. 



 

  Rise after rise bow the phantoms behind me, 

  Afar down I see the huge first Nothing, I know I was even there, 

  I waited unseen and always, and slept through the lethargic mist, 

  And took my time, and took no hurt from the fetid carbon. 

 

  Long I was hugg’d close—long and long. 

 

  Immense have been the preparations for me, 

  Faithful and friendly the arms that have help’d me. 

 

  Cycles ferried my cradle, rowing and rowing like cheerful boatmen, 

  For room to me stars kept aside in their own rings, 

  They sent influences to look after what was to hold me. 

 

  Before I was born out of my mother generations guided me, 

  My embryo has never been torpid, nothing could overlay it. 

 

  For it the nebula cohered to an orb, 

  The long slow strata piled to rest it on, 

  Vast vegetables gave it sustenance, 

  Monstrous sauroids transported it in their mouths and deposited it 

      with care. 

 

  All forces have been steadily employ’d to complete and delight me, 

  Now on this spot I stand with my robust soul. 
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  O span of youth! ever-push’d elasticity! 



  O manhood, balanced, florid and full. 

 

  My lovers suffocate me, 

  Crowding my lips, thick in the pores of my skin, 

  Jostling me through streets and public halls, coming naked to me at night, 

  Crying by day, Ahoy! from the rocks of the river, swinging and 

      chirping over my head, 

  Calling my name from flower-beds, vines, tangled underbrush, 

  Lighting on every moment of my life, 

  Bussing my body with soft balsamic busses, 

  Noiselessly passing handfuls out of their hearts and giving them to be mine. 

 

  Old age superbly rising! O welcome, ineffable grace of dying days! 

 

  Every condition promulges not only itself, it promulges what grows 

      after and out of itself, 

  And the dark hush promulges as much as any. 

 

  I open my scuttle at night and see the far-sprinkled systems, 

  And all I see multiplied as high as I can cipher edge but the rim of 

      the farther systems. 

 

  Wider and wider they spread, expanding, always expanding, 

  Outward and outward and forever outward. 

 

  My sun has his sun and round him obediently wheels, 

  He joins with his partners a group of superior circuit, 

  And greater sets follow, making specks of the greatest inside them. 



 

  There is no stoppage and never can be stoppage, 

  If I, you, and the worlds, and all beneath or upon their surfaces, 

      were this moment reduced back to a pallid float, it would 

      not avail the long run, 

  We should surely bring up again where we now stand, 

  And surely go as much farther, and then farther and farther. 

 

  A few quadrillions of eras, a few octillions of cubic leagues, do 

      not hazard the span or make it impatient, 

  They are but parts, any thing is but a part. 

 

  See ever so far, there is limitless space outside of that, 

  Count ever so much, there is limitless time around that. 

 

  My rendezvous is appointed, it is certain, 

  The Lord will be there and wait till I come on perfect terms, 

  The great Camerado, the lover true for whom I pine will be there. 
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  I know I have the best of time and space, and was never measured and 

      never will be measured. 

 

  I tramp a perpetual journey, (come listen all!) 

  My signs are a rain-proof coat, good shoes, and a staff cut from the woods, 

  No friend of mine takes his ease in my chair, 

  I have no chair, no church, no philosophy, 

  I lead no man to a dinner-table, library, exchange, 



  But each man and each woman of you I lead upon a knoll, 

  My left hand hooking you round the waist, 

  My right hand pointing to landscapes of continents and the public road. 

 

  Not I, not any one else can travel that road for you, 

  You must travel it for yourself. 

 

  It is not far, it is within reach, 

  Perhaps you have been on it since you were born and did not know, 

  Perhaps it is everywhere on water and on land. 

 

  Shoulder your duds dear son, and I will mine, and let us hasten forth, 

  Wonderful cities and free nations we shall fetch as we go. 

 

  If you tire, give me both burdens, and rest the chuff of your hand 

      on my hip, 

  And in due time you shall repay the same service to me, 

  For after we start we never lie by again. 

 

  This day before dawn I ascended a hill and look’d at the crowded heaven, 

  And I said to my spirit When we become the enfolders of those orbs, 

      and the pleasure and knowledge of every thing in them, shall we 

      be fill’d and satisfied then? 

  And my spirit said No, we but level that lift to pass and continue beyond. 

 

  You are also asking me questions and I hear you, 

  I answer that I cannot answer, you must find out for yourself. 

 



  Sit a while dear son, 

  Here are biscuits to eat and here is milk to drink, 

  But as soon as you sleep and renew yourself in sweet clothes, I kiss you 

      with a good-by kiss and open the gate for your egress hence. 

 

  Long enough have you dream’d contemptible dreams, 

  Now I wash the gum from your eyes, 

  You must habit yourself to the dazzle of the light and of every 

      moment of your life. 

 

  Long have you timidly waded holding a plank by the shore, 

  Now I will you to be a bold swimmer, 

  To jump off in the midst of the sea, rise again, nod to me, shout, 

      and laughingly dash with your hair. 
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  I am the teacher of athletes, 

  He that by me spreads a wider breast than my own proves the width of my own, 

  He most honors my style who learns under it to destroy the teacher. 

 

  The boy I love, the same becomes a man not through derived power, 

      but in his own right, 

  Wicked rather than virtuous out of conformity or fear, 

  Fond of his sweetheart, relishing well his steak, 

  Unrequited love or a slight cutting him worse than sharp steel cuts, 

  First-rate to ride, to fight, to hit the bull’s eye, to sail a 

      skiff, to sing a song or play on the banjo, 

  Preferring scars and the beard and faces pitted with small-pox over 



      all latherers, 

  And those well-tann’d to those that keep out of the sun. 

 

  I teach straying from me, yet who can stray from me? 

  I follow you whoever you are from the present hour, 

  My words itch at your ears till you understand them. 

 

  I do not say these things for a dollar or to fill up the time while 

      I wait for a boat, 

  (It is you talking just as much as myself, I act as the tongue of you, 

  Tied in your mouth, in mine it begins to be loosen’d.) 

 

  I swear I will never again mention love or death inside a house, 

  And I swear I will never translate myself at all, only to him or her 

      who privately stays with me in the open air. 

 

  If you would understand me go to the heights or water-shore, 

  The nearest gnat is an explanation, and a drop or motion of waves key, 

  The maul, the oar, the hand-saw, second my words. 

 

  No shutter’d room or school can commune with me, 

  But roughs and little children better than they. 

 

  The young mechanic is closest to me, he knows me well, 

  The woodman that takes his axe and jug with him shall take me with 

      him all day, 

  The farm-boy ploughing in the field feels good at the sound of my voice, 

  In vessels that sail my words sail, I go with fishermen and seamen 



      and love them. 

 

  The soldier camp’d or upon the march is mine, 

  On the night ere the pending battle many seek me, and I do not fail them, 

  On that solemn night (it may be their last) those that know me seek me. 

  My face rubs to the hunter’s face when he lies down alone in his blanket, 

  The driver thinking of me does not mind the jolt of his wagon, 

  The young mother and old mother comprehend me, 

  The girl and the wife rest the needle a moment and forget where they are, 

  They and all would resume what I have told them. 
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  I have said that the soul is not more than the body, 

  And I have said that the body is not more than the soul, 

  And nothing, not God, is greater to one than one’s self is, 

  And whoever walks a furlong without sympathy walks to his own 

      funeral drest in his shroud, 

  And I or you pocketless of a dime may purchase the pick of the earth, 

  And to glance with an eye or show a bean in its pod confounds the 

      learning of all times, 

  And there is no trade or employment but the young man following it 

      may become a hero, 

  And there is no object so soft but it makes a hub for the wheel’d universe, 

  And I say to any man or woman, Let your soul stand cool and composed 

      before a million universes. 

 

  And I say to mankind, Be not curious about God, 

  For I who am curious about each am not curious about God, 



  (No array of terms can say how much I am at peace about God and 

      about death.) 

 

  I hear and behold God in every object, yet understand God not in the least, 

  Nor do I understand who there can be more wonderful than myself. 

 

  Why should I wish to see God better than this day? 

  I see something of God each hour of the twenty-four, and each moment then, 

  In the faces of men and women I see God, and in my own face in the glass, 

  I find letters from God dropt in the street, and every one is sign’d 

      by God’s name, 

  And I leave them where they are, for I know that wheresoe’er I go, 

  Others will punctually come for ever and ever. 
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  And as to you Death, and you bitter hug of mortality, it is idle to 

      try to alarm me. 

 

  To his work without flinching the accoucheur comes, 

  I see the elder-hand pressing receiving supporting, 

  I recline by the sills of the exquisite flexible doors, 

  And mark the outlet, and mark the relief and escape. 

 

  And as to you Corpse I think you are good manure, but that does not 

      offend me, 

  I smell the white roses sweet-scented and growing, 

  I reach to the leafy lips, I reach to the polish’d breasts of melons. 

 



  And as to you Life I reckon you are the leavings of many deaths, 

  (No doubt I have died myself ten thousand times before.) 

 

  I hear you whispering there O stars of heaven, 

  O suns—O grass of graves—O perpetual transfers and promotions, 

  If you do not say any thing how can I say any thing? 

 

  Of the turbid pool that lies in the autumn forest, 

  Of the moon that descends the steeps of the soughing twilight, 

  Toss, sparkles of day and dusk—toss on the black stems that decay 

      in the muck, 

  Toss to the moaning gibberish of the dry limbs. 

 

  I ascend from the moon, I ascend from the night, 

  I perceive that the ghastly glimmer is noonday sunbeams reflected, 

  And debouch to the steady and central from the offspring great or small. 

 

       50 

  There is that in me—I do not know what it is—but I know it is in me. 

 

  Wrench’d and sweaty—calm and cool then my body becomes, 

  I sleep—I sleep long. 

 

  I do not know it—it is without name—it is a word unsaid, 

  It is not in any dictionary, utterance, symbol. 

 

  Something it swings on more than the earth I swing on, 

  To it the creation is the friend whose embracing awakes me. 



 

  Perhaps I might tell more. Outlines! I plead for my brothers and sisters. 

 

  Do you see O my brothers and sisters? 

  It is not chaos or death—it is form, union, plan—it is eternal 

      life—it is Happiness. 
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  The past and present wilt—I have fill’d them, emptied them. 

  And proceed to fill my next fold of the future. 

 

  Listener up there! what have you to confide to me? 

  Look in my face while I snuff the sidle of evening, 

  (Talk honestly, no one else hears you, and I stay only a minute longer.) 

 

  Do I contradict myself? 

  Very well then I contradict myself, 

  (I am large, I contain multitudes.) 

 

  I concentrate toward them that are nigh, I wait on the door-slab. 

 

  Who has done his day’s work? who will soonest be through with his supper? 

  Who wishes to walk with me? 

 

  Will you speak before I am gone? will you prove already too late? 
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  The spotted hawk swoops by and accuses me, he complains of my gab 



      and my loitering. 

 

  I too am not a bit tamed, I too am untranslatable, 

  I sound my barbaric yawp over the roofs of the world. 

 

  The last scud of day holds back for me, 

  It flings my likeness after the rest and true as any on the shadow’d wilds, 

  It coaxes me to the vapor and the dusk. 

 

  I depart as air, I shake my white locks at the runaway sun, 

  I effuse my flesh in eddies, and drift it in lacy jags. 

 

  I bequeath myself to the dirt to grow from the grass I love, 

  If you want me again look for me under your boot-soles. 

 

  You will hardly know who I am or what I mean, 

  But I shall be good health to you nevertheless, 

  And filter and fibre your blood. 

 

  Failing to fetch me at first keep encouraged, 

  Missing me one place search another, 

  I stop somewhere waiting for you. 

  



BOOK IV. CHILDREN OF ADAM 

To the Garden the World 

 

  To the garden the world anew ascending, 

  Potent mates, daughters, sons, preluding, 

  The love, the life of their bodies, meaning and being, 

  Curious here behold my resurrection after slumber, 

  The revolving cycles in their wide sweep having brought me again, 

  Amorous, mature, all beautiful to me, all wondrous, 

  My limbs and the quivering fire that ever plays through them, for 

      reasons, most wondrous, 

  Existing I peer and penetrate still, 

  Content with the present, content with the past, 

  By my side or back of me Eve following, 

  Or in front, and I following her just the same. 

  



From Pent-Up Aching Rivers 

  From pent-up aching rivers, 

  From that of myself without which I were nothing, 

  From what I am determin’d to make illustrious, even if I stand sole 

      among men, 

  From my own voice resonant, singing the phallus, 

  Singing the song of procreation, 

  Singing the need of superb children and therein superb grown people, 

  Singing the muscular urge and the blending, 

  Singing the bedfellow’s song, (O resistless yearning! 

  O for any and each the body correlative attracting! 

  O for you whoever you are your correlative body! O it, more than all 

      else, you delighting!) 

  From the hungry gnaw that eats me night and day, 

  From native moments, from bashful pains, singing them, 

  Seeking something yet unfound though I have diligently sought it 

      many a long year, 

  Singing the true song of the soul fitful at random, 

  Renascent with grossest Nature or among animals, 

  Of that, of them and what goes with them my poems informing, 

  Of the smell of apples and lemons, of the pairing of birds, 

  Of the wet of woods, of the lapping of waves, 

  Of the mad pushes of waves upon the land, I them chanting, 

  The overture lightly sounding, the strain anticipating, 

  The welcome nearness, the sight of the perfect body, 

  The swimmer swimming naked in the bath, or motionless on his back 

      lying and floating, 

  The female form approaching, I pensive, love-flesh tremulous aching, 



  The divine list for myself or you or for any one making, 

  The face, the limbs, the index from head to foot, and what it arouses, 

  The mystic deliria, the madness amorous, the utter abandonment, 

  (Hark close and still what I now whisper to you, 

  I love you, O you entirely possess me, 

  O that you and I escape from the rest and go utterly off, free and lawless, 

  Two hawks in the air, two fishes swimming in the sea not more 

      lawless than we;) 

  The furious storm through me careering, I passionately trembling. 

  The oath of the inseparableness of two together, of the woman that 

      loves me and whom I love more than my life, that oath swearing, 

  (O I willingly stake all for you, 

  O let me be lost if it must be so! 

  O you and I! what is it to us what the rest do or think? 

  What is all else to us? only that we enjoy each other and exhaust 

      each other if it must be so;) 

  From the master, the pilot I yield the vessel to, 

  The general commanding me, commanding all, from him permission taking, 

  From time the programme hastening, (I have loiter’d too long as it is,) 

  From sex, from the warp and from the woof, 

  From privacy, from frequent repinings alone, 

  From plenty of persons near and yet the right person not near, 

  From the soft sliding of hands over me and thrusting of fingers 

      through my hair and beard, 

  From the long sustain’d kiss upon the mouth or bosom, 

  From the close pressure that makes me or any man drunk, fainting 

      with excess, 

  From what the divine husband knows, from the work of fatherhood, 



  From exultation, victory and relief, from the bedfellow’s embrace in 

      the night, 

  From the act-poems of eyes, hands, hips and bosoms, 

  From the cling of the trembling arm, 

  From the bending curve and the clinch, 

  From side by side the pliant coverlet off-throwing, 

  From the one so unwilling to have me leave, and me just as unwilling 

      to leave, 

  (Yet a moment O tender waiter, and I return,) 

  From the hour of shining stars and dropping dews, 

  From the night a moment I emerging flitting out, 

  Celebrate you act divine and you children prepared for, 

  And you stalwart loins. 

  



I Sing the Body Electric 

       1 

  I sing the body electric, 

  The armies of those I love engirth me and I engirth them, 

  They will not let me off till I go with them, respond to them, 

  And discorrupt them, and charge them full with the charge of the soul. 

 

  Was it doubted that those who corrupt their own bodies conceal themselves? 

  And if those who defile the living are as bad as they who defile the dead? 

  And if the body does not do fully as much as the soul? 

  And if the body were not the soul, what is the soul? 
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  The love of the body of man or woman balks account, the body itself 

      balks account, 

  That of the male is perfect, and that of the female is perfect. 

 

  The expression of the face balks account, 

  But the expression of a well-made man appears not only in his face, 

  It is in his limbs and joints also, it is curiously in the joints of 

      his hips and wrists, 

  It is in his walk, the carriage of his neck, the flex of his waist 

      and knees, dress does not hide him, 

  The strong sweet quality he has strikes through the cotton and broadcloth, 

  To see him pass conveys as much as the best poem, perhaps more, 

  You linger to see his back, and the back of his neck and shoulder-side. 

 

  The sprawl and fulness of babes, the bosoms and heads of women, the 



      folds of their dress, their style as we pass in the street, the 

      contour of their shape downwards, 

  The swimmer naked in the swimming-bath, seen as he swims through 

      the transparent green-shine, or lies with his face up and rolls 

      silently to and from the heave of the water, 

  The bending forward and backward of rowers in row-boats, the 

      horse-man in his saddle, 

  Girls, mothers, house-keepers, in all their performances, 

  The group of laborers seated at noon-time with their open 

      dinner-kettles, and their wives waiting, 

  The female soothing a child, the farmer’s daughter in the garden or 

      cow-yard, 

  The young fellow hosing corn, the sleigh-driver driving his six 

      horses through the crowd, 

  The wrestle of wrestlers, two apprentice-boys, quite grown, lusty, 

      good-natured, native-born, out on the vacant lot at sundown after work, 

  The coats and caps thrown down, the embrace of love and resistance, 

  The upper-hold and under-hold, the hair rumpled over and blinding the eyes; 

  The march of firemen in their own costumes, the play of masculine 

      muscle through clean-setting trowsers and waist-straps, 

  The slow return from the fire, the pause when the bell strikes 

      suddenly again, and the listening on the alert, 

  The natural, perfect, varied attitudes, the bent head, the curv’d 

      neck and the counting; 

  Such-like I love—I loosen myself, pass freely, am at the mother’s 

      breast with the little child, 

  Swim with the swimmers, wrestle with wrestlers, march in line with 

      the firemen, and pause, listen, count. 



 

       3 

  I knew a man, a common farmer, the father of five sons, 

  And in them the fathers of sons, and in them the fathers of sons. 

 

  This man was a wonderful vigor, calmness, beauty of person, 

  The shape of his head, the pale yellow and white of his hair and 

      beard, the immeasurable meaning of his black eyes, the richness 

      and breadth of his manners, 

  These I used to go and visit him to see, he was wise also, 

  He was six feet tall, he was over eighty years old, his sons were 

      massive, clean, bearded, tan-faced, handsome, 

  They and his daughters loved him, all who saw him loved him, 

  They did not love him by allowance, they loved him with personal love, 

  He drank water only, the blood show’d like scarlet through the 

      clear-brown skin of his face, 

  He was a frequent gunner and fisher, he sail’d his boat himself, he 

      had a fine one presented to him by a ship-joiner, he had 

      fowling-pieces presented to him by men that loved him, 

  When he went with his five sons and many grand-sons to hunt or fish, 

      you would pick him out as the most beautiful and vigorous of the gang, 

  You would wish long and long to be with him, you would wish to sit 

      by him in the boat that you and he might touch each other. 

 

       4 

  I have perceiv’d that to be with those I like is enough, 

  To stop in company with the rest at evening is enough, 

  To be surrounded by beautiful, curious, breathing, laughing flesh is enough, 



  To pass among them or touch any one, or rest my arm ever so lightly 

      round his or her neck for a moment, what is this then? 

  I do not ask any more delight, I swim in it as in a sea. 

 

  There is something in staying close to men and women and looking 

      on them, and in the contact and odor of them, that pleases the soul well, 

  All things please the soul, but these please the soul well. 

 

       5 

  This is the female form, 

  A divine nimbus exhales from it from head to foot, 

  It attracts with fierce undeniable attraction, 

  I am drawn by its breath as if I were no more than a helpless vapor, 

      all falls aside but myself and it, 

  Books, art, religion, time, the visible and solid earth, and what 

      was expected of heaven or fear’d of hell, are now consumed, 

  Mad filaments, ungovernable shoots play out of it, the response 

      likewise ungovernable, 

  Hair, bosom, hips, bend of legs, negligent falling hands all 

      diffused, mine too diffused, 

  Ebb stung by the flow and flow stung by the ebb, love-flesh swelling 

      and deliciously aching, 

  Limitless limpid jets of love hot and enormous, quivering jelly of 

      love, white-blow and delirious nice, 

  Bridegroom night of love working surely and softly into the prostrate dawn, 

  Undulating into the willing and yielding day, 

  Lost in the cleave of the clasping and sweet-flesh’d day. 

 



  This the nucleus—after the child is born of woman, man is born of woman, 

  This the bath of birth, this the merge of small and large, and the 

      outlet again. 

 

  Be not ashamed women, your privilege encloses the rest, and is the 

      exit of the rest, 

  You are the gates of the body, and you are the gates of the soul. 

 

  The female contains all qualities and tempers them, 

  She is in her place and moves with perfect balance, 

  She is all things duly veil’d, she is both passive and active, 

  She is to conceive daughters as well as sons, and sons as well as daughters. 

 

  As I see my soul reflected in Nature, 

  As I see through a mist, One with inexpressible completeness, 

      sanity, beauty, 

  See the bent head and arms folded over the breast, the Female I see. 

 

       6 

  The male is not less the soul nor more, he too is in his place, 

  He too is all qualities, he is action and power, 

  The flush of the known universe is in him, 

  Scorn becomes him well, and appetite and defiance become him well, 

  The wildest largest passions, bliss that is utmost, sorrow that is 

      utmost become him well, pride is for him, 

  The full-spread pride of man is calming and excellent to the soul, 

  Knowledge becomes him, he likes it always, he brings every thing to 

      the test of himself, 



  Whatever the survey, whatever the sea and the sail he strikes 

      soundings at last only here, 

  (Where else does he strike soundings except here?) 

 

  The man’s body is sacred and the woman’s body is sacred, 

  No matter who it is, it is sacred—is it the meanest one in the 

      laborers’ gang? 

  Is it one of the dull-faced immigrants just landed on the wharf? 

  Each belongs here or anywhere just as much as the well-off, just as 

      much as you, 

  Each has his or her place in the procession. 

 

  (All is a procession, 

  The universe is a procession with measured and perfect motion.) 

 

  Do you know so much yourself that you call the meanest ignorant? 

  Do you suppose you have a right to a good sight, and he or she has 

      no right to a sight? 

  Do you think matter has cohered together from its diffuse float, and 

      the soil is on the surface, and water runs and vegetation sprouts, 

  For you only, and not for him and her? 

 

       7 

  A man’s body at auction, 

  (For before the war I often go to the slave-mart and watch the sale,) 

  I help the auctioneer, the sloven does not half know his business. 

 

  Gentlemen look on this wonder, 



  Whatever the bids of the bidders they cannot be high enough for it, 

  For it the globe lay preparing quintillions of years without one 

      animal or plant, 

  For it the revolving cycles truly and steadily roll’d. 

 

  In this head the all-baffling brain, 

  In it and below it the makings of heroes. 

 

  Examine these limbs, red, black, or white, they are cunning in 

      tendon and nerve, 

  They shall be stript that you may see them. 

 

  Exquisite senses, life-lit eyes, pluck, volition, 

  Flakes of breast-muscle, pliant backbone and neck, flesh not flabby, 

      good-sized arms and legs, 

  And wonders within there yet. 

 

  Within there runs blood, 

  The same old blood! the same red-running blood! 

  There swells and jets a heart, there all passions, desires, 

      reachings, aspirations, 

  (Do you think they are not there because they are not express’d in 

      parlors and lecture-rooms?) 

 

  This is not only one man, this the father of those who shall be 

      fathers in their turns, 

  In him the start of populous states and rich republics, 

  Of him countless immortal lives with countless embodiments and enjoyments. 



 

  How do you know who shall come from the offspring of his offspring 

      through the centuries? 

  (Who might you find you have come from yourself, if you could trace 

      back through the centuries?) 

 

       8 

  A woman’s body at auction, 

  She too is not only herself, she is the teeming mother of mothers, 

  She is the bearer of them that shall grow and be mates to the mothers. 

 

  Have you ever loved the body of a woman? 

  Have you ever loved the body of a man? 

  Do you not see that these are exactly the same to all in all nations 

      and times all over the earth? 

 

  If any thing is sacred the human body is sacred, 

  And the glory and sweet of a man is the token of manhood untainted, 

  And in man or woman a clean, strong, firm-fibred body, is more 

      beautiful than the most beautiful face. 

 

  Have you seen the fool that corrupted his own live body? or the fool 

      that corrupted her own live body? 

  For they do not conceal themselves, and cannot conceal themselves. 

 

       9 

  O my body! I dare not desert the likes of you in other men and 

      women, nor the likes of the parts of you, 



  I believe the likes of you are to stand or fall with the likes of 

      the soul, (and that they are the soul,) 

  I believe the likes of you shall stand or fall with my poems, and 

      that they are my poems, 

  Man’s, woman’s, child, youth’s, wife’s, husband’s, mother’s, 

      father’s, young man’s, young woman’s poems, 

  Head, neck, hair, ears, drop and tympan of the ears, 

  Eyes, eye-fringes, iris of the eye, eyebrows, and the waking or 

      sleeping of the lids, 

  Mouth, tongue, lips, teeth, roof of the mouth, jaws, and the jaw-hinges, 

  Nose, nostrils of the nose, and the partition, 

  Cheeks, temples, forehead, chin, throat, back of the neck, neck-slue, 

  Strong shoulders, manly beard, scapula, hind-shoulders, and the 

      ample side-round of the chest, 

  Upper-arm, armpit, elbow-socket, lower-arm, arm-sinews, arm-bones, 

  Wrist and wrist-joints, hand, palm, knuckles, thumb, forefinger, 

      finger-joints, finger-nails, 

  Broad breast-front, curling hair of the breast, breast-bone, breast-side, 

  Ribs, belly, backbone, joints of the backbone, 

  Hips, hip-sockets, hip-strength, inward and outward round, 

      man-balls, man-root, 

  Strong set of thighs, well carrying the trunk above, 

  Leg-fibres, knee, knee-pan, upper-leg, under-leg, 

  Ankles, instep, foot-ball, toes, toe-joints, the heel; 

  All attitudes, all the shapeliness, all the belongings of my or your 

      body or of any one’s body, male or female, 

  The lung-sponges, the stomach-sac, the bowels sweet and clean, 

  The brain in its folds inside the skull-frame, 



  Sympathies, heart-valves, palate-valves, sexuality, maternity, 

  Womanhood, and all that is a woman, and the man that comes from woman, 

  The womb, the teats, nipples, breast-milk, tears, laughter, weeping, 

      love-looks, love-perturbations and risings, 

  The voice, articulation, language, whispering, shouting aloud, 

  Food, drink, pulse, digestion, sweat, sleep, walking, swimming, 

  Poise on the hips, leaping, reclining, embracing, arm-curving and tightening, 

  The continual changes of the flex of the mouth, and around the eyes, 

  The skin, the sunburnt shade, freckles, hair, 

  The curious sympathy one feels when feeling with the hand the naked 

      meat of the body, 

  The circling rivers the breath, and breathing it in and out, 

  The beauty of the waist, and thence of the hips, and thence downward 

      toward the knees, 

  The thin red jellies within you or within me, the bones and the 

      marrow in the bones, 

  The exquisite realization of health; 

  O I say these are not the parts and poems of the body only, but of the soul, 

  O I say now these are the soul! 

  



A Woman Waits for Me 

  A woman waits for me, she contains all, nothing is lacking, 

  Yet all were lacking if sex were lacking, or if the moisture of the 

      right man were lacking. 

 

  Sex contains all, bodies, souls, 

  Meanings, proofs, purities, delicacies, results, promulgations, 

  Songs, commands, health, pride, the maternal mystery, the seminal milk, 

  All hopes, benefactions, bestowals, all the passions, loves, 

      beauties, delights of the earth, 

  All the governments, judges, gods, follow’d persons of the earth, 

  These are contain’d in sex as parts of itself and justifications of itself. 

 

  Without shame the man I like knows and avows the deliciousness of his sex, 

  Without shame the woman I like knows and avows hers. 

 

  Now I will dismiss myself from impassive women, 

  I will go stay with her who waits for me, and with those women that 

      are warm-blooded and sufficient for me, 

  I see that they understand me and do not deny me, 

  I see that they are worthy of me, I will be the robust husband of 

      those women. 

 

  They are not one jot less than I am, 

  They are tann’d in the face by shining suns and blowing winds, 

  Their flesh has the old divine suppleness and strength, 

  They know how to swim, row, ride, wrestle, shoot, run, strike, 

      retreat, advance, resist, defend themselves, 



  They are ultimate in their own right—they are calm, clear, 

      well-possess’d of themselves. 

 

  I draw you close to me, you women, 

  I cannot let you go, I would do you good, 

  I am for you, and you are for me, not only for our own sake, but for 

      others’ sakes, 

  Envelop’d in you sleep greater heroes and bards, 

  They refuse to awake at the touch of any man but me. 

 

  It is I, you women, I make my way, 

  I am stern, acrid, large, undissuadable, but I love you, 

  I do not hurt you any more than is necessary for you, 

  I pour the stuff to start sons and daughters fit for these States, I 

      press with slow rude muscle, 

  I brace myself effectually, I listen to no entreaties, 

  I dare not withdraw till I deposit what has so long accumulated within me. 

 

  Through you I drain the pent-up rivers of myself, 

  In you I wrap a thousand onward years, 

  On you I graft the grafts of the best-beloved of me and America, 

  The drops I distil upon you shall grow fierce and athletic girls, 

      new artists, musicians, and singers, 

  The babes I beget upon you are to beget babes in their turn, 

  I shall demand perfect men and women out of my love-spendings, 

  I shall expect them to interpenetrate with others, as I and you 

      inter-penetrate now, 

  I shall count on the fruits of the gushing showers of them, as I 



      count on the fruits of the gushing showers I give now, 

  I shall look for loving crops from the birth, life, death, 

      immortality, I plant so lovingly now. 

  



Spontaneous Me 

  Spontaneous me, Nature, 

  The loving day, the mounting sun, the friend I am happy with, 

  The arm of my friend hanging idly over my shoulder, 

  The hillside whiten’d with blossoms of the mountain ash, 

  The same late in autumn, the hues of red, yellow, drab, purple, and 

      light and dark green, 

  The rich coverlet of the grass, animals and birds, the private 

      untrimm’d bank, the primitive apples, the pebble-stones, 

  Beautiful dripping fragments, the negligent list of one after 

      another as I happen to call them to me or think of them, 

  The real poems, (what we call poems being merely pictures,) 

  The poems of the privacy of the night, and of men like me, 

  This poem drooping shy and unseen that I always carry, and that all 

      men carry, 

  (Know once for all, avow’d on purpose, wherever are men like me, are 

      our lusty lurking masculine poems,) 

  Love-thoughts, love-juice, love-odor, love-yielding, love-climbers, 

      and the climbing sap, 

  Arms and hands of love, lips of love, phallic thumb of love, breasts 

      of love, bellies press’d and glued together with love, 

  Earth of chaste love, life that is only life after love, 

  The body of my love, the body of the woman I love, the body of the 

      man, the body of the earth, 

  Soft forenoon airs that blow from the south-west, 

  The hairy wild-bee that murmurs and hankers up and down, that gripes the 

      full-grown lady-flower, curves upon her with amorous firm legs, takes 

      his will of her, and holds himself tremulous and tight till he is 



      satisfied; 

  The wet of woods through the early hours, 

  Two sleepers at night lying close together as they sleep, one with 

      an arm slanting down across and below the waist of the other, 

  The smell of apples, aromas from crush’d sage-plant, mint, birch-bark, 

  The boy’s longings, the glow and pressure as he confides to me what 

      he was dreaming, 

  The dead leaf whirling its spiral whirl and falling still and 

      content to the ground, 

  The no-form’d stings that sights, people, objects, sting me with, 

  The hubb’d sting of myself, stinging me as much as it ever can any 

      one, 

  The sensitive, orbic, underlapp’d brothers, that only privileged 

      feelers may be intimate where they are, 

  The curious roamer the hand roaming all over the body, the bashful 

      withdrawing of flesh where the fingers soothingly pause and 

      edge themselves, 

  The limpid liquid within the young man, 

  The vex’d corrosion so pensive and so painful, 

  The torment, the irritable tide that will not be at rest, 

  The like of the same I feel, the like of the same in others, 

  The young man that flushes and flushes, and the young woman that 

      flushes and flushes, 

  The young man that wakes deep at night, the hot hand seeking to 

      repress what would master him, 

  The mystic amorous night, the strange half-welcome pangs, visions, sweats, 

  The pulse pounding through palms and trembling encircling fingers, 

      the young man all color’d, red, ashamed, angry; 



  The souse upon me of my lover the sea, as I lie willing and naked, 

  The merriment of the twin babes that crawl over the grass in the 

      sun, the mother never turning her vigilant eyes from them, 

  The walnut-trunk, the walnut-husks, and the ripening or ripen’d 

      long-round walnuts, 

  The continence of vegetables, birds, animals, 

  The consequent meanness of me should I skulk or find myself indecent, 

      while birds and animals never once skulk or find themselves indecent, 

  The great chastity of paternity, to match the great chastity of maternity, 

  The oath of procreation I have sworn, my Adamic and fresh daughters, 

  The greed that eats me day and night with hungry gnaw, till I saturate 

      what shall produce boys to fill my place when I am through, 

  The wholesome relief, repose, content, 

  And this bunch pluck’d at random from myself, 

  It has done its work—I toss it carelessly to fall where it may. 

  



One Hour to Madness and Joy 

  One hour to madness and joy! O furious! O confine me not! 

  (What is this that frees me so in storms? 

  What do my shouts amid lightnings and raging winds mean?) 

  O to drink the mystic deliria deeper than any other man! 

  O savage and tender achings! (I bequeath them to you my children, 

  I tell them to you, for reasons, O bridegroom and bride.) 

 

  O to be yielded to you whoever you are, and you to be yielded to me 

      in defiance of the world! 

  O to return to Paradise! O bashful and feminine! 

  O to draw you to me, to plant on you for the first time the lips of 

      a determin’d man. 

 

  O the puzzle, the thrice-tied knot, the deep and dark pool, all 

      untied and illumin’d! 

  O to speed where there is space enough and air enough at last! 

  To be absolv’d from previous ties and conventions, I from mine and 

      you from yours! 

  To find a new unthought-of nonchalance with the best of Nature! 

  To have the gag remov’d from one’s mouth! 

  To have the feeling to-day or any day I am sufficient as I am. 

 

  O something unprov’d! something in a trance! 

  To escape utterly from others’ anchors and holds! 

  To drive free! to love free! to dash reckless and dangerous! 

  To court destruction with taunts, with invitations! 

  To ascend, to leap to the heavens of the love indicated to me! 



  To rise thither with my inebriate soul! 

  To be lost if it must be so! 

  To feed the remainder of life with one hour of fulness and freedom! 

  With one brief hour of madness and joy. 

  



Out of the Rolling Ocean the Crowd 

  Out of the rolling ocean the crowd came a drop gently to me, 

  Whispering I love you, before long I die, 

  I have travel’d a long way merely to look on you to touch you, 

  For I could not die till I once look’d on you, 

  For I fear’d I might afterward lose you. 

 

  Now we have met, we have look’d, we are safe, 

  Return in peace to the ocean my love, 

  I too am part of that ocean my love, we are not so much separated, 

  Behold the great rondure, the cohesion of all, how perfect! 

  But as for me, for you, the irresistible sea is to separate us, 

  As for an hour carrying us diverse, yet cannot carry us diverse forever; 

  Be not impatient—a little space—know you I salute the air, the 

      ocean and the land, 

  Every day at sundown for your dear sake my love. 

  



Ages and Ages Returning at Intervals 

  Ages and ages returning at intervals, 

  Undestroy’d, wandering immortal, 

  Lusty, phallic, with the potent original loins, perfectly sweet, 

  I, chanter of Adamic songs, 

  Through the new garden the West, the great cities calling, 

  Deliriate, thus prelude what is generated, offering these, offering myself, 

  Bathing myself, bathing my songs in Sex, 

  Offspring of my loins. 

  



We Two, How Long We Were Fool’d 

  We two, how long we were fool’d, 

  Now transmuted, we swiftly escape as Nature escapes, 

  We are Nature, long have we been absent, but now we return, 

  We become plants, trunks, foliage, roots, bark, 

  We are bedded in the ground, we are rocks, 

  We are oaks, we grow in the openings side by side, 

  We browse, we are two among the wild herds spontaneous as any, 

  We are two fishes swimming in the sea together, 

  We are what locust blossoms are, we drop scent around lanes mornings 

      and evenings, 

  We are also the coarse smut of beasts, vegetables, minerals, 

  We are two predatory hawks, we soar above and look down, 

  We are two resplendent suns, we it is who balance ourselves orbic 

      and stellar, we are as two comets, 

  We prowl fang’d and four-footed in the woods, we spring on prey, 

  We are two clouds forenoons and afternoons driving overhead, 

  We are seas mingling, we are two of those cheerful waves rolling 

      over each other and interwetting each other, 

  We are what the atmosphere is, transparent, receptive, pervious, impervious, 

  We are snow, rain, cold, darkness, we are each product and influence 

      of the globe, 

  We have circled and circled till we have arrived home again, we two, 

  We have voided all but freedom and all but our own joy. 

  



O Hymen! O Hymenee! 

  O hymen! O hymenee! why do you tantalize me thus? 

  O why sting me for a swift moment only? 

  Why can you not continue? O why do you now cease? 

  Is it because if you continued beyond the swift moment you would 

      soon certainly kill me? 

  



I Am He That Aches with Love 

  I am he that aches with amorous love; 

  Does the earth gravitate? does not all matter, aching, attract all matter? 

  So the body of me to all I meet or know. 

  



Native Moments 

  Native moments—when you come upon me—ah you are here now, 

  Give me now libidinous joys only, 

  Give me the drench of my passions, give me life coarse and rank, 

  To-day I go consort with Nature’s darlings, to-night too, 

  I am for those who believe in loose delights, I share the midnight 

      orgies of young men, 

  I dance with the dancers and drink with the drinkers, 

  The echoes ring with our indecent calls, I pick out some low person 

      for my dearest friend, 

  He shall be lawless, rude, illiterate, he shall be one condemn’d by 

      others for deeds done, 

  I will play a part no longer, why should I exile myself from my companions? 

  O you shunn’d persons, I at least do not shun you, 

  I come forthwith in your midst, I will be your poet, 

  I will be more to you than to any of the rest. 

  



Once I Pass’d Through a Populous City 

  Once I pass’d through a populous city imprinting my brain for future 

      use with its shows, architecture, customs, traditions, 

  Yet now of all that city I remember only a woman I casually met 

      there who detain’d me for love of me, 

  Day by day and night by night we were together—all else has long 

      been forgotten by me, 

  I remember I say only that woman who passionately clung to me, 

  Again we wander, we love, we separate again, 

  Again she holds me by the hand, I must not go, 

  I see her close beside me with silent lips sad and tremulous. 

  



I Heard You Solemn-Sweet Pipes of the Organ 

  I heard you solemn-sweet pipes of the organ as last Sunday morn I 

      pass’d the church, 

  Winds of autumn, as I walk’d the woods at dusk I heard your long- 

      stretch’d sighs up above so mournful, 

  I heard the perfect Italian tenor singing at the opera, I heard the 

      soprano in the midst of the quartet singing; 

  Heart of my love! you too I heard murmuring low through one of the 

      wrists around my head, 

  Heard the pulse of you when all was still ringing little bells last 

      night under my ear. 

  



Facing West from California’s Shores 

  Facing west from California’s shores, 

  Inquiring, tireless, seeking what is yet unfound, 

  I, a child, very old, over waves, towards the house of maternity, 

      the land of migrations, look afar, 

  Look off the shores of my Western sea, the circle almost circled; 

  For starting westward from Hindustan, from the vales of Kashmere, 

  From Asia, from the north, from the God, the sage, and the hero, 

  From the south, from the flowery peninsulas and the spice islands, 

  Long having wander’d since, round the earth having wander’d, 

  Now I face home again, very pleas’d and joyous, 

  (But where is what I started for so long ago? 

  And why is it yet unfound?) 

  



As Adam Early in the Morning 

  As Adam early in the morning, 

  Walking forth from the bower refresh’d with sleep, 

  Behold me where I pass, hear my voice, approach, 

  Touch me, touch the palm of your hand to my body as I pass, 

  Be not afraid of my body. 

  



BOOK V. CALAMUS 

In Paths Untrodden 

 

  In paths untrodden, 

  In the growth by margins of pond-waters, 

  Escaped from the life that exhibits itself, 

  From all the standards hitherto publish’d, from the pleasures, 

      profits, conformities, 

  Which too long I was offering to feed my soul, 

  Clear to me now standards not yet publish’d, clear to me that my soul, 

  That the soul of the man I speak for rejoices in comrades, 

  Here by myself away from the clank of the world, 

  Tallying and talk’d to here by tongues aromatic, 

  No longer abash’d, (for in this secluded spot I can respond as I 

      would not dare elsewhere,) 

  Strong upon me the life that does not exhibit itself, yet contains 

      all the rest, 

  Resolv’d to sing no songs to-day but those of manly attachment, 

  Projecting them along that substantial life, 

  Bequeathing hence types of athletic love, 

  Afternoon this delicious Ninth-month in my forty-first year, 

  I proceed for all who are or have been young men, 

  To tell the secret my nights and days, 

  To celebrate the need of comrades. 

  



Scented Herbage of My Breast 

  Scented herbage of my breast, 

  Leaves from you I glean, I write, to be perused best afterwards, 

  Tomb-leaves, body-leaves growing up above me above death, 

  Perennial roots, tall leaves, O the winter shall not freeze you 

      delicate leaves, 

  Every year shall you bloom again, out from where you retired you 

      shall emerge again; 

  O I do not know whether many passing by will discover you or inhale 

      your faint odor, but I believe a few will; 

  O slender leaves! O blossoms of my blood! I permit you to tell in 

      your own way of the heart that is under you, 

  O I do not know what you mean there underneath yourselves, you are 

      not happiness, 

  You are often more bitter than I can bear, you burn and sting me, 

  Yet you are beautiful to me you faint tinged roots, you make me 

      think of death, 

  Death is beautiful from you, (what indeed is finally beautiful 

      except death and love?) 

  O I think it is not for life I am chanting here my chant of lovers, 

      I think it must be for death, 

  For how calm, how solemn it grows to ascend to the atmosphere of lovers, 

  Death or life I am then indifferent, my soul declines to prefer, 

  (I am not sure but the high soul of lovers welcomes death most,) 

  Indeed O death, I think now these leaves mean precisely the same as 

      you mean, 

  Grow up taller sweet leaves that I may see! grow up out of my breast! 

  Spring away from the conceal’d heart there! 



  Do not fold yourself so in your pink-tinged roots timid leaves! 

  Do not remain down there so ashamed, herbage of my breast! 

  Come I am determin’d to unbare this broad breast of mine, I have 

      long enough stifled and choked; 

  Emblematic and capricious blades I leave you, now you serve me not, 

  I will say what I have to say by itself, 

  I will sound myself and comrades only, I will never again utter a 

      call only their call, 

  I will raise with it immortal reverberations through the States, 

  I will give an example to lovers to take permanent shape and will 

      through the States, 

  Through me shall the words be said to make death exhilarating, 

  Give me your tone therefore O death, that I may accord with it, 

  Give me yourself, for I see that you belong to me now above all, and 

      are folded inseparably together, you love and death are, 

  Nor will I allow you to balk me any more with what I was calling life, 

  For now it is convey’d to me that you are the purports essential, 

  That you hide in these shifting forms of life, for reasons, and that 

      they are mainly for you, 

  That you beyond them come forth to remain, the real reality, 

  That behind the mask of materials you patiently wait, no matter how long, 

  That you will one day perhaps take control of all, 

  That you will perhaps dissipate this entire show of appearance, 

  That may-be you are what it is all for, but it does not last so very long, 

  But you will last very long. 

  



Whoever You Are Holding Me Now in Hand 

  Whoever you are holding me now in hand, 

  Without one thing all will be useless, 

  I give you fair warning before you attempt me further, 

  I am not what you supposed, but far different. 

 

  Who is he that would become my follower? 

  Who would sign himself a candidate for my affections? 

 

  The way is suspicious, the result uncertain, perhaps destructive, 

  You would have to give up all else, I alone would expect to be your 

      sole and exclusive standard, 

  Your novitiate would even then be long and exhausting, 

  The whole past theory of your life and all conformity to the lives 

      around you would have to be abandon’d, 

  Therefore release me now before troubling yourself any further, let 

      go your hand from my shoulders, 

  Put me down and depart on your way. 

 

  Or else by stealth in some wood for trial, 

  Or back of a rock in the open air, 

  (For in any roof’d room of a house I emerge not, nor in company, 

  And in libraries I lie as one dumb, a gawk, or unborn, or dead,) 

  But just possibly with you on a high hill, first watching lest any 

      person for miles around approach unawares, 

  Or possibly with you sailing at sea, or on the beach of the sea or 

      some quiet island, 

  Here to put your lips upon mine I permit you, 



  With the comrade’s long-dwelling kiss or the new husband’s kiss, 

  For I am the new husband and I am the comrade. 

 

  Or if you will, thrusting me beneath your clothing, 

  Where I may feel the throbs of your heart or rest upon your hip, 

  Carry me when you go forth over land or sea; 

  For thus merely touching you is enough, is best, 

  And thus touching you would I silently sleep and be carried eternally. 

 

  But these leaves conning you con at peril, 

  For these leaves and me you will not understand, 

  They will elude you at first and still more afterward, I will 

      certainly elude you. 

  Even while you should think you had unquestionably caught me, behold! 

  Already you see I have escaped from you. 

 

  For it is not for what I have put into it that I have written this book, 

  Nor is it by reading it you will acquire it, 

  Nor do those know me best who admire me and vauntingly praise me, 

  Nor will the candidates for my love (unless at most a very few) 

      prove victorious, 

  Nor will my poems do good only, they will do just as much evil, 

      perhaps more, 

  For all is useless without that which you may guess at many times 

      and not hit, that which I hinted at; 

  Therefore release me and depart on your way. 

  



For You, O Democracy 

  Come, I will make the continent indissoluble, 

  I will make the most splendid race the sun ever shone upon, 

  I will make divine magnetic lands, 

       With the love of comrades, 

         With the life-long love of comrades. 

 

  I will plant companionship thick as trees along all the rivers of America, 

      and along the shores of the great lakes, and all over the prairies, 

  I will make inseparable cities with their arms about each other’s necks, 

       By the love of comrades, 

         By the manly love of comrades. 

 

  For you these from me, O Democracy, to serve you ma femme! 

  For you, for you I am trilling these songs. 

  



These I Singing in Spring 

  These I singing in spring collect for lovers, 

  (For who but I should understand lovers and all their sorrow and joy? 

  And who but I should be the poet of comrades?) 

  Collecting I traverse the garden the world, but soon I pass the gates, 

  Now along the pond-side, now wading in a little, fearing not the wet, 

  Now by the post-and-rail fences where the old stones thrown there, 

      pick’d from the fields, have accumulated, 

  (Wild-flowers and vines and weeds come up through the stones and 

      partly cover them, beyond these I pass,) 

  Far, far in the forest, or sauntering later in summer, before I 

      think where I go, 

  Solitary, smelling the earthy smell, stopping now and then in the silence, 

  Alone I had thought, yet soon a troop gathers around me, 

  Some walk by my side and some behind, and some embrace my arms or neck, 

  They the spirits of dear friends dead or alive, thicker they come, a 

      great crowd, and I in the middle, 

  Collecting, dispensing, singing, there I wander with them, 

  Plucking something for tokens, tossing toward whoever is near me, 

  Here, lilac, with a branch of pine, 

  Here, out of my pocket, some moss which I pull’d off a live-oak in 

      Florida as it hung trailing down, 

  Here, some pinks and laurel leaves, and a handful of sage, 

  And here what I now draw from the water, wading in the pondside, 

  (O here I last saw him that tenderly loves me, and returns again 

      never to separate from me, 

  And this, O this shall henceforth be the token of comrades, this 

      calamus-root shall, 



  Interchange it youths with each other! let none render it back!) 

  And twigs of maple and a bunch of wild orange and chestnut, 

  And stems of currants and plum-blows, and the aromatic cedar, 

  These I compass’d around by a thick cloud of spirits, 

  Wandering, point to or touch as I pass, or throw them loosely from me, 

  Indicating to each one what he shall have, giving something to each; 

  But what I drew from the water by the pond-side, that I reserve, 

  I will give of it, but only to them that love as I myself am capable 

      of loving. 

  



Not Heaving from My Ribb’d Breast Only 

  Not heaving from my ribb’d breast only, 

  Not in sighs at night in rage dissatisfied with myself, 

  Not in those long-drawn, ill-supprest sighs, 

  Not in many an oath and promise broken, 

  Not in my wilful and savage soul’s volition, 

  Not in the subtle nourishment of the air, 

  Not in this beating and pounding at my temples and wrists, 

  Not in the curious systole and diastole within which will one day cease, 

  Not in many a hungry wish told to the skies only, 

  Not in cries, laughter, defiancies, thrown from me when alone far in 

      the wilds, 

  Not in husky pantings through clinch’d teeth, 

  Not in sounded and resounded words, chattering words, echoes, dead words, 

  Not in the murmurs of my dreams while I sleep, 

  Nor the other murmurs of these incredible dreams of every day, 

  Nor in the limbs and senses of my body that take you and dismiss you 

      continually—not there, 

  Not in any or all of them O adhesiveness! O pulse of my life! 

  Need I that you exist and show yourself any more than in these songs. 

  



Of the Terrible Doubt of Appearances 

  Of the terrible doubt of appearances, 

  Of the uncertainty after all, that we may be deluded, 

  That may-be reliance and hope are but speculations after all, 

  That may-be identity beyond the grave is a beautiful fable only, 

  May-be the things I perceive, the animals, plants, men, hills, 

      shining and flowing waters, 

  The skies of day and night, colors, densities, forms, may-be these 

      are (as doubtless they are) only apparitions, and the real 

      something has yet to be known, 

  (How often they dart out of themselves as if to confound me and mock me! 

  How often I think neither I know, nor any man knows, aught of them,) 

  May-be seeming to me what they are (as doubtless they indeed but seem) 

      as from my present point of view, and might prove (as of course they 

      would) nought of what they appear, or nought anyhow, from entirely 

      changed points of view; 

  To me these and the like of these are curiously answer’d by my 

      lovers, my dear friends, 

  When he whom I love travels with me or sits a long while holding me 

      by the hand, 

  When the subtle air, the impalpable, the sense that words and reason 

      hold not, surround us and pervade us, 

  Then I am charged with untold and untellable wisdom, I am silent, I 

      require nothing further, 

  I cannot answer the question of appearances or that of identity 

      beyond the grave, 

  But I walk or sit indifferent, I am satisfied, 

  He ahold of my hand has completely satisfied me. 



  



The Base of All Metaphysics 

  And now gentlemen, 

  A word I give to remain in your memories and minds, 

  As base and finale too for all metaphysics. 

 

  (So to the students the old professor, 

  At the close of his crowded course.) 

 

  Having studied the new and antique, the Greek and Germanic systems, 

  Kant having studied and stated, Fichte and Schelling and Hegel, 

  Stated the lore of Plato, and Socrates greater than Plato, 

  And greater than Socrates sought and stated, Christ divine having 

      studied long, 

  I see reminiscent to-day those Greek and Germanic systems, 

  See the philosophies all, Christian churches and tenets see, 

  Yet underneath Socrates clearly see, and underneath Christ the divine I see, 

  The dear love of man for his comrade, the attraction of friend to friend, 

  Of the well-married husband and wife, of children and parents, 

  Of city for city and land for land. 

  



Recorders Ages Hence 

  Recorders ages hence, 

  Come, I will take you down underneath this impassive exterior, I 

      will tell you what to say of me, 

  Publish my name and hang up my picture as that of the tenderest lover, 

  The friend the lover’s portrait, of whom his friend his lover was fondest, 

  Who was not proud of his songs, but of the measureless ocean of love 

      within him, and freely pour’d it forth, 

  Who often walk’d lonesome walks thinking of his dear friends, his lovers, 

  Who pensive away from one he lov’d often lay sleepless and 

      dissatisfied at night, 

  Who knew too well the sick, sick dread lest the one he lov’d might 

      secretly be indifferent to him, 

  Whose happiest days were far away through fields, in woods, on hills, 

      he and another wandering hand in hand, they twain apart from other men, 

  Who oft as he saunter’d the streets curv’d with his arm the shoulder 

      of his friend, while the arm of his friend rested upon him also. 

  



When I Heard at the Close of the Day 

  When I heard at the close of the day how my name had been receiv’d 

      with plaudits in the capitol, still it was not a happy night for 

      me that follow’d, 

  And else when I carous’d, or when my plans were accomplish’d, still 

      I was not happy, 

  But the day when I rose at dawn from the bed of perfect health, 

      refresh’d, singing, inhaling the ripe breath of autumn, 

  When I saw the full moon in the west grow pale and disappear in the 

      morning light, 

  When I wander’d alone over the beach, and undressing bathed, 

      laughing with the cool waters, and saw the sun rise, 

  And when I thought how my dear friend my lover was on his way 

      coming, O then I was happy, 

  O then each breath tasted sweeter, and all that day my food 

      nourish’d me more, and the beautiful day pass’d well, 

  And the next came with equal joy, and with the next at evening came 

      my friend, 

  And that night while all was still I heard the waters roll slowly 

      continually up the shores, 

  I heard the hissing rustle of the liquid and sands as directed to me 

      whispering to congratulate me, 

  For the one I love most lay sleeping by me under the same cover in 

      the cool night, 

  In the stillness in the autumn moonbeams his face was inclined toward me, 

  And his arm lay lightly around my breast—and that night I was happy. 

  



Are You the New Person Drawn Toward Me? 

  Are you the new person drawn toward me? 

  To begin with take warning, I am surely far different from what you suppose; 

  Do you suppose you will find in me your ideal? 

  Do you think it so easy to have me become your lover? 

  Do you think the friendship of me would be unalloy’d satisfaction? 

  Do you think I am trusty and faithful? 

  Do you see no further than this facade, this smooth and tolerant 

      manner of me? 

  Do you suppose yourself advancing on real ground toward a real heroic man? 

  Have you no thought O dreamer that it may be all maya, illusion? 

  



Roots and Leaves Themselves Alone 

  Roots and leaves themselves alone are these, 

  Scents brought to men and women from the wild woods and pond-side, 

  Breast-sorrel and pinks of love, fingers that wind around tighter 

      than vines, 

  Gushes from the throats of birds hid in the foliage of trees as the 

      sun is risen, 

  Breezes of land and love set from living shores to you on the living 

      sea, to you O sailors! 

  Frost-mellow’d berries and Third-month twigs offer’d fresh to young 

      persons wandering out in the fields when the winter breaks up, 

  Love-buds put before you and within you whoever you are, 

  Buds to be unfolded on the old terms, 

  If you bring the warmth of the sun to them they will open and bring 

      form, color, perfume, to you, 

  If you become the aliment and the wet they will become flowers, 

      fruits, tall branches and trees. 

  



Not Heat Flames Up and Consumes 

  Not heat flames up and consumes, 

  Not sea-waves hurry in and out, 

  Not the air delicious and dry, the air of ripe summer, bears lightly 

      along white down-balls of myriads of seeds, 

  Waited, sailing gracefully, to drop where they may; 

  Not these, O none of these more than the flames of me, consuming, 

      burning for his love whom I love, 

  O none more than I hurrying in and out; 

  Does the tide hurry, seeking something, and never give up? O I the same, 

  O nor down-balls nor perfumes, nor the high rain-emitting clouds, 

      are borne through the open air, 

  Any more than my soul is borne through the open air, 

  Wafted in all directions O love, for friendship, for you. 

  



Trickle Drops 

  Trickle drops! my blue veins leaving! 

  O drops of me! trickle, slow drops, 

  Candid from me falling, drip, bleeding drops, 

  From wounds made to free you whence you were prison’d, 

  From my face, from my forehead and lips, 

  From my breast, from within where I was conceal’d, press forth red 

      drops, confession drops, 

  Stain every page, stain every song I sing, every word I say, bloody drops, 

  Let them know your scarlet heat, let them glisten, 

  Saturate them with yourself all ashamed and wet, 

  Glow upon all I have written or shall write, bleeding drops, 

  Let it all be seen in your light, blushing drops. 

  



City of Orgies 

  City of orgies, walks and joys, 

  City whom that I have lived and sung in your midst will one day make 

  Not the pageants of you, not your shifting tableaus, your 

      spectacles, repay me, 

  Not the interminable rows of your houses, nor the ships at the wharves, 

  Nor the processions in the streets, nor the bright windows with 

      goods in them, 

  Nor to converse with learn’d persons, or bear my share in the soiree 

      or feast; 

  Not those, but as I pass O Manhattan, your frequent and swift flash 

      of eyes offering me love, 

  Offering response to my own—these repay me, 

  Lovers, continual lovers, only repay me. 

  



Behold This Swarthy Face 

  Behold this swarthy face, these gray eyes, 

  This beard, the white wool unclipt upon my neck, 

  My brown hands and the silent manner of me without charm; 

  Yet comes one a Manhattanese and ever at parting kisses me lightly 

      on the lips with robust love, 

  And I on the crossing of the street or on the ship’s deck give a 

      kiss in return, 

  We observe that salute of American comrades land and sea, 

  We are those two natural and nonchalant persons. 

  



I Saw in Louisiana a Live-Oak Growing 

  I saw in Louisiana a live-oak growing, 

  All alone stood it and the moss hung down from the branches, 

  Without any companion it grew there uttering joyous of dark green, 

  And its look, rude, unbending, lusty, made me think of myself, 

  But I wonder’d how it could utter joyous leaves standing alone there 

      without its friend near, for I knew I could not, 

  And I broke off a twig with a certain number of leaves upon it and 

      twined around it a little moss, 

  And brought it away, and I have placed it in sight in my room, 

  It is not needed to remind me as of my own dear friends, 

  (For I believe lately I think of little else than of them,) 

  Yet it remains to me a curious token, it makes me think of manly love; 

  For all that, and though the live-oak glistens there in Louisiana 

      solitary in a wide in a wide flat space, 

  Uttering joyous leaves all its life without a friend a lover near, 

  I know very well I could not. 

  



To a Stranger 

  Passing stranger! you do not know how longingly I look upon you, 

  You must be he I was seeking, or she I was seeking, (it comes to me 

      as of a dream,) 

  I have somewhere surely lived a life of joy with you, 

  All is recall’d as we flit by each other, fluid, affectionate, 

      chaste, matured, 

  You grew up with me, were a boy with me or a girl with me, 

  I ate with you and slept with you, your body has become not yours 

      only nor left my body mine only, 

  You give me the pleasure of your eyes, face, flesh, as we pass, you 

      take of my beard, breast, hands, in return, 

  I am not to speak to you, I am to think of you when I sit alone or 

      wake at night alone, 

  I am to wait, I do not doubt I am to meet you again, 

  I am to see to it that I do not lose you. 

  



This Moment Yearning and Thoughtful 

  This moment yearning and thoughtful sitting alone, 

  It seems to me there are other men in other lands yearning and thoughtful, 

  It seems to me I can look over and behold them in Germany, Italy, 

      France, Spain, 

  Or far, far away, in China, or in Russia or talking other dialects, 

  And it seems to me if I could know those men I should become 

      attached to them as I do to men in my own lands, 

  O I know we should be brethren and lovers, 

  I know I should be happy with them. 

  



I Hear It Was Charged Against Me 

  I hear it was charged against me that I sought to destroy institutions, 

  But really I am neither for nor against institutions, 

  (What indeed have I in common with them? or what with the 

      destruction of them?) 

  Only I will establish in the Mannahatta and in every city of these 

      States inland and seaboard, 

  And in the fields and woods, and above every keel little or large 

      that dents the water, 

  Without edifices or rules or trustees or any argument, 

  The institution of the dear love of comrades. 

  



The Prairie-Grass Dividing 

  The prairie-grass dividing, its special odor breathing, 

  I demand of it the spiritual corresponding, 

  Demand the most copious and close companionship of men, 

  Demand the blades to rise of words, acts, beings, 

  Those of the open atmosphere, coarse, sunlit, fresh, nutritious, 

  Those that go their own gait, erect, stepping with freedom and 

      command, leading not following, 

  Those with a never-quell’d audacity, those with sweet and lusty 

      flesh clear of taint, 

  Those that look carelessly in the faces of Presidents and governors, 

      as to say Who are you? 

  Those of earth-born passion, simple, never constrain’d, never obedient, 

  Those of inland America. 

  



When I Peruse the Conquer’d Fame 

  When I peruse the conquer’d fame of heroes and the victories of 

      mighty generals, I do not envy the generals, 

  Nor the President in his Presidency, nor the rich in his great house, 

  But when I hear of the brotherhood of lovers, how it was with them, 

  How together through life, through dangers, odium, unchanging, long 

      and long, 

  Through youth and through middle and old age, how unfaltering, how 

      affectionate and faithful they were, 

  Then I am pensive—I hastily walk away fill’d with the bitterest envy. 

  



We Two Boys Together Clinging 

  We two boys together clinging, 

  One the other never leaving, 

  Up and down the roads going, North and South excursions making, 

  Power enjoying, elbows stretching, fingers clutching, 

  Arm’d and fearless, eating, drinking, sleeping, loving. 

  No law less than ourselves owning, sailing, soldiering, thieving, 

      threatening, 

  Misers, menials, priests alarming, air breathing, water drinking, on 

      the turf or the sea-beach dancing, 

  Cities wrenching, ease scorning, statutes mocking, feebleness chasing, 

  Fulfilling our foray. 

  



A Promise to California 

  A promise to California, 

  Or inland to the great pastoral Plains, and on to Puget sound and Oregon; 

  Sojourning east a while longer, soon I travel toward you, to remain, 

      to teach robust American love, 

  For I know very well that I and robust love belong among you, 

      inland, and along the Western sea; 

  For these States tend inland and toward the Western sea, and I will also. 

  



Here the Frailest Leaves of Me 

  Here the frailest leaves of me and yet my strongest lasting, 

  Here I shade and hide my thoughts, I myself do not expose them, 

  And yet they expose me more than all my other poems. 

  



No Labor-Saving Machine 

  No labor-saving machine, 

  Nor discovery have I made, 

  Nor will I be able to leave behind me any wealthy bequest to found 

      hospital or library, 

  Nor reminiscence of any deed of courage for America, 

  Nor literary success nor intellect; nor book for the book-shelf, 

  But a few carols vibrating through the air I leave, 

  For comrades and lovers. 

  



A Glimpse 

  A glimpse through an interstice caught, 

  Of a crowd of workmen and drivers in a bar-room around the stove 

      late of a winter night, and I unremark’d seated in a corner, 

  Of a youth who loves me and whom I love, silently approaching and 

      seating himself near, that he may hold me by the hand, 

  A long while amid the noises of coming and going, of drinking and 

      oath and smutty jest, 

  There we two, content, happy in being together, speaking little, 

      perhaps not a word. 

  



A Leaf for Hand in Hand 

  A leaf for hand in hand; 

  You natural persons old and young! 

  You on the Mississippi and on all the branches and bayous of 

      the Mississippi! 

  You friendly boatmen and mechanics! you roughs! 

  You twain! and all processions moving along the streets! 

  I wish to infuse myself among you till I see it common for you to 

      walk hand in hand. 

  



Earth, My Likeness 

  Earth, my likeness, 

  Though you look so impassive, ample and spheric there, 

  I now suspect that is not all; 

  I now suspect there is something fierce in you eligible to burst forth, 

  For an athlete is enamour’d of me, and I of him, 

  But toward him there is something fierce and terrible in me eligible 

      to burst forth, 

  I dare not tell it in words, not even in these songs. 

  



I Dream’d in a Dream 

  I dream’d in a dream I saw a city invincible to the attacks of the 

      whole of the rest of the earth, 

  I dream’d that was the new city of Friends, 

  Nothing was greater there than the quality of robust love, it led the rest, 

  It was seen every hour in the actions of the men of that city, 

  And in all their looks and words. 

  



What Think You I Take My Pen in Hand? 

  What think you I take my pen in hand to record? 

  The battle-ship, perfect-model’d, majestic, that I saw pass the 

      offing to-day under full sail? 

  The splendors of the past day? or the splendor of the night that 

      envelops me? 

  Or the vaunted glory and growth of the great city spread around me? —no; 

  But merely of two simple men I saw to-day on the pier in the midst 

      of the crowd, parting the parting of dear friends, 

  The one to remain hung on the other’s neck and passionately kiss’d him, 

  While the one to depart tightly prest the one to remain in his arms. 

  



To the East and to the West 

  To the East and to the West, 

  To the man of the Seaside State and of Pennsylvania, 

  To the Kanadian of the north, to the Southerner I love, 

  These with perfect trust to depict you as myself, the germs are in all men, 

  I believe the main purport of these States is to found a superb 

      friendship, exalte, previously unknown, 

  Because I perceive it waits, and has been always waiting, latent in all men. 

  



Sometimes with One I Love 

  Sometimes with one I love I fill myself with rage for fear I effuse 

      unreturn’d love, 

  But now I think there is no unreturn’d love, the pay is certain one 

      way or another, 

  (I loved a certain person ardently and my love was not return’d, 

  Yet out of that I have written these songs.) 

  



To a Western Boy 

  Many things to absorb I teach to help you become eleve of mine; 

  Yet if blood like mine circle not in your veins, 

  If you be not silently selected by lovers and do not silently select lovers, 

  Of what use is it that you seek to become eleve of mine? 

  



Fast Anchor’d Eternal O Love! 

  Fast-anchor’d eternal O love! O woman I love! 

  O bride! O wife! more resistless than I can tell, the thought of you! 

  Then separate, as disembodied or another born, 

  Ethereal, the last athletic reality, my consolation, 

  I ascend, I float in the regions of your love O man, 

  O sharer of my roving life. 

  



Among the Multitude 

  Among the men and women the multitude, 

  I perceive one picking me out by secret and divine signs, 

  Acknowledging none else, not parent, wife, husband, brother, child, 

      any nearer than I am, 

  Some are baffled, but that one is not—that one knows me. 

 

  Ah lover and perfect equal, 

  I meant that you should discover me so by faint indirections, 

  And I when I meet you mean to discover you by the like in you. 

  



O You Whom I Often and Silently Come 

  O you whom I often and silently come where you are that I may be with you, 

  As I walk by your side or sit near, or remain in the same room with you, 

  Little you know the subtle electric fire that for your sake is 

      playing within me. 

  



That Shadow My Likeness 

  That shadow my likeness that goes to and fro seeking a livelihood, 

      chattering, chaffering, 

  How often I find myself standing and looking at it where it flits, 

  How often I question and doubt whether that is really me; 

  But among my lovers and caroling these songs, 

  O I never doubt whether that is really me. 

  



Full of Life Now 

  Full of life now, compact, visible, 

  I, forty years old the eighty-third year of the States, 

  To one a century hence or any number of centuries hence, 

  To you yet unborn these, seeking you. 

 

  When you read these I that was visible am become invisible, 

  Now it is you, compact, visible, realizing my poems, seeking me, 

  Fancying how happy you were if I could be with you and become your comrade; 

  Be it as if I were with you. (Be not too certain but I am now with you.) 

  



BOOK VI 

Salut au Monde! 

 

       1 

  O take my hand Walt Whitman! 

  Such gliding wonders! such sights and sounds! 

  Such join’d unended links, each hook’d to the next, 

  Each answering all, each sharing the earth with all. 

 

  What widens within you Walt Whitman? 

  What waves and soils exuding? 

  What climes? what persons and cities are here? 

  Who are the infants, some playing, some slumbering? 

  Who are the girls? who are the married women? 

  Who are the groups of old men going slowly with their arms about 

      each other’s necks? 

  What rivers are these? what forests and fruits are these? 

  What are the mountains call’d that rise so high in the mists? 

  What myriads of dwellings are they fill’d with dwellers? 

 

       2 

  Within me latitude widens, longitude lengthens, 

  Asia, Africa, Europe, are to the east—America is provided for in the west, 

  Banding the bulge of the earth winds the hot equator, 

  Curiously north and south turn the axis-ends, 

  Within me is the longest day, the sun wheels in slanting rings, it 

      does not set for months, 

  Stretch’d in due time within me the midnight sun just rises above 



      the horizon and sinks again, 

  Within me zones, seas, cataracts, forests, volcanoes, groups, 

  Malaysia, Polynesia, and the great West Indian islands. 
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  What do you hear Walt Whitman? 

 

  I hear the workman singing and the farmer’s wife singing, 

  I hear in the distance the sounds of children and of animals early 

      in the day, 

  I hear emulous shouts of Australians pursuing the wild horse, 

  I hear the Spanish dance with castanets in the chestnut shade, to 

      the rebeck and guitar, 

  I hear continual echoes from the Thames, 

  I hear fierce French liberty songs, 

  I hear of the Italian boat-sculler the musical recitative of old poems, 

  I hear the locusts in Syria as they strike the grain and grass with 

      the showers of their terrible clouds, 

  I hear the Coptic refrain toward sundown, pensively falling on the 

      breast of the black venerable vast mother the Nile, 

  I hear the chirp of the Mexican muleteer, and the bells of the mule, 

  I hear the Arab muezzin calling from the top of the mosque, 

  I hear the Christian priests at the altars of their churches, I hear 

      the responsive base and soprano, 

  I hear the cry of the Cossack, and the sailor’s voice putting to sea 

      at Okotsk, 

  I hear the wheeze of the slave-coffle as the slaves march on, as the 

      husky gangs pass on by twos and threes, fasten’d together 



      with wrist-chains and ankle-chains, 

  I hear the Hebrew reading his records and psalms, 

  I hear the rhythmic myths of the Greeks, and the strong legends of 

      the Romans, 

  I hear the tale of the divine life and bloody death of the beautiful 

      God the Christ, 

  I hear the Hindoo teaching his favorite pupil the loves, wars, 

      adages, transmitted safely to this day from poets who wrote three 

      thousand years ago. 
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  What do you see Walt Whitman? 

  Who are they you salute, and that one after another salute you? 

  I see a great round wonder rolling through space, 

  I see diminute farms, hamlets, ruins, graveyards, jails, factories, 

      palaces, hovels, huts of barbarians, tents of nomads upon the surface, 

  I see the shaded part on one side where the sleepers are sleeping, 

      and the sunlit part on the other side, 

  I see the curious rapid change of the light and shade, 

  I see distant lands, as real and near to the inhabitants of them as 

      my land is to me. 

 

  I see plenteous waters, 

  I see mountain peaks, I see the sierras of Andes where they range, 

  I see plainly the Himalayas, Chian Shahs, Altays, Ghauts, 

  I see the giant pinnacles of Elbruz, Kazbek, Bazardjusi, 

  I see the Styrian Alps, and the Karnac Alps, 

  I see the Pyrenees, Balks, Carpathians, and to the north the 



      Dofrafields, and off at sea mount Hecla, 

  I see Vesuvius and Etna, the mountains of the Moon, and the Red 

      mountains of Madagascar, 

  I see the Lybian, Arabian, and Asiatic deserts, 

  I see huge dreadful Arctic and Antarctic icebergs, 

  I see the superior oceans and the inferior ones, the Atlantic and 

      Pacific, the sea of Mexico, the Brazilian sea, and the sea of Peru, 

  The waters of Hindustan, the China sea, and the gulf of Guinea, 

  The Japan waters, the beautiful bay of Nagasaki land-lock’d in its 

      mountains, 

  The spread of the Baltic, Caspian, Bothnia, the British shores, and 

      the bay of Biscay, 

  The clear-sunn’d Mediterranean, and from one to another of its islands, 

  The White sea, and the sea around Greenland. 

 

  I behold the mariners of the world, 

  Some are in storms, some in the night with the watch on the lookout, 

  Some drifting helplessly, some with contagious diseases. 

 

  I behold the sail and steamships of the world, some in clusters in 

      port, some on their voyages, 

  Some double the cape of Storms, some cape Verde, others capes 

      Guardafui, Bon, or Bajadore, 

  Others Dondra head, others pass the straits of Sunda, others cape 

      Lopatka, others Behring’s straits, 

  Others cape Horn, others sail the gulf of Mexico or along Cuba or 

      Hayti, others Hudson’s bay or Baffin’s bay, 

  Others pass the straits of Dover, others enter the Wash, others the 



      firth of Solway, others round cape Clear, others the Land’s End, 

  Others traverse the Zuyder Zee or the Scheld, 

  Others as comers and goers at Gibraltar or the Dardanelles, 

  Others sternly push their way through the northern winter-packs, 

  Others descend or ascend the Obi or the Lena, 

  Others the Niger or the Congo, others the Indus, the Burampooter 

      and Cambodia, 

  Others wait steam’d up ready to start in the ports of Australia, 

  Wait at Liverpool, Glasgow, Dublin, Marseilles, Lisbon, Naples, 

  Hamburg, Bremen, Bordeaux, the Hague, Copenhagen, 

  Wait at Valparaiso, Rio Janeiro, Panama. 
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  I see the tracks of the railroads of the earth, 

  I see them in Great Britain, I see them in Europe, 

  I see them in Asia and in Africa. 

 

  I see the electric telegraphs of the earth, 

  I see the filaments of the news of the wars, deaths, losses, gains, 

      passions, of my race. 

 

  I see the long river-stripes of the earth, 

  I see the Amazon and the Paraguay, 

  I see the four great rivers of China, the Amour, the Yellow River, 

      the Yiang-tse, and the Pearl, 

  I see where the Seine flows, and where the Danube, the Loire, the 

      Rhone, and the Guadalquiver flow, 

  I see the windings of the Volga, the Dnieper, the Oder, 



  I see the Tuscan going down the Arno, and the Venetian along the Po, 

  I see the Greek seaman sailing out of Egina bay. 
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  I see the site of the old empire of Assyria, and that of Persia, and 

      that of India, 

  I see the falling of the Ganges over the high rim of Saukara. 

 

  I see the place of the idea of the Deity incarnated by avatars in 

      human forms, 

  I see the spots of the successions of priests on the earth, oracles, 

      sacrificers, brahmins, sabians, llamas, monks, muftis, exhorters, 

  I see where druids walk’d the groves of Mona, I see the mistletoe 

      and vervain, 

  I see the temples of the deaths of the bodies of Gods, I see the old 

      signifiers. 

 

  I see Christ eating the bread of his last supper in the midst of 

      youths and old persons, 

  I see where the strong divine young man the Hercules toil’d 

      faithfully and long and then died, 

  I see the place of the innocent rich life and hapless fate of the 

      beautiful nocturnal son, the full-limb’d Bacchus, 

  I see Kneph, blooming, drest in blue, with the crown of feathers on 

      his head, 

  I see Hermes, unsuspected, dying, well-belov’d, saying to the people 

      Do not weep for me, 

  This is not my true country, I have lived banish’d from my true 



      country, I now go back there, 

  I return to the celestial sphere where every one goes in his turn. 
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  I see the battle-fields of the earth, grass grows upon them and 

      blossoms and corn, 

  I see the tracks of ancient and modern expeditions. 

 

  I see the nameless masonries, venerable messages of the unknown 

      events, heroes, records of the earth. 

 

  I see the places of the sagas, 

  I see pine-trees and fir-trees torn by northern blasts, 

  I see granite bowlders and cliffs, I see green meadows and lakes, 

  I see the burial-cairns of Scandinavian warriors, 

  I see them raised high with stones by the marge of restless oceans, 

      that the dead men’s spirits when they wearied of their quiet 

      graves might rise up through the mounds and gaze on the tossing 

      billows, and be refresh’d by storms, immensity, liberty, action. 

 

  I see the steppes of Asia, 

  I see the tumuli of Mongolia, I see the tents of Kalmucks and Baskirs, 

  I see the nomadic tribes with herds of oxen and cows, 

  I see the table-lands notch’d with ravines, I see the jungles and deserts, 

  I see the camel, the wild steed, the bustard, the fat-tail’d sheep, 

      the antelope, and the burrowing wolf 

 

  I see the highlands of Abyssinia, 



  I see flocks of goats feeding, and see the fig-tree, tamarind, date, 

  And see fields of teff-wheat and places of verdure and gold. 

 

  I see the Brazilian vaquero, 

  I see the Bolivian ascending mount Sorata, 

  I see the Wacho crossing the plains, I see the incomparable rider of 

      horses with his lasso on his arm, 

  I see over the pampas the pursuit of wild cattle for their hides. 
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  I see the regions of snow and ice, 

  I see the sharp-eyed Samoiede and the Finn, 

  I see the seal-seeker in his boat poising his lance, 

  I see the Siberian on his slight-built sledge drawn by dogs, 

  I see the porpoise-hunters, I see the whale-crews of the south 

      Pacific and the north Atlantic, 

  I see the cliffs, glaciers, torrents, valleys, of Switzerland—I 

      mark the long winters and the isolation. 

 

  I see the cities of the earth and make myself at random a part of them, 

  I am a real Parisian, 

  I am a habitan of Vienna, St. Petersburg, Berlin, Constantinople, 

  I am of Adelaide, Sidney, Melbourne, 

  I am of London, Manchester, Bristol, Edinburgh, Limerick, 

  I am of Madrid, Cadiz, Barcelona, Oporto, Lyons, Brussels, Berne, 

      Frankfort, Stuttgart, Turin, Florence, 

  I belong in Moscow, Cracow, Warsaw, or northward in Christiania or 

      Stockholm, or in Siberian Irkutsk, or in some street in Iceland, 



  I descend upon all those cities, and rise from them again. 
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  I see vapors exhaling from unexplored countries, 

  I see the savage types, the bow and arrow, the poison’d splint, the 

      fetich, and the obi. 

  I see African and Asiatic towns, 

  I see Algiers, Tripoli, Derne, Mogadore, Timbuctoo, Monrovia, 

  I see the swarms of Pekin, Canton, Benares, Delhi, Calcutta, Tokio, 

  I see the Kruman in his hut, and the Dahoman and Ashantee-man in their huts, 

  I see the Turk smoking opium in Aleppo, 

  I see the picturesque crowds at the fairs of Khiva and those of Herat, 

  I see Teheran, I see Muscat and Medina and the intervening sands, 

      see the caravans toiling onward, 

  I see Egypt and the Egyptians, I see the pyramids and obelisks. 

  I look on chisell’d histories, records of conquering kings, 

      dynasties, cut in slabs of sand-stone, or on granite-blocks, 

  I see at Memphis mummy-pits containing mummies embalm’d, 

      swathed in linen cloth, lying there many centuries, 

  I look on the fall’n Theban, the large-ball’d eyes, the 

      side-drooping neck, the hands folded across the breast. 

 

  I see all the menials of the earth, laboring, 

  I see all the prisoners in the prisons, 

  I see the defective human bodies of the earth, 

  The blind, the deaf and dumb, idiots, hunchbacks, lunatics, 

  The pirates, thieves, betrayers, murderers, slave-makers of the earth, 

  The helpless infants, and the helpless old men and women. 



 

  I see male and female everywhere, 

  I see the serene brotherhood of philosophs, 

  I see the constructiveness of my race, 

  I see the results of the perseverance and industry of my race, 

  I see ranks, colors, barbarisms, civilizations, I go among them, I 

      mix indiscriminately, 

  And I salute all the inhabitants of the earth. 
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  You whoever you are! 

  You daughter or son of England! 

  You of the mighty Slavic tribes and empires! you Russ in Russia! 

  You dim-descended, black, divine-soul’d African, large, fine-headed, 

      nobly-form’d, superbly destin’d, on equal terms with me! 

  You Norwegian! Swede! Dane! Icelander! you Prussian! 

  You Spaniard of Spain! you Portuguese! 

  You Frenchwoman and Frenchman of France! 

  You Belge! you liberty-lover of the Netherlands! (you stock whence I 

      myself have descended;) 

  You sturdy Austrian! you Lombard! Hun! Bohemian! farmer of Styria! 

  You neighbor of the Danube! 

  You working-man of the Rhine, the Elbe, or the Weser! you working-woman too! 

  You Sardinian! you Bavarian! Swabian! Saxon! Wallachian! Bulgarian! 

  You Roman! Neapolitan! you Greek! 

  You lithe matador in the arena at Seville! 

  You mountaineer living lawlessly on the Taurus or Caucasus! 

  You Bokh horse-herd watching your mares and stallions feeding! 



  You beautiful-bodied Persian at full speed in the saddle shooting 

      arrows to the mark! 

  You Chinaman and Chinawoman of China! you Tartar of Tartary! 

  You women of the earth subordinated at your tasks! 

  You Jew journeying in your old age through every risk to stand once 

      on Syrian ground! 

  You other Jews waiting in all lands for your Messiah! 

  You thoughtful Armenian pondering by some stream of the Euphrates! 

      you peering amid the ruins of Nineveh! you ascending mount Ararat! 

  You foot-worn pilgrim welcoming the far-away sparkle of the minarets 

      of Mecca! 

  You sheiks along the stretch from Suez to Bab-el-mandeb ruling your 

      families and tribes! 

  You olive-grower tending your fruit on fields of Nazareth, Damascus, 

      or lake Tiberias! 

  You Thibet trader on the wide inland or bargaining in the shops of Lassa! 

  You Japanese man or woman! you liver in Madagascar, Ceylon, Sumatra, Borneo! 

  All you continentals of Asia, Africa, Europe, Australia, indifferent 

      of place! 

  All you on the numberless islands of the archipelagoes of the sea! 

  And you of centuries hence when you listen to me! 

  And you each and everywhere whom I specify not, but include just the same! 

  Health to you! good will to you all, from me and America sent! 

 

  Each of us inevitable, 

  Each of us limitless—each of us with his or her right upon the earth, 

  Each of us allow’d the eternal purports of the earth, 

  Each of us here as divinely as any is here. 
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  You Hottentot with clicking palate! you woolly-hair’d hordes! 

  You own’d persons dropping sweat-drops or blood-drops! 

  You human forms with the fathomless ever-impressive countenances of brutes! 

  You poor koboo whom the meanest of the rest look down upon for all 

      your glimmering language and spirituality! 

  You dwarf’d Kamtschatkan, Greenlander, Lapp! 

  You Austral negro, naked, red, sooty, with protrusive lip, 

      groveling, seeking your food! 

  You Caffre, Berber, Soudanese! 

  You haggard, uncouth, untutor’d Bedowee! 

  You plague-swarms in Madras, Nankin, Kaubul, Cairo! 

  You benighted roamer of Amazonia! you Patagonian! you Feejeeman! 

  I do not prefer others so very much before you either, 

  I do not say one word against you, away back there where you stand, 

  (You will come forward in due time to my side.) 
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  My spirit has pass’d in compassion and determination around the whole earth, 

  I have look’d for equals and lovers and found them ready for me in 

      all lands, 

  I think some divine rapport has equalized me with them. 

 

  You vapors, I think I have risen with you, moved away to distant 

      continents, and fallen down there, for reasons, 

  I think I have blown with you you winds; 

  You waters I have finger’d every shore with you, 



  I have run through what any river or strait of the globe has run through, 

  I have taken my stand on the bases of peninsulas and on the high 

      embedded rocks, to cry thence: 

 

  What cities the light or warmth penetrates I penetrate those cities myself, 

  All islands to which birds wing their way I wing my way myself. 

 

  Toward you all, in America’s name, 

  I raise high the perpendicular hand, I make the signal, 

  To remain after me in sight forever, 

  For all the haunts and homes of men. 

  



BOOK VII 

Song of the Open Road 
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  Afoot and light-hearted I take to the open road, 

  Healthy, free, the world before me, 

  The long brown path before me leading wherever I choose. 

 

  Henceforth I ask not good-fortune, I myself am good-fortune, 

  Henceforth I whimper no more, postpone no more, need nothing, 

  Done with indoor complaints, libraries, querulous criticisms, 

  Strong and content I travel the open road. 

 

  The earth, that is sufficient, 

  I do not want the constellations any nearer, 

  I know they are very well where they are, 

  I know they suffice for those who belong to them. 

 

  (Still here I carry my old delicious burdens, 

  I carry them, men and women, I carry them with me wherever I go, 

  I swear it is impossible for me to get rid of them, 

  I am fill’d with them, and I will fill them in return.) 
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  You road I enter upon and look around, I believe you are not all 

      that is here, 

  I believe that much unseen is also here. 

 



  Here the profound lesson of reception, nor preference nor denial, 

  The black with his woolly head, the felon, the diseas’d, the 

      illiterate person, are not denied; 

  The birth, the hasting after the physician, the beggar’s tramp, the 

      drunkard’s stagger, the laughing party of mechanics, 

  The escaped youth, the rich person’s carriage, the fop, the eloping couple, 

  The early market-man, the hearse, the moving of furniture into the 

      town, the return back from the town, 

  They pass, I also pass, any thing passes, none can be interdicted, 

  None but are accepted, none but shall be dear to me. 

 

       3 

  You air that serves me with breath to speak! 

  You objects that call from diffusion my meanings and give them shape! 

  You light that wraps me and all things in delicate equable showers! 

  You paths worn in the irregular hollows by the roadsides! 

  I believe you are latent with unseen existences, you are so dear to me. 

 

  You flagg’d walks of the cities! you strong curbs at the edges! 

  You ferries! you planks and posts of wharves! you timber-lined 

      side! you distant ships! 

  You rows of houses! you window-pierc’d facades! you roofs! 

  You porches and entrances! you copings and iron guards! 

  You windows whose transparent shells might expose so much! 

  You doors and ascending steps! you arches! 

  You gray stones of interminable pavements! you trodden crossings! 

  From all that has touch’d you I believe you have imparted to 

      yourselves, and now would impart the same secretly to me, 



  From the living and the dead you have peopled your impassive surfaces, 

      and the spirits thereof would be evident and amicable with me. 
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  The earth expanding right hand and left hand, 

  The picture alive, every part in its best light, 

  The music falling in where it is wanted, and stopping where it is 

      not wanted, 

  The cheerful voice of the public road, the gay fresh sentiment of the road. 

 

  O highway I travel, do you say to me Do not leave me? 

  Do you say Venture not—if you leave me you are lost? 

  Do you say I am already prepared, I am well-beaten and undenied, 

      adhere to me? 

 

  O public road, I say back I am not afraid to leave you, yet I love you, 

  You express me better than I can express myself, 

  You shall be more to me than my poem. 

 

  I think heroic deeds were all conceiv’d in the open air, and all 

      free poems also, 

  I think I could stop here myself and do miracles, 

  I think whatever I shall meet on the road I shall like, and whoever 

      beholds me shall like me, 

  I think whoever I see must be happy. 
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  From this hour I ordain myself loos’d of limits and imaginary lines, 



  Going where I list, my own master total and absolute, 

  Listening to others, considering well what they say, 

  Pausing, searching, receiving, contemplating, 

  Gently, but with undeniable will, divesting myself of the holds that 

      would hold me. 

 

  I inhale great draughts of space, 

  The east and the west are mine, and the north and the south are mine. 

 

  I am larger, better than I thought, 

  I did not know I held so much goodness. 

 

  All seems beautiful to me, 

  can repeat over to men and women You have done such good to me 

      I would do the same to you, 

  I will recruit for myself and you as I go, 

  I will scatter myself among men and women as I go, 

  I will toss a new gladness and roughness among them, 

  Whoever denies me it shall not trouble me, 

  Whoever accepts me he or she shall be blessed and shall bless me. 
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  Now if a thousand perfect men were to appear it would not amaze me, 

  Now if a thousand beautiful forms of women appear’d it would not 

      astonish me. 

 

  Now I see the secret of the making of the best persons, 

  It is to grow in the open air and to eat and sleep with the earth. 



 

  Here a great personal deed has room, 

  (Such a deed seizes upon the hearts of the whole race of men, 

  Its effusion of strength and will overwhelms law and mocks all 

      authority and all argument against it.) 

 

  Here is the test of wisdom, 

  Wisdom is not finally tested in schools, 

  Wisdom cannot be pass’d from one having it to another not having it, 

  Wisdom is of the soul, is not susceptible of proof, is its own proof, 

  Applies to all stages and objects and qualities and is content, 

  Is the certainty of the reality and immortality of things, and the 

      excellence of things; 

  Something there is in the float of the sight of things that provokes 

      it out of the soul. 

 

  Now I re-examine philosophies and religions, 

  They may prove well in lecture-rooms, yet not prove at all under the 

      spacious clouds and along the landscape and flowing currents. 

 

  Here is realization, 

  Here is a man tallied—he realizes here what he has in him, 

  The past, the future, majesty, love—if they are vacant of you, you 

      are vacant of them. 

 

  Only the kernel of every object nourishes; 

  Where is he who tears off the husks for you and me? 

  Where is he that undoes stratagems and envelopes for you and me? 



 

  Here is adhesiveness, it is not previously fashion’d, it is apropos; 

  Do you know what it is as you pass to be loved by strangers? 

  Do you know the talk of those turning eye-balls? 
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  Here is the efflux of the soul, 

  The efflux of the soul comes from within through embower’d gates, 

      ever provoking questions, 

  These yearnings why are they? these thoughts in the darkness why are they? 

  Why are there men and women that while they are nigh me the sunlight 

      expands my blood? 

  Why when they leave me do my pennants of joy sink flat and lank? 

  Why are there trees I never walk under but large and melodious 

      thoughts descend upon me? 

  (I think they hang there winter and summer on those trees and always 

      drop fruit as I pass;) 

  What is it I interchange so suddenly with strangers? 

  What with some driver as I ride on the seat by his side? 

  What with some fisherman drawing his seine by the shore as I walk by 

      and pause? 

  What gives me to be free to a woman’s and man’s good-will? what 

      gives them to be free to mine? 
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  The efflux of the soul is happiness, here is happiness, 

  I think it pervades the open air, waiting at all times, 

  Now it flows unto us, we are rightly charged. 



 

  Here rises the fluid and attaching character, 

  The fluid and attaching character is the freshness and sweetness of 

      man and woman, 

  (The herbs of the morning sprout no fresher and sweeter every day 

      out of the roots of themselves, than it sprouts fresh and sweet 

      continually out of itself.) 

 

  Toward the fluid and attaching character exudes the sweat of the 

      love of young and old, 

  From it falls distill’d the charm that mocks beauty and attainments, 

  Toward it heaves the shuddering longing ache of contact. 
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  Allons! whoever you are come travel with me! 

  Traveling with me you find what never tires. 

 

  The earth never tires, 

  The earth is rude, silent, incomprehensible at first, Nature is rude 

      and incomprehensible at first, 

  Be not discouraged, keep on, there are divine things well envelop’d, 

  I swear to you there are divine things more beautiful than words can tell. 

 

  Allons! we must not stop here, 

  However sweet these laid-up stores, however convenient this dwelling 

      we cannot remain here, 

  However shelter’d this port and however calm these waters we must 

      not anchor here, 



  However welcome the hospitality that surrounds us we are permitted 

      to receive it but a little while. 
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  Allons! the inducements shall be greater, 

  We will sail pathless and wild seas, 

  We will go where winds blow, waves dash, and the Yankee clipper 

      speeds by under full sail. 

 

  Allons! with power, liberty, the earth, the elements, 

  Health, defiance, gayety, self-esteem, curiosity; 

  Allons! from all formules! 

  From your formules, O bat-eyed and materialistic priests. 

 

  The stale cadaver blocks up the passage—the burial waits no longer. 

 

  Allons! yet take warning! 

  He traveling with me needs the best blood, thews, endurance, 

  None may come to the trial till he or she bring courage and health, 

  Come not here if you have already spent the best of yourself, 

  Only those may come who come in sweet and determin’d bodies, 

  No diseas’d person, no rum-drinker or venereal taint is permitted here. 

 

  (I and mine do not convince by arguments, similes, rhymes, 

  We convince by our presence.) 
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  Listen! I will be honest with you, 



  I do not offer the old smooth prizes, but offer rough new prizes, 

  These are the days that must happen to you: 

  You shall not heap up what is call’d riches, 

  You shall scatter with lavish hand all that you earn or achieve, 

  You but arrive at the city to which you were destin’d, you hardly 

      settle yourself to satisfaction before you are call’d by an 

      irresistible call to depart, 

  You shall be treated to the ironical smiles and mockings of those 

      who remain behind you, 

  What beckonings of love you receive you shall only answer with 

      passionate kisses of parting, 

  You shall not allow the hold of those who spread their reach’d hands 

      toward you. 
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  Allons! after the great Companions, and to belong to them! 

  They too are on the road—they are the swift and majestic men—they 

      are the greatest women, 

  Enjoyers of calms of seas and storms of seas, 

  Sailors of many a ship, walkers of many a mile of land, 

  Habitues of many distant countries, habitues of far-distant dwellings, 

  Trusters of men and women, observers of cities, solitary toilers, 

  Pausers and contemplators of tufts, blossoms, shells of the shore, 

  Dancers at wedding-dances, kissers of brides, tender helpers of 

      children, bearers of children, 

  Soldiers of revolts, standers by gaping graves, lowerers-down of coffins, 

  Journeyers over consecutive seasons, over the years, the curious 

      years each emerging from that which preceded it, 



  Journeyers as with companions, namely their own diverse phases, 

  Forth-steppers from the latent unrealized baby-days, 

  Journeyers gayly with their own youth, journeyers with their bearded 

      and well-grain’d manhood, 

  Journeyers with their womanhood, ample, unsurpass’d, content, 

  Journeyers with their own sublime old age of manhood or womanhood, 

  Old age, calm, expanded, broad with the haughty breadth of the universe, 

  Old age, flowing free with the delicious near-by freedom of death. 
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  Allons! to that which is endless as it was beginningless, 

  To undergo much, tramps of days, rests of nights, 

  To merge all in the travel they tend to, and the days and nights 

      they tend to, 

  Again to merge them in the start of superior journeys, 

  To see nothing anywhere but what you may reach it and pass it, 

  To conceive no time, however distant, but what you may reach it and pass it, 

  To look up or down no road but it stretches and waits for you, 

      however long but it stretches and waits for you, 

  To see no being, not God’s or any, but you also go thither, 

  To see no possession but you may possess it, enjoying all without 

      labor or purchase, abstracting the feast yet not abstracting one 

      particle of it, 

  To take the best of the farmer’s farm and the rich man’s elegant 

      villa, and the chaste blessings of the well-married couple, and 

      the fruits of orchards and flowers of gardens, 

  To take to your use out of the compact cities as you pass through, 

  To carry buildings and streets with you afterward wherever you go, 



  To gather the minds of men out of their brains as you encounter 

      them, to gather the love out of their hearts, 

  To take your lovers on the road with you, for all that you leave 

      them behind you, 

  To know the universe itself as a road, as many roads, as roads for 

      traveling souls. 

 

  All parts away for the progress of souls, 

  All religion, all solid things, arts, governments—all that was or is 

      apparent upon this globe or any globe, falls into niches and corners 

      before the procession of souls along the grand roads of the universe. 

 

  Of the progress of the souls of men and women along the grand roads of 

      the universe, all other progress is the needed emblem and sustenance. 

 

  Forever alive, forever forward, 

  Stately, solemn, sad, withdrawn, baffled, mad, turbulent, feeble, 

      dissatisfied, 

  Desperate, proud, fond, sick, accepted by men, rejected by men, 

  They go! they go! I know that they go, but I know not where they go, 

  But I know that they go toward the best—toward something great. 

 

  Whoever you are, come forth! or man or woman come forth! 

  You must not stay sleeping and dallying there in the house, though 

      you built it, or though it has been built for you. 

 

  Out of the dark confinement! out from behind the screen! 

  It is useless to protest, I know all and expose it. 



 

  Behold through you as bad as the rest, 

  Through the laughter, dancing, dining, supping, of people, 

  Inside of dresses and ornaments, inside of those wash’d and trimm’d faces, 

  Behold a secret silent loathing and despair. 

 

  No husband, no wife, no friend, trusted to hear the confession, 

  Another self, a duplicate of every one, skulking and hiding it goes, 

  Formless and wordless through the streets of the cities, polite and 

      bland in the parlors, 

  In the cars of railroads, in steamboats, in the public assembly, 

  Home to the houses of men and women, at the table, in the bedroom, 

      everywhere, 

  Smartly attired, countenance smiling, form upright, death under the 

      breast-bones, hell under the skull-bones, 

  Under the broadcloth and gloves, under the ribbons and artificial flowers, 

  Keeping fair with the customs, speaking not a syllable of itself, 

  Speaking of any thing else but never of itself. 
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  Allons! through struggles and wars! 

  The goal that was named cannot be countermanded. 

 

  Have the past struggles succeeded? 

  What has succeeded? yourself? your nation? Nature? 

  Now understand me well—it is provided in the essence of things that 

      from any fruition of success, no matter what, shall come forth 

      something to make a greater struggle necessary. 



 

  My call is the call of battle, I nourish active rebellion, 

  He going with me must go well arm’d, 

  He going with me goes often with spare diet, poverty, angry enemies, 

      desertions. 
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  Allons! the road is before us! 

  It is safe—I have tried it—my own feet have tried it well—be not 

      detain’d! 

  Let the paper remain on the desk unwritten, and the book on the 

      shelf unopen’d! 

  Let the tools remain in the workshop! let the money remain unearn’d! 

  Let the school stand! mind not the cry of the teacher! 

  Let the preacher preach in his pulpit! let the lawyer plead in the 

      court, and the judge expound the law. 

 

  Camerado, I give you my hand! 

  I give you my love more precious than money, 

  I give you myself before preaching or law; 

  Will you give me yourself? will you come travel with me? 

  Shall we stick by each other as long as we live? 

  



BOOK VIII 

Crossing Brooklyn Ferry 
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  Flood-tide below me! I see you face to face! 

  Clouds of the west—sun there half an hour high—I see you also face 

      to face. 

 

  Crowds of men and women attired in the usual costumes, how curious 

      you are to me! 

  On the ferry-boats the hundreds and hundreds that cross, returning 

      home, are more curious to me than you suppose, 

  And you that shall cross from shore to shore years hence are more 

      to me, and more in my meditations, than you might suppose. 
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  The impalpable sustenance of me from all things at all hours of the day, 

  The simple, compact, well-join’d scheme, myself disintegrated, every 

      one disintegrated yet part of the scheme, 

  The similitudes of the past and those of the future, 

  The glories strung like beads on my smallest sights and hearings, on 

      the walk in the street and the passage over the river, 

  The current rushing so swiftly and swimming with me far away, 

  The others that are to follow me, the ties between me and them, 

  The certainty of others, the life, love, sight, hearing of others. 

 

  Others will enter the gates of the ferry and cross from shore to shore, 

  Others will watch the run of the flood-tide, 



  Others will see the shipping of Manhattan north and west, and the 

      heights of Brooklyn to the south and east, 

  Others will see the islands large and small; 

  Fifty years hence, others will see them as they cross, the sun half 

      an hour high, 

  A hundred years hence, or ever so many hundred years hence, others 

      will see them, 

  Will enjoy the sunset, the pouring-in of the flood-tide, the 

      falling-back to the sea of the ebb-tide. 

 

       3 

  It avails not, time nor place—distance avails not, 

  I am with you, you men and women of a generation, or ever so many 

      generations hence, 

  Just as you feel when you look on the river and sky, so I felt, 

  Just as any of you is one of a living crowd, I was one of a crowd, 

  Just as you are refresh’d by the gladness of the river and the 

      bright flow, I was refresh’d, 

  Just as you stand and lean on the rail, yet hurry with the swift 

      current, I stood yet was hurried, 

  Just as you look on the numberless masts of ships and the 

      thick-stemm’d pipes of steamboats, I look’d. 

 

  I too many and many a time cross’d the river of old, 

  Watched the Twelfth-month sea-gulls, saw them high in the air 

      floating with motionless wings, oscillating their bodies, 

  Saw how the glistening yellow lit up parts of their bodies and left 

      the rest in strong shadow, 



  Saw the slow-wheeling circles and the gradual edging toward the south, 

  Saw the reflection of the summer sky in the water, 

  Had my eyes dazzled by the shimmering track of beams, 

  Look’d at the fine centrifugal spokes of light round the shape of my 

      head in the sunlit water, 

  Look’d on the haze on the hills southward and south-westward, 

  Look’d on the vapor as it flew in fleeces tinged with violet, 

  Look’d toward the lower bay to notice the vessels arriving, 

  Saw their approach, saw aboard those that were near me, 

  Saw the white sails of schooners and sloops, saw the ships at anchor, 

  The sailors at work in the rigging or out astride the spars, 

  The round masts, the swinging motion of the hulls, the slender 

      serpentine pennants, 

  The large and small steamers in motion, the pilots in their pilothouses, 

  The white wake left by the passage, the quick tremulous whirl of the wheels, 

  The flags of all nations, the falling of them at sunset, 

  The scallop-edged waves in the twilight, the ladled cups, the 

      frolic-some crests and glistening, 

  The stretch afar growing dimmer and dimmer, the gray walls of the 

      granite storehouses by the docks, 

  On the river the shadowy group, the big steam-tug closely flank’d on 

      each side by the barges, the hay-boat, the belated lighter, 

  On the neighboring shore the fires from the foundry chimneys burning 

      high and glaringly into the night, 

  Casting their flicker of black contrasted with wild red and yellow 

      light over the tops of houses, and down into the clefts of streets. 
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  These and all else were to me the same as they are to you, 

  I loved well those cities, loved well the stately and rapid river, 

  The men and women I saw were all near to me, 

  Others the same—others who look back on me because I look’d forward 

      to them, 

  (The time will come, though I stop here to-day and to-night.) 
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  What is it then between us? 

  What is the count of the scores or hundreds of years between us? 

 

  Whatever it is, it avails not—distance avails not, and place avails not, 

  I too lived, Brooklyn of ample hills was mine, 

  I too walk’d the streets of Manhattan island, and bathed in the 

      waters around it, 

  I too felt the curious abrupt questionings stir within me, 

  In the day among crowds of people sometimes they came upon me, 

  In my walks home late at night or as I lay in my bed they came upon me, 

  I too had been struck from the float forever held in solution, 

  I too had receiv’d identity by my body, 

  That I was I knew was of my body, and what I should be I knew I 

      should be of my body. 
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  It is not upon you alone the dark patches fall, 

  The dark threw its patches down upon me also, 

  The best I had done seem’d to me blank and suspicious, 

  My great thoughts as I supposed them, were they not in reality meagre? 



  Nor is it you alone who know what it is to be evil, 

  I am he who knew what it was to be evil, 

  I too knitted the old knot of contrariety, 

  Blabb’d, blush’d, resented, lied, stole, grudg’d, 

  Had guile, anger, lust, hot wishes I dared not speak, 

  Was wayward, vain, greedy, shallow, sly, cowardly, malignant, 

  The wolf, the snake, the hog, not wanting in me. 

  The cheating look, the frivolous word, the adulterous wish, not wanting, 

 

  Refusals, hates, postponements, meanness, laziness, none of these wanting, 

  Was one with the rest, the days and haps of the rest, 

  Was call’d by my nighest name by clear loud voices of young men as 

      they saw me approaching or passing, 

  Felt their arms on my neck as I stood, or the negligent leaning of 

      their flesh against me as I sat, 

  Saw many I loved in the street or ferry-boat or public assembly, yet 

      never told them a word, 

  Lived the same life with the rest, the same old laughing, gnawing, sleeping, 

  Play’d the part that still looks back on the actor or actress, 

  The same old role, the role that is what we make it, as great as we like, 

  Or as small as we like, or both great and small. 
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  Closer yet I approach you, 

  What thought you have of me now, I had as much of you—I laid in my 

      stores in advance, 

  I consider’d long and seriously of you before you were born. 

 



  Who was to know what should come home to me? 

  Who knows but I am enjoying this? 

  Who knows, for all the distance, but I am as good as looking at you 

      now, for all you cannot see me? 
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  Ah, what can ever be more stately and admirable to me than 

      mast-hemm’d Manhattan? 

  River and sunset and scallop-edg’d waves of flood-tide? 

  The sea-gulls oscillating their bodies, the hay-boat in the 

      twilight, and the belated lighter? 

  What gods can exceed these that clasp me by the hand, and with voices I 

      love call me promptly and loudly by my nighest name as approach? 

  What is more subtle than this which ties me to the woman or man that 

      looks in my face? 

  Which fuses me into you now, and pours my meaning into you? 

 

  We understand then do we not? 

  What I promis’d without mentioning it, have you not accepted? 

  What the study could not teach—what the preaching could not 

      accomplish is accomplish’d, is it not? 
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  Flow on, river! flow with the flood-tide, and ebb with the ebb-tide! 

  Frolic on, crested and scallop-edg’d waves! 

  Gorgeous clouds of the sunset! drench with your splendor me, or the 

      men and women generations after me! 

  Cross from shore to shore, countless crowds of passengers! 



  Stand up, tall masts of Mannahatta! stand up, beautiful hills of Brooklyn! 

  Throb, baffled and curious brain! throw out questions and answers! 

  Suspend here and everywhere, eternal float of solution! 

  Gaze, loving and thirsting eyes, in the house or street or public assembly! 

  Sound out, voices of young men! loudly and musically call me by my 

      nighest name! 

  Live, old life! play the part that looks back on the actor or actress! 

  Play the old role, the role that is great or small according as one 

      makes it! 

  Consider, you who peruse me, whether I may not in unknown ways be 

      looking upon you; 

  Be firm, rail over the river, to support those who lean idly, yet 

      haste with the hasting current; 

  Fly on, sea-birds! fly sideways, or wheel in large circles high in the air; 

  Receive the summer sky, you water, and faithfully hold it till all 

      downcast eyes have time to take it from you! 

  Diverge, fine spokes of light, from the shape of my head, or any 

      one’s head, in the sunlit water! 

  Come on, ships from the lower bay! pass up or down, white-sail’d 

      schooners, sloops, lighters! 

  Flaunt away, flags of all nations! be duly lower’d at sunset! 

  Burn high your fires, foundry chimneys! cast black shadows at 

      nightfall! cast red and yellow light over the tops of the houses! 

  Appearances, now or henceforth, indicate what you are, 

  You necessary film, continue to envelop the soul, 

  About my body for me, and your body for you, be hung our divinest aromas, 

  Thrive, cities—bring your freight, bring your shows, ample and 

      sufficient rivers, 



  Expand, being than which none else is perhaps more spiritual, 

  Keep your places, objects than which none else is more lasting. 

 

  You have waited, you always wait, you dumb, beautiful ministers, 

  We receive you with free sense at last, and are insatiate henceforward, 

  Not you any more shall be able to foil us, or withhold yourselves from us, 

  We use you, and do not cast you aside—we plant you permanently within us, 

  We fathom you not—we love you—there is perfection in you also, 

  You furnish your parts toward eternity, 

  Great or small, you furnish your parts toward the soul. 

  



BOOK IX 

Song of the Answerer 
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  Now list to my morning’s romanza, I tell the signs of the Answerer, 

  To the cities and farms I sing as they spread in the sunshine before me. 

 

  A young man comes to me bearing a message from his brother, 

  How shall the young man know the whether and when of his brother? 

  Tell him to send me the signs. And I stand before the young man 

      face to face, and take his right hand in my left hand and his 

      left hand in my right hand, 

  And I answer for his brother and for men, and I answer for him that 

      answers for all, and send these signs. 

 

  Him all wait for, him all yield up to, his word is decisive and final, 

  Him they accept, in him lave, in him perceive themselves as amid light, 

  Him they immerse and he immerses them. 

 

  Beautiful women, the haughtiest nations, laws, the landscape, 

      people, animals, 

  The profound earth and its attributes and the unquiet ocean, (so 

      tell I my morning’s romanza,) 

  All enjoyments and properties and money, and whatever money will buy, 

  The best farms, others toiling and planting and he unavoidably reaps, 

  The noblest and costliest cities, others grading and building and he 

      domiciles there, 

  Nothing for any one but what is for him, near and far are for him, 



      the ships in the offing, 

  The perpetual shows and marches on land are for him if they are for anybody. 

 

  He puts things in their attitudes, 

  He puts to-day out of himself with plasticity and love, 

  He places his own times, reminiscences, parents, brothers and 

      sisters, associations, employment, politics, so that the rest 

      never shame them afterward, nor assume to command them. 

 

  He is the Answerer, 

  What can be answer’d he answers, and what cannot be answer’d he 

      shows how it cannot be answer’d. 

 

  A man is a summons and challenge, 

  (It is vain to skulk—do you hear that mocking and laughter? do you 

      hear the ironical echoes?) 

 

  Books, friendships, philosophers, priests, action, pleasure, pride, 

      beat up and down seeking to give satisfaction, 

  He indicates the satisfaction, and indicates them that beat up and 

      down also. 

 

  Whichever the sex, whatever the season or place, he may go freshly 

      and gently and safely by day or by night, 

  He has the pass-key of hearts, to him the response of the prying of 

      hands on the knobs. 

 

  His welcome is universal, the flow of beauty is not more welcome or 



      universal than he is, 

  The person he favors by day or sleeps with at night is blessed. 

 

  Every existence has its idiom, every thing has an idiom and tongue, 

  He resolves all tongues into his own and bestows it upon men, and 

      any man translates, and any man translates himself also, 

  One part does not counteract another part, he is the joiner, he sees 

      how they join. 

 

  He says indifferently and alike How are you friend? to the President 

      at his levee, 

  And he says Good-day my brother, to Cudge that hoes in the sugar-field, 

  And both understand him and know that his speech is right. 

 

  He walks with perfect ease in the capitol, 

  He walks among the Congress, and one Representative says to another, 

      Here is our equal appearing and new. 

 

  Then the mechanics take him for a mechanic, 

  And the soldiers suppose him to be a soldier, and the sailors that 

      he has follow’d the sea, 

  And the authors take him for an author, and the artists for an artist, 

  And the laborers perceive he could labor with them and love them, 

  No matter what the work is, that he is the one to follow it or has 

      follow’d it, 

  No matter what the nation, that he might find his brothers and 

      sisters there. 

 



  The English believe he comes of their English stock, 

  A Jew to the Jew he seems, a Russ to the Russ, usual and near, 

      removed from none. 

 

  Whoever he looks at in the traveler’s coffee-house claims him, 

  The Italian or Frenchman is sure, the German is sure, the Spaniard 

      is sure, and the island Cuban is sure, 

  The engineer, the deck-hand on the great lakes, or on the Mississippi 

      or St. Lawrence or Sacramento, or Hudson or Paumanok sound, claims him. 

 

  The gentleman of perfect blood acknowledges his perfect blood, 

  The insulter, the prostitute, the angry person, the beggar, see 

      themselves in the ways of him, he strangely transmutes them, 

  They are not vile any more, they hardly know themselves they are so grown. 
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  The indications and tally of time, 

  Perfect sanity shows the master among philosophs, 

  Time, always without break, indicates itself in parts, 

  What always indicates the poet is the crowd of the pleasant company 

      of singers, and their words, 

  The words of the singers are the hours or minutes of the light or dark, 

      but the words of the maker of poems are the general light and dark, 

  The maker of poems settles justice, reality, immortality, 

  His insight and power encircle things and the human race, 

  He is the glory and extract thus far of things and of the human race. 

 

  The singers do not beget, only the Poet begets, 



  The singers are welcom’d, understood, appear often enough, but rare 

      has the day been, likewise the spot, of the birth of the maker 

      of poems, the Answerer, 

  (Not every century nor every five centuries has contain’d such a 

      day, for all its names.) 

 

  The singers of successive hours of centuries may have ostensible 

      names, but the name of each of them is one of the singers, 

  The name of each is, eye-singer, ear-singer, head-singer, 

      sweet-singer, night-singer, parlor-singer, love-singer, 

      weird-singer, or something else. 

 

  All this time and at all times wait the words of true poems, 

  The words of true poems do not merely please, 

  The true poets are not followers of beauty but the august masters of beauty; 

  The greatness of sons is the exuding of the greatness of mothers 

      and fathers, 

  The words of true poems are the tuft and final applause of science. 

 

  Divine instinct, breadth of vision, the law of reason, health, 

      rudeness of body, withdrawnness, 

  Gayety, sun-tan, air-sweetness, such are some of the words of poems. 

 

  The sailor and traveler underlie the maker of poems, the Answerer, 

  The builder, geometer, chemist, anatomist, phrenologist, artist, all 

      these underlie the maker of poems, the Answerer. 

 

  The words of the true poems give you more than poems, 



  They give you to form for yourself poems, religions, politics, war, 

      peace, behavior, histories, essays, daily life, and every thing else, 

  They balance ranks, colors, races, creeds, and the sexes, 

  They do not seek beauty, they are sought, 

  Forever touching them or close upon them follows beauty, longing, 

      fain, love-sick. 

 

  They prepare for death, yet are they not the finish, but rather the outset, 

  They bring none to his or her terminus or to be content and full, 

  Whom they take they take into space to behold the birth of stars, to 

      learn one of the meanings, 

  To launch off with absolute faith, to sweep through the ceaseless 

      rings and never be quiet again. 

  



BOOK X 

Our Old Feuillage 

 

  Always our old feuillage! 

  Always Florida’s green peninsula—always the priceless delta of 

      Louisiana—always the cotton-fields of Alabama and Texas, 

  Always California’s golden hills and hollows, and the silver 

      mountains of New Mexico—always soft-breath’d Cuba, 

  Always the vast slope drain’d by the Southern sea, inseparable with 

      the slopes drain’d by the Eastern and Western seas, 

  The area the eighty-third year of these States, the three and a half 

      millions of square miles, 

  The eighteen thousand miles of sea-coast and bay-coast on the main, 

      the thirty thousand miles of river navigation, 

  The seven millions of distinct families and the same number of dwellings— 

      always these, and more, branching forth into numberless branches, 

  Always the free range and diversity—always the continent of Democracy; 

  Always the prairies, pastures, forests, vast cities, travelers, 

      Kanada, the snows; 

  Always these compact lands tied at the hips with the belt stringing 

      the huge oval lakes; 

  Always the West with strong native persons, the increasing density there, 

      the habitans, friendly, threatening, ironical, scorning invaders; 

  All sights, South, North, East—all deeds, promiscuously done at all times, 

  All characters, movements, growths, a few noticed, myriads unnoticed, 

  Through Mannahatta’s streets I walking, these things gathering, 

  On interior rivers by night in the glare of pine knots, steamboats 

      wooding up, 



  Sunlight by day on the valley of the Susquehanna, and on the valleys 

      of the Potomac and Rappahannock, and the valleys of the Roanoke 

      and Delaware, 

  In their northerly wilds beasts of prey haunting the Adirondacks the 

      hills, or lapping the Saginaw waters to drink, 

  In a lonesome inlet a sheldrake lost from the flock, sitting on the 

      water rocking silently, 

  In farmers’ barns oxen in the stable, their harvest labor done, they 

      rest standing, they are too tired, 

  Afar on arctic ice the she-walrus lying drowsily while her cubs play around, 

  The hawk sailing where men have not yet sail’d, the farthest polar 

      sea, ripply, crystalline, open, beyond the floes, 

  White drift spooning ahead where the ship in the tempest dashes, 

  On solid land what is done in cities as the bells strike midnight together, 

  In primitive woods the sounds there also sounding, the howl of the 

      wolf, the scream of the panther, and the hoarse bellow of the elk, 

  In winter beneath the hard blue ice of Moosehead lake, in summer 

      visible through the clear waters, the great trout swimming, 

  In lower latitudes in warmer air in the Carolinas the large black 

      buzzard floating slowly high beyond the tree tops, 

  Below, the red cedar festoon’d with tylandria, the pines and 

      cypresses growing out of the white sand that spreads far and flat, 

  Rude boats descending the big Pedee, climbing plants, parasites with 

      color’d flowers and berries enveloping huge trees, 

  The waving drapery on the live-oak trailing long and low, 

      noiselessly waved by the wind, 

  The camp of Georgia wagoners just after dark, the supper-fires and 

      the cooking and eating by whites and negroes, 



  Thirty or forty great wagons, the mules, cattle, horses, feeding 

      from troughs, 

  The shadows, gleams, up under the leaves of the old sycamore-trees, 

      the flames with the black smoke from the pitch-pine curling and rising; 

  Southern fishermen fishing, the sounds and inlets of North 

      Carolina’s coast, the shad-fishery and the herring-fishery, the 

      large sweep-seines, the windlasses on shore work’d by horses, the 

      clearing, curing, and packing-houses; 

  Deep in the forest in piney woods turpentine dropping from the 

      incisions in the trees, there are the turpentine works, 

  There are the negroes at work in good health, the ground in all 

      directions is cover’d with pine straw; 

  In Tennessee and Kentucky slaves busy in the coalings, at the forge, 

      by the furnace-blaze, or at the corn-shucking, 

  In Virginia, the planter’s son returning after a long absence, 

      joyfully welcom’d and kiss’d by the aged mulatto nurse, 

  On rivers boatmen safely moor’d at nightfall in their boats under 

      shelter of high banks, 

  Some of the younger men dance to the sound of the banjo or fiddle, 

      others sit on the gunwale smoking and talking; 

  Late in the afternoon the mocking-bird, the American mimic, singing 

      in the Great Dismal Swamp, 

  There are the greenish waters, the resinous odor, the plenteous 

      moss, the cypress-tree, and the juniper-tree; 

  Northward, young men of Mannahatta, the target company from an 

      excursion returning home at evening, the musket-muzzles all 

      bear bunches of flowers presented by women; 

  Children at play, or on his father’s lap a young boy fallen asleep, 



      (how his lips move! how he smiles in his sleep!) 

  The scout riding on horseback over the plains west of the 

      Mississippi, he ascends a knoll and sweeps his eyes around; 

  California life, the miner, bearded, dress’d in his rude costume, 

      the stanch California friendship, the sweet air, the graves one 

      in passing meets solitary just aside the horse-path; 

  Down in Texas the cotton-field, the negro-cabins, drivers driving 

      mules or oxen before rude carts, cotton bales piled on banks 

      and wharves; 

  Encircling all, vast-darting up and wide, the American Soul, with 

      equal hemispheres, one Love, one Dilation or Pride; 

  In arriere the peace-talk with the Iroquois the aborigines, the 

      calumet, the pipe of good-will, arbitration, and indorsement, 

  The sachem blowing the smoke first toward the sun and then toward 

      the earth, 

  The drama of the scalp-dance enacted with painted faces and guttural 

      exclamations, 

  The setting out of the war-party, the long and stealthy march, 

  The single file, the swinging hatchets, the surprise and slaughter 

      of enemies; 

  All the acts, scenes, ways, persons, attitudes of these States, 

      reminiscences, institutions, 

  All these States compact, every square mile of these States without 

      excepting a particle; 

  Me pleas’d, rambling in lanes and country fields, Paumanok’s fields, 

  Observing the spiral flight of two little yellow butterflies 

      shuffling between each other, ascending high in the air, 

  The darting swallow, the destroyer of insects, the fall traveler 



      southward but returning northward early in the spring, 

  The country boy at the close of the day driving the herd of cows and 

      shouting to them as they loiter to browse by the roadside, 

  The city wharf, Boston, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Charleston, New 

      Orleans, San Francisco, 

  The departing ships when the sailors heave at the capstan; 

  Evening—me in my room—the setting sun, 

  The setting summer sun shining in my open window, showing the 

      swarm of flies, suspended, balancing in the air in the centre 

      of the room, darting athwart, up and down, casting swift 

      shadows in specks on the opposite wall where the shine is; 

  The athletic American matron speaking in public to crowds of listeners, 

  Males, females, immigrants, combinations, the copiousness, the 

      individuality of the States, each for itself—the moneymakers, 

  Factories, machinery, the mechanical forces, the windlass, lever, 

      pulley, all certainties, 

  The certainty of space, increase, freedom, futurity, 

  In space the sporades, the scatter’d islands, the stars—on the firm 

      earth, the lands, my lands, 

  O lands! all so dear to me—what you are, (whatever it is,) I putting it 

      at random in these songs, become a part of that, whatever it is, 

  Southward there, I screaming, with wings slow flapping, with the 

      myriads of gulls wintering along the coasts of Florida, 

  Otherways there atwixt the banks of the Arkansaw, the Rio Grande, 

      the Nueces, the Brazos, the Tombigbee, the Red River, the 

      Saskatchawan or the Osage, I with the spring waters laughing 

      and skipping and running, 

  Northward, on the sands, on some shallow bay of Paumanok, I with 



      parties of snowy herons wading in the wet to seek worms and 

      aquatic plants, 

  Retreating, triumphantly twittering, the king-bird, from piercing 

      the crow with its bill, for amusement—and I triumphantly twittering, 

  The migrating flock of wild geese alighting in autumn to refresh 

      themselves, the body of the flock feed, the sentinels outside 

      move around with erect heads watching, and are from time to time 

      reliev’d by other sentinels—and I feeding and taking turns 

      with the rest, 

  In Kanadian forests the moose, large as an ox, corner’d by hunters, 

      rising desperately on his hind-feet, and plunging with his 

      fore-feet, the hoofs as sharp as knives—and I, plunging at the 

      hunters, corner’d and desperate, 

  In the Mannahatta, streets, piers, shipping, store-houses, and the 

      countless workmen working in the shops, 

  And I too of the Mannahatta, singing thereof—and no less in myself 

      than the whole of the Mannahatta in itself, 

  Singing the song of These, my ever-united lands—my body no more 

      inevitably united, part to part, and made out of a thousand 

      diverse contributions one identity, any more than my lands 

      are inevitably united and made ONE IDENTITY; 

  Nativities, climates, the grass of the great pastoral Plains, 

  Cities, labors, death, animals, products, war, good and evil—these me, 

  These affording, in all their particulars, the old feuillage to me 

      and to America, how can I do less than pass the clew of the union 

      of them, to afford the like to you? 

  Whoever you are! how can I but offer you divine leaves, that you 

      also be eligible as I am? 



  How can I but as here chanting, invite you for yourself to collect 

      bouquets of the incomparable feuillage of these States? 

  



BOOK XI 

A Song of Joys 

 

  O to make the most jubilant song! 

  Full of music—full of manhood, womanhood, infancy! 

  Full of common employments—full of grain and trees. 

 

  O for the voices of animals—O for the swiftness and balance of fishes! 

  O for the dropping of raindrops in a song! 

  O for the sunshine and motion of waves in a song! 

 

  O the joy of my spirit—it is uncaged—it darts like lightning! 

  It is not enough to have this globe or a certain time, 

  I will have thousands of globes and all time. 

 

  O the engineer’s joys! to go with a locomotive! 

  To hear the hiss of steam, the merry shriek, the steam-whistle, the 

      laughing locomotive! 

  To push with resistless way and speed off in the distance. 

 

  O the gleesome saunter over fields and hillsides! 

  The leaves and flowers of the commonest weeds, the moist fresh 

      stillness of the woods, 

  The exquisite smell of the earth at daybreak, and all through the forenoon. 

 

  O the horseman’s and horsewoman’s joys! 

  The saddle, the gallop, the pressure upon the seat, the cool 

      gurgling by the ears and hair. 



 

  O the fireman’s joys! 

  I hear the alarm at dead of night, 

  I hear bells, shouts! I pass the crowd, I run! 

  The sight of the flames maddens me with pleasure. 

 

  O the joy of the strong-brawn’d fighter, towering in the arena in 

      perfect condition, conscious of power, thirsting to meet his opponent. 

 

  O the joy of that vast elemental sympathy which only the human soul is 

      capable of generating and emitting in steady and limitless floods. 

 

  O the mother’s joys! 

  The watching, the endurance, the precious love, the anguish, the 

      patiently yielded life. 

 

  O the of increase, growth, recuperation, 

  The joy of soothing and pacifying, the joy of concord and harmony. 

 

  O to go back to the place where I was born, 

  To hear the birds sing once more, 

  To ramble about the house and barn and over the fields once more, 

  And through the orchard and along the old lanes once more. 

 

  O to have been brought up on bays, lagoons, creeks, or along the coast, 

  To continue and be employ’d there all my life, 

  The briny and damp smell, the shore, the salt weeds exposed at low water, 

  The work of fishermen, the work of the eel-fisher and clam-fisher; 



  I come with my clam-rake and spade, I come with my eel-spear, 

  Is the tide out? I Join the group of clam-diggers on the flats, 

  I laugh and work with them, I joke at my work like a mettlesome young man; 

  In winter I take my eel-basket and eel-spear and travel out on foot 

      on the ice—I have a small axe to cut holes in the ice, 

  Behold me well-clothed going gayly or returning in the afternoon, 

      my brood of tough boys accompanying me, 

  My brood of grown and part-grown boys, who love to be with no 

      one else so well as they love to be with me, 

  By day to work with me, and by night to sleep with me. 

 

  Another time in warm weather out in a boat, to lift the lobster-pots 

      where they are sunk with heavy stones, (I know the buoys,) 

  O the sweetness of the Fifth-month morning upon the water as I row 

      just before sunrise toward the buoys, 

  I pull the wicker pots up slantingly, the dark green lobsters are 

      desperate with their claws as I take them out, I insert 

      wooden pegs in the ’oints of their pincers, 

 

  I go to all the places one after another, and then row back to the shore, 

  There in a huge kettle of boiling water the lobsters shall be boil’d 

      till their color becomes scarlet. 

 

  Another time mackerel-taking, 

  Voracious, mad for the hook, near the surface, they seem to fill the 

      water for miles; 

  Another time fishing for rock-fish in Chesapeake bay, I one of the 

      brown-faced crew; 



  Another time trailing for blue-fish off Paumanok, I stand with braced body, 

  My left foot is on the gunwale, my right arm throws far out the 

      coils of slender rope, 

  In sight around me the quick veering and darting of fifty skiffs, my 

      companions. 

 

  O boating on the rivers, 

  The voyage down the St. Lawrence, the superb scenery, the steamers, 

  The ships sailing, the Thousand Islands, the occasional timber-raft 

      and the raftsmen with long-reaching sweep-oars, 

  The little huts on the rafts, and the stream of smoke when they cook 

      supper at evening. 

 

  (O something pernicious and dread! 

  Something far away from a puny and pious life! 

  Something unproved! something in a trance! 

  Something escaped from the anchorage and driving free.) 

 

  O to work in mines, or forging iron, 

  Foundry casting, the foundry itself, the rude high roof, the ample 

      and shadow’d space, 

  The furnace, the hot liquid pour’d out and running. 

 

  O to resume the joys of the soldier! 

  To feel the presence of a brave commanding officer—to feel his sympathy! 

  To behold his calmness—to be warm’d in the rays of his smile! 

  To go to battle—to hear the bugles play and the drums beat! 

  To hear the crash of artillery—to see the glittering of the bayonets 



      and musket-barrels in the sun! 

 

  To see men fall and die and not complain! 

  To taste the savage taste of blood—to be so devilish! 

  To gloat so over the wounds and deaths of the enemy. 

 

  O the whaleman’s joys! O I cruise my old cruise again! 

  I feel the ship’s motion under me, I feel the Atlantic breezes fanning me, 

  I hear the cry again sent down from the mast-head, There—she blows! 

  Again I spring up the rigging to look with the rest—we descend, 

      wild with excitement, 

  I leap in the lower’d boat, we row toward our prey where he lies, 

  We approach stealthy and silent, I see the mountainous mass, 

      lethargic, basking, 

  I see the harpooneer standing up, I see the weapon dart from his 

      vigorous arm; 

  O swift again far out in the ocean the wounded whale, settling, 

      running to windward, tows me, 

  Again I see him rise to breathe, we row close again, 

  I see a lance driven through his side, press’d deep, turn’d in the wound, 

  Again we back off, I see him settle again, the life is leaving him fast, 

  As he rises he spouts blood, I see him swim in circles narrower and 

      narrower, swiftly cutting the water—I see him die, 

  He gives one convulsive leap in the centre of the circle, and then 

      falls flat and still in the bloody foam. 

 

  O the old manhood of me, my noblest joy of all! 

  My children and grand-children, my white hair and beard, 



  My largeness, calmness, majesty, out of the long stretch of my life. 

 

  O ripen’d joy of womanhood! O happiness at last! 

  I am more than eighty years of age, I am the most venerable mother, 

  How clear is my mind—how all people draw nigh to me! 

  What attractions are these beyond any before? what bloom more 

      than the bloom of youth? 

  What beauty is this that descends upon me and rises out of me? 

 

  O the orator’s joys! 

  To inflate the chest, to roll the thunder of the voice out from the 

      ribs and throat, 

  To make the people rage, weep, hate, desire, with yourself, 

  To lead America—to quell America with a great tongue. 

 

  O the joy of my soul leaning pois’d on itself, receiving identity through 

      materials and loving them, observing characters and absorbing them, 

  My soul vibrated back to me from them, from sight, hearing, touch, 

      reason, articulation, comparison, memory, and the like, 

  The real life of my senses and flesh transcending my senses and flesh, 

  My body done with materials, my sight done with my material eyes, 

  Proved to me this day beyond cavil that it is not my material eyes 

      which finally see, 

  Nor my material body which finally loves, walks, laughs, shouts, 

      embraces, procreates. 

 

  O the farmer’s joys! 

  Ohioan’s, Illinoisian’s, Wisconsinese’, Kanadian’s, Iowan’s, 



      Kansian’s, Missourian’s, Oregonese’ joys! 

  To rise at peep of day and pass forth nimbly to work, 

  To plough land in the fall for winter-sown crops, 

  To plough land in the spring for maize, 

  To train orchards, to graft the trees, to gather apples in the fall. 

 

  O to bathe in the swimming-bath, or in a good place along shore, 

  To splash the water! to walk ankle-deep, or race naked along the shore. 

 

  O to realize space! 

  The plenteousness of all, that there are no bounds, 

  To emerge and be of the sky, of the sun and moon and flying 

      clouds, as one with them. 

 

  O the joy a manly self-hood! 

  To be servile to none, to defer to none, not to any tyrant known or unknown, 

  To walk with erect carriage, a step springy and elastic, 

  To look with calm gaze or with a flashing eye, 

  To speak with a full and sonorous voice out of a broad chest, 

  To confront with your personality all the other personalities of the earth. 

 

  Knowist thou the excellent joys of youth? 

  Joys of the dear companions and of the merry word and laughing face? 

  Joy of the glad light-beaming day, joy of the wide-breath’d games? 

  Joy of sweet music, joy of the lighted ball-room and the dancers? 

  Joy of the plenteous dinner, strong carouse and drinking? 

 

  Yet O my soul supreme! 



  Knowist thou the joys of pensive thought? 

  Joys of the free and lonesome heart, the tender, gloomy heart? 

  Joys of the solitary walk, the spirit bow’d yet proud, the suffering 

      and the struggle? 

  The agonistic throes, the ecstasies, joys of the solemn musings day 

      or night? 

  Joys of the thought of Death, the great spheres Time and Space? 

  Prophetic joys of better, loftier love’s ideals, the divine wife, 

      the sweet, eternal, perfect comrade? 

  Joys all thine own undying one, joys worthy thee O soul. 

 

  O while I live to be the ruler of life, not a slave, 

  To meet life as a powerful conqueror, 

  No fumes, no ennui, no more complaints or scornful criticisms, 

  To these proud laws of the air, the water and the ground, proving 

      my interior soul impregnable, 

  And nothing exterior shall ever take command of me. 

 

  For not life’s joys alone I sing, repeating—the joy of death! 

  The beautiful touch of Death, soothing and benumbing a few moments, 

      for reasons, 

  Myself discharging my excrementitious body to be burn’d, or render’d 

      to powder, or buried, 

  My real body doubtless left to me for other spheres, 

  My voided body nothing more to me, returning to the purifications, 

      further offices, eternal uses of the earth. 

 

  O to attract by more than attraction! 



  How it is I know not—yet behold! the something which obeys none 

      of the rest, 

  It is offensive, never defensive—yet how magnetic it draws. 

 

  O to struggle against great odds, to meet enemies undaunted! 

  To be entirely alone with them, to find how much one can stand! 

  To look strife, torture, prison, popular odium, face to face! 

  To mount the scaffold, to advance to the muzzles of guns with 

      perfect nonchalance! 

  To be indeed a God! 

 

  O to sail to sea in a ship! 

  To leave this steady unendurable land, 

  To leave the tiresome sameness of the streets, the sidewalks and the 

      houses, 

  To leave you O you solid motionless land, and entering a ship, 

  To sail and sail and sail! 

 

  O to have life henceforth a poem of new joys! 

  To dance, clap hands, exult, shout, skip, leap, roll on, float on! 

  To be a sailor of the world bound for all ports, 

  A ship itself, (see indeed these sails I spread to the sun and air,) 

  A swift and swelling ship full of rich words, full of joys. 

  



BOOK XII 

Song of the Broad-Axe 

 

       1 

  Weapon shapely, naked, wan, 

  Head from the mother’s bowels drawn, 

  Wooded flesh and metal bone, limb only one and lip only one, 

  Gray-blue leaf by red-heat grown, helve produced from a little seed sown, 

  Resting the grass amid and upon, 

  To be lean’d and to lean on. 

 

  Strong shapes and attributes of strong shapes, masculine trades, 

      sights and sounds. 

  Long varied train of an emblem, dabs of music, 

  Fingers of the organist skipping staccato over the keys of the great organ. 

 

       2 

  Welcome are all earth’s lands, each for its kind, 

  Welcome are lands of pine and oak, 

  Welcome are lands of the lemon and fig, 

  Welcome are lands of gold, 

  Welcome are lands of wheat and maize, welcome those of the grape, 

  Welcome are lands of sugar and rice, 

  Welcome the cotton-lands, welcome those of the white potato and 

      sweet potato, 

  Welcome are mountains, flats, sands, forests, prairies, 

  Welcome the rich borders of rivers, table-lands, openings, 

  Welcome the measureless grazing-lands, welcome the teeming soil of 



      orchards, flax, honey, hemp; 

  Welcome just as much the other more hard-faced lands, 

  Lands rich as lands of gold or wheat and fruit lands, 

  Lands of mines, lands of the manly and rugged ores, 

  Lands of coal, copper, lead, tin, zinc, 

  Lands of iron—lands of the make of the axe. 

 

       3 

  The log at the wood-pile, the axe supported by it, 

  The sylvan hut, the vine over the doorway, the space clear’d for garden, 

  The irregular tapping of rain down on the leaves after the storm is lull’d, 

  The walling and moaning at intervals, the thought of the sea, 

  The thought of ships struck in the storm and put on their beam ends, 

      and the cutting away of masts, 

  The sentiment of the huge timbers of old-fashion’d houses and barns, 

  The remember’d print or narrative, the voyage at a venture of men, 

      families, goods, 

  The disembarkation, the founding of a new city, 

  The voyage of those who sought a New England and found it, the outset 

      anywhere, 

  The settlements of the Arkansas, Colorado, Ottawa, Willamette, 

  The slow progress, the scant fare, the axe, rifle, saddle-bags; 

  The beauty of all adventurous and daring persons, 

  The beauty of wood-boys and wood-men with their clear untrimm’d faces, 

  The beauty of independence, departure, actions that rely on themselves, 

  The American contempt for statutes and ceremonies, the boundless 

      impatience of restraint, 

  The loose drift of character, the inkling through random types, the 



      solidification; 

  The butcher in the slaughter-house, the hands aboard schooners and 

      sloops, the raftsman, the pioneer, 

  Lumbermen in their winter camp, daybreak in the woods, stripes of 

      snow on the limbs of trees, the occasional snapping, 

  The glad clear sound of one’s own voice, the merry song, the natural 

      life of the woods, the strong day’s work, 

  The blazing fire at night, the sweet taste of supper, the talk, the 

      bed of hemlock-boughs and the bear-skin; 

  The house-builder at work in cities or anywhere, 

  The preparatory jointing, squaring, sawing, mortising, 

  The hoist-up of beams, the push of them in their places, laying them 

      regular, 

  Setting the studs by their tenons in the mortises according as they 

      were prepared, 

  The blows of mallets and hammers, the attitudes of the men, their 

      curv’d limbs, 

  Bending, standing, astride the beams, driving in pins, holding on by 

      posts and braces, 

  The hook’d arm over the plate, the other arm wielding the axe, 

  The floor-men forcing the planks close to be nail’d, 

  Their postures bringing their weapons downward on the bearers, 

  The echoes resounding through the vacant building: 

  The huge storehouse carried up in the city well under way, 

  The six framing-men, two in the middle and two at each end, carefully 

      bearing on their shoulders a heavy stick for a cross-beam, 

  The crowded line of masons with trowels in their right hands rapidly 

      laying the long side-wall, two hundred feet from front to rear, 



  The flexible rise and fall of backs, the continual click of the 

      trowels striking the bricks, 

  The bricks one after another each laid so workmanlike in its place, 

      and set with a knock of the trowel-handle, 

  The piles of materials, the mortar on the mortar-boards, and the 

      steady replenishing by the hod-men; 

  Spar-makers in the spar-yard, the swarming row of well-grown apprentices, 

  The swing of their axes on the square-hew’d log shaping it toward 

      the shape of a mast, 

  The brisk short crackle of the steel driven slantingly into the pine, 

  The butter-color’d chips flying off in great flakes and slivers, 

  The limber motion of brawny young arms and hips in easy costumes, 

  The constructor of wharves, bridges, piers, bulk-heads, floats, 

      stays against the sea; 

  The city fireman, the fire that suddenly bursts forth in the 

      close-pack’d square, 

  The arriving engines, the hoarse shouts, the nimble stepping and daring, 

  The strong command through the fire-trumpets, the falling in line, 

      the rise and fall of the arms forcing the water, 

  The slender, spasmic, blue-white jets, the bringing to bear of the 

      hooks and ladders and their execution, 

  The crash and cut away of connecting wood-work, or through floors 

      if the fire smoulders under them, 

  The crowd with their lit faces watching, the glare and dense shadows; 

  The forger at his forge-furnace and the user of iron after him, 

  The maker of the axe large and small, and the welder and temperer, 

  The chooser breathing his breath on the cold steel and trying the 

      edge with his thumb, 



  The one who clean-shapes the handle and sets it firmly in the socket; 

  The shadowy processions of the portraits of the past users also, 

  The primal patient mechanics, the architects and engineers, 

  The far-off Assyrian edifice and Mizra edifice, 

  The Roman lictors preceding the consuls, 

  The antique European warrior with his axe in combat, 

  The uplifted arm, the clatter of blows on the helmeted head, 

  The death-howl, the limpsy tumbling body, the rush of friend and foe 

      thither, 

  The siege of revolted lieges determin’d for liberty, 

  The summons to surrender, the battering at castle gates, the truce 

      and parley, 

  The sack of an old city in its time, 

  The bursting in of mercenaries and bigots tumultuously and disorderly, 

  Roar, flames, blood, drunkenness, madness, 

  Goods freely rifled from houses and temples, screams of women in the 

      gripe of brigands, 

  Craft and thievery of camp-followers, men running, old persons despairing, 

  The hell of war, the cruelties of creeds, 

  The list of all executive deeds and words just or unjust, 

  The power of personality just or unjust. 

 

       4 

  Muscle and pluck forever! 

  What invigorates life invigorates death, 

  And the dead advance as much as the living advance, 

  And the future is no more uncertain than the present, 

  For the roughness of the earth and of man encloses as much as the 



      delicatesse of the earth and of man, 

  And nothing endures but personal qualities. 

 

  What do you think endures? 

  Do you think a great city endures? 

  Or a teeming manufacturing state? or a prepared constitution? or the 

      best built steamships? 

  Or hotels of granite and iron? or any chef-d’œuvres of engineering, 

      forts, armaments? 

 

  Away! these are not to be cherish’d for themselves, 

  They fill their hour, the dancers dance, the musicians play for them, 

  The show passes, all does well enough of course, 

  All does very well till one flash of defiance. 

 

  A great city is that which has the greatest men and women, 

  If it be a few ragged huts it is still the greatest city in the 

      whole world. 

 

       5 

  The place where a great city stands is not the place of stretch’d 

      wharves, docks, manufactures, deposits of produce merely, 

  Nor the place of ceaseless salutes of new-comers or the 

      anchor-lifters of the departing, 

  Nor the place of the tallest and costliest buildings or shops 

      selling goods from the rest of the earth, 

  Nor the place of the best libraries and schools, nor the place where 

      money is plentiest, 



  Nor the place of the most numerous population. 

 

  Where the city stands with the brawniest breed of orators and bards, 

  Where the city stands that is belov’d by these, and loves them in 

      return and understands them, 

  Where no monuments exist to heroes but in the common words and deeds, 

  Where thrift is in its place, and prudence is in its place, 

  Where the men and women think lightly of the laws, 

  Where the slave ceases, and the master of slaves ceases, 

  Where the populace rise at once against the never-ending audacity of 

      elected persons, 

  Where fierce men and women pour forth as the sea to the whistle of 

      death pours its sweeping and unript waves, 

  Where outside authority enters always after the precedence of inside 

      authority, 

  Where the citizen is always the head and ideal, and President, 

      Mayor, Governor and what not, are agents for pay, 

  Where children are taught to be laws to themselves, and to depend on 

      themselves, 

  Where equanimity is illustrated in affairs, 

  Where speculations on the soul are encouraged, 

  Where women walk in public processions in the streets the same as the men, 

  Where they enter the public assembly and take places the same as the men; 

  Where the city of the faithfulest friends stands, 

  Where the city of the cleanliness of the sexes stands, 

  Where the city of the healthiest fathers stands, 

  Where the city of the best-bodied mothers stands, 

  There the great city stands. 



 

       6 

  How beggarly appear arguments before a defiant deed! 

  How the floridness of the materials of cities shrivels before a 

      man’s or woman’s look! 

 

  All waits or goes by default till a strong being appears; 

  A strong being is the proof of the race and of the ability of the universe, 

  When he or she appears materials are overaw’d, 

  The dispute on the soul stops, 

  The old customs and phrases are confronted, turn’d back, or laid away. 

 

  What is your money-making now? what can it do now? 

  What is your respectability now? 

  What are your theology, tuition, society, traditions, statute-books, now? 

  Where are your jibes of being now? 

  Where are your cavils about the soul now? 

 

       7 

  A sterile landscape covers the ore, there is as good as the best for 

      all the forbidding appearance, 

  There is the mine, there are the miners, 

  The forge-furnace is there, the melt is accomplish’d, the hammersmen 

      are at hand with their tongs and hammers, 

  What always served and always serves is at hand. 

 

  Than this nothing has better served, it has served all, 

  Served the fluent-tongued and subtle-sensed Greek, and long ere the Greek, 



  Served in building the buildings that last longer than any, 

  Served the Hebrew, the Persian, the most ancient Hindustanee, 

  Served the mound-raiser on the Mississippi, served those whose 

      relics remain in Central America, 

  Served Albic temples in woods or on plains, with unhewn pillars and 

      the druids, 

  Served the artificial clefts, vast, high, silent, on the 

      snow-cover’d hills of Scandinavia, 

  Served those who time out of mind made on the granite walls rough 

      sketches of the sun, moon, stars, ships, ocean waves, 

  Served the paths of the irruptions of the Goths, served the pastoral 

      tribes and nomads, 

  Served the long distant Kelt, served the hardy pirates of the Baltic, 

  Served before any of those the venerable and harmless men of Ethiopia, 

  Served the making of helms for the galleys of pleasure and the 

      making of those for war, 

  Served all great works on land and all great works on the sea, 

  For the mediaeval ages and before the mediaeval ages, 

  Served not the living only then as now, but served the dead. 

 

       8 

  I see the European headsman, 

  He stands mask’d, clothed in red, with huge legs and strong naked arms, 

  And leans on a ponderous axe. 

 

  (Whom have you slaughter’d lately European headsman? 

  Whose is that blood upon you so wet and sticky?) 

 



  I see the clear sunsets of the martyrs, 

  I see from the scaffolds the descending ghosts, 

  Ghosts of dead lords, uncrown’d ladies, impeach’d ministers, rejected kings, 

  Rivals, traitors, poisoners, disgraced chieftains and the rest. 

 

  I see those who in any land have died for the good cause, 

  The seed is spare, nevertheless the crop shall never run out, 

  (Mind you O foreign kings, O priests, the crop shall never run out.) 

 

  I see the blood wash’d entirely away from the axe, 

  Both blade and helve are clean, 

  They spirt no more the blood of European nobles, they clasp no more 

      the necks of queens. 

 

  I see the headsman withdraw and become useless, 

  I see the scaffold untrodden and mouldy, I see no longer any axe upon it, 

 

  I see the mighty and friendly emblem of the power of my own race, 

      the newest, largest race. 

 

       9 

  (America! I do not vaunt my love for you, 

  I have what I have.) 

 

  The axe leaps! 

  The solid forest gives fluid utterances, 

  They tumble forth, they rise and form, 

  Hut, tent, landing, survey, 



  Flail, plough, pick, crowbar, spade, 

  Shingle, rail, prop, wainscot, lamb, lath, panel, gable, 

  Citadel, ceiling, saloon, academy, organ, exhibition-house, library, 

  Cornice, trellis, pilaster, balcony, window, turret, porch, 

  Hoe, rake, pitchfork, pencil, wagon, staff, saw, jack-plane, mallet, 

      wedge, rounce, 

  Chair, tub, hoop, table, wicket, vane, sash, floor, 

  Work-box, chest, string’d instrument, boat, frame, and what not, 

  Capitols of States, and capitol of the nation of States, 

  Long stately rows in avenues, hospitals for orphans or for the poor or sick, 

  Manhattan steamboats and clippers taking the measure of all seas. 

 

  The shapes arise! 

  Shapes of the using of axes anyhow, and the users and all that 

      neighbors them, 

  Cutters down of wood and haulers of it to the Penobscot or Kenebec, 

  Dwellers in cabins among the Californian mountains or by the little 

      lakes, or on the Columbia, 

  Dwellers south on the banks of the Gila or Rio Grande, friendly 

      gatherings, the characters and fun, 

  Dwellers along the St. Lawrence, or north in Kanada, or down by the 

      Yellowstone, dwellers on coasts and off coasts, 

  Seal-fishers, whalers, arctic seamen breaking passages through the ice. 

 

  The shapes arise! 

  Shapes of factories, arsenals, foundries, markets, 

  Shapes of the two-threaded tracks of railroads, 

  Shapes of the sleepers of bridges, vast frameworks, girders, arches, 



  Shapes of the fleets of barges, tows, lake and canal craft, river craft, 

  Ship-yards and dry-docks along the Eastern and Western seas, and in 

      many a bay and by-place, 

  The live-oak kelsons, the pine planks, the spars, the 

      hackmatack-roots for knees, 

  The ships themselves on their ways, the tiers of scaffolds, the 

      workmen busy outside and inside, 

  The tools lying around, the great auger and little auger, the adze, 

      bolt, line, square, gouge, and bead-plane. 

 

       10 

  The shapes arise! 

  The shape measur’d, saw’d, jack’d, join’d, stain’d, 

  The coffin-shape for the dead to lie within in his shroud, 

  The shape got out in posts, in the bedstead posts, in the posts of 

      the bride’s bed, 

  The shape of the little trough, the shape of the rockers beneath, 

      the shape of the babe’s cradle, 

  The shape of the floor-planks, the floor-planks for dancers’ feet, 

  The shape of the planks of the family home, the home of the friendly 

      parents and children, 

  The shape of the roof of the home of the happy young man and 

      woman, the roof over the well-married young man and woman, 

  The roof over the supper joyously cook’d by the chaste wife, and joyously 

      eaten by the chaste husband, content after his day’s work. 

 

  The shapes arise! 

  The shape of the prisoner’s place in the court-room, and of him or 



      her seated in the place, 

  The shape of the liquor-bar lean’d against by the young rum-drinker 

      and the old rum-drinker, 

  The shape of the shamed and angry stairs trod by sneaking foot- steps, 

  The shape of the sly settee, and the adulterous unwholesome couple, 

  The shape of the gambling-board with its devilish winnings and losings, 

  The shape of the step-ladder for the convicted and sentenced 

      murderer, the murderer with haggard face and pinion’d arms, 

  The sheriff at hand with his deputies, the silent and white-lipp’d 

      crowd, the dangling of the rope. 

 

  The shapes arise! 

  Shapes of doors giving many exits and entrances, 

  The door passing the dissever’d friend flush’d and in haste, 

  The door that admits good news and bad news, 

  The door whence the son left home confident and puff’d up, 

  The door he enter’d again from a long and scandalous absence, 

      diseas’d, broken down, without innocence, without means. 
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  Her shape arises, 

  She less guarded than ever, yet more guarded than ever, 

  The gross and soil’d she moves among do not make her gross and soil’d, 

  She knows the thoughts as she passes, nothing is conceal’d from her, 

  She is none the less considerate or friendly therefor, 

  She is the best belov’d, it is without exception, she has no reason 

      to fear and she does not fear, 

  Oaths, quarrels, hiccupp’d songs, smutty expressions, are idle to 



      her as she passes, 

  She is silent, she is possess’d of herself, they do not offend her, 

  She receives them as the laws of Nature receive them, she is strong, 

  She too is a law of Nature—there is no law stronger than she is. 
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  The main shapes arise! 

  Shapes of Democracy total, result of centuries, 

  Shapes ever projecting other shapes, 

  Shapes of turbulent manly cities, 

  Shapes of the friends and home-givers of the whole earth, 

  Shapes bracing the earth and braced with the whole earth. 

  



BOOK XIII 

Song of the Exposition 

 

       1 

  (Ah little recks the laborer, 

  How near his work is holding him to God, 

  The loving Laborer through space and time.) 

 

  After all not to create only, or found only, 

  But to bring perhaps from afar what is already founded, 

  To give it our own identity, average, limitless, free, 

  To fill the gross the torpid bulk with vital religious fire, 

  Not to repel or destroy so much as accept, fuse, rehabilitate, 

  To obey as well as command, to follow more than to lead, 

  These also are the lessons of our New World; 

  While how little the New after all, how much the Old, Old World! 

 

  Long and long has the grass been growing, 

  Long and long has the rain been falling, 

  Long has the globe been rolling round. 
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  Come Muse migrate from Greece and Ionia, 

  Cross out please those immensely overpaid accounts, 

  That matter of Troy and Achilles’ wrath, and AEneas’, Odysseus’ wanderings, 

  Placard “Removed” and “To Let” on the rocks of your snowy Parnassus, 

  Repeat at Jerusalem, place the notice high on jaffa’s gate and on 

      Mount Moriah, 



  The same on the walls of your German, French and Spanish castles, 

      and Italian collections, 

  For know a better, fresher, busier sphere, a wide, untried domain 

      awaits, demands you. 
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  Responsive to our summons, 

  Or rather to her long-nurs’d inclination, 

  Join’d with an irresistible, natural gravitation, 

  She comes! I hear the rustling of her gown, 

  I scent the odor of her breath’s delicious fragrance, 

  I mark her step divine, her curious eyes a-turning, rolling, 

  Upon this very scene. 

 

  The dame of dames! can I believe then, 

  Those ancient temples, sculptures classic, could none of them retain her? 

  Nor shades of Virgil and Dante, nor myriad memories, poems, old 

      associations, magnetize and hold on to her? 

  But that she’s left them all—and here? 

 

  Yes, if you will allow me to say so, 

  I, my friends, if you do not, can plainly see her, 

  The same undying soul of earth’s, activity’s, beauty’s, heroism’s 

      expression, 

  Out from her evolutions hither come, ended the strata of her former themes, 

  Hidden and cover’d by to-day’s, foundation of to-day’s, 

  Ended, deceas’d through time, her voice by Castaly’s fountain, 

  Silent the broken-lipp’d Sphynx in Egypt, silent all those century- 



      baffling tombs, 

  Ended for aye the epics of Asia’s, Europe’s helmeted warriors, ended 

      the primitive call of the muses, 

  Calliope’s call forever closed, Clio, Melpomene, Thalia dead, 

  Ended the stately rhythmus of Una and Oriana, ended the quest of the 

      holy Graal, 

  Jerusalem a handful of ashes blown by the wind, extinct, 

  The Crusaders’ streams of shadowy midnight troops sped with the sunrise, 

  Amadis, Tancred, utterly gone, Charlemagne, Roland, Oliver gone, 

  Palmerin, ogre, departed, vanish’d the turrets that Usk from its 

      waters reflected, 

  Arthur vanish’d with all his knights, Merlin and Lancelot and 

      Galahad, all gone, dissolv’d utterly like an exhalation; 

  Pass’d! pass’d! for us, forever pass’d, that once so mighty world, 

      now void, inanimate, phantom world, 

  Embroider’d, dazzling, foreign world, with all its gorgeous legends, myths, 

  Its kings and castles proud, its priests and warlike lords and 

      courtly dames, 

  Pass’d to its charnel vault, coffin’d with crown and armor on, 

  Blazon’d with Shakspere’s purple page, 

  And dirged by Tennyson’s sweet sad rhyme. 

 

  I say I see, my friends, if you do not, the illustrious emigre, (having it 

      is true in her day, although the same, changed, journey’d considerable,) 

  Making directly for this rendezvous, vigorously clearing a path for 

      herself, striding through the confusion, 

  By thud of machinery and shrill steam-whistle undismay’d, 

  Bluff’d not a bit by drain-pipe, gasometers, artificial fertilizers, 



  Smiling and pleas’d with palpable intent to stay, 

  She’s here, install’d amid the kitchen ware! 
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  But hold—don’t I forget my manners? 

  To introduce the stranger, (what else indeed do I live to chant 

      for?) to thee Columbia; 

  In liberty’s name welcome immortal! clasp hands, 

  And ever henceforth sisters dear be both. 

 

  Fear not O Muse! truly new ways and days receive, surround you, 

  I candidly confess a queer, queer race, of novel fashion, 

  And yet the same old human race, the same within, without, 

  Faces and hearts the same, feelings the same, yearnings the same, 

  The same old love, beauty and use the same. 
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  We do not blame thee elder World, nor really separate ourselves from thee, 

  (Would the son separate himself from the father?) 

  Looking back on thee, seeing thee to thy duties, grandeurs, through 

      past ages bending, building, 

  We build to ours to-day. 

 

  Mightier than Egypt’s tombs, 

  Fairer than Grecia’s, Roma’s temples, 

  Prouder than Milan’s statued, spired cathedral, 

  More picturesque than Rhenish castle-keeps, 

  We plan even now to raise, beyond them all, 



  Thy great cathedral sacred industry, no tomb, 

  A keep for life for practical invention. 

 

  As in a waking vision, 

  E’en while I chant I see it rise, I scan and prophesy outside and in, 

  Its manifold ensemble. 

 

  Around a palace, loftier, fairer, ampler than any yet, 

  Earth’s modern wonder, history’s seven outstripping, 

  High rising tier on tier with glass and iron facades, 

  Gladdening the sun and sky, enhued in cheerfulest hues, 

  Bronze, lilac, robin’s-egg, marine and crimson, 

  Over whose golden roof shall flaunt, beneath thy banner Freedom, 

  The banners of the States and flags of every land, 

  A brood of lofty, fair, but lesser palaces shall cluster. 

 

  Somewhere within their walls shall all that forwards perfect human 

      life be started, 

  Tried, taught, advanced, visibly exhibited. 

 

  Not only all the world of works, trade, products, 

  But all the workmen of the world here to be represented. 

 

  Here shall you trace in flowing operation, 

  In every state of practical, busy movement, the rills of civilization, 

  Materials here under your eye shall change their shape as if by magic, 

  The cotton shall be pick’d almost in the very field, 

  Shall be dried, clean’d, ginn’d, baled, spun into thread and cloth 



      before you, 

  You shall see hands at work at all the old processes and all the new ones, 

  You shall see the various grains and how flour is made and then 

      bread baked by the bakers, 

  You shall see the crude ores of California and Nevada passing on and 

      on till they become bullion, 

  You shall watch how the printer sets type, and learn what a 

      composing-stick is, 

  You shall mark in amazement the Hoe press whirling its cylinders, 

      shedding the printed leaves steady and fast, 

  The photograph, model, watch, pin, nail, shall be created before you. 

 

  In large calm halls, a stately museum shall teach you the infinite 

      lessons of minerals, 

  In another, woods, plants, vegetation shall be illustrated—in 

      another animals, animal life and development. 

 

  One stately house shall be the music house, 

  Others for other arts—learning, the sciences, shall all be here, 

  None shall be slighted, none but shall here be honor’d, help’d, exampled. 
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  (This, this and these, America, shall be your pyramids and obelisks, 

  Your Alexandrian Pharos, gardens of Babylon, 

  Your temple at Olympia.) 

 

  The male and female many laboring not, 

  Shall ever here confront the laboring many, 



  With precious benefits to both, glory to all, 

  To thee America, and thee eternal Muse. 

 

  And here shall ye inhabit powerful Matrons! 

  In your vast state vaster than all the old, 

  Echoed through long, long centuries to come, 

  To sound of different, prouder songs, with stronger themes, 

  Practical, peaceful life, the people’s life, the People themselves, 

  Lifted, illumin’d, bathed in peace—elate, secure in peace. 
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  Away with themes of war! away with war itself! 

  Hence from my shuddering sight to never more return that show of 

      blacken’d, mutilated corpses! 

  That hell unpent and raid of blood, fit for wild tigers or for 

      lop-tongued wolves, not reasoning men, 

  And in its stead speed industry’s campaigns, 

  With thy undaunted armies, engineering, 

  Thy pennants labor, loosen’d to the breeze, 

  Thy bugles sounding loud and clear. 

 

  Away with old romance! 

  Away with novels, plots and plays of foreign courts, 

  Away with love-verses sugar’d in rhyme, the intrigues, amours of idlers, 

  Fitted for only banquets of the night where dancers to late music slide, 

  The unhealthy pleasures, extravagant dissipations of the few, 

  With perfumes, heat and wine, beneath the dazzling chandeliers. 

 



  To you ye reverent sane sisters, 

  I raise a voice for far superber themes for poets and for art, 

  To exalt the present and the real, 

  To teach the average man the glory of his daily walk and trade, 

  To sing in songs how exercise and chemical life are never to be baffled, 

  To manual work for each and all, to plough, hoe, dig, 

  To plant and tend the tree, the berry, vegetables, flowers, 

  For every man to see to it that he really do something, for every woman too; 

  To use the hammer and the saw, (rip, or cross-cut,) 

  To cultivate a turn for carpentering, plastering, painting, 

  To work as tailor, tailoress, nurse, hostler, porter, 

  To invent a little, something ingenious, to aid the washing, cooking, 

      cleaning, 

  And hold it no disgrace to take a hand at them themselves. 

 

  I say I bring thee Muse to-day and here, 

  All occupations, duties broad and close, 

  Toil, healthy toil and sweat, endless, without cessation, 

  The old, old practical burdens, interests, joys, 

  The family, parentage, childhood, husband and wife, 

  The house-comforts, the house itself and all its belongings, 

  Food and its preservation, chemistry applied to it, 

  Whatever forms the average, strong, complete, sweet-blooded man or 

      woman, the perfect longeve personality, 

  And helps its present life to health and happiness, and shapes its soul, 

  For the eternal real life to come. 

 

  With latest connections, works, the inter-transportation of the world, 



  Steam-power, the great express lines, gas, petroleum, 

  These triumphs of our time, the Atlantic’s delicate cable, 

  The Pacific railroad, the Suez canal, the Mont Cenis and Gothard and 

      Hoosac tunnels, the Brooklyn bridge, 

  This earth all spann’d with iron rails, with lines of steamships 

      threading in every sea, 

  Our own rondure, the current globe I bring. 

 

       8 

  And thou America, 

  Thy offspring towering e’er so high, yet higher Thee above all towering, 

  With Victory on thy left, and at thy right hand Law; 

  Thou Union holding all, fusing, absorbing, tolerating all, 

  Thee, ever thee, I sing. 

 

  Thou, also thou, a World, 

  With all thy wide geographies, manifold, different, distant, 

  Rounded by thee in one—one common orbic language, 

  One common indivisible destiny for All. 

 

  And by the spells which ye vouchsafe to those your ministers in earnest, 

  I here personify and call my themes, to make them pass before ye. 

 

  Behold, America! (and thou, ineffable guest and sister!) 

  For thee come trooping up thy waters and thy lands; 

  Behold! thy fields and farms, thy far-off woods and mountains, 

  As in procession coming. 

 



  Behold, the sea itself, 

  And on its limitless, heaving breast, the ships; 

  See, where their white sails, bellying in the wind, speckle the 

      green and blue, 

  See, the steamers coming and going, steaming in or out of port, 

  See, dusky and undulating, the long pennants of smoke. 

 

  Behold, in Oregon, far in the north and west, 

  Or in Maine, far in the north and east, thy cheerful axemen, 

  Wielding all day their axes. 

 

  Behold, on the lakes, thy pilots at their wheels, thy oarsmen, 

  How the ash writhes under those muscular arms! 

 

  There by the furnace, and there by the anvil, 

  Behold thy sturdy blacksmiths swinging their sledges, 

  Overhand so steady, overhand they turn and fall with joyous clank, 

  Like a tumult of laughter. 

 

  Mark the spirit of invention everywhere, thy rapid patents, 

  Thy continual workshops, foundries, risen or rising, 

  See, from their chimneys how the tall flame-fires stream. 

 

  Mark, thy interminable farms, North, South, 

  Thy wealthy daughter-states, Eastern and Western, 

  The varied products of Ohio, Pennsylvania, Missouri, Georgia, Texas, 

      and the rest, 

  Thy limitless crops, grass, wheat, sugar, oil, corn, rice, hemp, hops, 



  Thy barns all fill’d, the endless freight-train and the bulging store-house, 

  The grapes that ripen on thy vines, the apples in thy orchards, 

  Thy incalculable lumber, beef, pork, potatoes, thy coal, thy gold 

      and silver, 

  The inexhaustible iron in thy mines. 

 

  All thine O sacred Union! 

  Ships, farms, shops, barns, factories, mines, 

  City and State, North, South, item and aggregate, 

  We dedicate, dread Mother, all to thee! 

 

  Protectress absolute, thou! bulwark of all! 

  For well we know that while thou givest each and all, (generous as God,) 

  Without thee neither all nor each, nor land, home, 

  Nor ship, nor mine, nor any here this day secure, 

  Nor aught, nor any day secure. 
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  And thou, the Emblem waving over all! 

  Delicate beauty, a word to thee, (it may be salutary,) 

  Remember thou hast not always been as here to-day so comfortably 

      ensovereign’d, 

  In other scenes than these have I observ’d thee flag, 

  Not quite so trim and whole and freshly blooming in folds of 

      stainless silk, 

  But I have seen thee bunting, to tatters torn upon thy splinter’d staff, 

  Or clutch’d to some young color-bearer’s breast with desperate hands, 

  Savagely struggled for, for life or death, fought over long, 



  ’Mid cannons’ thunder-crash and many a curse and groan and yell, and 

      rifle-volleys cracking sharp, 

  And moving masses as wild demons surging, and lives as nothing risk’d, 

  For thy mere remnant grimed with dirt and smoke and sopp’d in blood, 

  For sake of that, my beauty, and that thou might’st dally as now 

      secure up there, 

  Many a good man have I seen go under. 

 

  Now here and these and hence in peace, all thine O Flag! 

  And here and hence for thee, O universal Muse! and thou for them! 

  And here and hence O Union, all the work and workmen thine! 

  None separate from thee—henceforth One only, we and thou, 

  (For the blood of the children, what is it, only the blood maternal? 

  And lives and works, what are they all at last, except the roads to 

      faith and death?) 

 

  While we rehearse our measureless wealth, it is for thee, dear Mother, 

  We own it all and several to-day indissoluble in thee; 

  Think not our chant, our show, merely for products gross or lucre— 

      it is for thee, the soul in thee, electric, spiritual! 

  Our farms, inventions, crops, we own in thee! cities and States in thee! 

  Our freedom all in thee! our very lives in thee! 

  



BOOK XIV 

Song of the Redwood-Tree 
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  A California song, 

  A prophecy and indirection, a thought impalpable to breathe as air, 

  A chorus of dryads, fading, departing, or hamadryads departing, 

  A murmuring, fateful, giant voice, out of the earth and sky, 

  Voice of a mighty dying tree in the redwood forest dense. 

 

  Farewell my brethren, 

  Farewell O earth and sky, farewell ye neighboring waters, 

  My time has ended, my term has come. 

 

  Along the northern coast, 

  Just back from the rock-bound shore and the caves, 

  In the saline air from the sea in the Mendocino country, 

  With the surge for base and accompaniment low and hoarse, 

  With crackling blows of axes sounding musically driven by strong arms, 

  Riven deep by the sharp tongues of the axes, there in the redwood 

      forest dense, 

  I heard the might tree its death-chant chanting. 

 

  The choppers heard not, the camp shanties echoed not, 

  The quick-ear’d teamsters and chain and jack-screw men heard not, 

  As the wood-spirits came from their haunts of a thousand years to 

      join the refrain, 

  But in my soul I plainly heard. 



 

  Murmuring out of its myriad leaves, 

  Down from its lofty top rising two hundred feet high, 

  Out of its stalwart trunk and limbs, out of its foot-thick bark, 

  That chant of the seasons and time, chant not of the past only but 

      the future. 

 

  You untold life of me, 

  And all you venerable and innocent joys, 

  Perennial hardy life of me with joys ’mid rain and many a summer sun, 

  And the white snows and night and the wild winds; 

  O the great patient rugged joys, my soul’s strong joys unreck’d by man, 

  (For know I bear the soul befitting me, I too have consciousness, identity, 

  And all the rocks and mountains have, and all the earth,) 

  Joys of the life befitting me and brothers mine, 

  Our time, our term has come. 

 

  Nor yield we mournfully majestic brothers, 

  We who have grandly fill’d our time, 

  With Nature’s calm content, with tacit huge delight, 

  We welcome what we wrought for through the past, 

  And leave the field for them. 

 

  For them predicted long, 

  For a superber race, they too to grandly fill their time, 

  For them we abdicate, in them ourselves ye forest kings.’ 

  In them these skies and airs, these mountain peaks, Shasta, Nevadas, 

  These huge precipitous cliffs, this amplitude, these valleys, far Yosemite, 



  To be in them absorb’d, assimilated. 

 

  Then to a loftier strain, 

  Still prouder, more ecstatic rose the chant, 

  As if the heirs, the deities of the West, 

  Joining with master-tongue bore part. 

 

  Not wan from Asia’s fetiches, 

  Nor red from Europe’s old dynastic slaughter-house, 

  (Area of murder-plots of thrones, with scent left yet of wars and 

      scaffolds everywhere, 

  But come from Nature’s long and harmless throes, peacefully builded thence, 

  These virgin lands, lands of the Western shore, 

  To the new culminating man, to you, the empire new, 

  You promis’d long, we pledge, we dedicate. 

 

  You occult deep volitions, 

  You average spiritual manhood, purpose of all, pois’d on yourself, 

      giving not taking law, 

  You womanhood divine, mistress and source of all, whence life and 

      love and aught that comes from life and love, 

  You unseen moral essence of all the vast materials of America, age 

      upon age working in death the same as life,) 

  You that, sometimes known, oftener unknown, really shape and mould 

      the New World, adjusting it to Time and Space, 

  You hidden national will lying in your abysms, conceal’d but ever alert, 

  You past and present purposes tenaciously pursued, may-be 

      unconscious of yourselves, 



  Unswerv’d by all the passing errors, perturbations of the surface; 

  You vital, universal, deathless germs, beneath all creeds, arts, 

      statutes, literatures, 

  Here build your homes for good, establish here, these areas entire, 

      lands of the Western shore, 

  We pledge, we dedicate to you. 

 

  For man of you, your characteristic race, 

  Here may he hardy, sweet, gigantic grow, here tower proportionate to Nature, 

  Here climb the vast pure spaces unconfined, uncheck’d by wall or roof, 

  Here laugh with storm or sun, here joy, here patiently inure, 

  Here heed himself, unfold himself, (not others’ formulas heed,) 

  here fill his time, 

  To duly fall, to aid, unreck’d at last, 

  To disappear, to serve. 

 

  Thus on the northern coast, 

  In the echo of teamsters’ calls and the clinking chains, and the 

      music of choppers’ axes, 

  The falling trunk and limbs, the crash, the muffled shriek, the groan, 

  Such words combined from the redwood-tree, as of voices ecstatic, 

      ancient and rustling, 

  The century-lasting, unseen dryads, singing, withdrawing, 

  All their recesses of forests and mountains leaving, 

  From the Cascade range to the Wahsatch, or Idaho far, or Utah, 

  To the deities of the modern henceforth yielding, 

  The chorus and indications, the vistas of coming humanity, the 

      settlements, features all, 



  In the Mendocino woods I caught. 
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  The flashing and golden pageant of California, 

  The sudden and gorgeous drama, the sunny and ample lands, 

  The long and varied stretch from Puget sound to Colorado south, 

  Lands bathed in sweeter, rarer, healthier air, valleys and mountain cliffs, 

  The fields of Nature long prepared and fallow, the silent, cyclic chemistry, 

  The slow and steady ages plodding, the unoccupied surface ripening, 

      the rich ores forming beneath; 

  At last the New arriving, assuming, taking possession, 

  A swarming and busy race settling and organizing everywhere, 

  Ships coming in from the whole round world, and going out to the 

      whole world, 

  To India and China and Australia and the thousand island paradises 

      of the Pacific, 

  Populous cities, the latest inventions, the steamers on the rivers, 

      the railroads, with many a thrifty farm, with machinery, 

  And wool and wheat and the grape, and diggings of yellow gold. 
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  But more in you than these, lands of the Western shore, 

  (These but the means, the implements, the standing-ground,) 

  I see in you, certain to come, the promise of thousands of years, 

      till now deferr’d, 

  Promis’d to be fulfill’d, our common kind, the race. 

 

  The new society at last, proportionate to Nature, 



  In man of you, more than your mountain peaks or stalwart trees imperial, 

  In woman more, far more, than all your gold or vines, or even vital air. 

 

  Fresh come, to a new world indeed, yet long prepared, 

  I see the genius of the modern, child of the real and ideal, 

  Clearing the ground for broad humanity, the true America, heir of 

      the past so grand, 

  To build a grander future. 

  



BOOK XV 

A Song for Occupations 
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  A song for occupations! 

  In the labor of engines and trades and the labor of fields I find 

      the developments, 

  And find the eternal meanings. 

 

  Workmen and Workwomen! 

  Were all educations practical and ornamental well display’d out of 

      me, what would it amount to? 

  Were I as the head teacher, charitable proprietor, wise statesman, 

      what would it amount to? 

  Were I to you as the boss employing and paying you, would that satisfy you? 

 

  The learn’d, virtuous, benevolent, and the usual terms, 

  A man like me and never the usual terms. 

 

  Neither a servant nor a master I, 

  I take no sooner a large price than a small price, I will have my 

      own whoever enjoys me, 

  I will be even with you and you shall be even with me. 

 

  If you stand at work in a shop I stand as nigh as the nighest in the 

      same shop, 

  If you bestow gifts on your brother or dearest friend I demand as 

      good as your brother or dearest friend, 



  If your lover, husband, wife, is welcome by day or night, I must be 

      personally as welcome, 

  If you become degraded, criminal, ill, then I become so for your sake, 

  If you remember your foolish and outlaw’d deeds, do you think I 

      cannot remember my own foolish and outlaw’d deeds? 

  If you carouse at the table I carouse at the opposite side of the table, 

  If you meet some stranger in the streets and love him or her, why 

      I often meet strangers in the street and love them. 

 

  Why what have you thought of yourself? 

  Is it you then that thought yourself less? 

  Is it you that thought the President greater than you? 

  Or the rich better off than you? or the educated wiser than you? 

 

  (Because you are greasy or pimpled, or were once drunk, or a thief, 

  Or that you are diseas’d, or rheumatic, or a prostitute, 

  Or from frivolity or impotence, or that you are no scholar and never 

      saw your name in print, 

  Do you give in that you are any less immortal?) 
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  Souls of men and women! it is not you I call unseen, unheard, 

      untouchable and untouching, 

  It is not you I go argue pro and con about, and to settle whether 

      you are alive or no, 

  I own publicly who you are, if nobody else owns. 

 

  Grown, half-grown and babe, of this country and every country, 



      in-doors and out-doors, one just as much as the other, I see, 

  And all else behind or through them. 

 

  The wife, and she is not one jot less than the husband, 

  The daughter, and she is just as good as the son, 

  The mother, and she is every bit as much as the father. 

 

  Offspring of ignorant and poor, boys apprenticed to trades, 

  Young fellows working on farms and old fellows working on farms, 

  Sailor-men, merchant-men, coasters, immigrants, 

  All these I see, but nigher and farther the same I see, 

  None shall escape me and none shall wish to escape me. 

 

  I bring what you much need yet always have, 

  Not money, amours, dress, eating, erudition, but as good, 

  I send no agent or medium, offer no representative of value, but 

      offer the value itself. 

 

  There is something that comes to one now and perpetually, 

  It is not what is printed, preach’d, discussed, it eludes discussion 

      and print, 

  It is not to be put in a book, it is not in this book, 

  It is for you whoever you are, it is no farther from you than your 

      hearing and sight are from you, 

  It is hinted by nearest, commonest, readiest, it is ever provoked by them. 

 

  You may read in many languages, yet read nothing about it, 

  You may read the President’s message and read nothing about it there, 



  Nothing in the reports from the State department or Treasury 

      department, or in the daily papers or weekly papers, 

  Or in the census or revenue returns, prices current, or any accounts 

      of stock. 
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  The sun and stars that float in the open air, 

  The apple-shaped earth and we upon it, surely the drift of them is 

      something grand, 

  I do not know what it is except that it is grand, and that it is happiness, 

  And that the enclosing purport of us here is not a speculation or 

      bon-mot or reconnoissance, 

  And that it is not something which by luck may turn out well for us, 

      and without luck must be a failure for us, 

  And not something which may yet be retracted in a certain contingency. 

 

  The light and shade, the curious sense of body and identity, the 

      greed that with perfect complaisance devours all things, 

  The endless pride and outstretching of man, unspeakable joys and sorrows, 

  The wonder every one sees in every one else he sees, and the wonders 

      that fill each minute of time forever, 

  What have you reckon’d them for, camerado? 

  Have you reckon’d them for your trade or farm-work? or for the 

      profits of your store? 

  Or to achieve yourself a position? or to fill a gentleman’s leisure, 

      or a lady’s leisure? 

 

  Have you reckon’d that the landscape took substance and form that it 



      might be painted in a picture? 

  Or men and women that they might be written of, and songs sung? 

  Or the attraction of gravity, and the great laws and harmonious combinations 

      and the fluids of the air, as subjects for the savans? 

  Or the brown land and the blue sea for maps and charts? 

  Or the stars to be put in constellations and named fancy names? 

  Or that the growth of seeds is for agricultural tables, or 

      agriculture itself? 

 

  Old institutions, these arts, libraries, legends, collections, and 

      the practice handed along in manufactures, will we rate them so high? 

  Will we rate our cash and business high? I have no objection, 

  I rate them as high as the highest—then a child born of a woman and 

      man I rate beyond all rate. 

 

  We thought our Union grand, and our Constitution grand, 

  I do not say they are not grand and good, for they are, 

  I am this day just as much in love with them as you, 

  Then I am in love with You, and with all my fellows upon the earth. 

 

  We consider bibles and religions divine—I do not say they are not divine, 

  I say they have all grown out of you, and may grow out of you still, 

  It is not they who give the life, it is you who give the life, 

  Leaves are not more shed from the trees, or trees from the earth, 

      than they are shed out of you. 
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  The sum of all known reverence I add up in you whoever you are, 



  The President is there in the White House for you, it is not you who 

      are here for him, 

  The Secretaries act in their bureaus for you, not you here for them, 

  The Congress convenes every Twelfth-month for you, 

  Laws, courts, the forming of States, the charters of cities, the 

      going and coming of commerce and malls, are all for you. 

 

  List close my scholars dear, 

  Doctrines, politics and civilization exurge from you, 

  Sculpture and monuments and any thing inscribed anywhere are tallied in you, 

  The gist of histories and statistics as far back as the records 

      reach is in you this hour, and myths and tales the same, 

  If you were not breathing and walking here, where would they all be? 

  The most renown’d poems would be ashes, orations and plays would 

      be vacuums. 

 

  All architecture is what you do to it when you look upon it, 

  (Did you think it was in the white or gray stone? or the lines of 

      the arches and cornices?) 

 

  All music is what awakes from you when you are reminded by the instruments, 

  It is not the violins and the cornets, it is not the oboe nor the 

      beating drums, nor the score of the baritone singer singing his 

      sweet romanza, nor that of the men’s chorus, nor that of the 

      women’s chorus, 

  It is nearer and farther than they. 
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  Will the whole come back then? 

  Can each see signs of the best by a look in the looking-glass? is 

      there nothing greater or more? 

  Does all sit there with you, with the mystic unseen soul? 

 

  Strange and hard that paradox true I give, 

  Objects gross and the unseen soul are one. 

 

  House-building, measuring, sawing the boards, 

  Blacksmithing, glass-blowing, nail-making, coopering, tin-roofing, 

      shingle-dressing, 

  Ship-joining, dock-building, fish-curing, flagging of sidewalks by flaggers, 

  The pump, the pile-driver, the great derrick, the coal-kiln and brickkiln, 

  Coal-mines and all that is down there, the lamps in the darkness, 

      echoes, songs, what meditations, what vast native thoughts 

      looking through smutch’d faces, 

  Iron-works, forge-fires in the mountains or by river-banks, men 

      around feeling the melt with huge crowbars, lumps of ore, the 

      due combining of ore, limestone, coal, 

  The blast-furnace and the puddling-furnace, the loup-lump at the 

      bottom of the melt at last, the rolling-mill, the stumpy bars 

      of pig-iron, the strong clean-shaped Trail for railroads, 

  Oil-works, silk-works, white-lead-works, the sugar-house, 

      steam-saws, the great mills and factories, 

  Stone-cutting, shapely trimmings for facades or window or door-lintels, 

      the mallet, the tooth-chisel, the jib to protect the thumb, 

  The calking-iron, the kettle of boiling vault-cement, and the fire 

      under the kettle, 



  The cotton-bale, the stevedore’s hook, the saw and buck of the 

      sawyer, the mould of the moulder, the working-knife of the 

      butcher, the ice-saw, and all the work with ice, 

  The work and tools of the rigger, grappler, sail-maker, block-maker, 

  Goods of gutta-percha, papier-mache, colors, brushes, brush-making, 

      glazier’s implements, 

  The veneer and glue-pot, the confectioner’s ornaments, the decanter 

      and glasses, the shears and flat-iron, 

  The awl and knee-strap, the pint measure and quart measure, the 

      counter and stool, the writing-pen of quill or metal, the making 

      of all sorts of edged tools, 

  The brewery, brewing, the malt, the vats, every thing that is done 

      by brewers, wine-makers, vinegar-makers, 

  Leather-dressing, coach-making, boiler-making, rope-twisting, 

      distilling, sign-painting, lime-burning, cotton-picking, 

      electroplating, electrotyping, stereotyping, 

  Stave-machines, planing-machines, reaping-machines, 

      ploughing-machines, thrashing-machines, steam wagons, 

  The cart of the carman, the omnibus, the ponderous dray, 

  Pyrotechny, letting off color’d fireworks at night, fancy figures and jets; 

  Beef on the butcher’s stall, the slaughter-house of the butcher, the 

      butcher in his killing-clothes, 

  The pens of live pork, the killing-hammer, the hog-hook, the 

      scalder’s tub, gutting, the cutter’s cleaver, the packer’s maul, 

      and the plenteous winterwork of pork-packing, 

  Flour-works, grinding of wheat, rye, maize, rice, the barrels and 

      the half and quarter barrels, the loaded barges, the high piles 

      on wharves and levees, 



  The men and the work of the men on ferries, railroads, coasters, 

      fish-boats, canals; 

  The hourly routine of your own or any man’s life, the shop, yard, 

      store, or factory, 

  These shows all near you by day and night—workman! whoever you 

      are, your daily life! 

 

  In that and them the heft of the heaviest—in that and them far more 

      than you estimated, (and far less also,) 

  In them realities for you and me, in them poems for you and me, 

  In them, not yourself-you and your soul enclose all things, 

      regardless of estimation, 

  In them the development good—in them all themes, hints, possibilities. 

 

  I do not affirm that what you see beyond is futile, I do not advise 

      you to stop, 

  I do not say leadings you thought great are not great, 

  But I say that none lead to greater than these lead to. 
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  Will you seek afar off? you surely come back at last, 

  In things best known to you finding the best, or as good as the best, 

  In folks nearest to you finding the sweetest, strongest, lovingest, 

  Happiness, knowledge, not in another place but this place, not for 

      another hour but this hour, 

  Man in the first you see or touch, always in friend, brother, 

      nighest neighbor—woman in mother, sister, wife, 

  The popular tastes and employments taking precedence in poems or anywhere, 



  You workwomen and workmen of these States having your own divine 

      and strong life, 

  And all else giving place to men and women like you. 

  When the psalm sings instead of the singer, 

 

  When the script preaches instead of the preacher, 

  When the pulpit descends and goes instead of the carver that carved 

      the supporting desk, 

  When I can touch the body of books by night or by day, and when they 

      touch my body back again, 

  When a university course convinces like a slumbering woman and child 

      convince, 

  When the minted gold in the vault smiles like the night-watchman’s daughter, 

  When warrantee deeds loafe in chairs opposite and are my friendly 

      companions, 

  I intend to reach them my hand, and make as much of them as I do 

      of men and women like you. 

  



BOOK XVI 

A Song of the Rolling Earth 
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  A song of the rolling earth, and of words according, 

  Were you thinking that those were the words, those upright lines? 

      those curves, angles, dots? 

  No, those are not the words, the substantial words are in the ground 

      and sea, 

  They are in the air, they are in you. 

 

  Were you thinking that those were the words, those delicious sounds 

      out of your friends’ mouths? 

  No, the real words are more delicious than they. 

 

  Human bodies are words, myriads of words, 

  (In the best poems re-appears the body, man’s or woman’s, 

      well-shaped, natural, gay, 

  Every part able, active, receptive, without shame or the need of shame.) 

 

  Air, soil, water, fire—those are words, 

  I myself am a word with them—my qualities interpenetrate with 

      theirs—my name is nothing to them, 

  Though it were told in the three thousand languages, what would 

      air, soil, water, fire, know of my name? 

 

  A healthy presence, a friendly or commanding gesture, are words, 

      sayings, meanings, 



  The charms that go with the mere looks of some men and women, 

      are sayings and meanings also. 

 

  The workmanship of souls is by those inaudible words of the earth, 

  The masters know the earth’s words and use them more than audible words. 

 

  Amelioration is one of the earth’s words, 

  The earth neither lags nor hastens, 

  It has all attributes, growths, effects, latent in itself from the jump, 

  It is not half beautiful only, defects and excrescences show just as 

      much as perfections show. 

 

  The earth does not withhold, it is generous enough, 

  The truths of the earth continually wait, they are not so conceal’d either, 

  They are calm, subtle, untransmissible by print, 

  They are imbued through all things conveying themselves willingly, 

  Conveying a sentiment and invitation, I utter and utter, 

  I speak not, yet if you hear me not of what avail am I to you? 

  To bear, to better, lacking these of what avail am I? 

 

  (Accouche! accouchez! 

  Will you rot your own fruit in yourself there? 

  Will you squat and stifle there?) 

 

  The earth does not argue, 

  Is not pathetic, has no arrangements, 

  Does not scream, haste, persuade, threaten, promise, 

  Makes no discriminations, has no conceivable failures, 



  Closes nothing, refuses nothing, shuts none out, 

  Of all the powers, objects, states, it notifies, shuts none out. 

 

  The earth does not exhibit itself nor refuse to exhibit itself, 

      possesses still underneath, 

  Underneath the ostensible sounds, the august chorus of heroes, the 

      wail of slaves, 

  Persuasions of lovers, curses, gasps of the dying, laughter of young 

      people, accents of bargainers, 

  Underneath these possessing words that never fall. 

 

  To her children the words of the eloquent dumb great mother never fail, 

  The true words do not fail, for motion does not fail and reflection 

      does not fall, 

  Also the day and night do not fall, and the voyage we pursue does not fall. 

 

  Of the interminable sisters, 

  Of the ceaseless cotillons of sisters, 

  Of the centripetal and centrifugal sisters, the elder and younger sisters, 

  The beautiful sister we know dances on with the rest. 

 

  With her ample back towards every beholder, 

  With the fascinations of youth and the equal fascinations of age, 

  Sits she whom I too love like the rest, sits undisturb’d, 

  Holding up in her hand what has the character of a mirror, while her 

      eyes glance back from it, 

  Glance as she sits, inviting none, denying none, 

  Holding a mirror day and night tirelessly before her own face. 



 

  Seen at hand or seen at a distance, 

  Duly the twenty-four appear in public every day, 

  Duly approach and pass with their companions or a companion, 

  Looking from no countenances of their own, but from the countenances 

      of those who are with them, 

  From the countenances of children or women or the manly countenance, 

  From the open countenances of animals or from inanimate things, 

  From the landscape or waters or from the exquisite apparition of the sky, 

  From our countenances, mine and yours, faithfully returning them, 

  Every day in public appearing without fall, but never twice with the 

      same companions. 

 

  Embracing man, embracing all, proceed the three hundred and 

      sixty-five resistlessly round the sun; 

  Embracing all, soothing, supporting, follow close three hundred and 

      sixty-five offsets of the first, sure and necessary as they. 

 

  Tumbling on steadily, nothing dreading, 

  Sunshine, storm, cold, heat, forever withstanding, passing, carrying, 

  The soul’s realization and determination still inheriting, 

  The fluid vacuum around and ahead still entering and dividing, 

  No balk retarding, no anchor anchoring, on no rock striking, 

  Swift, glad, content, unbereav’d, nothing losing, 

  Of all able and ready at any time to give strict account, 

  The divine ship sails the divine sea. 
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  Whoever you are! motion and reflection are especially for you, 

  The divine ship sails the divine sea for you. 

 

  Whoever you are! you are he or she for whom the earth is solid and liquid, 

  You are he or she for whom the sun and moon hang in the sky, 

  For none more than you are the present and the past, 

  For none more than you is immortality. 

 

  Each man to himself and each woman to herself, is the word of the 

      past and present, and the true word of immortality; 

  No one can acquire for another—not one, 

  Not one can grow for another—not one. 

 

  The song is to the singer, and comes back most to him, 

  The teaching is to the teacher, and comes back most to him, 

  The murder is to the murderer, and comes back most to him, 

  The theft is to the thief, and comes back most to him, 

  The love is to the lover, and comes back most to him, 

  The gift is to the giver, and comes back most to him—it cannot fail, 

  The oration is to the orator, the acting is to the actor and actress 

      not to the audience, 

  And no man understands any greatness or goodness but his own, or 

      the indication of his own. 
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  I swear the earth shall surely be complete to him or her who shall 

      be complete, 

  The earth remains jagged and broken only to him or her who remains 



      jagged and broken. 

 

  I swear there is no greatness or power that does not emulate those 

      of the earth, 

  There can be no theory of any account unless it corroborate the 

      theory of the earth, 

  No politics, song, religion, behavior, or what not, is of account, 

      unless it compare with the amplitude of the earth, 

  Unless it face the exactness, vitality, impartiality, rectitude of 

      the earth. 

 

  I swear I begin to see love with sweeter spasms than that which 

      responds love, 

  It is that which contains itself, which never invites and never refuses. 

 

  I swear I begin to see little or nothing in audible words, 

  All merges toward the presentation of the unspoken meanings of the earth, 

  Toward him who sings the songs of the body and of the truths of the earth, 

  Toward him who makes the dictionaries of words that print cannot touch. 

 

  I swear I see what is better than to tell the best, 

  It is always to leave the best untold. 

 

  When I undertake to tell the best I find I cannot, 

  My tongue is ineffectual on its pivots, 

  My breath will not be obedient to its organs, 

  I become a dumb man. 

 



  The best of the earth cannot be told anyhow, all or any is best, 

  It is not what you anticipated, it is cheaper, easier, nearer, 

  Things are not dismiss’d from the places they held before, 

  The earth is just as positive and direct as it was before, 

  Facts, religions, improvements, politics, trades, are as real as before, 

  But the soul is also real, it too is positive and direct, 

  No reasoning, no proof has establish’d it, 

  Undeniable growth has establish’d it. 
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  These to echo the tones of souls and the phrases of souls, 

  (If they did not echo the phrases of souls what were they then? 

  If they had not reference to you in especial what were they then?) 

 

  I swear I will never henceforth have to do with the faith that tells 

      the best, 

  I will have to do only with that faith that leaves the best untold. 

 

  Say on, sayers! sing on, singers! 

  Delve! mould! pile the words of the earth! 

  Work on, age after age, nothing is to be lost, 

  It may have to wait long, but it will certainly come in use, 

  When the materials are all prepared and ready, the architects shall appear. 

 

  I swear to you the architects shall appear without fall, 

  I swear to you they will understand you and justify you, 

  The greatest among them shall be he who best knows you, and encloses 

      all and is faithful to all, 



  He and the rest shall not forget you, they shall perceive that you 

      are not an iota less than they, 

  You shall be fully glorified in them. 

  



Youth, Day, Old Age and Night 

  Youth, large, lusty, loving—youth full of grace, force, fascination, 

  Do you know that Old Age may come after you with equal grace, 

      force, fascination? 

 

  Day full-blown and splendid-day of the immense sun, action, 

      ambition, laughter, 

  The Night follows close with millions of suns, and sleep and 

      restoring darkness. 

  



BOOK XVII. BIRDS OF PASSAGE 

Song of the Universal 
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  Come said the Muse, 

  Sing me a song no poet yet has chanted, 

  Sing me the universal. 

 

  In this broad earth of ours, 

  Amid the measureless grossness and the slag, 

  Enclosed and safe within its central heart, 

  Nestles the seed perfection. 

 

  By every life a share or more or less, 

  None born but it is born, conceal’d or unconceal’d the seed is waiting. 

 

       2 

  Lo! keen-eyed towering science, 

  As from tall peaks the modern overlooking, 

  Successive absolute fiats issuing. 

 

  Yet again, lo! the soul, above all science, 

  For it has history gather’d like husks around the globe, 

  For it the entire star-myriads roll through the sky. 

 

  In spiral routes by long detours, 

  (As a much-tacking ship upon the sea,) 

  For it the partial to the permanent flowing, 



  For it the real to the ideal tends. 

 

  For it the mystic evolution, 

  Not the right only justified, what we call evil also justified. 

 

  Forth from their masks, no matter what, 

  From the huge festering trunk, from craft and guile and tears, 

  Health to emerge and joy, joy universal. 

 

  Out of the bulk, the morbid and the shallow, 

  Out of the bad majority, the varied countless frauds of men and states, 

  Electric, antiseptic yet, cleaving, suffusing all, 

  Only the good is universal. 
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  Over the mountain-growths disease and sorrow, 

  An uncaught bird is ever hovering, hovering, 

  High in the purer, happier air. 

 

  From imperfection’s murkiest cloud, 

  Darts always forth one ray of perfect light, 

  One flash of heaven’s glory. 

 

  To fashion’s, custom’s discord, 

  To the mad Babel-din, the deafening orgies, 

  Soothing each lull a strain is heard, just heard, 

  From some far shore the final chorus sounding. 

 



  O the blest eyes, the happy hearts, 

  That see, that know the guiding thread so fine, 

  Along the mighty labyrinth. 
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  And thou America, 

  For the scheme’s culmination, its thought and its reality, 

  For these (not for thyself) thou hast arrived. 

 

  Thou too surroundest all, 

  Embracing carrying welcoming all, thou too by pathways broad and new, 

  To the ideal tendest. 

 

  The measure’d faiths of other lands, the grandeurs of the past, 

  Are not for thee, but grandeurs of thine own, 

  Deific faiths and amplitudes, absorbing, comprehending all, 

  All eligible to all. 

 

  All, all for immortality, 

  Love like the light silently wrapping all, 

  Nature’s amelioration blessing all, 

  The blossoms, fruits of ages, orchards divine and certain, 

  Forms, objects, growths, humanities, to spiritual images ripening. 

 

  Give me O God to sing that thought, 

  Give me, give him or her I love this quenchless faith, 

  In Thy ensemble, whatever else withheld withhold not from us, 

  Belief in plan of Thee enclosed in Time and Space, 



  Health, peace, salvation universal. 

 

  Is it a dream? 

  Nay but the lack of it the dream, 

  And failing it life’s lore and wealth a dream, 

  And all the world a dream. 

  



Pioneers! O Pioneers! 

       Come my tan-faced children, 

  Follow well in order, get your weapons ready, 

  Have you your pistols? have you your sharp-edged axes? 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       For we cannot tarry here, 

  We must march my darlings, we must bear the brunt of danger, 

  We the youthful sinewy races, all the rest on us depend, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       O you youths, Western youths, 

  So impatient, full of action, full of manly pride and friendship, 

  Plain I see you Western youths, see you tramping with the foremost, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       Have the elder races halted? 

  Do they droop and end their lesson, wearied over there beyond the seas? 

  We take up the task eternal, and the burden and the lesson, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       All the past we leave behind, 

  We debouch upon a newer mightier world, varied world, 

  Fresh and strong the world we seize, world of labor and the march, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       We detachments steady throwing, 

  Down the edges, through the passes, up the mountains steep, 



  Conquering, holding, daring, venturing as we go the unknown ways, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       We primeval forests felling, 

  We the rivers stemming, vexing we and piercing deep the mines within, 

  We the surface broad surveying, we the virgin soil upheaving, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       Colorado men are we, 

  From the peaks gigantic, from the great sierras and the high plateaus, 

  From the mine and from the gully, from the hunting trail we come, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       From Nebraska, from Arkansas, 

  Central inland race are we, from Missouri, with the continental 

       blood intervein’d, 

  All the hands of comrades clasping, all the Southern, all the Northern, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       O resistless restless race! 

  O beloved race in all! O my breast aches with tender love for all! 

  O I mourn and yet exult, I am rapt with love for all, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       Raise the mighty mother mistress, 

  Waving high the delicate mistress, over all the starry mistress, 

       (bend your heads all,) 

  Raise the fang’d and warlike mistress, stern, impassive, weapon’d mistress, 



       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       See my children, resolute children, 

  By those swarms upon our rear we must never yield or falter, 

  Ages back in ghostly millions frowning there behind us urging, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       On and on the compact ranks, 

  With accessions ever waiting, with the places of the dead quickly fill’d, 

  Through the battle, through defeat, moving yet and never stopping, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       O to die advancing on! 

  Are there some of us to droop and die? has the hour come? 

  Then upon the march we fittest die, soon and sure the gap is fill’d. 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       All the pulses of the world, 

  Falling in they beat for us, with the Western movement beat, 

  Holding single or together, steady moving to the front, all for us, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       Life’s involv’d and varied pageants, 

  All the forms and shows, all the workmen at their work, 

  All the seamen and the landsmen, all the masters with their slaves, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

      All the hapless silent lovers, 



  All the prisoners in the prisons, all the righteous and the wicked, 

  All the joyous, all the sorrowing, all the living, all the dying, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

      I too with my soul and body, 

  We, a curious trio, picking, wandering on our way, 

  Through these shores amid the shadows, with the apparitions pressing, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

      Lo, the darting bowling orb! 

  Lo, the brother orbs around, all the clustering suns and planets, 

  All the dazzling days, all the mystic nights with dreams, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

      These are of us, they are with us, 

  All for primal needed work, while the followers there in embryo wait behind, 

  We to-day’s procession heading, we the route for travel clearing, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

  O you daughters of the West! 

  O you young and elder daughters! O you mothers and you wives! 

  Never must you be divided, in our ranks you move united, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       Minstrels latent on the prairies! 

  (Shrouded bards of other lands, you may rest, you have done your work,) 

  Soon I hear you coming warbling, soon you rise and tramp amid us, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 



 

       Not for delectations sweet, 

  Not the cushion and the slipper, not the peaceful and the studious, 

  Not the riches safe and palling, not for us the tame enjoyment, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       Do the feasters gluttonous feast? 

  Do the corpulent sleepers sleep? have they lock’d and bolted doors? 

  Still be ours the diet hard, and the blanket on the ground, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       Has the night descended? 

  Was the road of late so toilsome? did we stop discouraged nodding 

       on our way? 

  Yet a passing hour I yield you in your tracks to pause oblivious, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

 

       Till with sound of trumpet, 

  Far, far off the daybreak call—hark! how loud and clear I hear it wind, 

  Swift! to the head of the army!—swift! spring to your places, 

       Pioneers! O pioneers! 

  



To You 

  Whoever you are, I fear you are walking the walks of dreams, 

  I fear these supposed realities are to melt from under your feet and hands, 

  Even now your features, joys, speech, house, trade, manners, 

      troubles, follies, costume, crimes, dissipate away from you, 

  Your true soul and body appear before me. 

  They stand forth out of affairs, out of commerce, shops, work, 

      farms, clothes, the house, buying, selling, eating, drinking, 

      suffering, dying. 

 

  Whoever you are, now I place my hand upon you, that you be my poem, 

  I whisper with my lips close to your ear. 

  I have loved many women and men, but I love none better than you. 

 

  O I have been dilatory and dumb, 

  I should have made my way straight to you long ago, 

  I should have blabb’d nothing but you, I should have chanted nothing 

      but you. 

 

  I will leave all and come and make the hymns of you, 

  None has understood you, but I understand you, 

  None has done justice to you, you have not done justice to yourself, 

  None but has found you imperfect, I only find no imperfection in you, 

  None but would subordinate you, I only am he who will never consent 

      to subordinate you, 

  I only am he who places over you no master, owner, better, God, 

      beyond what waits intrinsically in yourself. 

 



  Painters have painted their swarming groups and the centre-figure of all, 

  From the head of the centre-figure spreading a nimbus of gold-color’d light, 

  But I paint myriads of heads, but paint no head without its nimbus 

      of gold-color’d light, 

  From my hand from the brain of every man and woman it streams, 

      effulgently flowing forever. 

 

  O I could sing such grandeurs and glories about you! 

  You have not known what you are, you have slumber’d upon yourself 

      all your life, 

  Your eyelids have been the same as closed most of the time, 

  What you have done returns already in mockeries, 

  (Your thrift, knowledge, prayers, if they do not return in 

      mockeries, what is their return?) 

 

  The mockeries are not you, 

  Underneath them and within them I see you lurk, 

  I pursue you where none else has pursued you, 

  Silence, the desk, the flippant expression, the night, the 

      accustom’d routine, if these conceal you from others or from 

      yourself, they do not conceal you from me, 

  The shaved face, the unsteady eye, the impure complexion, if these 

      balk others they do not balk me, 

  The pert apparel, the deform’d attitude, drunkenness, greed, 

      premature death, all these I part aside. 

 

  There is no endowment in man or woman that is not tallied in you, 

  There is no virtue, no beauty in man or woman, but as good is in you, 



  No pluck, no endurance in others, but as good is in you, 

  No pleasure waiting for others, but an equal pleasure waits for you. 

 

  As for me, I give nothing to any one except I give the like carefully 

      to you, 

  I sing the songs of the glory of none, not God, sooner than I sing 

      the songs of the glory of you. 

 

  Whoever you are! claim your own at any hazard! 

  These shows of the East and West are tame compared to you, 

  These immense meadows, these interminable rivers, you are immense 

      and interminable as they, 

  These furies, elements, storms, motions of Nature, throes of apparent 

      dissolution, you are he or she who is master or mistress over them, 

  Master or mistress in your own right over Nature, elements, pain, 

      passion, dissolution. 

 

  The hopples fall from your ankles, you find an unfailing sufficiency, 

  Old or young, male or female, rude, low, rejected by the rest, 

      whatever you are promulges itself, 

  Through birth, life, death, burial, the means are provided, nothing 

      is scanted, 

  Through angers, losses, ambition, ignorance, ennui, what you are 

      picks its way. 

  



France [the 18th Year of these States] 

  A great year and place 

  A harsh discordant natal scream out-sounding, to touch the mother’s 

      heart closer than any yet. 

 

  I walk’d the shores of my Eastern sea, 

  Heard over the waves the little voice, 

  Saw the divine infant where she woke mournfully wailing, amid the 

      roar of cannon, curses, shouts, crash of falling buildings, 

  Was not so sick from the blood in the gutters running, nor from the single 

      corpses, nor those in heaps, nor those borne away in the tumbrils, 

  Was not so desperate at the battues of death—was not so shock’d at 

      the repeated fusillades of the guns. 

 

  Pale, silent, stern, what could I say to that long-accrued retribution? 

  Could I wish humanity different? 

  Could I wish the people made of wood and stone? 

  Or that there be no justice in destiny or time? 

 

  O Liberty! O mate for me! 

  Here too the blaze, the grape-shot and the axe, in reserve, to fetch 

      them out in case of need, 

  Here too, though long represt, can never be destroy’d, 

  Here too could rise at last murdering and ecstatic, 

  Here too demanding full arrears of vengeance. 

 

  Hence I sign this salute over the sea, 

  And I do not deny that terrible red birth and baptism, 



  But remember the little voice that I heard wailing, and wait with 

      perfect trust, no matter how long, 

  And from to-day sad and cogent I maintain the bequeath’d cause, as 

      for all lands, 

  And I send these words to Paris with my love, 

  And I guess some chansonniers there will understand them, 

  For I guess there is latent music yet in France, floods of it, 

  O I hear already the bustle of instruments, they will soon be 

      drowning all that would interrupt them, 

  O I think the east wind brings a triumphal and free march, 

  It reaches hither, it swells me to Joyful madness, 

  I will run transpose it in words, to justify 

  I will yet sing a song for you ma femme. 

  



Myself and Mine 

  Myself and mine gymnastic ever, 

  To stand the cold or heat, to take good aim with a gun, to sail a 

      boat, to manage horses, to beget superb children, 

  To speak readily and clearly, to feel at home among common people, 

  And to hold our own in terrible positions on land and sea. 

 

  Not for an embroiderer, 

  (There will always be plenty of embroiderers, I welcome them also,) 

  But for the fibre of things and for inherent men and women. 

 

  Not to chisel ornaments, 

  But to chisel with free stroke the heads and limbs of plenteous 

      supreme Gods, that the States may realize them walking and talking. 

 

  Let me have my own way, 

  Let others promulge the laws, I will make no account of the laws, 

  Let others praise eminent men and hold up peace, I hold up agitation 

      and conflict, 

  I praise no eminent man, I rebuke to his face the one that was 

      thought most worthy. 

 

  (Who are you? and what are you secretly guilty of all your life? 

  Will you turn aside all your life? will you grub and chatter all 

      your life? 

  And who are you, blabbing by rote, years, pages, languages, reminiscences, 

  Unwitting to-day that you do not know how to speak properly a single word?) 

 



  Let others finish specimens, I never finish specimens, 

  I start them by exhaustless laws as Nature does, fresh and modern 

      continually. 

 

  I give nothing as duties, 

  What others give as duties I give as living impulses, 

  (Shall I give the heart’s action as a duty?) 

 

  Let others dispose of questions, I dispose of nothing, I arouse 

      unanswerable questions, 

  Who are they I see and touch, and what about them? 

  What about these likes of myself that draw me so close by tender 

      directions and indirections? 

 

  I call to the world to distrust the accounts of my friends, but 

      listen to my enemies, as I myself do, 

  I charge you forever reject those who would expound me, for I cannot 

      expound myself, 

  I charge that there be no theory or school founded out of me, 

  I charge you to leave all free, as I have left all free. 

 

  After me, vista! 

  O I see life is not short, but immeasurably long, 

  I henceforth tread the world chaste, temperate, an early riser, a 

      steady grower, 

  Every hour the semen of centuries, and still of centuries. 

 

  I must follow up these continual lessons of the air, water, earth, 



  I perceive I have no time to lose. 

  



Year of Meteors [1859-60] 

  Year of meteors! brooding year! 

  I would bind in words retrospective some of your deeds and signs, 

  I would sing your contest for the 19th Presidentiad, 

  I would sing how an old man, tall, with white hair, mounted the 

      scaffold in Virginia, 

  (I was at hand, silent I stood with teeth shut close, I watch’d, 

  I stood very near you old man when cool and indifferent, but trembling 

      with age and your unheal’d wounds you mounted the scaffold;) 

  I would sing in my copious song your census returns of the States, 

  The tables of population and products, I would sing of your ships 

      and their cargoes, 

  The proud black ships of Manhattan arriving, some fill’d with 

      immigrants, some from the isthmus with cargoes of gold, 

  Songs thereof would I sing, to all that hitherward comes would welcome give, 

  And you would I sing, fair stripling! welcome to you from me, young 

      prince of England! 

  (Remember you surging Manhattan’s crowds as you pass’d with your 

      cortege of nobles? 

  There in the crowds stood I, and singled you out with attachment;) 

  Nor forget I to sing of the wonder, the ship as she swam up my bay, 

  Well-shaped and stately the Great Eastern swam up my bay, she was 

      600 feet long, 

  Her moving swiftly surrounded by myriads of small craft I forget not 

      to sing; 

  Nor the comet that came unannounced out of the north flaring in heaven, 

  Nor the strange huge meteor-procession dazzling and clear shooting 

      over our heads, 



  (A moment, a moment long it sail’d its balls of unearthly light over 

      our heads, 

  Then departed, dropt in the night, and was gone;) 

  Of such, and fitful as they, I sing—with gleams from them would 

      gleam and patch these chants, 

  Your chants, O year all mottled with evil and good—year of forebodings! 

  Year of comets and meteors transient and strange—lo! even here one 

      equally transient and strange! 

  As I flit through you hastily, soon to fall and be gone, what is this chant, 

  What am I myself but one of your meteors? 

  



With Antecedents 
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  With antecedents, 

  With my fathers and mothers and the accumulations of past ages, 

  With all which, had it not been, I would not now be here, as I am, 

  With Egypt, India, Phenicia, Greece and Rome, 

  With the Kelt, the Scandinavian, the Alb and the Saxon, 

  With antique maritime ventures, laws, artisanship, wars and journeys, 

  With the poet, the skald, the saga, the myth, and the oracle, 

  With the sale of slaves, with enthusiasts, with the troubadour, the 

      crusader, and the monk, 

  With those old continents whence we have come to this new continent, 

  With the fading kingdoms and kings over there, 

  With the fading religions and priests, 

  With the small shores we look back to from our own large and present shores, 

  With countless years drawing themselves onward and arrived at these years, 

  You and me arrived—America arrived and making this year, 

  This year! sending itself ahead countless years to come. 
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  O but it is not the years—it is I, it is You, 

  We touch all laws and tally all antecedents, 

  We are the skald, the oracle, the monk and the knight, we easily 

      include them and more, 

  We stand amid time beginningless and endless, we stand amid evil and good, 

  All swings around us, there is as much darkness as light, 

  The very sun swings itself and its system of planets around us, 

  Its sun, and its again, all swing around us. 



 

  As for me, (torn, stormy, amid these vehement days,) 

  I have the idea of all, and am all and believe in all, 

  I believe materialism is true and spiritualism is true, I reject no part. 

 

  (Have I forgotten any part? any thing in the past? 

  Come to me whoever and whatever, till I give you recognition.) 

 

  I respect Assyria, China, Teutonia, and the Hebrews, 

  I adopt each theory, myth, god, and demigod, 

  I see that the old accounts, bibles, genealogies, are true, without 

      exception, 

  I assert that all past days were what they must have been, 

  And that they could no-how have been better than they were, 

  And that to-day is what it must be, and that America is, 

  And that to-day and America could no-how be better than they are. 
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  In the name of these States and in your and my name, the Past, 

  And in the name of these States and in your and my name, the Present time. 

 

  I know that the past was great and the future will be great, 

  And I know that both curiously conjoint in the present time, 

  (For the sake of him I typify, for the common average man’s sake, 

      your sake if you are he,) 

  And that where I am or you are this present day, there is the centre 

      of all days, all races, 

  And there is the meaning to us of all that has ever come of races 



      and days, or ever will come. 

  



BOOK XVIII 

A Broadway Pageant 

 

       1 

  Over the Western sea hither from Niphon come, 

  Courteous, the swart-cheek’d two-sworded envoys, 

  Leaning back in their open barouches, bare-headed, impassive, 

  Ride to-day through Manhattan. 

 

  Libertad! I do not know whether others behold what I behold, 

  In the procession along with the nobles of Niphon, the errand-bearers, 

  Bringing up the rear, hovering above, around, or in the ranks marching, 

  But I will sing you a song of what I behold Libertad. 

 

  When million-footed Manhattan unpent descends to her pavements, 

  When the thunder-cracking guns arouse me with the proud roar love, 

  When the round-mouth’d guns out of the smoke and smell I love 

      spit their salutes, 

  When the fire-flashing guns have fully alerted me, and 

      heaven-clouds canopy my city with a delicate thin haze, 

  When gorgeous the countless straight stems, the forests at the 

      wharves, thicken with colors, 

  When every ship richly drest carries her flag at the peak, 

  When pennants trail and street-festoons hang from the windows, 

  When Broadway is entirely given up to foot-passengers and 

      foot-standers, when the mass is densest, 

  When the facades of the houses are alive with people, when eyes 

      gaze riveted tens of thousands at a time, 



  When the guests from the islands advance, when the pageant moves 

      forward visible, 

  When the summons is made, when the answer that waited thousands 

      of years answers, 

  I too arising, answering, descend to the pavements, merge with the 

      crowd, and gaze with them. 
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  Superb-faced Manhattan! 

  Comrade Americanos! to us, then at last the Orient comes. 

  To us, my city, 

  Where our tall-topt marble and iron beauties range on opposite 

      sides, to walk in the space between, 

  To-day our Antipodes comes. 

 

  The Originatress comes, 

  The nest of languages, the bequeather of poems, the race of eld, 

  Florid with blood, pensive, rapt with musings, hot with passion, 

  Sultry with perfume, with ample and flowing garments, 

  With sunburnt visage, with intense soul and glittering eyes, 

  The race of Brahma comes. 

 

  See my cantabile! these and more are flashing to us from the procession, 

  As it moves changing, a kaleidoscope divine it moves changing before us. 

  For not the envoys nor the tann’d Japanee from his island only, 

  Lithe and silent the Hindoo appears, the Asiatic continent itself 

      appears, the past, the dead, 

  The murky night-morning of wonder and fable inscrutable, 



  The envelop’d mysteries, the old and unknown hive-bees, 

  The north, the sweltering south, eastern Assyria, the Hebrews, the 

      ancient of ancients, 

  Vast desolated cities, the gliding present, all of these and more 

      are in the pageant-procession. 

 

  Geography, the world, is in it, 

  The Great Sea, the brood of islands, Polynesia, the coast beyond, 

  The coast you henceforth are facing—you Libertad! from your Western 

      golden shores, 

  The countries there with their populations, the millions en-masse 

      are curiously here, 

  The swarming market-places, the temples with idols ranged along the 

      sides or at the end, bonze, brahmin, and llama, 

  Mandarin, farmer, merchant, mechanic, and fisherman, 

  The singing-girl and the dancing-girl, the ecstatic persons, the 

      secluded emperors, 

  Confucius himself, the great poets and heroes, the warriors, the castes, 

      all, 

  Trooping up, crowding from all directions, from the Altay mountains, 

  From Thibet, from the four winding and far-flowing rivers of China, 

  From the southern peninsulas and the demi-continental islands, from 

      Malaysia, 

  These and whatever belongs to them palpable show forth to me, and 

      are seiz’d by me, 

  And I am seiz’d by them, and friendlily held by them, 

  Till as here them all I chant, Libertad! for themselves and for you. 

 



  For I too raising my voice join the ranks of this pageant, 

  I am the chanter, I chant aloud over the pageant, 

  I chant the world on my Western sea, 

  I chant copious the islands beyond, thick as stars in the sky, 

  I chant the new empire grander than any before, as in a vision it 

      comes to me, 

  I chant America the mistress, I chant a greater supremacy, 

  I chant projected a thousand blooming cities yet in time on those 

      groups of sea-islands, 

  My sail-ships and steam-ships threading the archipelagoes, 

  My stars and stripes fluttering in the wind, 

  Commerce opening, the sleep of ages having done its work, races 

      reborn, refresh’d, 

  Lives, works resumed—the object I know not—but the old, the Asiatic 

      renew’d as it must be, 

  Commencing from this day surrounded by the world. 
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  And you Libertad of the world! 

  You shall sit in the middle well-pois’d thousands and thousands of years, 

  As to-day from one side the nobles of Asia come to you, 

  As to-morrow from the other side the queen of England sends her 

      eldest son to you. 

 

  The sign is reversing, the orb is enclosed, 

  The ring is circled, the journey is done, 

  The box-lid is but perceptibly open’d, nevertheless the perfume 

      pours copiously out of the whole box. 



 

  Young Libertad! with the venerable Asia, the all-mother, 

  Be considerate with her now and ever hot Libertad, for you are all, 

  Bend your proud neck to the long-off mother now sending messages 

      over the archipelagoes to you, 

  Bend your proud neck low for once, young Libertad. 

 

  Here the children straying westward so long? so wide the tramping? 

  Were the precedent dim ages debouching westward from Paradise so long? 

  Were the centuries steadily footing it that way, all the while 

      unknown, for you, for reasons? 

 

  They are justified, they are accomplish’d, they shall now be turn’d 

      the other way also, to travel toward you thence, 

  They shall now also march obediently eastward for your sake Libertad. 

  



BOOK XIX. SEA-DRIFT 

Out of the Cradle Endlessly Rocking 

 

  Out of the cradle endlessly rocking, 

  Out of the mocking-bird’s throat, the musical shuttle, 

  Out of the Ninth-month midnight, 

  Over the sterile sands and the fields beyond, where the child 

      leaving his bed wander’d alone, bareheaded, barefoot, 

  Down from the shower’d halo, 

  Up from the mystic play of shadows twining and twisting as if they 

      were alive, 

  Out from the patches of briers and blackberries, 

  From the memories of the bird that chanted to me, 

  From your memories sad brother, from the fitful risings and fallings I heard, 

  From under that yellow half-moon late-risen and swollen as if with tears, 

  From those beginning notes of yearning and love there in the mist, 

  From the thousand responses of my heart never to cease, 

  From the myriad thence-arous’d words, 

  From the word stronger and more delicious than any, 

  From such as now they start the scene revisiting, 

  As a flock, twittering, rising, or overhead passing, 

  Borne hither, ere all eludes me, hurriedly, 

  A man, yet by these tears a little boy again, 

  Throwing myself on the sand, confronting the waves, 

  I, chanter of pains and joys, uniter of here and hereafter, 

  Taking all hints to use them, but swiftly leaping beyond them, 

  A reminiscence sing. 

 



  Once Paumanok, 

  When the lilac-scent was in the air and Fifth-month grass was growing, 

  Up this seashore in some briers, 

  Two feather’d guests from Alabama, two together, 

  And their nest, and four light-green eggs spotted with brown, 

  And every day the he-bird to and fro near at hand, 

  And every day the she-bird crouch’d on her nest, silent, with bright eyes, 

  And every day I, a curious boy, never too close, never disturbing 

  them, 

  Cautiously peering, absorbing, translating. 

 

  Shine! shine! shine! 

  Pour down your warmth, great sun.’ 

  While we bask, we two together. 

 

  Two together! 

  Winds blow south, or winds blow north, 

  Day come white, or night come black, 

  Home, or rivers and mountains from home, 

  Singing all time, minding no time, 

  While we two keep together. 

 

  Till of a sudden, 

  May-be kill’d, unknown to her mate, 

  One forenoon the she-bird crouch’d not on the nest, 

  Nor return’d that afternoon, nor the next, 

  Nor ever appear’d again. 

 



  And thenceforward all summer in the sound of the sea, 

  And at night under the full of the moon in calmer weather, 

  Over the hoarse surging of the sea, 

  Or flitting from brier to brier by day, 

  I saw, I heard at intervals the remaining one, the he-bird, 

  The solitary guest from Alabama. 

 

  Blow! blow! blow! 

  Blow up sea-winds along Paumanok’s shore; 

  I wait and I wait till you blow my mate to me. 

 

  Yes, when the stars glisten’d, 

  All night long on the prong of a moss-scallop’d stake, 

  Down almost amid the slapping waves, 

  Sat the lone singer wonderful causing tears. 

 

  He call’d on his mate, 

  He pour’d forth the meanings which I of all men know. 

 

  Yes my brother I know, 

  The rest might not, but I have treasur’d every note, 

  For more than once dimly down to the beach gliding, 

  Silent, avoiding the moonbeams, blending myself with the shadows, 

  Recalling now the obscure shapes, the echoes, the sounds and sights 

      after their sorts, 

  The white arms out in the breakers tirelessly tossing, 

  I, with bare feet, a child, the wind wafting my hair, 

  Listen’d long and long. 



 

  Listen’d to keep, to sing, now translating the notes, 

  Following you my brother. 

 

  Soothe! soothe! soothe! 

  Close on its wave soothes the wave behind, 

  And again another behind embracing and lapping, every one close, 

  But my love soothes not me, not me. 

 

  Low hangs the moon, it rose late, 

  It is lagging—O I think it is heavy with love, with love. 

 

  O madly the sea pushes upon the land, 

  With love, with love. 

 

  O night! do I not see my love fluttering out among the breakers? 

  What is that little black thing I see there in the white? 

 

  Loud! loud! loud! 

  Loud I call to you, my love! 

  High and clear I shoot my voice over the waves, 

  Surely you must know who is here, is here, 

  You must know who I am, my love. 

 

  Low-hanging moon! 

  What is that dusky spot in your brown yellow? 

  O it is the shape, the shape of my mate.’ 

  O moon do not keep her from me any longer. 



 

  Land! land! O land! 

  Whichever way I turn, O I think you could give me my mate back again 

      if you only would, 

  For I am almost sure I see her dimly whichever way I look. 

 

  O rising stars! 

  Perhaps the one I want so much will rise, will rise with some of you. 

 

  O throat! O trembling throat! 

  Sound clearer through the atmosphere! 

  Pierce the woods, the earth, 

  Somewhere listening to catch you must be the one I want. 

 

  Shake out carols! 

  Solitary here, the night’s carols! 

  Carols of lonesome love! death’s carols! 

  Carols under that lagging, yellow, waning moon! 

  O under that moon where she droops almost down into the sea! 

  O reckless despairing carols. 

 

  But soft! sink low! 

  Soft! let me just murmur, 

  And do you wait a moment you husky-nois’d sea, 

  For somewhere I believe I heard my mate responding to me, 

  So faint, I must be still, be still to listen, 

  But not altogether still, for then she might not come immediately to me. 

 



  Hither my love! 

  Here I am! here! 

  With this just-sustain’d note I announce myself to you, 

  This gentle call is for you my love, for you. 

 

  Do not be decoy’d elsewhere, 

  That is the whistle of the wind, it is not my voice, 

  That is the fluttering, the fluttering of the spray, 

  Those are the shadows of leaves. 

 

  O darkness! O in vain! 

  O I am very sick and sorrowful 

 

  O brown halo in the sky near the moon, drooping upon the sea! 

  O troubled reflection in the sea! 

  O throat! O throbbing heart! 

  And I singing uselessly, uselessly all the night. 

 

  O past! O happy life! O songs of joy! 

  In the air, in the woods, over fields, 

  Loved! loved! loved! loved! loved! 

  But my mate no more, no more with me! 

  We two together no more. 

 

  The aria sinking, 

  All else continuing, the stars shining, 

  The winds blowing, the notes of the bird continuous echoing, 

  With angry moans the fierce old mother incessantly moaning, 



  On the sands of Paumanok’s shore gray and rustling, 

  The yellow half-moon enlarged, sagging down, drooping, the face of 

      the sea almost touching, 

  The boy ecstatic, with his bare feet the waves, with his hair the 

      atmosphere dallying, 

  The love in the heart long pent, now loose, now at last tumultuously 

      bursting, 

  The aria’s meaning, the ears, the soul, swiftly depositing, 

  The strange tears down the cheeks coursing, 

  The colloquy there, the trio, each uttering, 

  The undertone, the savage old mother incessantly crying, 

  To the boy’s soul’s questions sullenly timing, some drown’d secret hissing, 

  To the outsetting bard. 

 

  Demon or bird! (said the boy’s soul,) 

  Is it indeed toward your mate you sing? or is it really to me? 

  For I, that was a child, my tongue’s use sleeping, now I have heard you, 

  Now in a moment I know what I am for, I awake, 

  And already a thousand singers, a thousand songs, clearer, louder 

      and more sorrowful than yours, 

  A thousand warbling echoes have started to life within me, never to die. 

 

  O you singer solitary, singing by yourself, projecting me, 

  O solitary me listening, never more shall I cease perpetuating you, 

  Never more shall I escape, never more the reverberations, 

  Never more the cries of unsatisfied love be absent from me, 

  Never again leave me to be the peaceful child I was before what 

      there in the night, 



  By the sea under the yellow and sagging moon, 

  The messenger there arous’d, the fire, the sweet hell within, 

  The unknown want, the destiny of me. 

 

  O give me the clue! (it lurks in the night here somewhere,) 

  O if I am to have so much, let me have more! 

 

  A word then, (for I will conquer it,) 

  The word final, superior to all, 

  Subtle, sent up—what is it?—I listen; 

  Are you whispering it, and have been all the time, you sea-waves? 

  Is that it from your liquid rims and wet sands? 

 

  Whereto answering, the sea, 

  Delaying not, hurrying not, 

  Whisper’d me through the night, and very plainly before daybreak, 

  Lisp’d to me the low and delicious word death, 

  And again death, death, death, death 

  Hissing melodious, neither like the bird nor like my arous’d child’s heart, 

  But edging near as privately for me rustling at my feet, 

  Creeping thence steadily up to my ears and laving me softly all over, 

  Death, death, death, death, death. 

 

  Which I do not forget. 

  But fuse the song of my dusky demon and brother, 

  That he sang to me in the moonlight on Paumanok’s gray beach, 

  With the thousand responsive songs at random, 

  My own songs awaked from that hour, 



  And with them the key, the word up from the waves, 

  The word of the sweetest song and all songs, 

  That strong and delicious word which, creeping to my feet, 

  (Or like some old crone rocking the cradle, swathed in sweet 

      garments, bending aside,) 

  The sea whisper’d me. 

  



As I Ebb’d with the Ocean of Life 
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  As I ebb’d with the ocean of life, 

  As I wended the shores I know, 

  As I walk’d where the ripples continually wash you Paumanok, 

  Where they rustle up hoarse and sibilant, 

  Where the fierce old mother endlessly cries for her castaways, 

  I musing late in the autumn day, gazing off southward, 

  Held by this electric self out of the pride of which I utter poems, 

  Was seiz’d by the spirit that trails in the lines underfoot, 

  The rim, the sediment that stands for all the water and all the land 

      of the globe. 

 

  Fascinated, my eyes reverting from the south, dropt, to follow those 

      slender windrows, 

  Chaff, straw, splinters of wood, weeds, and the sea-gluten, 

  Scum, scales from shining rocks, leaves of salt-lettuce, left by the tide, 

  Miles walking, the sound of breaking waves the other side of me, 

  Paumanok there and then as I thought the old thought of likenesses, 

  These you presented to me you fish-shaped island, 

  As I wended the shores I know, 

  As I walk’d with that electric self seeking types. 
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  As I wend to the shores I know not, 

  As I list to the dirge, the voices of men and women wreck’d, 

  As I inhale the impalpable breezes that set in upon me, 

  As the ocean so mysterious rolls toward me closer and closer, 



  I too but signify at the utmost a little wash’d-up drift, 

  A few sands and dead leaves to gather, 

  Gather, and merge myself as part of the sands and drift. 

 

  O baffled, balk’d, bent to the very earth, 

  Oppress’d with myself that I have dared to open my mouth, 

  Aware now that amid all that blab whose echoes recoil upon me I have 

      not once had the least idea who or what I am, 

  But that before all my arrogant poems the real Me stands yet 

      untouch’d, untold, altogether unreach’d, 

  Withdrawn far, mocking me with mock-congratulatory signs and bows, 

  With peals of distant ironical laughter at every word I have written, 

  Pointing in silence to these songs, and then to the sand beneath. 

 

  I perceive I have not really understood any thing, not a single 

      object, and that no man ever can, 

  Nature here in sight of the sea taking advantage of me to dart upon 

      me and sting me, 

  Because I have dared to open my mouth to sing at all. 
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  You oceans both, I close with you, 

  We murmur alike reproachfully rolling sands and drift, knowing not why, 

  These little shreds indeed standing for you and me and all. 

 

  You friable shore with trails of debris, 

  You fish-shaped island, I take what is underfoot, 

  What is yours is mine my father. 



 

  I too Paumanok, 

  I too have bubbled up, floated the measureless float, and been 

      wash’d on your shores, 

  I too am but a trail of drift and debris, 

  I too leave little wrecks upon you, you fish-shaped island. 

 

  I throw myself upon your breast my father, 

  I cling to you so that you cannot unloose me, 

  I hold you so firm till you answer me something. 

 

  Kiss me my father, 

  Touch me with your lips as I touch those I love, 

  Breathe to me while I hold you close the secret of the murmuring I envy. 

 

       4 

  Ebb, ocean of life, (the flow will return,) 

  Cease not your moaning you fierce old mother, 

  Endlessly cry for your castaways, but fear not, deny not me, 

  Rustle not up so hoarse and angry against my feet as I touch you or 

      gather from you. 

 

  I mean tenderly by you and all, 

  I gather for myself and for this phantom looking down where we lead, 

      and following me and mine. 

 

  Me and mine, loose windrows, little corpses, 

  Froth, snowy white, and bubbles, 



  (See, from my dead lips the ooze exuding at last, 

  See, the prismatic colors glistening and rolling,) 

  Tufts of straw, sands, fragments, 

  Buoy’d hither from many moods, one contradicting another, 

  From the storm, the long calm, the darkness, the swell, 

  Musing, pondering, a breath, a briny tear, a dab of liquid or soil, 

  Up just as much out of fathomless workings fermented and thrown, 

  A limp blossom or two, torn, just as much over waves floating, 

      drifted at random, 

  Just as much for us that sobbing dirge of Nature, 

  Just as much whence we come that blare of the cloud-trumpets, 

  We, capricious, brought hither we know not whence, spread out before you, 

  You up there walking or sitting, 

  Whoever you are, we too lie in drifts at your feet. 

  



Tears 

  Tears! tears! tears! 

  In the night, in solitude, tears, 

  On the white shore dripping, dripping, suck’d in by the sand, 

  Tears, not a star shining, all dark and desolate, 

  Moist tears from the eyes of a muffled head; 

  O who is that ghost? that form in the dark, with tears? 

  What shapeless lump is that, bent, crouch’d there on the sand? 

  Streaming tears, sobbing tears, throes, choked with wild cries; 

  O storm, embodied, rising, careering with swift steps along the beach! 

  O wild and dismal night storm, with wind—O belching and desperate! 

  O shade so sedate and decorous by day, with calm countenance and 

      regulated pace, 

  But away at night as you fly, none looking—O then the unloosen’d ocean, 

  Of tears! tears! tears! 

  



To the Man-of-War-Bird 

  Thou who hast slept all night upon the storm, 

  Waking renew’d on thy prodigious pinions, 

  (Burst the wild storm? above it thou ascended’st, 

  And rested on the sky, thy slave that cradled thee,) 

  Now a blue point, far, far in heaven floating, 

  As to the light emerging here on deck I watch thee, 

  (Myself a speck, a point on the world’s floating vast.) 

 

  Far, far at sea, 

  After the night’s fierce drifts have strewn the shore with wrecks, 

  With re-appearing day as now so happy and serene, 

  The rosy and elastic dawn, the flashing sun, 

  The limpid spread of air cerulean, 

  Thou also re-appearest. 

 

  Thou born to match the gale, (thou art all wings,) 

  To cope with heaven and earth and sea and hurricane, 

  Thou ship of air that never furl’st thy sails, 

  Days, even weeks untired and onward, through spaces, realms gyrating, 

  At dusk that lookist on Senegal, at morn America, 

  That sport’st amid the lightning-flash and thunder-cloud, 

  In them, in thy experiences, had’st thou my soul, 

  What joys! what joys were thine! 

  



Aboard at a Ship’s Helm 

  Aboard at a ship’s helm, 

  A young steersman steering with care. 

 

  Through fog on a sea-coast dolefully ringing, 

  An ocean-bell—O a warning bell, rock’d by the waves. 

 

  O you give good notice indeed, you bell by the sea-reefs ringing, 

  Ringing, ringing, to warn the ship from its wreck-place. 

 

  For as on the alert O steersman, you mind the loud admonition, 

  The bows turn, the freighted ship tacking speeds away under her gray sails, 

  The beautiful and noble ship with all her precious wealth speeds 

      away gayly and safe. 

 

  But O the ship, the immortal ship! O ship aboard the ship! 

  Ship of the body, ship of the soul, voyaging, voyaging, voyaging. 

  



On the Beach at Night 

  On the beach at night, 

  Stands a child with her father, 

  Watching the east, the autumn sky. 

 

  Up through the darkness, 

  While ravening clouds, the burial clouds, in black masses spreading, 

  Lower sullen and fast athwart and down the sky, 

  Amid a transparent clear belt of ether yet left in the east, 

  Ascends large and calm the lord-star Jupiter, 

  And nigh at hand, only a very little above, 

  Swim the delicate sisters the Pleiades. 

 

  From the beach the child holding the hand of her father, 

  Those burial-clouds that lower victorious soon to devour all, 

  Watching, silently weeps. 

 

  Weep not, child, 

  Weep not, my darling, 

  With these kisses let me remove your tears, 

  The ravening clouds shall not long be victorious, 

  They shall not long possess the sky, they devour the stars only in 

      apparition, 

  Jupiter shall emerge, be patient, watch again another night, the 

      Pleiades shall emerge, 

  They are immortal, all those stars both silvery and golden shall 

      shine out again, 

  The great stars and the little ones shall shine out again, they endure, 



  The vast immortal suns and the long-enduring pensive moons shall 

      again shine. 

 

  Then dearest child mournest thou only for jupiter? 

  Considerest thou alone the burial of the stars? 

 

  Something there is, 

  (With my lips soothing thee, adding I whisper, 

  I give thee the first suggestion, the problem and indirection,) 

  Something there is more immortal even than the stars, 

  (Many the burials, many the days and nights, passing away,) 

  Something that shall endure longer even than lustrous Jupiter 

  Longer than sun or any revolving satellite, 

  Or the radiant sisters the Pleiades. 

  



The World below the Brine 

  The world below the brine, 

  Forests at the bottom of the sea, the branches and leaves, 

  Sea-lettuce, vast lichens, strange flowers and seeds, the thick 

      tangle openings, and pink turf, 

  Different colors, pale gray and green, purple, white, and gold, the 

      play of light through the water, 

  Dumb swimmers there among the rocks, coral, gluten, grass, rushes, 

      and the aliment of the swimmers, 

  Sluggish existences grazing there suspended, or slowly crawling 

      close to the bottom, 

  The sperm-whale at the surface blowing air and spray, or disporting 

      with his flukes, 

  The leaden-eyed shark, the walrus, the turtle, the hairy 

      sea-leopard, and the sting-ray, 

  Passions there, wars, pursuits, tribes, sight in those ocean-depths, 

      breathing that thick-breathing air, as so many do, 

  The change thence to the sight here, and to the subtle air breathed 

      by beings like us who walk this sphere, 

  The change onward from ours to that of beings who walk other spheres. 

  



On the Beach at Night Alone 

  On the beach at night alone, 

  As the old mother sways her to and fro singing her husky song, 

  As I watch the bright stars shining, I think a thought of the clef 

      of the universes and of the future. 

 

  A vast similitude interlocks all, 

  All spheres, grown, ungrown, small, large, suns, moons, planets, 

  All distances of place however wide, 

  All distances of time, all inanimate forms, 

  All souls, all living bodies though they be ever so different, or in 

      different worlds, 

  All gaseous, watery, vegetable, mineral processes, the fishes, the brutes, 

  All nations, colors, barbarisms, civilizations, languages, 

  All identities that have existed or may exist on this globe, or any globe, 

  All lives and deaths, all of the past, present, future, 

  This vast similitude spans them, and always has spann’d, 

  And shall forever span them and compactly hold and enclose them. 

  



Song for All Seas, All Ships 

       1 

  To-day a rude brief recitative, 

  Of ships sailing the seas, each with its special flag or ship-signal, 

  Of unnamed heroes in the ships—of waves spreading and spreading 

      far as the eye can reach, 

  Of dashing spray, and the winds piping and blowing, 

  And out of these a chant for the sailors of all nations, 

  Fitful, like a surge. 

 

  Of sea-captains young or old, and the mates, and of all intrepid sailors, 

  Of the few, very choice, taciturn, whom fate can never surprise nor 

      death dismay. 

  Pick’d sparingly without noise by thee old ocean, chosen by thee, 

  Thou sea that pickest and cullest the race in time, and unitest nations, 

  Suckled by thee, old husky nurse, embodying thee, 

  Indomitable, untamed as thee. 

 

  (Ever the heroes on water or on land, by ones or twos appearing, 

  Ever the stock preserv’d and never lost, though rare, enough for 

      seed preserv’d.) 

 

       2 

  Flaunt out O sea your separate flags of nations! 

  Flaunt out visible as ever the various ship-signals! 

  But do you reserve especially for yourself and for the soul of man 

      one flag above all the rest, 

  A spiritual woven signal for all nations, emblem of man elate above death, 



  Token of all brave captains and all intrepid sailors and mates, 

  And all that went down doing their duty, 

  Reminiscent of them, twined from all intrepid captains young or old, 

  A pennant universal, subtly waving all time, o’er all brave sailors, 

  All seas, all ships. 

  



Patroling Barnegat 

  Wild, wild the storm, and the sea high running, 

  Steady the roar of the gale, with incessant undertone muttering, 

  Shouts of demoniac laughter fitfully piercing and pealing, 

  Waves, air, midnight, their savagest trinity lashing, 

  Out in the shadows there milk-white combs careering, 

  On beachy slush and sand spirts of snow fierce slanting, 

  Where through the murk the easterly death-wind breasting, 

  Through cutting swirl and spray watchful and firm advancing, 

  (That in the distance! is that a wreck? is the red signal flaring?) 

  Slush and sand of the beach tireless till daylight wending, 

  Steadily, slowly, through hoarse roar never remitting, 

  Along the midnight edge by those milk-white combs careering, 

  A group of dim, weird forms, struggling, the night confronting, 

  That savage trinity warily watching. 

  



After the Sea-Ship 

  After the sea-ship, after the whistling winds, 

  After the white-gray sails taut to their spars and ropes, 

  Below, a myriad myriad waves hastening, lifting up their necks, 

  Tending in ceaseless flow toward the track of the ship, 

  Waves of the ocean bubbling and gurgling, blithely prying, 

  Waves, undulating waves, liquid, uneven, emulous waves, 

  Toward that whirling current, laughing and buoyant, with curves, 

  Where the great vessel sailing and tacking displaced the surface, 

  Larger and smaller waves in the spread of the ocean yearnfully flowing, 

  The wake of the sea-ship after she passes, flashing and frolicsome 

      under the sun, 

  A motley procession with many a fleck of foam and many fragments, 

  Following the stately and rapid ship, in the wake following. 

  



BOOK XX. BY THE ROADSIDE 

A Boston Ballad [1854] 

 

  To get betimes in Boston town I rose this morning early, 

  Here’s a good place at the corner, I must stand and see the show. 

 

  Clear the way there Jonathan! 

  Way for the President’s marshal—way for the government cannon! 

  Way for the Federal foot and dragoons, (and the apparitions 

      copiously tumbling.) 

 

  I love to look on the Stars and Stripes, I hope the fifes will play 

      Yankee Doodle. 

  How bright shine the cutlasses of the foremost troops! 

  Every man holds his revolver, marching stiff through Boston town. 

 

  A fog follows, antiques of the same come limping, 

  Some appear wooden-legged, and some appear bandaged and bloodless. 

 

  Why this is indeed a show—it has called the dead out of the earth! 

  The old graveyards of the hills have hurried to see! 

  Phantoms! phantoms countless by flank and rear! 

  Cock’d hats of mothy mould—crutches made of mist! 

  Arms in slings—old men leaning on young men’s shoulders. 

 

  What troubles you Yankee phantoms? what is all this chattering of 

      bare gums? 

  Does the ague convulse your limbs? do you mistake your crutches for 



      firelocks and level them? 

 

  If you blind your eyes with tears you will not see the President’s marshal, 

  If you groan such groans you might balk the government cannon. 

 

  For shame old maniacs—bring down those toss’d arms, and let your 

      white hair be, 

  Here gape your great grandsons, their wives gaze at them from the windows, 

  See how well dress’d, see how orderly they conduct themselves. 

 

  Worse and worse—can’t you stand it? are you retreating? 

  Is this hour with the living too dead for you? 

 

  Retreat then—pell-mell! 

  To your graves—back—back to the hills old limpers! 

  I do not think you belong here anyhow. 

 

  But there is one thing that belongs here—shall I tell you what it 

      is, gentlemen of Boston? 

 

  I will whisper it to the Mayor, he shall send a committee to England, 

  They shall get a grant from the Parliament, go with a cart to the 

      royal vault, 

  Dig out King George’s coffin, unwrap him quick from the 

      graveclothes, box up his bones for a journey, 

  Find a swift Yankee clipper—here is freight for you, black-bellied clipper, 

  Up with your anchor—shake out your sails—steer straight toward 

      Boston bay. 



 

  Now call for the President’s marshal again, bring out the government cannon, 

  Fetch home the roarers from Congress, make another procession, 

      guard it with foot and dragoons. 

 

  This centre-piece for them; 

  Look, all orderly citizens—look from the windows, women! 

 

  The committee open the box, set up the regal ribs, glue those that 

      will not stay, 

  Clap the skull on top of the ribs, and clap a crown on top of the skull. 

  You have got your revenge, old buster—the crown is come to its own, 

      and more than its own. 

 

  Stick your hands in your pockets, Jonathan—you are a made man from 

      this day, 

  You are mighty cute—and here is one of your bargains. 

  



Europe [The 72d and 73d Years of These States] 

  Suddenly out of its stale and drowsy lair, the lair of slaves, 

  Like lightning it le’pt forth half startled at itself, 

  Its feet upon the ashes and the rags, its hands tight to the throats 

      of kings. 

 

  O hope and faith! 

  O aching close of exiled patriots’ lives! 

  O many a sicken’d heart! 

  Turn back unto this day and make yourselves afresh. 

 

  And you, paid to defile the People—you liars, mark! 

  Not for numberless agonies, murders, lusts, 

  For court thieving in its manifold mean forms, worming from his 

      simplicity the poor man’s wages, 

  For many a promise sworn by royal lips and broken and laugh’d at in 

      the breaking, 

 

  Then in their power not for all these did the blows strike revenge, 

      or the heads of the nobles fall; 

  The People scorn’d the ferocity of kings. 

 

  But the sweetness of mercy brew’d bitter destruction, and the 

      frighten’d monarchs come back, 

  Each comes in state with his train, hangman, priest, tax-gatherer, 

  Soldier, lawyer, lord, jailer, and sycophant. 

 

  Yet behind all lowering stealing, lo, a shape, 



  Vague as the night, draped interminably, head, front and form, in 

      scarlet folds, 

  Whose face and eyes none may see, 

  Out of its robes only this, the red robes lifted by the arm, 

  One finger crook’d pointed high over the top, like the head of a 

      snake appears. 

 

  Meanwhile corpses lie in new-made graves, bloody corpses of young men, 

  The rope of the gibbet hangs heavily, the bullets of princes are 

      flying, the creatures of power laugh aloud, 

  And all these things bear fruits, and they are good. 

 

  Those corpses of young men, 

  Those martyrs that hang from the gibbets, those hearts pierc’d by 

      the gray lead, 

  Cold and motionless as they seem live elsewhere with unslaughter’d vitality. 

 

  They live in other young men O kings! 

  They live in brothers again ready to defy you, 

  They were purified by death, they were taught and exalted. 

 

  Not a grave of the murder’d for freedom but grows seed for freedom, 

      in its turn to bear seed, 

  Which the winds carry afar and re-sow, and the rains and the snows nourish. 

 

  Not a disembodied spirit can the weapons of tyrants let loose, 

  But it stalks invisibly over the earth, whispering, counseling, cautioning. 

  Liberty, let others despair of you—I never despair of you. 



 

  Is the house shut? is the master away? 

  Nevertheless, be ready, be not weary of watching, 

  He will soon return, his messengers come anon. 

  



A Hand-Mirror 

  Hold it up sternly—see this it sends back, (who is it? is it you?) 

  Outside fair costume, within ashes and filth, 

  No more a flashing eye, no more a sonorous voice or springy step, 

  Now some slave’s eye, voice, hands, step, 

  A drunkard’s breath, unwholesome eater’s face, venerealee’s flesh, 

  Lungs rotting away piecemeal, stomach sour and cankerous, 

  Joints rheumatic, bowels clogged with abomination, 

  Blood circulating dark and poisonous streams, 

  Words babble, hearing and touch callous, 

  No brain, no heart left, no magnetism of sex; 

  Such from one look in this looking-glass ere you go hence, 

  Such a result so soon—and from such a beginning! 

  



Gods 

  Lover divine and perfect Comrade, 

  Waiting content, invisible yet, but certain, 

  Be thou my God. 

 

  Thou, thou, the Ideal Man, 

  Fair, able, beautiful, content, and loving, 

  Complete in body and dilate in spirit, 

  Be thou my God. 

 

  O Death, (for Life has served its turn,) 

  Opener and usher to the heavenly mansion, 

  Be thou my God. 

 

  Aught, aught of mightiest, best I see, conceive, or know, 

  (To break the stagnant tie—thee, thee to free, O soul,) 

  Be thou my God. 

 

  All great ideas, the races’ aspirations, 

  All heroisms, deeds of rapt enthusiasts, 

  Be ye my Gods. 

 

  Or Time and Space, 

  Or shape of Earth divine and wondrous, 

  Or some fair shape I viewing, worship, 

  Or lustrous orb of sun or star by night, 

  Be ye my Gods. 

  



Germs 

  Forms, qualities, lives, humanity, language, thoughts, 

  The ones known, and the ones unknown, the ones on the stars, 

  The stars themselves, some shaped, others unshaped, 

  Wonders as of those countries, the soil, trees, cities, inhabitants, 

      whatever they may be, 

  Splendid suns, the moons and rings, the countless combinations and effects, 

  Such-like, and as good as such-like, visible here or anywhere, stand 

      provided for a handful of space, which I extend my arm and 

      half enclose with my hand, 

  That containing the start of each and all, the virtue, the germs of all. 

  



Thoughts 

  Of ownership—as if one fit to own things could not at pleasure enter 

      upon all, and incorporate them into himself or herself; 

  Of vista—suppose some sight in arriere through the formative chaos, 

      presuming the growth, fulness, life, now attain’d on the journey, 

  (But I see the road continued, and the journey ever continued;) 

  Of what was once lacking on earth, and in due time has become 

      supplied—and of what will yet be supplied, 

  Because all I see and know I believe to have its main purport in 

      what will yet be supplied. 

When I Heard the Learn’d Astronomer 

 

  When I heard the learn’d astronomer, 

  When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns before me, 

  When I was shown the charts and diagrams, to add, divide, and measure them, 

  When I sitting heard the astronomer where he lectured with much 

      applause in the lecture-room, 

  How soon unaccountable I became tired and sick, 

  Till rising and gliding out I wander’d off by myself, 

  In the mystical moist night-air, and from time to time, 

  Look’d up in perfect silence at the stars. 

  



Perfections 

  Only themselves understand themselves and the like of themselves, 

  As souls only understand souls. 

  



O Me! O Life! 

  O me! O life! of the questions of these recurring, 

  Of the endless trains of the faithless, of cities fill’d with the foolish, 

  Of myself forever reproaching myself, (for who more foolish than I, 

      and who more faithless?) 

  Of eyes that vainly crave the light, of the objects mean, of the 

      struggle ever renew’d, 

  Of the poor results of all, of the plodding and sordid crowds I see 

      around me, 

  Of the empty and useless years of the rest, with the rest me intertwined, 

  The question, O me! so sad, recurring—What good amid these, O me, O life? 

 

       Answer. 

  That you are here—that life exists and identity, 

  That the powerful play goes on, and you may contribute a verse. 

  



To a President 

  All you are doing and saying is to America dangled mirages, 

  You have not learn’d of Nature—of the politics of Nature you have 

      not learn’d the great amplitude, rectitude, impartiality, 

  You have not seen that only such as they are for these States, 

  And that what is less than they must sooner or later lift off from 

      these States. 

  



I Sit and Look Out 

  I sit and look out upon all the sorrows of the world, and upon all 

      oppression and shame, 

  I hear secret convulsive sobs from young men at anguish with 

      themselves, remorseful after deeds done, 

  I see in low life the mother misused by her children, dying, 

      neglected, gaunt, desperate, 

  I see the wife misused by her husband, I see the treacherous seducer 

      of young women, 

  I mark the ranklings of jealousy and unrequited love attempted to be 

      hid, I see these sights on the earth, 

  I see the workings of battle, pestilence, tyranny, I see martyrs and 

      prisoners, 

  I observe a famine at sea, I observe the sailors casting lots who 

      shall be kill’d to preserve the lives of the rest, 

  I observe the slights and degradations cast by arrogant persons upon 

      laborers, the poor, and upon negroes, and the like; 

  All these—all the meanness and agony without end I sitting look out upon, 

  See, hear, and am silent. 

  



To Rich Givers 

  What you give me I cheerfully accept, 

  A little sustenance, a hut and garden, a little money, as I 

      rendezvous with my poems, 

  A traveler’s lodging and breakfast as journey through the States,— 

      why should I be ashamed to own such gifts? why to advertise for them? 

  For I myself am not one who bestows nothing upon man and woman, 

  For I bestow upon any man or woman the entrance to all the gifts of 

      the universe. 

  



The Dalliance of the Eagles 

  Skirting the river road, (my forenoon walk, my rest,) 

  Skyward in air a sudden muffled sound, the dalliance of the eagles, 

  The rushing amorous contact high in space together, 

  The clinching interlocking claws, a living, fierce, gyrating wheel, 

  Four beating wings, two beaks, a swirling mass tight grappling, 

  In tumbling turning clustering loops, straight downward falling, 

  Till o’er the river pois’d, the twain yet one, a moment’s lull, 

  A motionless still balance in the air, then parting, talons loosing, 

  Upward again on slow-firm pinions slanting, their separate diverse flight, 

  She hers, he his, pursuing. 

  



Roaming in Thought [After reading Hegel] 

  Roaming in thought over the Universe, I saw the little that is Good 

      steadily hastening towards immortality, 

  And the vast all that is call’d Evil I saw hastening to merge itself 

      and become lost and dead. 

  



A Farm Picture 

  Through the ample open door of the peaceful country barn, 

  A sunlit pasture field with cattle and horses feeding, 

  And haze and vista, and the far horizon fading away. 

  



A Child’s Amaze 

  Silent and amazed even when a little boy, 

  I remember I heard the preacher every Sunday put God in his statements, 

  As contending against some being or influence. 

  



The Runner 

  On a flat road runs the well-train’d runner, 

  He is lean and sinewy with muscular legs, 

  He is thinly clothed, he leans forward as he runs, 

  With lightly closed fists and arms partially rais’d. 

  



Beautiful Women 

  Women sit or move to and fro, some old, some young, 

  The young are beautiful—but the old are more beautiful than the young. 

  



Mother and Babe 

  I see the sleeping babe nestling the breast of its mother, 

  The sleeping mother and babe—hush’d, I study them long and long. 

  



Thought 

  Of obedience, faith, adhesiveness; 

  As I stand aloof and look there is to me something profoundly 

      affecting in large masses of men following the lead of those who 

      do not believe in men. 

  



Visor’d 

  A mask, a perpetual natural disguiser of herself, 

  Concealing her face, concealing her form, 

  Changes and transformations every hour, every moment, 

  Falling upon her even when she sleeps. 

  



Thought 

  Of justice—as If could be any thing but the same ample law, 

      expounded by natural judges and saviors, 

  As if it might be this thing or that thing, according to decisions. 

  



Gliding O’er all 

  Gliding o’er all, through all, 

  Through Nature, Time, and Space, 

  As a ship on the waters advancing, 

  The voyage of the soul—not life alone, 

  Death, many deaths I’ll sing. 

  



Hast Never Come to Thee an Hour 

  Hast never come to thee an hour, 

  A sudden gleam divine, precipitating, bursting all these bubbles, 

      fashions, wealth? 

  These eager business aims—books, politics, art, amours, 

  To utter nothingness? 

  



Thought 

  Of Equality—as if it harm’d me, giving others the same chances and 

      rights as myself—as if it were not indispensable to my own 

      rights that others possess the same. 

  



To Old Age 

  I see in you the estuary that enlarges and spreads itself grandly as 

      it pours in the great sea. 

  



Locations and Times 

  Locations and times—what is it in me that meets them all, whenever 

      and wherever, and makes me at home? 

  Forms, colors, densities, odors—what is it in me that corresponds 

      with them? 

  



Offerings 

  A thousand perfect men and women appear, 

  Around each gathers a cluster of friends, and gay children and 

      youths, with offerings. 

  



To The States [To Identify the 16th, 17th, or 18th Presidentiad] 

  Why reclining, interrogating? why myself and all drowsing? 

  What deepening twilight-scum floating atop of the waters, 

  Who are they as bats and night-dogs askant in the capitol? 

  What a filthy Presidentiad! (O South, your torrid suns! O North, 

      your arctic freezings!) 

  Are those really Congressmen? are those the great Judges? is that 

      the President? 

  Then I will sleep awhile yet, for I see that these States sleep, for 

      reasons; 

  (With gathering murk, with muttering thunder and lambent shoots we 

      all duly awake, 

  South, North, East, West, inland and seaboard, we will surely awake.) 

  



BOOK XXI. DRUM-TAPS 

First O Songs for a Prelude 

 

  First O songs for a prelude, 

  Lightly strike on the stretch’d tympanum pride and joy in my city, 

  How she led the rest to arms, how she gave the cue, 

  How at once with lithe limbs unwaiting a moment she sprang, 

  (O superb! O Manhattan, my own, my peerless! 

  O strongest you in the hour of danger, in crisis! O truer than steel!) 

  How you sprang—how you threw off the costumes of peace with 

      indifferent hand, 

  How your soft opera-music changed, and the drum and fife were heard 

      in their stead, 

  How you led to the war, (that shall serve for our prelude, songs of 

      soldiers,) 

  How Manhattan drum-taps led. 

 

  Forty years had I in my city seen soldiers parading, 

  Forty years as a pageant, till unawares the lady of this teeming and 

      turbulent city, 

  Sleepless amid her ships, her houses, her incalculable wealth, 

  With her million children around her, suddenly, 

  At dead of night, at news from the south, 

  Incens’d struck with clinch’d hand the pavement. 

 

  A shock electric, the night sustain’d it, 

  Till with ominous hum our hive at daybreak pour’d out its myriads. 

 



  From the houses then and the workshops, and through all the doorways, 

  Leapt they tumultuous, and lo! Manhattan arming. 

 

  To the drum-taps prompt, 

  The young men falling in and arming, 

  The mechanics arming, (the trowel, the jack-plane, the blacksmith’s 

      hammer, tost aside with precipitation,) 

  The lawyer leaving his office and arming, the judge leaving the court, 

  The driver deserting his wagon in the street, jumping down, throwing 

      the reins abruptly down on the horses’ backs, 

  The salesman leaving the store, the boss, book-keeper, porter, all leaving; 

  Squads gather everywhere by common consent and arm, 

  The new recruits, even boys, the old men show them how to wear their 

      accoutrements, they buckle the straps carefully, 

  Outdoors arming, indoors arming, the flash of the musket-barrels, 

  The white tents cluster in camps, the arm’d sentries around, the 

      sunrise cannon and again at sunset, 

  Arm’d regiments arrive every day, pass through the city, and embark 

      from the wharves, 

  (How good they look as they tramp down to the river, sweaty, with 

      their guns on their shoulders! 

  How I love them! how I could hug them, with their brown faces and 

      their clothes and knapsacks cover’d with dust!) 

  The blood of the city up-arm’d! arm’d! the cry everywhere, 

  The flags flung out from the steeples of churches and from all the 

      public buildings and stores, 

  The tearful parting, the mother kisses her son, the son kisses his mother, 

  (Loth is the mother to part, yet not a word does she speak to detain him,) 



  The tumultuous escort, the ranks of policemen preceding, clearing the way, 

  The unpent enthusiasm, the wild cheers of the crowd for their favorites, 

  The artillery, the silent cannons bright as gold, drawn along, 

      rumble lightly over the stones, 

  (Silent cannons, soon to cease your silence, 

  Soon unlimber’d to begin the red business;) 

  All the mutter of preparation, all the determin’d arming, 

  The hospital service, the lint, bandages and medicines, 

  The women volunteering for nurses, the work begun for in earnest, no 

      mere parade now; 

  War! an arm’d race is advancing! the welcome for battle, no turning away! 

  War! be it weeks, months, or years, an arm’d race is advancing to 

      welcome it. 

 

  Mannahatta a-march—and it’s O to sing it well! 

  It’s O for a manly life in the camp. 

 

  And the sturdy artillery, 

  The guns bright as gold, the work for giants, to serve well the guns, 

  Unlimber them! (no more as the past forty years for salutes for 

      courtesies merely, 

  Put in something now besides powder and wadding.) 

 

  And you lady of ships, you Mannahatta, 

  Old matron of this proud, friendly, turbulent city, 

  Often in peace and wealth you were pensive or covertly frown’d amid 

      all your children, 

  But now you smile with joy exulting old Mannahatta. 



  



Eighteen Sixty-One 

  Arm’d year—year of the struggle, 

  No dainty rhymes or sentimental love verses for you terrible year, 

  Not you as some pale poetling seated at a desk lisping cadenzas piano, 

  But as a strong man erect, clothed in blue clothes, advancing, 

      carrying rifle on your shoulder, 

  With well-gristled body and sunburnt face and hands, with a knife in 

      the belt at your side, 

  As I heard you shouting loud, your sonorous voice ringing across the 

      continent, 

  Your masculine voice O year, as rising amid the great cities, 

  Amid the men of Manhattan I saw you as one of the workmen, the 

      dwellers in Manhattan, 

  Or with large steps crossing the prairies out of Illinois and Indiana, 

  Rapidly crossing the West with springy gait and descending the Allghanies, 

  Or down from the great lakes or in Pennsylvania, or on deck along 

      the Ohio river, 

  Or southward along the Tennessee or Cumberland rivers, or at 

      Chattanooga on the mountain top, 

  Saw I your gait and saw I your sinewy limbs clothed in blue, bearing 

      weapons, robust year, 

  Heard your determin’d voice launch’d forth again and again, 

  Year that suddenly sang by the mouths of the round-lipp’d cannon, 

  I repeat you, hurrying, crashing, sad, distracted year. 

  



Beat! Beat! Drums! 

  Beat! beat! drums!—blow! bugles! blow! 

  Through the windows—through doors—burst like a ruthless force, 

  Into the solemn church, and scatter the congregation, 

  Into the school where the scholar is studying; 

  Leave not the bridegroom quiet—no happiness must he have now with 

      his bride, 

  Nor the peaceful farmer any peace, ploughing his field or gathering 

      his grain, 

  So fierce you whirr and pound you drums—so shrill you bugles blow. 

 

  Beat! beat! drums!—blow! bugles! blow! 

  Over the traffic of cities—over the rumble of wheels in the streets; 

  Are beds prepared for sleepers at night in the houses? no sleepers 

      must sleep in those beds, 

  No bargainers’ bargains by day—no brokers or speculators—would 

      they continue? 

  Would the talkers be talking? would the singer attempt to sing? 

  Would the lawyer rise in the court to state his case before the judge? 

  Then rattle quicker, heavier drums—you bugles wilder blow. 

 

  Beat! beat! drums!—blow! bugles! blow! 

  Make no parley—stop for no expostulation, 

  Mind not the timid—mind not the weeper or prayer, 

  Mind not the old man beseeching the young man, 

  Let not the child’s voice be heard, nor the mother’s entreaties, 

  Make even the trestles to shake the dead where they lie awaiting the 

      hearses, 



  So strong you thump O terrible drums—so loud you bugles blow. 

  



From Paumanok Starting I Fly Like a Bird 

  From Paumanok starting I fly like a bird, 

  Around and around to soar to sing the idea of all, 

  To the north betaking myself to sing there arctic songs, 

  To Kanada till I absorb Kanada in myself, to Michigan then, 

  To Wisconsin, Iowa, Minnesota, to sing their songs, (they are inimitable;) 

  Then to Ohio and Indiana to sing theirs, to Missouri and Kansas and 

      Arkansas to sing theirs, 

  To Tennessee and Kentucky, to the Carolinas and Georgia to sing theirs, 

  To Texas and so along up toward California, to roam accepted everywhere; 

  To sing first, (to the tap of the war-drum if need be,) 

  The idea of all, of the Western world one and inseparable, 

  And then the song of each member of these States. 

  



Song of the Banner at Daybreak 

       Poet: 

  O A new song, a free song, 

  Flapping, flapping, flapping, flapping, by sounds, by voices clearer, 

  By the wind’s voice and that of the drum, 

  By the banner’s voice and child’s voice and sea’s voice and father’s voice, 

  Low on the ground and high in the air, 

  On the ground where father and child stand, 

  In the upward air where their eyes turn, 

  Where the banner at daybreak is flapping. 

 

  Words! book-words! what are you? 

  Words no more, for hearken and see, 

  My song is there in the open air, and I must sing, 

  With the banner and pennant a-flapping. 

 

  I’ll weave the chord and twine in, 

  Man’s desire and babe’s desire, I’ll twine them in, I’ll put in life, 

  I’ll put the bayonet’s flashing point, I’ll let bullets and slugs whizz, 

  (As one carrying a symbol and menace far into the future, 

  Crying with trumpet voice, Arouse and beware! Beware and arouse!) 

  I’ll pour the verse with streams of blood, full of volition, full of joy, 

  Then loosen, launch forth, to go and compete, 

  With the banner and pennant a-flapping. 

 

       Pennant: 

  Come up here, bard, bard, 

  Come up here, soul, soul, 



  Come up here, dear little child, 

  To fly in the clouds and winds with me, and play with the measureless light. 

 

       Child: 

  Father what is that in the sky beckoning to me with long finger? 

  And what does it say to me all the while? 

 

       Father: 

  Nothing my babe you see in the sky, 

  And nothing at all to you it says—but look you my babe, 

  Look at these dazzling things in the houses, and see you the money- 

      shops opening, 

  And see you the vehicles preparing to crawl along the streets with goods; 

  These, ah these, how valued and toil’d for these! 

  How envied by all the earth. 

 

       Poet: 

  Fresh and rosy red the sun is mounting high, 

  On floats the sea in distant blue careering through its channels, 

  On floats the wind over the breast of the sea setting in toward land, 

  The great steady wind from west or west-by-south, 

  Floating so buoyant with milk-white foam on the waters. 

 

  But I am not the sea nor the red sun, 

  I am not the wind with girlish laughter, 

  Not the immense wind which strengthens, not the wind which lashes, 

  Not the spirit that ever lashes its own body to terror and death, 

  But I am that which unseen comes and sings, sings, sings, 



  Which babbles in brooks and scoots in showers on the land, 

  Which the birds know in the woods mornings and evenings, 

  And the shore-sands know and the hissing wave, and that banner and pennant, 

  Aloft there flapping and flapping. 

 

       Child: 

  O father it is alive—it is full of people—it has children, 

  O now it seems to me it is talking to its children, 

  I hear it—it talks to me—O it is wonderful! 

  O it stretches—it spreads and runs so fast—O my father, 

  It is so broad it covers the whole sky. 

 

       Father: 

  Cease, cease, my foolish babe, 

  What you are saying is sorrowful to me, much ’t displeases me; 

  Behold with the rest again I say, behold not banners and pennants aloft, 

  But the well-prepared pavements behold, and mark the solid-wall’d houses. 

 

       Banner and Pennant: 

  Speak to the child O bard out of Manhattan, 

  To our children all, or north or south of Manhattan, 

  Point this day, leaving all the rest, to us over all—and yet we know 

      not why, 

  For what are we, mere strips of cloth profiting nothing, 

  Only flapping in the wind? 

      Poet: 

  I hear and see not strips of cloth alone, 

  I hear the tramp of armies, I hear the challenging sentry, 



  I hear the jubilant shouts of millions of men, I hear Liberty! 

  I hear the drums beat and the trumpets blowing, 

  I myself move abroad swift-rising flying then, 

  I use the wings of the land-bird and use the wings of the sea-bird, 

      and look down as from a height, 

  I do not deny the precious results of peace, I see populous cities 

      with wealth incalculable, 

  I see numberless farms, I see the farmers working in their fields or barns, 

  I see mechanics working, I see buildings everywhere founded, going 

      up, or finish’d, 

  I see trains of cars swiftly speeding along railroad tracks drawn by 

      the locomotives, 

  I see the stores, depots, of Boston, Baltimore, Charleston, New Orleans, 

  I see far in the West the immense area of grain, I dwell awhile hovering, 

  I pass to the lumber forests of the North, and again to the Southern 

      plantation, and again to California; 

  Sweeping the whole I see the countless profit, the busy gatherings, 

      earn’d wages, 

  See the Identity formed out of thirty-eight spacious and haughty 

      States, (and many more to come,) 

  See forts on the shores of harbors, see ships sailing in and out; 

  Then over all, (aye! aye!) my little and lengthen’d pennant shaped 

      like a sword, 

  Runs swiftly up indicating war and defiance—and now the halyards 

      have rais’d it, 

  Side of my banner broad and blue, side of my starry banner, 

  Discarding peace over all the sea and land. 

 



       Banner and Pennant: 

  Yet louder, higher, stronger, bard! yet farther, wider cleave! 

  No longer let our children deem us riches and peace alone, 

  We may be terror and carnage, and are so now, 

  Not now are we any one of these spacious and haughty States, (nor 

      any five, nor ten,) 

  Nor market nor depot we, nor money-bank in the city, 

  But these and all, and the brown and spreading land, and the mines 

      below, are ours, 

  And the shores of the sea are ours, and the rivers great and small, 

  And the fields they moisten, and the crops and the fruits are ours, 

  Bays and channels and ships sailing in and out are ours—while we over all, 

  Over the area spread below, the three or four millions of square 

      miles, the capitals, 

  The forty millions of people,—O bard! in life and death supreme, 

  We, even we, henceforth flaunt out masterful, high up above, 

  Not for the present alone, for a thousand years chanting through you, 

  This song to the soul of one poor little child. 

 

       Child: 

  O my father I like not the houses, 

  They will never to me be any thing, nor do I like money, 

  But to mount up there I would like, O father dear, that banner I like, 

  That pennant I would be and must be. 

 

       Father: 

  Child of mine you fill me with anguish, 

  To be that pennant would be too fearful, 



  Little you know what it is this day, and after this day, forever, 

  It is to gain nothing, but risk and defy every thing, 

  Forward to stand in front of wars—and O, such wars!—what have you 

      to do with them? 

  With passions of demons, slaughter, premature death? 

 

       Banner: 

  Demons and death then I sing, 

  Put in all, aye all will I, sword-shaped pennant for war, 

  And a pleasure new and ecstatic, and the prattled yearning of children, 

  Blent with the sounds of the peaceful land and the liquid wash of the sea, 

  And the black ships fighting on the sea envelop’d in smoke, 

  And the icy cool of the far, far north, with rustling cedars and pines, 

  And the whirr of drums and the sound of soldiers marching, and the 

      hot sun shining south, 

  And the beach-waves combing over the beach on my Eastern shore, 

      and my Western shore the same, 

  And all between those shores, and my ever running Mississippi with 

      bends and chutes, 

  And my Illinois fields, and my Kansas fields, and my fields of Missouri, 

  The Continent, devoting the whole identity without reserving an atom, 

  Pour in! whelm that which asks, which sings, with all and the yield of all, 

  Fusing and holding, claiming, devouring the whole, 

  No more with tender lip, nor musical labial sound, 

  But out of the night emerging for good, our voice persuasive no more, 

  Croaking like crows here in the wind. 

 

       Poet: 



  My limbs, my veins dilate, my theme is clear at last, 

  Banner so broad advancing out of the night, I sing you haughty and resolute, 

  I burst through where I waited long, too long, deafen’d and blinded, 

  My hearing and tongue are come to me, (a little child taught me,) 

  I hear from above O pennant of war your ironical call and demand, 

  Insensate! insensate! (yet I at any rate chant you,) O banner! 

  Not houses of peace indeed are you, nor any nor all their 

      prosperity, (if need be, you shall again have every one of those 

      houses to destroy them, 

  You thought not to destroy those valuable houses, standing fast, 

      full of comfort, built with money, 

  May they stand fast, then? not an hour except you above them and all 

      stand fast;) 

  O banner, not money so precious are you, not farm produce you, nor 

      the material good nutriment, 

  Nor excellent stores, nor landed on wharves from the ships, 

  Not the superb ships with sail-power or steam-power, fetching and 

      carrying cargoes, 

  Nor machinery, vehicles, trade, nor revenues—but you as henceforth 

      I see you, 

  Running up out of the night, bringing your cluster of stars, 

      (ever-enlarging stars,) 

  Divider of daybreak you, cutting the air, touch’d by the sun, 

      measuring the sky, 

  (Passionately seen and yearn’d for by one poor little child, 

  While others remain busy or smartly talking, forever teaching 

      thrift, thrift;) 

  O you up there! O pennant! where you undulate like a snake hissing 



      so curious, 

  Out of reach, an idea only, yet furiously fought for, risking bloody 

      death, loved by me, 

  So loved—O you banner leading the day with stars brought from the night! 

  Valueless, object of eyes, over all and demanding all—(absolute 

      owner of all)—O banner and pennant! 

  I too leave the rest—great as it is, it is nothing—houses, machines 

      are nothing—I see them not, 

  I see but you, O warlike pennant! O banner so broad, with stripes, 

      sing you only, 

  Flapping up there in the wind. 

  



Rise O Days from Your Fathomless Deeps 

       1 

  Rise O days from your fathomless deeps, till you loftier, fiercer sweep, 

  Long for my soul hungering gymnastic I devour’d what the earth gave me, 

  Long I roam’d amid the woods of the north, long I watch’d Niagara pouring, 

  I travel’d the prairies over and slept on their breast, I cross’d 

      the Nevadas, I cross’d the plateaus, 

  I ascended the towering rocks along the Pacific, I sail’d out to sea, 

  I sail’d through the storm, I was refresh’d by the storm, 

  I watch’d with joy the threatening maws of the waves, 

 

  I mark’d the white combs where they career’d so high, curling over, 

  I heard the wind piping, I saw the black clouds, 

  Saw from below what arose and mounted, (O superb! O wild as my 

      heart, and powerful!) 

  Heard the continuous thunder as it bellow’d after the lightning, 

  Noted the slender and jagged threads of lightning as sudden and 

      fast amid the din they chased each other across the sky; 

  These, and such as these, I, elate, saw—saw with wonder, yet pensive 

      and masterful, 

  All the menacing might of the globe uprisen around me, 

  Yet there with my soul I fed, I fed content, supercilious. 

 

       2 

  ’Twas well, O soul—’twas a good preparation you gave me, 

  Now we advance our latent and ampler hunger to fill, 

  Now we go forth to receive what the earth and the sea never gave us, 

  Not through the mighty woods we go, but through the mightier cities, 



  Something for us is pouring now more than Niagara pouring, 

  Torrents of men, (sources and rills of the Northwest are you indeed 

      inexhaustible?) 

  What, to pavements and homesteads here, what were those storms of 

      the mountains and sea? 

  What, to passions I witness around me to-day? was the sea risen? 

  Was the wind piping the pipe of death under the black clouds? 

  Lo! from deeps more unfathomable, something more deadly and savage, 

  Manhattan rising, advancing with menacing front—Cincinnati, Chicago, 

      unchain’d; 

  What was that swell I saw on the ocean? behold what comes here, 

  How it climbs with daring feet and hands—how it dashes! 

  How the true thunder bellows after the lightning—how bright the 

      flashes of lightning! 

  How Democracy with desperate vengeful port strides on, shown 

      through the dark by those flashes of lightning! 

  (Yet a mournful wall and low sob I fancied I heard through the dark, 

  In a lull of the deafening confusion.) 

 

       3 

  Thunder on! stride on, Democracy! strike with vengeful stroke! 

  And do you rise higher than ever yet O days, O cities! 

  Crash heavier, heavier yet O storms! you have done me good, 

  My soul prepared in the mountains absorbs your immortal strong nutriment, 

  Long had I walk’d my cities, my country roads through farms, only 

      half satisfied, 

  One doubt nauseous undulating like a snake, crawl’d on the ground before me, 

  Continually preceding my steps, turning upon me oft, ironically hissing low; 



  The cities I loved so well I abandon’d and left, I sped to the 

      certainties suitable to me, 

  Hungering, hungering, hungering, for primal energies and Nature’s 

      dauntlessness, 

  I refresh’d myself with it only, I could relish it only, 

  I waited the bursting forth of the pent fire—on the water and air 

      waited long; 

  But now I no longer wait, I am fully satisfied, I am glutted, 

  I have witness’d the true lightning, I have witness’d my cities electric, 

  I have lived to behold man burst forth and warlike America rise, 

  Hence I will seek no more the food of the northern solitary wilds, 

  No more the mountains roam or sail the stormy sea. 

  



Virginia—The West 

  The noble sire fallen on evil days, 

  I saw with hand uplifted, menacing, brandishing, 

  (Memories of old in abeyance, love and faith in abeyance,) 

  The insane knife toward the Mother of All. 

 

  The noble son on sinewy feet advancing, 

  I saw, out of the land of prairies, land of Ohio’s waters and of Indiana, 

  To the rescue the stalwart giant hurry his plenteous offspring, 

  Drest in blue, bearing their trusty rifles on their shoulders. 

 

  Then the Mother of All with calm voice speaking, 

  As to you Rebellious, (I seemed to hear her say,) why strive against 

      me, and why seek my life? 

  When you yourself forever provide to defend me? 

  For you provided me Washington—and now these also. 

  



City of Ships 

  City of ships! 

  (O the black ships! O the fierce ships! 

  O the beautiful sharp-bow’d steam-ships and sail-ships!) 

  City of the world! (for all races are here, 

  All the lands of the earth make contributions here;) 

  City of the sea! city of hurried and glittering tides! 

  City whose gleeful tides continually rush or recede, whirling in and 

      out with eddies and foam! 

  City of wharves and stores—city of tall facades of marble and iron! 

  Proud and passionate city—mettlesome, mad, extravagant city! 

  Spring up O city—not for peace alone, but be indeed yourself, warlike! 

  Fear not—submit to no models but your own O city! 

  Behold me—incarnate me as I have incarnated you! 

  I have rejected nothing you offer’d me—whom you adopted I have adopted, 

  Good or bad I never question you—I love all—I do not condemn any thing, 

  I chant and celebrate all that is yours—yet peace no more, 

  In peace I chanted peace, but now the drum of war is mine, 

  War, red war is my song through your streets, O city! 

  



The Centenarian’s Story 

       [Volunteer of 1861-2, at Washington Park, Brooklyn, assisting 

       the Centenarian.] 

  Give me your hand old Revolutionary, 

  The hill-top is nigh, but a few steps, (make room gentlemen,) 

  Up the path you have follow’d me well, spite of your hundred and 

      extra years, 

  You can walk old man, though your eyes are almost done, 

  Your faculties serve you, and presently I must have them serve me. 

 

  Rest, while I tell what the crowd around us means, 

  On the plain below recruits are drilling and exercising, 

  There is the camp, one regiment departs to-morrow, 

  Do you hear the officers giving their orders? 

  Do you hear the clank of the muskets? 

  Why what comes over you now old man? 

  Why do you tremble and clutch my hand so convulsively? 

  The troops are but drilling, they are yet surrounded with smiles, 

  Around them at hand the well-drest friends and the women, 

  While splendid and warm the afternoon sun shines down, 

  Green the midsummer verdure and fresh blows the dallying breeze, 

  O’er proud and peaceful cities and arm of the sea between. 

 

  But drill and parade are over, they march back to quarters, 

  Only hear that approval of hands! hear what a clapping! 

 

  As wending the crowds now part and disperse—but we old man, 

  Not for nothing have I brought you hither—we must remain, 



  You to speak in your turn, and I to listen and tell. 

 

       [The Centenarian] 

  When I clutch’d your hand it was not with terror, 

  But suddenly pouring about me here on every side, 

  And below there where the boys were drilling, and up the slopes they ran, 

  And where tents are pitch’d, and wherever you see south and south- 

      east and south-west, 

  Over hills, across lowlands, and in the skirts of woods, 

  And along the shores, in mire (now fill’d over) came again and 

      suddenly raged, 

  As eighty-five years agone no mere parade receiv’d with applause of friends, 

  But a battle which I took part in myself—aye, long ago as it is, I 

      took part in it, 

  Walking then this hilltop, this same ground. 

 

  Aye, this is the ground, 

  My blind eyes even as I speak behold it re-peopled from graves, 

  The years recede, pavements and stately houses disappear, 

  Rude forts appear again, the old hoop’d guns are mounted, 

  I see the lines of rais’d earth stretching from river to bay, 

  I mark the vista of waters, I mark the uplands and slopes; 

  Here we lay encamp’d, it was this time in summer also. 

 

  As I talk I remember all, I remember the Declaration, 

  It was read here, the whole army paraded, it was read to us here, 

  By his staff surrounded the General stood in the middle, he held up 

      his unsheath’d sword, 



  It glitter’d in the sun in full sight of the army. 

 

  ’Twas a bold act then—the English war-ships had just arrived, 

  We could watch down the lower bay where they lay at anchor, 

  And the transports swarming with soldiers. 

 

  A few days more and they landed, and then the battle. 

 

  Twenty thousand were brought against us, 

  A veteran force furnish’d with good artillery. 

 

  I tell not now the whole of the battle, 

  But one brigade early in the forenoon order’d forward to engage the 

      red-coats, 

  Of that brigade I tell, and how steadily it march’d, 

  And how long and well it stood confronting death. 

 

  Who do you think that was marching steadily sternly confronting death? 

  It was the brigade of the youngest men, two thousand strong, 

  Rais’d in Virginia and Maryland, and most of them known personally 

      to the General. 

 

  Jauntily forward they went with quick step toward Gowanus’ waters, 

  Till of a sudden unlook’d for by defiles through the woods, gain’d at night, 

  The British advancing, rounding in from the east, fiercely playing 

      their guns, 

  That brigade of the youngest was cut off and at the enemy’s mercy. 

 



  The General watch’d them from this hill, 

  They made repeated desperate attempts to burst their environment, 

  Then drew close together, very compact, their flag flying in the middle, 

  But O from the hills how the cannon were thinning and thinning them! 

 

  It sickens me yet, that slaughter! 

  I saw the moisture gather in drops on the face of the General. 

  I saw how he wrung his hands in anguish. 

 

  Meanwhile the British manœuvr’d to draw us out for a pitch’d battle, 

  But we dared not trust the chances of a pitch’d battle. 

 

  We fought the fight in detachments, 

  Sallying forth we fought at several points, but in each the luck was 

      against us, 

  Our foe advancing, steadily getting the best of it, push’d us back 

      to the works on this hill, 

  Till we turn’d menacing here, and then he left us. 

 

  That was the going out of the brigade of the youngest men, two thousand 

      strong, 

  Few return’d, nearly all remain in Brooklyn. 

 

  That and here my General’s first battle, 

  No women looking on nor sunshine to bask in, it did not conclude 

      with applause, 

  Nobody clapp’d hands here then. 

 



  But in darkness in mist on the ground under a chill rain, 

  Wearied that night we lay foil’d and sullen, 

  While scornfully laugh’d many an arrogant lord off against us encamp’d, 

  Quite within hearing, feasting, clinking wineglasses together over 

      their victory. 

 

  So dull and damp and another day, 

  But the night of that, mist lifting, rain ceasing, 

  Silent as a ghost while they thought they were sure of him, my 

      General retreated. 

 

  I saw him at the river-side, 

  Down by the ferry lit by torches, hastening the embarcation; 

  My General waited till the soldiers and wounded were all pass’d over, 

  And then, (it was just ere sunrise,) these eyes rested on him for 

      the last time. 

 

  Every one else seem’d fill’d with gloom, 

  Many no doubt thought of capitulation. 

 

  But when my General pass’d me, 

  As he stood in his boat and look’d toward the coming sun, 

  I saw something different from capitulation. 

 

       [Terminus] 

  Enough, the Centenarian’s story ends, 

  The two, the past and present, have interchanged, 

  I myself as connecter, as chansonnier of a great future, am now speaking. 



 

  And is this the ground Washington trod? 

  And these waters I listlessly daily cross, are these the waters he cross’d, 

  As resolute in defeat as other generals in their proudest triumphs? 

 

  I must copy the story, and send it eastward and westward, 

  I must preserve that look as it beam’d on you rivers of Brooklyn. 

 

  See—as the annual round returns the phantoms return, 

  It is the 27th of August and the British have landed, 

  The battle begins and goes against us, behold through the smoke 

      Washington’s face, 

  The brigade of Virginia and Maryland have march’d forth to intercept 

      the enemy, 

  They are cut off, murderous artillery from the hills plays upon them, 

  Rank after rank falls, while over them silently droops the flag, 

  Baptized that day in many a young man’s bloody wounds. 

  In death, defeat, and sisters’, mothers’ tears. 

 

  Ah, hills and slopes of Brooklyn! I perceive you are more valuable 

      than your owners supposed; 

  In the midst of you stands an encampment very old, 

  Stands forever the camp of that dead brigade. 

  



Cavalry Crossing a Ford 

  A line in long array where they wind betwixt green islands, 

  They take a serpentine course, their arms flash in the sun—hark to 

      the musical clank, 

  Behold the silvery river, in it the splashing horses loitering stop 

      to drink, 

  Behold the brown-faced men, each group, each person a picture, the 

      negligent rest on the saddles, 

  Some emerge on the opposite bank, others are just entering the ford—while, 

  Scarlet and blue and snowy white, 

  The guidon flags flutter gayly in the wind. 

  



Bivouac on a Mountain Side 

  I see before me now a traveling army halting, 

  Below a fertile valley spread, with barns and the orchards of summer, 

  Behind, the terraced sides of a mountain, abrupt, in places rising high, 

  Broken, with rocks, with clinging cedars, with tall shapes dingily seen, 

  The numerous camp-fires scatter’d near and far, some away up on the 

      mountain, 

  The shadowy forms of men and horses, looming, large-sized, flickering, 

  And over all the sky—the sky! far, far out of reach, studded, 

      breaking out, the eternal stars. 

  



An Army Corps on the March 

  With its cloud of skirmishers in advance, 

  With now the sound of a single shot snapping like a whip, and now an 

      irregular volley, 

  The swarming ranks press on and on, the dense brigades press on, 

  Glittering dimly, toiling under the sun—the dust-cover’d men, 

  In columns rise and fall to the undulations of the ground, 

  With artillery interspers’d—the wheels rumble, the horses sweat, 

  As the army corps advances. 

  



By the Bivouac’s Fitful Flame 

  By the bivouac’s fitful flame, 

  A procession winding around me, solemn and sweet and slow—but 

      first I note, 

  The tents of the sleeping army, the fields’ and woods’ dim outline, 

  The darkness lit by spots of kindled fire, the silence, 

  Like a phantom far or near an occasional figure moving, 

  The shrubs and trees, (as I lift my eyes they seem to be stealthily 

      watching me,) 

  While wind in procession thoughts, O tender and wondrous thoughts, 

  Of life and death, of home and the past and loved, and of those that 

      are far away; 

  A solemn and slow procession there as I sit on the ground, 

  By the bivouac’s fitful flame. 

  



Come Up from the Fields Father 

  Come up from the fields father, here’s a letter from our Pete, 

  And come to the front door mother, here’s a letter from thy dear son. 

 

  Lo, ’tis autumn, 

  Lo, where the trees, deeper green, yellower and redder, 

  Cool and sweeten Ohio’s villages with leaves fluttering in the 

      moderate wind, 

  Where apples ripe in the orchards hang and grapes on the trellis’d vines, 

  (Smell you the smell of the grapes on the vines? 

  Smell you the buckwheat where the bees were lately buzzing?) 

 

  Above all, lo, the sky so calm, so transparent after the rain, and 

      with wondrous clouds, 

  Below too, all calm, all vital and beautiful, and the farm prospers well. 

 

  Down in the fields all prospers well, 

  But now from the fields come father, come at the daughter’s call. 

  And come to the entry mother, to the front door come right away. 

 

  Fast as she can she hurries, something ominous, her steps trembling, 

  She does not tarry to smooth her hair nor adjust her cap. 

 

  Open the envelope quickly, 

  O this is not our son’s writing, yet his name is sign’d, 

  O a strange hand writes for our dear son, O stricken mother’s soul! 

  All swims before her eyes, flashes with black, she catches the main 

      words only, 



  Sentences broken, gunshot wound in the breast, cavalry skirmish, 

      taken to hospital, 

  At present low, but will soon be better. 

 

  Ah now the single figure to me, 

  Amid all teeming and wealthy Ohio with all its cities and farms, 

  Sickly white in the face and dull in the head, very faint, 

  By the jamb of a door leans. 

 

  Grieve not so, dear mother, (the just-grown daughter speaks through 

      her sobs, 

  The little sisters huddle around speechless and dismay’d,) 

  See, dearest mother, the letter says Pete will soon be better. 

 

  Alas poor boy, he will never be better, (nor may-be needs to be 

      better, that brave and simple soul,) 

  While they stand at home at the door he is dead already, 

  The only son is dead. 

 

  But the mother needs to be better, 

  She with thin form presently drest in black, 

  By day her meals untouch’d, then at night fitfully sleeping, often waking, 

  In the midnight waking, weeping, longing with one deep longing, 

  O that she might withdraw unnoticed, silent from life escape and withdraw, 

  To follow, to seek, to be with her dear dead son. 

  



Vigil Strange I Kept on the Field One Night 

  Vigil strange I kept on the field one night; 

  When you my son and my comrade dropt at my side that day, 

  One look I but gave which your dear eyes return’d with a look I 

      shall never forget, 

  One touch of your hand to mine O boy, reach’d up as you lay on the ground, 

  Then onward I sped in the battle, the even-contested battle, 

  Till late in the night reliev’d to the place at last again I made my way, 

  Found you in death so cold dear comrade, found your body son of 

      responding kisses, (never again on earth responding,) 

  Bared your face in the starlight, curious the scene, cool blew the 

      moderate night-wind, 

  Long there and then in vigil I stood, dimly around me the 

      battlefield spreading, 

  Vigil wondrous and vigil sweet there in the fragrant silent night, 

  But not a tear fell, not even a long-drawn sigh, long, long I gazed, 

  Then on the earth partially reclining sat by your side leaning my 

      chin in my hands, 

  Passing sweet hours, immortal and mystic hours with you dearest 

      comrade—not a tear, not a word, 

  Vigil of silence, love and death, vigil for you my son and my soldier, 

  As onward silently stars aloft, eastward new ones upward stole, 

  Vigil final for you brave boy, (I could not save you, swift was your death, 

  I faithfully loved you and cared for you living, I think we shall 

      surely meet again,) 

  Till at latest lingering of the night, indeed just as the dawn appear’d, 

  My comrade I wrapt in his blanket, envelop’d well his form, 

  Folded the blanket well, tucking it carefully over head and 



      carefully under feet, 

  And there and then and bathed by the rising sun, my son in his 

      grave, in his rude-dug grave I deposited, 

  Ending my vigil strange with that, vigil of night and battle-field dim, 

  Vigil for boy of responding kisses, (never again on earth responding,) 

  Vigil for comrade swiftly slain, vigil I never forget, how as day 

      brighten’d, 

  I rose from the chill ground and folded my soldier well in his blanket, 

  And buried him where he fell. 

  



A March in the Ranks Hard-Prest, and the Road Unknown 

  A march in the ranks hard-prest, and the road unknown, 

  A route through a heavy wood with muffled steps in the darkness, 

  Our army foil’d with loss severe, and the sullen remnant retreating, 

  Till after midnight glimmer upon us the lights of a dim-lighted building, 

  We come to an open space in the woods, and halt by the dim-lighted building, 

  ’Tis a large old church at the crossing roads, now an impromptu hospital, 

  Entering but for a minute I see a sight beyond all the pictures and 

      poems ever made, 

  Shadows of deepest, deepest black, just lit by moving candles and lamps, 

  And by one great pitchy torch stationary with wild red flame and 

      clouds of smoke, 

  By these, crowds, groups of forms vaguely I see on the floor, some 

      in the pews laid down, 

  At my feet more distinctly a soldier, a mere lad, in danger of 

      bleeding to death, (he is shot in the abdomen,) 

  I stanch the blood temporarily, (the youngster’s face is white as a lily,) 

  Then before I depart I sweep my eyes o’er the scene fain to absorb it all, 

  Faces, varieties, postures beyond description, most in obscurity, 

      some of them dead, 

  Surgeons operating, attendants holding lights, the smell of ether, 

      odor of blood, 

  The crowd, O the crowd of the bloody forms, the yard outside also fill’d, 

  Some on the bare ground, some on planks or stretchers, some in the 

      death-spasm sweating, 

  An occasional scream or cry, the doctor’s shouted orders or calls, 

  The glisten of the little steel instruments catching the glint of 

      the torches, 



  These I resume as I chant, I see again the forms, I smell the odor, 

  Then hear outside the orders given, Fall in, my men, fall in; 

  But first I bend to the dying lad, his eyes open, a half-smile gives he me, 

  Then the eyes close, calmly close, and I speed forth to the darkness, 

  Resuming, marching, ever in darkness marching, on in the ranks, 

  The unknown road still marching. 

  



A Sight in Camp in the Daybreak Gray and Dim 

  A sight in camp in the daybreak gray and dim, 

  As from my tent I emerge so early sleepless, 

  As slow I walk in the cool fresh air the path near by the hospital tent, 

  Three forms I see on stretchers lying, brought out there untended lying, 

  Over each the blanket spread, ample brownish woolen blanket, 

  Gray and heavy blanket, folding, covering all. 

 

  Curious I halt and silent stand, 

  Then with light fingers I from the face of the nearest the first 

      just lift the blanket; 

  Who are you elderly man so gaunt and grim, with well-gray’d hair, 

      and flesh all sunken about the eyes? 

  Who are you my dear comrade? 

  Then to the second I step—and who are you my child and darling? 

  Who are you sweet boy with cheeks yet blooming? 

  Then to the third—a face nor child nor old, very calm, as of 

      beautiful yellow-white ivory; 

  Young man I think I know you—I think this face is the face of the 

      Christ himself, 

  Dead and divine and brother of all, and here again he lies. 

  



As Toilsome I Wander’d Virginia’s Woods 

  As toilsome I wander’d Virginia’s woods, 

  To the music of rustling leaves kick’d by my feet, (for ’twas autumn,) 

  I mark’d at the foot of a tree the grave of a soldier; 

  Mortally wounded he and buried on the retreat, (easily all could 

      understand,) 

  The halt of a mid-day hour, when up! no time to lose—yet this sign left, 

  On a tablet scrawl’d and nail’d on the tree by the grave, 

  Bold, cautious, true, and my loving comrade. 

 

  Long, long I muse, then on my way go wandering, 

  Many a changeful season to follow, and many a scene of life, 

  Yet at times through changeful season and scene, abrupt, alone, or 

      in the crowded street, 

  Comes before me the unknown soldier’s grave, comes the inscription 

      rude in Virginia’s woods, 

  Bold, cautious, true, and my loving comrade. 

  



Not the Pilot 

  Not the pilot has charged himself to bring his ship into port, 

      though beaten back and many times baffled; 

  Not the pathfinder penetrating inland weary and long, 

  By deserts parch’d, snows chill’d, rivers wet, perseveres till he 

      reaches his destination, 

  More than I have charged myself, heeded or unheeded, to compose 

      march for these States, 

  For a battle-call, rousing to arms if need be, years, centuries hence. 

  



Year That Trembled and Reel’d Beneath Me 

  Year that trembled and reel’d beneath me! 

  Your summer wind was warm enough, yet the air I breathed froze me, 

  A thick gloom fell through the sunshine and darken’d me, 

  Must I change my triumphant songs? said I to myself, 

  Must I indeed learn to chant the cold dirges of the baffled? 

  And sullen hymns of defeat? 

  



The Wound-Dresser 

       1 

  An old man bending I come among new faces, 

  Years looking backward resuming in answer to children, 

  Come tell us old man, as from young men and maidens that love me, 

  (Arous’d and angry, I’d thought to beat the alarum, and urge relentless war, 

  But soon my fingers fail’d me, my face droop’d and I resign’d myself, 

  To sit by the wounded and soothe them, or silently watch the dead;) 

  Years hence of these scenes, of these furious passions, these chances, 

  Of unsurpass’d heroes, (was one side so brave? the other was equally brave;) 

  Now be witness again, paint the mightiest armies of earth, 

  Of those armies so rapid so wondrous what saw you to tell us? 

  What stays with you latest and deepest? of curious panics, 

  Of hard-fought engagements or sieges tremendous what deepest remains? 

 

       2 

  O maidens and young men I love and that love me, 

  What you ask of my days those the strangest and sudden your talking recalls, 

  Soldier alert I arrive after a long march cover’d with sweat and dust, 

  In the nick of time I come, plunge in the fight, loudly shout in the 

      rush of successful charge, 

  Enter the captur’d works—yet lo, like a swift-running river they fade, 

  Pass and are gone they fade—I dwell not on soldiers’ perils or 

      soldiers’ joys, 

  (Both I remember well—many the hardships, few the joys, yet I was content.) 

 

  But in silence, in dreams’ projections, 

  While the world of gain and appearance and mirth goes on, 



  So soon what is over forgotten, and waves wash the imprints off the sand, 

  With hinged knees returning I enter the doors, (while for you up there, 

  Whoever you are, follow without noise and be of strong heart.) 

 

  Bearing the bandages, water and sponge, 

  Straight and swift to my wounded I go, 

  Where they lie on the ground after the battle brought in, 

  Where their priceless blood reddens the grass the ground, 

  Or to the rows of the hospital tent, or under the roof’d hospital, 

  To the long rows of cots up and down each side I return, 

  To each and all one after another I draw near, not one do I miss, 

  An attendant follows holding a tray, he carries a refuse pail, 

  Soon to be fill’d with clotted rags and blood, emptied, and fill’d again. 

 

  I onward go, I stop, 

  With hinged knees and steady hand to dress wounds, 

  I am firm with each, the pangs are sharp yet unavoidable, 

  One turns to me his appealing eyes—poor boy! I never knew you, 

  Yet I think I could not refuse this moment to die for you, if that 

      would save you. 

 

       3 

  On, on I go, (open doors of time! open hospital doors!) 

  The crush’d head I dress, (poor crazed hand tear not the bandage away,) 

  The neck of the cavalry-man with the bullet through and through examine, 

  Hard the breathing rattles, quite glazed already the eye, yet life 

      struggles hard, 

  (Come sweet death! be persuaded O beautiful death! 



  In mercy come quickly.) 

 

  From the stump of the arm, the amputated hand, 

  I undo the clotted lint, remove the slough, wash off the matter and blood, 

  Back on his pillow the soldier bends with curv’d neck and side falling head, 

  His eyes are closed, his face is pale, he dares not look on the 

      bloody stump, 

  And has not yet look’d on it. 

 

  I dress a wound in the side, deep, deep, 

  But a day or two more, for see the frame all wasted and sinking, 

  And the yellow-blue countenance see. 

 

  I dress the perforated shoulder, the foot with the bullet-wound, 

  Cleanse the one with a gnawing and putrid gangrene, so sickening, 

      so offensive, 

  While the attendant stands behind aside me holding the tray and pail. 

 

  I am faithful, I do not give out, 

  The fractur’d thigh, the knee, the wound in the abdomen, 

  These and more I dress with impassive hand, (yet deep in my breast 

      a fire, a burning flame.) 

 

       4 

  Thus in silence in dreams’ projections, 

  Returning, resuming, I thread my way through the hospitals, 

  The hurt and wounded I pacify with soothing hand, 

  I sit by the restless all the dark night, some are so young, 



  Some suffer so much, I recall the experience sweet and sad, 

  (Many a soldier’s loving arms about this neck have cross’d and rested, 

  Many a soldier’s kiss dwells on these bearded lips.) 

  



Long, Too Long America 

  Long, too long America, 

  Traveling roads all even and peaceful you learn’d from joys and 

      prosperity only, 

  But now, ah now, to learn from crises of anguish, advancing, 

      grappling with direst fate and recoiling not, 

  And now to conceive and show to the world what your children 

      en-masse really are, 

  (For who except myself has yet conceiv’d what your children en-masse 

      really are?) 

  



Give Me the Splendid Silent Sun 

       1 

  Give me the splendid silent sun with all his beams full-dazzling, 

  Give me autumnal fruit ripe and red from the orchard, 

  Give me a field where the unmow’d grass grows, 

  Give me an arbor, give me the trellis’d grape, 

  Give me fresh corn and wheat, give me serene-moving animals teaching 

      content, 

  Give me nights perfectly quiet as on high plateaus west of the 

      Mississippi, and I looking up at the stars, 

  Give me odorous at sunrise a garden of beautiful flowers where I can 

      walk undisturb’d, 

  Give me for marriage a sweet-breath’d woman of whom I should never tire, 

  Give me a perfect child, give me away aside from the noise of the 

      world a rural domestic life, 

  Give me to warble spontaneous songs recluse by myself, for my own ears only, 

  Give me solitude, give me Nature, give me again O Nature your primal 

      sanities! 

 

  These demanding to have them, (tired with ceaseless excitement, and 

      rack’d by the war-strife,) 

  These to procure incessantly asking, rising in cries from my heart, 

  While yet incessantly asking still I adhere to my city, 

  Day upon day and year upon year O city, walking your streets, 

  Where you hold me enchain’d a certain time refusing to give me up, 

  Yet giving to make me glutted, enrich’d of soul, you give me forever faces; 

  (O I see what I sought to escape, confronting, reversing my cries, 

  see my own soul trampling down what it ask’d for.) 



 

       2 

  Keep your splendid silent sun, 

  Keep your woods O Nature, and the quiet places by the woods, 

  Keep your fields of clover and timothy, and your corn-fields and orchards, 

  Keep the blossoming buckwheat fields where the Ninth-month bees hum; 

  Give me faces and streets—give me these phantoms incessant and 

      endless along the trottoirs! 

  Give me interminable eyes—give me women—give me comrades and 

      lovers by the thousand! 

  Let me see new ones every day—let me hold new ones by the hand every day! 

  Give me such shows—give me the streets of Manhattan! 

  Give me Broadway, with the soldiers marching—give me the sound of 

      the trumpets and drums! 

  (The soldiers in companies or regiments—some starting away, flush’d 

      and reckless, 

  Some, their time up, returning with thinn’d ranks, young, yet very 

      old, worn, marching, noticing nothing;) 

  Give me the shores and wharves heavy-fringed with black ships! 

  O such for me! O an intense life, full to repletion and varied! 

  The life of the theatre, bar-room, huge hotel, for me! 

  The saloon of the steamer! the crowded excursion for me! the 

      torchlight procession! 

  The dense brigade bound for the war, with high piled military wagons 

      following; 

  People, endless, streaming, with strong voices, passions, pageants, 

  Manhattan streets with their powerful throbs, with beating drums as now, 

  The endless and noisy chorus, the rustle and clank of muskets, (even 



      the sight of the wounded,) 

  Manhattan crowds, with their turbulent musical chorus! 

  Manhattan faces and eyes forever for me. 

  



Dirge for Two Veterans 

       The last sunbeam 

  Lightly falls from the finish’d Sabbath, 

  On the pavement here, and there beyond it is looking, 

       Down a new-made double grave. 

 

       Lo, the moon ascending, 

  Up from the east the silvery round moon, 

  Beautiful over the house-tops, ghastly, phantom moon, 

       Immense and silent moon. 

 

       I see a sad procession, 

  And I hear the sound of coming full-key’d bugles, 

  All the channels of the city streets they’re flooding, 

       As with voices and with tears. 

 

       I hear the great drums pounding, 

  And the small drums steady whirring, 

  And every blow of the great convulsive drums, 

       Strikes me through and through. 

 

       For the son is brought with the father, 

  (In the foremost ranks of the fierce assault they fell, 

  Two veterans son and father dropt together, 

       And the double grave awaits them.) 

 

       Now nearer blow the bugles, 

  And the drums strike more convulsive, 



  And the daylight o’er the pavement quite has faded, 

       And the strong dead-march enwraps me. 

 

       In the eastern sky up-buoying, 

  The sorrowful vast phantom moves illumin’d, 

  (’Tis some mother’s large transparent face, 

       In heaven brighter growing.) 

 

       O strong dead-march you please me! 

  O moon immense with your silvery face you soothe me! 

  O my soldiers twain! O my veterans passing to burial! 

       What I have I also give you. 

 

       The moon gives you light, 

  And the bugles and the drums give you music, 

  And my heart, O my soldiers, my veterans, 

       My heart gives you love. 

  



Over the Carnage Rose Prophetic a Voice 

  Over the carnage rose prophetic a voice, 

  Be not dishearten’d, affection shall solve the problems of freedom yet, 

  Those who love each other shall become invincible, 

  They shall yet make Columbia victorious. 

 

  Sons of the Mother of All, you shall yet be victorious, 

  You shall yet laugh to scorn the attacks of all the remainder of the earth. 

 

  No danger shall balk Columbia’s lovers, 

  If need be a thousand shall sternly immolate themselves for one. 

 

  One from Massachusetts shall be a Missourian’s comrade, 

  From Maine and from hot Carolina, and another an Oregonese, shall 

      be friends triune, 

  More precious to each other than all the riches of the earth. 

 

  To Michigan, Florida perfumes shall tenderly come, 

  Not the perfumes of flowers, but sweeter, and wafted beyond death. 

 

  It shall be customary in the houses and streets to see manly affection, 

  The most dauntless and rude shall touch face to face lightly, 

  The dependence of Liberty shall be lovers, 

  The continuance of Equality shall be comrades. 

 

  These shall tie you and band you stronger than hoops of iron, 

  I, ecstatic, O partners! O lands! with the love of lovers tie you. 

 



  (Were you looking to be held together by lawyers? 

  Or by an agreement on a paper? or by arms? 

  Nay, nor the world, nor any living thing, will so cohere.) 

  



I Saw Old General at Bay 

  I saw old General at bay, 

  (Old as he was, his gray eyes yet shone out in battle like stars,) 

  His small force was now completely hemm’d in, in his works, 

  He call’d for volunteers to run the enemy’s lines, a desperate emergency, 

  I saw a hundred and more step forth from the ranks, but two or three 

      were selected, 

  I saw them receive their orders aside, they listen’d with care, the 

      adjutant was very grave, 

  I saw them depart with cheerfulness, freely risking their lives. 

  



The Artilleryman’s Vision 

  While my wife at my side lies slumbering, and the wars are over long, 

  And my head on the pillow rests at home, and the vacant midnight passes, 

  And through the stillness, through the dark, I hear, just hear, the 

      breath of my infant, 

  There in the room as I wake from sleep this vision presses upon me; 

  The engagement opens there and then in fantasy unreal, 

  The skirmishers begin, they crawl cautiously ahead, I hear the 

      irregular snap! snap! 

  I hear the sounds of the different missiles, the short t-h-t! t-h-t! 

      of the rifle-balls, 

  I see the shells exploding leaving small white clouds, I hear the 

      great shells shrieking as they pass, 

  The grape like the hum and whirr of wind through the trees, 

      (tumultuous now the contest rages,) 

  All the scenes at the batteries rise in detail before me again, 

  The crashing and smoking, the pride of the men in their pieces, 

  The chief-gunner ranges and sights his piece and selects a fuse of 

      the right time, 

  After firing I see him lean aside and look eagerly off to note the effect; 

  Elsewhere I hear the cry of a regiment charging, (the young colonel 

      leads himself this time with brandish’d sword,) 

  I see the gaps cut by the enemy’s volleys, (quickly fill’d up, no delay,) 

  I breathe the suffocating smoke, then the flat clouds hover low 

      concealing all; 

  Now a strange lull for a few seconds, not a shot fired on either side, 

  Then resumed the chaos louder than ever, with eager calls and 

      orders of officers, 



  While from some distant part of the field the wind wafts to my ears 

      a shout of applause, (some special success,) 

  And ever the sound of the cannon far or near, (rousing even in 

      dreams a devilish exultation and all the old mad joy in the 

      depths of my soul,) 

  And ever the hastening of infantry shifting positions, batteries, 

      cavalry, moving hither and thither, 

  (The falling, dying, I heed not, the wounded dripping and red 

      heed not, some to the rear are hobbling,) 

  Grime, heat, rush, aide-de-camps galloping by or on a full run, 

  With the patter of small arms, the warning s-s-t of the rifles, 

      (these in my vision I hear or see,) 

  And bombs bursting in air, and at night the vari-color’d rockets. 

  



Ethiopia Saluting the Colors 

  Who are you dusky woman, so ancient hardly human, 

  With your woolly-white and turban’d head, and bare bony feet? 

  Why rising by the roadside here, do you the colors greet? 

 

  (’Tis while our army lines Carolina’s sands and pines, 

  Forth from thy hovel door thou Ethiopia com’st to me, 

  As under doughty Sherman I march toward the sea.) 

 

  Me master years a hundred since from my parents sunder’d, 

  A little child, they caught me as the savage beast is caught, 

  Then hither me across the sea the cruel slaver brought. 

 

  No further does she say, but lingering all the day, 

  Her high-borne turban’d head she wags, and rolls her darkling eye, 

  And courtesies to the regiments, the guidons moving by. 

 

  What is it fateful woman, so blear, hardly human? 

  Why wag your head with turban bound, yellow, red and green? 

  Are the things so strange and marvelous you see or have seen? 

  



Not Youth Pertains to Me 

  Not youth pertains to me, 

  Nor delicatesse, I cannot beguile the time with talk, 

  Awkward in the parlor, neither a dancer nor elegant, 

  In the learn’d coterie sitting constrain’d and still, for learning 

      inures not to me, 

  Beauty, knowledge, inure not to me—yet there are two or three things 

      inure to me, 

  I have nourish’d the wounded and sooth’d many a dying soldier, 

  And at intervals waiting or in the midst of camp, 

  Composed these songs. 

  



Race of Veterans 

  Race of veterans—race of victors! 

  Race of the soil, ready for conflict—race of the conquering march! 

  (No more credulity’s race, abiding-temper’d race,) 

  Race henceforth owning no law but the law of itself, 

  Race of passion and the storm. 

  



World Take Good Notice 

  World take good notice, silver stars fading, 

  Milky hue ript, wet of white detaching, 

  Coals thirty-eight, baleful and burning, 

  Scarlet, significant, hands off warning, 

  Now and henceforth flaunt from these shores. 

  



O Tan-Faced Prairie-Boy 

  O tan-faced prairie-boy, 

  Before you came to camp came many a welcome gift, 

  Praises and presents came and nourishing food, till at last among 

      the recruits, 

  You came, taciturn, with nothing to give—we but look’d on each other, 

  When lo! more than all the gifts of the world you gave me. 

  



Look Down Fair Moon 

  Look down fair moon and bathe this scene, 

  Pour softly down night’s nimbus floods on faces ghastly, swollen, purple, 

  On the dead on their backs with arms toss’d wide, 

  Pour down your unstinted nimbus sacred moon. 

  



Reconciliation 

  Word over all, beautiful as the sky, 

  Beautiful that war and all its deeds of carnage must in time be 

      utterly lost, 

  That the hands of the sisters Death and Night incessantly softly 

      wash again, and ever again, this solid world; 

  For my enemy is dead, a man divine as myself is dead, 

  I look where he lies white-faced and still in the coffin—I draw near, 

  Bend down and touch lightly with my lips the white face in the coffin. 

  



How Solemn As One by One [Washington City, 1865] 

  How solemn as one by one, 

  As the ranks returning worn and sweaty, as the men file by where stand, 

  As the faces the masks appear, as I glance at the faces studying the masks, 

  (As I glance upward out of this page studying you, dear friend, 

      whoever you are,) 

  How solemn the thought of my whispering soul to each in the ranks, 

      and to you, 

  I see behind each mask that wonder a kindred soul, 

  O the bullet could never kill what you really are, dear friend, 

  Nor the bayonet stab what you really are; 

  The soul! yourself I see, great as any, good as the best, 

  Waiting secure and content, which the bullet could never kill, 

  Nor the bayonet stab O friend. 

  



As I Lay with My Head in Your Lap Camerado 

  As I lay with my head in your lap camerado, 

  The confession I made I resume, what I said to you and the open air 

      I resume, 

  I know I am restless and make others so, 

  I know my words are weapons full of danger, full of death, 

  For I confront peace, security, and all the settled laws, to 

      unsettle them, 

  I am more resolute because all have denied me than I could ever have 

      been had all accepted me, 

  I heed not and have never heeded either experience, cautions, 

      majorities, nor ridicule, 

  And the threat of what is call’d hell is little or nothing to me, 

  And the lure of what is call’d heaven is little or nothing to me; 

  Dear camerado! I confess I have urged you onward with me, and still 

      urge you, without the least idea what is our destination, 

  Or whether we shall be victorious, or utterly quell’d and defeated. 

  



Delicate Cluster 

  Delicate cluster! flag of teeming life! 

  Covering all my lands—all my seashores lining! 

  Flag of death! (how I watch’d you through the smoke of battle pressing! 

  How I heard you flap and rustle, cloth defiant!) 

  Flag cerulean—sunny flag, with the orbs of night dappled! 

  Ah my silvery beauty—ah my woolly white and crimson! 

  Ah to sing the song of you, my matron mighty! 

  My sacred one, my mother. 

  



To a Certain Civilian 

  Did you ask dulcet rhymes from me? 

  Did you seek the civilian’s peaceful and languishing rhymes? 

  Did you find what I sang erewhile so hard to follow? 

  Why I was not singing erewhile for you to follow, to understand—nor 

      am I now; 

  (I have been born of the same as the war was born, 

  The drum-corps’ rattle is ever to me sweet music, I love well the 

      martial dirge, 

  With slow wail and convulsive throb leading the officer’s funeral;) 

  What to such as you anyhow such a poet as I? therefore leave my works, 

  And go lull yourself with what you can understand, and with piano-tunes, 

  For I lull nobody, and you will never understand me. 

  



Lo, Victress on the Peaks 

  Lo, Victress on the peaks, 

  Where thou with mighty brow regarding the world, 

  (The world O Libertad, that vainly conspired against thee,) 

  Out of its countless beleaguering toils, after thwarting them all, 

  Dominant, with the dazzling sun around thee, 

  Flauntest now unharm’d in immortal soundness and bloom—lo, in 

      these hours supreme, 

  No poem proud, I chanting bring to thee, nor mastery’s rapturous verse, 

  But a cluster containing night’s darkness and blood-dripping wounds, 

  And psalms of the dead. 

  



Spirit Whose Work Is Done [Washington City, 1865] 

  Spirit whose work is done—spirit of dreadful hours! 

  Ere departing fade from my eyes your forests of bayonets; 

  Spirit of gloomiest fears and doubts, (yet onward ever unfaltering 

      pressing,) 

  Spirit of many a solemn day and many a savage scene—electric spirit, 

  That with muttering voice through the war now closed, like a 

      tireless phantom flitted, 

  Rousing the land with breath of flame, while you beat and beat the drum, 

  Now as the sound of the drum, hollow and harsh to the last, 

      reverberates round me, 

  As your ranks, your immortal ranks, return, return from the battles, 

  As the muskets of the young men yet lean over their shoulders, 

  As I look on the bayonets bristling over their shoulders, 

  As those slanted bayonets, whole forests of them appearing in the 

      distance, approach and pass on, returning homeward, 

  Moving with steady motion, swaying to and fro to the right and left, 

  Evenly lightly rising and falling while the steps keep time; 

  Spirit of hours I knew, all hectic red one day, but pale as death next day, 

  Touch my mouth ere you depart, press my lips close, 

  Leave me your pulses of rage—bequeath them to me—fill me with 

      currents convulsive, 

  Let them scorch and blister out of my chants when you are gone, 

  Let them identify you to the future in these songs. 

  



Adieu to a Soldier 

  Adieu O soldier, 

  You of the rude campaigning, (which we shared,) 

  The rapid march, the life of the camp, 

  The hot contention of opposing fronts, the long manœuvre, 

  Red battles with their slaughter, the stimulus, the strong terrific game, 

  Spell of all brave and manly hearts, the trains of time through you 

      and like of you all fill’d, 

  With war and war’s expression. 

 

  Adieu dear comrade, 

  Your mission is fulfill’d—but I, more warlike, 

  Myself and this contentious soul of mine, 

  Still on our own campaigning bound, 

  Through untried roads with ambushes opponents lined, 

  Through many a sharp defeat and many a crisis, often baffled, 

  Here marching, ever marching on, a war fight out—aye here, 

  To fiercer, weightier battles give expression. 

  



Turn O Libertad 

  Turn O Libertad, for the war is over, 

  From it and all henceforth expanding, doubting no more, resolute, 

      sweeping the world, 

  Turn from lands retrospective recording proofs of the past, 

  From the singers that sing the trailing glories of the past, 

  From the chants of the feudal world, the triumphs of kings, slavery, caste, 

  Turn to the world, the triumphs reserv’d and to come—give up that 

      backward world, 

  Leave to the singers of hitherto, give them the trailing past, 

  But what remains remains for singers for you—wars to come are for you, 

  (Lo, how the wars of the past have duly inured to you, and the wars 

      of the present also inure;) 

  Then turn, and be not alarm’d O Libertad—turn your undying face, 

  To where the future, greater than all the past, 

  Is swiftly, surely preparing for you. 

  



To the Leaven’d Soil They Trod 

  To the leaven’d soil they trod calling I sing for the last, 

  (Forth from my tent emerging for good, loosing, untying the tent-ropes,) 

  In the freshness the forenoon air, in the far-stretching circuits 

      and vistas again to peace restored, 

  To the fiery fields emanative and the endless vistas beyond, to the 

      South and the North, 

  To the leaven’d soil of the general Western world to attest my songs, 

  To the Alleghanian hills and the tireless Mississippi, 

  To the rocks I calling sing, and all the trees in the woods, 

  To the plains of the poems of heroes, to the prairies spreading wide, 

  To the far-off sea and the unseen winds, and the sane impalpable air; 

  And responding they answer all, (but not in words,) 

  The average earth, the witness of war and peace, acknowledges mutely, 

  The prairie draws me close, as the father to bosom broad the son, 

  The Northern ice and rain that began me nourish me to the end, 

  But the hot sun of the South is to fully ripen my songs. 

  



BOOK XXII. MEMORIES OF PRESIDENT LINCOLN 

When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom’d 

 

       1 

  When lilacs last in the dooryard bloom’d, 

  And the great star early droop’d in the western sky in the night, 

  I mourn’d, and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring. 

 

  Ever-returning spring, trinity sure to me you bring, 

  Lilac blooming perennial and drooping star in the west, 

  And thought of him I love. 
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  O powerful western fallen star! 

  O shades of night—O moody, tearful night! 

  O great star disappear’d—O the black murk that hides the star! 

  O cruel hands that hold me powerless—O helpless soul of me! 

  O harsh surrounding cloud that will not free my soul. 

      3 

  In the dooryard fronting an old farm-house near the white-wash’d palings, 

  Stands the lilac-bush tall-growing with heart-shaped leaves of rich green, 

  With many a pointed blossom rising delicate, with the perfume strong I love, 

  With every leaf a miracle—and from this bush in the dooryard, 

  With delicate-color’d blossoms and heart-shaped leaves of rich green, 

  A sprig with its flower I break. 
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  In the swamp in secluded recesses, 



  A shy and hidden bird is warbling a song. 

 

  Solitary the thrush, 

  The hermit withdrawn to himself, avoiding the settlements, 

  Sings by himself a song. 

 

  Song of the bleeding throat, 

  Death’s outlet song of life, (for well dear brother I know, 

  If thou wast not granted to sing thou wouldst surely die.) 
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  Over the breast of the spring, the land, amid cities, 

  Amid lanes and through old woods, where lately the violets peep’d 

      from the ground, spotting the gray debris, 

  Amid the grass in the fields each side of the lanes, passing the 

      endless grass, 

  Passing the yellow-spear’d wheat, every grain from its shroud in the 

      dark-brown fields uprisen, 

  Passing the apple-tree blows of white and pink in the orchards, 

  Carrying a corpse to where it shall rest in the grave, 

  Night and day journeys a coffin. 
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  Coffin that passes through lanes and streets, 

  Through day and night with the great cloud darkening the land, 

  With the pomp of the inloop’d flags with the cities draped in black, 

  With the show of the States themselves as of crape-veil’d women standing, 

  With processions long and winding and the flambeaus of the night, 



  With the countless torches lit, with the silent sea of faces and the 

      unbared heads, 

  With the waiting depot, the arriving coffin, and the sombre faces, 

  With dirges through the night, with the thousand voices rising strong 

      and solemn, 

  With all the mournful voices of the dirges pour’d around the coffin, 

  The dim-lit churches and the shuddering organs—where amid these 

      you journey, 

  With the tolling tolling bells’ perpetual clang, 

  Here, coffin that slowly passes, 

  I give you my sprig of lilac. 
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  (Nor for you, for one alone, 

  Blossoms and branches green to coffins all I bring, 

  For fresh as the morning, thus would I chant a song for you O sane 

      and sacred death. 

 

  All over bouquets of roses, 

  O death, I cover you over with roses and early lilies, 

  But mostly and now the lilac that blooms the first, 

  Copious I break, I break the sprigs from the bushes, 

  With loaded arms I come, pouring for you, 

  For you and the coffins all of you O death.) 

 

       8 

  O western orb sailing the heaven, 

  Now I know what you must have meant as a month since I walk’d, 



  As I walk’d in silence the transparent shadowy night, 

  As I saw you had something to tell as you bent to me night after night, 

  As you droop’d from the sky low down as if to my side, (while the 

      other stars all look’d on,) 

  As we wander’d together the solemn night, (for something I know not 

      what kept me from sleep,) 

  As the night advanced, and I saw on the rim of the west how full you 

      were of woe, 

  As I stood on the rising ground in the breeze in the cool transparent night, 

  As I watch’d where you pass’d and was lost in the netherward black 

      of the night, 

  As my soul in its trouble dissatisfied sank, as where you sad orb, 

  Concluded, dropt in the night, and was gone. 
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  Sing on there in the swamp, 

  O singer bashful and tender, I hear your notes, I hear your call, 

  I hear, I come presently, I understand you, 

  But a moment I linger, for the lustrous star has detain’d me, 

  The star my departing comrade holds and detains me. 
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  O how shall I warble myself for the dead one there I loved? 

  And how shall I deck my song for the large sweet soul that has gone? 

  And what shall my perfume be for the grave of him I love? 

 

  Sea-winds blown from east and west, 

  Blown from the Eastern sea and blown from the Western sea, till 



      there on the prairies meeting, 

  These and with these and the breath of my chant, 

  I’ll perfume the grave of him I love. 
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  O what shall I hang on the chamber walls? 

  And what shall the pictures be that I hang on the walls, 

  To adorn the burial-house of him I love? 

  Pictures of growing spring and farms and homes, 

  With the Fourth-month eve at sundown, and the gray smoke lucid and bright, 

  With floods of the yellow gold of the gorgeous, indolent, sinking 

      sun, burning, expanding the air, 

  With the fresh sweet herbage under foot, and the pale green leaves 

      of the trees prolific, 

  In the distance the flowing glaze, the breast of the river, with a 

      wind-dapple here and there, 

  With ranging hills on the banks, with many a line against the sky, 

      and shadows, 

  And the city at hand with dwellings so dense, and stacks of chimneys, 

  And all the scenes of life and the workshops, and the workmen 

      homeward returning. 
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  Lo, body and soul—this land, 

  My own Manhattan with spires, and the sparkling and hurrying tides, 

      and the ships, 

  The varied and ample land, the South and the North in the light, 

      Ohio’s shores and flashing Missouri, 



  And ever the far-spreading prairies cover’d with grass and corn. 

 

  Lo, the most excellent sun so calm and haughty, 

  The violet and purple morn with just-felt breezes, 

  The gentle soft-born measureless light, 

  The miracle spreading bathing all, the fulfill’d noon, 

  The coming eve delicious, the welcome night and the stars, 

  Over my cities shining all, enveloping man and land. 
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  Sing on, sing on you gray-brown bird, 

  Sing from the swamps, the recesses, pour your chant from the bushes, 

  Limitless out of the dusk, out of the cedars and pines. 

 

  Sing on dearest brother, warble your reedy song, 

  Loud human song, with voice of uttermost woe. 

 

  O liquid and free and tender! 

  O wild and loose to my soul—O wondrous singer! 

  You only I hear—yet the star holds me, (but will soon depart,) 

  Yet the lilac with mastering odor holds me. 
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  Now while I sat in the day and look’d forth, 

  In the close of the day with its light and the fields of spring, and 

      the farmers preparing their crops, 

  In the large unconscious scenery of my land with its lakes and forests, 

  In the heavenly aerial beauty, (after the perturb’d winds and the storms,) 



  Under the arching heavens of the afternoon swift passing, and the 

      voices of children and women, 

  The many-moving sea-tides, and I saw the ships how they sail’d, 

  And the summer approaching with richness, and the fields all busy 

      with labor, 

  And the infinite separate houses, how they all went on, each with 

      its meals and minutia of daily usages, 

  And the streets how their throbbings throbb’d, and the cities pent— 

      lo, then and there, 

  Falling upon them all and among them all, enveloping me with the rest, 

  Appear’d the cloud, appear’d the long black trail, 

  And I knew death, its thought, and the sacred knowledge of death. 

 

  Then with the knowledge of death as walking one side of me, 

  And the thought of death close-walking the other side of me, 

  And I in the middle as with companions, and as holding the hands of 

      companions, 

  I fled forth to the hiding receiving night that talks not, 

  Down to the shores of the water, the path by the swamp in the dimness, 

  To the solemn shadowy cedars and ghostly pines so still. 

 

  And the singer so shy to the rest receiv’d me, 

  The gray-brown bird I know receiv’d us comrades three, 

  And he sang the carol of death, and a verse for him I love. 

 

  From deep secluded recesses, 

  From the fragrant cedars and the ghostly pines so still, 

  Came the carol of the bird. 



 

  And the charm of the carol rapt me, 

  As I held as if by their hands my comrades in the night, 

  And the voice of my spirit tallied the song of the bird. 

 

  Come lovely and soothing death, 

  Undulate round the world, serenely arriving, arriving, 

  In the day, in the night, to all, to each, 

  Sooner or later delicate death. 

 

  Prais’d be the fathomless universe, 

  For life and joy, and for objects and knowledge curious, 

  And for love, sweet love—but praise! praise! praise! 

  For the sure-enwinding arms of cool-enfolding death. 

 

  Dark mother always gliding near with soft feet, 

  Have none chanted for thee a chant of fullest welcome? 

  Then I chant it for thee, I glorify thee above all, 

  I bring thee a song that when thou must indeed come, come unfalteringly. 

 

  Approach strong deliveress, 

  When it is so, when thou hast taken them I joyously sing the dead, 

  Lost in the loving floating ocean of thee, 

  Laved in the flood of thy bliss O death. 

 

  From me to thee glad serenades, 

  Dances for thee I propose saluting thee, adornments and feastings for thee, 

  And the sights of the open landscape and the high-spread shy are fitting, 



  And life and the fields, and the huge and thoughtful night. 

 

  The night in silence under many a star, 

  The ocean shore and the husky whispering wave whose voice I know, 

  And the soul turning to thee O vast and well-veil’d death, 

  And the body gratefully nestling close to thee. 

 

  Over the tree-tops I float thee a song, 

  Over the rising and sinking waves, over the myriad fields and the 

      prairies wide, 

  Over the dense-pack’d cities all and the teeming wharves and ways, 

  I float this carol with joy, with joy to thee O death. 
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  To the tally of my soul, 

  Loud and strong kept up the gray-brown bird, 

  With pure deliberate notes spreading filling the night. 

 

  Loud in the pines and cedars dim, 

  Clear in the freshness moist and the swamp-perfume, 

  And I with my comrades there in the night. 

 

  While my sight that was bound in my eyes unclosed, 

  As to long panoramas of visions. 

 

  And I saw askant the armies, 

  I saw as in noiseless dreams hundreds of battle-flags, 

  Borne through the smoke of the battles and pierc’d with missiles I saw them, 



  And carried hither and yon through the smoke, and torn and bloody, 

  And at last but a few shreds left on the staffs, (and all in silence,) 

  And the staffs all splinter’d and broken. 

 

  I saw battle-corpses, myriads of them, 

  And the white skeletons of young men, I saw them, 

  I saw the debris and debris of all the slain soldiers of the war, 

  But I saw they were not as was thought, 

  They themselves were fully at rest, they suffer’d not, 

  The living remain’d and suffer’d, the mother suffer’d, 

  And the wife and the child and the musing comrade suffer’d, 

  And the armies that remain’d suffer’d. 
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  Passing the visions, passing the night, 

  Passing, unloosing the hold of my comrades’ hands, 

  Passing the song of the hermit bird and the tallying song of my soul, 

  Victorious song, death’s outlet song, yet varying ever-altering song, 

  As low and wailing, yet clear the notes, rising and falling, 

      flooding the night, 

  Sadly sinking and fainting, as warning and warning, and yet again 

      bursting with joy, 

  Covering the earth and filling the spread of the heaven, 

  As that powerful psalm in the night I heard from recesses, 

  Passing, I leave thee lilac with heart-shaped leaves, 

  I leave thee there in the door-yard, blooming, returning with spring. 

 

  I cease from my song for thee, 



  From my gaze on thee in the west, fronting the west, communing with thee, 

  O comrade lustrous with silver face in the night. 

 

  Yet each to keep and all, retrievements out of the night, 

  The song, the wondrous chant of the gray-brown bird, 

  And the tallying chant, the echo arous’d in my soul, 

  With the lustrous and drooping star with the countenance full of woe, 

  With the holders holding my hand nearing the call of the bird, 

  Comrades mine and I in the midst, and their memory ever to keep, for 

      the dead I loved so well, 

  For the sweetest, wisest soul of all my days and lands—and this for 

      his dear sake, 

  Lilac and star and bird twined with the chant of my soul, 

  There in the fragrant pines and the cedars dusk and dim. 

O Captain! My Captain! 

  O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done, 

  The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won, 

  The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting, 

  While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring; 

      But O heart! heart! heart! 

       O the bleeding drops of red, 

         Where on the deck my Captain lies, 

           Fallen cold and dead. 

 

   

  



O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells; 

  Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills, 

  For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths—for you the shores a-crowding, 

  For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning; 

      Here Captain! dear father! 

       This arm beneath your head! 

         It is some dream that on the deck, 

           You’ve fallen cold and dead. 

 

  My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still, 

  My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will, 

  The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done, 

  From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won; 

       Exult O shores, and ring O bells! 

         But I with mournful tread, 

           Walk the deck my Captain lies, 

             Fallen cold and dead. 

  



Hush’d Be the Camps To-Day [May 4, 1865] 

  Hush’d be the camps to-day, 

  And soldiers let us drape our war-worn weapons, 

  And each with musing soul retire to celebrate, 

  Our dear commander’s death. 

 

  No more for him life’s stormy conflicts, 

  Nor victory, nor defeat—no more time’s dark events, 

  Charging like ceaseless clouds across the sky. 

  But sing poet in our name, 

 

  Sing of the love we bore him—because you, dweller in camps, know it truly. 

 

  As they invault the coffin there, 

  Sing—as they close the doors of earth upon him—one verse, 

  For the heavy hearts of soldiers. 

  



This Dust Was Once the Man 

  This dust was once the man, 

  Gentle, plain, just and resolute, under whose cautious hand, 

  Against the foulest crime in history known in any land or age, 

  Was saved the Union of these States. 

  



BOOK XXIII 

By Blue Ontario’s Shore 

 

  By blue Ontario’s shore, 

  As I mused of these warlike days and of peace return’d, and the 

      dead that return no more, 

  A Phantom gigantic superb, with stern visage accosted me, 

  Chant me the poem, it said, that comes from the soul of America, 

      chant me the carol of victory, 

  And strike up the marches of Libertad, marches more powerful yet, 

  And sing me before you go the song of the throes of Democracy. 

 

  (Democracy, the destin’d conqueror, yet treacherous lip-smiles everywhere, 

  And death and infidelity at every step.) 
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  A Nation announcing itself, 

  I myself make the only growth by which I can be appreciated, 

  I reject none, accept all, then reproduce all in my own forms. 

 

  A breed whose proof is in time and deeds, 

  What we are we are, nativity is answer enough to objections, 

  We wield ourselves as a weapon is wielded, 

  We are powerful and tremendous in ourselves, 

  We are executive in ourselves, we are sufficient in the variety of 

      ourselves, 

  We are the most beautiful to ourselves and in ourselves, 

  We stand self-pois’d in the middle, branching thence over the world, 



  From Missouri, Nebraska, or Kansas, laughing attacks to scorn. 

 

  Nothing is sinful to us outside of ourselves, 

  Whatever appears, whatever does not appear, we are beautiful or 

      sinful in ourselves only. 

 

  (O Mother—O Sisters dear! 

  If we are lost, no victor else has destroy’d us, 

  It is by ourselves we go down to eternal night.) 
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  Have you thought there could be but a single supreme? 

  There can be any number of supremes—one does not countervail 

      another any more than one eyesight countervails another, or 

      one life countervails another. 

 

  All is eligible to all, 

  All is for individuals, all is for you, 

  No condition is prohibited, not God’s or any. 

 

  All comes by the body, only health puts you rapport with the universe. 

 

  Produce great Persons, the rest follows. 
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  Piety and conformity to them that like, 

  Peace, obesity, allegiance, to them that like, 

  I am he who tauntingly compels men, women, nations, 



  Crying, Leap from your seats and contend for your lives! 

 

  I am he who walks the States with a barb’d tongue, questioning every 

      one I meet, 

  Who are you that wanted only to be told what you knew before? 

  Who are you that wanted only a book to join you in your nonsense? 

 

  (With pangs and cries as thine own O bearer of many children, 

  These clamors wild to a race of pride I give.) 

 

  O lands, would you be freer than all that has ever been before? 

  If you would be freer than all that has been before, come listen to me. 

 

  Fear grace, elegance, civilization, delicatesse, 

  Fear the mellow sweet, the sucking of honey—juice, 

  Beware the advancing mortal ripening of Nature, 

  Beware what precedes the decay of the ruggedness of states and men. 
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  Ages, precedents, have long been accumulating undirected materials, 

  America brings builders, and brings its own styles. 

 

  The immortal poets of Asia and Europe have done their work and 

      pass’d to other spheres, 

  A work remains, the work of surpassing all they have done. 

 

  America, curious toward foreign characters, stands by its own at all 

      hazards, 



  Stands removed, spacious, composite, sound, initiates the true use 

      of precedents, 

  Does not repel them or the past or what they have produced under 

      their forms, 

  Takes the lesson with calmness, perceives the corpse slowly borne 

      from the house, 

  Perceives that it waits a little while in the door, that it was 

      fittest for its days, 

  That its life has descended to the stalwart and well-shaped heir who 

      approaches, 

  And that he shall be fittest for his days. 

 

  Any period one nation must lead, 

  One land must be the promise and reliance of the future. 

 

  These States are the amplest poem, 

  Here is not merely a nation but a teeming Nation of nations, 

  Here the doings of men correspond with the broadcast doings of the 

      day and night, 

  Here is what moves in magnificent masses careless of particulars, 

  Here are the roughs, beards, friendliness, combativeness, the soul loves, 

  Here the flowing trains, here the crowds, equality, diversity, the 

      soul loves. 
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  Land of lands and bards to corroborate! 

  Of them standing among them, one lifts to the light a west-bred face, 

  To him the hereditary countenance bequeath’d both mother’s and father’s, 



  His first parts substances, earth, water, animals, trees, 

  Built of the common stock, having room for far and near, 

  Used to dispense with other lands, incarnating this land, 

  Attracting it body and soul to himself, hanging on its neck with 

      incomparable love, 

  Plunging his seminal muscle into its merits and demerits, 

  Making its cities, beginnings, events, diversities, wars, vocal in him, 

  Making its rivers, lakes, bays, embouchure in him, 

  Mississippi with yearly freshets and changing chutes, Columbia, 

      Niagara, Hudson, spending themselves lovingly in him, 

  If the Atlantic coast stretch or the Pacific coast stretch, he 

      stretching with them North or South, 

  Spanning between them East and West, and touching whatever is between them, 

  Growths growing from him to offset the growths of pine, cedar, hemlock, 

      live-oak, locust, chestnut, hickory, cottonwood, orange, magnolia, 

  Tangles as tangled in him as any canebrake or swamp, 

  He likening sides and peaks of mountains, forests coated with 

      northern transparent ice, 

  Off him pasturage sweet and natural as savanna, upland, prairie, 

  Through him flights, whirls, screams, answering those of the 

      fish-hawk, mocking-bird, night-heron, and eagle, 

  His spirit surrounding his country’s spirit, unclosed to good and evil, 

  Surrounding the essences of real things, old times and present times, 

  Surrounding just found shores, islands, tribes of red aborigines, 

  Weather-beaten vessels, landings, settlements, embryo stature and muscle, 

  The haughty defiance of the Year One, war, peace, the formation of 

      the Constitution, 

  The separate States, the simple elastic scheme, the immigrants, 



  The Union always swarming with blatherers and always sure and impregnable, 

  The unsurvey’d interior, log-houses, clearings, wild animals, 

      hunters, trappers, 

  Surrounding the multiform agriculture, mines, temperature, the 

      gestation of new States, 

  Congress convening every Twelfth-month, the members duly coming 

      up from the uttermost parts, 

  Surrounding the noble character of mechanics and farmers, especially 

      the young men, 

  Responding their manners, speech, dress, friendships, the gait they 

      have of persons who never knew how it felt to stand in the 

      presence of superiors, 

  The freshness and candor of their physiognomy, the copiousness and 

      decision of their phrenology, 

  The picturesque looseness of their carriage, their fierceness when wrong’d, 

  The fluency of their speech, their delight in music, their curiosity, 

      good temper and open-handedness, the whole composite make, 

  The prevailing ardor and enterprise, the large amativeness, 

  The perfect equality of the female with the male, the fluid movement 

      of the population, 

  The superior marine, free commerce, fisheries, whaling, gold-digging, 

  Wharf-hemm’d cities, railroad and steamboat lines intersecting all points, 

  Factories, mercantile life, labor-saving machinery, the Northeast, 

      Northwest, Southwest, 

  Manhattan firemen, the Yankee swap, southern plantation life, 

  Slavery—the murderous, treacherous conspiracy to raise it upon the 

      ruins of all the rest, 

  On and on to the grapple with it—Assassin! then your life or ours 



      be the stake, and respite no more. 
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  (Lo, high toward heaven, this day, 

  Libertad, from the conqueress’ field return’d, 

  I mark the new aureola around your head, 

  No more of soft astral, but dazzling and fierce, 

  With war’s flames and the lambent lightnings playing, 

  And your port immovable where you stand, 

  With still the inextinguishable glance and the clinch’d and lifted fist, 

  And your foot on the neck of the menacing one, the scorner utterly 

      crush’d beneath you, 

  The menacing arrogant one that strode and advanced with his 

      senseless scorn, bearing the murderous knife, 

  The wide-swelling one, the braggart that would yesterday do so much, 

  To-day a carrion dead and damn’d, the despised of all the earth, 

  An offal rank, to the dunghill maggots spurn’d.) 
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  Others take finish, but the Republic is ever constructive and ever 

      keeps vista, 

  Others adorn the past, but you O days of the present, I adorn you, 

  O days of the future I believe in you—I isolate myself for your sake, 

  O America because you build for mankind I build for you, 

  O well-beloved stone-cutters, I lead them who plan with decision 

      and science, 

  Lead the present with friendly hand toward the future. 

  (Bravas to all impulses sending sane children to the next age! 



  But damn that which spends itself with no thought of the stain, 

      pains, dismay, feebleness, it is bequeathing.) 
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  I listened to the Phantom by Ontario’s shore, 

  I heard the voice arising demanding bards, 

  By them all native and grand, by them alone can these States be 

      fused into the compact organism of a Nation. 

 

  To hold men together by paper and seal or by compulsion is no account, 

  That only holds men together which aggregates all in a living principle, 

      as the hold of the limbs of the body or the fibres of plants. 

 

  Of all races and eras these States with veins full of poetical stuff most 

      need poets, and are to have the greatest, and use them the greatest, 

  Their Presidents shall not be their common referee so much as their 

      poets shall. 

 

  (Soul of love and tongue of fire! 

  Eye to pierce the deepest deeps and sweep the world! 

  Ah Mother, prolific and full in all besides, yet how long barren, barren?) 
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  Of these States the poet is the equable man, 

  Not in him but off from him things are grotesque, eccentric, fail of 

      their full returns, 

  Nothing out of its place is good, nothing in its place is bad, 

  He bestows on every object or quality its fit proportion, neither 



      more nor less, 

  He is the arbiter of the diverse, he is the key, 

  He is the equalizer of his age and land, 

  He supplies what wants supplying, he checks what wants checking, 

  In peace out of him speaks the spirit of peace, large, rich, 

      thrifty, building populous towns, encouraging agriculture, arts, 

      commerce, lighting the study of man, the soul, health, 

      immortality, government, 

  In war he is the best backer of the war, he fetches artillery as 

      good as the engineer’s, he can make every word he speaks draw blood, 

  The years straying toward infidelity he withholds by his steady faith, 

  He is no arguer, he is judgment, (Nature accepts him absolutely,) 

  He judges not as the judge judges but as the sun failing round 

      helpless thing, 

  As he sees the farthest he has the most faith, 

  His thoughts are the hymns of the praise of things, 

  In the dispute on God and eternity he is silent, 

  He sees eternity less like a play with a prologue and denouement, 

  He sees eternity in men and women, he does not see men and women 

      as dreams or dots. 

 

  For the great Idea, the idea of perfect and free individuals, 

  For that, the bard walks in advance, leader of leaders, 

  The attitude of him cheers up slaves and horrifies foreign despots. 

 

  Without extinction is Liberty, without retrograde is Equality, 

  They live in the feelings of young men and the best women, 

  (Not for nothing have the indomitable heads of the earth been always 



      ready to fall for Liberty.) 
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  For the great Idea, 

  That, O my brethren, that is the mission of poets. 

 

  Songs of stern defiance ever ready, 

  Songs of the rapid arming and the march, 

  The flag of peace quick-folded, and instead the flag we know, 

  Warlike flag of the great Idea. 

 

  (Angry cloth I saw there leaping! 

  I stand again in leaden rain your flapping folds saluting, 

  I sing you over all, flying beckoning through the fight—O the 

      hard-contested fight! 

  The cannons ope their rosy-flashing muzzles—the hurtled balls scream, 

  The battle-front forms amid the smoke—the volleys pour incessant 

      from the line, 

  Hark, the ringing word Charge!—now the tussle and the furious 

      maddening yells, 

  Now the corpses tumble curl’d upon the ground, 

  Cold, cold in death, for precious life of you, 

  Angry cloth I saw there leaping.) 
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  Are you he who would assume a place to teach or be a poet here in 

      the States? 

  The place is august, the terms obdurate. 



 

  Who would assume to teach here may well prepare himself body and mind, 

  He may well survey, ponder, arm, fortify, harden, make lithe himself, 

  He shall surely be question’d beforehand by me with many and stern questions. 

 

  Who are you indeed who would talk or sing to America? 

  Have you studied out the land, its idioms and men? 

  Have you learn’d the physiology, phrenology, politics, geography, 

      pride, freedom, friendship of the land? its substratums and objects? 

  Have you consider’d the organic compact of the first day of the 

      first year of Independence, sign’d by the Commissioners, ratified 

      by the States, and read by Washington at the head of the army? 

  Have you possess’d yourself of the Federal Constitution? 

  Do you see who have left all feudal processes and poems behind them, 

      and assumed the poems and processes of Democracy? 

  Are you faithful to things? do you teach what the land and sea, the 

      bodies of men, womanhood, amativeness, heroic angers, teach? 

  Have you sped through fleeting customs, popularities? 

  Can you hold your hand against all seductions, follies, whirls, 

      fierce contentions? are you very strong? are you really of the 

      whole People? 

  Are you not of some coterie? some school or mere religion? 

  Are you done with reviews and criticisms of life? animating now to 

      life itself? 

  Have you vivified yourself from the maternity of these States? 

  Have you too the old ever-fresh forbearance and impartiality? 

  Do you hold the like love for those hardening to maturity? for the 

      last-born? little and big? and for the errant? 



 

  What is this you bring my America? 

  Is it uniform with my country? 

  Is it not something that has been better told or done before? 

  Have you not imported this or the spirit of it in some ship? 

  Is it not a mere tale? a rhyme? a prettiness?—Is the good old cause in it? 

  Has it not dangled long at the heels of the poets, politicians, 

      literats, of enemies’ lands? 

  Does it not assume that what is notoriously gone is still here? 

  Does it answer universal needs? will it improve manners? 

  Does it sound with trumpet-voice the proud victory of the Union in 

      that secession war? 

  Can your performance face the open fields and the seaside? 

  Will it absorb into me as I absorb food, air, to appear again in my 

      strength, gait, face? 

  Have real employments contributed to it? original makers, not mere 

      amanuenses? 

  Does it meet modern discoveries, calibres, facts, face to face? 

  What does it mean to American persons, progresses, cities? Chicago, 

      Kanada, Arkansas? 

  Does it see behind the apparent custodians the real custodians 

      standing, menacing, silent, the mechanics, Manhattanese, Western 

      men, Southerners, significant alike in their apathy, and in the 

      promptness of their love? 

  Does it see what finally befalls, and has always finally befallen, 

      each temporizer, patcher, outsider, partialist, alarmist, 

      infidel, who has ever ask’d any thing of America? 

  What mocking and scornful negligence? 



  The track strew’d with the dust of skeletons, 

  By the roadside others disdainfully toss’d. 
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  Rhymes and rhymers pass away, poems distill’d from poems pass away, 

  The swarms of reflectors and the polite pass, and leave ashes, 

  Admirers, importers, obedient persons, make but the soil of literature, 

  America justifies itself, give it time, no disguise can deceive it 

      or conceal from it, it is impassive enough, 

  Only toward the likes of itself will it advance to meet them, 

  If its poets appear it will in due time advance to meet them, there 

      is no fear of mistake, 

  (The proof of a poet shall be sternly deferr’d till his country 

      absorbs him as affectionately as he has absorb’d it.) 

 

  He masters whose spirit masters, he tastes sweetest who results 

      sweetest in the long run, 

  The blood of the brawn beloved of time is unconstraint; 

  In the need of songs, philosophy, an appropriate native grand-opera, 

      shipcraft, any craft, 

  He or she is greatest who contributes the greatest original 

      practical example. 

 

  Already a nonchalant breed, silently emerging, appears on the streets, 

  People’s lips salute only doers, lovers, satisfiers, positive knowers, 

  There will shortly be no more priests, I say their work is done, 

  Death is without emergencies here, but life is perpetual emergencies here, 

  Are your body, days, manners, superb? after death you shall be superb, 



  Justice, health, self-esteem, clear the way with irresistible power; 

  How dare you place any thing before a man? 
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  Fall behind me States! 

  A man before all—myself, typical, before all. 

 

  Give me the pay I have served for, 

  Give me to sing the songs of the great Idea, take all the rest, 

  I have loved the earth, sun, animals, I have despised riches, 

  I have given aims to every one that ask’d, stood up for the stupid 

      and crazy, devoted my income and labor to others, 

  Hated tyrants, argued not concerning God, had patience and indulgence 

      toward the people, taken off my hat to nothing known or unknown, 

  Gone freely with powerful uneducated persons and with the young, 

      and with the mothers of families, 

  Read these leaves to myself in the open air, tried them by trees, 

      stars, rivers, 

  Dismiss’d whatever insulted my own soul or defiled my body, 

  Claim’d nothing to myself which I have not carefully claim’d for 

      others on the same terms, 

  Sped to the camps, and comrades found and accepted from every State, 

  (Upon this breast has many a dying soldier lean’d to breathe his last, 

  This arm, this hand, this voice, have nourish’d, rais’d, restored, 

  To life recalling many a prostrate form;) 

  I am willing to wait to be understood by the growth of the taste of myself, 

  Rejecting none, permitting all. 

 



  (Say O Mother, have I not to your thought been faithful? 

  Have I not through life kept you and yours before me?) 
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  I swear I begin to see the meaning of these things, 

  It is not the earth, it is not America who is so great, 

  It is I who am great or to be great, it is You up there, or any one, 

  It is to walk rapidly through civilizations, governments, theories, 

  Through poems, pageants, shows, to form individuals. 

 

  Underneath all, individuals, 

  I swear nothing is good to me now that ignores individuals, 

  The American compact is altogether with individuals, 

  The only government is that which makes minute of individuals, 

  The whole theory of the universe is directed unerringly to one 

      single individual—namely to You. 

 

  (Mother! with subtle sense severe, with the naked sword in your hand, 

  I saw you at last refuse to treat but directly with individuals.) 
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  Underneath all, Nativity, 

  I swear I will stand by my own nativity, pious or impious so be it; 

  I swear I am charm’d with nothing except nativity, 

  Men, women, cities, nations, are only beautiful from nativity. 

 

  Underneath all is the Expression of love for men and women, 

  (I swear I have seen enough of mean and impotent modes of expressing 



      love for men and women, 

  After this day I take my own modes of expressing love for men and 

      women.) in myself, 

 

  I swear I will have each quality of my race in myself, 

  (Talk as you like, he only suits these States whose manners favor 

      the audacity and sublime turbulence of the States.) 

 

  Underneath the lessons of things, spirits, Nature, governments, 

      ownerships, I swear I perceive other lessons, 

  Underneath all to me is myself, to you yourself, (the same 

      monotonous old song.) 
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  O I see flashing that this America is only you and me, 

  Its power, weapons, testimony, are you and me, 

  Its crimes, lies, thefts, defections, are you and me, 

  Its Congress is you and me, the officers, capitols, armies, ships, 

      are you and me, 

  Its endless gestations of new States are you and me, 

  The war, (that war so bloody and grim, the war I will henceforth 

      forget), was you and me, 

  Natural and artificial are you and me, 

  Freedom, language, poems, employments, are you and me, 

  Past, present, future, are you and me. 

 

  I dare not shirk any part of myself, 

  Not any part of America good or bad, 



  Not to build for that which builds for mankind, 

  Not to balance ranks, complexions, creeds, and the sexes, 

  Not to justify science nor the march of equality, 

  Nor to feed the arrogant blood of the brawn belov’d of time. 

 

  I am for those that have never been master’d, 

  For men and women whose tempers have never been master’d, 

  For those whom laws, theories, conventions, can never master. 

 

  I am for those who walk abreast with the whole earth, 

  Who inaugurate one to inaugurate all. 

 

  I will not be outfaced by irrational things, 

  I will penetrate what it is in them that is sarcastic upon me, 

  I will make cities and civilizations defer to me, 

  This is what I have learnt from America—it is the amount, and it I 

      teach again. 

 

  (Democracy, while weapons were everywhere aim’d at your breast, 

  I saw you serenely give birth to immortal children, saw in dreams 

      your dilating form, 

  Saw you with spreading mantle covering the world.) 
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  I will confront these shows of the day and night, 

  I will know if I am to be less than they, 

  I will see if I am not as majestic as they, 

  I will see if I am not as subtle and real as they, 



  I will see if I am to be less generous than they, 

  I will see if I have no meaning, while the houses and ships have meaning, 

  I will see if the fishes and birds are to be enough for themselves, 

      and I am not to be enough for myself. 

 

  I match my spirit against yours you orbs, growths, mountains, brutes, 

  Copious as you are I absorb you all in myself, and become the master myself, 

  America isolated yet embodying all, what is it finally except myself? 

  These States, what are they except myself? 

 

  I know now why the earth is gross, tantalizing, wicked, it is for my sake, 

  I take you specially to be mine, you terrible, rude forms. 

  (Mother, bend down, bend close to me your face, 

  I know not what these plots and wars and deferments are for, 

  I know not fruition’s success, but I know that through war and crime 

      your work goes on, and must yet go on.) 
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  Thus by blue Ontario’s shore, 

  While the winds fann’d me and the waves came trooping toward me, 

  I thrill’d with the power’s pulsations, and the charm of my theme 

      was upon me, 

  Till the tissues that held me parted their ties upon me. 

 

  And I saw the free souls of poets, 

  The loftiest bards of past ages strode before me, 

  Strange large men, long unwaked, undisclosed, were disclosed to me. 
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  O my rapt verse, my call, mock me not! 

  Not for the bards of the past, not to invoke them have I launch’d 

      you forth, 

  Not to call even those lofty bards here by Ontario’s shores, 

  Have I sung so capricious and loud my savage song. 

 

  Bards for my own land only I invoke, 

  (For the war the war is over, the field is clear’d,) 

  Till they strike up marches henceforth triumphant and onward, 

  To cheer O Mother your boundless expectant soul. 

 

  Bards of the great Idea! bards of the peaceful inventions! (for the 

      war, the war is over!) 

  Yet bards of latent armies, a million soldiers waiting ever-ready, 

  Bards with songs as from burning coals or the lightning’s fork’d stripes! 

  Ample Ohio’s, Kanada’s bards—bards of California! inland bards— 

      bards of the war! 

  You by my charm I invoke. 

  



Reversals 

  Let that which stood in front go behind, 

  Let that which was behind advance to the front, 

  Let bigots, fools, unclean persons, offer new propositions, 

  Let the old propositions be postponed, 

  Let a man seek pleasure everywhere except in himself, 

  Let a woman seek happiness everywhere except in herself 

  



BOOK XXIV. AUTUMN RIVULETS 

As Consequent, Etc. 

 

  As consequent from store of summer rains, 

  Or wayward rivulets in autumn flowing, 

  Or many a herb-lined brook’s reticulations, 

  Or subterranean sea-rills making for the sea, 

  Songs of continued years I sing. 

 

  Life’s ever-modern rapids first, (soon, soon to blend, 

  With the old streams of death.) 

 

  Some threading Ohio’s farm-fields or the woods, 

  Some down Colorado’s canons from sources of perpetual snow, 

  Some half-hid in Oregon, or away southward in Texas, 

  Some in the north finding their way to Erie, Niagara, Ottawa, 

  Some to Atlantica’s bays, and so to the great salt brine. 

 

  In you whoe’er you are my book perusing, 

  In I myself, in all the world, these currents flowing, 

  All, all toward the mystic ocean tending. 

 

  Currents for starting a continent new, 

  Overtures sent to the solid out of the liquid, 

  Fusion of ocean and land, tender and pensive waves, 

  (Not safe and peaceful only, waves rous’d and ominous too, 

  Out of the depths the storm’s abysmic waves, who knows whence? 

  Raging over the vast, with many a broken spar and tatter’d sail.) 



 

  Or from the sea of Time, collecting vasting all, I bring, 

  A windrow-drift of weeds and shells. 

 

  O little shells, so curious-convolute, so limpid-cold and voiceless, 

  Will you not little shells to the tympans of temples held, 

  Murmurs and echoes still call up, eternity’s music faint and far, 

  Wafted inland, sent from Atlantica’s rim, strains for the soul of 

      the prairies, 

  Whisper’d reverberations, chords for the ear of the West joyously sounding, 

  Your tidings old, yet ever new and untranslatable, 

  Infinitesimals out of my life, and many a life, 

  (For not my life and years alone I give—all, all I give,) 

  These waifs from the deep, cast high and dry, 

  Wash’d on America’s shores? 

  



The Return of the Heroes 

       1 

  For the lands and for these passionate days and for myself, 

  Now I awhile retire to thee O soil of autumn fields, 

  Reclining on thy breast, giving myself to thee, 

  Answering the pulses of thy sane and equable heart, 

  Turning a verse for thee. 

 

  O earth that hast no voice, confide to me a voice, 

  O harvest of my lands—O boundless summer growths, 

  O lavish brown parturient earth—O infinite teeming womb, 

  A song to narrate thee. 
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  Ever upon this stage, 

  Is acted God’s calm annual drama, 

  Gorgeous processions, songs of birds, 

  Sunrise that fullest feeds and freshens most the soul, 

  The heaving sea, the waves upon the shore, the musical, strong waves, 

  The woods, the stalwart trees, the slender, tapering trees, 

  The liliput countless armies of the grass, 

  The heat, the showers, the measureless pasturages, 

  The scenery of the snows, the winds’ free orchestra, 

  The stretching light-hung roof of clouds, the clear cerulean and the 

      silvery fringes, 

  The high-dilating stars, the placid beckoning stars, 

  The moving flocks and herds, the plains and emerald meadows, 

  The shows of all the varied lands and all the growths and products. 
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  Fecund America—today, 

  Thou art all over set in births and joys! 

  Thou groan’st with riches, thy wealth clothes thee as a swathing-garment, 

  Thou laughest loud with ache of great possessions, 

  A myriad-twining life like interlacing vines binds all thy vast demesne, 

  As some huge ship freighted to water’s edge thou ridest into port, 

  As rain falls from the heaven and vapors rise from earth, so have 

      the precious values fallen upon thee and risen out of thee; 

  Thou envy of the globe! thou miracle! 

  Thou, bathed, choked, swimming in plenty, 

  Thou lucky Mistress of the tranquil barns, 

  Thou Prairie Dame that sittest in the middle and lookest out upon 

      thy world, and lookest East and lookest West, 

  Dispensatress, that by a word givest a thousand miles, a million 

      farms, and missest nothing, 

  Thou all-acceptress—thou hospitable, (thou only art hospitable as 

      God is hospitable.) 
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  When late I sang sad was my voice, 

  Sad were the shows around me with deafening noises of hatred and 

      smoke of war; 

  In the midst of the conflict, the heroes, I stood, 

  Or pass’d with slow step through the wounded and dying. 

 

  But now I sing not war, 



  Nor the measur’d march of soldiers, nor the tents of camps, 

  Nor the regiments hastily coming up deploying in line of battle; 

  No more the sad, unnatural shows of war. 

 

  Ask’d room those flush’d immortal ranks, the first forth-stepping armies? 

  Ask room alas the ghastly ranks, the armies dread that follow’d. 

 

  (Pass, pass, ye proud brigades, with your tramping sinewy legs, 

  With your shoulders young and strong, with your knapsacks and your muskets; 

  How elate I stood and watch’d you, where starting off you march’d. 

 

  Pass—then rattle drums again, 

  For an army heaves in sight, O another gathering army, 

  Swarming, trailing on the rear, O you dread accruing army, 

  O you regiments so piteous, with your mortal diarrhoea, with your fever, 

  O my land’s maim’d darlings, with the plenteous bloody bandage and 

      the crutch, 

  Lo, your pallid army follows.) 
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  But on these days of brightness, 

  On the far-stretching beauteous landscape, the roads and lanes the 

      high-piled farm-wagons, and the fruits and barns, 

  Should the dead intrude? 

 

  Ah the dead to me mar not, they fit well in Nature, 

  They fit very well in the landscape under the trees and grass, 

  And along the edge of the sky in the horizon’s far margin. 



 

  Nor do I forget you Departed, 

  Nor in winter or summer my lost ones, 

  But most in the open air as now when my soul is rapt and at peace, 

      like pleasing phantoms, 

  Your memories rising glide silently by me. 
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  I saw the day the return of the heroes, 

  (Yet the heroes never surpass’d shall never return, 

  Them that day I saw not.) 

 

  I saw the interminable corps, I saw the processions of armies, 

  I saw them approaching, defiling by with divisions, 

  Streaming northward, their work done, camping awhile in clusters of 

      mighty camps. 

 

  No holiday soldiers—youthful, yet veterans, 

  Worn, swart, handsome, strong, of the stock of homestead and workshop, 

  Harden’d of many a long campaign and sweaty march, 

  Inured on many a hard-fought bloody field. 

 

  A pause—the armies wait, 

  A million flush’d embattled conquerors wait, 

  The world too waits, then soft as breaking night and sure as dawn, 

  They melt, they disappear. 

 

  Exult O lands! victorious lands! 



  Not there your victory on those red shuddering fields, 

  But here and hence your victory. 

 

  Melt, melt away ye armies—disperse ye blue-clad soldiers, 

  Resolve ye back again, give up for good your deadly arms, 

  Other the arms the fields henceforth for you, or South or North, 

  With saner wars, sweet wars, life-giving wars. 
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  Loud O my throat, and clear O soul! 

  The season of thanks and the voice of full-yielding, 

  The chant of joy and power for boundless fertility. 

 

  All till’d and untill’d fields expand before me, 

  I see the true arenas of my race, or first or last, 

  Man’s innocent and strong arenas. 

 

  I see the heroes at other toils, 

  I see well-wielded in their hands the better weapons. 

 

  I see where the Mother of All, 

  With full-spanning eye gazes forth, dwells long, 

  And counts the varied gathering of the products. 

 

  Busy the far, the sunlit panorama, 

  Prairie, orchard, and yellow grain of the North, 

  Cotton and rice of the South and Louisianian cane, 

  Open unseeded fallows, rich fields of clover and timothy, 



  Kine and horses feeding, and droves of sheep and swine, 

  And many a stately river flowing and many a jocund brook, 

  And healthy uplands with herby-perfumed breezes, 

  And the good green grass, that delicate miracle the ever-recurring grass. 
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  Toil on heroes! harvest the products! 

  Not alone on those warlike fields the Mother of All, 

  With dilated form and lambent eyes watch’d you. 

 

  Toil on heroes! toil well! handle the weapons well! 

  The Mother of All, yet here as ever she watches you. 

 

  Well-pleased America thou beholdest, 

  Over the fields of the West those crawling monsters, 

  The human-divine inventions, the labor-saving implements; 

  Beholdest moving in every direction imbued as with life the 

      revolving hay-rakes, 

  The steam-power reaping-machines and the horse-power machines 

  The engines, thrashers of grain and cleaners of grain, well 

      separating the straw, the nimble work of the patent pitchfork, 

  Beholdest the newer saw-mill, the southern cotton-gin, and the 

      rice-cleanser. 

 

  Beneath thy look O Maternal, 

  With these and else and with their own strong hands the heroes harvest. 

 

  All gather and all harvest, 



  Yet but for thee O Powerful, not a scythe might swing as now in security, 

  Not a maize-stalk dangle as now its silken tassels in peace. 

 

  Under thee only they harvest, even but a wisp of hay under thy great 

      face only, 

  Harvest the wheat of Ohio, Illinois, Wisconsin, every barbed spear 

      under thee, 

  Harvest the maize of Missouri, Kentucky, Tennessee, each ear in its 

      light-green sheath, 

  Gather the hay to its myriad mows in the odorous tranquil barns, 

  Oats to their bins, the white potato, the buckwheat of Michigan, to theirs; 

  Gather the cotton in Mississippi or Alabama, dig and hoard the 

      golden the sweet potato of Georgia and the Carolinas, 

  Clip the wool of California or Pennsylvania, 

  Cut the flax in the Middle States, or hemp or tobacco in the Borders, 

  Pick the pea and the bean, or pull apples from the trees or bunches 

      of grapes from the vines, 

  Or aught that ripens in all these States or North or South, 

  Under the beaming sun and under thee. 

  



There Was a Child Went Forth 

  There was a child went forth every day, 

  And the first object he look’d upon, that object he became, 

  And that object became part of him for the day or a certain part of the day, 

  Or for many years or stretching cycles of years. 

 

  The early lilacs became part of this child, 

  And grass and white and red morning-glories, and white and red 

      clover, and the song of the phoebe-bird, 

  And the Third-month lambs and the sow’s pink-faint litter, and the 

      mare’s foal and the cow’s calf, 

  And the noisy brood of the barnyard or by the mire of the pond-side, 

  And the fish suspending themselves so curiously below there, and the 

      beautiful curious liquid, 

  And the water-plants with their graceful flat heads, all became part of him. 

 

  The field-sprouts of Fourth-month and Fifth-month became part of him, 

  Winter-grain sprouts and those of the light-yellow corn, and the 

      esculent roots of the garden, 

  And the apple-trees cover’d with blossoms and the fruit afterward, 

      and wood-berries, and the commonest weeds by the road, 

  And the old drunkard staggering home from the outhouse of the 

      tavern whence he had lately risen, 

  And the schoolmistress that pass’d on her way to the school, 

  And the friendly boys that pass’d, and the quarrelsome boys, 

  And the tidy and fresh-cheek’d girls, and the barefoot negro boy and girl, 

  And all the changes of city and country wherever he went. 

 



  His own parents, he that had father’d him and she that had conceiv’d 

      him in her womb and birth’d him, 

  They gave this child more of themselves than that, 

  They gave him afterward every day, they became part of him. 

 

  The mother at home quietly placing the dishes on the supper-table, 

  The mother with mild words, clean her cap and gown, a wholesome 

      odor falling off her person and clothes as she walks by, 

  The father, strong, self-sufficient, manly, mean, anger’d, unjust, 

  The blow, the quick loud word, the tight bargain, the crafty lure, 

  The family usages, the language, the company, the furniture, the 

      yearning and swelling heart, 

  Affection that will not be gainsay’d, the sense of what is real, the 

      thought if after all it should prove unreal, 

  The doubts of day-time and the doubts of night-time, the curious 

      whether and how, 

  Whether that which appears so is so, or is it all flashes and specks? 

  Men and women crowding fast in the streets, if they are not flashes 

      and specks what are they? 

  The streets themselves and the facades of houses, and goods in the windows, 

  Vehicles, teams, the heavy-plank’d wharves, the huge crossing at 

      the ferries, 

  The village on the highland seen from afar at sunset, the river between, 

  Shadows, aureola and mist, the light falling on roofs and gables of 

      white or brown two miles off, 

  The schooner near by sleepily dropping down the tide, the little 

      boat slack-tow’d astern, 

  The hurrying tumbling waves, quick-broken crests, slapping, 



  The strata of color’d clouds, the long bar of maroon-tint away 

      solitary by itself, the spread of purity it lies motionless in, 

  The horizon’s edge, the flying sea-crow, the fragrance of salt marsh 

      and shore mud, 

  These became part of that child who went forth every day, and who 

      now goes, and will always go forth every day. 

  



Old Ireland 

  Far hence amid an isle of wondrous beauty, 

  Crouching over a grave an ancient sorrowful mother, 

  Once a queen, now lean and tatter’d seated on the ground, 

  Her old white hair drooping dishevel’d round her shoulders, 

  At her feet fallen an unused royal harp, 

  Long silent, she too long silent, mourning her shrouded hope and heir, 

  Of all the earth her heart most full of sorrow because most full of love. 

 

  Yet a word ancient mother, 

  You need crouch there no longer on the cold ground with forehead 

      between your knees, 

  O you need not sit there veil’d in your old white hair so dishevel’d, 

  For know you the one you mourn is not in that grave, 

  It was an illusion, the son you love was not really dead, 

  The Lord is not dead, he is risen again young and strong in another country, 

  Even while you wept there by your fallen harp by the grave, 

  What you wept for was translated, pass’d from the grave, 

  The winds favor’d and the sea sail’d it, 

  And now with rosy and new blood, 

  Moves to-day in a new country. 

  



The City Dead-House 

  By the city dead-house by the gate, 

  As idly sauntering wending my way from the clangor, 

  I curious pause, for lo, an outcast form, a poor dead prostitute brought, 

  Her corpse they deposit unclaim’d, it lies on the damp brick pavement, 

  The divine woman, her body, I see the body, I look on it alone, 

  That house once full of passion and beauty, all else I notice not, 

  Nor stillness so cold, nor running water from faucet, nor odors 

      morbific impress me, 

  But the house alone—that wondrous house—that delicate fair house 

      —that ruin! 

  That immortal house more than all the rows of dwellings ever built! 

  Or white-domed capitol with majestic figure surmounted, or all the 

      old high-spired cathedrals, 

  That little house alone more than them all—poor, desperate house! 

  Fair, fearful wreck—tenement of a soul—itself a soul, 

  Unclaim’d, avoided house—take one breath from my tremulous lips, 

  Take one tear dropt aside as I go for thought of you, 

  Dead house of love—house of madness and sin, crumbled, crush’d, 

  House of life, erewhile talking and laughing—but ah, poor house, 

      dead even then, 

  Months, years, an echoing, garnish’d house—but dead, dead, dead. 

  



This Compost 

       1 

  Something startles me where I thought I was safest, 

  I withdraw from the still woods I loved, 

  I will not go now on the pastures to walk, 

  I will not strip the clothes from my body to meet my lover the sea, 

  I will not touch my flesh to the earth as to other flesh to renew me. 

 

  O how can it be that the ground itself does not sicken? 

  How can you be alive you growths of spring? 

  How can you furnish health you blood of herbs, roots, orchards, grain? 

  Are they not continually putting distemper’d corpses within you? 

  Is not every continent work’d over and over with sour dead? 

 

  Where have you disposed of their carcasses? 

  Those drunkards and gluttons of so many generations? 

  Where have you drawn off all the foul liquid and meat? 

  I do not see any of it upon you to-day, or perhaps I am deceiv’d, 

  I will run a furrow with my plough, I will press my spade through 

      the sod and turn it up underneath, 

  I am sure I shall expose some of the foul meat. 

 

       2 

  Behold this compost! behold it well! 

  Perhaps every mite has once form’d part of a sick person—yet behold! 

  The grass of spring covers the prairies, 

  The bean bursts noiselessly through the mould in the garden, 

  The delicate spear of the onion pierces upward, 



  The apple-buds cluster together on the apple-branches, 

  The resurrection of the wheat appears with pale visage out of its graves, 

  The tinge awakes over the willow-tree and the mulberry-tree, 

  The he-birds carol mornings and evenings while the she-birds sit on 

      their nests, 

  The young of poultry break through the hatch’d eggs, 

  The new-born of animals appear, the calf is dropt from the cow, the 

      colt from the mare, 

  Out of its little hill faithfully rise the potato’s dark green leaves, 

  Out of its hill rises the yellow maize-stalk, the lilacs bloom in 

      the dooryards, 

  The summer growth is innocent and disdainful above all those strata 

      of sour dead. 

 

  What chemistry! 

  That the winds are really not infectious, 

  That this is no cheat, this transparent green-wash of the sea which 

      is so amorous after me, 

  That it is safe to allow it to lick my naked body all over with its tongues, 

  That it will not endanger me with the fevers that have deposited 

      themselves in it, 

  That all is clean forever and forever, 

  That the cool drink from the well tastes so good, 

  That blackberries are so flavorous and juicy, 

  That the fruits of the apple-orchard and the orange-orchard, that 

      melons, grapes, peaches, plums, will none of them poison me, 

  That when I recline on the grass I do not catch any disease, 

  Though probably every spear of grass rises out of what was once 



      catching disease. 

 

  Now I am terrified at the Earth, it is that calm and patient, 

  It grows such sweet things out of such corruptions, 

  It turns harmless and stainless on its axis, with such endless 

      successions of diseas’d corpses, 

  It distills such exquisite winds out of such infused fetor, 

  It renews with such unwitting looks its prodigal, annual, sumptuous crops, 

  It gives such divine materials to men, and accepts such leavings 

      from them at last. 

  



To a Foil’d European Revolutionaire 

  Courage yet, my brother or my sister! 

  Keep on—Liberty is to be subserv’d whatever occurs; 

  That is nothing that is quell’d by one or two failures, or any 

      number of failures, 

  Or by the indifference or ingratitude of the people, or by any 

      unfaithfulness, 

  Or the show of the tushes of power, soldiers, cannon, penal statutes. 

 

  What we believe in waits latent forever through all the continents, 

  Invites no one, promises nothing, sits in calmness and light, is 

      positive and composed, knows no discouragement, 

  Waiting patiently, waiting its time. 

 

  (Not songs of loyalty alone are these, 

  But songs of insurrection also, 

  For I am the sworn poet of every dauntless rebel the world over, 

  And he going with me leaves peace and routine behind him, 

  And stakes his life to be lost at any moment.) 

 

  The battle rages with many a loud alarm and frequent advance and retreat, 

  The infidel triumphs, or supposes he triumphs, 

  The prison, scaffold, garrote, handcuffs, iron necklace and 

      leadballs do their work, 

  The named and unnamed heroes pass to other spheres, 

  The great speakers and writers are exiled, they lie sick in distant lands, 

  The cause is asleep, the strongest throats are choked with their own blood, 

  The young men droop their eyelashes toward the ground when they meet; 



  But for all this Liberty has not gone out of the place, nor the 

      infidel enter’d into full possession. 

 

  When liberty goes out of a place it is not the first to go, nor the 

      second or third to go, 

  It waits for all the rest to go, it is the last. 

 

  When there are no more memories of heroes and martyrs, 

  And when all life and all the souls of men and women are discharged 

      from any part of the earth, 

  Then only shall liberty or the idea of liberty be discharged from 

      that part of the earth, 

  And the infidel come into full possession. 

 

  Then courage European revolter, revoltress! 

  For till all ceases neither must you cease. 

 

  I do not know what you are for, (I do not know what I am for myself, 

      nor what any thing is for,) 

  But I will search carefully for it even in being foil’d, 

  In defeat, poverty, misconception, imprisonment—for they too are great. 

 

  Did we think victory great? 

  So it is—but now it seems to me, when it cannot be help’d, that 

      defeat is great, 

  And that death and dismay are great. 

  



Unnamed Land 

  Nations ten thousand years before these States, and many times ten 

      thousand years before these States, 

  Garner’d clusters of ages that men and women like us grew up and 

      travel’d their course and pass’d on, 

  What vast-built cities, what orderly republics, what pastoral tribes 

      and nomads, 

  What histories, rulers, heroes, perhaps transcending all others, 

  What laws, customs, wealth, arts, traditions, 

  What sort of marriage, what costumes, what physiology and phrenology, 

  What of liberty and slavery among them, what they thought of death 

      and the soul, 

  Who were witty and wise, who beautiful and poetic, who brutish and 

      undevelop’d, 

  Not a mark, not a record remains—and yet all remains. 

 

  O I know that those men and women were not for nothing, any more 

      than we are for nothing, 

  I know that they belong to the scheme of the world every bit as much 

      as we now belong to it. 

 

  Afar they stand, yet near to me they stand, 

  Some with oval countenances learn’d and calm, 

  Some naked and savage, some like huge collections of insects, 

  Some in tents, herdsmen, patriarchs, tribes, horsemen, 

  Some prowling through woods, some living peaceably on farms, 

      laboring, reaping, filling barns, 

  Some traversing paved avenues, amid temples, palaces, factories, 



      libraries, shows, courts, theatres, wonderful monuments. 

  Are those billions of men really gone? 

  Are those women of the old experience of the earth gone? 

  Do their lives, cities, arts, rest only with us? 

  Did they achieve nothing for good for themselves? 

 

  I believe of all those men and women that fill’d the unnamed lands, 

      every one exists this hour here or elsewhere, invisible to us. 

  In exact proportion to what he or she grew from in life, and out of 

      what he or she did, felt, became, loved, sinn’d, in life. 

 

  I believe that was not the end of those nations or any person of 

      them, any more than this shall be the end of my nation, or of me; 

  Of their languages, governments, marriage, literature, products, 

      games, wars, manners, crimes, prisons, slaves, heroes, poets, 

  I suspect their results curiously await in the yet unseen world, 

      counterparts of what accrued to them in the seen world, 

  I suspect I shall meet them there, 

  I suspect I shall there find each old particular of those unnamed lands. 

  



Song of Prudence 

  Manhattan’s streets I saunter’d pondering, 

  On Time, Space, Reality—on such as these, and abreast with them Prudence. 

 

  The last explanation always remains to be made about prudence, 

  Little and large alike drop quietly aside from the prudence that 

      suits immortality. 

 

  The soul is of itself, 

  All verges to it, all has reference to what ensues, 

  All that a person does, says, thinks, is of consequence, 

  Not a move can a man or woman make, that affects him or her in a day, 

      month, any part of the direct lifetime, or the hour of death, 

  But the same affects him or her onward afterward through the 

      indirect lifetime. 

 

  The indirect is just as much as the direct, 

  The spirit receives from the body just as much as it gives to the 

      body, if not more. 

 

  Not one word or deed, not venereal sore, discoloration, privacy of 

      the onanist, 

  Putridity of gluttons or rum-drinkers, peculation, cunning, 

      betrayal, murder, seduction, prostitution, 

  But has results beyond death as really as before death. 

 

  Charity and personal force are the only investments worth any thing. 

 



  No specification is necessary, all that a male or female does, that 

      is vigorous, benevolent, clean, is so much profit to him or her, 

  In the unshakable order of the universe and through the whole scope 

      of it forever. 

 

  Who has been wise receives interest, 

  Savage, felon, President, judge, farmer, sailor, mechanic, literat, 

      young, old, it is the same, 

  The interest will come round—all will come round. 

 

  Singly, wholly, to affect now, affected their time, will forever affect, 

      all of the past and all of the present and all of the future, 

  All the brave actions of war and peace, 

  All help given to relatives, strangers, the poor, old, sorrowful, 

      young children, widows, the sick, and to shunn’d persons, 

  All self-denial that stood steady and aloof on wrecks, and saw 

      others fill the seats of the boats, 

  All offering of substance or life for the good old cause, or for a 

      friend’s sake, or opinion’s sake, 

  All pains of enthusiasts scoff’d at by their neighbors, 

  All the limitless sweet love and precious suffering of mothers, 

  All honest men baffled in strifes recorded or unrecorded, 

  All the grandeur and good of ancient nations whose fragments we inherit, 

  All the good of the dozens of ancient nations unknown to us by name, 

      date, location, 

  All that was ever manfully begun, whether it succeeded or no, 

  All suggestions of the divine mind of man or the divinity of his 

      mouth, or the shaping of his great hands, 



  All that is well thought or said this day on any part of the globe, 

      or on any of the wandering stars, or on any of the fix’d stars, 

      by those there as we are here, 

  All that is henceforth to be thought or done by you whoever you are, 

      or by any one, 

  These inure, have inured, shall inure, to the identities from which 

      they sprang, or shall spring. 

 

  Did you guess any thing lived only its moment? 

  The world does not so exist, no parts palpable or impalpable so exist, 

  No consummation exists without being from some long previous 

      consummation, and that from some other, 

  Without the farthest conceivable one coming a bit nearer the 

      beginning than any. 

 

  Whatever satisfies souls is true; 

  Prudence entirely satisfies the craving and glut of souls, 

  Itself only finally satisfies the soul, 

  The soul has that measureless pride which revolts from every lesson 

      but its own. 

 

  Now I breathe the word of the prudence that walks abreast with time, 

      space, reality, 

  That answers the pride which refuses every lesson but its own. 

 

  What is prudence is indivisible, 

  Declines to separate one part of life from every part, 

  Divides not the righteous from the unrighteous or the living from the dead, 



  Matches every thought or act by its correlative, 

  Knows no possible forgiveness or deputed atonement, 

  Knows that the young man who composedly peril’d his life and lost it 

      has done exceedingly well for himself without doubt, 

  That he who never peril’d his life, but retains it to old age in 

      riches and ease, has probably achiev’d nothing for himself worth 

      mentioning, 

  Knows that only that person has really learn’d who has learn’d to 

      prefer results, 

  Who favors body and soul the same, 

  Who perceives the indirect assuredly following the direct, 

  Who in his spirit in any emergency whatever neither hurries nor 

      avoids death. 

  



The Singer in the Prison 

          O sight of pity, shame and dole! 

          O fearful thought—a convict soul. 

 

       1 

  Rang the refrain along the hall, the prison, 

  Rose to the roof, the vaults of heaven above, 

  Pouring in floods of melody in tones so pensive sweet and strong the 

      like whereof was never heard, 

  Reaching the far-off sentry and the armed guards, who ceas’d their pacing, 

  Making the hearer’s pulses stop for ecstasy and awe. 

 

       2 

  The sun was low in the west one winter day, 

  When down a narrow aisle amid the thieves and outlaws of the land, 

  (There by the hundreds seated, sear-faced murderers, wily counterfeiters, 

  Gather’d to Sunday church in prison walls, the keepers round, 

  Plenteous, well-armed, watching with vigilant eyes,) 

  Calmly a lady walk’d holding a little innocent child by either hand, 

  Whom seating on their stools beside her on the platform, 

  She, first preluding with the instrument a low and musical prelude, 

  In voice surpassing all, sang forth a quaint old hymn. 

 

       A soul confined by bars and bands, 

       Cries, help! O help! and wrings her hands, 

       Blinded her eyes, bleeding her breast, 

       Nor pardon finds, nor balm of rest. 

 



       Ceaseless she paces to and fro, 

       O heart-sick days! O nights of woe! 

       Nor hand of friend, nor loving face, 

       Nor favor comes, nor word of grace. 

 

       It was not I that sinn’d the sin, 

       The ruthless body dragg’d me in; 

       Though long I strove courageously, 

       The body was too much for me. 

 

       Dear prison’d soul bear up a space, 

       For soon or late the certain grace; 

       To set thee free and bear thee home, 

       The heavenly pardoner death shall come. 

 

          Convict no more, nor shame, nor dole! 

          Depart—a God-enfranchis’d soul! 

 

       3 

  The singer ceas’d, 

  One glance swept from her clear calm eyes o’er all those upturn’d faces, 

  Strange sea of prison faces, a thousand varied, crafty, brutal, 

      seam’d and beauteous faces, 

  Then rising, passing back along the narrow aisle between them, 

  While her gown touch’d them rustling in the silence, 

  She vanish’d with her children in the dusk. 

 

  While upon all, convicts and armed keepers ere they stirr’d, 



  (Convict forgetting prison, keeper his loaded pistol,) 

  A hush and pause fell down a wondrous minute, 

  With deep half-stifled sobs and sound of bad men bow’d and moved to weeping, 

  And youth’s convulsive breathings, memories of home, 

  The mother’s voice in lullaby, the sister’s care, the happy childhood, 

  The long-pent spirit rous’d to reminiscence; 

  A wondrous minute then—but after in the solitary night, to many, 

      many there, 

  Years after, even in the hour of death, the sad refrain, the tune, 

      the voice, the words, 

  Resumed, the large calm lady walks the narrow aisle, 

  The wailing melody again, the singer in the prison sings, 

 

       O sight of pity, shame and dole! 

       O fearful thought—a convict soul. 

  



Warble for Lilac-Time 

  Warble me now for joy of lilac-time, (returning in reminiscence,) 

  Sort me O tongue and lips for Nature’s sake, souvenirs of earliest summer, 

  Gather the welcome signs, (as children with pebbles or stringing shells,) 

  Put in April and May, the hylas croaking in the ponds, the elastic air, 

  Bees, butterflies, the sparrow with its simple notes, 

  Blue-bird and darting swallow, nor forget the high-hole flashing his 

      golden wings, 

  The tranquil sunny haze, the clinging smoke, the vapor, 

  Shimmer of waters with fish in them, the cerulean above, 

  All that is jocund and sparkling, the brooks running, 

  The maple woods, the crisp February days and the sugar-making, 

  The robin where he hops, bright-eyed, brown-breasted, 

  With musical clear call at sunrise, and again at sunset, 

  Or flitting among the trees of the apple-orchard, building the nest 

      of his mate, 

  The melted snow of March, the willow sending forth its yellow-green sprouts, 

  For spring-time is here! the summer is here! and what is this in it 

      and from it? 

  Thou, soul, unloosen’d—the restlessness after I know not what; 

  Come, let us lag here no longer, let us be up and away! 

  O if one could but fly like a bird! 

  O to escape, to sail forth as in a ship! 

  To glide with thee O soul, o’er all, in all, as a ship o’er the waters; 

  Gathering these hints, the preludes, the blue sky, the grass, the 

      morning drops of dew, 

  The lilac-scent, the bushes with dark green heart-shaped leaves, 

  Wood-violets, the little delicate pale blossoms called innocence, 



  Samples and sorts not for themselves alone, but for their atmosphere, 

  To grace the bush I love—to sing with the birds, 

  A warble for joy of returning in reminiscence. 

  



Outlines for a Tomb [G. P., Buried 1870] 

       1 

  What may we chant, O thou within this tomb? 

  What tablets, outlines, hang for thee, O millionnaire? 

  The life thou lived’st we know not, 

  But that thou walk’dst thy years in barter, ’mid the haunts of 

      brokers, 

  Nor heroism thine, nor war, nor glory. 

 

       2 

  Silent, my soul, 

  With drooping lids, as waiting, ponder’d, 

  Turning from all the samples, monuments of heroes. 

 

  While through the interior vistas, 

  Noiseless uprose, phantasmic, (as by night Auroras of the north,) 

  Lambent tableaus, prophetic, bodiless scenes, 

  Spiritual projections. 

 

  In one, among the city streets a laborer’s home appear’d, 

  After his day’s work done, cleanly, sweet-air’d, the gaslight burning, 

  The carpet swept and a fire in the cheerful stove. 

 

  In one, the sacred parturition scene, 

  A happy painless mother birth’d a perfect child. 

 

  In one, at a bounteous morning meal, 

  Sat peaceful parents with contented sons. 



 

  In one, by twos and threes, young people, 

  Hundreds concentring, walk’d the paths and streets and roads, 

  Toward a tall-domed school. 

 

  In one a trio beautiful, 

  Grandmother, loving daughter, loving daughter’s daughter, sat, 

  Chatting and sewing. 

 

  In one, along a suite of noble rooms, 

  ’Mid plenteous books and journals, paintings on the walls, fine statuettes, 

  Were groups of friendly journeymen, mechanics young and old, 

  Reading, conversing. 

 

  All, all the shows of laboring life, 

  City and country, women’s, men’s and children’s, 

  Their wants provided for, hued in the sun and tinged for once with joy, 

  Marriage, the street, the factory, farm, the house-room, lodging-room, 

  Labor and toll, the bath, gymnasium, playground, library, college, 

  The student, boy or girl, led forward to be taught, 

  The sick cared for, the shoeless shod, the orphan father’d and mother’d, 

  The hungry fed, the houseless housed; 

  (The intentions perfect and divine, 

  The workings, details, haply human.) 

 

       3 

  O thou within this tomb, 

  From thee such scenes, thou stintless, lavish giver, 



  Tallying the gifts of earth, large as the earth, 

  Thy name an earth, with mountains, fields and tides. 

 

  Nor by your streams alone, you rivers, 

  By you, your banks Connecticut, 

  By you and all your teeming life old Thames, 

  By you Potomac laving the ground Washington trod, by you Patapsco, 

  You Hudson, you endless Mississippi—nor you alone, 

  But to the high seas launch, my thought, his memory. 

  



Out from Behind This Mask [To Confront a Portrait] 

       1 

  Out from behind this bending rough-cut mask, 

  These lights and shades, this drama of the whole, 

  This common curtain of the face contain’d in me for me, in you for 

      you, in each for each, 

  (Tragedies, sorrows, laughter, tears—0 heaven! 

  The passionate teeming plays this curtain hid!) 

  This glaze of God’s serenest purest sky, 

  This film of Satan’s seething pit, 

  This heart’s geography’s map, this limitless small continent, this 

      soundless sea; 

  Out from the convolutions of this globe, 

  This subtler astronomic orb than sun or moon, than Jupiter, Venus, Mars, 

  This condensation of the universe, (nay here the only universe, 

  Here the idea, all in this mystic handful wrapt;) 

  These burin’d eyes, flashing to you to pass to future time, 

  To launch and spin through space revolving sideling, from these to emanate, 

  To you whoe’er you are—a look. 

 

       2 

  A traveler of thoughts and years, of peace and war, 

  Of youth long sped and middle age declining, 

  (As the first volume of a tale perused and laid away, and this the second, 

  Songs, ventures, speculations, presently to close,) 

  Lingering a moment here and now, to you I opposite turn, 

  As on the road or at some crevice door by chance, or open’d window, 

  Pausing, inclining, baring my head, you specially I greet, 



  To draw and clinch your soul for once inseparably with mine, 

  Then travel travel on. 

  



Vocalism 

       1 

  Vocalism, measure, concentration, determination, and the divine 

      power to speak words; 

  Are you full-lung’d and limber-lipp’d from long trial? from vigorous 

      practice? from physique? 

  Do you move in these broad lands as broad as they? 

  Come duly to the divine power to speak words? 

  For only at last after many years, after chastity, friendship, 

      procreation, prudence, and nakedness, 

  After treading ground and breasting river and lake, 

  After a loosen’d throat, after absorbing eras, temperaments, races, 

      after knowledge, freedom, crimes, 

  After complete faith, after clarifyings, elevations, and removing 

      obstructions, 

  After these and more, it is just possible there comes to a man, 

      woman, the divine power to speak words; 

  Then toward that man or that woman swiftly hasten all—none 

      refuse, all attend, 

  Armies, ships, antiquities, libraries, paintings, machines, cities, 

      hate, despair, amity, pain, theft, murder, aspiration, form in 

      close ranks, 

  They debouch as they are wanted to march obediently through the 

      mouth of that man or that woman. 

 

       2 

  O what is it in me that makes me tremble so at voices? 

  Surely whoever speaks to me in the right voice, him or her I shall follow, 



  As the water follows the moon, silently, with fluid steps, anywhere 

      around the globe. 

 

  All waits for the right voices; 

  Where is the practis’d and perfect organ? where is the develop’d soul? 

  For I see every word utter’d thence has deeper, sweeter, new sounds, 

      impossible on less terms. 

 

  I see brains and lips closed, tympans and temples unstruck, 

  Until that comes which has the quality to strike and to unclose, 

  Until that comes which has the quality to bring forth what lies 

      slumbering forever ready in all words. 

  



To Him That Was Crucified 

  My spirit to yours dear brother, 

  Do not mind because many sounding your name do not understand you, 

  I do not sound your name, but I understand you, 

  I specify you with joy O my comrade to salute you, and to salute 

      those who are with you, before and since, and those to come also, 

  That we all labor together transmitting the same charge and succession, 

  We few equals indifferent of lands, indifferent of times, 

  We, enclosers of all continents, all castes, allowers of all theologies, 

  Compassionaters, perceivers, rapport of men, 

  We walk silent among disputes and assertions, but reject not the 

      disputers nor any thing that is asserted, 

  We hear the bawling and din, we are reach’d at by divisions, 

      jealousies, recriminations on every side, 

  They close peremptorily upon us to surround us, my comrade, 

  Yet we walk unheld, free, the whole earth over, journeying up and 

      down till we make our ineffaceable mark upon time and the diverse eras, 

  Till we saturate time and eras, that the men and women of races, 

      ages to come, may prove brethren and lovers as we are. 

  



You Felons on Trial in Courts 

  You felons on trial in courts, 

  You convicts in prison-cells, you sentenced assassins chain’d and 

      handcuff’d with iron, 

  Who am I too that I am not on trial or in prison? 

  Me ruthless and devilish as any, that my wrists are not chain’d with 

      iron, or my ankles with iron? 

 

  You prostitutes flaunting over the trottoirs or obscene in your rooms, 

  Who am I that I should call you more obscene than myself? 

 

  O culpable! I acknowledge—I expose! 

  (O admirers, praise not me—compliment not me—you make me wince, 

  I see what you do not—I know what you do not.) 

 

  Inside these breast-bones I lie smutch’d and choked, 

  Beneath this face that appears so impassive hell’s tides continually run, 

  Lusts and wickedness are acceptable to me, 

  I walk with delinquents with passionate love, 

  I feel I am of them—I belong to those convicts and prostitutes myself, 

  And henceforth I will not deny them—for how can I deny myself? 

  



Laws for Creations 

  Laws for creations, 

  For strong artists and leaders, for fresh broods of teachers and 

      perfect literats for America, 

  For noble savans and coming musicians. 

  All must have reference to the ensemble of the world, and the 

      compact truth of the world, 

  There shall be no subject too pronounced—all works shall illustrate 

      the divine law of indirections. 

 

  What do you suppose creation is? 

  What do you suppose will satisfy the soul, except to walk free and 

      own no superior? 

  What do you suppose I would intimate to you in a hundred ways, but 

      that man or woman is as good as God? 

  And that there is no God any more divine than Yourself? 

  And that that is what the oldest and newest myths finally mean? 

  And that you or any one must approach creations through such laws? 

  



To a Common Prostitute 

  Be composed—be at ease with me—I am Walt Whitman, liberal and 

      lusty as Nature, 

  Not till the sun excludes you do I exclude you, 

  Not till the waters refuse to glisten for you and the leaves to 

      rustle for you, do my words refuse to glisten and rustle for you. 

 

  My girl I appoint with you an appointment, and I charge you that you 

      make preparation to be worthy to meet me, 

  And I charge you that you be patient and perfect till I come. 

 

  Till then I salute you with a significant look that you do not forget me. 

  



I Was Looking a Long While 

  I was looking a long while for Intentions, 

  For a clew to the history of the past for myself, and for these 

      chants—and now I have found it, 

  It is not in those paged fables in the libraries, (them I neither 

      accept nor reject,) 

  It is no more in the legends than in all else, 

  It is in the present—it is this earth to-day, 

  It is in Democracy—(the purport and aim of all the past,) 

  It is the life of one man or one woman to-day—the average man of to-day, 

  It is in languages, social customs, literatures, arts, 

  It is in the broad show of artificial things, ships, machinery, 

      politics, creeds, modern improvements, and the interchange of nations, 

  All for the modern—all for the average man of to-day. 

  



Thought 

  Of persons arrived at high positions, ceremonies, wealth, 

      scholarships, and the like; 

  (To me all that those persons have arrived at sinks away from them, 

      except as it results to their bodies and souls, 

  So that often to me they appear gaunt and naked, 

  And often to me each one mocks the others, and mocks himself or herself, 

  And of each one the core of life, namely happiness, is full of the 

      rotten excrement of maggots, 

  And often to me those men and women pass unwittingly the true 

      realities of life, and go toward false realities, 

  And often to me they are alive after what custom has served them, 

      but nothing more, 

  And often to me they are sad, hasty, unwaked sonnambules walking the dusk.) 

  



Miracles 

  Why, who makes much of a miracle? 

  As to me I know of nothing else but miracles, 

  Whether I walk the streets of Manhattan, 

  Or dart my sight over the roofs of houses toward the sky, 

  Or wade with naked feet along the beach just in the edge of the water, 

  Or stand under trees in the woods, 

  Or talk by day with any one I love, or sleep in the bed at night 

      with any one I love, 

  Or sit at table at dinner with the rest, 

  Or look at strangers opposite me riding in the car, 

  Or watch honey-bees busy around the hive of a summer forenoon, 

  Or animals feeding in the fields, 

  Or birds, or the wonderfulness of insects in the air, 

  Or the wonderfulness of the sundown, or of stars shining so quiet 

      and bright, 

  Or the exquisite delicate thin curve of the new moon in spring; 

  These with the rest, one and all, are to me miracles, 

  The whole referring, yet each distinct and in its place. 

 

  To me every hour of the light and dark is a miracle, 

  Every cubic inch of space is a miracle, 

  Every square yard of the surface of the earth is spread with the same, 

  Every foot of the interior swarms with the same. 

  To me the sea is a continual miracle, 

  The fishes that swim—the rocks—the motion of the waves—the 

      ships with men in them, 

  What stranger miracles are there? 



  



Sparkles from the Wheel 

  Where the city’s ceaseless crowd moves on the livelong day, 

  Withdrawn I join a group of children watching, I pause aside with them. 

 

  By the curb toward the edge of the flagging, 

  A knife-grinder works at his wheel sharpening a great knife, 

  Bending over he carefully holds it to the stone, by foot and knee, 

  With measur’d tread he turns rapidly, as he presses with light but 

      firm hand, 

  Forth issue then in copious golden jets, 

  Sparkles from the wheel. 

 

  The scene and all its belongings, how they seize and affect me, 

  The sad sharp-chinn’d old man with worn clothes and broad 

      shoulder-band of leather, 

  Myself effusing and fluid, a phantom curiously floating, now here 

      absorb’d and arrested, 

  The group, (an unminded point set in a vast surrounding,) 

  The attentive, quiet children, the loud, proud, restive base of the streets, 

  The low hoarse purr of the whirling stone, the light-press’d blade, 

  Diffusing, dropping, sideways-darting, in tiny showers of gold, 

  Sparkles from the wheel. 

  



To a Pupil 

  Is reform needed? is it through you? 

  The greater the reform needed, the greater the Personality you need 

      to accomplish it. 

 

  You! do you not see how it would serve to have eyes, blood, 

      complexion, clean and sweet? 

  Do you not see how it would serve to have such a body and soul that 

      when you enter the crowd an atmosphere of desire and command 

      enters with you, and every one is impress’d with your Personality? 

 

  O the magnet! the flesh over and over! 

  Go, dear friend, if need be give up all else, and commence to-day to 

      inure yourself to pluck, reality, self-esteem, definiteness, 

      elevatedness, 

  Rest not till you rivet and publish yourself of your own Personality. 

  



Unfolded out of the Folds 

  Unfolded out of the folds of the woman man comes unfolded, and is 

      always to come unfolded, 

  Unfolded only out of the superbest woman of the earth is to come the 

      superbest man of the earth, 

  Unfolded out of the friendliest woman is to come the friendliest man, 

  Unfolded only out of the perfect body of a woman can a man be 

      form’d of perfect body, 

  Unfolded only out of the inimitable poems of woman can come the 

      poems of man, (only thence have my poems come;) 

  Unfolded out of the strong and arrogant woman I love, only thence 

      can appear the strong and arrogant man I love, 

  Unfolded by brawny embraces from the well-muscled woman 

      love, only thence come the brawny embraces of the man, 

  Unfolded out of the folds of the woman’s brain come all the folds 

      of the man’s brain, duly obedient, 

  Unfolded out of the justice of the woman all justice is unfolded, 

  Unfolded out of the sympathy of the woman is all sympathy; 

  A man is a great thing upon the earth and through eternity, but 

      every of the greatness of man is unfolded out of woman; 

  First the man is shaped in the woman, he can then be shaped in himself. 

  



What Am I After All 

  What am I after all but a child, pleas’d with the sound of my own 

      name? repeating it over and over; 

  I stand apart to hear—it never tires me. 

 

  To you your name also; 

  Did you think there was nothing but two or three pronunciations in 

      the sound of your name? 

  



Kosmos 

  Who includes diversity and is Nature, 

  Who is the amplitude of the earth, and the coarseness and sexuality of 

      the earth, and the great charity of the earth, and the equilibrium also, 

  Who has not look’d forth from the windows the eyes for nothing, 

      or whose brain held audience with messengers for nothing, 

  Who contains believers and disbelievers, who is the most majestic lover, 

  Who holds duly his or her triune proportion of realism, 

      spiritualism, and of the aesthetic or intellectual, 

  Who having consider’d the body finds all its organs and parts good, 

  Who, out of the theory of the earth and of his or her body 

      understands by subtle analogies all other theories, 

  The theory of a city, a poem, and of the large politics of these States; 

  Who believes not only in our globe with its sun and moon, but in 

      other globes with their suns and moons, 

  Who, constructing the house of himself or herself, not for a day 

      but for all time, sees races, eras, dates, generations, 

  The past, the future, dwelling there, like space, inseparable together. 

  



Others May Praise What They Like 

  Others may praise what they like; 

  But I, from the banks of the running Missouri, praise nothing in art 

      or aught else, 

  Till it has well inhaled the atmosphere of this river, also the 

      western prairie-scent, 

  And exudes it all again. 

  



Who Learns My Lesson Complete? 

  Who learns my lesson complete? 

  Boss, journeyman, apprentice, churchman and atheist, 

  The stupid and the wise thinker, parents and offspring, merchant, 

      clerk, porter and customer, 

  Editor, author, artist, and schoolboy—draw nigh and commence; 

  It is no lesson—it lets down the bars to a good lesson, 

  And that to another, and every one to another still. 

 

  The great laws take and effuse without argument, 

  I am of the same style, for I am their friend, 

  I love them quits and quits, I do not halt and make salaams. 

 

  I lie abstracted and hear beautiful tales of things and the reasons 

      of things, 

  They are so beautiful I nudge myself to listen. 

 

  I cannot say to any person what I hear—I cannot say it to myself— 

      it is very wonderful. 

 

  It is no small matter, this round and delicious globe moving so 

      exactly in its orbit for ever and ever, without one jolt or 

      the untruth of a single second, 

  I do not think it was made in six days, nor in ten thousand years, 

      nor ten billions of years, 

  Nor plann’d and built one thing after another as an architect plans 

      and builds a house. 

 



  I do not think seventy years is the time of a man or woman, 

  Nor that seventy millions of years is the time of a man or woman, 

  Nor that years will ever stop the existence of me, or any one else. 

 

  Is it wonderful that I should be immortal? as every one is immortal; 

  I know it is wonderful, but my eyesight is equally wonderful, and 

      how I was conceived in my mother’s womb is equally wonderful, 

  And pass’d from a babe in the creeping trance of a couple of 

      summers and winters to articulate and walk—all this is 

      equally wonderful. 

 

  And that my soul embraces you this hour, and we affect each other 

      without ever seeing each other, and never perhaps to see 

      each other, is every bit as wonderful. 

 

  And that I can think such thoughts as these is just as wonderful, 

  And that I can remind you, and you think them and know them to 

      be true, is just as wonderful. 

 

  And that the moon spins round the earth and on with the earth, is 

      equally wonderful, 

  And that they balance themselves with the sun and stars is equally 

      wonderful. 

  



Tests 

  All submit to them where they sit, inner, secure, unapproachable to 

      analysis in the soul, 

  Not traditions, not the outer authorities are the judges, 

  They are the judges of outer authorities and of all traditions, 

  They corroborate as they go only whatever corroborates themselves, 

      and touches themselves; 

  For all that, they have it forever in themselves to corroborate far 

      and near without one exception. 

  



The Torch 

  On my Northwest coast in the midst of the night a fishermen’s group 

      stands watching, 

  Out on the lake that expands before them, others are spearing salmon, 

  The canoe, a dim shadowy thing, moves across the black water, 

  Bearing a torch ablaze at the prow. 

  



O Star of France [1870-71] 

  O star of France, 

  The brightness of thy hope and strength and fame, 

  Like some proud ship that led the fleet so long, 

  Beseems to-day a wreck driven by the gale, a mastless hulk, 

  And ’mid its teeming madden’d half-drown’d crowds, 

  Nor helm nor helmsman. 

 

  Dim smitten star, 

  Orb not of France alone, pale symbol of my soul, its dearest hopes, 

  The struggle and the daring, rage divine for liberty, 

  Of aspirations toward the far ideal, enthusiast’s dreams of brotherhood, 

  Of terror to the tyrant and the priest. 

 

  Star crucified—by traitors sold, 

  Star panting o’er a land of death, heroic land, 

  Strange, passionate, mocking, frivolous land. 

 

  Miserable! yet for thy errors, vanities, sins, I will not now rebuke thee, 

  Thy unexampled woes and pangs have quell’d them all, 

  And left thee sacred. 

 

  In that amid thy many faults thou ever aimedst highly, 

  In that thou wouldst not really sell thyself however great the price, 

  In that thou surely wakedst weeping from thy drugg’d sleep, 

  In that alone among thy sisters thou, giantess, didst rend the ones 

      that shamed thee, 

  In that thou couldst not, wouldst not, wear the usual chains, 



  This cross, thy livid face, thy pierced hands and feet, 

  The spear thrust in thy side. 

 

  O star! O ship of France, beat back and baffled long! 

  Bear up O smitten orb! O ship continue on! 

 

  Sure as the ship of all, the Earth itself, 

  Product of deathly fire and turbulent chaos, 

  Forth from its spasms of fury and its poisons, 

  Issuing at last in perfect power and beauty, 

  Onward beneath the sun following its course, 

  So thee O ship of France! 

 

  Finish’d the days, the clouds dispel’d 

  The travail o’er, the long-sought extrication, 

  When lo! reborn, high o’er the European world, 

  (In gladness answering thence, as face afar to face, reflecting ours 

      Columbia,) 

  Again thy star O France, fair lustrous star, 

  In heavenly peace, clearer, more bright than ever, 

  Shall beam immortal. 

  



The Ox-Tamer 

  In a far-away northern county in the placid pastoral region, 

  Lives my farmer friend, the theme of my recitative, a famous tamer of oxen, 

  There they bring him the three-year-olds and the four-year-olds to 

      break them, 

  He will take the wildest steer in the world and break him and tame him, 

  He will go fearless without any whip where the young bullock 

      chafes up and down the yard, 

  The bullock’s head tosses restless high in the air with raging eyes, 

  Yet see you! how soon his rage subsides—how soon this tamer tames him; 

  See you! on the farms hereabout a hundred oxen young and old, 

      and he is the man who has tamed them, 

  They all know him, all are affectionate to him; 

  See you! some are such beautiful animals, so lofty looking; 

  Some are buff-color’d, some mottled, one has a white line running 

      along his back, some are brindled, 

  Some have wide flaring horns (a good sign)—see you! the bright hides, 

  See, the two with stars on their foreheads—see, the round bodies 

      and broad backs, 

  How straight and square they stand on their legs—what fine sagacious eyes! 

  How straight they watch their tamer—they wish him near them—how 

      they turn to look after him! 

  What yearning expression! how uneasy they are when he moves away from them; 

  Now I marvel what it can be he appears to them, (books, politics, 

      poems, depart—all else departs,) 

  I confess I envy only his fascination—my silent, illiterate friend, 

  Whom a hundred oxen love there in his life on farms, 

  In the northern county far, in the placid pastoral region. 



  



An Old Man’s Thought of School 

  [For the Inauguration of a Public School, Camden, New Jersey, 1874] 

 

  An old man’s thought of school, 

  An old man gathering youthful memories and blooms that youth itself cannot. 

 

  Now only do I know you, 

  O fair auroral skies—O morning dew upon the grass! 

 

  And these I see, these sparkling eyes, 

  These stores of mystic meaning, these young lives, 

  Building, equipping like a fleet of ships, immortal ships, 

  Soon to sail out over the measureless seas, 

  On the soul’s voyage. 

 

  Only a lot of boys and girls? 

  Only the tiresome spelling, writing, ciphering classes? 

  Only a public school? 

 

  Ah more, infinitely more; 

  (As George Fox rais’d his warning cry, “Is it this pile of brick and 

      mortar, these dead floors, windows, rails, you call the church? 

  Why this is not the church at all—the church is living, ever living 

      souls.”) 

 

  And you America, 

  Cast you the real reckoning for your present? 

  The lights and shadows of your future, good or evil? 



  To girlhood, boyhood look, the teacher and the school. 

  



Wandering at Morn 

  Wandering at morn, 

  Emerging from the night from gloomy thoughts, thee in my thoughts, 

  Yearning for thee harmonious Union! thee, singing bird divine! 

  Thee coil’d in evil times my country, with craft and black dismay, 

      with every meanness, treason thrust upon thee, 

  This common marvel I beheld—the parent thrush I watch’d feeding its young, 

  The singing thrush whose tones of joy and faith ecstatic, 

  Fail not to certify and cheer my soul. 

 

  There ponder’d, felt I, 

  If worms, snakes, loathsome grubs, may to sweet spiritual songs be turn’d, 

  If vermin so transposed, so used and bless’d may be, 

  Then may I trust in you, your fortunes, days, my country; 

  Who knows but these may be the lessons fit for you? 

  From these your future song may rise with joyous trills, 

  Destin’d to fill the world. 

  



Italian Music in Dakota 

  ["The Seventeenth—the finest Regimental Band I ever heard.”] 

 

  Through the soft evening air enwinding all, 

  Rocks, woods, fort, cannon, pacing sentries, endless wilds, 

  In dulcet streams, in flutes’ and cornets’ notes, 

  Electric, pensive, turbulent, artificial, 

  (Yet strangely fitting even here, meanings unknown before, 

  Subtler than ever, more harmony, as if born here, related here, 

  Not to the city’s fresco’d rooms, not to the audience of the opera house, 

  Sounds, echoes, wandering strains, as really here at home, 

  Sonnambula’s innocent love, trios with Norma’s anguish, 

  And thy ecstatic chorus Poliuto;) 

  Ray’d in the limpid yellow slanting sundown, 

  Music, Italian music in Dakota. 

 

  While Nature, sovereign of this gnarl’d realm, 

  Lurking in hidden barbaric grim recesses, 

  Acknowledging rapport however far remov’d, 

  (As some old root or soil of earth its last-born flower or fruit,) 

  Listens well pleas’d. 

  



With All Thy Gifts 

  With all thy gifts America, 

  Standing secure, rapidly tending, overlooking the world, 

  Power, wealth, extent, vouchsafed to thee—with these and like of 

      these vouchsafed to thee, 

  What if one gift thou lackest? (the ultimate human problem never solving,) 

  The gift of perfect women fit for thee—what if that gift of gifts 

      thou lackest? 

  The towering feminine of thee? the beauty, health, completion, fit for thee? 

  The mothers fit for thee? 

  



My Picture-Gallery 

  In a little house keep I pictures suspended, it is not a fix’d house, 

  It is round, it is only a few inches from one side to the other; 

  Yet behold, it has room for all the shows of the world, all memories! 

  Here the tableaus of life, and here the groupings of death; 

  Here, do you know this? this is cicerone himself, 

  With finger rais’d he points to the prodigal pictures. 

  



The Prairie States 

  A newer garden of creation, no primal solitude, 

  Dense, joyous, modern, populous millions, cities and farms, 

  With iron interlaced, composite, tied, many in one, 

  By all the world contributed—freedom’s and law’s and thrift’s society, 

  The crown and teeming paradise, so far, of time’s accumulations, 

  To justify the past. 

  



BOOK XXV 

Proud Music of the Storm 

 

       1 

  Proud music of the storm, 

  Blast that careers so free, whistling across the prairies, 

  Strong hum of forest tree-tops—wind of the mountains, 

  Personified dim shapes—you hidden orchestras, 

  You serenades of phantoms with instruments alert, 

  Blending with Nature’s rhythmus all the tongues of nations; 

  You chords left as by vast composers—you choruses, 

  You formless, free, religious dances—you from the Orient, 

  You undertone of rivers, roar of pouring cataracts, 

  You sounds from distant guns with galloping cavalry, 

  Echoes of camps with all the different bugle-calls, 

  Trooping tumultuous, filling the midnight late, bending me powerless, 

  Entering my lonesome slumber-chamber, why have you seiz’d me? 

      2 

  Come forward O my soul, and let the rest retire, 

  Listen, lose not, it is toward thee they tend, 

  Parting the midnight, entering my slumber-chamber, 

  For thee they sing and dance O soul. 

 

  A festival song, 

  The duet of the bridegroom and the bride, a marriage-march, 

  With lips of love, and hearts of lovers fill’d to the brim with love, 

  The red-flush’d cheeks and perfumes, the cortege swarming full of 

      friendly faces young and old, 



  To flutes’ clear notes and sounding harps’ cantabile. 

 

  Now loud approaching drums, 

  Victoria! seest thou in powder-smoke the banners torn but flying? 

      the rout of the baffled? 

  Hearest those shouts of a conquering army? 

 

  (Ah soul, the sobs of women, the wounded groaning in agony, 

  The hiss and crackle of flames, the blacken’d ruins, the embers of cities, 

  The dirge and desolation of mankind.) 

 

  Now airs antique and mediaeval fill me, 

  I see and hear old harpers with their harps at Welsh festivals, 

  I hear the minnesingers singing their lays of love, 

  I hear the minstrels, gleemen, troubadours, of the middle ages. 

 

  Now the great organ sounds, 

  Tremulous, while underneath, (as the hid footholds of the earth, 

  On which arising rest, and leaping forth depend, 

  All shapes of beauty, grace and strength, all hues we know, 

  Green blades of grass and warbling birds, children that gambol and 

      play, the clouds of heaven above,) 

  The strong base stands, and its pulsations intermits not, 

  Bathing, supporting, merging all the rest, maternity of all the rest, 

  And with it every instrument in multitudes, 

  The players playing, all the world’s musicians, 

  The solemn hymns and masses rousing adoration, 

  All passionate heart-chants, sorrowful appeals, 



  The measureless sweet vocalists of ages, 

  And for their solvent setting earth’s own diapason, 

  Of winds and woods and mighty ocean waves, 

  A new composite orchestra, binder of years and climes, ten-fold renewer, 

  As of the far-back days the poets tell, the Paradiso, 

  The straying thence, the separation long, but now the wandering done, 

  The journey done, the journeyman come home, 

  And man and art with Nature fused again. 

 

  Tutti! for earth and heaven; 

  (The Almighty leader now for once has signal’d with his wand.) 

 

  The manly strophe of the husbands of the world, 

  And all the wives responding. 

 

  The tongues of violins, 

  (I think O tongues ye tell this heart, that cannot tell itself, 

  This brooding yearning heart, that cannot tell itself.) 
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  Ah from a little child, 

  Thou knowest soul how to me all sounds became music, 

  My mother’s voice in lullaby or hymn, 

  (The voice, O tender voices, memory’s loving voices, 

  Last miracle of all, O dearest mother’s, sister’s, voices;) 

  The rain, the growing corn, the breeze among the long-leav’d corn, 

  The measur’d sea-surf beating on the sand, 

  The twittering bird, the hawk’s sharp scream, 



  The wild-fowl’s notes at night as flying low migrating north or south, 

  The psalm in the country church or mid the clustering trees, the 

      open air camp-meeting, 

  The fiddler in the tavern, the glee, the long-strung sailor-song, 

  The lowing cattle, bleating sheep, the crowing cock at dawn. 

 

  All songs of current lands come sounding round me, 

  The German airs of friendship, wine and love, 

  Irish ballads, merry jigs and dances, English warbles, 

  Chansons of France, Scotch tunes, and o’er the rest, 

  Italia’s peerless compositions. 

 

  Across the stage with pallor on her face, yet lurid passion, 

  Stalks Norma brandishing the dagger in her hand. 

 

  I see poor crazed Lucia’s eyes’ unnatural gleam, 

  Her hair down her back falls loose and dishevel’d. 

 

  I see where Ernani walking the bridal garden, 

  Amid the scent of night-roses, radiant, holding his bride by the hand, 

  Hears the infernal call, the death-pledge of the horn. 

 

  To crossing swords and gray hairs bared to heaven, 

  The clear electric base and baritone of the world, 

  The trombone duo, Libertad forever! 

  From Spanish chestnut trees’ dense shade, 

  By old and heavy convent walls a wailing song, 

  Song of lost love, the torch of youth and life quench’d in despair, 



  Song of the dying swan, Fernando’s heart is breaking. 

 

  Awaking from her woes at last retriev’d Amina sings, 

  Copious as stars and glad as morning light the torrents of her joy. 

 

  (The teeming lady comes, 

  The lustrious orb, Venus contralto, the blooming mother, 

  Sister of loftiest gods, Alboni’s self I hear.) 

 

       4 

  I hear those odes, symphonies, operas, 

  I hear in the William Tell the music of an arous’d and angry people, 

  I hear Meyerbeer’s Huguenots, the Prophet, or Robert, 

  Gounod’s Faust, or Mozart’s Don Juan. 

 

  I hear the dance-music of all nations, 

  The waltz, some delicious measure, lapsing, bathing me in bliss, 

  The bolero to tinkling guitars and clattering castanets. 

 

  I see religious dances old and new, 

  I hear the sound of the Hebrew lyre, 

  I see the crusaders marching bearing the cross on high, to the 

      martial clang of cymbals, 

  I hear dervishes monotonously chanting, interspers’d with frantic 

      shouts, as they spin around turning always towards Mecca, 

  I see the rapt religious dances of the Persians and the Arabs, 

  Again, at Eleusis, home of Ceres, I see the modern Greeks dancing, 

  I hear them clapping their hands as they bend their bodies, 



  I hear the metrical shuffling of their feet. 

 

  I see again the wild old Corybantian dance, the performers wounding 

      each other, 

  I see the Roman youth to the shrill sound of flageolets throwing and 

      catching their weapons, 

  As they fall on their knees and rise again. 

 

  I hear from the Mussulman mosque the muezzin calling, 

  I see the worshippers within, nor form nor sermon, argument nor word, 

  But silent, strange, devout, rais’d, glowing heads, ecstatic faces. 

 

  I hear the Egyptian harp of many strings, 

  The primitive chants of the Nile boatmen, 

  The sacred imperial hymns of China, 

  To the delicate sounds of the king, (the stricken wood and stone,) 

  Or to Hindu flutes and the fretting twang of the vina, 

  A band of bayaderes. 
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  Now Asia, Africa leave me, Europe seizing inflates me, 

  To organs huge and bands I hear as from vast concourses of voices, 

  Luther’s strong hymn Eine feste Burg ist unser Gott, 

  Rossini’s Stabat Mater dolorosa, 

  Or floating in some high cathedral dim with gorgeous color’d windows, 

  The passionate Agnus Dei or Gloria in Excelsis. 

 

  Composers! mighty maestros! 



  And you, sweet singers of old lands, soprani, tenori, bassi! 

  To you a new bard caroling in the West, 

  Obeisant sends his love. 

 

  (Such led to thee O soul, 

  All senses, shows and objects, lead to thee, 

  But now it seems to me sound leads o’er all the rest.) 

 

  I hear the annual singing of the children in St. Paul’s cathedral, 

  Or, under the high roof of some colossal hall, the symphonies, 

      oratorios of Beethoven, Handel, or Haydn, 

  The Creation in billows of godhood laves me. 

 

  Give me to hold all sounds, (I madly struggling cry,) 

  Fill me with all the voices of the universe, 

  Endow me with their throbbings, Nature’s also, 

  The tempests, waters, winds, operas and chants, marches and dances, 

  Utter, pour in, for I would take them all! 
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  Then I woke softly, 

  And pausing, questioning awhile the music of my dream, 

  And questioning all those reminiscences, the tempest in its fury, 

  And all the songs of sopranos and tenors, 

  And those rapt oriental dances of religious fervor, 

  And the sweet varied instruments, and the diapason of organs, 

  And all the artless plaints of love and grief and death, 

  I said to my silent curious soul out of the bed of the slumber-chamber, 



  Come, for I have found the clew I sought so long, 

  Let us go forth refresh’d amid the day, 

  Cheerfully tallying life, walking the world, the real, 

  Nourish’d henceforth by our celestial dream. 

 

  And I said, moreover, 

  Haply what thou hast heard O soul was not the sound of winds, 

  Nor dream of raging storm, nor sea-hawk’s flapping wings nor harsh scream, 

  Nor vocalism of sun-bright Italy, 

  Nor German organ majestic, nor vast concourse of voices, nor layers 

      of harmonies, 

  Nor strophes of husbands and wives, nor sound of marching soldiers, 

  Nor flutes, nor harps, nor the bugle-calls of camps, 

  But to a new rhythmus fitted for thee, 

  Poems bridging the way from Life to Death, vaguely wafted in night 

      air, uncaught, unwritten, 

  Which let us go forth in the bold day and write. 

  



BOOK XXVI 

Passage to India 
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  Singing my days, 

  Singing the great achievements of the present, 

  Singing the strong light works of engineers, 

  Our modern wonders, (the antique ponderous Seven outvied,) 

  In the Old World the east the Suez canal, 

  The New by its mighty railroad spann’d, 

  The seas inlaid with eloquent gentle wires; 

  Yet first to sound, and ever sound, the cry with thee O soul, 

  The Past! the Past! the Past! 

 

  The Past—the dark unfathom’d retrospect! 

  The teeming gulf—the sleepers and the shadows! 

  The past—the infinite greatness of the past! 

  For what is the present after all but a growth out of the past? 

  (As a projectile form’d, impell’d, passing a certain line, still keeps on, 

  So the present, utterly form’d, impell’d by the past.) 
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  Passage O soul to India! 

  Eclaircise the myths Asiatic, the primitive fables. 

 

  Not you alone proud truths of the world, 

  Nor you alone ye facts of modern science, 

  But myths and fables of eld, Asia’s, Africa’s fables, 



  The far-darting beams of the spirit, the unloos’d dreams, 

  The deep diving bibles and legends, 

  The daring plots of the poets, the elder religions; 

  O you temples fairer than lilies pour’d over by the rising sun! 

  O you fables spurning the known, eluding the hold of the known, 

      mounting to heaven! 

  You lofty and dazzling towers, pinnacled, red as roses, burnish’d 

      with gold! 

  Towers of fables immortal fashion’d from mortal dreams! 

  You too I welcome and fully the same as the rest! 

  You too with joy I sing. 

 

  Passage to India! 

  Lo, soul, seest thou not God’s purpose from the first? 

  The earth to be spann’d, connected by network, 

  The races, neighbors, to marry and be given in marriage, 

  The oceans to be cross’d, the distant brought near, 

  The lands to be welded together. 

 

  A worship new I sing, 

  You captains, voyagers, explorers, yours, 

  You engineers, you architects, machinists, yours, 

  You, not for trade or transportation only, 

  But in God’s name, and for thy sake O soul. 
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  Passage to India! 

  Lo soul for thee of tableaus twain, 



  I see in one the Suez canal initiated, open’d, 

  I see the procession of steamships, the Empress Engenie’s leading the van, 

  I mark from on deck the strange landscape, the pure sky, the level 

      sand in the distance, 

  I pass swiftly the picturesque groups, the workmen gather’d, 

  The gigantic dredging machines. 

 

  In one again, different, (yet thine, all thine, O soul, the same,) 

  I see over my own continent the Pacific railroad surmounting every barrier, 

  I see continual trains of cars winding along the Platte carrying 

      freight and passengers, 

  I hear the locomotives rushing and roaring, and the shrill steam-whistle, 

  I hear the echoes reverberate through the grandest scenery in the world, 

  I cross the Laramie plains, I note the rocks in grotesque shapes, 

      the buttes, 

  I see the plentiful larkspur and wild onions, the barren, colorless, 

      sage-deserts, 

  I see in glimpses afar or towering immediately above me the great 

      mountains, I see the Wind river and the Wahsatch mountains, 

  I see the Monument mountain and the Eagle’s Nest, I pass the 

      Promontory, I ascend the Nevadas, 

  I scan the noble Elk mountain and wind around its base, 

  I see the Humboldt range, I thread the valley and cross the river, 

  I see the clear waters of lake Tahoe, I see forests of majestic pines, 

  Or crossing the great desert, the alkaline plains, I behold 

      enchanting mirages of waters and meadows, 

  Marking through these and after all, in duplicate slender lines, 

  Bridging the three or four thousand miles of land travel, 



  Tying the Eastern to the Western sea, 

  The road between Europe and Asia. 

 

  (Ah Genoese thy dream! thy dream! 

  Centuries after thou art laid in thy grave, 

  The shore thou foundest verifies thy dream.) 
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  Passage to India! 

  Struggles of many a captain, tales of many a sailor dead, 

  Over my mood stealing and spreading they come, 

  Like clouds and cloudlets in the unreach’d sky. 

 

  Along all history, down the slopes, 

  As a rivulet running, sinking now, and now again to the surface rising, 

  A ceaseless thought, a varied train—lo, soul, to thee, thy sight, 

      they rise, 

  The plans, the voyages again, the expeditions; 

  Again Vasco de Gama sails forth, 

  Again the knowledge gain’d, the mariner’s compass, 

  Lands found and nations born, thou born America, 

  For purpose vast, man’s long probation fill’d, 

  Thou rondure of the world at last accomplish’d. 
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  O vast Rondure, swimming in space, 

  Cover’d all over with visible power and beauty, 

  Alternate light and day and the teeming spiritual darkness, 



  Unspeakable high processions of sun and moon and countless stars above, 

  Below, the manifold grass and waters, animals, mountains, trees, 

  With inscrutable purpose, some hidden prophetic intention, 

  Now first it seems my thought begins to span thee. 

 

  Down from the gardens of Asia descending radiating, 

  Adam and Eve appear, then their myriad progeny after them, 

  Wandering, yearning, curious, with restless explorations, 

  With questionings, baffled, formless, feverish, with never-happy hearts, 

  With that sad incessant refrain, Wherefore unsatisfied soul? and 

      Whither O mocking life? 

 

  Ah who shall soothe these feverish children? 

  Who Justify these restless explorations? 

  Who speak the secret of impassive earth? 

  Who bind it to us? what is this separate Nature so unnatural? 

  What is this earth to our affections? (unloving earth, without a 

      throb to answer ours, 

  Cold earth, the place of graves.) 

 

  Yet soul be sure the first intent remains, and shall be carried out, 

  Perhaps even now the time has arrived. 

 

  After the seas are all cross’d, (as they seem already cross’d,) 

  After the great captains and engineers have accomplish’d their work, 

  After the noble inventors, after the scientists, the chemist, the 

      geologist, ethnologist, 

  Finally shall come the poet worthy that name, 



  The true son of God shall come singing his songs. 

 

  Then not your deeds only O voyagers, O scientists and inventors, 

      shall be justified, 

  All these hearts as of fretted children shall be sooth’d, 

  All affection shall be fully responded to, the secret shall be told, 

  All these separations and gaps shall be taken up and hook’d and 

      link’d together, 

  The whole earth, this cold, impassive, voiceless earth, shall be 

      completely Justified, 

  Trinitas divine shall be gloriously accomplish’d and compacted by 

      the true son of God, the poet, 

  (He shall indeed pass the straits and conquer the mountains, 

  He shall double the cape of Good Hope to some purpose,) 

  Nature and Man shall be disjoin’d and diffused no more, 

  The true son of God shall absolutely fuse them. 
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  Year at whose wide-flung door I sing! 

  Year of the purpose accomplish’d! 

  Year of the marriage of continents, climates and oceans! 

  (No mere doge of Venice now wedding the Adriatic,) 

  I see O year in you the vast terraqueous globe given and giving all, 

  Europe to Asia, Africa join’d, and they to the New World, 

  The lands, geographies, dancing before you, holding a festival garland, 

  As brides and bridegrooms hand in hand. 

 

  Passage to India! 



  Cooling airs from Caucasus far, soothing cradle of man, 

  The river Euphrates flowing, the past lit up again. 

 

  Lo soul, the retrospect brought forward, 

  The old, most populous, wealthiest of earth’s lands, 

  The streams of the Indus and the Ganges and their many affluents, 

  (I my shores of America walking to-day behold, resuming all,) 

  The tale of Alexander on his warlike marches suddenly dying, 

  On one side China and on the other side Persia and Arabia, 

  To the south the great seas and the bay of Bengal, 

  The flowing literatures, tremendous epics, religions, castes, 

  Old occult Brahma interminably far back, the tender and junior Buddha, 

  Central and southern empires and all their belongings, possessors, 

  The wars of Tamerlane,the reign of Aurungzebe, 

  The traders, rulers, explorers, Moslems, Venetians, Byzantium, the 

      Arabs, Portuguese, 

  The first travelers famous yet, Marco Polo, Batouta the Moor, 

  Doubts to be solv’d, the map incognita, blanks to be fill’d, 

  The foot of man unstay’d, the hands never at rest, 

  Thyself O soul that will not brook a challenge. 

 

  The mediaeval navigators rise before me, 

  The world of 1492, with its awaken’d enterprise, 

  Something swelling in humanity now like the sap of the earth in spring, 

  The sunset splendor of chivalry declining. 

 

  And who art thou sad shade? 

  Gigantic, visionary, thyself a visionary, 



  With majestic limbs and pious beaming eyes, 

  Spreading around with every look of thine a golden world, 

  Enhuing it with gorgeous hues. 

 

  As the chief histrion, 

  Down to the footlights walks in some great scena, 

  Dominating the rest I see the Admiral himself, 

  (History’s type of courage, action, faith,) 

  Behold him sail from Palos leading his little fleet, 

  His voyage behold, his return, his great fame, 

  His misfortunes, calumniators, behold him a prisoner, chain’d, 

  Behold his dejection, poverty, death. 

 

  (Curious in time I stand, noting the efforts of heroes, 

  Is the deferment long? bitter the slander, poverty, death? 

  Lies the seed unreck’d for centuries in the ground? lo, to God’s due 

      occasion, 

  Uprising in the night, it sprouts, blooms, 

  And fills the earth with use and beauty.) 
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  Passage indeed O soul to primal thought, 

  Not lands and seas alone, thy own clear freshness, 

  The young maturity of brood and bloom, 

  To realms of budding bibles. 

 

  O soul, repressless, I with thee and thou with me, 

  Thy circumnavigation of the world begin, 



  Of man, the voyage of his mind’s return, 

  To reason’s early paradise, 

  Back, back to wisdom’s birth, to innocent intuitions, 

  Again with fair creation. 
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  O we can wait no longer, 

  We too take ship O soul, 

  Joyous we too launch out on trackless seas, 

  Fearless for unknown shores on waves of ecstasy to sail, 

  Amid the wafting winds, (thou pressing me to thee, I thee to me, O soul,) 

  Caroling free, singing our song of God, 

  Chanting our chant of pleasant exploration. 

 

  With laugh and many a kiss, 

  (Let others deprecate, let others weep for sin, remorse, humiliation,) 

  O soul thou pleasest me, I thee. 

 

  Ah more than any priest O soul we too believe in God, 

  But with the mystery of God we dare not dally. 

 

  O soul thou pleasest me, I thee, 

  Sailing these seas or on the hills, or waking in the night, 

  Thoughts, silent thoughts, of Time and Space and Death, like waters flowing, 

  Bear me indeed as through the regions infinite, 

  Whose air I breathe, whose ripples hear, lave me all over, 

  Bathe me O God in thee, mounting to thee, 

  I and my soul to range in range of thee. 



 

  O Thou transcendent, 

  Nameless, the fibre and the breath, 

  Light of the light, shedding forth universes, thou centre of them, 

  Thou mightier centre of the true, the good, the loving, 

  Thou moral, spiritual fountain—affection’s source—thou reservoir, 

  (O pensive soul of me—O thirst unsatisfied—waitest not there? 

  Waitest not haply for us somewhere there the Comrade perfect?) 

  Thou pulse—thou motive of the stars, suns, systems, 

  That, circling, move in order, safe, harmonious, 

  Athwart the shapeless vastnesses of space, 

  How should I think, how breathe a single breath, how speak, if, out 

      of myself, 

  I could not launch, to those, superior universes? 

 

  Swiftly I shrivel at the thought of God, 

  At Nature and its wonders, Time and Space and Death, 

  But that I, turning, call to thee O soul, thou actual Me, 

  And lo, thou gently masterest the orbs, 

  Thou matest Time, smilest content at Death, 

  And fillest, swellest full the vastnesses of Space. 

 

  Greater than stars or suns, 

  Bounding O soul thou journeyest forth; 

  What love than thine and ours could wider amplify? 

  What aspirations, wishes, outvie thine and ours O soul? 

  What dreams of the ideal? what plans of purity, perfection, strength? 

  What cheerful willingness for others’ sake to give up all? 



  For others’ sake to suffer all? 

 

  Reckoning ahead O soul, when thou, the time achiev’d, 

  The seas all cross’d, weather’d the capes, the voyage done, 

  Surrounded, copest, frontest God, yieldest, the aim attain’d, 

  As fill’d with friendship, love complete, the Elder Brother found, 

  The Younger melts in fondness in his arms. 
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  Passage to more than India! 

  Are thy wings plumed indeed for such far flights? 

  O soul, voyagest thou indeed on voyages like those? 

  Disportest thou on waters such as those? 

  Soundest below the Sanscrit and the Vedas? 

  Then have thy bent unleash’d. 

 

  Passage to you, your shores, ye aged fierce enigmas! 

  Passage to you, to mastership of you, ye strangling problems! 

  You, strew’d with the wrecks of skeletons, that, living, never reach’d you. 

 

  Passage to more than India! 

  O secret of the earth and sky! 

  Of you O waters of the sea! O winding creeks and rivers! 

  Of you O woods and fields! of you strong mountains of my land! 

  Of you O prairies! of you gray rocks! 

  O morning red! O clouds! O rain and snows! 

  O day and night, passage to you! 

  O sun and moon and all you stars! Sirius and Jupiter! 



  Passage to you! 

 

  Passage, immediate passage! the blood burns in my veins! 

  Away O soul! hoist instantly the anchor! 

 

  Cut the hawsers—haul out—shake out every sail! 

  Have we not stood here like trees in the ground long enough? 

  Have we not grovel’d here long enough, eating and drinking like mere brutes? 

  Have we not darken’d and dazed ourselves with books long enough? 

 

  Sail forth—steer for the deep waters only, 

  Reckless O soul, exploring, I with thee, and thou with me, 

  For we are bound where mariner has not yet dared to go, 

  And we will risk the ship, ourselves and all. 

 

  O my brave soul! 

  O farther farther sail! 

  O daring joy, but safe! are they not all the seas of God? 

  O farther, farther, farther sail! 

  



BOOK XXVII 

Prayer of Columbus 

 

  A batter’d, wreck’d old man, 

  Thrown on this savage shore, far, far from home, 

  Pent by the sea and dark rebellious brows, twelve dreary months, 

  Sore, stiff with many toils, sicken’d and nigh to death, 

  I take my way along the island’s edge, 

  Venting a heavy heart. 

 

  I am too full of woe! 

  Haply I may not live another day; 

  I cannot rest O God, I cannot eat or drink or sleep, 

  Till I put forth myself, my prayer, once more to Thee, 

  Breathe, bathe myself once more in Thee, commune with Thee, 

  Report myself once more to Thee. 

 

  Thou knowest my years entire, my life, 

  My long and crowded life of active work, not adoration merely; 

  Thou knowest the prayers and vigils of my youth, 

  Thou knowest my manhood’s solemn and visionary meditations, 

  Thou knowest how before I commenced I devoted all to come to Thee, 

  Thou knowest I have in age ratified all those vows and strictly kept them, 

  Thou knowest I have not once lost nor faith nor ecstasy in Thee, 

  In shackles, prison’d, in disgrace, repining not, 

  Accepting all from Thee, as duly come from Thee. 

 

  All my emprises have been fill’d with Thee, 



  My speculations, plans, begun and carried on in thoughts of Thee, 

  Sailing the deep or journeying the land for Thee; 

  Intentions, purports, aspirations mine, leaving results to Thee. 

 

  O I am sure they really came from Thee, 

  The urge, the ardor, the unconquerable will, 

  The potent, felt, interior command, stronger than words, 

  A message from the Heavens whispering to me even in sleep, 

  These sped me on. 

 

  By me and these the work so far accomplish’d, 

  By me earth’s elder cloy’d and stifled lands uncloy’d, unloos’d, 

  By me the hemispheres rounded and tied, the unknown to the known. 

 

  The end I know not, it is all in Thee, 

  Or small or great I know not—haply what broad fields, what lands, 

  Haply the brutish measureless human undergrowth I know, 

  Transplanted there may rise to stature, knowledge worthy Thee, 

  Haply the swords I know may there indeed be turn’d to reaping-tools, 

  Haply the lifeless cross I know, Europe’s dead cross, may bud and 

      blossom there. 

 

  One effort more, my altar this bleak sand; 

  That Thou O God my life hast lighted, 

  With ray of light, steady, ineffable, vouchsafed of Thee, 

  Light rare untellable, lighting the very light, 

  Beyond all signs, descriptions, languages; 

  For that O God, be it my latest word, here on my knees, 



  Old, poor, and paralyzed, I thank Thee. 

 

  My terminus near, 

  The clouds already closing in upon me, 

  The voyage balk’d, the course disputed, lost, 

  I yield my ships to Thee. 

 

  My hands, my limbs grow nerveless, 

  My brain feels rack’d, bewilder’d, 

  Let the old timbers part, I will not part, 

  I will cling fast to Thee, O God, though the waves buffet me, 

  Thee, Thee at least I know. 

 

  Is it the prophet’s thought I speak, or am I raving? 

  What do I know of life? what of myself? 

  I know not even my own work past or present, 

  Dim ever-shifting guesses of it spread before me, 

  Of newer better worlds, their mighty parturition, 

  Mocking, perplexing me. 

 

  And these things I see suddenly, what mean they? 

  As if some miracle, some hand divine unseal’d my eyes, 

  Shadowy vast shapes smile through the air and sky, 

  And on the distant waves sail countless ships, 

  And anthems in new tongues I hear saluting me. 

  



BOOK XXVIII 

The Sleepers 
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  I wander all night in my vision, 

  Stepping with light feet, swiftly and noiselessly stepping and stopping, 

  Bending with open eyes over the shut eyes of sleepers, 

  Wandering and confused, lost to myself, ill-assorted, contradictory, 

  Pausing, gazing, bending, and stopping. 

 

  How solemn they look there, stretch’d and still, 

  How quiet they breathe, the little children in their cradles. 

 

  The wretched features of ennuyes, the white features of corpses, the 

      livid faces of drunkards, the sick-gray faces of onanists, 

  The gash’d bodies on battle-fields, the insane in their 

      strong-door’d rooms, the sacred idiots, the new-born emerging 

      from gates, and the dying emerging from gates, 

  The night pervades them and infolds them. 

 

  The married couple sleep calmly in their bed, he with his palm on 

      the hip of the wife, and she with her palm on the hip of the husband, 

  The sisters sleep lovingly side by side in their bed, 

  The men sleep lovingly side by side in theirs, 

  And the mother sleeps with her little child carefully wrapt. 

 

  The blind sleep, and the deaf and dumb sleep, 

  The prisoner sleeps well in the prison, the runaway son sleeps, 



  The murderer that is to be hung next day, how does he sleep? 

  And the murder’d person, how does he sleep? 

 

  The female that loves unrequited sleeps, 

  And the male that loves unrequited sleeps, 

  The head of the money-maker that plotted all day sleeps, 

  And the enraged and treacherous dispositions, all, all sleep. 

 

  I stand in the dark with drooping eyes by the worst-suffering and 

      the most restless, 

  I pass my hands soothingly to and fro a few inches from them, 

  The restless sink in their beds, they fitfully sleep. 

 

  Now I pierce the darkness, new beings appear, 

  The earth recedes from me into the night, 

  I saw that it was beautiful, and I see that what is not the earth is 

      beautiful. 

 

  I go from bedside to bedside, I sleep close with the other sleepers 

      each in turn, 

  I dream in my dream all the dreams of the other dreamers, 

  And I become the other dreamers. 

 

  I am a dance—play up there! the fit is whirling me fast! 

 

  I am the ever-laughing—it is new moon and twilight, 

  I see the hiding of douceurs, I see nimble ghosts whichever way look, 

  Cache and cache again deep in the ground and sea, and where it is 



      neither ground nor sea. 

 

  Well do they do their jobs those journeymen divine, 

  Only from me can they hide nothing, and would not if they could, 

  I reckon I am their boss and they make me a pet besides, 

  And surround me and lead me and run ahead when I walk, 

  To lift their cunning covers to signify me with stretch’d arms, and 

      resume the way; 

  Onward we move, a gay gang of blackguards! with mirth-shouting 

      music and wild-flapping pennants of joy! 

 

  I am the actor, the actress, the voter, the politician, 

  The emigrant and the exile, the criminal that stood in the box, 

  He who has been famous and he who shall be famous after to-day, 

  The stammerer, the well-form’d person, the wasted or feeble person. 

 

  I am she who adorn’d herself and folded her hair expectantly, 

  My truant lover has come, and it is dark. 

 

  Double yourself and receive me darkness, 

  Receive me and my lover too, he will not let me go without him. 

 

  I roll myself upon you as upon a bed, I resign myself to the dusk. 

 

  He whom I call answers me and takes the place of my lover, 

  He rises with me silently from the bed. 

 

  Darkness, you are gentler than my lover, his flesh was sweaty and panting, 



  I feel the hot moisture yet that he left me. 

 

  My hands are spread forth, I pass them in all directions, 

  I would sound up the shadowy shore to which you are journeying. 

 

  Be careful darkness! already what was it touch’d me? 

  I thought my lover had gone, else darkness and he are one, 

  I hear the heart-beat, I follow, I fade away. 
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  I descend my western course, my sinews are flaccid, 

  Perfume and youth course through me and I am their wake. 

 

  It is my face yellow and wrinkled instead of the old woman’s, 

  I sit low in a straw-bottom chair and carefully darn my grandson’s 

      stockings. 

 

  It is I too, the sleepless widow looking out on the winter midnight, 

  I see the sparkles of starshine on the icy and pallid earth. 

 

  A shroud I see and I am the shroud, I wrap a body and lie in the coffin, 

  It is dark here under ground, it is not evil or pain here, it is 

      blank here, for reasons. 

 

  (It seems to me that every thing in the light and air ought to be happy, 

  Whoever is not in his coffin and the dark grave let him know he has enough.) 
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  I see a beautiful gigantic swimmer swimming naked through the eddies 

      of the sea, 

  His brown hair lies close and even to his head, he strikes out with 

      courageous arms, he urges himself with his legs, 

  I see his white body, I see his undaunted eyes, 

  I hate the swift-running eddies that would dash him head-foremost on 

      the rocks. 

 

  What are you doing you ruffianly red-trickled waves? 

  Will you kill the courageous giant? will you kill him in the prime 

      of his middle age? 

 

  Steady and long he struggles, 

  He is baffled, bang’d, bruis’d, he holds out while his strength 

      holds out, 

  The slapping eddies are spotted with his blood, they bear him away, 

      they roll him, swing him, turn him, 

  His beautiful body is borne in the circling eddies, it is 

      continually bruis’d on rocks, 

  Swiftly and ought of sight is borne the brave corpse. 
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  I turn but do not extricate myself, 

  Confused, a past-reading, another, but with darkness yet. 

 

  The beach is cut by the razory ice-wind, the wreck-guns sound, 

  The tempest lulls, the moon comes floundering through the drifts. 

 



  I look where the ship helplessly heads end on, I hear the burst as 

      she strikes, I hear the howls of dismay, they grow fainter and fainter. 

 

  I cannot aid with my wringing fingers, 

  I can but rush to the surf and let it drench me and freeze upon me. 

 

  I search with the crowd, not one of the company is wash’d to us alive, 

  In the morning I help pick up the dead and lay them in rows in a barn. 
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  Now of the older war-days, the defeat at Brooklyn, 

  Washington stands inside the lines, he stands on the intrench’d 

      hills amid a crowd of officers. 

  His face is cold and damp, he cannot repress the weeping drops, 

  He lifts the glass perpetually to his eyes, the color is blanch’d 

      from his cheeks, 

  He sees the slaughter of the southern braves confided to him by 

      their parents. 

 

  The same at last and at last when peace is declared, 

  He stands in the room of the old tavern, the well-belov’d soldiers 

      all pass through, 

  The officers speechless and slow draw near in their turns, 

  The chief encircles their necks with his arm and kisses them on the cheek, 

  He kisses lightly the wet cheeks one after another, he shakes hands 

      and bids good-by to the army. 
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  Now what my mother told me one day as we sat at dinner together, 

  Of when she was a nearly grown girl living home with her parents on 

      the old homestead. 

 

  A red squaw came one breakfast-time to the old homestead, 

  On her back she carried a bundle of rushes for rush-bottoming chairs, 

  Her hair, straight, shiny, coarse, black, profuse, half-envelop’d 

      her face, 

  Her step was free and elastic, and her voice sounded exquisitely as 

      she spoke. 

 

  My mother look’d in delight and amazement at the stranger, 

  She look’d at the freshness of her tall-borne face and full and 

      pliant limbs, 

  The more she look’d upon her she loved her, 

  Never before had she seen such wonderful beauty and purity, 

  She made her sit on a bench by the jamb of the fireplace, she cook’d 

      food for her, 

  She had no work to give her, but she gave her remembrance and fondness. 

 

  The red squaw staid all the forenoon, and toward the middle of the 

      afternoon she went away, 

  O my mother was loth to have her go away, 

  All the week she thought of her, she watch’d for her many a month, 

  She remember’d her many a winter and many a summer, 

  But the red squaw never came nor was heard of there again. 

 

       7 



  A show of the summer softness—a contact of something unseen—an 

      amour of the light and air, 

  I am jealous and overwhelm’d with friendliness, 

  And will go gallivant with the light and air myself. 

 

  O love and summer, you are in the dreams and in me, 

  Autumn and winter are in the dreams, the farmer goes with his thrift, 

  The droves and crops increase, the barns are well-fill’d. 

 

  Elements merge in the night, ships make tacks in the dreams, 

  The sailor sails, the exile returns home, 

  The fugitive returns unharm’d, the immigrant is back beyond months 

      and years, 

  The poor Irishman lives in the simple house of his childhood with 

      the well known neighbors and faces, 

  They warmly welcome him, he is barefoot again, he forgets he is well off, 

  The Dutchman voyages home, and the Scotchman and Welshman voyage 

      home, and the native of the Mediterranean voyages home, 

  To every port of England, France, Spain, enter well-fill’d ships, 

  The Swiss foots it toward his hills, the Prussian goes his way, the 

      Hungarian his way, and the Pole his way, 

  The Swede returns, and the Dane and Norwegian return. 

 

  The homeward bound and the outward bound, 

  The beautiful lost swimmer, the ennuye, the onanist, the female that 

      loves unrequited, the money-maker, 

  The actor and actress, those through with their parts and those 

      waiting to commence, 



  The affectionate boy, the husband and wife, the voter, the nominee 

      that is chosen and the nominee that has fail’d, 

  The great already known and the great any time after to-day, 

  The stammerer, the sick, the perfect-form’d, the homely, 

  The criminal that stood in the box, the judge that sat and sentenced 

      him, the fluent lawyers, the jury, the audience, 

  The laugher and weeper, the dancer, the midnight widow, the red squaw, 

  The consumptive, the erysipalite, the idiot, he that is wrong’d, 

  The antipodes, and every one between this and them in the dark, 

  I swear they are averaged now—one is no better than the other, 

  The night and sleep have liken’d them and restored them. 

 

  I swear they are all beautiful, 

  Every one that sleeps is beautiful, every thing in the dim light is 

      beautiful, 

  The wildest and bloodiest is over, and all is peace. 

 

  Peace is always beautiful, 

  The myth of heaven indicates peace and night. 

 

  The myth of heaven indicates the soul, 

  The soul is always beautiful, it appears more or it appears less, it 

      comes or it lags behind, 

  It comes from its embower’d garden and looks pleasantly on itself 

      and encloses the world, 

  Perfect and clean the genitals previously jetting,and perfect and 

      clean the womb cohering, 

  The head well-grown proportion’d and plumb, and the bowels and 



      joints proportion’d and plumb. 

 

  The soul is always beautiful, 

  The universe is duly in order, every thing is in its place, 

  What has arrived is in its place and what waits shall be in its place, 

  The twisted skull waits, the watery or rotten blood waits, 

  The child of the glutton or venerealee waits long, and the child of 

      the drunkard waits long, and the drunkard himself waits long, 

  The sleepers that lived and died wait, the far advanced are to go on 

      in their turns, and the far behind are to come on in their turns, 

  The diverse shall be no less diverse, but they shall flow and unite— 

      they unite now. 
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  The sleepers are very beautiful as they lie unclothed, 

  They flow hand in hand over the whole earth from east to west as 

      they lie unclothed, 

  The Asiatic and African are hand in hand, the European and American 

      are hand in hand, 

  Learn’d and unlearn’d are hand in hand, and male and female are hand 

      in hand, 

  The bare arm of the girl crosses the bare breast of her lover, they 

      press close without lust, his lips press her neck, 

  The father holds his grown or ungrown son in his arms with 

      measureless love, and the son holds the father in his arms with 

      measureless love, 

  The white hair of the mother shines on the white wrist of the daughter, 

  The breath of the boy goes with the breath of the man, friend is 



      inarm’d by friend, 

  The scholar kisses the teacher and the teacher kisses the scholar, 

      the wrong ’d made right, 

  The call of the slave is one with the master’s call, and the master 

      salutes the slave, 

  The felon steps forth from the prison, the insane becomes sane, the 

      suffering of sick persons is reliev’d, 

  The sweatings and fevers stop, the throat that was unsound is sound, 

      the lungs of the consumptive are resumed, the poor distress’d 

      head is free, 

  The joints of the rheumatic move as smoothly as ever, and smoother 

      than ever, 

  Stiflings and passages open, the paralyzed become supple, 

  The swell’d and convuls’d and congested awake to themselves in condition, 

  They pass the invigoration of the night and the chemistry of the 

      night, and awake. 

 

  I too pass from the night, 

  I stay a while away O night, but I return to you again and love you. 

 

  Why should I be afraid to trust myself to you? 

  I am not afraid, I have been well brought forward by you, 

  I love the rich running day, but I do not desert her in whom I lay so long, 

  I know not how I came of you and I know not where I go with you, but 

      I know I came well and shall go well. 

 

  I will stop only a time with the night, and rise betimes, 

  I will duly pass the day O my mother, and duly return to you. 



  



Transpositions 

  Let the reformers descend from the stands where they are forever 

      bawling—let an idiot or insane person appear on each of the stands; 

  Let judges and criminals be transposed—let the prison-keepers be 

      put in prison—let those that were prisoners take the keys; 

  Let them that distrust birth and death lead the rest. 

  



BOOK XXIX 

To Think of Time 

 

      1 

  To think of time—of all that retrospection, 

  To think of to-day, and the ages continued henceforward. 

 

  Have you guess’d you yourself would not continue? 

  Have you dreaded these earth-beetles? 

  Have you fear’d the future would be nothing to you? 

 

  Is to-day nothing? is the beginningless past nothing? 

  If the future is nothing they are just as surely nothing. 

 

  To think that the sun rose in the east—that men and women were 

      flexible, real, alive—that every thing was alive, 

  To think that you and I did not see, feel, think, nor bear our part, 

  To think that we are now here and bear our part. 
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  Not a day passes, not a minute or second without an accouchement, 

  Not a day passes, not a minute or second without a corpse. 

 

  The dull nights go over and the dull days also, 

  The soreness of lying so much in bed goes over, 

  The physician after long putting off gives the silent and terrible 

      look for an answer, 

  The children come hurried and weeping, and the brothers and sisters 



      are sent for, 

  Medicines stand unused on the shelf, (the camphor-smell has long 

      pervaded the rooms,) 

  The faithful hand of the living does not desert the hand of the dying, 

  The twitching lips press lightly on the forehead of the dying, 

  The breath ceases and the pulse of the heart ceases, 

  The corpse stretches on the bed and the living look upon it, 

  It is palpable as the living are palpable. 

 

  The living look upon the corpse with their eyesight, 

  But without eyesight lingers a different living and looks curiously 

      on the corpse. 
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  To think the thought of death merged in the thought of materials, 

  To think of all these wonders of city and country, and others taking 

      great interest in them, and we taking no interest in them. 

 

  To think how eager we are in building our houses, 

  To think others shall be just as eager, and we quite indifferent. 

 

  (I see one building the house that serves him a few years, or 

      seventy or eighty years at most, 

  I see one building the house that serves him longer than that.) 

 

  Slow-moving and black lines creep over the whole earth—they never 

      cease—they are the burial lines, 

  He that was President was buried, and he that is now President shall 



      surely be buried. 

      4 

  A reminiscence of the vulgar fate, 

  A frequent sample of the life and death of workmen, 

  Each after his kind. 

 

  Cold dash of waves at the ferry-wharf, posh and ice in the river, 

      half-frozen mud in the streets, 

  A gray discouraged sky overhead, the short last daylight of December, 

  A hearse and stages, the funeral of an old Broadway stage-driver, 

      the cortege mostly drivers. 

 

  Steady the trot to the cemetery, duly rattles the death-bell, 

  The gate is pass’d, the new-dug grave is halted at, the living 

      alight, the hearse uncloses, 

  The coffin is pass’d out, lower’d and settled, the whip is laid on 

      the coffin, the earth is swiftly shovel’d in, 

  The mound above is flatted with the spades—silence, 

  A minute—no one moves or speaks—it is done, 

  He is decently put away—is there any thing more? 

 

  He was a good fellow, free-mouth’d, quick-temper’d, not bad-looking, 

  Ready with life or death for a friend, fond of women, gambled, ate 

      hearty, drank hearty, 

  Had known what it was to be flush, grew low-spirited toward the 

      last, sicken’d, was help’d by a contribution, 

  Died, aged forty-one years—and that was his funeral. 

 



  Thumb extended, finger uplifted, apron, cape, gloves, strap, 

      wet-weather clothes, whip carefully chosen, 

  Boss, spotter, starter, hostler, somebody loafing on you, you 

      loafing on somebody, headway, man before and man behind, 

  Good day’s work, bad day’s work, pet stock, mean stock, first out, 

      last out, turning-in at night, 

  To think that these are so much and so nigh to other drivers, and he 

      there takes no interest in them. 
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  The markets, the government, the working-man’s wages, to think what 

      account they are through our nights and days, 

  To think that other working-men will make just as great account of 

      them, yet we make little or no account. 

 

  The vulgar and the refined, what you call sin and what you call 

      goodness, to think how wide a difference, 

  To think the difference will still continue to others, yet we lie 

      beyond the difference. 

 

  To think how much pleasure there is, 

  Do you enjoy yourself in the city? or engaged in business? or 

      planning a nomination and election? or with your wife and family? 

  Or with your mother and sisters? or in womanly housework? or the 

      beautiful maternal cares? 

  These also flow onward to others, you and I flow onward, 

  But in due time you and I shall take less interest in them. 

 



  Your farm, profits, crops—to think how engross’d you are, 

  To think there will still be farms, profits, crops, yet for you of 

      what avail? 
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  What will be will be well, for what is is well, 

  To take interest is well, and not to take interest shall be well. 

 

  The domestic joys, the dally housework or business, the building of 

      houses, are not phantasms, they have weight, form, location, 

  Farms, profits, crops, markets, wages, government, are none of them 

      phantasms, 

  The difference between sin and goodness is no delusion, 

  The earth is not an echo, man and his life and all the things of his 

      life are well-consider’d. 

 

  You are not thrown to the winds, you gather certainly and safely 

      around yourself, 

  Yourself! yourself!. yourself, for ever and ever! 
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  It is not to diffuse you that you were born of your mother and 

      father, it is to identify you, 

  It is not that you should be undecided, but that you should be decided, 

  Something long preparing and formless is arrived and form’d in you, 

  You are henceforth secure, whatever comes or goes. 

 

  The threads that were spun are gather’d, the wet crosses the warp, 



      the pattern is systematic. 

 

  The preparations have every one been justified, 

  The orchestra have sufficiently tuned their instruments, the baton 

      has given the signal. 

 

  The guest that was coming, he waited long, he is now housed, 

  He is one of those who are beautiful and happy, he is one of those 

      that to look upon and be with is enough. 

 

  The law of the past cannot be eluded, 

  The law of the present and future cannot be eluded, 

  The law of the living cannot be eluded, it is eternal, 

  The law of promotion and transformation cannot be eluded, 

  The law of heroes and good-doers cannot be eluded, 

  The law of drunkards, informers, mean persons, not one iota thereof 

      can be eluded. 
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  Slow moving and black lines go ceaselessly over the earth, 

  Northerner goes carried and Southerner goes carried, and they on the 

      Atlantic side and they on the Pacific, 

  And they between, and all through the Mississippi country, and all 

      over the earth. 

 

  The great masters and kosmos are well as they go, the heroes and 

      good-doers are well, 

  The known leaders and inventors and the rich owners and pious and 



      distinguish’d may be well, 

  But there is more account than that, there is strict account of all. 

 

  The interminable hordes of the ignorant and wicked are not nothing, 

  The barbarians of Africa and Asia are not nothing, 

  The perpetual successions of shallow people are not nothing as they go. 

 

  Of and in all these things, 

  I have dream’d that we are not to be changed so much, nor the law of 

      us changed, 

  I have dream’d that heroes and good-doers shall be under the present 

      and past law, 

  And that murderers, drunkards, liars, shall be under the present and 

      past law, 

  For I have dream’d that the law they are under now is enough. 

 

  And I have dream’d that the purpose and essence of the known life, 

      the transient, 

  Is to form and decide identity for the unknown life, the permanent. 

 

  If all came but to ashes of dung, 

  If maggots and rats ended us, then Alarum! for we are betray’d, 

  Then indeed suspicion of death. 

 

  Do you suspect death? if I were to suspect death I should die now, 

  Do you think I could walk pleasantly and well-suited toward annihilation? 

 

  Pleasantly and well-suited I walk, 



  Whither I walk I cannot define, but I know it is good, 

  The whole universe indicates that it is good, 

  The past and the present indicate that it is good. 

 

  How beautiful and perfect are the animals! 

  How perfect the earth, and the minutest thing upon it! 

  What is called good is perfect, and what is called bad is just as perfect, 

  The vegetables and minerals are all perfect, and the imponderable 

      fluids perfect; 

  Slowly and surely they have pass’d on to this, and slowly and surely 

      they yet pass on. 

 

       9 

  I swear I think now that every thing without exception has an eternal soul! 

  The trees have, rooted in the ground! the weeds of the sea have! the 

      animals! 

 

  I swear I think there is nothing but immortality! 

  That the exquisite scheme is for it, and the nebulous float is for 

      it, and the cohering is for it! 

  And all preparation is for it—and identity is for it—and life and 

      materials are altogether for it! 

  



BOOK XXX. WHISPERS OF HEAVENLY DEATH 

Darest Thou Now O Soul 

 

  Darest thou now O soul, 

  Walk out with me toward the unknown region, 

  Where neither ground is for the feet nor any path to follow? 

 

  No map there, nor guide, 

  Nor voice sounding, nor touch of human hand, 

  Nor face with blooming flesh, nor lips, nor eyes, are in that land. 

 

  I know it not O soul, 

  Nor dost thou, all is a blank before us, 

  All waits undream’d of in that region, that inaccessible land. 

 

  Till when the ties loosen, 

  All but the ties eternal, Time and Space, 

  Nor darkness, gravitation, sense, nor any bounds bounding us. 

 

  Then we burst forth, we float, 

  In Time and Space O soul, prepared for them, 

  Equal, equipt at last, (O joy! O fruit of all!) them to fulfil O soul. 

  



Whispers of Heavenly Death 

  Whispers of heavenly death murmur’d I hear, 

  Labial gossip of night, sibilant chorals, 

  Footsteps gently ascending, mystical breezes wafted soft and low, 

  Ripples of unseen rivers, tides of a current flowing, forever flowing, 

  (Or is it the plashing of tears? the measureless waters of human tears?) 

 

  I see, just see skyward, great cloud-masses, 

  Mournfully slowly they roll, silently swelling and mixing, 

  With at times a half-dimm’d sadden’d far-off star, 

  Appearing and disappearing. 

 

  (Some parturition rather, some solemn immortal birth; 

  On the frontiers to eyes impenetrable, 

  Some soul is passing over.) 

  



Chanting the Square Deific 

       1 

  Chanting the square deific, out of the One advancing, out of the sides, 

  Out of the old and new, out of the square entirely divine, 

  Solid, four-sided, (all the sides needed,) from this side Jehovah am I, 

  Old Brahm I, and I Saturnius am; 

  Not Time affects me—I am Time, old, modern as any, 

  Unpersuadable, relentless, executing righteous judgments, 

  As the Earth, the Father, the brown old Kronos, with laws, 

  Aged beyond computation, yet never new, ever with those mighty laws rolling, 

  Relentless I forgive no man—whoever sins dies—I will have that man’s life; 

  Therefore let none expect mercy—have the seasons, gravitation, the 

      appointed days, mercy? no more have I, 

  But as the seasons and gravitation, and as all the appointed days 

      that forgive not, 

  I dispense from this side judgments inexorable without the least remorse. 
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  Consolator most mild, the promis’d one advancing, 

  With gentle hand extended, the mightier God am I, 

  Foretold by prophets and poets in their most rapt prophecies and poems, 

  From this side, lo! the Lord Christ gazes—lo! Hermes I—lo! mine is 

      Hercules’ face, 

  All sorrow, labor, suffering, I, tallying it, absorb in myself, 

  Many times have I been rejected, taunted, put in prison, and 

      crucified, and many times shall be again, 

  All the world have I given up for my dear brothers’ and sisters’ 

      sake, for the soul’s sake, 



  Wanding my way through the homes of men, rich or poor, with the kiss 

      of affection, 

  For I am affection, I am the cheer-bringing God, with hope and 

      all-enclosing charity, 

  With indulgent words as to children, with fresh and sane words, mine only, 

  Young and strong I pass knowing well I am destin’d myself to an 

      early death; 

  But my charity has no death—my wisdom dies not, neither early nor late, 

  And my sweet love bequeath’d here and elsewhere never dies. 
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  Aloof, dissatisfied, plotting revolt, 

  Comrade of criminals, brother of slaves, 

  Crafty, despised, a drudge, ignorant, 

  With sudra face and worn brow, black, but in the depths of my heart, 

      proud as any, 

  Lifted now and always against whoever scorning assumes to rule me, 

  Morose, full of guile, full of reminiscences, brooding, with many wiles, 

  (Though it was thought I was baffled, and dispel’d, and my wiles 

      done, but that will never be,) 

  Defiant, I, Satan, still live, still utter words, in new lands duly 

      appearing, (and old ones also,) 

  Permanent here from my side, warlike, equal with any, real as any, 

  Nor time nor change shall ever change me or my words. 
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  Santa Spirita, breather, life, 

  Beyond the light, lighter than light, 



  Beyond the flames of hell, joyous, leaping easily above hell, 

  Beyond Paradise, perfumed solely with mine own perfume, 

  Including all life on earth, touching, including God, including 

      Saviour and Satan, 

  Ethereal, pervading all, (for without me what were all? what were God?) 

  Essence of forms, life of the real identities, permanent, positive, 

      (namely the unseen,) 

  Life of the great round world, the sun and stars, and of man, I, the 

      general soul, 

  Here the square finishing, the solid, I the most solid, 

  Breathe my breath also through these songs. 

  



Of Him I Love Day and Night 

  Of him I love day and night I dream’d I heard he was dead, 

  And I dream’d I went where they had buried him I love, but he was 

      not in that place, 

  And I dream’d I wander’d searching among burial-places to find him, 

  And I found that every place was a burial-place; 

  The houses full of life were equally full of death, (this house is now,) 

  The streets, the shipping, the places of amusement, the Chicago, 

      Boston, Philadelphia, the Mannahatta, were as full of the dead as 

      of the living, 

  And fuller, O vastly fuller of the dead than of the living; 

  And what I dream’d I will henceforth tell to every person and age, 

  And I stand henceforth bound to what I dream’d, 

  And now I am willing to disregard burial-places and dispense with them, 

  And if the memorials of the dead were put up indifferently everywhere, 

      even in the room where I eat or sleep, I should be satisfied, 

  And if the corpse of any one I love, or if my own corpse, be duly 

      render’d to powder and pour’d in the sea, I shall be satisfied, 

  Or if it be distributed to the winds I shall be satisfied. 

  



Yet, Yet, Ye Downcast Hours 

  Yet, yet, ye downcast hours, I know ye also, 

  Weights of lead, how ye clog and cling at my ankles, 

  Earth to a chamber of mourning turns—I hear the o’erweening, mocking 

      voice, 

  Matter is conqueror—matter, triumphant only, continues onward. 

 

  Despairing cries float ceaselessly toward me, 

  The call of my nearest lover, putting forth, alarm’d, uncertain, 

  The sea I am quickly to sail, come tell me, 

  Come tell me where I am speeding, tell me my destination. 

 

  I understand your anguish, but I cannot help you, 

  I approach, hear, behold, the sad mouth, the look out of the eyes, 

      your mute inquiry, 

  Whither I go from the bed I recline on, come tell me,— 

  Old age, alarm’d, uncertain—a young woman’s voice, appealing to 

      me for comfort; 

  A young man’s voice, Shall I not escape? 

  



As If a Phantom Caress’d Me 

  As if a phantom caress’d me, 

  I thought I was not alone walking here by the shore; 

  But the one I thought was with me as now I walk by the shore, the 

      one I loved that caress’d me, 

  As I lean and look through the glimmering light, that one has 

      utterly disappear’d. 

  And those appear that are hateful to me and mock me. 

  



Assurances 

  I need no assurances, I am a man who is preoccupied of his own soul; 

  I do not doubt that from under the feet and beside the hands and 

      face I am cognizant of, are now looking faces I am not cognizant 

      of, calm and actual faces, 

  I do not doubt but the majesty and beauty of the world are latent in 

      any iota of the world, 

  I do not doubt I am limitless, and that the universes are limitless, 

      in vain I try to think how limitless, 

  I do not doubt that the orbs and the systems of orbs play their 

      swift sports through the air on purpose, and that I shall one day 

      be eligible to do as much as they, and more than they, 

  I do not doubt that temporary affairs keep on and on millions of years, 

  I do not doubt interiors have their interiors, and exteriors have 

      their exteriors, and that the eyesight has another eyesight, and 

      the hearing another hearing, and the voice another voice, 

  I do not doubt that the passionately-wept deaths of young men are 

      provided for, and that the deaths of young women and the 

      deaths of little children are provided for, 

  (Did you think Life was so well provided for, and Death, the purport 

      of all Life, is not well provided for?) 

  I do not doubt that wrecks at sea, no matter what the horrors of 

      them, no matter whose wife, child, husband, father, lover, has 

      gone down, are provided for, to the minutest points, 

  I do not doubt that whatever can possibly happen anywhere at any 

      time, is provided for in the inherences of things, 

  I do not think Life provides for all and for Time and Space, but I 

      believe Heavenly Death provides for all. 



  



Quicksand Years 

  Quicksand years that whirl me I know not whither, 

  Your schemes, politics, fail, lines give way, substances mock and elude me, 

  Only the theme I sing, the great and strong-possess’d soul, eludes not, 

  One’s-self must never give way—that is the final substance—that 

      out of all is sure, 

  Out of politics, triumphs, battles, life, what at last finally remains? 

  When shows break up what but One’s-Self is sure? 

  



That Music Always Round Me 

  That music always round me, unceasing, unbeginning, yet long 

      untaught I did not hear, 

  But now the chorus I hear and am elated, 

  A tenor, strong, ascending with power and health, with glad notes of 

      daybreak I hear, 

  A soprano at intervals sailing buoyantly over the tops of immense waves, 

  A transparent base shuddering lusciously under and through the universe, 

  The triumphant tutti, the funeral wailings with sweet flutes and 

      violins, all these I fill myself with, 

  I hear not the volumes of sound merely, I am moved by the exquisite 

      meanings, 

  I listen to the different voices winding in and out, striving, 

      contending with fiery vehemence to excel each other in emotion; 

  I do not think the performers know themselves—but now I think 

      begin to know them. 

  



What Ship Puzzled at Sea 

  What ship puzzled at sea, cons for the true reckoning? 

  Or coming in, to avoid the bars and follow the channel a perfect 

      pilot needs? 

  Here, sailor! here, ship! take aboard the most perfect pilot, 

  Whom, in a little boat, putting off and rowing, I hailing you offer. 

  



A Noiseless Patient Spider 

  A noiseless patient spider, 

  I mark’d where on a little promontory it stood isolated, 

  Mark’d how to explore the vacant vast surrounding, 

  It launch’d forth filament, filament, filament out of itself, 

  Ever unreeling them, ever tirelessly speeding them. 

 

  And you O my soul where you stand, 

  Surrounded, detached, in measureless oceans of space, 

  Ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing, seeking the spheres to 

      connect them, 

  Till the bridge you will need be form’d, till the ductile anchor hold, 

  Till the gossamer thread you fling catch somewhere, O my soul. 

  



O Living Always, Always Dying 

  O living always, always dying! 

  O the burials of me past and present, 

  O me while I stride ahead, material, visible, imperious as ever; 

  O me, what I was for years, now dead, (I lament not, I am content;) 

  O to disengage myself from those corpses of me, which I turn and 

      look at where I cast them, 

  To pass on, (O living! always living!) and leave the corpses behind. 

  



To One Shortly to Die 

  From all the rest I single out you, having a message for you, 

  You are to die—let others tell you what they please, I cannot prevaricate, 

  I am exact and merciless, but I love you—there is no escape for you. 

 

  Softly I lay my right hand upon you, you ’ust feel it, 

  I do not argue, I bend my head close and half envelop it, 

  I sit quietly by, I remain faithful, 

  I am more than nurse, more than parent or neighbor, 

  I absolve you from all except yourself spiritual bodily, that is 

      eternal, you yourself will surely escape, 

  The corpse you will leave will be but excrementitious. 

 

  The sun bursts through in unlooked-for directions, 

  Strong thoughts fill you and confidence, you smile, 

  You forget you are sick, as I forget you are sick, 

  You do not see the medicines, you do not mind the weeping friends, 

      I am with you, 

  I exclude others from you, there is nothing to be commiserated, 

  I do not commiserate, I congratulate you. 

  



Night on the Prairies 

  Night on the prairies, 

  The supper is over, the fire on the ground burns low, 

  The wearied emigrants sleep, wrapt in their blankets; 

  I walk by myself—I stand and look at the stars, which I think now 

      never realized before. 

 

  Now I absorb immortality and peace, 

  I admire death and test propositions. 

 

  How plenteous! how spiritual! how resume! 

  The same old man and soul—the same old aspirations, and the same content. 

 

  I was thinking the day most splendid till I saw what the not-day exhibited, 

  I was thinking this globe enough till there sprang out so noiseless 

      around me myriads of other globes. 

 

  Now while the great thoughts of space and eternity fill me I will 

      measure myself by them, 

  And now touch’d with the lives of other globes arrived as far along 

      as those of the earth, 

  Or waiting to arrive, or pass’d on farther than those of the earth, 

  I henceforth no more ignore them than I ignore my own life, 

  Or the lives of the earth arrived as far as mine, or waiting to arrive. 

 

  O I see now that life cannot exhibit all to me, as the day cannot, 

  I see that I am to wait for what will be exhibited by death. 

  



Thought 

  As I sit with others at a great feast, suddenly while the music is playing, 

  To my mind, (whence it comes I know not,) spectral in mist of a 

      wreck at sea, 

  Of certain ships, how they sail from port with flying streamers and 

      wafted kisses, and that is the last of them, 

  Of the solemn and murky mystery about the fate of the President, 

  Of the flower of the marine science of fifty generations founder’d 

      off the Northeast coast and going down—of the steamship Arctic 

      going down, 

  Of the veil’d tableau-women gather’d together on deck, pale, heroic, 

      waiting the moment that draws so close—O the moment! 

 

  A huge sob—a few bubbles—the white foam spirting up—and then the 

      women gone, 

  Sinking there while the passionless wet flows on—and I now 

      pondering, Are those women indeed gone? 

  Are souls drown’d and destroy’d so? 

  Is only matter triumphant? 

  



The Last Invocation 

  At the last, tenderly, 

  From the walls of the powerful fortress’d house, 

  From the clasp of the knitted locks, from the keep of the well-closed doors, 

  Let me be wafted. 

 

  Let me glide noiselessly forth; 

  With the key of softness unlock the locks—with a whisper, 

  Set ope the doors O soul. 

 

  Tenderly—be not impatient, 

  (Strong is your hold O mortal flesh, 

  Strong is your hold O love.) 

  



As I Watch the Ploughman Ploughing 

  As I watch’d the ploughman ploughing, 

  Or the sower sowing in the fields, or the harvester harvesting, 

  I saw there too, O life and death, your analogies; 

  (Life, life is the tillage, and Death is the harvest according.) 

  



Pensive and Faltering 

  Pensive and faltering, 

  The words the Dead I write, 

  For living are the Dead, 

  (Haply the only living, only real, 

  And I the apparition, I the spectre.) 

  



BOOK XXXI 

Thou Mother with Thy Equal Brood 

 

       1 

  Thou Mother with thy equal brood, 

  Thou varied chain of different States, yet one identity only, 

  A special song before I go I’d sing o’er all the rest, 

  For thee, the future. 

 

  I’d sow a seed for thee of endless Nationality, 

  I’d fashion thy ensemble including body and soul, 

  I’d show away ahead thy real Union, and how it may be accomplish’d. 

 

  The paths to the house I seek to make, 

  But leave to those to come the house itself. 

 

  Belief I sing, and preparation; 

  As Life and Nature are not great with reference to the present only, 

  But greater still from what is yet to come, 

  Out of that formula for thee I sing. 

 

       2 

  As a strong bird on pinions free, 

  Joyous, the amplest spaces heavenward cleaving, 

  Such be the thought I’d think of thee America, 

  Such be the recitative I’d bring for thee. 

 

  The conceits of the poets of other lands I’d bring thee not, 



  Nor the compliments that have served their turn so long, 

  Nor rhyme, nor the classics, nor perfume of foreign court or indoor 

      library; 

  But an odor I’d bring as from forests of pine in Maine, or breath of 

      an Illinois prairie, 

  With open airs of Virginia or Georgia or Tennessee, or from Texas 

      uplands, or Florida’s glades, 

  Or the Saguenay’s black stream, or the wide blue spread of Huron, 

  With presentment of Yellowstone’s scenes, or Yosemite, 

  And murmuring under, pervading all, I’d bring the rustling sea-sound, 

  That endlessly sounds from the two Great Seas of the world. 

 

  And for thy subtler sense subtler refrains dread Mother, 

  Preludes of intellect tallying these and thee, mind-formulas fitted 

      for thee, real and sane and large as these and thee, 

  Thou! mounting higher, diving deeper than we knew, thou 

      transcendental Union! 

  By thee fact to be justified, blended with thought, 

  Thought of man justified, blended with God, 

  Through thy idea, lo, the immortal reality! 

  Through thy reality, lo, the immortal idea! 

 

       3 

  Brain of the New World, what a task is thine, 

  To formulate the Modern—out of the peerless grandeur of the modern, 

  Out of thyself, comprising science, to recast poems, churches, art, 

  (Recast, may-be discard them, end them—maybe their work is done, 

      who knows?) 



  By vision, hand, conception, on the background of the mighty past, the dead, 

  To limn with absolute faith the mighty living present. 

 

  And yet thou living present brain, heir of the dead, the Old World brain, 

  Thou that lay folded like an unborn babe within its folds so long, 

  Thou carefully prepared by it so long—haply thou but unfoldest it, 

      only maturest it, 

  It to eventuate in thee—the essence of the by-gone time contain’d in thee, 

  Its poems, churches, arts, unwitting to themselves, destined with 

      reference to thee; 

  Thou but the apples, long, long, long a-growing, 

  The fruit of all the Old ripening to-day in thee. 

 

       4 

  Sail, sail thy best, ship of Democracy, 

  Of value is thy freight, ’tis not the Present only, 

  The Past is also stored in thee, 

  Thou holdest not the venture of thyself alone, not of the Western 

      continent alone, 

  Earth’s resume entire floats on thy keel O ship, is steadied by thy spars, 

  With thee Time voyages in trust, the antecedent nations sink or 

      swim with thee, 

  With all their ancient struggles, martyrs, heroes, epics, wars, thou 

      bear’st the other continents, 

  Theirs, theirs as much as thine, the destination-port triumphant; 

  Steer then with good strong hand and wary eye O helmsman, thou 

      carriest great companions, 

  Venerable priestly Asia sails this day with thee, 



  And royal feudal Europe sails with thee. 

 

       5 

  Beautiful world of new superber birth that rises to my eyes, 

  Like a limitless golden cloud filling the westernr sky, 

  Emblem of general maternity lifted above all, 

  Sacred shape of the bearer of daughters and sons, 

  Out of thy teeming womb thy giant babes in ceaseless procession issuing, 

  Acceding from such gestation, taking and giving continual strength 

      and life, 

  World of the real—world of the twain in one, 

  World of the soul, born by the world of the real alone, led to 

      identity, body, by it alone, 

  Yet in beginning only, incalculable masses of composite precious materials, 

  By history’s cycles forwarded, by every nation, language, hither sent, 

  Ready, collected here, a freer, vast, electric world, to be 

      constructed here, 

  (The true New World, the world of orbic science, morals, literatures 

      to come,) 

  Thou wonder world yet undefined, unform’d, neither do I define thee, 

  How can I pierce the impenetrable blank of the future? 

  I feel thy ominous greatness evil as well as good, 

  I watch thee advancing, absorbing the present, transcending the past, 

  I see thy light lighting, and thy shadow shadowing, as if the entire globe, 

  But I do not undertake to define thee, hardly to comprehend thee, 

  I but thee name, thee prophesy, as now, 

  I merely thee ejaculate! 

 



  Thee in thy future, 

  Thee in thy only permanent life, career, thy own unloosen’d mind, 

      thy soaring spirit, 

  Thee as another equally needed sun, radiant, ablaze, swift-moving, 

      fructifying all, 

  Thee risen in potent cheerfulness and joy, in endless great hilarity, 

  Scattering for good the cloud that hung so long, that weigh’d so 

      long upon the mind of man, 

  The doubt, suspicion, dread, of gradual, certain decadence of man; 

  Thee in thy larger, saner brood of female, male—thee in thy 

      athletes, moral, spiritual, South, North, West, East, 

  (To thy immortal breasts, Mother of All, thy every daughter, son, 

      endear’d alike, forever equal,) 

  Thee in thy own musicians, singers, artists, unborn yet, but certain, 

  Thee in thy moral wealth and civilization, (until which thy proudest 

      material civilization must remain in vain,) 

  Thee in thy all-supplying, all-enclosing worship—thee in no single 

      bible, saviour, merely, 

  Thy saviours countless, latent within thyself, thy bibles incessant 

      within thyself, equal to any, divine as any, 

  (Thy soaring course thee formulating, not in thy two great wars, nor 

      in thy century’s visible growth, 

  But far more in these leaves and chants, thy chants, great Mother!) 

  Thee in an education grown of thee, in teachers, studies, students, 

      born of thee, 

  Thee in thy democratic fetes en-masse, thy high original festivals, 

      operas, lecturers, preachers, 

  Thee in thy ultimate, (the preparations only now completed, the 



      edifice on sure foundations tied,) 

  Thee in thy pinnacles, intellect, thought, thy topmost rational 

      joys, thy love and godlike aspiration, 

  In thy resplendent coming literati, thy full-lung’d orators, thy 

      sacerdotal bards, kosmic savans, 

  These! these in thee, (certain to come,) to-day I prophesy. 
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  Land tolerating all, accepting all, not for the good alone, all good 

      for thee, 

  Land in the realms of God to be a realm unto thyself, 

  Under the rule of God to be a rule unto thyself. 

 

  (Lo, where arise three peerless stars, 

  To be thy natal stars my country, Ensemble, Evolution, Freedom, 

  Set in the sky of Law.) 

 

  Land of unprecedented faith, God’s faith, 

  Thy soil, thy very subsoil, all upheav’d, 

  The general inner earth so long so sedulously draped over, now hence 

      for what it is boldly laid bare, 

  Open’d by thee to heaven’s light for benefit or bale. 

 

  Not for success alone, 

  Not to fair-sail unintermitted always, 

  The storm shall dash thy face, the murk of war and worse than war 

      shall cover thee all over, 

  (Wert capable of war, its tug and trials? be capable of peace, its trials, 



  For the tug and mortal strain of nations come at last in prosperous 

      peace, not war;) 

  In many a smiling mask death shall approach beguiling thee, thou in 

      disease shalt swelter, 

  The livid cancer spread its hideous claws, clinging upon thy 

      breasts, seeking to strike thee deep within, 

  Consumption of the worst, moral consumption, shall rouge thy face 

      with hectic, 

  But thou shalt face thy fortunes, thy diseases, and surmount them all, 

  Whatever they are to-day and whatever through time they may be, 

  They each and all shall lift and pass away and cease from thee, 

  While thou, Time’s spirals rounding, out of thyself, thyself still 

      extricating, fusing, 

  Equable, natural, mystical Union thou, (the mortal with immortal blent,) 

  Shalt soar toward the fulfilment of the future, the spirit of the 

      body and the mind, 

  The soul, its destinies. 

 

  The soul, its destinies, the real real, 

  (Purport of all these apparitions of the real;) 

  In thee America, the soul, its destinies, 

  Thou globe of globes! thou wonder nebulous! 

  By many a throe of heat and cold convuls’d, (by these thyself solidifying,) 

  Thou mental, moral orb—thou New, indeed new, Spiritual World! 

  The Present holds thee not—for such vast growth as thine, 

  For such unparallel’d flight as thine, such brood as thine, 

  The FUTURE only holds thee and can hold thee. 

  



A Paumanok Picture 

  Two boats with nets lying off the sea-beach, quite still, 

  Ten fishermen waiting—they discover a thick school of mossbonkers 

      —they drop the join’d seine-ends in the water, 

  The boats separate and row off, each on its rounding course to the 

      beach, enclosing the mossbonkers, 

  The net is drawn in by a windlass by those who stop ashore, 

  Some of the fishermen lounge in their boats, others stand 

      ankle-deep in the water, pois’d on strong legs, 

  The boats partly drawn up, the water slapping against them, 

  Strew’d on the sand in heaps and windrows, well out from the water, 

      the green-back’d spotted mossbonkers. 

  



BOOK XXXII. FROM NOON TO STARRY NIGHT 

Thou Orb Aloft Full-Dazzling 

 

  Thou orb aloft full-dazzling! thou hot October noon! 

  Flooding with sheeny light the gray beach sand, 

  The sibilant near sea with vistas far and foam, 

  And tawny streaks and shades and spreading blue; 

  O sun of noon refulgent! my special word to thee. 

 

  Hear me illustrious! 

  Thy lover me, for always I have loved thee, 

  Even as basking babe, then happy boy alone by some wood edge, thy 

      touching-distant beams enough, 

  Or man matured, or young or old, as now to thee I launch my invocation. 

 

  (Thou canst not with thy dumbness me deceive, 

  I know before the fitting man all Nature yields, 

  Though answering not in words, the skies, trees, hear his voice—and 

      thou O sun, 

  As for thy throes, thy perturbations, sudden breaks and shafts of 

      flame gigantic, 

  I understand them, I know those flames, those perturbations well.) 

 

  Thou that with fructifying heat and light, 

  O’er myriad farms, o’er lands and waters North and South, 

  O’er Mississippi’s endless course, o’er Texas’ grassy plains, 

      Kanada’s woods, 

  O’er all the globe that turns its face to thee shining in space, 



  Thou that impartially enfoldest all, not only continents, seas, 

  Thou that to grapes and weeds and little wild flowers givest so liberally, 

  Shed, shed thyself on mine and me, with but a fleeting ray out of 

      thy million millions, 

  Strike through these chants. 

 

  Nor only launch thy subtle dazzle and thy strength for these, 

  Prepare the later afternoon of me myself—prepare my lengthening shadows, 

  Prepare my starry nights. 

  



Faces 

       1 

  Sauntering the pavement or riding the country by-road, faces! 

  Faces of friendship, precision, caution, suavity, ideality, 

  The spiritual-prescient face, the always welcome common benevolent face, 

  The face of the singing of music, the grand faces of natural lawyers 

      and judges broad at the back-top, 

  The faces of hunters and fishers bulged at the brows, the shaved 

      blanch’d faces of orthodox citizens, 

  The pure, extravagant, yearning, questioning artist’s face, 

  The ugly face of some beautiful soul, the handsome detested or 

      despised face, 

  The sacred faces of infants, the illuminated face of the mother of 

      many children, 

  The face of an amour, the face of veneration, 

  The face as of a dream, the face of an immobile rock, 

  The face withdrawn of its good and bad, a castrated face, 

  A wild hawk, his wings clipp’d by the clipper, 

  A stallion that yielded at last to the thongs and knife of the gelder. 

 

  Sauntering the pavement thus, or crossing the ceaseless ferry, faces 

      and faces and faces, 

  I see them and complain not, and am content with all. 

 

       2 

  Do you suppose I could be content with all if I thought them their 

      own finale? 

 



  This now is too lamentable a face for a man, 

  Some abject louse asking leave to be, cringing for it, 

  Some milk-nosed maggot blessing what lets it wrig to its hole. 

 

  This face is a dog’s snout sniffing for garbage, 

  Snakes nest in that mouth, I hear the sibilant threat. 

 

  This face is a haze more chill than the arctic sea, 

  Its sleepy and wobbling icebergs crunch as they go. 

 

  This is a face of bitter herbs, this an emetic, they need no label, 

  And more of the drug-shelf, laudanum, caoutchouc, or hog’s-lard. 

 

  This face is an epilepsy, its wordless tongue gives out the unearthly cry, 

  Its veins down the neck distend, its eyes roll till they show 

      nothing but their whites, 

  Its teeth grit, the palms of the hands are cut by the turn’d-in nails, 

  The man falls struggling and foaming to the ground, while he 

      speculates well. 

 

  This face is bitten by vermin and worms, 

  And this is some murderer’s knife with a half-pull’d scabbard. 

 

  This face owes to the sexton his dismalest fee, 

  An unceasing death-bell tolls there. 

 

       3 

  Features of my equals would you trick me with your creas’d and 



      cadaverous march? 

  Well, you cannot trick me. 

 

  I see your rounded never-erased flow, 

  I see ’neath the rims of your haggard and mean disguises. 

 

  Splay and twist as you like, poke with the tangling fores of fishes or rats, 

  You’ll be unmuzzled, you certainly will. 

 

  I saw the face of the most smear’d and slobbering idiot they had at 

      the asylum, 

  And I knew for my consolation what they knew not, 

  I knew of the agents that emptied and broke my brother, 

  The same wait to clear the rubbish from the fallen tenement, 

  And I shall look again in a score or two of ages, 

  And I shall meet the real landlord perfect and unharm’d, every inch 

      as good as myself. 

 

       4 

  The Lord advances, and yet advances, 

  Always the shadow in front, always the reach’d hand bringing up the 

      laggards. 

 

  Out of this face emerge banners and horses—O superb! I see what is coming, 

  I see the high pioneer-caps, see staves of runners clearing the way, 

  I hear victorious drums. 

 

  This face is a life-boat, 



  This is the face commanding and bearded, it asks no odds of the rest, 

  This face is flavor’d fruit ready for eating, 

  This face of a healthy honest boy is the programme of all good. 

 

  These faces bear testimony slumbering or awake, 

  They show their descent from the Master himself. 

 

  Off the word I have spoken I except not one—red, white, black, are 

      all deific, 

  In each house is the ovum, it comes forth after a thousand years. 

 

  Spots or cracks at the windows do not disturb me, 

  Tall and sufficient stand behind and make signs to me, 

  I read the promise and patiently wait. 

 

  This is a full-grown lily’s face, 

  She speaks to the limber-hipp’d man near the garden pickets, 

  Come here she blushingly cries, Come nigh to me limber-hipp’d man, 

  Stand at my side till I lean as high as I can upon you, 

  Fill me with albescent honey, bend down to me, 

  Rub to me with your chafing beard, rub to my breast and shoulders. 

 

       5 

  The old face of the mother of many children, 

  Whist! I am fully content. 

 

  Lull’d and late is the smoke of the First-day morning, 

  It hangs low over the rows of trees by the fences, 



  It hangs thin by the sassafras and wild-cherry and cat-brier under them. 

 

  I saw the rich ladies in full dress at the soiree, 

  I heard what the singers were singing so long, 

  Heard who sprang in crimson youth from the white froth and the water-blue. 

 

  Behold a woman! 

  She looks out from her quaker cap, her face is clearer and more 

      beautiful than the sky. 

 

  She sits in an armchair under the shaded porch of the farmhouse, 

  The sun just shines on her old white head. 

 

  Her ample gown is of cream-hued linen, 

  Her grandsons raised the flax, and her grand-daughters spun it with 

      the distaff and the wheel. 

 

  The melodious character of the earth, 

  The finish beyond which philosophy cannot go and does not wish to go, 

  The justified mother of men. 

  



The Mystic Trumpeter 

       1 

  Hark, some wild trumpeter, some strange musician, 

  Hovering unseen in air, vibrates capricious tunes to-night. 

 

  I hear thee trumpeter, listening alert I catch thy notes, 

  Now pouring, whirling like a tempest round me, 

  Now low, subdued, now in the distance lost. 

 

       2 

  Come nearer bodiless one, haply in thee resounds 

  Some dead composer, haply thy pensive life 

  Was fill’d with aspirations high, unform’d ideals, 

  Waves, oceans musical, chaotically surging, 

  That now ecstatic ghost, close to me bending, thy cornet echoing, pealing, 

  Gives out to no one’s ears but mine, but freely gives to mine, 

  That I may thee translate. 

 

       3 

  Blow trumpeter free and clear, I follow thee, 

  While at thy liquid prelude, glad, serene, 

  The fretting world, the streets, the noisy hours of day withdraw, 

  A holy calm descends like dew upon me, 

  I walk in cool refreshing night the walks of Paradise, 

  I scent the grass, the moist air and the roses; 

  Thy song expands my numb’d imbonded spirit, thou freest, launchest me, 

  Floating and basking upon heaven’s lake. 

 



       4 

  Blow again trumpeter! and for my sensuous eyes, 

  Bring the old pageants, show the feudal world. 

 

  What charm thy music works! thou makest pass before me, 

  Ladies and cavaliers long dead, barons are in their castle halls, 

      the troubadours are singing, 

  Arm’d knights go forth to redress wrongs, some in quest of the holy Graal; 

  I see the tournament, I see the contestants incased in heavy armor 

      seated on stately champing horses, 

  I hear the shouts, the sounds of blows and smiting steel; 

  I see the Crusaders’ tumultuous armies—hark, how the cymbals clang, 

  Lo, where the monks walk in advance, bearing the cross on high. 

 

       5 

  Blow again trumpeter! and for thy theme, 

  Take now the enclosing theme of all, the solvent and the setting, 

  Love, that is pulse of all, the sustenance and the pang, 

  The heart of man and woman all for love, 

  No other theme but love—knitting, enclosing, all-diffusing love. 

 

  O how the immortal phantoms crowd around me! 

  I see the vast alembic ever working, I see and know the flames that 

      heat the world, 

  The glow, the blush, the beating hearts of lovers, 

  So blissful happy some, and some so silent, dark, and nigh to death; 

  Love, that is all the earth to lovers—love, that mocks time and space, 

  Love, that is day and night—love, that is sun and moon and stars, 



  Love, that is crimson, sumptuous, sick with perfume, 

  No other words but words of love, no other thought but love. 

 

       6 

  Blow again trumpeter—conjure war’s alarums. 

 

  Swift to thy spell a shuddering hum like distant thunder rolls, 

  Lo, where the arm’d men hasten—lo, mid the clouds of dust the glint 

      of bayonets, 

  I see the grime-faced cannoneers, I mark the rosy flash amid the 

      smoke, I hear the cracking of the guns; 

  Nor war alone—thy fearful music-song, wild player, brings every 

      sight of fear, 

  The deeds of ruthless brigands, rapine, murder—I hear the cries for help! 

  I see ships foundering at sea, I behold on deck and below deck the 

      terrible tableaus. 
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  O trumpeter, methinks I am myself the instrument thou playest, 

  Thou melt’st my heart, my brain—thou movest, drawest, changest 

      them at will; 

  And now thy sullen notes send darkness through me, 

  Thou takest away all cheering light, all hope, 

  I see the enslaved, the overthrown, the hurt, the opprest of the 

      whole earth, 

  I feel the measureless shame and humiliation of my race, it becomes 

      all mine, 

  Mine too the revenges of humanity, the wrongs of ages, baffled feuds 



      and hatreds, 

  Utter defeat upon me weighs—all lost—the foe victorious, 

  (Yet ’mid the ruins Pride colossal stands unshaken to the last, 

  Endurance, resolution to the last.) 

      8 

  Now trumpeter for thy close, 

  Vouchsafe a higher strain than any yet, 

  Sing to my soul, renew its languishing faith and hope, 

  Rouse up my slow belief, give me some vision of the future, 

  Give me for once its prophecy and joy. 

 

  O glad, exulting, culminating song! 

  A vigor more than earth’s is in thy notes, 

  Marches of victory—man disenthral’d—the conqueror at last, 

  Hymns to the universal God from universal man—all joy! 

  A reborn race appears—a perfect world, all joy! 

  Women and men in wisdom innocence and health—all joy! 

  Riotous laughing bacchanals fill’d with joy! 

  War, sorrow, suffering gone—the rank earth purged—nothing but joy left! 

  The ocean fill’d with joy—the atmosphere all joy! 

  Joy! joy! in freedom, worship, love! joy in the ecstasy of life! 

  Enough to merely be! enough to breathe! 

  Joy! joy! all over joy! 

  



To a Locomotive in Winter 

  Thee for my recitative, 

  Thee in the driving storm even as now, the snow, the winter-day declining, 

  Thee in thy panoply, thy measur’d dual throbbing and thy beat convulsive, 

  Thy black cylindric body, golden brass and silvery steel, 

  Thy ponderous side-bars, parallel and connecting rods, gyrating, 

      shuttling at thy sides, 

  Thy metrical, now swelling pant and roar, now tapering in the distance, 

  Thy great protruding head-light fix’d in front, 

  Thy long, pale, floating vapor-pennants, tinged with delicate purple, 

  The dense and murky clouds out-belching from thy smoke-stack, 

  Thy knitted frame, thy springs and valves, the tremulous twinkle of 

      thy wheels, 

  Thy train of cars behind, obedient, merrily following, 

  Through gale or calm, now swift, now slack, yet steadily careering; 

  Type of the modern—emblem of motion and power—pulse of the continent, 

  For once come serve the Muse and merge in verse, even as here I see thee, 

  With storm and buffeting gusts of wind and falling snow, 

  By day thy warning ringing bell to sound its notes, 

  By night thy silent signal lamps to swing. 

 

  Fierce-throated beauty! 

  Roll through my chant with all thy lawless music, thy swinging lamps 

      at night, 

  Thy madly-whistled laughter, echoing, rumbling like an earthquake, 

      rousing all, 

  Law of thyself complete, thine own track firmly holding, 

  (No sweetness debonair of tearful harp or glib piano thine,) 



  Thy trills of shrieks by rocks and hills return’d, 

  Launch’d o’er the prairies wide, across the lakes, 

  To the free skies unpent and glad and strong. 

  



O Magnet-South 

  O magnet-south! O glistening perfumed South! my South! 

  O quick mettle, rich blood, impulse and love! good and evil! O all 

      dear to me! 

  O dear to me my birth-things—all moving things and the trees where 

      I was born—the grains, plants, rivers, 

  Dear to me my own slow sluggish rivers where they flow, distant, 

      over flats of slivery sands or through swamps, 

  Dear to me the Roanoke, the Savannah, the Altamahaw, the Pedee, the 

      Tombigbee, the Santee, the Coosa and the Sabine, 

  O pensive, far away wandering, I return with my soul to haunt their 

      banks again, 

  Again in Florida I float on transparent lakes, I float on the 

      Okeechobee, I cross the hummock-land or through pleasant openings 

      or dense forests, 

  I see the parrots in the woods, I see the papaw-tree and the 

      blossoming titi; 

  Again, sailing in my coaster on deck, I coast off Georgia, I coast 

      up the Carolinas, 

  I see where the live-oak is growing, I see where the yellow-pine, 

      the scented bay-tree, the lemon and orange, the cypress, the 

      graceful palmetto, 

  I pass rude sea-headlands and enter Pamlico sound through an inlet, 

      and dart my vision inland; 

  O the cotton plant! the growing fields of rice, sugar, hemp! 

  The cactus guarded with thorns, the laurel-tree with large white flowers, 

  The range afar, the richness and barrenness, the old woods charged 

      with mistletoe and trailing moss, 



  The piney odor and the gloom, the awful natural stillness, (here in 

      these dense swamps the freebooter carries his gun, and the 

      fugitive has his conceal’d hut;) 

  O the strange fascination of these half-known half-impassable 

      swamps, infested by reptiles, resounding with the bellow of the 

      alligator, the sad noises of the night-owl and the wild-cat, and 

      the whirr of the rattlesnake, 

  The mocking-bird, the American mimic, singing all the forenoon, 

      singing through the moon-lit night, 

  The humming-bird, the wild turkey, the raccoon, the opossum; 

  A Kentucky corn-field, the tall, graceful, long-leav’d corn, 

      slender, flapping, bright green, with tassels, with beautiful 

      ears each well-sheath’d in its husk; 

  O my heart! O tender and fierce pangs, I can stand them not, I will depart; 

  O to be a Virginian where I grew up! O to be a Carolinian! 

  O longings irrepressible! O I will go back to old Tennessee and 

      never wander more. 

  



Mannahatta 

  I was asking for something specific and perfect for my city, 

  Whereupon lo! upsprang the aboriginal name. 

 

  Now I see what there is in a name, a word, liquid, sane, unruly, 

      musical, self-sufficient, 

  I see that the word of my city is that word from of old, 

  Because I see that word nested in nests of water-bays, superb, 

  Rich, hemm’d thick all around with sailships and steamships, an 

      island sixteen miles long, solid-founded, 

  Numberless crowded streets, high growths of iron, slender, strong, 

      light, splendidly uprising toward clear skies, 

  Tides swift and ample, well-loved by me, toward sundown, 

  The flowing sea-currents, the little islands, larger adjoining 

      islands, the heights, the villas, 

  The countless masts, the white shore-steamers, the lighters, the 

      ferry-boats, the black sea-steamers well-model’d, 

  The down-town streets, the jobbers’ houses of business, the houses 

      of business of the ship-merchants and money-brokers, the river-streets, 

  Immigrants arriving, fifteen or twenty thousand in a week, 

  The carts hauling goods, the manly race of drivers of horses, the 

      brown-faced sailors, 

  The summer air, the bright sun shining, and the sailing clouds aloft, 

  The winter snows, the sleigh-bells, the broken ice in the river, 

      passing along up or down with the flood-tide or ebb-tide, 

  The mechanics of the city, the masters, well-form’d, 

      beautiful-faced, looking you straight in the eyes, 

  Trottoirs throng’d, vehicles, Broadway, the women, the shops and shows, 



  A million people—manners free and superb—open voices—hospitality— 

      the most courageous and friendly young men, 

  City of hurried and sparkling waters! city of spires and masts! 

  City nested in bays! my city! 

  



All Is Truth 

  O me, man of slack faith so long, 

  Standing aloof, denying portions so long, 

  Only aware to-day of compact all-diffused truth, 

  Discovering to-day there is no lie or form of lie, and can be none, 

      but grows as inevitably upon itself as the truth does upon itself, 

  Or as any law of the earth or any natural production of the earth does. 

 

  (This is curious and may not be realized immediately, but it must be 

      realized, 

  I feel in myself that I represent falsehoods equally with the rest, 

  And that the universe does.) 

 

  Where has fail’d a perfect return indifferent of lies or the truth? 

  Is it upon the ground, or in water or fire? or in the spirit of man? 

      or in the meat and blood? 

 

  Meditating among liars and retreating sternly into myself, I see 

      that there are really no liars or lies after all, 

  And that nothing fails its perfect return, and that what are called 

      lies are perfect returns, 

  And that each thing exactly represents itself and what has preceded it, 

  And that the truth includes all, and is compact just as much as 

      space is compact, 

  And that there is no flaw or vacuum in the amount of the truth—but 

      that all is truth without exception; 

  And henceforth I will go celebrate any thing I see or am, 

  And sing and laugh and deny nothing. 



  



A Riddle Song 

  That which eludes this verse and any verse, 

  Unheard by sharpest ear, unform’d in clearest eye or cunningest mind, 

  Nor lore nor fame, nor happiness nor wealth, 

  And yet the pulse of every heart and life throughout the world incessantly, 

  Which you and I and all pursuing ever ever miss, 

  Open but still a secret, the real of the real, an illusion, 

  Costless, vouchsafed to each, yet never man the owner, 

  Which poets vainly seek to put in rhyme, historians in prose, 

  Which sculptor never chisel’d yet, nor painter painted, 

  Which vocalist never sung, nor orator nor actor ever utter’d, 

  Invoking here and now I challenge for my song. 

 

  Indifferently, ’mid public, private haunts, in solitude, 

  Behind the mountain and the wood, 

  Companion of the city’s busiest streets, through the assemblage, 

  It and its radiations constantly glide. 

 

  In looks of fair unconscious babes, 

  Or strangely in the coffin’d dead, 

  Or show of breaking dawn or stars by night, 

  As some dissolving delicate film of dreams, 

  Hiding yet lingering. 

 

  Two little breaths of words comprising it, 

  Two words, yet all from first to last comprised in it. 

 

  How ardently for it! 



  How many ships have sail’d and sunk for it! 

 

  How many travelers started from their homes and neer return’d! 

  How much of genius boldly staked and lost for it! 

  What countless stores of beauty, love, ventur’d for it! 

  How all superbest deeds since Time began are traceable to it—and 

      shall be to the end! 

  How all heroic martyrdoms to it! 

  How, justified by it, the horrors, evils, battles of the earth! 

  How the bright fascinating lambent flames of it, in every age and 

      land, have drawn men’s eyes, 

  Rich as a sunset on the Norway coast, the sky, the islands, and the cliffs, 

  Or midnight’s silent glowing northern lights unreachable. 

 

  Haply God’s riddle it, so vague and yet so certain, 

  The soul for it, and all the visible universe for it, 

  And heaven at last for it. 

  



Excelsior 

  Who has gone farthest? for I would go farther, 

  And who has been just? for I would be the most just person of the earth, 

  And who most cautious? for I would be more cautious, 

  And who has been happiest? O I think it is I—I think no one was 

      ever happier than I, 

  And who has lavish’d all? for I lavish constantly the best I have, 

  And who proudest? for I think I have reason to be the proudest son 

      alive—for I am the son of the brawny and tall-topt city, 

  And who has been bold and true? for I would be the boldest and 

      truest being of the universe, 

  And who benevolent? for I would show more benevolence than all the rest, 

  And who has receiv’d the love of the most friends? for I know what 

      it is to receive the passionate love of many friends, 

  And who possesses a perfect and enamour’d body? for I do not believe 

      any one possesses a more perfect or enamour’d body than mine, 

  And who thinks the amplest thoughts? for I would surround those thoughts, 

  And who has made hymns fit for the earth? for I am mad with 

      devouring ecstasy to make joyous hymns for the whole earth. 

  



Ah Poverties, Wincings, and Sulky Retreats 

  Ah poverties, wincings, and sulky retreats, 

  Ah you foes that in conflict have overcome me, 

  (For what is my life or any man’s life but a conflict with foes, the 

      old, the incessant war?) 

  You degradations, you tussle with passions and appetites, 

  You smarts from dissatisfied friendships, (ah wounds the sharpest of all!) 

  You toil of painful and choked articulations, you meannesses, 

  You shallow tongue-talks at tables, (my tongue the shallowest of any;) 

  You broken resolutions, you racking angers, you smother’d ennuis! 

  Ah think not you finally triumph, my real self has yet to come forth, 

  It shall yet march forth o’ermastering, till all lies beneath me, 

  It shall yet stand up the soldier of ultimate victory. 

  



Thoughts 

  Of public opinion, 

  Of a calm and cool fiat sooner or later, (how impassive! how certain 

      and final!) 

  Of the President with pale face asking secretly to himself, What 

      will the people say at last? 

  Of the frivolous Judge—of the corrupt Congressman, Governor, 

      Mayor—of such as these standing helpless and exposed, 

  Of the mumbling and screaming priest, (soon, soon deserted,) 

  Of the lessening year by year of venerableness, and of the dicta of 

      officers, statutes, pulpits, schools, 

  Of the rising forever taller and stronger and broader of the 

      intuitions of men and women, and of Self-esteem and Personality; 

  Of the true New World—of the Democracies resplendent en-masse, 

  Of the conformity of politics, armies, navies, to them, 

  Of the shining sun by them—of the inherent light, greater than the rest, 

  Of the envelopment of all by them, and the effusion of all from them. 

  



Mediums 

  They shall arise in the States, 

  They shall report Nature, laws, physiology, and happiness, 

  They shall illustrate Democracy and the kosmos, 

  They shall be alimentive, amative, perceptive, 

  They shall be complete women and men, their pose brawny and supple, 

      their drink water, their blood clean and clear, 

  They shall fully enjoy materialism and the sight of products, they 

      shall enjoy the sight of the beef, lumber, bread-stuffs, of 

      Chicago the great city. 

  They shall train themselves to go in public to become orators and 

      oratresses, 

  Strong and sweet shall their tongues be, poems and materials of 

      poems shall come from their lives, they shall be makers and finders, 

  Of them and of their works shall emerge divine conveyers, to convey gospels, 

  Characters, events, retrospections, shall be convey’d in gospels, 

      trees, animals, waters, shall be convey’d, 

  Death, the future, the invisible faith, shall all be convey’d. 

  



Weave in, My Hardy Life 

  Weave in, weave in, my hardy life, 

  Weave yet a soldier strong and full for great campaigns to come, 

  Weave in red blood, weave sinews in like ropes, the senses, sight weave in, 

  Weave lasting sure, weave day and night the wet, the warp, incessant 

      weave, tire not, 

  (We know not what the use O life, nor know the aim, the end, nor 

      really aught we know, 

  But know the work, the need goes on and shall go on, the 

      death-envelop’d march of peace as well as war goes on,) 

  For great campaigns of peace the same the wiry threads to weave, 

  We know not why or what, yet weave, forever weave. 

  



Spain, 1873-74 

  Out of the murk of heaviest clouds, 

  Out of the feudal wrecks and heap’d-up skeletons of kings, 

  Out of that old entire European debris, the shatter’d mummeries, 

  Ruin’d cathedrals, crumble of palaces, tombs of priests, 

  Lo, Freedom’s features fresh undimm’d look forth—the same immortal 

      face looks forth; 

  (A glimpse as of thy Mother’s face Columbia, 

  A flash significant as of a sword, 

  Beaming towards thee.) 

 

  Nor think we forget thee maternal; 

  Lag’d’st thou so long? shall the clouds close again upon thee? 

  Ah, but thou hast thyself now appear’d to us—we know thee, 

  Thou hast given us a sure proof, the glimpse of thyself, 

  Thou waitest there as everywhere thy time. 

  



By Broad Potomac’s Shore 

  By broad Potomac’s shore, again old tongue, 

  (Still uttering, still ejaculating, canst never cease this babble?) 

  Again old heart so gay, again to you, your sense, the full flush 

      spring returning, 

  Again the freshness and the odors, again Virginia’s summer sky, 

      pellucid blue and silver, 

  Again the forenoon purple of the hills, 

  Again the deathless grass, so noiseless soft and green, 

  Again the blood-red roses blooming. 

 

  Perfume this book of mine O blood-red roses! 

  Lave subtly with your waters every line Potomac! 

  Give me of you O spring, before I close, to put between its pages! 

  O forenoon purple of the hills, before I close, of you! 

  O deathless grass, of you! 

  



From Far Dakota’s Canyons [June 25, 1876] 

  From far Dakota’s canyons, 

  Lands of the wild ravine, the dusky Sioux, the lonesome stretch, the 

      silence, 

  Haply to-day a mournful wall, haply a trumpet-note for heroes. 

 

  The battle-bulletin, 

  The Indian ambuscade, the craft, the fatal environment, 

  The cavalry companies fighting to the last in sternest heroism, 

  In the midst of their little circle, with their slaughter’d horses 

      for breastworks, 

  The fall of Custer and all his officers and men. 

 

  Continues yet the old, old legend of our race, 

  The loftiest of life upheld by death, 

  The ancient banner perfectly maintain’d, 

  O lesson opportune, O how I welcome thee! 

 

  As sitting in dark days, 

  Lone, sulky, through the time’s thick murk looking in vain for 

      light, for hope, 

  From unsuspected parts a fierce and momentary proof, 

  (The sun there at the centre though conceal’d, 

  Electric life forever at the centre,) 

  Breaks forth a lightning flash. 

 

  Thou of the tawny flowing hair in battle, 

  I erewhile saw, with erect head, pressing ever in front, bearing a 



      bright sword in thy hand, 

  Now ending well in death the splendid fever of thy deeds, 

  (I bring no dirge for it or thee, I bring a glad triumphal sonnet,) 

  Desperate and glorious, aye in defeat most desperate, most glorious, 

  After thy many battles in which never yielding up a gun or a color, 

  Leaving behind thee a memory sweet to soldiers, 

  Thou yieldest up thyself. 

  



Old War-Dreams 

  In midnight sleep of many a face of anguish, 

  Of the look at first of the mortally wounded, (of that indescribable look,) 

  Of the dead on their backs with arms extended wide, 

       I dream, I dream, I dream. 

 

  Of scenes of Nature, fields and mountains, 

  Of skies so beauteous after a storm, and at night the moon so 

      unearthly bright, 

  Shining sweetly, shining down, where we dig the trenches and 

      gather the heaps, 

       I dream, I dream, I dream. 

 

  Long have they pass’d, faces and trenches and fields, 

  Where through the carnage I moved with a callous composure, or away 

      from the fallen, 

  Onward I sped at the time—but now of their forms at night, 

       I dream, I dream, I dream. 

  



Thick-Sprinkled Bunting 

  Thick-sprinkled bunting! flag of stars! 

  Long yet your road, fateful flag—long yet your road, and lined with 

      bloody death, 

  For the prize I see at issue at last is the world, 

  All its ships and shores I see interwoven with your threads greedy banner; 

  Dream’d again the flags of kings, highest borne to flaunt unrival’d? 

  O hasten flag of man—O with sure and steady step, passing highest 

      flags of kings, 

  Walk supreme to the heavens mighty symbol—run up above them all, 

  Flag of stars! thick-sprinkled bunting! 

  



What Best I See in Thee 

  [To U. S. G. return’d from his World’s Tour] 

 

  What best I see in thee, 

  Is not that where thou mov’st down history’s great highways, 

  Ever undimm’d by time shoots warlike victory’s dazzle, 

  Or that thou sat’st where Washington sat, ruling the land in peace, 

  Or thou the man whom feudal Europe feted, venerable Asia swarm’d upon, 

  Who walk’d with kings with even pace the round world’s promenade; 

  But that in foreign lands, in all thy walks with kings, 

  Those prairie sovereigns of the West, Kansas, Missouri, Illinois, 

  Ohio’s, Indiana’s millions, comrades, farmers, soldiers, all to the front, 

  Invisibly with thee walking with kings with even pace the round 

      world’s promenade, 

  Were all so justified. 

  



Spirit That Form’d This Scene 

  [Written in Platte Canyon, Colorado] 

 

  Spirit that form’d this scene, 

  These tumbled rock-piles grim and red, 

  These reckless heaven-ambitious peaks, 

  These gorges, turbulent-clear streams, this naked freshness, 

  These formless wild arrays, for reasons of their own, 

  I know thee, savage spirit—we have communed together, 

  Mine too such wild arrays, for reasons of their own; 

  Wast charged against my chants they had forgotten art? 

  To fuse within themselves its rules precise and delicatesse? 

  The lyrist’s measur’d beat, the wrought-out temple’s grace—column 

      and polish’d arch forgot? 

  But thou that revelest here—spirit that form’d this scene, 

  They have remember’d thee. 

  



As I Walk These Broad Majestic Days 

  As I walk these broad majestic days of peace, 

  (For the war, the struggle of blood finish’d, wherein, O terrific Ideal, 

  Against vast odds erewhile having gloriously won, 

  Now thou stridest on, yet perhaps in time toward denser wars, 

  Perhaps to engage in time in still more dreadful contests, dangers, 

  Longer campaigns and crises, labors beyond all others,) 

  Around me I hear that eclat of the world, politics, produce, 

  The announcements of recognized things, science, 

  The approved growth of cities and the spread of inventions. 

 

  I see the ships, (they will last a few years,) 

  The vast factories with their foremen and workmen, 

  And hear the indorsement of all, and do not object to it. 

 

  But I too announce solid things, 

  Science, ships, politics, cities, factories, are not nothing, 

  Like a grand procession to music of distant bugles pouring, 

      triumphantly moving, and grander heaving in sight, 

  They stand for realities—all is as it should be. 

 

  Then my realities; 

  What else is so real as mine? 

  Libertad and the divine average, freedom to every slave on the face 

      of the earth, 

  The rapt promises and lumine of seers, the spiritual world, these 

      centuries-lasting songs, 

  And our visions, the visions of poets, the most solid announcements 



      of any. 

  



A Clear Midnight 

  This is thy hour O Soul, thy free flight into the wordless, 

  Away from books, away from art, the day erased, the lesson done, 

  Thee fully forth emerging, silent, gazing, pondering the themes thou 

      lovest best, 

  Night, sleep, death and the stars. 

  



BOOK XXXIII. SONGS OF PARTING 

As the Time Draws Nigh 

 

  As the time draws nigh glooming a cloud, 

  A dread beyond of I know not what darkens me. 

 

  I shall go forth, 

  I shall traverse the States awhile, but I cannot tell whither or how long, 

  Perhaps soon some day or night while I am singing my voice will 

      suddenly cease. 

 

  O book, O chants! must all then amount to but this? 

  Must we barely arrive at this beginning of us? —and yet it is 

      enough, O soul; 

  O soul, we have positively appear’d—that is enough. 

  



Years of the Modern 

  Years of the modern! years of the unperform’d! 

  Your horizon rises, I see it parting away for more august dramas, 

  I see not America only, not only Liberty’s nation but other nations 

      preparing, 

  I see tremendous entrances and exits, new combinations, the solidarity 

      of races, 

  I see that force advancing with irresistible power on the world’s stage, 

  (Have the old forces, the old wars, played their parts? are the acts 

      suitable to them closed?) 

  I see Freedom, completely arm’d and victorious and very haughty, 

      with Law on one side and Peace on the other, 

  A stupendous trio all issuing forth against the idea of caste; 

  What historic denouements are these we so rapidly approach? 

  I see men marching and countermarching by swift millions, 

  I see the frontiers and boundaries of the old aristocracies broken, 

  I see the landmarks of European kings removed, 

  I see this day the People beginning their landmarks, (all others give way;) 

  Never were such sharp questions ask’d as this day, 

  Never was average man, his soul, more energetic, more like a God, 

  Lo, how he urges and urges, leaving the masses no rest! 

  His daring foot is on land and sea everywhere, he colonizes the 

      Pacific, the archipelagoes, 

  With the steamship, the electric telegraph, the newspaper, the 

      wholesale engines of war, 

  With these and the world-spreading factories he interlinks all 

      geography, all lands; 

  What whispers are these O lands, running ahead of you, passing under 



      the seas? 

  Are all nations communing? is there going to be but one heart to the globe? 

  Is humanity forming en-masse? for lo, tyrants tremble, crowns grow dim, 

  The earth, restive, confronts a new era, perhaps a general divine war, 

  No one knows what will happen next, such portents fill the days and nights; 

  Years prophetical! the space ahead as I walk, as I vainly try to 

      pierce it, is full of phantoms, 

  Unborn deeds, things soon to be, project their shapes around me, 

  This incredible rush and heat, this strange ecstatic fever of dreams 

      O years! 

  Your dreams O years, how they penetrate through me! (I know not 

      whether I sleep or wake;) 

  The perform’d America and Europe grow dim, retiring in shadow behind me, 

  The unperform’d, more gigantic than ever, advance, advance upon me. 

  



Ashes of Soldiers 

  Ashes of soldiers South or North, 

  As I muse retrospective murmuring a chant in thought, 

  The war resumes, again to my sense your shapes, 

  And again the advance of the armies. 

 

  Noiseless as mists and vapors, 

  From their graves in the trenches ascending, 

  From cemeteries all through Virginia and Tennessee, 

  From every point of the compass out of the countless graves, 

  In wafted clouds, in myriads large, or squads of twos or threes or 

      single ones they come, 

  And silently gather round me. 

 

  Now sound no note O trumpeters, 

  Not at the head of my cavalry parading on spirited horses, 

  With sabres drawn and glistening, and carbines by their thighs, (ah 

      my brave horsemen! 

  My handsome tan-faced horsemen! what life, what joy and pride, 

  With all the perils were yours.) 

 

  Nor you drummers, neither at reveille at dawn, 

  Nor the long roll alarming the camp, nor even the muffled beat for burial, 

  Nothing from you this time O drummers bearing my warlike drums. 

 

  But aside from these and the marts of wealth and the crowded promenade, 

  Admitting around me comrades close unseen by the rest and voiceless, 

  The slain elate and alive again, the dust and debris alive, 



  I chant this chant of my silent soul in the name of all dead soldiers. 

 

  Faces so pale with wondrous eyes, very dear, gather closer yet, 

  Draw close, but speak not. 

 

  Phantoms of countless lost, 

  Invisible to the rest henceforth become my companions, 

  Follow me ever—desert me not while I live. 

 

  Sweet are the blooming cheeks of the living—sweet are the musical 

      voices sounding, 

  But sweet, ah sweet, are the dead with their silent eyes. 

 

  Dearest comrades, all is over and long gone, 

  But love is not over—and what love, O comrades! 

  Perfume from battle-fields rising, up from the foetor arising. 

 

  Perfume therefore my chant, O love, immortal love, 

  Give me to bathe the memories of all dead soldiers, 

  Shroud them, embalm them, cover them all over with tender pride. 

 

  Perfume all—make all wholesome, 

  Make these ashes to nourish and blossom, 

  O love, solve all, fructify all with the last chemistry. 

 

  Give me exhaustless, make me a fountain, 

  That I exhale love from me wherever I go like a moist perennial dew, 

  For the ashes of all dead soldiers South or North. 



  



Thoughts 

       1 

  Of these years I sing, 

  How they pass and have pass’d through convuls’d pains, as through 

      parturitions, 

  How America illustrates birth, muscular youth, the promise, the sure 

      fulfilment, the absolute success, despite of people—illustrates 

      evil as well as good, 

  The vehement struggle so fierce for unity in one’s-self, 

  How many hold despairingly yet to the models departed, caste, myths, 

      obedience, compulsion, and to infidelity, 

  How few see the arrived models, the athletes, the Western States, or 

      see freedom or spirituality, or hold any faith in results, 

  (But I see the athletes, and I see the results of the war glorious 

      and inevitable, and they again leading to other results.) 

 

  How the great cities appear—how the Democratic masses, turbulent, 

      willful, as I love them, 

  How the whirl, the contest, the wrestle of evil with good, the 

      sounding and resounding, keep on and on, 

  How society waits unform’d, and is for a while between things ended 

      and things begun, 

  How America is the continent of glories, and of the triumph of 

      freedom and of the Democracies, and of the fruits of society, and 

      of all that is begun, 

  And how the States are complete in themselves—and how all triumphs 

      and glories are complete in themselves, to lead onward, 

  And how these of mine and of the States will in their turn be 



      convuls’d, and serve other parturitions and transitions, 

  And how all people, sights, combinations, the democratic masses too, 

      serve—and how every fact, and war itself, with all its horrors, 

      serves, 

  And how now or at any time each serves the exquisite transition of death. 

 

       2 

  Of seeds dropping into the ground, of births, 

  Of the steady concentration of America, inland, upward, to 

      impregnable and swarming places, 

  Of what Indiana, Kentucky, Arkansas, and the rest, are to be, 

  Of what a few years will show there in Nebraska, Colorado, Nevada, 

      and the rest, 

  (Or afar, mounting the Northern Pacific to Sitka or Aliaska,) 

  Of what the feuillage of America is the preparation for—and of what 

      all sights, North, South, East and West, are, 

  Of this Union welded in blood, of the solemn price paid, of the 

      unnamed lost ever present in my mind; 

  Of the temporary use of materials for identity’s sake, 

  Of the present, passing, departing—of the growth of completer men 

      than any yet, 

  Of all sloping down there where the fresh free giver the mother, the 

      Mississippi flows, 

  Of mighty inland cities yet unsurvey’d and unsuspected, 

  Of the new and good names, of the modern developments, of 

      inalienable homesteads, 

  Of a free and original life there, of simple diet and clean and 

      sweet blood, 



  Of litheness, majestic faces, clear eyes, and perfect physique there, 

  Of immense spiritual results future years far West, each side of the 

      Anahuacs, 

  Of these songs, well understood there, (being made for that area,) 

  Of the native scorn of grossness and gain there, 

  (O it lurks in me night and day—what is gain after all to savageness 

      and freedom?) 

  



Song at Sunset 

  Splendor of ended day floating and filling me, 

  Hour prophetic, hour resuming the past, 

  Inflating my throat, you divine average, 

  You earth and life till the last ray gleams I sing. 

 

  Open mouth of my soul uttering gladness, 

  Eyes of my soul seeing perfection, 

  Natural life of me faithfully praising things, 

  Corroborating forever the triumph of things. 

 

  Illustrious every one! 

  Illustrious what we name space, sphere of unnumber’d spirits, 

  Illustrious the mystery of motion in all beings, even the tiniest insect, 

  Illustrious the attribute of speech, the senses, the body, 

  Illustrious the passing light—illustrious the pale reflection on 

      the new moon in the western sky, 

  Illustrious whatever I see or hear or touch, to the last. 

 

  Good in all, 

  In the satisfaction and aplomb of animals, 

  In the annual return of the seasons, 

  In the hilarity of youth, 

  In the strength and flush of manhood, 

  In the grandeur and exquisiteness of old age, 

  In the superb vistas of death. 

 

  Wonderful to depart! 



  Wonderful to be here! 

  The heart, to jet the all-alike and innocent blood! 

  To breathe the air, how delicious! 

  To speak—to walk—to seize something by the hand! 

  To prepare for sleep, for bed, to look on my rose-color’d flesh! 

  To be conscious of my body, so satisfied, so large! 

  To be this incredible God I am! 

  To have gone forth among other Gods, these men and women I love. 

 

  Wonderful how I celebrate you and myself 

  How my thoughts play subtly at the spectacles around! 

  How the clouds pass silently overhead! 

  How the earth darts on and on! and how the sun, moon, stars, dart on and on! 

  How the water sports and sings! (surely it is alive!) 

  How the trees rise and stand up, with strong trunks, with branches 

      and leaves! 

  (Surely there is something more in each of the trees, some living soul.) 

 

  O amazement of things—even the least particle! 

  O spirituality of things! 

  O strain musical flowing through ages and continents, now reaching 

      me and America! 

  I take your strong chords, intersperse them, and cheerfully pass 

      them forward. 

 

  I too carol the sun, usher’d or at noon, or as now, setting, 

  I too throb to the brain and beauty of the earth and of all the 

      growths of the earth, 



  I too have felt the resistless call of myself. 

 

  As I steam’d down the Mississippi, 

  As I wander’d over the prairies, 

  As I have lived, as I have look’d through my windows my eyes, 

  As I went forth in the morning, as I beheld the light breaking in the east, 

  As I bathed on the beach of the Eastern Sea, and again on the beach 

      of the Western Sea, 

  As I roam’d the streets of inland Chicago, whatever streets I have roam’d, 

  Or cities or silent woods, or even amid the sights of war, 

  Wherever I have been I have charged myself with contentment and triumph. 

 

  I sing to the last the equalities modern or old, 

  I sing the endless finales of things, 

  I say Nature continues, glory continues, 

  I praise with electric voice, 

  For I do not see one imperfection in the universe, 

  And I do not see one cause or result lamentable at last in the universe. 

 

  O setting sun! though the time has come, 

  I still warble under you, if none else does, unmitigated adoration. 

  



As at Thy Portals Also Death 

  As at thy portals also death, 

  Entering thy sovereign, dim, illimitable grounds, 

  To memories of my mother, to the divine blending, maternity, 

  To her, buried and gone, yet buried not, gone not from me, 

  (I see again the calm benignant face fresh and beautiful still, 

  I sit by the form in the coffin, 

  I kiss and kiss convulsively again the sweet old lips, the cheeks, 

      the closed eyes in the coffin;) 

  To her, the ideal woman, practical, spiritual, of all of earth, 

      life, love, to me the best, 

  I grave a monumental line, before I go, amid these songs, 

  And set a tombstone here. 

  



My Legacy 

  The business man the acquirer vast, 

  After assiduous years surveying results, preparing for departure, 

  Devises houses and lands to his children, bequeaths stocks, goods, 

      funds for a school or hospital, 

  Leaves money to certain companions to buy tokens, souvenirs of gems 

      and gold. 

 

  But I, my life surveying, closing, 

  With nothing to show to devise from its idle years, 

  Nor houses nor lands, nor tokens of gems or gold for my friends, 

  Yet certain remembrances of the war for you, and after you, 

  And little souvenirs of camps and soldiers, with my love, 

  I bind together and bequeath in this bundle of songs. 

  



Pensive on Her Dead Gazing 

  Pensive on her dead gazing I heard the Mother of All, 

  Desperate on the torn bodies, on the forms covering the battlefields gazing, 

  (As the last gun ceased, but the scent of the powder-smoke linger’d,) 

  As she call’d to her earth with mournful voice while she stalk’d, 

  Absorb them well O my earth, she cried, I charge you lose not my 

      sons, lose not an atom, 

  And you streams absorb them well, taking their dear blood, 

  And you local spots, and you airs that swim above lightly impalpable, 

  And all you essences of soil and growth, and you my rivers’ depths, 

  And you mountain sides, and the woods where my dear children’s 

      blood trickling redden’d, 

  And you trees down in your roots to bequeath to all future trees, 

  My dead absorb or South or North—my young men’s bodies absorb, 

      and their precious precious blood, 

  Which holding in trust for me faithfully back again give me many a 

      year hence, 

  In unseen essence and odor of surface and grass, centuries hence, 

  In blowing airs from the fields back again give me my darlings, give 

      my immortal heroes, 

  Exhale me them centuries hence, breathe me their breath, let not an 

      atom be lost, 

  O years and graves! O air and soil! O my dead, an aroma sweet! 

  Exhale them perennial sweet death, years, centuries hence. 

  



Camps of Green 

  Nor alone those camps of white, old comrades of the wars, 

  When as order’d forward, after a long march, 

  Footsore and weary, soon as the light lessens we halt for the night, 

  Some of us so fatigued carrying the gun and knapsack, dropping 

      asleep in our tracks, 

  Others pitching the little tents, and the fires lit up begin to sparkle, 

  Outposts of pickets posted surrounding alert through the dark, 

  And a word provided for countersign, careful for safety, 

  Till to the call of the drummers at daybreak loudly beating the drums, 

  We rise up refresh’d, the night and sleep pass’d over, and resume our 

      journey, 

  Or proceed to battle. 

 

  Lo, the camps of the tents of green, 

  Which the days of peace keep filling, and the days of war keep filling, 

  With a mystic army, (is it too order’d forward? is it too only 

      halting awhile, 

  Till night and sleep pass over?) 

 

  Now in those camps of green, in their tents dotting the world, 

  In the parents, children, husbands, wives, in them, in the old and young, 

  Sleeping under the sunlight, sleeping under the moonlight, content 

      and silent there at last, 

  Behold the mighty bivouac-field and waiting-camp of all, 

  Of the corps and generals all, and the President over the corps and 

      generals all, 

  And of each of us O soldiers, and of each and all in the ranks we fought, 



  (There without hatred we all, all meet.) 

 

  For presently O soldiers, we too camp in our place in the 

      bivouac-camps of green, 

  But we need not provide for outposts, nor word for the countersign, 

  Nor drummer to beat the morning drum. 

  



The Sobbing of the Bells [Midnight, Sept. 19-20, 1881] 

  The sobbing of the bells, the sudden death-news everywhere, 

  The slumberers rouse, the rapport of the People, 

  (Full well they know that message in the darkness, 

  Full well return, respond within their breasts, their brains, the 

      sad reverberations,) 

  The passionate toll and clang—city to city, joining, sounding, passing, 

  Those heart-beats of a Nation in the night. 

  



As They Draw to a Close 

  As they draw to a close, 

  Of what underlies the precedent songs—of my aims in them, 

  Of the seed I have sought to plant in them, 

  Of joy, sweet joy, through many a year, in them, 

  (For them, for them have I lived, in them my work is done,) 

  Of many an aspiration fond, of many a dream and plan; 

  Through Space and Time fused in a chant, and the flowing eternal identity, 

  To Nature encompassing these, encompassing God—to the joyous, 

      electric all, 

  To the sense of Death, and accepting exulting in Death in its turn 

      the same as life, 

  The entrance of man to sing; 

  To compact you, ye parted, diverse lives, 

  To put rapport the mountains and rocks and streams, 

  And the winds of the north, and the forests of oak and pine, 

  With you O soul. 

  



Joy, Shipmate, Joy! 

  Joy, shipmate, Joy! 

  (Pleas’d to my soul at death I cry,) 

  Our life is closed, our life begins, 

  The long, long anchorage we leave, 

  The ship is clear at last, she leaps! 

  She swiftly courses from the shore, 

  Joy, shipmate, joy. 

  



The Untold Want 

  The untold want by life and land ne’er granted, 

  Now voyager sail thou forth to seek and find. 

  



Portals 

  What are those of the known but to ascend and enter the Unknown? 

  And what are those of life but for Death? 

  



These Carols 

  These carols sung to cheer my passage through the world I see, 

  For completion I dedicate to the Invisible World. 

  



Now Finale to the Shore 

  Now finale to the shore, 

  Now land and life finale and farewell, 

  Now Voyager depart, (much, much for thee is yet in store,) 

  Often enough hast thou adventur’d o’er the seas, 

  Cautiously cruising, studying the charts, 

  Duly again to port and hawser’s tie returning; 

  But now obey thy cherish’d secret wish, 

  Embrace thy friends, leave all in order, 

  To port and hawser’s tie no more returning, 

  Depart upon thy endless cruise old Sailor. 

  



So Long! 

  To conclude, I announce what comes after me. 

 

  I remember I said before my leaves sprang at all, 

  I would raise my voice jocund and strong with reference to consummations. 

 

  When America does what was promis’d, 

  When through these States walk a hundred millions of superb persons, 

  When the rest part away for superb persons and contribute to them, 

  When breeds of the most perfect mothers denote America, 

  Then to me and mine our due fruition. 

 

  I have press’d through in my own right, 

  I have sung the body and the soul, war and peace have I sung, and 

      the songs of life and death, 

  And the songs of birth, and shown that there are many births. 

 

  I have offer’d my style to every one, I have journey’d with confident step; 

  While my pleasure is yet at the full I whisper So long! 

  And take the young woman’s hand and the young man’s hand for the last time. 

 

  I announce natural persons to arise, 

  I announce justice triumphant, 

  I announce uncompromising liberty and equality, 

  I announce the justification of candor and the justification of pride. 

 

  I announce that the identity of these States is a single identity only, 

  I announce the Union more and more compact, indissoluble, 



  I announce splendors and majesties to make all the previous politics 

      of the earth insignificant. 

 

  I announce adhesiveness, I say it shall be limitless, unloosen’d, 

  I say you shall yet find the friend you were looking for. 

 

  I announce a man or woman coming, perhaps you are the one, (So long!) 

  I announce the great individual, fluid as Nature, chaste, 

      affectionate, compassionate, fully arm’d. 

 

  I announce a life that shall be copious, vehement, spiritual, bold, 

  I announce an end that shall lightly and joyfully meet its translation. 

 

  I announce myriads of youths, beautiful, gigantic, sweet-blooded, 

  I announce a race of splendid and savage old men. 

 

  O thicker and faster—(So long!) 

  O crowding too close upon me, 

  I foresee too much, it means more than I thought, 

  It appears to me I am dying. 

 

  Hasten throat and sound your last, 

  Salute me—salute the days once more. Peal the old cry once more. 

 

  Screaming electric, the atmosphere using, 

  At random glancing, each as I notice absorbing, 

  Swiftly on, but a little while alighting, 

  Curious envelop’d messages delivering, 



  Sparkles hot, seed ethereal down in the dirt dropping, 

  Myself unknowing, my commission obeying, to question it never daring, 

  To ages and ages yet the growth of the seed leaving, 

  To troops out of the war arising, they the tasks I have set 

  promulging, 

  To women certain whispers of myself bequeathing, their affection 

      me more clearly explaining, 

  To young men my problems offering—no dallier I—I the muscle of 

      their brains trying, 

  So I pass, a little time vocal, visible, contrary, 

  Afterward a melodious echo, passionately bent for, (death making 

      me really undying,) 

  The best of me then when no longer visible, for toward that I have 

      been incessantly preparing. 

 

  What is there more, that I lag and pause and crouch extended with 

      unshut mouth? 

  Is there a single final farewell? 

  My songs cease, I abandon them, 

  From behind the screen where I hid I advance personally solely to you. 

 

  Camerado, this is no book, 

  Who touches this touches a man, 

  (Is it night? are we here together alone?) 

  It is I you hold and who holds you, 

  I spring from the pages into your arms—decease calls me forth. 

 

  O how your fingers drowse me, 



  Your breath falls around me like dew, your pulse lulls the tympans 

      of my ears, 

  I feel immerged from head to foot, 

  Delicious, enough. 

 

  Enough O deed impromptu and secret, 

  Enough O gliding present—enough O summ’d-up past. 

 

  Dear friend whoever you are take this kiss, 

  I give it especially to you, do not forget me, 

  I feel like one who has done work for the day to retire awhile, 

  I receive now again of my many translations, from my avataras 

      ascending, while others doubtless await me, 

  An unknown sphere more real than I dream’d, more direct, darts 

      awakening rays about me, So long! 

  Remember my words, I may again return, 

  I love you, I depart from materials, 

  I am as one disembodied, triumphant, dead. 

  



BOOK XXXIV. SANDS AT SEVENTY 

Mannahatta 

 

  My city’s fit and noble name resumed, 

  Choice aboriginal name, with marvellous beauty, meaning, 

  A rocky founded island—shores where ever gayly dash the coming, 

      going, hurrying sea waves. 

  



Paumanok 

  Sea-beauty! stretch’d and basking! 

  One side thy inland ocean laving, broad, with copious commerce, 

      steamers, sails, 

  And one the Atlantic’s wind caressing, fierce or gentle—mighty hulls 

      dark-gliding in the distance. 

  Isle of sweet brooks of drinking-water—healthy air and soil! 

  Isle of the salty shore and breeze and brine! 

  



From Montauk Point 

  I stand as on some mighty eagle’s beak, 

  Eastward the sea absorbing, viewing, (nothing but sea and sky,) 

  The tossing waves, the foam, the ships in the distance, 

  The wild unrest, the snowy, curling caps—that inbound urge and urge 

      of waves, 

  Seeking the shores forever. 

  



To Those Who’ve Fail’d 

  To those who’ve fail’d, in aspiration vast, 

  To unnam’d soldiers fallen in front on the lead, 

  To calm, devoted engineers—to over-ardent travelers—to pilots on 

      their ships, 

  To many a lofty song and picture without recognition—I’d rear 

      laurel-cover’d monument, 

  High, high above the rest—To all cut off before their time, 

  Possess’d by some strange spirit of fire, 

  Quench’d by an early death. 

  



A Carol Closing Sixty-Nine 

  A carol closing sixty-nine—a resume—a repetition, 

  My lines in joy and hope continuing on the same, 

  Of ye, O God, Life, Nature, Freedom, Poetry; 

  Of you, my Land—your rivers, prairies, States—you, mottled Flag I love, 

  Your aggregate retain’d entire—Of north, south, east and west, your 

      items all; 

  Of me myself—the jocund heart yet beating in my breast, 

  The body wreck’d, old, poor and paralyzed—the strange inertia 

      falling pall-like round me, 

  The burning fires down in my sluggish blood not yet extinct, 

  The undiminish’d faith—the groups of loving friends. 

  



The Bravest Soldiers 

  Brave, brave were the soldiers (high named to-day) who lived through 

      the fight; 

  But the bravest press’d to the front and fell, unnamed, unknown. 

  



A Font of Type 

  This latent mine—these unlaunch’d voices—passionate powers, 

  Wrath, argument, or praise, or comic leer, or prayer devout, 

  (Not nonpareil, brevier, bourgeois, long primer merely,) 

  These ocean waves arousable to fury and to death, 

  Or sooth’d to ease and sheeny sun and sleep, 

  Within the pallid slivers slumbering. 

  



As I Sit Writing Here 

  As I sit writing here, sick and grown old, 

  Not my least burden is that dulness of the years, querilities, 

  Ungracious glooms, aches, lethargy, constipation, whimpering ennui, 

  May filter in my dally songs. 

  



My Canary Bird 

  Did we count great, O soul, to penetrate the themes of mighty books, 

  Absorbing deep and full from thoughts, plays, speculations? 

  But now from thee to me, caged bird, to feel thy joyous warble, 

  Filling the air, the lonesome room, the long forenoon, 

  Is it not just as great, O soul? 

  



Queries to My Seventieth Year 

  Approaching, nearing, curious, 

  Thou dim, uncertain spectre—bringest thou life or death? 

  Strength, weakness, blindness, more paralysis and heavier? 

  Or placid skies and sun? Wilt stir the waters yet? 

  Or haply cut me short for good? Or leave me here as now, 

  Dull, parrot-like and old, with crack’d voice harping, screeching? 

  



The Wallabout Martyrs 

  Greater than memory of Achilles or Ulysses, 

  More, more by far to thee than tomb of Alexander, 

  Those cart loads of old charnel ashes, scales and splints of mouldy bones, 

  Once living men—once resolute courage, aspiration, strength, 

  The stepping stones to thee to-day and here, America. 

  



The First Dandelion 

  Simple and fresh and fair from winter’s close emerging, 

  As if no artifice of fashion, business, politics, had ever been, 

  Forth from its sunny nook of shelter’d grass—innocent, golden, calm 

      as the dawn, 

  The spring’s first dandelion shows its trustful face. 

  



America 

  Centre of equal daughters, equal sons, 

  All, all alike endear’d, grown, ungrown, young or old, 

  Strong, ample, fair, enduring, capable, rich, 

  Perennial with the Earth, with Freedom, Law and Love, 

  A grand, sane, towering, seated Mother, 

  Chair’d in the adamant of Time. 

  



Memories 

  How sweet the silent backward tracings! 

  The wanderings as in dreams—the meditation of old times resumed 

      —their loves, joys, persons, voyages. 

  



To-Day and Thee 

  The appointed winners in a long-stretch’d game; 

  The course of Time and nations—Egypt, India, Greece and Rome; 

  The past entire, with all its heroes, histories, arts, experiments, 

  Its store of songs, inventions, voyages, teachers, books, 

  Garner’d for now and thee—To think of it! 

  The heirdom all converged in thee! 

  



After the Dazzle of Day 

  After the dazzle of day is gone, 

  Only the dark, dark night shows to my eyes the stars; 

  After the clangor of organ majestic, or chorus, or perfect band, 

  Silent, athwart my soul, moves the symphony true. 

  



Abraham Lincoln, Born Feb. 12, 1809 

  To-day, from each and all, a breath of prayer—a pulse of thought, 

  To memory of Him—to birth of Him. 

  



Out of May’s Shows Selected 

  Apple orchards, the trees all cover’d with blossoms; 

  Wheat fields carpeted far and near in vital emerald green; 

  The eternal, exhaustless freshness of each early morning; 

  The yellow, golden, transparent haze of the warm afternoon sun; 

  The aspiring lilac bushes with profuse purple or white flowers. 

  



Halcyon Days 

  Not from successful love alone, 

  Nor wealth, nor honor’d middle age, nor victories of politics or war; 

  But as life wanes, and all the turbulent passions calm, 

  As gorgeous, vapory, silent hues cover the evening sky, 

  As softness, fulness, rest, suffuse the frame, like freshier, balmier air, 

  As the days take on a mellower light, and the apple at last hangs 

      really finish’d and indolent-ripe on the tree, 

  Then for the teeming quietest, happiest days of all! 

  The brooding and blissful halcyon days! 

  



Fancies At Navesink 

 

   [I]  The Pilot in the Mist 

 

  Steaming the northern rapids—(an old St. Lawrence reminiscence, 

  A sudden memory-flash comes back, I know not why, 

  Here waiting for the sunrise, gazing from this hill;) 

  Again ’tis just at morning—a heavy haze contends with daybreak, 

  Again the trembling, laboring vessel veers me—I press through 

      foam-dash’d rocks that almost touch me, 

  Again I mark where aft the small thin Indian helmsman 

  Looms in the mist, with brow elate and governing hand. 

  [II]  Had I the Choice 

 

  Had I the choice to tally greatest bards, 

  To limn their portraits, stately, beautiful, and emulate at will, 

  Homer with all his wars and warriors—Hector, Achilles, Ajax, 

  Or Shakspere’s woe-entangled Hamlet, Lear, Othello—Tennyson’s fair ladies, 

  Metre or wit the best, or choice conceit to wield in perfect rhyme, 

      delight of singers; 

  These, these, O sea, all these I’d gladly barter, 

  Would you the undulation of one wave, its trick to me transfer, 

  Or breathe one breath of yours upon my verse, 

  And leave its odor there. 

  [III]  You Tides with Ceaseless Swell 

 

  You tides with ceaseless swell! you power that does this work! 

  You unseen force, centripetal, centrifugal, through space’s spread, 



  Rapport of sun, moon, earth, and all the constellations, 

  What are the messages by you from distant stars to us? what Sirius’? 

      what Capella’s? 

  What central heart—and you the pulse—vivifies all? what boundless 

      aggregate of all? 

  What subtle indirection and significance in you? what clue to all in 

      you? what fluid, vast identity, 

  Holding the universe with all its parts as one—as sailing in a ship? 

  [IV]  Last of Ebb, and Daylight Waning 

 

  Last of ebb, and daylight waning, 

  Scented sea-cool landward making, smells of sedge and salt incoming, 

  With many a half-caught voice sent up from the eddies, 

  Many a muffled confession—many a sob and whisper’d word, 

  As of speakers far or hid. 

 

  How they sweep down and out! how they mutter! 

  Poets unnamed—artists greatest of any, with cherish’d lost designs, 

  Love’s unresponse—a chorus of age’s complaints—hope’s last words, 

  Some suicide’s despairing cry, Away to the boundless waste, and 

      never again return. 

 

  On to oblivion then! 

  On, on, and do your part, ye burying, ebbing tide! 

  On for your time, ye furious debouche! 

  [V]  And Yet Not You Alone 

 

  And yet not you alone, twilight and burying ebb, 



  Nor you, ye lost designs alone—nor failures, aspirations; 

  I know, divine deceitful ones, your glamour’s seeming; 

  Duly by you, from you, the tide and light again—duly the hinges turning, 

  Duly the needed discord-parts offsetting, blending, 

  Weaving from you, from Sleep, Night, Death itself, 

  The rhythmus of Birth eternal. 

  [VI]  Proudly the Flood Comes In 

 

  Proudly the flood comes in, shouting, foaming, advancing, 

  Long it holds at the high, with bosom broad outswelling, 

  All throbs, dilates—the farms, woods, streets of cities—workmen at work, 

  Mainsails, topsails, jibs, appear in the offing—steamers’ pennants 

      of smoke—and under the forenoon sun, 

  Freighted with human lives, gaily the outward bound, gaily the 

      inward bound, 

  Flaunting from many a spar the flag I love. 

  [VII]  By That Long Scan of Waves 

 

  By that long scan of waves, myself call’d back, resumed upon myself, 

  In every crest some undulating light or shade—some retrospect, 

  Joys, travels, studies, silent panoramas—scenes ephemeral, 

  The long past war, the battles, hospital sights, the wounded and the dead, 

  Myself through every by-gone phase—my idle youth—old age at hand, 

  My three-score years of life summ’d up, and more, and past, 

  By any grand ideal tried, intentionless, the whole a nothing, 

  And haply yet some drop within God’s scheme’s ensemble—some 

      wave, or part of wave, 

  Like one of yours, ye multitudinous ocean. 



  [VIII]  Then Last Of All 

 

  Then last of all, caught from these shores, this hill, 

  Of you O tides, the mystic human meaning: 

  Only by law of you, your swell and ebb, enclosing me the same, 

  The brain that shapes, the voice that chants this song. 

  



Election Day, November, 1884 

  If I should need to name, O Western World, your powerfulest scene and show, 

  ’Twould not be you, Niagara—nor you, ye limitless prairies—nor 

      your huge rifts of canyons, Colorado, 

  Nor you, Yosemite—nor Yellowstone, with all its spasmic 

      geyser-loops ascending to the skies, appearing and disappearing, 

  Nor Oregon’s white cones—nor Huron’s belt of mighty lakes—nor 

      Mississippi’s stream: 

  —This seething hemisphere’s humanity, as now, I’d name—the still 

      small voice vibrating—America’s choosing day, 

  (The heart of it not in the chosen—the act itself the main, the 

      quadriennial choosing,) 

  The stretch of North and South arous’d—sea-board and inland— 

      Texas to Maine—the Prairie States—Vermont, Virginia, California, 

  The final ballot-shower from East to West—the paradox and conflict, 

  The countless snow-flakes falling—(a swordless conflict, 

  Yet more than all Rome’s wars of old, or modern Napoleon’s:) the 

      peaceful choice of all, 

  Or good or ill humanity—welcoming the darker odds, the dross: 

  —Foams and ferments the wine? it serves to purify—while the heart 

      pants, life glows: 

  These stormy gusts and winds waft precious ships, 

  Swell’d Washington’s, Jefferson’s, Lincoln’s sails. 

  



With Husky-Haughty Lips, O Sea! 

  With husky-haughty lips, O sea! 

  Where day and night I wend thy surf-beat shore, 

  Imaging to my sense thy varied strange suggestions, 

  (I see and plainly list thy talk and conference here,) 

  Thy troops of white-maned racers racing to the goal, 

  Thy ample, smiling face, dash’d with the sparkling dimples of the sun, 

  Thy brooding scowl and murk—thy unloos’d hurricanes, 

  Thy unsubduedness, caprices, wilfulness; 

  Great as thou art above the rest, thy many tears—a lack from all 

      eternity in thy content, 

  (Naught but the greatest struggles, wrongs, defeats, could make thee 

      greatest—no less could make thee,) 

  Thy lonely state—something thou ever seek’st and seek’st, yet 

      never gain’st, 

  Surely some right withheld—some voice, in huge monotonous rage, of 

      freedom-lover pent, 

  Some vast heart, like a planet’s, chain’d and chafing in those breakers, 

  By lengthen’d swell, and spasm, and panting breath, 

  And rhythmic rasping of thy sands and waves, 

  And serpent hiss, and savage peals of laughter, 

  And undertones of distant lion roar, 

  (Sounding, appealing to the sky’s deaf ear—but now, rapport for once, 

  A phantom in the night thy confidant for once,) 

  The first and last confession of the globe, 

  Outsurging, muttering from thy soul’s abysms, 

  The tale of cosmic elemental passion, 

  Thou tellest to a kindred soul. 



  



Death of General Grant 

  As one by one withdraw the lofty actors, 

  From that great play on history’s stage eterne, 

  That lurid, partial act of war and peace—of old and new contending, 

  Fought out through wrath, fears, dark dismays, and many a long suspense; 

  All past—and since, in countless graves receding, mellowing, 

  Victor’s and vanquish’d—Lincoln’s and Lee’s—now thou with them, 

  Man of the mighty days—and equal to the days! 

  Thou from the prairies!—tangled and many-vein’d and hard has been thy part, 

  To admiration has it been enacted! 

  



Red Jacket (From Aloft) 

  Upon this scene, this show, 

  Yielded to-day by fashion, learning, wealth, 

  (Nor in caprice alone—some grains of deepest meaning,) 

  Haply, aloft, (who knows?) from distant sky-clouds’ blended shapes, 

  As some old tree, or rock or cliff, thrill’d with its soul, 

  Product of Nature’s sun, stars, earth direct—a towering human form, 

  In hunting-shirt of film, arm’d with the rifle, a half-ironical 

      smile curving its phantom lips, 

  Like one of Ossian’s ghosts looks down. 

  



Washington’s Monument February, 1885 

  Ah, not this marble, dead and cold: 

  Far from its base and shaft expanding—the round zones circling, 

      comprehending, 

  Thou, Washington, art all the world’s, the continents’ entire—not 

      yours alone, America, 

  Europe’s as well, in every part, castle of lord or laborer’s cot, 

  Or frozen North, or sultry South—the African’s—the Arab’s in his tent, 

  Old Asia’s there with venerable smile, seated amid her ruins; 

  (Greets the antique the hero new? ’tis but the same—the heir 

      legitimate, continued ever, 

  The indomitable heart and arm—proofs of the never-broken line, 

  Courage, alertness, patience, faith, the same—e’en in defeat 

      defeated not, the same:) 

  Wherever sails a ship, or house is built on land, or day or night, 

  Through teeming cities’ streets, indoors or out, factories or farms, 

  Now, or to come, or past—where patriot wills existed or exist, 

  Wherever Freedom, pois’d by Toleration, sway’d by Law, 

  Stands or is rising thy true monument. 

  



Of That Blithe Throat of Thine 

  Of that blithe throat of thine from arctic bleak and blank, 

  I’ll mind the lesson, solitary bird—let me too welcome chilling drifts, 

  E’en the profoundest chill, as now—a torpid pulse, a brain unnerv’d, 

  Old age land-lock’d within its winter bay—(cold, cold, O cold!) 

  These snowy hairs, my feeble arm, my frozen feet, 

  For them thy faith, thy rule I take, and grave it to the last; 

  Not summer’s zones alone—not chants of youth, or south’s warm tides alone, 

  But held by sluggish floes, pack’d in the northern ice, the cumulus 

      of years, 

  These with gay heart I also sing. 

  



Broadway 

  What hurrying human tides, or day or night! 

  What passions, winnings, losses, ardors, swim thy waters! 

  What whirls of evil, bliss and sorrow, stem thee! 

  What curious questioning glances—glints of love! 

  Leer, envy, scorn, contempt, hope, aspiration! 

  Thou portal—thou arena—thou of the myriad long-drawn lines and groups! 

  (Could but thy flagstones, curbs, facades, tell their inimitable tales; 

  Thy windows rich, and huge hotels—thy side-walks wide;) 

  Thou of the endless sliding, mincing, shuffling feet! 

  Thou, like the parti-colored world itself—like infinite, teeming, 

      mocking life! 

  Thou visor’d, vast, unspeakable show and lesson! 

  



To Get the Final Lilt of Songs 

  To get the final lilt of songs, 

  To penetrate the inmost lore of poets—to know the mighty ones, 

  Job, Homer, Eschylus, Dante, Shakespere, Tennyson, Emerson; 

  To diagnose the shifting-delicate tints of love and pride and doubt— 

      to truly understand, 

  To encompass these, the last keen faculty and entrance-price, 

  Old age, and what it brings from all its past experiences. 

  



Old Salt Kossabone 

  Far back, related on my mother’s side, 

  Old Salt Kossabone, I’ll tell you how he died: 

  (Had been a sailor all his life—was nearly 90—lived with his 

      married grandchild, Jenny; 

  House on a hill, with view of bay at hand, and distant cape, and 

      stretch to open sea;) 

  The last of afternoons, the evening hours, for many a year his 

      regular custom, 

  In his great arm chair by the window seated, 

  (Sometimes, indeed, through half the day,) 

  Watching the coming, going of the vessels, he mutters to himself— 

      And now the close of all: 

  One struggling outbound brig, one day, baffled for long—cross-tides 

      and much wrong going, 

  At last at nightfall strikes the breeze aright, her whole luck veering, 

  And swiftly bending round the cape, the darkness proudly entering, 

      cleaving, as he watches, 

  “She’s free—she’s on her destination"—these the last words—when 

      Jenny came, he sat there dead, 

  Dutch Kossabone, Old Salt, related on my mother’s side, far back. 

  



The Dead Tenor 

  As down the stage again, 

  With Spanish hat and plumes, and gait inimitable, 

  Back from the fading lessons of the past, I’d call, I’d tell and own, 

  How much from thee! the revelation of the singing voice from thee! 

  (So firm—so liquid-soft—again that tremulous, manly timbre! 

  The perfect singing voice—deepest of all to me the lesson—trial 

      and test of all:) 

  How through those strains distill’d—how the rapt ears, the soul of 

      me, absorbing 

  Fernando’s heart, Manrico’s passionate call, Ernani’s, sweet Gennaro’s, 

  I fold thenceforth, or seek to fold, within my chants transmuting, 

  Freedom’s and Love’s and Faith’s unloos’d cantabile, 

  (As perfume’s, color’s, sunlight’s correlation:) 

  From these, for these, with these, a hurried line, dead tenor, 

  A wafted autumn leaf, dropt in the closing grave, the shovel’d earth, 

  To memory of thee. 

  



Continuities 

  Nothing is ever really lost, or can be lost, 

  No birth, identity, form—no object of the world. 

  Nor life, nor force, nor any visible thing; 

  Appearance must not foil, nor shifted sphere confuse thy brain. 

  Ample are time and space—ample the fields of Nature. 

  The body, sluggish, aged, cold—the embers left from earlier fires, 

  The light in the eye grown dim, shall duly flame again; 

  The sun now low in the west rises for mornings and for noons continual; 

  To frozen clods ever the spring’s invisible law returns, 

  With grass and flowers and summer fruits and corn. 

  



Yonnondio 

  A song, a poem of itself—the word itself a dirge, 

  Amid the wilds, the rocks, the storm and wintry night, 

  To me such misty, strange tableaux the syllables calling up; 

  Yonnondio—I see, far in the west or north, a limitless ravine, with 

      plains and mountains dark, 

  I see swarms of stalwart chieftains, medicine-men, and warriors, 

  As flitting by like clouds of ghosts, they pass and are gone in the 

      twilight, 

  (Race of the woods, the landscapes free, and the falls! 

  No picture, poem, statement, passing them to the future:) 

  Yonnondio! Yonnondio!—unlimn’d they disappear; 

  To-day gives place, and fades—the cities, farms, factories fade; 

  A muffled sonorous sound, a wailing word is borne through the air 

      for a moment, 

  Then blank and gone and still, and utterly lost. 

  



Life 

  Ever the undiscouraged, resolute, struggling soul of man; 

  (Have former armies fail’d? then we send fresh armies—and fresh again;) 

  Ever the grappled mystery of all earth’s ages old or new; 

  Ever the eager eyes, hurrahs, the welcome-clapping hands, the loud 

      applause; 

  Ever the soul dissatisfied, curious, unconvinced at last; 

  Struggling to-day the same—battling the same. 

  



“Going Somewhere” 

  My science-friend, my noblest woman-friend, 

  (Now buried in an English grave—and this a memory-leaf for her dear sake,) 

  Ended our talk—"The sum, concluding all we know of old or modern 

      learning, intuitions deep, 

  “Of all Geologies—Histories—of all Astronomy—of Evolution, 

      Metaphysics all, 

  “Is, that we all are onward, onward, speeding slowly, surely bettering, 

  “Life, life an endless march, an endless army, (no halt, but it is 

      duly over,) 

  “The world, the race, the soul—in space and time the universes, 

  “All bound as is befitting each—all surely going somewhere.” 

  



Small the Theme of My Chant 

  Small the theme of my Chant, yet the greatest—namely, One’s-Self— 

      a simple, separate person. That, for the use of the New World, I sing. 

  Man’s physiology complete, from top to toe, I sing. Not physiognomy alone, 

      nor brain alone, is worthy for the Muse;—I say the Form complete 

      is worthier far. The Female equally with the Male, I sing. 

  Nor cease at the theme of One’s-Self. I speak the word of the 

      modern, the word En-Masse. 

  My Days I sing, and the Lands—with interstice I knew of hapless War. 

  (O friend, whoe’er you are, at last arriving hither to commence, I 

      feel through every leaf the pressure of your hand, which I return. 

  And thus upon our journey, footing the road, and more than once, and 

      link’d together let us go.) 

  



True Conquerors 

  Old farmers, travelers, workmen (no matter how crippled or bent,) 

  Old sailors, out of many a perilous voyage, storm and wreck, 

  Old soldiers from campaigns, with all their wounds, defeats and scars; 

  Enough that they’ve survived at all—long life’s unflinching ones! 

  Forth from their struggles, trials, fights, to have emerged at all— 

      in that alone, 

  True conquerors o’er all the rest. 

  



The United States to Old World Critics 

  Here first the duties of to-day, the lessons of the concrete, 

  Wealth, order, travel, shelter, products, plenty; 

  As of the building of some varied, vast, perpetual edifice, 

  Whence to arise inevitable in time, the towering roofs, the lamps, 

  The solid-planted spires tall shooting to the stars. 

  



The Calming Thought of All 

  That coursing on, whate’er men’s speculations, 

  Amid the changing schools, theologies, philosophies, 

  Amid the bawling presentations new and old, 

  The round earth’s silent vital laws, facts, modes continue. 

  



Thanks in Old Age 

  Thanks in old age—thanks ere I go, 

  For health, the midday sun, the impalpable air—for life, mere life, 

  For precious ever-lingering memories, (of you my mother dear—you, 

      father—you, brothers, sisters, friends,) 

  For all my days—not those of peace alone—the days of war the same, 

  For gentle words, caresses, gifts from foreign lands, 

  For shelter, wine and meat—for sweet appreciation, 

  (You distant, dim unknown—or young or old—countless, unspecified, 

      readers belov’d, 

  We never met, and neer shall meet—and yet our souls embrace, long, 

      close and long;) 

  For beings, groups, love, deeds, words, books—for colors, forms, 

  For all the brave strong men—devoted, hardy men—who’ve forward 

      sprung in freedom’s help, all years, all lands 

  For braver, stronger, more devoted men—(a special laurel ere I go, 

      to life’s war’s chosen ones, 

  The cannoneers of song and thought—the great artillerists—the 

      foremost leaders, captains of the soul:) 

  As soldier from an ended war return’d—As traveler out of myriads, 

      to the long procession retrospective, 

  Thanks—joyful thanks!—a soldier’s, traveler’s thanks. 

  



Life and Death 

  The two old, simple problems ever intertwined, 

  Close home, elusive, present, baffled, grappled. 

  By each successive age insoluble, pass’d on, 

  To ours to-day—and we pass on the same. 

  



The Voice of the Rain 

  And who art thou? said I to the soft-falling shower, 

  Which, strange to tell, gave me an answer, as here translated: 

  I am the Poem of Earth, said the voice of the rain, 

  Eternal I rise impalpable out of the land and the bottomless sea, 

  Upward to heaven, whence, vaguely form’d, altogether changed, and 

      yet the same, 

  I descend to lave the drouths, atomies, dust-layers of the globe, 

  And all that in them without me were seeds only, latent, unborn; 

  And forever, by day and night, I give back life to my own origin, 

      and make pure and beautify it; 

  (For song, issuing from its birth-place, after fulfilment, wandering, 

  Reck’d or unreck’d, duly with love returns.) 

  



Soon Shall the Winter’s Foil Be Here 

  Soon shall the winter’s foil be here; 

  Soon shall these icy ligatures unbind and melt—A little while, 

  And air, soil, wave, suffused shall be in softness, bloom and 

      growth—a thousand forms shall rise 

  From these dead clods and chills as from low burial graves. 

 

  Thine eyes, ears—all thy best attributes—all that takes cognizance 

      of natural beauty, 

  Shall wake and fill. Thou shalt perceive the simple shows, the 

      delicate miracles of earth, 

  Dandelions, clover, the emerald grass, the early scents and flowers, 

  The arbutus under foot, the willow’s yellow-green, the blossoming 

      plum and cherry; 

  With these the robin, lark and thrush, singing their songs—the 

      flitting bluebird; 

  For such the scenes the annual play brings on. 

  



While Not the Past Forgetting 

  While not the past forgetting, 

  To-day, at least, contention sunk entire—peace, brotherhood uprisen; 

  For sign reciprocal our Northern, Southern hands, 

  Lay on the graves of all dead soldiers, North or South, 

  (Nor for the past alone—for meanings to the future,) 

  Wreaths of roses and branches of palm. 

  



The Dying Veteran 

  Amid these days of order, ease, prosperity, 

  Amid the current songs of beauty, peace, decorum, 

  I cast a reminiscence—(likely ’twill offend you, 

  I heard it in my boyhood;)—More than a generation since, 

  A queer old savage man, a fighter under Washington himself, 

  (Large, brave, cleanly, hot-blooded, no talker, rather spiritualistic, 

  Had fought in the ranks—fought well—had been all through the 

      Revolutionary war,) 

  Lay dying—sons, daughters, church-deacons, lovingly tending him, 

  Sharping their sense, their ears, towards his murmuring, half-caught words: 

  “Let me return again to my war-days, 

  To the sights and scenes—to forming the line of battle, 

  To the scouts ahead reconnoitering, 

  To the cannons, the grim artillery, 

  To the galloping aides, carrying orders, 

  To the wounded, the fallen, the heat, the suspense, 

  The perfume strong, the smoke, the deafening noise; 

  Away with your life of peace!—your joys of peace! 

  Give me my old wild battle-life again!” 

  



Stronger Lessons 

  Have you learn’d lessons only of those who admired you, and were 

      tender with you, and stood aside for you? 

  Have you not learn’d great lessons from those who reject you, and 

      brace themselves against you? or who treat you with contempt, 

      or dispute the passage with you? 

  



A Prairie Sunset 

  Shot gold, maroon and violet, dazzling silver, emerald, fawn, 

  The earth’s whole amplitude and Nature’s multiform power consign’d 

      for once to colors; 

  The light, the general air possess’d by them—colors till now unknown, 

  No limit, confine—not the Western sky alone—the high meridian— 

      North, South, all, 

  Pure luminous color fighting the silent shadows to the last. 

  



Twenty Years 

  Down on the ancient wharf, the sand, I sit, with a new-comer chatting: 

  He shipp’d as green-hand boy, and sail’d away, (took some sudden, 

      vehement notion;) 

  Since, twenty years and more have circled round and round, 

  While he the globe was circling round and round, —and now returns: 

  How changed the place—all the old land-marks gone—the parents dead; 

  (Yes, he comes back to lay in port for good—to settle—has a 

      well-fill’d purse—no spot will do but this;) 

  The little boat that scull’d him from the sloop, now held in leash I see, 

  I hear the slapping waves, the restless keel, the rocking in the sand, 

  I see the sailor kit, the canvas bag, the great box bound with brass, 

  I scan the face all berry-brown and bearded—the stout-strong frame, 

  Dress’d in its russet suit of good Scotch cloth: 

  (Then what the told-out story of those twenty years? What of the future?) 

  



Orange Buds by Mail from Florida 

  A lesser proof than old Voltaire’s, yet greater, 

  Proof of this present time, and thee, thy broad expanse, America, 

  To my plain Northern hut, in outside clouds and snow, 

  Brought safely for a thousand miles o’er land and tide, 

  Some three days since on their own soil live-sprouting, 

  Now here their sweetness through my room unfolding, 

  A bunch of orange buds by mall from Florida. 

  



Twilight 

  The soft voluptuous opiate shades, 

  The sun just gone, the eager light dispell’d—(I too will soon be 

      gone, dispell’d,) 

  A haze—nirwana—rest and night—oblivion. 

  



You Lingering Sparse Leaves of Me 

  You lingering sparse leaves of me on winter-nearing boughs, 

  And I some well-shorn tree of field or orchard-row; 

  You tokens diminute and lorn—(not now the flush of May, or July 

      clover-bloom—no grain of August now;) 

  You pallid banner-staves—you pennants valueless—you overstay’d of time, 

  Yet my soul-dearest leaves confirming all the rest, 

  The faithfulest—hardiest—last. 

  



Not Meagre, Latent Boughs Alone 

  Not meagre, latent boughs alone, O songs! (scaly and bare, like 

      eagles’ talons,) 

  But haply for some sunny day (who knows?) some future spring, some 

      summer—bursting forth, 

  To verdant leaves, or sheltering shade—to nourishing fruit, 

  Apples and grapes—the stalwart limbs of trees emerging—the fresh, 

      free, open air, 

  And love and faith, like scented roses blooming. 

  



The Dead Emperor 

  To-day, with bending head and eyes, thou, too, Columbia, 

  Less for the mighty crown laid low in sorrow—less for the Emperor, 

  Thy true condolence breathest, sendest out o’er many a salt sea mile, 

  Mourning a good old man—a faithful shepherd, patriot. 

  



As the Greek’s Signal Flame 

  As the Greek’s signal flame, by antique records told, 

  Rose from the hill-top, like applause and glory, 

  Welcoming in fame some special veteran, hero, 

  With rosy tinge reddening the land he’d served, 

  So I aloft from Mannahatta’s ship-fringed shore, 

  Lift high a kindled brand for thee, Old Poet. 

  



The Dismantled Ship 

  In some unused lagoon, some nameless bay, 

  On sluggish, lonesome waters, anchor’d near the shore, 

  An old, dismasted, gray and batter’d ship, disabled, done, 

  After free voyages to all the seas of earth, haul’d up at last and 

      hawser’d tight, 

  Lies rusting, mouldering. 

  



Now Precedent Songs, Farewell 

  Now precedent songs, farewell—by every name farewell, 

  (Trains of a staggering line in many a strange procession, waggons, 

  From ups and downs—with intervals—from elder years, mid-age, or youth,) 

  “In Cabin’d Ships, or Thee Old Cause or Poets to Come 

  Or Paumanok, Song of Myself, Calamus, or Adam, 

  Or Beat! Beat! Drums! or To the Leaven’d Soil they Trod, 

  Or Captain! My Captain! Kosmos, Quicksand Years, or Thoughts, 

  Thou Mother with thy Equal Brood,” and many, many more unspecified, 

  From fibre heart of mine—from throat and tongue—(My life’s hot 

      pulsing blood, 

  The personal urge and form for me—not merely paper, automatic type 

      and ink,) 

  Each song of mine—each utterance in the past—having its long, long 

      history, 

  Of life or death, or soldier’s wound, of country’s loss or safety, 

  (O heaven! what flash and started endless train of all! compared 

      indeed to that! 

  What wretched shred e’en at the best of all!) 

  



An Evening Lull 

  After a week of physical anguish, 

  Unrest and pain, and feverish heat, 

  Toward the ending day a calm and lull comes on, 

  Three hours of peace and soothing rest of brain. 

  



Old Age’s Lambent Peaks 

  The touch of flame—the illuminating fire—the loftiest look at last, 

  O’er city, passion, sea—o’er prairie, mountain, wood—the earth itself, 

  The airy, different, changing hues of all, in failing twilight, 

  Objects and groups, bearings, faces, reminiscences; 

  The calmer sight—the golden setting, clear and broad: 

  So much i’ the atmosphere, the points of view, the situations whence 

      we scan, 

  Bro’t out by them alone—so much (perhaps the best) unreck’d before; 

  The lights indeed from them—old age’s lambent peaks. 

  



After the Supper and Talk 

  After the supper and talk—after the day is done, 

  As a friend from friends his final withdrawal prolonging, 

  Good-bye and Good-bye with emotional lips repeating, 

  (So hard for his hand to release those hands—no more will they meet, 

  No more for communion of sorrow and joy, of old and young, 

  A far-stretching journey awaits him, to return no more,) 

  Shunning, postponing severance—seeking to ward off the last word 

      ever so little, 

  E’en at the exit-door turning—charges superfluous calling back— 

      e’en as he descends the steps, 

  Something to eke out a minute additional—shadows of nightfall deepening, 

  Farewells, messages lessening—dimmer the forthgoer’s visage and form, 

  Soon to be lost for aye in the darkness—loth, O so loth to depart! 

  Garrulous to the very last. 

  



BOOKXXXV. GOOD-BYE MY FANCY 

Sail out for Good, Eidolon Yacht! 

 

  Heave the anchor short! 

  Raise main-sail and jib—steer forth, 

  O little white-hull’d sloop, now speed on really deep waters, 

  (I will not call it our concluding voyage, 

  But outset and sure entrance to the truest, best, maturest;) 

  Depart, depart from solid earth—no more returning to these shores, 

  Now on for aye our infinite free venture wending, 

  Spurning all yet tried ports, seas, hawsers, densities, gravitation, 

  Sail out for good, eidolon yacht of me! 

  



Lingering Last Drops 

  And whence and why come you? 

 

  We know not whence, (was the answer,) 

  We only know that we drift here with the rest, 

  That we linger’d and lagg’d—but were wafted at last, and are now here, 

  To make the passing shower’s concluding drops. 

  



Good-Bye My Fancy 

  Good-bye my fancy—(I had a word to say, 

  But ’tis not quite the time—The best of any man’s word or say, 

  Is when its proper place arrives—and for its meaning, 

  I keep mine till the last.) 

  



On, on the Same, Ye Jocund Twain! 

  On, on the same, ye jocund twain! 

  My life and recitative, containing birth, youth, mid-age years, 

  Fitful as motley-tongues of flame, inseparably twined and merged in 

      one—combining all, 

  My single soul—aims, confirmations, failures, joys—Nor single soul alone, 

  I chant my nation’s crucial stage, (America’s, haply humanity’s)— 

      the trial great, the victory great, 

  A strange eclaircissement of all the masses past, the eastern world, 

      the ancient, medieval, 

  Here, here from wanderings, strayings, lessons, wars, defeats—here 

      at the west a voice triumphant—justifying all, 

  A gladsome pealing cry—a song for once of utmost pride and satisfaction; 

  I chant from it the common bulk, the general average horde, (the 

      best sooner than the worst)—And now I chant old age, 

  (My verses, written first for forenoon life, and for the summer’s, 

      autumn’s spread, 

  I pass to snow-white hairs the same, and give to pulses 

      winter-cool’d the same;) 

  As here in careless trill, I and my recitatives, with faith and love, 

  wafting to other work, to unknown songs, conditions, 

  On, on ye jocund twain! continue on the same! 

  



My 71st Year 

  After surmounting three-score and ten, 

  With all their chances, changes, losses, sorrows, 

  My parents’ deaths, the vagaries of my life, the many tearing 

      passions of me, the war of ’63 and ’4, 

  As some old broken soldier, after a long, hot, wearying march, or 

      haply after battle, 

  To-day at twilight, hobbling, answering company roll-call, Here, 

      with vital voice, 

  Reporting yet, saluting yet the Officer over all. 

  



Apparitions 

  A vague mist hanging ’round half the pages: 

  (Sometimes how strange and clear to the soul, 

  That all these solid things are indeed but apparitions, concepts, 

      non-realities.) 

  



The Pallid Wreath 

  Somehow I cannot let it go yet, funeral though it is, 

  Let it remain back there on its nail suspended, 

  With pink, blue, yellow, all blanch’d, and the white now gray and ashy, 

  One wither’d rose put years ago for thee, dear friend; 

  But I do not forget thee. Hast thou then faded? 

  Is the odor exhaled? Are the colors, vitalities, dead? 

  No, while memories subtly play—the past vivid as ever; 

  For but last night I woke, and in that spectral ring saw thee, 

  Thy smile, eyes, face, calm, silent, loving as ever: 

  So let the wreath hang still awhile within my eye-reach, 

  It is not yet dead to me, nor even pallid. 

  



An Ended Day 

  The soothing sanity and blitheness of completion, 

  The pomp and hurried contest-glare and rush are done; 

  Now triumph! transformation! jubilate! 

  



Old Age’s Ship & Crafty Death’s 

  From east and west across the horizon’s edge, 

  Two mighty masterful vessels sailers steal upon us: 

  But we’ll make race a-time upon the seas—a battle-contest yet! bear 

      lively there! 

  (Our joys of strife and derring-do to the last!) 

  Put on the old ship all her power to-day! 

  Crowd top-sail, top-gallant and royal studding-sails, 

  Out challenge and defiance—flags and flaunting pennants added, 

  As we take to the open—take to the deepest, freest waters. 

  



To the Pending Year 

  Have I no weapon-word for thee—some message brief and fierce? 

  (Have I fought out and done indeed the battle?) Is there no shot left, 

  For all thy affectations, lisps, scorns, manifold silliness? 

  Nor for myself—my own rebellious self in thee? 

 

  Down, down, proud gorge!—though choking thee; 

  Thy bearded throat and high-borne forehead to the gutter; 

  Crouch low thy neck to eleemosynary gifts. 

  



Shakspere-Bacon’s Cipher 

  I doubt it not—then more, far more; 

  In each old song bequeath’d—in every noble page or text, 

  (Different—something unreck’d before—some unsuspected author,) 

  In every object, mountain, tree, and star—in every birth and life, 

  As part of each—evolv’d from each—meaning, behind the ostent, 

  A mystic cipher waits infolded. 

  



Long, Long Hence 

  After a long, long course, hundreds of years, denials, 

  Accumulations, rous’d love and joy and thought, 

  Hopes, wishes, aspirations, ponderings, victories, myriads of readers, 

  Coating, compassing, covering—after ages’ and ages’ encrustations, 

  Then only may these songs reach fruition. 

  



Bravo, Paris Exposition! 

  Add to your show, before you close it, France, 

  With all the rest, visible, concrete, temples, towers, goods, 

      machines and ores, 

  Our sentiment wafted from many million heart-throbs, ethereal but solid, 

  (We grand-sons and great-grandsons do not forget your grandsires,) 

  From fifty Nations and nebulous Nations, compacted, sent oversea to-day, 

  America’s applause, love, memories and good-will. 

  



Interpolation Sounds 

  Over and through the burial chant, 

  Organ and solemn service, sermon, bending priests, 

  To me come interpolation sounds not in the show—plainly to me, 

      crowding up the aisle and from the window, 

  Of sudden battle’s hurry and harsh noises—war’s grim game to sight 

      and ear in earnest; 

  The scout call’d up and forward—the general mounted and his aides 

      around him—the new-brought word—the instantaneous order issued; 

  The rifle crack—the cannon thud—the rushing forth of men from their 

      tents; 

  The clank of cavalry—the strange celerity of forming ranks—the 

      slender bugle note; 

  The sound of horses’ hoofs departing—saddles, arms, accoutrements. 

  



To the Sun-Set Breeze 

  Ah, whispering, something again, unseen, 

  Where late this heated day thou enterest at my window, door, 

  Thou, laving, tempering all, cool-freshing, gently vitalizing 

  Me, old, alone, sick, weak-down, melted-worn with sweat; 

  Thou, nestling, folding close and firm yet soft, companion better 

      than talk, book, art, 

  (Thou hast, O Nature! elements! utterance to my heart beyond the 

      rest—and this is of them,) 

  So sweet thy primitive taste to breathe within—thy soothing fingers 

      my face and hands, 

  Thou, messenger—magical strange bringer to body and spirit of me, 

  (Distances balk’d—occult medicines penetrating me from head to foot,) 

  I feel the sky, the prairies vast—I feel the mighty northern lakes, 

  I feel the ocean and the forest—somehow I feel the globe itself 

      swift-swimming in space; 

  Thou blown from lips so loved, now gone—haply from endless store, 

      God-sent, 

  (For thou art spiritual, Godly, most of all known to my sense,) 

  Minister to speak to me, here and now, what word has never told, and 

      cannot tell, 

  Art thou not universal concrete’s distillation? Law’s, all 

      Astronomy’s last refinement? 

  Hast thou no soul? Can I not know, identify thee? 

  



Old Chants 

  An ancient song, reciting, ending, 

  Once gazing toward thee, Mother of All, 

  Musing, seeking themes fitted for thee, 

  Accept me, thou saidst, the elder ballads, 

  And name for me before thou goest each ancient poet. 

 

  (Of many debts incalculable, 

  Haply our New World’s chieftest debt is to old poems.) 

 

  Ever so far back, preluding thee, America, 

  Old chants, Egyptian priests, and those of Ethiopia, 

  The Hindu epics, the Grecian, Chinese, Persian, 

  The Biblic books and prophets, and deep idyls of the Nazarene, 

  The Iliad, Odyssey, plots, doings, wanderings of Eneas, 

  Hesiod, Eschylus, Sophocles, Merlin, Arthur, 

  The Cid, Roland at Roncesvalles, the Nibelungen, 

  The troubadours, minstrels, minnesingers, skalds, 

  Chaucer, Dante, flocks of singing birds, 

  The Border Minstrelsy, the bye-gone ballads, feudal tales, essays, plays, 

  Shakespere, Schiller, Walter Scott, Tennyson, 

  As some vast wondrous weird dream-presences, 

  The great shadowy groups gathering around, 

  Darting their mighty masterful eyes forward at thee, 

  Thou! with as now thy bending neck and head, with courteous hand 

      and word, ascending, 

  Thou! pausing a moment, drooping thine eyes upon them, blent 

      with their music, 



  Well pleased, accepting all, curiously prepared for by them, 

  Thou enterest at thy entrance porch. 

  



A Christmas Greeting 

  Welcome, Brazilian brother—thy ample place is ready; 

  A loving hand—a smile from the north—a sunny instant hall! 

  (Let the future care for itself, where it reveals its troubles, 

      impedimentas, 

  Ours, ours the present throe, the democratic aim, the acceptance and 

      the faith;) 

  To thee to-day our reaching arm, our turning neck—to thee from us 

      the expectant eye, 

  Thou cluster free! thou brilliant lustrous one! thou, learning well, 

  The true lesson of a nation’s light in the sky, 

  (More shining than the Cross, more than the Crown,) 

  The height to be superb humanity. 

  



Sounds of the Winter 

  Sounds of the winter too, 

  Sunshine upon the mountains—many a distant strain 

  From cheery railroad train—from nearer field, barn, house, 

  The whispering air—even the mute crops, garner’d apples, corn, 

  Children’s and women’s tones—rhythm of many a farmer and of flail, 

  An old man’s garrulous lips among the rest, Think not we give out yet, 

  Forth from these snowy hairs we keep up yet the lilt. 

  



A Twilight Song 

  As I sit in twilight late alone by the flickering oak-flame, 

  Musing on long-pass’d war-scenes—of the countless buried unknown 

      soldiers, 

  Of the vacant names, as unindented air’s and sea’s—the unreturn’d, 

  The brief truce after battle, with grim burial-squads, and the 

      deep-fill’d trenches 

  Of gather’d from dead all America, North, South, East, West, whence 

      they came up, 

  From wooded Maine, New-England’s farms, from fertile Pennsylvania, 

      Illinois, Ohio, 

  From the measureless West, Virginia, the South, the Carolinas, Texas, 

  (Even here in my room-shadows and half-lights in the noiseless 

      flickering flames, 

  Again I see the stalwart ranks on-filing, rising—I hear the 

      rhythmic tramp of the armies;) 

  You million unwrit names all, all—you dark bequest from all the war, 

  A special verse for you—a flash of duty long neglected—your mystic 

      roll strangely gather’d here, 

  Each name recall’d by me from out the darkness and death’s ashes, 

  Henceforth to be, deep, deep within my heart recording, for many 

      future year, 

  Your mystic roll entire of unknown names, or North or South, 

  Embalm’d with love in this twilight song. 

  



When the Full-Grown Poet Came 

  When the full-grown poet came, 

  Out spake pleased Nature (the round impassive globe, with all its 

      shows of day and night,) saying, He is mine; 

  But out spake too the Soul of man, proud, jealous and unreconciled, 

      Nay he is mine alone; 

  —Then the full-grown poet stood between the two, and took each 

      by the hand; 

  And to-day and ever so stands, as blender, uniter, tightly holding hands, 

  Which he will never release until he reconciles the two, 

  And wholly and joyously blends them. 

  



Osceola 

  When his hour for death had come, 

  He slowly rais’d himself from the bed on the floor, 

  Drew on his war-dress, shirt, leggings, and girdled the belt around 

      his waist, 

  Call’d for vermilion paint (his looking-glass was held before him,) 

  Painted half his face and neck, his wrists, and back-hands. 

  Put the scalp-knife carefully in his belt—then lying down, resting 

      moment, 

  Rose again, half sitting, smiled, gave in silence his extended hand 

      to each and all, 

  Sank faintly low to the floor (tightly grasping the tomahawk handle,) 

  Fix’d his look on wife and little children—the last: 

 

  (And here a line in memory of his name and death.) 

  



A Voice from Death 

  A voice from Death, solemn and strange, in all his sweep and power, 

  With sudden, indescribable blow—towns drown’d—humanity by 

      thousands slain, 

  The vaunted work of thrift, goods, dwellings, forge, street, iron bridge, 

  Dash’d pell-mell by the blow—yet usher’d life continuing on, 

  (Amid the rest, amid the rushing, whirling, wild debris, 

  A suffering woman saved—a baby safely born!) 

 

  Although I come and unannounc’d, in horror and in pang, 

  In pouring flood and fire, and wholesale elemental crash, (this 

      voice so solemn, strange,) 

  I too a minister of Deity. 

 

  Yea, Death, we bow our faces, veil our eyes to thee, 

  We mourn the old, the young untimely drawn to thee, 

  The fair, the strong, the good, the capable, 

  The household wreck’d, the husband and the wife, the engulfed forger 

      in his forge, 

  The corpses in the whelming waters and the mud, 

  The gather’d thousands to their funeral mounds, and thousands never 

      found or gather’d. 

 

  Then after burying, mourning the dead, 

  (Faithful to them found or unfound, forgetting not, bearing the 

      past, here new musing,) 

  A day—a passing moment or an hour—America itself bends low, 

  Silent, resign’d, submissive. 



 

  War, death, cataclysm like this, America, 

  Take deep to thy proud prosperous heart. 

 

  E’en as I chant, lo! out of death, and out of ooze and slime, 

  The blossoms rapidly blooming, sympathy, help, love, 

  From West and East, from South and North and over sea, 

  Its hot-spurr’d hearts and hands humanity to human aid moves on; 

  And from within a thought and lesson yet. 

 

  Thou ever-darting Globe! through Space and Air! 

  Thou waters that encompass us! 

  Thou that in all the life and death of us, in action or in sleep! 

  Thou laws invisible that permeate them and all, 

  Thou that in all, and over all, and through and under all, incessant! 

  Thou! thou! the vital, universal, giant force resistless, sleepless, calm, 

  Holding Humanity as in thy open hand, as some ephemeral toy, 

  How ill to e’er forget thee! 

 

  For I too have forgotten, 

  (Wrapt in these little potencies of progress, politics, culture, 

      wealth, inventions, civilization,) 

  Have lost my recognition of your silent ever-swaying power, ye 

      mighty, elemental throes, 

  In which and upon which we float, and every one of us is buoy’d. 

  



A Persian Lesson 

  For his o’erarching and last lesson the greybeard sufi, 

  In the fresh scent of the morning in the open air, 

  On the slope of a teeming Persian rose-garden, 

  Under an ancient chestnut-tree wide spreading its branches, 

  Spoke to the young priests and students. 

 

  “Finally my children, to envelop each word, each part of the rest, 

  Allah is all, all, all—immanent in every life and object, 

  May-be at many and many-a-more removes—yet Allah, Allah, Allah is there. 

 

  “Has the estray wander’d far? Is the reason-why strangely hidden? 

  Would you sound below the restless ocean of the entire world? 

  Would you know the dissatisfaction? the urge and spur of every life; 

  The something never still’d—never entirely gone? the invisible need 

      of every seed? 

 

  “It is the central urge in every atom, 

  (Often unconscious, often evil, downfallen,) 

  To return to its divine source and origin, however distant, 

  Latent the same in subject and in object, without one exception.” 

  



The Commonplace 

  The commonplace I sing; 

  How cheap is health! how cheap nobility! 

  Abstinence, no falsehood, no gluttony, lust; 

  The open air I sing, freedom, toleration, 

  (Take here the mainest lesson—less from books—less from the schools,) 

  The common day and night—the common earth and waters, 

  Your farm—your work, trade, occupation, 

  The democratic wisdom underneath, like solid ground for all. 

  



“The Rounded Catalogue Divine Complete” 

  The devilish and the dark, the dying and diseas’d, 

  The countless (nineteen-twentieths) low and evil, crude and savage, 

  The crazed, prisoners in jail, the horrible, rank, malignant, 

  Venom and filth, serpents, the ravenous sharks, liars, the dissolute; 

  (What is the part the wicked and the loathesome bear within earth’s 

      orbic scheme?) 

  Newts, crawling things in slime and mud, poisons, 

  The barren soil, the evil men, the slag and hideous rot. 

  



Mirages 

  More experiences and sights, stranger, than you’d think for; 

  Times again, now mostly just after sunrise or before sunset, 

  Sometimes in spring, oftener in autumn, perfectly clear weather, in 

      plain sight, 

  Camps far or near, the crowded streets of cities and the shopfronts, 

  (Account for it or not—credit or not—it is all true, 

  And my mate there could tell you the like—we have often confab’d 

      about it,) 

  People and scenes, animals, trees, colors and lines, plain as could be, 

  Farms and dooryards of home, paths border’d with box, lilacs in corners, 

  Weddings in churches, thanksgiving dinners, returns of long-absent sons, 

  Glum funerals, the crape-veil’d mother and the daughters, 

  Trials in courts, jury and judge, the accused in the box, 

  Contestants, battles, crowds, bridges, wharves, 

  Now and then mark’d faces of sorrow or joy, 

  (I could pick them out this moment if I saw them again,) 

  Show’d to me—just to the right in the sky-edge, 

  Or plainly there to the left on the hill-tops. 

  



L. of G.’s Purport 

  Not to exclude or demarcate, or pick out evils from their formidable 

      masses (even to expose them,) 

  But add, fuse, complete, extend—and celebrate the immortal and the good. 

  Haughty this song, its words and scope, 

  To span vast realms of space and time, 

  Evolution—the cumulative—growths and generations. 

 

  Begun in ripen’d youth and steadily pursued, 

  Wandering, peering, dallying with all—war, peace, day and night 

      absorbing, 

  Never even for one brief hour abandoning my task, 

  I end it here in sickness, poverty, and old age. 

 

  I sing of life, yet mind me well of death: 

  To-day shadowy Death dogs my steps, my seated shape, and has for years— 

  Draws sometimes close to me, as face to face. 

  



The Unexpress’d 

  How dare one say it? 

  After the cycles, poems, singers, plays, 

  Vaunted Ionia’s, India’s—Homer, Shakspere—the long, long times’ 

      thick dotted roads, areas, 

  The shining clusters and the Milky Ways of stars—Nature’s pulses reap’d, 

  All retrospective passions, heroes, war, love, adoration, 

  All ages’ plummets dropt to their utmost depths, 

  All human lives, throats, wishes, brains—all experiences’ utterance; 

  After the countless songs, or long or short, all tongues, all lands, 

  Still something not yet told in poesy’s voice or print—something lacking, 

  (Who knows? the best yet unexpress’d and lacking.) 

  



Grand Is the Seen 

  Grand is the seen, the light, to me—grand are the sky and stars, 

  Grand is the earth, and grand are lasting time and space, 

  And grand their laws, so multiform, puzzling, evolutionary; 

  But grander far the unseen soul of me, comprehending, endowing all those, 

  Lighting the light, the sky and stars, delving the earth, sailing 

      the sea, 

  (What were all those, indeed, without thee, unseen soul? of what 

      amount without thee?) 

  More evolutionary, vast, puzzling, O my soul! 

  More multiform far—more lasting thou than they. 

  



Unseen Buds 

  Unseen buds, infinite, hidden well, 

  Under the snow and ice, under the darkness, in every square or cubic inch, 

  Germinal, exquisite, in delicate lace, microscopic, unborn, 

  Like babes in wombs, latent, folded, compact, sleeping; 

  Billions of billions, and trillions of trillions of them waiting, 

  (On earth and in the sea—the universe—the stars there in the 

      heavens,) 

  Urging slowly, surely forward, forming endless, 

  And waiting ever more, forever more behind. 

  



Good-Bye My Fancy! 

  Good-bye my Fancy! 

  Farewell dear mate, dear love! 

  I’m going away, I know not where, 

  Or to what fortune, or whether I may ever see you again, 

  So Good-bye my Fancy. 

 

  Now for my last—let me look back a moment; 

  The slower fainter ticking of the clock is in me, 

  Exit, nightfall, and soon the heart-thud stopping. 

 

  Long have we lived, joy’d, caress’d together; 

  Delightful!—now separation—Good-bye my Fancy. 

 

  Yet let me not be too hasty, 

  Long indeed have we lived, slept, filter’d, become really blended 

      into one; 

  Then if we die we die together, (yes, we’ll remain one,) 

  If we go anywhere we’ll go together to meet what happens, 

  May-be we’ll be better off and blither, and learn something, 

  May-be it is yourself now really ushering me to the true songs, (who 

      knows?) 

  May-be it is you the mortal knob really undoing, turning—so now finally, 

  Good-bye—and hail! my Fancy. 

  



Lysistrata (by Aristophanes) 

 

Translated from the Greek by Jack Lindsay 

 

Copyright 1925 

 

Lysistrata (from Greek Lysistrátē, "Army Disbander") is an ancient Greek comedy by 

Aristophanes, originally performed in classical Athens in 411 BC. It is a comic account of a 

woman's extraordinary mission to end the Peloponnesian War between Greek city states by 

denying all the men of the land any sex, which was the only thing they truly and deeply desired. 

Lysistrata persuades the women of the warring cities to withhold sexual privileges from their 

husbands and lovers as a means of forcing the men to negotiate peace—a strategy, however, that 

inflames the battle between the sexes. 

The play is notable for being an early exposé of sexual relations in a male-dominated 

society. Additionally, its dramatic structure represents a shift from the conventions of Old 

Comedy, a trend typical of the author's career. It was produced in the same year as the 

Thesmophoriazusae, another play with a focus on gender-based issues, just two years after 

Athens' catastrophic defeat in the Sicilian Expedition. 

In A.D. 66, Plutarch declared that Aristophanes' comedies were obscene. 

In 1842, in the United States, the Tariff Act of 1842 (also known as “An Act to Provide 

Revenue From Imports, and to Change and Modify Existing Laws Imposing Duties on Imports, 

and for Other Purposes”) became the official justification used to prevent imports of obscene 

material. Lysistrata was one of the books affected by the ban. 

In 1930, the Tariff Act was amended, and the US Customs lifted the ban on Lysistrata as 

well as other controversial books. (Daniel Defoe’s Moll Flanders, Geoffrey Chaucer’s 

Canterbury Tales, etc.) Despite the official ban, during the period of prohibition Lysustrata was 

published and sold for as little as 35 cents. The drama was also performed in New York and 

Philadelphia as adapted by Gilbert Seldes. 

In 1942, in Greece, performance of classic Greek plays such as Lysistrata was banned by 

Nazi occupation authorities. 

In 1955, the Post Office Department used an 1873 law to seize a rare volume of 

Lysistrata. Arthur E. Summerfield, the postmaster general, condemned the play as “obscene, 

lewd and lascivious” and moved to destroy the book. Edward de Grazia, an anti-censorship 

lawyer, responded that what was obscene to Mr. Summerfield was “pure as mountain snow to 

another,” and ridiculed the Post Office for having banned books like Voltaire’s “Candide” and 



Mark Twain’s “Tom Sawyer.” The Post Office gave up, releasing the Lysistrata volume before 

the case could go to trial. 

1967, in Greece, the military clique then ruling the country banned a number of classic 

plays, including Lysistrata, presumably because of their independent and anti-war themes. 

 

Want to know more? 

No Peace, No Pussy: A Brief History of Political Sex Strikes, Vice 

A 2,500-year-old sex ban, The Guardian 

 

  

https://www.vice.com/en/article/kwk9bv/chiraq-spike-lee-lysistrata-real-life-sex-strikes
https://www.theguardian.com/politics/2007/sep/10/theatre.classics


 

 

FOREWORD 

Lysistrata is the greatest work by Aristophanes. This blank and rash statement is made that 

it may be rejected. But first let it be understood that I do not mean it is a better written work than 

the Birds or the Frogs, or that (to descend to the scale of values that will be naturally imputed to 

me) it has any more appeal to the collectors of "curious literature" than the Ecclesiazusae or 

the Thesmophoriazusae. On the mere grounds of taste I can see an at least equally good case 

made out for the Birds. That brightly plumaged fantasy has an aerial wit and colour all its own. 

But there are certain works in which a man finds himself at an angle of vision where there is an 

especially felicitous union of the aesthetic and emotional elements which constitute the basic 

qualities of his uniqueness. We recognize these works as being welded into a strange unity, as 

having a homogeneous texture of ecstasy over them that surpasses any aesthetic surface of 

harmonic colour, though that harmony also is understood by the deeper welling of imagery from 

the core of creative exaltation. And I think that this occurs in Lysistrata. The intellectual and 

spiritual tendrils of the poem are more truly interwoven, the operation of their centres more 

nearly unified; and so the work goes deeper into life. It is his greatest play because of this, 

because it holds an intimate perfume of femininity and gives the finest sense of the charm of a 

cluster of girls, the sweet sense of their chatter, and the contact of their bodies, that is to be found 

before Shakespeare, because that mocking gaiety we call Aristophanies reaches here its most 

positive acclamation of life, vitalizing sex with a deep delight, a rare happiness of the spirit. 

Indeed it is precisely for these reasons that it is not considered Aristophanes' greatest play. 

To take a case which is sufficiently near to the point in question, to make clear what I mean: 

the supremacy of Antony and Cleopatra in the Shakespearean aesthetic is yet jealously disputed, 

and it seems silly to the academic to put it up against a work like Hamlet. But it is the 

comparatively more obvious achievement of Hamlet, its surface intellectuality, which made it the 

favourite of actors and critics. It is much more difficult to realize the complex and delicately 

passionate edge of the former play's rhythm, its tides of hugely wandering emotion, the restless, 

proud, gay, and agonized reaction from life, of the blood, of the mind, of the heart, which is its 

unity, than to follow the relatively straightforward definition of Hamlet's nerves. Not that 

anything derogatory to Hamlet or the Birds is intended; but the value of such works is not 

enhanced by forcing them into contrast with other works which cover deeper and wider nexus of 

aesthetic and spiritual material. It is the very subtlety of the vitality of such works as Antony and 

Cleopatra and Lysistrata that makes it so easy to undervalue them, to see only a phallic play and 

political pamphlet in one, only a chronicle play in a grandiose method in the other. For we have 

to be in a highly sensitized condition before we can get to that subtle point where life and the 

image mix, and so really perceive the work at all; whereas we can command the response to a 

lesser work which does not call so finely on the full breadth and depth of our spiritual resources. 

I amuse myself at times with the fancy that Homer, Sappho, and Aristophanes are the 

inviolable Trinity of poetry, even to the extent of being reducible to One. For the fiery and lucid 

directness of Sappho, if her note of personal lyricism is abstracted, is seen to be an element of 

Homer, as is the profoundly balanced humour of Aristophanes, at once tenderly human and 

cruelly hard, as of a god to whom all sympathies and tolerances are known, but who is 

invulnerable somewhere, who sees from a point in space where the pressure of earth's fear and 



pain, and so its pity, is lifted. It is here that the Shakespearean and Homeric worlds impinge and 

merge, not to be separated by any academic classifications. They meet in this sensitivity equally 

involved and aloof, sympathetic and arrogant, suffering and joyous; and in this relation we see 

Aristophanes as the forerunner of Shakespeare, his only one. We see also that the whole present 

aesthetic of earth is based in Homer. We live and grow in the world of consciousness bequeathed 

to us by him; and if we grow beyond it through deeper Shakespearean ardours, it is because those 

beyond are rooted in the broad basis of the Homeric imagination. To shift that basis is to find the 

marshes of primitive night and fear alone beneath the feet: Christianity. 

And here we return to the question of the immorality of Lysistrata. First we may inquire: is 

it possible for a man whose work has so tremendous a significance in the spiritual development 

of mankind--and I do not think anyone nowadays doubts that a work of art is the sole stabilizing 

force that exists for life--is it possible for a man who stands so grandly at head of an immense 

stream of liberating effort to write an immoral work? Surely the only enduring moral virtue 

which can be claimed is for that which moves to more power, beauty and delight in the future? 

The plea that the question of changing customs arises is not valid, for customs ratified by 

Aristophanes, by Rabelais, by Shakespeare, have no right to change. If they have changed, let us 

try immediately to return from our disgraceful refinements to the nobler and more rarefied 

heights of lyric laughter, tragic intensity, and wit, for we cannot have the first two without the 

last. And anyhow, how can a social custom claim precedence over the undying material of the 

senses and the emotions of man, over the very generating forces of life? 

How could the humanistic emotions, such as pity, justice, sympathy, exist save as pacifistic 

quietings of the desire to slay, to hurt, to torment. Where the desire to hurt is gone pity ceases to 

be a significant, a central emotion. It must of course continue to exist, but it is displaced in the 

spiritual hierarchy; and all that moves courageously, desirously, and vitally into the action of life 

takes on a deeper and subtler intention. Lust, then, which on the lower plane was something to be 

very frightened of, becomes a symbol of the highest spirituality. It is right for Paul to be terrified 

of sex and so to hate it, because he has so freshly escaped a bestial condition of life that it 

threatens to plunge him back if he listens to one whisper But it is also right for a Shakespeare to 

suck every drop of desire from life, for he is building into a higher condition, one self-willed, 

self- responsible, the discipline of which comes from joy, not fear. 

Sex, therefore, is an animal function, one admits, one insists; it may be only that. But also in 

the bewildering and humorous and tragic duality of all life's energies, it is the bridge to every 

eternity which is not merely a spectral condition of earth disembowelled of its lusts. For sex 

holds the substance of the image. But we must remember with Heine that Aristophanes is the 

God of this ironic earth, and that all argument is apparently vitiated from the start by the simple 

fact that Wagner and a rooster are given an analogous method of making love. And therefore it 

seems impeccable logic to say that all that is most unlike the rooster is the most spiritual part of 

love. All will agree on that, schisms only arise when one tries to decide what does go farthest 

from the bird's automatic mechanism. Certainly not a Dante-Beatrice affair which is only the 

negation of the rooster in terms of the swooning bombast of adolescence, the first onslaught of a 

force which the sufferer cannot control or inhabit with all the potentialities of his body and soul. 

But the rooster is troubled by no dreams of a divine orgy, no carnival-loves like 

Beethoven's Fourth Symphony, no heroic and shining lust gathering and swinging into a merry 

embrace like the third act of Siegfried. It is desire in this sense that goes farthest from the animal. 

Consciously, no one can achieve the act of love on earth as a completed thing of grace, with 

whatever delirium of delight, with whatever ingenious preciosity, we go through its process. 



Only as an image of beauty mated in some strange hermaphroditic ecstasy is that possible. I 

mean only as a dream projected into a hypothetical, a real heaven. But on earth we cannot 

complete the cycle in consciousness that would give us the freedom of an image in which two 

identities mysteriously realize their separate unities by the absorption of a third thing, the 

constructive rhythm of a work of art. It is thus that Tristan and Isolde become wholly distinct 

individuals, yet wholly submerged in the unity that is Wagner; and so reconcile life's duality by 

balancing its opposing laughters in a definite form--thereby sending out into life a profounder 

duality than existed before. A Platonic equipoise, Nietzsche's Eternal Recurrence--the only real 

philosophic problem, therefore one of which these two philosophers alone are aware. 

But though Wagner with Mathilde Wesendonck in his arms was Tristan in the arms of 

Isolde, he did not find a melody instead of a kiss on his lips; he did not find a progression of 

harmonies melting through the contours of a warm beauty with a blur of desperate ecstasies, 

semitones of desire, he found only the anxious happiness of any other lover. Nevertheless, he 

was gathering the substance of the second act of Tristan und Isolde. And it is this that Plato 

means when he says that fornication is something immortal in mortality. He does not mean that 

the act itself is a godlike thing, a claim which any bedroom mirror would quickly deride. He 

means that it is a symbol, an essential condition, and a part of something that goes deeper into 

life than any geometry of earth's absurd, passionate, futile, and very necessary antics would 

suggest. 

It is a universal fallacy that because works like the comedies of Aristophanes discuss certain 

social or ethical problems, they are inspired by them. Aristophanes wrote to express his vision on 

life, his delight in life itself seen behind the warping screen of contemporary event; and for his 

purposes anything from Euripides to Cleon served as ground work. Not that he would think in 

those terms, naturally: but the rationalizing process that goes on in consciousness during the 

creation of a work of art, for all its appearance of directing matters, is the merest weathercock in 

the wind of the subconscious intention. As an example of how utterly it is possible to 

misunderstand the springs of inspiration in a poem, we may take the following remark of B. B. 

Rogers: It is much to be regretted that the phallus element should be so conspicuous in this 

play.... (This) coarseness, so repulsive to ourselves, was introduced, it is impossible to doubt, for 

the express purpose of counter-balancing the extreme earnestness and gravity of the play. It 

seems so logical, so irrefutable; and so completely misinterprets every creative force of 

Aristophanes' Psyche that it certainly deserves a little admiration. It is in the best academic 

tradition, and everyone respects a man for writing so mendaciously. The effort of these castrators 

is always to show that the parts considered offensive are not the natural expression of the poet, 

that they are dictated externally. They argue that Shakespeare's coarseness is the result of the age 

and not personal predilection, completely ignoring the work of men like Sir Philip Sidney and 

Spenser, indeed practically all the pre-Shakespearean writers, in whom none of this so-called 

grossness exists. Shakespeare wrote sculduddery because he liked it, and for no other reason; his 

sensuality is the measure of his vitality. These liars pretend similarly that because Rabelais had a 

humanistic reason for much of his work--the destructior Mediaevalism, and the Church, which 

purpose they construe of course as an effort to purify, etc.--therefore he only put the lewdery to 

make the rest palatable, when it should be obvious even to an academic how he glories in his 

wild humour. 

What the academic cannot understand is that in such works, while attacking certain 

conditions, the creative power of the vigorous spirits is so great that it overflows and saturates 

the intellectual conception with their own passionate sense of life. It is for this reason that these 



works have an eternal significance. If Rabelais were merely a social reformer, then the value of 

his work would not have outlived his generation. If Lysistrata were but a wise political tract, it 

would have merely an historical interest, and it would have ceased spiritually at 404 B.C. 

But Panurge is as fantastic and fascinating a character now as he was 300 years ago, 

Lysistrata and her girls as freshly bodied as any girl kissed to-day. Therefore the serious part of 

the play is that which deals with them, the frivolous part that in which Rogers detects gravity and 

earnestness. 

Aristophanes is the lord of all who take life as a gay adventure, who defy all efforts to turn 

life into a social, economic, or moral abstraction. Is it therefore just that the critics who, by some 

dark instinct, unerringly pick out the exact opposite of any creator's real virtues as his chief 

characteristics, should praise him as an idealistic reformer? An "ideal" state of society was the 

last thing Aristophanes desired. He wished, certainly, to eliminate inhumanities and baseness; 

but only that there might be free play for laughter, for individual happiness. 

Consequently the critics lay the emphasis on the effort to cleanse society, not the method of 

laughter. Aristophanes wished to destroy Cleon because that demagogue failed to realize the 

poet's conception of dignified government and tended to upset the stability of Hellas. But it was 

the stability of life, the vindication of all individual freedoms, in which he was ultimately 

interested. 

JACK LINDSAY. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Persons of the drama. 

LYSISTRATA 

CALONICE 

MYRRHINE 

LAMPITO 

Stratyllis, etc. 

Chorus of Women. 

MAGISTRATE 

CINESIAS 

SPARTAN HERALD 

ENVOYS 



ATHENIANS 

Porter, Market Idlers, etc. 

Chorus of old Men. 

 

 

 

LYSISTRATA stands alone with the Propylaea at her back. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

If they were trysting for a Bacchanal, 

A feast of Pan or Colias or Genetyllis, 

The tambourines would block the rowdy streets, 

But now there's not a woman to be seen 

Except--ah, yes--this neighbour of mine yonder. 

Enter CALONICE. 

Good day Calonice. 

 

CALONICE 

Good day Lysistrata. 

But what has vexed you so? Tell me, child. 

What are these black looks for? It doesn't suit you 

To knit your eyebrows up glumly like that. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Calonice, it's more than I can bear, 

I am hot all over with blushes for our sex. 

Men say we're slippery rogues-- 

 

CALONICE 

And aren't they right? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Yet summoned on the most tremendous business 

For deliberation, still they snuggle in bed. 

 

CALONICE 

My dear, they'll come. It's hard for women, you know, 

To get away. There's so much to do; 



Husbands to be patted and put in good tempers: 

Servants to be poked out: children washed 

Or soothed with lullays or fed with mouthfuls of pap. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

But I tell you, here's a far more weighty object. 

 

CALONICE 

What is it all about, dear Lysistrata, 

That you've called the women hither in a troop? 

What kind of an object is it? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

A tremendous thing! 

 

CALONICE 

And long? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Indeed, it may be very lengthy. 

 

CALONICE 

Then why aren't they here? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

No man's connected with it; 

If that was the case, they'd soon come fluttering along. 

No, no. It concerns an object I've felt over 

And turned this way and that for sleepless nights. 

 

CALONICE 

It must be fine to stand such long attention. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

So fine it comes to this--Greece saved by Woman! 

 

CALONICE 

By Woman? Wretched thing, I'm sorry for it. 

 

LYSISTRATA 



Our country's fate is henceforth in our hands: 

To destroy the Peloponnesians root and branch-- 

 

CALONICE 

What could be nobler! 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Wipe out the Boeotians-- 

 

CALONICE 

Not utterly. Have mercy on the eels! 

[Footnote: The Boeotian eels were highly esteemed delicacies in Athens.] 

 

LYSISTRATA 

But with regard to Athens, note I'm careful 

Not to say any of these nasty things; 

Still, thought is free.... But if the women join us 

From Peloponnesus and Boeotia, then 

Hand in hand we'll rescue Greece. 

 

CALONICE 

How could we do 

Such a big wise deed? We women who dwell 

Quietly adorning ourselves in a back-room 

With gowns of lucid gold and gawdy toilets 

Of stately silk and dainty little slippers.... 

 

LYSISTRATA 

These are the very armaments of the rescue. 

These crocus-gowns, this outlay of the best myrrh, 

Slippers, cosmetics dusting beauty, and robes 

With rippling creases of light. 

 

CALONICE 

Yes, but how? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

No man will lift a lance against another-- 

 

CALONICE 

I'll run to have my tunic dyed crocus. 



 

LYSISTRATA 

Or take a shield-- 

 

CALONICE 

I'll get a stately gown. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Or unscabbard a sword-- 

 

CALONICE 

Let me buy a pair of slipper. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Now, tell me, are the women right to lag? 

 

CALONICE 

They should have turned birds, they should have grown 

wings and flown. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

My friend, you'll see that they are true Athenians: 

Always too late. Why, there's not a woman 

From the shoreward demes arrived, not one from Salamis. 

 

CALONICE 

I know for certain they awoke at dawn, 

And got their husbands up if not their boat sails. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

And I'd have staked my life the Acharnian dames 

Would be here first, yet they haven't come either! 

 

CALONICE 

Well anyhow there is Theagenes' wife 

We can expect--she consulted Hecate. 

But look, here are some at last, and more behind them. 

See ... where are they from? 

 

CALONICE 



From Anagyra they come. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Yes, they generally manage to come first. 

Enter MYRRHINE. 

 

MYRRHINE 

Are we late, Lysistrata? ... What is that? 

Nothing to say? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

I've not much to say for you, 

Myrrhine, dawdling on so vast an affair. 

 

MYRRHINE 

I couldn't find my girdle in the dark. 

But if the affair's so wonderful, tell us, what is it? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

No, let us stay a little longer till 

The Peloponnesian girls and the girls of Bocotia 

Are here to listen. 

 

MYRRHINE 

That's the best advice. 

Ah, there comes Lampito. 

Enter LAMPITO. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Welcome Lampito! 

Dear Spartan girl with a delightful face, 

Washed with the rosy spring, how fresh you look 

In the easy stride of your sleek slenderness, 

Why you could strangle a bull! 

 

LAMPITO 

I think I could. 

It's frae exercise and kicking high behint. 

[Footnote: The translator has put the speech of the Spartan characters 

in Scotch dialect which is related to English about as was the Spartan 

dialect to the speech of Athens. The Spartans, in their character, 



anticipated the shrewd, canny, uncouth Scotch highlander of modern 

times.] 

 

LYSISTRATA 

What lovely breasts to own! 

 

LAMPITO 

Oo ... your fingers 

Assess them, ye tickler, wi' such tender chucks 

I feel as if I were an altar-victim. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Who is this youngster? 

 

LAMPITO 

A Boeotian lady. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

There never was much undergrowth in Boeotia, 

Such a smooth place, and this girl takes after it. 

 

CALONICE 

Yes, I never saw a skin so primly kept. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

This girl? 

 

LAMPITO 

A sonsie open-looking jinker! 

She's a Corinthian. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Yes, isn't she 

Very open, in some ways particularly. 

 

LAMPITO 

But who's garred this Council o' Women to meet here? 

 

LYSISTRATA 



I have. 

 

LAMPITO 

Propound then what you want o' us. 

 

MYRRHINE 

What is the amazing news you have to tell? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

I'll tell you, but first answer one small question. 

 

MYRRHINE 

As you like. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Are you not sad your children's fathers 

Go endlessly off soldiering afar 

In this plodding war? I am willing to wager 

There's not one here whose husband is at home. 

 

CALONICE 

Mine's been in Thrace, keeping an eye on Eucrates 

For five months past. 

 

MYRRHINE 

And mine left me for Pylos 

Seven months ago at least. 

 

LAMPITO 

And as for mine 

No sooner has he slipped out frae the line 

He straps his shield and he's snickt off again. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

And not the slightest glitter of a lover! 

And since the Milesians betrayed us, I've not seen 

The image of a single upright man 

To be a marble consolation to us. 

Now will you help me, if I find a means 

To stamp the war out. 



 

MYRRHINE 

By the two Goddesses, Yes! 

I will though I've to pawn this very dress 

And drink the barter-money the same day. 

 

CALONICE 

And I too though I'm split up like a turbot 

And half is hackt off as the price of peace. 

 

LAMPITO 

And I too! Why, to get a peep at the shy thing 

I'd clamber up to the tip-top o' Taygetus. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Then I'll expose my mighty mystery. 

O women, if we would compel the men 

To bow to Peace, we must refrain-- 

 

MYRRHINE 

From what? 

O tell us! 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Will you truly do it then? 

 

MYRRHINE 

We will, we will, if we must die for it. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

We must refrain from every depth of love.... 

Why do you turn your backs? Where are you going? 

Why do you bite your lips and shake your heads? 

Why are your faces blanched? Why do you weep? 

Will you or won't you, or what do you mean? 

 

MYRRHINE 

No, I won't do it. Let the war proceed. 

 

CALONICE 



No, I won't do it. Let the war proceed. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

You too, dear turbot, you that said just now 

You didn't mind being split right up in the least? 

 

CALONICE 

Anything else? O bid me walk in fire 

But do not rob us of that darling joy. 

What else is like it, dearest Lysistrata? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

And you? 

 

MYRRHINE 

O please give me the fire instead. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Lewd to the least drop in the tiniest vein, 

Our sex is fitly food for Tragic Poets, 

Our whole life's but a pile of kisses and babies. 

But, hardy Spartan, if you join with me 

All may be righted yet. O help me, help me. 

 

LAMPITO 

It's a sair, sair thing to ask of us, by the Twa, 

A lass to sleep her lane and never fill 

Love's lack except wi' makeshifts.... But let it be. 

Peace maun be thought of first. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

My friend, my friend! 

The only one amid this herd of weaklings. 

 

CALONICE 

But if--which heaven forbid--we should refrain 

As you would have us, how is Peace induced? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

By the two Goddesses, now can't you see 

All we have to do is idly sit indoors 



With smooth roses powdered on our cheeks, 

Our bodies burning naked through the folds 

Of shining Amorgos' silk, and meet the men 

With our dear Venus-plats plucked trim and neat. 

Their stirring love will rise up furiously, 

They'll beg our arms to open. That's our time! 

We'll disregard their knocking, beat them off-- 

And they will soon be rabid for a Peace. 

I'm sure of it. 

 

 

 

 

LAMPITO 

          Just as Menelaus, they say, 

Seeing the bosom of his naked Helen 

Flang down the sword. 

 

CALONICE 

               But we'll be tearful fools 

If our husbands take us at our word and leave us. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

There's only left then, in Pherecrates' phrase, 

To flay a skinned dog--flay more our flayed desires. 

 

CALONICE 

Bah, proverbs will never warm a celibate. 

But what avail will your scheme be if the men 

Drag us for all our kicking on to the couch? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Cling to the doorposts. 

 

CALONICE 

               But if they should force us? 

 

LYSISTRATA 



Yield then, but with a sluggish, cold indifference. 

There is no joy to them in sullen mating. 

Besides we have other ways to madden them; 

They cannot stand up long, and they've no delight 

Unless we fit their aim with merry succour. 

 

CALONICE 

Well if you must have it so, we'll all agree. 

 

LAMPITO 

For us I ha' no doubt. We can persuade 

Our men to strike a fair an' decent Peace, 

But how will ye pitch out the battle-frenzy 

O' the Athenian populace? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

I promise you 

We'll wither up that curse. 

 

LAMPITO 

I don't believe it. 

Not while they own ane trireme oared an' rigged, 

Or a' those stacks an' stacks an' stacks O' siller. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

I've thought the whole thing out till there's no flaw. 

We shall surprise the Acropolis today: 

That is the duty set the older dames. 

While we sit here talking, they are to go 

And under pretence of sacrificing, seize it. 

 

LAMPITO 

Certie, that's fine; all's working for the best. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Now quickly, Lampito, let us tie ourselves 

To this high purpose as tightly as the hemp of words 

Can knot together. 

 

LAMPITO 



Set out the terms in detail 

And we'll a' swear to them. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Of course.... Well then 

Where is our Scythianess? Why are you staring? 

First lay the shield, boss downward, on the floor 

And bring the victim's inwards. 

 

CAILONICE 

But, Lysistrata, 

What is this oath that we're to swear? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

What oath! 

In Aeschylus they take a slaughtered sheep 

And swear upon a buckler. Why not we? 

 

CALONICE 

O Lysistrata, Peace sworn on a buckler! 

 

LYSISTRATA 

What oath would suit us then? 

 

CALONICE 

Something burden bearing 

Would be our best insignia.... A white horse! 

Let's swear upon its entrails. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

A horse indeed! 

 

CALONICE 

Then what will symbolise us? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

This, as I tell you-- 

First set a great dark bowl upon the ground 

And disembowel a skin of Thasian wine, 

Then swear that we'll not add a drop of water. 



 

LAMPITO 

  Ah, what aith could clink pleasanter than that! 

 

LYSISTRATA 

  Bring me a bowl then and a skin of wine. 

 

CALONICE 

  My dears, see what a splendid bowl it is; 

  I'd not say No if asked to sip it off. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

  Put down the bowl. Lay hands, all, on the victim. 

  Skiey Queen who givest the last word in arguments, 

  And thee, O Bowl, dear comrade, we beseech: 

  Accept our oblation and be propitious to us. 

 

CALONICE 

  What healthy blood, la, how it gushes out! 

 

LAMPITO 

  An' what a leesome fragrance through the air. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

  Now, dears, if you will let me, I'll speak first. 

 

CALONICE 

  Only if you draw the lot, by Aphrodite! 

 

LYSISTRATA 

  SO, grasp the brim, you, Lampito, and all. 

  You, Calonice, repeat for the rest 

  Each word I say. Then you must all take oath 

  And pledge your arms to the same stern conditions-- 

 

LYSISTRATA 

  To husband or lover I'll not open arms 

 

CALONICE 

To husband or lover I'll not open arms 

 



LYSISTRATA 

Though love and denial may enlarge his charms. 

 

CALONICE 

Though love and denial may enlarge his charms. 

O, O, my knees are failing me, Lysistrata! 

 

LYSISTRATA 

But still at home, ignoring him, I'll stay, 

 

CALONICE 

But still at home, ignoring him, I'll stay, 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Beautiful, clad in saffron silks all day. 

 

CALONICE 

Beautiful, clad in saffron silks all day. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

If then he seizes me by dint of force, 

 

CALONICE 

If then he seizes me by dint of force, 

 

LYSISTRATA 

I'll give him reason for a long remorse. 

 

CALONICE 

I'll give him reason for a long remorse. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

I'll never lie and stare up at the ceiling, 

 

CALONICE 

I'll never lie and stare up at the ceiling, 

 

LYSISTRATA 



Nor like a lion on all fours go kneeling. 

 

CALONICE 

Nor like a lion on all fours go kneeling. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

If I keep faith, then bounteous cups be mine. 

 

CALONICE 

If I keep faith, then bounteous cups be mine. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

If not, to nauseous water change this wine. 

 

CALONICE 

  If not, to nauseous water change this wine. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Do you all swear to this? 

 

MYRRHINE 

We do, we do. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Then I shall immolate the victim thus. 

She drinks. 

 

CALONICE 

Here now, share fair, haven't we made a pact? 

Let's all quaff down that friendship in our turn. 

 

LAMPITO 

Hark, what caterwauling hubbub's that? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

As I told you, 

The women have appropriated the citadel. 

So, Lampito, dash off to your own land 

And raise the rebels there. These will serve as hostages, 



While we ourselves take our places in the ranks 

And drive the bolts right home. 

 

CALONICE 

But won't the men 

March straight against us? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

And what if they do? 

No threat shall creak our hinges wide, no torch 

Shall light a fear in us; we will come out 

To Peace alone. 

 

CALONICE 

That's it, by Aphrodite! 

As of old let us seem hard and obdurate. 

 

LAMPITO and some go off; the others go up into the Acropolis. 

 

Chorus of OLD MEN enter to attack the captured Acropolis. 

Make room, Draces, move ahead; why your shoulder's chafed, I see, 

With lugging uphill these lopped branches of the olive-tree. 

How upside-down and wrong-way-round a long life sees things grow. 

Ah, Strymodorus, who'd have thought affairs could tangle so? 

The women whom at home we fed, 

Like witless fools, with fostering bread, 

Have impiously come to this-- 

They've stolen the Acropolis, 

With bolts and bars our orders flout 

And shut us out. 

Come, Philurgus, bustle thither; lay our faggots on the ground, 

In neat stacks beleaguering the insurgents all around; 

And the vile conspiratresses, plotters of such mischief dire, 

Pile and burn them all together in one vast and righteous pyre: 

Fling with our own hands Lycon's wife to fry in the thickest fire. 

By Demeter, they'll get no brag while I've a vein to beat! 

Cleomenes himself was hurtled out in sore defeat. 

His stiff-backed Spartan pride was bent. 

Out, stripped of all his arms, he went: 

A pigmy cloak that would not stretch 

To hide his rump (the draggled wretch), 



Six sprouting years of beard, the spilth 

Of six years' filth. 

That was a siege! Our men were ranged in lines of seventeen deep 

Before the gates, and never left their posts there, even to sleep. 

Shall I not smite the rash presumption then of foes like these, 

Detested both of all the gods and of Euripides-- 

Else, may the Marathon-plain not boast my trophied victories! 

Ah, now, there's but a little space 

To reach the place! 

A deadly climb it is, a tricky road 

With all this bumping load: 

A pack-ass soon would tire.... 

How these logs bruise my shoulders! further still 

Jog up the hill, 

And puff the fire inside, 

Or just as we reach the top we'll find it's died. 

Ough, phew! 

I choke with the smoke. 

Lord Heracles, how acrid-hot 

Out of the pot 

This mad-dog smoke leaps, worrying me 

And biting angrily.... 

'Tis Lemnian fire that smokes, 

Or else it would not sting my eyelids thus.... 

Haste, all of us; 

Athene invokes our aid. 

Laches, now or never the assault must be made! 

Ough, phew! 

I choke with the smoke. .. 

Thanked be the gods! The fire peeps up and crackles as it should. 

Now why not first slide off our backs these weary loads of wood 

And dip a vine-branch in the brazier till it glows, then straight 

Hurl it at the battering-ram against the stubborn gate? 

If they refuse to draw the bolts in immediate compliance, 

We'll set fire to the wood, and smoke will strangle their defiance. 

Phew, what a spluttering drench of smoke! Come, now from off my back.... 

Is there no Samos-general to help me to unpack? 

Ah there, that's over! For the last time now it's galled my shoulder. 

Flare up thine embers, brazier, and dutifully smoulder, 

To kindle a brand, that I the first may strike the citadel. 

Aid me, Lady Victory, that a triumph-trophy may tell 

How we did anciently this insane audacity quell! 

Chorus of WOMEN. 

What's that rising yonder? That ruddy glare, that smoky skurry? 

O is it something in a blaze? Quick, quick, my comrades, hurry! 



Nicodice, helter-skelter! 

Or poor Calyce's in flames 

And Cratylla's stifled in the welter. 

O these dreadful old men 

And their dark laws of hate! 

There, I'm all of a tremble lest I turn out to be too late. 

I could scarcely get near to the spring though I rose before dawn, 

What with tattling of tongues and rattling of pitchers in one jostling din 

With slaves pushing in!.... 

Still here at last the water's drawn 

And with it eagerly I run 

To help those of my friends who stand 

In danger of being burned alive. 

For I am told a dribbling band 

Of greybeards hobble to the field, 

Great faggots in each palsied hand, 

As if a hot bath to prepare, 

And threatening that out they'll drive 

These wicked women or soon leave them charring into ashes 

there. 

O Goddess, suffer not, I pray, this harsh deed to be done, 

But show us Greece and Athens with their warlike acts repealed! 

For this alone, in this thy hold, 

Thou Goddess with the helm of gold, 

We laid hands on thy sanctuary, 

Athene.... Then our ally be 

And where they cast their fires of slaughter 

Direct our water! 

 

STRATYLLIS (caught) 

Let me go! 

 

WOMEN 

You villainous old men, what's this you do? 

No honest man, no pious man, could do such things as you. 

 

MEN 

Ah ha, here's something most original, I have no doubt: 

A swarm of women sentinels to man the walls without. 

 

WOMEN 

So then we scare you, do we? Do we seem a fearful host? 

You only see the smallest fraction mustered at this post. 



 

MEN 

Ho, Phaedrias, shall we put a stop to all these chattering tricks? 

Suppose that now upon their backs we splintered these our sticks? 

 

WOMEN 

Let us lay down the pitchers, so our bodies will be free, 

  In case these lumping fellows try to cause some injury. 

 

MEN 

O hit them hard and hit again and hit until they run away, 

And perhaps they'll learn, like Bupalus, not to have too much to say. 

 

WOMEN 

Come on, then--do it! I won't budge, but like a dog I'll bite 

At every little scrap of meat that dangles in my sight. 

 

MEN 

Be quiet, or I'll bash you out of any years to come. 

 

WOMEN 

Now you just touch Stratyllis with the top-joint of your thumb. 

 

MEN 

What vengeance can you take if with my fists your face I beat? 

 

WOMEN 

I'll rip you with my teeth and strew your entrails at your feet. 

 

MEN 

Now I appreciate Euripides' strange subtlety: 

Woman is the most shameless beast of all the beasts that be. 

 

WOMEN 

Rhodippe, come, and let's pick up our water-jars once more. 

 

MEN 

Ah cursed drab, what have you brought this water for? 

 



WOMEN 

What is your fire for then, you smelly corpse? Yourself to burn? 

 

MEN 

To build a pyre and make your comrades ready for the urn. 

 

WOMEN 

And I've the water to put out your fire immediately. 

 

MEN 

What, you put out my fire? 

 

WOMEN 

Yes, sirrah, as you soon will see. 

 

MEN 

I don't know why I hesitate to roast you with this flame. 

 

WOMEN 

If you have any soap you'll go off cleaner than you came. 

 

MEN 

Cleaner, you dirty slut? 

 

WOMEN 

A nuptial-bath in which to lie! 

 

MEN 

Did you hear that insolence? 

 

WOMEN 

I'm a free woman, I. 

 

MEN 

I'll make you hold your tongue. 

 

 

 



WOMEN 

Henceforth you'll serve in no more juries. 

 

MEN 

Burn off her hair for her. 

 

WOMEN 

Now forward, water, quench their furies! 

 

MEN 

O dear, O dear! 

 

WOMEN 

So ... was it hot? 

 

MEN 

Hot! ... Enough, O hold. 

 

WOMEN 

Watered, perhaps you'll bloom again--why not? 

 

MEN 

Brrr, I'm wrinkled up from shivering with cold. 

 

WOMEN 

Next time you've fire you'll warm yourself and leave us to our lot. 

 

MAGISTRATE enters with attendant SCYTHIANS. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Have the luxurious rites of the women glittered 

Their libertine show, their drumming tapped out crowds, 

The Sabazian Mysteries summoned their mob, 

Adonis been wept to death on the terraces, 

As I could hear the last day in the Assembly? 

For Demostratus--let bad luck befoul him-- 

Was roaring, "We must sail for Sicily," 

While a woman, throwing herself about in a dance 

Lopsided with drink, was shrilling out "Adonis, 



Woe for Adonis." Then Demostratus shouted, 

"We must levy hoplites at Zacynthus," 

And there the woman, up to the ears in wine, 

Was screaming "Weep for Adonis" on the house-top, 

The scoundrelly politician, that lunatic ox, 

Bellowing bad advice through tipsy shrieks: 

Such are the follies wantoning in them. 

 

MEN 

O if you knew their full effrontery! 

All of the insults they've done, besides sousing us 

With water from their pots to our public disgrace 

For we stand here wringing our clothes like grown-up infants. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

By Poseidon, justly done! For in part with us 

The blame must lie for dissolute behaviour 

And for the pampered appetites they learn. 

Thus grows the seedling lust to blossoming: 

We go into a shop and say, "Here, goldsmith, 

You remember the necklace that you wrought my wife; 

Well, the other night in fervour of a dance 

Her clasp broke open. Now I'm off for Salamis; 

If you've the leisure, would you go tonight 

And stick a bolt-pin into her opened clasp." 

Another goes to a cobbler; a soldierly fellow, 

Always standing up erect, and says to him, 

"Cobbler, a sandal-strap of my wife's pinches her, 

Hurts her little toe in a place where she's sensitive. 

Come at noon and see if you can stretch out wider 

This thing that troubles her, loosen its tightness." 

And so you view the result. Observe my case-- 

I, a magistrate, come here to draw 

Money to buy oar-blades, and what happens? 

The women slam the door full in my face. 

But standing still's no use. Bring me a crowbar, 

And I'll chastise this their impertinence. 

What do you gape at, wretch, with dazzled eyes? 

Peering for a tavern, I suppose. 

Come, force the gates with crowbars, prise them apart! 

I'll prise away myself too.... (LYSISTRATA appears.) 

 

LYSISTRATA 



Stop this banging. 

I'm coming of my own accord.... Why bars? 

It is not bars we need but common sense. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Indeed, you slut! Where is the archer now? 

Arrest this woman, tie her hands behind. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

If he brushes me with a finger, by Artemis, 

The public menial, he'll be sorry for it. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Are you afraid? Grab her about the middle. 

Two of you then, lay hands on her and end it. 

 

CALONICE 

By Pandrosos I if your hand touches her 

I'll spread you out and trample on your guts. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

My guts! Where is the other archer gone? 

Bind that minx there who talks so prettily. 

 

MYRRHINE 

By Phosphor, if your hand moves out her way 

You'd better have a surgeon somewhere handy. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

You too! Where is that archer? Take that woman. 

I'll put a stop to these surprise-parties. 

 

STRATYLLIS 

By the Tauric Artemis, one inch nearer 

My fingers, and it's a bald man that'll be yelling. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Tut tut, what's here? Deserted by my archers.... 

But surely women never can defeat us; 

Close up your ranks, my Scythians. Forward at them. 



 

 

LYSISTRATA 

By the Goddesses, you'll find that here await you 

Four companies of most pugnacious women 

Armed cap-a-pie from the topmost louring curl 

To the lowest angry dimple. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

On, Scythians, bind them. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

On, gallant allies of our high design, 

Vendors of grain-eggs-pulse-and-vegetables, 

Ye garlic-tavern-keepers of bakeries, 

Strike, batter, knock, hit, slap, and scratch our foes, 

Be finely imprudent, say what you think of them.... 

Enough! retire and do not rob the dead. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

How basely did my archer-force come off. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Ah, ha, you thought it was a herd of slaves 

You had to tackle, and you didn't guess 

The thirst for glory ardent in our blood. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

By Apollo, I know well the thirst that heats you-- 

Especially when a wine-skin's close. 

 

MEN 

You waste your breath, dear magistrate, I fear, in answering back. 

What's the good of argument with such a rampageous pack? 

Remember how they washed us down (these very clothes I wore) 

With water that looked nasty and that smelt so even more. 

 

WOMEN 

What else to do, since you advanced too dangerously nigh. 

If you should do the same again, I'll punch you in the eye. 

Though I'm a stay-at-home and most a quiet life enjoy, 



Polite to all and every (for I'm naturally coy), 

Still if you wake a wasps' nest then of wasps you must beware. 

 

MEN 

How may this ferocity be tamed? It grows too great to bear. 

Let us question them and find if they'll perchance declare 

The reason why they strangely dare 

To seize on Cranaos' citadel, 

This eyrie inaccessible, 

This shrine above the precipice, 

The Acropolis. 

Probe them and find what they mean with this idle talk; listen, 

but watch they don't try to deceive. 

You'd be neglecting your duty most certainly if now this mystery 

unplumbed you leave. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Women there! Tell what I ask you, directly.... 

Come, without rambling, I wish you to state 

What's your rebellious intention in barring up thus on our noses 

our own temple-gate. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

To take first the treasury out of your management, and so stop the war 

through the absence of gold. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Is gold then the cause of the war? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Yes, gold caused it and miseries more, too many to be told. 

'Twas for money, and money alone, that Pisander with all of the army of 

mob-agitators. 

Raised up revolutions. But, as for the future, it won't be worth while 

to set up to be traitors. 

Not an obol they'll get as their loot, not an obol! while we have the 

treasure-chest in our command. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

What then is that you propose? 

 

LYSISTRATA 



Just this--merely to take the exchequer henceforth in hand. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

The exchequer! 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Yes, why not? Of our capabilities you have had various clear evidences. 

Firstly remember we have always administered soundly the budget of all 

home-expenses. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

But this matter's different. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

How is it different? 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Why, it deals chiefly with war-time supplies. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

But we abolish war straight by our policy. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

What will you do if emergencies arise? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Face them our own way. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

What you will? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Yes we will! 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Then there's no help for it; we're all destroyed. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

No, willy-nilly you must be safeguarded. 



 

MAGISTRATE 

What madness is this? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Why, it seems you're annoyed. 

It must be done, that's all. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Such awful oppression never, 

O never in the past yet I bore. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

You must be saved, sirrah--that's all there is to it. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

If we don't want to be saved? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

All the more. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Why do you women come prying and meddling in matters of state touching 

war-time and peace? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

That I will tell you. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

O tell me or quickly I'll-- 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Hearken awhile and from threatening cease. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

I cannot, I cannot; it's growing too insolent. 

 

WOMEN 

Come on; you've far more than we have to dread. 



 

MAGISTRATE 

Stop from your croaking, old carrion-crow there.... 

Continue. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Be calm then and I'll go ahead. 

All the long years when the hopeless war dragged along we, unassuming, 

forgotten in quiet, 

Endured without question, endured in our loneliness all your incessant 

child's antics and riot. 

Our lips we kept tied, though aching with silence, though well all the 

while in our silence we knew 

How wretchedly everything still was progressing by listening dumbly the 

day long to you. 

For always at home you continued discussing the war and its politics 

loudly, and we 

Sometimes would ask you, our hearts deep with sorrowing though we spoke 

lightly, though happy to see, 

"What's to be inscribed on the side of the Treaty-stone 

What, dear, was said in the Assembly today?" 

"Mind your own business," he'd answer me growlingly 

"hold your tongue, woman, or else go away." 

And so I would hold it. 

 

WOMEN 

I'd not be silent for any man living on earth, no, not I! 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Not for a staff? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Well, so I did nothing but sit in the house, feeling dreary, and sigh, 

While ever arrived some fresh tale of decisions more foolish by far and 

presaging disaster. 

Then I would say to him, "O my dear husband, why still do they rush on 

destruction the faster?" 

At which he would look at me sideways, exclaiming, "Keep for your web 

and your shuttle your care, 

Or for some hours hence your cheeks will be sore and hot; leave this 

alone, war is Man's sole affair!" 

 

MAGISTRATE 



By Zeus, but a man of fine sense, he. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

How sensible? 

You dotard, because he at no time had lent 

His intractable ears to absorb from our counsel one temperate word of 

advice, kindly meant? 

But when at the last in the streets we heard shouted (everywhere ringing 

the ominous cry) 

"Is there no one to help us, no saviour in Athens?" and, "No, there is 

no one," come back in reply. 

At once a convention of all wives through Hellas here for a serious 

purpose was held, 

To determine how husbands might yet back to wisdom despite their 

reluctance in time be compelled. 

Why then delay any longer? It's settled. For the future you'll take 

up our old occupation. 

Now in turn you're to hold tongue, as we did, and listen while we show 

the way to recover the nation. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

You talk to us! Why, you're mad. I'll not stand it. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Cease babbling, you fool; till I end, hold your tongue. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

If I should take orders from one who wears veils, may my 

neck straightaway be deservedly wrung. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

O if that keeps pestering you, 

I've a veil here for your hair, 

I'll fit you out in everything 

As is only fair. 

 

CALONICE 

Here's a spindle that will do. 

 

MYRRHINE 

I'll add a wool-basket too. 

 



LYSISTRATA 

Girdled now sit humbly at home, 

Munching beans, while you card wool and comb. For war from now on 

is the Women's affair. 

 

WOMEN. 

Come then, down pitchers, all, 

And on, courageous of heart, 

In our comradely venture 

Each taking her due part. 

I could dance, dance, dance, and be fresher after, 

I could dance away numberless suns, 

To no weariness let my knees bend. 

Earth I could brave with laughter, 

Having such wonderful girls here to friend. 

O the daring, the gracious, the beautiful ones! 

Their courage unswerving and witty 

Will rescue our city. 

O sprung from the seed of most valiant-wombed grand-mothers, 

scions of savage and dangerous nettles! 

Prepare for the battle, all. Gird up your angers. Our way 

the wind of sweet victory settles. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

O tender Eros and Lady of Cyprus, some flush of beauty I 

pray you devise 

To flash on our bosoms and, O Aphrodite, rosily gleam on 

our valorous thighs! 

Joy will raise up its head through the legions warring and 

all of the far-serried ranks of mad-love 

Bristle the earth to the pillared horizon, pointing in vain to 

the heavens above. 

I think that perhaps then they'll give us our title-- 

Peace-makers. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

          What do you mean? Please explain. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

  First, we'll not see you now flourishing arms about into the 

    Marketing-place clang again. 

 



WOMEN 

  No, by the Paphian. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Still I can conjure them as past were the herbs stand or crockery's sold 

Like Corybants jingling (poor sots) fully armoured, they noisily round 

on their promenade strolled. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

And rightly; that's discipline, they-- 

 

LYSISTRATA 

But what's sillier than to go on an errand of buying a fish 

Carrying along an immense. Gorgon-buckler instead the usual platter 

or dish? 

A phylarch I lately saw, mounted on horse-back, dressed for the part 

with long ringlets and all, 

Stow in his helmet the omelet bought steaming from an old woman who 

kept a food-stall. 

Nearby a soldier, a Thracian, was shaking wildly his spear like Tereus 

in the play, 

To frighten a fig-girl while unseen the ruffian filched from her 

fruit-trays the ripest away. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

How, may I ask, will your rule re-establish order and justice in lands 

so tormented? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Nothing is easier. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Out with it speedily--what is this plan that you boast you've invented? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

If, when yarn we are winding, It chances to tangle, then, as perchance you 

may know, through the skein 

This way and that still the spool we keep passing till it is finally clear 

all again: 

So to untangle the War and its errors, ambassadors out on all sides we will 

send 



This way and that, here, there and round about--soon you will find that the 

War has an end. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

So with these trivial tricks of the household, domestic analogies of 

threads, skeins and spools, 

You think that you'll solve such a bitter complexity, unwind such political 

problems, you fools! 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Well, first as we wash dirty wool so's to cleanse it, so with a pitiless 

zeal we will scrub 

Through the whole city for all greasy fellows; burrs too, the parasites, 

off we will rub. 

That verminous plague of insensate place-seekers soon between thumb and 

forefinger we'll crack. 

All who inside Athens' walls have their dwelling into one great common 

basket we'll pack. 

Disenfranchised or citizens, allies or aliens, pell-mell the lot of them 

in we will squeeze. 

Till they discover humanity's meaning.... As for disjointed and far 

colonies, 

Them you must never from this time imagine as scattered about just like 

lost hanks of wool. 

Each portion we'll take and wind in to this centre, inward to Athens 

each loyalty pull, 

Till from the vast heap where all's piled together at last can be woven 

a strong Cloak of State. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

How terrible is it to stand here and watch them carding and winding at 

will with our fate, 

Witless in war as they are. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

What of us then, who ever in vain for our children must weep 

Borne but to perish afar and in vain? 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Not that, O let that one memory sleep! 

 

LYSISTRATA 



Then while we should be companioned still merrily, happy as brides may, 

the livelong night, 

Kissing youth by, we are forced to lie single.... But leave for a moment 

our pitiful plight, 

It hurts even more to behold the poor maidens helpless wrinkling in 

staler virginity. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Does not a man age? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Not in the same way. Not as a woman grows withered, grows he. 

He, when returned from the war, though grey-headed, yet 

if he wishes can choose out a wife. 

But she has no solace save peering for omens, wretched and 

lonely the rest of her life. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

But the old man will often select-- 

 

LYSISTRATA 

O why not finish and die? 

A bier is easy to buy, 

A honey-cake I'll knead you with joy, 

This garland will see you are decked. 

 

CALONICE 

I've a wreath for you too. 

 

MYRRHINE 

I also will fillet you. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

What more is lacking? Step aboard the boat. 

See, Charon shouts ahoy. 

You're keeping him, he wants to shove afloat. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Outrageous insults! Thus my place to flout! 

Now to my fellow-magistrates I'll go 

And what you've perpetrated on me show. 



 

LYSISTRATA 

Why are you blaming us for laying you out? 

Assure yourself we'll not forget to make 

The third day offering early for your sake. 

 

MAGISTRATE retires, LYSISTRATA returns within. 

 

OLD MEN. 

All men who call your loins your own, awake at last, arise 

And strip to stand in readiness. For as it seems to me 

Some more perilous offensive in their heads they now devise. 

I'm sure a Tyranny 

Like that of Hippias 

In this I detect.... 

They mean to put us under 

Themselves I suspect, 

And that Laconians assembling 

At Cleisthenes' house have played 

A trick-of-war and provoked them 

Madly to raid 

The Treasury, in which term I include 

The Pay for my food. 

For is it not preposterous 

They should talk this way to us 

On a subject such as battle! 

And, women as they are, about bronze bucklers dare prattle-- 

Make alliance with the Spartans--people I for one 

Like very hungry wolves would always most sincere shun.... 

Some dirty game is up their sleeve, 

I believe. 

A Tyranny, no doubt... but they won't catch me, that know. 

Henceforth on my guard I'll go, 

A sword with myrtle-branches wreathed for ever in my hand, 

And under arms in the Public Place I'll take my watchful stand, 

Shoulder to shoulder with Aristogeiton. Now my staff I'll draw 

And start at once by knocking 

that shocking 

Hag upon the jaw. 

 

WOMEN. 

Your own mother will not know you when you get back to the town. 

But first, my friends and allies, let us lay these garments down, 

And all ye fellow-citizens, hark to me while I tell 



What will aid Athens well. 

Just as is right, for I 

Have been a sharer 

In all the lavish splendour 

Of the proud city. 

I bore the holy vessels 

At seven, then 

I pounded barley 

At the age of ten, 

And clad in yellow robes, 

Soon after this, 

I was Little Bear to 

Brauronian Artemis; 

Then neckletted with figs, 

Grown tall and pretty, 

I was a Basket-bearer, 

And so it's obvious I should 

Give you advice that I think good, 

The very best I can. 

It should not prejudice my voice that I'm not born a man, 

If I say something advantageous to the present situation. 

For I'm taxed too, and as a toll provide men for the nation 

While, miserable greybeards, you, 

It is true, 

Contribute nothing of any importance whatever to our needs; 

But the treasure raised against the Medes 

You've squandered, and do nothing in return, save that you make 

Our lives and persons hazardous by some imbecile mistakes 

What can you answer? Now be careful, don't arouse my spite, 

Or with my slipper I'll take you napping, 

faces slapping 

Left and right. 

 

MEN. 

What villainies they contrive! 

Come, let vengeance fall, 

You that below the waist are still alive, 

Off with your tunics at my call-- 

Naked, all. 

For a man must strip to battle like a man. 

No quaking, brave steps taking, careless what's ahead, white shoed, 

in the nude, onward bold, 

All ye who garrisoned Leipsidrion of old.... 

Let each one wag 

As youthfully as he can, 



And if he has the cause at heart 

Rise at least a span. 

We must take a stand and keep to it, 

For if we yield the smallest bit 

To their importunity. 

Then nowhere from their inroads will be left to us immunity. 

But they'll be building ships and soon their navies will attack us, 

As Artemisia did, and seek to fight us and to sack us. 

And if they mount, the Knights they'll rob 

Of a job, 

For everyone knows how talented they all are in the saddle, 

Having long practised how to straddle; 

No matter how they're jogged there up and down, they're never thrown. 

Then think of Myron's painting, and each horse-backed Amazon 

In combat hand-to-hand with men.... Come, on these women fall, 

And in pierced wood-collars let's stick 

quick 

The necks of one and all. 

 

WOMEN. 

Don't cross me or I'll loose 

The Beast that's kennelled here.... 

And soon you will be howling for a truce, 

Howling out with fear. 

But my dear, 

Strip also, that women may battle unhindered.... 

But you, you'll be too sore to eat garlic more, or one black bean, 

I really mean, so great's my spleen, to kick you black and blue 

With these my dangerous legs. 

I'll hatch the lot of you, 

If my rage you dash on, 

The way the relentless Beetle 

Hatched the Eagle's eggs. 

Scornfully aside I set 

Every silly old-man threat 

While Lampito's with me. 

Or dear Ismenia, the noble Theban girl. Then let decree 

Be hotly piled upon decree; in vain will be your labours, 

You futile rogue abominated by your suffering neighbour 

To Hecate's feast I yesterday went. 

Off I sent 

To our neighbours in Boeotia, asking as a gift to me 

For them to pack immediately 

That darling dainty thing ... a good fat eel [1] I meant of course; 

[Footnote 1:Vide supra, p. 23.] 



But they refused because some idiotic old decree's in force. 

O this strange passion for decrees nothing on earth can check, 

Till someone puts a foot out tripping you, 

and slipping you 

Break your neck. 

 

LYSISTRATA enters in dismay. 

 

WOMEN 

Dear Mistress of our martial enterprise, 

Why do you come with sorrow in your eyes? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

O 'tis our naughty femininity, 

So weak in one spot, that hath saddened me. 

 

WOMEN 

What's this? Please speak. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Poor women, O so weak! 

 

WOMEN 

What can it be? Surely your friends may know. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Yea, I must speak it though it hurt me so. 

 

WOMEN 

Speak; can we help? Don't stand there mute in need. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

I'll blurt it out then--our women's army's mutinied. 

 

WOMEN 

O Zeus! 

 

LYSISTRATA 



What use is Zeus to our anatomy? 

Here is the gaping calamity I meant: 

I cannot shut their ravenous appetites 

A moment more now. They are all deserting. 

The first I caught was sidling through the postern 

Close by the Cave of Pan: the next hoisting herself 

With rope and pulley down: a third on the point 

Of slipping past: while a fourth malcontent, seated 

For instant flight to visit Orsilochus 

On bird-back, I dragged off by the hair in time.... 

They are all snatching excuses to sneak home. 

Look, there goes one.... Hey, what's the hurry? 

 

1ST WOMAN 

I must get home. I've some Milesian wool 

Packed wasting away, and moths are pushing through it. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Fine moths indeed, I know. Get back within. 

 

1ST WOMAN 

By the Goddesses, I'll return instantly. 

I only want to stretch it on my bed. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

You shall stretch nothing and go nowhere either. 

 

1ST WOMAN 

Must I never use my wool then? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

If needs be. 

 

2ND WOMAN 

How unfortunate I am! O my poor flax! 

It's left at home unstript. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

So here's another 

That wishes to go home and strip her flax. 

Inside again! 



 

2ND WOMAN 

No, by the Goddess of Light, 

I'll be back as soon as I have flayed it properly. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

You'll not flay anything. For if you begin 

There'll not be one here but has a patch to be flayed. 

 

3RD WOMAN 

O holy Eilithyia, stay this birth 

Till I have left the precincts of the place! 

 

LYSISTRATA 

What nonsense is this? 

 

3RD WOMAN 

I'll drop it any minute. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Yesterday you weren't with child. 

 

3RD WOMAN 

But I am today. 

O let me find a midwife, Lysistrata. 

O quickly! 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Now what story is this you tell? 

What is this hard lump here? 

 

3RD WOMAN 

It's a male child. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

By Aphrodite, it isn't. Your belly's hollow, 

And it has the feel of metal.... Well, I soon can see. 

You hussy, it's Athene's sacred helm, 

And you said you were with child. 

 



3RD WOMAN 

And so I am. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Then why the helm? 

 

3RD WOMAN 

So if the throes should take me 

Still in these grounds I could use it like a dove 

As a laying-nest in which to drop the child. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

More pretexts! You can't hide your clear intent, 

And anyway why not wait till the tenth day 

Meditating a brazen name for your brass brat? 

 

WOMAN 

And I can't sleep a wink. My nerve is gone 

Since I saw that snake-sentinel of the shrine. 

 

WOMAN 

And all those dreadful owls with their weird hooting! 

Though I'm wearied out, I can't close an eye. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

You wicked women, cease from juggling lies. 

You want your men. But what of them as well? 

They toss as sleepless in the lonely night, 

I'm sure of it. Hold out awhile, hold out, 

But persevere a teeny-weeny longer. 

An oracle has promised Victory 

If we don't wrangle. Would you hear the words? 

 

WOMEN 

Yes, yes, what is it? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Silence then, you chatterboxes. 

Here-- 

Whenas the swallows flocking in one place from the hoopoes 

Deny themselves love's gambols any more, 



All woes shall then have ending and great Zeus the Thunderer 

Shall put above what was below before. 

 

WOMEN 

Will the men then always be kept under us? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

But if the swallows squabble among themselves and fly away 

Out of the temple, refusing to agree, 

Then The Most Wanton Birds in all the World 

They shall be named for ever. That's his decree. 

 

WOMAN 

It's obvious what it means. 

LYSISTRATA 

                     Now by all the gods 

We must let no agony deter from duty, 

Back to your quarters. For we are base indeed, 

My friends, if we betray the oracle. 

She goes out. 

 

OLD MEN. 

I'd like to remind you of a fable they used to employ, 

When I was a little boy: 

How once through fear of the marriage-bed a young man, 

Melanion by name, to the wilderness ran, 

And there on the hills he dwelt. 

For hares he wove a net 

Which with his dog he set-- 

Most likely he's there yet. 

For he never came back home, so great was the fear he felt. 

I loathe the sex as much as he, 

And therefore I no less shall be 

As chaste as was Melanion. 

 

MAN 

Grann'am, do you much mind men? 

 

WOMAN 

Onions you won't need, to cry. 

 

MAN 



From my foot you shan't escape. 

 

WOMAN 

What thick forests I espy. 

 

MEN 

So much Myronides' fierce beard 

And thundering black back were feared, 

That the foe fled when they were shown-- 

Brave he as Phormion. 

 

WOMEN. 

Well, I'll relate a rival fable just to show to you 

A different point of view: 

There was a rough-hewn fellow, Timon, with a face 

That glowered as through a thorn-bush in a wild, bleak place. 

He too decided on flight, 

This very Furies' son, 

All the world's ways to shun 

And hide from everyone, 

Spitting out curses on all knavish men to left and right. 

But though he reared this hate for men, 

He loved the women even then, 

And never thought them enemies. 

 

WOMAN 

O your jaw I'd like to break. 

 

MAN 

That I fear do you suppose? 

 

WOMAN 

Learn what kicks my legs can make. 

 

MAN 

Raise them up, and you'll expose-- 

 

 

 

WOMAN 



Nay, you'll see there, I engage, 

All is well kept despite my age, 

And tended smooth enough to slip 

From any adversary's grip. 

 

LYSISTRATA appears. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Hollo there, hasten hither to me 

Skip fast along. 

 

WOMAN 

What is this? Why the noise? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

A man, a man! I spy a frenzied man! 

He carries Love upon him like a staff. 

O Lady of Cyprus, and Cythera, and Paphos, 

I beseech you, keep our minds and hands to the oath. 

 

WOMAN 

Where is he, whoever he is? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

By the Temple of Chloe. 

 

WOMAN 

Yes, now I see him, but who can he be? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Look at him. Does anyone recognise his face? 

 

MYRRHINE 

I do. He is my husband, Cinesias. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

You know how to work. Play with him, lead him on, 

Seduce him to the cozening-point--kiss him, kiss him, 

Then slip your mouth aside just as he's sure of it, 



Ungirdle every caress his mouth feels at 

Save that the oath upon the bowl has locked. 

 

MYRRHINE 

You can rely on me. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

I'll stay here to help 

In working up his ardor to its height 

Of vain magnificence.... The rest to their quarters. 

Enter CINESIAS. 

Who is this that stands within our lines? 

 

CINESIAS 

I. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

A man? 

 

CINESIAS 

Too much a man! 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Then be off at once. 

 

CINESIAS 

Who are you that thus eject me? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Guard for the day. 

 

CINESIAS 

By all the gods, then call Myrrhine hither. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

So, call Myrrhine hither! Who are you? 

 

CINESIAS 

I am her husband Cinesias, son of Anthros. 



 

LYSISTRATA 

Welcome, dear friend! That glorious name of yours 

Is quite familiar in our ranks. Your wife 

Continually has it in her mouth. 

She cannot touch an apple or an egg 

But she must say, "This to Cinesias!" 

 

CINESIAS 

O is that true? 

 

LYSISTRATA 

By Aphrodite, it is. 

If the conversation strikes on men, your wife 

Cuts in with, "All are boobies by Cinesias." 

 

CINESIAS 

Then call her here. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

And what am I to get? 

 

CINESIAS 

This, if you want it.... See, what I have here. 

But not to take away. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Then I'll call her. 

 

CINESIAS 

Be quick, be quick. All grace is wiped from life 

Since she went away. O sad, sad am I 

When there I enter on that loneliness, 

And wine is unvintaged of the sun's flavour. 

And food is tasteless. But I've put on weight. 

 

MYRRHINE (above) 

I love him O so much! but he won't have it. 

Don't call me down to him. 

 



CINESIAS 

Sweet little Myrrhine! 

What do you mean? Come here. 

 

MYRRHINE 

O no I won't. 

Why are you calling me? You don't want me. 

 

CINESIAS 

Not want you! with this week-old strength of love. 

 

MYRRHINE 

Farewell. 

 

CINESIAS 

Don't go, please don't go, Myrrhine. 

At least you'll hear our child. Call your mother, lad. 

 

CHILD 

Mummy ... mummy ... mummy! 

 

CINESIAS 

There now, don't you feel pity for the child? 

He's not been fed or washed now for six days. 

 

MYRRHINE 

I certainly pity him with so heartless a father. 

 

CINESIAS 

Come down, my sweetest, come for the child's sake. 

 

MYRRHINE 

A trying life it is to be a mother! 

I suppose I'd better go.             She comes down. 

 

CINESIAS 

How much younger she looks, 

How fresher and how prettier! Myrrhine, 

Lift up your lovely face, your disdainful face; 



And your ankle ... let your scorn step out its worst; 

It only rubs me to more ardor here. 

 

MYRRHINE (playing with the child) 

You're as innocent as he's iniquitous. 

Let me kiss you, honey-petting, mother's darling. 

 

CINESIAS 

How wrong to follow other women's counsel 

And let loose all these throbbing voids in yourself 

As well as in me. Don't you go throb-throb? 

 

MYRRHINE 

Take away your hands. 

 

CINESIAS 

Everything in the house 

Is being ruined. 

 

MYRRHINE 

I don't care at all. 

 

CINESIAS 

The roosters are picking all your web to rags. 

Do you mind that? 

 

MYRRHINE 

Not I. 

 

CINESIAS 

What time we've wasted 

We might have drenched with Paphian laughter, flung 

On Aphrodite's Mysteries. O come here. 

 

MYRRHINE 

Not till a treaty finishes the war. 

 

CINESIAS 

If you must have it, then we'll get it done. 

 



MYRRHINE 

Do it and I'll come home. Till then I am bound. 

 

CINESIAS 

Well, can't your oath perhaps be got around? 

 

MYRRHINE 

No ... no ... still I'll not say that I don't love you. 

 

CINESIAS 

You love me! Then dear girl, let me also love you. 

 

MYRRHINE 

You must be joking. The boy's looking on. 

 

CINESIAS 

Here, Manes, take the child home!... There, he's gone. 

There's nothing in the way now. Come to the point. 

 

MYRRHINE 

Here in the open! In plain sight? 

 

CINESIAS 

In Pan's cave. 

A splendid place. 

 

MYRRHINE 

Where shall I dress my hair again 

Before returning to the citadel? 

 

CINESIAS 

You can easily primp yourself in the Clepsydra. 

 

MYRRHINE 

But how can I break my oath? 

 

CINESIAS 

Leave that to me, 

I'll take all risk. 



 

MYRRHINE 

Well, I'll make you comfortable. 

 

CINESIAS 

Don't worry. I'd as soon lie on the grass. 

 

MYRRHINE 

No, by Apollo, in spite of all your faults 

I won't have you lying on the nasty earth. 

(From here MYRRHINE keeps on going off to fetch things.) 

 

CINESIAS 

Ah, how she loves me. 

 

MYRRHINE 

Rest there on the bench, 

While I arrange my clothes. O what a nuisance, 

I must find some cushions first. 

 

CINESIAS 

Why some cushions? 

Please don't get them! 

 

MYRRHINE 

What? The plain, hard wood? 

Never, by Artemis! That would be too vulgar. 

 

CINESIAS 

Open your arms! 

 

MYRRHINE 

No. Wait a second. 

 

CINESIAS 

O.... 

Then hurry back again. 

 

MYRRHINE 



Here the cushions are. 

Lie down while I--O dear! But what a shame, 

You need more pillows. 

 

CINESIAS 

I don't want them, dear. 

 

MYRRHINE 

But I do. 

 

CINESIAS 

Thwarted affection mine, 

They treat you just like Heracles at a feast 

With cheats of dainties, O disappointing arms! 

 

MYRRHINE 

Raise up your head. 

 

CINESIAS 

There, that's everything at last. 

 

MYRRHINE 

Yes, all. 

 

CINESIAS 

Then run to my arms, you golden girl. 

 

MYRRHINE 

I'm loosening my girdle now. But you've not forgotten? 

You're not deceiving me about the Treaty? 

 

CINESIAS 

No, by my life, I'm not. 

 

MYRRHINE 

Why, you've no blanket. 

 

CINESIAS 

It's not the silly blanket's warmth but yours I want. 



 

MYRRHINE 

Never mind. You'll soon have both. I'll come straight back. 

 

CINESIAS 

The woman will choke me with her coverlets. 

 

MYRRHINE 

Get up a moment. 

 

CINESIAS 

I'm up high enough. 

 

MYRRHINE 

Would you like me to perfume you? 

 

CINESIAS 

By Apollo, no! 

 

MYRRHINE 

By Aphrodite, I'll do it anyway. 

 

CINESIAS 

Lord Zeus, may she soon use up all the myrrh. 

 

MYRRHINE 

Stretch out your hand. Take it and rub it in. 

 

CINESIAS 

Hmm, it's not as fragrant as might be; that is, 

Not before it's smeared. It doesn't smell of kisses. 

 

MYRRHINE 

How silly I am: I've brought you Rhodian scents. 

 

CINESIAS 

It's good enough, leave it, love. 

 



MYRRHINE 

You must be jesting. 

 

CINESIAS 

Plague rack the man who first compounded scent! 

 

MYRRHINE 

Here, take this flask. 

 

CINESIAS 

I've a far better one. 

Don't tease me, come here, and get nothing more. 

 

MYRRHINE 

I'm coming.... I'm just drawing off my shoes.... 

You're sure you will vote for Peace? 

 

CINESIAS 

I'll think about it. 

She runs off. 

I'm dead: the woman's worn me all away. 

She's gone and left me with an anguished pulse. 

 

MEN 

Baulked in your amorous delight 

How melancholy is your plight. 

With sympathy your case I view; 

For I am sure it's hard on you. 

What human being could sustain 

This unforeseen domestic strain, 

And not a single trace 

Of willing women in the place! 

 

CINESIAS 

O Zeus, what throbbing suffering! 

 

MEN 

She did it all, the harlot, she 

With her atrocious harlotry. 

 



WOMEN 

Nay, rather call her darling-sweet. 

 

MEN 

What, sweet? She's a rude, wicked thing. 

 

CINESIAS 

A wicked thing, as I repeat. 

O Zeus, O Zeus, 

Canst Thou not suddenly let loose 

Some twirling hurricane to tear 

Her flapping up along the air 

And drop her, when she's whirled around, 

Here to the ground 

Neatly impaled upon the stake 

That's ready upright for her sake. 

He goes out. 

 

Enter SPARTAN HERALD. 

The MAGISTRATE comes forward. 

 

HERALD 

What here gabs the Senate an' the Prytanes? 

I've fetcht despatches for them. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Are you a man 

Or a monstrosity? 

 

HERALD 

My scrimp-brained lad, 

I'm a herald, as ye see, who hae come frae Sparta 

Anent a Peace. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Then why do you hide that lance 

That sticks out under your arms? 

 

HERALD. 

I've brought no lance. 



 

MAGISTRATE 

Then why do you turn aside and hold your cloak 

So far out from your body? Is your groin swollen 

With stress of travelling? 

 

HERALD 

By Castor, I'll swear 

The man is wud. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Indeed, your cloak is wide, 

My rascal fellow. 

 

HERALD 

But I tell ye No! 

Enow o' fleering! 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Well, what is it then? 

 

HERALD 

It's my despatch cane. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Of course--a Spartan cane! 

But speak right out. I know all this too well. 

Are new privations springing up in Sparta? 

 

HERALD 

Och, hard as could be: in lofty lusty columns 

Our allies stand united. We maun get Pellene. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

Whence has this evil come? Is it from Pan? 

 

HERALD 

No. Lampito first ran asklent, then the others 

Sprinted after her example, and blocked, the hizzies, 

Their wames unskaithed against our every fleech. 



 

MAGISTRATE 

What did you do? 

 

HERALD 

We are broken, and bent double, 

Limp like men carrying lanthorns in great winds 

About the city. They winna let us even 

Wi' lightest neif skim their primsie pretties 

Till we've concluded Peace-terms wi' a' Hellas. 

 

MAGISTRATE 

So the conspiracy is universal; 

This proves it. Then return to Sparta. Bid them 

Send envoys with full powers to treat of Peace; 

And I will urge the Senate here to choose 

Plenipotentiary ambassadors, 

As argument adducing this connection. 

 

HERALD 

I'm off. Your wisdom none could contravert. 

They retire. 

 

MEN 

There is no beast, no rush of fire, like woman so untamed. 

She calmly goes her way where even panthers would be shamed. 

 

WOMEN 

And yet you are fool enough, it seems, to dare to war with me, 

When for your faithful ally you might win me easily. 

 

MEN 

Never could the hate I feel for womankind grow less. 

 

WOMEN 

Then have your will. But I'll take pity on your nakedness. 

For I can see just how ridiculous you look, and so 

Will help you with your tunic if close up I now may go. 

 

MEN 



Well, that, by Zeus, is no scoundrel-deed, I frankly will admit. 

I only took them off myself in a scoundrel raging-fit. 

 

WOMEN 

Now you look sensible, and that you're men no one could doubt. 

If you were but good friends again, I'd take the insect out 

That hurts your eye. 

 

MEN 

Is that what's wrong? That nasty bitie thing. 

Please squeeze it out, and show me what it is that makes this sting. 

It's been paining me a long while now. 

 

WOMEN 

Well I'll agree to that, 

Although you're most unmannerly. O what a giant gnat. 

Here, look! It comes from marshy Tricorysus, I can tell. 

 

MEN 

O thank you. It was digging out a veritable well. 

Now that it's gone, I can't hold back my tears. See how they fall. 

 

WOMEN 

I'll wipe them off, bad as you are, and kiss you after all. 

 

MEN 

I won't be kissed. 

 

WOMEN 

O yes, you will. Your wishes do not matter. 

 

MEN 

O botheration take you all! How you cajole and flatter. 

A hell it is to live with you; to live without, a hell: 

How truly was that said. But come, these enmities let's quell. 

You stop from giving orders and I'll stop from doing wrong. 

So let's join ranks and seal our bargain with a choric song. 

 

CHORUS. 

Athenians, it's not our intention 

To sow political dissension 



By giving any scandal mention; 

But on the contrary to promote good feeling in the state 

By word and deed. We've had enough calamities of late. 

So let a man or woman but divulge 

They need a trifle, say, 

Two minas, three or four, 

I've purses here that bulge. 

There's only one condition made 

(Indulge my whim in this I pray)-- 

When Peace is signed once more, 

On no account am I to be repaid. 

And I'm making preparation 

For a gay select collation 

With some youths of reputation. 

I've managed to produce some soup and they're slaughtering for me 

A sucking-pig: its flesh should taste as tender as could be. 

I shall expect you at my house today. 

To the baths make an early visit, 

And bring your children along; 

Don't dawdle on the way. 

Ask no one; enter as if the place 

Was all your own--yours henceforth is it. 

If nothing chances wrong, 

The door will then be shut bang in your face. 

The SPARTAN AMBASSADORS approach. 

 

CHORUS 

Here come the Spartan envoys with long, worried beards. 

Hail, Spartans how do you fare? 

Did anything new arise? 

 

SPARTANS 

No need for a clutter o' words. Do ye see our condition? 

 

CHORUS 

The situation swells to greater tension. 

Something will explode soon. 

 

SPARTANS 

It's awfu' truly. 

But come, let us wi' the best speed we may 

Scribble a Peace. 

 



CHORUS 

I notice that our men 

Like wrestlers poised for contest, hold their clothes 

Out from their bellies. An athlete's malady! 

Since exercise alone can bring relief. 

 

ATHENIANS 

Can anyone tell us where Lysistrata is? 

There is no need to describe our men's condition, 

It shows up plainly enough. 

 

CHORUS 

It's the same disease. 

Do you feel a jerking throbbing in the morning? 

 

ATHENIANS 

By Zeus, yes! In these straits, I'm racked all through. 

Unless Peace is soon declared, we shall be driven 

In the void of women to try Cleisthenes. 

 

CHORUS 

Be wise and cover those things with your tunics. 

Who knows what kind of person may perceive you? 

 

ATHENIANS 

By Zeus, you're right. 

 

SPARTANS 

By the Twa Goddesses, 

Indeed ye are. Let's put our tunics on. 

 

ATHENIANS 

Hail O my fellow-sufferers, hail Spartans. 

 

SPARTANS 

O hinnie darling, what a waefu' thing! 

If they had seen us wi' our lunging waddies! 

 

ATHENIANS 

Tell us then, Spartans, what has brought you here? 



 

SPARTANS 

We come to treat o' Peace. 

 

ATHENIANS 

Well spoken there! 

And we the same. Let us callout Lysistrata 

Since she alone can settle the Peace-terms. 

 

SPARTANS 

Callout Lysistratus too if ye don't mind. 

 

CHORUS 

No indeed. She hears your voices and she comes. 

Enter LYSISTRATA 

Hail, Wonder of all women! Now you must be in turn 

Hard, shifting, clear, deceitful, noble, crafty, sweet, and stern. 

The foremost men of Hellas, smitten by your fascination, 

Have brought their tangled quarrels here for your sole arbitration. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

An easy task if the love's raging home-sickness 

Doesn't start trying out how well each other 

Will serve instead of us. But I'll know at once 

If they do. O where's that girl, Reconciliation? 

Bring first before me the Spartan delegates, 

And see you lift no rude or violent hands-- 

None of the churlish ways our husbands used. 

But lead them courteously, as women should. 

And if they grudge fingers, guide them by other methods, 

And introduce them with ready tact. The Athenians 

Draw by whatever offers you a grip. 

Now, Spartans, stay here facing me. Here you, 

Athenians. Both hearken to my words. 

I am a woman, but I'm not a fool. 

And what of natural intelligence I own 

Has been filled out with the remembered precepts 

My father and the city-elders taught me. 

First I reproach you both sides equally 

That when at Pylae and Olympia, 

At Pytho and the many other shrines 

That I could name, you sprinkle from one cup 

The altars common to all Hellenes, yet 



You wrack Hellenic cities, bloody Hellas 

With deaths of her own sons, while yonder clangs 

The gathering menace of barbarians. 

 

ATHENIANS 

We cannot hold it in much longer now. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Now unto you, O Spartans, do I speak. 

Do you forget how your own countryman, 

Pericleidas, once came hither suppliant 

Before our altars, pale in his purple robes, 

Praying for an army when in Messenia 

Danger growled, and the Sea-god made earth quaver. 

Then with four thousand hoplites Cimon marched 

And saved all Sparta. Yet base ingrates now, 

You are ravaging the soil of your preservers. 

 

ATHENIANS 

By Zeus, they do great wrong, Lysistrata. 

 

SPARTANS 

Great wrong, indeed. O! What a luscious wench! 

 

LYSISTRATA 

And now I turn to the Athenians. 

Have you forgotten too how once the Spartans 

In days when you wore slavish tunics, came 

And with their spears broke a Thessalian host 

And all the partisans of Hippias? 

They alone stood by your shoulder on that day. 

They freed you, so that for the slave's short skirt 

You should wear the trailing cloak of liberty. 

 

SPARTANS 

I've never seen a nobler woman anywhere. 

 

ATHENIANS 

Nor I one with such prettily jointing hips. 

 

LYSISTRATA 



Now, brethren twined with mutual benefactions, 

Can you still war, can you suffer such disgrace? 

Why not be friends? What is there to prevent you? 

 

SPARTANS 

We're agreed, gin that we get this tempting Mole. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Which one? 

 

SPARTANS 

That ane we've wanted to get into, 

O for sae lang.... Pylos, of course. 

 

ATHENIANS 

By Poseidon, 

Never! 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Give it up. 

 

ATHENIANS 

Then what will we do? 

We need that ticklish place united to us-- 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Ask for some other lurking-hole in return. 

 

ATHENIANS 

Then, ah, we'll choose this snug thing here, Echinus, 

Shall we call the nestling spot? And this backside haven, 

These desirable twin promontories, the Maliac, 

And then of course these Megarean Legs. 

 

SPARTANS 

Not that, O surely not that, never that. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Agree! Now what are two legs more or less? 

 



ATHENIANS 

I want to strip at once and plough my land. 

 

SPARTANS 

And mine I want to fertilize at once. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

And so you can, when Peace is once declared. 

If you mean it, get your allies' heads together 

And come to some decision. 

 

ATHENIANS 

What allies? 

There's no distinction in our politics: 

We've risen as one man to this conclusion; 

Every ally is jumping-mad to drive it home. 

 

SPARTANS 

And ours the same, for sure. 

 

ATHENIANS 

The Carystians first! 

I'll bet on that. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

I agree with all of you. 

Now off, and cleanse yourselves for the Acropolis, 

For we invite you all in to a supper 

From our commissariat baskets. There at table 

You will pledge good behaviour and uprightness; 

Then each man's wife is his to hustle home. 

 

ATHENIANS 

Come, as quickly as possible. 

 

SPARTANS 

As quick as ye like. 

Lead on. 

 

ATHENIANS 



O Zeus, quick, quick, lead quickly on. 

They hurry off. 

 

CHORUS. 

Broidered stuffs on high I'm heaping, 

Fashionable cloaks and sweeping 

Trains, not even gold gawds keeping. 

Take them all, I pray you, take them all (I do not care) 

And deck your children--your daughter, if the Basket she's to bear. 

Come, everyone of you, come in and take 

Of this rich hoard a share. 

Nought's tied so skilfully 

But you its seal can break 

And plunder all you spy inside. 

I've laid out all that I can spare, 

And therefore you will see 

Nothing unless than I you're sharper-eyed. 

If lacking corn a man should be 

While his slaves clamour hungrily 

And his excessive progeny, 

Then I've a handfull of grain at home which is always to be had, 

And to which in fact a more-than-life-size loaf I'd gladly add. 

 

Then let the poor bring with them bag or sack 

And take this store of food. 

Manes, my man, I'll tell 

To help them all to pack 

Their wallets full. But O take care. 

I had forgotten; don't intrude, 

Or terrified you'll yell. 

My dog is hungry too, and bites--beware! 

 

Some LOUNGERS from the Market with torches approach 

the Banqueting hall. The PORTER bars their entrance. 

 

1ST MARKET-LOUNGER 

Open the door. 

 

PORTER 

Here move along. 

 

1ST MARKET-LOUNGER 



What's this? 

You're sitting down. Shall I singe you with my torch? 

That's vulgar! O I couldn't do it ... yet 

If it would gratify the audience, 

I'll mortify myself. 

 

2ND MARKET-LOUNGER 

And I will too. 

We'll both be crude and vulgar, yes we will. 

 

PORTER 

Be off at once now or you'll be wailing 

Dirges for your hair. Get off at once, 

And see you don't disturb the Spartan envoys 

Just coming out from the splendid feast they've had. 

The banqueters begin to come out. 

 

1ST ATHENIAN 

I've never known such a pleasant banquet before, 

And what delightful fellows the Spartans are. 

When we are warm with wine, how wise we grow. 

 

2ND ATHENIAN 

That's only fair, since sober we're such fools: 

This is the advice I'd give the Athenians-- 

See our ambassadors are always drunk. 

For when we visit Sparta sober, then 

We're on the alert for trickery all the while 

So that we miss half of the things they say, 

And misinterpret things that were never said, 

And then report the muddle back to Athens. 

But now we're charmed with each other. They might cap 

With the Telamon-catch instead of the Cleitagora, 

And we'd applaud and praise them just the same; 

We're not too scrupulous in weighing words. 

 

PORTER 

Why, here the rascals come again to plague me. 

Won't you move on, you sorry loafers there! 

 

MARKET-LOUNGER 

Yes, by Zeus, they're already coming out. 



 

SPARTANS 

Now hinnie dearest, please tak' up your pipe 

That I may try a spring an' sing my best 

In honour o' the Athenians an' oursels. 

 

ATHENIANS 

Aye, take your pipe. By all the gods, there's nothing 

Could glad my heart more than to watch you dance. 

 

SPARTANS. 

Mnemosyne, 

Let thy fire storm these younkers, 

O tongue wi' stormy ecstasy 

My Muse that knows 

Our deeds and theirs, how when at sea 

Their navies swooped upon 

The Medes at Artemision-- 

Gods for their courage, did they strike 

Wrenching a triumph frae their foes; 

While at Thermopylae 

Leonidas' army stood: wild-boars they were like 

Wild-boars that wi' fierce threat 

Their terrible tusks whet; 

The sweat ran streaming down each twisted face, 

Faen blossoming i' strange petals o' death 

Panted frae mortal breath, 

The sweat drenched a' their bodies i' that place, 

For the hurly-burly o' Persians glittered more 

Than the sands on the shore. 

Come, Hunting Girl, an' hear my prayer-- 

You whose arrows whizz in woodlands, come an' bless 

This Peace we swear. 

Let us be fenced wi' age long amity, 

O let this bond stick ever firm through thee 

In friendly happiness. 

Henceforth no guilefu' perjury be seen! 

O hither, hither O 

Thou wildwood queen. 

 

LYSISTRATA 

Earth is delighted now, peace is the voice of earth. 

Spartans, sort out your wives: Athenians, yours. 

Let each catch hands with his wife and dance his joy, 



Dance out his thanks, be grateful in music, 

And promise reformation with his heels. 

 

ATHENIANS. 

O Dancers, forward. Lead out the Graces, 

Call Artemis out; 

Then her brother, the Dancer of Skies, 

That gracious Apollo. 

Invoke with a shout 

Dionysus out of whose eyes 

Breaks fire on the maenads that follow; 

And Zeus with his flares of quick lightning, and call, 

Happy Hera, Queen of all, 

And all the Daimons summon hither to be 

Witnesses of our revelry 

And of the noble Peace we have made, 

Aphrodite our aid. 

 

Io Paieon, Io, cry-- 

For victory, leap! 

Attained by me, leap! 

Euoi Euoi Euai Euai. 

 

SPARTANS 

Piper, gie us the music for a new sang. 

 

SPARTANS. 

Leaving again lovely lofty Taygetus 

Hither O Spartan Muse, hither to greet us, 

And wi' our choric voice to raise 

To Amyclean Apollo praise, 

And Tyndareus' gallant sons whose days 

Alang Eurotas' banks merrily pass, 

An' Athene o' the House o' Brass. 

Now the dance begin; 

Dance, making swirl your fringe o' woolly skin, 

While we join voices 

To hymn dear Sparta that rejoices 

I' a beautifu' sang, 

An' loves to see 

Dancers tangled beautifully; 

For the girls i' tumbled ranks 

Alang Eurotas' banks 



Like wanton fillies thrang, 

Frolicking there 

 

An' like Bacchantes shaking the wild air 

To comb a giddy laughter through the hair, 

Bacchantes that clench thyrsi as they sweep 

To the ecstatic leap. 

An' Helen, Child o' Leda, come 

Thou holy, nimble, gracefu' Queen, 

Lead thou the dance, gather thy joyous tresses up i' bands 

An' play like a fawn. To madden them, clap thy hands, 

And sing praise to the warrior goddess templed i' our lands, 

Her o' the House o' Brass. 

  



Madame Bovary (by Gustave Flaubert) 

 

Translated from the French by Eleanor Marx-Aveling 

 

Madame Bovary, originally published as Madame Bovary: Provincial Manners (French: 

Madame Bovary: Mœurs de province), is a novel by French writer Gustave Flaubert, published 

in 1856. The eponymous character lives beyond her means in order to escape the banalities and 

emptiness of provincial life. 

The editors of the Revue de Paris, where Madame Bovary was first published, censored 

the work because they feared that it would be censored by the authorities. The editors cut out 69 

passages, including one in which Emma and a man she is having an affair with stay shuttered 

inside a coach for many hours. The editors claimed that many of the changes were made for 

aesthetic reasons, but Flaubert felt it was due to the editor's lack of style.  

Flaubert insisted on putting a note in with the work saying that it had been censored. 

This, along with an article Flaubert published containing many excerpts he had written that had 

been censored, attracted the authorities' attention. In 1857 Flaubert was brought to trial under a 

law that had been passed in 1819 saying that the sale or distribution of any written work that 

offended public or religious decency was to be suppressed. The prosecutor in the case argued not 

only was the work offensive because of the sexuality, but also because you could not tell "what 

is going on in the author's conscience". 

The resulting trial in January 1857 made the story notorious. After Flaubert's acquittal on 

7 February 1857, Madame Bovary became a bestseller in April 1857 when it was published in 

two volumes. A seminal work of literary realism, the novel is now considered Flaubert's 

masterpiece, and one of the most influential literary works in history.  

In 1864, Madame Bovary was placed on the Index Librorum Prohibitorum, a list of books 

banned for lay Roman Catholic readership. It remained there until Pope Paul VI formally 

abolished the Index in 1966. 

In 1954, in the US, Madame Bovary was placed on the black list of the National 

Organization of Decent Literature. (An American pressure group active in campaigning for the 

censorship of literature. Largely led by Roman Catholic priests, it was founded in 1938 and ran 

until the late 1960s.)   



 

Want to know more? 

A tragic heroine in a Norman hole, Dockerblog 

Beware of books! Madame Bovary and the old anxieties about women who read, Books On Trial  

http://downesmichael.blogspot.com/2008/09/madame-bovary-by-gustave-flaubert.html
https://www.booksontrial.com/girls-who-read-are-dangerous-the-anxieties-about-women-with-books-in-madame-bovary/
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Dedication 

 

To 

Marie-Antoine-Jules Senard 

Member of the Paris Bar, Ex-President of the National Assembly, and Former Minister of the 

Interior 

Dear and Illustrious Friend, 

Permit me to inscribe your name at the head of this book, and above its dedication; for it is to 

you, before all, that I owe its publication. Reading over your magnificent defence, my work has 

acquired for myself, as it were, an unexpected authority. 

Accept, then, here, the homage of my gratitude, which, how great soever it is, will never attain 

the height of your eloquence and your devotion. 

Gustave Flaubert, 

Paris, 12 April 1857 

  



Part I 

Chapter One 

We were in class when the head-master came in, followed by a “new fellow,” not wearing the 

school uniform, and a school servant carrying a large desk. Those who had been asleep woke up, 

and every one rose as if just surprised at his work. 

The head-master made a sign to us to sit down. Then, turning to the class-master, he said to 

him in a low voice— 

“Monsieur Roger, here is a pupil whom I recommend to your care; he’ll be in the second. If 

his work and conduct are satisfactory, he will go into one of the upper classes, as becomes his 

age.” 

The “new fellow,” standing in the corner behind the door so that he could hardly be seen, was 

a country lad of about fifteen, and taller than any of us. His hair was cut square on his forehead 

like a village chorister’s; he looked reliable, but very ill at ease. Although he was not broad-

shouldered, his short school jacket of green cloth with black buttons must have been tight about 

the arm-holes, and showed at the opening of the cuffs red wrists accustomed to being bare. His 

legs, in blue stockings, looked out from beneath yellow trousers, drawn tight by braces, He wore 

stout, ill-cleaned, hob-nailed boots. 

We began repeating the lesson. He listened with all his ears, as attentive as if at a sermon, not 

daring even to cross his legs or lean on his elbow; and when at two o’clock the bell rang, the 

master was obliged to tell him to fall into line with the rest of us. 

When we came back to work, we were in the habit of throwing our caps on the ground so as to 

have our hands more free; we used from the door to toss them under the form, so that they hit 

against the wall and made a lot of dust: it was “the thing.” 

But, whether he had not noticed the trick, or did not dare to attempt it, the “new fellow,” was 

still holding his cap on his knees even after prayers were over. It was one of those head-gears of 

composite order, in which we can find traces of the bearskin, shako, billycock hat, sealskin cap, 

and cotton night-cap; one of those poor things, in fine, whose dumb ugliness has depths of 

expression, like an imbecile’s face. Oval, stiffened with whalebone, it began with three round 

knobs; then came in succession lozenges of velvet and rabbit-skin separated by a red band; after 

that a sort of bag that ended in a cardboard polygon covered with complicated braiding, from 

which hung, at the end of a long thin cord, small twisted gold threads in the manner of a tassel. 

The cap was new; its peak shone. 

“Rise,” said the master. 

He stood up; his cap fell. The whole class began to laugh. He stooped to pick it up. A neighbor 

knocked it down again with his elbow; he picked it up once more. 

“Get rid of your helmet,” said the master, who was a bit of a wag. 

There was a burst of laughter from the boys, which so thoroughly put the poor lad out of 

countenance that he did not know whether to keep his cap in his hand, leave it on the ground, or 

put it on his head. He sat down again and placed it on his knee. 

“Rise,” repeated the master, “and tell me your name.” 

The new boy articulated in a stammering voice an unintelligible name. 



“Again!” 

The same sputtering of syllables was heard, drowned by the tittering of the class. 

“Louder!” cried the master; “louder!” 

The “new fellow” then took a supreme resolution, opened an inordinately large mouth, and 

shouted at the top of his voice as if calling someone in the word “Charbovari.” 

A hubbub broke out, rose in crescendo with bursts of shrill voices (they yelled, barked, 

stamped, repeated “Charbovari! Charbovari”), then died away into single notes, growing quieter 

only with great difficulty, and now and again suddenly recommencing along the line of a form 

whence rose here and there, like a damp cracker going off, a stifled laugh. 

However, amid a rain of impositions, order was gradually re-established in the class; and the 

master having succeeded in catching the name of “Charles Bovary,” having had it dictated to 

him, spelt out, and re-read, at once ordered the poor devil to go and sit down on the punishment 

form at the foot of the master’s desk. He got up, but before going hesitated. 

“What are you looking for?” asked the master. 

“My c-a-p,” timidly said the “new fellow,” casting troubled looks round him. 

“Five hundred lines for all the class!” shouted in a furious voice stopped, like the Quos ego[1], 

a fresh outburst. “Silence!” continued the master indignantly, wiping his brow with his 

handkerchief, which he had just taken from his cap. “As to you, ‘new boy,’ you will conjugate 

‘ridiculus sum’[2] twenty times.” 

[1] A quotation from the Aeneid signifying a threat. 

[2] I am ridiculous. 

Then, in a gentler tone, “Come, you’ll find your cap again; it hasn’t been stolen.” 

Quiet was restored. Heads bent over desks, and the “new fellow” remained for two hours in an 

exemplary attitude, although from time to time some paper pellet flipped from the tip of a pen 

came bang in his face. But he wiped his face with one hand and continued motionless, his eyes 

lowered. 

In the evening, at preparation, he pulled out his pens from his desk, arranged his small 

belongings, and carefully ruled his paper. We saw him working conscientiously, looking up 

every word in the dictionary, and taking the greatest pains. Thanks, no doubt, to the willingness 

he showed, he had not to go down to the class below. But though he knew his rules passably, he 

had little finish in composition. It was the cure of his village who had taught him his first Latin; 

his parents, from motives of economy, having sent him to school as late as possible. 

His father, Monsieur Charles Denis Bartolome Bovary, retired assistant-surgeon-major, 

compromised about 1812 in certain conscription scandals, and forced at this time to leave the 

service, had taken advantage of his fine figure to get hold of a dowry of sixty thousand francs 

that offered in the person of a hosier’s daughter who had fallen in love with his good looks. A 

fine man, a great talker, making his spurs ring as he walked, wearing whiskers that ran into his 

moustache, his fingers always garnished with rings and dressed in loud colours, he had the dash 

of a military man with the easy go of a commercial traveller. 

Once married, he lived for three or four years on his wife’s fortune, dining well, rising late, 

smoking long porcelain pipes, not coming in at night till after the theatre, and haunting cafes. 



The father-in-law died, leaving little; he was indignant at this, “went in for the business,” lost 

some money in it, then retired to the country, where he thought he would make money. 

But, as he knew no more about farming than calico, as he rode his horses instead of sending 

them to plough, drank his cider in bottle instead of selling it in cask, ate the finest poultry in his 

farmyard, and greased his hunting-boots with the fat of his pigs, he was not long in finding out 

that he would do better to give up all speculation. 

For two hundred francs a year he managed to live on the border of the provinces of Caux and 

Picardy, in a kind of place half farm, half private house; and here, soured, eaten up with regrets, 

cursing his luck, jealous of everyone, he shut himself up at the age of forty-five, sick of men, he 

said, and determined to live at peace. 

His wife had adored him once on a time; she had bored him with a thousand servilities that 

had only estranged him the more. Lively once, expansive and affectionate, in growing older she 

had become (after the fashion of wine that, exposed to air, turns to vinegar) ill-tempered, 

grumbling, irritable. She had suffered so much without complaint at first, until she had seem him 

going after all the village drabs, and until a score of bad houses sent him back to her at night, 

weary, stinking drunk. Then her pride revolted. After that she was silent, burying her anger in a 

dumb stoicism that she maintained till her death. She was constantly going about looking after 

business matters. She called on the lawyers, the president, remembered when bills fell due, got 

them renewed, and at home ironed, sewed, washed, looked after the workmen, paid the accounts, 

while he, troubling himself about nothing, eternally besotted in sleepy sulkiness, whence he only 

roused himself to say disagreeable things to her, sat smoking by the fire and spitting into the 

cinders. 

When she had a child, it had to be sent out to nurse. When he came home, the lad was spoilt as 

if he were a prince. His mother stuffed him with jam; his father let him run about barefoot, and, 

playing the philosopher, even said he might as well go about quite naked like the young of 

animals. As opposed to the maternal ideas, he had a certain virile idea of childhood on which he 

sought to mould his son, wishing him to be brought up hardily, like a Spartan, to give him a 

strong constitution. He sent him to bed without any fire, taught him to drink off large draughts of 

rum and to jeer at religious processions. But, peaceable by nature, the lad answered only poorly 

to his notions. His mother always kept him near her; she cut out cardboard for him, told him 

tales, entertained him with endless monologues full of melancholy gaiety and charming 

nonsense. In her life’s isolation she centered on the child’s head all her shattered, broken little 

vanities. She dreamed of high station; she already saw him, tall, handsome, clever, settled as an 

engineer or in the law. She taught him to read, and even, on an old piano, she had taught him two 

or three little songs. But to all this Monsieur Bovary, caring little for letters, said, “It was not 

worth while. Would they ever have the means to send him to a public school, to buy him a 

practice, or start him in business? Besides, with cheek a man always gets on in the world.” 

Madame Bovary bit her lips, and the child knocked about the village. 

He went after the labourers, drove away with clods of earth the ravens that were flying about. 

He ate blackberries along the hedges, minded the geese with a long switch, went haymaking 

during harvest, ran about in the woods, played hop-scotch under the church porch on rainy days, 

and at great fetes begged the beadle to let him toll the bells, that he might hang all his weight on 

the long rope and feel himself borne upward by it in its swing. Meanwhile he grew like an oak; 

he was strong on hand, fresh of colour. 



When he was twelve years old his mother had her own way; he began lessons. The curé took 

him in hand; but the lessons were so short and irregular that they could not be of much use. They 

were given at spare moments in the sacristy, standing up, hurriedly, between a baptism and a 

burial; or else the curé, if he had not to go out, sent for his pupil after the Angelus[3]. They went 

up to his room and settled down; the flies and moths fluttered round the candle. It was close, the 

child fell asleep, and the good man, beginning to doze with his hands on his stomach, was soon 

snoring with his mouth wide open. On other occasions, when Monsieur le Curé, on his way back 

after administering the viaticum to some sick person in the neighbourhood, caught sight of 

Charles playing about the fields, he called him, lectured him for a quarter of an hour and took 

advantage of the occasion to make him conjugate his verb at the foot of a tree. The rain 

interrupted them or an acquaintance passed. All the same he was always pleased with him, and 

even said the “young man” had a very good memory. 

[3] A devotion said at morning, noon, and evening, at the 

sound of a bell. Here, the evening prayer. 

Charles could not go on like this. Madame Bovary took strong steps. Ashamed, or rather tired 

out, Monsieur Bovary gave in without a struggle, and they waited one year longer, so that the lad 

should take his first communion. 

Six months more passed, and the year after Charles was finally sent to school at Rouen, where 

his father took him towards the end of October, at the time of the St. Romain fair. 

It would now be impossible for any of us to remember anything about him. He was a youth of 

even temperament, who played in playtime, worked in school-hours, was attentive in class, slept 

well in the dormitory, and ate well in the refectory. He had in loco parentis[4] a wholesale 

ironmonger in the Rue Ganterie, who took him out once a month on Sundays after his shop was 

shut, sent him for a walk on the quay to look at the boats, and then brought him back to college 

at seven o’clock before supper. Every Thursday evening he wrote a long letter to his mother with 

red ink and three wafers; then he went over his history note-books, or read an old volume of 

“Anarchasis” that was knocking about the study. When he went for walks he talked to the 

servant, who, like himself, came from the country. 

[4] In place of a parent. 

By dint of hard work he kept always about the middle of the class; once even he got a 

certificate in natural history. But at the end of his third year his parents withdrew him from the 

school to make him study medicine, convinced that he could even take his degree by himself. 

His mother chose a room for him on the fourth floor of a dyer’s she knew, overlooking the 

Eau-de-Robec. She made arrangements for his board, got him furniture, table and two chairs, 

sent home for an old cherry-tree bedstead, and bought besides a small cast-iron stove with the 

supply of wood that was to warm the poor child. 

Then at the end of a week she departed, after a thousand injunctions to be good now that he 

was going to be left to himself. 

The syllabus that he read on the notice-board stunned him; lectures on anatomy, lectures on 

pathology, lectures on physiology, lectures on pharmacy, lectures on botany and clinical 

medicine, and therapeutics, without counting hygiene and materia medica—all names of whose 



etymologies he was ignorant, and that were to him as so many doors to sanctuaries filled with 

magnificent darkness. 

He understood nothing of it all; it was all very well to listen—he did not follow. Still he 

worked; he had bound note-books, he attended all the courses, never missed a single lecture. He 

did his little daily task like a mill-horse, who goes round and round with his eyes bandaged, not 

knowing what work he is doing. 

To spare him expense his mother sent him every week by the carrier a piece of veal baked in 

the oven, with which he lunched when he came back from the hospital, while he sat kicking his 

feet against the wall. After this he had to run off to lectures, to the operation-room, to the 

hospital, and return to his home at the other end of the town. In the evening, after the poor dinner 

of his landlord, he went back to his room and set to work again in his wet clothes, which smoked 

as he sat in front of the hot stove. 

On the fine summer evenings, at the time when the close streets are empty, when the servants 

are playing shuttle-cock at the doors, he opened his window and leaned out. The river, that 

makes of this quarter of Rouen a wretched little Venice, flowed beneath him, between the 

bridges and the railings, yellow, violet, or blue. Working men, kneeling on the banks, washed 

their bare arms in the water. On poles projecting from the attics, skeins of cotton were drying in 

the air. Opposite, beyond the roots spread the pure heaven with the red sun setting. How pleasant 

it must be at home! How fresh under the beech-tree! And he expanded his nostrils to breathe in 

the sweet odours of the country which did not reach him. 

He grew thin, his figure became taller, his face took a saddened look that made it nearly 

interesting. Naturally, through indifference, he abandoned all the resolutions he had made. Once 

he missed a lecture; the next day all the lectures; and, enjoying his idleness, little by little, he 

gave up work altogether. He got into the habit of going to the public-house, and had a passion for 

dominoes. To shut himself up every evening in the dirty public room, to push about on marble 

tables the small sheep bones with black dots, seemed to him a fine proof of his freedom, which 

raised him in his own esteem. It was beginning to see life, the sweetness of stolen pleasures; and 

when he entered, he put his hand on the door-handle with a joy almost sensual. Then many 

things hidden within him came out; he learnt couplets by heart and sang them to his boon 

companions, became enthusiastic about Beranger, learnt how to make punch, and, finally, how to 

make love. 

Thanks to these preparatory labours, he failed completely in his examination for an ordinary 

degree. He was expected home the same night to celebrate his success. He started on foot, 

stopped at the beginning of the village, sent for his mother, and told her all. She excused him, 

threw the blame of his failure on the injustice of the examiners, encouraged him a little, and took 

upon herself to set matters straight. It was only five years later that Monsieur Bovary knew the 

truth; it was old then, and he accepted it. Moreover, he could not believe that a man born of him 

could be a fool. 

So Charles set to work again and crammed for his examination, ceaselessly learning all the old 

questions by heart. He passed pretty well. What a happy day for his mother! They gave a grand 

dinner. 

Where should he go to practice? To Tostes, where there was only one old doctor. For a long 

time Madame Bovary had been on the look-out for his death, and the old fellow had barely been 

packed off when Charles was installed, opposite his place, as his successor. 



But it was not everything to have brought up a son, to have had him taught medicine, and 

discovered Tostes, where he could practice it; he must have a wife. She found him one—the 

widow of a bailiff at Dieppe—who was forty-five and had an income of twelve hundred francs. 

Though she was ugly, as dry as a bone, her face with as many pimples as the spring has buds, 

Madame Dubuc had no lack of suitors. To attain her ends Madame Bovary had to oust them all, 

and she even succeeded in very cleverly baffling the intrigues of a pork-butcher backed up by the 

priests. 

Charles had seen in marriage the advent of an easier life, thinking he would be more free to do 

as he liked with himself and his money. But his wife was master; he had to say this and not say 

that in company, to fast every Friday, dress as she liked, harass at her bidding those patients who 

did not pay. She opened his letter, watched his comings and goings, and listened at the partition-

wall when women came to consult him in his surgery. 

She must have her chocolate every morning, attentions without end. She constantly 

complained of her nerves, her chest, her liver. The noise of footsteps made her ill; when people 

left her, solitude became odious to her; if they came back, it was doubtless to see her die. When 

Charles returned in the evening, she stretched forth two long thin arms from beneath the sheets, 

put them round his neck, and having made him sit down on the edge of the bed, began to talk to 

him of her troubles: he was neglecting her, he loved another. She had been warned she would be 

unhappy; and she ended by asking him for a dose of medicine and a little more love. 

  



Chapter Two 

One night towards eleven o’clock they were awakened by the noise of a horse pulling up 

outside their door. The servant opened the garret-window and parleyed for some time with a man 

in the street below. He came for the doctor, had a letter for him. Natasie came downstairs 

shivering and undid the bars and bolts one after the other. The man left his horse, and, following 

the servant, suddenly came in behind her. He pulled out from his wool cap with grey top-knots a 

letter wrapped up in a rag and presented it gingerly to Charles, who rested on his elbow on the 

pillow to read it. Natasie, standing near the bed, held the light. Madame in modesty had turned to 

the wall and showed only her back. 

This letter, sealed with a small seal in blue wax, begged Monsieur Bovary to come 

immediately to the farm of the Bertaux to set a broken leg. Now from Tostes to the Bertaux was 

a good eighteen miles across country by way of Longueville and Saint-Victor. It was a dark 

night; Madame Bovary junior was afraid of accidents for her husband. So it was decided the 

stable-boy should go on first; Charles would start three hours later when the moon rose. A boy 

was to be sent to meet him, and show him the way to the farm, and open the gates for him. 

Towards four o’clock in the morning, Charles, well wrapped up in his cloak, set out for the 

Bertaux. Still sleepy from the warmth of his bed, he let himself be lulled by the quiet trot of his 

horse. When it stopped of its own accord in front of those holes surrounded with thorns that are 

dug on the margin of furrows, Charles awoke with a start, suddenly remembered the broken leg, 

and tried to call to mind all the fractures he knew. The rain had stopped, day was breaking, and 

on the branches of the leafless trees birds roosted motionless, their little feathers bristling in the 

cold morning wind. The flat country stretched as far as eye could see, and the tufts of trees round 

the farms at long intervals seemed like dark violet stains on the cast grey surface, that on the 

horizon faded into the gloom of the sky. 

Charles from time to time opened his eyes, his mind grew weary, and, sleep coming upon him, 

he soon fell into a doze wherein, his recent sensations blending with memories, he became 

conscious of a double self, at once student and married man, lying in his bed as but now, and 

crossing the operation theatre as of old. The warm smell of poultices mingled in his brain with 

the fresh odour of dew; he heard the iron rings rattling along the curtain-rods of the bed and saw 

his wife sleeping. As he passed Vassonville he came upon a boy sitting on the grass at the edge 

of a ditch. 

“Are you the doctor?” asked the child. 

And on Charles’s answer he took his wooden shoes in his hands and ran on in front of him. 

The general practitioner, riding along, gathered from his guide’s talk that Monsieur Rouault 

must be one of the well-to-do farmers. 

He had broken his leg the evening before on his way home from a Twelfth-night feast at a 

neighbour’s. His wife had been dead for two years. There was with him only his daughter, who 

helped him to keep house. 

The ruts were becoming deeper; they were approaching the Bertaux. 

The little lad, slipping through a hole in the hedge, disappeared; then he came back to the end 

of a courtyard to open the gate. The horse slipped on the wet grass; Charles had to stoop to pass 

under the branches. The watchdogs in their kennels barked, dragging at their chains. As he 

entered the Bertaux, the horse took fright and stumbled. 



It was a substantial-looking farm. In the stables, over the top of the open doors, one could see 

great cart-horses quietly feeding from new racks. Right along the outbuildings extended a large 

dunghill, from which manure liquid oozed, while amidst fowls and turkeys, five or six peacocks, 

a luxury in Chauchois farmyards, were foraging on the top of it. The sheepfold was long, the 

barn high, with walls smooth as your hand. Under the cart-shed were two large carts and four 

ploughs, with their whips, shafts and harnesses complete, whose fleeces of blue wool were 

getting soiled by the fine dust that fell from the granaries. The courtyard sloped upwards, planted 

with trees set out symmetrically, and the chattering noise of a flock of geese was heard near the 

pond. 

A young woman in a blue merino dress with three flounces came to the threshold of the door 

to receive Monsieur Bovary, whom she led to the kitchen, where a large fire was blazing. The 

servant’s breakfast was boiling beside it in small pots of all sizes. Some damp clothes were 

drying inside the chimney-corner. The shovel, tongs, and the nozzle of the bellows, all of 

colossal size, shone like polished steel, while along the walls hung many pots and pans in which 

the clear flame of the hearth, mingling with the first rays of the sun coming in through the 

window, was mirrored fitfully. 

Charles went up the first floor to see the patient. He found him in his bed, sweating under his 

bed-clothes, having thrown his cotton nightcap right away from him. He was a fat little man of 

fifty, with white skin and blue eyes, the forepart of his head bald, and he wore earrings. By his 

side on a chair stood a large decanter of brandy, whence he poured himself a little from time to 

time to keep up his spirits; but as soon as he caught sight of the doctor his elation subsided, and 

instead of swearing, as he had been doing for the last twelve hours, began to groan freely. 

The fracture was a simple one, without any kind of complication. 

Charles could not have hoped for an easier case. Then calling to mind the devices of his 

masters at the bedsides of patients, he comforted the sufferer with all sorts of kindly remarks, 

those caresses of the surgeon that are like the oil they put on bistouries. In order to make some 

splints a bundle of laths was brought up from the cart-house. Charles selected one, cut it into two 

pieces and planed it with a fragment of windowpane, while the servant tore up sheets to make 

bandages, and Mademoiselle Emma tried to sew some pads. As she was a long time before she 

found her work-case, her father grew impatient; she did not answer, but as she sewed she pricked 

her fingers, which she then put to her mouth to suck them. Charles was surprised at the whiteness 

of her nails. They were shiny, delicate at the tips, more polished than the ivory of Dieppe, and 

almond-shaped. Yet her hand was not beautiful, perhaps not white enough, and a little hard at the 

knuckles; besides, it was too long, with no soft inflections in the outlines. Her real beauty was in 

her eyes. Although brown, they seemed black because of the lashes, and her look came at you 

frankly, with a candid boldness. 

The bandaging over, the doctor was invited by Monsieur Rouault himself to “pick a bit” 

before he left. 

Charles went down into the room on the ground floor. Knives and forks and silver goblets 

were laid for two on a little table at the foot of a huge bed that had a canopy of printed cotton 

with figures representing Turks. There was an odour of iris-root and damp sheets that escaped 

from a large oak chest opposite the window. On the floor in corners were sacks of flour stuck 

upright in rows. These were the overflow from the neighbouring granary, to which three stone 

steps led. By way of decoration for the apartment, hanging to a nail in the middle of the wall, 



whose green paint scaled off from the effects of the saltpetre, was a crayon head of Minerva in 

gold frame, underneath which was written in Gothic letters “To dear Papa.” 

First they spoke of the patient, then of the weather, of the great cold, of the wolves that 

infested the fields at night. 

Mademoiselle Rouault did not at all like the country, especially now that she had to look after 

the farm almost alone. As the room was chilly, she shivered as she ate. This showed something 

of her full lips, that she had a habit of biting when silent. 

Her neck stood out from a white turned-down collar. Her hair, whose two black folds seemed 

each of a single piece, so smooth were they, was parted in the middle by a delicate line that 

curved slightly with the curve of the head; and, just showing the tip of the ear, it was joined 

behind in a thick chignon, with a wavy movement at the temples that the country doctor saw now 

for the first time in his life. The upper part of her cheek was rose-coloured. She had, like a man, 

thrust in between two buttons of her bodice a tortoise-shell eyeglass. 

When Charles, after bidding farewell to old Rouault, returned to the room before leaving, he 

found her standing, her forehead against the window, looking into the garden, where the bean 

props had been knocked down by the wind. She turned round. “Are you looking for anything?” 

she asked. 

“My whip, if you please,” he answered. 

He began rummaging on the bed, behind the doors, under the chairs. It had fallen to the floor, 

between the sacks and the wall. Mademoiselle Emma saw it, and bent over the flour sacks. 

Charles out of politeness made a dash also, and as he stretched out his arm, at the same 

moment felt his breast brush against the back of the young girl bending beneath him. She drew 

herself up, scarlet, and looked at him over her shoulder as she handed him his whip. 

Instead of returning to the Bertaux in three days as he had promised, he went back the very 

next day, then regularly twice a week, without counting the visits he paid now and then as if by 

accident. 

Everything, moreover, went well; the patient progressed favourably; and when, at the end of 

forty-six days, old Rouault was seen trying to walk alone in his “den,” Monsieur Bovary began 

to be looked upon as a man of great capacity. Old Rouault said that he could not have been cured 

better by the first doctor of Yvetot, or even of Rouen. 

As to Charles, he did not stop to ask himself why it was a pleasure to him to go to the Bertaux. 

Had he done so, he would, no doubt, have attributed his zeal to the importance of the case, or 

perhaps to the money he hoped to make by it. Was it for this, however, that his visits to the farm 

formed a delightful exception to the meagre occupations of his life? On these days he rose early, 

set off at a gallop, urging on his horse, then got down to wipe his boots in the grass and put on 

black gloves before entering. He liked going into the courtyard, and noticing the gate turn against 

his shoulder, the cock crow on the wall, the lads run to meet him. He liked the granary and the 

stables; he liked old Rouault, who pressed his hand and called him his saviour; he liked the small 

wooden shoes of Mademoiselle Emma on the scoured flags of the kitchen—her high heels made 

her a little taller; and when she walked in front of him, the wooden soles springing up quickly 

struck with a sharp sound against the leather of her boots. 

She always accompanied him to the first step of the stairs. When his horse had not yet been 

brought round she stayed there. They had said “Good-bye”; there was no more talking. The open 

air wrapped her round, playing with the soft down on the back of her neck, or blew to and fro on 



her hips the apron-strings, that fluttered like streamers. Once, during a thaw the bark of the trees 

in the yard was oozing, the snow on the roofs of the outbuildings was melting; she stood on the 

threshold, and went to fetch her sunshade and opened it. The sunshade of silk of the colour of 

pigeons’ breasts, through which the sun shone, lighted up with shifting hues the white skin of her 

face. She smiled under the tender warmth, and drops of water could be heard falling one by one 

on the stretched silk. 

During the first period of Charles’s visits to the Bertaux, Madame Bovary junior never failed 

to inquire after the invalid, and she had even chosen in the book that she kept on a system of 

double entry a clean blank page for Monsieur Rouault. But when she heard he had a daughter, 

she began to make inquiries, and she learnt the Mademoiselle Rouault, brought up at the 

Ursuline Convent, had received what is called “a good education”; and so knew dancing, 

geography, drawing, how to embroider and play the piano. That was the last straw. 

“So it is for this,” she said to herself, “that his face beams when he goes to see her, and that he 

puts on his new waistcoat at the risk of spoiling it with the rain. Ah! that woman! That woman!” 

And she detested her instinctively. At first she solaced herself by allusions that Charles did not 

understand, then by casual observations that he let pass for fear of a storm, finally by open 

apostrophes to which he knew not what to answer. “Why did he go back to the Bertaux now that 

Monsieur Rouault was cured and that these folks hadn’t paid yet? Ah! it was because a young 

lady was there, some one who know how to talk, to embroider, to be witty. That was what he 

cared about; he wanted town misses.” And she went on— 

“The daughter of old Rouault a town miss! Get out! Their grandfather was a shepherd, and 

they have a cousin who was almost had up at the assizes for a nasty blow in a quarrel. It is not 

worth while making such a fuss, or showing herself at church on Sundays in a silk gown like a 

countess. Besides, the poor old chap, if it hadn’t been for the colza last year, would have had 

much ado to pay up his arrears.” 

For very weariness Charles left off going to the Bertaux. Heloise made him swear, his hand on 

the prayer-book, that he would go there no more after much sobbing and many kisses, in a great 

outburst of love. He obeyed then, but the strength of his desire protested against the servility of 

his conduct; and he thought, with a kind of naive hypocrisy, that his interdict to see her gave him 

a sort of right to love her. And then the widow was thin; she had long teeth; wore in all weathers 

a little black shawl, the edge of which hung down between her shoulder-blades; her bony figure 

was sheathed in her clothes as if they were a scabbard; they were too short, and displayed her 

ankles with the laces of her large boots crossed over grey stockings. 

Charles’s mother came to see them from time to time, but after a few days the daughter-in-law 

seemed to put her own edge on her, and then, like two knives, they scarified him with their 

reflections and observations. It was wrong of him to eat so much. 

Why did he always offer a glass of something to everyone who came? What obstinacy not to 

wear flannels! In the spring it came about that a notary at Ingouville, the holder of the widow 

Dubuc’s property, one fine day went off, taking with him all the money in his office. Heloise, it 

is true, still possessed, besides a share in a boat valued at six thousand francs, her house in the 

Rue St. Francois; and yet, with all this fortune that had been so trumpeted abroad, nothing, 

excepting perhaps a little furniture and a few clothes, had appeared in the household. The matter 

had to be gone into. The house at Dieppe was found to be eaten up with mortgages to its 

foundations; what she had placed with the notary God only knew, and her share in the boat did 

not exceed one thousand crowns. She had lied, the good lady! In his exasperation, Monsieur 



Bovary the elder, smashing a chair on the flags, accused his wife of having caused misfortune to 

the son by harnessing him to such a harridan, whose harness wasn’t worth her hide. They came 

to Tostes. Explanations followed. There were scenes. Heloise in tears, throwing her arms about 

her husband, implored him to defend her from his parents. 

Charles tried to speak up for her. They grew angry and left the house. 

But “the blow had struck home.” A week after, as she was hanging up some washing in her 

yard, she was seized with a spitting of blood, and the next day, while Charles had his back turned 

to her drawing the window-curtain, she said, “O God!” gave a sigh and fainted. She was dead! 

What a surprise! When all was over at the cemetery Charles went home. He found no one 

downstairs; he went up to the first floor to their room; saw her dress still hanging at the foot of 

the alcove; then, leaning against the writing-table, he stayed until the evening, buried in a 

sorrowful reverie. She had loved him after all! 

  



Chapter Three 

One morning old Rouault brought Charles the money for setting his leg—seventy-five francs 

in forty-sou pieces, and a turkey. He had heard of his loss, and consoled him as well as he could. 

“I know what it is,” said he, clapping him on the shoulder; “I’ve been through it. When I lost 

my dear departed, I went into the fields to be quite alone. I fell at the foot of a tree; I cried; I 

called on God; I talked nonsense to Him. I wanted to be like the moles that I saw on the 

branches, their insides swarming with worms, dead, and an end of it. And when I thought that 

there were others at that very moment with their nice little wives holding them in their embrace, I 

struck great blows on the earth with my stick. I was pretty well mad with not eating; the very 

idea of going to a cafe disgusted me—you wouldn’t believe it. Well, quite softly, one day 

following another, a spring on a winter, and an autumn after a summer, this wore away, piece by 

piece, crumb by crumb; it passed away, it is gone, I should say it has sunk; for something always 

remains at the bottom as one would say—a weight here, at one’s heart. But since it is the lot of 

all of us, one must not give way altogether, and, because others have died, want to die too. You 

must pull yourself together, Monsieur Bovary. It will pass away. Come to see us; my daughter 

thinks of you now and again, d’ye know, and she says you are forgetting her. Spring will soon be 

here. We’ll have some rabbit-shooting in the warrens to amuse you a bit.” 

Charles followed his advice. He went back to the Bertaux. He found all as he had left it, that is 

to say, as it was five months ago. The pear trees were already in blossom, and Farmer Rouault, 

on his legs again, came and went, making the farm more full of life. 

Thinking it his duty to heap the greatest attention upon the doctor because of his sad position, 

he begged him not to take his hat off, spoke to him in an undertone as if he had been ill, and even 

pretended to be angry because nothing rather lighter had been prepared for him than for the 

others, such as a little clotted cream or stewed pears. He told stories. Charles found himself 

laughing, but the remembrance of his wife suddenly coming back to him depressed him. Coffee 

was brought in; he thought no more about her. 

He thought less of her as he grew accustomed to living alone. The new delight of 

independence soon made his loneliness bearable. He could now change his meal-times, go in or 

out without explanation, and when he was very tired stretch himself at full length on his bed. So 

he nursed and coddled himself and accepted the consolations that were offered him. On the other 

hand, the death of his wife had not served him ill in his business, since for a month people had 

been saying, “The poor young man! what a loss!” His name had been talked about, his practice 

had increased; and moreover, he could go to the Bertaux just as he liked. He had an aimless 

hope, and was vaguely happy; he thought himself better looking as he brushed his whiskers 

before the looking-glass. 

One day he got there about three o’clock. Everybody was in the fields. He went into the 

kitchen, but did not at once catch sight of Emma; the outside shutters were closed. Through the 

chinks of the wood the sun sent across the flooring long fine rays that were broken at the corners 

of the furniture and trembled along the ceiling. Some flies on the table were crawling up the 

glasses that had been used, and buzzing as they drowned themselves in the dregs of the cider. 

The daylight that came in by the chimney made velvet of the soot at the back of the fireplace, 

and touched with blue the cold cinders. Between the window and the hearth Emma was sewing; 

she wore no fichu; he could see small drops of perspiration on her bare shoulders. 



After the fashion of country folks she asked him to have something to drink. He said no; she 

insisted, and at last laughingly offered to have a glass of liqueur with him. So she went to fetch a 

bottle of curacao from the cupboard, reached down two small glasses, filled one to the brim, 

poured scarcely anything into the other, and, after having clinked glasses, carried hers to her 

mouth. As it was almost empty she bent back to drink, her head thrown back, her lips pouting, 

her neck on the strain. She laughed at getting none of it, while with the tip of her tongue passing 

between her small teeth she licked drop by drop the bottom of her glass. 

She sat down again and took up her work, a white cotton stocking she was darning. She 

worked with her head bent down; she did not speak, nor did Charles. The air coming in under the 

door blew a little dust over the flags; he watched it drift along, and heard nothing but the 

throbbing in his head and the faint clucking of a hen that had laid an egg in the yard. Emma from 

time to time cooled her cheeks with the palms of her hands, and cooled these again on the knobs 

of the huge fire-dogs. 

She complained of suffering since the beginning of the season from giddiness; she asked if 

sea-baths would do her any good; she began talking of her convent, Charles of his school; words 

came to them. They went up into her bedroom. She showed him her old music-books, the little 

prizes she had won, and the oak-leaf crowns, left at the bottom of a cupboard. She spoke to him, 

too, of her mother, of the country, and even showed him the bed in the garden where, on the first 

Friday of every month, she gathered flowers to put on her mother’s tomb. But the gardener they 

had never knew anything about it; servants are so stupid! She would have dearly liked, if only for 

the winter, to live in town, although the length of the fine days made the country perhaps even 

more wearisome in the summer. And, according to what she was saying, her voice was clear, 

sharp, or, on a sudden all languor, drawn out in modulations that ended almost in murmurs as she 

spoke to herself, now joyous, opening big naive eyes, then with her eyelids half closed, her look 

full of boredom, her thoughts wandering. 

Going home at night, Charles went over her words one by one, trying to recall them, to fill out 

their sense, that he might piece out the life she had lived before he knew her. But he never saw 

her in his thoughts other than he had seen her the first time, or as he had just left her. Then he 

asked himself what would become of her—if she would be married, and to whom! Alas! Old 

Rouault was rich, and she!—so beautiful! But Emma’s face always rose before his eyes, and a 

monotone, like the humming of a top, sounded in his ears, “If you should marry after all! If you 

should marry!” At night he could not sleep; his throat was parched; he was athirst. He got up to 

drink from the water-bottle and opened the window. The night was covered with stars, a warm 

wind blowing in the distance; the dogs were barking. He turned his head towards the Bertaux. 

Thinking that, after all, he should lose nothing, Charles promised himself to ask her in 

marriage as soon as occasion offered, but each time such occasion did offer the fear of not 

finding the right words sealed his lips. 

Old Rouault would not have been sorry to be rid of his daughter, who was of no use to him in 

the house. In his heart he excused her, thinking her too clever for farming, a calling under the 

ban of Heaven, since one never saw a millionaire in it. Far from having made a fortune by it, the 

good man was losing every year; for if he was good in bargaining, in which he enjoyed the 

dodges of the trade, on the other hand, agriculture properly so called, and the internal 

management of the farm, suited him less than most people. He did not willingly take his hands 

out of his pockets, and did not spare expense in all that concerned himself, liking to eat well, to 

have good fires, and to sleep well. He liked old cider, underdone legs of mutton, glorias[5] well 



beaten up. He took his meals in the kitchen alone, opposite the fire, on a little table brought to 

him all ready laid as on the stage. 

[5] A mixture of coffee and spirits. 

When, therefore, he perceived that Charles’s cheeks grew red if near his daughter, which 

meant that he would propose for her one of these days, he chewed the cud of the matter 

beforehand. He certainly thought him a little meagre, and not quite the son-in-law he would have 

liked, but he was said to be well brought-up, economical, very learned, and no doubt would not 

make too many difficulties about the dowry. Now, as old Rouault would soon be forced to sell 

twenty-two acres of “his property,” as he owed a good deal to the mason, to the harness-maker, 

and as the shaft of the cider-press wanted renewing, “If he asks for her,” he said to himself, “I’ll 

give her to him.” 

At Michaelmas Charles went to spend three days at the Bertaux. 

The last had passed like the others in procrastinating from hour to hour. Old Rouault was 

seeing him off; they were walking along the road full of ruts; they were about to part. This was 

the time. Charles gave himself as far as to the corner of the hedge, and at last, when past it— 

“Monsieur Rouault,” he murmured, “I should like to say something to you.” 

They stopped. Charles was silent. 

“Well, tell me your story. Don’t I know all about it?” said old Rouault, laughing softly. 

“Monsieur Rouault—Monsieur Rouault,” stammered Charles. 

“I ask nothing better”, the farmer went on. “Although, no doubt, the little one is of my mind, 

still we must ask her opinion. So you get off—I’ll go back home. If it is ‘yes’, you needn’t return 

because of all the people about, and besides it would upset her too much. But so that you mayn’t 

be eating your heart, I’ll open wide the outer shutter of the window against the wall; you can see 

it from the back by leaning over the hedge.” 

And he went off. 

Charles fastened his horse to a tree; he ran into the road and waited. Half an hour passed, then 

he counted nineteen minutes by his watch. Suddenly a noise was heard against the wall; the 

shutter had been thrown back; the hook was still swinging. 

The next day by nine o’clock he was at the farm. Emma blushed as he entered, and she gave a 

little forced laugh to keep herself in countenance. Old Rouault embraced his future son-in-law. 

The discussion of money matters was put off; moreover, there was plenty of time before them, as 

the marriage could not decently take place till Charles was out of mourning, that is to say, about 

the spring of the next year. 

The winter passed waiting for this. Mademoiselle Rouault was busy with her trousseau. Part of 

it was ordered at Rouen, and she made herself chemises and nightcaps after fashion-plates that 

she borrowed. When Charles visited the farmer, the preparations for the wedding were talked 

over; they wondered in what room they should have dinner; they dreamed of the number of 

dishes that would be wanted, and what should be entrees. 

Emma would, on the contrary, have preferred to have a midnight wedding with torches, but 

old Rouault could not understand such an idea. So there was a wedding at which forty-three 

persons were present, at which they remained sixteen hours at table, began again the next day, 

and to some extent on the days following. 



  



Chapter Four 

The guests arrived early in carriages, in one-horse chaises, two-wheeled cars, old open gigs, 

waggonettes with leather hoods, and the young people from the nearer villages in carts, in which 

they stood up in rows, holding on to the sides so as not to fall, going at a trot and well shaken up. 

Some came from a distance of thirty miles, from Goderville, from Normanville, and from Cany. 

All the relatives of both families had been invited, quarrels between friends arranged, 

acquaintances long since lost sight of written to. 

From time to time one heard the crack of a whip behind the hedge; then the gates opened, a 

chaise entered. Galloping up to the foot of the steps, it stopped short and emptied its load. They 

got down from all sides, rubbing knees and stretching arms. The ladies, wearing bonnets, had on 

dresses in the town fashion, gold watch chains, pelerines with the ends tucked into belts, or little 

coloured fichus fastened down behind with a pin, and that left the back of the neck bare. The 

lads, dressed like their papas, seemed uncomfortable in their new clothes (many that day hand-

sewed their first pair of boots), and by their sides, speaking never a work, wearing the white 

dress of their first communion lengthened for the occasion were some big girls of fourteen or 

sixteen, cousins or elder sisters no doubt, rubicund, bewildered, their hair greasy with rose 

pomade, and very much afraid of dirtying their gloves. As there were not enough stable-boys to 

unharness all the carriages, the gentlemen turned up their sleeves and set about it themselves. 

According to their different social positions they wore tail-coats, overcoats, shooting jackets, 

cutaway-coats; fine tail-coats, redolent of family respectability, that only came out of the 

wardrobe on state occasions; overcoats with long tails flapping in the wind and round capes and 

pockets like sacks; shooting jackets of coarse cloth, generally worn with a cap with a brass-

bound peak; very short cutaway-coats with two small buttons in the back, close together like a 

pair of eyes, and the tails of which seemed cut out of one piece by a carpenter’s hatchet. Some, 

too (but these, you may be sure, would sit at the bottom of the table), wore their best blouses—

that is to say, with collars turned down to the shoulders, the back gathered into small plaits and 

the waist fastened very low down with a worked belt. 

And the shirts stood out from the chests like cuirasses! Everyone had just had his hair cut; ears 

stood out from the heads; they had been close-shaved; a few, even, who had had to get up before 

daybreak, and not been able to see to shave, had diagonal gashes under their noses or cuts the 

size of a three-franc piece along the jaws, which the fresh air en route had enflamed, so that the 

great white beaming faces were mottled here and there with red dabs. 

The mairie was a mile and a half from the farm, and they went thither on foot, returning in the 

same way after the ceremony in the church. The procession, first united like one long coloured 

scarf that undulated across the fields, along the narrow path winding amid the green corn, soon 

lengthened out, and broke up into different groups that loitered to talk. The fiddler walked in 

front with his violin, gay with ribbons at its pegs. Then came the married pair, the relations, the 

friends, all following pell-mell; the children stayed behind amusing themselves plucking the bell-

flowers from oat-ears, or playing amongst themselves unseen. Emma’s dress, too long, trailed a 

little on the ground; from time to time she stopped to pull it up, and then delicately, with her 

gloved hands, she picked off the coarse grass and the thistledowns, while Charles, empty handed, 

waited till she had finished. Old Rouault, with a new silk hat and the cuffs of his black coat 

covering his hands up to the nails, gave his arm to Madame Bovary senior. As to Monsieur 

Bovary senior, who, heartily despising all these folk, had come simply in a frock-coat of military 

cut with one row of buttons—he was passing compliments of the bar to a fair young peasant. She 



bowed, blushed, and did not know what to say. The other wedding guests talked of their business 

or played tricks behind each other’s backs, egging one another on in advance to be jolly. Those 

who listened could always catch the squeaking of the fiddler, who went on playing across the 

fields. When he saw that the rest were far behind he stopped to take breath, slowly rosined his 

bow, so that the strings should sound more shrilly, then set off again, by turns lowering and 

raising his neck, the better to mark time for himself. The noise of the instrument drove away the 

little birds from afar. 

The table was laid under the cart-shed. On it were four sirloins, six chicken fricassees, stewed 

veal, three legs of mutton, and in the middle a fine roast suckling pig, flanked by four chitterlings 

with sorrel. At the corners were decanters of brandy. Sweet bottled-cider frothed round the corks, 

and all the glasses had been filled to the brim with wine beforehand. Large dishes of yellow 

cream, that trembled with the least shake of the table, had designed on their smooth surface the 

initials of the newly wedded pair in nonpareil arabesques. A confectioner of Yvetot had been 

intrusted with the tarts and sweets. As he had only just set up on the place, he had taken a lot of 

trouble, and at dessert he himself brought in a set dish that evoked loud cries of wonderment. To 

begin with, at its base there was a square of blue cardboard, representing a temple with porticoes, 

colonnades, and stucco statuettes all round, and in the niches constellations of gilt paper stars; 

then on the second stage was a dungeon of Savoy cake, surrounded by many fortifications in 

candied angelica, almonds, raisins, and quarters of oranges; and finally, on the upper platform a 

green field with rocks set in lakes of jam, nutshell boats, and a small Cupid balancing himself in 

a chocolate swing whose two uprights ended in real roses for balls at the top. 

Until night they ate. When any of them were too tired of sitting, they went out for a stroll in 

the yard, or for a game with corks in the granary, and then returned to table. Some towards the 

finish went to sleep and snored. But with the coffee everyone woke up. Then they began songs, 

showed off tricks, raised heavy weights, performed feats with their fingers, then tried lifting carts 

on their shoulders, made broad jokes, kissed the women. At night when they left, the horses, 

stuffed up to the nostrils with oats, could hardly be got into the shafts; they kicked, reared, the 

harness broke, their masters laughed or swore; and all night in the light of the moon along 

country roads there were runaway carts at full gallop plunging into the ditches, jumping over 

yard after yard of stones, clambering up the hills, with women leaning out from the tilt to catch 

hold of the reins. 

Those who stayed at the Bertaux spent the night drinking in the kitchen. The children had 

fallen asleep under the seats. 

The bride had begged her father to be spared the usual marriage pleasantries. However, a 

fishmonger, one of their cousins (who had even brought a pair of soles for his wedding present), 

began to squirt water from his mouth through the keyhole, when old Rouault came up just in 

time to stop him, and explain to him that the distinguished position of his son-in-law would not 

allow of such liberties. The cousin all the same did not give in to these reasons readily. In his 

heart he accused old Rouault of being proud, and he joined four or five other guests in a corner, 

who having, through mere chance, been several times running served with the worst helps of 

meat, also were of opinion they had been badly used, and were whispering about their host, and 

with covered hints hoping he would ruin himself. 

Madame Bovary, senior, had not opened her mouth all day. She had been consulted neither as 

to the dress of her daughter-in-law nor as to the arrangement of the feast; she went to bed early. 

Her husband, instead of following her, sent to Saint-Victor for some cigars, and smoked till 



daybreak, drinking kirsch-punch, a mixture unknown to the company. This added greatly to the 

consideration in which he was held. 

Charles, who was not of a facetious turn, did not shine at the wedding. He answered feebly to 

the puns, doubles entendres,[6] compliments, and chaff that it was felt a duty to let off at him as 

soon as the soup appeared. 

[6] Double meanings. 

The next day, on the other hand, he seemed another man. It was he who might rather have 

been taken for the virgin of the evening before, whilst the bride gave no sign that revealed 

anything. The shrewdest did not know what to make of it, and they looked at her when she 

passed near them with an unbounded concentration of mind. But Charles concealed nothing. He 

called her “my wife”, tutoyéd[7] her, asked for her of everyone, looked for her everywhere, and 

often he dragged her into the yards, where he could be seen from far between the trees, putting 

his arm around her waist, and walking half-bending over her, ruffling the chemisette of her 

bodice with his head. 

[7] Used the familiar form of address. 

Two days after the wedding the married pair left. Charles, on account of his patients, could not 

be away longer. Old Rouault had them driven back in his cart, and himself accompanied them as 

far as Vassonville. Here he embraced his daughter for the last time, got down, and went his way. 

When he had gone about a hundred paces he stopped, and as he saw the cart disappearing, its 

wheels turning in the dust, he gave a deep sigh. Then he remembered his wedding, the old times, 

the first pregnancy of his wife; he, too, had been very happy the day when he had taken her from 

her father to his home, and had carried her off on a pillion, trotting through the snow, for it was 

near Christmas-time, and the country was all white. She held him by one arm, her basket hanging 

from the other; the wind blew the long lace of her Cauchois headdress so that it sometimes 

flapped across his mouth, and when he turned his head he saw near him, on his shoulder, her 

little rosy face, smiling silently under the gold bands of her cap. To warm her hands she put them 

from time to time in his breast. How long ago it all was! Their son would have been thirty by 

now. Then he looked back and saw nothing on the road. He felt dreary as an empty house; and 

tender memories mingling with the sad thoughts in his brain, addled by the fumes of the feast, he 

felt inclined for a moment to take a turn towards the church. As he was afraid, however, that this 

sight would make him yet more sad, he went right away home. 

Monsieur and Madame Charles arrived at Tostes about six o’clock. 

The neighbors came to the windows to see their doctor’s new wife. 

The old servant presented herself, curtsied to her, apologised for not having dinner ready, and 

suggested that madame, in the meantime, should look over her house. 

  



Chapter Five 

The brick front was just in a line with the street, or rather the road. Behind the door hung a 

cloak with a small collar, a bridle, and a black leather cap, and on the floor, in a corner, were a 

pair of leggings, still covered with dry mud. On the right was the one apartment, that was both 

dining and sitting room. A canary yellow paper, relieved at the top by a garland of pale flowers, 

was puckered everywhere over the badly stretched canvas; white calico curtains with a red 

border hung crossways at the length of the window; and on the narrow mantelpiece a clock with 

a head of Hippocrates shone resplendent between two plate candlesticks under oval shades. On 

the other side of the passage was Charles’s consulting room, a little room about six paces wide, 

with a table, three chairs, and an office chair. Volumes of the “Dictionary of Medical Science,” 

uncut, but the binding rather the worse for the successive sales through which they had gone, 

occupied almost along the six shelves of a deal bookcase. 

The smell of melted butter penetrated through the walls when he saw patients, just as in the 

kitchen one could hear the people coughing in the consulting room and recounting their histories. 

Then, opening on the yard, where the stable was, came a large dilapidated room with a stove, 

now used as a wood-house, cellar, and pantry, full of old rubbish, of empty casks, agricultural 

implements past service, and a mass of dusty things whose use it was impossible to guess. 

The garden, longer than wide, ran between two mud walls with espaliered apricots, to a 

hawthorn hedge that separated it from the field. In the middle was a slate sundial on a brick 

pedestal; four flower beds with eglantines surrounded symmetrically the more useful kitchen 

garden bed. Right at the bottom, under the spruce bushes, was a cure in plaster reading his 

breviary. 

Emma went upstairs. The first room was not furnished, but in the second, which was their 

bedroom, was a mahogany bedstead in an alcove with red drapery. A shell box adorned the chest 

of drawers, and on the secretary near the window a bouquet of orange blossoms tied with white 

satin ribbons stood in a bottle. It was a bride’s bouquet; it was the other one’s. She looked at it. 

Charles noticed it; he took it and carried it up to the attic, while Emma seated in an arm-chair 

(they were putting her things down around her) thought of her bridal flowers packed up in a 

bandbox, and wondered, dreaming, what would be done with them if she were to die. 

During the first days she occupied herself in thinking about changes in the house. She took the 

shades off the candlesticks, had new wallpaper put up, the staircase repainted, and seats made in 

the garden round the sundial; she even inquired how she could get a basin with a jet fountain and 

fishes. Finally her husband, knowing that she liked to drive out, picked up a second-hand 

dogcart, which, with new lamps and splashboard in striped leather, looked almost like a tilbury. 

He was happy then, and without a care in the world. A meal together, a walk in the evening on 

the highroad, a gesture of her hands over her hair, the sight of her straw hat hanging from the 

window-fastener, and many another thing in which Charles had never dreamed of pleasure, now 

made up the endless round of his happiness. In bed, in the morning, by her side, on the pillow, he 

watched the sunlight sinking into the down on her fair cheek, half hidden by the lappets of her 

night-cap. Seen thus closely, her eyes looked to him enlarged, especially when, on waking up, 

she opened and shut them rapidly many times. Black in the shade, dark blue in broad daylight, 

they had, as it were, depths of different colours, that, darker in the centre, grew paler towards the 

surface of the eye. His own eyes lost themselves in these depths; he saw himself in miniature 

down to the shoulders, with his handkerchief round his head and the top of his shirt open. He 



rose. She came to the window to see him off, and stayed leaning on the sill between two pots of 

geranium, clad in her dressing gown hanging loosely about her. Charles, in the street buckled his 

spurs, his foot on the mounting stone, while she talked to him from above, picking with her 

mouth some scrap of flower or leaf that she blew out at him. Then this, eddying, floating, 

described semicircles in the air like a bird, and was caught before it reached the ground in the ill-

groomed mane of the old white mare standing motionless at the door. Charles from horseback 

threw her a kiss; she answered with a nod; she shut the window, and he set off. And then along 

the highroad, spreading out its long ribbon of dust, along the deep lanes that the trees bent over 

as in arbours, along paths where the corn reached to the knees, with the sun on his back and the 

morning air in his nostrils, his heart full of the joys of the past night, his mind at rest, his flesh at 

ease, he went on, re-chewing his happiness, like those who after dinner taste again the truffles 

which they are digesting. 

Until now what good had he had of his life? His time at school, when he remained shut up 

within the high walls, alone, in the midst of companions richer than he or cleverer at their work, 

who laughed at his accent, who jeered at his clothes, and whose mothers came to the school with 

cakes in their muffs? Later on, when he studied medicine, and never had his purse full enough to 

treat some little work-girl who would have become his mistress? Afterwards, he had lived 

fourteen months with the widow, whose feet in bed were cold as icicles. But now he had for life 

this beautiful woman whom he adored. For him the universe did not extend beyond the 

circumference of her petticoat, and he reproached himself with not loving her. He wanted to see 

her again; he turned back quickly, ran up the stairs with a beating heart. Emma, in her room, was 

dressing; he came up on tiptoe, kissed her back; she gave a cry. 

He could not keep from constantly touching her comb, her ring, her fichu; sometimes he gave 

her great sounding kisses with all his mouth on her cheeks, or else little kisses in a row all along 

her bare arm from the tip of her fingers up to her shoulder, and she put him away half-smiling, 

half-vexed, as you do a child who hangs about you. 

Before marriage she thought herself in love; but the happiness that should have followed this 

love not having come, she must, she thought, have been mistaken. And Emma tried to find out 

what one meant exactly in life by the words felicity, passion, rapture, that had seemed to her so 

beautiful in books. 

  



Chapter Six 

She had read “Paul and Virginia,” and she had dreamed of the little bamboo-house, the nigger 

Domingo, the dog Fidele, but above all of the sweet friendship of some dear little brother, who 

seeks red fruit for you on trees taller than steeples, or who runs barefoot over the sand, bringing 

you a bird’s nest. 

When she was thirteen, her father himself took her to town to place her in the convent. They 

stopped at an inn in the St. Gervais quarter, where, at their supper, they used painted plates that 

set forth the story of Mademoiselle de la Valliere. The explanatory legends, chipped here and 

there by the scratching of knives, all glorified religion, the tendernesses of the heart, and the 

pomps of court. 

Far from being bored at first at the convent, she took pleasure in the society of the good 

sisters, who, to amuse her, took her to the chapel, which one entered from the refectory by a long 

corridor. She played very little during recreation hours, knew her catechism well, and it was she 

who always answered Monsieur le Vicaire’s difficult questions. Living thus, without ever 

leaving the warm atmosphere of the classrooms, and amid these pale-faced women wearing 

rosaries with brass crosses, she was softly lulled by the mystic languor exhaled in the perfumes 

of the altar, the freshness of the holy water, and the lights of the tapers. Instead of attending to 

mass, she looked at the pious vignettes with their azure borders in her book, and she loved the 

sick lamb, the sacred heart pierced with sharp arrows, or the poor Jesus sinking beneath the cross 

he carries. She tried, by way of mortification, to eat nothing a whole day. She puzzled her head 

to find some vow to fulfil. 

When she went to confession, she invented little sins in order that she might stay there longer, 

kneeling in the shadow, her hands joined, her face against the grating beneath the whispering of 

the priest. The comparisons of betrothed, husband, celestial lover, and eternal marriage, that 

recur in sermons, stirred within her soul depths of unexpected sweetness. 

In the evening, before prayers, there was some religious reading in the study. On week-nights 

it was some abstract of sacred history or the Lectures of the Abbe Frayssinous, and on Sundays 

passages from the “Genie du Christianisme,” as a recreation. How she listened at first to the 

sonorous lamentations of its romantic melancholies reechoing through the world and eternity! If 

her childhood had been spent in the shop-parlour of some business quarter, she might perhaps 

have opened her heart to those lyrical invasions of Nature, which usually come to us only 

through translation in books. But she knew the country too well; she knew the lowing of cattle, 

the milking, the ploughs. 

Accustomed to calm aspects of life, she turned, on the contrary, to those of excitement. She 

loved the sea only for the sake of its storms, and the green fields only when broken up by ruins. 

She wanted to get some personal profit out of things, and she rejected as useless all that did 

not contribute to the immediate desires of her heart, being of a temperament more sentimental 

than artistic, looking for emotions, not landscapes. 

At the convent there was an old maid who came for a week each month to mend the linen. 

Patronized by the clergy, because she belonged to an ancient family of noblemen ruined by the 

Revolution, she dined in the refectory at the table of the good sisters, and after the meal had a bit 

of chat with them before going back to her work. The girls often slipped out from the study to go 

and see her. She knew by heart the love songs of the last century, and sang them in a low voice 

as she stitched away. 



She told stories, gave them news, went errands in the town, and on the sly lent the big girls 

some novel, that she always carried in the pockets of her apron, and of which the good lady 

herself swallowed long chapters in the intervals of her work. They were all love, lovers, 

sweethearts, persecuted ladies fainting in lonely pavilions, postilions killed at every stage, horses 

ridden to death on every page, sombre forests, heartaches, vows, sobs, tears and kisses, little 

skiffs by moonlight, nightingales in shady groves, “gentlemen” brave as lions, gentle as lambs, 

virtuous as no one ever was, always well dressed, and weeping like fountains. For six months, 

then, Emma, at fifteen years of age, made her hands dirty with books from old lending libraries. 

Through Walter Scott, later on, she fell in love with historical events, dreamed of old chests, 

guard-rooms and minstrels. She would have liked to live in some old manor-house, like those 

long-waisted chatelaines who, in the shade of pointed arches, spent their days leaning on the 

stone, chin in hand, watching a cavalier with white plume galloping on his black horse from the 

distant fields. At this time she had a cult for Mary Stuart and enthusiastic veneration for 

illustrious or unhappy women. Joan of Arc, Heloise, Agnes Sorel, the beautiful Ferroniere, and 

Clemence Isaure stood out to her like comets in the dark immensity of heaven, where also were 

seen, lost in shadow, and all unconnected, St. Louis with his oak, the dying Bayard, some 

cruelties of Louis XI, a little of St. Bartholomew’s Day, the plume of the Bearnais, and always 

the remembrance of the plates painted in honour of Louis XIV. 

In the music class, in the ballads she sang, there was nothing but little angels with golden 

wings, madonnas, lagunes, gondoliers;-mild compositions that allowed her to catch a glimpse 

athwart the obscurity of style and the weakness of the music of the attractive phantasmagoria of 

sentimental realities. Some of her companions brought “keepsakes” given them as new year’s 

gifts to the convent. These had to be hidden; it was quite an undertaking; they were read in the 

dormitory. Delicately handling the beautiful satin bindings, Emma looked with dazzled eyes at 

the names of the unknown authors, who had signed their verses for the most part as counts or 

viscounts. 

She trembled as she blew back the tissue paper over the engraving and saw it folded in two 

and fall gently against the page. Here behind the balustrade of a balcony was a young man in a 

short cloak, holding in his arms a young girl in a white dress wearing an alms-bag at her belt; or 

there were nameless portraits of English ladies with fair curls, who looked at you from under 

their round straw hats with their large clear eyes. Some there were lounging in their carriages, 

gliding through parks, a greyhound bounding along in front of the equipage driven at a trot by 

two midget postilions in white breeches. Others, dreaming on sofas with an open letter, gazed at 

the moon through a slightly open window half draped by a black curtain. The naive ones, a tear 

on their cheeks, were kissing doves through the bars of a Gothic cage, or, smiling, their heads on 

one side, were plucking the leaves of a marguerite with their taper fingers, that curved at the tips 

like peaked shoes. And you, too, were there, Sultans with long pipes reclining beneath arbours in 

the arms of Bayaderes; Djiaours, Turkish sabres, Greek caps; and you especially, pale landscapes 

of dithyrambic lands, that often show us at once palm trees and firs, tigers on the right, a lion to 

the left, Tartar minarets on the horizon; the whole framed by a very neat virgin forest, and with a 

great perpendicular sunbeam trembling in the water, where, standing out in relief like white 

excoriations on a steel-grey ground, swans are swimming about. 

And the shade of the argand lamp fastened to the wall above Emma’s head lighted up all these 

pictures of the world, that passed before her one by one in the silence of the dormitory, and to the 

distant noise of some belated carriage rolling over the Boulevards. 



When her mother died she cried much the first few days. She had a funeral picture made with 

the hair of the deceased, and, in a letter sent to the Bertaux full of sad reflections on life, she 

asked to be buried later on in the same grave. The goodman thought she must be ill, and came to 

see her. Emma was secretly pleased that she had reached at a first attempt the rare ideal of pale 

lives, never attained by mediocre hearts. She let herself glide along with Lamartine meanderings, 

listened to harps on lakes, to all the songs of dying swans, to the falling of the leaves, the pure 

virgins ascending to heaven, and the voice of the Eternal discoursing down the valleys. She 

wearied of it, would not confess it, continued from habit, and at last was surprised to feel herself 

soothed, and with no more sadness at heart than wrinkles on her brow. 

The good nuns, who had been so sure of her vocation, perceived with great astonishment that 

Mademoiselle Rouault seemed to be slipping from them. They had indeed been so lavish to her 

of prayers, retreats, novenas, and sermons, they had so often preached the respect due to saints 

and martyrs, and given so much good advice as to the modesty of the body and the salvation of 

her soul, that she did as tightly reined horses; she pulled up short and the bit slipped from her 

teeth. This nature, positive in the midst of its enthusiasms, that had loved the church for the sake 

of the flowers, and music for the words of the songs, and literature for its passional stimulus, 

rebelled against the mysteries of faith as it grew irritated by discipline, a thing antipathetic to her 

constitution. When her father took her from school, no one was sorry to see her go. The Lady 

Superior even thought that she had latterly been somewhat irreverent to the community. 

Emma, at home once more, first took pleasure in looking after the servants, then grew 

disgusted with the country and missed her convent. When Charles came to the Bertaux for the 

first time, she thought herself quite disillusioned, with nothing more to learn, and nothing more 

to feel. 

But the uneasiness of her new position, or perhaps the disturbance caused by the presence of 

this man, had sufficed to make her believe that she at last felt that wondrous passion which, till 

then, like a great bird with rose-coloured wings, hung in the splendour of the skies of poesy; and 

now she could not think that the calm in which she lived was the happiness she had dreamed. 

  



Chapter Seven 

She thought, sometimes, that, after all, this was the happiest time of her life—the honeymoon, 

as people called it. To taste the full sweetness of it, it would have been necessary doubtless to fly 

to those lands with sonorous names where the days after marriage are full of laziness most suave. 

In post chaises behind blue silken curtains to ride slowly up steep road, listening to the song of 

the postilion re-echoed by the mountains, along with the bells of goats and the muffled sound of 

a waterfall; at sunset on the shores of gulfs to breathe in the perfume of lemon trees; then in the 

evening on the villa-terraces above, hand in hand to look at the stars, making plans for the future. 

It seemed to her that certain places on earth must bring happiness, as a plant peculiar to the soil, 

and that cannot thrive elsewhere. Why could not she lean over balconies in Swiss chalets, or 

enshrine her melancholy in a Scotch cottage, with a husband dressed in a black velvet coat with 

long tails, and thin shoes, a pointed hat and frills? Perhaps she would have liked to confide all 

these things to someone. But how tell an undefinable uneasiness, variable as the clouds, unstable 

as the winds? Words failed her—the opportunity, the courage. 

If Charles had but wished it, if he had guessed it, if his look had but once met her thought, it 

seemed to her that a sudden plenty would have gone out from her heart, as the fruit falls from a 

tree when shaken by a hand. But as the intimacy of their life became deeper, the greater became 

the gulf that separated her from him. 

Charles’s conversation was commonplace as a street pavement, and everyone’s ideas trooped 

through it in their everyday garb, without exciting emotion, laughter, or thought. He had never 

had the curiosity, he said, while he lived at Rouen, to go to the theatre to see the actors from 

Paris. He could neither swim, nor fence, nor shoot, and one day he could not explain some term 

of horsemanship to her that she had come across in a novel. 

A man, on the contrary, should he not know everything, excel in manifold activities, initiate 

you into the energies of passion, the refinements of life, all mysteries? But this one taught 

nothing, knew nothing, wished nothing. He thought her happy; and she resented this easy calm, 

this serene heaviness, the very happiness she gave him. 

Sometimes she would draw; and it was great amusement to Charles to stand there bolt upright 

and watch her bend over her cardboard, with eyes half-closed the better to see her work, or 

rolling, between her fingers, little bread-pellets. As to the piano, the more quickly her fingers 

glided over it the more he wondered. She struck the notes with aplomb, and ran from top to 

bottom of the keyboard without a break. Thus shaken up, the old instrument, whose strings 

buzzed, could be heard at the other end of the village when the window was open, and often the 

bailiff’s clerk, passing along the highroad bare-headed and in list slippers, stopped to listen, his 

sheet of paper in his hand. 

Emma, on the other hand, knew how to look after her house. She sent the patients’ accounts in 

well-phrased letters that had no suggestion of a bill. When they had a neighbour to dinner on 

Sundays, she managed to have some tasty dish—piled up pyramids of greengages on vine leaves, 

served up preserves turned out into plates—and even spoke of buying finger-glasses for dessert. 

From all this much consideration was extended to Bovary. 

Charles finished by rising in his own esteem for possessing such a wife. He showed with pride 

in the sitting room two small pencil sketches by her that he had had framed in very large frames, 

and hung up against the wallpaper by long green cords. People returning from mass saw him at 

his door in his wool-work slippers. 



He came home late—at ten o’clock, at midnight sometimes. Then he asked for something to 

eat, and as the servant had gone to bed, Emma waited on him. He took off his coat to dine more 

at his ease. He told her, one after the other, the people he had met, the villages where he had 

been, the prescriptions he had written, and, well pleased with himself, he finished the remainder 

of the boiled beef and onions, picked pieces off the cheese, munched an apple, emptied his 

water-bottle, and then went to bed, and lay on his back and snored. 

As he had been for a time accustomed to wear nightcaps, his handkerchief would not keep 

down over his ears, so that his hair in the morning was all tumbled pell-mell about his face and 

whitened with the feathers of the pillow, whose strings came untied during the night. He always 

wore thick boots that had two long creases over the instep running obliquely towards the ankle, 

while the rest of the upper continued in a straight line as if stretched on a wooden foot. He said 

that “was quite good enough for the country.” 

His mother approved of his economy, for she came to see him as formerly when there had 

been some violent row at her place; and yet Madame Bovary senior seemed prejudiced against 

her daughter-in-law. She thought “her ways too fine for their position”; the wood, the sugar, and 

the candles disappeared as “at a grand establishment,” and the amount of firing in the kitchen 

would have been enough for twenty-five courses. She put her linen in order for her in the 

presses, and taught her to keep an eye on the butcher when he brought the meat. Emma put up 

with these lessons. Madame Bovary was lavish of them; and the words “daughter” and “mother” 

were exchanged all day long, accompanied by little quiverings of the lips, each one uttering 

gentle words in a voice trembling with anger. 

In Madame Dubuc’s time the old woman felt that she was still the favorite; but now the love 

of Charles for Emma seemed to her a desertion from her tenderness, an encroachment upon what 

was hers, and she watched her son’s happiness in sad silence, as a ruined man looks through the 

windows at people dining in his old house. She recalled to him as remembrances her troubles and 

her sacrifices, and, comparing these with Emma’s negligence, came to the conclusion that it was 

not reasonable to adore her so exclusively. 

Charles knew not what to answer: he respected his mother, and he loved his wife infinitely; he 

considered the judgment of the one infallible, and yet he thought the conduct of the other 

irreproachable. When Madam Bovary had gone, he tried timidly and in the same terms to hazard 

one or two of the more anodyne observations he had heard from his mamma. Emma proved to 

him with a word that he was mistaken, and sent him off to his patients. 

And yet, in accord with theories she believed right, she wanted to make herself in love with 

him. By moonlight in the garden she recited all the passionate rhymes she knew by heart, and, 

sighing, sang to him many melancholy adagios; but she found herself as calm after as before, and 

Charles seemed no more amorous and no more moved. 

When she had thus for a while struck the flint on her heart without getting a spark, incapable, 

moreover, of understanding what she did not experience as of believing anything that did not 

present itself in conventional forms, she persuaded herself without difficulty that Charles’s 

passion was nothing very exorbitant. His outbursts became regular; he embraced her at certain 

fixed times. It was one habit among other habits, and, like a dessert, looked forward to after the 

monotony of dinner. 

A gamekeeper, cured by the doctor of inflammation of the lungs, had given madame a little 

Italian greyhound; she took her out walking, for she went out sometimes in order to be alone for 

a moment, and not to see before her eyes the eternal garden and the dusty road. She went as far 



as the beeches of Banneville, near the deserted pavilion which forms an angle of the wall on the 

side of the country. Amidst the vegetation of the ditch there are long reeds with leaves that cut 

you. 

She began by looking round her to see if nothing had changed since last she had been there. 

She found again in the same places the foxgloves and wallflowers, the beds of nettles growing 

round the big stones, and the patches of lichen along the three windows, whose shutters, always 

closed, were rotting away on their rusty iron bars. Her thoughts, aimless at first, wandered at 

random, like her greyhound, who ran round and round in the fields, yelping after the yellow 

butterflies, chasing the shrew-mice, or nibbling the poppies on the edge of a cornfield. 

Then gradually her ideas took definite shape, and, sitting on the grass that she dug up with 

little prods of her sunshade, Emma repeated to herself, “Good heavens! Why did I marry?” 

She asked herself if by some other chance combination it would have not been possible to 

meet another man; and she tried to imagine what would have been these unrealised events, this 

different life, this unknown husband. All, surely, could not be like this one. He might have been 

handsome, witty, distinguished, attractive, such as, no doubt, her old companions of the convent 

had married. What were they doing now? In town, with the noise of the streets, the buzz of the 

theatres and the lights of the ballroom, they were living lives where the heart expands, the senses 

bourgeon out. But she—her life was cold as a garret whose dormer window looks on the north, 

and ennui, the silent spider, was weaving its web in the darkness in every corner of her heart. 

She recalled the prize days, when she mounted the platform to receive her little crowns, with 

her hair in long plaits. In her white frock and open prunella shoes she had a pretty way, and when 

she went back to her seat, the gentlemen bent over her to congratulate her; the courtyard was full 

of carriages; farewells were called to her through their windows; the music master with his violin 

case bowed in passing by. How far all of this! How far away! She called Djali, took her between 

her knees, and smoothed the long delicate head, saying, “Come, kiss mistress; you have no 

troubles.” 

Then noting the melancholy face of the graceful animal, who yawned slowly, she softened, 

and comparing her to herself, spoke to her aloud as to somebody in trouble whom one is 

consoling. 

Occasionally there came gusts of winds, breezes from the sea rolling in one sweep over the 

whole plateau of the Caux country, which brought even to these fields a salt freshness. The 

rushes, close to the ground, whistled; the branches trembled in a swift rustling, while their 

summits, ceaselessly swaying, kept up a deep murmur. Emma drew her shawl round her 

shoulders and rose. 

In the avenue a green light dimmed by the leaves lit up the short moss that crackled softly 

beneath her feet. The sun was setting; the sky showed red between the branches, and the trunks 

of the trees, uniform, and planted in a straight line, seemed a brown colonnade standing out 

against a background of gold. A fear took hold of her; she called Djali, and hurriedly returned to 

Tostes by the high road, threw herself into an armchair, and for the rest of the evening did not 

speak. 

But towards the end of September something extraordinary fell upon her life; she was invited 

by the Marquis d’Andervilliers to Vaubyessard. 

Secretary of State under the Restoration, the Marquis, anxious to re-enter political life, set 

about preparing for his candidature to the Chamber of Deputies long beforehand. In the winter he 

distributed a great deal of wood, and in the Conseil General always enthusiastically demanded 



new roads for his arrondissement. During the dog-days he had suffered from an abscess, which 

Charles had cured as if by miracle by giving a timely little touch with the lancet. The steward 

sent to Tostes to pay for the operation reported in the evening that he had seen some superb 

cherries in the doctor’s little garden. Now cherry trees did not thrive at Vaubyessard; the Marquis 

asked Bovary for some slips; made it his business to thank his personally; saw Emma; thought 

she had a pretty figure, and that she did not bow like a peasant; so that he did not think he was 

going beyond the bounds of condescension, nor, on the other hand, making a mistake, in inviting 

the young couple. 

On Wednesday at three o’clock, Monsieur and Madame Bovary, seated in their dog-cart, set 

out for Vaubyessard, with a great trunk strapped on behind and a bonnet-box in front of the 

apron. Besides these Charles held a bandbox between his knees. 

They arrived at nightfall, just as the lamps in the park were being lit to show the way for the 

carriages. 

  



Chapter Eight 

The château, a modern building in Italian style, with two projecting wings and three flights of 

steps, lay at the foot of an immense green-sward, on which some cows were grazing among 

groups of large trees set out at regular intervals, while large beds of arbutus, rhododendron, 

syringas, and guelder roses bulged out their irregular clusters of green along the curve of the 

gravel path. A river flowed under a bridge; through the mist one could distinguish buildings with 

thatched roofs scattered over the field bordered by two gently sloping, well timbered hillocks, 

and in the background amid the trees rose in two parallel lines the coach houses and stables, all 

that was left of the ruined old château. 

Charles’s dog-cart pulled up before the middle flight of steps; servants appeared; the Marquis 

came forward, and, offering his arm to the doctor’s wife, conducted her to the vestibule. 

It was paved with marble slabs, was very lofty, and the sound of footsteps and that of voices 

re-echoed through it as in a church. 

Opposite rose a straight staircase, and on the left a gallery overlooking the garden led to the 

billiard room, through whose door one could hear the click of the ivory balls. As she crossed it to 

go to the drawing room, Emma saw standing round the table men with grave faces, their chins 

resting on high cravats. They all wore orders, and smiled silently as they made their strokes. 

On the dark wainscoting of the walls large gold frames bore at the bottom names written in 

black letters. She read: “Jean-Antoine d’Andervilliers d’Yvervonbille, Count de la Vaubyessard 

and Baron de la Fresnay, killed at the battle of Coutras on the 20th of October, 1587.” And on 

another: “Jean-Antoine-Henry-Guy d’Andervilliers de la Vaubyessard, Admiral of France and 

Chevalier of the Order of St. Michael, wounded at the battle of the Hougue-Saint-Vaast on the 

29th of May, 1692; died at Vaubyessard on the 23rd of January 1693.” One could hardly make 

out those that followed, for the light of the lamps lowered over the green cloth threw a dim 

shadow round the room. Burnishing the horizontal pictures, it broke up against these in delicate 

lines where there were cracks in the varnish, and from all these great black squares framed in 

with gold stood out here and there some lighter portion of the painting—a pale brow, two eyes 

that looked at you, perukes flowing over and powdering red-coated shoulders, or the buckle of a 

garter above a well-rounded calf. 

The Marquis opened the drawing room door; one of the ladies (the Marchioness herself) came 

to meet Emma. She made her sit down by her on an ottoman, and began talking to her as 

amicably as if she had known her a long time. She was a woman of about forty, with fine 

shoulders, a hook nose, a drawling voice, and on this evening she wore over her brown hair a 

simple guipure fichu that fell in a point at the back. A fair young woman sat in a high-backed 

chair in a corner; and gentlemen with flowers in their buttonholes were talking to ladies round 

the fire. 

At seven dinner was served. The men, who were in the majority, sat down at the first table in 

the vestibule; the ladies at the second in the dining room with the Marquis and Marchioness. 

Emma, on entering, felt herself wrapped round by the warm air, a blending of the perfume of 

flowers and of the fine linen, of the fumes of the viands, and the odour of the truffles. The silver 

dish covers reflected the lighted wax candles in the candelabra, the cut crystal covered with light 

steam reflected from one to the other pale rays; bouquets were placed in a row the whole length 

of the table; and in the large-bordered plates each napkin, arranged after the fashion of a bishop’s 

mitre, held between its two gaping folds a small oval shaped roll. The red claws of lobsters hung 



over the dishes; rich fruit in open baskets was piled up on moss; there were quails in their 

plumage; smoke was rising; and in silk stockings, knee-breeches, white cravat, and frilled shirt, 

the steward, grave as a judge, offering ready carved dishes between the shoulders of the guests, 

with a touch of the spoon gave you the piece chosen. On the large stove of porcelain inlaid with 

copper baguettes the statue of a woman, draped to the chin, gazed motionless on the room full of 

life. 

Madame Bovary noticed that many ladies had not put their gloves in their glasses. 

But at the upper end of the table, alone amongst all these women, bent over his full plate, and 

his napkin tied round his neck like a child, an old man sat eating, letting drops of gravy drip from 

his mouth. His eyes were bloodshot, and he wore a little queue tied with black ribbon. He was 

the Marquis’s father-in-law, the old Duke de Laverdiere, once on a time favourite of the Count 

d’Artois, in the days of the Vaudreuil hunting-parties at the Marquis de Conflans’, and had been, 

it was said, the lover of Queen Marie Antoinette, between Monsieur de Coigny and Monsieur de 

Lauzun. He had lived a life of noisy debauch, full of duels, bets, elopements; he had squandered 

his fortune and frightened all his family. A servant behind his chair named aloud to him in his 

ear the dishes that he pointed to stammering, and constantly Emma’s eyes turned involuntarily to 

this old man with hanging lips, as to something extraordinary. He had lived at court and slept in 

the bed of queens! Iced champagne was poured out. Emma shivered all over as she felt it cold in 

her mouth. She had never seen pomegranates nor tasted pineapples. The powdered sugar even 

seemed to her whiter and finer than elsewhere. 

The ladies afterwards went to their rooms to prepare for the ball. 

Emma made her toilet with the fastidious care of an actress on her debut. She did her hair 

according to the directions of the hairdresser, and put on the barege dress spread out upon the 

bed. 

Charles’s trousers were tight across the belly. 

“My trouser-straps will be rather awkward for dancing,” he said. 

“Dancing?” repeated Emma. 

“Yes!” 

“Why, you must be mad! They would make fun of you; keep your place. Besides, it is more 

becoming for a doctor,” she added. 

Charles was silent. He walked up and down waiting for Emma to finish dressing. 

He saw her from behind in the glass between two lights. Her black eyes seemed blacker than 

ever. Her hair, undulating towards the ears, shone with a blue lustre; a rose in her chignon 

trembled on its mobile stalk, with artificial dewdrops on the tip of the leaves. She wore a gown 

of pale saffron trimmed with three bouquets of pompon roses mixed with green. 

Charles came and kissed her on her shoulder. 

“Let me alone!” she said; “you are tumbling me.” 

One could hear the flourish of the violin and the notes of a horn. She went downstairs 

restraining herself from running. 

Dancing had begun. Guests were arriving. There was some crushing. 

She sat down on a form near the door. 

The quadrille over, the floor was occupied by groups of men standing up and talking and 

servants in livery bearing large trays. Along the line of seated women painted fans were 



fluttering, bouquets half hid smiling faces, and gold stoppered scent-bottles were turned in 

partly-closed hands, whose white gloves outlined the nails and tightened on the flesh at the 

wrists. Lace trimmings, diamond brooches, medallion bracelets trembled on bodices, gleamed on 

breasts, clinked on bare arms. 

The hair, well-smoothed over the temples and knotted at the nape, bore crowns, or bunches, or 

sprays of myosotis, jasmine, pomegranate blossoms, ears of corn, and corn-flowers. Calmly 

seated in their places, mothers with forbidding countenances were wearing red turbans. 

Emma’s heart beat rather faster when, her partner holding her by the tips of the fingers, she 

took her place in a line with the dancers, and waited for the first note to start. But her emotion 

soon vanished, and, swaying to the rhythm of the orchestra, she glided forward with slight 

movements of the neck. A smile rose to her lips at certain delicate phrases of the violin, that 

sometimes played alone while the other instruments were silent; one could hear the clear clink of 

the louis d’or that were being thrown down upon the card tables in the next room; then all struck 

again, the cornet-a-piston uttered its sonorous note, feet marked time, skirts swelled and rustled, 

hands touched and parted; the same eyes falling before you met yours again. 

A few men (some fifteen or so), of twenty-five to forty, scattered here and there among the 

dancers or talking at the doorways, distinguished themselves from the crowd by a certain air of 

breeding, whatever their differences in age, dress, or face. 

Their clothes, better made, seemed of finer cloth, and their hair, brought forward in curls 

towards the temples, glossy with more delicate pomades. They had the complexion of wealth—

that clear complexion that is heightened by the pallor of porcelain, the shimmer of satin, the 

veneer of old furniture, and that an ordered regimen of exquisite nurture maintains at its best. 

Their necks moved easily in their low cravats, their long whiskers fell over their turned-down 

collars, they wiped their lips upon handkerchiefs with embroidered initials that gave forth a 

subtle perfume. Those who were beginning to grow old had an air of youth, while there was 

something mature in the faces of the young. In their unconcerned looks was the calm of passions 

daily satiated, and through all their gentleness of manner pierced that peculiar brutality, the result 

of a command of half-easy things, in which force is exercised and vanity amused—the 

management of thoroughbred horses and the society of loose women. 

A few steps from Emma a gentleman in a blue coat was talking of Italy with a pale young 

woman wearing a parure of pearls. 

They were praising the breadth of the columns of St. Peter’s, Tivoly, Vesuvius, Castellamare, 

and Cassines, the roses of Genoa, the Coliseum by moonlight. With her other ear Emma was 

listening to a conversation full of words she did not understand. A circle gathered round a very 

young man who the week before had beaten “Miss Arabella” and “Romolus,” and won two 

thousand louis jumping a ditch in England. One complained that his racehorses were growing 

fat; another of the printers’ errors that had disfigured the name of his horse. 

The atmosphere of the ball was heavy; the lamps were growing dim. 

Guests were flocking to the billiard room. A servant got upon a chair and broke the window-

panes. At the crash of the glass Madame Bovary turned her head and saw in the garden the faces 

of peasants pressed against the window looking in at them. Then the memory of the Bertaux 

came back to her. She saw the farm again, the muddy pond, her father in a blouse under the apple 

trees, and she saw herself again as formerly, skimming with her finger the cream off the milk-

pans in the dairy. But in the refulgence of the present hour her past life, so distinct until then, 

faded away completely, and she almost doubted having lived it. She was there; beyond the ball 



was only shadow overspreading all the rest. She was just eating a maraschino ice that she held 

with her left hand in a silver-gilt cup, her eyes half-closed, and the spoon between her teeth. 

A lady near her dropped her fan. A gentlemen was passing. 

“Would you be so good,” said the lady, “as to pick up my fan that has fallen behind the sofa?” 

The gentleman bowed, and as he moved to stretch out his arm, Emma saw the hand of a young 

woman throw something white, folded in a triangle, into his hat. The gentleman, picking up the 

fan, offered it to the lady respectfully; she thanked him with an inclination of the head, and 

began smelling her bouquet. 

After supper, where were plenty of Spanish and Rhine wines, soups à la bisque and au lait 

d’amandes,[8] puddings à la Trafalgar, and all sorts of cold meats with jellies that trembled in the 

dishes, the carriages one after the other began to drive off. Raising the corners of the muslin 

curtain, one could see the light of their lanterns glimmering through the darkness. The seats 

began to empty, some card-players were still left; the musicians were cooling the tips of their 

fingers on their tongues. Charles was half asleep, his back propped against a door. 

[8] With almond milk 

At three o’clock the cotillion began. Emma did not know how to waltz. Everyone was 

waltzing, Mademoiselle d’Andervilliers herself and the Marquis; only the guests staying at the 

castle were still there, about a dozen persons. 

One of the waltzers, however, who was familiarly called Viscount, and whose low cut 

waistcoat seemed moulded to his chest, came a second time to ask Madame Bovary to dance, 

assuring her that he would guide her, and that she would get through it very well. 

They began slowly, then went more rapidly. They turned; all around them was turning—the 

lamps, the furniture, the wainscoting, the floor, like a disc on a pivot. On passing near the doors 

the bottom of Emma’s dress caught against his trousers. 

Their legs commingled; he looked down at her; she raised her eyes to his. A torpor seized her; 

she stopped. They started again, and with a more rapid movement; the Viscount, dragging her 

along disappeared with her to the end of the gallery, where panting, she almost fell, and for a 

moment rested her head upon his breast. And then, still turning, but more slowly, he guided her 

back to her seat. She leaned back against the wall and covered her eyes with her hands. 

When she opened them again, in the middle of the drawing room three waltzers were kneeling 

before a lady sitting on a stool. 

She chose the Viscount, and the violin struck up once more. 

Everyone looked at them. They passed and re-passed, she with rigid body, her chin bent down, 

and he always in the same pose, his figure curved, his elbow rounded, his chin thrown forward. 

That woman knew how to waltz! They kept up a long time, and tired out all the others. 

Then they talked a few moments longer, and after the goodnights, or rather good mornings, the 

guests of the château retired to bed. 

Charles dragged himself up by the balusters. His “knees were going up into his body.” He had 

spent five consecutive hours standing bolt upright at the card tables, watching them play whist, 

without understanding anything about it, and it was with a deep sigh of relief that he pulled off 

his boots. 

Emma threw a shawl over her shoulders, opened the window, and leant out. 



The night was dark; some drops of rain were falling. She breathed in the damp wind that 

refreshed her eyelids. The music of the ball was still murmuring in her ears. And she tried to 

keep herself awake in order to prolong the illusion of this luxurious life that she would soon have 

to give up. 

Day began to break. She looked long at the windows of the château, trying to guess which 

were the rooms of all those she had noticed the evening before. She would fain have known their 

lives, have penetrated, blended with them. But she was shivering with cold. She undressed, and 

cowered down between the sheets against Charles, who was asleep. 

There were a great many people to luncheon. The repast lasted ten minutes; no liqueurs were 

served, which astonished the doctor. 

Next, Mademoiselle d’Andervilliers collected some pieces of roll in a small basket to take 

them to the swans on the ornamental waters, and they went to walk in the hot-houses, where 

strange plants, bristling with hairs, rose in pyramids under hanging vases, whence, as from over-

filled nests of serpents, fell long green cords interlacing. The orangery, which was at the other 

end, led by a covered way to the outhouses of the château. The Marquis, to amuse the young 

woman, took her to see the stables. 

Above the basket-shaped racks porcelain slabs bore the names of the horses in black letters. 

Each animal in its stall whisked its tail when anyone went near and said “Tchk! tchk!” The 

boards of the harness room shone like the flooring of a drawing room. The carriage harness was 

piled up in the middle against two twisted columns, and the bits, the whips, the spurs, the curbs, 

were ranged in a line all along the wall. 

Charles, meanwhile, went to ask a groom to put his horse to. The dog-cart was brought to the 

foot of the steps, and, all the parcels being crammed in, the Bovarys paid their respects to the 

Marquis and Marchioness and set out again for Tostes. 

Emma watched the turning wheels in silence. Charles, on the extreme edge of the seat, held 

the reins with his two arms wide apart, and the little horse ambled along in the shafts that were 

too big for him. The loose reins hanging over his crupper were wet with foam, and the box 

fastened on behind the chaise gave great regular bumps against it. 

They were on the heights of Thibourville when suddenly some horsemen with cigars between 

their lips passed laughing. Emma thought she recognized the Viscount, turned back, and caught 

on the horizon only the movement of the heads rising or falling with the unequal cadence of the 

trot or gallop. 

A mile farther on they had to stop to mend with some string the traces that had broken. 

But Charles, giving a last look to the harness, saw something on the ground between his 

horse’s legs, and he picked up a cigar-case with a green silk border and beblazoned in the centre 

like the door of a carriage. 

“There are even two cigars in it,” said he; “they’ll do for this evening after dinner.” 

“Why, do you smoke?” she asked. 

“Sometimes, when I get a chance.” 

He put his find in his pocket and whipped up the nag. 

When they reached home the dinner was not ready. Madame lost her temper. Nastasie 

answered rudely. 

“Leave the room!” said Emma. “You are forgetting yourself. I give you warning.” 



For dinner there was onion soup and a piece of veal with sorrel. 

Charles, seated opposite Emma, rubbed his hands gleefully. 

“How good it is to be at home again!” 

Nastasie could be heard crying. He was rather fond of the poor girl. She had formerly, during 

the wearisome time of his widowhood, kept him company many an evening. She had been his 

first patient, his oldest acquaintance in the place. 

“Have you given her warning for good?” he asked at last. 

“Yes. Who is to prevent me?” she replied. 

Then they warmed themselves in the kitchen while their room was being made ready. Charles 

began to smoke. He smoked with lips protruding, spitting every moment, recoiling at every puff. 

“You’ll make yourself ill,” she said scornfully. 

He put down his cigar and ran to swallow a glass of cold water at the pump. Emma seizing 

hold of the cigar case threw it quickly to the back of the cupboard. 

The next day was a long one. She walked about her little garden, up and down the same walks, 

stopping before the beds, before the espalier, before the plaster curate, looking with amazement 

at all these things of once-on-a-time that she knew so well. How far off the ball seemed already! 

What was it that thus set so far asunder the morning of the day before yesterday and the evening 

of to-day? Her journey to Vaubyessard had made a hole in her life, like one of those great 

crevices that a storm will sometimes make in one night in mountains. Still she was resigned. She 

devoutly put away in her drawers her beautiful dress, down to the satin shoes whose soles were 

yellowed with the slippery wax of the dancing floor. Her heart was like these. In its friction 

against wealth something had come over it that could not be effaced. 

The memory of this ball, then, became an occupation for Emma. 

Whenever the Wednesday came round she said to herself as she awoke, “Ah! I was there a 

week—a fortnight—three weeks ago.” 

And little by little the faces grew confused in her remembrance. 

She forgot the tune of the quadrilles; she no longer saw the liveries and appointments so 

distinctly; some details escaped her, but the regret remained with her. 

  



Chapter Nine 

Often when Charles was out she took from the cupboard, between the folds of the linen where 

she had left it, the green silk cigar case. She looked at it, opened it, and even smelt the odour of 

the lining—a mixture of verbena and tobacco. Whose was it? The Viscount’s? Perhaps it was a 

present from his mistress. It had been embroidered on some rosewood frame, a pretty little thing, 

hidden from all eyes, that had occupied many hours, and over which had fallen the soft curls of 

the pensive worker. A breath of love had passed over the stitches on the canvas; each prick of the 

needle had fixed there a hope or a memory, and all those interwoven threads of silk were but the 

continuity of the same silent passion. And then one morning the Viscount had taken it away with 

him. Of what had they spoken when it lay upon the wide-mantelled chimneys between flower-

vases and Pompadour clocks? She was at Tostes; he was at Paris now, far away! What was this 

Paris like? What a vague name! She repeated it in a low voice, for the mere pleasure of it; it rang 

in her ears like a great cathedral bell; it shone before her eyes, even on the labels of her pomade-

pots. 

At night, when the carriers passed under her windows in their carts singing the “Marjolaine,” 

she awoke, and listened to the noise of the iron-bound wheels, which, as they gained the country 

road, was soon deadened by the soil. “They will be there to-morrow!” she said to herself. 

And she followed them in thought up and down the hills, traversing villages, gliding along the 

highroads by the light of the stars. At the end of some indefinite distance there was always a 

confused spot, into which her dream died. 

She bought a plan of Paris, and with the tip of her finger on the map she walked about the 

capital. She went up the boulevards, stopping at every turning, between the lines of the streets, in 

front of the white squares that represented the houses. At last she would close the lids of her 

weary eyes, and see in the darkness the gas jets flaring in the wind and the steps of carriages 

lowered with much noise before the peristyles of theatres. 

She took in “La Corbeille,” a lady’s journal, and the “Sylphe des Salons.” She devoured, 

without skipping a word, all the accounts of first nights, races, and soirees, took interest in the 

debut of a singer, in the opening of a new shop. She knew the latest fashions, the addresses of the 

best tailors, the days of the Bois and the Opera. In Eugene Sue she studied descriptions of 

furniture; she read Balzac and George Sand, seeking in them imaginary satisfaction for her own 

desires. Even at table she had her book by her, and turned over the pages while Charles ate and 

talked to her. The memory of the Viscount always returned as she read. Between him and the 

imaginary personages she made comparisons. But the circle of which he was the centre gradually 

widened round him, and the aureole that he bore, fading from his form, broadened out beyond, 

lighting up her other dreams. 

Paris, more vague than the ocean, glimmered before Emma’s eyes in an atmosphere of 

vermilion. The many lives that stirred amid this tumult were, however, divided into parts, classed 

as distinct pictures. Emma perceived only two or three that hid from her all the rest, and in 

themselves represented all humanity. The world of ambassadors moved over polished floors in 

drawing rooms lined with mirrors, round oval tables covered with velvet and gold-fringed cloths. 

There were dresses with trains, deep mysteries, anguish hidden beneath smiles. Then came the 

society of the duchesses; all were pale; all got up at four o’clock; the women, poor angels, wore 

English point on their petticoats; and the men, unappreciated geniuses under a frivolous outward 

seeming, rode horses to death at pleasure parties, spent the summer season at Baden, and towards 

the forties married heiresses. In the private rooms of restaurants, where one sups after midnight 



by the light of wax candles, laughed the motley crowd of men of letters and actresses. They were 

prodigal as kings, full of ideal, ambitious, fantastic frenzy. This was an existence outside that of 

all others, between heaven and earth, in the midst of storms, having something of the sublime. 

For the rest of the world it was lost, with no particular place and as if non-existent. The nearer 

things were, moreover, the more her thoughts turned away from them. All her immediate 

surroundings, the wearisome country, the middle-class imbeciles, the mediocrity of existence, 

seemed to her exceptional, a peculiar chance that had caught hold of her, while beyond stretched, 

as far as eye could see, an immense land of joys and passions. She confused in her desire the 

sensualities of luxury with the delights of the heart, elegance of manners with delicacy of 

sentiment. Did not love, like Indian plants, need a special soil, a particular temperature? Signs by 

moonlight, long embraces, tears flowing over yielded hands, all the fevers of the flesh and the 

languors of tenderness could not be separated from the balconies of great castles full of 

indolence, from boudoirs with silken curtains and thick carpets, well-filled flower-stands, a bed 

on a raised dias, nor from the flashing of precious stones and the shoulder-knots of liveries. 

The lad from the posting house who came to groom the mare every morning passed through 

the passage with his heavy wooden shoes; there were holes in his blouse; his feet were bare in 

list slippers. And this was the groom in knee-britches with whom she had to be content! His 

work done, he did not come back again all day, for Charles on his return put up his horse 

himself, unsaddled him and put on the halter, while the servant-girl brought a bundle of straw 

and threw it as best she could into the manger. 

To replace Nastasie (who left Tostes shedding torrents of tears) Emma took into her service a 

young girl of fourteen, an orphan with a sweet face. She forbade her wearing cotton caps, taught 

her to address her in the third person, to bring a glass of water on a plate, to knock before coming 

into a room, to iron, starch, and to dress her—wanted to make a lady’s-maid of her. The new 

servant obeyed without a murmur, so as not to be sent away; and as madame usually left the key 

in the sideboard, Félicité every evening took a small supply of sugar that she ate alone in her bed 

after she had said her prayers. 

Sometimes in the afternoon she went to chat with the postilions. 

Madame was in her room upstairs. She wore an open dressing gown that showed between the 

shawl facings of her bodice a pleated chamisette with three gold buttons. Her belt was a corded 

girdle with great tassels, and her small garnet coloured slippers had a large knot of ribbon that 

fell over her instep. She had bought herself a blotting book, writing case, pen-holder, and 

envelopes, although she had no one to write to; she dusted her what-not, looked at herself in the 

glass, picked up a book, and then, dreaming between the lines, let it drop on her knees. She 

longed to travel or to go back to her convent. She wished at the same time to die and to live in 

Paris. 

Charles in snow and rain trotted across country. He ate omelettes on farmhouse tables, poked 

his arm into damp beds, received the tepid spurt of blood-lettings in his face, listened to death-

rattles, examined basins, turned over a good deal of dirty linen; but every evening he found a 

blazing fire, his dinner ready, easy-chairs, and a well-dressed woman, charming with an odour of 

freshness, though no one could say whence the perfume came, or if it were not her skin that 

made odorous her chemise. 

She charmed him by numerous attentions; now it was some new way of arranging paper 

sconces for the candles, a flounce that she altered on her gown, or an extraordinary name for 

some very simple dish that the servant had spoilt, but that Charles swallowed with pleasure to the 



last mouthful. At Rouen she saw some ladies who wore a bunch of charms on the watch-chains; 

she bought some charms. She wanted for her mantelpiece two large blue glass vases, and some 

time after an ivory necessaire with a silver-gilt thimble. The less Charles understood these 

refinements the more they seduced him. They added something to the pleasure of the senses and 

to the comfort of his fireside. It was like a golden dust sanding all along the narrow path of his 

life. 

He was well, looked well; his reputation was firmly established. 

The country-folk loved him because he was not proud. He petted the children, never went to 

the public house, and, moreover, his morals inspired confidence. He was specially successful 

with catarrhs and chest complaints. Being much afraid of killing his patients, Charles, in fact 

only prescribed sedatives, from time to time and emetic, a footbath, or leeches. It was not that he 

was afraid of surgery; he bled people copiously like horses, and for the taking out of teeth he had 

the “devil’s own wrist.” 

Finally, to keep up with the times, he took in “La Ruche Medicale,” a new journal whose 

prospectus had been sent him. He read it a little after dinner, but in about five minutes the 

warmth of the room added to the effect of his dinner sent him to sleep; and he sat there, his chin 

on his two hands and his hair spreading like a mane to the foot of the lamp. Emma looked at him 

and shrugged her shoulders. Why, at least, was not her husband one of those men of taciturn 

passions who work at their books all night, and at last, when about sixty, the age of rheumatism 

sets in, wear a string of orders on their ill-fitting black coat? She could have wished this name of 

Bovary, which was hers, had been illustrious, to see it displayed at the booksellers’, repeated in 

the newspapers, known to all France. But Charles had no ambition. 

An Yvetot doctor whom he had lately met in consultation had somewhat humiliated him at the 

very bedside of the patient, before the assembled relatives. When, in the evening, Charles told 

her this anecdote, Emma inveighed loudly against his colleague. Charles was much touched. He 

kissed her forehead with a tear in his eyes. But she was angered with shame; she felt a wild 

desire to strike him; she went to open the window in the passage and breathed in the fresh air to 

calm herself. 

“What a man! What a man!” she said in a low voice, biting her lips. 

Besides, she was becoming more irritated with him. As he grew older his manner grew 

heavier; at dessert he cut the corks of the empty bottles; after eating he cleaned his teeth with his 

tongue; in taking soup he made a gurgling noise with every spoonful; and, as he was getting 

fatter, the puffed-out cheeks seemed to push the eyes, always small, up to the temples. 

Sometimes Emma tucked the red borders of his under-vest unto his waistcoat, rearranged his 

cravat, and threw away the dirty gloves he was going to put on; and this was not, as he fancied, 

for himself; it was for herself, by a diffusion of egotism, of nervous irritation. Sometimes, too, 

she told him of what she had read, such as a passage in a novel, of a new play, or an anecdote of 

the “upper ten” that she had seen in a feuilleton; for, after all, Charles was something, an ever-

open ear, and ever-ready approbation. She confided many a thing to her greyhound. She would 

have done so to the logs in the fireplace or to the pendulum of the clock. 

At the bottom of her heart, however, she was waiting for something to happen. Like 

shipwrecked sailors, she turned despairing eyes upon the solitude of her life, seeking afar off 

some white sail in the mists of the horizon. She did not know what this chance would be, what 

wind would bring it her, towards what shore it would drive her, if it would be a shallop or a 

three-decker, laden with anguish or full of bliss to the portholes. But each morning, as she 



awoke, she hoped it would come that day; she listened to every sound, sprang up with a start, 

wondered that it did not come; then at sunset, always more saddened, she longed for the morrow. 

Spring came round. With the first warm weather, when the pear trees began to blossom, she 

suffered from dyspnoea. 

From the beginning of July she counted how many weeks there were to October, thinking that 

perhaps the Marquis d’Andervilliers would give another ball at Vaubyessard. But all September 

passed without letters or visits. 

After the ennui of this disappointment her heart once more remained empty, and then the same 

series of days recommenced. So now they would thus follow one another, always the same, 

immovable, and bringing nothing. Other lives, however flat, had at least the chance of some 

event. One adventure sometimes brought with it infinite consequences and the scene changed. 

But nothing happened to her; God had willed it so! The future was a dark corridor, with its door 

at the end shut fast. 

She gave up music. What was the good of playing? Who would hear her? Since she could 

never, in a velvet gown with short sleeves, striking with her light fingers the ivory keys of an 

Erard at a concert, feel the murmur of ecstasy envelop her like a breeze, it was not worth while 

boring herself with practicing. Her drawing cardboard and her embroidery she left in the 

cupboard. What was the good? What was the good? Sewing irritated her. “I have read 

everything,” she said to herself. And she sat there making the tongs red-hot, or looked at the rain 

falling. 

How sad she was on Sundays when vespers sounded! She listened with dull attention to each 

stroke of the cracked bell. A cat slowly walking over some roof put up his back in the pale rays 

of the sun. The wind on the highroad blew up clouds of dust. Afar off a dog sometimes howled; 

and the bell, keeping time, continued its monotonous ringing that died away over the fields. 

But the people came out from church. The women in waxed clogs, the peasants in new 

blouses, the little bare-headed children skipping along in front of them, all were going home. 

And till nightfall, five or six men, always the same, stayed playing at corks in front of the large 

door of the inn. 

The winter was severe. The windows every morning were covered with rime, and the light 

shining through them, dim as through ground-glass, sometimes did not change the whole day 

long. At four o’clock the lamp had to be lighted. 

On fine days she went down into the garden. The dew had left on the cabbages a silver lace 

with long transparent threads spreading from one to the other. No birds were to be heard; 

everything seemed asleep, the espalier covered with straw, and the vine, like a great sick serpent 

under the coping of the wall, along which, on drawing near, one saw the many-footed woodlice 

crawling. Under the spruce by the hedgerow, the curé in the three-cornered hat reading his 

breviary had lost his right foot, and the very plaster, scaling off with the frost, had left white 

scabs on his face. 

Then she went up again, shut her door, put on coals, and fainting with the heat of the hearth, 

felt her boredom weigh more heavily than ever. She would have liked to go down and talk to the 

servant, but a sense of shame restrained her. 

Every day at the same time the schoolmaster in a black skullcap opened the shutters of his 

house, and the rural policeman, wearing his sabre over his blouse, passed by. Night and morning 

the post-horses, three by three, crossed the street to water at the pond. From time to time the bell 



of a public house door rang, and when it was windy one could hear the little brass basins that 

served as signs for the hairdresser’s shop creaking on their two rods. This shop had as decoration 

an old engraving of a fashion-plate stuck against a windowpane and the wax bust of a woman 

with yellow hair. He, too, the hairdresser, lamented his wasted calling, his hopeless future, and 

dreaming of some shop in a big town—at Rouen, for example, overlooking the harbour, near the 

theatre—he walked up and down all day from the mairie to the church, sombre and waiting for 

customers. When Madame Bovary looked up, she always saw him there, like a sentinel on duty, 

with his skullcap over his ears and his vest of lasting. 

Sometimes in the afternoon outside the window of her room, the head of a man appeared, a 

swarthy head with black whiskers, smiling slowly, with a broad, gentle smile that showed his 

white teeth. A waltz immediately began and on the organ, in a little drawing room, dancers the 

size of a finger, women in pink turbans, Tyrolians in jackets, monkeys in frock coats, gentlemen 

in knee-breeches, turned and turned between the sofas, the consoles, multiplied in the bits of 

looking glass held together at their corners by a piece of gold paper. The man turned his handle, 

looking to the right and left, and up at the windows. Now and again, while he shot out a long 

squirt of brown saliva against the milestone, with his knee raised his instrument, whose hard 

straps tired his shoulder; and now, doleful and drawling, or gay and hurried, the music escaped 

from the box, droning through a curtain of pink taffeta under a brass claw in arabesque. They 

were airs played in other places at the theatres, sung in drawing rooms, danced to at night under 

lighted lustres, echoes of the world that reached even to Emma. Endless sarabands ran through 

her head, and, like an Indian dancing girl on the flowers of a carpet, her thoughts leapt with the 

notes, swung from dream to dream, from sadness to sadness. When the man had caught some 

coppers in his cap, he drew down an old cover of blue cloth, hitched his organ on to his back, 

and went off with a heavy tread. She watched him going. 

But it was above all the meal-times that were unbearable to her, in this small room on the 

ground floor, with its smoking stove, its creaking door, the walls that sweated, the damp flags; all 

the bitterness in life seemed served up on her plate, and with smoke of the boiled beef there rose 

from her secret soul whiffs of sickliness. Charles was a slow eater; she played with a few nuts, 

or, leaning on her elbow, amused herself with drawing lines along the oilcloth table cover with 

the point of her knife. 

She now let everything in her household take care of itself, and Madame Bovary senior, when 

she came to spend part of Lent at Tostes, was much surprised at the change. She who was 

formerly so careful, so dainty, now passed whole days without dressing, wore grey cotton 

stockings, and burnt tallow candles. She kept saying they must be economical since they were 

not rich, adding that she was very contented, very happy, that Tostes pleased her very much, with 

other speeches that closed the mouth of her mother-in-law. Besides, Emma no longer seemed 

inclined to follow her advice; once even, Madame Bovary having thought fit to maintain that 

mistresses ought to keep an eye on the religion of their servants, she had answered with so angry 

a look and so cold a smile that the good woman did not interfere again. 

Emma was growing difficult, capricious. She ordered dishes for herself, then she did not touch 

them; one day drank only pure milk, the next cups of tea by the dozen. Often she persisted in not 

going out, then, stifling, threw open the windows and put on light dresses. After she had well 

scolded her servant she gave her presents or sent her out to see neighbours, just as she sometimes 

threw beggars all the silver in her purse, although she was by no means tender-hearted or easily 

accessible to the feelings of others, like most country-bred people, who always retain in their 

souls something of the horny hardness of the paternal hands. 



Towards the end of February old Rouault, in memory of his cure, himself brought his son-in-

law a superb turkey, and stayed three days at Tostes. Charles being with his patients, Emma kept 

him company. He smoked in the room, spat on the firedogs, talked farming, calves, cows, 

poultry, and municipal council, so that when he left she closed the door on him with a feeling of 

satisfaction that surprised even herself. Moreover she no longer concealed her contempt for 

anything or anybody, and at times she set herself to express singular opinions, finding fault with 

that which others approved, and approving things perverse and immoral, all of which made her 

husband open his eyes widely. 

Would this misery last for ever? Would she never issue from it? Yet she was as good as all the 

women who were living happily. She had seen duchesses at Vaubyessard with clumsier waists 

and commoner ways, and she execrated the injustice of God. She leant her head against the walls 

to weep; she envied lives of stir; longed for masked balls, for violent pleasures, with all the 

wildness that she did not know, but that these must surely yield. 

She grew pale and suffered from palpitations of the heart. 

Charles prescribed valerian and camphor baths. Everything that was tried only seemed to 

irritate her the more. 

On certain days she chatted with feverish rapidity, and this over-excitement was suddenly 

followed by a state of torpor, in which she remained without speaking, without moving. What 

then revived her was pouring a bottle of eau-de-cologne over her arms. 

As she was constantly complaining about Tostes, Charles fancied that her illness was no doubt 

due to some local cause, and fixing on this idea, began to think seriously of setting up elsewhere. 

From that moment she drank vinegar, contracted a sharp little cough, and completely lost her 

appetite. 

It cost Charles much to give up Tostes after living there four years and “when he was 

beginning to get on there.” Yet if it must be! He took her to Rouen to see his old master. It was a 

nervous complaint: change of air was needed. 

After looking about him on this side and on that, Charles learnt that in the Neufchâtel 

arrondissement there was a considerable market town called Yonville-l’Abbaye, whose doctor, a 

Polish refugee, had decamped a week before. Then he wrote to the chemist of the place to ask the 

number of the population, the distance from the nearest doctor, what his predecessor had made a 

year, and so forth; and the answer being satisfactory, he made up his mind to move towards the 

spring, if Emma’s health did not improve. 

One day when, in view of her departure, she was tidying a drawer, something pricked her 

finger. It was a wire of her wedding bouquet. The orange blossoms were yellow with dust and 

the silver bordered satin ribbons frayed at the edges. She threw it into the fire. It flared up more 

quickly than dry straw. Then it was, like a red bush in the cinders, slowly devoured. She watched 

it burn. 

The little pasteboard berries burst, the wire twisted, the gold lace melted; and the shriveled 

paper corollas, fluttering like black butterflies at the back of the stove, at lest flew up the 

chimney. 

When they left Tostes at the month of March, Madame Bovary was pregnant. 

  



Part II 

Chapter One 

Yonville-l’Abbaye (so called from an old Capuchin abbey of which not even the ruins remain) 

is a market-town twenty-four miles from Rouen, between the Abbeville and Beauvais roads, at 

the foot of a valley watered by the Rieule, a little river that runs into the Andelle after turning 

three water-mills near its mouth, where there are a few trout that the lads amuse themselves by 

fishing for on Sundays. 

We leave the highroad at La Boissiere and keep straight on to the top of the Leux hill, whence 

the valley is seen. The river that runs through it makes of it, as it were, two regions with distinct 

physiognomies—all on the left is pasture land, all of the right arable. The meadow stretches 

under a bulge of low hills to join at the back with the pasture land of the Bray country, while on 

the eastern side, the plain, gently rising, broadens out, showing as far as eye can follow its blond 

cornfields. The water, flowing by the grass, divides with a white line the colour of the roads and 

of the plains, and the country is like a great unfolded mantle with a green velvet cape bordered 

with a fringe of silver. 

Before us, on the verge of the horizon, lie the oaks of the forest of Argueil, with the steeps of 

the Saint-Jean hills scarred from top to bottom with red irregular lines; they are rain tracks, and 

these brick-tones standing out in narrow streaks against the grey colour of the mountain are due 

to the quantity of iron springs that flow beyond in the neighboring country. 

Here we are on the confines of Normandy, Picardy, and the Ile-de-France, a bastard land 

whose language is without accent and its landscape is without character. It is there that they 

make the worst Neufchâtel cheeses of all the arrondissement; and, on the other hand, farming is 

costly because so much manure is needed to enrich this friable soil full of sand and flints. 

Up to 1835 there was no practicable road for getting to Yonville, but about this time a cross-

road was made which joins that of Abbeville to that of Amiens, and is occasionally used by the 

Rouen wagoners on their way to Flanders. Yonville-l’Abbaye has remained stationary in spite of 

its “new outlet.” Instead of improving the soil, they persist in keeping up the pasture lands, 

however depreciated they may be in value, and the lazy borough, growing away from the plain, 

has naturally spread riverwards. It is seem from afar sprawling along the banks like a cowherd 

taking a siesta by the water-side. 

At the foot of the hill beyond the bridge begins a roadway, planted with young aspens, that 

leads in a straight line to the first houses in the place. These, fenced in by hedges, are in the 

middle of courtyards full of straggling buildings, wine-presses, cart-sheds and distilleries 

scattered under thick trees, with ladders, poles, or scythes hung on to the branches. The thatched 

roofs, like fur caps drawn over eyes, reach down over about a third of the low windows, whose 

coarse convex glasses have knots in the middle like the bottoms of bottles. Against the plaster 

wall diagonally crossed by black joists, a meagre pear-tree sometimes leans and the ground-

floors have at their door a small swing-gate to keep out the chicks that come pilfering crumbs of 

bread steeped in cider on the threshold. But the courtyards grow narrower, the houses closer 

together, and the fences disappear; a bundle of ferns swings under a window from the end of a 

broomstick; there is a blacksmith’s forge and then a wheelwright’s, with two or three new carts 

outside that partly block the way. Then across an open space appears a white house beyond a 

grass mound ornamented by a Cupid, his finger on his lips; two brass vases are at each end of a 



flight of steps; scutcheons[9] blaze upon the door. It is the notary’s house, and the finest in the 

place. 

[9] The panonceaux that have to be hung over the doors of 

notaries. 

The Church is on the other side of the street, twenty paces farther down, at the entrance of the 

square. The little cemetery that surrounds it, closed in by a wall breast high, is so full of graves 

that the old stones, level with the ground, form a continuous pavement, on which the grass of 

itself has marked out regular green squares. The church was rebuilt during the last years of the 

reign of Charles X. The wooden roof is beginning to rot from the top, and here and there has 

black hollows in its blue colour. Over the door, where the organ should be, is a loft for the men, 

with a spiral staircase that reverberates under their wooden shoes. 

The daylight coming through the plain glass windows falls obliquely upon the pews ranged 

along the walls, which are adorned here and there with a straw mat bearing beneath it the words 

in large letters, “Mr. So-and-so’s pew.” Farther on, at a spot where the building narrows, the 

confessional forms a pendant to a statuette of the Virgin, clothed in a satin robe, coifed with a 

tulle veil sprinkled with silver stars, and with red cheeks, like an idol of the Sandwich Islands; 

and, finally, a copy of the “Holy Family, presented by the Minister of the Interior,” overlooking 

the high altar, between four candlesticks, closes in the perspective. The choir stalls, of deal 

wood, have been left unpainted. 

The market, that is to say, a tiled roof supported by some twenty posts, occupies of itself about 

half the public square of Yonville. The town hall, constructed “from the designs of a Paris 

architect,” is a sort of Greek temple that forms the corner next to the chemist’s shop. On the 

ground-floor are three Ionic columns and on the first floor a semicircular gallery, while the dome 

that crowns it is occupied by a Gallic cock, resting one foot upon the “Charte” and holding in the 

other the scales of Justice. 

But that which most attracts the eye is opposite the Lion d’Or inn, the chemist’s shop of 

Monsieur Homais. In the evening especially its argand lamp is lit up and the red and green jars 

that embellish his shop-front throw far across the street their two streams of colour; then across 

them as if in Bengal lights is seen the shadow of the chemist leaning over his desk. His house 

from top to bottom is placarded with inscriptions written in large hand, round hand, printed hand: 

“Vichy, Seltzer, Barege waters, blood purifiers, Raspail patent medicine, Arabian racahout, 

Darcet lozenges, Regnault paste, trusses, baths, hygienic chocolate,” etc. And the signboard, 

which takes up all the breadth of the shop, bears in gold letters, “Homais, Chemist.” Then at the 

back of the shop, behind the great scales fixed to the counter, the word “Laboratory” appears on 

a scroll above a glass door, which about half-way up once more repeats “Homais” in gold letters 

on a black ground. 

Beyond this there is nothing to see at Yonville. The street (the only one) a gunshot in length 

and flanked by a few shops on either side stops short at the turn of the highroad. If it is left on the 

right hand and the foot of the Saint-Jean hills followed the cemetery is soon reached. 

At the time of the cholera, in order to enlarge this, a piece of wall was pulled down, and three 

acres of land by its side purchased; but all the new portion is almost tenantless; the tombs, as 

heretofore, continue to crowd together towards the gate. The keeper, who is at once gravedigger 

and church beadle (thus making a double profit out of the parish corpses), has taken advantage of 

the unused plot of ground to plant potatoes there. From year to year, however, his small field 



grows smaller, and when there is an epidemic, he does not know whether to rejoice at the deaths 

or regret the burials. 

“You live on the dead, Lestiboudois!” the curé at last said to him one day. This grim remark 

made him reflect; it checked him for some time; but to this day he carries on the cultivation of 

his little tubers, and even maintains stoutly that they grow naturally. 

Since the events about to be narrated, nothing in fact has changed at Yonville. The tin tricolour 

flag still swings at the top of the church-steeple; the two chintz streamers still flutter in the wind 

from the linen-draper’s; the chemist’s fetuses, like lumps of white amadou, rot more and more in 

their turbid alcohol, and above the big door of the inn the old golden lion, faded by rain, still 

shows passers-by its poodle mane. 

On the evening when the Bovarys were to arrive at Yonville, Widow Lefrancois, the landlady 

of this inn, was so very busy that she sweated great drops as she moved her saucepans. To-

morrow was market-day. The meat had to be cut beforehand, the fowls drawn, the soup and 

coffee made. Moreover, she had the boarders’ meal to see to, and that of the doctor, his wife, and 

their servant; the billiard-room was echoing with bursts of laughter; three millers in a small 

parlour were calling for brandy; the wood was blazing, the brazen pan was hissing, and on the 

long kitchen table, amid the quarters of raw mutton, rose piles of plates that rattled with the 

shaking of the block on which spinach was being chopped. 

From the poultry-yard was heard the screaming of the fowls whom the servant was chasing in 

order to wring their necks. 

A man slightly marked with small-pox, in green leather slippers, and wearing a velvet cap 

with a gold tassel, was warming his back at the chimney. His face expressed nothing but self-

satisfaction, and he appeared to take life as calmly as the goldfinch suspended over his head in its 

wicker cage: this was the chemist. 

“Artémise!” shouted the landlady, “chop some wood, fill the water bottles, bring some brandy, 

look sharp! If only I knew what dessert to offer the guests you are expecting! Good heavens! 

Those furniture-movers are beginning their racket in the billiard-room again; and their van has 

been left before the front door! The ‘Hirondelle’ might run into it when it draws up. Call Polyte 

and tell him to put it up. Only think, Monsieur Homais, that since morning they have had about 

fifteen games, and drunk eight jars of cider! Why, they’ll tear my cloth for me,” she went on, 

looking at them from a distance, her strainer in her hand. 

“That wouldn’t be much of a loss,” replied Monsieur Homais. “You would buy another.” 

“Another billiard-table!” exclaimed the widow. 

“Since that one is coming to pieces, Madame Lefrancois. I tell you again you are doing 

yourself harm, much harm! And besides, players now want narrow pockets and heavy cues. 

Hazards aren’t played now; everything is changed! One must keep pace with the times! Just look 

at Tellier!” 

The hostess reddened with vexation. The chemist went on— 

“You may say what you like; his table is better than yours; and if one were to think, for 

example, of getting up a patriotic pool for Poland or the sufferers from the Lyons floods—” 

“It isn’t beggars like him that’ll frighten us,” interrupted the landlady, shrugging her fat 

shoulders. “Come, come, Monsieur Homais; as long as the ‘Lion d’Or’ exists people will come 

to it. We’ve feathered our nest; while one of these days you’ll find the ‘Cafe Francais’ closed 

with a big placard on the shutters. Change my billiard-table!” she went on, speaking to herself, 



“the table that comes in so handy for folding the washing, and on which, in the hunting season, I 

have slept six visitors! But that dawdler, Hivert, doesn’t come!” 

“Are you waiting for him for your gentlemen’s dinner?” 

“Wait for him! And what about Monsieur Binet? As the clock strikes six you’ll see him come 

in, for he hasn’t his equal under the sun for punctuality. He must always have his seat in the 

small parlour. He’d rather die than dine anywhere else. And so squeamish as he is, and so 

particular about the cider! Not like Monsieur Léon; he sometimes comes at seven, or even half-

past, and he doesn’t so much as look at what he eats. Such a nice young man! Never speaks a 

rough word!” 

“Well, you see, there’s a great difference between an educated man and an old carabineer who 

is now a tax-collector.” 

Six o’clock struck. Binet came in. 

He wore a blue frock-coat falling in a straight line round his thin body, and his leather cap, 

with its lappets knotted over the top of his head with string, showed under the turned-up peak a 

bald forehead, flattened by the constant wearing of a helmet. He wore a black cloth waistcoat, a 

hair collar, grey trousers, and, all the year round, well-blacked boots, that had two parallel 

swellings due to the sticking out of his big-toes. Not a hair stood out from the regular line of fair 

whiskers, which, encircling his jaws, framed, after the fashion of a garden border, his long, wan 

face, whose eyes were small and the nose hooked. Clever at all games of cards, a good hunter, 

and writing a fine hand, he had at home a lathe, and amused himself by turning napkin rings, 

with which he filled up his house, with the jealousy of an artist and the egotism of a bourgeois. 

He went to the small parlour, but the three millers had to be got out first, and during the whole 

time necessary for laying the cloth, Binet remained silent in his place near the stove. Then he 

shut the door and took off his cap in his usual way. 

“It isn’t with saying civil things that he’ll wear out his tongue,” said the chemist, as soon as he 

was along with the landlady. 

“He never talks more,” she replied. “Last week two travelers in the cloth line were here—such 

clever chaps who told such jokes in the evening, that I fairly cried with laughing; and he stood 

there like a dab fish and never said a word.” 

“Yes,” observed the chemist; “no imagination, no sallies, nothing that makes the society-

man.” 

“Yet they say he has parts,” objected the landlady. 

“Parts!” replied Monsieur Homais; “he, parts! In his own line it is possible,” he added in a 

calmer tone. And he went on— 

“Ah! That a merchant, who has large connections, a jurisconsult, a doctor, a chemist, should 

be thus absent-minded, that they should become whimsical or even peevish, I can understand; 

such cases are cited in history. But at least it is because they are thinking of something. Myself, 

for example, how often has it happened to me to look on the bureau for my pen to write a label, 

and to find, after all, that I had put it behind my ear!” 

Madame Lefrancois just then went to the door to see if the “Hirondelle” were not coming. She 

started. A man dressed in black suddenly came into the kitchen. By the last gleam of the twilight 

one could see that his face was rubicund and his form athletic. 



“What can I do for you, Monsieur le Curé?” asked the landlady, as she reached down from the 

chimney one of the copper candlesticks placed with their candles in a row. “Will you take 

something? A thimbleful of Cassis?[10] A glass of wine?” 

[10] Black currant liqueur. 

The priest declined very politely. He had come for his umbrella, that he had forgotten the other 

day at the Ernemont convent, and after asking Madame Lefrancois to have it sent to him at the 

presbytery in the evening, he left for the church, from which the Angelus was ringing. 

When the chemist no longer heard the noise of his boots along the square, he thought the 

priest’s behaviour just now very unbecoming. This refusal to take any refreshment seemed to 

him the most odious hypocrisy; all priests tippled on the sly, and were trying to bring back the 

days of the tithe. 

The landlady took up the defence of her curé. 

“Besides, he could double up four men like you over his knee. Last year he helped our people 

to bring in the straw; he carried as many as six trusses at once, he is so strong.” 

“Bravo!” said the chemist. “Now just send your daughters to confess to fellows which such a 

temperament! I, if I were the Government, I’d have the priests bled once a month. Yes, Madame 

Lefrancois, every month—a good phlebotomy, in the interests of the police and morals.” 

“Be quiet, Monsieur Homais. You are an infidel; you’ve no religion.” 

The chemist answered: “I have a religion, my religion, and I even have more than all these 

others with their mummeries and their juggling. I adore God, on the contrary. I believe in the 

Supreme Being, in a Creator, whatever he may be. I care little who has placed us here below to 

fulfil our duties as citizens and fathers of families; but I don’t need to go to church to kiss silver 

plates, and fatten, out of my pocket, a lot of good-for-nothings who live better than we do. For 

one can know Him as well in a wood, in a field, or even contemplating the eternal vault like the 

ancients. My God! Mine is the God of Socrates, of Franklin, of Voltaire, and of Beranger! I am 

for the profession of faith of the ‘Savoyard Vicar,’ and the immortal principles of ‘89! And I 

can’t admit of an old boy of a God who takes walks in his garden with a cane in his hand, who 

lodges his friends in the belly of whales, dies uttering a cry, and rises again at the end of three 

days; things absurd in themselves, and completely opposed, moreover, to all physical laws, 

which prove to us, by the way, that priests have always wallowed in turpid ignorance, in which 

they would fain engulf the people with them.” 

He ceased, looking round for an audience, for in his bubbling over the chemist had for a 

moment fancied himself in the midst of the town council. But the landlady no longer heeded 

him; she was listening to a distant rolling. One could distinguish the noise of a carriage mingled 

with the clattering of loose horseshoes that beat against the ground, and at last the “Hirondelle” 

stopped at the door. 

It was a yellow box on two large wheels, that, reaching to the tilt, prevented travelers from 

seeing the road and dirtied their shoulders. The small panes of the narrow windows rattled in 

their sashes when the coach was closed, and retained here and there patches of mud amid the old 

layers of dust, that not even storms of rain had altogether washed away. It was drawn by three 

horses, the first a leader, and when it came down-hill its bottom jolted against the ground. 

Some of the inhabitants of Yonville came out into the square; they all spoke at once, asking 

for news, for explanations, for hampers. Hivert did not know whom to answer. It was he who did 



the errands of the place in town. He went to the shops and brought back rolls of leather for the 

shoemaker, old iron for the farrier, a barrel of herrings for his mistress, caps from the milliner’s, 

locks from the hair-dresser’s and all along the road on his return journey he distributed his 

parcels, which he threw, standing upright on his seat and shouting at the top of his voice, over 

the enclosures of the yards. 

An accident had delayed him. Madame Bovary’s greyhound had run across the field. They had 

whistled for him a quarter of an hour; Hivert had even gone back a mile and a half expecting 

every moment to catch sight of her; but it had been necessary to go on. 

Emma had wept, grown angry; she had accused Charles of this misfortune. Monsieur 

Lheureux, a draper, who happened to be in the coach with her, had tried to console her by a 

number of examples of lost dogs recognizing their masters at the end of long years. One, he said 

had been told of, who had come back to Paris from Constantinople. Another had gone one 

hundred and fifty miles in a straight line, and swum four rivers; and his own father had possessed 

a poodle, which, after twelve years of absence, had all of a sudden jumped on his back in the 

street as he was going to dine in town. 

  



Chapter Two 

Emma got out first, then Félicité, Monsieur Lheureux, and a nurse, and they had to wake up 

Charles in his corner, where he had slept soundly since night set in. 

Homais introduced himself; he offered his homages to madame and his respects to monsieur; 

said he was charmed to have been able to render them some slight service, and added with a 

cordial air that he had ventured to invite himself, his wife being away. 

When Madame Bovary was in the kitchen she went up to the chimney. 

With the tips of her fingers she caught her dress at the knee, and having thus pulled it up to her 

ankle, held out her foot in its black boot to the fire above the revolving leg of mutton. The flame 

lit up the whole of her, penetrating with a crude light the woof of her gowns, the fine pores of her 

fair skin, and even her eyelids, which she blinked now and again. A great red glow passed over 

her with the blowing of the wind through the half-open door. 

On the other side of the chimney a young man with fair hair watched her silently. 

As he was a good deal bored at Yonville, where he was a clerk at the notary’s, Monsieur 

Guillaumin, Monsieur Léon Dupuis (it was he who was the second habitue of the “Lion d’Or”) 

frequently put back his dinner-hour in hope that some traveler might come to the inn, with whom 

he could chat in the evening. On the days when his work was done early, he had, for want of 

something else to do, to come punctually, and endure from soup to cheese a tête-à-tête with 

Binet. It was therefore with delight that he accepted the landlady’s suggestion that he should dine 

in company with the newcomers, and they passed into the large parlour where Madame 

Lefrancois, for the purpose of showing off, had had the table laid for four. 

Homais asked to be allowed to keep on his skull-cap, for fear of coryza; then, turning to his 

neighbour— 

“Madame is no doubt a little fatigued; one gets jolted so abominably in our ‘Hirondelle.’” 

“That is true,” replied Emma; “but moving about always amuses me. I like change of place.” 

“It is so tedious,” sighed the clerk, “to be always riveted to the same places.” 

“If you were like me,” said Charles, “constantly obliged to be in the saddle”— 

“But,” Léon went on, addressing himself to Madame Bovary, “nothing, it seems to me, is 

more pleasant—when one can,” he added. 

“Moreover,” said the druggist, “the practice of medicine is not very hard work in our part of 

the world, for the state of our roads allows us the use of gigs, and generally, as the farmers are 

prosperous, they pay pretty well. We have, medically speaking, besides the ordinary cases of 

enteritis, bronchitis, bilious affections, etc., now and then a few intermittent fevers at harvest-

time; but on the whole, little of a serious nature, nothing special to note, unless it be a great deal 

of scrofula, due, no doubt, to the deplorable hygienic conditions of our peasant dwellings. Ah! 

you will find many prejudices to combat, Monsieur Bovary, much obstinacy of routine, with 

which all the efforts of your science will daily come into collision; for people still have recourse 

to novenas, to relics, to the priest, rather than come straight to the doctor or the chemist. The 

climate, however, is not, truth to tell, bad, and we even have a few nonagenarians in our parish. 

The thermometer (I have made some observations) falls in winter to 4 degrees Centigrade at the 

outside, which gives us 24 degrees Reaumur as the maximum, or otherwise 54 degrees 

Fahrenheit (English scale), not more. And, as a matter of fact, we are sheltered from the north 

winds by the forest of Argueil on the one side, from the west winds by the St. Jean range on the 



other; and this heat, moreover, which, on account of the aqueous vapours given off by the river 

and the considerable number of cattle in the fields, which, as you know, exhale much ammonia, 

that is to say, nitrogen, hydrogen and oxygen (no, nitrogen and hydrogen alone), and which 

sucking up into itself the humus from the ground, mixing together all those different emanations, 

unites them into a stack, so to say, and combining with the electricity diffused through the 

atmosphere, when there is any, might in the long run, as in tropical countries, engender 

insalubrious miasmata—this heat, I say, finds itself perfectly tempered on the side whence it 

comes, or rather whence it should come—that is to say, the southern side—by the south-eastern 

winds, which, having cooled themselves passing over the Seine, reach us sometimes all at once 

like breezes from Russia.” 

“At any rate, you have some walks in the neighbourhood?” continued Madame Bovary, 

speaking to the young man. 

“Oh, very few,” he answered. “There is a place they call La Pâture, on the top of the hill, on 

the edge of the forest. Sometimes, on Sundays, I go and stay there with a book, watching the 

sunset.” 

“I think there is nothing so admirable as sunsets,” she resumed; “but especially by the side of 

the sea.” 

“Oh, I adore the sea!” said Monsieur Léon. 

“And then, does it not seem to you,” continued Madame Bovary, “that the mind travels more 

freely on this limitless expanse, the contemplation of which elevates the soul, gives ideas of the 

infinite, the ideal?” 

“It is the same with mountainous landscapes,” continued Léon. “A cousin of mine who 

travelled in Switzerland last year told me that one could not picture to oneself the poetry of the 

lakes, the charm of the waterfalls, the gigantic effect of the glaciers. One sees pines of incredible 

size across torrents, cottages suspended over precipices, and, a thousand feet below one, whole 

valleys when the clouds open. Such spectacles must stir to enthusiasm, incline to prayer, to 

ecstasy; and I no longer marvel at that celebrated musician who, the better to inspire his 

imagination, was in the habit of playing the piano before some imposing site.” 

“You play?” she asked. 

“No, but I am very fond of music,” he replied. 

“Ah! don’t you listen to him, Madame Bovary,” interrupted Homais, bending over his plate. 

“That’s sheer modesty. Why, my dear fellow, the other day in your room you were singing 

‘L’Ange Gardien’ ravishingly. I heard you from the laboratory. You gave it like an actor.” 

Léon, in fact, lodged at the chemist’s where he had a small room on the second floor, 

overlooking the Place. He blushed at the compliment of his landlord, who had already turned to 

the doctor, and was enumerating to him, one after the other, all the principal inhabitants of 

Yonville. He was telling anecdotes, giving information; the fortune of the notary was not known 

exactly, and “there was the Tuvache household,” who made a good deal of show. 

Emma continued, “And what music do you prefer?” 

“Oh, German music; that which makes you dream.” 

“Have you been to the opera?” 

“Not yet; but I shall go next year, when I am living at Paris to finish reading for the bar.” 



“As I had the honour of putting it to your husband,” said the chemist, “with regard to this poor 

Yanoda who has run away, you will find yourself, thanks to his extravagance, in the possession 

of one of the most comfortable houses of Yonville. Its greatest convenience for a doctor is a door 

giving on the Walk, where one can go in and out unseen. Moreover, it contains everything that is 

agreeable in a household—a laundry, kitchen with offices, sitting-room, fruit-room, and so on. 

He was a gay dog, who didn’t care what he spent. At the end of the garden, by the side of the 

water, he had an arbour built just for the purpose of drinking beer in summer; and if madame is 

fond of gardening she will be able—” 

“My wife doesn’t care about it,” said Charles; “although she has been advised to take exercise, 

she prefers always sitting in her room reading.” 

“Like me,” replied Léon. “And indeed, what is better than to sit by one’s fireside in the 

evening with a book, while the wind beats against the window and the lamp is burning?” 

“What, indeed?” she said, fixing her large black eyes wide open upon him. 

“One thinks of nothing,” he continued; “the hours slip by. Motionless we traverse countries we 

fancy we see, and your thought, blending with the fiction, playing with the details, follows the 

outline of the adventures. It mingles with the characters, and it seems as if it were yourself 

palpitating beneath their costumes.” 

“That is true! That is true?” she said. 

“Has it ever happened to you,” Léon went on, “to come across some vague idea of one’s own 

in a book, some dim image that comes back to you from afar, and as the completest expression of 

your own slightest sentiment?” 

“I have experienced it,” she replied. 

“That is why,” he said, “I especially love the poets. I think verse more tender than prose, and 

that it moves far more easily to tears.” 

“Still in the long run it is tiring,” continued Emma. “Now I, on the contrary, adore stories that 

rush breathlessly along, that frighten one. I detest commonplace heroes and moderate sentiments, 

such as there are in nature.” 

“In fact,” observed the clerk, “these works, not touching the heart, miss, it seems to me, the 

true end of art. It is so sweet, amid all the disenchantments of life, to be able to dwell in thought 

upon noble characters, pure affections, and pictures of happiness. For myself, living here far 

from the world, this is my one distraction; but Yonville affords so few resources.” 

“Like Tostes, no doubt,” replied Emma; “and so I always subscribed to a lending library.” 

“If madame will do me the honour of making use of it”, said the chemist, who had just caught 

the last words, “I have at her disposal a library composed of the best authors, Voltaire, Rousseau, 

Delille, Walter Scott, the ‘Echo des Feuilletons’; and in addition I receive various periodicals, 

among them the ‘Fanal de Rouen’ daily, having the advantage to be its correspondent for the 

districts of Buchy, Forges, Neufchâtel, Yonville, and vicinity.” 

For two hours and a half they had been at table; for the servant Artémis, carelessly dragging 

her old list slippers over the flags, brought one plate after the other, forgot everything, and 

constantly left the door of the billiard-room half open, so that it beat against the wall with its 

hooks. 

Unconsciously, Léon, while talking, had placed his foot on one of the bars of the chair on 

which Madame Bovary was sitting. She wore a small blue silk necktie, that kept up like a ruff a 



gauffered cambric collar, and with the movements of her head the lower part of her face gently 

sunk into the linen or came out from it. Thus side by side, while Charles and the chemist chatted, 

they entered into one of those vague conversations where the hazard of all that is said brings you 

back to the fixed centre of a common sympathy. The Paris theatres, titles of novels, new 

quadrilles, and the world they did not know; Tostes, where she had lived, and Yonville, where 

they were; they examined all, talked of everything till to the end of dinner. 

When coffee was served Félicité went away to get ready the room in the new house, and the 

guests soon raised the siege. Madame Lefrancois was asleep near the cinders, while the stable-

boy, lantern in hand, was waiting to show Monsieur and Madame Bovary the way home. Bits of 

straw stuck in his red hair, and he limped with his left leg. When he had taken in his other hand 

the cure’s umbrella, they started. 

The town was asleep; the pillars of the market threw great shadows; the earth was all grey as 

on a summer’s night. But as the doctor’s house was only some fifty paces from the inn, they had 

to say good-night almost immediately, and the company dispersed. 

As soon as she entered the passage, Emma felt the cold of the plaster fall about her shoulders 

like damp linen. The walls were new and the wooden stairs creaked. In their bedroom, on the 

first floor, a whitish light passed through the curtainless windows. 

She could catch glimpses of tree tops, and beyond, the fields, half-drowned in the fog that lay 

reeking in the moonlight along the course of the river. In the middle of the room, pell-mell, were 

scattered drawers, bottles, curtain-rods, gilt poles, with mattresses on the chairs and basins on the 

ground—the two men who had brought the furniture had left everything about carelessly. 

This was the fourth time that she had slept in a strange place. 

The first was the day of her going to the convent; the second, of her arrival at Tostes; the third, 

at Vaubyessard; and this was the fourth. And each one had marked, as it were, the inauguration 

of a new phase in her life. She did not believe that things could present themselves in the same 

way in different places, and since the portion of her life lived had been bad, no doubt that which 

remained to be lived would be better. 

  



Chapter Three 

The next day, as she was getting up, she saw the clerk on the Place. She had on a dressing-

gown. He looked up and bowed. She nodded quickly and reclosed the window. 

Léon waited all day for six o’clock in the evening to come, but on going to the inn, he found 

no one but Monsieur Binet, already at table. The dinner of the evening before had been a 

considerable event for him; he had never till then talked for two hours consecutively to a “lady.” 

How then had he been able to explain, and in such language, the number of things that he could 

not have said so well before? He was usually shy, and maintained that reserve which partakes at 

once of modesty and dissimulation. 

At Yonville he was considered “well-bred.” He listened to the arguments of the older people, 

and did not seem hot about politics—a remarkable thing for a young man. Then he had some 

accomplishments; he painted in water-colours, could read the key of G, and readily talked 

literature after dinner when he did not play cards. Monsieur Homais respected him for his 

education; Madame Homais liked him for his good-nature, for he often took the little Homais 

into the garden—little brats who were always dirty, very much spoilt, and somewhat lymphatic, 

like their mother. Besides the servant to look after them, they had Justin, the chemist’s 

apprentice, a second cousin of Monsieur Homais, who had been taken into the house from 

charity, and who was useful at the same time as a servant. 

The druggist proved the best of neighbours. He gave Madame Bovary information as to the 

trades-people, sent expressly for his own cider merchant, tasted the drink himself, and saw that 

the casks were properly placed in the cellar; he explained how to set about getting in a supply of 

butter cheap, and made an arrangement with Lestiboudois, the sacristan, who, besides his 

sacerdotal and funeral functions, looked after the principal gardens at Yonville by the hour or the 

year, according to the taste of the customers. 

The need of looking after others was not the only thing that urged the chemist to such 

obsequious cordiality; there was a plan underneath it all. 

He had infringed the law of the 19th Ventose, year xi., article I, which forbade all persons not 

having a diploma to practise medicine; so that, after certain anonymous denunciations, Homais 

had been summoned to Rouen to see the procurer of the king in his own private room; the 

magistrate receiving him standing up, ermine on shoulder and cap on head. It was in the 

morning, before the court opened. In the corridors one heard the heavy boots of the gendarmes 

walking past, and like a far-off noise great locks that were shut. The druggist’s ears tingled as if 

he were about to have an apoplectic stroke; he saw the depths of dungeons, his family in tears, 

his shop sold, all the jars dispersed; and he was obliged to enter a cafe and take a glass of rum 

and seltzer to recover his spirits. 

Little by little the memory of this reprimand grew fainter, and he continued, as heretofore, to 

give anodyne consultations in his back-parlour. But the mayor resented it, his colleagues were 

jealous, everything was to be feared; gaining over Monsieur Bovary by his attentions was to earn 

his gratitude, and prevent his speaking out later on, should he notice anything. So every morning 

Homais brought him “the paper,” and often in the afternoon left his shop for a few moments to 

have a chat with the Doctor. 

Charles was dull: patients did not come. He remained seated for hours without speaking, went 

into his consulting room to sleep, or watched his wife sewing. Then for diversion he employed 

himself at home as a workman; he even tried to do up the attic with some paint which had been 



left behind by the painters. But money matters worried him. He had spent so much for repairs at 

Tostes, for madame’s toilette, and for the moving, that the whole dowry, over three thousand 

crowns, had slipped away in two years. 

Then how many things had been spoilt or lost during their carriage from Tostes to Yonville, 

without counting the plaster cure, who falling out of the coach at an over-severe jolt, had been 

dashed into a thousand fragments on the pavements of Quincampoix! A pleasanter trouble came 

to distract him, namely, the pregnancy of his wife. As the time of her confinement approached he 

cherished her the more. It was another bond of the flesh establishing itself, and, as it were, a 

continued sentiment of a more complex union. When from afar he saw her languid walk, and her 

figure without stays turning softly on her hips; when opposite one another he looked at her at his 

ease, while she took tired poses in her armchair, then his happiness knew no bounds; he got up, 

embraced her, passed his hands over her face, called her little mamma, wanted to make her 

dance, and half-laughing, half-crying, uttered all kinds of caressing pleasantries that came into 

his head. The idea of having begotten a child delighted him. Now he wanted nothing. He knew 

human life from end to end, and he sat down to it with serenity. 

Emma at first felt a great astonishment; then was anxious to be delivered that she might know 

what it was to be a mother. But not being able to spend as much as she would have liked, to have 

a swing-bassinette with rose silk curtains, and embroidered caps, in a fit of bitterness she gave up 

looking after the trousseau, and ordered the whole of it from a village needlewoman, without 

choosing or discussing anything. Thus she did not amuse herself with those preparations that 

stimulate the tenderness of mothers, and so her affection was from the very outset, perhaps, to 

some extent attenuated. 

As Charles, however, spoke of the boy at every meal, she soon began to think of him more 

consecutively. 

She hoped for a son; he would be strong and dark; she would call him George; and this idea of 

having a male child was like an expected revenge for all her impotence in the past. A man, at 

least, is free; he may travel over passions and over countries, overcome obstacles, taste of the 

most far-away pleasures. But a woman is always hampered. At once inert and flexible, she has 

against her the weakness of the flesh and legal dependence. Her will, like the veil of her bonnet, 

held by a string, flutters in every wind; there is always some desire that draws her, some 

conventionality that restrains. 

She was confined on a Sunday at about six o’clock, as the sun was rising. 

“It is a girl!” said Charles. 

She turned her head away and fainted. 

Madame Homais, as well as Madame Lefrancois of the Lion d’Or, almost immediately came 

running in to embrace her. The chemist, as man of discretion, only offered a few provincial 

felicitations through the half-opened door. He wished to see the child and thought it well made. 

Whilst she was getting well she occupied herself much in seeking a name for her daughter. 

First she went over all those that have Italian endings, such as Clara, Louisa, Amanda, Atala; she 

liked Galsuinde pretty well, and Yseult or Leocadie still better. 

Charles wanted the child to be called after her mother; Emma opposed this. They ran over the 

calendar from end to end, and then consulted outsiders. 

“Monsieur Léon,” said the chemist, “with whom I was talking about it the other day, wonders 

you do not chose Madeleine. It is very much in fashion just now.” 



But Madame Bovary, senior, cried out loudly against this name of a sinner. As to Monsieur 

Homais, he had a preference for all those that recalled some great man, an illustrious fact, or a 

generous idea, and it was on this system that he had baptized his four children. Thus Napoleon 

represented glory and Franklin liberty; Irma was perhaps a concession to romanticism, but 

Athalie was a homage to the greatest masterpiece of the French stage. For his philosophical 

convictions did not interfere with his artistic tastes; in him the thinker did not stifle the man of 

sentiment; he could make distinctions, make allowances for imagination and fanaticism. In this 

tragedy, for example, he found fault with the ideas, but admired the style; he detested the 

conception, but applauded all the details, and loathed the characters while he grew enthusiastic 

over their dialogue. When he read the fine passages he was transported, but when he thought that 

mummers would get something out of them for their show, he was disconsolate; and in this 

confusion of sentiments in which he was involved he would have liked at once to crown Racine 

with both his hands and discuss with him for a good quarter of an hour. 

At last Emma remembered that at the château of Vaubyessard she had heard the Marchioness 

call a young lady Berthe; from that moment this name was chosen; and as old Rouault could not 

come, Monsieur Homais was requested to stand godfather. His gifts were all products from his 

establishment, to wit: six boxes of jujubes, a whole jar of racahout, three cakes of marshmallow 

paste, and six sticks of sugar-candy into the bargain that he had come across in a cupboard. On 

the evening of the ceremony there was a grand dinner; the cure was present; there was much 

excitement. Monsieur Homais towards liqueur-time began singing “Le Dieu des bonnes gens.” 

Monsieur Léon sang a barcarolle, and Madame Bovary, senior, who was godmother, a romance 

of the time of the Empire; finally, M. Bovary, senior, insisted on having the child brought down, 

and began baptizing it with a glass of champagne that he poured over its head. This mockery of 

the first of the sacraments made the Abbe Bournisien angry; old Bovary replied by a quotation 

from “La Guerre des Dieux”; the cure wanted to leave; the ladies implored, Homais interfered; 

and they succeeded in making the priest sit down again, and he quietly went on with the half-

finished coffee in his saucer. 

Monsieur Bovary, senior, stayed at Yonville a month, dazzling the natives by a superb 

policeman’s cap with silver tassels that he wore in the morning when he smoked his pipe in the 

square. Being also in the habit of drinking a good deal of brandy, he often sent the servant to the 

Lion d’Or to buy him a bottle, which was put down to his son’s account, and to perfume his 

handkerchiefs he used up his daughter-in-law’s whole supply of eau-de-cologne. 

The latter did not at all dislike his company. He had knocked about the world, he talked about 

Berlin, Vienna, and Strasbourg, of his soldier times, of the mistresses he had had, the grand 

luncheons of which he had partaken; then he was amiable, and sometimes even, either on the 

stairs, or in the garden, would seize hold of her waist, crying, “Charles, look out for yourself.” 

Then Madame Bovary, senior, became alarmed for her son’s happiness, and fearing that her 

husband might in the long-run have an immoral influence upon the ideas of the young woman, 

took care to hurry their departure. Perhaps she had more serious reasons for uneasiness. 

Monsieur Bovary was not the man to respect anything. 

One day Emma was suddenly seized with the desire to see her little girl, who had been put to 

nurse with the carpenter’s wife, and, without looking at the calendar to see whether the six weeks 

of the Virgin were yet passed, she set out for the Rollets’ house, situated at the extreme end of 

the village, between the highroad and the fields. 



It was mid-day, the shutters of the houses were closed and the slate roofs that glittered beneath 

the fierce light of the blue sky seemed to strike sparks from the crest of the gables. A heavy wind 

was blowing; Emma felt weak as she walked; the stones of the pavement hurt her; she was 

doubtful whether she would not go home again, or go in somewhere to rest. 

At this moment Monsieur Léon came out from a neighbouring door with a bundle of papers 

under his arm. He came to greet her, and stood in the shade in front of the Lheureux’s shop under 

the projecting grey awning. 

Madame Bovary said she was going to see her baby, but that she was beginning to grow tired. 

“If—” said Léon, not daring to go on. 

“Have you any business to attend to?” she asked. 

And on the clerk’s answer, she begged him to accompany her. That same evening this was 

known in Yonville, and Madame Tuvache, the mayor’s wife, declared in the presence of her 

servant that “Madame Bovary was compromising herself.” 

To get to the nurse’s it was necessary to turn to the left on leaving the street, as if making for 

the cemetery, and to follow between little houses and yards a small path bordered with privet 

hedges. They were in bloom, and so were the speedwells, eglantines, thistles, and the sweetbriar 

that sprang up from the thickets. Through openings in the hedges one could see into the huts, 

some pigs on a dung-heap, or tethered cows rubbing their horns against the trunk of trees. The 

two, side by side walked slowly, she leaning upon him, and he restraining his pace, which he 

regulated by hers; in front of them a swarm of midges fluttered, buzzing in the warm air. 

They recognized the house by an old walnut-tree which shaded it. 

Low and covered with brown tiles, there hung outside it, beneath the dormer-window of the 

garret, a string of onions. Faggots upright against a thorn fence surrounded a bed of lettuce, a few 

square feet of lavender, and sweet peas strung on sticks. Dirty water was running here and there 

on the grass, and all round were several indefinite rags, knitted stockings, a red calico jacket, and 

a large sheet of coarse linen spread over the hedge. At the noise of the gate the nurse appeared 

with a baby she was suckling on one arm. With her other hand she was pulling along a poor puny 

little fellow, his face covered with scrofula, the son of a Rouen hosier, whom his parents, too 

taken up with their business, left in the country. 

“Go in,” she said; “your little one is there asleep.” 

The room on the ground-floor, the only one in the dwelling, had at its farther end, against the 

wall, a large bed without curtains, while a kneading-trough took up the side by the window, one 

pane of which was mended with a piece of blue paper. In the corner behind the door, shining 

hob-nailed shoes stood in a row under the slab of the washstand, near a bottle of oil with a 

feather stuck in its mouth; a Matthieu Laensberg lay on the dusty mantelpiece amid gunflints, 

candle-ends, and bits of amadou. 

Finally, the last luxury in the apartment was a “Fame” blowing her trumpets, a picture cut out, 

no doubt, from some perfumer’s prospectus and nailed to the wall with six wooden shoe-pegs. 

Emma’s child was asleep in a wicker-cradle. She took it up in the wrapping that enveloped it 

and began singing softly as she rocked herself to and fro. 

Léon walked up and down the room; it seemed strange to him to see this beautiful woman in 

her nankeen dress in the midst of all this poverty. Madam Bovary reddened; he turned away, 

thinking perhaps there had been an impertinent look in his eyes. Then she put back the little girl, 

who had just been sick over her collar. 



The nurse at once came to dry her, protesting that it wouldn’t show. 

“She gives me other doses,” she said: “I am always a-washing of her. If you would have the 

goodness to order Camus, the grocer, to let me have a little soap, it would really be more 

convenient for you, as I needn’t trouble you then.” 

“Very well! very well!” said Emma. “Good morning, Madame Rollet,” and she went out, 

wiping her shoes at the door. 

The good woman accompanied her to the end of the garden, talking all the time of the trouble 

she had getting up of nights. 

“I’m that worn out sometimes as I drop asleep on my chair. I’m sure you might at least give 

me just a pound of ground coffee; that’d last me a month, and I’d take it of a morning with some 

milk.” 

After having submitted to her thanks, Madam Bovary left. She had gone a little way down the 

path when, at the sound of wooden shoes, she turned round. It was the nurse. 

“What is it?” 

Then the peasant woman, taking her aside behind an elm tree, began talking to her of her 

husband, who with his trade and six francs a year that the captain— 

“Oh, be quick!” said Emma. 

“Well,” the nurse went on, heaving sighs between each word, “I’m afraid he’ll be put out 

seeing me have coffee alone, you know men—” 

“But you are to have some,” Emma repeated; “I will give you some. You bother me!” 

“Oh, dear! my poor, dear lady! you see in consequence of his wounds he has terrible cramps in 

the chest. He even says that cider weakens him.” 

“Do make haste, Mere Rollet!” 

“Well,” the latter continued, making a curtsey, “if it weren’t asking too much,” and she 

curtsied once more, “if you would”—and her eyes begged—“a jar of brandy,” she said at last, 

“and I’d rub your little one’s feet with it; they’re as tender as one’s tongue.” 

Once rid of the nurse, Emma again took Monsieur Léon’s arm. She walked fast for some time, 

then more slowly, and looking straight in front of her, her eyes rested on the shoulder of the 

young man, whose frock-coat had a black-velvety collar. His brown hair fell over it, straight and 

carefully arranged. She noticed his nails which were longer than one wore them at Yonville. It 

was one of the clerk’s chief occupations to trim them, and for this purpose he kept a special knife 

in his writing desk. 

They returned to Yonville by the water-side. In the warm season the bank, wider than at other 

times, showed to their foot the garden walls whence a few steps led to the river. It flowed 

noiselessly, swift, and cold to the eye; long, thin grasses huddled together in it as the current 

drove them, and spread themselves upon the limpid water like streaming hair; sometimes at the 

tip of the reeds or on the leaf of a water-lily an insect with fine legs crawled or rested. The sun 

pierced with a ray the small blue bubbles of the waves that, breaking, followed each other; 

branchless old willows mirrored their grey backs in the water; beyond, all around, the meadows 

seemed empty. It was the dinner-hour at the farms, and the young woman and her companion 

heard nothing as they walked but the fall of their steps on the earth of the path, the words they 

spoke, and the sound of Emma’s dress rustling round her. 



The walls of the gardens with pieces of bottle on their coping were hot as the glass windows of 

a conservatory. Wallflowers had sprung up between the bricks, and with the tip of her open 

sunshade Madame Bovary, as she passed, made some of their faded flowers crumble into a 

yellow dust, or a spray of overhanging honeysuckle and clematis caught in its fringe and dangled 

for a moment over the silk. 

They were talking of a troupe of Spanish dancers who were expected shortly at the Rouen 

theatre. 

“Are you going?” she asked. 

“If I can,” he answered. 

Had they nothing else to say to one another? Yet their eyes were full of more serious speech, 

and while they forced themselves to find trivial phrases, they felt the same languor stealing over 

them both. It was the whisper of the soul, deep, continuous, dominating that of their voices. 

Surprised with wonder at this strange sweetness, they did not think of speaking of the sensation 

or of seeking its cause. Coming joys, like tropical shores, throw over the immensity before them 

their inborn softness, an odorous wind, and we are lulled by this intoxication without a thought 

of the horizon that we do not even know. 

In one place the ground had been trodden down by the cattle; they had to step on large green 

stones put here and there in the mud. 

She often stopped a moment to look where to place her foot, and tottering on a stone that 

shook, her arms outspread, her form bent forward with a look of indecision, she would laugh, 

afraid of falling into the puddles of water. 

When they arrived in front of her garden, Madame Bovary opened the little gate, ran up the 

steps and disappeared. 

Léon returned to his office. His chief was away; he just glanced at the briefs, then cut himself 

a pen, and at last took up his hat and went out. 

He went to La Pâture at the top of the Argueil hills at the beginning of the forest; he threw 

himself upon the ground under the pines and watched the sky through his fingers. 

“How bored I am!” he said to himself, “how bored I am!” 

He thought he was to be pitied for living in this village, with Homais for a friend and 

Monsieru Guillaumin for master. The latter, entirely absorbed by his business, wearing gold-

rimmed spectacles and red whiskers over a white cravat, understood nothing of mental 

refinements, although he affected a stiff English manner, which in the beginning had impressed 

the clerk. 

As to the chemist’s spouse, she was the best wife in Normandy, gentle as a sheep, loving her 

children, her father, her mother, her cousins, weeping for other’s woes, letting everything go in 

her household, and detesting corsets; but so slow of movement, such a bore to listen to, so 

common in appearance, and of such restricted conversation, that although she was thirty, he only 

twenty, although they slept in rooms next each other and he spoke to her daily, he never thought 

that she might be a woman for another, or that she possessed anything else of her sex than the 

gown. 

And what else was there? Binet, a few shopkeepers, two or three publicans, the cure, and 

finally, Monsieur Tuvache, the mayor, with his two sons, rich, crabbed, obtuse persons, who 

farmed their own lands and had feasts among themselves, bigoted to boot, and quite unbearable 

companions. 



But from the general background of all these human faces Emma’s stood out isolated and yet 

farthest off; for between her and him he seemed to see a vague abyss. 

In the beginning he had called on her several times along with the druggist. Charles had not 

appeared particularly anxious to see him again, and Léon did not know what to do between his 

fear of being indiscreet and the desire for an intimacy that seemed almost impossible. 

  



Chapter Four 

When the first cold days set in Emma left her bedroom for the sitting-room, a long apartment 

with a low ceiling, in which there was on the mantelpiece a large bunch of coral spread out 

against the looking-glass. Seated in her arm chair near the window, she could see the villagers 

pass along the pavement. 

Twice a day Léon went from his office to the Lion d’Or. Emma could hear him coming from 

afar; she leant forward listening, and the young man glided past the curtain, always dressed in the 

same way, and without turning his head. But in the twilight, when, her chin resting on her left 

hand, she let the embroidery she had begun fall on her knees, she often shuddered at the 

apparition of this shadow suddenly gliding past. She would get up and order the table to be laid. 

Monsieur Homais called at dinner-time. Skull-cap in hand, he came in on tiptoe, in order to 

disturb no one, always repeating the same phrase, “Good evening, everybody.” Then, when he 

had taken his seat at the table between the pair, he asked the doctor about his patients, and the 

latter consulted his as to the probability of their payment. Next they talked of “what was in the 

paper.” 

Homais by this hour knew it almost by heart, and he repeated it from end to end, with the 

reflections of the penny-a-liners, and all the stories of individual catastrophes that had occurred 

in France or abroad. But the subject becoming exhausted, he was not slow in throwing out some 

remarks on the dishes before him. 

Sometimes even, half-rising, he delicately pointed out to madame the tenderest morsel, or 

turning to the servant, gave her some advice on the manipulation of stews and the hygiene of 

seasoning. 

He talked aroma, osmazome, juices, and gelatine in a bewildering manner. Moreover, Homais, 

with his head fuller of recipes than his shop of jars, excelled in making all kinds of preserves, 

vinegars, and sweet liqueurs; he knew also all the latest inventions in economic stoves, together 

with the art of preserving cheese and of curing sick wines. 

At eight o’clock Justin came to fetch him to shut up the shop. 

Then Monsieur Homais gave him a sly look, especially if Félicité was there, for he half 

noticed that his apprentice was fond of the doctor’s house. 

“The young dog,” he said, “is beginning to have ideas, and the devil take me if I don’t believe 

he’s in love with your servant!” 

But a more serious fault with which he reproached Justin was his constantly listening to 

conversation. On Sunday, for example, one could not get him out of the drawing-room, whither 

Madame Homais had called him to fetch the children, who were falling asleep in the arm-chairs, 

and dragging down with their backs calico chair-covers that were too large. 

Not many people came to these soirees at the chemist’s, his scandal-mongering and political 

opinions having successfully alienated various respectable persons from him. The clerk never 

failed to be there. As soon as he heard the bell he ran to meet Madame Bovary, took her shawl, 

and put away under the shop-counter the thick list shoes that she wore over her boots when there 

was snow. 

First they played some hands at trente-et-un; next Monsieur Homais played ecarte with Emma; 

Léon behind her gave her advice. 



Standing up with his hands on the back of her chair he saw the teeth of her comb that bit into 

her chignon. With every movement that she made to throw her cards the right side of her dress 

was drawn up. From her turned-up hair a dark colour fell over her back, and growing gradually 

paler, lost itself little by little in the shade. Then her dress fell on both sides of her chair, puffing 

out full of folds, and reached the ground. When Léon occasionally felt the sole of his boot resting 

on it, he drew back as if he had trodden upon some one. 

When the game of cards was over, the druggist and the Doctor played dominoes, and Emma, 

changing her place, leant her elbow on the table, turning over the leaves of “L’Illustration”. She 

had brought her ladies’ journal with her. Léon sat down near her; they looked at the engravings 

together, and waited for one another at the bottom of the pages. She often begged him to read her 

the verses; Léon declaimed them in a languid voice, to which he carefully gave a dying fall in the 

love passages. But the noise of the dominoes annoyed him. Monsieur Homais was strong at the 

game; he could beat Charles and give him a double-six. Then the three hundred finished, they 

both stretched themselves out in front of the fire, and were soon asleep. The fire was dying out in 

the cinders; the teapot was empty, Léon was still reading. 

Emma listened to him, mechanically turning around the lampshade, on the gauze of which 

were painted clowns in carriages, and tight-rope dances with their balancing-poles. Léon 

stopped, pointing with a gesture to his sleeping audience; then they talked in low tones, and their 

conversation seemed the more sweet to them because it was unheard. 

Thus a kind of bond was established between them, a constant commerce of books and of 

romances. Monsieur Bovary, little given to jealousy, did not trouble himself about it. 

On his birthday he received a beautiful phrenological head, all marked with figures to the 

thorax and painted blue. This was an attention of the clerk’s. He showed him many others, even 

to doing errands for him at Rouen; and the book of a novelist having made the mania for cactuses 

fashionable, Léon bought some for Madame Bovary, bringing them back on his knees in the 

“Hirondelle,” pricking his fingers on their hard hairs. 

She had a board with a balustrade fixed against her window to hold the pots. The clerk, too, 

had his small hanging garden; they saw each other tending their flowers at their windows. 

Of the windows of the village there was one yet more often occupied; for on Sundays from 

morning to night, and every morning when the weather was bright, one could see at the dormer-

window of the garret the profile of Monsieur Binet bending over his lathe, whose monotonous 

humming could be heard at the Lion d’Or. 

One evening on coming home Léon found in his room a rug in velvet and wool with leaves on 

a pale ground. He called Madame Homais, Monsieur Homais, Justin, the children, the cook; he 

spoke of it to his chief; every one wanted to see this rug. Why did the doctor’s wife give the 

clerk presents? It looked queer. They decided that she must be his lover. 

He made this seem likely, so ceaselessly did he talk of her charms and of her wit; so much so, 

that Binet once roughly answered him— 

“What does it matter to me since I’m not in her set?” 

He tortured himself to find out how he could make his declaration to her, and always halting 

between the fear of displeasing her and the shame of being such a coward, he wept with 

discouragement and desire. Then he took energetic resolutions, wrote letters that he tore up, put 

it off to times that he again deferred. 



Often he set out with the determination to dare all; but this resolution soon deserted him in 

Emma’s presence, and when Charles, dropping in, invited him to jump into his chaise to go with 

him to see some patient in the neighbourhood, he at once accepted, bowed to madame, and went 

out. Her husband, was he not something belonging to her? As to Emma, she did not ask herself 

whether she loved. Love, she thought, must come suddenly, with great outbursts and 

lightnings—a hurricane of the skies, which falls upon life, revolutionises it, roots up the will like 

a leaf, and sweeps the whole heart into the abyss. She did not know that on the terrace of houses 

it makes lakes when the pipes are choked, and she would thus have remained in her security 

when she suddenly discovered a rent in the wall of it. 

  



Chapter Five 

It was a Sunday in February, an afternoon when the snow was falling. 

They had all, Monsieur and Madame Bovary, Homais, and Monsieur Léon, gone to see a yarn-

mill that was being built in the valley a mile and a half from Yonville. The druggist had taken 

Napoleon and Athalie to give them some exercise, and Justin accompanied them, carrying the 

umbrellas on his shoulder. 

Nothing, however, could be less curious than this curiosity. A great piece of waste ground, on 

which pell-mell, amid a mass of sand and stones, were a few break-wheels, already rusty, 

surrounded by a quadrangular building pierced by a number of little windows. The building was 

unfinished; the sky could be seen through the joists of the roofing. Attached to the stop-plank of 

the gable a bunch of straw mixed with corn-ears fluttered its tricoloured ribbons in the wind. 

Homais was talking. He explained to the company the future importance of this establishment, 

computed the strength of the floorings, the thickness of the walls, and regretted extremely not 

having a yard-stick such as Monsieur Binet possessed for his own special use. 

Emma, who had taken his arm, bent lightly against his shoulder, and she looked at the sun’s 

disc shedding afar through the mist his pale splendour. She turned. Charles was there. His cap 

was drawn down over his eyebrows, and his two thick lips were trembling, which added a look 

of stupidity to his face; his very back, his calm back, was irritating to behold, and she saw 

written upon his coat all the platitude of the bearer. 

While she was considering him thus, tasting in her irritation a sort of depraved pleasure, Léon 

made a step forward. The cold that made him pale seemed to add a more gentle languor to his 

face; between his cravat and his neck the somewhat loose collar of his shirt showed the skin; the 

lobe of his ear looked out from beneath a lock of hair, and his large blue eyes, raised to the 

clouds, seemed to Emma more limpid and more beautiful than those mountain-lakes where the 

heavens are mirrored. 

“Wretched boy!” suddenly cried the chemist. 

And he ran to his son, who had just precipitated himself into a heap of lime in order to whiten 

his boots. At the reproaches with which he was being overwhelmed Napoleon began to roar, 

while Justin dried his shoes with a wisp of straw. But a knife was wanted; Charles offered his. 

“Ah!” she said to herself, “he carried a knife in his pocket like a peasant.” 

The hoar-frost was falling, and they turned back to Yonville. 

In the evening Madame Bovary did not go to her neighbour’s, and when Charles had left and 

she felt herself alone, the comparison re-began with the clearness of a sensation almost actual, 

and with that lengthening of perspective which memory gives to things. Looking from her bed at 

the clean fire that was burning, she still saw, as she had down there, Léon standing up with one 

hand behind his cane, and with the other holding Athalie, who was quietly sucking a piece of ice. 

She thought him charming; she could not tear herself away from him; she recalled his other 

attitudes on other days, the words he had spoken, the sound of his voice, his whole person; and 

she repeated, pouting out her lips as if for a kiss— 

“Yes, charming! charming! Is he not in love?” she asked herself; “but with whom? With me?” 

All the proofs arose before her at once; her heart leapt. The flame of the fire threw a joyous 

light upon the ceiling; she turned on her back, stretching out her arms. 



Then began the eternal lamentation: “Oh, if Heaven had not willed it! And why not? What 

prevented it?” 

When Charles came home at midnight, she seemed to have just awakened, and as he made a 

noise undressing, she complained of a headache, then asked carelessly what had happened that 

evening. 

“Monsieur Léon,” he said, “went to his room early.” 

She could not help smiling, and she fell asleep, her soul filled with a new delight. 

The next day, at dusk, she received a visit from Monsieur Lherueux, the draper. He was a man 

of ability, was this shopkeeper. Born a Gascon but bred a Norman, he grafted upon his southern 

volubility the cunning of the Cauchois. His fat, flabby, beardless face seemed dyed by a 

decoction of liquorice, and his white hair made even more vivid the keen brilliance of his small 

black eyes. No one knew what he had been formerly; a pedlar said some, a banker at Routot 

according to others. What was certain was that he made complex calculations in his head that 

would have frightened Binet himself. Polite to obsequiousness, he always held himself with his 

back bent in the position of one who bows or who invites. 

After leaving at the door his hat surrounded with crape, he put down a green bandbox on the 

table, and began by complaining to madame, with many civilities, that he should have remained 

till that day without gaining her confidence. A poor shop like his was not made to attract a 

“fashionable lady”; he emphasized the words; yet she had only to command, and he would 

undertake to provide her with anything she might wish, either in haberdashery or linen, millinery 

or fancy goods, for he went to town regularly four times a month. He was connected with the 

best houses. You could speak of him at the “Trois Freres,” at the “Barbe d’Or,” or at the “Grand 

Sauvage”; all these gentlemen knew him as well as the insides of their pockets. To-day, then he 

had come to show madame, in passing, various articles he happened to have, thanks to the most 

rare opportunity. And he pulled out half-a-dozen embroidered collars from the box. 

Madame Bovary examined them. “I do not require anything,” she said. 

Then Monsieur Lheureux delicately exhibited three Algerian scarves, several packets of 

English needles, a pair of straw slippers, and finally, four eggcups in cocoanut wood, carved in 

open work by convicts. Then, with both hands on the table, his neck stretched out, his figure bent 

forward, open-mouthed, he watched Emma’s look, who was walking up and down undecided 

amid these goods. From time to time, as if to remove some dust, he filliped with his nail the silk 

of the scarves spread out at full length, and they rustled with a little noise, making in the green 

twilight the gold spangles of their tissue scintillate like little stars. 

“How much are they?” 

“A mere nothing,” he replied, “a mere nothing. But there’s no hurry; whenever it’s convenient. 

We are not Jews.” 

She reflected for a few moments, and ended by again declining Monsieur Lheureux’s offer. He 

replied quite unconcernedly— 

“Very well. We shall understand one another by and by. I have always got on with ladies—if I 

didn’t with my own!” 

Emma smiled. 

“I wanted to tell you,” he went on good-naturedly, after his joke, “that it isn’t the money I 

should trouble about. Why, I could give you some, if need be.” 



She made a gesture of surprise. 

“Ah!” said he quickly and in a low voice, “I shouldn’t have to go far to find you some, rely on 

that.” 

And he began asking after Pere Tellier, the proprietor of the “Cafe Francais,” whom Monsieur 

Bovary was then attending. 

“What’s the matter with Pere Tellier? He coughs so that he shakes his whole house, and I’m 

afraid he’ll soon want a deal covering rather than a flannel vest. He was such a rake as a young 

man! Those sort of people, madame, have not the least regularity; he’s burnt up with brandy. 

Still it’s sad, all the same, to see an acquaintance go off.” 

And while he fastened up his box he discoursed about the doctor’s patients. 

“It’s the weather, no doubt,” he said, looking frowningly at the floor, “that causes these 

illnesses. I, too, don’t feel the thing. One of these days I shall even have to consult the doctor for 

a pain I have in my back. Well, good-bye, Madame Bovary. At your service; your very humble 

servant.” And he closed the door gently. 

Emma had her dinner served in her bedroom on a tray by the fireside; she was a long time 

over it; everything was well with her. 

“How good I was!” she said to herself, thinking of the scarves. 

She heard some steps on the stairs. It was Léon. She got up and took from the chest of drawers 

the first pile of dusters to be hemmed. When he came in she seemed very busy. 

The conversation languished; Madame Bovary gave it up every few minutes, whilst he himself 

seemed quite embarrassed. Seated on a low chair near the fire, he turned round in his fingers the 

ivory thimble-case. She stitched on, or from time to time turned down the hem of the cloth with 

her nail. She did not speak; he was silent, captivated by her silence, as he would have been by 

her speech. 

“Poor fellow!” she thought. 

“How have I displeased her?” he asked himself. 

At last, however, Léon said that he should have, one of these days, to go to Rouen on some 

office business. 

“Your music subscription is out; am I to renew it?” 

“No,” she replied. 

“Why?” 

“Because—” 

And pursing her lips she slowly drew a long stitch of grey thread. 

This work irritated Léon. It seemed to roughen the ends of her fingers. A gallant phrase came 

into his head, but he did not risk it. 

“Then you are giving it up?” he went on. 

“What?” she asked hurriedly. “Music? Ah! yes! Have I not my house to look after, my 

husband to attend to, a thousand things, in fact, many duties that must be considered first?” 

She looked at the clock. Charles was late. Then, she affected anxiety. Two or three times she 

even repeated, “He is so good!” 



The clerk was fond of Monsieur Bovary. But this tenderness on his behalf astonished him 

unpleasantly; nevertheless he took up on his praises, which he said everyone was singing, 

especially the chemist. 

“Ah! he is a good fellow,” continued Emma. 

“Certainly,” replied the clerk. 

And he began talking of Madame Homais, whose very untidy appearance generally made 

them laugh. 

“What does it matter?” interrupted Emma. “A good housewife does not trouble about her 

appearance.” 

Then she relapsed into silence. 

It was the same on the following days; her talks, her manners, everything changed. She took 

interest in the housework, went to church regularly, and looked after her servant with more 

severity. 

She took Berthe from nurse. When visitors called, Félicité brought her in, and Madame 

Bovary undressed her to show off her limbs. She declared she adored children; this was her 

consolation, her joy, her passion, and she accompanied her caresses with lyrical outburst which 

would have reminded anyone but the Yonville people of Sachette in “Notre Dame de Paris.” 

When Charles came home he found his slippers put to warm near the fire. His waistcoat now 

never wanted lining, nor his shirt buttons, and it was quite a pleasure to see in the cupboard the 

night-caps arranged in piles of the same height. She no longer grumbled as formerly at taking a 

turn in the garden; what he proposed was always done, although she did not understand the 

wishes to which she submitted without a murmur; and when Léon saw him by his fireside after 

dinner, his two hands on his stomach, his two feet on the fender, his two cheeks red with feeding, 

his eyes moist with happiness, the child crawling along the carpet, and this woman with the 

slender waist who came behind his arm-chair to kiss his forehead: “What madness!” he said to 

himself. “And how to reach her!” 

And thus she seemed so virtuous and inaccessible to him that he lost all hope, even the 

faintest. But by this renunciation he placed her on an extraordinary pinnacle. To him she stood 

outside those fleshly attributes from which he had nothing to obtain, and in his heart she rose 

ever, and became farther removed from him after the magnificent manner of an apotheosis that is 

taking wing. It was one of those pure feelings that do not interfere with life, that are cultivated 

because they are rare, and whose loss would afflict more than their passion rejoices. 

Emma grew thinner, her cheeks paler, her face longer. With her black hair, her large eyes, her 

aquiline nose, her birdlike walk, and always silent now, did she not seem to be passing through 

life scarcely touching it, and to bear on her brow the vague impress of some divine destiny? She 

was so sad and so calm, at once so gentle and so reserved, that near her one felt oneself seized by 

an icy charm, as we shudder in churches at the perfume of the flowers mingling with the cold of 

the marble. The others even did not escape from this seduction. The chemist said— 

“She is a woman of great parts, who wouldn’t be misplaced in a sub-prefecture.” 

The housewives admired her economy, the patients her politeness, the poor her charity. 

But she was eaten up with desires, with rage, with hate. That dress with the narrow folds hid a 

distracted fear, of whose torment those chaste lips said nothing. She was in love with Léon, and 

sought solitude that she might with the more ease delight in his image. The sight of his form 

troubled the voluptuousness of this mediation. Emma thrilled at the sound of his step; then in his 



presence the emotion subsided, and afterwards there remained to her only an immense 

astonishment that ended in sorrow. 

Léon did not know that when he left her in despair she rose after he had gone to see him in the 

street. She concerned herself about his comings and goings; she watched his face; she invented 

quite a history to find an excuse for going to his room. The chemist’s wife seemed happy to her 

to sleep under the same roof, and her thoughts constantly centered upon this house, like the 

“Lion d’Or” pigeons, who came there to dip their red feet and white wings in its gutters. But the 

more Emma recognised her love, the more she crushed it down, that it might not be evident, that 

she might make it less. She would have liked Léon to guess it, and she imagined chances, 

catastrophes that should facilitate this. 

What restrained her was, no doubt, idleness and fear, and a sense of shame also. She thought 

she had repulsed him too much, that the time was past, that all was lost. Then, pride, and joy of 

being able to say to herself, “I am virtuous,” and to look at herself in the glass taking resigned 

poses, consoled her a little for the sacrifice she believed she was making. 

Then the lusts of the flesh, the longing for money, and the melancholy of passion all blended 

themselves into one suffering, and instead of turning her thoughts from it, she clave to it the 

more, urging herself to pain, and seeking everywhere occasion for it. She was irritated by an ill-

served dish or by a half-open door; bewailed the velvets she had not, the happiness she had 

missed, her too exalted dreams, her narrow home. 

What exasperated her was that Charles did not seem to notice her anguish. His conviction that 

he was making her happy seemed to her an imbecile insult, and his sureness on this point 

ingratitude. For whose sake, then was she virtuous? Was it not for him, the obstacle to all 

felicity, the cause of all misery, and, as it were, the sharp clasp of that complex strap that bucked 

her in on all sides. 

On him alone, then, she concentrated all the various hatreds that resulted from her boredom, 

and every effort to diminish only augmented it; for this useless trouble was added to the other 

reasons for despair, and contributed still more to the separation between them. Her own 

gentleness to herself made her rebel against him. Domestic mediocrity drove her to lewd fancies, 

marriage tenderness to adulterous desires. She would have liked Charles to beat her, that she 

might have a better right to hate him, to revenge herself upon him. She was surprised sometimes 

at the atrocious conjectures that came into her thoughts, and she had to go on smiling, to hear 

repeated to her at all hours that she was happy, to pretend to be happy, to let it be believed. 

Yet she had loathing of this hypocrisy. She was seized with the temptation to flee somewhere 

with Léon to try a new life; but at once a vague chasm full of darkness opened within her soul. 

“Besides, he no longer loves me,” she thought. “What is to become of me? What help is to be 

hoped for, what consolation, what solace?” 

She was left broken, breathless, inert, sobbing in a low voice, with flowing tears. 

“Why don’t you tell master?” the servant asked her when she came in during these crises. 

“It is the nerves,” said Emma. “Do not speak to him of it; it would worry him.” 

“Ah! yes,” Félicité went on, “you are just like La Guerine, Pere Guerin’s daughter, the 

fisherman at Pollet, that I used to know at Dieppe before I came to you. She was so sad, so sad, 

to see her standing upright on the threshold of her house, she seemed to you like a winding-sheet 

spread out before the door. Her illness, it appears, was a kind of fog that she had in her head, and 

the doctors could not do anything, nor the priest either. When she was taken too bad she went off 



quite alone to the sea-shore, so that the customs officer, going his rounds, often found her lying 

flat on her face, crying on the shingle. Then, after her marriage, it went off, they say.” 

“But with me,” replied Emma, “it was after marriage that it began.” 

  



Chapter Six 

One evening when the window was open, and she, sitting by it, had been watching 

Lestiboudois, the beadle, trimming the box, she suddenly heard the Angelus ringing. 

It was the beginning of April, when the primroses are in bloom, and a warm wind blows over 

the flower-beds newly turned, and the gardens, like women, seem to be getting ready for the 

summer fetes. Through the bars of the arbour and away beyond the river seen in the fields, 

meandering through the grass in wandering curves. The evening vapours rose between the 

leafless poplars, touching their outlines with a violet tint, paler and more transparent than a 

subtle gauze caught athwart their branches. In the distance cattle moved about; neither their steps 

nor their lowing could be heard; and the bell, still ringing through the air, kept up its peaceful 

lamentation. 

With this repeated tinkling the thoughts of the young woman lost themselves in old memories 

of her youth and school-days. She remembered the great candlesticks that rose above the vases 

full of flowers on the altar, and the tabernacle with its small columns. She would have liked to be 

once more lost in the long line of white veils, marked off here and there by the stuff black hoods 

of the good sisters bending over their prie-Dieu. At mass on Sundays, when she looked up, she 

saw the gentle face of the Virgin amid the blue smoke of the rising incense. Then she was 

moved; she felt herself weak and quite deserted, like the down of a bird whirled by the tempest, 

and it was unconsciously that she went towards the church, included to no matter what 

devotions, so that her soul was absorbed and all existence lost in it. 

On the Place she met Lestivoudois on his way back, for, in order not to shorten his day’s 

labour, he preferred interrupting his work, then beginning it again, so that he rang the Angelus to 

suit his own convenience. Besides, the ringing over a little earlier warned the lads of catechism 

hour. 

Already a few who had arrived were playing marbles on the stones of the cemetery. Others, 

astride the wall, swung their legs, kicking with their clogs the large nettles growing between the 

little enclosure and the newest graves. This was the only green spot. All the rest was but stones, 

always covered with a fine powder, despite the vestry-broom. 

The children in list shoes ran about there as if it were an enclosure made for them. The shouts 

of their voices could be heard through the humming of the bell. This grew less and less with the 

swinging of the great rope that, hanging from the top of the belfry, dragged its end on the 

ground. Swallows flitted to and fro uttering little cries, cut the air with the edge of their wings, 

and swiftly returned to their yellow nests under the tiles of the coping. At the end of the church a 

lamp was burning, the wick of a night-light in a glass hung up. Its light from a distance looked 

like a white stain trembling in the oil. A long ray of the sun fell across the nave and seemed to 

darken the lower sides and the corners. 

“Where is the cure?” asked Madame Bovary of one of the lads, who was amusing himself by 

shaking a swivel in a hole too large for it. 

“He is just coming,” he answered. 

And in fact the door of the presbytery grated; Abbe Bournisien appeared; the children, pell-

mell, fled into the church. 

“These young scamps!” murmured the priest, “always the same!” 



Then, picking up a catechism all in rags that he had struck with is foot, “They respect 

nothing!” But as soon as he caught sight of Madame Bovary, “Excuse me,” he said; “I did not 

recognise you.” 

He thrust the catechism into his pocket, and stopped short, balancing the heavy vestry key 

between his two fingers. 

The light of the setting sun that fell full upon his face paled the lasting of his cassock, shiny at 

the elbows, unravelled at the hem. Grease and tobacco stains followed along his broad chest the 

lines of the buttons, and grew more numerous the farther they were from his neckcloth, in which 

the massive folds of his red chin rested; this was dotted with yellow spots, that disappeared 

beneath the coarse hair of his greyish beard. He had just dined and was breathing noisily. 

“How are you?” he added. 

“Not well,” replied Emma; “I am ill.” 

“Well, and so am I,” answered the priest. “These first warm days weaken one most 

remarkably, don’t they? But, after all, we are born to suffer, as St. Paul says. But what does 

Monsieur Bovary think of it?” 

“He!” she said with a gesture of contempt. 

“What!” replied the good fellow, quite astonished, “doesn’t he prescribe something for you?” 

“Ah!” said Emma, “it is no earthly remedy I need.” 

But the cure from time to time looked into the church, where the kneeling boys were 

shouldering one another, and tumbling over like packs of cards. 

“I should like to know—” she went on. 

“You look out, Riboudet,” cried the priest in an angry voice; “I’ll warm your ears, you imp!” 

Then turning to Emma, “He’s Boudet the carpenter’s son; his parents are well off, and let him do 

just as he pleases. Yet he could learn quickly if he would, for he is very sharp. And so sometimes 

for a joke I call him Riboudet (like the road one takes to go to Maromme) and I even say ‘Mon 

Riboudet.’ Ha! Ha! ‘Mont Riboudet.’ The other day I repeated that just to Monsignor, and he 

laughed at it; he condescended to laugh at it. And how is Monsieur Bovary?” 

She seemed not to hear him. And he went on— 

“Always very busy, no doubt; for he and I are certainly the busiest people in the parish. But he 

is doctor of the body,” he added with a thick laugh, “and I of the soul.” 

She fixed her pleading eyes upon the priest. “Yes,” she said, “you solace all sorrows.” 

“Ah! don’t talk to me of it, Madame Bovary. This morning I had to go to Bas-Diauville for a 

cow that was ill; they thought it was under a spell. All their cows, I don’t know how it is—But 

pardon me! Longuemarre and Boudet! Bless me! Will you leave off?” 

And with a bound he ran into the church. 

The boys were just then clustering round the large desk, climbing over the precentor’s 

footstool, opening the missal; and others on tiptoe were just about to venture into the 

confessional. But the priest suddenly distributed a shower of cuffs among them. Seizing them by 

the collars of their coats, he lifted them from the ground, and deposited them on their knees on 

the stones of the choir, firmly, as if he meant planting them there. 

“Yes,” said he, when he returned to Emma, unfolding his large cotton handkerchief, one 

corner of which he put between his teeth, “farmers are much to be pitied.” 



“Others, too,” she replied. 

“Assuredly. Town-labourers, for example.” 

“It is not they—” 

“Pardon! I’ve there known poor mothers of families, virtuous women, I assure you, real saints, 

who wanted even bread.” 

“But those,” replied Emma, and the corners of her mouth twitched as she spoke, “those, 

Monsieur le Cure, who have bread and have no—” 

“Fire in the winter,” said the priest. 

“Oh, what does that matter?” 

“What! What does it matter? It seems to me that when one has firing and food—for, after all—

” 

“My God! my God!” she sighed. 

“It is indigestion, no doubt? You must get home, Madame Bovary; drink a little tea, that will 

strengthen you, or else a glass of fresh water with a little moist sugar.” 

“Why?” And she looked like one awaking from a dream. 

“Well, you see, you were putting your hand to your forehead. I thought you felt faint.” Then, 

bethinking himself, “But you were asking me something? What was it? I really don’t remember.” 

“I? Nothing! nothing!” repeated Emma. 

And the glance she cast round her slowly fell upon the old man in the cassock. They looked at 

one another face to face without speaking. 

“Then, Madame Bovary,” he said at last, “excuse me, but duty first, you know; I must look 

after my good-for-nothings. The first communion will soon be upon us, and I fear we shall be 

behind after all. So after Ascension Day I keep them recta[11] an extra hour every Wednesday. 

Poor children! One cannot lead them too soon into the path of the Lord, as, moreover, he has 

himself recommended us to do by the mouth of his Divine Son. Good health to you, madame; 

my respects to your husband.” 

[11] On the straight and narrow path. 

And he went into the church making a genuflexion as soon as he reached the door. 

Emma saw him disappear between the double row of forms, walking with a heavy tread, his 

head a little bent over his shoulder, and with his two hands half-open behind him. 

Then she turned on her heel all of one piece, like a statue on a pivot, and went homewards. But 

the loud voice of the priest, the clear voices of the boys still reached her ears, and went on behind 

her. 

“Are you a Christian?” 

“Yes, I am a Christian.” 

“What is a Christian?” 

“He who, being baptized-baptized-baptized—” 

She went up the steps of the staircase holding on to the banisters, and when she was in her 

room threw herself into an arm-chair. 

The whitish light of the window-panes fell with soft undulations. 



The furniture in its place seemed to have become more immobile, and to lose itself in the 

shadow as in an ocean of darkness. The fire was out, the clock went on ticking, and Emma 

vaguely marvelled at this calm of all things while within herself was such tumult. But little 

Berthe was there, between the window and the work-table, tottering on her knitted shoes, and 

trying to come to her mother to catch hold of the ends of her apron-strings. 

“Leave me alone,” said the latter, putting her from her with her hand. 

The little girl soon came up closer against her knees, and leaning on them with her arms, she 

looked up with her large blue eyes, while a small thread of pure saliva dribbled from her lips on 

to the silk apron. 

“Leave me alone,” repeated the young woman quite irritably. 

Her face frightened the child, who began to scream. 

“Will you leave me alone?” she said, pushing her with her elbow. 

Berthe fell at the foot of the drawers against the brass handle, cutting her cheek, which began 

to bleed, against it. Madame Bovary sprang to lift her up, broke the bell-rope, called for the 

servant with all her might, and she was just going to curse herself when Charles appeared. It was 

the dinner-hour; he had come home. 

“Look, dear!” said Emma, in a calm voice, “the little one fell down while she was playing, and 

has hurt herself.” 

Charles reassured her; the case was not a serious one, and he went for some sticking plaster. 

Madame Bovary did not go downstairs to the dining-room; she wished to remain alone to look 

after the child. Then watching her sleep, the little anxiety she felt gradually wore off, and she 

seemed very stupid to herself, and very good to have been so worried just now at so little. 

Berthe, in fact, no longer sobbed. 

Her breathing now imperceptibly raised the cotton covering. Big tears lay in the corner of the 

half-closed eyelids, through whose lashes one could see two pale sunken pupils; the plaster stuck 

on her cheek drew the skin obliquely. 

“It is very strange,” thought Emma, “how ugly this child is!” 

When at eleven o’clock Charles came back from the chemist’s shop, whither he had gone after 

dinner to return the remainder of the sticking-plaster, he found his wife standing by the cradle. 

“I assure you it’s nothing.” he said, kissing her on the forehead. “Don’t worry, my poor 

darling; you will make yourself ill.” 

He had stayed a long time at the chemist’s. Although he had not seemed much moved, 

Homais, nevertheless, had exerted himself to buoy him up, to “keep up his spirits.” Then they 

had talked of the various dangers that threaten childhood, of the carelessness of servants. 

Madame Homais knew something of it, having still upon her chest the marks left by a basin full 

of soup that a cook had formerly dropped on her pinafore, and her good parents took no end of 

trouble for her. The knives were not sharpened, nor the floors waxed; there were iron gratings to 

the windows and strong bars across the fireplace; the little Homais, in spite of their spirit, could 

not stir without someone watching them; at the slightest cold their father stuffed them with 

pectorals; and until they were turned four they all, without pity, had to wear wadded head-

protectors. This, it is true, was a fancy of Madame Homais’; her husband was inwardly afflicted 

at it. Fearing the possible consequences of such compression to the intellectual organs. He even 

went so far as to say to her, “Do you want to make Caribs or Botocudos of them?” 



Charles, however, had several times tried to interrupt the conversation. “I should like to speak 

to you,” he had whispered in the clerk’s ear, who went upstairs in front of him. 

“Can he suspect anything?” Léon asked himself. His heart beat, and he racked his brain with 

surmises. 

At last, Charles, having shut the door, asked him to see himself what would be the price at 

Rouen of a fine daguerreotypes. It was a sentimental surprise he intended for his wife, a delicate 

attention—his portrait in a frock-coat. But he wanted first to know “how much it would be.” The 

inquiries would not put Monsieur Léon out, since he went to town almost every week. 

Why? Monsieur Homais suspected some “young man’s affair” at the bottom of it, an intrigue. 

But he was mistaken. Léon was after no love-making. He was sadder than ever, as Madame 

Lefrancois saw from the amount of food he left on his plate. To find out more about it she 

questioned the tax-collector. Binet answered roughly that he “wasn’t paid by the police.” 

All the same, his companion seemed very strange to him, for Léon often threw himself back in 

his chair, and stretching out his arms, complained vaguely of life. 

“It’s because you don’t take enough recreation,” said the collector. 

“What recreation?” 

“If I were you I’d have a lathe.” 

“But I don’t know how to turn,” answered the clerk. 

“Ah! that’s true,” said the other, rubbing his chin with an air of mingled contempt and 

satisfaction. 

Léon was weary of loving without any result; moreover he was beginning to feel that 

depression caused by the repetition of the same kind of life, when no interest inspires and no 

hope sustains it. He was so bored with Yonville and its inhabitants, that the sight of certain 

persons, of certain houses, irritated him beyond endurance; and the chemist, good fellow though 

he was, was becoming absolutely unbearable to him. Yet the prospect of a new condition of life 

frightened as much as it seduced him. 

This apprehension soon changed into impatience, and then Paris from afar sounded its fanfare 

of masked balls with the laugh of grisettes. As he was to finish reading there, why not set out at 

once? What prevented him? And he began making home-preparations; he arranged his 

occupations beforehand. He furnished in his head an apartment. He would lead an artist’s life 

there! He would take lessons on the guitar! He would have a dressing-gown, a Basque cap, blue 

velvet slippers! He even already was admiring two crossed foils over his chimney-piece, with a 

death’s head on the guitar above them. 

The difficulty was the consent of his mother; nothing, however, seemed more reasonable. 

Even his employer advised him to go to some other chambers where he could advance more 

rapidly. Taking a middle course, then, Léon looked for some place as second clerk at Rouen; 

found none, and at last wrote his mother a long letter full of details, in which he set forth the 

reasons for going to live at Paris immediately. She consented. 

He did not hurry. Every day for a month Hivert carried boxes, valises, parcels for him from 

Yonville to Rouen and from Rouen to Yonville; and when Léon had packed up his wardrobe, 

had his three arm-chairs restuffed, bought a stock of neckties, in a word, had made more 

preparations than for a voyage around the world, he put it off from week to week, until he 

received a second letter from his mother urging him to leave, since he wanted to pass his 

examination before the vacation. 



When the moment for the farewells had come, Madame Homais wept, Justin sobbed; Homais, 

as a man of nerve, concealed his emotion; he wished to carry his friend’s overcoat himself as far 

as the gate of the notary, who was taking Léon to Rouen in his carriage. 

The latter had just time to bid farewell to Monsieur Bovary. 

When he reached the head of the stairs, he stopped, he was so out of breath. As he came in, 

Madame Bovary arose hurriedly. 

“It is I again!” said Léon. 

“I was sure of it!” 

She bit her lips, and a rush of blood flowing under her skin made her red from the roots of her 

hair to the top of her collar. She remained standing, leaning with her shoulder against the 

wainscot. 

“The doctor is not here?” he went on. 

“He is out.” She repeated, “He is out.” 

Then there was silence. They looked at one another and their thoughts, confounded in the 

same agony, clung close together like two throbbing breasts. 

“I should like to kiss Berthe,” said Léon. 

Emma went down a few steps and called Félicité. 

He threw one long look around him that took in the walls, the decorations, the fireplace, as if 

to penetrate everything, carry away everything. But she returned, and the servant brought Berthe, 

who was swinging a windmill roof downwards at the end of a string. Léon kissed her several 

times on the neck. 

“Good-bye, poor child! good-bye, dear little one! good-bye!” And he gave her back to her 

mother. 

“Take her away,” she said. 

They remained alone—Madame Bovary, her back turned, her face pressed against a window-

pane; Léon held his cap in his hand, knocking it softly against his thigh. 

“It is going to rain,” said Emma. 

“I have a cloak,” he answered. 

“Ah!” 

She turned around, her chin lowered, her forehead bent forward. 

The light fell on it as on a piece of marble, to the curve of the eyebrows, without one’s being 

able to guess what Emma was seeing on the horizon or what she was thinking within herself. 

“Well, good-bye,” he sighed. 

She raised her head with a quick movement. 

“Yes, good-bye—go!” 

They advanced towards each other; he held out his hand; she hesitated. 

“In the English fashion, then,” she said, giving her own hand wholly to him, and forcing a 

laugh. 

Léon felt it between his fingers, and the very essence of all his being seemed to pass down into 

that moist palm. Then he opened his hand; their eyes met again, and he disappeared. 



When he reached the market-place, he stopped and hid behind a pillar to look for the last time 

at this white house with the four green blinds. He thought he saw a shadow behind the window in 

the room; but the curtain, sliding along the pole as though no one were touching it, slowly 

opened its long oblique folds that spread out with a single movement, and thus hung straight and 

motionless as a plaster wall. Léon set off running. 

From afar he saw his employer’s gig in the road, and by it a man in a coarse apron holding the 

horse. Homais and Monsieur Guillaumin were talking. They were waiting for him. 

“Embrace me,” said the druggist with tears in his eyes. “Here is your coat, my good friend. 

Mind the cold; take care of yourself; look after yourself.” 

“Come, Léon, jump in,” said the notary. 

Homais bent over the splash-board, and in a voice broken by sobs uttered these three sad 

words— 

“A pleasant journey!” 

“Good-night,” said Monsieur Guillaumin. “Give him his head.” They set out, and Homais 

went back. 

Madame Bovary had opened her window overlooking the garden and watched the clouds. 

They gathered around the sunset on the side of Rouen and then swiftly rolled back their black 

columns, behind which the great rays of the sun looked out like the golden arrows of a suspended 

trophy, while the rest of the empty heavens was white as porcelain. But a gust of wind bowed the 

poplars, and suddenly the rain fell; it pattered against the green leaves. 

Then the sun reappeared, the hens clucked, sparrows shook their wings in the damp thickets, 

and the pools of water on the gravel as they flowed away carried off the pink flowers of an 

acacia. 

“Ah! how far off he must be already!” she thought. 

Monsieur Homais, as usual, came at half-past six during dinner. 

“Well,” said he, “so we’ve sent off our young friend!” 

“So it seems,” replied the doctor. Then turning on his chair; “Any news at home?” 

“Nothing much. Only my wife was a little moved this afternoon. You know women—a 

nothing upsets them, especially my wife. And we should be wrong to object to that, since their 

nervous organization is much more malleable than ours.” 

“Poor Léon!” said Charles. “How will he live at Paris? Will he get used to it?” 

Madame Bovary sighed. 

“Get along!” said the chemist, smacking his lips. “The outings at restaurants, the masked balls, 

the champagne—all that’ll be jolly enough, I assure you.” 

“I don’t think he’ll go wrong,” objected Bovary. 

“Nor do I,” said Monsieur Homais quickly; “although he’ll have to do like the rest for fear of 

passing for a Jesuit. And you don’t know what a life those dogs lead in the Latin quarter with 

actresses. Besides, students are thought a great deal of in Paris. Provided they have a few 

accomplishments, they are received in the best society; there are even ladies of the Faubourg 

Saint-Germain who fall in love with them, which subsequently furnishes them opportunities for 

making very good matches.” 

“But,” said the doctor, “I fear for him that down there—” 



“You are right,” interrupted the chemist; “that is the reverse of the medal. And one is 

constantly obliged to keep one’s hand in one’s pocket there. Thus, we will suppose you are in a 

public garden. An individual presents himself, well dressed, even wearing an order, and whom 

one would take for a diplomatist. He approaches you, he insinuates himself; offers you a pinch of 

snuff, or picks up your hat. Then you become more intimate; he takes you to a cafe, invites you 

to his country-house, introduces you, between two drinks, to all sorts of people; and three-fourths 

of the time it’s only to plunder your watch or lead you into some pernicious step. 

“That is true,” said Charles; “but I was thinking especially of illnesses—of typhoid fever, for 

example, that attacks students from the provinces.” 

Emma shuddered. 

“Because of the change of regimen,” continued the chemist, “and of the perturbation that 

results therefrom in the whole system. And then the water at Paris, don’t you know! The dishes 

at restaurants, all the spiced food, end by heating the blood, and are not worth, whatever people 

may say of them, a good soup. For my own part, I have always preferred plain living; it is more 

healthy. So when I was studying pharmacy at Rouen, I boarded in a boarding house; I dined with 

the professors.” 

And thus he went on, expounding his opinions generally and his personal likings, until Justin 

came to fetch him for a mulled egg that was wanted. 

“Not a moment’s peace!” he cried; “always at it! I can’t go out for a minute! Like a plough-

horse, I have always to be moiling and toiling. What drudgery!” Then, when he was at the door, 

“By the way, do you know the news?” 

“What news?” 

“That it is very likely,” Homais went on, raising his eyebrows and assuming one of his most 

serious expression, “that the agricultural meeting of the Seine-Inferieure will be held this year at 

Yonville-l’Abbaye. The rumour, at all events, is going the round. This morning the paper alluded 

to it. It would be of the utmost importance for our district. But we’ll talk it over later on. I can 

see, thank you; Justin has the lantern.” 

  



Chapter Seven 

The next day was a dreary one for Emma. Everything seemed to her enveloped in a black 

atmosphere floating confusedly over the exterior of things, and sorrow was engulfed within her 

soul with soft shrieks such as the winter wind makes in ruined castles. It was that reverie which 

we give to things that will not return, the lassitude that seizes you after everything was done; that 

pain, in fine, that the interruption of every wonted movement, the sudden cessation of any 

prolonged vibration, brings on. 

As on the return from Vaubyessard, when the quadrilles were running in her head, she was full 

of a gloomy melancholy, of a numb despair. Léon reappeared, taller, handsomer, more charming, 

more vague. Though separated from her, he had not left her; he was there, and the walls of the 

house seemed to hold his shadow. 

She could not detach her eyes from the carpet where he had walked, from those empty chairs 

where he had sat. The river still flowed on, and slowly drove its ripples along the slippery banks. 

They had often walked there to the murmur of the waves over the moss-covered pebbles. How 

bright the sun had been! What happy afternoons they had seen alone in the shade at the end of 

the garden! He read aloud, bareheaded, sitting on a footstool of dry sticks; the fresh wind of the 

meadow set trembling the leaves of the book and the nasturtiums of the arbour. Ah! he was gone, 

the only charm of her life, the only possible hope of joy. Why had she not seized this happiness 

when it came to her? Why not have kept hold of it with both hands, with both knees, when it was 

about to flee from her? And she cursed herself for not having loved Léon. She thirsted for his 

lips. The wish took possession of her to run after and rejoin him, throw herself into his arms and 

say to him, “It is I; I am yours.” But Emma recoiled beforehand at the difficulties of the 

enterprise, and her desires, increased by regret, became only the more acute. 

Henceforth the memory of Léon was the centre of her boredom; it burnt there more brightly 

than the fire travellers have left on the snow of a Russian steppe. She sprang towards him, she 

pressed against him, she stirred carefully the dying embers, sought all around her anything that 

could revive it; and the most distant reminiscences, like the most immediate occasions, what she 

experienced as well as what she imagined, her voluptuous desires that were unsatisfied, her 

projects of happiness that crackled in the wind like dead boughs, her sterile virtue, her lost hopes, 

the domestic tête-à-tête—she gathered it all up, took everything, and made it all serve as fuel for 

her melancholy. 

The flames, however, subsided, either because the supply had exhausted itself, or because it 

had been piled up too much. Love, little by little, was quelled by absence; regret stifled beneath 

habit; and this incendiary light that had empurpled her pale sky was overspread and faded by 

degrees. In the supineness of her conscience she even took her repugnance towards her husband 

for aspirations towards her lover, the burning of hate for the warmth of tenderness; but as the 

tempest still raged, and as passion burnt itself down to the very cinders, and no help came, no 

sun rose, there was night on all sides, and she was lost in the terrible cold that pierced her. 

Then the evil days of Tostes began again. She thought herself now far more unhappy; for she 

had the experience of grief, with the certainty that it would not end. 

A woman who had laid on herself such sacrifices could well allow herself certain whims. She 

bought a Gothic prie-dieu, and in a month spent fourteen francs on lemons for polishing her 

nails; she wrote to Rouen for a blue cashmere gown; she chose one of Lheureux’s finest scarves, 



and wore it knotted around her waist over her dressing-gown; and, with closed blinds and a book 

in her hand, she lay stretched out on a couch in this garb. 

She often changed her coiffure; she did her hair a la Chinoise, in flowing curls, in plaited 

coils; she parted in on one side and rolled it under like a man’s. 

She wanted to learn Italian; she bought dictionaries, a grammar, and a supply of white paper. 

She tried serious reading, history, and philosophy. Sometimes in the night Charles woke up with 

a start, thinking he was being called to a patient. “I’m coming,” he stammered; and it was the 

noise of a match Emma had struck to relight the lamp. But her reading fared like her piece of 

embroidery, all of which, only just begun, filled her cupboard; she took it up, left it, passed on to 

other books. 

She had attacks in which she could easily have been driven to commit any folly. She 

maintained one day, in opposition to her husband, that she could drink off a large glass of 

brandy, and, as Charles was stupid enough to dare her to, she swallowed the brandy to the last 

drop. 

In spite of her vapourish airs (as the housewives of Yonville called them), Emma, all the same, 

never seemed gay, and usually she had at the corners of her mouth that immobile contraction that 

puckers the faces of old maids, and those of men whose ambition has failed. She was pale all 

over, white as a sheet; the skin of her nose was drawn at the nostrils, her eyes looked at you 

vaguely. After discovering three grey hairs on her temples, she talked much of her old age. 

She often fainted. One day she even spat blood, and, as Charles fussed around her showing his 

anxiety— 

“Bah!” she answered, “what does it matter?” 

Charles fled to his study and wept there, both his elbows on the table, sitting in an arm-chair at 

his bureau under the phrenological head. 

Then he wrote to his mother begging her to come, and they had many long consultations 

together on the subject of Emma. 

What should they decide? What was to be done since she rejected all medical treatment? “Do 

you know what your wife wants?” replied Madame Bovary senior. 

“She wants to be forced to occupy herself with some manual work. If she were obliged, like so 

many others, to earn her living, she wouldn’t have these vapours, that come to her from a lot of 

ideas she stuffs into her head, and from the idleness in which she lives.” 

“Yet she is always busy,” said Charles. 

“Ah! always busy at what? Reading novels, bad books, works against religion, and in which 

they mock at priests in speeches taken from Voltaire. But all that leads you far astray, my poor 

child. Anyone who has no religion always ends by turning out badly.” 

So it was decided to stop Emma reading novels. The enterprise did not seem easy. The good 

lady undertook it. She was, when she passed through Rouen, to go herself to the lending-library 

and represent that Emma had discontinued her subscription. Would they not have a right to apply 

to the police if the librarian persisted all the same in his poisonous trade? The farewells of 

mother and daughter-in-law were cold. During the three weeks that they had been together they 

had not exchanged half-a-dozen words apart from the inquiries and phrases when they met at 

table and in the evening before going to bed. 

Madame Bovary left on a Wednesday, the market-day at Yonville. 



The Place since morning had been blocked by a row of carts, which, on end and their shafts in 

the air, spread all along the line of houses from the church to the inn. On the other side there 

were canvas booths, where cotton checks, blankets, and woollen stockings were sold, together 

with harness for horses, and packets of blue ribbon, whose ends fluttered in the wind. The coarse 

hardware was spread out on the ground between pyramids of eggs and hampers of cheeses, from 

which sticky straw stuck out. 

Near the corn-machines clucking hens passed their necks through the bars of flat cages. The 

people, crowding in the same place and unwilling to move thence, sometimes threatened to 

smash the shop front of the chemist. On Wednesdays his shop was never empty, and the people 

pushed in less to buy drugs than for consultations. So great was Homais’ reputation in the 

neighbouring villages. His robust aplomb had fascinated the rustics. They considered him a 

greater doctor than all the doctors. 

Emma was leaning out at the window; she was often there. The window in the provinces 

replaces the theatre and the promenade, she was amusing herself with watching the crowd of 

boors when she saw a gentleman in a green velvet coat. He had on yellow gloves, although he 

wore heavy gaiters; he was coming towards the doctor’s house, followed by a peasant walking 

with a bent head and quite a thoughtful air. 

“Can I see the doctor?” he asked Justin, who was talking on the doorsteps with Félicité, and, 

taking him for a servant of the house—“Tell him that Monsieur Rodolphe Boulanger of La 

Huchette is here.” 

It was not from territorial vanity that the new arrival added “of La Huchette” to his name, but 

to make himself the better known. 

La Huchette, in fact, was an estate near Yonville, where he had just bought the château and 

two farms that he cultivated himself, without, however, troubling very much about them. He 

lived as a bachelor, and was supposed to have “at least fifteen thousand francs a year.” 

Charles came into the room. Monsieur Boulanger introduced his man, who wanted to be bled 

because he felt “a tingling all over.” 

“That’ll purge me,” he urged as an objection to all reasoning. 

So Bovary ordered a bandage and a basin, and asked Justin to hold it. Then addressing the 

peasant, who was already pale— 

“Don’t be afraid, my lad.” 

“No, no, sir,” said the other; “get on.” 

And with an air of bravado he held out his great arm. At the prick of the lancet the blood 

spurted out, splashing against the looking-glass. 

“Hold the basin nearer,” exclaimed Charles. 

“Lor!” said the peasant, “one would swear it was a little fountain flowing. How red my blood 

is! That’s a good sign, isn’t it?” 

“Sometimes,” answered the doctor, “one feels nothing at first, and then syncope sets in, and 

more especially with people of strong constitution like this man.” 

At these words the rustic let go the lancet-case he was twisting between his fingers. A shudder 

of his shoulders made the chair-back creak. His hat fell off. 

“I thought as much,” said Bovary, pressing his finger on the vein. 

The basin was beginning to tremble in Justin’s hands; his knees shook, he turned pale. 



“Emma! Emma!” called Charles. 

With one bound she came down the staircase. 

“Some vinegar,” he cried. “O dear! two at once!” 

And in his emotion he could hardly put on the compress. 

“It is nothing,” said Monsieur Boulanger quietly, taking Justin in his arms. He seated him on 

the table with his back resting against the wall. 

Madame Bovary began taking off his cravat. The strings of his shirt had got into a knot, and 

she was for some minutes moving her light fingers about the young fellow’s neck. Then she 

poured some vinegar on her cambric handkerchief; she moistened his temples with little dabs, 

and then blew upon them softly. The ploughman revived, but Justin’s syncope still lasted, and his 

eyeballs disappeared in the pale sclerotics like blue flowers in milk. 

“We must hide this from him,” said Charles. 

Madame Bovary took the basin to put it under the table. With the movement she made in 

bending down, her dress (it was a summer dress with four flounces, yellow, long in the waist and 

wide in the skirt) spread out around her on the flags of the room; and as Emma stooping, 

staggered a little as she stretched out her arms. 

The stuff here and there gave with the inflections of her bust. 

Then she went to fetch a bottle of water, and she was melting some pieces of sugar when the 

chemist arrived. The servant had been to fetch him in the tumult. Seeing his pupil’s eyes staring 

he drew a long breath; then going around him he looked at him from head to foot. 

“Fool!” he said, “really a little fool! A fool in four letters! A phlebotomy’s a big affair, isn’t it! 

And a fellow who isn’t afraid of anything; a kind of squirrel, just as he is who climbs to 

vertiginous heights to shake down nuts. Oh, yes! you just talk to me, boast about yourself! 

Here’s a fine fitness for practising pharmacy later on; for under serious circumstances you may 

be called before the tribunals in order to enlighten the minds of the magistrates, and you would 

have to keep your head then, to reason, show yourself a man, or else pass for an imbecile.” 

Justin did not answer. The chemist went on— 

“Who asked you to come? You are always pestering the doctor and madame. On Wednesday, 

moreover, your presence is indispensable to me. There are now twenty people in the shop. I left 

everything because of the interest I take in you. Come, get along! Sharp! Wait for me, and keep 

an eye on the jars.” 

When Justin, who was rearranging his dress, had gone, they talked for a little while about 

fainting-fits. Madame Bovary had never fainted. 

“That is extraordinary for a lady,” said Monsieur Boulanger; “but some people are very 

susceptible. Thus in a duel, I have seen a second lose consciousness at the mere sound of the 

loading of pistols.” 

“For my part,” said the chemist, “the sight of other people’s blood doesn’t affect me at all, but 

the mere thought of my own flowing would make me faint if I reflected upon it too much.” 

Monsieur Boulanger, however, dismissed his servant, advising him to calm himself, since his 

fancy was over. 

“It procured me the advantage of making your acquaintance,” he added, and he looked at 

Emma as he said this. Then he put three francs on the corner of the table, bowed negligently, and 

went out. 



He was soon on the other side of the river (this was his way back to La Huchette), and Emma 

saw him in the meadow, walking under the poplars, slackening his pace now and then as one 

who reflects. 

“She is very pretty,” he said to himself; “she is very pretty, this doctor’s wife. Fine teeth, black 

eyes, a dainty foot, a figure like a Parisienne’s. Where the devil does she come from? Wherever 

did that fat fellow pick her up?” 

Monsieur Rodolphe Boulanger was thirty-four; he was of brutal temperament and intelligent 

perspicacity, having, moreover, had much to do with women, and knowing them well. This one 

had seemed pretty to him; so he was thinking about her and her husband. 

“I think he is very stupid. She is tired of him, no doubt. He has dirty nails, and hasn’t shaved 

for three days. While he is trotting after his patients, she sits there botching socks. And she gets 

bored! She would like to live in town and dance polkas every evening. Poor little woman! She is 

gaping after love like a carp after water on a kitchen-table. With three words of gallantry she’d 

adore one, I’m sure of it. She’d be tender, charming. Yes; but how to get rid of her afterwards?” 

Then the difficulties of love-making seen in the distance made him by contrast think of his 

mistress. She was an actress at Rouen, whom he kept; and when he had pondered over this 

image, with which, even in remembrance, he was satiated— 

“Ah! Madame Bovary,” he thought, “is much prettier, especially fresher. Virginie is decidedly 

beginning to grow fat. She is so finiky about her pleasures; and, besides, she has a mania for 

prawns.” 

The fields were empty, and around him Rodolphe only heard the regular beating of the grass 

striking against his boots, with a cry of the grasshopper hidden at a distance among the oats. He 

again saw Emma in her room, dressed as he had seen her, and he undressed her. 

“Oh, I will have her,” he cried, striking a blow with his stick at a clod in front of him. And he 

at once began to consider the political part of the enterprise. He asked himself— 

“Where shall we meet? By what means? We shall always be having the brat on our hands, and 

the servant, the neighbours, and husband, all sorts of worries. Pshaw! one would lose too much 

time over it.” 

Then he resumed, “She really has eyes that pierce one’s heart like a gimlet. And that pale 

complexion! I adore pale women!” 

When he reached the top of the Arguiel hills he had made up his mind. “It’s only finding the 

opportunities. Well, I will call in now and then. I’ll send them venison, poultry; I’ll have myself 

bled, if need be. We shall become friends; I’ll invite them to my place. By Jove!” added he, 

“there’s the agricultural show coming on. She’ll be there. I shall see her. We’ll begin boldly, for 

that’s the surest way.” 

  



Chapter Eight 

At last it came, the famous agricultural show. On the morning of the solemnity all the 

inhabitants at their doors were chatting over the preparations. The pediment of the town hall had 

been hung with garlands of ivy; a tent had been erected in a meadow for the banquet; and in the 

middle of the Place, in front of the church, a kind of bombarde was to announce the arrival of the 

prefect and the names of the successful farmers who had obtained prizes. The National Guard of 

Buchy (there was none at Yonville) had come to join the corps of firemen, of whom Binet was 

captain. On that day he wore a collar even higher than usual; and, tightly buttoned in his tunic, 

his figure was so stiff and motionless that the whole vital portion of his person seemed to have 

descended into his legs, which rose in a cadence of set steps with a single movement. As there 

was some rivalry between the tax-collector and the colonel, both, to show off their talents, drilled 

their men separately. One saw the red epaulettes and the black breastplates pass and re-pass 

alternately; there was no end to it, and it constantly began again. There had never been such a 

display of pomp. Several citizens had scoured their houses the evening before; tri-coloured flags 

hung from half-open windows; all the public-houses were full; and in the lovely weather the 

starched caps, the golden crosses, and the coloured neckerchiefs seemed whiter than snow, shone 

in the sun, and relieved with the motley colours the sombre monotony of the frock-coats and blue 

smocks. The neighbouring farmers’ wives, when they got off their horses, pulled out the long 

pins that fastened around them their dresses, turned up for fear of mud; and the husbands, for 

their part, in order to save their hats, kept their handkerchiefs around them, holding one corner 

between their teeth. 

The crowd came into the main street from both ends of the village. People poured in from the 

lanes, the alleys, the houses; and from time to time one heard knockers banging against doors 

closing behind women with their gloves, who were going out to see the fete. What was most 

admired were two long lamp-stands covered with lanterns, that flanked a platform on which the 

authorities were to sit. Besides this there were against the four columns of the town hall four 

kinds of poles, each bearing a small standard of greenish cloth, embellished with inscriptions in 

gold letters. 

On one was written, “To Commerce”; on the other, “To Agriculture”; on the third, “To 

Industry”; and on the fourth, “To the Fine Arts.” 

But the jubilation that brightened all faces seemed to darken that of Madame Lefrancois, the 

innkeeper. Standing on her kitchen-steps she muttered to herself, “What rubbish! what rubbish! 

With their canvas booth! Do they think the prefect will be glad to dine down there under a tent 

like a gipsy? They call all this fussing doing good to the place! Then it wasn’t worth while 

sending to Neufchâtel for the keeper of a cookshop! And for whom? For cowherds! 

tatterdemalions!” 

The druggist was passing. He had on a frock-coat, nankeen trousers, beaver shoes, and, for a 

wonder, a hat with a low crown. 

“Your servant! Excuse me, I am in a hurry.” And as the fat widow asked where he was 

going— 

“It seems odd to you, doesn’t it, I who am always more cooped up in my laboratory than the 

man’s rat in his cheese.” 

“What cheese?” asked the landlady. 



“Oh, nothing! nothing!” Homais continued. “I merely wished to convey to you, Madame 

Lefrancois, that I usually live at home like a recluse. To-day, however, considering the 

circumstances, it is necessary—” 

“Oh, you’re going down there!” she said contemptuously. 

“Yes, I am going,” replied the druggist, astonished. “Am I not a member of the consulting 

commission?” 

Mere Lefrancois looked at him for a few moments, and ended by saying with a smile— 

“That’s another pair of shoes! But what does agriculture matter to you? Do you understand 

anything about it?” 

“Certainly I understand it, since I am a druggist—that is to say, a chemist. And the object of 

chemistry, Madame Lefrancois, being the knowledge of the reciprocal and molecular action of 

all natural bodies, it follows that agriculture is comprised within its domain. And, in fact, the 

composition of the manure, the fermentation of liquids, the analyses of gases, and the influence 

of miasmata, what, I ask you, is all this, if it isn’t chemistry, pure and simple?” 

The landlady did not answer. Homais went on— 

“Do you think that to be an agriculturist it is necessary to have tilled the earth or fattened 

fowls oneself? It is necessary rather to know the composition of the substances in question—the 

geological strata, the atmospheric actions, the quality of the soil, the minerals, the waters, the 

density of the different bodies, their capillarity, and what not. And one must be master of all the 

principles of hygiene in order to direct, criticize the construction of buildings, the feeding of 

animals, the diet of domestics. And, moreover, Madame Lefrancois, one must know botany, be 

able to distinguish between plants, you understand, which are the wholesome and those that are 

deleterious, which are unproductive and which nutritive, if it is well to pull them up here and re-

sow them there, to propagate some, destroy others; in brief, one must keep pace with science by 

means of pamphlets and public papers, be always on the alert to find out improvements.” 

The landlady never took her eyes off the “Cafe Francois” and the chemist went on— 

“Would to God our agriculturists were chemists, or that at least they would pay more attention 

to the counsels of science. Thus lately I myself wrote a considerable tract, a memoir of over 

seventy-two pages, entitled, ‘Cider, its Manufacture and its Effects, together with some New 

Reflections on the Subject,’ that I sent to the Agricultural Society of Rouen, and which even 

procured me the honour of being received among its members—Section, Agriculture; Class, 

Pomological. Well, if my work had been given to the public—” But the druggist stopped, 

Madame Lefrancois seemed so preoccupied. 

“Just look at them!” she said. “It’s past comprehension! Such a cookshop as that!” And with a 

shrug of the shoulders that stretched out over her breast the stitches of her knitted bodice, she 

pointed with both hands at her rival’s inn, whence songs were heard issuing. “Well, it won’t last 

long,” she added. “It’ll be over before a week.” 

Homais drew back with stupefaction. She came down three steps and whispered in his ear— 

“What! you didn’t know it? There is to be an execution in next week. It’s Lheureux who is 

selling him out; he has killed him with bills.” 

“What a terrible catastrophe!” cried the druggist, who always found expressions in harmony 

with all imaginable circumstances. 



Then the landlady began telling him the story that she had heard from Theodore, Monsieur 

Guillaumin’s servant, and although she detested Tellier, she blamed Lheureux. He was “a 

wheedler, a sneak.” 

“There!” she said. “Look at him! he is in the market; he is bowing to Madame Bovary, who’s 

got on a green bonnet. Why, she’s taking Monsieur Boulanger’s arm.” 

“Madame Bovary!” exclaimed Homais. “I must go at once and pay her my respects. Perhaps 

she’ll be very glad to have a seat in the enclosure under the peristyle.” And, without heeding 

Madame Lefrancois, who was calling him back to tell him more about it, the druggist walked off 

rapidly with a smile on his lips, with straight knees, bowing copiously to right and left, and 

taking up much room with the large tails of his frock-coat that fluttered behind him in the wind. 

Rodolphe, having caught sight of him from afar, hurried on, but Madame Bovary lost her 

breath; so he walked more slowly, and, smiling at her, said in a rough tone— 

“It’s only to get away from that fat fellow, you know, the druggist.” She pressed his elbow. 

“What’s the meaning of that?” he asked himself. And he looked at her out of the corner of his 

eyes. 

Her profile was so calm that one could guess nothing from it. It stood out in the light from the 

oval of her bonnet, with pale ribbons on it like the leaves of weeds. Her eyes with their long 

curved lashes looked straight before her, and though wide open, they seemed slightly puckered 

by the cheek-bones, because of the blood pulsing gently under the delicate skin. A pink line ran 

along the partition between her nostrils. Her head was bent upon her shoulder, and the pearl tips 

of her white teeth were seen between her lips. 

“Is she making fun of me?” thought Rodolphe. 

Emma’s gesture, however, had only been meant for a warning; for Monsieur Lheureux was 

accompanying them, and spoke now and again as if to enter into the conversation. 

“What a superb day! Everybody is out! The wind is east!” 

And neither Madame Bovary nor Rodolphe answered him, whilst at the slightest movement 

made by them he drew near, saying, “I beg your pardon!” and raised his hat. 

When they reached the farrier’s house, instead of following the road up to the fence, Rodolphe 

suddenly turned down a path, drawing with him Madame Bovary. He called out— 

“Good evening, Monsieur Lheureux! See you again presently.” 

“How you got rid of him!” she said, laughing. 

“Why,” he went on, “allow oneself to be intruded upon by others? And as to-day I have the 

happiness of being with you—” 

Emma blushed. He did not finish his sentence. Then he talked of the fine weather and of the 

pleasure of walking on the grass. A few daisies had sprung up again. 

“Here are some pretty Easter daisies,” he said, “and enough of them to furnish oracles to all 

the amorous maids in the place.” 

He added, “Shall I pick some? What do you think?” 

“Are you in love?” she asked, coughing a little. 

“H’m, h’m! who knows?” answered Rodolphe. 

The meadow began to fill, and the housewives hustled you with their great umbrellas, their 

baskets, and their babies. One had often to get out of the way of a long file of country folk, 



servant-maids with blue stockings, flat shoes, silver rings, and who smelt of milk, when one 

passed close to them. They walked along holding one another by the hand, and thus they spread 

over the whole field from the row of open trees to the banquet tent. 

But this was the examination time, and the farmers one after the other entered a kind of 

enclosure formed by a long cord supported on sticks. 

The beasts were there, their noses towards the cord, and making a confused line with their 

unequal rumps. Drowsy pigs were burrowing in the earth with their snouts, calves were bleating, 

lambs baaing; the cows, on knees folded in, were stretching their bellies on the grass, slowly 

chewing the cud, and blinking their heavy eyelids at the gnats that buzzed round them. Plough-

men with bare arms were holding by the halter prancing stallions that neighed with dilated 

nostrils looking towards the mares. These stood quietly, stretching out their heads and flowing 

manes, while their foals rested in their shadow, or now and then came and sucked them. And 

above the long undulation of these crowded animals one saw some white mane rising in the wind 

like a wave, or some sharp horns sticking out, and the heads of men running about. Apart, 

outside the enclosure, a hundred paces off, was a large black bull, muzzled, with an iron ring in 

its nostrils, and who moved no more than if he had been in bronze. A child in rags was holding 

him by a rope. 

Between the two lines the committee-men were walking with heavy steps, examining each 

animal, then consulting one another in a low voice. One who seemed of more importance now 

and then took notes in a book as he walked along. This was the president of the jury, Monsieur 

Derozerays de la Panville. As soon as he recognised Rodolphe he came forward quickly, and 

smiling amiably, said— 

“What! Monsieur Boulanger, you are deserting us?” 

Rodolphe protested that he was just coming. But when the president had disappeared— 

“Ma foi!”[12] said he, “I shall not go. Your company is better than his.” 

[12] Upon my word! 

And while poking fun at the show, Rodolphe, to move about more easily, showed the 

gendarme his blue card, and even stopped now and then in front of some fine beast, which 

Madame Bovary did not at all admire. He noticed this, and began jeering at the Yonville ladies 

and their dresses; then he apologised for the negligence of his own. He had that incongruity of 

common and elegant in which the habitually vulgar think they see the revelation of an eccentric 

existence, of the perturbations of sentiment, the tyrannies of art, and always a certain contempt 

for social conventions, that seduces or exasperates them. Thus his cambric shirt with plaited 

cuffs was blown out by the wind in the opening of his waistcoat of grey ticking, and his broad-

striped trousers disclosed at the ankle nankeen boots with patent leather gaiters. 

These were so polished that they reflected the grass. He trampled on horses’s dung with them, 

one hand in the pocket of his jacket and his straw hat on one side. 

“Besides,” added he, “when one lives in the country—” 

“It’s waste of time,” said Emma. 

“That is true,” replied Rodolphe. “To think that not one of these people is capable of 

understanding even the cut of a coat!” 

Then they talked about provincial mediocrity, of the lives it crushed, the illusions lost there. 



“And I too,” said Rodolphe, “am drifting into depression.” 

“You!” she said in astonishment; “I thought you very light-hearted.” 

“Ah! yes. I seem so, because in the midst of the world I know how to wear the mask of a 

scoffer upon my face; and yet, how many a time at the sight of a cemetery by moonlight have I 

not asked myself whether it were not better to join those sleeping there!” 

“Oh! and your friends?” she said. “You do not think of them.” 

“My friends! What friends? Have I any? Who cares for me?” And he accompanied the last 

words with a kind of whistling of the lips. 

But they were obliged to separate from each other because of a great pile of chairs that a man 

was carrying behind them. He was so overladen with them that one could only see the tips of his 

wooden shoes and the ends of his two outstretched arms. It was Lestiboudois, the gravedigger, 

who was carrying the church chairs about amongst the people. Alive to all that concerned his 

interests, he had hit upon this means of turning the show to account; and his idea was 

succeeding, for he no longer knew which way to turn. In fact, the villagers, who were hot, 

quarreled for these seats, whose straw smelt of incense, and they leant against the thick backs, 

stained with the wax of candles, with a certain veneration. 

Madame Bovary again took Rodolphe’s arm; he went on as if speaking to himself— 

“Yes, I have missed so many things. Always alone! Ah! if I had some aim in life, if I had met 

some love, if I had found someone! Oh, how I would have spent all the energy of which I am 

capable, surmounted everything, overcome everything!” 

“Yet it seems to me,” said Emma, “that you are not to be pitied.” 

“Ah! you think so?” said Rodolphe. 

“For, after all,” she went on, “you are free—” she hesitated, “rich—” 

“Do not mock me,” he replied. 

And she protested that she was not mocking him, when the report of a cannon resounded. 

Immediately all began hustling one another pell-mell towards the village. 

It was a false alarm. The prefect seemed not to be coming, and the members of the jury felt 

much embarrassed, not knowing if they ought to begin the meeting or still wait. 

At last at the end of the Place a large hired landau appeared, drawn by two thin horses, which 

a coachman in a white hat was whipping lustily. Binet had only just time to shout, “Present 

arms!” and the colonel to imitate him. All ran towards the enclosure; everyone pushed forward. 

A few even forgot their collars; but the equipage of the prefect seemed to anticipate the crowd, 

and the two yoked jades, trapesing in their harness, came up at a little trot in front of the peristyle 

of the town hall at the very moment when the National Guard and firemen deployed, beating 

drums and marking time. 

“Present!” shouted Binet. 

“Halt!” shouted the colonel. “Left about, march.” 

And after presenting arms, during which the clang of the band, letting loose, rang out like a 

brass kettle rolling downstairs, all the guns were lowered. Then was seen stepping down from the 

carriage a gentleman in a short coat with silver braiding, with bald brow, and wearing a tuft of 

hair at the back of his head, of a sallow complexion and the most benign appearance. His eyes, 

very large and covered by heavy lids, were half-closed to look at the crowd, while at the same 

time he raised his sharp nose, and forced a smile upon his sunken mouth. He recognised the 



mayor by his scarf, and explained to him that the prefect was not able to come. He himself was a 

councillor at the prefecture; then he added a few apologies. Monsieur Tuvache answered them 

with compliments; the other confessed himself nervous; and they remained thus, face to face, 

their foreheads almost touching, with the members of the jury all round, the municipal council, 

the notable personages, the National Guard and the crowd. The councillor pressing his little 

cocked hat to his breast repeated his bows, while Tuvache, bent like a bow, also smiled, 

stammered, tried to say something, protested his devotion to the monarchy and the honour that 

was being done to Yonville. 

Hippolyte, the groom from the inn, took the head of the horses from the coachman, and, 

limping along with his club-foot, led them to the door of the “Lion d’Or”, where a number of 

peasants collected to look at the carriage. The drum beat, the howitzer thundered, and the 

gentlemen one by one mounted the platform, where they sat down in red utrecht velvet arm-

chairs that had been lent by Madame Tuvache. 

All these people looked alike. Their fair flabby faces, somewhat tanned by the sun, were the 

colour of sweet cider, and their puffy whiskers emerged from stiff collars, kept up by white 

cravats with broad bows. All the waist-coats were of velvet, double-breasted; all the watches 

had, at the end of a long ribbon, an oval cornelian seal; everyone rested his two hands on his 

thighs, carefully stretching the stride of their trousers, whose unsponged glossy cloth shone more 

brilliantly than the leather of their heavy boots. 

The ladies of the company stood at the back under the vestibule between the pillars while the 

common herd was opposite, standing up or sitting on chairs. As a matter of fact, Lestiboudois 

had brought thither all those that he had moved from the field, and he even kept running back 

every minute to fetch others from the church. He caused such confusion with this piece of 

business that one had great difficulty in getting to the small steps of the platform. 

“I think,” said Monsieur Lheureux to the chemist, who was passing to his place, “that they 

ought to have put up two Venetian masts with something rather severe and rich for ornaments; it 

would have been a very pretty effect.” 

“To be sure,” replied Homais; “but what can you expect? The mayor took everything on his 

own shoulders. He hasn’t much taste. Poor Tuvache! and he is even completely destitute of what 

is called the genius of art.” 

Rodolphe, meanwhile, with Madame Bovary, had gone up to the first floor of the town hall, to 

the “council-room,” and, as it was empty, he declared that they could enjoy the sight there more 

comfortably. He fetched three stools from the round table under the bust of the monarch, and 

having carried them to one of the windows, they sat down by each other. 

There was commotion on the platform, long whisperings, much parleying. At last the 

councillor got up. They knew now that his name was Lieuvain, and in the crowd the name was 

passed from one to the other. After he had collated a few pages, and bent over them to see better, 

he began— 

“Gentlemen! May I be permitted first of all (before addressing you on the object of our 

meeting to-day, and this sentiment will, I am sure, be shared by you all), may I be permitted, I 

say, to pay a tribute to the higher administration, to the government to the monarch, gentle men, 

our sovereign, to that beloved king, to whom no branch of public or private prosperity is a matter 

of indifference, and who directs with a hand at once so firm and wise the chariot of the state 

amid the incessant perils of a stormy sea, knowing, moreover, how to make peace respected as 

well as war, industry, commerce, agriculture, and the fine arts?” 



“I ought,” said Rodolphe, “to get back a little further.” 

“Why?” said Emma. 

But at this moment the voice of the councillor rose to an extraordinary pitch. He declaimed— 

“This is no longer the time, gentlemen, when civil discord ensanguined our public places, 

when the landlord, the business-man, the working-man himself, falling asleep at night, lying 

down to peaceful sleep, trembled lest he should be awakened suddenly by the noise of incendiary 

tocsins, when the most subversive doctrines audaciously sapped foundations.” 

“Well, someone down there might see me,” Rodolphe resumed, “then I should have to invent 

excuses for a fortnight; and with my bad reputation—” 

“Oh, you are slandering yourself,” said Emma. 

“No! It is dreadful, I assure you.” 

“But, gentlemen,” continued the councillor, “if, banishing from my memory the remembrance 

of these sad pictures, I carry my eyes back to the actual situation of our dear country, what do I 

see there? Everywhere commerce and the arts are flourishing; everywhere new means of 

communication, like so many new arteries in the body of the state, establish within it new 

relations. Our great industrial centres have recovered all their activity; religion, more 

consolidated, smiles in all hearts; our ports are full, confidence is born again, and France 

breathes once more!” 

“Besides,” added Rodolphe, “perhaps from the world’s point of view they are right.” 

“How so?” she asked. 

“What!” said he. “Do you not know that there are souls constantly tormented? They need by 

turns to dream and to act, the purest passions and the most turbulent joys, and thus they fling 

themselves into all sorts of fantasies, of follies.” 

Then she looked at him as one looks at a traveller who has voyaged over strange lands, and 

went on— 

“We have not even this distraction, we poor women!” 

“A sad distraction, for happiness isn’t found in it.” 

“But is it ever found?” she asked. 

“Yes; one day it comes,” he answered. 

“And this is what you have understood,” said the councillor. 

“You, farmers, agricultural labourers! you pacific pioneers of a work that belongs wholly to 

civilization! you, men of progress and morality, you have understood, I say, that political storms 

are even more redoubtable than atmospheric disturbances!” 

“It comes one day,” repeated Rodolphe, “one day suddenly, and when one is despairing of it. 

Then the horizon expands; it is as if a voice cried, ‘It is here!’ You feel the need of confiding the 

whole of your life, of giving everything, sacrificing everything to this being. There is no need for 

explanations; they understand one another. They have seen each other in dreams!” 

(And he looked at her.) “In fine, here it is, this treasure so sought after, here before you. It 

glitters, it flashes; yet one still doubts, one does not believe it; one remains dazzled, as if one 

went out from darkness into light.” 

And as he ended Rodolphe suited the action to the word. He passed his hand over his face, like 

a man seized with giddiness. Then he let it fall on Emma’s. She took hers away. 



“And who would be surprised at it, gentlemen? He only who is so blind, so plunged (I do not 

fear to say it), so plunged in the prejudices of another age as still to misunderstand the spirit of 

agricultural populations. Where, indeed, is to be found more patriotism than in the country, 

greater devotion to the public welfare, more intelligence, in a word? And, gentlemen, I do not 

mean that superficial intelligence, vain ornament of idle minds, but rather that profound and 

balanced intelligence that applies itself above all else to useful objects, thus contributing to the 

good of all, to the common amelioration and to the support of the state, born of respect for law 

and the practice of duty—” 

“Ah! again!” said Rodolphe. “Always ‘duty.’ I am sick of the word. They are a lot of old 

blockheads in flannel vests and of old women with foot-warmers and rosaries who constantly 

drone into our ears ‘Duty, duty!’ Ah! by Jove! one’s duty is to feel what is great, cherish the 

beautiful, and not accept all the conventions of society with the ignominy that it imposes upon 

us.” 

“Yet—yet—” objected Madame Bovary. 

“No, no! Why cry out against the passions? Are they not the one beautiful thing on the earth, 

the source of heroism, of enthusiasm, of poetry, music, the arts, of everything, in a word?” 

“But one must,” said Emma, “to some extent bow to the opinion of the world and accept its 

moral code.” 

“Ah! but there are two,” he replied. “The small, the conventional, that of men, that which 

constantly changes, that brays out so loudly, that makes such a commotion here below, of the 

earth earthly, like the mass of imbeciles you see down there. But the other, the eternal, that is 

about us and above, like the landscape that surrounds us, and the blue heavens that give us light.” 

Monsieur Lieuvain had just wiped his mouth with a pocket-handkerchief. He continued— 

“And what should I do here gentlemen, pointing out to you the uses of agriculture? Who 

supplies our wants? Who provides our means of subsistence? Is it not the agriculturist? The 

agriculturist, gentlemen, who, sowing with laborious hand the fertile furrows of the country, 

brings forth the corn, which, being ground, is made into a powder by means of ingenious 

machinery, comes out thence under the name of flour, and from there, transported to our cities, is 

soon delivered at the baker’s, who makes it into food for poor and rich alike. Again, is it not the 

agriculturist who fattens, for our clothes, his abundant flocks in the pastures? For how should we 

clothe ourselves, how nourish ourselves, without the agriculturist? And, gentlemen, is it even 

necessary to go so far for examples? Who has not frequently reflected on all the momentous 

things that we get out of that modest animal, the ornament of poultry-yards, that provides us at 

once with a soft pillow for our bed, with succulent flesh for our tables, and eggs? But I should 

never end if I were to enumerate one after the other all the different products which the earth, 

well cultivated, like a generous mother, lavishes upon her children. Here it is the vine, elsewhere 

the apple tree for cider, there colza, farther on cheeses and flax. Gentlemen, let us not forget flax, 

which has made such great strides of late years, and to which I will more particularly call your 

attention.” 

He had no need to call it, for all the mouths of the multitude were wide open, as if to drink in 

his words. Tuvache by his side listened to him with staring eyes. Monsieur Derozerays from time 

to time softly closed his eyelids, and farther on the chemist, with his son Napoleon between his 

knees, put his hand behind his ear in order not to lose a syllable. The chins of the other members 

of the jury went slowly up and down in their waistcoats in sign of approval. The firemen at the 

foot of the platform rested on their bayonets; and Binet, motionless, stood with out-turned 



elbows, the point of his sabre in the air. Perhaps he could hear, but certainly he could see 

nothing, because of the visor of his helmet, that fell down on his nose. His lieutenant, the 

youngest son of Monsieur Tuvache, had a bigger one, for his was enormous, and shook on his 

head, and from it an end of his cotton scarf peeped out. He smiled beneath it with a perfectly 

infantine sweetness, and his pale little face, whence drops were running, wore an expression of 

enjoyment and sleepiness. 

The square as far as the houses was crowded with people. One saw folk leaning on their 

elbows at all the windows, others standing at doors, and Justin, in front of the chemist’s shop, 

seemed quite transfixed by the sight of what he was looking at. In spite of the silence Monsieur 

Lieuvain’s voice was lost in the air. It reached you in fragments of phrases, and interrupted here 

and there by the creaking of chairs in the crowd; then you suddenly heard the long bellowing of 

an ox, or else the bleating of the lambs, who answered one another at street corners. In fact, the 

cowherds and shepherds had driven their beasts thus far, and these lowed from time to time, 

while with their tongues they tore down some scrap of foliage that hung above their mouths. 

Rodolphe had drawn nearer to Emma, and said to her in a low voice, speaking rapidly— 

“Does not this conspiracy of the world revolt you? Is there a single sentiment it does not 

condemn? The noblest instincts, the purest sympathies are persecuted, slandered; and if at length 

two poor souls do meet, all is so organised that they cannot blend together. Yet they will make 

the attempt; they will flutter their wings; they will call upon each other. Oh! no matter. Sooner or 

later, in six months, ten years, they will come together, will love; for fate has decreed it, and they 

are born one for the other.” 

His arms were folded across his knees, and thus lifting his face towards Emma, close by her, 

he looked fixedly at her. She noticed in his eyes small golden lines radiating from black pupils; 

she even smelt the perfume of the pomade that made his hair glossy. 

Then a faintness came over her; she recalled the Viscount who had waltzed with her at 

Vaubyessard, and his beard exhaled like this air an odour of vanilla and citron, and mechanically 

she half-closed her eyes the better to breathe it in. But in making this movement, as she leant 

back in her chair, she saw in the distance, right on the line of the horizon, the old diligence, the 

“Hirondelle,” that was slowly descending the hill of Leux, dragging after it a long trail of dust. It 

was in this yellow carriage that Léon had so often come back to her, and by this route down there 

that he had gone for ever. She fancied she saw him opposite at his windows; then all grew 

confused; clouds gathered; it seemed to her that she was again turning in the waltz under the 

light of the lustres on the arm of the Viscount, and that Léon was not far away, that he was 

coming; and yet all the time she was conscious of the scent of Rodolphe’s head by her side. This 

sweetness of sensation pierced through her old desires, and these, like grains of sand under a gust 

of wind, eddied to and fro in the subtle breath of the perfume which suffused her soul. She 

opened wide her nostrils several times to drink in the freshness of the ivy round the capitals. She 

took off her gloves, she wiped her hands, then fanned her face with her handkerchief, while 

athwart the throbbing of her temples she heard the murmur of the crowd and the voice of the 

councillor intoning his phrases. He said—“Continue, persevere; listen neither to the suggestions 

of routine, nor to the over-hasty councils of a rash empiricism. 

“Apply yourselves, above all, to the amelioration of the soil, to good manures, to the 

development of the equine, bovine, ovine, and porcine races. Let these shows be to you pacific 

arenas, where the victor in leaving it will hold forth a hand to the vanquished, and will fraternise 

with him in the hope of better success. And you, aged servants, humble domestics, whose hard 



labour no Government up to this day has taken into consideration, come hither to receive the 

reward of your silent virtues, and be assured that the state henceforward has its eye upon you; 

that it encourages you, protects you; that it will accede to your just demands, and alleviate as 

much as in it lies the burden of your painful sacrifices.” 

Monsieur Lieuvain then sat down; Monsieur Derozerays got up, beginning another speech. His 

was not perhaps so florid as that of the councillor, but it recommended itself by a more direct 

style, that is to say, by more special knowledge and more elevated considerations. Thus the 

praise of the Government took up less space in it; religion and agriculture more. He showed in it 

the relations of these two, and how they had always contributed to civilisation. Rodolphe with 

Madame Bovary was talking dreams, presentiments, magnetism. Going back to the cradle of 

society, the orator painted those fierce times when men lived on acorns in the heart of woods. 

Then they had left off the skins of beasts, had put on cloth, tilled the soil, planted the vine. Was 

this a good, and in this discovery was there not more of injury than of gain? Monsieur 

Derozerays set himself this problem. From magnetism little by little Rodolphe had come to 

affinities, and while the president was citing Cincinnatus and his plough, Diocletian, planting his 

cabbages, and the Emperors of China inaugurating the year by the sowing of seed, the young 

man was explaining to the young woman that these irresistible attractions find their cause in 

some previous state of existence. 

“Thus we,” he said, “why did we come to know one another? What chance willed it? It was 

because across the infinite, like two streams that flow but to unite; our special bents of mind had 

driven us towards each other.” 

And he seized her hand; she did not withdraw it. 

“For good farming generally!” cried the president. 

“Just now, for example, when I went to your house.” 

“To Monsieur Bizat of Quincampoix.” 

“Did I know I should accompany you?” 

“Seventy francs.” 

“A hundred times I wished to go; and I followed you—I remained.” 

“Manures!” 

“And I shall remain to-night, to-morrow, all other days, all my life!” 

“To Monsieur Caron of Argueil, a gold medal!” 

“For I have never in the society of any other person found so complete a charm.” 

“To Monsieur Bain of Givry-Saint-Martin.” 

“And I shall carry away with me the remembrance of you.” 

“For a merino ram!” 

“But you will forget me; I shall pass away like a shadow.” 

“To Monsieur Belot of Notre-Dame.” 

“Oh, no! I shall be something in your thought, in your life, shall I not?” 

“Porcine race; prizes—equal, to Messrs. Leherisse and Cullembourg, sixty francs!” 

Rodolphe was pressing her hand, and he felt it all warm and quivering like a captive dove that 

wants to fly away; but, whether she was trying to take it away or whether she was answering his 

pressure; she made a movement with her fingers. He exclaimed— 



“Oh, I thank you! You do not repulse me! You are good! You understand that I am yours! Let 

me look at you; let me contemplate you!” 

A gust of wind that blew in at the window ruffled the cloth on the table, and in the square 

below all the great caps of the peasant women were uplifted by it like the wings of white 

butterflies fluttering. 

“Use of oil-cakes,” continued the president. He was hurrying on: “Flemish manure-flax-

growing-drainage-long leases-domestic service.” 

Rodolphe was no longer speaking. They looked at one another. A supreme desire made their 

dry lips tremble, and wearily, without an effort, their fingers intertwined. 

“Catherine Nicaise Elizabeth Leroux, of Sassetot-la-Guerriere, for fifty-four years of service at 

the same farm, a silver medal—value, twenty-five francs!” 

“Where is Catherine Leroux?” repeated the councillor. 

She did not present herself, and one could hear voices whispering— 

“Go up!” 

“Don’t be afraid!” 

“Oh, how stupid she is!” 

“Well, is she there?” cried Tuvache. 

“Yes; here she is.” 

“Then let her come up!” 

Then there came forward on the platform a little old woman with timid bearing, who seemed 

to shrink within her poor clothes. On her feet she wore heavy wooden clogs, and from her hips 

hung a large blue apron. Her pale face framed in a borderless cap was more wrinkled than a 

withered russet apple. And from the sleeves of her red jacket looked out two large hands with 

knotty joints, the dust of barns, the potash of washing the grease of wools had so encrusted, 

roughened, hardened these that they seemed dirty, although they had been rinsed in clear water; 

and by dint of long service they remained half open, as if to bear humble witness for themselves 

of so much suffering endured. Something of monastic rigidity dignified her face. Nothing of 

sadness or of emotion weakened that pale look. In her constant living with animals she had 

caught their dumbness and their calm. It was the first time that she found herself in the midst of 

so large a company, and inwardly scared by the flags, the drums, the gentlemen in frock-coats, 

and the order of the councillor, she stood motionless, not knowing whether to advance or run 

away, nor why the crowd was pushing her and the jury were smiling at her. 

Thus stood before these radiant bourgeois this half-century of servitude. 

“Approach, venerable Catherine Nicaise Elizabeth Leroux!” said the councillor, who had 

taken the list of prize-winners from the president; and, looking at the piece of paper and the old 

woman by turns, he repeated in a fatherly tone—“Approach! approach!” 

“Are you deaf?” said Tuvache, fidgeting in his armchair; and he began shouting in her ear, 

“Fifty-four years of service. A silver medal! Twenty-five francs! For you!” 

Then, when she had her medal, she looked at it, and a smile of beatitude spread over her face; 

and as she walked away they could hear her muttering “I’ll give it to our cure up home, to say 

some masses for me!” 

“What fanaticism!” exclaimed the chemist, leaning across to the notary. 



The meeting was over, the crowd dispersed, and now that the speeches had been read, each 

one fell back into his place again, and everything into the old grooves; the masters bullied the 

servants, and these struck the animals, indolent victors, going back to the stalls, a green-crown 

on their horns. 

The National Guards, however, had gone up to the first floor of the town hall with buns spitted 

on their bayonets, and the drummer of the battalion carried a basket with bottles. Madame 

Bovary took Rodolphe’s arm; he saw her home; they separated at her door; then he walked about 

alone in the meadow while he waited for the time of the banquet. 

The feast was long, noisy, ill served; the guests were so crowded that they could hardly move 

their elbows; and the narrow planks used for forms almost broke down under their weight. They 

ate hugely. Each one stuffed himself on his own account. Sweat stood on every brow, and a 

whitish steam, like the vapour of a stream on an autumn morning, floated above the table 

between the hanging lamps. Rodolphe, leaning against the calico of the tent was thinking so 

earnestly of Emma that he heard nothing. Behind him on the grass the servants were piling up the 

dirty plates, his neighbours were talking; he did not answer them; they filled his glass, and there 

was silence in his thoughts in spite of the growing noise. He was dreaming of what she had said, 

of the line of her lips; her face, as in a magic mirror, shone on the plates of the shakos, the folds 

of her gown fell along the walls, and days of love unrolled to all infinity before him in the vistas 

of the future. 

He saw her again in the evening during the fireworks, but she was with her husband, Madame 

Homais, and the druggist, who was worrying about the danger of stray rockets, and every 

moment he left the company to go and give some advice to Binet. 

The pyrotechnic pieces sent to Monsieur Tuvache had, through an excess of caution, been shut 

up in his cellar, and so the damp powder would not light, and the principal set piece, that was to 

represent a dragon biting his tail, failed completely. Now and then a meagre Roman-candle went 

off; then the gaping crowd sent up a shout that mingled with the cry of the women, whose waists 

were being squeezed in the darkness. Emma silently nestled against Charles’s shoulder; then, 

raising her chin, she watched the luminous rays of the rockets against the dark sky. Rodolphe 

gazed at her in the light of the burning lanterns. 

They went out one by one. The stars shone out. A few crops of rain began to fall. She knotted 

her fichu round her bare head. 

At this moment the councillor’s carriage came out from the inn. 

His coachman, who was drunk, suddenly dozed off, and one could see from the distance, 

above the hood, between the two lanterns, the mass of his body, that swayed from right to left 

with the giving of the traces. 

“Truly,” said the druggist, “one ought to proceed most rigorously against drunkenness! I 

should like to see written up weekly at the door of the town hall on a board ad hoc[13] the names 

of all those who during the week got intoxicated on alcohol. Besides, with regard to statistics, 

one would thus have, as it were, public records that one could refer to in case of need. But excuse 

me!” 

[13] Specifically for that. 

And he once more ran off to the captain. The latter was going back to see his lathe again. 



“Perhaps you would not do ill,” Homais said to him, “to send one of your men, or to go 

yourself—” 

“Leave me alone!” answered the tax-collector. “It’s all right!” 

“Do not be uneasy,” said the druggist, when he returned to his friends. “Monsieur Binet has 

assured me that all precautions have been taken. No sparks have fallen; the pumps are full. Let us 

go to rest.” 

“Ma foi! I want it,” said Madame Homais, yawning at large. “But never mind; we’ve had a 

beautiful day for our fete.” 

Rodolphe repeated in a low voice, and with a tender look, “Oh, yes! very beautiful!” 

And having bowed to one another, they separated. 

Two days later, in the “Final de Rouen,” there was a long article on the show. Homais had 

composed it with verve the very next morning. 

“Why these festoons, these flowers, these garlands? Whither hurries this crowd like the waves 

of a furious sea under the torrents of a tropical sun pouring its heat upon our heads?” 

Then he spoke of the condition of the peasants. Certainly the Government was doing much, 

but not enough. “Courage!” he cried to it; “a thousand reforms are indispensable; let us 

accomplish them!” Then touching on the entry of the councillor, he did not forget “the martial air 

of our militia;” nor “our most merry village maidens;” nor the “bald-headed old men like 

patriarchs who were there, and of whom some, the remnants of our phalanxes, still felt their 

hearts beat at the manly sound of the drums.” He cited himself among the first of the members of 

the jury, and he even called attention in a note to the fact that Monsieur Homais, chemist, had 

sent a memoir on cider to the agricultural society. 

When he came to the distribution of the prizes, he painted the joy of the prize-winners in 

dithyrambic strophes. “The father embraced the son, the brother the brother, the husband his 

consort. More than one showed his humble medal with pride; and no doubt when he got home to 

his good housewife, he hung it up weeping on the modest walls of his cot. 

“About six o’clock a banquet prepared in the meadow of Monsieur Leigeard brought together 

the principal personages of the fete. The greatest cordiality reigned here. Divers toasts were 

proposed: Monsieur Lieuvain, the King; Monsieur Tuvache, the Prefect; Monsieur Derozerays, 

Agriculture; Monsieur Homais, Industry and the Fine Arts, those twin sisters; Monsieur 

Leplichey, Progress. In the evening some brilliant fireworks on a sudden illumined the air. One 

would have called it a veritable kaleidoscope, a real operatic scene; and for a moment our little 

locality might have thought itself transported into the midst of a dream of the ‘Thousand and One 

Nights.’ Let us state that no untoward event disturbed this family meeting.” And he added “Only 

the absence of the clergy was remarked. No doubt the priests understand progress in another 

fashion. Just as you please, messieurs the followers of Loyola!” 

  



Chapter Nine 

Six weeks passed. Rodolphe did not come again. At last one evening he appeared. 

The day after the show he had said to himself—“We mustn’t go back too soon; that would be 

a mistake.” 

And at the end of a week he had gone off hunting. After the hunting he had thought it was too 

late, and then he reasoned thus— 

“If from the first day she loved me, she must from impatience to see me again love me more. 

Let’s go on with it!” 

And he knew that his calculation had been right when, on entering the room, he saw Emma 

turn pale. 

She was alone. The day was drawing in. The small muslin curtain along the windows 

deepened the twilight, and the gilding of the barometer, on which the rays of the sun fell, shone 

in the looking-glass between the meshes of the coral. 

Rodolphe remained standing, and Emma hardly answered his first conventional phrases. 

“I,” he said, “have been busy. I have been ill.” 

“Seriously?” she cried. 

“Well,” said Rodolphe, sitting down at her side on a footstool, “no; it was because I did not 

want to come back.” 

“Why?” 

“Can you not guess?” 

He looked at her again, but so hard that she lowered her head, blushing. He went on— 

“Emma!” 

“Sir,” she said, drawing back a little. 

“Ah! you see,” replied he in a melancholy voice, “that I was right not to come back; for this 

name, this name that fills my whole soul, and that escaped me, you forbid me to use! Madame 

Bovary! why all the world calls you thus! Besides, it is not your name; it is the name of another!” 

He repeated, “of another!” And he hid his face in his hands. 

“Yes, I think of you constantly. The memory of you drives me to despair. Ah! forgive me! I 

will leave you! Farewell! I will go far away, so far that you will never hear of me again; and 

yet—to-day—I know not what force impelled me towards you. For one does not struggle against 

Heaven; one cannot resist the smile of angels; one is carried away by that which is beautiful, 

charming, adorable.” 

It was the first time that Emma had heard such words spoken to herself, and her pride, like one 

who reposes bathed in warmth, expanded softly and fully at this glowing language. 

“But if I did not come,” he continued, “if I could not see you, at least I have gazed long on all 

that surrounds you. At night-every night-I arose; I came hither; I watched your house, its 

glimmering in the moon, the trees in the garden swaying before your window, and the little lamp, 

a gleam shining through the window-panes in the darkness. Ah! you never knew that there, so 

near you, so far from you, was a poor wretch!” 

She turned towards him with a sob. 

“Oh, you are good!” she said. 



“No, I love you, that is all! You do not doubt that! Tell me—one word—only one word!” 

And Rodolphe imperceptibly glided from the footstool to the ground; but a sound of wooden 

shoes was heard in the kitchen, and he noticed the door of the room was not closed. 

“How kind it would be of you,” he went on, rising, “if you would humour a whim of mine.” It 

was to go over her house; he wanted to know it; and Madame Bovary seeing no objection to this, 

they both rose, when Charles came in. 

“Good morning, doctor,” Rodolphe said to him. 

The doctor, flattered at this unexpected title, launched out into obsequious phrases. Of this the 

other took advantage to pull himself together a little. 

“Madame was speaking to me,” he then said, “about her health.” 

Charles interrupted him; he had indeed a thousand anxieties; his wife’s palpitations of the 

heart were beginning again. Then Rodolphe asked if riding would not be good. 

“Certainly! excellent! just the thing! There’s an idea! You ought to follow it up.” 

And as she objected that she had no horse, Monsieur Rodolphe offered one. She refused his 

offer; he did not insist. Then to explain his visit he said that his ploughman, the man of the 

blood-letting, still suffered from giddiness. 

“I’ll call around,” said Bovary. 

“No, no! I’ll send him to you; we’ll come; that will be more convenient for you.” 

“Ah! very good! I thank you.” 

And as soon as they were alone, “Why don’t you accept Monsieur Boulanger’s kind offer?” 

She assumed a sulky air, invented a thousand excuses, and finally declared that perhaps it 

would look odd. 

“Well, what the deuce do I care for that?” said Charles, making a pirouette. “Health before 

everything! You are wrong.” 

“And how do you think I can ride when I haven’t got a habit?” 

“You must order one,” he answered. 

The riding-habit decided her. 

When the habit was ready, Charles wrote to Monsieur Boulanger that his wife was at his 

command, and that they counted on his good-nature. 

The next day at noon Rodolphe appeared at Charles’s door with two saddle-horses. One had 

pink rosettes at his ears and a deerskin side-saddle. 

Rodolphe had put on high soft boots, saying to himself that no doubt she had never seen 

anything like them. In fact, Emma was charmed with his appearance as he stood on the landing 

in his great velvet coat and white corduroy breeches. She was ready; she was waiting for him. 

Justin escaped from the chemist’s to see her start, and the chemist also came out. He was 

giving Monsieur Boulanger a little good advice. 

“An accident happens so easily. Be careful! Your horses perhaps are mettlesome.” 

She heard a noise above her; it was Félicité drumming on the windowpanes to amuse little 

Berthe. The child blew her a kiss; her mother answered with a wave of her whip. 

“A pleasant ride!” cried Monsieur Homais. “Prudence! above all, prudence!” And he 

flourished his newspaper as he saw them disappear. 



As soon as he felt the ground, Emma’s horse set off at a gallop. 

Rodolphe galloped by her side. Now and then they exchanged a word. Her figure slightly bent, 

her hand well up, and her right arm stretched out, she gave herself up to the cadence of the 

movement that rocked her in her saddle. At the bottom of the hill Rodolphe gave his horse its 

head; they started together at a bound, then at the top suddenly the horses stopped, and her large 

blue veil fell about her. 

It was early in October. There was fog over the land. Hazy clouds hovered on the horizon 

between the outlines of the hills; others, rent asunder, floated up and disappeared. Sometimes 

through a rift in the clouds, beneath a ray of sunshine, gleamed from afar the roots of Yonville, 

with the gardens at the water’s edge, the yards, the walls and the church steeple. Emma half 

closed her eyes to pick out her house, and never had this poor village where she lived appeared 

so small. From the height on which they were the whole valley seemed an immense pale lake 

sending off its vapour into the air. Clumps of trees here and there stood out like black rocks, and 

the tall lines of the poplars that rose above the mist were like a beach stirred by the wind. 

By the side, on the turf between the pines, a brown light shimmered in the warm atmosphere. 

The earth, ruddy like the powder of tobacco, deadened the noise of their steps, and with the edge 

of their shoes the horses as they walked kicked the fallen fir cones in front of them. 

Rodolphe and Emma thus went along the skirt of the wood. She turned away from time to time 

to avoid his look, and then she saw only the pine trunks in lines, whose monotonous succession 

made her a little giddy. The horses were panting; the leather of the saddles creaked. 

Just as they were entering the forest the sun shone out. 

“God protects us!” said Rodolphe. 

“Do you think so?” she said. 

“Forward! forward!” he continued. 

He “tchk’d” with his tongue. The two beasts set off at a trot. 

Long ferns by the roadside caught in Emma’s stirrup. 

Rodolphe leant forward and removed them as they rode along. At other times, to turn aside the 

branches, he passed close to her, and Emma felt his knee brushing against her leg. The sky was 

now blue, the leaves no longer stirred. There were spaces full of heather in flower, and plots of 

violets alternated with the confused patches of the trees that were grey, fawn, or golden coloured, 

according to the nature of their leaves. Often in the thicket was heard the fluttering of wings, or 

else the hoarse, soft cry of the ravens flying off amidst the oaks. 

They dismounted. Rodolphe fastened up the horses. She walked on in front on the moss 

between the paths. But her long habit got in her way, although she held it up by the skirt; and 

Rodolphe, walking behind her, saw between the black cloth and the black shoe the fineness of 

her white stocking, that seemed to him as if it were a part of her nakedness. 

She stopped. “I am tired,” she said. 

“Come, try again,” he went on. “Courage!” 

Then some hundred paces farther on she again stopped, and through her veil, that fell 

sideways from her man’s hat over her hips, her face appeared in a bluish transparency as if she 

were floating under azure waves. 

“But where are we going?” 



He did not answer. She was breathing irregularly. Rodolphe looked round him biting his 

moustache. They came to a larger space where the coppice had been cut. They sat down on the 

trunk of a fallen tree, and Rodolphe began speaking to her of his love. He did not begin by 

frightening her with compliments. He was calm, serious, melancholy. 

Emma listened to him with bowed head, and stirred the bits of wood on the ground with the tip 

of her foot. But at the words, “Are not our destinies now one?” 

“Oh, no!” she replied. “You know that well. It is impossible!” She rose to go. He seized her by 

the wrist. She stopped. Then, having gazed at him for a few moments with an amorous and 

humid look, she said hurriedly— 

“Ah! do not speak of it again! Where are the horses? Let us go back.” 

He made a gesture of anger and annoyance. She repeated: 

“Where are the horses? Where are the horses?” 

Then smiling a strange smile, his pupil fixed, his teeth set, he advanced with outstretched 

arms. She recoiled trembling. She stammered: 

“Oh, you frighten me! You hurt me! Let me go!” 

“If it must be,” he went on, his face changing; and he again became respectful, caressing, 

timid. She gave him her arm. They went back. He said— 

“What was the matter with you? Why? I do not understand. You were mistaken, no doubt. In 

my soul you are as a Madonna on a pedestal, in a place lofty, secure, immaculate. But I need you 

to live! I must have your eyes, your voice, your thought! Be my friend, my sister, my angel!” 

And he put out his arm round her waist. She feebly tried to disengage herself. He supported 

her thus as they walked along. 

But they heard the two horses browsing on the leaves. 

“Oh! one moment!” said Rodolphe. “Do not let us go! Stay!” 

He drew her farther on to a small pool where duckweeds made a greenness on the water. 

Faded water lilies lay motionless between the reeds. At the noise of their steps in the grass, frogs 

jumped away to hide themselves. 

“I am wrong! I am wrong!” she said. “I am mad to listen to you!” 

“Why? Emma! Emma!” 

“Oh, Rodolphe!” said the young woman slowly, leaning on his shoulder. 

The cloth of her habit caught against the velvet of his coat. She threw back her white neck, 

swelling with a sigh, and faltering, in tears, with a long shudder and hiding her face, she gave 

herself up to him— 

The shades of night were falling; the horizontal sun passing between the branches dazzled the 

eyes. Here and there around her, in the leaves or on the ground, trembled luminous patches, as it 

hummingbirds flying about had scattered their feathers. Silence was everywhere; something 

sweet seemed to come forth from the trees; she felt her heart, whose beating had begun again, 

and the blood coursing through her flesh like a stream of milk. Then far away, beyond the wood, 

on the other hills, she heard a vague prolonged cry, a voice which lingered, and in silence she 

heard it mingling like music with the last pulsations of her throbbing nerves. Rodolphe, a cigar 

between his lips, was mending with his penknife one of the two broken bridles. 



They returned to Yonville by the same road. On the mud they saw again the traces of their 

horses side by side, the same thickets, the same stones to the grass; nothing around them seemed 

changed; and yet for her something had happened more stupendous than if the mountains had 

moved in their places. Rodolphe now and again bent forward and took her hand to kiss it. 

She was charming on horseback—upright, with her slender waist, her knee bent on the mane 

of her horse, her face somewhat flushed by the fresh air in the red of the evening. 

On entering Yonville she made her horse prance in the road. People looked at her from the 

windows. 

At dinner her husband thought she looked well, but she pretended not to hear him when he 

inquired about her ride, and she remained sitting there with her elbow at the side of her plate 

between the two lighted candles. 

“Emma!” he said. 

“What?” 

“Well, I spent the afternoon at Monsieur Alexandre’s. He has an old cob, still very fine, only a 

little broken-kneed, and that could be bought; I am sure, for a hundred crowns.” He added, “And 

thinking it might please you, I have bespoken it—bought it. Have I done right? Do tell me?” 

She nodded her head in assent; then a quarter of an hour later— 

“Are you going out to-night?” she asked. 

“Yes. Why?” 

“Oh, nothing, nothing, my dear!” 

And as soon as she had got rid of Charles she went and shut herself up in her room. 

At first she felt stunned; she saw the trees, the paths, the ditches, Rodolphe, and she again felt 

the pressure of his arm, while the leaves rustled and the reeds whistled. 

But when she saw herself in the glass she wondered at her face. Never had her eyes been so 

large, so black, of so profound a depth. Something subtle about her being transfigured her. She 

repeated, “I have a lover! a lover!” delighting at the idea as if a second puberty had come to her. 

So at last she was to know those joys of love, that fever of happiness of which she had despaired! 

She was entering upon marvels where all would be passion, ecstasy, delirium. An azure infinity 

encompassed her, the heights of sentiment sparkled under her thought, and ordinary existence 

appeared only afar off, down below in the shade, through the interspaces of these heights. 

Then she recalled the heroines of the books that she had read, and the lyric legion of these 

adulterous women began to sing in her memory with the voice of sisters that charmed her. She 

became herself, as it were, an actual part of these imaginings, and realised the love-dream of her 

youth as she saw herself in this type of amorous women whom she had so envied. Besides, 

Emma felt a satisfaction of revenge. Had she not suffered enough? But now she triumphed, and 

the love so long pent up burst forth in full joyous bubblings. She tasted it without remorse, 

without anxiety, without trouble. 

The day following passed with a new sweetness. They made vows to one another She told him 

of her sorrows. Rodolphe interrupted her with kisses; and she looking at him through half-closed 

eyes, asked him to call her again by her name—to say that he loved her They were in the forest, 

as yesterday, in the shed of some woodenshoe maker. The walls were of straw, and the roof so 

low they had to stoop. They were seated side by side on a bed of dry leaves. 



From that day forth they wrote to one another regularly every evening. Emma placed her letter 

at the end of the garden, by the river, in a fissure of the wall. Rodolphe came to fetch it, and put 

another there, that she always found fault with as too short. 

One morning, when Charles had gone out before day break, she was seized with the fancy to 

see Rodolphe at once. She would go quickly to La Huchette, stay there an hour, and be back 

again at Yonville while everyone was still asleep. This idea made her pant with desire, and she 

soon found herself in the middle of the field, walking with rapid steps, without looking behind 

her. 

Day was just breaking. Emma from afar recognised her lover’s house. Its two dove-tailed 

weathercocks stood out black against the pale dawn. 

Beyond the farmyard there was a detached building that she thought must be the château She 

entered—it was if the doors at her approach had opened wide of their own accord. A large 

straight staircase led up to the corridor. Emma raised the latch of a door, and suddenly at the end 

of the room she saw a man sleeping. It was Rodolphe. She uttered a cry. 

“You here? You here?” he repeated. “How did you manage to come? Ah! your dress is damp.” 

“I love you,” she answered, throwing her arms about his neck. 

This first piece of daring successful, now every time Charles went out early Emma dressed 

quickly and slipped on tiptoe down the steps that led to the waterside. 

But when the plank for the cows was taken up, she had to go by the walls alongside of the 

river; the bank was slippery; in order not to fall she caught hold of the tufts of faded wallflowers. 

Then she went across ploughed fields, in which she sank, stumbling; and clogging her thin shoes. 

Her scarf, knotted round her head, fluttered to the wind in the meadows. She was afraid of the 

oxen; she began to run; she arrived out of breath, with rosy cheeks, and breathing out from her 

whole person a fresh perfume of sap, of verdure, of the open air. At this hour Rodolphe still 

slept. It was like a spring morning coming into his room. 

The yellow curtains along the windows let a heavy, whitish light enter softly. Emma felt 

about, opening and closing her eyes, while the drops of dew hanging from her hair formed, as it 

were, a topaz aureole around her face. Rodolphe, laughing, drew her to him, and pressed her to 

his breast. 

Then she examined the apartment, opened the drawers of the tables, combed her hair with his 

comb, and looked at herself in his shaving-glass. Often she even put between her teeth the big 

pipe that lay on the table by the bed, amongst lemons and pieces of sugar near a bottle of water. 

It took them a good quarter of an hour to say goodbye. Then Emma cried. She would have 

wished never to leave Rodolphe. Something stronger than herself forced her to him; so much so, 

that one day, seeing her come unexpectedly, he frowned as one put out. 

“What is the matter with you?” she said. “Are you ill? Tell me!” 

At last he declared with a serious air that her visits were becoming imprudent—that she was 

compromising herself. 

  



Chapter Ten 

Gradually Rodolphe’s fears took possession of her. At first, love had intoxicated her; and she 

had thought of nothing beyond. But now that he was indispensable to her life, she feared to lose 

anything of this, or even that it should be disturbed. When she came back from his house she 

looked all about her, anxiously watching every form that passed in the horizon, and every village 

window from which she could be seen. She listened for steps, cries, the noise of the ploughs, and 

she stopped short, white, and trembling more than the aspen leaves swaying overhead. 

One morning as she was thus returning, she suddenly thought she saw the long barrel of a 

carbine that seemed to be aimed at her. It stuck out sideways from the end of a small tub half-

buried in the grass on the edge of a ditch. Emma, half-fainting with terror, nevertheless walked 

on, and a man stepped out of the tub like a Jack-in-the-box. He had gaiters buckled up to the 

knees, his cap pulled down over his eyes, trembling lips, and a red nose. It was Captain Binet 

lying in ambush for wild ducks. 

“You ought to have called out long ago!” he exclaimed; “When one sees a gun, one should 

always give warning.” 

The tax-collector was thus trying to hide the fright he had had, for a prefectorial order having 

prohibited duckhunting except in boats, Monsieur Binet, despite his respect for the laws, was 

infringing them, and so he every moment expected to see the rural guard turn up. But this anxiety 

whetted his pleasure, and, all alone in his tub, he congratulated himself on his luck and on his 

cuteness. At sight of Emma he seemed relieved from a great weight, and at once entered upon a 

conversation. 

“It isn’t warm; it’s nipping.” 

Emma answered nothing. He went on— 

“And you’re out so early?” 

“Yes,” she said stammering; “I am just coming from the nurse where my child is.” 

“Ah! very good! very good! For myself, I am here, just as you see me, since break of day; but 

the weather is so muggy, that unless one had the bird at the mouth of the gun—” 

“Good evening, Monsieur Binet,” she interrupted him, turning on her heel. 

“Your servant, madame,” he replied drily; and he went back into his tub. 

Emma regretted having left the tax-collector so abruptly. No doubt he would form 

unfavourable conjectures. The story about the nurse was the worst possible excuse, everyone at 

Yonville knowing that the little Bovary had been at home with her parents for a year. Besides, no 

one was living in this direction; this path led only to La Huchette. Binet, then, would guess 

whence she came, and he would not keep silence; he would talk, that was certain. She remained 

until evening racking her brain with every conceivable lying project, and had constantly before 

her eyes that imbecile with the game-bag. 

Charles after dinner, seeing her gloomy, proposed, by way of distraction, to take her to the 

chemist’s, and the first person she caught sight of in the shop was the taxcollector again. He was 

standing in front of the counter, lit up by the gleams of the red bottle, and was saying— 

“Please give me half an ounce of vitriol.” 

“Justin,” cried the druggist, “bring us the sulphuric acid.” Then to Emma, who was going up to 

Madame Homais’ room, “No, stay here; it isn’t worth while going up; she is just coming down. 

Warm yourself at the stove in the meantime. Excuse me. Good-day, doctor,” (for the chemist 



much enjoyed pronouncing the word “doctor,” as if addressing another by it reflected on himself 

some of the grandeur that he found in it). “Now, take care not to upset the mortars! You’d better 

fetch some chairs from the little room; you know very well that the arm-chairs are not to be taken 

out of the drawing-room.” 

And to put his arm-chair back in its place he was darting away from the counter, when Binet 

asked him for half an ounce of sugar acid. 

“Sugar acid!” said the chemist contemptuously, “don’t know it; I’m ignorant of it! But perhaps 

you want oxalic acid. It is oxalic acid, isn’t it?” 

Binet explained that he wanted a corrosive to make himself some copperwater with which to 

remove rust from his hunting things. 

Emma shuddered. The chemist began saying— 

“Indeed the weather is not propitious on account of the damp.” 

“Nevertheless,” replied the tax-collector, with a sly look, “there are people who like it.” 

She was stifling. 

“And give me—” 

“Will he never go?” thought she. 

“Half an ounce of resin and turpentine, four ounces of yellow wax, and three half ounces of 

animal charcoal, if you please, to clean the varnished leather of my togs.” 

The druggist was beginning to cut the wax when Madame Homais appeared, Irma in her arms, 

Napoleon by her side, and Athalie following. She sat down on the velvet seat by the window, and 

the lad squatted down on a footstool, while his eldest sister hovered round the jujube box near 

her papa. The latter was filling funnels and corking phials, sticking on labels, making up parcels. 

Around him all were silent; only from time to time, were heard the weights jingling in the 

balance, and a few low words from the chemist giving directions to his pupil. 

“And how’s the little woman?” suddenly asked Madame Homais. 

“Silence!” exclaimed her husband, who was writing down some figures in his waste-book. 

“Why didn’t you bring her?” she went on in a low voice. 

“Hush! hush!” said Emma, pointing with her finger to the druggist. 

But Binet, quite absorbed in looking over his bill, had probably heard nothing. At last he went 

out. Then Emma, relieved, uttered a deep sigh. 

“How hard you are breathing!” said Madame Homais. 

“Well, you see, it’s rather warm,” she replied. 

So the next day they talked over how to arrange their rendezvous. Emma wanted to bribe her 

servant with a present, but it would be better to find some safe house at Yonville. Rodolphe 

promised to look for one. 

All through the winter, three or four times a week, in the dead of night he came to the garden. 

Emma had on purpose taken away the key of the gate, which Charles thought lost. 

To call her, Rodolphe threw a sprinkle of sand at the shutters. She jumped up with a start; but 

sometimes he had to wait, for Charles had a mania for chatting by the fireside, and he would not 

stop. She was wild with impatience; if her eyes could have done it, she would have hurled him 

out at the window. At last she would begin to undress, then take up a book, and go on reading 

very quietly as if the book amused her. But Charles, who was in bed, called to her to come too. 



“Come, now, Emma,” he said, “it is time.” 

“Yes, I am coming,” she answered. 

Then, as the candles dazzled him; he turned to the wall and fell asleep. She escaped, smiling, 

palpitating, undressed. Rodolphe had a large cloak; he wrapped her in it, and putting his arm 

round her waist, he drew her without a word to the end of the garden. 

It was in the arbour, on the same seat of old sticks where formerly Léon had looked at her so 

amorously on the summer evenings. She never thought of him now. 

The stars shone through the leafless jasmine branches. Behind them they heard the river 

flowing, and now and again on the bank the rustling of the dry reeds. Masses of shadow here and 

there loomed out in the darkness, and sometimes, vibrating with one movement, they rose up and 

swayed like immense black waves pressing forward to engulf them. The cold of the nights made 

them clasp closer; the sighs of their lips seemed to them deeper; their eyes that they could hardly 

see, larger; and in the midst of the silence low words were spoken that fell on their souls 

sonorous, crystalline, and that reverberated in multiplied vibrations. 

When the night was rainy, they took refuge in the consulting-room between the cart-shed and 

the stable. She lighted one of the kitchen candles that she had hidden behind the books. Rodolphe 

settled down there as if at home. The sight of the library, of the bureau, of the whole apartment, 

in fine, excited his merriment, and he could not refrain from making jokes about Charles, which 

rather embarrassed Emma. She would have liked to see him more serious, and even on occasions 

more dramatic; as, for example, when she thought she heard a noise of approaching steps in the 

alley. 

“Someone is coming!” she said. 

He blew out the light. 

“Have you your pistols?” 

“Why?” 

“Why, to defend yourself,” replied Emma. 

“From your husband? Oh, poor devil!” And Rodolphe finished his sentence with a gesture that 

said, “I could crush him with a flip of my finger.” 

She was wonder-stricken at his bravery, although she felt in it a sort of indecency and a naive 

coarseness that scandalised her. 

Rodolphe reflected a good deal on the affair of the pistols. If she had spoken seriously, it was 

very ridiculous, he thought, even odious; for he had no reason to hate the good Charles, not being 

what is called devoured by jealousy; and on this subject Emma had taken a great vow that he did 

not think in the best of taste. 

Besides, she was growing very sentimental. She had insisted on exchanging miniatures; they 

had cut off handfuls of hair, and now she was asking for a ring—a real wedding-ring, in sign of 

an eternal union. She often spoke to him of the evening chimes, of the voices of nature. Then she 

talked to him of her mother—hers! and of his mother—his! Rodolphe had lost his twenty years 

ago. Emma none the less consoled him with caressing words as one would have done a lost 

child, and she sometimes even said to him, gazing at the moon— 

“I am sure that above there together they approve of our love.” 

But she was so pretty. He had possessed so few women of such ingenuousness. This love 

without debauchery was a new experience for him, and, drawing him out of his lazy habits, 



caressed at once his pride and his sensuality. Emma’s enthusiasm, which his bourgeois good 

sense disdained, seemed to him in his heart of hearts charming, since it was lavished on him. 

Then, sure of being loved, he no longer kept up appearances, and insensibly his ways changed. 

He had no longer, as formerly, words so gentle that they made her cry, nor passionate caresses 

that made her mad, so that their great love, which engrossed her life, seemed to lessen beneath 

her like the water of a stream absorbed into its channel, and she could see the bed of it. She 

would not believe it; she redoubled in tenderness, and Rodolphe concealed his indifference less 

and less. 

She did not know if she regretted having yielded to him, or whether she did not wish, on the 

contrary, to enjoy him the more. The humiliation of feeling herself weak was turning to rancour, 

tempered by their voluptuous pleasures. It was not affection; it was like a continual seduction. 

He subjugated her; she almost feared him. 

Appearances, nevertheless, were calmer than ever, Rodolphe having succeeded in carrying out 

the adultery after his own fancy; and at the end of six months, when the spring-time came, they 

were to one another like a married couple, tranquilly keeping up a domestic flame. 

It was the time of year when old Rouault sent his turkey in remembrance of the setting of his 

leg. The present always arrived with a letter. Emma cut the string that tied it to the basket, and 

read the following lines:— 

“My Dear Children—I hope this will find you well, and that this one will be as good as the 

others. For it seems to me a little more tender, if I may venture to say so, and heavier. But next 

time, for a change, I’ll give you a turkeycock, unless you have a preference for some dabs; and 

send me back the hamper, if you please, with the two old ones. I have had an accident with my 

cart-sheds, whose covering flew off one windy night among the trees. The harvest has not been 

overgood either. Finally, I don’t know when I shall come to see you. It is so difficult now to 

leave the house since I am alone, my poor Emma.” 

Here there was a break in the lines, as if the old fellow had dropped his pen to dream a little 

while. 

“For myself, I am very well, except for a cold I caught the other day at the fair at Yvetot, 

where I had gone to hire a shepherd, having turned away mine because he was too dainty. How 

we are to be pitied with such a lot of thieves! Besides, he was also rude. I heard from a pedlar, 

who, travelling through your part of the country this winter, had a tooth drawn, that Bovary was 

as usual working hard. That doesn’t surprise me; and he showed me his tooth; we had some 

coffee together. I asked him if he had seen you, and he said not, but that he had seen two horses 

in the stables, from which I conclude that business is looking up. So much the better, my dear 

children, and may God send you every imaginable happiness! It grieves me not yet to have seen 

my dear little grand-daughter, Berthe Bovary. I have planted an Orleans plum-tree for her in the 

garden under your room, and I won’t have it touched unless it is to have jam made for her by and 

bye, that I will keep in the cupboard for her when she comes. 

“Good-bye, my dear children. I kiss you, my girl, you too, my son-in-law, and the little one on 

both cheeks. I am, with best compliments, your loving father. 

“Theodore Rouault.” 

She held the coarse paper in her fingers for some minutes. The spelling mistakes were 

interwoven one with the other, and Emma followed the kindly thought that cackled right through 

it like a hen half hidden in the hedge of thorns. The writing had been dried with ashes from the 



hearth, for a little grey powder slipped from the letter on to her dress, and she almost thought she 

saw her father bending over the hearth to take up the tongs. How long since she had been with 

him, sitting on the footstool in the chimney-corner, where she used to burn the end of a bit of 

wood in the great flame of the sea-sedges! She remembered the summer evenings all full of 

sunshine. The colts neighed when anyone passed by, and galloped, galloped. Under her window 

there was a beehive, and sometimes the bees wheeling round in the light struck against her 

window like rebounding balls of gold. What happiness there had been at that time, what freedom, 

what hope! What an abundance of illusions! Nothing was left of them now. She had got rid of 

them all in her soul’s life, in all her successive conditions of life, maidenhood, her marriage, and 

her love—thus constantly losing them all her life through, like a traveller who leaves something 

of his wealth at every inn along his road. 

But what then, made her so unhappy? What was the extraordinary catastrophe that had 

transformed her? And she raised her head, looking round as if to seek the cause of that which 

made her suffer. 

An April ray was dancing on the china of the whatnot; the fire burned; beneath her slippers 

she felt the softness of the carpet; the day was bright, the air warm, and she heard her child 

shouting with laughter. 

In fact, the little girl was just then rolling on the lawn in the midst of the grass that was being 

turned. She was lying flat on her stomach at the top of a rick. The servant was holding her by her 

skirt. Lestiboudois was raking by her side, and every time he came near she lent forward, beating 

the air with both her arms. 

“Bring her to me,” said her mother, rushing to embrace her. “How I love you, my poor child! 

How I love you!” 

Then noticing that the tips of her ears were rather dirty, she rang at once for warm water, and 

washed her, changed her linen, her stockings, her shoes, asked a thousand questions about her 

health, as if on the return from a long journey, and finally, kissing her again and crying a little, 

she gave her back to the servant, who stood quite thunderstricken at this excess of tenderness. 

That evening Rodolphe found her more serious than usual. 

“That will pass over,” he concluded; “it’s a whim:” 

And he missed three rendezvous running. When he did come, she showed herself cold and 

almost contemptuous. 

“Ah! you’re losing your time, my lady!” 

And he pretended not to notice her melancholy sighs, nor the handkerchief she took out. 

Then Emma repented. She even asked herself why she detested Charles; if it had not been 

better to have been able to love him? But he gave her no opportunities for such a revival of 

sentiment, so that she was much embarrassed by her desire for sacrifice, when the druggist came 

just in time to provide her with an opportunity. 

  



Chapter Eleven 

He had recently read a eulogy on a new method for curing club-foot, and as he was a partisan 

of progress, he conceived the patriotic idea that Yonville, in order to keep to the fore, ought to 

have some operations for strephopody or club-foot. 

“For,” said he to Emma, “what risk is there? See—” (and he enumerated on his fingers the 

advantages of the attempt), “success, almost certain relief and beautifying of the patient, 

celebrity acquired by the operator. Why, for example, should not your husband relieve poor 

Hippolyte of the ‘Lion d’Or’? Note that he would not fail to tell about his cure to all the 

travellers, and then” (Homais lowered his voice and looked round him) “who is to prevent me 

from sending a short paragraph on the subject to the paper? Eh! goodness me! an article gets 

about; it is talked of; it ends by making a snowball! And who knows? who knows?” 

In fact, Bovary might succeed. Nothing proved to Emma that he was not clever; and what a 

satisfaction for her to have urged him to a step by which his reputation and fortune would be 

increased! She only wished to lean on something more solid than love. 

Charles, urged by the druggist and by her, allowed himself to be persuaded. He sent to Rouen 

for Dr. Duval’s volume, and every evening, holding his head between both hands, plunged into 

the reading of it. 

While he was studying equinus, varus, and valgus, that is to say, katastrephopody, 

endostrephopody, and exostrephopody (or better, the various turnings of the foot downwards, 

inwards, and outwards, with the hypostrephopody and anastrephopody), otherwise torsion 

downwards and upwards, Monsier Homais, with all sorts of arguments, was exhorting the lad at 

the inn to submit to the operation. 

“You will scarcely feel, probably, a slight pain; it is a simple prick, like a little blood-letting, 

less than the extraction of certain corns.” 

Hippolyte, reflecting, rolled his stupid eyes. 

“However,” continued the chemist, “it doesn’t concern me. It’s for your sake, for pure 

humanity! I should like to see you, my friend, rid of your hideous caudication, together with that 

waddling of the lumbar regions which, whatever you say, must considerably interfere with you in 

the exercise of your calling.” 

Then Homais represented to him how much jollier and brisker he would feel afterwards, and 

even gave him to understand that he would be more likely to please the women; and the stable-

boy began to smile heavily. Then he attacked him through his vanity: 

“Aren’t you a man? Hang it! what would you have done if you had had to go into the army, to 

go and fight beneath the standard? Ah! Hippolyte!” 

And Homais retired, declaring that he could not understand this obstinacy, this blindness in 

refusing the benefactions of science. 

The poor fellow gave way, for it was like a conspiracy. Binet, who never interfered with other 

people’s business, Madame Lefrancois, Artémise, the neighbours, even the mayor, Monsieur 

Tuvache—everyone persuaded him, lectured him, shamed him; but what finally decided him was 

that it would cost him nothing. Bovary even undertook to provide the machine for the operation. 

This generosity was an idea of Emma’s, and Charles consented to it, thinking in his heart of 

hearts that his wife was an angel. 



So by the advice of the chemist, and after three fresh starts, he had a kind of box made by the 

carpenter, with the aid of the locksmith, that weighed about eight pounds, and in which iron, 

wood, sheer-iron, leather, screws, and nuts had not been spared. 

But to know which of Hippolyte’s tendons to cut, it was necessary first of all to find out what 

kind of club-foot he had. 

He had a foot forming almost a straight line with the leg, which, however, did not prevent it 

from being turned in, so that it was an equinus together with something of a varus, or else a 

slight varus with a strong tendency to equinus. But with this equinus, wide in foot like a horse’s 

hoof, with rugose skin, dry tendons, and large toes, on which the black nails looked as if made of 

iron, the clubfoot ran about like a deer from morn till night. He was constantly to be seen on the 

Place, jumping round the carts, thrusting his limping foot forwards. He seemed even stronger on 

that leg than the other. By dint of hard service it had acquired, as it were, moral qualities of 

patience and energy; and when he was given some heavy work, he stood on it in preference to its 

fellow. 

Now, as it was an equinus, it was necessary to cut the tendon of Achilles, and, if need were, 

the anterior tibial muscle could be seen to afterwards for getting rid of the varus; for the doctor 

did not dare to risk both operations at once; he was even trembling already for fear of injuring 

some important region that he did not know. 

Neither Ambrose Pare, applying for the first time since Celsus, after an interval of fifteen 

centuries, a ligature to an artery, nor Dupuytren, about to open an abscess in the brain, nor 

Gensoul when he first took away the superior maxilla, had hearts that trembled, hands that 

shook, minds so strained as Monsieur Bovary when he approached Hippolyte, his tenotome 

between his fingers. And as at hospitals, near by on a table lay a heap of lint, with waxed thread, 

many bandages—a pyramid of bandages—every bandage to be found at the druggist’s. It was 

Monsieur Homais who since morning had been organising all these preparations, as much to 

dazzle the multitude as to keep up his illusions. Charles pierced the skin; a dry crackling was 

heard. The tendon was cut, the operation over. Hippolyte could not get over his surprise, but bent 

over Bovary’s hands to cover them with kisses. 

“Come, be calm,” said the druggist; “later on you will show your gratitude to your 

benefactor.” 

And he went down to tell the result to five or six inquirers who were waiting in the yard, and 

who fancied that Hippolyte would reappear walking properly. Then Charles, having buckled his 

patient into the machine, went home, where Emma, all anxiety, awaited him at the door. She 

threw herself on his neck; they sat down to table; he ate much, and at dessert he even wanted to 

take a cup of coffee, a luxury he only permitted himself on Sundays when there was company. 

The evening was charming, full of prattle, of dreams together. They talked about their future 

fortune, of the improvements to be made in their house; he saw people’s estimation of him 

growing, his comforts increasing, his wife always loving him; and she was happy to refresh 

herself with a new sentiment, healthier, better, to feel at last some tenderness for this poor fellow 

who adored her. The thought of Rodolphe for one moment passed through her mind, but her eyes 

turned again to Charles; she even noticed with surprise that he had not bad teeth. 

They were in bed when Monsieur Homais, in spite of the servant, suddenly entered the room, 

holding in his hand a sheet of paper just written. It was the paragraph he intended for the “Fanal 

de Rouen.” He brought it for them to read. 

“Read it yourself,” said Bovary. 



He read— 

“‘Despite the prejudices that still invest a part of the face of Europe like a net, the light 

nevertheless begins to penetrate our country places. Thus on Tuesday our little town of Yonville 

found itself the scene of a surgical operation which is at the same time an act of loftiest 

philanthropy. Monsieur Bovary, one of our most distinguished practitioners—‘” 

“Oh, that is too much! too much!” said Charles, choking with emotion. 

“No, no! not at all! What next!” 

“‘—Performed an operation on a club-footed man.’ I have not used the scientific term, 

because you know in a newspaper everyone would not perhaps understand. The masses must—‘” 

“No doubt,” said Bovary; “go on!” 

“I proceed,” said the chemist. “‘Monsieur Bovary, one of our most distinguished practitioners, 

performed an operation on a club-footed man called Hippolyte Tautain, stableman for the last 

twenty-five years at the hotel of the “Lion d’Or,” kept by Widow Lefrancois, at the Place 

d’Armes. The novelty of the attempt, and the interest incident to the subject, had attracted such a 

concourse of persons that there was a veritable obstruction on the threshold of the establishment. 

The operation, moreover, was performed as if by magic, and barely a few drops of blood 

appeared on the skin, as though to say that the rebellious tendon had at last given way beneath 

the efforts of art. The patient, strangely enough—we affirm it as an eye-witness—complained of 

no pain. His condition up to the present time leaves nothing to be desired. Everything tends to 

show that his convelescence will be brief; and who knows even if at our next village festivity we 

shall not see our good Hippolyte figuring in the bacchic dance in the midst of a chorus of joyous 

boon-companions, and thus proving to all eyes by his verve and his capers his complete cure? 

Honour, then, to the generous savants! Honour to those indefatigable spirits who consecrate their 

vigils to the amelioration or to the alleviation of their kind! Honour, thrice honour! Is it not time 

to cry that the blind shall see, the deaf hear, the lame walk? But that which fanaticism formerly 

promised to its elect, science now accomplishes for all men. We shall keep our readers informed 

as to the successive phases of this remarkable cure.’” 

This did not prevent Mere Lefrancois, from coming five days after, scared, and crying out— 

“Help! he is dying! I am going crazy!” 

Charles rushed to the “Lion d’Or,” and the chemist, who caught sight of him passing along the 

Place hatless, abandoned his shop. He appeared himself breathless, red, anxious, and asking 

everyone who was going up the stairs— 

“Why, what’s the matter with our interesting strephopode?” 

The strephopode was writhing in hideous convulsions, so that the machine in which his leg 

was enclosed was knocked against the wall enough to break it. 

With many precautions, in order not to disturb the position of the limb, the box was removed, 

and an awful sight presented itself. The outlines of the foot disappeared in such a swelling that 

the entire skin seemed about to burst, and it was covered with ecchymosis, caused by the famous 

machine. Hippolyte had already complained of suffering from it. No attention had been paid to 

him; they had to acknowledge that he had not been altogether wrong, and he was freed for a few 

hours. But, hardly had the oedema gone down to some extent, than the two savants thought fit to 

put back the limb in the apparatus, strapping it tighter to hasten matters. At last, three days after, 

Hippolyte being unable to endure it any longer, they once more removed the machine, and were 

much surprised at the result they saw. The livid tumefaction spread over the leg, with blisters 



here and there, whence there oozed a black liquid. Matters were taking a serious turn. Hippolyte 

began to worry himself, and Mere Lefrancois, had him installed in the little room near the 

kitchen, so that he might at least have some distraction. 

But the tax-collector, who dined there every day, complained bitterly of such companionship. 

Then Hippolyte was removed to the billiard-room. He lay there moaning under his heavy 

coverings, pale with long beard, sunken eyes, and from time to time turning his perspiring head 

on the dirty pillow, where the flies alighted. Madame Bovary went to see him. She brought him 

linen for his poultices; she comforted, and encouraged him. Besides, he did not want for 

company, especially on market-days, when the peasants were knocking about the billiard-balls 

round him, fenced with the cues, smoked, drank, sang, and brawled. 

“How are you?” they said, clapping him on the shoulder. “Ah! you’re not up to much, it 

seems, but it’s your own fault. You should do this! do that!” And then they told him stories of 

people who had all been cured by other remedies than his. Then by way of consolation they 

added— 

“You give way too much! Get up! You coddle yourself like a king! All the same, old chap, 

you don’t smell nice!” 

Gangrene, in fact, was spreading more and more. Bovary himself turned sick at it. He came 

every hour, every moment. Hippolyte looked at him with eyes full of terror, sobbing— 

“When shall I get well? Oh, save me! How unfortunate I am! How unfortunate I am!” 

And the doctor left, always recommending him to diet himself. 

“Don’t listen to him, my lad,” said Mere Lefrancois, “Haven’t they tortured you enough 

already? You’ll grow still weaker. Here! swallow this.” 

And she gave him some good beef-tea, a slice of mutton, a piece of bacon, and sometimes 

small glasses of brandy, that he had not the strength to put to his lips. 

Abbe Bournisien, hearing that he was growing worse, asked to see him. He began by pitying 

his sufferings, declaring at the same time that he ought to rejoice at them since it was the will of 

the Lord, and take advantage of the occasion to reconcile himself to Heaven. 

“For,” said the ecclesiastic in a paternal tone, “you rather neglected your duties; you were 

rarely seen at divine worship. How many years is it since you approached the holy table? I 

understand that your work, that the whirl of the world may have kept you from care for your 

salvation. But now is the time to reflect. Yet don’t despair. I have known great sinners, who, 

about to appear before God (you are not yet at this point I know), had implored His mercy, and 

who certainly died in the best frame of mind. Let us hope that, like them, you will set us a good 

example. Thus, as a precaution, what is to prevent you from saying morning and evening a ‘Hail 

Mary, full of grace,’ and ‘Our Father which art in heaven’? Yes, do that, for my sake, to oblige 

me. That won’t cost you anything. Will you promise me?” 

The poor devil promised. The cure came back day after day. He chatted with the landlady; and 

even told anecdotes interspersed with jokes and puns that Hippolyte did not understand. Then, as 

soon as he could, he fell back upon matters of religion, putting on an appropriate expression of 

face. 

His zeal seemed successful, for the club-foot soon manifested a desire to go on a pilgrimage to 

Bon-Secours if he were cured; to which Monsieur Bournisien replied that he saw no objection; 

two precautions were better than one; it was no risk anyhow. 



The druggist was indignant at what he called the manoeuvres of the priest; they were 

prejudicial, he said, to Hippolyte’s convalescence, and he kept repeating to Madame Lefrancois, 

“Leave him alone! leave him alone! You perturb his morals with your mysticism.” But the good 

woman would no longer listen to him; he was the cause of it all. From a spirit of contradiction 

she hung up near the bedside of the patient a basin filled with holy-water and a branch of box. 

Religion, however, seemed no more able to succour him than surgery, and the invincible 

gangrene still spread from the extremities towards the stomach. It was all very well to vary the 

potions and change the poultices; the muscles each day rotted more and more; and at last Charles 

replied by an affirmative nod of the head when Mere Lefrancois, asked him if she could not, as a 

forlorn hope, send for Monsieur Canivet of Neufchâtel, who was a celebrity. 

A doctor of medicine, fifty years of age, enjoying a good position and self-possessed, 

Charles’s colleague did not refrain from laughing disdainfully when he had uncovered the leg, 

mortified to the knee. Then having flatly declared that it must be amputated, he went off to the 

chemist’s to rail at the asses who could have reduced a poor man to such a state. Shaking 

Monsieur Homais by the button of his coat, he shouted out in the shop— 

“These are the inventions of Paris! These are the ideas of those gentry of the capital! It is like 

strabismus, chloroform, lithotrity, a heap of monstrosities that the Government ought to prohibit. 

But they want to do the clever, and they cram you with remedies without, troubling about the 

consequences. We are not so clever, not we! We are not savants, coxcombs, fops! We are 

practitioners; we cure people, and we should not dream of operating on anyone who is in perfect 

health. Straighten club-feet! As if one could straighten club-feet! It is as if one wished, for 

example, to make a hunchback straight!” 

Homais suffered as he listened to this discourse, and he concealed his discomfort beneath a 

courtier’s smile; for he needed to humour Monsier Canivet, whose prescriptions sometimes came 

as far as Yonville. So he did not take up the defence of Bovary; he did not even make a single 

remark, and, renouncing his principles, he sacrificed his dignity to the more serious interests of 

his business. 

This amputation of the thigh by Doctor Canivet was a great event in the village. On that day 

all the inhabitants got up earlier, and the Grande Rue, although full of people, had something 

lugubrious about it, as if an execution had been expected. At the grocer’s they discussed 

Hippolyte’s illness; the shops did no business, and Madame Tuvache, the mayor’s wife, did not 

stir from her window, such was her impatience to see the operator arrive. 

He came in his gig, which he drove himself. But the springs of the right side having at length 

given way beneath the weight of his corpulence, it happened that the carriage as it rolled along 

leaned over a little, and on the other cushion near him could be seen a large box covered in red 

sheep-leather, whose three brass clasps shone grandly. 

After he had entered like a whirlwind the porch of the “Lion d’Or,” the doctor, shouting very 

loud, ordered them to unharness his horse. Then he went into the stable to see that she was eating 

her oats all right; for on arriving at a patient’s he first of all looked after his mare and his gig. 

People even said about this— 

“Ah! Monsieur Canivet’s a character!” 

And he was the more esteemed for this imperturbable coolness. The universe to the last man 

might have died, and he would not have missed the smallest of his habits. 

Homais presented himself. 



“I count on you,” said the doctor. “Are we ready? Come along!” 

But the druggist, turning red, confessed that he was too sensitive to assist at such an operation. 

“When one is a simple spectator,” he said, “the imagination, you know, is impressed. And then 

I have such a nervous system!” 

“Pshaw!” interrupted Canivet; “on the contrary, you seem to me inclined to apoplexy. Besides, 

that doesn’t astonish me, for you chemist fellows are always poking about your kitchens, which 

must end by spoiling your constitutions. Now just look at me. I get up every day at four o’clock; 

I shave with cold water (and am never cold). I don’t wear flannels, and I never catch cold; my 

carcass is good enough! I live now in one way, now in another, like a philosopher, taking pot-

luck; that is why I am not squeamish like you, and it is as indifferent to me to carve a Christian 

as the first fowl that turns up. Then, perhaps, you will say, habit! habit!” 

Then, without any consideration for Hippolyte, who was sweating with agony between his 

sheets, these gentlemen entered into a conversation, in which the druggist compared the coolness 

of a surgeon to that of a general; and this comparison was pleasing to Canivet, who launched out 

on the exigencies of his art. He looked upon, it as a sacred office, although the ordinary 

practitioners dishonoured it. At last, coming back to the patient, he examined the bandages 

brought by Homais, the same that had appeared for the club-foot, and asked for someone to hold 

the limb for him. Lestiboudois was sent for, and Monsieur Canivet having turned up his sleeves, 

passed into the billiard-room, while the druggist stayed with Artémise and the landlady, both 

whiter than their aprons, and with ears strained towards the door. 

Bovary during this time did not dare to stir from his house. 

He kept downstairs in the sitting-room by the side of the fireless chimney, his chin on his 

breast, his hands clasped, his eyes staring. “What a mishap!” he thought, “what a mishap!” 

Perhaps, after all, he had made some slip. He thought it over, but could hit upon nothing. But the 

most famous surgeons also made mistakes; and that is what no one would ever believe! People, 

on the contrary, would laugh, jeer! It would spread as far as Forges, as Neufchâtel, as Rouen, 

everywhere! Who could say if his colleagues would not write against him. Polemics would 

ensue; he would have to answer in the papers. Hippolyte might even prosecute him. He saw 

himself dishonoured, ruined, lost; and his imagination, assailed by a world of hypotheses, tossed 

amongst them like an empty cask borne by the sea and floating upon the waves. 

Emma, opposite, watched him; she did not share his humiliation; she felt another—that of 

having supposed such a man was worth anything. As if twenty times already she had not 

sufficiently perceived his mediocrity. 

Charles was walking up and down the room; his boots creaked on the floor. 

“Sit down,” she said; “you fidget me.” 

He sat down again. 

How was it that she—she, who was so intelligent—could have allowed herself to be deceived 

again? and through what deplorable madness had she thus ruined her life by continual sacrifices? 

She recalled all her instincts of luxury, all the privations of her soul, the sordidness of marriage, 

of the household, her dream sinking into the mire like wounded swallows; all that she had longed 

for, all that she had denied herself, all that she might have had! And for what? for what? 

In the midst of the silence that hung over the village a heart-rending cry rose on the air. 

Bovary turned white to fainting. She knit her brows with a nervous gesture, then went on. And it 

was for him, for this creature, for this man, who understood nothing, who felt nothing! For he 



was there quite quiet, not even suspecting that the ridicule of his name would henceforth sully 

hers as well as his. She had made efforts to love him, and she had repented with tears for having 

yielded to another! 

“But it was perhaps a valgus!” suddenly exclaimed Bovary, who was meditating. 

At the unexpected shock of this phrase falling on her thought like a leaden bullet on a silver 

plate, Emma, shuddering, raised her head in order to find out what he meant to say; and they 

looked at the other in silence, almost amazed to see each other, so far sundered were they by 

their inner thoughts. Charles gazed at her with the dull look of a drunken man, while he listened 

motionless to the last cries of the sufferer, that followed each other in long-drawn modulations, 

broken by sharp spasms like the far-off howling of some beast being slaughtered. Emma bit her 

wan lips, and rolling between her fingers a piece of coral that she had broken, fixed on Charles 

the burning glance of her eyes like two arrows of fire about to dart forth. Everything in him 

irritated her now; his face, his dress, what he did not say, his whole person, his existence, in fine. 

She repented of her past virtue as of a crime, and what still remained of it rumbled away beneath 

the furious blows of her pride. She revelled in all the evil ironies of triumphant adultery. The 

memory of her lover came back to her with dazzling attractions; she threw her whole soul into it, 

borne away towards this image with a fresh enthusiasm; and Charles seemed to her as much 

removed from her life, as absent forever, as impossible and annihilated, as if he had been about 

to die and were passing under her eyes. 

There was a sound of steps on the pavement. Charles looked up, and through the lowered 

blinds he saw at the corner of the market in the broad sunshine Dr. Canivet, who was wiping his 

brow with his handkerchief. Homais, behind him, was carrying a large red box in his hand, and 

both were going towards the chemist’s. 

Then with a feeling of sudden tenderness and discouragement Charles turned to his wife 

saying to her— 

“Oh, kiss me, my own!” 

“Leave me!” she said, red with anger. 

“What is the matter?” he asked, stupefied. “Be calm; compose yourself. You know well 

enough that I love you. Come!” 

“Enough!” she cried with a terrible look. 

And escaping from the room, Emma closed the door so violently that the barometer fell from 

the wall and smashed on the floor. 

Charles sank back into his arm-chair overwhelmed, trying to discover what could be wrong 

with her, fancying some nervous illness, weeping, and vaguely feeling something fatal and 

incomprehensible whirling round him. 

When Rodolphe came to the garden that evening, he found his mistress waiting for him at the 

foot of the steps on the lowest stair. They threw their arms round one another, and all their 

rancour melted like snow beneath the warmth of that kiss. 

  



Chapter Twelve 

They began to love one another again. Often, even in the middle of the day, Emma suddenly 

wrote to him, then from the window made a sign to Justin, who, taking his apron off, quickly ran 

to La Huchette. Rodolphe would come; she had sent for him to tell him that she was bored, that 

her husband was odious, her life frightful. 

“But what can I do?” he cried one day impatiently. 

“Ah! if you would—” 

She was sitting on the floor between his knees, her hair loose, her look lost. 

“Why, what?” said Rodolphe. 

She sighed. 

“We would go and live elsewhere—somewhere!” 

“You are really mad!” he said laughing. “How could that be possible?” 

She returned to the subject; he pretended not to understand, and turned the conversation. 

What he did not understand was all this worry about so simple an affair as love. She had a 

motive, a reason, and, as it were, a pendant to her affection. 

Her tenderness, in fact, grew each day with her repulsion to her husband. The more she gave 

up herself to the one, the more she loathed the other. Never had Charles seemed to her so 

disagreeable, to have such stodgy fingers, such vulgar ways, to be so dull as when they found 

themselves together after her meeting with Rodolphe. Then, while playing the spouse and virtue, 

she was burning at the thought of that head whose black hair fell in a curl over the sunburnt 

brow, of that form at once so strong and elegant, of that man, in a word, who had such 

experience in his reasoning, such passion in his desires. It was for him that she filed her nails 

with the care of a chaser, and that there was never enough cold-cream for her skin, nor of 

patchouli for her handkerchiefs. She loaded herself with bracelets, rings, and necklaces. When he 

was coming she filled the two large blue glass vases with roses, and prepared her room and her 

person like a courtesan expecting a prince. The servant had to be constantly washing linen, and 

all day Félicité did not stir from the kitchen, where little Justin, who often kept her company, 

watched her at work. 

With his elbows on the long board on which she was ironing, he greedily watched all these 

women’s clothes spread about him, the dimity petticoats, the fichus, the collars, and the drawers 

with running strings, wide at the hips and growing narrower below. 

“What is that for?” asked the young fellow, passing his hand over the crinoline or the hooks 

and eyes. 

“Why, haven’t you ever seen anything?” Félicité answered laughing. “As if your mistress, 

Madame Homais, didn’t wear the same.” 

“Oh, I daresay! Madame Homais!” And he added with a meditative air, “As if she were a lady 

like madame!” 

But Félicité grew impatient of seeing him hanging round her. She was six years older than he, 

and Theodore, Monsieur Guillaumin’s servant, was beginning to pay court to her. 

“Let me alone,” she said, moving her pot of starch. “You’d better be off and pound almonds; 

you are always dangling about women. Before you meddle with such things, bad boy, wait till 

you’ve got a beard to your chin.” 



“Oh, don’t be cross! I’ll go and clean her boots.” 

And he at once took down from the shelf Emma’s boots, all coated with mud, the mud of the 

rendezvous, that crumbled into powder beneath his fingers, and that he watched as it gently rose 

in a ray of sunlight. 

“How afraid you are of spoiling them!” said the servant, who wasn’t so particular when she 

cleaned them herself, because as soon as the stuff of the boots was no longer fresh madame 

handed them over to her. 

Emma had a number in her cupboard that she squandered one after the other, without Charles 

allowing himself the slightest observation. So also he disbursed three hundred francs for a 

wooden leg that she thought proper to make a present of to Hippolyte. Its top was covered with 

cork, and it had spring joints, a complicated mechanism, covered over by black trousers ending 

in a patent-leather boot. But Hippolyte, not daring to use such a handsome leg every day, begged 

Madame Bovary to get him another more convenient one. The doctor, of course, had again to 

defray the expense of this purchase. 

So little by little the stable-man took up his work again. One saw him running about the 

village as before, and when Charles heard from afar the sharp noise of the wooden leg, he at once 

went in another direction. 

It was Monsieur Lheureux, the shopkeeper, who had undertaken the order; this provided him 

with an excuse for visiting Emma. He chatted with her about the new goods from Paris, about a 

thousand feminine trifles, made himself very obliging, and never asked for his money. Emma 

yielded to this lazy mode of satisfying all her caprices. Thus she wanted to have a very handsome 

ridding-whip that was at an umbrella-maker’s at Rouen to give to Rodolphe. The week after 

Monsieur Lheureux placed it on her table. 

But the next day he called on her with a bill for two hundred and seventy francs, not counting 

the centimes. Emma was much embarrassed; all the drawers of the writing-table were empty; 

they owed over a fortnight’s wages to Lestiboudois, two quarters to the servant, for any quantity 

of other things, and Bovary was impatiently expecting Monsieur Derozeray’s account, which he 

was in the habit of paying every year about Midsummer. 

She succeeded at first in putting off Lheureux. At last he lost patience; he was being sued; his 

capital was out, and unless he got some in he should be forced to take back all the goods she had 

received. 

“Oh, very well, take them!” said Emma. 

“I was only joking,” he replied; “the only thing I regret is the whip. My word! I’ll ask 

monsieur to return it to me.” 

“No, no!” she said. 

“Ah! I’ve got you!” thought Lheureux. 

And, certain of his discovery, he went out repeating to himself in an undertone, and with his 

usual low whistle— 

“Good! we shall see! we shall see!” 

She was thinking how to get out of this when the servant coming in put on the mantelpiece a 

small roll of blue paper “from Monsieur Derozeray’s.” Emma pounced upon and opened it. It 

contained fifteen napoleons; it was the account. She heard Charles on the stairs; threw the gold to 

the back of her drawer, and took out the key. 



Three days after Lheureux reappeared. 

“I have an arrangement to suggest to you,” he said. “If, instead of the sum agreed on, you 

would take—” 

“Here it is,” she said placing fourteen napoleons in his hand. 

The tradesman was dumfounded. Then, to conceal his disappointment, he was profuse in 

apologies and proffers of service, all of which Emma declined; then she remained a few 

moments fingering in the pocket of her apron the two five-franc pieces that he had given her in 

change. She promised herself she would economise in order to pay back later on. “Pshaw!” she 

thought, “he won’t think about it again.” 

Besides the riding-whip with its silver-gilt handle, Rodolphe had received a seal with the 

motto Amor nel cor;[14] furthermore, a scarf for a muffler, and, finally, a cigar-case exactly like 

the Viscount’s, that Charles had formerly picked up in the road, and that Emma had kept. These 

presents, however, humiliated him; he refused several; she insisted, and he ended by obeying, 

thinking her tyrannical and overexacting. 

[14] A loving heart. 

Then she had strange ideas. 

“When midnight strikes,” she said, “you must think of me.” 

And if he confessed that he had not thought of her, there were floods of reproaches that always 

ended with the eternal question— 

“Do you love me?” 

“Why, of course I love you,” he answered. 

“A great deal?” 

“Certainly!” 

“You haven’t loved any others?” 

“Did you think you’d got a virgin?” he exclaimed laughing. 

Emma cried, and he tried to console her, adorning his protestations with puns. 

“Oh,” she went on, “I love you! I love you so that I could not live without you, do you see? 

There are times when I long to see you again, when I am torn by all the anger of love. I ask 

myself, Where is he? Perhaps he is talking to other women. They smile upon him; he 

approaches. Oh no; no one else pleases you. There are some more beautiful, but I love you best. I 

know how to love best. I am your servant, your concubine! You are my king, my idol! You are 

good, you are beautiful, you are clever, you are strong!” 

He had so often heard these things said that they did not strike him as original. Emma was like 

all his mistresses; and the charm of novelty, gradually falling away like a garment, laid bare the 

eternal monotony of passion, that has always the same forms and the same language. He did not 

distinguish, this man of so much experience, the difference of sentiment beneath the sameness of 

expression. Because lips libertine and venal had murmured such words to him, he believed but 

little in the candour of hers; exaggerated speeches hiding mediocre affections must be 

discounted; as if the fullness of the soul did not sometimes overflow in the emptiest metaphors, 

since no one can ever give the exact measure of his needs, nor of his conceptions, nor of his 



sorrows; and since human speech is like a cracked tin kettle, on which we hammer out tunes to 

make bears dance when we long to move the stars. 

But with that superior critical judgment that belongs to him who, in no matter what 

circumstance, holds back, Rodolphe saw other delights to be got out of this love. He thought all 

modesty in the way. He treated her quite sans façon.[15] He made of her something supple and 

corrupt. Hers was an idiotic sort of attachment, full of admiration for him, of voluptuousness for 

her, a beatitude that benumbed her; her soul sank into this drunkenness, shrivelled up, drowned 

in it, like Clarence in his butt of Malmsey. 

[15] Off-handedly. 

By the mere effect of her love Madame Bovary’s manners changed. Her looks grew bolder, 

her speech more free; she even committed the impropriety of walking out with Monsieur 

Rodolphe, a cigarette in her mouth, “as if to defy the people.” At last, those who still doubted 

doubted no longer when one day they saw her getting out of the “Hirondelle,” her waist squeezed 

into a waistcoat like a man; and Madame Bovary senior, who, after a fearful scene with her 

husband, had taken refuge at her son’s, was not the least scandalised of the women-folk. Many 

other things displeased her. First, Charles had not attended to her advice about the forbidding of 

novels; then the “ways of the house” annoyed her; she allowed herself to make some remarks, 

and there were quarrels, especially one on account of Félicité. 

Madame Bovary senior, the evening before, passing along the passage, had surprised her in 

company of a man—a man with a brown collar, about forty years old, who, at the sound of her 

step, had quickly escaped through the kitchen. Then Emma began to laugh, but the good lady 

grew angry, declaring that unless morals were to be laughed at one ought to look after those of 

one’s servants. 

“Where were you brought up?” asked the daughter-in-law, with so impertinent a look that 

Madame Bovary asked her if she were not perhaps defending her own case. 

“Leave the room!” said the young woman, springing up with a bound. 

“Emma! Mamma!” cried Charles, trying to reconcile them. 

But both had fled in their exasperation. Emma was stamping her feet as she repeated— 

“Oh! what manners! What a peasant!” 

He ran to his mother; she was beside herself. She stammered 

“She is an insolent, giddy-headed thing, or perhaps worse!” 

And she was for leaving at once if the other did not apologise. So Charles went back again to 

his wife and implored her to give way; he knelt to her; she ended by saying— 

“Very well! I’ll go to her.” 

And in fact she held out her hand to her mother-in-law with the dignity of a marchioness as 

she said— 

“Excuse me, madame.” 

Then, having gone up again to her room, she threw herself flat on her bed and cried there like 

a child, her face buried in the pillow. 

She and Rodolphe had agreed that in the event of anything extraordinary occurring, she should 

fasten a small piece of white paper to the blind, so that if by chance he happened to be in 



Yonville, he could hurry to the lane behind the house. Emma made the signal; she had been 

waiting three-quarters of an hour when she suddenly caught sight of Rodolphe at the corner of 

the market. She felt tempted to open the window and call him, but he had already disappeared. 

She fell back in despair. 

Soon, however, it seemed to her that someone was walking on the pavement. It was he, no 

doubt. She went downstairs, crossed the yard. He was there outside. She threw herself into his 

arms. 

“Do take care!” he said. 

“Ah! if you knew!” she replied. 

And she began telling him everything, hurriedly, disjointedly, exaggerating the facts, 

inventing many, and so prodigal of parentheses that he understood nothing of it. 

“Come, my poor angel, courage! Be comforted! be patient!” 

“But I have been patient; I have suffered for four years. A love like ours ought to show itself 

in the face of heaven. They torture me! I can bear it no longer! Save me!” 

She clung to Rodolphe. Her eyes, full of tears, flashed like flames beneath a wave; her breast 

heaved; he had never loved her so much, so that he lost his head and said “What is, it? What do 

you wish?” 

“Take me away,” she cried, “carry me off! Oh, I pray you!” 

And she threw herself upon his mouth, as if to seize there the unexpected consent if breathed 

forth in a kiss. 

“But—” Rodolphe resumed. 

“What?” 

“Your little girl!” 

She reflected a few moments, then replied— 

“We will take her! It can’t be helped!” 

“What a woman!” he said to himself, watching her as she went. For she had run into the 

garden. Someone was calling her. 

On the following days Madame Bovary senior was much surprised at the change in her 

daughter-in-law. Emma, in fact, was showing herself more docile, and even carried her deference 

so far as to ask for a recipe for pickling gherkins. 

Was it the better to deceive them both? Or did she wish by a sort of voluptuous stoicism to 

feel the more profoundly the bitterness of the things she was about to leave? 

But she paid no heed to them; on the contrary, she lived as lost in the anticipated delight of her 

coming happiness. 

It was an eternal subject for conversation with Rodolphe. She leant on his shoulder 

murmuring— 

“Ah! when we are in the mail-coach! Do you think about it? Can it be? It seems to me that the 

moment I feel the carriage start, it will be as if we were rising in a balloon, as if we were setting 

out for the clouds. Do you know that I count the hours? And you?” 

Never had Madame Bovary been so beautiful as at this period; she had that indefinable beauty 

that results from joy, from enthusiasm, from success, and that is only the harmony of 

temperament with circumstances. Her desires, her sorrows, the experience of pleasure, and her 



ever-young illusions, that had, as soil and rain and winds and the sun make flowers grow, 

gradually developed her, and she at length blossomed forth in all the plenitude of her nature. Her 

eyelids seemed chiselled expressly for her long amorous looks in which the pupil disappeared, 

while a strong inspiration expanded her delicate nostrils and raised the fleshy corner of her lips, 

shaded in the light by a little black down. One would have thought that an artist apt in conception 

had arranged the curls of hair upon her neck; they fell in a thick mass, negligently, and with the 

changing chances of their adultery, that unbound them every day. Her voice now took more 

mellow infections, her figure also; something subtle and penetrating escaped even from the folds 

of her gown and from the line of her foot. Charles, as when they were first married, thought her 

delicious and quite irresistible. 

When he came home in the middle of the night, he did not dare to wake her. The porcelain 

night-light threw a round trembling gleam upon the ceiling, and the drawn curtains of the little 

cot formed as it were a white hut standing out in the shade, and by the bedside Charles looked at 

them. He seemed to hear the light breathing of his child. She would grow big now; every season 

would bring rapid progress. He already saw her coming from school as the day drew in, 

laughing, with ink-stains on her jacket, and carrying her basket on her arm. Then she would have 

to be sent to the boarding-school; that would cost much; how was it to be done? Then he 

reflected. He thought of hiring a small farm in the neighbourhood, that he would superintend 

every morning on his way to his patients. He would save up what he brought in; he would put it 

in the savings-bank. Then he would buy shares somewhere, no matter where; besides, his 

practice would increase; he counted upon that, for he wanted Berthe to be well-educated, to be 

accomplished, to learn to play the piano. Ah! how pretty she would be later on when she was 

fifteen, when, resembling her mother, she would, like her, wear large straw hats in the summer-

time; from a distance they would be taken for two sisters. He pictured her to himself working in 

the evening by their side beneath the light of the lamp; she would embroider him slippers; she 

would look after the house; she would fill all the home with her charm and her gaiety. At last, 

they would think of her marriage; they would find her some good young fellow with a steady 

business; he would make her happy; this would last for ever. 

Emma was not asleep; she pretended to be; and while he dozed off by her side she awakened 

to other dreams. 

To the gallop of four horses she was carried away for a week towards a new land, whence they 

would return no more. They went on and on, their arms entwined, without a word. Often from 

the top of a mountain there suddenly glimpsed some splendid city with domes, and bridges, and 

ships, forests of citron trees, and cathedrals of white marble, on whose pointed steeples were 

storks’ nests. They went at a walking-pace because of the great flag-stones, and on the ground 

there were bouquets of flowers, offered you by women dressed in red bodices. They heard the 

chiming of bells, the neighing of mules, together with the murmur of guitars and the noise of 

fountains, whose rising spray refreshed heaps of fruit arranged like a pyramid at the foot of pale 

statues that smiled beneath playing waters. And then, one night they came to a fishing village, 

where brown nets were drying in the wind along the cliffs and in front of the huts. It was there 

that they would stay; they would live in a low, flat-roofed house, shaded by a palm-tree, in the 

heart of a gulf, by the sea. They would row in gondolas, swing in hammocks, and their existence 

would be easy and large as their silk gowns, warm and star-spangled as the nights they would 

contemplate. However, in the immensity of this future that she conjured up, nothing special 

stood forth; the days, all magnificent, resembled each other like waves; and it swayed in the 

horizon, infinite, harmonised, azure, and bathed in sunshine. But the child began to cough in her 



cot or Bovary snored more loudly, and Emma did not fall asleep till morning, when the dawn 

whitened the windows, and when little Justin was already in the square taking down the shutters 

of the chemist’s shop. 

She had sent for Monsieur Lheureux, and had said to him— 

“I want a cloak—a large lined cloak with a deep collar.” 

“You are going on a journey?” he asked. 

“No; but—never mind. I may count on you, may I not, and quickly?” 

He bowed. 

“Besides, I shall want,” she went on, “a trunk—not too heavy—handy.” 

“Yes, yes, I understand. About three feet by a foot and a half, as they are being made just 

now.” 

“And a travelling bag.” 

“Decidedly,” thought Lheureux, “there’s a row on here.” 

“And,” said Madame Bovary, taking her watch from her belt, “take this; you can pay yourself 

out of it.” 

But the tradesman cried out that she was wrong; they knew one another; did he doubt her? 

What childishness! 

She insisted, however, on his taking at least the chain, and Lheureux had already put it in his 

pocket and was going, when she called him back. 

“You will leave everything at your place. As to the cloak”—she seemed to be reflecting—“do 

not bring it either; you can give me the maker’s address, and tell him to have it ready for me.” 

It was the next month that they were to run away. She was to leave Yonville as if she was 

going on some business to Rouen. Rodolphe would have booked the seats, procured the 

passports, and even have written to Paris in order to have the whole mail-coach reserved for 

them as far as Marseilles, where they would buy a carriage, and go on thence without stopping to 

Genoa. She would take care to send her luggage to Lheureux whence it would be taken direct to 

the “Hirondelle,” so that no one would have any suspicion. And in all this there never was any 

allusion to the child. Rodolphe avoided speaking of her; perhaps he no longer thought about it. 

He wished to have two more weeks before him to arrange some affairs; then at the end of a 

week he wanted two more; then he said he was ill; next he went on a journey. The month of 

August passed, and, after all these delays, they decided that it was to be irrevocably fixed for the 

4th September—a Monday. 

At length the Saturday before arrived. 

Rodolphe came in the evening earlier than usual. 

“Everything is ready?” she asked him. 

“Yes.” 

Then they walked round a garden-bed, and went to sit down near the terrace on the kerb-stone 

of the wall. 

“You are sad,” said Emma. 

“No; why?” 

And yet he looked at her strangely in a tender fashion. 



“It is because you are going away?” she went on; “because you are leaving what is dear to 

you—your life? Ah! I understand. I have nothing in the world! you are all to me; so shall I be to 

you. I will be your people, your country; I will tend, I will love you!” 

“How sweet you are!” he said, seizing her in his arms. 

“Really!” she said with a voluptuous laugh. “Do you love me? Swear it then!” 

“Do I love you—love you? I adore you, my love.” 

The moon, full and purple-coloured, was rising right out of the earth at the end of the meadow. 

She rose quickly between the branches of the poplars, that hid her here and there like a black 

curtain pierced with holes. Then she appeared dazzling with whiteness in the empty heavens that 

she lit up, and now sailing more slowly along, let fall upon the river a great stain that broke up 

into an infinity of stars; and the silver sheen seemed to writhe through the very depths like a 

heedless serpent covered with luminous scales; it also resembled some monster candelabra all 

along which sparkled drops of diamonds running together. The soft night was about them; 

masses of shadow filled the branches. Emma, her eyes half closed, breathed in with deep sighs 

the fresh wind that was blowing. They did not speak, lost as they were in the rush of their 

reverie. The tenderness of the old days came back to their hearts, full and silent as the flowing 

river, with the softness of the perfume of the syringas, and threw across their memories shadows 

more immense and more sombre than those of the still willows that lengthened out over the 

grass. Often some night-animal, hedgehog or weasel, setting out on the hunt, disturbed the 

lovers, or sometimes they heard a ripe peach falling all alone from the espalier. 

“Ah! what a lovely night!” said Rodolphe. 

“We shall have others,” replied Emma; and, as if speaking to herself: “Yet, it will be good to 

travel. And yet, why should my heart be so heavy? Is it dread of the unknown? The effect of 

habits left? Or rather—? No; it is the excess of happiness. How weak I am, am I not? Forgive 

me!” 

“There is still time!” he cried. “Reflect! perhaps you may repent!” 

“Never!” she cried impetuously. And coming closer to him: “What ill could come to me? 

There is no desert, no precipice, no ocean I would not traverse with you. The longer we live 

together the more it will be like an embrace, every day closer, more heart to heart. There will be 

nothing to trouble us, no cares, no obstacle. We shall be alone, all to ourselves eternally. Oh, 

speak! Answer me!” 

At regular intervals he answered, “Yes—Yes—” She had passed her hands through his hair, 

and she repeated in a childlike voice, despite the big tears which were falling, “Rodolphe! 

Rodolphe! Ah! Rodolphe! dear little Rodolphe!” 

Midnight struck. 

“Midnight!” said she. “Come, it is to-morrow. One day more!” 

He rose to go; and as if the movement he made had been the signal for their flight, Emma said, 

suddenly assuming a gay air— 

“You have the passports?” 

“Yes.” 

“You are forgetting nothing?” 

“No.” 

“Are you sure?” 



“Certainly.” 

“It is at the Hotel de Provence, is it not, that you will wait for me at midday?” 

He nodded. 

“Till to-morrow then!” said Emma in a last caress; and she watched him go. 

He did not turn round. She ran after him, and, leaning over the water’s edge between the 

bulrushes— 

“To-morrow!” she cried. 

He was already on the other side of the river and walking fast across the meadow. 

After a few moments Rodolphe stopped; and when he saw her with her white gown gradually 

fade away in the shade like a ghost, he was seized with such a beating of the heart that he leant 

against a tree lest he should fall. 

“What an imbecile I am!” he said with a fearful oath. “No matter! She was a pretty mistress!” 

And immediately Emma’s beauty, with all the pleasures of their love, came back to him. For a 

moment he softened; then he rebelled against her. 

“For, after all,” he exclaimed, gesticulating, “I can’t exile myself—have a child on my hands.” 

He was saying these things to give himself firmness. 

“And besides, the worry, the expense! Ah! no, no, no, no! a thousand times no! That would be 

too stupid.” 

  



Chapter Thirteen 

No sooner was Rodolphe at home than he sat down quickly at his bureau under the stag’s head 

that hung as a trophy on the wall. But when he had the pen between his fingers, he could think of 

nothing, so that, resting on his elbows, he began to reflect. Emma seemed to him to have receded 

into a far-off past, as if the resolution he had taken had suddenly placed a distance between them. 

To get back something of her, he fetched from the cupboard at the bedside an old Rheims 

biscuit-box, in which he usually kept his letters from women, and from it came an odour of dry 

dust and withered roses. First he saw a handkerchief with pale little spots. It was a handkerchief 

of hers. Once when they were walking her nose had bled; he had forgotten it. Near it, chipped at 

all the corners, was a miniature given him by Emma: her toilette seemed to him pretentious, and 

her languishing look in the worst possible taste. Then, from looking at this image and recalling 

the memory of its original, Emma’s features little by little grew confused in his remembrance, as 

if the living and the painted face, rubbing one against the other, had effaced each other. Finally, 

he read some of her letters; they were full of explanations relating to their journey, short, 

technical, and urgent, like business notes. He wanted to see the long ones again, those of old 

times. In order to find them at the bottom of the box, Rodolphe disturbed all the others, and 

mechanically began rummaging amidst this mass of papers and things, finding pell-mell 

bouquets, garters, a black mask, pins, and hair—hair! dark and fair, some even, catching in the 

hinges of the box, broke when it was opened. 

Thus dallying with his souvenirs, he examined the writing and the style of the letters, as varied 

as their orthography. They were tender or jovial, facetious, melancholy; there were some that 

asked for love, others that asked for money. A word recalled faces to him, certain gestures, the 

sound of a voice; sometimes, however, he remembered nothing at all. 

In fact, these women, rushing at once into his thoughts, cramped each other and lessened, as 

reduced to a uniform level of love that equalised them all. So taking handfuls of the mixed-up 

letters, he amused himself for some moments with letting them fall in cascades from his right 

into his left hand. At last, bored and weary, Rodolphe took back the box to the cupboard, saying 

to himself, “What a lot of rubbish!” Which summed up his opinion; for pleasures, like 

schoolboys in a school courtyard, had so trampled upon his heart that no green thing grew there, 

and that which passed through it, more heedless than children, did not even, like them, leave a 

name carved upon the wall. 

“Come,” said he, “let’s begin.” 

He wrote— 

“Courage, Emma! courage! I would not bring misery into your life.” 

“After all, that’s true,” thought Rodolphe. “I am acting in her interest; I am honest.” 

“Have you carefully weighed your resolution? Do you know to what an abyss I was dragging 

you, poor angel? No, you do not, do you? You were coming confident and fearless, believing in 

happiness in the future. Ah! unhappy that we are—insensate!” 

Rodolphe stopped here to think of some good excuse. 

“If I told her all my fortune is lost? No! Besides, that would stop nothing. It would all have to 

be begun over again later on. As if one could make women like that listen to reason!” He 

reflected, then went on— 



“I shall not forget you, oh believe it; and I shall ever have a profound devotion for you; but 

some day, sooner or later, this ardour (such is the fate of human things) would have grown less, 

no doubt. Lassitude would have come to us, and who knows if I should not even have had the 

atrocious pain of witnessing your remorse, of sharing it myself, since I should have been its 

cause? The mere idea of the grief that would come to you tortures me, Emma. Forget me! Why 

did I ever know you? Why were you so beautiful? Is it my fault? O my God! No, no! Accuse 

only fate.” 

“That’s a word that always tells,” he said to himself. 

“Ah, if you had been one of those frivolous women that one sees, certainly I might, through 

egotism, have tried an experiment, in that case without danger for you. But that delicious 

exaltation, at once your charm and your torment, has prevented you from understanding, 

adorable woman that you are, the falseness of our future position. Nor had I reflected upon this at 

first, and I rested in the shade of that ideal happiness as beneath that of the manchineel tree, 

without foreseeing the consequences.” 

“Perhaps she’ll think I’m giving it up from avarice. Ah, well! so much the worse; it must be 

stopped!” 

“The world is cruel, Emma. Wherever we might have gone, it would have persecuted us. You 

would have had to put up with indiscreet questions, calumny, contempt, insult perhaps. Insult to 

you! Oh! And I, who would place you on a throne! I who bear with me your memory as a 

talisman! For I am going to punish myself by exile for all the ill I have done you. I am going 

away. Whither I know not. I am mad. Adieu! Be good always. Preserve the memory of the 

unfortunate who has lost you. Teach my name to your child; let her repeat it in her prayers.” 

The wicks of the candles flickered. Rodolphe got up to, shut the window, and when he had sat 

down again— 

“I think it’s all right. Ah! and this for fear she should come and hunt me up.” 

“I shall be far away when you read these sad lines, for I have wished to flee as quickly as 

possible to shun the temptation of seeing you again. No weakness! I shall return, and perhaps 

later on we shall talk together very coldly of our old love. Adieu!” 

And there was a last “adieu” divided into two words! “A Dieu!” which he thought in very 

excellent taste. 

“Now how am I to sign?” he said to himself. “‘Yours devotedly?’ No! ‘Your friend?’ Yes, 

that’s it.” 

“Your friend.” 

He re-read his letter. He considered it very good. 

“Poor little woman!” he thought with emotion. “She’ll think me harder than a rock. There 

ought to have been some tears on this; but I can’t cry; it isn’t my fault.” Then, having emptied 

some water into a glass, Rodolphe dipped his finger into it, and let a big drop fall on the paper, 

that made a pale stain on the ink. Then looking for a seal, he came upon the one “Amor nel cor.” 

“That doesn’t at all fit in with the circumstances. Pshaw! never mind!” 

After which he smoked three pipes and went to bed. 

The next day when he was up (at about two o’clock—he had slept late), Rodolphe had a 

basket of apricots picked. He put his letter at the bottom under some vine leaves, and at once 



ordered Girard, his ploughman, to take it with care to Madame Bovary. He made use of this 

means for corresponding with her, sending according to the season fruits or game. 

“If she asks after me,” he said, “you will tell her that I have gone on a journey. You must give 

the basket to her herself, into her own hands. Get along and take care!” 

Girard put on his new blouse, knotted his handkerchief round the apricots, and walking with 

great heavy steps in his thick iron-bound galoshes, made his way to Yonville. 

Madame Bovary, when he got to her house, was arranging a bundle of linen on the kitchen-

table with Félicité. 

“Here,” said the ploughboy, “is something for you—from the master.” 

She was seized with apprehension, and as she sought in her pocket for some coppers, she 

looked at the peasant with haggard eyes, while he himself looked at her with amazement, not 

understanding how such a present could so move anyone. At last he went out. Félicité remained. 

She could bear it no longer; she ran into the sitting room as if to take the apricots there, 

overturned the basket, tore away the leaves, found the letter, opened it, and, as if some fearful 

fire were behind her, Emma flew to her room terrified. 

Charles was there; she saw him; he spoke to her; she heard nothing, and she went on quickly 

up the stairs, breathless, distraught, dumb, and ever holding this horrible piece of paper, that 

crackled between her fingers like a plate of sheet-iron. On the second floor she stopped before 

the attic door, which was closed. 

Then she tried to calm herself; she recalled the letter; she must finish it; she did not dare to. 

And where? How? She would be seen! “Ah, no! here,” she thought, “I shall be all right.” 

Emma pushed open the door and went in. 

The slates threw straight down a heavy heat that gripped her temples, stifled her; she dragged 

herself to the closed garret-window. She drew back the bolt, and the dazzling light burst in with a 

leap. 

Opposite, beyond the roofs, stretched the open country till it was lost to sight. Down below, 

underneath her, the village square was empty; the stones of the pavement glittered, the 

weathercocks on the houses were motionless. At the corner of the street, from a lower storey, 

rose a kind of humming with strident modulations. It was Binet turning. 

She leant against the embrasure of the window, and reread the letter with angry sneers. But the 

more she fixed her attention upon it, the more confused were her ideas. She saw him again, heard 

him, encircled him with her arms, and throbs of her heart, that beat against her breast like blows 

of a sledge-hammer, grew faster and faster, with uneven intervals. She looked about her with the 

wish that the earth might crumble into pieces. Why not end it all? What restrained her? She was 

free. She advanced, looking at the paving-stones, saying to herself, “Come! come!” 

The luminous ray that came straight up from below drew the weight of her body towards the 

abyss. It seemed to her that the ground of the oscillating square went up the walls and that the 

floor dipped on end like a tossing boat. She was right at the edge, almost hanging, surrounded by 

vast space. The blue of the heavens suffused her, the air was whirling in her hollow head; she 

had but to yield, to let herself be taken; and the humming of the lathe never ceased, like an angry 

voice calling her. 

“Emma! Emma!” cried Charles. 

She stopped. 



“Wherever are you? Come!” 

The thought that she had just escaped from death almost made her faint with terror. She closed 

her eyes; then she shivered at the touch of a hand on her sleeve; it was Félicité. 

“Master is waiting for you, madame; the soup is on the table.” 

And she had to go down to sit at table. 

She tried to eat. The food choked her. Then she unfolded her napkin as if to examine the 

darns, and she really thought of applying herself to this work, counting the threads in the linen. 

Suddenly the remembrance of the letter returned to her. How had she lost it? Where could she 

find it? But she felt such weariness of spirit that she could not even invent a pretext for leaving 

the table. Then she became a coward; she was afraid of Charles; he knew all, that was certain! 

Indeed he pronounced these words in a strange manner: 

“We are not likely to see Monsieur Rodolphe soon again, it seems.” 

“Who told you?” she said, shuddering. 

“Who told me!” he replied, rather astonished at her abrupt tone. “Why, Girard, whom I met 

just now at the door of the Cafe Francais. He has gone on a journey, or is to go.” 

She gave a sob. 

“What surprises you in that? He absents himself like that from time to time for a change, and, 

ma foi, I think he’s right, when one has a fortune and is a bachelor. Besides, he has jolly times, 

has our friend. He’s a bit of a rake. Monsieur Langlois told me—” 

He stopped for propriety’s sake because the servant came in. She put back into the basket the 

apricots scattered on the sideboard. Charles, without noticing his wife’s colour, had them brought 

to him, took one, and bit into it. 

“Ah! perfect!” said he; “just taste!” 

And he handed her the basket, which she put away from her gently. 

“Do just smell! What an odour!” he remarked, passing it under her nose several times. 

“I am choking,” she cried, leaping up. But by an effort of will the spasm passed; then— 

“It is nothing,” she said, “it is nothing! It is nervousness. Sit down and go on eating.” For she 

dreaded lest he should begin questioning her, attending to her, that she should not be left alone. 

Charles, to obey her, sat down again, and he spat the stones of the apricots into his hands, 

afterwards putting them on his plate. 

Suddenly a blue tilbury passed across the square at a rapid trot. Emma uttered a cry and fell 

back rigid to the ground. 

In fact, Rodolphe, after many reflections, had decided to set out for Rouen. Now, as from La 

Huchette to Buchy there is no other way than by Yonville, he had to go through the village, and 

Emma had recognised him by the rays of the lanterns, which like lightning flashed through the 

twilight. 

The chemist, at the tumult which broke out in the house ran thither. The table with all the 

plates was upset; sauce, meat, knives, the salt, and cruet-stand were strewn over the room; 

Charles was calling for help; Berthe, scared, was crying; and Félicité, whose hands trembled, 

was unlacing her mistress, whose whole body shivered convulsively. 

“I’ll run to my laboratory for some aromatic vinegar,” said the druggist. 

Then as she opened her eyes on smelling the bottle— 



“I was sure of it,” he remarked; “that would wake any dead person for you!” 

“Speak to us,” said Charles; “collect yourself; it is your Charles, who loves you. Do you know 

me? See! here is your little girl! Oh, kiss her!” 

The child stretched out her arms to her mother to cling to her neck. But turning away her head, 

Emma said in a broken voice “No, no! no one!” 

She fainted again. They carried her to her bed. She lay there stretched at full length, her lips 

apart, her eyelids closed, her hands open, motionless, and white as a waxen image. Two streams 

of tears flowed from her eyes and fell slowly upon the pillow. 

Charles, standing up, was at the back of the alcove, and the chemist, near him, maintained that 

meditative silence that is becoming on the serious occasions of life. 

“Do not be uneasy,” he said, touching his elbow; “I think the paroxysm is past.” 

“Yes, she is resting a little now,” answered Charles, watching her sleep. “Poor girl! poor girl! 

She had gone off now!” 

Then Homais asked how the accident had come about. Charles answered that she had been 

taken ill suddenly while she was eating some apricots. 

“Extraordinary!” continued the chemist. “But it might be that the apricots had brought on the 

syncope. Some natures are so sensitive to certain smells; and it would even be a very fine 

question to study both in its pathological and physiological relation. The priests know the 

importance of it, they who have introduced aromatics into all their ceremonies. It is to stupefy 

the senses and to bring on ecstasies—a thing, moreover, very easy in persons of the weaker sex, 

who are more delicate than the other. Some are cited who faint at the smell of burnt hartshorn, of 

new bread—” 

“Take care; you’ll wake her!” said Bovary in a low voice. 

“And not only,” the druggist went on, “are human beings subject to such anomalies, but 

animals also. Thus you are not ignorant of the singularly aphrodisiac effect produced by the 

Nepeta cataria, vulgarly called catmint, on the feline race; and, on the other hand, to quote an 

example whose authenticity I can answer for. Bridaux (one of my old comrades, at present 

established in the Rue Malpalu) possesses a dog that falls into convulsions as soon as you hold 

out a snuff-box to him. He often even makes the experiment before his friends at his summer-

house at Guillaume Wood. Would anyone believe that a simple sternutation could produce such 

ravages on a quadrupedal organism? It is extremely curious, is it not?” 

“Yes,” said Charles, who was not listening to him. 

“This shows us,” went on the other, smiling with benign self-sufficiency, “the innumerable 

irregularities of the nervous system. With regard to madame, she has always seemed to me, I 

confess, very susceptible. And so I should by no means recommend to you, my dear friend, any 

of those so-called remedies that, under the pretence of attacking the symptoms, attack the 

constitution. No; no useless physicking! Diet, that is all; sedatives, emollients, dulcification. 

Then, don’t you think that perhaps her imagination should be worked upon?” 

“In what way? How?” said Bovary. 

“Ah! that is it. Such is indeed the question. ‘That is the question,’ as I lately read in a 

newspaper.” 

But Emma, awaking, cried out— 

“The letter! the letter!” 



They thought she was delirious; and she was by midnight. Brain-fever had set in. 

For forty-three days Charles did not leave her. He gave up all his patients; he no longer went 

to bed; he was constantly feeling her pulse, putting on sinapisms and cold-water compresses. He 

sent Justin as far as Neufchâtel for ice; the ice melted on the way; he sent him back again. He 

called Monsieur Canivet into consultation; he sent for Dr. Lariviere, his old master, from Rouen; 

he was in despair. What alarmed him most was Emma’s prostration, for she did not speak, did 

not listen, did not even seem to suffer, as if her body and soul were both resting together after all 

their troubles. 

About the middle of October she could sit up in bed supported by pillows. Charles wept when 

he saw her eat her first bread-and-jelly. Her strength returned to her; she got up for a few hours 

of an afternoon, and one day, when she felt better, he tried to take her, leaning on his arm, for a 

walk round the garden. The sand of the paths was disappearing beneath the dead leaves; she 

walked slowly, dragging along her slippers, and leaning against Charles’s shoulder. She smiled 

all the time. 

They went thus to the bottom of the garden near the terrace. She drew herself up slowly, 

shading her eyes with her hand to look. She looked far off, as far as she could, but on the horizon 

were only great bonfires of grass smoking on the hills. 

“You will tire yourself, my darling!” said Bovary. And, pushing her gently to make her go into 

the arbour, “Sit down on this seat; you’ll be comfortable.” 

“Oh! no; not there!” she said in a faltering voice. 

She was seized with giddiness, and from that evening her illness recommenced, with a more 

uncertain character, it is true, and more complex symptoms. Now she suffered in her heart, then 

in the chest, the head, the limbs; she had vomitings, in which Charles thought he saw the first 

signs of cancer. 

And besides this, the poor fellow was worried about money matters. 

  



Chapter Fourteen 

To begin with, he did not know how he could pay Monsieur Homais for all the physic supplied 

by him, and though, as a medical man, he was not obliged to pay for it, he nevertheless blushed a 

little at such an obligation. Then the expenses of the household, now that the servant was 

mistress, became terrible. Bills rained in upon the house; the tradesmen grumbled; Monsieur 

Lheureux especially harassed him. In fact, at the height of Emma’s illness, the latter, taking 

advantage of the circumstances to make his bill larger, had hurriedly brought the cloak, the 

travelling-bag, two trunks instead of one, and a number of other things. It was very well for 

Charles to say he did not want them. The tradesman answered arrogantly that these articles had 

been ordered, and that he would not take them back; besides, it would vex madame in her 

convalescence; the doctor had better think it over; in short, he was resolved to sue him rather 

than give up his rights and take back his goods. Charles subsequently ordered them to be sent 

back to the shop. Félicité forgot; he had other things to attend to; then thought no more about 

them. Monsieur Lheureux returned to the charge, and, by turns threatening and whining, so 

managed that Bovary ended by signing a bill at six months. But hardly had he signed this bill 

than a bold idea occurred to him: it was to borrow a thousand francs from Lheureux. So, with an 

embarrassed air, he asked if it were possible to get them, adding that it would be for a year, at 

any interest he wished. Lheureux ran off to his shop, brought back the money, and dictated 

another bill, by which Bovary undertook to pay to his order on the 1st of September next the sum 

of one thousand and seventy francs, which, with the hundred and eighty already agreed to, made 

just twelve hundred and fifty, thus lending at six per cent in addition to one-fourth for 

commission: and the things bringing him in a good third at the least, this ought in twelve months 

to give him a profit of a hundred and thirty francs. He hoped that the business would not stop 

there; that the bills would not be paid; that they would be renewed; and that his poor little 

money, having thriven at the doctor’s as at a hospital, would come back to him one day 

considerably more plump, and fat enough to burst his bag. 

Everything, moreover, succeeded with him. He was adjudicator for a supply of cider to the 

hospital at Neufchâtel; Monsieur Guillaumin promised him some shares in the turf-pits of 

Gaumesnil, and he dreamt of establishing a new diligence service between Arcueil and Rouen, 

which no doubt would not be long in ruining the ramshackle van of the “Lion d’Or,” and that, 

travelling faster, at a cheaper rate, and carrying more luggage, would thus put into his hands the 

whole commerce of Yonville. 

Charles several times asked himself by what means he should next year be able to pay back so 

much money. He reflected, imagined expedients, such as applying to his father or selling 

something. But his father would be deaf, and he—he had nothing to sell. Then he foresaw such 

worries that he quickly dismissed so disagreeable a subject of meditation from his mind. He 

reproached himself with forgetting Emma, as if, all his thoughts belonging to this woman, it was 

robbing her of something not to be constantly thinking of her. 

The winter was severe, Madame Bovary’s convalescence slow. When it was fine they wheeled 

her arm-chair to the window that overlooked the square, for she now had an antipathy to the 

garden, and the blinds on that side were always down. She wished the horse to be sold; what she 

formerly liked now displeased her. All her ideas seemed to be limited to the care of herself. She 

stayed in bed taking little meals, rang for the servant to inquire about her gruel or to chat with 

her. The snow on the market-roof threw a white, still light into the room; then the rain began to 

fall; and Emma waited daily with a mind full of eagerness for the inevitable return of some 



trifling events which nevertheless had no relation to her. The most important was the arrival of 

the “Hirondelle” in the evening. Then the landlady shouted out, and other voices answered, while 

Hippolyte’s lantern, as he fetched the boxes from the boot, was like a star in the darkness. At 

mid-day Charles came in; then he went out again; next she took some beef-tea, and towards five 

o’clock, as the day drew in, the children coming back from school, dragging their wooden shoes 

along the pavement, knocked the clapper of the shutters with their rulers one after the other. 

It was at this hour that Monsieur Bournisien came to see her. He inquired after her health, 

gave her news, exhorted her to religion, in a coaxing little prattle that was not without its charm. 

The mere thought of his cassock comforted her. 

One day, when at the height of her illness, she had thought herself dying, and had asked for 

the communion; and, while they were making the preparations in her room for the sacrament, 

while they were turning the night table covered with syrups into an altar, and while Félicité was 

strewing dahlia flowers on the floor, Emma felt some power passing over her that freed her from 

her pains, from all perception, from all feeling. Her body, relieved, no longer thought; another 

life was beginning; it seemed to her that her being, mounting toward God, would be annihilated 

in that love like a burning incense that melts into vapour. The bed-clothes were sprinkled with 

holy water, the priest drew from the holy pyx the white wafer; and it was fainting with a celestial 

joy that she put out her lips to accept the body of the Saviour presented to her. The curtains of 

the alcove floated gently round her like clouds, and the rays of the two tapers burning on the 

night-table seemed to shine like dazzling halos. Then she let her head fall back, fancying she 

heard in space the music of seraphic harps, and perceived in an azure sky, on a golden throne in 

the midst of saints holding green palms, God the Father, resplendent with majesty, who with a 

sign sent to earth angels with wings of fire to carry her away in their arms. 

This splendid vision dwelt in her memory as the most beautiful thing that it was possible to 

dream, so that now she strove to recall her sensation. That still lasted, however, but in a less 

exclusive fashion and with a deeper sweetness. Her soul, tortured by pride, at length found rest in 

Christian humility, and, tasting the joy of weakness, she saw within herself the destruction of her 

will, that must have left a wide entrance for the inroads of heavenly grace. There existed, then, in 

the place of happiness, still greater joys—another love beyond all loves, without pause and 

without end, one that would grow eternally! She saw amid the illusions of her hope a state of 

purity floating above the earth mingling with heaven, to which she aspired. She wanted to 

become a saint. She bought chaplets and wore amulets; she wished to have in her room, by the 

side of her bed, a reliquary set in emeralds that she might kiss it every evening. 

The cure marvelled at this humour, although Emma’s religion, he thought, might, from its 

fervour, end by touching on heresy, extravagance. But not being much versed in these matters, as 

soon as they went beyond a certain limit he wrote to Monsieur Boulard, bookseller to 

Monsignor, to send him “something good for a lady who was very clever.” The bookseller, with 

as much indifference as if he had been sending off hardware to niggers, packed up, pellmell, 

everything that was then the fashion in the pious book trade. There were little manuals in 

questions and answers, pamphlets of aggressive tone after the manner of Monsieur de Maistre, 

and certain novels in rose-coloured bindings and with a honied style, manufactured by 

troubadour seminarists or penitent blue-stockings. There were the “Think of it; the Man of the 

World at Mary’s Feet, by Monsieur de ***, decorated with many Orders”; “The Errors of 

Voltaire, for the Use of the Young,” etc. 



Madame Bovary’s mind was not yet sufficiently clear to apply herself seriously to anything; 

moreover, she began this reading in too much hurry. She grew provoked at the doctrines of 

religion; the arrogance of the polemic writings displeased her by their inveteracy in attacking 

people she did not know; and the secular stories, relieved with religion, seemed to her written in 

such ignorance of the world, that they insensibly estranged her from the truths for whose proof 

she was looking. Nevertheless, she persevered; and when the volume slipped from her hands, she 

fancied herself seized with the finest Catholic melancholy that an ethereal soul could conceive. 

As for the memory of Rodolphe, she had thrust it back to the bottom of her heart, and it 

remained there more solemn and more motionless than a king’s mummy in a catacomb. An 

exhalation escaped from this embalmed love, that, penetrating through everything, perfumed 

with tenderness the immaculate atmosphere in which she longed to live. When she knelt on her 

Gothic prie-Dieu, she addressed to the Lord the same suave words that she had murmured 

formerly to her lover in the outpourings of adultery. It was to make faith come; but no delights 

descended from the heavens, and she arose with tired limbs and with a vague feeling of a 

gigantic dupery. 

This searching after faith, she thought, was only one merit the more, and in the pride of her 

devoutness Emma compared herself to those grand ladies of long ago whose glory she had 

dreamed of over a portrait of La Valliere, and who, trailing with so much majesty the lace-

trimmed trains of their long gowns, retired into solitudes to shed at the feet of Christ all the tears 

of hearts that life had wounded. 

Then she gave herself up to excessive charity. She sewed clothes for the poor, she sent wood 

to women in childbed; and Charles one day, on coming home, found three good-for-nothings in 

the kitchen seated at the table eating soup. She had her little girl, whom during her illness her 

husband had sent back to the nurse, brought home. She wanted to teach her to read; even when 

Berthe cried, she was not vexed. She had made up her mind to resignation, to universal 

indulgence. Her language about everything was full of ideal expressions. She said to her child, 

“Is your stomach-ache better, my angel?” 

Madame Bovary senior found nothing to censure except perhaps this mania of knitting jackets 

for orphans instead of mending her own house-linen; but, harassed with domestic quarrels, the 

good woman took pleasure in this quiet house, and she even stayed there till after Easter, to 

escape the sarcasms of old Bovary, who never failed on Good Friday to order chitterlings. 

Besides the companionship of her mother-in-law, who strengthened her a little by the rectitude 

of her judgment and her grave ways, Emma almost every day had other visitors. These were 

Madame Langlois, Madame Caron, Madame Dubreuil, Madame Tuvache, and regularly from 

two to five o’clock the excellent Madame Homais, who, for her part, had never believed any of 

the tittle-tattle about her neighbour. The little Homais also came to see her; Justin accompanied 

them. He went up with them to her bedroom, and remained standing near the door, motionless 

and mute. Often even Madame Bovary; taking no heed of him, began her toilette. She began by 

taking out her comb, shaking her head with a quick movement, and when he for the first time 

saw all this mass of hair that fell to her knees unrolling in black ringlets, it was to him, poor 

child! like a sudden entrance into something new and strange, whose splendour terrified him. 

Emma, no doubt, did not notice his silent attentions or his timidity. She had no suspicion that 

the love vanished from her life was there, palpitating by her side, beneath that coarse holland 

shirt, in that youthful heart open to the emanations of her beauty. Besides, she now enveloped all 

things with such indifference, she had words so affectionate with looks so haughty, such 



contradictory ways, that one could no longer distinguish egotism from charity, or corruption 

from virtue. One evening, for example, she was angry with the servant, who had asked to go out, 

and stammered as she tried to find some pretext. Then suddenly— 

“So you love him?” she said. 

And without waiting for any answer from Félicité, who was blushing, she added, “There! run 

along; enjoy yourself!” 

In the beginning of spring she had the garden turned up from end to end, despite Bovary’s 

remonstrances. However, he was glad to see her at last manifest a wish of any kind. As she grew 

stronger she displayed more wilfulness. First, she found occasion to expel Mere Rollet, the nurse, 

who during her convalescence had contracted the habit of coming too often to the kitchen with 

her two nurslings and her boarder, better off for teeth than a cannibal. Then she got rid of the 

Homais family, successively dismissed all the other visitors, and even frequented church less 

assiduously, to the great approval of the druggist, who said to her in a friendly way— 

“You were going in a bit for the cassock!” 

As formerly, Monsieur Bournisien dropped in every day when he came out after catechism 

class. He preferred staying out of doors to taking the air “in the grove,” as he called the arbour. 

This was the time when Charles came home. They were hot; some sweet cider was brought out, 

and they drank together to madame’s complete restoration. 

Binet was there; that is to say, a little lower down against the terrace wall, fishing for crayfish. 

Bovary invited him to have a drink, and he thoroughly understood the uncorking of the stone 

bottles. 

“You must,” he said, throwing a satisfied glance all round him, even to the very extremity of 

the landscape, “hold the bottle perpendicularly on the table, and after the strings are cut, press up 

the cork with little thrusts, gently, gently, as indeed they do seltzer-water at restaurants.” 

But during his demonstration the cider often spurted right into their faces, and then the 

ecclesiastic, with a thick laugh, never missed this joke— 

“Its goodness strikes the eye!” 

He was, in fact, a good fellow and one day he was not even scandalised at the chemist, who 

advised Charles to give madame some distraction by taking her to the theatre at Rouen to hear 

the illustrious tenor, Lagardy. Homais, surprised at this silence, wanted to know his opinion, and 

the priest declared that he considered music less dangerous for morals than literature. 

But the chemist took up the defence of letters. The theatre, he contended, served for railing at 

prejudices, and, beneath a mask of pleasure, taught virtue. 

“Castigat ridendo mores,[16] Monsieur Bournisien! Thus consider the greater part of Voltaire’s 

tragedies; they are cleverly strewn with philosophical reflections, that made them a vast school 

of morals and diplomacy for the people.” 

[16] It corrects customs through laughter. 

“I,” said Binet, “once saw a piece called the ‘Gamin de Paris,’ in which there was the 

character of an old general that is really hit off to a T. He sets down a young swell who had 

seduced a working girl, who at the ending—” 



“Certainly,” continued Homais, “there is bad literature as there is bad pharmacy, but to 

condemn in a lump the most important of the fine arts seems to me a stupidity, a Gothic idea, 

worthy of the abominable times that imprisoned Galileo.” 

“I know very well,” objected the cure, “that there are good works, good authors. However, if it 

were only those persons of different sexes united in a bewitching apartment, decorated rouge, 

those lights, those effeminate voices, all this must, in the long-run, engender a certain mental 

libertinage, give rise to immodest thoughts and impure temptations. Such, at any rate, is the 

opinion of all the Fathers. Finally,” he added, suddenly assuming a mystic tone of voice while he 

rolled a pinch of snuff between his fingers, “if the Church has condemned the theatre, she must 

be right; we must submit to her decrees.” 

“Why,” asked the druggist, “should she excommunicate actors? For formerly they openly took 

part in religious ceremonies. Yes, in the middle of the chancel they acted; they performed a kind 

of farce called ‘Mysteries,’ which often offended against the laws of decency.” 

The ecclesiastic contented himself with uttering a groan, and the chemist went on— 

“It’s like it is in the Bible; there there are, you know, more than one piquant detail, matters 

really libidinous!” 

And on a gesture of irritation from Monsieur Bournisien— 

“Ah! you’ll admit that it is not a book to place in the hands of a young girl, and I should be 

sorry if Athalie—” 

“But it is the Protestants, and not we,” cried the other impatiently, “who recommend the 

Bible.” 

“No matter,” said Homais. “I am surprised that in our days, in this century of enlightenment, 

anyone should still persist in proscribing an intellectual relaxation that is inoffensive, moralising, 

and sometimes even hygienic; is it not, doctor?” 

“No doubt,” replied the doctor carelessly, either because, sharing the same ideas, he wished to 

offend no one, or else because he had not any ideas. 

The conversation seemed at an end when the chemist thought fit to shoot a Parthian arrow. 

“I’ve known priests who put on ordinary clothes to go and see dancers kicking about.” 

“Come, come!” said the cure. 

“Ah! I’ve known some!” And separating the words of his sentence, Homais repeated, “I—

have—known—some!” 

“Well, they were wrong,” said Bournisien, resigned to anything. 

“By Jove! they go in for more than that,” exclaimed the druggist. 

“Sir!” replied the ecclesiastic, with such angry eyes that the druggist was intimidated by them. 

“I only mean to say,” he replied in less brutal a tone, “that toleration is the surest way to draw 

people to religion.” 

“That is true! that is true!” agreed the good fellow, sitting down again on his chair. But he 

stayed only a few moments. 

Then, as soon as he had gone, Monsieur Homais said to the doctor— 

“That’s what I call a cock-fight. I beat him, did you see, in a way!—Now take my advice. 

Take madame to the theatre, if it were only for once in your life, to enrage one of these ravens, 

hang it! If anyone could take my place, I would accompany you myself. Be quick about it. 



Lagardy is only going to give one performance; he’s engaged to go to England at a high salary. 

From what I hear, he’s a regular dog; he’s rolling in money; he’s taking three mistresses and a 

cook along with him. All these great artists burn the candle at both ends; they require a dissolute 

life, that suits the imagination to some extent. But they die at the hospital, because they haven’t 

the sense when young to lay by. Well, a pleasant dinner! Goodbye till to-morrow.” 

The idea of the theatre quickly germinated in Bovary’s head, for he at once communicated it 

to his wife, who at first refused, alleging the fatigue, the worry, the expense; but, for a wonder, 

Charles did not give in, so sure was he that this recreation would be good for her. He saw 

nothing to prevent it: his mother had sent them three hundred francs which he had no longer 

expected; the current debts were not very large, and the falling in of Lheureux’s bills was still so 

far off that there was no need to think about them. Besides, imagining that she was refusing from 

delicacy, he insisted the more; so that by dint of worrying her she at last made up her mind, and 

the next day at eight o’clock they set out in the “Hirondelle.” 

The druggist, whom nothing whatever kept at Yonville, but who thought himself bound not to 

budge from it, sighed as he saw them go. 

“Well, a pleasant journey!” he said to them; “happy mortals that you are!” 

Then addressing himself to Emma, who was wearing a blue silk gown with four flounces— 

“You are as lovely as a Venus. You’ll cut a figure at Rouen.” 

The diligence stopped at the “Croix-Rouge” in the Place Beauvoisine. It was the inn that is in 

every provincial faubourg, with large stables and small bedrooms, where one sees in the middle 

of the court chickens pilfering the oats under the muddy gigs of the commercial travellers—a 

good old house, with worm-eaten balconies that creak in the wind on winter nights, always full 

of people, noise, and feeding, whose black tables are sticky with coffee and brandy, the thick 

windows made yellow by the flies, the damp napkins stained with cheap wine, and that always 

smells of the village, like ploughboys dressed in Sundayclothes, has a cafe on the street, and 

towards the countryside a kitchen-garden. Charles at once set out. He muddled up the stage-

boxes with the gallery, the pit with the boxes; asked for explanations, did not understand them; 

was sent from the box-office to the acting-manager; came back to the inn, returned to the theatre, 

and thus several times traversed the whole length of the town from the theatre to the boulevard. 

Madame Bovary bought a bonnet, gloves, and a bouquet. The doctor was much afraid of 

missing the beginning, and, without having had time to swallow a plate of soup, they presented 

themselves at the doors of the theatre, which were still closed. 

  



Chapter Fifteen 

The crowd was waiting against the wall, symmetrically enclosed between the balustrades. At 

the corner of the neighbouring streets huge bills repeated in quaint letters “Lucie de 

Lammermoor-Lagardy-Opera-etc.” The weather was fine, the people were hot, perspiration 

trickled amid the curls, and handkerchiefs taken from pockets were mopping red foreheads; and 

now and then a warm wind that blew from the river gently stirred the border of the tick awnings 

hanging from the doors of the public-houses. A little lower down, however, one was refreshed by 

a current of icy air that smelt of tallow, leather, and oil. This was an exhalation from the Rue des 

Charrettes, full of large black warehouses where they made casks. 

For fear of seeming ridiculous, Emma before going in wished to have a little stroll in the 

harbour, and Bovary prudently kept his tickets in his hand, in the pocket of his trousers, which he 

pressed against his stomach. 

Her heart began to beat as soon as she reached the vestibule. She involuntarily smiled with 

vanity on seeing the crowd rushing to the right by the other corridor while she went up the 

staircase to the reserved seats. She was as pleased as a child to push with her finger the large 

tapestried door. She breathed in with all her might the dusty smell of the lobbies, and when she 

was seated in her box she bent forward with the air of a duchess. 

The theatre was beginning to fill; opera-glasses were taken from their cases, and the 

subscribers, catching sight of one another, were bowing. They came to seek relaxation in the fine 

arts after the anxieties of business; but “business” was not forgotten; they still talked cottons, 

spirits of wine, or indigo. The heads of old men were to be seen, inexpressive and peaceful, with 

their hair and complexions looking like silver medals tarnished by steam of lead. The young 

beaux were strutting about in the pit, showing in the opening of their waistcoats their pink or 

applegreen cravats, and Madame Bovary from above admired them leaning on their canes with 

golden knobs in the open palm of their yellow gloves. 

Now the lights of the orchestra were lit, the lustre, let down from the ceiling, throwing by the 

glimmering of its facets a sudden gaiety over the theatre; then the musicians came in one after 

the other; and first there was the protracted hubbub of the basses grumbling, violins squeaking, 

cornets trumpeting, flutes and flageolets fifing. But three knocks were heard on the stage, a 

rolling of drums began, the brass instruments played some chords, and the curtain rising, 

discovered a country-scene. 

It was the cross-roads of a wood, with a fountain shaded by an oak to the left. Peasants and 

lords with plaids on their shoulders were singing a hunting-song together; then a captain 

suddenly came on, who evoked the spirit of evil by lifting both his arms to heaven. Another 

appeared; they went away, and the hunters started afresh. She felt herself transported to the 

reading of her youth, into the midst of Walter Scott. She seemed to hear through the mist the 

sound of the Scotch bagpipes re-echoing over the heather. Then her remembrance of the novel 

helping her to understand the libretto, she followed the story phrase by phrase, while vague 

thoughts that came back to her dispersed at once again with the bursts of music. She gave herself 

up to the lullaby of the melodies, and felt all her being vibrate as if the violin bows were drawn 

over her nerves. She had not eyes enough to look at the costumes, the scenery, the actors, the 

painted trees that shook when anyone walked, and the velvet caps, cloaks, swords—all those 

imaginary things that floated amid the harmony as in the atmosphere of another world. But a 

young woman stepped forward, throwing a purse to a squire in green. She was left alone, and the 



flute was heard like the murmur of a fountain or the warbling of birds. Lucie attacked her 

cavatina in G major bravely. She plained of love; she longed for wings. Emma, too, fleeing from 

life, would have liked to fly away in an embrace. Suddenly Edgar-Lagardy appeared. 

He had that splendid pallor that gives something of the majesty of marble to the ardent races 

of the South. His vigorous form was tightly clad in a brown-coloured doublet; a small chiselled 

poniard hung against his left thigh, and he cast round laughing looks showing his white teeth. 

They said that a Polish princess having heard him sing one night on the beach at Biarritz, where 

he mended boats, had fallen in love with him. She had ruined herself for him. He had deserted 

her for other women, and this sentimental celebrity did not fail to enhance his artistic reputation. 

The diplomatic mummer took care always to slip into his advertisements some poetic phrase on 

the fascination of his person and the susceptibility of his soul. A fine organ, imperturbable 

coolness, more temperament than intelligence, more power of emphasis than of real singing, 

made up the charm of this admirable charlatan nature, in which there was something of the 

hairdresser and the toreador. 

From the first scene he evoked enthusiasm. He pressed Lucy in his arms, he left her, he came 

back, he seemed desperate; he had outbursts of rage, then elegiac gurglings of infinite sweetness, 

and the notes escaped from his bare neck full of sobs and kisses. Emma leant forward to see him, 

clutching the velvet of the box with her nails. She was filling her heart with these melodious 

lamentations that were drawn out to the accompaniment of the double-basses, like the cries of the 

drowning in the tumult of a tempest. She recognised all the intoxication and the anguish that had 

almost killed her. The voice of a prima donna seemed to her to be but echoes of her conscience, 

and this illusion that charmed her as some very thing of her own life. But no one on earth had 

loved her with such love. He had not wept like Edgar that last moonlit night when they said, “To-

morrow! to-morrow!” The theatre rang with cheers; they recommenced the entire movement; the 

lovers spoke of the flowers on their tomb, of vows, exile, fate, hopes; and when they uttered the 

final adieu, Emma gave a sharp cry that mingled with the vibrations of the last chords. 

“But why,” asked Bovary, “does that gentleman persecute her?” 

“No, no!” she answered; “he is her lover!” 

“Yet he vows vengeance on her family, while the other one who came on before said, ‘I love 

Lucie and she loves me!’ Besides, he went off with her father arm in arm. For he certainly is her 

father, isn’t he—the ugly little man with a cock’s feather in his hat?” 

Despite Emma’s explanations, as soon as the recitative duet began in which Gilbert lays bare 

his abominable machinations to his master Ashton, Charles, seeing the false troth-ring that is to 

deceive Lucie, thought it was a love-gift sent by Edgar. He confessed, moreover, that he did not 

understand the story because of the music, which interfered very much with the words. 

“What does it matter?” said Emma. “Do be quiet!” 

“Yes, but you know,” he went on, leaning against her shoulder, “I like to understand things.” 

“Be quiet! be quiet!” she cried impatiently. 

Lucie advanced, half supported by her women, a wreath of orange blossoms in her hair, and 

paler than the white satin of her gown. Emma dreamed of her marriage day; she saw herself at 

home again amid the corn in the little path as they walked to the church. Oh, why had not she, 

like this woman, resisted, implored? She, on the contrary, had been joyous, without seeing the 

abyss into which she was throwing herself. Ah! if in the freshness of her beauty, before the 

soiling of marriage and the disillusions of adultery, she could have anchored her life upon some 



great, strong heart, then virtue, tenderness, voluptuousness, and duty blending, she would never 

have fallen from so high a happiness. But that happiness, no doubt, was a lie invented for the 

despair of all desire. She now knew the smallness of the passions that art exaggerated. So, 

striving to divert her thoughts, Emma determined now to see in this reproduction of her sorrows 

only a plastic fantasy, well enough to please the eye, and she even smiled internally with 

disdainful pity when at the back of the stage under the velvet hangings a man appeared in a black 

cloak. 

His large Spanish hat fell at a gesture he made, and immediately the instruments and the 

singers began the sextet. Edgar, flashing with fury, dominated all the others with his clearer 

voice; Ashton hurled homicidal provocations at him in deep notes; Lucie uttered her shrill plaint, 

Arthur at one side, his modulated tones in the middle register, and the bass of the minister pealed 

forth like an organ, while the voices of the women repeating his words took them up in chorus 

delightfully. They were all in a row gesticulating, and anger, vengeance, jealousy, terror, and 

stupefaction breathed forth at once from their half-opened mouths. The outraged lover 

brandished his naked sword; his guipure ruffle rose with jerks to the movements of his chest, and 

he walked from right to left with long strides, clanking against the boards the silver-gilt spurs of 

his soft boots, widening out at the ankles. He, she thought must have an inexhaustible love to 

lavish it upon the crowd with such effusion. All her small fault-findings faded before the poetry 

of the part that absorbed her; and, drawn towards this man by the illusion of the character, she 

tried to imagine to herself his life—that life resonant, extraordinary, splendid, and that might 

have been hers if fate had willed it. They would have known one another, loved one another. 

With him, through all the kingdoms of Europe she would have travelled from capital to capital, 

sharing his fatigues and his pride, picking up the flowers thrown to him, herself embroidering his 

costumes. Then each evening, at the back of a box, behind the golden trellis-work she would 

have drunk in eagerly the expansions of this soul that would have sung for her alone; from the 

stage, even as he acted, he would have looked at her. But the mad idea seized her that he was 

looking at her; it was certain. She longed to run to his arms, to take refuge in his strength, as in 

the incarnation of love itself, and to say to him, to cry out, “Take me away! carry me with you! 

let us go! Thine, thine! all my ardour and all my dreams!” 

The curtain fell. 

The smell of the gas mingled with that of the breaths, the waving of the fans, made the air 

more suffocating. Emma wanted to go out; the crowd filled the corridors, and she fell back in her 

arm-chair with palpitations that choked her. Charles, fearing that she would faint, ran to the 

refreshment-room to get a glass of barley-water. 

He had great difficulty in getting back to his seat, for his elbows were jerked at every step 

because of the glass he held in his hands, and he even spilt three-fourths on the shoulders of a 

Rouen lady in short sleeves, who feeling the cold liquid running down to her loins, uttered cries 

like a peacock, as if she were being assassinated. Her husband, who was a millowner, railed at 

the clumsy fellow, and while she was with her handkerchief wiping up the stains from her 

handsome cherry-coloured taffeta gown, he angrily muttered about indemnity, costs, 

reimbursement. At last Charles reached his wife, saying to her, quite out of breath— 

“Ma foi! I thought I should have had to stay there. There is such a crowd—SUCH a crowd!” 

He added— 

“Just guess whom I met up there! Monsieur Léon!” 

“Léon?” 



“Himself! He’s coming along to pay his respects.” And as he finished these words the ex-clerk 

of Yonville entered the box. 

He held out his hand with the ease of a gentleman; and Madame Bovary extended hers, 

without doubt obeying the attraction of a stronger will. She had not felt it since that spring 

evening when the rain fell upon the green leaves, and they had said good-bye standing at the 

window. But soon recalling herself to the necessities of the situation, with an effort she shook off 

the torpor of her memories, and began stammering a few hurried words. 

“Ah, good-day! What! you here?” 

“Silence!” cried a voice from the pit, for the third act was beginning. 

“So you are at Rouen?” 

“Yes.” 

“And since when?” 

“Turn them out! turn them out!” People were looking at them. They were silent. 

But from that moment she listened no more; and the chorus of the guests, the scene between 

Ashton and his servant, the grand duet in D major, all were for her as far off as if the instruments 

had grown less sonorous and the characters more remote. She remembered the games at cards at 

the druggist’s, and the walk to the nurse’s, the reading in the arbour, the tête-à-tête by the 

fireside—all that poor love, so calm and so protracted, so discreet, so tender, and that she had 

nevertheless forgotten. And why had he come back? What combination of circumstances had 

brought him back into her life? He was standing behind her, leaning with his shoulder against the 

wall of the box; now and again she felt herself shuddering beneath the hot breath from his 

nostrils falling upon her hair. 

“Does this amuse you?” said he, bending over her so closely that the end of his moustache 

brushed her cheek. She replied carelessly— 

“Oh, dear me, no, not much.” 

Then he proposed that they should leave the theatre and go and take an ice somewhere. 

“Oh, not yet; let us stay,” said Bovary. “Her hair’s undone; this is going to be tragic.” 

But the mad scene did not at all interest Emma, and the acting of the singer seemed to her 

exaggerated. 

“She screams too loud,” said she, turning to Charles, who was listening. 

“Yes—a little,” he replied, undecided between the frankness of his pleasure and his respect for 

his wife’s opinion. 

Then with a sigh Léon said— 

“The heat is—” 

“Unbearable! Yes!” 

“Do you feel unwell?” asked Bovary. 

“Yes, I am stifling; let us go.” 

Monsieur Léon put her long lace shawl carefully about her shoulders, and all three went off to 

sit down in the harbour, in the open air, outside the windows of a cafe. 

First they spoke of her illness, although Emma interrupted Charles from time to time, for fear, 

she said, of boring Monsieur Léon; and the latter told them that he had come to spend two years 

at Rouen in a large office, in order to get practice in his profession, which was different in 



Normandy and Paris. Then he inquired after Berthe, the Homais, Mere Lefrancois, and as they 

had, in the husband’s presence, nothing more to say to one another, the conversation soon came 

to an end. 

People coming out of the theatre passed along the pavement, humming or shouting at the top 

of their voices, “O bel ange, ma Lucie!”[17] Then Léon, playing the dilettante, began to talk 

music. He had seen Tambourini, Rubini, Persiani, Grisi, and, compared with them, Lagardy, 

despite his grand outbursts, was nowhere. 

[17] Oh beautiful angel, my Lucie. 

“Yet,” interrupted Charles, who was slowly sipping his rum-sherbet, “they say that he is quite 

admirable in the last act. I regret leaving before the end, because it was beginning to amuse me.” 

“Why,” said the clerk, “he will soon give another performance.” 

But Charles replied that they were going back next day. “Unless,” he added, turning to his 

wife, “you would like to stay alone, kitten?” 

And changing his tactics at this unexpected opportunity that presented itself to his hopes, the 

young man sang the praises of Lagardy in the last number. It was really superb, sublime. Then 

Charles insisted— 

“You would get back on Sunday. Come, make up your mind. You are wrong if you feel that 

this is doing you the least good.” 

The tables round them, however, were emptying; a waiter came and stood discreetly near 

them. Charles, who understood, took out his purse; the clerk held back his arm, and did not 

forget to leave two more pieces of silver that he made chink on the marble. 

“I am really sorry,” said Bovary, “about the money which you are—” 

The other made a careless gesture full of cordiality, and taking his hat said— 

“It is settled, isn’t it? To-morrow at six o’clock?” 

Charles explained once more that he could not absent himself longer, but that nothing 

prevented Emma— 

“But,” she stammered, with a strange smile, “I am not sure—” 

“Well, you must think it over. We’ll see. Night brings counsel.” Then to Léon, who was 

walking along with them, “Now that you are in our part of the world, I hope you’ll come and ask 

us for some dinner now and then.” 

The clerk declared he would not fail to do so, being obliged, moreover, to go to Yonville on 

some business for his office. And they parted before the Saint-Herbland Passage just as the clock 

in the cathedral struck half-past eleven. 

  



Part III 

Chapter One 

Monsieur Léon, while studying law, had gone pretty often to the dancing-rooms, where he was 

even a great success amongst the grisettes, who thought he had a distinguished air. He was the 

best-mannered of the students; he wore his hair neither too long nor too short, didn’t spend all his 

quarter’s money on the first day of the month, and kept on good terms with his professors. As for 

excesses, he had always abstained from them, as much from cowardice as from refinement. 

Often when he stayed in his room to read, or else when sitting of an evening under the lime-

trees of the Luxembourg, he let his Code fall to the ground, and the memory of Emma came back 

to him. But gradually this feeling grew weaker, and other desires gathered over it, although it 

still persisted through them all. For Léon did not lose all hope; there was for him, as it were, a 

vague promise floating in the future, like a golden fruit suspended from some fantastic tree. 

Then, seeing her again after three years of absence his passion reawakened. He must, he 

thought, at last make up his mind to possess her. Moreover, his timidity had worn off by contact 

with his gay companions, and he returned to the provinces despising everyone who had not with 

varnished shoes trodden the asphalt of the boulevards. By the side of a Parisienne in her laces, in 

the drawing-room of some illustrious physician, a person driving his carriage and wearing many 

orders, the poor clerk would no doubt have trembled like a child; but here, at Rouen, on the 

harbour, with the wife of this small doctor he felt at his ease, sure beforehand he would shine. 

Self-possession depends on its environment. We don’t speak on the first floor as on the fourth; 

and the wealthy woman seems to have, about her, to guard her virtue, all her banknotes, like a 

cuirass in the lining of her corset. 

On leaving the Bovarys the night before, Léon had followed them through the streets at a 

distance; then having seen them stop at the “Croix-Rouge,” he turned on his heel, and spent the 

night meditating a plan. 

So the next day about five o’clock he walked into the kitchen of the inn, with a choking 

sensation in his throat, pale cheeks, and that resolution of cowards that stops at nothing. 

“The gentleman isn’t in,” answered a servant. 

This seemed to him a good omen. He went upstairs. 

She was not disturbed at his approach; on the contrary, she apologised for having neglected to 

tell him where they were staying. 

“Oh, I divined it!” said Léon. 

He pretended he had been guided towards her by chance, by, instinct. She began to smile; and 

at once, to repair his folly, Léon told her that he had spent his morning in looking for her in all 

the hotels in the town one after the other. 

“So you have made up your mind to stay?” he added. 

“Yes,” she said, “and I am wrong. One ought not to accustom oneself to impossible pleasures 

when there are a thousand demands upon one.” 

“Oh, I can imagine!” 

“Ah! no; for you, you are a man!” 



But men too had had their trials, and the conversation went off into certain philosophical 

reflections. Emma expatiated much on the misery of earthly affections, and the eternal isolation 

in which the heart remains entombed. 

To show off, or from a naive imitation of this melancholy which called forth his, the young 

man declared that he had been awfully bored during the whole course of his studies. The law 

irritated him, other vocations attracted him, and his mother never ceased worrying him in every 

one of her letters. As they talked they explained more and more fully the motives of their 

sadness, working themselves up in their progressive confidence. But they sometimes stopped 

short of the complete exposition of their thought, and then sought to invent a phrase that might 

express it all the same. She did not confess her passion for another; he did not say that he had 

forgotten her. 

Perhaps he no longer remembered his suppers with girls after masked balls; and no doubt she 

did not recollect the rendezvous of old when she ran across the fields in the morning to her 

lover’s house. The noises of the town hardly reached them, and the room seemed small, as if on 

purpose to hem in their solitude more closely. Emma, in a dimity dressing-gown, leant her head 

against the back of the old arm-chair; the yellow wall-paper formed, as it were, a golden 

background behind her, and her bare head was mirrored in the glass with the white parting in the 

middle, and the tip of her ears peeping out from the folds of her hair. 

“But pardon me!” she said. “It is wrong of me. I weary you with my eternal complaints.” 

“No, never, never!” 

“If you knew,” she went on, raising to the ceiling her beautiful eyes, in which a tear was 

trembling, “all that I had dreamed!” 

“And I! Oh, I too have suffered! Often I went out; I went away. I dragged myself along the 

quays, seeking distraction amid the din of the crowd without being able to banish the heaviness 

that weighed upon me. In an engraver’s shop on the boulevard there is an Italian print of one of 

the Muses. She is draped in a tunic, and she is looking at the moon, with forget-me-nots in her 

flowing hair. Something drove me there continually; I stayed there hours together.” Then in a 

trembling voice, “She resembled you a little.” 

Madame Bovary turned away her head that he might not see the irrepressible smile she felt 

rising to her lips. 

“Often,” he went on, “I wrote you letters that I tore up.” 

She did not answer. He continued— 

“I sometimes fancied that some chance would bring you. I thought I recognised you at street-

corners, and I ran after all the carriages through whose windows I saw a shawl fluttering, a veil 

like yours.” 

She seemed resolved to let him go on speaking without interruption. Crossing her arms and 

bending down her face, she looked at the rosettes on her slippers, and at intervals made little 

movements inside the satin of them with her toes. 

At last she sighed. 

“But the most wretched thing, is it not—is to drag out, as I do, a useless existence. If our pains 

were only of some use to someone, we should find consolation in the thought of the sacrifice.” 

He started off in praise of virtue, duty, and silent immolation, having himself an incredible 

longing for self-sacrifice that he could not satisfy. 



“I should much like,” she said, “to be a nurse at a hospital.” 

“Alas! men have none of these holy missions, and I see nowhere any calling—unless perhaps 

that of a doctor.” 

With a slight shrug of her shoulders, Emma interrupted him to speak of her illness, which had 

almost killed her. What a pity! She should not be suffering now! Léon at once envied the calm of 

the tomb, and one evening he had even made his will, asking to be buried in that beautiful rug 

with velvet stripes he had received from her. For this was how they would have wished to be, 

each setting up an ideal to which they were now adapting their past life. Besides, speech is a 

rolling-mill that always thins out the sentiment. 

But at this invention of the rug she asked, “But why?” 

“Why?” He hesitated. “Because I loved you so!” And congratulating himself at having 

surmounted the difficulty, Léon watched her face out of the corner of his eyes. 

It was like the sky when a gust of wind drives the clouds across. The mass of sad thoughts that 

darkened them seemed to be lifted from her blue eyes; her whole face shone. He waited. At last 

she replied— 

“I always suspected it.” 

Then they went over all the trifling events of that far-off existence, whose joys and sorrows 

they had just summed up in one word. They recalled the arbour with clematis, the dresses she 

had worn, the furniture of her room, the whole of her house. 

“And our poor cactuses, where are they?” 

“The cold killed them this winter.” 

“Ah! how I have thought of them, do you know? I often saw them again as of yore, when on 

the summer mornings the sun beat down upon your blinds, and I saw your two bare arms passing 

out amongst the flowers.” 

“Poor friend!” she said, holding out her hand to him. 

Léon swiftly pressed his lips to it. Then, when he had taken a deep breath— 

“At that time you were to me I know not what incomprehensible force that took captive my 

life. Once, for instance, I went to see you; but you, no doubt, do not remember it.” 

“I do,” she said; “go on.” 

“You were downstairs in the ante-room, ready to go out, standing on the last stair; you were 

wearing a bonnet with small blue flowers; and without any invitation from you, in spite of 

myself, I went with you. Every moment, however, I grew more and more conscious of my folly, 

and I went on walking by you, not daring to follow you completely, and unwilling to leave you. 

When you went into a shop, I waited in the street, and I watched you through the window taking 

off your gloves and counting the change on the counter. Then you rang at Madame Tuvache’s; 

you were let in, and I stood like an idiot in front of the great heavy door that had closed after 

you.” 

Madame Bovary, as she listened to him, wondered that she was so old. All these things 

reappearing before her seemed to widen out her life; it was like some sentimental immensity to 

which she returned; and from time to time she said in a low voice, her eyes half closed— 

“Yes, it is true—true—true!” 

They heard eight strike on the different clocks of the Beauvoisine quarter, which is full of 

schools, churches, and large empty hotels. They no longer spoke, but they felt as they looked 



upon each other a buzzing in their heads, as if something sonorous had escaped from the fixed 

eyes of each of them. They were hand in hand now, and the past, the future, reminiscences and 

dreams, all were confounded in the sweetness of this ecstasy. Night was darkening over the 

walls, on which still shone, half hidden in the shade, the coarse colours of four bills representing 

four scenes from the “Tour de Nesle,” with a motto in Spanish and French at the bottom. 

Through the sash-window a patch of dark sky was seen between the pointed roofs. 

She rose to light two wax-candles on the drawers, then she sat down again. 

“Well!” said Léon. 

“Well!” she replied. 

He was thinking how to resume the interrupted conversation, when she said to him— 

“How is it that no one until now has ever expressed such sentiments to me?” 

The clerk said that ideal natures were difficult to understand. He from the first moment had 

loved her, and he despaired when he thought of the happiness that would have been theirs, if 

thanks to fortune, meeting her earlier, they had been indissolubly bound to one another. 

“I have sometimes thought of it,” she went on. 

“What a dream!” murmured Léon. And fingering gently the blue binding of her long white 

sash, he added, “And who prevents us from beginning now?” 

“No, my friend,” she replied; “I am too old; you are too young. Forget me! Others will love 

you; you will love them.” 

“Not as you!” he cried. 

“What a child you are! Come, let us be sensible. I wish it.” 

She showed him the impossibility of their love, and that they must remain, as formerly, on the 

simple terms of a fraternal friendship. 

Was she speaking thus seriously? No doubt Emma did not herself know, quite absorbed as she 

was by the charm of the seduction, and the necessity of defending herself from it; and 

contemplating the young man with a moved look, she gently repulsed the timid caresses that his 

trembling hands attempted. 

“Ah! forgive me!” he cried, drawing back. 

Emma was seized with a vague fear at this shyness, more dangerous to her than the boldness 

of Rodolphe when he advanced to her open-armed. No man had ever seemed to her so beautiful. 

An exquisite candour emanated from his being. He lowered his long fine eyelashes, that curled 

upwards. His cheek, with the soft skin reddened, she thought, with desire of her person, and 

Emma felt an invincible longing to press her lips to it. Then, leaning towards the clock as if to 

see the time— 

“Ah! how late it is!” she said; “how we do chatter!” 

He understood the hint and took up his hat. 

“It has even made me forget the theatre. And poor Bovary has left me here especially for that. 

Monsieur Lormeaux, of the Rue Grand-Pont, was to take me and his wife.” 

And the opportunity was lost, as she was to leave the next day. 

“Really!” said Léon. 

“Yes.” 

“But I must see you again,” he went on. “I wanted to tell you—” 



“What?” 

“Something—important—serious. Oh, no! Besides, you will not go; it is impossible. If you 

should—listen to me. Then you have not understood me; you have not guessed—” 

“Yet you speak plainly,” said Emma. 

“Ah! you can jest. Enough! enough! Oh, for pity’s sake, let me see you once—only once!” 

“Well—” She stopped; then, as if thinking better of it, “Oh, not here!” 

“Where you will.” 

“Will you—” She seemed to reflect; then abruptly, “To-morrow at eleven o’clock in the 

cathedral.” 

“I shall be there,” he cried, seizing her hands, which she disengaged. 

And as they were both standing up, he behind her, and Emma with her head bent, he stooped 

over her and pressed long kisses on her neck. 

“You are mad! Ah! you are mad!” she said, with sounding little laughs, while the kisses 

multiplied. 

Then bending his head over her shoulder, he seemed to beg the consent of her eyes. They fell 

upon him full of an icy dignity. 

Léon stepped back to go out. He stopped on the threshold; then he whispered with a trembling 

voice, “Tomorrow!” 

She answered with a nod, and disappeared like a bird into the next room. 

In the evening Emma wrote the clerk an interminable letter, in which she cancelled the 

rendezvous; all was over; they must not, for the sake of their happiness, meet again. But when 

the letter was finished, as she did not know Léon’s address, she was puzzled. 

“I’ll give it to him myself,” she said; “he will come.” 

The next morning, at the open window, and humming on his balcony, Léon himself varnished 

his pumps with several coatings. He put on white trousers, fine socks, a green coat, emptied all 

the scent he had into his handkerchief, then having had his hair curled, he uncurled it again, in 

order to give it a more natural elegance. 

“It is still too early,” he thought, looking at the hairdresser’s cuckoo-clock, that pointed to the 

hour of nine. He read an old fashion journal, went out, smoked a cigar, walked up three streets, 

thought it was time, and went slowly towards the porch of Notre Dame. 

It was a beautiful summer morning. Silver plate sparkled in the jeweller’s windows, and the 

light falling obliquely on the cathedral made mirrors of the corners of the grey stones; a flock of 

birds fluttered in the grey sky round the trefoil bell-turrets; the square, resounding with cries, was 

fragrant with the flowers that bordered its pavement, roses, jasmines, pinks, narcissi, and tube-

roses, unevenly spaced out between moist grasses, catmint, and chickweed for the birds; the 

fountains gurgled in the centre, and under large umbrellas, amidst melons, piled up in heaps, 

flower-women, bare-headed, were twisting paper round bunches of violets. 

The young man took one. It was the first time that he had bought flowers for a woman, and his 

breast, as he smelt them, swelled with pride, as if this homage that he meant for another had 

recoiled upon himself. 

But he was afraid of being seen; he resolutely entered the church. The beadle, who was just 

then standing on the threshold in the middle of the left doorway, under the “Dancing Marianne,” 



with feather cap, and rapier dangling against his calves, came in, more majestic than a cardinal, 

and as shining as a saint on a holy pyx. 

He came towards Léon, and, with that smile of wheedling benignity assumed by ecclesiastics 

when they question children— 

“The gentleman, no doubt, does not belong to these parts? The gentleman would like to see the 

curiosities of the church?” 

“No!” said the other. 

And he first went round the lower aisles. Then he went out to look at the Place. Emma was not 

coming yet. He went up again to the choir. 

The nave was reflected in the full fonts with the beginning of the arches and some portions of 

the glass windows. But the reflections of the paintings, broken by the marble rim, were continued 

farther on upon the flag-stones, like a many-coloured carpet. The broad daylight from without 

streamed into the church in three enormous rays from the three opened portals. From time to 

time at the upper end a sacristan passed, making the oblique genuflexion of devout persons in a 

hurry. The crystal lustres hung motionless. In the choir a silver lamp was burning, and from the 

side chapels and dark places of the church sometimes rose sounds like sighs, with the clang of a 

closing grating, its echo reverberating under the lofty vault. 

Léon with solemn steps walked along by the walls. Life had never seemed so good to him. She 

would come directly, charming, agitated, looking back at the glances that followed her, and with 

her flounced dress, her gold eyeglass, her thin shoes, with all sorts of elegant trifles that he had 

never enjoyed, and with the ineffable seduction of yielding virtue. The church like a huge 

boudoir spread around her; the arches bent down to gather in the shade the confession of her 

love; the windows shone resplendent to illumine her face, and the censers would burn that she 

might appear like an angel amid the fumes of the sweet-smelling odours. 

But she did not come. He sat down on a chair, and his eyes fell upon a blue stained window 

representing boatmen carrying baskets. He looked at it long, attentively, and he counted the 

scales of the fishes and the button-holes of the doublets, while his thoughts wandered off towards 

Emma. 

The beadle, standing aloof, was inwardly angry at this individual who took the liberty of 

admiring the cathedral by himself. He seemed to him to be conducting himself in a monstrous 

fashion, to be robbing him in a sort, and almost committing sacrilege. 

But a rustle of silk on the flags, the tip of a bonnet, a lined cloak—it was she! Léon rose and 

ran to meet her. 

Emma was pale. She walked fast. 

“Read!” she said, holding out a paper to him. “Oh, no!” 

And she abruptly withdrew her hand to enter the chapel of the Virgin, where, kneeling on a 

chair, she began to pray. 

The young man was irritated at this bigot fancy; then he nevertheless experienced a certain 

charm in seeing her, in the middle of a rendezvous, thus lost in her devotions, like an Andalusian 

marchioness; then he grew bored, for she seemed never coming to an end. 

Emma prayed, or rather strove to pray, hoping that some sudden resolution might descend to 

her from heaven; and to draw down divine aid she filled full her eyes with the splendours of the 



tabernacle. She breathed in the perfumes of the full-blown flowers in the large vases, and 

listened to the stillness of the church, that only heightened the tumult of her heart. 

She rose, and they were about to leave, when the beadle came forward, hurriedly saying— 

“Madame, no doubt, does not belong to these parts? Madame would like to see the curiosities 

of the church?” 

“Oh, no!” cried the clerk. 

“Why not?” said she. For she clung with her expiring virtue to the Virgin, the sculptures, the 

tombs—anything. 

Then, in order to proceed “by rule,” the beadle conducted them right to the entrance near the 

square, where, pointing out with his cane a large circle of block-stones without inscription or 

carving— 

“This,” he said majestically, “is the circumference of the beautiful bell of Ambroise. It 

weighed forty thousand pounds. There was not its equal in all Europe. The workman who cast it 

died of the joy—” 

“Let us go on,” said Léon. 

The old fellow started off again; then, having got back to the chapel of the Virgin, he stretched 

forth his arm with an all-embracing gesture of demonstration, and, prouder than a country squire 

showing you his espaliers, went on— 

“This simple stone covers Pierre de Breze, lord of Varenne and of Brissac, grand marshal of 

Poitou, and governor of Normandy, who died at the battle of Montlhery on the 16th of July, 

1465.” 

Léon bit his lips, fuming. 

“And on the right, this gentleman all encased in iron, on the prancing horse, is his grandson, 

Louis de Breze, lord of Breval and of Montchauvet, Count de Maulevrier, Baron de Mauny, 

chamberlain to the king, Knight of the Order, and also governor of Normandy; died on the 23rd 

of July, 1531—a Sunday, as the inscription specifies; and below, this figure, about to descend 

into the tomb, portrays the same person. It is not possible, is it, to see a more perfect 

representation of annihilation?” 

Madame Bovary put up her eyeglasses. Léon, motionless, looked at her, no longer even 

attempting to speak a single word, to make a gesture, so discouraged was he at this two-fold 

obstinacy of gossip and indifference. 

The everlasting guide went on— 

“Near him, this kneeling woman who weeps is his spouse, Diane de Poitiers, Countess de 

Breze, Duchess de Valentinois, born in 1499, died in 1566, and to the left, the one with the child 

is the Holy Virgin. Now turn to this side; here are the tombs of the Ambroise. They were both 

cardinals and archbishops of Rouen. That one was minister under Louis XII. He did a great deal 

for the cathedral. In his will he left thirty thousand gold crowns for the poor.” 

And without stopping, still talking, he pushed them into a chapel full of balustrades, some put 

away, and disclosed a kind of block that certainly might once have been an ill-made statue. 

“Truly,” he said with a groan, “it adorned the tomb of Richard Coeur de Lion, King of 

England and Duke of Normandy. It was the Calvinists, sir, who reduced it to this condition. They 

had buried it for spite in the earth, under the episcopal seat of Monsignor. See! this is the door by 

which Monsignor passes to his house. Let us pass on quickly to see the gargoyle windows.” 



But Léon hastily took some silver from his pocket and seized Emma’s arm. The beadle stood 

dumfounded, not able to understand this untimely munificence when there were still so many 

things for the stranger to see. So calling him back, he cried— 

“Sir! sir! The steeple! the steeple!” 

“No, thank you!” said Léon. 

“You are wrong, sir! It is four hundred and forty feet high, nine less than the great pyramid of 

Egypt. It is all cast; it—” 

Léon was fleeing, for it seemed to him that his love, that for nearly two hours now had become 

petrified in the church like the stones, would vanish like a vapour through that sort of truncated 

funnel, of oblong cage, of open chimney that rises so grotesquely from the cathedral like the 

extravagant attempt of some fantastic brazier. 

“But where are we going?” she said. 

Making no answer, he walked on with a rapid step; and Madame Bovary was already, dipping 

her finger in the holy water when behind them they heard a panting breath interrupted by the 

regular sound of a cane. Léon turned back. 

“Sir!” 

“What is it?” 

And he recognised the beadle, holding under his arms and balancing against his stomach some 

twenty large sewn volumes. They were works “which treated of the cathedral.” 

“Idiot!” growled Léon, rushing out of the church. 

A lad was playing about the close. 

“Go and get me a cab!” 

The child bounded off like a ball by the Rue Quatre-Vents; then they were alone a few 

minutes, face to face, and a little embarrassed. 

“Ah! Léon! Really—I don’t know—if I ought,” she whispered. Then with a more serious air, 

“Do you know, it is very improper—” 

“How so?” replied the clerk. “It is done at Paris.” 

And that, as an irresistible argument, decided her. 

Still the cab did not come. Léon was afraid she might go back into the church. At last the cab 

appeared. 

“At all events, go out by the north porch,” cried the beadle, who was left alone on the 

threshold, “so as to see the Resurrection, the Last Judgment, Paradise, King David, and the 

Condemned in Hell-flames.” 

“Where to, sir?” asked the coachman. 

“Where you like,” said Léon, forcing Emma into the cab. 

And the lumbering machine set out. It went down the Rue Grand-Pont, crossed the Place des 

Arts, the Quai Napoleon, the Pont Neuf, and stopped short before the statue of Pierre Corneille. 

“Go on,” cried a voice that came from within. 

The cab went on again, and as soon as it reached the Carrefour Lafayette, set off down-hill, 

and entered the station at a gallop. 

“No, straight on!” cried the same voice. 



The cab came out by the gate, and soon having reached the Cours, trotted quietly beneath the 

elm-trees. The coachman wiped his brow, put his leather hat between his knees, and drove his 

carriage beyond the side alley by the meadow to the margin of the waters. 

It went along by the river, along the towing-path paved with sharp pebbles, and for a long 

while in the direction of Oyssel, beyond the isles. 

But suddenly it turned with a dash across Quatremares, Sotteville, La Grande-Chaussee, the 

Rue d’Elbeuf, and made its third halt in front of the Jardin des Plantes. 

“Get on, will you?” cried the voice more furiously. 

And at once resuming its course, it passed by Saint-Sever, by the Quai’des Curandiers, the 

Quai aux Meules, once more over the bridge, by the Place du Champ de Mars, and behind the 

hospital gardens, where old men in black coats were walking in the sun along the terrace all 

green with ivy. It went up the Boulevard Bouvreuil, along the Boulevard Cauchoise, then the 

whole of Mont-Riboudet to the Deville hills. 

It came back; and then, without any fixed plan or direction, wandered about at hazard. The cab 

was seen at Saint-Pol, at Lescure, at Mont Gargan, at La Rougue-Marc and Place du 

Gaillardbois; in the Rue Maladrerie, Rue Dinanderie, before Saint-Romain, Saint-Vivien, Saint-

Maclou, Saint-Nicaise—in front of the Customs, at the “Vieille Tour,” the “Trois Pipes,” and the 

Monumental Cemetery. From time to time the coachman, on his box cast despairing eyes at the 

public-houses. He could not understand what furious desire for locomotion urged these 

individuals never to wish to stop. He tried to now and then, and at once exclamations of anger 

burst forth behind him. Then he lashed his perspiring jades afresh, but indifferent to their jolting, 

running up against things here and there, not caring if he did, demoralised, and almost weeping 

with thirst, fatigue, and depression. 

And on the harbour, in the midst of the drays and casks, and in the streets, at the corners, the 

good folk opened large wonder-stricken eyes at this sight, so extraordinary in the provinces, a 

cab with blinds drawn, and which appeared thus constantly shut more closely than a tomb, and 

tossing about like a vessel. 

Once in the middle of the day, in the open country, just as the sun beat most fiercely against 

the old plated lanterns, a bared hand passed beneath the small blinds of yellow canvas, and threw 

out some scraps of paper that scattered in the wind, and farther off lighted like white butterflies 

on a field of red clover all in bloom. 

At about six o’clock the carriage stopped in a back street of the Beauvoisine Quarter, and a 

woman got out, who walked with her veil down, and without turning her head. 

  



Chapter Two 

On reaching the inn, Madame Bovary was surprised not to see the diligence. Hivert, who had 

waited for her fifty-three minutes, had at last started. 

Yet nothing forced her to go; but she had given her word that she would return that same 

evening. Moreover, Charles expected her, and in her heart she felt already that cowardly docility 

that is for some women at once the chastisement and atonement of adultery. 

She packed her box quickly, paid her bill, took a cab in the yard, hurrying on the driver, urging 

him on, every moment inquiring about the time and the miles traversed. He succeeded in 

catching up the “Hirondelle” as it neared the first houses of Quincampoix. 

Hardly was she seated in her corner than she closed her eyes, and opened them at the foot of 

the hill, when from afar she recognised Félicité, who was on the lookout in front of the farrier’s 

shop. Hivert pulled in his horses and, the servant, climbing up to the window, said 

mysteriously— 

“Madame, you must go at once to Monsieur Homais. It’s for something important.” 

The village was silent as usual. At the corner of the streets were small pink heaps that smoked 

in the air, for this was the time for jam-making, and everyone at Yonville prepared his supply on 

the same day. But in front of the chemist’s shop one might admire a far larger heap, and that 

surpassed the others with the superiority that a laboratory must have over ordinary stores, a 

general need over individual fancy. 

She went in. The large arm-chair was upset, and even the “Fanal de Rouen” lay on the ground, 

outspread between two pestles. She pushed open the lobby door, and in the middle of the 

kitchen, amid brown jars full of picked currants, of powdered sugar and lump sugar, of the scales 

on the table, and of the pans on the fire, she saw all the Homais, small and large, with aprons 

reaching to their chins, and with forks in their hands. Justin was standing up with bowed head, 

and the chemist was screaming— 

“Who told you to go and fetch it in the Capharnaum.” 

“What is it? What is the matter?” 

“What is it?” replied the druggist. “We are making preserves; they are simmering; but they 

were about to boil over, because there is too much juice, and I ordered another pan. Then he, 

from indolence, from laziness, went and took, hanging on its nail in my laboratory, the key of the 

Capharnaum.” 

It was thus the druggist called a small room under the leads, full of the utensils and the goods 

of his trade. He often spent long hours there alone, labelling, decanting, and doing up again; and 

he looked upon it not as a simple store, but as a veritable sanctuary, whence there afterwards 

issued, elaborated by his hands, all sorts of pills, boluses, infusions, lotions, and potions, that 

would bear far and wide his celebrity. No one in the world set foot there, and he respected it so, 

that he swept it himself. Finally, if the pharmacy, open to all comers, was the spot where he 

displayed his pride, the Capharnaum was the refuge where, egoistically concentrating himself, 

Homais delighted in the exercise of his predilections, so that Justin’s thoughtlessness seemed to 

him a monstrous piece of irreverence, and, redder than the currants, he repeated— 

“Yes, from the Capharnaum! The key that locks up the acids and caustic alkalies! To go and 

get a spare pan! a pan with a lid! and that I shall perhaps never use! Everything is of importance 

in the delicate operations of our art! But, devil take it! one must make distinctions, and not 



employ for almost domestic purposes that which is meant for pharmaceutical! It is as if one were 

to carve a fowl with a scalpel; as if a magistrate—” 

“Now be calm,” said Madame Homais. 

And Athalie, pulling at his coat, cried “Papa! papa!” 

“No, let me alone,” went on the druggist “let me alone, hang it! My word! One might as well 

set up for a grocer. That’s it! go it! respect nothing! break, smash, let loose the leeches, burn the 

mallow-paste, pickle the gherkins in the window jars, tear up the bandages!” 

“I thought you had—” said Emma. 

“Presently! Do you know to what you exposed yourself? Didn’t you see anything in the 

corner, on the left, on the third shelf? Speak, answer, articulate something.” 

“I—don’t—know,” stammered the young fellow. 

“Ah! you don’t know! Well, then, I do know! You saw a bottle of blue glass, sealed with 

yellow wax, that contains a white powder, on which I have even written ‘Dangerous!’ And do 

you know what is in it? Arsenic! And you go and touch it! You take a pan that was next to it!” 

“Next to it!” cried Madame Homais, clasping her hands. “Arsenic! You might have poisoned 

us all.” 

And the children began howling as if they already had frightful pains in their entrails. 

“Or poison a patient!” continued the druggist. “Do you want to see me in the prisoner’s dock 

with criminals, in a court of justice? To see me dragged to the scaffold? Don’t you know what 

care I take in managing things, although I am so thoroughly used to it? Often I am horrified 

myself when I think of my responsibility; for the Government persecutes us, and the absurd 

legislation that rules us is a veritable Damocles’ sword over our heads.” 

Emma no longer dreamed of asking what they wanted her for, and the druggist went on in 

breathless phrases— 

“That is your return for all the kindness we have shown you! That is how you recompense me 

for the really paternal care that I lavish on you! For without me where would you be? What 

would you be doing? Who provides you with food, education, clothes, and all the means of 

figuring one day with honour in the ranks of society? But you must pull hard at the oar if you’re 

to do that, and get, as, people say, callosities upon your hands. Fabricando fit faber, age quod 

agis.”[18] 

[18] The worker lives by working, do what he will. 

He was so exasperated he quoted Latin. He would have quoted Chinese or Greenlandish had 

he known those two languages, for he was in one of those crises in which the whole soul shows 

indistinctly what it contains, like the ocean, which, in the storm, opens itself from the seaweeds 

on its shores down to the sands of its abysses. 

And he went on— 

“I am beginning to repent terribly of having taken you up! I should certainly have done better 

to have left you to rot in your poverty and the dirt in which you were born. Oh, you’ll never be 

fit for anything but to herd animals with horns! You have no aptitude for science! You hardly 

know how to stick on a label! And there you are, dwelling with me snug as a parson, living in 

clover, taking your ease!” 



But Emma, turning to Madame Homais, “I was told to come here—” 

“Oh, dear me!” interrupted the good woman, with a sad air, “how am I to tell you? It is a 

misfortune!” 

She could not finish, the druggist was thundering—“Empty it! Clean it! Take it back! Be 

quick!” 

And seizing Justin by the collar of his blouse, he shook a book out of his pocket. The lad 

stooped, but Homais was the quicker, and, having picked up the volume, contemplated it with 

staring eyes and open mouth. 

“CONJUGAL—LOVE!” he said, slowly separating the two words. “Ah! very good! very 

good! very pretty! And illustrations! Oh, this is too much!” 

Madame Homais came forward. 

“No, do not touch it!” 

The children wanted to look at the pictures. 

“Leave the room,” he said imperiously; and they went out. 

First he walked up and down with the open volume in his hand, rolling his eyes, choking, 

tumid, apoplectic. Then he came straight to his pupil, and, planting himself in front of him with 

crossed arms— 

“Have you every vice, then, little wretch? Take care! you are on a downward path. Did not 

you reflect that this infamous book might fall in the hands of my children, kindle a spark in their 

minds, tarnish the purity of Athalie, corrupt Napoleon. He is already formed like a man. Are you 

quite sure, anyhow, that they have not read it? Can you certify to me—” 

“But really, sir,” said Emma, “you wished to tell me—” 

“Ah, yes! madame. Your father-in-law is dead.” 

In fact, Monsieur Bovary senior had expired the evening before suddenly from an attack of 

apoplexy as he got up from table, and by way of greater precaution, on account of Emma’s 

sensibility, Charles had begged Homais to break the horrible news to her gradually. Homais had 

thought over his speech; he had rounded, polished it, made it rhythmical; it was a masterpiece of 

prudence and transitions, of subtle turns and delicacy; but anger had got the better of rhetoric. 

Emma, giving up all chance of hearing any details, left the pharmacy; for Monsieur Homais 

had taken up the thread of his vituperations. However, he was growing calmer, and was now 

grumbling in a paternal tone whilst he fanned himself with his skull-cap. 

“It is not that I entirely disapprove of the work. Its author was a doctor! There are certain 

scientific points in it that it is not ill a man should know, and I would even venture to say that a 

man must know. But later—later! At any rate, not till you are man yourself and your 

temperament is formed.” 

When Emma knocked at the door. Charles, who was waiting for her, came forward with open 

arms and said to her with tears in his voice— 

“Ah! my dear!” 

And he bent over her gently to kiss her. But at the contact of his lips the memory of the other 

seized her, and she passed her hand over her face shuddering. 

But she made answer, “Yes, I know, I know!” 



He showed her the letter in which his mother told the event without any sentimental hypocrisy. 

She only regretted her husband had not received the consolations of religion, as he had died at 

Daudeville, in the street, at the door of a cafe after a patriotic dinner with some ex-officers. 

Emma gave him back the letter; then at dinner, for appearance’s sake, she affected a certain 

repugnance. But as he urged her to try, she resolutely began eating, while Charles opposite her 

sat motionless in a dejected attitude. 

Now and then he raised his head and gave her a long look full of distress. Once he sighed, “I 

should have liked to see him again!” 

She was silent. At last, understanding that she must say something, “How old was your 

father?” she asked. 

“Fifty-eight.” 

“Ah!” 

And that was all. 

A quarter of an hour after he added, “My poor mother! what will become of her now?” 

She made a gesture that signified she did not know. Seeing her so taciturn, Charles imagined 

her much affected, and forced himself to say nothing, not to reawaken this sorrow which moved 

him. And, shaking off his own— 

“Did you enjoy yourself yesterday?” he asked. 

“Yes.” 

When the cloth was removed, Bovary did not rise, nor did Emma; and as she looked at him, 

the monotony of the spectacle drove little by little all pity from her heart. He seemed to her 

paltry, weak, a cipher—in a word, a poor thing in every way. How to get rid of him? What an 

interminable evening! Something stupefying like the fumes of opium seized her. 

They heard in the passage the sharp noise of a wooden leg on the boards. It was Hippolyte 

bringing back Emma’s luggage. In order to put it down he described painfully a quarter of a 

circle with his stump. 

“He doesn’t even remember any more about it,” she thought, looking at the poor devil, whose 

coarse red hair was wet with perspiration. 

Bovary was searching at the bottom of his purse for a centime, and without appearing to 

understand all there was of humiliation for him in the mere presence of this man, who stood there 

like a personified reproach to his incurable incapacity. 

“Hallo! you’ve a pretty bouquet,” he said, noticing Léon’s violets on the chimney. 

“Yes,” she replied indifferently; “it’s a bouquet I bought just now from a beggar.” 

Charles picked up the flowers, and freshening his eyes, red with tears, against them, smelt 

them delicately. 

She took them quickly from his hand and put them in a glass of water. 

The next day Madame Bovary senior arrived. She and her son wept much. Emma, on the 

pretext of giving orders, disappeared. The following day they had a talk over the mourning. They 

went and sat down with their workboxes by the waterside under the arbour. 

Charles was thinking of his father, and was surprised to feel so much affection for this man, 

whom till then he had thought he cared little about. Madame Bovary senior was thinking of her 

husband. The worst days of the past seemed enviable to her. All was forgotten beneath the 



instinctive regret of such a long habit, and from time to time whilst she sewed, a big tear rolled 

along her nose and hung suspended there a moment. Emma was thinking that it was scarcely 

forty-eight hours since they had been together, far from the world, all in a frenzy of joy, and not 

having eyes enough to gaze upon each other. She tried to recall the slightest details of that past 

day. But the presence of her husband and mother-in-law worried her. She would have liked to 

hear nothing, to see nothing, so as not to disturb the meditation on her love, that, do what she 

would, became lost in external sensations. 

She was unpicking the lining of a dress, and the strips were scattered around her. Madame 

Bovary senior was plying her scissor without looking up, and Charles, in his list slippers and his 

old brown surtout that he used as a dressing-gown, sat with both hands in his pockets, and did 

not speak either; near them Berthe, in a little white pinafore, was raking sand in the walks with 

her spade. Suddenly she saw Monsieur Lheureux, the linendraper, come in through the gate. 

He came to offer his services “under the sad circumstances.” Emma answered that she thought 

she could do without. The shopkeeper was not to be beaten. 

“I beg your pardon,” he said, “but I should like to have a private talk with you.” Then in a low 

voice, “It’s about that affair—you know.” 

Charles crimsoned to his ears. “Oh, yes! certainly.” And in his confusion, turning to his wife, 

“Couldn’t you, my darling?” 

She seemed to understand him, for she rose; and Charles said to his mother, “It is nothing 

particular. No doubt, some household trifle.” He did not want her to know the story of the bill, 

fearing her reproaches. 

As soon as they were alone, Monsieur Lheureux in sufficiently clear terms began to 

congratulate Emma on the inheritance, then to talk of indifferent matters, of the espaliers, of the 

harvest, and of his own health, which was always so-so, always having ups and downs. In fact, 

he had to work devilish hard, although he didn’t make enough, in spite of all people said, to find 

butter for his bread. 

Emma let him talk on. She had bored herself so prodigiously the last two days. 

“And so you’re quite well again?” he went on. “Ma foi! I saw your husband in a sad state. 

He’s a good fellow, though we did have a little misunderstanding.” 

She asked what misunderstanding, for Charles had said nothing of the dispute about the goods 

supplied to her. 

“Why, you know well enough,” cried Lheureux. “It was about your little fancies—the 

travelling trunks.” 

He had drawn his hat over his eyes, and, with his hands behind his back, smiling and 

whistling, he looked straight at her in an unbearable manner. Did he suspect anything? 

She was lost in all kinds of apprehensions. At last, however, he went on— 

“We made it up, all the same, and I’ve come again to propose another arrangement.” 

This was to renew the bill Bovary had signed. The doctor, of course, would do as he pleased; 

he was not to trouble himself, especially just now, when he would have a lot of worry. “And he 

would do better to give it over to someone else—to you, for example. With a power of attorney it 

could be easily managed, and then we (you and I) would have our little business transactions 

together.” 



She did not understand. He was silent. Then, passing to his trade, Lheureux declared that 

madame must require something. He would send her a black barege, twelve yards, just enough to 

make a gown. 

“The one you’ve on is good enough for the house, but you want another for calls. I saw that 

the very moment that I came in. I’ve the eye of an American!” 

He did not send the stuff; he brought it. Then he came again to measure it; he came again on 

other pretexts, always trying to make himself agreeable, useful, “enfeoffing himself,” as Homais 

would have said, and always dropping some hint to Emma about the power of attorney. He never 

mentioned the bill; she did not think of it. Charles, at the beginning of her convalescence, had 

certainly said something about it to her, but so many emotions had passed through her head that 

she no longer remembered it. Besides, she took care not to talk of any money questions. Madame 

Bovary seemed surprised at this, and attributed the change in her ways to the religious sentiments 

she had contracted during her illness. 

But as soon as she was gone, Emma greatly astounded Bovary by her practical good sense. It 

would be necessary to make inquiries, to look into mortgages, and see if there were any occasion 

for a sale by auction or a liquidation. She quoted technical terms casually, pronounced the grand 

words of order, the future, foresight, and constantly exaggerated the difficulties of settling his 

father’s affairs so much, that at last one day she showed him the rough draft of a power of 

attorney to manage and administer his business, arrange all loans, sign and endorse all bills, pay 

all sums, etc. She had profited by Lheureux’s lessons. Charles naively asked her where this paper 

came from. 

“Monsieur Guillaumin”; and with the utmost coolness she added, “I don’t trust him overmuch. 

Notaries have such a bad reputation. Perhaps we ought to consult—we only know—no one.” 

“Unless Léon—” replied Charles, who was reflecting. But it was difficult to explain matters 

by letter. Then she offered to make the journey, but he thanked her. She insisted. It was quite a 

contest of mutual consideration. At last she cried with affected waywardness— 

“No, I will go!” 

“How good you are!” he said, kissing her forehead. 

The next morning she set out in the “Hirondelle” to go to Rouen to consult Monsieur Léon, 

and she stayed there three days. 

  



Chapter Three 

They were three full, exquisite days—a true honeymoon. They were at the Hotel-de-Boulogne, 

on the harbour; and they lived there, with drawn blinds and closed doors, with flowers on the 

floor, and iced syrups were brought them early in the morning. 

Towards evening they took a covered boat and went to dine on one of the islands. It was the 

time when one hears by the side of the dockyard the caulking-mallets sounding against the hull 

of vessels. The smoke of the tar rose up between the trees; there were large fatty drops on the 

water, undulating in the purple colour of the sun, like floating plaques of Florentine bronze. 

They rowed down in the midst of moored boats, whose long oblique cables grazed lightly 

against the bottom of the boat. The din of the town gradually grew distant; the rolling of 

carriages, the tumult of voices, the yelping of dogs on the decks of vessels. She took off her 

bonnet, and they landed on their island. 

They sat down in the low-ceilinged room of a tavern, at whose door hung black nets. They ate 

fried smelts, cream and cherries. They lay down upon the grass; they kissed behind the poplars; 

and they would fain, like two Robinsons, have lived for ever in this little place, which seemed to 

them in their beatitude the most magnificent on earth. It was not the first time that they had seen 

trees, a blue sky, meadows; that they had heard the water flowing and the wind blowing in the 

leaves; but, no doubt, they had never admired all this, as if Nature had not existed before, or had 

only begun to be beautiful since the gratification of their desires. 

At night they returned. The boat glided along the shores of the islands. They sat at the bottom, 

both hidden by the shade, in silence. The square oars rang in the iron thwarts, and, in the 

stillness, seemed to mark time, like the beating of a metronome, while at the stern the rudder that 

trailed behind never ceased its gentle splash against the water. 

Once the moon rose; they did not fail to make fine phrases, finding the orb melancholy and 

full of poetry. She even began to sing— 

“One night, do you remember, we were sailing,” etc. 

Her musical but weak voice died away along the waves, and the winds carried off the trills that 

Léon heard pass like the flapping of wings about him. 

She was opposite him, leaning against the partition of the shallop, through one of whose raised 

blinds the moon streamed in. Her black dress, whose drapery spread out like a fan, made her 

seem more slender, taller. Her head was raised, her hands clasped, her eyes turned towards 

heaven. At times the shadow of the willows hid her completely; then she reappeared suddenly, 

like a vision in the moonlight. 

Léon, on the floor by her side, found under his hand a ribbon of scarlet silk. The boatman 

looked at it, and at last said— 

“Perhaps it belongs to the party I took out the other day. A lot of jolly folk, gentlemen and 

ladies, with cakes, champagne, cornets—everything in style! There was one especially, a tall 

handsome man with small moustaches, who was that funny! And they all kept saying, ‘Now tell 

us something, Adolphe—Dolpe,’ I think.” 

She shivered. 

“You are in pain?” asked Léon, coming closer to her. 

“Oh, it’s nothing! No doubt, it is only the night air.” 



“And who doesn’t want for women, either,” softly added the sailor, thinking he was paying the 

stranger a compliment. 

Then, spitting on his hands, he took the oars again. 

Yet they had to part. The adieux were sad. He was to send his letters to Mere Rollet, and she 

gave him such precise instructions about a double envelope that he admired greatly her amorous 

astuteness. 

“So you can assure me it is all right?” she said with her last kiss. 

“Yes, certainly.” 

“But why,” he thought afterwards as he came back through the streets alone, “is she so very 

anxious to get this power of attorney?” 

  



Chapter Four 

Léon soon put on an air of superiority before his comrades, avoided their company, and 

completely neglected his work. 

He waited for her letters; he re-read them; he wrote to her. He called her to mind with all the 

strength of his desires and of his memories. Instead of lessening with absence, this longing to see 

her again grew, so that at last on Saturday morning he escaped from his office. 

When, from the summit of the hill, he saw in the valley below the church-spire with its tin flag 

swinging in the wind, he felt that delight mingled with triumphant vanity and egoistic tenderness 

that millionaires must experience when they come back to their native village. 

He went rambling round her house. A light was burning in the kitchen. He watched for her 

shadow behind the curtains, but nothing appeared. 

Mere Lefrancois, when she saw him, uttered many exclamations. She thought he “had grown 

and was thinner,” while Artémise, on the contrary, thought him stouter and darker. 

He dined in the little room as of yore, but alone, without the tax-gatherer; for Binet, tired of 

waiting for the “Hirondelle,” had definitely put forward his meal one hour, and now he dined 

punctually at five, and yet he declared usually the rickety old concern “was late.” 

Léon, however, made up his mind, and knocked at the doctor’s door. Madame was in her 

room, and did not come down for a quarter of an hour. The doctor seemed delighted to see him, 

but he never stirred out that evening, nor all the next day. 

He saw her alone in the evening, very late, behind the garden in the lane; in the lane, as she 

had the other one! It was a stormy night, and they talked under an umbrella by lightning flashes. 

Their separation was becoming intolerable. “I would rather die!” said Emma. She was 

writhing in his arms, weeping. “Adieu! adieu! When shall I see you again?” 

They came back again to embrace once more, and it was then that she promised him to find 

soon, by no matter what means, a regular opportunity for seeing one another in freedom at least 

once a week. Emma never doubted she should be able to do this. Besides, she was full of hope. 

Some money was coming to her. 

On the strength of it she bought a pair of yellow curtains with large stripes for her room, 

whose cheapness Monsieur Lheureux had commended; she dreamed of getting a carpet, and 

Lheureux, declaring that it wasn’t “drinking the sea,” politely undertook to supply her with one. 

She could no longer do without his services. Twenty times a day she sent for him, and he at once 

put by his business without a murmur. People could not understand either why Mere Rollet 

breakfasted with her every day, and even paid her private visits. 

It was about this time, that is to say, the beginning of winter, that she seemed seized with great 

musical fervour. 

One evening when Charles was listening to her, she began the same piece four times over, 

each time with much vexation, while he, not noticing any difference, cried— 

“Bravo! very goodl You are wrong to stop. Go on!” 

“Oh, no; it is execrable! My fingers are quite rusty.” 

The next day he begged her to play him something again. 

“Very well; to please you!” 



And Charles confessed she had gone off a little. She played wrong notes and blundered; then, 

stopping short— 

“Ah! it is no use. I ought to take some lessons; but—” She bit her lips and added, “Twenty 

francs a lesson, that’s too dear!” 

“Yes, so it is—rather,” said Charles, giggling stupidly. “But it seems to me that one might be 

able to do it for less; for there are artists of no reputation, and who are often better than the 

celebrities.” 

“Find them!” said Emma. 

The next day when he came home he looked at her shyly, and at last could no longer keep 

back the words. 

“How obstinate you are sometimes! I went to Barfucheres to-day. Well, Madame Liegard 

assured me that her three young ladies who are at La Misericorde have lessons at fifty sous 

apiece, and that from an excellent mistress!” 

She shrugged her shoulders and did not open her piano again. But when she passed by it (if 

Bovary were there), she sighed— 

“Ah! my poor piano!” 

And when anyone came to see her, she did not fail to inform them she had given up music, 

and could not begin again now for important reasons. Then people commiserated her— 

“What a pity! she had so much talent!” 

They even spoke to Bovary about it. They put him to shame, and especially the chemist. 

“You are wrong. One should never let any of the faculties of nature lie fallow. Besides, just 

think, my good friend, that by inducing madame to study; you are economising on the 

subsequent musical education of your child. For my own part, I think that mothers ought 

themselves to instruct their children. That is an idea of Rousseau’s, still rather new perhaps, but 

that will end by triumphing, I am certain of it, like mothers nursing their own children and 

vaccination.” 

So Charles returned once more to this question of the piano. Emma replied bitterly that it 

would be better to sell it. This poor piano, that had given her vanity so much satisfaction—to see 

it go was to Bovary like the indefinable suicide of a part of herself. 

“If you liked,” he said, “a lesson from time to time, that wouldn’t after all be very ruinous.” 

“But lessons,” she replied, “are only of use when followed up.” 

And thus it was she set about obtaining her husband’s permission to go to town once a week to 

see her lover. At the end of a month she was even considered to have made considerable 

progress. 

  



Chapter Five 

She went on Thursdays. She got up and dressed silently, in order not to awaken Charles, who 

would have made remarks about her getting ready too early. Next she walked up and down, went 

to the windows, and looked out at the Place. The early dawn was broadening between the pillars 

of the market, and the chemist’s shop, with the shutters still up, showed in the pale light of the 

dawn the large letters of his signboard. 

When the clock pointed to a quarter past seven, she went off to the “Lion d’Or,” whose door 

Artémise opened yawning. The girl then made up the coals covered by the cinders, and Emma 

remained alone in the kitchen. Now and again she went out. Hivert was leisurely harnessing his 

horses, listening, moreover, to Mere Lefrancois, who, passing her head and nightcap through a 

grating, was charging him with commissions and giving him explanations that would have 

confused anyone else. Emma kept beating the soles of her boots against the pavement of the 

yard. 

At last, when he had eaten his soup, put on his cloak, lighted his pipe, and grasped his whip, 

he calmly installed himself on his seat. 

The “Hirondelle” started at a slow trot, and for about a mile stopped here and there to pick up 

passengers who waited for it, standing at the border of the road, in front of their yard gates. 

Those who had secured seats the evening before kept it waiting; some even were still in bed in 

their houses. Hivert called, shouted, swore; then he got down from his seat and went and 

knocked loudly at the doors. The wind blew through the cracked windows. 

The four seats, however, filled up. The carriage rolled off; rows of apple-trees followed one 

upon another, and the road between its two long ditches, full of yellow water, rose, constantly 

narrowing towards the horizon. 

Emma knew it from end to end; she knew that after a meadow there was a sign-post, next an 

elm, a barn, or the hut of a lime-kiln tender. Sometimes even, in the hope of getting some 

surprise, she shut her eyes, but she never lost the clear perception of the distance to be traversed. 

At last the brick houses began to follow one another more closely, the earth resounded beneath 

the wheels, the “Hirondelle” glided between the gardens, where through an opening one saw 

statues, a periwinkle plant, clipped yews, and a swing. Then on a sudden the town appeared. 

Sloping down like an amphitheatre, and drowned in the fog, it widened out beyond the bridges 

confusedly. Then the open country spread away with a monotonous movement till it touched in 

the distance the vague line of the pale sky. Seen thus from above, the whole landscape looked 

immovable as a picture; the anchored ships were massed in one corner, the river curved round 

the foot of the green hills, and the isles, oblique in shape, lay on the water, like large, motionless, 

black fishes. The factory chimneys belched forth immense brown fumes that were blown away at 

the top. One heard the rumbling of the foundries, together with the clear chimes of the churches 

that stood out in the mist. The leafless trees on the boulevards made violet thickets in the midst 

of the houses, and the roofs, all shining with the rain, threw back unequal reflections, according 

to the height of the quarters in which they were. Sometimes a gust of wind drove the clouds 

towards the Saint Catherine hills, like aerial waves that broke silently against a cliff. 

A giddiness seemed to her to detach itself from this mass of existence, and her heart swelled as 

if the hundred and twenty thousand souls that palpitated there had all at once sent into it the 

vapour of the passions she fancied theirs. Her love grew in the presence of this vastness, and 

expanded with tumult to the vague murmurings that rose towards her. She poured it out upon the 



square, on the walks, on the streets, and the old Norman city outspread before her eyes as an 

enormous capital, as a Babylon into which she was entering. She leant with both hands against 

the window, drinking in the breeze; the three horses galloped, the stones grated in the mud, the 

diligence rocked, and Hivert, from afar, hailed the carts on the road, while the bourgeois who had 

spent the night at the Guillaume woods came quietly down the hill in their little family carriages. 

They stopped at the barrier; Emma undid her overshoes, put on other gloves, rearranged her 

shawl, and some twenty paces farther she got down from the “Hirondelle.” 

The town was then awakening. Shop-boys in caps were cleaning up the shop-fronts, and 

women with baskets against their hips, at intervals uttered sonorous cries at the corners of streets. 

She walked with downcast eyes, close to the walls, and smiling with pleasure under her lowered 

black veil. 

For fear of being seen, she did not usually take the most direct road. She plunged into dark 

alleys, and, all perspiring, reached the bottom of the Rue Nationale, near the fountain that stands 

there. It is the quarter for theatres, public-houses, and whores. Often a cart would pass near her, 

bearing some shaking scenery. Waiters in aprons were sprinkling sand on the flagstones between 

green shrubs. It all smelt of absinthe, cigars, and oysters. 

She turned down a street; she recognised him by his curling hair that escaped from beneath his 

hat. 

Léon walked along the pavement. She followed him to the hotel. He went up, opened the door, 

entered—What an embrace! 

Then, after the kisses, the words gushed forth. They told each other the sorrows of the week, 

the presentiments, the anxiety for the letters; but now everything was forgotten; they gazed into 

each other’s faces with voluptuous laughs, and tender names. 

The bed was large, of mahogany, in the shape of a boat. The curtains were in red levantine, 

that hung from the ceiling and bulged out too much towards the bell-shaped bedside; and nothing 

in the world was so lovely as her brown head and white skin standing out against this purple 

colour, when, with a movement of shame, she crossed her bare arms, hiding her face in her 

hands. 

The warm room, with its discreet carpet, its gay ornaments, and its calm light, seemed made 

for the intimacies of passion. The curtain-rods, ending in arrows, their brass pegs, and the great 

balls of the fire-dogs shone suddenly when the sun came in. On the chimney between the 

candelabra there were two of those pink shells in which one hears the murmur of the sea if one 

holds them to the ear. 

How they loved that dear room, so full of gaiety, despite its rather faded splendour! They 

always found the furniture in the same place, and sometimes hairpins, that she had forgotten the 

Thursday before, under the pedestal of the clock. They lunched by the fireside on a little round 

table, inlaid with rosewood. Emma carved, put bits on his plate with all sorts of coquettish ways, 

and she laughed with a sonorous and libertine laugh when the froth of the champagne ran over 

from the glass to the rings on her fingers. They were so completely lost in the possession of each 

other that they thought themselves in their own house, and that they would live there till death, 

like two spouses eternally young. They said “our room,” “our carpet,” she even said “my 

slippers,” a gift of Léon’s, a whim she had had. They were pink satin, bordered with swansdown. 

When she sat on his knees, her leg, then too short, hung in the air, and the dainty shoe, that had 

no back to it, was held only by the toes to her bare foot. 



He for the first time enjoyed the inexpressible delicacy of feminine refinements. He had never 

met this grace of language, this reserve of clothing, these poses of the weary dove. He admired 

the exaltation of her soul and the lace on her petticoat. Besides, was she not “a lady” and a 

married woman—a real mistress, in fine? 

By the diversity of her humour, in turn mystical or mirthful, talkative, taciturn, passionate, 

careless, she awakened in him a thousand desires, called up instincts or memories. She was the 

mistress of all the novels, the heroine of all the dramas, the vague “she” of all the volumes of 

verse. He found again on her shoulder the amber colouring of the “Odalisque Bathing”; she had 

the long waist of feudal chatelaines, and she resembled the “Pale Woman of Barcelona.” But 

above all she was the Angel! 

Often looking at her, it seemed to him that his soul, escaping towards her, spread like a wave 

about the outline of her head, and descended drawn down into the whiteness of her breast. He 

knelt on the ground before her, and with both elbows on her knees looked at her with a smile, his 

face upturned. 

She bent over him, and murmured, as if choking with intoxication— 

“Oh, do not move! do not speak! look at me! Something so sweet comes from your eyes that 

helps me so much!” 

She called him “child.” “Child, do you love me?” 

And she did not listen for his answer in the haste of her lips that fastened to his mouth. 

On the clock there was a bronze cupid, who smirked as he bent his arm beneath a golden 

garland. They had laughed at it many a time, but when they had to part everything seemed 

serious to them. 

Motionless in front of each other, they kept repeating, “Till Thursday, till Thursday.” 

Suddenly she seized his head between her hands, kissed him hurriedly on the forehead, crying, 

“Adieu!” and rushed down the stairs. 

She went to a hairdresser’s in the Rue de la Comedie to have her hair arranged. Night fell; the 

gas was lighted in the shop. She heard the bell at the theatre calling the mummers to the 

performance, and she saw, passing opposite, men with white faces and women in faded gowns 

going in at the stage-door. 

It was hot in the room, small, and too low where the stove was hissing in the midst of wigs and 

pomades. The smell of the tongs, together with the greasy hands that handled her head, soon 

stunned her, and she dozed a little in her wrapper. Often, as he did her hair, the man offered her 

tickets for a masked ball. 

Then she went away. She went up the streets; reached the Croix-Rouge, put on her overshoes, 

that she had hidden in the morning under the seat, and sank into her place among the impatient 

passengers. Some got out at the foot of the hill. She remained alone in the carriage. At every 

turning all the lights of the town were seen more and more completely, making a great luminous 

vapour about the dim houses. Emma knelt on the cushions and her eyes wandered over the 

dazzling light. She sobbed; called on Léon, sent him tender words and kisses lost in the wind. 

On the hillside a poor devil wandered about with his stick in the midst of the diligences. A 

mass of rags covered his shoulders, and an old staved-in beaver, turned out like a basin, hid his 

face; but when he took it off he discovered in the place of eyelids empty and bloody orbits. The 

flesh hung in red shreds, and there flowed from it liquids that congealed into green scale down to 

the nose, whose black nostrils sniffed convulsively. To speak to you he threw back his head with 



an idiotic laugh; then his bluish eyeballs, rolling constantly, at the temples beat against the edge 

of the open wound. He sang a little song as he followed the carriages— 

“Maids an the warmth of a summer day 

Dream of love, and of love always” 

And all the rest was about birds and sunshine and green leaves. 

Sometimes he appeared suddenly behind Emma, bareheaded, and she drew back with a cry. 

Hivert made fun of him. He would advise him to get a booth at the Saint Romain fair, or else ask 

him, laughing, how his young woman was. 

Often they had started when, with a sudden movement, his hat entered the diligence through 

the small window, while he clung with his other arm to the footboard, between the wheels 

splashing mud. His voice, feeble at first and quavering, grew sharp; it resounded in the night like 

the indistinct moan of a vague distress; and through the ringing of the bells, the murmur of the 

trees, and the rumbling of the empty vehicle, it had a far-off sound that disturbed Emma. It went 

to the bottom of her soul, like a whirlwind in an abyss, and carried her away into the distances of 

a boundless melancholy. But Hivert, noticing a weight behind, gave the blind man sharp cuts 

with his whip. The thong lashed his wounds, and he fell back into the mud with a yell. Then the 

passengers in the “Hirondelle” ended by falling asleep, some with open mouths, others with 

lowered chins, leaning against their neighbour’s shoulder, or with their arm passed through the 

strap, oscillating regularly with the jolting of the carriage; and the reflection of the lantern 

swinging without, on the crupper of the wheeler; penetrating into the interior through the 

chocolate calico curtains, threw sanguineous shadows over all these motionless people. Emma, 

drunk with grief, shivered in her clothes, feeling her feet grow colder and colder, and death in her 

soul. 

Charles at home was waiting for her; the “Hirondelle” was always late on Thursdays. Madame 

arrived at last, and scarcely kissed the child. The dinner was not ready. No matter! She excused 

the servant. This girl now seemed allowed to do just as she liked. 

Often her husband, noting her pallor, asked if she were unwell. 

“No,” said Emma. 

“But,” he replied, “you seem so strange this evening.” 

“Oh, it’s nothing! nothing!” 

There were even days when she had no sooner come in than she went up to her room; and 

Justin, happening to be there, moved about noiselessly, quicker at helping her than the best of 

maids. He put the matches ready, the candlestick, a book, arranged her nightgown, turned back 

the bedclothes. 

“Come!” said she, “that will do. Now you can go.” 

For he stood there, his hands hanging down and his eyes wide open, as if enmeshed in the 

innumerable threads of a sudden reverie. 

The following day was frightful, and those that came after still more unbearable, because of 

her impatience to once again seize her happiness; an ardent lust, inflamed by the images of past 

experience, and that burst forth freely on the seventh day beneath Léon’s caresses. His ardours 

were hidden beneath outbursts of wonder and gratitude. Emma tasted this love in a discreet, 



absorbed fashion, maintained it by all the artifices of her tenderness, and trembled a little lest it 

should be lost later on. 

She often said to him, with her sweet, melancholy voice— 

“Ah! you too, you will leave me! You will marry! You will be like all the others.” 

He asked, “What others?” 

“Why, like all men,” she replied. Then added, repulsing him with a languid movement— 

“You are all evil!” 

One day, as they were talking philosophically of earthly disillusions, to experiment on his 

jealousy, or yielding, perhaps, to an over-strong need to pour out her heart, she told him that 

formerly, before him, she had loved someone. 

“Not like you,” she went on quickly, protesting by the head of her child that “nothing had 

passed between them.” 

The young man believed her, but none the less questioned her to find out what he was. 

“He was a ship’s captain, my dear.” 

Was this not preventing any inquiry, and, at the same time, assuming a higher ground through 

this pretended fascination exercised over a man who must have been of warlike nature and 

accustomed to receive homage? 

The clerk then felt the lowliness of his position; he longed for epaulettes, crosses, titles. All 

that would please her—he gathered that from her spendthrift habits. 

Emma nevertheless concealed many of these extravagant fancies, such as her wish to have a 

blue tilbury to drive into Rouen, drawn by an English horse and driven by a groom in top-boots. 

It was Justin who had inspired her with this whim, by begging her to take him into her service 

as valet-de-chambre,[19] and if the privation of it did not lessen the pleasure of her arrival at each 

rendezvous, it certainly augmented the bitterness of the return. 

[19] Manservant. 

Often, when they talked together of Paris, she ended by murmuring, “Ah! how happy we 

should be there!” 

“Are we not happy?” gently answered the young man passing his hands over her hair. 

“Yes, that is true,” she said. “I am mad. Kiss me!” 

To her husband she was more charming than ever. She made him pistachio-creams, and played 

him waltzes after dinner. So he thought himself the most fortunate of men and Emma was 

without uneasiness, when, one evening suddenly he said— 

“It is Mademoiselle Lempereur, isn’t it, who gives you lessons?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, I saw her just now,” Charles went on, “at Madame Liegeard’s. I spoke to her about 

you, and she doesn’t know you.” 

This was like a thunderclap. However, she replied quite naturally— 

“Ah! no doubt she forgot my name.” 

“But perhaps,” said the doctor, “there are several Demoiselles Lempereur at Rouen who are 

music-mistresses.” 



“Possibly!” Then quickly—“But I have my receipts here. See!” 

And she went to the writing-table, ransacked all the drawers, rummaged the papers, and at last 

lost her head so completely that Charles earnestly begged her not to take so much trouble about 

those wretched receipts. 

“Oh, I will find them,” she said. 

And, in fact, on the following Friday, as Charles was putting on one of his boots in the dark 

cabinet where his clothes were kept, he felt a piece of paper between the leather and his sock. He 

took it out and read— 

“Received, for three months’ lessons and several pieces of music, the sum of sixty-three 

francs.—Felicie Lempereur, professor of music.” 

“How the devil did it get into my boots?” 

“It must,” she replied, “have fallen from the old box of bills that is on the edge of the shelf.” 

From that moment her existence was but one long tissue of lies, in which she enveloped her 

love as in veils to hide it. It was a want, a mania, a pleasure carried to such an extent that if she 

said she had the day before walked on the right side of a road, one might know she had taken the 

left. 

One morning, when she had gone, as usual, rather lightly clothed, it suddenly began to snow, 

and as Charles was watching the weather from the window, he caught sight of Monsieur 

Bournisien in the chaise of Monsieur Tuvache, who was driving him to Rouen. Then he went 

down to give the priest a thick shawl that he was to hand over to Emma as soon as he reached the 

“Croix-Rouge.” When he got to the inn, Monsieur Bournisien asked for the wife of the Yonville 

doctor. The landlady replied that she very rarely came to her establishment. So that evening, 

when he recognised Madame Bovary in the “Hirondelle,” the cure told her his dilemma, without, 

however, appearing to attach much importance to it, for he began praising a preacher who was 

doing wonders at the Cathedral, and whom all the ladies were rushing to hear. 

Still, if he did not ask for any explanation, others, later on, might prove less discreet. So she 

thought well to get down each time at the “Croix-Rouge,” so that the good folk of her village 

who saw her on the stairs should suspect nothing. 

One day, however, Monsieur Lheureux met her coming out of the Hotel de Boulogne on 

Léon’s arm; and she was frightened, thinking he would gossip. He was not such a fool. But three 

days after he came to her room, shut the door, and said, “I must have some money.” 

She declared she could not give him any. Lheureux burst into lamentations and reminded her 

of all the kindnesses he had shown her. 

In fact, of the two bills signed by Charles, Emma up to the present had paid only one. As to 

the second, the shopkeeper, at her request, had consented to replace it by another, which again 

had been renewed for a long date. Then he drew from his pocket a list of goods not paid for; to 

wit, the curtains, the carpet, the material for the armchairs, several dresses, and divers articles of 

dress, the bills for which amounted to about two thousand francs. 

She bowed her head. He went on— 

“But if you haven’t any ready money, you have an estate.” And he reminded her of a 

miserable little hovel situated at Barneville, near Aumale, that brought in almost nothing. It had 

formerly been part of a small farm sold by Monsieur Bovary senior; for Lheureux knew 

everything, even to the number of acres and the names of the neighbours. 



“If I were in your place,” he said, “I should clear myself of my debts, and have money left 

over.” 

She pointed out the difficulty of getting a purchaser. He held out the hope of finding one; but 

she asked him how she should manage to sell it. 

“Haven’t you your power of attorney?” he replied. 

The phrase came to her like a breath of fresh air. “Leave me the bill,” said Emma. 

“Oh, it isn’t worth while,” answered Lheureux. 

He came back the following week and boasted of having, after much trouble, at last 

discovered a certain Langlois, who, for a long time, had had an eye on the property, but without 

mentioning his price. 

“Never mind the price!” she cried. 

But they would, on the contrary, have to wait, to sound the fellow. The thing was worth a 

journey, and, as she could not undertake it, he offered to go to the place to have an interview 

with Langlois. On his return he announced that the purchaser proposed four thousand francs. 

Emma was radiant at this news. 

“Frankly,” he added, “that’s a good price.” 

She drew half the sum at once, and when she was about to pay her account the shopkeeper 

said— 

“It really grieves me, on my word! to see you depriving yourself all at once of such a big sum 

as that.” 

Then she looked at the bank-notes, and dreaming of the unlimited number of rendezvous 

represented by those two thousand francs, she stammered— 

“What! what!” 

“Oh!” he went on, laughing good-naturedly, “one puts anything one likes on receipts. Don’t 

you think I know what household affairs are?” And he looked at her fixedly, while in his hand he 

held two long papers that he slid between his nails. At last, opening his pocket-book, he spread 

out on the table four bills to order, each for a thousand francs. 

“Sign these,” he said, “and keep it all!” 

She cried out, scandalised. 

“But if I give you the surplus,” replied Monsieur Lheureux impudently, “is that not helping 

you?” 

And taking a pen he wrote at the bottom of the account, “Received of Madame Bovary four 

thousand francs.” 

“Now who can trouble you, since in six months you’ll draw the arrears for your cottage, and I 

don’t make the last bill due till after you’ve been paid?” 

Emma grew rather confused in her calculations, and her ears tingled as if gold pieces, bursting 

from their bags, rang all round her on the floor. At last Lheureux explained that he had a very 

good friend, Vincart, a broker at Rouen, who would discount these four bills. Then he himself 

would hand over to madame the remainder after the actual debt was paid. 

But instead of two thousand francs he brought only eighteen hundred, for the friend Vincart 

(which was only fair) had deducted two hundred francs for commission and discount. Then he 

carelessly asked for a receipt. 



“You understand—in business—sometimes. And with the date, if you please, with the date.” 

A horizon of realisable whims opened out before Emma. She was prudent enough to lay by a 

thousand crowns, with which the first three bills were paid when they fell due; but the fourth, by 

chance, came to the house on a Thursday, and Charles, quite upset, patiently awaited his wife’s 

return for an explanation. 

If she had not told him about this bill, it was only to spare him such domestic worries; she sat 

on his knees, caressed him, cooed to him, gave him a long enumeration of all the indispensable 

things that had been got on credit. 

“Really, you must confess, considering the quantity, it isn’t too dear.” 

Charles, at his wit’s end, soon had recourse to the eternal Lheureux, who swore he would 

arrange matters if the doctor would sign him two bills, one of which was for seven hundred 

francs, payable in three months. In order to arrange for this he wrote his mother a pathetic letter. 

Instead of sending a reply she came herself; and when Emma wanted to know whether he had 

got anything out of her, “Yes,” he replied; “but she wants to see the account.” The next morning 

at daybreak Emma ran to Lheureux to beg him to make out another account for not more than a 

thousand francs, for to show the one for four thousand it would be necessary to say that she had 

paid two-thirds, and confess, consequently, the sale of the estate—a negotiation admirably 

carried out by the shopkeeper, and which, in fact, was only actually known later on. 

Despite the low price of each article, Madame Bovary senior, of course, thought the 

expenditure extravagant. 

“Couldn’t you do without a carpet? Why have recovered the arm-chairs? In my time there was 

a single arm-chair in a house, for elderly persons—at any rate it was so at my mother’s, who was 

a good woman, I can tell you. Everybody can’t be rich! No fortune can hold out against waste! I 

should be ashamed to coddle myself as you do! And yet I am old. I need looking after. And 

there! there! fitting up gowns! fallals! What! silk for lining at two francs, when you can get 

jaconet for ten sous, or even for eight, that would do well enough!” 

Emma, lying on a lounge, replied as quietly as possible—“Ah! Madame, enough! enough!” 

The other went on lecturing her, predicting they would end in the workhouse. But it was 

Bovary’s fault. Luckily he had promised to destroy that power of attorney. 

“What?” 

“Ah! he swore he would,” went on the good woman. 

Emma opened the window, called Charles, and the poor fellow was obliged to confess the 

promise torn from him by his mother. 

Emma disappeared, then came back quickly, and majestically handed her a thick piece of 

paper. 

“Thank you,” said the old woman. And she threw the power of attorney into the fire. 

Emma began to laugh, a strident, piercing, continuous laugh; she had an attack of hysterics. 

“Oh, my God!” cried Charles. “Ah! you really are wrong! You come here and make scenes 

with her!” 

His mother, shrugging her shoulders, declared it was “all put on.” 

But Charles, rebelling for the first time, took his wife’s part, so that Madame Bovary, senior, 

said she would leave. She went the very next day, and on the threshold, as he was trying to detain 

her, she replied— 



“No, no! You love her better than me, and you are right. It is natural. For the rest, so much the 

worse! You will see. Good day—for I am not likely to come soon again, as you say, to make 

scenes.” 

Charles nevertheless was very crestfallen before Emma, who did not hide the resentment she 

still felt at his want of confidence, and it needed many prayers before she would consent to have 

another power of attorney. He even accompanied her to Monsieur Guillaumin to have a second 

one, just like the other, drawn up. 

“I understand,” said the notary; “a man of science can’t be worried with the practical details of 

life.” 

And Charles felt relieved by this comfortable reflection, which gave his weakness the 

flattering appearance of higher pre-occupation. 

And what an outburst the next Thursday at the hotel in their room with Léon! She laughed, 

cried, sang, sent for sherbets, wanted to smoke cigarettes, seemed to him wild and extravagant, 

but adorable, superb. 

He did not know what recreation of her whole being drove her more and more to plunge into 

the pleasures of life. She was becoming irritable, greedy, voluptuous; and she walked about the 

streets with him carrying her head high, without fear, so she said, of compromising herself. At 

times, however, Emma shuddered at the sudden thought of meeting Rodolphe, for it seemed to 

her that, although they were separated forever, she was not completely free from her subjugation 

to him. 

One night she did not return to Yonville at all. Charles lost his head with anxiety, and little 

Berthe would not go to bed without her mamma, and sobbed enough to break her heart. Justin 

had gone out searching the road at random. Monsieur Homais even had left his pharmacy. 

At last, at eleven o’clock, able to bear it no longer, Charles harnessed his chaise, jumped in, 

whipped up his horse, and reached the “Croix-Rouge” about two o’clock in the morning. No one 

there! He thought that the clerk had perhaps seen her; but where did he live? Happily, Charles 

remembered his employer’s address, and rushed off there. 

Day was breaking, and he could distinguish the escutcheons over the door, and knocked. 

Someone, without opening the door, shouted out the required information, adding a few insults 

to those who disturb people in the middle of the night. 

The house inhabited by the clerk had neither bell, knocker, nor porter. Charles knocked loudly 

at the shutters with his hands. A policeman happened to pass by. Then he was frightened, and 

went away. 

“I am mad,” he said; “no doubt they kept her to dinner at Monsieur Lormeaux’.” But the 

Lormeaux no longer lived at Rouen. 

“She probably stayed to look after Madame Dubreuil. Why, Madame Dubreuil has been dead 

these ten months! Where can she be?” 

An idea occurred to him. At a cafe he asked for a Directory, and hurriedly looked for the name 

of Mademoiselle Lempereur, who lived at No. 74 Rue de la Renelle-des-Maroquiniers. 

As he was turning into the street, Emma herself appeared at the other end of it. He threw 

himself upon her rather than embraced her, crying— 

“What kept you yesterday?” 

“I was not well.” 



“What was it? Where? How?” 

She passed her hand over her forehead and answered, “At Mademoiselle Lempereur’s.” 

“I was sure of it! I was going there.” 

“Oh, it isn’t worth while,” said Emma. “She went out just now; but for the future don’t worry. 

I do not feel free, you see, if I know that the least delay upsets you like this.” 

This was a sort of permission that she gave herself, so as to get perfect freedom in her 

escapades. And she profited by it freely, fully. When she was seized with the desire to see Léon, 

she set out upon any pretext; and as he was not expecting her on that day, she went to fetch him 

at his office. 

It was a great delight at first, but soon he no longer concealed the truth, which was, that his 

master complained very much about these interruptions. 

“Pshaw! come along,” she said. 

And he slipped out. 

She wanted him to dress all in black, and grow a pointed beard, to look like the portraits of 

Louis XIII. She wanted to see his lodgings; thought them poor. He blushed at them, but she did 

not notice this, then advised him to buy some curtains like hers, and as he objected to the 

expense— 

“Ah! ah! you care for your money,” she said laughing. 

Each time Léon had to tell her everything that he had done since their last meeting. She asked 

him for some verses—some verses “for herself,” a “love poem” in honour of her. But he never 

succeeded in getting a rhyme for the second verse; and at last ended by copying a sonnet in a 

“Keepsake.” This was less from vanity than from the one desire of pleasing her. He did not 

question her ideas; he accepted all her tastes; he was rather becoming her mistress than she his. 

She had tender words and kisses that thrilled his soul. Where could she have learnt this 

corruption almost incorporeal in the strength of its profanity and dissimulation? 

  



Chapter Six 

During the journeys he made to see her, Léon had often dined at the chemist’s, and he felt 

obliged from politeness to invite him in turn. 

“With pleasure!” Monsieur Homais replied; “besides, I must invigorate my mind, for I am 

getting rusty here. We’ll go to the theatre, to the restaurant; we’ll make a night of it.” 

“Oh, my dear!” tenderly murmured Madame Homais, alarmed at the vague perils he was 

preparing to brave. 

“Well, what? Do you think I’m not sufficiently ruining my health living here amid the 

continual emanations of the pharmacy? But there! that is the way with women! They are jealous 

of science, and then are opposed to our taking the most legitimate distractions. No matter! Count 

upon me. One of these days I shall turn up at Rouen, and we’ll go the pace together.” 

The druggist would formerly have taken good care not to use such an expression, but he was 

cultivating a gay Parisian style, which he thought in the best taste; and, like his neighbour, 

Madame Bovary, he questioned the clerk curiously about the customs of the capital; he even 

talked slang to dazzle the bourgeois, saying bender, crummy, dandy, macaroni, the cheese, cut 

my stick and “I’ll hook it,” for “I am going.” 

So one Thursday Emma was surprised to meet Monsieur Homais in the kitchen of the “Lion 

d’Or,” wearing a traveller’s costume, that is to say, wrapped in an old cloak which no one knew 

he had, while he carried a valise in one hand and the foot-warmer of his establishment in the 

other. He had confided his intentions to no one, for fear of causing the public anxiety by his 

absence. 

The idea of seeing again the place where his youth had been spent no doubt excited him, for 

during the whole journey he never ceased talking, and as soon as he had arrived, he jumped 

quickly out of the diligence to go in search of Léon. In vain the clerk tried to get rid of him. 

Monsieur Homais dragged him off to the large Cafe de la Normandie, which he entered 

majestically, not raising his hat, thinking it very provincial to uncover in any public place. 

Emma waited for Léon three quarters of an hour. At last she ran to his office; and, lost in all 

sorts of conjectures, accusing him of indifference, and reproaching herself for her weakness, she 

spent the afternoon, her face pressed against the window-panes. 

At two o’clock they were still at a table opposite each other. The large room was emptying; 

the stove-pipe, in the shape of a palm-tree, spread its gilt leaves over the white ceiling, and near 

them, outside the window, in the bright sunshine, a little fountain gurgled in a white basin, 

where; in the midst of watercress and asparagus, three torpid lobsters stretched across to some 

quails that lay heaped up in a pile on their sides. 

Homais was enjoying himself. Although he was even more intoxicated with the luxury than 

the rich fare, the Pommard wine all the same rather excited his faculties; and when the 

omelette au rhum[20] appeared, he began propounding immoral theories about women. What 

seduced him above all else was chic. He admired an elegant toilette in a well-furnished 

apartment, and as to bodily qualities, he didn’t dislike a young girl. 

[20] In rum. 

Léon watched the clock in despair. The druggist went on drinking, eating, and talking. 



“You must be very lonely,” he said suddenly, “here at Rouen. To be sure your lady-love 

doesn’t live far away.” 

And the other blushed— 

“Come now, be frank. Can you deny that at Yonville—” 

The young man stammered something. 

“At Madame Bovary’s, you’re not making love to—” 

“To whom?” 

“The servant!” 

He was not joking; but vanity getting the better of all prudence, Léon, in spite of himself 

protested. Besides, he only liked dark women. 

“I approve of that,” said the chemist; “they have more passion.” 

And whispering into his friend’s ear, he pointed out the symptoms by which one could find 

out if a woman had passion. He even launched into an ethnographic digression: the German was 

vapourish, the French woman licentious, the Italian passionate. 

“And negresses?” asked the clerk. 

“They are an artistic taste!” said Homais. “Waiter! two cups of coffee!” 

“Are we going?” at last asked Léon impatiently. 

“Ja!” 

But before leaving he wanted to see the proprietor of the establishment and made him a few 

compliments. Then the young man, to be alone, alleged he had some business engagement. 

“Ah! I will escort you,” said Homais. 

And all the while he was walking through the streets with him he talked of his wife, his 

children; of their future, and of his business; told him in what a decayed condition it had 

formerly been, and to what a degree of perfection he had raised it. 

Arrived in front of the Hotel de Boulogne, Léon left him abruptly, ran up the stairs, and found 

his mistress in great excitement. At mention of the chemist she flew into a passion. He, however, 

piled up good reasons; it wasn’t his fault; didn’t she know Homais—did she believe that he 

would prefer his company? But she turned away; he drew her back, and, sinking on his knees, 

clasped her waist with his arms in a languorous pose, full of concupiscence and supplication. 

She was standing up, her large flashing eyes looked at him seriously, almost terribly. Then 

tears obscured them, her red eyelids were lowered, she gave him her hands, and Léon was 

pressing them to his lips when a servant appeared to tell the gentleman that he was wanted. 

“You will come back?” she said. 

“Yes.” 

“But when?” 

“Immediately.” 

“It’s a trick,” said the chemist, when he saw Léon. “I wanted to interrupt this visit, that seemed 

to me to annoy you. Let’s go and have a glass of garus at Bridoux’.” 

Léon vowed that he must get back to his office. Then the druggist joked him about quill-

drivers and the law. 



“Leave Cujas and Barthole alone a bit. Who the devil prevents you? Be a man! Let’s go to 

Bridoux’. You’ll see his dog. It’s very interesting.” 

And as the clerk still insisted— 

“I’ll go with you. I’ll read a paper while I wait for you, or turn over the leaves of a ‘Code.’” 

Léon, bewildered by Emma’s anger, Monsieur Homais’ chatter, and, perhaps, by the heaviness 

of the luncheon, was undecided, and, as it were, fascinated by the chemist, who kept repeating— 

“Let’s go to Bridoux’. It’s just by here, in the Rue Malpalu.” 

Then, through cowardice, through stupidity, through that indefinable feeling that drags us into 

the most distasteful acts, he allowed himself to be led off to Bridoux’, whom they found in his 

small yard, superintending three workmen, who panted as they turned the large wheel of a 

machine for making seltzer-water. Homais gave them some good advice. He embraced Bridoux; 

they took some garus. Twenty times Léon tried to escape, but the other seized him by the arm 

saying— 

“Presently! I’m coming! We’ll go to the ‘Fanal de Rouen’ to see the fellows there. I’ll 

introduce you to Thornassin.” 

At last he managed to get rid of him, and rushed straight to the hotel. Emma was no longer 

there. She had just gone in a fit of anger. She detested him now. This failing to keep their 

rendezvous seemed to her an insult, and she tried to rake up other reasons to separate herself 

from him. He was incapable of heroism, weak, banal, more spiritless than a woman, avaricious 

too, and cowardly. 

Then, growing calmer, she at length discovered that she had, no doubt, calumniated him. But 

the disparaging of those we love always alienates us from them to some extent. We must not 

touch our idols; the gilt sticks to our fingers. 

They gradually came to talking more frequently of matters outside their love, and in the letters 

that Emma wrote him she spoke of flowers, verses, the moon and the stars, naive resources of a 

waning passion striving to keep itself alive by all external aids. She was constantly promising 

herself a profound felicity on her next journey. Then she confessed to herself that she felt 

nothing extraordinary. This disappointment quickly gave way to a new hope, and Emma returned 

to him more inflamed, more eager than ever. She undressed brutally, tearing off the thin laces of 

her corset that nestled around her hips like a gliding snake. She went on tiptoe, barefooted, to see 

once more that the door was closed, then, pale, serious, and, without speaking, with one 

movement, she threw herself upon his breast with a long shudder. 

Yet there was upon that brow covered with cold drops, on those quivering lips, in those wild 

eyes, in the strain of those arms, something vague and dreary that seemed to Léon to glide 

between them subtly as if to separate them. 

He did not dare to question her; but, seeing her so skilled, she must have passed, he thought, 

through every experience of suffering and of pleasure. What had once charmed now frightened 

him a little. Besides, he rebelled against his absorption, daily more marked, by her personality. 

He begrudged Emma this constant victory. He even strove not to love her; then, when he heard 

the creaking of her boots, he turned coward, like drunkards at the sight of strong drinks. 

She did not fail, in truth, to lavish all sorts of attentions upon him, from the delicacies of food 

to the coquettries of dress and languishing looks. She brought roses to her breast from Yonville, 

which she threw into his face; was anxious about his health, gave him advice as to his conduct; 

and, in order the more surely to keep her hold on him, hoping perhaps that heaven would take her 



part, she tied a medal of the Virgin round his neck. She inquired like a virtuous mother about his 

companions. She said to him— 

“Don’t see them; don’t go out; think only of ourselves; love me!” 

She would have liked to be able to watch over his life; and the idea occurred to her of having 

him followed in the streets. Near the hotel there was always a kind of loafer who accosted 

travellers, and who would not refuse. But her pride revolted at this. 

“Bah! so much the worse. Let him deceive me! What does it matter to me? As If I cared for 

him!” 

One day, when they had parted early and she was returning alone along the boulevard, she saw 

the walls of her convent; then she sat down on a form in the shade of the elm-trees. How calm 

that time had been! How she longed for the ineffable sentiments of love that she had tried to 

figure to herself out of books! The first month of her marriage, her rides in the wood, the 

viscount that waltzed, and Lagardy singing, all repassed before her eyes. And Léon suddenly 

appeared to her as far off as the others. 

“Yet I love him,” she said to herself. 

No matter! She was not happy—she never had been. Whence came this insufficiency in life—

this instantaneous turning to decay of everything on which she leant? But if there were 

somewhere a being strong and beautiful, a valiant nature, full at once of exaltation and 

refinement, a poet’s heart in an angel’s form, a lyre with sounding chords ringing out elegiac 

epithalamia to heaven, why, perchance, should she not find him? Ah! how impossible! Besides, 

nothing was worth the trouble of seeking it; everything was a lie. Every smile hid a yawn of 

boredom, every joy a curse, all pleasure satiety, and the sweetest kisses left upon your lips only 

the unattainable desire for a greater delight. 

A metallic clang droned through the air, and four strokes were heard from the convent-clock. 

Four o’clock! And it seemed to her that she had been there on that form an eternity. But an 

infinity of passions may be contained in a minute, like a crowd in a small space. 

Emma lived all absorbed in hers, and troubled no more about money matters than an 

archduchess. 

Once, however, a wretched-looking man, rubicund and bald, came to her house, saying he had 

been sent by Monsieur Vincart of Rouen. He took out the pins that held together the side-pockets 

of his long green overcoat, stuck them into his sleeve, and politely handed her a paper. 

It was a bill for seven hundred francs, signed by her, and which Lheureux, in spite of all his 

professions, had paid away to Vincart. She sent her servant for him. He could not come. Then the 

stranger, who had remained standing, casting right and left curious glances, that his thick, fair 

eyebrows hid, asked with a naive air— 

“What answer am I to take Monsieur Vincart?” 

“Oh,” said Emma, “tell him that I haven’t it. I will send next week; he must wait; yes, till next 

week.” 

And the fellow went without another word. 

But the next day at twelve o’clock she received a summons, and the sight of the stamped 

paper, on which appeared several times in large letters, “Maitre Hareng, bailiff at Buchy,” so 

frightened her that she rushed in hot haste to the linendraper’s. She found him in his shop, doing 

up a parcel. 



“Your obedient!” he said; “I am at your service.” 

But Lheureux, all the same, went on with his work, helped by a young girl of about thirteen, 

somewhat hunch-backed, who was at once his clerk and his servant. 

Then, his clogs clattering on the shop-boards, he went up in front of Madame Bovary to the 

first door, and introduced her into a narrow closet, where, in a large bureau in sapon-wood, lay 

some ledgers, protected by a horizontal padlocked iron bar. Against the wall, under some 

remnants of calico, one glimpsed a safe, but of such dimensions that it must contain something 

besides bills and money. Monsieur Lheureux, in fact, went in for pawnbroking, and it was there 

that he had put Madame Bovary’s gold chain, together with the earrings of poor old Tellier, who, 

at last forced to sell out, had bought a meagre store of grocery at Quincampoix, where he was 

dying of catarrh amongst his candles, that were less yellow than his face. 

Lheureux sat down in a large cane arm-chair, saying: “What news?” 

“See!” 

And she showed him the paper. 

“Well how can I help it?” 

Then she grew angry, reminding him of the promise he had given not to pay away her bills. He 

acknowledged it. 

“But I was pressed myself; the knife was at my own throat.” 

“And what will happen now?” she went on. 

“Oh, it’s very simple; a judgment and then a distraint—that’s about it!” 

Emma kept down a desire to strike him, and asked gently if there was no way of quieting 

Monsieur Vincart. 

“I dare say! Quiet Vincart! You don’t know him; he’s more ferocious than an Arab!” 

Still Monsieur Lheureux must interfere. 

“Well, listen. It seems to me so far I’ve been very good to you.” And opening one of his 

ledgers, “See,” he said. Then running up the page with his finger, “Let’s see! let’s see! August 

3d, two hundred francs; June 17th, a hundred and fifty; March 23d, forty-six. In April—” 

He stopped, as if afraid of making some mistake. 

“Not to speak of the bills signed by Monsieur Bovary, one for seven hundred francs, and 

another for three hundred. As to your little installments, with the interest, why, there’s no end to 

‘em; one gets quite muddled over ‘em. I’ll have nothing more to do with it.” 

She wept; she even called him “her good Monsieur Lheureux.” But he always fell back upon 

“that rascal Vincart.” Besides, he hadn’t a brass farthing; no one was paying him now-a-days; 

they were eating his coat off his back; a poor shopkeeper like him couldn’t advance money. 

Emma was silent, and Monsieur Lheureux, who was biting the feathers of a quill, no doubt 

became uneasy at her silence, for he went on— 

“Unless one of these days I have something coming in, I might—” 

“Besides,” said she, “as soon as the balance of Barneville—” 

“What!” 

And on hearing that Langlois had not yet paid he seemed much surprised. Then in a honied 

voice— 



“And we agree, you say?” 

“Oh! to anything you like.” 

On this he closed his eyes to reflect, wrote down a few figures, and declaring it would be very 

difficult for him, that the affair was shady, and that he was being bled, he wrote out four bills for 

two hundred and fifty francs each, to fall due month by month. 

“Provided that Vincart will listen to me! However, it’s settled. I don’t play the fool; I’m 

straight enough.” 

Next he carelessly showed her several new goods, not one of which, however, was in his 

opinion worthy of madame. 

“When I think that there’s a dress at threepence-halfpenny a yard, and warranted fast colours! 

And yet they actually swallow it! Of course you understand one doesn’t tell them what it really 

is!” He hoped by this confession of dishonesty to others to quite convince her of his probity to 

her. 

Then he called her back to show her three yards of guipure that he had lately picked up “at a 

sale.” 

“Isn’t it lovely?” said Lheureux. “It is very much used now for the backs of arm-chairs. It’s 

quite the rage.” 

And, more ready than a juggler, he wrapped up the guipure in some blue paper and put it in 

Emma’s hands. 

“But at least let me know—” 

“Yes, another time,” he replied, turning on his heel. 

That same evening she urged Bovary to write to his mother, to ask her to send as quickly as 

possible the whole of the balance due from the father’s estate. The mother-in-law replied that she 

had nothing more, the winding up was over, and there was due to them besides Barneville an 

income of six hundred francs, that she would pay them punctually. 

Then Madame Bovary sent in accounts to two or three patients, and she made large use of this 

method, which was very successful. She was always careful to add a postscript: “Do not mention 

this to my husband; you know how proud he is. Excuse me. Yours obediently.” There were some 

complaints; she intercepted them. 

To get money she began selling her old gloves, her old hats, the old odds and ends, and she 

bargained rapaciously, her peasant blood standing her in good stead. Then on her journey to 

town she picked up nick-nacks secondhand, that, in default of anyone else, Monsieur Lheureux 

would certainly take off her hands. She bought ostrich feathers, Chinese porcelain, and trunks; 

she borrowed from Félicité, from Madame Lefrancois, from the landlady at the Croix-Rouge, 

from everybody, no matter where. 

With the money she at last received from Barneville she paid two bills; the other fifteen 

hundred francs fell due. She renewed the bills, and thus it was continually. 

Sometimes, it is true, she tried to make a calculation, but she discovered things so exorbitant 

that she could not believe them possible. Then she recommenced, soon got confused, gave it all 

up, and thought no more about it. 

The house was very dreary now. Tradesmen were seen leaving it with angry faces. 

Handkerchiefs were lying about on the stoves, and little Berthe, to the great scandal of Madame 



Homais, wore stockings with holes in them. If Charles timidly ventured a remark, she answered 

roughly that it wasn’t her fault. 

What was the meaning of all these fits of temper? He explained everything through her old 

nervous illness, and reproaching himself with having taken her infirmities for faults, accused 

himself of egotism, and longed to go and take her in his arms. 

“Ah, no!” he said to himself; “I should worry her.” 

And he did not stir. 

After dinner he walked about alone in the garden; he took little Berthe on his knees, and 

unfolding his medical journal, tried to teach her to read. But the child, who never had any 

lessons, soon looked up with large, sad eyes and began to cry. Then he comforted her; went to 

fetch water in her can to make rivers on the sand path, or broke off branches from the privet 

hedges to plant trees in the beds. This did not spoil the garden much, all choked now with long 

weeds. They owed Lestiboudois for so many days. Then the child grew cold and asked for her 

mother. 

“Call the servant,” said Charles. “You know, dearie, that mamma does not like to be 

disturbed.” 

Autumn was setting in, and the leaves were already falling, as they did two years ago when 

she was ill. Where would it all end? And he walked up and down, his hands behind his back. 

Madame was in her room, which no one entered. She stayed there all day long, torpid, half 

dressed, and from time to time burning Turkish pastilles which she had bought at Rouen in an 

Algerian’s shop. In order not to have at night this sleeping man stretched at her side, by dint of 

manoeuvring, she at last succeeded in banishing him to the second floor, while she read till 

morning extravagant books, full of pictures of orgies and thrilling situations. Often, seized with 

fear, she cried out, and Charles hurried to her. 

“Oh, go away!” she would say. 

Or at other times, consumed more ardently than ever by that inner flame to which adultery 

added fuel, panting, tremulous, all desire, she threw open her window, breathed in the cold air, 

shook loose in the wind her masses of hair, too heavy, and, gazing upon the stars, longed for 

some princely love. She thought of him, of Léon. She would then have given anything for a 

single one of those meetings that surfeited her. 

These were her gala days. She wanted them to be sumptuous, and when he alone could not pay 

the expenses, she made up the deficit liberally, which happened pretty well every time. He tried 

to make her understand that they would be quite as comfortable somewhere else, in a smaller 

hotel, but she always found some objection. 

One day she drew six small silver-gilt spoons from her bag (they were old Roualt’s wedding 

present), begging him to pawn them at once for her, and Léon obeyed, though the proceeding 

annoyed him. He was afraid of compromising himself. 

Then, on, reflection, he began to think his mistress’s ways were growing odd, and that they 

were perhaps not wrong in wishing to separate him from her. 

In fact someone had sent his mother a long anonymous letter to warn her that he was “ruining 

himself with a married woman,” and the good lady at once conjuring up the eternal bugbear of 

families, the vague pernicious creature, the siren, the monster, who dwells fantastically in depths 

of love, wrote to Lawyer Dubocage, his employer, who behaved perfectly in the affair. He kept 

him for three quarters of an hour trying to open his eyes, to warn him of the abyss into which he 



was falling. Such an intrigue would damage him later on, when he set up for himself. He 

implored him to break with her, and, if he would not make this sacrifice in his own interest, to do 

it at least for his, Dubocage’s sake. 

At last Léon swore he would not see Emma again, and he reproached himself with not having 

kept his word, considering all the worry and lectures this woman might still draw down upon 

him, without reckoning the jokes made by his companions as they sat round the stove in the 

morning. Besides, he was soon to be head clerk; it was time to settle down. So he gave up his 

flute, exalted sentiments, and poetry; for every bourgeois in the flush of his youth, were it but for 

a day, a moment, has believed himself capable of immense passions, of lofty enterprises. The 

most mediocre libertine has dreamed of sultanas; every notary bears within him the debris of a 

poet. 

He was bored now when Emma suddenly began to sob on his breast, and his heart, like the 

people who can only stand a certain amount of music, dozed to the sound of a love whose 

delicacies he no longer noted. 

They knew one another too well for any of those surprises of possession that increase its joys a 

hundred-fold. She was as sick of him as he was weary of her. Emma found again in adultery all 

the platitudes of marriage. 

But how to get rid of him? Then, though she might feel humiliated at the baseness of such 

enjoyment, she clung to it from habit or from corruption, and each day she hungered after them 

the more, exhausting all felicity in wishing for too much of it. She accused Léon of her baffled 

hopes, as if he had betrayed her; and she even longed for some catastrophe that would bring 

about their separation, since she had not the courage to make up her mind to it herself. 

She none the less went on writing him love letters, in virtue of the notion that a woman must 

write to her lover. 

But whilst she wrote it was another man she saw, a phantom fashioned out of her most ardent 

memories, of her finest reading, her strongest lusts, and at last he became so real, so tangible, 

that she palpitated wondering, without, however, the power to imagine him clearly, so lost was 

he, like a god, beneath the abundance of his attributes. He dwelt in that azure land where silk 

ladders hang from balconies under the breath of flowers, in the light of the moon. She felt him 

near her; he was coming, and would carry her right away in a kiss. 

Then she fell back exhausted, for these transports of vague love wearied her more than great 

debauchery. 

She now felt constant ache all over her. Often she even received summonses, stamped paper 

that she barely looked at. She would have liked not to be alive, or to be always asleep. 

On Mid-Lent she did not return to Yonville, but in the evening went to a masked ball. She 

wore velvet breeches, red stockings, a club wig, and three-cornered hat cocked on one side. She 

danced all night to the wild tones of the trombones; people gathered round her, and in the 

morning she found herself on the steps of the theatre together with five or six 

masks, débardeuses[21] and sailors, Léon’s comrades, who were talking about having supper. 

[21] People dressed as longshoremen. 

The neighbouring cafes were full. They caught sight of one on the harbour, a very indifferent 

restaurant, whose proprietor showed them to a little room on the fourth floor. 



The men were whispering in a corner, no doubt consorting about expenses. There were a clerk, 

two medical students, and a shopman—what company for her! As to the women, Emma soon 

perceived from the tone of their voices that they must almost belong to the lowest class. Then she 

was frightened, pushed back her chair, and cast down her eyes. 

The others began to eat; she ate nothing. Her head was on fire, her eyes smarted, and her skin 

was ice-cold. In her head she seemed to feel the floor of the ball-room rebounding again beneath 

the rhythmical pulsation of the thousands of dancing feet. And now the smell of the punch, the 

smoke of the cigars, made her giddy. She fainted, and they carried her to the window. 

Day was breaking, and a great stain of purple colour broadened out in the pale horizon over 

the St. Catherine hills. The livid river was shivering in the wind; there was no one on the bridges; 

the street lamps were going out. 

She revived, and began thinking of Berthe asleep yonder in the servant’s room. Then a cart 

filled with long strips of iron passed by, and made a deafening metallic vibration against the 

walls of the houses. 

She slipped away suddenly, threw off her costume, told Léon she must get back, and at last 

was alone at the Hotel de Boulogne. Everything, even herself, was now unbearable to her. She 

wished that, taking wing like a bird, she could fly somewhere, far away to regions of purity, and 

there grow young again. 

She went out, crossed the Boulevard, the Place Cauchoise, and the Faubourg, as far as an open 

street that overlooked some gardens. She walked rapidly; the fresh air calming her; and, little by 

little, the faces of the crowd, the masks, the quadrilles, the lights, the supper, those women, all 

disappeared like mists fading away. Then, reaching the “Croix-Rouge,” she threw herself on the 

bed in her little room on the second floor, where there were pictures of the “Tour de Nesle.” At 

four o’clock Hivert awoke her. 

When she got home, Félicité showed her behind the clock a grey paper. She read— 

“In virtue of the seizure in execution of a judgment.” 

What judgment? As a matter of fact, the evening before another paper had been brought that 

she had not yet seen, and she was stunned by these words— 

“By order of the king, law, and justice, to Madame Bovary.” Then, skipping several lines, she 

read, “Within twenty-four hours, without fail—” But what? “To pay the sum of eight thousand 

francs.” And there was even at the bottom, “She will be constrained thereto by every form of 

law, and notably by a writ of distraint on her furniture and effects.” 

What was to be done? In twenty-four hours—tomorrow. Lheureux, she thought, wanted to 

frighten her again; for she saw through all his devices, the object of his kindnesses. What 

reassured her was the very magnitude of the sum. 

However, by dint of buying and not paying, of borrowing, signing bills, and renewing these 

bills that grew at each new falling-in, she had ended by preparing a capital for Monsieur 

Lheureux which he was impatiently awaiting for his speculations. 

She presented herself at his place with an offhand air. 

“You know what has happened to me? No doubt it’s a joke!” 

“How so?” 

He turned away slowly, and, folding his arms, said to her— 



“My good lady, did you think I should go on to all eternity being your purveyor and banker, 

for the love of God? Now be just. I must get back what I’ve laid out. Now be just.” 

She cried out against the debt. 

“Ah! so much the worse. The court has admitted it. There’s a judgment. It’s been notified to 

you. Besides, it isn’t my fault. It’s Vincart’s.” 

“Could you not—?” 

“Oh, nothing whatever.” 

“But still, now talk it over.” 

And she began beating about the bush; she had known nothing about it; it was a surprise. 

“Whose fault is that?” said Lheureux, bowing ironically. “While I’m slaving like a nigger, you 

go gallivanting about.” 

“Ah! no lecturing.” 

“It never does any harm,” he replied. 

She turned coward; she implored him; she even pressed her pretty white and slender hand 

against the shopkeeper’s knee. 

“There, that’ll do! Anyone’d think you wanted to seduce me!” 

“You are a wretch!” she cried. 

“Oh, oh! go it! go it!” 

“I will show you up. I shall tell my husband.” 

“All right! I too. I’ll show your husband something.” 

And Lheureux drew from his strong box the receipt for eighteen hundred francs that she had 

given him when Vincart had discounted the bills. 

“Do you think,” he added, “that he’ll not understand your little theft, the poor dear man?” 

She collapsed, more overcome than if felled by the blow of a pole-axe. He was walking up and 

down from the window to the bureau, repeating all the while— 

“Ah! I’ll show him! I’ll show him!” Then he approached her, and in a soft voice said— 

“It isn’t pleasant, I know; but, after all, no bones are broken, and, since that is the only way 

that is left for you paying back my money—” 

“But where am I to get any?” said Emma, wringing her hands. 

“Bah! when one has friends like you!” 

And he looked at her in so keen, so terrible a fashion, that she shuddered to her very heart. 

“I promise you,” she said, “to sign—” 

“I’ve enough of your signatures.” 

“I will sell something.” 

“Get along!” he said, shrugging his shoulders; “you’ve not got anything.” 

And he called through the peep-hole that looked down into the shop— 

“Annette, don’t forget the three coupons of No. 14.” 

The servant appeared. Emma understood, and asked how much money would be wanted to put 

a stop to the proceedings. 

“It is too late.” 



“But if I brought you several thousand francs—a quarter of the sum—a third—perhaps the 

whole?” 

“No; it’s no use!” 

And he pushed her gently towards the staircase. 

“I implore you, Monsieur Lheureux, just a few days more!” She was sobbing. 

“There! tears now!” 

“You are driving me to despair!” 

“What do I care?” said he, shutting the door. 

  



Chapter Seven 

She was stoical the next day when Maitre Hareng, the bailiff, with two assistants, presented 

himself at her house to draw up the inventory for the distraint. 

They began with Bovary’s consulting-room, and did not write down the phrenological head, 

which was considered an “instrument of his profession”; but in the kitchen they counted the 

plates; the saucepans, the chairs, the candlesticks, and in the bedroom all the nick-nacks on the 

whatnot. They examined her dresses, the linen, the dressing-room; and her whole existence to its 

most intimate details, was, like a corpse on whom a post-mortem is made, outspread before the 

eyes of these three men. 

Maitre Hareng, buttoned up in his thin black coat, wearing a white choker and very tight foot-

straps, repeated from time to time—“Allow me, madame. You allow me?” Often he uttered 

exclamations. “Charming! very pretty.” Then he began writing again, dipping his pen into the 

horn inkstand in his left hand. 

When they had done with the rooms they went up to the attic. She kept a desk there in which 

Rodolphe’s letters were locked. It had to be opened. 

“Ah! a correspondence,” said Maitre Hareng, with a discreet smile. “But allow me, for I must 

make sure the box contains nothing else.” And he tipped up the papers lightly, as if to shake out 

napoleons. Then she grew angered to see this coarse hand, with fingers red and pulpy like slugs, 

touching these pages against which her heart had beaten. 

They went at last. Félicité came back. Emma had sent her out to watch for Bovary in order to 

keep him off, and they hurriedly installed the man in possession under the roof, where he swore 

he would remain. 

During the evening Charles seemed to her careworn. Emma watched him with a look of 

anguish, fancying she saw an accusation in every line of his face. Then, when her eyes wandered 

over the chimney-piece ornamented with Chinese screens, over the large curtains, the armchairs, 

all those things, in a word, that had, softened the bitterness of her life, remorse seized her or 

rather an immense regret, that, far from crushing, irritated her passion. Charles placidly poked 

the fire, both his feet on the fire-dogs. 

Once the man, no doubt bored in his hiding-place, made a slight noise. 

“Is anyone walking upstairs?” said Charles. 

“No,” she replied; “it is a window that has been left open, and is rattling in the wind.” 

The next day, Sunday, she went to Rouen to call on all the brokers whose names she knew. 

They were at their country-places or on journeys. She was not discouraged; and those whom she 

did manage to see she asked for money, declaring she must have some, and that she would pay it 

back. Some laughed in her face; all refused. 

At two o’clock she hurried to Léon, and knocked at the door. No one answered. At length he 

appeared. 

“What brings you here?” 

“Do I disturb you?” 

“No; but—” And he admitted that his landlord didn’t like his having “women” there. 

“I must speak to you,” she went on. 

Then he took down the key, but she stopped him. 



“No, no! Down there, in our home!” 

And they went to their room at the Hotel de Boulogne. 

On arriving she drank off a large glass of water. She was very pale. She said to him— 

“Léon, you will do me a service?” 

And, shaking him by both hands that she grasped tightly, she added— 

“Listen, I want eight thousand francs.” 

“But you are mad!” 

“Not yet.” 

And thereupon, telling him the story of the distraint, she explained her distress to him; for 

Charles knew nothing of it; her mother-in-law detested her; old Rouault could do nothing; but he, 

Léon, he would set about finding this indispensable sum. 

“How on earth can I?” 

“What a coward you are!” she cried. 

Then he said stupidly, “You are exaggerating the difficulty. Perhaps, with a thousand crowns 

or so the fellow could be stopped.” 

All the greater reason to try and do something; it was impossible that they could not find three 

thousand francs. Besides, Léon, could be security instead of her. 

“Go, try, try! I will love you so!” 

He went out, and came back at the end of an hour, saying, with solemn face— 

“I have been to three people with no success.” 

Then they remained sitting face to face at the two chimney corners, motionless, in silence. 

Emma shrugged her shoulders as she stamped her feet. He heard her murmuring— 

“If I were in your place I should soon get some.” 

“But where?” 

“At your office.” And she looked at him. 

An infernal boldness looked out from her burning eyes, and their lids drew close together with 

a lascivious and encouraging look, so that the young man felt himself growing weak beneath the 

mute will of this woman who was urging him to a crime. Then he was afraid, and to avoid any 

explanation he smote his forehead, crying— 

“Morel is to come back to-night; he will not refuse me, I hope” (this was one of his friends, 

the son of a very rich merchant); “and I will bring it you to-morrow,” he added. 

Emma did not seem to welcome this hope with all the joy he had expected. Did she suspect the 

lie? He went on, blushing— 

“However, if you don’t see me by three o’clock do not wait for me, my darling. I must be off 

now; forgive me! Goodbye!” 

He pressed her hand, but it felt quite lifeless. Emma had no strength left for any sentiment. 

Four o’clock struck, and she rose to return to Yonville, mechanically obeying the force of old 

habits. 

The weather was fine. It was one of those March days, clear and sharp, when the sun shines in 

a perfectly white sky. The Rouen folk, in Sunday-clothes, were walking about with happy looks. 

She reached the Place du Parvis. People were coming out after vespers; the crowd flowed out 



through the three doors like a stream through the three arches of a bridge, and in the middle one, 

more motionless than a rock, stood the beadle. 

Then she remembered the day when, all anxious and full of hope, she had entered beneath this 

large nave, that had opened out before her, less profound than her love; and she walked on 

weeping beneath her veil, giddy, staggering, almost fainting. 

“Take care!” cried a voice issuing from the gate of a courtyard that was thrown open. 

She stopped to let pass a black horse, pawing the ground between the shafts of a tilbury, 

driven by a gentleman in sable furs. Who was it? She knew him. The carriage darted by and 

disappeared. 

Why, it was he—the Viscount. She turned away; the street was empty. She was so 

overwhelmed, so sad, that she had to lean against a wall to keep herself from falling. 

Then she thought she had been mistaken. Anyhow, she did not know. All within her and 

around her was abandoning her. She felt lost, sinking at random into indefinable abysses, and it 

was almost with joy that, on reaching the “Croix-Rouge,” she saw the good Homais, who was 

watching a large box full of pharmaceutical stores being hoisted on to the “Hirondelle.” In his 

hand he held tied in a silk handkerchief six cheminots for his wife. 

Madame Homais was very fond of these small, heavy turban-shaped loaves, that are eaten in 

Lent with salt butter; a last vestige of Gothic food that goes back, perhaps, to the time of the 

Crusades, and with which the robust Normans gorged themselves of yore, fancying they saw on 

the table, in the light of the yellow torches, between tankards of hippocras and huge boars’ 

heads, the heads of Saracens to be devoured. The druggist’s wife crunched them up as they had 

done—heroically, despite her wretched teeth. And so whenever Homais journeyed to town, he 

never failed to bring her home some that he bought at the great baker’s in the Rue Massacre. 

“Charmed to see you,” he said, offering Emma a hand to help her into the “Hirondelle.” Then 

he hung up his cheminots to the cords of the netting, and remained bare-headed in an attitude 

pensive and Napoleonic. 

But when the blind man appeared as usual at the foot of the hill he exclaimed— 

“I can’t understand why the authorities tolerate such culpable industries. Such unfortunates 

should be locked up and forced to work. Progress, my word! creeps at a snail’s pace. We are 

floundering about in mere barbarism.” 

The blind man held out his hat, that flapped about at the door, as if it were a bag in the lining 

that had come unnailed. 

“This,” said the chemist, “is a scrofulous affection.” 

And though he knew the poor devil, he pretended to see him for the first time, murmured 

something about “cornea,” “opaque cornea,” “sclerotic,” “facies,” then asked him in a paternal 

tone— 

“My friend, have you long had this terrible infirmity? Instead of getting drunk at the public, 

you’d do better to die yourself.” 

He advised him to take good wine, good beer, and good joints. The blind man went on with 

his song; he seemed, moreover, almost idiotic. At last Monsieur Homais opened his purse— 

“Now there’s a sou; give me back two lairds, and don’t forget my advice: you’ll be the better 

for it.” 



Hivert openly cast some doubt on the efficacy of it. But the druggist said that he would cure 

himself with an antiphlogistic pomade of his own composition, and he gave his address—

“Monsieur Homais, near the market, pretty well known.” 

“Now,” said Hivert, “for all this trouble you’ll give us your performance.” 

The blind man sank down on his haunches, with his head thrown back, whilst he rolled his 

greenish eyes, lolled out his tongue, and rubbed his stomach with both hands as he uttered a kind 

of hollow yell like a famished dog. Emma, filled with disgust, threw him over her shoulder a 

five-franc piece. It was all her fortune. It seemed to her very fine thus to throw it away. 

The coach had gone on again when suddenly Monsieur Homais leant out through the window, 

crying— 

“No farinaceous or milk food, wear wool next the skin, and expose the diseased parts to the 

smoke of juniper berries.” 

The sight of the well-known objects that defiled before her eyes gradually diverted Emma 

from her present trouble. An intolerable fatigue overwhelmed her, and she reached her home 

stupefied, discouraged, almost asleep. 

“Come what may come!” she said to herself. “And then, who knows? Why, at any moment 

could not some extraordinary event occur? Lheureux even might die!” 

At nine o’clock in the morning she was awakened by the sound of voices in the Place. There 

was a crowd round the market reading a large bill fixed to one of the posts, and she saw Justin, 

who was climbing on to a stone and tearing down the bill. But at this moment the rural guard 

seized him by the collar. Monsieur Homais came out of his shop, and Mere Lefrangois, in the 

midst of the crowd, seemed to be perorating. 

“Madame! madame!” cried Félicité, running in, “it’s abominable!” 

And the poor girl, deeply moved, handed her a yellow paper that she had just torn off the door. 

Emma read with a glance that all her furniture was for sale. 

Then they looked at one another silently. The servant and mistress had no secret one from the 

other. At last Félicité sighed— 

“If I were you, madame, I should go to Monsieur Guillaumin.” 

“Do you think—” 

And this question meant to say— 

“You who know the house through the servant, has the master spoken sometimes of me?” 

“Yes, you’d do well to go there.” 

She dressed, put on her black gown, and her hood with jet beads, and that she might not be 

seen (there was still a crowd on the Place), she took the path by the river, outside the village. 

She reached the notary’s gate quite breathless. The sky was sombre, and a little snow was 

falling. At the sound of the bell, Theodore in a red waistcoat appeared on the steps; he came to 

open the door almost familiarly, as to an acquaintance, and showed her into the dining-room. 

A large porcelain stove crackled beneath a cactus that filled up the niche in the wall, and in 

black wood frames against the oak-stained paper hung Steuben’s “Esmeralda” and Schopin’s 

“Potiphar.” The ready-laid table, the two silver chafing-dishes, the crystal door-knobs, the 

parquet and the furniture, all shone with a scrupulous, English cleanliness; the windows were 

ornamented at each corner with stained glass. 



“Now this,” thought Emma, “is the dining-room I ought to have.” 

The notary came in pressing his palm-leaf dressing-gown to his breast with his left arm, while 

with the other hand he raised and quickly put on again his brown velvet cap, pretentiously 

cocked on the right side, whence looked out the ends of three fair curls drawn from the back of 

the head, following the line of his bald skull. 

After he had offered her a seat he sat down to breakfast, apologising profusely for his 

rudeness. 

“I have come,” she said, “to beg you, sir—” 

“What, madame? I am listening.” 

And she began explaining her position to him. Monsieur Guillaumin knew it, being secretly 

associated with the linendraper, from whom he always got capital for the loans on mortgages that 

he was asked to make. 

So he knew (and better than she herself) the long story of the bills, small at first, bearing 

different names as endorsers, made out at long dates, and constantly renewed up to the day, 

when, gathering together all the protested bills, the shopkeeper had bidden his friend Vincart take 

in his own name all the necessary proceedings, not wishing to pass for a tiger with his fellow-

citizens. 

She mingled her story with recriminations against Lheureux, to which the notary replied from 

time to time with some insignificant word. Eating his cutlet and drinking his tea, he buried his 

chin in his sky-blue cravat, into which were thrust two diamond pins, held together by a small 

gold chain; and he smiled a singular smile, in a sugary, ambiguous fashion. But noticing that her 

feet were damp, he said— 

“Do get closer to the stove; put your feet up against the porcelain.” 

She was afraid of dirtying it. The notary replied in a gallant tone— 

“Beautiful things spoil nothing.” 

Then she tried to move him, and, growing moved herself, she began telling him about the 

poorness of her home, her worries, her wants. He could understand that; an elegant woman! and, 

without leaving off eating, he had turned completely round towards her, so that his knee brushed 

against her boot, whose sole curled round as it smoked against the stove. 

But when she asked for a thousand sous, he closed his lips, and declared he was very sorry he 

had not had the management of her fortune before, for there were hundreds of ways very 

convenient, even for a lady, of turning her money to account. They might, either in the turf-peats 

of Grumesnil or building-ground at Havre, almost without risk, have ventured on some excellent 

speculations; and he let her consume herself with rage at the thought of the fabulous sums that 

she would certainly have made. 

“How was it,” he went on, “that you didn’t come to me?” 

“I hardly know,” she said. 

“Why, hey? Did I frighten you so much? It is I, on the contrary, who ought to complain. We 

hardly know one another; yet I am very devoted to you. You do not doubt that, I hope?” 

He held out his hand, took hers, covered it with a greedy kiss, then held it on his knee; and he 

played delicately with her fingers whilst he murmured a thousand blandishments. His insipid 

voice murmured like a running brook; a light shone in his eyes through the glimmering of his 



spectacles, and his hand was advancing up Emma’s sleeve to press her arm. She felt against her 

cheek his panting breath. This man oppressed her horribly. 

She sprang up and said to him— 

“Sir, I am waiting.” 

“For what?” said the notary, who suddenly became very pale. 

“This money.” 

“But—” Then, yielding to the outburst of too powerful a desire, “Well, yes!” 

He dragged himself towards her on his knees, regardless of his dressing-gown. 

“For pity’s sake, stay. I love you!” 

He seized her by her waist. Madame Bovary’s face flushed purple. She recoiled with a terrible 

look, crying— 

“You are taking a shameless advantage of my distress, sir! I am to be pitied—not to be sold.” 

And she went out. 

The notary remained quite stupefied, his eyes fixed on his fine embroidered slippers. They 

were a love gift, and the sight of them at last consoled him. Besides, he reflected that such an 

adventure might have carried him too far. 

“What a wretch! what a scoundrel! what an infamy!” she said to herself, as she fled with 

nervous steps beneath the aspens of the path. The disappointment of her failure increased the 

indignation of her outraged modesty; it seemed to her that Providence pursued her implacably, 

and, strengthening herself in her pride, she had never felt so much esteem for herself nor so 

much contempt for others. A spirit of warfare transformed her. She would have liked to strike all 

men, to spit in their faces, to crush them, and she walked rapidly straight on, pale, quivering, 

maddened, searching the empty horizon with tear-dimmed eyes, and as it were rejoicing in the 

hate that was choking her. 

When she saw her house a numbness came over her. She could not go on; and yet she must. 

Besides, whither could she flee? 

Félicité was waiting for her at the door. “Well?” 

“No!” said Emma. 

And for a quarter of an hour the two of them went over the various persons in Yonville who 

might perhaps be inclined to help her. But each time that Félicité named someone Emma 

replied— 

“Impossible! they will not!” 

“And the master’ll soon be in.” 

“I know that well enough. Leave me alone.” 

She had tried everything; there was nothing more to be done now; and when Charles came in 

she would have to say to him— 

“Go away! This carpet on which you are walking is no longer ours. In your own house you do 

not possess a chair, a pin, a straw, and it is I, poor man, who have ruined you.” 

Then there would be a great sob; next he would weep abundantly, and at last, the surprise past, 

he would forgive her. 



“Yes,” she murmured, grinding her teeth, “he will forgive me, he who would give a million if 

I would forgive him for having known me! Never! never!” 

This thought of Bovary’s superiority to her exasperated her. Then, whether she confessed or 

did not confess, presently, immediately, to-morrow, he would know the catastrophe all the same; 

so she must wait for this horrible scene, and bear the weight of his magnanimity. The desire to 

return to Lheureux’s seized her—what would be the use? To write to her father—it was too late; 

and perhaps, she began to repent now that she had not yielded to that other, when she heard the 

trot of a horse in the alley. It was he; he was opening the gate; he was whiter than the plaster 

wall. Rushing to the stairs, she ran out quickly to the square; and the wife of the mayor, who was 

talking to Lestiboudois in front of the church, saw her go in to the tax-collector’s. 

She hurried off to tell Madame Caron, and the two ladies went up to the attic, and, hidden by 

some linen spread across props, stationed themselves comfortably for overlooking the whole of 

Binet’s room. 

He was alone in his garret, busy imitating in wood one of those indescribable bits of ivory, 

composed of crescents, of spheres hollowed out one within the other, the whole as straight as an 

obelisk, and of no use whatever; and he was beginning on the last piece—he was nearing his 

goal. In the twilight of the workshop the white dust was flying from his tools like a shower of 

sparks under the hoofs of a galloping horse; the two wheels were turning, droning; Binet smiled, 

his chin lowered, his nostrils distended, and, in a word, seemed lost in one of those complete 

happinesses that, no doubt, belong only to commonplace occupations, which amuse the mind 

with facile difficulties, and satisfy by a realisation of that beyond which such minds have not a 

dream. 

“Ah! there she is!” exclaimed Madame Tuvache. 

But it was impossible because of the lathe to hear what she was saying. 

At last these ladies thought they made out the word “francs,” and Madame Tuvache whispered 

in a low voice— 

“She is begging him to give her time for paying her taxes.” 

“Apparently!” replied the other. 

They saw her walking up and down, examining the napkin-rings, the candlesticks, the banister 

rails against the walls, while Binet stroked his beard with satisfaction. 

“Do you think she wants to order something of him?” said Madame Tuvache. 

“Why, he doesn’t sell anything,” objected her neighbour. 

The tax-collector seemed to be listening with wide-open eyes, as if he did not understand. She 

went on in a tender, suppliant manner. She came nearer to him, her breast heaving; they no 

longer spoke. 

“Is she making him advances?” said Madame Tuvache. Binet was scarlet to his very ears. She 

took hold of his hands. 

“Oh, it’s too much!” 

And no doubt she was suggesting something abominable to him; for the tax-collector—yet he 

was brave, had fought at Bautzen and at Lutzen, had been through the French campaign, and had 

even been recommended for the cross—suddenly, as at the sight of a serpent, recoiled as far as 

he could from her, crying— 

“Madame! what do you mean?” 



“Women like that ought to be whipped,” said Madame Tuvache. 

“But where is she?” continued Madame Caron, for she had disappeared whilst they spoke; 

then catching sight of her going up the Grande Rue, and turning to the right as if making for the 

cemetery, they were lost in conjectures. 

“Nurse Rollet,” she said on reaching the nurse’s, “I am choking; unlace me!” She fell on the 

bed sobbing. Nurse Rollet covered her with a petticoat and remained standing by her side. Then, 

as she did not answer, the good woman withdrew, took her wheel and began spinning flax. 

“Oh, leave off!” she murmured, fancying she heard Binet’s lathe. 

“What’s bothering her?” said the nurse to herself. “Why has she come here?” 

She had rushed thither; impelled by a kind of horror that drove her from her home. 

Lying on her back, motionless, and with staring eyes, she saw things but vaguely, although she 

tried to with idiotic persistence. She looked at the scales on the walls, two brands smoking end to 

end, and a long spider crawling over her head in a rent in the beam. At last she began to collect 

her thoughts. She remembered—one day—Léon—Oh! how long ago that was—the sun was 

shining on the river, and the clematis were perfuming the air. Then, carried away as by a rushing 

torrent, she soon began to recall the day before. 

“What time is it?” she asked. 

Mere Rollet went out, raised the fingers of her right hand to that side of the sky that was 

brightest, and came back slowly, saying— 

“Nearly three.” 

“Ah! thanks, thanks!” 

For he would come; he would have found some money. But he would, perhaps, go down 

yonder, not guessing she was here, and she told the nurse to run to her house to fetch him. 

“Be quick!” 

“But, my dear lady, I’m going, I’m going!” 

She wondered now that she had not thought of him from the first. Yesterday he had given his 

word; he would not break it. And she already saw herself at Lheureux’s spreading out her three 

bank-notes on his bureau. Then she would have to invent some story to explain matters to 

Bovary. What should it be? 

The nurse, however, was a long while gone. But, as there was no clock in the cot, Emma 

feared she was perhaps exaggerating the length of time. She began walking round the garden, 

step by step; she went into the path by the hedge, and returned quickly, hoping that the woman 

would have come back by another road. At last, weary of waiting, assailed by fears that she 

thrust from her, no longer conscious whether she had been here a century or a moment, she sat 

down in a corner, closed her eyes, and stopped her ears. The gate grated; she sprang up. Before 

she had spoken Mere Rollet said to her— 

“There is no one at your house!” 

“What?” 

“Oh, no one! And the doctor is crying. He is calling for you; they’re looking for you.” 

Emma answered nothing. She gasped as she turned her eyes about her, while the peasant 

woman, frightened at her face, drew back instinctively, thinking her mad. Suddenly she struck 

her brow and uttered a cry; for the thought of Rodolphe, like a flash of lightning in a dark night, 



had passed into her soul. He was so good, so delicate, so generous! And besides, should he 

hesitate to do her this service, she would know well enough how to constrain him to it by re-

waking, in a single moment, their lost love. So she set out towards La Huchette, not seeing that 

she was hastening to offer herself to that which but a while ago had so angered her, not in the 

least conscious of her prostitution. 

  



Chapter Eight 

She asked herself as she walked along, “What am I going to say? How shall I begin?” And as 

she went on she recognised the thickets, the trees, the sea-rushes on the hill, the château yonder. 

All the sensations of her first tenderness came back to her, and her poor aching heart opened out 

amorously. A warm wind blew in her face; the melting snow fell drop by drop from the buds to 

the grass. 

She entered, as she used to, through the small park-gate. She reached the avenue bordered by a 

double row of dense lime-trees. They were swaying their long whispering branches to and fro. 

The dogs in their kennels all barked, and the noise of their voices resounded, but brought out no 

one. 

She went up the large straight staircase with wooden balusters that led to the corridor paved 

with dusty flags, into which several doors in a row opened, as in a monastery or an inn. His was 

at the top, right at the end, on the left. When she placed her fingers on the lock her strength 

suddenly deserted her. She was afraid, almost wished he would not be there, though this was her 

only hope, her last chance of salvation. She collected her thoughts for one moment, and, 

strengthening herself by the feeling of present necessity, went in. 

He was in front of the fire, both his feet on the mantelpiece, smoking a pipe. 

“What! it is you!” he said, getting up hurriedly. 

“Yes, it is I, Rodolphe. I should like to ask your advice.” 

And, despite all her efforts, it was impossible for her to open her lips. 

“You have not changed; you are charming as ever!” 

“Oh,” she replied bitterly, “they are poor charms since you disdained them.” 

Then he began a long explanation of his conduct, excusing himself in vague terms, in default 

of being able to invent better. 

She yielded to his words, still more to his voice and the sight of him, so that, she pretended to 

believe, or perhaps believed; in the pretext he gave for their rupture; this was a secret on which 

depended the honour, the very life of a third person. 

“No matter!” she said, looking at him sadly. “I have suffered much.” 

He replied philosophically— 

“Such is life!” 

“Has life,” Emma went on, “been good to you at least, since our separation?” 

“Oh, neither good nor bad.” 

“Perhaps it would have been better never to have parted.” 

“Yes, perhaps.” 

“You think so?” she said, drawing nearer, and she sighed. “Oh, Rodolphe! if you but knew! I 

loved you so!” 

It was then that she took his hand, and they remained some time, their fingers intertwined, like 

that first day at the Show. With a gesture of pride he struggled against this emotion. But sinking 

upon his breast she said to him— 



“How did you think I could live without you? One cannot lose the habit of happiness. I was 

desolate. I thought I should die. I will tell you about all that and you will see. And you—you fled 

from me!” 

For, all the three years, he had carefully avoided her in consequence of that natural cowardice 

that characterises the stronger sex. Emma went on, with dainty little nods, more coaxing than an 

amorous kitten— 

“You love others, confess it! Oh, I understand them, dear! I excuse them. You probably 

seduced them as you seduced me. You are indeed a man; you have everything to make one love 

you. But we’ll begin again, won’t we? We will love one another. See! I am laughing; I am 

happy! Oh, speak!” 

And she was charming to see, with her eyes, in which trembled a tear, like the rain of a storm 

in a blue corolla. 

He had drawn her upon his knees, and with the back of his hand was caressing her smooth 

hair, where in the twilight was mirrored like a golden arrow one last ray of the sun. She bent 

down her brow; at last he kissed her on the eyelids quite gently with the tips of his lips. 

“Why, you have been crying! What for?” 

She burst into tears. Rodolphe thought this was an outburst of her love. As she did not speak, 

he took this silence for a last remnant of resistance, and then he cried out— 

“Oh, forgive me! You are the only one who pleases me. I was imbecile and cruel. I love you. I 

will love you always. What is it. Tell me!” He was kneeling by her. 

“Well, I am ruined, Rodolphe! You must lend me three thousand francs.” 

“But—but—” said he, getting up slowly, while his face assumed a grave expression. 

“You know,” she went on quickly, “that my husband had placed his whole fortune at a 

notary’s. He ran away. So we borrowed; the patients don’t pay us. Moreover, the settling of the 

estate is not yet done; we shall have the money later on. But to-day, for want of three thousand 

francs, we are to be sold up. It is to be at once, this very moment, and, counting upon your 

friendship, I have come to you.” 

“Ah!” thought Rodolphe, turning very pale, “that was what she came for.” At last he said with 

a calm air— 

“Dear madame, I have not got them.” 

He did not lie. If he had had them, he would, no doubt, have given them, although it is 

generally disagreeable to do such fine things: a demand for money being, of all the winds that 

blow upon love, the coldest and most destructive. 

First she looked at him for some moments. 

“You have not got them!” she repeated several times. “You have not got them! I ought to have 

spared myself this last shame. You never loved me. You are no better than the others.” 

She was betraying, ruining herself. 

Rodolphe interrupted her, declaring he was “hard up” himself. 

“Ah! I pity you,” said Emma. “Yes—very much.” 

And fixing her eyes upon an embossed carabine, that shone against its panoply, “But when 

one is so poor one doesn’t have silver on the butt of one’s gun. One doesn’t buy a clock inlaid 

with tortoise shell,” she went on, pointing to a buhl timepiece, “nor silver-gilt whistles for one’s 



whips,” and she touched them, “nor charms for one’s watch. Oh, he wants for nothing! even to a 

liqueur-stand in his room! For you love yourself; you live well. You have a château, farms, 

woods; you go hunting; you travel to Paris. Why, if it were but that,” she cried, taking up two 

studs from the mantelpiece, “but the least of these trifles, one can get money for them. Oh, I do 

not want them, keep them!” 

And she threw the two links away from her, their gold chain breaking as it struck against the 

wall. 

“But I! I would have given you everything. I would have sold all, worked for you with my 

hands, I would have begged on the highroads for a smile, for a look, to hear you say ‘Thanks!’ 

And you sit there quietly in your arm-chair, as if you had not made me suffer enough already! 

But for you, and you know it, I might have lived happily. What made you do it? Was it a bet? 

Yet you loved me—you said so. And but a moment since—Ah! it would have been better to have 

driven me away. My hands are hot with your kisses, and there is the spot on the carpet where at 

my knees you swore an eternity of love! You made me believe you; for two years you held me in 

the most magnificent, the sweetest dream! Eh! Our plans for the journey, do you remember? Oh, 

your letter! your letter! it tore my heart! And then when I come back to him—to him, rich, 

happy, free—to implore the help the first stranger would give, a suppliant, and bringing back to 

him all my tenderness, he repulses me because it would cost him three thousand francs!” 

“I haven’t got them,” replied Rodolphe, with that perfect calm with which resigned rage 

covers itself as with a shield. 

She went out. The walls trembled, the ceiling was crushing her, and she passed back through 

the long alley, stumbling against the heaps of dead leaves scattered by the wind. At last she 

reached the ha-ha hedge in front of the gate; she broke her nails against the lock in her haste to 

open it. Then a hundred steps farther on, breathless, almost falling, she stopped. And now turning 

round, she once more saw the impassive château, with the park, the gardens, the three courts, and 

all the windows of the facade. 

She remained lost in stupor, and having no more consciousness of herself than through the 

beating of her arteries, that she seemed to hear bursting forth like a deafening music filling all the 

fields. The earth beneath her feet was more yielding than the sea, and the furrows seemed to her 

immense brown waves breaking into foam. Everything in her head, of memories, ideas, went off 

at once like a thousand pieces of fireworks. She saw her father, Lheureux’s closet, their room at 

home, another landscape. Madness was coming upon her; she grew afraid, and managed to 

recover herself, in a confused way, it is true, for she did not in the least remember the cause of 

the terrible condition she was in, that is to say, the question of money. She suffered only in her 

love, and felt her soul passing from her in this memory; as wounded men, dying, feel their life 

ebb from their bleeding wounds. 

Night was falling, crows were flying about. 

Suddenly it seemed to her that fiery spheres were exploding in the air like fulminating balls 

when they strike, and were whirling, whirling, to melt at last upon the snow between the 

branches of the trees. In the midst of each of them appeared the face of Rodolphe. They 

multiplied and drew near her, penetrating, her. It all disappeared; she recognised the lights of the 

houses that shone through the fog. 

Now her situation, like an abyss, rose up before her. She was panting as if her heart would 

burst. Then in an ecstasy of heroism, that made her almost joyous, she ran down the hill, crossed 

the cow-plank, the foot-path, the alley, the market, and reached the chemist’s shop. She was 



about to enter, but at the sound of the bell someone might come, and slipping in by the gate, 

holding her breath, feeling her way along the walls, she went as far as the door of the kitchen, 

where a candle stuck on the stove was burning. Justin in his shirt-sleeves was carrying out a dish. 

“Ah! they are dining; I will wait.” 

He returned; she tapped at the window. He went out. 

“The key! the one for upstairs where he keeps the—” 

“What?” 

And he looked at her, astonished at the pallor of her face, that stood out white against the 

black background of the night. She seemed to him extraordinarily beautiful and majestic as a 

phantom. Without understanding what she wanted, he had the presentiment of something 

terrible. 

But she went on quickly in a love voice; in a sweet, melting voice, “I want it; give it to me.” 

As the partition wall was thin, they could hear the clatter of the forks on the plates in the 

dining-room. 

She pretended that she wanted to kill the rats that kept her from sleeping. 

“I must tell master.” 

“No, stay!” Then with an indifferent air, “Oh, it’s not worth while; I’ll tell him presently. 

Come, light me upstairs.” 

She entered the corridor into which the laboratory door opened. Against the wall was a key 

labelled Capharnaum. 

“Justin!” called the druggist impatiently. 

“Let us go up.” 

And he followed her. The key turned in the lock, and she went straight to the third shelf, so 

well did her memory guide her, seized the blue jar, tore out the cork, plunged in her hand, and 

withdrawing it full of a white powder, she began eating it. 

“Stop!” he cried, rushing at her. 

“Hush! someone will come.” 

He was in despair, was calling out. 

“Say nothing, or all the blame will fall on your master.” 

Then she went home, suddenly calmed, and with something of the serenity of one that had 

performed a duty. 

When Charles, distracted by the news of the distraint, returned home, Emma had just gone out. 

He cried aloud, wept, fainted, but she did not return. Where could she be? He sent Félicité to 

Homais, to Monsieur Tuvache, to Lheureux, to the “Lion d’Or,” everywhere, and in the intervals 

of his agony he saw his reputation destroyed, their fortune lost, Berthe’s future ruined. By 

what?—Not a word! He waited till six in the evening. At last, unable to bear it any longer, and 

fancying she had gone to Rouen, he set out along the highroad, walked a mile, met no one, again 

waited, and returned home. She had come back. 

“What was the matter? Why? Explain to me.” 

She sat down at her writing-table and wrote a letter, which she sealed slowly, adding the date 

and the hour. Then she said in a solemn tone: 



“You are to read it to-morrow; till then, I pray you, do not ask me a single question. No, not 

one!” 

“But—” 

“Oh, leave me!” 

She lay down full length on her bed. A bitter taste that she felt in her mouth awakened her. 

She saw Charles, and again closed her eyes. 

She was studying herself curiously, to see if she were not suffering. But no! nothing as yet. 

She heard the ticking of the clock, the crackling of the fire, and Charles breathing as he stood 

upright by her bed. 

“Ah! it is but a little thing, death!” she thought. “I shall fall asleep and all will be over.” 

She drank a mouthful of water and turned to the wall. The frightful taste of ink continued. 

“I am thirsty; oh! so thirsty,” she sighed. 

“What is it?” said Charles, who was handing her a glass. 

“It is nothing! Open the window; I am choking.” 

She was seized with a sickness so sudden that she had hardly time to draw out her 

handkerchief from under the pillow. 

“Take it away,” she said quickly; “throw it away.” 

He spoke to her; she did not answer. She lay motionless, afraid that the slightest movement 

might make her vomit. But she felt an icy cold creeping from her feet to her heart. 

“Ah! it is beginning,” she murmured. 

“What did you say?” 

She turned her head from side to side with a gentle movement full of agony, while constantly 

opening her mouth as if something very heavy were weighing upon her tongue. At eight o’clock 

the vomiting began again. 

Charles noticed that at the bottom of the basin there was a sort of white sediment sticking to 

the sides of the porcelain. 

“This is extraordinary—very singular,” he repeated. 

But she said in a firm voice, “No, you are mistaken.” 

Then gently, and almost as caressing her, he passed his hand over her stomach. She uttered a 

sharp cry. He fell back terror-stricken. 

Then she began to groan, faintly at first. Her shoulders were shaken by a strong shuddering, 

and she was growing paler than the sheets in which her clenched fingers buried themselves. Her 

unequal pulse was now almost imperceptible. 

Drops of sweat oozed from her bluish face, that seemed as if rigid in the exhalations of a 

metallic vapour. Her teeth chattered, her dilated eyes looked vaguely about her, and to all 

questions she replied only with a shake of the head; she even smiled once or twice. Gradually, 

her moaning grew louder; a hollow shriek burst from her; she pretended she was better and that 

she would get up presently. But she was seized with convulsions and cried out— 

“Ah! my God! It is horrible!” 

He threw himself on his knees by her bed. 

“Tell me! what have you eaten? Answer, for heaven’s sake!” 



And he looked at her with a tenderness in his eyes such as she had never seen. 

“Well, there—there!” she said in a faint voice. He flew to the writing-table, tore open the seal, 

and read aloud: “Accuse no one.” He stopped, passed his hands across his eyes, and read it over 

again. 

“What! help—help!” 

He could only keep repeating the word: “Poisoned! poisoned!” Félicité ran to Homais, who 

proclaimed it in the market-place; Madame Lefrancois heard it at the “Lion d’Or”; some got up 

to go and tell their neighbours, and all night the village was on the alert. 

Distraught, faltering, reeling, Charles wandered about the room. He knocked against the 

furniture, tore his hair, and the chemist had never believed that there could be so terrible a sight. 

He went home to write to Monsieur Canivet and to Doctor Lariviere. He lost his head, and 

made more than fifteen rough copies. Hippolyte went to Neufchâtel, and Justin so spurred 

Bovary’s horse that he left it foundered and three parts dead by the hill at Bois-Guillaume. 

Charles tried to look up his medical dictionary, but could not read it; the lines were dancing. 

“Be calm,” said the druggist; “we have only to administer a powerful antidote. What is the 

poison?” 

Charles showed him the letter. It was arsenic. 

“Very well,” said Homais, “we must make an analysis.” 

For he knew that in cases of poisoning an analysis must be made; and the other, who did not 

understand, answered— 

“Oh, do anything! save her!” 

Then going back to her, he sank upon the carpet, and lay there with his head leaning against 

the edge of her bed, sobbing. 

“Don’t cry,” she said to him. “Soon I shall not trouble you any more.” 

“Why was it? Who drove you to it?” 

She replied. “It had to be, my dear!” 

“Weren’t you happy? Is it my fault? I did all I could!” 

“Yes, that is true—you are good—you.” 

And she passed her hand slowly over his hair. The sweetness of this sensation deepened his 

sadness; he felt his whole being dissolving in despair at the thought that he must lose her, just 

when she was confessing more love for him than ever. And he could think of nothing; he did not 

know, he did not dare; the urgent need for some immediate resolution gave the finishing stroke 

to the turmoil of his mind. 

So she had done, she thought, with all the treachery; and meanness, and numberless desires 

that had tortured her. She hated no one now; a twilight dimness was settling upon her thoughts, 

and, of all earthly noises, Emma heard none but the intermittent lamentations of this poor heart, 

sweet and indistinct like the echo of a symphony dying away. 

“Bring me the child,” she said, raising herself on her elbow. 

“You are not worse, are you?” asked Charles. 

“No, no!” 



The child, serious, and still half-asleep, was carried in on the servant’s arm in her long white 

nightgown, from which her bare feet peeped out. She looked wonderingly at the disordered 

room, and half-closed her eyes, dazzled by the candles burning on the table. They reminded her, 

no doubt, of the morning of New Year’s day and Mid-Lent, when thus awakened early by 

candle-light she came to her mother’s bed to fetch her presents, for she began saying— 

“But where is it, mamma?” And as everybody was silent, “But I can’t see my little stocking.” 

Félicité held her over the bed while she still kept looking towards the mantelpiece. 

“Has nurse taken it?” she asked. 

And at this name, that carried her back to the memory of her adulteries and her calamities, 

Madame Bovary turned away her head, as at the loathing of another bitterer poison that rose to 

her mouth. But Berthe remained perched on the bed. 

“Oh, how big your eyes are, mamma! How pale you are! how hot you are!” 

Her mother looked at her. “I am frightened!” cried the child, recoiling. 

Emma took her hand to kiss it; the child struggled. 

“That will do. Take her away,” cried Charles, who was sobbing in the alcove. 

Then the symptoms ceased for a moment; she seemed less agitated; and at every insignificant 

word, at every respiration a little more easy, he regained hope. At last, when Canivet came in, he 

threw himself into his arms. 

“Ah! it is you. Thanks! You are good! But she is better. See! look at her.” 

His colleague was by no means of this opinion, and, as he said of himself, “never beating 

about the bush,” he prescribed, an emetic in order to empty the stomach completely. 

She soon began vomiting blood. Her lips became drawn. Her limbs were convulsed, her whole 

body covered with brown spots, and her pulse slipped beneath the fingers like a stretched thread, 

like a harp-string nearly breaking. 

After this she began to scream horribly. She cursed the poison, railed at it, and implored it to 

be quick, and thrust away with her stiffened arms everything that Charles, in more agony than 

herself, tried to make her drink. He stood up, his handkerchief to his lips, with a rattling sound in 

his throat, weeping, and choked by sobs that shook his whole body. Félicité was running hither 

and thither in the room. Homais, motionless, uttered great sighs; and Monsieur Canivet, always 

retaining his self-command, nevertheless began to feel uneasy. 

“The devil! yet she has been purged, and from the moment that the cause ceases—” 

“The effect must cease,” said Homais, “that is evident.” 

“Oh, save her!” cried Bovary. 

And, without listening to the chemist, who was still venturing the hypothesis, “It is perhaps a 

salutary paroxysm,” Canivet was about to administer some theriac, when they heard the cracking 

of a whip; all the windows rattled, and a post-chaise drawn by three horses abreast, up to their 

ears in mud, drove at a gallop round the corner of the market. It was Doctor Lariviere. 

The apparition of a god would not have caused more commotion. Bovary raised his hands; 

Canivet stopped short; and Homais pulled off his skull-cap long before the doctor had come in. 

He belonged to that great school of surgery begotten of Bichat, to that generation, now extinct, 

of philosophical practitioners, who, loving their art with a fanatical love, exercised it with 

enthusiasm and wisdom. Everyone in his hospital trembled when he was angry; and his students 



so revered him that they tried, as soon as they were themselves in practice, to imitate him as 

much as possible. So that in all the towns about they were found wearing his long wadded 

merino overcoat and black frock-coat, whose buttoned cuffs slightly covered his brawny hands—

very beautiful hands, and that never knew gloves, as though to be more ready to plunge into 

suffering. Disdainful of honours, of titles, and of academies, like one of the old Knight-

Hospitallers, generous, fatherly to the poor, and practising virtue without believing in it, he 

would almost have passed for a saint if the keenness of his intellect had not caused him to be 

feared as a demon. His glance, more penetrating than his bistouries, looked straight into your 

soul, and dissected every lie athwart all assertions and all reticences. And thus he went along, 

full of that debonair majesty that is given by the consciousness of great talent, of fortune, and of 

forty years of a labourious and irreproachable life. 

He frowned as soon as he had passed the door when he saw the cadaverous face of Emma 

stretched out on her back with her mouth open. Then, while apparently listening to Canivet, he 

rubbed his fingers up and down beneath his nostrils, and repeated— 

“Good! good!” 

But he made a slow gesture with his shoulders. Bovary watched him; they looked at one 

another; and this man, accustomed as he was to the sight of pain, could not keep back a tear that 

fell on his shirt-frill. 

He tried to take Canivet into the next room. Charles followed him. 

“She is very ill, isn’t she? If we put on sinapisms? Anything! Oh, think of something, you who 

have saved so many!” 

Charles caught him in both his arms, and gazed at him wildly, imploringly, half-fainting 

against his breast. 

“Come, my poor fellow, courage! There is nothing more to be done.” 

And Doctor Lariviere turned away. 

“You are going?” 

“I will come back.” 

He went out only to give an order to the coachman, with Monsieur Canivet, who did not care 

either to have Emma die under his hands. 

The chemist rejoined them on the Place. He could not by temperament keep away from 

celebrities, so he begged Monsieur Lariviere to do him the signal honour of accepting some 

breakfast. 

He sent quickly to the “Lion d’Or” for some pigeons; to the butcher’s for all the cutlets that 

were to be had; to Tuvache for cream; and to Lestiboudois for eggs; and the druggist himself 

aided in the preparations, while Madame Homais was saying as she pulled together the strings of 

her jacket— 

“You must excuse us, sir, for in this poor place, when one hasn’t been told the night before—” 

“Wine glasses!” whispered Homais. 

“If only we were in town, we could fall back upon stuffed trotters.” 

“Be quiet! Sit down, doctor!” 

He thought fit, after the first few mouthfuls, to give some details as to the catastrophe. 



“We first had a feeling of siccity in the pharynx, then intolerable pains at the epigastrium, 

super purgation, coma.” 

“But how did she poison herself?” 

“I don’t know, doctor, and I don’t even know where she can have procured the arsenious 

acid.” 

Justin, who was just bringing in a pile of plates, began to tremble. 

“What’s the matter?” said the chemist. 

At this question the young man dropped the whole lot on the ground with a crash. 

“Imbecile!” cried Homais, “awkward lout! block-head! confounded ass!” 

But suddenly controlling himself— 

“I wished, doctor, to make an analysis, and primo I delicately introduced a tube—” 

“You would have done better,” said the physician, “to introduce your fingers into her throat.” 

His colleague was silent, having just before privately received a severe lecture about his 

emetic, so that this good Canivet, so arrogant and so verbose at the time of the clubfoot, was to-

day very modest. He smiled without ceasing in an approving manner. 

Homais dilated in Amphytrionic pride, and the affecting thought of Bovary vaguely 

contributed to his pleasure by a kind of egotistic reflex upon himself. Then the presence of the 

doctor transported him. He displayed his erudition, cited pell-mell cantharides, upas, the 

manchineel, vipers. 

“I have even read that various persons have found themselves under toxicological symptoms, 

and, as it were, thunderstricken by black-pudding that had been subjected to a too vehement 

fumigation. At least, this was stated in a very fine report drawn up by one of our pharmaceutical 

chiefs, one of our masters, the illustrious Cadet de Gassicourt!” 

Madame Homais reappeared, carrying one of those shaky machines that are heated with spirits 

of wine; for Homais liked to make his coffee at table, having, moreover, torrefied it, pulverised 

it, and mixed it himself. 

“Saccharum, doctor?” said he, offering the sugar. 

Then he had all his children brought down, anxious to have the physician’s opinion on their 

constitutions. 

At last Monsieur Lariviere was about to leave, when Madame Homais asked for a consultation 

about her husband. He was making his blood too thick by going to sleep every evening after 

dinner. 

“Oh, it isn’t his blood that’s too thick,” said the physician. 

And, smiling a little at his unnoticed joke, the doctor opened the door. But the chemist’s shop 

was full of people; he had the greatest difficulty in getting rid of Monsieur Tuvache, who feared 

his spouse would get inflammation of the lungs, because she was in the habit of spitting on the 

ashes; then of Monsieur Binet, who sometimes experienced sudden attacks of great hunger; and 

of Madame Caron, who suffered from tinglings; of Lheureux, who had vertigo; of Lestiboudois, 

who had rheumatism; and of Madame Lefrancois, who had heartburn. At last the three horses 

started; and it was the general opinion that he had not shown himself at all obliging. 

Public attention was distracted by the appearance of Monsieur Bournisien, who was going 

across the market with the holy oil. 



Homais, as was due to his principles, compared priests to ravens attracted by the odour of 

death. The sight of an ecclesiastic was personally disagreeable to him, for the cassock made him 

think of the shroud, and he detested the one from some fear of the other. 

Nevertheless, not shrinking from what he called his mission, he returned to Bovary’s in 

company with Canivet whom Monsieur Lariviere, before leaving, had strongly urged to make 

this visit; and he would, but for his wife’s objections, have taken his two sons with him, in order 

to accustom them to great occasions; that this might be a lesson, an example, a solemn picture, 

that should remain in their heads later on. 

The room when they went in was full of mournful solemnity. On the work-table, covered over 

with a white cloth, there were five or six small balls of cotton in a silver dish, near a large 

crucifix between two lighted candles. 

Emma, her chin sunken upon her breast, had her eyes inordinately wide open, and her poor 

hands wandered over the sheets with that hideous and soft movement of the dying, that seems as 

if they wanted already to cover themselves with the shroud. Pale as a statue and with eyes red as 

fire, Charles, not weeping, stood opposite her at the foot of the bed, while the priest, bending one 

knee, was muttering words in a low voice. 

She turned her face slowly, and seemed filled with joy on seeing suddenly the violet stole, no 

doubt finding again, in the midst of a temporary lull in her pain, the lost voluptuousness of her 

first mystical transports, with the visions of eternal beatitude that were beginning. 

The priest rose to take the crucifix; then she stretched forward her neck as one who is athirst, 

and glueing her lips to the body of the Man-God, she pressed upon it with all her expiring 

strength the fullest kiss of love that she had ever given. Then he recited the Misereatur and the 

Indulgentiam, dipped his right thumb in the oil, and began to give extreme unction. First upon 

the eyes, that had so coveted all worldly pomp; then upon the nostrils, that had been greedy of 

the warm breeze and amorous odours; then upon the mouth, that had uttered lies, that had curled 

with pride and cried out in lewdness; then upon the hands that had delighted in sensual touches; 

and finally upon the soles of the feet, so swift of yore, when she was running to satisfy her 

desires, and that would now walk no more. 

The cure wiped his fingers, threw the bit of cotton dipped in oil into the fire, and came and sat 

down by the dying woman, to tell her that she must now blend her sufferings with those of Jesus 

Christ and abandon herself to the divine mercy. 

Finishing his exhortations, he tried to place in her hand a blessed candle, symbol of the 

celestial glory with which she was soon to be surrounded. Emma, too weak, could not close her 

fingers, and the taper, but for Monsieur Bournisien would have fallen to the ground. 

However, she was not quite so pale, and her face had an expression of serenity as if the 

sacrament had cured her. 

The priest did not fail to point this out; he even explained to Bovary that the Lord sometimes 

prolonged the life of persons when he thought it meet for their salvation; and Charles 

remembered the day when, so near death, she had received the communion. Perhaps there was no 

need to despair, he thought. 

In fact, she looked around her slowly, as one awakening from a dream; then in a distinct voice 

she asked for her looking-glass, and remained some time bending over it, until the big tears fell 

from her eyes. Then she turned away her head with a sigh and fell back upon the pillows. 



Her chest soon began panting rapidly; the whole of her tongue protruded from her mouth; her 

eyes, as they rolled, grew paler, like the two globes of a lamp that is going out, so that one might 

have thought her already dead but for the fearful labouring of her ribs, shaken by violent 

breathing, as if the soul were struggling to free itself. Félicité knelt down before the crucifix, and 

the druggist himself slightly bent his knees, while Monsieur Canivet looked out vaguely at the 

Place. Bournisien had again begun to pray, his face bowed against the edge of the bed, his long 

black cassock trailing behind him in the room. Charles was on the other side, on his knees, his 

arms outstretched towards Emma. He had taken her hands and pressed them, shuddering at every 

beat of her heart, as at the shaking of a falling ruin. As the death-rattle became stronger the priest 

prayed faster; his prayers mingled with the stifled sobs of Bovary, and sometimes all seemed lost 

in the muffled murmur of the Latin syllables that tolled like a passing bell. 

Suddenly on the pavement was heard a loud noise of clogs and the clattering of a stick; and a 

voice rose—a raucous voice—that sang— 

“Maids in the warmth of a summer day 

Dream of love and of love always” 

Emma raised herself like a galvanised corpse, her hair undone, her eyes fixed, staring. 

“Where the sickle blades have been, 

    Nannette, gathering ears of corn, 

Passes bending down, my queen, 

    To the earth where they were born.” 

“The blind man!” she cried. And Emma began to laugh, an atrocious, frantic, despairing laugh, 

thinking she saw the hideous face of the poor wretch that stood out against the eternal night like 

a menace. 

“The wind is strong this summer day, 

Her petticoat has flown away.” 

She fell back upon the mattress in a convulsion. They all drew near. She was dead. 

Chapter Nine 

There is always after the death of anyone a kind of stupefaction; so difficult is it to grasp this 

advent of nothingness and to resign ourselves to believe in it. But still, when he saw that she did 

not move, Charles threw himself upon her, crying— 

“Farewell! farewell!” 

Homais and Canivet dragged him from the room. 

“Restrain yourself!” 

“Yes.” said he, struggling, “I’ll be quiet. I’ll not do anything. But leave me alone. I want to see 

her. She is my wife!” 

And he wept. 

“Cry,” said the chemist; “let nature take her course; that will solace you.” 



Weaker than a child, Charles let himself be led downstairs into the sitting-room, and Monsieur 

Homais soon went home. On the Place he was accosted by the blind man, who, having dragged 

himself as far as Yonville, in the hope of getting the antiphlogistic pomade, was asking every 

passer-by where the druggist lived. 

“There now! as if I hadn’t got other fish to fry. Well, so much the worse; you must come later 

on.” 

And he entered the shop hurriedly. 

He had to write two letters, to prepare a soothing potion for Bovary, to invent some lie that 

would conceal the poisoning, and work it up into an article for the “Fanal,” without counting the 

people who were waiting to get the news from him; and when the Yonvillers had all heard his 

story of the arsenic that she had mistaken for sugar in making a vanilla cream. Homais once 

more returned to Bovary’s. 

He found him alone (Monsieur Canivet had left), sitting in an arm-chair near the window, 

staring with an idiotic look at the flags of the floor. 

“Now,” said the chemist, “you ought yourself to fix the hour for the ceremony.” 

“Why? What ceremony?” Then, in a stammering, frightened voice, “Oh, no! not that. No! I 

want to see her here.” 

Homais, to keep himself in countenance, took up a water-bottle on the whatnot to water the 

geraniums. 

“Ah! thanks,” said Charles; “you are good.” 

But he did not finish, choking beneath the crowd of memories that this action of the druggist 

recalled to him. 

Then to distract him, Homais thought fit to talk a little horticulture: plants wanted humidity. 

Charles bowed his head in sign of approbation. 

“Besides, the fine days will soon be here again.” 

“Ah!” said Bovary. 

The druggist, at his wit’s end, began softly to draw aside the small window-curtain. 

“Hallo! there’s Monsieur Tuvache passing.” 

Charles repeated like a machine—- 

“Monsieur Tuvache passing!” 

Homais did not dare to speak to him again about the funeral arrangements; it was the priest 

who succeeded in reconciling him to them. 

He shut himself up in his consulting-room, took a pen, and after sobbing for some time, 

wrote— 

“I wish her to be buried in her wedding-dress, with white shoes, and a wreath. Her hair is to be 

spread out over her shoulders. Three coffins, one of oak, one of mahogany, one of lead. Let no 

one say anything to me. I shall have strength. Over all there is to be placed a large piece of green 

velvet. This is my wish; see that it is done.” 

The two men were much surprised at Bovary’s romantic ideas. The chemist at once went to 

him and said— 

“This velvet seems to me a superfetation. Besides, the expense—” 

“What’s that to you?” cried Charles. “Leave me! You did not love her. Go!” 



The priest took him by the arm for a turn in the garden. He discoursed on the vanity of earthly 

things. God was very great, was very good: one must submit to his decrees without a murmur; 

nay, must even thank him. 

Charles burst out into blasphemies: “I hate your God!” 

“The spirit of rebellion is still upon you,” sighed the ecclesiastic. 

Bovary was far away. He was walking with great strides along by the wall, near the espalier, 

and he ground his teeth; he raised to heaven looks of malediction, but not so much as a leaf 

stirred. 

A fine rain was falling: Charles, whose chest was bare, at last began to shiver; he went in and 

sat down in the kitchen. 

At six o’clock a noise like a clatter of old iron was heard on the Place; it was the “Hirondelle” 

coming in, and he remained with his forehead against the windowpane, watching all the 

passengers get out, one after the other. Félicité put down a mattress for him in the drawing-room. 

He threw himself upon it and fell asleep. 

Although a philosopher, Monsieur Homais respected the dead. So bearing no grudge to poor 

Charles, he came back again in the evening to sit up with the body; bringing with him three 

volumes and a pocket-book for taking notes. 

Monsieur Bournisien was there, and two large candles were burning at the head of the bed, 

that had been taken out of the alcove. The druggist, on whom the silence weighed, was not long 

before he began formulating some regrets about this “unfortunate young woman.” and the priest 

replied that there was nothing to do now but pray for her. 

“Yet,” Homais went on, “one of two things; either she died in a state of grace (as the Church 

has it), and then she has no need of our prayers; or else she departed impertinent (that is, I 

believe, the ecclesiastical expression), and then—” 

Bournisien interrupted him, replying testily that it was none the less necessary to pray. 

“But,” objected the chemist, “since God knows all our needs, what can be the good of 

prayer?” 

“What!” cried the ecclesiastic, “prayer! Why, aren’t you a Christian?” 

“Excuse me,” said Homais; “I admire Christianity. To begin with, it enfranchised the slaves, 

introduced into the world a morality—” 

“That isn’t the question. All the texts-” 

“Oh! oh! As to texts, look at history; it, is known that all the texts have been falsified by the 

Jesuits.” 

Charles came in, and advancing towards the bed, slowly drew the curtains. 

Emma’s head was turned towards her right shoulder, the corner of her mouth, which was open, 

seemed like a black hole at the lower part of her face; her two thumbs were bent into the palms 

of her hands; a kind of white dust besprinkled her lashes, and her eyes were beginning to 

disappear in that viscous pallor that looks like a thin web, as if spiders had spun it over. The 

sheet sunk in from her breast to her knees, and then rose at the tips of her toes, and it seemed to 

Charles that infinite masses, an enormous load, were weighing upon her. 

The church clock struck two. They could hear the loud murmur of the river flowing in the 

darkness at the foot of the terrace. Monsieur Bournisien from time to time blew his nose noisily, 

and Homais’ pen was scratching over the paper. 



“Come, my good friend,” he said, “withdraw; this spectacle is tearing you to pieces.” 

Charles once gone, the chemist and the cure recommenced their discussions. 

“Read Voltaire,” said the one, “read D’Holbach, read the ‘Encyclopaedia’!” 

“Read the ‘Letters of some Portuguese Jews,’” said the other; “read ‘The Meaning of 

Christianity,’ by Nicolas, formerly a magistrate.” 

They grew warm, they grew red, they both talked at once without listening to each other. 

Bournisien was scandalized at such audacity; Homais marvelled at such stupidity; and they were 

on the point of insulting one another when Charles suddenly reappeared. A fascination drew him. 

He was continually coming upstairs. 

He stood opposite her, the better to see her, and he lost himself in a contemplation so deep that 

it was no longer painful. 

He recalled stories of catalepsy, the marvels of magnetism, and he said to himself that by 

willing it with all his force he might perhaps succeed in reviving her. Once he even bent towards 

he, and cried in a low voice, “Emma! Emma!” His strong breathing made the flames of the 

candles tremble against the wall. 

At daybreak Madame Bovary senior arrived. Charles as he embraced her burst into another 

flood of tears. She tried, as the chemist had done, to make some remarks to him on the expenses 

of the funeral. He became so angry that she was silent, and he even commissioned her to go to 

town at once and buy what was necessary. 

Charles remained alone the whole afternoon; they had taken Berthe to Madame Homais’; 

Félicité was in the room upstairs with Madame Lefrancois. 

In the evening he had some visitors. He rose, pressed their hands, unable to speak. Then they 

sat down near one another, and formed a large semicircle in front of the fire. With lowered faces, 

and swinging one leg crossed over the other knee, they uttered deep sighs at intervals; each one 

was inordinately bored, and yet none would be the first to go. 

Homais, when he returned at nine o’clock (for the last two days only Homais seemed to have 

been on the Place), was laden with a stock of camphor, of benzine, and aromatic herbs. He also 

carried a large jar full of chlorine water, to keep off all miasmata. Just then the servant, Madame 

Lefrancois, and Madame Bovary senior were busy about Emma, finishing dressing her, and they 

were drawing down the long stiff veil that covered her to her satin shoes. 

Félicité was sobbing—“Ah! my poor mistress! my poor mistress!” 

“Look at her,” said the landlady, sighing; “how pretty she still is! Now, couldn’t you swear 

she was going to get up in a minute?” 

Then they bent over her to put on her wreath. They had to raise the head a little, and a rush of 

black liquid issued, as if she were vomiting, from her mouth. 

“Oh, goodness! The dress; take care!” cried Madame Lefrancois. “Now, just come and help,” 

she said to the chemist. “Perhaps you’re afraid?” 

“I afraid?” replied he, shrugging his shoulders. “I dare say! I’ve seen all sorts of things at the 

hospital when I was studying pharmacy. We used to make punch in the dissecting room! 

Nothingness does not terrify a philosopher; and, as I often say, I even intend to leave my body to 

the hospitals, in order, later on, to serve science.” 

The cure on his arrival inquired how Monsieur Bovary was, and, on the reply of the druggist, 

went on—“The blow, you see, is still too recent.” 



Then Homais congratulated him on not being exposed, like other people, to the loss of a 

beloved companion; whence there followed a discussion on the celibacy of priests. 

“For,” said the chemist, “it is unnatural that a man should do without women! There have been 

crimes—” 

“But, good heaven!” cried the ecclesiastic, “how do you expect an individual who is married 

to keep the secrets of the confessional, for example?” 

Homais fell foul of the confessional. Bournisien defended it; he enlarged on the acts of 

restitution that it brought about. He cited various anecdotes about thieves who had suddenly 

become honest. Military men on approaching the tribunal of penitence had felt the scales fall 

from their eyes. At Fribourg there was a minister— 

His companion was asleep. Then he felt somewhat stifled by the over-heavy atmosphere of the 

room; he opened the window; this awoke the chemist. 

“Come, take a pinch of snuff,” he said to him. “Take it; it’ll relieve you.” 

A continual barking was heard in the distance. “Do you hear that dog howling?” said the 

chemist. 

“They smell the dead,” replied the priest. “It’s like bees; they leave their hives on the decease 

of any person.” 

Homais made no remark upon these prejudices, for he had again dropped asleep. Monsieur 

Bournisien, stronger than he, went on moving his lips gently for some time, then insensibly his 

chin sank down, he let fall his big black boot, and began to snore. 

They sat opposite one another, with protruding stomachs, puffed-up faces, and frowning looks, 

after so much disagreement uniting at last in the same human weakness, and they moved no 

more than the corpse by their side, that seemed to be sleeping. 

Charles coming in did not wake them. It was the last time; he came to bid her farewell. 

The aromatic herbs were still smoking, and spirals of bluish vapour blended at the window-

sash with the fog that was coming in. There were few stars, and the night was warm. The wax of 

the candles fell in great drops upon the sheets of the bed. Charles watched them burn, tiring his 

eyes against the glare of their yellow flame. 

The watering on the satin gown shimmered white as moonlight. Emma was lost beneath it; and 

it seemed to him that, spreading beyond her own self, she blended confusedly with everything 

around her—the silence, the night, the passing wind, the damp odours rising from the ground. 

Then suddenly he saw her in the garden at Tostes, on a bench against the thorn hedge, or else 

at Rouen in the streets, on the threshold of their house, in the yard at Bertaux. He again heard the 

laughter of the happy boys beneath the apple-trees: the room was filled with the perfume of her 

hair; and her dress rustled in his arms with a noise like electricity. The dress was still the same. 

For a long while he thus recalled all his lost joys, her attitudes, her movements, the sound of 

her voice. Upon one fit of despair followed another, and even others, inexhaustible as the waves 

of an overflowing sea. 

A terrible curiosity seized him. Slowly, with the tips of his fingers, palpitating, he lifted her 

veil. But he uttered a cry of horror that awoke the other two. 

They dragged him down into the sitting-room. Then Félicité came up to say that he wanted 

some of her hair. 

“Cut some off,” replied the druggist. 



And as she did not dare to, he himself stepped forward, scissors in hand. He trembled so that 

he pierced the skin of the temple in several places. At last, stiffening himself against emotion, 

Homais gave two or three great cuts at random that left white patches amongst that beautiful 

black hair. 

The chemist and the cure plunged anew into their occupations, not without sleeping from time 

to time, of which they accused each other reciprocally at each fresh awakening. Then Monsieur 

Bournisien sprinkled the room with holy water and Homais threw a little chlorine water on the 

floor. 

Félicité had taken care to put on the chest of drawers, for each of them, a bottle of brandy, 

some cheese, and a large roll. And the druggist, who could not hold out any longer, about four in 

the morning sighed— 

“My word! I should like to take some sustenance.” 

The priest did not need any persuading; he went out to go and say mass, came back, and then 

they ate and hobnobbed, giggling a little without knowing why, stimulated by that vague gaiety 

that comes upon us after times of sadness, and at the last glass the priest said to the druggist, as 

he clapped him on the shoulder— 

“We shall end by understanding one another.” 

In the passage downstairs they met the undertaker’s men, who were coming in. Then Charles 

for two hours had to suffer the torture of hearing the hammer resound against the wood. Next day 

they lowered her into her oak coffin, that was fitted into the other two; but as the bier was too 

large, they had to fill up the gaps with the wool of a mattress. At last, when the three lids had 

been planed down, nailed, soldered, it was placed outside in front of the door; the house was 

thrown open, and the people of Yonville began to flock round. 

Old Rouault arrived, and fainted on the Place when he saw the black cloth! 

  



Chapter Ten 

He had only received the chemist’s letter thirty-six hours after the event; and, from 

consideration for his feelings, Homais had so worded it that it was impossible to make out what 

it was all about. 

First, the old fellow had fallen as if struck by apoplexy. Next, he understood that she was not 

dead, but she might be. At last, he had put on his blouse, taken his hat, fastened his spurs to his 

boots, and set out at full speed; and the whole of the way old Rouault, panting, was torn by 

anguish. Once even he was obliged to dismount. He was dizzy; he heard voices round about him; 

he felt himself going mad. 

Day broke. He saw three black hens asleep in a tree. He shuddered, horrified at this omen. 

Then he promised the Holy Virgin three chasubles for the church, and that he would go 

barefooted from the cemetery at Bertaux to the chapel of Vassonville. 

He entered Maromme shouting for the people of the inn, burst open the door with a thrust of 

his shoulder, made for a sack of oats, emptied a bottle of sweet cider into the manger, and again 

mounted his nag, whose feet struck fire as it dashed along. 

He said to himself that no doubt they would save her; the doctors would discover some 

remedy surely. He remembered all the miraculous cures he had been told about. Then she 

appeared to him dead. She was there; before his eyes, lying on her back in the middle of the road. 

He reined up, and the hallucination disappeared. 

At Quincampoix, to give himself heart, he drank three cups of coffee one after the other. He 

fancied they had made a mistake in the name in writing. He looked for the letter in his pocket, 

felt it there, but did not dare to open it. 

At last he began to think it was all a joke; someone’s spite, the jest of some wag; and besides, 

if she were dead, one would have known it. But no! There was nothing extraordinary about the 

country; the sky was blue, the trees swayed; a flock of sheep passed. He saw the village; he was 

seen coming bending forward upon his horse, belabouring it with great blows, the girths dripping 

with blood. 

When he had recovered consciousness, he fell, weeping, into Bovary’s arms: “My girl! Emma! 

my child! tell me—” 

The other replied, sobbing, “I don’t know! I don’t know! It’s a curse!” 

The druggist separated them. “These horrible details are useless. I will tell this gentleman all 

about it. Here are the people coming. Dignity! Come now! Philosophy!” 

The poor fellow tried to show himself brave, and repeated several times. “Yes! courage!” 

“Oh,” cried the old man, “so I will have, by God! I’ll go along o’ her to the end!” 

The bell began tolling. All was ready; they had to start. And seated in a stall of the choir, side 

by side, they saw pass and repass in front of them continually the three chanting choristers. 

The serpent-player was blowing with all his might. Monsieur Bournisien, in full vestments, 

was singing in a shrill voice. He bowed before the tabernacle, raising his hands, stretched out his 

arms. Lestiboudois went about the church with his whalebone stick. The bier stood near the 

lectern, between four rows of candles. Charles felt inclined to get up and put them out. 

Yet he tried to stir himself to a feeling of devotion, to throw himself into the hope of a future 

life in which he should see her again. He imagined to himself she had gone on a long journey, far 

away, for a long time. But when he thought of her lying there, and that all was over, that they 



would lay her in the earth, he was seized with a fierce, gloomy, despairful rage. At times he 

thought he felt nothing more, and he enjoyed this lull in his pain, whilst at the same time he 

reproached himself for being a wretch. 

The sharp noise of an iron-ferruled stick was heard on the stones, striking them at irregular 

intervals. It came from the end of the church, and stopped short at the lower aisles. A man in a 

coarse brown jacket knelt down painfully. It was Hippolyte, the stable-boy at the “Lion d’Or.” 

He had put on his new leg. 

One of the choristers went round the nave making a collection, and the coppers chinked one 

after the other on the silver plate. 

“Oh, make haste! I am in pain!” cried Bovary, angrily throwing him a five-franc piece. The 

churchman thanked him with a deep bow. 

They sang, they knelt, they stood up; it was endless! He remembered that once, in the early 

times, they had been to mass together, and they had sat down on the other side, on the right, by 

the wall. The bell began again. There was a great moving of chairs; the bearers slipped their 

three staves under the coffin, and everyone left the church. 

Then Justin appeared at the door of the shop. He suddenly went in again, pale, staggering. 

People were at the windows to see the procession pass. Charles at the head walked erect. He 

affected a brave air, and saluted with a nod those who, coming out from the lanes or from their 

doors, stood amidst the crowd. 

The six men, three on either side, walked slowly, panting a little. The priests, the choristers, 

and the two choirboys recited the De profundis,[22] and their voices echoed over the fields, rising 

and falling with their undulations. Sometimes they disappeared in the windings of the path; but 

the great silver cross rose always before the trees. 

[22] Psalm CXXX. 

The women followed in black cloaks with turned-down hoods; each of them carried in her 

hands a large lighted candle, and Charles felt himself growing weaker at this continual repetition 

of prayers and torches, beneath this oppressive odour of wax and of cassocks. A fresh breeze was 

blowing; the rye and colza were sprouting, little dewdrops trembled at the roadsides and on the 

hawthorn hedges. All sorts of joyous sounds filled the air; the jolting of a cart rolling afar off in 

the ruts, the crowing of a cock, repeated again and again, or the gambling of a foal running away 

under the apple-trees: The pure sky was fretted with rosy clouds; a bluish haze rested upon the 

cots covered with iris. Charles as he passed recognised each courtyard. He remembered 

mornings like this, when, after visiting some patient, he came out from one and returned to her. 

The black cloth bestrewn with white beads blew up from time to time, laying bare the coffin. 

The tired bearers walked more slowly, and it advanced with constant jerks, like a boat that 

pitches with every wave. 

They reached the cemetery. The men went right down to a place in the grass where a grave 

was dug. They ranged themselves all round; and while the priest spoke, the red soil thrown up at 

the sides kept noiselessly slipping down at the corners. 

Then when the four ropes were arranged the coffin was placed upon them. He watched it 

descend; it seemed descending for ever. At last a thud was heard; the ropes creaked as they were 

drawn up. Then Bournisien took the spade handed to him by Lestiboudois; with his left hand all 

the time sprinkling water, with the right he vigorously threw in a large spadeful; and the wood of 



the coffin, struck by the pebbles, gave forth that dread sound that seems to us the reverberation 

of eternity. 

The ecclesiastic passed the holy water sprinkler to his neighbour. This was Homais. He swung 

it gravely, then handed it to Charles, who sank to his knees in the earth and threw in handfuls of 

it, crying, “Adieu!” He sent her kisses; he dragged himself towards the grave, to engulf himself 

with her. They led him away, and he soon grew calmer, feeling perhaps, like the others, a vague 

satisfaction that it was all over. 

Old Rouault on his way back began quietly smoking a pipe, which Homais in his innermost 

conscience thought not quite the thing. He also noticed that Monsieur Binet had not been present, 

and that Tuvache had “made off” after mass, and that Theodore, the notary’s servant wore a blue 

coat, “as if one could not have got a black coat, since that is the custom, by Jove!” And to share 

his observations with others he went from group to group. They were deploring Emma’s death, 

especially Lheureux, who had not failed to come to the funeral. 

“Poor little woman! What a trouble for her husband!” 

The druggist continued, “Do you know that but for me he would have committed some fatal 

attempt upon himself?” 

“Such a good woman! To think that I saw her only last Saturday in my shop.” 

“I haven’t had leisure,” said Homais, “to prepare a few words that I would have cast upon her 

tomb.” 

Charles on getting home undressed, and old Rouault put on his blue blouse. It was a new one, 

and as he had often during the journey wiped his eyes on the sleeves, the dye had stained his 

face, and the traces of tears made lines in the layer of dust that covered it. 

Madame Bovary senior was with them. All three were silent. At last the old fellow sighed— 

“Do you remember, my friend, that I went to Tostes once when you had just lost your first 

deceased? I consoled you at that time. I thought of something to say then, but now—” Then, with 

a loud groan that shook his whole chest, “Ah! this is the end for me, do you see! I saw my wife 

go, then my son, and now to-day it’s my daughter.” 

He wanted to go back at once to Bertaux, saying that he could not sleep in this house. He even 

refused to see his granddaughter. 

“No, no! It would grieve me too much. Only you’ll kiss her many times for me. Good-bye! 

you’re a good fellow! And then I shall never forget that,” he said, slapping his thigh. “Never 

fear, you shall always have your turkey.” 

But when he reached the top of the hill he turned back, as he had turned once before on the 

road of Saint-Victor when he had parted from her. The windows of the village were all on fire 

beneath the slanting rays of the sun sinking behind the field. He put his hand over his eyes, and 

saw in the horizon an enclosure of walls, where trees here and there formed black clusters 

between white stones; then he went on his way at a gentle trot, for his nag had gone lame. 

Despite their fatigue, Charles and his mother stayed very long that evening talking together. 

They spoke of the days of the past and of the future. She would come to live at Yonville; she 

would keep house for him; they would never part again. She was ingenious and caressing, 

rejoicing in her heart at gaining once more an affection that had wandered from her for so many 

years. Midnight struck. The village as usual was silent, and Charles, awake, thought always of 

her. 



Rodolphe, who, to distract himself, had been rambling about the wood all day, was sleeping 

quietly in his château, and Léon, down yonder, always slept. 

There was another who at that hour was not asleep. 

On the grave between the pine-trees a child was on his knees weeping, and his heart, rent by 

sobs, was beating in the shadow beneath the load of an immense regret, sweeter than the moon 

and fathomless as the night. The gate suddenly grated. It was Lestiboudois; he came to fetch his 

spade, that he had forgotten. He recognised Justin climbing over the wall, and at last knew who 

was the culprit who stole his potatoes. 

  



Chapter Eleven 

The next day Charles had the child brought back. She asked for her mamma. They told her she 

was away; that she would bring her back some playthings. Berthe spoke of her again several 

times, then at last thought no more of her. The child’s gaiety broke Bovary’s heart, and he had to 

bear besides the intolerable consolations of the chemist. 

Money troubles soon began again, Monsieur Lheureux urging on anew his friend Vincart, and 

Charles pledged himself for exorbitant sums; for he would never consent to let the smallest of the 

things that had belonged to HER be sold. His mother was exasperated with him; he grew even 

more angry than she did. He had altogether changed. She left the house. 

Then everyone began “taking advantage” of him. Mademoiselle Lempereur presented a bill 

for six months’ teaching, although Emma had never taken a lesson (despite the receipted bill she 

had shown Bovary); it was an arrangement between the two women. The man at the circulating 

library demanded three years’ subscriptions; Mere Rollet claimed the postage due for some 

twenty letters, and when Charles asked for an explanation, she had the delicacy to reply— 

“Oh, I don’t know. It was for her business affairs.” 

With every debt he paid Charles thought he had come to the end of them. But others followed 

ceaselessly. He sent in accounts for professional attendance. He was shown the letters his wife 

had written. Then he had to apologise. 

Félicité now wore Madame Bovary’s gowns; not all, for he had kept some of them, and he 

went to look at them in her dressing-room, locking himself up there; she was about her height, 

and often Charles, seeing her from behind, was seized with an illusion, and cried out— 

“Oh, stay, stay!” 

But at Whitsuntide she ran away from Yonville, carried off by Theodore, stealing all that was 

left of the wardrobe. 

It was about this time that the widow Dupuis had the honour to inform him of the “marriage of 

Monsieur Léon Dupuis her son, notary at Yvetot, to Mademoiselle Leocadie Leboeuf of 

Bondeville.” Charles, among the other congratulations he sent him, wrote this sentence— 

“How glad my poor wife would have been!” 

One day when, wandering aimlessly about the house, he had gone up to the attic, he felt a 

pellet of fine paper under his slipper. He opened it and read: “Courage, Emma, courage. I would 

not bring misery into your life.” It was Rodolphe’s letter, fallen to the ground between the boxes, 

where it had remained, and that the wind from the dormer window had just blown towards the 

door. And Charles stood, motionless and staring, in the very same place where, long ago, Emma, 

in despair, and paler even than he, had thought of dying. At last he discovered a small R at the 

bottom of the second page. What did this mean? He remembered Rodolphe’s attentions, his 

sudden, disappearance, his constrained air when they had met two or three times since. But the 

respectful tone of the letter deceived him. 

“Perhaps they loved one another platonically,” he said to himself. 

Besides, Charles was not of those who go to the bottom of things; he shrank from the proofs, 

and his vague jealousy was lost in the immensity of his woe. 

Everyone, he thought, must have adored her; all men assuredly must have coveted her. She 

seemed but the more beautiful to him for this; he was seized with a lasting, furious desire for her, 

that inflamed his despair, and that was boundless, because it was now unrealisable. 



To please her, as if she were still living, he adopted her predilections, her ideas; he bought 

patent leather boots and took to wearing white cravats. He put cosmetics on his moustache, and, 

like her, signed notes of hand. She corrupted him from beyond the grave. 

He was obliged to sell his silver piece by piece; next he sold the drawing-room furniture. All 

the rooms were stripped; but the bedroom, her own room, remained as before. After his dinner 

Charles went up there. He pushed the round table in front of the fire, and drew up her armchair. 

He sat down opposite it. A candle burnt in one of the gilt candlesticks. Berthe by his side was 

painting prints. 

He suffered, poor man, at seeing her so badly dressed, with laceless boots, and the arm-holes 

of her pinafore torn down to the hips; for the charwoman took no care of her. But she was so 

sweet, so pretty, and her little head bent forward so gracefully, letting the dear fair hair fall over 

her rosy cheeks, that an infinite joy came upon him, a happiness mingled with bitterness, like 

those ill-made wines that taste of resin. He mended her toys, made her puppets from cardboard, 

or sewed up half-torn dolls. Then, if his eyes fell upon the workbox, a ribbon lying about, or 

even a pin left in a crack of the table, he began to dream, and looked so sad that she became as 

sad as he. 

No one now came to see them, for Justin had run away to Rouen, where he was a grocer’s 

assistant, and the druggist’s children saw less and less of the child, Monsieur Homais not caring, 

seeing the difference of their social position, to continue the intimacy. 

The blind man, whom he had not been able to cure with the pomade, had gone back to the hill 

of Bois-Guillaume, where he told the travellers of the vain attempt of the druggist, to such an 

extent, that Homais when he went to town hid himself behind the curtains of the “Hirondelle” to 

avoid meeting him. He detested him, and wishing, in the interests of his own reputation, to get 

rid of him at all costs, he directed against him a secret battery, that betrayed the depth of his 

intellect and the baseness of his vanity. Thus, for six consecutive months, one could read in the 

“Fanal de Rouen” editorials such as these— 

“All who bend their steps towards the fertile plains of Picardy have, no doubt, remarked, by 

the Bois-Guillaume hill, a wretch suffering from a horrible facial wound. He importunes, 

persecutes one, and levies a regular tax on all travellers. Are we still living in the monstrous 

times of the Middle Ages, when vagabonds were permitted to display in our public places 

leprosy and scrofulas they had brought back from the Crusades?” 

Or— 

“In spite of the laws against vagabondage, the approaches to our great towns continue to be 

infected by bands of beggars. Some are seen going about alone, and these are not, perhaps, the 

least dangerous. What are our ediles about?” 

Then Homais invented anecdotes— 

“Yesterday, by the Bois-Guillaume hill, a skittish horse—” And then followed the story of an 

accident caused by the presence of the blind man. 

He managed so well that the fellow was locked up. But he was released. He began again, and 

Homais began again. It was a struggle. Homais won it, for his foe was condemned to life-long 

confinement in an asylum. 

This success emboldened him, and henceforth there was no longer a dog run over, a barn burnt 

down, a woman beaten in the parish, of which he did not immediately inform the public, guided 

always by the love of progress and the hate of priests. He instituted comparisons between the 



elementary and clerical schools to the detriment of the latter; called to mind the massacre of St. 

Bartholomew a propos of a grant of one hundred francs to the church, and denounced abuses, 

aired new views. That was his phrase. Homais was digging and delving; he was becoming 

dangerous. 

However, he was stifling in the narrow limits of journalism, and soon a book, a work was 

necessary to him. Then he composed “General Statistics of the Canton of Yonville, followed by 

Climatological Remarks.” The statistics drove him to philosophy. He busied himself with great 

questions: the social problem, moralisation of the poorer classes, pisciculture, caoutchouc, 

railways, etc. He even began to blush at being a bourgeois. He affected the artistic style, he 

smoked. He bought two chic Pompadour statuettes to adorn his drawing-room. 

He by no means gave up his shop. On the contrary, he kept well abreast of new discoveries. 

He followed the great movement of chocolates; he was the first to introduce “cocoa” and 

“revalenta” into the Seine-Inferieure. He was enthusiastic about the hydro-electric Pulvermacher 

chains; he wore one himself, and when at night he took off his flannel vest, Madame Homais 

stood quite dazzled before the golden spiral beneath which he was hidden, and felt her ardour 

redouble for this man more bandaged than a Scythian, and splendid as one of the Magi. 

He had fine ideas about Emma’s tomb. First he proposed a broken column with some drapery, 

next a pyramid, then a Temple of Vesta, a sort of rotunda, or else a “mass of ruins.” And in all 

his plans Homais always stuck to the weeping willow, which he looked upon as the 

indispensable symbol of sorrow. 

Charles and he made a journey to Rouen together to look at some tombs at a funeral 

furnisher’s, accompanied by an artist, one Vaufrylard, a friend of Bridoux’s, who made puns all 

the time. At last, after having examined some hundred designs, having ordered an estimate and 

made another journey to Rouen, Charles decided in favour of a mausoleum, which on the two 

principal sides was to have a “spirit bearing an extinguished torch.” 

As to the inscription, Homais could think of nothing so fine as Sta viator,[23] and he got no 

further; he racked his brain, he constantly repeated Sta viator. At last he hit upon Amabilen 

conjugem calcas,[24] which was adopted. 

[23] Rest traveler. 

[24] Tread upon a loving wife. 

A strange thing was that Bovary, while continually thinking of Emma, was forgetting her. He 

grew desperate as he felt this image fading from his memory in spite of all efforts to retain it. Yet 

every night he dreamt of her; it was always the same dream. He drew near her, but when he was 

about to clasp her she fell into decay in his arms. 

For a week he was seen going to church in the evening. Monsieur Bournisien even paid him 

two or three visits, then gave him up. Moreover, the old fellow was growing intolerant, fanatic, 

said Homais. He thundered against the spirit of the age, and never failed, every other week, in his 

sermon, to recount the death agony of Voltaire, who died devouring his excrements, as everyone 

knows. 

In spite of the economy with which Bovary lived, he was far from being able to pay off his old 

debts. Lheureux refused to renew any more bills. A distraint became imminent. Then he 

appealed to his mother, who consented to let him take a mortgage on her property, but with a 



great many recriminations against Emma; and in return for her sacrifice she asked for a shawl 

that had escaped the depredations of Félicité. Charles refused to give it her; they quarrelled. 

She made the first overtures of reconciliation by offering to have the little girl, who could help 

her in the house, to live with her. Charles consented to this, but when the time for parting came, 

all his courage failed him. Then there was a final, complete rupture. 

As his affections vanished, he clung more closely to the love of his child. She made him 

anxious, however, for she coughed sometimes, and had red spots on her cheeks. 

Opposite his house, flourishing and merry, was the family of the chemist, with whom 

everything was prospering. Napoleon helped him in the laboratory, Athalie embroidered him a 

skullcap, Irma cut out rounds of paper to cover the preserves, and Franklin recited Pythagoras’ 

table in a breath. He was the happiest of fathers, the most fortunate of men. 

Not so! A secret ambition devoured him. Homais hankered after the cross of the Legion of 

Honour. He had plenty of claims to it. 

“First, having at the time of the cholera distinguished myself by a boundless devotion; second, 

by having published, at my expense, various works of public utility, such as” (and he recalled his 

pamphlet entitled, “Cider, its manufacture and effects,” besides observation on the lanigerous 

plant-louse, sent to the Academy; his volume of statistics, and down to his pharmaceutical 

thesis); “without counting that I am a member of several learned societies” (he was member of a 

single one). 

“In short!” he cried, making a pirouette, “if it were only for distinguishing myself at fires!” 

Then Homais inclined towards the Government. He secretly did the prefect great service 

during the elections. He sold himself—in a word, prostituted himself. He even addressed a 

petition to the sovereign in which he implored him to “do him justice”; he called him “our good 

king,” and compared him to Henri IV. 

And every morning the druggist rushed for the paper to see if his nomination were in it. It was 

never there. At last, unable to bear it any longer, he had a grass plot in his garden designed to 

represent the Star of the Cross of Honour with two little strips of grass running from the top to 

imitate the ribband. He walked round it with folded arms, meditating on the folly of the 

Government and the ingratitude of men. 

From respect, or from a sort of sensuality that made him carry on his investigations slowly, 

Charles had not yet opened the secret drawer of a rosewood desk which Emma had generally 

used. One day, however, he sat down before it, turned the key, and pressed the spring. All Léon’s 

letters were there. There could be no doubt this time. He devoured them to the very last, 

ransacked every corner, all the furniture, all the drawers, behind the walls, sobbing, crying aloud, 

distraught, mad. He found a box and broke it open with a kick. Rodolphe’s portrait flew full in 

his face in the midst of the overturned love-letters. 

People wondered at his despondency. He never went out, saw no one, refused even to visit his 

patients. Then they said “he shut himself up to drink.” 

Sometimes, however, some curious person climbed on to the garden hedge, and saw with 

amazement this long-bearded, shabbily clothed, wild man, who wept aloud as he walked up and 

down. 

In the evening in summer he took his little girl with him and led her to the cemetery. They 

came back at nightfall, when the only light left in the Place was that in Binet’s window. 



The voluptuousness of his grief was, however, incomplete, for he had no one near him to share 

it, and he paid visits to Madame Lefrancois to be able to speak of her. 

But the landlady only listened with half an ear, having troubles like himself. For Lheureux had 

at last established the “Favorites du Commerce,” and Hivert, who enjoyed a great reputation for 

doing errands, insisted on a rise of wages, and was threatening to go over “to the opposition 

shop.” 

One day when he had gone to the market at Argueil to sell his horse—his last resource—he 

met Rodolphe. 

They both turned pale when they caught sight of one another. Rodolphe, who had only sent his 

card, first stammered some apologies, then grew bolder, and even pushed his assurance (it was in 

the month of August and very hot) to the length of inviting him to have a bottle of beer at the 

public-house. 

Leaning on the table opposite him, he chewed his cigar as he talked, and Charles was lost in 

reverie at this face that she had loved. He seemed to see again something of her in it. It was a 

marvel to him. He would have liked to have been this man. 

The other went on talking agriculture, cattle, pasturage, filling out with banal phrases all the 

gaps where an allusion might slip in. Charles was not listening to him; Rodolphe noticed it, and 

he followed the succession of memories that crossed his face. This gradually grew redder; the 

nostrils throbbed fast, the lips quivered. There was at last a moment when Charles, full of a 

sombre fury, fixed his eyes on Rodolphe, who, in something of fear, stopped talking. But soon 

the same look of weary lassitude came back to his face. 

“I don’t blame you,” he said. 

Rodolphe was dumb. And Charles, his head in his hands, went on in a broken voice, and with 

the resigned accent of infinite sorrow— 

“No, I don’t blame you now.” 

He even added a fine phrase, the only one he ever made— 

“It is the fault of fatality!” 

Rodolphe, who had managed the fatality, thought the remark very offhand from a man in his 

position, comic even, and a little mean. 

The next day Charles went to sit down on the seat in the arbour. Rays of light were straying 

through the trellis, the vine leaves threw their shadows on the sand, the jasmines perfumed the 

air, the heavens were blue, Spanish flies buzzed round the lilies in bloom, and Charles was 

suffocating like a youth beneath the vague love influences that filled his aching heart. 

At seven o’clock little Berthe, who had not seen him all the afternoon, went to fetch him to 

dinner. 

His head was thrown back against the wall, his eyes closed, his mouth open, and in his hand 

was a long tress of black hair. 

“Come along, papa,” she said. 

And thinking he wanted to play; she pushed him gently. He fell to the ground. He was dead. 

Thirty-six hours after, at the druggist’s request, Monsieur Canivet came thither. He made a 

post-mortem and found nothing. 

When everything had been sold, twelve francs seventy-five centimes remained, that served to 

pay for Mademoiselle Bovary’s going to her grandmother. The good woman died the same year; 



old Rouault was paralysed, and it was an aunt who took charge of her. She is poor, and sends her 

to a cotton-factory to earn a living. 

Since Bovary’s death three doctors have followed one another at Yonville without any 

success, so severely did Homais attack them. He has an enormous practice; the authorities treat 

him with consideration, and public opinion protects him. 

He has just received the cross of the Legion of Honour. 

  



Moll Flanders (by Daniel Defoe) 

 

Who was Born in Newgate, and during a Life of continu’d Variety for Threescore Years, besides 

her Childhood, was Twelve Year a Whore, five times a Wife (whereof once to her own Brother), 

Twelve Year a Thief, Eight Year a Transported Felon in Virginia, at last grew Rich, liv’d 

Honest, and dies a Penitent. Written from her own Memorandums . . . 

 

Moll Flanders is a novel by Daniel Defoe, first published in 1722. It purports to be the 

true account of the life of the eponymous Moll, detailing her exploits from birth until old age. 

It is usually assumed that the novel was written by Daniel Defoe, and his name is 

commonly given as the author in modern printings of the novel. However, the original printing 

did not have an author, as it was an apparent autobiography. The attribution of Moll Flanders to 

Defoe was made by bookseller Francis Noble in 1770, after Defoe's death in 1731. The novel is 

based partially on the life of Moll King, a London criminal whom Defoe met while visiting 

Newgate Prison. 

Historically, the book was occasionally the subject of police censorship. 

In 1873, Moll Flanders was banned from US mail under the Federal Anti-Obscenity Act 

(Comstock Law) of 1873, which banned the sending or receiving of works containing "obscene", 

"filthy,” or "inappropriate" material. U.S. obscenity laws were overturned in 1959 by the 

Supreme Court in Kingsley Pictures Corp. v. Regents. 

 

Want to know more? 

A Look at Daniel Defoe's Moll Flanders: Turn the page and celebrate the new roles of women in 

eighteenth-century England, Fisher Digital Publications 

  

https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/cgi/viewcontent.cgi?article=1002&context=english_seniorseminar
https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/cgi/viewcontent.cgi?article=1002&context=english_seniorseminar


THE AUTHOR’S PREFACE 

The world is so taken up of late with novels and romances, that it will be hard for a private 

history to be taken for genuine, where the names and other circumstances of the person are 

concealed, and on this account we must be content to leave the reader to pass his own opinion 

upon the ensuing sheet, and take it just as he pleases. 

The author is here supposed to be writing her own history, and in the very beginning of her 

account she gives the reasons why she thinks fit to conceal her true name, after which there is no 

occasion to say any more about that. 

It is true that the original of this story is put into new words, and the style of the famous lady 

we here speak of is a little altered; particularly she is made to tell her own tale in modester words 

that she told it at first, the copy which came first to hand having been written in language more 

like one still in Newgate than one grown penitent and humble, as she afterwards pretends to be. 

The pen employed in finishing her story, and making it what you now see it to be, has had no 

little difficulty to put it into a dress fit to be seen, and to make it speak language fit to be read. 

When a woman debauched from her youth, nay, even being the offspring of debauchery and 

vice, comes to give an account of all her vicious practices, and even to descend to the particular 

occasions and circumstances by which she ran through in threescore years, an author must be 

hard put to it wrap it up so clean as not to give room, especially for vicious readers, to turn it to 

his disadvantage. 

All possible care, however, has been taken to give no lewd ideas, no immodest turns in the 

new dressing up of this story; no, not to the worst parts of her expressions. To this purpose some 

of the vicious part of her life, which could not be modestly told, is quite left out, and several 

other parts are very much shortened. What is left ’tis hoped will not offend the chastest reader or 

the modest hearer; and as the best use is made even of the worst story, the moral ’tis hoped will 

keep the reader serious, even where the story might incline him to be otherwise. To give the 

history of a wicked life repented of, necessarily requires that the wicked part should be make as 

wicked as the real history of it will bear, to illustrate and give a beauty to the penitent part, which 

is certainly the best and brightest, if related with equal spirit and life. 

It is suggested there cannot be the same life, the same brightness and beauty, in relating the 

penitent part as is in the criminal part. If there is any truth in that suggestion, I must be allowed 

to say ’tis because there is not the same taste and relish in the reading, and indeed it is too true 

that the difference lies not in the real worth of the subject so much as in the gust and palate of the 

reader. 

But as this work is chiefly recommended to those who know how to read it, and how to make 

the good uses of it which the story all along recommends to them, so it is to be hoped that such 

readers will be more pleased with the moral than the fable, with the application than with the 

relation, and with the end of the writer than with the life of the person written of. 

There is in this story abundance of delightful incidents, and all of them usefully applied. There 

is an agreeable turn artfully given them in the relating, that naturally instructs the reader, either 

one way or other. The first part of her lewd life with the young gentleman at Colchester has so 

many happy turns given it to expose the crime, and warn all whose circumstances are adapted to 

it, of the ruinous end of such things, and the foolish, thoughtless, and abhorred conduct of both 

the parties, that it abundantly atones for all the lively description she gives of her folly and 

wickedness. 



The repentance of her lover at the Bath, and how brought by the just alarm of his fit of 

sickness to abandon her; the just caution given there against even the lawful intimacies of the 

dearest friends, and how unable they are to preserve the most solemn resolutions of virtue 

without divine assistance; these are parts which, to a just discernment, will appear to have more 

real beauty in them, than all the amorous chain of story which introduces it. 

In a word, as the whole relation is carefully garbled of all the levity and looseness that was in 

it, so it all applied, and with the utmost care, to virtuous and religious uses. None can, without 

being guilty of manifest injustice, cast any reproach upon it, or upon our design in publishing it. 

The advocates for the stage have, in all ages, made this the great argument to persuade people 

that their plays are useful, and that they ought to be allowed in the most civilised and in the most 

religious government; namely, that they are applied to virtuous purposes, and that by the most 

lively representations, they fail not to recommend virtue and generous principles, and to 

discourage and expose all sorts of vice and corruption of manners; and were it true that they did 

so, and that they constantly adhered to that rule, as the test of their acting on the theatre, much 

might be said in their favour. 

Throughout the infinite variety of this book, this fundamental is most strictly adhered to; there 

is not a wicked action in any part of it, but is first and last rendered unhappy and unfortunate; 

there is not a superlative villain brought upon the stage, but either he is brought to an unhappy 

end, or brought to be a penitent; there is not an ill thing mentioned but it is condemned, even in 

the relation, nor a virtuous, just thing but it carries its praise along with it. What can more exactly 

answer the rule laid down, to recommend even those representations of things which have so 

many other just objections leaving against them? namely, of example, of bad company, obscene 

language, and the like. 

Upon this foundation this book is recommended to the reader as a work from every part of 

which something may be learned, and some just and religious inference is drawn, by which the 

reader will have something of instruction, if he pleases to make use of it. 

All the exploits of this lady of fame, in her depredations upon mankind, stand as so many 

warnings to honest people to beware of them, intimating to them by what methods innocent 

people are drawn in, plundered and robbed, and by consequence how to avoid them. Her robbing 

a little innocent child, dressed fine by the vanity of the mother, to go to the dancing-school, is a 

good memento to such people hereafter, as is likewise her picking the gold watch from the young 

lady’s side in the Park. 

Her getting a parcel from a hare-brained wench at the coaches in St. John Street; her booty 

made at the fire, and again at Harwich, all give us excellent warnings in such cases to be more 

present to ourselves in sudden surprises of every sort. 

Her application to a sober life and industrious management at last in Virginia, with her 

transported spouse, is a story fruitful of instruction to all the unfortunate creatures who are 

obliged to seek their re-establishment abroad, whether by the misery of transportation or other 

disaster; letting them know that diligence and application have their due encouragement, even in 

the remotest parts of the world, and that no case can be so low, so despicable, or so empty of 

prospect, but that an unwearied industry will go a great way to deliver us from it, will in time 

raise the meanest creature to appear again in the world, and give him a new case for his life. 

There are a few of the serious inferences which we are led by the hand to in this book, and 

these are fully sufficient to justify any man in recommending it to the world, and much more to 

justify the publication of it. 



There are two of the most beautiful parts still behind, which this story gives some idea of, and 

lets us into the parts of them, but they are either of them too long to be brought into the same 

volume, and indeed are, as I may call them, whole volumes of themselves, viz.: 1. The life of her 

governess, as she calls her, who had run through, it seems, in a few years, all the eminent degrees 

of a gentlewoman, a whore, and a bawd; a midwife and a midwife-keeper, as they are called; a 

pawnbroker, a childtaker, a receiver of thieves, and of thieves’ purchase, that is to say, of stolen 

goods; and in a word, herself a thief, a breeder up of thieves and the like, and yet at last a 

penitent. 

The second is the life of her transported husband, a highwayman, who it seems, lived a twelve 

years’ life of successful villainy upon the road, and even at last came off so well as to be a 

volunteer transport, not a convict; and in whose life there is an incredible variety. 

But, as I have said, these are things too long to bring in here, so neither can I make a promise 

of the coming out by themselves. 

We cannot say, indeed, that this history is carried on quite to the end of the life of this famous 

Moll Flanders, as she calls herself, for nobody can write their own life to the full end of it, unless 

they can write it after they are dead. But her husband’s life, being written by a third hand, gives a 

full account of them both, how long they lived together in that country, and how they both came 

to England again, after about eight years, in which time they were grown very rich, and where 

she lived, it seems, to be very old, but was not so extraordinary a penitent as she was at first; it 

seems only that indeed she always spoke with abhorrence of her former life, and of every part of 

it. 

In her last scene, at Maryland and Virginia, many pleasant things happened, which makes that 

part of her life very agreeable, but they are not told with the same elegancy as those accounted 

for by herself; so it is still to the more advantage that we break off here. 

 

MOLL FLANDERS 

My true name is so well known in the records or registers at Newgate, and in the Old Bailey, 

and there are some things of such consequence still depending there, relating to my particular 

conduct, that it is not be expected I should set my name or the account of my family to this work; 

perhaps, after my death, it may be better known; at present it would not be proper, nor not 

though a general pardon should be issued, even without exceptions and reserve of persons or 

crimes. 

It is enough to tell you, that as some of my worst comrades, who are out of the way of doing 

me harm (having gone out of the world by the steps and the string, as I often expected to go), 

knew me by the name of Moll Flanders, so you may give me leave to speak of myself under that 

name till I dare own who I have been, as well as who I am. 

I have been told that in one of neighbour nations, whether it be in France or where else I know 

not, they have an order from the king, that when any criminal is condemned, either to die, or to 

the galleys, or to be transported, if they leave any children, as such are generally unprovided for, 

by the poverty or forfeiture of their parents, so they are immediately taken into the care of the 

Government, and put into a hospital called the House of Orphans, where they are bred up, 



clothed, fed, taught, and when fit to go out, are placed out to trades or to services, so as to be 

well able to provide for themselves by an honest, industrious behaviour. 

Had this been the custom in our country, I had not been left a poor desolate girl without 

friends, without clothes, without help or helper in the world, as was my fate; and by which I was 

not only exposed to very great distresses, even before I was capable either of understanding my 

case or how to amend it, but brought into a course of life which was not only scandalous in itself, 

but which in its ordinary course tended to the swift destruction both of soul and body. 

But the case was otherwise here. My mother was convicted of felony for a certain petty theft 

scarce worth naming, viz. having an opportunity of borrowing three pieces of fine holland of a 

certain draper in Cheapside. The circumstances are too long to repeat, and I have heard them 

related so many ways, that I can scarce be certain which is the right account. 

However it was, this they all agree in, that my mother pleaded her belly, and being found 

quick with child, she was respited for about seven months; in which time having brought me into 

the world, and being about again, she was called down, as they term it, to her former judgment, 

but obtained the favour of being transported to the plantations, and left me about half a year old; 

and in bad hands, you may be sure. 

This is too near the first hours of my life for me to relate anything of myself but by hearsay; it 

is enough to mention, that as I was born in such an unhappy place, I had no parish to have 

recourse to for my nourishment in my infancy; nor can I give the least account how I was kept 

alive, other than that, as I have been told, some relation of my mother’s took me away for a while 

as a nurse, but at whose expense, or by whose direction, I know nothing at all of it. 

The first account that I can recollect, or could ever learn of myself, was that I had wandered 

among a crew of those people they call gypsies, or Egyptians; but I believe it was but a very little 

while that I had been among them, for I had not had my skin discoloured or blackened, as they 

do very young to all the children they carry about with them; nor can I tell how I came among 

them, or how I got from them. 

It was at Colchester, in Essex, that those people left me; and I have a notion in my head that I 

left them there (that is, that I hid myself and would not go any farther with them), but I am not 

able to be particular in that account; only this I remember, that being taken up by some of the 

parish officers of Colchester, I gave an account that I came into the town with the gypsies, but 

that I would not go any farther with them, and that so they had left me, but whither they were 

gone that I knew not, nor could they expect it of me; for though they send round the country to 

inquire after them, it seems they could not be found. 

I was now in a way to be provided for; for though I was not a parish charge upon this or that 

part of the town by law, yet as my case came to be known, and that I was too young to do any 

work, being not above three years old, compassion moved the magistrates of the town to order 

some care to be taken of me, and I became one of their own as much as if I had been born in the 

place. 

In the provision they made for me, it was my good hap to be put to nurse, as they call it, to a 

woman who was indeed poor but had been in better circumstances, and who got a little 

livelihood by taking such as I was supposed to be, and keeping them with all necessaries, till 

they were at a certain age, in which it might be supposed they might go to service or get their 

own bread. 



This woman had also had a little school, which she kept to teach children to read and to work; 

and having, as I have said, lived before that in good fashion, she bred up the children she took 

with a great deal of art, as well as with a great deal of care. 

But that which was worth all the rest, she bred them up very religiously, being herself a very 

sober, pious woman, very house-wifely and clean, and very mannerly, and with good behaviour. 

So that in a word, expecting a plain diet, coarse lodging, and mean clothes, we were brought up 

as mannerly and as genteelly as if we had been at the dancing-school. 

I was continued here till I was eight years old, when I was terrified with news that the 

magistrates (as I think they called them) had ordered that I should go to service. I was able to do 

but very little service wherever I was to go, except it was to run of errands and be a drudge to 

some cookmaid, and this they told me of often, which put me into a great fright; for I had a 

thorough aversion to going to service, as they called it (that is, to be a servant), though I was so 

young; and I told my nurse, as we called her, that I believed I could get my living without going 

to service, if she pleased to let me; for she had taught me to work with my needle, and spin 

worsted, which is the chief trade of that city, and I told her that if she would keep me, I would 

work for her, and I would work very hard. 

I talked to her almost every day of working hard; and, in short, I did nothing but work and cry 

all day, which grieved the good, kind woman so much, that at last she began to be concerned for 

me, for she loved me very well. 

One day after this, as she came into the room where all we poor children were at work, she sat 

down just over against me, not in her usual place as mistress, but as if she set herself on purpose 

to observe me and see me work. I was doing something she had set me to; as I remember, it was 

marking some shirts which she had taken to make, and after a while she began to talk to me. 

“Thou foolish child,” says she, “thou art always crying (for I was crying then); “prithee, what 

dost cry for?” “Because they will take me away,” says I, “and put me to service, and I can’t work 

housework.” “Well, child,” says she, “but though you can’t work housework, as you call it, you 

will learn it in time, and they won’t put you to hard things at first.” “Yes, they will,” says I, “and 

if I can’t do it they will beat me, and the maids will beat me to make me do great work, and I am 

but a little girl and I can’t do it”; and then I cried again, till I could not speak any more to her. 

This moved my good motherly nurse, so that she from that time resolved I should not go to 

service yet; so she bid me not cry, and she would speak to Mr. Mayor, and I should not go to 

service till I was bigger. 

Well, this did not satisfy me, for to think of going to service was such a frightful thing to me, 

that if she had assured me I should not have gone till I was twenty years old, it would have been 

the same to me; I should have cried, I believe, all the time, with the very apprehension of its 

being to be so at last. 

When she saw that I was not pacified yet, she began to be angry with me. “And what would 

you have?” says she; “don’t I tell you that you shall not go to service till your are bigger?” “Ay,” 

said I, “but then I must go at last.” “Why, what?” said she; “is the girl mad? What would you 

be—a gentlewoman?” “Yes,” says I, and cried heartily till I roared out again. 

This set the old gentlewoman a-laughing at me, as you may be sure it would. “Well, madam, 

forsooth,” says she, gibing at me, “you would be a gentlewoman; and pray how will you come to 

be a gentlewoman? What! will you do it by your fingers’ end?” 

“Yes,” says I again, very innocently. 



“Why, what can you earn?” says she; “what can you get at your work?” 

“Threepence,” said I, “when I spin, and fourpence when I work plain work.” 

“Alas! poor gentlewoman,” said she again, laughing, “what will that do for thee?” 

“It will keep me,” says I, “if you will let me live with you.” And this I said in such a poor 

petitioning tone, that it made the poor woman’s heart yearn to me, as she told me afterwards. 

“But,” says she, “that will not keep you and buy you clothes too; and who must buy the little 

gentlewoman clothes?” says she, and smiled all the while at me. 

“I will work harder, then,” says I, “and you shall have it all.” 

“Poor child! it won’t keep you,” says she; “it will hardly keep you in victuals.” 

“Then I will have no victuals,” says I, again very innocently; “let me but live with you.” 

“Why, can you live without victuals?” says she. 

“Yes,” again says I, very much like a child, you may be sure, and still I cried heartily. 

I had no policy in all this; you may easily see it was all nature; but it was joined with so much 

innocence and so much passion that, in short, it set the good motherly creature a-weeping too, 

and she cried at last as fast as I did, and then took me and led me out of the teaching-room. 

“Come,” says she, “you shan’t go to service; you shall live with me”; and this pacified me for the 

present. 

Some time after this, she going to wait on the Mayor, and talking of such things as belonged to 

her business, at last my story came up, and my good nurse told Mr. Mayor the whole tale. He 

was so pleased with it, that he would call his lady and his two daughters to hear it, and it made 

mirth enough among them, you may be sure. 

However, not a week had passed over, but on a sudden comes Mrs. Mayoress and her two 

daughters to the house to see my old nurse, and to see her school and the children. When they 

had looked about them a little, “Well, Mrs. ——,” says the Mayoress to my nurse, “and pray 

which is the little lass that intends to be a gentlewoman?” I heard her, and I was terribly frighted 

at first, though I did not know why neither; but Mrs. Mayoress comes up to me. “Well, miss,” 

says she, “and what are you at work upon?” The word miss was a language that had hardly been 

heard of in our school, and I wondered what sad name it was she called me. However, I stood up, 

made a curtsy, and she took my work out of my hand, looked on it, and said it was very well; 

then she took up one of the hands. “Nay,” says she, “the child may come to be a gentlewoman 

for aught anybody knows; she has a gentlewoman’s hand,” says she. This pleased me mightily, 

you may be sure; but Mrs. Mayoress did not stop there, but giving me my work again, she put 

her hand in her pocket, gave me a shilling, and bid me mind my work, and learn to work well, 

and I might be a gentlewoman for aught she knew. 

Now all this while my good old nurse, Mrs. Mayoress, and all the rest of them did not 

understand me at all, for they meant one sort of thing by the word gentlewoman, and I meant 

quite another; for alas! all I understood by being a gentlewoman was to be able to work for 

myself, and get enough to keep me without that terrible bugbear going to service, whereas they 

meant to live great, rich and high, and I know not what. 

Well, after Mrs. Mayoress was gone, her two daughters came in, and they called for the 

gentlewoman too, and they talked a long while to me, and I answered them in my innocent way; 

but always, if they asked me whether I resolved to be a gentlewoman, I answered Yes. At last 

one of them asked me what a gentlewoman was? That puzzled me much; but, however, I 



explained myself negatively, that it was one that did not go to service, to do housework. They 

were pleased to be familiar with me, and like my little prattle to them, which, it seems, was 

agreeable enough to them, and they gave me money too. 

As for my money, I gave it all to my mistress-nurse, as I called her, and told her she should 

have all I got for myself when I was a gentlewoman, as well as now. By this and some other of 

my talk, my old tutoress began to understand me about what I meant by being a gentlewoman, 

and that I understood by it no more than to be able to get my bread by my own work; and at last 

she asked me whether it was not so. 

I told her, yes, and insisted on it, that to do so was to be a gentlewoman; “for,” says I, “there is 

such a one,” naming a woman that mended lace and washed the ladies’ laced-heads; “she,” says 

I, “is a gentlewoman, and they call her madam.” 

“Poor child,” says my good old nurse, “you may soon be such a gentlewoman as that, for she 

is a person of ill fame, and has had two or three bastards.” 

I did not understand anything of that; but I answered, “I am sure they call her madam, and she 

does not go to service nor do housework”; and therefore I insisted that she was a gentlewoman, 

and I would be such a gentlewoman as that. 

The ladies were told all this again, to be sure, and they made themselves merry with it, and 

every now and then the young ladies, Mr. Mayor’s daughters, would come and see me, and ask 

where the little gentlewoman was, which made me not a little proud of myself. 

This held a great while, and I was often visited by these young ladies, and sometimes they 

brought others with them; so that I was known by it almost all over the town. 

I was now about ten years old, and began to look a little womanish, for I was mighty grave 

and humble, very mannerly, and as I had often heard the ladies say I was pretty, and would be a 

very handsome woman, so you may be sure that hearing them say so made me not a little proud. 

However, that pride had no ill effect upon me yet; only, as they often gave me money, and I gave 

it to my old nurse, she, honest woman, was so just to me as to lay it all out again for me, and 

gave me head-dresses, and linen, and gloves, and ribbons, and I went very neat, and always 

clean; for that I would do, and if I had rags on, I would always be clean, or else I would dabble 

them in water myself; but, I say, my good nurse, when I had money given me, very honestly laid 

it out for me, and would always tell the ladies this or that was bought with their money; and this 

made them oftentimes give me more, till at last I was indeed called upon by the magistrates, as I 

understood it, to go out to service; but then I was come to be so good a workwoman myself, and 

the ladies were so kind to me, that it was plain I could maintain myself—that is to say, I could 

earn as much for my nurse as she was able by it to keep me—so she told them that if they would 

give her leave, she would keep the gentlewoman, as she called me, to be her assistant and teach 

the children, which I was very well able to do; for I was very nimble at my work, and had a good 

hand with my needle, though I was yet very young. 

But the kindness of the ladies of the town did not end here, for when they came to understand 

that I was no more maintained by the public allowance as before, they gave me money oftener 

than formerly; and as I grew up they brought me work to do for them, such as linen to make, and 

laces to mend, and heads to dress up, and not only paid me for doing them, but even taught me 

how to do them; so that now I was a gentlewoman indeed, as I understood that word, I not only 

found myself clothes and paid my nurse for my keeping, but got money in my pocket too 

beforehand. 



The ladies also gave me clothes frequently of their own or their children’s; some stockings, 

some petticoats, some gowns, some one thing, some another, and these my old woman managed 

for me like a mere mother, and kept them for me, obliged me to mend them, and turn them and 

twist them to the best advantage, for she was a rare housewife. 

At last one of the ladies took so much fancy to me that she would have me home to her house, 

for a month, she said, to be among her daughters. 

Now, though this was exceeding kind in her, yet, as my old good woman said to her, unless 

she resolved to keep me for good and all, she would do the little gentlewoman more harm than 

good. “Well,” says the lady, “that’s true; and therefore I’ll only take her home for a week, then, 

that I may see how my daughters and she agree together, and how I like her temper, and then I’ll 

tell you more; and in the meantime, if anybody comes to see her as they used to do, you may 

only tell them you have sent her out to my house.” 

This was prudently managed enough, and I went to the lady’s house; but I was so pleased 

there with the young ladies, and they so pleased with me, that I had enough to do to come away, 

and they were as unwilling to part with me. 

However, I did come away, and lived almost a year more with my honest old woman, and 

began now to be very helpful to her; for I was almost fourteen years old, was tall of my age, and 

looked a little womanish; but I had such a taste of genteel living at the lady’s house that I was not 

so easy in my old quarters as I used to be, and I thought it was fine to be a gentlewoman indeed, 

for I had quite other notions of a gentlewoman now than I had before; and as I thought, I say, that 

it was fine to be a gentlewoman, so I loved to be among gentlewomen, and therefore I longed to 

be there again. 

About the time that I was fourteen years and a quarter old, my good nurse, mother I rather to 

call her, fell sick and died. I was then in a sad condition indeed, for as there is no great bustle in 

putting an end to a poor body’s family when once they are carried to the grave, so the poor good 

woman being buried, the parish children she kept were immediately removed by the church-

wardens; the school was at an end, and the children of it had no more to do but just stay at home 

till they were sent somewhere else; and as for what she left, her daughter, a married woman with 

six or seven children, came and swept it all away at once, and removing the goods, they had no 

more to say to me than to jest with me, and tell me that the little gentlewoman might set up for 

herself if she pleased. 

I was frighted out of my wits almost, and knew not what to do, for I was, as it were, turned out 

of doors to the wide world, and that which was still worse, the old honest woman had two-and-

twenty shillings of mine in her hand, which was all the estate the little gentlewoman had in the 

world; and when I asked the daughter for it, she huffed me and laughed at me, and told me she 

had nothing to do with it. 

It was true the good, poor woman had told her daughter of it, and that it lay in such a place, 

that it was the child’s money, and had called once or twice for me to give it me, but I was, 

unhappily, out of the way somewhere or other, and when I came back she was past being in a 

condition to speak of it. However, the daughter was so honest afterwards as to give it me, though 

at first she used me cruelly about it. 

Now was I a poor gentlewoman indeed, and I was just that very night to be turned into the 

wide world; for the daughter removed all the goods, and I had not so much as a lodging to go to, 

or a bit of bread to eat. But it seems some of the neighbours, who had known my circumstances, 

took so much compassion of me as to acquaint the lady in whose family I had been a week, as I 



mentioned above; and immediately she sent her maid to fetch me away, and two of her daughters 

came with the maid though unsent. So I went with them, bag and baggage, and with a glad heart, 

you may be sure. The fright of my condition had made such an impression upon me, that I did 

not want now to be a gentlewoman, but was very willing to be a servant, and that any kind of 

servant they thought fit to have me be. 

But my new generous mistress, for she exceeded the good woman I was with before, in 

everything, as well as in the matter of estate; I say, in everything except honesty; and for that, 

though this was a lady most exactly just, yet I must not forget to say on all occasions, that the 

first, though poor, was as uprightly honest as it was possible for any one to be. 

I was no sooner carried away, as I have said, by this good gentlewoman, but the first lady, that 

is to say, the Mayoress that was, sent her two daughters to take care of me; and another family 

which had taken notice of me when I was the little gentlewoman, and had given me work to do, 

sent for me after her, so that I was mightily made of, as we say; nay, and they were not a little 

angry, especially madam the Mayoress, that her friend had taken me away from her, as she called 

it; for, as she said, I was hers by right, she having been the first that took any notice of me. But 

they that had me would not part with me; and as for me, though I should have been very well 

treated with any of the others, yet I could not be better than where I was. 

Here I continued till I was between seventeen and eighteen years old, and here I had all the 

advantages for my education that could be imagined; the lady had masters home to the house to 

teach her daughters to dance, and to speak French, and to write, and other to teach them music; 

and I was always with them, I learned as fast as they; and though the masters were not appointed 

to teach me, yet I learned by imitation and inquiry all that they learned by instruction and 

direction; so that, in short, I learned to dance and speak French as well as any of them, and to 

sing much better, for I had a better voice than any of them. I could not so readily come at playing 

on the harpsichord or spinet, because I had no instrument of my own to practice on, and could 

only come at theirs in the intervals when they left it, which was uncertain; but yet I learned 

tolerably well too, and the young ladies at length got two instruments, that is to say, a 

harpsichord and a spinet too, and then they taught me themselves. But as to dancing, they could 

hardly help my learning country-dances, because they always wanted me to make up even 

number; and, on the other hand, they were as heartily willing to learn me everything that they 

had been taught themselves, as I could be to take the learning. 

By this means I had, as I have said above, all the advantages of education that I could have 

had if I had been as much a gentlewoman as they were with whom I lived; and in some things I 

had the advantage of my ladies, though they were my superiors; but they were all the gifts of 

nature, and which all their fortunes could not furnish. First, I was apparently handsomer than any 

of them; secondly, I was better shaped; and, thirdly, I sang better, by which I mean I had a better 

voice; in all which you will, I hope, allow me to say, I do not speak my own conceit of myself, 

but the opinion of all that knew the family. 

I had with all these the common vanity of my sex, viz. that being really taken for very 

handsome, or, if you please, for a great beauty, I very well knew it, and had as good an opinion 

of myself as anybody else could have of me; and particularly I loved to hear anybody speak of it, 

which could not but happen to me sometimes, and was a great satisfaction to me. 

Thus far I have had a smooth story to tell of myself, and in all this part of my life I not only 

had the reputation of living in a very good family, and a family noted and respected everywhere 

for virtue and sobriety, and for every valuable thing; but I had the character too of a very sober, 



modest, and virtuous young woman, and such I had always been; neither had I yet any occasion 

to think of anything else, or to know what a temptation to wickedness meant. 

But that which I was too vain of was my ruin, or rather my vanity was the cause of it. The lady 

in the house where I was had two sons, young gentlemen of very promising parts and of 

extraordinary behaviour, and it was my misfortune to be very well with them both, but they 

managed themselves with me in a quite different manner. 

The eldest, a gay gentleman that knew the town as well as the country, and though he had 

levity enough to do an ill-natured thing, yet had too much judgment of things to pay too dear for 

his pleasures; he began with the unhappy snare to all women, viz. taking notice upon all 

occasions how pretty I was, as he called it, how agreeable, how well-carriaged, and the like; and 

this he contrived so subtly, as if he had known as well how to catch a woman in his net as a 

partridge when he went a-setting; for he would contrive to be talking this to his sisters when, 

though I was not by, yet when he knew I was not far off but that I should be sure to hear him. His 

sisters would return softly to him, “Hush, brother, she will hear you; she is but in the next room.” 

Then he would put it off and talk softlier, as if he had not known it, and begin to acknowledge he 

was wrong; and then, as if he had forgot himself, he would speak aloud again, and I, that was so 

well pleased to hear it, was sure to listen for it upon all occasions. 

After he had thus baited his hook, and found easily enough the method how to lay it in my 

way, he played an opener game; and one day, going by his sister’s chamber when I was there, 

doing something about dressing her, he comes in with an air of gaiety. “Oh, Mrs. Betty,” said he 

to me, “how do you do, Mrs. Betty? Don’t your cheeks burn, Mrs. Betty?” I made a curtsy and 

blushed, but said nothing. “What makes you talk so, brother?” says the lady. “Why,” says he, 

“we have been talking of her below-stairs this half-hour.” “Well,” says his sister, “you can say 

no harm of her, that I am sure, so ’tis no matter what you have been talking about.” “Nay,” says 

he, “’tis so far from talking harm of her, that we have been talking a great deal of good, and a 

great many fine things have been said of Mrs. Betty, I assure you; and particularly, that she is the 

handsomest young woman in Colchester; and, in short, they begin to toast her health in the 

town.” 

“I wonder at you, brother,” says the sister. “Betty wants but one thing, but she had as good 

want everything, for the market is against our sex just now; and if a young woman have beauty, 

birth, breeding, wit, sense, manners, modesty, and all these to an extreme, yet if she have not 

money, she’s nobody, she had as good want them all for nothing but money now recommends a 

woman; the men play the game all into their own hands.” 

Her younger brother, who was by, cried, “Hold, sister, you run too fast; I am an exception to 

your rule. I assure you, if I find a woman so accomplished as you talk of, I say, I assure you, I 

would not trouble myself about the money.” 

“Oh,” says the sister, “but you will take care not to fancy one, then, without the money.” 

“You don’t know that neither,” says the brother. 

“But why, sister,” says the elder brother, “why do you exclaim so at the men for aiming so 

much at the fortune? You are none of them that want a fortune, whatever else you want.” 

“I understand you, brother,” replies the lady very smartly; “you suppose I have the money, and 

want the beauty; but as times go now, the first will do without the last, so I have the better of my 

neighbours.” 



“Well,” says the younger brother, “but your neighbours, as you call them, may be even with 

you, for beauty will steal a husband sometimes in spite of money, and when the maid chances to 

be handsomer than the mistress, she oftentimes makes as good a market, and rides in a coach 

before her.” 

I thought it was time for me to withdraw and leave them, and I did so, but not so far but that I 

heard all their discourse, in which I heard abundance of the fine things said of myself, which 

served to prompt my vanity, but, as I soon found, was not the way to increase my interest in the 

family, for the sister and the younger brother fell grievously out about it; and as he said some 

very disobliging things to her upon my account, so I could easily see that she resented them by 

her future conduct to me, which indeed was very unjust to me, for I had never had the least 

thought of what she suspected as to her younger brother; indeed, the elder brother, in his distant, 

remote way, had said a great many things as in jest, which I had the folly to believe were in 

earnest, or to flatter myself with the hopes of what I ought to have supposed he never intended, 

and perhaps never thought of. 

It happened one day that he came running upstairs, towards the room where his sisters used to 

sit and work, as he often used to do; and calling to them before he came in, as was his way too, I, 

being there alone, stepped to the door, and said, “Sir, the ladies are not here, they are walked 

down the garden.” As I stepped forward to say this, towards the door, he was just got to the door, 

and clasping me in his arms, as if it had been by chance, “Oh, Mrs. Betty,” says he, “are you 

here? That’s better still; I want to speak with you more than I do with them”; and then, having 

me in his arms, he kissed me three or four times. 

I struggled to get away, and yet did it but faintly neither, and he held me fast, and still kissed 

me, till he was almost out of breath, and then, sitting down, says, “Dear Betty, I am in love with 

you.” 

His words, I must confess, fired my blood; all my spirits flew about my heart and put me into 

disorder enough, which he might easily have seen in my face. He repeated it afterwards several 

times, that he was in love with me, and my heart spoke as plain as a voice, that I liked it; nay, 

whenever he said, “I am in love with you,” my blushes plainly replied, “Would you were, sir.” 

However, nothing else passed at that time; it was but a surprise, and when he was gone I soon 

recovered myself again. He had stayed longer with me, but he happened to look out at the 

window and see his sisters coming up the garden, so he took his leave, kissed me again, told me 

he was very serious, and I should hear more of him very quickly, and away he went, leaving me 

infinitely pleased, though surprised; and had there not been one misfortune in it, I had been in the 

right, but the mistake lay here, that Mrs. Betty was in earnest and the gentleman was not. 

From this time my head ran upon strange things, and I may truly say I was not myself; to have 

such a gentleman talk to me of being in love with me, and of my being such a charming creature, 

as he told me I was; these were things I knew not how to bear, my vanity was elevated to the last 

degree. It is true I had my head full of pride, but, knowing nothing of the wickedness of the 

times, I had not one thought of my own safety or of my virtue about me; and had my young 

master offered it at first sight, he might have taken any liberty he thought fit with me; but he did 

not see his advantage, which was my happiness for that time. 

After this attack it was not long but he found an opportunity to catch me again, and almost in 

the same posture; indeed, it had more of design in it on his part, though not on my part. It was 

thus: the young ladies were all gone a-visiting with their mother; his brother was out of town; 

and as for his father, he had been in London for a week before. He had so well watched me that 



he knew where I was, though I did not so much as know that he was in the house; and he briskly 

comes up the stairs and, seeing me at work, comes into the room to me directly, and began just as 

he did before, with taking me in his arms, and kissing me for almost a quarter of an hour 

together. 

It was his younger sister’s chamber that I was in, and as there was nobody in the house but the 

maids below-stairs, he was, it may be, the ruder; in short, he began to be in earnest with me 

indeed. Perhaps he found me a little too easy, for God knows I made no resistance to him while 

he only held me in his arms and kissed me; indeed, I was too well pleased with it to resist him 

much. 

However, as it were, tired with that kind of work, we sat down, and there he talked with me a 

great while; he said he was charmed with me, and that he could not rest night or day till he had 

told me how he was in love with me, and, if I was able to love him again, and would make him 

happy, I should be the saving of his life, and many such fine things. I said little to him again, but 

easily discovered that I was a fool, and that I did not in the least perceive what he meant. 

Then he walked about the room, and taking me by the hand, I walked with him; and by and by, 

taking his advantage, he threw me down upon the bed, and kissed me there most violently; but, 

to give him his due, offered no manner of rudeness to me, only kissed a great while. After this he 

thought he had heard somebody come upstairs, so got off from the bed, lifted me up, professing a 

great deal of love for me, but told me it was all an honest affection, and that he meant no ill to 

me; and with that he put five guineas into my hand, and went away downstairs. 

I was more confounded with the money than I was before with the love, and began to be so 

elevated that I scarce knew the ground I stood on. I am the more particular in this part, that if my 

story comes to be read by any innocent young body, they may learn from it to guard themselves 

against the mischiefs which attend an early knowledge of their own beauty. If a young woman 

once thinks herself handsome, she never doubts the truth of any man that tells her he is in love 

with her; for if she believes herself charming enough to captivate him, ’tis natural to expect the 

effects of it. 

This young gentleman had fired his inclination as much as he had my vanity, and, as if he had 

found that he had an opportunity and was sorry he did not take hold of it, he comes up again in 

half an hour or thereabouts, and falls to work with me again as before, only with a little less 

introduction. 

And first, when he entered the room, he turned about and shut the door. “Mrs. Betty,” said he, 

“I fancied before somebody was coming upstairs, but it was not so; however,” adds he, “if they 

find me in the room with you, they shan’t catch me a-kissing of you.” I told him I did not know 

who should be coming upstairs, for I believed there was nobody in the house but the cook and 

the other maid, and they never came up those stairs. “Well, my dear,” says he, “’tis good to be 

sure, however”; and so he sits down, and we began to talk. And now, though I was still all on fire 

with his first visit, and said little, he did as it were put words in my mouth, telling me how 

passionately he loved me, and that though he could not mention such a thing till he came to this 

estate, yet he was resolved to make me happy then, and himself too; that is to say, to marry me, 

and abundance of such fine things, which I, poor fool, did not understand the drift of, but acted 

as if there was no such thing as any kind of love but that which tended to matrimony; and if he 

had spoke of that, I had no room, as well as no power, to have said no; but we were not come 

that length yet. 



We had not sat long, but he got up, and, stopping my very breath with kisses, threw me upon 

the bed again; but then being both well warmed, he went farther with me than decency permits 

me to mention, nor had it been in my power to have denied him at that moment, had he offered 

much more than he did. 

However, though he took these freedoms with me, it did not go to that which they call the last 

favour, which, to do him justice, he did not attempt; and he made that self-denial of his a plea for 

all his freedoms with me upon other occasions after this. When this was over, he stayed but a 

little while, but he put almost a handful of gold in my hand, and left me, making a thousand 

protestations of his passion for me, and of his loving me above all the women in the world. 

It will not be strange if I now began to think, but alas! it was but with very little solid 

reflection. I had a most unbounded stock of vanity and pride, and but a very little stock of virtue. 

I did indeed case sometimes with myself what young master aimed at, but thought of nothing but 

the fine words and the gold; whether he intended to marry me, or not to marry me, seemed a 

matter of no great consequence to me; nor did my thoughts so much as suggest to me the 

necessity of making any capitulation for myself, till he came to make a kind of formal proposal 

to me, as you shall hear presently. 

Thus I gave up myself to a readiness of being ruined without the least concern and am a fair 

memento to all young women whose vanity prevails over their virtue. Nothing was ever so stupid 

on both sides. Had I acted as became me, and resisted as virtue and honour require, this 

gentleman had either desisted his attacks, finding no room to expect the accomplishment of his 

design, or had made fair and honourable proposals of marriage; in which case, whoever had 

blamed him, nobody could have blamed me. In short, if he had known me, and how easy the 

trifle he aimed at was to be had, he would have troubled his head no farther, but have given me 

four or five guineas, and have lain with me the next time he had come at me. And if I had known 

his thoughts, and how hard he thought I would be to be gained, I might have made my own terms 

with him; and if I had not capitulated for an immediate marriage, I might for a maintenance till 

marriage, and might have had what I would; for he was already rich to excess, besides what he 

had in expectation; but I seemed wholly to have abandoned all such thoughts as these, and was 

taken up only with the pride of my beauty, and of being beloved by such a gentleman. As for the 

gold, I spent whole hours in looking upon it; I told the guineas over and over a thousand times a 

day. Never a poor vain creature was so wrapt up with every part of the story as I was, not 

considering what was before me, and how near my ruin was at the door; indeed, I think I rather 

wished for that ruin than studied to avoid it. 

In the meantime, however, I was cunning enough not to give the least room to any in the 

family to suspect me, or to imagine that I had the least correspondence with this young 

gentleman. I scarce ever looked towards him in public, or answered if he spoke to me when 

anybody was near us; but for all that, we had every now and then a little encounter, where we 

had room for a word or two, and now and then a kiss, but no fair opportunity for the mischief 

intended; and especially considering that he made more circumlocution than, if he had known 

my thoughts, he had occasion for; and the work appearing difficult to him, he really made it so. 

But as the devil is an unwearied tempter, so he never fails to find opportunity for that 

wickedness he invites to. It was one evening that I was in the garden, with his two younger 

sisters and himself, and all very innocently merry, when he found means to convey a note into 

my hand, by which he directed me to understand that he would to-morrow desire me publicly to 

go of an errand for him into the town, and that I should see him somewhere by the way. 



Accordingly, after dinner, he very gravely says to me, his sisters being all by, “Mrs. Betty, I 

must ask a favour of you.” “What’s that?” says his second sister. “Nay, sister,” says he very 

gravely, “if you can’t spare Mrs. Betty to-day, any other time will do.” Yes, they said, they could 

spare her well enough, and the sister begged pardon for asking, which they did but of mere 

course, without any meaning. “Well, but, brother,” says the eldest sister, “you must tell Mrs. 

Betty what it is; if it be any private business that we must not hear, you may call her out. There 

she is.” “Why, sister,” says the gentleman very gravely, “what do you mean? I only desire her to 

go into the High Street’ (and then he pulls out a turnover), “to such a shop”; and then he tells 

them a long story of two fine neckcloths he had bid money for, and he wanted to have me go and 

make an errand to buy a neck to the turnover that he showed, to see if they would take my money 

for the neckcloths; to bid a shilling more, and haggle with them; and then he made more errands, 

and so continued to have such petty business to do, that I should be sure to stay a good while. 

When he had given me my errands, he told them a long story of a visit he was going to make 

to a family they all knew, and where was to be such-and-such gentlemen, and how merry they 

were to be, and very formally asks his sisters to go with him, and they as formally excused 

themselves, because of company that they had notice was to come and visit them that afternoon; 

which, by the way, he had contrived on purpose. 

He had scarce done speaking to them, and giving me my errand, but his man came up to tell 

him that Sir W—— H——’s coach stopped at the door; so he runs down, and comes up again 

immediately. “Alas!” says he aloud, “there’s all my mirth spoiled at once; sir W—— has sent his 

coach for me, and desires to speak with me upon some earnest business.” It seems this Sir W—

— was a gentleman who lived about three miles out of town, to whom he had spoken on purpose 

the day before, to lend him his chariot for a particular occasion, and had appointed it to call for 

him, as it did, about three o’clock. 

Immediately he calls for his best wig, hat, and sword, and ordering his man to go to the other 

place to make his excuse— that was to say, he made an excuse to send his man away—he 

prepares to go into the coach. As he was going, he stopped a while, and speaks mighty earnestly 

to me about his business, and finds an opportunity to say very softly to me, “Come away, my 

dear, as soon as ever you can.” I said nothing, but made a curtsy, as if I had done so to what he 

said in public. In about a quarter of an hour I went out too; I had no dress other than before, 

except that I had a hood, a mask, a fan, and a pair of gloves in my pocket; so that there was not 

the least suspicion in the house. He waited for me in the coach in a back-lane, which he knew I 

must pass by, and had directed the coachman whither to go, which was to a certain place, called 

Mile End, where lived a confidant of his, where we went in, and where was all the convenience 

in the world to be as wicked as we pleased. 

When we were together he began to talk very gravely to me, and to tell me he did not bring me 

there to betray me; that his passion for me would not suffer him to abuse me; that he resolved to 

marry me as soon as he came to his estate; that in the meantime, if I would grant his request, he 

would maintain me very honourably; and made me a thousand protestations of his sincerity and 

of his affection to me; and that he would never abandon me, and as I may say, made a thousand 

more preambles than he need to have done. 

However, as he pressed me to speak, I told him I had no reason to question the sincerity of his 

love to me after so many protestations, but—and there I stopped, as if I left him to guess the rest. 

“But what, my dear?” says he. “I guess what you mean: what if you should be with child? Is not 

that it? Why, then,” says he, “I’ll take care of you and provide for you, and the child too; and that 



you may see I am not in jest,” says he, “here’s an earnest for you,” and with that he pulls out a 

silk purse, with an hundred guineas in it, and gave it me. “And I’ll give you such another,” says 

he, “every year till I marry you.” 

My colour came and went, at the sight of the purse and with the fire of his proposal together, 

so that I could not say a word, and he easily perceived it; so putting the purse into my bosom, I 

made no more resistance to him, but let him do just what he pleased, and as often as he pleased; 

and thus I finished my own destruction at once, for from this day, being forsaken of my virtue 

and my modesty, I had nothing of value left to recommend me, either to God’s blessing or man’s 

assistance. 

But things did not end here. I went back to the town, did the business he publicly directed me 

to, and was at home before anybody thought me long. As for my gentleman, he stayed out, as he 

told me he would, till late at night, and there was not the least suspicion in the family either on 

his account or on mine. 

We had, after this, frequent opportunities to repeat our crime—chiefly by his contrivance—

especially at home, when his mother and the young ladies went abroad a-visiting, which he 

watched so narrowly as never to miss; knowing always beforehand when they went out, and then 

failed not to catch me all alone, and securely enough; so that we took our fill of our wicked 

pleasure for near half a year; and yet, which was the most to my satisfaction, I was not with 

child. 

But before this half-year was expired, his younger brother, of whom I have made some 

mention in the beginning of the story, falls to work with me; and he, finding me alone in the 

garden one evening, begins a story of the same kind to me, made good honest professions of 

being in love with me, and in short, proposes fairly and honourably to marry me, and that before 

he made any other offer to me at all. 

I was now confounded, and driven to such an extremity as the like was never known; at least 

not to me. I resisted the proposal with obstinacy; and now I began to arm myself with arguments. 

I laid before him the inequality of the match; the treatment I should meet with in the family; the 

ingratitude it would be to his good father and mother, who had taken me into their house upon 

such generous principles, and when I was in such a low condition; and, in short, I said everything 

to dissuade him from his design that I could imagine, except telling him the truth, which would 

indeed have put an end to it all, but that I durst not think of mentioning. 

But here happened a circumstance that I did not expect indeed, which put me to my shifts; for 

this young gentleman, as he was plain and honest, so he pretended to nothing with me but what 

was so too; and, knowing his own innocence, he was not so careful to make his having a 

kindness for Mrs. Betty a secret in the house, as his brother was. And though he did not let them 

know that he had talked to me about it, yet he said enough to let his sisters perceive he loved me, 

and his mother saw it too, which, though they took no notice of it to me, yet they did to him, an 

immediately I found their carriage to me altered, more than ever before. 

I saw the cloud, though I did not foresee the storm. It was easy, I say, to see that their carriage 

to me was altered, and that it grew worse and worse every day; till at last I got information 

among the servants that I should, in a very little while, be desired to remove. 

I was not alarmed at the news, having a full satisfaction that I should be otherwise provided 

for; and especially considering that I had reason every day to expect I should be with child, and 

that then I should be obliged to remove without any pretences for it. 



After some time the younger gentleman took an opportunity to tell me that the kindness he had 

for me had got vent in the family. He did not charge me with it, he said, for he know well enough 

which way it came out. He told me his plain way of talking had been the occasion of it, for that 

he did not make his respect for me so much a secret as he might have done, and the reason was, 

that he was at a point, that if I would consent to have him, he would tell them all openly that he 

loved me, and that he intended to marry me; that it was true his father and mother might resent it, 

and be unkind, but that he was now in a way to live, being bred to the law, and he did not fear 

maintaining me agreeable to what I should expect; and that, in short, as he believed I would not 

be ashamed of him, so he was resolved not to be ashamed of me, and that he scorned to be afraid 

to own me now, whom he resolved to own after I was his wife, and therefore I had nothing to do 

but to give him my hand, and he would answer for all the rest. 

I was now in a dreadful condition indeed, and now I repented heartily my easiness with the 

eldest brother; not from any reflection of conscience, but from a view of the happiness I might 

have enjoyed, and had now made impossible; for though I had no great scruples of conscience, as 

I have said, to struggle with, yet I could not think of being a whore to one brother and a wife to 

the other. But then it came into my thoughts that the first brother had promised to made me his 

wife when he came to his estate; but I presently remembered what I had often thought of, that he 

had never spoken a word of having me for a wife after he had conquered me for a mistress; and 

indeed, till now, though I said I thought of it often, yet it gave me no disturbance at all, for as he 

did not seem in the least to lessen his affection to me, so neither did he lessen his bounty, though 

he had the discretion himself to desire me not to lay out a penny of what he gave me in clothes, 

or to make the least show extraordinary, because it would necessarily give jealousy in the family, 

since everybody know I could come at such things no manner of ordinary way, but by some 

private friendship, which they would presently have suspected. 

But I was now in a great strait, and knew not what to do. The main difficulty was this: the 

younger brother not only laid close siege to me, but suffered it to be seen. He would come into 

his sister’s room, and his mother’s room, and sit down, and talk a thousand kind things of me, 

and to me, even before their faces, and when they were all there. This grew so public that the 

whole house talked of it, and his mother reproved him for it, and their carriage to me appeared 

quite altered. In short, his mother had let fall some speeches, as if she intended to put me out of 

the family; that is, in English, to turn me out of doors. Now I was sure this could not be a secret 

to his brother, only that he might not think, as indeed nobody else yet did, that the youngest 

brother had made any proposal to me about it; but as I easily could see that it would go farther, 

so I saw likewise there was an absolute necessity to speak of it to him, or that he would speak of 

it to me, and which to do first I knew not; that is, whether I should break it to him or let it alone 

till he should break it to me. 

Upon serious consideration, for indeed now I began to consider things very seriously, and 

never till now; I say, upon serious consideration, I resolved to tell him of it first; and it was not 

long before I had an opportunity, for the very next day his brother went to London upon some 

business, and the family being out a-visiting, just as it had happened before, and as indeed was 

often the case, he came according to his custom, to spend an hour or two with Mrs. Betty. 

When he came and had sat down a while, he easily perceived there was an alteration in my 

countenance, that I was not so free and pleasant with him as I used to be, and particularly, that I 

had been a-crying; he was not long before he took notice of it, and asked me in very kind terms 

what was the matter, and if anything troubled me. I would have put it off if I could, but it was not 

to be concealed; so after suffering many importunities to draw that out of me which I longed as 



much as possible to disclose, I told him that it was true something did trouble me, and something 

of such a nature that I could not conceal from him, and yet that I could not tell how to tell him of 

it neither; that it was a thing that not only surprised me, but greatly perplexed me, and that I 

knew not what course to take, unless he would direct me. He told me with great tenderness, that 

let it be what it would, I should not let it trouble me, for he would protect me from all the world. 

I then began at a distance, and told him I was afraid the ladies had got some secret information 

of our correspondence; for that it was easy to see that their conduct was very much changed 

towards me for a great while, and that now it was come to that pass that they frequently found 

fault with me, and sometimes fell quite out with me, though I never gave them the least occasion; 

that whereas I used always to lie with the eldest sister, I was lately put to lie by myself, or with 

one of the maids; and that I had overheard them several times talking very unkindly about me; 

but that which confirmed it all was, that one of the servants had told me that she had heard I was 

to be turned out, and that it was not safe for the family that I should be any longer in the house. 

He smiled when he heard all this, and I asked him how he could make so light of it, when he 

must needs know that if there was any discovery I was undone for ever, and that even it would 

hurt him, though not ruin him as it would me. I upbraided him, that he was like all the rest of the 

sex, that, when they had the character and honour of a woman at their mercy, oftentimes made it 

their jest, and at least looked upon it as a trifle, and counted the ruin of those they had had their 

will of as a thing of no value. 

He saw me warm and serious, and he changed his style immediately; he told me he was sorry I 

should have such a thought of him; that he had never given me the least occasion for it, but had 

been as tender of my reputation as he could be of his own; that he was sure our correspondence 

had been managed with so much address, that not one creature in the family had so much as a 

suspicion of it; that if he smiled when I told him my thoughts, it was at the assurance he lately 

received, that our understanding one another was not so much as known or guessed at; and that 

when he had told me how much reason he had to be easy, I should smile as he did, for he was 

very certain it would give me a full satisfaction. 

“This is a mystery I cannot understand,” says I, “or how it should be to my satisfaction that I 

am to be turned out of doors; for if our correspondence is not discovered, I know not what else I 

have done to change the countenances of the whole family to me, or to have them treat me as 

they do now, who formerly used me with so much tenderness, as if I had been one of their own 

children.” 

“Why, look you, child,” says he, “that they are uneasy about you, that is true; but that they 

have the least suspicion of the case as it is, and as it respects you and I, is so far from being true, 

that they suspect my brother Robin; and, in short, they are fully persuaded he makes love to you; 

nay, the fool has put it into their heads too himself, for he is continually bantering them about it, 

and making a jest of himself. I confess I think he is wrong to do so, because he cannot but see it 

vexes them, and makes them unkind to you; but ’tis a satisfaction to me, because of the 

assurance it gives me, that they do not suspect me in the least, and I hope this will be to your 

satisfaction too.” 

“So it is,” says I, “one way; but this does not reach my case at all, nor is this the chief thing 

that troubles me, though I have been concerned about that too.” “What is it, then?” says he. With 

which I fell to tears, and could say nothing to him at all. He strove to pacify me all he could, but 

began at last to be very pressing upon me to tell what it was. At last I answered that I thought I 

ought to tell him too, and that he had some right to know it; besides, that I wanted his direction in 



the case, for I was in such perplexity that I knew not what course to take, and then I related the 

whole affair to him. I told him how imprudently his brother had managed himself, in making 

himself so public; for that if he had kept it a secret, as such a thing ought to have been, I could 

but have denied him positively, without giving any reason for it, and he would in time have 

ceased his solicitations; but that he had the vanity, first, to depend upon it that I would not deny 

him, and then had taken the freedom to tell his resolution of having me to the whole house. 

I told him how far I had resisted him, and told him how sincere and honourable his offers 

were. “But,” says I, “my case will be doubly hard; for as they carry it ill to me now, because he 

desires to have me, they’ll carry it worse when they shall find I have denied him; and they will 

presently say, there’s something else in it, and then out it comes that I am married already to 

somebody else, or that I would never refuse a match so much above me as this was.” 

This discourse surprised him indeed very much. He told me that it was a critical point indeed 

for me to manage, and he did not see which way I should get out of it; but he would consider it, 

and let me know next time we met, what resolution he was come to about it; and in the meantime 

desired I would not give my consent to his brother, nor yet give him a flat denial, but that I 

would hold him in suspense a while. 

I seemed to start at his saying I should not give him my consent. I told him he knew very well 

I had no consent to give; that he had engaged himself to marry me, and that my consent was the 

same time engaged to him; that he had all along told me I was his wife, and I looked upon myself 

as effectually so as if the ceremony had passed; and that it was from his own mouth that I did so, 

he having all along persuaded me to call myself his wife. 

“Well, my dear,” says he, “don’t be concerned at that now; if I am not your husband, I’ll be as 

good as a husband to you; and do not let those things trouble you now, but let me look a little 

farther into this affair, and I shall be able to say more next time we meet.” 

He pacified me as well as he could with this, but I found he was very thoughtful, and that 

though he was very kind to me and kissed me a thousand times, and more I believe, and gave me 

money too, yet he offered no more all the while we were together, which was above two hours, 

and which I much wondered at indeed at that time, considering how it used to be, and what 

opportunity we had. 

His brother did not come from London for five or six days, and it was two days more before 

he got an opportunity to talk with him; but then getting him by himself he began to talk very 

close to him about it, and the same evening got an opportunity (for we had a long conference 

together) to repeat all their discourse to me, which, as near as I can remember, was to the 

purpose following. He told him he heard strange news of him since he went, viz. that he made 

love to Mrs. Betty. “Well, says his brother a little angrily, “and so I do. And what then? What has 

anybody to do with that?” “Nay,” says his brother, “don’t be angry, Robin; I don’t pretend to 

have anything to do with it; nor do I pretend to be angry with you about it. But I find they do 

concern themselves about it, and that they have used the poor girl ill about it, which I should take 

as done to myself.” “Whom do you mean by they?” says Robin. “I mean my mother and the 

girls,” says the elder brother. “But hark ye,” says his brother, “are you in earnest? Do you really 

love this girl? You may be free with me, you know.” “Why, then,” says Robin, “I will be free 

with you; I do love her above all the women in the world, and I will have her, let them say and 

do what they will. I believe the girl will not deny me.” 

It struck me to the heart when he told me this, for though it was most rational to think I would 

not deny him, yet I knew in my own conscience I must deny him, and I saw my ruin in my being 



obliged to do so; but I knew it was my business to talk otherwise then, so I interrupted him in his 

story thus. 

“Ay!” said I, “does he think I cannot deny him? But he shall find I can deny him, for all that.” 

“Well, my dear,” says he, “but let me give you the whole story as it went on between us, and 

then say what you will.” 

Then he went on and told me that he replied thus: “But, brother, you know she has nothing, 

and you may have several ladies with good fortunes.” 

“’Tis no matter for that,” said Robin; “I love the girl, and I will never please my pocket in 

marrying, and not please my fancy.” “And so, my dear,” adds he, “there is no opposing him.” 

“Yes, yes,” says I, “you shall see I can oppose him; I have learnt to say No, now though I had 

not learnt it before; if the best lord in the land offered me marriage now, I could very cheerfully 

say No to him.” 

“Well, but, my dear,” says he, “what can you say to him? You know, as you said when we 

talked of it before, he will ask you many questions about it, and all the house will wonder what 

the meaning of it should be.” 

“Why,” says I, smiling, “I can stop all their mouths at one clap by telling him, and them too, 

that I am married already to his elder brother.” 

He smiled a little too at the word, but I could see it startled him, and he could not hide the 

disorder it put him into. However, he returned, “Why, though that may be true in some sense, yet 

I suppose you are but in jest when you talk of giving such an answer as that; it may not be 

convenient on many accounts.” 

“No, no,” says I pleasantly, “I am not so fond of letting the secret come out without your 

consent.” 

“But what, then, can you say to him, or to them,” says he, “when they find you positive 

against a match which would be apparently so much to your advantage?” 

“Why,” says I, “should I be at a loss? First of all, I am not obliged to give me any reason at all; 

on the other hand, I may tell them I am married already, and stop there, and that will be a full 

stop too to him, for he can have no reason to ask one question after it.” 

“Ay,” says he; “but the whole house will tease you about that, even to father and mother, and 

if you deny them positively, they will be disobliged at you, and suspicious besides.” 

“Why,” says I, “what can I do? What would you have me do? I was in straight enough before, 

and as I told you, I was in perplexity before, and acquainted you with the circumstances, that I 

might have your advice.” 

“My dear,” says he, “I have been considering very much upon it, you may be sure, and though 

it is a piece of advice that has a great many mortifications in it to me, and may at first seem 

strange to you, yet, all things considered, I see no better way for you than to let him go on; and if 

you find him hearty and in earnest, marry him.” 

I gave him a look full of horror at those words, and, turning pale as death, was at the very 

point of sinking down out of the chair I sat in; when, giving a start, “My dear,” says he aloud, 

“what’s the matter with you? Where are you a-going?” and a great many such things; and with 

jogging and called to me, fetched me a little to myself, though it was a good while before I fully 

recovered my senses, and was not able to speak for several minutes more. 



When I was fully recovered he began again. “My dear,” says he, “what made you so surprised 

at what I said? I would have you consider seriously of it? You may see plainly how the family 

stand in this case, and they would be stark mad if it was my case, as it is my brother’s; and for 

aught I see, it would be my ruin and yours too.” 

“Ay!” says I, still speaking angrily; “are all your protestations and vows to be shaken by the 

dislike of the family? Did I not always object that to you, and you made light thing of it, as what 

you were above, and would value; and is it come to this now?” said I. “Is this your faith and 

honour, your love, and the solidity of your promises?” 

He continued perfectly calm, notwithstanding all my reproaches, and I was not sparing of 

them at all; but he replied at last, “My dear, I have not broken one promise with you yet; I did 

tell you I would marry you when I was come to my estate; but you see my father is a hale, 

healthy man, and may live these thirty years still, and not be older than several are round us in 

town; and you never proposed my marrying you sooner, because you knew it might be my ruin; 

and as to all the rest, I have not failed you in anything, you have wanted for nothing.” 

I could not deny a word of this, and had nothing to say to it in general. “But why, then,” says I, 

“can you persuade me to such a horrid step as leaving you, since you have not left me? Will you 

allow no affection, no love on my side, where there has been so much on your side? Have I made 

you no returns? Have I given no testimony of my sincerity and of my passion? Are the sacrifices 

I have made of honour and modesty to you no proof of my being tied to you in bonds too strong 

to be broken?” 

“But here, my dear,” says he, “you may come into a safe station, and appear with honour and 

with splendour at once, and the remembrance of what we have done may be wrapt up in an 

eternal silence, as if it had never happened; you shall always have my respect, and my sincere 

affection, only then it shall be honest, and perfectly just to my brother; you shall be my dear 

sister, as now you are my dear——” and there he stopped. 

“Your dear whore,” says I, “you would have said if you had gone on, and you might as well 

have said it; but I understand you. However, I desire you to remember the long discourses you 

have had with me, and the many hours’ pains you have taken to persuade me to believe myself 

an honest woman; that I was your wife intentionally, though not in the eyes of the world, and that 

it was as effectual a marriage that had passed between us as if we had been publicly wedded by 

the parson of the parish. You know and cannot but remember that these have been your own 

words to me.” 

I found this was a little too close upon him, but I made it up in what follows. He stood stock-

still for a while and said nothing, and I went on thus: “You cannot,” says I, “without the highest 

injustice, believe that I yielded upon all these persuasions without a love not to be questioned, 

not to be shaken again by anything that could happen afterward. If you have such dishonourable 

thoughts of me, I must ask you what foundation in any of my behaviour have I given for such a 

suggestion? 

“If, then, I have yielded to the importunities of my affection, and if I have been persuaded to 

believe that I am really, and in the essence of the thing, your wife, shall I now give the lie to all 

those arguments and call myself your whore, or mistress, which is the same thing? And will you 

transfer me to your brother? Can you transfer my affection? Can you bid me cease loving you, 

and bid me love him? It is in my power, think you, to make such a change at demand? No, sir,” 

said I, “depend upon it ’tis impossible, and whatever the change of your side may be, I will ever 



be true; and I had much rather, since it is come that unhappy length, be your whore than your 

brother’s wife.” 

He appeared pleased and touched with the impression of this last discourse, and told me that 

he stood where he did before; that he had not been unfaithful to me in any one promise he had 

ever made yet, but that there were so many terrible things presented themselves to his view in the 

affair before me, and that on my account in particular, that he had thought of the other as a 

remedy so effectual as nothing could come up to it. That he thought this would not be entire 

parting us, but we might love as friends all our days, and perhaps with more satisfaction than we 

should in the station we were now in, as things might happen; that he durst say, I could not 

apprehend anything from him as to betraying a secret, which could not but be the destruction of 

us both, if it came out; that he had but one question to ask of me that could lie in the way of it, 

and if that question was answered in the negative, he could not but think still it was the only step 

I could take. 

I guessed at his question presently, namely, whether I was sure I was not with child? As to 

that, I told him he need not be concerned about it, for I was not with child. “Why, then, my 

dear,” says he, “we have no time to talk further now. Consider of it, and think closely about it; I 

cannot but be of the opinion still, that it will be the best course you can take.” And with this he 

took his leave, and the more hastily too, his mother and sisters ringing at the gate, just at the 

moment that he had risen up to go. 

He left me in the utmost confusion of thought; and he easily perceived it the next day, and all 

the rest of the week, for it was but Tuesday evening when we talked; but he had no opportunity 

to come at me all that week, till the Sunday after, when I, being indisposed, did not go to church, 

and he, making some excuse for the like, stayed at home. 

And now he had me an hour and a half again by myself, and we fell into the same arguments 

all over again, or at least so near the same, as it would be to no purpose to repeat them. At last I 

asked him warmly, what opinion he must have of my modesty, that he could suppose I should so 

much as entertain a thought of lying with two brothers, and assured him it could never be. I 

added, if he was to tell me that he would never see me more, than which nothing but death could 

be more terrible, yet I could never entertain a thought so dishonourable to myself, and so base to 

him; and therefore, I entreated him, if he had one grain of respect or affection left for me, that he 

would speak no more of it to me, or that he would pull his sword out and kill me. He appeared 

surprised at my obstinacy, as he called it; told me I was unkind to myself, and unkind to him in 

it; that it was a crisis unlooked for upon us both, and impossible for either of us to foresee, but 

that he did not see any other way to save us both from ruin, and therefore he thought it the more 

unkind; but that if he must say no more of it to me, he added with an unusual coldness, that he 

did not know anything else we had to talk of; and so he rose up to take his leave. I rose up too, as 

if with the same indifference; but when he came to give me as it were a parting kiss, I burst out 

into such a passion of crying, that though I would have spoke, I could not, and only pressing his 

hand, seemed to give him the adieu, but cried vehemently. 

He was sensibly moved with this; so he sat down again, and said a great many kind things to 

me, to abate the excess of my passion, but still urged the necessity of what he had proposed; all 

the while insisting, that if I did refuse, he would notwithstanding provide for me; but letting me 

plainly see that he would decline me in the main point—nay, even as a mistress; making it a 

point of honour not to lie with the woman that, for aught he knew, might come to be his brother’s 

wife. 



The bare loss of him as a gallant was not so much my affliction as the loss of his person, 

whom indeed I loved to distraction; and the loss of all the expectations I had, and which I always 

had built my hopes upon, of having him one day for my husband. These things oppressed my 

mind so much, that, in short, I fell very ill; the agonies of my mind, in a word, threw me into a 

high fever, and long it was, that none in the family expected my life. 

I was reduced very low indeed, and was often delirious and light-headed; but nothing lay so 

near me as the fear that, when I was light-headed, I should say something or other to his 

prejudice. I was distressed in my mind also to see him, and so he was to see me, for he really 

loved me most passionately; but it could not be; there was not the least room to desire it on one 

side or other, or so much as to make it decent. 

It was near five weeks that I kept my bed and though the violence of my fever abated in three 

weeks, yet it several times returned; and the physicians said two or three times, they could do no 

more for me, but that they must leave nature and the distemper to fight it out, only strengthening 

the first with cordials to maintain the struggle. After the end of five weeks I grew better, but was 

so weak, so altered, so melancholy, and recovered so slowly, that the physicians apprehended I 

should go into a consumption; and which vexed me most, they gave it as their opinion that my 

mind was oppressed, that something troubled me, and, in short, that I was in love. Upon this, the 

whole house was set upon me to examine me, and to press me to tell whether I was in love or 

not, and with whom; but as I well might, I denied my being in love at all. 

They had on this occasion a squabble one day about me at table, that had like to have put the 

whole family in an uproar, and for some time did so. They happened to be all at table but the 

father; as for me, I was ill, and in my chamber. At the beginning of the talk, which was just as 

they had finished their dinner, the old gentlewoman, who had sent me somewhat to eat, called 

her maid to go up and ask me if I would have any more; but the maid brought down word I had 

not eaten half what she had sent me already. 

“Alas, says the old lady, “that poor girl! I am afraid she will never be well.” 

“Well!” says the elder brother, “how should Mrs. Betty be well? They say she is in love.” 

“I believe nothing of it,” says the old gentlewoman. 

“I don’t know,” says the eldest sister, “what to say to it; they have made such a rout about her 

being so handsome, and so charming, and I know not what, and that in her hearing too, that has 

turned the creature’s head, I believe, and who knows what possessions may follow such doings? 

For my part, I don’t know what to make of it.” 

“Why, sister, you must acknowledge she is very handsome,” says the elder brother. 

“Ay, and a great deal handsomer than you, sister,” says Robin, “and that’s your mortification.” 

“Well, well, that is not the question,” says his sister; “that girl is well enough, and she knows it 

well enough; she need not be told of it to make her vain.” 

“We are not talking of her being vain,” says the elder brother, “but of her being in love; it may 

be she is in love with herself; it seems my sisters think so.” 

“I would she was in love with me,” says Robin; “I’d quickly put her out of her pain.” 

“What d’ye mean by that, son,” says the old lady; “how can you talk so?” 

“Why, madam,” says Robin, again, very honestly, “do you think I’d let the poor girl die for 

love, and of one that is near at hand to be had, too?” 



“Fie, brother!”, says the second sister, “how can you talk so? Would you take a creature that 

has not a groat in the world?” 

“Prithee, child,” says Robin, “beauty’s a portion, and good-humour with it is a double portion; 

I wish thou hadst half her stock of both for thy portion.” So there was her mouth stopped. 

“I find,” says the eldest sister, “if Betty is not in love, my brother is. I wonder he has not broke 

his mind to Betty; I warrant she won’t say No.” 

“They that yield when they’re asked,” says Robin, “are one step before them that were never 

asked to yield, sister, and two steps before them that yield before they are asked; and that’s an 

answer to you, sister.” 

This fired the sister, and she flew into a passion, and said, things were come to that pass that it 

was time the wench, meaning me, was out of the family; and but that she was not fit to be turned 

out, she hoped her father and mother would consider of it as soon as she could be removed. 

Robin replied, that was business for the master and mistress of the family, who where not to 

be taught by one that had so little judgment as his eldest sister. 

It ran up a great deal farther; the sister scolded, Robin rallied and bantered, but poor Betty lost 

ground by it extremely in the family. I heard of it, and I cried heartily, and the old lady came up 

to me, somebody having told her that I was so much concerned about it. I complained to her, that 

it was very hard the doctors should pass such a censure upon me, for which they had no ground; 

and that it was still harder, considering the circumstances I was under in the family; that I hoped 

I had done nothing to lessen her esteem for me, or given any occasion for the bickering between 

her sons and daughters, and I had more need to think of a coffin than of being in love, and 

begged she would not let me suffer in her opinion for anybody’s mistakes but my own. 

She was sensible of the justice of what I said, but told me, since there had been such a clamour 

among them, and that her younger son talked after such a rattling way as he did, she desired I 

would be so faithful to her as to answer her but one question sincerely. I told her I would, with 

all my heart, and with the utmost plainness and sincerity. Why, then, the question was, whether 

there was anything between her son Robert and me. I told her with all the protestations of 

sincerity that I was able to make, and as I might well, do, that there was not, nor ever had been; I 

told her that Mr. Robert had rattled and jested, as she knew it was his way, and that I took it 

always, as I supposed he meant it, to be a wild airy way of discourse that had no signification in 

it; and again assured her, that there was not the least tittle of what she understood by it between 

us; and that those who had suggested it had done me a great deal of wrong, and Mr. Robert no 

service at all. 

The old lady was fully satisfied, and kissed me, spoke cheerfully to me, and bid me take care 

of my health and want for nothing, and so took her leave. But when she came down she found 

the brother and all his sisters together by the ears; they were angry, even to passion, at his 

upbraiding them with their being homely, and having never had any sweethearts, never having 

been asked the question, and their being so forward as almost to ask first. He rallied them upon 

the subject of Mrs. Betty; how pretty, how good-humoured, how she sung better than they did, 

and danced better, and how much handsomer she was; and in doing this he omitted no ill-natured 

thing that could vex them, and indeed, pushed too hard upon them. The old lady came down in 

the height of it, and to put a stop it to, told them all the discourse she had had with me, and how I 

answered, that there was nothing between Mr. Robert and I. 

“She’s wrong there,” says Robin, “for if there was not a great deal between us, we should be 

closer together than we are. I told her I loved her hugely,” says he, “but I could never make the 



jade believe I was in earnest.” “I do not know how you should,” says his mother; “nobody in 

their senses could believe you were in earnest, to talk so to a poor girl, whose circumstances you 

know so well. 

“But prithee, son,” adds she, “since you tell me that you could not make her believe you were 

in earnest, what must we believe about it? For you ramble so in your discourse, that nobody 

knows whether you are in earnest or in jest; but as I find the girl, by your own confession, has 

answered truly, I wish you would do so too, and tell me seriously, so that I may depend upon it. 

Is there anything in it or no? Are you in earnest or no? Are you distracted, indeed, or are you 

not? ’Tis a weighty question, and I wish you would make us easy about it.” 

“By my faith, madam,” says Robin, “’tis in vain to mince the matter or tell any more lies about 

it; I am in earnest, as much as a man is that’s going to be hanged. If Mrs. Betty would say she 

loved me, and that she would marry me, I’d have her tomorrow morning fasting, and say, “To 

have and to hold,” instead of eating my breakfast.” 

“Well,” says the mother, “then there’s one son lost”; and she said it in a very mournful tone, as 

one greatly concerned at it. 

“I hope not, madam,” says Robin; “no man is lost when a good wife has found him.” 

“Why, but, child,” says the old lady, “she is a beggar.” 

“Why, then, madam, she has the more need of charity,” says Robin; “I’ll take her off the hands 

of the parish, and she and I’ll beg together.” 

“It’s bad jesting with such things,” says the mother. 

“I don’t jest, madam,” says Robin. “We’ll come and beg your pardon, madam; and your 

blessing, madam, and my father’s.” 

“This is all out of the way, son,” says the mother. “If you are in earnest you are undone.” 

“I am afraid not,” says he, “for I am really afraid she won’t have me; after all my sister’s 

huffing and blustering, I believe I shall never be able to persuade her to it.” 

“That’s a fine tale, indeed; she is not so far out of her senses neither. Mrs. Betty is no fool,” 

says the younger sister. “Do you think she has learnt to say No, any more than other people?” 

“No, Mrs. Mirth-wit,” says Robin, “Mrs. Betty’s no fool; but Mrs. Betty may be engaged 

some other way, and what then?” 

“Nay,” says the eldest sister, “we can say nothing to that. Who must it be to, then? She is 

never out of the doors; it must be between you.” 

“I have nothing to say to that,” says Robin. “I have been examined enough; there’s my 

brother. If it must be between us, go to work with him.” 

This stung the elder brother to the quick, and he concluded that Robin had discovered 

something. However, he kept himself from appearing disturbed. “Prithee,” says he, “don’t go to 

shame your stories off upon me; I tell you, I deal in no such ware; I have nothing to say to Mrs. 

Betty, nor to any of the Mrs. Bettys in the parish”; and with that he rose up and brushed off. 

“No,” says the eldest sister, “I dare answer for my brother; he knows the world better.” 

Thus the discourse ended, but it left the elder brother quite confounded. He concluded his 

brother had made a full discovery, and he began to doubt whether I had been concerned in it or 

not; but with all his management he could not bring it about to get at me. At last he was so 

perplexed that he was quite desperate, and resolved he would come into my chamber and see me, 

whatever came of it. In order to do this, he contrived it so, that one day after dinner, watching his 



eldest sister till he could see her go upstairs, he runs after her. “Hark ye, sister,” says he, “where 

is this sick woman? May not a body see her?” “Yes,” says the sister, “I believe you may; but let 

me go first a little, and I’ll tell you.” So she ran up to the door and gave me notice, and presently 

called to him again. “Brother,” says she, “you may come if you please.” So in he came, just in 

the same kind of rant. “Well,” says he at the door as he came in, “where is this sick body that’s in 

love? How do ye do, Mrs. Betty?” I would have got up out of my chair, but was so weak I could 

not for a good while; and he saw it, and his sister too, and she said, “Come, do not strive to stand 

up; my brother desires no ceremony, especially now you are so weak.” “No, no, Mrs. Betty, pray 

sit still,” says he, and so sits himself down in a chair over against me, and appeared as if he was 

mighty merry. 

He talked a lot of rambling stuff to his sister and to me, sometimes of one thing, sometimes of 

another, on purpose to amuse his sister, and every now and then would turn it upon the old story, 

directing it to me. “Poor Mrs. Betty,” says he, “it is a sad thing to be in love; why, it has reduced 

you sadly.” At last I spoke a little. “I am glad to see you so merry, sir,” says I; “but I think the 

doctor might have found something better to do than to make his game at his patients. If I had 

been ill of no other distemper, I know the proverb too well to have let him come to me.” “What 

proverb?” says he, “Oh! I remember it now. What— 

“Where love is the case, 

The doctor’s an ass.” 

Is not that it, Mrs. Betty?” I smiled and said nothing. “Nay,” says he, “I think the effect has 

proved it to be love, for it seems the doctor has been able to do you but little service; you mend 

very slowly, they say. I doubt there’s somewhat in it, Mrs. Betty; I doubt you are sick of the 

incurables, and that is love.” I smiled and said, “No, indeed, sir, that’s none of my distemper.” 

We had a deal of such discourse, and sometimes others that signified as little. By and by he 

asked me to sing them a song, at which I smiled, and said my singing days were over. At last he 

asked me if he should play upon his flute to me; his sister said she believe it would hurt me, and 

that my head could not bear it. I bowed, and said, No, it would not hurt me. “And, pray, madam.” 

said I, “do not hinder it; I love the music of the flute very much.” Then his sister said, “Well, do, 

then, brother.” With that he pulled out the key of his closet. “Dear sister,” says he, “I am very 

lazy; do step to my closet and fetch my flute; it lies in such a drawer,” naming a place where he 

was sure it was not, that she might be a little while a-looking for it. 

As soon as she was gone, he related the whole story to me of the discourse his brother had 

about me, and of his pushing it at him, and his concern about it, which was the reason of his 

contriving this visit to me. I assured him I had never opened my mouth either to his brother or to 

anybody else. I told him the dreadful exigence I was in; that my love to him, and his offering to 

have me forget that affection and remove it to another, had thrown me down; and that I had a 

thousand times wished I might die rather than recover, and to have the same circumstances to 

struggle with as I had before, and that his backwardness to life had been the great reason of the 

slowness of my recovering. I added that I foresaw that as soon as I was well, I must quit the 

family, and that as for marrying his brother, I abhorred the thoughts of it after what had been my 

case with him, and that he might depend upon it I would never see his brother again upon that 

subject; that if he would break all his vows and oaths and engagements with me, be that between 

his conscience and his honour and himself; but he should never be able to say that I, whom he 



had persuaded to call myself his wife, and who had given him the liberty to use me as a wife, 

was not as faithful to him as a wife ought to be, whatever he might be to me. 

He was going to reply, and had said that he was sorry I could not be persuaded, and was a-

going to say more, but he heard his sister a-coming, and so did I; and yet I forced out these few 

words as a reply, that I could never be persuaded to love one brother and marry another. He 

shook his head and said, “Then I am ruined,” meaning himself; and that moment his sister 

entered the room and told him she could not find the flute. “Well,” says he merrily, “this laziness 

won’t do”; so he gets up and goes himself to go to look for it, but comes back without it too; not 

but that he could have found it, but because his mind was a little disturbed, and he had no mind 

to play; and, besides, the errand he sent his sister on was answered another way; for he only 

wanted an opportunity to speak to me, which he gained, though not much to his satisfaction. 

I had, however, a great deal of satisfaction in having spoken my mind to him with freedom, 

and with such an honest plainness, as I have related; and though it did not at all work the way I 

desired, that is to say, to oblige the person to me the more, yet it took from him all possibility of 

quitting me but by a downright breach of honour, and giving up all the faith of a gentleman to 

me, which he had so often engaged by, never to abandon me, but to make me his wife as soon as 

he came to his estate. 

It was not many weeks after this before I was about the house again, and began to grow well; 

but I continued melancholy, silent, dull, and retired, which amazed the whole family, except he 

that knew the reason of it; yet it was a great while before he took any notice of it, and I, as 

backward to speak as he, carried respectfully to him, but never offered to speak a word to him 

that was particular of any kind whatsoever; and this continued for sixteen or seventeen weeks; so 

that, as I expected every day to be dismissed the family, on account of what distaste they had 

taken another way, in which I had no guilt, so I expected to hear no more of this gentleman, after 

all his solemn vows and protestations, but to be ruined and abandoned. 

At last I broke the way myself in the family for my removing; for being talking seriously with 

the old lady one day, about my own circumstances in the world, and how my distemper had left a 

heaviness upon my spirits, that I was not the same thing I was before, the old lady said, “I am 

afraid, Betty, what I have said to you about my son has had some influence upon you, and that 

you are melancholy on his account; pray, will you let me know how the matter stands with you 

both, if it may not be improper? For, as for Robin, he does nothing but rally and banter when I 

speak of it to him.” “Why, truly, madam,” said I “that matter stands as I wish it did not, and I 

shall be very sincere with you in it, whatever befalls me for it. Mr. Robert has several times 

proposed marriage to me, which is what I had no reason to expect, my poor circumstances 

considered; but I have always resisted him, and that perhaps in terms more positive than became 

me, considering the regard that I ought to have for every branch of your family; but,” said I, 

“madam, I could never so far forget my obligation to you and all your house, to offer to consent 

to a thing which I know must needs be disobliging to you, and this I have made my argument to 

him, and have positively told him that I would never entertain a thought of that kind unless I had 

your consent, and his father’s also, to whom I was bound by so many invincible obligations.” 

“And is this possible, Mrs. Betty?” says the old lady. “Then you have been much juster to us 

than we have been to you; for we have all looked upon you as a kind of snare to my son, and I 

had a proposal to make to you for your removing, for fear of it; but I had not yet mentioned it to 

you, because I thought you were not thorough well, and I was afraid of grieving you too much, 



lest it should throw you down again; for we have all a respect for you still, though not so much 

as to have it be the ruin of my son; but if it be as you say, we have all wronged you very much.” 

“As to the truth of what I say, madam,” said I, “refer you to your son himself; if he will do me 

any justice, he must tell you the story just as I have told it.” 

Away goes the old lady to her daughters and tells them the whole story, just as I had told it 

her; and they were surprised at it, you may be sure, as I believed they would be. One said she 

could never have thought it; another said Robin was a fool; a third said she would not believe a 

word of it, and she would warrant that Robin would tell the story another way. But the old 

gentlewoman, who was resolved to go to the bottom of it before I could have the least 

opportunity of acquainting her son with what had passed, resolved too that she would talk with 

her son immediately, and to that purpose sent for him, for he was gone but to a lawyer’s house in 

the town, upon some petty business of his own, and upon her sending he returned immediately. 

Upon his coming up to them, for they were all still together, “Sit down, Robin,” says the old 

lady, “I must have some talk with you.” “With all my heart, madam,” says Robin, looking very 

merry. “I hope it is about a good wife, for I am at a great loss in that affair.” “How can that be?” 

says his mother; “did not you say you resolved to have Mrs. Betty?” “Ay, madam,” says Robin, 

“but there is one has forbid the banns.” “Forbid, the banns!” says his mother; “who can that be?” 

“Even Mrs. Betty herself,” says Robin. “How so?” says his mother. “Have you asked her the 

question, then?” “Yes, indeed, madam,” says Robin. “I have attacked her in form five times since 

she was sick, and am beaten off; the jade is so stout she won’t capitulate nor yield upon any 

terms, except such as I cannot effectually grant.” “Explain yourself,” says the mother, “for I am 

surprised; I do not understand you. I hope you are not in earnest.” 

“Why, madam,” says he, “the case is plain enough upon me, it explains itself; she won’t have 

me, she says; is not that plain enough? I think ’tis plain, and pretty rough too.” “Well, but,” says 

the mother, “you talk of conditions that you cannot grant; what does she want—a settlement? 

Her jointure ought to be according to her portion; but what fortune does she bring you?” “Nay, as 

to fortune,” says Robin, “she is rich enough; I am satisfied in that point; but ’tis I that am not 

able to come up to her terms, and she is positive she will not have me without.” 

Here the sisters put in. “Madam,” says the second sister, “’tis impossible to be serious with 

him; he will never give a direct answer to anything; you had better let him alone, and talk no 

more of it to him; you know how to dispose of her out of his way if you thought there was 

anything in it.” Robin was a little warmed with his sister’s rudeness, but he was even with her, 

and yet with good manners too. “There are two sorts of people, madam,” says he, turning to his 

mother, “that there is no contending with; that is, a wise body and a fool; ’tis a little hard I should 

engage with both of them together.” 

The younger sister then put in. “We must be fools indeed,” says she, “in my brother’s opinion, 

that he should think we can believe he has seriously asked Mrs. Betty to marry him, and that she 

has refused him.” 

“Answer, and answer not, say Solomon,” replied her brother. “When your brother had said to 

your mother that he had asked her no less than five times, and that it was so, that she positively 

denied him, methinks a younger sister need not question the truth of it when her mother did not.” 

“My mother, you see, did not understand it,” says the second sister. “There’s some difference,” 

says Robin, “between desiring me to explain it, and telling me she did not believe it.” 

“Well, but, son,” says the old lady, “if you are disposed to let us into the mystery of it, what 

were these hard conditions?” “Yes, madam,” says Robin, “I had done it before now, if the teasers 



here had not worried me by way of interruption. The conditions are, that I bring my father and 

you to consent to it, and without that she protests she will never see me more upon that head; and 

to these conditions, as I said, I suppose I shall never be able to grant. I hope my warm sisters will 

be answered now, and blush a little; if not, I have no more to say till I hear further.” 

This answer was surprising to them all, though less to the mother, because of what I had said 

to her. As to the daughters, they stood mute a great while; but the mother said with some passion, 

“Well, I had heard this before, but I could not believe it; but if it is so, then we have all done 

Betty wrong, and she has behaved better than I ever expected.” “Nay,” says the eldest sister, “if 

it be so, she has acted handsomely indeed.” “I confess,” says the mother, “it was none of her 

fault, if he was fool enough to take a fancy to her; but to give such an answer to him, shows more 

respect to your father and me than I can tell how to express; I shall value the girl the better for it 

as long as I know her.” “But I shall not,” says Robin, “unless you will give your consent.” “I’ll 

consider of that a while,” says the mother; “I assure you, if there were not some other objections 

in the way, this conduct of hers would go a great way to bring me to consent.” “I wish it would 

go quite through it,” says Robin; “if you had as much thought about making me easy as you have 

about making me rich, you would soon consent to it.” 

“Why, Robin,” says the mother again, “are you really in earnest? Would you so fain have her 

as you pretend?” “Really, madam,” says Robin, “I think ’tis hard you should question me upon 

that head after all I have said. I won’t say that I will have her; how can I resolve that point, when 

you see I cannot have her without your consent? Besides, I am not bound to marry at all. But this 

I will say, I am in earnest in, that I will never have anybody else if I can help it; so you may 

determine for me. Betty or nobody is the word, and the question which of the two shall be in 

your breast to decide, madam, provided only, that my good-humoured sisters here may have no 

vote in it.” 

All this was dreadful to me, for the mother began to yield, and Robin pressed her home on it. 

On the other hand, she advised with the eldest son, and he used all the arguments in the world to 

persuade her to consent; alleging his brother’s passionate love for me, and my generous regard to 

the family, in refusing my own advantages upon such a nice point of honour, and a thousand 

such things. And as to the father, he was a man in a hurry of public affairs and getting money, 

seldom at home, thoughtful of the main chance, but left all those things to his wife. 

You may easily believe, that when the plot was thus, as they thought, broke out, and that every 

one thought they knew how things were carried, it was not so difficult or so dangerous for the 

elder brother, whom nobody suspected of anything, to have a freer access to me than before; nay, 

the mother, which was just as he wished, proposed it to him to talk with Mrs. Betty. “For it may 

be, son,” said she, “you may see farther into the thing than I, and see if you think she has been so 

positive as Robin says she has been, or no.” This was as well as he could wish, and he, as it were, 

yielding to talk with me at his mother’s request, she brought me to him into her own chamber, 

told me her son had some business with me at her request, and desired me to be very sincere with 

him, and then she left us together, and he went and shut the door after her. 

He came back to me and took me in his arms, and kissed me very tenderly; but told me he had 

a long discourse to hold with me, and it was not come to that crisis, that I should make myself 

happy or miserable as long as I lived; that the thing was now gone so far, that if I could not 

comply with his desire, we would both be ruined. Then he told the whole story between Robin, 

as he called him, and his mother and sisters and himself, as it is above. “And now, dear child,” 

says he, “consider what it will be to marry a gentleman of a good family, in good circumstances, 



and with the consent of the whole house, and to enjoy all that the world can give you; and what, 

on the other hand, to be sunk into the dark circumstances of a woman that has lost her reputation; 

and that though I shall be a private friend to you while I live, yet as I shall be suspected always, 

so you will be afraid to see me, and I shall be afraid to own you.” 

He gave me no time to reply, but went on with me thus: “What has happened between us, 

child, so long as we both agree to do so, may be buried and forgotten. I shall always be your 

sincere friend, without any inclination to nearer intimacy, when you become my sister; and we 

shall have all the honest part of conversation without any reproaches between us of having done 

amiss. I beg of you to consider it, and to not stand in the way of your own safety and prosperity; 

and to satisfy you that I am sincere,” added he, “I here offer you £500 in money, to make you 

some amends for the freedoms I have taken with you, which we shall look upon as some of the 

follies of our lives, which ’tis hoped we may repent of.” 

He spoke this in so much more moving terms than it is possible for me to express, and with so 

much greater force of argument than I can repeat, that I only recommend it to those who read the 

story, to suppose, that as he held me above an hour and a half in that discourse, so he answered 

all my objections, and fortified his discourse with all the arguments that human wit and art could 

devise. 

I cannot say, however, that anything he said made impression enough upon me so as to give 

me any thought of the matter, till he told me at last very plainly, that if I refused, he was sorry to 

add that he could never go on with me in that station as we stood before; that though he loved me 

as well as ever, and that I was as agreeable to him as ever, yet sense of virtue had not so far 

forsaken him as to suffer him to lie with a woman that his brother courted to make his wife; and 

if he took his leave of me, with a denial in this affair, whatever he might do for me in the point of 

support, grounded on his first engagement of maintaining me, yet he would not have me be 

surprised that he was obliged to tell me he could not allow himself to see me any more; and that, 

indeed, I could not expect it of him. 

I received this last part with some token of surprise and disorder, and had much ado to avoid 

sinking down, for indeed I loved him to an extravagance not easy to imagine; but he perceived 

my disorder. He entreated me to consider seriously of it; assured me that it was the only way to 

preserve our mutual affection; that in this station we might love as friends, with the utmost 

passion, and with a love of relation untainted, free from our just reproaches, and free from other 

people’s suspicions; that he should ever acknowledge his happiness owing to me; that he would 

be debtor to me as long as he lived, and would be paying that debt as long as he had breath. Thus 

he wrought me up, in short, to a kind of hesitation in the matter; having the dangers on one side 

represented in lively figures, and indeed, heightened by my imagination of being turned out to 

the wide world a mere cast-off whore, for it was no less, and perhaps exposed as such, with little 

to provide for myself, with no friend, no acquaintance in the whole world, out of that town, and 

there I could not pretend to stay. All this terrified me to the last degree, and he took care upon all 

occasions to lay it home to me in the worst colours that it could be possible to be drawn in. On 

the other hand, he failed not to set forth the easy, prosperous life which I was going to live. 

He answered all that I could object from affection, and from former engagements, with telling 

me the necessity that was before us of taking other measures now; and as to his promises of 

marriage, the nature of things, he said, had put an end to that, by the probability of my being his 

brother’s wife, before the time to which his promises all referred. 



Thus, in a word, I may say, he reasoned me out of my reason; he conquered all my arguments, 

and I began to see a danger that I was in, which I had not considered of before, and that was, of 

being dropped by both of them and left alone in the world to shift for myself. 

This, and his persuasion, at length prevailed with me to consent, though with so much 

reluctance, that it was easy to see I should go to church like a bear to the stake. I had some little 

apprehensions about me, too, lest my new spouse, who, by the way, I had not the least affection 

for, should be skillful enough to challenge me on another account, upon our first coming to bed 

together. But whether he did it with design or not, I know not, but his elder brother took care to 

make him very much fuddled before he went to bed, so that I had the satisfaction of a drunken 

bedfellow the first night. How he did it I know not, but I concluded that he certainly contrived it, 

that his brother might be able to make no judgment of the difference between a maid and a 

married woman; nor did he ever entertain any notions of it, or disturb his thoughts about it. 

I should go back a little here to where I left off. The elder brother having thus managed me, 

his next business was to manage his mother, and he never left till he had brought her to acquiesce 

and be passive in the thing, even without acquainting the father, other than by post letters; so that 

she consented to our marrying privately, and leaving her to manage the father afterwards. 

Then he cajoled with his brother, and persuaded him what service he had done him, and how 

he had brought his mother to consent, which, though true, was not indeed done to serve him, but 

to serve himself; but thus diligently did he cheat him, and had the thanks of a faithful friend for 

shifting off his whore into his brother’s arms for a wife. So certainly does interest banish all 

manner of affection, and so naturally do men give up honour and justice, humanity, and even 

Christianity, to secure themselves. 

I must now come back to brother Robin, as we always called him, who having got his 

mother’s consent, as above, came big with the news to me, and told me the whole story of it, 

with a sincerity so visible, that I must confess it grieved me that I must be the instrument to 

abuse so honest a gentleman. But there was no remedy; he would have me, and I was not obliged 

to tell him that I was his brother’s whore, though I had no other way to put him off; so I came 

gradually into it, to his satisfaction, and behold we were married. 

Modesty forbids me to reveal the secrets of the marriage-bed, but nothing could have 

happened more suitable to my circumstances than that, as above, my husband was so fuddled 

when he came to bed, that he could not remember in the morning whether he had had any 

conversation with me or no, and I was obliged to tell him he had, though in reality he had not, 

that I might be sure he could make to inquiry about anything else. 

It concerns the story in hand very little to enter into the further particulars of the family, or of 

myself, for the five years that I lived with this husband, only to observe that I had two children 

by him, and that at the end of five years he died. He had been really a very good husband to me, 

and we lived very agreeably together; but as he had not received much from them, and had in the 

little time he lived acquired no great matters, so my circumstances were not great, nor was I 

much mended by the match. Indeed, I had preserved the elder brother’s bonds to me, to pay 

£500, which he offered me for my consent to marry his brother; and this, with what I had saved 

of the money he formerly gave me, about as much more by my husband, left me a widow with 

about £1200 in my pocket. 

My two children were, indeed, taken happily off my hands by my husband’s father and 

mother, and that, by the way, was all they got by Mrs. Betty. 



I confess I was not suitably affected with the loss of my husband, nor indeed can I say that I 

ever loved him as I ought to have done, or as was proportionable to the good usage I had from 

him, for he was a tender, kind, good-humoured man as any woman could desire; but his brother 

being so always in my sight, at least while we were in the country, was a continual snare to me, 

and I never was in bed with my husband but I wished myself in the arms of his brother; and 

though his brother never offered me the least kindness that way after our marriage, but carried it 

just as a brother ought to do, yet it was impossible for me to do so to him; in short, I committed 

adultery and incest with him every day in my desires, which, without doubt, was as effectually 

criminal in the nature of the guilt as if I had actually done it. 

Before my husband died his elder brother was married, and we, being then removed to 

London, were written to by the old lady to come and be at the wedding. My husband went, but I 

pretended indisposition, and that I could not possibly travel, so I stayed behind; for, in short, I 

could not bear the sight of his being given to another woman, though I knew I was never to have 

him myself. 

I was now, as above, left loose to the world, and being still young and handsome, as 

everybody said of me, and I assure you I thought myself so, and with a tolerable fortune in my 

pocket, I put no small value upon myself. I was courted by several very considerable tradesmen, 

and particularly very warmly by one, a linen-draper, at whose house, after my husband’s death, I 

took a lodging, his sister being my acquaintance. Here I had all the liberty and all the opportunity 

to be gay and appear in company that I could desire, my landlord’s sister being one of the 

maddest, gayest things alive, and not so much mistress of her virtue as I thought at first she had 

been. She brought me into a world of wild company, and even brought home several persons, 

such as she liked well enough to gratify, to see her pretty widow, so she was pleased to call me, 

and that name I got in a little time in public. Now, as fame and fools make an assembly, I was 

here wonderfully caressed, had abundance of admirers, and such as called themselves lovers; but 

I found not one fair proposal among them all. As for their common design, that I understood too 

well to be drawn into any more snares of that kind. The case was altered with me: I had money in 

my pocket, and had nothing to say to them. I had been tricked once by that cheat called love, but 

the game was over; I was resolved now to be married or nothing, and to be well married or not at 

all. 

I loved the company, indeed, of men of mirth and wit, men of gallantry and figure, and was 

often entertained with such, as I was also with others; but I found by just observation, that the 

brightest men came upon the dullest errand—that is to say, the dullest as to what I aimed at. On 

the other hand, those who came with the best proposals were the dullest and most disagreeable 

part of the world. I was not averse to a tradesman, but then I would have a tradesman, forsooth, 

that was something of a gentleman too; that when my husband had a mind to carry me to the 

court, or to the play, he might become a sword, and look as like a gentleman as another man; and 

not be one that had the mark of his apron-strings upon his coat, or the mark of his hat upon his 

periwig; that should look as if he was set on to his sword, when his sword was put on to him, and 

that carried his trade in his countenance. 

Well, at last I found this amphibious creature, this land-water thing called a gentleman-

tradesman; and as a just plague upon my folly, I was catched in the very snare which, as I might 

say, I laid for myself. I said for myself, for I was not trepanned, I confess, but I betrayed myself. 



This was a draper, too, for though my comrade would have brought me to a bargain with her 

brother, yet when it came to the point, it was, it seems, for a mistress, not a wife; and I kept true 

to this notion, that a woman should never be kept for a mistress that had money to keep herself. 

Thus my pride, not my principle, my money, not my virtue, kept me honest; though, as it 

proved, I found I had much better have been sold by my she-comrade to her brother, than have 

sold myself as I did to a tradesman that was rake, gentleman, shopkeeper, and beggar, all 

together. 

But I was hurried on (by my fancy to a gentleman) to ruin myself in the grossest manner that 

every woman did; for my new husband coming to a lump of money at once, fell into such a 

profusion of expense, that all I had, and all he had before, if he had anything worth mentioning, 

would not have held it out above one year. 

He was very fond of me for about a quarter of a year, and what I got by that was, that I had the 

pleasure of seeing a great deal of my money spent upon myself, and, as I may say, had some of 

the spending it too. “Come, my dear,” says he to me one day, “shall we go and take a turn into 

the country for about a week?” “Ay, my dear,” says I, “whither would you go?” “I care not 

whither,” says he, “but I have a mind to look like quality for a week. We’ll go to Oxford,” says 

he. “How,” says I, “shall we go? I am no horsewoman, and ’tis too far for a coach.” “Too far!” 

says he; “no place is too far for a coach-and-six. If I carry you out, you shall travel like a 

duchess.” “Hum,” says I, “my dear, ’tis a frolic; but if you have a mind to it, I don’t care.” Well, 

the time was appointed, we had a rich coach, very good horses, a coachman, postillion, and two 

footmen in very good liveries; a gentleman on horseback, and a page with a feather in his hat 

upon another horse. The servants all called him my lord, and the inn-keepers, you may be sure, 

did the like, and I was her honour the Countess, and thus we traveled to Oxford, and a very 

pleasant journey we had; for, give him his due, not a beggar alive knew better how to be a lord 

than my husband. We saw all the rarities at Oxford, talked with two or three Fellows of colleges 

about putting out a young nephew, that was left to his lordship’s care, to the University, and of 

their being his tutors. We diverted ourselves with bantering several other poor scholars, with 

hopes of being at least his lordship’s chaplains and putting on a scarf; and thus having lived like 

quality indeed, as to expense, we went away for Northampton, and, in a word, in about twelve 

days’ ramble came home again, to the tune of about £93 expense. 

Vanity is the perfection of a fop. My husband had this excellence, that he valued nothing of 

expense; and as his history, you may be sure, has very little weight in it, ’tis enough to tell you 

that in about two years and a quarter he broke, and was not so happy to get over into the Mint, 

but got into a sponging-house, being arrested in an action too heavy from him to give bail to, so 

he sent for me to come to him. 

It was no surprise to me, for I had foreseen some time that all was going to wreck, and had 

been taking care to reserve something if I could, though it was not much, for myself. But when 

he sent for me, he behaved much better than I expected, and told me plainly he had played the 

fool, and suffered himself to be surprised, which he might have prevented; that now he foresaw 

he could not stand it, and therefore he would have me go home, and in the night take away 

everything I had in the house of any value, and secure it; and after that, he told me that if I could 

get away one hundred or two hundred pounds in goods out of the shop, I should do it; “only,” 

says he, “let me know nothing of it, neither what you take nor whither you carry it; for as for 

me,” says he, “I am resolved to get out of this house and be gone; and if you never hear of me 

more, my dear,” says he, “I wish you well; I am only sorry for the injury I have done you.” He 



said some very handsome things to me indeed at parting; for I told you he was a gentleman, and 

that was all the benefit I had of his being so; that he used me very handsomely and with good 

manners upon all occasions, even to the last, only spent all I had, and left me to rob the creditors 

for something to subsist on. 

However, I did as he bade me, that you may be sure; and having thus taken my leave of him, I 

never saw him more, for he found means to break out of the bailiff’s house that night or the next, 

and go over into France, and for the rest of the creditors scrambled for it as well as they could. 

How, I knew not, for I could come at no knowledge of anything, more than this, that he came 

home about three o’clock in the morning, caused the rest of his goods to be removed into the 

Mint, and the shop to be shut up; and having raised what money he could get together, he got 

over, as I said, to France, from whence I had one or two letters from him, and no more. I did not 

see him when he came home, for he having given me such instructions as above, and I having 

made the best of my time, I had no more business back again at the house, not knowing but I 

might have been stopped there by the creditors; for a commission of bankrupt being soon after 

issued, they might have stopped me by orders from the commissioners. But my husband, having 

so dexterously got out of the bailiff’s house by letting himself down in a most desperate manner 

from almost the top of the house to the top of another building, and leaping from thence, which 

was almost two storeys, and which was enough indeed to have broken his neck, he came home 

and got away his goods before the creditors could come to seize; that is to say, before they could 

get out the commission, and be ready to send their officers to take possession. 

My husband was so civil to me, for still I say he was much of a gentleman, that in the first 

letter he wrote me from France, he let me know where he had pawned twenty pieces of fine 

holland for £30, which were really worth £90, and enclosed me the token and an order for the 

taking them up, paying the money, which I did, and made in time above £100 of them, having 

leisure to cut them and sell them, some and some, to private families, as opportunity offered. 

However, with all this, and all that I had secured before, I found, upon casting things up, my 

case was very much altered, any my fortune much lessened; for, including the hollands and a 

parcel of fine muslins, which I carried off before, and some plate, and other things, I found I 

could hardly muster up £500; and my condition was very odd, for though I had no child (I had 

had one by my gentleman draper, but it was buried), yet I was a widow bewitched; I had a 

husband and no husband, and I could not pretend to marry again, though I knew well enough my 

husband would never see England any more, if he lived fifty years. Thus, I say, I was limited 

from marriage, what offer might soever be made me; and I had not one friend to advise with in 

the condition I was in, least not one I durst trust the secret of my circumstances to, for if the 

commissioners were to have been informed where I was, I should have been fetched up and 

examined upon oath, and all I have saved be taken away from me. 

Upon these apprehensions, the first thing I did was to go quite out of my knowledge, and go 

by another name. This I did effectually, for I went into the Mint too, took lodgings in a very 

private place, dressed up in the habit of a widow, and called myself Mrs. Flanders. 

Here, however, I concealed myself, and though my new acquaintances knew nothing of me, 

yet I soon got a great deal of company about me; and whether it be that women are scarce among 

the sorts of people that generally are to be found there, or that some consolations in the miseries 

of the place are more requisite than on other occasions, I soon found an agreeable woman was 

exceedingly valuable among the sons of affliction there, and that those that wanted money to pay 



half a crown on the pound to their creditors, and that run in debt at the sign of the Bull for their 

dinners, would yet find money for a supper, if they liked the woman. 

However, I kept myself safe yet, though I began, like my Lord Rochester’s mistress, that loved 

his company, but would not admit him farther, to have the scandal of a whore, without the joy; 

and upon this score, tired with the place, and indeed with the company too, I began to think of 

removing. 

It was indeed a subject of strange reflection to me to see men who were overwhelmed in 

perplexed circumstances, who were reduced some degrees below being ruined, whose families 

were objects of their own terror and other people’s charity, yet while a penny lasted, nay, even 

beyond it, endeavouring to drown themselves, labouring to forget former things, which now it 

was the proper time to remember, making more work for repentance, and sinning on, as a 

remedy for sin past. 

But it is none of my talent to preach; these men were too wicked, even for me. There was 

something horrid and absurd in their way of sinning, for it was all a force even upon themselves; 

they did not only act against conscience, but against nature; they put a rape upon their temper to 

drown the reflections, which their circumstances continually gave them; and nothing was more 

easy than to see how sighs would interrupt their songs, and paleness and anguish sit upon their 

brows, in spite of the forced smiles they put on; nay, sometimes it would break out at their very 

mouths when they had parted with their money for a lewd treat or a wicked embrace. I have 

heard them, turning about, fetch a deep sigh, and cry, “What a dog am I! Well, Betty, my dear, 

I’ll drink thy health, though”; meaning the honest wife, that perhaps had not a half-crown for 

herself and three or four children. The next morning they are at their penitentials again; and 

perhaps the poor weeping wife comes over to him, either brings him some account of what his 

creditors are doing, and how she and the children are turned out of doors, or some other dreadful 

news; and this adds to his self-reproaches; but when he has thought and pored on it till he is 

almost mad, having no principles to support him, nothing within him or above him to comfort 

him, but finding it all darkness on every side, he flies to the same relief again, viz. to drink it 

away, debauch it away, and falling into company of men in just the same condition with himself, 

he repeats the crime, and thus he goes every day one step onward of his way to destruction. 

I was not wicked enough for such fellows as these yet. On the contrary, I began to consider 

here very seriously what I had to do; how things stood with me, and what course I ought to take. 

I knew I had no friends, no, not one friend or relation in the world; and that little I had left 

apparently wasted, which when it was gone, I saw nothing but misery and starving was before 

me. Upon these considerations, I say, and filled with horror at the place I was in, and the dreadful 

objects which I had always before me, I resolved to be gone. 

I had made an acquaintance with a very sober, good sort of a woman, who was a widow too, 

like me, but in better circumstances. Her husband had been a captain of a merchant ship, and 

having had the misfortune to be cast away coming home on a voyage from the West Indies, 

which would have been very profitable if he had come safe, was so reduced by the loss, that 

though he had saved his life then, it broke his heart, and killed him afterwards; and his widow, 

being pursued by the creditors, was forced to take shelter in the Mint. She soon made things up 

with the help of friends, and was at liberty again; and finding that I rather was there to be 

concealed, than by any particular prosecutions and finding also that I agreed with her, or rather 

she with me, in a just abhorrence of the place and of the company, she invited to go home with 

her till I could put myself in some posture of settling in the world to my mind; withal telling me, 



that it was ten to one but some good captain of a ship might take a fancy to me, and court me, in 

that part of the town where she lived. 

I accepted her offer, and was with her half a year, and should have been longer, but in that 

interval what she proposed to me happened to herself, and she married very much to her 

advantage. But whose fortune soever was upon the increase, mine seemed to be upon the wane, 

and I found nothing present, except two or three boatswains, or such fellows, but as for the 

commanders, they were generally of two sorts: 1. Such as, having good business, that is to say, a 

good ship, resolved not to marry but with advantage, that is, with a good fortune; 2. Such as, 

being out of employ, wanted a wife to help them to a ship; I mean (1) a wife who, having some 

money, could enable them to hold, as they call it, a good part of a ship themselves, so to 

encourage owners to come in; or (2) a wife who, if she had not money, had friends who were 

concerned in shipping, and so could help to put the young man into a good ship, which to them is 

as good as a portion; and neither of these was my case, so I looked like one that was to lie on 

hand. 

This knowledge I soon learned by experience, viz. that the state of things was altered as to 

matrimony, and that I was not to expect at London what I had found in the country: that 

marriages were here the consequences of politic schemes for forming interests, and carrying on 

business, and that Love had no share, or but very little, in the matter. 

That as my sister-in-law at Colchester had said, beauty, wit, manners, sense, good humour, 

good behaviour, education, virtue, piety, or any other qualification, whether of body or mind, had 

no power to recommend; that money only made a woman agreeable; that men chose mistresses 

indeed by the gust of their affection, and it was requisite to a whore to be handsome, well-

shaped, have a good mien and a graceful behaviour; but that for a wife, no deformity would 

shock the fancy, no ill qualities the judgment; the money was the thing; the portion was neither 

crooked nor monstrous, but the money was always agreeable, whatever the wife was. 

On the other hand, as the market ran very unhappily on the men’s side, I found the women had 

lost the privilege of saying No; that it was a favour now for a woman to have the Question asked, 

and if any young lady had so much arrogance as to counterfeit a negative, she never had the 

opportunity given her of denying twice, much less of recovering that false step, and accepting 

what she had but seemed to decline. The men had such choice everywhere, that the case of the 

women was very unhappy; for they seemed to ply at every door, and if the man was by great 

chance refused at one house, he was sure to be received at the next. 

Besides this, I observed that the men made no scruple to set themselves out, and to go a-

fortunehunting, as they call it, when they had really no fortune themselves to demand it, or merit 

to deserve it; and that they carried it so high, that a woman was scarce allowed to inquire after 

the character or estate of the person that pretended to her. This I had an example of, in a young 

lady in the next house to me, and with whom I had contracted an intimacy; she was courted by a 

young captain, and though she had near £2000 to her fortune, she did but inquire of some of his 

neighbours about his character, his morals, or substance, and he took occasion at the next visit to 

let her know, truly, that he took it very ill, and that he should not give her the trouble of his visits 

any more. I heard of it, and I had begun my acquaintance with her, I went to see her upon it. She 

entered into a close conversation with me about it, and unbosomed herself very freely. I 

perceived presently that though she thought herself very ill used, yet she had no power to resent 

it, and was exceedingly piqued that she had lost him, and particularly that another of less fortune 

had gained him. 



I fortified her mind against such a meanness, as I called it; I told her, that as low as I was in 

the world, I would have despised a man that should think I ought to take him upon his own 

recommendation only, without having the liberty to inform myself of his fortune and of his 

character; also I told her, that as she had a good fortune, she had no need to stoop to the disaster 

of the time; that it was enough that the men could insult us that had but little money to 

recommend us, but if she suffered such an affront to pass upon her without resenting it, she 

would be rendered low-prized upon all occasions, and would be the contempt of all the women 

in that part of the town; that a woman can never want an opportunity to be revenged of a man 

that has used her ill, and that there were ways enough to humble such a fellow as that, or else 

certainly women were the most unhappy creatures in the world. 

I found she was very well pleased with the discourse, and she told me seriously that she would 

be very glad to make him sensible of her just resentment, and either to bring him on again, or 

have the satisfaction of her revenge being as public as possible. 

I told her, that if she would take my advice, I would tell her how she should obtain her wishes 

in both these things; and that I would engage to bring the man to her door again, and make him 

beg to be let in. She smiled at that, and plainly let me see, that if he came to her door, her 

resentment was not so great as to give her leave to let him stand long there. 

However, she listened very willingly to my offer of advice; so I told her that the first thing she 

ought to do was a piece of justice to herself, namely, that whereas she had been told by several 

people that he had reported among the ladies that he had left her, and pretended to give the 

advantage of the negative to himself, she should take care to have it well spread among the 

women—which she could not fail of an opportunity to do in a neighbourhood so addicted to 

family news as that she live in was—that she had inquired into his circumstances, and found he 

was not the man as to estate he pretended to be. “Let them be told, madam,” said I, “that you had 

been well informed that he was not the man that you expected, and that you thought it was not 

safe to meddle with him; that you heard he was of an ill temper, and that he boasted how he had 

used the women ill upon many occasions, and that particularly he was debauched in his morals”, 

etc. The last of which, indeed, had some truth in it; but at the same time I did not find that she 

seemed to like him much the worse for that part. 

As I had put this into her head, she came most readily into it. Immediately she went to work to 

find instruments, and she had very little difficulty in the search, for telling her story in general to 

a couple of gossips in the neighbourhood, it was the chat of the tea-table all over that part of the 

town, and I met with it wherever I visited; also, as it was known that I was acquainted with the 

young lady herself, my opinion was asked very often, and I confirmed it with all the necessary 

aggravations, and set out his character in the blackest colours; but then as a piece of secret 

intelligence, I added, as what the other gossips knew nothing of, viz. that I had heard he was in 

very bad circumstances; that he was under a necessity of a fortune to support his interest with the 

owners of the ship he commanded; that his own part was not paid for, and if it was not paid 

quickly, his owners would put him out of the ship, and his chief mate was likely to command it, 

who offered to buy that part which the captain had promised to take. 

I added, for I confess I was heartily piqued at the rogue, as I called him, that I had heard a 

rumour, too, that he had a wife alive at Plymouth, and another in the West Indies, a thing which 

they all knew was not very uncommon for such kind of gentlemen. 

This worked as we both desire it, for presently the young lady next door, who had a father and 

mother that governed both her and her fortune, was shut up, and her father forbid him the house. 



Also in one place more where he went, the woman had the courage, however strange it was, to 

say No; and he could try nowhere but he was reproached with his pride, and that he pretended 

not to give the women leave to inquire into his character, and the like. 

Well, by this time he began to be sensible of his mistake; and having alarmed all the women 

on that side of the water, he went over to Ratcliff, and got access to some of the ladies there; but 

though the young women there too were, according to the fate of the day, pretty willing to be 

asked, yet such was his ill-luck, that his character followed him over the water and his good 

name was much the same there as it was on our side; so that though he might have had wives 

enough, yet it did not happen among the women that had good fortunes, which was what he 

wanted. 

But this was not all; she very ingeniously managed another thing herself, for she got a young 

gentleman, who as a relation, and was indeed a married man, to come and visit her two or three 

times a week in a very fine chariot and good liveries, and her two agents, and I also, presently 

spread a report all over, that this gentleman came to court her; that he was a gentleman of a 

£1000 a year, and that he was fallen in love with her, and that she was going to her aunt’s in the 

city, because it was inconvenient for the gentleman to come to her with his coach in Redriff, the 

streets being so narrow and difficult. 

This took immediately. The captain was laughed at in all companies, and was ready to hang 

himself. He tried all the ways possible to come at her again, and wrote the most passionate letters 

to her in the world, excusing his former rashness; and in short, by great application, obtained 

leave to wait on her again, as he said, to clear his reputation. 

At this meeting she had her full revenge of him; for she told him she wondered what he took 

her to be, that she should admit any man to a treaty of so much consequence as that to marriage, 

without inquiring very well into his circumstances; that if he thought she was to be huffed into 

wedlock, and that she was in the same circumstances which her neighbours might be in, viz. to 

take up with the first good Christian that came, he was mistaken; that, in a word, his character 

was really bad, or he was very ill beholden to his neighbours; and that unless he could clear up 

some points, in which she had justly been prejudiced, she had no more to say to him, but to do 

herself justice, and give him the satisfaction of knowing that she was not afraid to say No, either 

to him or any man else. 

With that she told him what she had heard, or rather raised herself by my means, of his 

character; his not having paid for the part he pretended to own of the ship he commanded; of the 

resolution of his owners to put him out of the command, and to put his mate in his stead; and of 

the scandal raised on his morals; his having been reproached with such-and-such women, and 

having a wife at Plymouth and in the West Indies, and the like; and she asked him whether he 

could deny that she had good reason, if these things were not cleared up, to refuse him, and in the 

meantime to insist upon having satisfaction in points to significant as they were. 

He was so confounded at her discourse that he could not answer a word, and she almost began 

to believe that all was true, by his disorder, though at the same time she knew that she had been 

the raiser of all those reports herself. 

After some time he recovered himself a little, and from that time became the most humble, the 

most modest, and most importunate man alive in his courtship. 

She carried her jest on a great way. She asked him, if he thought she was so at her last shift 

that she could or ought to bear such treatment, and if he did not see that she did not want those 



who thought it worth their while to come farther to her than he did; meaning the gentleman 

whom she had brought to visit her by way of sham. 

She brought him by these tricks to submit to all possible measures to satisfy her, as well of his 

circumstances as of his behaviour. He brought her undeniable evidence of his having paid for his 

part of the ship; he brought her certificates from his owners, that the report of their intending to 

remove him from the command of the ship and put his chief mate in was false and groundless; in 

short, he was quite the reverse of what he was before. 

Thus I convinced her, that if the men made their advantage of our sex in the affair of marriage, 

upon the supposition of there being such choice to be had, and of the women being so easy, it 

was only owing to this, that the women wanted courage to maintain their ground and to play their 

part; and that, according to my Lord Rochester, 

“A woman’s ne’er so ruined but she can 

Revenge herself on her undoer, Man.” 

After these things this young lady played her part so well, that though she resolved to have 

him, and that indeed having him was the main bent of her design, yet she made his obtaining her 

be to him the most difficult thing in the world; and this she did, not by a haughty reserved 

carriage, but by a just policy, turning the tables upon him, and playing back upon him his own 

game; for as he pretended, by a kind of lofty carriage, to place himself above the occasion of a 

character, and to make inquiring into his character a kind of an affront to him, she broke with 

him upon that subject, and at the same time that she make him submit to all possible inquiry after 

his affairs, she apparently shut the door against his looking into her own. 

It was enough to him to obtain her for a wife. As to what she had, she told him plainly, that as 

he knew her circumstances, it was but just she should know his; and though at the same time he 

had only known her circumstances by common fame, yet he had made so many protestations of 

his passion for her, that he could ask no more but her hand to his grand request, and the like 

ramble according to the custom of lovers. In short, he left himself no room to ask any more 

questions about her estate, and she took the advantage of it like a prudent woman, for she placed 

part of her fortune so in trustees, without letting him know anything of it, that it was quite out of 

his reach, and made him be very well content with the rest. 

It is true she was pretty well besides, that is to say, she had about £1400 in money, which she 

gave him; and the other, after some time, she brought to light as a perquisite to herself, which he 

was to accept as a mighty favour, seeing though it was not to be his, it might ease him in the 

article of her particular expenses; and I must add, that by this conduct the gentleman himself 

became not only the more humble in his applications to her to obtain her, but also was much the 

more an obliging husband to her when he had her. I cannot but remind the ladies here how much 

they place themselves below the common station of a wife, which, if I may be allowed not to be 

partial, is low enough already; I say, they place themselves below their common station, and 

prepare their own mortifications, by their submitting so to be insulted by the men beforehand, 

which I confess I see no necessity of. 

This relation may serve, therefore, to let the ladies see that the advantage is not so much on the 

other side as the men think it is; and though it may be true that the men have but too much choice 

among us, and that some women may be found who will dishonour themselves, be cheap, and 

easy to come at, and will scarce wait to be asked, yet if they will have women, as I may say, 

worth having, they may find them as uncome-atable as ever and that those that are otherwise are 



a sort of people that have such deficiencies, when had, as rather recommend the ladies that are 

difficult than encourage the men to go on with their easy courtship, and expect wives equally 

valuable that will come at first call. 

Nothing is more certain than that the ladies always gain of the men by keeping their ground, 

and letting their pretended lovers see they can resent being slighted, and that they are not afraid 

of saying No. They, I observe, insult us mightily with telling us of the number of women; that 

the wars, and the sea, and trade, and other incidents have carried the men so much away, that 

there is no proportion between the numbers of the sexes, and therefore the women have the 

disadvantage; but I am far from granting that the number of women is so great, or the number of 

men so small; but if they will have me tell the truth, the disadvantage of the women is a terrible 

scandal upon the men, and it lies here, and here only; namely, that the age is so wicked, and the 

sex so debauched, that, in short, the number of such men as an honest woman ought to meddle 

with is small indeed, and it is but here and there that a man is to be found who is fit for a woman 

to venture upon. 

But the consequence even of that too amounts to no more than this, that women ought to be 

the more nice; for how do we know the just character of the man that makes the offer? To say 

that the woman should be the more easy on this occasion, is to say we should be the forwarder to 

venture because of the greatness of the danger, which, in my way of reasoning, is very absurd. 

On the contrary, the women have ten thousand times the more reason to be wary and 

backward, by how much the hazard of being betrayed is the greater; and would the ladies 

consider this, and act the wary part, they would discover every cheat that offered; for, in short, 

the lives of very few men nowadays will bear a character; and if the ladies do but make a little 

inquiry, they will soon be able to distinguish the men and deliver themselves. As for women that 

do not think their own safety worth their thought, that, impatient of their perfect state, resolve, as 

they call it, to take the first good Christian that comes, that run into matrimony as a horse rushes 

into the battle, I can say nothing to them but this, that they are a sort of ladies that are to be 

prayed for among the rest of distempered people, and to me they look like people that venture 

their whole estates in a lottery where there is a hundred thousand blanks to one prize. 

No man of common-sense will value a woman the less for not giving up herself at the first 

attack, or for accepting his proposal without inquiring into his person or character; on the 

contrary, he must think her the weakest of all creatures in the world, as the rate of men now goes. 

In short, he must have a very contemptible opinion of her capacities, nay, every of her 

understanding, that, having but one case of her life, shall call that life away at once, and make 

matrimony, like death, be a leap in the dark. 

I would fain have the conduct of my sex a little regulated in this particular, which is the thing 

in which, of all the parts of life, I think at this time we suffer most in; ’tis nothing but lack of 

courage, the fear of not being married at all, and of that frightful state of life called an old maid, 

of which I have a story to tell by itself. This, I say, is the woman’s snare; but would the ladies 

once but get above that fear and manage rightly, they would more certainly avoid it by standing 

their ground, in a case so absolutely necessary to their felicity, that by exposing themselves as 

they do; and if they did not marry so soon as they may do otherwise, they would make 

themselves amends by marrying safer. She is always married too soon who gets a bad husband, 

and she is never married too late who gets a good one; in a word, there is no woman, deformity 

or lost reputation excepted, but if she manages well, may be married safely one time or other; but 

if she precipitates herself, it is ten thousand to one but she is undone. 



But I come now to my own case, in which there was at this time no little nicety. The 

circumstances I was in made the offer of a good husband the most necessary thing in the world to 

me, but I found soon that to be made cheap and easy was not the way. It soon began to be found 

that the widow had no fortune, and to say this was to say all that was ill of me, for I began to be 

dropped in all the discourses of matrimony. Being well-bred, handsome, witty, modest, and 

agreeable; all which I had allowed to my character—whether justly or no is not the purpose—I 

say, all these would not do without the dross, which way now become more valuable than virtue 

itself. In short, the widow, they said, had no money. 

I resolved, therefore, as to the state of my present circumstances, that it was absolutely 

necessary to change my station, and make a new appearance in some other place where I was not 

known, and even to pass by another name if I found occasion. 

I communicated my thoughts to my intimate friend, the captain’s lady, whom I had so 

faithfully served in her case with the captain, and who was as ready to serve me in the same kind 

as I could desire. I made no scruple to lay my circumstances open to her; my stock was but low, 

for I had made but about £540 at the close of my last affair, and I had wasted some of that; 

however, I had about £460 left, a great many very rich clothes, a gold watch, and some jewels, 

though of no extraordinary value, and about £30 or £40 left in linen not disposed of. 

My dear and faithful friend, the captain’s wife, was so sensible of the service I had done her in 

the affair above, that she was not only a steady friend to me, but, knowing my circumstances, she 

frequently made me presents as money came into her hands, such as fully amounted to a 

maintenance, so that I spent none of my own; and at last she made this unhappy proposal to me, 

viz. that as we had observed, as above, how the men made no scruple to set themselves out as 

persons meriting a woman of fortune, when they had really no fortune of their own, it was but 

just to deal with them in their own way and, if it was possible, to deceive the deceiver. 

The captain’s lady, in short, put this project into my head, and told me if I would be ruled by 

her I should certainly get a husband of fortune, without leaving him any room to reproach me 

with want of my own. I told her, as I had reason to do, that I would give up myself wholly to her 

directions, and that I would have neither tongue to speak nor feet to step in that affair but as she 

should direct me, depending that she would extricate me out of every difficulty she brought me 

into, which she said she would answer for. 

The first step she put me upon was to call her cousin, and go to a relation’s house of hers in 

the country, where she directed me, and where she brought her husband to visit me; and calling 

me cousin, she worked matters so about, that her husband and she together invited me most 

passionately to come to town and be with them, for they now live in a quite different place from 

where they were before. In the next place, she tells her husband that I had at least £1500 fortune, 

and that after some of my relations I was like to have a great deal more. 

It was enough to tell her husband this; there needed nothing on my side. I was but to sit still 

and wait the event, for it presently went all over the neighbourhood that the young widow at 

Captain ——’s was a fortune, that she had at least £1500, and perhaps a great deal more, and that 

the captain said so; and if the captain was asked at any time about me, he made no scruple to 

affirm it, though he knew not one word of the matter, other than that his wife had told him so; 

and in this he thought no harm, for he really believed it to be so, because he had it from his wife: 

so slender a foundation will those fellows build upon, if they do but think there is a fortune in the 

game. With the reputation of this fortune, I presently found myself blessed with admirers 

enough, and that I had my choice of men, as scarce as they said they were, which, by the way, 



confirms what I was saying before. This being my case, I, who had a subtle game to play, had 

nothing now to do but to single out from them all the properest man that might be for my 

purpose; that is to say, the man who was most likely to depend upon the hearsay of a fortune, and 

not inquire too far into the particulars; and unless I did this I did nothing, for my case would not 

bear much inquiry. 

I picked out my man without much difficulty, by the judgment I made of his way of courting 

me. I had let him run on with his protestations and oaths that he loved me above all the world; 

that if I would make him happy, that was enough; all which I knew was upon supposition, nay, it 

was upon a full satisfaction, that I was very rich, though I never told him a word of it myself. 

This was my man; but I was to try him to the bottom, and indeed in that consisted my safety; 

for if he baulked, I knew I was undone, as surely as he was undone if he took me; and if I did not 

make some scruple about his fortune, it was the way to lead him to raise some about mine; and 

first, therefore, I pretended on all occasions to doubt his sincerity, and told him, perhaps he only 

courted me for my fortune. He stopped my mouth in that part with the thunder of his 

protestations, as above, but still I pretended to doubt. 

One morning he pulls off his diamond ring, and writes upon the glass of the sash in my 

chamber this line— 

“You I love, and you alone.” 

I read it, and asked him to lend me his ring, with which I wrote under it, thus— 

“And so in love says every one.” 

He takes his ring again, and writes another line thus— 

“Virtue alone is an estate.” 

I borrowed it again, and I wrote under it— 

“But money’s virtue, gold is fate.” 

He coloured as red as fire to see me turn so quick upon him, and in a kind of a rage told me he 

would conquer me, and writes again thus— 

“I scorn your gold, and yet I love.” 

I ventured all upon the last cast of poetry, as you’ll see, for I wrote boldly under his last— 

“I’m poor: let’s see how kind you’ll prove.” 

This was a sad truth to me; whether he believed me or no, I could not tell; I supposed then that 

he did not. However, he flew to me, took me in his arms, and, kissing me very eagerly, and with 

the greatest passion imaginable, he held me fast till he called for a pen and ink, and then told me 

he could not wait the tedious writing on the glass, but, pulling out a piece of paper, he began and 

wrote again— 

“Be mine, with all your poverty.” 



I took his pen, and followed him immediately, thus— 

“Yet secretly you hope I lie.” 

He told me that was unkind, because it was not just, and that I put him upon contradicting me, 

which did not consist with good manners, any more than with his affection; and therefore, since I 

had insensibly drawn him into this poetical scribble, he begged I would not oblige him to break it 

off; so he writes again— 

“Let love alone be our debate.” 

I wrote again— 

“She loves enough that does not hate.” 

This he took for a favour, and so laid down the cudgels, that is to say, the pen; I say, he took if 

for a favour, and a mighty one it was, if he had known all. However, he took it as I meant it, that 

is, to let him think I was inclined to go on with him, as indeed I had all the reason in the world to 

do, for he was the best-humoured, merry sort of a fellow that I ever met with, and I often 

reflected on myself how doubly criminal it was to deceive such a man; but that necessity, which 

pressed me to a settlement suitable to my condition, was my authority for it; and certainly his 

affection to me, and the goodness of his temper, however they might argue against using him ill, 

yet they strongly argued to me that he would better take the disappointment than some fiery-

tempered wretch, who might have nothing to recommend him but those passions which would 

serve only to make a woman miserable all her days. 

Besides, though I jested with him (as he supposed it) so often about my poverty, yet, when he 

found it to be true, he had foreclosed all manner of objection, seeing, whether he was in jest or in 

earnest, he had declared he took me without any regard to my portion, and, whether I was in jest 

or in earnest, I had declared myself to be very poor; so that, in a word, I had him fast both ways; 

and though he might say afterwards he was cheated, yet he could never say that I had cheated 

him. 

He pursued me close after this, and as I saw there was no need to fear losing him, I played the 

indifferent part with him longer than prudence might otherwise have dictated to me. But I 

considered how much this caution and indifference would give me the advantage over him, when 

I should come to be under the necessity of owning my own circumstances to him; and I managed 

it the more warily, because I found he inferred from thence, as indeed he ought to do, that I either 

had the more money or the more judgment, and would not venture at all. 

I took the freedom one day, after we had talked pretty close to the subject, to tell him that it 

was true I had received the compliment of a lover from him, namely, that he would take me 

without inquiring into my fortune, and I would make him a suitable return in this, viz. that I 

would make as little inquiry into his as consisted with reason, but I hoped he would allow me to 

ask a few questions, which he would answer or not as he thought fit; and that I would not be 

offended if he did not answer me at all; one of these questions related to our manner of living, 

and the place where, because I had heard he had a great plantation in Virginia, and that he had 

talked of going to live there, and I told him I did not care to be transported. 



He began from this discourse to let me voluntarily into all his affairs, and to tell me in a frank, 

open way all his circumstances, by which I found he was very well to pass in the world; but that 

great part of his estate consisted of three plantations, which he had in Virginia, which brought 

him in a very good income, generally speaking, to the tune of £300, a year, but that if he was to 

live upon them, would bring him in four times as much. “Very well,” thought I; “you shall carry 

me thither as soon as you please, though I won’t tell you so beforehand.” 

I jested with him extremely about the figure he would make in Virginia; but I found he would 

do anything I desired, though he did not seem glad to have me undervalue his plantations, so I 

turned my tale. I told him I had good reason not to go there to live, because if his plantations 

were worth so much there, I had not a fortune suitable to a gentleman of £1200 a year, as he said 

his estate would be. 

He replied generously, he did not ask what my fortune was; he had told me from the beginning 

he would not, and he would be as good as his word; but whatever it was, he assured me he would 

never desire me to go to Virginia with him, or go thither himself without me, unless I was 

perfectly willing, and made it my choice. 

All this, you may be sure, was as I wished, and indeed nothing could have happened more 

perfectly agreeable. I carried it on as far as this with a sort of indifferency that he often wondered 

at, more than at first, but which was the only support of his courtship; and I mention it the rather 

to intimate again to the ladies that nothing but want of courage for such an indifferency makes 

our sex so cheap, and prepares them to be ill-used as they are; would they venture the loss of a 

pretending fop now and then, who carries it high upon the point of his own merit, they would 

certainly be less slighted, and courted more. Had I discovered really and truly what my great 

fortune was, and that in all I had not full £500 when he expected £1500, yet I had hooked him so 

fast, and played him so long, that I was satisfied he would have had me in my worst 

circumstances; and indeed it was less a surprise to him when he learned the truth than it would 

have been, because having not the least blame to lay on me, who had carried it with an air of 

indifference to the last, he would not say one word, except that indeed he thought it had been 

more, but that if it had been less he did not repent his bargain; only that he should not be able to 

maintain me so well as he intended. 

In short, we were married, and very happily married on my side, I assure you, as to the man; 

for he was the best-humoured man that every woman had, but his circumstances were not so 

good as I imagined, as, on the other hand, he had not bettered himself by marrying so much as he 

expected. 

When we were married, I was shrewdly put to it to bring him that little stock I had, and to let 

him see it was no more; but there was a necessity for it, so I took my opportunity one day when 

we were alone, to enter into a short dialogue with him about it. “My dear,” said I, “we have been 

married a fortnight; is it not time to let you know whether you have got a wife with something or 

with nothing?” “Your own time for that, my dear,” says he; “I am satisfied that I have got the 

wife I love; I have not troubled you much,” says he, “with my inquiry after it.” 

“That’s true,” says I, “but I have a great difficulty upon me about it, which I scarce know how 

to manage.” 

“What’s that, m’ dear?” says he. 

“Why,” says I, “’tis a little hard upon me, and ’tis harder upon you. I am told that Captain —

—” (meaning my friend’s husband) “has told you I had a great deal more money than I ever 

pretended to have, and I am sure I never employed him to do so.” 



“Well,” says he, “Captain —— may have told me so, but what then? If you have not so much, 

that may lie at his door, but you never told me what you had, so I have no reason to blame you if 

you have nothing at all.” 

“That’s is so just,” said I, “and so generous, that it makes my having but a little a double 

affliction to me.” 

“The less you have, my dear,” says he, “the worse for us both; but I hope your affliction you 

speak of is not caused for fear I should be unkind to you, for want of a portion. No, no, if you 

have nothing, tell me plainly, and at once; I may perhaps tell the captain he has cheated me, but I 

can never say you have cheated me, for did you not give it under your hand that you were poor? 

and so I ought to expect you to be.” 

“Well,” said I, “my dear, I am glad I have not been concerned in deceiving you before 

marriage. If I deceive you since, ’tis ne’er the worse; that I am poor is too true, but not so poor as 

to have nothing neither”; so I pulled out some bank bills, and gave him about £160. “There’s 

something, my dear,” said I, “and not quite all neither.” 

I had brought him so near to expecting nothing, by what I had said before, that the money, 

though the sum was small in itself, was doubly welcome to him; he owned it was more than he 

looked for, and that he did not question by my discourse to him, but that my fine clothes, gold 

watch, and a diamond ring or two, had been all my fortune. 

I let him please himself with that £160 two or three days, and then, having been abroad that 

day, and as if I had been to fetch it, I brought him £100 more home in gold, and told him there 

was a little more portion for him; and, in short, in about a week more I brought him £180 more, 

and about £60 in linen, which I made him believe I had been obliged to take with the £100 which 

I gave him in gold, as a composition for a debt of £600, being little more than five shillings in the 

pound, and overvalued too. 

“And now, my dear,” says I to him, “I am very sorry to tell you, that there is all, and that I 

have given you my whole fortune.” I added, that if the person who had my £600 had not abused 

me, I had been worth £1000 to him, but that as it was, I had been faithful to him, and reserved 

nothing to myself, but if it had been more he should have had it. 

He was so obliged by the manner, and so pleased with the sum, for he had been in a terrible 

fright lest it had been nothing at all, that he accepted it very thankfully. And thus I got over the 

fraud of passing for a fortune without money, and cheating a man into marrying me on pretence 

of a fortune; which, by the way, I take to be one of the most dangerous steps a woman can take, 

and in which she runs the most hazard of being ill-used afterwards. 

My husband, to give him his due, was a man of infinite good nature, but he was no fool; and 

finding his income not suited to the manner of living which he had intended, if I had brought him 

what he expected, and being under a disappointment in his return of his plantations in Virginia, 

he discovered many times his inclination of going over to Virginia, to live upon his own; and 

often would be magnifying the way of living there, how cheap, how plentiful, how pleasant, and 

the like. 

I began presently to understand this meaning, and I took him up very plainly one morning, and 

told him that I did so; that I found his estate turned to no account at this distance, compared to 

what it would do if he lived upon the spot, and that I found he had a mind to go and live there; 

and I added, that I was sensible he had been disappointed in a wife, and that finding his 

expectations not answered that way, I could do no less, to make him amends, than tell him that I 

was very willing to go over to Virginia with him and live there. 



He said a thousand kind things to me upon the subject of my making such a proposal to him. 

He told me, that however he was disappointed in his expectations of a fortune, he was not 

disappointed in a wife, and that I was all to him that a wife could be, and he was more than 

satisfied on the whole when the particulars were put together, but that this offer was so kind, that 

it was more than he could express. 

To bring the story short, we agreed to go. He told me that he had a very good house there, that 

it was well furnished, that his mother was alive and lived in it, and one sister, which was all the 

relations he had; that as soon as he came there, his mother would remove to another house, 

which was her own for life, and his after her decease; so that I should have all the house to 

myself; and I found all this to be exactly as he had said. 

To make this part of the story short, we put on board the ship which we went in, a large 

quantity of good furniture for our house, with stores of linen and other necessaries, and a good 

cargo for sale, and away we went. 

To give an account of the manner of our voyage, which was long and full of dangers, is out of 

my way; I kept no journal, neither did my husband. All that I can say is, that after a terrible 

passage, frighted twice with dreadful storms, and once with what was still more terrible, I mean a 

pirate who came on board and took away almost all our provisions; and which would have been 

beyond all to me, they had once taken my husband to go along with them, but by entreaties were 

prevailed with to leave him;—I say, after all these terrible things, we arrived in York River in 

Virginia, and coming to our plantation, we were received with all the demonstrations of 

tenderness and affection, by my husband’s mother, that were possible to be expressed. 

We lived here all together, my mother-in-law, at my entreaty, continuing in the house, for she 

was too kind a mother to be parted with; my husband likewise continued the same as at first, and 

I thought myself the happiest creature alive, when an odd and surprising event put an end to all 

that felicity in a moment, and rendered my condition the most uncomfortable, if not the most 

miserable, in the world. 

My mother was a mighty cheerful, good-humoured old woman—I may call her old woman, 

for her son was above thirty; I say she was very pleasant, good company, and used to entertain 

me, in particular, with abundance of stories to divert me, as well of the country we were in as of 

the people. 

Among the rest, she often told me how the greatest part of the inhabitants of the colony came 

thither in very indifferent circumstances from England; that, generally speaking, they were of 

two sorts; either, first, such as were brought over by masters of ships to be sold as servants. 

“Such as we call them, my dear,” says she, “but they are more properly called slaves.” Or, 

secondly, such as are transported from Newgate and other prisons, after having been found guilty 

of felony and other crimes punishable with death. 

“When they come here,” says she, “we make no difference; the planters buy them, and they 

work together in the field till their time is out. When ’tis expired,” said she, “they have 

encouragement given them to plant for themselves; for they have a certain number of acres of 

land allotted them by the country, and they go to work to clear and cure the land, and then to 

plant it with tobacco and corn for their own use; and as the tradesmen and merchants will trust 

them with tools and clothes and other necessaries, upon the credit of their crop before it is 

grown, so they again plant every year a little more than the year before, and so buy whatever 

they want with the crop that is before them. 



“Hence, child,” says she, “man a Newgate-bird becomes a great man, and we have,” continued 

she, “several justices of the peace, officers of the trained bands, and magistrates of the towns 

they live in, that have been burnt in the hand.” 

She was going on with that part of the story, when her own part in it interrupted her, and with 

a great deal of good-humoured confidence she told me she was one of the second sort of 

inhabitants herself; that she came away openly, having ventured too far in a particular case, so 

that she was become a criminal. “And here’s the mark of it, child,” says she; and, pulling off her 

glove, “look ye here,” says she, turning up the palm of her hand, and showed me a very fine 

white arm and hand, but branded in the inside of the hand, as in such cases it must be. 

This story was very moving to me, but my mother, smiling, said, “You need not think a thing 

strange, daughter, for as I told you, some of the best men in this country are burnt in the hand, 

and they are not ashamed to own it. There’s Major ——,” says she, “he was an eminent 

pickpocket; there’s Justice Ba——r, was a shoplifter, and both of them were burnt in the hand; 

and I could name you several such as they are.” 

We had frequent discourses of this kind, and abundance of instances she gave me of the like. 

After some time, as she was telling some stories of one that was transported but a few weeks ago, 

I began in an intimate kind of way to ask her to tell me something of her own story, which she 

did with the utmost plainness and sincerity; how she had fallen into very ill company in London 

in her young days, occasioned by her mother sending her frequently to carry victuals and other 

relief to a kinswoman of hers who was a prisoner in Newgate, and who lay in a miserable 

starving condition, was afterwards condemned to be hanged, but having got respite by pleading 

her belly, dies afterwards in the prison. 

Here my mother-in-law ran out in a long account of the wicked practices in that dreadful 

place, and how it ruined more young people than all the town besides. “And child,” says my 

mother, “perhaps you may know little of it, or, it may be, have heard nothing about it; but depend 

upon it,” says she, “we all know here that there are more thieves and rogues made by that one 

prison of Newgate than by all the clubs and societies of villains in the nation; ’tis that cursed 

place,” says my mother, “that half peopled this colony.” 

Here she went on with her own story so long, and in so particular a manner, that I began to be 

very uneasy; but coming to one particular that required telling her name, I thought I should have 

sunk down in the place. She perceived I was out of order, and asked me if I was not well, and 

what ailed me. I told her I was so affected with the melancholy story she had told, and the 

terrible things she had gone through, that it had overcome me, and I begged of her to talk no 

more of it. “Why, my dear,” says she very kindly, “what need these things trouble you? These 

passages were long before your time, and they give me no trouble at all now; nay, I look back on 

them with a particular satisfaction, as they have been a means to bring me to this place.” Then 

she went on to tell me how she very luckily fell into a good family, where, behaving herself well, 

and her mistress dying, her master married her, by whom she had my husband and his sister, and 

that by her diligence and good management after her husband’s death, she had improved the 

plantations to such a degree as they then were, so that most of the estate was of her getting, not 

her husband’s, for she had been a widow upwards of sixteen years. 

I heard this part of the story with very little attention, because I wanted much to retire and give 

vent to my passions, which I did soon after; and let any one judge what must be the anguish of 

my mind, when I came to reflect that this was certainly no more or less than my own mother, and 



I had now had two children, and was big with another by my own brother, and lay with him still 

every night. 

I was now the most unhappy of all women in the world. Oh! had the story never been told me, 

all had been well; it had been no crime to have lain with my husband, since as to his being my 

relation I had known nothing of it. 

I had now such a load on my mind that it kept me perpetually waking; to reveal it, which 

would have been some ease to me, I could not find would be to any purpose, and yet to conceal it 

would be next to impossible; nay, I did not doubt but I should talk of it in my sleep, and tell my 

husband of it whether I would or no. If I discovered it, the least thing I could expect was to lose 

my husband, for he was too nice and too honest a man to have continued my husband after he 

had known I had been his sister; so that I was perplexed to the last degree. 

I leave it to any man to judge what difficulties presented to my view. I was away from my 

native country, at a distance prodigious, and the return to me unpassable. I lived very well, but in 

a circumstance insufferable in itself. If I had discovered myself to my mother, it might be 

difficult to convince her of the particulars, and I had no way to prove them. On the other hand, if 

she had questioned or doubted me, I had been undone, for the bare suggestion would have 

immediately separated me from my husband, without gaining my mother or him, who would 

have been neither a husband nor a brother; so that between the surprise on one hand, and the 

uncertainty on the other, I had been sure to be undone. 

In the meantime, as I was but too sure of the fact, I lived therefore in open avowed incest and 

whoredom, and all under the appearance of an honest wife; and though I was not much touched 

with the crime of it, yet the action had something in it shocking to nature, and made my husband, 

as he thought himself, even nauseous to me. 

However, upon the most sedate consideration, I resolved that it was absolutely necessary to 

conceal it all and not make the least discovery of it either to mother or husband; and thus I lived 

with the greatest pressure imaginable for three years more, but had no more children. 

During this time my mother used to be frequently telling me old stories of her former 

adventures, which, however, were no ways pleasant to me; for by it, though she did not tell it me 

in plain terms, yet I could easily understand, joined with what I had heard myself, of my first 

tutors, that in her younger days she had been both whore and thief; but I verily believed she had 

lived to repent sincerely of both, and that she was then a very pious, sober, and religious woman. 

Well, let her life have been what it would then, it was certain that my life was very uneasy to 

me; for I lived, as I have said, but in the worst sort of whoredom, and as I could expect no good 

of it, so really no good issue came of it, and all my seeming prosperity wore off, and ended in 

misery and destruction. It was some time, indeed, before it came to this, for, but I know not by 

what ill fate guided, everything went wrong with us afterwards, and that which was worse, my 

husband grew strangely altered, forward, jealous, and unkind, and I was as impatient of bearing 

his carriage, as the carriage was unreasonable and unjust. These things proceeded so far, that we 

came at last to be in such ill terms with one another, that I claimed a promise of him, which he 

entered willingly into with me when I consented to come from England with him, viz. that if I 

found the country not to agree with me, or that I did not like to live there, I should come away to 

England again when I pleased, giving him a year’s warning to settle his affairs. 

I say, I now claimed this promise of him, and I must confess I did it not in the most obliging 

terms that could be in the world neither; but I insisted that he treated me ill, that I was remote 

from my friends, and could do myself no justice, and that he was jealous without cause, my 



conversation having been unblamable, and he having no pretense for it, and that to remove to 

England would take away all occasion from him. 

I insisted so peremptorily upon it, that he could not avoid coming to a point, either to keep his 

word with me or to break it; and this, notwithstanding he used all the skill he was master of, and 

employed his mother and other agents to prevail with me to alter my resolutions; indeed, the 

bottom of the thing lay at my heart, and that made all his endeavours fruitless, for my heart was 

alienated from him as a husband. I loathed the thoughts of bedding with him, and used a 

thousand pretenses of illness and humour to prevent his touching me, fearing nothing more than 

to be with child by him, which to be sure would have prevented, or at least delayed, my going 

over to England. 

However, at last I put him so out of humour, that he took up a rash and fatal resolution; in 

short, I should not go to England; and though he had promised me, yet it was an unreasonable 

thing for me to desire it; that it would be ruinous to his affairs, would unhinge his whole family, 

and be next to an undoing him in the world; that therefore I ought not to desire it of him, and that 

no wife in the world that valued her family and her husband’s prosperity would insist upon such 

a thing. 

This plunged me again, for when I considered the thing calmly, and took my husband as he 

really was, a diligent, careful man in the main work of laying up an estate for his children, and 

that he knew nothing of the dreadful circumstances that he was in, I could not but confess to 

myself that my proposal was very unreasonable, and what no wife that had the good of her 

family at heart would have desired. 

But my discontents were of another nature; I looked upon him no longer as a husband, but as a 

near relation, the son of my own mother, and I resolved somehow or other to be clear of him, but 

which way I did not know, nor did it seem possible. 

It is said by the ill-natured world, of our sex, that if we are set on a thing, it is impossible to 

turn us from our resolutions; in short, I never ceased poring upon the means to bring to pass my 

voyage, and came that length with my husband at last, as to propose going without him. This 

provoked him to the last degree, and he called me not only an unkind wife, but an unnatural 

mother, and asked me how I could entertain such a thought without horror, as that of leaving my 

two children (for one was dead) without a mother, and to be brought up by strangers, and never 

to see them more. It was true, had things been right, I should not have done it, but now it was my 

real desire never to see them, or him either, any more; and as to the charge of unnatural, I could 

easily answer it to myself, while I knew that the whole relation was unnatural in the highest 

degree in the world. 

However, it was plain there was no bringing my husband to anything; he would neither go 

with me nor let me go without him, and it was quite out of my power to stir without his consent, 

as any one that knows the constitution of the country I was in, knows very well. 

We had many family quarrels about it, and they began in time to grow up to a dangerous 

height; for as I was quite estranged from my husband (as he was called) in affection, so I took no 

heed to my words, but sometimes gave him language that was provoking; and, in short, strove all 

I could to bring him to a parting with me, which was what above all things in the world I desired 

most. 

He took my carriage very ill, and indeed he might well do so, for at last I refused to bed with 

him, and carrying on the breach upon all occasions to extremity, he told me once he thought I 

was mad, and if I did not alter my conduct, he would put me under cure; that is to say, into a 



madhouse. I told him he should find I was far enough from mad, and that it was not in his power, 

or any other villain’s, to murder me. I confess at the same time I was heartily frighted at his 

thoughts of putting me into a madhouse, which would at once have destroyed all the possibility 

of breaking the truth out, whatever the occasion might be; for that then no one would have given 

credit to a word of it. 

This therefore brought me to a resolution, whatever came of it, to lay open my whole case; but 

which way to do it, or to whom, was an inextricable difficulty, and took me many months to 

resolve. In the meantime, another quarrel with my husband happened, which came up to such a 

mad extreme as almost pushed me on to tell it him all to his face; but though I kept it in so as not 

to come to the particulars, I spoke so much as put him into the utmost confusion, and in the end 

brought out the whole story. 

He began with a calm expostulation upon my being so resolute to go to England; I defended it, 

and one hard word bringing on another, as is usual in all family strife, he told me I did not treat 

him as if he was my husband, or talk of my children as if I was a mother; and, in short, that I did 

not deserve to be used as a wife; that he had used all the fair means possible with me; that he had 

argued with all the kindness and calmness that a husband or a Christian ought to do, and that I 

made him such a vile return, that I treated him rather like a dog than a man, and rather like the 

most contemptible stranger than a husband; that he was very loth to use violence with me, but 

that, in short, he saw a necessity of it now, and that for the future he should be obliged to take 

such measures as should reduce me to my duty. 

My blood was now fired to the utmost, though I knew what he had said was very true, and 

nothing could appear more provoked. I told him, for his fair means and his foul, they were 

equally contemned by me; that for my going to England, I was resolved on it, come what would; 

and that as to treating him not like a husband, and not showing myself a mother to my children, 

there might be something more in it than he understood at present; but, for his further 

consideration, I thought fit to tell him thus much, that he neither was my lawful husband, nor 

they lawful children, and that I had reason to regard neither of them more than I did. 

I confess I was moved to pity him when I spoke it, for he turned pale as death, and stood mute 

as one thunderstruck, and once or twice I thought he would have fainted; in short, it put him in a 

fit something like an apoplex; he trembled, a sweat or dew ran off his face, and yet he was cold 

as a clod, so that I was forced to run and fetch something for him to keep life in him. When he 

recovered of that, he grew sick and vomited, and in a little after was put to bed, and the next 

morning was, as he had been indeed all night, in a violent fever. 

However, it went off again, and he recovered, though but slowly, and when he came to be a 

little better, he told me I had given him a mortal wound with my tongue, and he had only one 

thing to ask before he desired an explanation. I interrupted him, and told him I was sorry I had 

gone so far, since I saw what disorder it put him into, but I desired him not to talk to me of 

explanations, for that would but make things worse. 

This heightened his impatience, and, indeed, perplexed him beyond all bearing; for now he 

began to suspect that there was some mystery yet unfolded, but could not make the least guess at 

the real particulars of it; all that ran in his brain was, that I had another husband alive, which I 

could not say in fact might not be true, but I assured him, however, there was not the least of that 

in it; and indeed, as to my other husband, he was effectually dead in law to me, and had told me I 

should look on him as such, so I had not the least uneasiness on that score. 



But now I found the thing too far gone to conceal it much longer, and my husband himself 

gave me an opportunity to ease myself of the secret, much to my satisfaction. He had laboured 

with me three or four weeks, but to no purpose, only to tell him whether I had spoken these 

words only as the effect of my passion, to put him in a passion, or whether there was anything of 

truth in the bottom of them. But I continued inflexible, and would explain nothing, unless he 

would first consent to my going to England, which he would never do, he said, while he lived; on 

the other hand, I said it was in my power to make him willing when I pleased—nay, to make him 

entreat me to go; and this increased his curiosity, and made him importunate to the highest 

degree, but it was all to no purpose. 

At length he tells all this story to his mother, and sets her upon me to get the main secret out of 

me, and she used her utmost skill with me indeed; but I put her to a full stop at once by telling 

her that the reason and mystery of the whole matter lay in herself, and that it was my respect to 

her that had made me conceal it; and that, in short, I could go no farther, and therefore conjured 

her not to insist upon it. 

She was struck dumb at this suggestion, and could not tell what to say or to think; but, laying 

aside the supposition as a policy of mine, continued her importunity on account of her son, and, 

if possible, to make up the breach between us two. As to that, I told her that it was indeed a good 

design in her, but that it was impossible to be done; and that if I should reveal to her the truth of 

what she desired, she would grant it to be impossible, and cease to desire it. At last I seemed to 

be prevailed on by her importunity, and told her I dared trust her with a secret of the greatest 

importance, and she would soon see that this was so, and that I would consent to lodge it in her 

breast, if she would engage solemnly not to acquaint her son with it without my consent. 

She was long in promising this part, but rather than not come at the main secret, she agreed to 

that too, and after a great many other preliminaries, I began, and told her the whole story. First I 

told her how much she was concerned in all the unhappy breach which had happened between 

her son and me, by telling me her own story and her London name; and that the surprise she saw 

I was in was upon that occasion. Then I told her my own story, and my name, and assured her, 

by such other tokens as she could not deny, that I was no other, nor more or less, than her own 

child, her daughter, born of her body in Newgate; the same that had saved her from the gallows 

by being in her belly, and the same that she left in such-and-such hands when she was 

transported. 

It is impossible to express the astonishment she was in; she was not inclined to believe the 

story, or to remember the particulars, for she immediately foresaw the confusion that must follow 

in the family upon it. But everything concurred so exactly with the stories she had told me of 

herself, and which, if she had not told me, she would perhaps have been content to have denied, 

that she had stopped her own mouth, and she had nothing to do but to take me about the neck and 

kiss me, and cry most vehemently over me, without speaking one word for a long time together. 

At last she broke out: “Unhappy child!” says she, “what miserable chance could bring thee 

hither? and in the arms of my own son, too! Dreadful girl,” says she, “why, we are all undone! 

Married to thy own brother! Three children, and two alive, all of the same flesh and blood! My 

son and my daughter lying together as husband and wife! All confusion and distraction for ever! 

Miserable family! what will become of us? What is to be said? What is to be done?” And thus 

she ran on for a great while; nor had I any power to speak, or if I had, did I know what to say, for 

every word wounded me to the soul. With this kind of amazement on our thoughts we parted for 

the first time, though my mother was more surprised than I was, because it was more news to her 



than to me. However, she promised again to me at parting, that she would say nothing of it to her 

son, till we had talked of it again. 

It was not long, you may be sure, before we had a second conference upon the same subject; 

when, as if she had been willing to forget the story she had told me of herself, or to suppose that 

I had forgot some of the particulars, she began to tell them with alterations and omissions; but I 

refreshed her memory and set her to rights in many things which I supposed she had forgot, and 

then came in so opportunely with the whole history, that it was impossible for her to go from it; 

and then she fell into her rhapsodies again, and exclamations at the severity of her misfortunes. 

When these things were a little over with her, we fell into a close debate about what should be 

first done before we gave an account of the matter to my husband. But to what purpose could be 

all our consultations? We could neither of us see our way through it, nor see how it could be safe 

to open such a scene to him. It was impossible to make any judgment, or give any guess at what 

temper he would receive it in, or what measures he would take upon it; and if he should have so 

little government of himself as to make it public, we easily foresaw that it would be the ruin of 

the whole family, and expose my mother and me to the last degree; and if at last he should take 

the advantage the law would give him, he might put me away with disdain and leave me to sue 

for the little portion that I had, and perhaps waste it all in the suit, and then be a beggar; the 

children would be ruined too, having no legal claim to any of his effects; and thus I should see 

him, perhaps, in the arms of another wife in a few months, and be myself the most miserable 

creature alive. 

My mother was as sensible of this as I; and, upon the whole, we knew not what to do. After 

some time we came to more sober resolutions, but then it was with this misfortune too, that my 

mother’s opinion and mine were quite different from one another, and indeed inconsistent with 

one another; for my mother’s opinion was, that I should bury the whole thing entirely, and 

continue to live with him as my husband till some other event should make the discovery of it 

more convenient; and that in the meantime she would endeavour to reconcile us together again, 

and restore our mutual comfort and family peace; that we might lie as we used to do together, 

and so let the whole matter remain a secret as close as death. “For, child,” says she, “we are both 

undone if it comes out.” 

To encourage me to this, she promised to make me easy in my circumstances, as far as she 

was able, and to leave me what she could at her death, secured for me separately from my 

husband; so that if it should come out afterwards, I should not be left destitute, but be able to 

stand on my own feet and procure justice from him. 

This proposal did not agree at all with my judgment of the thing, though it was very fair and 

kind in my mother; but my thoughts ran quite another way. 

As to keeping the thing in our own breasts, and letting it all remain as it was, I told her it was 

impossible; and I asked her how she could think I could bear the thoughts of lying with my own 

brother. In the next place, I told her that her being alive was the only support of the discovery, 

and that while she owned me for her child, and saw reason to be satisfied that I was so, nobody 

else would doubt it; but that if she should die before the discovery, I should be taken for an 

impudent creature that had forged such a thing to go away from my husband, or should be 

counted crazed and distracted. Then I told her how he had threatened already to put me into a 

madhouse, and what concern I had been in about it, and how that was the thing that drove me to 

the necessity of discovering it to her as I had done. 



From all which I told her, that I had, on the most serious reflections I was able to make in the 

case, come to this resolution, which I hoped she would like, as a medium between both, viz. that 

she should use her endeavours with her son to give me leave to go to England, as I had desired, 

and to furnish me with a sufficient sum of money, either in goods along with me, or in bills for 

my support there, all along suggesting that he might one time or other think it proper to come 

over to me. 

That when I was gone, she should then, in cold blood, and after first obliging him in the 

solemnest manner possible to secrecy, discover the case to him, doing it gradually, and as her 

own discretion should guide her, so that he might not be surprised with it, and fly out into any 

passions and excesses on my account, or on hers; and that she should concern herself to prevent 

his slighting the children, or marrying again, unless he had a certain account of my being dead. 

This was my scheme, and my reasons were good; I was really alienated from him in the 

consequences of these things; indeed, I mortally hated him as a husband, and it was impossible to 

remove that riveted aversion I had to him. At the same time, it being an unlawful, incestuous 

living, added to that aversion, and though I had no great concern about it in point of conscience, 

yet everything added to make cohabiting with him the most nauseous thing to me in the world; 

and I think verily it was come to such a height, that I could almost as willingly have embraced a 

dog as have let him offer anything of that kind to me, for which reason I could not bear the 

thoughts of coming between the sheets with him. I cannot say that I was right in point of policy 

in carrying it such a length, while at the same time I did not resolve to discover the thing to him; 

but I am giving an account of what was, not of what ought or ought not to be. 

In their directly opposite opinion to one another my mother and I continued a long time, and it 

was impossible to reconcile our judgments; many disputes we had about it, but we could never 

either of us yield our own, or bring over the other. 

I insisted on my aversion to lying with my own brother, and she insisted upon its being 

impossible to bring him to consent to my going from him to England; and in this uncertainty we 

continued, not differing so as to quarrel, or anything like it, but so as not to be able to resolve 

what we should do to make up that terrible breach that was before us. 

At last I resolved on a desperate course, and told my mother my resolution, viz. that, in short, I 

would tell him of it myself. My mother was frighted to the last degree at the very thoughts of it; 

but I bid her be easy, told her I would do it gradually and softly, and with all the art and good-

humour I was mistress of, and time it also as well as I could, taking him in good-humour too. I 

told her I did not question but, if I could be hypocrite enough to feign more affection to him than 

I really had, I should succeed in all my design, and we might part by consent, and with a good 

agreement, for I might live him well enough for a brother, though I could not for a husband. 

All this while he lay at my mother to find out, if possible, what was the meaning of that 

dreadful expression of mine, as he called it, which I mentioned before: namely, that I was not his 

lawful wife, nor my children his legal children. My mother put him off, told him she could bring 

me to no explanations, but found there was something that disturbed me very much, and she 

hoped she should get it out of me in time, and in the meantime recommended to him earnestly to 

use me more tenderly, and win me with his usual good carriage; told him of his terrifying and 

affrighting me with his threats of sending me to a madhouse, and the like, and advised him not to 

make a woman desperate on any account whatever. 

He promised her to soften his behaviour, and bid her assure me that he loved me as well as 

ever, and that he had no such design as that of sending me to a madhouse, whatever he might say 



in his passion; also he desired my mother to use the same persuasions to me too, that our 

affections might be renewed, and we might lie together in a good understanding as we used to 

do. 

I found the effects of this treaty presently. My husband’s conduct was immediately altered, 

and he was quite another man to me; nothing could be kinder and more obliging than he was to 

me upon all occasions; and I could do no less than make some return to it, which I did as well as 

I could, but it was but in an awkward manner at best, for nothing was more frightful to me than 

his caresses, and the apprehensions of being with child again by him was ready to throw me into 

fits; and this made me see that there was an absolute necessity of breaking the case to him 

without any more delay, which, however, I did with all the caution and reserve imaginable. 

He had continued his altered carriage to me near a month, and we began to live a new kind of 

life with one another; and could I have satisfied myself to have gone on with it, I believe it might 

have continued as long as we had continued alive together. One evening, as we were sitting and 

talking very friendly together under a little awning, which served as an arbour at the entrance 

from our house into the garden, he was in a very pleasant, agreeable humour, and said abundance 

of kind things to me relating to the pleasure of our present good agreement, and the disorders of 

our past breach, and what a satisfaction it was to him that we had room to hope we should never 

have any more of it. 

I fetched a deep sigh, and told him there was nobody in the world could be more delighted 

than I was in the good agreement we had always kept up, or more afflicted with the breach of it, 

and should be so still; but I was sorry to tell him that there was an unhappy circumstance in our 

case, which lay too close to my heart, and which I knew not how to break to him, that rendered 

my part of it very miserable, and took from me all the comfort of the rest. 

He importuned me to tell him what it was. I told him I could not tell how to do it; that while it 

was concealed from him I alone was unhappy, but if he knew it also, we should be both so; and 

that, therefore, to keep him in the dark about it was the kindest thing that I could do, and it was 

on that account alone that I kept a secret from him, the very keeping of which, I thought, would 

first or last be my destruction. 

It is impossible to express his surprise at this relation, and the double importunity which he 

used with me to discover it to him. He told me I could not be called kind to him, nay, I could not 

be faithful to him if I concealed it from him. I told him I thought so too, and yet I could not do it. 

He went back to what I had said before to him, and told me he hoped it did not relate to what I 

had said in my passion, and that he had resolved to forget all that as the effect of a rash, 

provoked spirit. I told him I wished I could forget it all too, but that it was not to be done, the 

impression was too deep, and I could not do it: it was impossible. 

He then told me he was resolved not to differ with me in anything, and that therefore he would 

importune me no more about it, resolving to acquiesce in whatever I did or said; only begged I 

should then agree, that whatever it was, it should no more interrupt our quiet and our mutual 

kindness. 

This was the most provoking thing he could have said to me, for I really wanted his further 

importunities, that I might be prevailed with to bring out that which indeed it was like death to 

me to conceal; so I answered him plainly that I could not say I was glad not to be importuned, 

thought I could not tell how to comply. “But come, my dear,” said I, “what conditions will you 

make with me upon the opening this affair to you?” 



“Any conditions in the world,” said he, “that you can in reason desire of me.” “Well,” said I, 

“come, give it me under your hand, that if you do not find I am in any fault, or that I am 

willingly concerned in the causes of the misfortune that is to follow, you will not blame me, use 

me the worse, do me any injury, or make me be the sufferer for that which is not my fault.” 

“That,” says he, “is the most reasonable demand in the world: not to blame you for that which 

is not your fault. Give me a pen and ink,” says he; so I ran in and fetched a pen, ink, and paper, 

and he wrote the condition down in the very words I had proposed it, and signed it with his 

name. “Well,” says he, “what is next, my dear?” 

“Why,” says I, “the next is, that you will not blame me for not discovering the secret of it to 

you before I knew it.” 

“Very just again,” says he; “with all my heart”; so he wrote down that also, and signed it. 

“Well, my dear,” says I, “then I have but one condition more to make with you, and that is, 

that as there is nobody concerned in it but you and I, you shall not discover it to any person in the 

world, except your own mother; and that in all the measures you shall take upon the discovery, 

as I am equally concerned in it with you, though as innocent as yourself, you shall do nothing in 

a passion, nothing to my prejudice or to your mother’s prejudice, without my knowledge and 

consent.” 

This a little amazed him, and he wrote down the words distinctly, but read them over and over 

before he signed them, hesitating at them several times, and repeating them: “My mother’s 

prejudice! and your prejudice! What mysterious thing can this be?” However, at last he signed it. 

“Well, says I, “my dear, I’ll ask you no more under your hand; but as you are to hear the most 

unexpected and surprising thing that perhaps ever befell any family in the world, I beg you to 

promise me you will receive it with composure and a presence of mind suitable to a man of 

sense.” 

“I’ll do my utmost,” says he, “upon condition you will keep me no longer in suspense, for you 

terrify me with all these preliminaries.” 

“Well, then,” says I, “it is this: as I told you before in a heat, that I was not your lawful wife, 

and that our children were not legal children, so I must let you know now in calmness and in 

kindness, but with affliction enough, that I am your own sister, and you my own brother, and that 

we are both the children of our mother now alive, and in the house, who is convinced of the truth 

of it, in a manner not to be denied or contradicted.” 

I saw him turn pale and look wild; and I said, “Now remember your promise, and receive it 

with presence of mind; for who could have said more to prepare you for it than I have done?” 

However, I called a servant, and got him a little glass of rum (which is the usual dram of that 

country), for he was just fainting away. When he was a little recovered, I said to him, “This 

story, you may be sure, requires a long explanation, and therefore, have patience and compose 

your mind to hear it out, and I’ll make it as short as I can”; and with this, I told him what I 

thought was needful of the fact, and particularly how my mother came to discover it to me, as 

above. “And now, my dear,” says I, “you will see reason for my capitulations, and that I neither 

have been the cause of this matter, nor could be so, and that I could know nothing of it before 

now.” 

“I am fully satisfied of that,” says he, “but ’tis a dreadful surprise to me; however, I know a 

remedy for it all, and a remedy that shall put an end to your difficulties, without your going to 

England.” “That would be strange,” said I, “as all the rest.” “No, no,” says he, “I’ll make it easy; 



there’s nobody in the way of it but myself.” He looked a little disordered when he said this, but I 

did not apprehend anything from it at that time, believing, as it used to be said, that they who do 

those things never talk of them, or that they who talk of such things never do them. 

But things were not come to their height with him, and I observed he became pensive and 

melancholy; and in a word, as I thought, a little distempered in his head. I endeavoured to talk 

him into temper, and to reason him into a kind of scheme for our government in the affair, and 

sometimes he would be well, and talk with some courage about it; but the weight of it lay too 

heavy upon his thoughts, and, in short, it went so far that he made attempts upon himself, and in 

one of them had actually strangled himself and had not his mother come into the room in the 

very moment, he had died; but with the help of a Negro servant she cut him down and recovered 

him. 

Things were now come to a lamentable height in the family. My pity for him now began to 

revive that affection which at first I really had for him, and I endeavoured sincerely, by all the 

kind carriage I could, to make up the breach; but, in short, it had gotten too great a head, it 

preyed upon his spirits, and it threw him into a long, lingering consumption, though it happened 

not to be mortal. In this distress I did not know what to do, as his life was apparently declining, 

and I might perhaps have married again there, very much to my advantage; it had been certainly 

my business to have stayed in the country, but my mind was restless too, and uneasy; I hankered 

after coming to England, and nothing would satisfy me without it. 

In short, by an unwearied importunity, my husband, who was apparently decaying, as I 

observed, was at last prevailed with; and so my own fate pushing me on, the way was made clear 

for me, and my mother concurring, I obtained a very good cargo for my coming to England. 

When I parted with my brother (for such I am now to call him), we agreed that after I arrived 

he should pretend to have an account that I was dead in England, and so might marry again when 

he would. He promised, and engaged to me to correspond with me as a sister, and to assist and 

support me as long as I lived; and that if he died before me, he would leave sufficient to his 

mother to take care of me still, in the name of a sister, and he was in some respects careful of me, 

when he heard of me; but it was so oddly managed that I felt the disappointments very sensibly 

afterwards, as you shall hear in its time. 

I came away for England in the month of August, after I had been eight years in that country; 

and now a new scene of misfortunes attended me, which perhaps few women have gone through 

the life of. 

We had an indifferent good voyage till we came just upon the coast of England, and where we 

arrived in two-and-thirty days, but were then ruffled with two or three storms, one of which 

drove us away to the coast of Ireland, and we put in at Kinsdale. We remained there about 

thirteen days, got some refreshment on shore, and put to sea again, though we met with very bad 

weather again, in which the ship sprung her mainmast, as they called it, for I knew not what they 

meant. But we got at last into Milford Haven, in Wales, where, though it was remote from our 

port, yet having my foot safe upon the firm ground of my native country, the isle of Britain, I 

resolved to venture it no more upon the waters, which had been so terrible to me; so getting my 

clothes and money on shore, with my bills of loading and other papers, I resolved to come for 

London, and leave the ship to get to her port as she could; the port whither she was bound was to 

Bristol, where my brother’s chief correspondent lived. 

I got to London in about three weeks, where I heard a little while after that the ship was 

arrived in Bristol, but at the same time had the misfortune to know that by the violent weather 



she had been in, and the breaking of her mainmast, she had great damage on board, and that a 

great part of her cargo was spoiled. 

I had now a new scene of life upon my hands, and a dreadful appearance it had. I was come 

away with a kind of final farewell. What I brought with me was indeed considerable, had it come 

safe, and by the help of it, I might have married again tolerably well; but as it was, I was reduced 

to between two or three hundred pounds in the whole, and this without any hope of recruit. I was 

entirely without friends, nay, even so much as without acquaintance, for I found it was absolutely 

necessary not to revive former acquaintances; and as for my subtle friend that set me up formerly 

for a fortune, she was dead, and her husband also; as I was informed, upon sending a person 

unknown to inquire. 

The looking after my cargo of goods soon after obliged me to take a journey to Bristol, and 

during my attendance upon that affair I took the diversion of going to the Bath, for as I was still 

far from being old, so my humour, which was always gay, continued so to an extreme; and being 

now, as it were, a woman of fortune though I was a woman without a fortune, I expected 

something or other might happen in my way that might mend my circumstances, as had been my 

case before. 

The Bath is a place of gallantry enough; expensive, and full of snares. I went thither, indeed, 

in the view of taking anything that might offer, but I must do myself justice, as to protest I knew 

nothing amiss; I meant nothing but in an honest way, nor had I any thoughts about me at first that 

looked the way which afterwards I suffered them to be guided. 

Here I stayed the whole latter season, as it is called there, and contracted some unhappy 

acquaintances, which rather prompted the follies I fell afterwards into than fortified me against 

them. I lived pleasantly enough, kept good company, that is to say, gay, fine company; but had 

the discouragement to find this way of living sunk me exceedingly, and that as I had no settled 

income, so spending upon the main stock was but a certain kind of bleeding to death; and this 

gave me many sad reflections in the interval of my other thoughts. However, I shook them off, 

and still flattered myself that something or other might offer for my advantage. 

But I was in the wrong place for it. I was not now at Redriff, where, if I had set myself 

tolerably up, some honest sea captain or other might have talked with me upon the honourable 

terms of matrimony; but I was at the Bath, where men find a mistress sometimes, but very rarely 

look for a wife; and consequently all the particular acquaintances a woman can expect to make 

there must have some tendency that way. 

I had spent the first season well enough; for though I had contracted some acquaintance with a 

gentleman who came to the Bath for his diversion, yet I had entered into no felonious treaty, as it 

might be called. I had resisted some casual offers of gallantry, and had managed that way well 

enough. I was not wicked enough to come into the crime for the mere vice of it, and I had no 

extraordinary offers made me that tempted me with the main thing which I wanted. 

However, I went this length the first season, viz. I contracted an acquaintance with a woman in 

whose house I lodged, who, though she did not keep an ill house, as we call it, yet had none of 

the best principles in herself. I had on all occasions behaved myself so well as not to get the least 

slur upon my reputation on any account whatever, and all the men that I had conversed with were 

of so good reputation that I had not given the least reflection by conversing with them; nor did 

any of them seem to think there was room for a wicked correspondence, if they had any of them 

offered it; yet there was one gentleman, as above, who always singled me out for the diversion of 



my company, as he called it, which, as he was pleased to say, was very agreeable to him, but at 

that time there was no more in it. 

I had many melancholy hours at the Bath after the company was gone; for though I went to 

Bristol sometime for the disposing my effects, and for recruits of money, yet I chose to come 

back to Bath for my residence, because being on good terms with the woman in whose house I 

lodged in the summer, I found that during the winter I lived rather cheaper there than I could do 

anywhere else. Here, I say, I passed the winter as heavily as I had passed the autumn cheerfully; 

but having contracted a nearer intimacy with the said woman in whose house I lodged, I could 

not avoid communicating to her something of what lay hardest upon my mind and particularly 

the narrowness of my circumstances, and the loss of my fortune by the damage of my goods at 

sea. I told her also, that I had a mother and a brother in Virginia in good circumstances; and as I 

had really written back to my mother in particular to represent my condition, and the great loss I 

had received, which indeed came to almost £500, so I did not fail to let my new friend know that 

I expected a supply from thence, and so indeed I did; and as the ships went from Bristol to York 

River, in Virginia, and back again generally in less time from London, and that my brother 

corresponded chiefly at Bristol, I thought it was much better for me to wait here for my returns 

than to go to London, where also I had not the least acquaintance. 

My new friend appeared sensibly affected with my condition, and indeed was so very kind as 

to reduce the rate of my living with her to so low a price during the winter, that she convinced 

me she got nothing by me; and as for lodging, during the winter I paid nothing at all. 

When the spring season came on, she continued to be as kind to me as she could, and I lodged 

with her for a time, till it was found necessary to do otherwise. She had some persons of 

character that frequently lodged in her house, and in particular the gentleman who, as I said, 

singled me out for his companion the winter before; and he came down again with another 

gentleman in his company and two servants, and lodged in the same house. I suspected that my 

landlady had invited him thither, letting him know that I was still with her; but she denied it, and 

protested to me that she did not, and he said the same. 

In a word, this gentleman came down and continued to single me out for his peculiar 

confidence as well as conversation. He was a complete gentleman, that must be confessed, and 

his company was very agreeable to me, as mine, if I might believe him, was to him. He made no 

professions to me but of an extraordinary respect, and he had such an opinion of my virtue, that, 

as he often professed, he believed if he should offer anything else, I should reject him with 

contempt. He soon understood from me that I was a widow; that I had arrived at Bristol from 

Virginia by the last ships; and that I waited at Bath till the next Virginia fleet should arrive, by 

which I expected considerable effects. I understood by him, and by others of him, that he had a 

wife, but that the lady was distempered in her head, and was under the conduct of her own 

relations, which he consented to, to avoid any reflections that might (as was not unusual in such 

cases) be cast on him for mismanaging her cure; and in the meantime he came to the Bath to 

divert his thoughts from the disturbance of such a melancholy circumstance as that was. 

My landlady, who of her own accord encouraged the correspondence on all occasions, gave 

me an advantageous character of him, as a man of honour and of virtue, as well as of great estate. 

And indeed I had a great deal of reason to say so of him too; for though we lodged both on a 

floor, and he had frequently come into my chamber, even when I was in bed, and I also into his 

when he was in bed, yet he never offered anything to me further than a kiss, or so much as 

solicited me to anything till long after, as you shall hear. 



I frequently took notice to my landlady of his exceeding modesty, and she again used to tell 

me, she believed it was so from the beginning; however, she used to tell me that she thought I 

ought to expect some gratification from him for my company, for indeed he did, as it were, 

engross me, and I was seldom from him. I told her I had not given him the least occasion to think 

I wanted it, or that I would accept of it from him. She told me she would take that part upon her, 

and she did so, and managed it so dexterously, that the first time we were together alone, after 

she had talked with him, he began to inquire a little into my circumstances, as how I had 

subsisted myself since I came on shore, and whether I did not want money. I stood off very 

boldly. I told him that though my cargo of tobacco was damaged, yet that it was not quite lost; 

that the merchant I had been consigned to had so honestly managed for me that I had not wanted, 

and that I hoped, with frugal management, I should make it hold out till more would come, 

which I expected by the next fleet; that in the meantime I had retrenched my expenses, and 

whereas I kept a maid last season, now I lived without; and whereas I had a chamber and a 

dining-room then on the first floor, as he knew, I now had but one room, two pair of stairs, and 

the like. “But I live,” said I, “as well satisfied now as I did then”; adding, that his company had 

been a means to make me live much more cheerfully than otherwise I should have done, for 

which I was much obliged to him; and so I put off all room for any offer for the present. 

However, it was not long before he attacked me again, and told me he found that I was backward 

to trust him with the secret of my circumstances, which he was sorry for; assuring me that he 

inquired into it with no design to satisfy his own curiosity, but merely to assist me, if there was 

any occasion; but since I would not own myself to stand in need of any assistance, he had but 

one thing more to desire of me, and that was, that I would promise him that when I was any way 

straitened, or like to be so, I would frankly tell him of it, and that I would make use of him with 

the same freedom that he made the offer; adding, that I should always find I had a true friend, 

though perhaps I was afraid to trust him. 

I omitted nothing that was fit to be said by one infinitely obliged, to let him know that I had a 

due sense of his kindness; and indeed from that time I did not appear so much reserved to him as 

I had done before, though still within the bounds of the strictest virtue on both sides; but how 

free soever our conversation was, I could not arrive to that sort of freedom which he desired, viz. 

to tell him I wanted money, though I was secretly very glad of his offer. 

Some weeks passed after this, and still I never asked him for money; when my landlady, a 

cunning creature, who had often pressed me to it, but found that I could not do it, makes a story 

of her own inventing, and comes in bluntly to me when we were together. “Oh, widow!” says 

she, “I have bad news to tell you this morning.” “What is that?” said I; “are the Virginia ships 

taken by the French?”—for that was my fear. “No, no,” says she, “but the man you sent to 

Bristol yesterday for money is come back, and says he has brought none.” 

Now I could by no means like her project; I thought it looked too much like prompting him, 

which indeed he did not want, and I clearly saw that I should lose nothing by being backward to 

ask, so I took her up short. “I can’t image why he should say so to you,” said I, “for I assure you 

he brought me all the money I sent him for, and here it is,” said I (pulling out my purse with 

about twelve guineas in it); and added, “I intend you shall have most of it by and by.” 

He seemed distasted a little at her talking as she did at first, as well as I, taking it, as I fancied 

he would, as something forward of her; but when he saw me give such an answer, he came 

immediately to himself again. The next morning we talked of it again, when I found he was fully 

satisfied, and, smiling, said he hoped I would not want money and not tell him of it, and that I 

had promised him otherwise. I told him I had been very much dissatisfied at my landlady’s 



talking so publicly the day before of what she had nothing to do with; but I supposed she wanted 

what I owed her, which was about eight guineas, which I had resolved to give her, and had 

accordingly given it her the same night she talked so foolishly. 

He was in a might good humour when he heard me say I had paid her, and it went off into 

some other discourse at that time. But the next morning, he having heard me up about my room 

before him, he called to me, and I answering, he asked me to come into his chamber. He was in 

bed when I came in, and he made me come and sit down on his bedside, for he said he had 

something to say to me which was of some moment. After some very kind expressions, he asked 

me if I would be very honest to him, and give a sincere answer to one thing he would desire of 

me. After some little cavil at the word “sincere,” and asking him if I had ever given him any 

answers which were not sincere, I promised him I would. Why, then, his request was, he said, to 

let him see my purse. I immediately put my hand into my pocket, and, laughing to him, pulled it 

out, and there was in it three guineas and a half. Then he asked me if there was all the money I 

had. I told him No, laughing again, not by a great deal. 

Well, then, he said, he would have me promise to go and fetch him all the money I had, every 

farthing. I told him I would, and I went into my chamber and fetched him a little private drawer, 

where I had about six guineas more, and some silver, and threw it all down upon the bed, and 

told him there was all my wealth, honestly to a shilling. He looked a little at it, but did not tell it, 

and huddled it all into the drawer again, and then reaching his pocket, pulled out a key, and bade 

me open a little walnut-tree box he had upon the table, and bring him such a drawer, which I did. 

In which drawer there was a great deal of money in gold, I believe near two hundred guineas, but 

I knew not how much. He took the drawer, and taking my hand, made me put it in and take a 

whole handful. I was backward at that, but he held my hand hard in his hand, and put it into the 

drawer, and made me take out as many guineas almost as I could well take up at once. 

When I had done so, he made me put them into my lap, and took my little drawer, and poured 

out all my money among his, and bade me get me gone, and carry it all home into my own 

chamber. 

I relate this story the more particularly because of the good-humour there was in it, and to 

show the temper with which we conversed. It was not long after this but he began every day to 

find fault with my clothes, with my laces and headdresses, and, in a word, pressed me to buy 

better; which, by the way, I was willing enough to do, though I did not seem to be so, for I loved 

nothing in the world better than fine clothes. I told him I must housewife the money he had lent 

me, or else I should not be able to pay him again. He then told me, in a few words, that as he had 

a sincere respect for me, and knew my circumstances, he had not lent me that money, but given it 

me, and that he thought I had merited it from him by giving him my company so entirely as I had 

done. After this he made me take a maid, and keep house, and his friend that come with him to 

Bath being gone, he obliged me to diet him, which I did very willingly, believing, as it appeared, 

that I should lose nothing by it, nor did the woman of the house fail to find her account in it too. 

We had lived thus near three months, when the company beginning to wear away at the Bath, 

he talked of going away, and fain he would have me to go to London with him. I was not very 

easy in that proposal, not knowing what posture I was to live in there, or how he might use me. 

But while this was in debate he fell very sick; he had gone out to a place in Somersetshire, called 

Shepton, where he had some business and was there taken very ill, and so ill that he could not 

travel; so he sent his man back to Bath, to beg me that I would hire a coach and come over to 

him. Before he went, he had left all his money and other things of value with me, and what to do 



with them I did not know, but I secured them as well as I could, and locked up the lodgings and 

went to him, where I found him very ill indeed; however, I persuaded him to be carried in a litter 

to the Bath, where there was more help and better advice to be had. 

He consented, and I brought him to the Bath, which was about fifteen miles, as I remember. 

Here he continued very ill of a fever, and kept his bed five weeks, all which time I nursed him 

and tended him myself, as much and as carefully as if I had been his wife; indeed, if I had been 

his wife I could not have done more. I sat up with him so much and so often, that at last, indeed, 

he would not let me sit up any longer, and then I got a pallet-bed into his room, and lay in it just 

at his bed’s feet. 

I was indeed sensibly affected with his condition, and with the apprehension of losing such a 

friend as he was, and was like to be to me, and I used to sit and cry by him many hours together. 

However, at last he grew better, and gave hopes that he would recover, as indeed he did, though 

very slowly. 

Were it otherwise than what I am going to say, I should not be backward to disclose it, as it is 

apparent I have done in other cases in this account; but I affirm, that through all this 

conversation, abating the freedom of coming into the chamber when I or he was in bed, and 

abating the necessary offices of attending him night and day when he was sick, there had not 

passed the least immodest word or action between us. Oh that it had been so to the last! 

After some time he gathered strength and grew well apace, and I would have removed my 

pallet-bed, but he would not let me, till he was able to venture himself without anybody to sit up 

with him, and then I removed to my own chamber. 

He took many occasions to express his sense of my tenderness and concern for him; and when 

he grew quite well, he made me a present of fifty guineas for my care and, as he called it, for 

hazarding my life to save his. 

And now he made deep protestations of a sincere inviolable affection for me, but all along 

attested it to be with the utmost reserve for my virtue and his own. I told him I was fully satisfied 

of it. He carried it that length that he protested to me, that if he was naked in bed with me, he 

would as sacredly preserve my virtue as he would defend it if I was assaulted by a ravisher. I 

believed him, and told him I did so; but this did not satisfy him, he would, he said, wait for some 

opportunity to give me an undoubted testimony of it. 

It was a great while after this that I had occasion, on my own business, to go to Bristol, upon 

which he hired me a coach, and would go with me, and did so; and now indeed our intimacy 

increased. From Bristol he carried me to Gloucester, which was merely a journey of pleasure, to 

take the air; and here it was our hap to have no lodging in the inn but in one large chamber with 

two beds in it. The master of the house going up with us to show his rooms, and coming into that 

room, said very frankly to him, “Sir, it is none of my business to inquire whether the lady be 

your spouse or no, but if not, you may lie as honestly in these two beds as if you were in two 

chambers,” and with that he pulls a great curtain which drew quite across the room and 

effectually divided the beds. “Well,” says my friend, very readily, “these beds will do, and as for 

the rest, we are too near akin to lie together, though we may lodge near one another”; and this 

put an honest face on the thing too. When we came to go to bed, he decently went out of the 

room till I was in bed, and then went to bed in the bed on his own side of the room, but lay there 

talking to me a great while. 



At last, repeating his usual saying, that he could lie naked in the bed with me and not offer me 

the least injury, he starts out of his bed. “And now, my dear,” says he, “you shall see how just I 

will be to you, and that I can keep my word,” and away he comes to my bed. 

I resisted a little, but I must confess I should not have resisted him much if he had not made 

those promises at all; so after a little struggle, as I said, I lay still and let him come to bed. When 

he was there he took me in his arms, and so I lay all night with him, but he had no more to do 

with me, or offered anything to me, other than embracing me, as I say, in his arms, no, not the 

whole night, but rose up and dressed him in the morning, and left me as innocent for him as I 

was the day I was born. 

This was a surprising thing to me, and perhaps may be so to others, who know how the laws of 

nature work; for he was a strong, vigorous, brisk person; nor did he act thus on a principle of 

religion at all, but of mere affection; insisting on it, that though I was to him the most agreeable 

woman in the world, yet, because he loved me, he could not injure me. 

I own it was a noble principle, but as it was what I never understood before, so it was to me 

perfectly amazing. We traveled the rest of the journey as we did before, and came back to the 

Bath, where, as he had opportunity to come to me when he would, he often repeated the 

moderation, and I frequently lay with him, and he with me, and although all the familiarities 

between man and wife were common to us, yet he never once offered to go any farther, and he 

valued himself much upon it. I do not say that I was so wholly pleased with it as he thought I 

was, for I own much wickeder than he, as you shall hear presently. 

We lived thus near two years, only with this exception, that he went three times to London in 

that time, and once he continued there four months; but, to do him justice, he always supplied me 

with money to subsist me very handsomely. 

Had we continued thus, I confess we had had much to boast of; but as wise men say, it is ill 

venturing too near the brink of a command, so we found it; and here again I must do him the 

justice to own that the first breach was not on his part. It was one night that we were in bed 

together warm and merry, and having drunk, I think, a little more wine that night, both of us, 

than usual, although not in the least to disorder either of us, when, after some other follies which 

I cannot name, and being clasped close in his arms, I told him (I repeat it with shame and horror 

of soul) that I could find in my heart to discharge him of his engagement for one night and no 

more. 

He took me at my word immediately, and after that there was no resisting him; neither indeed 

had I any mind to resist him any more, let what would come of it. 

Thus the government of our virtue was broken, and I exchanged the place of friend for that 

unmusical, harsh-sounding title of whore. In the morning we were both at our penitentials; I 

cried very heartily, he expressed himself very sorry; but that was all either of us could do at that 

time, and the way being thus cleared, and the bars of virtue and conscience thus removed, we had 

the less difficult afterwards to struggle with. 

It was but a dull kind of conversation that we had together for all the rest of that week; I 

looked on him with blushes, and every now and then started that melancholy objection, “What if 

I should be with child now? What will become of me then?” He encouraged me by telling me, 

that as long as I was true to him, he would be so to me; and since it was gone such a length 

(which indeed he never intended), yet if I was with child, he would take care of that, and of me 

too. This hardened us both. I assured him if I was with child, I would die for want of a midwife 

rather than name him as the father of it; and he assured me I should never want if I should be 



with child. These mutual assurances hardened us in the thing, and after this we repeated the 

crime as often as we pleased, till at length, as I had feared, so it came to pass, and I was indeed 

with child. 

After I was sure it was so, and I had satisfied him of it too, we began to think of taking 

measures for the managing it, and I proposed trusting the secret to my landlady, and asking her 

advice, which he agreed to. My landlady, a woman (as I found) used to such things, made light 

of it; she said she knew it would come to that at last, and made us very merry about it. As I said 

above, we found her an experienced old lady at such work; she undertook everything, engaged to 

procure a midwife and a nurse, to satisfy all inquiries, and bring us off with reputation, and she 

did so very dexterously indeed. 

When I grew near my time she desired my gentleman to go away to London, or make as if he 

did so. When he was gone, she acquainted the parish officers that there was a lady ready to lie in 

at her house, but that she knew her husband very well, and gave them, as she pretended, an 

account of his name, which she called Sir Walter Cleve; telling them he was a very worthy 

gentleman, and that she would answer for all inquiries, and the like. This satisfied the parish 

officers presently, and I lay in with as much credit as I could have done if I had really been my 

Lady Cleve, and was assisted in my travail by three or four of the best citizens’ wives of Bath 

who lived in the neighbourhood, which, however, made me a little the more expensive to him. I 

often expressed my concern to him about it, but he bid me not be concerned at it. 

As he had furnished me very sufficiently with money for the extraordinary expenses of my 

lying in, I had everything very handsome about me, but did not affect to be gay or extravagant 

neither; besides, knowing my own circumstances, and knowing the world as I had done, and that 

such kind of things do not often last long, I took care to lay up as much money as I could for a 

wet day, as I called it; making him believe it was all spent upon the extraordinary appearance of 

things in my lying in. 

By this means, and including what he had given me as above, I had at the end of my lying in 

about two hundred guineas by me, including also what was left of my own. 

I was brought to bed of a fine boy indeed, and a charming child it was; and when he heard of it 

he wrote me a very kind, obliging letter about it, and then told me, he thought it would look 

better for me to come away for London as soon as I was up and well; that he had provided 

apartments for me at Hammersmith, as if I came thither only from London; and that after a little 

while I should go back to the Bath, and he would go with me. 

I liked this offer very well, and accordingly hired a coach on purpose, and taking my child, 

and a wet-nurse to tend and suckle it, and a maid-servant with me, away I went for London. 

He met me at Reading in his own chariot, and taking me into that, left the servant and the child 

in the hired coach, and so he brought me to my new lodgings at Hammersmith; with which I had 

abundance of reason to be very well pleased, for they were very handsome rooms, and I was very 

well accommodated. 

And now I was indeed in the height of what I might call my prosperity, and I wanted nothing 

but to be a wife, which, however, could not be in this case, there was no room for it; and 

therefore on all occasions I studied to save what I could, as I have said above, against a time of 

scarcity, knowing well enough that such things as these do not always continue; that men that 

keep mistresses often change them, grow weary of them, or jealous of them, or something or 

other happens to make them withdraw their bounty; and sometimes the ladies that are thus well 



used are not careful by a prudent conduct to preserve the esteem of their persons, or the nice 

article of their fidelity, and then they are justly cast off with contempt. 

But I was secured in this point, for as I had no inclination to change, so I had no manner of 

acquaintance in the whole house, and so no temptation to look any farther. I kept no company 

but in the family when I lodged, and with the clergyman’s lady at next door; so that when he was 

absent I visited nobody, nor did he ever find me out of my chamber or parlour whenever he came 

down; if I went anywhere to take the air, it was always with him. 

The living in this manner with him, and his with me, was certainly the most undesigned thing 

in the world; he often protested to me, that when he became first acquainted with me, and even to 

the very night when we first broke in upon our rules, he never had the least design of lying with 

me; that he always had a sincere affection for me, but not the least real inclination to do what he 

had done. I assured him I never suspected him; that if I had I should not so easily have yielded to 

the freedom which brought it on, but that it was all a surprise, and was owing to the accident of 

our having yielded too far to our mutual inclinations that night; and indeed I have often observed 

since, and leave it as a caution to the readers of this story, that we ought to be cautious of 

gratifying our inclinations in loose and lewd freedoms, lest we find our resolutions of virtue fail 

us in the junction when their assistance should be most necessary. 

It is true, and I have confessed it before, that from the first hour I began to converse with him, 

I resolved to let him lie with me, if he offered it; but it was because I wanted his help and 

assistance, and I knew no other way of securing him than that. But when we were that night 

together, and, as I have said, had gone such a length, I found my weakness; the inclination was 

not to be resisted, but I was obliged to yield up all even before he asked it. 

However, he was so just to me that he never upbraided me with that; nor did he ever express 

the least dislike of my conduct on any other occasion, but always protested he was as much 

delighted with my company as he was the first hour we came together: I mean, came together as 

bedfellows. 

It is true that he had no wife, that is to say, she was as no wife to him, and so I was in no 

danger that way, but the just reflections of conscience oftentimes snatch a man, especially a man 

of sense, from the arms of a mistress, as it did him at last, though on another occasion. 

On the other hand, though I was not without secret reproaches of my own conscience for the 

life I led, and that even in the greatest height of the satisfaction I ever took, yet I had the terrible 

prospect of poverty and starving, which lay on me as a frightful spectre, so that there was no 

looking behind me. But as poverty brought me into it, so fear of poverty kept me in it, and I 

frequently resolved to leave it quite off, if I could but come to lay up money enough to maintain 

me. But these were thoughts of no weight, and whenever he came to me they vanished; for his 

company was so delightful, that there was no being melancholy when he was there; the 

reflections were all the subject of those hours when I was alone. 

I lived six years in this happy but unhappy condition, in which time I brought him three 

children, but only the first of them lived; and though I removed twice in those six years, yet I 

came back the sixth year to my first lodgings at Hammersmith. Here it was that I was one 

morning surprised with a kind but melancholy letter from my gentleman, intimating that he was 

very ill, and was afraid he should have another fit of sickness, but that his wife’s relations being 

in the house with him, it would not be practicable to have me with him, which, however, he 

expressed his great dissatisfaction in, and that he wished I could be allowed to tend and nurse 

him as I did before. 



I was very much concerned at this account, and was very impatient to know how it was with 

him. I waited a fortnight or thereabouts, and heard nothing, which surprised me, and I began to 

be very uneasy indeed. I think, I may say, that for the next fortnight I was near to distracted. It 

was my particular difficulty that I did not know directly where he was; for I understood at first he 

was in the lodgings of his wife’s mother; but having removed myself to London, I soon found, 

by the help of the direction I had for writing my letters to him, how to inquire after him, and 

there I found that he was at a house in Bloomsbury, whither he had, a little before he fell sick, 

removed his whole family; and that his wife and wife’s mother were in the same house, though 

the wife was not suffered to know that she was in the same house with her husband. 

Here I also soon understood that he was at the last extremity, which made me almost at the last 

extremity too, to have a true account. One night I had the curiosity to disguise myself like a 

servant-maid, in a round cap and straw hat, and went to the door, as sent by a lady of his 

neighbourhood, where he lived before, and giving master and mistress’s service, I said I was sent 

to know how Mr. —— did, and how he had rested that night. In delivering this message I got the 

opportunity I desired; for, speaking with one of the maids, I held a long gossip’s tale with her, 

and had all the particulars of his illness, which I found was a pleurisy, attended with a cough and 

a fever. She told me also who was in the house, and how his wife was, who, by her relation, they 

were in some hopes might recover her understanding; but as to the gentleman himself, in short 

she told me the doctors said there was very little hopes of him, that in the morning they thought 

he had been dying, and that he was but little better then, for they did not expect that he could live 

over the next night. 

This was heavy news for me, and I began now to see an end of my prosperity, and to see also 

that it was very well I had played to good housewife, and secured or saved something while he 

was alive, for that now I had no view of my own living before me. 

It lay very heavy upon my mind, too, that I had a son, a fine lovely boy, about five years old, 

and no provision made for it, at least that I knew of. With these considerations, and a sad heart, I 

went home that evening, and began to cast with myself how I should live, and in what manner to 

bestow myself, for the residue of my life. 

You may be sure I could not rest without inquiring again very quickly what was become of 

him; and not venturing to go myself, I sent several sham messengers, till after a fortnight’s 

waiting longer, I found that there was hopes of his life, though he was still very ill; then I abated 

my sending any more to the house, and in some time after I learned in the neighbourhood that he 

was about house, and then that he was abroad again. 

I made no doubt then but that I should soon hear of him, and began to comfort myself with my 

circumstances being, as I thought, recovered. I waited a week, and two weeks, and with much 

surprise and amazement I waited near two months and heard nothing, but that, being recovered, 

he was gone into the country for the air, and for the better recovery after his distemper. After this 

it was yet two months more, and then I understood he was come to his city house again, but still I 

heard nothing from him. 

I had written several letters for him, and directed them as usual, and found two or three of 

them had been called for, but not the rest. I wrote again in a more pressing manner than ever, and 

in one of them let him know, that I must be forced to wait on him myself, representing my 

circumstances, the rent of lodgings to pay, and the provision for the child wanting, and my own 

deplorable condition, destitute of subsistence for his most solemn engagement to take care of and 

provide for me. I took a copy of this letter, and finding it lay at the house near a month and was 



not called for, I found means to have the copy of it put into his own hands at a coffee-house, 

where I had by inquiry found he used to go. 

This letter forced an answer from him, by which, though I found I was to be abandoned, yet I 

found he had sent a letter to me some time before, desiring me to go down to the Bath again. Its 

contents I shall come to presently. 

It is true that sick-beds are the time when such correspondences as this are looked on with 

different countenances, and seen with other eyes than we saw them with, or than they appeared 

with before. My lover had been at the gates of death, and at the very brink of eternity; and, it 

seems, had been struck with a due remorse, and with sad reflections upon his past life of 

gallantry and levity; and among the rest, criminal correspondence with me, which was neither 

more nor less than a long-continued life of adultery, and represented itself as it really was, not as 

it had been formerly thought by him to be, and he looked upon it now with a just and religious 

abhorrence. 

I cannot but observe also, and leave it for the direction of my sex in such cases of pleasure, 

that whenever sincere repentance succeeds such a crime as this, there never fails to attend a 

hatred of the object; and the more the affection might seem to be before, the hatred will be the 

more in proportion. It will always be so, indeed it can be no otherwise; for there cannot be a true 

and sincere abhorrence of the offence, and the love to the cause of it remain; there will, with an 

abhorrence of the sin, be found a detestation of the fellow-sinner; you can expect no other. 

I found it so here, though good manners and justice in this gentleman kept him from carrying 

it on to any extreme but the short history of his part in this affair was thus: he perceived by my 

last letter, and by all the rest, which he went for after, that I was not gone to Bath, that his first 

letter had not come to my hand; upon which he write me this following:— 

“MADAM,—I am surprised that my letter, dated the 8th of 

last month, did not come to your hand; I give you my word it 

was delivered at your lodgings, and to the hands of your 

maid. 

    ’I need not acquaint you with what has been my condition 

for some time past; and how, having been at the edge of the 

grave, I am, by the unexpected and undeserved mercy of 

Heaven, restored again. In the condition I have been in, it 

cannot be strange to you that our unhappy correspondence 

had not been the least of the burthens which lay upon my 

conscience. I need say no more; those things that must be 

repented of, must be also reformed. 

    I wish you would think of going back to the Bath. I 

enclose you here a bill for £50 for clearing yourself at your 

lodgings, and carrying you down, and hope it will be no 

surprise to you to add, that on this account only, and not for 

any offence given me on your side, I can see you no more. I 

will take due care of the child; leave him where he is, or take 

him with you, as you please. I wish you the like reflections, 

and that they may be to your advantage.—I am,” etc. 



I was struck with this letter as with a thousand wounds, such as I cannot describe; the 

reproaches of my own conscience were such as I cannot express, for I was not blind to my own 

crime; and I reflected that I might with less offence have continued with my brother, and lived 

with him as a wife, since there was no crime in our marriage on that score, neither of us knowing 

it. 

But I never once reflected that I was all this while a married woman, a wife to Mr. —— the 

linen-draper, who, though he had left me by the necessity of his circumstances, had no power to 

discharge me from the marriage contract which was between us, or to give me a legal liberty to 

marry again; so that I had been no less than a whore and an adulteress all this while. I then 

reproached myself with the liberties I had taken, and how I had been a snare to this gentleman, 

and that indeed I was principal in the crime; that now he was mercifully snatched out of the gulf 

by a convincing work upon his mind, but that I was left as if I was forsaken of God’s grace, and 

abandoned by Heaven to a continuing in my wickedness. 

Under these reflections I continued very pensive and sad for near month, and did not go down 

to the Bath, having no inclination to be with the woman whom I was with before; lest, as I 

thought, she should prompt me to some wicked course of life again, as she had done; and 

besides, I was very loth she should know I was cast off as above. 

And now I was greatly perplexed about my little boy. It was death to me to part with the child, 

and yet when I considered the danger of being one time or other left with him to keep without a 

maintenance to support him, I then resolved to leave him where he was; but then I concluded 

also to be near him myself too, that I then might have the satisfaction of seeing him, without the 

care of providing for him. 

I sent my gentleman a short letter, therefore, that I had obeyed his orders in all things but that 

of going back to the Bath, which I could not think of for many reasons; that however parting 

from him was a wound to me that I could never recover, yet that I was fully satisfied his 

reflections were just, and would be very far from desiring to obstruct his reformation or 

repentance. 

Then I represented my own circumstances to him in the most moving terms that I was able. I 

told him that those unhappy distresses which first moved him to a generous and an honest 

friendship for me, would, I hope, move him to a little concern for me now, though the criminal 

part of our correspondence, which I believed neither of us intended to fall into at the time, was 

broken off; that I desired to repent as sincerely as he had done, but entreated him to put me in 

some condition that I might not be exposed to the temptations which the devil never fails to 

excite us to from the frightful prospect of poverty and distress; and if he had the least 

apprehensions of my being troublesome to him, I begged he would put me in a posture to go 

back to my mother in Virginia, from when he knew I came, and that would put an end to all his 

fears on that account. I concluded, that if he would send me £50 more to facilitate my going 

away, I would send him back a general release, and would promise never to disturb him more 

with any importunities; unless it was to hear of the well-doing of the child, whom, if I found my 

mother living and my circumstances able, I would send for to come over to me, and take him 

also effectually off his hands. 

This was indeed all a cheat thus far, viz. that I had no intention to go to Virginia, as the 

account of my former affairs there may convince anybody of; but the business was to get this last 

£50 of him, if possible, knowing well enough it would be the last penny I was ever to expect. 



However, the argument I used, namely, of giving him a general release, and never troubling 

him any more, prevailed effectually with him, and he sent me a bill for the money by a person 

who brought with him a general release for me to sign, and which I frankly signed, and received 

the money; and thus, though full sore against my will, a final end was put to this affair. 

And here I cannot but reflect upon the unhappy consequence of too great freedoms between 

persons stated as we were, upon the pretence of innocent intentions, love of friendship, and the 

like; for the flesh has generally so great a share in those friendships, that is great odds but 

inclination prevails at last over the most solemn resolutions; and that vice breaks in at the 

breaches of decency, which really innocent friendship ought to preserve with the greatest 

strictness. But I leave the readers of these things to their own just reflections, which they will be 

more able to make effectual than I, who so soon forgot myself, and am therefore but a very 

indifferent monitor. 

I was now a single person again, as I may call myself; I was loosed from all the obligations 

either of wedlock or mistress-ship in the world, except my husband the linen-draper, whom, I 

having not now heard from in almost fifteen years, nobody could blame me for thinking myself 

entirely freed from; seeing also he had at his going away told me, that if I did not hear frequently 

from him, I should conclude he was dead, and I might freely marry again to whom I pleased. 

I now began to cast up my accounts. I had by many letters and much importunity, and with the 

intercession of my mother too, had a second return of some goods from my brother (as I now call 

him) in Virginia, to make up the damage of the cargo I brought away with me, and this too was 

upon the condition of my sealing a general release to him, and to send it him by his 

correspondent at Bristol, which, though I thought hard of, yet I was obliged to promise to do. 

However, I managed so well in this case, that I got my goods away before the release was 

signed, and then I always found something or other to say to evade the thing, and to put off the 

signing it at all; till at length I pretended I must write to my brother, and have his answer, before 

I could do it. 

Including this recruit, and before I got the last £50, I found my strength to amount, put all 

together, to about £400, so that with that I had about £450. I had saved above £100 more, but I 

met with a disaster with that, which was this—that a goldsmith in whose hands I had trusted it, 

broke, so I lost £70 of my money, the man’s composition not making above £30 out of his £100. 

I had a little plate, but not much, and was well enough stocked with clothes and linen. 

With this stock I had the world to begin again; but you are to consider that I was not now the 

same woman as when I lived at Redriff; for, first of all, I was near twenty years older, and did 

not look the better for my age, nor for my rambles to Virginia and back again; and though I 

omitted nothing that might set me out to advantage, except painting, for that I never stooped to, 

and had pride enough to think I did not want it, yet there would always be some difference seen 

between five-and-twenty and two-and-forty. 

I cast about innumerable ways for my future state of life, and began to consider very seriously 

what I should do, but nothing offered. I took care to make the world take me for something more 

than I was, and had it given out that I was a fortune, and that my estate was in my own hands; the 

last of which was very true, the first of it was as above. I had no acquaintance, which was one of 

my worst misfortunes, and the consequence of that was, I had no adviser, at least who could 

assist and advise together; and above all, I had nobody to whom I could in confidence commit 

the secret of my circumstances to, and could depend upon for their secrecy and fidelity; and I 

found by experience, that to be friendless is the worst condition, next to being in want that a 



woman can be reduced to: I say a woman, because ’tis evident men can be their own advisers, 

and their own directors, and know how to work themselves out of difficulties and into business 

better than women; but if a woman has no friend to communicate her affairs to, and to advise and 

assist her, ’tis ten to one but she is undone; nay, and the more money she has, the more danger 

she is in of being wronged and deceived; and this was my case in the affair of the £100 which I 

left in the hands of the goldsmith, as above, whose credit, it seems, was upon the ebb before, but 

I, that had no knowledge of things and nobody to consult with, knew nothing of it, and so lost my 

money. 

In the next place, when a woman is thus left desolate and void of counsel, she is just like a bag 

of money or a jewel dropped on the highway, which is a prey to the next comer; if a man of 

virtue and upright principles happens to find it, he will have it cried, and the owner may come to 

hear of it again; but how many times shall such a thing fall into hands that will make no scruple 

of seizing it for their own, to once that it shall come into good hands? 

This was evidently my case, for I was now a loose, unguided creature, and had no help, no 

assistance, no guide for my conduct; I knew what I aimed at and what I wanted, but knew 

nothing how to pursue the end by direct means. I wanted to be placed in a settle state of living, 

and had I happened to meet with a sober, good husband, I should have been as faithful and true a 

wife to him as virtue itself could have formed. If I had been otherwise, the vice came in always 

at the door of necessity, not at the door of inclination; and I understood too well, by the want of 

it, what the value of a settled life was, to do anything to forfeit the felicity of it; nay, I should 

have made the better wife for all the difficulties I had passed through, by a great deal; nor did I in 

any of the time that I had been a wife give my husbands the least uneasiness on account of my 

behaviour. 

But all this was nothing; I found no encouraging prospect. I waited; I lived regularly, and with 

as much frugality as became my circumstances, but nothing offered, nothing presented, and the 

main stock wasted apace. What to do I knew not; the terror of approaching poverty lay hard upon 

my spirits. I had some money, but where to place it I knew not, nor would the interest of it 

maintain me, at least not in London. 

At length a new scene opened. There was in the house where I lodged a north-country woman 

that went for a gentlewoman, and nothing was more frequent in her discourse than her account of 

the cheapness of provisions, and the easy way of living in her country; how plentiful and how 

cheap everything was, what good company they kept, and the like; till at last I told her she 

almost tempted me to go and live in her country; for I that was a widow, though I had sufficient 

to live on, yet had no way of increasing it; and that I found I could not live here under £100 a 

year, unless I kept no company, no servant, made no appearance, and buried myself in privacy, 

as if I was obliged to it by necessity. 

I should have observed, that she was always made to believe, as everybody else was, that I 

was a great fortune, or at least that I had three or four thousand pounds, if not more, and all in my 

own hands; and she was mighty sweet upon me when she thought me inclined in the least to go 

into her country. She said she had a sister lived near Liverpool, that her brother was a 

considerable gentleman there, and had a great estate also in Ireland; that she would go down 

there in about two months, and if I would give her my company thither, I should be as welcome 

as herself for a month or more as I pleased, till I should see how I liked the country; and if I 

thought fit to live there, she would undertake they would take care, though they did not entertain 



lodgers themselves, they would recommend me to some agreeable family, where I should be 

placed to my content. 

If this woman had known my real circumstances, she would never have laid so many snares, 

and taken so many weary steps to catch a poor desolate creature that was good for little when it 

was caught; and indeed I, whose case was almost desperate, and thought I could not be much 

worse, was not very anxious about what might befall me, provided they did me no personal 

injury; so I suffered myself, though not without a great deal of invitation and great professions of 

sincere friendship and real kindness—I say, I suffered myself to be prevailed upon to go with 

her, and accordingly I packed up my baggage, and put myself in a posture for a journey, though I 

did not absolutely know whither I was to go. 

And now I found myself in great distress; what little I had in the world was all in money, 

except as before, a little plate, some linen, and my clothes; as for my household stuff, I had little 

or none, for I had lived always in lodgings; but I had not one friend in the world with whom to 

trust that little I had, or to direct me how to dispose of it, and this perplexed me night and day. I 

thought of the bank, and of the other companies in London, but I had no friend to commit the 

management of it to, and keep and carry about with me bank bills, tallies, orders, and such 

things, I looked upon at as unsafe; that if they were lost, my money was lost, and then I was 

undone; and, on the other hand, I might be robbed and perhaps murdered in a strange place for 

them. This perplexed me strangely, and what to do I knew not. 

It came in my thoughts one morning that I would go to the bank myself, where I had often 

been to receive the interest of some bills I had, which had interest payable on them, and where I 

had found a clerk, to whom I applied myself, very honest and just to me, and particularly so fair 

one time that when I had mistold my money, and taken less than my due, and was coming away, 

he set me to rights and gave me the rest, which he might have put into his own pocket. 

I went to him and represented my case very plainly, and asked if he would trouble himself to 

be my adviser, who was a poor friendless widow, and knew not what to do. He told me, if I 

desired his opinion of anything within the reach of his business, he would do his endeavour that I 

should not be wronged, but that he would also help me to a good sober person who was a grave 

man of his acquaintance, who was a clerk in such business too, though not in their house, whose 

judgment was good, and whose honesty I might depend upon. “For,” added he, “I will answer for 

him, and for every step he takes; if he wrongs you, madam, of one farthing, it shall lie at my 

door, I will make it good; and he delights to assist people in such cases—he does it as an act of 

charity.” 

I was a little at a stand in this discourse; but after some pause I told him I had rather have 

depended upon him, because I had found him honest, but if that could not be, I would take his 

recommendation sooner than any one’s else. “I dare say, madam,” says he, “that you will be as 

well satisfied with my friend as with me, and he is thoroughly able to assist you, which I am 

not.” It seems he had his hands full of the business of the bank, and had engaged to meddle with 

no other business than that of his office, which I heard afterwards, but did not understand then. 

He added, that his friend should take nothing of me for his advice or assistance, and this indeed 

encouraged me very much. 

He appointed the same evening, after the bank was shut and business over, for me to meet him 

and his friend. And indeed as soon as I saw his friend, and he began but to talk of the affair, I 

was fully satisfied that I had a very honest man to deal with; his countenance spoke it, and his 



character, as I heard afterwards, was everywhere so good, that I had no room for any more 

doubts upon me. 

After the first meeting, in which I only said what I had said before, we parted, and he 

appointed me to come the next day to him, telling me I might in the meantime satisfy myself of 

him by inquiry, which, however, I knew not how well to do, having no acquaintance myself. 

Accordingly I met him the next day, when I entered more freely with him into my case. I told 

him my circumstances at large: that I was a widow come over from America, perfectly desolate 

and friendless; that I had a little money, and but a little, and was almost distracted for fear of 

losing it, having no friend in the world to trust with the management of it; that I was going into 

the north of England to live cheap, that my stock might not waste; that I would willingly lodge 

my money in the bank, but that I durst not carry the bills about me, and the like, as above; and 

how to correspond about it, or with whom, I knew not. 

He told me I might lodge the money in the bank as an account, and its being entered into the 

books would entitle me to the money at any time, and if I was in the north I might draw bills on 

the cashier and receive it when I would; but that then it would be esteemed as running cash, and 

the bank would give no interest for it; that I might buy stock with it, and so it would lie in store 

for me, but that then if I wanted to dispose if it, I must come up to town on purpose to transfer it, 

and even it would be with some difficulty I should receive the half-yearly dividend, unless I was 

here in person, or had some friend I could trust with having the stock in his name to do it for me, 

and that would have the same difficulty in it as before; and with that he looked hard at me and 

smiled a little. At last, says he, “Why do you not get a head steward, madam, that may take you 

and your money together into keeping, and then you would have the trouble taken off your 

hands?” “Ay, sir, and the money too, it may be,” said I; “for truly I find the hazard that way is as 

much as ’tis t’other way”; but I remember I said secretly to myself, “I wish you would ask me 

the question fairly, I would consider very seriously on it before I said No.” 

He went on a good way with me, and I thought once or twice he was in earnest, but to my real 

affliction, I found at last he had a wife; but when he owned he had a wife he shook his head, and 

said with some concern, that indeed he had a wife, and no wife. I began to think he had been in 

the condition of my late lover, and that his wife had been distempered or lunatic, or some such 

thing. However, we had not much more discourse at that time, but he told me he was in too much 

hurry of business then, but that if I would come home to his house after their business was over, 

he would by that time consider what might be done for me, to put my affairs in a posture of 

security. I told him I would come, and desired to know where he lived. He gave me a direction in 

writing, and when he gave it me he read it to me, and said, “There ’tis, madam, if you dare trust 

yourself with me.” “Yes, sir,” said I, “I believe I may venture to trust you with myself, for you 

have a wife, you say, and I don’t want a husband; besides, I dare trust you with my money, 

which is all I have in the world, and if that were gone, I may trust myself anywhere.” 

He said some things in jest that were very handsome and mannerly, and would have pleased 

me very well if they had been in earnest; but that passed over, I took the directions, and 

appointed to attend him at his house at seven o’clock the same evening. 

When I came he made several proposals for my placing my money in the bank, in order to my 

having interest for it; but still some difficulty or other came in the way, which he objected as not 

safe; and I found such a sincere disinterested honesty in him, that I began to muse with myself, 

that I had certainly found the honest man I wanted, and that I could never put myself into better 

hands; so I told him with a great deal of frankness that I had never met with a man or woman yet 



that I could trust, or in whom I could think myself safe, but that I saw he was so disinterestedly 

concerned for my safety, that I said I would freely trust him with the management of that little I 

had, if he would accept to be steward for a poor widow that could give him no salary. 

He smiled and, standing up, with great respect saluted me. He told me he could not but take it 

very kindly that I had so good an opinion of him; that he would not deceive me, that he would do 

anything in his power to serve me, and expect no salary; but that he could not by any means 

accept of a trust, that it might bring him to be suspected of self-interest, and that if I should die 

he might have disputes with my executors, which he should be very loth to encumber himself 

with. 

I told him if those were all his objections I would soon remove them, and convince him that 

there was not the least room for any difficulty; for that, first, as for suspecting him, if ever I 

should do it, now is the time to suspect him, and not put the trust into his hands, and whenever I 

did suspect him, he could but throw it up then and refuse to go any further. Then, as to executors, 

I assured him I had no heirs, nor any relations in England, and I should alter my condition before 

I died, and then his trust and trouble should cease together, which, however, I had no prospect of 

yet; but I told him if I died as I was, it should be all his own, and he would deserve it by being so 

faithful to me as I was satisfied he would be. 

He changed his countenance at this discourse, and asked me how I came to have so much 

good-will for him; and, looking very much pleased, said he might very lawfully wish he was a 

single man for my sake. I smiled, and told him as he was not, my offer could have no design 

upon him in it, and to wish, as he did, was not to be allowed, ’twas criminal to his wife. 

He told me I was wrong. “For,” says he, “madam, as I said before, I have a wife and no wife, 

and ’twould be no sin to me to wish her hanged, if that were all.” “I know nothing of your 

circumstances that way, sir,” said I; “but it cannot be innocent to wish your wife dead.” “I tell 

you,” says he again, “she is a wife and no wife; you don’t know what I am, or what she is.” 

“That’s true,” said I; “sir, I do not know what you are, but I believe you to be an honest man, 

and that’s the cause of all my confidence in you.” 

“Well, well,” says he, “and so I am, I hope, too. But I am something else too, madam; for,” 

says he, “to be plain with you, I am a cuckold, and she is a whore.” He spoke it in a kind of jest, 

but it was with such an awkward smile, that I perceived it was what struck very close to him, and 

he looked dismally when he said it. 

“That alters the case indeed, sir,” said I, “as to that part you were speaking of; but a cuckold, 

you know, may be an honest man; it does not alter that case at all. Besides, I think,” said I, “since 

your wife is so dishonest to you, you are too honest to her to own her for your wife; but that,” 

said I, “is what I have nothing to do with.” 

“Nay,” says he, “I do not think to clear my hands of her; for, to be plain with you, madam,” 

added he, “I am no contended cuckold neither: on the other hand, I assure you it provokes me the 

highest degree, but I can’t help myself; she that will be a whore, will be a whore.” 

I waived the discourse and began to talk of my business; but I found he could not have done 

with it, so I let him alone, and he went on to tell me all the circumstances of his case, too long to 

relate here; particularly, that having been out of England some time before he came to the post he 

was in, she had had two children in the meantime by an officer of the army; and that when he 

came to England and, upon her submission, took her again, and maintained her very well, yet she 

ran away from him with a linen-draper’s apprentice, robbed him of what she could come at, and 



continued to live from him still. “So that, madam,” says he, “she is a whore not by necessity, 

which is the common bait of your sex, but by inclination, and for the sake of the vice.” 

Well, I pitied him, and wished him well rid of her, and still would have talked of my business, 

but it would not do. At last he looks steadily at me. “Look you, madam,” says he, “you came to 

ask advice of me, and I will serve you as faithfully as if you were my own sister; but I must turn 

the tables, since you oblige me to do it, and are so friendly to me, and I think I must ask advice 

of you. Tell me, what must a poor abused fellow do with a whore? What can I do to do myself 

justice upon her?” 

“Alas! sir,” says I, “’tis a case too nice for me to advise in, but it seems she has run away from 

you, so you are rid of her fairly; what can you desire more?” “Ay, she is gone indeed,” said he, 

“but I am not clear of her for all that.” 

“That’s true,” says I; “she may indeed run you into debt, but the law has furnished you with 

methods to prevent that also; you may cry her down, as they call it.” 

“No, no,” says he, “that is not the case neither; I have taken care of all that; ’tis not that part 

that I speak of, but I would be rid of her so that I might marry again.” 

“Well, sir,” says I, “then you must divorce her. If you can prove what you say, you may 

certainly get that done, and then, I suppose, you are free.” 

“That’s very tedious and expensive,” says he. 

“Why,” says I, “if you can get any woman you like to take your word, I suppose your wife 

would not dispute the liberty with you that she takes herself.” 

“Ay,” says he, “but ’twould be hard to bring an honest woman to do that; and for the other 

sort,” says he, “I have had enough of her to meddle with any more whores.” 

It occurred to me presently, “I would have taken your word with all my heart, if you had but 

asked me the question”; but that was to myself. To him I replied, “Why, you shut the door 

against any honest woman accepting you, for you condemn all that should venture upon you at 

once, and conclude, that really a woman that takes you now can’t be honest.” 

“Why,” says he, “I wish you would satisfy me that an honest woman would take me; I’d 

venture it”; and then turns short upon me, “Will you take me, madam?” 

“That’s not a fair question,” says I, “after what you have said; however, lest you should think I 

wait only for a recantation of it, I shall answer you plainly, No, not I; my business is of another 

kind with you, and I did not expect you would have turned my serious application to you, in my 

own distracted case, into a comedy.” 

“Why, madam,” says he, “my case is as distracted as yours can be, and I stand in as much 

need of advice as you do, for I think if I have not relief somewhere, I shall be made myself, and I 

know not what course to take, I protest to you.” 

“Why, sir,” says I, “’tis easy to give advice in your case, much easier than it is in mine.” 

“Speak then,” says he, “I beg of you, for now you encourage me.” 

“Why,” says I, “if your case is so plain as you say it is, you may be legally divorced, and then 

you may find honest women enough to ask the question of fairly; the sex is not so scarce that you 

can want a wife.” 

“Well, then,” said he, “I am in earnest; I’ll take your advice; but shall I ask you one question 

seriously beforehand?” 

“Any question,” said I, “but that you did before.” 



“No, that answer will not do,” said he, “for, in short, that is the question I shall ask.” 

“You may ask what questions you please, but you have my answer to that already,” said I. 

“Besides, sir,” said I, “can you think so ill of me as that I would give any answer to such a 

question beforehand? Can any woman alive believe you in earnest, or think you design anything 

but to banter her?” 

“Well, well,” says he, “I do not banter you, I am in earnest; consider of it.” 

“But, sir,” says I, a little gravely, “I came to you about my own business; I beg of you to let 

me know, what you will advise me to do?” 

“I will be prepared,” says he, “against you come again.” 

“Nay,” says I, “you have forbid my coming any more.” 

“Why so?” said he, and looked a little surprised. 

“Because,” said I, “you can’t expect I should visit you on the account you talk of.” 

“Well,” says he, “you shall promise me to come again, however, and I will not say any more 

of it till I have gotten the divorce, but I desire you will prepare to be better conditioned when 

that’s done, for you shall be the woman, or I will not be divorced at all; why, I owe it to your 

unlooked-for kindness, if it were to nothing else, but I have other reasons too.” 

He could not have said anything in the world that pleased me better; however, I knew that the 

way to secure him was to stand off while the thing was so remote, as it appeared to be, and that it 

was time enough to accept of it when he was able to perform it; so I said very respectfully to 

him, it was time enough to consider of these things when he was in a condition to talk of them; in 

the meantime, I told him, I was going a great way from him, and he would find objects enough to 

please him better. We broke off here for the present, and he made me promise him to come again 

the next day, for his resolutions upon my own business, which after some pressing I did; though 

had he seen farther into me, I wanted no pressing on that account. 

I came the next evening, accordingly, and brought my maid with me, to let him see that I kept 

a maid, but I sent her away as soon as I was gone in. He would have had me let the maid have 

stayed, but I would not, but ordered her aloud to come for me again about nine o’clock. But he 

forbade that, and told me he would see me safe home, which, by the way, I was not very well 

pleased with, supposing he might do that to know where I lived and inquire into my character 

and circumstances. However, I ventured that, for all that the people there or thereabout knew of 

me, was to my advantage; and all the character he had of me, after he had inquired, was that I 

was a woman of fortune, and that I was a very modest, sober body; which, whether true or not in 

the main, yet you may see how necessary it is for all women who expect anything in the world, 

to preserve the character of their virtue, even when perhaps they may have sacrificed the thing 

itself. 

I found, and was not a little please with it, that he had provided a supper for me. I found also 

he lived very handsomely, and had a house very handsomely furnished; all of which I was 

rejoiced at indeed, for I looked upon it as all my own. 

We had now a second conference upon the subject-matter of the last conference. He laid his 

business very home indeed; he protested his affection to me, and indeed I had no room to doubt 

it; he declared that it began from the first moment I talked with him, and long before I had 

mentioned leaving my effects with him. “’Tis no matter when it began,” thought I; “if it will but 

hold, ’twill be well enough.” He then told me how much the offer I had made of trusting him 

with my effects, and leaving them to him, had engaged him. “So I intended it should,” thought I, 



“but then I thought you had been a single man too.” After we had supped, I observed he pressed 

me very hard to drink two or three glasses of wine, which, however, I declined, but drank one 

glass or two. He then told me he had a proposal to make to me, which I should promise him I 

would not take ill if I should not grant it. I told him I hoped he would make no dishonourable 

proposal to me, especially in his own house, and that if it was such, I desired he would not 

propose it, that I might not be obliged to offer any resentment to him that did not become the 

respect I professed for him, and the trust I had placed in him in coming to his house; and begged 

of him he would give me leave to go away, and accordingly began to put on my gloves and 

prepare to be gone, though at the same time I no more intended it than he intended to let me. 

Well, he importuned me not to talk of going; he assured me he had no dishonourable thing in 

his thoughts about me, and was very far from offering anything to me that was dishonourable, 

and if I thought so, he would choose to say no more of it. 

That part I did not relish at all. I told him I was ready to hear anything that he had to say, 

depending that he would say nothing unworthy of himself, or unfit for me to hear. Upon this, he 

told me his proposal was this: that I would marry him, though he had not yet obtained the 

divorce from the whore his wife; and to satisfy me that he meant honourably, he would promise 

not to desire me to live with him, or go to bed with him till the divorce was obtained. My heart 

said yes to this offer at first word, but it was necessary to play the hypocrite a little more with 

him; so I seemed to decline the motion with some warmth, and besides a little condemning the 

thing as unfair, told him that such a proposal could be of no signification, but to entangle us both 

in great difficulties; for if he should not at last obtain the divorce, yet we could not dissolve the 

marriage, neither could we proceed in it; so that if he was disappointed in the divorce, I left him 

to consider what a condition we should both be in. 

In short, I carried on the argument against this so far, that I convinced him it was not a 

proposal that had any sense in it. Well, then he went from it to another, and that was, that I would 

sign and seal a contract with him, conditioning to marry him as soon as the divorce was obtained, 

and to be void if he could not obtain it. 

I told him such a thing was more rational than the other; but as this was the first time that ever 

I could imagine him weak enough to be in earnest in this affair, I did not use to say Yes at first 

asking; I would consider of it. 

I played with this lover as an angler does with a trout. I found I had him fast on the hook, so I 

jested with his new proposal, and put him off. I told him he knew little of me, and bade him 

inquire about me; I let him also go home with me to my lodging, though I would not ask him to 

go in, for I told him it was not decent. 

In short, I ventured to avoid signing a contract of marriage, and the reason why I did it was 

because the lady that had invited me so earnestly to go with her into Lancashire insisted so 

positively upon it, and promised me such great fortunes, and such fine things there, that I was 

tempted to go and try. “Perhaps,” said I, “I may mend myself very much”; and then I made no 

scruple in my thoughts of quitting my honest citizen, whom I was not so much in love with as 

not to leave him for a richer. 

In a word, I avoided a contract; but told him I would go into the north, that he should know 

where to write to me by the consequence of the business I had entrusted with him; that I would 

give him a sufficient pledge of my respect for him, for I would leave almost all I had in the world 

in his hands; and I would thus far give him my word, that as soon as he had sued out a divorce 



from his first wife, he would send me an account of it, I would come up to London, and that then 

we would talk seriously of the matter. 

It was a base design I went with, that I must confess, though I was invited thither with a design 

much worse than mine was, as the sequel will discover. Well, I went with my friend, as I called 

her, into Lancashire. All the way we went she caressed me with the utmost appearance of a 

sincere, undissembled affection; treated me, except my coach-hire, all the way; and her brother 

brought a gentleman’s coach to Warrington to receive us, and we were carried from thence to 

Liverpool with as much ceremony as I could desire. We were also entertained at a merchant’s 

house in Liverpool three or four days very handsomely; I forbear to tell his name, because of 

what followed. Then she told me she would carry me to an uncle’s house of hers, where we 

should be nobly entertained. She did so; her uncle, as she called him, sent a coach and four 

horses for us, and we were carried near forty miles I know not whither. 

We came, however, to a gentleman’s seat, where was a numerous family, a large park, 

extraordinary company indeed, and where she was called cousin. I told her if she had resolved to 

bring me into such company as this, she should have let me have prepared myself, and have 

furnished myself with better clothes. The ladies took notice of that, and told me very genteelly 

they did not value people in their country so much by their clothes as they did in London; that 

their cousin had fully informed them of my quality, and that I did not want clothes to set me off; 

in short, they entertained me, not like what I was, but like what they thought I had been, namely, 

a widow lady of a great fortune. 

The first discovery I made here was, that the family were all Roman Catholics, and the cousin 

too, whom I called my friend; however, I must say that nobody in the world could behave better 

to me, and I had all the civility shown me that I could have had if I had been of their opinion. 

The truth is, I had not so much principle of any kind as to be nice in point of religion, and I 

presently learned to speak favourably of the Romish Church; particularly, I told them I saw little 

but the prejudice of education in all the difference that were among Christians about religion, and 

if it had so happened that my father had been a Roman Catholic, I doubted not but I should have 

been as well pleased with their religion as my own. 

This obliged them in the highest degree, and as I was besieged day and night with good 

company and pleasant discourse, so I had two or three old ladies that lay at me upon the subject 

of religion too. I was so complaisant, that though I would not completely engage, yet I made no 

scruple to be present at their mass, and to conform to all their gestures as they showed me the 

pattern, but I would not come too cheap; so that I only in the main encouraged them to expect 

that I would turn Roman Catholic, if I was instructed in the Catholic doctrine as they called it, 

and so the matter rested. 

I stayed here about six weeks; and then my conductor led me back to a country village, about 

six miles from Liverpool, where her brother (as she called him) came to visit me in his own 

chariot, and in a very good figure, with two footmen in a good livery; and the next thing was to 

make love to me. As it had happened to me, one would think I could not have been cheated, and 

indeed I thought so myself, having a safe card at home, which I resolved not to quit unless I 

could mend myself very much. However, in all appearance this brother was a match worth my 

listening to, and the least his estate was valued at was £1000 a year, but the sister said it was 

worth £1500 a year, and lay most of it in Ireland. 

I that was a great fortune, and passed for such, was above being asked how much my estate 

was; and my false friend taking it upon a foolish hearsay, had raised it from £500 to £5000, and 



by the time she came into the country she called it £15,000. The Irishman, for such I understood 

him to be, was stark mad at this bait; in short, he courted me, made me presents, and ran in debt 

like a madman for the expenses of his equipage and of his courtship. He had, to give him his due, 

the appearance of an extraordinary fine gentleman; he was tall, well-shaped, and had an 

extraordinary address; talked as naturally of his park and his stables, of his horses, his 

gamekeepers, his woods, his tenants, and his servants, as if we had been in the mansion-house, 

and I had seen them all about me. 

He never so much as asked me about my fortune or estate, but assured me that when we came 

to Dublin he would jointure me in £600 a year good land; and that we could enter into a deed of 

settlement or contract here for the performance of it. 

This was such language indeed as I had not been used to, and I was here beaten out of all my 

measures; I had a she-devil in my bosom, every hour telling me how great her brother lived. One 

time she would come for my orders, how I would have my coaches painted, and how lined; and 

another time what clothes my page should wear; in short, my eyes were dazzled. I had now lost 

my power of saying No, and, to cut the story short, I consented to be married; but to be the more 

private, we were carried farther into the country, and married by a Romish clergyman, who I was 

assured would marry us as effectually as a Church of England parson. 

I cannot say but I had some reflections in this affair upon the dishonourable forsaking my 

faithful citizen, who loved me sincerely, and who was endeavouring to quit himself of a 

scandalous whore by whom he had been indeed barbarously used, and promised himself infinite 

happiness in his new choice; which choice was now giving up herself to another in a manner 

almost as scandalous as hers could be. 

But the glittering shoe of a great estate, and of fine things, which the deceived creature that 

was now my deceiver represented every hour to my imagination, hurried me away, and gave me 

no time to think of London, or of anything there, much less of the obligation I had to a person of 

infinitely more real merit than what was now before me. 

But the thing was done; I was now in the arms of my new spouse, who appeared still the same 

as before; great even to magnificence, and nothing less than £1000 a year could support the 

ordinary equipage he appeared in. 

After we had been married about a month, he began to talk of my going to West Chester in 

order to embark for Ireland. However, he did not hurry me, for we stayed near three weeks 

longer, and then he sent to Chester for a coach to meet us at the Black Rock, as they call it, over 

against Liverpool. Thither we went in a fine boat they call a pinnace, with six oars; his servants, 

and horses, and baggage going in the ferry-boat. He made his excuse to me that he had no 

acquaintance in Chester, but he would go before and get some handsome apartment for me at a 

private house. I asked him how long we should stay at Chester. He said, not at all, any longer 

than one night or two, but he would immediately hire a coach to go to Holyhead. Then I told him 

he should by no means give himself the trouble to get private lodgings for one night or two, for 

that Chester being a great place, I made no doubt but there would be very good inns and 

accommodation enough; so we lodged at an inn in the West Street, not far from the Cathedral; I 

forget what sign it was at. 

Here my spouse, talking of my going to Ireland, asked me if I had no affairs to settle at 

London before we went off. I told him No, not of any great consequence, but what might be done 

as well by letter from Dublin. “Madam,” says he, very respectfully, “I suppose the greatest part 

of your estate, which my sister tells me is most of it in money in the Bank of England, lies secure 



enough, but in case it required transferring, or any way altering its property, it might be 

necessary to go up to London and settle those things before we went over.” 

I seemed to look strange at it, and told him I knew not what he meant; that I had no effects in 

the Bank of England that I knew of; and I hoped he could not say that I had ever told him I had. 

No, he said, I had not told him so, but his sister had said the greatest part of my estate lay there. 

“And I only mentioned it, me dear,” said he, “that if there was any occasion to settle it, or order 

anything about it, we might not be obliged to the hazard and trouble of another voyage back 

again”; for he added, that he did not care to venture me too much upon the sea. 

I was surprised at this talk, and began to consider very seriously what the meaning of it must 

be; and it presently occurred to me that my friend, who called him brother, had represented me in 

colours which were not my due; and I thought, since it was come to that pitch, that I would know 

the bottom of it before I went out of England, and before I should put myself into I knew not 

whose hands in a strange country. 

Upon this I called his sister into my chamber the next morning, and letting her know the 

discourse her brother and I had been upon the evening before, I conjured her to tell me what she 

had said to him, and upon what foot it was that she had made this marriage. She owned that she 

had told him that I was a great fortune, and said that she was told so at London. “Told so!” says I 

warmly; “did I ever tell you so?” No, she said, it was true I did not tell her so, but I had said 

several times that what I had was in my own disposal. “I did so,” returned I very quickly and 

hastily, “but I never told you I had anything called a fortune; no, not that I had £100, or the value 

of £100, in the world. Any how did it consist with my being a fortune,” said I, “that I should 

come here into the north of England with you, only upon the account of living cheap?” At these 

words, which I spoke warm and high, my husband, her brother (as she called him), came into the 

room, and I desired him to come and sit down, for I had something of moment to say before 

them both, which it was absolutely necessary he should hear. 

He looked a little disturbed at the assurance with which I seemed to speak it, and came and sat 

down by me, having first shut the door; upon which I began, for I was very much provoked, and 

turning myself to him, “I am afraid,” says I, “my dear” (for I spoke with kindness on his side), 

“that you have a very great abuse put upon you, and an injury done you never to be repaired in 

your marrying me, which, however, as I have had no hand in it, I desire I may be fairly acquitted 

of it, and that the blame may lie where it ought to lie, and nowhere else, for I wash my hands of 

every part of it.” 

“What injury can be done me, my dear,” says he, “in marrying you. I hope it is to my honour 

and advantage every way.” “I will soon explain it to you,” says I, “and I fear you will have no 

reason to think yourself well used; but I will convince you, my dear,” says I again, “that I have 

had no hand in it”; and there I stopped a while. 

He looked now scared and wild, and began, I believe, to suspect what followed; however, 

looking towards me, and saying only, “Go on,” he sat silent, as if to hear what I had more to say; 

so I went on. “I asked you last night,” said I, speaking to him, “if ever I made any boast to you of 

my estate, or ever told you I had any estate in the Bank of England or anywhere else, and you 

owned I had not, as is most true; and I desire you will tell me here, before your sister, if ever I 

gave you any reason from me to think so, or that ever we had any discourse about it”; and he 

owned again I had not, but said I had appeared always as a woman of fortune, and he depended 

on it that I was so, and hoped he was not deceived. “I am not inquiring yet whether you have 



been deceived or not,” said I; “I fear you have, and I too; but I am clearing myself from the 

unjust charge of being concerned in deceiving you. 

“I have been now asking your sister if ever I told her of any fortune or estate I had, or gave her 

any particulars of it; and she owns I never did. Any pray, madam,” said I, turning myself to her, 

“be so just to me, before your brother, to charge me, if you can, if ever I pretended to you that I 

had an estate; and why, if I had, should I come down into this country with you on purpose to 

spare that little I had, and live cheap?” She could not deny one word, but said she had been told 

in London that I had a very great fortune, and that it lay in the Bank of England. 

“And now, dear sir,” said I, turning myself to my new spouse again, “be so just to me as to tell 

me who has abused both you and me so much as to make you believe I was a fortune, and 

prompt you to court me to this marriage?” He could not speak a word, but pointed to her; and, 

after some more pause, flew out in the most furious passion that ever I saw a man in my life, 

cursing her, and calling her all the whores and hard names he could think of; and that she had 

ruined him, declaring that she had told him I had £15,000, and that she was to have £500 of him 

for procuring this match for him. He then added, directing his speech to me, that she was none of 

his sister, but had been his whore for two years before, that she had had £100 of him in part of 

this bargain, and that he was utterly undone if things were as I said; and in his raving he swore he 

would let her heart’s blood out immediately, which frightened her and me too. She cried, said 

she had been told so in the house where I lodged. But this aggravated him more than before, that 

she should put so far upon him, and run things such a length upon no other authority than a 

hearsay; and then, turning to me again, said very honestly, he was afraid we were both undone. 

“For, to be plain, my dear, I have no estate,” says he; “what little I had, this devil has made me 

run out in waiting on you and putting me into this equipage.” She took the opportunity of his 

being earnest in talking with me, and got out of the room, and I never saw her more. 

I was confounded now as much as he, and knew not what to say. I thought many ways that I 

had the worst of it, but his saying he was undone, and that he had no estate neither, put me into a 

mere distraction. “Why,” says I to him, “this has been a hellish juggle, for we are married here 

upon the foot of a double fraud; you are undone by the disappointment, it seems; and if I had had 

a fortune I had been cheated too, for you say you have nothing.” 

“You would indeed have been cheated, my dear,” says he, “but you would not have been 

undone, for £15,000 would have maintained us both very handsomely in this country; and I 

assure you,” added he, “I had resolved to have dedicated every groat of it to you; I would not 

have wronged you of a shilling, and the rest I would have made up in my affection to you, and 

tenderness of you, as long as I lived.” 

This was very honest indeed, and I really believe he spoke as he intended, and that he was a 

man that was as well qualified to make me happy, as to his temper and behaviour, as any man 

ever was; but his having no estate, and being run into debt on this ridiculous account in the 

country, made all the prospect dismal and dreadful, and I knew not what to say, or what to think 

of myself. 

I told him it was very unhappy that so much love, and so much good nature as I discovered in 

him, should be thus precipitated into misery; that I saw nothing before us but ruin; for as to me, it 

was my unhappiness that what little I had was not able to relieve us week, and with that I pulled 

out a bank bill of £20 and eleven guineas, which I told him I had saved out of my little income, 

and that by the account that creature had given me of the way of living in that country, I expected 

it would maintain me three or four years; that if it was taken from me, I was left destitute, and he 



knew what the condition of a woman among strangers must be, if she had no money in her 

pocket; however, I told him, if he would take it, there it was. 

He told me with a great concern, and I thought I saw tears stand in his eyes, that he would not 

touch it; that he abhorred the thoughts of stripping me and make me miserable; that, on the 

contrary, he had fifty guineas left, which was all he had in the world, and he pulled it out and 

threw it down on the table, bidding me take it, though he were to starve for want of it. 

I returned, with the same concern for him, that I could not bear to hear him talk so; that, on the 

contrary, if he could propose any probable method of living, I would do anything that became me 

on my part, and that I would live as close and as narrow as he could desire. 

He begged of me to talk no more at that rate, for it would make him distracted; he said he was 

bred a gentleman, though he was reduced to a low fortune, and that there was but one way left 

which he could think of, and that would not do, unless I could answer him one question, which, 

however, he said he would not press me to. I told him I would answer it honestly; whether it 

would be to his satisfaction or not, that I could not tell. 

“Why, then, my dear, tell me plainly,” says he, “will the little you have keep us together in any 

figure, or in any station or place, or will it not?” 

It was my happiness hitherto that I had not discovered myself or my circumstances at all—no, 

not so much as my name; and seeing these was nothing to be expected from him, however good-

humoured and however honest he seemed to be, but to live on what I knew would soon be 

wasted, I resolved to conceal everything but the bank bill and the eleven guineas which I had 

owned; and I would have been very glad to have lost that and have been set down where he took 

me up. I had indeed another bank bill about me of £30, which was the whole of what I brought 

with me, as well to subsist on in the country, as not knowing what might offer; because this 

creature, the go-between that had thus betrayed us both, had made me believe strange things of 

my marrying to my advantage in the country, and I was not willing to be without money, 

whatever might happen. This bill I concealed, and that made me the freer of the rest, in 

consideration of his circumstances, for I really pitied him heartily. 

But to return to his question, I told him I never willingly deceived him, and I never would. I 

was very sorry to tell him that the little I had would not subsist us; that it was not sufficient to 

subsist me alone in the south country, and that this was the reason that made me put myself into 

the hands of that woman who called him brother, she having assured me that I might board very 

handsomely at a town called Manchester, where I had not yet been, for about £6 a year; and my 

whole income not being about £15 a year, I thought I might live easy upon it, and wait for better 

things. 

He shook his head and remained silent, and a very melancholy evening we had; however, we 

supped together, and lay together that night, and when we had almost supped he looked a little 

better and more cheerful, and called for a bottle of wine. “Come, my dear,” says he, “though the 

case is bad, it is to no purpose to be dejected. Come, be as easy as you can; I will endeavour to 

find out some way or other to live; if you can but subsist yourself, that is better than nothing. I 

must try the world again; a man ought to think like a man; to be discouraged is to yield to the 

misfortune.” With this he filled a glass and drank to me, holding my hand and pressing it hard in 

his hand all the while the wine went down, and protesting afterwards his main concern was for 

me. 

It was really a true, gallant spirit he was of, and it was the more grievous to me. ’Tis 

something of relief even to be undone by a man of honour, rather than by a scoundrel; but here 



the greatest disappointment was on his side, for he had really spent a great deal of money, 

deluded by this madam the procuress; and it was very remarkable on what poor terms he 

proceeded. First the baseness of the creature herself is to be observed, who, for the getting £100 

herself, could be content to let him spend three or four more, though perhaps it was all he had in 

the world, and more than all; when she had not the least ground, more than a little tea-table chat, 

to say that I had any estate, or was a fortune, or the like. It is true the design of deluding a 

woman of fortune, if I had been so, was base enough; the putting the face of great things upon 

poor circumstances was a fraud, and bad enough; but the case a little differed too, and that in his 

favour, for he was not a rake that made a trade to delude women, and, as some have done, get six 

or seven fortunes after one another, and then rifle and run away from them; but he was really a 

gentleman, unfortunate and low, but had lived well; and though, if I had had a fortune, I should 

have been enraged at the slut for betraying me, yet really for the man, a fortune would not have 

been ill bestowed on him, for he was a lovely person indeed, of generous principles, good sense, 

and of abundance of good-humour. 

We had a great deal of close conversation that night, for we neither of us slept much; he was 

as penitent for having put all those cheats upon me as if it had been felony, and that he was going 

to execution; he offered me again every shilling of the money he had about him, and said he 

would go into the army and seek the world for more. 

I asked him why he would be so unkind to carry me into Ireland, when I might suppose he 

could not have subsisted me there. He took me in his arms. “My dear,” said he, “depend upon it, 

I never designed to go to Ireland at all, much less to have carried you thither, but came hither to 

be out of the observation of the people, who had heard what I pretended to, and withal, that 

nobody might ask me for money before I was furnished to supply them.” 

“But where, then,” said I, “were we to have gone next?” 

“Why, my dear,” said he, “I’ll confess the whole scheme to you as I had laid it; I purposed 

here to ask you something about your estate, as you see I did, and when you, as I expected you 

would, had entered into some account with me of the particulars, I would have made an excuse 

to you to have put off our voyage to Ireland for some time, and to have gone first towards 

London. 

“Then, my dear,” said he, “I resolved to have confessed all the circumstances of my own 

affairs to you, and let you know I had indeed made use of these artifices to obtain your consent to 

marry me, but had now nothing to do but ask to your pardon, and to tell you how abundantly, as I 

have said above, I would endeavour to make you forget what was past, by the felicity of the days 

to come.” 

“Truly,” said I to him, “I find you would soon have conquered me; and it is my affliction now, 

that I am not in a condition to let you see how easily I should have been reconciled to you, and 

have passed by all the tricks you had put upon me, in recompense of so much good-humour. But, 

my dear,” said I, “what can we do now? We are both undone, and what better are we for our 

being reconciled together, seeing we have nothing to live on?” 

We proposed a great many things, but nothing could offer where there was nothing to begin 

with. He begged me at last to talk no more of it, for, he said, I would break his heart; so we 

talked of other things a little, till at last he took a husband’s leave of me, and so we went to sleep. 

He rose before me in the morning; and indeed, having lain awake almost all night, I was very 

sleepy, and lay till near eleven o’clock. In this time he took his horses and three servants, and all 



his linen and baggage, and away he went, leaving a short but moving letter for me on the table, 

as follows:— 

“MY DEAR—I am a dog; I have abused you; but I have been 

drawn into do it by a base creature, contrary to my principle 

and the general practice of my life. Forgive me, my dear! I 

ask your pardon with the greatest sincerity; I am the most 

miserable of men, in having deluded you. I have been so 

happy to possess you, and now am so wretched as to be 

forced to fly from you. Forgive me, my dear; once more I 

say, forgive me! I am not able to see you ruined by me, and 

myself unable to support you. Our marriage is nothing; I 

shall never be able to see you again; I here discharge you 

from it; if you can marry to your advantage, do not decline it 

on my account; I here swear to you on my faith, and on the 

word of a man of honour, I will never disturb your repose if I 

should know of it, which, however, is not likely. On the other 

hand, if you should not marry, and if good fortune should 

befall me, it shall be all yours, wherever you are. 

    ’I have put some of the stock of money I have left into 

your pocket; take places for yourself and your maid in the 

stage-coach, and go for London; I hope it will bear your 

charges thither, without breaking into your own. Again I 

sincerely ask your pardon, and will do so as often as I shall 

ever think of you. 

        Adieu, my dear, for ever, 

            I am, your most affectionately, 

                J.E.” 

Nothing that ever befell me in my life sank so deep into my heart as this farewell. I reproached 

him a thousand times in my thoughts for leaving me, for I would have gone with him through the 

world, if I had begged my bread. I felt in my pocket, and there found ten guineas, his gold watch, 

and two little rings, one a small diamond ring worth only about £6, and the other a plain gold 

ring. 

I sat me down and looked upon these things two hours together, and scarce spoke a word, till 

my maid interrupted me by telling me my dinner was ready. I ate but little, and after dinner I fell 

into a vehement fit of crying, every now and then calling him by his name, which was James. “O 

Jemmy!” said I, “come back, come back. I’ll give you all I have; I’ll beg, I’ll starve with you.” 

And thus I ran raving about the room several times, and then sat down between whiles, and then 

walking about again, called upon him to come back, and then cried again; and thus I passed the 

afternoon, till about seven o’clock, when it was near dusk, in the evening, being August, when, 

to my unspeakable surprise, he comes back into the inn, but without a servant, and comes 

directly up into my chamber. 

I was in the greatest confusion imaginable, and so was he too. I could not imagine what should 

be the occasion of it, and began to be at odds with myself whether to be glad or sorry; but my 

affection biassed all the rest, and it was impossible to conceal my joy, which was too great for 



smiles, for it burst out into tears. He was no sooner entered the room but he ran to me and took 

me in his arms, holding me fast, and almost stopping my breath with his kisses, but spoke not a 

word. At length I began. “My dear,” said I, “how could you go away from me?” to which he 

gave no answer, for it was impossible for him to speak. 

When our ecstasies were a little over, he told me he was gone about fifteen miles, but it was 

not in his power to go any farther without coming back to see me again, and to take his leave of 

me once more. 

I told him how I had passed my time, and how loud I had called him to come back again. He 

told me he heard me very plain upon Delamere Forest, at a place about twelve miles off. I 

smiled. “Nay,” says he, “do not think I am in jest, for if ever I heard your voice in my life, I 

heard you call me aloud, and sometimes I thought I saw you running after me.” “Why,” said I, 

“what did I say?”—for I had not named the words to him. “You called aloud,” says he, “and said, 

O Jemmy! O Jemmy! come back, come back.” 

I laughed at him. “My dear,” says he, “do not laugh, for, depend upon it, I heard your voice as 

plain as you hear mine now; if you please, I’ll go before a magistrate and make oath of it.” I then 

began to be amazed and surprised, and indeed frightened, and told him what I had really done, 

and how I had called after him, as above. 

When we had amused ourselves a while about this, I said to him: “Well, you shall go away 

from me no more; I’ll go all over the world with you rather.” He told me it would be a very 

difficult thing for him to leave me, but since it must be, he hoped I would make it as easy to me 

as I could; but as for him, it would be his destruction that he foresaw. 

However, he told me that he considered he had left me to travel to London alone, which was 

too long a journey; and that as he might as well go that way as any way else, he was resolved to 

see me safe thither, or near it; and if he did go away then without taking his leave, I should not 

take it ill of him; and this he made me promise. 

He told me how he had dismissed his three servants, sold their horses, and sent the fellows 

away to seek their fortunes, and all in a little time, at a town on the road, I know not where. 

“And,” says he, “it cost me some tears all alone by myself, to think how much happier they were 

than their master, for they could go to the next gentleman’s house to see for a service, whereas,” 

said he, “I knew not wither to go, or what to do with myself.” 

I told him I was so completely miserable in parting with him, that I could not be worse; and 

that now he was come again, I would not go from him, if he would take me with him, let him go 

whither he would, or do what he would. And in the meantime I agreed that we would go together 

to London; but I could not be brought to consent he should go away at last and not take his leave 

of me, as he proposed to do; but told him, jesting, that if he did, I would call him back again as 

loud as I did before. Then I pulled out his watch and gave it him back, and his two rings, and his 

ten guineas; but he would not take them, which made me very much suspect that he resolved to 

go off upon the road and leave me. 

The truth is, the circumstances he was in, the passionate expressions of his letter, the kind, 

gentlemanly treatment I had from him in all the affair, with the concern he showed for me in it, 

his manner of parting with that large share which he gave me of his little stock left—all these had 

joined to make such impressions on me, that I really loved him most tenderly, and could not bear 

the thoughts of parting with him. 

Two days after this we quitted Chester, I in the stage-coach, and he on horseback. I dismissed 

my maid at Chester. He was very much against my being without a maid, but she being a servant 



hired in the country, and I resolving to keep no servant at London, I told him it would have been 

barbarous to have taken the poor wench and have turned her away as soon as I came to town; and 

it would also have been a needless charge on the road, so I satisfied him, and he was easy enough 

on the score. 

He came with me as far as Dunstable, within thirty miles of London, and then he told me fate 

and his own misfortunes obliged him to leave me, and that it was not convenient for him to go to 

London, for reasons which it was of no value to me to know, and I saw him preparing to go. The 

stage-coach we were in did not usually stop at Dunstable, but I desiring it but for a quarter of an 

hour, they were content to stand at an inn-door a while, and we went into the house. 

Being in the inn, I told him I had but one favour more to ask of him, and that was, that since 

he could not go any farther, he would give me leave to stay a week or two in the town with him, 

that we might in that time think of something to prevent such a ruinous thing to us both, as a 

final separation would be; and that I had something of moment to offer him, that I had never said 

yet, and which perhaps he might find practicable to our mutual advantage. 

This was too reasonable a proposal to be denied, so he called the landlady of the house, and 

told her his wife was taken ill, and so ill that she could not think of going any farther in the stage-

coach, which had tired her almost to death, and asked if she could not get us a lodging for two or 

three days in a private house, where I might rest me a little, for the journey had been too much 

for me. The landlady, a good sort of woman, well-bred and very obliging, came immediately to 

see me; told me she had two or three very good rooms in a part of the house quite out of the 

noise, and if I saw them, she did not doubt but I would like them, and I should have one of her 

maids, that should do nothing else but be appointed to wait on me. This was so very kind, that I 

could not but accept of it, and thank her; so I went to look on the rooms and liked them very 

well, and indeed they were extraordinarily furnished, and very pleasant lodgings; so we paid the 

stage-coach, took out our baggage, and resolved to stay here a while. 

Here I told him I would live with him now till all my money was spent, but would not let him 

spend a shilling of his own. We had some kind squabble about that, but I told him it was the last 

time I was like to enjoy his company, and I desired he would let me be master in that thing only, 

and he should govern in everything else; so he acquiesced. 

Here one evening, taking a walk into the fields, I told him I would now make the proposal to 

him I had told him of; accordingly I related to him how I had lived in Virginia, that I had a 

mother I believed was alive there still, though my husband was dead some years. I told him that 

had not my effects miscarried, which, by the way, I magnified pretty much, I might have been 

fortune good enough to him to have kept us from being parted in this manner. Then I entered into 

the manner of peoples going over to those countries to settle, how they had a quantity of land 

given them by the Constitution of the place; and if not, that it might be purchased at so easy a 

rate this it was not worth naming. 

I then gave him a full and distinct account of the nature of planting; how with carrying over 

but two or three hundred pounds value in English goods, with some servants and tools, a man of 

application would presently lay a foundation for a family, and in a very few years be certain to 

raise an estate. 

I let him into the nature of the product of the earth; how the ground was cured and prepared, 

and what the usual increase of it was; and demonstrated to him, that in a very few years, with 

such a beginning, we should be as certain of being rich as we were now certain of being poor. 



He was surprised at my discourse; for we made it the whole subject of our conversation for 

near a week together, in which time I laid it down in black and white, as we say, that it was 

morally impossible, with a supposition of any reasonable good conduct, but that we must thrive 

there and do very well. 

Then I told him what measures I would take to raise such a sum of £300 or thereabouts; and I 

argued with him how good a method it would be to put an end to our misfortunes and restore our 

circumstances in the world, to what we had both expected; and I added, that after seven years, if 

we lived, we might be in a posture to leave our plantations in good hands, and come over again 

and receive the income of it, and live here and enjoy it; and I gave him examples of some that 

had done so, and lived now in very good circumstances in London. 

In short, I pressed him so to it, that he almost agreed to it, but still something or other broke it 

off again; till at last he turned the tables, and he began to talk almost to the same purpose of 

Ireland. 

He told me that a man that could confine himself to country life, and that could find but stock 

to enter upon any land, should have farms there for £50 a year, as good as were here let for £200 

a year; that the produce was such, and so rich the land, that if much was not laid up, we were 

sure to live as handsomely upon it as a gentleman of £3000 a year could do in England and that 

he had laid a scheme to leave me in London, and go over and try; and if he found he could lay a 

handsome foundation of living suitable to the respect he had for me, as he doubted not he should 

do, he would come over and fetch me. 

I was dreadfully afraid that upon such a proposal he would have taken me at my word, viz. to 

sell my little income as I called it, and turn it into money, and let him carry it over into Ireland 

and try his experiment with it; but he was too just to desire it, or to have accepted it if I had 

offered it; and he anticipated me in that, for he added, that he would go and try his fortune that 

way, and if he found he could do anything at it to live, then, by adding mine to it when I went 

over, we should live like ourselves; but that he would not hazard a shilling of mine till he had 

made the experiment with a little, and he assured me that if he found nothing to be done in 

Ireland, he would then come to me and join in my project for Virginia. 

He was so earnest upon his project being to be tried first, that I could not withstand him; 

however, he promised to let me hear from him in a very little time after his arriving there, to let 

me know whether his prospect answered his design, that if there was not a possibility of success, 

I might take the occasion to prepare for our other voyage, and then, he assured me, he would go 

with me to America with all his heart. 

I could bring him to nothing further than this. However, those consultations entertained us 

near a month, during which I enjoyed his company, which indeed was the most entertaining that 

ever I met in my life before. In this time he let me into the whole story of his own life, which was 

indeed surprising, and full of an infinite variety sufficient to fill up a much brighter history, for 

its adventures and incidents, than any I ever saw in print; but I shall have occasion to say more of 

him hereafter. 

We parted at last, though with the utmost reluctance on my side; and indeed he took his leave 

very unwillingly too, but necessity obliged him, for his reasons were very good why he would 

not come to London, as I understood more fully some time afterwards. 

I gave him a direction how to write to me, though still I reserved the grand secret, and never 

broke my resolution, which was not to let him ever know my true name, who I was, or where to 



be found; he likewise let me know how to write a letter to him, so that, he said, he would be sure 

to receive it. 

I came to London the next day after we parted, but did not go directly to my old lodgings; but 

for another nameless reason took a private lodging in St. John’s Street, or, as it is vulgarly called, 

St. Jones’s, near Clerkenwell; and here, being perfectly alone, I had leisure to sit down and 

reflect seriously upon the last seven months’ ramble I had made, for I had been abroad no less. 

The pleasant hours I had with my last husband I looked back on with an infinite deal of pleasure; 

but that pleasure was very much lessened when I found some time after that I was really with 

child. 

This was a perplexing thing, because of the difficulty which was before me where I should get 

leave to lie in; it being one of the nicest things in the world at that time of day for a woman that 

was a stranger, and had no friends, to be entertained in that circumstance without security, 

which, by the way, I had not, neither could I procure any. 

I had taken care all this while to preserve a correspondence with my honest friend at the bank, 

or rather he took care to correspond with me, for he wrote to me once a week; and though I had 

not spent my money so fast as to want any from him, yet I often wrote also to let him know I was 

alive. I had left directions in Lancashire, so that I had these letters, which he sent, conveyed to 

me; and during my recess at St. Jones’s received a very obliging letter from him, assuring me 

that his process for a divorce from his wife went on with success, though he met with some 

difficulties in it that he did not expect. 

I was not displeased with the news that his process was more tedious than he expected; for 

though I was in no condition to have him yet, not being so foolish to marry him when I knew 

myself to be with child by another man, as some I know have ventured to do, yet I was not 

willing to lose him, and, in a word, resolved to have him if he continued in the same mind, as 

soon as I was up again; for I saw apparently I should hear no more from my husband; and as he 

had all along pressed to marry, and had assured me he would not be at all disgusted at it, or ever 

offer to claim me again, so I made no scruple to resolve to do it if I could, and if my other friend 

stood to his bargain; and I had a great deal of reason to be assured that he would stand to it, by 

the letters he wrote to me, which were the kindest and most obliging that could be. 

I now grew big, and the people where I lodged perceived it, and began to take notice of it to 

me, and, as far as civility would allow, intimated that I must think of removing. This put me to 

extreme perplexity, and I grew very melancholy, for indeed I knew not what course to take. I had 

money, but no friends, and was like to have a child upon my hands to keep, which was a 

difficulty I had never had upon me yet, as the particulars of my story hitherto make appear. 

In the course of this affair I fell very ill, and my melancholy really increased my distemper; 

my illness proved at length to be only an ague, but my apprehensions were really that I should 

miscarry. I should not say apprehensions, for indeed I would have been glad to miscarry, but I 

could never be brought to entertain so much as a thought of endeavouring to miscarry, or of 

taking any thing to make me miscarry; I abhorred, I say, so much as the thought of it. 

However, speaking of it in the house, the gentlewoman who kept the house proposed to me to 

send for a midwife. I scrupled it at first, but after some time consented to it, but told her I had no 

particular acquaintance with any midwife, and so left it to her. 

It seems the mistress of the house was not so great a stranger to such cases as mine was as I 

thought at first she had been, as will appear presently, and she sent for a midwife of the right 

sort—that is to say, the right sort for me. 



The woman appeared to be an experienced woman in her business, I mean as a midwife; but 

she had another calling too, in which she was as expert as most women if not more. My landlady 

had told her I was very melancholy, and that she believed that had done me harm; and once, 

before me, said to her, “Mrs. B——” (meaning the midwife), “I believe this lady’s trouble is of a 

kind that is pretty much in your way, and therefore if you can do anything for her, pray do, for 

she is a very civil gentlewoman”; and so she went out of the room. 

I really did not understand her, but my Mother Midnight began very seriously to explain what 

she meant, as soon as she was gone. “Madam,” says she, “you seem not to understand what your 

landlady means; and when you do understand it, you need not let her know at all that you do so. 

“She means that you are under some circumstances that may render your lying in difficult to 

you, and that you are not willing to be exposed. I need say no more, but to tell you, that if you 

think fit to communicate so much of your case to me, if it be so, as is necessary, for I do not 

desire to pry into those things, I perhaps may be in a position to help you and to make you 

perfectly easy, and remove all your dull thoughts upon that subject.” 

Every word this creature said was a cordial to me, and put new life and new spirit into my 

heart; my blood began to circulate immediately, and I was quite another body; I ate my victuals 

again, and grew better presently after it. She said a great deal more to the same purpose, and 

then, having pressed me to be free with her, and promised in the solemnest manner to be secret, 

she stopped a little, as if waiting to see what impression it made on me, and what I would say. 

I was too sensible to the want I was in of such a woman, not to accept her offer; I told her my 

case was partly as she guessed, and partly not, for I was really married, and had a husband, 

though he was in such fine circumstances and so remote at that time, as that he could not appear 

publicly. 

She took me short, and told me that was none of her business; all the ladies that came under 

her care were married women to her. “Every woman,” she says, “that is with child has a father 

for it,” and whether that father was a husband or no husband, was no business of hers; her 

business was to assist me in my present circumstances, whether I had a husband or no. “For, 

madam,” says she, “to have a husband that cannot appear, is to have no husband in the sense of 

the case; and, therefore, whether you are a wife or a mistress is all one to me.” 

I found presently, that whether I was a whore or a wife, I was to pass for a whore here, so I let 

that go. I told her it was true, as she said, but that, however, if I must tell her my case, I must tell 

it her as it was; so I related it to her as short as I could, and I concluded it to her thus. “I trouble 

you with all this, madam,” said I, “not that, as you said before, it is much to the purpose in your 

affair, but this is to the purpose, namely, that I am not in any pain about being seen, or being 

public or concealed, for ’tis perfectly indifferent to me; but my difficulty is, that I have no 

acquaintance in this part of the nation.” 

“I understand you, madam” says she; “you have no security to bring to prevent the parish 

impertinences usual in such cases, and perhaps,” says she, “do not know very well how to 

dispose of the child when it comes.” “The last,” says I, “is not so much my concern as the first.” 

“Well, madam,” answered the midwife, “dare you put yourself into my hands? I live in such a 

place; though I do not inquire after you, you may inquire after me. My name is B——; I live in 

such a street”—naming the street—“at the sign of the Cradle. My profession is a midwife, and I 

have many ladies that come to my house to lie in. I have given security to the parish in general 

terms to secure them from any charge from whatsoever shall come into the world under my roof. 



I have but one question to ask in the whole affair, madam,” says she, “and if that be answered 

you shall be entirely easy for all the rest.” 

I presently understood what she meant, and told her, “Madam, I believe I understand you. I 

thank God, though I want friends in this part of the world, I do not want money, so far as may be 

necessary, though I do not abound in that neither’: this I added because I would not make her 

expect great things. “Well, madam,” says she, “that is the thing indeed, without which nothing 

can be done in these cases; and yet,” says she, “you shall see that I will not impose upon you, or 

offer anything that is unkind to you, and if you desire it, you shall know everything beforehand, 

that you may suit yourself to the occasion, and be neither costly or sparing as you see fit.” 

I told her she seemed to be so perfectly sensible of my condition, that I had nothing to ask of 

her but this, that as I had told her that I had money sufficient, but not a great quantity, she would 

order it so that I might be at as little superfluous charge as possible. 

She replied that she would bring in an account of the expenses of it in two or three shapes, and 

like a bill of fare, I should choose as I pleased; and I desired her to do so. 

The next day she brought it, and the copy of her three bills was as follows:— 

1.  For three months’ lodging in her house, including 

    my diet, at 10s. a week . . . . . . . . . . . 6£,  0s., 0d. 

 

2.  For a nurse for the month, and use of childbed 

    linen . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 1£, 10s., 0d. 

 

3.  For a minister to christen the child, and to the 

    godfathers and clerk  . . . . . . . . . . . . 1£, 10s., 0d. 

 

4.  For a supper at the christening if I had five friends 

    at it . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 1£,  0s., 0d. 

 

    For her fees as a midwife, and the taking off the 

    trouble of the parish . . . . . . . . . . . . 3£,  3s., 0d. 

 

    To her maid servant attending . . . . . . . . 0£, 10s., 0d. 

                                                 -------------- 

                                                 13£, 13s., 0d. 

This was the first bill; the second was the same terms:— 

1.  For three months’ lodging and diet, etc., at 20s. 

    per week . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 13£,  0s., 0d. 

 

2.  For a nurse for the month, and the use of linen 

    and lace . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  2£, 10s., 0d. 

 

3.  For the minister to christen the child, etc., as 

    above . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 2£,  0s., 0d. 

 

4.  For supper and for sweetmeats 

    . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 3£,  3s., 0d. 



 

    For her fees as above . . . . . . . . . . . . 5£,  5s., 0d. 

 

    For a servant-maid  . . . . . . . . . . . . . 1£,  0s., 0d. 

                                                 -------------- 

                                                 26£, 18s., 0d. 

This was the second-rate bill; the third, she said, was for a degree higher, and when the father 

or friends appeared:— 

1.  For three months’ lodging and diet, having two 

    rooms and a garret for a servant . . . . . . 30£,  0s., 0d., 

 

2.  For a nurse for the month, and the finest suit 

    of childbed linen . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 4£,  4s., 0d. 

 

3.  For the minister to christen the child, etc.  2£, 10s., 0d. 

 

4.  For a supper, the gentlemen to send in the 

    wine . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  6£,  0s., 0d. 

 

    For my fees, etc. . . . . . . . . . . . . .  10£, 10s., 0d. 

 

    The maid, besides their own maid, only 

    . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 0£, 10s., 0d. 

                                                 -------------- 

                                                 53£, 14s., 0d. 

I looked upon all three bills, and smiled, and told her I did not see but that she was very 

reasonable in her demands, all things considered, and for that I did not doubt but her 

accommodations were good. 

She told me I should be judge of that when I saw them. I told her I was sorry to tell her that I 

feared I must be her lowest-rated customer. “And perhaps, madam,” said I, “you will make me 

the less welcome upon that account.” “No, not at all,” said she; “for where I have one of the third 

sort I have two of the second, and four to one of the first, and I get as much by them in 

proportion as by any; but if you doubt my care of you, I will allow any friend you have to 

overlook and see if you are well waited on or no.” 

Then she explained the particulars of her bill. “In the first place, madam,” said she, “I would 

have you observe that here is three months’ keeping; you are but ten shillings a week; I 

undertake to say you will not complain of my table. I suppose,” says she, “you do not live 

cheaper where you are now?” “No, indeed,” said I, “not so cheap, for I give six shillings per 

week for my chamber, and find my own diet as well as I can, which costs me a great deal more.” 

“Then, madam,” says she, “if the child should not live, or should be dead-born, as you know 

sometimes happens, then there is the minister’s article saved; and if you have no friends to come 

to you, you may save the expense of a supper; so that take those articles out, madam,” says she, 

“your lying in will not cost you above £5, 3s. in all more than your ordinary charge of living.” 

This was the most reasonable thing that I ever heard of; so I smiled, and told her I would come 

and be her customer; but I told her also, that as I had two months and more to do, I might 



perhaps be obliged to stay longer with her than three months, and desired to know if she would 

not be obliged to remove me before it was proper. No, she said; her house was large, and besides, 

she never put anybody to remove, that had lain in, till they were willing to go; and if she had 

more ladies offered, she was not so ill-beloved among her neighbours but she could provide 

accommodations for twenty, if there was occasion. 

I found she was an eminent lady in her way; and, in short, I agreed to put myself into her 

hands, and promised her. She then talked of other things, looked about into my accommodations 

where I was, found fault with my wanting attendance and conveniences, and that I should not be 

used so at her house. I told her I was shy of speaking, for the woman of the house looked 

stranger, or at least I thought so, since I had been ill, because I was with child; and I was afraid 

she would put some affront or other upon me, supposing that I had been able to give but a slight 

account of myself. 

“Oh dear,” said she, “her ladyship is no stranger to these things; she has tried to entertain 

ladies in your condition several times, but she could not secure the parish; and besides, she is not 

such a nice lady as you take her to be; however, since you are a-going, you shall not meddle with 

her, but I’ll see you are a little better looked after while you are here than I think you are, and it 

shall not cost you the more neither.” 

I did not understand her at all; however, I thanked her, and so we parted. The next morning 

she sent me a chicken roasted and hot, and a pint bottle of sherry, and ordered the maid to tell me 

that she was to wait on me every day as long as I stayed there. 

This was surprisingly good and kind, and I accepted it very willingly. At night she sent to me 

again, to know if I wanted anything, and how I did, and to order the maid to come to her in the 

morning with my dinner. The maid had orders to make me some chocolate in the morning before 

she came away, and did so, and at noon she brought me the sweetbread of a breast of veal, 

whole, and a dish of soup for my dinner; and after this manner she nursed me up at a distance, so 

that I was mightily well pleased, and quickly well, for indeed my dejections before were the 

principal part of my illness. 

I expected, as is usually the case among such people, that the servant she sent me would have 

been some imprudent brazen wench of Drury Lane breeding, and I was very uneasy at having her 

with me upon that account; so I would not let her lie in that house the first night by any means, 

but had my eyes about me as narrowly as if she had been a public thief. 

My gentlewoman guessed presently what was the matter, and sent her back with a short note, 

that I might depend upon the honesty of her maid; that she would be answerable for her upon all 

accounts; and that she took no servants into her house without very good security for their 

fidelity. I was then perfectly easy; and indeed the maid’s behaviour spoke for itself, for a 

modester, quieter, soberer girl never came into anybody’s family, and I found her so afterwards. 

As soon as I was well enough to go abroad, I went with the maid to see the house, and to see 

the apartment I was to have; and everything was so handsome and so clean and well, that, in 

short, I had nothing to say, but was wonderfully pleased and satisfied with what I had met with, 

which, considering the melancholy circumstances I was in, was far beyond what I looked for. 

It might be expected that I should give some account of the nature of the wicked practices of 

this woman, in whose hands I was now fallen; but it would be too much encouragement to the 

vice, to let the world see what easy measures were here taken to rid the women’s unwelcome 

burthen of a child clandestinely gotten. This grave matron had several sorts of practice, and this 

was one particular, that if a child was born, though not in her house (for she had occasion to be 



called to many private labours), she had people at hand, who for a piece of money would take the 

child off their hands, and off from the hands of the parish too; and those children, as she said, 

were honestly provided for and taken care of. What should become of them all, considering so 

many, as by her account she was concerned with, I cannot conceive. 

I had many times discourses upon that subject with her; but she was full of this argument, that 

she save the life of many an innocent lamb, as she called them, which would otherwise perhaps 

have been murdered; and of many women who, made desperate by the misfortune, would 

otherwise be tempted to destroy their children, and bring themselves to the gallows. I granted her 

that this was true, and a very commendable thing, provided the poor children fell into good hands 

afterwards, and were not abused, starved, and neglected by the nurses that bred them up. She 

answered, that she always took care of that, and had no nurses in her business but what were very 

good, honest people, and such as might be depended upon. 

I could say nothing to the contrary, and so was obliged to say, “Madam, I do not question you 

do your part honestly, but what those people do afterwards is the main question”; and she 

stopped my mouth again with saying that she took the utmost care about it. 

The only thing I found in all her conversation on these subjects that gave me any distaste, was, 

that one time in discouraging about my being far gone with child, and the time I expected to 

come, she said something that looked as if she could help me off with my burthen sooner, if I 

was willing; or, in English, that she could give me something to make me miscarry, if I had a 

desire to put an end to my troubles that way; but I soon let her see that I abhorred the thoughts of 

it; and, to do her justice, she put it off so cleverly, that I could not say she really intended it, or 

whether she only mentioned the practice as a horrible thing; for she couched her words so well, 

and took my meaning so quickly, that she gave her negative before I could explain myself. 

To bring this part into as narrow a compass as possible, I quitted my lodging at St. Jones’s and 

went to my new governess, for so they called her in the house, and there I was indeed treated 

with so much courtesy, so carefully looked to, so handsomely provided, and everything so well, 

that I was surprised at it, and could not at first see what advantage my governess made of it; but I 

found afterwards that she professed to make no profit of lodgers’ diet, nor indeed could she get 

much by it, but that her profit lay in the other articles of her management, and she made enough 

that way, I assure you; for ’tis scarce credible what practice she had, as well abroad as at home, 

and yet all upon the private account, or, in plain English, the whoring account. 

While I was in her house, which was near four months, she had no less than twelve ladies of 

pleasure brought to bed within the doors, and I think she had two-and-thirty, or thereabouts, 

under her conduct without doors, whereof one, as nice as she was with me, was lodged with my 

old landlady at St. Jones’s. 

This was a strange testimony of the growing vice of the age, and such a one, that as bad as I 

had been myself, it shocked my very senses. I began to nauseate the place I was in and, about all, 

the wicked practice; and yet I must say that I never saw, or do I believe there was to be seen, the 

least indecency in the house the whole time I was there. 

Not a man was ever seen to come upstairs, except to visit the lying-in ladies within their 

month, nor then without the old lady with them, who made it a piece of honour of her 

management that no man should touch a woman, no, not his own wife, within the month; nor 

would she permit any man to lie in the house upon any pretence whatever, no, not though she 

was sure it was with his own wife; and her general saying for it was, that she cared not how 

many children were born in her house, but she would have none got there if she could help it. 



It might perhaps be carried further than was needful, but it was an error of the right hand if it 

was an error, for by this she kept up the reputation, such as it was, of her business, and obtained 

this character, that though she did take care of the women when they were debauched, yet she 

was not instrumental to their being debauched at all; and yet it was a wicked trade she drove too. 

While I was there, and before I was brought to bed, I received a letter from my trustee at the 

bank, full of kind, obliging things, and earnestly pressing me to return to London. It was near a 

fortnight old when it came to me, because it had been first sent into Lancashire, and then 

returned to me. He concludes with telling me that he had obtained a decree, I think he called it, 

against his wife, and that he would be ready to make good his engagement to me, if I would 

accept of him, adding a great many protestations of kindness and affection, such as he would 

have been far from offering if he had known the circumstances I had been in, and which as it was 

I had been very far from deserving. 

I returned an answer to his letter, and dated it at Liverpool, but sent it by messenger, alleging 

that it came in cover to a friend in town. I gave him joy of his deliverance, but raised some 

scruples at the lawfulness of his marrying again, and told him I supposed he would consider very 

seriously upon that point before he resolved on it, the consequence being too great for a man of 

his judgment to venture rashly upon a thing of that nature; so concluded, wishing him very well 

in whatever he resolved, without letting him into anything of my own mind, or giving any 

answer to his proposal of my coming to London to him, but mentioned at a distance my intention 

to return the latter end of the year, this being dated in April. 

I was brought to bed about the middle of May and had another brave boy, and myself in as 

good condition as usual on such occasions. My governess did her part as a midwife with the 

greatest art and dexterity imaginable, and far beyond all that ever I had had any experience of 

before. 

Her care of me in my travail, and after in my lying in, was such, that if she had been my own 

mother it could not have been better. Let none be encouraged in their loose practices from this 

dexterous lady’s management, for she is gone to her place, and I dare say has left nothing behind 

her that can or will come up on it. 

I think I had been brought to bed about twenty-two days when I received another letter from 

my friend at the bank, with the surprising news that he had obtained a final sentence of divorce 

against his wife, and had served her with it on such a day, and that he had such an answer to give 

to all my scruples about his marrying again, as I could not expect, and as he had no desire of; for 

that his wife, who had been under some remorse before for her usage of him, as soon as she had 

the account that he had gained his point, had very unhappily destroyed herself that same evening. 

He expressed himself very handsomely as to his being concerned at her disaster, but cleared 

himself of having any hand in it, and that he had only done himself justice in a case in which he 

was notoriously injured and abused. However, he said that he was extremely afflicted at it, and 

had no view of any satisfaction left in his world, but only in the hope that I would come and 

relieve him by my company; and then he pressed me violently indeed to give him some hopes 

that I would at least come up to town and let him see me, when he would further enter into 

discourse about it. 

I was exceedingly surprised at the news, and began now seriously to reflect on my present 

circumstances, and the inexpressible misfortune it was to me to have a child upon my hands, and 

what to do in it I knew not. At last I opened my case at a distance to my governess. I appeared 

melancholy and uneasy for several days, and she lay at me continually to know what trouble me. 



I could not for my life tell her that I had an offer of marriage, after I had so often told her that I 

had a husband, so that I really knew not what to say to her. I owned I had something which very 

much troubled me, but at the same time told her I could not speak of it to any one alive. 

She continued importuning me several days, but it was impossible, I told her, for me to 

commit the secret to anybody. This, instead of being an answer to her, increased her 

importunities; she urged her having been trusted with the greatest secrets of this nature, that it 

was her business to conceal everything, and that to discover things of that nature would be her 

ruin. She asked me if ever I had found her tattling to me of other people’s affairs, and how could 

I suspect her? She told me, to unfold myself to her was telling it to nobody; that she was silent as 

death; that it must be a very strange case indeed that she could not help me out of; but to conceal 

it was to deprive myself of all possible help, or means of help, and to deprive her of the 

opportunity of serving me. In short, she had such a bewitching eloquence, and so great a power 

of persuasion that there was no concealing anything from her. 

So I resolved to unbosom myself to her. I told her the history of my Lancashire marriage, and 

how both of us had been disappointed; how we came together, and how we parted; how he 

absolutely discharged me, as far as lay in him, free liberty to marry again, protesting that if he 

knew it he would never claim me, or disturb or expose me; that I thought I was free, but was 

dreadfully afraid to venture, for fear of the consequences that might follow in case of a 

discovery. 

Then I told her what a good offer I had; showed her my friend’s two last letters, inviting me to 

come to London, and let her see with what affection and earnestness they were written, but 

blotted out the name, and also the story about the disaster of his wife, only that she was dead. 

She fell a-laughing at my scruples about marrying, and told me the other was no marriage, but 

a cheat on both sides; and that, as we were parted by mutual consent, the nature of the contract 

was destroyed, and the obligation was mutually discharged. She had arguments for this at the tip 

of her tongue; and, in short, reasoned me out of my reason; not but that it was too by the help of 

my own inclination. 

But then came the great and main difficulty, and that was the child; this, she told me in so 

many words, must be removed, and that so as that it should never be possible for any one to 

discover it. I knew there was no marrying without entirely concealing that I had had a child, for 

he would soon have discovered by the age of it that it was born, nay, and gotten too, since my 

parley with him, and that would have destroyed all the affair. 

But it touched my heart so forcibly to think of parting entirely with the child, and, for aught I 

knew, of having it murdered, or starved by neglect and ill-usage (which was much the same), 

that I could not think of it without horror. I wish all those women who consent to the disposing 

their children out of the way, as it is called, for decency sake, would consider that ’tis only a 

contrived method for murder; that is to say, a-killing their children with safety. 

It is manifest to all that understand anything of children, that we are born into the world 

helpless, and incapable either to supply our own wants or so much as make them known; and that 

without help we must perish; and this help requires not only an assisting hand, whether of the 

mother or somebody else, but there are two things necessary in that assisting hand, that is, care 

and skill; without both which, half the children that are born would die, nay, though they were 

not to be denied food; and one half more of those that remained would be cripples or fools, lose 

their limbs, and perhaps their sense. I question not but that these are partly the reasons why 

affection was placed by nature in the hearts of mothers to their children; without which they 



would never be able to give themselves up, as ’tis necessary they should, to the care and waking 

pains needful to the support of their children. 

Since this care is needful to the life of children, to neglect them is to murder them; again, to 

give them up to be managed by those people who have none of that needful affection placed by 

nature in them, is to neglect them in the highest degree; nay, in some it goes farther, and is a 

neglect in order to their being lost; so that ’tis even an intentional murder, whether the child lives 

or dies. 

All those things represented themselves to my view, and that is the blackest and most frightful 

form: and as I was very free with my governess, whom I had now learned to call mother, I 

represented to her all the dark thoughts which I had upon me about it, and told her what distress I 

was in. She seemed graver by much at this part than at the other; but as she was hardened in 

these things beyond all possibility of being touched with the religious part, and the scruples 

about the murder, so she was equally impenetrable in that part which related to affection. She 

asked me if she had not been careful and tender to me in my lying in, as if I had been her own 

child. I told her I owned she had. “Well, my dear,” says she, “and when you are gone, what are 

you to me? And what would it be to me if you were to be hanged? Do you think there are not 

women who, as it is their trade and they get their bread by it, value themselves upon their being 

as careful of children as their own mothers can be, and understand it rather better? Yes, yes, 

child,” says she, “fear it not; how were we nursed ourselves? Are you sure you was nursed up by 

your own mother? and yet you look fat and fair, child,” says the old beldam; and with that she 

stroked me over the face. “Never be concerned, child,” says she, going on in her drolling way; “I 

have no murderers about me; I employ the best and the honestest nurses that can be had, and 

have as few children miscarry under their hands as there would if they were all nursed by 

mothers; we want neither care nor skill.” 

She touched me to the quick when she asked if I was sure that I was nursed by my own 

mother; on the contrary I was sure I was not; and I trembled, and looked pale at the very 

expression. “Sure,” said I to myself, “this creature cannot be a witch, or have any conversation 

with a spirit, that can inform her what was done with me before I was able to know it myself”; 

and I looked at her as if I had been frightened; but reflecting that it could not be possible for her 

to know anything about me, that disorder went off, and I began to be easy, but it was not 

presently. 

She perceived the disorder I was in, but did not know the meaning of it; so she ran on in her 

wild talk upon the weakness of my supposing that children were murdered because they were not 

all nursed by the mother, and to persuade me that the children she disposed of were as well used 

as if the mothers had the nursing of them themselves. 

“It may be true, mother,” says I, “for aught I know, but my doubts are very strongly grounded 

indeed.” “Come, then,” says she, “let’s hear some of them.” “Why, first,” says I, “you give a 

piece of money to these people to take the child off the parent’s hands, and to take care of it as 

long as it lives. Now we know, mother,” said I, “that those are poor people, and their gain 

consists in being quit of the charge as soon as they can; how can I doubt but that, as it is best for 

them to have the child die, they are not over solicitous about life?” 

“This is all vapours and fancy,” says the old woman; “I tell you their credit depends upon the 

child’s life, and they are as careful as any mother of you all.” 

“O mother,” says I, “if I was but sure my little baby would be carefully looked to, and have 

justice done it, I should be happy indeed; but it is impossible I can be satisfied in that point 



unless I saw it, and to see it would be ruin and destruction to me, as now my case stands; so what 

to do I know not.” 

“A fine story!” says the governess. “You would see the child, and you would not see the child; 

you would be concealed and discovered both together. These are things impossible, my dear; so 

you must e’en do as other conscientious mothers have done before you, and be contented with 

things as they must be, though they are not as you wish them to be.” 

I understood what she meant by conscientious mothers; she would have said conscientious 

whores, but she was not willing to disoblige me, for really in this case I was not a whore, because 

legally married, the force of former marriage excepted. 

However, let me be what I would, I was not come up to that pitch of hardness common to the 

profession; I mean, to be unnatural, and regardless of the safety of my child; and I preserved this 

honest affection so long, that I was upon the point of giving up my friend at the bank, who lay so 

hard at me to come to him and marry him, that, in short, there was hardly any room to deny him. 

At last my old governess came to me, with her usual assurance. “Come, my dear,” says she, “I 

have found out a way how you shall be at a certainty that your child shall be used well, and yet 

the people that take care of it shall never know you, or who the mother of the child is.” 

“Oh mother,” says I, “if you can do so, you will engage me to you for ever.” “Well,” says she, 

“are you willing to be a some small annual expense, more than what we usually give to the 

people we contract with?” “Ay,” says I, “with all my heart, provided I may be concealed.” “As to 

that,” says the governess, “you shall be secure, for the nurse shall never so much as dare to 

inquire about you, and you shall once or twice a year go with me and see your child, and see how 

’tis used, and be satisfied that it is in good hands, nobody knowing who you are.” 

“Why,” said I, “do you think, mother, that when I come to see my child, I shall be able to 

conceal my being the mother of it? Do you think that possible?” 

“Well, well,” says my governess, “if you discover it, the nurse shall be never the wiser; for she 

shall be forbid to ask any questions about you, or to take any notice. If she offers it, she shall lose 

the money which you are suppose to give her, and the child shall be taken from her too.” 

I was very well pleased with this. So the next week a countrywoman was brought from 

Hertford, or thereabouts, who was to take the child off our hands entirely for £10 in money. But 

if I would allow £5 a year more of her, she would be obliged to bring the child to my governess’s 

house as often as we desired, or we should come down and look at it, and see how well she used 

it. 

The woman was very wholesome-looking, a likely woman, a cottager’s wife, but she had very 

good clothes and linen, and everything well about her; and with a heavy heart and many a tear, I 

let her have my child. I had been down at Hertford, and looked at her and at her dwelling, which 

I liked well enough; and I promised her great things if she would be kind to the child, so she 

knew at first word that I was the child’s mother. But she seemed to be so much out of the way, 

and to have no room to inquire after me, that I thought I was safe enough. So, in short, I 

consented to let her have the child, and I gave her £10; that is to say, I gave it to my governess, 

who gave it the poor woman before my face, she agreeing never to return the child back to me, 

or to claim anything more for its keeping or bringing up; only that I promised, if she took a great 

deal of care of it, I would give her something more as often as I came to see it; so that I was not 

bound to pay the £5, only that I promised my governess I would do it. And thus my great care 

was over, after a manner, which though it did not at all satisfy my mind, yet was the most 

convenient for me, as my affairs then stood, of any that could be thought of at that time. 



I then began to write to my friend at the bank in a more kindly style, and particularly about the 

beginning of July I sent him a letter, that I proposed to be in town some time in August. He 

returned me an answer in the most passionate terms imaginable, and desired me to let him have 

timely notice, and he would come and meet me, two day’s journey. This puzzled me scurvily, 

and I did not know what answer to make of it. Once I resolved to take the stage-coach to West 

Chester, on purpose only to have the satisfaction of coming back, that he might see me really 

come in the same coach; for I had a jealous thought, though I had no ground for it at all, lest he 

should think I was not really in the country. And it was no ill-grounded thought as you shall hear 

presently. 

I endeavoured to reason myself out of it, but it was in vain; the impression lay so strong on my 

mind, that it was not to be resisted. At last it came as an addition to my new design of going into 

the country, that it would be an excellent blind to my old governess, and would cover entirely all 

my other affairs, for she did not know in the least whether my new lover lived in London or in 

Lancashire; and when I told her my resolution, she was fully persuaded it was in Lancashire. 

Having taken my measure for this journey I let her know it, and sent the maid that tended me, 

from the beginning, to take a place for me in the coach. She would have had me let the maid 

have waited on me down to the last stage, and come up again in the waggon, but I convinced her 

it would not be convenient. When I went away, she told me she would enter into no measures for 

correspondence, for she saw evidently that my affection to my child would cause me to write to 

her, and to visit her too when I came to town again. I assured her it would, and so took my leave, 

well satisfied to have been freed from such a house, however good my accommodations there 

had been, as I have related above. 

I took the place in the coach not to its full extent, but to a place called Stone, in Cheshire, I 

think it is, where I not only had no manner of business, but not so much as the least acquaintance 

with any person in the town or near it. But I knew that with money in the pocket one is at home 

anywhere; so I lodged there two or three days, till, watching my opportunity, I found room in 

another stage-coach, and took passage back again for London, sending a letter to my gentleman 

that I should be such a certain day at Stony-Stratford, where the coachman told me he was to 

lodge. 

It happened to be a chance coach that I had taken up, which, having been hired on purpose to 

carry some gentlemen to West Chester who were going for Ireland, was now returning, and did 

not tie itself to exact times or places as the stages did; so that, having been obliged to lie still on 

Sunday, he had time to get himself ready to come out, which otherwise he could not have done. 

However, his warning was so short, that he could not reach to Stony-Stratford time enough to 

be with me at night, but he met me at a place called Brickhill the next morning, as we were just 

coming in to tow. 

I confess I was very glad to see him, for I had thought myself a little disappointed over-night, 

seeing I had gone so far to contrive my coming on purpose. He pleased me doubly too by the 

figure he came in, for he brought a very handsome (gentleman’s) coach and four horses, with a 

servant to attend him. 

He took me out of the stage-coach immediately, which stopped at an inn in Brickhill; and 

putting into the same inn, he set up his own coach, and bespoke his dinner. I asked him what he 

meant by that, for I was for going forward with the journey. He said, No, I had need of a little 

rest upon the road, and that was a very good sort of a house, though it was but a little town; so 

we would go no farther that night, whatever came of it. 



I did not press him much, for since he had come so to meet me, and put himself to so much 

expense, it was but reasonable I should oblige him a little too; so I was easy as to that point. 

After dinner we walked to see the town, to see the church, and to view the fields, and the 

country, as is usual for strangers to do; and our landlord was our guide in going to see the 

church. I observed my gentleman inquired pretty much about the parson, and I took the hint 

immediately that he certainly would propose to be married; and though it was a sudden thought, 

it followed presently, that, in short, I would not refuse him; for, to be plain, with my 

circumstances I was in no condition now to say No; I had no reason now to run any more such 

hazards. 

But while these thoughts ran round in my head, which was the work but of a few moments, I 

observed my landlord took him aside and whispered to him, though not very softly neither, for so 

much I overheard: “Sir, if you shall have occasion——” the rest I could not hear, but it seems it 

was to this purpose: “Sir, if you shall have occasion for a minister, I have a friend a little way off 

that will serve you, and be as private as you please.” My gentleman answered loud enough for 

me to hear, “Very well, I believe I shall.” 

I was no sooner come back to the inn but he fell upon me with irresistible words, that since he 

had had the good fortune to meet me, and everything concurred, it would be hastening his felicity 

if I would put an end to the matter just there. “What do you mean?” says I, colouring a little. 

“What, in an inn, and upon the road! Bless us all,” said I, as if I had been surprised, “how can 

you talk so?” “Oh, I can talk so very well,” says he, “I came a-purpose to talk so, and I’ll show 

you that I did”; and with that he pulls out a great bundle of papers. “You fright me,” said I; “what 

are all these?” “Don’t be frighted, my dear,” said he, and kissed me. This was the first time that 

he had been so free to call me “my dear”; then he repeated it, “Don’t be frighted; you shall see 

what it is all”; then he laid them all abroad. There was first the deed or sentence of divorce from 

his wife, and the full evidence of her playing the whore; then there were the certificates of the 

minister and churchwardens of the parish where she lived, proving that she was buried, and 

intimating the manner of her death; the copy of the coroner’s warrant for a jury to sit upon her, 

and the verdict of the jury, who brought it in Non compos mentis. All this was indeed to the 

purpose, and to give me satisfaction, though, by the way, I was not so scrupulous, had he known 

all, but that I might have taken him without it. However, I looked them all over as well as I 

could, and told him that this was all very clear indeed, but that he need not have given himself 

the trouble to have brought them out with him, for it was time enough. Well, he said, it might be 

time enough for me, but no time but the present time was time enough for him. 

There were other papers rolled up, and I asked him what they were. “Why, ay,” says he, 

“that’s the question I wanted to have you ask me”; so he unrolls them and takes out a little 

shagreen case, and gives me out of it a very fine diamond ring. I could not refuse it, if I had a 

mind to do so, for he put it upon my finger; so I made him a curtsy and accepted it. Then he takes 

out another ring: “And this,” says he, “is for another occasion,” so he puts that in his pocket. 

“Well, but let me see it, though,” says I, and smiled; “I guess what it is; I think you are mad.” “I 

should have been mad if I had done less,” says he, and still he did not show me, and I had a great 

mind to see it; so I says, “Well, but let me see it.” “Hold,” says he, “first look here”; then he took 

up the roll again and read it, and behold! it was a licence for us to be married. “Why,” says I, 

“are you distracted? Why, you were fully satisfied that I would comply and yield at first word, or 

resolved to take no denial.” “The last is certainly the case,” said he. “But you may be mistaken,” 

said I. “No, no,” says he, “how can you think so? I must not be denied, I can’t be denied”; and 

with that he fell to kissing me so violently, I could not get rid of him. 



There was a bed in the room, and we were walking to and again, eager in the discourse; at last 

he takes me by surprise in his arms, and threw me on the bed and himself with me, and holding 

me fast in his arms, but without the least offer of any indecency, courted me to consent with such 

repeated entreaties and arguments, protesting his affection, and vowing he would not let me go 

till I had promised him, that at last I said, “Why, you resolve not to be denied, indeed, I can’t be 

denied.” “Well, well,” said I, and giving him a slight kiss, “then you shan’t be denied,” said I; 

“let me get up.” 

He was so transported with my consent, and the kind manner of it, that I began to think once 

he took it for a marriage, and would not stay for the form; but I wronged him, for he gave over 

kissing me, and then giving me two or three kisses again, thanked me for my kind yielding to 

him; and was so overcome with the satisfaction and joy of it, that I saw tears stand in his eyes. 

I turned from him, for it filled my eyes with tears too, and I asked him leave to retire a little to 

my chamber. If ever I had a grain of true repentance for a vicious and abominable life for 

twenty-four years past, it was then. On, what a felicity is it to mankind, said I to myself, that they 

cannot see into the hearts of one another! How happy had it been for me if I had been wife to a 

man of so much honesty, and so much affection from the beginning! 

Then it occurred to me, “What an abominable creature am I! and how is this innocent 

gentleman going to be abused by me! How little does he think, that having divorced a whore, he 

is throwing himself into the arms of another! that he is going to marry one that has lain with two 

brothers, and has had three children by her own brother! one that was born in Newgate, whose 

mother was a whore, and is now a transported thief! one that has lain with thirteen men, and has 

had a child since he saw me! Poor gentleman!” said I, “what is he going to do?” After this 

reproaching myself was over, it following thus: “Well, if I must be his wife, if it please God to 

give me grace, I’ll be a true wife to him, and love him suitably to the strange excess of his 

passion for me; I will make him amends if possible, by what he shall see, for the cheats and 

abuses I put upon him, which he does not see.” 

He was impatient for my coming out of my chamber, but finding me long, he went downstairs 

and talked with my landlord about the parson. 

My landlord, an officious though well-meaning fellow, had sent away for the neighbouring 

clergyman; and when my gentleman began to speak of it to him, and talk of sending for him, 

“Sir,” says he to him, “my friend is in the house”; so without any more words he brought them 

together. When he came to the minister, he asked him if he would venture to marry a couple of 

strangers that were both willing. The parson said that Mr. —— had said something to him of it; 

that he hoped it was no clandestine business; that he seemed to be a grave gentleman, and he 

supposed madam was not a girl, so that the consent of friends should be wanted. “To put you out 

of doubt of that,” says my gentleman, “read this paper”; and out he pulls the license. “I am 

satisfied,” says the minister; “where is the lady?” “You shall see her presently,” says my 

gentleman. 

When he had said thus he comes upstairs, and I was by that time come out of my room; so he 

tells me the minister was below, and that he had talked with him, and that upon showing him the 

license, he was free to marry us with all his heart, “but he asks to see you”; so he asked if I 

would let him come up. 

“’Tis time enough,” said I, “in the morning, is it not?” “Why,” said he, “my dear, he seemed to 

scruple whether it was not some young girl stolen from her parents, and I assured him we were 

both of age to command our own consent; and that made him ask to see you.” “Well,” said I, “do 



as you please”; so up they brings the parson, and a merry, good sort of gentleman he was. He had 

been told, it seems, that we had met there by accident, that I came in the Chester coach, and my 

gentleman in his own coach to meet me; that we were to have met last night at Stony-Stratford, 

but that he could not reach so far. “Well, sir,” says the parson, “every ill turn has some good in it. 

The disappointment, sir,” says he to my gentleman, “was yours, and the good turn is mine, for if 

you had met at Stony-Stratford I had not had the honour to marry you. Landlord, have you a 

Common Prayer Book?” 

I started as if I had been frightened. “Lord, sir,” says I, “what do you mean? What, to marry in 

an inn, and at night too?” “Madam,” says the minister, “if you will have it be in the church, you 

shall; but I assure you your marriage will be as firm here as in the church; we are not tied by the 

canons to marry nowhere but in the church; and if you will have it in the church, it will be a 

public as a county fair; and as for the time of day, it does not at all weigh in this case; our princes 

are married in their chambers, and at eight or ten o’clock at night.” 

I was a great while before I could be persuaded, and pretended not to be willing at all to be 

married but in the church. But it was all grimace; so I seemed at last to be prevailed on, and my 

landlord and his wife and daughter were called up. My landlord was father and clerk and all 

together, and we were married, and very merry we were; though I confess the self-reproaches 

which I had upon me before lay close to me, and extorted every now and then a deep sigh from 

me, which my bridegroom took notice of, and endeavoured to encourage me, thinking, poor man, 

that I had some little hesitations at the step I had taken so hastily. 

We enjoyed ourselves that evening completely, and yet all was kept so private in the inn that 

not a servant in the house knew of it, for my landlady and her daughter waited on me, and would 

not let any of the maids come upstairs, except while we were at supper. My landlady’s daughter I 

called my bridesmaid; and sending for a shopkeeper the next morning, I gave the young woman 

a good suit of knots, as good as the town would afford, and finding it was a lace-making town, I 

gave her mother a piece of bone-lace for a head. 

One reason that my landlord was so close was, that he was unwilling the minister of the parish 

should hear of it; but for all that somebody heard of it, so at that we had the bells set a-ringing 

the next morning early, and the music, such as the town would afford, under our window; but my 

landlord brazened it out, that we were married before we came thither, only that, being his 

former guests, we would have our wedding-supper at his house. 

We could not find in our hearts to stir the next day; for, in short, having been disturbed by the 

bells in the morning, and having perhaps not slept overmuch before, we were so sleepy 

afterwards that we lay in bed till almost twelve o’clock. 

I begged my landlady that we might not have any more music in the town, nor ringing of bells, 

and she managed it so well that we were very quiet; but an odd passage interrupted all my mirth 

for a good while. The great room of the house looked into the street, and my new spouse being 

belowstairs, I had walked to the end of the room; and it being a pleasant, warm day, I had opened 

the window, and was standing at it for some air, when I saw three gentlemen come by on 

horseback and go into an inn just against us. 

It was not to be concealed, nor was it so doubtful as to leave me any room to question it, but 

the second of the three was my Lancashire husband. I was frightened to death; I never was in 

such a consternation in my life; I though I should have sunk into the ground; my blood ran chill 

in my veins, and I trembled as if I had been in a cold fit of ague. I say, there was no room to 

question the truth of it; I knew his clothes, I knew his horse, and I knew his face. 



The first sensible reflect I made was, that my husband was not by to see my disorder, and that 

I was very glad of it. The gentlemen had not been long in the house but they came to the window 

of their room, as is usual; but my window was shut, you may be sure. However, I could not keep 

from peeping at them, and there I saw him again, heard him call out to one of the servants of the 

house for something he wanted, and received all the terrifying confirmations of its being the 

same person that were possible to be had. 

My next concern was to know, if possible, what was his business there; but that was 

impossible. Sometimes my imagination formed an idea of one frightful thing, sometimes of 

another; sometimes I thought he had discovered me, and was come to upbraid me with 

ingratitude and breach of honour; and every moment I fancied he was coming up the stairs to 

insult me; and innumerable fancies came into my head of what was never in his head, nor ever 

could be, unless the devil had revealed it to him. 

I remained in this fright nearly two hours, and scarce ever kept my eye from the window or 

door of the inn where they were. At last, hearing a great clatter in the passage of their inn, I ran 

to the window, and, to my great satisfaction, saw them all three go out again and travel on 

westward. Had they gone towards London, I should have been still in a fright, lest I should meet 

him on the road again, and that he should know me; but he went the contrary way, and so I was 

eased of that disorder. 

We resolved to be going the next day, but about six o’clock at night we were alarmed with a 

great uproar in the street, and people riding as if they had been out of their wits; and what was it 

but a hue-and-cry after three highwaymen that had robbed two coaches and some other travellers 

near Dunstable Hill, and notice had, it seems, been given that they had been seen at Brickhill at 

such a house, meaning the house where those gentlemen had been. 

The house was immediately beset and searched, but there were witnesses enough that the 

gentlemen had been gone over three hours. The crowd having gathered about, we had the news 

presently; and I was heartily concerned now another way. I presently told the people of the 

house, that I durst to say those were not the persons, for that I knew one of the gentlemen to be a 

very honest person, and of a good estate in Lancashire. 

The constable who came with the hue-and-cry was immediately informed of this, and came 

over to me to be satisfied from my own mouth, and I assured him that I saw the three gentlemen 

as I was at the window; that I saw them afterwards at the windows of the room they dined in; that 

I saw them afterwards take horse, and I could assure him I knew one of them to be such a man, 

that he was a gentleman of a very good estate, and an undoubted character in Lancashire, from 

whence I was just now upon my journey. 

The assurance with which I delivered this gave the mob gentry a check, and gave the constable 

such satisfaction, that he immediately sounded a retreat, told his people these were not the men, 

but that he had an account they were very honest gentlemen; and so they went all back again. 

What the truth of the matter was I knew not, but certain it was that the coaches were robbed at 

Dunstable Hill, and £560 in money taken; besides, some of the lace merchants that always travel 

that way had been visited too. As to the three gentlemen, that remains to be explained hereafter. 

Well, this alarm stopped us another day, though my spouse was for travelling, and told me that 

it was always safest travelling after a robbery, for that the thieves were sure to be gone far 

enough off when they had alarmed the country; but I was afraid and uneasy, and indeed 

principally lest my old acquaintance should be upon the road still, and should chance to see me. 



I never lived four pleasanter days together in my life. I was a mere bride all this while, and my 

new spouse strove to make me entirely easy in everything. Oh could this state of life have 

continued, how had all my past troubles been forgot, and my future sorrows avoided! But I had a 

past life of a most wretched kind to account for, some of it in this world as well as in another. 

We came away the fifth day; and my landlord, because he saw me uneasy, mounted himself, 

his son, and three honest country fellows with good firearms, and, without telling us of it, 

followed the coach, and would see us safe into Dunstable. We could do no less than treat them 

very handsomely at Dunstable, which cost my spouse about ten or twelve shillings, and 

something he gave the men for their time too, but my landlord would take nothing for himself. 

This was the most happy contrivance for me that could have fallen out; for had I come to 

London unmarried, I must either have come to him for the first night’s entertainment, or have 

discovered to him that I had not one acquaintance in the whole city of London that could receive 

a poor bride for the first night’s lodging with her spouse. But now, being an old married woman, 

I made no scruple of going directly home with him, and there I took possession at once of a 

house well furnished, and a husband in very good circumstances, so that I had a prospect of a 

very happy life, if I knew how to manage it; and I had leisure to consider of the real value of the 

life I was likely to live. How different it was to be from the loose ungoverned part I had acted 

before, and how much happier a life of virtue and sobriety is, than that which we call a life of 

pleasure. 

Oh had this particular scene of life lasted, or had I learned from that time I enjoyed it, to have 

tasted the true sweetness of it, and had I not fallen into that poverty which is the sure bane of 

virtue, how happy had I been, not only here, but perhaps for ever! for while I lived thus, I was 

really a penitent for all my life past. I looked back on it with abhorrence, and might truly be said 

to hate myself for it. I often reflected how my lover at the Bath, struck at the hand of God, 

repented and abandoned me, and refused to see me any more, though he loved me to an extreme; 

but I, prompted by that worst of devils, poverty, returned to the vile practice, and made the 

advantage of what they call a handsome face to be the relief to my necessities, and beauty be a 

pimp to vice. 

Now I seemed landed in a safe harbour, after the stormy voyage of life past was at an end, and 

I began to be thankful for my deliverance. I sat many an hour by myself, and wept over the 

remembrance of past follies, and the dreadful extravagances of a wicked life, and sometimes I 

flattered myself that I had sincerely repented. 

But there are temptations which it is not in the power of human nature to resist, and few know 

what would be their case if driven to the same exigencies. As covetousness is the root of all evil, 

so poverty is, I believe, the worst of all snares. But I waive that discourse till I come to an 

experiment. 

I lived with this husband with the utmost tranquillity; he was a quiet, sensible, sober man; 

virtuous, modest, sincere, and in his business diligent and just. His business was in a narrow 

compass, and his income sufficient to a plentiful way of living in the ordinary way. I do not say 

to keep an equipage, and make a figure, as the world calls it, nor did I expect it, or desire it; for 

as I abhorred the levity and extravagance of my former life, so I chose now to live retired, frugal, 

and within ourselves. I kept no company, made no visits; minded my family, and obliged my 

husband; and this kind of life became a pleasure to me. 



We lived in an uninterrupted course of ease and content for five years, when a sudden blow 

from an almost invisible hand blasted all my happiness, and turned me out into the world in a 

condition the reverse of all that had been before it. 

My husband having trusted one of his fellow-clerks with a sum of money, too much for our 

fortunes to bear the loss of, the clerk failed, and the loss fell very heavy on my husband, yet it 

was not so great neither but that, if he had had spirit and courage to have looked his misfortunes 

in the face, his credit was so good that, as I told him, he would easily recover it; for to sink under 

trouble is to double the weight, and he that will die in it, shall die in it. 

It was in vain to speak comfortably to him; the wound had sunk too deep; it was a stab that 

touched the vitals; he grew melancholy and disconsolate, and from thence lethargic, and died. I 

foresaw the blow, and was extremely oppressed in my mind, for I saw evidently that if he died I 

was undone. 

I had had two children by him and no more, for, to tell the truth, it began to be time for me to 

leave bearing children, for I was now eight-and-forty, and I suppose if he had lived I should have 

had no more. 

I was now left in a dismal and disconsolate case indeed, and in several things worse than ever. 

First, it was past the flourishing time with me when I might expect to be courted for a mistress; 

that agreeable part had declined some time, and the ruins only appeared of what had been; and 

that which was worse than all this, that I was the most dejected, disconsolate creature alive. I that 

had encouraged my husband, and endeavoured to support his spirits under his trouble, could not 

support my own; I wanted that spirit in trouble which I told him was so necessary to him for 

bearing the burthen. 

But my case was indeed deplorable, for I was left perfectly friendless and helpless, and the 

loss my husband had sustained had reduced his circumstances so low, that though indeed I was 

not in debt, yet I could easily foresee that what was left would not support me long; that while it 

wasted daily for subsistence, I had not way to increase it one shilling, so that it would be soon all 

spent, and then I saw nothing before me but the utmost distress; and this represented itself so 

lively to my thoughts, that it seemed as if it was come, before it was really very near; also my 

very apprehensions doubled the misery, for I fancied every sixpence that I paid for a loaf of 

bread was the last that I had in the world, and that to-morrow I was to fast, and be starved to 

death. 

In this distress I had no assistant, no friend to comfort or advise me; I sat and cried and 

tormented myself night and day, wringing my hands, and sometimes raving like a distracted 

woman; and indeed I have often wondered it had not affected my reason, for I had the vapours to 

such a degree, that my understanding was sometimes quite lost in fancies and imaginations. 

I lived two years in this dismal condition, wasting that little I had, weeping continually over 

my dismal circumstances, and, as it were, only bleeding to death, without the least hope or 

prospect of help from God or man; and now I had cried too long, and so often, that tears were, as 

I might say, exhausted, and I began to be desperate, for I grew poor apace. 

For a little relief I had put off my house and took lodgings; and as I was reducing my living, so 

I sold off most of my goods, which put a little money in my pocket, and I lived near a year upon 

that, spending very sparingly, and eking things out to the utmost; but still when I looked before 

me, my very heart would sink within me at the inevitable approach of misery and want. Oh let 

none read this part without seriously reflecting on the circumstances of a desolate state, and how 

they would grapple with mere want of friends and want of bread; it will certainly make them 



think not of sparing what they have only, but of looking up to heaven for support, and of the wise 

man’s prayer, “Give me not poverty, lest I steal.” 

Let them remember that a time of distress is a time of dreadful temptation, and all the strength 

to resist is taken away; poverty presses, the soul is made desperate by distress, and what can be 

done? It was one evening, when being brought, as I may say, to the last gasp, I think I may truly 

say I was distracted and raving, when prompted by I know not what spirit, and, as it were, doing 

I did not know what or why, I dressed me (for I had still pretty good clothes) and went out. I am 

very sure I had no manner of design in my head when I went out; I neither knew nor considered 

where to go, or on what business; but as the devil carried me out and laid his bait for me, so he 

brought me, to be sure, to the place, for I knew not whither I was going or what I did. 

Wandering thus about, I knew not whither, I passed by an apothecary’s shop in Leadenhall 

Street, when I saw lie on a stool just before the counter a little bundle wrapped in a white cloth; 

beyond it stood a maid-servant with her back to it, looking towards the top of the shop, where the 

apothecary’s apprentice, as I suppose, was standing upon the counter, with his back also to the 

door, and a candle in his hand, looking and reaching up to the upper shelf for something he 

wanted, so that both were engaged mighty earnestly, and nobody else in the shop. 

This was the bait; and the devil, who I said laid the snare, as readily prompted me as if he had 

spoke, for I remember, and shall never forget it, ’twas like a voice spoken to me over my 

shoulder, “Take the bundle; be quick; do it this moment.” It was no sooner said but I stepped into 

the shop, and with my back to the wench, as if I had stood up for a cart that was going by, I put 

my hand behind me and took the bundle, and went off with it, the maid or the fellow not 

perceiving me, or any one else. 

It is impossible to express the horror of my soul all the while I did it. When I went away I had 

no heart to run, or scarce to mend my pace. I crossed the street indeed, and went down the first 

turning I came to, and I think it was a street that went through into Fenchurch Street. From 

thence I crossed and turned through so many ways and turnings, that I could never tell which 

way it was, not where I went; for I felt not the ground I stepped on, and the farther I was out of 

danger, the faster I went, till, tired and out of breath, I was forced to sit down on a little bench at 

a door, and then I began to recover, and found I was got into Thames Street, near Billingsgate. I 

rested me a little and went on; my blood was all in a fire; my heart beat as if I was in a sudden 

fright. In short, I was under such a surprise that I still knew not wither I was going, or what to do. 

After I had tired myself thus with walking a long way about, and so eagerly, I began to 

consider and make home to my lodging, where I came about nine o’clock at night. 

When the bundle was made up for, or on what occasion laid where I found it, I knew not, but 

when I came to open it I found there was a suit of childbed-linen in it, very good and almost new, 

the lace very fine; there was a silver porringer of a pint, a small silver mug and six spoons, with 

some other linen, a good smock, and three silk handkerchiefs, and in the mug, wrapped up in a 

paper, 18s. 6d. in money. 

All the while I was opening these things I was under such dreadful impressions of fear, and I 

such terror of mind, though I was perfectly safe, that I cannot express the manner of it. I sat me 

down, and cried most vehemently. “Lord,” said I, “what am I now? a thief! Why, I shall be taken 

next time, and be carried to Newgate and be tried for my life!” And with that I cried again a long 

time, and I am sure, as poor as I was, if I had durst for fear, I would certainly have carried the 

things back again; but that went off after a while. Well, I went to bed for that night, but slept 

little; the horror of the fact was upon my mind, and I knew not what I said or did all night, and all 



the next day. Then I was impatient to hear some news of the loss; and would fain know how it 

was, whether they were a poor body’s goods, or a rich. “Perhaps,” said I, “it may be some poor 

widow like me, that had packed up these goods to go and sell them for a little bread for herself 

and a poor child, and are now starving and breaking their hearts for want of that little they would 

have fetched.” And this thought tormented me worse than all the rest, for three or four days’ 

time. 

But my own distresses silenced all these reflections, and the prospect of my own starving, 

which grew every day more frightful to me, hardened my heart by degrees. It was then 

particularly heavy upon my mind, that I had been reformed, and had, as I hoped, repented of all 

my past wickedness; that I had lived a sober, grave, retired life for several years, but now I 

should be driven by the dreadful necessity of my circumstances to the gates of destruction, soul 

and body; and two or three times I fell upon my knees, praying to God, as well as I could, for 

deliverance; but I cannot but say, my prayers had no hope in them. I knew not what to do; it was 

all fear without, and dark within; and I reflected on my past life as not sincerely repented of, that 

Heaven was now beginning to punish me on this side the grave, and would make me as 

miserable as I had been wicked. 

Had I gone on here I had perhaps been a true penitent; but I had an evil counsellor within, and 

he was continually prompting me to relieve myself by the worst means; so one evening he 

tempted me again, by the same wicked impulse that had said “Take that bundle,” to go out again 

and seek for what might happen. 

I went out now by daylight, and wandered about I knew not whither, and in search of I knew 

not what, when the devil put a snare in my way of a dreadful nature indeed, and such a one as I 

have never had before or since. Going through Aldersgate Street, there was a pretty little child 

who had been at a dancing-school, and was going home, all alone; and my prompter, like a true 

devil, set me upon this innocent creature. I talked to it, and it prattled to me again, and I took it 

by the hand and led it along till I came to a paved alley that goes into Bartholomew Close, and I 

led it in there. The child said that was not its way home. I said, “Yes, my dear, it is; I’ll show you 

the way home.” The child had a little necklace on of gold beads, and I had my eye upon that, and 

in the dark of the alley I stooped, pretending to mend the child’s clog that was loose, and took off 

her necklace, and the child never felt it, and so led the child on again. Here, I say, the devil put 

me upon killing the child in the dark alley, that it might not cry, but the very thought frighted me 

so that I was ready to drop down; but I turned the child about and bade it go back again, for that 

was not its way home. The child said, so she would, and I went through into Bartholomew Close, 

and then turned round to another passage that goes into St. John Street; then, crossing into 

Smithfield, went down Chick Lane and into Field Lane to Holborn Bridge, when, mixing with 

the crowd of people usually passing there, it was not possible to have been found out; and thus I 

enterprised my second sally into the world. 

The thoughts of this booty put out all the thoughts of the first, and the reflections I had made 

wore quickly off; poverty, as I have said, hardened my heart, and my own necessities made me 

regardless of anything. The last affair left no great concern upon me, for as I did the poor child 

no harm, I only said to myself, I had given the parents a just reproof for their negligence in 

leaving the poor little lamb to come home by itself, and it would teach them to take more care of 

it another time. 

This string of beads was worth about twelve or fourteen pounds. I suppose it might have been 

formerly the mother’s, for it was too big for the child’s wear, but that perhaps the vanity of the 



mother, to have her child look fine at the dancing-school, had made her let the child wear it; and 

no doubt the child had a maid sent to take care of it, but she, careless jade, was taken up perhaps 

with some fellow that had met her by the way, and so the poor baby wandered till it fell into my 

hands. 

However, I did the child no harm; I did not so much as fright it, for I had a great many tender 

thoughts about me yet, and did nothing but what, as I may say, mere necessity drove me to. 

I had a great many adventures after this, but I was young in the business, and did not know 

how to manage, otherwise than as the devil put things into my head; and indeed he was seldom 

backward to me. One adventure I had which was very lucky to me. I was going through Lombard 

Street in the dusk of the evening, just by the end of Three King court, when on a sudden comes a 

fellow running by me as swift as lightning, and throws a bundle that was in his hand, just behind 

me, as I stood up against the corner of the house at the turning into the alley. Just as he threw it 

in he said, “God bless you, mistress, let it lie there a little,” and away he runs swift as the wind. 

After him comes two more, and immediately a young fellow without his hat, crying “Stop thief!” 

and after him two or three more. They pursued the two last fellows so close, that they were 

forced to drop what they had got, and one of them was taken into the bargain, and other got off 

free. 

I stood stock-still all this while, till they came back, dragging the poor fellow they had taken, 

and lugging the things they had found, extremely well satisfied that they had recovered the booty 

and taken the thief; and thus they passed by me, for I looked only like one who stood up while 

the crowd was gone. 

Once or twice I asked what was the matter, but the people neglected answering me, and I was 

not very importunate; but after the crowd was wholly past, I took my opportunity to turn about 

and take up what was behind me and walk away. This, indeed, I did with less disturbance than I 

had done formerly, for these things I did not steal, but they were stolen to my hand. I got safe to 

my lodgings with this cargo, which was a piece of fine black lustring silk, and a piece of velvet; 

the latter was but part of a piece of about eleven yards; the former was a whole piece of near fifty 

yards. It seems it was a mercer’s shop that they had rifled. I say rifled, because the goods were so 

considerable that they had lost; for the goods that they recovered were pretty many, and I believe 

came to about six or seven several pieces of silk. How they came to get so many I could not tell; 

but as I had only robbed the thief, I made no scruple at taking these goods, and being very glad 

of them too. 

I had pretty good luck thus far, and I made several adventures more, though with but small 

purchase, yet with good success, but I went in daily dread that some mischief would befall me, 

and that I should certainly come to be hanged at last. The impression this made on me was too 

strong to be slighted, and it kept me from making attempts that, for ought I knew, might have 

been very safely performed; but one thing I cannot omit, which was a bait to me many a day. I 

walked frequently out into the villages round the town, to see if nothing would fall in my way 

there; and going by a house near Stepney, I saw on the window-board two rings, one a small 

diamond ring, and the other a gold ring, to be sure laid there by some thoughtless lady, that had 

more money then forecast, perhaps only till she washed her hands. 

I walked several times by the window to observe if I could see whether there was anybody in 

the room or no, and I could see nobody, but still I was not sure. It came presently into my 

thoughts to rap at the glass, as if I wanted to speak with somebody, and if anybody was there 

they would be sure to come to the window, and then I would tell them to remove those rings, for 



that I had seen two suspicious fellows take notice of them. This was a ready thought. I rapped 

once or twice and nobody came, when, seeing the coast clear, I thrust hard against the square of 

the glass, and broke it with very little noise, and took out the two rings, and walked away with 

them very safe. The diamond ring was worth about £3, and the other about 9s. 

I was now at a loss for a market for my goods, and especially for my two pieces of silk. I was 

very loth to dispose of them for a trifle, as the poor unhappy thieves in general do, who, after 

they have ventured their lives for perhaps a thing of value, are fain to sell it for a song when they 

have done; but I was resolved I would not do thus, whatever shift I made, unless I was driven to 

the last extremity. However, I did not well know what course to take. At last I resolved to go to 

my old governess, and acquaint myself with her again. I had punctually supplied the £5 a year to 

her for my little boy as long as I was able, but at last was obliged to put a stop to it. However, I 

had written a letter to her, wherein I had told her that my circumstances were reduced very low; 

that I had lost my husband, and that I was not able to do it any longer, and so begged that the 

poor child might not suffer too much for its mother’s misfortunes. 

I now made her a visit, and I found that she drove something of the old trade still, but that she 

was not in such flourishing circumstances as before; for she had been sued by a certain 

gentleman who had had his daughter stolen from him, and who, it seems, she had helped to 

convey away; and it was very narrowly that she escaped the gallows. The expense also had 

ravaged her, and she was become very poor; her house was but meanly furnished, and she was 

not in such repute for her practice as before; however, she stood upon her legs, as they say, and 

as she was a stirring, bustling woman, and had some stock left, she was turned pawnbroker, and 

lived pretty well. 

She received me very civilly, and with her usual obliging manner told me she would not have 

the less respect for me for my being reduced; that she had taken care my boy was very well 

looked after, though I could not pay for him, and that the woman that had him was easy, so that I 

needed not to trouble myself about him till I might be better able to do it effectually. 

I told her that I had not much money left, but that I had some things that were money’s worth, 

if she could tell me how I might turn them into money. She asked me what it was I had. I pulled 

out the string of gold beads, and told her it was one of my husband’s presents to me; then I 

showed her the two parcels of silk, which I told her I had from Ireland, and brought up to town 

with me; and the little diamond ring. As to the small parcel of plate and spoons, I had found 

means to dispose of them myself before; and as for the childbed-linen I had, she offered me to 

take it herself, believing it to have been my own. She told me that she was turned pawnbroker, 

and that she would sell those things for me as pawn to her; and so she sent presently for proper 

agents that bought them, being in her hands, without any scruple, and gave good prices too. 

I now began to think this necessary woman might help me a little in my low condition to some 

business, for I would gladly have turned my hand to any honest employment if I could have got 

it. But here she was deficient; honest business did not come within her reach. If I had been 

younger, perhaps she might have helped me to a spark, but my thoughts were off that kind of 

livelihood, as being quite out of the way after fifty, which was my case, and so I told her. 

She invited me at last to come, and be at her house till I could find something to do, and it 

should cost me very little, and this I gladly accepted of. And now living a little easier, I entered 

into some measures to have my little son by my last husband taken off; and this she made easy 

too, reserving a payment only of £5 a year, if I could pay it. This was such a help to me, that for 

a good while I left off the wicked trade that I had so newly taken up; and gladly I would have got 



my bread by the help of my needle if I could have got work, but that was very hard to do for one 

that had no manner of acquaintance in the world. 

However, at last I got some quilting work for ladies’ beds, petticoats, and the like; and this I 

liked very well, and worked very hard, and with this I began to live; but the diligent devil, who 

resolved I should continue in his service, continually prompted me to go out and take a walk, that 

is to say, to see if anything would offer in the old way. 

One evening I blindly obeyed his summons, and fetched a long circuit through the streets, but 

met with no purchase, and came home very weary and empty; but not content with that, I went 

out the next evening too, when going by an alehouse I saw the door of a little room open, next 

the very street, and on the table a silver tankard, things much in use in public-houses at that time. 

It seems some company had been drinking there, and the careless boys had forgot to take it 

away. 

I went into the box frankly, and setting the silver tankard on the corner of the bench, I sat 

down before it, and knocked with my foot; a boy came presently, and I bade him fetch me a pint 

of warm ale, for it was cold weather; the boy ran, and I heard him go down the cellar to draw the 

ale. While the boy was gone, another boy came into the room, and cried, “D’ ye call?” I spoke 

with a melancholy air, and said, “No, child; the boy is gone for a pint of ale for me.” 

While I sat here, I heard the woman in the bar say, “Are they all gone in the five?” which was 

the box I sat in, and the boy said, “Yes.” “Who fetched the tankard away?” says the woman. “I 

did,” says another boy; “that’s it,” pointing, it seems, to another tankard, which he had fetched 

from another box by mistake; or else it must be, that the rogue forgot that he had not brought it 

in, which certainly he had not. 

I heard all this, much to my satisfaction, for I found plainly that the tankard was not missed, 

and yet they concluded it was fetched away; so I drank my ale, called to pay, and as I went away 

I said, “Take care of your plate, child,” meaning a silver pint mug, which he brought me drink in. 

The boy said, “Yes, madam, very welcome,” and away I came. 

I came home to my governess, and now I thought it was a time to try her, that if I might be put 

to the necessity of being exposed, she might offer me some assistance. When I had been at home 

some time, and had an opportunity of talking to her, I told her I had a secret of the greatest 

consequence in the world to commit to her, if she had respect enough for me to keep it a secret. 

She told me she had kept one of my secrets faithfully; why should I doubt her keeping another? I 

told her the strangest thing in the world had befallen me, and that it had made a thief of me, even 

without any design, and so told her the whole story of the tankard. “And have you brought it 

away with you, my dear?” says she. “To be sure I have,” says I, and showed it her. “But what 

shall I do now,” says I; “must not carry it again?” 

“Carry it again!” says she. “Ay, if you are minded to be sent to Newgate for stealing it.” 

“Why,” says I, “they can’t be so base to stop me, when I carry it to them again?” “You don’t 

know those sort of people, child,” says she; “they’ll not only carry you to Newgate, but hang you 

too, without any regard to the honesty of returning it; or bring in an account of all the other 

tankards they have lost, for you to pay for.” “What must I do, then?” says I. “Nay,” says she, “as 

you have played the cunning part and stole it, you must e’en keep it; there’s no going back now. 

Besides, child,” says she, “don’t you want it more than they do? I wish you could light of such a 

bargain once a week.” 

This gave me a new notion of my governess, and that since she was turned pawnbroker, she 

had a sort of people about her that were none of the honest ones that I had met with there before. 



I had not been long there but I discovered it more plainly than before, for every now and then I 

saw hilts of swords, spoons, forks, tankards, and all such kind of ware brought in, not to be 

pawned, but to be sold downright; and she bought everything that came without asking any 

questions, but had very good bargains, as I found by her discourse. 

I found also that in following this trade she always melted down the plate she bought, that it 

might not be challenged; and she came to me and told me one morning that she was going to 

melt, and if I would, she would put my tankard in, that it might not be seen by anybody. I told 

her, with all my heart; so she weighed it, and allowed me the full value in silver again; but I 

found she did not do the same to the rest of her customers. 

Some time after this, as I was at work, and very melancholy, she begins to ask me what the 

matter was, as she was used to do. I told her my heart was heavy; I had little work, and nothing 

to live on, and knew not what course to take. She laughed, and told me I must go out again and 

try my fortune; it might be that I might meet with another piece of plate. “O mother!” says I, 

“that is a trade I have no skill in, and if I should be taken I am undone at once.” Says she, “I 

could help you to a schoolmistress that shall make you as dexterous as herself.” I trembled at that 

proposal, for hitherto I had had no confederates, nor any acquaintance among that tribe. But she 

conquered all my modesty, and all my fears; and in a little time, by the help of this confederate, I 

grew as impudent a thief, and as dexterous as ever Moll Cutpurse was, though, if fame does not 

belie her, not half so handsome. 

The comrade she helped me to dealt in three sorts of craft, viz. shoplifting, stealing of shop-

books and pocket-books, and taking off gold watches from the ladies’ sides; and this last she did 

so dexterously that no woman ever arrived to the performance of that art so as to do it like her. I 

liked the first and the last of these things very well, and I attended her some time in the practice, 

just as a deputy attends a midwife, without any pay. 

At length she put me to practice. She had shown me her art, and I had several times unhooked 

a watch from her own side with great dexterity. At last she showed me a prize, and this was a 

young lady big with child, who had a charming watch. The thing was to be done as she came out 

of church. She goes on one side of the lady, and pretends, just as she came to the steps, to fall, 

and fell against the lady with so much violence as put her into a great fright, and both cried out 

terribly. In the very moment that she jostled the lady, I had hold of the watch, and holding it the 

right way, the start she gave drew the hook out, and she never felt it. I made off immediately, and 

left my schoolmistress to come out of her pretended fright gradually, and the lady too; and 

presently the watch was missed. “Ay,” says my comrade, “then it was those rogues that thrust me 

down, I warrant ye; I wonder the gentlewoman did not miss her watch before, then we might 

have taken them.” 

She humoured the thing so well that nobody suspected her, and I was got home a full hour 

before her. This was my first adventure in company. The watch was indeed a very fine one, and 

had a great many trinkets about it, and my governess allowed us £20 for it, of which I had half. 

And thus I was entered a complete thief, hardened to the pitch above all the reflections of 

conscience or modesty, and to a degree which I must acknowledge I never thought possible in 

me. 

Thus the devil, who began, by the help of an irresistible poverty, to push me into this 

wickedness, brought me on to a height beyond the common rate, even when my necessities were 

not so great, or the prospect of my misery so terrifying; for I had now got into a little vein of 



work, and as I was not at a loss to handle my needle, it was very probable, as acquaintance came 

in, I might have got my bread honestly enough. 

I must say, that if such a prospect of work had presented itself at first, when I began to feel the 

approach of my miserable circumstances—I say, had such a prospect of getting my bread by 

working presented itself then, I had never fallen into this wicked trade, or into such a wicked 

gang as I was now embarked with; but practice had hardened me, and I grew audacious to the 

last degree; and the more so because I had carried it on so long, and had never been taken; for, in 

a word, my new partner in wickedness and I went on together so long, without being ever 

detected, that we not only grew bold, but we grew rich, and we had at one time one-and-twenty 

gold watches in our hands. 

I remember that one day being a little more serious than ordinary, and finding I had so good a 

stock beforehand as I had, for I had near £200 in money for my share, it came strongly into my 

mind, no doubt from some kind spirit, if such there be, that at first poverty excited me, and my 

distresses drove me to these dreadful shifts; so seeing those distresses were now relieved, and I 

could also get something towards a maintenance by working, and had so good a bank to support 

me, why should I now not leave off, as they say, while I was well? that I could not expect to go 

always free; and if I was once surprised, and miscarried, I was undone. 

This was doubtless the happy minute, when, if I had hearkened to the blessed hint, from 

whatsoever had it came, I had still a cast for an easy life. But my fate was otherwise determined; 

the busy devil that so industriously drew me in had too fast hold of me to let me go back; but as 

poverty brought me into the mire, so avarice kept me in, till there was no going back. As to the 

arguments which my reason dictated for persuading me to lay down, avarice stepped in and said, 

“Go on, go on; you have had very good luck; go on till you have gotten four or five hundred 

pounds, and then you shall leave off, and then you may live easy without working at all.” 

Thus I, that was once in the devil’s clutches, was held fast there as with a charm, and had no 

power to go without the circle, till I was engulfed in labyrinths of trouble too great to get out at 

all. 

However, these thoughts left some impression upon me, and made me act with some more 

caution than before, and more than my directors used for themselves. My comrade, as I called 

her, but rather she should have been called my teacher, with another of her scholars, was the first 

in the misfortune; for, happening to be upon the hunt for purchase, they made an attempt upon a 

linen-draper in Cheapside, but were snapped by a hawk’s-eyed journeyman, and seized with two 

pieces of cambric, which were taken also upon them. 

This was enough to lodge them both in Newgate, where they had the misfortune to have some 

of their former sins brought to remembrance. Two other indictments being brought against them, 

and the facts being proved upon them, they were both condemned to die. They both pleaded their 

bellies, and were both voted quick with child; though my tutoress was no more with child than I 

was. 

I went frequently to see them, and condole with them, expecting that it would be my turn next; 

but the place gave me so much horror, reflecting that it was the place of my unhappy birth, and 

of my mother’s misfortunes, and that I could not bear it, so I was forced to leave off going to see 

them. 

And oh! could I have but taken warning by their disasters, I had been happy still, for I was yet 

free, and had nothing brought against me; but it could not be, my measure was not yet filled up. 



My comrade, having the brand of an old offender, was executed; the young offender was 

spared, having obtained a reprieve, but lay starving a long while in prison, till at last she got her 

name into what they call a circuit pardon, and so came off. 

This terrible example of my comrade frighted me heartily, and for a good while I made no 

excursions; but one night, in the neighbourhood of my governess’s house, they cried “Fire.” My 

governess looked out, for we were all up, and cried immediately that such a gentlewoman’s 

house was all of a light fire atop, and so indeed it was. Here she gives me a job. “Now, child,” 

says she, “there is a rare opportunity, for the fire being so near that you may go to it before the 

street is blocked up with the crowd.” She presently gave me my cue. “Go, child,” says she, “to 

the house, and run in and tell the lady, or anybody you see, that you come to help them, and that 

you came from such a gentlewoman (that is, one of her acquaintance farther up the street).” She 

gave me the like cue to the next house, naming another name that was also an acquaintance of 

the gentlewoman of the house. 

Away I went, and, coming to the house, I found them all in confusion, you may be sure. I ran 

in, and finding one of the maids, “Lord! sweetheart,” says I, “how came this dismal accident? 

Where is your mistress? Any how does she do? Is she safe? And where are the children? I come 

from Madam —— to help you.” Away runs the maid. “Madam, madam,” says she, screaming as 

loud as she could yell, “here is a gentlewoman come from Madam —— to help us.” The poor 

woman, half out of her wits, with a bundle under her arm, an two little children, comes toward 

me. “Lord! madam,” says I, “let me carry the poor children to Madam ——,” she desires you to 

send them; she’ll take care of the poor lambs;’ and immediately I takes one of them out of her 

hand, and she lifts the other up into my arms. “Ay, do, for God’s sake,” says she, “carry them to 

her. Oh! thank her for her kindness.” “Have you anything else to secure, madam?” says I; “she 

will take care of it.” “Oh dear! ay,” says she, “God bless her, and thank her. Take this bundle of 

plate and carry it to her too. Oh, she is a good woman. Oh Lord! we are utterly ruined, utterly 

undone!” And away she runs from me out of her wits, and the maids after her; and away comes I 

with the two children and the bundle. 

I was no sooner got into the street but I saw another woman come to me. “Oh!” says she, 

“mistress,” in a piteous tone, “you will let fall the child. Come, this is a sad time; let me help 

you”; and immediately lays hold of my bundle to carry it for me. “No,” says I; “if you will help 

me, take the child by the hand, and lead it for me but to the upper end of the street; I’ll go with 

you and satisfy you for your pains.” 

She could not avoid going, after what I said; but the creature, in short, was one of the same 

business with me, and wanted nothing but the bundle; however, she went with me to the door, for 

she could not help it. When we were come there I whispered her, “Go, child,” said I, “I 

understand your trade; you may meet with purchase enough.” 

She understood me and walked off. I thundered at the door with the children, and as the people 

were raised before by the noise of the fire, I was soon let in, and I said, “Is madam awake? Pray 

tell her Mrs. —— desires the favour of her to take the two children in; poor lady, she will be 

undone, their house is all of a flame,” They took the children in very civilly, pitied the family in 

distress, and away came I with my bundle. One of the maids asked me if I was not to leave the 

bundle too. I said, “No, sweetheart, ’tis to go to another place; it does not belong to them.” 

I was a great way out of the hurry now, and so I went on, clear of anybody’s inquiry, and 

brought the bundle of plate, which was very considerable, straight home, and gave it to my old 

governess. She told me she would not look into it, but bade me go out again to look for more. 



She gave me the like cue to the gentlewoman of the next house to that which was on fire, and I 

did my endeavour to go, but by this time the alarm of fire was so great, and so many engines 

playing, and the street so thronged with people, that I could not get near the house whatever I 

would do; so I came back again to my governess’s, and taking the bundle up into my chamber, I 

began to examine it. It is with horror that I tell what a treasure I found there; ’tis enough to say, 

that besides most of the family plate, which was considerable, I found a gold chain, an old-

fashioned thing, the locket of which was broken, so that I suppose it had not been used some 

years, but the gold was not the worse for that; also a little box of burying-rings, the lady’s 

wedding-ring, and some broken bits of old lockets of gold, a gold watch, and a purse with about 

£24 value in old pieces of gold coin, and several other things of value. 

This was the greatest and the worst prize that ever I was concerned in; for indeed, though, as I 

have said above, I was hardened now beyond the power of all reflection in other cases, yet it 

really touched me to the very soul when I looked into this treasure, to think of the poor 

disconsolate gentlewoman who had lost so much by the fire besides; and who would think, to be 

sure, that she had saved her plate and best things; how she would be surprised and afflicted when 

she should find that she had been deceived, and should find that the person that took her children 

and her goods, had not come, as was pretended, from the gentlewoman in the next street, but that 

the children had been put upon her without her own knowledge. 

I say, I confess the inhumanity of this action moved me very much, and made me relent 

exceedingly, and tears stood in my eyes upon that subject; but with all my sense of its being 

cruel and inhuman, I could never find in my heart to make any restitution. The reflection wore 

off, and I began quickly to forget the circumstances that attended the taking them. 

Nor was this all; for though by this job I was become considerably richer than before, yet the 

resolution I had formerly taken, of leaving off this horrid trade when I had gotten a little more, 

did not return, but I must still get farther, and more; and the avarice joined so with the success, 

that I had no more thought of coming to a timely alteration of life, though without it I could 

expect no safety, no tranquillity in the possession of what I had so wickedly gained; but a little 

more, and a little more, was the case still. 

At length, yielding to the importunities of my crime, I cast off all remorse and repentance, and 

all the reflections on that head turned to no more than this, that I might perhaps come to have one 

booty more that might complete my desires; but though I certainly had that one booty, yet every 

hit looked towards another, and was so encouraging to me to go on with the trade, that I had no 

gust to the thought of laying it down. 

In this condition, hardened by success, and resolving to go on, I fell into the snare in which I 

was appointed to meet with my last reward for this kind of life. But even this was not yet, for I 

met with several successful adventures more in this way of being undone. 

I remained still with my governess, who was for a while really concerned for the misfortune of 

my comrade that had been hanged, and who, it seems, knew enough of my governess to have 

sent her the same way, and which made her very uneasy; indeed, she was in a very great fright. 

It is true that when she was gone, and had not opened mouth to tell what she knew, my 

governess was easy as to that point, and perhaps glad she was hanged, for it was in her power to 

have obtained a pardon at the expense of her friends; but on the other hand, the loss of her, and 

the sense of her kindness in not making her market of what she knew, moved my governess to 

mourn very sincerely for her. I comforted her as well as I could, and she in return hardened me to 

merit more completely the same fate. 



However, as I have said, it made me the more wary, and particularly I was very shy of 

shoplifting, especially among the mercers and drapers, who are a set of fellows that have their 

eyes very much about them. I made a venture or two among the lace folks and the milliners, and 

particularly at one shop where I got notice of two young women who were newly set up, and had 

not been bred to the trade. There I think I carried off a piece of bone-lace, worth six or seven 

pounds, and a paper of thread. But this was but once; it was a trick that would not serve again. 

It was always reckoned a safe job when we heard of a new shop, and especially when the 

people were such as were not bred to shops. Such may depend upon it that they will be visited 

once or twice at their beginning, and they must be very sharp indeed if they can prevent it. 

I made another adventure or two, but they were but trifles too, though sufficient to live on. 

After this nothing considerable offering for a good while, I began to think that I must give over 

the trade in earnest; but my governess, who was not willing to lose me, and expected great things 

of me, brought me one day into company with a young woman and a fellow that went for her 

husband, though as it appeared afterwards, she was not his wife, but they were partners, it seems, 

in the trade they carried on, and partners in something else. In short, they robbed together, lay 

together, were taken together, and at last were hanged together. 

I came into a kind of league with these two by the help of my governess, and they carried me 

out into three or four adventures, where I rather saw them commit some coarse and unhandy 

robberies, in which nothing but a great stock of impudence on their side, and gross negligence on 

the people’s side who were robbed, could have made them successful. So I resolved from that 

time forward to be very cautious how I adventured upon anything with them; and indeed, when 

two or three unlucky projects were proposed by them, I declined the offer, and persuaded them 

against it. One time they particularly proposed robbing a watchmaker of three gold watches, 

which they had eyed in the daytime, and found the place where he laid them. One of them had so 

many keys of all kinds, that he made no question to open the place where the watchmaker had 

laid them; and so we made a kind of an appointment; but when I came to look narrowly into the 

thing, I found they proposed breaking open the house, and this, as a thing out of my way, I would 

not embark in, so they went without me. They did get into the house by main force, and broke up 

the locked place where the watches were, but found but one of the gold watches, and a silver 

one, which they took, and got out of the house again very clear. But the family, being alarmed, 

cried out “Thieves,” and the man was pursued and taken; the young woman had got off too, but 

unhappily was stopped at a distance, and the watches found upon her. And thus I had a second 

escape, for they were convicted, and both hanged, being old offenders, though but young people. 

As I said before that they robbed together and lay together, so now they hanged together, and 

there ended my new partnership. 

I began now to be very wary, having so narrowly escaped a scouring, and having such an 

example before me; but I had a new tempter, who prompted me every day—I mean my 

governess; and now a prize presented, which as it came by her management, so she expected a 

good share of the booty. There was a good quantity of Flanders lace lodged in a private house, 

where she had gotten intelligence of it, and Flanders lace being prohibited, it was a good booty to 

any custom-house officer that could come at it. I had a full account from my governess, as well 

of the quantity as of the very place where it was concealed, and I went to a custom-house officer, 

and told him I had such a discovery to make to him of such a quantity of lace, if he would assure 

me that I should have my due share of the reward. This was so just an offer, that nothing could 

be fairer; so he agreed, and taking a constable and me with him, we beset the house. As I told 

him I could go directly to the place, he left it to me; and the hole being very dark, I squeezed 



myself into it, with a candle in my hand, and so reached the pieces out to him, taking care as I 

gave him some so to secure as much about myself as I could conveniently dispose of. There was 

near £300 worth of lace in the hole, and I secured about £50 worth of it to myself. The people of 

the house were not owners of the lace, but a merchant who had entrusted them with it; so that 

they were not so surprised as I thought they would be. 

I left the officer overjoyed with his prize, and fully satisfied with what he had got, and 

appointed to meet him at a house of his own directing, where I came after I had disposed of the 

cargo I had about me, of which he had not the least suspicion. When I came to him he began to 

capitulate with me, believing I did not understand the right I had to a share in the prize, and 

would fain have put me off with £20, but I let him know that I was not so ignorant as he 

supposed I was; and yet I was glad, too, that he offered to bring me to a certainty. 

I asked £100, and he rose up to £30; I fell to £80, and he rose again to £40; in a word, he 

offered £50, and I consented, only demanding a piece of lace, which I thought came to about £8 

or £9, as if it had been for my own wear, and he agreed to it. So I got £50 in money paid me that 

same night, and made an end of the bargain; nor did he ever know who I was, or where to inquire 

for me, so that if it had been discovered that part of the goods were embezzled, he could have 

made no challenge upon me for it. 

I very punctually divided this spoil with my governess, and I passed with her from this time 

for a very dexterous manager in the nicest cases. I found that this last was the best and easiest 

sort of work that was in my way, and I made it my business to inquire out prohibited goods, and 

after buying some, usually betrayed them, but none of these discoveries amounted to anything 

considerable, not like that I related just now; but I was willing to act safe, and was still cautious 

of running the great risks which I found others did, and in which they miscarried every day. 

The next thing of moment was an attempt at a gentlewoman’s good watch. It happened in a 

crowd, at a meeting-house, where I was in very great danger of being taken. I had full hold of her 

watch, but giving a great jostle, as if somebody had thrust me against her, and in the juncture 

giving the watch a fair pull, I found it would not come, so I let it go that moment, and cried out 

as if I had been killed, that somebody had trod upon my foot, and that there were certainly 

pickpockets there, for somebody or other had given a pull at my watch; for you are to observe 

that on these adventures we always went very well dressed, and I had very good clothes on, and a 

gold watch by my side, as like a lady as other fold. 

I had no sooner said so, but the other gentlewoman cried out “A pickpocket’ too, for 

somebody, she said, had tried to pull her watch away. 

When I touched her watch I was close to her, but when I cried out I stopped as it were short, 

and the crowd bearing her forward a little, she made a noise too, but it was at some distance from 

me, so that she did not in the least suspect me; but when she cried out “A pickpocket,” somebody 

cried, “Ay, and here has been another! this gentlewoman has been attempted too.” 

At that very instance, a little farther in the crowd, and very luckily too, they cried out “A 

pickpocket,” again, and really seized a young fellow in the very act. This, though unhappy for 

the wretch, was very opportunely for my case, though I had carried it off handsomely enough 

before; but now it was out of doubt, and all the loose part of the crowd ran that way, and the poor 

boy was delivered up to the rage of the street, which is a cruelty I need not describe, and which, 

however, they are always glad of, rather than to be sent to Newgate, where they lie often a long 

time, till they are almost perished, and sometimes they are hanged, and the best they can look 

for, if they are convicted, is to be transported. 



This was a narrow escape to me, and I was so frighted that I ventured no more at gold watches 

a great while. There was indeed a great many concurring circumstances in this adventure which 

assisted to my escape; but the chief was, that the woman whose watch I had pulled at was a fool; 

that is to say, she was ignorant of the nature of the attempt, which one would have thought she 

should not have been, seeing she was wise enough to fasten her watch so that it could not be 

slipped up. But she was in such a fright that she had no thought about her proper for the 

discovery; for she, when she felt the pull, screamed out, and pushed herself forward, and put all 

the people about her into disorder, but said not a word of her watch, or of a pickpocket, for at 

least two minutes’ time, which was time enough for me, and to spare. For as I had cried out 

behind her, as I have said, and bore myself back in the crowd as she bore forward, there were 

several people, at least seven or eight, the throng being still moving on, that were got between 

me and her in that time, and then I crying out “A pickpocket,” rather sooner than she, or at least 

as soon, she might as well be the person suspected as I, and the people were confused in their 

inquiry; whereas, had she with a presence of mind needful on such an occasion, as soon as she 

felt the pull, not screamed out as she did, but turned immediately round and seized the next body 

that was behind her, she had infallibly taken me. 

This is a direction not of the kindest sort to the fraternity, but ’tis certainly a key to the clue of 

a pickpocket’s motions, and whoever can follow it will as certainly catch the thief as he will be 

sure to miss if he does not. 

I had another adventure, which puts this matter out of doubt, and which may be an instruction 

for posterity in the case of a pickpocket. My good old governess, to give a short touch at her 

history, though she had left off the trade, was, as I may say, born a pickpocket, and, as I 

understood afterwards, had run through all the several degrees of that art, and yet had never been 

taken but once, when she was so grossly detected, that she was convicted and ordered to be 

transported; but being a woman of a rare tongue, and withal having money in her pocket, she 

found means, the ship putting into Ireland for provisions, to get on shore there, where she lived 

and practised her old trade for some years; when falling into another sort of bad company, she 

turned midwife and procuress, and played a hundred pranks there, which she gave me a little 

history of in confidence between us as we grew more intimate; and it was to this wicked creature 

that I owed all the art and dexterity I arrived to, in which there were few that ever went beyond 

me, or that practised so long without any misfortune. 

It was after those adventures in Ireland, and when she was pretty well known in that country, 

that she left Dublin and came over to England, where, the time of her transportation being not 

expired, she left her former trade, for fear of falling into bad hands again, for then she was sure 

to have gone to wreck. Here she set up the same trade she had followed in Ireland, in which she 

soon, by her admirable management and good tongue, arrived to the height which I have already 

described, and indeed began to be rich, though her trade fell off again afterwards, as I have 

hinted before. 

I mentioned thus much of the history of this woman here, the better to account for the concern 

she had in the wicked life I was now leading, into all the particulars of which she led me, as it 

were, by the hand, and gave me such directions, and I so well followed them, that I grew the 

greatest artist of my time and worked myself out of every danger with such dexterity, that when 

several more of my comrades ran themselves into Newgate presently, and by that time they had 

been half a year at the trade, I had now practised upwards of five years, and the people at 

Newgate did not so much as know me; they had heard much of me indeed, and often expected 

me there, but I always got off, though many times in the extremest danger. 



One of the greatest dangers I was now in, was that I was too well known among the trade, and 

some of them, whose hatred was owing rather to envy than any injury I had done them, began to 

be angry that I should always escape when they were always catched and hurried to Newgate. 

These were they that gave me the name of Moll Flanders; for it was no more of affinity with my 

real name or with any of the name I had ever gone by, than black is of kin to white, except that 

once, as before, I called myself Mrs. Flanders; when I sheltered myself in the Mint; but that these 

rogues never knew, nor could I ever learn how they came to give me the name, or what the 

occasion of it was. 

I was soon informed that some of these who were gotten fast into Newgate had vowed to 

impeach me; and as I knew that two or three of them were but too able to do it, I was under a 

great concern about it, and kept within doors for a good while. But my governess—whom I 

always made partner in my success, and who now played a sure game with me, for that she had a 

share of the gain and no share in the hazard—I say, my governess was something impatient of 

my leading such a useless, unprofitable life, as she called it; and she laid a new contrivance for 

my going abroad, and this was to dress me up in men’s clothes, and so put me into a new kind of 

practice. 

I was tall and personable, but a little too smooth-faced for a man; however, I seldom went 

abroad but in the night, it did well enough; but it was a long time before I could behave in my 

new clothes—I mean, as to my craft. It was impossible to be so nimble, so ready, so dexterous at 

these things in a dress so contrary to nature; and I did everything clumsily, so I had neither the 

success nor the easiness of escape that I had before, and I resolved to leave it off; but that 

resolution was confirmed soon after by the following accident. 

As my governess disguised me like a man, so she joined me with a man, a young fellow that 

was nimble enough at his business, and for about three weeks we did very well together. Our 

principal trade was watching shopkeepers’ counters, and slipping off any kind of goods we could 

see carelessly laid anywhere, and we made several good bargains, as we called them, at this 

work. And as we kept always together, so we grew very intimate, yet he never knew that I was 

not a man, nay, though I several times went home with him to his lodgings, according as our 

business directed, and four or five times lay with him all night. But our design lay another way, 

and it was absolutely necessary to me to conceal my sex from him, as appeared afterwards. The 

circumstances of our living, coming in late, and having such and such business to do as required 

that nobody should be trusted with the coming into our lodgings, were such as made it 

impossible to me to refuse lying with him, unless I would have owned my sex; and as it was, I 

effectually concealed myself. But his ill, and my good fortune, soon put an end to this life, which 

I must own I was sick of too, on several other accounts. We had made several prizes in this new 

way of business, but the last would be extraordinary. There was a shop in a certain street which 

had a warehouse behind it that looked into another street, the house making the corner of the 

turning. 

Through the window of the warehouse we saw, lying on the counter or showboard, which was 

just before it, five pieces of silks, besides other stuffs, and though it was almost dark, yet the 

people, being busy in the fore-shop with customers, had not had time to shut up those windows, 

or else had forgot it. 

This the young fellow was so overjoyed with, that he could not restrain himself. It lay all 

within his reach he said, and he swore violently to me that he would have it, if he broke down the 

house for it. I dissuaded him a little, but saw there was no remedy; so he ran rashly upon it, 



slipped out a square of the sash window dexterously enough, and without noise, and got out four 

pieces of the silks, and came with them towards me, but was immediately pursued with a terrible 

clutter and noise. We were standing together indeed, but I had not taken any of the goods out of 

his hand, when I said to him hastily, “You are undone, fly, for God’s sake!” He ran like 

lightning, and I too, but the pursuit was hotter after him because he had the goods, than after me. 

He dropped two of the pieces, which stopped them a little, but the crowd increased and pursued 

us both. They took him soon after with the other two pieces upon him, and then the rest followed 

me. I ran for it and got into my governess’s house whither some quick-eyed people followed me 

so warmly as to fix me there. They did not immediately knock, at the door, by which I got time 

to throw off my disguise and dress me in my own clothes; besides, when they came there, my 

governess, who had her tale ready, kept her door shut, and called out to them and told them there 

was no man come in there. The people affirmed there did a man come in there, and swore they 

would break open the door. 

My governess, not at all surprised, spoke calmly to them, told them they should very freely 

come and search her house, if they should bring a constable, and let in none but such as the 

constable would admit, for it was unreasonable to let in a whole crowd. This they could not 

refuse, though they were a crowd. So a constable was fetched immediately, and she very freely 

opened the door; the constable kept the door, and the men he appointed searched the house, my 

governess going with them from room to room. When she came to my room she called to me, 

and said aloud, “Cousin, pray open the door; here’s some gentlemen that must come and look 

into your room.” 

I had a little girl with me, which was my governess’s grandchild, as she called her; and I bade 

her open the door, and there sat I at work with a great litter of things about me, as if I had been at 

work all day, being myself quite undressed, with only night-clothes on my head, and a loose 

morning-gown wrapped about me. My governess made a kind of excuse for their disturbing me, 

telling me partly the occasion of it, and that she had no remedy but to open the doors to them, 

and let them satisfy themselves, for all she could say to them would not satisfy them. I sat still, 

and bid them search the room if they pleased, for if there was anybody in the house, I was sure 

they were not in my room; and as for the rest of the house, I had nothing to say to that, I did not 

understand what they looked for. 

Everything looked so innocent and so honest about me, that they treated me civiller than I 

expected, but it was not till they had searched the room to a nicety, even under the bed, in the 

bed, and everywhere else where it was possible anything could be hid. When they had done this, 

and could find nothing, they asked my pardon for troubling me, and went down. 

When they had thus searched the house from bottom to top, and then top to bottom, and could 

find nothing, they appeased the mob pretty well; but they carried my governess before the 

justice. Two men swore that they saw the man whom they pursued go into her house. My 

governess rattled and made a great noise that her house should be insulted, and that she should be 

used thus for nothing; that if a man did come in, he might go out again presently for aught she 

knew, for she was ready to make oath that no man had been within her doors all that day as she 

knew of (and that was very true indeed); that it might be indeed that as she was abovestairs, any 

fellow in a fright might find the door open and run in for shelter when he was pursued, but that 

she knew nothing of it; and if it had been so, he certainly went out again, perhaps at the other 

door, for she had another door into an alley, and so had made his escape and cheated them all. 



This was indeed probable enough, and the justice satisfied himself with giving her an oath that 

she had not received or admitted any man into her house to conceal him, or protect or hide him 

from justice. This oath she might justly take, and did so, and so she was dismissed. 

It is easy to judge what a fright I was in upon this occasion, and it was impossible for my 

governess ever to bring me to dress in that disguise again; for, as I told her, I should certainly 

betray myself. 

My poor partner in this mischief was now in a bad case, for he was carried away before my 

Lord Mayor, and by his worship committed to Newgate, and the people that took him were so 

willing, as well as able, to prosecute him, that they offered themselves to enter into 

recognisances to appear at the sessions and pursue the charge against him. 

However, he got his indictment deferred, upon promise to discover his accomplices, and 

particularly the man that was concerned with him in his robbery; and he failed not to do his 

endeavour, for he gave in my name, whom he called Gabriel Spencer, which was the name I 

went by to him; and here appeared the wisdom of my concealing my name and sex from him, 

which, if he had ever known I had been undone. 

He did all he could to discover this Gabriel Spencer; he described me, he discovered the place 

where he said I lodged, and, in a word, all the particulars that he could of my dwelling; but 

having concealed the main circumstances of my sex from him, I had a vast advantage, and he 

never could hear of me. He brought two or three families into trouble by his endeavouring to find 

me out, but they knew nothing of me, any more than that I had a fellow with me that they had 

seen, but knew nothing of. And as for my governess, though she was the means of his coming to 

me, yet it was done at second-hand, and he knew nothing of her. 

This turned to his disadvantage; for having promised discoveries, but not being able to make it 

good, it was looked upon as trifling with the justice of the city, and he was the more fiercely 

pursued by the shopkeepers who took him. 

I was, however, terribly uneasy all this while, and that I might be quite out of the way, I went 

away from my governess’s for a while; but not knowing wither to wander, I took a maid-servant 

with me, and took the stage-coach to Dunstable, to my old landlord and landlady, where I had 

lived so handsomely with my Lancashire husband. Here I told her a formal story, that I expected 

my husband every day from Ireland, and that I had sent a letter to him that I would meet him at 

Dunstable at her house, and that he would certainly land, if the wind was fair, in a few days, so 

that I was come to spend a few days with them till he should come, for he was either come post, 

or in the West Chester coach, I knew not which; but whichsoever it was, he would be sure to 

come to that house to meet me. 

My landlady was mighty glad to see me, and my landlord made such a stir with me, that if I 

had been a princess I could not have been better used, and here I might have been welcome a 

month or two if I had thought fit. 

But my business was of another nature. I was very uneasy (though so well disguised that it 

was scarce possible to detect me) lest this fellow should somehow or other find me out; and 

though he could not charge me with this robbery, having persuaded him not to venture, and 

having also done nothing in it myself but run away, yet he might have charged me with other 

things, and have bought his own life at the expense of mine. 

This filled me with horrible apprehensions. I had no recourse, no friend, no confidante but my 

old governess, and I knew no remedy but to put my life in her hands, and so I did, for I let her 

know where to send to me, and had several letters from her while I stayed here. Some of them 



almost scared me out my wits but at last she sent me the joyful news that he was hanged, which 

was the best news to me that I had heard a great while. 

I had stayed here five weeks, and lived very comfortably indeed (the secret anxiety of my 

mind excepted); but when I received this letter I looked pleasantly again, and told my landlady 

that I had received a letter from my spouse in Ireland, that I had the good news of his being very 

well, but had the bad news that his business would not permit him to come away so soon as he 

expected, and so I was like to go back again without him. 

My landlady complimented me upon the good news however, that I had heard he was well. 

“For I have observed, madam,” says she, “you hadn’t been so pleasant as you used to be; you 

have been over head and ears in care for him, I dare say,” says the good woman; “’tis easy to be 

seen there’s an alteration in you for the better,” says she. “Well, I am sorry the esquire can’t 

come yet,” says my landlord; “I should have been heartily glad to have seen him. But I hope, 

when you have certain news of his coming, you’ll take a step hither again, madam,” says he; 

“you shall be very welcome whenever you please to come.” 

With all these fine compliments we parted, and I came merry enough to London, and found 

my governess as well pleased as I was. And now she told me she would never recommend any 

partner to me again, for she always found, she said, that I had the best luck when I ventured by 

myself. And so indeed I had, for I was seldom in any danger when I was by myself, or if I was, I 

got out of it with more dexterity than when I was entangled with the dull measures of other 

people, who had perhaps less forecast, and were more rash and impatient than I; for though I had 

as much courage to venture as any of them, yet I used more caution before I undertook a thing, 

and had more presence of mind when I was to bring myself off. 

I have often wondered even at my own hardiness another way, that when all my companions 

were surprised and fell so suddenly into the hand of justice, and that I so narrowly escaped, yet I 

could not all this while enter into one serious resolution to leave off this trade, and especially 

considering that I was now very far from being poor; that the temptation of necessity, which is 

generally the introduction of all such wickedness, was now removed; for I had near £500 by me 

in ready money, on which I might have lived very well, if I had thought fit to have retired; but I 

say, I had not so much as the least inclination to leave off; no, not so much as I had before when 

I had but £200 beforehand, and when I had no such frightful examples before my eyes as these 

were. From hence ’tis evident to me, that when once we are hardened in crime, no fear can affect 

us, no example give us any warning. 

I had indeed one comrade whose fate went very near me for a good while, though I wore it off 

too in time. That case was indeed very unhappy. I had made a prize of a piece of very good 

damask in a mercer’s shop, and went clear off myself, but had conveyed the piece to this 

companion of mine when we went out of the shop, and she went one way and I went another. We 

had not been long out of the shop but the mercer missed his piece of stuff, and sent his 

messengers, one one way and one another, and they presently seized her that had the piece, with 

the damask upon her. As for me, I had very luckily stepped into a house where there was a lace 

chamber, up one pair of stairs, and had the satisfaction, or the terror indeed, of looking out of the 

window upon the noise they made, and seeing the poor creature dragged away in triumph to the 

justice, who immediately committed her to Newgate. 

I was careful to attempt nothing in the lace chamber, but tumbled their goods pretty much to 

spend time; then bought a few yards of edging and paid for it, and came away very sad-hearted 

indeed for the poor woman, who was in tribulation for what I only had stolen. 



Here again my old caution stood me in good stead; namely, that though I often robbed with 

these people, yet I never let them know who I was, or where I lodged, nor could they ever find 

out my lodging, though they often endeavoured to watch me to it. They all knew me by the name 

of Moll Flanders, though even some of them rather believed I was she than knew me to be so. 

My name was public among them indeed, but how to find me out they knew not, nor so much as 

how to guess at my quarters, whether they were at the east end of the town or the west; and this 

wariness was my safety upon all these occasions. 

I kept close a great while upon the occasion of this woman’s disaster. I knew that if I should 

do anything that should miscarry, and should be carried to prison, she would be there and ready 

to witness against me, and perhaps save her life at my expense. I considered that I began to be 

very well known by name at the Old Bailey, though they did not know my face, and that if I 

should fall into their hands, I should be treated as an old offender; and for this reason I was 

resolved to see what this poor creature’s fate should be before I stirred abroad, though several 

times in her distress I conveyed money to her for her relief. 

At length she came to her trial. She pleaded she did not steal the thing, but that one Mrs. 

Flanders, as she heard her called (for she did not know her), gave the bundle to her after they 

came out of the shop, and bade her carry it home to her lodging. They asked her where this Mrs. 

Flanders was, but she could not produce her, neither could she give the least account of me; and 

the mercer’s men swearing positively that she was in the shop when the goods were stolen, that 

they immediately missed them, and pursued her, and found them upon her, thereupon the jury 

brought her in guilty; but the Court, considering that she was really not the person that stole the 

goods, an inferior assistant, and that it was very possible she could not find out this Mrs. 

Flanders, meaning me, though it would save her life, which indeed was true—I say, considering 

all this, they allowed her to be transported, which was the utmost favour she could obtain, only 

that the Court told her that if she could in the meantime produce the said Mrs. Flanders, they 

would intercede for her pardon; that is to say, if she could find me out, and hand me, she should 

not be transported. This I took care to make impossible to her, and so she was shipped off in 

pursuance of her sentence a little while after. 

I must repeat it again, that the fate of this poor woman troubled me exceedingly, and I began 

to be very pensive, knowing that I was really the instrument of her disaster; but the preservation 

of my own life, which was so evidently in danger, took off all my tenderness; and seeing that she 

was not put to death, I was very easy at her transportation, because she was then out of the way 

of doing me any mischief, whatever should happen. 

The disaster of this woman was some months before that of the last-recited story, and was 

indeed partly occasion of my governess proposing to dress me up in men’s clothes, that I might 

go about unobserved, as indeed I did; but I was soon tired of that disguise, as I have said, for 

indeed it exposed me to too many difficulties. 

I was now easy as to all fear of witnesses against me, for all those that had either been 

concerned with me, or that knew me by the name of Moll Flanders, were either hanged or 

transported; and if I should have had the misfortune to be taken, I might call myself anything 

else, as well as Moll Flanders, and no old sins could be placed into my account; so I began to run 

a-tick again with the more freedom, and several successful adventures I made, though not such 

as I had made before. 

We had at that time another fire happened not a great way off from the place where my 

governess lived, and I made an attempt there, as before, but as I was not soon enough before the 



crowd of people came in, and could not get to the house I aimed at, instead of a prize, I got a 

mischief, which had almost put a period to my life and all my wicked doings together; for the 

fire being very furious, and the people in a great fright in removing their goods, and throwing 

them out of window, a wench from out of a window threw a feather-bed just upon me. It is true, 

the bed being soft, it broke no bones; but as the weight was great, and made greater by the fall, it 

beat me down, and laid me dead for a while. Nor did the people concern themselves much to 

deliver me from it, or to recover me at all; but I lay like one dead and neglected a good while, till 

somebody going to remove the bed out of the way, helped me up. It was indeed a wonder the 

people in the house had not thrown other goods out after it, and which might have fallen upon it, 

and then I had been inevitably killed; but I was reserved for further afflictions. 

This accident, however, spoiled my market for that time, and I came home to my governess 

very much hurt and bruised, and frighted to the last degree, and it was a good while before she 

could set me upon my feet again. 

It was now a merry time of the year, and Bartholomew Fair was begun. I had never made any 

walks that way, nor was the common part of the fair of much advantage to me; but I took a turn 

this year into the cloisters, and among the rest I fell into one of the raffling shops. It was a thing 

of no great consequence to me, nor did I expect to make much of it; but there came a gentleman 

extremely well dressed and very rich, and as ’tis frequent to talk to everybody in those shops, he 

singled me out, and was very particular with me. First he told me he would put in for me to 

raffle, and did so; and some small matter coming to his lot, he presented it to me (I think it was a 

feather muff); then he continued to keep talking to me with a more than common appearance of 

respect, but still very civil, and much like a gentleman. 

He held me in talk so long, till at last he drew me out of the raffling place to the shop-door, 

and then to a walk in the cloister, still talking of a thousand things cursorily without anything to 

the purpose. At last he told me that, without compliment, he was charmed with my company, and 

asked me if I durst trust myself in a coach with him; he told me he was a man of honour, and 

would not offer anything to me unbecoming him as such. I seemed to decline it a while, but 

suffered myself to be importuned a little, and then yielded. 

I was at a loss in my thoughts to conclude at first what this gentleman designed; but I found 

afterwards he had had some drink in his head, and that he was not very unwilling to have some 

more. He carried me in the coach to the Spring Garden, at Knightsbridge, where we walked in 

the gardens, and he treated me very handsomely; but I found he drank very freely. He pressed me 

also to drink, but I declined it. 

Hitherto he kept his word with me, and offered me nothing amiss. We came away in the coach 

again, and he brought me into the streets, and by this time it was near ten o’clock at night, and he 

stopped the coach at a house where, it seems, he was acquainted, and where they made no 

scruple to show us upstairs into a room with a bed in it. At first I seemed to be unwilling to go 

up, but after a few words I yielded to that too, being willing to see the end of it, and in hope to 

make something of it at last. As for the bed, etc., I was not much concerned about that part. 

Here he began to be a little freer with me than he had promised; and I by little and little 

yielded to everything, so that, in a word, he did what he pleased with me; I need say no more. All 

this while he drank freely too, and about one in the morning we went into the coach again. The 

air and the shaking of the coach made the drink he had get more up in his head than it was 

before, and he grew uneasy in the coach, and was for acting over again what he had been doing 



before; but as I thought my game now secure, I resisted him, and brought him to be a little still, 

which had not lasted five minutes but he fell fast asleep. 

I took this opportunity to search him to a nicety. I took a gold watch, with a silk purse of gold, 

his fine full-bottom periwig and silver-fringed gloves, his sword and fine snuff-box, and gently 

opening the coach door, stood ready to jump out while the coach was going on; but the coach 

stopped in the narrow street beyond Temple Bar to let another coach pass, I got softly out, 

fastened the door again, and gave my gentleman and the coach the slip both together, and never 

heard more of them. 

This was an adventure indeed unlooked for, and perfectly undesigned by me; though I was not 

so past the merry part of life, as to forget how to behave, when a fop so blinded by his appetite 

should not know an old woman from a young. I did not indeed look so old as I was by ten or 

twelve years; yet I was not a young wench of seventeen, and it was easy enough to be 

distinguished. There is nothing so absurd, so surfeiting, so ridiculous, as a man heated by wine in 

his head, and wicked gust in his inclination together; he is in the possession of two devils at 

once, and can no more govern himself by his reason than a mill can grind without water; his vice 

tramples upon all that was in him that had any good in it, if any such thing there was; nay, his 

very sense is blinded by its own rage, and he acts absurdities even in his views; such a drinking 

more, when he is drunk already; picking up a common woman, without regard to what she is or 

who she is, whether sound or rotten, clean or unclean, whether ugly or handsome, whether old or 

young, and so blinded as not really to distinguish. Such a man is worse than a lunatic; prompted 

by his vicious, corrupted head, he no more knows what he is doing than this wretch of mine 

knew when I picked his pocket of his watch and his purse of gold. 

These are the men of whom Solomon says, “They go like an ox to the slaughter, till a dart 

strikes through their liver”; an admirable description, by the way, of the foul disease, which is a 

poisonous deadly contagion mingling with the blood, whose centre or foundation is in the liver; 

from whence, by the swift circulation of the whole mass, that dreadful nauseous plague strikes 

immediately through his liver, and his spirits are infected, his vitals stabbed through as with a 

dart. 

It is true this poor unguarded wretch was in no danger from me, though I was greatly 

apprehensive at first of what danger I might be in from him; but he was really to be pitied in one 

respect, that he seemed to be a good sort of man in himself; a gentleman that had no harm in his 

design; a man of sense, and of a fine behaviour, a comely handsome person, a sober solid 

countenance, a charming beautiful face, and everything that could be agreeable; only had 

unhappily had some drink the night before, had not been in bed, as he told me when we were 

together; was hot, and his blood fired with wine, and in that condition his reason, as it were 

asleep, had given him up. 

As for me, my business was his money, and what I could make of him; and after that, if I 

could have found out any way to have done it, I would have sent him safe home to his house and 

to his family, for ’twas ten to one but he had an honest, virtuous wife and innocent children, that 

were anxious for his safety, and would have been glad to have gotten him home, and have taken 

care of him till he was restored to himself. And then with what shame and regret would he look 

back upon himself! how would he reproach himself with associating himself with a whore! 

picked up in the worst of all holes, the cloister, among the dirt and filth of all the town! how 

would he be trembling for fear he had got the pox, for fear a dart had struck through his liver, 

and hate himself every time he looked back upon the madness and brutality of his debauch! how 



would he, if he had any principles of honour, as I verily believe he had—I say, how would he 

abhor the thought of giving any ill distemper, if he had it, as for aught he knew he might, to his 

modest and virtuous wife, and thereby sowing the contagion in the life-blood of his posterity. 

Would such gentlemen but consider the contemptible thoughts which the very women they are 

concerned with, in such cases as these, have of them, it would be a surfeit to them. As I said 

above, they value not the pleasure, they are raised by no inclination to the man, the passive jade 

thinks of no pleasure but the money; and when he is, as it were, drunk in the ecstasies of his 

wicked pleasure, her hands are in his pockets searching for what she can find there, and of which 

he can no more be sensible in the moment of his folly that he can forethink of it when he goes 

about it. 

I knew a woman that was so dexterous with a fellow, who indeed deserved no better usage, 

that while he was busy with her another way, conveyed his purse with twenty guineas in it out of 

his fob-pocket, where he had put it for fear of her, and put another purse with gilded counters in 

it into the room of it. After he had done, he says to her, “Now han’t you picked my pocket?” She 

jested with him, and told him she supposed he had not much to lose; he put his hand to his fob, 

and with his fingers felt that his purse was there, which fully satisfied him, and so she brought 

off his money. And this was a trade with her; she kept a sham gold watch, that is, a watch of 

silver gilt, and a purse of counters in her pocket to be ready on all such occasions, and I doubt 

not practiced it with success. 

I came home with this last booty to my governess, and really when I told her the story, it so 

affected her that she was hardly able to forbear tears, to know how such a gentleman ran a daily 

risk of being undone every time a glass of wine got into his head. 

But as to the purchase I got, and how entirely I stripped him, she told me it pleased her 

wonderfully. “Nay child,” says she, “the usage may, for aught I know, do more to reform him 

than all the sermons that ever he will hear in his life.” And if the remainder of the story be true, 

so it did. 

I found the next day she was wonderful inquisitive about this gentleman; the description I had 

given her of him, his dress, his person, his face, everything concurred to make her think of a 

gentleman whose character she knew, and family too. She mused a while, and I going still on 

with the particulars, she starts up; says she, “I’ll lay £100 I know the gentleman.” £ 

“I am sorry you do,” says I, “for I would not have him exposed on any account in the world; 

he has had injury enough already by me, and I would not be instrumental to do him any more.” 

“No, no,” says she, “I will do him no injury, I assure you, but you may let me satisfy my 

curiosity a little, for if it is he, I warrant you I find it out.” I was a little startled at that, and told 

her, with an apparent concern in my face, that by the same rule he might find me out, and then I 

was undone. She returned warmly, “Why, do you think I will betray you, child? No, no,” says 

she, “not for all he is worth in the world. I have kept your counsel in worse things than these; 

sure you may trust me in this.” So I said no more at that time. 

She laid her scheme another way, and without acquainting me of it, but she was resolved to 

find it out if possible. So she goes to a certain friend of hers who was acquainted in the family 

that she guessed at, and told her friend she had some extraordinary business with such a 

gentleman (who, by the way, was no less than a baronet, and of a very good family), and that she 

knew not how to come at him without somebody to introduce her. Her friend promised her very 

readily to do it, and accordingly goes to the house to see if the gentleman was in town. 



The next day she come to my governess and tells her that Sir —— was at home, but that he 

had met with a disaster and was very ill, and there was no speaking with him. “What disaster?” 

says my governess hastily, as if she was surprised at it. “Why,” says her friend, “he had been at 

Hampstead to visit a gentleman of his acquaintance, and as he came back again he was set upon 

and robbed; and having got a little drink too, as they suppose, the rogues abused him, and he is 

very ill.” “Robbed!” says my governess, “and what did they take from him?” “Why,” says her 

friend, “they took his gold watch and his gold snuff-box, his fine periwig, and what money he 

had in his pocket, which was considerable, to be sure, for Sir —— never goes without a purse of 

guineas about him.” 

“Pshaw!” says my old governess, jeering, “I warrant you he has got drunk now and got a 

whore, and she has picked his pocket, and so he comes home to his wife and tells her he has been 

robbed. That’s an old sham; a thousand such tricks are put upon the poor women every day.” 

“Fie!” says her friend, “I find you don’t know Sir ——; why he is as civil a gentleman, there 

is not a finer man, nor a soberer, graver, modester person in the whole city; he abhors such 

things; there’s nobody that knows him will think such a thing of him.” “Well, well,” says my 

governess, “that’s none of my business; if it was, I warrant I should find there was something of 

that kind in it; your modest men in common opinion are sometimes no better than other people, 

only they keep a better character, or, if you please, are the better hypocrites.” 

“No, no,” says her friend, “I can assure you Sir —— is no hypocrite, he is really an honest, 

sober gentleman, and he has certainly been robbed.” “Nay,” says my governess, “it may be he 

has; it is no business of mine, I tell you; I only want to speak with him; my business is of another 

nature.” “But,” says her friend, “let your business be of what nature it will, you cannot see him 

yet, for he is not fit to be seen, for he is very ill, and bruised very much,” “Ay,” says my 

governess, “nay, then he has fallen into bad hands, to be sure,” And then she asked gravely, 

“Pray, where is he bruised?” “Why, in the head,” says her friend, “and one of his hands, and his 

face, for they used him barbarously.” “Poor gentleman,” says my governess, “I must wait, then, 

till he recovers”; and adds, “I hope it will not be long, for I want very much to speak with him.” 

Away she comes to me and tells me this story. “I have found out your fine gentleman, and a 

fine gentleman he was,” says she; “but, mercy on him, he is in a sad pickle now. I wonder what 

the d—l you have done to him; why, you have almost killed him.” I looked at her with disorder 

enough. “I killed him!” says I; “you must mistake the person; I am sure I did nothing to him; he 

was very well when I left him,” said I, “only drunk and fast asleep.” “I know nothing of that,” 

says she, “but he is in a sad pickle now”; and so she told me all that her friend had said to her. 

“Well, then,” says I, “he fell into bad hands after I left him, for I am sure I left him safe enough.” 

About ten days after, or a little more, my governess goes again to her friend, to introduce her 

to this gentleman; she had inquired other ways in the meantime, and found that he was about 

again, if not abroad again, so she got leave to speak with him. 

She was a woman of a admirable address, and wanted nobody to introduce her; she told her 

tale much better than I shall be able to tell it for her, for she was a mistress of her tongue, as I 

have said already. She told him that she came, though a stranger, with a single design of doing 

him a service and he should find she had no other end in it; that as she came purely on so 

friendly an account, she begged promise from him, that if he did not accept what she should 

officiously propose he would not take it ill that she meddled with what was not her business. She 

assured him that as what she had to say was a secret that belonged to him only, so whether he 

accepted her offer or not, it should remain a secret to all the world, unless he exposed it himself; 



nor should his refusing her service in it make her so little show her respect as to do him the least 

injury, so that he should be entirely at liberty to act as he thought fit. 

He looked very shy at first, and said he knew nothing that related to him that required much 

secrecy; that he had never done any man any wrong, and cared not what anybody might say of 

him; that it was no part of his character to be unjust to anybody, nor could he imagine in what 

any man could render him any service; but that if it was so disinterested a service as she said, he 

could not take it ill from any one that they should endeavour to serve him; and so, as it were, left 

her a liberty either to tell him or not to tell, as she thought fit. 

She found him so perfectly indifferent, that she was almost afraid to enter into the point with 

him; but, however, after some other circumlocutions she told him that by a strange and 

unaccountable accident she came to have a particular knowledge of the late unhappy adventure 

he had fallen into, and that in such a manner, that there was nobody in the world but herself and 

him that were acquainted with it, no, not the very person that was with him. 

He looked a little angrily at first. “What adventure?” said he. “Why,” said she, “of your being 

robbed coming from Knightbr——; Hampstead, sir, I should say,” says she. “Be not surprised, 

sir,” says she, “that I am able to tell you every step you took that day from the cloister in 

Smithfield to the Spring Garden at Knightsbridge, and thence to the —— in the Strand, and how 

you were left asleep in the coach afterwards. I say, let not this surprise you, for, sir, I do not 

come to make a booty of you, I ask nothing of you, and I assure you the woman that was with 

you knows nothing who you are, and never shall; and yet perhaps I may serve you further still, 

for I did not come barely to let you know that I was informed of these things, as if I wanted a 

bribe to conceal them; assure yourself, sir,” said she, “that whatever you think fit to do or say to 

me, it shall be all a secret as it is, as much as if I were in my grave.” 

He was astonished at her discourse, and said gravely to her, “Madam, you are a stranger to me, 

but it is very unfortunate that you should be let into the secret of the worst action of my life, and 

a thing that I am so justly ashamed of, that the only satisfaction of it to me was, that I thought it 

was known only to God and my own conscience.” “Pray, sir,” says she, “do not reckon the 

discovery of it to me to be any part of your misfortune. It was a thing, I believe, you were 

surprised into, and perhaps the woman used some art to prompt you to it; however, you will 

never find any just cause,” said she, “to repent that I came to hear of it; nor can your own mouth 

be more silent in it that I have been, and ever shall be.” 

“Well,” says he, “but let me do some justice to the woman too; whoever she is, I do assure you 

she prompted me to nothing, she rather declined me. It was my own folly and madness that 

brought me into it all, ay, and brought her into it too; I must give her her due so far. As to what 

she took from me, I could expect no less from her in the condition I was in, and to this hour I 

know not whether she robbed me or the coachman; if she did it, I forgive her, and I think all 

gentlemen that do so should be used in the same manner; but I am more concerned for some 

other things that I am for all that she took from me.” 

My governess now began to come into the whole matter, and he opened himself freely to her. 

First she said to him, in answer to what he had said about me, “I am glad, sir, you are so just to 

the person that you were with; I assure you she is a gentlewoman, and no woman of the town; 

and however you prevailed with her so far as you did, I am sure ’tis not her practice. You ran a 

great venture indeed, sir; but if that be any part of your care, I am persuaded you may be 

perfectly easy, for I dare assure you no man has touched her, before you, since her husband, and 

he has been dead now almost eight years.” 



It appeared that this was his grievance, and that he was in a very great fright about it; however, 

when my governess said this to him, he appeared very well pleased, and said, “Well, madam, to 

be plain with you, if I was satisfied of that, I should not so much value what I lost; for, as to that, 

the temptation was great, and perhaps she was poor and wanted it.” “If she had not been poor, sir 

——,” says my governess, “I assure you she would never have yielded to you; and as her 

poverty first prevailed with her to let you do as you did, so the same poverty prevailed with her 

to pay herself at last, when she saw you were in such a condition, that if she had not done it, 

perhaps the next coachman might have done it.” 

“Well,” says he, “much good may it do her. I say again, all the gentlemen that do so ought to 

be used in the same manner, and then they would be cautious of themselves. I have no more 

concern about it, but on the score which you hinted at before, madam.” Here he entered into 

some freedoms with her on the subject of what passed between us, which are not so proper for a 

woman to write, and the great terror that was upon his mind with relation to his wife, for fear he 

should have received any injury from me, and should communicate it farther; and asked her at 

last if she could not procure him an opportunity to speak with me. My governess gave him 

further assurances of my being a woman clear from any such thing, and that he was as entirely 

safe in that respect as he was with his own lady; but as for seeing me, she said it might be of 

dangerous consequence; but, however, that she would talk with me, and let him know my 

answer, using at the same time some arguments to persuade him not to desire it, and that it could 

be of no service to him, seeing she hoped he had no desire to renew a correspondence with me, 

and that on my account it was a kind of putting my life in his hands. 

He told her he had a great desire to see me, that he would give her any assurances that were in 

his power, not to take any advantages of me, and that in the first place he would give me a 

general release from all demands of any kind. She insisted how it might tend to a further 

divulging the secret, and might in the end be injurious to him, entreating him not to press for it; 

so at length he desisted. 

They had some discourse upon the subject of the things he had lost, and he seemed to be very 

desirous of his gold watch, and told her if she could procure that for him, he would willingly give 

as much for it as it was worth. She told him she would endeavour to procure it for him, and leave 

the valuing it to himself. 

Accordingly the next day she carried the watch, and he gave her thirty guineas for it, which 

was more than I should have been able to make of it, though it seems it cost much more. He 

spoke something of his periwig, which it seems cost him threescore guineas, and his snuff-box, 

and in a few days more she carried them too; which obliged him very much, and he gave her 

thirty more. The next day I sent him his fine sword and cane gratis, and demanded nothing of 

him, but I had no mind to see him, unless it had been so that he might be satisfied I knew who he 

was, which he was not willing to. 

Then he entered into a long talk with her of the manner how she came to know all this matter. 

She formed a long tale of that part; how she had it from one that I had told the whole story to, 

and that was to help me dispose of the goods; and this confidante brought the things to her, she 

being by profession a pawnbroker; and she hearing of his worship’s disaster, guessed at the thing 

in general; that having gotten the things into her hands, she had resolved to come and try as she 

had done. She then gave him repeated assurances that it should never go out of her mouth, and 

though she knew the woman very well, yet she had not let her know, meaning me, anything of it; 



that is to say, who the person was, which, by the way, was false; but, however, it was not to his 

damage, for I never opened my mouth of it to anybody. 

I had a great many thoughts in my head about my seeing him again, and was often sorry that I 

had refused it. I was persuaded that if I had seen him, and let him know that I knew him, I should 

have made some advantage of him, and perhaps have had some maintenance from him; and 

though it was a life wicked enough, yet it was not so full of danger as this I was engaged in. 

However, those thoughts wore off, and I declined seeing him again, for that time; but my 

governess saw him often, and he was very kind to her, giving her something almost every time 

he saw her. One time in particular she found him very merry, and as she thought he had some 

wine in his head, and he pressed her again very earnestly to let him see that woman that, as he 

said, had bewitched him so that night, my governess, who was from the beginning for my seeing 

him, told him he was so desirous of it that she could almost yield of it, if she could prevail upon 

me; adding that if he would please to come to her house in the evening, she would endeavour it, 

upon his repeated assurances of forgetting what was past. 

Accordingly she came to me, and told me all the discourse; in short, she soon biassed me to 

consent, in a case which I had some regret in my mind for declining before; so I prepared to see 

him. I dressed me to all the advantage possible, I assure you, and for the first time used a little 

art; I say for the first time, for I had never yielded to the baseness of paint before, having always 

had vanity enough to believe I had no need of it. 

At the hour appointed he came; and as she observed before, so it was plain still, that he had 

been drinking, though very far from what we call being in drink. He appeared exceeding pleased 

to see me, and entered into a long discourse with me upon the old affair. I begged his pardon 

very often for my share of it, protested I had not any such design when first I met him, that I had 

not gone out with him but that I took him for a very civil gentleman, and that he made me so 

many promises of offering no uncivility to me. 

He alleged the wine he drank, and that he scarce knew what he did, and that if it had not been 

so, I should never have let him take the freedom with me that he had done. He protested to me 

that he never touched any woman but me since he was married to his wife, and it was a surprise 

upon him; complimented me upon being so particularly agreeable to him, and the like; and talked 

so much of that kind, till I found he had talked himself almost into a temper to do the same thing 

over again. But I took him up short. I protested I had never suffered any man to touch me since 

my husband died, which was near eight years. He said he believed it to be so truly; and added 

that madam had intimated as much to him, and that it was his opinion of that part which made his 

desire to see me again; and that since he had once broke in upon his virtue with me, and found no 

ill consequences, he could be safe in venturing there again; and so, in short, it went on to what I 

expected, and to what will not bear relating. 

My old governess had foreseen it, as well as I, and therefore led him into a room which had 

not a bed in it, and yet had a chamber within it which had a bed, whither we withdrew for the rest 

of the night; and, in short, after some time being together, he went to bed, and lay there all night. 

I withdrew, but came again undressed in the morning, before it was day, and lay with him the 

rest of the time. 

Thus, you see, having committed a crime once is a sad handle to the committing of it again; 

whereas all the regret and reflections wear off when the temptation renews itself. Had I not 

yielded to see him again, the corrupt desire in him had worn off, and ’tis very probable he had 

never fallen into it with anybody else, as I really believe he had not done before. 



When he went away, I told him I hoped he was satisfied he had not been robbed again. He told 

me he was satisfied in that point, and could trust me again, and putting his hand in his pocket, 

gave me five guineas, which was the first money I had gained that way for many years. 

I had several visits of the like kind from him, but he never came into a settled way of 

maintenance, which was what I would have best pleased with. Once, indeed, he asked me how I 

did to live. I answered him pretty quick, that I assured him I had never taken that course that I 

took with him, but that indeed I worked at my needle, and could just maintain myself; that 

sometime it was as much as I was able to do, and I shifted hard enough. 

He seemed to reflect upon himself that he should be the first person to lead me into that, which 

he assured me he never intended to do himself; and it touched him a little, he said, that he should 

be the cause of his own sin and mine too. He would often make just reflections also upon the 

crime itself, and upon the particular circumstances of it with respect to himself; how wine 

introduced the inclinations how the devil led him to the place, and found out an object to tempt 

him, and he made the moral always himself. 

When these thoughts were upon him he would go away, and perhaps not come again in a 

month’s time or longer; but then as the serious part wore off, the lewd part would wear in, and 

then he came prepared for the wicked part. Thus we lived for some time; thought he did not 

keep, as they call it, yet he never failed doing things that were handsome, and sufficient to 

maintain me without working, and, which was better, without following my old trade. 

But this affair had its end too; for after about a year, I found that he did not come so often as 

usual, and at last he left if off altogether without any dislike to bidding adieu; and so there was an 

end of that short scene of life, which added no great store to me, only to make more work for 

repentance. 

However, during this interval I confined myself pretty much at home; at least, being thus 

provided for, I made no adventures, no, not for a quarter of a year after he left me; but then 

finding the fund fail, and being loth to spend upon the main stock, I began to think of my old 

trade, and to look abroad into the street again; and my first step was lucky enough. 

I had dressed myself up in a very mean habit, for as I had several shapes to appear in, I was 

now in an ordinary stuff-gown, a blue apron, and a straw hat and I placed myself at the door of 

the Three Cups Inn in St. John Street. There were several carriers used the inn, and the stage-

coaches for Barnet, for Totteridge, and other towns that way stood always in the street in the 

evening, when they prepared to set out, so that I was ready for anything that offered, for either 

one or other. The meaning was this; people come frequently with bundles and small parcels to 

those inns, and call for such carriers or coaches as they want, to carry them into the country; and 

there generally attend women, porters’ wives or daughters, ready to take in such things for their 

respective people that employ them. 

It happened very oddly that I was standing at the inn gate, and a woman that had stood there 

before, and which was the porter’s wife belonging to the Barnet stage-coach, having observed 

me, asked if I waited for any of the coaches. I told her Yes, I waited for my mistress, that was 

coming to go to Barnet. She asked me who was my mistress, and I told her any madam’s name 

that came next me; but as it seemed, I happened upon a name, a family of which name lived at 

Hadley, just beyond Barnet. 

I said no more to her, or she to me, a good while; but by and by, somebody calling her at a 

door a little way off, she desired me that if anybody called for the Barnet coach, I would step and 



call her at the house, which it seems was an alehouse. I said Yes, very readily, and away she 

went. 

She was no sooner gone but comes a wench and a child, puffing and sweating, and asks for the 

Barnet coach. I answered presently, “Here.” “Do you belong to the Barnet coach?” says she. 

“Yes, sweetheart,” said I; “what do ye want?” “I want room for two passengers,” says she. 

“Where are they, sweetheart?” said I. “Here’s this girl, pray let her go into the coach,” says she, 

“and I’ll go and fetch my mistress.” “Make haste, then, sweetheart,” says I, “for we may be full 

else.” The maid had a great bundle under her arm; so she put the child into the coach, and I said, 

“You had best put your bundle into the coach too.” “No,” says she, “I am afraid somebody 

should slip it away from the child.” “Give to me, then,” said I, “and I’ll take care of it.” “Do, 

then,” says she, “and be sure you take of it.” “I’ll answer for it,” said I, “if it were for £20 value.” 

“There, take it, then,” says she, and away she goes. 

As soon as I had got the bundle, and the maid was out of sight, I goes on towards the alehouse, 

where the porter’s wife was, so that if I had met her, I had then only been going to give her the 

bundle, and to call her to her business, as if I was going away, and could stay no longer; but as I 

did not meet her, I walked away, and turning into Charterhouse Lane, then crossed into 

Bartholomew Close, so into Little Britain, and through the Bluecoat Hospital, into Newgate 

Street. 

To prevent my being known, I pulled off my blue apron, and wrapped the bundle in it, which 

before was made up in a piece of painted calico, and very remarkable; I also wrapped up my 

straw hat in it, and so put the bundle upon my head; and it was very well that I did thus, for 

coming through the Bluecoat Hospital, who should I meet but the wench that had given me the 

bundle to hold. It seems she was going with her mistress, whom she had been gone to fetch, to 

the Barnet coaches. 

I saw she was in haste, and I had no business to stop her; so away she went, and I brought my 

bundle safe home to my governess. There was no money, nor plate, or jewels in the bundle, but a 

very good suit of Indian damask, a gown and a petticoat, a laced-head and ruffles of very good 

Flanders lace, and some linen and other things, such as I knew very well the value of. 

This was not indeed my own invention, but was given me by one that had practised it with 

success, and my governess liked it extremely; and indeed I tried it again several times, though 

never twice near the same place; for the next time I tried it in White Chapel, just by the corner of 

Petticoat Lane, where the coaches stand that go out to Stratford and Bow, and that side of the 

country, and another time at the Flying Horse, without Bishopgate, where the Cheston coaches 

then lay; and I had always the good luck to come off with some booty. 

Another time I placed myself at a warehouse by the waterside, where the coasting vessels from 

the north come, such as from Newcastle-upon-Tyne, Sunderland, and other places. Here, the 

warehouses being shut, comes a young fellow with a letter; and he wanted a box and a hamper 

that was come from Newcastle-upon-Tyne. I asked him if he had the marks of it; so he shows me 

the letter, by virtue of which he was to ask for it, and which gave an account of the contents, the 

box being full of linen, and the hamper full of glass ware. I read the letter, and took care to see 

the name, and the marks, the name of the person that sent the goods, the name of the person that 

they were sent to; then I bade the messenger come in the morning, for that the warehouse-keeper 

would not be there any more that night. 

Away went I, and getting materials in a public house, I wrote a letter from Mr. John 

Richardson of Newcastle to his dear cousin Jemmy Cole, in London, with an account that he sent 



by such a vessel (for I remembered all the particulars to a title), so many pieces of huckaback 

linen, so many ells of Dutch holland and the like, in a box, and a hamper of flint glasses from 

Mr. Henzill’s glasshouse; and that the box was marked I. C. No. 1, and the hamper was directed 

by a label on the cording. 

About an hour after, I came to the warehouse, found the warehouse-keeper, and had the goods 

delivered me without any scruple; the value of the linen being about £22. 

I could fill up this whole discourse with the variety of such adventures, which daily invention 

directed to, and which I managed with the utmost dexterity, and always with success. 

At length—as when does the pitcher come safe home that goes so very often to the well?—I 

fell into some small broils, which though they could not affect me fatally, yet made me known, 

which was the worst thing next to being found guilty that could befall me. 

I had taken up the disguise of a widow’s dress; it was without any real design in view, but only 

waiting for anything that might offer, as I often did. It happened that while I was going along the 

street in Covent Garden, there was a great cry of “Stop thief! Stop thief!” some artists had, it 

seems, put a trick upon a shopkeeper, and being pursued, some of them fled one way, and some 

another; and one of them was, they said, dressed up in widow’s weeds, upon which the mob 

gathered about me, and some said I was the person, others said no. Immediately came the 

mercer’s journeyman, and he swore aloud I was the person, and so seized on me. However, when 

I was brought back by the mob to the mercer’s shop, the master of the house said freely that I 

was not the woman that was in his shop, and would have let me go immediately; but another 

fellow said gravely, “Pray stay till Mr. ——” (meaning the journeyman) “comes back, for he 

knows her.” So they kept me by force near half an hour. They had called a constable, and he 

stood in the shop as my jailer; and in talking with the constable I inquired where he lived, and 

what trade he was; the man not apprehending in the least what happened afterwards, readily told 

me his name, and trade, and where he lived; and told me as a jest, that I might be sure to hear of 

his name when I came to the Old Bailey. 

Some of the servants likewise used me saucily, and had much ado to keep their hands off me; 

the master indeed was civiller to me than they, but he would not yet let me go, though he owned 

he could not say I was in his shop before. 

I began to be a little surly with him, and told him I hoped he would not take it ill if I made 

myself amends upon him in a more legal way another time; and desired I might send for friends 

to see me have right done me. No, he said, he could give no such liberty; I might ask it when I 

came before the justice of peace; and seeing I threatened him, he would take care of me in the 

meantime, and would lodge me safe in Newgate. I told him it was his time now, but it would be 

mine by and by, and governed my passion as well as I was able. However, I spoke to the 

constable to call me a porter, which he did, and then I called for pen, ink, and paper, but they 

would let me have none. I asked the porter his name, and where he lived, and the poor man told 

it me very willingly. I bade him observe and remember how I was treated there; that he saw I 

was detained there by force. I told him I should want his evidence in another place, and it should 

not be the worse for him to speak. The porter said he would serve me with all his heart. “But, 

madam,” says he, “let me hear them refuse to let you go, then I may be able to speak the 

plainer.” 

With that I spoke aloud to the master of the shop, and said, “Sir, you know in your own 

conscience that I am not the person you look for, and that I was not in your shop before, 

therefore I demand that you detain me here no longer, or tell me the reason of your stopping me.” 



The fellow grew surlier upon this than before, and said he would do neither till he thought fit. 

“Very well,” said I to the constable and to the porter; “you will be pleased to remember this, 

gentlemen, another time.” The porter said, “Yes, madam”; and the constable began not to like it, 

and would have persuaded the mercer to dismiss him, and let me go, since, as he said, he owned 

I was not the person. “Good, sir,” says the mercer to him tauntingly, “are you a justice of peace 

or a constable? I charged you with her; pray do you do your duty.” The constable told him, a 

little moved, but very handsomely, “I know my duty, and what I am, sir; I doubt you hardly 

know what you are doing.” They had some other hard words, and in the meantime the 

journeyman, impudent and unmanly to the last degree, used me barbarously, and one of them, 

the same that first seized upon me, pretended he would search me, and began to lay hands on me. 

I spit in his face, called out to the constable, and bade him to take notice of my usage. “And pray, 

Mr. Constable,” said I, “ask that villain’s name,” pointing to the man. The constable reproved 

him decently, told him that he did not know what he did, for he knew that his master 

acknowledged I was not the person that was in his shop; “and,” says the constable, “I am afraid 

your master is bringing himself, and me too, into trouble, if this gentlewoman comes to prove 

who she is, and where she was, and it appears that she is not the woman you pretend to.” “Damn 

her,” says the fellow again, with a impudent, hardened face, “she is the lady, you may depend 

upon it; I’ll swear she is the same body that was in the shop, and that I gave the pieces of satin 

that is lost into her own hand. You shall hear more of it when Mr. William and Mr. Anthony 

(those were other journeymen) come back; they will know her again as well as I.” 

Just as the insolent rogue was talking thus to the constable, comes back Mr. William and Mr. 

Anthony, as he called them, and a great rabble with them, bringing along with them the true 

widow that I was pretended to be; and they came sweating and blowing into the shop, and with a 

great deal of triumph, dragging the poor creature in the most butcherly manner up towards their 

master, who was in the back shop, and cried out aloud, “Here’s the widow, sir; we have catched 

her at last.” “What do ye mean by that?” says the master. “Why, we have her already; there she 

sits,” says he, “and Mr. ——,” says he, “can swear this is she.” The other man, whom they called 

Mr. Anthony, replied, “Mr. —— may say what he will, and swear what he will, but this is the 

woman, and there’s the remnant of satin she stole; I took it out of her clothes with my own 

hand.” 

I sat still now, and began to take a better heart, but smiled and said nothing; the master looked 

pale; the constable turned about and looked at me. “Let “em alone, Mr. Constable,” said I; “let 

“em go on.” The case was plain and could not be denied, so the constable was charged with the 

right thief, and the mercer told me very civilly he was sorry for the mistake, and hoped I would 

not take it ill; that they had so many things of this nature put upon them every day, that they 

could not be blamed for being very sharp in doing themselves justice. “Not take it ill, sir!” said I; 

“how can I take it well! If you had dismissed me when your insolent fellow seized on me it the 

street, and brought me to you, and when you yourself acknowledged I was not the person, I 

would have put it by, and not taken it ill, because of the many ill things I believe you have put 

upon you daily; but your treatment of me since has been insufferable, and especially that of your 

servant; I must and will have reparation for that.” 

Then he began to parley with me, said he would make me any reasonable satisfaction, and 

would fain have had me tell him what it was I expected. I told him that I should not be my own 

judge, the law should decide it for me; and as I was to be carried before a magistrate, I should let 

him hear there what I had to say. He told me there was no occasion to go before the justice now, 

I was at liberty to go where I pleased; and so, calling to the constable, told him he might let me 



go, for I was discharged. The constable said calmly to him, “sir, you asked me just now if I knew 

whether I was a constable or justice, and bade me do my duty, and charged me with this 

gentlewoman as a prisoner. Now, sir, I find you do not understand what is my duty, for you 

would make me a justice indeed; but I must tell you it is not in my power. I may keep a prisoner 

when I am charged with him, but ’tis the law and the magistrate alone that can discharge that 

prisoner; therefore ’tis a mistake, sir; I must carry her before a justice now, whether you think 

well of it or not.” The mercer was very high with the constable at first; but the constable 

happening to be not a hired officer, but a good, substantial kind of man (I think he was a corn-

handler), and a man of good sense, stood to his business, would not discharge me without going 

to a justice of the peace; and I insisted upon it too. When the mercer saw that, “Well,” says he to 

the constable, “you may carry her where you please; I have nothing to say to her.” “But, sir,” 

says the constable, “you will go with us, I hope, for ’tis you that charged me with her.” “No, not 

I,” says the mercer; “I tell you I have nothing to say to her.” “But pray, sir, do,” says the 

constable; “I desire it of you for your own sake, for the justice can do nothing without you.” 

“Prithee, fellow,” says the mercer, “go about your business; I tell you I have nothing to say to the 

gentlewoman. I charge you in the king’s name to dismiss her.” “Sir,” says the constable, “I find 

you don’t know what it is to be constable; I beg of you don’t oblige me to be rude to you.” “I 

think I need not; you are rude enough already,” says the mercer. “No, sir,” says the constable, “I 

am not rude; you have broken the peace in bringing an honest woman out of the street, when she 

was about her lawful occasion, confining her in your shop, and ill-using her here by your 

servants; and now can you say I am rude to you? I think I am civil to you in not commanding or 

charging you in the king’s name to go with me, and charging every man I see that passes your 

door to aid and assist me in carrying you by force; this you cannot but know I have power to do, 

and yet I forbear it, and once more entreat you to go with me.” Well, he would not for all this, 

and gave the constable ill language. However, the constable kept his temper, and would not be 

provoked; and then I put in and said, “Come, Mr. Constable, let him alone; I shall find ways 

enough to fetch him before a magistrate, I don’t fear that; but there’s the fellow,” says I, “he was 

the man that seized on me as I was innocently going along the street, and you are a witness of the 

violence with me since; give me leave to charge you with him, and carry him before the justice.” 

“Yes, madam,” says the constable; and turning to the fellow “Come, young gentleman,” says he 

to the journeyman, “you must go along with us; I hope you are not above the constable’s power, 

though your master is.” 

The fellow looked like a condemned thief, and hung back, then looked at his master, as if he 

could help him; and he, like a fool, encourage the fellow to be rude, and he truly resisted the 

constable, and pushed him back with a good force when he went to lay hold on him, at which the 

constable knocked him down, and called out for help; and immediately the shop was filled with 

people, and the constable seized the master and man, and all his servants. 

This first ill consequence of this fray was, that the woman they had taken, who was really the 

thief, made off, and got clear away in the crowd; and two other that they had stopped also; 

whether they were really guilty or not, that I can say nothing to. 

By this time some of his neighbours having come in, and, upon inquiry, seeing how things 

went, had endeavoured to bring the hot-brained mercer to his senses, and he began to be 

convinced that he was in the wrong; and so at length we went all very quietly before the justice, 

with a mob of about five hundred people at our heels; and all the way I went I could hear the 

people ask what was the matter, and other reply and say, a mercer had stopped a gentlewoman 

instead of a thief, and had afterwards taken the thief, and now the gentlewoman had taken the 



mercer, and was carrying him before the justice. This pleased the people strangely, and made the 

crowd increase, and they cried out as they went, “Which is the rogue? which is the mercer?” and 

especially the women. Then when they saw him they cried out, “That’s he, that’s he”; and every 

now and then came a good dab of dirt at him; and thus we marched a good while, till the mercer 

thought fit to desire the constable to call a coach to protect himself from the rabble; so we rode 

the rest of the way, the constable and I, and the mercer and his man. 

When we came to the justice, which was an ancient gentleman in Bloomsbury, the constable 

giving first a summary account of the matter, the justice bade me speak, and tell what I had to 

say. And first he asked my name, which I was very loth to give, but there was no remedy, so I 

told him my name was Mary Flanders, that I was a widow, my husband being a sea captain, died 

on a voyage to Virginia; and some other circumstances I told which he could never contradict, 

and that I lodged at present in town with such a person, naming my governess; but that I was 

preparing to go over to America, where my husband’s effects lay, and that I was going that day 

to buy some clothes to put myself into second mourning, but had not yet been in any shop, when 

that fellow, pointing to the mercer’s journeyman, came rushing upon me with such fury as very 

much frighted me, and carried me back to his master’s shop, where, though his master 

acknowledged I was not the person, yet he would not dismiss me, but charged a constable with 

me. 

Then I proceeded to tell how the journeyman treated me; how they would not suffer me to 

send for any of my friends; how afterwards they found the real thief, and took the very goods 

they had lost upon her, and all the particulars as before. 

Then the constable related his case: his dialogue with the mercer about discharging me, and at 

last his servant’s refusing to go with him, when he had charged him with him, and his master 

encouraging him to do so, and at last his striking the constable, and the like, all as I have told it 

already. 

The justice then heard the mercer and his man. The mercer indeed made a long harangue of 

the great loss they have daily by lifters and thieves; that it was easy for them to mistake, and that 

when he found it he would have dismissed me, etc., as above. As to the journeyman, he had very 

little to say, but that he pretended other of the servants told him that I was really the person. 

Upon the whole, the justice first of all told me very courteously I was discharged; that he was 

very sorry that the mercer’s man should in his eager pursuit have so little discretion as to take up 

an innocent person for a guilty person; that if he had not been so unjust as to detain me 

afterward, he believed I would have forgiven the first affront; that, however, it was not in his 

power to award me any reparation for anything, other than by openly reproving them, which he 

should do; but he supposed I would apply to such methods as the law directed; in the meantime 

he would bind him over. 

But as to the breach of the peace committed by the journeyman, he told me he should give me 

some satisfaction for that, for he should commit him to Newgate for assaulting the constable, and 

for assaulting me also. 

Accordingly he sent the fellow to Newgate for that assault, and his master gave bail, and so we 

came away; but I had the satisfaction of seeing the mob wait upon them both, as they came out, 

hallooing and throwing stones and dirt at the coaches they rode in; and so I came home to my 

governess. 

After this hustle, coming home and telling my governess the story, she falls a-laughing at me. 

“Why are you merry?” says I; “the story has not so much laughing room in it as you imagine; I 



am sure I have had a great deal of hurry and fright too, with a pack of ugly rogues.” “Laugh!” 

says my governess; “I laugh, child, to see what a lucky creature you are; why, this job will be the 

best bargain to you that ever you made in your life, if you manage it well. I warrant you,” says 

she, “you shall make the mercer pay you £500 for damages, besides what you shall get out of the 

journeyman.” 

I had other thoughts of the matter than she had; and especially, because I had given in my 

name to the justice of peace; and I knew that my name was so well known among the people at 

Hick’s Hall, the Old Bailey, and such places, that if this cause came to be tried openly, and my 

name came to be inquired into, no court would give much damages, for the reputation of a 

person of such a character. However, I was obliged to begin a prosecution in form, and 

accordingly my governess found me out a very creditable sort of a man to manage it, being an 

attorney of very good business, and of a good reputation, and she was certainly in the right of 

this; for had she employed a pettifogging hedge solicitor, or a man not known, and not in good 

reputation, I should have brought it to but little. 

I met this attorney, and gave him all the particulars at large, as they are recited above; and he 

assured me it was a case, as he said, that would very well support itself, and that he did not 

question but that a jury would give very considerable damages on such an occasion; so taking his 

full instructions he began the prosecution, and the mercer being arrested, gave bail. A few days 

after his giving bail, he comes with his attorney to my attorney, to let him know that he desired 

to accommodate the matter; that it was all carried on in the heat of an unhappy passion; that his 

client, meaning me, had a sharp provoking tongue, that I used them ill, gibing at them, and 

jeering them, even while they believed me to be the very person, and that I had provoked them, 

and the like. 

My attorney managed as well on my side; made them believe I was a widow of fortune, that I 

was able to do myself justice, and had great friends to stand by me too, who had all made me 

promise to sue to the utmost, and that if it cost me a thousand pounds I would be sure to have 

satisfaction, for that the affronts I had received were insufferable. 

However, they brought my attorney to this, that he promised he would not blow the coals, that 

if I inclined to accommodation, he would not hinder me, and that he would rather persuade me to 

peace than to war; for which they told him he should be no loser; all which he told me very 

honestly, and told me that if they offered him any bribe, I should certainly know it; but upon the 

whole he told me very honestly that if I would take his opinion, he would advise me to make it 

up with them, for that as they were in a great fright, and were desirous above all things to make it 

up, and knew that, let it be what it would, they would be allotted to bear all the costs of the suit; 

he believed they would give me freely more than any jury or court of justice would give upon a 

trial. I asked him what he thought they would be brought to. He told me he could not tell as to 

that, but he would tell me more when I saw him again. 

Some time after this, they came again to know if he had talked with me. He told them he had; 

that he found me not so averse to an accommodation as some of my friends were, who resented 

the disgrace offered me, and set me on; that they blowed the coals in secret, prompting me to 

revenge, or do myself justice, as they called it; so that he could not tell what to say to it; he told 

them he would do his endeavour to persuade me, but he ought to be able to tell me what proposal 

they made. They pretended they could not make any proposal, because it might be made use of 

against them; and he told them, that by the same rule he could not make any offers, for that 

might be pleaded in abatement of what damages a jury might be inclined to give. However, after 



some discourse and mutual promises that no advantage should be taken on either side, by what 

was transacted then or at any other of those meetings, they came to a kind of a treaty; but so 

remote, and so wide from one another, that nothing could be expected from it; for my attorney 

demanded £500 and charges, and they offered £50 without charges; so they broke off, and the 

mercer proposed to have a meeting with me myself; and my attorney agreed to that very readily. 

My attorney gave me notice to come to this meeting in good clothes, and with some state, that 

the mercer might see I was something more than I seemed to be that time they had me. 

Accordingly I came in a new suit of second mourning, according to what I had said at the 

justice’s. I set myself out, too, as well as a widow’s dress in second mourning would admit; my 

governess also furnished me with a good pearl necklace, that shut in behind with a locket of 

diamonds, which she had in pawn; and I had a very good figure; and as I stayed till I was sure 

they were come, I came in a coach to the door, with my maid with me. 

When I came into the room the mercer was surprised. He stood up and made his bow, which I 

took a little notice of, and but a little, and went and sat down where my own attorney had pointed 

to me to sit, for it was his house. After a little while the mercer said, he did not know me again, 

and began to make some compliments his way. I told him, I believed he did not know me at first, 

and that if he had, I believed he would not have treated me as he did. 

He told me he was very sorry for what had happened, and that it was to testify the willingness 

he had to make all possible reparation that he had appointed this meeting; that he hoped I would 

not carry things to extremity, which might be not only too great a loss to him, but might be the 

ruin of his business and shop, in which case I might have the satisfaction of repaying an injury 

with an injury ten times greater; but that I would then get nothing, whereas he was willing to do 

me any justice that was in his power, without putting himself or me to the trouble or charge of a 

suit at law. 

I told him I was glad to hear him talk so much more like a man of sense than he did before; 

that it was true, acknowledgment in most cases of affronts was counted reparation sufficient; but 

this had gone too far to be made up so; that I was not revengeful, nor did I seek his ruin, or any 

man’s else, but that all my friends were unanimous not to let me so far neglect my character as to 

adjust a thing of this kind without a sufficient reparation of honour; that to be taken up for a thief 

was such an indignity as could not be put up; that my character was above being treated so by 

any that knew me, but because in my condition of a widow I had been for some time careless of 

myself, and negligent of myself, I might be taken for such a creature, but that for the particular 

usage I had from him afterwards,—and then I repeated all as before; it was so provoking I had 

scarce patience to repeat it. 

Well, he acknowledged all, and was might humble indeed; he made proposals very handsome; 

he came up to £100 and to pay all the law charges, and added that he would make me a present 

of a very good suit of clothes. I came down to £300, and I demanded that I should publish an 

advertisement of the particulars in the common newspapers. 

This was a clause he never could comply with. However, at last he came up, by good 

management of my attorney, to £150 and a suit of black silk clothes; and there I agree, and as it 

were, at my attorney’s request, complied with it, he paying my attorney’s bill and charges, and 

gave us a good supper into the bargain. 

When I came to receive the money, I brought my governess with me, dressed like an old 

duchess, and a gentleman very well dressed, who we pretended courted me, but I called him 

cousin, and the lawyer was only to hint privately to him that his gentleman courted the widow. 



He treated us handsomely indeed, and paid the money cheerfully enough; so that it cost him 

£200 in all, or rather more. At our last meeting, when all was agreed, the case of the journeyman 

came up, and the mercer begged very hard for him; told me he was a man that had kept a shop of 

his own, and been in good business, had a wife, and several children, and was very poor; that he 

had nothing to make satisfaction with, but he should come to beg my pardon on his knees, if I 

desired it, as openly as I pleased. I had no spleen at the saucy rogue, nor were his submissions 

anything to me, since there was nothing to be got by him, so I thought it was as good to throw 

that in generously as not; so I told him I did not desire the ruin of any man, and therefore at his 

request I would forgive the wretch; it was below me to seek any revenge. 

When we were at supper he brought the poor fellow in to make acknowledgment, which he 

would have done with as much mean humility as his offence was with insulting haughtiness and 

pride, in which he was an instance of a complete baseness of spirit, impious, cruel, and relentless 

when uppermost and in prosperity, abject and low-spirited when down in affliction. However, I 

abated his cringes, told him I forgave him, and desired he might withdraw, as if I did not care for 

the sight of him, though I had forgiven him. 

I was now in good circumstances indeed, if I could have known my time for leaving off, and 

my governess often said I was the richest of the trade in England; and so I believe I was, for I 

had £700 by me in money, besides clothes, rings, some plate, and two gold watches, and all of 

them stolen, for I had innumerable jobs besides these I have mentioned. Oh! had I even now had 

the grace of repentance, I had still leisure to have looked back upon my follies, and have made 

some reparation; but the satisfaction I was to make for the public mischiefs I had done was yet 

left behind; and I could not forbear going abroad again, as I called it now, than any more I could 

when my extremity really drove me out for bread. 

It was not long after the affair with the mercer was made up, that I went out in an equipage 

quite different from any I had ever appeared in before. I dressed myself like a beggar woman, in 

the coarsest and most despicable rags I could get, and I walked about peering and peeping into 

every door and window I came near; and indeed I was in such a plight now that I knew as ill how 

to behave in as ever I did in any. I naturally abhorred dirt and rags; I had been bred up tight and 

cleanly, and could be no other, whatever condition I was in; so that this was the most uneasy 

disguise to me that ever I put on. I said presently to myself that this would not do, for this was a 

dress that everybody was shy and afraid of; and I thought everybody looked at me, as if they 

were afraid I should come near them, lest I should take something from them, or afraid to come 

near me, lest they should get something from me. I wandered about all the evening the first time 

I went out, and made nothing of it, but came home again wet, draggled, and tired. However, I 

went out again the next night, and then I met with a little adventure, which had like to have cost 

me dear. As I was standing near a tavern door, there comes a gentleman on horseback, and lights 

at the door, and wanting to go into the tavern, he calls one of the drawers to hold his horse. He 

stayed pretty long in the tavern, and the drawer heard his master call, and thought he would be 

angry with him. Seeing me stand by him, he called to me, “Here, woman,” says he, “hold this 

horse a while, till I go in; if the gentleman comes, he’ll give you something.” “Yes,” says I, and 

takes the horse, and walks off with him very soberly, and carried him to my governess. 

This had been a booty to those that had understood it; but never was poor thief more at a loss 

to know what to do with anything that was stolen; for when I came home, my governess was 

quite confounded, and what to do with the creature, we neither of us knew. To send him to a 

stable was doing nothing, for it was certain that public notice would be given in the Gazette, and 

the horse described, so that we durst not go to fetch it again. 



All the remedy we had for this unlucky adventure was to go and set up the horse at an inn, and 

send a note by a porter to the tavern, that the gentleman’s horse that was lost such a time was left 

at such an inn, and that he might be had there; that the poor woman that held him, having led him 

about the street, not being able to lead him back again, had left him there. We might have waited 

till the owner had published and offered a reward, but we did not care to venture the receiving 

the reward. 

So this was a robbery and no robbery, for little was lost by it, and nothing was got by it, and I 

was quite sick of going out in a beggar’s dress; it did not answer at all, and besides, I thought it 

was ominous and threatening. 

While I was in this disguise, I fell in with a parcel of folks of a worse kind than any I ever 

sorted with, and I saw a little into their ways too. These were coiners of money, and they made 

some very good offers to me, as to profit; but the part they would have had me have embarked in 

was the most dangerous part. I mean that of the very working the die, as they call it, which, had I 

been taken, had been certain death, and that at a stake—I say, to be burnt to death at a stake; so 

that though I was to appearance but a beggar, and they promised mountains of gold and silver to 

me to engage, yet it would not do. It is true, if I had been really a beggar, or had been desperate 

as when I began, I might perhaps have closed with it; for what care they to die that can’t tell how 

to live? But at present this was not my condition, at least I was for no such terrible risks as those; 

besides, the very thoughts of being burnt at a stake struck terror into my very soul, chilled my 

blood, and gave me the vapours to such a degree, as I could not think of it without trembling. 

This put an end to my disguise too, for as I did not like the proposal, so I did not tell them so, 

but seemed to relish it, and promised to meet again. But I durst see them no more; for if I had 

seen them, and not complied, though I had declined it with the greatest assurance of secrecy in 

the world, they would have gone near to have murdered me, to make sure work, and make 

themselves easy, as they call it. What kind of easiness that is, they may best judge that 

understand how easy men are that can murder people to prevent danger. 

This and horse-stealing were things quite out of my way, and I might easily resolve I would 

have to more to say to them; my business seemed to lie another way, and though it had hazard 

enough in it too, yet it was more suitable to me, and what had more of art in it, and more room to 

escape, and more chances for a-coming off if a surprise should happen. 

I had several proposals made also to me about that time, to come into a gang of house-

breakers; but that was a thing I had no mind to venture at neither, any more than I had at the 

coining trade. I offered to go along with two men and a woman, that made it their business to get 

into houses by stratagem, and with them I was willing enough to venture. But there were three of 

them already, and they did not care to part, nor I to have too many in a gang, so I did not close 

with them, but declined them, and they paid dear for their next attempt. 

But at length I met with a woman that had often told me what adventures she had made, and 

with success, at the waterside, and I closed with her, and we drove on our business pretty well. 

One day we came among some Dutch people at St. Catherine’s, where we went on pretence to 

buy goods that were privately got on shore. I was two or three times in a house where we saw a 

good quantity of prohibited goods, and my companion once brought away three pieces of Dutch 

black silk that turned to good account, and I had my share of it; but in all the journeys I made by 

myself, I could not get an opportunity to do anything, so I laid it aside, for I had been so often, 

that they began to suspect something, and were so shy, that I saw nothing was to be done. 



This baulked me a little, and I resolved to push at something or other, for I was not used to 

come back so often without purchase; so the next day I dressed myself up fine, and took a walk 

to the other end of the town. I passed through the Exchange in the Strand, but had no notion of 

finding anything to do there, when on a sudden I saw a great cluttering in the place, and all the 

people, shopkeepers as well as others, standing up and staring; and what should it be but some 

great duchess come into the Exchange, and they said the queen was coming. I set myself close up 

to a shop-side with my back to the counter, as if to let the crowd pass by, when keeping my eye 

upon a parcel of lace which the shopkeeper was showing to some ladies that stood by me, the 

shopkeeper and her maid were so taken up with looking to see who was coming, and what shop 

they would go to, that I found means to slip a paper of lace into my pocket and come clear off 

with it; so the lady-milliner paid dear enough for her gaping after the queen. 

I went off from the shop, as if driven along by the throng, and mingling myself with the 

crowd, went out at the other door of the Exchange, and so got away before they missed their 

lace; and because I would not be followed, I called a coach and shut myself up in it. I had scarce 

shut the coach doors up, but I saw the milliner’s maid and five or six more come running out into 

the street, and crying out as if they were frightened. They did not cry “Stop thief!” because 

nobody ran away, but I could hear the word “robbed,” and “lace,” two or three times, and saw 

the wench wringing her hands, and run staring to and again, like one scared. The coachman that 

had taken me up was getting up into the box, but was not quite up, so that the horse had not 

begun to move; so that I was terrible uneasy, and I took the packet of lace and laid it ready to 

have dropped it out at the flap of the coach, which opens before, just behind the coachman; but to 

my great satisfaction, in less than a minute the coach began to move, that is to say, as soon as the 

coachman had got up and spoken to his horses; so he drove away without any interruption, and I 

brought off my purchase, which was worth near £20. 

The next day I dressed up again, but in quite different clothes, and walked the same way again, 

but nothing offered till I came into St. James’s Park, where I saw abundance of fine ladies in the 

Park, walking in the Mall, and among the rest there was a little miss, a young lady of about 

twelve or thirteen years old, and she had a sister, as I suppose it was, with her, that might be 

about nine years old. I observed the biggest had a fine gold watch on, and a good necklace of 

pearl, and they had a footman in livery with them; but as it is not usual for the footman to go 

behind the ladies in the Mall, so I observed the footman stopped at their going into the Mall, and 

the biggest of the sisters spoke to him, which I perceived was to bid him be just there when they 

came back. 

When I heard her dismiss the footman, I stepped up to him and asked him, what little lady that 

was? and held a little chat with him about what a pretty child it was with her, and how genteel 

and well-carriaged the lady, the eldest, would be: how womanish, and how grave; and the fool of 

a fellow told me presently who she was; that she was Sir Thomas ——’s eldest daughter, of 

Essex, and that she was a great fortune; that her mother was not come to town yet; but she was 

with Sir William ——’s lady, of Suffolk, at her lodging in Suffolk Street, and a great deal more; 

that they had a maid and a woman to wait on them, besides Sir Thomas’s coach, the coachman, 

and himself; and that young lady was governess to the whole family, as well here as at home too; 

and, in short, told me abundance of things enough for my business. 

I was very well dressed, and had my gold watch as well as she; so I left the footman, and I 

puts myself in a rank with this young lady, having stayed till she had taken one double turn in the 

Mall, and was going forward again; by and by I saluted her by her name, with the title of Lady 



Betty. I asked her when she heard from her father; when my lady her mother would be in town, 

and how she did. 

I talked so familiarly to her of her whole family that she could not suspect but that I knew 

them all intimately. I asked her why she would come abroad without Mrs. Chime with her (that 

was the name of her woman) to take of Mrs. Judith, that was her sister. Then I entered into a long 

chat with her about her sister, what a fine little lady she was, and asked her if she had learned 

French, and a thousand such little things to entertain her, when on a sudden we saw the guards 

come, and the crowd ran to see the king go by to the Parliament House. 

The ladies ran all to the side of the Mall, and I helped my lady to stand upon the edge of the 

boards on the side of the Mall, that she might be high enough to see; and took the little one and 

lifted her quite up; during which, I took care to convey the gold watch so clean away from the 

Lady Betty, that she never felt it, nor missed it, till all the crowd was gone, and she was gotten 

into the middle of the Mall among the other ladies. 

I took my leave of her in the very crowd, and said to her, as if in haste, “Dear Lady Betty, take 

care of your little sister.” And so the crowd did as it were thrust me away from her, and that I 

was obliged unwillingly to take my leave. 

The hurry in such cases is immediately over, and the place clear as soon as the king is gone 

by; but as there is always a great running and clutter just as the king passes, so having dropped 

the two little ladies, and done my business with them without any miscarriage, I kept hurrying on 

among the crowd, as if I ran to see the king, and so I got before the crowd and kept so till I came 

to the end of the Mall, when the king going on towards the Horse Guards, I went forward to the 

passage, which went then through against the lower end of the Haymarket, and there I bestowed 

a coach upon myself, and made off, and I confess I have not yet been so good as my word, viz. to 

go and visit my Lady Betty. 

I was once of the mind to venture staying with Lady Betty till she missed the watch, and so 

have made a great outcry about it with her, and have got her into the coach, and put myself in the 

coach with her, and have gone home with her; for she appeared so fond of me, and so perfectly 

deceived by my so readily talking to her of all her relations and family, that I thought it was very 

easy to push the thing farther, and to have got at least the necklace of pearl; but when I 

considered that though the child would not perhaps have suspected me, other people might, and 

that if I was searched I should be discovered, I thought it was best to go off with what I had got, 

and be satisfied. 

I came accidentally afterwards to hear, that when the young lady missed her watch, she made a 

great outcry in the Park, and sent her footman up and down to see if he could find me out, she 

having described me so perfectly that he knew presently that it was the same person that had 

stood and talked so long with him, and asked him so many questions about them; but I gone far 

enough out of their reach before she could come at her footman to tell him the story. 

I made another adventure after this, of a nature different from all I had been concerned in yet, 

and this was at a gaming-house near Covent Garden. 

I saw several people go in and out; and I stood in the passage a good while with another 

woman with me, and seeing a gentleman go up that seemed to be of more than ordinary fashion, 

I said to him, “Sir, pray don’t they give women leave to go up?” “Yes, madam,” says he, “and to 

play too, if they please.” “I mean so, sir,” said I. And with that he said he would introduce me if I 

had a mind; so I followed him to the door, and he looking in, “There, madam,” says he, “are the 

gamesters, if you have a mind to venture.” I looked in and said to my comrade aloud, “Here’s 



nothing but men; I won’t venture among them.” At which one of the gentlemen cried out, “You 

need not be afraid, madam, here’s none but fair gamesters; you are very welcome to come and 

set what you please.” so I went a little nearer and looked on, and some of them brought me a 

chair, and I sat down and saw the box and dice go round apace; then I said to my comrade, “The 

gentlemen play too high for us; come, let us go.” 

The people were all very civil, and one gentleman in particular encouraged me, and said, 

“Come, madam, if you please to venture, if you dare trust me, I’ll answer for it you shall have 

nothing put upon you here.” “No, sir,” said I, smiling, “I hope the gentlemen would not cheat a 

woman.” But still I declined venturing, though I pulled out a purse with money in it, that they 

might see I did not want money. 

After I had sat a while, one gentleman said to me, jeering, “Come, madam, I see you are afraid 

to venture for yourself; I always had good luck with the ladies, you shall set for me, if you won’t 

set for yourself.” I told him, “sir, I should be very loth to lose your money,” though I added, “I 

am pretty lucky too; but the gentlemen play so high, that I dare not indeed venture my own.” 

“Well, well,” says he, “there’s ten guineas, madam; set them for me.” so I took his money and 

set, himself looking on. I ran out nine of the guineas by one and two at a time, and then the box 

coming to the next man to me, my gentleman gave me ten guineas more, and made me set five of 

them at once, and the gentleman who had the box threw out, so there was five guineas of his 

money again. He was encouraged at this, and made me take the box, which was a bold venture. 

However, I held the box so long that I had gained him his whole money, and had a good handful 

of guineas in my lap, and which was the better luck, when I threw out, I threw but at one or two 

of those that had set me, and so went off easy. 

When I was come this length, I offered the gentleman all the gold, for it was his own; and so 

would have had him play for himself, pretending I did not understand the game well enough. He 

laughed, and said if I had but good luck, it was no matter whether I understood the game or no; 

but I should not leave off. However, he took out the fifteen guineas that he had put in at first, and 

bade me play with the rest. I would have told them to see how much I had got, but he said, “No, 

no, don’t tell them, I believe you are very honest, and ’tis bad luck to tell them”; so I played on. 

I understood the game well enough, though I pretended I did not, and played cautiously. It was 

to keep a good stock in my lap, out of which I every now and then conveyed some into my 

pocket, but in such a manner, and at such convenient times, as I was sure he could not see it. 

I played a great while, and had very good luck for him; but the last time I held the box, they 

set me high, and I threw boldly at all; I held the box till I gained near fourscore guineas, but lost 

above half of it back in the last throw; so I got up, for I was afraid I should lose it all back again, 

and said to him, “Pray come, sir, now, and take it and play for yourself; I think I have done pretty 

well for you.” He would have had me play on, but it grew late, and I desired to be excused. 

When I gave it up to him, I told him I hoped he would give me leave to tell it now, that I might 

see what I had gained, and how lucky I had been for him; when I told them, there were 

threescore and three guineas. “Ay,” says I, “if it had not been for that unlucky throw, I had got 

you a hundred guineas.” So I gave him all the money, but he would not take it till I had put my 

hand into it, and taken some for myself, and bid me please myself. I refused it, and was positive I 

would not take it myself; if he had a mind to anything of that kind, it should be all his own 

doings. 

The rest of the gentlemen seeing us striving cried, “Give it her all”; but I absolutely refused 

that. Then one of them said, “D—n ye, jack, halve it with her; don’t you know you should be 



always upon even terms with the ladies.” So, in short, he divided it with me, and I brought away 

thirty guineas, besides about forty-three which I had stole privately, which I was sorry for 

afterward, because he was so generous. 

Thus I brought home seventy-three guineas, and let my old governess see what good luck I 

had at play. However, it was her advice that I should not venture again, and I took her counsel, 

for I never went there any more; for I knew as well as she, if the itch of play came in, I might 

soon lose that, and all the rest of what I had got. 

Fortune had smiled upon me to that degree, and I had thriven so much, and my governess too, 

for she always had a share with me, that really the old gentlewoman began to talk of leaving off 

while we were well, and being satisfied with what we had got; but, I know not what fate guided 

me, I was as backward to it now as she was when I proposed it to her before, and so in an ill hour 

we gave over the thoughts of it for the present, and, in a word, I grew more hardened and 

audacious than ever, and the success I had made my name as famous as any thief of my sort ever 

had been at Newgate, and in the Old Bailey. 

I had sometime taken the liberty to play the same game over again, which is not according to 

practice, which however succeeded not amiss; but generally I took up new figures, and contrived 

to appear in new shapes every time I went abroad. 

It was not a rumbling time of the year, and the gentlemen being most of them gone out of 

town, Tunbridge, and Epsom, and such places were full of people. But the city was thin, and I 

thought our trade felt it a little, as well as other; so that at the latter end of the year I joined 

myself with a gang who usually go every year to Stourbridge Fair, and from thence to Bury Fair, 

in Suffolk. We promised ourselves great things there, but when I came to see how things were, I 

was weary of it presently; for except mere picking of pockets, there was little worth meddling 

with; neither, if a booty had been made, was it so easy carrying it off, nor was there such a 

variety of occasion for business in our way, as in London; all that I made of the whole journey 

was a gold watch at Bury Fair, and a small parcel of linen at Cambridge, which gave me an 

occasion to take leave of the place. It was on old bite, and I thought might do with a country 

shopkeeper, though in London it would not. 

I bought at a linen-draper’s shop, not in the fair, but in the town of Cambridge, as much fine 

holland and other things as came to about seven pounds; when I had done, I bade them be sent to 

such an inn, where I had purposely taken up my being the same morning, as if I was to lodge 

there that night. 

I ordered the draper to send them home to me, about such an hour, to the inn where I lay, and I 

would pay him his money. At the time appointed the draper sends the goods, and I placed one of 

our gang at the chamber door, and when the innkeeper’s maid brought the messenger to the door, 

who was a young fellow, an apprentice, almost a man, she tells him her mistress was asleep, but 

if he would leave the things and call in about an hour, I should be awake, and he might have the 

money. He left the parcel very readily, and goes his way, and in about half an hour my maid and 

I walked off, and that very evening I hired a horse, and a man to ride before me, and went to 

Newmarket, and from thence got my passage in a coach that was not quite full to St. Edmund’s 

Bury, where, as I told you, I could make but little of my trade, only at a little country opera-

house made a shift to carry off a gold watch from a lady’s side, who was not only intolerably 

merry, but, as I thought, a little fuddled, which made my work much easier. 

I made off with this little booty to Ipswich, and from thence to Harwich, where I went into an 

inn, as if I had newly arrived from Holland, not doubting but I should make some purchase 



among the foreigners that came on shore there; but I found them generally empty of things of 

value, except what was in their portmanteaux and Dutch hampers, which were generally guarded 

by footmen; however, I fairly got one of their portmanteaux one evening out of the chamber 

where the gentleman lay, the footman being fast asleep on the bed, and I suppose very drunk. 

The room in which I lodged lay next to the Dutchman’s, and having dragged the heavy thing 

with much ado out of the chamber into mine, I went out into the street, to see if I could find any 

possibility of carrying it off. I walked about a great while, but could see no probability either of 

getting out the thing, or of conveying away the goods that were in it if I had opened it, the town 

being so small, and I a perfect stranger in it; so I was returning with a resolution to carry it back 

again, and leave it where I found it. Just in that very moment I heard a man make a noise to some 

people to make haste, for the boat was going to put off, and the tide would be spent. I called to 

the fellow, “What boat is it, friend,” says I, “that you belong to?” “The Ipswich wherry, madam,” 

says he. “When do you go off?” says I. “This moment, madam,” says he; “do you want to go 

thither?” “Yes,” said I, “if you can stay till I fetch my things.” “Where are your things, madam?” 

says he. “At such an inn,” said I. “Well, I’ll go with you, madam,” says he, very civilly, “and 

bring them for you.” “Come away, then,” says I, and takes him with me. 

The people of the inn were in a great hurry, the packet-boat from Holland being just come in, 

and two coaches just come also with passengers from London, for another packet-boat that was 

going off for Holland, which coaches were to go back next day with the passengers that were just 

landed. In this hurry it was not much minded that I came to the bar and paid my reckoning, 

telling my landlady I had gotten my passage by sea in a wherry. 

These wherries are large vessels, with good accommodation for carrying passengers from 

Harwich to London; and though they are called wherries, which is a word used in the Thames for 

a small boat rowed with one or two men, yet these are vessels able to carry twenty passengers, 

and ten or fifteen tons of goods, and fitted to bear the sea. All this I had found out by inquiring 

the night before into the several ways of going to London. 

My landlady was very courteous, took my money for my reckoning, but was called away, all 

the house being in a hurry. So I left her, took the fellow up to my chamber, gave him the trunk, 

or portmanteau, for it was like a trunk, and wrapped it about with an old apron, and he went 

directly to his boat with it, and I after him, nobody asking us the least question about it; as for the 

drunken Dutch footman he was still asleep, and his master with other foreign gentlemen at 

supper, and very merry below, so I went clean off with it to Ipswich; and going in the night, the 

people of the house knew nothing but that I was gone to London by the Harwich wherry, as I had 

told my landlady. 

I was plagued at Ipswich with the custom-house officers, who stopped my trunk, as I called it, 

and would open and search it. I was willing, I told them, they should search it, but husband had 

the key, and he was not yet come from Harwich; this I said, that if upon searching it they should 

find all the things be such as properly belonged to a man rather than a woman, it should not seem 

strange to them. However, they being positive to open the trunk I consented to have it be broken 

open, that is to say, to have the lock taken off, which was not difficult. 

They found nothing for their turn, for the trunk had been searched before, but they discovered 

several things very much to my satisfaction, as particularly a parcel of money in French pistoles, 

and some Dutch ducatoons or rix-dollars, and the rest was chiefly two periwigs, wearing-linen, 

and razors, wash-balls, perfumes, and other useful things necessary for a gentleman, which all 

passed for my husband’s, and so I was quit to them. 



It was now very early in the morning, and not light, and I knew not well what course to take; 

for I made no doubt but I should be pursued in the morning, and perhaps be taken with the things 

about me; so I resolved upon taking new measures. I went publicly to an inn in the town with my 

trunk, as I called it, and having taken the substance out, I did not think the lumber of it worth my 

concern; however, I gave it the landlady of the house with a charge to take great care of it, and 

lay it up safe till I should come again, and away I walked in to the street. 

When I was got into the town a great way from the inn, I met with an ancient woman who had 

just opened her door, and I fell into chat with her, and asked her a great many wild questions of 

things all remote to my purpose and design; but in my discourse I found by her how the town 

was situated, that I was in a street that went out towards Hadley, but that such a street went 

towards the water-side, such a street towards Colchester, and so the London road lay there. 

I had soon my ends of this old woman, for I only wanted to know which was the London road, 

and away I walked as fast as I could; not that I intended to go on foot, either to London or to 

Colchester, but I wanted to get quietly away from Ipswich. 

I walked about two or three miles, and then I met a plain countryman, who was busy about 

some husbandry work, I did not know what, and I asked him a great many questions first, not 

much to the purpose, but at last told him I was going for London, and the coach was full, and I 

could not get a passage, and asked him if he could tell me where to hire a horse that would carry 

double, and an honest man to ride before me to Colchester, that so I might get a place there in the 

coaches. The honest clown looked earnestly at me, and said nothing for above half a minute, 

when, scratching his poll, “A horse, say you and to Colchester, to carry double? why yes, 

mistress, alack-a-day, you may have horses enough for money.” “Well, friend,” says I, “that I 

take for granted; I don’t expect it without money.” “Why, but, mistress,” says he, “how much are 

you willing to give?” “Nay,” says I again, “friend, I don’t know what your rates are in the 

country here, for I am a stranger; but if you can get one for me, get it as cheap as you can, and 

I’ll give you somewhat for your pains.” 

“Why, that’s honestly said too,” says the countryman. “Not so honest, neither,” said I to 

myself, “if thou knewest all.” “Why, mistress,” says he, “I have a horse that will carry double, 

and I don’t much care if I go myself with you,” and the like. “Will you?” says I; “well, I believe 

you are an honest man; if you will, I shall be glad of it; I’ll pay you in reason.” “Why, look ye, 

mistress,” says he, “I won’t be out of reason with you, then; if I carry you to Colchester, it will 

be worth five shillings for myself and my horse, for I shall hardly come back to-night.” 

In short, I hired the honest man and his horse; but when we came to a town upon the road (I do 

not remember the name of it, but it stands upon a river), I pretended myself very ill, and I could 

go no farther that night but if he would stay there with me, because I was a stranger, I would pay 

him for himself and his horse with all my heart. 

This I did because I knew the Dutch gentlemen and their servants would be upon the road that 

day, either in the stagecoaches or riding post, and I did not know but the drunken fellow, or 

somebody else that might have seen me at Harwich, might see me again, and so I thought that in 

one day’s stop they would be all gone by. 

We lay all that night there, and the next morning it was not very early when I set out, so that it 

was near ten o’clock by the time I got to Colchester. It was no little pleasure that I saw the town 

where I had so many pleasant days, and I made many inquiries after the good old friends I had 

once had there, but could make little out; they were all dead or removed. The young ladies had 

been all married or gone to London; the old gentleman and the old lady that had been my early 



benefactress all dead; and which troubled me most, the young gentleman my first lover, and 

afterwards my brother-in-law, was dead; but two sons, men grown, were left of him, but they too 

were transplanted to London. 

I dismissed my old man here, and stayed incognito for three or four days in Colchester, and 

then took a passage in a waggon, because I would not venture being seen in the Harwich 

coaches. But I needed not have used so much caution, for there was nobody in Harwich but the 

woman of the house could have known me; nor was it rational to think that she, considering the 

hurry she was in, and that she never saw me but once, and that by candlelight, should have ever 

discovered me. 

I was now returned to London, and though by the accident of the last adventure I got 

something considerable, yet I was not fond of any more country rambles, nor should I have 

ventured abroad again if I had carried the trade on to the end of my days. I gave my governess a 

history of my travels; she liked the Harwich journey well enough, and in discoursing of these 

things between ourselves she observed, that a thief being a creature that watches the advantages 

of other people’s mistakes, ’tis impossible but that to one that is vigilant and industrious many 

opportunities must happen, and therefore she thought that one so exquisitely keen in the trade as 

I was, would scarce fail of something extraordinary wherever I went. 

On the other hand, every branch of my story, if duly considered, may be useful to honest 

people, and afford a due caution to people of some sort or other to guard against the like 

surprises, and to have their eyes about them when they have to do with strangers of any kind, for 

’tis very seldom that some snare or other is not in their way. The moral, indeed, of all my history 

is left to be gathered by the senses and judgment of the reader; I am not qualified to preach to 

them. Let the experience of one creature completely wicked, and completely miserable, be a 

storehouse of useful warning to those that read. 

I am drawing now towards a new variety of the scenes of life. Upon my return, being hardened 

by a long race of crime, and success unparalleled, at least in the reach of my own knowledge, I 

had, as I have said, no thoughts of laying down a trade which, if I was to judge by the example of 

other, must, however, end at last in misery and sorrow. 

It was on the Christmas day following, in the evening, that, to finish a long train of 

wickedness, I went abroad to see what might offer in my way; when going by a working 

silversmith’s in Foster Lane, I saw a tempting bait indeed, and not be resisted by one of my 

occupation, for the shop had nobody in it, as I could see, and a great deal of loose plate lay in the 

window, and at the seat of the man, who usually, as I suppose, worked at one side of the shop. 

I went boldly in, and was just going to lay my hand upon a piece of plate, and might have done 

it, and carried it clear off, for any care that the men who belonged to the shop had taken of it; but 

an officious fellow in a house, not a shop, on the other side of the way, seeing me go in, and 

observing that there was nobody in the shop, comes running over the street, and into the shop, 

and without asking me what I was, or who, seizes upon me, an cries out for the people of the 

house. 

I had not, as I said above, touched anything in the shop, and seeing a glimpse of somebody 

running over to the shop, I had so much presence of mind as to knock very hard with my foot on 

the floor of the house, and was just calling out too, when the fellow laid hands on me. 

However, as I had always most courage when I was in most danger, so when the fellow laid 

hands on me, I stood very high upon it, that I came in to buy half a dozen of silver spoons; and to 

my good fortune, it was a silversmith’s that sold plate, as well as worked plate for other shops. 



The fellow laughed at that part, and put such a value upon the service that he had done his 

neighbour, that he would have it be that I came not to buy, but to steal; and raising a great crowd. 

I said to the master of the shop, who by this time was fetched home from some neighbouring 

place, that it was in vain to make noise, and enter into talk there of the case; the fellow had 

insisted that I came to steal, and he must prove it, and I desired we might go before a magistrate 

without any more words; for I began to see I should be too hard for the man that had seized me. 

The master and mistress of the shop were really not so violent as the man from t’other side of 

the way; and the man said, “Mistress, you might come into the shop with a good design for aught 

I know, but it seemed a dangerous thing for you to come into such a shop as mine is, when you 

see nobody there; and I cannot do justice to my neighbour, who was so kind to me, as not to 

acknowledge he had reason on his side; though, upon the whole, I do not find you attempted to 

take anything, and I really know not what to do in it.” I pressed him to go before a magistrate 

with me, and if anything could be proved on me that was like a design of robbery, I should 

willingly submit, but if not, I expected reparation. 

Just while we were in this debate, and a crowd of people gathered about the door, came by Sir 

T. B., an alderman of the city, and justice of the peace, and the goldsmith hearing of it, goes out, 

and entreated his worship to come in and decide the case. 

Give the goldsmith his due, he told his story with a great deal of justice and moderation, and 

the fellow that had come over, and seized upon me, told his with as much heat and foolish 

passion, which did me good still, rather than harm. It came then to my turn to speak, and I told 

his worship that I was a stranger in London, being newly come out of the north; that I lodged in 

such a place, that I was passing this street, and went into the goldsmith’s shop to buy half a 

dozen of spoons. By great luck I had an old silver spoon in my pocket, which I pulled out, and 

told him I had carried that spoon to match it with half a dozen of new ones, that it might match 

some I had in the country. 

That seeing nobody I the shop, I knocked with my foot very hard to make the people hear, and 

had also called aloud with my voice; ’tis true, there was loose plate in the shop, but that nobody 

could say I had touched any of it, or gone near it; that a fellow came running into the shop out of 

the street, and laid hands on me in a furious manner, in the very moments while I was calling for 

the people of the house; that if he had really had a mind to have done his neighbour any service, 

he should have stood at a distance, and silently watched to see whether I had touched anything or 

no, and then have clapped in upon me, and taken me in the fact. “That is very true,” says Mr. 

Alderman, and turning to the fellow that stopped me, he asked him if it was true that I knocked 

with my foot? He said, yes, I had knocked, but that might be because of his coming. “Nay,” says 

the alderman, taking him short, “now you contradict yourself, for just now you said she was in 

the shop with her back to you, and did not see you till you came upon her.” Now it was true that 

my back was partly to the street, but yet as my business was of a kind that required me to have 

my eyes every way, so I really had a glance of him running over, as I said before, though he did 

not perceive it. 

After a full hearing, the alderman gave it as his opinion that his neighbour was under a 

mistake, and that I was innocent, and the goldsmith acquiesced in it too, and his wife, and so I 

was dismissed; but as I was going to depart, Mr. Alderman said, “But hold, madam, if you were 

designing to buy spoons, I hope you will not let my friend here lose his customer by the 

mistake.” I readily answered, “No, sir, I’ll buy the spoons still, if he can match my odd spoon, 

which I brought for a pattern”; and the goldsmith showed me some of the very same fashion. So 



he weighed the spoons, and they came to five-and-thirty shillings, so I pulls out my purse to pay 

him, in which I had near twenty guineas, for I never went without such a sum about me, 

whatever might happen, and I found it of use at other times as well as now. 

When Mr. Alderman saw my money, he said, “Well, madam, now I am satisfied you were 

wronged, and it was for this reason that I moved you should buy the spoons, and stayed till you 

had bought them, for if you had not had money to pay for them, I should have suspected that you 

did not come into the shop with an intent to buy, for indeed the sort of people who come upon 

these designs that you have been charged with, are seldom troubled with much gold in their 

pockets, as I see you are.” 

I smiled, and told his worship, that then I owed something of his favour to my money, but I 

hoped he saw reason also in the justice he had done me before. He said, yes, he had, but this had 

confirmed his opinion, and he was fully satisfied now of my having been injured. So I came off 

with flying colours, though from an affair in which I was at the very brink of destruction. 

It was but three days after this, that not at all made cautious by my former danger, as I used to 

be, and still pursuing the art which I had so long been employed in, I ventured into a house 

where I saw the doors open, and furnished myself, as I though verily without being perceived, 

with two pieces of flowered silks, such as they call brocaded silk, very rich. It was not a mercer’s 

shop, nor a warehouse of a mercer, but looked like a private dwelling-house, and was, it seems, 

inhabited by a man that sold goods for the weavers to the mercers, like a broker or factor. 

That I may make short of this black part of this story, I was attacked by two wenches that 

came open-mouthed at me just as I was going out at the door, and one of them pulled me back 

into the room, while the other shut the door upon me. I would have given them good words, but 

there was no room for it, two fiery dragons could not have been more furious than they were; 

they tore my clothes, bullied and roared as if they would have murdered me; the mistress of the 

house came next, and then the master, and all outrageous, for a while especially. 

I gave the master very good words, told him the door was open, and things were a temptation 

to me, that I was poor and distressed, and poverty was when many could not resist, and begged 

him with tears to have pity on me. The mistress of the house was moved with compassion, and 

inclined to have let me go, and had almost persuaded her husband to it also, but the saucy 

wenches were run, even before they were sent, and had fetched a constable, and then the master 

said he could not go back, I must go before a justice, and answered his wife that he might come 

into trouble himself if he should let me go. 

The sight of the constable, indeed, struck me with terror, and I thought I should have sunk into 

the ground. I fell into faintings, and indeed the people themselves thought I would have died, 

when the woman argued again for me, and entreated her husband, seeing they had lost nothing, 

to let me go. I offered him to pay for the two pieces, whatever the value was, though I had not 

got them, and argued that as he had his goods, and had really lost nothing, it would be cruel to 

pursue me to death, and have my blood for the bare attempt of taking them. I put the constable in 

mind that I had broke no doors, nor carried anything away; and when I came to the justice, and 

pleaded there that I had neither broken anything to get in, nor carried anything out, the justice 

was inclined to have released me; but the first saucy jade that stopped me, affirming that I was 

going out with the goods, but that she stopped me and pulled me back as I was upon the 

threshold, the justice upon that point committed me, and I was carried to Newgate. That horrid 

place! my very blood chills at the mention of its name; the place where so many of my comrades 

had been locked up, and from whence they went to the fatal tree; the place where my mother 



suffered so deeply, where I was brought into the world, and from whence I expected no 

redemption but by an infamous death: to conclude, the place that had so long expected me, and 

which with so much art and success I had so long avoided. 

I was not fixed indeed; ’tis impossible to describe the terror of my mind, when I was first 

brought in, and when I looked around upon all the horrors of that dismal place. I looked on 

myself as lost, and that I had nothing to think of but of going out of the world, and that with the 

utmost infamy: the hellish noise, the roaring, swearing, and clamour, the stench and nastiness, 

and all the dreadful crowd of afflicting things that I saw there, joined together to make the place 

seem an emblem of hell itself, and a kind of an entrance into it. 

Now I reproached myself with the many hints I had had, as I have mentioned above, from my 

own reason, from the sense of my good circumstances, and of the many dangers I had escaped, to 

leave off while I was well, and how I had withstood them all, and hardened my thoughts against 

all fear. It seemed to me that I was hurried on by an inevitable and unseen fate to this day of 

misery, and that now I was to expiate all my offences at the gallows; that I was now to give 

satisfaction to justice with my blood, and that I was come to the last hour of my life and of my 

wickedness together. These things poured themselves in upon my thoughts in a confused 

manner, and left me overwhelmed with melancholy and despair. 

Them I repented heartily of all my life past, but that repentance yielded me no satisfaction, no 

peace, no, not in the least, because, as I said to myself, it was repenting after the power of further 

sinning was taken away. I seemed not to mourn that I had committed such crimes, and for the 

fact as it was an offence against God and my neighbour, but I mourned that I was to be punished 

for it. I was a penitent, as I thought, not that I had sinned, but that I was to suffer, and this took 

away all the comfort, and even the hope of my repentance in my own thoughts. 

I got no sleep for several nights or days after I came into that wretched place, and glad I would 

have been for some time to have died there, though I did not consider dying as it ought to be 

considered neither; indeed, nothing could be filled with more horror to my imagination than the 

very place, nothing was more odious to me than the company that was there. Oh! if I had but 

been sent to any place in the world, and not to Newgate, I should have thought myself happy. 

In the next place, how did the hardened wretches that were there before me triumph over me! 

What! Mrs. Flanders come to Newgate at last? What! Mrs. Mary, Mrs. Molly, and after that plain 

Moll Flanders? They thought the devil had helped me, they said, that I had reigned so long; they 

expected me there many years ago, and was I come at last? Then they flouted me with my 

dejections, welcomed me to the place, wished me joy, bid me have a good heart, not to be cast 

down, things might not be so bad as I feared, and the like; then called for brandy, and drank to 

me, but put it all up to my score, for they told me I was but just come to the college, as they 

called it, and sure I had money in my pocket, though they had none. 

I asked one of this crew how long she had been there. She said four months. I asked her how 

the place looked to her when she first came into it. “Just as it did now to you,” says she, dreadful 

and frightful”; that she thought she was in hell; “and I believe so still,” adds she, “but it is natural 

to me now, I don’t disturb myself about it.” “I suppose,” says I, “you are in no danger of what is 

to follow?” “Nay,” says she, “for you are mistaken there, I assure you, for I am under sentence, 

only I pleaded my belly, but I am no more with child than the judge that tried me, and I expect to 

be called down next sessions.” This “calling down’ is calling down to their former judgment, 

when a woman has been respited for her belly, but proves not to be with child, or if she has been 

with child, and has been brought to bed. “Well,” says I, “are you thus easy?” “Ay,” says she, “I 



can’t help myself; what signifies being sad? If I am hanged, there’s an end of me,” says she; and 

away she turns dancing, and sings as she goes the following piece of Newgate wit— 

“If I swing by the string 

I shall hear the bell ring 

And then there’s an end of poor Jenny.” 

I mention this because it would be worth the observation of any prisoner, who shall hereafter 

fall into the same misfortune, and come to that dreadful place of Newgate, how time, necessity, 

and conversing with the wretches that are there familiarizes the place to them; how at last they 

become reconciled to that which at first was the greatest dread upon their spirits in the world, and 

are as impudently cheerful and merry in their misery as they were when out of it. 

I cannot say, as some do, this devil is not so black as he is painted; for indeed no colours can 

represent the place to the life, not any soul conceive aright of it but those who have been 

sufferers there. But how hell should become by degree so natural, and not only tolerable, but 

even agreeable, is a thing unintelligible but by those who have experienced it, as I have. 

The same night that I was sent to Newgate, I sent the news of it to my old governess, who was 

surprised at it, you may be sure, and spent the night almost as ill out of Newgate, as I did in it. 

The next morning she came to see me; she did what she could to comfort me, but she saw that 

was to no purpose; however, as she said, to sink under the weight was but to increase the weight; 

she immediately applied herself to all the proper methods to prevent the effects of it, which we 

feared, and first she found out the two fiery jades that had surprised me. She tampered with them, 

offered them money, and, in a word, tried all imaginable ways to prevent a prosecution; she 

offered one of the wenches £100 to go away from her mistress, and not to appear against me, but 

she was so resolute, that though she was but a servant maid at £3 a year wages or thereabouts, 

she refused it, and would have refused it, as my governess said she believed, if she had offered 

her £500. Then she attacked the other maid; she was not so hard-hearted in appearance as the 

other, and sometimes seemed inclined to be merciful; but the first wench kept her up, and 

changed her mind, and would not so much as let my governess talk with her, but threatened to 

have her up for tampering with the evidence. 

Then she applied to the master, that is to say, the man whose goods had been stolen, and 

particularly to his wife, who, as I told you, was inclined at first to have some compassion for me; 

she found the woman the same still, but the man alleged he was bound by the justice that 

committed me, to prosecute, and that he should forfeit his recognisance. 

My governess offered to find friends that should get his recognisances off of the file, as they 

call it, and that he should not suffer; but it was not possible to convince him that could be done, 

or that he could be safe any way in the world but by appearing against me; so I was to have three 

witnesses of fact against me, the master and his two maids; that is to say, I was as certain to be 

cast for my life as I was certain that I was alive, and I had nothing to do but to think of dying, 

and prepare for it. I had but a sad foundation to build upon, as I said before, for all my 

repentance appeared to me to be only the effect of my fear of death, not a sincere regret for the 

wicked life that I had lived, and which had brought this misery upon me, for the offending my 

Creator, who was now suddenly to be my judge. 

I lived many days here under the utmost horror of soul; I had death, as it were, in view, and 

thought of nothing night and day, but of gibbets and halters, evil spirits and devils; it is not to be 



expressed by words how I was harassed, between the dreadful apprehensions of death and the 

terror of my conscience reproaching me with my past horrible life. 

The ordinary of Newgate came to me, and talked a little in his way, but all his divinity ran 

upon confessing my crime, as he called it (though he knew not what I was in for), making a full 

discovery, and the like, without which he told me God would never forgive me; and he said so 

little to the purpose, that I had no manner of consolation from him; and then to observe the poor 

creature preaching confession and repentance to me in the morning, and find him drunk with 

brandy and spirits by noon, this had something in it so shocking, that I began to nauseate the man 

more than his work, and his work too by degrees, for the sake of the man; so that I desired him to 

trouble me no more. 

I know not how it was, but by the indefatigable application of my diligent governess I had no 

bill preferred against me the first sessions, I mean to the grand jury, at Guildhall; so I had another 

month or five weeks before me, and without doubt this ought to have been accepted by me, as so 

much time given me for reflection upon what was past, and preparation for what was to come; 

or, in a word, I ought to have esteemed it as a space given me for repentance, and have employed 

it as such, but it was not in me. I was sorry (as before) for being in Newgate, but had very few 

signs of repentance about me. 

On the contrary, like the waters in the cavities and hollows of mountains, which petrify and 

turn into stone whatever they are suffered to drop on, so the continual conversing with such a 

crew of hell-hounds as I was, had the same common operation upon me as upon other people. I 

degenerated into stone; I turned first stupid and senseless, then brutish and thoughtless, and at 

last raving mad as any of them were; and, in short, I became as naturally pleased and easy with 

the place, as if indeed I had been born there. 

It is scarce possible to imagine that our natures should be capable of so much degeneracy, as 

to make that pleasant and agreeable that in itself is the most complete misery. Here was a 

circumstance that I think it is scarce possible to mention a worse: I was as exquisitely miserable 

as, speaking of common cases, it was possible for any one to be that had life and health, and 

money to help them, as I had. 

I had weight of guilt upon me enough to sink any creature who had the least power of 

reflection left, and had any sense upon them of the happiness of this life, of the misery of 

another; then I had at first remorse indeed, but no repentance; I had now neither remorse nor 

repentance. I had a crime charged on me, the punishment of which was death by our law; the 

proof so evident, that there was no room for me so much as to plead not guilty. I had the name of 

an old offender, so that I had nothing to expect but death in a few weeks’ time, neither had I 

myself any thoughts of escaping; and yet a certain strange lethargy of soul possessed me. I had 

no trouble, no apprehensions, no sorrow about me, the first surprise was gone; I was, I may well 

say, I know not how; my senses, my reason, nay, my conscience, were all asleep; my course of 

life for forty years had been a horrid complication of wickedness, whoredom, adultery, incest, 

lying, theft; and, in a word, everything but murder and treason had been my practice from the age 

of eighteen, or thereabouts, to three-score; and now I was engulfed in the misery of punishment, 

and had an infamous death just at the door, and yet I had no sense of my condition, no thought of 

heaven or hell at least, that went any farther than a bare flying touch, like the stitch or pain that 

gives a hint and goes off. I neither had a heart to ask God’s mercy, nor indeed to think of it. And 

in this, I think, I have given a brief description of the completest misery on earth. 



All my terrifying thoughts were past, the horrors of the place were become familiar, and I felt 

no more uneasiness at the noise and clamours of the prison, than they did who made that noise; 

in a word, I was become a mere Newgate-bird, as wicked and as outrageous as any of them; nay, 

I scarce retained the habit and custom of good breeding and manners, which all along till now 

ran through my conversation; so thorough a degeneracy had possessed me, that I was no more 

the same thing that I had been, than if I had never been otherwise than what I was now. 

In the middle of this hardened part of my life I had another sudden surprise, which called me 

back a little to that thing called sorrow, which indeed I began to be past the sense of before. They 

told me one night that there was brought into the prison late the night before three highwaymen, 

who had committed robbery somewhere on the road to Windsor, Hounslow Heath, I think it was, 

and were pursued to Uxbridge by the country, and were taken there after a gallant resistance, in 

which I know not how many of the country people were wounded, and some killed. 

It is not to be wondered that we prisoners were all desirous enough to see these brave, topping 

gentlemen, that were talked up to be such as their fellows had not been known, and especially 

because it was said they would in the morning be removed into the press-yard, having given 

money to the head master of the prison, to be allowed the liberty of that better part of the prison. 

So we that were women placed ourselves in the way, that we would be sure to see them; but 

nothing could express the amazement and surprise I was in, when the very first man that came 

out I knew to be my Lancashire husband, the same who lived so well at Dunstable, and the same 

who I afterwards saw at Brickhill, when I was married to my last husband, as has been related. 

I was struck dumb at the sight, and knew neither what to say nor what to do; he did not know 

me, and that was all the present relief I had. I quitted my company, and retired as much as that 

dreadful place suffers anybody to retire, and I cried vehemently for a great while. “Dreadful 

creature that I am,” said I, “how many poor people have I made miserable? How many desperate 

wretches have I sent to the devil?” He had told me at Chester he was ruined by that match, and 

that his fortunes were made desperate on my account; for that thinking I had been a fortune, he 

was run into debt more than he was able to pay, and that he knew not what course to take; that he 

would go into the army and carry a musket, or buy a horse and take a tour, as he called it; and 

though I never told him that I was a fortune, and so did not actually deceive him myself, yet I did 

encourage the having it thought that I was so, and by that means I was the occasion originally of 

his mischief. 

The surprise of the thing only struck deeper into my thoughts, and gave me stronger 

reflections than all that had befallen me before. I grieved day and night for him, and the more for 

that they told me he was the captain of the gang, and that he had committed so many robberies, 

that Hind, or Whitney, or the Golden Farmer were fools to him; that he would surely be hanged 

if there were no more men left in the country he was born in; and that there would abundance of 

people come in against him. 

I was overwhelmed with grief for him; my own case gave me no disturbance compared to this, 

and I loaded myself with reproaches on his account. I bewailed his misfortunes, and the ruin he 

was now come to, at such a rate, that I relished nothing now as I did before, and the first 

reflections I made upon the horrid, detestable life I had lived began to return upon me, and as 

these things returned, my abhorrence of the place I was in, and of the way of living in it, returned 

also; in a word, I was perfectly changed, and become another body. 

While I was under these influences of sorrow for him, came notice to me that the next sessions 

approaching there would be a bill preferred to the grand jury against me, and that I should be 



certainly tried for my life at the Old Bailey. My temper was touched before, the hardened, 

wretched boldness of spirit which I had acquired abated, and conscious in the prison, guilt began 

to flow in upon my mind. In short, I began to think, and to think is one real advance from hell to 

heaven. All that hellish, hardened state and temper of soul, which I have said so much of before, 

is but a deprivation of thought; he that is restored to his power of thinking, is restored to himself. 

As soon as I began, I say, to think, the first think that occurred to me broke out thus: “Lord! 

what will become of me? I shall certainly die! I shall be cast, to be sure, and there is nothing 

beyond that but death! I have no friends; what shall I do? I shall be certainly cast! Lord, have 

mercy upon me! What will become of me?” This was a sad thought, you will say, to be the first, 

after so long a time, that had started into my soul of that kind, and yet even this was nothing but 

fright at what was to come; there was not a word of sincere repentance in it all. However, I was 

indeed dreadfully dejected, and disconsolate to the last degree; and as I had no friend in the 

world to communicate my distressed thoughts to, it lay so heavy upon me, that it threw me into 

fits and swoonings several times a day. I sent for my old governess, and she, give her her due, 

acted the part of a true friend. She left no stone unturned to prevent the grand jury finding the 

bill. She sought out one or two of the jurymen, talked with them, and endeavoured to possess 

them with favourable dispositions, on account that nothing was taken away, and no house 

broken, etc.; but all would not do, they were over-ruled by the rest; the two wenches swore home 

to the fact, and the jury found the bill against me for robbery and house-breaking, that is, for 

felony and burglary. 

I sunk down when they brought me news of it, and after I came to myself again, I thought I 

should have died with the weight of it. My governess acted a true mother to me; she pitied me, 

she cried with me, and for me, but she could not help me; and to add to the terror of it, ’twas the 

discourse all over the house that I should die for it. I could hear them talk it among themselves 

very often, and see them shake their heads and say they were sorry for it, and the like, as is usual 

in the place. But still nobody came to tell me their thoughts, till at last one of the keepers came to 

me privately, and said with a sigh, “Well, Mrs. Flanders, you will be tried on Friday’ (this was 

but a Wednesday); “what do you intend to do?” I turned as white as a clout, and said, “God 

knows what I shall do; for my part, I know not what to do.” “Why,” says he, “I won’t flatter you, 

I would have you prepare for death, for I doubt you will be cast; and as they say you are an old 

offender, I doubt you will find but little mercy. They say,” added he, “your case is very plain, 

and that the witnesses swear so home against you, there will be no standing it.” 

This was a stab into the very vitals of one under such a burthen as I was oppressed with 

before, and I could not speak to him a word, good or bad, for a great while; but at last I burst out 

into tears, and said to him, “Lord! Mr. ——, what must I do?” “Do!” says he, “send for the 

ordinary; send for a minister and talk with him; for, indeed, Mrs. Flanders, unless you have very 

good friends, you are no woman for this world.” 

This was plain dealing indeed, but it was very harsh to me, at least I thought it so. He left me 

in the greatest confusion imaginable, and all that night I lay awake. And now I began to say my 

prayers, which I had scarce done before since my last husband’s death, or from a little while 

after. And truly I may well call it saying my prayers, for I was in such a confusion, and had such 

horror upon my mind, that though I cried, and repeated several times the ordinary expression of 

“Lord, have mercy upon me!” I never brought myself to any sense of my being a miserable 

sinner, as indeed I was, and of confessing my sins to God, and begging pardon for the sake of 

Jesus Christ. I was overwhelmed with the sense of my condition, being tried for my life, and 

being sure to be condemned, and then I was as sure to be executed, and on this account I cried 



out all night, “Lord, what will become of me? Lord! what shall I do? Lord! I shall be hanged! 

Lord, have mercy upon me!” and the like. 

My poor afflicted governess was now as much concerned as I, and a great deal more truly 

penitent, though she had no prospect of being brought to trial and sentence. Not but that she 

deserved it as much as I, and so she said herself; but she had not done anything herself for many 

years, other than receiving what I and others stole, and encouraging us to steal it. But she cried, 

and took on like a distracted body, wringing her hands, and crying out that she was undone, that 

she believed there was a curse from heaven upon her, that she should be damned, that she had 

been the destruction of all her friends, that she had brought such a one, and such a one, and such 

a one to the gallows; and there she reckoned up ten or eleven people, some of which I have given 

account of, that came to untimely ends; and that now she was the occasion of my ruin, for she 

had persuaded me to go on, when I would have left off. I interrupted her there. “No, mother, no,” 

said I, “don’t speak of that, for you would have had me left off when I got the mercer’s money 

again, and when I came home from Harwich, and I would not hearken to you; therefore you have 

not been to blame; it is I only have ruined myself, I have brought myself to this misery”; and thus 

we spent many hours together. 

Well, there was no remedy; the prosecution went on, and on the Thursday I was carried down 

to the sessions-house, where I was arraigned, as they called it, and the next day I was appointed 

to be tried. At the arraignment I pleaded “Not guilty,” and well I might, for I was indicted for 

felony and burglary; that is, for feloniously stealing two pieces of brocaded silk, value £46, the 

goods of Anthony Johnson, and for breaking open his doors; whereas I knew very well they 

could not pretend to prove I had broken up the doors, or so much as lifted up a latch. 

On the Friday I was brought to my trial. I had exhausted my spirits with crying for two or 

three days before, so that I slept better the Thursday night than I expected, and had more courage 

for my trial than indeed I thought possible for me to have. 

When the trial began, the indictment was read, I would have spoke, but they told me the 

witnesses must be heard first, and then I should have time to be heard. The witnesses were the 

two wenches, a couple of hard-mouthed jades indeed, for though the thing was truth in the main, 

yet they aggravated it to the utmost extremity, and swore I had the goods wholly in my 

possession, that I had hid them among my clothes, that I was going off with them, that I had one 

foot over the threshold when they discovered themselves, and then I put t’ other over, so that I 

was quite out of the house in the street with the goods before they took hold of me, and then they 

seized me, and brought me back again, and they took the goods upon me. The fact in general was 

all true, but I believe, and insisted upon it, that they stopped me before I had set my foot clear of 

the threshold of the house. But that did not argue much, for certain it was that I had taken the 

goods, and I was bringing them away, if I had not been taken. 

But I pleaded that I had stole nothing, they had lost nothing, that the door was open, and I 

went in, seeing the goods lie there, and with design to buy. If, seeing nobody in the house, I had 

taken any of them up in my hand it could not be concluded that I intended to steal them, for that I 

never carried them farther than the door to look on them with the better light. 

The Court would not allow that by any means, and made a kind of a jest of my intending to 

buy the goods, that being no shop for the selling of anything, and as to carrying them to the door 

to look at them, the maids made their impudent mocks upon that, and spent their wit upon it very 

much; told the Court I had looked at them sufficiently, and approved them very well, for I had 

packed them up under my clothes, and was a-going with them. 



In short, I was found guilty of felony, but acquitted of the burglary, which was but small 

comfort to me, the first bringing me to a sentence of death, and the last would have done no 

more. The next day I was carried down to receive the dreadful sentence, and when they came to 

ask me what I had to say why sentence should not pass, I stood mute a while, but somebody that 

stood behind me prompted me aloud to speak to the judges, for that they could represent things 

favourably for me. This encouraged me to speak, and I told them I had nothing to say to stop the 

sentence, but that I had much to say to bespeak the mercy of the Court; that I hoped they would 

allow something in such a case for the circumstances of it; that I had broken no doors, had 

carried nothing off; that nobody had lost anything; that the person whose goods they were was 

pleased to say he desired mercy might be shown (which indeed he very honestly did); that, at the 

worst, it was the first offence, and that I had never been before any court of justice before; and, 

in a word, I spoke with more courage that I thought I could have done, and in such a moving 

tone, and though with tears, yet not so many tears as to obstruct my speech, that I could see it 

moved others to tears that heard me. 

The judges sat grave and mute, gave me an easy hearing, and time to say all that I would, but, 

saying neither Yes nor No to it, pronounced the sentence of death upon me, a sentence that was 

to me like death itself, which, after it was read, confounded me. I had no more spirit left in me, I 

had no tongue to speak, or eyes to look up either to God or man. 

My poor governess was utterly disconsolate, and she that was my comforter before, wanted 

comfort now herself; and sometimes mourning, sometimes raging, was as much out of herself, as 

to all outward appearance, as any mad woman in Bedlam. Nor was she only disconsolate as to 

me, but she was struck with horror at the sense of her own wicked life, and began to look back 

upon it with a taste quite different from mine, for she was penitent to the highest degree for her 

sins, as well as sorrowful for the misfortune. She sent for a minister, too, a serious, pious, good 

man, and applied herself with such earnestness, by his assistance, to the work of a sincere 

repentance, that I believe, and so did the minister too, that she was a true penitent; and, which is 

still more, she was not only so for the occasion, and at that juncture, but she continued so, as I 

was informed, to the day of her death. 

It is rather to be thought of than expressed what was now my condition. I had nothing before 

me but present death; and as I had no friends to assist me, or to stir for me, I expected nothing 

but to find my name in the dead warrant, which was to come down for the execution, the Friday 

afterwards, of five more and myself. 

In the meantime my poor distressed governess sent me a minister, who at her request first, and 

at my own afterwards, came to visit me. He exhorted me seriously to repent of all my sins, and to 

dally no longer with my soul; not flattering myself with hopes of life, which, he said, he was 

informed there was no room to expect, but unfeignedly to look up to God with my whole soul, 

and to cry for pardon in the name of Jesus Christ. He backed his discourses with proper 

quotations of Scripture, encouraging the greatest sinner to repent, and turn from their evil way, 

and when he had done, he kneeled down and prayed with me. 

It was now that, for the first time, I felt any real signs of repentance. I now began to look back 

upon my past life with abhorrence, and having a kind of view into the other side of time, and 

things of life, as I believe they do with everybody at such a time, began to look with a different 

aspect, and quite another shape, than they did before. The greatest and best things, the views of 

felicity, the joy, the griefs of life, were quite other things; and I had nothing in my thoughts but 

what was so infinitely superior to what I had known in life, that it appeared to me to be the 



greatest stupidity in nature to lay any weight upon anything, though the most valuable in this 

world. 

The word eternity represented itself with all its incomprehensible additions, and I had such 

extended notions of it, that I know not how to express them. Among the rest, how vile, how 

gross, how absurd did every pleasant thing look!—I mean, that we had counted pleasant 

before—especially when I reflected that these sordid trifles were the things for which we 

forfeited eternal felicity. 

With these reflections came, of mere course, severe reproaches of my own mind for my 

wretched behaviour in my past life; that I had forfeited all hope of any happiness in the eternity 

that I was just going to enter into, and on the contrary was entitled to all that was miserable, or 

had been conceived of misery; and all this with the frightful addition of its being also eternal. 

I am not capable of reading lectures of instruction to anybody, but I relate this in the very 

manner in which things then appeared to me, as far as I am able, but infinitely short of the lively 

impressions which they made on my soul at that time; indeed, those impressions are not to be 

explained by words, or if they are, I am not mistress of words enough to express them. It must be 

the work of every sober reader to make just reflections on them, as their own circumstances may 

direct; and, without question, this is what every one at some time or other may feel something of; 

I mean, a clearer sight into things to come than they had here, and a dark view of their own 

concern in them. 

But I go back to my own case. The minister pressed me to tell him, as far as I thought 

convenient, in what state I found myself as to the sight I had of things beyond life. He told me he 

did not come as ordinary of the place, whose business it is to extort confessions from prisoners, 

for private ends, or for the further detecting of other offenders; that his business was to move me 

to such freedom of discourse as might serve to disburthen my own mind, and furnish him to 

administer comfort to me as far as was in his power; and assured me, that whatever I said to him 

should remain with him, and be as much a secret as if it was known only to God and myself; and 

that he desired to know nothing of me, but as above to qualify him to apply proper advice and 

assistance to me, and to pray to God for me. 

This honest, friendly way of treating me unlocked all the sluices of my passions. He broke into 

my very soul by it; and I unravelled all the wickedness of my life to him. In a word, I gave him 

an abridgment of this whole history; I gave him a picture of my conduct for fifty years in 

miniature. 

I hid nothing from him, and he in return exhorted me to sincere repentance, explained to me 

what he meant by repentance, and then drew out such a scheme of infinite mercy, proclaimed 

from heaven to sinners of the greatest magnitude, that he left me nothing to say, that looked like 

despair, or doubting of being accepted; and in this condition he left me the first night. 

He visited me again the next morning, and went on with his method of explaining the terms of 

divine mercy, which according to him consisted of nothing more, or more difficult, than that of 

being sincerely desirous of it, and willing to accept it; only a sincere regret for, and hatred of, 

those things I had done, which rendered me so just an object of divine vengeance. I am not able 

to repeat the excellent discourses of this extraordinary man; ’tis all that I am able to do, to say 

that he revived my heart, and brought me into such a condition that I never knew anything of in 

my life before. I was covered with shame and tears for things past, and yet had at the same time a 

secret surprising joy at the prospect of being a true penitent, and obtaining the comfort of a 

penitent—I mean, the hope of being forgiven; and so swift did thoughts circulate, and so high did 



the impressions they had made upon me run, that I thought I could freely have gone out that 

minute to execution, without any uneasiness at all, casting my soul entirely into the arms of 

infinite mercy as a penitent. 

The good gentleman was so moved also in my behalf with a view of the influence which he 

saw these things had on me, that he blessed God he had come to visit me, and resolved not to 

leave me till the last moment; that is, not to leave visiting me. 

It was no less than twelve days after our receiving sentence before any were ordered for 

execution, and then upon a Wednesday the dead warrant, as they call it, came down, and I found 

my name was among them. A terrible blow this was to my new resolutions; indeed my heart sank 

within me, and I swooned away twice, one after another, but spoke not a word. The good 

minister was sorely afflicted for me, and did what he could to comfort me with the same 

arguments, and the same moving eloquence that he did before, and left me not that evening so 

long as the prisonkeepers would suffer him to stay in the prison, unless he would be locked up 

with me all night, which he was not willing to be. 

I wondered much that I did not see him all the next day, it being the day before the time 

appointed for execution; and I was greatly discouraged, and dejected in my mind, and indeed 

almost sank for want of the comfort which he had so often, and with such success, yielded me on 

his former visits. I waited with great impatience, and under the greatest oppressions of spirits 

imaginable, till about four o’clock he came to my apartment; for I had obtained the favour, by 

the help of money, nothing being to be done in that place without it, not to be kept in the 

condemned hole, as they call it, among the rest of the prisoners who were to die, but to have a 

little dirty chamber to myself. 

My heart leaped within me for joy when I heard his voice at the door, even before I saw him; 

but let any one judge what kind of motion I found in my soul, when after having made a short 

excuse for his not coming, he showed me that his time had been employed on my account; that 

he had obtained a favourable report from the Recorder to the Secretary of State in my particular 

case, and, in short, that he had brought me a reprieve. 

He used all the caution that he was able in letting me know a thing which it would have been a 

double cruelty to have concealed; and yet it was too much for me; for as grief had overset me 

before, so did joy overset me now, and I fell into a much more dangerous swooning than I did at 

first, and it was not without a great difficulty that I was recovered at all. 

The good man having made a very Christian exhortation to me, not to let the joy of my 

reprieve put the remembrance of my past sorrow out of my mind, and having told me that he 

must leave me, to go and enter the reprieve in the books, and show it to the sheriffs, stood up just 

before his going away, and in a very earnest manner prayed to God for me, that my repentance 

might be made unfeigned and sincere; and that my coming back, as it were, into life again, might 

not be a returning to the follies of life which I had made such solemn resolutions to forsake, and 

to repent of them. I joined heartily in the petition, and must needs say I had deeper impressions 

upon my mind all that night, of the mercy of God in sparing my life, and a greater detestation of 

my past sins, from a sense of the goodness which I had tasted in this case, than I had in all my 

sorrow before. 

This may be thought inconsistent in itself, and wide from the business of this book; 

particularly, I reflect that many of those who may be pleased and diverted with the relation of the 

wild and wicked part of my story may not relish this, which is really the best part of my life, the 

most advantageous to myself, and the most instructive to others. Such, however, will, I hope, 



allow me the liberty to make my story complete. It would be a severe satire on such to say they 

do not relish the repentance as much as they do the crime; and that they had rather the history 

were a complete tragedy, as it was very likely to have been. 

But I go on with my relation. The next morning there was a sad scene indeed in the prison. 

The first thing I was saluted with in the morning was the tolling of the great bell at St. 

Sepulchre’s, as they call it, which ushered in the day. As soon as it began to toll, a dismal 

groaning and crying was heard from the condemned hole, where there lay six poor souls who 

were to be executed that day, some from one crime, some for another, and two of them for 

murder. 

This was followed by a confused clamour in the house, among the several sorts of prisoners, 

expressing their awkward sorrows for the poor creatures that were to die, but in a manner 

extremely differing one from another. Some cried for them; some huzzaed, and wished them a 

good journey; some damned and cursed those that had brought them to it—that is, meaning the 

evidence, or prosecutors—many pitying them, and some few, but very few, praying for them. 

There was hardly room for so much composure of mind as was required for me to bless the 

merciful Providence that had, as it were, snatched me out of the jaws of this destruction. I 

remained, as it were, dumb and silent, overcome with the sense of it, and not able to express 

what I had in my heart; for the passions on such occasions as these are certainly so agitated as 

not to be able presently to regulate their own motions. 

All the while the poor condemned creatures were preparing to their death, and the ordinary, as 

they call him, was busy with them, disposing them to submit to their sentence—I say, all this 

while I was seized with a fit of trembling, as much as I could have been if I had been in the same 

condition, as to be sure the day before I expected to be; I was so violently agitated by this 

surprising fit, that I shook as if it had been in the cold fit of an ague, so that I could not speak or 

look but like one distracted. As soon as they were all put into carts and gone, which, however, I 

had not courage enough to see—I say, as soon as they were gone, I fell into a fit of crying 

involuntarily, and without design, but as a mere distemper, and yet so violent, and it held me so 

long, that I knew not what course to take, nor could I stop, or put a check to it, no, not with all 

the strength and courage I had. 

This fit of crying held me near two hours, and, as I believe, held me till they were all out of the 

world, and then a most humble, penitent, serious kind of joy succeeded; a real transport it was, or 

passion of joy and thankfulness, but still unable to give vent to it by words, and in this I 

continued most part of the day. 

In the evening the good minister visited me again, and then fell to his usual good discourses. 

He congratulated my having a space yet allowed me for repentance, whereas the state of those 

six poor creatures was determined, and they were now past the offers of salvation; he earnestly 

pressed me to retain the same sentiments of the things of life that I had when I had a view of 

eternity; and at the end of all told me I should not conclude that all was over, that a reprieve was 

not a pardon, that he could not yet answer for the effects of it; however, I had this mercy, that I 

had more time given me, and that it was my business to improve that time. 

This discourse, though very seasonable, left a kind of sadness on my heart, as if I might expect 

the affair would have a tragical issue still, which, however, he had no certainty of; and I did not 

indeed, at that time, question him about it, he having said that he would do his utmost to bring it 

to a good end, and that he hoped he might, but he would not have me be secure; and the 

consequence proved that he had reason for what he said. 



It was about a fortnight after this that I had some just apprehensions that I should be included 

in the next dead warrant at the ensuing sessions; and it was not without great difficulty, and at 

last a humble petition for transportation, that I avoided it, so ill was I beholding to fame, and so 

prevailing was the fatal report of being an old offender; though in that they did not do me strict 

justice, for I was not in the sense of the law an old offender, whatever I was in the eye of the 

judge, for I had never been before them in a judicial way before; so the judges could not charge 

me with being an old offender, but the Recorder was pleased to represent my case as he thought 

fit. 

I had now a certainty of life indeed, but with the hard conditions of being ordered for 

transportation, which indeed was hard condition in itself, but not when comparatively 

considered; and therefore I shall make no comments upon the sentence, nor upon the choice I 

was put to. We shall all choose anything rather than death, especially when ’tis attended with an 

uncomfortable prospect beyond it, which was my case. 

The good minister, whose interest, though a stranger to me, had obtained me the reprieve, 

mourned sincerely for this part. He was in hopes, he said, that I should have ended my days 

under the influence of good instruction, that I should not have been turned loose again among 

such a wretched crew as they generally are, who are thus sent abroad, where, as he said, I must 

have more than ordinary secret assistance from the grace of God, if I did not turn as wicked 

again as ever. 

I have not for a good while mentioned my governess, who had during most, if not all, of this 

part been dangerously sick, and being in as near a view of death by her disease as I was by my 

sentence, was a great penitent—I say, I have not mentioned her, nor indeed did I see her in all 

this time; but being now recovering, and just able to come abroad, she came to see me. 

I told her my condition, and what a different flux and reflux of tears and hopes I had been 

agitated with; I told her what I had escaped, and upon what terms; and she was present when the 

minister expressed his fears of my relapsing into wickedness upon my falling into the wretched 

companies that are generally transported. Indeed I had a melancholy reflection upon it in my own 

mind, for I knew what a dreadful gang was always sent away together, and I said to my 

governess that the good minister’s fears were not without cause. “Well, well,” says she, “but I 

hope you will not be tempted with such a horrid example as that.” And as soon as the minister 

was gone, she told me she would not have me discouraged, for perhaps ways and means might 

be found out to dispose of me in a particular way, by myself, of which she would talk further to 

me afterward. 

I looked earnestly at her, and I thought she looked more cheerful than she usually had done, 

and I entertained immediately a thousand notions of being delivered, but could not for my life 

image the methods, or think of one that was in the least feasible; but I was too much concerned 

in it to let her go from me without explaining herself, which, though she was very loth to do, yet 

my importunity prevailed, and, while I was still pressing, she answered me in a few words, thus: 

“Why, you have money, have you not? Did you ever know one in your life that was transported 

and had a hundred pounds in his pocket, I’ll warrant you, child?” says she. 

I understood her presently, but told her I would leave all that to her, but I saw no room to hope 

for anything but a strict execution of the order, and as it was a severity that was esteemed a 

mercy, there was no doubt but it would be strictly observed. She said no more but this: “We will 

try what can be done,” and so we parted for that night. 



I lay in the prison near fifteen weeks after this order for transportation was signed. What the 

reason of it was, I know not, but at the end of this time I was put on board of a ship in the 

Thames, and with me a gang of thirteen as hardened vile creatures as ever Newgate produced in 

my time; and it would really well take up a history longer than mine to describe the degrees of 

impudence and audacious villainy that those thirteen were arrived to, and the manner of their 

behaviour in the voyage; of which I have a very diverting account by me, which the captain of 

the ship who carried them over gave me the minutes of, and which he caused his mate to write 

down at large. 

It may perhaps be thought trifling to enter here into a relation of all the little incidents which 

attended me in this interval of my circumstances; I mean, between the final order of my 

transportation and the time of my going on board the ship; and I am too near the end of my story 

to allow room for it; but something relating to me and my Lancashire husband I must not omit. 

He had, as I have observed already, been carried from the master’s side of the ordinary prison 

into the press-yard, with three of his comrades, for they found another to add to them after some 

time; here, for what reason I knew not, they were kept in custody without being brought to trial 

almost three months. It seems they found means to bribe or buy off some of those who were 

expected to come in against them, and they wanted evidence for some time to convict them. 

After some puzzle on this account, at first they made a shift to get proof enough against two of 

them to carry them off; but the other two, of which my Lancashire husband was one, lay still in 

suspense. They had, I think, one positive evidence against each of them, but the law strictly 

obliging them to have two witnesses, they could make nothing of it. Yet it seems they were 

resolved not to part with the men neither, not doubting but a further evidence would at last come 

in; and in order to this, I think publication was made, that such prisoners being taken, any one 

that had been robbed by them might come to the prison and see them. 

I took this opportunity to satisfy my curiosity, pretending that I had been robbed in the 

Dunstable coach, and that I would go to see the two highwaymen. But when I came into the 

press-yard, I so disguised myself, and muffled my face up so, that he could see little of me, and 

consequently knew nothing of who I was; and when I came back, I said publicly that I knew 

them very well. 

Immediately it was rumoured all over the prison that Moll Flanders would turn evidence 

against one of the highwaymen, and that I was to come off by it from the sentence of 

transportation. 

They heard of it, and immediately my husband desired to see this Mrs. Flanders that knew him 

so well, and was to be an evidence against him; and accordingly I had leave given to go to him. I 

dressed myself up as well as the best clothes that I suffered myself ever to appear in there would 

allow me, and went to the press-yard, but had for some time a hood over my face. He said little 

to me at first, but asked me if I knew him. I told him, Yes, very well; but as I concealed my face, 

so I counterfeited my voice, that he had not the least guess at who I was. He asked me where I 

had seen him. I told him between Dunstable and Brickhill; but turning to the keeper that stood 

by, I asked if I might not be admitted to talk with him alone. He said Yes, yes, as much as I 

pleased, and so very civilly withdrew. 

As soon as he was gone, I had shut the door, I threw off my hood, and bursting out into tears, 

“My dear,” says I, “do you not know me?” He turned pale, and stood speechless, like one 

thunderstruck, and, not able to conquer the surprise, said no more but this, “Let me sit down”; 

and sitting down by a table, he laid his elbow upon the table, and leaning his head on his hand, 



fixed his eyes on the ground as one stupid. I cried so vehemently, on the other hand, that it was a 

good while ere I could speak any more; but after I had given some vent to my passion by tears, I 

repeated the same words, “My dear, do you not know me?” At which he answered, Yes, and said 

no more a good while. 

After some time continuing in the surprise, as above, he cast up his eyes towards me and said, 

“How could you be so cruel?” I did not readily understand what he meant; and I answered, “How 

can you call me cruel? What have I been cruel to you in?” “To come to me,” says he, “in such a 

place as this, is it not to insult me? I have not robbed you, at least not on the highway.” 

I perceived by this that he knew nothing of the miserable circumstances I was in, and thought 

that, having got some intelligence of his being there, I had come to upbraid him with his leaving 

me. But I had too much to say to him to be affronted, and told him in few words, that I was far 

from coming to insult him, but at best I came to condole mutually; that he would be easily 

satisfied that I had no such view, when I should tell him that my condition was worse than his, 

and that many ways. He looked a little concerned at the general expression of my condition 

being worse than his, but, with a kind smile, looked a little wildly, and said, “How can that be? 

When you see me fettered, and in Newgate, and two of my companions executed already, how 

can your your condition be worse than mine?” 

“Come, my dear,” says I, “we have a long piece of work to do, if I should be to relate, or you 

to hear, my unfortunate history; but if you are disposed to hear it, you will soon conclude with 

me that my condition is worse than yours.” “How is that possible,” says he again, “when I expect 

to be cast for my life the very next sessions?” “Yes, says I, “’tis very possible, when I shall tell 

you that I have been cast for my life three sessions ago, and am under sentence of death; is not 

my case worse than yours?” 

Then indeed, he stood silent again, like one struck dumb, and after a while he starts up. 

“Unhappy couple!” says he. “How can this be possible?” I took him by the hand. “Come, my 

dear,” said I, “sit down, and let us compare our sorrows. I am a prisoner in this very house, and 

in much worse circumstances than you, and you will be satisfied I do not come to insult you, 

when I tell you the particulars.” And with this we sat down together, and I told him so much of 

my story as I thought was convenient, bringing it at last to my being reduced to great poverty, 

and representing myself as fallen into some company that led me to relieve my distresses by way 

that I had been utterly unacquainted with, and that they making an attempt at a tradesman’s 

house, I was seized upon for having been but just at the door, the maid-servant pulling me in; 

that I neither had broke any lock nor taken anything away, and that notwithstanding that, I was 

brought in guilty and sentenced to die; but that the judges, having been made sensible of the 

hardship of my circumstances, had obtained leave to remit the sentence upon my consenting to 

be transported. 

I told him I fared the worse for being taken in the prison for one Moll Flanders, who was a 

famous successful thief, that all of them had heard of, but none of them had ever seen; but that, 

as he knew well, was none of my name. But I placed all to the account of my ill fortune, and that 

under this name I was dealt with as an old offender, though this was the first thing they had ever 

known of me. I gave him a long particular of things that had befallen me since I saw him, but I 

told him if I had seen him since he might think I had, and then gave him an account how I had 

seen him at Brickhill; how furiously he was pursued, and how, by giving an account that I knew 

him, and that he was a very honest gentleman, one Mr. ——, the hue-and-cry was stopped, and 

the high constable went back again. 



He listened most attentively to all my story, and smiled at most of the particulars, being all of 

them petty matters, and infinitely below what he had been at the head of; but when I came to the 

story of Brickhill, he was surprised. “And was it you, my dear,” said he, “that gave the check to 

the mob that was at our heels there, at Brickhill?” “Yes,” said I, “it was I indeed.” And then I 

told him the particulars which I had observed him there. “Why, then,” said he, “it was you that 

saved my life at that time, and I am glad I owe my life to you, for I will pay the debt to you now, 

and I’ll deliver you from the present condition you are in, or I will die in the attempt.” 

I told him, by no means; it was a risk too great, not worth his running the hazard of, and for a 

life not worth his saving. ’Twas no matter for that, he said, it was a life worth all the world to 

him; a life that had given him a new life; “for,” says he, “I was never in real danger of being 

taken, but that time, till the last minute when I was taken.” Indeed, he told me his danger then lay 

in his believing he had not been pursued that way; for they had gone from Hockey quite another 

way, and had come over the enclosed country into Brickhill, not by the road, and were sure they 

had not been seen by anybody. 

Here he gave me a long history of his life, which indeed would make a very strange history, 

and be infinitely diverting. He told me he took to the road about twelve years before he married 

me; that the woman which called him brother was not really his sister, or any kin to him, but one 

that belonged to their gang, and who, keeping correspondence with him, lived always in town, 

having good store of acquaintance; that she gave them a perfect intelligence of persons going out 

of town, and that they had made several good booties by her correspondence; that she thought 

she had fixed a fortune for him when she brought me to him, but happened to be disappointed, 

which he really could not blame her for; that if it had been his good luck that I had had the estate, 

which she was informed I had, he had resolved to leave off the road and live a retired, sober life 

but never to appear in public till some general pardon had been passed, or till he could, for 

money, have got his name into some particular pardon, that so he might have been perfectly 

easy; but that, as it had proved otherwise, he was obliged to put off his equipage and take up the 

old trade again. 

He gave me a long account of some of his adventures, and particularly one when he robbed the 

West Chester coaches near Lichfield, when he got a very great booty; and after that, how he 

robbed five graziers, in the west, going to Burford Fair in Wiltshire to buy sheep. He told me he 

got so much money on those two occasions, that if he had known where to have found me, he 

would certainly have embraced my proposal of going with me to Virginia, or to have settled in a 

plantation on some other parts of the English colonies in America. 

He told me he wrote two or three letters to me, directed according to my order, but heard 

nothing from me. This I indeed knew to be true, but the letters coming to my hand in the time of 

my latter husband, I could do nothing in it, and therefore chose to give no answer, that so he 

might rather believe they had miscarried. 

Being thus disappointed, he said, he carried on the old trade ever since, though when he had 

gotten so much money, he said, he did not run such desperate risks as he did before. Then he 

gave me some account of several hard and desperate encounters which he had with gentlemen on 

the road, who parted too hardly with their money, and showed me some wounds he had received; 

and he had one or two very terrible wounds indeed, as particularly one by a pistol bullet, which 

broke his arm, and another with a sword, which ran him quite through the body, but that missing 

his vitals, he was cured again; one of his comrades having kept with him so faithfully, and so 

friendly, as that he assisted him in riding near eighty miles before his arm was set, and then got a 



surgeon in a considerable city, remote from that place where it was done, pretending they were 

gentlemen travelling towards Carlisle and that they had been attacked on the road by 

highwaymen, and that one of them had shot him into the arm and broke the bone. 

This, he said, his friend managed so well, that they were not suspected at all, but lay still till he 

was perfectly cured. He gave me so many distinct accounts of his adventures, that it is with great 

reluctance that I decline the relating them; but I consider that this is my own story, not his. 

I then inquired into the circumstances of his present case at that time, and what it was he 

expected when he came to be tried. He told me that they had no evidence against him, or but 

very little; for that of three robberies, which they were all charged with, it was his good fortune 

that he was but in one of them, and that there was but one witness to be had for that fact, which 

was not sufficient, but that it was expected some others would come in against him; that he 

thought indeed, when he first saw me, that I had been one that came of that errand; but that if 

somebody came in against him, he hoped he should be cleared; that he had had some intimation, 

that if he would submit to transport himself, he might be admitted to it without a trial, but that he 

could not think of it with any temper, and thought he could much easier submit to be hanged. 

I blamed him for that, and told him I blamed him on two accounts; first, because if he was 

transported, there might be a hundred ways for him that was a gentleman, and a bold enterprising 

man, to find his way back again, and perhaps some ways and means to come back before he 

went. He smiled at that part, and said he should like the last the best of the two, for he had a kind 

of horror upon his mind at his being sent over to the plantations, as Romans sent condemned 

slaves to work in the mines; that he thought the passage into another state, let it be what it would, 

much more tolerable at the gallows, and that this was the general notion of all the gentlemen who 

were driven by the exigence of their fortunes to take the road; that at the place of execution there 

was at least an end of all the miseries of the present state, and as for what was to follow, a man 

was, in his opinion, as likely to repent sincerely in the last fortnight of his life, under the 

pressures and agonies of a jail and the condemned hole, as he would ever be in the woods and 

wilderness of America; that servitude and hard labour were things gentlemen could never stoop 

to; that it was but the way to force them to be their own executioners afterwards, which was 

much worse; and that therefore he could not have any patience when he did but think of being 

transported. 

I used the utmost of my endeavour to persuade him, and joined that known woman’s rhetoric 

to it—I mean, that of tears. I told him the infamy of a public execution was certainly a greater 

pressure upon the spirits of a gentleman than any of the mortifications that he could meet with 

abroad could be; that he had at least in the other a chance for his life, whereas here he had none 

at all; that it was the easiest thing in the world for him to manage the captain of a ship, who were, 

generally speaking, men of good-humour and some gallantry; and a small matter of conduct, 

especially if there was any money to be had, would make way for him to buy himself off when 

he came to Virginia. 

He looked wistfully at me, and I thought I guessed at what he meant, that is to say, that he had 

no money; but I was mistaken, his meaning was another way. “You hinted just now, my dear,” 

said he, “that there might be a way of coming back before I went, by which I understood you that 

it might be possible to buy it off here. I had rather give £200 to prevent going, than £100 to be 

set at liberty when I came there.” “That is, my dear,” said I, “because you do not know the place 

so well as I do.” “That may be,” said he; “and yet I believe, as well as you know it, you would do 

the same, unless it is because, as you told me, you have a mother there.” 



I told him, as to my mother, it was next to impossible but that she must be dead many years 

before; and as for any other relations that I might have there, I knew them not now; that since the 

misfortunes I had been under had reduced me to the condition I had been in for some years, I had 

not kept up any correspondence with them; and that he would easily believe, I should find but a 

cold reception from them if I should be put to make my first visit in the condition of a 

transported felon; that therefore, if I went thither, I resolved not to see them; but that I had many 

views in going there, if it should be my fate, which took off all the uneasy part of it; and if he 

found himself obliged to go also, I should easily instruct him how to manage himself, so as never 

to go a servant at all, especially since I found he was not destitute of money, which was the only 

friend in such a condition. 

He smiled, and said he did not tell me he had money. I took him up short, and told him I hoped 

he did not understand by my speaking, that I should expect any supply from him if he had 

money; that, on the other hand, though I had not a great deal, yet I did not want, and while I had 

any I would rather add to him than weaken him in that article, seeing, whatever he had, I knew in 

the case of transportation he would have occasion of it all. 

He expressed himself in a most tender manner upon that head. He told me what money he had 

was not a great deal, but that he would never hide any of it from me if I wanted it, and that he 

assured me he did not speak with any such apprehensions; that he was only intent upon what I 

had hinted to him before he went; that here he knew what to do with himself, but that there he 

should be the most ignorant, helpless wretch alive. 

I told him he frighted and terrified himself with that which had no terror in it; that if he had 

money, as I was glad to hear he had, he might not only avoid the servitude supposed to be the 

consequence of transportation, but begin the world upon a new foundation, and that such a one as 

he could not fail of success in, with the common application usual in such cases; that he could 

not but call to mind that it was what I had recommended to him many years before and had 

proposed it for our mutual subsistence and restoring our fortunes in the world; and I would tell 

him now, that to convince him both of the certainty of it and of my being fully acquainted with 

the method, and also fully satisfied in the probability of success, he should first see me deliver 

myself from the necessity of going over at all, and then that I would go with him freely, and of 

my own choice, and perhaps carry enough with me to satisfy him that I did not offer it for want 

of being able to live without assistance from him, but that I thought our mutual misfortunes had 

been such as were sufficient to reconcile us both to quitting this part of the world, and living 

where nobody could upbraid us with what was past, or we be in any dread of a prison, and 

without agonies of a condemned hole to drive us to it; this where we should look back on all our 

past disasters with infinite satisfaction, when we should consider that our enemies should entirely 

forget us, and that we should live as new people in a new world, nobody having anything to say 

to us, or we to them. 

I pressed this home to him with so many arguments, and answered all his own passionate 

objections so effectually that he embraced me, and told me I treated him with such sincerity and 

affection as overcame him; that he would take my advice, and would strive to submit to his fate 

in hope of having the comfort of my assistance, and of so faithful a counsellor and such a 

companion in his misery. But still he put me in mind of what I had mentioned before, namely, 

that there might be some way to get off before he went, and that it might be possible to avoid 

going at all, which he said would be much better. I told him he should see, and be fully satisfied, 

that I would do my utmost in that part too, and if it did not succeed, yet that I would make good 

the rest. 



We parted after this long conference with such testimonies of kindness and affection as I 

thought were equal, if not superior, to that at our parting at Dunstable; and now I saw more 

plainly than before, the reason why he declined coming at that time any farther with me toward 

London than Dunstable, and why, when we parted there, he told me it was not convenient for 

him to come part of the way to London to bring me going, as he would otherwise have done. I 

have observed that the account of his life would have made a much more pleasing history than 

this of mine; and, indeed, nothing in it was more strange than this part, viz. that he carried on that 

desperate trade full five-and-twenty years and had never been taken, the success he had met with 

had been so very uncommon, and such that sometimes he had lived handsomely, and retired in 

place for a year or two at a time, keeping himself and a man-servant to wait on him, and had 

often sat in the coffee-houses and heard the very people whom he had robbed give accounts of 

their being robbed, and of the place and circumstances, so that he could easily remember that it 

was the same. 

In this manner, it seems, he lived near Liverpool at the time he unluckily married me for a 

fortune. Had I been the fortune he expected, I verily believe, as he said, that he would have taken 

up and lived honestly all his days. 

He had with the rest of his misfortunes the good luck not to be actually upon the spot when the 

robbery was done which he was committed for, and so none of the persons robbed could swear to 

him, or had anything to charge upon him. But it seems as he was taken with the gang, one hard-

mouthed countryman swore home to him, and they were like to have others come in according to 

the publication they had made; so that they expected more evidence against him, and for that 

reason he was kept in hold. 

However, the offer which was made to him of admitting him to transportation was made, as I 

understood, upon the intercession of some great person who pressed him hard to accept of it 

before a trial; and indeed, as he knew there were several that might come in against him, I 

thought his friend was in the right, and I lay at him night and day to delay it no longer. 

At last, with much difficulty, he gave his consent; and as he was not therefore admitted to 

transportation in court, and on his petition, as I was, so he found himself under a difficulty to 

avoid embarking himself as I had said he might have done; his great friend, who was his 

intercessor for the favour of that grant, having given security for him that he should transport 

himself, and not return within the term. 

This hardship broke all my measures, for the steps I took afterwards for my own deliverance 

were hereby rendered wholly ineffectual, unless I would abandon him, and leave him to go to 

America by himself; than which he protested he would much rather venture, although he were 

certain to go directly to the gallows. 

I must now return to my case. The time of my being transported according to my sentence was 

near at hand; my governess, who continued my fast friend, had tried to obtain a pardon, but it 

could not be done unless with an expense too heavy for my purse, considering that to be left 

naked and empty, unless I had resolved to return to my old trade again, had been worse than my 

transportation, because there I knew I could live, here I could not. The good minister stood very 

hard on another account to prevent my being transported also; but he was answered, that indeed 

my life had been given me at his first solicitations, and therefore he ought to ask no more. He 

was sensibly grieved at my going, because, as he said, he feared I should lose the good 

impressions which a prospect of death had at first made on me, and which were since increased 



by his instructions; and the pious gentleman was exceedingly concerned about me on that 

account. 

On the other hand, I really was not so solicitous about it as I was before, but I industriously 

concealed my reasons for it from the minister, and to the last he did not know but that I went 

with the utmost reluctance and affliction. 

It was in the month of February that I was, with seven other convicts, as they called us, 

delivered to a merchant that traded to Virginia, on board a ship, riding, as they called it, in 

Deptford Reach. The officer of the prison delivered us on board, and the master of the vessel 

gave a discharge for us. 

We were for that night clapped under hatches, and kept so close that I thought I should have 

been suffocated for want of air; and the next morning the ship weighed, and fell down the river 

to a place they call Bugby’s Hole, which was done, as they told us, by the agreement of the 

merchant, that all opportunity of escape should be taken from us. However, when the ship came 

thither and cast anchor, we were allowed more liberty, and particularly were permitted to come 

up on the deck, but not up on the quarter-deck, that being kept particularly for the captain and for 

passengers. 

When by the noise of the men over my head, and the motion of the ship, I perceived that they 

were under sail, I was at first greatly surprised, fearing we should go away directly, and that our 

friends would not be admitted to see us any more; but I was easy soon after, when I found they 

had come to an anchor again, and soon after that we had notice given by some of the men where 

we were, that the next morning we should have the liberty to come up on deck, and to have our 

friends come and see us if we had any. 

All that night I lay upon the hard boards of the deck, as the passengers did, but we had 

afterwards the liberty of little cabins for such of us as had any bedding to lay in them, and room 

to stow any box or trunk for clothes and linen, if we had it (which might well be put in), for some 

of them had neither shirt nor shift or a rag of linen or woollen, but what was on their backs, or a 

farthing of money to help themselves; and yet I did not find but they fared well enough in the 

ship, especially the women, who got money from the seamen for washing their clothes, sufficient 

to purchase any common things that they wanted. 

When the next morning we had the liberty to come up on the deck, I asked one of the officers 

of the ship, whether I might not have the liberty to send a letter on shore, to let my friends know 

where the ship lay, and to get some necessary things sent to me. This was, it seems, the 

boatswain, a very civil, courteous sort of man, who told me I should have that, or any other 

liberty that I desired, that he could allow me with safety. I told him I desired no other; and he 

answered that the ship’s boat would go up to London the next tide, and he would order my letter 

to be carried. 

Accordingly, when the boat went off, the boatswain came to me and told me the boat was 

going off, and that he went in it himself, and asked me if my letter was ready he would take care 

of it. I had prepared myself, you may be sure, pen, ink, and paper beforehand, and I had gotten a 

letter ready directed to my governess, and enclosed another for my fellow-prisoner, which, 

however, I did not let her know was my husband, not to the last. In that to my governess, I let her 

know where the ship lay, and pressed her earnestly to send me what things I knew she had got 

ready for me for my voyage. 

When I gave the boatswain the letter, I gave him a shilling with it, which I told him was for 

the charge of a messenger or porter, which I entreated him to send with the letter as soon as he 



came on shore, that if possible I might have an answer brought back by the same hand, that I 

might know what was become of my things; “for sir,” says I, “if the ship should go away before I 

have them on board, I am undone.” 

I took care, when I gave him the shilling, to let him see that I had a little better furniture about 

me than the ordinary prisoners, for he saw that I had a purse, and in it a pretty deal of money; 

and I found that the very sight of it immediately furnished me with very different treatment from 

what I should otherwise have met with in the ship; for though he was very courteous indeed 

before, in a kind of natural compassion to me, as a woman in distress, yet he was more than 

ordinarily so afterwards, and procured me to be better treated in the ship than, I say, I might 

otherwise have been; as shall appear in its place. 

He very honestly had my letter delivered to my governess’s own hands, and brought me back 

an answer from her in writing; and when he gave me the answer, gave me the shilling again. 

“There,” says he, “there’s your shilling again too, for I delivered the letter myself.” I could not 

tell what to say, I was so surprised at the thing; but after some pause, I said, “Sir, you are too 

kind; it had been but reasonable that you had paid yourself coach-hire, then.” 

“No, no,” says he, “I am overpaid. What is the gentlewoman? Your sister.” 

“No, sir,” says I, “she is no relation to me, but she is a dear friend, and all the friends I have in 

the world.” “Well,” says he, “there are few such friends in the world. Why, she cried after you 

like a child,” “Ay,” says I again, “she would give a hundred pounds, I believe, to deliver me 

from this dreadful condition I am in.” 

“Would she so?” says he. “For half the money I believe I could put you in a way how to 

deliver yourself.” But this he spoke softly, that nobody could hear. 

“Alas! sir,” said I, “but then that must be such a deliverance as, if I should be taken again, 

would cost me my life.” “Nay,” said he, “if you were once out of the ship, you must look to 

yourself afterwards; that I can say nothing to.” So we dropped the discourse for that time. 

In the meantime, my governess, faithful to the last moment, conveyed my letter to the prison 

to my husband, and got an answer to it, and the next day came down herself to the ship, bringing 

me, in the first place, a sea-bed as they call it, and all its furniture, such as was convenient, but 

not to let the people think it was extraordinary. She brought with her a sea-chest—that is, a chest, 

such as are made for seamen, with all the conveniences in it, and filled with everything almost 

that I could want; and in one of the corners of the chest, where there was a private drawer, was 

my bank of money—this is to say, so much of it as I had resolved to carry with me; for I ordered 

a part of my stock to be left behind me, to be sent afterwards in such goods as I should want 

when I came to settle; for money in that country is not of much use where all things are brought 

for tobacco, much more is it a great loss to carry it from hence. 

But my case was particular; it was by no means proper to me to go thither without money or 

goods, and for a poor convict, that was to be sold as soon as I came on shore, to carry with me a 

cargo of goods would be to have notice taken of it, and perhaps to have them seized by the 

public; so I took part of my stock with me thus, and left the other part with my governess. 

My governess brought me a great many other things, but it was not proper for me to look too 

well provided in the ship, at least till I knew what kind of a captain we should have. When she 

came into the ship, I thought she would have died indeed; her heart sank at the sight of me, and 

at the thoughts of parting with me in that condition, and she cried so intolerably, I could not for a 

long time have any talk with her. 



I took that time to read my fellow-prisoner’s letter, which, however, greatly perplexed me. He 

told me he was determined to go, but found it would be impossible for him to be discharged time 

enough for going in the same ship, and which was more than all, he began to question whether 

they would give him leave to go in what ship he pleased, though he did voluntarily transport 

himself; but that they would see him put on board such a ship as they should direct, and that he 

would be charged upon the captain as other convict prisoners were; so that he began to be in 

despair of seeing me till he came to Virginia, which made him almost desperate; seeing that, on 

the other hand, if I should not be there, if any accident of the sea or of mortality should take me 

away, he should be the most undone creature there in the world. 

This was very perplexing, and I knew not what course to take. I told my governess the story of 

the boatswain, and she was mighty eager with me treat with him; but I had no mind to it, till I 

heard whether my husband, or fellow-prisoner, so she called him, could be at liberty to go with 

me or no. At last I was forced to let her into the whole matter, except only that of his being my 

husband. I told her I had made a positive bargain or agreement with him to go, if he could get the 

liberty of going in the same ship, and that I found he had money. 

Then I read a long lecture to her of what I proposed to do when we came there, how we could 

plant, settle, and, in short, grow rich without any more adventures; and, as a great secret, I told 

her that we were to marry as soon as he came on board. 

She soon agreed cheerfully to my going when she heard this, and she made it her business 

from that time to get him out of the prison in time, so that he might go in the same ship with me, 

which at last was brought to pass, though with great difficulty, and not without all the forms of a 

transported prisoner-convict, which he really was not yet, for he had not been tried, and which 

was a great mortification to him. As our fate was now determined, and we were both on board, 

actually bound to Virginia, in the despicable quality of transported convicts destined to be sold 

for slaves, I for five years, and he under bonds and security not to return to England any more, as 

long as he lived, he was very much dejected and cast down; the mortification of being brought on 

board, as he was, like a prisoner, piqued him very much, since it was first told him he should 

transport himself, and so that he might go as a gentleman at liberty. It is true he was not ordered 

to be sold when he came there, as we were, and for that reason he was obliged to pay for his 

passage to the captain, which we were not; as to the rest, he was as much at a loss as a child what 

to do with himself, or with what he had, but by directions. 

Our first business was to compare our stock. He was very honest to me, and told me his stock 

was pretty good when he came into the prison, but the living there as he did in a figure like a 

gentleman, and, which was ten times as much, the making of friends, and soliciting his case, had 

been very expensive; and, in a word, all his stock that he had left was £108, which he had about 

him all in gold. 

I gave him an account of my stock as faithfully, that is to say, of what I had taken to carry with 

me, for I was resolved, whatever should happen, to keep what I had left with my governess in 

reserve; that in case I should die, what I had with me was enough to give him, and that which 

was left in my governess’s hands would be her own, which she had well deserved of me indeed. 

My stock which I had with me was £246 some odd shillings; so that we had £354 between us, 

but a worse gotten estate was scarce ever put together to begin the world with. 

Our greatest misfortune as to our stock was that it was all in money, which every one knows is 

an unprofitable cargo to be carried to the plantations. I believe his was really all he had left in the 

world, as he told me it was; but I, who had between £700 and £800 in bank when this disaster 



befell me, and who had one of the faithfullest friends in the world to manage it for me, 

considering she was a woman of manner of religious principles, had still £300 left in her hand, 

which I reserved as above; besides, some very valuable things, as particularly two gold watches, 

some small pieces of plate, and some rings—all stolen goods. The plate, rings, and watches were 

put in my chest with the money, and with this fortune, and in the sixty-first year of my age, I 

launched out into a new world, as I may call it, in the condition (as to what appeared) only of a 

poor, naked convict, ordered to be transported in respite from the gallows. My clothes were poor 

and mean, but not ragged or dirty, and none knew in the whole ship that I had anything of value 

about me. 

However, as I had a great many very good clothes and linen in abundance, which I had 

ordered to be packed up in two great boxes, I had them shipped on board, not as my goods, but 

as consigned to my real name in Virginia; and had the bills of loading signed by a captain in my 

pocket; and in these boxes was my plate and watches, and everything of value except my money, 

which I kept by itself in a private drawer in my chest, which could not be found, or opened, if 

found, without splitting the chest to pieces. 

In this condition I lay for three weeks in the ship, not knowing whether I should have my 

husband with me or no, and therefore not resolving how or in what manner to receive the honest 

boatswain’s proposal, which indeed he thought a little strange at first. 

At the end of this time, behold my husband came on board. He looked with a dejected, angry 

countenance, his great heart was swelled with rage and disdain; to be dragged along with three 

keepers of Newgate, and put on board like a convict, when he had not so much as been brought 

to a trial. He made loud complaints of it by his friends, for it seems he had some interest; but his 

friends got some check in their application, and were told he had had favour enough, and that 

they had received such an account of him, since the last grant of his transportation, that he ought 

to think himself very well treated that he was not prosecuted anew. This answer quieted him at 

once, for he knew too much what might have happened, and what he had room to expect; and 

now he saw the goodness of the advice to him, which prevailed with him to accept of the offer of 

a voluntary transportation. And after this his chagrin at these hell-hounds, as he called them, was 

a little over, he looked a little composed, began to be cheerful, and as I was telling him how glad 

I was to have him once more out of their hands, he took me in his arms, and acknowledged with 

great tenderness that I had given him the best advice possible. “My dear,” says he, “thou has 

twice saved my life; from henceforward it shall be all employed for you, and I’ll always take 

your advice.” 

The ship began now to fill; several passengers came on board, who were embarked on no 

criminal account, and these had accommodations assigned them in the great cabin, and other 

parts of the ship, whereas we, as convicts, were thrust down below, I know not where. But when 

my husband came on board, I spoke to the boatswain, who had so early given me hints of his 

friendship in carrying my letter. I told him he had befriended me in many things, and I had not 

made any suitable return to him, and with that I put a guinea into his hand. I told him that my 

husband was now come on board; that though we were both under the present misfortune, yet we 

had been persons of a different character from the wretched crew that we came with, and desired 

to know of him, whether the captain might not be moved to admit us to some conveniences in the 

ship, for which we would make him what satisfaction he pleased, and that we would gratify him 

for his pains in procuring this for us. He took the guinea, as I could see, with great satisfaction, 

and assured me of his assistance. 



Then he told us he did not doubt but that the captain, who was one of the best-humoured 

gentlemen in the world, would be easily brought to accommodate us as well as we could desire, 

and, to make me easy, told me he would go up the next tide on purpose to speak to the captain 

about it. The next morning, happening to sleep a little longer than ordinary, when I got up, and 

began to look abroad, I saw the boatswain among the men in his ordinary business. I was a little 

melancholy at seeing him there, and going forward to speak to him, he saw me, and came 

towards me, but not giving him time to speak first, I said, smiling, “I doubt, sir, you have forgot 

us, for I see you are very busy.” He returned presently, “Come along with me, and you shall 

see.” So he took me into the great cabin, and there sat a good sort of a gentlemanly man for a 

seaman, writing, and with a great many papers before him. 

“Here,” says the boatswain to him that was a-writing, “is the gentlewoman that the captain 

spoke to you of”; and turning to me, he said, “I have been so far from forgetting your business, 

that I have been up at the captain’s house, and have represented faithfully to the captain what you 

said, relating to you being furnished with better conveniences for yourself and your husband; and 

the captain has sent this gentleman, who is mate of the ship, down with me, on purpose to show 

you everything, and to accommodate you fully to your content, and bid me assure you that you 

shall not be treated like what you were at first expected to be, but with the same respect as other 

passengers are treated.” 

The mate then spoke to me, and, not giving me time to thank the boatswain for his kindness, 

confirmed what the boatswain had said, and added that it was the captain’s delight to show 

himself kind and charitable, especially to those that were under any misfortunes, and with that he 

showed me several cabins built up, some in the great cabin, and some partitioned off, out of the 

steerage, but opening into the great cabin on purpose for the accommodation of passengers, and 

gave me leave to choose where I would. However, I chose a cabin which opened into the 

steerage, in which was very good conveniences to set our chest and boxes, and a table to eat on. 

The mate then told me that the boatswain had given so good a character of me and my 

husband, as to our civil behaviour, that he had orders to tell me we should eat with him, if we 

thought fit, during the whole voyage, on the common terms of passengers; that we might lay in 

some fresh provisions, if we pleased; or if not, he should lay in his usual store, and we should 

have share with him. This was very reviving news to me, after so many hardships and afflictions 

as I had gone through of late. I thanked him, and told him the captain should make his own terms 

with us, and asked him leave to go and tell my husband of it, who was not very well, and was not 

yet out of his cabin. Accordingly I went, and my husband, whose spirits were still so much sunk 

with the indignity (as he understood it) offered him, that he was scared yet himself, was so 

revived with the account that I gave him of the reception we were like to have in the ship, that he 

was quite another man, and new vigour and courage appeared in his very countenance. So true is 

it, that the greatest of spirits, when overwhelmed by their afflictions, are subject to the greatest 

dejections, and are the most apt to despair and give themselves up. 

After some little pause to recover himself, my husband came up with me, and gave the mate 

thanks for the kindness, which he had expressed to us, and sent suitable acknowledgment by him 

to the captain, offering to pay him by advance, whatever he demanded for our passage, and for 

the conveniences he had helped us to. The mate told him that the captain would be on board in 

the afternoon, and that he would leave all that till he came. Accordingly, in the afternoon the 

captain came, and we found him the same courteous, obliging man that the boatswain had 

represented him to be; and he was so well pleased with my husband’s conversation, that, in short, 



he would not let us keep the cabin we had chosen, but gave us one that, as I said before, opened 

into the great cabin. 

Nor were his conditions exorbitant, or the man craving and eager to make a prey of us, but for 

fifteen guineas we had our whole passage and provisions and cabin, ate at the captain’s table, and 

were very handsomely entertained. 

The captain lay himself in the other part of the great cabin, having let his round house, as they 

call it, to a rich planter who went over with his wife and three children, who ate by themselves. 

He had some other ordinary passengers, who quartered in the steerage, and as for our old 

fraternity, they were kept under the hatches while the ship lay there, and came very little on the 

deck. 

I could not refrain acquainting my governess with what had happened; it was but just that she, 

who was so really concerned for me, should have part in my good fortune. Besides, I wanted her 

assistance to supply me with several necessaries, which before I was shy of letting anybody see 

me have, that it might not be public; but now I had a cabin and room to set things in, I ordered 

abundance of good things for our comfort in the voyage, as brandy, sugar, lemons, etc., to make 

punch, and treat our benefactor, the captain; and abundance of things for eating and drinking in 

the voyage; also a larger bed, and bedding proportioned to it; so that, in a word, we resolved to 

want for nothing in the voyage. 

All this while I had provided nothing for our assistance when we should come to the place and 

begin to call ourselves planters; and I was far from being ignorant of what was needful on that 

occasion; particularly all sorts of tools for the planter’s work, and for building; and all kinds of 

furniture for our dwelling, which, if to be bought in the country, must necessarily cost double the 

price. 

So I discoursed that point with my governess, and she went and waited upon the captain, and 

told him that she hoped ways might be found out for her two unfortunate cousins, as she called 

us, to obtain our freedom when we came into the country, and so entered into a discourse with 

him about the means and terms also, of which I shall say more in its place; and after thus 

sounding the captain, she let him know, though we were unhappy in the circumstances that 

occasioned our going, yet that we were not unfurnished to set ourselves to work in the country, 

and we resolved to settle and live there as planters, if we might be put in a way how to do it. The 

captain readily offered his assistance, told her the method of entering upon such business, and 

how easy, nay, how certain it was for industrious people to recover their fortunes in such a 

manner. “Madam,” says he, “’tis no reproach to any many in that country to have been sent over 

in worse circumstances than I perceive your cousins are in, provided they do but apply with 

diligence and good judgment to the business of that place when they come there.” 

She then inquired of him what things it was necessary we should carry over with us, and he, 

like a very honest as well as knowing man, told her thus: “Madam, your cousins in the first place 

must procure somebody to buy them as servants, in conformity to the conditions of their 

transportation, and then, in the name of that person, they may go about what they will; they may 

either purchase some plantations already begun, or they may purchase land of the Government of 

the country, and begin where they please, and both will be done reasonably.” She bespoke his 

favour in the first article, which he promised to her to take upon himself, and indeed faithfully 

performed it, and as to the rest, he promised to recommend us to such as should give us the best 

advice, and not to impose upon us, which was as much as could be desired. 



She then asked him if it would not be necessary to furnish us with a stock of tools and 

materials for the business of planting, and he said, “Yes, by all means.” And then she begged his 

assistance in it. She told him she would furnish us with everything that was convenient whatever 

it cost her. He accordingly gave her a long particular of things necessary for a planter, which, by 

his account, came to about fourscore or a hundred pounds. And, in short, she went about as 

dexterously to buy them, as if she had been an old Virginia merchant; only that she bought, by 

my direction, above twice as much of everything as he had given her a list of. 

These she put on board in her own name, took his bills of loading for them, and endorsed 

those bills of loading to my husband, insuring the cargo afterwards in her own name, by our 

order; so that we were provided for all events, and for all disasters. 

I should have told you that my husband gave her all his whole stock of £108, which, as I have 

said, he had about him in gold, to lay out thus, and I gave her a good sum besides; so that I did 

not break into the stock which I had left in her hands at all, but after we had sorted out our whole 

cargo, we had yet near £200 in money, which was more than enough for our purpose. 

In this condition, very cheerful, and indeed joyful at being so happily accommodated as we 

were, we set sail from Bugby’s Hole to Gravesend, where the ship lay about ten more days, and 

where the captain came on board for good and all. Here the captain offered us a civility, which 

indeed we had no reason to expect, namely, to let us go on shore and refresh ourselves, upon 

giving our words in a solemn manner that we would not go from him, and that we would return 

peaceably on board again. This was such an evidence of his confidence in us, that it overcame 

my husband, who, in a mere principle of gratitude, told him, as he could not be in any capacity to 

make a suitable return for such a favour, so he could not think of accepting of it, nor could he be 

easy that the captain should run such a risk. After some mutual civilities, I gave my husband a 

purse, in which was eighty guineas, and he put in into the captain’s hand. “There, captain,” says 

he, “there’s part of a pledge for our fidelity; if we deal dishonestly with you on any account, ’tis 

your own.” And on this we went on shore. 

Indeed, the captain had assurance enough of our resolutions to go, for that having made such 

provision to settle there, it did not seem rational that we would choose to remain here at the 

expense and peril of life, for such it must have been if we had been taken again. In a word, we 

went all on shore with the captain, and supped together in Gravesend, where we were very 

merry, stayed all night, lay at the house where we supped, and came all very honestly on board 

again with him in the morning. Here we bought ten dozen bottles of good beer, some wine, some 

fowls, and such things as we thought might be acceptable on board. 

My governess was with us all this while, and went with us round into the Downs, as did also 

the captain’s wife, with whom she went back. I was never so sorrowful at parting with my own 

mother as I was at parting with her, and I never saw her more. We had a fair easterly wind 

sprung up the third day after we came to the Downs, and we sailed from thence the 10th of April. 

Nor did we touch any more at any place, till, being driven on the coast of Ireland by a very hard 

gale of wind, the ship came to an anchor in a little bay, near the mouth of a river, whose name I 

remember not, but they said the river came down from Limerick, and that it was the largest river 

in Ireland. 

Here, being detained by bad weather for some time, the captain, who continued the same kind, 

good-humoured man as at first, took us two on shore with him again. He did it now in kindness 

to my husband indeed, who bore the sea very ill, and was very sick, especially when it blew so 

hard. Here we bought in again a store of fresh provisions, especially beef, pork, mutton, and 



fowls, and the captain stayed to pickle up five or six barrels of beef to lengthen out the ship’s 

store. We were here not above five days, when the weather turning mild, and a fair wind, we set 

sail again, and in two-and-forty days came safe to the coast of Virginia. 

When we drew near to the shore, the captain called me to him, and told me that he found by 

my discourse I had some relations in the place, and that I had been there before, and so he 

supposed I understood the custom in their disposing the convict prisoners when they arrived. I 

told him I did not, and that as to what relations I had in the place, he might be sure I would make 

myself known to none of them while I was in the circumstances of a prisoner, and that as to the 

rest, we left ourselves entirely to him to assist us, as he was pleased to promise us he would do. 

He told me I must get somebody in the place to come and buy us as servants, and who must 

answer for us to the governor of the country, if he demanded us. I told him we should do as he 

should direct; so he brought a planter to treat with him, as it were, for the purchase of these two 

servants, my husband and me, and there we were formally sold to him, and went ashore with 

him. The captain went with us, and carried us to a certain house, whether it was to be called a 

tavern or not I know not, but we had a bowl of punch there made of rum, etc., and were very 

merry. After some time the planter gave us a certificate of discharge, and an acknowledgment of 

having served him faithfully, and we were free from him the next morning, to go wither we 

would. 

For this piece of service the captain demanded of us six thousand weight of tabacco, which he 

said he was accountable for to his freighter, and which we immediately bought for him, and 

made him a present of twenty guineas besides, with which he was abundantly satisfied. 

It is not proper to enter here into the particulars of what part of the colony of Virginia we 

settled in, for divers reasons; it may suffice to mention that we went into the great river Potomac, 

the ship being bound thither; and there we intended to have settled first, though afterwards we 

altered our minds. 

The first thing I did of moment after having gotten all our goods on shore, and placed them in 

a storehouse, or warehouse, which, with a lodging, we hired at the small place or village where 

we landed—I say, the first thing was to inquire after my mother, and after my brother (that fatal 

person whom I married as a husband, as I have related at large). A little inquiry furnished me 

with information that Mrs. ——, that is, my mother, was dead; that my brother (or husband) was 

alive, which I confess I was not very glad to hear; but which was worse, I found he was removed 

from the plantation where he lived formerly, and where I lived with him, and lived with one of 

his sons in a plantation just by the place where we landed, and where we had hired a warehouse. 

I was a little surprised at first, but as I ventured to satisfy myself that he could not know me, I 

was not only perfectly easy, but had a great mind to see him, if it was possible to so do without 

his seeing me. In order to that I found out by inquiry the plantation where he lived, and with a 

woman of that place whom I got to help me, like what we call a chairwoman, I rambled about 

towards the place as if I had only a mind to see the country and look about me. At last I came so 

near that I saw the dwellinghouse. I asked the woman whose plantation that was; she said it 

belonged to such a man, and looking out a little to our right hands, “there,” says she, is the 

gentleman that owns the plantation, and his father with him.” “What are their Christian names?” 

said I. “I know not,” says she, “what the old gentleman’s name is, but the son’s name is 

Humphrey; and I believe,” says she, “the father’s is so too.” You may guess, if you can, what a 

confused mixture of joy and fight possessed my thoughts upon this occasion, for I immediately 

knew that this was nobody else but my own son, by that father she showed me, who was my own 



brother. I had no mask, but I ruffled my hood so about my face, that I depended upon it that after 

above twenty years’ absence, and withal not expecting anything of me in that part of the world, 

he would not be able to know anything of me. But I need not have used all that caution, for the 

old gentleman was grown dim-sighted by some distemper which had fallen upon his eyes, and 

could but just see well enough to walk about, and not run against a tree or into a ditch. The 

woman that was with me had told me that by a mere accident, knowing nothing of what 

importance it was to me. As they drew near to us, I said, “Does he know you, Mrs. Owen?” (so 

they called the woman). “Yes,” said she, “if he hears me speak, he will know me; but he can’t 

see well enough to know me or anybody else”; and so she told me the story of his sight, as I have 

related. This made me secure, and so I threw open my hoods again, and let them pass by me. It 

was a wretched thing for a mother thus to see her own son, a handsome, comely young 

gentleman in flourishing circumstances, and durst not make herself known to him, and durst not 

take any notice of him. Let any mother of children that reads this consider it, and but think with 

what anguish of mind I restrained myself; what yearnings of soul I had in me to embrace him, 

and weep over him; and how I thought all my entrails turned within me, that my very bowels 

moved, and I knew not what to do, as I now know not how to express those agonies! When he 

went from me I stood gazing and trembling, and looking after him as long as I could see him; 

then sitting down to rest me, but turned from her, and lying on my face, wept, and kissed the 

ground that he had set his foot on. 

I could not conceal my disorder so much from the woman but that she perceived it, and 

thought I was not well, which I was obliged to pretend was true; upon which she pressed me to 

rise, the ground being damp and dangerous, which I did accordingly, and walked away. 

As I was going back again, and still talking of this gentleman and his son, a new occasion of 

melancholy offered itself thus. The woman began, as if she would tell me a story to divert me: 

“There goes,” says she, “a very odd tale among the neighbours where this gentleman formerly 

live.” “What was that?” said I. “Why,” says she, “that old gentleman going to England, when he 

was a young man, fell in love with a young lady there, one of the finest women that ever was 

seen, and married her, and brought her over hither to his mother who was then living. He lived 

here several years with her,” continued she, “and had several children by her, of which the young 

gentleman that was with him now was one; but after some time, the old gentlewoman, his 

mother, talking to her of something relating to herself when she was in England, and of her 

circumstances in England, which were bad enough, the daughter-in-law began to be very much 

surprised and uneasy; and, in short, examining further into things, it appeared past all 

contradiction that the old gentlewoman was her own mother, and that consequently that son was 

his wife’s own brother, which struck the whole family with horror, and put them into such 

confusion that it had almost ruined them all. The young woman would not live with him; the son, 

her brother and husband, for a time went distracted; and at last the young woman went away for 

England, and has never been heard of since.” 

It is easy to believe that I was strangely affected with this story, but ’tis impossible to describe 

the nature of my disturbance. I seemed astonished at the story, and asked her a thousand 

questions about the particulars, which I found she was thoroughly acquainted with. At last I 

began to inquire into the circumstances of the family, how the old gentlewoman, I mean my 

mother, died, and how she left what she had; for my mother had promised me very solemnly, that 

when she died she would do something for me, and leave it so, as that, if I was living, I should 

one way or other come at it, without its being in the power of her son, my brother and husband, 

to prevent it. She told me she did not know exactly how it was ordered, but she had been told that 



my mother had left a sum of money, and had tied her plantation for the payment of it, to be made 

good to the daughter, if ever she could be heard of, either in England or elsewhere; and that the 

trust was left with this son, who was the person that we saw with his father. 

This was news too good for me to make light of, and, you may be sure, filled my heart with a 

thousand thoughts, what course I should take, how, and when, and in what manner I should make 

myself known, or whether I should ever make myself know or no. 

Here was a perplexity that I had not indeed skill to manage myself in, neither knew I what 

course to take. It lay heavy upon my mind night and day. I could neither sleep nor converse, so 

that my husband perceived it, and wondered what ailed me, strove to divert me, but it was all to 

no purpose. He pressed me to tell him what it was troubled me, but I put it off, till at last, 

importuning me continually, I was forced to form a story, which yet had a plain truth to lay it 

upon too. I told him I was troubled because I found we must shift our quarters and alter our 

scheme of settling, for that I found I should be known if I stayed in that part of the country; for 

that my mother being dead, several of my relations were come into that part where we then was, 

and that I must either discover myself to them, which in our present circumstances was not 

proper on many accounts, or remove; and which to do I knew not, and that this it was that made 

me so melancholy and so thoughtful. 

He joined with me in this, that it was by no means proper for me to make myself known to 

anybody in the circumstances in which we then were; and therefore he told me he would be 

willing to remove to any other part of the country, or even to any other country if I thought fit. 

But now I had another difficulty, which was, that if I removed to any other colony, I put myself 

out of the way of ever making a due search after those effects which my mother had left. Again I 

could never so much as think of breaking the secret of my former marriage to my new husband; 

it was not a story, as I thought, that would bear telling, nor could I tell what might be the 

consequences of it; and it was impossible to search into the bottom of the thing without making it 

public all over the country, as well who I was, as what I now was also. 

In this perplexity I continued a great while, and this made my spouse very uneasy; for he 

found me perplexed, and yet thought I was not open with him, and did not let him into every part 

of my grievance; and he would often say, he wondered what he had done that I would not trust 

him with whatever it was, especially if it was grievous and afflicting. The truth is, he ought to 

have been trusted with everything, for no man in the world could deserve better of a wife; but 

this was a thing I knew not how to open to him, and yet having nobody to disclose any part of it 

to, the burthen was too heavy for my mind; for let them say what they please of our sex not being 

able to keep a secret, my life is a plain conviction to me of the contrary; but be it our sex, or the 

man’s sex, a secret of moment should always have a confidant, a bosom friend, to whom we may 

communicate the joy of it, or the grief of it, be it which it will, or it will be a double weight upon 

the spirits, and perhaps become even insupportable in itself; and this I appeal to all human 

testimony for the truth of. 

And this is the cause why many times men as well as women, and men of the greatest and best 

qualities other ways, yet have found themselves weak in this part, and have not been able to bear 

the weight of a secret joy or of a secret sorrow, but have been obliged to disclose it, even for the 

mere giving vent to themselves, and to unbend the mind oppressed with the load and weights 

which attended it. Nor was this any token of folly or thoughtlessness at all, but a natural 

consequence of the thing; and such people, had they struggled longer with the oppression, would 

certainly have told it in their sleep, and disclosed the secret, let it have been of what fatal nature 



soever, without regard to the person to whom it might be exposed. This necessity of nature is a 

thing which works sometimes with such vehemence in the minds of those who are guilty of any 

atrocious villainy, such as secret murder in particular, that they have been obliged to discover it, 

though the consequence would necessarily be their own destruction. Now, though it may be true 

that the divine justice ought to have the glory of all those discoveries and confessions, yet ’tis as 

certain that Providence, which ordinarily works by the hands of nature, makes use here of the 

same natural causes to produce those extraordinary effects. 

I could give several remarkable instances of this in my long conversation with crime and with 

criminals. I knew one fellow that, while I was in prison in Newgate, was one of those they called 

then night-fliers. I know not what other word they may have understood it by since, but he was 

one who by connivance was admitted to go abroad every evening, when he played his pranks, 

and furnished those honest people they call thief-catchers with business to find out the next day, 

and restore for a reward what they had stolen the evening before. This fellow was as sure to tell 

in his sleep all that he had done, and every step he had taken, what he had stolen, and where, as 

sure as if he had engaged to tell it waking, and that there was no harm or danger in it, and 

therefore he was obliged, after he had been out, to lock himself up, or be locked up by some of 

the keepers that had him in fee, that nobody should hear him; but, on the other hand, if he had 

told all the particulars, and given a full account of his rambles and success, to any comrade, any 

brother thief, or to his employers, as I may justly call them, then all was well with him, and he 

slept as quietly as other people. 

As the publishing this account of my life is for the sake of the just moral of very part of it, and 

for instruction, caution, warning, and improvement to every reader, so this will not pass, I hope, 

for an unnecessary digression concerning some people being obliged to disclose the greatest 

secrets either of their own or other people’s affairs. 

Under the certain oppression of this weight upon my mind, I laboured in the case I have been 

naming; and the only relief I found for it was to let my husband into so much of it as I thought 

would convince him of the necessity there was for us to think of settling in some other part of the 

world; and the next consideration before us was, which part of the English settlements we should 

go to. My husband was a perfect stranger to the country, and had not yet so much as a 

geographical knowledge of the situation of the several places; and I, that, till I wrote this, did not 

know what the word geographical signified, had only a general knowledge from long 

conversation with people that came from or went to several places; but this I knew, that 

Maryland, Pennsylvania, East and West Jersey, New York, and New England lay all north of 

Virginia, and that they were consequently all colder climates, to which for that very reason, I had 

an aversion. For that as I naturally loved warm weather, so now I grew into years I had a stronger 

inclination to shun a cold climate. I therefore considered of going to Caroline, which is the only 

southern colony of the English on the continent of America, and hither I proposed to go; and the 

rather because I might with great ease come from thence at any time, when it might be proper to 

inquire after my mother’s effects, and to make myself known enough to demand them. 

With this resolution I proposed to my husband our going away from where we was, and 

carrying all our effects with us to Caroline, where we resolved to settle; for my husband readily 

agreed to the first part, viz. that was not at all proper to stay where we was, since I had assured 

him we should be known there, and the rest I effectually concealed from him. 

But now I found a new difficulty upon me. The main affair grew heavy upon my mind still, 

and I could not think of going out of the country without somehow or other making inquiry into 



the grand affair of what my mother had done for me; nor could I with any patience bear the 

thought of going away, and not make myself known to my old husband (brother), or to my child, 

his son; only I would fain have had this done without my new husband having any knowledge of 

it, or they having any knowledge of him, or that I had such a thing as a husband. 

I cast about innumerable ways in my thoughts how this might be done. I would gladly have 

sent my husband away to Caroline with all our goods, and have come after myself, but this was 

impracticable; he would never stir without me, being himself perfectly unacquainted with the 

country, and with the methods of settling there or anywhere else. Then I thought we would both 

go first with part of our goods, and that when we were settled I should come back to Virginia and 

fetch the remainder; but even then I knew he would never part with me, and be left there to go on 

alone. The case was plain; he was bred a gentleman, and by consequence was not only 

unacquainted, but indolent, and when we did settle, would much rather go out into the woods 

with his gun, which they call there hunting, and which is the ordinary work of the Indians, and 

which they do as servants; I say, he would rather do that than attend the natural business of his 

plantation. 

These were therefore difficulties insurmountable, and such as I knew not what to do in. I had 

such strong impressions on my mind about discovering myself to my brother, formerly my 

husband, that I could not withstand them; and the rather, because it ran constantly in my 

thoughts, that if I did not do it while he lived, I might in vain endeavour to convince my son 

afterward that I was really the same person, and that I was his mother, and so might both lose the 

assistance and comfort of the relation, and the benefit of whatever it was my mother had left me; 

and yet, on the other hand, I could never think it proper to discover myself to them in the 

circumstances I was in, as well relating to the having a husband with me as to my being brought 

over by a legal transportation as a criminal; on both which accounts it was absolutely necessary 

to me to remove from the place where I was, and come again to him, as from another place and 

in another figure. 

Upon those considerations, I went on with telling my husband the absolute necessity there was 

of our not settling in Potomac River, at least that we should be presently made public there; 

whereas if we went to any other place in the world, we should come in with as much reputation 

as any family that came to plant; that, as it was always agreeable to the inhabitants to have 

families come among them to plant, who brought substance with them, either to purchase 

plantations or begin new ones, so we should be sure of a kind, agreeable reception, and that 

without any possibility of a discovery of our circumstances. 

I told him in general, too, that as I had several relations in the place where we were, and that I 

durst not now let myself be known to them, because they would soon come into a knowledge of 

the occasion and reason of my coming over, which would be to expose myself to the last degree, 

so I had reason to believe that my mother, who died here, had left me something, and perhaps 

considerable, which it might be very well worth my while to inquire after; but that this too could 

not be done without exposing us publicly, unless we went from hence; and then, wherever we 

settled, I might come, as it were, to visit and to see my brother and nephews, make myself known 

to them, claim and inquire after what was my due, be received with respect, and at the same time 

have justice done me with cheerfulness and good will; whereas, if I did it now, I could expect 

nothing but with trouble, such as exacting it by force, receiving it with curses and reluctance, and 

with all kinds of affronts, which he would not perhaps bear to see; that in case of being obliged 

to legal proofs of being really her daughter, I might be at loss, be obliged to have recourse to 

England, and it may be to fail at last, and so lose it, whatever it might be. With these arguments, 



and having thus acquainted my husband with the whole secret so far as was needful of him, we 

resolved to go and seek a settlement in some other colony, and at first thoughts, Caroline was the 

place we pitched upon. 

In order to this we began to make inquiry for vessels going to Carolina, and in a very little 

while got information, that on the other side the bay, as they call it, namely, in Maryland, there 

was a ship which came from Carolina, laden with rice and other goods, and was going back 

again thither, and from thence to Jamaica, with provisions. On this news we hired a sloop to take 

in our goods, and taking, as it were, a final farewell of Potomac River, we went with all our 

cargo over to Maryland. 

This was a long and unpleasant voyage, and my spouse said it was worse to him than all the 

voyage from England, because the weather was but indifferent, the water rough, and the vessel 

small and inconvenient. In the next place, we were full a hundred miles up Potomac River, in a 

part which they call Westmoreland County, and as that river is by far the greatest in Virginia, 

and I have heard say it is the greatest river in the world that falls into another river, and not 

directly into the sea, so we had base weather in it, and were frequently in great danger; for 

though we were in the middle, we could not see land on either side for many leagues together. 

Then we had the great river or bay of Chesapeake to cross, which is where the river Potomac 

falls into it, near thirty miles broad, and we entered more great vast waters whose names I know 

not, so that our voyage was full two hundred miles, in a poor, sorry sloop, with all our treasure, 

and if any accident had happened to us, we might at last have been very miserable; supposing we 

had lost our goods and saved our lives only, and had then been left naked and destitute, and in a 

wild, strange place not having one friend or acquaintance in all that part of the world. The very 

thought of it gives me some horror, even since the danger is past. 

Well, we came to the place in five days’ sailing; I think they call it Philip’s Point; and behold, 

when we came thither, the ship bound to Carolina was loaded and gone away but three days 

before. This was a disappointment; but, however, I, that was to be discouraged with nothing, told 

my husband that since we could not get passage to Carolina, and that the country we was in was 

very fertile and good, we would, if he liked of it, see if we could find out anything for our tune 

where we was, and that if he liked things we would settle here. 

We immediately went on shore, but found no conveniences just at that place, either for our 

being on shore or preserving our goods on shore, but was directed by a very honest Quaker, 

whom we found there, to go to a place about sixty miles east; that is to say, nearer the mouth of 

the bay, where he said he lived, and where we should be accommodated, either to plant, or to 

wait for any other place to plant in that might be more convenient; and he invited us with so 

much kindness and simple honesty, that we agreed to go, and the Quaker himself went with us. 

Here we bought us two servants, viz. an English woman-servant just come on shore from a 

ship of Liverpool, and a Negro man-servant, things absolutely necessary for all people that 

pretended to settle in that country. This honest Quaker was very helpful to us, and when we came 

to the place that he proposed to us, found us out a convenient storehouse for our goods, and 

lodging for ourselves and our servants; and about two months or thereabouts afterwards, by his 

direction, we took up a large piece of land from the governor of that country, in order to form our 

plantation, and so we laid the thoughts of going to Caroline wholly aside, having been very well 

received here, and accommodated with a convenient lodging till we could prepare things, and 

have land enough cleared, and timber and materials provided for building us a house, all which 

we managed by the direction of the Quaker; so that in one year’s time we had nearly fifty acres 



of land cleared, part of it enclosed, and some of it planted with tabacco, though not much; 

besides, we had garden ground and corn sufficient to help supply our servants with roots and 

herbs and bread. 

And now I persuaded my husband to let me go over the bay again, and inquire after my 

friends. He was the willinger to consent to it now, because he had business upon his hands 

sufficient to employ him, besides his gun to divert him, which they call hunting there, and which 

he greatly delighted in; and indeed we used to look at one another, sometimes with a great deal 

of pleasure, reflecting how much better that was, not than Newgate only, but than the most 

prosperous of our circumstances in the wicked trade that we had been both carrying on. 

Our affair was in a very good posture; we purchased of the proprietors of the colony as much 

land for £35, paid in ready money, as would make a sufficient plantation to employ between fifty 

and sixty servants, and which, being well improved, would be sufficient to us as long as we 

could either of us live; and as for children, I was past the prospect of anything of that kind. 

But out good fortune did not end here. I went, as I have said, over the bay, to the place where 

my brother, once a husband, lived; but I did not go to the same village where I was before, but 

went up another great river, on the east side of the river Potomac, called Rappahannock River, 

and by this means came on the back of his plantation, which was large, and by the help of a 

navigable creek, or little river, that ran into the Rappahannock, I came very near it. 

I was now fully resolved to go up point-blank to my brother (husband), and to tell him who I 

was; but not knowing what temper I might find him in, or how much out of temper rather, I 

might make him by such a rash visit, I resolved to write a letter to him first, to let him know who 

I was, and that I was come not to give him any trouble upon the old relation, which I hoped was 

entirely forgot, but that I applied to him as a sister to a brother, desiring his assistance in the case 

of that provision which our mother, at her decease, had left for my support, and which I did not 

doubt but he would do me justice in, especially considering that I was come thus far to look after 

it. 

I said some very tender, kind things in the letter about his son, which I told him he knew to be 

my own child, and that as I was guilty of nothing in marrying him, any more than he was in 

marrying me, neither of us having then known our being at all related to one another, so I hoped 

he would allow me the most passionate desire of once seeing my one and only child, and of 

showing something of the infirmities of a mother in preserving a violent affect for him, who had 

never been able to retain any thought of me one way or other. 

I did believe that, having received this letter, he would immediately give it to his son to read, I 

having understood his eyes being so dim, that he could not see to read it; but it fell out better 

than so, for as his sight was dim, so he had allowed his son to open all letters that came to his 

hand for him, and the old gentleman being from home, or out of the way when my messenger 

came, my letter came directly to my son’s hand, and he opened and read it. 

He called the messenger in, after some little stay, and asked him where the person was who 

gave him the letter. The messenger told him the place, which was about seven miles off, so he 

bid him stay, and ordering a horse to be got ready, and two servants, away he came to me with 

the messenger. Let any one judge the consternation I was in when my messenger came back, and 

told me the old gentleman was not at home, but his son was come along with him, and was just 

coming up to me. I was perfectly confounded, for I knew not whether it was peace or war, nor 

could I tell how to behave; however, I had but a very few moments to think, for my son was at 

the heels of the messenger, and coming up into my lodgings, asked the fellow at the door 



something. I suppose it was, for I did not hear it so as to understand it, which was the 

gentlewoman that sent him; for the messenger said, “There she is, sir”; at which he comes 

directly up to me, kisses me, took me in his arms, and embraced me with so much passion that he 

could not speak, but I could feel his breast heave and throb like a child, that cries, but sobs, and 

cannot cry it out. 

I can neither express nor describe the joy that touched my very soul when I found, for it was 

easy to discover that part, that he came not as a stranger, but as a son to a mother, and indeed as a 

son who had never before known what a mother of his own was; in short, we cried over one 

another a considerable while, when at last he broke out first. “My dear mother,” says he, “are 

you still alive? I never expected to have seen your face.” As for me, I could say nothing a great 

while. 

After we had both recovered ourselves a little, and were able to talk, he told me how things 

stood. As to what I had written to his father, he told me he had not showed my letter to his father, 

or told him anything about it; that what his grandmother left me was in his hands, and that he 

would do me justice to my full satisfaction; that as to his father, he was old and infirm both in 

body and mind; that he was very fretful and passionate, almost blind, and capable of nothing; and 

he questioned whether he would know how to act in an affair which was of so nice a nature as 

this; and that therefore he had come himself, as well to satisfy himself in seeing me, which he 

could not restrain himself from, as also to put it into my power to make a judgment, after I had 

seen how things were, whether I would discover myself to his father or no. 

This was really so prudently and wisely managed, that I found my son was a man of sense, and 

needed no direction from me. I told him I did not wonder that his father was as he had described 

him, for that his head was a little touched before I went away; and principally his disturbance 

was because I could not be persuaded to conceal our relation and to live with him as my 

husband, after I knew that he was my brother; that as he knew better than I what his father’s 

present condition was, I should readily join with him in such measure as he would direct; that I 

was indifferent as to seeing his father, since I had seen him first, and he could not have told me 

better news than to tell me that what his grandmother had left me was entrusted in his hands, 

who, I doubted not, now he knew who I was, would, as he said, do me justice. I inquired then 

how long my mother had been dead, and where she died, and told so many particulars of the 

family, that I left him no room to doubt the truth of my being really and truly his mother. 

My son then inquired where I was, and how I had disposed myself. I told him I was on the 

Maryland side of the bay, at the plantation of a particular friend who came from England in the 

same ship with me; that as for that side of the bay where he was, I had no habitation. He told me 

I should go home with him, and live with him, if I pleased, as long as I lived; that as to his father, 

he knew nobody, and would never so much as guess at me. I considered of that a little, and told 

him, that though it was really no concern to me to live at a distance from him, yet I could not say 

it would be the most comfortable thing in the world to me to live in the house with him, and to 

have that unhappy object always before me, which had been such a blow to my peace before; 

that though I should be glad to have his company (my son), or to be as near him as possible 

while I stayed, yet I could not think of being in the house where I should be also under constant 

restraint for fear of betraying myself in my discourse, nor should I be able to refrain some 

expressions in my conversing with him as my son, that might discover the whole affair, which 

would by no means be convenient. 



He acknowledged that I was right in all this. “But then, dear mother,” says he, “you shall be as 

near me as you can.” So he took me with him on horseback to a plantation next to his own, and 

where I was as well entertained as I could have been in his own. Having left me there he went 

away home, telling me we would talk of the main business the next day; and having first called 

me his aunt, and given a charge to the people, who it seems were his tenants, to treat me with all 

possible respect. About two hours after he was gone, he sent me a maid-servant and a Negro boy 

to wait on me, and provisions ready dressed for my supper; and thus I was as if I had been in a 

new world, and began secretly now to wish that I had not brought my Lancashire husband from 

England at all. 

However, that wish was not hearty neither, for I loved my Lancashire husband entirely, as 

indeed I had ever done from the beginning; and he merited from me as much as it was possible 

for a man to do; but that by the way. 

The next morning my son came to visit me again almost as soon as I was up. After a little 

discourse, he first of all pulled out a deerskin bag, and gave it me, with five-and-fifty Spanish 

pistoles in it, and told me that was to supply my expenses from England, for though it was not 

his business to inquire, yet he ought to think I did not bring a great deal of money out with me, it 

not being usual to bring much money into that country. Then he pulled out his grandmother’s 

will, and read it over to me, whereby it appeared that she had left a small plantation, as he called 

it, on York River, that is, where my mother lived, to me, with the stock of servants and cattle 

upon it, and given it in trust to this son of mine for my use, whenever he should hear of my being 

alive, and to my heirs, if I had any children, and in default of heirs, to whomsoever I should by 

will dispose of it; but gave the income of it, till I should be heard of, or found, to my said son; 

and if I should not be living, then it was to him, and his heirs. 

This plantation, though remote from him, he said he did not let out, but managed it by a head-

clerk (steward), as he did another that was his father’s, that lay hard by it, and went over himself 

three or four times a year to look after it. I asked him what he thought the plantation might be 

worth. He said, if I would let it out, he would give me about £60 a year for it; but if I would live 

on it, then it would be worth much more, and, he believed, would bring me in about £150 a year. 

But seeing I was likely either to settle on the other side of the bay, or might perhaps have a mind 

to go back to England again, if I would let him be my steward he would manage it for me, as he 

had done for himself, and that he believed he should be able to send me as much tobacco to 

England from it as would yield me about £100 a year, sometimes more. 

This was all strange news to me, and things I had not been used to; and really my heart began 

to look up more seriously than I think it ever did before, and to look with great thankfulness to 

the hand of Providence, which had done such wonders for me, who had been myself the greatest 

wonder of wickedness perhaps that had been suffered to live in the world. And I must again 

observe, that not on this occasion only, but even on all other occasions of thankfulness, my past 

wicked and abominable life never looked so monstrous to me, and I never so completely 

abhorred it, and reproached myself with it, as when I had a sense upon me of Providence doing 

good to me, while I had been making those vile returns on my part. 

But I leave the reader to improve these thoughts, as no doubt they will see cause, and I go on 

to the fact. My son’s tender carriage and kind offers fetched tears from me, almost all the while 

he talked with me. Indeed, I could scarce discourse with him but in the intervals of my passion; 

however, at length I began, and expressing myself with wonder at my being so happy to have the 

trust of what I had left, put into the hands of my own child, I told him, that as to the inheritance 



of it, I had no child but him in the world, and was now past having any if I should marry, and 

therefore would desire him to get a writing drawn, which I was ready to execute, by which I 

would, after me, give it wholly to him and to his heirs. And in the meantime, smiling, I asked 

him what made him continue a bachelor so long. His answer was kind and ready, that Virginia 

did not yield any great plenty of wives, and that since I talked of going back to England, I should 

send him a wife from London. 

This was the substance of our first day’s conversation, the pleasantest day that ever passed 

over my head in my life, and which gave me the truest satisfaction. He came every day after this, 

and spent a great part of his time with me, and carried me about to several of his friends’ houses, 

where I was entertained with great respect. Also I dined several times at his own house, when he 

took care always to see his half-dead father so out of the way that I never saw him, or he me. I 

made him one present, and it was all I had of value, and that was one of the gold watches, of 

which I mentioned above, that I had two in my chest, and this I happened to have with me, and I 

gave it him at his third visit. I told him I had nothing of any value to bestow but that, and I 

desired he would now and then kiss it for my sake. I did not indeed tell him that I had stole it 

from a gentlewoman’s side, at a meeting-house in London. That’s by the way. 

He stood a little while hesitating, as if doubtful whether to take it or no; but I pressed it on 

him, and made him accept it, and it was not much less worth than his leather pouch full of 

Spanish gold; no, though it were to be reckoned as if at London, whereas it was worth twice as 

much there, where I gave it him. At length he took it, kissed it, told me the watch should be a 

debt upon him that he would be paying as long as I lived. 

A few days after he brought the writings of gift, and the scrivener with them, and I signed 

them very freely, and delivered them to him with a hundred kisses; for sure nothing ever passed 

between a mother and a tender, dutiful child with more affection. The next day he brings me an 

obligation under his hand and seal, whereby he engaged himself to manage and improve the 

plantation for my account, and with his utmost skill, and to remit the produce to my order 

wherever I should be; and withal, to be obliged himself to make up the produce £100 a year to 

me. When he had done so, he told me that as I came to demand it before the crop was off, I had a 

right to produce of the current year, and so he paid me £100 in Spanish pieces of eight, and 

desired me to give him a receipt for it as in full for that year, ending at Christmas following; this 

being about the latter end of August. 

I stayed here about five weeks, and indeed had much ado to get away then. Nay, he would 

have come over the bay with me, but I would by no means allow him to it. However, he would 

send me over in a sloop of his own, which was built like a yacht, and served him as well for 

pleasure as business. This I accepted of, and so, after the utmost expressions both of duty and 

affection, he let me come away, and I arrived safe in two days at my friend’s the Quaker’s. 

I brought over with me for the use of our plantation, three horses, with harness and saddles, 

some hogs, two cows, and a thousand other things, the gift of the kindest and tenderest child that 

ever woman had. I related to my husband all the particulars of this voyage, except that I called 

my son my cousin; and first I told him that I had lost my watch, which he seemed to take as a 

misfortune; but then I told him how kind my cousin had been, that my mother had left me such a 

plantation, and that he had preserved it for me, in hopes some time or other he should hear from 

me; then I told him that I had left it to his management, that he would render me a faithful 

account of its produce; and then I pulled him out the £100 in silver, as the first year’s produce; 

and then pulling out the deerskin purse with the pistoles, “And here, my dear,” says I, “is the 



gold watch.” My husband—so is Heaven’s goodness sure to work the same effects in all sensible 

minds where mercies touch the heart—lifted up both hands, and with an ecstacy of joy, “What is 

God a-doing,” says he, “for such an ungrateful dog as I am!” Then I let him know what I had 

brought over in the sloop, besides all this; I mean the horses, hogs, and cows, and other stores for 

our plantation; all which added to his surprise, and filled his heart with thankfulness; and from 

this time forward I believe he was as sincere a penitent, and as thoroughly a reformed man, as 

ever God’s goodness brought back from a profligate, a highwayman, and a robber. I could fill a 

larger history than this with the evidence of this truth, and but that I doubt that part of the story 

will not be equally diverting as the wicked part, I have had thoughts of making a volume of it by 

itself. 

As for myself, as this is to be my own story, not my husband’s, I return to that part which 

related to myself. We went on with our plantation, and managed it with the help and diversion of 

such friends as we got there by our obliging behaviour, and especially the honest Quaker, who 

proved a faithful, generous, and steady friend to us; and we had very good success, for having a 

flourishing stock to begin with, as I have said, and this being now increased by the addition of 

£150 sterling in money, we enlarged our number of servants, built us a very good house, and 

cured every year a great deal of land. The second year I wrote to my old governess, giving her 

part with us of the joy of our success, and order her how to lay out the money I had left with her, 

which was £250 as above, and to send it to us in goods, which she performed with her usual 

kindness and fidelity, and this arrived safe to us. 

Here we had a supply of all sorts of clothes, as well for my husband as for myself; and I took 

especial care to buy for him all those things that I knew he delighted to have; as two good long 

wigs, two silver-hilted swords, three or four fine fowling-pieces, a fine saddle with holsters and 

pistols very handsome, with a scarlet cloak; and, in a word, everything I could think of to oblige 

him, and to make him appear, as he really was, a very fine gentleman. I ordered a good quantity 

of such household stuff as we yet wanted, with linen of all sorts for us both. As for myself, I 

wanted very little of clothes or linen, being very well furnished before. The rest of my cargo 

consisted in iron-work of all sorts, harness for horses, tools, clothes for servants, and woollen 

cloth, stuffs, serges, stockings, shoes, hats, and the like, such as servants wear; and whole pieces 

also to make up for servants, all by direction of the Quaker; and all this cargo arrived safe, and in 

good condition, with three woman-servants, lusty wenches, which my old governess had picked 

for me, suitable enough to the place, and to the work we had for them to do; one of which 

happened to come double, having been got with child by one of the seamen in the ship, as she 

owned afterwards, before the ship got so far as Gravesend; so she brought us a stout boy, about 

seven months after her landing. 

My husband, you may suppose, was a little surprised at the arriving of all this cargo from 

England; and talking with me after he saw the account of this particular, “My dear,” says he, 

“what is the meaning of all this? I fear you will run us too deep in debt: when shall we be able to 

make return for it all?” I smiled, and told him that it was all paid for; and then I told him, that 

what our circumstances might expose us to, I had not taken my whole stock with me, that I had 

reserved so much in my friend’s hands, which now we were come over safe, and was settled in a 

way to live, I had sent for, as he might see. 

He was amazed, and stood a while telling upon his fingers, but said nothing. At last he began 

thus: “Hold, let’s see,” says he, telling upon his fingers still, and first on his thumb; “there’s £246 

in money at first, then two gold watches, diamond rings, and plate,” says he, upon the forefinger. 

Then upon the next finger, “Here’s a plantation on York River, £100 a year, then £150 in money, 



then a sloop load of horses, cows, hogs, and stores”; and so on to the thumb again. “And now,” 

says he, “a cargo cost £250 in England, and worth here twice the money.” “Well,” says I, “what 

do you make of all that?” “Make of it?” says he; “why, who says I was deceived when I married 

a wife in Lancashire? I think I have married a fortune, and a very good fortune too,” says he. 

In a word, we were now in very considerable circumstances, and every year increasing; for our 

new plantation grew upon our hands insensibly, and in eight years which we lived upon it, we 

brought it to such pitch, that the produce was at least £300 sterling a year; I mean, worth so much 

in England. 

After I had been a year at home again, I went over the bay to see my son, and to receive 

another year’s income of my plantation; and I was surprised to hear, just at my landing there, that 

my old husband was dead, and had not been buried above a fortnight. This, I confess, was not 

disagreeable news, because now I could appear as I was, in a married condition; so I told my son 

before I came from him, that I believed I should marry a gentleman who had a plantation near 

mine; and though I was legally free to marry, as to any obligation that was on me before, yet that 

I was shy of it, lest the blot should some time or other be revived, and it might make a husband 

uneasy. My son, the same kind, dutiful, and obliging creature as ever, treated me now at his own 

house, paid me my hundred pounds, and sent me home again loaded with presents. 

Some time after this, I let my son know I was married, and invited him over to see us, and my 

husband wrote a very obliging letter to him also, inviting him to come and see him; and he came 

accordingly some months after, and happened to be there just when my cargo from England 

came in, which I let him believe belonged all to my husband’s estate, not to me. 

It must be observed that when the old wretch my brother (husband) was dead, I then freely 

gave my husband an account of all that affair, and of this cousin, as I had called him before, 

being my own son by that mistaken unhappy match. He was perfectly easy in the account, and 

told me he should have been as easy if the old man, as we called him, had been alive. “For,” said 

he, “it was no fault of yours, nor of his; it was a mistake impossible to be prevented.” He only 

reproached him with desiring me to conceal it, and to live with him as a wife, after I knew that he 

was my brother; that, he said, was a vile part. Thus all these difficulties were made easy, and we 

lived together with the greatest kindness and comfort imaginable. 

We are grown old; I am come back to England, being almost seventy years of age, husband 

sixty-eight, having performed much more than the limited terms of my transportation; and now, 

notwithstanding all the fatigues and all the miseries we have both gone through, we are both of 

us in good heart and health. My husband remained there some time after me to settle our affairs, 

and at first I had intended to go back to him, but at his desire I altered that resolution, and he is 

come over to England also, where we resolve to spend the remainder of our years in sincere 

penitence for the wicked lives we have lived. 
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Rights of Man (1791), a book by Thomas Paine, including 31 articles, posits that popular 

political revolution is permissible when a government does not safeguard the natural rights of its 
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powerful Jacobin Club of French revolutionaries, and was imprisoned for ten months in France. 

He escaped the guillotine only by accident: the sign marking him out for execution was 

improperly placed on his cell door. After being released with the help of James Monroe, at that 

time the new American Minister to France, Paine fled from France to the United States. 
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EDITOR'S INTRODUCTION. 

When Thomas Paine sailed from America for France, in April, 1787, he was perhaps as happy 

a man as any in the world. His most intimate friend, Jefferson, was Minister at Paris, and his 

friend Lafayette was the idol of France. His fame had preceded him, and he at once became, in 

Paris, the centre of the same circle of savants and philosophers that had surrounded Franklin. His 

main reason for proceeding at once to Paris was that he might submit to the Academy of 

Sciences his invention of an iron bridge, and with its favorable verdict he came to England, in 

September. He at once went to his aged mother at Thetford, leaving with a publisher (Ridgway), 

his "Prospects on the Rubicon." He next made arrangements to patent his bridge, and to construct 

at Rotherham the large model of it exhibited on Paddington Green, London. He was welcomed in 

England by leading statesmen, such as Lansdowne and Fox, and above all by Edmund Burke, 

who for some time had him as a guest at Beaconsfield, and drove him about in various parts of 

the country. He had not the slightest revolutionary purpose, either as regarded England or 

France. Towards Louis XVI. he felt only gratitude for the services he had rendered America, and 

towards George III. he felt no animosity whatever. His four months' sojourn in Paris had 

convinced him that there was approaching a reform of that country after the American model, 

except that the Crown would be preserved, a compromise he approved, provided the throne 

should not be hereditary. Events in France travelled more swiftly than he had anticipated, and 

Paine was summoned by Lafayette, Condorcet, and others, as an adviser in the formation of a 

new constitution. 

Such was the situation immediately preceding the political and literary duel between Paine and 

Burke, which in the event turned out a tremendous war between Royalism and Republicanism in 

Europe. Paine was, both in France and in England, the inspirer of moderate counsels. Samuel 

Rogers relates that in early life he dined at a friend's house in London with Thomas Paine, when 

one of the toasts given was the "memory of Joshua,"—in allusion to the Hebrew leader's 

conquest of the kings of Canaan, and execution of them. Paine observed that he would not treat 

kings like Joshua. "I 'm of the Scotch parson's opinion," he said, "when he prayed against Louis 

XIV.—`Lord, shake him over the mouth of hell, but don't let him drop!'" Paine then gave as his 

toast, "The Republic of the World,"—which Samuel Rogers, aged twenty-nine, noted as a 

sublime idea. This was Paine's faith and hope, and with it he confronted the revolutionary storms 

which presently burst over France and England. 

Until Burke's arraignment of France in his parliamentary speech (February 9, 1790), Paine had 

no doubt whatever that he would sympathize with the movement in France, and wrote to him 

from that country as if conveying glad tidings. Burke's "Reflections on the Revolution in France" 

appeared November 1, 1790, and Paine at once set himself to answer it. He was then staying at 

the Angel Inn, Islington. The inn has been twice rebuilt since that time, and from its contents 

there is preserved only a small image, which perhaps was meant to represent "Liberty,"—

possibly brought from Paris by Paine as an ornament for his study. From the Angel he removed 

to a house in Harding Street, Fetter Lane. Rickman says Part First of "Rights of Man" was 

finished at Versailles, but probably this has reference to the preface only, as I cannot find Paine 

in France that year until April 8. The book had been printed by Johnson, in time for the opening 

of Parliament, in February; but this publisher became frightened after a few copies were out 

(there is one in the British Museum), and the work was transferred to J. S. Jordan, 166 Fleet 

Street, with a preface sent from Paris (not contained in Johnson's edition, nor in the American 

editions). The pamphlet, though sold at the same price as Burke's, three shillings, had a vast 



circulation, and Paine gave the proceeds to the Constitutional Societies which sprang up under 

his teachings in various parts of the country. 

Soon after appeared Burke's "Appeal from the New to the Old Whigs." In this Burke quoted a 

good deal from "Rights of Man," but replied to it only with exclamation points, saying that the 

only answer such ideas merited was "criminal justice." Paine's Part Second followed, published 

February 17, 1792. In Part First Paine had mentioned a rumor that Burke was a masked 

pensioner (a charge that will be noticed in connection with its detailed statement in a further 

publication); and as Burke had been formerly arraigned in Parliament, while Paymaster, for a 

very questionable proceeding, this charge no doubt hurt a good deal. Although the government 

did not follow Burke's suggestion of a prosecution at that time, there is little doubt that it was he 

who induced the prosecution of Part Second. Before the trial came on, December 18, 1792, Paine 

was occupying his seat in the French Convention, and could only be outlawed. 

Burke humorously remarked to a friend of Paine and himself, "We hunt in pairs." The 

severally representative character and influence of these two men in the revolutionary era, in 

France and England, deserve more adequate study than they have received. While Paine 

maintained freedom of discussion, Burke first proposed criminal prosecution for sentiments by 

no means libellous (such as Paine's Part First). While Paine was endeavoring to make the 

movement in France peaceful, Burke fomented the league of monarchs against France which 

maddened its people, and brought on the Reign of Terror. While Paine was endeavoring to 

preserve the French throne ("phantom" though he believed it), to prevent bloodshed, Burke was 

secretly writing to the Queen of France, entreating her not to compromise, and to "trust to the 

support of foreign armies" ("Histoire de France depuis 1789." Henri Martin, i., 151). While 

Burke thus helped to bring the King and Queen to the guillotine, Paine pleaded for their lives to 

the last moment. While Paine maintained the right of mankind to improve their condition, Burke 

held that "the awful Author of our being is the author of our place in the order of existence; and 

that, having disposed and marshalled us by a divine tactick, not according to our will, but 

according to his, he has, in and by that disposition, virtually subjected us to act the part which 

belongs to the place assigned us." Paine was a religious believer in eternal principles; Burke held 

that "political problems do not primarily concern truth or falsehood. They relate to good or evil. 

What in the result is likely to produce evil is politically false, that which is productive of good 

politically is true." Assuming thus the visionary's right to decide before the result what was 

"likely to produce evil," Burke vigorously sought to kindle war against the French Republic 

which might have developed itself peacefully, while Paine was striving for an international 

Congress in Europe in the interest of peace. Paine had faith in the people, and believed that, if 

allowed to choose representatives, they would select their best and wisest men; and that while 

reforming government the people would remain orderly, as they had generally remained in 

America during the transition from British rule to selfgovernment. Burke maintained that if the 

existing political order were broken up there would be no longer a people, but "a number of 

vague, loose individuals, and nothing more." "Alas!" he exclaims, "they little know how many a 

weary step is to be taken before they can form themselves into a mass, which has a true 

personality." For the sake of peace Paine wished the revolution to be peaceful as the advance of 

summer; he used every endeavor to reconcile English radicals to some modus vivendi with the 

existing order, as he was willing to retain Louis XVI. as head of the executive in France: Burke 

resisted every tendency of English statesmanship to reform at home, or to negotiate with the 

French Republic, and was mainly responsible for the King's death and the war that followed 



between England and France in February, 1793. Burke became a royal favorite, Paine was 

outlawed by a prosecution originally proposed by Burke. While Paine was demanding religious 

liberty, Burke was opposing the removal of penal statutes from Unitarians, on the ground that but 

for those statutes Paine might some day set up a church in England. When Burke was retiring on 

a large royal pension, Paine was in prison, through the devices of Burke's confederate, the 

American Minister in Paris. So the two men, as Burke said, "hunted in pairs." 

So far as Burke attempts to affirm any principle he is fairly quoted in Paine's work, and 

nowhere misrepresented. As for Paine's own ideas, the reader should remember that "Rights of 

Man" was the earliest complete statement of republican principles. They were pronounced to be 

the fundamental principles of the American Republic by Jefferson, Madison, and Jackson,-the 

three Presidents who above all others represented the republican idea which Paine first allied 

with American Independence. Those who suppose that Paine did but reproduce the principles of 

Rousseau and Locke will find by careful study of his well-weighed language that such is not the 

case. Paine's political principles were evolved out of his early Quakerism. He was potential in 

George Fox. The belief that every human soul was the child of God, and capable of direct 

inspiration from the Father of all, without mediator or priestly intervention, or sacramental 

instrumentality, was fatal to all privilege and rank. The universal Fatherhood implied universal 

Brotherhood, or human equality. But the fate of the Quakers proved the necessity of protecting 

the individual spirit from oppression by the majority as well as by privileged classes. For this 

purpose Paine insisted on surrounding the individual right with the security of the Declaration of 

Rights, not to be invaded by any government; and would reduce government to an association 

limited in its operations to the defence of those rights which the individual is unable, alone, to 

maintain. 

From the preceding chapter it will be seen that Part Second of "Rights of Man" was begun by 

Paine in the spring of 1791. At the close of that year, or early in 1792, he took up his abode with 

his friend Thomas "Clio" Rickman, at No. 7 Upper Marylebone Street. Rickman was a radical 

publisher; the house remains still a book-binding establishment, and seems little changed since 

Paine therein revised the proofs of Part Second on a table which Rickman marked with a plate, 

and which is now in possession of Mr. Edward Truelove. As the plate states, Paine wrote on the 

same table other works which appeared in England in 1792. 

In 1795 D. I. Eaton published an edition of "Rights of Man," with a preface purporting to have 

been written by Paine while in Luxembourg prison. It is manifestly spurious. The genuine 

English and French prefaces are given. 
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PAINE'S PREFACE TO THE ENGLISH EDITION 

From the part Mr. Burke took in the American Revolution, it was natural that I should 

consider him a friend to mankind; and as our acquaintance commenced on that ground, it would 

have been more agreeable to me to have had cause to continue in that opinion than to change it. 

At the time Mr. Burke made his violent speech last winter in the English Parliament against 

the French Revolution and the National Assembly, I was in Paris, and had written to him but a 

short time before to inform him how prosperously matters were going on. Soon after this I saw 

his advertisement of the Pamphlet he intended to publish: As the attack was to be made in a 

language but little studied, and less understood in France, and as everything suffers by 

translation, I promised some of the friends of the Revolution in that country that whenever Mr. 

Burke's Pamphlet came forth, I would answer it. This appeared to me the more necessary to be 

done, when I saw the flagrant misrepresentations which Mr. Burke's Pamphlet contains; and that 

while it is an outrageous abuse on the French Revolution, and the principles of Liberty, it is an 

imposition on the rest of the world. 

I am the more astonished and disappointed at this conduct in Mr. Burke, as (from the 

circumstances I am going to mention) I had formed other expectations. 

I had seen enough of the miseries of war, to wish it might never more have existence in the 

world, and that some other mode might be found out to settle the differences that should 

occasionally arise in the neighbourhood of nations. This certainly might be done if Courts were 

disposed to set honesty about it, or if countries were enlightened enough not to be made the 

dupes of Courts. The people of America had been bred up in the same prejudices against France, 

which at that time characterised the people of England; but experience and an acquaintance with 

the French Nation have most effectually shown to the Americans the falsehood of those 

prejudices; and I do not believe that a more cordial and confidential intercourse exists between 

any two countries than between America and France. 

When I came to France, in the spring of 1787, the Archbishop of Thoulouse was then 

Minister, and at that time highly esteemed. I became much acquainted with the private Secretary 

of that Minister, a man of an enlarged benevolent heart; and found that his sentiments and my 

own perfectly agreed with respect to the madness of war, and the wretched impolicy of two 

nations, like England and France, continually worrying each other, to no other end than that of a 

mutual increase of burdens and taxes. That I might be assured I had not misunderstood him, nor 

he me, I put the substance of our opinions into writing and sent it to him; subjoining a request, 

that if I should see among the people of England, any disposition to cultivate a better 

understanding between the two nations than had hitherto prevailed, how far I might be authorised 

to say that the same disposition prevailed on the part of France? He answered me by letter in the 

most unreserved manner, and that not for himself only, but for the Minister, with whose 

knowledge the letter was declared to be written. 

I put this letter into the hands of Mr. Burke almost three years ago, and left it with him, where 

it still remains; hoping, and at the same time naturally expecting, from the opinion I had 

conceived of him, that he would find some opportunity of making good use of it, for the purpose 

of removing those errors and prejudices which two neighbouring nations, from the want of 

knowing each other, had entertained, to the injury of both. 



When the French Revolution broke out, it certainly afforded to Mr. Burke an opportunity of 

doing some good, had he been disposed to it; instead of which, no sooner did he see the old 

prejudices wearing away, than he immediately began sowing the seeds of a new inveteracy, as if 

he were afraid that England and France would cease to be enemies. That there are men in all 

countries who get their living by war, and by keeping up the quarrels of Nations, is as shocking 

as it is true; but when those who are concerned in the government of a country, make it their 

study to sow discord and cultivate prejudices between Nations, it becomes the more 

unpardonable. 

With respect to a paragraph in this work alluding to Mr. Burke's having a pension, the report 

has been some time in circulation, at least two months; and as a person is often the last to hear 

what concerns him the most to know, I have mentioned it, that Mr. Burke may have an 

opportunity of contradicting the rumour, if he thinks proper. 

      Thomas Paine 

 

 

 

  



PAINE'S PREFACE TO THE FRENCH EDITION 

The astonishment which the French Revolution has caused throughout Europe should be 

considered from two different points of view: first as it affects foreign peoples, secondly as it 

affects their governments. 

The cause of the French people is that of all Europe, or rather of the whole world; but the 

governments of all those countries are by no means favorable to it. It is important that we should 

never lose sight of this distinction. We must not confuse the peoples with their governments; 

especially not the English people with its government. 

The government of England is no friend of the revolution of France. Of this we have sufficient 

proofs in the thanks given by that weak and witless person, the Elector of Hanover, sometimes 

called the King of England, to Mr. Burke for the insults heaped on it in his book, and in the 

malevolent comments of the English Minister, Pitt, in his speeches in Parliament. 

In spite of the professions of sincerest friendship found in the official correspondence of the 

English government with that of France, its conduct gives the lie to all its declarations, and 

shows us clearly that it is not a court to be trusted, but an insane court, plunging in all the 

quarrels and intrigues of Europe, in quest of a war to satisfy its folly and countenance its 

extravagance. 

The English nation, on the contrary, is very favorably disposed towards the French 

Revolution, and to the progress of liberty in the whole world; and this feeling will become more 

general in England as the intrigues and artifices of its government are better known, and the 

principles of the revolution better understood. The French should know that most English 

newspapers are directly in the pay of government, or, if indirectly connected with it, always 

under its orders; and that those papers constantly distort and attack the revolution in France in 

order to deceive the nation. But, as it is impossible long to prevent the prevalence of truth, the 

daily falsehoods of those papers no longer have the desired effect. 

To be convinced that the voice of truth has been stifled in England, the world needs only to be 

told that the government regards and prosecutes as a libel that which it should protect.[1] This 

outrage on morality is called law, and judges are found wicked enough to inflict penalties on 

truth. 

The English government presents, just now, a curious phenomenon. Seeing that the French 

and English nations are getting rid of the prejudices and false notions formerly entertained 

against each other, and which have cost them so much money, that government seems to be 

placarding its need of a foe; for unless it finds one somewhere, no pretext exists for the enormous 

revenue and taxation now deemed necessary. 

Therefore it seeks in Russia the enemy it has lost in France, and appears to say to the universe, 

or to say to itself. "If nobody will be so kind as to become my foe, I shall need no more fleets nor 

armies, and shall be forced to reduce my taxes. The American war enabled me to double the 

taxes; the Dutch business to add more; the Nootka humbug gave me a pretext for raising three 

millions sterling more; but unless I can make an enemy of Russia the harvest from wars will end. 

I was the first to incite Turk against Russian, and now I hope to reap a fresh crop of taxes." 

If the miseries of war, and the flood of evils it spreads over a country, did not check all 

inclination to mirth, and turn laughter into grief, the frantic conduct of the government of 



England would only excite ridicule. But it is impossible to banish from one's mind the images of 

suffering which the contemplation of such vicious policy presents. To reason with governments, 

as they have existed for ages, is to argue with brutes. It is only from the nations themselves that 

reforms can be expected. There ought not now to exist any doubt that the peoples of France, 

England, and America, enlightened and enlightening each other, shall henceforth be able, not 

merely to give the world an example of good government, but by their united influence enforce 

its practice. 

(Translated from the French) 

 

 

 

  



RIGHTS OF MAN. PART THE FIRST BEING AN ANSWER TO MR. BURKE'S 

ATTACK ON THE FRENCH REVOLUTION 

Among the incivilities by which nations or individuals provoke and irritate each other, Mr. 

Burke's pamphlet on the French Revolution is an extraordinary instance. Neither the People of 

France, nor the National Assembly, were troubling themselves about the affairs of England, or 

the English Parliament; and that Mr. Burke should commence an unprovoked attack upon them, 

both in Parliament and in public, is a conduct that cannot be pardoned on the score of manners, 

nor justified on that of policy. 

There is scarcely an epithet of abuse to be found in the English language, with which Mr. 

Burke has not loaded the French Nation and the National Assembly. Everything which rancour, 

prejudice, ignorance or knowledge could suggest, is poured forth in the copious fury of near four 

hundred pages. In the strain and on the plan Mr. Burke was writing, he might have written on to 

as many thousands. When the tongue or the pen is let loose in a frenzy of passion, it is the man, 

and not the subject, that becomes exhausted. 

Hitherto Mr. Burke has been mistaken and disappointed in the opinions he had formed of the 

affairs of France; but such is the ingenuity of his hope, or the malignancy of his despair, that it 

furnishes him with new pretences to go on. There was a time when it was impossible to make 

Mr. Burke believe there would be any Revolution in France. His opinion then was, that the 

French had neither spirit to undertake it nor fortitude to support it; and now that there is one, he 

seeks an escape by condemning it. 

Not sufficiently content with abusing the National Assembly, a great part of his work is taken 

up with abusing Dr. Price (one of the best-hearted men that lives) and the two societies in 

England known by the name of the Revolution Society and the Society for Constitutional 

Information. 

Dr. Price had preached a sermon on the 4th of November, 1789, being the anniversary of what 

is called in England the Revolution, which took place 1688. Mr. Burke, speaking of this sermon, 

says: "The political Divine proceeds dogmatically to assert, that by the principles of the 

Revolution, the people of England have acquired three fundamental rights: 

1. To choose our own governors. 

2. To cashier them for misconduct. 

3. To frame a government for ourselves." 

Dr. Price does not say that the right to do these things exists in this or in that person, or in this 

or in that description of persons, but that it exists in the whole; that it is a right resident in the 

nation. Mr. Burke, on the contrary, denies that such a right exists in the nation, either in whole or 

in part, or that it exists anywhere; and, what is still more strange and marvellous, he says: "that 

the people of England utterly disclaim such a right, and that they will resist the practical 

assertion of it with their lives and fortunes." That men should take up arms and spend their lives 

and fortunes, not to maintain their rights, but to maintain they have not rights, is an entirely new 

species of discovery, and suited to the paradoxical genius of Mr. Burke. 

The method which Mr. Burke takes to prove that the people of England have no such rights, 

and that such rights do not now exist in the nation, either in whole or in part, or anywhere at all, 



is of the same marvellous and monstrous kind with what he has already said; for his arguments 

are that the persons, or the generation of persons, in whom they did exist, are dead, and with 

them the right is dead also. To prove this, he quotes a declaration made by Parliament about a 

hundred years ago, to William and Mary, in these words: "The Lords Spiritual and Temporal, 

and Commons, do, in the name of the people aforesaid" (meaning the people of England then 

living) "most humbly and faithfully submit themselves, their heirs and posterities, for Ever." He 

quotes a clause of another Act of Parliament made in the same reign, the terms of which he says, 

"bind us" (meaning the people of their day), "our heirs and our posterity, to them, their heirs and 

posterity, to the end of time." 

Mr. Burke conceives his point sufficiently established by producing those clauses, which he 

enforces by saying that they exclude the right of the nation for ever. And not yet content with 

making such declarations, repeated over and over again, he farther says, "that if the people of 

England possessed such a right before the Revolution" (which he acknowledges to have been the 

case, not only in England, but throughout Europe, at an early period), "yet that the English 

Nation did, at the time of the Revolution, most solemnly renounce and abdicate it, for 

themselves, and for all their posterity, for ever." 

As Mr. Burke occasionally applies the poison drawn from his horrid principles, not only to the 

English nation, but to the French Revolution and the National Assembly, and charges that 

august, illuminated and illuminating body of men with the epithet of usurpers, I shall, sans 

ceremonie, place another system of principles in opposition to his. 

The English Parliament of 1688 did a certain thing, which, for themselves and their 

constituents, they had a right to do, and which it appeared right should be done. But, in addition 

to this right, which they possessed by delegation, they set up another right by assumption, that of 

binding and controlling posterity to the end of time. The case, therefore, divides itself into two 

parts; the right which they possessed by delegation, and the right which they set up by 

assumption. The first is admitted; but with respect to the second, I reply: There never did, there 

never will, and there never can, exist a Parliament, or any description of men, or any generation 

of men, in any country, possessed of the right or the power of binding and controlling posterity 

to the "end of time," or of commanding for ever how the world shall be governed, or who shall 

govern it; and therefore all such clauses, acts or declarations by which the makers of them 

attempt to do what they have neither the right nor the power to do, nor the power to execute, are 

in themselves null and void. Every age and generation must be as free to act for itself in all cases 

as the age and generations which preceded it. The vanity and presumption of governing beyond 

the grave is the most ridiculous and insolent of all tyrannies. Man has no property in man; neither 

has any generation a property in the generations which are to follow. The Parliament or the 

people of 1688, or of any other period, had no more right to dispose of the people of the present 

day, or to bind or to control them in any shape whatever, than the parliament or the people of the 

present day have to dispose of, bind or control those who are to live a hundred or a thousand 

years hence. Every generation is, and must be, competent to all the purposes which its occasions 

require. It is the living, and not the dead, that are to be accommodated. When man ceases to be, 

his power and his wants cease with him; and having no longer any participation in the concerns 

of this world, he has no longer any authority in directing who shall be its governors, or how its 

government shall be organised, or how administered. 



I am not contending for nor against any form of government, nor for nor against any party, 

here or elsewhere. That which a whole nation chooses to do it has a right to do. Mr. Burke says, 

No. Where, then, does the right exist? I am contending for the rights of the living, and against 

their being willed away and controlled and contracted for by the manuscript assumed authority of 

the dead, and Mr. Burke is contending for the authority of the dead over the rights and freedom 

of the living. There was a time when kings disposed of their crowns by will upon their death-

beds, and consigned the people, like beasts of the field, to whatever successor they appointed. 

This is now so exploded as scarcely to be remembered, and so monstrous as hardly to be 

believed. But the Parliamentary clauses upon which Mr. Burke builds his political church are of 

the same nature. 

The laws of every country must be analogous to some common principle. In England no 

parent or master, nor all the authority of Parliament, omnipotent as it has called itself, can bind or 

control the personal freedom even of an individual beyond the age of twenty-one years. On what 

ground of right, then, could the Parliament of 1688, or any other Parliament, bind all posterity for 

ever? 

Those who have quitted the world, and those who have not yet arrived at it, are as remote from 

each other as the utmost stretch of mortal imagination can conceive. What possible obligation, 

then, can exist between them—what rule or principle can be laid down that of two nonentities, 

the one out of existence and the other not in, and who never can meet in this world, the one 

should control the other to the end of time? 

In England it is said that money cannot be taken out of the pockets of the people without their 

consent. But who authorised, or who could authorise, the Parliament of 1688 to control and take 

away the freedom of posterity (who were not in existence to give or to withhold their consent) 

and limit and confine their right of acting in certain cases for ever? 

A greater absurdity cannot present itself to the understanding of man than what Mr. Burke 

offers to his readers. He tells them, and he tells the world to come, that a certain body of men 

who existed a hundred years ago made a law, and that there does not exist in the nation, nor ever 

will, nor ever can, a power to alter it. Under how many subtilties or absurdities has the divine 

right to govern been imposed on the credulity of mankind? Mr. Burke has discovered a new one, 

and he has shortened his journey to Rome by appealing to the power of this infallible Parliament 

of former days, and he produces what it has done as of divine authority, for that power must 

certainly be more than human which no human power to the end of time can alter. 

But Mr. Burke has done some service—not to his cause, but to his country—by bringing those 

clauses into public view. They serve to demonstrate how necessary it is at all times to watch 

against the attempted encroachment of power, and to prevent its running to excess. It is 

somewhat extraordinary that the offence for which James II. was expelled, that of setting up 

power by assumption, should be re-acted, under another shape and form, by the Parliament that 

expelled him. It shows that the Rights of Man were but imperfectly understood at the Revolution, 

for certain it is that the right which that Parliament set up by assumption (for by the delegation it 

had not, and could not have it, because none could give it) over the persons and freedom of 

posterity for ever was of the same tyrannical unfounded kind which James attempted to set up 

over the Parliament and the nation, and for which he was expelled. The only difference is (for in 

principle they differ not) that the one was an usurper over living, and the other over the unborn; 



and as the one has no better authority to stand upon than the other, both of them must be equally 

null and void, and of no effect. 

From what, or from whence, does Mr. Burke prove the right of any human power to bind 

posterity for ever? He has produced his clauses, but he must produce also his proofs that such a 

right existed, and show how it existed. If it ever existed it must now exist, for whatever 

appertains to the nature of man cannot be annihilated by man. It is the nature of man to die, and 

he will continue to die as long as he continues to be born. But Mr. Burke has set up a sort of 

political Adam, in whom all posterity are bound for ever. He must, therefore, prove that his 

Adam possessed such a power, or such a right. 

The weaker any cord is, the less will it bear to be stretched, and the worse is the policy to 

stretch it, unless it is intended to break it. Had anyone proposed the overthrow of Mr. Burke's 

positions, he would have proceeded as Mr. Burke has done. He would have magnified the 

authorities, on purpose to have called the right of them into question; and the instant the question 

of right was started, the authorities must have been given up. 

It requires but a very small glance of thought to perceive that although laws made in one 

generation often continue in force through succeeding generations, yet they continue to derive 

their force from the consent of the living. A law not repealed continues in force, not because it 

cannot be repealed, but because it is not repealed; and the non-repealing passes for consent. 

But Mr. Burke's clauses have not even this qualification in their favour. They become null, by 

attempting to become immortal. The nature of them precludes consent. They destroy the right 

which they might have, by grounding it on a right which they cannot have. Immortal power is 

not a human right, and therefore cannot be a right of Parliament. The Parliament of 1688 might 

as well have passed an act to have authorised themselves to live for ever, as to make their 

authority live for ever. All, therefore, that can be said of those clauses is that they are a formality 

of words, of as much import as if those who used them had addressed a congratulation to 

themselves, and in the oriental style of antiquity had said: O Parliament, live for ever! 

The circumstances of the world are continually changing, and the opinions of men change 

also; and as government is for the living, and not for the dead, it is the living only that has any 

right in it. That which may be thought right and found convenient in one age may be thought 

wrong and found inconvenient in another. In such cases, who is to decide, the living or the dead? 

As almost one hundred pages of Mr. Burke's book are employed upon these clauses, it will 

consequently follow that if the clauses themselves, so far as they set up an assumed usurped 

dominion over posterity for ever, are unauthoritative, and in their nature null and void; that all 

his voluminous inferences, and declamation drawn therefrom, or founded thereon, are null and 

void also; and on this ground I rest the matter. 

We now come more particularly to the affairs of France. Mr. Burke's book has the appearance 

of being written as instruction to the French nation; but if I may permit myself the use of an 

extravagant metaphor, suited to the extravagance of the case, it is darkness attempting to 

illuminate light. 

While I am writing this there are accidentally before me some proposals for a declaration of 

rights by the Marquis de la Fayette (I ask his pardon for using his former address, and do it only 

for distinction's sake) to the National Assembly, on the 11th of July, 1789, three days before the 



taking of the Bastille, and I cannot but remark with astonishment how opposite the sources are 

from which that gentleman and Mr. Burke draw their principles. Instead of referring to musty 

records and mouldy parchments to prove that the rights of the living are lost, "renounced and 

abdicated for ever," by those who are now no more, as Mr. Burke has done, M. de la Fayette 

applies to the living world, and emphatically says: "Call to mind the sentiments which nature has 

engraved on the heart of every citizen, and which take a new force when they are solemnly 

recognised by all:—For a nation to love liberty, it is sufficient that she knows it; and to be free, it 

is sufficient that she wills it." How dry, barren, and obscure is the source from which Mr. Burke 

labors! and how ineffectual, though gay with flowers, are all his declamation and his arguments 

compared with these clear, concise, and soul-animating sentiments! Few and short as they are, 

they lead on to a vast field of generous and manly thinking, and do not finish, like Mr. Burke's 

periods, with music in the ear, and nothing in the heart. 

As I have introduced M. de la Fayette, I will take the liberty of adding an anecdote respecting 

his farewell address to the Congress of America in 1783, and which occurred fresh to my mind, 

when I saw Mr. Burke's thundering attack on the French Revolution. M. de la Fayette went to 

America at the early period of the war, and continued a volunteer in her service to the end. His 

conduct through the whole of that enterprise is one of the most extraordinary that is to be found 

in the history of a young man, scarcely twenty years of age. Situated in a country that was like 

the lap of sensual pleasure, and with the means of enjoying it, how few are there to be found who 

would exchange such a scene for the woods and wildernesses of America, and pass the flowery 

years of youth in unprofitable danger and hardship! but such is the fact. When the war ended, 

and he was on the point of taking his final departure, he presented himself to Congress, and 

contemplating in his affectionate farewell the Revolution he had seen, expressed himself in these 

words: "May this great monument raised to liberty serve as a lesson to the oppressor, and an 

example to the oppressed!" When this address came to the hands of Dr. Franklin, who was then 

in France, he applied to Count Vergennes to have it inserted in the French Gazette, but never 

could obtain his consent. The fact was that Count Vergennes was an aristocratical despot at 

home, and dreaded the example of the American Revolution in France, as certain other persons 

now dread the example of the French Revolution in England, and Mr. Burke's tribute of fear (for 

in this light his book must be considered) runs parallel with Count Vergennes' refusal. But to 

return more particularly to his work. 

"We have seen," says Mr. Burke, "the French rebel against a mild and lawful monarch, with 

more fury, outrage, and insult, than any people has been known to rise against the most illegal 

usurper, or the most sanguinary tyrant." This is one among a thousand other instances, in which 

Mr. Burke shows that he is ignorant of the springs and principles of the French Revolution. 

It was not against Louis XVI. but against the despotic principles of the Government, that the 

nation revolted. These principles had not their origin in him, but in the original establishment, 

many centuries back: and they were become too deeply rooted to be removed, and the Augean 

stables of parasites and plunderers too abominably filthy to be cleansed by anything short of a 

complete and universal Revolution. When it becomes necessary to do anything, the whole heart 

and soul should go into the measure, or not attempt it. That crisis was then arrived, and there 

remained no choice but to act with determined vigor, or not to act at all. The king was known to 

be the friend of the nation, and this circumstance was favorable to the enterprise. Perhaps no man 

bred up in the style of an absolute king, ever possessed a heart so little disposed to the exercise of 

that species of power as the present King of France. But the principles of the Government itself 



still remained the same. The Monarch and the Monarchy were distinct and separate things; and it 

was against the established despotism of the latter, and not against the person or principles of the 

former, that the revolt commenced, and the Revolution has been carried. 

Mr. Burke does not attend to the distinction between men and principles, and, therefore, he 

does not see that a revolt may take place against the despotism of the latter, while there lies no 

charge of despotism against the former. 

The natural moderation of Louis XVI. contributed nothing to alter the hereditary despotism of 

the monarchy. All the tyrannies of former reigns, acted under that hereditary despotism, were 

still liable to be revived in the hands of a successor. It was not the respite of a reign that would 

satisfy France, enlightened as she was then become. A casual discontinuance of the practice of 

despotism, is not a discontinuance of its principles: the former depends on the virtue of the 

individual who is in immediate possession of the power; the latter, on the virtue and fortitude of 

the nation. In the case of Charles I. and James II. of England, the revolt was against the personal 

despotism of the men; whereas in France, it was against the hereditary despotism of the 

established Government. But men who can consign over the rights of posterity for ever on the 

authority of a mouldy parchment, like Mr. Burke, are not qualified to judge of this Revolution. It 

takes in a field too vast for their views to explore, and proceeds with a mightiness of reason they 

cannot keep pace with. 

But there are many points of view in which this Revolution may be considered. When 

despotism has established itself for ages in a country, as in France, it is not in the person of the 

king only that it resides. It has the appearance of being so in show, and in nominal authority; but 

it is not so in practice and in fact. It has its standard everywhere. Every office and department has 

its despotism, founded upon custom and usage. Every place has its Bastille, and every Bastille its 

despot. The original hereditary despotism resident in the person of the king, divides and sub-

divides itself into a thousand shapes and forms, till at last the whole of it is acted by deputation. 

This was the case in France; and against this species of despotism, proceeding on through an 

endless labyrinth of office till the source of it is scarcely perceptible, there is no mode of redress. 

It strengthens itself by assuming the appearance of duty, and tyrannizes under the pretence of 

obeying. 

When a man reflects on the condition which France was in from the nature of her government, 

he will see other causes for revolt than those which immediately connect themselves with the 

person or character of Louis XVI. There were, if I may so express it, a thousand despotisms to be 

reformed in France, which had grown up under the hereditary despotism of the monarchy, and 

became so rooted as to be in a great measure independent of it. Between the Monarchy, the 

Parliament, and the Church there was a rivalship of despotism; besides the feudal despotism 

operating locally, and the ministerial despotism operating everywhere. But Mr. Burke, by 

considering the king as the only possible object of a revolt, speaks as if France was a village, in 

which everything that passed must be known to its commanding officer, and no oppression could 

be acted but what he could immediately control. Mr. Burke might have been in the Bastille his 

whole life, as well under Louis XVI. as Louis XIV., and neither the one nor the other have 

known that such a man as Burke existed. The despotic principles of the government were the 

same in both reigns, though the dispositions of the men were as remote as tyranny and 

benevolence. 



What Mr. Burke considers as a reproach to the French Revolution (that of bringing it forward 

under a reign more mild than the preceding ones) is one of its highest honors. The Revolutions 

that have taken place in other European countries, have been excited by personal hatred. The 

rage was against the man, and he became the victim. But, in the instance of France we see a 

Revolution generated in the rational contemplation of the Rights of Man, and distinguishing from 

the beginning between persons and principles. 

But Mr. Burke appears to have no idea of principles when he is contemplating Governments. 

"Ten years ago," says he, "I could have felicitated France on her having a Government, without 

inquiring what the nature of that Government was, or how it was administered." Is this the 

language of a rational man? Is it the language of a heart feeling as it ought to feel for the rights 

and happiness of the human race? On this ground, Mr. Burke must compliment all the 

Governments in the world, while the victims who suffer under them, whether sold into slavery, 

or tortured out of existence, are wholly forgotten. It is power, and not principles, that Mr. Burke 

venerates; and under this abominable depravity he is disqualified to judge between them. Thus 

much for his opinion as to the occasions of the French Revolution. I now proceed to other 

considerations. 

I know a place in America called Point-no-Point, because as you proceed along the shore, gay 

and flowery as Mr. Burke's language, it continually recedes and presents itself at a distance 

before you; but when you have got as far as you can go, there is no point at all. Just thus it is 

with Mr. Burke's three hundred and sixty-six pages. It is therefore difficult to reply to him. But 

as the points he wishes to establish may be inferred from what he abuses, it is in his paradoxes 

that we must look for his arguments. 

As to the tragic paintings by which Mr. Burke has outraged his own imagination, and seeks to 

work upon that of his readers, they are very well calculated for theatrical representation, where 

facts are manufactured for the sake of show, and accommodated to produce, through the 

weakness of sympathy, a weeping effect. But Mr. Burke should recollect that he is writing 

history, and not plays, and that his readers will expect truth, and not the spouting rant of high-

toned exclamation. 

When we see a man dramatically lamenting in a publication intended to be believed that "The 

age of chivalry is gone! that The glory of Europe is extinguished for ever! that The unbought 

grace of life (if anyone knows what it is), the cheap defence of nations, the nurse of manly 

sentiment and heroic enterprise is gone!" and all this because the Quixot age of chivalry 

nonsense is gone, what opinion can we form of his judgment, or what regard can we pay to his 

facts? In the rhapsody of his imagination he has discovered a world of wind mills, and his 

sorrows are that there are no Quixots to attack them. But if the age of aristocracy, like that of 

chivalry, should fall (and they had originally some connection) Mr. Burke, the trumpeter of the 

Order, may continue his parody to the end, and finish with exclaiming: "Othello's occupation's 

gone!" 

Notwithstanding Mr. Burke's horrid paintings, when the French Revolution is compared with 

the Revolutions of other countries, the astonishment will be that it is marked with so few 

sacrifices; but this astonishment will cease when we reflect that principles, and not persons, were 

the meditated objects of destruction. The mind of the nation was acted upon by a higher stimulus 

than what the consideration of persons could inspire, and sought a higher conquest than could be 

produced by the downfall of an enemy. Among the few who fell there do not appear to be any 



that were intentionally singled out. They all of them had their fate in the circumstances of the 

moment, and were not pursued with that long, cold-blooded unabated revenge which pursued the 

unfortunate Scotch in the affair of 1745. 

Through the whole of Mr. Burke's book I do not observe that the Bastille is mentioned more 

than once, and that with a kind of implication as if he were sorry it was pulled down, and wished 

it were built up again. "We have rebuilt Newgate," says he, "and tenanted the mansion; and we 

have prisons almost as strong as the Bastille for those who dare to libel the queens of France."[2] 

As to what a madman like the person called Lord George Gordon might say, and to whom 

Newgate is rather a bedlam than a prison, it is unworthy a rational consideration. It was a 

madman that libelled, and that is sufficient apology; and it afforded an opportunity for confining 

him, which was the thing that was wished for. But certain it is that Mr. Burke, who does not call 

himself a madman (whatever other people may do), has libelled in the most unprovoked manner, 

and in the grossest style of the most vulgar abuse, the whole representative authority of France, 

and yet Mr. Burke takes his seat in the British House of Commons! From his violence and his 

grief, his silence on some points and his excess on others, it is difficult not to believe that Mr. 

Burke is sorry, extremely sorry, that arbitrary power, the power of the Pope and the Bastille, are 

pulled down. 

Not one glance of compassion, not one commiserating reflection that I can find throughout his 

book, has he bestowed on those who lingered out the most wretched of lives, a life without hope 

in the most miserable of prisons. It is painful to behold a man employing his talents to corrupt 

himself. Nature has been kinder to Mr. Burke than he is to her. He is not affected by the reality 

of distress touching his heart, but by the showy resemblance of it striking his imagination. He 

pities the plumage, but forgets the dying bird. Accustomed to kiss the aristocratical hand that 

hath purloined him from himself, he degenerates into a composition of art, and the genuine soul 

of nature forsakes him. His hero or his heroine must be a tragedy-victim expiring in show, and 

not the real prisoner of misery, sliding into death in the silence of a dungeon. 

As Mr. Burke has passed over the whole transaction of the Bastille (and his silence is nothing 

in his favour), and has entertained his readers with refections on supposed facts distorted into 

real falsehoods, I will give, since he has not, some account of the circumstances which preceded 

that transaction. They will serve to show that less mischief could scarcely have accompanied 

such an event when considered with the treacherous and hostile aggravations of the enemies of 

the Revolution. 

The mind can hardly picture to itself a more tremendous scene than what the city of Paris 

exhibited at the time of taking the Bastille, and for two days before and after, nor perceive the 

possibility of its quieting so soon. At a distance this transaction has appeared only as an act of 

heroism standing on itself, and the close political connection it had with the Revolution is lost in 

the brilliancy of the achievement. But we are to consider it as the strength of the parties brought 

man to man, and contending for the issue. The Bastille was to be either the prize or the prison of 

the assailants. The downfall of it included the idea of the downfall of despotism, and this 

compounded image was become as figuratively united as Bunyan's Doubting Castle and Giant 

Despair. 

The National Assembly, before and at the time of taking the Bastille, was sitting at Versailles, 

twelve miles distant from Paris. About a week before the rising of the Partisans, and their taking 

the Bastille, it was discovered that a plot was forming, at the head of which was the Count 



D'Artois, the king's youngest brother, for demolishing the National Assembly, seizing its 

members, and thereby crushing, by a coup de main, all hopes and prospects of forming a free 

government. For the sake of humanity, as well as freedom, it is well this plan did not succeed. 

Examples are not wanting to show how dreadfully vindictive and cruel are all old governments, 

when they are successful against what they call a revolt. 

This plan must have been some time in contemplation; because, in order to carry it into 

execution, it was necessary to collect a large military force round Paris, and cut off the 

communication between that city and the National Assembly at Versailles. The troops destined 

for this service were chiefly the foreign troops in the pay of France, and who, for this particular 

purpose, were drawn from the distant provinces where they were then stationed. When they were 

collected to the amount of between twenty-five and thirty thousand, it was judged time to put the 

plan into execution. The ministry who were then in office, and who were friendly to the 

Revolution, were instantly dismissed and a new ministry formed of those who had concerted the 

project, among whom was Count de Broglio, and to his share was given the command of those 

troops. The character of this man as described to me in a letter which I communicated to Mr. 

Burke before he began to write his book, and from an authority which Mr. Burke well knows 

was good, was that of "a high-flying aristocrat, cool, and capable of every mischief." 

While these matters were agitating, the National Assembly stood in the most perilous and 

critical situation that a body of men can be supposed to act in. They were the devoted victims, 

and they knew it. They had the hearts and wishes of their country on their side, but military 

authority they had none. The guards of Broglio surrounded the hall where the Assembly sat, 

ready, at the word of command, to seize their persons, as had been done the year before to the 

Parliament of Paris. Had the National Assembly deserted their trust, or had they exhibited signs 

of weakness or fear, their enemies had been encouraged and their country depressed. When the 

situation they stood in, the cause they were engaged in, and the crisis then ready to burst, which 

should determine their personal and political fate and that of their country, and probably of 

Europe, are taken into one view, none but a heart callous with prejudice or corrupted by 

dependence can avoid interesting itself in their success. 

The Archbishop of Vienne was at this time President of the National Assembly—a person too 

old to undergo the scene that a few days or a few hours might bring forth. A man of more 

activity and bolder fortitude was necessary, and the National Assembly chose (under the form of 

a Vice-President, for the Presidency still resided in the Archbishop) M. de la Fayette; and this is 

the only instance of a Vice-President being chosen. It was at the moment that this storm was 

pending (July 11th) that a declaration of rights was brought forward by M. de la Fayette, and is 

the same which is alluded to earlier. It was hastily drawn up, and makes only a part of the more 

extensive declaration of rights agreed upon and adopted afterwards by the National Assembly. 

The particular reason for bringing it forward at this moment (M. de la Fayette has since informed 

me) was that, if the National Assembly should fall in the threatened destruction that then 

surrounded it, some trace of its principles might have the chance of surviving the wreck. 

Everything now was drawing to a crisis. The event was freedom or slavery. On one side, an 

army of nearly thirty thousand men; on the other, an unarmed body of citizens—for the citizens 

of Paris, on whom the National Assembly must then immediately depend, were as unarmed and 

as undisciplined as the citizens of London are now. The French guards had given strong 



symptoms of their being attached to the national cause; but their numbers were small, not a tenth 

part of the force that Broglio commanded, and their officers were in the interest of Broglio. 

Matters being now ripe for execution, the new ministry made their appearance in office. The 

reader will carry in his mind that the Bastille was taken the 14th July; the point of time I am now 

speaking of is the 12th. Immediately on the news of the change of ministry reaching Paris, in the 

afternoon, all the playhouses and places of entertainment, shops and houses, were shut up. The 

change of ministry was considered as the prelude of hostilities, and the opinion was rightly 

founded. 

The foreign troops began to advance towards the city. The Prince de Lambesc, who 

commanded a body of German cavalry, approached by the Place of Louis Xv., which connects 

itself with some of the streets. In his march, he insulted and struck an old man with a sword. The 

French are remarkable for their respect to old age; and the insolence with which it appeared to be 

done, uniting with the general fermentation they were in, produced a powerful effect, and a cry 

of "To arms! to arms!" spread itself in a moment over the city. 

Arms they had none, nor scarcely anyone who knew the use of them; but desperate resolution, 

when every hope is at stake, supplies, for a while, the want of arms. Near where the Prince de 

Lambesc was drawn up, were large piles of stones collected for building the new bridge, and 

with these the people attacked the cavalry. A party of French guards upon hearing the firing, 

rushed from their quarters and joined the people; and night coming on, the cavalry retreated. 

The streets of Paris, being narrow, are favourable for defence, and the loftiness of the houses, 

consisting of many stories, from which great annoyance might be given, secured them against 

nocturnal enterprises; and the night was spent in providing themselves with every sort of weapon 

they could make or procure: guns, swords, blacksmiths' hammers, carpenters' axes, iron crows, 

pikes, halberts, pitchforks, spits, clubs, etc., etc. The incredible numbers in which they assembled 

the next morning, and the still more incredible resolution they exhibited, embarrassed and 

astonished their enemies. Little did the new ministry expect such a salute. Accustomed to slavery 

themselves, they had no idea that liberty was capable of such inspiration, or that a body of 

unarmed citizens would dare to face the military force of thirty thousand men. Every moment of 

this day was employed in collecting arms, concerting plans, and arranging themselves into the 

best order which such an instantaneous movement could afford. Broglio continued lying round 

the city, but made no further advances this day, and the succeeding night passed with as much 

tranquility as such a scene could possibly produce. 

But defence only was not the object of the citizens. They had a cause at stake, on which 

depended their freedom or their slavery. They every moment expected an attack, or to hear of 

one made on the National Assembly; and in such a situation, the most prompt measures are 

sometimes the best. The object that now presented itself was the Bastille; and the eclat of 

carrying such a fortress in the face of such an army, could not fail to strike terror into the new 

ministry, who had scarcely yet had time to meet. By some intercepted correspondence this 

morning, it was discovered that the Mayor of Paris, M. Defflesselles, who appeared to be in the 

interest of the citizens, was betraying them; and from this discovery, there remained no doubt 

that Broglio would reinforce the Bastille the ensuing evening. It was therefore necessary to 

attack it that day; but before this could be done, it was first necessary to procure a better supply 

of arms than they were then possessed of. 



There was, adjoining to the city a large magazine of arms deposited at the Hospital of the 

Invalids, which the citizens summoned to surrender; and as the place was neither defensible, nor 

attempted much defence, they soon succeeded. Thus supplied, they marched to attack the 

Bastille; a vast mixed multitude of all ages, and of all degrees, armed with all sorts of weapons. 

Imagination would fail in describing to itself the appearance of such a procession, and of the 

anxiety of the events which a few hours or a few minutes might produce. What plans the ministry 

were forming, were as unknown to the people within the city, as what the citizens were doing 

was unknown to the ministry; and what movements Broglio might make for the support or relief 

of the place, were to the citizens equally as unknown. All was mystery and hazard. 

That the Bastille was attacked with an enthusiasm of heroism, such only as the highest 

animation of liberty could inspire, and carried in the space of a few hours, is an event which the 

world is fully possessed of. I am not undertaking the detail of the attack, but bringing into view 

the conspiracy against the nation which provoked it, and which fell with the Bastille. The prison 

to which the new ministry were dooming the National Assembly, in addition to its being the high 

altar and castle of despotism, became the proper object to begin with. This enterprise broke up 

the new ministry, who began now to fly from the ruin they had prepared for others. The troops of 

Broglio dispersed, and himself fled also. 

Mr. Burke has spoken a great deal about plots, but he has never once spoken of this plot 

against the National Assembly, and the liberties of the nation; and that he might not, he has 

passed over all the circumstances that might throw it in his way. The exiles who have fled from 

France, whose case he so much interests himself in, and from whom he has had his lesson, fled 

in consequence of the miscarriage of this plot. No plot was formed against them; they were 

plotting against others; and those who fell, met, not unjustly, the punishment they were preparing 

to execute. But will Mr. Burke say that if this plot, contrived with the subtilty of an ambuscade, 

had succeeded, the successful party would have restrained their wrath so soon? Let the history of 

all governments answer the question. 

Whom has the National Assembly brought to the scaffold? None. They were themselves the 

devoted victims of this plot, and they have not retaliated; why, then, are they charged with 

revenge they have not acted? In the tremendous breaking forth of a whole people, in which all 

degrees, tempers and characters are confounded, delivering themselves, by a miracle of exertion, 

from the destruction meditated against them, is it to be expected that nothing will happen? When 

men are sore with the sense of oppressions, and menaced with the prospects of new ones, is the 

calmness of philosophy or the palsy of insensibility to be looked for? Mr. Burke exclaims against 

outrage; yet the greatest is that which himself has committed. His book is a volume of outrage, 

not apologised for by the impulse of a moment, but cherished through a space of ten months; yet 

Mr. Burke had no provocation—no life, no interest, at stake. 

More of the citizens fell in this struggle than of their opponents: but four or five persons were 

seized by the populace, and instantly put to death; the Governor of the Bastille, and the Mayor of 

Paris, who was detected in the act of betraying them; and afterwards Foulon, one of the new 

ministry, and Berthier, his son-in-law, who had accepted the office of intendant of Paris. Their 

heads were stuck upon spikes, and carried about the city; and it is upon this mode of punishment 

that Mr. Burke builds a great part of his tragic scene. Let us therefore examine how men came by 

the idea of punishing in this manner. 



They learn it from the governments they live under; and retaliate the punishments they have 

been accustomed to behold. The heads stuck upon spikes, which remained for years upon 

Temple Bar, differed nothing in the horror of the scene from those carried about upon spikes at 

Paris; yet this was done by the English Government. It may perhaps be said that it signifies 

nothing to a man what is done to him after he is dead; but it signifies much to the living; it either 

tortures their feelings or hardens their hearts, and in either case it instructs them how to punish 

when power falls into their hands. 

Lay then the axe to the root, and teach governments humanity. It is their sanguinary 

punishments which corrupt mankind. In England the punishment in certain cases is by hanging, 

drawing and quartering; the heart of the sufferer is cut out and held up to the view of the 

populace. In France, under the former Government, the punishments were not less barbarous. 

Who does not remember the execution of Damien, torn to pieces by horses? The effect of those 

cruel spectacles exhibited to the populace is to destroy tenderness or excite revenge; and by the 

base and false idea of governing men by terror, instead of reason, they become precedents. It is 

over the lowest class of mankind that government by terror is intended to operate, and it is on 

them that it operates to the worst effect. They have sense enough to feel they are the objects 

aimed at; and they inflict in their turn the examples of terror they have been instructed to 

practise. 

There is in all European countries a large class of people of that description, which in England 

is called the "mob." Of this class were those who committed the burnings and devastations in 

London in 1780, and of this class were those who carried the heads on iron spikes in Paris. 

Foulon and Berthier were taken up in the country, and sent to Paris, to undergo their examination 

at the Hotel de Ville; for the National Assembly, immediately on the new ministry coming into 

office, passed a decree, which they communicated to the King and Cabinet, that they (the 

National Assembly) would hold the ministry, of which Foulon was one, responsible for the 

measures they were advising and pursuing; but the mob, incensed at the appearance of Foulon 

and Berthier, tore them from their conductors before they were carried to the Hotel de Ville, and 

executed them on the spot. Why then does Mr. Burke charge outrages of this kind on a whole 

people? As well may he charge the riots and outrages of 1780 on all the people of London, or 

those in Ireland on all his countrymen. 

But everything we see or hear offensive to our feelings and derogatory to the human character 

should lead to other reflections than those of reproach. Even the beings who commit them have 

some claim to our consideration. How then is it that such vast classes of mankind as are 

distinguished by the appellation of the vulgar, or the ignorant mob, are so numerous in all old 

countries? The instant we ask ourselves this question, reflection feels an answer. They rise, as an 

unavoidable consequence, out of the ill construction of all old governments in Europe, England 

included with the rest. It is by distortedly exalting some men, that others are distortedly debased, 

till the whole is out of nature. A vast mass of mankind are degradedly thrown into the back-

ground of the human picture, to bring forward, with greater glare, the puppet-show of state and 

aristocracy. In the commencement of a revolution, those men are rather the followers of the 

camp than of the standard of liberty, and have yet to be instructed how to reverence it. 

I give to Mr. Burke all his theatrical exaggerations for facts, and I then ask him if they do not 

establish the certainty of what I here lay down? Admitting them to be true, they show the 

necessity of the French Revolution, as much as any one thing he could have asserted. These 



outrages were not the effect of the principles of the Revolution, but of the degraded mind that 

existed before the Revolution, and which the Revolution is calculated to reform. Place them then 

to their proper cause, and take the reproach of them to your own side. 

It is the honour of the National Assembly and the city of Paris that, during such a tremendous 

scene of arms and confusion, beyond the control of all authority, they have been able, by the 

influence of example and exhortation, to restrain so much. Never were more pains taken to 

instruct and enlighten mankind, and to make them see that their interest consisted in their virtue, 

and not in their revenge, than have been displayed in the Revolution of France. I now proceed to 

make some remarks on Mr. Burke's account of the expedition to Versailles, October the 5th and 

6th. 

I can consider Mr. Burke's book in scarcely any other light than a dramatic performance; and 

he must, I think, have considered it in the same light himself, by the poetical liberties he has 

taken of omitting some facts, distorting others, and making the whole machinery bend to produce 

a stage effect. Of this kind is his account of the expedition to Versailles. He begins this account 

by omitting the only facts which as causes are known to be true; everything beyond these is 

conjecture, even in Paris; and he then works up a tale accommodated to his own passions and 

prejudices. 

It is to be observed throughout Mr. Burke's book that he never speaks of plots against the 

Revolution; and it is from those plots that all the mischiefs have arisen. It suits his purpose to 

exhibit the consequences without their causes. It is one of the arts of the drama to do so. If the 

crimes of men were exhibited with their sufferings, stage effect would sometimes be lost, and the 

audience would be inclined to approve where it was intended they should commiserate. 

After all the investigations that have been made into this intricate affair (the expedition to 

Versailles), it still remains enveloped in all that kind of mystery which ever accompanies events 

produced more from a concurrence of awkward circumstances than from fixed design. While the 

characters of men are forming, as is always the case in revolutions, there is a reciprocal 

suspicion, and a disposition to misinterpret each other; and even parties directly opposite in 

principle will sometimes concur in pushing forward the same movement with very different 

views, and with the hopes of its producing very different consequences. A great deal of this may 

be discovered in this embarrassed affair, and yet the issue of the whole was what nobody had in 

view. 

The only things certainly known are that considerable uneasiness was at this time excited at 

Paris by the delay of the King in not sanctioning and forwarding the decrees of the National 

Assembly, particularly that of the Declaration of the Rights of Man, and the decrees of the fourth 

of August, which contained the foundation principles on which the constitution was to be 

erected. The kindest, and perhaps the fairest conjecture upon this matter is, that some of the 

ministers intended to make remarks and observations upon certain parts of them before they were 

finally sanctioned and sent to the provinces; but be this as it may, the enemies of the Revolution 

derived hope from the delay, and the friends of the Revolution uneasiness. 

During this state of suspense, the Garde du Corps, which was composed as such regiments 

generally are, of persons much connected with the Court, gave an entertainment at Versailles 

(October 1) to some foreign regiments then arrived; and when the entertainment was at the 

height, on a signal given, the Garde du Corps tore the national cockade from their hats, trampled 



it under foot, and replaced it with a counter-cockade prepared for the purpose. An indignity of 

this kind amounted to defiance. It was like declaring war; and if men will give challenges they 

must expect consequences. But all this Mr. Burke has carefully kept out of sight. He begins his 

account by saying: "History will record that on the morning of the 6th October, 1789, the King 

and Queen of France, after a day of confusion, alarm, dismay, and slaughter, lay down under the 

pledged security of public faith to indulge nature in a few hours of respite, and troubled 

melancholy repose." This is neither the sober style of history, nor the intention of it. It leaves 

everything to be guessed at and mistaken. One would at least think there had been a battle; and a 

battle there probably would have been had it not been for the moderating prudence of those 

whom Mr. Burke involves in his censures. By his keeping the Garde du Corps out of sight Mr. 

Burke has afforded himself the dramatic licence of putting the King and Queen in their places, as 

if the object of the expedition was against them. But to return to my account this conduct of the 

Garde du Corps, as might well be expected, alarmed and enraged the Partisans. The colors of the 

cause, and the cause itself, were become too united to mistake the intention of the insult, and the 

Partisans were determined to call the Garde du Corps to an account. There was certainly nothing 

of the cowardice of assassination in marching in the face of the day to demand satisfaction, if 

such a phrase may be used, of a body of armed men who had voluntarily given defiance. But the 

circumstance which serves to throw this affair into embarrassment is, that the enemies of the 

Revolution appear to have encouraged it as well as its friends. The one hoped to prevent a civil 

war by checking it in time, and the other to make one. The hopes of those opposed to the 

Revolution rested in making the King of their party, and getting him from Versailles to Metz, 

where they expected to collect a force and set up a standard. We have, therefore, two different 

objects presenting themselves at the same time, and to be accomplished by the same means: the 

one to chastise the Garde du Corps, which was the object of the Partisans; the other to render the 

confusion of such a scene an inducement to the King to set off for Metz. 

On the 5th of October a very numerous body of women, and men in the disguise of women, 

collected around the Hotel de Ville or town-hall at Paris, and set off for Versailles. Their 

professed object was the Garde du Corps; but prudent men readily recollect that mischief is more 

easily begun than ended; and this impressed itself with the more force from the suspicions 

already stated, and the irregularity of such a cavalcade. As soon, therefore, as a sufficient force 

could be collected, M. de la Fayette, by orders from the civil authority of Paris, set off after them 

at the head of twenty thousand of the Paris militia. The Revolution could derive no benefit from 

confusion, and its opposers might. By an amiable and spirited manner of address he had hitherto 

been fortunate in calming disquietudes, and in this he was extraordinarily successful; to frustrate, 

therefore, the hopes of those who might seek to improve this scene into a sort of justifiable 

necessity for the King's quitting Versailles and withdrawing to Metz, and to prevent at the same 

time the consequences that might ensue between the Garde du Corps and this phalanx of men 

and women, he forwarded expresses to the King, that he was on his march to Versailles, by the 

orders of the civil authority of Paris, for the purpose of peace and protection, expressing at the 

same time the necessity of restraining the Garde du Corps from firing upon the people.[3]  

He arrived at Versailles between ten and eleven at night. The Garde du Corps was drawn up, 

and the people had arrived some time before, but everything had remained suspended. Wisdom 

and policy now consisted in changing a scene of danger into a happy event. M. de la Fayette 

became the mediator between the enraged parties; and the King, to remove the uneasiness which 

had arisen from the delay already stated, sent for the President of the National Assembly, and 



signed the Declaration of the Rights of Man, and such other parts of the constitution as were in 

readiness. 

It was now about one in the morning. Everything appeared to be composed, and a general 

congratulation took place. By the beat of a drum a proclamation was made that the citizens of 

Versailles would give the hospitality of their houses to their fellow-citizens of Paris. Those who 

could not be accommodated in this manner remained in the streets, or took up their quarters in 

the churches; and at two o'clock the King and Queen retired. 

In this state matters passed till the break of day, when a fresh disturbance arose from the 

censurable conduct of some of both parties, for such characters there will be in all such scenes. 

One of the Garde du Corps appeared at one of the windows of the palace, and the people who 

had remained during the night in the streets accosted him with reviling and provocative 

language. Instead of retiring, as in such a case prudence would have dictated, he presented his 

musket, fired, and killed one of the Paris militia. The peace being thus broken, the people rushed 

into the palace in quest of the offender. They attacked the quarters of the Garde du Corps within 

the palace, and pursued them throughout the avenues of it, and to the apartments of the King. On 

this tumult, not the Queen only, as Mr. Burke has represented it, but every person in the palace, 

was awakened and alarmed; and M. de la Fayette had a second time to interpose between the 

parties, the event of which was that the Garde du Corps put on the national cockade, and the 

matter ended as by oblivion, after the loss of two or three lives. 

During the latter part of the time in which this confusion was acting, the King and Queen were 

in public at the balcony, and neither of them concealed for safety's sake, as Mr. Burke insinuates. 

Matters being thus appeased, and tranquility restored, a general acclamation broke forth of Le 

Roi a Paris—Le Roi a Paris—The King to Paris. It was the shout of peace, and immediately 

accepted on the part of the King. By this measure all future projects of trapanning the King to 

Metz, and setting up the standard of opposition to the constitution, were prevented, and the 

suspicions extinguished. The King and his family reached Paris in the evening, and were 

congratulated on their arrival by M. Bailly, the Mayor of Paris, in the name of the citizens. Mr. 

Burke, who throughout his book confounds things, persons, and principles, as in his remarks on 

M. Bailly's address, confounded time also. He censures M. Bailly for calling it "un bon jour," a 

good day. Mr. Burke should have informed himself that this scene took up the space of two days, 

the day on which it began with every appearance of danger and mischief, and the day on which it 

terminated without the mischiefs that threatened; and that it is to this peaceful termination that 

M. Bailly alludes, and to the arrival of the King at Paris. Not less than three hundred thousand 

persons arranged themselves in the procession from Versailles to Paris, and not an act of 

molestation was committed during the whole march. 

Mr. Burke on the authority of M. Lally Tollendal, a deserter from the National Assembly, says 

that on entering Paris, the people shouted "Tous les eveques a la lanterne." All Bishops to be 

hanged at the lanthorn or lamp-posts. It is surprising that nobody could hear this but Lally 

Tollendal, and that nobody should believe it but Mr. Burke. It has not the least connection with 

any part of the transaction, and is totally foreign to every circumstance of it. The Bishops had 

never been introduced before into any scene of Mr. Burke's drama: why then are they, all at once, 

and altogether, tout a coup, et tous ensemble, introduced now? Mr. Burke brings forward his 

Bishops and his lanthorn-like figures in a magic lanthorn, and raises his scenes by contrast 

instead of connection. But it serves to show, with the rest of his book what little credit ought to 



be given where even probability is set at defiance, for the purpose of defaming; and with this 

reflection, instead of a soliloquy in praise of chivalry, as Mr. Burke has done, I close the account 

of the expedition to Versailles.[4]  

I have now to follow Mr. Burke through a pathless wilderness of rhapsodies, and a sort of 

descant upon governments, in which he asserts whatever he pleases, on the presumption of its 

being believed, without offering either evidence or reasons for so doing. 

Before anything can be reasoned upon to a conclusion, certain facts, principles, or data, to 

reason from, must be established, admitted, or denied. Mr. Burke with his usual outrage, abused 

the Declaration of the Rights of Man, published by the National Assembly of France, as the basis 

on which the constitution of France is built. This he calls "paltry and blurred sheets of paper 

about the rights of man." Does Mr. Burke mean to deny that man has any rights? If he does, then 

he must mean that there are no such things as rights anywhere, and that he has none himself; for 

who is there in the world but man? But if Mr. Burke means to admit that man has rights, the 

question then will be: What are those rights, and how man came by them originally? 

The error of those who reason by precedents drawn from antiquity, respecting the rights of 

man, is that they do not go far enough into antiquity. They do not go the whole way. They stop in 

some of the intermediate stages of an hundred or a thousand years, and produce what was then 

done, as a rule for the present day. This is no authority at all. If we travel still farther into 

antiquity, we shall find a direct contrary opinion and practice prevailing; and if antiquity is to be 

authority, a thousand such authorities may be produced, successively contradicting each other; 

but if we proceed on, we shall at last come out right; we shall come to the time when man came 

from the hand of his Maker. What was he then? Man. Man was his high and only title, and a 

higher cannot be given him. But of titles I shall speak hereafter. 

We are now got at the origin of man, and at the origin of his rights. As to the manner in which 

the world has been governed from that day to this, it is no farther any concern of ours than to 

make a proper use of the errors or the improvements which the history of it presents. Those who 

lived an hundred or a thousand years ago, were then moderns, as we are now. They had their 

ancients, and those ancients had others, and we also shall be ancients in our turn. If the mere 

name of antiquity is to govern in the affairs of life, the people who are to live an hundred or a 

thousand years hence, may as well take us for a precedent, as we make a precedent of those who 

lived an hundred or a thousand years ago. The fact is, that portions of antiquity, by proving 

everything, establish nothing. It is authority against authority all the way, till we come to the 

divine origin of the rights of man at the creation. Here our enquiries find a resting-place, and our 

reason finds a home. If a dispute about the rights of man had arisen at the distance of an hundred 

years from the creation, it is to this source of authority they must have referred, and it is to this 

same source of authority that we must now refer. 

Though I mean not to touch upon any sectarian principle of religion, yet it may be worth 

observing, that the genealogy of Christ is traced to Adam. Why then not trace the rights of man 

to the creation of man? I will answer the question. Because there have been upstart governments, 

thrusting themselves between, and presumptuously working to un-make man. 

If any generation of men ever possessed the right of dictating the mode by which the world 

should be governed for ever, it was the first generation that existed; and if that generation did it 

not, no succeeding generation can show any authority for doing it, nor can set any up. The 



illuminating and divine principle of the equal rights of man (for it has its origin from the Maker 

of man) relates, not only to the living individuals, but to generations of men succeeding each 

other. Every generation is equal in rights to generations which preceded it, by the same rule that 

every individual is born equal in rights with his contemporary. 

Every history of the creation, and every traditionary account, whether from the lettered or 

unlettered world, however they may vary in their opinion or belief of certain particulars, all agree 

in establishing one point, the unity of man; by which I mean that men are all of one degree, and 

consequently that all men are born equal, and with equal natural right, in the same manner as if 

posterity had been continued by creation instead of generation, the latter being the only mode by 

which the former is carried forward; and consequently every child born into the world must be 

considered as deriving its existence from God. The world is as new to him as it was to the first 

man that existed, and his natural right in it is of the same kind. 

The Mosaic account of the creation, whether taken as divine authority or merely historical, is 

full to this point, the unity or equality of man. The expression admits of no controversy. "And 

God said, Let us make man in our own image. In the image of God created he him; male and 

female created he them." The distinction of sexes is pointed out, but no other distinction is even 

implied. If this be not divine authority, it is at least historical authority, and shows that the 

equality of man, so far from being a modern doctrine, is the oldest upon record. 

It is also to be observed that all the religions known in the world are founded, so far as they 

relate to man, on the unity of man, as being all of one degree. Whether in heaven or in hell, or in 

whatever state man may be supposed to exist hereafter, the good and the bad are the only 

distinctions. Nay, even the laws of governments are obliged to slide into this principle, by 

making degrees to consist in crimes and not in persons. 

It is one of the greatest of all truths, and of the highest advantage to cultivate. By considering 

man in this light, and by instructing him to consider himself in this light, it places him in a close 

connection with all his duties, whether to his Creator or to the creation, of which he is a part; and 

it is only when he forgets his origin, or, to use a more fashionable phrase, his birth and family, 

that he becomes dissolute. It is not among the least of the evils of the present existing 

governments in all parts of Europe that man, considered as man, is thrown back to a vast distance 

from his Maker, and the artificial chasm filled up with a succession of barriers, or sort of 

turnpike gates, through which he has to pass. I will quote Mr. Burke's catalogue of barriers that 

he has set up between man and his Maker. Putting himself in the character of a herald, he says: 

"We fear God—we look with awe to kings—with affection to Parliaments with duty to 

magistrates—with reverence to priests, and with respect to nobility." Mr. Burke has forgotten to 

put in "'chivalry." He has also forgotten to put in Peter. 

The duty of man is not a wilderness of turnpike gates, through which he is to pass by tickets 

from one to the other. It is plain and simple, and consists but of two points. His duty to God, 

which every man must feel; and with respect to his neighbor, to do as he would be done by. If 

those to whom power is delegated do well, they will be respected: if not, they will be despised; 

and with regard to those to whom no power is delegated, but who assume it, the rational world 

can know nothing of them. 

Hitherto we have spoken only (and that but in part) of the natural rights of man. We have now 

to consider the civil rights of man, and to show how the one originates from the other. Man did 



not enter into society to become worse than he was before, nor to have fewer rights than he had 

before, but to have those rights better secured. His natural rights are the foundation of all his civil 

rights. But in order to pursue this distinction with more precision, it will be necessary to mark the 

different qualities of natural and civil rights. 

A few words will explain this. Natural rights are those which appertain to man in right of his 

existence. Of this kind are all the intellectual rights, or rights of the mind, and also all those 

rights of acting as an individual for his own comfort and happiness, which are not injurious to the 

natural rights of others. Civil rights are those which appertain to man in right of his being a 

member of society. Every civil right has for its foundation some natural right pre-existing in the 

individual, but to the enjoyment of which his individual power is not, in all cases, sufficiently 

competent. Of this kind are all those which relate to security and protection. 

From this short review it will be easy to distinguish between that class of natural rights which 

man retains after entering into society and those which he throws into the common stock as a 

member of society. 

The natural rights which he retains are all those in which the Power to execute is as perfect in 

the individual as the right itself. Among this class, as is before mentioned, are all the intellectual 

rights, or rights of the mind; consequently religion is one of those rights. The natural rights 

which are not retained, are all those in which, though the right is perfect in the individual, the 

power to execute them is defective. They answer not his purpose. A man, by natural right, has a 

right to judge in his own cause; and so far as the right of the mind is concerned, he never 

surrenders it. But what availeth it him to judge, if he has not power to redress? He therefore 

deposits this right in the common stock of society, and takes the ann of society, of which he is a 

part, in preference and in addition to his own. Society grants him nothing. Every man is a 

proprietor in society, and draws on the capital as a matter of right. 

From these premisses two or three certain conclusions will follow: 

First, That every civil right grows out of a natural right; or, in other words, is a natural right 

exchanged. 

Secondly, That civil power properly considered as such is made up of the aggregate of that 

class of the natural rights of man, which becomes defective in the individual in point of power, 

and answers not his purpose, but when collected to a focus becomes competent to the Purpose of 

every one. 

Thirdly, That the power produced from the aggregate of natural rights, imperfect in power in 

the individual, cannot be applied to invade the natural rights which are retained in the individual, 

and in which the power to execute is as perfect as the right itself. 

We have now, in a few words, traced man from a natural individual to a member of society, 

and shown, or endeavoured to show, the quality of the natural rights retained, and of those which 

are exchanged for civil rights. Let us now apply these principles to governments. 

In casting our eyes over the world, it is extremely easy to distinguish the governments which 

have arisen out of society, or out of the social compact, from those which have not; but to place 

this in a clearer light than what a single glance may afford, it will be proper to take a review of 

the several sources from which governments have arisen and on which they have been founded. 



They may be all comprehended under three heads. 

First, Superstition. 

Secondly, Power. 

Thirdly, The common interest of society and the common rights of man. 

The first was a government of priestcraft, the second of conquerors, and the third of reason. 

When a set of artful men pretended, through the medium of oracles, to hold intercourse with 

the Deity, as familiarly as they now march up the back-stairs in European courts, the world was 

completely under the government of superstition. The oracles were consulted, and whatever they 

were made to say became the law; and this sort of government lasted as long as this sort of 

superstition lasted. 

After these a race of conquerors arose, whose government, like that of William the Conqueror, 

was founded in power, and the sword assumed the name of a sceptre. Governments thus 

established last as long as the power to support them lasts; but that they might avail themselves 

of every engine in their favor, they united fraud to force, and set up an idol which they called 

Divine Right, and which, in imitation of the Pope, who affects to be spiritual and temporal, and 

in contradiction to the Founder of the Christian religion, twisted itself afterwards into an idol of 

another shape, called Church and State. The key of St. Peter and the key of the Treasury became 

quartered on one another, and the wondering cheated multitude worshipped the invention. 

When I contemplate the natural dignity of man, when I feel (for Nature has not been kind 

enough to me to blunt my feelings) for the honour and happiness of its character, I become 

irritated at the attempt to govern mankind by force and fraud, as if they were all knaves and 

fools, and can scarcely avoid disgust at those who are thus imposed upon. 

We have now to review the governments which arise out of society, in contradistinction to 

those which arose out of superstition and conquest. 

It has been thought a considerable advance towards establishing the principles of Freedom to 

say that Government is a compact between those who govern and those who are governed; but 

this cannot be true, because it is putting the effect before the cause; for as man must have existed 

before governments existed, there necessarily was a time when governments did not exist, and 

consequently there could originally exist no governors to form such a compact with. 

The fact therefore must be that the individuals themselves, each in his own personal and 

sovereign right, entered into a compact with each other to produce a government: and this is the 

only mode in which governments have a right to arise, and the only principle on which they have 

a right to exist. 

To possess ourselves of a clear idea of what government is, or ought to be, we must trace it to 

its origin. In doing this we shall easily discover that governments must have arisen either out of 

the people or over the people. Mr. Burke has made no distinction. He investigates nothing to its 

source, and therefore he confounds everything; but he has signified his intention of undertaking, 

at some future opportunity, a comparison between the constitution of England and France. As he 

thus renders it a subject of controversy by throwing the gauntlet, I take him upon his own 

ground. It is in high challenges that high truths have the right of appearing; and I accept it with 



the more readiness because it affords me, at the same time, an opportunity of pursuing the 

subject with respect to governments arising out of society. 

But it will be first necessary to define what is meant by a Constitution. It is not sufficient that 

we adopt the word; we must fix also a standard signification to it. 

A constitution is not a thing in name only, but in fact. It has not an ideal, but a real existence; 

and wherever it cannot be produced in a visible form, there is none. A constitution is a thing 

antecedent to a government, and a government is only the creature of a constitution. The 

constitution of a country is not the act of its government, but of the people constituting its 

government. It is the body of elements, to which you can refer, and quote article by article; and 

which contains the principles on which the government shall be established, the manner in which 

it shall be organised, the powers it shall have, the mode of elections, the duration of Parliaments, 

or by what other name such bodies may be called; the powers which the executive part of the 

government shall have; and in fine, everything that relates to the complete organisation of a civil 

government, and the principles on which it shall act, and by which it shall be bound. A 

constitution, therefore, is to a government what the laws made afterwards by that government are 

to a court of judicature. The court of judicature does not make the laws, neither can it alter them; 

it only acts in conformity to the laws made: and the government is in like manner governed by 

the constitution. 

Can, then, Mr. Burke produce the English Constitution? If he cannot, we may fairly conclude 

that though it has been so much talked about, no such thing as a constitution exists, or ever did 

exist, and consequently that the people have yet a constitution to form. 

Mr. Burke will not, I presume, deny the position I have already advanced—namely, that 

governments arise either out of the people or over the people. The English Government is one of 

those which arose out of a conquest, and not out of society, and consequently it arose over the 

people; and though it has been much modified from the opportunity of circumstances since the 

time of William the Conqueror, the country has never yet regenerated itself, and is therefore 

without a constitution. 

I readily perceive the reason why Mr. Burke declined going into the comparison between the 

English and French constitutions, because he could not but perceive, when he sat down to the 

task, that no such a thing as a constitution existed on his side the question. His book is certainly 

bulky enough to have contained all he could say on this subject, and it would have been the best 

manner in which people could have judged of their separate merits. Why then has he declined the 

only thing that was worth while to write upon? It was the strongest ground he could take, if the 

advantages were on his side, but the weakest if they were not; and his declining to take it is either 

a sign that he could not possess it or could not maintain it. 

Mr. Burke said, in a speech last winter in Parliament, "that when the National Assembly first 

met in three Orders (the Tiers Etat, the Clergy, and the Noblesse), France had then a good 

constitution." This shows, among numerous other instances, that Mr. Burke does not understand 

what a constitution is. The persons so met were not a constitution, but a convention, to make a 

constitution. 

The present National Assembly of France is, strictly speaking, the personal social compact. 

The members of it are the delegates of the nation in its original character; future assemblies will 

be the delegates of the nation in its organised character. The authority of the present Assembly is 



different from what the authority of future Assemblies will be. The authority of the present one is 

to form a constitution; the authority of future assemblies will be to legislate according to the 

principles and forms prescribed in that constitution; and if experience should hereafter show that 

alterations, amendments, or additions are necessary, the constitution will point out the mode by 

which such things shall be done, and not leave it to the discretionary power of the future 

government. 

A government on the principles on which constitutional governments arising out of society are 

established, cannot have the right of altering itself. If it had, it would be arbitrary. It might make 

itself what it pleased; and wherever such a right is set up, it shows there is no constitution. The 

act by which the English Parliament empowered itself to sit seven years, shows there is no 

constitution in England. It might, by the same self-authority, have sat any great number of years, 

or for life. The bill which the present Mr. Pitt brought into Parliament some years ago, to reform 

Parliament, was on the same erroneous principle. The right of reform is in the nation in its 

original character, and the constitutional method would be by a general convention elected for 

the purpose. There is, moreover, a paradox in the idea of vitiated bodies reforming themselves. 

From these preliminaries I proceed to draw some comparisons. I have already spoken of the 

declaration of rights; and as I mean to be as concise as possible, I shall proceed to other parts of 

the French Constitution. 

The constitution of France says that every man who pays a tax of sixty sous per annum (2s. 6d. 

English) is an elector. What article will Mr. Burke place against this? Can anything be more 

limited, and at the same time more capricious, than the qualification of electors is in England? 

Limited—because not one man in an hundred (I speak much within compass) is admitted to vote. 

Capricious—because the lowest character that can be supposed to exist, and who has not so 

much as the visible means of an honest livelihood, is an elector in some places: while in other 

places, the man who pays very large taxes, and has a known fair character, and the farmer who 

rents to the amount of three or four hundred pounds a year, with a property on that farm to three 

or four times that amount, is not admitted to be an elector. Everything is out of nature, as Mr. 

Burke says on another occasion, in this strange chaos, and all sorts of follies are blended with all 

sorts of crimes. William the Conqueror and his descendants parcelled out the country in this 

manner, and bribed some parts of it by what they call charters to hold the other parts of it the 

better subjected to their will. This is the reason why so many of those charters abound in 

Cornwall; the people were averse to the Government established at the Conquest, and the towns 

were garrisoned and bribed to enslave the country. All the old charters are the badges of this 

conquest, and it is from this source that the capriciousness of election arises. 

The French Constitution says that the number of representatives for any place shall be in a 

ratio to the number of taxable inhabitants or electors. What article will Mr. Burke place against 

this? The county of York, which contains nearly a million of souls, sends two county members; 

and so does the county of Rutland, which contains not an hundredth part of that number. The old 

town of Sarum, which contains not three houses, sends two members; and the town of 

Manchester, which contains upward of sixty thousand souls, is not admitted to send any. Is there 

any principle in these things? It is admitted that all this is altered, but there is much to be done 

yet, before we have a fair representation of the people. Is there anything by which you can trace 

the marks of freedom, or discover those of wisdom? No wonder then Mr. Burke has declined the 



comparison, and endeavored to lead his readers from the point by a wild, unsystematical display 

of paradoxical rhapsodies. 

The French Constitution says that the National Assembly shall be elected every two years. 

What article will Mr. Burke place against this? Why, that the nation has no right at all in the 

case; that the government is perfectly arbitrary with respect to this point; and he can quote for his 

authority the precedent of a former Parliament. 

The French Constitution says there shall be no game laws, that the farmer on whose lands wild 

game shall be found (for it is by the produce of his lands they are fed) shall have a right to what 

he can take; that there shall be no monopolies of any kind—that all trades shall be free and every 

man free to follow any occupation by which he can procure an honest livelihood, and in any 

place, town, or city throughout the nation. What will Mr. Burke say to this? In England, game is 

made the property of those at whose expense it is not fed; and with respect to monopolies, the 

country is cut up into monopolies. Every chartered town is an aristocratical monopoly in itself, 

and the qualification of electors proceeds out of those chartered monopolies. Is this freedom? Is 

this what Mr. Burke means by a constitution? 

In these chartered monopolies, a man coming from another part of the country is hunted from 

them as if he were a foreign enemy. An Englishman is not free of his own country; every one of 

those places presents a barrier in his way, and tells him he is not a freeman—that he has no 

rights. Within these monopolies are other monopolies. In a city, such for instance as Bath, which 

contains between twenty and thirty thousand inhabitants, the right of electing representatives to 

Parliament is monopolised by about thirty-one persons. And within these monopolies are still 

others. A man even of the same town, whose parents were not in circumstances to give him an 

occupation, is debarred, in many cases, from the natural right of acquiring one, be his genius or 

industry what it may. 

Are these things examples to hold out to a country regenerating itself from slavery, like 

France? Certainly they are not, and certain am I, that when the people of England come to reflect 

upon them they will, like France, annihilate those badges of ancient oppression, those traces of a 

conquered nation. Had Mr. Burke possessed talents similar to the author of "On the Wealth of 

Nations." he would have comprehended all the parts which enter into, and, by assemblage, form 

a constitution. He would have reasoned from minutiae to magnitude. It is not from his prejudices 

only, but from the disorderly cast of his genius, that he is unfitted for the subject he writes upon. 

Even his genius is without a constitution. It is a genius at random, and not a genius constituted. 

But he must say something. He has therefore mounted in the air like a balloon, to draw the eyes 

of the multitude from the ground they stand upon. 

Much is to be learned from the French Constitution. Conquest and tyranny transplanted 

themselves with William the Conqueror from Normandy into England, and the country is yet 

disfigured with the marks. May, then, the example of all France contribute to regenerate the 

freedom which a province of it destroyed! 

The French Constitution says that to preserve the national representation from being corrupt, 

no member of the National Assembly shall be an officer of the government, a placeman or a 

pensioner. What will Mr. Burke place against this? I will whisper his answer: Loaves and Fishes. 

Ah! this government of loaves and fishes has more mischief in it than people have yet reflected 

on. The National Assembly has made the discovery, and it holds out the example to the world. 



Had governments agreed to quarrel on purpose to fleece their countries by taxes, they could not 

have succeeded better than they have done. 

Everything in the English government appears to me the reverse of what it ought to be, and of 

what it is said to be. The Parliament, imperfectly and capriciously elected as it is, is nevertheless 

supposed to hold the national purse in trust for the nation; but in the manner in which an English 

Parliament is constructed it is like a man being both mortgagor and mortgagee, and in the case of 

misapplication of trust it is the criminal sitting in judgment upon himself. If those who vote the 

supplies are the same persons who receive the supplies when voted, and are to account for the 

expenditure of those supplies to those who voted them, it is themselves accountable to 

themselves, and the Comedy of Errors concludes with the pantomime of Hush. Neither the 

Ministerial party nor the Opposition will touch upon this case. The national purse is the common 

hack which each mounts upon. It is like what the country people call "Ride and tie—you ride a 

little way, and then I."[5]  They order these things better in France. 

The French Constitution says that the right of war and peace is in the nation. Where else 

should it reside but in those who are to pay the expense? 

In England this right is said to reside in a metaphor shown at the Tower for sixpence or a 

shilling a piece: so are the lions; and it would be a step nearer to reason to say it resided in them, 

for any inanimate metaphor is no more than a hat or a cap. We can all see the absurdity of 

worshipping Aaron's molten calf, or Nebuchadnezzar's golden image; but why do men continue 

to practise themselves the absurdities they despise in others? 

It may with reason be said that in the manner the English nation is represented it signifies not 

where the right resides, whether in the Crown or in the Parliament. War is the common harvest 

of all those who participate in the division and expenditure of public money, in all countries. It is 

the art of conquering at home; the object of it is an increase of revenue; and as revenue cannot be 

increased without taxes, a pretence must be made for expenditure. In reviewing the history of the 

English Government, its wars and its taxes, a bystander, not blinded by prejudice nor warped by 

interest, would declare that taxes were not raised to carry on wars, but that wars were raised to 

carry on taxes. 

Mr. Burke, as a member of the House of Commons, is a part of the English Government; and 

though he professes himself an enemy to war, he abuses the French Constitution, which seeks to 

explode it. He holds up the English Government as a model, in all its parts, to France; but he 

should first know the remarks which the French make upon it. They contend in favor of their 

own, that the portion of liberty enjoyed in England is just enough to enslave a country more 

productively than by despotism, and that as the real object of all despotism is revenue, a 

government so formed obtains more than it could do either by direct despotism, or in a full state 

of freedom, and is, therefore on the ground of interest, opposed to both. They account also for 

the readiness which always appears in such governments for engaging in wars by remarking on 

the different motives which produced them. In despotic governments wars are the effect of pride; 

but in those governments in which they become the means of taxation, they acquire thereby a 

more permanent promptitude. 

The French Constitution, therefore, to provide against both these evils, has taken away the 

power of declaring war from kings and ministers, and placed the right where the expense must 

fall. 



When the question of the right of war and peace was agitating in the National Assembly, the 

people of England appeared to be much interested in the event, and highly to applaud the 

decision. As a principle it applies as much to one country as another. William the Conqueror, as 

a conqueror, held this power of war and peace in himself, and his descendants have ever since 

claimed it under him as a right. 

Although Mr. Burke has asserted the right of the Parliament at the Revolution to bind and 

control the nation and posterity for ever, he denies at the same time that the Parliament or the 

nation had any right to alter what he calls the succession of the crown in anything but in part, or 

by a sort of modification. By his taking this ground he throws the case back to the Norman 

Conquest, and by thus running a line of succession springing from William the Conqueror to the 

present day, he makes it necessary to enquire who and what William the Conqueror was, and 

where he came from, and into the origin, history and nature of what are called prerogatives. 

Everything must have had a beginning, and the fog of time and antiquity should be penetrated to 

discover it. Let, then, Mr. Burke bring forward his William of Normandy, for it is to this origin 

that his argument goes. It also unfortunately happens, in running this line of succession, that 

another line parallel thereto presents itself, which is that if the succession runs in the line of the 

conquest, the nation runs in the line of being conquered, and it ought to rescue itself from this 

reproach. 

But it will perhaps be said that though the power of declaring war descends in the heritage of 

the conquest, it is held in check by the right of Parliament to withhold the supplies. It will always 

happen when a thing is originally wrong that amendments do not make it right, and it often 

happens that they do as much mischief one way as good the other, and such is the case here, for 

if the one rashly declares war as a matter of right, and the other peremptorily withholds the 

supplies as a matter of right, the remedy becomes as bad, or worse, than the disease. The one 

forces the nation to a combat, and the other ties its hands; but the more probable issue is that the 

contest will end in a collusion between the parties, and be made a screen to both. 

On this question of war, three things are to be considered. First, the right of declaring it: 

secondly, the expense of supporting it: thirdly, the mode of conducting it after it is declared. The 

French Constitution places the right where the expense must fall, and this union can only be in 

the nation. The mode of conducting it after it is declared, it consigns to the executive department. 

Were this the case in all countries, we should hear but little more of wars. 

Before I proceed to consider other parts of the French Constitution, and by way of relieving 

the fatigue of argument, I will introduce an anecdote which I had from Dr. Franklin. 

While the Doctor resided in France as Minister from America, during the war, he had 

numerous proposals made to him by projectors of every country and of every kind, who wished 

to go to the land that floweth with milk and honey, America; and among the rest, there was one 

who offered himself to be king. He introduced his proposal to the Doctor by letter, which is now 

in the hands of M. Beaumarchais, of Paris—stating, first, that as the Americans had dismissed or 

sent away[6]  their King, that they would want another. Secondly, that himself was a Norman. 

Thirdly, that he was of a more ancient family than the Dukes of Normandy, and of a more 

honorable descent, his line having never been bastardised. Fourthly, that there was already a 

precedent in England of kings coming out of Normandy, and on these grounds he rested his 

offer, enjoining that the Doctor would forward it to America. But as the Doctor neither did this, 

nor yet sent him an answer, the projector wrote a second letter, in which he did not, it is true, 



threaten to go over and conquer America, but only with great dignity proposed that if his offer 

was not accepted, an acknowledgment of about L30,000 might be made to him for his 

generosity! Now, as all arguments respecting succession must necessarily connect that 

succession with some beginning, Mr. Burke's arguments on this subject go to show that there is 

no English origin of kings, and that they are descendants of the Norman line in right of the 

Conquest. It may, therefore, be of service to his doctrine to make this story known, and to inform 

him, that in case of that natural extinction to which all mortality is subject, Kings may again be 

had from Normandy, on more reasonable terms than William the Conqueror; and consequently, 

that the good people of England, at the revolution of 1688, might have done much better, had 

such a generous Norman as this known their wants, and they had known his. The chivalric 

character which Mr. Burke so much admires, is certainly much easier to make a bargain with 

than a hard dealing Dutchman. But to return to the matters of the constitution: The French 

Constitution says, There shall be no titles; and, of consequence, all that class of equivocal 

generation which in some countries is called "aristocracy" and in others "nobility," is done away, 

and the peer is exalted into the Man. 

Titles are but nicknames, and every nickname is a title. The thing is perfectly harmless in 

itself, but it marks a sort of foppery in the human character, which degrades it. It reduces man 

into the diminutive of man in things which are great, and the counterfeit of women in things 

which are little. It talks about its fine blue ribbon like a girl, and shows its new garter like a child. 

A certain writer, of some antiquity, says: "When I was a child, I thought as a child; but when I 

became a man, I put away childish things." 

It is, properly, from the elevated mind of France that the folly of titles has fallen. It has 

outgrown the baby clothes of Count and Duke, and breeched itself in manhood. France has not 

levelled, it has exalted. It has put down the dwarf, to set up the man. The punyism of a senseless 

word like Duke, Count or Earl has ceased to please. Even those who possessed them have 

disowned the gibberish, and as they outgrew the rickets, have despised the rattle. The genuine 

mind of man, thirsting for its native home, society, contemns the gewgaws that separate him 

from it. Titles are like circles drawn by the magician's wand, to contract the sphere of man's 

felicity. He lives immured within the Bastille of a word, and surveys at a distance the envied life 

of man. 

Is it, then, any wonder that titles should fall in France? Is it not a greater wonder that they 

should be kept up anywhere? What are they? What is their worth, and "what is their amount?" 

When we think or speak of a Judge or a General, we associate with it the ideas of office and 

character; we think of gravity in one and bravery in the other; but when we use the word merely 

as a title, no ideas associate with it. Through all the vocabulary of Adam there is not such an 

animal as a Duke or a Count; neither can we connect any certain ideas with the words. Whether 

they mean strength or weakness, wisdom or folly, a child or a man, or the rider or the horse, is all 

equivocal. What respect then can be paid to that which describes nothing, and which means 

nothing? Imagination has given figure and character to centaurs, satyrs, and down to all the fairy 

tribe; but titles baffle even the powers of fancy, and are a chimerical nondescript. 

But this is not all. If a whole country is disposed to hold them in contempt, all their value is 

gone, and none will own them. It is common opinion only that makes them anything, or nothing, 

or worse than nothing. There is no occasion to take titles away, for they take themselves away 

when society concurs to ridicule them. This species of imaginary consequence has visibly 



declined in every part of Europe, and it hastens to its exit as the world of reason continues to rise. 

There was a time when the lowest class of what are called nobility was more thought of than the 

highest is now, and when a man in armour riding throughout Christendom in quest of adventures 

was more stared at than a modern Duke. The world has seen this folly fall, and it has fallen by 

being laughed at, and the farce of titles will follow its fate. The patriots of France have 

discovered in good time that rank and dignity in society must take a new ground. The old one has 

fallen through. It must now take the substantial ground of character, instead of the chimerical 

ground of titles; and they have brought their titles to the altar, and made of them a burnt-offering 

to Reason. 

If no mischief had annexed itself to the folly of titles they would not have been worth a serious 

and formal destruction, such as the National Assembly have decreed them; and this makes it 

necessary to enquire farther into the nature and character of aristocracy. 

That, then, which is called aristocracy in some countries and nobility in others arose out of the 

governments founded upon conquest. It was originally a military order for the purpose of 

supporting military government (for such were all governments founded in conquest); and to 

keep up a succession of this order for the purpose for which it was established, all the younger 

branches of those families were disinherited and the law of primogenitureship set up. 

The nature and character of aristocracy shows itself to us in this law. It is the law against every 

other law of nature, and Nature herself calls for its destruction. Establish family justice, and 

aristocracy falls. By the aristocratical law of primogenitureship, in a family of six children five 

are exposed. Aristocracy has never more than one child. The rest are begotten to be devoured. 

They are thrown to the cannibal for prey, and the natural parent prepares the unnatural repast. 

As everything which is out of nature in man affects, more or less, the interest of society, so 

does this. All the children which the aristocracy disowns (which are all except the eldest) are, in 

general, cast like orphans on a parish, to be provided for by the public, but at a greater charge. 

Unnecessary offices and places in governments and courts are created at the expense of the 

public to maintain them. 

With what kind of parental reflections can the father or mother contemplate their younger 

offspring? By nature they are children, and by marriage they are heirs; but by aristocracy they 

are bastards and orphans. They are the flesh and blood of their parents in the one line, and 

nothing akin to them in the other. To restore, therefore, parents to their children, and children to 

their parents relations to each other, and man to society—and to exterminate the monster 

aristocracy, root and branch—the French Constitution has destroyed the law of 

Primogenitureship. Here then lies the monster; and Mr. Burke, if he pleases, may write its 

epitaph. 

Hitherto we have considered aristocracy chiefly in one point of view. We have now to 

consider it in another. But whether we view it before or behind, or sideways, or any way else, 

domestically or publicly, it is still a monster. 

In France aristocracy had one feature less in its countenance than what it has in some other 

countries. It did not compose a body of hereditary legislators. It was not "a corporation of 

aristocracy," for such I have heard M. de la Fayette describe an English House of Peers. Let us 

then examine the grounds upon which the French Constitution has resolved against having such a 

House in France. 



Because, in the first place, as is already mentioned, aristocracy is kept up by family tyranny 

and injustice. 

Secondly. Because there is an unnatural unfitness in an aristocracy to be legislators for a 

nation. Their ideas of distributive justice are corrupted at the very source. They begin life by 

trampling on all their younger brothers and sisters, and relations of every kind, and are taught 

and educated so to do. With what ideas of justice or honour can that man enter a house of 

legislation, who absorbs in his own person the inheritance of a whole family of children or doles 

out to them some pitiful portion with the insolence of a gift? 

Thirdly. Because the idea of hereditary legislators is as inconsistent as that of hereditary 

judges, or hereditary juries; and as absurd as an hereditary mathematician, or an hereditary wise 

man; and as ridiculous as an hereditary poet laureate. 

Fourthly. Because a body of men, holding themselves accountable to nobody, ought not to be 

trusted by anybody. 

Fifthly. Because it is continuing the uncivilised principle of governments founded in conquest, 

and the base idea of man having property in man, and governing him by personal right. 

Sixthly. Because aristocracy has a tendency to deteriorate the human species. By the universal 

economy of nature it is known, and by the instance of the Jews it is proved, that the human 

species has a tendency to degenerate, in any small number of persons, when separated from the 

general stock of society, and inter-marrying constantly with each other. It defeats even its 

pretended end, and becomes in time the opposite of what is noble in man. Mr. Burke talks of 

nobility; let him show what it is. The greatest characters the world have known have arisen on 

the democratic floor. Aristocracy has not been able to keep a proportionate pace with democracy. 

The artificial Noble shrinks into a dwarf before the Noble of Nature; and in the few instances of 

those (for there are some in all countries) in whom nature, as by a miracle, has survived in 

aristocracy, Those Men Despise It.—But it is time to proceed to a new subject. 

The French Constitution has reformed the condition of the clergy. It has raised the income of 

the lower and middle classes, and taken from the higher. None are now less than twelve hundred 

livres (fifty pounds sterling), nor any higher than two or three thousand pounds. What will Mr. 

Burke place against this? Hear what he says. 

He says: "That the people of England can see without pain or grudging, an archbishop precede 

a duke; they can see a Bishop of Durham, or a Bishop of Winchester in possession of L10,000 a-

year; and cannot see why it is in worse hands than estates to a like amount, in the hands of this 

earl or that squire." And Mr. Burke offers this as an example to France. 

As to the first part, whether the archbishop precedes the duke, or the duke the bishop, it is, I 

believe, to the people in general, somewhat like Sternhold and Hopkins, or Hopkins and 

Sternhold; you may put which you please first; and as I confess that I do not understand the 

merits of this case, I will not contest it with Mr. Burke. 

But with respect to the latter, I have something to say. Mr. Burke has not put the case right. 

The comparison is out of order, by being put between the bishop and the earl or the squire. It 

ought to be put between the bishop and the curate, and then it will stand thus:—"The people of 

England can see without pain or grudging, a Bishop of Durham, or a Bishop of Winchester, in 

possession of ten thousand pounds a-year, and a curate on thirty or forty pounds a-year, or less." 



No, sir, they certainly do not see those things without great pain or grudging. It is a case that 

applies itself to every man's sense of justice, and is one among many that calls aloud for a 

constitution. 

In France the cry of "the church! the church!" was repeated as often as in Mr. Burke's book, 

and as loudly as when the Dissenters' Bill was before the English Parliament; but the generality 

of the French clergy were not to be deceived by this cry any longer. They knew that whatever the 

pretence might be, it was they who were one of the principal objects of it. It was the cry of the 

high beneficed clergy, to prevent any regulation of income taking place between those of ten 

thousand pounds a-year and the parish priest. They therefore joined their case to those of every 

other oppressed class of men, and by this union obtained redress. 

The French Constitution has abolished tythes, that source of perpetual discontent between the 

tythe-holder and the parishioner. When land is held on tythe, it is in the condition of an estate 

held between two parties; the one receiving one-tenth, and the other nine-tenths of the produce: 

and consequently, on principles of equity, if the estate can be improved, and made to produce by 

that improvement double or treble what it did before, or in any other ratio, the expense of such 

improvement ought to be borne in like proportion between the parties who are to share the 

produce. But this is not the case in tythes: the farmer bears the whole expense, and the tythe-

holder takes a tenth of the improvement, in addition to the original tenth, and by this means gets 

the value of two-tenths instead of one. This is another case that calls for a constitution. 

The French Constitution hath abolished or renounced Toleration and Intolerance also, and hath 

established Universal Right Of Conscience. 

Toleration is not the opposite of Intolerance, but is the counterfeit of it. Both are despotisms. 

The one assumes to itself the right of withholding Liberty of Conscience, and the other of 

granting it. The one is the Pope armed with fire and faggot, and the other is the Pope selling or 

granting indulgences. The former is church and state, and the latter is church and traffic. 

But Toleration may be viewed in a much stronger light. Man worships not himself, but his 

Maker; and the liberty of conscience which he claims is not for the service of himself, but of his 

God. In this case, therefore, we must necessarily have the associated idea of two things; the 

mortal who renders the worship, and the Immortal Being who is worshipped. Toleration, 

therefore, places itself, not between man and man, nor between church and church, nor between 

one denomination of religion and another, but between God and man; between the being who 

worships, and the Being who is worshipped; and by the same act of assumed authority which it 

tolerates man to pay his worship, it presumptuously and blasphemously sets itself up to tolerate 

the Almighty to receive it. 

Were a bill brought into any Parliament, entitled, "An Act to tolerate or grant liberty to the 

Almighty to receive the worship of a Jew or Turk," or "to prohibit the Almighty from receiving 

it," all men would startle and call it blasphemy. There would be an uproar. The presumption of 

toleration in religious matters would then present itself unmasked; but the presumption is not the 

less because the name of "Man" only appears to those laws, for the associated idea of the 

worshipper and the worshipped cannot be separated. Who then art thou, vain dust and ashes! by 

whatever name thou art called, whether a King, a Bishop, a Church, or a State, a Parliament, or 

anything else, that obtrudest thine insignificance between the soul of man and its Maker? Mind 



thine own concerns. If he believes not as thou believest, it is a proof that thou believest not as he 

believes, and there is no earthly power can determine between you. 

With respect to what are called denominations of religion, if every one is left to judge of its 

own religion, there is no such thing as a religion that is wrong; but if they are to judge of each 

other's religion, there is no such thing as a religion that is right; and therefore all the world is 

right, or all the world is wrong. But with respect to religion itself, without regard to names, and 

as directing itself from the universal family of mankind to the Divine object of all adoration, it is 

man bringing to his Maker the fruits of his heart; and though those fruits may differ from each 

other like the fruits of the earth, the grateful tribute of every one is accepted. 

A Bishop of Durham, or a Bishop of Winchester, or the archbishop who heads the dukes, will 

not refuse a tythe-sheaf of wheat because it is not a cock of hay, nor a cock of hay because it is 

not a sheaf of wheat; nor a pig, because it is neither one nor the other; but these same persons, 

under the figure of an established church, will not permit their Maker to receive the varied tythes 

of man's devotion. 

One of the continual choruses of Mr. Burke's book is "Church and State." He does not mean 

some one particular church, or some one particular state, but any church and state; and he uses 

the term as a general figure to hold forth the political doctrine of always uniting the church with 

the state in every country, and he censures the National Assembly for not having done this in 

France. Let us bestow a few thoughts on this subject. 

All religions are in their nature kind and benign, and united with principles of morality. They 

could not have made proselytes at first by professing anything that was vicious, cruel, 

persecuting, or immoral. Like everything else, they had their beginning; and they proceeded by 

persuasion, exhortation, and example. How then is it that they lose their native mildness, and 

become morose and intolerant? 

It proceeds from the connection which Mr. Burke recommends. By engendering the church 

with the state, a sort of mule-animal, capable only of destroying, and not of breeding up, is 

produced, called the Church established by Law. It is a stranger, even from its birth, to any 

parent mother, on whom it is begotten, and whom in time it kicks out and destroys. 

The inquisition in Spain does not proceed from the religion originally professed, but from this 

mule-animal, engendered between the church and the state. The burnings in Smithfield 

proceeded from the same heterogeneous production; and it was the regeneration of this strange 

animal in England afterwards, that renewed rancour and irreligion among the inhabitants, and 

that drove the people called Quakers and Dissenters to America. Persecution is not an original 

feature in any religion; but it is alway the strongly-marked feature of all law-religions, or 

religions established by law. Take away the law-establishment, and every religion re-assumes its 

original benignity. In America, a catholic priest is a good citizen, a good character, and a good 

neighbour; an episcopalian minister is of the same description: and this proceeds independently 

of the men, from there being no law-establishment in America. 

If also we view this matter in a temporal sense, we shall see the ill effects it has had on the 

prosperity of nations. The union of church and state has impoverished Spain. The revoking the 

edict of Nantes drove the silk manufacture from that country into England; and church and state 

are now driving the cotton manufacture from England to America and France. Let then Mr. 

Burke continue to preach his antipolitical doctrine of Church and State. It will do some good. 



The National Assembly will not follow his advice, but will benefit by his folly. It was by 

observing the ill effects of it in England, that America has been warned against it; and it is by 

experiencing them in France, that the National Assembly have abolished it, and, like America, 

have established Universal Right Of Conscience, And Universal Right Of Citizenship.[7]  

I will here cease the comparison with respect to the principles of the French Constitution, and 

conclude this part of the subject with a few observations on the organisation of the formal parts 

of the French and English governments. 

The executive power in each country is in the hands of a person styled the King; but the 

French Constitution distinguishes between the King and the Sovereign: It considers the station of 

King as official, and places Sovereignty in the nation. 

The representatives of the nation, who compose the National Assembly, and who are the 

legislative power, originate in and from the people by election, as an inherent right in the 

people.—In England it is otherwise; and this arises from the original establishment of what is 

called its monarchy; for, as by the conquest all the rights of the people or the nation were 

absorbed into the hands of the Conqueror, and who added the title of King to that of Conqueror, 

those same matters which in France are now held as rights in the people, or in the nation, are 

held in England as grants from what is called the crown. The Parliament in England, in both its 

branches, was erected by patents from the descendants of the Conqueror. The House of 

Commons did not originate as a matter of right in the people to delegate or elect, but as a grant or 

boon. 

By the French Constitution the nation is always named before the king. The third article of the 

declaration of rights says: "The nation is essentially the source (or fountain) of all sovereignty." 

Mr. Burke argues that in England a king is the fountain—that he is the fountain of all honour. 

But as this idea is evidently descended from the conquest I shall make no other remark upon it, 

than that it is the nature of conquest to turn everything upside down; and as Mr. Burke will not 

be refused the privilege of speaking twice, and as there are but two parts in the figure, the 

fountain and the spout, he will be right the second time. 

The French Constitution puts the legislative before the executive, the law before the king; la 

loi, le roi. This also is in the natural order of things, because laws must have existence before 

they can have execution. 

A king in France does not, in addressing himself to the National Assembly, say, "My 

Assembly," similar to the phrase used in England of my "Parliament"; neither can he use it 

consistently with the constitution, nor could it be admitted. There may be propriety in the use of 

it in England, because as is before mentioned, both Houses of Parliament originated from what is 

called the crown by patent or boon—and not from the inherent rights of the people, as the 

National Assembly does in France, and whose name designates its origin. 

The President of the National Assembly does not ask the King to grant to the Assembly liberty 

of speech, as is the case with the English House of Commons. The constitutional dignity of the 

National Assembly cannot debase itself. Speech is, in the first place, one of the natural rights of 

man always retained; and with respect to the National Assembly the use of it is their duty, and 

the nation is their authority. They were elected by the greatest body of men exercising the right 

of election the European world ever saw. They sprung not from the filth of rotten boroughs, nor 

are they the vassal representatives of aristocratical ones. Feeling the proper dignity of their 



character they support it. Their Parliamentary language, whether for or against a question, is free, 

bold and manly, and extends to all the parts and circumstances of the case. If any matter or 

subject respecting the executive department or the person who presides in it (the king) comes 

before them it is debated on with the spirit of men, and in the language of gentlemen; and their 

answer or their address is returned in the same style. They stand not aloof with the gaping 

vacuity of vulgar ignorance, nor bend with the cringe of sycophantic insignificance. The graceful 

pride of truth knows no extremes, and preserves, in every latitude of life, the right-angled 

character of man. 

Let us now look to the other side of the question. In the addresses of the English Parliaments 

to their kings we see neither the intrepid spirit of the old Parliaments of France, nor the serene 

dignity of the present National Assembly; neither do we see in them anything of the style of 

English manners, which border somewhat on bluntness. Since then they are neither of foreign 

extraction, nor naturally of English production, their origin must be sought for elsewhere, and 

that origin is the Norman Conquest. They are evidently of the vassalage class of manners, and 

emphatically mark the prostrate distance that exists in no other condition of men than between 

the conqueror and the conquered. That this vassalage idea and style of speaking was not got rid 

of even at the Revolution of 1688, is evident from the declaration of Parliament to William and 

Mary in these words: "We do most humbly and faithfully submit ourselves, our heirs and 

posterities, for ever." Submission is wholly a vassalage term, repugnant to the dignity of 

freedom, and an echo of the language used at the Conquest. 

As the estimation of all things is given by comparison, the Revolution of 1688, however from 

circumstances it may have been exalted beyond its value, will find its level. It is already on the 

wane, eclipsed by the enlarging orb of reason, and the luminous revolutions of America and 

France. In less than another century it will go, as well as Mr. Burke's labours, "to the family vault 

of all the Capulets." Mankind will then scarcely believe that a country calling itself free would 

send to Holland for a man, and clothe him with power on purpose to put themselves in fear of 

him, and give him almost a million sterling a year for leave to submit themselves and their 

posterity, like bondmen and bondwomen, for ever. 

But there is a truth that ought to be made known; I have had the opportunity of seeing it; 

which is, that notwithstanding appearances, there is not any description of men that despise 

monarchy so much as courtiers. But they well know, that if it were seen by others, as it is seen by 

them, the juggle could not be kept up; they are in the condition of men who get their living by a 

show, and to whom the folly of that show is so familiar that they ridicule it; but were the 

audience to be made as wise in this respect as themselves, there would be an end to the show and 

the profits with it. The difference between a republican and a courtier with respect to monarchy, 

is that the one opposes monarchy, believing it to be something; and the other laughs at it, 

knowing it to be nothing. 

As I used sometimes to correspond with Mr. Burke believing him then to be a man of sounder 

principles than his book shows him to be, I wrote to him last winter from Paris, and gave him an 

account how prosperously matters were going on. Among other subjects in that letter, I referred 

to the happy situation the National Assembly were placed in; that they had taken ground on 

which their moral duty and their political interest were united. They have not to hold out a 

language which they do not themselves believe, for the fraudulent purpose of making others 

believe it. Their station requires no artifice to support it, and can only be maintained by 



enlightening mankind. It is not their interest to cherish ignorance, but to dispel it. They are not in 

the case of a ministerial or an opposition party in England, who, though they are opposed, are 

still united to keep up the common mystery. The National Assembly must throw open a 

magazine of light. It must show man the proper character of man; and the nearer it can bring him 

to that standard, the stronger the National Assembly becomes. 

In contemplating the French Constitution, we see in it a rational order of things. The principles 

harmonise with the forms, and both with their origin. It may perhaps be said as an excuse for bad 

forms, that they are nothing more than forms; but this is a mistake. Forms grow out of principles, 

and operate to continue the principles they grow from. It is impossible to practise a bad form on 

anything but a bad principle. It cannot be ingrafted on a good one; and wherever the forms in any 

government are bad, it is a certain indication that the principles are bad also. 

I will here finally close this subject. I began it by remarking that Mr. Burke had voluntarily 

declined going into a comparison of the English and French Constitutions. He apologises (in 

page 241) for not doing it, by saying that he had not time. Mr. Burke's book was upwards of 

eight months in hand, and is extended to a volume of three hundred and sixty-six pages. As his 

omission does injury to his cause, his apology makes it worse; and men on the English side of 

the water will begin to consider, whether there is not some radical defect in what is called the 

English constitution, that made it necessary for Mr. Burke to suppress the comparison, to avoid 

bringing it into view. 

As Mr. Burke has not written on constitutions so neither has he written on the French 

Revolution. He gives no account of its commencement or its progress. He only expresses his 

wonder. "It looks," says he, "to me, as if I were in a great crisis, not of the affairs of France 

alone, but of all Europe, perhaps of more than Europe. All circumstances taken together, the 

French Revolution is the most astonishing that has hitherto happened in the world." 

As wise men are astonished at foolish things, and other people at wise ones, I know not on 

which ground to account for Mr. Burke's astonishment; but certain it is, that he does not 

understand the French Revolution. It has apparently burst forth like a creation from a chaos, but 

it is no more than the consequence of a mental revolution priorily existing in France. The mind 

of the nation had changed beforehand, and the new order of things has naturally followed the 

new order of thoughts. I will here, as concisely as I can, trace out the growth of the French 

Revolution, and mark the circumstances that have contributed to produce it. 

The despotism of Louis XIV., united with the gaiety of his Court, and the gaudy ostentation of 

his character, had so humbled, and at the same time so fascinated the mind of France, that the 

people appeared to have lost all sense of their own dignity, in contemplating that of their Grand 

Monarch; and the whole reign of Louis XV., remarkable only for weakness and effeminacy, 

made no other alteration than that of spreading a sort of lethargy over the nation, from which it 

showed no disposition to rise. 

The only signs which appeared to the spirit of Liberty during those periods, are to be found in 

the writings of the French philosophers. Montesquieu, President of the Parliament of Bordeaux, 

went as far as a writer under a despotic government could well proceed; and being obliged to 

divide himself between principle and prudence, his mind often appears under a veil, and we 

ought to give him credit for more than he has expressed. 



Voltaire, who was both the flatterer and the satirist of despotism, took another line. His forte 

lay in exposing and ridiculing the superstitions which priest-craft, united with state-craft, had 

interwoven with governments. It was not from the purity of his principles, or his love of mankind 

(for satire and philanthropy are not naturally concordant), but from his strong capacity of seeing 

folly in its true shape, and his irresistible propensity to expose it, that he made those attacks. 

They were, however, as formidable as if the motive had been virtuous; and he merits the thanks 

rather than the esteem of mankind. 

On the contrary, we find in the writings of Rousseau, and the Abbe Raynal, a loveliness of 

sentiment in favour of liberty, that excites respect, and elevates the human faculties; but having 

raised this animation, they do not direct its operation, and leave the mind in love with an object, 

without describing the means of possessing it. 

The writings of Quesnay, Turgot, and the friends of those authors, are of the serious kind; but 

they laboured under the same disadvantage with Montesquieu; their writings abound with moral 

maxims of government, but are rather directed to economise and reform the administration of the 

government, than the government itself. 

But all those writings and many others had their weight; and by the different manner in which 

they treated the subject of government, Montesquieu by his judgment and knowledge of laws, 

Voltaire by his wit, Rousseau and Raynal by their animation, and Quesnay and Turgot by their 

moral maxims and systems of economy, readers of every class met with something to their taste, 

and a spirit of political inquiry began to diffuse itself through the nation at the time the dispute 

between England and the then colonies of America broke out. 

In the war which France afterwards engaged in, it is very well known that the nation appeared 

to be before-hand with the French ministry. Each of them had its view; but those views were 

directed to different objects; the one sought liberty, and the other retaliation on England. The 

French officers and soldiers who after this went to America, were eventually placed in the school 

of Freedom, and learned the practice as well as the principles of it by heart. 

As it was impossible to separate the military events which took place in America from the 

principles of the American Revolution, the publication of those events in France necessarily 

connected themselves with the principles which produced them. Many of the facts were in 

themselves principles; such as the declaration of American Independence, and the treaty of 

alliance between France and America, which recognised the natural rights of man, and justified 

resistance to oppression. 

The then Minister of France, Count Vergennes, was not the friend of America; and it is both 

justice and gratitude to say, that it was the Queen of France who gave the cause of America a 

fashion at the French Court. Count Vergennes was the personal and social friend of Dr. Franklin; 

and the Doctor had obtained, by his sensible gracefulness, a sort of influence over him; but with 

respect to principles Count Vergennes was a despot. 

The situation of Dr. Franklin, as Minister from America to France, should be taken into the 

chain of circumstances. The diplomatic character is of itself the narrowest sphere of society that 

man can act in. It forbids intercourse by the reciprocity of suspicion; and a diplomatic is a sort of 

unconnected atom, continually repelling and repelled. But this was not the case with Dr. 

Franklin. He was not the diplomatic of a Court, but of Man. His character as a philosopher had 

been long established, and his circle of society in France was universal. 



Count Vergennes resisted for a considerable time the publication in France of American 

constitutions, translated into the French language: but even in this he was obliged to give way to 

public opinion, and a sort of propriety in admitting to appear what he had undertaken to defend. 

The American constitutions were to liberty what a grammar is to language: they define its parts 

of speech, and practically construct them into syntax. 

The peculiar situation of the then Marquis de la Fayette is another link in the great chain. He 

served in America as an American officer under a commission of Congress, and by the 

universality of his acquaintance was in close friendship with the civil government of America, as 

well as with the military line. He spoke the language of the country, entered into the discussions 

on the principles of government, and was always a welcome friend at any election. 

When the war closed, a vast reinforcement to the cause of Liberty spread itself over France, by 

the return of the French officers and soldiers. A knowledge of the practice was then joined to the 

theory; and all that was wanting to give it real existence was opportunity. Man cannot, properly 

speaking, make circumstances for his purpose, but he always has it in his power to improve them 

when they occur, and this was the case in France. 

M. Neckar was displaced in May, 1781; and by the ill-management of the finances afterwards, 

and particularly during the extravagant administration of M. Calonne, the revenue of France, 

which was nearly twenty-four millions sterling per year, was become unequal to the expenditure, 

not because the revenue had decreased, but because the expenses had increased; and this was a 

circumstance which the nation laid hold of to bring forward a Revolution. The English Minister, 

Mr. Pitt, has frequently alluded to the state of the French finances in his budgets, without 

understanding the subject. Had the French Parliaments been as ready to register edicts for new 

taxes as an English Parliament is to grant them, there had been no derangement in the finances, 

nor yet any Revolution; but this will better explain itself as I proceed. 

It will be necessary here to show how taxes were formerly raised in France. The King, or 

rather the Court or Ministry acting under the use of that name, framed the edicts for taxes at their 

own discretion, and sent them to the Parliaments to be registered; for until they were registered 

by the Parliaments they were not operative. Disputes had long existed between the Court and the 

Parliaments with respect to the extent of the Parliament's authority on this head. The Court 

insisted that the authority of Parliaments went no farther than to remonstrate or show reasons 

against the tax, reserving to itself the right of determining whether the reasons were well or ill-

founded; and in consequence thereof, either to withdraw the edict as a matter of choice, or to 

order it to be unregistered as a matter of authority. The Parliaments on their part insisted that 

they had not only a right to remonstrate, but to reject; and on this ground they were always 

supported by the nation. 

But to return to the order of my narrative. M. Calonne wanted money: and as he knew the 

sturdy disposition of the Parliaments with respect to new taxes, he ingeniously sought either to 

approach them by a more gentle means than that of direct authority, or to get over their heads by 

a manoeuvre; and for this purpose he revived the project of assembling a body of men from the 

several provinces, under the style of an "Assembly of the Notables," or men of note, who met in 

1787, and who were either to recommend taxes to the Parliaments, or to act as a Parliament 

themselves. An Assembly under this name had been called in 1617. 



As we are to view this as the first practical step towards the Revolution, it will be proper to 

enter into some particulars respecting it. The Assembly of the Notables has in some places been 

mistaken for the States-General, but was wholly a different body, the States-General being 

always by election. The persons who composed the Assembly of the Notables were all 

nominated by the king, and consisted of one hundred and forty members. But as M. Calonne 

could not depend upon a majority of this Assembly in his favour, he very ingeniously arranged 

them in such a manner as to make forty-four a majority of one hundred and forty; to effect this 

he disposed of them into seven separate committees, of twenty members each. Every general 

question was to be decided, not by a majority of persons, but by a majority of committee, and as 

eleven votes would make a majority in a committee, and four committees a majority of seven, M. 

Calonne had good reason to conclude that as forty-four would determine any general question he 

could not be outvoted. But all his plans deceived him, and in the event became his overthrow. 

The then Marquis de la Fayette was placed in the second committee, of which the Count 

D'Artois was president, and as money matters were the object, it naturally brought into view 

every circumstance connected with it. M. de la Fayette made a verbal charge against Calonne for 

selling crown lands to the amount of two millions of livres, in a manner that appeared to be 

unknown to the king. The Count D'Artois (as if to intimidate, for the Bastille was then in being) 

asked the Marquis if he would render the charge in writing? He replied that he would. The Count 

D'Artois did not demand it, but brought a message from the king to that purport. M. de la Fayette 

then delivered in his charge in writing, to be given to the king, undertaking to support it. No 

farther proceedings were had upon this affair, but M. Calonne was soon after dismissed by the 

king and set off to England. 

As M. de la Fayette, from the experience of what he had seen in America, was better 

acquainted with the science of civil government than the generality of the members who 

composed the Assembly of the Notables could then be, the brunt of the business fell considerably 

to his share. The plan of those who had a constitution in view was to contend with the Court on 

the ground of taxes, and some of them openly professed their object. Disputes frequently arose 

between Count D'Artois and M. de la Fayette upon various subjects. With respect to the arrears 

already incurred the latter proposed to remedy them by accommodating the expenses to the 

revenue instead of the revenue to the expenses; and as objects of reform he proposed to abolish 

the Bastille and all the State prisons throughout the nation (the keeping of which was attended 

with great expense), and to suppress Lettres de Cachet; but those matters were not then much 

attended to, and with respect to Lettres de Cachet, a majority of the Nobles appeared to be in 

favour of them. 

On the subject of supplying the Treasury by new taxes the Assembly declined taking the 

matter on themselves, concurring in the opinion that they had not authority. In a debate on this 

subject M. de la Fayette said that raising money by taxes could only be done by a National 

Assembly, freely elected by the people, and acting as their representatives. Do you mean, said 

the Count D'Artois, the States-General? M. de la Fayette replied that he did. Will you, said the 

Count D'Artois, sign what you say to be given to the king? The other replied that he would not 

only do this but that he would go farther, and say that the effectual mode would be for the king to 

agree to the establishment of a constitution. 

As one of the plans had thus failed, that of getting the Assembly to act as a Parliament, the 

other came into view, that of recommending. On this subject the Assembly agreed to recommend 



two new taxes to be unregistered by the Parliament: the one a stamp-tax and the other a territorial 

tax, or sort of land-tax. The two have been estimated at about five millions sterling per annum. 

We have now to turn our attention to the Parliaments, on whom the business was again 

devolving. 

The Archbishop of Thoulouse (since Archbishop of Sens, and now a Cardinal), was appointed 

to the administration of the finances soon after the dismission of Calonne. He was also made 

Prime Minister, an office that did not always exist in France. When this office did not exist, the 

chief of each of the principal departments transacted business immediately with the King, but 

when a Prime Minister was appointed they did business only with him. The Archbishop arrived 

to more state authority than any minister since the Duke de Choiseul, and the nation was strongly 

disposed in his favour; but by a line of conduct scarcely to be accounted for he perverted every 

opportunity, turned out a despot, and sunk into disgrace, and a Cardinal. 

The Assembly of the Notables having broken up, the minister sent the edicts for the two new 

taxes recommended by the Assembly to the Parliaments to be unregistered. They of course came 

first before the Parliament of Paris, who returned for answer: "that with such a revenue as the 

nation then supported the name of taxes ought not to be mentioned but for the purpose of 

reducing them"; and threw both the edicts out.[8]  On this refusal the Parliament was ordered to 

Versailles, where, in the usual form, the King held what under the old government was called a 

Bed of justice; and the two edicts were unregistered in presence of the Parliament by an order of 

State, in the manner mentioned, earlier. On this the Parliament immediately returned to Paris, 

renewed their session in form, and ordered the enregistering to be struck out, declaring that 

everything done at Versailles was illegal. All the members of the Parliament were then served 

with Lettres de Cachet, and exiled to Troyes; but as they continued as inflexible in exile as 

before, and as vengeance did not supply the place of taxes, they were after a short time recalled 

to Paris. 

The edicts were again tendered to them, and the Count D'Artois undertook to act as 

representative of the King. For this purpose he came from Versailles to Paris, in a train of 

procession; and the Parliament were assembled to receive him. But show and parade had lost 

their influence in France; and whatever ideas of importance he might set off with, he had to 

return with those of mortification and disappointment. On alighting from his carriage to ascend 

the steps of the Parliament House, the crowd (which was numerously collected) threw out trite 

expressions, saying: "This is Monsieur D'Artois, who wants more of our money to spend." The 

marked disapprobation which he saw impressed him with apprehensions, and the word Aux 

armes! (To arms!) was given out by the officer of the guard who attended him. It was so loudly 

vociferated, that it echoed through the avenues of the house, and produced a temporary 

confusion. I was then standing in one of the apartments through which he had to pass, and could 

not avoid reflecting how wretched was the condition of a disrespected man. 

He endeavoured to impress the Parliament by great words, and opened his authority by saying, 

"The King, our Lord and Master." The Parliament received him very coolly, and with their usual 

determination not to register the taxes: and in this manner the interview ended. 

After this a new subject took place: In the various debates and contests which arose between 

the Court and the Parliaments on the subject of taxes, the Parliament of Paris at last declared that 

although it had been customary for Parliaments to enregister edicts for taxes as a matter of 

convenience, the right belonged only to the States-General; and that, therefore, the Parliament 



could no longer with propriety continue to debate on what it had not authority to act. The King 

after this came to Paris and held a meeting with the Parliament, in which he continued from ten 

in the morning till about six in the evening, and, in a manner that appeared to proceed from him 

as if unconsulted upon with the Cabinet or Ministry, gave his word to the Parliament that the 

States-General should be convened. 

But after this another scene arose, on a ground different from all the former. The Minister and 

the Cabinet were averse to calling the States-General. They well knew that if the States-General 

were assembled, themselves must fall; and as the King had not mentioned any time, they hit on a 

project calculated to elude, without appearing to oppose. 

For this purpose, the Court set about making a sort of constitution itself. It was principally the 

work of M. Lamoignon, the Keeper of the Seals, who afterwards shot himself. This new 

arrangement consisted in establishing a body under the name of a Cour Pleniere, or Full Court, in 

which were invested all the powers that the Government might have occasion to make use of. 

The persons composing this Court were to be nominated by the King; the contended right of 

taxation was given up on the part of the King, and a new criminal code of laws and law 

proceedings was substituted in the room of the former. The thing, in many points, contained 

better principles than those upon which the Government had hitherto been administered; but with 

respect to the Cour Pleniere, it was no other than a medium through which despotism was to 

pass, without appearing to act directly from itself. 

The Cabinet had high expectations from their new contrivance. The people who were to 

compose the Cour Pleniere were already nominated; and as it was necessary to carry a fair 

appearance, many of the best characters in the nation were appointed among the number. It was 

to commence on May 8, 1788; but an opposition arose to it on two grounds the one as to 

principle, the other as to form. 

On the ground of Principle it was contended that Government had not a right to alter itself, and 

that if the practice was once admitted it would grow into a principle and be made a precedent for 

any future alterations the Government might wish to establish: that the right of altering the 

Government was a national right, and not a right of Government. And on the ground of form it 

was contended that the Cour Pleniere was nothing more than a larger Cabinet. 

The then Duke de la Rochefoucault, Luxembourg, De Noailles, and many others, refused to 

accept the nomination, and strenuously opposed the whole plan. When the edict for establishing 

this new court was sent to the Parliaments to be unregistered and put into execution, they resisted 

also. The Parliament of Paris not only refused, but denied the authority; and the contest renewed 

itself between the Parliament and the Cabinet more strongly than ever. While the Parliament 

were sitting in debate on this subject, the Ministry ordered a regiment of soldiers to surround the 

House and form a blockade. The members sent out for beds and provisions, and lived as in a 

besieged citadel: and as this had no effect, the commanding officer was ordered to enter the 

Parliament House and seize them, which he did, and some of the principal members were shut up 

in different prisons. About the same time a deputation of persons arrived from the province of 

Brittany to remonstrate against the establishment of the Cour Pleniere, and those the archbishop 

sent to the Bastille. But the spirit of the nation was not to be overcome, and it was so fully 

sensible of the strong ground it had taken—that of withholding taxes—that it contented itself 

with keeping up a sort of quiet resistance, which effectually overthrew all the plans at that time 



formed against it. The project of the Cour Pleniere was at last obliged to be given up, and the 

Prime Minister not long afterwards followed its fate, and M. Neckar was recalled into office. 

The attempt to establish the Cour Pleniere had an effect upon the nation which itself did not 

perceive. It was a sort of new form of government that insensibly served to put the old one out of 

sight and to unhinge it from the superstitious authority of antiquity. It was Government 

dethroning Government; and the old one, by attempting to make a new one, made a chasm. 

The failure of this scheme renewed the subject of convening the State-General; and this gave 

rise to a new series of politics. There was no settled form for convening the States-General: all 

that it positively meant was a deputation from what was then called the Clergy, the Noblesse, and 

the Commons; but their numbers or their proportions had not been always the same. They had 

been convened only on extraordinary occasions, the last of which was in 1614; their numbers 

were then in equal proportions, and they voted by orders. 

It could not well escape the sagacity of M. Neckar, that the mode of 1614 would answer 

neither the purpose of the then government nor of the nation. As matters were at that time 

circumstanced it would have been too contentious to agree upon anything. The debates would 

have been endless upon privileges and exemptions, in which neither the wants of the 

Government nor the wishes of the nation for a Constitution would have been attended to. But as 

he did not choose to take the decision upon himself, he summoned again the Assembly of the 

Notables and referred it to them. This body was in general interested in the decision, being 

chiefly of aristocracy and high-paid clergy, and they decided in favor of the mode of 1614. This 

decision was against the sense of the Nation, and also against the wishes of the Court; for the 

aristocracy opposed itself to both and contended for privileges independent of either. The subject 

was then taken up by the Parliament, who recommended that the number of the Commons should 

be equal to the other two: and they should all sit in one house and vote in one body. The number 

finally determined on was 1,200; 600 to be chosen by the Commons (and this was less than their 

proportion ought to have been when their worth and consequence is considered on a national 

scale), 300 by the Clergy, and 300 by the Aristocracy; but with respect to the mode of 

assembling themselves, whether together or apart, or the manner in which they should vote, 

those matters were referred.[9]  

The election that followed was not a contested election, but an animated one. The candidates 

were not men, but principles. Societies were formed in Paris, and committees of correspondence 

and communication established throughout the nation, for the purpose of enlightening the people, 

and explaining to them the principles of civil government; and so orderly was the election 

conducted, that it did not give rise even to the rumour of tumult. 

The States-General were to meet at Versailles in April 1789, but did not assemble till May. 

They situated themselves in three separate chambers, or rather the Clergy and Aristocracy 

withdrew each into a separate chamber. The majority of the Aristocracy claimed what they called 

the privilege of voting as a separate body, and of giving their consent or their negative in that 

manner; and many of the bishops and the high-beneficed clergy claimed the same privilege on 

the part of their Order. 

The Tiers Etat (as they were then called) disowned any knowledge of artificial orders and 

artificial privileges; and they were not only resolute on this point, but somewhat disdainful. They 

began to consider the Aristocracy as a kind of fungus growing out of the corruption of society, 



that could not be admitted even as a branch of it; and from the disposition the Aristocracy had 

shown by upholding Lettres de Cachet, and in sundry other instances, it was manifest that no 

constitution could be formed by admitting men in any other character than as National Men. 

After various altercations on this head, the Tiers Etat or Commons (as they were then called) 

declared themselves (on a motion made for that purpose by the Abbe Sieyes) "The 

Representative Of The Nation; and that the two Orders could be considered but as deputies of 

corporations, and could only have a deliberate voice when they assembled in a national character 

with the national representatives." This proceeding extinguished the style of Etats Generaux, or 

States-General, and erected it into the style it now bears, that of L'Assemblee Nationale, or 

National Assembly. 

This motion was not made in a precipitate manner. It was the result of cool deliberation, and 

concerned between the national representatives and the patriotic members of the two chambers, 

who saw into the folly, mischief, and injustice of artificial privileged distinctions. It was become 

evident, that no constitution, worthy of being called by that name, could be established on 

anything less than a national ground. The Aristocracy had hitherto opposed the despotism of the 

Court, and affected the language of patriotism; but it opposed it as its rival (as the English 

Barons opposed King John) and it now opposed the nation from the same motives. 

On carrying this motion, the national representatives, as had been concerted, sent an invitation 

to the two chambers, to unite with them in a national character, and proceed to business. A 

majority of the clergy, chiefly of the parish priests, withdrew from the clerical chamber, and 

joined the nation; and forty-five from the other chamber joined in like manner. There is a sort of 

secret history belonging to this last circumstance, which is necessary to its explanation; it was 

not judged prudent that all the patriotic members of the chamber styling itself the Nobles, should 

quit it at once; and in consequence of this arrangement, they drew off by degrees, always leaving 

some, as well to reason the case, as to watch the suspected. In a little time the numbers increased 

from forty-five to eighty, and soon after to a greater number; which, with the majority of the 

clergy, and the whole of the national representatives, put the malcontents in a very diminutive 

condition. 

The King, who, very different from the general class called by that name, is a man of a good 

heart, showed himself disposed to recommend a union of the three chambers, on the ground the 

National Assembly had taken; but the malcontents exerted themselves to prevent it, and began 

now to have another project in view. Their numbers consisted of a majority of the aristocratical 

chamber, and the minority of the clerical chamber, chiefly of bishops and high-beneficed clergy; 

and these men were determined to put everything to issue, as well by strength as by stratagem. 

They had no objection to a constitution; but it must be such a one as themselves should dictate, 

and suited to their own views and particular situations. On the other hand, the Nation disowned 

knowing anything of them but as citizens, and was determined to shut out all such up-start 

pretensions. The more aristocracy appeared, the more it was despised; there was a visible 

imbecility and want of intellects in the majority, a sort of je ne sais quoi, that while it affected to 

be more than citizen, was less than man. It lost ground from contempt more than from hatred; 

and was rather jeered at as an ass, than dreaded as a lion. This is the general character of 

aristocracy, or what are called Nobles or Nobility, or rather No-ability, in all countries. 

The plan of the malcontents consisted now of two things; either to deliberate and vote by 

chambers (or orders), more especially on all questions respecting a Constitution (by which the 



aristocratical chamber would have had a negative on any article of the Constitution); or, in case 

they could not accomplish this object, to overthrow the National Assembly entirely. 

To effect one or other of these objects they began to cultivate a friendship with the despotism 

they had hitherto attempted to rival, and the Count D'Artois became their chief. The king (who 

has since declared himself deceived into their measures) held, according to the old form, a Bed 

of Justice, in which he accorded to the deliberation and vote par tete (by head) upon several 

subjects; but reserved the deliberation and vote upon all questions respecting a constitution to the 

three chambers separately. This declaration of the king was made against the advice of M. 

Neckar, who now began to perceive that he was growing out of fashion at Court, and that another 

minister was in contemplation. 

As the form of sitting in separate chambers was yet apparently kept up, though essentially 

destroyed, the national representatives immediately after this declaration of the King resorted to 

their own chambers to consult on a protest against it; and the minority of the chamber (calling 

itself the Nobles), who had joined the national cause, retired to a private house to consult in like 

manner. The malcontents had by this time concerted their measures with the court, which the 

Count D'Artois undertook to conduct; and as they saw from the discontent which the declaration 

excited, and the opposition making against it, that they could not obtain a control over the 

intended constitution by a separate vote, they prepared themselves for their final object—that of 

conspiring against the National Assembly, and overthrowing it. 

The next morning the door of the chamber of the National Assembly was shut against them, 

and guarded by troops; and the members were refused admittance. On this they withdrew to a 

tennis-ground in the neighbourhood of Versailles, as the most convenient place they could find, 

and, after renewing their session, took an oath never to separate from each other, under any 

circumstance whatever, death excepted, until they had established a constitution. As the 

experiment of shutting up the house had no other effect than that of producing a closer 

connection in the members, it was opened again the next day, and the public business 

recommenced in the usual place. 

We are now to have in view the forming of the new ministry, which was to accomplish the 

overthrow of the National Assembly. But as force would be necessary, orders were issued to 

assemble thirty thousand troops, the command of which was given to Broglio, one of the 

intended new ministry, who was recalled from the country for this purpose. But as some 

management was necessary to keep this plan concealed till the moment it should be ready for 

execution, it is to this policy that a declaration made by Count D'Artois must be attributed, and 

which is here proper to be introduced. 

It could not but occur while the malcontents continued to resort to their chambers separate 

from the National Assembly, more jealousy would be excited than if they were mixed with it, 

and that the plot might be suspected. But as they had taken their ground, and now wanted a 

pretence for quitting it, it was necessary that one should be devised. This was effectually 

accomplished by a declaration made by the Count D'Artois: "That if they took not a Part in the 

National Assembly, the life of the king would be endangered": on which they quitted their 

chambers, and mixed with the Assembly, in one body. 

At the time this declaration was made, it was generally treated as a piece of absurdity in Count 

D'Artois calculated merely to relieve the outstanding members of the two chambers from the 



diminutive situation they were put in; and if nothing more had followed, this conclusion would 

have been good. But as things best explain themselves by their events, this apparent union was 

only a cover to the machinations which were secretly going on; and the declaration 

accommodated itself to answer that purpose. In a little time the National Assembly found itself 

surrounded by troops, and thousands more were daily arriving. On this a very strong declaration 

was made by the National Assembly to the King, remonstrating on the impropriety of the 

measure, and demanding the reason. The King, who was not in the secret of this business, as 

himself afterwards declared, gave substantially for answer, that he had no other object in view 

than to preserve the public tranquility, which appeared to be much disturbed. 

But in a few days from this time the plot unravelled itself M. Neckar and the ministry were 

displaced, and a new one formed of the enemies of the Revolution; and Broglio, with between 

twenty-five and thirty thousand foreign troops, was arrived to support them. The mask was now 

thrown off, and matters were come to a crisis. The event was that in a space of three days the 

new ministry and their abettors found it prudent to fly the nation; the Bastille was taken, and 

Broglio and his foreign troops dispersed, as is already related in the former part of this work. 

There are some curious circumstances in the history of this short-lived ministry, and this short-

lived attempt at a counter-revolution. The Palace of Versailles, where the Court was sitting, was 

not more than four hundred yards distant from the hall where the National Assembly was sitting. 

The two places were at this moment like the separate headquarters of two combatant armies; yet 

the Court was as perfectly ignorant of the information which had arrived from Paris to the 

National Assembly, as if it had resided at an hundred miles distance. The then Marquis de la 

Fayette, who (as has been already mentioned) was chosen to preside in the National Assembly on 

this particular occasion, named by order of the Assembly three successive deputations to the 

king, on the day and up to the evening on which the Bastille was taken, to inform and confer 

with him on the state of affairs; but the ministry, who knew not so much as that it was attacked, 

precluded all communication, and were solacing themselves how dextrously they had succeeded; 

but in a few hours the accounts arrived so thick and fast that they had to start from their desks 

and run. Some set off in one disguise, and some in another, and none in their own character. 

Their anxiety now was to outride the news, lest they should be stopt, which, though it flew fast, 

flew not so fast as themselves. 

It is worth remarking that the National Assembly neither pursued those fugitive conspirators, 

nor took any notice of them, nor sought to retaliate in any shape whatever. Occupied with 

establishing a constitution founded on the Rights of Man and the Authority of the People, the 

only authority on which Government has a right to exist in any country, the National Assembly 

felt none of those mean passions which mark the character of impertinent governments, founding 

themselves on their own authority, or on the absurdity of hereditary succession. It is the faculty 

of the human mind to become what it contemplates, and to act in unison with its object. 

The conspiracy being thus dispersed, one of the first works of the National Assembly, instead 

of vindictive proclamations, as has been the case with other governments, was to publish a 

declaration of the Rights of Man, as the basis on which the new constitution was to be built, and 

which is here subjoined: 

                             Declaration 

 



                                Of The 

 

                    Rights Of Man And Of Citizens 

 

                  By The National Assembly Of France 

The representatives of the people of France, formed into a National Assembly, considering 

that ignorance, neglect, or contempt of human rights, are the sole causes of public misfortunes 

and corruptions of Government, have resolved to set forth in a solemn declaration, these natural, 

imprescriptible, and inalienable rights: that this declaration being constantly present to the minds 

of the members of the body social, they may be forever kept attentive to their rights and their 

duties; that the acts of the legislative and executive powers of Government, being capable of 

being every moment compared with the end of political institutions, may be more respected; and 

also, that the future claims of the citizens, being directed by simple and incontestable principles, 

may always tend to the maintenance of the Constitution, and the general happiness. 

For these reasons the National Assembly doth recognize and declare, in the presence of the 

Supreme Being, and with the hope of his blessing and favour, the following sacred rights of men 

and of citizens: 

One: Men are born, and always continue, free and equal in respect of their Rights. Civil 

distinctions, therefore, can be founded only on Public Utility. 

Two: The end of all Political associations is the Preservation of the Natural and 

Imprescriptible Rights of Man; and these rights are Liberty, Property, Security, and Resistance of 

Oppression. 

Three: The Nation is essentially the source of all Sovereignty; nor can any individual, or any 

body of Men, be entitled to any authority which is not expressly derived from it. 

Four: Political Liberty consists in the power of doing whatever does not Injure another. The 

exercise of the Natural Rights of every Man, has no other limits than those which are necessary 

to secure to every other Man the Free exercise of the same Rights; and these limits are 

determinable only by the Law. 

Five: The Law ought to Prohibit only actions hurtful to Society. What is not Prohibited by the 

Law should not be hindered; nor should anyone be compelled to that which the Law does not 

Require. 

Six: the Law is an expression of the Will of the Community. All Citizens have a right to 

concur, either personally or by their Representatives, in its formation. It Should be the same to 

all, whether it protects or punishes; and all being equal in its sight, are equally eligible to all 

Honours, Places, and employments, according to their different abilities, without any other 

distinction than that created by their Virtues and talents. 

Seven: No Man should be accused, arrested, or held in confinement, except in cases 

determined by the Law, and according to the forms which it has prescribed. All who promote, 

solicit, execute, or cause to be executed, arbitrary orders, ought to be punished, and every Citizen 



called upon, or apprehended by virtue of the Law, ought immediately to obey, and renders 

himself culpable by resistance. 

Eight: The Law ought to impose no other penalties but such as are absolutely and evidently 

necessary; and no one ought to be punished, but in virtue of a Law promulgated before the 

offence, and Legally applied. 

Nine: Every Man being presumed innocent till he has been convicted, whenever his detention 

becomes indispensable, all rigour to him, more than is necessary to secure his person, ought to be 

provided against by the Law. 

Ten: No Man ought to be molested on account of his opinions, not even on account of his 

Religious opinions, provided his avowal of them does not disturb the Public Order established by 

the Law. 

Eleven: The unrestrained communication of thoughts and opinions being one of the Most 

Precious Rights of Man, every Citizen may speak, write, and publish freely, provided he is 

responsible for the abuse of this Liberty, in cases determined by the Law. 

Twelve: A Public force being necessary to give security to the Rights of Men and of Citizens, 

that force is instituted for the benefit of the Community and not for the particular benefit of the 

persons to whom it is intrusted. 

Thirteen: A common contribution being necessary for the support of the Public force, and for 

defraying the other expenses of Government, it ought to be divided equally among the Members 

of the Community, according to their abilities. 

Fourteen: every Citizen has a Right, either by himself or his Representative, to a free voice in 

determining the necessity of Public Contributions, the appropriation of them, and their amount, 

mode of assessment, and duration. 

Fifteen: every Community has a Right to demand of all its agents an account of their conduct. 

Sixteen: every Community in which a Separation of Powers and a Security of Rights is not 

Provided for, wants a Constitution. 

Seventeen: The Right to Property being inviolable and sacred, no one ought to be deprived of 

it, except in cases of evident Public necessity, legally ascertained, and on condition of a previous 

just Indemnity. 

 

 

 

  



OBSERVATIONS ON THE DECLARATION OF RIGHTS 

The first three articles comprehend in general terms the whole of a Declaration of Rights, all 

the succeeding articles either originate from them or follow as elucidations. The 4th, 5th, and 6th 

define more particularly what is only generally expressed in the 1st, 2nd, and 3rd. 

The 7th, 8th, 9th, 10th, and 11th articles are declaratory of principles upon which laws shall be 

constructed, conformable to rights already declared. But it is questioned by some very good 

people in France, as well as in other countries, whether the 10th article sufficiently guarantees 

the right it is intended to accord with; besides which it takes off from the divine dignity of 

religion, and weakens its operative force upon the mind, to make it a subject of human laws. It 

then presents itself to man like light intercepted by a cloudy medium, in which the source of it is 

obscured from his sight, and he sees nothing to reverence in the dusky ray.[10]  

The remaining articles, beginning with the twelfth, are substantially contained in the principles 

of the preceding articles; but in the particular situation in which France then was, having to undo 

what was wrong, as well as to set up what was right, it was proper to be more particular than 

what in another condition of things would be necessary. 

While the Declaration of Rights was before the National Assembly some of its members 

remarked that if a declaration of rights were published it should be accompanied by a 

Declaration of Duties. The observation discovered a mind that reflected, and it only erred by not 

reflecting far enough. A Declaration of Rights is, by reciprocity, a Declaration of Duties also. 

Whatever is my right as a man is also the right of another; and it becomes my duty to guarantee 

as well as to possess. 

The three first articles are the base of Liberty, as well individual as national; nor can any 

country be called free whose government does not take its beginning from the principles they 

contain, and continue to preserve them pure; and the whole of the Declaration of Rights is of 

more value to the world, and will do more good, than all the laws and statutes that have yet been 

promulgated. 

In the declaratory exordium which prefaces the Declaration of Rights we see the solemn and 

majestic spectacle of a nation opening its commission, under the auspices of its Creator, to 

establish a Government, a scene so new, and so transcendantly unequalled by anything in the 

European world, that the name of a Revolution is diminutive of its character, and it rises into a 

Regeneration of man. What are the present Governments of Europe but a scene of iniquity and 

oppression? What is that of England? Do not its own inhabitants say it is a market where every 

man has his price, and where corruption is common traffic at the expense of a deluded people? 

No wonder, then, that the French Revolution is traduced. Had it confined itself merely to the 

destruction of flagrant despotism perhaps Mr. Burke and some others had been silent. Their cry 

now is, "It has gone too far"—that is, it has gone too far for them. It stares corruption in the face, 

and the venal tribe are all alarmed. Their fear discovers itself in their outrage, and they are but 

publishing the groans of a wounded vice. But from such opposition the French Revolution, 

instead of suffering, receives an homage. The more it is struck the more sparks it will emit; and 

the fear is it will not be struck enough. It has nothing to dread from attacks; truth has given it an 

establishment, and time will record it with a name as lasting as his own. 

Having now traced the progress of the French Revolution through most of its principal stages, 

from its commencement to the taking of the Bastille, and its establishment by the Declaration of 



Rights, I will close the subject with the energetic apostrophe of M. de la Fayette, "May this great 

monument, raised to Liberty, serve as a lesson to the oppressor, and an example to the 

oppressed!"[11]  

                        MISCELLANEOUS CHAPTER 

To prevent interrupting the argument in the preceding part of this work, or the narrative that 

follows it, I reserved some observations to be thrown together in a Miscellaneous Chapter; by 

which variety might not be censured for confusion. Mr. Burke's book is all Miscellany. His 

intention was to make an attack on the French Revolution; but instead of proceeding with an 

orderly arrangement, he has stormed it with a mob of ideas tumbling over and destroying one 

another. 

But this confusion and contradiction in Mr. Burke's Book is easily accounted for.—When a 

man in a wrong cause attempts to steer his course by anything else than some polar truth or 

principle, he is sure to be lost. It is beyond the compass of his capacity to keep all the parts of an 

argument together, and make them unite in one issue, by any other means than having this guide 

always in view. Neither memory nor invention will supply the want of it. The former fails him, 

and the latter betrays him. 

Notwithstanding the nonsense, for it deserves no better name, that Mr. Burke has asserted 

about hereditary rights, and hereditary succession, and that a Nation has not a right to form a 

Government of itself; it happened to fall in his way to give some account of what Government is. 

"Government," says he, "is a contrivance of human wisdom." 

Admitting that government is a contrivance of human wisdom, it must necessarily follow, that 

hereditary succession, and hereditary rights (as they are called), can make no part of it, because it 

is impossible to make wisdom hereditary; and on the other hand, that cannot be a wise 

contrivance, which in its operation may commit the government of a nation to the wisdom of an 

idiot. The ground which Mr. Burke now takes is fatal to every part of his cause. The argument 

changes from hereditary rights to hereditary wisdom; and the question is, Who is the wisest man? 

He must now show that every one in the line of hereditary succession was a Solomon, or his title 

is not good to be a king. What a stroke has Mr. Burke now made! To use a sailor's phrase, he has 

swabbed the deck, and scarcely left a name legible in the list of Kings; and he has mowed down 

and thinned the House of Peers, with a scythe as formidable as Death and Time. 

But Mr. Burke appears to have been aware of this retort; and he has taken care to guard 

against it, by making government to be not only a contrivance of human wisdom, but a 

monopoly of wisdom. He puts the nation as fools on one side, and places his government of 

wisdom, all wise men of Gotham, on the other side; and he then proclaims, and says that "Men 

have a Right that their Wants should be provided for by this wisdom." Having thus made 

proclamation, he next proceeds to explain to them what their wants are, and also what their rights 

are. In this he has succeeded dextrously, for he makes their wants to be a want of wisdom; but as 

this is cold comfort, he then informs them, that they have a right (not to any of the wisdom) but 

to be governed by it; and in order to impress them with a solemn reverence for this monopoly-

government of wisdom, and of its vast capacity for all purposes, possible or impossible, right or 

wrong, he proceeds with astrological mysterious importance, to tell to them its powers in these 

words: "The rights of men in government are their advantages; and these are often in balance 

between differences of good; and in compromises sometimes between good and evil, and 



sometimes between evil and evil. Political reason is a computing principle; adding—

subtracting—multiplying—and dividing, morally and not metaphysically or mathematically, true 

moral denominations." 

As the wondering audience, whom Mr. Burke supposes himself talking to, may not understand 

all this learned jargon, I will undertake to be its interpreter. The meaning, then, good people, of 

all this, is: That government is governed by no principle whatever; that it can make evil good, or 

good evil, just as it pleases. In short, that government is arbitrary power. 

But there are some things which Mr. Burke has forgotten. First, he has not shown where the 

wisdom originally came from: and secondly, he has not shown by what authority it first began to 

act. In the manner he introduces the matter, it is either government stealing wisdom, or wisdom 

stealing government. It is without an origin, and its powers without authority. In short, it is 

usurpation. 

Whether it be from a sense of shame, or from a consciousness of some radical defect in a 

government necessary to be kept out of sight, or from both, or from any other cause, I undertake 

not to determine, but so it is, that a monarchical reasoner never traces government to its source, 

or from its source. It is one of the shibboleths by which he may be known. A thousand years 

hence, those who shall live in America or France, will look back with contemplative pride on the 

origin of their government, and say, This was the work of our glorious ancestors! But what can a 

monarchical talker say? What has he to exult in? Alas he has nothing. A certain something 

forbids him to look back to a beginning, lest some robber, or some Robin Hood, should rise from 

the long obscurity of time and say, I am the origin. Hard as Mr. Burke laboured at the Regency 

Bill and Hereditary Succession two years ago, and much as he dived for precedents, he still had 

not boldness enough to bring up William of Normandy, and say, There is the head of the list! 

there is the fountain of honour! the son of a prostitute, and the plunderer of the English nation. 

The opinions of men with respect to government are changing fast in all countries. The 

Revolutions of America and France have thrown a beam of light over the world, which reaches 

into man. The enormous expense of governments has provoked people to think, by making them 

feel; and when once the veil begins to rend, it admits not of repair. Ignorance is of a peculiar 

nature: once dispelled, it is impossible to re-establish it. It is not originally a thing of itself, but is 

only the absence of knowledge; and though man may be kept ignorant, he cannot be made 

ignorant. The mind, in discovering truth, acts in the same manner as it acts through the eye in 

discovering objects; when once any object has been seen, it is impossible to put the mind back to 

the same condition it was in before it saw it. Those who talk of a counter-revolution in France, 

show how little they understand of man. There does not exist in the compass of language an 

arrangement of words to express so much as the means of effecting a counter-revolution. The 

means must be an obliteration of knowledge; and it has never yet been discovered how to make 

man unknow his knowledge, or unthink his thoughts. 

Mr. Burke is labouring in vain to stop the progress of knowledge; and it comes with the worse 

grace from him, as there is a certain transaction known in the city which renders him suspected 

of being a pensioner in a fictitious name. This may account for some strange doctrine he has 

advanced in his book, which though he points it at the Revolution Society, is effectually directed 

against the whole nation. 



"The King of England," says he, "holds his crown (for it does not belong to the Nation, 

according to Mr. Burke) in contempt of the choice of the Revolution Society, who have not a 

single vote for a king among them either individually or collectively; and his Majesty's heirs 

each in their time and order, will come to the Crown with the same contempt of their choice, 

with which his Majesty has succeeded to that which he now wears." 

As to who is King in England, or elsewhere, or whether there is any King at all, or whether the 

people choose a Cherokee chief, or a Hessian hussar for a King, it is not a matter that I trouble 

myself about—be that to themselves; but with respect to the doctrine, so far as it relates to the 

Rights of Men and Nations, it is as abominable as anything ever uttered in the most enslaved 

country under heaven. Whether it sounds worse to my ear, by not being accustomed to hear such 

despotism, than what it does to another person, I am not so well a judge of; but of its abominable 

principle I am at no loss to judge. 

It is not the Revolution Society that Mr. Burke means; it is the Nation, as well in its original as 

in its representative character; and he has taken care to make himself understood, by saying that 

they have not a vote either collectively or individually. The Revolution Society is composed of 

citizens of all denominations, and of members of both the Houses of Parliament; and 

consequently, if there is not a right to a vote in any of the characters, there can be no right to any 

either in the nation or in its Parliament. This ought to be a caution to every country how to 

import foreign families to be kings. It is somewhat curious to observe, that although the people 

of England had been in the habit of talking about kings, it is always a Foreign House of Kings; 

hating Foreigners yet governed by them.—It is now the House of Brunswick, one of the petty 

tribes of Germany. 

It has hitherto been the practice of the English Parliaments to regulate what was called the 

succession (taking it for granted that the Nation then continued to accord to the form of annexing 

a monarchical branch of its government; for without this the Parliament could not have had 

authority to have sent either to Holland or to Hanover, or to impose a king upon the nation 

against its will). And this must be the utmost limit to which Parliament can go upon this case; but 

the right of the Nation goes to the whole case, because it has the right of changing its whole form 

of government. The right of a Parliament is only a right in trust, a right by delegation, and that 

but from a very small part of the Nation; and one of its Houses has not even this. But the right of 

the Nation is an original right, as universal as taxation. The nation is the paymaster of 

everything, and everything must conform to its general will. 

I remember taking notice of a speech in what is called the English House of Peers, by the then 

Earl of Shelburne, and I think it was at the time he was Minister, which is applicable to this case. 

I do not directly charge my memory with every particular; but the words and the purport, as 

nearly as I remember, were these: "That the form of a Government was a matter wholly at the 

will of the Nation at all times, that if it chose a monarchical form, it had a right to have it so; and 

if it afterwards chose to be a Republic, it had a right to be a Republic, and to say to a King, 'We 

have no longer any occasion for you.'" 

When Mr. Burke says that "His Majesty's heirs and successors, each in their time and order, 

will come to the crown with the same content of their choice with which His Majesty had 

succeeded to that he wears," it is saying too much even to the humblest individual in the country; 

part of whose daily labour goes towards making up the million sterling a-year, which the country 

gives the person it styles a king. Government with insolence is despotism; but when contempt is 



added it becomes worse; and to pay for contempt is the excess of slavery. This species of 

government comes from Germany; and reminds me of what one of the Brunswick soldiers told 

me, who was taken prisoner by, the Americans in the late war: "Ah!" said he, "America is a fine 

free country, it is worth the people's fighting for; I know the difference by knowing my own: in 

my country, if the prince says eat straw, we eat straw." God help that country, thought I, be it 

England or elsewhere, whose liberties are to be protected by German principles of government, 

and Princes of Brunswick! 

As Mr. Burke sometimes speaks of England, sometimes of France, and sometimes of the 

world, and of government in general, it is difficult to answer his book without apparently 

meeting him on the same ground. Although principles of Government are general subjects, it is 

next to impossible, in many cases, to separate them from the idea of place and circumstance, and 

the more so when circumstances are put for arguments, which is frequently the case with Mr. 

Burke. 

In the former part of his book, addressing himself to the people of France, he says: "No 

experience has taught us (meaning the English), that in any other course or method than that of a 

hereditary crown, can our liberties be regularly perpetuated and preserved sacred as our 

hereditary right." I ask Mr. Burke, who is to take them away? M. de la Fayette, in speaking to 

France, says: "For a Nation to be free, it is sufficient that she wills it." But Mr. Burke represents 

England as wanting capacity to take care of itself, and that its liberties must be taken care of by a 

King holding it in "contempt." If England is sunk to this, it is preparing itself to eat straw, as in 

Hanover, or in Brunswick. But besides the folly of the declaration, it happens that the facts are 

all against Mr. Burke. It was by the government being hereditary, that the liberties of the people 

were endangered. Charles I. and James II. are instances of this truth; yet neither of them went so 

far as to hold the Nation in contempt. 

As it is sometimes of advantage to the people of one country to hear what those of other 

countries have to say respecting it, it is possible that the people of France may learn something 

from Mr. Burke's book, and that the people of England may also learn something from the 

answers it will occasion. When Nations fall out about freedom, a wide field of debate is opened. 

The argument commences with the rights of war, without its evils, and as knowledge is the 

object contended for, the party that sustains the defeat obtains the prize. 

Mr. Burke talks about what he calls an hereditary crown, as if it were some production of 

Nature; or as if, like Time, it had a power to operate, not only independently, but in spite of man; 

or as if it were a thing or a subject universally consented to. Alas! it has none of those properties, 

but is the reverse of them all. It is a thing in imagination, the propriety of which is more than 

doubted, and the legality of which in a few years will be denied. 

But, to arrange this matter in a clearer view than what general expression can heads under 

which (what is called) an hereditary crown, or more properly speaking, an hereditary succession 

to the Government of a Nation, can be considered; which are: 

First, The right of a particular Family to establish itself. 

Secondly, The right of a Nation to establish a particular Family. 



With respect to the first of these heads, that of a Family establishing itself with hereditary 

powers on its own authority, and independent of the consent of a Nation, all men will concur in 

calling it despotism; and it would be trespassing on their understanding to attempt to prove it. 

But the second head, that of a Nation establishing a particular Family with hereditary powers, 

does not present itself as despotism on the first reflection; but if men will permit it a second 

reflection to take place, and carry that reflection forward but one remove out of their own 

persons to that of their offspring, they will then see that hereditary succession becomes in its 

consequences the same despotism to others, which they reprobated for themselves. It operates to 

preclude the consent of the succeeding generations; and the preclusion of consent is despotism. 

When the person who at any time shall be in possession of a Government, or those who stand in 

succession to him, shall say to a Nation, I hold this power in "contempt" of you, it signifies not 

on what authority he pretends to say it. It is no relief, but an aggravation to a person in slavery, to 

reflect that he was sold by his parent; and as that which heightens the criminality of an act cannot 

be produced to prove the legality of it, hereditary succession cannot be established as a legal 

thing. 

In order to arrive at a more perfect decision on this head, it will be proper to consider the 

generation which undertakes to establish a Family with hereditary powers, apart and separate 

from the generations which are to follow; and also to consider the character in which the first 

generation acts with respect to succeeding generations. 

The generation which first selects a person, and puts him at the head of its Government, either 

with the title of King, or any other distinction, acts on its own choice, be it wise or foolish, as a 

free agent for itself The person so set up is not hereditary, but selected and appointed; and the 

generation who sets him up, does not live under a hereditary government, but under a 

government of its own choice and establishment. Were the generation who sets him up, and the 

person so set up, to live for ever, it never could become hereditary succession; and of 

consequence hereditary succession can only follow on the death of the first parties. 

As, therefore, hereditary succession is out of the question with respect to the first generation, 

we have now to consider the character in which that generation acts with respect to the 

commencing generation, and to all succeeding ones. 

It assumes a character, to which it has neither right nor title. It changes itself from a Legislator 

to a Testator, and effects to make its Will, which is to have operation after the demise of the 

makers, to bequeath the Government; and it not only attempts to bequeath, but to establish on the 

succeeding generation, a new and different form of Government under which itself lived. Itself, 

as already observed, lived not under a hereditary Government but under a Government of its own 

choice and establishment; and it now attempts, by virtue of a will and testament (and which it has 

not authority to make), to take from the commencing generation, and all future ones, the rights 

and free agency by which itself acted. 

But, exclusive of the right which any generation has to act collectively as a testator, the objects 

to which it applies itself in this case, are not within the compass of any law, or of any will or 

testament. 

The rights of men in society, are neither devisable or transferable, nor annihilable, but are 

descendable only, and it is not in the power of any generation to intercept finally, and cut off the 

descent. If the present generation, or any other, are disposed to be slaves, it does not lessen the 



right of the succeeding generation to be free. Wrongs cannot have a legal descent. When Mr. 

Burke attempts to maintain that the English nation did at the Revolution of 1688, most solemnly 

renounce and abdicate their rights for themselves, and for all their posterity for ever, he speaks a 

language that merits not reply, and which can only excite contempt for his prostitute principles, 

or pity for his ignorance. 

In whatever light hereditary succession, as growing out of the will and testament of some 

former generation, presents itself, it is an absurdity. A cannot make a will to take from B the 

property of B, and give it to C; yet this is the manner in which (what is called) hereditary 

succession by law operates. A certain former generation made a will, to take away the rights of 

the commencing generation, and all future ones, and convey those rights to a third person, who 

afterwards comes forward, and tells them, in Mr. Burke's language, that they have no rights, that 

their rights are already bequeathed to him and that he will govern in contempt of them. From 

such principles, and such ignorance, good Lord deliver the world! 

But, after all, what is this metaphor called a crown, or rather what is monarchy? Is it a thing, 

or is it a name, or is it a fraud? Is it a "contrivance of human wisdom," or of human craft to 

obtain money from a nation under specious pretences? Is it a thing necessary to a nation? If it is, 

in what does that necessity consist, what service does it perform, what is its business, and what 

are its merits? Does the virtue consist in the metaphor, or in the man? Doth the goldsmith that 

makes the crown, make the virtue also? Doth it operate like Fortunatus's wishing-cap, or 

Harlequin's wooden sword? Doth it make a man a conjurer? In fine, what is it? It appears to be 

something going much out of fashion, falling into ridicule, and rejected in some countries, both 

as unnecessary and expensive. In America it is considered as an absurdity; and in France it has so 

far declined, that the goodness of the man, and the respect for his personal character, are the only 

things that preserve the appearance of its existence. 

If government be what Mr. Burke describes it, "a contrivance of human wisdom" I might ask 

him, if wisdom was at such a low ebb in England, that it was become necessary to import it from 

Holland and from Hanover? But I will do the country the justice to say, that was not the case; 

and even if it was it mistook the cargo. The wisdom of every country, when properly exerted, is 

sufficient for all its purposes; and there could exist no more real occasion in England to have sent 

for a Dutch Stadtholder, or a German Elector, than there was in America to have done a similar 

thing. If a country does not understand its own affairs, how is a foreigner to understand them, 

who knows neither its laws, its manners, nor its language? If there existed a man so 

transcendently wise above all others, that his wisdom was necessary to instruct a nation, some 

reason might be offered for monarchy; but when we cast our eyes about a country, and observe 

how every part understands its own affairs; and when we look around the world, and see that of 

all men in it, the race of kings are the most insignificant in capacity, our reason cannot fail to ask 

us—What are those men kept for? 

If there is anything in monarchy which we people of America do not understand, I wish Mr. 

Burke would be so kind as to inform us. I see in America, a government extending over a 

country ten times as large as England, and conducted with regularity, for a fortieth part of the 

expense which Government costs in England. If I ask a man in America if he wants a King, he 

retorts, and asks me if I take him for an idiot? How is it that this difference happens? are we 

more or less wise than others? I see in America the generality of people living in a style of plenty 



unknown in monarchical countries; and I see that the principle of its government, which is that of 

the equal Rights of Man, is making a rapid progress in the world. 

If monarchy is a useless thing, why is it kept up anywhere? and if a necessary thing, how can 

it be dispensed with? That civil government is necessary, all civilized nations will agree; but civil 

government is republican government. All that part of the government of England which begins 

with the office of constable, and proceeds through the department of magistrate, quarter-sessions, 

and general assize, including trial by jury, is republican government. Nothing of monarchy 

appears in any part of it, except in the name which William the Conqueror imposed upon the 

English, that of obliging them to call him "Their Sovereign Lord the King." 

It is easy to conceive that a band of interested men, such as Placemen, Pensioners, Lords of the 

bed-chamber, Lords of the kitchen, Lords of the necessary-house, and the Lord knows what 

besides, can find as many reasons for monarchy as their salaries, paid at the expense of the 

country, amount to; but if I ask the farmer, the manufacturer, the merchant, the tradesman, and 

down through all the occupations of life to the common labourer, what service monarchy is to 

him? he can give me no answer. If I ask him what monarchy is, he believes it is something like a 

sinecure. 

Notwithstanding the taxes of England amount to almost seventeen millions a year, said to be 

for the expenses of Government, it is still evident that the sense of the Nation is left to govern 

itself, and does govern itself, by magistrates and juries, almost at its own charge, on republican 

principles, exclusive of the expense of taxes. The salaries of the judges are almost the only 

charge that is paid out of the revenue. Considering that all the internal government is executed by 

the people, the taxes of England ought to be the lightest of any nation in Europe; instead of 

which, they are the contrary. As this cannot be accounted for on the score of civil government, 

the subject necessarily extends itself to the monarchical part. 

When the people of England sent for George the First (and it would puzzle a wiser man than 

Mr. Burke to discover for what he could be wanted, or what service he could render), they ought 

at least to have conditioned for the abandonment of Hanover. Besides the endless German 

intrigues that must follow from a German Elector being King of England, there is a natural 

impossibility of uniting in the same person the principles of Freedom and the principles of 

Despotism, or as it is usually called in England Arbitrary Power. A German Elector is in his 

electorate a despot; how then could it be expected that he should be attached to principles of 

liberty in one country, while his interest in another was to be supported by despotism? The union 

cannot exist; and it might easily have been foreseen that German Electors would make German 

Kings, or in Mr. Burke's words, would assume government with "contempt." The English have 

been in the habit of considering a King of England only in the character in which he appears to 

them; whereas the same person, while the connection lasts, has a home-seat in another country, 

the interest of which is different to their own, and the principles of the governments in opposition 

to each other. To such a person England will appear as a town-residence, and the Electorate as 

the estate. The English may wish, as I believe they do, success to the principles of liberty in 

France, or in Germany; but a German Elector trembles for the fate of despotism in his electorate; 

and the Duchy of Mecklenburgh, where the present Queen's family governs, is under the same 

wretched state of arbitrary power, and the people in slavish vassalage. 

There never was a time when it became the English to watch continental intrigues more 

circumspectly than at the present moment, and to distinguish the politics of the Electorate from 



the politics of the Nation. The Revolution of France has entirely changed the ground with respect 

to England and France, as nations; but the German despots, with Prussia at their head, are 

combining against liberty; and the fondness of Mr. Pitt for office, and the interest which all his 

family connections have obtained, do not give sufficient security against this intrigue. 

As everything which passes in the world becomes matter for history, I will now quit this 

subject, and take a concise review of the state of parties and politics in England, as Mr. Burke 

has done in France. 

Whether the present reign commenced with contempt, I leave to Mr. Burke: certain, however, 

it is, that it had strongly that appearance. The animosity of the English nation, it is very well 

remembered, ran high; and, had the true principles of Liberty been as well understood then as 

they now promise to be, it is probable the Nation would not have patiently submitted to so much. 

George the First and Second were sensible of a rival in the remains of the Stuarts; and as they 

could not but consider themselves as standing on their good behaviour, they had prudence to 

keep their German principles of government to themselves; but as the Stuart family wore away, 

the prudence became less necessary. 

The contest between rights, and what were called prerogatives, continued to heat the nation till 

some time after the conclusion of the American War, when all at once it fell a calm—Execration 

exchanged itself for applause, and Court popularity sprung up like a mushroom in a night. 

To account for this sudden transition, it is proper to observe that there are two distinct species 

of popularity; the one excited by merit, and the other by resentment. As the Nation had formed 

itself into two parties, and each was extolling the merits of its parliamentary champions for and 

against prerogative, nothing could operate to give a more general shock than an immediate 

coalition of the champions themselves. The partisans of each being thus suddenly left in the 

lurch, and mutually heated with disgust at the measure, felt no other relief than uniting in a 

common execration against both. A higher stimulus or resentment being thus excited than what 

the contest on prerogatives occasioned, the nation quitted all former objects of rights and wrongs, 

and sought only that of gratification. The indignation at the Coalition so effectually superseded 

the indignation against the Court as to extinguish it; and without any change of principles on the 

part of the Court, the same people who had reprobated its despotism united with it to revenge 

themselves on the Coalition Parliament. The case was not, which they liked best, but which they 

hated most; and the least hated passed for love. The dissolution of the Coalition Parliament, as it 

afforded the means of gratifying the resentment of the Nation, could not fail to be popular; and 

from hence arose the popularity of the Court. 

Transitions of this kind exhibit a Nation under the government of temper, instead of a fixed 

and steady principle; and having once committed itself, however rashly, it feels itself urged along 

to justify by continuance its first proceeding. Measures which at other times it would censure it 

now approves, and acts persuasion upon itself to suffocate its judgment. 

On the return of a new Parliament, the new Minister, Mr. Pitt, found himself in a secure 

majority; and the Nation gave him credit, not out of regard to himself, but because it had 

resolved to do it out of resentment to another. He introduced himself to public notice by a 

proposed Reform of Parliament, which in its operation would have amounted to a public 

justification of corruption. The Nation was to be at the expense of buying up the rotten boroughs, 

whereas it ought to punish the persons who deal in the traffic. 



Passing over the two bubbles of the Dutch business and the million a-year to sink the national 

debt, the matter which most presents itself, is the affair of the Regency. Never, in the course of 

my observation, was delusion more successfully acted, nor a nation more completely deceived. 

But, to make this appear, it will be necessary to go over the circumstances. 

Mr. Fox had stated in the House of Commons, that the Prince of Wales, as heir in succession, 

had a right in himself to assume the Government. This was opposed by Mr. Pitt; and, so far as 

the opposition was confined to the doctrine, it was just. But the principles which Mr. Pitt 

maintained on the contrary side were as bad, or worse in their extent, than those of Mr. Fox; 

because they went to establish an aristocracy over the nation, and over the small representation it 

has in the House of Commons. 

Whether the English form of Government be good or bad, is not in this case the question; but, 

taking it as it stands, without regard to its merits or demerits, Mr. Pitt was farther from the point 

than Mr. Fox. 

It is supposed to consist of three parts:—while therefore the Nation is disposed to continue this 

form, the parts have a national standing, independent of each other, and are not the creatures of 

each other. Had Mr. Fox passed through Parliament, and said that the person alluded to claimed 

on the ground of the Nation, Mr. Pitt must then have contended what he called the right of the 

Parliament against the right of the Nation. 

By the appearance which the contest made, Mr. Fox took the hereditary ground, and Mr. Pitt 

the Parliamentary ground; but the fact is, they both took hereditary ground, and Mr. Pitt took the 

worst of the two. 

What is called the Parliament is made up of two Houses, one of which is more hereditary, and 

more beyond the control of the Nation than what the Crown (as it is called) is supposed to be. It 

is an hereditary aristocracy, assuming and asserting indefeasible, irrevocable rights and authority, 

wholly independent of the Nation. Where, then, was the merited popularity of exalting this 

hereditary power over another hereditary power less independent of the Nation than what itself 

assumed to be, and of absorbing the rights of the Nation into a House over which it has neither 

election nor control? 

The general impulse of the Nation was right; but it acted without reflection. It approved the 

opposition made to the right set up by Mr. Fox, without perceiving that Mr. Pitt was supporting 

another indefeasible right more remote from the Nation, in opposition to it. 

With respect to the House of Commons, it is elected but by a small part of the Nation; but 

were the election as universal as taxation, which it ought to be, it would still be only the organ of 

the Nation, and cannot possess inherent rights.—When the National Assembly of France resolves 

a matter, the resolve is made in right of the Nation; but Mr. Pitt, on all national questions, so far 

as they refer to the House of Commons, absorbs the rights of the Nation into the organ, and 

makes the organ into a Nation, and the Nation itself into a cypher. 

In a few words, the question on the Regency was a question of a million a-year, which is 

appropriated to the executive department: and Mr. Pitt could not possess himself of any 

management of this sum, without setting up the supremacy of Parliament; and when this was 

accomplished, it was indifferent who should be Regent, as he must be Regent at his own cost. 

Among the curiosities which this contentious debate afforded, was that of making the Great Seal 



into a King, the affixing of which to an act was to be royal authority. If, therefore, Royal 

Authority is a Great Seal, it consequently is in itself nothing; and a good Constitution would be 

of infinitely more value to the Nation than what the three Nominal Powers, as they now stand, 

are worth. 

The continual use of the word Constitution in the English Parliament shows there is none; and 

that the whole is merely a form of government without a Constitution, and constituting itself with 

what powers it pleases. If there were a Constitution, it certainly could be referred to; and the 

debate on any constitutional point would terminate by producing the Constitution. One member 

says this is Constitution, and another says that is Constitution—To-day it is one thing; and to-

morrow something else—while the maintaining of the debate proves there is none. Constitution 

is now the cant word of Parliament, tuning itself to the ear of the Nation. Formerly it was the 

universal supremacy of Parliament—the omnipotence of Parliament: But since the progress of 

Liberty in France, those phrases have a despotic harshness in their note; and the English 

Parliament have catched the fashion from the National Assembly, but without the substance, of 

speaking of Constitution. 

As the present generation of the people in England did not make the Government, they are not 

accountable for any of its defects; but, that sooner or later, it must come into their hands to 

undergo a constitutional reformation, is as certain as that the same thing has happened in France. 

If France, with a revenue of nearly twenty-four millions sterling, with an extent of rich and fertile 

country above four times larger than England, with a population of twenty-four millions of 

inhabitants to support taxation, with upwards of ninety millions sterling of gold and silver 

circulating in the nation, and with a debt less than the present debt of England—still found it 

necessary, from whatever cause, to come to a settlement of its affairs, it solves the problem of 

funding for both countries. 

It is out of the question to say how long what is called the English constitution has lasted, and 

to argue from thence how long it is to last; the question is, how long can the funding system last? 

It is a thing but of modern invention, and has not yet continued beyond the life of a man; yet in 

that short space it has so far accumulated, that, together with the current expenses, it requires an 

amount of taxes at least equal to the whole landed rental of the nation in acres to defray the 

annual expenditure. That a government could not have always gone on by the same system 

which has been followed for the last seventy years, must be evident to every man; and for the 

same reason it cannot always go on. 

The funding system is not money; neither is it, properly speaking, credit. It, in effect, creates 

upon paper the sum which it appears to borrow, and lays on a tax to keep the imaginary capital 

alive by the payment of interest and sends the annuity to market, to be sold for paper already in 

circulation. If any credit is given, it is to the disposition of the people to pay the tax, and not to 

the government, which lays it on. When this disposition expires, what is supposed to be the 

credit of Government expires with it. The instance of France under the former Government 

shows that it is impossible to compel the payment of taxes by force, when a whole nation is 

determined to take its stand upon that ground. 

Mr. Burke, in his review of the finances of France, states the quantity of gold and silver in 

France, at about eighty-eight millions sterling. In doing this, he has, I presume, divided by the 

difference of exchange, instead of the standard of twenty-four livres to a pound sterling; for M. 



Neckar's statement, from which Mr. Burke's is taken, is two thousand two hundred millions of 

livres, which is upwards of ninety-one millions and a half sterling. 

M. Neckar in France, and Mr. George Chalmers at the Office of Trade and Plantation in 

England, of which Lord Hawkesbury is president, published nearly about the same time (1786) 

an account of the quantity of money in each nation, from the returns of the Mint of each nation. 

Mr. Chalmers, from the returns of the English Mint at the Tower of London, states the quantity 

of money in England, including Scotland and Ireland, to be twenty millions sterling.[12]  

M. Neckar[13]  says that the amount of money in France, recoined from the old coin which 

was called in, was two thousand five hundred millions of livres (upwards of one hundred and 

four millions sterling); and, after deducting for waste, and what may be in the West Indies and 

other possible circumstances, states the circulation quantity at home to be ninety-one millions 

and a half sterling; but, taking it as Mr. Burke has put it, it is sixty-eight millions more than the 

national quantity in England. 

That the quantity of money in France cannot be under this sum, may at once be seen from the 

state of the French Revenue, without referring to the records of the French Mint for proofs. The 

revenue of France, prior to the Revolution, was nearly twenty-four millions sterling; and as paper 

had then no existence in France the whole revenue was collected upon gold and silver; and it 

would have been impossible to have collected such a quantity of revenue upon a less national 

quantity than M. Neckar has stated. Before the establishment of paper in England, the revenue 

was about a fourth part of the national amount of gold and silver, as may be known by referring 

to the revenue prior to King William, and the quantity of money stated to be in the nation at that 

time, which was nearly as much as it is now. 

It can be of no real service to a nation, to impose upon itself, or to permit itself to be imposed 

upon; but the prejudices of some, and the imposition of others, have always represented France 

as a nation possessing but little money—whereas the quantity is not only more than four times 

what the quantity is in England, but is considerably greater on a proportion of numbers. To 

account for this deficiency on the part of England, some reference should be had to the English 

system of funding. It operates to multiply paper, and to substitute it in the room of money, in 

various shapes; and the more paper is multiplied, the more opportunities are offered to export the 

specie; and it admits of a possibility (by extending it to small notes) of increasing paper till there 

is no money left. 

I know this is not a pleasant subject to English readers; but the matters I am going to mention, 

are so important in themselves, as to require the attention of men interested in money 

transactions of a public nature. There is a circumstance stated by M. Neckar, in his treatise on the 

administration of the finances, which has never been attended to in England, but which forms the 

only basis whereon to estimate the quantity of money (gold and silver) which ought to be in 

every nation in Europe, to preserve a relative proportion with other nations. 

Lisbon and Cadiz are the two ports into which (money) gold and silver from South America 

are imported, and which afterwards divide and spread themselves over Europe by means of 

commerce, and increase the quantity of money in all parts of Europe. If, therefore, the amount of 

the annual importation into Europe can be known, and the relative proportion of the foreign 

commerce of the several nations by which it can be distributed can be ascertained, they give a 



rule sufficiently true, to ascertain the quantity of money which ought to be found in any nation, 

at any given time. 

M. Neckar shows from the registers of Lisbon and Cadiz, that the importation of gold and 

silver into Europe, is five millions sterling annually. He has not taken it on a single year, but on 

an average of fifteen succeeding years, from 1763 to 1777, both inclusive; in which time, the 

amount was one thousand eight hundred million livres, which is seventy-five millions 

sterling.[14]  

From the commencement of the Hanover succession in 1714 to the time Mr. Chalmers 

published, is seventy-two years; and the quantity imported into Europe, in that time, would be 

three hundred and sixty millions sterling. 

If the foreign commerce of Great Britain be stated at a sixth part of what the whole foreign 

commerce of Europe amounts to (which is probably an inferior estimation to what the gentlemen 

at the Exchange would allow) the proportion which Britain should draw by commerce of this 

sum, to keep herself on a proportion with the rest of Europe, would be also a sixth part which is 

sixty millions sterling; and if the same allowance for waste and accident be made for England 

which M. Neckar makes for France, the quantity remaining after these deductions would be fifty-

two millions; and this sum ought to have been in the nation (at the time Mr. Chalmers 

published), in addition to the sum which was in the nation at the commencement of the Hanover 

succession, and to have made in the whole at least sixty-six millions sterling; instead of which 

there were but twenty millions, which is forty-six millions below its proportionate quantity. 

As the quantity of gold and silver imported into Lisbon and Cadiz is more exactly ascertained 

than that of any commodity imported into England, and as the quantity of money coined at the 

Tower of London is still more positively known, the leading facts do not admit of controversy. 

Either, therefore, the commerce of England is unproductive of profit, or the gold and silver 

which it brings in leak continually away by unseen means at the average rate of about three-

quarters of a million a year, which, in the course of seventy-two years, accounts for the 

deficiency; and its absence is supplied by paper.[15]  

The Revolution of France is attended with many novel circumstances, not only in the political 

sphere, but in the circle of money transactions. Among others, it shows that a government may 

be in a state of insolvency and a nation rich. So far as the fact is confined to the late Government 

of France, it was insolvent; because the nation would no longer support its extravagance, and 

therefore it could no longer support itself—but with respect to the nation all the means existed. A 

government may be said to be insolvent every time it applies to the nation to discharge its 

arrears. The insolvency of the late Government of France and the present of England differed in 

no other respect than as the dispositions of the people differ. The people of France refused their 

aid to the old Government; and the people of England submit to taxation without inquiry. What 

is called the Crown in England has been insolvent several times; the last of which, publicly 

known, was in May, 1777, when it applied to the nation to discharge upwards of L600,000 

private debts, which otherwise it could not pay. 

It was the error of Mr. Pitt, Mr. Burke, and all those who were unacquainted with the affairs of 

France to confound the French nation with the French Government. The French nation, in effect, 

endeavoured to render the late Government insolvent for the purpose of taking government into 

its own hands: and it reserved its means for the support of the new Government. In a country of 



such vast extent and population as France the natural means cannot be wanting, and the political 

means appear the instant the nation is disposed to permit them. When Mr. Burke, in a speech last 

winter in the British Parliament, "cast his eyes over the map of Europe, and saw a chasm that 

once was France," he talked like a dreamer of dreams. The same natural France existed as before, 

and all the natural means existed with it. The only chasm was that the extinction of despotism 

had left, and which was to be filled up with the Constitution more formidable in resources than 

the power which had expired. 

Although the French Nation rendered the late Government insolvent, it did not permit the 

insolvency to act towards the creditors; and the creditors, considering the Nation as the real pay-

master, and the Government only as the agent, rested themselves on the nation, in preference to 

the Government. This appears greatly to disturb Mr. Burke, as the precedent is fatal to the policy 

by which governments have supposed themselves secure. They have contracted debts, with a 

view of attaching what is called the monied interest of a Nation to their support; but the example 

in France shows that the permanent security of the creditor is in the Nation, and not in the 

Government; and that in all possible revolutions that may happen in Governments, the means are 

always with the Nation, and the Nation always in existence. Mr. Burke argues that the creditors 

ought to have abided the fate of the Government which they trusted; but the National Assembly 

considered them as the creditors of the Nation, and not of the Government—of the master, and 

not of the steward. 

Notwithstanding the late government could not discharge the current expenses, the present 

government has paid off a great part of the capital. This has been accomplished by two means; 

the one by lessening the expenses of government, and the other by the sale of the monastic and 

ecclesiastical landed estates. The devotees and penitent debauchees, extortioners and misers of 

former days, to ensure themselves a better world than that they were about to leave, had 

bequeathed immense property in trust to the priesthood for pious uses; and the priesthood kept it 

for themselves. The National Assembly has ordered it to be sold for the good of the whole 

nation, and the priesthood to be decently provided for. 

In consequence of the revolution, the annual interest of the debt of France will be reduced at 

least six millions sterling, by paying off upwards of one hundred millions of the capital; which, 

with lessening the former expenses of government at least three millions, will place France in a 

situation worthy the imitation of Europe. 

Upon a whole review of the subject, how vast is the contrast! While Mr. Burke has been 

talking of a general bankruptcy in France, the National Assembly has been paying off the capital 

of its debt; and while taxes have increased near a million a year in England, they have lowered 

several millions a year in France. Not a word has either Mr. Burke or Mr. Pitt said about the 

French affairs, or the state of the French finances, in the present Session of Parliament. The 

subject begins to be too well understood, and imposition serves no longer. 

There is a general enigma running through the whole of Mr. Burke's book. He writes in a rage 

against the National Assembly; but what is he enraged about? If his assertions were as true as 

they are groundless, and that France by her Revolution, had annihilated her power, and become 

what he calls a chasm, it might excite the grief of a Frenchman (considering himself as a national 

man), and provoke his rage against the National Assembly; but why should it excite the rage of 

Mr. Burke? Alas! it is not the nation of France that Mr. Burke means, but the Court; and every 

Court in Europe, dreading the same fate, is in mourning. He writes neither in the character of a 



Frenchman nor an Englishman, but in the fawning character of that creature known in all 

countries, and a friend to none—a courtier. Whether it be the Court of Versailles, or the Court of 

St. James, or Carlton-House, or the Court in expectation, signifies not; for the caterpillar 

principle of all Courts and Courtiers are alike. They form a common policy throughout Europe, 

detached and separate from the interest of Nations: and while they appear to quarrel, they agree 

to plunder. Nothing can be more terrible to a Court or Courtier than the Revolution of France. 

That which is a blessing to Nations is bitterness to them: and as their existence depends on the 

duplicity of a country, they tremble at the approach of principles, and dread the precedent that 

threatens their overthrow. 

                              CONCLUSION 

Reason and Ignorance, the opposites of each other, influence the great bulk of mankind. If 

either of these can be rendered sufficiently extensive in a country, the machinery of Government 

goes easily on. Reason obeys itself; and Ignorance submits to whatever is dictated to it. 

The two modes of the Government which prevail in the world, are: 

First, Government by election and representation. 

Secondly, Government by hereditary succession. 

The former is generally known by the name of republic; the latter by that of monarchy and 

aristocracy. 

Those two distinct and opposite forms erect themselves on the two distinct and opposite bases 

of Reason and Ignorance.—As the exercise of Government requires talents and abilities, and as 

talents and abilities cannot have hereditary descent, it is evident that hereditary succession 

requires a belief from man to which his reason cannot subscribe, and which can only be 

established upon his ignorance; and the more ignorant any country is, the better it is fitted for this 

species of Government. 

On the contrary, Government, in a well-constituted republic, requires no belief from man 

beyond what his reason can give. He sees the rationale of the whole system, its origin and its 

operation; and as it is best supported when best understood, the human faculties act with 

boldness, and acquire, under this form of government, a gigantic manliness. 

As, therefore, each of those forms acts on a different base, the one moving freely by the aid of 

reason, the other by ignorance; we have next to consider, what it is that gives motion to that 

species of Government which is called mixed Government, or, as it is sometimes ludicrously 

styled, a Government of this, that and t' other. 

The moving power in this species of Government is, of necessity, Corruption. However 

imperfect election and representation may be in mixed Governments, they still give exercise to a 

greater portion of reason than is convenient to the hereditary Part; and therefore it becomes 

necessary to buy the reason up. A mixed Government is an imperfect everything, cementing and 

soldering the discordant parts together by corruption, to act as a whole. Mr. Burke appears highly 

disgusted that France, since she had resolved on a revolution, did not adopt what he calls "A 

British Constitution"; and the regretful manner in which he expresses himself on this occasion 

implies a suspicion that the British Constitution needed something to keep its defects in 

countenance. 



In mixed Governments there is no responsibility: the parts cover each other till responsibility 

is lost; and the corruption which moves the machine, contrives at the same time its own escape. 

When it is laid down as a maxim, that a King can do no wrong, it places him in a state of similar 

security with that of idiots and persons insane, and responsibility is out of the question with 

respect to himself. It then descends upon the Minister, who shelters himself under a majority in 

Parliament, which, by places, pensions, and corruption, he can always command; and that 

majority justifies itself by the same authority with which it protects the Minister. In this rotatory 

motion, responsibility is thrown off from the parts, and from the whole. 

When there is a Part in a Government which can do no wrong, it implies that it does nothing; 

and is only the machine of another power, by whose advice and direction it acts. What is 

supposed to be the King in the mixed Governments, is the Cabinet; and as the Cabinet is always 

a part of the Parliament, and the members justifying in one character what they advise and act in 

another, a mixed Government becomes a continual enigma; entailing upon a country by the 

quantity of corruption necessary to solder the parts, the expense of supporting all the forms of 

government at once, and finally resolving itself into a Government by Committee; in which the 

advisers, the actors, the approvers, the justifiers, the persons responsible, and the persons not 

responsible, are the same persons. 

By this pantomimical contrivance, and change of scene and character, the parts help each other 

out in matters which neither of them singly would assume to act. When money is to be obtained, 

the mass of variety apparently dissolves, and a profusion of parliamentary praises passes between 

the parts. Each admires with astonishment, the wisdom, the liberality, the disinterestedness of the 

other: and all of them breathe a pitying sigh at the burthens of the Nation. 

But in a well-constituted republic, nothing of this soldering, praising, and pitying, can take 

place; the representation being equal throughout the country, and complete in itself, however it 

may be arranged into legislative and executive, they have all one and the same natural source. 

The parts are not foreigners to each other, like democracy, aristocracy, and monarchy. As there 

are no discordant distinctions, there is nothing to corrupt by compromise, nor confound by 

contrivance. Public measures appeal of themselves to the understanding of the Nation, and, 

resting on their own merits, disown any flattering applications to vanity. The continual whine of 

lamenting the burden of taxes, however successfully it may be practised in mixed Governments, 

is inconsistent with the sense and spirit of a republic. If taxes are necessary, they are of course 

advantageous; but if they require an apology, the apology itself implies an impeachment. Why, 

then, is man thus imposed upon, or why does he impose upon himself? 

When men are spoken of as kings and subjects, or when Government is mentioned under the 

distinct and combined heads of monarchy, aristocracy, and democracy, what is it that reasoning 

man is to understand by the terms? If there really existed in the world two or more distinct and 

separate elements of human power, we should then see the several origins to which those terms 

would descriptively apply; but as there is but one species of man, there can be but one element of 

human power; and that element is man himself. Monarchy, aristocracy, and democracy, are but 

creatures of imagination; and a thousand such may be contrived as well as three. 

From the Revolutions of America and France, and the symptoms that have appeared in other 

countries, it is evident that the opinion of the world is changing with respect to systems of 

Government, and that revolutions are not within the compass of political calculations. The 

progress of time and circumstances, which men assign to the accomplishment of great changes, 



is too mechanical to measure the force of the mind, and the rapidity of reflection, by which 

revolutions are generated: All the old governments have received a shock from those that already 

appear, and which were once more improbable, and are a greater subject of wonder, than a 

general revolution in Europe would be now. 

When we survey the wretched condition of man, under the monarchical and hereditary 

systems of Government, dragged from his home by one power, or driven by another, and 

impoverished by taxes more than by enemies, it becomes evident that those systems are bad, and 

that a general revolution in the principle and construction of Governments is necessary. 

What is government more than the management of the affairs of a Nation? It is not, and from 

its nature cannot be, the property of any particular man or family, but of the whole community, at 

whose expense it is supported; and though by force and contrivance it has been usurped into an 

inheritance, the usurpation cannot alter the right of things. Sovereignty, as a matter of right, 

appertains to the Nation only, and not to any individual; and a Nation has at all times an inherent 

indefeasible right to abolish any form of Government it finds inconvenient, and to establish such 

as accords with its interest, disposition and happiness. The romantic and barbarous distinction of 

men into Kings and subjects, though it may suit the condition of courtiers, cannot that of citizens; 

and is exploded by the principle upon which Governments are now founded. Every citizen is a 

member of the Sovereignty, and, as such, can acknowledge no personal subjection; and his 

obedience can be only to the laws. 

When men think of what Government is, they must necessarily suppose it to possess a 

knowledge of all the objects and matters upon which its authority is to be exercised. In this view 

of Government, the republican system, as established by America and France, operates to 

embrace the whole of a Nation; and the knowledge necessary to the interest of all the parts, is to 

be found in the center, which the parts by representation form: But the old Governments are on a 

construction that excludes knowledge as well as happiness; government by Monks, who knew 

nothing of the world beyond the walls of a Convent, is as consistent as government by Kings. 

What were formerly called Revolutions, were little more than a change of persons, or an 

alteration of local circumstances. They rose and fell like things of course, and had nothing in 

their existence or their fate that could influence beyond the spot that produced them. But what 

we now see in the world, from the Revolutions of America and France, are a renovation of the 

natural order of things, a system of principles as universal as truth and the existence of man, and 

combining moral with political happiness and national prosperity. 

"I. Men are born, and always continue, free and equal in respect of their rights. Civil 

distinctions, therefore, can be founded only on public utility. 

"II. The end of all political associations is the preservation of the natural and imprescriptible 

rights of man; and these rights are liberty, property, security, and resistance of oppression. 

"III. The nation is essentially the source of all sovereignty; nor can any Individual, or Any 

Body Of Men, be entitled to any authority which is not expressly derived from it." 

In these principles, there is nothing to throw a Nation into confusion by inflaming ambition. 

They are calculated to call forth wisdom and abilities, and to exercise them for the public good, 

and not for the emolument or aggrandisement of particular descriptions of men or families. 

Monarchical sovereignty, the enemy of mankind, and the source of misery, is abolished; and the 



sovereignty itself is restored to its natural and original place, the Nation. Were this the case 

throughout Europe, the cause of wars would be taken away. 

It is attributed to Henry the Fourth of France, a man of enlarged and benevolent heart, that he 

proposed, about the year 1610, a plan for abolishing war in Europe. The plan consisted in 

constituting an European Congress, or as the French authors style it, a Pacific Republic; by 

appointing delegates from the several Nations who were to act as a Court of arbitration in any 

disputes that might arise between nation and nation. 

Had such a plan been adopted at the time it was proposed, the taxes of England and France, as 

two of the parties, would have been at least ten millions sterling annually to each Nation less 

than they were at the commencement of the French Revolution. 

To conceive a cause why such a plan has not been adopted (and that instead of a Congress for 

the purpose of preventing war, it has been called only to terminate a war, after a fruitless expense 

of several years) it will be necessary to consider the interest of Governments as a distinct interest 

to that of Nations. 

Whatever is the cause of taxes to a Nation, becomes also the means of revenue to Government. 

Every war terminates with an addition of taxes, and consequently with an addition of revenue; 

and in any event of war, in the manner they are now commenced and concluded, the power and 

interest of Governments are increased. War, therefore, from its productiveness, as it easily 

furnishes the pretence of necessity for taxes and appointments to places and offices, becomes a 

principal part of the system of old Governments; and to establish any mode to abolish war, 

however advantageous it might be to Nations, would be to take from such Government the most 

lucrative of its branches. The frivolous matters upon which war is made, show the disposition 

and avidity of Governments to uphold the system of war, and betray the motives upon which 

they act. 

Why are not Republics plunged into war, but because the nature of their Government does not 

admit of an interest distinct from that of the Nation? Even Holland, though an ill-constructed 

Republic, and with a commerce extending over the world, existed nearly a century without war: 

and the instant the form of Government was changed in France, the republican principles of 

peace and domestic prosperity and economy arose with the new Government; and the same 

consequences would follow the cause in other Nations. 

As war is the system of Government on the old construction, the animosity which Nations 

reciprocally entertain, is nothing more than what the policy of their Governments excites to keep 

up the spirit of the system. Each Government accuses the other of perfidy, intrigue, and 

ambition, as a means of heating the imagination of their respective Nations, and incensing them 

to hostilities. Man is not the enemy of man, but through the medium of a false system of 

Government. Instead, therefore, of exclaiming against the ambition of Kings, the exclamation 

should be directed against the principle of such Governments; and instead of seeking to reform 

the individual, the wisdom of a Nation should apply itself to reform the system. 

Whether the forms and maxims of Governments which are still in practice, were adapted to the 

condition of the world at the period they were established, is not in this case the question. The 

older they are, the less correspondence can they have with the present state of things. Time, and 

change of circumstances and opinions, have the same progressive effect in rendering modes of 

Government obsolete as they have upon customs and manners.—Agriculture, commerce, 



manufactures, and the tranquil arts, by which the prosperity of Nations is best promoted, require 

a different system of Government, and a different species of knowledge to direct its operations, 

than what might have been required in the former condition of the world. 

As it is not difficult to perceive, from the enlightened state of mankind, that hereditary 

Governments are verging to their decline, and that Revolutions on the broad basis of national 

sovereignty and Government by representation, are making their way in Europe, it would be an 

act of wisdom to anticipate their approach, and produce Revolutions by reason and 

accommodation, rather than commit them to the issue of convulsions. 

From what we now see, nothing of reform in the political world ought to be held improbable. 

It is an age of Revolutions, in which everything may be looked for. The intrigue of Courts, by 

which the system of war is kept up, may provoke a confederation of Nations to abolish it: and an 

European Congress to patronise the progress of free Government, and promote the civilisation of 

Nations with each other, is an event nearer in probability, than once were the revolutions and 

alliance of France and America. 

                            END OF PART I. 
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FRENCH TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE. 

(1792) 

The work of which we offer a translation to the public has created the greatest sensation in 

England. Paine, that man of freedom, who seems born to preach "Common Sense" to the whole 

world with the same success as in America, explains in it to the people of England the theory of 

the practice of the Rights of Man. 

Owing to the prejudices that still govern that nation, the author has been obliged to 

condescend to answer Mr. Burke. He has done so more especially in an extended preface which 

is nothing but a piece of very tedious controversy, in which he shows himself very sensitive to 

criticisms that do not really affect him. To translate it seemed an insult to the free French people, 

and similar reasons have led the editors to suppress also a dedicatory epistle addressed by Paine 

to Lafayette. 

The French can no longer endure dedicatory epistles. A man should write privately to those he 

esteems: when he publishes a book his thoughts should be offered to the public alone. Paine, that 

uncorrupted friend of freedom, believed too in the sincerity of Lafayette. So easy is it to deceive 

men of single-minded purpose! Bred at a distance from courts, that austere American does not 

seem any more on his guard against the artful ways and speech of courtiers than some 

Frenchmen who resemble him. 

                                  TO 

 

                          M. DE LA FAYETTE 

After an acquaintance of nearly fifteen years in difficult situations in America, and various 

consultations in Europe, I feel a pleasure in presenting to you this small treatise, in gratitude for 

your services to my beloved America, and as a testimony of my esteem for the virtues, public 

and private, which I know you to possess. 

The only point upon which I could ever discover that we differed was not as to principles of 

government, but as to time. For my own part I think it equally as injurious to good principles to 

permit them to linger, as to push them on too fast. That which you suppose accomplishable in 

fourteen or fifteen years, I may believe practicable in a much shorter period. Mankind, as it 

appears to me, are always ripe enough to understand their true interest, provided it be presented 

clearly to their understanding, and that in a manner not to create suspicion by anything like self-

design, nor offend by assuming too much. Where we would wish to reform we must not 

reproach. 



When the American revolution was established I felt a disposition to sit serenely down and 

enjoy the calm. It did not appear to me that any object could afterwards arise great enough to 

make me quit tranquility and feel as I had felt before. But when principle, and not place, is the 

energetic cause of action, a man, I find, is everywhere the same. 

I am now once more in the public world; and as I have not a right to contemplate on so many 

years of remaining life as you have, I have resolved to labour as fast as I can; and as I am 

anxious for your aid and your company, I wish you to hasten your principles and overtake me. 

If you make a campaign the ensuing spring, which it is most probable there will be no 

occasion for, I will come and join you. Should the campaign commence, I hope it will terminate 

in the extinction of German despotism, and in establishing the freedom of all Germany. When 

France shall be surrounded with revolutions she will be in peace and safety, and her taxes, as 

well as those of Germany, will consequently become less. 

Your sincere, 

   Affectionate Friend, 

      Thomas Paine 

London, Feb. 9, 1792 

 

 

 

  



PREFACE 

When I began the chapter entitled the "Conclusion" in the former part of the RIGHTS OF 

MAN, published last year, it was my intention to have extended it to a greater length; but in 

casting the whole matter in my mind, which I wish to add, I found that it must either make the 

work too bulky, or contract my plan too much. I therefore brought it to a close as soon as the 

subject would admit, and reserved what I had further to say to another opportunity. 

Several other reasons contributed to produce this determination. I wished to know the manner 

in which a work, written in a style of thinking and expression different to what had been 

customary in England, would be received before I proceeded farther. A great field was opening 

to the view of mankind by means of the French Revolution. Mr. Burke's outrageous opposition 

thereto brought the controversy into England. He attacked principles which he knew (from 

information) I would contest with him, because they are principles I believe to be good, and 

which I have contributed to establish, and conceive myself bound to defend. Had he not urged 

the controversy, I had most probably been a silent man. 

Another reason for deferring the remainder of the work was, that Mr. Burke promised in his 

first publication to renew the subject at another opportunity, and to make a comparison of what 

he called the English and French Constitutions. I therefore held myself in reserve for him. He has 

published two works since, without doing this: which he certainly would not have omitted, had 

the comparison been in his favour. 

In his last work, his "Appeal from the New to the Old Whigs," he has quoted about ten pages 

from the RIGHTS OF MAN, and having given himself the trouble of doing this, says he "shall 

not attempt in the smallest degree to refute them," meaning the principles therein contained. I am 

enough acquainted with Mr. Burke to know that he would if he could. But instead of contesting 

them, he immediately after consoles himself with saying that "he has done his part."—He has not 

done his part. He has not performed his promise of a comparison of constitutions. He started the 

controversy, he gave the challenge, and has fled from it; and he is now a case in point with his 

own opinion that "the age of chivalry is gone!" 

The title, as well as the substance of his last work, his "Appeal," is his condemnation. 

Principles must stand on their own merits, and if they are good they certainly will. To put them 

under the shelter of other men's authority, as Mr. Burke has done, serves to bring them into 

suspicion. Mr. Burke is not very fond of dividing his honours, but in this case he is artfully 

dividing the disgrace. 

But who are those to whom Mr. Burke has made his appeal? A set of childish thinkers, and 

half-way politicians born in the last century, men who went no farther with any principle than as 

it suited their purposes as a party; the nation was always left out of the question; and this has 

been the character of every party from that day to this. The nation sees nothing of such works, or 

such politics, worthy its attention. A little matter will move a party, but it must be something 

great that moves a nation. 

Though I see nothing in Mr. Burke's "Appeal" worth taking much notice of, there is, however, 

one expression upon which I shall offer a few remarks. After quoting largely from the RIGHTS 

OF MAN, and declining to contest the principles contained in that work, he says: "This will most 

probably be done (if such writings shall be thought to deserve any other refutation than that of 

criminal justice) by others, who may think with Mr. Burke and with the same zeal." 



In the first place, it has not yet been done by anybody. Not less, I believe, than eight or ten 

pamphlets intended as answers to the former part of the RIGHTS OF MAN have been published 

by different persons, and not one of them to my knowledge, has extended to a second edition, nor 

are even the titles of them so much as generally remembered. As I am averse to unnecessary 

multiplying publications, I have answered none of them. And as I believe that a man may write 

himself out of reputation when nobody else can do it, I am careful to avoid that rock. 

But as I would decline unnecessary publications on the one hand, so would I avoid everything 

that might appear like sullen pride on the other. If Mr. Burke, or any person on his side the 

question, will produce an answer to the RIGHTS OF MAN that shall extend to a half, or even to 

a fourth part of the number of copies to which the Rights Of Man extended, I will reply to his 

work. But until this be done, I shall so far take the sense of the public for my guide (and the 

world knows I am not a flatterer) that what they do not think worth while to read, is not worth 

mine to answer. I suppose the number of copies to which the first part of the RIGHTS OF MAN 

extended, taking England, Scotland, and Ireland, is not less than between forty and fifty 

thousand. 

I now come to remark on the remaining part of the quotation I have made from Mr. Burke. 

"If," says he, "such writings shall be thought to deserve any other refutation than that of 

criminal justice." 

Pardoning the pun, it must be criminal justice indeed that should condemn a work as a 

substitute for not being able to refute it. The greatest condemnation that could be passed upon it 

would be a refutation. But in proceeding by the method Mr. Burke alludes to, the condemnation 

would, in the final event, pass upon the criminality of the process and not upon the work, and in 

this case, I had rather be the author, than be either the judge or the jury that should condemn it. 

But to come at once to the point. I have differed from some professional gentlemen on the 

subject of prosecutions, and I since find they are falling into my opinion, which I will here state 

as fully, but as concisely as I can. 

I will first put a case with respect to any law, and then compare it with a government, or with 

what in England is, or has been, called a constitution. 

It would be an act of despotism, or what in England is called arbitrary power, to make a law to 

prohibit investigating the principles, good or bad, on which such a law, or any other is founded. 

If a law be bad it is one thing to oppose the practice of it, but it is quite a different thing to 

expose its errors, to reason on its defects, and to show cause why it should be repealed, or why 

another ought to be substituted in its place. I have always held it an opinion (making it also my 

practice) that it is better to obey a bad law, making use at the same time of every argument to 

show its errors and procure its repeal, than forcibly to violate it; because the precedent of 

breaking a bad law might weaken the force, and lead to a discretionary violation, of those which 

are good. 

The case is the same with respect to principles and forms of government, or to what are called 

constitutions and the parts of which they are, composed. 

It is for the good of nations and not for the emolument or aggrandisement of particular 

individuals, that government ought to be established, and that mankind are at the expense of 



supporting it. The defects of every government and constitution both as to principle and form, 

must, on a parity of reasoning, be as open to discussion as the defects of a law, and it is a duty 

which every man owes to society to point them out. When those defects, and the means of 

remedying them, are generally seen by a nation, that nation will reform its government or its 

constitution in the one case, as the government repealed or reformed the law in the other. The 

operation of government is restricted to the making and the administering of laws; but it is to a 

nation that the right of forming or reforming, generating or regenerating constitutions and 

governments belong; and consequently those subjects, as subjects of investigation, are always 

before a country as a matter of right, and cannot, without invading the general rights of that 

country, be made subjects for prosecution. On this ground I will meet Mr. Burke whenever he 

please. It is better that the whole argument should come out than to seek to stifle it. It was 

himself that opened the controversy, and he ought not to desert it. 

I do not believe that monarchy and aristocracy will continue seven years longer in any of the 

enlightened countries in Europe. If better reasons can be shown for them than against them, they 

will stand; if the contrary, they will not. Mankind are not now to be told they shall not think, or 

they shall not read; and publications that go no farther than to investigate principles of 

government, to invite men to reason and to reflect, and to show the errors and excellences of 

different systems, have a right to appear. If they do not excite attention, they are not worth the 

trouble of a prosecution; and if they do, the prosecution will amount to nothing, since it cannot 

amount to a prohibition of reading. This would be a sentence on the public, instead of the author, 

and would also be the most effectual mode of making or hastening revolution. 

On all cases that apply universally to a nation, with respect to systems of government, a jury 

of twelve men is not competent to decide. Where there are no witnesses to be examined, no facts 

to be proved, and where the whole matter is before the whole public, and the merits or demerits 

of it resting on their opinion; and where there is nothing to be known in a court, but what every 

body knows out of it, every twelve men is equally as good a jury as the other, and would most 

probably reverse each other's verdict; or, from the variety of their opinions, not be able to form 

one. It is one case, whether a nation approve a work, or a plan; but it is quite another case, 

whether it will commit to any such jury the power of determining whether that nation have a 

right to, or shall reform its government or not. I mention those cases that Mr. Burke may see I 

have not written on Government without reflecting on what is Law, as well as on what are 

Rights.—The only effectual jury in such cases would be a convention of the whole nation fairly 

elected; for in all such cases the whole nation is the vicinage. If Mr. Burke will propose such a 

jury, I will waive all privileges of being the citizen of another country, and, defending its 

principles, abide the issue, provided he will do the same; for my opinion is, that his work and his 

principles would be condemned instead of mine. 

As to the prejudices which men have from education and habit, in favour of any particular 

form or system of government, those prejudices have yet to stand the test of reason and 

reflection. In fact, such prejudices are nothing. No man is prejudiced in favour of a thing, 

knowing it to be wrong. He is attached to it on the belief of its being right; and when he sees it is 

not so, the prejudice will be gone. We have but a defective idea of what prejudice is. It might be 

said, that until men think for themselves the whole is prejudice, and not opinion; for that only is 

opinion which is the result of reason and reflection. I offer this remark, that Mr. Burke may not 

confide too much in what have been the customary prejudices of the country. 



I do not believe that the people of England have ever been fairly and candidly dealt by. They 

have been imposed upon by parties, and by men assuming the character of leaders. It is time that 

the nation should rise above those trifles. It is time to dismiss that inattention which has so long 

been the encouraging cause of stretching taxation to excess. It is time to dismiss all those songs 

and toasts which are calculated to enslave, and operate to suffocate reflection. On all such 

subjects men have but to think, and they will neither act wrong nor be misled. To say that any 

people are not fit for freedom, is to make poverty their choice, and to say they had rather be 

loaded with taxes than not. If such a case could be proved, it would equally prove that those who 

govern are not fit to govern them, for they are a part of the same national mass. 

But admitting governments to be changed all over Europe; it certainly may be done without 

convulsion or revenge. It is not worth making changes or revolutions, unless it be for some great 

national benefit: and when this shall appear to a nation, the danger will be, as in America and 

France, to those who oppose; and with this reflection I close my Preface. 

                    THOMAS PAINE 

London, Feb. 9, 1792 

 

 

 

  



RIGHTS OF MAN PART II. 

 

 

 

INTRODUCTION. 

What Archimedes said of the mechanical powers, may be applied to Reason and Liberty. "Had 

we," said he, "a place to stand upon, we might raise the world." 

The revolution of America presented in politics what was only theory in mechanics. So deeply 

rooted were all the governments of the old world, and so effectually had the tyranny and the 

antiquity of habit established itself over the mind, that no beginning could be made in Asia, 

Africa, or Europe, to reform the political condition of man. Freedom had been hunted round the 

globe; reason was considered as rebellion; and the slavery of fear had made men afraid to think. 

But such is the irresistible nature of truth, that all it asks,—and all it wants,—is the liberty of 

appearing. The sun needs no inscription to distinguish him from darkness; and no sooner did the 

American governments display themselves to the world, than despotism felt a shock and man 

began to contemplate redress. 

The independence of America, considered merely as a separation from England, would have 

been a matter but of little importance, had it not been accompanied by a revolution in the 

principles and practice of governments. She made a stand, not for herself only, but for the world, 

and looked beyond the advantages herself could receive. Even the Hessian, though hired to fight 

against her, may live to bless his defeat; and England, condemning the viciousness of its 

government, rejoice in its miscarriage. 

As America was the only spot in the political world where the principle of universal 

reformation could begin, so also was it the best in the natural world. An assemblage of 

circumstances conspired, not only to give birth, but to add gigantic maturity to its principles. The 

scene which that country presents to the eye of a spectator, has something in it which generates 

and encourages great ideas. Nature appears to him in magnitude. The mighty objects he beholds, 

act upon his mind by enlarging it, and he partakes of the greatness he contemplates.—Its first 

settlers were emigrants from different European nations, and of diversified professions of 

religion, retiring from the governmental persecutions of the old world, and meeting in the new, 

not as enemies, but as brothers. The wants which necessarily accompany the cultivation of a 

wilderness produced among them a state of society, which countries long harassed by the 

quarrels and intrigues of governments, had neglected to cherish. In such a situation man becomes 

what he ought. He sees his species, not with the inhuman idea of a natural enemy, but as kindred; 

and the example shows to the artificial world, that man must go back to Nature for information. 

From the rapid progress which America makes in every species of improvement, it is rational 

to conclude that, if the governments of Asia, Africa, and Europe had begun on a principle similar 

to that of America, or had not been very early corrupted therefrom, those countries must by this 

time have been in a far superior condition to what they are. Age after age has passed away, for 

no other purpose than to behold their wretchedness. Could we suppose a spectator who knew 

nothing of the world, and who was put into it merely to make his observations, he would take a 

great part of the old world to be new, just struggling with the difficulties and hardships of an 



infant settlement. He could not suppose that the hordes of miserable poor with which old 

countries abound could be any other than those who had not yet had time to provide for 

themselves. Little would he think they were the consequence of what in such countries they call 

government. 

If, from the more wretched parts of the old world, we look at those which are in an advanced 

stage of improvement we still find the greedy hand of government thrusting itself into every 

corner and crevice of industry, and grasping the spoil of the multitude. Invention is continually 

exercised to furnish new pretences for revenue and taxation. It watches prosperity as its prey, and 

permits none to escape without a tribute. 

As revolutions have begun (and as the probability is always greater against a thing beginning, 

than of proceeding after it has begun), it is natural to expect that other revolutions will follow. 

The amazing and still increasing expenses with which old governments are conducted, the 

numerous wars they engage in or provoke, the embarrassments they throw in the way of 

universal civilisation and commerce, and the oppression and usurpation acted at home, have 

wearied out the patience, and exhausted the property of the world. In such a situation, and with 

such examples already existing, revolutions are to be looked for. They are become subjects of 

universal conversation, and may be considered as the Order of the day. 

If systems of government can be introduced less expensive and more productive of general 

happiness than those which have existed, all attempts to oppose their progress will in the end be 

fruitless. Reason, like time, will make its own way, and prejudice will fall in a combat with 

interest. If universal peace, civilisation, and commerce are ever to be the happy lot of man, it 

cannot be accomplished but by a revolution in the system of governments. All the monarchical 

governments are military. War is their trade, plunder and revenue their objects. While such 

governments continue, peace has not the absolute security of a day. What is the history of all 

monarchical governments but a disgustful picture of human wretchedness, and the accidental 

respite of a few years' repose? Wearied with war, and tired with human butchery, they sat down 

to rest, and called it peace. This certainly is not the condition that heaven intended for man; and 

if this be monarchy, well might monarchy be reckoned among the sins of the Jews. 

The revolutions which formerly took place in the world had nothing in them that interested the 

bulk of mankind. They extended only to a change of persons and measures, but not of principles, 

and rose or fell among the common transactions of the moment. What we now behold may not 

improperly be called a "counter-revolution." Conquest and tyranny, at some earlier period, 

dispossessed man of his rights, and he is now recovering them. And as the tide of all human 

affairs has its ebb and flow in directions contrary to each other, so also is it in this. Government 

founded on a moral theory, on a system of universal peace, on the indefeasible hereditary Rights 

of Man, is now revolving from west to east by a stronger impulse than the government of the 

sword revolved from east to west. It interests not particular individuals, but nations in its 

progress, and promises a new era to the human race. 

The danger to which the success of revolutions is most exposed is that of attempting them 

before the principles on which they proceed, and the advantages to result from them, are 

sufficiently seen and understood. Almost everything appertaining to the circumstances of a 

nation, has been absorbed and confounded under the general and mysterious word government. 

Though it avoids taking to its account the errors it commits, and the mischiefs it occasions, it 

fails not to arrogate to itself whatever has the appearance of prosperity. It robs industry of its 



honours, by pedantically making itself the cause of its effects; and purloins from the general 

character of man, the merits that appertain to him as a social being. 

It may therefore be of use in this day of revolutions to discriminate between those things 

which are the effect of government, and those which are not. This will best be done by taking a 

review of society and civilisation, and the consequences resulting therefrom, as things distinct 

from what are called governments. By beginning with this investigation, we shall be able to 

assign effects to their proper causes and analyse the mass of common errors. 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER I. OF SOCIETY AND CIVILISATION 

Great part of that order which reigns among mankind is not the effect of government. It has its 

origin in the principles of society and the natural constitution of man. It existed prior to 

government, and would exist if the formality of government was abolished. The mutual 

dependence and reciprocal interest which man has upon man, and all the parts of civilised 

community upon each other, create that great chain of connection which holds it together. The 

landholder, the farmer, the manufacturer, the merchant, the tradesman, and every occupation, 

prospers by the aid which each receives from the other, and from the whole. Common interest 

regulates their concerns, and forms their law; and the laws which common usage ordains, have a 

greater influence than the laws of government. In fine, society performs for itself almost 

everything which is ascribed to government. 

To understand the nature and quantity of government proper for man, it is necessary to attend 

to his character. As Nature created him for social life, she fitted him for the station she intended. 

In all cases she made his natural wants greater than his individual powers. No one man is 

capable, without the aid of society, of supplying his own wants, and those wants, acting upon 

every individual, impel the whole of them into society, as naturally as gravitation acts to a centre. 

But she has gone further. She has not only forced man into society by a diversity of wants 

which the reciprocal aid of each other can supply, but she has implanted in him a system of 

social affections, which, though not necessary to his existence, are essential to his happiness. 

There is no period in life when this love for society ceases to act. It begins and ends with our 

being. 

If we examine with attention into the composition and constitution of man, the diversity of his 

wants, and the diversity of talents in different men for reciprocally accommodating the wants of 

each other, his propensity to society, and consequently to preserve the advantages resulting from 

it, we shall easily discover, that a great part of what is called government is mere imposition. 

Government is no farther necessary than to supply the few cases to which society and 

civilisation are not conveniently competent; and instances are not wanting to show, that 

everything which government can usefully add thereto, has been performed by the common 

consent of society, without government. 

For upwards of two years from the commencement of the American War, and to a longer 

period in several of the American States, there were no established forms of government. The old 

governments had been abolished, and the country was too much occupied in defence to employ 

its attention in establishing new governments; yet during this interval order and harmony were 

preserved as inviolate as in any country in Europe. There is a natural aptness in man, and more 

so in society, because it embraces a greater variety of abilities and resource, to accommodate 

itself to whatever situation it is in. The instant formal government is abolished, society begins to 

act: a general association takes place, and common interest produces common security. 

So far is it from being true, as has been pretended, that the abolition of any formal government 

is the dissolution of society, that it acts by a contrary impulse, and brings the latter the closer 

together. All that part of its organisation which it had committed to its government, devolves 

again upon itself, and acts through its medium. When men, as well from natural instinct as from 

reciprocal benefits, have habituated themselves to social and civilised life, there is always 

enough of its principles in practice to carry them through any changes they may find necessary or 



convenient to make in their government. In short, man is so naturally a creature of society that it 

is almost impossible to put him out of it. 

Formal government makes but a small part of civilised life; and when even the best that 

human wisdom can devise is established, it is a thing more in name and idea than in fact. It is to 

the great and fundamental principles of society and civilisation—to the common usage 

universally consented to, and mutually and reciprocally maintained—to the unceasing circulation 

of interest, which, passing through its million channels, invigorates the whole mass of civilised 

man—it is to these things, infinitely more than to anything which even the best instituted 

government can perform, that the safety and prosperity of the individual and of the whole 

depends. 

The more perfect civilisation is, the less occasion has it for government, because the more 

does it regulate its own affairs, and govern itself; but so contrary is the practice of old 

governments to the reason of the case, that the expenses of them increase in the proportion they 

ought to diminish. It is but few general laws that civilised life requires, and those of such 

common usefulness, that whether they are enforced by the forms of government or not, the effect 

will be nearly the same. If we consider what the principles are that first condense men into 

society, and what are the motives that regulate their mutual intercourse afterwards, we shall find, 

by the time we arrive at what is called government, that nearly the whole of the business is 

performed by the natural operation of the parts upon each other. 

Man, with respect to all those matters, is more a creature of consistency than he is aware, or 

than governments would wish him to believe. All the great laws of society are laws of nature. 

Those of trade and commerce, whether with respect to the intercourse of individuals or of 

nations, are laws of mutual and reciprocal interest. They are followed and obeyed, because it is 

the interest of the parties so to do, and not on account of any formal laws their governments may 

impose or interpose. 

But how often is the natural propensity to society disturbed or destroyed by the operations of 

government! When the latter, instead of being ingrafted on the principles of the former, assumes 

to exist for itself, and acts by partialities of favour and oppression, it becomes the cause of the 

mischiefs it ought to prevent. 

If we look back to the riots and tumults which at various times have happened in England, we 

shall find that they did not proceed from the want of a government, but that government was 

itself the generating cause; instead of consolidating society it divided it; it deprived it of its 

natural cohesion, and engendered discontents and disorders which otherwise would not have 

existed. In those associations which men promiscuously form for the purpose of trade, or of any 

concern in which government is totally out of the question, and in which they act merely on the 

principles of society, we see how naturally the various parties unite; and this shows, by 

comparison, that governments, so far from being always the cause or means of order, are often 

the destruction of it. The riots of 1780 had no other source than the remains of those prejudices 

which the government itself had encouraged. But with respect to England there are also other 

causes. 

Excess and inequality of taxation, however disguised in the means, never fail to appear in their 

effects. As a great mass of the community are thrown thereby into poverty and discontent, they 

are constantly on the brink of commotion; and deprived, as they unfortunately are, of the means 



of information, are easily heated to outrage. Whatever the apparent cause of any riots may be, the 

real one is always want of happiness. It shows that something is wrong in the system of 

government that injures the felicity by which society is to be preserved. 

But as a fact is superior to reasoning, the instance of America presents itself to confirm these 

observations. If there is a country in the world where concord, according to common calculation, 

would be least expected, it is America. Made up as it is of people from different nations,[16] 

 accustomed to different forms and habits of government, speaking different languages, and more 

different in their modes of worship, it would appear that the union of such a people was 

impracticable; but by the simple operation of constructing government on the principles of 

society and the rights of man, every difficulty retires, and all the parts are brought into cordial 

unison. There the poor are not oppressed, the rich are not privileged. Industry is not mortified by 

the splendid extravagance of a court rioting at its expense. Their taxes are few, because their 

government is just: and as there is nothing to render them wretched, there is nothing to engender 

riots and tumults. 

A metaphysical man, like Mr. Burke, would have tortured his invention to discover how such 

a people could be governed. He would have supposed that some must be managed by fraud, 

others by force, and all by some contrivance; that genius must be hired to impose upon 

ignorance, and show and parade to fascinate the vulgar. Lost in the abundance of his researches, 

he would have resolved and re-resolved, and finally overlooked the plain and easy road that lay 

directly before him. 

One of the great advantages of the American Revolution has been, that it led to a discovery of 

the principles, and laid open the imposition, of governments. All the revolutions till then had 

been worked within the atmosphere of a court, and never on the grand floor of a nation. The 

parties were always of the class of courtiers; and whatever was their rage for reformation, they 

carefully preserved the fraud of the profession. 

In all cases they took care to represent government as a thing made up of mysteries, which 

only themselves understood; and they hid from the understanding of the nation the only thing 

that was beneficial to know, namely, That government is nothing more than a national 

association adding on the principles of society. 

Having thus endeavoured to show that the social and civilised state of man is capable of 

performing within itself almost everything necessary to its protection and government, it will be 

proper, on the other hand, to take a review of the present old governments, and examine whether 

their principles and practice are correspondent thereto. 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER II. OF THE ORIGIN OF THE PRESENT OLD GOVERNMENTS 

It is impossible that such governments as have hitherto existed in the world, could have 

commenced by any other means than a total violation of every principle sacred and moral. The 

obscurity in which the origin of all the present old governments is buried, implies the iniquity 

and disgrace with which they began. The origin of the present government of America and 

France will ever be remembered, because it is honourable to record it; but with respect to the 

rest, even Flattery has consigned them to the tomb of time, without an inscription. 

It could have been no difficult thing in the early and solitary ages of the world, while the chief 

employment of men was that of attending flocks and herds, for a banditti of ruffians to overrun a 

country, and lay it under contributions. Their power being thus established, the chief of the band 

contrived to lose the name of Robber in that of Monarch; and hence the origin of Monarchy and 

Kings. 

The origin of the Government of England, so far as relates to what is called its line of 

monarchy, being one of the latest, is perhaps the best recorded. The hatred which the Norman 

invasion and tyranny begat, must have been deeply rooted in the nation, to have outlived the 

contrivance to obliterate it. Though not a courtier will talk of the curfew-bell, not a village in 

England has forgotten it. 

Those bands of robbers having parcelled out the world, and divided it into dominions, began, 

as is naturally the case, to quarrel with each other. What at first was obtained by violence was 

considered by others as lawful to be taken, and a second plunderer succeeded the first. They 

alternately invaded the dominions which each had assigned to himself, and the brutality with 

which they treated each other explains the original character of monarchy. It was ruffian 

torturing ruffian. The conqueror considered the conquered, not as his prisoner, but his property. 

He led him in triumph rattling in chains, and doomed him, at pleasure, to slavery or death. As 

time obliterated the history of their beginning, their successors assumed new appearances, to cut 

off the entail of their disgrace, but their principles and objects remained the same. What at first 

was plunder, assumed the softer name of revenue; and the power originally usurped, they 

affected to inherit. 

From such beginning of governments, what could be expected but a continued system of war 

and extortion? It has established itself into a trade. The vice is not peculiar to one more than to 

another, but is the common principle of all. There does not exist within such governments 

sufficient stamina whereon to engraft reformation; and the shortest and most effectual remedy is 

to begin anew on the ground of the nation. 

What scenes of horror, what perfection of iniquity, present themselves in contemplating the 

character and reviewing the history of such governments! If we would delineate human nature 

with a baseness of heart and hypocrisy of countenance that reflection would shudder at and 

humanity disown, it is kings, courts and cabinets that must sit for the portrait. Man, naturally as 

he is, with all his faults about him, is not up to the character. 

Can we possibly suppose that if governments had originated in a right principle, and had not 

an interest in pursuing a wrong one, the world could have been in the wretched and quarrelsome 

condition we have seen it? What inducement has the farmer, while following the plough, to lay 

aside his peaceful pursuit, and go to war with the farmer of another country? or what inducement 

has the manufacturer? What is dominion to them, or to any class of men in a nation? Does it add 



an acre to any man's estate, or raise its value? Are not conquest and defeat each of the same 

price, and taxes the never-failing consequence?—Though this reasoning may be good to a 

nation, it is not so to a government. War is the Pharo-table of governments, and nations the dupes 

of the game. 

If there is anything to wonder at in this miserable scene of governments more than might be 

expected, it is the progress which the peaceful arts of agriculture, manufacture and commerce 

have made beneath such a long accumulating load of discouragement and oppression. It serves to 

show that instinct in animals does not act with stronger impulse than the principles of society and 

civilisation operate in man. Under all discouragements, he pursues his object, and yields to 

nothing but impossibilities. 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER III. OF THE OLD AND NEW SYSTEMS OF GOVERNMENT 

Nothing can appear more contradictory than the principles on which the old governments 

began, and the condition to which society, civilisation and commerce are capable of carrying 

mankind. Government, on the old system, is an assumption of power, for the aggrandisement of 

itself; on the new, a delegation of power for the common benefit of society. The former supports 

itself by keeping up a system of war; the latter promotes a system of peace, as the true means of 

enriching a nation. The one encourages national prejudices; the other promotes universal society, 

as the means of universal commerce. The one measures its prosperity, by the quantity of revenue 

it extorts; the other proves its excellence, by the small quantity of taxes it requires. 

Mr. Burke has talked of old and new whigs. If he can amuse himself with childish names and 

distinctions, I shall not interrupt his pleasure. It is not to him, but to the Abbe Sieyes, that I 

address this chapter. I am already engaged to the latter gentleman to discuss the subject of 

monarchical government; and as it naturally occurs in comparing the old and new systems, I 

make this the opportunity of presenting to him my observations. I shall occasionally take Mr. 

Burke in my way. 

Though it might be proved that the system of government now called the New, is the most 

ancient in principle of all that have existed, being founded on the original, inherent Rights of 

Man: yet, as tyranny and the sword have suspended the exercise of those rights for many 

centuries past, it serves better the purpose of distinction to call it the new, than to claim the right 

of calling it the old. 

The first general distinction between those two systems, is, that the one now called the old is 

hereditary, either in whole or in part; and the new is entirely representative. It rejects all 

hereditary government: 

First, As being an imposition on mankind. 

Secondly, As inadequate to the purposes for which government is necessary. 

With respect to the first of these heads—It cannot be proved by what right hereditary 

government could begin; neither does there exist within the compass of mortal power a right to 

establish it. Man has no authority over posterity in matters of personal right; and, therefore, no 

man, or body of men, had, or can have, a right to set up hereditary government. Were even 

ourselves to come again into existence, instead of being succeeded by posterity, we have not now 

the right of taking from ourselves the rights which would then be ours. On what ground, then, do 

we pretend to take them from others? 

All hereditary government is in its nature tyranny. An heritable crown, or an heritable throne, 

or by what other fanciful name such things may be called, have no other significant explanation 

than that mankind are heritable property. To inherit a government, is to inherit the people, as if 

they were flocks and herds. 

With respect to the second head, that of being inadequate to the purposes for which 

government is necessary, we have only to consider what government essentially is, and compare 

it with the circumstances to which hereditary succession is subject. 

Government ought to be a thing always in full maturity. It ought to be so constructed as to be 

superior to all the accidents to which individual man is subject; and, therefore, hereditary 



succession, by being subject to them all, is the most irregular and imperfect of all the systems of 

government. 

We have heard the Rights of Man called a levelling system; but the only system to which the 

word levelling is truly applicable, is the hereditary monarchical system. It is a system of mental 

levelling. It indiscriminately admits every species of character to the same authority. Vice and 

virtue, ignorance and wisdom, in short, every quality good or bad, is put on the same level. Kings 

succeed each other, not as rationals, but as animals. It signifies not what their mental or moral 

characters are. Can we then be surprised at the abject state of the human mind in monarchical 

countries, when the government itself is formed on such an abject levelling system?—It has no 

fixed character. To-day it is one thing; to-morrow it is something else. It changes with the temper 

of every succeeding individual, and is subject to all the varieties of each. It is government 

through the medium of passions and accidents. It appears under all the various characters of 

childhood, decrepitude, dotage, a thing at nurse, in leading-strings, or in crutches. It reverses the 

wholesome order of nature. It occasionally puts children over men, and the conceits of nonage 

over wisdom and experience. In short, we cannot conceive a more ridiculous figure of 

government, than hereditary succession, in all its cases, presents. 

Could it be made a decree in nature, or an edict registered in heaven, and man could know it, 

that virtue and wisdom should invariably appertain to hereditary succession, the objection to it 

would be removed; but when we see that nature acts as if she disowned and sported with the 

hereditary system; that the mental character of successors, in all countries, is below the average 

of human understanding; that one is a tyrant, another an idiot, a third insane, and some all three 

together, it is impossible to attach confidence to it, when reason in man has power to act. 

It is not to the Abbe Sieyes that I need apply this reasoning; he has already saved me that 

trouble by giving his own opinion upon the case. "If it be asked," says he, "what is my opinion 

with respect to hereditary right, I answer without hesitation, That in good theory, an hereditary 

transmission of any power of office, can never accord with the laws of a true representation. 

Hereditaryship is, in this sense, as much an attaint upon principle, as an outrage upon society. 

But let us," continues he, "refer to the history of all elective monarchies and principalities: is 

there one in which the elective mode is not worse than the hereditary succession?" 

As to debating on which is the worst of the two, it is admitting both to be bad; and herein we 

are agreed. The preference which the Abbe has given, is a condemnation of the thing that he 

prefers. Such a mode of reasoning on such a subject is inadmissible, because it finally amounts to 

an accusation upon Providence, as if she had left to man no other choice with respect to 

government than between two evils, the best of which he admits to be "an attaint upon principle, 

and an outrage upon society." 

Passing over, for the present, all the evils and mischiefs which monarchy has occasioned in the 

world, nothing can more effectually prove its uselessness in a state of civil government, than 

making it hereditary. Would we make any office hereditary that required wisdom and abilities to 

fill it? And where wisdom and abilities are not necessary, such an office, whatever it may be, is 

superfluous or insignificant. 

Hereditary succession is a burlesque upon monarchy. It puts it in the most ridiculous light, by 

presenting it as an office which any child or idiot may fill. It requires some talents to be a 

common mechanic; but to be a king requires only the animal figure of man—a sort of breathing 



automaton. This sort of superstition may last a few years more, but it cannot long resist the 

awakened reason and interest of man. 

As to Mr. Burke, he is a stickler for monarchy, not altogether as a pensioner, if he is one, 

which I believe, but as a political man. He has taken up a contemptible opinion of mankind, who, 

in their turn, are taking up the same of him. He considers them as a herd of beings that must be 

governed by fraud, effigy, and show; and an idol would be as good a figure of monarchy with 

him, as a man. I will, however, do him the justice to say that, with respect to America, he has 

been very complimentary. He always contended, at least in my hearing, that the people of 

America were more enlightened than those of England, or of any country in Europe; and that 

therefore the imposition of show was not necessary in their governments. 

Though the comparison between hereditary and elective monarchy, which the Abbe has made, 

is unnecessary to the case, because the representative system rejects both: yet, were I to make the 

comparison, I should decide contrary to what he has done. 

The civil wars which have originated from contested hereditary claims, are more numerous, 

and have been more dreadful, and of longer continuance, than those which have been occasioned 

by election. All the civil wars in France arose from the hereditary system; they were either 

produced by hereditary claims, or by the imperfection of the hereditary form, which admits of 

regencies or monarchy at nurse. With respect to England, its history is full of the same 

misfortunes. The contests for succession between the houses of York and Lancaster lasted a 

whole century; and others of a similar nature have renewed themselves since that period. Those 

of 1715 and 1745 were of the same kind. The succession war for the crown of Spain embroiled 

almost half Europe. The disturbances of Holland are generated from the hereditaryship of the 

Stadtholder. A government calling itself free, with an hereditary office, is like a thorn in the 

flesh, that produces a fermentation which endeavours to discharge it. 

But I might go further, and place also foreign wars, of whatever kind, to the same cause. It is 

by adding the evil of hereditary succession to that of monarchy, that a permanent family interest 

is created, whose constant objects are dominion and revenue. Poland, though an elective 

monarchy, has had fewer wars than those which are hereditary; and it is the only government that 

has made a voluntary essay, though but a small one, to reform the condition of the country. 

Having thus glanced at a few of the defects of the old, or hereditary systems of government, 

let us compare it with the new, or representative system. 

The representative system takes society and civilisation for its basis; nature, reason, and 

experience, for its guide. 

Experience, in all ages, and in all countries, has demonstrated that it is impossible to control 

Nature in her distribution of mental powers. She gives them as she pleases. Whatever is the rule 

by which she, apparently to us, scatters them among mankind, that rule remains a secret to man. 

It would be as ridiculous to attempt to fix the hereditaryship of human beauty, as of wisdom. 

Whatever wisdom constituently is, it is like a seedless plant; it may be reared when it appears, 

but it cannot be voluntarily produced. There is always a sufficiency somewhere in the general 

mass of society for all purposes; but with respect to the parts of society, it is continually 

changing its place. It rises in one to-day, in another to-morrow, and has most probably visited in 

rotation every family of the earth, and again withdrawn. 



As this is in the order of nature, the order of government must necessarily follow it, or 

government will, as we see it does, degenerate into ignorance. The hereditary system, therefore, 

is as repugnant to human wisdom as to human rights; and is as absurd as it is unjust. 

As the republic of letters brings forward the best literary productions, by giving to genius a 

fair and universal chance; so the representative system of government is calculated to produce 

the wisest laws, by collecting wisdom from where it can be found. I smile to myself when I 

contemplate the ridiculous insignificance into which literature and all the sciences would sink, 

were they made hereditary; and I carry the same idea into governments. An hereditary governor 

is as inconsistent as an hereditary author. I know not whether Homer or Euclid had sons; but I 

will venture an opinion that if they had, and had left their works unfinished, those sons could not 

have completed them. 

Do we need a stronger evidence of the absurdity of hereditary government than is seen in the 

descendants of those men, in any line of life, who once were famous? Is there scarcely an 

instance in which there is not a total reverse of the character? It appears as if the tide of mental 

faculties flowed as far as it could in certain channels, and then forsook its course, and arose in 

others. How irrational then is the hereditary system, which establishes channels of power, in 

company with which wisdom refuses to flow! By continuing this absurdity, man is perpetually in 

contradiction with himself; he accepts, for a king, or a chief magistrate, or a legislator, a person 

whom he would not elect for a constable. 

It appears to general observation, that revolutions create genius and talents; but those events 

do no more than bring them forward. There is existing in man, a mass of sense lying in a 

dormant state, and which, unless something excites it to action, will descend with him, in that 

condition, to the grave. As it is to the advantage of society that the whole of its faculties should 

be employed, the construction of government ought to be such as to bring forward, by a quiet 

and regular operation, all that extent of capacity which never fails to appear in revolutions. 

This cannot take place in the insipid state of hereditary government, not only because it 

prevents, but because it operates to benumb. When the mind of a nation is bowed down by any 

political superstition in its government, such as hereditary succession is, it loses a considerable 

portion of its powers on all other subjects and objects. Hereditary succession requires the same 

obedience to ignorance, as to wisdom; and when once the mind can bring itself to pay this 

indiscriminate reverence, it descends below the stature of mental manhood. It is fit to be great 

only in little things. It acts a treachery upon itself, and suffocates the sensations that urge the 

detection. 

Though the ancient governments present to us a miserable picture of the condition of man, 

there is one which above all others exempts itself from the general description. I mean the 

democracy of the Athenians. We see more to admire, and less to condemn, in that great, 

extraordinary people, than in anything which history affords. 

Mr. Burke is so little acquainted with constituent principles of government, that he confounds 

democracy and representation together. Representation was a thing unknown in the ancient 

democracies. In those the mass of the people met and enacted laws (grammatically speaking) in 

the first person. Simple democracy was no other than the common hall of the ancients. It 

signifies the form, as well as the public principle of the government. As those democracies 

increased in population, and the territory extended, the simple democratical form became 



unwieldy and impracticable; and as the system of representation was not known, the 

consequence was, they either degenerated convulsively into monarchies, or became absorbed 

into such as then existed. Had the system of representation been then understood, as it now is, 

there is no reason to believe that those forms of government, now called monarchical or 

aristocratical, would ever have taken place. It was the want of some method to consolidate the 

parts of society, after it became too populous, and too extensive for the simple democratical 

form, and also the lax and solitary condition of shepherds and herdsmen in other parts of the 

world, that afforded opportunities to those unnatural modes of government to begin. 

As it is necessary to clear away the rubbish of errors, into which the subject of government has 

been thrown, I will proceed to remark on some others. 

It has always been the political craft of courtiers and court-governments, to abuse something 

which they called republicanism; but what republicanism was, or is, they never attempt to 

explain. Let us examine a little into this case. 

The only forms of government are the democratical, the aristocratical, the monarchical, and 

what is now called the representative. 

What is called a republic is not any particular form of government. It is wholly characteristical 

of the purport, matter or object for which government ought to be instituted, and on which it is to 

be employed, Res-Publica, the public affairs, or the public good; or, literally translated, the 

public thing. It is a word of a good original, referring to what ought to be the character and 

business of government; and in this sense it is naturally opposed to the word monarchy, which 

has a base original signification. It means arbitrary power in an individual person; in the exercise 

of which, himself, and not the res-publica, is the object. 

Every government that does not act on the principle of a Republic, or in other words, that does 

not make the res-publica its whole and sole object, is not a good government. Republican 

government is no other than government established and conducted for the interest of the public, 

as well individually as collectively. It is not necessarily connected with any particular form, but 

it most naturally associates with the representative form, as being best calculated to secure the 

end for which a nation is at the expense of supporting it. 

Various forms of government have affected to style themselves a republic. Poland calls itself a 

republic, which is an hereditary aristocracy, with what is called an elective monarchy. Holland 

calls itself a republic, which is chiefly aristocratical, with an hereditary stadtholdership. But the 

government of America, which is wholly on the system of representation, is the only real 

Republic, in character and in practice, that now exists. Its government has no other object than 

the public business of the nation, and therefore it is properly a republic; and the Americans have 

taken care that This, and no other, shall always be the object of their government, by their 

rejecting everything hereditary, and establishing governments on the system of representation 

only. Those who have said that a republic is not a form of government calculated for countries of 

great extent, mistook, in the first place, the business of a government, for a form of government; 

for the res-publica equally appertains to every extent of territory and population. And, in the 

second place, if they meant anything with respect to form, it was the simple democratical form, 

such as was the mode of government in the ancient democracies, in which there was no 

representation. The case, therefore, is not, that a republic cannot be extensive, but that it cannot 

be extensive on the simple democratical form; and the question naturally presents itself, What is 



the best form of government for conducting the Res-Publica, or the Public Business of a nation, 

after it becomes too extensive and populous for the simple democratical form? It cannot be 

monarchy, because monarchy is subject to an objection of the same amount to which the simple 

democratical form was subject. 

It is possible that an individual may lay down a system of principles, on which government 

shall be constitutionally established to any extent of territory. This is no more than an operation 

of the mind, acting by its own powers. But the practice upon those principles, as applying to the 

various and numerous circumstances of a nation, its agriculture, manufacture, trade, commerce, 

etc., etc., a knowledge of a different kind, and which can be had only from the various parts of 

society. It is an assemblage of practical knowledge, which no individual can possess; and 

therefore the monarchical form is as much limited, in useful practice, from the incompetency of 

knowledge, as was the democratical form, from the multiplicity of population. The one 

degenerates, by extension, into confusion; the other, into ignorance and incapacity, of which all 

the great monarchies are an evidence. The monarchical form, therefore, could not be a substitute 

for the democratical, because it has equal inconveniences. 

Much less could it when made hereditary. This is the most effectual of all forms to preclude 

knowledge. Neither could the high democratical mind have voluntarily yielded itself to be 

governed by children and idiots, and all the motley insignificance of character, which attends 

such a mere animal system, the disgrace and the reproach of reason and of man. 

As to the aristocratical form, it has the same vices and defects with the monarchical, except 

that the chance of abilities is better from the proportion of numbers, but there is still no security 

for the right use and application of them.[17]  

Referring them to the original simple democracy, it affords the true data from which 

government on a large scale can begin. It is incapable of extension, not from its principle, but 

from the inconvenience of its form; and monarchy and aristocracy, from their incapacity. 

Retaining, then, democracy as the ground, and rejecting the corrupt systems of monarchy and 

aristocracy, the representative system naturally presents itself; remedying at once the defects of 

the simple democracy as to form, and the incapacity of the other two with respect to knowledge. 

Simple democracy was society governing itself without the aid of secondary means. By 

ingrafting representation upon democracy, we arrive at a system of government capable of 

embracing and confederating all the various interests and every extent of territory and 

population; and that also with advantages as much superior to hereditary government, as the 

republic of letters is to hereditary literature. 

It is on this system that the American government is founded. It is representation ingrafted 

upon democracy. It has fixed the form by a scale parallel in all cases to the extent of the 

principle. What Athens was in miniature America will be in magnitude. The one was the wonder 

of the ancient world; the other is becoming the admiration of the present. It is the easiest of all 

the forms of government to be understood and the most eligible in practice; and excludes at once 

the ignorance and insecurity of the hereditary mode, and the inconvenience of the simple 

democracy. 

It is impossible to conceive a system of government capable of acting over such an extent of 

territory, and such a circle of interests, as is immediately produced by the operation of 

representation. France, great and populous as it is, is but a spot in the capaciousness of the 



system. It is preferable to simple democracy even in small territories. Athens, by representation, 

would have outrivalled her own democracy. 

That which is called government, or rather that which we ought to conceive government to be, 

is no more than some common center in which all the parts of society unite. This cannot be 

accomplished by any method so conducive to the various interests of the community, as by the 

representative system. It concentrates the knowledge necessary to the interest of the parts, and of 

the whole. It places government in a state of constant maturity. It is, as has already been 

observed, never young, never old. It is subject neither to nonage, nor dotage. It is never in the 

cradle, nor on crutches. It admits not of a separation between knowledge and power, and is 

superior, as government always ought to be, to all the accidents of individual man, and is 

therefore superior to what is called monarchy. 

A nation is not a body, the figure of which is to be represented by the human body; but is like 

a body contained within a circle, having a common center, in which every radius meets; and that 

center is formed by representation. To connect representation with what is called monarchy, is 

eccentric government. Representation is of itself the delegated monarchy of a nation, and cannot 

debase itself by dividing it with another. 

Mr. Burke has two or three times, in his parliamentary speeches, and in his publications, made 

use of a jingle of words that convey no ideas. Speaking of government, he says, "It is better to 

have monarchy for its basis, and republicanism for its corrective, than republicanism for its basis, 

and monarchy for its corrective."—If he means that it is better to correct folly with wisdom, than 

wisdom with folly, I will no otherwise contend with him, than that it would be much better to 

reject the folly entirely. 

But what is this thing which Mr. Burke calls monarchy? Will he explain it? All men can 

understand what representation is; and that it must necessarily include a variety of knowledge 

and talents. But what security is there for the same qualities on the part of monarchy? or, when 

the monarchy is a child, where then is the wisdom? What does it know about government? Who 

then is the monarch, or where is the monarchy? If it is to be performed by regency, it proves to 

be a farce. A regency is a mock species of republic, and the whole of monarchy deserves no 

better description. It is a thing as various as imagination can paint. It has none of the stable 

character that government ought to possess. Every succession is a revolution, and every regency 

a counter-revolution. The whole of it is a scene of perpetual court cabal and intrigue, of which 

Mr. Burke is himself an instance. To render monarchy consistent with government, the next in 

succession should not be born a child, but a man at once, and that man a Solomon. It is ridiculous 

that nations are to wait and government be interrupted till boys grow to be men. 

Whether I have too little sense to see, or too much to be imposed upon; whether I have too 

much or too little pride, or of anything else, I leave out of the question; but certain it is, that what 

is called monarchy, always appears to me a silly, contemptible thing. I compare it to something 

kept behind a curtain, about which there is a great deal of bustle and fuss, and a wonderful air of 

seeming solemnity; but when, by any accident, the curtain happens to be open—and the 

company see what it is, they burst into laughter. 

In the representative system of government, nothing of this can happen. Like the nation itself, 

it possesses a perpetual stamina, as well of body as of mind, and presents itself on the open 

theatre of the world in a fair and manly manner. Whatever are its excellences or defects, they are 



visible to all. It exists not by fraud and mystery; it deals not in cant and sophistry; but inspires a 

language that, passing from heart to heart, is felt and understood. 

We must shut our eyes against reason, we must basely degrade our understanding, not to see 

the folly of what is called monarchy. Nature is orderly in all her works; but this is a mode of 

government that counteracts nature. It turns the progress of the human faculties upside down. It 

subjects age to be governed by children, and wisdom by folly. 

On the contrary, the representative system is always parallel with the order and immutable 

laws of nature, and meets the reason of man in every part. For example: 

In the American Federal Government, more power is delegated to the President of the United 

States than to any other individual member of Congress. He cannot, therefore, be elected to this 

office under the age of thirty-five years. By this time the judgment of man becomes more 

matured, and he has lived long enough to be acquainted with men and things, and the country 

with him.—But on the monarchial plan (exclusive of the numerous chances there are against 

every man born into the world, of drawing a prize in the lottery of human faculties), the next in 

succession, whatever he may be, is put at the head of a nation, and of a government, at the age of 

eighteen years. Does this appear like an action of wisdom? Is it consistent with the proper dignity 

and the manly character of a nation? Where is the propriety of calling such a lad the father of the 

people?—In all other cases, a person is a minor until the age of twenty-one years. Before this 

period, he is not trusted with the management of an acre of land, or with the heritable property of 

a flock of sheep, or an herd of swine; but, wonderful to tell! he may, at the age of eighteen years, 

be trusted with a nation. 

That monarchy is all a bubble, a mere court artifice to procure money, is evident (at least to 

me) in every character in which it can be viewed. It would be impossible, on the rational system 

of representative government, to make out a bill of expenses to such an enormous amount as this 

deception admits. Government is not of itself a very chargeable institution. The whole expense of 

the federal government of America, founded, as I have already said, on the system of 

representation, and extending over a country nearly ten times as large as England, is but six 

hundred thousand dollars, or one hundred and thirty-five thousand pounds sterling. 

I presume that no man in his sober senses will compare the character of any of the kings of 

Europe with that of General Washington. Yet, in France, and also in England, the expense of the 

civil list only, for the support of one man, is eight times greater than the whole expense of the 

federal government in America. To assign a reason for this, appears almost impossible. The 

generality of people in America, especially the poor, are more able to pay taxes, than the 

generality of people either in France or England. 

But the case is, that the representative system diffuses such a body of knowledge throughout a 

nation, on the subject of government, as to explode ignorance and preclude imposition. The craft 

of courts cannot be acted on that ground. There is no place for mystery; nowhere for it to begin. 

Those who are not in the representation, know as much of the nature of business as those who 

are. An affectation of mysterious importance would there be scouted. Nations can have no 

secrets; and the secrets of courts, like those of individuals, are always their defects. 

In the representative system, the reason for everything must publicly appear. Every man is a 

proprietor in government, and considers it a necessary part of his business to understand. It 

concerns his interest, because it affects his property. He examines the cost, and compares it with 



the advantages; and above all, he does not adopt the slavish custom of following what in other 

governments are called Leaders. 

It can only be by blinding the understanding of man, and making him believe that government 

is some wonderful mysterious thing, that excessive revenues are obtained. Monarchy is well 

calculated to ensure this end. It is the popery of government; a thing kept up to amuse the 

ignorant, and quiet them into taxes. 

The government of a free country, properly speaking, is not in the persons, but in the laws. 

The enacting of those requires no great expense; and when they are administered, the whole of 

civil government is performed—the rest is all court contrivance. 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER IV. OF CONSTITUTIONS 

That men mean distinct and separate things when they speak of constitutions and of 

governments, is evident; or why are those terms distinctly and separately used? A constitution is 

not the act of a government, but of a people constituting a government; and government without 

a constitution, is power without a right. 

All power exercised over a nation, must have some beginning. It must either be delegated or 

assumed. There are no other sources. All delegated power is trust, and all assumed power is 

usurpation. Time does not alter the nature and quality of either. 

In viewing this subject, the case and circumstances of America present themselves as in the 

beginning of a world; and our enquiry into the origin of government is shortened, by referring to 

the facts that have arisen in our own day. We have no occasion to roam for information into the 

obscure field of antiquity, nor hazard ourselves upon conjecture. We are brought at once to the 

point of seeing government begin, as if we had lived in the beginning of time. The real volume, 

not of history, but of facts, is directly before us, unmutilated by contrivance, or the errors of 

tradition. 

I will here concisely state the commencement of the American constitutions; by which the 

difference between constitutions and governments will sufficiently appear. 

It may not appear improper to remind the reader that the United States of America consist of 

thirteen separate states, each of which established a government for itself, after the declaration of 

independence, done the 4th of July, 1776. Each state acted independently of the rest, in forming 

its governments; but the same general principle pervades the whole. When the several state 

governments were formed, they proceeded to form the federal government, that acts over the 

whole in all matters which concern the interest of the whole, or which relate to the intercourse of 

the several states with each other, or with foreign nations. I will begin with giving an instance 

from one of the state governments (that of Pennsylvania) and then proceed to the federal 

government. 

The state of Pennsylvania, though nearly of the same extent of territory as England, was then 

divided into only twelve counties. Each of those counties had elected a committee at the 

commencement of the dispute with the English government; and as the city of Philadelphia, 

which also had its committee, was the most central for intelligence, it became the center of 

communication to the several country committees. When it became necessary to proceed to the 

formation of a government, the committee of Philadelphia proposed a conference of all the 

committees, to be held in that city, and which met the latter end of July, 1776. 

Though these committees had been duly elected by the people, they were not elected expressly 

for the purpose, nor invested with the authority of forming a constitution; and as they could not, 

consistently with the American idea of rights, assume such a power, they could only confer upon 

the matter, and put it into a train of operation. The conferees, therefore, did no more than state 

the case, and recommend to the several counties to elect six representatives for each county, to 

meet in convention at Philadelphia, with powers to form a constitution, and propose it for public 

consideration. 

This convention, of which Benjamin Franklin was president, having met and deliberated, and 

agreed upon a constitution, they next ordered it to be published, not as a thing established, but for 



the consideration of the whole people, their approbation or rejection, and then adjourned to a 

stated time. When the time of adjournment was expired, the convention re-assembled; and as the 

general opinion of the people in approbation of it was then known, the constitution was signed, 

sealed, and proclaimed on the authority of the people and the original instrument deposited as a 

public record. The convention then appointed a day for the general election of the representatives 

who were to compose the government, and the time it should commence; and having done this 

they dissolved, and returned to their several homes and occupations. 

In this constitution were laid down, first, a declaration of rights; then followed the form which 

the government should have, and the powers it should possess—the authority of the courts of 

judicature, and of juries—the manner in which elections should be conducted, and the proportion 

of representatives to the number of electors—the time which each succeeding assembly should 

continue, which was one year—the mode of levying, and of accounting for the expenditure, of 

public money—of appointing public officers, etc., etc., etc. 

No article of this constitution could be altered or infringed at the discretion of the government 

that was to ensue. It was to that government a law. But as it would have been unwise to preclude 

the benefit of experience, and in order also to prevent the accumulation of errors, if any should 

be found, and to preserve an unison of government with the circumstances of the state at all 

times, the constitution provided that, at the expiration of every seven years, a convention should 

be elected, for the express purpose of revising the constitution, and making alterations, additions, 

or abolitions therein, if any such should be found necessary. 

Here we see a regular process—a government issuing out of a constitution, formed by the 

people in their original character; and that constitution serving, not only as an authority, but as a 

law of control to the government. It was the political bible of the state. Scarcely a family was 

without it. Every member of the government had a copy; and nothing was more common, when 

any debate arose on the principle of a bill, or on the extent of any species of authority, than for 

the members to take the printed constitution out of their pocket, and read the chapter with which 

such matter in debate was connected. 

Having thus given an instance from one of the states, I will show the proceedings by which the 

federal constitution of the United States arose and was formed. 

Congress, at its two first meetings, in September 1774, and May 1775, was nothing more than 

a deputation from the legislatures of the several provinces, afterwards states; and had no other 

authority than what arose from common consent, and the necessity of its acting as a public body. 

In everything which related to the internal affairs of America, congress went no further than to 

issue recommendations to the several provincial assemblies, who at discretion adopted them or 

not. Nothing on the part of congress was compulsive; yet, in this situation, it was more faithfully 

and affectionately obeyed than was any government in Europe. This instance, like that of the 

national assembly in France, sufficiently shows, that the strength of government does not consist 

in any thing itself, but in the attachment of a nation, and the interest which a people feel in 

supporting it. When this is lost, government is but a child in power; and though, like the old 

government in France, it may harass individuals for a while, it but facilitates its own fall. 

After the declaration of independence, it became consistent with the principle on which 

representative government is founded, that the authority of congress should be defined and 



established. Whether that authority should be more or less than congress then discretionarily 

exercised was not the question. It was merely the rectitude of the measure. 

For this purpose, the act, called the act of confederation (which was a sort of imperfect federal 

constitution), was proposed, and, after long deliberation, was concluded in the year 1781. It was 

not the act of congress, because it is repugnant to the principles of representative government 

that a body should give power to itself. Congress first informed the several states, of the powers 

which it conceived were necessary to be invested in the union, to enable it to perform the duties 

and services required from it; and the states severally agreed with each other, and concentrated in 

congress those powers. 

It may not be improper to observe that in both those instances (the one of Pennsylvania, and 

the other of the United States), there is no such thing as the idea of a compact between the people 

on one side, and the government on the other. The compact was that of the people with each 

other, to produce and constitute a government. To suppose that any government can be a party in 

a compact with the whole people, is to suppose it to have existence before it can have a right to 

exist. The only instance in which a compact can take place between the people and those who 

exercise the government, is, that the people shall pay them, while they choose to employ them. 

Government is not a trade which any man, or any body of men, has a right to set up and 

exercise for his own emolument, but is altogether a trust, in right of those by whom that trust is 

delegated, and by whom it is always resumeable. It has of itself no rights; they are altogether 

duties. 

Having thus given two instances of the original formation of a constitution, I will show the 

manner in which both have been changed since their first establishment. 

The powers vested in the governments of the several states, by the state constitutions, were 

found, upon experience, to be too great; and those vested in the federal government, by the act of 

confederation, too little. The defect was not in the principle, but in the distribution of power. 

Numerous publications, in pamphlets and in the newspapers, appeared, on the propriety and 

necessity of new modelling the federal government. After some time of public discussion, 

carried on through the channel of the press, and in conversations, the state of Virginia, 

experiencing some inconvenience with respect to commerce, proposed holding a continental 

conference; in consequence of which, a deputation from five or six state assemblies met at 

Annapolis, in Maryland, in 1786. This meeting, not conceiving itself sufficiently authorised to go 

into the business of a reform, did no more than state their general opinions of the propriety of the 

measure, and recommend that a convention of all the states should be held the year following. 

The convention met at Philadelphia in May, 1787, of which General Washington was elected 

president. He was not at that time connected with any of the state governments, or with congress. 

He delivered up his commission when the war ended, and since then had lived a private citizen. 

The convention went deeply into all the subjects; and having, after a variety of debate and 

investigation, agreed among themselves upon the several parts of a federal constitution, the next 

question was, the manner of giving it authority and practice. 

For this purpose they did not, like a cabal of courtiers, send for a Dutch Stadtholder, or a 

German Elector; but they referred the whole matter to the sense and interest of the country. 



They first directed that the proposed constitution should be published. Secondly, that each 

state should elect a convention, expressly for the purpose of taking it into consideration, and of 

ratifying or rejecting it; and that as soon as the approbation and ratification of any nine states 

should be given, that those states shall proceed to the election of their proportion of members to 

the new federal government; and that the operation of it should then begin, and the former 

federal government cease. 

The several states proceeded accordingly to elect their conventions. Some of those 

conventions ratified the constitution by very large majorities, and two or three unanimously. In 

others there were much debate and division of opinion. In the Massachusetts convention, which 

met at Boston, the majority was not above nineteen or twenty, in about three hundred members; 

but such is the nature of representative government, that it quietly decides all matters by 

majority. After the debate in the Massachusetts convention was closed, and the vote taken, the 

objecting members rose and declared, "That though they had argued and voted against it, 

because certain parts appeared to them in a different light to what they appeared to other 

members; yet, as the vote had decided in favour of the constitution as proposed, they should give 

it the same practical support as if they had for it." 

As soon as nine states had concurred (and the rest followed in the order their conventions were 

elected), the old fabric of the federal government was taken down, and the new one erected, of 

which General Washington is president.—In this place I cannot help remarking, that the 

character and services of this gentleman are sufficient to put all those men called kings to shame. 

While they are receiving from the sweat and labours of mankind, a prodigality of pay, to which 

neither their abilities nor their services can entitle them, he is rendering every service in his 

power, and refusing every pecuniary reward. He accepted no pay as commander-in-chief; he 

accepts none as president of the United States. 

After the new federal constitution was established, the state of Pennsylvania, conceiving that 

some parts of its own constitution required to be altered, elected a convention for that purpose. 

The proposed alterations were published, and the people concurring therein, they were 

established. 

In forming those constitutions, or in altering them, little or no inconvenience took place. The 

ordinary course of things was not interrupted, and the advantages have been much. It is always 

the interest of a far greater number of people in a nation to have things right, than to let them 

remain wrong; and when public matters are open to debate, and the public judgment free, it will 

not decide wrong, unless it decides too hastily. 

In the two instances of changing the constitutions, the governments then in being were not 

actors either way. Government has no right to make itself a party in any debate respecting the 

principles or modes of forming, or of changing, constitutions. It is not for the benefit of those 

who exercise the powers of government that constitutions, and the governments issuing from 

them, are established. In all those matters the right of judging and acting are in those who pay, 

and not in those who receive. 

A constitution is the property of a nation, and not of those who exercise the government. All 

the constitutions of America are declared to be established on the authority of the people. In 

France, the word nation is used instead of the people; but in both cases, a constitution is a thing 

antecedent to the government, and always distinct there from. 



In England it is not difficult to perceive that everything has a constitution, except the nation. 

Every society and association that is established, first agreed upon a number of original articles, 

digested into form, which are its constitution. It then appointed its officers, whose powers and 

authorities are described in that constitution, and the government of that society then 

commenced. Those officers, by whatever name they are called, have no authority to add to, alter, 

or abridge the original articles. It is only to the constituting power that this right belongs. 

From the want of understanding the difference between a constitution and a government, Dr. 

Johnson, and all writers of his description, have always bewildered themselves. They could not 

but perceive, that there must necessarily be a controlling power existing somewhere, and they 

placed this power in the discretion of the persons exercising the government, instead of placing it 

in a constitution formed by the nation. When it is in a constitution, it has the nation for its 

support, and the natural and the political controlling powers are together. The laws which are 

enacted by governments, control men only as individuals, but the nation, through its constitution, 

controls the whole government, and has a natural ability to do so. The final controlling power, 

therefore, and the original constituting power, are one and the same power. 

Dr. Johnson could not have advanced such a position in any country where there was a 

constitution; and he is himself an evidence that no such thing as a constitution exists in England. 

But it may be put as a question, not improper to be investigated, that if a constitution does not 

exist, how came the idea of its existence so generally established? 

In order to decide this question, it is necessary to consider a constitution in both its cases:—

First, as creating a government and giving it powers. Secondly, as regulating and restraining the 

powers so given. 

If we begin with William of Normandy, we find that the government of England was 

originally a tyranny, founded on an invasion and conquest of the country. This being admitted, it 

will then appear, that the exertion of the nation, at different periods, to abate that tyranny, and 

render it less intolerable, has been credited for a constitution. 

Magna Charta, as it was called (it is now like an almanack of the same date), was no more 

than compelling the government to renounce a part of its assumptions. It did not create and give 

powers to government in a manner a constitution does; but was, as far as it went, of the nature of 

a re-conquest, and not a constitution; for could the nation have totally expelled the usurpation, as 

France has done its despotism, it would then have had a constitution to form. 

The history of the Edwards and the Henries, and up to the commencement of the Stuarts, 

exhibits as many instances of tyranny as could be acted within the limits to which the nation had 

restricted it. The Stuarts endeavoured to pass those limits, and their fate is well known. In all 

those instances we see nothing of a constitution, but only of restrictions on assumed power. 

After this, another William, descended from the same stock, and claiming from the same 

origin, gained possession; and of the two evils, James and William, the nation preferred what it 

thought the least; since, from circumstances, it must take one. The act, called the Bill of Rights, 

comes here into view. What is it, but a bargain, which the parts of the government made with 

each other to divide powers, profits, and privileges? You shall have so much, and I will have the 

rest; and with respect to the nation, it said, for your share, You shall have the right of petitioning. 

This being the case, the bill of rights is more properly a bill of wrongs, and of insult. As to what 

is called the convention parliament, it was a thing that made itself, and then made the authority 



by which it acted. A few persons got together, and called themselves by that name. Several of 

them had never been elected, and none of them for the purpose. 

From the time of William a species of government arose, issuing out of this coalition bill of 

rights; and more so, since the corruption introduced at the Hanover succession by the agency of 

Walpole; that can be described by no other name than a despotic legislation. Though the parts 

may embarrass each other, the whole has no bounds; and the only right it acknowledges out of 

itself, is the right of petitioning. Where then is the constitution either that gives or restrains 

power? 

It is not because a part of the government is elective, that makes it less a despotism, if the 

persons so elected possess afterwards, as a parliament, unlimited powers. Election, in this case, 

becomes separated from representation, and the candidates are candidates for despotism. 

I cannot believe that any nation, reasoning on its own rights, would have thought of calling 

these things a constitution, if the cry of constitution had not been set up by the government. It has 

got into circulation like the words bore and quoz [quiz], by being chalked up in the speeches of 

parliament, as those words were on window shutters and doorposts; but whatever the constitution 

may be in other respects, it has undoubtedly been the most productive machine of taxation that 

was ever invented. The taxes in France, under the new constitution, are not quite thirteen 

shillings per head,[18]  and the taxes in England, under what is called its present constitution, are 

forty-eight shillings and sixpence per head—men, women, and children—amounting to nearly 

seventeen millions sterling, besides the expense of collecting, which is upwards of a million 

more. 

In a country like England, where the whole of the civil Government is executed by the people 

of every town and county, by means of parish officers, magistrates, quarterly sessions, juries, and 

assize; without any trouble to what is called the government or any other expense to the revenue 

than the salary of the judges, it is astonishing how such a mass of taxes can be employed. Not 

even the internal defence of the country is paid out of the revenue. On all occasions, whether real 

or contrived, recourse is continually had to new loans and new taxes. No wonder, then, that a 

machine of government so advantageous to the advocates of a court, should be so triumphantly 

extolled! No wonder, that St. James's or St. Stephen's should echo with the continual cry of 

constitution; no wonder, that the French revolution should be reprobated, and the res-publica 

treated with reproach! The red book of England, like the red book of France, will explain the 

reason.[19]  

I will now, by way of relaxation, turn a thought or two to Mr. Burke. I ask his pardon for 

neglecting him so long. 

"America," says he (in his speech on the Canada Constitution bill), "never dreamed of such 

absurd doctrine as the Rights of Man." 

Mr. Burke is such a bold presumer, and advances his assertions and his premises with such a 

deficiency of judgment, that, without troubling ourselves about principles of philosophy or 

politics, the mere logical conclusions they produce, are ridiculous. For instance, 

If governments, as Mr. Burke asserts, are not founded on the Rights of Man, and are founded 

on any rights at all, they consequently must be founded on the right of something that is not man. 

What then is that something? 



Generally speaking, we know of no other creatures that inhabit the earth than man and beast; 

and in all cases, where only two things offer themselves, and one must be admitted, a negation 

proved on any one, amounts to an affirmative on the other; and therefore, Mr. Burke, by proving 

against the Rights of Man, proves in behalf of the beast; and consequently, proves that 

government is a beast; and as difficult things sometimes explain each other, we now see the 

origin of keeping wild beasts in the Tower; for they certainly can be of no other use than to show 

the origin of the government. They are in the place of a constitution. O John Bull, what honours 

thou hast lost by not being a wild beast. Thou mightest, on Mr. Burke's system, have been in the 

Tower for life. 

If Mr. Burke's arguments have not weight enough to keep one serious, the fault is less mine 

than his; and as I am willing to make an apology to the reader for the liberty I have taken, I hope 

Mr. Burke will also make his for giving the cause. 

Having thus paid Mr. Burke the compliment of remembering him, I return to the subject. 

From the want of a constitution in England to restrain and regulate the wild impulse of power, 

many of the laws are irrational and tyrannical, and the administration of them vague and 

problematical. 

The attention of the government of England (for I rather choose to call it by this name than the 

English government) appears, since its political connection with Germany, to have been so 

completely engrossed and absorbed by foreign affairs, and the means of raising taxes, that it 

seems to exist for no other purposes. Domestic concerns are neglected; and with respect to 

regular law, there is scarcely such a thing. 

Almost every case must now be determined by some precedent, be that precedent good or bad, 

or whether it properly applies or not; and the practice is become so general as to suggest a 

suspicion, that it proceeds from a deeper policy than at first sight appears. 

Since the revolution of America, and more so since that of France, this preaching up the 

doctrines of precedents, drawn from times and circumstances antecedent to those events, has 

been the studied practice of the English government. The generality of those precedents are 

founded on principles and opinions, the reverse of what they ought; and the greater distance of 

time they are drawn from, the more they are to be suspected. But by associating those precedents 

with a superstitious reverence for ancient things, as monks show relics and call them holy, the 

generality of mankind are deceived into the design. Governments now act as if they were afraid 

to awaken a single reflection in man. They are softly leading him to the sepulchre of precedents, 

to deaden his faculties and call attention from the scene of revolutions. They feel that he is 

arriving at knowledge faster than they wish, and their policy of precedents is the barometer of 

their fears. This political popery, like the ecclesiastical popery of old, has had its day, and is 

hastening to its exit. The ragged relic and the antiquated precedent, the monk and the monarch, 

will moulder together. 

Government by precedent, without any regard to the principle of the precedent, is one of the 

vilest systems that can be set up. In numerous instances, the precedent ought to operate as a 

warning, and not as an example, and requires to be shunned instead of imitated; but instead of 

this, precedents are taken in the lump, and put at once for constitution and for law. 



Either the doctrine of precedents is policy to keep a man in a state of ignorance, or it is a 

practical confession that wisdom degenerates in governments as governments increase in age, 

and can only hobble along by the stilts and crutches of precedents. How is it that the same 

persons who would proudly be thought wiser than their predecessors, appear at the same time 

only as the ghosts of departed wisdom? How strangely is antiquity treated! To some purposes it 

is spoken of as the times of darkness and ignorance, and to answer others, it is put for the light of 

the world. 

If the doctrine of precedents is to be followed, the expenses of government need not continue 

the same. Why pay men extravagantly, who have but little to do? If everything that can happen is 

already in precedent, legislation is at an end, and precedent, like a dictionary, determines every 

case. Either, therefore, government has arrived at its dotage, and requires to be renovated, or all 

the occasions for exercising its wisdom have occurred. 

We now see all over Europe, and particularly in England, the curious phenomenon of a nation 

looking one way, and the government the other—the one forward and the other backward. If 

governments are to go on by precedent, while nations go on by improvement, they must at last 

come to a final separation; and the sooner, and the more civilly they determine this point, the 

better.[20]  

Having thus spoken of constitutions generally, as things distinct from actual governments, let 

us proceed to consider the parts of which a constitution is composed. 

Opinions differ more on this subject than with respect to the whole. That a nation ought to 

have a constitution, as a rule for the conduct of its government, is a simple question in which all 

men, not directly courtiers, will agree. It is only on the component parts that questions and 

opinions multiply. 

But this difficulty, like every other, will diminish when put into a train of being rightly 

understood. 

The first thing is, that a nation has a right to establish a constitution. 

Whether it exercises this right in the most judicious manner at first is quite another case. It 

exercises it agreeably to the judgment it possesses; and by continuing to do so, all errors will at 

last be exploded. 

When this right is established in a nation, there is no fear that it will be employed to its own 

injury. A nation can have no interest in being wrong. 

Though all the constitutions of America are on one general principle, yet no two of them are 

exactly alike in their component parts, or in the distribution of the powers which they give to the 

actual governments. Some are more, and others less complex. 

In forming a constitution, it is first necessary to consider what are the ends for which 

government is necessary? Secondly, what are the best means, and the least expensive, for 

accomplishing those ends? 

Government is nothing more than a national association; and the object of this association is 

the good of all, as well individually as collectively. Every man wishes to pursue his occupation, 

and to enjoy the fruits of his labours and the produce of his property in peace and safety, and 



with the least possible expense. When these things are accomplished, all the objects for which 

government ought to be established are answered. 

It has been customary to consider government under three distinct general heads. The 

legislative, the executive, and the judicial. 

But if we permit our judgment to act unincumbered by the habit of multiplied terms, we can 

perceive no more than two divisions of power, of which civil government is composed, namely, 

that of legislating or enacting laws, and that of executing or administering them. Everything, 

therefore, appertaining to civil government, classes itself under one or other of these two 

divisions. 

So far as regards the execution of the laws, that which is called the judicial power, is strictly 

and properly the executive power of every country. It is that power to which every individual has 

appeal, and which causes the laws to be executed; neither have we any other clear idea with 

respect to the official execution of the laws. In England, and also in America and France, this 

power begins with the magistrate, and proceeds up through all the courts of judicature. 

I leave to courtiers to explain what is meant by calling monarchy the executive power. It is 

merely a name in which acts of government are done; and any other, or none at all, would answer 

the same purpose. Laws have neither more nor less authority on this account. It must be from the 

justness of their principles, and the interest which a nation feels therein, that they derive support; 

if they require any other than this, it is a sign that something in the system of government is 

imperfect. Laws difficult to be executed cannot be generally good. 

With respect to the organization of the legislative power, different modes have been adopted 

in different countries. In America it is generally composed of two houses. In France it consists 

but of one, but in both countries, it is wholly by representation. 

The case is, that mankind (from the long tyranny of assumed power) have had so few 

opportunities of making the necessary trials on modes and principles of government, in order to 

discover the best, that government is but now beginning to be known, and experience is yet 

wanting to determine many particulars. 

The objections against two houses are, first, that there is an inconsistency in any part of a 

whole legislature, coming to a final determination by vote on any matter, whilst that matter, with 

respect to that whole, is yet only in a train of deliberation, and consequently open to new 

illustrations. 

Secondly, That by taking the vote on each, as a separate body, it always admits of the 

possibility, and is often the case in practice, that the minority governs the majority, and that, in 

some instances, to a degree of great inconsistency. 

Thirdly, That two houses arbitrarily checking or controlling each other is inconsistent; because 

it cannot be proved on the principles of just representation, that either should be wiser or better 

than the other. They may check in the wrong as well as in the right therefore to give the power 

where we cannot give the wisdom to use it, nor be assured of its being rightly used, renders the 

hazard at least equal to the precaution.[21]  

The objection against a single house is, that it is always in a condition of committing itself too 

soon.—But it should at the same time be remembered, that when there is a constitution which 



defines the power, and establishes the principles within which a legislature shall act, there is 

already a more effectual check provided, and more powerfully operating, than any other check 

can be. For example, 

Were a Bill to be brought into any of the American legislatures similar to that which was 

passed into an act by the English parliament, at the commencement of George the First, to extend 

the duration of the assemblies to a longer period than they now sit, the check is in the 

constitution, which in effect says, Thus far shalt thou go and no further. 

But in order to remove the objection against a single house (that of acting with too quick an 

impulse), and at the same time to avoid the inconsistencies, in some cases absurdities, arising 

from two houses, the following method has been proposed as an improvement upon both. 

First, To have but one representation. 

Secondly, To divide that representation, by lot, into two or three parts. 

Thirdly, That every proposed bill shall be first debated in those parts by succession, that they 

may become the hearers of each other, but without taking any vote. After which the whole 

representation to assemble for a general debate and determination by vote. 

To this proposed improvement has been added another, for the purpose of keeping the 

representation in the state of constant renovation; which is, that one-third of the representation of 

each county, shall go out at the expiration of one year, and the number be replaced by new 

elections. Another third at the expiration of the second year replaced in like manner, and every 

third year to be a general election.[22]  

But in whatever manner the separate parts of a constitution may be arranged, there is one 

general principle that distinguishes freedom from slavery, which is, that all hereditary 

government over a people is to them a species of slavery, and representative government is 

freedom. 

Considering government in the only light in which it should be considered, that of a National 

Association, it ought to be so constructed as not to be disordered by any accident happening 

among the parts; and, therefore, no extraordinary power, capable of producing such an effect, 

should be lodged in the hands of any individual. The death, sickness, absence or defection, of 

any one individual in a government, ought to be a matter of no more consequence, with respect 

to the nation, than if the same circumstance had taken place in a member of the English 

Parliament, or the French National Assembly. 

Scarcely anything presents a more degrading character of national greatness, than its being 

thrown into confusion, by anything happening to or acted by any individual; and the 

ridiculousness of the scene is often increased by the natural insignificance of the person by 

whom it is occasioned. Were a government so constructed, that it could not go on unless a goose 

or a gander were present in the senate, the difficulties would be just as great and as real, on the 

flight or sickness of the goose, or the gander, as if it were called a King. We laugh at individuals 

for the silly difficulties they make to themselves, without perceiving that the greatest of all 

ridiculous things are acted in governments.[23]  

All the constitutions of America are on a plan that excludes the childish embarrassments 

which occur in monarchical countries. No suspension of government can there take place for a 



moment, from any circumstances whatever. The system of representation provides for 

everything, and is the only system in which nations and governments can always appear in their 

proper character. 

As extraordinary power ought not to be lodged in the hands of any individual, so ought there 

to be no appropriations of public money to any person, beyond what his services in a state may 

be worth. It signifies not whether a man be called a president, a king, an emperor, a senator, or 

by any other name which propriety or folly may devise or arrogance assume; it is only a certain 

service he can perform in the state; and the service of any such individual in the routine of office, 

whether such office be called monarchical, presidential, senatorial, or by any other name or title, 

can never exceed the value of ten thousand pounds a year. All the great services that are done in 

the world are performed by volunteer characters, who accept nothing for them; but the routine of 

office is always regulated to such a general standard of abilities as to be within the compass of 

numbers in every country to perform, and therefore cannot merit very extraordinary recompense. 

Government, says Swift, is a Plain thing, and fitted to the capacity of many heads. 

It is inhuman to talk of a million sterling a year, paid out of the public taxes of any country, for 

the support of any individual, whilst thousands who are forced to contribute thereto, are pining 

with want, and struggling with misery. Government does not consist in a contrast between 

prisons and palaces, between poverty and pomp; it is not instituted to rob the needy of his mite, 

and increase the wretchedness of the wretched.—But on this part of the subject I shall speak 

hereafter, and confine myself at present to political observations. 

When extraordinary power and extraordinary pay are allotted to any individual in a 

government, he becomes the center, round which every kind of corruption generates and forms. 

Give to any man a million a year, and add thereto the power of creating and disposing of places, 

at the expense of a country, and the liberties of that country are no longer secure. What is called 

the splendour of a throne is no other than the corruption of the state. It is made up of a band of 

parasites, living in luxurious indolence, out of the public taxes. 

When once such a vicious system is established it becomes the guard and protection of all 

inferior abuses. The man who is in the receipt of a million a year is the last person to promote a 

spirit of reform, lest, in the event, it should reach to himself. It is always his interest to defend 

inferior abuses, as so many outworks to protect the citadel; and on this species of political 

fortification, all the parts have such a common dependence that it is never to be expected they 

will attack each other.[24]  

Monarchy would not have continued so many ages in the world, had it not been for the abuses 

it protects. It is the master-fraud, which shelters all others. By admitting a participation of the 

spoil, it makes itself friends; and when it ceases to do this it will cease to be the idol of courtiers. 

As the principle on which constitutions are now formed rejects all hereditary pretensions to 

government, it also rejects all that catalogue of assumptions known by the name of prerogatives. 

If there is any government where prerogatives might with apparent safety be entrusted to any 

individual, it is in the federal government of America. The president of the United States of 

America is elected only for four years. He is not only responsible in the general sense of the 

word, but a particular mode is laid down in the constitution for trying him. He cannot be elected 

under thirty-five years of age; and he must be a native of the country. 



In a comparison of these cases with the Government of England, the difference when applied 

to the latter amounts to an absurdity. In England the person who exercises prerogative is often a 

foreigner; always half a foreigner, and always married to a foreigner. He is never in full natural 

or political connection with the country, is not responsible for anything, and becomes of age at 

eighteen years; yet such a person is permitted to form foreign alliances, without even the 

knowledge of the nation, and to make war and peace without its consent. 

But this is not all. Though such a person cannot dispose of the government in the manner of a 

testator, he dictates the marriage connections, which, in effect, accomplish a great part of the 

same end. He cannot directly bequeath half the government to Prussia, but he can form a 

marriage partnership that will produce almost the same thing. Under such circumstances, it is 

happy for England that she is not situated on the Continent, or she might, like Holland, fall under 

the dictatorship of Prussia. Holland, by marriage, is as effectually governed by Prussia, as if the 

old tyranny of bequeathing the government had been the means. 

The presidency in America (or, as it is sometimes called, the executive) is the only office from 

which a foreigner is excluded, and in England it is the only one to which he is admitted. A 

foreigner cannot be a member of Parliament, but he may be what is called a king. If there is any 

reason for excluding foreigners, it ought to be from those offices where mischief can most be 

acted, and where, by uniting every bias of interest and attachment, the trust is best secured. But 

as nations proceed in the great business of forming constitutions, they will examine with more 

precision into the nature and business of that department which is called the executive. What the 

legislative and judicial departments are every one can see; but with respect to what, in Europe, is 

called the executive, as distinct from those two, it is either a political superfluity or a chaos of 

unknown things. 

Some kind of official department, to which reports shall be made from the different parts of a 

nation, or from abroad, to be laid before the national representatives, is all that is necessary; but 

there is no consistency in calling this the executive; neither can it be considered in any other light 

than as inferior to the legislative. The sovereign authority in any country is the power of making 

laws, and everything else is an official department. 

Next to the arrangement of the principles and the organization of the several parts of a 

constitution, is the provision to be made for the support of the persons to whom the nation shall 

confide the administration of the constitutional powers. 

A nation can have no right to the time and services of any person at his own expense, whom it 

may choose to employ or entrust in any department whatever; neither can any reason be given 

for making provision for the support of any one part of a government and not for the other. 

But admitting that the honour of being entrusted with any part of a government is to be 

considered a sufficient reward, it ought to be so to every person alike. If the members of the 

legislature of any country are to serve at their own expense that which is called the executive, 

whether monarchical or by any other name, ought to serve in like manner. It is inconsistent to 

pay the one, and accept the service of the other gratis. 

In America, every department in the government is decently provided for; but no one is 

extravagantly paid. Every member of Congress, and of the Assemblies, is allowed a sufficiency 

for his expenses. Whereas in England, a most prodigal provision is made for the support of one 

part of the Government, and none for the other, the consequence of which is that the one is 



furnished with the means of corruption and the other is put into the condition of being corrupted. 

Less than a fourth part of such expense, applied as it is in America, would remedy a great part of 

the corruption. 

Another reform in the American constitution is the exploding all oaths of personality. The oath 

of allegiance in America is to the nation only. The putting any individual as a figure for a nation 

is improper. The happiness of a nation is the superior object, and therefore the intention of an 

oath of allegiance ought not to be obscured by being figuratively taken, to, or in the name of, any 

person. The oath, called the civic oath, in France, viz., "the nation, the law, and the king," is 

improper. If taken at all, it ought to be as in America, to the nation only. The law may or may not 

be good; but, in this place, it can have no other meaning, than as being conducive to the 

happiness of a nation, and therefore is included in it. The remainder of the oath is improper, on 

the ground, that all personal oaths ought to be abolished. They are the remains of tyranny on one 

part and slavery on the other; and the name of the Creator ought not to be introduced to witness 

the degradation of his creation; or if taken, as is already mentioned, as figurative of the nation, it 

is in this place redundant. But whatever apology may be made for oaths at the first establishment 

of a government, they ought not to be permitted afterwards. If a government requires the support 

of oaths, it is a sign that it is not worth supporting, and ought not to be supported. Make 

government what it ought to be, and it will support itself. 

To conclude this part of the subject:—One of the greatest improvements that have been made 

for the perpetual security and progress of constitutional liberty, is the provision which the new 

constitutions make for occasionally revising, altering, and amending them. 

The principle upon which Mr. Burke formed his political creed, that of "binding and 

controlling posterity to the end of time, and of renouncing and abdicating the rights of all 

posterity, for ever," is now become too detestable to be made a subject of debate; and therefore, I 

pass it over with no other notice than exposing it. 

Government is but now beginning to be known. Hitherto it has been the mere exercise of 

power, which forbade all effectual enquiry into rights, and grounded itself wholly on possession. 

While the enemy of liberty was its judge, the progress of its principles must have been small 

indeed. 

The constitutions of America, and also that of France, have either affixed a period for their 

revision, or laid down the mode by which improvement shall be made. It is perhaps impossible to 

establish anything that combines principles with opinions and practice, which the progress of 

circumstances, through a length of years, will not in some measure derange, or render 

inconsistent; and, therefore, to prevent inconveniences accumulating, till they discourage 

reformations or provoke revolutions, it is best to provide the means of regulating them as they 

occur. The Rights of Man are the rights of all generations of men, and cannot be monopolised by 

any. That which is worth following, will be followed for the sake of its worth, and it is in this 

that its security lies, and not in any conditions with which it may be encumbered. When a man 

leaves property to his heirs, he does not connect it with an obligation that they shall accept it. 

Why, then, should we do otherwise with respect to constitutions? The best constitution that could 

now be devised, consistent with the condition of the present moment, may be far short of that 

excellence which a few years may afford. There is a morning of reason rising upon man on the 

subject of government, that has not appeared before. As the barbarism of the present old 

governments expires, the moral conditions of nations with respect to each other will be changed. 



Man will not be brought up with the savage idea of considering his species as his enemy, because 

the accident of birth gave the individuals existence in countries distinguished by different names; 

and as constitutions have always some relation to external as well as to domestic circumstances, 

the means of benefitting by every change, foreign or domestic, should be a part of every 

constitution. We already see an alteration in the national disposition of England and France 

towards each other, which, when we look back to only a few years, is itself a Revolution. Who 

could have foreseen, or who could have believed, that a French National Assembly would ever 

have been a popular toast in England, or that a friendly alliance of the two nations should 

become the wish of either? It shows that man, were he not corrupted by governments, is naturally 

the friend of man, and that human nature is not of itself vicious. That spirit of jealousy and 

ferocity, which the governments of the two countries inspired, and which they rendered 

subservient to the purpose of taxation, is now yielding to the dictates of reason, interest, and 

humanity. The trade of courts is beginning to be understood, and the affectation of mystery, with 

all the artificial sorcery by which they imposed upon mankind, is on the decline. It has received 

its death-wound; and though it may linger, it will expire. Government ought to be as much open 

to improvement as anything which appertains to man, instead of which it has been monopolised 

from age to age, by the most ignorant and vicious of the human race. Need we any other proof of 

their wretched management, than the excess of debts and taxes with which every nation groans, 

and the quarrels into which they have precipitated the world? Just emerging from such a 

barbarous condition, it is too soon to determine to what extent of improvement government may 

yet be carried. For what we can foresee, all Europe may form but one great Republic, and man be 

free of the whole. 

 

 

 

  



CHAPTER V. WAYS AND MEANS OF IMPROVING THE CONDITION OF EUROPE 

INTERSPERSED WITH MISCELLANEOUS OBSERVATIONS 

In contemplating a subject that embraces with equatorial magnitude the whole region of 

humanity it is impossible to confine the pursuit in one single direction. It takes ground on every 

character and condition that appertains to man, and blends the individual, the nation, and the 

world. From a small spark, kindled in America, a flame has arisen not to be extinguished. 

Without consuming, like the Ultima Ratio Regum, it winds its progress from nation to nation, 

and conquers by a silent operation. Man finds himself changed, he scarcely perceives how. He 

acquires a knowledge of his rights by attending justly to his interest, and discovers in the event 

that the strength and powers of despotism consist wholly in the fear of resisting it, and that, in 

order "to be free, it is sufficient that he wills it." 

Having in all the preceding parts of this work endeavoured to establish a system of principles 

as a basis on which governments ought to be erected, I shall proceed in this, to the ways and 

means of rendering them into practice. But in order to introduce this part of the subject with 

more propriety, and stronger effect, some preliminary observations, deducible from, or 

connected with, those principles, are necessary. 

Whatever the form or constitution of government may be, it ought to have no other object than 

the general happiness. When, instead of this, it operates to create and increase wretchedness in 

any of the parts of society, it is on a wrong system, and reformation is necessary. Customary 

language has classed the condition of man under the two descriptions of civilised and uncivilised 

life. To the one it has ascribed felicity and affluence; to the other hardship and want. But, 

however our imagination may be impressed by painting and comparison, it is nevertheless true, 

that a great portion of mankind, in what are called civilised countries, are in a state of poverty 

and wretchedness, far below the condition of an Indian. I speak not of one country, but of all. It 

is so in England, it is so all over Europe. Let us enquire into the cause. 

It lies not in any natural defect in the principles of civilisation, but in preventing those 

principles having a universal operation; the consequence of which is, a perpetual system of war 

and expense, that drains the country, and defeats the general felicity of which civilisation is 

capable. All the European governments (France now excepted) are constructed not on the 

principle of universal civilisation, but on the reverse of it. So far as those governments relate to 

each other, they are in the same condition as we conceive of savage uncivilised life; they put 

themselves beyond the law as well of God as of man, and are, with respect to principle and 

reciprocal conduct, like so many individuals in a state of nature. The inhabitants of every 

country, under the civilisation of laws, easily civilise together, but governments being yet in an 

uncivilised state, and almost continually at war, they pervert the abundance which civilised life 

produces to carry on the uncivilised part to a greater extent. By thus engrafting the barbarism of 

government upon the internal civilisation of a country, it draws from the latter, and more 

especially from the poor, a great portion of those earnings, which should be applied to their own 

subsistence and comfort. Apart from all reflections of morality and philosophy, it is a 

melancholy fact that more than one-fourth of the labour of mankind is annually consumed by this 

barbarous system. What has served to continue this evil, is the pecuniary advantage which all the 

governments of Europe have found in keeping up this state of uncivilisation. It affords to them 

pretences for power, and revenue, for which there would be neither occasion nor apology, if the 

circle of civilisation were rendered complete. Civil government alone, or the government of 



laws, is not productive of pretences for many taxes; it operates at home, directly under the eye of 

the country, and precludes the possibility of much imposition. But when the scene is laid in the 

uncivilised contention of governments, the field of pretences is enlarged, and the country, being 

no longer a judge, is open to every imposition, which governments please to act. Not a thirtieth, 

scarcely a fortieth, part of the taxes which are raised in England are either occasioned by, or 

applied to, the purpose of civil government. It is not difficult to see, that the whole which the 

actual government does in this respect, is to enact laws, and that the country administers and 

executes them, at its own expense, by means of magistrates, juries, sessions, and assize, over and 

above the taxes which it pays. In this view of the case, we have two distinct characters of 

government; the one the civil government, or the government of laws, which operates at home, 

the other the court or cabinet government, which operates abroad, on the rude plan of uncivilised 

life; the one attended with little charge, the other with boundless extravagance; and so distinct 

are the two, that if the latter were to sink, as it were, by a sudden opening of the earth, and totally 

disappear, the former would not be deranged. It would still proceed, because it is the common 

interest of the nation that it should, and all the means are in practice. Revolutions, then, have for 

their object a change in the moral condition of governments, and with this change the burthen of 

public taxes will lessen, and civilisation will be left to the enjoyment of that abundance, of which 

it is now deprived. In contemplating the whole of this subject, I extend my views into the 

department of commerce. In all my publications, where the matter would admit, I have been an 

advocate for commerce, because I am a friend to its effects. It is a pacific system, operating to 

cordialise mankind, by rendering nations, as well as individuals, useful to each other. As to the 

mere theoretical reformation, I have never preached it up. The most effectual process is that of 

improving the condition of man by means of his interest; and it is on this ground that I take my 

stand. If commerce were permitted to act to the universal extent it is capable, it would extirpate 

the system of war, and produce a revolution in the uncivilised state of governments. The 

invention of commerce has arisen since those governments began, and is the greatest approach 

towards universal civilisation that has yet been made by any means not immediately flowing 

from moral principles. Whatever has a tendency to promote the civil intercourse of nations by an 

exchange of benefits, is a subject as worthy of philosophy as of politics. Commerce is no other 

than the traffic of two individuals, multiplied on a scale of numbers; and by the same rule that 

nature intended for the intercourse of two, she intended that of all. For this purpose she has 

distributed the materials of manufactures and commerce, in various and distant parts of a nation 

and of the world; and as they cannot be procured by war so cheaply or so commodiously as by 

commerce, she has rendered the latter the means of extirpating the former. As the two are nearly 

the opposite of each other, consequently, the uncivilised state of the European governments is 

injurious to commerce. Every kind of destruction or embarrassment serves to lessen the quantity, 

and it matters but little in what part of the commercial world the reduction begins. Like blood, it 

cannot be taken from any of the parts, without being taken from the whole mass in circulation, 

and all partake of the loss. When the ability in any nation to buy is destroyed, it equally involves 

the seller. Could the government of England destroy the commerce of all other nations, she 

would most effectually ruin her own. It is possible that a nation may be the carrier for the world, 

but she cannot be the merchant. She cannot be the seller and buyer of her own merchandise. The 

ability to buy must reside out of herself; and, therefore, the prosperity of any commercial nation 

is regulated by the prosperity of the rest. If they are poor she cannot be rich, and her condition, 

be what it may, is an index of the height of the commercial tide in other nations. That the 

principles of commerce, and its universal operation may be understood, without understanding 



the practice, is a position that reason will not deny; and it is on this ground only that I argue the 

subject. It is one thing in the counting-house, in the world it is another. With respect to its 

operation it must necessarily be contemplated as a reciprocal thing; that only one-half its powers 

resides within the nation, and that the whole is as effectually destroyed by the destroying the half 

that resides without, as if the destruction had been committed on that which is within; for neither 

can act without the other. When in the last, as well as in former wars, the commerce of England 

sunk, it was because the quantity was lessened everywhere; and it now rises, because commerce 

is in a rising state in every nation. If England, at this day, imports and exports more than at any 

former period, the nations with which she trades must necessarily do the same; her imports are 

their exports, and vice versa. There can be no such thing as a nation flourishing alone in 

commerce: she can only participate; and the destruction of it in any part must necessarily affect 

all. When, therefore, governments are at war, the attack is made upon a common stock of 

commerce, and the consequence is the same as if each had attacked his own. The present 

increase of commerce is not to be attributed to ministers, or to any political contrivances, but to 

its own natural operation in consequence of peace. The regular markets had been destroyed, the 

channels of trade broken up, the high road of the seas infested with robbers of every nation, and 

the attention of the world called to other objects. Those interruptions have ceased, and peace has 

restored the deranged condition of things to their proper order.[25]  It is worth remarking that 

every nation reckons the balance of trade in its own favour; and therefore something must be 

irregular in the common ideas upon this subject. The fact, however, is true, according to what is 

called a balance; and it is from this cause that commerce is universally supported. Every nation 

feels the advantage, or it would abandon the practice: but the deception lies in the mode of 

making up the accounts, and in attributing what are called profits to a wrong cause. Mr. Pitt has 

sometimes amused himself, by showing what he called a balance of trade from the custom-house 

books. This mode of calculating not only affords no rule that is true, but one that is false. In the 

first place, Every cargo that departs from the custom-house appears on the books as an export; 

and, according to the custom-house balance, the losses at sea, and by foreign failures, are all 

reckoned on the side of profit because they appear as exports. 

Secondly, Because the importation by the smuggling trade does not appear on the custom-

house books, to arrange against the exports. 

No balance, therefore, as applying to superior advantages, can be drawn from these 

documents; and if we examine the natural operation of commerce, the idea is fallacious; and if 

true, would soon be injurious. The great support of commerce consists in the balance being a 

level of benefits among all nations. 

Two merchants of different nations trading together, will both become rich, and each makes 

the balance in his own favour; consequently, they do not get rich of each other; and it is the same 

with respect to the nations in which they reside. The case must be, that each nation must get rich 

out of its own means, and increases that riches by something which it procures from another in 

exchange. 

If a merchant in England sends an article of English manufacture abroad which costs him a 

shilling at home, and imports something which sells for two, he makes a balance of one shilling 

in his favour; but this is not gained out of the foreign nation or the foreign merchant, for he also 

does the same by the articles he receives, and neither has the advantage upon the other. The 

original value of the two articles in their proper countries was but two shillings; but by changing 



their places, they acquire a new idea of value, equal to double what they had first, and that 

increased value is equally divided. 

There is no otherwise a balance on foreign than on domestic commerce. The merchants of 

London and Newcastle trade on the same principles, as if they resided in different nations, and 

make their balances in the same manner: yet London does not get rich out of Newcastle, any 

more than Newcastle out of London: but coals, the merchandize of Newcastle, have an additional 

value at London, and London merchandize has the same at Newcastle. 

Though the principle of all commerce is the same, the domestic, in a national view, is the part 

the most beneficial; because the whole of the advantages, an both sides, rests within the nation; 

whereas, in foreign commerce, it is only a participation of one-half. 

The most unprofitable of all commerce is that connected with foreign dominion. To a few 

individuals it may be beneficial, merely because it is commerce; but to the nation it is a loss. The 

expense of maintaining dominion more than absorbs the profits of any trade. It does not increase 

the general quantity in the world, but operates to lessen it; and as a greater mass would be afloat 

by relinquishing dominion, the participation without the expense would be more valuable than a 

greater quantity with it. 

But it is impossible to engross commerce by dominion; and therefore it is still more fallacious. 

It cannot exist in confined channels, and necessarily breaks out by regular or irregular means, 

that defeat the attempt: and to succeed would be still worse. France, since the Revolution, has 

been more indifferent as to foreign possessions, and other nations will become the same when 

they investigate the subject with respect to commerce. 

To the expense of dominion is to be added that of navies, and when the amounts of the two are 

subtracted from the profits of commerce, it will appear, that what is called the balance of trade, 

even admitting it to exist, is not enjoyed by the nation, but absorbed by the Government. 

The idea of having navies for the protection of commerce is delusive. It is putting means of 

destruction for the means of protection. Commerce needs no other protection than the reciprocal 

interest which every nation feels in supporting it—it is common stock—it exists by a balance of 

advantages to all; and the only interruption it meets, is from the present uncivilised state of 

governments, and which it is its common interest to reform.[26]  

Quitting this subject, I now proceed to other matters.—As it is necessary to include England in 

the prospect of a general reformation, it is proper to inquire into the defects of its government. It 

is only by each nation reforming its own, that the whole can be improved, and the full benefit of 

reformation enjoyed. Only partial advantages can flow from partial reforms. 

France and England are the only two countries in Europe where a reformation in government 

could have successfully begun. The one secure by the ocean, and the other by the immensity of 

its internal strength, could defy the malignancy of foreign despotism. But it is with revolutions as 

with commerce, the advantages increase by their becoming general, and double to either what 

each would receive alone. 

As a new system is now opening to the view of the world, the European courts are plotting to 

counteract it. Alliances, contrary to all former systems, are agitating, and a common interest of 

courts is forming against the common interest of man. This combination draws a line that runs 

throughout Europe, and presents a cause so entirely new as to exclude all calculations from 



former circumstances. While despotism warred with despotism, man had no interest in the 

contest; but in a cause that unites the soldier with the citizen, and nation with nation, the 

despotism of courts, though it feels the danger and meditates revenge, is afraid to strike. 

No question has arisen within the records of history that pressed with the importance of the 

present. It is not whether this or that party shall be in or not, or Whig or Tory, high or low shall 

prevail; but whether man shall inherit his rights, and universal civilisation take place? Whether 

the fruits of his labours shall be enjoyed by himself or consumed by the profligacy of 

governments? Whether robbery shall be banished from courts, and wretchedness from countries? 

When, in countries that are called civilised, we see age going to the workhouse and youth to 

the gallows, something must be wrong in the system of government. It would seem, by the 

exterior appearance of such countries, that all was happiness; but there lies hidden from the eye 

of common observation, a mass of wretchedness, that has scarcely any other chance, than to 

expire in poverty or infamy. Its entrance into life is marked with the presage of its fate; and until 

this is remedied, it is in vain to punish. 

Civil government does not exist in executions; but in making such provision for the instruction 

of youth and the support of age, as to exclude, as much as possible, profligacy from the one and 

despair from the other. Instead of this, the resources of a country are lavished upon kings, upon 

courts, upon hirelings, impostors and prostitutes; and even the poor themselves, with all their 

wants upon them, are compelled to support the fraud that oppresses them. 

Why is it that scarcely any are executed but the poor? The fact is a proof, among other things, 

of a wretchedness in their condition. Bred up without morals, and cast upon the world without a 

prospect, they are the exposed sacrifice of vice and legal barbarity. The millions that are 

superfluously wasted upon governments are more than sufficient to reform those evils, and to 

benefit the condition of every man in a nation, not included within the purlieus of a court. This I 

hope to make appear in the progress of this work. 

It is the nature of compassion to associate with misfortune. In taking up this subject I seek no 

recompense—I fear no consequence. Fortified with that proud integrity, that disdains to triumph 

or to yield, I will advocate the Rights of Man. 

It is to my advantage that I have served an apprenticeship to life. I know the value of moral 

instruction, and I have seen the danger of the contrary. 

At an early period—little more than sixteen years of age, raw and adventurous, and heated 

with the false heroism of a master[27]  who had served in a man-of-war—I began the carver of 

my own fortune, and entered on board the Terrible Privateer, Captain Death. From this adventure 

I was happily prevented by the affectionate and moral remonstrance of a good father, who, from 

his own habits of life, being of the Quaker profession, must begin to look upon me as lost. But 

the impression, much as it effected at the time, began to wear away, and I entered afterwards in 

the King of Prussia Privateer, Captain Mendez, and went with her to sea. Yet, from such a 

beginning, and with all the inconvenience of early life against me, I am proud to say, that with a 

perseverance undismayed by difficulties, a disinterestedness that compelled respect, I have not 

only contributed to raise a new empire in the world, founded on a new system of government, 

but I have arrived at an eminence in political literature, the most difficult of all lines to succeed 

and excel in, which aristocracy with all its aids has not been able to reach or to rival.[28]  



Knowing my own heart and feeling myself as I now do, superior to all the skirmish of party, 

the inveteracy of interested or mistaken opponents, I answer not to falsehood or abuse, but 

proceed to the defects of the English Government. 

I begin with charters and corporations. 

It is a perversion of terms to say that a charter gives rights. It operates by a contrary effect—

that of taking rights away. Rights are inherently in all the inhabitants; but charters, by annulling 

those rights, in the majority, leave the right, by exclusion, in the hands of a few. If charters were 

constructed so as to express in direct terms, "that every inhabitant, who is not a member of a 

corporation, shall not exercise the right of voting," such charters would, in the face, be charters 

not of rights, but of exclusion. The effect is the same under the form they now stand; and the 

only persons on whom they operate are the persons whom they exclude. Those whose rights are 

guaranteed, by not being taken away, exercise no other rights than as members of the community 

they are entitled to without a charter; and, therefore, all charters have no other than an indirect 

negative operation. They do not give rights to A, but they make a difference in favour of A by 

taking away the right of B, and consequently are instruments of injustice. 

But charters and corporations have a more extensive evil effect than what relates merely to 

elections. They are sources of endless contentions in the places where they exist, and they lessen 

the common rights of national society. A native of England, under the operation of these charters 

and corporations, cannot be said to be an Englishman in the full sense of the word. He is not free 

of the nation, in the same manner that a Frenchman is free of France, and an American of 

America. His rights are circumscribed to the town, and, in some cases, to the parish of his birth; 

and all other parts, though in his native land, are to him as a foreign country. To acquire a 

residence in these, he must undergo a local naturalisation by purchase, or he is forbidden or 

expelled the place. This species of feudality is kept up to aggrandise the corporations at the ruin 

of towns; and the effect is visible. 

The generality of corporation towns are in a state of solitary decay, and prevented from further 

ruin only by some circumstance in their situation, such as a navigable river, or a plentiful 

surrounding country. As population is one of the chief sources of wealth (for without it land 

itself has no value), everything which operates to prevent it must lessen the value of property; 

and as corporations have not only this tendency, but directly this effect, they cannot but be 

injurious. If any policy were to be followed, instead of that of general freedom, to every person 

to settle where he chose (as in France or America) it would be more consistent to give 

encouragement to new comers than to preclude their admission by exacting premiums from 

them.[29]  

The persons most immediately interested in the abolition of corporations are the inhabitants of 

the towns where corporations are established. The instances of Manchester, Birmingham, and 

Sheffield show, by contrast, the injuries which those Gothic institutions are to property and 

commerce. A few examples may be found, such as that of London, whose natural and 

commercial advantage, owing to its situation on the Thames, is capable of bearing up against the 

political evils of a corporation; but in almost all other cases the fatality is too visible to be 

doubted or denied. 

Though the whole nation is not so directly affected by the depression of property in 

corporation towns as the inhabitants themselves, it partakes of the consequence. By lessening the 



value of property, the quantity of national commerce is curtailed. Every man is a customer in 

proportion to his ability; and as all parts of a nation trade with each other, whatever affects any 

of the parts must necessarily communicate to the whole. 

As one of the Houses of the English Parliament is, in a great measure, made up of elections 

from these corporations; and as it is unnatural that a pure stream should flow from a foul 

fountain, its vices are but a continuation of the vices of its origin. A man of moral honour and 

good political principles cannot submit to the mean drudgery and disgraceful arts, by which such 

elections are carried. To be a successful candidate, he must be destitute of the qualities that 

constitute a just legislator; and being thus disciplined to corruption by the mode of entering into 

Parliament, it is not to be expected that the representative should be better than the man. 

Mr. Burke, in speaking of the English representation, has advanced as bold a challenge as ever 

was given in the days of chivalry. "Our representation," says he, "has been found perfectly 

adequate to all the purposes for which a representation of the people can be desired or devised." 

"I defy," continues he, "the enemies of our constitution to show the contrary."—This declaration 

from a man who has been in constant opposition to all the measures of parliament the whole of 

his political life, a year or two excepted, is most extraordinary; and, comparing him with himself, 

admits of no other alternative, than that he acted against his judgment as a member, or has 

declared contrary to it as an author. 

But it is not in the representation only that the defects lie, and therefore I proceed in the next 

place to the aristocracy. 

What is called the House of Peers, is constituted on a ground very similar to that, against 

which there is no law in other cases. It amounts to a combination of persons in one common 

interest. No better reason can be given, why a house of legislation should be composed entirely 

of men whose occupation consists in letting landed property, than why it should be composed of 

those who hire, or of brewers, or bakers, or any other separate class of men. Mr. Burke calls this 

house "the great ground and pillar of security to the landed interest." Let us examine this idea. 

What pillar of security does the landed interest require more than any other interest in the 

state, or what right has it to a distinct and separate representation from the general interest of a 

nation? The only use to be made of this power (and which it always has made), is to ward off 

taxes from itself, and throw the burthen upon those articles of consumption by which itself would 

be least affected. 

That this has been the consequence (and will always be the consequence) of constructing 

governments on combinations, is evident with respect to England, from the history of its taxes. 

Notwithstanding taxes have increased and multiplied upon every article of common 

consumption, the land-tax, which more particularly affects this "pillar," has diminished. In 1778 

the amount of the land-tax was L1,950,000, which is half-a-million less than it produced almost a 

hundred years ago,[30]  notwithstanding the rentals are in many instances doubled since that 

period. 

Before the coming of the Hanoverians, the taxes were divided in nearly equal proportions 

between the land and articles of consumption, the land bearing rather the largest share: but since 

that era nearly thirteen millions annually of new taxes have been thrown upon consumption. The 

consequence of which has been a constant increase in the number and wretchedness of the poor, 



and in the amount of the poor-rates. Yet here again the burthen does not fall in equal proportions 

on the aristocracy with the rest of the community. Their residences, whether in town or country, 

are not mixed with the habitations of the poor. They live apart from distress, and the expense of 

relieving it. It is in manufacturing towns and labouring villages that those burthens press the 

heaviest; in many of which it is one class of poor supporting another. 

Several of the most heavy and productive taxes are so contrived, as to give an exemption to 

this pillar, thus standing in its own defence. The tax upon beer brewed for sale does not affect the 

aristocracy, who brew their own beer free from this duty. It falls only on those who have not 

conveniency or ability to brew, and who must purchase it in small quantities. But what will 

mankind think of the justice of taxation, when they know that this tax alone, from which the 

aristocracy are from circumstances exempt, is nearly equal to the whole of the land-tax, being in 

the year 1788, and it is not less now, L1,666,152, and with its proportion of the taxes on malt and 

hops, it exceeds it.—That a single article, thus partially consumed, and that chiefly by the 

working part, should be subject to a tax, equal to that on the whole rental of a nation, is, perhaps, 

a fact not to be paralleled in the histories of revenues. 

This is one of the circumstances resulting from a house of legislation, composed on the ground 

of a combination of common interest; for whatever their separate politics as to parties may be, in 

this they are united. Whether a combination acts to raise the price of any article for sale, or rate 

of wages; or whether it acts to throw taxes from itself upon another class of the community, the 

principle and the effect are the same; and if the one be illegal, it will be difficult to show that the 

other ought to exist. 

It is no use to say that taxes are first proposed in the House of Commons; for as the other 

house has always a negative, it can always defend itself; and it would be ridiculous to suppose 

that its acquiescence in the measures to be proposed were not understood before hand. Besides 

which, it has obtained so much influence by borough-traffic, and so many of its relations and 

connections are distributed on both sides the commons, as to give it, besides an absolute negative 

in one house, a preponderancy in the other, in all matters of common concern. 

It is difficult to discover what is meant by the landed interest, if it does not mean a 

combination of aristocratical landholders, opposing their own pecuniary interest to that of the 

farmer, and every branch of trade, commerce, and manufacture. In all other respects it is the only 

interest that needs no partial protection. It enjoys the general protection of the world. Every 

individual, high or low, is interested in the fruits of the earth; men, women, and children, of all 

ages and degrees, will turn out to assist the farmer, rather than a harvest should not be got in; and 

they will not act thus by any other property. It is the only one for which the common prayer of 

mankind is put up, and the only one that can never fail from the want of means. It is the interest, 

not of the policy, but of the existence of man, and when it ceases, he must cease to be. 

No other interest in a nation stands on the same united support. Commerce, manufactures, arts, 

sciences, and everything else, compared with this, are supported but in parts. Their prosperity or 

their decay has not the same universal influence. When the valleys laugh and sing, it is not the 

farmer only, but all creation that rejoice. It is a prosperity that excludes all envy; and this cannot 

be said of anything else. 

Why then, does Mr. Burke talk of his house of peers as the pillar of the landed interest? Were 

that pillar to sink into the earth, the same landed property would continue, and the same 



ploughing, sowing, and reaping would go on. The aristocracy are not the farmers who work the 

land, and raise the produce, but are the mere consumers of the rent; and when compared with the 

active world are the drones, a seraglio of males, who neither collect the honey nor form the hive, 

but exist only for lazy enjoyment. 

Mr. Burke, in his first essay, called aristocracy "the Corinthian capital of polished society." 

Towards completing the figure, he has now added the pillar; but still the base is wanting; and 

whenever a nation choose to act a Samson, not blind, but bold, down will go the temple of 

Dagon, the Lords and the Philistines. 

If a house of legislation is to be composed of men of one class, for the purpose of protecting a 

distinct interest, all the other interests should have the same. The inequality, as well as the 

burthen of taxation, arises from admitting it in one case, and not in all. Had there been a house of 

farmers, there had been no game laws; or a house of merchants and manufacturers, the taxes had 

neither been so unequal nor so excessive. It is from the power of taxation being in the hands of 

those who can throw so great a part of it from their own shoulders, that it has raged without a 

check. 

Men of small or moderate estates are more injured by the taxes being thrown on articles of 

consumption, than they are eased by warding it from landed property, for the following reasons: 

First, They consume more of the productive taxable articles, in proportion to their property, 

than those of large estates. 

Secondly, Their residence is chiefly in towns, and their property in houses; and the increase of 

the poor-rates, occasioned by taxes on consumption, is in much greater proportion than the land-

tax has been favoured. In Birmingham, the poor-rates are not less than seven shillings in the 

pound. From this, as is already observed, the aristocracy are in a great measure exempt. 

These are but a part of the mischiefs flowing from the wretched scheme of an house of peers. 

As a combination, it can always throw a considerable portion of taxes from itself; and as an 

hereditary house, accountable to nobody, it resembles a rotten borough, whose consent is to be 

courted by interest. There are but few of its members, who are not in some mode or other 

participators, or disposers of the public money. One turns a candle-holder, or a lord in waiting; 

another a lord of the bed-chamber, a groom of the stole, or any insignificant nominal office to 

which a salary is annexed, paid out of the public taxes, and which avoids the direct appearance of 

corruption. Such situations are derogatory to the character of man; and where they can be 

submitted to, honour cannot reside. 

To all these are to be added the numerous dependants, the long list of younger branches and 

distant relations, who are to be provided for at the public expense: in short, were an estimation to 

be made of the charge of aristocracy to a nation, it will be found nearly equal to that of 

supporting the poor. The Duke of Richmond alone (and there are cases similar to his) takes away 

as much for himself as would maintain two thousand poor and aged persons. Is it, then, any 

wonder, that under such a system of government, taxes and rates have multiplied to their present 

extent? 

In stating these matters, I speak an open and disinterested language, dictated by no passion but 

that of humanity. To me, who have not only refused offers, because I thought them improper, but 

have declined rewards I might with reputation have accepted, it is no wonder that meanness and 



imposition appear disgustful. Independence is my happiness, and I view things as they are, 

without regard to place or person; my country is the world, and my religion is to do good. 

Mr. Burke, in speaking of the aristocratical law of primogeniture, says, "it is the standing law 

of our landed inheritance; and which, without question, has a tendency, and I think," continues 

he, "a happy tendency, to preserve a character of weight and consequence." 

Mr. Burke may call this law what he pleases, but humanity and impartial reflection will 

denounce it as a law of brutal injustice. Were we not accustomed to the daily practice, and did 

we only hear of it as the law of some distant part of the world, we should conclude that the 

legislators of such countries had not arrived at a state of civilisation. 

As to its preserving a character of weight and consequence, the case appears to me directly the 

reverse. It is an attaint upon character; a sort of privateering on family property. It may have 

weight among dependent tenants, but it gives none on a scale of national, and much less of 

universal character. Speaking for myself, my parents were not able to give me a shilling, beyond 

what they gave me in education; and to do this they distressed themselves: yet, I possess more of 

what is called consequence, in the world, than any one in Mr. Burke's catalogue of aristocrats. 

Having thus glanced at some of the defects of the two houses of parliament, I proceed to what 

is called the crown, upon which I shall be very concise. 

It signifies a nominal office of a million sterling a year, the business of which consists in 

receiving the money. Whether the person be wise or foolish, sane or insane, a native or a 

foreigner, matters not. Every ministry acts upon the same idea that Mr. Burke writes, namely, 

that the people must be hood-winked, and held in superstitious ignorance by some bugbear or 

other; and what is called the crown answers this purpose, and therefore it answers all the 

purposes to be expected from it. This is more than can be said of the other two branches. 

The hazard to which this office is exposed in all countries, is not from anything that can 

happen to the man, but from what may happen to the nation—the danger of its coming to its 

senses. 

It has been customary to call the crown the executive power, and the custom is continued, 

though the reason has ceased. 

It was called the executive, because the person whom it signified used, formerly, to act in the 

character of a judge, in administering or executing the laws. The tribunals were then a part of the 

court. The power, therefore, which is now called the judicial, is what was called the executive 

and, consequently, one or other of the terms is redundant, and one of the offices useless. When 

we speak of the crown now, it means nothing; it signifies neither a judge nor a general: besides 

which it is the laws that govern, and not the man. The old terms are kept up, to give an 

appearance of consequence to empty forms; and the only effect they have is that of increasing 

expenses. 

Before I proceed to the means of rendering governments more conducive to the general 

happiness of mankind, than they are at present, it will not be improper to take a review of the 

progress of taxation in England. 

It is a general idea, that when taxes are once laid on, they are never taken off. However true 

this may have been of late, it was not always so. Either, therefore, the people of former times 



were more watchful over government than those of the present, or government was administered 

with less extravagance. 

It is now seven hundred years since the Norman conquest, and the establishment of what is 

called the crown. Taking this portion of time in seven separate periods of one hundred years 

each, the amount of the annual taxes, at each period, will be as follows: 

    Annual taxes levied by William the Conqueror, 

                           beginning in the year 1066    L400,000 

    Annual taxes at 100 years from the conquest (1166)    200,000 

    Annual taxes at 200 years from the conquest (1266)    150,000 

    Annual taxes at 300 years from the conquest (1366)    130,000 

    Annual taxes at 400 years from the conquest (1466)    100,000 

These statements and those which follow, are taken from Sir John Sinclair's History of the 

Revenue; by which it appears, that taxes continued decreasing for four hundred years, at the 

expiration of which time they were reduced three-fourths, viz., from four hundred thousand 

pounds to one hundred thousand. The people of England of the present day, have a traditionary 

and historical idea of the bravery of their ancestors; but whatever their virtues or their vices 

might have been, they certainly were a people who would not be imposed upon, and who kept 

governments in awe as to taxation, if not as to principle. Though they were not able to expel the 

monarchical usurpation, they restricted it to a republican economy of taxes. 

Let us now review the remaining three hundred years: 

Annual amount of taxes at: 

             500 years from the conquest (1566)      500,000 

             600 years from the conquest (1666)    1,800,000 

             the present time (1791)              17,000,000 

The difference between the first four hundred years and the last three, is so astonishing, as to 

warrant an opinion, that the national character of the English has changed. It would have been 

impossible to have dragooned the former English, into the excess of taxation that now exists; and 

when it is considered that the pay of the army, the navy, and of all the revenue officers, is the 

same now as it was about a hundred years ago, when the taxes were not above a tenth part of 

what they are at present, it appears impossible to account for the enormous increase and 

expenditure on any other ground, than extravagance, corruption, and intrigue.[31]  

With the Revolution of 1688, and more so since the Hanover succession, came the destructive 

system of continental intrigues, and the rage for foreign wars and foreign dominion; systems of 

such secure mystery that the expenses admit of no accounts; a single line stands for millions. To 

what excess taxation might have extended had not the French revolution contributed to break up 

the system, and put an end to pretences, is impossible to say. Viewed, as that revolution ought to 

be, as the fortunate means of lessening the load of taxes of both countries, it is of as much 

importance to England as to France; and, if properly improved to all the advantages of which it is 

capable, and to which it leads, deserves as much celebration in one country as the other. 



In pursuing this subject, I shall begin with the matter that first presents itself, that of lessening 

the burthen of taxes; and shall then add such matter and propositions, respecting the three 

countries of England, France, and America, as the present prospect of things appears to justify: I 

mean, an alliance of the three, for the purposes that will be mentioned in their proper place. 

What has happened may happen again. By the statement before shown of the progress of 

taxation, it is seen that taxes have been lessened to a fourth part of what they had formerly been. 

Though the present circumstances do not admit of the same reduction, yet they admit of such a 

beginning, as may accomplish that end in less time than in the former case. 

The amount of taxes for the year ending at Michaelmas 1788, was as follows: 

     Land-tax                             L 1,950,000 

     Customs                                3,789,274 

     Excise (including old and new malt)    6,751,727 

     Stamps                                 1,278,214 

     Miscellaneous taxes and incidents      1,803,755 

                                          —————- 

                                          L15,572,755 

Since the year 1788, upwards of one million new taxes have been laid on, besides the produce 

of the lotteries; and as the taxes have in general been more productive since than before, the 

amount may be taken, in round numbers, at L17,000,000. (The expense of collection and the 

drawbacks, which together amount to nearly two millions, are paid out of the gross amount; and 

the above is the net sum paid into the exchequer). This sum of seventeen millions is applied to 

two different purposes; the one to pay the interest of the National Debt, the other to the current 

expenses of each year. About nine millions are appropriated to the former; and the remainder, 

being nearly eight millions, to the latter. As to the million, said to be applied to the reduction of 

the debt, it is so much like paying with one hand and taking out with the other, as not to merit 

much notice. It happened, fortunately for France, that she possessed national domains for paying 

off her debt, and thereby lessening her taxes; but as this is not the case with England, her 

reduction of taxes can only take place by reducing the current expenses, which may now be done 

to the amount of four or five millions annually, as will hereafter appear. When this is 

accomplished it will more than counter-balance the enormous charge of the American war; and 

the saving will be from the same source from whence the evil arose. As to the national debt, 

however heavy the interest may be in taxes, yet, as it serves to keep alive a capital useful to 

commerce, it balances by its effects a considerable part of its own weight; and as the quantity of 

gold and silver is, by some means or other, short of its proper proportion, being not more than 

twenty millions, whereas it should be sixty (foreign intrigue, foreign wars, foreign dominions, 

will in a great measure account for the deficiency), it would, besides the injustice, be bad policy 

to extinguish a capital that serves to supply that defect. But with respect to the current expense, 

whatever is saved therefrom is gain. The excess may serve to keep corruption alive, but it has no 

re-action on credit and commerce, like the interest of the debt. 

It is now very probable that the English Government (I do not mean the nation) is unfriendly 

to the French Revolution. Whatever serves to expose the intrigue and lessen the influence of 



courts, by lessening taxation, will be unwelcome to those who feed upon the spoil. Whilst the 

clamour of French intrigue, arbitrary power, popery, and wooden shoes could be kept up, the 

nation was easily allured and alarmed into taxes. Those days are now past: deception, it is to be 

hoped, has reaped its last harvest, and better times are in prospect for both countries, and for the 

world. 

Taking it for granted that an alliance may be formed between England, France, and America 

for the purposes hereafter to be mentioned, the national expenses of France and England may 

consequently be lessened. The same fleets and armies will no longer be necessary to either, and 

the reduction can be made ship for ship on each side. But to accomplish these objects the 

governments must necessarily be fitted to a common and correspondent principle. Confidence 

can never take place while an hostile disposition remains in either, or where mystery and secrecy 

on one side is opposed to candour and openness on the other. 

These matters admitted, the national expenses might be put back, for the sake of a precedent, 

to what they were at some period when France and England were not enemies. This, 

consequently, must be prior to the Hanover succession, and also to the Revolution of 1688.[32] 

 The first instance that presents itself, antecedent to those dates, is in the very wasteful and 

profligate times of Charles the Second; at which time England and France acted as allies. If I 

have chosen a period of great extravagance, it will serve to show modern extravagance in a still 

worse light; especially as the pay of the navy, the army, and the revenue officers has not 

increased since that time. 

The peace establishment was then as follows (see Sir John Sinclair's History of the Revenue): 

              Navy                 L  300,000 

              Army                    212,000 

              Ordnance                 40,000 

              Civil List              462,115 

                                      ———- 

                                   L1,014,115 

The parliament, however, settled the whole annual peace establishment at $1,200,000.[33]  If 

we go back to the time of Elizabeth the amount of all the taxes was but half a million, yet the 

nation sees nothing during that period that reproaches it with want of consequence. 

All circumstances, then, taken together, arising from the French revolution, from the 

approaching harmony and reciprocal interest of the two nations, the abolition of the court 

intrigue on both sides, and the progress of knowledge in the science of government, the annual 

expenditure might be put back to one million and a half, viz.: 

             Navy                    L 500,000 

             Army                      500,000 

             Expenses of Government    500,000 

                                     ————— 



                                     L1,500,000 

Even this sum is six times greater than the expenses of government are in America, yet the 

civil internal government in England (I mean that administered by means of quarter sessions, 

juries and assize, and which, in fact, is nearly the whole, and performed by the nation), is less 

expense upon the revenue, than the same species and portion of government is in America. 

It is time that nations should be rational, and not be governed like animals, for the pleasure of 

their riders. To read the history of kings, a man would be almost inclined to suppose that 

government consisted in stag-hunting, and that every nation paid a million a-year to a huntsman. 

Man ought to have pride, or shame enough to blush at being thus imposed upon, and when he 

feels his proper character he will. Upon all subjects of this nature, there is often passing in the 

mind, a train of ideas he has not yet accustomed himself to encourage and communicate. 

Restrained by something that puts on the character of prudence, he acts the hypocrite upon 

himself as well as to others. It is, however, curious to observe how soon this spell can be 

dissolved. A single expression, boldly conceived and uttered, will sometimes put a whole 

company into their proper feelings: and whole nations are acted on in the same manner. 

As to the offices of which any civil government may be composed, it matters but little by what 

names they are described. In the routine of business, as before observed, whether a man be styled 

a president, a king, an emperor, a senator, or anything else, it is impossible that any service he 

can perform, can merit from a nation more than ten thousand pounds a year; and as no man 

should be paid beyond his services, so every man of a proper heart will not accept more. Public 

money ought to be touched with the most scrupulous consciousness of honour. It is not the 

produce of riches only, but of the hard earnings of labour and poverty. It is drawn even from the 

bitterness of want and misery. Not a beggar passes, or perishes in the streets, whose mite is not in 

that mass. 

Were it possible that the Congress of America could be so lost to their duty, and to the interest 

of their constituents, as to offer General Washington, as president of America, a million a year, 

he would not, and he could not, accept it. His sense of honour is of another kind. It has cost 

England almost seventy millions sterling, to maintain a family imported from abroad, of very 

inferior capacity to thousands in the nation; and scarcely a year has passed that has not produced 

some new mercenary application. Even the physicians' bills have been sent to the public to be 

paid. No wonder that jails are crowded, and taxes and poor-rates increased. Under such systems, 

nothing is to be looked for but what has already happened; and as to reformation, whenever it 

come, it must be from the nation, and not from the government. 

To show that the sum of five hundred thousand pounds is more than sufficient to defray all the 

expenses of the government, exclusive of navies and armies, the following estimate is added, for 

any country, of the same extent as England. 

In the first place, three hundred representatives fairly elected, are sufficient for all the purposes 

to which legislation can apply, and preferable to a larger number. They may be divided into two 

or three houses, or meet in one, as in France, or in any manner a constitution shall direct. 

As representation is always considered, in free countries, as the most honourable of all 

stations, the allowance made to it is merely to defray the expense which the representatives incur 

by that service, and not to it as an office. 



  If an allowance, at the rate of five hundred pounds per 

    annum, be made to every representative, deducting for 

    non-attendance, the expense, if the whole number 

    attended for six months, each year, would be           L 75,00 

 

  The official departments cannot reasonably exceed the 

    following number, with the salaries annexed: 

 

    Three offices at ten thousand pounds each             L 30,000 

    Ten ditto, at five thousand pounds each                 50,000 

    Twenty ditto, at two thousand pounds each               40,000 

    Forty ditto, at one thousand pounds each                40,000 

    Two hundred ditto, at five hundred pounds each         100,000 

    Three hundred ditto, at two hundred pounds each         60,000 

    Five hundred ditto, at one hundred pounds each          50,000 

    Seven hundred ditto, at seventy-five pounds each        52,500 

                                                          ———— 

                                                          L497,500 

If a nation choose, it can deduct four per cent. from all offices, and make one of twenty 

thousand per annum. 

All revenue officers are paid out of the monies they collect, and therefore, are not in this 

estimation. 

The foregoing is not offered as an exact detail of offices, but to show the number of rate of 

salaries which five hundred thousand pounds will support; and it will, on experience, be found 

impracticable to find business sufficient to justify even this expense. As to the manner in which 

office business is now performed, the Chiefs, in several offices, such as the post-office, and 

certain offices in the exchequer, etc., do little more than sign their names three or four times a 

year; and the whole duty is performed by under-clerks. 

Taking, therefore, one million and a half as a sufficient peace establishment for all the honest 

purposes of government, which is three hundred thousand pounds more than the peace 

establishment in the profligate and prodigal times of Charles the Second (notwithstanding, as has 

been already observed, the pay and salaries of the army, navy, and revenue officers, continue the 

same as at that period), there will remain a surplus of upwards of six millions out of the present 

current expenses. The question then will be, how to dispose of this surplus. 



Whoever has observed the manner in which trade and taxes twist themselves together, must be 

sensible of the impossibility of separating them suddenly. 

First. Because the articles now on hand are already charged with the duty, and the reduction 

cannot take place on the present stock. 

Secondly. Because, on all those articles on which the duty is charged in the gross, such as per 

barrel, hogshead, hundred weight, or ton, the abolition of the duty does not admit of being 

divided down so as fully to relieve the consumer, who purchases by the pint, or the pound. The 

last duty laid on strong beer and ale was three shillings per barrel, which, if taken off, would 

lessen the purchase only half a farthing per pint, and consequently, would not reach to practical 

relief. 

This being the condition of a great part of the taxes, it will be necessary to look for such others 

as are free from this embarrassment and where the relief will be direct and visible, and capable of 

immediate operation. 

In the first place, then, the poor-rates are a direct tax which every house-keeper feels, and who 

knows also, to a farthing, the sum which he pays. The national amount of the whole of the poor-

rates is not positively known, but can be procured. Sir John Sinclair, in his History of the 

Revenue has stated it at L2,100,587. A considerable part of which is expended in litigations, in 

which the poor, instead of being relieved, are tormented. The expense, however, is the same to 

the parish from whatever cause it arises. 

In Birmingham, the amount of poor-rates is fourteen thousand pounds a year. This, though a 

large sum, is moderate, compared with the population. Birmingham is said to contain seventy 

thousand souls, and on a proportion of seventy thousand to fourteen thousand pounds poor-rates, 

the national amount of poor-rates, taking the population of England as seven millions, would be 

but one million four hundred thousand pounds. It is, therefore, most probable, that the population 

of Birmingham is over-rated. Fourteen thousand pounds is the proportion upon fifty thousand 

souls, taking two millions of poor-rates, as the national amount. 

Be it, however, what it may, it is no other than the consequence of excessive burthen of taxes, 

for, at the time when the taxes were very low, the poor were able to maintain themselves; and 

there were no poor-rates.[34]  In the present state of things a labouring man, with a wife or two 

or three children, does not pay less than between seven and eight pounds a year in taxes. He is 

not sensible of this, because it is disguised to him in the articles which he buys, and he thinks 

only of their dearness; but as the taxes take from him, at least, a fourth part of his yearly 

earnings, he is consequently disabled from providing for a family, especially, if himself, or any 

of them, are afflicted with sickness. 

The first step, therefore, of practical relief, would be to abolish the poor-rates entirely, and in 

lieu thereof, to make a remission of taxes to the poor of double the amount of the present poor-

rates, viz., four millions annually out of the surplus taxes. By this measure, the poor would be 

benefited two millions, and the house-keepers two millions. This alone would be equal to a 

reduction of one hundred and twenty millions of the National Debt, and consequently equal to 

the whole expense of the American War. 

It will then remain to be considered, which is the most effectual mode of distributing this 

remission of four millions. 



It is easily seen, that the poor are generally composed of large families of children, and old 

people past their labour. If these two classes are provided for, the remedy will so far reach to the 

full extent of the case, that what remains will be incidental, and, in a great measure, fall within 

the compass of benefit clubs, which, though of humble invention, merit to be ranked among the 

best of modern institutions. 

Admitting England to contain seven millions of souls; if one-fifth thereof are of that class of 

poor which need support, the number will be one million four hundred thousand. Of this number, 

one hundred and forty thousand will be aged poor, as will be hereafter shown, and for which a 

distinct provision will be proposed. 

There will then remain one million two hundred and sixty thousand which, at five souls to 

each family, amount to two hundred and fifty-two thousand families, rendered poor from the 

expense of children and the weight of taxes. 

The number of children under fourteen years of age, in each of those families, will be found to 

be about five to every two families; some having two, and others three; some one, and others 

four: some none, and others five; but it rarely happens that more than five are under fourteen 

years of age, and after this age they are capable of service or of being apprenticed. 

Allowing five children (under fourteen years) to every two families, 

The number of children will be 630,000 

The number of parents, were they all living, would be 504,000 

It is certain, that if the children are provided for, the parents are relieved of consequence, 

because it is from the expense of bringing up children that their poverty arises. 

Having thus ascertained the greatest number that can be supposed to need support on account 

of young families, I proceed to the mode of relief or distribution, which is, 

To pay as a remission of taxes to every poor family, out of the surplus taxes, and in room of 

poor-rates, four pounds a year for every child under fourteen years of age; enjoining the parents 

of such children to send them to school, to learn reading, writing, and common arithmetic; the 

ministers of every parish, of every denomination to certify jointly to an office, for that purpose, 

that this duty is performed. The amount of this expense will be, 

    For six hundred and thirty thousand children 

     at four pounds per annum each                    L2,520,000 

By adopting this method, not only the poverty of the parents will be relieved, but ignorance 

will be banished from the rising generation, and the number of poor will hereafter become less, 

because their abilities, by the aid of education, will be greater. Many a youth, with good natural 

genius, who is apprenticed to a mechanical trade, such as a carpenter, joiner, millwright, 

shipwright, blacksmith, etc., is prevented getting forward the whole of his life from the want of a 

little common education when a boy. 

I now proceed to the case of the aged. 

I divide age into two classes. First, the approach of age, beginning at fifty. Secondly, old age 

commencing at sixty. 



At fifty, though the mental faculties of man are in full vigour, and his judgment better than at 

any preceding date, the bodily powers for laborious life are on the decline. He cannot bear the 

same quantity of fatigue as at an earlier period. He begins to earn less, and is less capable of 

enduring wind and weather; and in those more retired employments where much sight is 

required, he fails apace, and sees himself, like an old horse, beginning to be turned adrift. 

At sixty his labour ought to be over, at least from direct necessity. It is painful to see old age 

working itself to death, in what are called civilised countries, for daily bread. 

To form some judgment of the number of those above fifty years of age, I have several times 

counted the persons I met in the streets of London, men, women, and children, and have 

generally found that the average is about one in sixteen or seventeen. If it be said that aged 

persons do not come much into the streets, so neither do infants; and a great proportion of grown 

children are in schools and in work-shops as apprentices. Taking, then, sixteen for a divisor, the 

whole number of persons in England of fifty years and upwards, of both sexes, rich and poor, 

will be four hundred and twenty thousand. 

The persons to be provided for out of this gross number will be husbandmen, common 

labourers, journeymen of every trade and their wives, sailors, and disbanded soldiers, worn out 

servants of both sexes, and poor widows. 

There will be also a considerable number of middling tradesmen, who having lived decently in 

the former part of life, begin, as age approaches, to lose their business, and at last fall to decay. 

Besides these there will be constantly thrown off from the revolutions of that wheel which no 

man can stop nor regulate, a number from every class of life connected with commerce and 

adventure. 

To provide for all those accidents, and whatever else may befall, I take the number of persons 

who, at one time or other of their lives, after fifty years of age, may feel it necessary or 

comfortable to be better supported, than they can support themselves, and that not as a matter of 

grace and favour, but of right, at one-third of the whole number, which is one hundred and forty 

thousand, as stated in a previous page, and for whom a distinct provision was proposed to be 

made. If there be more, society, notwithstanding the show and pomposity of government, is in a 

deplorable condition in England. 

Of this one hundred and forty thousand, I take one half, seventy thousand, to be of the age of 

fifty and under sixty, and the other half to be sixty years and upwards. Having thus ascertained 

the probable proportion of the number of aged persons, I proceed to the mode of rendering their 

condition comfortable, which is: 

To pay to every such person of the age of fifty years, and until he shall arrive at the age of 

sixty, the sum of six pounds per annum out of the surplus taxes, and ten pounds per annum 

during life after the age of sixty. The expense of which will be, 

    Seventy thousand persons, at L6 per annum      L  420,000 

    Seventy thousand persons, at L10 per annum        700,000 

                                                      ———- 

                                                   L1,120,000 



This support, as already remarked, is not of the nature of a charity but of a right. Every person 

in England, male and female, pays on an average in taxes two pounds eight shillings and 

sixpence per annum from the day of his (or her) birth; and, if the expense of collection be added, 

he pays two pounds eleven shillings and sixpence; consequently, at the end of fifty years he has 

paid one hundred and twenty-eight pounds fifteen shillings; and at sixty one hundred and fifty-

four pounds ten shillings. Converting, therefore, his (or her) individual tax in a tontine, the 

money he shall receive after fifty years is but little more than the legal interest of the net money 

he has paid; the rest is made up from those whose circumstances do not require them to draw 

such support, and the capital in both cases defrays the expenses of government. It is on this 

ground that I have extended the probable claims to one-third of the number of aged persons in 

the nation.—Is it, then, better that the lives of one hundred and forty thousand aged persons be 

rendered comfortable, or that a million a year of public money be expended on any one 

individual, and him often of the most worthless or insignificant character? Let reason and justice, 

let honour and humanity, let even hypocrisy, sycophancy and Mr. Burke, let George, let Louis, 

Leopold, Frederic, Catherine, Cornwallis, or Tippoo Saib, answer the question.[35]  

The sum thus remitted to the poor will be, 

  To two hundred and fifty-two thousand poor families, 

    containing six hundred and thirty thousand children  L2,520,000 

  To one hundred and forty thousand aged persons          1,120,000 

                                                         ————— 

                                                         L3,640,000 

There will then remain three hundred and sixty thousand pounds out of the four millions, part 

of which may be applied as follows:— 

After all the above cases are provided for there will still be a number of families who, though 

not properly of the class of poor, yet find it difficult to give education to their children; and such 

children, under such a case, would be in a worse condition than if their parents were actually 

poor. A nation under a well-regulated government should permit none to remain uninstructed. It 

is monarchical and aristocratical government only that requires ignorance for its support. 

Suppose, then, four hundred thousand children to be in this condition, which is a greater 

number than ought to be supposed after the provisions already made, the method will be: 

To allow for each of those children ten shillings a year for the expense of schooling for six 

years each, which will give them six months schooling each year, and half a crown a year for 

paper and spelling books. 

The expense of this will be annually L250,000.[36]  

There will then remain one hundred and ten thousand pounds. 

Notwithstanding the great modes of relief which the best instituted and best principled 

government may devise, there will be a number of smaller cases, which it is good policy as well 

as beneficence in a nation to consider. 



Were twenty shillings to be given immediately on the birth of a child, to every woman who 

should make the demand, and none will make it whose circumstances do not require it, it might 

relieve a great deal of instant distress. 

There are about two hundred thousand births yearly in England; and if claimed by one fourth, 

        The amount would be                    L50,000 

And twenty shillings to every new-married couple who should claim in like manner. This 

would not exceed the sum of L20,000. 

Also twenty thousand pounds to be appropriated to defray the funeral expenses of persons, 

who, travelling for work, may die at a distance from their friends. By relieving parishes from this 

charge, the sick stranger will be better treated. 

I shall finish this part of the subject with a plan adapted to the particular condition of a 

metropolis, such as London. 

Cases are continually occurring in a metropolis, different from those which occur in the 

country, and for which a different, or rather an additional, mode of relief is necessary. In the 

country, even in large towns, people have a knowledge of each other, and distress never rises to 

that extreme height it sometimes does in a metropolis. There is no such thing in the country as 

persons, in the literal sense of the word, starved to death, or dying with cold from the want of a 

lodging. Yet such cases, and others equally as miserable, happen in London. 

Many a youth comes up to London full of expectations, and with little or no money, and 

unless he get immediate employment he is already half undone; and boys bred up in London 

without any means of a livelihood, and as it often happens of dissolute parents, are in a still 

worse condition; and servants long out of place are not much better off. In short, a world of little 

cases is continually arising, which busy or affluent life knows not of, to open the first door to 

distress. Hunger is not among the postponable wants, and a day, even a few hours, in such a 

condition is often the crisis of a life of ruin. 

These circumstances which are the general cause of the little thefts and pilferings that lead to 

greater, may be prevented. There yet remain twenty thousand pounds out of the four millions of 

surplus taxes, which with another fund hereafter to be mentioned, amounting to about twenty 

thousand pounds more, cannot be better applied than to this purpose. The plan will then be: 

First, To erect two or more buildings, or take some already erected, capable of containing at 

least six thousand persons, and to have in each of these places as many kinds of employment as 

can be contrived, so that every person who shall come may find something which he or she can 

do. 

Secondly, To receive all who shall come, without enquiring who or what they are. The only 

condition to be, that for so much, or so many hours' work, each person shall receive so many 

meals of wholesome food, and a warm lodging, at least as good as a barrack. That a certain 

portion of what each person's work shall be worth shall be reserved, and given to him or her, on 

their going away; and that each person shall stay as long or as short a time, or come as often as 

he choose, on these conditions. 

If each person stayed three months, it would assist by rotation twenty-four thousand persons 

annually, though the real number, at all times, would be but six thousand. By establishing an 



asylum of this kind, such persons to whom temporary distresses occur, would have an 

opportunity to recruit themselves, and be enabled to look out for better employment. 

Allowing that their labour paid but one half the expense of supporting them, after reserving a 

portion of their earnings for themselves, the sum of forty thousand pounds additional would 

defray all other charges for even a greater number than six thousand. 

The fund very properly convertible to this purpose, in addition to the twenty thousand pounds, 

remaining of the former fund, will be the produce of the tax upon coals, so iniquitously and 

wantonly applied to the support of the Duke of Richmond. It is horrid that any man, more 

especially at the price coals now are, should live on the distresses of a community; and any 

government permitting such an abuse, deserves to be dismissed. This fund is said to be about 

twenty thousand pounds per annum. 

I shall now conclude this plan with enumerating the several particulars, and then proceed to 

other matters. 

The enumeration is as follows:— 

First, Abolition of two millions poor-rates. 

Secondly, Provision for two hundred and fifty thousand poor families. 

Thirdly, Education for one million and thirty thousand children. 

Fourthly, Comfortable provision for one hundred and forty thousand aged persons. 

Fifthly, Donation of twenty shillings each for fifty thousand births. 

Sixthly, Donation of twenty shillings each for twenty thousand marriages. 

Seventhly, Allowance of twenty thousand pounds for the funeral expenses of persons 

travelling for work, and dying at a distance from their friends. 

Eighthly, Employment, at all times, for the casual poor in the cities of London and 

Westminster. 

By the operation of this plan, the poor laws, those instruments of civil torture, will be 

superseded, and the wasteful expense of litigation prevented. The hearts of the humane will not 

be shocked by ragged and hungry children, and persons of seventy and eighty years of age, 

begging for bread. The dying poor will not be dragged from place to place to breathe their last, as 

a reprisal of parish upon parish. Widows will have a maintenance for their children, and not be 

carted away, on the death of their husbands, like culprits and criminals; and children will no 

longer be considered as increasing the distresses of their parents. The haunts of the wretched will 

be known, because it will be to their advantage; and the number of petty crimes, the offspring of 

distress and poverty, will be lessened. The poor, as well as the rich, will then be interested in the 

support of government, and the cause and apprehension of riots and tumults will cease.—Ye who 

sit in ease, and solace yourselves in plenty, and such there are in Turkey and Russia, as well as in 

England, and who say to yourselves, "Are we not well off?" have ye thought of these things? 

When ye do, ye will cease to speak and feel for yourselves alone. 

The plan is easy in practice. It does not embarrass trade by a sudden interruption in the order 

of taxes, but effects the relief by changing the application of them; and the money necessary for 



the purpose can be drawn from the excise collections, which are made eight times a year in every 

market town in England. 

Having now arranged and concluded this subject, I proceed to the next. 

Taking the present current expenses at seven millions and an half, which is the least amount 

they are now at, there will remain (after the sum of one million and an half be taken for the new 

current expenses and four millions for the before-mentioned service) the sum of two millions; 

part of which to be applied as follows: 

Though fleets and armies, by an alliance with France, will, in a great measure, become useless, 

yet the persons who have devoted themselves to those services, and have thereby unfitted 

themselves for other lines of life, are not to be sufferers by the means that make others happy. 

They are a different description of men from those who form or hang about a court. 

A part of the army will remain, at least for some years, and also of the navy, for which a 

provision is already made in the former part of this plan of one million, which is almost half a 

million more than the peace establishment of the army and navy in the prodigal times of Charles 

the Second. 

Suppose, then, fifteen thousand soldiers to be disbanded, and that an allowance be made to 

each of three shillings a week during life, clear of all deductions, to be paid in the same manner 

as the Chelsea College pensioners are paid, and for them to return to their trades and their 

friends; and also that an addition of fifteen thousand sixpences per week be made to the pay of 

the soldiers who shall remain; the annual expenses will be: 

    To the pay of fifteen thousand disbanded soldiers 

      at three shillings per week                        L117,000 

    Additional pay to the remaining soldiers               19,500 

    Suppose that the pay to the officers of the 

      disbanded corps be the same amount as sum allowed 

      to the men                                          117,000 

                                                         ————                                                         L253,500 

 

    To prevent bulky estimations, admit the same sum 

      to the disbanded navy as to the army, 

      and the same increase of pay                        253,500 

                                                         ———— 

                                       Total             L507,000 

Every year some part of this sum of half a million (I omit the odd seven thousand pounds for 

the purpose of keeping the account unembarrassed) will fall in, and the whole of it in time, as it 

is on the ground of life annuities, except the increased pay of twenty-nine thousand pounds. As it 

falls in, part of the taxes may be taken off; and as, for instance, when thirty thousand pounds fall 



in, the duty on hops may be wholly taken off; and as other parts fall in, the duties on candles and 

soap may be lessened, till at last they will totally cease. There now remains at least one million 

and a half of surplus taxes. 

The tax on houses and windows is one of those direct taxes, which, like the poor-rates, is not 

confounded with trade; and, when taken off, the relief will be instantly felt. This tax falls heavy 

on the middle class of people. The amount of this tax, by the returns of 1788, was: 

   Houses and windows:                       L       s.    d. 

    By the act of 1766                    385,459    11    7 

    By the act be 1779                    130,739    14    5 1/2 

                                          ——————————— 

                             Total        516,199     6    0 1/2 

If this tax be struck off, there will then remain about one million of surplus taxes; and as it is 

always proper to keep a sum in reserve, for incidental matters, it may be best not to extend 

reductions further in the first instance, but to consider what may be accomplished by other modes 

of reform. 

Among the taxes most heavily felt is the commutation tax. I shall therefore offer a plan for its 

abolition, by substituting another in its place, which will effect three objects at once: 1, that of 

removing the burthen to where it can best be borne; 2, restoring justice among families by a 

distribution of property; 3, extirpating the overgrown influence arising from the unnatural law of 

primogeniture, which is one of the principal sources of corruption at elections. The amount of 

commutation tax by the returns of 1788, was L771,657. 

When taxes are proposed, the country is amused by the plausible language of taxing luxuries. 

One thing is called a luxury at one time, and something else at another; but the real luxury does 

not consist in the article, but in the means of procuring it, and this is always kept out of sight. 

I know not why any plant or herb of the field should be a greater luxury in one country than 

another; but an overgrown estate in either is a luxury at all times, and, as such, is the proper 

object of taxation. It is, therefore, right to take those kind tax-making gentlemen up on their own 

word, and argue on the principle themselves have laid down, that of taxing luxuries. If they or 

their champion, Mr. Burke, who, I fear, is growing out of date, like the man in armour, can prove 

that an estate of twenty, thirty, or forty thousand pounds a year is not a luxury, I will give up the 

argument. 

Admitting that any annual sum, say, for instance, one thousand pounds, is necessary or 

sufficient for the support of a family, consequently the second thousand is of the nature of a 

luxury, the third still more so, and by proceeding on, we shall at last arrive at a sum that may not 

improperly be called a prohibitable luxury. It would be impolitic to set bounds to property 

acquired by industry, and therefore it is right to place the prohibition beyond the probable 

acquisition to which industry can extend; but there ought to be a limit to property or the 

accumulation of it by bequest. It should pass in some other line. The richest in every nation have 

poor relations, and those often very near in consanguinity. 



The following table of progressive taxation is constructed on the above principles, and as a 

substitute for the commutation tax. It will reach the point of prohibition by a regular operation, 

and thereby supersede the aristocratical law of primogeniture. 

                              TABLE I 

     A tax on all estates of the clear yearly value of L50, 

              after deducting the land tax, and up 

 

           To L500                      0s   3d per pound 

           From L500 to L1,000          0    6 

           On the second   thousand     0    9 

           On the third         "       1    0 

           On the fourth        "       1    6 

           On the fifth         "       2    0 

           On the sixth         "       3    0 

           On the seventh       "       4    0 

           On the eighth        "       5    0 

           On the ninth         "       6s   0d per pound 

           On the tenth         "       7    0 

           On the eleventh      "       8    0 

           On the twelfth       "       9    0 

           On the thirteenth    "      10    0 

           On the fourteenth    "      11    0 

           On the fifteenth     "      12    0 

           On the sixteenth     "      13    0 

           On the seventeenth   "      14    0 

           On the eighteenth    "      15    0 

           On the nineteenth    "      16    0 

           On the twentieth     "      17    0 

           On the twenty-first  "      18    0 

           On the twenty-second "      19    0 

           On the twenty-third  "      20    0 



The foregoing table shows the progression per pound on every progressive thousand. The 

following table shows the amount of the tax on every thousand separately, and in the last column 

the total amount of all the separate sums collected. 

                               TABLE II 

  An estate of: 

    L 50 per annum      at 3d per pound pays      L0   12   6 

     100  "    "           "             "         1    5   0 

     200  "    "           "             "         2   10   0 

     300  "    "           "             "         3   15   0 

     400  "    "           "             "         5    0   0 

     500  "    "           "             "         7    5   0 

After L500, the tax of 6d. per pound takes place on the second L500; consequently an estate of 

L1,000 per annum pays L2l, 15s., and so on. 

                                                     Total amount 

  For the 1st L500 at   0s   3d per pound   L7   5s 

          2nd   "       0    6              14  10     L21   15s 

          2nd 1000 at   0    9              37  11      59    5 

          3rd   "       1    0              50   0     109    5 

                                                    (Total amount) 

          4th 1000 at   1s   6d per pound  L75   0s   L184    5s 

          5th   "       2    0             100   0     284    5 

          6th   "       3    0             150   0     434    5 

          7th   "       4    0             200   0     634    5 

          8th   "       5    0             250   0     880    5 

          9th   "       6    0             300   0    1100    5 

         10th   "       7    0             350   0    1530    5 

         11th   "       8    0             400   0    1930    5 

         12th   "       9    0             450   0    2380    5 

         13th   "      10    0             500   0    2880    5 

         14th   "      11    0             550   0    3430    5 

         15th   "      12    0             600   0    4030    5 

         16th   "      13    0             650   0    4680    5 



         17th   "      14    0             700   0    5380    5 

         18th   "      15    0             750   0    6130    5 

         19th   "      16    0             800   0    6930    5 

         20th   "      17    0             850   0    7780    5 

         21st   "      18    0             900   0    8680    5 

                                                    (Total amount) 

         22nd 1000 at  19s   0d per pound L950   0s  L9630    5s 

         23rd   "      20    0            1000   0   10630    5 

At the twenty-third thousand the tax becomes 20s. in the pound, and consequently every 

thousand beyond that sum can produce no profit but by dividing the estate. Yet formidable as 

this tax appears, it will not, I believe, produce so much as the commutation tax; should it produce 

more, it ought to be lowered to that amount upon estates under two or three thousand a year. 

On small and middling estates it is lighter (as it is intended to be) than the commutation tax. It 

is not till after seven or eight thousand a year that it begins to be heavy. The object is not so 

much the produce of the tax as the justice of the measure. The aristocracy has screened itself too 

much, and this serves to restore a part of the lost equilibrium. 

As an instance of its screening itself, it is only necessary to look back to the first establishment 

of the excise laws, at what is called the Restoration, or the coming of Charles the Second. The 

aristocratical interest then in power, commuted the feudal services itself was under, by laying a 

tax on beer brewed for sale; that is, they compounded with Charles for an exemption from those 

services for themselves and their heirs, by a tax to be paid by other people. The aristocracy do 

not purchase beer brewed for sale, but brew their own beer free of the duty, and if any 

commutation at that time were necessary, it ought to have been at the expense of those for whom 

the exemptions from those services were intended;[37]  instead of which, it was thrown on an 

entirely different class of men. 

But the chief object of this progressive tax (besides the justice of rendering taxes more equal 

than they are) is, as already stated, to extirpate the overgrown influence arising from the 

unnatural law of primogeniture, and which is one of the principal sources of corruption at 

elections. 

It would be attended with no good consequences to enquire how such vast estates as thirty, 

forty, or fifty thousand a year could commence, and that at a time when commerce and 

manufactures were not in a state to admit of such acquisitions. Let it be sufficient to remedy the 

evil by putting them in a condition of descending again to the community by the quiet means of 

apportioning them among all the heirs and heiresses of those families. This will be the more 

necessary, because hitherto the aristocracy have quartered their younger children and 

connections upon the public in useless posts, places and offices, which when abolished will leave 

them destitute, unless the law of primogeniture be also abolished or superseded. 

A progressive tax will, in a great measure, effect this object, and that as a matter of interest to 

the parties most immediately concerned, as will be seen by the following table; which shows the 

net produce upon every estate, after subtracting the tax. By this it will appear that after an estate 



exceeds thirteen or fourteen thousand a year, the remainder produces but little profit to the 

holder, and consequently, Will pass either to the younger children, or to other kindred. 

                            TABLE III 

     Showing the net produce of every estate from one thousand 

             to twenty-three thousand pounds a year 

 

          No of thousand       Total tax 

             per annum         subtracted       Net produce 

               L1000              L21               L979 

                2000               59               1941 

                3000              109               2891 

                4000              184               3816 

                5000              284               4716 

                6000              434               5566 

                7000              634               6366 

                8000              880               7120 

                9000             1100               7900 

              10,000             1530               8470 

              11,000             1930               9070 

              12,000             2380               9620 

              13,000             2880             10,120 

         (No of thousand      (Total tax 

             per annum)        subtracted)     (Net produce) 

              14,000             3430             10,570 

              15,000             4030             10,970 

              16,000             4680             11,320 

              17,000             5380             11,620 

              18,000             6130             11,870 

              19,000             6930             12,170 

              20,000             7780             12,220 

              21,000             8680             12,320 



              22,000             9630             12,370 

              23,000           10,630             12,370 

N.B. The odd shillings are dropped in this table. 

According to this table, an estate cannot produce more than L12,370 clear of the land tax and 

the progressive tax, and therefore the dividing such estates will follow as a matter of family 

interest. An estate of L23,000 a year, divided into five estates of four thousand each and one of 

three, will be charged only L1,129 which is but five per cent., but if held by one possessor, will 

be charged L10,630. 

Although an enquiry into the origin of those estates be unnecessary, the continuation of them 

in their present state is another subject. It is a matter of national concern. As hereditary estates, 

the law has created the evil, and it ought also to provide the remedy. Primogeniture ought to be 

abolished, not only because it is unnatural and unjust, but because the country suffers by its 

operation. By cutting off (as before observed) the younger children from their proper portion of 

inheritance, the public is loaded with the expense of maintaining them; and the freedom of 

elections violated by the overbearing influence which this unjust monopoly of family property 

produces. Nor is this all. It occasions a waste of national property. A considerable part of the 

land of the country is rendered unproductive, by the great extent of parks and chases which this 

law serves to keep up, and this at a time when the annual production of grain is not equal to the 

national consumption.[38]  —In short, the evils of the aristocratical system are so great and 

numerous, so inconsistent with every thing that is just, wise, natural, and beneficent, that when 

they are considered, there ought not to be a doubt that many, who are now classed under that 

description, will wish to see such a system abolished. 

What pleasure can they derive from contemplating the exposed condition, and almost certain 

beggary of their younger offspring? Every aristocratical family has an appendage of family 

beggars hanging round it, which in a few ages, or a few generations, are shook off, and console 

themselves with telling their tale in almshouses, workhouses, and prisons. This is the natural 

consequence of aristocracy. The peer and the beggar are often of the same family. One extreme 

produces the other: to make one rich many must be made poor; neither can the system be 

supported by other means. 

There are two classes of people to whom the laws of England are particularly hostile, and 

those the most helpless; younger children, and the poor. Of the former I have just spoken; of the 

latter I shall mention one instance out of the many that might be produced, and with which I shall 

close this subject. 

Several laws are in existence for regulating and limiting work-men's wages. Why not leave 

them as free to make their own bargains, as the law-makers are to let their farms and houses? 

Personal labour is all the property they have. Why is that little, and the little freedom they enjoy, 

to be infringed? But the injustice will appear stronger, if we consider the operation and effect of 

such laws. When wages are fixed by what is called a law, the legal wages remain stationary, 

while every thing else is in progression; and as those who make that law still continue to lay on 

new taxes by other laws, they increase the expense of living by one law, and take away the 

means by another. 



But if these gentlemen law-makers and tax-makers thought it right to limit the poor pittance 

which personal labour can produce, and on which a whole family is to be supported, they 

certainly must feel themselves happily indulged in a limitation on their own part, of not less than 

twelve thousand a-year, and that of property they never acquired (nor probably any of their 

ancestors), and of which they have made never acquire so ill a use. 

Having now finished this subject, I shall bring the several particulars into one view, and then 

proceed to other matters. 

The first eight articles, mentioned earlier, are; 

1. Abolition of two millions poor-rates. 

2. Provision for two hundred and fifty-two thousand poor families, at the rate of four pounds 

per head for each child under fourteen years of age; which, with the addition of two hundred and 

fifty thousand pounds, provides also education for one million and thirty thousand children. 

3. Annuity of six pounds (per annum) each for all poor persons, decayed tradesmen, and others 

(supposed seventy thousand) of the age of fifty years, and until sixty. 

4. Annuity of ten pounds each for life for all poor persons, decayed tradesmen, and others 

(supposed seventy thousand) of the age of sixty years. 

5. Donation of twenty shillings each for fifty thousand births. 

6. Donation of twenty shillings each for twenty thousand marriages. 

7. Allowance of twenty thousand pounds for the funeral expenses of persons travelling for 

work, and dying at a distance from their friends. 

8. Employment at all times for the casual poor in the cities of London and Westminster. 

Second Enumeration 

9. Abolition of the tax on houses and windows. 

10. Allowance of three shillings per week for life to fifteen thousand disbanded soldiers, and a 

proportionate allowance to the officers of the disbanded corps. 

11. Increase of pay to the remaining soldiers of L19,500 annually. 

12. The same allowance to the disbanded navy, and the same increase of pay, as to the army. 

13. Abolition of the commutation tax. 

14. Plan of a progressive tax, operating to extirpate the unjust and unnatural law of 

primogeniture, and the vicious influence of the aristocratical system.[39]  

There yet remains, as already stated, one million of surplus taxes. Some part of this will be 

required for circumstances that do not immediately present themselves, and such part as shall not 

be wanted, will admit of a further reduction of taxes equal to that amount. 

Among the claims that justice requires to be made, the condition of the inferior revenue-

officers will merit attention. It is a reproach to any government to waste such an immensity of 

revenue in sinecures and nominal and unnecessary places and officers, and not allow even a 

decent livelihood to those on whom the labour falls. The salary of the inferior officers of the 



revenue has stood at the petty pittance of less than fifty pounds a year for upwards of one 

hundred years. It ought to be seventy. About one hundred and twenty thousand pounds applied to 

this purpose, will put all those salaries in a decent condition. 

This was proposed to be done almost twenty years ago, but the treasury-board then in being, 

startled at it, as it might lead to similar expectations from the army and navy; and the event was, 

that the King, or somebody for him, applied to parliament to have his own salary raised an 

hundred thousand pounds a year, which being done, every thing else was laid aside. 

With respect to another class of men, the inferior clergy, I forbear to enlarge on their 

condition; but all partialities and prejudices for, or against, different modes and forms of religion 

aside, common justice will determine, whether there ought to be an income of twenty or thirty 

pounds a year to one man, and of ten thousand to another. I speak on this subject with the more 

freedom, because I am known not to be a Presbyterian; and therefore the cant cry of court 

sycophants, about church and meeting, kept up to amuse and bewilder the nation, cannot be 

raised against me. 

Ye simple men on both sides the question, do you not see through this courtly craft? If ye can 

be kept disputing and wrangling about church and meeting, ye just answer the purpose of every 

courtier, who lives the while on the spoils of the taxes, and laughs at your credulity. Every 

religion is good that teaches man to be good; and I know of none that instructs him to be bad. 

All the before-mentioned calculations suppose only sixteen millions and an half of taxes paid 

into the exchequer, after the expense of collection and drawbacks at the custom-house and 

excise-office are deducted; whereas the sum paid into the exchequer is very nearly, if not quite, 

seventeen millions. The taxes raised in Scotland and Ireland are expended in those countries, and 

therefore their savings will come out of their own taxes; but if any part be paid into the English 

exchequer, it might be remitted. This will not make one hundred thousand pounds a year 

difference. 

There now remains only the national debt to be considered. In the year 1789, the interest, 

exclusive of the tontine, was L9,150,138. How much the capital has been reduced since that time 

the minister best knows. But after paying the interest, abolishing the tax on houses and windows, 

the commutation tax, and the poor-rates; and making all the provisions for the poor, for the 

education of children, the support of the aged, the disbanded part of the army and navy, and 

increasing the pay of the remainder, there will be a surplus of one million. 

The present scheme of paying off the national debt appears to me, speaking as an indifferent 

person, to be an ill-concerted, if not a fallacious job. The burthen of the national debt consists not 

in its being so many millions, or so many hundred millions, but in the quantity of taxes collected 

every year to pay the interest. If this quantity continues the same, the burthen of the national debt 

is the same to all intents and purposes, be the capital more or less. The only knowledge which the 

public can have of the reduction of the debt, must be through the reduction of taxes for paying 

the interest. The debt, therefore, is not reduced one farthing to the public by all the millions that 

have been paid; and it would require more money now to purchase up the capital, than when the 

scheme began. 

Digressing for a moment at this point, to which I shall return again, I look back to the 

appointment of Mr. Pitt, as minister. 



I was then in America. The war was over; and though resentment had ceased, memory was 

still alive. 

When the news of the coalition arrived, though it was a matter of no concern to I felt it as a 

man. It had something in it which shocked, by publicly sporting with decency, if not with 

principle. It was impudence in Lord North; it was a want of firmness in Mr. Fox. 

Mr. Pitt was, at that time, what may be called a maiden character in politics. So far from being 

hackneyed, he appeared not to be initiated into the first mysteries of court intrigue. Everything 

was in his favour. Resentment against the coalition served as friendship to him, and his 

ignorance of vice was credited for virtue. With the return of peace, commerce and prosperity 

would rise of itself; yet even this increase was thrown to his account. 

When he came to the helm, the storm was over, and he had nothing to interrupt his course. It 

required even ingenuity to be wrong, and he succeeded. A little time showed him the same sort 

of man as his predecessors had been. Instead of profiting by those errors which had accumulated 

a burthen of taxes unparalleled in the world, he sought, I might almost say, he advertised for 

enemies, and provoked means to increase taxation. Aiming at something, he knew not what, he 

ransacked Europe and India for adventures, and abandoning the fair pretensions he began with, 

he became the knight-errant of modern times. 

It is unpleasant to see character throw itself away. It is more so to see one's-self deceived. Mr. 

Pitt had merited nothing, but he promised much. He gave symptoms of a mind superior to the 

meanness and corruption of courts. His apparent candour encouraged expectations; and the 

public confidence, stunned, wearied, and confounded by a chaos of parties, revived and attached 

itself to him. But mistaking, as he has done, the disgust of the nation against the coalition, for 

merit in himself, he has rushed into measures which a man less supported would not have 

presumed to act. 

All this seems to show that change of ministers amounts to nothing. One goes out, another 

comes in, and still the same measures, vices, and extravagance are pursued. It signifies not who 

is minister. The defect lies in the system. The foundation and the superstructure of the 

government is bad. Prop it as you please, it continually sinks into court government, and ever 

will. 

I return, as I promised, to the subject of the national debt, that offspring of the Dutch-Anglo 

revolution, and its handmaid the Hanover succession. 

But it is now too late to enquire how it began. Those to whom it is due have advanced the 

money; and whether it was well or ill spent, or pocketed, is not their crime. It is, however, easy 

to see, that as the nation proceeds in contemplating the nature and principles of government, and 

to understand taxes, and make comparisons between those of America, France, and England, it 

will be next to impossible to keep it in the same torpid state it has hitherto been. Some reform 

must, from the necessity of the case, soon begin. It is not whether these principles press with 

little or much force in the present moment. They are out. They are abroad in the world, and no 

force can stop them. Like a secret told, they are beyond recall; and he must be blind indeed that 

does not see that a change is already beginning. 



Nine millions of dead taxes is a serious thing; and this not only for bad, but in a great measure 

for foreign government. By putting the power of making war into the hands of the foreigners 

who came for what they could get, little else was to be expected than what has happened. 

Reasons are already advanced in this work, showing that whatever the reforms in the taxes 

may be, they ought to be made in the current expenses of government, and not in the part applied 

to the interest of the national debt. By remitting the taxes of the poor, they will be totally 

relieved, and all discontent will be taken away; and by striking off such of the taxes as are 

already mentioned, the nation will more than recover the whole expense of the mad American 

war. 

There will then remain only the national debt as a subject of discontent; and in order to 

remove, or rather to prevent this, it would be good policy in the stockholders themselves to 

consider it as property, subject like all other property, to bear some portion of the taxes. It would 

give to it both popularity and security, and as a great part of its present inconvenience is balanced 

by the capital which it keeps alive, a measure of this kind would so far add to that balance as to 

silence objections. 

This may be done by such gradual means as to accomplish all that is necessary with the 

greatest ease and convenience. 

Instead of taxing the capital, the best method would be to tax the interest by some progressive 

ratio, and to lessen the public taxes in the same proportion as the interest diminished. 

Suppose the interest was taxed one halfpenny in the pound the first year, a penny more the 

second, and to proceed by a certain ratio to be determined upon, always less than any other tax 

upon property. Such a tax would be subtracted from the interest at the time of payment, without 

any expense of collection. 

One halfpenny in the pound would lessen the interest and consequently the taxes, twenty 

thousand pounds. The tax on wagons amounts to this sum, and this tax might be taken off the 

first year. The second year the tax on female servants, or some other of the like amount might 

also be taken off, and by proceeding in this manner, always applying the tax raised from the 

property of the debt toward its extinction, and not carry it to the current services, it would 

liberate itself. 

The stockholders, notwithstanding this tax, would pay less taxes than they do now. What they 

would save by the extinction of the poor-rates, and the tax on houses and windows, and the 

commutation tax, would be considerably greater than what this tax, slow, but certain in its 

operation, amounts to. 

It appears to me to be prudence to look out for measures that may apply under any 

circumstances that may approach. There is, at this moment, a crisis in the affairs of Europe that 

requires it. Preparation now is wisdom. If taxation be once let loose, it will be difficult to re-

instate it; neither would the relief be so effectual, as if it proceeded by some certain and gradual 

reduction. 

The fraud, hypocrisy, and imposition of governments, are now beginning to be too well 

understood to promise them any long career. The farce of monarchy and aristocracy, in all 

countries, is following that of chivalry, and Mr. Burke is dressing aristocracy, in all countries, is 



following that of chivalry, and Mr. Burke is dressing for the funeral. Let it then pass quietly to 

the tomb of all other follies, and the mourners be comforted. 

The time is not very distant when England will laugh at itself for sending to Holland, Hanover, 

Zell, or Brunswick for men, at the expense of a million a year, who understood neither her laws, 

her language, nor her interest, and whose capacities would scarcely have fitted them for the 

office of a parish constable. If government could be trusted to such hands, it must be some easy 

and simple thing indeed, and materials fit for all the purposes may be found in every town and 

village in England. 

When it shall be said in any country in the world, my poor are happy; neither ignorance nor 

distress is to be found among them; my jails are empty of prisoners, my streets of beggars; the 

aged are not in want, the taxes are not oppressive; the rational world is my friend, because I am 

the friend of its happiness: when these things can be said, then may that country boast its 

constitution and its government. 

Within the space of a few years we have seen two revolutions, those of America and France. 

In the former, the contest was long, and the conflict severe; in the latter, the nation acted with 

such a consolidated impulse, that having no foreign enemy to contend with, the revolution was 

complete in power the moment it appeared. From both those instances it is evident, that the 

greatest forces that can be brought into the field of revolutions, are reason and common interest. 

Where these can have the opportunity of acting, opposition dies with fear, or crumbles away by 

conviction. It is a great standing which they have now universally obtained; and we may 

hereafter hope to see revolutions, or changes in governments, produced with the same quiet 

operation by which any measure, determinable by reason and discussion, is accomplished. 

When a nation changes its opinion and habits of thinking, it is no longer to be governed as 

before; but it would not only be wrong, but bad policy, to attempt by force what ought to be 

accomplished by reason. Rebellion consists in forcibly opposing the general will of a nation, 

whether by a party or by a government. There ought, therefore, to be in every nation a method of 

occasionally ascertaining the state of public opinion with respect to government. On this point 

the old government of France was superior to the present government of England, because, on 

extraordinary occasions, recourse could be had what was then called the States General. But in 

England there are no such occasional bodies; and as to those who are now called 

Representatives, a great part of them are mere machines of the court, placemen, and dependants. 

I presume, that though all the people of England pay taxes, not an hundredth part of them are 

electors, and the members of one of the houses of parliament represent nobody but themselves. 

There is, therefore, no power but the voluntary will of the people that has a right to act in any 

matter respecting a general reform; and by the same right that two persons can confer on such a 

subject, a thousand may. The object, in all such preliminary proceedings, is to find out what the 

general sense of a nation is, and to be governed by it. If it prefer a bad or defective government 

to a reform or choose to pay ten times more taxes than there is any occasion for, it has a right so 

to do; and so long as the majority do not impose conditions on the minority, different from what 

they impose upon themselves, though there may be much error, there is no injustice. Neither will 

the error continue long. Reason and discussion will soon bring things right, however wrong they 

may begin. By such a process no tumult is to be apprehended. The poor, in all countries, are 

naturally both peaceable and grateful in all reforms in which their interest and happiness is 

included. It is only by neglecting and rejecting them that they become tumultuous. 



The objects that now press on the public attention are, the French revolution, and the prospect 

of a general revolution in governments. Of all nations in Europe there is none so much interested 

in the French revolution as England. Enemies for ages, and that at a vast expense, and without 

any national object, the opportunity now presents itself of amicably closing the scene, and 

joining their efforts to reform the rest of Europe. By doing this they will not only prevent the 

further effusion of blood, and increase of taxes, but be in a condition of getting rid of a 

considerable part of their present burthens, as has been already stated. Long experience however 

has shown, that reforms of this kind are not those which old governments wish to promote, and 

therefore it is to nations, and not to such governments, that these matters present themselves. 

In the preceding part of this work, I have spoken of an alliance between England, France, and 

America, for purposes that were to be afterwards mentioned. Though I have no direct authority 

on the part of America, I have good reason to conclude, that she is disposed to enter into a 

consideration of such a measure, provided, that the governments with which she might ally, 

acted as national governments, and not as courts enveloped in intrigue and mystery. That France 

as a nation, and a national government, would prefer an alliance with England, is a matter of 

certainty. Nations, like individuals, who have long been enemies, without knowing each other, or 

knowing why, become the better friends when they discover the errors and impositions under 

which they had acted. 

Admitting, therefore, the probability of such a connection, I will state some matters by which 

such an alliance, together with that of Holland, might render service, not only to the parties 

immediately concerned, but to all Europe. 

It is, I think, certain, that if the fleets of England, France, and Holland were confederated, they 

could propose, with effect, a limitation to, and a general dismantling of, all the navies in Europe, 

to a certain proportion to be agreed upon. 

First, That no new ship of war shall be built by any power in Europe, themselves included. 

Second, That all the navies now in existence shall be put back, suppose to one-tenth of their 

present force. This will save to France and England, at least two millions sterling annually to 

each, and their relative force be in the same proportion as it is now. If men will permit 

themselves to think, as rational beings ought to think, nothing can appear more ridiculous and 

absurd, exclusive of all moral reflections, than to be at the expense of building navies, filling 

them with men, and then hauling them into the ocean, to try which can sink each other fastest. 

Peace, which costs nothing, is attended with infinitely more advantage, than any victory with all 

its expense. But this, though it best answers the purpose of nations, does not that of court 

governments, whose habited policy is pretence for taxation, places, and offices. 

It is, I think, also certain, that the above confederated powers, together with that of the United 

States of America, can propose with effect, to Spain, the independence of South America, and 

the opening those countries of immense extent and wealth to the general commerce of the world, 

as North America now is. 

With how much more glory, and advantage to itself, does a nation act, when it exerts its 

powers to rescue the world from bondage, and to create itself friends, than when it employs those 

powers to increase ruin, desolation, and misery. The horrid scene that is now acting by the 

English government in the East-Indies, is fit only to be told of Goths and Vandals, who, destitute 

of principle, robbed and tortured the world they were incapable of enjoying. 



The opening of South America would produce an immense field of commerce, and a ready 

money market for manufactures, which the eastern world does not. The East is already a country 

full of manufactures, the importation of which is not only an injury to the manufactures of 

England, but a drain upon its specie. The balance against England by this trade is regularly 

upwards of half a million annually sent out in the East-India ships in silver; and this is the 

reason, together with German intrigue, and German subsidies, that there is so little silver in 

England. 

But any war is harvest to such governments, however ruinous it may be to a nation. It serves to 

keep up deceitful expectations which prevent people from looking into the defects and abuses of 

government. It is the lo here! and the lo there! that amuses and cheats the multitude. 

Never did so great an opportunity offer itself to England, and to all Europe, as is produced by 

the two Revolutions of America and France. By the former, freedom has a national champion in 

the western world; and by the latter, in Europe. When another nation shall join France, despotism 

and bad government will scarcely dare to appear. To use a trite expression, the iron is becoming 

hot all over Europe. The insulted German and the enslaved Spaniard, the Russ and the Pole, are 

beginning to think. The present age will hereafter merit to be called the Age of Reason, and the 

present generation will appear to the future as the Adam of a new world. 

When all the governments of Europe shall be established on the representative system, nations 

will become acquainted, and the animosities and prejudices fomented by the intrigue and artifice 

of courts, will cease. The oppressed soldier will become a freeman; and the tortured sailor, no 

longer dragged through the streets like a felon, will pursue his mercantile voyage in safety. It 

would be better that nations should wi continue the pay of their soldiers during their lives, and 

give them their discharge and restore them to freedom and their friends, and cease recruiting, 

than retain such multitudes at the same expense, in a condition useless to society and to 

themselves. As soldiers have hitherto been treated in most countries, they might be said to be 

without a friend. Shunned by the citizen on an apprehension of their being enemies to liberty, 

and too often insulted by those who commanded them, their condition was a double oppression. 

But where genuine principles of liberty pervade a people, every thing is restored to order; and the 

soldier civilly treated, returns the civility. 

In contemplating revolutions, it is easy to perceive that they may arise from two distinct 

causes; the one, to avoid or get rid of some great calamity; the other, to obtain some great and 

positive good; and the two may be distinguished by the names of active and passive revolutions. 

In those which proceed from the former cause, the temper becomes incensed and soured; and the 

redress, obtained by danger, is too often sullied by revenge. But in those which proceed from the 

latter, the heart, rather animated than agitated, enters serenely upon the subject. Reason and 

discussion, persuasion and conviction, become the weapons in the contest, and it is only when 

those are attempted to be suppressed that recourse is had to violence. When men unite in 

agreeing that a thing is good, could it be obtained, such for instance as relief from a burden of 

taxes and the extinction of corruption, the object is more than half accomplished. What they 

approve as the end, they will promote in the means. 

Will any man say, in the present excess of taxation, falling so heavily on the poor, that a 

remission of five pounds annually of taxes to one hundred and four thousand poor families is not 

a good thing? Will he say that a remission of seven pounds annually to one hundred thousand 

other poor families—of eight pounds annually to another hundred thousand poor families, and of 



ten pounds annually to fifty thousand poor and widowed families, are not good things? And, to 

proceed a step further in this climax, will he say that to provide against the misfortunes to which 

all human life is subject, by securing six pounds annually for all poor, distressed, and reduced 

persons of the age of fifty and until sixty, and of ten pounds annually after sixty, is not a good 

thing? 

Will he say that an abolition of two millions of poor-rates to the house-keepers, and of the 

whole of the house and window-light tax and of the commutation tax is not a good thing? Or will 

he say that to abolish corruption is a bad thing? 

If, therefore, the good to be obtained be worthy of a passive, rational, and costless revolution, 

it would be bad policy to prefer waiting for a calamity that should force a violent one. I have no 

idea, considering the reforms which are now passing and spreading throughout Europe, that 

England will permit herself to be the last; and where the occasion and the opportunity quietly 

offer, it is better than to wait for a turbulent necessity. It may be considered as an honour to the 

animal faculties of man to obtain redress by courage and danger, but it is far greater honour to 

the rational faculties to accomplish the same object by reason, accommodation, and general 

consent.[40]  

As reforms, or revolutions, call them which you please, extend themselves among nations, 

those nations will form connections and conventions, and when a few are thus confederated, the 

progress will be rapid, till despotism and corrupt government be totally expelled, at least out of 

two quarters of the world, Europe and America. The Algerine piracy may then be commanded to 

cease, for it is only by the malicious policy of old governments, against each other, that it exists. 

Throughout this work, various and numerous as the subjects are, which I have taken up and 

investigated, there is only a single paragraph upon religion, viz. "that every religion is good that 

teaches man to be good." 

I have carefully avoided to enlarge upon the subject, because I am inclined to believe that 

what is called the present ministry, wish to see contentions about religion kept up, to prevent the 

nation turning its attention to subjects of government. It is as if they were to say, "Look that way, 

or any way, but this." 

But as religion is very improperly made a political machine, and the reality of it is thereby 

destroyed, I will conclude this work with stating in what light religion appears to me. 

If we suppose a large family of children, who, on any particular day, or particular 

circumstance, made it a custom to present to their parents some token of their affection and 

gratitude, each of them would make a different offering, and most probably in a different 

manner. Some would pay their congratulations in themes of verse and prose, by some little 

devices, as their genius dictated, or according to what they thought would please; and, perhaps, 

the least of all, not able to do any of those things, would ramble into the garden, or the field, and 

gather what it thought the prettiest flower it could find, though, perhaps, it might be but a simple 

weed. The parent would be more gratified by such a variety, than if the whole of them had acted 

on a concerted plan, and each had made exactly the same offering. This would have the cold 

appearance of contrivance, or the harsh one of control. But of all unwelcome things, nothing 

could more afflict the parent than to know, that the whole of them had afterwards gotten together 

by the ears, boys and girls, fighting, scratching, reviling, and abusing each other about which was 

the best or the worst present. 



Why may we not suppose, that the great Father of all is pleased with variety of devotion; and 

that the greatest offence we can act, is that by which we seek to torment and render each other 

miserable? For my own part, I am fully satisfied that what I am now doing, with an endeavour to 

conciliate mankind, to render their condition happy, to unite nations that have hitherto been 

enemies, and to extirpate the horrid practice of war, and break the chains of slavery and 

oppression is acceptable in his sight, and being the best service I can perform, I act it cheerfully. 

I do not believe that any two men, on what are called doctrinal points, think alike who think at 

all. It is only those who have not thought that appear to agree. It is in this case as with what is 

called the British constitution. It has been taken for granted to be good, and encomiums have 

supplied the place of proof. But when the nation comes to examine into its principles and the 

abuses it admits, it will be found to have more defects than I have pointed out in this work and 

the former. 

As to what are called national religions, we may, with as much propriety, talk of national 

Gods. It is either political craft or the remains of the Pagan system, when every nation had its 

separate and particular deity. Among all the writers of the English church clergy, who have 

treated on the general subject of religion, the present Bishop of Llandaff has not been excelled, 

and it is with much pleasure that I take this opportunity of expressing this token of respect. 

I have now gone through the whole of the subject, at least, as far as it appears to me at present. 

It has been my intention for the five years I have been in Europe, to offer an address to the 

people of England on the subject of government, if the opportunity presented itself before I 

returned to America. Mr. Burke has thrown it in my way, and I thank him. On a certain occasion, 

three years ago, I pressed him to propose a national convention, to be fairly elected, for the 

purpose of taking the state of the nation into consideration; but I found, that however strongly the 

parliamentary current was then setting against the party he acted with, their policy was to keep 

every thing within that field of corruption, and trust to accidents. Long experience had shown 

that parliaments would follow any change of ministers, and on this they rested their hopes and 

their expectations. 

Formerly, when divisions arose respecting governments, recourse was had to the sword, and a 

civil war ensued. That savage custom is exploded by the new system, and reference is had to 

national conventions. Discussion and the general will arbitrates the question, and to this, private 

opinion yields with a good grace, and order is preserved uninterrupted. 

Some gentlemen have affected to call the principles upon which this work and the former part 

of Rights of Man are founded, "a new-fangled doctrine." The question is not whether those 

principles are new or old, but whether they are right or wrong. Suppose the former, I will show 

their effect by a figure easily understood. 

It is now towards the middle of February. Were I to take a turn into the country, the trees 

would present a leafless, wintery appearance. As people are apt to pluck twigs as they walk 

along, I perhaps might do the same, and by chance might observe, that a single bud on that twig 

had begun to swell. I should reason very unnaturally, or rather not reason at all, to suppose this 

was the only bud in England which had this appearance. Instead of deciding thus, I should 

instantly conclude, that the same appearance was beginning, or about to begin, every where; and 

though the vegetable sleep will continue longer on some trees and plants than on others, and 

though some of them may not blossom for two or three years, all will be in leaf in the summer, 



except those which are rotten. What pace the political summer may keep with the natural, no 

human foresight can determine. It is, however, not difficult to perceive that the spring is 

begun.—Thus wishing, as I sincerely do, freedom and happiness to all nations, I close the 

Second Part. 

 

 

 

  



APPENDIX 

As the publication of this work has been delayed beyond the time intended, I think it not 

improper, all circumstances considered, to state the causes that have occasioned delay. 

The reader will probably observe, that some parts in the plan contained in this work for 

reducing the taxes, and certain parts in Mr. Pitt's speech at the opening of the present session, 

Tuesday, January 31, are so much alike as to induce a belief, that either the author had taken the 

hint from Mr. Pitt, or Mr. Pitt from the author.—I will first point out the parts that are similar, 

and then state such circumstances as I am acquainted with, leaving the reader to make his own 

conclusion. 

Considering it as almost an unprecedented case, that taxes should be proposed to be taken off, 

it is equally extraordinary that such a measure should occur to two persons at the same time; and 

still more so (considering the vast variety and multiplicity of taxes) that they should hit on the 

same specific taxes. Mr. Pitt has mentioned, in his speech, the tax on Carts and Wagons—that on 

Female Servantsthe lowering the tax on Candles and the taking off the tax of three shillings on 

Houses having under seven windows. 

Every one of those specific taxes are a part of the plan contained in this work, and proposed 

also to be taken off. Mr. Pitt's plan, it is true, goes no further than to a reduction of three hundred 

and twenty thousand pounds; and the reduction proposed in this work, to nearly six millions. I 

have made my calculations on only sixteen millions and an half of revenue, still asserting that it 

was "very nearly, if not quite, seventeen millions." Mr. Pitt states it at 16,690,000. I know 

enough of the matter to say, that he has not overstated it. Having thus given the particulars, 

which correspond in this work and his speech, I will state a chain of circumstances that may lead 

to some explanation. 

The first hint for lessening the taxes, and that as a consequence flowing from the French 

revolution, is to be found in the Address and Declaration of the Gentlemen who met at the 

Thatched-House Tavern, August 20, 1791. Among many other particulars stated in that Address, 

is the following, put as an interrogation to the government opposers of the French Revolution. 

"Are they sorry that the pretence for new oppressive taxes, and the occasion for continuing many 

old taxes will be at an end?" 

It is well known that the persons who chiefly frequent the Thatched-House Tavern, are men of 

court connections, and so much did they take this Address and Declaration respecting the French 

Revolution, and the reduction of taxes in disgust, that the Landlord was under the necessity of 

informing the Gentlemen, who composed the meeting of the 20th of August, and who proposed 

holding another meeting, that he could not receive them.[41]  

What was only hinted in the Address and Declaration respecting taxes and principles of 

government, will be found reduced to a regular system in this work. But as Mr. Pitt's speech 

contains some of the same things respecting taxes, I now come to give the circumstances before 

alluded to. 

The case is: This work was intended to be published just before the meeting of Parliament, and 

for that purpose a considerable part of the copy was put into the printer's hands in September, 

and all the remaining copy, which contains the part to which Mr. Pitt's speech is similar, was 

given to him full six weeks before the meeting of Parliament, and he was informed of the time at 



which it was to appear. He had composed nearly the whole about a fortnight before the time of 

Parliament meeting, and had given me a proof of the next sheet. It was then in sufficient 

forwardness to be out at the time proposed, as two other sheets were ready for striking off. I had 

before told him, that if he thought he should be straitened for time, I could get part of the work 

done at another press, which he desired me not to do. In this manner the work stood on the 

Tuesday fortnight preceding the meeting of Parliament, when all at once, without any previous 

intimation, though I had been with him the evening before, he sent me, by one of his workmen, 

all the remaining copy, declining to go on with the work on any consideration. 

To account for this extraordinary conduct I was totally at a loss, as he stopped at the part 

where the arguments on systems and principles of government closed, and where the plan for the 

reduction of taxes, the education of children, and the support of the poor and the aged begins; 

and still more especially, as he had, at the time of his beginning to print, and before he had seen 

the whole copy, offered a thousand pounds for the copy-right, together with the future copy-right 

of the former part of the Rights of Man. I told the person who brought me this offer that I should 

not accept it, and wished it not to be renewed, giving him as my reason, that though I believed 

the printer to be an honest man, I would never put it in the power of any printer or publisher to 

suppress or alter a work of mine, by making him master of the copy, or give to him the right of 

selling it to any minister, or to any other person, or to treat as a mere matter of traffic, that which 

I intended should operate as a principle. 

His refusal to complete the work (which he could not purchase) obliged me to seek for another 

printer, and this of consequence would throw the publication back till after the meeting of 

Parliament, otherways it would have appeared that Mr. Pitt had only taken up a part of the plan 

which I had more fully stated. 

Whether that gentleman, or any other, had seen the work, or any part of it, is more than I have 

authority to say. But the manner in which the work was returned, and the particular time at which 

this was done, and that after the offers he had made, are suspicious circumstances. I know what 

the opinion of booksellers and publishers is upon such a case, but as to my own opinion, I choose 

to make no declaration. There are many ways by which proof sheets may be procured by other 

persons before a work publicly appears; to which I shall add a certain circumstance, which is, 

A ministerial bookseller in Piccadilly who has been employed, as common report says, by a 

clerk of one of the boards closely connected with the ministry (the board of trade and plantation, 

of which Hawkesbury is president) to publish what he calls my Life, (I wish his own life and 

those of the cabinet were as good), used to have his books printed at the same printing-office that 

I employed; but when the former part of Rights of Man came out, he took his work away in 

dudgeon; and about a week or ten days before the printer returned my copy, he came to make 

him an offer of his work again, which was accepted. This would consequently give him 

admission into the printing-office where the sheets of this work were then lying; and as 

booksellers and printers are free with each other, he would have the opportunity of seeing what 

was going on.—Be the case, however, as it may, Mr. Pitt's plan, little and diminutive as it is, 

would have made a very awkward appearance, had this work appeared at the time the printer had 

engaged to finish it. 

I have now stated the particulars which occasioned the delay, from the proposal to purchase, to 

the refusal to print. If all the Gentlemen are innocent, it is very unfortunate for them that such a 

variety of suspicious circumstances should, without any design, arrange themselves together. 



Having now finished this part, I will conclude with stating another circumstance. 

About a fortnight or three weeks before the meeting of Parliament, a small addition, 

amounting to about twelve shillings and sixpence a year, was made to the pay of the soldiers, or 

rather their pay was docked so much less. Some Gentlemen who knew, in part, that this work 

would contain a plan of reforms respecting the oppressed condition of soldiers, wished me to add 

a note to the work, signifying that the part upon that subject had been in the printer's hands some 

weeks before that addition of pay was proposed. I declined doing this, lest it should be 

interpreted into an air of vanity, or an endeavour to excite suspicion (for which perhaps there 

might be no grounds) that some of the government gentlemen had, by some means or other, 

made out what this work would contain: and had not the printing been interrupted so as to 

occasion a delay beyond the time fixed for publication, nothing contained in this appendix would 

have appeared. 

                        Thomas Paine 

 

 

 

  



THE AUTHOR'S NOTES FOR PART ONE AND PART TWO 

1 (return) 

[ The main and uniform maxim of the judges is, the greater the truth the greater the libel.] 

2 (return) 

[ Since writing the above, two other places occur in Mr. Burke's pamphlet in which the name of 

the Bastille is mentioned, but in the same manner. In the one he introduces it in a sort of obscure 

question, and asks: "Will any ministers who now serve such a king, with but a decent appearance 

of respect, cordially obey the orders of those whom but the other day, in his name, they had 

committed to the Bastille?" In the other the taking it is mentioned as implying criminality in the 

French guards, who assisted in demolishing it. "They have not," says he, "forgot the taking the 

king's castles at Paris." This is Mr. Burke, who pretends to write on constitutional freedom.] 

3 (return) 

[ I am warranted in asserting this, as I had it personally from M. de la Fayette, with whom I lived 

in habits of friendship for fourteen years.] 

4 (return) 

[ An account of the expedition to Versailles may be seen in No. 13 of the Revolution de Paris 

containing the events from the 3rd to the 10th of October, 1789.] 

5 (return) 

[ It is a practice in some parts of the country, when two travellers have but one horse, which, like 

the national purse, will not carry double, that the one mounts and rides two or three miles ahead, 

and then ties the horse to a gate and walks on. When the second traveller arrives he takes the 

horse, rides on, and passes his companion a mile or two, and ties again, and so on—Ride and 

tie.] 

6 (return) 

[ The word he used was renvoye, dismissed or sent away.] 

7 (return) 

[ When in any country we see extraordinary circumstances taking place, they naturally lead any 

man who has a talent for observation and investigation, to enquire into the causes. The 

manufacturers of Manchester, Birmingham, and Sheffield, are the principal manufacturers in 

England. From whence did this arise? A little observation will explain the case. The principal, 

and the generality of the inhabitants of those places, are not of what is called in England, the 

church established by law: and they, or their fathers, (for it is within but a few years) withdrew 

from the persecution of the chartered towns, where test-laws more particularly operate, and 

established a sort of asylum for themselves in those places. It was the only asylum that then 

offered, for the rest of Europe was worse.—But the case is now changing. France and America 

bid all comers welcome, and initiate them into all the rights of citizenship. Policy and interest, 

therefore, will, but perhaps too late, dictate in England, what reason and justice could not. Those 

manufacturers are withdrawing, and arising in other places. There is now erecting in Passey, 

three miles from Paris, a large cotton manufactory, and several are already erected in America. 

Soon after the rejecting the Bill for repealing the test-law, one of the richest manufacturers in 

England said in my hearing, "England, Sir, is not a country for a dissenter to live in,—we must 

go to France." These are truths, and it is doing justice to both parties to tell them. It is chiefly the 

dissenters that have carried English manufactures to the height they are now at, and the same 



men have it in their power to carry them away; and though those manufactures would afterwards 

continue in those places, the foreign market will be lost. There frequently appear in the London 

Gazette, extracts from certain acts to prevent machines and persons, as far as they can extend to 

persons, from going out of the country. It appears from these that the ill effects of the test-laws 

and church-establishment begin to be much suspected; but the remedy of force can never supply 

the remedy of reason. In the progress of less than a century, all the unrepresented part of 

England, of all denominations, which is at least an hundred times the most numerous, may begin 

to feel the necessity of a constitution, and then all those matters will come regularly before 

them.] 

8 (return) 

[ When the English Minister, Mr. Pitt, mentions the French finances again in the English 

Parliament, it would be well that he noticed this as an example.] 

9 (return) 

[ Mr. Burke, (and I must take the liberty of telling him that he is very unacquainted with French 

affairs), speaking upon this subject, says, "The first thing that struck me in calling the States-

General, was a great departure from the ancient course";—and he soon after says, "From the 

moment I read the list, I saw distinctly, and very nearly as it has happened, all that was to 

follow."—Mr. Burke certainly did not see an that was to follow. I endeavoured to impress him, 

as well before as after the States-General met, that there would be a revolution; but was not able 

to make him see it, neither would he believe it. How then he could distinctly see all the parts, 

when the whole was out of sight, is beyond my comprehension. And with respect to the 

"departure from the ancient course," besides the natural weakness of the remark, it shows that he 

is unacquainted with circumstances. The departure was necessary, from the experience had upon 

it, that the ancient course was a bad one. The States-General of 1614 were called at the 

commencement of the civil war in the minority of Louis XIII.; but by the class of arranging them 

by orders, they increased the confusion they were called to compose. The author of L'Intrigue du 

Cabinet, (Intrigue of the Cabinet), who wrote before any revolution was thought of in France, 

speaking of the States-General of 1614, says, "They held the public in suspense five months; and 

by the questions agitated therein, and the heat with which they were put, it appears that the great 

(les grands) thought more to satisfy their particular passions, than to procure the goods of the 

nation; and the whole time passed away in altercations, ceremonies and parade."—L'Intrigue du 

Cabinet, vol. i. p. 329.] 

10 (return) 

[ There is a single idea, which, if it strikes rightly upon the mind, either in a legal or a religious 

sense, will prevent any man or any body of men, or any government, from going wrong on the 

subject of religion; which is, that before any human institutions of government were known in 

the world, there existed, if I may so express it, a compact between God and man, from the 

beginning of time: and that as the relation and condition which man in his individual person 

stands in towards his Maker cannot be changed by any human laws or human authority, that 

religious devotion, which is a part of this compact, cannot so much as be made a subject of 

human laws; and that all laws must conform themselves to this prior existing compact, and not 

assume to make the compact conform to the laws, which, besides being human, are subsequent 

thereto. The first act of man, when he looked around and saw himself a creature which he did not 

make, and a world furnished for his reception, must have been devotion; and devotion must ever 



continue sacred to every individual man, as it appears, right to him; and governments do 

mischief by interfering.] 

11 (return) 

[ See this work, Part I starting at line number 254.—N.B. Since the taking of the Bastille, the 

occurrences have been published: but the matters recorded in this narrative, are prior to that 

period; and some of them, as may be easily seen, can be but very little known.] 

12 (return) 

[ See "Estimate of the Comparative Strength of Great Britain," by G. Chalmers.] 

13 (return) 

[ See "Administration of the Finances of France," vol. iii, by M. Neckar.] 

14 (return) 

[ "Administration of the Finances of France," vol. iii.] 

15 (return) 

[ Whether the English commerce does not bring in money, or whether the government sends it 

out after it is brought in, is a matter which the parties concerned can best explain; but that the 

deficiency exists, is not in the power of either to disprove. While Dr. Price, Mr. Eden, (now 

Auckland), Mr. Chalmers, and others, were debating whether the quantity of money in England 

was greater or less than at the Revolution, the circumstance was not adverted to, that since the 

Revolution, there cannot have been less than four hundred millions sterling imported into 

Europe; and therefore the quantity in England ought at least to have been four times greater than 

it was at the Revolution, to be on a proportion with Europe. What England is now doing by 

paper, is what she would have been able to do by solid money, if gold and silver had come into 

the nation in the proportion it ought, or had not been sent out; and she is endeavouring to restore 

by paper, the balance she has lost by money. It is certain, that the gold and silver which arrive 

annually in the register-ships to Spain and Portugal, do not remain in those countries. Taking the 

value half in gold and half in silver, it is about four hundred tons annually; and from the number 

of ships and galloons employed in the trade of bringing those metals from South-America to 

Portugal and Spain, the quantity sufficiently proves itself, without referring to the registers. 

In the situation England now is, it is impossible she can increase in money. High taxes not only lessen 

the property of the individuals, but they lessen also the money capital of the nation, by inducing 

smuggling, which can only be carried on by gold and silver. By the politics which the British 

Government have carried on with the Inland Powers of Germany and the Continent, it has made 

an enemy of all the Maritime Powers, and is therefore obliged to keep up a large navy; but 

though the navy is built in England, the naval stores must be purchased from abroad, and that 

from countries where the greatest part must be paid for in gold and silver. Some fallacious 

rumours have been set afloat in England to induce a belief in money, and, among others, that of 

the French refugees bringing great quantities. The idea is ridiculous. The general part of the 

money in France is silver; and it would take upwards of twenty of the largest broad wheel 

wagons, with ten horses each, to remove one million sterling of silver. Is it then to be supposed, 

that a few people fleeing on horse-back or in post-chaises, in a secret manner, and having the 

French Custom-House to pass, and the sea to cross, could bring even a sufficiency for their own 

expenses? 



When millions of money are spoken of, it should be recollected, that such sums can only accumulate in a 

country by slow degrees, and a long procession of time. The most frugal system that England 

could now adopt, would not recover in a century the balance she has lost in money since the 

commencement of the Hanover succession. She is seventy millions behind France, and she must 

be in some considerable proportion behind every country in Europe, because the returns of the 

English mint do not show an increase of money, while the registers of Lisbon and Cadiz show an 

European increase of between three and four hundred millions sterling.] 

16 (return) 

[ That part of America which is generally called New-England, including New-Hampshire, 

Massachusetts, Rhode-Island, and Connecticut, is peopled chiefly by English descendants. In the 

state of New-York about half are Dutch, the rest English, Scotch, and Irish. In New-jersey, a 

mixture of English and Dutch, with some Scotch and Irish. In Pennsylvania about one third are 

English, another Germans, and the remainder Scotch and Irish, with some Swedes. The States to 

the southward have a greater proportion of English than the middle States, but in all of them 

there is a mixture; and besides those enumerated, there are a considerable number of French, and 

some few of all the European nations, lying on the coast. The most numerous religious 

denomination are the Presbyterians; but no one sect is established above another, and all men are 

equally citizens.] 

17 (return) 

[ For a character of aristocracy, the reader is referred to Rights of Man, Part I., starting at line 

number 1457.] 

18 (return) 

[ The whole amount of the assessed taxes of France, for the present year, is three hundred 

millions of francs, which is twelve millions and a half sterling; and the incidental taxes are 

estimated at three millions, making in the whole fifteen millions and a half; which among 

twenty-four millions of people, is not quite thirteen shillings per head. France has lessened her 

taxes since the revolution, nearly nine millions sterling annually. Before the revolution, the city 

of Paris paid a duty of upwards of thirty per cent. on all articles brought into the city. This tax 

was collected at the city gates. It was taken off on the first of last May, and the gates taken 

down.] 

19 (return) 

[ What was called the livre rouge, or the red book, in France, was not exactly similar to the Court 

Calendar in England; but it sufficiently showed how a great part of the taxes was lavished.] 

20 (return) 

[ In England the improvements in agriculture, useful arts, manufactures, and commerce, have 

been made in opposition to the genius of its government, which is that of following precedents. It 

is from the enterprise and industry of the individuals, and their numerous associations, in which, 

tritely speaking, government is neither pillow nor bolster, that these improvements have 

proceeded. No man thought about government, or who was in, or who was out, when he was 

planning or executing those things; and all he had to hope, with respect to government, was, that 

it would let him alone. Three or four very silly ministerial newspapers are continually offending 

against the spirit of national improvement, by ascribing it to a minister. They may with as much 

truth ascribe this book to a minister.] 



21 (return) 

[ With respect to the two houses, of which the English parliament is composed, they appear to be 

effectually influenced into one, and, as a legislature, to have no temper of its own. The minister, 

whoever he at any time may be, touches it as with an opium wand, and it sleeps obedience. 

But if we look at the distinct abilities of the two houses, the difference will appear so great, as to show 

the inconsistency of placing power where there can be no certainty of the judgment to use it. 

Wretched as the state of representation is in England, it is manhood compared with what is called 

the house of Lords; and so little is this nick-named house regarded, that the people scarcely 

enquire at any time what it is doing. It appears also to be most under influence, and the furthest 

removed from the general interest of the nation. In the debate on engaging in the Russian and 

Turkish war, the majority in the house of peers in favor of it was upwards of ninety, when in the 

other house, which was more than double its numbers, the majority was sixty-three.] 

The proceedings on Mr. Fox's bill, respecting the rights of juries, merits also to be noticed. The persons 

called the peers were not the objects of that bill. They are already in possession of more 

privileges than that bill gave to others. They are their own jury, and if any one of that house were 

prosecuted for a libel, he would not suffer, even upon conviction, for the first offense. Such 

inequality in laws ought not to exist in any country. The French constitution says, that the law is 

the same to every individual, whether to Protect or to punish. All are equal in its sight.] 

22 (return) 

[ As to the state of representation in England, it is too absurd to be reasoned upon. Almost all the 

represented parts are decreasing in population, and the unrepresented parts are increasing. A 

general convention of the nation is necessary to take the whole form of government into 

consideration.] 

23 (return) 

[ It is related that in the canton of Berne, in Switzerland, it has been customary, from time 

immemorial, to keep a bear at the public expense, and the people had been taught to believe that 

if they had not a bear they should all be undone. It happened some years ago that the bear, then 

in being, was taken sick, and died too suddenly to have his place immediately supplied with 

another. During this interregnum the people discovered that the corn grew, and the vintage 

flourished, and the sun and moon continued to rise and set, and everything went on the same as 

before, and taking courage from these circumstances, they resolved not to keep any more bears; 

for, said they, "a bear is a very voracious expensive animal, and we were obliged to pull out his 

claws, lest he should hurt the citizens." The story of the bear of Berne was related in some of the 

French newspapers, at the time of the flight of Louis Xvi., and the application of it to monarchy 

could not be mistaken in France; but it seems that the aristocracy of Berne applied it to 

themselves, and have since prohibited the reading of French newspapers.] 

24 (return) 

[ It is scarcely possible to touch on any subject, that will not suggest an allusion to some 

corruption in governments. The simile of "fortifications," unfortunately involves with it a 

circumstance, which is directly in point with the matter above alluded to.] 

Among the numerous instances of abuse which have been acted or protected by governments, ancient or 

modern, there is not a greater than that of quartering a man and his heirs upon the public, to be 

maintained at its expense. 



Humanity dictates a provision for the poor; but by what right, moral or political, does any government 

assume to say, that the person called the Duke of Richmond, shall be maintained by the public? 

Yet, if common report is true, not a beggar in London can purchase his wretched pittance of coal, 

without paying towards the civil list of the Duke of Richmond. Were the whole produce of this 

imposition but a shilling a year, the iniquitous principle would be still the same; but when it 

amounts, as it is said to do, to no less than twenty thousand pounds per annum, the enormity is 

too serious to be permitted to remain. This is one of the effects of monarchy and aristocracy. 

In stating this case I am led by no personal dislike. Though I think it mean in any man to live upon the 

public, the vice originates in the government; and so general is it become, that whether the 

parties are in the ministry or in the opposition, it makes no difference: they are sure of the 

guarantee of each other.] 

25 (return) 

[ In America the increase of commerce is greater in proportion than in England. It is, at this time, 

at least one half more than at any period prior to the revolution. The greatest number of vessels 

cleared out of the port of Philadelphia, before the commencement of the war, was between eight 

and nine hundred. In the year 1788, the number was upwards of twelve hundred. As the State of 

Pennsylvania is estimated at an eighth part of the United States in population, the whole number 

of vessels must now be nearly ten thousand.] 

26 (return) 

[ When I saw Mr. Pitt's mode of estimating the balance of trade, in one of his parliamentary 

speeches, he appeared to me to know nothing of the nature and interest of commerce; and no 

man has more wantonly tortured it than himself. During a period of peace it has been havocked 

with the calamities of war. Three times has it been thrown into stagnation, and the vessels 

unmanned by impressing, within less than four years of peace.] 

27 (return) 

[ Rev. William Knowle, master of the grammar school of Thetford, in Norfolk.] 

28 (return) 

[ Politics and self-interest have been so uniformly connected that the world, from being so often 

deceived, has a right to be suspicious of public characters, but with regard to myself I am 

perfectly easy on this head. I did not, at my first setting out in public life, nearly seventeen years 

ago, turn my thoughts to subjects of government from motives of interest, and my conduct from 

that moment to this proves the fact. I saw an opportunity in which I thought I could do some 

good, and I followed exactly what my heart dictated. I neither read books, nor studied other 

people's opinion. I thought for myself. The case was this:— 

During the suspension of the old governments in America, both prior to and at the breaking out of 

hostilities, I was struck with the order and decorum with which everything was conducted, and 

impressed with the idea that a little more than what society naturally performed was all the 

government that was necessary, and that monarchy and aristocracy were frauds and impositions 

upon mankind. On these principles I published the pamphlet Common Sense. The success it met 

with was beyond anything since the invention of printing. I gave the copyright to every state in 

the Union, and the demand ran to not less than one hundred thousand copies. I continued the 

subject in the same manner, under the title of The Crisis, till the complete establishment of the 

Revolution. 



After the declaration of independence Congress unanimously, and unknown to me, appointed me 

Secretary in the Foreign Department. This was agreeable to me, because it gave me the 

opportunity of seeing into the abilities of foreign courts, and their manner of doing business. But 

a misunderstanding arising between Congress and me, respecting one of their commissioners 

then in Europe, Mr. Silas Deane, I resigned the office, and declined at the same time the 

pecuniary offers made by the Ministers of France and Spain, M. Gerald and Don Juan Mirralles.] 

I had by this time so completely gained the ear and confidence of America, and my own 

independence was become so visible, as to give me a range in political writing beyond, perhaps, 

what any man ever possessed in any country, and, what is more extraordinary, I held it 

undiminished to the end of the war, and enjoy it in the same manner to the present moment. As 

my object was not myself, I set out with the determination, and happily with the disposition, of 

not being moved by praise or censure, friendship or calumny, nor of being drawn from my 

purpose by any personal altercation, and the man who cannot do this is not fit for a public 

character. 

When the war ended I went from Philadelphia to Borden-Town, on the east bank of the Delaware, where 

I have a small place. Congress was at this time at Prince-Town, fifteen miles distant, and General 

Washington had taken his headquarters at Rocky Hill, within the neighbourhood of Congress, for 

the purpose of resigning up his commission (the object for which he accepted it being 

accomplished), and of retiring to private life. While he was on this business he wrote me the 

letter which I here subjoin: 

"Rocky-Hill, Sept. 10, 1783. 

"I have learned since I have been at this place that you are at Borden-Town. Whether for the sake of 

retirement or economy I know not. Be it for either, for both, or whatever it may, if you will come 

to this place, and partake with me, I shall be exceedingly happy to see you at it. 

"Your presence may remind Congress of your past services to this country, and if it is in my power to 

impress them, command my best exertions with freedom, as they will be rendered cheerfully by 

one who entertains a lively sense of the importance of your works, and who, with much pleasure, 

subscribes himself, Your sincere friend, 

G. Washington." 

During the war, in the latter end of the year 1780, I formed to myself a design of coming over to 

England, and communicated it to General Greene, who was then in Philadelphia on his route to 

the southward, General Washington being then at too great a distance to communicate with 

immediately. I was strongly impressed with the idea that if I could get over to England without 

being known, and only remain in safety till I could get out a publication, that I could open the 

eyes of the country with respect to the madness and stupidity of its Government. I saw that the 

parties in Parliament had pitted themselves as far as they could go, and could make no new 

impressions on each other. General Greene entered fully into my views, but the affair of Arnold 

and Andre happening just after, he changed his mind, under strong apprehensions for my safety, 

wrote very pressingly to me from Annapolis, in Maryland, to give up the design, which, with 

some reluctance, I did. Soon after this I accompanied Colonel Lawrens, son of Mr. Lawrens, who 

was then in the Tower, to France on business from Congress. We landed at L'orient, and while I 

remained there, he being gone forward, a circumstance occurred that renewed my former design. 

An English packet from Falmouth to New York, with the Government dispatches on board, was 



brought into L'orient. That a packet should be taken is no extraordinary thing, but that the 

dispatches should be taken with it will scarcely be credited, as they are always slung at the cabin 

window in a bag loaded with cannon-ball, and ready to be sunk at a moment. The fact, however, 

is as I have stated it, for the dispatches came into my hands, and I read them. The capture, as I 

was informed, succeeded by the following stratagem:—The captain of the "Madame" privateer, 

who spoke English, on coming up with the packet, passed himself for the captain of an English 

frigate, and invited the captain of the packet on board, which, when done, he sent some of his 

own hands back, and he secured the mail. But be the circumstance of the capture what it may, I 

speak with certainty as to the Government dispatches. They were sent up to Paris to Count 

Vergennes, and when Colonel Lawrens and myself returned to America we took the originals to 

Congress. 

By these dispatches I saw into the stupidity of the English Cabinet far more than I otherwise could have 

done, and I renewed my former design. But Colonel Lawrens was so unwilling to return alone, 

more especially as, among other matters, we had a charge of upwards of two hundred thousand 

pounds sterling in money, that I gave in to his wishes, and finally gave up my plan. But I am now 

certain that if I could have executed it that it would not have been altogether unsuccessful.] 

29 (return) 

[ It is difficult to account for the origin of charter and corporation towns, unless we suppose them 

to have arisen out of, or been connected with, some species of garrison service. The times in 

which they began justify this idea. The generality of those towns have been garrisons, and the 

corporations were charged with the care of the gates of the towns, when no military garrison was 

present. Their refusing or granting admission to strangers, which has produced the custom of 

giving, selling, and buying freedom, has more of the nature of garrison authority than civil 

government. Soldiers are free of all corporations throughout the nation, by the same propriety 

that every soldier is free of every garrison, and no other persons are. He can follow any 

employment, with the permission of his officers, in any corporation towns throughout the 

nation.] 

30 (return) 

[ See Sir John Sinclair's History of the Revenue. The land-tax in 1646 was L2,473,499.] 

31 (return) 

[ Several of the court newspapers have of late made frequent mention of Wat Tyler. That his 

memory should be traduced by court sycophants and an those who live on the spoil of a public is 

not to be wondered at. He was, however, the means of checking the rage and injustice of taxation 

in his time, and the nation owed much to his valour. The history is concisely this:—In the time of 

Richard Ii. a poll tax was levied of one shilling per head upon every person in the nation of 

whatever estate or condition, on poor as well as rich, above the age of fifteen years. If any favour 

was shown in the law it was to the rich rather than to the poor, as no person could be charged 

more than twenty shillings for himself, family and servants, though ever so numerous; while all 

other families, under the number of twenty were charged per head. Poll taxes had always been 

odious, but this being also oppressive and unjust, it excited as it naturally must, universal 

detestation among the poor and middle classes. The person known by the name of Wat Tyler, 

whose proper name was Walter, and a tiler by trade, lived at Deptford. The gatherer of the poll 

tax, on coming to his house, demanded tax for one of his daughters, whom Tyler declared was 

under the age of fifteen. The tax-gatherer insisted on satisfying himself, and began an indecent 



examination of the girl, which, enraging the father, he struck him with a hammer that brought 

him to the ground, and was the cause of his death. This circumstance served to bring the 

discontent to an issue. The inhabitants of the neighbourhood espoused the cause of Tyler, who in 

a few days was joined, according to some histories, by upwards of fifty thousand men, and 

chosen their chief. With this force he marched to London, to demand an abolition of the tax and a 

redress of other grievances. The Court, finding itself in a forlorn condition, and, unable to make 

resistance, agreed, with Richard at its head, to hold a conference with Tyler in Smithfield, 

making many fair professions, courtier-like, of its dispositions to redress the oppressions. While 

Richard and Tyler were in conversation on these matters, each being on horseback, Walworth, 

then Mayor of London, and one of the creatures of the Court, watched an opportunity, and like a 

cowardly assassin, stabbed Tyler with a dagger, and two or three others falling upon him, he was 

instantly sacrificed. Tyler appears to have been an intrepid disinterested man with respect to 

himself. All his proposals made to Richard were on a more just and public ground than those 

which had been made to John by the Barons, and notwithstanding the sycophancy of historians 

and men like Mr. Burke, who seek to gloss over a base action of the Court by traducing Tyler, 

his fame will outlive their falsehood. If the Barons merited a monument to be erected at 

Runnymede, Tyler merited one in Smithfield.] 

32 (return) 

[ I happened to be in England at the celebration of the centenary of the Revolution of 1688. The 

characters of William and Mary have always appeared to be detestable; the one seeking to 

destroy his uncle, and the other her father, to get possession of power themselves; yet, as the 

nation was disposed to think something of that event, I felt hurt at seeing it ascribe the whole 

reputation of it to a man who had undertaken it as a job and who, besides what he otherwise got, 

charged six hundred thousand pounds for the expense of the fleet that brought him from Holland. 

George the First acted the same close-fisted part as William had done, and bought the Duchy of 

Bremen with the money he got from England, two hundred and fifty thousand pounds over and 

above his pay as king, and having thus purchased it at the expense of England, added it to his 

Hanoverian dominions for his own private profit. In fact, every nation that does not govern itself 

is governed as a job. England has been the prey of jobs ever since the Revolution.] 

33 (return) 

[ Charles, like his predecessors and successors, finding that war was the harvest of governments, 

engaged in a war with the Dutch, the expense of which increased the annual expenditure to 

L1,800,000 as stated under the date of 1666; but the peace establishment was but L1,200,000.] 

34 (return) 

[ Poor-rates began about the time of Henry VIII., when the taxes began to increase, and they 

have increased as the taxes increased ever since.] 

35 (return) 

[ Reckoning the taxes by families, five to a family, each family pays on an average L12 7s. 6d. 

per annum. To this sum are to be added the poor-rates. Though all pay taxes in the articles they 

consume, all do not pay poor-rates. About two millions are exempted: some as not being house-

keepers, others as not being able, and the poor themselves who receive the relief. The average, 

therefore, of poor-rates on the remaining number, is forty shillings for every family of five 

persons, which make the whole average amount of taxes and rates L14 17s. 6d. For six persons 

L17 17s. For seven persons L2O 16s. 6d. The average of taxes in America, under the new or 



representative system of government, including the interest of the debt contracted in the war, and 

taking the population at four millions of souls, which it now amounts to, and it is daily 

increasing, is five shillings per head, men, women, and children. The difference, therefore, 

between the two governments is as under: 

                                        England      America 

                                      L    s.  d.  L    s.  d. 

    For a family of five persons     14   17   6   1    5   0 

    For a family of six persons      17   17   0   1   10   0 

    For a family of seven persons    20   16   6   1   15   0 

36 (return) 

[ Public schools do not answer the general purpose of the poor. They are chiefly in corporation 

towns from which the country towns and villages are excluded, or, if admitted, the distance 

occasions a great loss of time. Education, to be useful to the poor, should be on the spot, and the 

best method, I believe, to accomplish this is to enable the parents to pay the expenses 

themselves. There are always persons of both sexes to be found in every village, especially when 

growing into years, capable of such an undertaking. Twenty children at ten shillings each (and 

that not more than six months each year) would be as much as some livings amount to in the 

remotest parts of England, and there are often distressed clergymen's widows to whom such an 

income would be acceptable. Whatever is given on this account to children answers two 

purposes. To them it is education—to those who educate them it is a livelihood.] 

37 (return) 

[ The tax on beer brewed for sale, from which the aristocracy are exempt, is almost one million 

more than the present commutation tax, being by the returns of 1788, L1,666,152—and, 

consequently, they ought to take on themselves the amount of the commutation tax, as they are 

already exempted from one which is almost a million greater.] 

38 (return) 

[ See the Reports on the Corn Trade.] 

39 (return) 

[ When enquiries are made into the condition of the poor, various degrees of distress will most 

probably be found, to render a different arrangement preferable to that which is already 

proposed. Widows with families will be in greater want than where there are husbands living. 

There is also a difference in the expense of living in different counties: and more so in fuel. 

  Suppose then fifty thousand extraordinary cases, at 

    the rate of ten pounds per family per annum            L500,000 

  100,000 families, at L8 per family per annum              800,000 

  100,000 families, at L7 per family per annum              700,000 

  104,000 families, at L5 per family per annum              520,000 

 



  And instead of ten shillings per head for the education 

    of other children, to allow fifty shillings per family 

    for that purpose to fifty thousand families             250,000 

                                                         ————— 

                                                         L2,770,000 

    140,000 aged persons as before                        1,120,000 

                                                         ————— 

                                                         L3,890,000 

This arrangement amounts to the same sum as stated in this work, Part II, line number 1068, including 

the L250,000 for education; but it provides (including the aged people) for four hundred and four 

thousand families, which is almost one third of an the families in England.] 

40 (return) 

[ I know it is the opinion of many of the most enlightened characters in France (there always will 

be those who see further into events than others), not only among the general mass of citizens, 

but of many of the principal members of the former National Assembly, that the monarchical 

plan will not continue many years in that country. They have found out, that as wisdom cannot 

be made hereditary, power ought not; and that, for a man to merit a million sterling a year from a 

nation, he ought to have a mind capable of comprehending from an atom to a universe, which, if 

he had, he would be above receiving the pay. But they wished not to appear to lead the nation 

faster than its own reason and interest dictated. In all the conversations where I have been 

present upon this subject, the idea always was, that when such a time, from the general opinion 

of the nation, shall arrive, that the honourable and liberal method would be, to make a handsome 

present in fee simple to the person, whoever he may be, that shall then be in the monarchical 

office, and for him to retire to the enjoyment of private life, possessing his share of general rights 

and privileges, and to be no more accountable to the public for his time and his conduct than any 

other citizen.] 

41 (return) 

[ The gentleman who signed the address and declaration as chairman of the meeting, Mr. Horne 

Tooke, being generally supposed to be the person who drew it up, and having spoken much in 

commendation of it, has been jocularly accused of praising his own work. To free him from this 

embarrassment, and to save him the repeated trouble of mentioning the author, as he has not 

failed to do, I make no hesitation in saying, that as the opportunity of benefiting by the French 

Revolution easily occurred to me, I drew up the publication in question, and showed it to him 

and some other gentlemen, who, fully approving it, held a meeting for the purpose of making it 

public, and subscribed to the amount of fifty guineas to defray the expense of advertising. I 

believe there are at this time, in England, a greater number of men acting on disinterested 

principles, and determined to look into the nature and practices of government themselves, and 

not blindly trust, as has hitherto been the case, either to government generally, or to parliaments, 

or to parliamentary opposition, than at any former period. Had this been done a century ago, 

corruption and taxation had not arrived to the height they are now at.] 

  



Salammbô (By Gustave Flaubert) 

 

Salammbô (1862) is a historical novel by Gustave Flaubert. It is set in Carthage 

immediately before and during the Mercenary Revolt (241–237 BCE). Flaubert's principal 

source was Book I of the Histories, written by the Greek historian Polybius. 

Contemporary readers familiar with Flaubert's previous realistic work, Madame Bovary, 

and the legal controversy that followed its publication made Salammbô a bestseller, though its 

violence and sensuality bore little relationship to Flaubert's previous work. It was praised for its 

style and story. Its descriptions of Carthaginian costume influenced contemporary fashions and 

the attention it paid to Roman North Africa inspired new interest in archeological exploration 

there. 

In 1864, Salammbô, along with Flaubert’s Madame Bovary, was placed on the Index 

Librorum Prohibitorum, a list of books banned for lay Roman Catholic readership. It remained 

there until Pope Paul VI formally abolished the Index in 1966. 

As of 2016, Salammbô was one of the 15,000 books banned from Texas prisons. 

 

Want to know more? 

The banning of books in prisons: 'It's like living in the dark ages,' The Guardian 

  

https://www.theguardian.com/books/2016/sep/25/the-banning-of-books-in-prisons-its-like-living-in-the-dark-ages
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CHAPTER I THE FEAST 

It was at Megara, a suburb of Carthage, in the gardens of Hamilcar. The soldiers whom he had 

commanded in Sicily were having a great feast to celebrate the anniversary of the battle of Eryx, 

and as the master was away, and they were numerous, they ate and drank with perfect freedom. 

The captains, who wore bronze cothurni, had placed themselves in the central path, beneath a 

gold-fringed purple awning, which reached from the wall of the stables to the first terrace of the 

palace; the common soldiers were scattered beneath the trees, where numerous flat-roofed 

buildings might be seen, wine-presses, cellars, storehouses, bakeries, and arsenals, with a court 

for elephants, dens for wild beasts, and a prison for slaves. 

Fig-trees surrounded the kitchens; a wood of sycamores stretched away to meet masses of 

verdure, where the pomegranate shone amid the white tufts of the cotton-plant; vines, grape-

laden, grew up into the branches of the pines; a field of roses bloomed beneath the plane-trees; 

here and there lilies rocked upon the turf; the paths were strewn with black sand mingled with 

powdered coral, and in the centre the avenue of cypress formed, as it were, a double colonnade 

of green obelisks from one extremity to the other. 

Far in the background stood the palace, built of yellow mottled Numidian marble, broad 

courses supporting its four terraced stories. With its large, straight, ebony staircase, bearing the 

prow of a vanquished galley at the corners of every step, its red doors quartered with black 

crosses, its brass gratings protecting it from scorpions below, and its trellises of gilded rods 

closing the apertures above, it seemed to the soldiers in its haughty opulence as solemn and 

impenetrable as the face of Hamilcar. 

The Council had appointed his house for the holding of this feast; the convalescents lying in 

the temple of Eschmoun had set out at daybreak and dragged themselves thither on their 

crutches. Every minute others were arriving. They poured in ceaselessly by every path like 

torrents rushing into a lake; through the trees the slaves of the kitchens might be seen running 

scared and half-naked; the gazelles fled bleating on the lawns; the sun was setting, and the 

perfume of citron trees rendered the exhalation from the perspiring crowd heavier still. 

Men of all nations were there, Ligurians, Lusitanians, Balearians, Negroes, and fugitives from 

Rome. Beside the heavy Dorian dialect were audible the resonant Celtic syllables rattling like 

chariots of war, while Ionian terminations conflicted with consonants of the desert as harsh as the 

jackal’s cry. The Greek might be recognised by his slender figure, the Egyptian by his elevated 

shoulders, the Cantabrian by his broad calves. There were Carians proudly nodding their helmet 

plumes, Cappadocian archers displaying large flowers painted on their bodies with the juice of 

herbs, and a few Lydians in women’s robes, dining in slippers and earrings. Others were 

ostentatiously daubed with vermilion, and resembled coral statues. 

They stretched themselves on the cushions, they ate squatting round large trays, or lying face 

downwards they drew out the pieces of meat and sated themselves, leaning on their elbows in the 

peaceful posture of lions tearing their prey. The last comers stood leaning against the trees 

watching the low tables half hidden beneath the scarlet coverings, and awaiting their turn. 

Hamilcar’s kitchens being insufficient, the Council had sent them slaves, ware, and beds, and 

in the middle of the garden, as on a battle-field when they burn the dead, large bright fires might 

be seen, at which oxen were roasting. Anise-sprinkled loaves alternated with great cheeses 

heavier than discuses, crateras filled with wine, and cantharuses filled with water, together with 



baskets of gold filigree-work containing flowers. Every eye was dilated with the joy of being 

able at last to gorge at pleasure, and songs were beginning here and there. 

First they were served with birds and green sauce in plates of red clay relieved by drawings in 

black, then with every kind of shell-fish that is gathered on the Punic coasts, wheaten porridge, 

beans and barley, and snails dressed with cumin on dishes of yellow amber. 

Afterwards the tables were covered with meats, antelopes with their horns, peacocks with their 

feathers, whole sheep cooked in sweet wine, haunches of she-camels and buffaloes, hedgehogs 

with garum, fried grasshoppers, and preserved dormice. Large pieces of fat floated in the midst 

of saffron in bowls of Tamrapanni wood. Everything was running over with wine, truffles, and 

asafotida. Pyramids of fruit were crumbling upon honeycombs, and they had not forgotten a few 

of those plump little dogs with pink silky hair and fattened on olive lees,—a Carthaginian dish 

held in abhorrence among other nations. Surprise at the novel fare excited the greed of the 

stomach. The Gauls with their long hair drawn up on the crown of the head, snatched at the 

water-melons and lemons, and crunched them up with the rind. The Negroes, who had never 

seen a lobster, tore their faces with its red prickles. But the shaven Greeks, whiter than marble, 

threw the leavings of their plates behind them, while the herdsmen from Brutium, in their wolf-

skin garments, devoured in silence with their faces in their portions. 

Night fell. The velarium, spread over the cypress avenue, was drawn back, and torches were 

brought. 

The apes, sacred to the moon, were terrified on the cedar tops by the wavering lights of the 

petroleum as it burned in the porphyry vases. They uttered screams which afforded mirth to the 

soldiers. 

Oblong flames trembled in cuirasses of brass. Every kind of scintillation flashed from the 

gem-incrusted dishes. The crateras with their borders of convex mirrors multiplied and enlarged 

the images of things; the soldiers thronged around, looking at their reflections with amazement, 

and grimacing to make themselves laugh. They tossed the ivory stools and golden spatulas to one 

another across the tables. They gulped down all the Greek wines in their leathern bottles, the 

Campanian wine enclosed in amphoras, the Cantabrian wines brought in casks, with the wines of 

the jujube, cinnamomum and lotus. There were pools of these on the ground that made the foot 

slip. The smoke of the meats ascended into the foliage with the vapour of the breath. 

Simultaneously were heard the snapping of jaws, the noise of speech, songs, and cups, the crash 

of Campanian vases shivering into a thousand pieces, or the limpid sound of a large silver dish. 

In proportion as their intoxication increased they more and more recalled the injustice of 

Carthage. The Republic, in fact, exhausted by the war, had allowed all the returning bands to 

accumulate in the town. Gisco, their general, had however been prudent enough to send them 

back severally in order to facilitate the liquidation of their pay, and the Council had believed that 

they would in the end consent to some reduction. But at present ill-will was caused by the 

inability to pay them. This debt was confused in the minds of the people with the 3200 Euboic 

talents exacted by Lutatius, and equally with Rome they were regarded as enemies to Carthage. 

The Mercenaries understood this, and their indignation found vent in threats and outbreaks. At 

last they demanded permission to assemble to celebrate one of their victories, and the peace party 

yielded, at the same time revenging themselves on Hamilcar who had so strongly upheld the war. 

It had been terminated notwithstanding all his efforts, so that, despairing of Carthage, he had 

entrusted the government of the Mercenaries to Gisco. To appoint his palace for their reception 



was to draw upon him something of the hatred which was borne to them. Moreover, the expense 

must be excessive, and he would incur nearly the whole. 

Proud of having brought the Republic to submit, the Mercenaries thought that they were at last 

about to return to their homes with the payment for their blood in the hoods of their cloaks. But 

as seen through the mists of intoxication, their fatigues seemed to them prodigious and but ill-

rewarded. They showed one another their wounds, they told of their combats, their travels and 

the hunting in their native lands. They imitated the cries and the leaps of wild beasts. Then came 

unclean wagers; they buried their heads in the amphoras and drank on without interruption, like 

thirsty dromedaries. A Lusitanian of gigantic stature ran over the tables, carrying a man in each 

hand at arm’s length, and spitting out fire through his nostrils. Some Lacedæmonians, who had 

not taken off their cuirasses, were leaping with a heavy step. Some advanced like women, 

making obscene gestures; others stripped naked to fight amid the cups after the fashion of 

gladiators, and a company of Greeks danced around a vase whereon nymphs were to be seen, 

while a Negro tapped with an ox-bone on a brazen buckler. 

Suddenly they heard a plaintive song, a song loud and soft, rising and falling in the air like the 

wing-beating of a wounded bird. 

It was the voice of the slaves in the ergastulum. Some soldiers rose at a bound to release them 

and disappeared. 

They returned, driving through the dust amid shouts, twenty men, distinguished by their 

greater paleness of face. Small black felt caps of conical shape covered their shaven heads; they 

all wore wooden shoes, and yet made a noise as of old iron like driving chariots. 

They reached the avenue of cypress, where they were lost among the crowd of those 

questioning them. One of them remained apart, standing. Through the rents in his tunic his 

shoulders could be seen striped with long scars. Drooping his chin, he looked round him with 

distrust, closing his eyelids somewhat against the dazzling light of the torches, but when he saw 

that none of the armed men were unfriendly to him, a great sigh escaped from his breast; he 

stammered, he sneered through the bright tears that bathed his face. At last he seized a brimming 

cantharus by its rings, raised it straight up into the air with his outstretched arms, from which his 

chains hung down, and then looking to heaven, and still holding the cup he said: 

“Hail first to thee, Baal-Eschmoun, the deliverer, whom the people of my country call 

Æsculapius! and to you, genii of the fountains, light, and woods! and to you, ye gods hidden 

beneath the mountains and in the caverns of the earth! and to you, strong men in shining armour 

who have set me free!” 

Then he let fall the cup and related his history. He was called Spendius. The Carthaginians had 

taken him in the battle of Æginusæ, and he thanked the Mercenaries once more in Greek, 

Ligurian and Punic; he kissed their hands; finally, he congratulated them on the banquet, while 

expressing his surprise at not perceiving the cups of the Sacred Legion. These cups, which bore 

an emerald vine on each of their six golden faces, belonged to a corps composed exclusively of 

young patricians of the tallest stature. They were a privilege, almost a sacerdotal distinction, and 

accordingly nothing among the treasures of the Republic was more coveted by the Mercenaries. 

They detested the Legion on this account, and some of them had been known to risk their lives 

for the inconceivable pleasure of drinking out of these cups. 

Accordingly they commanded that the cups should be brought. They were in the keeping of 

the Syssitia, companies of traders, who had a common table. The slaves returned. At that hour all 

the members of the Syssitia were asleep. 



“Let them be awakened!” responded the Mercenaries. 

After a second excursion it was explained to them that the cups were shut up in a temple. 

“Let it be opened!” they replied. 

And when the slaves confessed with trembling that they were in the possession of Gisco, the 

general, they cried out: 

“Let him bring them!” 

Gisco soon appeared at the far end of the garden with an escort of the Sacred Legion. His full, 

black cloak, which was fastened on his head to a golden mitre starred with precious stones, and 

which hung all about him down to his horse’s hoofs, blended in the distance with the colour of 

the night. His white beard, the radiancy of his head-dress, and his triple necklace of broad blue 

plates beating against his breast, were alone visible. 

When he entered, the soldiers greeted him with loud shouts, all crying: 

“The cups! The cups!” 

He began by declaring that if reference were had to their courage, they were worthy of them. 

The crowd applauded and howled with joy. 

He knew it, he who had commanded them over yonder, and had returned with the last cohort 

in the last galley! 

“True! True!” said they. 

Nevertheless, Gisco continued, the Republic had respected their national divisions, their 

customs, and their modes of worship; in Carthage they were free! As to the cups of the Sacred 

Legion, they were private property. Suddenly a Gaul, who was close to Spendius, sprang over 

the tables and ran straight up to Gisco, gesticulating and threatening him with two naked swords. 

Without interrupting his speech, the General struck him on the head with his heavy ivory staff, 

and the Barbarian fell. The Gauls howled, and their frenzy, which was spreading to the others, 

would soon have swept away the legionaries. Gisco shrugged his shoulders as he saw them 

growing pale. He thought that his courage would be useless against these exasperated brute 

beasts. It would be better to revenge himself upon them by some artifice later; accordingly, he 

signed to his soldiers and slowly withdrew. Then, turning in the gateway towards the 

Mercenaries, he cried to them that they would repent of it. 

The feast recommenced. But Gisco might return, and by surrounding the suburb, which was 

beside the last ramparts, might crush them against the walls. Then they felt themselves alone in 

spite of their crowd, and the great town sleeping beneath them in the shade suddenly made them 

afraid, with its piles of staircases, its lofty black houses, and its vague gods fiercer even than its 

people. In the distance a few ships’-lanterns were gliding across the harbour, and there were 

lights in the temple of Khamon. They thought of Hamilcar. Where was he? Why had he forsaken 

them when peace was concluded? His differences with the Council were doubtless but a pretence 

in order to destroy them. Their unsatisfied hate recoiled upon him, and they cursed him, 

exasperating one another with their own anger. At this juncture they collected together beneath 

the plane-trees to see a slave who, with eyeballs fixed, neck contorted, and lips covered with 

foam, was rolling on the ground, and beating the soil with his limbs. Some one cried out that he 

was poisoned. All then believed themselves poisoned. They fell upon the slaves, a terrible 

clamour was raised, and a vertigo of destruction came like a whirlwind upon the drunken army. 

They struck about them at random, they smashed, they slew; some hurled torches into the 



foliage; others, leaning over the lions’ balustrade, massacred the animals with arrows; the most 

daring ran to the elephants, desiring to cut down their trunks and eat ivory. 

Some Balearic slingers, however, who had gone round the corner of the palace, in order to 

pillage more conveniently, were checked by a lofty barrier, made of Indian cane. They cut the 

lock-straps with their daggers, and then found themselves beneath the front that faced Carthage, 

in another garden full of trimmed vegetation. Lines of white flowers all following one another in 

regular succession formed long parabolas like star-rockets on the azure-coloured earth. The 

gloomy bushes exhaled warm and honied odours. There were trunks of trees smeared with 

cinnabar, which resembled columns covered with blood. In the centre were twelve pedestals, 

each supporting a great glass ball, and these hollow globes were indistinctly filled with reddish 

lights, like enormous and still palpitating eyeballs. The soldiers lighted themselves with torches 

as they stumbled on the slope of the deeply laboured soil. 

But they perceived a little lake divided into several basins by walls of blue stones. So limpid 

was the wave that the flames of the torches quivered in it at the very bottom, on a bed of white 

pebbles and golden dust. It began to bubble, luminous spangles glided past, and great fish with 

gems about their mouths, appeared near the surface. 

With much laughter the soldiers slipped their fingers into the gills and brought them to the 

tables. They were the fish of the Barca family, and were all descended from those primordial 

lotes which had hatched the mystic egg wherein the goddess was concealed. The idea of 

committing a sacrilege revived the greediness of the Mercenaries; they speedily placed fire 

beneath some brazen vases, and amused themselves by watching the beautiful fish struggling in 

the boiling water. 

The surge of soldiers pressed on. They were no longer afraid. They commenced to drink again. 

Their ragged tunics were wet with the perfumes that flowed in large drops from their foreheads, 

and resting both fists on the tables, which seemed to them to be rocking like ships, they rolled 

their great drunken eyes around to devour by sight what they could not take. Others walked amid 

the dishes on the purple table covers, breaking ivory stools, and phials of Tyrian glass to pieces 

with their feet. Songs mingled with the death-rattle of the slaves expiring amid the broken cups. 

They demanded wine, meat, gold. They cried out for women. They raved in a hundred 

languages. Some thought that they were at the vapour baths on account of the steam which 

floated around them, or else, catching sight of the foliage, imagined that they were at the chase, 

and rushed upon their companions as upon wild beasts. The conflagration spread to all the trees, 

one after another, and the lofty mosses of verdure, emitting long white spirals, looked like 

volcanoes beginning to smoke. The clamour redoubled; the wounded lions roared in the shade. 

In an instant the highest terrace of the palace was illuminated, the central door opened, and a 

woman, Hamilcar’s daughter herself, clothed in black garments, appeared on the threshold. She 

descended the first staircase, which ran obliquely along the first story, then the second, and the 

third, and stopped on the last terrace at the head of the galley staircase. Motionless and with head 

bent, she gazed upon the soldiers. 

Behind her, on each side, were two long shadows of pale men, clad in white, red-fringed 

robes, which fell straight to their feet. They had no beard, no hair, no eyebrows. In their hands, 

which sparkled with rings, they carried enormous lyres, and with shrill voice they sang a hymn to 

the divinity of Carthage. They were the eunuch priests of the temple of Tanith, who were often 

summoned by Salammbô to her house. 



At last she descended the galley staircase. The priests followed her. She advanced into the 

avenue of cypress, and walked slowly through the tables of the captains, who drew back 

somewhat as they watched her pass. 

Her hair, which was powdered with violet sand, and combined into the form of a tower, after 

the fashion of the Chanaanite maidens, added to her height. Tresses of pearls were fastened to 

her temples, and fell to the corners of her mouth, which was as rosy as a half-open pomegranate. 

On her breast was a collection of luminous stones, their variegation imitating the scales of the 

murena. Her arms were adorned with diamonds, and issued naked from her sleeveless tunic, 

which was starred with red flowers on a perfectly black ground. Between her ankles she wore a 

golden chainlet to regulate her steps, and her large dark purple mantle, cut of an unknown 

material, trailed behind her, making, as it were, at each step, a broad wave which followed her. 

The priests played nearly stifled chords on their lyres from time to time, and in the intervals of 

the music might be heard the tinkling of the little golden chain, and the regular patter of her 

papyrus sandals. 

No one as yet was acquainted with her. It was only known that she led a retired life, engaged 

in pious practices. Some soldiers had seen her in the night on the summit of her palace kneeling 

before the stars amid the eddyings from kindled perfuming-pans. It was the moon that had made 

her so pale, and there was something from the gods that enveloped her like a subtle vapour. Her 

eyes seemed to gaze far beyond terrestrial space. She bent her head as she walked, and in her 

right hand she carried a little ebony lyre. 

They heard her murmur: 

“Dead! All dead! No more will you come obedient to my voice as when, seated on the edge of 

the lake, I used to through seeds of the watermelon into your mouths! The mystery of Tanith 

ranged in the depths of your eyes that were more limpid than the globules of rivers.” And she 

called them by their names, which were those of the months—“Siv! Sivan! Tammouz, Eloul, 

Tischri, Schebar! Ah! have pity on me, goddess!” 

The soldiers thronged about her without understanding what she said. They wondered at her 

attire, but she turned a long frightened look upon them all, then sinking her head beneath her 

shoulders, and waving her arms, she repeated several times: 

“What have you done? what have you done? 

“Yet you had bread, and meats and oil, and all the malobathrum of the granaries for your 

enjoyment! I had brought oxen from Hecatompylos; I had sent hunters into the desert!” Her 

voice swelled; her cheeks purpled. She added, “Where, pray, are you now? In a conquered town, 

or in the palace of a master? And what master? Hamilcar the Suffet, my father, the servant of the 

Baals! It was he who withheld from Lutatius those arms of yours, red now with the blood of his 

slaves! Know you of any in your own lands more skilled in the conduct of battles? Look! our 

palace steps are encumbered with our victories! Ah! desist not! burn it! I will carry away with 

me the genius of my house, my black serpent slumbering up yonder on lotus leaves! I will 

whistle and he will follow me, and if I embark in a galley he will speed in the wake of my ship 

over the foam of the waves.” 

Her delicate nostrils were quivering. She crushed her nails against the gems on her bosom. Her 

eyes drooped, and she resumed: 

“Ah! poor Carthage! lamentable city! No longer hast thou for thy protection the strong men of 

former days who went beyond the oceans to build temples on their shores. All the lands laboured 



about thee, and the sea-plains, ploughed by thine oars, rocked with thy harvests.” Then she began 

to sing the adventures of Melkarth, the god of the Sidonians, and the father of her family. 

She told of the ascent of the mountains of Ersiphonia, the journey to Tartessus, and the war 

against Masisabal to avenge the queen of the serpents: 

“He pursued the female monster, whose tail undulated over the dead leaves like a silver brook, 

into the forest, and came to a plain where women with dragon-croups were round a great fire, 

standing erect on the points of their tails. The blood-coloured moon was shining within a pale 

circle, and their scarlet tongues, cloven like the harpoons of fishermen, reached curling forth to 

the very edge of the flame.” 

Then Salammbô, without pausing, related how Melkarth, after vanquishing Masisabal, placed 

her severed head on the prow of his ship. “At each throb of the waves it sank beneath the foam, 

but the sun embalmed it; it became harder than gold; nevertheless the eyes ceased not to weep, 

and the tears fell into the water continually.” 

She sang all this in an old Chanaanite idiom, which the Barbarians did not understand. They 

asked one another what she could be saying to them with those frightful gestures which 

accompanied her speech, and mounted round about her on the tables, beds, and sycamore 

boughs, they strove with open mouths and craned necks to grasp the vague stories hovering 

before their imaginations, through the dimness of the theogonies, like phantoms wrapped in 

cloud. 

Only the beardless priests understood Salammbô; their wrinkled hands, which hung over the 

strings of their lyres, quivered, and from time to time they would draw forth a mournful chord; 

for, feebler than old women, they trembled at once with mystic emotion, and with the fear 

inspired by men. The Barbarians heeded them not, but listened continually to the maiden’s song. 

None gazed at her like a young Numidian chief, who was placed at the captains’ tables among 

soldiers of his own nation. His girdle so bristled with darts that it formed a swelling in his ample 

cloak, which was fastened on his temples with a leather lace. The cloth parted asunder as it fell 

upon his shoulders, and enveloped his countenance in shadow, so that only the fires of his two 

fixed eyes could be seen. It was by chance that he was at the feast, his father having domiciled 

him with the Barca family, according to the custom by which kings used to send their children 

into the households of the great in order to pave the way for alliances; but Narr’ Havas had 

lodged there for six months without having hitherto seen Salammbô, and now, seated on his 

heels, with his head brushing the handles of his javelins, he was watching her with dilated 

nostrils, like a leopard crouching among the bamboos. 

On the other side of the tables was a Libyan of colossal stature, and with short black curly 

hair. He had retained only his military jacket, the brass plates of which were tearing the purple of 

the couch. A necklace of silver moons was tangled in his hairy breast. His face was stained with 

splashes of blood; he was leaning on his left elbow with a smile on his large, open mouth. 

Salammbô had abandoned the sacred rhythm. With a woman’s subtlety she was 

simultaneously employing all the dialects of the Barbarians in order to appease their anger. To 

the Greeks she spoke Greek; then she turned to the Ligurians, the Campanians, the Negroes, and 

listening to her each one found again in her voice the sweetness of his native land. She now, 

carried away by the memories of Carthage, sang of the ancient battles against Rome; they 

applauded. She kindled at the gleaming of the naked swords, and cried aloud with outstretched 

arms. Her lyre fell, she was silent; and, pressing both hands upon her heart, she remained for 

some minutes with closed eyelids enjoying the agitation of all these men. 



Matho, the Libyan, leaned over towards her. Involuntarily she approached him, and impelled 

by grateful pride, poured him a long stream of wine into a golden cup in order to conciliate the 

army. 

“Drink!” she said. 

He took the cup, and was carrying it to his lips when a Gaul, the same that had been hurt by 

Gisco, struck him on the shoulder, while in a jovial manner he gave utterance to pleasantries in 

his native tongue. Spendius was not far off, and he volunteered to interpret them. 

“Speak!” said Matho. 

“The gods protect you; you are going to become rich. When will the nuptials be?” 

“What nuptials?” 

“Yours! for with us,” said the Gaul, “when a woman gives drink to a soldier, it means that she 

offers him her couch.” 

He had not finished when Narr’ Havas, with a bound, drew a javelin from his girdle, and, 

leaning his right foot upon the edge of the table, hurled it against Matho. 

The javelin whistled among the cups, and piercing the Lybian’s arm, pinned it so firmly to the 

cloth, that the shaft quivered in the air. 

Matho quickly plucked it out; but he was weaponless and naked; at last he lifted the over-

laden table with both arms, and flung it against Narr’ Havas into the very centre of the crowd 

that rushed between them. The soldiers and Numidians pressed together so closely that they were 

unable to draw their swords. Matho advanced dealing great blows with his head. When he raised 

it, Narr’ Havas had disappeared. He sought for him with his eyes. Salammbô also was gone. 

Then directing his looks to the palace he perceived the red door with the black cross closing 

far above, and he darted away. 

They saw him run between the prows of the galleys, and then reappear along the three 

staircases until he reached the red door against which he dashed his whole body. Panting, he 

leaned against the wall to keep himself from falling. 

But a man had followed him, and through the darkness, for the lights of the feast were hidden 

by the corner of the palace, he recognised Spendius. 

“Begone!” said he. 

The slave without replying began to tear his tunic with his teeth; then kneeling beside Matho 

he tenderly took his arm, and felt it in the shadow to discover the wound. 

By a ray of the moon which was then gliding between the clouds, Spendius perceived a gaping 

wound in the middle of the arm. He rolled the piece of stuff about it, but the other said irritably, 

“Leave me! leave me!” 

“Oh no!” replied the slave. “You released me from the ergastulum. I am yours! you are my 

master! command me!” 

Matho walked round the terrace brushing against the walls. He strained his ears at every step, 

glancing down into the silent apartments through the spaces between the gilded reeds. At last he 

stopped with a look of despair. 

“Listen!” said the slave to him. “Oh! do not despise me for my feebleness! I have lived in the 

palace. I can wind like a viper through the walls. Come! in the Ancestor’s Chamber there is an 

ingot of gold beneath every flagstone; an underground path leads to their tombs.” 



“Well! what matters it?” said Matho. 

Spendius was silent. 

They were on the terrace. A huge mass of shadow stretched before them, appearing as if it 

contained vague accumulations, like the gigantic billows of a black and petrified ocean. 

But a luminous bar rose towards the East; far below, on the left, the canals of Megara were 

beginning to stripe the verdure of the gardens with their windings of white. The conical roofs of 

the heptagonal temples, the staircases, terraces, and ramparts were being carved by degrees upon 

the paleness of the dawn; and a girdle of white foam rocked around the Carthaginian peninsula, 

while the emerald sea appeared as if it were curdled in the freshness of the morning. Then as the 

rosy sky grew larger, the lofty houses, bending over the sloping soil, reared and massed 

themselves like a herd of black goats coming down from the mountains. The deserted streets 

lengthened; the palm-trees that topped the walls here and there were motionless; the brimming 

cisterns seemed like silver bucklers lost in the courts; the beacon on the promontory of 

Hermæum was beginning to grow pale. The horses of Eschmoun, on the very summit of the 

Acropolis in the cypress wood, feeling that the light was coming, placed their hoofs on the 

marble parapet, and neighed towards the sun. 

It appeared, and Spendius raised his arms with a cry. 

Everything stirred in a diffusion of red, for the god, as if he were rending himself, now poured 

full-rayed upon Carthage the golden rain of his veins. The beaks of the galleys sparkled, the roof 

of Khamon appeared to be all in flames, while far within the temples, whose doors were opening, 

glimmerings of light could be seen. Large chariots, arriving from the country, rolled their wheels 

over the flagstones in the streets. Dromedaries, baggage-laden, came down the ramps. Money-

changers raised the pent-houses of their shops at the cross ways, storks took to flight, white sails 

fluttered. In the wood of Tanith might be heard the tabourines of the sacred courtesans, and the 

furnaces for baking the clay coffins were beginning to smoke on the Mappalian point. 

Spendius leaned over the terrace; his teeth chattered and he repeated: 

“Ah! yes—yes—master! I understand why you scorned the pillage of the house just now.” 

Matho was as if he had just been awaked by the hissing of his voice, and did not seem to 

understand. Spendius resumed: 

“Ah! what riches! and the men who possess them have not even the steel to defend them!” 

Then, pointing with his right arm outstretched to some of the populace who were crawling on 

the sand outside the mole to look for gold dust: 

“See!” he said to him, “the Republic is like these wretches: bending on the brink of the ocean, 

she buries her greedy arms in every shore, and the noise of the billows so fills her ear that she 

cannot hear behind her the tread of a master’s heel!” 

He drew Matho to quite the other end of the terrace, and showed him the garden, wherein the 

soldiers’ swords, hanging on the trees, were like mirrors in the sun. 

“But here there are strong men whose hatred is roused! and nothing binds them to Carthage, 

neither families, oaths nor gods!” 

Matho remained leaning against the wall; Spendius came close, and continued in a low voice: 

“Do you understand me, soldier? We should walk purple-clad like satraps. We should bathe in 

perfumes; and I should in turn have slaves! Are you not weary of sleeping on hard ground, of 

drinking the vinegar of the camps, and of continually hearing the trumpet? But you will rest later, 



will you not? When they pull off your cuirass to cast your corpse to the vultures! or perhaps 

blind, lame, and weak you will go, leaning on a stick, from door to door to tell of your youth to 

pickle-sellers and little children. Remember all the injustice of your chiefs, the campings in the 

snow, the marchings in the sun, the tyrannies of discipline, and the everlasting menace of the 

cross! And after all this misery they have given you a necklace of honour, as they hang a girdle 

of bells round the breast of an ass to deafen it on its journey, and prevent it from feeling fatigue. 

A man like you, braver than Pyrrhus! If only you had wished it! Ah! how happy will you be in 

large cool halls, with the sound of lyres, lying on flowers, with women and buffoons! Do not tell 

me that the enterprise is impossible. Have not the Mercenaries already possessed Rhegium and 

other fortified places in Italy? Who is to prevent you? Hamilcar is away; the people execrate the 

rich; Gisco can do nothing with the cowards who surround him. Command them! Carthage is 

ours; let us fall upon it!” 

“No!” said Matho, “the curse of Moloch weighs upon me. I felt it in her eyes, and just now I 

saw a black ram retreating in a temple.” Looking around him he added: “But where is she?” 

Then Spendius understood that a great disquiet possessed him, and did not venture to speak 

again. 

The trees behind them were still smoking; half-burned carcases of apes dropped from their 

blackened boughs from time to time into the midst of the dishes. Drunken soldiers snored open-

mouthed by the side of the corpses, and those who were not asleep lowered their heads dazzled 

by the light of day. The trampled soil was hidden beneath splashes of red. The elephants poised 

their bleeding trunks between the stakes of their pens. In the open granaries might be seen sacks 

of spilled wheat, below the gate was a thick line of chariots which had been heaped up by the 

Barbarians, and the peacocks perched in the cedars were spreading their tails and beginning to 

utter their cry. 

Matho’s immobility, however, astonished Spendius; he was even paler than he had recently 

been, and he was following something on the horizon with fixed eyeballs, and with both fists 

resting on the edge of the terrace. Spendius crouched down, and so at last discovered at what he 

was gazing. In the distance a golden speck was turning in the dust on the road to Utica; it was the 

nave of a chariot drawn by two mules; a slave was running at the end of the pole, and holding 

them by the bridle. Two women were seated in the chariot. The manes of the animals were 

puffed between the ears after the Persian fashion, beneath a network of blue pearls. Spendius 

recognised them, and restrained a cry. 

A large veil floated behind in the wind. 

  



CHAPTER II AT SICCA 

Two days afterwards the Mercenaries left Carthage. 

They had each received a piece of gold on the condition that they should go into camp at 

Sicca, and they had been told with all sorts of caresses: 

“You are the saviours of Carthage! But you would starve it if you remained there; it would 

become insolvent. Withdraw! The Republic will be grateful to you later for all this 

condescension. We are going to levy taxes immediately; your pay shall be in full, and galleys 

shall be equipped to take you back to your native lands.” 

They did not know how to reply to all this talk. These men, accustomed as they were to war, 

were wearied by residence in a town; there was difficulty in convincing them, and the people 

mounted the walls to see them go away. 

They defiled through the street of Khamon, and the Cirta gate, pell-mell, archers with hoplites, 

captains with soldiers, Lusitanians with Greeks. They marched with a bold step, rattling their 

heavy cothurni on the paving stones. Their armour was dented by the catapult, and their faces 

blackened by the sunburn of battles. Hoarse cries issued from their thick beards, their tattered 

coats of mail flapped upon the pommels of their swords, and through the holes in the brass might 

be seen their naked limbs, as frightful as engines of war. Sarissæ, axes, spears, felt caps and 

bronze helmets, all swung together with a single motion. They filled the street thickly enough to 

have made the walls crack, and the long mass of armed soldiers overflowed between the lofty 

bitumen-smeared houses six storys high. Behind their gratings of iron or reed the women, with 

veiled heads, silently watched the Barbarians pass. 

The terraces, fortifications, and walls were hidden beneath the crowd of Carthaginians, who 

were dressed in garments of black. The sailors’ tunics showed like drops of blood among the 

dark multitude, and nearly naked children, whose skin shone beneath their copper bracelets, 

gesticulated in the foliage of the columns, or amid the branches of a palm tree. Some of the 

Ancients were posted on the platform of the towers, and people did not know why a personage 

with a long beard stood thus in a dreamy attitude here and there. He appeared in the distance 

against the background of the sky, vague as a phantom and motionless as stone. 

All, however, were oppressed with the same anxiety; it was feared that the Barbarians, seeing 

themselves so strong, might take a fancy to stay. But they were leaving with so much good faith 

that the Carthaginians grew bold and mingled with the soldiers. They overwhelmed them with 

protestations and embraces. Some with exaggerated politeness and audacious hypocrisy even 

sought to induce them not to leave the city. They threw perfumes, flowers, and pieces of silver to 

them. They gave them amulets to avert sickness; but they had spit upon them three times to 

attract death, or had enclosed jackal’s hair within them to put cowardice into their hearts. Aloud, 

they invoked Melkarth’s favour, and in a whisper, his curse. 

Then came the mob of baggage, beasts of burden, and stragglers. The sick groaned on the 

backs of dromedaries, while others limped along leaning on broken pikes. The drunkards carried 

leathern bottles, and the greedy quarters of meat, cakes, fruits, butter wrapped in fig leaves, and 

snow in linen bags. Some were to be seen with parasols in their hands, and parrots on their 

shoulders. They had mastiffs, gazelles, and panthers following behind them. Women of Libyan 

race, mounted on asses, inveighed against the Negresses who had forsaken the lupanaria of 

Malqua for the soldiers; many of them were suckling children suspended on their bosoms by 

leathern thongs. The mules were goaded out at the point of the sword, their backs bending 



beneath the load of tents, while there were numbers of serving-men and water-carriers, 

emaciated, jaundiced with fever, and filthy with vermin, the scum of the Carthaginian populace, 

who had attached themselves to the Barbarians. 

When they had passed, the gates were shut behind them, but the people did not descend from 

the walls. The army soon spread over the breadth of the isthmus. 

It parted into unequal masses. Then the lances appeared like tall blades of grass, and finally all 

was lost in a train of dust; those of the soldiers who looked back towards Carthage could now 

only see its long walls with their vacant battlements cut out against the edge of the sky. 

Then the Barbarians heard a great shout. They thought that some from among them (for they 

did not know their own number) had remained in the town, and were amusing themselves by 

pillaging a temple. They laughed a great deal at the idea of this, and then continued their journey. 

They were rejoiced to find themselves, as in former days, marching all together in the open 

country, and some of the Greeks sang the old song of the Mamertines: 

“With my lance and sword I plough and reap; I am master of the house! The disarmed man 

falls at my feet and calls me Lord and Great King.” 

They shouted, they leaped, the merriest began to tell stories; the time of their miseries was 

past. As they arrived at Tunis, some of them remarked that a troop of Balearic slingers was 

missing. They were doubtless not far off; and no further heed was paid to them. 

Some went to lodge in the houses, others camped at the foot of the walls, and the townspeople 

came out to chat with the soldiers. 

During the whole night fires were seen burning on the horizon in the direction of Carthage; the 

light stretched like giant torches across the motionless lake. No one in the army could tell what 

festival was being celebrated. 

On the following day the Barbarians passed through a region that was covered with 

cultivation. The domains of the patricians succeeded one another along the border of the route; 

channels of water flowed through woods of palm; there were long, green lines of olive-trees; 

rose-coloured vapours floated in the gorges of the hills, while blue mountains reared themselves 

behind. A warm wind was blowing. Chameleons were crawling on the broad leaves of the cactus. 

The Barbarians slackened their speed. 

They marched on in isolated detachments, or lagged behind one another at long intervals. 

They ate grapes along the margin of the vines. They lay on the grass and gazed with stupefaction 

upon the large, artificially twisted horns of the oxen, the sheep clothed with skins to protect their 

wool, the furrows crossing one another so as to form lozenges, and the ploughshares like ships’ 

anchors, with the pomegranate trees that were watered with silphium. Such wealth of the soil and 

such inventions of wisdom dazzled them. 

In the evening they stretched themselves on the tents without unfolding them; and thought 

with regret of Hamilcar’s feast, as they fell asleep with their faces towards the stars. 

In the middle of the following day they halted on the bank of a river, amid clumps of rose-

bays. Then they quickly threw aside lances, bucklers and belts. They bathed with shouts, and 

drew water in their helmets, while others drank lying flat on their stomachs, and all in the midst 

of the beasts of burden whose baggage was slipping from them. 

Spendius, who was seated on a dromedary stolen in Hamilcar’s parks, perceived Matho at a 

distance, with his arm hanging against his breast, his head bare, and his face bent down, giving 



his mule drink, and watching the water flow. Spendius immediately ran through the crowd 

calling him, “Master! master!” 

Matho gave him but scant thanks for his blessings, but Spendius paid no heed to this, and 

began to march behind him, from time to time turning restless glances in the direction of 

Carthage. 

He was the son of a Greek rhetor and a Campanian prostitute. He had at first grown rich by 

dealing in women; then, ruined by a shipwreck, he had made war against the Romans with the 

herdsmen of Samnium. He had been taken and had escaped; he had been retaken, and had 

worked in the quarries, panted in the vapour-baths, shrieked under torture, passed through the 

hands of many masters, and experienced every frenzy. At last, one day, in despair, he had flung 

himself into the sea from the top of a trireme where he was working at the oar. Some of 

Hamilcar’s sailors had picked him up when at the point of death, and had brought him to the 

ergastulum of Megara, at Carthage. But, as fugitives were to be given back to the Romans, he 

had taken advantage of the confusion to fly with the soldiers. 

During the whole of the march he remained near Matho; he brought him food, assisted him to 

dismount, and spread a carpet in the evening beneath his head. Matho at last was touched by 

these attentions, and by degrees unlocked his lips. 

He had been born in the gulf of Syrtis. His father had taken him on a pilgrimage to the temple 

of Ammon. Then he had hunted elephants in the forests of the Garamantes. Afterwards he had 

entered the service of Carthage. He had been appointed tetrarch at the capture of Drepanum. The 

Republic owed him four horses, twenty-three medimni of wheat, and a winter’s pay. He feared 

the gods, and wished to die in his native land. 

Spendius spoke to him of his travels, and of the peoples and temples that he had visited. He 

knew many things: he could make sandals, boar-spears and nets; he could tame wild beasts and 

could cook fish. 

Sometimes he would interrupt himself, and utter a hoarse cry from the depths of his throat; 

Matho’s mule would quicken his pace, and others would hasten after them, and then Spendius 

would begin again though still torn with agony. This subsided at last on the evening of the fourth 

day. 

They were marching side by side to the right of the army on the side of a hill; below them 

stretched the plain lost in the vapours of the night. The lines of soldiers also were defiling below, 

making undulations in the shade. From time to time these passed over eminences lit up by the 

moon; then stars would tremble on the points of the pikes, the helmets would glimmer for an 

instant, all would disappear, and others would come on continually. Startled flocks bleated in the 

distance, and a something of infinite sweetness seemed to sink upon the earth. 

Spendius, with his head thrown back and his eyes half-closed, inhaled the freshness of the 

wind with great sighs; he spread out his arms, moving his fingers that he might the better feel the 

cares that streamed over his body. Hopes of vengeance came back to him and transported him. 

He pressed his hand upon his mouth to check his sobs, and half-swooning with intoxication, let 

go the halter of his dromedary, which was proceeding with long, regular steps. Matho had 

relapsed into his former melancholy; his legs hung down to the ground, and the grass made a 

continuous rustling as it beat against his cothurni. 

The journey, however, spread itself out without ever coming to an end. At the extremity of a 

plain they would always reach a round-shaped plateau; then they would descend again into a 

valley, and the mountains which seemed to block up the horizon would, in proportion as they 



were approached, glide as it were from their positions. From time to time a river would appear 

amid the verdure of tamarisks to lose itself at the turning of the hills. Sometimes a huge rock 

would tower aloft like the prow of a vessel or the pedestal of some vanished colossus. 

At regular intervals they met with little quadrangular temples, which served as stations for the 

pilgrims who repaired to Sicca. They were closed like tombs. The Libyans struck great blows 

upon the doors to have them opened. But no one inside responded. 

Then the cultivation became more rare. They suddenly entered upon belts of sand bristling 

with thorny thickets. Flocks of sheep were browsing among the stones; a woman with a blue 

fleece about her waist was watching them. She fled screaming when she saw the soldiers’ pikes 

among the rocks. 

They were marching through a kind of large passage bordered by two chains of reddish 

coloured hillocks, when their nostrils were greeted with a nauseous odour, and they thought that 

they could see something extraordinary on the top of a carob tree: a lion’s head reared itself 

above the leaves. 

They ran thither. It was a lion with his four limbs fastened to a cross like a criminal. His huge 

muzzle fell upon his breast, and his two fore-paws, half-hidden beneath the abundance of his 

mane, were spread out wide like the wings of a bird. His ribs stood severally out beneath his 

distended skin; his hind legs, which were nailed against each other, were raised somewhat, and 

the black blood, flowing through his hair, had collected in stalactites at the end of his tail, which 

hung down perfectly straight along the cross. The soldiers made merry around; they called him 

consul, and Roman citizen, and threw pebbles into his eyes to drive away the gnats. 

But a hundred paces further on they saw two more, and then there suddenly appeared a long 

file of crosses bearing lions. Some had been so long dead that nothing was left against the wood 

but the remains of their skeletons; others which were half eaten away had their jaws twisted into 

horrible grimaces; there were some enormous ones; the shafts of the crosses bent beneath them, 

and they swayed in the wind, while bands of crows wheeled ceaselessly in the air above their 

heads. It was thus that the Carthaginian peasants avenged themselves when they captured a wild 

beast; they hoped to terrify the others by such an example. The Barbarians ceased their laughter, 

and were long lost in amazement. “What people is this,” they thought, “that amuses itself by 

crucifying lions!” 

They were, besides, especially the men of the North, vaguely uneasy, troubled, and already 

sick. They tore their hands with the darts of the aloes; great mosquitoes buzzed in their ears, and 

dysentry was breaking out in the army. They were weary at not yet seeing Sicca. They were 

afraid of losing themselves and of reaching the desert, the country of sands and terrors. Many 

even were unwilling to advance further. Others started back to Carthage. 

At last on the seventh day, after following the base of a mountain for a long time, they turned 

abruptly to the right, and there then appeared a line of walls resting on white rocks and blending 

with them. Suddenly the entire city rose; blue, yellow, and white veils moved on the walls in the 

redness of the evening. These were the priestesses of Tanith, who had hastened hither to receive 

the men. They stood ranged along the rampart, striking tabourines, playing lyres, and shaking 

crotala, while the rays of the sun, setting behind them in the mountains of Numidia, shot between 

the strings of their lyres over which their naked arms were stretched. At intervals their 

instruments would become suddenly still, and a cry would break forth strident, precipitate, 

frenzied, continuous, a sort of barking which they made by striking both corners of the mouth 



with the tongue. Others, more motionless than the Sphynx, rested on their elbows with their 

chins on their hands, and darted their great black eyes upon the army as it ascended. 

Although Sicca was a sacred town it could not hold such a multitude; the temple alone, with 

its appurtenances, occupied half of it. Accordingly the Barbarians established themselves at their 

ease on the plain; those who were disciplined in regular troops, and the rest according to 

nationality or their own fancy. 

The Greeks ranged their tents of skin in parallel lines; the Iberians placed their canvas 

pavilions in a circle; the Gauls made themselves huts of planks; the Libyans cabins of dry stones, 

while the Negroes with their nails hollowed out trenches in the sand to sleep in. Many, not 

knowing where to go, wandered about among the baggage, and at nightfall lay down in their 

ragged mantles on the ground. 

 

The plain, which was wholly bounded by mountains, expanded around them. Here and there a 

palm tree leaned over a sand hill, and pines and oaks flecked the sides of the precipices: 

sometimes the rain of a storm would hang from the sky like a long scarf, while the country 

everywhere was still covered with azure and serenity; then a warm wind would drive before it 

tornadoes of dust, and a stream would descend in cascades from the heights of Sicca, where, with 

its roofing of gold on its columns of brass, rose the temple of the Carthaginian Venus, the 

mistress of the land. She seemed to fill it with her soul. In such convulsions of the soil, such 

alternations of temperature, and such plays of light would she manifest the extravagance of her 

might with the beauty of her eternal smile. The mountains at their summits were crescent-

shaped; others were like women’s bosoms presenting their swelling breasts, and the Barbarians 

felt a heaviness that was full of delight weighing down their fatigues. 

Spendius had bought a slave with the money brought him by his dromedary. The whole day 

long he lay asleep stretched before Matho’s tent. Often he would awake, thinking in his dreams 

that he heard the whistling of the thongs; with a smile he would pass his hands over the scars on 

his legs at the place where the fetters had long been worn, and then he would fall asleep again. 

Matho accepted his companionship, and when he went out Spendius would escort him like a 

lictor with a long sword on his thigh; or perhaps Matho would rest his arm carelessly on the 

other’s shoulder, for Spendius was small. 

One evening when they were passing together through the streets in the camp they perceived 

some men covered with white cloaks; among them was Narr’ Havas, the prince of the 

Numidians. Matho started. 

“Your sword!” he cried; “I will kill him!” 

“Not yet!” said Spendius, restraining him. Narr’ Havas was already advancing towards him. 

He kissed both thumbs in token of alliance, showing nothing of the anger which he had 

experienced at the drunkenness of the feast; then he spoke at length against Carthage, but did not 

say what brought him among the Barbarians. 

“Was it to betray them, or else the Republic?” Spendius asked himself; and as he expected to 

profit by every disorder, he felt grateful to Narr’ Havas for the future perfidies of which he 

suspected him. 

The chief of the Numidians remained amongst the Mercenaries. He appeared desirous of 

attaching Matho to himself. He sent him fat goats, gold dust, and ostrich feathers. The Libyan, 

who was amazed at such caresses, was in doubt whether to respond to them or to become 



exasperated at them. But Spendius pacified him, and Matho allowed himself to be ruled by the 

slave, remaining ever irresolute and in an unconquerable torpor, like those who have once taken 

a draught of which they are to die. 

One morning when all three went out lion-hunting, Narr’ Havas concealed a dagger in his 

cloak. Spendius kept continually behind him, and when they returned the dagger had not been 

drawn. 

Another time Narr’ Havas took them a long way off, as far as the boundaries of his kingdom. 

They came to a narrow gorge, and Narr’ Havas smiled as he declared that he had forgotten the 

way. Spendius found it again. 

But most frequently Matho would go off at sunrise, as melancholy as an augur, to wander 

about the country. He would stretch himself on the sand, and remain there motionless until the 

evening. 

He consulted all the soothsayers in the army one after the other,—those who watch the trail of 

serpents, those who read the stars, and those who breathe upon the ashes of the dead. He 

swallowed galbanum, seseli, and viper’s venom which freezes the heart; Negro women, singing 

barbarous words in the moonlight, pricked the skin of his forehead with golden stylets; he loaded 

himself with necklaces and charms; he invoked in turn Baal-Khamon, Moloch, the seven Kabiri, 

Tanith, and the Venus of the Greeks. He engraved a name upon a copper plate, and buried it in 

the sand at the threshold of his tent. Spendius used to hear him groaning and talking to himself. 

One night he went in. 

Matho, as naked as a corpse, was lying on a lion’s skin flat on his stomach, with his face in 

both his hands; a hanging lamp lit up his armour, which was hooked on to the tent-pole above his 

head. 

“You are suffering?” said the slave to him. “What is the matter with you? Answer me?” And 

he shook him by the shoulder calling him several times, “Master! master!” 

At last Matho lifted large troubled eyes towards him. 

“Listen!” he said in a low voice, and with a finger on his lips. “It is the wrath of the Gods! 

Hamilcar’s daughter pursues me! I am afraid of her, Spendius!” He pressed himself close against 

his breast like a child terrified by a phantom. “Speak to me! I am sick! I want to get well! I have 

tried everything! But you, you perhaps know some stronger gods, or some resistless invocation?” 

“For what purpose?” asked Spendius. 

Striking his head with both his fists, he replied: 

“To rid me of her!” 

Then speaking to himself with long pauses he said: 

“I am no doubt the victim of some holocaust which she has promised to the gods?—She holds 

me fast by a chain which people cannot see. If I walk, it is she that is advancing; when I stop, she 

is resting! Her eyes burn me, I hear her voice. She encompasses me, she penetrates me. It seems 

to me that she has become my soul! 

“And yet between us there are, as it were, the invisible billows of a boundless ocean! She is far 

away and quite inaccessible! The splendour of her beauty forms a cloud of light around her, and 

at times I think that I have never seen her—that she does not exist—and that it is all a dream!” 



Matho wept thus in the darkness; the Barbarians were sleeping. Spendius, as he looked at him, 

recalled the young men who once used to entreat him with golden cases in their hands, when he 

led his herd of courtesans through the towns; a feeling of pity moved him, and he said— 

“Be strong, my master! Summon your will, and beseech the gods no more, for they turn not 

aside at the cries of men! Weeping like a coward! And you are not humiliated that a woman can 

cause you so much suffering?” 

“Am I a child?” said Matho. “Do you think that I am moved by their faces and songs? We kept 

them at Drepanum to sweep out our stables. I have embraced them amid assaults, beneath falling 

ceilings, and while the catapult was still vibrating!—But she, Spendius, she!—” 

The slave interrupted him: 

“If she were not Hanno’s daughter—” 

“No!” cried Matho. “She has nothing in common with the daughters of other men! Have you 

seen her great eyes beneath her great eyebrows, like suns beneath triumphal arches? Think: when 

she appeared all the torches grew pale. Her naked breast shone here and there through the 

diamonds of her necklace; behind her you perceived as it were the odour of a temple, and her 

whole being emitted something that was sweeter than wine and more terrible than death. She 

walked, however, and then she stopped.” 

He remained gaping with his head cast down and his eyeballs fixed. 

“But I want her! I need her! I am dying for her! I am transported with frenzied joy at the 

thought of clasping her in my arms, and yet I hate her, Spendius! I should like to beat her! What 

is to be done? I have a mind to sell myself and become her slave! You have been that! You were 

able to get sight of her; speak to me of her! Every night she ascends to the terrace of her palace, 

does she not? Ah! the stones must quiver beneath her sandals, and the stars bend down to see 

her!” 

He fell back in a perfect frenzy, with a rattling in his throat like a wounded bull. 

Then Matho sang: “He pursued into the forest the female monster, whose tail undulated over 

the dead leaves like a silver brook.” And with lingering tones he imitated Salammbô’s voice, 

while his outspread hands were held like two light hands on the strings of a lyre. 

To all the consolations offered by Spendius, he repeated the same words; their nights were 

spent in these wailings and exhortations. 

Matho sought to drown his thoughts in wine. After his fits of drunkenness he was more 

melancholy still. He tried to divert himself at huckle-bones, and lost the gold plates of his 

necklace one by one. He had himself taken to the servants of the Goddess; but he came down the 

hill sobbing, like one returning from a funeral. 

Spendius, on the contrary, became more bold and gay. He was to be seen in the leafy taverns 

discoursing in the midst of the soldiers. He mended old cuirasses. He juggled with daggers. He 

went and gathered herbs in the fields for the sick. He was facetious, dexterous, full of invention 

and talk; the Barbarians grew accustomed to his services, and he came to be loved by them. 

However, they were awaiting an ambassador from Carthage to bring them mules laden with 

baskets of gold; and ever beginning the same calculation over again, they would trace figures 

with their fingers in the sand. Every one was arranging his life beforehand; they would have 

concubines, slaves, lands; others intended to bury their treasure, or risk it on a vessel. But their 

tempers were provoked by want of employment; there were constant disputes between horse-



soldiers and foot-soldiers, Barbarians and Greeks, while there was a never-ending din of shrill 

female voices. 

Every day men came flocking in nearly naked, and with grass on their heads to protect them 

from the sun; they were the debtors of the rich Carthaginians and had been forced to till the lands 

of the latter, but had escaped. Libyans came pouring in with peasants ruined by the taxes, 

outlaws, and malefactors. Then the horde of traders, all the dealers in wine and oil, who were 

furious at not being paid, laid the blame upon the Republic. Spendius declaimed against it. Soon 

the provisions ran low; and there was talk of advancing in a body upon Carthage, and calling in 

the Romans. 

One evening, at supper-time, dull cracked sounds were heard approaching, and something red 

appeared in the distance among the undulations of the soil. 

It was a large purple litter, adorned with ostrich feathers at the corners. Chains of crystal and 

garlands of pearls beat against the closed hangings. It was followed by camels sounding the great 

bells that hung at their breasts, and having around them horsemen clad from shoulder to heel in 

armour of golden scales. 

They halted three hundred paces from the camp to take their round bucklers, broad swords, 

and Boeotian helmets out of the cases which they carried behind their saddles. Some remained 

with the camels, while the others resumed their march. At last the ensigns of the Republic 

appeared, that is to say, staves of blue wood terminated in horses’ heads or fir cones. The 

Barbarians all rose with applause; the women rushed towards the guards of the Legion and 

kissed their feet. 

The litter advanced on the shoulders of twelve Negroes who walked in step with short, rapid 

strides; they went at random to right or left, being embarrassed by the tent-ropes, the animals that 

were straying about, or the tripods where food was being cooked. Sometimes a fat hand, laden 

with rings, would partially open the litter, and a hoarse voice would utter loud reproaches; then 

the bearers would stop and take a different direction through the camp. 

But the purple curtains were raised, and a human head, impassible and bloated, was seen 

resting on a large pillow; the eyebrows, which were like arches of ebony, met each other at the 

points; golden dust sparkled in the frizzled hair, and the face was so wan that it looked as if it 

had been powdered with marble raspings. The rest of the body was concealed beneath the fleeces 

which filled the litter. 

In the man so reclining the soldiers recognised the Suffet Hanno, he whose slackness had 

assisted to lose the battle of the Ægatian islands; and as to his victory at Hecatompylos over the 

Libyans, even if he did behave with clemency, thought the Barbarians, it was owing to cupidity, 

for he had sold all the captives on his own account, although he had reported their deaths to the 

Republic. 

After seeking for some time a convenient place from which to harangue the soldiers, he made 

a sign; the litter stopped, and Hanno, supported by two slaves, put his tottering feet to the 

ground. 

He wore boots of black felt strewn with silver moons. His legs were swathed in bands like 

those wrapped about a mummy, and the flesh crept through the crossings of the linen; his 

stomach came out beyond the scarlet jacket which covered his thighs; the folds of his neck fell 

down to his breast like the dewlaps of an ox; his tunic, which was painted with flowers, was 

bursting at the arm-pits; he wore a scarf, a girdle, and an ample black cloak with laced double-

sleeves. But the abundance of his garments, his great necklace of blue stones, his golden clasps, 



and heavy earrings only rendered his deformity still more hideous. He might have been taken for 

some big idol rough-hewn in a block of stone; for a pale leprosy, which was spread over his 

whole body, gave him the appearance of an inert thing. His nose, however, which was hooked 

like a vulture’s beak, was violently dilated to breathe in the air, and his little eyes, with their 

gummed lashes, shone with a hard and metallic lustre. He held a spatula of aloe-wood in his 

hand wherewith to scratch his skin. 

At last two heralds sounded their silver horns; the tumult subsided, and Hanno commenced to 

speak. 

He began with an eulogy of the gods and the Republic; the Barbarians ought to congratulate 

themselves on having served it. But they must show themselves more reasonable; times were 

hard, “and if a master has only three olives, is it not right that he should keep two for himself?” 

The old Suffet mingled his speech in this way with proverbs and apologues, nodding his head 

the while to solicit some approval. 

He spoke in Punic, and those surrounding him (the most alert, who had hastened thither 

without their arms), were Campanians, Gauls, and Greeks, so that no one in the crowd 

understood him. Hanno, perceiving this, stopped and reflected, swaying himself heavily from 

one leg to the other. 

It occurred to him to call the captains together; then his heralds shouted the order in Greek, the 

language which, from the time of Xanthippus, had been used for commands in the Carthaginian 

armies. 

The guards dispersed the mob of soldiers with strokes of the whip; and the captains of the 

Spartan phalanxes and the chiefs of the Barbarian cohorts soon arrived with the insignia of their 

rank, and in the armour of their nation. Night had fallen, a great tumult was spreading throughout 

the plain; fires were burning here and there; and the soldiers kept going from one to another 

asking what the matter was, and why the Suffet did not distribute the money? 

He was setting the infinite burdens of the Republic before the captains. Her treasury was 

empty. The tribute to Rome was crushing her. “We are quite at a loss what to do! She is much to 

be pitied!” 

From time to time he would rub his limbs with his aloe-wood spatula, or perhaps he would 

break off to drink a ptisan made of the ashes of a weasel and asparagus boiled in vinegar from a 

silver cup handed to him by a slave; then he would wipe his lips with a scarlet napkin and 

resume: 

“What used to be worth a shekel of silver is now worth three shekels of gold, while the 

cultivated lands which were abandoned during the war bring in nothing! Our purpura fisheries 

are nearly gone, and even pearls are becoming exhorbitant; we have scarcely unguents enough 

for the service of the gods! As for the things of the table, I shall say nothing about them; it is a 

calamity! For want of galleys we are without spices, and it is a matter of great difficulty to 

procure silphium on account of the rebellions on the Cyrenian frontier. Sicily, where so many 

slaves used to be had, is now closed to us! Only yesterday I gave more money for a bather and 

four scullions than I used at one time to give for a pair of elephants!” 

He unrolled a long piece of papyrus; and, without omitting a single figure, read all the 

expenses that the government had incurred; so much for repairing the temples, for paving the 

streets, for the construction of vessels, for the coral-fisheries, for the enlargement of the Syssitia, 

and for engines in the mines in the country of the Cantabrians. 



But the captains understood Punic as little as the soldiers, although the Mercenaries saluted 

one another in that language. It was usual to place a few Carthaginian officers in the Barbarian 

armies to act as interpreters; after the war they had concealed themselves through fear of 

vengeance, and Hanno had not thought of taking them with him; his hollow voice, too, was lost 

in the wind. 

The Greeks, girthed in their iron waist-belts, strained their ears as they strove to guess at his 

words, while the mountaineers, covered with furs like bears, looked at him with distrust, or 

yawned as they leaned on their brass-nailed clubs. The heedless Gauls sneered as they shook 

their lofty heads of hair, and the men of the desert listened motionless, cowled in their garments 

of grey wool; others kept coming up behind; the guards, crushed by the mob, staggered on their 

horses; the Negroes held out burning fir branches at arm’s length; and the big Carthaginian, 

mounted on a grassy hillock, continued his harangue. 

The Barbarians, however, were growing impatient; murmuring arose, and every one 

apostrophized him. Hanno gesticulated with his spatula; and those who wished the others to be 

quiet shouted still more loudly, thereby adding to the din. 

Suddenly a man of mean appearance bounded to Hanno’s feet, snatched up a herald’s trumpet, 

blew it, and Spendius (for it was he) announced that he was going to say something of 

importance. At this declaration, which was rapidly uttered in five different languages, Greek, 

Latin, Gallic, Libyan and Balearic, the captains, half laughing and half surprised, replied: 

“Speak! Speak!” 

Spendius hesitated; he trembled; at last, addressing the Libyans who were the most numerous, 

he said to them: 

“You have all heard this man’s horrible threats!” 

Hanno made no exclamation, therefore he did not understand Libyan; and, to carry on the 

experiment, Spendius repeated the same phrase in the other Barbarian dialects. 

They looked at one another in astonishment; then, as by a tacit agreement, and believing 

perhaps that they had understood, they bent their heads in token of assent. 

Then Spendius began in vehement tones: 

“He said first that all the Gods of the other nations were but dreams besides the Gods of 

Carthage! He called you cowards, thieves, liars, dogs, and the sons of dogs! But for you (he said 

that!) the Republic would not be forced to pay excessive tribute to the Romans; and through your 

excesses you have drained it of perfumes, aromatics, slaves, and silphium, for you are in league 

with the nomads on the Cyrenian frontier! But the guilty shall be punished! He read the 

enumeration of their torments; they shall be made to work at the paving of the streets, at the 

equipment of the vessels, at the adornment of the Syssitia, while the rest shall be sent to scrape 

the earth in the mines in the country of the Cantabrians.” 

Spendius repeated the same statements to the Gauls, Greeks, Campanians and Balearians. The 

Mercenaries, recognising several of the proper names which had met their ears, were convinced 

that he was accurately reporting the Suffet’s speech. A few cried out to him, “You lie!” but their 

voices were drowned in the tumult of the rest; Spendius added: 

“Have you not seen that he has left a reserve of his horse-soldiers outside the camp? At a 

given signal they will hasten hither to slay you all.” 

The Barbarians turned in that direction, and as the crowd was then scattering, there appeared 

in the midst of them, and advancing with the slowness of a phantom, a human being, bent, lean, 



entirely naked, and covered down to his flanks with long hair bristling with dried leaves, dust 

and thorns. About his loins and his knees he had wisps of straw and linen rags; his soft and 

earthy skin hung on his emaciated limbs like tatters on dried boughs; his hands trembled with a 

continuous quivering, and as he walked he leaned on a staff of olive-wood. 

He reached the Negroes who were bearing the torches. His pale gums were displayed in a sort 

of idiotic titter; his large, scared eyes gazed upon the crowd of Barbarians around him. 

But uttering a cry of terror he threw himself behind them, shielding himself with their bodies. 

“There they are! There they are!” he stammered out, pointing to the Suffet’s guards, who were 

motionless in their glittering armour. Their horses, dazzled by the light of the torches which 

crackled in the darkness, were pawing the ground; the human spectre struggled and howled: 

“They have killed them!” 

At these words, which were screamed in Balearic, some Balearians came up and recognised 

him; without answering them he repeated: 

“Yes, all killed, all! crushed like grapes! The fine young men! the slingers! my companions 

and yours!” 

They gave him wine to drink, and he wept; then he launched forth into speech. 

Spendius could scarcely repress his joy, as he explained the horrors related by Zarxas to the 

Greeks and Libyans; he could not believe them, so appropriately did they come in. The 

Balearians grew pale as they learned how their companions had perished. 

It was a troop of three hundred slingers who had disembarked the evening before, and had on 

that day slept too late. When they reached the square of Khamon the Barbarians were gone, and 

they found themselves defenceless, their clay bullets having been put on the camels with the rest 

of the baggage. They were allowed to advance into the street of Satheb as far as the brass 

sheathed oaken gate; then the people with a single impulse had sprung upon them. 

Indeed, the soldiers remembered a great shout; Spendius, who was flying at the head of the 

columns, had not heard it. 

Then the corpses were placed in the arms of the Patæc gods that fringed the temple of 

Khamon. They were upbraided with all the crimes of the Mercenaries; their gluttony, their thefts, 

their impiety, their disdain, and the murder of the fishes in Salammbô’s garden. Their bodies 

were subjected to infamous mutilations; the priests burned their hair in order to torture their 

souls; they were hung up in pieces in the meat-shops; some even buried their teeth in them, and 

in the evening funeral-piles were kindled at the cross-ways to finish them. 

These were the flames that had gleamed from a distance across the lake. But some houses 

having taken fire, any dead or dying that remained were speedily thrown over the walls; Zarxas 

had remained among the reeds on the edge of the lake until the following day; then he had 

wandered about through the country, seeking for the army by the footprints in the dust. In the 

morning he hid himself in caves; in the evening he resumed his march with his bleeding wounds, 

famished, sick, living on roots and carrion; at last one day he perceived lances on the horizon, 

and he had followed them, for his reason was disturbed through his terrors and miseries. 

The indignation of the soldiers, restrained so long as he was speaking, broke forth like a 

tempest; they were going to massacre the guards together with the Suffet. A few interposed, 

saying that they ought to hear him and know at least whether they should be paid. Then they all 

cried: “Our money!” Hanno replied that he had brought it. 



They ran to the outposts, and the Suffet’s baggage arrived in the midst of the tents, pressed 

forward by the Barbarians. Without waiting for the slaves, they very quickly unfastened the 

baskets; in them they found hyacinth robes, sponges, scrapers, brushes, perfumes, and antimony 

pencils for painting the eyes—all belonging to the guards, who were rich men and accustomed to 

such refinements. Next they uncovered a large bronze tub on a camel: it belonged to the Suffet 

who had it for bathing in during his journey; for he had taken all manner of precautions, even 

going so far as to bring caged weasels from Hecatompylos, which were burnt alive to make his 

ptisan. But, as his malady gave him a great appetite, there were also many comestibles and many 

wines, pickle, meats and fishes preserved in honey, with little pots of Commagene, or melted 

goose-fat covered with snow and chopped straw. There was a considerable supply of it; the more 

they opened the baskets the more they found, and laughter arose like conflicting waves. 

As to the pay of the Mercenaries it nearly filled two esparto-grass baskets; there were even 

visible in one of them some of the leathern discs which the Republic used to economise its 

specie; and as the Barbarians appeared greatly surprised, Hanno told them that, their accounts 

being very difficult, the Ancients had not had leisure to examine them. Meanwhile they had sent 

them this. 

Then everything was in disorder and confusion: mules, serving men, litter, provisions, and 

baggage. The soldiers took the coin in the bags to stone Hanno. With great difficulty he was able 

to mount an ass; and he fled, clinging to its hair, howling, weeping, shaken, bruised, and calling 

down the curse of all the gods upon the army. His broad necklace of precious stones rebounded 

up to his ears. His cloak which was too long, and which trailed behind him, he kept on with his 

teeth, and from afar the Barbarians shouted at him, “Begone coward! pig! sink of Moloch! sweat 

your gold and your plague! quicker! quicker!” The routed escort galloped beside him. 

But the fury of the Barbarians did not abate. They remembered that several of them who had 

set out for Carthage had not returned; no doubt they had been killed. So much injustice 

exasperated them, and they began to pull up the stakes of their tents, to roll up their cloaks, and 

to bridle their horses; every one took his helmet and sword, and instantly all was ready. Those 

who had no arms rushed into the woods to cut staves. 

Day dawned; the people of Sicca were roused, and stirring in the streets. “They are going to 

Carthage,” said they, and the rumour of this soon spread through the country. 

From every path and every ravine men arose. Shepherds were seen running down from the 

mountains. 

Then, when the Barbarians had set out, Spendius circled the plain, riding on a Punic stallion, 

and attended by his slave, who led a third horse. 

A single tent remained. Spendius entered it. 

“Up, master! rise! we are departing!” 

“And where are you going?” asked Matho. 

“To Carthage!” cried Spendius. 

Matho bounded upon the horse which the slave held at the door. 

  



CHAPTER III Salammbô 

The moon was rising just above the waves, and on the town which was still wrapped in 

darkness there glittered white and luminous specks:—the pole of a chariot, a dangling rag of 

linen, the corner of a wall, or a golden necklace on the bosom of a god. The glass balls on the 

roofs of the temples beamed like great diamonds here and there. But ill-defined ruins, piles of 

black earth, and gardens formed deeper masses in the gloom, and below Malqua fishermen’s nets 

stretched from one house to another like gigantic bats spreading their wings. The grinding of the 

hydraulic wheels which conveyed water to the highest storys of the palaces, was no longer heard; 

and the camels, lying ostrich fashion on their stomachs, rested peacefully in the middle of the 

terraces. The porters were asleep in the streets on the thresholds of the houses; the shadows of 

the colossuses stretched across the deserted squares; occasionally in the distance the smoke of a 

still burning sacrifice would escape through the bronze tiling, and the heavy breeze would waft 

the odours of aromatics blended with the scent of the sea and the exhalation from the sun-heated 

walls. The motionless waves shone around Carthage, for the moon was spreading her light at 

once upon the mountain-circled gulf and upon the lake of Tunis, where flamingoes formed long 

rose-coloured lines amid the banks of sand, while further on beneath the catacombs the great salt 

lagoon shimmered like a piece of silver. The blue vault of heaven sank on the horizon in one 

direction into the dustiness of the plains, and in the other into the mists of the sea, and on the 

summit of the Acropolis, the pyramidal cypress trees, fringing the temple of Eschmoun, swayed 

murmuring like the regular waves that beat slowly along the mole beneath the ramparts. 

Salammbô ascended to the terrace of her palace, supported by a female slave who carried an 

iron dish filled with live coals. 

In the middle of the terrace there was a small ivory bed covered with lynx skins, and cushions 

made with the feathers of the parrot, a fatidical animal consecrated to the gods; and at the four 

corners rose four long perfuming-pans filled with nard, incense, cinnamomum, and myrrh. The 

slave lit the perfumes. Salammbô looked at the polar star; she slowly saluted the four points of 

heaven, and knelt down on the ground in the azure dust which was strewn with golden stars in 

imitation of the firmament. Then with both elbows against her sides, her fore-arms straight and 

her hands open, she threw back her head beneath the rays of the moon, and said: 

“O Rabetna!—Baalet!—Tanith!” and her voice was lengthened in a plaintive fashion as if 

calling to some one. “Anaïtis! Astarte! Derceto! Astoreth! Mylitta! Athara! Elissa! Tiratha!—By 

the hidden symbols, by the resounding sistra,—by the furrows of the earth,—by the eternal 

silence and by the eternal fruitfulness,—mistress of the gloomy sea and of the azure shores, O 

Queen of the watery world, all hail!” 

She swayed her whole body twice or thrice, and then cast herself face downwards in the dust 

with both arms outstretched. 

But the slave nimbly raised her, for according to the rites someone must catch the suppliant at 

the moment of his prostration; this told him that the gods accepted him, and Salammbô’s nurse 

never failed in this pious duty. 

Some merchants from Darytian Gætulia had brought her to Carthage when quite young, and 

after her enfranchisement she would not forsake her old masters, as was shown by her right ear, 

which was pierced with a large hole. A petticoat of many-coloured stripes fitted closely on her 

hips, and fell to her ankles, where two tin rings clashed together. Her somewhat flat face was 

yellow like her tunic. Silver bodkins of great length formed a sun behind her head. She wore a 



coral button on the nostril, and she stood beside the bed more erect than a Hermes, and with her 

eyelids cast down. 

Salammbô walked to the edge of the terrace; her eyes swept the horizon for an instant, and 

then were lowered upon the sleeping town, while the sigh that she heaved swelled her bosom, 

and gave an undulating movement to the whole length of the long white simar which hung 

without clasp or girdle about her. Her curved and painted sandals were hidden beneath a heap of 

emeralds, and a net of purple thread was filled with her disordered hair. 

But she raised her head to gaze upon the moon, and murmured, mingling her speech with 

fragments of hymns: 

“How lightly turnest thou, supported by the impalpable ether! It brightens about thee, and ’Tis 

the stir of thine agitation that distributes the winds and fruitful dews. According as thou dost wax 

and wane the eyes of cats and spots of panthers lengthen or grow short. Wives shriek thy name in 

the pangs of childbirth! Thou makest the shells to swell, the wine to bubble, and the corpse to 

putrefy! Thou formest the pearls at the bottom of the sea! 

“And every germ, O goddess! ferments in the dark depths of thy moisture. 

“When thou appearest, quietness is spread abroad upon the earth; the flowers close, the waves 

are soothed, wearied man stretches his breast toward thee, and the world with its oceans and 

mountains looks at itself in thy face as in a mirror. Thou art white, gentle, luminous, immaculate, 

helping, purifying, serene!” 

The crescent of the moon was then over the mountain of the Hot Springs, in the hollow formed 

by its two summits, on the other side of the gulf. Below it there was a little star, and all around it 

a pale circle. Salammbô went on: 

“But thou art a terrible mistress!—Monsters, terrifying phantoms, and lying dreams come 

from thee; thine eyes devour the stones of buildings, and the apes are ever ill each time thou 

growest young again. 

“Whither goest thou? Why dost thou change thy forms continually? Now, slender and curved 

thou glidest through space like a mastless galley; and then, amid the stars, thou art like a 

shepherd keeping his flock. Shining and round, thou dost graze the mountain-tops like the wheel 

of a chariot. 

“O Tanith! thou dost love me? I have looked so much on thee! But no! thou sailest through 

thine azure, and I—I remain on the motionless earth. 

“Taanach, take your nebal and play softly on the silver string, for my heart is sad!” 

The slave lifted a sort of harp of ebony wood, taller than herself, and triangular in shape like a 

delta; she fixed the point in a crystal globe, and with both hands began to play. 

The sounds followed one another hurried and deep, like the buzzing of bees, and with 

increasing sonorousness floated away into the night with the complaining of the waves, and the 

rustling of the great trees on the summit of the Acropolis. 

“Hush!” cried Salammbô. 

“What ails you, mistress? The blowing of the breeze, the passing of a cloud, everything 

disquiets you just now!” 

“I do not know,” she said. 

“You are wearied with too long prayers!” 

“Oh! Tanaach, I would fain be dissolved in them like a flower in wine!” 



“Perhaps it is the smoke of your perfumes?” 

“No!” said Salammbô; “the spirit of the gods dwells in fragrant odours.” 

Then the slave spoke to her of her father. It was thought that he had gone towards the amber 

country, behind the pillars of Melkarth. “But if he does not return,” she said, “you must 

nevertheless, since it was his will, choose a husband among the sons of the Ancients, and then 

your grief will pass away in a man’s arms.” 

“Why?” asked the young girl. All those that she had seen had horrified her with their fallow-

deer laughter and their coarse limbs. 

“Sometimes, Tanaach, from the depths of my being there exhale as it were hot fumes heavier 

than the vapours from a volcano. Voices call me, a globe of fire rolls and mounts within my 

bosom, it stifles me, I am at the point of death; and then, something sweet, flowing from my 

brow to my feet, passes through my flesh—it is a caress enfolding me, and I feel myself crushed 

as if some god were stretched upon me. Oh! would that I could lose myself in the mists of the 

night, the waters of the fountains, the sap of the trees, that I could issue from my body, and be 

but a breath, or a ray, and glide, mount up to thee, O Mother!” 

She raised her arms to their full length, arching her form, which in its long garment was as 

pale and light as the moon. Then she fell back, panting, on the ivory couch; but Taanach passed 

an amber necklace with dolphin’s teeth about her neck to banish terrors, and Salammbô said in 

an almost stifled voice: “Go and bring me Schahabarim.” 

Her father had not wished her to enter the college of priestesses, nor even to be made at all 

acquainted with the popular Tanith. He was reserving her for some alliance that might serve his 

political ends; so that Salammbô lived alone in the midst of the palace. Her mother was long 

since dead. 

She had grown up with abstinences, fastings and purifications, always surrounded by grave 

and exquisite things, her body saturated with perfumes, and her soul filled with prayers. She had 

never tasted wine, nor eaten meat, nor touched an unclean animal, nor set her heels in the house 

of death. 

She knew nothing of obscene images, for as each god was manifested in different forms, the 

same principle often received the witness of contradictory cults, and Salammbô worshipped the 

goddess in her sidereal presentation. An influence had descended upon the maiden from the 

moon; when the planet passed diminishing away, Salammbô grew weak. She languished the 

whole day long, and revived at evening. During an eclipse she nearly died. 

But Rabetna, in jealousy, revenged herself for the virginity withdrawn from her sacrifices, and 

she tormented Salammbô with possessions, all the stronger for being vague, which were spread 

through this belief and excited by it. 

Unceasingly was Hamilcar’s daughter disquieted about Tanith. She had learned her 

adventures, her travels, and all her names, which she would repeat without their having any 

distinct signification for her. In order to penetrate into the depths of her dogma, she wished to 

become acquainted, in the most secret part of the temple, with the old idol in the magnificent 

mantle, whereon depended the destinies of Carthage, for the idea of a god did not stand out 

clearly from his representation, and to hold, or even see the image of one, was to take away part 

of his virtue, and in a measure to rule him. 

But Salammbô turned around. She had recognised the sound of the golden bells which 

Schahabarim wore at the hem of his garment. 



He ascended the staircases; then at the threshold of the terrace he stopped and folded his arms. 

His sunken eyes shone like the lamps of a sepulchre; his long thin body floated in its linen 

robe which was weighted by the bells, the latter alternating with balls of emeralds at his heels. 

He had feeble limbs, an oblique skull and a pointed chin; his skin seemed cold to the touch, and 

his yellow face, which was deeply furrowed with wrinkles, was as if it contracted in a longing, in 

an everlasting grief. 

He was the high priest of Tanith, and it was he who had educated Salammbô. 

“Speak!” he said. “What will you?” 

“I hoped—you had almost promised me—” She stammered and was confused; then suddenly: 

“Why do you despise me? what have I forgotten in the rites? You are my master, and you told 

me that no one was so accomplished in the things pertaining to the goddess as I; but there are 

some of which you will not speak. Is it so, O father?” 

Schahabarim remembered Hamilcar’s orders, and replied: 

“No, I have nothing more to teach you!” 

“A genius,” she resumed, “impels me to this love. I have climbed the steps of Eschmoun, god 

of the planets and intelligences; I have slept beneath the golden olive of Melkarth, patron of the 

Tyrian colonies; I have pushed open the doors of Baal-Khamon, the enlightener and fertiliser; I 

have sacrificed to the subterranean Kabiri, to the gods of woods, winds, rivers and mountains; 

but, can you understand? they are all too far away, too high, too insensible, while she—I feel her 

mingled in my life; she fills my soul, and I quiver with inward startings, as though she were 

leaping in order to escape. Methinks I am about to hear her voice, and see her face, lightnings 

dazzle me and then I sink back again into the darkness.” 

Schahabarim was silent. She entreated him with suppliant looks. At last he made a sign for the 

dismissal of the slave, who was not of Chanaanitish race. Taanach disappeared, and 

Schahabarim, raising one arm in the air, began: 

“Before the gods darkness alone was, and a breathing stirred dull and indistinct as the 

conscience of a man in a dream. It contracted, creating Desire and Cloud, and from Desire and 

Cloud there issued primitive Matter. This was a water, muddy, black, icy and deep. It contained 

senseless monsters, incoherent portions of the forms to be born, which are painted on the walls of 

the sanctuaries. 

“Then Matter condensed. It became an egg. It burst. One half formed the earth and the other 

the firmament. Sun, moon, winds and clouds appeared, and at the crash of the thunder intelligent 

creatures awoke. Then Eschmoun spread himself in the starry sphere; Khamon beamed in the 

sun; Melkarth thrust him with his arms behind Gades; the Kabiri descended beneath the 

volcanoes, and Rabetna like a nurse bent over the world pouring out her light like milk, and her 

night like a mantle.” 

“And then?” she said. 

He had related the secret of the origins to her, to divert her from sublimer prospects; but the 

maiden’s desire kindled again at his last words, and Schahabarim, half yielding resumed: 

“She inspires and governs the loves of men.” 

“The loves of men!” repeated Salammbô dreamily. 

“She is the soul of Carthage,” continued the priest; “and although she is everywhere diffused, 

it is here that she dwells, beneath the sacred veil.” 



“O father!” cried Salammbô, “I shall see her, shall I not? you will bring me to her! I had long 

been hesitating; I am devoured with curiosity to see her form. Pity! help me! let us go?” 

He repulsed her with a vehement gesture that was full of pride. 

“Never! Do you not know that it means death? The hermaphrodite Baals are unveiled to us 

alone who are men in understanding and women in weakness. Your desire is sacrilege; be 

satisfied with the knowledge that you possess!” 

She fell upon her knees placing two fingers against her ears in token of repentance; and 

crushed by the priest’s words, and filled at once with anger against him, with terror and 

humiliation, she burst into sobs. Schahabarim remained erect, and more insensible than the 

stones of the terrace. He looked down upon her quivering at his feet, and felt a kind of joy on 

seeing her suffer for his divinity whom he himself could not wholly embrace. The birds were 

already singing, a cold wind was blowing, and little clouds were drifting in the paling sky. 

Suddenly he perceived on the horizon, behind Tunis, what looked like slight mists trailing 

along the ground; then these became a great curtain of dust extending perpendicularly, and, amid 

the whirlwinds of the thronging mass, dromedaries’ heads, lances and shields appeared. It was 

the army of the Barbarians advancing upon Carthage. 

  



CHAPTER IV BENEATH THE WALLS OF CARTHAGE 

Some country people, riding on asses or running on foot, arrived in the town, pale, breathless, 

and mad with fear. They were flying before the army. It had accomplished the journey from 

Sicca in three days, in order to reach Carthage and wholly exterminate it. 

The gates were shut. The Barbarians appeared almost immediately; but they stopped in the 

middle of the isthmus, on the edge of the lake. 

At first they made no hostile announcement. Several approached with palm branches in their 

hands. They were driven back with arrows, so great was the terror. 

In the morning and at nightfall prowlers would sometimes wander along the walls. A little 

man carefully wrapped in a cloak, and with his face concealed beneath a very low visor, was 

especially noticed. He would remain whole hours gazing at the aqueduct, and so persistently that 

he doubtless wished to mislead the Carthaginians as to his real designs. Another man, a sort of 

giant who walked bareheaded, used to accompany him. 

But Carthage was defended throughout the whole breadth of the isthmus: first by a trench, 

then by a grassy rampart, and lastly by a wall thirty cubits high, built of freestone, and in two 

storys. It contained stables for three hundred elephants with stores for their caparisons, shackles, 

and food; other stables again for four thousand horses with supplies of barley and harness, and 

barracks for twenty thousand soldiers with armour and all materials of war. Towers rose from the 

second story, all provided with battlements, and having bronze bucklers hung on cramps on the 

outside. 

This first line of wall gave immediate shelter to Malqua, the sailors’ and dyers’ quarter. Masts 

might be seen whereon purple sails were drying, and on the highest terraces clay furnaces for 

heating the pickle were visible. 

Behind, the lofty houses of the city rose in an ampitheatre of cubical form. They were built of 

stone, planks, shingle, reeds, shells, and beaten earth. The woods belonging to the temples were 

like lakes of verdure in this mountain of diversely-coloured blocks. It was levelled at unequal 

distances by the public squares, and was cut from top to bottom by countless intersecting lanes. 

The enclosures of the three old quarters which are now lost might be distinguished; they rose 

here and there like great reefs, or extended in enormous fronts, blackened, half-covered with 

flowers, and broadly striped by the casting of filth, while streets passed through their yawning 

apertures like rivers beneath bridges. 

The hill of the Acropolis, in the centre of Byrsa, was hidden beneath a disordered array of 

monuments. There were temples with wreathed columns bearing bronze capitals and metal 

chains, cones of dry stones with bands of azure, copper cupolas, marble architraves, Babylonian 

buttresses, obelisks poised on their points like inverted torches. Peristyles reached to pediments; 

volutes were displayed through colonnades; granite walls supported tile partitions; the whole 

mounting, half-hidden, the one above the other in a marvellous and incomprehensible fashion. In 

it might be felt the succession of the ages, and, as it were, the memorials of forgotten fatherlands. 

Behind the Acropolis the Mappalian road, which was lined with tombs, extended through red 

lands in a straight line from the shore to the catacombs; then spacious dwellings occurred at 

intervals in the gardens, and this third quarter, Megara, which was the new town, reached as far 

as the edge of the cliff, where rose a giant pharos that blazed forth every night. 

In this fashion was Carthage displayed before the soldiers quartered in the plain. 



They could recognise the markets and crossways in the distance, and disputed with one 

another as to the sites of the temples. Khamon’s, fronting the Syssitia, had golden tiles; 

Melkarth, to the left of Eschmoun, had branches of coral on its roofing; beyond, Tanith’s copper 

cupola swelled among the palm trees; the dark Moloch was below the cisterns, in the direction of 

the pharos. At the angles of the pediments, on the tops of the walls, at the corners of the squares, 

everywhere, divinities with hideous heads might be seen, colossal or squat, with enormous 

bellies, or immoderately flattened, opening their jaws, extending their arms, and holding forks, 

chains or javelins in their hands; while the blue of the sea stretched away behind the streets 

which were rendered still steeper by the perspective. 

They were filled from morning till evening with a tumultuous people; young boys shaking 

little bells, shouted at the doors of the baths; the shops for hot drinks smoked, the air resounded 

with the noise of anvils, the white cocks, sacred to the Sun, crowed on the terraces, the oxen that 

were being slaughtered bellowed in the temples, slaves ran about with baskets on their heads; 

and in the depths of the porticoes a priest would sometimes appear, draped in a dark cloak, 

barefooted, and wearing a pointed cap. 

The spectacle afforded by Carthage irritated the Barbarians; they admired it and execrated it, 

and would have liked both to annihilate it and to dwell in it. But what was there in the Military 

Harbour defended by a triple wall? Then behind the town, at the back of Megara, and higher than 

the Acropolis, appeared Hamilcar’s palace. 

Matho’s eyes were directed thither every moment. He would ascend the olive trees and lean 

over with his hand spread out above his eyebrows. The gardens were empty, and the red door 

with its black cross remained constantly shut. 

More than twenty times he walked round the ramparts, seeking some breach by which he 

might enter. One night he threw himself into the gulf and swam for three hours at a stretch. He 

reached the foot of the Mappalian quarter and tried to climb up the face of the cliff. He covered 

his knees with blood, broke his nails, and then fell back into the waves and returned. 

His impotence exasperated him. He was jealous of this Carthage which contained Salammbô, 

as if of some one who had possessed her. His nervelessness left him to be replaced by a mad and 

continual eagerness for action. With flaming cheek, angry eyes, and hoarse voice, he would walk 

with rapid strides through the camp; or seated on the shore he would scour his great sword with 

sand. He shot arrows at the passing vultures. His heart overflowed into frenzied speech. 

“Give free course to your wrath like a runaway chariot,” said Spendius. “Shout, blaspheme, 

ravage and slay. Grief is allayed with blood, and since you cannot sate your love, gorge your 

hate; it will sustain you!” 

Matho resumed the command of his soldiers. He drilled them pitilessly. He was respected for 

his courage and especially for his strength. Moreover he inspired a sort of mystic dread, and it 

was believed that he conversed at night with phantoms. The other captains were animated by his 

example. The army soon grew disciplined. From their houses the Carthaginians could hear the 

bugle-flourishes that regulated their exercises. At last the Barbarians drew near. 

To crush them in the isthmus it would have been necessary for two armies to take them 

simultaneously in the rear, one disembarking at the end of the gulf of Utica, and the second at the 

mountain of the Hot Springs. But what could be done with the single sacred Legion, mustering at 

most six thousand men? If the enemy bent towards the east they would join the nomads and 

intercept the commerce of the desert. If they fell back to the west, Numidia would rise. Finally, 

lack of provisions would sooner or later lead them to devastate the surrounding country like 



grasshoppers, and the rich trembled for their fine country-houses, their vineyards and their 

cultivated lands. 

Hanno proposed atrocious and impracticable measures, such as promising a heavy sum for 

every Barbarian’s head, or setting fire to their camp with ships and machines. His colleague 

Gisco, on the other hand, wished them to be paid. But the Ancients detested him owing to his 

popularity; for they dreaded the risk of a master, and through terror of monarchy strove to 

weaken whatever contributed to it or might re-establish it. 

Outside the fortification there were people of another race and of unknown origin, all hunters 

of the porcupine, and eaters of shell-fish and serpents. They used to go into caves to catch hyenas 

alive, and amuse themselves by making them run in the evening on the sands of Megara between 

the stelæ of the tombs. Their huts, which were made of mud and wrack, hung on the cliff like 

swallows’ nests. There they lived, without government and without gods, pell-mell, completely 

naked, at once feeble and fierce, and execrated by the people of all time on account of their 

unclean food. One morning the sentries perceived that they were all gone. 

At last some members of the Great Council arrived at a decision. They came to the camp 

without necklaces or girdles, and in open sandals like neighbours. They walked at a quiet pace, 

waving salutations to the captains, or stopped to speak to the soldiers, saying that all was finished 

and that justice was about to be done to their claims. 

Many of them saw a camp of Mercenaries for the first time. Instead of the confusion which 

they had pictured to themselves, there prevailed everywhere terrible silence and order. A grassy 

rampart formed a lofty wall round the army immovable by the shock of catapults. The ground in 

the streets was sprinkled with fresh water; through the holes in the tents they could perceive 

tawny eyeballs gleaming in the shade. The piles of pikes and hanging panoplies dazzled them 

like mirrors. They conversed in low tones. They were afraid of upsetting something with their 

long robes. 

The soldiers requested provisions, undertaking to pay for them out of the money that was due. 

Oxen, sheep, guinea fowl, fruit and lupins were sent to them, with smoked scombri, that 

excellent scombri which Carthage dispatched to every port. But they walked scornfully around 

the magnificent cattle, and disparaging what they coveted, offered the worth of a pigeon for a 

ram, or the price of a pomegranate for three goats. The Eaters of Uncleanness came forward as 

arbitrators, and declared that they were being duped. Then they drew their swords with threats to 

slay. 

Commissaries of the Great Council wrote down the number of years for which pay was due to 

each soldier. But it was no longer possible to know how many Mercenaries had been engaged, 

and the Ancients were dismayed at the enormous sum which they would have to pay. The 

reserve of silphium must be sold, and the trading towns taxed; the Mercenaries would grow 

impatient; Tunis was already with them; and the rich, stunned by Hanno’s ragings and his 

colleague’s reproaches, urged any citizens who might know a Barbarian to go to see him 

immediately in order to win back his friendship, and to speak him fair. Such a show of 

confidence would soothe them. 

Traders, scribes, workers in the arsenal, and whole families visited the Barbarians. 

The soldiers allowed all the Carthaginians to come in, but by a single passage so narrow that 

four men abreast jostled one another in it. Spendius, standing against the barrier, had them 

carefully searched; facing him Matho was examining the multitude, trying to recognise some one 

whom he might have seen at Salammbô’s palace. 



The camp was like a town, so full of people and of movement was it. The two distinct crowds 

mingled without blending, one dressed in linen or wool, with felt caps like fir-cones, and the 

other clad in iron and wearing helmets. Amid serving men and itinerant vendors there moved 

women of all nations, as brown as ripe dates, as greenish as olives, as yellow as oranges, sold by 

sailors, picked out of dens, stolen from caravans, taken in the sacking of towns, women that were 

jaded with love so long as they were young, and plied with blows when they were old, and that 

died in routs on the roadsides among the baggage and the abandoned beasts of burden. The wives 

of the nomads had square, tawny robes of dromedary’s hair swinging at their heels; musicians 

from Cyrenaica, wrapped in violet gauze and with painted eyebrows, sang, squatting on mats; 

old Negresses with hanging breasts gathered the animals’ dung that was drying in the sun to light 

their fires; the Syracusan women had golden plates in their hair; the Lusitanians had necklaces of 

shells; the Gauls wore wolf skins upon their white bosoms; and sturdy children, vermin-covered, 

naked and uncircumcised, butted with their heads against passers-by, or came behind them like 

young tigers to bite their hands. 

The Carthaginians walked through the camp, surprised at the quantities of things with which it 

was running over. The most miserable were melancholy, and the rest dissembled their anxiety. 

The soldiers struck them on the shoulder, and exhorted them to be gay. As soon as they saw 

any one, they invited him to their amusements. If they were playing at discus, they would 

manage to crush his feet, or if at boxing to fracture his jaw with the very first blow. The slingers 

terrified the Carthaginians with their slings, the Psylli with their vipers, and the horsemen with 

their horses, while their victims, addicted as they were to peaceful occupations, bent their heads 

and tried to smile at all these outrages. Some, in order to show themselves brave, made signs that 

they should like to become soldiers. They were set to split wood and to curry mules. They were 

buckled up in armour, and rolled like casks through the streets of the camp. Then, when they 

were about to leave, the Mercenaries plucked out their hair with grotesque contortions. 

But many, from foolishness or prejudice, innocently believed that all the Carthaginians were 

very rich, and they walked behind them entreating them to grant them something. They requested 

everything that they thought fine: a ring, a girdle, sandals, the fringe of a robe, and when the 

despoiled Carthaginian cried—“But I have nothing left. What do you want?” they would reply, 

“Your wife!” Others even said, “Your life!” 

The military accounts were handed to the captains, read to the soldiers, and definitively 

approved. Then they claimed tents; they received them. Next the polemarchs of the Greeks 

demanded some of the handsome suits of armour that were manufactured at Carthage; the Great 

Council voted sums of money for their purchase. But it was only fair, so the horsemen pretended, 

that the Republic should indemnify them for their horses; one had lost three at such a siege, 

another, five during such a march, another, fourteen in the precipices. Stallions from 

Hecatompylos were offered to them, but they preferred money. 

Next they demanded that they should be paid in money (in pieces of money, and not in 

leathern coins) for all the corn that was owing to them, and at the highest price that it had fetched 

during the war; so that they exacted four hundred times as much for a measure of meal as they 

had given for a sack of wheat. Such injustice was exasperating; but it was necessary, 

nevertheless, to submit. 

Then the delegates from the soldiers and from the Great Council swore renewed friendship by 

the Genius of Carthage and the gods of the Barbarians. They exchanged excuses and caresses 



with oriental demonstrativeness and verbosity. Then the soldiers claimed, as a proof of 

friendship, the punishment of those who had estranged them from the Republic. 

Their meaning, it was pretended, was not understood, and they explained themselves more 

clearly by saying that they must have Hanno’s head. 

Several times a day, they left their camp, and walked along the foot of the walls, shouting a 

demand that the Suffet’s head should be thrown to them, and holding out their robes to receive it. 

The Great Council would perhaps have given way but for a last exaction, more outrageous 

than the rest; they demanded maidens, chosen from illustrious families, in marriage for their 

chiefs. It was an idea which had emanated from Spendius, and which many thought most simple 

and practicable. But the assumption of their desire to mix with Punic blood made the people 

indignant; and they were bluntly told that they were to receive no more. Then they exclaimed 

that they had been deceived, and that if their pay did not arrive within three days, they would 

themselves go and take it in Carthage. 

The bad faith of the Mercenaries was not so complete as their enemies thought. Hamilcar had 

made them extravagant promises, vague, it is true, but at the same time solemn and reiterated. 

They might have believed that when they disembarked at Carthage the town would be abandoned 

to them, and that they should have treasures divided among them; and when they saw that 

scarcely their wages would be paid, the disillusion touched their pride no less than their greed. 

Had not Dionysius, Pyrrhus, Agathocles, and the generals of Alexander furnished examples of 

marvellous good fortune? Hercules, whom the Chanaanites confounded with the sun, was the 

ideal which shone on the horizon of armies. They knew that simple soldiers had worn diadems, 

and the echoes of crumbling empires would furnish dreams to the Gaul in his oak forest, to the 

Ethiopian amid his sands. But there was a nation always ready to turn courage to account; and 

the robber driven from his tribe, the patricide wandering on the roads, the perpetrator of sacrilege 

pursued by the gods, all who were starving or in despair strove to reach the port where the 

Carthaginian broker was recruiting soldiers. Usually the Republic kept its promises. This time, 

however, the eagerness of its avarice had brought it into perilous disgrace. Numidians, Libyans, 

the whole of Africa was about to fall upon Carthage. Only the sea was open to it, and there it met 

with the Romans; so that, like a man assailed by murderers, it felt death all around it. 

It was quite necessary to have recourse to Gisco, and the Barbarians accepted his intervention. 

One morning they saw the chains of the harbour lowered, and three flat-bottomed boats passing 

through the canal of Tænia entered the lake. 

Gisco was visible on the first at the prow. Behind him rose an enormous chest, higher than a 

catafalque, and furnished with rings like hanging crowns. Then appeared the legion of 

interpreters, with their hair dressed like sphinxes, and with parrots tattooed on their breasts. 

Friends and slaves followed, all without arms, and in such numbers that they shouldered one 

another. The three long, dangerously-loaded barges advanced amid the shouts of the onlooking 

army. 

As soon as Gisco disembarked the soldiers ran to him. He had a sort of tribune erected with 

knapsacks, and declared that he should not depart before he had paid them all in full. 

There was an outburst of applause, and it was a long time before he was able to speak. 

Then he censured the wrongs done to the Republic, and to the Barbarians; the fault lay with a 

few mutineers who had alarmed Carthage by their violence. The best proof of good intention on 

the part of the latter was that it was he, the eternal adversary of the Suffet Hanno, who was sent 



to them. They must not credit the people with the folly of desiring to provoke brave men, nor 

with ingratitude enough not to recognise their services; and Gisco began to pay the soldiers, 

commencing with the Libyans. As they had declared that the lists were untruthful, he made no 

use of them. 

They defiled before him according to nationality, opening their fingers to show the number of 

their years of service; they were marked in succession with green paint on the left arm; the 

scribes dipped into the yawning coffer, while others made holes with a style on a sheet of lead. 

A man passed walking heavily like an ox. 

“Come up beside me,” said the Suffet, suspecting some fraud; “how many years have you 

served?” 

“Twelve,” replied the Libyan. 

Gisco slipped his fingers under his chin, for the chin-piece of the helmet used in course of time 

to occasion two callosities there; these were called carobs, and “to have the carobs” was an 

expression used to denote a veteran. 

“Thief!” exclaimed the Suffet, “your shoulders ought to have what your face lacks!” and 

tearing off his tunic he laid bare is back which was covered with a bleeding scab; he was a 

labourer from Hippo-Zarytus. Hootings were raised, and he was decapitated. 

As soon as night fell, Spendius went and roused the Libyans, and said to them: 

“When the Ligurians, Greeks, Balearians, and men of Italy are paid, they will return. But as 

for you, you will remain in Africa, scattered through your tribes, and without any means of 

defence! It will be then that the Republic will take its revenge! Mistrust the journey! Are you 

going to believe everything that is said? Both the Suffets are agreed, and this one is imposing on 

you! Remember the Island of Bones, and Xanthippus, whom they sent back to Sparta in a rotten 

galley!” 

“How are we to proceed?” they asked. 

“Reflect!” said Spendius. 

The two following days were spent in paying the men of Magdala, Leptis, and Hecatompylos; 

Spendius went about among the Gauls. 

“They are paying off the Libyans, and then they will discharge the Greeks, the Balearians, the 

Asiatics and all the rest! But you, who are few in number, will receive nothing! You will see 

your native lands no more! You will have no ships, and they will kill you to save your food!” 

The Gauls came to the Suffet. Autaritus, he whom he had wounded at Hamilcar’s palace, put 

questions to him, but was repelled by the slaves, and disappeared swearing he would be 

revenged. 

The demands and complaints multiplied. The most obstinate penetrated at night into the 

Suffet’s tent; they took his hands and sought to move him by making him feel their toothless 

mouths, their wasted arms, and the scars of their wounds. Those who had not yet been paid were 

growing angry, those who had received the money demanded more for their horses; and 

vagabonds and outlaws assumed soldiers’ arms and declared that they were being forgotten. 

Every minute there arrived whirlwinds of men, as it were; the tents strained and fell; the 

multitude, thick pressed between the ramparts of the camp, swayed with loud shouts from the 

gates to the centre. When the tumult grew excessively violent Gisco would rest one elbow on his 

ivory sceptre and stand motionless looking at the sea with his fingers buried in his beard. 



Matho frequently went off to speak with Spendius; then he would again place himself in front 

of the Suffet, and Gisco could feel his eyes continually like two flaming phalaricas darted against 

him. Several times they hurled reproaches at each other over the heads of the crowd, but without 

making themselves heard. The distribution, meanwhile, continued, and the Suffet found 

expedients to remove every obstacle. 

The Greeks tried to quibble about differences in currency, but he furnished them with such 

explanations that they retired without a murmur. The Negroes demanded white shells such as are 

used for trading in the interior of Africa, but when he offered to send to Carthage for them they 

accepted money like the rest. 

But the Balearians had been promised something better, namely, women. The Suffet replied 

that a whole caravan of maidens was expected for them, but the journey was long and would 

require six moons more. When they were fat and well rubbed with benjamin they should be sent 

in ships to the ports of the Balearians. 

Suddenly Zarxas, now handsome and vigorous, leaped like a mountebank upon the shoulders 

of his friends and cried: 

“Have you reserved any of them for the corpses?” at the same time pointing to the gate of 

Khamon in Carthage. 

The brass plates with which it was furnished from top to bottom shone in the sun’s latest fires, 

and the Barbarians believed that they could discern on it a trail of blood. Every time that Gisco 

wished to speak their shouts began again. At last he descended with measured steps, and shut 

himself up in his tent. 

When he left it at sunrise his interpreters, who used to sleep outside, did not stir; they lay on 

their backs with their eyes fixed, their tongues between their teeth, and their faces of a bluish 

colour. White mucus flowed from their nostrils, and their limbs were stiff, as if they had all been 

frozen by the cold during the night. Each had a little noose of rushes round his neck. 

From that time onward the rebellion was unchecked. The murder of the Balearians which had 

been recalled by Zarxas strengthened the distrust inspired by Spendius. They imagined that the 

Republic was always trying to deceive them. An end must be put to it! The interpreters should be 

dispensed with! Zarxas sang war songs with a sling around his head; Autaritus brandished his 

great sword; Spendius whispered a word to one or gave a dagger to another. The boldest 

endeavoured to pay themselves, while those who were less frenzied wished to have the 

distribution continued. No one now relinquished his arms, and the anger of all combined into a 

tumultuous hatred of Gisco. 

Some got up beside him. So long as they vociferated abuse they were listened to with 

patience; but if they tried to utter the least word in his behalf they were immediately stoned, or 

their heads were cut off by a sabre-stroke from behind. The heap of knapsacks was redder than 

an altar. 

They became terrible after their meal and when they had drunk wine! This was an enjoyment 

forbidden in the Punic armies under pain of death, and they raised their cups in the direction of 

Carthage in derision of its discipline. Then they returned to the slaves of the exchequer and again 

began to kill. The word strike, though different in each language, was understood by all. 

Gisco was well aware that he was being abandoned by his country; but in spite of its 

ingratitude he would not dishonour it. When they reminded him that they had been promised 



ships, he swore by Moloch to provide them himself at his own expense, and pulling off his 

necklace of blue stones he threw it into the crowd as the pledge of his oath. 

Then the Africans claimed the corn in accordance with the engagements made by the Great 

Council. Gisco spread out the accounts of the Syssitia traced in violet pigment on sheep skins; 

and read out all that had entered Carthage month by month and day by day. 

Suddenly he stopped with gaping eyes, as if he had just discovered his sentence of death 

among the figures. 

The Ancients had, in fact, fraudulently reduced them, and the corn sold during the most 

calamitous period of the war was set down at so low a rate that, blindness apart, it was 

impossible to believe it. 

“Speak!” they shouted. “Louder! Ah! he is trying to lie, the coward! Don’t trust him.” 

For some time he hesitated. At last he resumed his task. 

The soldiers, without suspecting that they were being deceived, accepted the accounts of the 

Syssitia as true. But the abundance that had prevailed at Carthage made them furiously jealous. 

They broke open the sycamore chest; it was three parts empty. They had seen such sums coming 

out of it, that they thought it inexhaustible; Gisco must have buried some in his tent. They scaled 

the knapsacks. Matho led them, and as they shouted “The money! the money!” Gisco at last 

replied: 

“Let your general give it to you!” 

He looked them in the face without speaking, with his great yellow eyes, and his long face that 

was paler than his beard. An arrow, held by its feathers, hung from the large gold ring in his ear, 

and a stream of blood was trickling from his tiara upon his shoulder. 

At a gesture from Matho all advanced. Gisco held out his arms; Spendius tied his wrists with a 

slip knot; another knocked him down, and he disappeared amid the disorder of the crowd which 

was stumbling over the knapsacks. 

They sacked his tent. Nothing was found in it except things indispensable to life; and, on a 

closer search, three images of Tanith, and, wrapped up in an ape’s skin, a black stone which had 

fallen from the moon. Many Carthaginians had chosen to accompany him; they were eminent 

men, and all belonged to the war party. 

They were dragged outside the tents and thrown into the pit used for the reception of filth. 

They were tied with iron chains around the body to solid stakes, and were offered food at the 

point of the javelin. 

Autaritus overwhelmed them with invectives as he inspected them, but being quite ignorant of 

his language they made no reply; and the Gaul from time to time threw pebbles at their faces to 

make them cry out. 

 

The next day a sort of languor took possession of the army. Now that their anger was over 

they were seized with anxiety. Matho was suffering from vague melancholy. It seemed to him 

that Salammbô had indirectly been insulted. These rich men were a kind of appendage to her 

person. He sat down in the night on the edge of the pit, and recognised in their groanings 

something of the voice of which his heart was full. 

All, however, upbraided the Libyans, who alone had been paid. But while national antipathies 

revived, together with personal hatreds, it was felt that it would be perilous to give way to them. 



Reprisals after such an outrage would be formidable. It was necessary, therefore, to anticipate the 

vengeance of Carthage. Conventions and harangues never ceased. Every one spoke, no one was 

listened to; Spendius, usually so loquacious, shook his head at every proposal. 

One evening he asked Matho carelessly whether there were not springs in the interior of the 

town. 

“Not one!” replied Matho. 

The next day Spendius drew him aside to the bank of the lake. 

“Master!” said the former slave, “If your heart is dauntless, I will bring you into Carthage.” 

“How?” repeated the other, panting. 

“Swear to execute all my commands and to follow me like a shadow!” 

Then Matho, raising his arm towards the planet of Chabar, exclaimed: 

“By Tanith, I swear!” 

Spendius resumed: 

“To-morrow after sunset you will wait for me at the foot of the aqueduct between the ninth 

and tenth arcades. Bring with you an iron pick, a crestless helmet, and leathern sandals.” 

The aqueduct of which he spoke crossed the entire isthmus obliquely,—a considerable work, 

afterwards enlarged by the Romans. In spite of her disdain of other nations, Carthage had 

awkwardly borrowed this novel invention from them, just as Rome herself had built Punic 

galleys; and five rows of superposed arches, of a dumpy kind of architecture, with buttresses at 

their foot and lions’ heads at the top, reached to the western part of the Acropolis, where they 

sank beneath the town to incline what was nearly a river into the cisterns of Megara. 

Spendius met Matho here at the hour agreed upon. He fastened a sort of harpoon to the end of 

a cord and whirled it rapidly like a sling; the iron instrument caught fast, and they began to climb 

up the wall, the one after the other. 

But when they had ascended to the first story the cramp fell back every time that they threw it, 

and in order to discover some fissure they had to walk along the edge of the cornice. At every 

row of arches they found that it became narrower. Then the cord relaxed. Several times it nearly 

broke. 

At last they reached the upper platform. Spendius stooped down from time to time to feel the 

stones with his hand. 

“Here it is,” he said; “let us begin!” And leaning on the pick which Matho had brought they 

succeeded in dislodging one of the flagstones. 

In the distance they perceived a troop of horse-men galloping on horses without bridles. Their 

golden bracelets leaped in the vague drapings of their cloaks. A man could be seen in front 

crowned with ostrich feathers, and galloping with a lance in each hand. 

“Narr’ Havas!” exclaimed Matho. 

“What matter?” returned Spendius, and he leaped into the hole which they had just made by 

removing the flagstone. 

Matho at his command tried to thrust out one of the blocks. But he could not move his elbows 

for want of room. 

“We shall return,” said Spendius; “go in front.” Then they ventured into the channel of water. 



It reached to their waists. Soon they staggered, and were obliged to swim. Their limbs 

knocked against the walls of the narrow duct. The water flowed almost immediately beneath the 

stones above, and their faces were torn by them. Then the current carried them away. Their 

breasts were crushed with air heavier than that of a sepulchre, and stretching themselves out as 

much as possible with their heads between their arms and their legs close together, they passed 

like arrows into the darkness, choking, gurgling, and almost dead. Suddenly all became black 

before them, and the speed of the waters redoubled. They fell. 

When they came to the surface again, they remained for a few minutes extended on their 

backs, inhaling the air delightfully. Arcades, one behind another, opened up amid large walls 

separating the various basins. All were filled, and the water stretched in a single sheet throughout 

the length of the cisterns. Through the air-holes in the cupolas on the ceiling there fell a pale 

brightness which spread upon the waves discs, as it were, of light, while the darkness round 

about thickened towards the walls and threw them back to an indefinite distance. The slightest 

sound made a great echo. 

Spendius and Matho commenced to swim again, and passing through the opening of the 

arches, traversed several chambers in succession. Two other rows of smaller basins extended in a 

parallel direction on each side. They lost themselves; they turned, and came back again. At last 

something offered a resistance to their heels. It was the pavement of the gallery that ran along the 

cisterns. 

Then, advancing with great precautions, they felt along the wall to find an outlet. But their feet 

slipped, and they fell into the great centre-basins. They had to climb up again, and there they fell 

again. They experienced terrible fatigue, which made them feel as if all their limbs had been 

dissolved in the water while swimming. Their eyes closed; they were in the agonies of death. 

Spendius struck his hand against the bars of a grating. They shook it, it gave way, and they 

found themselves on the steps of a staircase. A door of bronze closed it above. With the point of 

a dagger they moved the bar, which was opened from without, and suddenly the pure open air 

surrounded them. 

The night was filled with silence, and the sky seemed at an extraordinary height. Clusters of 

trees projected over the long lines of walls. The whole town was asleep. The fires of the outposts 

shone like lost stars. 

Spendius, who had spent three years in the ergastulum, was but imperfectly acquainted with 

the different quarters. Matho conjectured that to reach Hamilcar’s palace they ought to strike to 

the left and cross the Mappalian district. 

“No,” said Spendius, “take me to the temple of Tanith.” 

Matho wished to speak. 

“Remember!” said the former slave, and raising his arm he showed him the glittering planet of 

Chabar. 

Then Matho turned in silence towards the Acropolis. 

They crept along the nopal hedges which bordered the paths. The water trickled from their 

limbs upon the dust. Their damp sandals made no noise; Spendius, with eyes that flamed more 

than torches, searched the bushes at every step;—and he walked behind Matho with his hands 

resting on the two daggers which he carried on his arms, and which hung from below the armpit 

by a leathern band. 

  



CHAPTER V TANITH 

After leaving the gardens Matho and Spendius found themselves checked by the rampart of 

Megara. But they discovered a breach in the great wall and passed through. 

The ground sloped downwards, forming a kind of very broad valley. It was an exposed place. 

“Listen,” said Spendius, “and first of all fear nothing! I shall fulfil my promise—” 

He stopped abruptly, and seemed to reflect as though searching for words,—“Do you 

remember that time at sunrise when I showed Carthage to you on Salammbô’s terrace? We were 

strong that day, but you would listen to nothing!” Then in a grave voice: “Master, in the 

sanctuary of Tanith there is a mysterious veil, which fell from heaven and which covers the 

goddess.” 

“I know,” said Matho. 

Spendius resumed: “It is itself divine, for it forms part of her. The gods reside where their 

images are. It is because Carthage possesses it that Carthage is powerful.” Then leaning over to 

his ear: “I have brought you with me to carry it off!” 

Matho recoiled in horror. “Begone! look for some one else! I will not help you in this 

execrable crime!” 

“But Tanith is your enemy,” retorted Spendius; “she is persecuting you and you are dying 

through her wrath. You will be revenged upon her. She will obey you, and you will become 

almost immortal and invincible.” 

Matho bent his head. Spendius continued: 

“We should succumb; the army would be annihilated of itself. We have neither flight, nor 

succour, nor pardon to hope for! What chastisement from the gods can you be afraid of since you 

will have their power in your own hands? Would you rather die on the evening of a defeat, in 

misery beneath the shelter of a bush, or amid the outrages of the populace and the flames of 

funeral piles? Master, one day you will enter Carthage among the colleges of the pontiffs, who 

will kiss your sandals; and if the veil of Tanith weighs upon you still, you will reinstate it in its 

temple. Follow me! come and take it.” 

Matho was consumed by a terrible longing. He would have liked to possess the veil while 

refraining from the sacrilege. He said to himself that perhaps it would not be necessary to take it 

in order to monopolise its virtue. He did not go to the bottom of his thought but stopped at the 

boundary, where it terrified him. 

“Come on!” he said; and they went off with rapid strides, side by side, and without speaking. 

The ground rose again, and the dwellings were near. They turned again into the narrow streets 

amid the darkness. The strips of esparto-grass with which the doors were closed, beat against the 

walls. Some camels were ruminating in a square before heaps of cut grass. Then they passed 

beneath a gallery covered with foliage. A pack of dogs were barking. But suddenly the space 

grew wider and they recognised the western face of the Acropolis. At the foot of Byrsa there 

stretched a long black mass: it was the temple of Tanith, a whole made up of monuments and 

galleries, courts and fore-courts, and bounded by a low wall of dry stones. Spendius and Matho 

leaped over it. 

This first barrier enclosed a wood of plane-trees as a precaution against plague and infection in 

the air. Tents were scattered here and there, in which, during the daytime, depilatory pastes, 



perfumes, garments, moon-shaped cakes, and images of the goddess with representations of the 

temple hollowed out in blocks of alabaster, were on sale. 

They had nothing to fear, for on nights when the planet did not appear, all rites were 

suspended; nevertheless Matho slackened his speed, and stopped before the three ebony steps 

leading to the second enclosure. 

“Forward!” said Spendius. 

Pomegranate, almond trees, cypresses and myrtles alternated in regular succession; the path, 

which was paved with blue pebbles, creaked beneath their footsteps, and full-blown roses formed 

a hanging bower over the whole length of the avenue. They arrived before an oval hole protected 

by a grating. Then Matho, who was frightened by the silence, said to Spendius: 

“It is here that they mix the fresh water and the bitter.” 

“I have seen all that,” returned the former slave, “in Syria, in the town of Maphug”; and they 

ascended into the third enclosure by a staircase of six silver steps. 

A huge cedar occupied the centre. Its lowest branches were hidden beneath scraps of material 

and necklaces hung upon them by the faithful. They walked a few steps further on, and the front 

of the temple was displayed before them. 

Two long porticoes, with their architraves resting on dumpy pillars, flanked a quadrangular 

tower, the platform of which was adorned with the crescent of a moon. On the angles of the 

porticoes and at the four corners of the tower stood vases filled with kindled aromatics. The 

capitals were laden with pomegranates and coloquintidas. Twining knots, lozenges, and rows of 

pearls alternated on the walls, and a hedge of silver filigree formed a wide semicircle in front of 

the brass staircase which led down from the vestibule. 

There was a cone of stone at the entrance between a stela of gold and one of emerald, and 

Matho kissed his right hand as he passed beside it. 

The first room was very lofty; its vaulted roof was pierced by numberless apertures, and if the 

head were raised the stars might be seen. All round the wall rush baskets were heaped up with 

the first fruits of adolescence in the shape of beards and curls of hair; and in the centre of the 

circular apartment the body of a woman issued from a sheath which was covered with breasts. 

Fat, bearded, and with eyelids downcast, she looked as though she were smiling, while her hands 

were crossed upon the lower part of her big body, which was polished by the kisses of the crowd. 

Then they found themselves again in the open air in a transverse corridor, wherein there was 

an altar of small dimensions leaning against an ivory door. There was no further passage; the 

priests alone could open it; for the temple was not a place of meeting for the multitude, but the 

private abode of a divinity. 

“The enterprise is impossible,” said Matho. “You had not thought of this! Let us go back!” 

Spendius was examining the walls. 

He wanted the veil, not because he had confidence in its virtue (Spendius believed only in the 

Oracle), but because he was persuaded that the Carthaginians would be greatly dismayed on 

seeing themselves deprived of it. They walked all round behind in order to find some outlet. 

Aedicules of different shapes were visible beneath clusters of turpentine trees. Here and there 

rose a stone phallus, and large stags roamed peacefully about, spurning the fallen fir-cones with 

their cloven hoofs. 



But they retraced their steps between two long galleries which ran parallel to each other. There 

were small open cells along their sides, and tabourines and cymbals hung against their cedar 

columns from top to bottom. Women were sleeping stretched on mats outside the cells. Their 

bodies were greasy with unguents, and exhaled an odour of spices and extinguished perfuming-

pans; while they were so covered with tattooings, necklaces, rings, vermilion, and antimony that, 

but for the motion of their breasts, they might have been taken for idols as they lay thus on the 

ground. There were lotus-trees encircling a fountain in which fish like Salammbô’s were 

swimming; and then in the background, against the wall of the temple, spread a vine, the 

branches of which were of glass and the grape-bunches of emerald, the rays from the precious 

stones making a play of light through the painted columns upon the sleeping faces. 

Matho felt suffocated in the warm atmosphere pressed down upon him by the cedar partitions. 

All these symbols of fecundation, these perfumes, radiations, and breathings overwhelmed him. 

Through all the mystic dazzling he kept thinking of Salammbô. She became confused with the 

goddess herself, and his loved unfolded itself all the more, like the great lotus-plants blooming 

upon the depths of the waters. 

Spendius was calculating how much money he would have made in former days by the sale of 

these women; and with a rapid glance he estimated the weight of the golden necklaces as he 

passed by. 

The temple was impenetrable on this side as on the other, and they returned behind the first 

chamber. While Spendius was searching and ferreting, Matho was prostrate before the door 

supplicating Tanith. He besought her not to permit the sacrilege, and strove to soften her with 

caressing words, such as are used to an angry person. 

Spendius noticed a narrow aperture above the door. 

“Rise!” he said to Matho, and he made him stand erect with his back against the wall. Placing 

one foot in his hands, and then the other upon his head, he reached up to the air-hole, made his 

way into it and disappeared. Then Matho felt a knotted cord—that one which Spendius had 

rolled around his body before entering the cisterns—fall upon his shoulders, and bearing upon it 

with both hands he soon found himself by the side of the other in a large hall filled with shadow. 

Such an attempt was something extraordinary. The inadequacy of the means for preventing it 

was a sufficient proof that it was considered impossible. The sanctuaries were protected by terror 

more than by their walls. Matho expected to die at every step. 

However a light was flickering far back in the darkness, and they went up to it. It was a lamp 

burning in a shell on the pedestal of a statue which wore the cap of the Kabiri. Its long blue robe 

was strewn with diamond discs, and its heels were fastened to the ground by chains which sank 

beneath the pavement. Matho suppressed a cry. “Ah! there she is! there she is!” he stammered 

out. Spendius took up the lamp in order to light himself. 

“What an impious man you are!” murmured Matho, following him nevertheless. 

The apartment which they entered had nothing in it but a black painting representing another 

woman. Her legs reached to the top of the wall, and her body filled the entire ceiling; a huge egg 

hung by a thread from her navel, and she fell head downwards upon the other wall, reaching as 

far as the level of the pavement, which was touched by her pointed fingers. 

They drew a hanging aside, in order to go on further; but the wind blew and the light went out. 

Then they wandered about, lost in the complications of the architecture. Suddenly they felt 

something strangely soft beneath their feet. Sparks crackled and leaped; they were walking in 



fire. Spendius touched the ground and perceived that it was carefully carpeted with lynx skins; 

then it seemed to them that a big cord, wet, cold, and viscous, was gliding between their legs. 

Through some fissures cut in the wall there fell thin white rays, and they advanced by this 

uncertain light. At last they distinguished a large black serpent. It darted quickly away and 

disappeared. 

“Let us fly!” exclaimed Matho. “It is she! I feel her; she is coming.” 

“No, no,” replied Spendius, “the temple is empty.” 

Then a dazzling light made them lower their eyes. Next they perceived all around them an 

infinite number of beasts, lean, panting, with bristling claws, and mingled together one above 

another in a mysterious and terrifying confusion. There were serpents with feet, and bulls with 

wings, fishes with human heads were devouring fruit, flowers were blooming in the jaws of 

crocodiles, and elephants with uplifted trunks were sailing proudly through the azure like eagles. 

Their incomplete or multiplied limbs were distended with terrible exertion. As they thrust out 

their tongues they looked as though they would fain give forth their souls; and every shape was 

to be found among them as if the germ-receptacle had been suddenly hatched and had burst, 

emptying itself upon the walls of the hall. 

Round the latter were twelve globes of blue crystal, supported by monsters resembling tigers. 

Their eyeballs were starting out of their heads like those of snails, with their dumpy loins bent 

they were turning round towards the background where the supreme Rabbet, the Omnifecund, 

the last invented, shone splendid in a chariot of ivory. 

She was covered with scales, feathers, flowers, and birds as high as the waist. For earrings she 

had silver cymbals, which flapped against her cheeks. Her large fixed eyes gazed upon you, and 

a luminous stone, set in an obscene symbol on her brow, lighted the whole hall by its reflection 

in red copper mirrors above the door. 

Matho stood a step forward; but a flag stone yielded beneath his heels and immediately the 

spheres began to revolve and the monsters to roar; music rose melodious and pealing, like the 

harmony of the planets; the tumultuous soul of Tanith was poured streaming forth. She was 

about to arise, as lofty as the hall and with open arms. Suddenly the monsters closed their jaws 

and the crystal globes revolved no more. 

Then a mournful modulation lingered for a time through the air and at last died away. 

“And the veil?” said Spendius. 

Nowhere could it be seen. Where was it to be found? How could it be discovered? What if the 

priests had hidden it? Matho experienced anguish of heart and felt as though he had been 

deceived in his belief. 

“This way!” whispered Spendius. An inspiration guided him. He drew Matho behind Tanith’s 

chariot, where a cleft a cubit wide ran down the wall from top to bottom. 

Then they penetrated into a small and completely circular room, so lofty that it was like the 

interior of a pillar. In the centre there was a big black stone, of semispherical shape like a 

tabourine; flames were burning upon it; an ebony cone, bearing a head and two arms, rose 

behind. 

But beyond it seemed as though there were a cloud wherein were twinkling stars; faces 

appeared in the depths of its folds—Eschmoun with the Kabiri, some of the monsters that had 

already been seen, the sacred beasts of the Babylonians, and others with which they were not 

acquainted. It passed beneath the idol’s face like a mantle, and spread fully out was drawn up on 



the wall to which it was fastened by the corners, appearing at once bluish as the night, yellow as 

the dawn, purple as the sun, multitudinous, diaphanous, sparkling light. It was the mantle of the 

goddess, the holy zaïmph which might not be seen. 

Both turned pale. 

“Take it!” said Matho at last. 

Spendius did not hesitate, and leaning upon the idol he unfastened the veil, which sank to the 

ground. Matho laid his hand upon it; then he put his head through the opening, then he wrapped 

it about his body, and he spread out his arms the better to view it. 

“Let us go!” said Spendius. 

Matho stood panting with his eyes fixed upon the pavement. Suddenly he exclaimed: 

“But what if I went to her? I fear her beauty no longer! What could she do to me? I am now 

more than a man. I could pass through flames or walk upon the sea! I am transported! 

Salammbô! Salammbô! I am your master!” 

His voice was like thunder. He seemed to Spendius to have grown taller and transformed. 

A sound of footsteps drew near, a door opened, and a man appeared, a priest with lofty cap 

and staring eyes. Before he could make a gesture Spendius had rushed upon him, and clasping 

him in his arms had buried both his daggers in his sides. His head rang upon the pavement. 

Then they stood for a while, as motionless as the corpse, listening. Nothing could be heard but 

the murmuring of the wind through the half-opened door. 

The latter led into a narrow passage. Spendius advanced along it, Matho followed him, and 

they found themselves almost immediately in the third enclosure, between the lateral porticoes, 

in which were the dwellings of the priests. 

Behind the cells there must be a shorter way out. They hastened along. 

Spendius squatted down at the edge of the fountain and washed his bloodstained hands. The 

women slept. The emerald vine shone. They resumed their advance. 

But something was running behind them under the trees; and Matho, who bore the veil, 

several times felt that it was being pulled very gently from below. It was a large cynocephalus, 

one of those which dwelt at liberty within the enclosure of the goddess. It clung to the mantle as 

though it had been conscious of the theft. They did not dare to strike it, however, fearing that it 

might redouble its cries; suddenly its anger subsided, and it trotted close beside them swinging 

its body with its long hanging arms. Then at the barrier it leaped at a bound into a palm tree. 

When they had left the last enclosure they directed their steps towards Hamilcar’s palace, 

Spendius understanding that it would be useless to try to dissuade Matho. 

They went by the street of the Tanners, the square of Muthumbal, the green market and the 

crossways of Cynasyn. At the angle of a wall a man drew back frightened by the sparkling thing 

which pierced the darkness. 

“Hide the zaïmph!” said Spendius. 

Other people passed them, but without perceiving them. 

At last they recognised the houses of Megara. 

The pharos, which was built behind them on the summit of the cliff, lit up the heavens with a 

great red brightness, and the shadow of the palace, with its rising terraces, projected a monstrous 



pyramid, as it were, upon the gardens. They entered through the hedge of jujube-trees, beating 

down the branches with blows of the dagger. 

The traces of the feast of the Mercenaries were everywhere still manifest. The parks were 

broken up, the trenches drained, the doors of the ergastulum open. No one was to be seen about 

the kitchens or cellars. They wondered at the silence, which was occasionally broken by the 

hoarse breathing of the elephants moving in their shackles, and the crepitation of the pharos, in 

which a pile of aloes was burning. 

Matho, however, kept repeating: 

“But where is she? I wish to see her! Lead me!” 

“It is a piece of insanity!” Spendius kept saying. “She will call, her slaves will run up, and in 

spite of your strength you will die!” 

They reached thus the galley staircase. Matho raised his head, and thought that he could 

perceive far above a vague brightness, radiant and soft. Spendius sought to restrain him, but he 

dashed up the steps. 

As he found himself again in places where he had already seen her, the interval of the days 

that had passed was obliterated from his memory. But now had she been singing among the 

tables; she had disappeared, and he had since been continually ascending this staircase. The sky 

above his head was covered with fires; the sea filled the horizon; at each step he was surrounded 

by a still greater immensity, and he continued to climb upward with that strange facility which 

we experience in dreams. 

The rustling of the veil as it brushed against the stones recalled his new power to him; but in 

the excess of his hope he could no longer tell what he was to do; this uncertainty alarmed him. 

From time to time he would press his face against the quadrangular openings in the closed 

apartments, and he thought that in several of the latter he could see persons asleep. 

The last story, which was narrower, formed a sort of dado on the summit of the terraces. 

Matho walked round it slowly. 

A milky light filled the sheets of talc which closed the little apertures in the wall, and in their 

symmetrical arrangement they looked in the darkness like rows of delicate pearls. He recognised 

the red door with the black cross. The throbbing of his heart increased. He would fain have fled. 

He pushed the door and it opened. 

A galley-shaped lamp hung burning in the back part of the room, and three rays, emitted from 

its silver keel, trembled on the lofty wainscots, which were painted red with black bands. The 

ceiling was an assemblage of small beams, with amethysts and topazes amid their gilding in the 

knots of the wood. On both the great sides of the apartment there stretched a very low bed made 

with white leathern straps; while above, semi-circles like shells, opened in the thickness of the 

wall, suffered a garment to come out and hang down to the ground. 

There was an oval basin with a step of onyx round it; delicate slippers of serpent skin were 

standing on the edge, together with an alabaster flagon. The trace of a wet footstep might be seen 

beyond. Exquisite scents were evaporating. 

Matho glided over the pavement, which was encrusted with gold, mother-of-pearl, and glass; 

and, in spite of the polished smoothness of the ground, it seemed to him that his feet sank as 

though he were walking on sand. 



Behind the silver lamp he had perceived a large square of azure held in the air by four cords 

from above, and he advanced with loins bent and mouth open. 

Flamingoes’ wings, fitted on branches of black coral, lay about among purple cushions, 

tortoiseshell strigils, cedar boxes, and ivory spatulas. There were antelopes’ horns with rings and 

bracelets strung upon them; and clay vases were cooling in the wind in the cleft of the wall with 

a lattice-work of reeds. Several times he struck his foot, for the ground had various levels of 

unequal height, which formed a succession of apartments, as it were, in the room. In the 

background there were silver balustrades surrounding a carpet strewn with painted flowers. At 

last he came to the hanging bed beside an ebony stool serving to get into it. 

But the light ceased at the edge;—and the shadow, like a great curtain, revealed only a corner 

of the red mattress with the extremity of a little naked foot lying upon its ankle. Then Matho took 

up the lamp very gently. 

She was sleeping with her cheek in one hand and with the other arm extended. Her ringlets 

were spread about her in such abundance that she appeared to be lying on black feathers, and her 

ample white tunic wound in soft draperies to her feet following the curves of her person. Her 

eyes were just visible beneath her half-closed eyelids. The curtains, which stretched 

perpendicularly, enveloped her in a bluish atmosphere, and the motion of her breathing, 

communicating itself to the cords, seemed to rock her in the air. A long mosquito was buzzing. 

Matho stood motionless holding the silver lamp at arm’s length; but on a sudden the mosquito-

net caught fire and disappeared, and Salammbô awoke. 

The fire had gone out of itself. She did not speak. The lamp caused great luminous moires to 

flicker on the wainscots. 

“What is it?” she said. 

He replied: 

“’Tis the veil of the goddess!” 

“The veil of the goddess!” cried Salammbô, and supporting herself on both clenched hands 

she leaned shuddering out. He resumed: 

“I have been in the depths of the sanctuary to seek it for you! Look!” The zaïmph shone a 

mass of rays. 

“Do you remember it?” said Matho. “You appeared at night in my dreams, but I did not guess 

the mute command of your eyes!” She put out one foot upon the ebony stool. “Had I understood 

I should have hastened hither, I should have forsaken the army, I should not have left Carthage. 

To obey you I would go down through the caverns of Hadrumetum into the kingdom of the 

shades!—Forgive me! it was as though mountains were weighing upon my days; and yet 

something drew me on! I tried to come to you! Should I ever have dared this without the 

Gods!—Let us go! You must follow me! or, if you do not wish to do so, I will remain. What 

matters it to me!—Drown my soul in your breath! Let my lips be crushed with kissing your 

hands!” 

“Let me see it!” she said. “Nearer! nearer!” 

Day was breaking, and the sheets of talc in the walls were filled with a vinous colour. 

Salammbô leaned fainting against the cushions of the bed. 

“I love you!” cried Matho. 

“Give it!” she stammered out, and they drew closer together. 



She kept advancing, clothed in her white trailing simar, and with her large eyes fastened on the 

veil. Matho gazed at her, dazzled by the splendours of her head, and, holding out the zaïmph 

towards her, was about to enfold her in an embrace. She was stretching out her arms. Suddenly 

she stopped, and they stood looking at each other, open-mouthed. 

Then without understanding the meaning of his solicitation a horror seized upon her. Her 

delicate eyebrows rose, her lips opened; she trembled. At last she struck one of the brass pateras 

which hung at the corners of the red mattress, crying: 

“To the rescue! to the rescue! Back, sacrilegious man! infamous and accursed! Help, Taanach, 

Kroum, Ewa, Micipsa, Schaoul!” 

And the scared face of Spendius, appearing in the wall between the clay flagons, cried out 

these words: 

“Fly! they are hastening hither!” 

A great tumult came upwards shaking the staircases, and a flood of people, women, serving-

men, and slaves, rushed into the room with stakes, tomahawks, cutlasses, and daggers. They 

were nearly paralysed with indignation on perceiving a man; the female servants uttered funeral 

wailings, and the eunuchs grew pale beneath their black skins. 

Matho was standing behind the balustrades. With the zaïmph which was wrapped about him, 

he looked like a sidereal god surrounded by the firmament. The slaves were going to fall upon 

him, but she stopped them: 

“Touch it not! It is the mantle of the goddess!” 

She had drawn back into a corner; but she took a step towards him, and stretched forth her 

naked arm: 

“A curse upon you, you who have plundered Tanith! Hatred, vengeance, massacre, and grief! 

May Gurzil, god of battles, rend you! may Mastiman, god of the dead, stifle you! and may the 

Other—he who may not be named—burn you!” 

Matho uttered a cry as though he had received a sword-thrust. She repeated several times: 

“Begone! begone!” 

The crowd of servants spread out, and Matho, with hanging head, passed slowly through the 

midst of them; but at the door he stopped, for the fringe of the zaïmph had caught on one of the 

golden stars with which the flagstones were paved. He pulled it off abruptly with a movement of 

his shoulder and went down the staircases. 

Spendius, bounding from terrace to terrace, and leaping over the hedges and trenches, had 

escaped from the gardens. He reached the foot of the pharos. The wall was discontinued at this 

spot, so inaccessible was the cliff. He advanced to the edge, lay down on his back, and let 

himself slide, feet foremost, down the whole length of it to the bottom; then by swimming he 

reached the Cape of the Tombs, made a wide circuit of the salt lagoon, and re-entered the camp 

of the Barbarians in the evening. 

The sun had risen; and, like a retreating lion, Matho went down the paths, casting terrible 

glances about him. 

A vague clamour reached his ears. It had started from the palace, and it was beginning afresh 

in the distance, towards the Acropolis. Some said that the treasure of the Republic had been 

seized in the temple of Moloch; others spoke of the assassination of a priest. It was thought, 

moreover, that the Barbarians had entered the city. 



Matho, who did not know how to get out of the enclosures, walked straight before him. He 

was seen, and an outcry was raised. Every one understood; and there was consternation, then 

immense wrath. 

From the bottom of the Mappalian quarter, from the heights of the Acropolis, from the 

catacombs, from the borders of the lake, the multitude came in haste. The patricians left their 

palaces, and the traders left their shops; the women forsook their children; swords, hatchets, and 

sticks were seized; but the obstacle which had stayed Salammbô stayed them. How could the veil 

be taken back? The mere sight of it was a crime; it was of the nature of the gods, and contact 

with it was death. 

The despairing priests wrung their hands on the peristyles of the temples. The guards of the 

Legion galloped about at random; the people climbed upon the houses, the terraces, the shoulders 

of the colossuses, and the masts of the ships. He went on, nevertheless, and the rage, and the 

terror also, increased at each of his steps; the streets cleared at his approach, and the torrent of 

flying men streamed on both sides up to the tops of the walls. Everywhere he could perceive only 

eyes opened widely as if to devour him, chattering teeth and outstretched fists, and Salammbô’s 

imprecations resounded many times renewed. 

Suddenly a long arrow whizzed past, then another, and stones began to buzz about him; but 

the missiles, being badly aimed (for there was the dread of hitting the zaïmph), passed over his 

head. Moreover, he made a shield of the veil, holding it to the right, to the left, before him and 

behind him; and they could devise no expedient. He quickened his steps more and more, 

advancing through the open streets. They were barred with cords, chariots, and snares; and all his 

windings brought him back again. At last he entered the square of Khamon where the Balearians 

had perished, and stopped, growing pale as one about to die. This time he was surely lost, and the 

multitude clapped their hands. 

He ran up to the great gate, which was closed. It was very high, made throughout of heart of 

oak, with iron nails and sheathed with brass. Matho flung himself against it. The people stamped 

their feet with joy when they saw the impotence of his fury; then he took his sandal, spit upon it, 

and beat the immovable panels with it. The whole city howled. The veil was forgotten now, and 

they were about to crush him. Matho gazed with wide vacant eyes upon the crowd. His temples 

were throbbing with violence enough to stun him, and he felt a numbness as of intoxication 

creeping over him. Suddenly he caught sight of the long chain used in working the swinging of 

the gate. With a bound he grasped it, stiffening his arms, and making a buttress of his feet, and at 

last the huge leaves partly opened. 

Then when he was outside he took the great zaïmph from his neck, and raised it as high as 

possible above his head. The material, upborne by the sea breeze, shone in the sunlight with its 

colours, its gems, and the figures of its gods. Matho bore it thus across the whole plain as far as 

the soldiers’ tents, and the people on the walls watched the fortune of Carthage depart. 

  



CHAPTER VI HANNO 

“I ought to have carried her off!” Matho said in the evening to Spendius. “I should have seized 

her, and torn her from her house! No one would have dared to touch me!” 

Spendius was not listening to him. Stretched on his back he was taking delicious rest beside a 

large jar filled with honey-coloured water, into which he would dip his head from time to time in 

order to drink more copiously. 

Matho resumed: 

“What is to be done? How can we re-enter Carthage?” 

“I do not know,” said Spendius. 

Such impassibility exasperated Matho and he exclaimed: 

“Why! the fault is yours! You carry me away, and then you forsake me, coward that you are! 

Why, pray, should I obey you? Do you think that you are my master? Ah! you prostituter, you 

slave, you son of a slave!” He ground his teeth and raised his broad hand above Spendius. 

The Greek did not reply. An earthen lamp was burning gently against the tent-pole, where the 

zaïmph shone amid the hanging panoply. Suddenly Matho put on his cothurni, buckled on his 

brazen jacket of mail, and took his helmet. 

“Where are you going?” asked Spendius. 

“I am returning! Let me alone! I will bring her back! And if they show themselves I will crush 

them like vipers! I will put her to death, Spendius! Yes,” he repeated, “I will kill her! You shall 

see, I will kill her!” 

But Spendius, who was listening eagerly, snatched up the zaïmph abruptly and threw it into a 

corner, heaping up fleeces above it. A murmuring of voices was heard, torches gleamed, and 

Narr’ Havas entered, followed by about twenty men. 

They wore white woollen cloaks, long daggers, copper necklaces, wooden earrings, and boots 

of hyena skin; and standing on the threshold they leaned upon their lances like herdsmen resting 

themselves. Narr’ Havas was the handsomest of all; his slender arms were bound with straps 

ornamented with pearls. The golden circlet which fastened his ample garment about his head 

held an ostrich feather which hung down behind his shoulder; his teeth were displayed in a 

continual smile; his eyes seemed sharpened like arrows, and there was something observant and 

airy about his whole demeanour. 

He declared that he had come to join the Mercenaries, for the Republic had long been 

threatening his kingdom. Accordingly he was interested in assisting the Barbarians, and he might 

also be of service to them. 

“I will provide you with elephants (my forests are full of them), wine, oil, barley, dates, pitch 

and sulphur for sieges, twenty thousand foot-soldiers and ten thousand horses. If I address myself 

to you, Matho, it is because the possession of the zaïmph has made you chief man in the army. 

Moreover,” he added, “we are old friends.” 

Matho, however, was looking at Spendius, who, seated on the sheep-skins, was listening, and 

giving little nods of assent the while. Narr’ Havas continued speaking. He called the gods to 

witness he cursed Carthage. In his imprecations he broke a javelin. All his men uttered 

simultaneously a loud howl, and Matho, carried away by so much passion, exclaimed that he 

accepted the alliance. 



A white bull and a black sheep, the symbols of day and night, were then brought, and their 

throats were cut on the edge of a ditch. When the latter was full of blood they dipped their arms 

into it. Then Narr’ Havas spread out his hand upon Matho’s breast, and Matho did the same to 

Narr’ Havas. They repeated the stain upon the canvas of their tents. Afterwards they passed the 

night in eating, and the remaining portions of the meat were burnt together with the skin, bones, 

horns, and hoofs. 

Matho had been greeted with great shouting when he had come back bearing the veil of the 

goddess; even those who were not of the Chanaanitish religion were made by their vague 

enthusiasm to feel the arrival of a genius. As to seizing the zaïmph, no one thought of it, for the 

mysterious manner in which he had acquired it was sufficient in the minds of the Barbarians to 

justify its possession; such were the thoughts of the soldiers of the African race. The others, 

whose hatred was not of such long standing, did not know how to make up their minds. If they 

had had ships they would immediately have departed. 

Spendius, Narr’ Havas, and Matho despatched men to all the tribes on Punic soil. 

Carthage was sapping the strength of these nations. She wrung exorbitant taxes from them, 

and arrears or even murmurings were punished with fetters, the axe, or the cross. It was 

necessary to cultivate whatever suited the Republic, and to furnish what she demanded; no one 

had the right of possessing a weapon; when villages rebelled the inhabitants were sold; governors 

were esteemed like wine-presses, according to the quantity which they succeeded in extracting. 

Then beyond the regions immediately subject to Carthage extended the allies roamed the 

Nomads, who might be let loose upon them. By this system the crops were always abundant, the 

studs skilfully managed, and the plantations superb. 

The elder Cato, a master in the matters of tillage and slaves, was amazed at it ninety-two years 

later, and the death-cry which he repeated continually at Rome was but the exclamation of 

jealous greed. 

During the last war the exactions had been increased, so that nearly all the towns of Libya had 

surrendered to Regulus. To punish them, a thousand talents, twenty thousand oxen, three 

hundred bags of gold dust, and considerable advances of grain had been exacted from them, and 

the chiefs of the tribes had been crucified or thrown to the lions. 

Tunis especially execrated Carthage! Older than the metropolis, it could not forgive her her 

greatness, and it fronted her walls crouching in the mire on the water’s edge like a venomous 

beast watching her. Transportation, massacres, and epidemics did not weaken it. It had assisted 

Archagathas, the son of Agathocles, and the Eaters of Uncleanness found arms there at once. 

The couriers had not yet set out when universal rejoicing broke out in the provinces. Without 

waiting for anything they strangled the comptrollers of the houses and the functionaries of the 

Republic in the baths; they took the old weapons that had been concealed out of the caves; they 

forged swords with the iron of the ploughs; the children sharpened javelins at the doors, and the 

women gave their necklaces, rings, earrings, and everything that could be employed for the 

destruction of Carthage. Piles of lances were heaped up in the country towns like sheaves of 

maize. Cattle and money were sent off. Matho speedily paid the Mercenaries their arrears, and 

owing to this, which was Spendius’s idea, he was appointed commander-in-chief—the 

schalishim of the Barbarians. 

Reinforcements of men poured in at the same time. The aborigines appeared first, and were 

followed by the slaves from the country; caravans of Negroes were seized and armed, and 

merchants on their way to Carthage, despairing of any more certain profit, mingled with the 



Barbarians. Numerous bands were continually arriving. From the heights of the Acropolis the 

growing army might be seen. 

But the guards of the Legion were posted as sentries on the platform of the aqueduct, and near 

them rose at intervals brazen vats, in which floods of asphalt were boiling. Below in the plain the 

great crowd stirred tumultuously. They were in a state of uncertainty, feeling the embarrassment 

with which Barbarians are always inspired when they meet with walls. 

Utica and Hippo-Zarytus refused their alliance. Phonician colonies like Carthage, they were 

self-governing, and always had clauses inserted in the treaties concluded by the Republic to 

distinguish them from the latter. Nevertheless they respected this strong sister of theirs who 

protected them, and they did not think that she could be vanquished by a mass of Barbarians; 

these would on the contrary be themselves exterminated. They desired to remain neutral and to 

live at peace. 

But their position rendered them indispensable. Utica, at the foot of the gulf, was convenient 

for bringing assistance to Carthage from without. If Utica alone were taken, Hippo-Zarytus, six 

hours further distant along the coast, would take its place, and the metropolis, being revictualled 

in this way, would be impregnable. 

Spendius wished the siege to be undertaken immediately. Narr’ Havas was opposed to this: an 

advance should first be made upon the frontier. This was the opinion of the veterans, and of 

Matho himself, and it was decided that Spendius should go to attack Utica, and Matho Hippo-

Zarytus, while in the third place the main body should rest on Tunis and occupy the plain of 

Carthage, Autaritus being in command. As to Narr’ Havas, he was to return to his own kingdom 

to procure elephants and to scour the roads with his cavalry. 

The women cried out loudly against this decision; they coveted the jewels of the Punic ladies. 

The Libyans also protested. They had been summoned against Carthage, and now they were 

going away from it! The soldiers departed almost alone. Matho commanded his own 

companions, together with the Iberians, Lusitanians, and the men of the West, and of the islands; 

all those who spoke Greek had asked for Spendius on account of his cleverness. 

Great was the stupefaction when the army was seen suddenly in motion; it stretched along 

beneath the mountain of Ariana on the road to Utica beside the sea. A fragment remained before 

Tunis, the rest disappeared to re-appear on the other shore of the gulf on the outskirts of the 

woods in which they were lost. 

They were perhaps eighty thousand men. The two Tyrian cities would offer no resistance, and 

they would return against Carthage. Already there was a considerable army attacking it from the 

base of the isthmus, and it would soon perish from famine, for it was impossible to live without 

the aid of the provinces, the citizens not paying contributions as they did at Rome. Carthage was 

wanting in political genius. Her eternal anxiety for gain prevented her from having the prudence 

which results from loftier ambitions. A galley anchored on the Libyan sands, it was with toil that 

she maintained her position. The nations roared like billows around her, and the slightest storm 

shook this formidable machine. 

The treasury was exhausted by the Roman war and by all that had been squandered and lost in 

the bargaining with the Barbarians. Nevertheless soldiers must be had, and not a government 

would trust the Republic! Ptolemæus had lately refused it two thousand talents. Moreover the 

rape of the veil disheartened them. Spendius had clearly foreseen this. 

But the nation, feeling that it was hated, clasped its money and its gods to its heart, and its 

patriotism was sustained by the very constitution of its government. 



First, the power rested with all, without any one being strong enough to engross it. Private 

debts were considered as public debts, men of Chanaanitish race had a monopoly of commerce, 

and by multiplying the profits of piracy with those of usury, by hard dealings in lands and slaves 

and with the poor, fortunes were sometimes made. These alone opened up all the magistracies, 

and although authority and money were perpetuated in the same families, people tolerated the 

oligarchy because they hoped ultimately to share in it. 

The societies of merchants, in which the laws were elaborated, chose the inspectors of the 

exchequer, who on leaving office nominated the hundred members of the Council of the 

Ancients, themselves dependent on the Grand Assembly, or general gathering of all the rich. As 

to the two Suffets, the relics of the monarchy and the less than consuls, they were taken from 

distinct families on the same day. All kinds of enmities were contrived between them, so that 

they might mutually weaken each other. They could not deliberate concerning war, and when 

they were vanquished the Great Council crucified them. 

The power of Carthage emanated, therefore, from the Syssitia, that is to say, from a large court 

in the centre of Malqua, at the place, it was said, where the first bark of Phonician sailors had 

touched, the sea having retired a long way since then. It was a collection of little rooms of 

archaic architecture, built of palm trunks with corners of stone, and separated from one another 

so as to accommodate the various societies separately. The rich crowded there all day to discuss 

their own concerns and those of the government, from the procuring of pepper to the 

extermination of Rome. Thrice in a moon they would have their beds brought up to the lofty 

terrace running along the wall of the court, and they might be seen from below at table in the air, 

without cothurni or cloaks, with their diamond-covered fingers wandering over the dishes, and 

their large earrings hanging down among the flagons,—all fat and lusty, half-naked, smiling and 

eating beneath the blue sky, like great sharks sporting in the sea. 

But just now they were unable to dissemble their anxiety; they were too pale for that. The 

crowd which waited for them at the gates escorted them to their palaces in order to obtain some 

news from them. As in times of pestilence, all the houses were shut; the streets would fill and 

suddenly clear again; people ascended the Acropolis or ran to the harbour, and the Great Council 

deliberated every night. At last the people were convened in the square of Khamon, and it was 

decided to leave the management of things to Hanno, the conqueror of Hecatompylos. 

He was a true Carthaginian, devout, crafty, and pitiless towards the people of Africa. His 

revenues equalled those of the Barcas. No one had such experience in administrative affairs. 

He decreed the enrolment of all healthy citizens, he placed catapults on the towers, he exacted 

exorbitant supplies of arms, he even ordered the construction of fourteen galleys which were not 

required, and he desired everything to be registered and carefully set down in writing. He had 

himself conveyed to the arsenal, the pharos, and the treasuries of the temples; his great litter was 

continually to be seen swinging from step to step as it ascended the staircases of the Acropolis. 

And then in his palace at night, being unable to sleep, he would yell out warlike manouvres in 

terrible tones so as to prepare himself for the fray. 

In their extremity of terror all became brave. The rich ranged themselves in line along the 

Mappalian district at cockcrow, and tucking up their robes practised themselves in handling the 

pike. But for want of an instructor they had disputes about it. They would sit down breathless 

upon the tombs and then begin again. Several even dieted themselves. Some imagined that it was 

necessary to eat a great deal in order to acquire strength, while others who were inconvenienced 

by their corpulence weakened themselves with fasts in order to become thin. 



Utica had already called several times upon Carthage for assistance; but Hanno would not set 

out until the engines of war had been supplied with the last screws. He lost three moons more in 

equipping the one hundred and twelve elephants that were lodged in the ramparts. They were the 

conquerors of Regulus; the people loved them; it was impossible to treat such old friends too 

well. Hanno had the brass plates which adorned their breasts recast, their tusks gilt, their towers 

enlarged, and caparisons, edged with very heavy fringes, cut out of the handsomest purple. 

Finally, as their drivers were called Indians (after the first ones, no doubt, who came from the 

Indies) he ordered them all to be costumed after the Indian fashion; that is to say, with white 

pads round their temples, and small drawers of byssus, which with their transverse folds looked 

like two valves of a shell applied to the hips. 

The army under Autaritus still remained before Tunis. It was hidden behind a wall made with 

mud from the lake, and protected on the top by thorny brushwood. Some Negroes had planted 

tall sticks here and there bearing frightful faces,—human masks made with birds’ feathers, and 

jackals’ or serpents’ heads,—which gaped towards the enemy for the purpose of terrifying him; 

and the Barbarians, reckoning themselves invincible through these means, danced, wrestled, and 

juggled, convinced that Carthage would perish before long. Any one but Hanno would easily 

have crushed such a multitude, hampered as it was with herds and women. Moreover, they knew 

nothing of drill, and Autaritus was so disheartened that he had ceased to require it. 

They stepped aside when he passed by rolling his big blue eyes. Then on reaching the edge of 

the lake he would draw back his sealskin cloak, unfasten the cord which tied up his long red hair, 

and soak the latter in the water. He regretted that he had not deserted to the Romans along with 

the two thousand Gauls of the temple of Eryx. 

Often the sun would suddenly lose his rays in the middle of the day. Then the gulf and the 

open sea would seem as motionless as molten lead. A cloud of brown dust stretching 

perpendicularly would speed whirling along; the palm trees would bend and the sky disappear, 

while stones would be heard rebounding on the animals’ cruppers; and the Gaul, his lips glued 

against the holes in his tent, would gasp with exhaustion and melancholy. His thoughts would be 

of the scent of the pastures on autumn mornings, of snowflakes, or of the bellowing of the urus 

lost in the fog, and closing his eyelids he would in imagination behold the fires in long, straw-

roofed cottages flickering on the marshes in the depths of the woods. 

Others regretted their native lands as well as he, even though they might not be so far away. 

Indeed the Carthaginian captives could distinguish the velaria spread over the courtyards of their 

houses, beyond the gulf on the slopes of Byrsa. But sentries marched round them continually. 

They were all fastened to a common chain. Each one wore an iron carcanet, and the crowd was 

never weary of coming to gaze at them. The women would show their little children the 

handsome robes hanging in tatters on their wasted limbs. 

Whenever Autaritus looked at Gisco he was seized with rage at the recollection of the insult 

that he had received, and he would have killed him but for the oath which he had taken to Narr’ 

Havas. Then he would go back into his tent and drink a mixture of barley and cumin until he 

swooned away from intoxication,—to awake afterwards in broad daylight consumed with 

horrible thirst. 

Matho, meanwhile, was besieging Hippo-Zarytus. But the town was protected by a lake, 

communicating with the sea. It had three lines of circumvallation, and upon the heights which 

surrounded it there extended a wall fortified with towers. He had never commanded in such an 

enterprise before. Moreover, he was beset with thoughts of Salammbô, and he raved in the 



delight of her beauty as in the sweetness of a vengeance that transported him with pride. He felt 

an acrid, frenzied, permanent want to see her again. He even thought of presenting himself as the 

bearer of a flag of truce, in the hope that once within Carthage he might make his way to her. 

Often he would cause the assault to be sounded and waiting for nothing rush upon the mole 

which it was sought to construct in the sea. He would snatch up the stones with his hands, 

overturn, strike, and deal sword-thrusts everywhere. The Barbarians would dash on pell-mell; the 

ladders would break with a loud crash, and masses of men would tumble into the water, causing 

it to fly up in red waves against the walls. Finally the tumult would subside, and the soldiers 

would retire to make a fresh beginning. 

Matho would go and seat himself outside the tents, wipe his blood-splashed face with his arm, 

and gaze at the horizon in the direction of Carthage. 

In front of him, among the olives, palms, myrtles and planes, stretched two broad ponds which 

met another lake, the outlines of which could not be seen. Behind one mountain other mountains 

reared themselves, and in the middle of the immense lake rose an island perfectly black and 

pyramidal in form. On the left, at the extremity of the gulf, were sand-heaps like arrested waves, 

large and pale, while the sea, flat as a pavement of lapis-lazuli, ascended by insensible degrees to 

the edge of the sky. The verdure of the country was lost in places beneath long sheets of yellow; 

carobs were shining like knobs of coral; vine branches drooped from the tops of the sycamores; 

the murmuring of the water could be heard; crested larks were hopping about, and the sun’s 

latest fires gilded the carapaces of the tortoises as they came forth from the reeds to inhale the 

breeze. 

Matho would heave deep sighs. He would lie flat on his face, with his nails buried in the soil, 

and weep; he felt wretched, paltry, forsaken. Never would he possess her, and he was unable 

even to take a town. 

At night when alone in his tent he would gaze upon the zaïmph. Of what use to him was this 

thing which belonged to the gods?—and doubt crept into the Barbarian’s thoughts. Then, on the 

contrary, it would seem to him that the vesture of the goddess was depending from Salammbô, 

and that a portion of her soul hovered in it, subtler than a breath; and he would feel it, breathe it 

in, bury his face in it, and kiss it with sobs. He would cover his shoulders with it in order to 

delude himself that he was beside her. 

Sometimes he would suddenly steal away, stride in the starlight over the sleeping soldiers as 

they lay wrapped in their cloaks, spring upon a horse on reaching the camp gates, and two hours 

later be at Utica in Spendius’s tent. 

At first he would speak of the siege, but his coming was only to ease his sorrow by talking 

about Salammbô. Spendius exhorted him to be prudent. 

“Drive away these trifles from your soul, which is degraded by them! Formerly you were used 

to obey; now you command an army, and if Carthage is not conquered we shall at least be 

granted provinces. We shall become kings!” 

But how was it that the possession of the zaïmph did not give them the victory? According to 

Spendius they must wait. 

Matho fancied that the veil affected people of Chanaanitish race exclusively, and, in his 

Barbarian-like subtlety, he said to himself: “The zaïmph will accordingly do nothing for me, but 

since they have lost it, it will do nothing for them.” 



Afterwards a scruple troubled him. He was afraid of offending Moloch by worshipping 

Aptouknos, the god of the Libyans, and he timidly asked Spendius to which of the gods it would 

be advisable to sacrifice a man. 

“Keep on sacrificing!” laughed Spendius. 

Matho, who could not understand such indifference, suspected the Greek of having a genius of 

whom he did not speak. 

All modes of worship, as well as all races, were to be met with in these armies of Barbarians, 

and consideration was had to the gods of others, for they too, inspired fear. Many mingled 

foreign practices with their native religion. It was to no purpose that they did not adore the stars; 

if a constellation were fatal or helpful, sacrifices were offered to it; an unknown amulet found by 

chance at a moment of peril became a divinity; or it might be a name and nothing more, which 

would be repeated without any attempt to understand its meaning. But after pillaging temples, 

and seeing numbers of nations and slaughters, many ultimately ceased to believe in anything but 

destiny and death;—and every evening these would fall asleep with the placidity of wild beasts. 

Spendius had spit upon the images of Jupiter Olympius; nevertheless he dreaded to speak aloud 

in the dark, nor did he fail every day to put on his right boot first. 

He reared a long quadrangular terrace in front of Utica, but in proportion as it ascended the 

rampart was also heightened, and what was thrown down by the one side was almost 

immediately raised again by the other. Spendius took care of his men; he dreamed of plans and 

strove to recall the stratagems which he had heard described in his travels. But why did Narr’ 

Havas not return? There was nothing but anxiety. 

Hanno had at last concluded his preparations. One night when there was no moon he 

transported his elephants and soldiers on rafts across the Gulf of Carthage. Then they wheeled 

round the mountain of the Hot Springs so as to avoid Autaritus, and continued their march so 

slowly that instead of surprising the Barbarians in the morning, as the Suffet had calculated, they 

did not reach them until it was broad daylight on the third day. 

Utica had on the east a plain which extended to the large lagoon of Carthage; behind it a valley 

ran at right angles between two low and abruptly terminated mountains; the Barbarians were 

encamped further to the left in such a way as to blockade the harbour; and they were sleeping in 

their tents (for on that day both sides were too weary to fight and were resting) when the 

Carthaginian army appeared at the turning of the hills. 

Some camp followers furnished with slings were stationed at intervals on the wings. The first 

line was formed of the guards of the Legion in golden scale-armour, mounted on their big horses, 

which were without mane, hair, or ears, and had silver horns in the middle of their foreheads to 

make them look like rhinoceroses. Between their squadrons were youths wearing small helmets 

and swinging an ashen javelin in each hand. The long files of the heavy infantry marched behind. 

All these traders had piled as many weapons upon their bodies as possible. Some might be seen 

carrying an axe, a lance, a club, and two swords all at once; others bristled with darts like 

porcupines, and their arms stood out from their cuirasses in sheets of horn or iron plates. At last 

the scaffoldings of the lofty engines appeared: carrobalistas, onagers, catapults and scorpions, 

rocking on chariots drawn by mules and quadrigas of oxen; and in proportion as the army drew 

out, the captains ran panting right and left to deliver commands, close up the files, and preserve 

the intervals. Such of the Ancients as held commands had come in purple cassocks, the 

magnificent fringes of which tangled in the white straps of their cothurni. Their faces, which 

were smeared all over with vermilion, shone beneath enormous helmets surmounted with images 



of the gods; and, as they had shields with ivory borders covered with precious stones, they might 

have been taken for suns passing over walls of brass. 

But the Carthaginians manouvred so clumsily that the soldiers in derision urged them to sit 

down. They called out that they were just going to empty their big stomachs, to dust the gilding 

of their skin, and to give them iron to drink. 

A strip of green cloth appeared at the top of the pole planted before Spendius’s tent: it was the 

signal. The Carthaginian army replied to it with a great noise of trumpets, cymbals, flutes of 

asses’ bones, and tympanums. The Barbarians had already leaped outside the palisades, and were 

facing their enemies within a javelin’s throw of them. 

A Balearic slinger took a step forward, put one of his clay bullets into his thong, and swung 

round his arm. An ivory shield was shivered, and the two armies mingled together. 

The Greeks made the horses rear and fall back upon their masters by pricking their nostrils 

with the points of their lances. The slaves who were to hurl stones had picked such as were too 

big, and they accordingly fell close to them. The Punic foot-soldiers exposed the right side in 

cutting with their long swords. The Barbarians broke their lines; they slaughtered them freely; 

they stumbled over the dying and dead, quite blinded by the blood that spurted into their faces. 

The confused heap of pikes, helmets, cuirasses and swords turned round about, widening out and 

closing in with elastic contractions. The gaps increased more and more in the Carthaginian 

cohorts, the engines could not get out of the sand; and finally the Suffet’s litter (his grand litter 

with crystal pendants), which from the beginning might have been seen tossing among the 

soldiers like a bark on the waves, suddenly foundered. He was no doubt dead. The Barbarians 

found themselves alone. 

The dust around them fell and they were beginning to sing, when Hanno himself appeared on 

the top of an elephant. He sat bare-headed beneath a parasol of byssus which was carried by a 

Negro behind him. His necklace of blue plates flapped against the flowers on his black tunic; his 

huge arms were compressed within circles of diamonds, and with open mouth he brandished a 

pike of inordinate size, which spread out at the end like a lotus, and flashed more than a mirror. 

Immediately the earth shook,—and the Barbarians saw all the elephants of Carthage, with their 

gilt tusks and blue-painted ears, hastening up in single line, clothed with bronze and shaking the 

leathern towers which were placed above their scarlet caparisons, in each of which were three 

archers bending large bows. 

The soldiers were barely in possession of their arms; they had taken up their positions at 

random. They were frozen with terror; they stood undecided. 

Javelins, arrows, phalaricas, and masses of lead were already being showered down upon them 

from the towers. Some clung to the fringes of the caparisons in order to climb up, but their hands 

were struck off with cutlasses and they fell backwards upon the swords’ points. The pikes were 

too weak and broke, and the elephants passed through the phalanxes like wild boars through tufts 

of grass; they plucked up the stakes of the camp with their trunks, and traversed it from one end 

to the other, overthrowing the tents with their breasts. All the Barbarians had fled. They were 

hiding themselves in the hills bordering the valley by which the Carthaginians had come. 

The victorious Hanno presented himself before the gates of Utica. He had a trumpet sounded. 

The three Judges of the town appeared in the opening of the battlements on the summit of a 

tower. 

But the people of Utica would not receive such well-armed guests. Hanno was furious. At last 

they consented to admit him with a feeble escort. 



The streets were too narrow for the elephants. They had to be left outside. 

As soon as the Suffet was in the town the principal men came to greet him. He had himself 

taken to the vapour baths, and called for his cooks. 

 

Three hours afterwards he was still immersed in the oil of cinnamomum with which the basin 

had been filled; and while he bathed he ate flamingoes’ tongues with honied poppy-seeds on a 

spread ox-hide. Beside him was his Greek physician, motionless, in a long yellow robe, directing 

the re-heating of the bath from time to time, and two young boys leaned over the steps of the 

basin and rubbed his legs. But attention to his body did not check his love for the 

commonwealth, for he was dictating a letter to be sent to the Great Council, and as some 

prisoners had just been taken he was asking himself what terrible punishment could be devised. 

“Stop!” said he to a slave who stood writing in the hollow of his hand. “Let some of them be 

brought to me! I wish to see them!” 

And from the bottom of the hall, full of a whitish vapour on which the torches cast red spots, 

three Barbarians were thrust forward: a Samnite, a Spartan, and a Cappadocian. 

“Proceed!” said Hanno. 

“Rejoice, light of the Baals! your Suffet has exterminated the ravenous hounds! Blessings on 

the Republic! Give orders for prayers!” He perceived the captives and burst out laughing: “Ah! 

ha! my fine fellows of Sicca! You are not shouting so loudly to-day! It is I! Do you recognise 

me? And where are your swords? What really terrible fellows!” and he pretended to be desirous 

to hide himself as if he were afraid of them. “You demanded horses, women, estates, 

magistracies, no doubt, and priesthoods! Why not? Well, I will provide you with the estates, and 

such as you will never come out of! You shall be married to gibbets that are perfectly new! Your 

pay? it shall be melted in your mouths in leaden ingots! and I will put you into good and very 

exalted positions among the clouds, so as to bring you close to the eagles!” 

The three long-haired and ragged Barbarians looked at him without understanding what he 

said. Wounded in the knees, they had been seized by having ropes thrown over them, and the 

ends of the great chains on their hands trailed upon the pavement. Hanno was indignant at their 

impassibility. 

“On your knees! on your knees! jackals! dust! vermin! excrements! And they make no reply! 

Enough! be silent! Let them be flayed alive! No! presently!” 

He was breathing like a hippopotamus and rolling his eyes. The perfumed oil overflowed 

beneath the mass of his body, and clinging to the scales on his skin, made it look pink in the light 

of the torches. 

He resumed: 

“For four days we suffered greatly from the sun. Some mules were lost in crossing the 

Macaras. In spite of their position, the extraordinary courage—Ah! Demonades! how I suffer! 

Have the bricks reheated, and let them be red-hot!” 

A noise of rakes and furnaces was heard. The incense smoked more strongly in the large 

perfuming pans, and the shampooers, who were quite naked and were sweating like sponges, 

crushed a paste composed of wheat, sulphur, black wine, bitch’s milk, myrrh, galbanum and 

storax upon his joints. He was consumed with incessant thirst, but the yellow-robed man did not 

yield to this inclination, and held out to him a golden cup in which viper broth was smoking. 



“Drink!” said he, “that strength of sun-born serpents may penetrate into the marrow of your 

bones, and take courage, O reflection of the gods! You know, moreover, that a priest of 

Eschmoun watches those cruel stars round the Dog from which your malady is derived. They are 

growing pale like the spots on your skin, and you are not to die from them.” 

“Oh! yes, that is so, is it not?” repeated the Suffet, “I am not to die from them!” And his 

violaceous lips gave forth a breath more nauseous than the exhalation from a corpse. Two coals 

seemed to burn in the place of his eyes, which had lost their eyebrows; a mass of wrinkled skin 

hung over his forehead; both his ears stood out from his head and were beginning to increase in 

size; and the deep lines forming semicircles round his nostrils gave him a strange and terrifying 

appearance, the look of a wild beast. His unnatural voice was like a roar; he said: 

“Perhaps you are right, Demonades. In fact there are many ulcers here which have closed. I 

feel robust. Here! look how I am eating!” 

And less from greediness than from ostentation, and the desire to prove to himself that he was 

in good health, he cut into the forcemeats of cheese and marjoram, the boned fish, gourds, 

oysters with eggs, horse-radishes, truffles, and brochettes of small birds. As he looked at the 

prisoners he revelled in the imagination of their tortures. Nevertheless he remembered Sicca, and 

the rage caused by all his woes found vent in the abuse of these three men. 

“Ah! traitors! ah! wretches! infamous, accursed creatures! And you outraged me!—me! the 

Suffet! Their services, the price of their blood, say they! Ah! yes! their blood! their blood!” Then 

speaking to himself:—“All shall perish! not one shall be sold! It would be better to bring them to 

Carthage! I should be seen—but doubtless, I have not brought chains enough? Write: Send me—

How many of them are there? go and ask Muthumbal! Go! no pity! and let all their hands be cut 

off and brought to me in baskets!” 

But strange cries at once hoarse and shrill penetrated into the hall above Hanno’s voice and the 

rattling of the dishes that were being placed around him. They increased, and suddenly the 

furious trumpeting of the elephants burst forth as if the battle were beginning again. A great 

tumult was going on around the town. 

The Carthaginians had not attempted to pursue the Barbarians. They had taken up their 

quarters at the foot of the walls with their baggage, mules, serving men, and all their train of 

satraps; and they made merry in their beautiful pearl-bordered tents, while the camp of the 

Mercenaries was now nothing but a heap of ruins in the plain. Spendius had recovered his 

courage. He dispatched Zarxas to Matho, scoured the woods, rallied his men (the losses had been 

inconsiderable),—and they were re-forming their lines enraged at having been conquered 

without a fight, when they discovered a vat of petroleum which had no doubt been abandoned by 

the Carthaginians. Then Spendius had some pigs carried off from the farms, smeared them with 

bitumen, set them on fire, and drove them towards Utica. 

The elephants were terrified by the flames and fled. The ground sloped upwards, javelins were 

thrown at them, and they turned back;—and with great blows of ivory and trampling feet they 

ripped up the Carthaginians, stifled them, flattened them. The Barbarians descended the hill 

behind them; the Punic camp, which was without entrenchments was sacked at the first rush, and 

the Carthaginians were crushed against the gates, which were not opened through fear of the 

Mercenaries. 

Day broke, and Matho’s foot-soldiers were seen coming up from the west. At the same time 

horsemen appeared; they were Narr’ Havas with his Numidians. Leaping ravines and bushes they 



ran down the fugitives like greyhounds pursuing hares. This change of fortune interrupted the 

Suffet. He called out to be assisted to leave the vapour bath. 

The three captives were still before him. Then a Negro (the same who had carried his parasol 

in the battle) leaned over to his ear. 

“Well?” replied the Suffet slowly. “Ah! kill them!” he added in an abrupt tone. 

The Ethiopian drew a long dagger from his girdle and the three heads fell. One of them 

rebounded among the remains of the feast, and leaped into the basin, where it floated for some 

time with open mouth and staring eyes. The morning light entered through the chinks in the wall; 

the three bodies streamed with great bubbles like three fountains, and a sheet of blood flowed 

over the mosaics with their powdering of blue dust. The Suffet dipped his hand into this hot mire 

and rubbed his knees with it: it was a cure. 

When evening had come he stole away from the town with his escort, and made his way into 

the mountain to rejoin his army. 

He succeeded in finding the remains of it. 

Four days afterward he was on the top of a defile at Gorza, when the troops under Spendius 

appeared below. Twenty stout lances might easily have checked them by attacking the head of 

their column, but the Carthaginians watched them pass by in a state of stupefaction. Hanno 

recognised the king of the Numidians in the rearguard; Narr’ Havas bowed to him, at the same 

time making a sign which he did not understand. 

The return to Carthage took place amid all kinds of terrors. They marched only at night, hiding 

in the olive woods during the day. There were deaths at every halting-place; several times they 

believed themselves lost. At last they reached Cape Hermæum, where vessels came to receive 

them. 

Hanno was so fatigued, so desperate—the loss of the elephants in particular overwhelmed 

him—that he demanded poison from Demonades in order to put an end to it all. Moreover he 

could already feel himself stretched upon the cross. 

Carthage had not strength enough to be indignant with him. Its losses had amounted to one 

hundred thousand nine hundred and seventy-two shekels of silver, fifteen thousand six hundred 

and twenty-three shekels of gold, eighteen elephants, fourteen members of the Great Council, 

three hundred of the rich, eight thousand citizens, corn enough for three moons, a considerable 

quantity of baggage, and all the engines of war! The defection of Narr’ Havas was certain, and 

both sieges were beginning again. The army under Autaritus now extended from Tunis to 

Rhades. From the top of the Acropolis long columns of smoke might be seen in the country 

ascending to the sky; they were the mansions of the rich, which were on fire. 

One man alone could have saved the Republic. People repented that they had slighted him, 

and the peace party itself voted holocausts for Hamilcar’s return. 

The sight of the zaïmph had upset Salammbô. At night she thought that she could hear the 

footsteps of the goddess, and she would awake terrified and shrieking. Every day she sent food to 

the temples. Taanach was worn out with executing her orders, and Schahabarim never left her. 

  



CHAPTER VII HAMILCAR BARCA 

The Announcer of the Moons, who watched on the summit of the temple of Eschmoun every 

night in order to signal the disturbances of the planet with his trumpet, one morning perceived 

towards the west something like a bird skimming the surface of the sea with its long wings. 

It was a ship with three tiers of oars and with a horse carved on the prow. The sun was rising; 

the Announcer of the Moons put up his hand before his eyes, and then grasping his clarion with 

outstretched arms sounded a loud brazen cry over Carthage. 

People came out of every house; they would not believe what was said; they disputed with one 

another; the mole was covered with people. At last they recognised Hamilcar’s trireme. 

It advanced in fierce and haughty fashion, cleaving the foam around it, the lateen-yard quite 

square and the sail bulging down the whole length of the mast; its gigantic oars kept time as they 

beat the water; every now and then the extremity of the keel, which was shaped like a plough-

share, would appear, and the ivory-headed horse, rearing both its feet beneath the spur which 

terminated the prow, would seem to be speeding over the plains of the sea. 

As it rounded the promontory the wind ceased, the sail fell, and a man was seen standing 

bareheaded beside the pilot. It was he, Hamilcar, the Suffet! About his sides he wore gleaming 

sheets of steel; a red cloak, fastened to his shoulders, left his arms visible; two pearls of great 

length hung from his ears, and his black, bushy beard rested on his breast. 

The galley, however, tossing amid the rocks, was proceeding along the side of the mole, and 

the crowd followed it on the flag-stones, shouting: 

“Greeting! blessing! Eye of Khamon! ah! deliver us! ’Tis the fault of the rich! they want to put 

you to death! Take care of yourself, Barca!” 

He made no reply, as if the loud clamour of oceans and battles had completely deafened him. 

But when he was below the staircase leading down from the Acropolis, Hamilcar raised his head, 

and looked with folded arms upon the temple of Eschmoun. His gaze mounted higher still, to the 

great pure sky; he shouted an order in a harsh voice to his sailors; the trireme leaped forward; it 

grazed the idol set up at the corner of the mole to stay the storms; and in the merchant harbour, 

which was full of filth, fragments of wood, and rinds of fruit, it pushed aside and crushed against 

the other ships moored to stakes and terminating in crocodiles’ jaws. The people hastened 

thither, and some threw themselves into the water to swim to it. It was already at the very end 

before the gate which bristled with nails. The gate rose, and the trireme disappeared beneath the 

deep arch. 

The Military Harbour was completely separated from the town; when ambassadors arrived, 

they had to proceed between two walls through a passage which had its outlet on the left in front 

of the temple of Khamon. This great expanse of water was as round as a cup, and was bordered 

with quays on which sheds were built for sheltering the ships. Before each of these rose two 

pillars bearing the horns of Ammon on their capitals and forming continuous porticoes all round 

the basin. On an island in the centre stood a house for the marine Suffet. 

The water was so limpid that the bottom was visible with its paving of white pebbles. The 

noise of the streets did not reach so far, and Hamilcar as he passed recognised the triremes which 

he had formerly commanded. 

Not more than twenty perhaps remained, under shelter on the land, leaning over on their sides 

or standing upright on their keels, with lofty poops and swelling prows, and covered with 



gildings and mystic symbols. The chimaeras had lost their wings, the Patæc Gods their arms, the 

bulls their silver horns;—and half-painted, motionless, and rotten as they were, yet full of 

associations, and still emitting the scent of voyages, they all seemed to say to him, like mutilated 

soldiers on seeing their master again, “’Tis we! ’Tis we! and you too are vanquished!” 

No one excepting the marine Suffet might enter the admiral’s house. So long as there was no 

proof of his death he was considered as still in existence. In this way the Ancients avoided a 

master the more, and they had not failed to comply with the custom in respect to Hamilcar. 

The Suffet proceeded into the deserted apartments. At every step he recognised armour and 

furniture—familiar objects which nevertheless astonished him, and in a perfuming-pan in the 

vestibule there even remained the ashes of the perfumes that had been kindled at his departure 

for the conjuration of Melkarth. It was not thus that he had hoped to return. Everything that he 

had done, everything that he had seen, unfolded itself in his memory: assaults, conflagrations, 

legions, tempests, Drepanum, Syracuse, Lilybæum, Mount Etna, the plateau of Eryx, five years 

of battles,—until the fatal day when arms had been laid down and Sicily had been lost. Then he 

once more saw the woods of citron-trees, and herdsmen with their goats on grey mountains; and 

his heart leaped at the thought of the establishment of another Carthage down yonder. His 

projects and his recollections buzzed through his head, which was still dizzy from the pitching of 

the vessel; he was overwhelmed with anguish, and, becoming suddenly weak, he felt the 

necessity of drawing near to the gods. 

Then he went up to the highest story of his house, and taking a nail-studded staple from a 

golden shell, which hung on his arm, he opened a small oval chamber. 

It was softly lighted by means of delicate black discs let into the wall and as transparent as 

glass. Between the rows of these equal discs, holes, like those for the urns in columbaria, were 

hollowed out. Each of them contained a round dark stone, which appeared to be very heavy. 

Only people of superior understanding honoured these abaddirs, which had fallen from the 

moon. By their fall they denoted the stars, the sky, and fire; by their colour dark night, and by 

their density the cohesion of terrestrial things. A stifling atmosphere filled this mystic place. The 

round stones lying in the niches were whitened somewhat with sea-sand which the wind had no 

doubt driven through the door. Hamilcar counted them one after another with the tip of his 

finger; then he hid his face in a saffron-coloured veil, and, falling on his knees, stretched himself 

on the ground with both arms extended. 

The daylight outside was beginning to strike on the folding shutters of black lattice-work. 

Arborescences, hillocks, eddies, and ill-defined animals appeared in their diaphanous thickness; 

and the light came terrifying and yet peaceful as it must be behind the sun in the dull spaces of 

future creations. He strove to banish from his thoughts all forms, and all symbols and 

appellations of the gods, that he might the better apprehend the immutable spirit which outward 

appearances took away. Something of the planetary vitalities penetrated him, and he felt withal a 

wiser and more intimate scorn of death and of every accident. When he rose he was filled with 

serene fearlessness and was proof against pity or dread, and as his chest was choking he went to 

the top of the tower which overlooked Carthage. 

The town sank downwards in a long hollow curve, with its cupolas, its temples, its golden 

roofs, its houses, its clusters of palm trees here and there, and its glass balls with streaming rays, 

while the ramparts formed, as it were, the gigantic border of this horn of plenty which poured 

itself out before him. Far below he could see the harbours, the squares, the interiors of the courts, 

the plan of the streets, and the people, who seemed very small and but little above the level of the 



pavement. Ah! if Hanno had not arrived too late on the morning of the Ægatian islands! He 

fastened his eyes on the extreme horizon and stretched forth his quivering arms in the direction 

of Rome. 

The steps of the Acropolis were occupied by the multitude. In the square of Khamon the 

people were pressing forwards to see the Suffet come out, and the terraces were gradually being 

loaded with people; a few recognised him, and he was saluted; but he retired in order the better 

to excite the impatience of the people. 

Hamilcar found the most important men of his party below in the hall: Istatten, Subeldia, 

Hictamon, Yeoubas and others. They related to him all that had taken place since the conclusion 

of the peace: the greed of the Ancients, the departure of the soldiers, their return, their demands, 

the capture of Gisco, the theft of the zaïmph, the relief and subsequent abandonment of Utica; 

but no one ventured to tell him of the events which concerned himself. At last they separated, to 

meet again during the night at the assembly of the Ancients in the temple of Moloch. 

They had just gone out when a tumult arose outside the door. Some one was trying to enter in 

spite of the servants; and as the disturbance was increasing Hamilcar ordered the stranger to be 

shown in. 

An old Negress made her appearance, broken, wrinkled, trembling, stupid-looking, wrapped to 

the heels in ample blue veils. She advanced face to face with the Suffet, and they looked at each 

other for some time; suddenly Hamilcar started; at a wave of his hand the slaves withdrew. Then, 

signing to her to walk with precaution, he drew her by the arm into a remote apartment. 

The Negress threw herself upon the floor to kiss his feet; he raised her brutally. 

“Where have you left him, Iddibal?” 

“Down there, Master;” and extricating herself from her veils, she rubbed her face with her 

sleeve; the black colour, the senile trembling, the bent figure disappeared, and there remained a 

strong old man whose skin seemed tanned by sand, wind, and sea. A tuft of white hair rose on his 

skull like the crest of a bird; and he indicated his disguise, as it lay on the ground, with an ironic 

glance. 

“You have done well, Iddibal! ’Tis well!” Then piercing him, as it were, with his keen gaze: 

“No one yet suspects?” 

The old man swore to him by the Kabiri that the mystery had been kept. They never left their 

cottage, which was three days’ journey from Hadrumetum, on a shore peopled with turtles, and 

with palms on the dune. “And in accordance with your command, O Master! I teach him to hurl 

the javelin and to drive a team.” 

“He is strong, is he not?” 

“Yes, Master, and intrepid as well! He has no fear of serpents, or thunder, or phantoms. He 

runs bare-footed like a herdsman along the brinks of precipices.” 

“Speak! speak!” 

“He invents snares for wild beasts. Would you believe it, that last moon he surprised an eagle; 

he dragged it away, and the bird’s blood and the child’s were scattered in the air in large drops 

like driven roses. The animal in its fury enwrapped him in the beating of its wings; he strained it 

against his breast, and as it died his laughter increased, piercing and proud like the clashing of 

swords.” 

Hamilcar bent his head, dazzled by such presages of greatness. 



“But he has been for some time restless and disturbed. He gazes at the sails passing far out at 

sea; he is melancholy, he rejects bread, he inquires about the gods, and he wishes to become 

acquainted with Carthage.” 

“No, no! not yet!” exclaimed the Suffet. 

The old slave seemed to understand the peril which alarmed Hamilcar, and he resumed: 

“How is he to be restrained? Already I am obliged to make him promises, and I have come to 

Carthage only to buy him a dagger with a silver handle and pearls all around it.” Then he told 

how, having perceived the Suffet on the terrace, he had passed himself off on the warders of the 

harbour as one of Salammbô’s women, so as to make his way in to him. 

Hamilcar remained for a long time apparently lost in deliberation; at last he said: 

“To-morrow you will present yourself at sunset behind the purple factories in Megara, and 

imitate a jackal’s cry three times. If you do not see me, you will return to Carthage on the first 

day of every moon. Forget nothing! Love him! You may speak to him now about Hamilcar.” 

The slave resumed his costume, and they left the house and the harbour together. 

Hamilcar went on his way alone on foot and without an escort, for the meetings of the 

Ancients were, under extraordinary circumstances, always secret, and were resorted to 

mysteriously. 

At first he went along the western front of the Acropolis, and then passed through the Green 

Market, the galleries of Kinisdo, and the Perfumers’ suburb. The scattered lights were being 

extinguished, the broader streets grew still, then shadows glided through the darkness. They 

followed him, others appeared, and like him they all directed their course towards the Mappalian 

district. 

The temple of Moloch was built at the foot of a steep defile in a sinister spot. From below 

nothing could be seen but lofty walls rising indefinitely like those of a monstrous tomb. The 

night was gloomy, a greyish fog seemed to weigh upon the sea, which beat against the cliff with 

a noise as of death-rattles and sobs; and the shadows gradually vanished as if they had passed 

through the walls. 

But as soon as the doorway was crossed one found oneself in a vast quadrangular court 

bordered by arcades. In the centre rose a mass of architecture with eight equal faces. It was 

surmounted by cupolas which thronged around a second story supporting a kind of rotunda, from 

which sprang a cone with a re-entrant curve and terminating in a ball on the summit. 

Fires were burning in cylinders of filigree-work fitted upon poles, which men were carrying to 

and fro. These lights flickered in the gusts of wind and reddened the golden combs which 

fastened their plaited hair on the nape of the neck. They ran about calling to one another to 

receive the Ancients. 

Here and there on the flag-stones huge lions were couched like sphinxes, living symbols of the 

devouring sun. They were slumbering with half-closed eyelids. But roused by the footsteps and 

voices they rose slowly, came towards the Ancients, whom they recognised by their dress, and 

rubbed themselves against their thighs, arching their backs with sonorous yawns; the vapour of 

their breath passed across the light of the torches. The stir increased, doors closed, all the priests 

fled, and the Ancients disappeared beneath the columns which formed a deep vestibule round the 

temple. 



These columns were arranged in such a way that their circular ranks, which were contained 

one within another, showed the Saturnian period with its years, the years with their months, and 

the months with their days, and finally reached to the walls of the sanctuary. 

Here it was that the Ancients laid aside their sticks of narwhal’s-horn,—for a law which was 

always observed inflicted the punishment of death upon any one entering the meeting with any 

kind of weapon. Several wore a rent repaired with a strip of purple at the bottom of their 

garment, to show that they had not been economical in their dress when mourning for their 

relatives, and this testimony to their affliction prevented the slit from growing larger. Others had 

their beards inclosed in little bags of violet skin, and fastened to their ears by two cords. They all 

accosted one another by embracing breast to breast. They surrounded Hamilcar with 

congratulations; they might have been taken for brothers meeting their brother again. 

These men were generally thick-set, with curved noses like those of the Assyrian colossi. In a 

few, however, the more prominent cheek-bone, the taller figure, and the narrower foot, betrayed 

an African origin and nomad ancestors. Those who lived continually shut up in their counting-

houses had pale faces; others showed in theirs the severity of the desert, and strange jewels 

sparkled on all the fingers of their hands, which were burnt by unknown suns. The navigators 

might be distinguished by their rolling gait, while the men of agriculture smelt of the wine-press, 

dried herbs, and the sweat of mules. These old pirates had lands under tillage, these money-

grubbers would fit out ships, these proprietors of cultivated lands supported slaves who followed 

trades. All were skilled in religious discipline, expert in strategy, pitiless and rich. They looked 

wearied of prolonged cares. Their flaming eyes expressed distrust, and their habits of travelling 

and lying, trafficking and commanding, gave an appearance of cunning and violence, a sort of 

discreet and convulsive brutality to their whole demeanour. Further, the influence of the god cast 

a gloom upon them. 

They first passed through a vaulted hall which was shaped like an egg. Seven doors, 

corresponding to the seven planets, displayed seven squares of different colours against the wall. 

After traversing a long room they entered another similar hall. 

A candelabrum completely covered with chiselled flowers was burning at the far end, and 

each of its eight golden branches bore a wick of byssus in a diamond chalice. It was placed upon 

the last of the long steps leading to a great altar, the corners of which terminated in horns of 

brass. Two lateral staircases led to its flattened summit; the stones of it could not be seen; it was 

like a mountain of heaped cinders, and something indistinct was slowly smoking at the top of it. 

Then further back, higher than the candelabrum, and much higher than the altar, rose the 

Moloch, all of iron, and with gaping apertures in his human breast. His outspread wings were 

stretched upon the wall, his tapering hands reached down to the ground; three black stones 

bordered by yellow circles represented three eyeballs on his brow, and his bull’s head was raised 

with a terrible effort as if in order to bellow. 

Ebony stools were ranged round the apartment. Behind each of them was a bronze shaft 

resting on three claws and supporting a torch. All these lights were reflected in the mother-of-

pearl lozenges which formed the pavement of the hall. So lofty was the latter that the red colour 

of the walls grew black as it rose towards the vaulted roof, and the three eyes of the idol 

appeared far above like stars half lost in the night. 

The Ancients sat down on the ebony stools after putting the trains of their robes over their 

heads. They remained motionless with their hands crossed inside their broad sleeves, and the 



mother-of-pearl pavement seemed like a luminous river streaming from the altar to the door and 

flowing beneath their naked feet. 

The four pontiffs had their places in the centre, sitting back to back on four ivory seats which 

formed a cross, the high-priest of Eschmoun in a hyacinth robe, the high-priest of Tanith in a 

white linen robe, the high-priest of Khamon in a tawny woollen robe, and the high-priest of 

Moloch in a purple robe. 

Hamilcar advanced towards the candelabrum. He walked all round it, looking at the burning 

wicks; then he threw a scented powder upon them, and violet flames appeared at the extremities 

of the branches. 

Then a shrill voice rose; another replied to it, and the hundred Ancients, the four pontiffs, and 

Hamilcar, who remained standing, simultaneously intoned a hymn, and their voices—ever 

repeating the same syllables and strengthening the sounds—rose, grew loud, became terrible, and 

then suddenly were still. 

There was a pause for some time. At last Hamilcar drew from his breast a little three-headed 

statuette, as blue as sapphire, and placed it before him. It was the image of Truth, the very genius 

of his speech. Then he replaced it in his bosom, and all, as if seized with sudden wrath, cried out: 

“They are good friends of yours, are the Barbarians! Infamous traitor! You come back to see 

us perish, do you not? Let him speak!—No! no!” 

They were taking their revenge for the constraint to which political ceremonial had just 

obliged them; and even though they had wished for Hamilcar’s return, they were now indignant 

that he had not anticipated their disasters, or rather that he had not endured them as well as they. 

When the tumult had subsided, the pontiff of Moloch rose: 

“We ask you why you did not return to Carthage?” 

“What is that to you?” replied the Suffet disdainfully. 

Their shouts were redoubled. 

“Of what do you accuse me? I managed the war badly, perhaps! You have seen how I order 

my battles, you who conveniently allow Barbarians—” 

“Enough! enough!” 

He went on in a low voice so as to make himself the better listened to: 

“Oh! that is true! I am wrong, lights of the Baals; there are intrepid men among you! Gisco, 

rise!” And surveying the step of the altar with half-closed eyelids, as if he sought for some one, 

he repeated: 

“Rise, Gisco! You can accuse me; they will protect you! But where is he?” Then, as if he 

remembered himself: “Ah! in his house, no doubt! surrounded by his sons, commanding his 

slaves, happy, and counting on the wall the necklaces of honour which his country has given to 

him!” 

They moved about raising their shoulders as if they were being scourged with thongs. “You do 

not even know whether he is living or dead!” And without giving any heed to their clamours he 

said that in deserting the Suffet they had deserted the Republic. So, too, the peace with Rome, 

however advantageous it might appear to them, was more fatal than twenty battles. A few—those 

who were the least rich of the Council and were suspected of perpetual leanings towards the 

people or towards tyranny—applauded. Their opponents, chiefs of the Syssitia and 

administrators, triumphed over them in point of numbers; and the more eminent of them had 



ranged themselves close to Hanno, who was sitting at the other end of the hall before the lofty 

door, which was closed by a hanging of hyacinth colour. 

He had covered the ulcers on his face with paint. But the gold dust in his hair had fallen upon 

his shoulders, where it formed two brilliant sheets, so that his hair appeared whitish, fine, and 

frizzled like wool. His hands were enveloped in linen soaked in a greasy perfume, which dripped 

upon the pavement, and his disease had no doubt considerably increased, for his eyes were 

hidden beneath the folds of his eyelids. He had thrown back his head in order to see. His 

partisans urged him to speak. At last in a hoarse and hideous voice he said: 

“Less arrogance, Barca! We have all been vanquished! Each one supports his own misfortune! 

Be resigned!” 

“Tell us rather,” said Hamilcar, smiling, “how it was that you steered your galleys into the 

Roman fleet?” 

“I was driven by the wind,” replied Hanno. 

“You are like a rhinoceros trampling on his dung: you are displaying your own folly! be 

silent!” And they began to indulge in recriminations respecting the battle of the Ægatian islands. 

Hanno accused him of not having come to meet him. 

“But that would have left Eryx undefended. You ought to have stood out from the coast; what 

prevented you? Ah! I forgot! all elephants are afraid of the sea!” 

Hamilcar’s followers thought this jest so good that they burst out into loud laughter. The vault 

rang with it like the beating of tympanums. 

Hanno denounced the unworthiness of such an insult; the disease had come upon him from a 

cold taken at the siege of Hecatompylos, and tears flowed down his face like winter rain on a 

ruined wall. 

Hamilcar resumed: 

“If you had loved me as much as him there would be great joy in Carthage now! How many 

times did I not call upon you! and you always refused me money!” 

“We had need of it,” said the chiefs of the Syssitia. 

“And when things were desperate with me—we drank mules’ urine and ate the straps of our 

sandals; when I would fain have had the blades of grass soldiers and made battalions with the 

rottenness of our dead, you recalled the vessels that I had left!” 

“We could not risk everything,” replied Baat-Baal, who possessed gold mines in Darytian 

Gætulia. 

“But what did you do here, at Carthage, in your houses, behind your walls? There are Gauls on 

the Eridanus, who ought to have been roused, Chanaanites at Cyrene who would have come, and 

while the Romans send ambassadors to Ptolemæus—” 

“Now he is extolling the Romans to us!” Some one shouted out to him: “How much have they 

paid you to defend them?” 

“Ask that of the plains of Brutium, of the ruins of Locri, of Metapontum, and of Heraclea! I 

have burnt all their trees, I have pillaged all their temples, and even to the death of their 

grandchildren’s grandchildren—” 

“Why, you disclaim like a rhetor!” said Kapouras, a very illustrious merchant. “What is it that 

you want?” 



“I say that we must be more ingenious or more terrible! If the whole of Africa rejects your 

yoke the reason is, my feeble masters, that you do not know how to fasten it to her shoulders! 

Agathocles, Regulus, Copio, any bold man has only to land and capture her; and when the 

Libyans in the east concert with the Numidians in the west, and the Nomads come from the 

south, and the Romans from the north”—a cry of horror rose—“Oh! you will beat your breasts, 

and roll in the dust, and tear your cloaks! No matter! you will have to go and turn the mill-stone 

in the Suburra, and gather grapes on the hills of Latium.” 

They smote their right thighs to mark their sense of the scandal, and the sleeves of their robes 

rose like large wings of startled birds. Hamilcar, carried away by a spirit, continued his speech, 

standing on the highest step of the altar, quivering and terrible; he raised his arms, and the rays 

from the candelabrum which burned behind him passed between his fingers like javelins of gold. 

“You will lose your ships, your country seats, your chariots, your hanging beds, and the slaves 

who rub your feet! The jackal will crouch in your palaces, and the ploughshare will upturn your 

tombs. Nothing will be left but the eagles’ scream and a heap of ruins. Carthage, thou wilt fall!” 

The four pontiffs spread out their hands to avert the anathema. All had risen. But the marine 

Suffet, being a sacerdotal magistrate under the protection of the Sun, was inviolate so long as the 

assembly of the rich had not judged him. Terror was associated with the altar. They drew back. 

Hamilcar had ceased speaking, and was panting with eye fixed, his face as pale as the pearls of 

his tiara, almost frightened at himself, and his spirit lost in funereal visions. From the height on 

which he stood, all the torches on the bronze shafts seemed to him like a vast crown of fire laid 

level with the pavement; black smoke issuing from them mounted up into the darkness of the 

vault; and for some minutes the silence was so profound that they could hear in the distance the 

sound of the sea. 

Then the Ancients began to question one another. Their interests, their existence, were 

attacked by the Barbarians. But it was impossible to conquer them without the assistance of the 

Suffet, and in spite of their pride this consideration made them forget every other. His friends 

were taken aside. There were interested reconciliations, understandings, and promises. Hamilcar 

would not take any further part in any government. All conjured him. They besought him; and as 

the word treason occurred in their speech, he fell into a passion. The sole traitor was the Great 

Council, for as the enlistment of the soldiers expired with the war, they became free as soon as 

the war was finished; he even exalted their bravery and all the advantages which might be 

derived from interesting them in the Republic by donations and privileges. 

Then Magdassin, a former provincial governor, said, as he rolled his yellow eyes: 

“Truly Barca, with your travelling you have become a Greek, or a Latin, or something! Why 

speak you of rewards for these men? Rather let ten thousand Barbarians perish than a single one 

of us!” 

The Ancients nodded approval, murmuring:—“Yes, is there need for so much trouble? They 

can always be had?” 

“And they can be got rid of conveniently, can they not? They are deserted as they were by you 

in Sardinia. The enemy is apprised of the road which they are to take, as in the case of those 

Gauls in Sicily, or perhaps they are disembarked in the middle of the sea. As I was returning I 

saw the rock quite white with their bones!” 

“What a misfortune!” said Kapouras impudently. 

“Have they not gone over to the enemy a hundred times?” cried the others. 



“Why, then,” exclaimed Hamilcar, “did you recall them to Carthage, notwithstanding your 

laws? And when they are in your town, poor and numerous amid all your riches, it does not 

occur to you to weaken them by the slightest division! Afterwards you dismiss the whole of them 

with their women and children, without keeping a single hostage! Did you expect that they 

would murder themselves to spare you the pain of keeping your oaths? You hate them because 

they are strong! You hate me still more, who am their master! Oh! I felt it just now when you 

were kissing my hands and were all putting a constraint upon yourselves not to bite them!” 

If the lions that were sleeping in the court had come howling in, the uproar could not have 

been more frightful. But the pontiff of Eschmoun rose, and, standing perfectly upright, with his 

knees close together, his elbows pressed to his body, and his hands half open, he said: 

“Barca, Carthage has need that you should take the general command of the Punic forces 

against the Mercenaries!” 

“I refuse,” replied Hamilcar. 

“We will give you full authority,” cried the chiefs of the Syssitia. 

“No!” 

“With no control, no partition, all the money that you want, all the captives, all the booty, fifty 

zereths of land for every enemy’s corpse.” 

“No! no! because it is impossible to conquer with you!” 

“He is afraid!” 

“Because you are cowardly, greedy, ungrateful, pusillanimous and mad!” 

“He is careful of them!” 

“In order to put himself at their head,” said some one. 

“And return against us,” said another; and from the bottom of the hall Hanno howled: 

“He wants to make himself king!” 

Then they bounded up, overturning the seats and the torches: the crowd of them rushed 

towards the altar; they brandished daggers. But Hamilcar dived into his sleeves and drew from 

them two broad cutlasses; and half stooping, his left foot advanced, his eyes flaming and his 

teeth clenched, he defied them as he stood there beneath the golden candelabrum. 

Thus they had brought weapons with them as a precaution; it was a crime; they looked with 

terror at one another. As all were guilty, every one became quickly reassured; and by degrees 

they turned their backs on the Suffet and came down again maddened with humiliation. For the 

second time they recoiled before him. They remained standing for some time. Several who had 

wounded their fingers put them to their mouths or rolled them gently in the hem of their mantles, 

and they were about to depart when Hamilcar heard these words: 

“Why! it is a piece of delicacy to avoid distressing his daughter!” 

A louder voice was raised: 

“No doubt, since she takes her lovers from among the Mercenaries!” 

At first he tottered, then his eye rapidly sought for Schahabarim. But the priest of Tanith had 

alone remained in his place; and Hamilcar could see only his lofty cap in the distance. All were 

sneering in his face. In proportion as his anguish increased their joy redoubled, and those who 

were behind shouted amid the hootings: 

“He was seen coming out of her room!” 



“One morning in the month of Tammouz!” 

“It was the thief who stole the zaïmph!” 

“A very handsome man!” 

“Taller than you!” 

He snatched off the tiara, the ensign of his rank—his tiara with its eight mystic rows, and with 

an emerald shell in the centre—and with both hands and with all his strength dashed it to the 

ground; the golden circles rebounded as they broke, and the pearls rang upon the pavement. Then 

they saw a long scar upon the whiteness of his brow; it moved like a serpent between his 

eyebrows; all his limbs trembled. He ascended one of the lateral staircases which led on to the 

altar, and walked upon the latter! This was to devote himself to the god, to offer himself as a 

holocaust. The motion of his mantle agitated the lights of the candelabrum, which was lower 

than his sandals, and the fine dust raised by his footsteps surrounded him like a cloud as high as 

the waist. He stopped between the legs of the brass colossus. He took up two handfuls of the 

dust, the mere sight of which made every Carthaginian shudder with horror, and said: 

“By the hundred torches of your Intelligences! by the eight fires of the Kabiri! by the stars, the 

meteors, and the volcanoes! by everything that burns! by the thirst of the desert and the saltness 

of the ocean! by the cave of Hadrumetum and the empire of Souls! by extermination! by the 

ashes of your sons and the ashes of the brothers of your ancestors with which I now mingle my 

own!—you, the Hundred of the Council of Carthage, have lied in your accusation of my 

daughter! And I, Hamilcar Barca, marine Suffet, chief of the rich and ruler of the people, in the 

presence of bull-headed Moloch, I swear”—they expected something frightful, but he resumed in 

a loftier and calmer tone—“that I will not even speak to her about it!” 

The sacred servants entered wearing their golden combs, some with purple sponges and others 

with branches of palm. They raised the hyacinth curtain which was stretched before the door; and 

through the opening of this angle there was visible behind the other halls the great pink sky 

which seemed to be a continuation of the vault and to rest at the horizon upon the blue sea. The 

sun was issuing from the waves and mounting upwards. It suddenly struck upon the breast of the 

brazen colossus, which was divided into seven compartments closed by gratings. His red-toothed 

jaws opened in a horrible yawn; his enormous nostrils were dilated, the broad daylight animated 

him, and gave him a terrible and impatient aspect, as if he would fain have leaped without to 

mingle with the star, the god, and together traverse the immensities. 

The torches, however, which were scattered on the ground, were still burning, while here and 

there on the mother-of-pearl pavement was stretched from them what looked like spots of blood. 

The Ancients were reeling from exhaustion; they filled their lungs inhaling the freshness of the 

air; the sweat flowed down their livid faces; they had shouted so much that they could now 

scarcely make their voices heard. But their wrath against the Suffet was not at all abated; they 

hurled menaces at him by way of farewells, and Hamilcar answered them again. 

“Until the next night, Barca, in the temple of Eschmoun!” 

“I shall be there!” 

“We will have you condemned by the rich!” 

“And I you by the people!” 

“Take care that you do not end on the cross!” 

“And you that you are not torn to pieces in the streets!” 



As soon as they were on the threshold of the court they again assumed a calm demeanour. 

 

Their runners and coachmen were waiting for them at the door. Most of them departed on 

white mules. The Suffet leaped into his chariot and took the reins; the two animals, curving their 

necks, and rhythmically beating the resounding pebbles, went up the whole of the Mappalian 

Way at full gallop, and the silver vulture at the extremity of the pole seemed to fly, so quickly 

did the chariot pass along. 

The road crossed a field planted with slabs of stone, which were painted on the top like 

pyramids, and had open hands carved out in the centre as if all the dead men lying beneath had 

stretched them out towards heaven to demand something. Next there came scattered cabins built 

of earth, branches, and bulrush-hurdles, and all of a conical shape. These dwellings, which 

became constantly denser as the road ascended towards the Suffet’s gardens, were irregularly 

separated from one another by little pebble walls, trenches of spring water, ropes of esparto-

grass, and nopal hedges. But Hamilcar’s eyes were fastened on a great tower, the three storys of 

which formed three monster cylinders—the first being built of stone, the second of brick, and the 

third all of cedar—supporting a copper cupola upon twenty-four pillars of juniper, from which 

slender interlacing chains of brass hung down after the manner of garlands. This lofty edifice 

overlooked the buildings—the emporiums and mercantile houses—which stretched to the right, 

while the women’s palace rose at the end of the cypress trees, which were ranged in line like two 

walls of bronze. 

When the echoing chariot had entered through the narrow gateway it stopped beneath a broad 

shed in which there were shackled horses eating from heaps of chopped grass. 

All the servants hastened up. They formed quite a multitude, those who worked on the country 

estates having been brought to Carthage through fear of the soldiers. The labourers, who were 

clad in animals’ skins, had chains riveted to their ankles and trailing after them; the workers in 

the purple factories had arms as red as those of executioners; the sailors wore green caps; the 

fishermen coral necklaces; the huntsmen carried nets on their shoulders; and the people 

belonging to Megara wore black or white tunics, leathern drawers, and caps of straw, felt or 

linen, according to their service or their different occupations. 

Behind pressed a tattered populace. They lived without employment remote from the 

apartments, slept at night in the gardens, ate the refuse from the kitchens,—a human mouldiness 

vegetating in the shadow of the palace. Hamilcar tolerated them from foresight even more than 

from scorn. They had all put a flower in the ear in token of their joy, and many of them had 

never seen him. 

But men with head-dresses like the Sphinx’s, and furnished with great sticks, dashed into the 

crowd, striking right and left. This was to drive back the slaves, who were curious to see their 

master, so that he might not be assailed by their numbers or inconvenienced by their smell. 

Then they all threw themselves flat on the ground, crying: 

“Eye of Baal, may your house flourish!” And through these people as they lay thus on the 

ground in the avenue of cypress trees, Abdalonim, the Steward of the stewards, waving a white 

miter, advanced towards Hamilcar with a censer in his hand. 

Salammbô was then coming down the galley staircases. All her slave women followed her; 

and, at each of her steps, they also descended. The heads of the Negresses formed big black spots 

on the line of the bands of the golden plates clasping the foreheads of the Roman women. Others 



had silver arrows, emerald butterflies, or long bodkins set like suns in their hair. Rings, clasps, 

necklaces, fringes, and bracelets shone amid the confusion of white, yellow, and blue garments; a 

rustling of light material became audible; the pattering of sandals might be heard together with 

the dull sound of naked feet as they were set down on the wood;—and here and there a tall 

eunuch, head and shoulders above them, smiled with his face in air. When the shouting of the 

men had subsided they hid their faces in their sleeves, and together uttered a strange cry like the 

howling of a she-wolf, and so frenzied and strident was it that it seemed to make the great ebony 

staircase, with its thronging women, vibrate from top to bottom like a lyre. 

The wind lifted their veils, and the slender stems of the papyrus plant rocked gently. It was the 

month of Schebaz and the depth of winter. The flowering pomegranates swelled against the 

azure of the sky, and the sea disappeared through the branches with an island in the distance half 

lost in the mist. 

Hamilcar stopped on perceiving Salammbô. She had come to him after the death of several 

male children. Moreover, the birth of daughters was considered a calamity in the religions of the 

Sun. The gods had afterwards sent him a son; but he still felt something of the betrayal of his 

hope, and the shock, as it were, of the curse which he had uttered against her. Salammbô, 

however, continued to advance. 

Long bunches of various-coloured pearls fell from her ears to her shoulders, and as far as her 

elbows. Her hair was crisped so as to simulate a cloud. Round her neck she wore little 

quadrangular plates of gold, representing a woman between two rampant lions; and her costume 

was a complete reproduction of the equipment of the goddess. Her broad-sleeved hyacinth robe 

fitted close to her figure, widening out below. The vermilion on her lips gave additional 

whiteness to her teeth, and the antimony on her eyelids greater length to her eyes. Her sandals, 

which were cut out in bird’s plumage, had very high heels, and she was extraordinarily pale, 

doubtless on account of the cold. 

At last she came close to Hamilcar, and without looking at him, without raising her head to 

him: 

“Greeting, eye of Baalim, eternal glory! triumph! leisure! satisfaction! riches! Long has my 

heart been sad and the house drooping. But the returning master is like reviving Tammouz; and 

beneath your gaze, O father, joyfulness and a new existence will everywhere prevail!” 

And taking from Taanach’s hands a little oblong vase wherein smoked a mixture of meal, 

butter, cardamom, and wine: “Drink freely,” said she, “of the returning cup, which your servant 

has prepared!” 

He replied: “A blessing upon you!” and he mechanically grasped the golden vase which she 

held out to him. 

He scanned her, however, with such harsh attention, that Salammbô was troubled and 

stammered out: 

“They have told you, O Master!” 

“Yes! I know!” said Hamilcar in a low voice. 

Was this a confession, or was she speaking of the Barbarians? And he added a few vague 

words upon the public embarrassments which he hoped by his sole efforts to clear away. 

“O father!” exclaimed Salammbô, “you will not obliterate what is irreparable!” 

Then he drew back and Salammbô was astonished at his amazement; for she was not thinking 

of Carthage but of the sacrilege in which she found herself implicated. This man, who made 



legions tremble and whom she hardly knew, terrified her like a god; he had guessed, he knew all, 

something awful was about to happen. “Pardon!” she cried. 

Hamilcar slowly bowed his head. 

Although she wished to accuse herself she dared not open her lips; and yet she felt stifled with 

the need of complaining and being comforted. Hamilcar was struggling against a longing to 

break his oath. He kept it out of pride or from the dread of putting an end to his uncertainty; and 

he looked into her face with all his might so as to lay hold on what she kept concealed at the 

bottom of her heart. 

By degrees the panting Salammbô, crushed by such heavy looks, let her head sink below her 

shoulders. He was now sure that she had erred in the embrace of a Barbarian; he shuddered and 

raised both his fists. She uttered a shriek and fell down among her women, who crowded around 

her. 

Hamilcar turned on his heel. All the stewards followed him. 

The door of the emporiums was opened, and he entered a vast round hall form which long 

passages leading to other halls branched off like the spokes from the nave of a wheel. A stone 

disc stood in the centre with balustrades to support the cushions that were heaped up upon 

carpets. 

The Suffet walked at first with rapid strides; he breathed noisily, he struck the ground with his 

heel, and drew his hand across his forehead like a man annoyed by flies. But he shook his head, 

and as he perceived the accumulation of his riches he became calm; his thoughts, which were 

attracted by the vistas in the passages, wandered to the other halls that were full of still rarer 

treasures. Bronze plates, silver ingots, and iron bars alternated with pigs of tin brought from the 

Cassiterides over the Dark Sea; gums from the country of the Blacks were running over their 

bags of palm bark; and gold dust heaped up in leathern bottles was insensibly creeping out 

through the worn-out seams. Delicate filaments drawn from marine plants hung amid flax from 

Egypt, Greece, Taprobane and Judæa; mandrepores bristled like large bushes at the foot of the 

walls; and an indefinable odour—the exhalation from perfumes, leather, spices, and ostrich 

feathers, the latter tied in great bunches at the very top of the vault—floated through the air. An 

arch was formed above the door before each passage with elephants’ teeth placed upright and 

meeting together at the points. 

At last he ascended the stone disc. All the stewards stood with arms folded and heads bent 

while Abdalonim reared his pointed mitre with a haughty air. 

Hamilcar questioned the Chief of the Ships. He was an old pilot with eyelids chafed by the 

wind, and white locks fell to his hips as if dashing foam of the tempests had remained on his 

beard. 

He replied that he had sent a fleet by Gades and Thymiamata to try to reach Eziongaber by 

doubling the Southern Horn and the promontory of Aromata. 

Others had advanced continuously towards the west for four moons without meeting with any 

shore; but the ships prows became entangled in weeds, the horizon echoed continually with the 

noise of cataracts, blood-coloured mists darkened the sun, a perfume-laden breeze lulled the 

crews to sleep; and their memories were so disturbed that they were now unable to tell anything. 

However, expeditions had ascended the rivers of the Scythians, had made their way into Colchis, 

and into the countries of the Jugrians and of the Estians, had carried off fifteen hundred maidens 

in the Archipelago, and sunk all the strange vessels sailing beyond Cape Oestrymon, so that the 



secret of the routes should not be known. King Ptolemæus was detaining the incense from 

Schesbar; Syracuse, Elathia, Corsica, and the islands had furnished nothing, and the old pilot 

lowered his voice to announce that a trireme was taken at Rusicada by the Numidians,—“for 

they are with them, Master.” 

Hamilcar knit his brows; then he signed to the Chief of the Journeys to speak. This functionary 

was enveloped in a brown, ungirdled robe, and had his head covered with a long scarf of white 

stuff which passed along the edge of his lips and fell upon his shoulder behind. 

The caravans had set out regularly at the winter equinox. But of fifteen hundred men directing 

their course towards the extreme boundaries of Ethiopia with excellent camels, new leathern 

bottles, and supplies of painted cloth, but one had reappeared at Carthage—the rest having died 

of fatigue or become mad through the terror of the desert;—and he said that far beyond the Black 

Harousch, after passing the Atarantes and the country of the great apes, he had seen immense 

kingdoms, wherein the pettiest utensils were all of gold, a river of the colour of milk and as 

broad as the sea, forests of blue trees, hills of aromatics, monsters with human faces vegetating 

on the rocks with eyeballs which expanded like flowers to look at you; and then crystal 

mountains supporting the sun behind lakes all covered with dragons. Others had returned from 

India with peacocks, pepper, and new textures. As to those who go by way of the Syrtes and the 

temple of Ammon to purchase chalcedony, they had no doubt perished in the sands. The 

caravans from Gætulia and Phazzana had furnished their usual supplies; but he, the Chief of the 

Journeys, did not venture to fit one out just now. 

Hamilcar understood; the Mercenaries were in occupation of the country. He leaned upon his 

other elbow with a hollow groan; and the Chief of Farms was so afraid to speak that he trembled 

horribly in spite of his thick shoulders and his big red eyeballs. His face, which was as snub-

nosed as a mastiff’s, was surmounted by a net woven of threads of bark. He wore a waist-belt of 

hairy leopard’s skin, wherein gleamed two formidable cutlasses. 

As soon as Hamilcar turned away he began to cry aloud and invoke all the Baals. It was not 

his fault! he could not help it! He had watched the temperature, the soil, the stars, had planted at 

the winter solstice and pruned at the waning of the moon, had inspected the slaves and had been 

careful of their clothes. 

But Hamilcar grew angry at this loquacity. He clacked his tongue, and the man with the 

cutlasses went on in rapid tones: 

“Ah, Master! they have pillaged everything! sacked everything! destroyed everything! Three 

thousand trees have been cut down at Maschala, and at Ubada the granaries have been looted and 

the cisterns filled up! At Tedes they have carried off fifteen hundred gomors of meal; at 

Marrazana they have killed the shepherds, eaten the flocks, burnt your house—your beautiful 

house with its cedar beams, which you used to visit in the summer! The slaves at Tuburbo who 

were reaping barley fled to the mountains; and the asses, the mules both great and small, the 

oxen from Taormina, and the antelopes,—not a single one left! all carried away! It is a curse! I 

shall not survive it!” He went on again in tears: “Ah! if you knew how full the cellars were, and 

how the ploughshares shone! Ah! the fine rams! ah! the fine bulls!—” 

Hamilcar’s wrath was choking him. It burst forth: 

“Be silent! Am I a pauper then? No lies! speak the truth! I wish to know all that I have lost to 

the last shekel, to the last cab! Abdalonim, bring me the accounts of the ships, of the caravans, of 

the farms, of the house! And if your consciences are not clear, woe be on your heads! Go out!” 

All the stewards went out walking backwards, with their fists touching the ground. 



Abdalonim went up to a set of pigeon-holes in the wall, and from the midst of them took out 

knotted cords, strips of linen or papyrus, and sheeps’ shoulder-blades inscribed with delicate 

writing. He laid them at Hamilcar’s feet, placed in his hands a wooden frame furnished on the 

inside with three threads on which balls of gold, silver, and horn were strung, and began: 

“One hundred and ninety-two houses in the Mappalian district let to the New Carthaginians at 

the rate of one bekah a moon.” 

“No! it is too much! be lenient towards the poor people! and you will try to learn whether they 

are attached to the Republic, and write down the names of those who appear to you to be the 

most daring! What next?” 

Abdalonim hesitated in surprise at such generosity. 

Hamilcar snatched the strips of linen from his hands. 

“What is this? three palaces around Khamon at twelve kesitahs a month! Make it twenty! I do 

not want to be eaten up by the rich.” 

The Steward of the stewards, after a long salutation, resumed: 

“Lent to Tigillas until the end of the season two kikars at three per cent., maritime interest; to 

Bar-Malkarth fifteen hundred shekels on the security of thirty slaves. But twelve have died in the 

salt-marshes.” 

“That is because they were not hardy,” said the Suffet, laughing. “No matter! if he is in want 

of money, satisfy him! We should always lend, and at different rates of interest, according to the 

wealth of the individual.” 

Then the servant hastened to read all that had been brought in by the iron-mines of Annaba, 

the coral fisheries, the purple factories, the farming of the tax on the resident Greeks, the export 

of silver to Arabia, where it had ten times the value of gold, and the captures of vessels, 

deduction of a tenth being made for the temple of the goddess. “Each time I declared a quarter 

less, Master!” Hamilcar was reckoning with the balls; they rang beneath his fingers. 

“Enough! What have you paid?” 

“To Stratonicles of Corinth, and to three Alexandrian merchants, on these letters here (they 

have been realised), ten thousand Athenian drachmas, and twelve Syrian talents of gold. The 

food for the crews, amounting to twenty minæ a month for each trireme—” 

“I know! How many lost?” 

“Here is the account on these sheets of lead,” said the Steward. “As to the ships chartered in 

common, it has often been necessary to throw the cargo into the seas, and so the unequal losses 

have been divided among the partners. For the ropes which were borrowed from the arsenals, 

and which it was impossible to restore, the Syssitia exacted eight hundred kesitahs before the 

expedition to Utica.” 

“They again!” said Hamilcar, hanging his head; and he remained for a time as if quite crushed 

by the weight of all the hatreds that he could feel upon him. “But I do not see the Megara 

expenses?” 

Abdalonim, turning pale, went to another set of pigeon-holes, and took from them some 

planchettes of sycamore wood strung in packets on leathern strings. 

Hamilcar, curious about these domestic details, listened to him and grew calm with the 

monotony of the tones in which the figures were enumerated. Abdalonim became slower. 

Suddenly he let the wooden sheets fall to the ground and threw himself flat on his face with his 



arms stretched out in the position of a condemned criminal. Hamilcar picked up the tablets 

without any emotion; and his lips parted and his eyes grew larger when he perceived an 

exorbitant consumption of meat, fish, birds, wines, and aromatics, with broken vases, dead 

slaves, and spoiled carpets set down as the expense of a single day. 

Abdalonim, still prostrate, told him of the feast of the Barbarians. He had not been able to 

avoid the command of the Ancients. Moreover, Salammbô desired money to be lavished for the 

better reception of the soldiers. 

At his daughter’s name Hamilcar leaped to his feet. Then with compressed lips he crouched 

down upon the cushions, tearing the fringes with his nails, and panting with staring eyes. 

“Rise!” said he; and he descended. 

Abdalonim followed him; his knees trembled. But seizing an iron bar he began like one 

distraught to loosen the paving stones. A wooden disc sprang up and soon there appeared 

throughout the length of the passage several of the large covers employed for stopping up the 

trenches in which grain was kept. 

“You see, Eye of Baal,” said the servant, trembling, “they have not taken everything yet! and 

these are each fifty cubits deep and filled up to the brim! During your voyage I had them dug out 

in the arsenals, in the gardens, everywhere! your house is full of corn as your heart is full of 

wisdom.” 

A smile passed over Hamilcar’s face. “It is well, Abdalonim!” Then bending over to his ear: 

“You will have it brought from Etruria, Brutium, whence you will, and no matter at what price! 

Heap it and keep it! I alone must possess all the corn in Carthage.” 

Then when they were alone at the extremity of the passage, Abdalonim, with one of the keys 

hanging at his girdle, opened a large quadrangular chamber divided in the centre by pillars of 

cedar. Gold, silver, and brass coins were arranged on tables or packed into niches, and rose as 

high as the joists of the roof along the four walls. In the corners there were huge baskets of 

hippopotamus skin supporting whole rows of smaller bags; there were hillocks formed of heaps 

of bullion on the pavement; and here and there a pile that was too high had given way and looked 

like a ruined column. The large Carthaginian pieces, representing Tanith with a horse beneath a 

palm-tree, mingled with those from the colonies, which were marked with a bull, star, globe, or 

crescent. Then there might be seen pieces of all values, dimensions, and ages arrayed in unequal 

amounts—from the ancient coins of Assyria, slender as the nail, to the ancient ones of Latium, 

thicker than the hand, with the buttons of Egina, the tablets of Bactriana, and the short bars of 

Lacedæmon; many were covered with rust, or had grown greasy, or, having been taken in nets or 

from among the ruins of captured cities, were green with the water or blackened by fire. The 

Suffet had speedily calculated whether the sums present corresponded with the gains and losses 

which had just been read to him; and he was going away when he perceived three brass jars 

completely empty. Abdalonim turned away his head to mark his horror, and Hamilcar, resigning 

himself to it, said nothing. 

They crossed other passages and other halls, and at last reached a door where, to ensure its 

better protection and in accordance with a Roman custom lately introduced into Carthage, a man 

was fastened by the waist to a long chain let into the wall. His beard and nails had grown to an 

immoderate length, and he swayed himself from right to left with that continual oscillation which 

is characteristic of captive animals. As soon as he recognised Hamilcar he darted towards him, 

crying: 



“Pardon, Eye of Baal! pity! kill me! For ten years I have not seen the sun! In your father’s 

name, pardon!” 

Hamilcar, without answering him, clapped his hands and three men appeared; and all four 

simultaneously stiffening their arms, drew back from its rings the enormous bar which closed the 

door. Hamilcar took a torch and disappeared into the darkness. 

This was believed to be the family burying-place; but nothing would have been found in it 

except a broad well. It was dug out merely to baffle robbers, and it concealed nothing. Hamilcar 

passed along beside it; then stooping down he made a very heavy millstone turn upon its rollers, 

and through this aperture entered an apartment which was built in the shape of a cone. 

The walls were covered with scales of brass; and in the centre, on a granite pedestal, stood the 

statue of one of the Kabiri called Aletes, the discoverer of the mines in Celtiberia. On the ground, 

at its base, and arranged in the form of a cross, were large gold shields and monster close-necked 

silver vases, of extravagant shape and unfitted for use; it was customary to cast quantities of 

metal in this way, so that dilapidation and even removal should be almost impossible. 

With his torch he lit a miner’s lamp which was fastened to the idol’s cap, and green, yellow, 

blue, violet, wine-coloured, and blood-coloured fires suddenly illuminated the hall. It was filled 

with gems which were either in gold calabashes fastened like sconces upon sheets of brass, or 

were ranged in native masses at the foot of the wall. There were callaides shot away from the 

mountains with slings, carbuncles formed by the urine of the lynx, glossopetræ which had fallen 

from the moon, tyanos, diamonds, sandastra, beryls, with the three kinds of rubies, the four kinds 

of sapphires, and the twelve kinds of emeralds. They gleamed like splashes of milk, blue icicles, 

and silver dust, and shed their light in sheets, rays, and stars. Ceraunia, engendered by the 

thunder, sparkled by the side of chalcedonies, which are a cure for poison. There were topazes 

from Mount Zabarca to avert terrors, opals from Bactriana to prevent abortions, and horns of 

Ammon, which are placed under the bed to induce dreams. 

The fires from the stones and the flames from the lamp were mirrored in the great golden 

shields. Hamilcar stood smiling with folded arms, and was less delighted by the sight of his 

riches than by the consciousness of their possession. They were inaccessible, exhaustless, 

infinite. His ancestors sleeping beneath his feet transmitted something of their eternity to his 

heart. He felt very near to the subterranean deities. It was as the joy of one of the Kabiri; and the 

great luminous rays striking upon his face looked like the extremity of an invisible net linking 

him across the abysses with the centre of the world. 

A thought came which made him shudder, and placing himself behind the idol he walked 

straight up to the wall. Then among the tattooings on his arm he scrutinised a horizontal line with 

two other perpendicular ones which in Chanaanitish figures expressed the number thirteen. Then 

he counted as far as the thirteenth of the brass plates and again raised his ample sleeve; and with 

his right hand stretched out he read other more complicated lines on his arm, at the same time 

moving his fingers daintily about like one playing on a lyre. At last he struck seven blows with 

his thumb, and an entire section of the wall turned about in a single block. 

It served to conceal a sort of cellar containing mysterious things which had no name and were 

of incalculable value. Hamilcar went down the three steps, took up a llama’s skin which was 

floating on a black liquid in a silver vat, and then re-ascended. 

Abdalonim again began to walk before him. He struck the pavement with his tall cane, the 

pommel of which was adorned with bells, and before every apartment cried aloud the name of 

Hamilcar amid eulogies and benedictions. 



Along the walls of the circular gallery, from which the passages branched off, were piled little 

beams of algummim, bags of Lawsonia, cakes of Lemnos-earth, and tortoise carapaces filled 

with pearls. The Suffet brushed them with his robe as he passed without even looking at some 

gigantic pieces of amber, an almost divine material formed by the rays of the sun. 

A cloud of odorous vapour burst forth. 

“Push open the door!” 

They went in. 

Naked men were kneading pastes, crushing herbs, stirring coals, pouring oil into jars, and 

opening and shutting the little ovoid cells which were hollowed out all round in the wall, and 

were so numerous that the apartment was like the interior of a hive. They were brimful of 

myrobalan, bdellium, saffron, and violets. Gums, powders, roots, glass phials, branches of 

filipendula, and rose-petals were scattered about everywhere, and the scents were stifling in spite 

of the cloud-wreaths from the styrax shrivelling on a brazen tripod in the centre. 

The Chief of the Sweet Odours, pale and long as a waxen torch, came up to Hamilcar to crush 

a roll of metopion in his hands, while two others rubbed his heels with leaves of baccharis. He 

repelled them; they were Cyreneans of infamous morals, but valued on account of the secrets 

which they possessed. 

To show his vigilance the Chief of the Odours offered the Suffet a little malobathrum to taste 

in an electrum spoon; then he pierced three Indian bezoars with an awl. The master, who knew 

the artifices employed, took a horn full of balm, and after holding it near the coals inclined it 

over his robe. A brown spot appeared; it was a fraud. Then he gazed fixedly at the Chief of the 

Odours, and without saying anything flung the gazelle’s horn full in his face. 

However indignant he might be at adulterations made to his own prejudice, when he perceived 

some parcels of nard which were being packed up for countries beyond the sea, he ordered 

antimony to be mixed with it so as to make it heavier. 

Then he asked where three boxes of psagdas designed for his own use were to be found. 

The Chief of the Odours confessed that he did not know; some soldiers had come howling in 

with knives and he had opened the boxes for them. 

“So you are more afraid of them then of me!” cried the Suffet; and his eyeballs flashed like 

torches through the smoke upon the tall, pale man who was beginning to understand. 

“Abdalonim! you will make him run the gauntlet before sunset: tear him!” 

This loss, which was less than the others, had exasperated him; for in spite of his efforts to 

banish them from his thoughts he was continually coming again across the Barbarians. Their 

excesses were blended with his daughter’s shame, and he was angry with the whole household 

for knowing of the latter and for not speaking of it to him. But something impelled him to bury 

himself in his misfortune; and in an inquisitorial fit he visited the sheds behind the mercantile 

house to see the supplies of bitumen, wood, anchors and cordage, honey and wax, the cloth 

warehouse, the stores of food, the marble yard and the silphium barn. 

He went to the other side of the gardens to make an inspection in their cottages, of the 

domestic artisans whose productions were sold. There were tailors embroidering cloaks, others 

making nets, others painting cushions or cutting out sandals, and Egyptian workmen polished 

papyrus with a shell, while the weavers’ shuttles rattled and the armourers’ anvils rang. 

Hamilcar said to them: 



“Beat away at the swords! I shall want them.” And he drew the antelope’s skin that had been 

steeped in poisons from his bosom to have it cut into a cuirass more solid than one of brass and 

unassailable by steel or flame. 

As soon as he approached the workmen, Abdalonim, to give his wrath another direction, tried 

to anger him against them by murmured disparagement of their work. “What a performance! It is 

a shame! The Master is indeed too good.” Hamilcar moved away without listening to him. 

He slackened his pace, for the paths were barred by great trees calcined from one end to the 

other, such as may be met with in woods where shepherds have encamped; and the palings were 

broken, the water in the trenches was disappearing, while fragments of glass and the bones of 

apes were to be seen amid the miry puddles. A scrap of cloth hung here and there from the 

bushes, and the rotten flowers formed a yellow muck-heap beneath the citron trees. In fact, the 

servants had neglected everything, thinking that the master would never return. 

At every step he discovered some new disaster, some further proof of the thing which he had 

forbidden himself to learn. Here he was soiling his purple boots as he crushed the filth under-

foot; and he had not all these men before him at the end of a catapult to make them fly into 

fragments! He felt humiliated at having defended them; it was a delusion and a piece of 

treachery; and as he could not revenge himself upon the soldiers, or the Ancients, or Salammbô, 

or anybody, and his wrath required some victim, he condemned all the slaves of the gardens to 

the mines at a single stroke. 

Abdalonim shuddered each time that he saw him approaching the parks. But Hamilcar took 

the path towards the mill, from which there might be heard issuing a mournful melopoia. 

The heavy mill-stones were turning amid the dust. They consisted of two cones of porphyry 

laid the one upon the other—the upper one of the two, which carried a funnel, being made to 

revolve upon the second by means of strong bars. Some men were pushing these with their 

breasts and arms, while others were yoked to them and were pulling them. The friction of the 

straps had formed purulent scabs round about their armpits such as are seen on asses’ withers, 

and the end of the limp black rag, which scarcely covered their loins, hung down and flapped 

against their hams like a long tail. Their eyes were red, the irons on their feet clanked, and all 

their breasts panted rhythmically. On their mouths they had muzzles fastened by two little bronze 

chains to render it impossible for them to eat the flour, and their hands were enclosed in gauntlets 

without fingers, so as to prevent them from taking any. 

At the master’s entrance the wooden bars creaked still more loudly. The grain grated as it was 

being crushed. Several fell upon their knees; the others, continuing their work, stepped across 

them. 

He asked for Giddenem, the governor of the slaves, and that personage appeared, his rank 

being displayed in the richness of his dress. His tunic, which was slit up the sides, was of fine 

purple; his ears were weighted with heavy rings; and the strips of cloth enfolding his legs were 

joined together with a lacing of gold which extended from his ankles to his hips, like a serpent 

winding about a tree. In his fingers, which were laden with rings, he held a necklace of jet beads, 

so as to recognise the men who were subject to the sacred disease. 

Hamilcar signed to him to unfasten the muzzles. Then with the cries of famished animals they 

all rushed upon the flour, burying their faces in the heaps of it and devouring it. 

“You are weakening them!” said the Suffet. 

Giddenem replied that such treatment was necessary in order to subdue them. 



“It was scarcely worth while sending you to the slaves’ school at Syracuse. Fetch the others!” 

And the cooks, butlers, grooms, runners, and litter-carriers, the men belonging to the vapour-

baths, and the women with their children, all ranged themselves in a single line in the garden 

from the mercantile house to the deer park. They held their breath. An immense silence prevailed 

in Megara. The sun was lengthening across the lagoon at the foot of the catacombs. The 

peacocks were screeching. Hamilcar walked along step by step. 

“What am I to do with these old creatures?” he said. “Sell them! There are too many Gauls: 

they are drunkards! and too many Cretans: they are liars! Buy me some Cappadocians, Asiatics, 

and Negroes.” 

He was astonished that the children were so few. “The house ought to have births every year, 

Giddenem. You will leave the huts open every night to let them mingle freely.” 

He then had the thieves, the lazy, and the mutinous shown to him. He distributed punishments, 

with reproaches to Giddenem; and Giddenem, ox-like, bent his low forehead, with its two broad 

intersecting eyebrows. 

“See, Eye of Baal,” he said, pointing out a sturdy Libyan, “here is one who was caught with 

the rope round his neck.” 

“Ah! you wish to die?” said the Suffet scornfully. 

“Yes!” replied the slave in an intrepid tone. 

Then, without heeding the precedent or the pecuniary loss, Hamilcar said to the serving-men: 

“Away with him!” 

Perhaps in his thoughts he intended a sacrifice. It was a misfortune which he inflicted upon 

himself in order to avert more terrible ones. 

Giddenem had hidden those who were mutilated behind the others. Hamilcar perceived them. 

“Who cut off your arm?” 

“The soldiers, Eye of Baal.” 

Then to a Samnite who was staggering like a wounded heron: 

“And you, who did that to you?” 

It was the governor, who had broken his leg with an iron bar. 

This silly atrocity made the Suffet indignant; he snatched the jet necklace out of Giddenem’s 

hands. 

“Cursed be the dog that injures the flock! Gracious Tanith, to cripple slaves! Ah! you ruin 

your master! Let him be smothered in the dunghill. And those that are missing? Where are they? 

Have you helped the soldiers to murder them?” 

His face was so terrible that all the women fled. The slaves drew back and formed a large 

circle around them; Giddenem was frantically kissing his sandals; Hamilcar stood upright with 

his arms raised above him. 

But with his understanding as clear as in the sternest of his battles, he recalled a thousand 

odious things, ignominies from which he had turned aside; and in the gleaming of his wrath he 

could once more see all his disasters simultaneously as in the lightnings of a storm. The 

governors of the country estates had fled through terror of the soldiers, perhaps through collusion 

with them; they were all deceiving him; he had restrained himself too long. 

“Bring them here!” he cried; “and brand them on the forehead with red-hot irons as cowards!” 



Then they brought and spread out in the middle of the garden, fetters, carcanets, knives, chains 

for those condemned to the mines, cippi for fastening the legs, numellæ for confining the 

shoulders, and scorpions or whips with triple thongs terminating in brass claws. 

All were placed facing the sun, in the direction of Moloch the Devourer, and were stretched on 

the ground on their stomachs or on their backs, those, however, who were sentenced to be 

flogged standing upright against the trees with two men beside them, one counting the blows and 

the other striking. 

In striking he used both his arms, and the whistling thongs made the bark of the plane-trees 

fly. The blood was scattered like rain upon the foliage, and red masses writhed with howls at the 

foot of the trees. Those who were under the iron tore their faces with their nails. The wooden 

screws could be heard creaking; dull knockings resounded; sometimes a sharp cry would 

suddenly pierce the air. In the direction of the kitchens, men were brisking up burning coals with 

fans amid tattered garments and scattered hair, and a smell of burning flesh was perceptible. 

Those who were under the scourge, swooning, but kept in their positions by the bonds on their 

arms, rolled their heads upon their shoulders and closed their eyes. The others who were 

watching them began to shriek with terror, and the lions, remembering the feast perhaps, 

stretched themselves out yawning against the edge of the dens. 

Then Salammbô was seen on the platform of her terrace. She ran wildly about it from left to 

right. Hamilcar perceived her. It seemed to him that she was holding up her arms towards him to 

ask for pardon; with a gesture of horror he plunged into the elephants’ park. 

These animals were the pride of the great Punic houses. They had carried their ancestors, had 

triumphed in the wars, and they were reverenced as being the favourites of the Sun. 

Those of Megara were the strongest in Carthage. Before he went away Hamilcar had required 

Abdalonim to swear that he would watch over them. But they had died from their mutilations; 

and only three remained, lying in the middle of the court in the dust before the ruins of their 

manger. 

They recognised him and came up to him. One had its ears horribly slit, another had a large 

wound in its knee, while the trunk of the third was cut off. 

They looked sadly at him, like reasonable creatures; and the one that had lost its trunk tried by 

stooping its huge head and bending its hams to stroke him softly with the hideous extremity of its 

stump. 

At this caress from the animal two tears started into his eyes. He rushed at Abdalonim. 

“Ah! wretch! the cross! the cross!” 

Abdalonim fell back swooning upon the ground. 

The bark of a jackal rang from behind the purple factories, the blue smoke of which was 

ascending slowly into the sky; Hamilcar paused. 

The thought of his son had suddenly calmed him like the touch of a god. He caught a glimpse 

of a prolongation of his might, an indefinite continuation of his personality, and the slaves could 

not understand whence this appeasement had come upon him. 

As he bent his steps towards the purple factories he passed before the ergastulum, which was a 

long house of black stone built in a square pit with a small pathway all round it and four 

staircases at the corners. 



Iddibal was doubtless waiting until the night to finish his signal. “There is no hurry yet,” 

thought Hamilcar; and he went down into the prison. Some cried out to him: “Return”; the 

boldest followed him. 

The open door was flapping in the wind. The twilight entered through the narrow loopholes, 

and in the interior broken chains could be distinguished hanging from the walls. 

This was all that remained of the captives of war! 

Then Hamilcar grew extraordinarily pale, and those who were leaning over the pit outside saw 

him resting one hand against the wall to keep himself from falling. 

But the jackal uttered its cry three times in succession. Hamilcar raised his head; he did not 

speak a word nor make a gesture. Then when the sun had completely set he disappeared behind 

the nopal hedge, and in the evening he said as he entered the assembly of the rich in the temple 

of Eschmoun: 

“Luminaries of the Baalim, I accept the command of the Punic forces against the army of the 

Barbarians!” 

  



CHAPTER VIII THE BATTLE OF THE MACARAS 

In the following day he drew two hundred and twenty-three thousand kikars of gold from the 

Syssitia, and decreed a tax of fourteen shekels upon the rich. Even the women contributed; 

payment was made in behalf of the children, and he compelled the colleges of priests to furnish 

money—a monstrous thing, according to Carthaginian customs. 

He demanded all the horses, mules, and arms. A few tried to conceal their wealth, and their 

property was sold; and, to intimidate the avarice of the rest, he himself gave sixty suits of 

armour, and fifteen hundred gomers of meal, which was as much as was given by the Ivory 

Company. 

He sent into Liguria to buy soldiers, three thousand mountaineers accustomed to fight with 

bears; they were paid for six moons in advance at the rate of four minæ a day. 

Nevertheless an army was wanted. But he did not, like Hanno, accept all the citizens. First he 

rejected those engaged in sedentary occupations, and then those who were big-bellied or had a 

pusillanimous look; and he admitted those of ill-repute, the scum of Malqua, sons of Barbarians, 

freed men. For reward he promised some of the New Carthaginians complete rights of 

citizenship. 

His first care was to reform the Legion. These handsome young fellows, who regarded 

themselves as the military majesty of the Republic, governed themselves. He reduced their 

officers to the ranks; he treated them harshly, made them run, leap, ascend the declivity of Byrsa 

at a single burst, hurl javelins, wrestle together, and sleep in the squares at night. Their families 

used to come to see them and pity them. 

He ordered shorter swords and stronger buskins. He fixed the number of serving-men, and 

reduced the amount of baggage; and as there were three hundred Roman pila kept in the temple 

of Moloch, he took them in spite of the pontiff’s protests. 

He organised a phalanx of seventy-two elephants with those which had returned from Utica, 

and others which were private property, and rendered them formidable. He armed their drivers 

with mallet and chisel to enable them to split their skulls in the fight if they ran away. 

He would not allow his generals to be nominated by the Grand Council. The Ancients tried to 

urge the laws in objection, but he set them aside; no one ventured to murmur again, and 

everything yielded to the violence of his genius. 

He assumed sole charge of the war, the government, and the finances; and as a precaution 

against accusations he demanded the Suffet Hanno as examiner of his accounts. 

He set to work upon the ramparts, and had the old and now useless inner walls demolished in 

order to furnish stones. But difference of fortune, replacing the hierarchy of race, still kept the 

sons of the vanquished and those of the conquerors apart; thus the patricians viewed the 

destruction of these ruins with an angry eye, while the plebeians, scarcely knowing why, 

rejoiced. 

The troops defiled under arms through the streets from morning till night; every moment the 

sound of trumpets was heard; chariots passed bearing shields, tents, and pikes; the courts were 

full of women engaged in tearing up linen; the enthusiasm spread from one to another, and 

Hamilcar’s soul filled the Republic. 

He had divided his soldiers into even numbers, being careful to place a strong man and a weak 

one alternately throughout the length of his files, so that he who was less vigorous or more 



cowardly might be at once led and pushed forward by two others. But with his three thousand 

Ligurians, and the best in Carthage, he could form only a simple phalanx of four thousand and 

ninety-six hoplites, protected by bronze helmets, and handling ashen sarissæ fourteen cubits 

long. 

There were two thousand young men, each equipped with a sling, a dagger, and sandals. He 

reinforced them with eight hundred others armed with round shields and Roman swords. 

The heavy cavalry was composed of the nineteen hundred remaining guardsmen of the 

Legion, covered with plates of vermilion bronze, like the Assyrian Clinabarians. He had further 

four hundred mounted archers, of those that were called Tarentines, with caps of weasel’s skin, 

two-edged axes, and leathern tunics. Finally there were twelve hundred Negroes from the quarter 

of the caravans, who were mingled with the Clinabarians, and were to run beside the stallions 

with one hand resting on the manes. All was ready, and yet Hamilcar did not start. 

Often at night he would go out of Carthage alone and make his way beyond the lagoon 

towards the mouths of the Macaras. Did he intend to join the Mercenaries? The Ligurians 

encamped in the Mappalian district surrounded his house. 

The apprehensions of the rich appeared justified when, one day, three hundred Barbarians 

were seen approaching the walls. The Suffet opened the gates to them; they were deserters; 

drawn by fear or by fidelity, they were hastening to their master. 

Hamilcar’s return had not surprised the Mercenaries; according to their ideas the man could 

not die. He was returning to fulfil his promise;—a hope by no means absurd, so deep was the 

abyss between Country and Army. Moreover they did not believe themselves culpable; the feast 

was forgotten. 

The spies whom they surprised undeceived them. It was a triumph for the bitter; even the 

lukewarm grew furious. Then the two sieges overwhelmed then with weariness; no progress was 

being made; a battle would be better! Thus many men had left the ranks and were scouring the 

country. But at news of the arming they returned; Matho leaped for joy. “At last! at last!” he 

cried. 

Then the resentment which he cherished against Salammbô was turned against Hamilcar. His 

hate could now perceive a definite prey; and as his vengeance grew easier of conception he 

almost believed that he had realised it and he revelled in it already. At the same time he was 

seized with a loftier tenderness, and consumed by more acrid desire. He saw himself alternately 

in the midst of the soldiers brandishing the Suffet’s head on a pike, and then in the room with the 

purple bed, clasping the maiden in his arms, covering her face with kisses, passing his hands 

over her long, black hair; and the imagination of this, which he knew could never be realised, 

tortured him. He swore to himself that, since his companions had appointed him schalishim, he 

would conduct the war; the certainty that he would not return from it urged him to render it a 

pitiless one. 

He came to Spendius and said to him: 

“You will go and get your men! I will bring mine! Warn Autaritus! We are lost if Hamilcar 

attacks us! Do you understand me? Rise!” 

Spendius was stupefied before such an air of authority. Matho usually allowed himself to be 

led, and his previous transports had quickly passed away. But just now he appeared at once 

calmer and more terrible; a superb will gleamed in his eyes like the flame of sacrifice. 



The Greek did not listen to his reasons. He was living in one of the Carthaginian pearl-

bordered tents, drinking cool beverages from silver cups, playing at the cottabos, letting his hair 

grow, and conducting the siege with slackness. Moreover, he had entered into communications 

with some in the town and would not leave, being sure that it would open its gates before many 

days were over. 

Narr’ Havas, who wandered about among the three armies, was at that time with him. He 

supported his opinion, and even blamed the Libyan for wishing in his excess of courage to 

abandon their enterprise. 

“Go, if you are afraid!” exclaimed Matho; “you promised us pitch, sulphur, elephants, foot-

soldiers, horses! where are they?” 

Narr’ Havas reminded him that he had exterminated Hanno’s last cohorts;—as to the 

elephants, they were being hunted in the woods, he was arming the foot-soldiers, the horses were 

on their way; and the Numidian rolled his eyes like a woman and smiled in an irritating manner 

as he stroked the ostrich feather which fell upon his shoulder. In his presence Matho was at a loss 

for a reply. 

But a man who was a stranger entered, wet with perspiration, scared, and with bleeding feet 

and loosened girdle; his breathing shook his lean sides enough to have burst them, and speaking 

in an unintelligible dialect he opened his eyes wide as if he were telling of some battle. The king 

sprang outside and called his horsemen. 

They ranged themselves in the plain before him in the form of a circle. Narr’ Havas, who was 

mounted, bent his head and bit his lips. At last he separated his men into two equal divisions, and 

told the first to wait; then with an imperious gesture he carried off the others at a gallop and 

disappeared on the horizon in the direction of the mountains. 

“Master!” murmured Spendius, “I do not like these extraordinary chances—the Suffet 

returning, Narr’ Havas going away—” 

“Why! what does it matter?” said Matho disdainfully. 

It was a reason the more for anticipating Hamilcar by uniting with Autaritus. But if the siege 

of the towns were raised, the inhabitants would come out and attack them in the rear, while they 

would have the Carthaginians in front. After much talking the following measures were resolved 

upon and immediately executed. 

Spendius proceeded with fifteen thousand men as far as the bridge built across the Macaras, 

three miles from Utica; the corners of it were fortified with four huge towers provided with 

catapults; all the paths and gorges in the mountains were stopped up with trunks of trees, pieces 

of rock, interlacings of thorn, and stone walls; on the summits heaps of grass were made which 

might be lighted as signals, and shepherds who were able to see at a distance were posted at 

intervals. 

No doubt Hamilcar would not, like Hanno, advance by the mountain of the Hot Springs. He 

would think that Autaritus, being master of the interior, would close the route against him. 

Moreover, a check at the opening of the campaign would ruin him, while if he gained a victory 

he would soon have to make a fresh beginning, the Mercenaries being further off. Again, he 

could disembark at Cape Grapes and march thence upon one of the towns. But he would then 

find himself between the two armies, an indiscretion which he could not commit with his scanty 

forces. Accordingly he must proceed along the base of Mount Ariana, then turn to the left to 



avoid the mouths of the Macaras, and come straight to the bridge. It was there that Matho 

expected him. 

At night he used to inspect the pioneers by torch-light. He would hasten to Hippo-Zarytus or 

to the works on the mountains, would come back again, would never rest. Spendius envied his 

energy; but in the management of spies, the choice of sentries, the working of the engines and all 

means of defence, Matho listened docilely to his companion. They spoke no more of 

Salammbô,—one not thinking about her, and the other being prevented by a feeling of shame. 

Often he would go towards Carthage, striving to catch sight of Hamilcar’s troops. His eyes 

would dart along the horizon; he would lie flat on the ground, and believe that he could hear an 

army in the throbbing of his arteries. 

He told Spendius that if Hamilcar did not arrive in three days he would go with all his men to 

meet him and offer him battle. Two further days elapsed. Spendius restrained him; but on the 

morning of the sixth day he departed. 

 

The Carthaginians were no less impatient for war than the Barbarians. In tents and in houses 

there was the same longing and the same distress; all were asking one another what was delaying 

Hamilcar. 

From time to time he would mount to the cupola of the temple of Eschmoun beside the 

Announcer of the Moons and take note of the wind. 

One day—it was the third of the month of Tibby—they saw him descending from the 

Acropolis with hurried steps. A great clamour arose in the Mappalian district. Soon the streets 

were astir, and the soldiers were everywhere beginning to arm themselves upon their breasts; 

then they ran quickly to the square of Khamon to take their places in the ranks. No one was 

allowed to follow them or even to speak to them, or to approach the ramparts; for some minutes 

the whole town was silent as a great tomb. The soldiers as they leaned on their lances were 

thinking, and the others in the houses were sighing. 

At sunset the army went out by the western gate; but instead of taking the road to Tunis or 

making for the mountains in the direction of Utica, they continued their march along the edge of 

the sea; and they soon reached the Lagoon, where round spaces quite whitened with salt glittered 

like gigantic silver dishes forgotten on the shore. 

Then the pools of water multiplied. The ground gradually became softer, and the feet sank in 

it. Hamilcar did not turn back. He went on still at their head; and his horse, which was yellow-

spotted like a dragon, advanced into the mire flinging froth around him, and with great straining 

of the loins. Night—a moonless light—fell. A few cried out that they were about to perish; he 

snatched their arms from them, and gave them to the serving-men. Nevertheless the mud became 

deeper and deeper. Some had to mount the beasts of burden; others clung to the horses’ tails; the 

sturdy pulled the weak, and the Ligurian corps drove on the infantry with the points of their 

pikes. The darkness increased. They had lost their way. All stopped. 

Then some of the Suffet’s slaves went on ahead to look for the buoys which had been placed 

at intervals by his order. They shouted through the darkness, and the army followed them at a 

distance. 

At last they felt the resistance of the ground. Then a whitish curve became dimly visible, and 

they found themselves on the bank of the Macaras. In spite of the cold no fires were lighted. 



In the middle of the night squalls of wind arose. Hamilcar had the soldiers roused, but not a 

trumpet was sounded: their captain tapped them softly on the shoulder. 

A man of lofty stature went down into the water. It did not come up to his girdle; it was 

possible to cross. 

The Suffet ordered thirty-two of the elephants to be posted in the river a hundred paces further 

on, while the others, lower down, would check the lines of men that were carried away by the 

current; and holding their weapons above their heads they all crossed the Macaras as though 

between two walls. He had noticed that the western wind had driven the sand so as to obstruct 

the river and form a natural causeway across it. 

He was now on the left bank in front of Utica, and in a vast plain, the latter being 

advantageous for his elephants, which formed the strength of his army. 

This feat of genius filled the soldiers with enthusiasm. They recovered extraordinary 

confidence. They wished to hasten immediately against the Barbarians; but the Suffet bade them 

rest for two hours. As soon as the sun appeared they moved into the plain in three lines—first 

came the elephants, and then the light infantry with the cavalry behind it, the phalanx marching 

next. 

The Barbarians encamped at Utica, and the fifteen thousand about the bridge were surprised to 

see the ground undulating in the distance. The wind, which was blowing very hard, was driving 

tornadoes of sand before it; they rose as though snatched from the soil, ascended in great light-

coloured strips, then parted asunder and began again, hiding the Punic army the while from the 

Mercenaries. Owing to the horns, which stood up on the edge of the helmets, some thought that 

they could perceive a herd of oxen; others, deceived by the motion of the cloaks, pretended that 

they could distinguish wings, and those who had travelled a good deal shrugged their shoulders 

and explained everything by the illusions of the mirage. Nevertheless something of enormous 

size continued to advance. Little vapours, as subtle as the breath, ran across the surface of the 

desert; the sun, which was higher now, shone more strongly: a harsh light, which seemed to 

vibrate, threw back the depths of the sky, and permeating objects, rendered distance incalculable. 

The immense plain expanded in every direction beyond the limits of vision; and the almost 

insensible undulations of the soil extended to the extreme horizon, which was closed by a great 

blue line which they knew to be the sea. The two armies, having left their tents, stood gazing; the 

people of Utica were massing on the ramparts to have a better view. 

At last they distinguished several transverse bars bristling with level points. They became 

thicker, larger; black hillocks swayed to and fro; square thickets suddenly appeared; they were 

elephants and lances. A single shout went up: “The Carthaginians!” and without signal or 

command the soldiers at Utica and those at the bridge ran pell-mell to fall in a body upon 

Hamilcar. 

Spendius shuddered at the name. “Hamilcar! Hamilcar!” he repeated, panting, and Matho was 

not there! What was to be done? No means of flight! The suddenness of the event, his terror of 

the Suffet, and above all, the urgent need of forming an immediate resolution, distracted him; he 

could see himself pierced by a thousand swords, decapitated, dead. Meanwhile he was being 

called for; thirty thousand men would follow him; he was seized with fury against himself; he 

fell back upon the hope of victory; it was full of bliss, and he believed himself more intrepid than 

Epaminondas. He smeared his cheeks with vermilion in order to conceal his paleness, then he 

buckled on his knemids and his cuirass, swallowed a patera of pure wine, and ran after his 

troops, who were hastening towards those from Utica. 



They united so rapidly that the Suffet had not time to draw up his men in battle array. By 

degrees he slackened his speed. The elephants stopped; they rocked their heavy heads with their 

chargings of ostrich feathers, striking their shoulders the while with their trunks. 

Behind the intervals between them might be seen the cohorts of the velites, and further on the 

great helmets of the Clinabarians, with steel heads glancing in the sun, cuirasses, plumes, and 

waving standards. But the Carthaginian army, which amounted to eleven thousand three hundred 

and ninety-six men, seemed scarcely to contain them, for it formed an oblong, narrow at the 

sides and pressed back upon itself. 

Seeing them so weak, the Barbarians, who were thrice as numerous, were seized with 

extravagant joy. Hamilcar was not to be seen. Perhaps he had remained down yonder? Moreover 

what did it matter? The disdain which they felt for these traders strengthened their courage; and 

before Spendius could command a manouvre they had all understood it, and already executed it. 

They were deployed in a long, straight line, overlapping the wings of the Punic army in order 

to completely encompass it. But when there was an interval of only three hundred paces between 

the armies, the elephants turned round instead of advancing; then the Clinabarians were seen to 

face about and follow them; and the surprise of the Mercenaries increased when they saw the 

archers running to join them. So the Carthaginians were afraid, they were fleeing! A tremendous 

hooting broke out from among the Barbarian troops, and Spendius exclaimed from the top of his 

dromedary: “Ah! I knew it! Forward! forward!” 

Then javelins, darts, and sling-bullets burst forth simultaneously. The elephants feeling their 

croups stung by the arrows began to gallop more quickly; a great dust enveloped them, and they 

vanished like shadows in a cloud. 

But from the distance there came a loud noise of footsteps dominated by the shrill sound of the 

trumpets, which were being blown furiously. The space which the Barbarians had in front of 

them, which was full of eddies and tumult, attracted like a whirlpool; some dashed into it. 

Cohorts of infantry appeared; they closed up; and at the same time all the rest saw the foot-

soldiers hastening up with the horseman at a gallop. 

Hamilcar had, in fact, ordered the phalanx to break its sections, and the elephants, light troops, 

and cavalry to pass through the intervals so as to bring themselves speedily upon the wings, and 

so well had he calculated the distance from the Barbarians, that at the moment when they 

reached him, the entire Carthaginian army formed one long straight line. 

In the centre bristled the phalanx, formed of syntagmata or full squares having sixteen men on 

each side. All the leaders of all the files appeared amid long, sharp lanceheads, which jutted out 

unevenly around them, for the first six ranks crossed their sarissæ, holding them in the middle, 

and the ten lower ranks rested them upon the shoulders of their companions in succession before 

them. Their faces were all half hidden beneath the visors of their helmets; their right legs were all 

covered with bronze knemids; broad cylindrical shields reached down to their knees; and the 

horrible quadrangular mass moved in a single body, and seemed to live like an animal and work 

like a machine. Two cohorts of elephants flanked it in regular array; quivering, they shook off 

the splinters of the arrows that clung to their black skins. The Indians, squatting on their withers 

among the tufts of white feathers, restrained them with their spoon-headed harpoons, while the 

men in the towers, who were hidden up to their shoulders, moved about iron distaffs furnished 

with lighted tow on the edges of their large bended bows. Right and left of the elephants hovered 

the slingers, each with a sling around his loins, a second on his head, and a third in his right 

hand. Then came the Clinabarians, each flanked by a Negro, and pointing their lances between 



the ears of their horses, which, like themselves, were completely covered with gold. Afterwards, 

at intervals, came the light armed soldiers with shields of lynx skin, beyond which projected the 

points of the javelins which they held in their left hands; while the Tarentines, each having two 

coupled horses, relieved this wall of soldiers at its two extremities. 

The army of the Barbarians, on the contrary, had not been able to preserve its line. 

Undulations and blanks were to be found through its extravagant length; all were panting and out 

of breath with their running. 

The phalanx moved heavily along with thrusts from all its sarissæ; and the too slender line of 

the Mercenaries soon yielded in the centre beneath the enormous weight. 

Then the Carthaginian wings expanded in order to fall upon them, the elephants following. 

The phalanx, with obliquely pointed lances, cut through the Barbarians; there were two 

enormous, struggling bodies; and the wings with slings and arrows beat them back upon the 

phalangites. There was no cavalry to get rid of them, except two hundred Numidians operating 

against the right squadron of the Clinabarians. All the rest were hemmed in, and unable to 

extricate themselves from the lines. The peril was imminent, and the need of coming to some 

resolution urgent. 

Spendius ordered attacks to be made simultaneously on both flanks of the phalanx so as to 

pass clean through it. But the narrower ranks glided below the longer ones and recovered their 

position, and the phalanx turned upon the Barbarians as terrible in flank as it had just been in 

front. 

They struck at the staves of the sarissæ, but the cavalry in the rear embarrassed their attack; 

and the phalanx, supported by the elephants, lengthened and contracted, presenting itself in the 

form of a square, a cone, a rhombus, a trapezium, a pyramid. A twofold internal movement went 

on continually from its head to its rear; for those who were at the lowest part of the files hastened 

up to the first ranks, while the latter, from fatigue, or on account of the wounded, fell further 

back. The Barbarians found themselves thronged upon the phalanx. It was impossible for it to 

advance; there was, as it were, an ocean wherein leaped red crests and scales of brass, while the 

bright shields rolled like silver foam. Sometimes broad currents would descend from one 

extremity to the other, and then go up again, while a heavy mass remained motionless in the 

centre. The lances dipped and rose alternately. Elsewhere there was so quick a play of naked 

swords that only the points were visible, while turmæ of cavalry formed wide circles which 

closed again like whirlwinds behind them. 

Above the voices of the captains, the ringing of clarions and the grating of tyres, bullets of 

lead and almonds of clay whistled through the air, dashing the sword from the hand or the brain 

out of the skull. The wounded, sheltering themselves with one arm beneath their shields, pointed 

their swords by resting the pommels on the ground, while others, lying in pools of blood, would 

turn and bite the heels of those above them. The multitude was so compact, the dust so thick, and 

the tumult so great that it was impossible to distinguish anything; the cowards who offered to 

surrender were not even heard. Those whose hands were empty clasped one another close; 

breasts cracked against cuirasses, and corpses hung with head thrown back between a pair of 

contracted arms. There was a company of sixty Umbrians who, firm on their hams, their pikes 

before their eyes, immovable and grinding their teeth, forced two syntagmata to recoil 

simultaneously. Some Epirote shepherds ran upon the left squadron of the Clinabarians, and 

whirling their staves, seized the horses by the man; the animals threw their riders and fled across 

the plain. The Punic slingers scattered here and there stood gaping. The phalanx began to waver, 



the captains ran to and fro in distraction, the rearmost in the files were pressing upon the soldiers, 

and the Barbarians had re-formed; they were recovering; the victory was theirs. 

But a cry, a terrible cry broke forth, a roar of pain and wrath: it came from the seventy-two 

elephants which were rushing on in double line, Hamilcar having waited until the Mercenaries 

were massed together in one spot to let them loose against them; the Indians had goaded them so 

vigorously that blood was trickling down their broad ears. Their trunks, which were smeared 

with minium, were stretched straight out in the air like red serpents; their breasts were furnished 

with spears and their backs with cuirasses; their tusks were lengthened with steel blades curved 

like sabres,—and to make them more ferocious they had been intoxicated with a mixture of 

pepper, wine, and incense. They shook their necklaces of bells, and shrieked; and the 

elephantarchs bent their heads beneath the stream of phalaricas which was beginning to fly from 

the tops of the towers. 

In order to resist them the better the Barbarians rushed forward in a compact crowd; the 

elephants flung themselves impetuously upon the centre of it. The spurs on their breasts, like 

ships’ prows, clove through the cohorts, which flowed surging back. They stifled the men with 

their trunks, or else snatching them up from the ground delivered them over their heads to the 

soldiers in the towers; with their tusks they disembowelled them, and hurled them into the air, 

and long entrails hung from their ivory fangs like bundles of rope from a mast. The Barbarians 

strove to blind them, to hamstring them; others would slip beneath their bodies, bury a sword in 

them up to the hilt, and perish crushed to death; the most intrepid clung to their straps; they 

would go on sawing the leather amid flames, bullets, and arrows, and the wicker tower would 

fall like a tower of stone. Fourteen of the animals on the extreme right, irritated by their wounds, 

turned upon the second rank; the Indians seized mallet and chisel, applied the latter to a joint in 

the head, and with all their might struck a great blow. 

Down fell the huge beasts, falling one above another. It was like a mountain; and upon the 

heap of dead bodies and armour a monstrous elephant, called “The Fury of Baal,” which had 

been caught by the leg in some chains, stood howling until the evening with an arrow in its eye. 

The others, however, like conquerors, delighting in extermination, overthrew, crushed, 

stamped, and raged against the corpses and the débris. To repel the maniples in serried circles 

around them, they turned about on their hind feet as they advanced, with a continual rotatory 

motion. The Carthaginians felt their energy increase, and the battle begin again. 

The Barbarians were growing weak; some Greek hoplites threw away all their arms, and terror 

seized upon the rest. Spendius was seen stooping upon his dromedary, and spurring it on the 

shoulders with two javelins. Then they all rushed away from the wings and ran towards Utica. 

The Clinabarians, whose horses were exhausted, did not try to overtake them. The Ligurians, 

who were weakened by thirst, cried out for an advance towards the river. But the Carthaginians, 

who were posted in the centre of the syntagmata, and had suffered less, stamped their feet with 

longing for the vengeance which was flying from them; and they were already darting forward in 

pursuit of the Mercenaries when Hamilcar appeared. 

He held in his spotted and sweat-covered horse with silver reins. The bands fastened to the 

horns on his helmet flapped in the wind behind him, and he had placed his oval shield beneath 

his left thigh. With a motion of his triple-pointed pike he checked the army. 

The Tarentines leaped quickly upon their spare horses, and set off right and left towards the 

river and towards the town. 



The phalanx exterminated all the remaining Barbarians at leisure. When the swords appeared 

they would stretch out their throats and close their eyelids. Others defended themselves to the 

last, and were knocked down from a distance with flints like mad dogs. Hamilcar had desired the 

taking of prisoners, but the Carthaginians obeyed him grudgingly, so much pleasure did they 

derive from plunging their swords into the bodies of the Barbarians. As they were too hot they 

set about their work with bare arms like mowers; and when they desisted to take breath they 

would follow with their eyes a horseman galloping across the country after a fleeing soldier. He 

would succeed in seizing him by the hair, hold him thus for a while, and then fell him with a 

blow of his axe. 

Night fell. Carthaginians and Barbarians had disappeared. The elephants which had taken to 

flight roamed in the horizon with their fired towers. These burned here and there in the darkness 

like beacons nearly half lost in the mist; and no movement could be discerned in the plain save 

the undulation of the river, which was heaped with corpses, and was drifting them away to the 

sea. 

 

Two hours afterwards Matho arrived. He caught sight in the starlight of long, uneven heaps 

lying upon the ground. 

They were files of Barbarians. He stooped down; all were dead. He called into the distance, 

but no voice replied. 

That very morning he had left Hippo-Zarytus with his soldiers to march upon Carthage. At 

Utica the army under Spendius had just set out, and the inhabitants were beginning to fire the 

engines. All had fought desperately. But, the tumult which was going on in the direction of the 

bridge increasing in an incomprehensible fashion, Matho had struck across the mountain by the 

shortest road, and as the Barbarians were fleeing over the plain he had encountered nobody. 

Facing him were little pyramidal masses rearing themselves in the shade, and on this side of 

the river and closer to him were motionless lights on the surface of the ground. In fact the 

Carthaginians had fallen back behind the bridge, and to deceive the Barbarians the Suffet had 

stationed numerous posts upon the other bank. 

Matho, still advancing, thought that he could distinguish Punic engines, for horses’ heads 

which did not stir appeared in the air fixed upon the tops of piles of staves which could not be 

seen; and further off he could hear a great clamour, a noise of songs, and clashing of cups. 

Then, not knowing where he was nor how to find Spendius, assailed with anguish, scared, and 

lost in the darkness, he returned more impetuously by the same road. The dawn as growing grey 

when from the top of the mountain he perceived the town with the carcases of the engines 

blackened by the flames and looking like giant skeletons leaning against the walls. 

All was peaceful amid extraordinary silence and heaviness. Among his soldiers on the verge 

of the tents men were sleeping nearly naked, each upon his back, or with his forehead against his 

arm which was supported by his cuirass. Some were unwinding bloodstained bandages from 

their legs. Those who were doomed to die rolled their heads about gently; others dragged 

themselves along and brought them drink. The sentries walked up and down along the narrow 

paths in order to warm themselves, or stood in a fierce attitude with their faces turned towards 

the horizon, and their pikes on their shoulders. Matho found Spendius sheltered beneath a rag of 

canvas, supported by two sticks set in the ground, his knee in his hands and his head cast down. 

They remained for a long time without speaking. 



At last Matho murmured: “Conquered!” 

Spendius rejoined in a gloomy voice: “Yes, conquered!” 

And to all questions he replied by gestures of despair. 

Meanwhile sighs and death-rattles reached them. Matho partially opened the canvas. Then the 

sight of the soldiers reminded him of another disaster on the same spot, and he ground his teeth: 

“Wretch! once already—” 

Spendius interrupted him: “You were not there either.” 

“It is a curse!” exclaimed Matho. “Nevertheless, in the end I will get at him! I will conquer 

him! I will slay him! Ah! if I had been there!—” The thought of having missed the battle 

rendered him even more desperate than the defeat. He snatched up his sword and threw it upon 

the ground. “But how did the Carthaginians beat you?” 

The former slave began to describe the manouvres. Matho seemed to see them, and he grew 

angry. The army from Utica ought to have taken Hamilcar in the rear instead of hastening to the 

bridge. 

“Ah! I know!” said Spendius. 

“You ought to have made your ranks twice as deep, avoided exposing the velites against the 

phalanx, and given free passage to the elephants. Everything might have been recovered at the 

last moment; there was no necessity to fly.” 

Spendius replied: 

“I saw him pass along in his large red cloak, with uplifted arms and higher than the dust, like 

an eagle flying upon the flank of the cohorts; and at every nod they closed up or darted forward; 

the throng carried us towards each other; he looked at me, and I felt the cold steel as it were in 

my heart.” 

“He selected the day, perhaps?” whispered Matho to himself. 

They questioned each other, trying to discover what it was that had brought the Suffet just 

when circumstances were most unfavourable. They went on to talk over the situation, and 

Spendius, to extenuate his fault, or to revive his courage, asserted that some hope still remained. 

“And if there be none, it matters not!” said Matho; “alone, I will carry on the war!” 

“And I too!” exclaimed the Greek, leaping up; he strode to and fro, his eyes sparkling, and a 

strange smile wrinkled his jackal face. 

“We will make a fresh start; do not leave me again! I am not made for battles in the sunlight—

the flashing of swords troubles my sight; it is a disease, I lived too long in the ergastulum. But 

give me walls to scale at night, and I will enter the citadels, and the corpses shall be cold before 

cock-crow! Show me any one, anything, an enemy, a treasure, a woman,—a woman,” he 

repeated, “were she a king’s daughter, and I will quickly bring your desire to your feet. You 

reproach me for having lost the battle against Hanno, nevertheless I won it back again. Confess 

it! my herd of swine did more for us than a phalanx of Spartans.” And yielding to the need that 

he felt of exalting himself and taking his revenge, he enumerated all that he had done for the 

cause of the Mercenaries. “It was I who urged on the Gaul in the Suffet’s gardens! And later, at 

Sicca, I maddened them all with fear of the Republic! Gisco was sending them back, but I 

prevented the interpreters speaking. Ah! how their tongues hung out of their mouths! do you 

remember? I brought you into Carthage; I stole the zaïmph. I led you to her. I will do more yet: 

you shall see!” He burst out laughing like a madman. 



Matho regarded him with gaping eyes. He felt in a measure uncomfortable in the presence of 

this man, who was at once so cowardly and so terrible. 

The Greek resumed in jovial tones and cracking his fingers: 

“Evoe! Sun after run! I have worked in the quarries, and I have drunk Massic wine beneath a 

golden awning in a vessel of my own like a Ptolemæus. Calamity should help to make us 

cleverer. By dint of work we may make fortune bend. She loves politicians. She will yield!” 

He returned to Matho and took him by the arm. 

“Master, at present the Carthaginians are sure of their victory. You have quite an army which 

has not fought, and your men obey you. Place them in the front: mine will follow to avenge 

themselves. I have still three thousand Carians, twelve hundred slingers and archers, whole 

cohorts! A phalanx even might be formed; let us return!” 

Matho, who had been stunned by the disaster, had hitherto thought of no means of repairing it. 

He listened with open mouth, and the bronze plates which circled his sides rose with the leapings 

of his heart. He picked up his sword, crying: 

“Follow me; forward!” 

But when the scouts returned, they announced that the Carthaginian dead had been carried off, 

that the bridge was in ruins, and that Hamilcar had disappeared. 

  



CHAPTER IX IN THE FIELD 

Hamilcar had thought that the Mercenaries would await him at Utica, or that they would return 

against him; and finding his forces insufficient to make or to sustain an attack, he had struck 

southwards along the right bank of the river, thus protecting himself immediately from a 

surprise. 

He intended first to wink at the revolt of the tribes and to detach them all from the cause of the 

Barbarians; then when they were quite isolated in the midst of the provinces he would fall upon 

them and exterminate them. 

In fourteen days he pacified the region comprised between Thouccaber and Utica, with the 

towns of Tignicabah, Tessourah, Vacca, and others further to the west. Zounghar built in the 

mountains, Assoura celebrated for its temple, Djeraado fertile in junipers, Thapitis, and Hagour 

sent embassies to him. The country people came with their hands full of provisions, implored his 

protection, kissed his feet and those of the soldiers, and complained of the Barbarians. Some 

came to offer him bags containing heads of Mercenaries killed, so they said, by themselves, but 

which they had cut off corpses; for many had lost themselves in their flight, and were found dead 

here and there beneath the olive trees and among the vines. 

On the morrow of his victory, Hamilcar, to dazzle the people, had sent to Carthage the two 

thousand captives taken on the battlefield. They arrived in long companies of one hundred men 

each, all with their arms fastened behind their backs with a bar of bronze which caught them at 

the nape of the neck, and the wounded, bleeding as they still were, running also along; horsemen 

followed them, driving them on with blows of the whip. 

Then there was a delirium of joy! People repeated that there were six thousand Barbarians 

killed; the others would not hold out, and the war was finished; they embraced one another in the 

streets, and rubbed the faces of the Patæc Gods with butter and cinnamomum to thank them. 

These, with their big eyes, their big bodies, and their arms raised as high as the shoulder, seemed 

to live beneath their freshened paint, and to participate in the cheerfulness of the people. The rich 

left their doors open; the city resounded with the noise of the timbrels; the temples were 

illuminated every night, and the servants of the goddess went down to Malqua and set up stages 

of sycamore-wood at the corners of the cross-ways, and prostituted themselves there. Lands were 

voted to the conquerors, holocausts to Melkarth, three hundred gold crowns to the Suffet, and his 

partisans proposed to decree to him new prerogatives and honours. 

He had begged the Ancients to make overtures to Autaritus for exchanging all the Barbarians, 

if necessary, for the aged Gisco, and the other Carthaginians detained like him. The Libyans and 

Nomads composing the army under Autaritus knew scarcely anything of these Mercenaries, who 

were men of Italiote or Greek race; and the offer by the Republic of so many Barbarians for so 

few Carthaginians, showed that the value of the former was nothing and that of the latter 

considerable. They dreaded a snare. Autaritus refused. 

Then the Ancients decreed the execution of the captives, although the Suffet had written to 

them not to put them to death. He reckoned upon incorporating the best of them with his own 

troops and of thus instigating defections. But hatred swept away all circumspection. 

The two thousand Barbarians were tied to the stelæ of the tombs in the Mappalian quarter; and 

traders, scullions, embroiderers, and even women,—the widows of the dead with their children—

all who would, came to kill them with arrows. They aimed slowly at them, the better to prolong 

their torture, lowering the weapon and then raising it in turn; and the multitude pressed forward 



howling. Paralytics had themselves brought thither in hand-barrows; many took the precaution of 

bringing their food, and remained on the spot until the evening; others passed the night there. 

Tents had been set up in which drinking went on. Many gained large sums by hiring out bows. 

Then all these crucified corpses were left upright, looking like so many red statues on the 

tombs, and the excitement even spread to the people of Malqua, who were the descendants of the 

aboriginal families, and were usually indifferent to the affairs of their country. Out of gratitude 

for the pleasure it had been giving them they now interested themselves in its fortunes, and felt 

that they were Carthaginians, and the Ancients thought it a clever thing to have thus blended the 

entire people in a single act of vengeance. 

The sanction of the gods was not wanting; for crows alighted from all quarters of the sky. 

They wheeled in the air as they flew with loud hoarse cries, and formed a huge cloud rolling 

continually upon itself. It was seen from Clypea, Rhades, and the promontory of Hermæum. 

Sometimes it would suddenly burst asunder, its black spirals extending far away, as an eagle 

clove the centre of it, and then departed again; here and there on the terraces the domes, the 

peaks of the obelisks, and the pediments of the temples there were big birds holding human 

fragments in their reddened beaks. 

Owing to the smell the Carthaginians resigned themselves to unbind the corpses. A few of 

them were burnt; the rest were thrown into the sea, and the waves, driven by the north wind, 

deposited them on the shore at the end of the gulf before the camp of Autaritus. 

This punishment had no doubt terrified the Barbarians, for from the top of Eschmoun they 

could be seen striking their tents, collecting their flocks, and hoisting their baggage upon asses, 

and on the evening of the same day the entire army withdrew. 

 

It was to march to and fro between the mountain of the Hot Springs and Hippo-Zarytus, and so 

debar the Suffet from approaching the Tyrian towns, and from the possibility of a return to 

Carthage. 

Meanwhile the two other armies were to try to overtake him in the south, Spendius in the east, 

and Matho in the west, in such a way that all three should unite to surprise and entangle him. 

Then they received a reinforcement which they had not looked for: Narr’ Havas appeared with 

three hundred camels laden with bitumen, twenty-five elephants, and six thousand horsemen. 

To weaken the Mercenaries the Suffet had judged it prudent to occupy his attention at a 

distance in his own kingdom. From the heart of Carthage he had come to an understanding with 

Masgaba, a Gætulian brigand who was seeking to found an empire. Strengthened by Punic 

money, the adventurer had raised the Numidian States with promises of freedom. But Narr’ 

Havas, warned by his nurse’s son, had dropped into Cirta, poisoned the conquerors with the 

water of the cisterns, struck off a few heads, set all right again, and had just arrived against the 

Suffet more furious than the Barbarians. 

The chiefs of the four armies concerted the arrangements for the war. It would be a long one, 

and everything must be foreseen. 

It was agreed first to entreat the assistance of the Romans, and this mission was offered to 

Spendius, but as a fugitive he dared not undertake it. Twelve men from the Greek colonies 

embarked at Annaba in a sloop belonging to the Numidians. Then the chiefs exacted an oath of 

complete obedience from all the Barbarians. Every day the captains inspected clothes and boots; 

the sentries were even forbidden to use a shield, for they would often lean it against their lance 



and fall asleep as they stood; those who had any baggage trailing after them were obliged to get 

rid of it; everything was to be carried, in Roman fashion, on the back. As a precaution against the 

elephants Matho instituted a corps of cataphract cavalry, men and horses being hidden beneath 

cuirasses of hippopotamus skin bristling with nails; and to protect the horses’ hoofs boots of 

plaited esparto-grass were made for them. 

It was forbidden to pillage the villages, or to tyrannise over the inhabitants who were not of 

Punic race. But as the country was becoming exhausted, Matho ordered the provisions to be 

served out to the soldiers individually, without troubling about the women. At first the men 

shared with them. Many grew weak for lack of food. It was the occasion of many quarrels and 

invectives, many drawing away the companions of the rest by the bait or even by the promise of 

their own portion. Matho commanded them all to be driven away pitilessly. They took refuge in 

the camp of Autaritus; but the Gaulish and Libyan women forced them by their outrageous 

treatment to depart. 

At last they came beneath the walls of Carthage to implore the protection of Ceres and 

Proserpine, for in Byrsa there was a temple with priests consecrated to these goddesses in 

expiation of the horrors formerly committed at the siege of Syracuse. The Syssitia, alleging their 

right to waifs and strays, claimed the youngest in order to sell them; and some fair 

Lacedæmonian women were taken by New Carthaginians in marriage. 

A few persisted in following the armies. They ran on the flank of the syntagmata by the side of 

the captains. They called to their husbands, pulled them by the cloak, cursed them as they beat 

their breasts, and held out their little naked and weeping children at arm’s length. The sight of 

them was unmanning the Barbarians; they were an embarrassment and a peril. Several times they 

were repulsed, but they came back again; Matho made the horsemen belonging to Narr’ Havas 

charge them with the point of the lance; and on some Balearians shouting out to him that they 

must have women, he replied: “I have none!” 

Just now he was invaded by the genius of Moloch. In spite of the rebellion of his conscience, 

he performed terrible deeds, imagining that he was thus obeying the voice of a god. When he 

could not ravage the fields, Matho would cast stones into them to render them sterile. 

He urged Autaritus and Spendius with repeated messages to make haste. But the Suffet’s 

operations were incomprehensible. He encamped at Eidous, Monchar, and Tehent successively; 

some scouts believed that they saw him in the neighbourhood of Ischiil, near the frontiers of 

Narr’ Havas, and it was reported that he had crossed the river above Tebourba as though to 

return to Carthage. Scarcely was he in one place when he removed to another. The routes that he 

followed always remained unknown. The Suffet preserved his advantages without offering 

battle, and while pursued by the Barbarians seemed to be leading them. 

These marches and counter marches were still more fatiguing to the Carthaginians, and 

Hamilcar’s forces, receiving no reinforcements, diminished from day to day. The country people 

were now more backward in bringing him provisions. In every direction he encountered taciturn 

hesitation and hatred; and in spite of his entreaties to the Great Council no succour came from 

Carthage. 

It was said, perhaps it was believed, that he had need of none. It was a trick, or his complaints 

were unnecessary; and Hanno’s partisans, in order to do him an ill turn, exaggerated the 

importance of his victory. The troops which he commanded he was welcome to; but they were 

not going to supply his demands continually in that way. The war was quite burdensome enough! 



it had cost too much, and from pride the patricians belonging to his faction supported him but 

slackly. 

Then Hamilcar, despairing of the Republic, took by force from the tribes all that he wanted for 

the war—grain, oil, wood, cattle, and men. But the inhabitants were not long in taking flight. The 

villages passed through were empty, and the cabins were ransacked without anything being 

discerned in them. The Punic army was soon encompassed by a terrible solitude. 

The Carthaginians, who were furious, began to sack the provinces; they filled up the cisterns 

and fired the houses. The sparks, being carried by the wind, were scattered far off, and whole 

forests were on fire on the mountains; they bordered the valleys with a crown of flames, and it 

was often necessary to wait in order to pass beyond them. Then the soldiers resumed their march 

over the warm ashes in the full glare of the sun. 

Sometimes they would see what looked like the eyes of a tiger cat gleaming in a bush by the 

side of the road. This was a Barbarian crouching upon his heels, and smeared with dust, that he 

might not be distinguished from the colour of the foliage; or perhaps when passing along a ravine 

those on the wings would suddenly hear the rolling of stones, and raising their eyes would 

perceive a bare-footed man bounding along through the openings of the gorge. 

Meanwhile Utica and Hippo-Zarytus were free since the Mercenaries were no longer 

besieging them. Hamilcar commanded them to come to his assistance. But not caring to 

compromise themselves, they answered him with vague words, with compliments and excuses. 

He went up again abruptly into the North, determined to open up one of the Tyrian towns, 

though he were obliged to lay siege to it. He required a station on the coast, so as to be able to 

draw supplies and men from the islands or from Cyrene, and he coveted the harbour of Utica as 

being the nearest to Carthage. 

The Suffet therefore left Zouitin and turned the lake of Hippo-Zarytus with circumspection. 

But he was soon obliged to lengthen out his regiments into column in order to climb the 

mountain which separates the two valleys. They were descending at sunset into its hollow, 

funnel-shaped summit, when they perceived on the level of the ground before them bronze she-

wolves which seemed to be running across the grass. 

Suddenly large plumes arose and a terrible song burst forth, accompanied by the rhythm of 

flutes. It was the army under Spendius; for some Campanians and Greeks, in their execration of 

Carthage, had assumed the ensigns of Rome. At the same time long pikes, shields of leopard’s 

skin, linen cuirasses, and naked shoulders were seen on the left. These were the Iberians under 

Matho, the Lusitanians, Balearians, and Gætulians; the horses of Narr’ Havas were heard to 

neigh; they spread around the hill; then came the loose rabble commanded by Autaritus—Gauls, 

Libyans, and Nomads; while the Eaters of Uncleanness might be recognised among them by the 

fish bones which they wore in their hair. 

Thus the Barbarians, having contrived their marches with exactness, had come together again. 

But themselves surprised, they remained motionless for some minutes in consultation. 

The Suffet had collected his men into an orbicular mass, in such a way as to offer an equal 

resistance in every direction. The infantry were surrounded by their tall, pointed shields fixed 

close to one another in the turf. The Clinabarians were outside and the elephants at intervals 

further off. The Mercenaries were worn out with fatigue; it was better to wait till next day; and 

the Barbarians feeling sure of their victory occupied themselves the whole night in eating. 



They lighted large bright fires, which, while dazzling themselves, left the Punic army below 

them in the shade. Hamilcar caused a trench fifteen feet broad and ten cubits deep to be dug in 

Roman fashion round his camp, and the earth thrown out to be raised on the inside into a parapet, 

on which sharp interlacing stakes were planted; and at sunrise the Mercenaries were amazed to 

perceive all the Carthaginians thus entrenched as if in a fortress. 

They could recognise Hamilcar in the midst of the tents walking about and giving orders. His 

person was clad in a brown cuirass cut in little scales; he was followed by his horse, and stopped 

from time to time to point out something with his right arm outstretched. 

Then more than one recalled similar mornings when, amid the din of clarions, he passed 

slowly before them, and his looks strengthened them like cups of wine. A kind of emotion 

overcame them. Those, on the contrary, who were not acquainted with Hamilcar, were mad with 

joy at having caught him. 

Nevertheless if all attacked at once they would do one another mutual injury in the 

insufficiency of space. The Numidians might dash through; but the Clinabarians, who were 

protected by cuirasses, would crush them. And then how were the palisades to be crossed? As to 

the elephants, they were not sufficiently well trained. 

“You are all cowards!” exclaimed Matho. 

And with the best among them he rushed against the entrenchment. They were repulsed by a 

volley of stones; for the Suffet had taken their abandoned catapults on the bridge. 

This want of success produced an abrupt change in the fickle minds of the Barbarians. Their 

extreme bravery disappeared; they wished to conquer, but with the smallest possible risk. 

According to Spendius they ought to maintain carefully the position that they held, and starve out 

the Punic army. But the Carthaginians began to dig wells, and as there were mountains 

surrounding the hill, they discovered water. 

From the summit of their palisade they launched arrows, earth, dung, and pebbles which they 

gathered from the ground, while the six catapults rolled incessantly throughout the length of the 

terrace. 

But the springs would dry up of themselves; the provisions would be exhausted, and the 

catapults worn out; the Mercenaries, who were ten times as numerous, would triumph in the end. 

The Suffet devised negotiations so as to gain time, and one morning the Barbarians found a 

sheep’s skin covered with writing within their lines. He justified himself for his victory: the 

Ancients had forced him into the war, and to show them that he was keeping his word, he offered 

them the pillaging of Utica or Hippo-Zarytus at their choice; in conclusion, Hamilcar declared 

that he did not fear them because he had won over some traitors, and thanks to them would easily 

manage the rest. 

The Barbarians were disturbed: this proposal of immediate booty made them consider; they 

were apprehensive of treachery, not suspecting a snare in the Suffet’s boasting, and they began to 

look upon one another with mistrust. Words and steps were watched; terrors awaked them in the 

night. Many forsook their companions and chose their army as fancy dictated, and the Gauls with 

Autaritus went and joined themselves with the men of Cisalpine Gaul, whose language they 

understood. 

The four chiefs met together every evening in Matho’s tent, and squatting round a shield, 

attentively moved backwards and forwards the little wooden figures invented by Pyrrhus for the 

representation of manouvres. Spendius would demonstrate Hamilcar’s resources, and with oaths 



by all the gods entreat that the opportunity should not be wasted. Matho would walk about angry 

and gesticulating. The war against Carthage was his own personal affair; he was indignant that 

the others should interfere in it without being willing to obey him. Autaritus would divine his 

speech from his countenance and applaud. Narr’ Havas would elevate his chin to mark his 

disdain; there was not a measure he did not consider fatal; and he had ceased to smile. Sighs 

would escape him as though he were thrusting back sorrow for an impossible dream, despair for 

an abortive enterprise. 

While the Barbarians deliberated in uncertainty, the Suffet increased his defences: he had a 

second trench dug within the palisades, a second wall raised, and wooden towers constructed at 

the corners; and his slaves went as far as the middle of the outposts to drive caltrops into the 

ground. But the elephants, whose allowances were lessened, struggled in their shackles. To 

economise the grass he ordered the Clinabarians to kill the least strong among the stallions. A 

few refused to do so, and he had them decapitated. The horses were eaten. The recollection of 

this fresh meat was a source of great sadness to them in the days that followed. 

From the bottom of the ampitheatre in which they were confined they could see the four 

bustling camps of the Barbarians all around them on the heights. Women moved about with 

leathern bottles on their heads, goats strayed bleating beneath the piles of pikes; sentries were 

being relieved, and eating was going on around tripods. In fact, the tribes furnished them 

abundantly with provisions, and they did not themselves suspect how much their inaction 

alarmed the Punic army. 

On the second day the Carthaginians had remarked a troop of three hundred men apart from 

the rest in the camp of the nomads. These were the rich who had been kept prisoners since the 

beginning of the war. Some Libyans ranged them along the edge of the trench, took their station 

behind them, and hurled javelins, making themselves a rampart of their bodies. The wretched 

creatures could scarcely be recognised, so completely were their faces covered with vermin and 

filth. Their hair had been plucked out in places, leaving bare the ulcers on their heads, and they 

were so lean and hideous that they were like mummies in tattered shrouds. A few trembled and 

sobbed with a stupid look; the rest cried out to their friends to fire upon the Barbarians. There 

was one who remained quite motionless with face cast down, and without speaking; his long 

white beard fell to his chain-covered hands; and the Carthaginians, feeling as it were the 

downfall of the Republic in the bottom of their hearts, recognised Gisco. Although the place was 

a dangerous one they pressed forward to see him. On his head had been placed a grotesque tiara 

of hippopotamus leather incrusted with pebbles. It was Autaritus’s idea; but it was displeasing to 

Matho. 

Hamilcar in exasperation, and resolved to cut his way through in one way or another, had the 

palisades opened; and the Carthaginians went at a furious rate half way up the hill or three 

hundred paces. Such a flood of Barbarians descended upon them that they were driven back to 

their lines. One of the guards of the Legion who had remained outside was stumbling among the 

stones. Zarxas ran up to him, knocked him down, and plunged a dagger into his throat; he drew it 

out, threw himself upon the wound—and gluing his lips to it with mutterings of joy, and startings 

which shook him to the heels, pumped up the blood by breastfuls; then he quietly sat down upon 

the corpse, raised his face with his neck thrown back the better to breathe in the air, like a hind 

that has just drunk at a mountain stream, and in a shrill voice began to sing a Balearic song, a 

vague melody full of prolonged modulations, with interruptions and alternations like echoes 

answering one another in the mountains; he called upon his dead brothers and invited them to a 



feast;—then he let his hands fall between his legs, slowly bent his head, and wept. This atrocious 

occurrence horrified the Barbarians, especially the Greeks. 

From that time forth the Carthaginians did not attempt to make any sally; and they had no 

thought of surrender, certain as they were that they would perish in tortures. 

Nevertheless the provisions, in spite of Hamilcar’s carefulness, diminished frightfully. There 

was not left per man more than ten k’hommers of wheat, three hins of millet, and twelve betzas 

of dried fruit. No more meat, no more oil, no more salt food, and not a grain of barley for the 

horses, which might be seen stretching down their wasted necks seeking in the dust for blades of 

trampled straw. Often the sentries on vedette upon the terrace would see in the moonlight a dog 

belonging to the Barbarians coming to prowl beneath the entrenchment among the heaps of filth; 

it would be knocked down with a stone, and then, after a descent had been effected along the 

palisades by means of the straps of a shield, it would be eaten without a word. Sometimes 

horrible barkings would be heard and the man would not come up again. Three phalangites, in 

the fourth dilochia of the twelfth syntagmata, killed one another with knives in a dispute about a 

rat. 

All regretted their families, and their houses; the poor their hive-shaped huts, with the shells 

on the threshold and the hanging net, and the patricians their large halls filled with bluish 

shadows, where at the most indolent hour of the day they used to rest listening to the vague noise 

of the streets mingled with the rustling of the leaves as they stirred in their gardens;—to go 

deeper into the thought of this, and to enjoy it more, they would half close their eyelids, only to 

be roused by the shock of a wound. Every minute there was some engagement, some fresh alarm; 

the towers were burning, the Eaters of Uncleanness were leaping across the palisades; their 

hands would be struck off with axes; others would hasten up; an iron hail would fall upon the 

tents. Galleries of rushen hurdles were raised as a protection against the projectiles. The 

Carthaginians shut themselves up within them and stirred out no more. 

Every day the sun coming over the hill used, after the early hours, to forsake the bottom of the 

gorge and leave them in the shade. The grey slopes of the ground, covered with flints spotted 

with scanty lichen, ascended in front and in the rear, and above their summits stretched the sky in 

its perpetual purity, smoother and colder to the eye than a metal cupola. Hamilcar was so 

indignant with Carthage that he felt inclined to throw himself among the Barbarians and lead 

them against her. Moreover, the porters, sutlers, and slaves were beginning to murmur, while 

neither people, nor Great Council, nor any one sent as much as a hope. The situation was 

intolerable, especially owing to the thought that it would become worse. 

 

At the news of the disaster Carthage had leaped, as it were, with anger and hate; the Suffet 

would have been less execrated if he had allowed himself to be conquered from the first. 

But time and money were lacking for the hire of other Mercenaries. As to a levy of soldiers in 

the town, how were they to be equipped? Hamilcar had taken all the arms! and then who was to 

command them? The best captains were down yonder with him! Meanwhile, some men 

despatched by the Suffet arrived in the streets with shouts. The Great Council were roused by 

them, and contrived to make them disappear. 

It was an unnecessary precaution; every one accused Barca of having behaved with slackness. 

He ought to have annihilated the Mercenaries after his victory. Why had he ravaged the tribes? 

The sacrifices already imposed had been heavy enough! and the patricians deplored their 

contributions of fourteen shekels, and the Syssitia their two hundred and twenty-three thousand 



gold kikars; those who had given nothing lamented like the rest. The populace was jealous of the 

New Carthaginians, to whom he had promised full rights of citizenship; and even the Ligurians, 

who had fought with such intrepidity, were confounded with the Barbarians and cursed like 

them; their race became a crime, the proof of complicity. The traders on the threshold of their 

shops, the workmen passing plumb-line in hand, the vendors of pickle rinsing their baskets, the 

attendants in the vapour baths and the retailers of hot drinks all discussed the operations of the 

campaign. They would trace battle-plans with their fingers in the dust, and there was not a sorry 

rascal to be found who could not have corrected Hamilcar’s mistakes. 

It was a punishment, said the priests, for his long-continued impiety. He had offered no 

holocausts; he had not purified his troops; he had even refused to take augurs with him; and the 

scandal of sacrilege strengthened the violence of restrained hate, and the rage of betrayed hopes. 

People recalled the Sicilian disasters, and all the burden of his pride that they had borne for so 

long! The colleges of the pontiffs could not forgive him for having seized their treasure, and they 

demanded a pledge from the Great Council to crucify him should he ever return. 

The heats of the month of Eloul, which were excessive in that year, were another calamity. 

Sickening smells rose from the borders of the Lake, and were wafted through the air together 

with the fumes of the aromatics that eddied at the corners of the streets. The sounds of hymns 

were constantly heard. Crowds of people occupied the staircases of the temples; all the walls 

were covered with black veils; tapers burnt on the brows of the Patæc Gods, and the blood of 

camels slain for sacrifice ran along the flights of stairs forming red cascades upon the steps. 

Carthage was agitated with funereal delirium. From the depths of the narrowest lanes, and the 

blackest dens, there issued pale faces, men with viper-like profiles and grinding their teeth. The 

houses were filled with the women’s piercing shrieks, which, escaping through the gratings, 

caused those who stood talking in the squares to turn round. Sometimes it was thought that the 

Barbarians were arriving; they had been seen behind the mountain of the Hot Springs; they were 

encamped at Tunis; and the voices would multiply and swell, and be blended into one single 

clamour. Then universal silence would reign, some remaining where they had climbed upon the 

frontals of the buildings, screening their eyes with their open hand, while the rest lay flat on their 

faces at the foot of the ramparts straining their ears. When their terror had passed off their anger 

would begin again. But the conviction of their own impotence would soon sink them into the 

same sadness as before. 

It increased every evening when all ascended the terraces, and bowing down nine times 

uttered a loud cry in salutation of the sun, as it sank slowly behind the lagoon, and then suddenly 

disappeared among the mountains in the direction of the Barbarians. 

They were waiting for the thrice holy festival when, from the summit of a funeral pile, an 

eagle flew heavenwards as a symbol of the resurrection of the year, and a message from the 

people to their Baal; they regarded it as a sort of union, a method of connecting themselves with 

the might of the Sun. Moreover, filled as they now were with hatred, they turned frankly towards 

homicidal Moloch, and all forsook Tanith. In fact, Rabetna, having lost her veil, was as if she 

had been despoiled of part of her virtue. She denied the beneficence of her waters, she had 

abandoned Carthage; she was a deserter, an enemy. Some threw stones at her to insult her. But 

many pitied her while they inveighed against her; she was still beloved, and perhaps more deeply 

than she had been. 

All their misfortunes came, therefore, from the loss of the zaïmph. Salammbô had indirectly 

participated in it; she was included in the same ill will; she must be punished. A vague idea of 



immolation spread among the people. To appease the Baalim it was without doubt necessary to 

offer them something of incalculable worth, a being handsome, young, virgin, of old family, a 

descendant of the gods, a human star. Every day the gardens of Megara were invaded by strange 

men; the slaves, trembling on their own account, dared not resist them. Nevertheless, they did 

not pass beyond the galley staircase. They remained below with their eyes raised to the highest 

terrace; they were waiting for Salammbô, and they would cry out for hours against her like dogs 

baying at the moon. 

  



CHAPTER X THE SERPENT 

These clamourings of the populace did not alarm Hamilcar’s daughter. She was disturbed by 

loftier anxieties: her great serpent, the black python, was drooping; and in the eyes of the 

Carthaginians, the serpent was at once a national and a private fetish. It was believed to be the 

offspring of the dust of the earth, since it emerges from its depths and has no need of feet to 

traverse it; its mode of progression called to mind the undulations of rivers, its temperature the 

ancient, viscous, and fecund darkness, and the orbit which it describes when biting its tail the 

harmony of the planets, and the intelligence of Eschmoun. 

Salammbô’s serpent had several times already refused the four live sparrows which were 

offered to it at the full moon and at every new moon. Its handsome skin, covered like the 

firmament with golden spots upon a perfectly black ground, was now yellow, relaxed, wrinkled, 

and too large for its body. A cottony mouldiness extended round its head; and in the corners of 

its eyelids might be seen little red specks which appeared to move. Salammbô would approach 

its silver-wire basket from time to time, and would draw aside the purple curtains, the lotus 

leaves, and the bird’s down; but it was continually rolled up upon itself, more motionless than a 

withered bind-weed; and from looking at it she at last came to feel a kind of spiral within her 

heart, another serpent, as it were, mounting up to her throat by degrees and strangling her. 

She was in despair of having seen the zaïmph, and yet she felt a sort of joy, an intimate pride 

at having done so. A mystery shrank within the splendour of its folds; it was the cloud that 

enveloped the gods, and the secret of the universal existence, and Salammbô, horror-stricken at 

herself, regretted that she had not raised it. 

She was almost always crouching at the back of her apartment, holding her bended left leg in 

her hands, her mouth half open, her chin sunk, her eye fixed. She recollected her father’s face 

with terror; she wished to go away into the mountains of Phonicia, on a pilgrimage to the temple 

of Aphaka, where Tanith descended in the form of a star; all kinds of imaginings attracted her 

and terrified her; moreover, a solitude which every day became greater encompassed her. She did 

not even know what Hamilcar was about. 

Wearied at last with her thoughts she would rise, and trailing along her little sandals whose 

soles clacked upon her heels at every step, she would walk at random through the large silent 

room. The amethysts and topazes of the ceiling made luminous spots quiver here and there, and 

Salammbô as she walked would turn her head a little to see them. She would go and take the 

hanging amphoras by the neck; she would cool her bosom beneath the broad fans, or perhaps 

amuse herself by burning cinnamomum in hollow pearls. At sunset Taanach would draw back 

the black felt lozenges that closed the openings in the wall; then her doves, rubbed with musk 

like the doves of Tanith, suddenly entered, and their pink feet glided over the glass pavement, 

amid the grains of barley which she threw to them in handfuls like a sower in a field. But on a 

sudden she would burst into sobs and lie stretched on the large bed of ox-leather straps without 

moving, repeating a word that was ever the same, with open eyes, pale as one dead, insensible, 

cold; and yet she could hear the cries of the apes in the tufts of the palm trees, with the 

continuous grinding of the great wheel which brought a flow of pure water through the stories 

into the porphyry centre-basin. 

Sometimes for several days she would refuse to eat. She could see in a dream troubled stars 

wandering beneath her feet. She would call Schahabarim, and when he came she had nothing to 

say to him. 



She could not live without the relief of his presence. But she rebelled inwardly against this 

domination; her feeling towards the priest was one at once of terror, jealousy, hatred, and a 

species of love, in gratitude for the singular voluptuousness which she experienced by his side. 

He had recognised the influence of Rabbet, being skilful to discern the gods who send 

diseases; and to cure Salammbô he had her apartment watered with lotions of vervain, and 

maidenhair; she ate mandrakes every morning; she slept with her head on a cushion filled with 

aromatics blended by the pontiffs; he had even employed baaras, a fiery-coloured root which 

drives back fatal geniuses into the North; lastly, turning towards the polar star, he murmured 

thrice the mysterious name of Tanith; but Salammbô still suffered and her anguish deepened. 

No one in Carthage was so learned as he. In his youth he had studied at the College of the 

Mogbeds, at Borsippa, near Babylon; had then visited Samothrace, Pessinus, Ephesus, Thessaly, 

Judæa, and the temples of the Nabathæ, which are lost in the sands; and had travelled on foot 

along the banks of the Nile from the cataracts to the sea. Shaking torches with veil-covered face, 

he had cast a black cock upon a fire of sandarach before the breast of the Sphinx, the Father of 

Terror. He had descended into the caverns of Proserpine; he had seen the five hundred pillars of 

the labyrinth of Lemnos revolve, and the candelabrum of Tarentum, which bore as many sconces 

on its shaft as there are days in the year, shine in its splendour; at times he received Greeks by 

night in order to question them. The constitution of the world disquieted him no less than the 

nature of the gods; he had observed the equinoxes with the armils placed in the portico of 

Alexandria, and accompanied the bematists of Evergetes, who measure the sky by calculating the 

number of their steps, as far as Cyrene; so that there was now growing in his thoughts a religion 

of his own, with no distinct formula, and on that very account full of infatuation and fervour. He 

no longer believed that the earth was formed like a fir-cone; he believed it to be round, and 

eternally falling through immensity with such prodigious speed that its fall was not perceived. 

From the position of the sun above the moon he inferred the predominance of Baal, of whom 

the planet itself is but the reflection and figure; moreover, all that he saw in terrestrial things 

compelled him to recognise the male exterminating principle as supreme. And then he secretly 

charged Rabbet with the misfortune of his life. Was it not for her that the grand-pontiff had once 

advanced amid the tumult of cymbals, and with a patera of boiling water taken from him his 

future virility? And he followed with a melancholy gaze the men who were disappearing with the 

priestesses in the depths of the turpentine trees. 

His days were spent in inspecting the censers, the gold vases, the tongs, the rakes for the ashes 

of the altar, and all the robes of the statues down to the bronze bodkin that served to curl the hair 

of an old Tanith in the third aedicule near the emerald vine. At the same hours he would raise the 

great hangings of the same swinging doors; would remain with his arms outspread in the same 

attitude; or prayed prostrate on the same flag-stones, while around him a people of priests moved 

barefooted through the passages filled with an eternal twilight. 

But Salammbô was in the barrenness of his life like a flower in the cleft of a sepulchre. 

Nevertheless he was hard upon her, and spared her neither penances nor bitter words. His 

condition established, as it were, the equality of a common sex between them, and he was less 

angry with the girl for his inability to possess her than for finding her so beautiful, and above all 

so pure. Often he saw that she grew weary of following his thought. Then he would turn away 

sadder than before; he would feel himself more forsaken, more empty, more alone. 

Strange words escaped him sometimes, which passed before Salammbô like broad lightnings 

illuminating the abysses. This would be at night on the terrace when, both alone, they gazed 



upon the stars, and Carthage spread below under their feet, with the gulf and the open sea dimly 

lost in the colour of the darkness. 

He would set forth to her the theory of the souls that descend upon the earth, following the 

same route as the sun through the signs of the zodiac. With outstretched arm he showed the gate 

of human generation in the Ram, and that of the return to the gods in Capricorn; and Salammbô 

strove to see them, for she took these conceptions for realities; she accepted pure symbols and 

even manners of speech as being true in themselves, a distinction not always very clear even to 

the priest. 

“The souls of the dead,” said he, “resolve themselves into the moon, as their bodies do into the 

earth. Their tears compose its humidity; ’Tis a dark abode full of mire, and wreck, and tempest.” 

She asked what would become of her then. 

“At first you will languish as light as a vapour hovering upon the waves; and after more 

lengthened ordeals and agonies, you will pass into the forces of the sun, the very source of 

Intelligence!” 

He did not speak, however, of Rabbet. Salammbô imagined that it was through some shame 

for his vanquished goddess, and calling her by a common name which designated the moon, she 

launched into blessings upon the soft and fertile planet. At last he exclaimed: 

“No! no! she draws all her fecundity from the other! Do you not see her hovering about him 

like an amorous woman running after a man in a field?” And he exalted the virtue of light 

unceasingly. 

Far from depressing her mystic desires, he sought, on the contrary, to excite them, and he even 

seemed to take joy in grieving her by the revelation of a pitiless doctrine. In spite of the pains of 

her love Salammbô threw herself upon it with transport. 

But the more that Schahabarim felt himself in doubt about Tanith, the more he wished to 

believe in her. At the bottom of his soul he was arrested by remorse. He needed some proof, 

some manifestation from the gods, and in the hope of obtaining it the priest devised an enterprise 

which might save at once his country and his belief. 

Thenceforward he set himself to deplore before Salammbô the sacrilege and the misfortunes 

which resulted from it even in the regions of the sky. Then he suddenly announced the peril of 

the Suffet, who was assailed by three armies under the command of Matho—for on account of 

the veil Matho was, in the eyes of the Carthaginians, the king, as it were, of the Barbarians,—and 

he added that the safety of the Republic and of her father depended upon her alone. 

“Upon me!” she exclaimed. “How can I—?” 

But the priest, with a smile of disdain said: 

“You will never consent!” 

She entreated him. At last Schahabarim said to her: 

“You must go to the Barbarians and recover the zaïmph!” 

She sank down upon the ebony stool, and remained with her arms stretched out between her 

knees and shivering in all her limbs, like a victim at the altar’s foot awaiting the blow of the club. 

Her temples were ringing, she could see fiery circles revolving, and in her stupor she had lost the 

understanding of all things save one, that she was certainly going to die soon. 



But if Rabbetna triumphed, if the zaïmph were restored and Carthage delivered, what mattered 

a woman’s life? thought Schahabarim. Moreover, she would perhaps obtain the veil and not 

perish. 

He stayed away for three days; on the evening of the fourth she sent for him. 

The better to inflame her heart he reported to her all the invectives howled against Hamilcar in 

open council; he told her that she had erred, that she owed reparation for her crime, and that 

Rabbetna commanded the sacrifice. 

A great uproar came frequently across the Mappalian district to Megara. Schahabarim and 

Salammbô went out quickly, and gazed from the top of the galley staircase. 

There were people in the square of Khamon shouting for arms. The Ancients would not 

provide them, esteeming such an effort useless; others who had set out without a general had 

been massacred. At last they were permitted to depart, and as a sort of homage to Moloch, or 

from a vague need of destruction, they tore up tall cypress trees in the woods of the temples, and 

having kindled them at the torches of the Kabiri, were carrying them through the streets singing. 

These monstrous flames advanced swaying gently; they transmitted fires to the glass balls on the 

crests of the temples, to the ornaments of the colossuses and the beaks of the ships, passed 

beyond the terraces and formed suns as it were, which rolled through the town. They descended 

the Acropolis. The gate of Malqua opened. 

“Are you ready?” exclaimed Schahabarim, “or have you asked them to tell your father that 

you abandoned him?” She hid her face in her veils, and the great lights retired, sinking gradually 

the while to the edge of the waves. 

An indeterminate dread restrained her; she was afraid of Moloch and of Matho. This man, 

with his giant stature, who was master of the zaïmph, ruled Rabbetna as much as did Baal, and 

seemed to her to be surrounded by the same fulgurations; and then the souls of the gods 

sometimes visited the bodies of men. Did not Schahabarim in speaking of him say that she was 

to vanquish Moloch? They were mingled with each other; she confused them together; both of 

them were pursuing her. 

She wished to learn the future, and approached the serpent, for auguries were drawn from the 

attitudes of serpents. But the basket was empty; Salammbô was disturbed. 

She found him with his tail rolled round one of the silver balustrades beside the hanging bed, 

which he was rubbing in order to free himself from his old yellowish skin, while his body 

stretched forth gleaming and clear like a sword half out of the sheath. 

Then on the days following, in proportion as she allowed herself to be convinced, and was 

more disposed to succour Tanith, the python recovered and grew; he seemed to be reviving. 

The certainty that Salammbô was giving expression to the will of the gods then became 

established in her conscience. One morning she awoke resolved, and she asked what was 

necessary to make Matho restore the veil. 

“To claim it,” said Schahabarim. 

“But if he refuses?” she rejoined. 

The priest scanned her fixedly with a smile such as she had never seen. 

“Yes, what is to be done?” repeated Salammbô. 

He rolled between his fingers the extremities of the bands which fell from his tiara upon his 

shoulders, standing motionless with eyes cast down. At last seeing that she did not understand: 



“You will be alone with him.” 

“Well?” she said. 

“Alone in his tent.” 

“What then?” 

Schahabarim bit his lips. He sought for some phrase, some circumlocution. 

“If you are to die, that will be later,” he said; “later! fear nothing! and whatever he may 

undertake to do, do not call out! do not be frightened! You will be humble, you understand, and 

submissive to his desire, which is ordained of heaven!” 

“But the veil?” 

“The gods will take thought for it,” replied Schahabarim. 

“Suppose you were to accompany me, O father?” she added. 

“No!” 

He made her kneel down, and keeping his left hand raised and his right extended, he swore in 

her behalf to bring back the mantle of Tanith into Carthage. With terrible imprecations she 

devoted herself to the gods, and each time that Schahabarim pronounced a word she falteringly 

repeated it. 

He indicated to her all the purifications and fastings that she was to observe, and how she was 

to reach Matho. Moreover, a man acquainted with the routes would accompany her. 

She felt as if she had been set free. She thought only of the happiness of seeing the zaïmph 

again, and she now blessed Schahabarim for his exhortations. 

 

It was the period at which the doves of Carthage migrated to Sicily to the mountain of Eryx 

and the temple of Venus. For several days before their departure they sought out and called to 

one another so as to collect together; at last one evening they flew away; the wind blew them 

along, and the big white cloud glided across the sky high above the sea. 

The horizon was filled with the colour of blood. They seemed to descend gradually to the 

waves; then they disappeared as though swallowed up, and falling of themselves into the jaws of 

the sun. Salammbô, who watched them retiring, bent her head, and then Taanach, believing that 

she guessed her sorrow, said gently to her: 

“But they will come back, Mistress.” 

“Yes! I know.” 

“And you will see them again.” 

“Perhaps!” she said, sighing. 

She had not confided her resolve to any one; in order to carry it out with the greater discretion 

she sent Taanach to the suburb of Kinisdo to buy all the things that she required instead of 

requesting them from the stewards: vermilion, aromatics, a linen girdle, and new garments. The 

old slave was amazed at these preparations, without daring, however, to ask any questions; and 

the day, which had been fixed by Schahabarim, arrived when Salammbô was to set out. 

About the twelfth hour she perceived, in the depths of the sycamore trees, a blind old man 

with one hand resting on the shoulder of a child who walked before him, while with the other he 

carried a kind of cithara of black wood against his hip. The eunuchs, slaves, and women had 

been scrupulously sent away; no one might know the mystery that was preparing. 



Taanach kindled four tripods filled with strobus and cadamomum in the corners of the 

apartment; then she unfolded large Babylonian hangings, and stretched them on cords all around 

the room, for Salammbô did not wish to be seen even by the walls. The kinnor-player squatted 

behind the door and the young boy standing upright applied a reed flute to his lips. In the 

distance the roar of the streets was growing feebler, violet shadows were lengthening before the 

peristyles of the temples, and on the other side of the gulf the mountain bases, the fields of olive-

trees, and the vague yellow lands undulated indefinitely, and were blended together in a bluish 

haze; not a sound was to be heard, and an unspeakable depression weighed in the air. 

Salammbô crouched down upon the onyx step on the edge of the basin; she raised her ample 

sleeves, fastening them behind her shoulders, and began her ablutions in methodical fashion, 

according to the sacred rites. 

Next Taanach brought her something liquid and coagulated in an alabaster phial; it was the 

blood of a black dog slaughtered by barren women on a winter’s night amid the rubbish of a 

sepulchre. She rubbed it upon her ears, her heels, and the thumb of her right hand, and even her 

nail remained somewhat red, as if she had crushed a fruit. 

The moon rose; then the cithara and the flute began to play together. 

Salammbô unfastened her earrings, her necklace, her bracelets, and her long white simar; she 

unknotted the band in her hair, shaking the latter for a few minutes softly over her shoulders to 

cool herself by thus scattering it. The music went on outside; it consisted of three notes ever the 

same, hurried and frenzied; the strings grated, the flute blew; Taanach kept time by striking her 

hands; Salammbô, with a swaying of her whole body, chanted prayers, and her garments fell one 

after another around her. 

The heavy tapestry trembled, and the python’s head appeared above the cord that supported it. 

The serpent descended slowly like a drop of water flowing along a wall, crawled among the 

scattered stuffs, and then, gluing its tail to the ground, rose perfectly erect; and his eyes, more 

brilliant than carbuncles, darted upon Salammbô. 

A horror of cold, or perhaps a feeling of shame, at first made her hesitate. But she recalled 

Schahabarim’s orders and advanced; the python turned downwards, and resting the centre of its 

body upon the nape of her neck, allowed its head and tail to hang like a broken necklace with 

both ends trailing to the ground. Salammbô rolled it around her sides, under her arms and 

between her knees; then taking it by the jaw she brought the little triangular mouth to the edge of 

her teeth, and half shutting her eyes, threw herself back beneath the rays of the moon. The white 

light seemed to envelop her in a silver mist, the prints of her humid steps shone upon the flag-

stones, stars quivered in the depth of the water; it tightened upon her its black rings that were 

spotted with scales of gold. Salammbô panted beneath the excessive weight, her loins yielded, 

she felt herself dying, and with the tip of its tail the serpent gently beat her thigh; then the music 

becoming still it fell off again. 

Taanach came back to her; and after arranging two candelabra, the lights of which burned in 

crystal balls filled with water, she tinged the inside of her hands with Lawsonia, spread vermilion 

upon her cheeks, and antimony along the edge of her eyelids, and lengthened her eyebrows with 

a mixture of gum, musk, ebony, and crushed legs of flies. 

Salammbô seated on a chair with ivory uprights, gave herself up to the attentions of the slave. 

But the touchings, the odour of the aromatics, and the fasts that she had undergone, were 

enervating her. She became so pale that Taanach stopped. 



“Go on!” said Salammbô, and bearing up against herself, she suddenly revived. Then she was 

seized with impatience; she urged Taanach to make haste, and the old slave grumbled: 

“Well! well! Mistress!—Besides, you have no one waiting for you!” 

“Yes!” said Salammbô, “some one is waiting for me.” 

Taanach drew back in surprise, and in order to learn more about it, said: 

“What orders to you give me, Mistress? for if you are to remain away—” 

But Salammbô was sobbing; the slave exclaimed: 

“You are suffering! what is the matter? Do not go away! take me! When you were quite little 

and used to cry, I took you to my heart and made you laugh with the points of my breasts; you 

have drained them, Mistress!” She struck herself upon her dried-up bosom. “Now I am old! I can 

do nothing for you! you no longer love me! you hide your griefs from me, you despise the 

nurse!” And tears of tenderness and vexation flowed down her cheeks in the gashes of her 

tattooing. 

“No!” said Salammbô, “no, I love you! be comforted!” 

With a smile like the grimace of an old ape, Taanach resumed her task. In accordance with 

Schahabarim’s recommendations, Salammbô had ordered the slave to make her magnificent; and 

she was obeying her mistress with barbaric taste full at once of refinement and ingenuity. 

Over a first delicate and vinous-coloured tunic she passed a second embroidered with birds’ 

feathers. Golden scales clung to her hips, and from this broad girdle descended her blue flowing 

silver-starred trousers. Next Taanach put upon her a long robe made of the cloth of the country of 

Seres, white and streaked with green lines. On the edge of her shoulder she fastened a square of 

purple weighted at the hem with grains of sandastrum; and above all these garments she placed a 

black mantle with a flowing train; then she gazed at her, and proud of her work could not help 

saying: 

“You will not be more beautiful on the day of your bridal!” 

“My bridal!” repeated Salammbô; she was musing with her elbow resting upon the ivory 

chair. 

But Taanach set up before her a copper mirror, which was so broad and high that she could see 

herself completely in it. Then she rose, and with a light touch of her finger raised a lock of her 

hair which was falling too low. 

Her hair was covered with gold dust, was crisped in front, and hung down behind over her 

back in long twists ending in pearls. The brightness of the candelabra heightened the paint on her 

cheeks, the gold on her garments, and the whiteness of her skin; around her waist, and on her 

arms, hands and toes, she had such a wealth of gems that the mirror sent back rays upon her like 

a sun;—and Salammbô, standing by the side of Taanach, who leaned over to see her, smiled 

amid this dazzling display. 

Then she walked to and fro embarrassed by the time that was still left. 

Suddenly the crow of a cock resounded. She quickly pinned a long yellow veil upon her hair, 

passed a scarf around her neck, thrust her feet into blue leather boots, and said to Taanach: 

“Go and see whether there is not a man with two horses beneath the myrtles.” 

Taanach had scarcely re-entered when she was descending the galley staircase. 

“Mistress!” cried the nurse. 



Salammbô turned round with one finger on her mouth as a sign for discretion and immobility. 

Taanach stole softly along the prows to the foot of the terrace, and from a distance she could 

distinguish by the light of the moon a gigantic shadow walking obliquely in the cypress avenue 

to the left of Salammbô, a sign which presaged death. 

Taanach went up again into the chamber. She threw herself upon the ground tearing her face 

with her nails; she plucked out her hair, and uttered piercing shrieks with all her might. 

It occurred to her that they might be heard; then she became silent, sobbing quite softly with 

her head in the hands and her face on the pavement. 

  



CHAPTER XI IN THE TENT 

The man who guided Salammbô made her ascend again beyond the pharos in the direction of 

the Catacombs, and then go down the long suburb of Molouya, which was full of steep lanes. 

The sky was beginning to grow grey. Sometimes palm-wood beams jutting out from the walls 

obliged them to bend their heads. The two horses which were at the walk would often slip; and 

thus they reached the Teveste gate. 

Its heavy leaves were half open; they passed through, and it closed behind them. 

At first they followed the foot of the ramparts for a time, and at the height of the cisterns they 

took their way along the Tænia, a narrow strip of yellow earth separating the gulf from the lake 

and extending as far as Rhades. 

No one was to be seen around Carthage, whether on the sea or in the country. The slate-

coloured waves chopped softly, and the light wind blowing their foam hither and thither spotted 

them with white rents. In spite of all her veils, Salammbô shivered in the freshness of the 

morning; the motion and the open air dazed her. Then the sun rose; it preyed on the back of her 

head, and she involuntarily dozed a little. The two animals rambled along side by side, their feet 

sinking into the silent sand. 

When they had passed the mountain of the Hot Springs, they went on at a more rapid rate, the 

ground being firmer. 

But although it was the season for sowing and ploughing, the fields were as empty as the 

desert as far as the eye could reach. Here and there were scattered heaps of corn; at other places 

the barley was shedding its reddened ears. The villages showed black upon the clear horizon, 

with shapes incoherently carved. 

From time to time a half-calcined piece of wall would be found standing on the edge of the 

road. The roofs of the cottages were falling in, and in the interiors might be distinguished 

fragments of pottery, rags of clothing, and all kinds of unrecognisable utensils and broken things. 

Often a creature clothed in tatters, with earthy face and flaming eyes would emerge from these 

ruins. But he would very quickly begin to run or would disappear into a hole. Salammbô and her 

guide did not stop. 

Deserted plains succeeded one another. Charcoal dust which was raised by their feet behind 

them, stretched in unequal trails over large spaces of perfectly white soil. Sometimes they came 

upon little peaceful spots, where a brook flowed amid the long grass; and as they ascended the 

other bank Salammbô would pluck damp leaves to cool her hands. At the corner of a wood of 

rose-bays her horse shied violently at the corpse of a man which lay extended on the ground. 

The slave immediately settled her again on the cushions. He was one of the servants of the 

Temple, a man whom Schahabarim used to employ on perilous missions. 

With extreme precaution he now went on foot beside her and between the horses; he would 

whip the animals with the end of a leathern lace wound round his arm, or would perhaps take 

balls made of wheat, dates, and yolks of eggs wrapped in lotus leaves from a scrip hanging 

against his breast, and offer them to Salammbô without speaking, and running all the time. 

In the middle of the day three Barbarians clad in animals’ skins crossed their path. By degrees 

others appeared wandering in troops of ten, twelve, or twenty-five men; many were driving goats 

or a limping cow. Their heavy sticks bristled with brass points; cutlasses gleamed in their 

clothes, which were savagely dirty, and they opened their eyes with a look of menace and 



amazement. As they passed some sent them a vulgar benediction; others obscene jests, and 

Schahabarim’s man replied to each in his own idiom. He told them that this was a sick youth 

going to be cured at a distant temple. 

However, the day was closing in. Barkings were heard, and they approached them. 

Then in the twilight they perceived an enclosure of dry stones shutting in a rambling edifice. A 

dog was running along the top of the wall. The slave threw some pebbles at him and they entered 

a lofty vaulted hall. 

A woman was crouching in the centre warming herself at a fire of brushwood, the smoke of 

which escaped through the holes in the ceiling. She was half hidden by her white hair which fell 

to her knees; and unwilling to answer, she muttered with idiotic look words of vengeance against 

the Barbarians and the Carthaginians. 

The runner ferreted right and left. Then he returned to her and demanded something to eat. 

The old woman shook her head, and murmured with her eyes fixed upon the charcoal: 

“I was the hand. The ten fingers are cut off. The mouth eats no more.” 

The slave showed her a handful of gold pieces. She rushed upon them, but soon resumed her 

immobility. 

At last he placed a dagger which he had in his girdle beneath her throat. Then, trembling, she 

went and raised a large stone, and brought back an amphora of wine with fish from Hippo-

Zarytus preserved in honey. 

Salammbô turned away from this unclean food, and fell asleep on the horses’ caparisons 

which were spread in a corner of the hall. 

He awoke her before daylight. 

The dog was howling. The slave went up to it quietly, and struck off its head with a single 

blow of his dagger. Then he rubbed the horses’ nostrils with blood to revive them. The old 

woman cast a malediction at him from behind. Salammbô perceived this, and pressed the amulet 

which she wore above her heart. 

They resumed their journey. 

From time to time she asked whether they would not arrive soon. The road undulated over 

little hills. Nothing was to be heard but the grating of the grasshoppers. The sun heated the 

yellowed grass; the ground was all chinked with crevices which in dividing formed, as it were, 

monstrous paving-stones. Sometimes a viper passed, or eagles flew by; the slave still continued 

running. Salammbô mused beneath her veils, and in spite of the heat did not lay them aside 

through fear of soiling her beautiful garments. 

At regular distances stood towers built by the Carthaginians for the purpose of keeping watch 

upon the tribes. They entered these for the sake of the shade, and then set out again. 

For prudence sake they had made a wide detour the day before. But they met with no one just 

now; the region being a sterile one, the Barbarians had not passed that way. 

Gradually the devastation began again. Sometimes a piece of mosaic would be displayed in 

the centre of a field, the sole remnant of a vanished mansion; and the leafless olive trees looked 

at a distance like large bushes of thorns. They passed through a town in which houses were burnt 

to the ground. Human skeletons might be seen along the walls. There were some, too, of 

dromedaries and mules. Half-gnawed carrion blocked the streets. 

Night fell. The sky was lowering and cloudy. 



They ascended again for two hours in a westerly direction, when suddenly they perceived a 

quantity of little flames before them. 

These were shining at the bottom of an ampitheatre. Gold plates, as they displaced one 

another, glanced here and there. These were the cuirasses of the Clinabarians in the Punic camp; 

then in the neighbourhood they distinguished other and more numerous lights, for the armies of 

the Mercenaries, now blended together, extended over a great space. 

Salammbô made a movement as though to advance. But Schahabarim’s man took her further 

away, and they passed along by the terrace which enclosed the camp of the Barbarians. A breach 

became visible in it, and the slave disappeared. 

A sentry was walking upon the top of the entrenchment with a bow in his hand and a pike on 

his shoulder. 

Salammbô drew still nearer; the Barbarian knelt and a long arrow pierced the hem of her 

cloak. Then as she stood motionless and shrieking, he asked her what she wanted. 

“To speak to Matho,” she replied. “I am a fugitive from Carthage.” 

He gave a whistle, which was repeated at intervals further away. 

Salammbô waited; her frightened horse moved round and round, sniffing. 

When Matho arrived the moon was rising behind her. But she had a yellow veil with black 

flowers over her face, and so many draperies about her person, that it was impossible to make 

any guess about her. From the top of the terrace he gazed upon this vague form standing up like a 

phantom in the penumbræ of the evening. 

At last she said to him: 

“Lead me to your tent! I wish it!” 

A recollection which he could not define passed through his memory. He felt his heart beating. 

The air of command intimidated him. 

“Follow me!” he said. 

The barrier was lowered, and immediately she was in the camp of the Barbarians. 

It was filled with a great tumult and a great throng. Bright fires were burning beneath hanging 

pots; and their purpled reflections illuminating some places left others completely in the dark. 

There was shouting and calling; shackled horses formed long straight lines amid the tents; the 

latter were round and square, of leather or of canvas; there were huts of reeds, and holes in the 

sand such as are made by dogs. Soldiers were carting faggots, resting on their elbows on the 

ground, or wrapping themselves up in mats and preparing to sleep; and Salammbô’s horse 

sometimes stretched out a leg and jumped in order to pass over them. 

She remembered that she had seen them before; but their beards were longer now, their faces 

still blacker, and their voices hoarser. Matho, who walked before her, waved them off with a 

gesture of his arm which raised his red mantle. Some kissed his hands; others bending their 

spines approached him to ask for orders, for he was now veritable and sole chief of the 

Barbarians; Spendius, Autaritus, and Narr’ Havas had become disheartened, and he had 

displayed so much audacity and obstinacy that all obeyed him. 

Salammbô followed him through the entire camp. His tent was at the end, three hundred feet 

from Hamilcar’s entrenchments. 



She noticed a wide pit on the right, and it seemed to her that faces were resting against the 

edge of it on a level with the ground, as decapitated heads might have done. However, their eyes 

moved, and from these half-opened mouths groanings escaped in the Punic tongue. 

Two Negroes holding resin lights stood on both sides of the door. Matho drew the canvas 

abruptly aside. She followed him. 

It was a deep tent with a pole standing up in the centre. It was lighted by a large lamp-holder 

shaped like a lotus and full of a yellow oil wherein floated handfuls of burning tow, and military 

things might be distinguished gleaming in the shade. A naked sword leaned against a stool by the 

side of a shield; whips of hippopotamus leather, cymbals, bells, and necklaces were displayed 

pell-mell on baskets of esparto-grass; a felt rug lay soiled with crumbs of black bread; some 

copper money was carelessly heaped upon a round stone in a corner, and through the rents in the 

canvas the wind brought the dust from without, together with the smell of the elephants, which 

might be heard eating and shaking their chains. 

“Who are you?” said Matho. 

She looked slowly around her without replying; then her eyes were arrested in the background, 

where something bluish and sparkling fell upon a bed of palm-branches. 

She advanced quickly. A cry escaped her. Matho stamped his foot behind her. 

“Who brings you here? why do you come?” 

“To take it!” she replied, pointing to the zaïmph, and with the other hand she tore the veils 

from her head. He drew back with his elbows behind him, gaping, almost terrified. 

She felt as if she were leaning on the might of the gods; and looking at him face to face she 

asked him for the zaïmph; she demanded it in words abundant and superb. 

Matho did not hear; he was gazing at her, and in his eyes her garments were blended with her 

body. The clouding of the stuffs, like the splendour of her skin, was something special and 

belonging to her alone. Her eyes and her diamonds sparkled; the polish of her nails continued the 

delicacy of the stones which loaded her fingers; the two clasps of her tunic raised her breasts 

somewhat and brought them closer together, and he in thought lost himself in the narrow interval 

between them whence there fell a thread holding a plate of emeralds which could be seen lower 

down beneath the violet gauze. She had as earrings two little sapphire scales, each supporting a 

hollow pearl filled with liquid scent. A little drop would fall every moment through the holes in 

the pearl and moisten her naked shoulder. Matho watched it fall. 

He was carried away by ungovernable curiosity; and, like a child laying his hand upon a 

strange fruit, he tremblingly and lightly touched the top of her chest with the tip of his finger: the 

flesh, which was somewhat cold, yielded with an elastic resistance. 

This contact, though scarcely a sensible one, shook Matho to the very depths of his nature. An 

uprising of his whole being urged him towards her. He would fain have enveloped her, absorbed 

her, drunk her. His bosom was panting, his teeth were chattering. 

Taking her by the wrists he drew her gently to him, and then sat down upon a cuirass beside 

the palm-tree bed which was covered with a lion’s skin. She was standing. He looked up at her, 

holding her thus between his knees, and repeating: 

“How beautiful you are! how beautiful you are!” 



His eyes, which were continually fixed upon hers, pained her; and the uncomfortableness, the 

repugnance increased in so acute a fashion that Salammbô put a constraint upon herself not to 

cry out. The thought of Schahabarim came back to her, and she resigned herself. 

Matho still kept her little hands in his own; and from time to time, in spite of the priest’s 

command, she turned away her face and tried to thrust him off by jerking her arms. He opened 

his nostrils the better to breathe in the perfume which exhaled from her person. It was a fresh, 

indefinable emanation, which nevertheless made him dizzy, like the smoke from a perfuming-

pan. She smelt of honey, pepper, incense, roses, with another odour still. 

But how was she thus with him in his tent, and at his disposal? Some one no doubt had urged 

her. She had not come for the zaïmph. His arms fell, and he bent his head whelmed in sudden 

reverie. 

To soften him Salammbô said to him in a plaintive voice: 

“What have I done to you that you should desire my death?” 

“Your death!” 

She resumed: 

“I saw you one evening by the light of my burning gardens amid fuming cups and my 

slaughtered slaves, and your anger was so strong that you bounded towards me and I was obliged 

to fly! Then terror entered into Carthage. There were cries of the devastation of the towns, the 

burning of the country-seats, the massacre of the soldiery; it was you who had ruined them, it 

was you who had murdered them! I hate you! Your very name gnaws me like remorse! You are 

execrated more than the plague, and the Roman war! The provinces shudder at your fury, the 

furrows are full of corpses! I have followed the traces of your fires as though I were travelling 

behind Moloch!” 

Matho leaped up; his heart was swelling with colossal pride; he was raised to the stature of a 

god. 

With quivering nostrils and clenched teeth she went on: 

“As if your sacrilege were not enough, you came to me in my sleep covered with the zaïmph! 

Your words I did not understand; but I could see that you wished to drag me to some terrible 

thing at the bottom of an abyss.” 

Matho, writhing his arms, exclaimed: 

“No! no! it was to give it to you! to restore it to you! It seemed to me that the goddess had left 

her garment for you, and that it belonged to you! In her temple or in your house, what does it 

matter? are you not all-powerful, immaculate, radiant and beautiful even as Tanith?” And with a 

look of boundless adoration he added: 

“Unless perhaps you are Tanith?” 

“I, Tanith!” said Salammbô to herself. 

They left off speaking. The thunder rolled in the distance. Some sheep bleated, frightened by 

the storm. 

“Oh! come near!” he went on, “come near! fear nothing! 

“Formerly I was only a soldier mingled with the common herd of the Mercenaries, ay, and so 

meek that I used to carry wood on my back for the others. Do I trouble myself about Carthage! 

The crowd of its people move as though lost in the dust of your sandals, and all its treasures, 

with the provinces, fleets, and islands, do not raise my envy like the freshness of your lips and 



the turn of your shoulders. But I wanted to throw down its walls that I might reach you to possess 

you! Moreover, I was revenging myself in the meantime! At present I crush men like shells, and 

I throw myself upon phalanxes; I put aside the sarissæ with my hands, I check the stallions by 

the nostrils; a catapult would not kill me! Oh! if you knew how I think of you in the midst of 

war! Sometimes the memory of a gesture or of a fold of your garment suddenly seizes me and 

entwines me like a net! I perceive your eyes in the flames of the phalaricas and on the gilding of 

the shields! I hear your voice in the sounding of the cymbals. I turn aside, but you are not there! 

and I plunge again into the battle!” 

He raised his arms whereon his veins crossed one another like ivy on the branches of a tree. 

Sweat flowed down his breast between his square muscles; and his breathing shook his sides 

with his bronze girdle all garnished with thongs hanging down to his knees, which were firmer 

than marble. Salammbô, who was accustomed to eunuchs, yielded to amazement at the strength 

of this man. It was the chastisement of the goddess or the influence of Moloch in motion around 

her in the five armies. She was overwhelmed with lassitude; and she listened in a state of stupor 

to the intermittent shouts of the sentinels as they answered one another. 

The flames of the lamp kindled in the squalls of hot air. There came at times broad lightning 

flashes; then the darkness increased; and she could only see Matho’s eyeballs like two coals in 

the night. However, she felt that a fatality was surrounding her, that she had reached a supreme 

and irrevocable moment, and making an effort she went up again towards the zaïmph and raised 

her hands to seize it. 

“What are you doing?” exclaimed Matho. 

“I am going back to Carthage,” she placidly replied. 

He advanced folding his arms and with so terrible a look that her heels were immediately 

nailed, as it were, to the spot. 

“Going back to Carthage!” He stammered, and, grinding his teeth, repeated: 

“Going back to Carthage! Ah! you came to take the zaïmph, to conquer me, and then 

disappear! No, no! you belong to me! and no one now shall tear you from here! Oh! I have not 

forgotten the insolence of your large tranquil eyes, and how you crushed me with the haughtiness 

of your beauty! ’Tis my turn now! You are my captive, my slave, my servant! Call, if you like, 

on your father and his army, the Ancients, the rich, and your whole accursed people! I am the 

master of three hundred thousand soldiers! I will go and seek them in Lusitania, in the Gauls, and 

in the depths of the desert, and I will overthrow your town and burn all its temples; the triremes 

shall float on the waves of blood! I will not have a house, a stone, or a palm tree remaining! And 

if men fail me I will draw the bears from the mountains and urge on the lions! Seek not to fly or I 

kill you!” 

Pale and with clenched fists he quivered like a harp whose strings are about to burst. Suddenly 

sobs stifled him, and he sank down upon his hams. 

“Ah! forgive me! I am a scoundrel, and viler than scorpions, than mire and dust! Just now 

while you were speaking your breath passed across my face, and I rejoiced like a dying man who 

drinks lying flat on the edge of a stream. Crush me, if only I feel your feet! curse me, if only I 

hear your voice! Do not go! have pity! I love you! I love you!” 

He was on his knees on the ground before her; and he encircled her form with both his arms, 

his head thrown back, and his hands wandering; the gold discs hanging from his ears gleamed 



upon his bronzed neck; big tears rolled in his eyes like silver globes; he sighed caressingly, and 

murmured vague words lighter than a breeze and sweet as a kiss. 

Salammbô was invaded by a weakness in which she lost all consciousness of herself. 

Something at once inward and lofty, a command from the gods, obliged her to yield herself; 

clouds uplifted her, and she fell back swooning upon the bed amid the lion’s hair. The zaïmph 

fell, and enveloped her; she could see Matho’s face bending down above her breast. 

“Moloch, thou burnest me!” and the soldier’s kisses, more devouring than flames, covered her; 

she was as though swept away in a hurricane, taken in the might of the sun. 

He kissed all her fingers, her arms, her feet, and the long tresses of her hair from one end to 

the other. 

“Carry it off,” he said, “what do I care? take me away with it! I abandon the army! I renounce 

everything! Beyond Gades, twenty days’ journey into the sea, you come to an island covered 

with gold dust, verdure, and birds. On the mountains large flowers filled with smoking perfumes 

rock like eternal censers; in the citron trees, which are higher than cedars, milk-coloured serpents 

cause the fruit to fall upon the turf with the diamonds in their jaws; the air is so mild that it keeps 

you from dying. Oh! I shall find it, you will see. We shall live in crystal grottoes cut out at the 

foot of the hills. No one dwells in it yet, or I shall become the king of the country.” 

He brushed the dust off her cothurni; he wanted her to put a quarter of a pomegranate between 

her lips; he heaped up garments behind her head to make a cushion for her. He sought for means 

to serve her, and to humble himself, and he even spread the zaïmph over her feet as if it were a 

mere rug. 

“Have you still,” he said, “those little gazelle’s horns on which your necklaces hang? You will 

give them to me! I love them!” For he spoke as if the war were finished, and joyful laughs broke 

from him. The Mercenaries, Hamilcar, every obstacle had now disappeared. The moon was 

gliding between two clouds. They could see it through an opening in the tent. “Ah, what nights 

have I spent gazing at her! she seemed to me like a veil that hid your face; you would look at me 

through her; the memory of you was mingled with her beams; then I could no longer distinguish 

you!” And with his head between her breasts he wept copiously. 

“And this,” she thought, “is the formidable man who makes Carthage tremble!” 

He fell asleep. Then disengaging herself from his arm she put one foot to the ground, and she 

perceived that her chainlet was broken. 

The maidens of the great families were accustomed to respect these shackles as something that 

was almost religious, and Salammbô, blushing, rolled the two pieces of the golden chain around 

her ankles. 

Carthage, Megara, her house, her room, and the country that she had passed through, whirled 

in tumultuous yet distinct images through her memory. But an abyss had yawned and thrown 

them far back to an infinite distance from her. 

The storm was departing; drops of water splashing rarely, one by one, made the tent-roof 

shake. 

Matho slept like a drunken man, stretched on his side, and with one arm over the edge of the 

couch. His band of pearls was raised somewhat, and uncovered his brow; his teeth were parted in 

a smile; they shone through his black beard, and there was a silent and almost outrageous gaiety 

in his half-closed eyelids. 

Salammbô looked at him motionless, her head bent and her hands crossed. 



A dagger was displayed on the table of cypress-wood at the head of the bed; the sight of the 

gleaming blade fired her with a sanguinary desire. Mournful voices lingered at a distance in the 

shade, and like a chorus of geniuses urged her on. She approached it; she seized the steel by the 

handle. At the rustling of her dress Matho half opened his eyes, putting forth his mouth upon her 

hands, and the dagger fell. 

Shouts arose; a terrible light flashed behind the canvas. Matho raised the latter; they perceived 

the camp of the Libyans enveloped in great flames. 

Their reed huts were burning, and the twisting stems burst in the smoke and flew off like 

arrows; black shadows ran about distractedly on the red horizon. They could hear the shrieks of 

those who were in the huts; the elephants, oxen, and horses plunged in the midst of the crowd 

crushing it together with the stores and baggage that were being rescued from the fire. Trumpets 

sounded. There were calls of “Matho! Matho!” Some people at the door tried to get in. 

“Come along! Hamilcar is burning the camp of Autaritus!” 

He made a spring. She found herself quite alone. 

Then she examined the zaïmph; and when she had viewed it well she was surprised that she 

had not the happiness which she had once imagined to herself. She stood with melancholy before 

her accomplished dream. 

But the lower part of the tent was raised, and a monstrous form appeared. Salammbô could at 

first distinguish only the two eyes and a long white beard which hung down to the ground; for 

the rest of the body, which was cumbered with the rags of a tawny garment, trailed along the 

earth; and with every forward movement the hands passed into the beard and then fell again. 

Crawling in this way it reached her feet, and Salammbô recognised the aged Gisco. 

In fact, the Mercenaries had broken the legs of the captive Ancients with a brass bar to prevent 

them from taking to flight; and they were all rotting pell-mell in a pit in the midst of filth. But the 

sturdiest of them raised themselves and shouted when they heard the noise of platters, and it was 

in this way that Gisco had seen Salammbô. He had guessed that she was a Carthaginian woman 

by the little balls of sandastrum flapping against her cothurni; and having a presentiment of an 

important mystery he had succeeded, with the assistance of his companions, in getting out of the 

pit; then with elbows and hands he had dragged himself twenty paces further on as far as 

Matho’s tent. Two voices were speaking within it. He had listened outside and had heard 

everything. 

“It is you!” she said at last, almost terrified. 

“Yes, it is I!” he replied, raising himself on his wrists. “They think me dead, do they not?” 

She bent her head. He resumed: 

“Ah! why have the Baals not granted me this mercy!” He approached so close he was touching 

her. “They would have spared me the pain of cursing you!” 

Salammbô sprang quickly back, so much afraid was she of this unclean being, who was as 

hideous as a larva and nearly as terrible as a phantom. 

“I am nearly one hundred years old,” he said. “I have seen Agathocles; I have seen Regulus 

and the eagles of the Romans passing over the harvests of the Punic fields! I have seen all the 

terrors of battles and the sea encumbered with the wrecks of our fleets! Barbarians whom I used 

to command have chained my four limbs like a slave that has committed murder. My 

companions are dying around me, one after the other; the odour of their corpses awakes me in 

the night; I drive away the birds that come to peck out their eyes; and yet not for a single day 



have I despaired of Carthage! Though I had seen all the armies of the earth against her, and the 

flames of the siege overtop the height of the temples, I should have still believed in her eternity! 

But now all is over! all is lost! The gods execrate her! A curse upon you who have quickened her 

ruin by your disgrace!” 

She opened her lips. 

“Ah! I was there!” he cried. “I heard you gurgling with love like a prostitute; then he told you 

of his desire, and you allowed him to kiss your hands! But if the frenzy of your unchastity urged 

you to it, you should at least have done as do the fallow deer, which hide themselves in their 

copulations, and not have displayed your shame beneath your father’s very eyes!” 

“What?” she said. 

“Ah! you did not know that the two entrenchments are sixty cubits from each other and that 

your Matho, in the excess of his pride, has posted himself just in front of Hamilcar. Your father 

is there behind you; and could I climb the path which leads to the platform, I should cry to him: 

‘Come and see your daughter in the Barbarian’s arms! She has put on the garment of the goddess 

to please him; and in yielding her body to him she surrenders with the glory of your name the 

majesty of the gods, the vengeance of her country, even the safety of Carthage!’” The motion of 

his toothless mouth moved his beard throughout its length; his eyes were riveted upon her and 

devoured her; panting in the dust he repeated: 

“Ah! sacrilegious one! May you be accursed! accursed! accursed!” 

Salammbô had drawn back the canvas; she held it raised at arm’s length, and without 

answering him she looked in the direction of Hamilcar. 

“It is this way, is it not?” she said. 

“What matters it to you? Turn away! Begone! Rather crush your face against the earth! It is a 

holy spot which would be polluted by your gaze!” 

She threw the zaïmph about her waist, and quickly picked up her veils, mantle, and scarf. “I 

hasten thither!” she cried; and making her escape Salammbô disappeared. 

At first she walked through the darkness without meeting any one, for all were betaking 

themselves to the fire; the uproar was increasing and great flames purpled the sky behind; a long 

terrace stopped her. 

She turned round to right and left at random, seeking for a ladder, a rope, a stone, something in 

short to assist her. She was afraid of Gisco, and it seemed to her that shouts and footsteps were 

pursuing her. Day was beginning to break. She perceived a path in the thickness of the 

entrenchment. She took the hem of her robe, which impeded her, in her teeth, and in three 

bounds she was on the platform. 

A sonorous shout burst forth beneath her in the shade, the same which she had heard at the 

foot of the galley staircase, and leaning over she recognised Schahabarim’s man with his coupled 

horses. 

He had wandered all night between the two entrenchments; then disquieted by the fire, he had 

gone back again trying to see what was passing in Matho’s camp; and, knowing that this spot 

was nearest to his tent, he had not stirred from it, in obedience to the priest’s command. 

He stood up on one of the horses. Salammbô let herself slide down to him; and they fled at full 

gallop, circling the Punic camp in search of a gate. 

 



Matho had re-entered his tent. The smoky lamp gave but little light, and he also believed that 

Salammbô was asleep. Then he delicately touched the lion’s skin on the palm-tree bed. He called 

but she did not answer; he quickly tore away a strip of the canvas to let in some light; the zaïmph 

was gone. 

The earth trembled beneath thronging feet. Shouts, neighings, and clashing of armour rose in 

the air, and clarion flourishes sounded the charge. It was as though a hurricane were whirling 

around him. Immoderate frenzy made him leap upon his arms, and he dashed outside. 

The long files of the Barbarians were descending the mountain at a run, and the Punic squares 

were advancing against them with a heavy and regular oscillation. The mist, rent by the rays of 

the sun, formed little rocking clouds which as they rose gradually discovered standards, helmets, 

and points of pikes. Beneath the rapid evolutions portions of the earth which were still in the 

shadow seemed to be displaced bodily; in other places it looked as if huge torrents were crossing 

one another, while thorny masses stood motionless between them. Matho could distinguish the 

captains, soldiers, heralds, and even the serving-men, who were mounted on asses in the rear. 

But instead of maintaining his position in order to cover the foot-soldiers, Narr’ Havas turned 

abruptly to the right, as though he wished himself to be crushed by Hamilcar. 

His horsemen outstripped the elephants, which were slackening their speed; and all the horses, 

stretching out their unbridled heads, galloped at so furious a rate that their bellies seemed to 

graze the earth. Then suddenly Narr’ Havas went resolutely up to a sentry. He threw away his 

sword, lance, and javelins, and disappeared among the Carthaginians. 

The king of the Numidians reached Hamilcar’s tent, and pointing to his men, who were 

standing still at a distance, he said: 

“Barca! I bring them to you. They are yours.” 

Then he prostrated himself in token of bondage, and to prove his fidelity recalled all his 

conduct from the beginning of the war. 

First, he had prevented the siege of Carthage and the massacre of the captives; then he had 

taken no advantage of the victory over Hanno after the defeat at Utica. As to the Tyrian towns, 

they were on the frontiers of his kingdom. Finally he had not taken part in the battle of the 

Macaras; and he had even expressly absented himself in order to evade the obligation of fighting 

against the Suffet. 

Narr’ Havas had in fact wished to aggrandise himself by encroachments upon the Punic 

provinces, and had alternately assisted and forsaken the Mercenaries according to the chances of 

victory. But seeing that Hamilcar would ultimately prove the stronger, he had gone over to him; 

and in his desertion there was perhaps something of a grudge against Matho, whether on account 

of the command or of his former love. 

The Suffet listened without interrupting him. The man who thus presented himself with an 

army where vengeance was his due was not an auxiliary to be despised; Hamilcar at once divined 

the utility of such an alliance in his great projects. With the Numidians he would get rid of the 

Libyans. Then he would draw off the West to the conquest of Iberia; and, without asking Narr’ 

Havas why he had not come sooner, or noticing any of his lies, he kissed him, striking his breast 

thrice against his own. 

It was to bring matters to an end and in despair that he had fired the camp of the Libyans. This 

army came to him like a relief from the gods; dissembling his joy he replied: 



“May the Baals favour you! I do not know what the Republic will do for you, but Hamilcar is 

not ungrateful.” 

The tumult increased; some captains entered. He was arming himself as he spoke. 

“Come, return! You will use your horsemen to beat down their infantry between your 

elephants and mine. Courage! exterminate them!” 

And Narr’ Havas was rushing away when Salammbô appeared. 

She leaped down quickly from her horse. She opened her ample cloak and spreading out her 

arms displayed the zaïmph. 

The leathern tent, which was raised at the corners, left visible the entire circuit of the mountain 

with its thronging soldiers, and as it was in the centre Salammbô could be seen on all sides. An 

immense shouting burst forth, a long cry of triumph and hope. Those who were marching 

stopped; the dying leaned on their elbows and turned round to bless her. All the Barbarians knew 

now that she had recovered the zaïmph; they saw her or believed that they saw her from a 

distance; and other cries, but those of rage and vengeance, resounded in spite of the plaudits of 

the Carthaginians. Thus did the five armies in tiers upon the mountain stamp and shriek around 

Salammbô. 

Hamilcar, who was unable to speak, nodded her his thanks. His eyes were directed alternately 

upon the zaïmph and upon her, and he noticed that her chainlet was broken. Then he shivered, 

being seized with a terrible suspicion. But soon recovering his impassibility he looked sideways 

at Narr’ Havas without turning his face. 

The king of the Numidians held himself apart in a discreet attitude; on his forehead he bore a 

little of the dust which he had touched when prostrating himself. At last the Suffet advanced 

towards him with a look full of gravity. 

“As a reward for the services which you have rendered me, Narr’ Havas, I give you my 

daughter. Be my son,” he added, “and defend your father!” 

Narr’ Havas gave a great gesture of surprise; then he threw himself upon Hamilcar’s hands 

and covered them with kisses. 

Salammbô, calm as a statue, did not seem to understand. She blushed a little as she cast down 

her eyelids, and her long curved lashes made shadows upon her cheeks. 

Hamilcar wished to unite them immediately in indissoluble betrothal. A lance was placed in 

Salammbô’s hands and by her offered to Narr’ Havas; their thumbs were tied together with a 

thong of ox-leather; then corn was poured upon their heads, and the grains that fell around them 

rang like rebounding hail.  

  



CHAPTER XII THE AQUEDUCT 

Twelve hours afterwards all that remained of the Mercenaries was a heap of wounded, dead, 

and dying. 

Hamilcar had suddenly emerged from the bottom of the gorge, and again descended the 

western slope that looked towards Hippo-Zarytus, and the space being broader at this spot he had 

taken care to draw the Barbarians into it. Narr’ Havas had encompassed them with his horse; the 

Suffet meanwhile drove them back and crushed them. Then, too, they were conquered 

beforehand by the loss of the zaïmph; even those who cared nothing about it had experienced 

anguish and something akin to enfeeblement. Hamilcar, not indulging his pride by holding the 

field of battle, had retired a little further off on the left to some heights, from which he 

commanded them. 

The shape of the camps could be recognised by their sloping palisades. A long heap of black 

cinders was smoking on the side of the Libyans; the devastated soil showed undulations like the 

sea, and the tents with their tattered canvas looked like dim ships half lost in the breakers. 

Cuirasses, forks, clarions, pieces of wood, iron and brass, corn, straw, and garments were 

scattered about among the corpses; here and there a phalarica on the point of extinction burned 

against a heap of baggage; in some places the earth was hidden with shields; horses’ carcasses 

succeeded one another like a series of hillocks; legs, sandals, arms, and coats of mail were to be 

seen, with heads held in their helmets by the chin-pieces and rolling about like balls; heads of 

hair were hanging on the thorns; elephants were lying with their towers in pools of blood, with 

entrails exposed, and gasping. The foot trod on slimy things, and there were swamps of mud 

although no rain had fallen. 

This confusion of dead bodies covered the whole mountain from top to bottom. 

Those who survived stirred as little as the dead. Squatting in unequal groups they looked at 

one another scared and without speaking. 

The lake of Hippo-Zarytus shone at the end of a long meadow beneath the setting sun. To the 

right an agglomeration of white houses extended beyond a girdle of walls; then the sea spread 

out indefinitely; and the Barbarians, with their chins in their hands, sighed as they thought of 

their native lands. A cloud of grey dust was falling. 

The evening wind blew; then every breast dilated, and as the freshness increased, the vermin 

might be seen to forsake the dead, who were colder now, and to run over the hot sand. Crows, 

looking towards the dying, rested motionless on the tops of the big stones. 

When night had fallen yellow-haired dogs, those unclean beasts which followed the armies, 

came quite softly into the midst of the Barbarians. At first they licked the clots of blood on the 

still tepid stumps; and soon they began to devour the corpses, biting into the stomachs first of all. 

The fugitives reappeared one by one like shadows; the women also ventured to return, for 

there were still some of them left, especially among the Libyans, in spite of the dreadful 

massacre of them by the Numidians. 

Some took ropes’ ends and lighted them to use as torches. Others held crossed pikes. The 

corpses were placed upon these and were conveyed apart. 

They were found lying stretched in long lines, on their backs, with their mouths open, and 

their lances beside them; or else they were piled up pell-mell so that it was often necessary to dig 

out a whole heap in order to discover those they were wanting. Then the torch would be passed 



slowly over their faces. They had received complicated wounds from hideous weapons. Greenish 

strips hung from their foreheads; they were cut in pieces, crushed to the marrow, blue from 

strangulation, or broadly cleft by the elephants’ ivory. Although they had died at almost the same 

time there existed differences between their various states of corruption. The men of the North 

were puffed up with livid swellings, while the more nervous Africans looked as though they had 

been smoked, and were already drying up. The Mercenaries might be recognised by the tattooing 

on their hands: the old soldiers of Antiochus displayed a sparrow-hawk; those who had served in 

Egypt, the head of the cynosephalus; those who had served with the princes of Asia, a hatchet, a 

pomegranate, or a hammer; those who had served in the Greek republics, the side-view of a 

citadel or the name of an archon; and some were to be seen whose arms were entirely covered 

with these multiplied symbols, which mingled with their scars and their recent wounds. 

Four great funeral piles were erected for the men of Latin race, the Samnites, Etruscans, 

Campanians, and Bruttians. 

The Greeks dug pits with the points of their swords. The Spartans removed their red cloaks 

and wrapped them round the dead; the Athenians laid them out with their faces towards the rising 

sun; the Cantabrians buried them beneath a heap of pebbles; the Nasamonians bent them double 

with ox-leather thongs, and the Garamantians went and interred them on the shore so that they 

might be perpetually washed by the waves. But the Latins were grieved that they could not 

collect the ashes in urns; the Nomads regretted the heat of the sands in which bodies were 

mummified, and the Celts, the three rude stones beneath a rainy sky at the end of an islet-covered 

gulf. 

Vociferations arose, followed by the lengthened silence. This was to oblige the souls to return. 

Then the shouting was resumed persistently at regular intervals. 

They made excuses to the dead for their inability to honour them as the rites prescribed: for, 

owing to this deprivation, they would pass for infinite periods through all kinds of chances and 

metamorphoses; they questioned them and asked them what they desired; others loaded them 

with abuse for having allowed themselves to be conquered. 

The bloodless faces lying back here and there on wrecks of armour showed pale in the light of 

the great funeral-pile; tears provoked tears, the sobs became shriller, the recognitions and 

embracings more frantic. Women stretched themselves on the corpses, mouth to mouth and brow 

to brow; it was necessary to beat them in order to make them withdraw when the earth was being 

thrown in. They blackened their cheeks; they cut off their hair; they drew their own blood and 

poured it into the pits; they gashed themselves in imitation of the wounds that disfigured the 

dead. Roarings burst forth through the crashings of the cymbals. Some snatched off their amulets 

and spat upon them. The dying rolled in the bloody mire biting their mutilated fists in their rage; 

and forty-three Samnites, quite a “sacred spring,” cut one another’s throats like gladiators. Soon 

wood for the funeral-piles failed, the flames were extinguished, every spot was occupied; and 

weary from shouting, weakened, tottering, they fell asleep close to their dead brethren, those who 

still clung to life full of anxieties, and the others desiring never to wake again. 

 

In the greyness of the dawn some soldiers appeared on the outskirts of the Barbarians, and 

filed past with their helmets raised on the points of their pikes; they saluted the Mercenaries and 

asked them whether they had no messages to send to their native lands. 

Others approached, and the Barbarians recognised some of their former companions. 



The Suffet had proposed to all the captives that they should serve in his troops. Several had 

fearlessly refused; and quite resolved neither to support them nor to abandon them to the Great 

Council, he had sent them away with injunctions to fight no more against Carthage. As to those 

who had been rendered docile by the fear of tortures, they had been furnished with the weapons 

taken from the enemy; and they were now presenting themselves to the vanquished, not so much 

in order to seduce them as out of an impulse of pride and curiosity. 

At first they told of the good treatment which they had received from the Suffet; the 

Barbarians listened to them with jealousy although they despised them. Then at the first words of 

reproach the cowards fell into a passion; they showed them from a distance their own swords and 

cuirasses and invited them with abuse to come and take them. The Barbarians picked up flints; 

all took to flight; and nothing more could be seen on the summit of the mountain except the 

lance-points projecting above the edge of the palisades. 

Then the Barbarians were overwhelmed with a grief that was heavier than the humiliation of 

the defeat. They thought of the emptiness of their courage, and they stood with their eyes fixed 

and grinding their teeth. 

The same thought came to them all. They rushed tumultuously upon the Carthaginian 

prisoners. It chanced that the Suffet’s soldiers had been unable to discover them, and as he had 

withdrawn from the field of battle they were still in the deep pit. 

They were ranged on the ground on a flattened spot. Sentries formed a circle round them, and 

the women were allowed to enter thirty or forty at a time. Wishing to profit by the short time that 

was allowed to them, they ran from one to the other, uncertain and panting; then bending over 

the poor bodies they struck them with all their might like washerwomen beating linen; shrieking 

their husband’s names they tore them with their nails and put out their eyes with the bodkins of 

their hair. The men came next and tortured them from their feet, which they cut off at the ankles, 

to their foreheads, from which they took crowns of skin to put upon their own heads. The Eaters 

of Uncleanness were atrocious in their devices. They envenomed the wounds by pouring into 

them dust, vinegar, and fragments of pottery; others waited behind; blood flowed, and they 

rejoiced like vintagers round fuming vats. 

Matho, however, was seated on the ground, at the very place where he had happened to be 

when the battle ended, his elbows on his knees, and his temples in his hands; he saw nothing, 

heard nothing, and had ceased to think. 

At the shrieks of joy uttered by the crowd he raised his head. Before him a strip of canvas 

caught on a flagpole, and trailing on the ground, sheltered in confused fashion blankets, carpets, 

and a lion’s skin. He recognised his tent; and he riveted his eyes upon the ground as though 

Hamilcar’s daughter, when she disappeared, had sunk into the earth. 

The torn canvas flapped in the wind; the long rags of it sometimes passed across his mouth, 

and he perceived a red mark like the print of a hand. It was the hand of Narr’ Havas, the token of 

their alliance. Then Matho rose. He took a firebrand which was still smoking, and threw it 

disdainfully upon the wrecks of his tent. Then with the toe of his cothurn he pushed the things 

which fell out back towards the flame so that nothing might be left. 

Suddenly, without any one being able to guess from what point he had sprung up, Spendius 

reappeared. 

The former slave had fastened two fragments of a lance against his thigh; he limped with a 

piteous look, breathing forth complaints the while. 



“Remove that,” said Matho to him. “I know that you are a brave fellow!” For he was so 

crushed by the injustice of the gods that he had not strength enough to be indignant with men. 

Spendius beckoned to him and led him to a hollow of the mountain, where Zarxas and 

Autaritus were lying concealed. 

They had fled like the slave, the one although he was cruel, and the other in spite of his 

bravery. But who, said they, could have expected the treachery of Narr’ Havas, the burning of 

the camp of the Libyans, the loss of the zaïmph, the sudden attack by Hamilcar, and, above all, 

his manouvres which forced them to return to the bottom of the mountain beneath the instant 

blows of the Carthaginians? Spendius made no acknowledgement of his terror, and persisted in 

maintaining that his leg was broken. 

At last the three chiefs and the schalischim asked one another what decision should now be 

adopted. 

Hamilcar closed the road to Carthage against them; they were caught between his soldiers and 

the provinces belonging to Narr’ Havas; the Tyrian towns would join the conquerors; the 

Barbarians would find themselves driven to the edge of the sea, and all those united forces would 

crush them. This would infallibly happen. 

Thus no means presented themselves of avoiding the war. Accordingly they must prosecute it 

to the bitter end. But how were they to make the necessity of an interminable battle understood 

by all these disheartened people, who were still bleeding from their wounds. 

“I will undertake that!” said Spendius. 

Two hours afterwards a man who came from the direction of Hippo-Zarytus climbed the 

mountain at a run. He waved some tablets at arm’s length, and as he shouted very loudly the 

Barbarians surrounded him. 

The tablets had been despatched by the Greek soldiers in Sardinia. They recommended their 

African comrades to watch over Gisco and the other captives. A Samian trader, one Hipponax, 

coming from Carthage, had informed them that a plot was being organised to promote their 

escape, and the Barbarians were urged to take every precaution; the Republic was powerful. 

Spendius’s stratagem did not succeed at first as he had hoped. This assurance of the new peril, 

so far from exciting frenzy, raised fears; and remembering Hamilcar’s warning, lately thrown 

into their midst, they expected something unlooked for and terrible. The night was spent in great 

distress; several even got rid of their weapons, so as to soften the Suffet when he presented 

himself. 

But on the following day, at the third watch, a second runner appeared, still more breathless, 

and blackened with dust. The Greek snatched from his hand a roll of papyrus covered with 

Phonician writing. The Mercenaries were entreated not to be disheartened; the brave men of 

Tunis were coming with large reinforcements. 

Spendius first read the letter three times in succession; and held up by two Cappadocians, who 

bore him seated on their shoulders, he had himself conveyed from place to place and re-read it. 

For seven hours he harangued. 

He reminded the Mercenaries of the promises of the Great Council; the Africans of the 

cruelties of the stewards, and all the Barbarians of the injustice of Carthage. The Suffet’s 

mildness was only a bait to capture them; those who surrendered would be sold as slaves, and the 

vanquished would perish under torture. As to flight, what routes could they follow? Not a nation 

would receive them. Whereas by continuing their efforts they would obtain at once freedom, 



vengeance, and money! And they would not have long to wait, since the people of Tunis, the 

whole of Libya, was rushing to relieve them. He showed the unrolled papyrus: “Look at it! read! 

see their promises! I do not lie.” 

Dogs were straying about with their black muzzles all plastered with red. The men’s 

uncovered heads were growing hot in the burning sun. A nauseous smell exhaled from the badly 

buried corpses. Some even projected from the earth as far as the waist. Spendius called them to 

witness what he was saying; then he raised his fists in the direction of Hamilcar. 

Matho, moreover, was watching him, and to cover his cowardice he displayed an anger by 

which he gradually found himself carried away. Devoting himself to the gods he heaped curses 

upon the Carthaginians. The torture of the captives was child’s play. Why spare them, and be 

ever dragging this useless cattle after one? “No! we must put an end to it! their designs are 

known! a single one might ruin us! no pity! Those who are worthy will be known by the speed of 

their legs and the force of their blows.” 

Then they turned again upon the captives. Several were still in the last throes; they were 

finished by the thrust of a heel in the mouth or a stab with the point of a javelin. 

Then they thought of Gisco. Nowhere could he be seen; they were disturbed with anxiety. 

They wished at once to convince themselves of his death and to participate in it. At last three 

Samnite shepherds discovered him at a distance of fifteen paces from the spot where Matho’s 

tent lately stood. They recognised him by his long beard and they called the rest. 

Stretched on his back, his arms against his hips, and his knees close together, he looked like a 

dead man laid out for the tomb. Nevertheless his wasted sides rose and fell, and his eyes, wide-

opened in his pallid face, gazed in a continuous and intolerable fashion. 

The Barbarians looked at him at first with great astonishment. Since he had been living in the 

pit he had been almost forgotten; rendered uneasy by old memories they stood at a distance and 

did not venture to raise their hands against him. 

But those who were behind were murmuring and pressed forward when a Garamantian passed 

through the crowd; he was brandishing a sickle; all understood his thought; their faces purpled, 

and smitten with shame they shrieked: 

“Yes! yes!” 

The man with the curved steel approached Gisco. He took his head, and, resting it upon his 

knee, sawed it off with rapid strokes; it fell; to great jets of blood made a hole in the dust. Zarxas 

leaped upon it, and lighter than a leopard ran towards the Carthaginians. 

Then when he had covered two thirds of the mountain he drew Gisco’s head from his breast 

by the beard, whirled his arm rapidly several times,—and the mass, when thrown at last, 

described a long parabola and disappeared behind the Punic entrenchments. 

Soon at the edge of the palisades there rose two crossed standards, the customary sign for 

claiming a corpse. 

Then four heralds, chosen for their width of chest, went out with great clarions, and speaking 

through the brass tubes declared that henceforth there would be between Carthaginians and 

Barbarians neither faith, pity, nor gods, that they refused all overtures beforehand, and that 

envoys would be sent back with their hands cut off. 

Immediately afterwards, Spendius was sent to Hippo-Zarytus to procure provisions; the Tyrian 

city sent them some the same evening. They ate greedily. Then when they were strengthened 

they speedily collected the remains of their baggage and their broken arms; the women massed 



themselves in the centre, and heedless of the wounded left weeping behind them, they set out 

along the edge of the shore like a herd of wolves taking its departure. 

They were marching upon Hippo-Zarytus, resolved to take it, for they had need of a town. 

Hamilcar, as he perceived them at a distance, had a feeling of despair in spite of the pride 

which he experienced in seeing them fly before him. He ought to have attacked them 

immediately with fresh troops. Another similar day and the war was over! If matters were 

protracted they would return with greater strength; the Tyrian towns would join them; his 

clemency towards the vanquished had been of no avail. He resolved to be pitiless. 

The same evening he sent the Great Council a dromedary laden with bracelets collected from 

the dead, and with horrible threats ordered another army to be despatched. 

All had for a long time believed him lost; so that on learning his victory they felt a 

stupefaction which was almost terror. The vaguely announced return of the zaïmph completed 

the wonder. Thus the gods and the might of Carthage seemed now to belong to him. 

None of his enemies ventured upon complaint or recrimination. Owing to the enthusiasm of 

some and the pusillanimity of the rest, an army of five thousand men was ready before the 

interval prescribed had elapsed. 

This army promptly made its way to Utica in order to support the Suffet’s rear, while three 

thousand of the most notable citizens embarked in vessels which were to land them at Hippo-

Zarytus, whence they were to drive back the Barbarians. 

Hanno had accepted the command; but he intrusted the army to his lieutenant, Magdassin, so 

as to lead the troops which were to be disembarked himself, for he could no longer endure the 

shaking of the litter. His disease had eaten away his lips and nostrils, and had hollowed out a 

large hole in his face; the back of his throat could be seen at a distance of ten paces, and he knew 

himself to be so hideous that he wore a veil over his head like a woman. 

Hippo-Zarytus paid no attention to his summonings nor yet to those of the Barbarians; but 

every morning the inhabitants lowered provisions to the latter in baskets, and shouting from the 

tops of the towers pleaded the exigencies of the Republic and conjured them to withdraw. By 

means of signs they addressed the same protestations to the Carthaginians, who were stationed 

on the sea. 

Hanno contented himself with blockading the harbour without risking an attack. However, he 

permitted the judges of Hippo-Zarytus to admit three hundred soldiers. Then he departed to the 

Cape Grapes, and made a long circuit so as to hem in the Barbarians, an inopportune and even 

dangerous operation. His jealousy prevented him from relieving the Suffet; he arrested his spies, 

impeded him in all his plans, and compromised the success of the enterprise. At last Hamilcar 

wrote to the Great Council to rid himself of Hanno, and the latter returned to Carthage furious at 

the baseness of the Ancients and the madness of his colleague. Hence, after so many hopes, the 

situation was now still more deplorable; but there was an effort not to reflect upon it and even 

not to talk about it. 

As if all this were not sufficient misfortune at one time, news came that the Sardinian 

Mercenaries had crucified their general, seized the strongholds, and everywhere slaughtered 

those of Chanaanitish race. The Roman people threatened the Republic with immediate 

hostilities unless she gave twelve hundred talents with the whole of the island of Sardinia. They 

had accepted the alliance of the Barbarians, and they despatched to them flat-bottomed boats 

laden with meal and dried meat. The Carthaginians pursued these, and captured five hundred 



men; but three days afterwards a fleet coming from Byzacena, and conveying provisions to 

Carthage, foundered in a storm. The gods were evidently declaring against her. 

Upon this the citizens of Hippo-Zarytus, under pretence of an alarm, made Hanno’s three 

hundred men ascend their walls; then coming behind them they took them by the legs, and 

suddenly threw them over the ramparts. Some who were not killed were pursued, and went and 

drowned themselves in the sea. 

Utica was enduring the presence of soldiers, for Magdassin had acted like Hanno, and in 

accordance with his orders and deaf to Hamilcar’s prayers, was surrounding the town. As for 

these, they were given wine mixed with mandrake, and were then slaughtered in their sleep. At 

the same time the Barbarians arrived; Magdassin fled; the gates were opened, and thenceforward 

the two Tyrian towns displayed an obstinate devotion to their new friends and an inconceivable 

hatred to their former allies. 

This abandonment of the Punic cause was a counsel and a precedent. Hopes of deliverance 

revived. Populations hitherto uncertain hesitated no longer. Everywhere there was a stir. The 

Suffet learnt this, and he had no assistance to look for! He was now irrevocably lost. 

He immediately dismissed Narr’ Havas, who was to guard the borders of his kingdom. As for 

himself, he resolved to re-enter Carthage in order to obtain soldiers and begin the war again. 

The Barbarians posted at Hippo-Zarytus perceived his army as it descended the mountain. 

Where could the Carthaginians be going? Hunger, no doubt, was urging them on; and, 

distracted by their sufferings, they were coming in spite of their weakness to give battle. But they 

turned to the right: they were fleeing. They might be overtaken and all be crushed. The 

Barbarians dashed in pursuit of them. 

The Carthaginians were checked by the river. It was wide this time and the west wind had not 

been blowing. Some crossed by swimming, and the rest on their shields. They resumed their 

march. Night fell. They were out of sight. 

The Barbarians did not stop; they went higher to find a narrower place. The people of Tunis 

hastened thither, bringing those of Utica along with them. Their numbers increased at every 

bush; and the Carthaginians, as they lay on the ground, could hear the tramping of their feet in 

the darkness. From time to time Barca had a volley of arrows discharged behind him to check 

them, and several were killed. When day broke they were in the Ariana Mountains, at the spot 

where the road makes a bend. 

Then Matho, who was marching at the head, thought that he could distinguish something 

green on the horizon on the summit of an eminence. Then the ground sank, and obelisks, domes, 

and houses appeared! It was Carthage. He leaned against a tree to keep himself from falling, so 

rapidly did his heart beat. 

He thought of all that had come to pass in his existence since the last time that he had passed 

that way! It was an infinite surprise, it stunned him. Then he was transported with joy at the 

thought of seeing Salammbô again. The reasons which he had for execrating her returned to his 

recollection, but he very quickly rejected them. Quivering and with straining eyeballs he gazed at 

the lofty terrace of a palace above the palm trees beyond Eschmoun; a smile of ecstasy lighted 

his face as if some great light had reached him; he opened his arms, and sent kisses on the 

breeze, and murmured: “Come! come!” A sigh swelled his breast, and two long tears like pearls 

fell upon his beard. 



“What stays you?” cried Spendius. “Make haste! Forward! The Suffet is going to escape us! 

But your knees are tottering, and you are looking at me like a drunken man!” 

He stamped with impatience and urged Matho, his eyes twinkling as at the approach of an 

object long aimed at. 

“Ah! we have reached it! We are there! I have them!” 

He had so convinced and triumphant an air that Matho was surprised from his torpor, and felt 

himself carried away by it. These words, coming when his distress was at its height, drove his 

despair to vengeance, and pointed to food for his wrath. He bounded upon one of the camels that 

were among the baggage, snatched up its halter, and with the long rope, struck the stragglers 

with all his might, running right and left alternately, in the rear of the army, like a dog driving a 

flock. 

At this thundering voice the lines of men closed up; even the lame hurried their steps; the 

intervening space lessened in the middle of the isthmus. The foremost of the Barbarians were 

marching in the dust raised by the Carthaginians. The two armies were coming close, and were 

on the point of touching. But the Malqua gate, the Tagaste gate, and the great gate of Khamon 

threw wide their leaves. The Punic square divided; three columns were swallowed up, and eddied 

beneath the porches. Soon the mass, being too tightly packed, could advance no further; pikes 

clashed in the air, and the arrows of the Barbarians were shivering against the walls. 

Hamilcar was to be seen on the threshold of Khamon. He turned round and shouted to his men 

to move aside. He dismounted from his horse; and pricking it on the croup with the sword which 

he held, sent it against the Barbarians. 

It was a black stallion, which was fed on balls of meal, and would bend its knees to allow its 

master to mount. Why was he sending it away? Was this a sacrifice? 

The noble horse galloped into the midst of the lances, knocked down men, and, entangling its 

feet in its entrails, fell down, then rose again with furious leaps; and while they were moving 

aside, trying to stop it, or looking at it in surprise, the Carthaginians had united again; they 

entered, and the enormous gate shut echoing behind them. 

It would not yield. The Barbarians came crushing against it;—and for some minutes there was 

an oscillation throughout the army, which became weaker and weaker, and at last ceased. 

The Carthaginians had placed soldiers on the aqueduct, they began to hurl stones, balls, and 

beams. Spendius represented that it would be best not to persist. The Barbarians went and posted 

themselves further off, all being quite resolved to lay siege to Carthage. 

 

The rumour of the war, however, had passed beyond the confines of the Punic empire; and 

from the pillars of Hercules to beyond Cyrene shepherds mused on it as they kept their flocks, 

and caravans talked about it in the light of the stars. This great Carthage, mistress of the seas, 

splendid as the sun, and terrible as a god, actually found men who were daring enough to attack 

her! Her fall even had been asserted several times; and all had believed it for all wished it: the 

subject populations, the tributary villages, the allied provinces, the independent hordes, those 

who execrated her for her tyranny or were jealous of her power, or coveted her wealth. The 

bravest had very speedily joined the Mercenaries. The defeat at the Macaras had checked all the 

rest. At last they had recovered confidence, had gradually advanced and approached; and now 

the men of the eastern regions were lying on the sandhills of Clypea on the other side of the gulf. 

As soon as they perceived the Barbarians they showed themselves. 



They were not Libyans from the neighbourhood of Carthage, who had long composed the 

third army, but nomads from the tableland of Barca, bandits from Cape Phiscus and the 

promontory of Dernah, from Phazzana and Marmarica. They had crossed the desert, drinking at 

the brackish wells walled in with camels’ bones; the Zuaeces, with their covering of ostrich 

feathers, had come on quadrigæ; the Garamantians, masked with black veils, rode behind on 

their painted mares; others were mounted on asses, onagers, zebras, and buffaloes; while some 

dragged after them the roofs of their sloop-shaped huts together with their families and idols. 

There were Ammonians with limbs wrinkled by the hot water of the springs; Atarantians, who 

curse the sun; Troglodytes, who bury their dead with laughter beneath branches of trees; and the 

hideous Auseans, who eat grass-hoppers; the Achyrmachidæ, who eat lice; and the vermilion-

painted Gysantians, who eat apes. 

All were ranged along the edge of the sea in a great straight line. Afterwards they advanced 

like tornadoes of sand raised by the wind. In the centre of the isthmus the throng stopped, the 

Mercenaries who were posted in front of them, close to the walls, being unwilling to move. 

Then from the direction of Ariana appeared the men of the West, the people of the Numidians. 

In fact, Narr’ Havas governed only the Massylians; and, moreover, as they were permitted by 

custom to abandon their king when reverses were sustained, they had assembled on the Zainus, 

and then had crossed it at Hamilcar’s first movement. First were seen running up all the hunters 

from Malethut-Baal and Garaphos, clad in lions’ skins, and with the staves of their pikes driving 

small lean horses with long manes; then marched the Gætulians in cuirasses of serpents’ skin; 

then the Pharusians, wearing lofty crowns made of wax and resin; and the Caunians, Macarians, 

and Tillabarians, each holding two javelins and a round shield of hippopotamus leather. They 

stopped at the foot of the Catacombs among the first pools of the Lagoon. 

But when the Libyans had moved away, the multitude of the Negroes appeared like a cloud on 

a level with the ground, in the place which the others had occupied. They were there from the 

White Harousch, the Black Harousch, the desert of Augila, and even from the great country of 

Agazymba, which is four months’ journey south of the Garamantians, and from regions further 

still! In spite of their red wooden jewels, the filth of their black skin made them look like 

mulberries that had been long rolling in the dust. They had bark-thread drawers, dried-grass 

tunics, fallow-deer muzzles on their heads; they shook rods furnished with rings, and brandished 

cows’ tails at the end of sticks, after the fashion of standards, howling the while like wolves. 

Then behind the Numidians, Marusians, and Gætulians pressed the yellowish men, who are 

spread through the cedar forests beyond Taggir. They had cat-skin quivers flapping against their 

shoulders, and they led in leashes enormous dogs, which were as high as asses, and did not bark. 

Finally, as though Africa had not been sufficiently emptied, and it had been necessary to seek 

further fury in the very dregs of the races, men might be seen behind the rest, with beast-like 

profiles and grinning with idiotic laughter—wretches ravaged by hideous diseases, deformed 

pigmies, mulattoes of doubtful sex, albinos whose red eyes blinked in the sun; stammering out 

unintelligible sounds, they put a finger into their mouths to show that they were hungry. 

The confusion of weapons was as great as that of garments and peoples. There was not a 

deadly invention that was not present—from wooden daggers, stone hatchets and ivory tridents, 

to long sabres toothed like saws, slender, and formed of a yielding copper blade. They handled 

cutlasses which were forked into several branches like antelopes’ horns, bills fastened to the ends 

of ropes, iron triangles, clubs and bodkins. The Ethiopians from the Bambotus had little poisoned 



darts hidden in their hair. Many had brought pebbles in bags. Others, empty handed, chattered 

with their teeth. 

This multitude was stirred with a ceaseless swell. Dromedaries, smeared all over with tar-like 

streaks, knocked down the women, who carried their children on their hips. The provisions in the 

baskets were pouring out; in walking, pieces of salt, parcels of gum, rotten dates, and gourou 

nuts were crushed underfoot; and sometimes on vermin-covered bosoms there would hang a 

slender cord supporting a diamond that the Satraps had sought, an almost fabulous stone, 

sufficient to purchase an empire. Most of them did not even know what they desired. They were 

impelled by fascination or curiosity; and nomads who had never seen a town were frightened by 

the shadows of the walls. 

The isthmus was now hidden by men; and this long surface, whereon the tents were like huts 

amid an inundation, stretched as far as the first lines of the other Barbarians, which were 

streaming with steel and were posted symmetrically upon both sides of the aqueduct. 

The Carthaginians had not recovered from the terror caused by their arrival when they 

perceived the siege-engines sent by the Tyrian towns coming straight towards them like monsters 

and like buildings—with their masts, arms, ropes, articulations, capitals and carapaces, sixty 

carroballistas, eighty onagers, thirty scorpions, fifty tollenos, twelve rams, and three gigantic 

catapults which hurled pieces of rock of the weight of fifteen talents. Masses of men clinging to 

their bases pushed them on; at every step a quivering shook them, and in this way they arrived in 

front of the walls. 

But several days were still needed to finish the preparations for the siege. The Mercenaries, 

taught by their defeats, would not risk themselves in useless engagements; and on both sides 

there was no haste, for it was well known that a terrible action was about to open, and that the 

result of it would be complete victory or complete extermination. 

Carthage might hold out for a long time; her broad walls presented a series of re-entrant and 

projecting angles, an advantageous arrangement for repelling assaults. 

Nevertheless a portion had fallen down in the direction of the Catacombs, and on dark nights 

lights could be seen in the dens of Malqua through the disjointed blocks. These in some places 

overlooked the top of the ramparts. It was here that the Mercenaries’ wives, who had been driven 

away by Matho, were living with their new husbands. On seeing the men again their hearts could 

stand it no longer. They waved their scarfs at a distance; then they came and chatted in the 

darkness with the soldiers through the cleft in the wall, and one morning the Great Council 

learned that they had all fled. Some had passed through between the stones; others with greater 

intrepidity had let themselves down with ropes. 

At last Spendius resolved to accomplish his design. 

The war, by keeping him at a distance, had hitherto prevented him; and since the return to 

before Carthage, it seemed to him that the inhabitants suspected his enterprise. But soon they 

diminished the sentries on the aqueduct. There were not too many people for the defence of the 

walls. 

The former slave practised himself for some days in shooting arrows at the flamingoes on the 

lake. Then one moonlight evening he begged Matho to light a great fire of straw in the middle of 

the night, while all his men were to shout at the same time; and taking Zarxas with him, he went 

away along the edge of the gulf in the direction of Tunis. 



When on a level with the last arches they returned straight towards the aqueduct; the place was 

unprotected: they crawled to the base of the pillars. 

The sentries on the platform were walking quietly up and down. 

Towering flames appeared; clarions rang; and the soldiers on vedette, believing that there was 

an assault, rushed away in the direction of Carthage. 

One man had remained. He showed black against the background of the sky. The moon was 

shining behind him, and his shadow, which was of extravagant size, looked in the distance like 

an obelisk proceeding across the plain. 

They waited until he was in position just before them. Zarxas seized his sling, but whether 

from prudence or from ferocity Spendius stopped him. “No, the whiz of the bullet would make a 

noise! Let me!” 

Then he bent his bow with all his strength, resting the lower end of it against the great toe of 

his left foot; he took aim, and the arrow went off. 

The man did not fall. He disappeared. 

“If he were wounded we should hear him!” said Spendius; and he mounted quickly from story 

to story as he had done the first time, with the assistance of a rope and a harpoon. Then when he 

had reached the top and was beside the corpse, he let it fall again. The Balearian fastened a pick 

and a mallet to it and turned back. 

The trumpets sounded no longer. All was now quiet. Spendius had raised one of the flag-

stones and, entering the water, had closed it behind him. 

Calculating the distance by the number of his steps, he arrived at the exact spot where he had 

noticed an oblique fissure; and for three hours until morning he worked in continuous and 

furious fashion, breathing with difficulty through the interstices in the upper flag-tones, assailed 

with anguish, and twenty times believing that he was going to die. At last a crack was heard, and 

a huge stone ricocheting on the lower arches rolled to the ground,—and suddenly a cataract, an 

entire river, fell from the skies onto the plain. The aqueduct, being cut through in the centre, was 

emptying itself. It was death to Carthage and victory for the Barbarians. 

In an instant the awakened Carthaginians appeared on the walls, the houses, and the temples. 

The Barbarians pressed forward with shouts. They danced in delirium around the great waterfall, 

and came up and wet their heads in it in the extravagance of their joy. 

A man in a torn, brown tunic was perceived on the summit of the aqueduct. He stood leaning 

over the very edge with both hands on his hips, and was looking down below him as though 

astonished at his work. 

Then he drew himself up. He surveyed the horizon with a haughty air which seemed to say: 

“All that is now mine!” The applause of the Barbarians burst forth, while the Carthaginians, 

comprehending their disaster at last, shrieked with despair. Then he began to run about the 

platform from one end to the other,—and like a chariot-driver triumphant at the Olympic Games, 

Spendius, distraught with pride, raised his arms aloft. 

  



CHAPTER XIII MOLOCH 

The Barbarians had no need of a circumvallation on the side of Africa, for it was theirs. But to 

facilitate the approach to the walls, the entrenchments bordering the ditch were thrown down. 

Matho next divided the army into great semicircles so as to encompass Carthage the better. The 

hoplites of the Mercenaries were placed in the first rank, and behind them the slingers and 

horsemen; quite at the back were the baggage, chariots, and horses; and the engines bristled in 

front of this throng at a distance of three hundred paces from the towers. 

Amid the infinite variety of their nomenclature (which changed several times in the course of 

the centuries) these machines might be reduced to two systems: some acted like slings, and the 

rest like bows. 

The first, which were the catapults, was composed of a square frame with two vertical uprights 

and a horizontal bar. In its anterior portion was a cylinder, furnished with cables, which held 

back a great beam bearing a spoon for the reception of projectiles; its base was caught in a skein 

of twisted thread, and when the ropes were let go it sprang up and struck against the bar, which, 

checking it with a shock, multiplied its power. 

The second presented a more complicated mechanism. A cross-bar had its centre fixed on a 

little pillar, and from this point of junction there branched off at right angles a short of channel; 

two caps containing twists of horse-hair stood at the extremities of the cross-bar; two small 

beams were fastened to them to hold the extremities of a rope which was brought to the bottom 

of the channel upon a tablet of bronze. This metal plate was released by a spring, and sliding in 

grooves impelled the arrows. 

The catapults were likewise called onagers, after the wild asses which fling up stones with 

their feet, and the ballistas scorpions, on account of a hook which stood upon the tablet, and 

being lowered by a blow of the fist, released the spring. 

Their construction required learned calculations; the wood selected had to be of the hardest 

substance, and their gearing all of brass; they were stretched with levers, tackle-blocks, capstans 

or tympanums; the direction of the shooting was changed by means of strong pivots; they were 

moved forward on cylinders, and the most considerable of them, which were brought piece by 

piece, were set up in front of the enemy. 

Spendius arranged three great catapults opposite the three principle angles; he placed a ram 

before every gate, a ballista before every tower, while carroballistas were to move about in the 

rear. But it was necessary to protect them against the fire thrown by the besieged, and first of all 

to fill up the trench which separated them from the walls. 

They pushed forward galleries formed of hurdles of green reeds, and oaken semicircles like 

enormous shields gliding on three wheels; the workers were sheltered in little huts covered with 

raw hides and stuffed with wrack; the catapults and ballistas were protected by rope curtains 

which had been steeped in vinegar to render them incombustible. The women and children went 

to procure stones on the strand, and gathered earth with their hands and brought it to the soldiers. 

The Carthaginians also made preparations. 

Hamilcar had speedily reassured them by declaring that there was enough water left in the 

cisterns for one hundred and twenty-three days. This assertion, together with his presence, and 

above all that of the zaïmph among them, gave them good hopes. Carthage recovered from its 



dejection; those who were not of Chanaanitish origin were carried away by the passion of the 

rest. 

The slaves were armed, the arsenals were emptied, and every citizen had his own post and his 

own employment. Twelve hundred of the fugitives had survived, and the Suffet made them all 

captains; and carpenters, armourers, blacksmiths, and goldsmiths were intrusted with the 

engines. The Carthaginians had kept a few in spite of the conditions of the peace with Rome. 

These were repaired. They understood such work. 

The two northern and eastern sides, being protected by the sea and the gulf, remained 

inaccessible. On the wall fronting the Barbarians they collected tree-trunks, mill-stones, vases 

filled with sulphur, and vats filled with oil, and built furnaces. Stones were heaped up on the 

platforms of the towers, and the houses bordering immediately on the rampart were crammed 

with sand in order to strengthen it and increase its thickness. 

The Barbarians grew angry at the sight of these preparations. They wished to fight at once. 

The weights which they put into the catapults were so extravagantly heavy that the beams broke, 

and the attack was delayed. 

At last on the thirteenth day of the month of Schabar,—at sunrise,—a great blow was heard at 

the gate of Khamon. 

Seventy-five soldiers were pulling at ropes arranged at the base of a gigantic beam which was 

suspended horizontally by chains hanging from a framework, and which terminated in a ram’s 

head of pure brass. It had been swathed in ox-hides; it was bound at intervals with iron bracelets; 

it was thrice as thick as a man’s body, one hundred and twenty cubits long, and under the crowd 

of naked arms pushing it forward and drawing it back, it moved to and fro with a regular 

oscillation. 

The other rams before the other gates began to be in motion. Men might be seen mounting 

from step to step in the hollow wheels of the tympanums. The pulleys and caps grated, the rope 

curtains were lowered, and showers of stones and showers of arrows poured forth 

simultaneously; all the scattered slingers ran up. Some approached the rampart hiding pots of 

resin under their shields; then they would hurl these with all their might. This hail of bullets, 

darts, and flames passed above the first ranks in the form of a curve which fell behind the walls. 

But long cranes, used for masting vessels, were reared on the summit of the ramparts; and from 

them there descended some of those enormous pincers which terminated in two semicircles 

toothed on the inside. They bit the rams. The soldiers clung to the beam and drew it back. The 

Carthaginians hauled in order to pull it up; and the action was prolonged until the evening. 

When the Mercenaries resumed their task on the following day, the tops of the walls were 

completely carpeted with bales of cotton, sails, and cushions; the battlements were stopped up 

with mats; and a line of forks and blades, fixed upon sticks, might be distinguished among the 

cranes on the rampart. A furious resistance immediately began. 

Trunks of trees fastened to cables fell and rose alternately and battered the rams; cramps 

hurled by the ballistas tore away the roofs of the huts; and streams of flints and pebbles poured 

from the platforms of the towers. 

At last the rams broke the gates of Khamon and Tagaste. But the Carthaginians had piled up 

such an abundance of materials on the inside that the leaves did not open. They remained 

standing. 



Then they drove augers against the walls; these were applied to the joints of the blocks, so as 

to detach the latter. The engines were better managed, the men serving them were divided into 

squads, and they were worked from morning till evening without interruption and with the 

monotonous precision of a weaver’s loom. 

Spendius returned to them untiringly. It was he who stretched the skeins of the ballistas. In 

order that the twin tensions might completely correspond, the ropes as they were tightened were 

struck on the right and left alternately until both sides gave out an equal sound. Spendius would 

mount upon the timbers. He would strike the ropes softly with the extremity of his foot, and 

strain his ears like a musician tuning a lyre. Then when the beam of the catapult rose, when the 

pillar of the ballista trembled with the shock of the spring, when the stones were shooting in rays, 

and the darts pouring in streams, he would incline his whole body and fling his arms into the air 

as though to follow them. 

The soldiers admired his skill and executed his commands. In the gaiety of their work they 

gave utterance to jests on the names of the machines. Thus the plyers for seizing the rams were 

called “wolves,” and the galleries were covered with “vines”; they were lambs, or they were 

going to gather the grapes; and as they loaded their pieces they would say to the onagers: “Come, 

pick well!” and to the scorpions: “Pierce them to the heart!” These jokes, which were ever the 

same, kept up their courage. 

Nevertheless the machines did not demolish the rampart. It was formed of two walls and was 

completely filled with earth. The upper portions were beaten down, but each time the besieged 

raised them again. Matho ordered the construction of wooden towers which should be as high as 

the towers of stone. They cast turf, stakes, pebbles and chariots with their wheels into the trench 

so as to fill it up the more quickly; but before this was accomplished the immense throng of the 

Barbarians undulated over the plain with a single movement and came beating against the foot of 

the walls like an overflowing sea. 

They moved forward the rope ladders, straight ladders, and sambucas, the latter consisting of 

two poles from which a series of bamboos terminating in a moveable bridge were lowered by 

means of tackling. They formed numerous straight lines resting against the wall, and the 

Mercenaries mounted them in files, holding their weapons in their hands. Not a Carthaginian 

showed himself; already two thirds of the rampart had been covered. Then the battlements 

opened, vomiting flames and smoke like dragon jaws; the sand scattered and entered the joints of 

their armour; the petroleum fastened on their garments; the liquid lead hopped on their helmets 

and made holes in their flesh; a rain of sparks splashed against their faces, and eyeless orbits 

seemed to weep tears as big as almonds. There were men all yellow with oil, with their hair in 

flames. They began to run and set fire to the rest. They were extinguished in mantles steeped in 

blood, which were thrown from a distance over their faces. Some who had no wounds remained 

motionless, stiffer than stakes, their mouths open and their arms outspread. 

The assault was renewed for several days in succession, the Mercenaries hoping to triumph by 

extraordinary energy and audacity. 

Sometimes a man raised on the shoulders of another would drive a pin between the stones, and 

then making use of it as a step to reach further, would place a second and a third; and, protected 

by the edge of the battlements, which stood out from the wall, they would gradually raise 

themselves in this way; but on reaching a certain height they always fell back again. The great 

trench was full to overflowing; the wounded were massed pell-mell with the dead and dying 

beneath the footsteps of the living. Calcined trunks formed black spots amid opened entrails, 



scattered brains, and pools of blood; and arms and legs projecting half way out of a heap, would 

stand straight up like props in a burning vineyard. 

The ladders proving insufficient the tollenos were brought into requisition,—instruments 

consisting of a long beam set transversely upon another, and bearing at its extremity a 

quadrangular basket which would hold thirty foot-soldiers with their weapons. 

Matho wished to ascend in the first that was ready. Spendius stopped him. 

Some men bent over a capstan; the great beam rose, became horizontal, reared itself almost 

vertically, and being overweighted at the end, bent like a huge reed. The soldiers, who were 

crowded together, were hidden up to their chins; only their helmet-plumes could be seen. At last 

when it was twenty cubits high in the air it turned several times to the right and to the left, and 

then was depressed; and like a giant arm holding a cohort of pigmies in its hand, it laid the 

basketful of men upon the edge of the wall. They leaped into the crowd and never returned. 

All the other tollenos were speedily made ready. But a hundred times as many would have 

been needed for the capture of the town. They were utilised in a murderous fashion: Ethiopian 

archers were placed in the baskets; then, the cables having been fastened, they remained 

suspended and shot poisoned arrows. The fifty tollenos commanding the battlements thus 

surrounded Carthage like monstrous vultures; and the Negroes laughed to see the guards on the 

rampart dying in grievous convulsions. 

Hamilcar sent hoplites to these posts, and every morning made them drink the juice of certain 

herbs which protected them against the poison. 

One evening when it was dark he embarked the best of his soldiers on lighters and planks, and 

turning to the right of the harbour, disembarked on the Tænia. Then he advanced to the first lines 

of the Barbarians, and taking them in flank, made a great slaughter. Men hanging to ropes would 

descend at night from the top of the wall with torches in their hands, burn the works of the 

Mercenaries, and then mount up again. 

Matho was exasperated; every obstacle strengthened his wrath, which led him into terrible 

extravagances. He mentally summoned Salammbô to an interview; then he waited. She did not 

come; this seemed to him like a fresh piece of treachery,—and henceforth he execrated her. If he 

had seen her corpse he would perhaps have gone away. He doubled the outposts, he planted forks 

at the foot of the rampart, he drove caltrops into the ground, and he commanded the Libyans to 

bring him a whole forest that he might set it on fire and burn Carthage like a den of foxes. 

Spendius went on obstinately with the siege. He sought to invent terrible machines such as had 

never before been constructed. 

The other Barbarians, encamped at a distance on the isthmus, were amazed at these delays; 

they murmured, and they were let loose. 

Then they rushed with their cutlasses and javelins, and beat against the gates with them. But 

the nakedness of their bodies facilitating the infliction of wounds, the Carthaginians massacred 

them freely; and the Mercenaries rejoiced at it, no doubt through jealousy about the plunder. 

Hence there resulted quarrels and combats between them. Then, the country having been 

ravaged, provisions were soon scarce. They grew disheartened. Numerous hordes went away, but 

the crowd was so great that the loss was not apparent. 

The best of them tried to dig mines, but the earth, being badly supported, fell in. They began 

again in other places, but Hamilcar always guessed the direction that they were taking by holding 



his ear against a bronze shield. He bored counter-mines beneath the path along which the 

wooden towers were to move, and when they were pushed forward they sank into the holes. 

At last all recognised that the town was impregnable, unless a long terrace was raised to the 

same height as the walls, so as to enable them to fight on the same level. The top of it should be 

paved so that the machines might be rolled along. Then Carthage would find it quite impossible 

to resist. 

 

The town was beginning to suffer from thirst. The water which was worth two kesitahs the 

bath at the opening of the siege was now sold for a shekel of silver; the stores of meat and corn 

were also becoming exhausted; there was a dread of famine, and some even began to speak of 

useless mouths, which terrified every one. 

From the square of Khamon to the temple of Melkarth the streets were cumbered with corpses; 

and, as it was the end of the summer, the combatants were annoyed by great black flies. Old men 

carried off the wounded, and the devout continued the fictitious funerals for their relatives and 

friends who had died far away during the war. Waxen statues with clothes and hair were 

displayed across the gates. They melted in the heat of the tapers burning beside them; the paint 

flowed down upon their shoulders, and tears streamed over the faces of the living, as they 

chanted mournful songs beside them. The crowd meanwhile ran to and fro; armed bands passed; 

captains shouted orders, while the shock of the rams beating against the rampart was constantly 

heard. 

The temperature became so heavy that the bodies swelled and would no longer fit into the 

coffins. They were burned in the centre of the courts. But the fires, being too much confined, 

kindled the neighbouring walls, and long flames suddenly burst from the houses like blood 

spurting from an artery. Thus Moloch was in possession of Carthage; he clasped the ramparts, he 

rolled through the streets, he devoured the very corpses. 

Men wearing cloaks made of collected rags in token of despair, stationed themselves at the 

corners of the cross-ways. They declaimed against the Ancients and against Hamilcar, predicted 

complete ruin to the people, and invited them to universal destruction and license. The most 

dangerous were the henbane-drinkers; in their crisis they believed themselves wild beasts, and 

leaped upon the passers-by to rend them. Mobs formed around them, and the defence of 

Carthage was forgotten. The Suffet devised the payment of others to support his policy. 

In order to retain the genius of the gods within the town their images had been covered with 

chains. Black veils were placed upon the Patæc gods, and hair-cloths around the altars; and 

attempts were made to excite the pride and jealousy of the Baals by singing in their ears: “Thou 

art about to suffer thyself to be vanquished! Are the others perchance more strong? Show 

thyself! aid us! that the peoples may not say: ‘Where are now their gods?’” 

The colleges of the pontiffs were agitated by unceasing anxiety. Those of Rabbetna were 

especially afraid—the restoration of the zaïmph having been of no avail. They kept themselves 

shut up in the third enclosure which was as impregnable as a fortress. Only one among them, the 

high priest Schahabarim, ventured to go out. 

He used to visit Salammbô. But he would either remain perfectly silent, gazing at her with 

fixed eyeballs, or else would be lavish of words, and the reproaches that he uttered were harder 

than ever. 



With inconceivable inconsistency he could not forgive the young girl for carrying out his 

commands; Schahabarim had guessed all, and this haunting thought revived the jealousies of his 

impotence. He accused her of being the cause of the war. Matho, according to him, was 

besieging Carthage to recover the zaïmph; and he poured out imprecations and sarcasms upon 

this Barbarian who pretended to the possession of holy things. Yet it was not this that the priest 

wished to say. 

But just now Salammbô felt no terror of him. The anguish which she used formerly to suffer 

had left her. A strange peacefulness possessed her. Her gaze was less wandering, and shone with 

limpid fire. 

Meanwhile the python had become ill again; and as Salammbô, on the contrary, appeared to 

be recovering, old Taanach rejoiced in the conviction that by its decline it was taking away the 

languor of her mistress. 

One morning she found it coiled up behind the bed of ox-hides, colder than marble, and with 

its head hidden by a heap of worms. Her cries brought Salammbô to the spot. She turned it over 

for a while with the tip of her sandal, and the slave was amazed at her insensibility. 

Hamilcar’s daughter no longer prolonged her fasts with so much fervour. She passed whole 

days on the top of her terrace, leaning her elbows against the balustrade, and amusing herself by 

looking out before her. The summits of the walls at the end of the town cut uneven zigzags upon 

the sky, and the lances of the sentries formed what was like a border of corn-ears throughout 

their length. Further away she could see the manouvres of the Barbarians between the towers; on 

days when the siege was interrupted she could even distinguish their occupations. They mended 

their weapons, greased their hair, and washed their bloodstained arms in the sea; the tents were 

closed; the beasts of burden were feeding; and in the distance the scythes of the chariots, which 

were all ranged in a semicircle, looked like a silver scimitar lying at the base of the mountains. 

Schahabarim’s talk recurred to her memory. She was waiting for Narr’ Havas, her betrothed. In 

spite of her hatred she would have liked to see Matho again. Of all the Carthaginians she was 

perhaps the only one who would have spoken to him without fear. 

Her father often came into her room. He would sit down panting on the cushions, and gaze at 

her with an almost tender look, as if he found some rest from her fatigues in the sight of her. He 

sometimes questioned her about her journey to the camp of the Mercenaries. He even asked her 

whether any one had urged her to it; and with a shake of the head she answered, No,—so proud 

was Salammbô of having saved the zaïmph. 

But the Suffet always came back to Matho under pretence of making military inquiries. He 

could not understand how the hours which she had spent in the tent had been employed. 

Salammbô, in fact, said nothing about Gisco; for as words had an effective power in themselves, 

curses, if reported to any one, might be turned against him; and she was silent about her wish to 

assassinate, lest she should be blamed for not having yielded to it. She said that the schalischim 

appeared furious, that he had shouted a great deal, and that he had then fallen asleep. Salammbô 

told no more, through shame perhaps, or else because she was led by her extreme ingenuousness 

to attach but little importance to the soldier’s kisses. Moreover, it all floated through her head in 

a melancholy and misty fashion, like the recollection of a depressing dream; and she would not 

have known in what way or in what words to express it. 

One evening when they were thus face to face with each other, Taanach came in looking quite 

scared. An old man with a child was yonder in the courts, and wished to see the Suffet. 

Hamilcar turned pale, and then quickly replied: 



“Let him come up!” 

Iddibal entered without prostrating himself. He held a young boy, covered with a goat’s-hair 

cloak, by the hand, and at once raised the hood which screened his face. 

“Here he is, Master! Take him!” 

The Suffet and the slave went into a corner of the room. 

The child remained in the centre standing upright, and with a gaze of attention rather than of 

astonishment he surveyed the ceiling, the furniture, the pearl necklaces trailing on the purple 

draperies, and the majestic maiden who was bending over towards him. 

He was perhaps ten years old, and was not taller than a Roman sword. His curly hair shaded 

his swelling forehead. His eyeballs looked as if they were seeking for space. The nostrils of his 

delicate nose were broad and palpitating, and upon his whole person was displayed the 

indefinable splendour of those who are destined to great enterprises. When he had cast aside his 

extremely heavy cloak, he remained clad in a lynx skin, which was fastened about his waist, and 

he rested his little naked feet, which were all white with dust, resolutely upon the pavement. But 

he no doubt divined that important matters were under discussion, for he stood motionless, with 

one hand behind his back, his chin lowered, and a finger in his mouth. 

At last Hamilcar attracted Salammbô with a sign and said to her in a low voice: 

“You will keep him with you, you understand! No one, even though belonging to the house, 

must know of his existence!” 

Then, behind the door, he again asked Iddibal whether he was quite sure that they had not 

been noticed. 

“No!” said the slave, “the streets were empty.” 

As the war filled all the provinces he had feared for his master’s son. Then, not knowing 

where to hide him, he had come along the coasts in a sloop, and for three days Iddibal had been 

tacking about in the gulf and watching the ramparts. At last, that evening, as the environs of 

Khamon seemed to be deserted, he had passed briskly through the channel and landed near the 

arsenal, the entrance to the harbour being free. 

But soon the Barbarians posted an immense raft in front of it in order to prevent the 

Carthaginians from coming out. They were again rearing the wooden towers, and the terrace was 

rising at the same time. 

Outside communications were cut off and an intolerable famine set in. 

The besieged killed all the dogs, all the mules, all the asses, and then the fifteen elephants 

which the Suffet had brought back. The lions of the temple of Moloch had become ferocious, and 

the hierodules no longer durst approach them. They were fed at first with the wounded 

Barbarians; then they were thrown corpses that were still warm; they refused them, and they all 

died. People wandered in the twilight along the old enclosures, and gathered grass and flowers 

among the stones to boil them in wine, wine being cheaper than water. Others crept as far as the 

enemy’s outposts, and entered the tents to steal food, and the stupefied Barbarians sometimes 

allowed them to return. At last a day arrived when the Ancients resolved to slaughter the horses 

of Eschmoun privately. They were holy animals whose manes were plaited by the pontiffs with 

gold ribbons, and whose existence denoted the motion of the sun—the idea of fire in its most 

exalted form. Their flesh was cut into equal portions and buried behind the altar. Then every 

evening the Ancients, alleging some act of devotion, would go up to the temple and regale 

themselves in secret, and each would take away a piece beneath his tunic for his children. In the 



deserted quarters remote from the walls, the inhabitants, whose misery was not so great, had 

barricaded themselves through fear of the rest. 

The stones from the catapults, and the demolitions commanded for purposes of defence, had 

accumulated heaps of ruins in the middle of the streets. At the quietest times masses of people 

would suddenly rush along with shouts; and from the top of the Acropolis the conflagrations 

were like purple rags scattered upon the terraces and twisted by the wind. 

The three great catapults did not stop in spite of all these works. Their ravages were 

extraordinary: thus a man’s head rebounded from the pediment of the Syssitia; a woman who 

was being confined in the street of Kinisdo was crushed by a block of marble, and her child was 

carried with the bed as far as the crossways of Cinasyn, where the coverlet was found. 

The most annoying were the bullets of the slingers. They fell upon the roofs, and in the 

gardens, and in the middle of the courts, while people were at table before a slender meal with 

their hearts big with sighs. These cruel projectiles bore engraved letters which stamped 

themselves upon the flesh;—and insults might be read on corpses such as “pig,” “jackal,” 

“vermin,” and sometimes jests: “Catch it!” or “I have well deserved it!” 

The portion of the rampart which extended from the corner of the harbours to the height of the 

cisterns was broken down. Then the people of Malqua found themselves caught between the old 

enclosure of Byrsa behind, and the Barbarians in front. But there was enough to be done in 

thickening the wall and making it as high as possible without troubling about them; they were 

abandoned; all perished; and although they were generally hated, Hamilcar came to be greatly 

abhorred. 

On the morrow he opened the pits in which he kept stores of corn, and his stewards gave it to 

the people. For three days they gorged themselves. 

Their thirst, however, only became the more intolerable, and they could constantly see before 

them the long cascade formed by the clear falling water of the aqueduct. A thin vapour, with a 

rainbow beside it, went up from its base, beneath the rays of the sun, and a little stream curving 

through the plain fell into the gulf. 

Hamilcar did not give way. He was reckoning upon an event, upon something decisive and 

extraordinary. 

His own slaves tore off the silver plates from the temple of Melkarth; four long boats were 

drawn out of the harbour, they were brought by means of capstans to the foot of the Mappalian 

quarter, the wall facing the shore was bored, and they set out for the Gauls to buy Mercenaries 

there at no matter what price. Nevertheless, Hamilcar was distressed at his inability to 

communicate with the king of the Numidians, for he knew that he was behind the Barbarians, 

and ready to fall upon them. But Narr’ Havas, being too weak, was not going to make any 

venture alone; and the Suffet had the rampart raised twelve palms higher, all the material in the 

arsenals piled up in the Acropolis, and the machines repaired once more. 

Sinews taken from bulls’ necks, or else stags’ hamstrings, were commonly employed for the 

twists of the catapults. However, neither stags nor bulls were in existence in Carthage. Hamilcar 

asked the Ancients for the hair of their wives; all sacrificed it, but the quantity was not sufficient. 

In the buildings of the Syssitia there were twelve hundred marriageable slaves destined for 

prostitution in Greece and Italy, and their hair, having been rendered elastic by the use of 

unguents, was wonderfully well adapted for engines of war. But the subsequent loss would be 

too great. Accordingly it was decided that a choice should be made of the finest heads of hair 



among the wives of the plebeians. Careless of their country’s needs, they shrieked in despair 

when the servants of the Hundred came with scissors to lay hands upon them. 

The Barbarians were animated with increased fury. They could be seen in the distance taking 

fat from the dead to grease their machines, while others pulled out the nails and stitched them 

end to end to make cuirasses. They devised a plan of putting into the catapults vessels filled with 

serpents which had been brought by the Negroes; the clay pots broke on the flag-stones, the 

serpents ran about, seemed to multiply, and, so numerous were they, to issue naturally from the 

walls. Then the Barbarians, not satisfied with their invention, improved upon it; they hurled all 

kinds of filth, human excrements, pieces of carrion, corpses. The plague reappeared. The teeth of 

the Carthaginians fell out of their mouths, and their gums were discoloured like those of camels 

after too long a journey. 

The machines were set up on the terrace, although the latter did not as yet reach everywhere to 

the height of the rampart. Before the twenty-three towers on the fortification stood twenty-three 

others of wood. All the tollenos were mounted again, and in the centre, a little further back, 

appeared the formidable helepolis of Demetrius Poliorcetes, which Spendius had at last 

reconstructed. Of pyramidical shape, like the pharos of Alexandria, it was one hundred and thirty 

cubits high and twenty-three wide, with nine stories, diminishing as they approached the summit, 

and protected by scales of brass; they were pierced with numerous doors and were filled with 

soldiers, and on the upper platform there stood a catapult flanked by two ballistas. 

Then Hamilcar planted crosses for those who should speak of surrender, and even the women 

were brigaded. The people lay in the streets and waited full of distress. 

Then one morning before sunrise (it was the seventh day of the month of Nyssan) they heard a 

great shout uttered by all the Barbarians simultaneously; the leaden-tubed trumpets pealed, and 

the great Paphlagonian horns bellowed like bulls. All rose and ran to the rampart. 

A forest of lances, pikes, and swords bristled at its base. It leaped against the wall, the ladders 

grappled them; and Barbarians’ heads appeared in the intervals of the battlements. 

Beams supported by long files of men were battering at the gates; and, in order to demolish the 

wall at places where the terrace was wanting, the Mercenaries came up in serried cohorts, the 

first line crawling, the second bending their hams, and the others rising in succession to the last 

who stood upright; while elsewhere, in order to climb up, the tallest advanced in front and the 

lowest in the rear, and all rested their shields upon their helmets with their left arms, joining 

them together at the edges so tightly that they might have been taken for an assemblage of large 

tortoises. The projectiles slid over these oblique masses. 

The Carthaginians threw down mill-stones, pestles, vats, casks, beds, everything that could 

serve as a weight and could knock down. Some watched at the embrasures with fisherman’s nets, 

and when the Barbarian arrived he found himself caught in the meshes, and struggled like a fish. 

They demolished their own battlements; portions of wall fell down raising a great dust; and as 

the catapults on the terrace were shooting over against one another, the stones would strike 

together and shiver into a thousand pieces, making a copious shower upon the combatants. 

Soon the two crowds formed but one great chain of human bodies; it overflowed into the 

intervals in the terrace, and, somewhat looser at the two extremities, swayed perpetually without 

advancing. They clasped one another, lying flat on the ground like wrestlers. They crushed one 

another. The women leaned over the battlements and shrieked. They were dragged away by their 

veils, and the whiteness of their suddenly uncovered sides shone in the arms of the Negroes as 

the latter buried their daggers in them. Some corpses did not fall, being too much pressed by the 



crowd, and, supported by the shoulders of their companions, advanced for some minutes quite 

upright and with staring eyes. Some who had both temples pierced by a javelin swayed their 

heads about like bears. Mouths, opened to shout, remained gaping; severed hands flew through 

the air. Mighty blows were dealt, which were long talked of by the survivors. 

Meanwhile arrows darted from the towers of wood and stone. The tollenos moved their long 

yards rapidly; and as the Barbarians had sacked the old cemetery of the aborigines beneath the 

Catacombs, they hurled the tombstones against the Carthaginians. Sometimes the cables broke 

under the weight of too heavy baskets, and masses of men, all with uplifted arms, would fall 

from the sky. 

Up to the middle of the day the veterans had attacked the Tænia fiercely in order to penetrate 

into the harbour and destroy the fleet. Hamilcar had a fire of damp straw lit upon the roofing of 

Khamon, and as the smoke blinded them they fell back to left, and came to swell the horrible 

rout which was pressing forward in Malqua. Some syntagmata composed of sturdy men, chosen 

expressly for the purpose, had broken in three gates. They were checked by lofty barriers made 

of planks studded with nails, but a fourth yielded easily; they dashed over it at a run and rolled 

into a pit in which there were hidden snares. At the south-west gate Autaritus and his men broke 

down the rampart, the fissure in which had been stopped up with bricks. The ground behind rose, 

and they climbed it nimbly. But on the top they found a second wall composed of stones and 

long beams lying quite flat and alternating like the squares on a chess-board. It was a Gaulish 

fashion, and had been adapted by the Suffet to the requirements of the situation; the Gauls 

imagined themselves before a town in their own country. Their attack was weak, and they were 

repulsed. 

All the roundway, from the street of Khamon as far as the Green Market, now belonged to the 

Barbarians, and the Samnites were finishing off the dying with blows of stakes; or else with one 

foot on the wall were gazing down at the smoking ruins beneath them, and the battle which was 

beginning again in the distance. 

The slingers, who were distributed through the rear, were still shooting. But the springs of the 

Acarnanian slings had broken from use, and many were throwing stones with the hand like 

shepherds; the rest hurled leaden bullets with the handle of a whip. Zarxas, his shoulders covered 

with his long black hair, went about everywhere, and led on the Barbarians. Two pouches hung 

at his hips; he thrust his left hand into them continually, while his right arm whirled round like a 

chariot-wheel. 

Matho had at first refrained from fighting, the better to command the Barbarians all at once. 

He had been seen along the gulf with the Mercenaries, near the lagoon with the Numidians, and 

on the shores of the lake among the Negroes, and from the back part of the plain he urged 

forward masses of soldiers who came ceaselessly against the ramparts. By degrees he had drawn 

near; the smell of blood, the sight of carnage, and the tumult of clarions had at last made his 

heart leap. Then he had gone back into his tent, and throwing off his cuirass had taken his lion’s 

skin as being more convenient for battle. The snout fitted upon his head, bordering his face with 

a circle of fangs; the two fore-paws were crossed upon his breast, and the claws of the hinder 

ones fell beneath his knees. 

He had kept on his strong waist-belt, wherein gleamed a two-edged axe, and with his great 

sword in both hands he had dashed impetuously through the breach. Like a pruner cutting 

willow-branches and trying to strike off as much as possible so as to make the more money, he 

marched along mowing down the Carthaginians around him. Those who tried to seize him in 



flank he knocked down with blows of the pommel; when they attacked him in front he ran them 

through; if they fled he clove them. Two men leaped together upon his back; he bounded 

backwards against a gate and crushed them. His sword fell and rose. It shivered on the angle of a 

wall. Then he took his heavy axe, and front and rear he ripped up the Carthaginians like a flock 

of sheep. They scattered more and more, and he was quite alone when he reached the second 

enclosure at the foot of the Acropolis. The materials which had been flung from the summit 

cumbered the steps and were heaped up higher than the wall. Matho turned back amid the ruins 

to summons his companions. 

He perceived their crests scattered over the multitude; they were sinking and their wearers 

were about to perish; he dashed towards them; then the vast wreath of red plumes closed in, and 

they soon rejoined him and surrounded him. But an enormous crowd was discharging from the 

side streets. He was caught by the hips, lifted up and carried away outside the ramparts to a spot 

where the terrace was high. 

Matho shouted a command and all the shields sank upon the helmets; he leaped upon them in 

order to catch hold somewhere so as to re-enter Carthage; and, flourishing his terrible axe, ran 

over the shields, which resembled waves of bronze, like a marine god, with brandished trident, 

over his billows. 

However, a man in a white robe was walking along the edge of the rampart, impassible, and 

indifferent to the death which surrounded him. Sometimes he would spread out his right hand 

above his eyes in order to find out some one. Matho happened to pass beneath him. Suddenly his 

eyeballs flamed, his livid face contracted; and raising both his lean arms he shouted out abuse at 

him. 

Matho did not hear it; but he felt so furious and cruel a look entering his heart that he uttered a 

roar. He hurled his long axe at him; some people threw themselves upon Schahabarim; and 

Matho seeing him no more fell back exhausted. 

A terrible creaking drew near, mingled with the rhythm of hoarse voices singing together. 

It was the great helepolis surrounded by a crowd of soldiers. They were dragging it with both 

hands, hauling it with ropes, and pushing it with their shoulders,—for the slope rising from the 

plain to the terrace, although extremely gentle, was found impracticable for machines of such 

prodigious weight. However, it had eight wheels banded with iron, and it had been advancing 

slowly in this way since the morning, like a mountain raised upon another. Then there appeared 

an immense ram issuing from its base. The doors along the three fronts which faced the town fell 

down, and cuirassed soldiers appeared in the interior like pillars of iron. Some might be seen 

climbing and descending the two staircases which crossed the stories. Some were waiting to dart 

out as soon as the cramps of the doors touched the walls; in the middle of the upper platform the 

skeins of the ballistas were turning, and the great beam of the catapult was being lowered. 

Hamilcar was at that moment standing upright on the roof of Melkarth. He had calculated that 

it would come directly towards him, against what was the most invulnerable place in the wall, 

which was for that very reason denuded of sentries. His slaves had for a long time been bringing 

leathern bottles along the roundway, where they had raised with clay two transverse partitions 

forming a sort of basin. The water was flowing insensibly along the terrace, and strange to say, it 

seemed to cause Hamilcar no anxiety. 

But when the helepolis was thirty paces off, he commanded planks to be placed over the 

streets between the houses from the cisterns to the rampart; and a file of people passed from hand 

to hand helmets and amphoras, which were emptied continually. The Carthaginians, however, 



grew indignant at this waste of water. The ram was demolishing the wall, when suddenly a 

fountain sprang forth from the disjointed stones. Then the lofty brazen mass, nine stories high, 

which contained and engaged more than three thousand soldiers, began to rock gently like a ship. 

In fact, the water, which had penetrated the terrace, had broken up the path before it; its wheels 

stuck in the mire; the head of Spendius, with distended cheeks blowing an ivory cornet, appeared 

between leathern curtains on the first story. The great machine, as though convulsively 

upheaved, advanced perhaps ten paces; but the ground softened more and more, the mire reached 

to the axles, and the helepolis stopped, leaning over frightfully to one side. The catapult rolled to 

the edge of the platform, and carried away by the weight of its beam, fell, shattering the lower 

stories beneath it. The soldiers who were standing on the doors slipped into the abyss, or else 

held on to the extremities of the long beams, and by their weight increased the inclination of the 

helepolis, which was going to pieces with creakings in all its joints. 

The other Barbarians rushed up to help them, massing themselves into a compact crowd. The 

Carthaginians descended from the rampart, and, assailing them in the rear, killed them at leisure. 

But the chariots furnished with sickles hastened up, and galloped round the outskirts of the 

multitude. The latter ascended the wall again; night came on; and the Barbarians gradually 

retired. 

Nothing could now be seen on the plain but a sort of perfectly black, swarming mass, which 

extended from the bluish gulf to the purely white lagoon; and the lake, which had received 

streams of blood, stretched further away like a great purple pool. 

The terrace was now so laden with corpses that it looked as though it had been constructed of 

human bodies. In the centre stood the helepolis covered with armour; and from time to time huge 

fragments broke off from it, like stones from a crumbling pyramid. Broad tracks made by the 

streams of lead might be distinguished on the walls. A broken-down wooden tower burned here 

and there, and the houses showed dimly like the stages of a ruined ampitheatre. Heavy fumes of 

smoke were rising, and rolling with them sparks which were lost in the dark sky. 

 

The Carthaginians, however, who were consumed by thirst, had rushed to the cisterns. They 

broke open the doors. A miry swamp stretched at the bottom. 

What was to be done now? Moreover, the Barbarians were countless, and when their fatigue 

was over they would begin again. 

The people deliberated all night in groups at the corners of the streets. Some said that they 

ought to send away the women, the sick, and the old men; others proposed to abandon the town, 

and found a colony far away. But vessels were lacking, and when the sun appeared no decision 

had been made. 

There was no fighting that day, all being too much exhausted. The sleepers looked like 

corpses. 

Then the Carthaginians, reflecting upon the cause of their disasters, remembered that they had 

not dispatched to Phonicia the annual offering due to Tyrian Melkarth, and a great terror came 

upon them. The gods were indignant with the Republic, and were, no doubt, about to prosecute 

their vengeance. 

They were considered as cruel masters, who were appeased with supplications and allowed 

themselves to be bribed with presents. All were feeble in comparison with Moloch the Devourer. 

The existence, the very flesh of men, belonged to him; and hence in order to preserve it, the 



Carthaginians used to offer up a portion of it to him, which calmed his fury. Children were 

burned on the forehead, or on the nape of the neck, with woollen wicks; and as this mode of 

satisfying Baal brought in much money to the priests, they failed not to recommend it as being 

easier and more pleasant. 

This time, however, the Republic itself was at stake. But as every profit must be purchased by 

some loss, and as every transaction was regulated according to the needs of the weaker and the 

demands of the stronger, there was no pain great enough for the god, since he delighted in such 

as was of the most horrible description, and all were now at his mercy. He must accordingly be 

fully gratified. Precedents showed that in this way the scourge would be made to disappear. 

Moreover, it was believed that an immolation by fire would purify Carthage. The ferocity of the 

people was predisposed towards it. The choice, too, must fall exclusively upon the families of the 

great. 

The Ancients assembled. The sitting was a long one. Hanno had come to it. As he was now 

unable to sit he remained lying down near the door, half hidden among the fringes of the lofty 

tapestry; and when the pontiff of Moloch asked them whether they would consent to surrender 

their children, his voice suddenly broke forth from the shadow like the roaring of a genius in the 

depths of a cavern. He regretted, he said, that he had none of his own blood to give; and he gazed 

at Hamilcar, who faced him at the other end of the hall. The Suffet was so much disconcerted by 

this look that it made him lower his eyes. All successively bent their heads in approval; and in 

accordance with the rites he had to reply to the high priest: “Yes; be it so.” Then the Ancients 

decreed the sacrifice in traditional circumlocution,—because there are things more troublesome 

to say than to perform. 

The decision was almost immediately known in Carthage, and lamentations resounded. The 

cries of women might everywhere be heard; their husbands consoled them, or railed at them with 

remonstrances. 

But three hours afterwards extraordinary tidings were spread abroad: the Suffet had discovered 

springs at the foot of the cliff. There was a rush to the place. Water might be seen in holes dug in 

the sand, and some were already lying flat on the ground and drinking. 

Hamilcar did not himself know whether it was by the determination of the gods or through the 

vague recollection of a revelation which his father had once made to him; but on leaving the 

Ancients he had gone down to the shore and had begun to dig the gravel with his slaves. 

He gave clothing, boots, and wine. He gave all the rest of the corn that he was keeping by him. 

He even let the crowd enter his palace, and he opened kitchens, stores, and all the rooms,—

Salammbô’s alone excepted. He announced that six thousand Gaulish Mercenaries were coming, 

and that the king of Macedonia was sending soldiers. 

But on the second day the springs diminished, and on the evening of the third they were 

completely dried up. Then the decree of the Ancients passed everywhere from lip to lip, and the 

priests of Moloch began their task. 

Men in black robes presented themselves in the houses. In many instances the owners had 

deserted them under pretence of some business, or of some dainty that they were going to buy; 

and the servants of Moloch came and took the children away. Others themselves surrendered 

them stupidly. Then they were brought to the temple of Tanith, where the priestesses were 

charged with their amusement and support until the solemn day. 

They visited Hamilcar suddenly and found him in his gardens. 



“Barca! we come for that that you know of—your son!” They added that some people had met 

him one evening during the previous moon in the centre of the Mappalian district being led by an 

old man. 

He was as though suffocated at first. But speedily understanding that any denial would be in 

vain, Hamilcar bowed; and he brought them into the commercial house. Some slaves who had 

run up at a sign kept watch all round about it. 

He entered Salammbô’s room in a state of distraction. He seized Hannibal with one hand, 

snatched up the cord of a trailing garment with the other, tied his feet and hands with it, thrust 

the end into his mouth to form a gag, and hid him under the bed of the ox-hides by letting an 

ample drapery fall to the ground. 

Afterwards he walked about from right to left, raised his arms, wheeled round, bit his lips. 

Then he stood still with staring eyelids, and panted as though he were about to die. 

But he clapped his hands three times. Giddenem appeared. 

“Listen!” he said, “go and take from among the slaves a male child from eight to nine years of 

age, with black hair and swelling forehead! Bring him here! make haste!” 

Giddenem soon entered again, bringing forward a young boy. 

He was a miserable child, at once lean and bloated; his skin looked greyish, like the infected 

rag hanging to his sides; his head was sunk between his shoulders, and with the back of his hand 

he was rubbing his eyes, which were filled with flies. 

How could he ever be confounded with Hannibal! and there was no time to choose another. 

Hamilcar looked at Giddenem; he felt inclined to strangle him. 

“Begone!” he cried; and the master of the slaves fled. 

The misfortune which he had so long dreaded was therefore come, and with extravagant 

efforts he strove to discover whether there was not some mode, some means to escape it. 

Abdalonim suddenly spoke from behind the door. The Suffet was being asked for. The 

servants of Moloch were growing impatient. 

Hamilcar repressed a cry as though a red hot iron had burnt him; and he began anew to pace 

the room like one distraught. Then he sank down beside the balustrade, and, with his elbows on 

his knees, pressed his forehead into his shut fists. 

The porphyry basin still contained a little clear water for Salammbô’s ablutions. In spite of his 

repugnance and all his pride, the Suffet dipped the child into it, and, like a slave merchant, began 

to wash him and rub him with strigils and red earth. Then he took two purple squares from the 

receptacles round the wall, placed one on his breast and the other on his back, and joined them 

together on the collar bones with two diamond clasps. He poured perfume upon his head, passed 

an electrum necklace around his neck, and put on him sandals with heels of pearl,—sandals 

belonging to his own daughter! But he stamped with shame and vexation; Salammbô, who 

busied herself in helping him, was as pale as he. The child, dazzled by such splendour, smiled 

and, growing bold even, was beginning to clap his hands and jump, when Hamilcar took him 

away. 

He held him firmly by the arm as though he were afraid of losing him, and the child, who was 

hurt, wept a little as he ran beside him. 

When on a level with the ergastulum, under a palm tree, a voice was raised, a mournful and 

supplicant voice. It murmured: “Master! oh! master!” 



Hamilcar turned and beside him perceived a man of abject appearance, one of the wretches 

who led a haphazard existence in the household. 

“What do you want?” said the Suffet. 

The slave, who trembled horribly, stammered: 

“I am his father!” 

Hamilcar walked on; the other followed him with stooping loins, bent hams, and head thrust 

forward. His face was convulsed with unspeakable anguish, and he was choking with suppressed 

sobs, so eager was he at once to question him, and to cry: “Mercy!” 

At last he ventured to touch him lightly with one finger on the elbow. 

“Are you going to—?” He had not the strength to finish, and Hamilcar stopped quite amazed 

at such grief. 

He had never thought—so immense was the abyss separating them from each other—that 

there could be anything in common between them. It even appeared to him a sort of outrage, an 

encroachment upon his own privileges. He replied with a look colder and heavier than an 

executioner’s axe; the slave swooned and fell in the dust at his feet. Hamilcar strode across him. 

The three black-robed men were waiting in the great hall, and standing against the stone disc. 

Immediately he tore his garments, and rolled upon the pavement uttering piercing cries. 

“Ah! poor little Hannibal! Oh! my son! my consolation! my hope! my life! Kill me also! take 

me away! Woe! Woe!” He ploughed his face with his nails, tore out his hair, and shrieked like 

the women who lament at funerals. “Take him away then! my suffering is too great! begone! kill 

me like him!” The servants of Moloch were astonished that the great Hamilcar was so weak-

spirited. They were almost moved by it. 

A noise of naked feet became audible, with a broken throat-rattling like the breathing of a wild 

beast speeding along, and a man, pale, terrible, and with outspread arms appeared on the 

threshold of the third gallery, between the ivory pots; he exclaimed: 

“My child!” 

Hamilcar threw himself with a bound upon the slave, and covering the man’s mouth with his 

hand exclaimed still more loudly: 

“It is the old man who reared him! he calls him ‘my child!’ it will make him mad! enough! 

enough!” And hustling away the three priests and their victim he went out with them and with a 

great kick shut the door behind him. 

Hamilcar strained his ears for some minutes in constant fear of seeing them return. He then 

thought of getting rid of the slave in order to be quite sure that he would see nothing; but the 

peril had not wholly disappeared, and, if the gods were provoked at the man’s death, it might be 

turned against his son. Then, changing his intention, he sent him by Taanach the best from his 

kitchens—a quarter of a goat, beans, and preserved pomegranates. The slave, who had eaten 

nothing for a long time, rushed upon them; his tears fell into the dishes. 

Hamilcar at last returned to Salammbô, and unfastened Hannibal’s cords. The child in 

exasperation bit his hand until the blood came. He repelled him with a caress. 

To make him remain quiet Salammbô tried to frighten him with Lamia, a Cyrenian ogress. 

“But where is she?” he asked. 

He was told that brigands were coming to put him into prison. “Let them come,” he rejoined, 

“and I will kill them!” 



Then Hamilcar told him the frightful truth. But he fell into a passion with his father, 

contending that he was quite able to annihilate the whole people, since he was the master of 

Carthage. 

At last, exhausted by his exertions and anger, he fell into a wild sleep. He spoke in his dreams, 

his back leaning against a scarlet cushion; his head was thrown back somewhat, and his little 

arm, outstretched from his body, lay quite straight in an attitude of command. 

When the night had grown dark Hamilcar lifted him up gently, and, without a torch, went 

down the galley staircase. As he passed through the mercantile house he took up a basket of 

grapes and a flagon of pure water; the child awoke before the statue of Aletes in the vault of 

gems, and he smiled—like the other—on his father’s arm at the brilliant lights which surrounded 

him. 

Hamilcar felt quite sure that his son could not be taken from him. It was an impenetrable spot 

communicating with the beach by a subterranean passage which he alone knew, and casting his 

eyes around he inhaled a great draught of air. Then he set him down upon a stool beside some 

golden shields. No one at present could see him; he had no further need for watching; and he 

relieved his feelings. Like a mother finding her first-born that was lost, he threw himself upon his 

son; he clasped him to his breast, he laughed and wept at the same time, he called him by the 

fondest names and covered him with kisses; little Hannibal was frightened by this terrible 

tenderness and was silent now. 

Hamilcar returned with silent steps, feeling the walls around him, and came into the great hall 

where the moonlight entered through one of the apertures in the dome; in the centre the slave lay 

sleeping after his repast, stretched at full length upon the marble pavement. He looked at him and 

was moved with a sort of pity. With the tip of his cothurn he pushed forward a carpet beneath his 

head. Then he raised his eyes and gazed at Tanith, whose slender crescent was shining in the sky, 

and felt himself stronger than the Baals and full of contempt for them. 

The arrangements for the sacrifice were already begun. 

 

Part of a wall in the temple of Moloch was thrown down in order to draw out the brazen god 

without touching the ashes of the altar. Then as soon as the sun appeared the hierodules pushed it 

towards the square of Khamon. 

It moved backwards sliding upon cylinders; its shoulders overlapped the walls. No sooner did 

the Carthaginians perceive it in the distance than they speedily took to flight, for the Baal could 

be looked upon with impunity only when exercising his wrath. 

A smell of aromatics spread through the streets. All the temples had just been opened 

simultaneously, and from them there came forth tabernacles borne upon chariots, or upon litters 

carried by the pontiffs. Great plumes swayed at the corners of them, and rays were emitted from 

their slender pinnacles which terminated in balls of crystal, gold, silver or copper. 

These were the Chanaanitish Baalim, offshoots of the supreme Baal, who were returning to 

their first cause to humble themselves before his might and annihilate themselves in his 

splendour. 

Melkarth’s pavilion, which was of fine purple, sheltered a petroleum flare; on Khamon’s, 

which was of hyacinth colour, there rose an ivory phallus bordered with a circle of gems; 

between Eschmoun’s curtains, which were as blue as the ether, a sleeping python formed a circle 



with his tail, and the Patæc gods, held in the arms of their priests, looked like great infants in 

swaddling clothes with their heels touching the ground. 

Then came all the inferior forms of the Divinity: Baal-Samin, god of celestial space; Baal-

Peor, god of the sacred mountains; Baal-Zeboub, god of corruption, with those of the 

neighbouring countries and congenerous races: the Iarbal of Libya, the Adramelech of Chaldæa, 

the Kijun of the Syrians; Derceto, with her virgin’s face, crept on her fins, and the corpse of 

Tammouz was drawn along in the midst of a catafalque among torches and heads of hair. In 

order to subdue the kings of the firmament to the Sun, and prevent their particular influences 

from disturbing his, diversely coloured metal stars were brandished at the end of long poles; and 

all were there, from the dark Neblo, the genius of Mercury, to the hideous Rahab, which is the 

constellation of the Crocodile. The Abbadirs, stones which had fallen from the moon, were 

whirling in slings of silver thread; little loaves, representing the female form, were born on 

baskets by the priests of Ceres; others brought their fetishes and amulets; forgotten idols 

reappeared, while the mystic symbols had been taken from the very ships as though Carthage 

wished to concentrate herself wholly upon a single thought of death and desolation. 

Before each tabernacle a man balanced a large vase of smoking incense on his head. Clouds 

hovered here and there, and the hangings, pendants, and embroideries of the sacred pavilions 

might be distinguished amid the thick vapours. These advanced slowly owing to their enormous 

weight. Sometimes the axles became fast in the streets; then the pious took advantage of the 

opportunity to touch the Baalim with their garments, which they preserved afterwards as holy 

things. 

The brazen statue continued to advance towards the square of Khamon. The rich, carrying 

sceptres with emerald balls, set out from the bottom of Megara; the Ancients, with diadems on 

their heads, had assembled in Kinisdo, and masters of the finances, governors of provinces, 

sailors, and the numerous horde employed at funerals, all with the insignia of their magistracies 

or the instruments of their calling, were making their way towards the tabernacles which were 

descending from the Acropolis between the colleges of the pontiffs. 

Out of deference to Moloch they had adorned themselves with the most splendid jewels. 

Diamonds sparkled on their black garments; but their rings were too large and fell from their 

wasted hands,—nor could there have been anything so mournful as this silent crowd where 

earrings tapped against pale faces, and gold tiaras clasped brows contracted with stern despair. 

At last the Baal arrived exactly in the centre of the square. His pontiffs arranged an enclosure 

with trellis-work to keep off the multitude, and remained around him at his feet. 

The priests of Khamon, in tawny woollen robes, formed a line before their temple beneath the 

columns of the portico; those of Eschmoun, in linen mantles with necklaces of koukouphas’ 

heads and pointed tiaras, posted themselves on the steps of the Acropolis; the priests of 

Melkarth, in violet tunics, took the western side; the priests of the Abbadirs, clasped with bands 

of Phrygian stuffs, placed themselves on the east, while towards the south, with the 

necromancers all covered with tattooings, and the shriekers in patched cloaks, were ranged the 

curates of the Patæc gods, and the Yidonim, who put the bone of a dead man into their mouths to 

learn the future. The priests of Ceres, who were dressed in blue robes, had prudently stopped in 

the street of Satheb, and in low tones were chanting a thesmophorion in the Megarian dialect. 

From time to time files of men arrived, completely naked, their arms outstretched, and all 

holding one another by the shoulders. From the depths of their breasts they drew forth a hoarse 

and cavernous intonation; their eyes, which were fastened upon the colossus, shone through the 



dust, and they swayed their bodies simultaneously, and at equal distances, as though they were 

all affected by a single movement. They were so frenzied that to restore order the hierodules 

compelled them, with blows of the stick, to lie flat upon the ground, with their faces resting 

against the brass trellis-work. 

Then it was that a man in a white robe advanced from the back of the square. He penetrated 

the crowd slowly, and people recognised a priest of Tanith—the high-priest Schahabarim. 

Hootings were raised, for the tyranny of the male principle prevailed that day in all consciences, 

and the goddess was actually so completely forgotten that the absence of her pontiffs had not 

been noticed. But the amazement was increased when he was seen to open one of the doors of 

the trellis-work intended for those who intended to offer up victims. It was an outrage to their 

god, thought the priests of Moloch, that he had just committed, and they sought with eager 

gestures to repel him. Fed on the meat of the holocausts, clad in purple like kings, and wearing 

triple-storied crowns, they despised the pale eunuch, weakened with his macerations, and angry 

laughter shook their black beards, which were displayed on their breasts in the sun. 

Schahabarim walked on, giving no reply, and, traversing the whole enclosure with 

deliberation, reached the legs of the colossus; then, spreading out both arms, he touched it on 

both sides, which was a solemn form of adoration. For a long time Rabbet had been torturing 

him, and in despair, or perhaps for lack of a god that completely satisfied his ideas, he had at last 

decided for this one. 

The crowd, terrified by this act of apostasy, uttered a lengthened murmur. It was felt that the 

last tie which bound their souls to a merciful divinity was breaking. 

But owing to his mutilation, Schahabarim could take no part in the cult of the Baal. The men 

in the red cloaks shut him out from the enclosure; then, when he was outside, he went round all 

the colleges in succession, and the priest, henceforth without a god, disappeared into the crowd. 

It scattered at his approach. 

Meanwhile a fire of aloes, cedar, and laurel was burning between the legs of the colossus. The 

tips of its long wings dipped into the flame; the unguents with which it had been rubbed flowed 

like sweat over its brazen limbs. Around the circular flagstone on which its feet rested, the 

children, wrapped in black veils, formed a motionless circle; and its extravagantly long arms 

reached down their palms to them as though to seize the crown that they formed and carry it to 

the sky. 

The rich, the Ancients, the women, the whole multitude, thronged behind the priests and on 

the terraces of the houses. The large painted stars revolved no longer; the tabernacles were set 

upon the ground; and the fumes from the censers ascended perpendicularly, spreading their 

bluish branches through the azure like gigantic trees. 

Many fainted; others became inert and petrified in their ecstasy. Infinite anguish weighed upon 

the breasts of the beholders. The last shouts died out one by one,—and the people of Carthage 

stood breathless, and absorbed in the longing of their terror. 

At last the high priest of Moloch passed his left hand beneath the children’s veils, plucked a 

lock of hair from their foreheads, and threw it upon the flames. Then the men in the red cloaks 

chanted the sacred hymn: 

“Homage to thee, Sun! king of the two zones, self-generating Creator, Father and Mother, 

Father and Son, God and Goddess, Goddess and God!” And their voices were lost in the outburst 

of instruments sounding simultaneously to drown the cries of the victims. The eight-stringed 

scheminiths, the kinnors which had ten strings, and the nebals which had twelve, grated, 



whistled, and thundered. Enormous leathern bags, bristling with pipes, made a shrill clashing 

noise; the tabourines, beaten with all the players’ might, resounded with heavy, rapid blows; and, 

in spite of the fury of the clarions, the salsalim snapped like grasshoppers’ wings. 

The hierodules, with a long hook, opened the seven-storied compartments on the body of the 

Baal. They put meal into the highest, two turtle-doves into the second, an ape into the third, a 

ram into the fourth, a sheep into the fifth, and as no ox was to be had for the sixth, a tawny hide 

taken from the sanctuary was thrown into it. The seventh compartment yawned empty still. 

Before undertaking anything it was well to make trial of the arms of the god. Slender chainlets 

stretched from his fingers up to his shoulders and fell behind, where men by pulling them made 

the two hands rise to a level with the elbows, and come close together against the belly; they 

were moved several times in succession with little abrupt jerks. Then the instruments were still. 

The fire roared. 

The pontiffs of Moloch walked about on the great flagstone scanning the multitude. 

An individual sacrifice was necessary, a perfectly voluntary oblation, which was considered as 

carrying the others along with it. But no one had appeared up to the present, and the seven 

passages leading from the barriers to the colossus were completely empty. Then the priests, to 

encourage the people, drew bodkins from their girdles and gashed their faces. The Devotees, 

who were stretched on the ground outside, were brought within the enclosure. A bundle of 

horrible irons was thrown to them, and each chose his own torture. They drove in spits between 

their breasts; they split their cheeks; they put crowns of thorns upon their heads; then they twined 

their arms together, and surrounded the children in another large circle which widened and 

contracted in turns. They reached to the balustrade, they threw themselves back again, and then 

began once more, attracting the crowd to them by the dizziness of their motion with its 

accompanying blood and shrieks. 

By degrees people came into the end of the passages; they flung into the flames pearls, gold 

vases, cups, torches, all their wealth; the offerings became constantly more numerous and more 

splendid. At last a man who tottered, a man pale and hideous with terror, thrust forward a child; 

then a little black mass was seen between the hands of the colossus, and sank into the dark 

opening. The priests bent over the edge of the great flagstone,—and a new song burst forth 

celebrating the joys of death and of new birth into eternity. 

The children ascended slowly, and as the smoke formed lofty eddies as it escaped, they 

seemed at a distance to disappear in a cloud. Not one stirred. Their wrists and ankles were tied, 

and the dark drapery prevented them from seeing anything and from being recognised. 

Hamilcar, in a red cloak, like the priests of Moloch, was beside the Baal, standing upright in 

front of the great toe of its right foot. When the fourteenth child was brought every one could see 

him make a great gesture of horror. But he soon resumed his former attitude, folded his arms, 

and looked upon the ground. The high pontiff stood on the other side of the statue as motionless 

as he. His head, laden with an Assyrian mitre, was bent, and he was watching the gold plate on 

his breast; it was covered with fatidical stones, and the flame mirrored in it formed irisated lights. 

He grew pale and dismayed. Hamilcar bent his brow; and they were both so near the funeral-pile 

that the hems of their cloaks brushed it as they rose from time to time. 

The brazen arms were working more quickly. They paused no longer. Every time that a child 

was placed in them the priests of Moloch spread out their hands upon him to burden him with the 

crimes of the people, vociferating: “They are not men but oxen!” and the multitude round about 

repeated: “Oxen! oxen!” The devout exclaimed: “Lord! eat!” and the priests of Proserpine, 



complying through terror with the needs of Carthage, muttered the Eleusinian formula: “Pour out 

rain! bring forth!” 

The victims, when scarcely at the edge of the opening, disappeared like a drop of water on a 

red-hot plate, and white smoke rose amid the great scarlet colour. 

Nevertheless, the appetite of the god was not appeased. He ever wished for more. In order to 

furnish him with a larger supply, the victims were piled up on his hands with a big chain above 

them which kept them in their place. Some devout persons had at the beginning wished to count 

them, to see whether their number corresponded with the days of the solar year; but others were 

brought, and it was impossible to distinguish them in the giddy motion of the horrible arms. This 

lasted for a long, indefinite time until the evening. Then the partitions inside assumed a darker 

glow, and burning flesh could be seen. Some even believed that they could descry hair, limbs, 

and whole bodies. 

Night fell; clouds accumulated above the Baal. The funeral-pile, which was flameless now, 

formed a pyramid of coals up to his knees; completely red like a giant covered with blood, he 

looked, with his head thrown back, as though he were staggering beneath the weight of his 

intoxication. 

In proportion as the priests made haste, the frenzy of the people increased; as the number of 

the victims was diminishing, some cried out to spare them, others that still more were needful. 

The walls, with their burden of people, seemed to be giving way beneath the howlings of terror 

and mystic voluptuousness. Then the faithful came into the passages, dragging their children, 

who clung to them; and they beat them in order to make them let go, and handed them over to 

the men in red. The instrument-players sometimes stopped through exhaustion; then the cries of 

the mothers might be heard, and the frizzling of the fat as it fell upon the coals. The henbane-

drinkers crawled on all fours around the colossus, roaring like tigers; the Yidonim vaticinated, 

the Devotees sang with their cloven lips; the trellis-work had been broken through, all wished for 

a share in the sacrifice;—and fathers, whose children had died previously, cast their effigies, 

their playthings, their preserved bones into the fire. Some who had knives rushed upon the rest. 

They slaughtered one another. The hierodules took the fallen ashes at the edge of the flagstone in 

bronze fans, and cast them into the air that the sacrifice might be scattered over the town and 

even to the region of the stars. 

The loud noise and great light had attracted the Barbarians to the foot of the walls; they clung 

to the wreck of the helepolis to have a better view, and gazed open-mouthed in horror. 

  



CHAPTER XIV THE PASS OF THE HATCHET 

The Carthaginians had not re-entered their houses when the clouds accumulated more thickly; 

those who raised their heads towards the colossus could feel big drops on their foreheads, and the 

rain fell. 

It fell the whole night plentifully, in floods; the thunder growled; it was the voice of Moloch; 

he had vanquished Tanith; and she, being now fecundated, opened up her vast bosom in heaven’s 

heights. Sometimes she could be seen in a clear and luminous spot stretched upon cushions of 

cloud; and then the darkness would close in again as though she were still too weary and wished 

to sleep again; the Carthaginians, all believing that water is brought forth by the moon, shouted 

to make her travail easy. 

The rain beat upon the terraces and overflowed them, forming lakes in the courts, cascades on 

the staircases, and eddies at the corners of the streets. It poured in warm heavy masses and urgent 

streams; big frothy jets leaped from the corners of all the buildings; and it seemed as though 

whitish cloths hung dimly upon the walls, and the washed temple-roofs shone black in the gleam 

of the lightning. Torrents descended from the Acropolis by a thousand paths; houses suddenly 

gave way, and small beams, plaster, rubbish, and furniture passed along in streams which ran 

impetuously over the pavement. 

Amphoras, flagons, and canvases had been placed out of doors; but the torches were 

extinguished; brands were taken from the funeral-pile of the Baal, and the Carthaginians bent 

back their necks and opened their mouths to drink. Others by the side of the miry pools, plunged 

their arms into them up to the armpits, and filled themselves so abundantly with water that they 

vomited it forth like buffaloes. The freshness gradually spread; they breathed in the damp air 

with play of limb, and in the happiness of their intoxication boundless hope soon arose. All their 

miseries were forgotten. Their country was born anew. 

They felt the need, as it were, of directing upon others the extravagant fury which they had 

been unable to employ against themselves. Such a sacrifice could not be in vain; although they 

felt no remorse they found themselves carried away by the frenzy which results from complicity 

in irreparable crimes. 

The Barbarians had encountered the storm in their ill-closed tents; and they were still quite 

chilled on the morrow as they tramped through the mud in search of their stores and weapons, 

which were spoiled and lost. 

Hamilcar went himself to see Hanno, and, in virtue of his plenary powers, intrusted the 

command to him. The old Suffet hesitated for a few minutes between his animosity and his 

appetite for authority, but he accepted nevertheless. 

Hamilcar next took out a galley armed with a catapult at each end. He placed it in the gulf in 

front of the raft; then he embarked his stoutest troops on board such vessels as were available. He 

was apparently taking to flight; and running northward before the wind he disappeared into the 

mist. 

But three days afterwards, when the attack was about to begin again, some people arrived 

tumultuously from the Libyan coast. Barca had come among them. He had carried off provisions 

everywhere, and he was spreading through the country. 

Then the Barbarians were indignant as though he were betraying them. Those who were most 

weary of the siege, and especially the Gauls, did not hesitate to leave the walls in order to try and 



rejoin him. Spendius wanted to reconstruct the helepolis; Matho had traced an imaginary line 

from his tent to Megara, and inwardly swore to follow it, and none of their men stirred. But the 

rest, under the command of Autaritus, went off, abandoning the western part of the rampart, and 

so profound was the carelessness exhibited that no one even thought of replacing them. 

Narr’ Havas spied them from afar in the mountains. During the night he led all his men along 

the sea-shore on the outer side of the Lagoon, and entered Carthage. 

He presented himself as a saviour with six thousand men all carrying meal under their cloaks, 

and forty elephants laden with forage and dried meat. The people flocked quickly around them; 

they gave them names. The sight of these strong animals, sacred to Baal, gave the Carthaginians 

even more joy than the arrival of such relief; it was a token of the tenderness of the god, a proof 

that he was at last about to interfere in the war to defend them. 

Narr’ Havas received the compliments of the Ancients. Then he ascended to Salammbô’s 

palace. 

He had not seen her again since the time when in Hamilcar’s tent amid the five armies he had 

felt her little, cold, soft hand fastened to his own; she had left for Carthage after the betrothal. 

His love, which had been diverted by other ambitions, had come back to him; and now he 

expected to enjoy his rights, to marry her, and take her. 

Salammbô did not understand how the young man could ever become her master! Although 

she asked Tanith every day for Matho’s death, her horror of the Libyan was growing less. She 

vaguely felt that the hate with which he had persecuted her was something almost religious,—

and she would fain have seen in Narr’ Havas’s person a reflection, as it were, of that malice 

which still dazzled her. She desired to know him better, and yet his presence would have 

embarrassed her. She sent him word that she could not receive him. 

Moreover, Hamilcar had forbidden his people to admit the King of the Numidians to see her; 

by putting off his reward to the end of the war he hoped to retain his devotion;—and, through 

dread of the Suffet, Narr’ Havas withdrew. 

But he bore himself haughtily towards the Hundred. He changed their arrangements. He 

demanded privileges for his men, and placed them on important posts; thus the Barbarians stared 

when they perceived Numidians on the towers. 

The surprise of the Carthaginians was greater still when three hundred of their own people, 

who had been made prisoners during the Sicilian war, arrived on board an old Punic trireme. 

Hamilcar, in fact, had secretly sent back to the Quirites the crews of the Latin vessels, taken 

before the defection of the Tyrian towns; and, to reciprocate the courtesy, Rome was now 

sending him back her captives. She scorned the overtures of the Mercenaries in Sardinian, and 

would not even recognise the inhabitants of Utica as subjects. 

Hiero, who was ruling at Syracuse, was carried away by this example. For the preservation of 

his own States it was necessary that an equilibrium should exist between the two peoples; he was 

interested, therefore, in the safety of the Chanaanites, and he declared himself their friend, and 

sent them twelve hundred oxen, with fifty-three thousand nebels of pure wheat. 

A deeper reason prompted aid to Carthage. It was felt that if the Mercenaries triumphed, every 

one, from soldier to plate-washer, would rise, and that no government and no house could resist 

them. 

Meanwhile Hamilcar was scouring the eastern districts. He drove back the Gauls, and all the 

Barbarians found that they were themselves in something like a state of siege. 



Then he set himself to harass them. He would arrive and then retire, and by constantly 

renewing this manouvre, he gradually detached them from their encampments. Spendius was 

obliged to follow them, and in the end Matho yielded in like manner. 

He did not pass beyond Tunis. He shut himself up within its walls. This persistence was full of 

wisdom, for soon Narr’ Havas was to be seen issuing from the gate of Khamon with his 

elephants and soldiers. Hamilcar was recalling him, but the other Barbarians were already 

wandering about in the provinces in pursuit of the Suffet. 

The latter had received three thousand Gauls from Clypea. He had horses brought to him from 

Cyrenaica, and armour from Brutium, and began the war again. 

Never had his genius been so impetuous and fertile. For five moons he dragged his enemies 

after him. He had an end to which he wished to guide them. 

 

The Barbarians had at first tried to encompass him with small detachments, but he always 

escaped them. They ceased to separate then. Their army amounted to about forty thousand men, 

and several times they enjoyed the sight of seeing the Carthaginians fall back. 

The horsemen of Narr’ Havas were what they found most tormenting. Often, at times of the 

greatest weariness, when they were advancing over the plains, and dozing beneath the weight of 

their arms, a great line of dust would suddenly rise on the horizon; there would be a galloping up 

to them, and a rain of darts would pour from the bosom of a cloud filled with flaming eyes. The 

Numidians in their white cloaks would utter loud shouts, raise their arms, press their rearing 

stallions with their knees, and, wheeling them round abruptly, would then disappear. They had 

always supplies of javelins and dromedaries some distance off, and they would return more 

terrible than before, howl like wolves, and take to flight like vultures. The Barbarians posted at 

the extremities of the files fell one by one; and this would continue until evening, when an 

attempt would be made to enter the mountains. 

Although they were perilous for elephants, Hamilcar made his way in among them. He 

followed the long chain which extends from the promontory of Hermæum to the top of Zagouan. 

This, they believed, was a device for hiding the insufficiency of his troops. But the continual 

uncertainty in which he kept them exasperated them at last more than any defeat. They did not 

lose heart, and marched after him. 

At last one evening they surprised a body of velites amid some big rocks at the entrance of a 

pass between the Silver Mountain and the Lead Mountain; the entire army was certainly in front 

of them, for a noise of footsteps and clarions could be heard; the Carthaginians immediately fled 

through the gorge. It descended into a plain, and was shaped like an iron hatchet with a 

surrounding of lofty cliffs. The Barbarians dashed into it in order to overtake the velites; quite at 

the bottom other Carthaginians were running tumultuously amid galloping oxen. A man in a red 

cloak was to be seen; it was the Suffet; they shouted this to one another; and they were carried 

away with increased fury and joy. Several, from laziness or prudence, had remained on the 

threshold of the pass. But some cavalry, debouching from a wood, beat them down upon the rest 

with blows of pike and sabre; and soon all the Barbarians were below in the plain. 

Then this great human mass, after swaying to and fro for some time, stood still; they could 

discover no outlet. 

Those who were nearest to the pass went back again, but the passage had entirely disappeared. 

They hailed those in front to make them go on; they were being crushed against the mountain, 



and from a distance they inveighed against their companions, who were unable to find the route 

again. 

In fact the Barbarians had scarcely descended when men who had been crouching behind the 

rocks raised the latter with beams and overthrew them, and as the slope was steep the huge 

blocks had rolled down pell-mell and completely stopped up the narrow opening. 

At the other extremity of the plain stretched a long passage, split in gaps here and there, and 

leading to a ravine which ascended to the upper plateau, where the Punic army was stationed. 

Ladders had been placed beforehand in this passage against the wall of cliff; and, protected by 

the windings of the gaps, the velites were able to seize and mount them before being overtaken. 

Several even made their way to the bottom of the ravine; they were drawn up with cables, for the 

ground at this spot was of moving sand, and so much inclined that it was impossible to climb it 

even on the knees. The Barbarians arrived almost immediately. But a portcullis, forty cubits 

high, and made to fit the intervening space exactly, suddenly sank before them like a rampart 

fallen from the skies. 

The Suffet’s combinations had therefore succeeded. None of the Mercenaries knew the 

mountain, and, marching as they did at the head of their columns, they had drawn on the rest. 

The rocks, which were somewhat narrow at the base, had been easily cast down; and, while all 

were running, his army had raised shouts, as of distress, on the horizon. Hamilcar, it is true, 

might have lost his velites, only half of whom remained, but he would have sacrificed twenty 

times as many for the success of such an enterprise. 

The Barbarians pressed forward until morning, in compact files, from one end of the plain to 

the other. They felt the mountain with their hands, seeking to discover a passage. 

At last day broke; and they perceived all about them a great white wall hewn with the pick. 

And no means of safety, no hope! The two natural outcomes from this blind alley were closed by 

the portcullis and the heaps of rocks. 

Then they all looked at one another without speaking. They sank down in collapse, feeling an 

icy coldness in their loins, and an overwhelming weight upon their eyelids. 

They rose, and bounded against the rocks. But the lowest were weighted by the pressure of the 

others, and were immovable. They tried to cling to them so as to reach the top, but the bellying 

shape of the great masses rendered all hold impossible. They sought to cleave the ground on both 

sides of the gorge, but their instruments broke. They made a large fire with the tent poles, but the 

fire could not burn the mountain. 

They returned to the portcullis; it was garnished with long nails as thick as stakes, as sharp as 

the spines of a porcupine, and closer than the hairs of a brush. But they were animated by such 

rage that they dashed themselves against it. The first were pierced to the backbone, those coming 

next surged over them, and all fell back, leaving human fragments and bloodstained hair on those 

horrible branches. 

When their discouragement was somewhat abated, they made an examination of the 

provisions. The Mercenaries, whose baggage was lost, possessed scarcely enough for two days; 

and all the rest found themselves destitute,—for they had been awaiting a convoy promised by 

the villages of the South. 

However, some bulls were roaming about, those which the Carthaginians had loosed in the 

gorge to attract the Barbarians. They killed them with lance thrusts and ate them, and when their 

stomachs were filled their thoughts were less mournful. 



The next day they slaughtered all the mules to the number of about forty; then they scraped the 

skins, boiled the entrails, pounded the bones, and did not yet despair; the army from Tunis had 

no doubt been warned, and was coming. 

But on the evening of the fifth day their hunger increased; they gnawed their sword-belts, and 

the little sponges which bordered the bottom of their helmets. 

These forty thousand men were massed into the species of hippodrome formed by the 

mountain about them. Some remained in front of the portcullis, or at the foot of the rocks; the 

rest covered the plain confusedly. The strong shunned one another, and the timid sought out the 

brave, who, nevertheless, were unable to save them. 

To avoid infection, the corpses of the velites had been speedily buried; and the position of the 

graves was no longer visible. 

All the Barbarians lay drooping on the ground. A veteran would pass between their lines here 

and there; and they would howl curses against the Carthaginians, against Hamilcar, and against 

Matho, although he was innocent of their disaster; but it seemed to them that their pains would 

have been less if he had shared them. Then they groaned, and some wept softly like little 

children. 

They came to the captains and besought them to grant them something that would alleviate 

their sufferings. The others made no reply; or, seized with fury, would pick up a stone and fling 

it in their faces. 

Several, in fact, carefully kept a reserve of food in a hole in the ground—a few handfuls of 

dates, or a little meal; and they ate this during the night, with their heads bent beneath their 

cloaks. Those who had swords kept them naked in their hands, and the most suspicious remained 

standing with their backs against the mountain. 

They accused their chiefs and threatened them. Autaritus was not afraid of showing himself. 

With the Barbaric obstinacy which nothing could discourage, he would advance twenty times a 

day to the rocks at the bottom, hoping every time to find them perchance displaced; and swaying 

his heavy fur-covered shoulders, he reminded his companions of a bear coming forth from its 

cave in springtime to see whether the snows are melted. 

Spendius, surrounded by the Greeks, hid himself in one of the gaps; as he was afraid, he 

caused a rumour of his death to be spread. 

They were now hideously lean; their skin was overlaid with bluish marblings. On the evening 

of the ninth day three Iberians died. 

Their frightened companions left the spot. They were stripped, and the white, naked bodies lay 

in the sunshine on the sand. 

Then the Garamantians began to prowl slowly round about them. They were men accustomed 

to existence in solitude, and they reverenced no god. At last the oldest of the band made a sign, 

and bending over the corpses they cut strips from them with their knives, then squatted upon 

their heels and ate. The rest looked on from a distance; they uttered cries of horror;—many, 

nevertheless, being, at the bottom of their souls, jealous of such courage. 

In the middle of the night some of these approached, and, dissembling their eagerness, asked 

for a small mouthful, merely to try, they said. Bolder ones came up; their number increased; 

there was soon a crowd. But almost all of them let their hands fall on feeling the cold flesh on the 

edge of their lips; others, on the contrary, devoured it with delight. 



That they might be led away by example, they urged one another on mutually. Such as had at 

first refused went to see the Garamantians, and returned no more. They cooked the pieces on 

coals at the point of the sword; they salted them with dust, and contended for the best morsels. 

When nothing was left of the three corpses, their eyes ranged over the whole plain to find others. 

But were they not in possession of Carthaginians—twenty captives taken in the last encounter, 

whom no one had noticed up to the present? These disappeared; moreover, it was an act of 

vengeance. Then, as they must live, as the taste for this food had become developed, and as they 

were dying, they cut the throats of the water-carriers, grooms, and all the serving-men belonging 

to the Mercenaries. They killed some of them every day. Some ate much, recovered strength, and 

were sad no more. 

Soon this resource failed. Then the longing was directed to the wounded and sick. Since they 

could not recover, it was as well to release them from their tortures; and, as soon as a man began 

to stagger, all exclaimed that he was now lost, and ought to be made use of for the rest. Artifices 

were employed to accelerate their death; the last remnant of their foul portion was stolen from 

them; they were trodden on as though by inadvertence; those in the last throes wishing to make 

believe that they were strong, strove to stretch out their arms, to rise, to laugh. Men who had 

swooned came to themselves at the touch of a notched blade sawing off a limb;—and they still 

slew, ferociously and needlessly, to sate their fury. 

A mist heavy and warm, such as comes in those regions at the end of winter, sank on the 

fourteenth day upon the army. This change of temperature brought numerous deaths with it, and 

corruption was developed with frightful rapidity in the warm dampness which was kept in by the 

sides of the mountain. The drizzle that fell upon the corpses softened them, and soon made the 

plain one broad tract of rottenness. Whitish vapours floated overhead; they pricked the nostrils, 

penetrated the skin, and troubled the sight; and the Barbarians thought that through the 

exhalations of the breath they could see the souls of their companions. They were overwhelmed 

with immense disgust. They wished for nothing more; they preferred to die. 

Two days afterwards the weather became fine again, and hunger seized them once more. It 

seemed to them that their stomachs were being wrenched from them with tongs. Then they rolled 

about in convulsions, flung handfuls of dust into their mouths, bit their arms, and burst into 

frantic laughter. 

They were still more tormented by thirst, for they had not a drop of water, the leathern bottles 

having been completely dried up since the ninth day. To cheat their need they applied their 

tongues to the metal plates on their waist-belts, their ivory pommels, and the steel of their 

swords. Some former caravan-leaders tightened their waists with ropes. Others sucked a pebble. 

They drank urine cooled in their brazen helmets. 

And they still expected the army from Tunis! The length of time which it took in coming was, 

according to their conjectures, an assurance of its early arrival. Besides, Matho, who was a brave 

fellow, would not desert them. “’Twill be to-morrow!” they would say to one another; and then 

to-morrow would pass. 

At the beginning they had offered up prayers and vows, and practised all kinds of incantations. 

Just now their only feeling to their divinities was one of hatred, and they strove to revenge 

themselves by believing in them no more. 

Men of violent disposition perished first; the Africans held out better than the Gauls. Zarxas 

lay stretched at full length among the Balearians, his hair over his arm, inert. Spendius found a 



plant with broad leaves filled abundantly with juice, and after declaring that it was poisonous, so 

as to keep off the rest, he fed himself upon it. 

They were too weak to knock down the flying crows with stones. Sometimes when a gypaëtus 

was perched on a corpse, and had been mangling it for a long time, a man would set himself to 

crawl towards it with a javelin between his teeth. He would support himself with one hand, and 

after taking a good aim, throw his weapon. The white-feathered creature, disturbed by the noise, 

would desist and look about in tranquil fashion like a cormorant on a rock, and would then again 

thrust in its hideous, yellow beak, while the man, in despair, would fall flat on his face in the 

dust. Some succeeded in discovering chameleons and serpents. But it was the love of life that 

kept them alive. They directed their souls to this idea exclusively, and clung to existence by an 

effort of the will that prolonged it. 

The most stoical kept close to one another, seated in a circle here and there, among the dead in 

the middle of the plain; and wrapped in their cloaks they gave themselves up silently to their 

sadness. 

Those who had been born in towns recalled the resounding streets, the taverns, theatres, baths, 

and the barbers’ shops where there are tales to be heard. Others could once more see country 

districts at sunset, when the yellow corn waves, and the great oxen ascend the hills again with the 

ploughshares on their necks. Travellers dreamed of cisterns, hunters of their forests, veterans of 

battles; and in the somnolence that benumbed them their thoughts jostled one another with the 

precipitancy and clearness of dreams. Hallucinations came suddenly upon them; they sought for 

a door in the mountain in order to flee, and tried to pass through it. Others thought that they were 

sailing in a storm and gave orders for the handling of a ship, or else fell back in terror, perceiving 

Punic battalions in the clouds. There were some who imagined themselves at a feast, and sang. 

Many through a strange mania would repeat the same word or continually make the same 

gesture. Then when they happened to raise their heads and look at one another they were choked 

with sobs on discovering the horrible ravages made in their faces. Some had ceased to suffer, and 

to while away the hours told of the perils which they had escaped. 

Death was certain and imminent to all. How many times had they not tried to open up a 

passage! As to implore terms from the conqueror, by what means could they do so? They did not 

even know where Hamilcar was. 

The wind was blowing from the direction of the ravine. It made the sand flow perpetually in 

cascades over the portcullis; and the cloaks and hair of the Barbarians were being covered with it 

as though the earth were rising upon them and desirous of burying them. Nothing stirred; the 

eternal mountain seemed still higher to them every morning. 

Sometimes flights of birds darted past beneath the blue sky in the freedom of the air. The men 

closed their eyes that they might not see them. 

At first they felt a buzzing in their ears, their nails grew black, the cold reached to their 

breasts; they lay upon their sides and expired without a cry. 

On the nineteenth day two thousand Asiatics were dead, with fifteen hundred from the 

Archipelago, eight thousand from Libya, the youngest of the Mercenaries and whole tribes—in 

all twenty thousand soldiers, or half of the army. 

Autaritus, who had only fifty Gauls left, was going to kill himself in order to put an end to this 

state of things, when he thought he saw a man on the top of the mountain in front of him. 



Owing to his elevation this man did not appear taller than a dwarf. However, Autaritus 

recognised a shield shaped like a trefoil on his left arm. “A Carthaginian!” he exclaimed, and 

immediately throughout the plain, before the portcullis and beneath the rocks, all rose. The 

soldier was walking along the edge of the precipice; the Barbarians gazed at him from below. 

Spendius picked up the head of an ox; then having formed a diadem with two belts, he fixed it 

on the horns at the end of a pole in token of pacific intentions. The Carthaginian disappeared. 

They waited. 

At last in the evening a sword-belt suddenly fell from above like a stone loosened from the 

cliff. It was made of red leather covered with embroidery, with three diamond stars, and stamped 

in the centre, it bore the mark of the Great Council: a horse beneath a palm-tree. This was 

Hamilcar’s reply, the safe-conduct that he sent them. 

They had nothing to fear; any change of fortune brought with it the end of their woes. They 

were moved with extravagant joy, they embraced one another, they wept. Spendius, Autaritus, 

and Zarxas, four Italiotes, a Negro and two Spartans offered themselves as envoys. They were 

immediately accepted. They did not know, however, by what means they should get away. 

But a cracking sounded in the direction of the rocks; and the most elevated of them, after 

rocking to and fro, rebounded to the bottom. In fact, if they were immovable on the side of the 

Barbarians—for it would have been necessary to urge them up an incline plane, and they were, 

moreover, heaped together owing to the narrowness of the gorge—on the others, on the contrary, 

it was sufficient to drive against them with violence to make them descend. The Carthaginians 

pushed them, and at daybreak they projected into the plain like the steps of an immense ruined 

staircase. 

The Barbarians were still unable to climb them. Ladders were held out for their assistance; all 

rushed upon them. The discharge of a catapult drove the crowd back; only the Ten were taken 

away. 

They walked amid the Clinabarians, leaning their hands on the horses’ croups for support. 

Now that their first joy was over they began to harbour anxieties. Hamilcar’s demands would 

be cruel. But Spendius reassured them. 

“I will speak!” And he boasted that he knew excellent things to say for the safety of the army. 

Behind all the bushes they met with ambushed sentries, who prostrated themselves before the 

sword-belt which Spendius had placed over his shoulder. 

When they reached the Punic camp the crowd flocked around them, and they thought that they 

could hear whisperings and laughter. The door of a tent opened. 

Hamilcar was at the very back of it seated on a stool beside a table on which there shone a 

naked sword. He was surrounded by captains, who were standing. 

He started back on perceiving these men, and then bent over to examine them. 

Their pupils were strangely dilated, and there was a great black circle round their eyes, which 

extended to the lower parts of their ears; their bluish noses stood out between their hollow 

cheeks, which were chinked with deep wrinkles; the skin of their bodies was too large for their 

muscles, and was hidden beneath a slate-coloured dust; their lips were glued to their yellow 

teeth; they exhaled an infectious odour; they might have been taken for half-opened tombs, for 

living sepulchres. 



In the centre of the tent, on a mat on which the captains were about to sit down, there was a 

dish of smoking gourds. The Barbarians fastened their eyes upon it with a shivering in all their 

limbs, and tears came to their eyelids; nevertheless they restrained themselves. 

Hamilcar turned away to speak to some one. Then they all flung themselves upon it, flat on the 

ground. Their faces were soaked in the fat, and the noise of their deglutition was mingled with 

the sobs of joy which they uttered. Through astonishment, doubtless, rather than pity, they were 

allowed to finish the mess. Then when they had risen Hamilcar with a sign commanded the man 

who bore the sword-belt to speak. Spendius was afraid; he stammered. 

Hamilcar, while listening to him, kept turning round on his finger a big gold ring, the same 

which had stamped the seal of Carthage upon the sword-belt. He let it fall to the ground; 

Spendius immediately picked it up; his servile habits came back to him in the presence of his 

master. The others quivered with indignation at such baseness. 

But the Greek raised his voice and spoke for a long time in rapid, insidious, and even violent 

fashion, setting forth the crimes of Hanno, whom he knew to be Barca’s enemy, and striving to 

move Hamilcar’s pity by the details of their miseries and the recollection of their devotion; in the 

end he became forgetful of himself, being carried away by the warmth of his temper. 

Hamilcar replied that he accepted their excuses. Peace, then, was about to be concluded, and 

now it would be a definitive one! But he required that ten Mercenaries, chosen by himself, 

should be delivered up to him without weapons or tunics. 

They had not expected such clemency; Spendius exclaimed: “Ah! twenty if you wish, master!” 

“No! ten will suffice,” replied Hamilcar quietly. 

They were sent out of the tent to deliberate. As soon as they were alone, Autaritus protested 

against the sacrifice of their companions, and Zarxas said to Spendius: 

“Why did you not kill him? his sword was there beside you!” 

“Him!” said Spendius. “Him! him!” he repeated several times, as though the thing had been 

impossible, and Hamilcar were an immortal. 

They were so overwhelmed with weariness that they stretched themselves on their backs on 

the ground, not knowing at what resolution to arrive. 

Spendius urged them to yield. At last they consented, and went in again. 

Then the Suffet put his hand into the hands of the ten Barbarians in turn, and pressed their 

thumbs; then he rubbed it on his garment, for their viscous skin gave a rude, soft impression to 

the touch, a greasy tingling which induced horripilation. Afterwards he said to them: 

“You are really all the chiefs of the Barbarians, and you have sworn for them?” 

“Yes!” they replied. 

“Without constraint, from the bottom of your souls, with the intention of fulfilling your 

promises?” 

They assured him that they were returning to the rest in order to fulfil them. 

“Well!” rejoined the Suffet, “in accordance with the convention concluded between myself, 

Barca, and the ambassadors of the Mercenaries, it is you whom I choose and shall keep!” 

Spendius fell swooning upon the mat. The Barbarians, as though abandoning him, pressed 

close together; and there was not a word, not a complaint. 

 



Their companions, who were waiting for them, not seeing them return, believed themselves 

betrayed. The envoys had no doubt given themselves up to the Suffet. 

They waited for two days longer; then on the morning of the third, their resolution was taken. 

With ropes, picks, and arrows, arranged like rungs between strips of canvas, they succeeded in 

scaling the rocks; and leaving the weakest, about three thousand in number, behind them, they 

began their march to rejoin the army at Tunis. 

Above the gorge there stretched a meadow thinly sown with shrubs; the Barbarians devoured 

the buds. Afterwards they found a field of beans; and everything disappeared as though a cloud 

of grasshoppers had passed that way. Three hours later they reached a second plateau bordered 

by a belt of green hills. 

Among the undulations of these hillocks, silvery sheaves shone at intervals from one another; 

the Barbarians, who were dazzled by the sun, could perceive confusedly below great black 

masses supporting them; these rose, as though they were expanding. They were lances in towers 

on elephants terribly armed. 

Besides the spears on their breasts, the bodkin tusks, the brass plates which covered their 

sides, and the daggers fastened to their knee-caps, they had at the extremity of their tusks a 

leathern bracelet, in which the handle of a broad cutlass was inserted; they had set out 

simultaneously from the back part of the plain, and were advancing on both sides in parallel 

lines. 

The Barbarians were frozen with a nameless terror. They did not even try to flee. They already 

found themselves surrounded. 

The elephants entered into this mass of men; and the spurs on their breasts divided it, the 

lances on their tusks upturned it like ploughshares; they cut, hewed, and hacked with the scythes 

on their trunks; the towers, which were full of phalaricas, looked like volcanoes on the march; 

nothing could be distinguished but a large heap, whereon human flesh, pieces of brass and blood 

made white spots, grey sheets and red fuses. The horrible animals dug out black furrows as they 

passed through the midst of it all. 

The fiercest was driven by a Numidian who was crowned with a diadem of plumes. He hurled 

javelins with frightful quickness, giving at intervals a long shrill whistle. The great beasts, docile 

as dogs, kept an eye on him during the carnage. 

The circle of them narrowed by degrees; the weakened Barbarians offered no resistance; the 

elephants were soon in the centre of the plain. They lacked space; they thronged half-rearing 

together, and their tusks clashed against one another. Suddenly Narr’ Havas quieted them, and 

wheeling round they trotted back to the hills. 

Two syntagmata, however, had taken refuge on the right in a bend of ground, had thrown 

away their arms, and were all kneeling with their faces towards the Punic tents imploring mercy 

with uplifted arms. 

Their legs and hands were tied; then when they were stretched on the ground beside one 

another the elephants were brought back. 

Their breasts cracked like boxes being forced; two were crushed at every step; the big feet 

sank into the bodies with a motion of the haunches which made the elephants appear lame. They 

went on to the very end. 

The level surface of the plain again became motionless. Night fell. Hamilcar was delighting 

himself with the spectacle of his vengeance, but suddenly he started. 



He saw, and all saw, some more Barbarians six hundred paces to the left on the summit of a 

peak! In fact four hundred of the stoutest Mercenaries, Etruscans, Libyans, and Spartans had 

gained the heights at the beginning, and had remained there in uncertainty until now. After the 

massacre of their companions they resolved to make their way through the Carthaginians; they 

were already descending in serried columns, in a marvellous and formidable fashion. 

A herald was immediately despatched to them. The Suffet needed soldiers; he received them 

unconditionally, so greatly did he admire their bravery. They could even, said the man of 

Carthage, come a little nearer, to a place, which he pointed out to them, where they would find 

provisions. 

The Barbarians ran thither and spent the night in eating. Then the Carthaginians broke into 

clamours against the Suffet’s partiality for the Mercenaries. 

Did he yield to these outbursts of insatiable hatred or was it a refinement of treachery? The 

next day he came himself, without a sword and bare-headed, with an escort of Clinabarians, and 

announced to them that having too many to feed he did not intend to keep them. Nevertheless, as 

he wanted men and he knew of no means of selecting the good ones, they were to fight together 

to the death; he would then admit the conquerors into his own body-guard. This death was quite 

as good as another;—and then moving his soldiers aside (for the Punic standards hid the horizon 

from the Mercenaries) he showed them the one hundred and ninety-two elephants under Narr’ 

Havas, forming a single straight line, their trunks brandishing broad steel blades like giant arms 

holding axes above their heads. 

The Barbarians looked at one another silently. It was not death that made them turn pale, but 

the horrible compulsion to which they found themselves reduced. 

The community of their lives had brought about profound friendship among these men. The 

camp, with most, took the place of their country; living without a family they transferred the 

needful tenderness to a companion, and they would fall asleep in the starlight side by side under 

the same cloak. And then in their perpetual wanderings through all sorts of countries, murders, 

and adventures, they had contracted affections, one for the other, in which the stronger protected 

the younger in the midst of battles, helped him to cross precipices, sponged the sweat of fevers 

from his brow, and stole food for him, and the weaker, a child perhaps, who had been picked up 

on the roadside, and had then become a Mercenary, repaid this devotion by a thousand 

kindnesses. 

They exchanged their necklaces and earrings, presents which they had made to one another in 

former days, after great peril, or in hours of intoxication. All asked to die, and none would strike. 

A young fellow might be seen here and there, saying to another whose beard was grey: “No! no! 

you are more robust! you will avenge us, kill me!” and the man would reply: “I have fewer years 

to live! Strike to the heart, and think no more about it!” Brothers gazed on one another with 

clasped hands, and friend bade friend eternal farewells, standing and weeping upon his shoulder. 

They threw off their cuirasses that the sword-points might be thrust in the more quickly. Then 

there appeared the marks of the great blows which they had received for Carthage, and which 

looked like inscriptions on columns. 

They placed themselves in four equal ranks, after the fashion of gladiators, and began with 

timid engagements. Some had even bandaged their eyes, and their swords waved gently through 

the air like blind men’s sticks. The Carthaginians hooted, and shouted to them that they were 

cowards. The Barbarians became animated, and soon the combat as general, headlong, and 

terrible. 



Sometimes two men all covered with blood would stop, fall into each other’s arms, and die 

with mutual kisses. None drew back. They rushed upon the extended blades. Their delirium was 

so frenzied that the Carthaginians in the distance were afraid. 

At last they stopped. Their breasts made a great hoarse noise, and their eyeballs could be seen 

through their long hair, which hung down as though it had come out of a purple bath. Several 

were turning round rapidly, like panthers wounded in the forehead. Others stood motionless 

looking at a corpse at their feet; then they would suddenly tear their faces with their nails, take 

their swords with both hands, and plunge them into their own bodies. 

There were still sixty left. They asked for drink. They were told by shouts to throw away their 

swords, and when they had done so water was brought to them. 

While they were drinking, with their faces buried in the vases, sixty Carthaginians leaped upon 

them and killed them with stiletos in the back. 

Hamilcar had done this to gratify the instincts of his army, and, by means of this treachery, to 

attach it to his own person. 

The war, then, was ended; at least he believed that it was; Matho would not resist; in his 

impatience the Suffet commanded an immediate departure. 

His scouts came to tell him that a convoy had been descried, departing towards the Lead 

Mountain. Hamilcar did not trouble himself about it. The Mercenaries once annihilated, the 

Nomads would give him no further trouble. The important matter was to take Tunis. He 

advanced by forced marches upon it. 

He had sent Narr’ Havas to Carthage with the news of his victory; and the King of the 

Numidians, proud of his success, visited Salammbô. 

 

She received him in her gardens under a large sycamore tree, amid pillows of yellow leather, 

and with Taanach beside her. Her face was covered with a white scarf, which, passing over her 

mouth and forehead, allowed only her eyes to be seen; but her lips shone in the transparency of 

the tissue like the gems on her fingers, for Salammbô had both her hands wrapped up, and did 

not make a gesture during the whole conversation. 

Narr’ Havas announced the defeat of the Barbarians to her. She thanked him with a blessing 

for the services which he had rendered to her father. Then he began to tell her about the whole 

campaign. 

The doves on the palm trees around them cooed softly, and other birds fluttered amid the 

grass: ring-necked glareolas, Tartessus quails and Punic guinea-fowl. The garden, long 

uncultivated, had multiplied its verdure; coloquintidas mounted into the branches of cassias, the 

asclepias was scattered over fields of roses, all kinds of vegetation formed entwinings and 

bowers; and here and there, as in the woods, sun-rays, descending obliquely, marked the shadow 

of a leaf upon the ground. Domestic animals, grown wild again, fled at the slightest noise. 

Sometimes a gazelle might be seen trailing scattered peacocks’ feathers after its little black 

hoofs. The clamours of the distant town were lost in the murmuring of the waves. The sky was 

quite blue, and not a sail was visible on the sea. 

Narr’ Havas had ceased speaking; Salammbô was looking at him without replying. He wore a 

linen robe with flowers painted on it, and with gold fringes at the hem; two silver arrows 

fastened his plaited hair at the tips of his ears; his right hand rested on a pike-staff adorned with 

circles of electrum and tufts of hair. 



As she watched him a crowd of dim thoughts absorbed her. This young man, with his gentle 

voice and feminine figure, captivated her eyes by the grace of his person, and seemed to her like 

an elder sister sent by the Baals to protect her. The recollection of Matho came upon her, nor did 

she resist the desire to learn what had become of him. 

Narr’ Havas replied that the Carthaginians were advancing towards Tunis to take it. In 

proportion as he set forth their chances of success and Matho’s weaknesses, she seemed to 

rejoice in extraordinary hope. Her lips trembled, her breast panted. When he finally promised to 

kill him himself, she exclaimed: “Yes! kill him! It must be so!” 

The Numidian replied that he desired this death ardently, since he would be her husband when 

the war was over. 

Salammbô started, and bent her head. 

But Narr’ Havas, pursuing the subject, compared his longings to flowers languishing for rain, 

or to lost travellers waiting for the day. He told her, further, that she was more beautiful than the 

moon, better than the wind of morning or than the face of a guest. He would bring for her from 

the country of the Blacks things such as there were none in Carthage, and the apartments in their 

house should be sanded with gold dust. 

Evening fell, and odours of balsam were exhaled. For a long time they looked at each other in 

silence, and Salammbô’s eyes, in the depths of her long draperies, resembled two stars in the rift 

of a cloud. Before the sun set he withdrew. 

The Ancients felt themselves relieved of a great anxiety, when he left Carthage. The people 

had received him with even more enthusiastic acclamations than on the first occasion. If 

Hamilcar and the King of the Numidians triumphed alone over the Mercenaries it would be 

impossible to resist them. To weaken Barca they therefore resolved to make the aged Hanno, him 

whom they loved, a sharer in the deliverance of Carthage. 

He proceeded immediately towards the western provinces, to take his vengeance in the very 

places which had witnessed his shame. But the inhabitants and the Barbarians were dead, hidden, 

or fled. Then his anger was vented upon the country. He burnt the ruins of the ruins, he did not 

leave a single tree nor a blade of grass; the children and the infirm, that were met with, were 

tortured; he gave the women to his soldiers to be violated before they were slaughtered. 

Often, on the crests of the hills, black tents were struck as though overturned by the wind, and 

broad, brilliantly bordered discs, which were recognised as being chariot-wheels, revolved with a 

plaintive sound as they gradually disappeared in the valleys. The tribes, which had abandoned 

the siege of Carthage, were wandering in this way through the provinces, waiting for an 

opportunity, or for some victory to be gained by the Mercenaries, in order to return. But, whether 

from terror or famine, they all took the roads to their native lands, and disappeared. 

Hamilcar was not jealous of Hanno’s successes. Nevertheless he was in a hurry to end matters; 

he commanded him to fall back upon Tunis; and Hanno, who loved his country, was under the 

walls of the town on the appointed day. 

For its protection it had its aboriginal population, twelve thousand Mercenaries, and, in 

addition, all the Eaters of Uncleanness, for like Matho they were riveted to the horizon of 

Carthage, and plebs and schalischim gazed at its lofty walls from afar, looking back in thought to 

boundless enjoyments. With this harmony of hatred, resistance was briskly organised. Leathern 

bottles were taken to make helmets; all the palm-trees in the gardens were cut down for lances; 

cisterns were dug; while for provisions they caught on the shores of the lake big white fish, fed 



on corpses and filth. Their ramparts, kept in ruins now by the jealousy of Carthage, were so weak 

that they could be thrown down with a push of the shoulder. Matho stopped up the holes in them 

with the stones of the houses. It was the last struggle; he hoped for nothing, and yet he told 

himself that fortune was fickle. 

As the Carthaginians approached they noticed a man on the rampart who towered over the 

battlements from his belt upwards. The arrows that flew about him seemed to frighten him no 

more than a swarm of swallows. Extraordinary to say, none of them touched him. 

Hamilcar pitched his camp on the south side; Narr’ Havas, to his right, occupied the plain of 

Rhades, and Hanno the shore of the lake; and the three generals were to maintain their respective 

positions, so as all to attack the walls simultaneously. 

But Hamilcar wished first to show the Mercenaries that he would punish them like slaves. He 

had the ten ambassadors crucified beside one another on a hillock in front of the town. 

At the sight of this the besieged forsook the rampart. 

Matho had said to himself that if he could pass between the walls and Narr’ Havas’s tents with 

such rapidity that the Numidians had not time to come out, he could fall upon the rear of the 

Carthaginian infantry, who would be caught between his division and those inside. He dashed 

out with his veterans. 

Narr’ Havas perceived him; he crossed the shore of the lake, and came to warn Hanno to 

dispatch men to Hamilcar’s assistance. Did he believe Barca too weak to resist the Mercenaries? 

Was it a piece of treachery or folly? No one could ever learn. 

Hanno, desiring to humiliate his rival, did not hesitate. He shouted orders to sound the 

trumpets, and his whole army rushed upon the Barbarians. The latter returned, and ran straight 

against the Carthaginians; they knocked them down, crushed them under their feet, and, driving 

them back in this way, reached the tent of Hanno, who was then surrounded by thirty 

Carthaginians, the most illustrious of the Ancients. 

He appeared stupefied by their audacity; he called for his captains. Every one thrust his fist 

under his throat, vociferating abuse. The crowd pressed on; and those who had their hands on 

him could scarce retain their hold. However, he tried to whisper to them: “I will gave you 

whatever you want! I am rich! Save me!” They dragged him along; heavy as he was his feet did 

not touch the ground. The Ancients had been carried off. His terror increased. “You have beaten 

me! I am your captive! I will ransom myself! Listen to me, my friends!” and borne along by all 

those shoulders which were pressed against his sides, he repeated: “What are you going to do? 

What do you want? You can see that I am not obstanite! I have always been good-natured!” 

A gigantic cross stood at the gate. The Barbarians howled: “Here! here!” But he raised his 

voice still higher; and in the names of their gods he called upon them to lead him to the 

schalischim, because he wished to confide to him something on which their safety depended. 

They paused, some asserting that it was right to summon Matho. He was sent for. 

Hanno fell upon the grass; and he saw around him other crosses also, as though the torture by 

which he was about to perish had been multiplied beforehand; he made efforts to convince 

himself that he was mistaken, that there was only one, and even to believe that there were none at 

all. At last he was lifted up. 

“Speak!” said Matho. 

He offered to give up Hamilcar; then they would enter Carthage and both be kings. 



Matho withdrew, signing to the others to make haste. It was a stratagem, he thought, to gain 

time. 

The Barbarian was mistaken; Hanno was in an extremity when consideration is had to nothing, 

and, moreover, he so execrated Hamilcar that he would have sacrificed him and all his soldiers 

on the slightest hope of safety. 

The Ancients were languishing on the ground at the foot of the crosses; ropes had already been 

passed beneath their armpits. Then the old Suffet, understanding that he must die, wept. 

They tore off the clothes that were still left on him—and the horror of his person appeared. 

Ulcers covered the nameless mass; the fat on his legs hid the nails on his feet; from his fingers 

there hung what looked like greenish strips; and the tears streaming through the tubercles on his 

cheeks gave to his face an expression of frightful sadness, for they seemed to take up more room 

than on another human face. His royal fillet, which was half unfastened, trailed with his white 

hair in the dust. 

They thought that they had no ropes strong enough to haul him up to the top of the cross, and 

they nailed him upon it, after the Punic fashion, before it was erected. But his pride awoke in his 

pain. He began to overwhelm them with abuse. He foamed and twisted like a marine monster 

being slaughtered on the shore, and predicted that they would all end more horribly still, and that 

he would be avenged. 

He was. On the other side of the town, whence there now escaped jets of flame with columns 

of smoke, the ambassadors from the Mercenaries were in their last throes. 

Some who had swooned at first had just revived in the freshness of the wind; but their chins 

still rested upon their breasts, and their bodies had fallen somewhat, in spite of the nails in their 

arms, which were fastened higher than their heads; from their heels and hands blood fell in big, 

slow drops, as ripe fruit falls from the branches of a tree,—and Carthage, gulf, mountains, and 

plains all appeared to them to be revolving like an immense wheel; sometimes a cloud of dust, 

rising from the ground, enveloped them in its eddies; they burned with horrible thirst, their 

tongues curled in their mouths, and they felt an icy sweat flowing over them with their departing 

souls. 

Nevertheless they had glimpses, at an infinite depth, of streets, marching soldiers, and the 

swinging of swords; and the tumult of battle reached them dimly like the noise of the sea to 

shipwrecked men dying on the masts of a ship. The Italiotes, who were sturdier than the rest, 

were still shrieking. The Lacedæmonians were silent, with eyelids closed; Zarxas, once so 

vigorous, was bending like a broken reed; the Ethiopian beside him had his head thrown back 

over the arms of the cross; Autaritus was motionless, rolling his eyes; his great head of hair, 

caught in a cleft in the wood, fell straight upon his forehead, and his death-rattle seemed rather to 

be a roar of anger. As to Spendius, a strange courage had come to him; he despised life now in 

the certainty which he possessed of an almost immediate and an eternal emancipation, and he 

awaited death with impassibility. 

Amid their swooning, they sometimes started at the brushing of feathers passing across their 

lips. Large wings swung shadows around them, croakings sounded in the air; and as Spendius’s 

cross was the highest, it was upon his that the first vulture alighted. Then he turned his face 

towards Autaritus, and said slowly to him with an unaccountable smile: 

“Do you remember the lions on the road to Sicca?” 

“They were our brothers!” replied the Gaul, as he expired. 



The Suffet, meanwhile, had bored through the walls and reached the citadel. The smoke 

suddenly disappeared before a gust of wind, discovering the horizon as far as the walls of 

Carthage; he even thought that he could distinguish people watching on the platform of 

Eschmoun; then, bringing back his eyes, he perceived thirty crosses of extravagant size on the 

shore of the Lake, to the left. 

In fact, to render them still more frightful, they had been constructed with tent-poles fastened 

end to end, and the thirty corpses of the Ancients appeared high up in the sky. They had what 

looked like white butterflies on their breasts; these were the feathers of the arrows which had 

been shot at them from below. 

A broad gold ribbon shone on the summit of the highest; it hung down to the shoulder, there 

being no arm on that side, and Hamilcar had some difficulty in recognising Hanno. His spongy 

bones had given way under the iron pins, portions of his limbs had come off, and nothing was 

left on the cross but shapeless remains, like the fragments of animals that are hung up on 

huntsmen’s doors. 

The Suffet could not have known anything about it; the town in front of him masked 

everything that was beyond and behind; and the captains who had been successively sent to the 

two generals had not re-appeared. Then fugitives arrived with the tale of the rout, and the Punic 

army halted. This catastrophe, falling upon them as it did in the midst of their victory, stupefied 

them. Hamilcar’s orders were no longer listened to. 

Matho took advantage of this to continue his ravages among the Numidians. 

Hanno’s camp having been overthrown, he had returned against them. The elephants came 

out; but the Mercenaries advanced through the plain shaking about flaming firebrands, which 

they had plucked from the walls, and the great beasts, in fright, ran headlong into the gulf, where 

they killed one another in their struggles, or were drowned beneath the weight of their cuirasses. 

Narr’ Havas had already launched his cavalry; all threw themselves face downwards upon the 

ground; then, when the horses were within three paces of them, they sprang beneath their bellies, 

ripped them open with dagger-strokes, and half the Numidians had perished when Barca came 

up. 

The exhausted Mercenaries could not withstand his troops. They retired in good order to the 

mountain of the Hot Springs. The Suffet was prudent enough not to pursue them. He directed his 

course to the mouths of the Macaras. 

Tunis was his; but it was now nothing but a heap of smoking rubbish. The ruins fell through 

the breaches in the walls to the centre of the plain; quite in the background, between the shores 

of the gulf, the corpses of the elephants drifting before the wind conflicted, like an archipelago of 

black rocks floating on the water. 

Narr’ Havas had drained his forests of these animals, taking young and old, male and female, 

to keep up the war, and the military force of his kingdom could not repair the loss. The people 

who had seen them perishing at a distance were grieved at it; men lamented in the streets, calling 

them by their names like deceased friends: “Ah! the Invincible! the Victory! the Thunderer! the 

Swallow!” On the first day, too, there was no talk except of the dead citizens. But on the morrow 

the tents of the Mercenaries were seen on the mountain of the Hot Springs. Then so deep was the 

despair that many people, especially women, flung themselves headlong from the top of the 

Acropolis. 

 



Hamilcar’s designs were not known. He lived alone in his tent with none near him but a young 

boy, and no one ever ate with them, not even excepting Narr’ Havas. Nevertheless he showed 

great deference to the latter after Hanno’s defeat; but the king of the Numidians had too great an 

interest in becoming his son not to distrust him. 

This inertness veiled skilful manouvres. Hamilcar seduced the heads of the villages by all sorts 

of artifices; and the Mercenaries were hunted, repulsed, and enclosed like wild beasts. As soon as 

they entered a wood, the trees caught fire around them; when they drank of a spring it was 

poisoned; the caves in which they hid in order to sleep were walled up. Their old accomplices, 

the populations who had hitherto defended them, now pursued them; and they continually 

recognised Carthaginian armour in these bands. 

Many had their faces consumed with red tetters; this, they thought, had come to them through 

touching Hanno. Others imagined that it was because they had eaten Salammbô’s fishes, and far 

from repenting of it, they dreamed of even more abominable sacrileges, so that the abasement of 

the Punic Gods might be still greater. They would fain have exterminated them. 

In this way they lingered for three months along the eastern coast, and then behind the 

mountain of Selloum, and as far as the first sands of the desert. They sought for a place of refuge, 

no matter where. Utica and Hippo-Zarytus alone had not betrayed them; but Hamilcar was 

encompassing these two towns. Then they went northwards at haphazard without even knowing 

the various routes. Their many miseries had confused their understandings. 

The only feeling left them was one of exasperation, which went on developing; and one day 

they found themselves again in the gorges of Cobus and once more before Carthage! 

Then the actions multiplied. Fortune remained equal; but both sides were so wearied that they 

would willingly have exchanged these skirmishes for a great battle, provided that it were really 

the last. 

Matho was inclined to carry this proposal himself to the Suffet. One of his Libyans devoted 

himself for the purpose. All were convinced as they saw him depart that he would not return. 

He returned the same evening. 

Hamilcar accepted the challenge. The encounter should take place the following day at 

sunrise, in the plain of Rhades. 

The Mercenaries wished to know whether he had said anything more, and the Libyan added: 

“As I remained in his presence, he asked me what I was waiting for. ‘To be killed!’ I replied. 

Then he rejoined: ‘No! begone! that will be to-morrow with the rest.’” 

This generosity astonished the Barbarians; some were terrified by it, and Matho regretted that 

the emissary had not been killed. 

 

He had still remaining three thousand Africans, twelve hundred Greeks, fifteen hundred 

Campanians, two hundred Iberians, four hundred Etruscans, five hundred Samnites, forty Gauls, 

and a troop of Naffurs, nomad bandits met with in the date region—in all seven thousand two 

hundred and nineteen soldiers, but not one complete syntagmata. They had stopped up the holes 

in their cuirasses with the shoulder-blades of quadrupeds, and replaced their brass cothurni with 

worn sandals. Their garments were weighted with copper or steel plates; their coats of mail hung 

in tatters about them, and scars appeared like purple threads through the hair on their arms and 

faces. 



The wraiths of their dead companions came back to their souls and increased their energy; 

they felt, in a confused way, that they were the ministers of a god diffused in the hearts of the 

oppressed, and were the pontiffs, so to speak, of universal vengeance! Then they were enraged 

with grief at what was extravagant injustice, and above all by the sight of Carthage on the 

horizon. They swore an oath to fight for one another until death. 

The beasts of burden were killed, and as much as possible was eaten so as to gain strength; 

afterwards they slept. Some prayed, turning towards different constellations. 

The Carthaginians arrived first in the plain. They rubbed the edges of their shields with oil to 

make the arrows glide off them easily; the foot-soldiers who wore long hair took the precaution 

of cutting it on the forehead; and Hamilcar ordered all bowls to be inverted from the fifth hour, 

knowing that it is disadvantageous to fight with the stomach too full. His army amounted to 

fourteen thousand men, or about double the number of the Barbarians. Nevertheless, he had 

never felt such anxiety; if he succumbed it would mean the annihilation of the Republic, and he 

would perish on the cross; if, on the contrary, he triumphed, he would reach Italy by way of the 

Pyrenees, the Gauls, and the Alps, and the empire of the Barcas would become eternal. Twenty 

times during the night he rose to inspect everything himself, down to the most trifling details. As 

to the Carthaginians, they were exasperated by their lengthened terror. Narr’ Havas suspected the 

fidelity of his Numidians. Moreover, the Barbarians might vanquish them. A strange weakness 

had come upon him; every moment he drank large cups of water. 

But a man whom he did not know opened his tent and laid on the ground a crown of rock-salt, 

adorned with hieratic designs formed with sulphur, and lozenges of mother-of-pearl; a marriage 

crown was sometimes sent to a betrothed husband; it was a proof of love, a sort of invitation. 

Nevertheless Hamilcar’s daughter had no tenderness for Narr’ Havas. 

The recollection of Matho disturbed her in an intolerable manner; it seemed to her that the 

death of this man would unburden her thoughts, just as people to cure themselves of the bite of a 

viper crush it upon the wound. The king of the Numidians was depending upon her; he awaited 

the wedding with impatience, and, as it was to follow the victory, Salammbô made him this 

present to stimulate his courage. Then his distress vanished, and he thought only of the happiness 

of possessing so beautiful a woman. 

The same vision had assailed Matho; but he cast it from him immediately, and his love, that he 

thus thrust back, was poured out upon his companions in arms. He cherished them like portions 

of his own person, of his hatred,—and he felt his spirit higher, and his arms stronger; everything 

that he was to accomplish appeared clearly before him. If sighs sometimes escaped him, it was 

because he was thinking of Spendius. 

He drew up the Barbarians in six equal ranks. He posted the Etruscans in the centre, all being 

fastened to a bronze chain; the archers were behind, and on the wings he distributed the Naffurs, 

who were mounted on short-haired camels, covered with ostrich feathers. 

The Suffet arranged the Carthaginians in similar order. He placed the Clinabarians outside the 

infantry next to the velites, and the Numidians beyond; when day appeared, both sides were thus 

in line face to face. All gazed at each other from a distance, with round fierce eyes. There was at 

first some hesitation; at last both armies moved. 

The Barbarians advanced slowly so as not to become out of breath, beating the ground with 

their feet; the centre of the Punic army formed a convex curve. Then came the burst of a terrible 

shock, like the crash of two fleets in collision. The first rank of the Barbarians had quickly 

opened up, and the marksmen, hidden behind the others, discharged their bullets, arrows, and 



javelins. The curve of the Carthaginians, however, flattened by degrees, became quite straight, 

and then bent inwards; upon this, the two sections of the velites drew together in parallel lines, 

like the legs of a compass that is being closed. The Barbarians, who were attacking the phalanx 

with fury, entered the gap; they were being lost; Matho checked them,—and while the 

Carthaginian wings continued to advance, he drew out the three inner ranks of his line; they soon 

covered his flanks, and his army appeared in triple array. 

But the Barbarians placed at the extremities were the weakest, especially those on the left, 

who had exhausted their quivers, and the troop of velites, which had at last come up against 

them, was cutting them up greatly. 

Matho made them fall back. His right comprised Campanians, who were armed with axes; he 

hurled them against the Carthaginian left; the centre attacked the enemy, and those at the other 

extremity, who were out of peril, kept the velites at a distance. 

Then Hamilcar divided his horsemen into squadrons, placed hoplites between them, and sent 

them against the Mercenaries. 

Those cone-shaped masses presented a front of horses, and their broader sides were filled and 

bristling with lances. The Barbarians found it impossible to resist; the Greek foot-soldiers alone 

had brazen armour, all the rest had cutlasses on the end of poles, scythes taken from the farms, or 

swords manufactured out of the fellies of wheels; the soft blades were twisted by a blow, and 

while they were engaged in straightening them under their heels, the Carthaginians massacred 

them right and left at their ease. 

But the Etruscans, riveted to their chain, did not stir; those who were dead, being prevented 

from falling, formed an obstruction with their corpses; and the great bronze line widened and 

contracted in turn, as supple as a serpent, and as impregnable as a wall. The Barbarians would 

come to re-form behind it, pant for a minute, and then set off again with the fragments of their 

weapons in their hands. 

Many already had none left, and they leaped upon the Carthaginians, biting their faces like 

dogs. The Gauls in their pride stripped themselves of the sagum; they showed their great white 

bodies from a distance, and they enlarged their wounds to terrify the enemy. The voice of the 

crier announcing the orders could no longer be heard in the midst of the Punic syntagmata; their 

signals were being repeated by the standards, which were raised above the dust, and every one 

was swept away in the swaying of the great mass that surrounded him. 

Hamilcar commanded the Numidians to advance. But the Naffurs rushed to meet them. 

Clad in vast black robes, with a tuft of hair on the top of the skull, and a shield of rhinoceros 

leather, they wielded a steel which had no handle, and which they held by a rope; and their 

camels, which bristled all over with feathers, uttered long, hoarse cluckings. Each blade fell on a 

precise spot, then rose again with a smart stroke carrying off a limb with it. The fierce beasts 

galloped through the syntagmata. Some, whose legs were broken, went hopping along like 

wounded ostriches. 

The Punic infantry turned in a body upon the Barbarians, and cut them off. Their maniples 

wheeled about at intervals from one another. The more brilliant Carthaginian weapons encircled 

them like golden crowns; there was a swarming movement in the centre, and the sun, striking 

down upon the points of the swords, made them glitter with white flickering gleams. However, 

files of Clinabarians lay stretched upon the plain; some Mercenaries snatched away their armour, 

clothed themselves in it, and then returned to the fray. The deluded Carthaginians were several 

times entangled in their midst. They would stand stupidly motionless, or else would back, surge 



again, and triumphant shouts rising in the distance seemed to drive them along like derelicts in a 

storm. Hamilcar was growing desperate; all was about to perish beneath the genius of Matho and 

the invincible courage of the Mercenaries. 

But a great noise of tabourines burst forth on the horizon. It was a crowd of old men, sick 

persons, children of fifteen years of age, and even women, who, being unable to withstand their 

distress any longer, had set out from Carthage, and, for the purpose of placing themselves under 

the protection of something formidable, had taken from Hamilcar’s palace the only elephant that 

the Republic now possessed,—that one, namely, whose trunk had been cut off. 

Then it seemed to the Carthaginians that their country, forsaking its walls, was coming to 

command them to die for her. They were seized with increased fury, and the Numidians carried 

away all the rest. 

The Barbarians had set themselves with their backs to a hillock in the centre of the plain. They 

had no chance of conquering, or even of surviving; but they were the best, the most intrepid, and 

the strongest. 

The people from Carthage began to throw spits, larding-pins and hammers, over the heads of 

the Numidians; those whom consuls had feared died beneath sticks hurled by women; the Punic 

populace was exterminating the Mercenaries. 

The latter had taken refuge on the top of the hill. Their circle closed up after every fresh 

breach; twice it descended to be immediately repulsed with a shock; and the Carthaginians 

stretched forth their arms pell-mell, thrusting their pikes between the legs of their companions, 

and raking at random before them. They slipped in the blood; the steep slope of the ground made 

the corpses roll to the bottom. The elephant, which was trying to climb the hillock, was up to its 

belly; it seemed to be crawling over them with delight; and its shortened trunk, which was broad 

at the extremity, rose from time to time like an enormous leech. 

Then all paused. The Carthaginians ground their teeth as they gazed at the hill, where the 

Barbarians were standing. 

At last they dashed at them abruptly, and the fight began again. The Mercenaries would often 

let them approach, shouting to them that they wished to surrender; then, with frightful sneers, 

they would kill themselves at a blow, and as the dead fell, the rest would mount upon them to 

defend themselves. It was a kind of pyramid, which grew larger by degrees. 

Soon there were only fifty, then only twenty, only three, and lastly only two—a Samnite 

armed with an axe, and Matho who still had his sword. 

The Samnite with bent hams swept his axe alternately to the right and left, at the same time 

warning Matho of the blows that were being aimed at him. “Master, this way! that way! stoop 

down!” 

Matho had lost his shoulder-pieces, his helmet, his cuirass; he was completely naked, and 

more livid than the dead, with his hair quite erect, and two patches of foam at the corners of his 

lips,—and his sword whirled so rapidly that it formed an aureola around him. A stone broke it 

near the guard; the Samnite was killed and the flood of Carthaginians closed in, they touched 

Matho. Then he raised both his empty hands towards heaven, closed his eyes, and, opening out 

his arms like a man throwing himself from the summit of a promontory into the sea, hurled 

himself among the pikes. 

They moved away before him. Several times he ran against the Carthaginians. But they always 

drew back and turned their weapons aside. 



His foot struck against a sword. Matho tried to seize it. He felt himself tied by the wrists and 

knees, and fell. 

Narr’ Havas had been following him for some time, step by step, with one of the large nets 

used for capturing wild beasts, and, taking advantage of the moment when he stooped down, had 

involved him in it. 

Then he was fastened on the elephants with his four limbs forming a cross; and all those who 

were not wounded escorted him, and rushed with great tumult towards Carthage. 

The news of the victory had arrived in some inexplicable way at the third hour of the night; the 

clepsydra of Khamon had just completed the fifth as they reached Malqua; then Matho opened 

his eyes. There were so many lights in the houses that the town appeared to be all in flames. 

An immense clamour reached him dimly; and lying on his back he looked at the stars. 

Then a door closed and he was wrapped in darkness. 

On the morrow, at the same hour, the last of the men left in the Pass of the Hatchet expired. 

On the day that their companions had set out, some Zuaeces who were returning had tumbled 

the rocks down, and had fed them for some time. 

The Barbarians constantly expected to see Matho appear,—and from discouragement, from 

languor, and from the obstinacy of sick men who object to change their situation, they would not 

leave the mountain; at last the provisions were exhausted and the Zuaeces went away. It was 

known that they numbered scarcely more than thirteen hundred men, and there was no need to 

employ soldiers to put an end to them. 

Wild beasts, especially lions, had multiplied during the three years that the war had lasted. 

Narr’ Havas had held a great battue, and—after tying goats at intervals—had run upon them and 

so driven them towards the Pass of the Hatchet;—and they were now all living in it when a man 

arrived who had been sent by the Ancients to find out what there was left of the Barbarians. 

Lions and corpses were lying over the tract of the plain, and the dead were mingled with 

clothes and armour. Nearly all had the face or an arm wanting; some appeared to be still intact; 

others were completely dried up, and their helmets were filled with powdery skulls; feet which 

had lost their flesh stood out straight from the knemides; skeletons still wore their cloaks; and 

bones, cleaned by the sun, made gleaming spots in the midst of the sand. 

The lions were resting with their breasts against the ground and both paws stretched out, 

winking their eyelids in the bright daylight, which was heightened by the reflection from the 

white rocks. Others were seated on their hind-quarters and staring before them, or else were 

sleeping, rolled into a ball and half hidden by their great manes; they all looked well fed, tired, 

and dull. They were as motionless as the mountain and the dead. Night was falling; the sky was 

striped with broad red bands in the west. 

In one of the heaps, which in an irregular fashion embossed the plain, something rose up 

vaguer than a spectre. Then one of the lions set himself in motion, his monstrous form cutting a 

black shadow on the background of the purple sky, and when he was quite close to the man, he 

knocked him down with a single blow of his paw. 

Then, stretching himself flat upon him, he slowly drew out the entrails with the edge of his 

teeth. 

Afterwards he opened his huge jaws, and for some minutes uttered a lengthened roar which 

was repeated by the echoes in the mountain, and was finally lost in the solitude. 



Suddenly some small gravel rolled down from above. The rustling of rapid steps was heard, 

and in the direction of the portcullis and of the gorge there appeared pointed muzzles and straight 

ears, with gleaming, tawny eyes. These were the jackals coming to eat what was left. 

The Carthaginian, who was leaning over the top of the precipice to look, went back again. 

  



CHAPTER XV MATHO 

There were rejoicings at Carthage,—rejoicings deep, universal, extravagant, frantic; the holes 

of the ruins had been stopped up, the statues of the gods had been repainted, the streets were 

strewn with myrtle branches, incense smoked at the corners of the crossways, and the throng on 

the terraces looked, in their variegated garments, like heaps of flowers blooming in the air. 

The shouts of the water-carriers watering the pavement rose above the continual screaming of 

voices; slaves belonging to Hamilcar offered in his name roasted barley and pieces of raw meat; 

people accosted one another, and embraced one another with tears; the Tyrian towns were taken, 

the nomads dispersed, and all the Barbarians annihilated. The Acropolis was hidden beneath 

coloured velaria; the beaks of the triremes, drawn up in line outside the mole, shone like a dyke 

of diamonds; everywhere there was a sense of the restoration of order, the beginning of a new 

existence, and the diffusion of vast happiness: it was the day of Salammbô’s marriage with the 

King of the Numidians. 

On the terrace of the temple of Khamon there were three long tables laden with gigantic plate, 

at which the priests, Ancients, and the rich were to sit, and there was a fourth and higher one for 

Hamilcar, Narr’ Havas, and Salammbô; for as she had saved her country by the restoration of the 

zaïmph, the people turned her wedding day into a national rejoicing, and were waiting in the 

square below till she should appear. 

But their impatience was excited by another and more acrid longing: Matho’s death has been 

promised for the ceremony. 

It had been proposed at first to flay him alive, to pour lead into his entrails, to kill him with 

hunger; he should be tied to a tree, and an ape behind him should strike him on the head with a 

stone; he had offended Tanith, and the cynocephaluses of Tanith should avenge her. Others were 

of opinion that he should be led about on a dromedary after linen wicks, dipped in oil, had been 

inserted in his body in several places;—and they took pleasure in the thought of the large animal 

wandering through the streets with this man writhing beneath the fires like a candelabrum blown 

about by the wind. 

But what citizens should be charged with his torture, and why disappoint the rest? They would 

have liked a kind of death in which the whole town might take part, in which every hand, every 

weapon, everything Carthaginian, to the very paving-stones in the streets and the waves in the 

gulf, could rend him, and crush him, and annihilate him. Accordingly the Ancients decided that 

he should go from his prison to the square of Khamon without any escort, and with his arms 

fastened to his back; it was forbidden to strike him to the heart, in order that he might live the 

longer; to put out his eyes, so that he might see the torture through; to hurl anything against his 

person, or to lay more than three fingers upon him at a time. 

Although he was not to appear until the end of the day, the people sometimes fancied that he 

could be seen, and the crowd would rush towards the Acropolis, and empty the streets, to return 

with lengthened murmurings. Some people had remained standing in the same place since the 

day before, and they would call on one another from a distance and show their nails which they 

had allowed to grow, the better to bury them into his flesh. Others walked restlessly up and 

down; some were as pale as though they were awaiting their own execution. 

Suddenly lofty feather fans rose above the heads, behind the Mappalian district. It was 

Salammbô leaving her palace; a sigh of relief found vent. 

But the procession was long in coming; it marched with deliberation. 



First there filed past the priests of the Patæc Gods, then those of Eschmoun, of Melkarth, and 

all the other colleges in succession, with the same insignia, and in the same order as had been 

observed at the time of the sacrifice. The pontiffs of Moloch passed with heads bent, and the 

multitude stood aside from them in a kind of remorse. But the priests of Rabbetna advanced with 

a proud step, and with lyres in their hands; the priestesses followed them in transparent robes of 

yellow or black, uttering cries like birds and writhing like vipers, or else whirling round to the 

sound of flutes to imitate the dance of the stars, while their light garments wafted puffs of 

delicate scents through the streets. 

The Kedeschim, with painted eyelids, who symbolised the hermaphrodism of the Divinity, 

received applause among these women, and, being perfumed and dressed like them, they 

resembled them in spite of their flat breasts and narrower hips. Moreover, on this day the female 

principle dominated and confused all things; a mystic voluptuousness moved in the heavy air; the 

torches were already lighted in the depths of the sacred woods; there was to be a great 

celebration there during the night; three vessels had brought courtesans from Sicily, and others 

had come from the desert. 

As the colleges arrived they ranged themselves in the courts of the temples, on the outer 

galleries, and along double staircases which rose against the walls, and drew together at the top. 

Files of white robes appeared between the colonnades, and the architecture was peopled with 

human statues, motionless as statues of stone. 

Then came the masters of the exchequer, the governors of the provinces, and all the rich. A 

great tumult prevailed below. Adjacent streets were discharging the crowd, hierodules were 

driving it back with blows of sticks; and then Salammbô appeared in a litter surmounted by a 

purple canopy, and surrounded by the Ancients crowned with their golden tiaras. 

Thereupon an immense shout arose; the cymbals and crotala sounded more loudly, the 

tabourines thundered, and the great purple canopy sank between the two pylons. 

It appeared again on the first landing. Salammbô was walking slowly beneath it; then she 

crossed the terrace to take her seat behind on a kind of throne cut out of the carapace of a 

tortoise. An ivory stool with three steps was pushed beneath her feet; two Negro children knelt 

on the edge of the first step, and sometimes she would rest both arms, which were laden with 

rings of excessive weight, upon their heads. 

From ankle to hip she was covered with a network of narrow meshes which were in imitation 

of fish scales, and shone like mother-of-pearl; her waist was clasped by a blue zone, which 

allowed her breasts to be seen through two crescent-shaped slashings; the nipples were hidden by 

carbuncle pendants. She had a headdress made of peacock’s feathers studded with gems; an 

ample cloak, as white as snow, fell behind her,—and with her elbows at her sides, her knees 

pressed together, and circles of diamonds on the upper part of her arms, she remained perfectly 

upright in a hieratic attitude. 

Her father and her husband were on two lower seats, Narr’ Havas dressed in a light simar and 

wearing his crown of rock-salt, from which there strayed two tresses of hair as twisted as the 

horns of Ammon; and Hamilcar in a violet tunic figured with gold vine branches, and with a 

battle-sword at his side. 

The python of the temple of Eschmoun lay on the ground amid pools of pink oil in the space 

enclosed by the tables, and, biting its tail, described a large black circle. In the middle of the 

circle there was a copper pillar bearing a crystal egg; and, as the sun shone upon it, rays were 

emitted on every side. 



Behind Salammbô stretched the priests of Tanith in linen robes; on her right the Ancients, in 

their tiaras, formed a great gold line, and on the other side the rich with their emerald sceptres a 

great green line,—while quite in the background, where the priests of Moloch were ranged, the 

cloaks looked like a wall of purple. The other colleges occupied the lower terraces. The 

multitude obstructed the streets. It reached to the house-tops, and extended in long files to the 

summit of the Acropolis. Having thus the people at her feet, the firmament above her head, and 

around her the immensity of the sea, the gulf, the mountains, and the distant provinces, 

Salammbô in her splendour was blended with Tanith, and seemed the very genius of Carthage, 

and its embodied soul. 

The feast was to last all night, and lamps with several branches were planted like trees on the 

painted woollen cloths which covered the low tables. Large electrum flagons, blue glass 

amphoras, tortoise-shell spoons, and small round loaves were crowded between the double row 

of pearl-bordered plates; bunches of grapes with their leaves had been rolled round ivory vine-

stocks after the fashion of the thyrsus; blocks of snow were melting on ebony trays, and lemons, 

pomegranates, gourds, and watermelons formed hillocks beneath the lofty silver plate; boars with 

open jaws were wallowing in the dust of spices; hares, covered with their fur, appeared to be 

bounding amid the flowers; there were shells filled with forcemeat; the pastry had symbolic 

shapes; when the covers of the dishes were removed doves flew out. 

The slaves, meanwhile, with tunics tucked up, were going about on tiptoe; from time to time a 

hymn sounded on the lyres, or a choir of voices rose. The clamour of the people, continuous as 

the noise of the sea, floated vaguely around the feast, and seemed to lull it in a broader harmony; 

some recalled the banquet of the Mercenaries; they gave themselves up to dreams of happiness; 

the sun was beginning to go down, and the crescent of the moon was already rising in another 

part of the sky. 

But Salammbô turned her head as though some one had called her; the people, who were 

watching her, followed the direction of her eyes. 

The door of the dungeon, hewn in the rock at the foot of the temple, on the summit of the 

Acropolis, had just opened; and a man was standing on the threshold of this black hole. 

He came forth bent double, with the scared look of fallow deer when suddenly enlarged. 

The light dazzled him; he stood motionless awhile. All had recognised him, and they held their 

breath. 

In their eyes the body of this victim was something peculiarly theirs, and was adorned with 

almost religious splendour. They bent forward to see him, especially the women. They burned to 

gaze upon him who had caused the deaths of their children and husbands; and from the bottom of 

their souls there sprang up in spite of themselves an infamous curiosity, a desire to know him 

completely, a wish mingled with remorse which turned to increased execration. 

At last he advanced; then the stupefaction of surprise disappeared. Numbers of arms were 

raised, and he was lost to sight. 

The staircase of the Acropolis had sixty steps. He descended them as though he were rolled 

down in a torrent from the top of a mountain; three times he was seen to leap, and then he 

alighted below on his feet. 

His shoulders were bleeding, his breast was panting with great shocks; and he made such 

efforts to burst his bonds that his arms, which were crossed on his naked loins, swelled like 

pieces of a serpent. 



Several streets began in front of him, leading from the spot at which he found himself. In each 

of them a triple row of bronze chains fastened to the navels of the Patæc gods extended in 

parallel lines from one end to the other; the crowd was massed against the houses, and servants, 

belonging to the Ancients, walked in the middle brandishing thongs. 

One of them drove him forward with a great blow; Matho began to move. 

They thrust their arms over the chains shouting out that the road had been left too wide for 

him; and he passed along, felt, pricked, and slashed by all those fingers; when he reached the end 

of one street another appeared; several times he flung himself to one side to bite them; they 

speedily dispersed, the chains held him back, and the crowd burst out laughing. 

A child rent his ear; a young girl, hiding the point of a spindle in her sleeve, split his cheek; 

they tore handfuls of hair from him and strips of flesh; others smeared his face with sponges 

steeped in filth and fastened upon sticks. A stream of blood started from the right side of his 

neck, frenzy immediately set in. This last Barbarian was to them a representative of all the 

Barbarians, and all the army; they were taking vengeance on him for their disasters, their terrors, 

and their shame. The rage of the mob developed with its gratification; the curving chains were 

over-strained, and were on the point of breaking; the people did not feel the blows of the slaves 

who struck at them to drive them back; some clung to the projections of the houses; all the 

openings in the walls were stopped up with heads; and they howled at him the mischief that they 

could not inflict upon him. 

It was atrocious, filthy abuse mingled with ironical encouragements and imprecations; and, his 

present tortures not being enough for them, they foretold to him others that should be still more 

terrible in eternity. 

This vast baying filled Carthage with stupid continuity. Frequently a single syllable—a hoarse, 

deep, and frantic intonation—would be repeated for several minutes by the entire people. The 

walls would vibrate with it from top to bottom, and both sides of the street would seem to Matho 

to be coming against him, and carrying him off the ground, like two immense arms stifling him 

in the air. 

Nevertheless he remembered that he had experienced something like it before. The same 

crowd was on the terraces, there were the same looks and the same wrath; but then he had 

walked free, all had then dispersed, for a god covered him;—and the recollection of this, gaining 

precision by degrees, brought a crushing sadness upon him. Shadows passed before his eyes; the 

town whirled round in his head, his blood streamed from a wound in his hip, he felt that he was 

dying; his hams bent, and he sank quite gently upon the pavement. 

Some one went to the peristyle of the temple of Melkarth, took thence the bar of a tripod, 

heated red hot in the coals, and, slipping it beneath the first chain, pressed it against his wound. 

The flesh was seen to smoke; the hootings of the people drowned his voice; he was standing 

again. 

Six paces further on, and he fell a third and again a fourth time; but some new torture always 

made him rise. They discharged little drops of boiling oil through tubes at him; they strewed 

pieces of broken glass beneath his feet; still he walked on. At the corner of the street of Satheb he 

leaned his back against the wall beneath the pent-house of a shop, and advanced no further. 

The slaves of the Council struck him with their whips of hippopotamus leather, so furiously 

and long that the fringes of their tunics were drenched with sweat. Matho appeared insensible; 

suddenly he started off and began to run at random, making a noise with his lips like one 



shivering with severe cold. He threaded the street of Boudes, and the street of Soepo, crossed the 

Green Market, and reached the square of Khamon. 

He now belonged to the priests; the slaves had just dispersed the crowd, and there was more 

room. Matho gazed round him and his eyes encountered Salammbô. 

At the first step that he had taken she had risen; then, as he approached, she had involuntarily 

advanced by degrees to the edge of the terrace; and soon all external things were blotted out, and 

she saw only Matho. Silence fell in her soul,—one of those abysses wherein the whole world 

disappears beneath the pressure of a single thought, a memory, a look. This man who was 

walking towards her attracted her. 

Excepting his eyes he had no appearance of humanity left; he was a long, perfectly red shape; 

his broken bonds hung down his thighs, but they could not be distinguished from the tendons of 

his wrists, which were laid quite bare; his mouth remained wide open; from his eye-sockets there 

darted flames which seemed to rise up to his hair;—and the wretch still walked on! 

He reached the foot of the terrace. Salammbô was leaning over the balustrade; those frightful 

eyeballs were scanning her, and there rose within her a consciousness of all that he had suffered 

for her. Although he was in his death agony she could see him once more kneeling in his tent, 

encircling her waist with his arms, and stammering out gentle words; she thirsted to feel them 

and hear them again; she did not want him to die! At this moment Matho gave a great start; she 

was on the point of shrieking aloud. He fell backwards and did not stir again. 

Salammbô was borne back, nearly swooning, to her throne by the priests who flocked about 

her. They congratulated her; it was her work. All clapped their hands and stamped their feet, 

howling her name. 

A man darted upon the corpse. Although he had no beard he had the cloak of a priest of 

Moloch on his shoulder, and in his belt that species of knife which they employed for cutting up 

the sacred meat, and which terminated, at the end of the handle, in a golden spatula. He cleft 

Matho’s breast with a single blow, then snatched out the heart and laid it upon the spoon; and 

Schahabarim, uplifting his arm, offered it to the sun. 

The sun sank behind the waves; his rays fell like long arrows upon the red heart. As the 

beatings diminished the planet sank into the sea; and at the last palpitation it disappeared. 

Then from the gulf to the lagoon, and from the isthmus to the pharos, in all the streets, on all 

the houses, and on all the temples, there was a single shout; sometimes it paused, to be again 

renewed; the buildings shook with it; Carthage was convulsed, as it were, in the spasm of Titanic 

joy and boundless hope. 

Narr’ Havas, drunk with pride, passed his left arm beneath Salammbô’s waist in token of 

possession; and taking a gold patera in his right hand, he drank to the Genius of Carthage. 

Salammbô rose like her husband, with a cup in her hand, to drink also. She fell down again 

with her head lying over the back of the throne,—pale, stiff, with parted lips,—and her loosened 

hair hung to the ground. 

Thus died Hamilcar’s daughter for having touched the mantle of Tanith. 
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PART I. 

CHAPTER I. 

In the days when the spinning-wheels hummed busily in the farmhouses—and even great 

ladies, clothed in silk and thread-lace, had their toy spinning-wheels of polished oak—there 

might be seen in districts far away among the lanes, or deep in the bosom of the hills, certain 

pallid undersized men, who, by the side of the brawny country-folk, looked like the remnants of 

a disinherited race. The shepherd’s dog barked fiercely when one of these alien-looking men 

appeared on the upland, dark against the early winter sunset; for what dog likes a figure bent 

under a heavy bag?—and these pale men rarely stirred abroad without that mysterious burden. 

The shepherd himself, though he had good reason to believe that the bag held nothing but flaxen 

thread, or else the long rolls of strong linen spun from that thread, was not quite sure that this 

trade of weaving, indispensable though it was, could be carried on entirely without the help of 

the Evil One. In that far-off time superstition clung easily round every person or thing that was at 

all unwonted, or even intermittent and occasional merely, like the visits of the pedlar or the 

knife-grinder. No one knew where wandering men had their homes or their origin; and how was 

a man to be explained unless you at least knew somebody who knew his father and mother? To 

the peasants of old times, the world outside their own direct experience was a region of 

vagueness and mystery: to their untravelled thought a state of wandering was a conception as 

dim as the winter life of the swallows that came back with the spring; and even a settler, if he 

came from distant parts, hardly ever ceased to be viewed with a remnant of distrust, which would 

have prevented any surprise if a long course of inoffensive conduct on his part had ended in the 

commission of a crime; especially if he had any reputation for knowledge, or showed any skill in 

handicraft. All cleverness, whether in the rapid use of that difficult instrument the tongue, or in 

some other art unfamiliar to villagers, was in itself suspicious: honest folk, born and bred in a 

visible manner, were mostly not overwise or clever—at least, not beyond such a matter as 

knowing the signs of the weather; and the process by which rapidity and dexterity of any kind 

were acquired was so wholly hidden, that they partook of the nature of conjuring. In this way it 

came to pass that those scattered linen-weavers—emigrants from the town into the country—

were to the last regarded as aliens by their rustic neighbours, and usually contracted the eccentric 

habits which belong to a state of loneliness. 

In the early years of this century, such a linen-weaver, named Silas Marner, worked at his 

vocation in a stone cottage that stood among the nutty hedgerows near the village of Raveloe, 

and not far from the edge of a deserted stone-pit. The questionable sound of Silas’s loom, so 

unlike the natural cheerful trotting of the winnowing-machine, or the simpler rhythm of the flail, 

had a half-fearful fascination for the Raveloe boys, who would often leave off their nutting or 

birds’-nesting to peep in at the window of the stone cottage, counterbalancing a certain awe at 

the mysterious action of the loom, by a pleasant sense of scornful superiority, drawn from the 

mockery of its alternating noises, along with the bent, tread-mill attitude of the weaver. But 

sometimes it happened that Marner, pausing to adjust an irregularity in his thread, became aware 

of the small scoundrels, and, though chary of his time, he liked their intrusion so ill that he would 

descend from his loom, and, opening the door, would fix on them a gaze that was always enough 

to make them take to their legs in terror. For how was it possible to believe that those large 



brown protuberant eyes in Silas Marner’s pale face really saw nothing very distinctly that was 

not close to them, and not rather that their dreadful stare could dart cramp, or rickets, or a wry 

mouth at any boy who happened to be in the rear? They had, perhaps, heard their fathers and 

mothers hint that Silas Marner could cure folks’ rheumatism if he had a mind, and add, still more 

darkly, that if you could only speak the devil fair enough, he might save you the cost of the 

doctor. Such strange lingering echoes of the old demon-worship might perhaps even now be 

caught by the diligent listener among the grey-haired peasantry; for the rude mind with difficulty 

associates the ideas of power and benignity. A shadowy conception of power that by much 

persuasion can be induced to refrain from inflicting harm, is the shape most easily taken by the 

sense of the Invisible in the minds of men who have always been pressed close by primitive 

wants, and to whom a life of hard toil has never been illuminated by any enthusiastic religious 

faith. To them pain and mishap present a far wider range of possibilities than gladness and 

enjoyment: their imagination is almost barren of the images that feed desire and hope, but is all 

overgrown by recollections that are a perpetual pasture to fear. “Is there anything you can fancy 

that you would like to eat?” I once said to an old labouring man, who was in his last illness, and 

who had refused all the food his wife had offered him. “No,” he answered, “I’ve never been used 

to nothing but common victual, and I can’t eat that.” Experience had bred no fancies in him that 

could raise the phantasm of appetite. 

And Raveloe was a village where many of the old echoes lingered, undrowned by new voices. 

Not that it was one of those barren parishes lying on the outskirts of civilization—inhabited by 

meagre sheep and thinly-scattered shepherds: on the contrary, it lay in the rich central plain of 

what we are pleased to call Merry England, and held farms which, speaking from a spiritual 

point of view, paid highly-desirable tithes. But it was nestled in a snug well-wooded hollow, 

quite an hour’s journey on horseback from any turnpike, where it was never reached by the 

vibrations of the coach-horn, or of public opinion. It was an important-looking village, with a 

fine old church and large churchyard in the heart of it, and two or three large brick-and-stone 

homesteads, with well-walled orchards and ornamental weathercocks, standing close upon the 

road, and lifting more imposing fronts than the rectory, which peeped from among the trees on 

the other side of the churchyard:—a village which showed at once the summits of its social life, 

and told the practised eye that there was no great park and manor-house in the vicinity, but that 

there were several chiefs in Raveloe who could farm badly quite at their ease, drawing enough 

money from their bad farming, in those war times, to live in a rollicking fashion, and keep a jolly 

Christmas, Whitsun, and Easter tide. 

It was fifteen years since Silas Marner had first come to Raveloe; he was then simply a pallid 

young man, with prominent short-sighted brown eyes, whose appearance would have had 

nothing strange for people of average culture and experience, but for the villagers near whom he 

had come to settle it had mysterious peculiarities which corresponded with the exceptional nature 

of his occupation, and his advent from an unknown region called “North’ard”. So had his way of 

life:—he invited no comer to step across his door-sill, and he never strolled into the village to 

drink a pint at the Rainbow, or to gossip at the wheelwright’s: he sought no man or woman, save 

for the purposes of his calling, or in order to supply himself with necessaries; and it was soon 

clear to the Raveloe lasses that he would never urge one of them to accept him against her will—

quite as if he had heard them declare that they would never marry a dead man come to life again. 

This view of Marner’s personality was not without another ground than his pale face and 

unexampled eyes; for Jem Rodney, the mole-catcher, averred that one evening as he was 

returning homeward, he saw Silas Marner leaning against a stile with a heavy bag on his back, 



instead of resting the bag on the stile as a man in his senses would have done; and that, on 

coming up to him, he saw that Marner’s eyes were set like a dead man’s, and he spoke to him, 

and shook him, and his limbs were stiff, and his hands clutched the bag as if they’d been made of 

iron; but just as he had made up his mind that the weaver was dead, he came all right again, like, 

as you might say, in the winking of an eye, and said “Good-night”, and walked off. All this Jem 

swore he had seen, more by token that it was the very day he had been mole-catching on Squire 

Cass’s land, down by the old saw-pit. Some said Marner must have been in a “fit”, a word which 

seemed to explain things otherwise incredible; but the argumentative Mr. Macey, clerk of the 

parish, shook his head, and asked if anybody was ever known to go off in a fit and not fall down. 

A fit was a stroke, wasn’t it? and it was in the nature of a stroke to partly take away the use of a 

man’s limbs and throw him on the parish, if he’d got no children to look to. No, no; it was no 

stroke that would let a man stand on his legs, like a horse between the shafts, and then walk off 

as soon as you can say “Gee!” But there might be such a thing as a man’s soul being loose from 

his body, and going out and in, like a bird out of its nest and back; and that was how folks got 

over-wise, for they went to school in this shell-less state to those who could teach them more 

than their neighbours could learn with their five senses and the parson. And where did Master 

Marner get his knowledge of herbs from—and charms too, if he liked to give them away? Jem 

Rodney’s story was no more than what might have been expected by anybody who had seen how 

Marner had cured Sally Oates, and made her sleep like a baby, when her heart had been beating 

enough to burst her body, for two months and more, while she had been under the doctor’s care. 

He might cure more folks if he would; but he was worth speaking fair, if it was only to keep him 

from doing you a mischief. 

It was partly to this vague fear that Marner was indebted for protecting him from the 

persecution that his singularities might have drawn upon him, but still more to the fact that, the 

old linen-weaver in the neighbouring parish of Tarley being dead, his handicraft made him a 

highly welcome settler to the richer housewives of the district, and even to the more provident 

cottagers, who had their little stock of yarn at the year’s end. Their sense of his usefulness would 

have counteracted any repugnance or suspicion which was not confirmed by a deficiency in the 

quality or the tale of the cloth he wove for them. And the years had rolled on without producing 

any change in the impressions of the neighbours concerning Marner, except the change from 

novelty to habit. At the end of fifteen years the Raveloe men said just the same things about Silas 

Marner as at the beginning: they did not say them quite so often, but they believed them much 

more strongly when they did say them. There was only one important addition which the years 

had brought: it was, that Master Marner had laid by a fine sight of money somewhere, and that 

he could buy up “bigger men” than himself. 

But while opinion concerning him had remained nearly stationary, and his daily habits had 

presented scarcely any visible change, Marner’s inward life had been a history and a 

metamorphosis, as that of every fervid nature must be when it has fled, or been condemned, to 

solitude. His life, before he came to Raveloe, had been filled with the movement, the mental 

activity, and the close fellowship, which, in that day as in this, marked the life of an artisan early 

incorporated in a narrow religious sect, where the poorest layman has the chance of 

distinguishing himself by gifts of speech, and has, at the very least, the weight of a silent voter in 

the government of his community. Marner was highly thought of in that little hidden world, 

known to itself as the church assembling in Lantern Yard; he was believed to be a young man of 

exemplary life and ardent faith; and a peculiar interest had been centred in him ever since he had 

fallen, at a prayer-meeting, into a mysterious rigidity and suspension of consciousness, which, 



lasting for an hour or more, had been mistaken for death. To have sought a medical explanation 

for this phenomenon would have been held by Silas himself, as well as by his minister and 

fellow-members, a wilful self-exclusion from the spiritual significance that might lie therein. 

Silas was evidently a brother selected for a peculiar discipline; and though the effort to interpret 

this discipline was discouraged by the absence, on his part, of any spiritual vision during his 

outward trance, yet it was believed by himself and others that its effect was seen in an accession 

of light and fervour. A less truthful man than he might have been tempted into the subsequent 

creation of a vision in the form of resurgent memory; a less sane man might have believed in 

such a creation; but Silas was both sane and honest, though, as with many honest and fervent 

men, culture had not defined any channels for his sense of mystery, and so it spread itself over 

the proper pathway of inquiry and knowledge. He had inherited from his mother some 

acquaintance with medicinal herbs and their preparation—a little store of wisdom which she had 

imparted to him as a solemn bequest—but of late years he had had doubts about the lawfulness 

of applying this knowledge, believing that herbs could have no efficacy without prayer, and that 

prayer might suffice without herbs; so that the inherited delight he had in wandering in the fields 

in search of foxglove and dandelion and coltsfoot, began to wear to him the character of a 

temptation. 

Among the members of his church there was one young man, a little older than himself, with 

whom he had long lived in such close friendship that it was the custom of their Lantern Yard 

brethren to call them David and Jonathan. The real name of the friend was William Dane, and he, 

too, was regarded as a shining instance of youthful piety, though somewhat given to over-

severity towards weaker brethren, and to be so dazzled by his own light as to hold himself wiser 

than his teachers. But whatever blemishes others might discern in William, to his friend’s mind 

he was faultless; for Marner had one of those impressible self-doubting natures which, at an 

inexperienced age, admire imperativeness and lean on contradiction. The expression of trusting 

simplicity in Marner’s face, heightened by that absence of special observation, that defenceless, 

deer-like gaze which belongs to large prominent eyes, was strongly contrasted by the self-

complacent suppression of inward triumph that lurked in the narrow slanting eyes and 

compressed lips of William Dane. One of the most frequent topics of conversation between the 

two friends was Assurance of salvation: Silas confessed that he could never arrive at anything 

higher than hope mingled with fear, and listened with longing wonder when William declared 

that he had possessed unshaken assurance ever since, in the period of his conversion, he had 

dreamed that he saw the words “calling and election sure” standing by themselves on a white 

page in the open Bible. Such colloquies have occupied many a pair of pale-faced weavers, whose 

unnurtured souls have been like young winged things, fluttering forsaken in the twilight. 

It had seemed to the unsuspecting Silas that the friendship had suffered no chill even from his 

formation of another attachment of a closer kind. For some months he had been engaged to a 

young servant-woman, waiting only for a little increase to their mutual savings in order to their 

marriage; and it was a great delight to him that Sarah did not object to William’s occasional 

presence in their Sunday interviews. It was at this point in their history that Silas’s cataleptic fit 

occurred during the prayer-meeting; and amidst the various queries and expressions of interest 

addressed to him by his fellow-members, William’s suggestion alone jarred with the general 

sympathy towards a brother thus singled out for special dealings. He observed that, to him, this 

trance looked more like a visitation of Satan than a proof of divine favour, and exhorted his 

friend to see that he hid no accursed thing within his soul. Silas, feeling bound to accept rebuke 

and admonition as a brotherly office, felt no resentment, but only pain, at his friend’s doubts 



concerning him; and to this was soon added some anxiety at the perception that Sarah’s manner 

towards him began to exhibit a strange fluctuation between an effort at an increased 

manifestation of regard and involuntary signs of shrinking and dislike. He asked her if she 

wished to break off their engagement; but she denied this: their engagement was known to the 

church, and had been recognized in the prayer-meetings; it could not be broken off without strict 

investigation, and Sarah could render no reason that would be sanctioned by the feeling of the 

community. At this time the senior deacon was taken dangerously ill, and, being a childless 

widower, he was tended night and day by some of the younger brethren or sisters. Silas 

frequently took his turn in the night-watching with William, the one relieving the other at two in 

the morning. The old man, contrary to expectation, seemed to be on the way to recovery, when 

one night Silas, sitting up by his bedside, observed that his usual audible breathing had ceased. 

The candle was burning low, and he had to lift it to see the patient’s face distinctly. Examination 

convinced him that the deacon was dead—had been dead some time, for the limbs were rigid. 

Silas asked himself if he had been asleep, and looked at the clock: it was already four in the 

morning. How was it that William had not come? In much anxiety he went to seek for help, and 

soon there were several friends assembled in the house, the minister among them, while Silas 

went away to his work, wishing he could have met William to know the reason of his non-

appearance. But at six o’clock, as he was thinking of going to seek his friend, William came, and 

with him the minister. They came to summon him to Lantern Yard, to meet the church members 

there; and to his inquiry concerning the cause of the summons the only reply was, “You will 

hear.” Nothing further was said until Silas was seated in the vestry, in front of the minister, with 

the eyes of those who to him represented God’s people fixed solemnly upon him. Then the 

minister, taking out a pocket-knife, showed it to Silas, and asked him if he knew where he had 

left that knife? Silas said, he did not know that he had left it anywhere out of his own pocket—

but he was trembling at this strange interrogation. He was then exhorted not to hide his sin, but to 

confess and repent. The knife had been found in the bureau by the departed deacon’s bedside—

found in the place where the little bag of church money had lain, which the minister himself had 

seen the day before. Some hand had removed that bag; and whose hand could it be, if not that of 

the man to whom the knife belonged? For some time Silas was mute with astonishment: then he 

said, “God will clear me: I know nothing about the knife being there, or the money being gone. 

Search me and my dwelling; you will find nothing but three pound five of my own savings, 

which William Dane knows I have had these six months.” At this William groaned, but the 

minister said, “The proof is heavy against you, brother Marner. The money was taken in the 

night last past, and no man was with our departed brother but you, for William Dane declares to 

us that he was hindered by sudden sickness from going to take his place as usual, and you 

yourself said that he had not come; and, moreover, you neglected the dead body.” 

“I must have slept,” said Silas. Then, after a pause, he added, “Or I must have had another 

visitation like that which you have all seen me under, so that the thief must have come and gone 

while I was not in the body, but out of the body. But, I say again, search me and my dwelling, for 

I have been nowhere else.” 

The search was made, and it ended—in William Dane’s finding the well-known bag, empty, 

tucked behind the chest of drawers in Silas’s chamber! On this William exhorted his friend to 

confess, and not to hide his sin any longer. Silas turned a look of keen reproach on him, and said, 

“William, for nine years that we have gone in and out together, have you ever known me tell a 

lie? But God will clear me.” 



“Brother,” said William, “how do I know what you may have done in the secret chambers of 

your heart, to give Satan an advantage over you?” 

Silas was still looking at his friend. Suddenly a deep flush came over his face, and he was 

about to speak impetuously, when he seemed checked again by some inward shock, that sent the 

flush back and made him tremble. But at last he spoke feebly, looking at William. 

“I remember now—the knife wasn’t in my pocket.” 

William said, “I know nothing of what you mean.” The other persons present, however, began 

to inquire where Silas meant to say that the knife was, but he would give no further explanation: 

he only said, “I am sore stricken; I can say nothing. God will clear me.” 

On their return to the vestry there was further deliberation. Any resort to legal measures for 

ascertaining the culprit was contrary to the principles of the church in Lantern Yard, according to 

which prosecution was forbidden to Christians, even had the case held less scandal to the 

community. But the members were bound to take other measures for finding out the truth, and 

they resolved on praying and drawing lots. This resolution can be a ground of surprise only to 

those who are unacquainted with that obscure religious life which has gone on in the alleys of 

our towns. Silas knelt with his brethren, relying on his own innocence being certified by 

immediate divine interference, but feeling that there was sorrow and mourning behind for him 

even then—that his trust in man had been cruelly bruised. The lots declared that Silas Marner 

was guilty. He was solemnly suspended from church-membership, and called upon to render up 

the stolen money: only on confession, as the sign of repentance, could he be received once more 

within the folds of the church. Marner listened in silence. At last, when everyone rose to depart, 

he went towards William Dane and said, in a voice shaken by agitation— 

“The last time I remember using my knife, was when I took it out to cut a strap for you. I don’t 

remember putting it in my pocket again. You stole the money, and you have woven a plot to lay 

the sin at my door. But you may prosper, for all that: there is no just God that governs the earth 

righteously, but a God of lies, that bears witness against the innocent.” 

There was a general shudder at this blasphemy. 

William said meekly, “I leave our brethren to judge whether this is the voice of Satan or not. I 

can do nothing but pray for you, Silas.” 

Poor Marner went out with that despair in his soul—that shaken trust in God and man, which 

is little short of madness to a loving nature. In the bitterness of his wounded spirit, he said to 

himself, “She will cast me off too.” And he reflected that, if she did not believe the testimony 

against him, her whole faith must be upset as his was. To people accustomed to reason about the 

forms in which their religious feeling has incorporated itself, it is difficult to enter into that 

simple, untaught state of mind in which the form and the feeling have never been severed by an 

act of reflection. We are apt to think it inevitable that a man in Marner’s position should have 

begun to question the validity of an appeal to the divine judgment by drawing lots; but to him 

this would have been an effort of independent thought such as he had never known; and he must 

have made the effort at a moment when all his energies were turned into the anguish of 

disappointed faith. If there is an angel who records the sorrows of men as well as their sins, he 

knows how many and deep are the sorrows that spring from false ideas for which no man is 

culpable. 

Marner went home, and for a whole day sat alone, stunned by despair, without any impulse to 

go to Sarah and attempt to win her belief in his innocence. The second day he took refuge from 

benumbing unbelief, by getting into his loom and working away as usual; and before many hours 



were past, the minister and one of the deacons came to him with the message from Sarah, that 

she held her engagement to him at an end. Silas received the message mutely, and then turned 

away from the messengers to work at his loom again. In little more than a month from that time, 

Sarah was married to William Dane; and not long afterwards it was known to the brethren in 

Lantern Yard that Silas Marner had departed from the town. 

  



CHAPTER II. 

Even people whose lives have been made various by learning, sometimes find it hard to keep a 

fast hold on their habitual views of life, on their faith in the Invisible, nay, on the sense that their 

past joys and sorrows are a real experience, when they are suddenly transported to a new land, 

where the beings around them know nothing of their history, and share none of their ideas—

where their mother earth shows another lap, and human life has other forms than those on which 

their souls have been nourished. Minds that have been unhinged from their old faith and love, 

have perhaps sought this Lethean influence of exile, in which the past becomes dreamy because 

its symbols have all vanished, and the present too is dreamy because it is linked with no 

memories. But even their experience may hardly enable them thoroughly to imagine what was 

the effect on a simple weaver like Silas Marner, when he left his own country and people and 

came to settle in Raveloe. Nothing could be more unlike his native town, set within sight of the 

widespread hillsides, than this low, wooded region, where he felt hidden even from the heavens 

by the screening trees and hedgerows. There was nothing here, when he rose in the deep morning 

quiet and looked out on the dewy brambles and rank tufted grass, that seemed to have any 

relation with that life centring in Lantern Yard, which had once been to him the altar-place of 

high dispensations. The whitewashed walls; the little pews where well-known figures entered 

with a subdued rustling, and where first one well-known voice and then another, pitched in a 

peculiar key of petition, uttered phrases at once occult and familiar, like the amulet worn on the 

heart; the pulpit where the minister delivered unquestioned doctrine, and swayed to and fro, and 

handled the book in a long accustomed manner; the very pauses between the couplets of the 

hymn, as it was given out, and the recurrent swell of voices in song: these things had been the 

channel of divine influences to Marner—they were the fostering home of his religious 

emotions—they were Christianity and God’s kingdom upon earth. A weaver who finds hard 

words in his hymn-book knows nothing of abstractions; as the little child knows nothing of 

parental love, but only knows one face and one lap towards which it stretches its arms for refuge 

and nurture. 

And what could be more unlike that Lantern Yard world than the world in Raveloe?—

orchards looking lazy with neglected plenty; the large church in the wide churchyard, which men 

gazed at lounging at their own doors in service-time; the purple-faced farmers jogging along the 

lanes or turning in at the Rainbow; homesteads, where men supped heavily and slept in the light 

of the evening hearth, and where women seemed to be laying up a stock of linen for the life to 

come. There were no lips in Raveloe from which a word could fall that would stir Silas Marner’s 

benumbed faith to a sense of pain. In the early ages of the world, we know, it was believed that 

each territory was inhabited and ruled by its own divinities, so that a man could cross the 

bordering heights and be out of the reach of his native gods, whose presence was confined to the 

streams and the groves and the hills among which he had lived from his birth. And poor Silas 

was vaguely conscious of something not unlike the feeling of primitive men, when they fled 

thus, in fear or in sullenness, from the face of an unpropitious deity. It seemed to him that the 

Power he had vainly trusted in among the streets and at the prayer-meetings, was very far away 

from this land in which he had taken refuge, where men lived in careless abundance, knowing 

and needing nothing of that trust, which, for him, had been turned to bitterness. The little light he 

possessed spread its beams so narrowly, that frustrated belief was a curtain broad enough to 

create for him the blackness of night. 



His first movement after the shock had been to work in his loom; and he went on with this 

unremittingly, never asking himself why, now he was come to Raveloe, he worked far on into 

the night to finish the tale of Mrs. Osgood’s table-linen sooner than she expected—without 

contemplating beforehand the money she would put into his hand for the work. He seemed to 

weave, like the spider, from pure impulse, without reflection. Every man’s work, pursued 

steadily, tends in this way to become an end in itself, and so to bridge over the loveless chasms 

of his life. Silas’s hand satisfied itself with throwing the shuttle, and his eye with seeing the little 

squares in the cloth complete themselves under his effort. Then there were the calls of hunger; 

and Silas, in his solitude, had to provide his own breakfast, dinner, and supper, to fetch his own 

water from the well, and put his own kettle on the fire; and all these immediate promptings 

helped, along with the weaving, to reduce his life to the unquestioning activity of a spinning 

insect. He hated the thought of the past; there was nothing that called out his love and fellowship 

toward the strangers he had come amongst; and the future was all dark, for there was no Unseen 

Love that cared for him. Thought was arrested by utter bewilderment, now its old narrow 

pathway was closed, and affection seemed to have died under the bruise that had fallen on its 

keenest nerves. 

But at last Mrs. Osgood’s table-linen was finished, and Silas was paid in gold. His earnings in 

his native town, where he worked for a wholesale dealer, had been after a lower rate; he had been 

paid weekly, and of his weekly earnings a large proportion had gone to objects of piety and 

charity. Now, for the first time in his life, he had five bright guineas put into his hand; no man 

expected a share of them, and he loved no man that he should offer him a share. But what were 

the guineas to him who saw no vista beyond countless days of weaving? It was needless for him 

to ask that, for it was pleasant to him to feel them in his palm, and look at their bright faces, 

which were all his own: it was another element of life, like the weaving and the satisfaction of 

hunger, subsisting quite aloof from the life of belief and love from which he had been cut off. 

The weaver’s hand had known the touch of hard-won money even before the palm had grown to 

its full breadth; for twenty years, mysterious money had stood to him as the symbol of earthly 

good, and the immediate object of toil. He had seemed to love it little in the years when every 

penny had its purpose for him; for he loved the purpose then. But now, when all purpose was 

gone, that habit of looking towards the money and grasping it with a sense of fulfilled effort 

made a loam that was deep enough for the seeds of desire; and as Silas walked homeward across 

the fields in the twilight, he drew out the money and thought it was brighter in the gathering 

gloom. 

About this time an incident happened which seemed to open a possibility of some fellowship 

with his neighbours. One day, taking a pair of shoes to be mended, he saw the cobbler’s wife 

seated by the fire, suffering from the terrible symptoms of heart-disease and dropsy, which he 

had witnessed as the precursors of his mother’s death. He felt a rush of pity at the mingled sight 

and remembrance, and, recalling the relief his mother had found from a simple preparation of 

foxglove, he promised Sally Oates to bring her something that would ease her, since the doctor 

did her no good. In this office of charity, Silas felt, for the first time since he had come to 

Raveloe, a sense of unity between his past and present life, which might have been the beginning 

of his rescue from the insect-like existence into which his nature had shrunk. But Sally Oates’s 

disease had raised her into a personage of much interest and importance among the neighbours, 

and the fact of her having found relief from drinking Silas Marner’s “stuff” became a matter of 

general discourse. When Doctor Kimble gave physic, it was natural that it should have an effect; 

but when a weaver, who came from nobody knew where, worked wonders with a bottle of brown 



waters, the occult character of the process was evident. Such a sort of thing had not been known 

since the Wise Woman at Tarley died; and she had charms as well as “stuff”: everybody went to 

her when their children had fits. Silas Marner must be a person of the same sort, for how did he 

know what would bring back Sally Oates’s breath, if he didn’t know a fine sight more than that? 

The Wise Woman had words that she muttered to herself, so that you couldn’t hear what they 

were, and if she tied a bit of red thread round the child’s toe the while, it would keep off the 

water in the head. There were women in Raveloe, at that present time, who had worn one of the 

Wise Woman’s little bags round their necks, and, in consequence, had never had an idiot child, 

as Ann Coulter had. Silas Marner could very likely do as much, and more; and now it was all 

clear how he should have come from unknown parts, and be so “comical-looking”. But Sally 

Oates must mind and not tell the doctor, for he would be sure to set his face against Marner: he 

was always angry about the Wise Woman, and used to threaten those who went to her that they 

should have none of his help any more. 

Silas now found himself and his cottage suddenly beset by mothers who wanted him to charm 

away the whooping-cough, or bring back the milk, and by men who wanted stuff against the 

rheumatics or the knots in the hands; and, to secure themselves against a refusal, the applicants 

brought silver in their palms. Silas might have driven a profitable trade in charms as well as in 

his small list of drugs; but money on this condition was no temptation to him: he had never 

known an impulse towards falsity, and he drove one after another away with growing irritation, 

for the news of him as a wise man had spread even to Tarley, and it was long before people 

ceased to take long walks for the sake of asking his aid. But the hope in his wisdom was at length 

changed into dread, for no one believed him when he said he knew no charms and could work no 

cures, and every man and woman who had an accident or a new attack after applying to him, set 

the misfortune down to Master Marner’s ill-will and irritated glances. Thus it came to pass that 

his movement of pity towards Sally Oates, which had given him a transient sense of brotherhood, 

heightened the repulsion between him and his neighbours, and made his isolation more complete. 

Gradually the guineas, the crowns, and the half-crowns grew to a heap, and Marner drew less 

and less for his own wants, trying to solve the problem of keeping himself strong enough to work 

sixteen hours a-day on as small an outlay as possible. Have not men, shut up in solitary 

imprisonment, found an interest in marking the moments by straight strokes of a certain length 

on the wall, until the growth of the sum of straight strokes, arranged in triangles, has become a 

mastering purpose? Do we not wile away moments of inanity or fatigued waiting by repeating 

some trivial movement or sound, until the repetition has bred a want, which is incipient habit? 

That will help us to understand how the love of accumulating money grows an absorbing passion 

in men whose imaginations, even in the very beginning of their hoard, showed them no purpose 

beyond it. Marner wanted the heaps of ten to grow into a square, and then into a larger square; 

and every added guinea, while it was itself a satisfaction, bred a new desire. In this strange 

world, made a hopeless riddle to him, he might, if he had had a less intense nature, have sat 

weaving, weaving—looking towards the end of his pattern, or towards the end of his web, till he 

forgot the riddle, and everything else but his immediate sensations; but the money had come to 

mark off his weaving into periods, and the money not only grew, but it remained with him. He 

began to think it was conscious of him, as his loom was, and he would on no account have 

exchanged those coins, which had become his familiars, for other coins with unknown faces. He 

handled them, he counted them, till their form and colour were like the satisfaction of a thirst to 

him; but it was only in the night, when his work was done, that he drew them out to enjoy their 

companionship. He had taken up some bricks in his floor underneath his loom, and here he had 



made a hole in which he set the iron pot that contained his guineas and silver coins, covering the 

bricks with sand whenever he replaced them. Not that the idea of being robbed presented itself 

often or strongly to his mind: hoarding was common in country districts in those days; there were 

old labourers in the parish of Raveloe who were known to have their savings by them, probably 

inside their flock-beds; but their rustic neighbours, though not all of them as honest as their 

ancestors in the days of King Alfred, had not imaginations bold enough to lay a plan of burglary. 

How could they have spent the money in their own village without betraying themselves? They 

would be obliged to “run away”—a course as dark and dubious as a balloon journey. 

So, year after year, Silas Marner had lived in this solitude, his guineas rising in the iron pot, 

and his life narrowing and hardening itself more and more into a mere pulsation of desire and 

satisfaction that had no relation to any other being. His life had reduced itself to the functions of 

weaving and hoarding, without any contemplation of an end towards which the functions tended. 

The same sort of process has perhaps been undergone by wiser men, when they have been cut off 

from faith and love—only, instead of a loom and a heap of guineas, they have had some erudite 

research, some ingenious project, or some well-knit theory. Strangely Marner’s face and figure 

shrank and bent themselves into a constant mechanical relation to the objects of his life, so that 

he produced the same sort of impression as a handle or a crooked tube, which has no meaning 

standing apart. The prominent eyes that used to look trusting and dreamy, now looked as if they 

had been made to see only one kind of thing that was very small, like tiny grain, for which they 

hunted everywhere: and he was so withered and yellow, that, though he was not yet forty, the 

children always called him “Old Master Marner”. 

Yet even in this stage of withering a little incident happened, which showed that the sap of 

affection was not all gone. It was one of his daily tasks to fetch his water from a well a couple of 

fields off, and for this purpose, ever since he came to Raveloe, he had had a brown earthenware 

pot, which he held as his most precious utensil among the very few conveniences he had granted 

himself. It had been his companion for twelve years, always standing on the same spot, always 

lending its handle to him in the early morning, so that its form had an expression for him of 

willing helpfulness, and the impress of its handle on his palm gave a satisfaction mingled with 

that of having the fresh clear water. One day as he was returning from the well, he stumbled 

against the step of the stile, and his brown pot, falling with force against the stones that 

overarched the ditch below him, was broken in three pieces. Silas picked up the pieces and 

carried them home with grief in his heart. The brown pot could never be of use to him any more, 

but he stuck the bits together and propped the ruin in its old place for a memorial. 

This is the history of Silas Marner, until the fifteenth year after he came to Raveloe. The 

livelong day he sat in his loom, his ear filled with its monotony, his eyes bent close down on the 

slow growth of sameness in the brownish web, his muscles moving with such even repetition that 

their pause seemed almost as much a constraint as the holding of his breath. But at night came 

his revelry: at night he closed his shutters, and made fast his doors, and drew forth his gold. Long 

ago the heap of coins had become too large for the iron pot to hold them, and he had made for 

them two thick leather bags, which wasted no room in their resting-place, but lent themselves 

flexibly to every corner. How the guineas shone as they came pouring out of the dark leather 

mouths! The silver bore no large proportion in amount to the gold, because the long pieces of 

linen which formed his chief work were always partly paid for in gold, and out of the silver he 

supplied his own bodily wants, choosing always the shillings and sixpences to spend in this way. 

He loved the guineas best, but he would not change the silver—the crowns and half-crowns that 

were his own earnings, begotten by his labour; he loved them all. He spread them out in heaps 



and bathed his hands in them; then he counted them and set them up in regular piles, and felt 

their rounded outline between his thumb and fingers, and thought fondly of the guineas that were 

only half-earned by the work in his loom, as if they had been unborn children—thought of the 

guineas that were coming slowly through the coming years, through all his life, which spread far 

away before him, the end quite hidden by countless days of weaving. No wonder his thoughts 

were still with his loom and his money when he made his journeys through the fields and the 

lanes to fetch and carry home his work, so that his steps never wandered to the hedge-banks and 

the lane-side in search of the once familiar herbs: these too belonged to the past, from which his 

life had shrunk away, like a rivulet that has sunk far down from the grassy fringe of its old 

breadth into a little shivering thread, that cuts a groove for itself in the barren sand. 

But about the Christmas of that fifteenth year, a second great change came over Marner’s life, 

and his history became blent in a singular manner with the life of his neighbours. 

  



CHAPTER III. 

The greatest man in Raveloe was Squire Cass, who lived in the large red house with the 

handsome flight of stone steps in front and the high stables behind it, nearly opposite the church. 

He was only one among several landed parishioners, but he alone was honoured with the title of 

Squire; for though Mr. Osgood’s family was also understood to be of timeless origin—the 

Raveloe imagination having never ventured back to that fearful blank when there were no 

Osgoods—still, he merely owned the farm he occupied; whereas Squire Cass had a tenant or 

two, who complained of the game to him quite as if he had been a lord. 

It was still that glorious war-time which was felt to be a peculiar favour of Providence towards 

the landed interest, and the fall of prices had not yet come to carry the race of small squires and 

yeomen down that road to ruin for which extravagant habits and bad husbandry were plentifully 

anointing their wheels. I am speaking now in relation to Raveloe and the parishes that resembled 

it; for our old-fashioned country life had many different aspects, as all life must have when it is 

spread over a various surface, and breathed on variously by multitudinous currents, from the 

winds of heaven to the thoughts of men, which are for ever moving and crossing each other with 

incalculable results. Raveloe lay low among the bushy trees and the rutted lanes, aloof from the 

currents of industrial energy and Puritan earnestness: the rich ate and drank freely, accepting 

gout and apoplexy as things that ran mysteriously in respectable families, and the poor thought 

that the rich were entirely in the right of it to lead a jolly life; besides, their feasting caused a 

multiplication of orts, which were the heirlooms of the poor. Betty Jay scented the boiling of 

Squire Cass’s hams, but her longing was arrested by the unctuous liquor in which they were 

boiled; and when the seasons brought round the great merry-makings, they were regarded on all 

hands as a fine thing for the poor. For the Raveloe feasts were like the rounds of beef and the 

barrels of ale—they were on a large scale, and lasted a good while, especially in the winter-time. 

After ladies had packed up their best gowns and top-knots in bandboxes, and had incurred the 

risk of fording streams on pillions with the precious burden in rainy or snowy weather, when 

there was no knowing how high the water would rise, it was not to be supposed that they looked 

forward to a brief pleasure. On this ground it was always contrived in the dark seasons, when 

there was little work to be done, and the hours were long, that several neighbours should keep 

open house in succession. So soon as Squire Cass’s standing dishes diminished in plenty and 

freshness, his guests had nothing to do but to walk a little higher up the village to Mr. Osgood’s, 

at the Orchards, and they found hams and chines uncut, pork-pies with the scent of the fire in 

them, spun butter in all its freshness—everything, in fact, that appetites at leisure could desire, in 

perhaps greater perfection, though not in greater abundance, than at Squire Cass’s. 

For the Squire’s wife had died long ago, and the Red House was without that presence of the 

wife and mother which is the fountain of wholesome love and fear in parlour and kitchen; and 

this helped to account not only for there being more profusion than finished excellence in the 

holiday provisions, but also for the frequency with which the proud Squire condescended to 

preside in the parlour of the Rainbow rather than under the shadow of his own dark wainscot; 

perhaps, also, for the fact that his sons had turned out rather ill. Raveloe was not a place where 

moral censure was severe, but it was thought a weakness in the Squire that he had kept all his 

sons at home in idleness; and though some licence was to be allowed to young men whose 

fathers could afford it, people shook their heads at the courses of the second son, Dunstan, 

commonly called Dunsey Cass, whose taste for swopping and betting might turn out to be a 

sowing of something worse than wild oats. To be sure, the neighbours said, it was no matter what 



became of Dunsey—a spiteful jeering fellow, who seemed to enjoy his drink the more when 

other people went dry—always provided that his doings did not bring trouble on a family like 

Squire Cass’s, with a monument in the church, and tankards older than King George. But it 

would be a thousand pities if Mr. Godfrey, the eldest, a fine open-faced good-natured young man 

who was to come into the land some day, should take to going along the same road with his 

brother, as he had seemed to do of late. If he went on in that way, he would lose Miss Nancy 

Lammeter; for it was well known that she had looked very shyly on him ever since last 

Whitsuntide twelvemonth, when there was so much talk about his being away from home days 

and days together. There was something wrong, more than common—that was quite clear; for 

Mr. Godfrey didn’t look half so fresh-coloured and open as he used to do. At one time everybody 

was saying, What a handsome couple he and Miss Nancy Lammeter would make! and if she 

could come to be mistress at the Red House, there would be a fine change, for the Lammeters 

had been brought up in that way, that they never suffered a pinch of salt to be wasted, and yet 

everybody in their household had of the best, according to his place. Such a daughter-in-law 

would be a saving to the old Squire, if she never brought a penny to her fortune; for it was to be 

feared that, notwithstanding his incomings, there were more holes in his pocket than the one 

where he put his own hand in. But if Mr. Godfrey didn’t turn over a new leaf, he might say 

“Good-bye” to Miss Nancy Lammeter. 

It was the once hopeful Godfrey who was standing, with his hands in his side-pockets and his 

back to the fire, in the dark wainscoted parlour, one late November afternoon in that fifteenth 

year of Silas Marner’s life at Raveloe. The fading grey light fell dimly on the walls decorated 

with guns, whips, and foxes’ brushes, on coats and hats flung on the chairs, on tankards sending 

forth a scent of flat ale, and on a half-choked fire, with pipes propped up in the chimney-corners: 

signs of a domestic life destitute of any hallowing charm, with which the look of gloomy 

vexation on Godfrey’s blond face was in sad accordance. He seemed to be waiting and listening 

for some one’s approach, and presently the sound of a heavy step, with an accompanying 

whistle, was heard across the large empty entrance-hall. 

The door opened, and a thick-set, heavy-looking young man entered, with the flushed face and 

the gratuitously elated bearing which mark the first stage of intoxication. It was Dunsey, and at 

the sight of him Godfrey’s face parted with some of its gloom to take on the more active 

expression of hatred. The handsome brown spaniel that lay on the hearth retreated under the 

chair in the chimney-corner. 

“Well, Master Godfrey, what do you want with me?” said Dunsey, in a mocking tone. “You’re 

my elders and betters, you know; I was obliged to come when you sent for me.” 

“Why, this is what I want—and just shake yourself sober and listen, will you?” said Godfrey, 

savagely. He had himself been drinking more than was good for him, trying to turn his gloom 

into uncalculating anger. “I want to tell you, I must hand over that rent of Fowler’s to the Squire, 

or else tell him I gave it you; for he’s threatening to distrain for it, and it’ll all be out soon, 

whether I tell him or not. He said, just now, before he went out, he should send word to Cox to 

distrain, if Fowler didn’t come and pay up his arrears this week. The Squire’s short o’ cash, and 

in no humour to stand any nonsense; and you know what he threatened, if ever he found you 

making away with his money again. So, see and get the money, and pretty quickly, will you?” 

“Oh!” said Dunsey, sneeringly, coming nearer to his brother and looking in his face. 

“Suppose, now, you get the money yourself, and save me the trouble, eh? Since you was so kind 



as to hand it over to me, you’ll not refuse me the kindness to pay it back for me: it was your 

brotherly love made you do it, you know.” 

Godfrey bit his lips and clenched his fist. “Don’t come near me with that look, else I’ll knock 

you down.” 

“Oh no, you won’t,” said Dunsey, turning away on his heel, however. “Because I’m such a 

good-natured brother, you know. I might get you turned out of house and home, and cut off with 

a shilling any day. I might tell the Squire how his handsome son was married to that nice young 

woman, Molly Farren, and was very unhappy because he couldn’t live with his drunken wife, 

and I should slip into your place as comfortable as could be. But you see, I don’t do it—I’m so 

easy and good-natured. You’ll take any trouble for me. You’ll get the hundred pounds for me—I 

know you will.” 

“How can I get the money?” said Godfrey, quivering. “I haven’t a shilling to bless myself 

with. And it’s a lie that you’d slip into my place: you’d get yourself turned out too, that’s all. For 

if you begin telling tales, I’ll follow. Bob’s my father’s favourite—you know that very well. 

He’d only think himself well rid of you.” 

“Never mind,” said Dunsey, nodding his head sideways as he looked out of the window. “It 

’ud be very pleasant to me to go in your company—you’re such a handsome brother, and we’ve 

always been so fond of quarrelling with one another, I shouldn’t know what to do without you. 

But you’d like better for us both to stay at home together; I know you would. So you’ll manage 

to get that little sum o’ money, and I’ll bid you good-bye, though I’m sorry to part.” 

Dunstan was moving off, but Godfrey rushed after him and seized him by the arm, saying, 

with an oath— 

“I tell you, I have no money: I can get no money.” 

“Borrow of old Kimble.” 

“I tell you, he won’t lend me any more, and I shan’t ask him.” 

“Well, then, sell Wildfire.” 

“Yes, that’s easy talking. I must have the money directly.” 

“Well, you’ve only got to ride him to the hunt to-morrow. There’ll be Bryce and Keating 

there, for sure. You’ll get more bids than one.” 

“I daresay, and get back home at eight o’clock, splashed up to the chin. I’m going to Mrs. 

Osgood’s birthday dance.” 

“Oho!” said Dunsey, turning his head on one side, and trying to speak in a small mincing 

treble. “And there’s sweet Miss Nancy coming; and we shall dance with her, and promise never 

to be naughty again, and be taken into favour, and—” 

“Hold your tongue about Miss Nancy, you fool,” said Godfrey, turning red, “else I’ll throttle 

you.” 

“What for?” said Dunsey, still in an artificial tone, but taking a whip from the table and 

beating the butt-end of it on his palm. “You’ve a very good chance. I’d advise you to creep up 

her sleeve again: it ’ud be saving time, if Molly should happen to take a drop too much laudanum 

some day, and make a widower of you. Miss Nancy wouldn’t mind being a second, if she didn’t 

know it. And you’ve got a good-natured brother, who’ll keep your secret well, because you’ll be 

so very obliging to him.” 



“I’ll tell you what it is,” said Godfrey, quivering, and pale again, “my patience is pretty near at 

an end. If you’d a little more sharpness in you, you might know that you may urge a man a bit 

too far, and make one leap as easy as another. I don’t know but what it is so now: I may as well 

tell the Squire everything myself—I should get you off my back, if I got nothing else. And, after 

all, he’ll know some time. She’s been threatening to come herself and tell him. So, don’t flatter 

yourself that your secrecy’s worth any price you choose to ask. You drain me of money till I 

have got nothing to pacify her with, and she’ll do as she threatens some day. It’s all one. I’ll tell 

my father everything myself, and you may go to the devil.” 

Dunsey perceived that he had overshot his mark, and that there was a point at which even the 

hesitating Godfrey might be driven into decision. But he said, with an air of unconcern— 

“As you please; but I’ll have a draught of ale first.” And ringing the bell, he threw himself 

across two chairs, and began to rap the window-seat with the handle of his whip. 

Godfrey stood, still with his back to the fire, uneasily moving his fingers among the contents 

of his side-pockets, and looking at the floor. That big muscular frame of his held plenty of 

animal courage, but helped him to no decision when the dangers to be braved were such as could 

neither be knocked down nor throttled. His natural irresolution and moral cowardice were 

exaggerated by a position in which dreaded consequences seemed to press equally on all sides, 

and his irritation had no sooner provoked him to defy Dunstan and anticipate all possible 

betrayals, than the miseries he must bring on himself by such a step seemed more unendurable to 

him than the present evil. The results of confession were not contingent, they were certain; 

whereas betrayal was not certain. From the near vision of that certainty he fell back on suspense 

and vacillation with a sense of repose. The disinherited son of a small squire, equally disinclined 

to dig and to beg, was almost as helpless as an uprooted tree, which, by the favour of earth and 

sky, has grown to a handsome bulk on the spot where it first shot upward. Perhaps it would have 

been possible to think of digging with some cheerfulness if Nancy Lammeter were to be won on 

those terms; but, since he must irrevocably lose her as well as the inheritance, and must break 

every tie but the one that degraded him and left him without motive for trying to recover his 

better self, he could imagine no future for himself on the other side of confession but that of 

“’listing for a soldier”—the most desperate step, short of suicide, in the eyes of respectable 

families. No! he would rather trust to casualties than to his own resolve—rather go on sitting at 

the feast, and sipping the wine he loved, though with the sword hanging over him and terror in 

his heart, than rush away into the cold darkness where there was no pleasure left. The utmost 

concession to Dunstan about the horse began to seem easy, compared with the fulfilment of his 

own threat. But his pride would not let him recommence the conversation otherwise than by 

continuing the quarrel. Dunstan was waiting for this, and took his ale in shorter draughts than 

usual. 

“It’s just like you,” Godfrey burst out, in a bitter tone, “to talk about my selling Wildfire in 

that cool way—the last thing I’ve got to call my own, and the best bit of horse-flesh I ever had in 

my life. And if you’d got a spark of pride in you, you’d be ashamed to see the stables emptied, 

and everybody sneering about it. But it’s my belief you’d sell yourself, if it was only for the 

pleasure of making somebody feel he’d got a bad bargain.” 

“Aye, aye,” said Dunstan, very placably, “you do me justice, I see. You know I’m a jewel for 

’ticing people into bargains. For which reason I advise you to let me sell Wildfire. I’d ride him to 

the hunt to-morrow for you, with pleasure. I shouldn’t look so handsome as you in the saddle, 

but it’s the horse they’ll bid for, and not the rider.” 



“Yes, I daresay—trust my horse to you!” 

“As you please,” said Dunstan, rapping the window-seat again with an air of great unconcern. 

“It’s you have got to pay Fowler’s money; it’s none of my business. You received the money 

from him when you went to Bramcote, and you told the Squire it wasn’t paid. I’d nothing to do 

with that; you chose to be so obliging as to give it me, that was all. If you don’t want to pay the 

money, let it alone; it’s all one to me. But I was willing to accommodate you by undertaking to 

sell the horse, seeing it’s not convenient to you to go so far to-morrow.” 

Godfrey was silent for some moments. He would have liked to spring on Dunstan, wrench the 

whip from his hand, and flog him to within an inch of his life; and no bodily fear could have 

deterred him; but he was mastered by another sort of fear, which was fed by feelings stronger 

even than his resentment. When he spoke again, it was in a half-conciliatory tone. 

“Well, you mean no nonsense about the horse, eh? You’ll sell him all fair, and hand over the 

money? If you don’t, you know, everything ’ull go to smash, for I’ve got nothing else to trust to. 

And you’ll have less pleasure in pulling the house over my head, when your own skull’s to be 

broken too.” 

“Aye, aye,” said Dunstan, rising; “all right. I thought you’d come round. I’m the fellow to 

bring old Bryce up to the scratch. I’ll get you a hundred and twenty for him, if I get you a 

penny.” 

“But it’ll perhaps rain cats and dogs to-morrow, as it did yesterday, and then you can’t go,” 

said Godfrey, hardly knowing whether he wished for that obstacle or not. 

“Not it,” said Dunstan. “I’m always lucky in my weather. It might rain if you wanted to go 

yourself. You never hold trumps, you know—I always do. You’ve got the beauty, you see, and 

I’ve got the luck, so you must keep me by you for your crooked sixpence; you’ll ne-ver get along 

without me.” 

“Confound you, hold your tongue!” said Godfrey, impetuously. “And take care to keep sober 

to-morrow, else you’ll get pitched on your head coming home, and Wildfire might be the worse 

for it.” 

“Make your tender heart easy,” said Dunstan, opening the door. “You never knew me see 

double when I’d got a bargain to make; it ’ud spoil the fun. Besides, whenever I fall, I’m 

warranted to fall on my legs.” 

With that, Dunstan slammed the door behind him, and left Godfrey to that bitter rumination on 

his personal circumstances which was now unbroken from day to day save by the excitement of 

sporting, drinking, card-playing, or the rarer and less oblivious pleasure of seeing Miss Nancy 

Lammeter. The subtle and varied pains springing from the higher sensibility that accompanies 

higher culture, are perhaps less pitiable than that dreary absence of impersonal enjoyment and 

consolation which leaves ruder minds to the perpetual urgent companionship of their own griefs 

and discontents. The lives of those rural forefathers, whom we are apt to think very prosaic 

figures—men whose only work was to ride round their land, getting heavier and heavier in their 

saddles, and who passed the rest of their days in the half-listless gratification of senses dulled by 

monotony—had a certain pathos in them nevertheless. Calamities came to them too, and their 

early errors carried hard consequences: perhaps the love of some sweet maiden, the image of 

purity, order, and calm, had opened their eyes to the vision of a life in which the days would not 

seem too long, even without rioting; but the maiden was lost, and the vision passed away, and 

then what was left to them, especially when they had become too heavy for the hunt, or for 

carrying a gun over the furrows, but to drink and get merry, or to drink and get angry, so that 



they might be independent of variety, and say over again with eager emphasis the things they had 

said already any time that twelvemonth? Assuredly, among these flushed and dull-eyed men 

there were some whom—thanks to their native human-kindness—even riot could never drive 

into brutality; men who, when their cheeks were fresh, had felt the keen point of sorrow or 

remorse, had been pierced by the reeds they leaned on, or had lightly put their limbs in fetters 

from which no struggle could loose them; and under these sad circumstances, common to us all, 

their thoughts could find no resting-place outside the ever-trodden round of their own petty 

history. 

That, at least, was the condition of Godfrey Cass in this six-and-twentieth year of his life. A 

movement of compunction, helped by those small indefinable influences which every personal 

relation exerts on a pliant nature, had urged him into a secret marriage, which was a blight on his 

life. It was an ugly story of low passion, delusion, and waking from delusion, which needs not to 

be dragged from the privacy of Godfrey’s bitter memory. He had long known that the delusion 

was partly due to a trap laid for him by Dunstan, who saw in his brother’s degrading marriage 

the means of gratifying at once his jealous hate and his cupidity. And if Godfrey could have felt 

himself simply a victim, the iron bit that destiny had put into his mouth would have chafed him 

less intolerably. If the curses he muttered half aloud when he was alone had had no other object 

than Dunstan’s diabolical cunning, he might have shrunk less from the consequences of avowal. 

But he had something else to curse—his own vicious folly, which now seemed as mad and 

unaccountable to him as almost all our follies and vices do when their promptings have long 

passed away. For four years he had thought of Nancy Lammeter, and wooed her with tacit 

patient worship, as the woman who made him think of the future with joy: she would be his wife, 

and would make home lovely to him, as his father’s home had never been; and it would be easy, 

when she was always near, to shake off those foolish habits that were no pleasures, but only a 

feverish way of annulling vacancy. Godfrey’s was an essentially domestic nature, bred up in a 

home where the hearth had no smiles, and where the daily habits were not chastised by the 

presence of household order. His easy disposition made him fall in unresistingly with the family 

courses, but the need of some tender permanent affection, the longing for some influence that 

would make the good he preferred easy to pursue, caused the neatness, purity, and liberal 

orderliness of the Lammeter household, sunned by the smile of Nancy, to seem like those fresh 

bright hours of the morning when temptations go to sleep and leave the ear open to the voice of 

the good angel, inviting to industry, sobriety, and peace. And yet the hope of this paradise had 

not been enough to save him from a course which shut him out of it for ever. Instead of keeping 

fast hold of the strong silken rope by which Nancy would have drawn him safe to the green 

banks where it was easy to step firmly, he had let himself be dragged back into mud and slime, in 

which it was useless to struggle. He had made ties for himself which robbed him of all 

wholesome motive, and were a constant exasperation. 

Still, there was one position worse than the present: it was the position he would be in when 

the ugly secret was disclosed; and the desire that continually triumphed over every other was that 

of warding off the evil day, when he would have to bear the consequences of his father’s violent 

resentment for the wound inflicted on his family pride—would have, perhaps, to turn his back on 

that hereditary ease and dignity which, after all, was a sort of reason for living, and would carry 

with him the certainty that he was banished for ever from the sight and esteem of Nancy 

Lammeter. The longer the interval, the more chance there was of deliverance from some, at least, 

of the hateful consequences to which he had sold himself; the more opportunities remained for 

him to snatch the strange gratification of seeing Nancy, and gathering some faint indications of 



her lingering regard. Towards this gratification he was impelled, fitfully, every now and then, 

after having passed weeks in which he had avoided her as the far-off bright-winged prize that 

only made him spring forward and find his chain all the more galling. One of those fits of 

yearning was on him now, and it would have been strong enough to have persuaded him to trust 

Wildfire to Dunstan rather than disappoint the yearning, even if he had not had another reason 

for his disinclination towards the morrow’s hunt. That other reason was the fact that the 

morning’s meet was near Batherley, the market-town where the unhappy woman lived, whose 

image became more odious to him every day; and to his thought the whole vicinage was haunted 

by her. The yoke a man creates for himself by wrong-doing will breed hate in the kindliest 

nature; and the good-humoured, affectionate-hearted Godfrey Cass was fast becoming a bitter 

man, visited by cruel wishes, that seemed to enter, and depart, and enter again, like demons who 

had found in him a ready-garnished home. 

What was he to do this evening to pass the time? He might as well go to the Rainbow, and 

hear the talk about the cock-fighting: everybody was there, and what else was there to be done? 

Though, for his own part, he did not care a button for cock-fighting. Snuff, the brown spaniel, 

who had placed herself in front of him, and had been watching him for some time, now jumped 

up in impatience for the expected caress. But Godfrey thrust her away without looking at her, 

and left the room, followed humbly by the unresenting Snuff—perhaps because she saw no other 

career open to her. 

  



CHAPTER IV. 

Dunstan Cass, setting off in the raw morning, at the judiciously quiet pace of a man who is 

obliged to ride to cover on his hunter, had to take his way along the lane which, at its farther 

extremity, passed by the piece of unenclosed ground called the Stone-pit, where stood the 

cottage, once a stone-cutter’s shed, now for fifteen years inhabited by Silas Marner. The spot 

looked very dreary at this season, with the moist trodden clay about it, and the red, muddy water 

high up in the deserted quarry. That was Dunstan’s first thought as he approached it; the second 

was, that the old fool of a weaver, whose loom he heard rattling already, had a great deal of 

money hidden somewhere. How was it that he, Dunstan Cass, who had often heard talk of 

Marner’s miserliness, had never thought of suggesting to Godfrey that he should frighten or 

persuade the old fellow into lending the money on the excellent security of the young Squire’s 

prospects? The resource occurred to him now as so easy and agreeable, especially as Marner’s 

hoard was likely to be large enough to leave Godfrey a handsome surplus beyond his immediate 

needs, and enable him to accommodate his faithful brother, that he had almost turned the horse’s 

head towards home again. Godfrey would be ready enough to accept the suggestion: he would 

snatch eagerly at a plan that might save him from parting with Wildfire. But when Dunstan’s 

meditation reached this point, the inclination to go on grew strong and prevailed. He didn’t want 

to give Godfrey that pleasure: he preferred that Master Godfrey should be vexed. Moreover, 

Dunstan enjoyed the self-important consciousness of having a horse to sell, and the opportunity 

of driving a bargain, swaggering, and possibly taking somebody in. He might have all the 

satisfaction attendant on selling his brother’s horse, and not the less have the further satisfaction 

of setting Godfrey to borrow Marner’s money. So he rode on to cover. 

Bryce and Keating were there, as Dunstan was quite sure they would be—he was such a lucky 

fellow. 

“Heyday!” said Bryce, who had long had his eye on Wildfire, “you’re on your brother’s horse 

to-day: how’s that?” 

“Oh, I’ve swopped with him,” said Dunstan, whose delight in lying, grandly independent of 

utility, was not to be diminished by the likelihood that his hearer would not believe him—

“Wildfire’s mine now.” 

“What! has he swopped with you for that big-boned hack of yours?” said Bryce, quite aware 

that he should get another lie in answer. 

“Oh, there was a little account between us,” said Dunsey, carelessly, “and Wildfire made it 

even. I accommodated him by taking the horse, though it was against my will, for I’d got an itch 

for a mare o’ Jortin’s—as rare a bit o’ blood as ever you threw your leg across. But I shall keep 

Wildfire, now I’ve got him, though I’d a bid of a hundred and fifty for him the other day, from a 

man over at Flitton—he’s buying for Lord Cromleck—a fellow with a cast in his eye, and a 

green waistcoat. But I mean to stick to Wildfire: I shan’t get a better at a fence in a hurry. The 

mare’s got more blood, but she’s a bit too weak in the hind-quarters.” 

Bryce of course divined that Dunstan wanted to sell the horse, and Dunstan knew that he 

divined it (horse-dealing is only one of many human transactions carried on in this ingenious 

manner); and they both considered that the bargain was in its first stage, when Bryce replied 

ironically— 



“I wonder at that now; I wonder you mean to keep him; for I never heard of a man who didn’t 

want to sell his horse getting a bid of half as much again as the horse was worth. You’ll be lucky 

if you get a hundred.” 

Keating rode up now, and the transaction became more complicated. It ended in the purchase 

of the horse by Bryce for a hundred and twenty, to be paid on the delivery of Wildfire, safe and 

sound, at the Batherley stables. It did occur to Dunsey that it might be wise for him to give up the 

day’s hunting, proceed at once to Batherley, and, having waited for Bryce’s return, hire a horse 

to carry him home with the money in his pocket. But the inclination for a run, encouraged by 

confidence in his luck, and by a draught of brandy from his pocket-pistol at the conclusion of the 

bargain, was not easy to overcome, especially with a horse under him that would take the fences 

to the admiration of the field. Dunstan, however, took one fence too many, and got his horse 

pierced with a hedge-stake. His own ill-favoured person, which was quite unmarketable, escaped 

without injury; but poor Wildfire, unconscious of his price, turned on his flank and painfully 

panted his last. It happened that Dunstan, a short time before, having had to get down to arrange 

his stirrup, had muttered a good many curses at this interruption, which had thrown him in the 

rear of the hunt near the moment of glory, and under this exasperation had taken the fences more 

blindly. He would soon have been up with the hounds again, when the fatal accident happened; 

and hence he was between eager riders in advance, not troubling themselves about what 

happened behind them, and far-off stragglers, who were as likely as not to pass quite aloof from 

the line of road in which Wildfire had fallen. Dunstan, whose nature it was to care more for 

immediate annoyances than for remote consequences, no sooner recovered his legs, and saw that 

it was all over with Wildfire, than he felt a satisfaction at the absence of witnesses to a position 

which no swaggering could make enviable. Reinforcing himself, after his shake, with a little 

brandy and much swearing, he walked as fast as he could to a coppice on his right hand, through 

which it occurred to him that he could make his way to Batherley without danger of encountering 

any member of the hunt. His first intention was to hire a horse there and ride home forthwith, for 

to walk many miles without a gun in his hand, and along an ordinary road, was as much out of 

the question to him as to other spirited young men of his kind. He did not much mind about 

taking the bad news to Godfrey, for he had to offer him at the same time the resource of 

Marner’s money; and if Godfrey kicked, as he always did, at the notion of making a fresh debt 

from which he himself got the smallest share of advantage, why, he wouldn’t kick long: Dunstan 

felt sure he could worry Godfrey into anything. The idea of Marner’s money kept growing in 

vividness, now the want of it had become immediate; the prospect of having to make his 

appearance with the muddy boots of a pedestrian at Batherley, and to encounter the grinning 

queries of stablemen, stood unpleasantly in the way of his impatience to be back at Raveloe and 

carry out his felicitous plan; and a casual visitation of his waistcoat-pocket, as he was 

ruminating, awakened his memory to the fact that the two or three small coins his forefinger 

encountered there were of too pale a colour to cover that small debt, without payment of which 

the stable-keeper had declared he would never do any more business with Dunsey Cass. After 

all, according to the direction in which the run had brought him, he was not so very much farther 

from home than he was from Batherley; but Dunsey, not being remarkable for clearness of head, 

was only led to this conclusion by the gradual perception that there were other reasons for 

choosing the unprecedented course of walking home. It was now nearly four o’clock, and a mist 

was gathering: the sooner he got into the road the better. He remembered having crossed the road 

and seen the finger-post only a little while before Wildfire broke down; so, buttoning his coat, 

twisting the lash of his hunting-whip compactly round the handle, and rapping the tops of his 



boots with a self-possessed air, as if to assure himself that he was not at all taken by surprise, he 

set off with the sense that he was undertaking a remarkable feat of bodily exertion, which 

somehow and at some time he should be able to dress up and magnify to the admiration of a 

select circle at the Rainbow. When a young gentleman like Dunsey is reduced to so exceptional a 

mode of locomotion as walking, a whip in his hand is a desirable corrective to a too bewildering 

dreamy sense of unwontedness in his position; and Dunstan, as he went along through the 

gathering mist, was always rapping his whip somewhere. It was Godfrey’s whip, which he had 

chosen to take without leave because it had a gold handle; of course no one could see, when 

Dunstan held it, that the name Godfrey Cass was cut in deep letters on that gold handle—they 

could only see that it was a very handsome whip. Dunsey was not without fear that he might 

meet some acquaintance in whose eyes he would cut a pitiable figure, for mist is no screen when 

people get close to each other; but when he at last found himself in the well-known Raveloe 

lanes without having met a soul, he silently remarked that that was part of his usual good luck. 

But now the mist, helped by the evening darkness, was more of a screen than he desired, for it 

hid the ruts into which his feet were liable to slip—hid everything, so that he had to guide his 

steps by dragging his whip along the low bushes in advance of the hedgerow. He must soon, he 

thought, be getting near the opening at the Stone-pits: he should find it out by the break in the 

hedgerow. He found it out, however, by another circumstance which he had not expected—

namely, by certain gleams of light, which he presently guessed to proceed from Silas Marner’s 

cottage. That cottage and the money hidden within it had been in his mind continually during his 

walk, and he had been imagining ways of cajoling and tempting the weaver to part with the 

immediate possession of his money for the sake of receiving interest. Dunstan felt as if there 

must be a little frightening added to the cajolery, for his own arithmetical convictions were not 

clear enough to afford him any forcible demonstration as to the advantages of interest; and as for 

security, he regarded it vaguely as a means of cheating a man by making him believe that he 

would be paid. Altogether, the operation on the miser’s mind was a task that Godfrey would be 

sure to hand over to his more daring and cunning brother: Dunstan had made up his mind to that; 

and by the time he saw the light gleaming through the chinks of Marner’s shutters, the idea of a 

dialogue with the weaver had become so familiar to him, that it occurred to him as quite a natural 

thing to make the acquaintance forthwith. There might be several conveniences attending this 

course: the weaver had possibly got a lantern, and Dunstan was tired of feeling his way. He was 

still nearly three-quarters of a mile from home, and the lane was becoming unpleasantly slippery, 

for the mist was passing into rain. He turned up the bank, not without some fear lest he might 

miss the right way, since he was not certain whether the light were in front or on the side of the 

cottage. But he felt the ground before him cautiously with his whip-handle, and at last arrived 

safely at the door. He knocked loudly, rather enjoying the idea that the old fellow would be 

frightened at the sudden noise. He heard no movement in reply: all was silence in the cottage. 

Was the weaver gone to bed, then? If so, why had he left a light? That was a strange 

forgetfulness in a miser. Dunstan knocked still more loudly, and, without pausing for a reply, 

pushed his fingers through the latch-hole, intending to shake the door and pull the latch-string up 

and down, not doubting that the door was fastened. But, to his surprise, at this double motion the 

door opened, and he found himself in front of a bright fire which lit up every corner of the 

cottage—the bed, the loom, the three chairs, and the table—and showed him that Marner was not 

there. 

Nothing at that moment could be much more inviting to Dunsey than the bright fire on the 

brick hearth: he walked in and seated himself by it at once. There was something in front of the 



fire, too, that would have been inviting to a hungry man, if it had been in a different stage of 

cooking. It was a small bit of pork suspended from the kettle-hanger by a string passed through a 

large door-key, in a way known to primitive housekeepers unpossessed of jacks. But the pork 

had been hung at the farthest extremity of the hanger, apparently to prevent the roasting from 

proceeding too rapidly during the owner’s absence. The old staring simpleton had hot meat for 

his supper, then? thought Dunstan. People had always said he lived on mouldy bread, on purpose 

to check his appetite. But where could he be at this time, and on such an evening, leaving his 

supper in this stage of preparation, and his door unfastened? Dunstan’s own recent difficulty in 

making his way suggested to him that the weaver had perhaps gone outside his cottage to fetch in 

fuel, or for some such brief purpose, and had slipped into the Stone-pit. That was an interesting 

idea to Dunstan, carrying consequences of entire novelty. If the weaver was dead, who had a 

right to his money? Who would know where his money was hidden? Who would know that 

anybody had come to take it away? He went no farther into the subtleties of evidence: the 

pressing question, “Where is the money?” now took such entire possession of him as to make 

him quite forget that the weaver’s death was not a certainty. A dull mind, once arriving at an 

inference that flatters a desire, is rarely able to retain the impression that the notion from which 

the inference started was purely problematic. And Dunstan’s mind was as dull as the mind of a 

possible felon usually is. There were only three hiding-places where he had ever heard of 

cottagers’ hoards being found: the thatch, the bed, and a hole in the floor. Marner’s cottage had 

no thatch; and Dunstan’s first act, after a train of thought made rapid by the stimulus of cupidity, 

was to go up to the bed; but while he did so, his eyes travelled eagerly over the floor, where the 

bricks, distinct in the fire-light, were discernible under the sprinkling of sand. But not 

everywhere; for there was one spot, and one only, which was quite covered with sand, and sand 

showing the marks of fingers, which had apparently been careful to spread it over a given space. 

It was near the treddles of the loom. In an instant Dunstan darted to that spot, swept away the 

sand with his whip, and, inserting the thin end of the hook between the bricks, found that they 

were loose. In haste he lifted up two bricks, and saw what he had no doubt was the object of his 

search; for what could there be but money in those two leathern bags? And, from their weight, 

they must be filled with guineas. Dunstan felt round the hole, to be certain that it held no more; 

then hastily replaced the bricks, and spread the sand over them. Hardly more than five minutes 

had passed since he entered the cottage, but it seemed to Dunstan like a long while; and though 

he was without any distinct recognition of the possibility that Marner might be alive, and might 

re-enter the cottage at any moment, he felt an undefinable dread laying hold on him, as he rose to 

his feet with the bags in his hand. He would hasten out into the darkness, and then consider what 

he should do with the bags. He closed the door behind him immediately, that he might shut in the 

stream of light: a few steps would be enough to carry him beyond betrayal by the gleams from 

the shutter-chinks and the latch-hole. The rain and darkness had got thicker, and he was glad of 

it; though it was awkward walking with both hands filled, so that it was as much as he could do 

to grasp his whip along with one of the bags. But when he had gone a yard or two, he might take 

his time. So he stepped forward into the darkness. 

  



CHAPTER V. 

When Dunstan Cass turned his back on the cottage, Silas Marner was not more than a hundred 

yards away from it, plodding along from the village with a sack thrown round his shoulders as an 

overcoat, and with a horn lantern in his hand. His legs were weary, but his mind was at ease, free 

from the presentiment of change. The sense of security more frequently springs from habit than 

from conviction, and for this reason it often subsists after such a change in the conditions as 

might have been expected to suggest alarm. The lapse of time during which a given event has not 

happened, is, in this logic of habit, constantly alleged as a reason why the event should never 

happen, even when the lapse of time is precisely the added condition which makes the event 

imminent. A man will tell you that he has worked in a mine for forty years unhurt by an accident 

as a reason why he should apprehend no danger, though the roof is beginning to sink; and it is 

often observable, that the older a man gets, the more difficult it is to him to retain a believing 

conception of his own death. This influence of habit was necessarily strong in a man whose life 

was so monotonous as Marner’s—who saw no new people and heard of no new events to keep 

alive in him the idea of the unexpected and the changeful; and it explains simply enough, why 

his mind could be at ease, though he had left his house and his treasure more defenceless than 

usual. Silas was thinking with double complacency of his supper: first, because it would be hot 

and savoury; and secondly, because it would cost him nothing. For the little bit of pork was a 

present from that excellent housewife, Miss Priscilla Lammeter, to whom he had this day carried 

home a handsome piece of linen; and it was only on occasion of a present like this, that Silas 

indulged himself with roast-meat. Supper was his favourite meal, because it came at his time of 

revelry, when his heart warmed over his gold; whenever he had roast-meat, he always chose to 

have it for supper. But this evening, he had no sooner ingeniously knotted his string fast round 

his bit of pork, twisted the string according to rule over his door-key, passed it through the 

handle, and made it fast on the hanger, than he remembered that a piece of very fine twine was 

indispensable to his “setting up” a new piece of work in his loom early in the morning. It had 

slipped his memory, because, in coming from Mr. Lammeter’s, he had not had to pass through 

the village; but to lose time by going on errands in the morning was out of the question. It was a 

nasty fog to turn out into, but there were things Silas loved better than his own comfort; so, 

drawing his pork to the extremity of the hanger, and arming himself with his lantern and his old 

sack, he set out on what, in ordinary weather, would have been a twenty minutes’ errand. He 

could not have locked his door without undoing his well-knotted string and retarding his supper; 

it was not worth his while to make that sacrifice. What thief would find his way to the Stone-pits 

on such a night as this? and why should he come on this particular night, when he had never 

come through all the fifteen years before? These questions were not distinctly present in Silas’s 

mind; they merely serve to represent the vaguely-felt foundation of his freedom from anxiety. 

He reached his door in much satisfaction that his errand was done: he opened it, and to his 

short-sighted eyes everything remained as he had left it, except that the fire sent out a welcome 

increase of heat. He trod about the floor while putting by his lantern and throwing aside his hat 

and sack, so as to merge the marks of Dunstan’s feet on the sand in the marks of his own nailed 

boots. Then he moved his pork nearer to the fire, and sat down to the agreeable business of 

tending the meat and warming himself at the same time. 

Any one who had looked at him as the red light shone upon his pale face, strange straining 

eyes, and meagre form, would perhaps have understood the mixture of contemptuous pity, dread, 

and suspicion with which he was regarded by his neighbours in Raveloe. Yet few men could be 



more harmless than poor Marner. In his truthful simple soul, not even the growing greed and 

worship of gold could beget any vice directly injurious to others. The light of his faith quite put 

out, and his affections made desolate, he had clung with all the force of his nature to his work 

and his money; and like all objects to which a man devotes himself, they had fashioned him into 

correspondence with themselves. His loom, as he wrought in it without ceasing, had in its turn 

wrought on him, and confirmed more and more the monotonous craving for its monotonous 

response. His gold, as he hung over it and saw it grow, gathered his power of loving together into 

a hard isolation like its own. 

As soon as he was warm he began to think it would be a long while to wait till after supper 

before he drew out his guineas, and it would be pleasant to see them on the table before him as 

he ate his unwonted feast. For joy is the best of wine, and Silas’s guineas were a golden wine of 

that sort. 

He rose and placed his candle unsuspectingly on the floor near his loom, swept away the sand 

without noticing any change, and removed the bricks. The sight of the empty hole made his heart 

leap violently, but the belief that his gold was gone could not come at once—only terror, and the 

eager effort to put an end to the terror. He passed his trembling hand all about the hole, trying to 

think it possible that his eyes had deceived him; then he held the candle in the hole and examined 

it curiously, trembling more and more. At last he shook so violently that he let fall the candle, 

and lifted his hands to his head, trying to steady himself, that he might think. Had he put his gold 

somewhere else, by a sudden resolution last night, and then forgotten it? A man falling into dark 

waters seeks a momentary footing even on sliding stones; and Silas, by acting as if he believed in 

false hopes, warded off the moment of despair. He searched in every corner, he turned his bed 

over, and shook it, and kneaded it; he looked in his brick oven where he laid his sticks. When 

there was no other place to be searched, he kneeled down again and felt once more all round the 

hole. There was no untried refuge left for a moment’s shelter from the terrible truth. 

Yes, there was a sort of refuge which always comes with the prostration of thought under an 

overpowering passion: it was that expectation of impossibilities, that belief in contradictory 

images, which is still distinct from madness, because it is capable of being dissipated by the 

external fact. Silas got up from his knees trembling, and looked round at the table: didn’t the 

gold lie there after all? The table was bare. Then he turned and looked behind him—looked all 

round his dwelling, seeming to strain his brown eyes after some possible appearance of the bags 

where he had already sought them in vain. He could see every object in his cottage—and his gold 

was not there. 

Again he put his trembling hands to his head, and gave a wild ringing scream, the cry of 

desolation. For a few moments after, he stood motionless; but the cry had relieved him from the 

first maddening pressure of the truth. He turned, and tottered towards his loom, and got into the 

seat where he worked, instinctively seeking this as the strongest assurance of reality. 

And now that all the false hopes had vanished, and the first shock of certainty was past, the 

idea of a thief began to present itself, and he entertained it eagerly, because a thief might be 

caught and made to restore the gold. The thought brought some new strength with it, and he 

started from his loom to the door. As he opened it the rain beat in upon him, for it was falling 

more and more heavily. There were no footsteps to be tracked on such a night—footsteps? When 

had the thief come? During Silas’s absence in the daytime the door had been locked, and there 

had been no marks of any inroad on his return by daylight. And in the evening, too, he said to 

himself, everything was the same as when he had left it. The sand and bricks looked as if they 



had not been moved. Was it a thief who had taken the bags? or was it a cruel power that no hands 

could reach, which had delighted in making him a second time desolate? He shrank from this 

vaguer dread, and fixed his mind with struggling effort on the robber with hands, who could be 

reached by hands. His thoughts glanced at all the neighbours who had made any remarks, or 

asked any questions which he might now regard as a ground of suspicion. There was Jem 

Rodney, a known poacher, and otherwise disreputable: he had often met Marner in his journeys 

across the fields, and had said something jestingly about the weaver’s money; nay, he had once 

irritated Marner, by lingering at the fire when he called to light his pipe, instead of going about 

his business. Jem Rodney was the man—there was ease in the thought. Jem could be found and 

made to restore the money: Marner did not want to punish him, but only to get back his gold 

which had gone from him, and left his soul like a forlorn traveller on an unknown desert. The 

robber must be laid hold of. Marner’s ideas of legal authority were confused, but he felt that he 

must go and proclaim his loss; and the great people in the village—the clergyman, the constable, 

and Squire Cass—would make Jem Rodney, or somebody else, deliver up the stolen money. He 

rushed out in the rain, under the stimulus of this hope, forgetting to cover his head, not caring to 

fasten his door; for he felt as if he had nothing left to lose. He ran swiftly, till want of breath 

compelled him to slacken his pace as he was entering the village at the turning close to the 

Rainbow. 

The Rainbow, in Marner’s view, was a place of luxurious resort for rich and stout husbands, 

whose wives had superfluous stores of linen; it was the place where he was likely to find the 

powers and dignities of Raveloe, and where he could most speedily make his loss public. He 

lifted the latch, and turned into the bright bar or kitchen on the right hand, where the less lofty 

customers of the house were in the habit of assembling, the parlour on the left being reserved for 

the more select society in which Squire Cass frequently enjoyed the double pleasure of 

conviviality and condescension. But the parlour was dark to-night, the chief personages who 

ornamented its circle being all at Mrs. Osgood’s birthday dance, as Godfrey Cass was. And in 

consequence of this, the party on the high-screened seats in the kitchen was more numerous than 

usual; several personages, who would otherwise have been admitted into the parlour and 

enlarged the opportunity of hectoring and condescension for their betters, being content this 

evening to vary their enjoyment by taking their spirits-and-water where they could themselves 

hector and condescend in company that called for beer. 

  



CHAPTER VI. 

The conversation, which was at a high pitch of animation when Silas approached the door of 

the Rainbow, had, as usual, been slow and intermittent when the company first assembled. The 

pipes began to be puffed in a silence which had an air of severity; the more important customers, 

who drank spirits and sat nearest the fire, staring at each other as if a bet were depending on the 

first man who winked; while the beer-drinkers, chiefly men in fustian jackets and smock-frocks, 

kept their eyelids down and rubbed their hands across their mouths, as if their draughts of beer 

were a funereal duty attended with embarrassing sadness. At last Mr. Snell, the landlord, a man 

of a neutral disposition, accustomed to stand aloof from human differences as those of beings 

who were all alike in need of liquor, broke silence, by saying in a doubtful tone to his cousin the 

butcher— 

“Some folks ’ud say that was a fine beast you druv in yesterday, Bob?” 

The butcher, a jolly, smiling, red-haired man, was not disposed to answer rashly. He gave a 

few puffs before he spat and replied, “And they wouldn’t be fur wrong, John.” 

After this feeble delusive thaw, the silence set in as severely as before. 

“Was it a red Durham?” said the farrier, taking up the thread of discourse after the lapse of a 

few minutes. 

The farrier looked at the landlord, and the landlord looked at the butcher, as the person who 

must take the responsibility of answering. 

“Red it was,” said the butcher, in his good-humoured husky treble—“and a Durham it was.” 

“Then you needn’t tell me who you bought it of,” said the farrier, looking round with some 

triumph; “I know who it is has got the red Durhams o’ this country-side. And she’d a white star 

on her brow, I’ll bet a penny?” The farrier leaned forward with his hands on his knees as he put 

this question, and his eyes twinkled knowingly. 

“Well; yes—she might,” said the butcher, slowly, considering that he was giving a decided 

affirmative. “I don’t say contrairy.” 

“I knew that very well,” said the farrier, throwing himself backward again, and speaking 

defiantly; “if I don’t know Mr. Lammeter’s cows, I should like to know who does—that’s all. 

And as for the cow you’ve bought, bargain or no bargain, I’ve been at the drenching of her—

contradick me who will.” 

The farrier looked fierce, and the mild butcher’s conversational spirit was roused a little. 

“I’m not for contradicking no man,” he said; “I’m for peace and quietness. Some are for 

cutting long ribs—I’m for cutting ’em short myself; but I don’t quarrel with ’em. All I say is, it’s 

a lovely carkiss—and anybody as was reasonable, it ’ud bring tears into their eyes to look at it.” 

“Well, it’s the cow as I drenched, whatever it is,” pursued the farrier, angrily; “and it was Mr. 

Lammeter’s cow, else you told a lie when you said it was a red Durham.” 

“I tell no lies,” said the butcher, with the same mild huskiness as before, “and I contradick 

none—not if a man was to swear himself black: he’s no meat o’ mine, nor none o’ my bargains. 

All I say is, it’s a lovely carkiss. And what I say, I’ll stick to; but I’ll quarrel wi’ no man.” 

“No,” said the farrier, with bitter sarcasm, looking at the company generally; “and p’rhaps you 

aren’t pig-headed; and p’rhaps you didn’t say the cow was a red Durham; and p’rhaps you didn’t 

say she’d got a star on her brow—stick to that, now you’re at it.” 



“Come, come,” said the landlord; “let the cow alone. The truth lies atween you: you’re both 

right and both wrong, as I allays say. And as for the cow’s being Mr. Lammeter’s, I say nothing 

to that; but this I say, as the Rainbow’s the Rainbow. And for the matter o’ that, if the talk is to 

be o’ the Lammeters, you know the most upo’ that head, eh, Mr. Macey? You remember when 

first Mr. Lammeter’s father come into these parts, and took the Warrens?” 

Mr. Macey, tailor and parish-clerk, the latter of which functions rheumatism had of late 

obliged him to share with a small-featured young man who sat opposite him, held his white head 

on one side, and twirled his thumbs with an air of complacency, slightly seasoned with criticism. 

He smiled pityingly, in answer to the landlord’s appeal, and said— 

“Aye, aye; I know, I know; but I let other folks talk. I’ve laid by now, and gev up to the young 

uns. Ask them as have been to school at Tarley: they’ve learnt pernouncing; that’s come up since 

my day.” 

“If you’re pointing at me, Mr. Macey,” said the deputy clerk, with an air of anxious propriety, 

“I’m nowise a man to speak out of my place. As the psalm says— 

“I know what’s right, nor only so, 

But also practise what I know.” 

“Well, then, I wish you’d keep hold o’ the tune, when it’s set for you; if you’re for practising, 

I wish you’d practise that,” said a large jocose-looking man, an excellent wheelwright in his 

week-day capacity, but on Sundays leader of the choir. He winked, as he spoke, at two of the 

company, who were known officially as the “bassoon” and the “key-bugle”, in the confidence 

that he was expressing the sense of the musical profession in Raveloe. 

Mr. Tookey, the deputy-clerk, who shared the unpopularity common to deputies, turned very 

red, but replied, with careful moderation—“Mr. Winthrop, if you’ll bring me any proof as I’m in 

the wrong, I’m not the man to say I won’t alter. But there’s people set up their own ears for a 

standard, and expect the whole choir to follow ’em. There may be two opinions, I hope.” 

“Aye, aye,” said Mr. Macey, who felt very well satisfied with this attack on youthful 

presumption; “you’re right there, Tookey: there’s allays two ’pinions; there’s the ’pinion a man 

has of himsen, and there’s the ’pinion other folks have on him. There’d be two ’pinions about a 

cracked bell, if the bell could hear itself.” 

“Well, Mr. Macey,” said poor Tookey, serious amidst the general laughter, “I undertook to 

partially fill up the office of parish-clerk by Mr. Crackenthorp’s desire, whenever your 

infirmities should make you unfitting; and it’s one of the rights thereof to sing in the choir—else 

why have you done the same yourself?” 

“Ah! but the old gentleman and you are two folks,” said Ben Winthrop. “The old gentleman’s 

got a gift. Why, the Squire used to invite him to take a glass, only to hear him sing the “Red 

Rovier”; didn’t he, Mr. Macey? It’s a nat’ral gift. There’s my little lad Aaron, he’s got a gift—he 

can sing a tune off straight, like a throstle. But as for you, Master Tookey, you’d better stick to 

your “Amens”: your voice is well enough when you keep it up in your nose. It’s your inside as 

isn’t right made for music: it’s no better nor a hollow stalk.” 

This kind of unflinching frankness was the most piquant form of joke to the company at the 

Rainbow, and Ben Winthrop’s insult was felt by everybody to have capped Mr. Macey’s 

epigram. 



“I see what it is plain enough,” said Mr. Tookey, unable to keep cool any longer. “There’s a 

consperacy to turn me out o’ the choir, as I shouldn’t share the Christmas money—that’s where 

it is. But I shall speak to Mr. Crackenthorp; I’ll not be put upon by no man.” 

“Nay, nay, Tookey,” said Ben Winthrop. “We’ll pay you your share to keep out of it—that’s 

what we’ll do. There’s things folks ’ud pay to be rid on, besides varmin.” 

“Come, come,” said the landlord, who felt that paying people for their absence was a principle 

dangerous to society; “a joke’s a joke. We’re all good friends here, I hope. We must give and 

take. You’re both right and you’re both wrong, as I say. I agree wi’ Mr. Macey here, as there’s 

two opinions; and if mine was asked, I should say they’re both right. Tookey’s right and 

Winthrop’s right, and they’ve only got to split the difference and make themselves even.” 

The farrier was puffing his pipe rather fiercely, in some contempt at this trivial discussion. He 

had no ear for music himself, and never went to church, as being of the medical profession, and 

likely to be in requisition for delicate cows. But the butcher, having music in his soul, had 

listened with a divided desire for Tookey’s defeat and for the preservation of the peace. 

“To be sure,” he said, following up the landlord’s conciliatory view, “we’re fond of our old 

clerk; it’s nat’ral, and him used to be such a singer, and got a brother as is known for the first 

fiddler in this country-side. Eh, it’s a pity but what Solomon lived in our village, and could give 

us a tune when we liked; eh, Mr. Macey? I’d keep him in liver and lights for nothing—that I 

would.” 

“Aye, aye,” said Mr. Macey, in the height of complacency; “our family’s been known for 

musicianers as far back as anybody can tell. But them things are dying out, as I tell Solomon 

every time he comes round; there’s no voices like what there used to be, and there’s nobody 

remembers what we remember, if it isn’t the old crows.” 

“Aye, you remember when first Mr. Lammeter’s father come into these parts, don’t you, Mr. 

Macey?” said the landlord. 

“I should think I did,” said the old man, who had now gone through that complimentary 

process necessary to bring him up to the point of narration; “and a fine old gentleman he was—

as fine, and finer nor the Mr. Lammeter as now is. He came from a bit north’ard, so far as I could 

ever make out. But there’s nobody rightly knows about those parts: only it couldn’t be far 

north’ard, nor much different from this country, for he brought a fine breed o’ sheep with him, so 

there must be pastures there, and everything reasonable. We heared tell as he’d sold his own land 

to come and take the Warrens, and that seemed odd for a man as had land of his own, to come 

and rent a farm in a strange place. But they said it was along of his wife’s dying; though there’s 

reasons in things as nobody knows on—that’s pretty much what I’ve made out; yet some folks 

are so wise, they’ll find you fifty reasons straight off, and all the while the real reason’s winking 

at ’em in the corner, and they niver see’t. Howsomever, it was soon seen as we’d got a new 

parish’ner as know’d the rights and customs o’ things, and kep a good house, and was well 

looked on by everybody. And the young man—that’s the Mr. Lammeter as now is, for he’d niver 

a sister—soon begun to court Miss Osgood, that’s the sister o’ the Mr. Osgood as now is, and a 

fine handsome lass she was—eh, you can’t think—they pretend this young lass is like her, but 

that’s the way wi’ people as don’t know what come before ’em. I should know, for I helped the 

old rector, Mr. Drumlow as was, I helped him marry ’em.” 

Here Mr. Macey paused; he always gave his narrative in instalments, expecting to be 

questioned according to precedent. 



“Aye, and a partic’lar thing happened, didn’t it, Mr. Macey, so as you were likely to remember 

that marriage?” said the landlord, in a congratulatory tone. 

“I should think there did—a very partic’lar thing,” said Mr. Macey, nodding sideways. “For 

Mr. Drumlow—poor old gentleman, I was fond on him, though he’d got a bit confused in his 

head, what wi’ age and wi’ taking a drop o’ summat warm when the service come of a cold 

morning. And young Mr. Lammeter, he’d have no way but he must be married in Janiwary, 

which, to be sure, ’s a unreasonable time to be married in, for it isn’t like a christening or a 

burying, as you can’t help; and so Mr. Drumlow—poor old gentleman, I was fond on him—but 

when he come to put the questions, he put ’em by the rule o’ contrairy, like, and he says, “Wilt 

thou have this man to thy wedded wife?” says he, and then he says, “Wilt thou have this woman 

to thy wedded husband?” says he. But the partic’larest thing of all is, as nobody took any notice 

on it but me, and they answered straight off “yes”, like as if it had been me saying “Amen” i’ the 

right place, without listening to what went before.” 

“But you knew what was going on well enough, didn’t you, Mr. Macey? You were live 

enough, eh?” said the butcher. 

“Lor bless you!” said Mr. Macey, pausing, and smiling in pity at the impotence of his hearer’s 

imagination—“why, I was all of a tremble: it was as if I’d been a coat pulled by the two tails, 

like; for I couldn’t stop the parson, I couldn’t take upon me to do that; and yet I said to myself, I 

says, “Suppose they shouldn’t be fast married, ’cause the words are contrairy?” and my head 

went working like a mill, for I was allays uncommon for turning things over and seeing all round 

’em; and I says to myself, “Is’t the meanin’ or the words as makes folks fast i’ wedlock?” For the 

parson meant right, and the bride and bridegroom meant right. But then, when I come to think on 

it, meanin’ goes but a little way i’ most things, for you may mean to stick things together and 

your glue may be bad, and then where are you? And so I says to mysen, “It isn’t the meanin’, it’s 

the glue.” And I was worreted as if I’d got three bells to pull at once, when we went into the 

vestry, and they begun to sign their names. But where’s the use o’ talking?—you can’t think 

what goes on in a ’cute man’s inside.” 

“But you held in for all that, didn’t you, Mr. Macey?” said the landlord. 

“Aye, I held in tight till I was by mysen wi’ Mr. Drumlow, and then I out wi’ everything, but 

respectful, as I allays did. And he made light on it, and he says, “Pooh, pooh, Macey, make 

yourself easy,” he says; “it’s neither the meaning nor the words—it’s the regester does it—that’s 

the glue.” So you see he settled it easy; for parsons and doctors know everything by heart, like, 

so as they aren’t worreted wi’ thinking what’s the rights and wrongs o’ things, as I’n been many 

and many’s the time. And sure enough the wedding turned out all right, on’y poor Mrs. 

Lammeter—that’s Miss Osgood as was—died afore the lasses was growed up; but for prosperity 

and everything respectable, there’s no family more looked on.” 

Every one of Mr. Macey’s audience had heard this story many times, but it was listened to as 

if it had been a favourite tune, and at certain points the puffing of the pipes was momentarily 

suspended, that the listeners might give their whole minds to the expected words. But there was 

more to come; and Mr. Snell, the landlord, duly put the leading question. 

“Why, old Mr. Lammeter had a pretty fortin, didn’t they say, when he come into these parts?” 

“Well, yes,” said Mr. Macey; “but I daresay it’s as much as this Mr. Lammeter’s done to keep 

it whole. For there was allays a talk as nobody could get rich on the Warrens: though he holds it 

cheap, for it’s what they call Charity Land.” 



“Aye, and there’s few folks know so well as you how it come to be Charity Land, eh, Mr. 

Macey?” said the butcher. 

“How should they?” said the old clerk, with some contempt. “Why, my grandfather made the 

grooms’ livery for that Mr. Cliff as came and built the big stables at the Warrens. Why, they’re 

stables four times as big as Squire Cass’s, for he thought o’ nothing but hosses and hunting, Cliff 

didn’t—a Lunnon tailor, some folks said, as had gone mad wi’ cheating. For he couldn’t ride; lor 

bless you! they said he’d got no more grip o’ the hoss than if his legs had been cross-sticks: my 

grandfather heared old Squire Cass say so many and many a time. But ride he would, as if Old 

Harry had been a-driving him; and he’d a son, a lad o’ sixteen; and nothing would his father have 

him do, but he must ride and ride—though the lad was frighted, they said. And it was a common 

saying as the father wanted to ride the tailor out o’ the lad, and make a gentleman on him—not 

but what I’m a tailor myself, but in respect as God made me such, I’m proud on it, for “Macey, 

tailor”, ’s been wrote up over our door since afore the Queen’s heads went out on the shillings. 

But Cliff, he was ashamed o’ being called a tailor, and he was sore vexed as his riding was 

laughed at, and nobody o’ the gentlefolks hereabout could abide him. Howsomever, the poor lad 

got sickly and died, and the father didn’t live long after him, for he got queerer nor ever, and they 

said he used to go out i’ the dead o’ the night, wi’ a lantern in his hand, to the stables, and set a 

lot o’ lights burning, for he got as he couldn’t sleep; and there he’d stand, cracking his whip and 

looking at his hosses; and they said it was a mercy as the stables didn’t get burnt down wi’ the 

poor dumb creaturs in ’em. But at last he died raving, and they found as he’d left all his property, 

Warrens and all, to a Lunnon Charity, and that’s how the Warrens come to be Charity Land; 

though, as for the stables, Mr. Lammeter never uses ’em—they’re out o’ all charicter—lor bless 

you! if you was to set the doors a-banging in ’em, it ’ud sound like thunder half o’er the parish.” 

“Aye, but there’s more going on in the stables than what folks see by daylight, eh, Mr. 

Macey?” said the landlord. 

“Aye, aye; go that way of a dark night, that’s all,” said Mr. Macey, winking mysteriously, 

“and then make believe, if you like, as you didn’t see lights i’ the stables, nor hear the stamping 

o’ the hosses, nor the cracking o’ the whips, and howling, too, if it’s tow’rt daybreak. “Cliff’s 

Holiday” has been the name of it ever sin’ I were a boy; that’s to say, some said as it was the 

holiday Old Harry gev him from roasting, like. That’s what my father told me, and he was a 

reasonable man, though there’s folks nowadays know what happened afore they were born better 

nor they know their own business.” 

“What do you say to that, eh, Dowlas?” said the landlord, turning to the farrier, who was 

swelling with impatience for his cue. “There’s a nut for you to crack.” 

Mr. Dowlas was the negative spirit in the company, and was proud of his position. 

“Say? I say what a man should say as doesn’t shut his eyes to look at a finger-post. I say, as 

I’m ready to wager any man ten pound, if he’ll stand out wi’ me any dry night in the pasture 

before the Warren stables, as we shall neither see lights nor hear noises, if it isn’t the blowing of 

our own noses. That’s what I say, and I’ve said it many a time; but there’s nobody ’ull ventur a 

ten-pun’ note on their ghos’es as they make so sure of.” 

“Why, Dowlas, that’s easy betting, that is,” said Ben Winthrop. “You might as well bet a man 

as he wouldn’t catch the rheumatise if he stood up to ’s neck in the pool of a frosty night. It ’ud 

be fine fun for a man to win his bet as he’d catch the rheumatise. Folks as believe in Cliff’s 

Holiday aren’t agoing to ventur near it for a matter o’ ten pound.” 



“If Master Dowlas wants to know the truth on it,” said Mr. Macey, with a sarcastic smile, 

tapping his thumbs together, “he’s no call to lay any bet—let him go and stan’ by himself—

there’s nobody ’ull hinder him; and then he can let the parish’ners know if they’re wrong.” 

“Thank you! I’m obliged to you,” said the farrier, with a snort of scorn. “If folks are fools, it’s 

no business o’ mine. I don’t want to make out the truth about ghos’es: I know it a’ready. But I’m 

not against a bet—everything fair and open. Let any man bet me ten pound as I shall see Cliff’s 

Holiday, and I’ll go and stand by myself. I want no company. I’d as lief do it as I’d fill this 

pipe.” 

“Ah, but who’s to watch you, Dowlas, and see you do it? That’s no fair bet,” said the butcher. 

“No fair bet?” replied Mr. Dowlas, angrily. “I should like to hear any man stand up and say I 

want to bet unfair. Come now, Master Lundy, I should like to hear you say it.” 

“Very like you would,” said the butcher. “But it’s no business o’ mine. You’re none o’ my 

bargains, and I aren’t a-going to try and ’bate your price. If anybody ’ll bid for you at your own 

vallying, let him. I’m for peace and quietness, I am.” 

“Yes, that’s what every yapping cur is, when you hold a stick up at him,” said the farrier. “But 

I’m afraid o’ neither man nor ghost, and I’m ready to lay a fair bet. I aren’t a turn-tail cur.” 

“Aye, but there’s this in it, Dowlas,” said the landlord, speaking in a tone of much candour 

and tolerance. “There’s folks, i’ my opinion, they can’t see ghos’es, not if they stood as plain as a 

pike-staff before ’em. And there’s reason i’ that. For there’s my wife, now, can’t smell, not if 

she’d the strongest o’ cheese under her nose. I never see’d a ghost myself; but then I says to 

myself, “Very like I haven’t got the smell for ’em.” I mean, putting a ghost for a smell, or else 

contrairiways. And so, I’m for holding with both sides; for, as I say, the truth lies between ’em. 

And if Dowlas was to go and stand, and say he’d never seen a wink o’ Cliff’s Holiday all the 

night through, I’d back him; and if anybody said as Cliff’s Holiday was certain sure, for all that, 

I’d back him too. For the smell’s what I go by.” 

The landlord’s analogical argument was not well received by the farrier—a man intensely 

opposed to compromise. 

“Tut, tut,” he said, setting down his glass with refreshed irritation; “what’s the smell got to do 

with it? Did ever a ghost give a man a black eye? That’s what I should like to know. If ghos’es 

want me to believe in ’em, let ’em leave off skulking i’ the dark and i’ lone places—let ’em 

come where there’s company and candles.” 

“As if ghos’es ’ud want to be believed in by anybody so ignirant!” said Mr. Macey, in deep 

disgust at the farrier’s crass incompetence to apprehend the conditions of ghostly phenomena. 

  



CHAPTER VII. 

Yet the next moment there seemed to be some evidence that ghosts had a more condescending 

disposition than Mr. Macey attributed to them; for the pale thin figure of Silas Marner was 

suddenly seen standing in the warm light, uttering no word, but looking round at the company 

with his strange unearthly eyes. The long pipes gave a simultaneous movement, like the antennae 

of startled insects, and every man present, not excepting even the sceptical farrier, had an 

impression that he saw, not Silas Marner in the flesh, but an apparition; for the door by which 

Silas had entered was hidden by the high-screened seats, and no one had noticed his approach. 

Mr. Macey, sitting a long way off the ghost, might be supposed to have felt an argumentative 

triumph, which would tend to neutralize his share of the general alarm. Had he not always said 

that when Silas Marner was in that strange trance of his, his soul went loose from his body? Here 

was the demonstration: nevertheless, on the whole, he would have been as well contented 

without it. For a few moments there was a dead silence, Marner’s want of breath and agitation 

not allowing him to speak. The landlord, under the habitual sense that he was bound to keep his 

house open to all company, and confident in the protection of his unbroken neutrality, at last took 

on himself the task of adjuring the ghost. 

“Master Marner,” he said, in a conciliatory tone, “what’s lacking to you? What’s your 

business here?” 

“Robbed!” said Silas, gaspingly. “I’ve been robbed! I want the constable—and the Justice—

and Squire Cass—and Mr. Crackenthorp.” 

“Lay hold on him, Jem Rodney,” said the landlord, the idea of a ghost subsiding; “he’s off his 

head, I doubt. He’s wet through.” 

Jem Rodney was the outermost man, and sat conveniently near Marner’s standing-place; but 

he declined to give his services. 

“Come and lay hold on him yourself, Mr. Snell, if you’ve a mind,” said Jem, rather sullenly. 

“He’s been robbed, and murdered too, for what I know,” he added, in a muttering tone. 

“Jem Rodney!” said Silas, turning and fixing his strange eyes on the suspected man. 

“Aye, Master Marner, what do you want wi’ me?” said Jem, trembling a little, and seizing his 

drinking-can as a defensive weapon. 

“If it was you stole my money,” said Silas, clasping his hands entreatingly, and raising his 

voice to a cry, “give it me back—and I won’t meddle with you. I won’t set the constable on you. 

Give it me back, and I’ll let you—I’ll let you have a guinea.” 

“Me stole your money!” said Jem, angrily. “I’ll pitch this can at your eye if you talk 

o’ my stealing your money.” 

“Come, come, Master Marner,” said the landlord, now rising resolutely, and seizing Marner by 

the shoulder, “if you’ve got any information to lay, speak it out sensible, and show as you’re in 

your right mind, if you expect anybody to listen to you. You’re as wet as a drownded rat. Sit 

down and dry yourself, and speak straight forrard.” 

“Ah, to be sure, man,” said the farrier, who began to feel that he had not been quite on a par 

with himself and the occasion. “Let’s have no more staring and screaming, else we’ll have you 

strapped for a madman. That was why I didn’t speak at the first—thinks I, the man’s run mad.” 

“Aye, aye, make him sit down,” said several voices at once, well pleased that the reality of 

ghosts remained still an open question. 



The landlord forced Marner to take off his coat, and then to sit down on a chair aloof from 

every one else, in the centre of the circle and in the direct rays of the fire. The weaver, too feeble 

to have any distinct purpose beyond that of getting help to recover his money, submitted 

unresistingly. The transient fears of the company were now forgotten in their strong curiosity, 

and all faces were turned towards Silas, when the landlord, having seated himself again, said— 

“Now then, Master Marner, what’s this you’ve got to say—as you’ve been robbed? Speak 

out.” 

“He’d better not say again as it was me robbed him,” cried Jem Rodney, hastily. “What could I 

ha’ done with his money? I could as easy steal the parson’s surplice, and wear it.” 

“Hold your tongue, Jem, and let’s hear what he’s got to say,” said the landlord. “Now then, 

Master Marner.” 

Silas now told his story, under frequent questioning as the mysterious character of the robbery 

became evident. 

This strangely novel situation of opening his trouble to his Raveloe neighbours, of sitting in 

the warmth of a hearth not his own, and feeling the presence of faces and voices which were his 

nearest promise of help, had doubtless its influence on Marner, in spite of his passionate 

preoccupation with his loss. Our consciousness rarely registers the beginning of a growth within 

us any more than without us: there have been many circulations of the sap before we detect the 

smallest sign of the bud. 

The slight suspicion with which his hearers at first listened to him, gradually melted away 

before the convincing simplicity of his distress: it was impossible for the neighbours to doubt 

that Marner was telling the truth, not because they were capable of arguing at once from the 

nature of his statements to the absence of any motive for making them falsely, but because, as 

Mr. Macey observed, “Folks as had the devil to back ’em were not likely to be so mushed” as 

poor Silas was. Rather, from the strange fact that the robber had left no traces, and had happened 

to know the nick of time, utterly incalculable by mortal agents, when Silas would go away from 

home without locking his door, the more probable conclusion seemed to be, that his disreputable 

intimacy in that quarter, if it ever existed, had been broken up, and that, in consequence, this ill 

turn had been done to Marner by somebody it was quite in vain to set the constable after. Why 

this preternatural felon should be obliged to wait till the door was left unlocked, was a question 

which did not present itself. 

“It isn’t Jem Rodney as has done this work, Master Marner,” said the landlord. “You mustn’t 

be a-casting your eye at poor Jem. There may be a bit of a reckoning against Jem for the matter 

of a hare or so, if anybody was bound to keep their eyes staring open, and niver to wink; but 

Jem’s been a-sitting here drinking his can, like the decentest man i’ the parish, since before you 

left your house, Master Marner, by your own account.” 

“Aye, aye,” said Mr. Macey; “let’s have no accusing o’ the innicent. That isn’t the law. There 

must be folks to swear again’ a man before he can be ta’en up. Let’s have no accusing o’ the 

innicent, Master Marner.” 

Memory was not so utterly torpid in Silas that it could not be awakened by these words. With 

a movement of compunction as new and strange to him as everything else within the last hour, he 

started from his chair and went close up to Jem, looking at him as if he wanted to assure himself 

of the expression in his face. 



“I was wrong,” he said—“yes, yes—I ought to have thought. There’s nothing to witness 

against you, Jem. Only you’d been into my house oftener than anybody else, and so you came 

into my head. I don’t accuse you—I won’t accuse anybody—only,” he added, lifting up his 

hands to his head, and turning away with bewildered misery, “I try—I try to think where my 

guineas can be.” 

“Aye, aye, they’re gone where it’s hot enough to melt ’em, I doubt,” said Mr. Macey. 

“Tchuh!” said the farrier. And then he asked, with a cross-examining air, “How much money 

might there be in the bags, Master Marner?” 

“Two hundred and seventy-two pounds, twelve and sixpence, last night when I counted it,” 

said Silas, seating himself again, with a groan. 

“Pooh! why, they’d be none so heavy to carry. Some tramp’s been in, that’s all; and as for the 

no footmarks, and the bricks and the sand being all right—why, your eyes are pretty much like a 

insect’s, Master Marner; they’re obliged to look so close, you can’t see much at a time. It’s my 

opinion as, if I’d been you, or you’d been me—for it comes to the same thing—you wouldn’t 

have thought you’d found everything as you left it. But what I vote is, as two of the sensiblest o’ 

the company should go with you to Master Kench, the constable’s—he’s ill i’ bed, I know that 

much—and get him to appoint one of us his deppity; for that’s the law, and I don’t think 

anybody ’ull take upon him to contradick me there. It isn’t much of a walk to Kench’s; and then, 

if it’s me as is deppity, I’ll go back with you, Master Marner, and examine your premises; and if 

anybody’s got any fault to find with that, I’ll thank him to stand up and say it out like a man.” 

By this pregnant speech the farrier had re-established his self-complacency, and waited with 

confidence to hear himself named as one of the superlatively sensible men. 

“Let us see how the night is, though,” said the landlord, who also considered himself 

personally concerned in this proposition. “Why, it rains heavy still,” he said, returning from the 

door. 

“Well, I’m not the man to be afraid o’ the rain,” said the farrier. “For it’ll look bad when 

Justice Malam hears as respectable men like us had a information laid before ’em and took no 

steps.” 

The landlord agreed with this view, and after taking the sense of the company, and duly 

rehearsing a small ceremony known in high ecclesiastical life as the nolo episcopari, he 

consented to take on himself the chill dignity of going to Kench’s. But to the farrier’s strong 

disgust, Mr. Macey now started an objection to his proposing himself as a deputy-constable; for 

that oracular old gentleman, claiming to know the law, stated, as a fact delivered to him by his 

father, that no doctor could be a constable. 

“And you’re a doctor, I reckon, though you’re only a cow-doctor—for a fly’s a fly, though it 

may be a hoss-fly,” concluded Mr. Macey, wondering a little at his own “’cuteness”. 

There was a hot debate upon this, the farrier being of course indisposed to renounce the 

quality of doctor, but contending that a doctor could be a constable if he liked—the law meant, 

he needn’t be one if he didn’t like. Mr. Macey thought this was nonsense, since the law was not 

likely to be fonder of doctors than of other folks. Moreover, if it was in the nature of doctors 

more than of other men not to like being constables, how came Mr. Dowlas to be so eager to act 

in that capacity? 

“I don’t want to act the constable,” said the farrier, driven into a corner by this merciless 

reasoning; “and there’s no man can say it of me, if he’d tell the truth. But if there’s to be any 



jealousy and envying about going to Kench’s in the rain, let them go as like it—you won’t get me 

to go, I can tell you.” 

By the landlord’s intervention, however, the dispute was accommodated. Mr. Dowlas 

consented to go as a second person disinclined to act officially; and so poor Silas, furnished with 

some old coverings, turned out with his two companions into the rain again, thinking of the long 

night-hours before him, not as those do who long to rest, but as those who expect to “watch for 

the morning”. 

  



CHAPTER VIII. 

When Godfrey Cass returned from Mrs. Osgood’s party at midnight, he was not much 

surprised to learn that Dunsey had not come home. Perhaps he had not sold Wildfire, and was 

waiting for another chance—perhaps, on that foggy afternoon, he had preferred housing himself 

at the Red Lion at Batherley for the night, if the run had kept him in that neighbourhood; for he 

was not likely to feel much concern about leaving his brother in suspense. Godfrey’s mind was 

too full of Nancy Lammeter’s looks and behaviour, too full of the exasperation against himself 

and his lot, which the sight of her always produced in him, for him to give much thought to 

Wildfire, or to the probabilities of Dunstan’s conduct. 

The next morning the whole village was excited by the story of the robbery, and Godfrey, like 

every one else, was occupied in gathering and discussing news about it, and in visiting the Stone-

pits. The rain had washed away all possibility of distinguishing foot-marks, but a close 

investigation of the spot had disclosed, in the direction opposite to the village, a tinder-box, with 

a flint and steel, half sunk in the mud. It was not Silas’s tinder-box, for the only one he had ever 

had was still standing on his shelf; and the inference generally accepted was, that the tinder-box 

in the ditch was somehow connected with the robbery. A small minority shook their heads, and 

intimated their opinion that it was not a robbery to have much light thrown on it by tinder-boxes, 

that Master Marner’s tale had a queer look with it, and that such things had been known as a 

man’s doing himself a mischief, and then setting the justice to look for the doer. But when 

questioned closely as to their grounds for this opinion, and what Master Marner had to gain by 

such false pretences, they only shook their heads as before, and observed that there was no 

knowing what some folks counted gain; moreover, that everybody had a right to their own 

opinions, grounds or no grounds, and that the weaver, as everybody knew, was partly crazy. Mr. 

Macey, though he joined in the defence of Marner against all suspicions of deceit, also pooh-

poohed the tinder-box; indeed, repudiated it as a rather impious suggestion, tending to imply that 

everything must be done by human hands, and that there was no power which could make away 

with the guineas without moving the bricks. Nevertheless, he turned round rather sharply on Mr. 

Tookey, when the zealous deputy, feeling that this was a view of the case peculiarly suited to a 

parish-clerk, carried it still farther, and doubted whether it was right to inquire into a robbery at 

all when the circumstances were so mysterious. 

“As if,” concluded Mr. Tookey—“as if there was nothing but what could be made out by 

justices and constables.” 

“Now, don’t you be for overshooting the mark, Tookey,” said Mr. Macey, nodding his head 

aside admonishingly. “That’s what you’re allays at; if I throw a stone and hit, you think there’s 

summat better than hitting, and you try to throw a stone beyond. What I said was against the 

tinder-box: I said nothing against justices and constables, for they’re o’ King George’s making, 

and it ’ud be ill-becoming a man in a parish office to fly out again’ King George.” 

While these discussions were going on amongst the group outside the Rainbow, a higher 

consultation was being carried on within, under the presidency of Mr. Crackenthorp, the rector, 

assisted by Squire Cass and other substantial parishioners. It had just occurred to Mr. Snell, the 

landlord—he being, as he observed, a man accustomed to put two and two together—to connect 

with the tinder-box, which, as deputy-constable, he himself had had the honourable distinction of 

finding, certain recollections of a pedlar who had called to drink at the house about a month 

before, and had actually stated that he carried a tinder-box about with him to light his pipe. Here, 

surely, was a clue to be followed out. And as memory, when duly impregnated with ascertained 



facts, is sometimes surprisingly fertile, Mr. Snell gradually recovered a vivid impression of the 

effect produced on him by the pedlar’s countenance and conversation. He had a “look with his 

eye” which fell unpleasantly on Mr. Snell’s sensitive organism. To be sure, he didn’t say 

anything particular—no, except that about the tinder-box—but it isn’t what a man says, it’s the 

way he says it. Moreover, he had a swarthy foreignness of complexion which boded little 

honesty. 

“Did he wear ear-rings?” Mr. Crackenthorp wished to know, having some acquaintance with 

foreign customs. 

“Well—stay—let me see,” said Mr. Snell, like a docile clairvoyante, who would really not 

make a mistake if she could help it. After stretching the corners of his mouth and contracting his 

eyes, as if he were trying to see the ear-rings, he appeared to give up the effort, and said, “Well, 

he’d got ear-rings in his box to sell, so it’s nat’ral to suppose he might wear ’em. But he called at 

every house, a’most, in the village; there’s somebody else, mayhap, saw ’em in his ears, though I 

can’t take upon me rightly to say.” 

Mr. Snell was correct in his surmise, that somebody else would remember the pedlar’s ear-

rings. For on the spread of inquiry among the villagers it was stated with gathering emphasis, 

that the parson had wanted to know whether the pedlar wore ear-rings in his ears, and an 

impression was created that a great deal depended on the eliciting of this fact. Of course, every 

one who heard the question, not having any distinct image of the pedlar as without ear-rings, 

immediately had an image of him with ear-rings, larger or smaller, as the case might be; and the 

image was presently taken for a vivid recollection, so that the glazier’s wife, a well-intentioned 

woman, not given to lying, and whose house was among the cleanest in the village, was ready to 

declare, as sure as ever she meant to take the sacrament the very next Christmas that was ever 

coming, that she had seen big ear-rings, in the shape of the young moon, in the pedlar’s two ears; 

while Jinny Oates, the cobbler’s daughter, being a more imaginative person, stated not only that 

she had seen them too, but that they had made her blood creep, as it did at that very moment 

while there she stood. 

Also, by way of throwing further light on this clue of the tinder-box, a collection was made of 

all the articles purchased from the pedlar at various houses, and carried to the Rainbow to be 

exhibited there. In fact, there was a general feeling in the village, that for the clearing-up of this 

robbery there must be a great deal done at the Rainbow, and that no man need offer his wife an 

excuse for going there while it was the scene of severe public duties. 

Some disappointment was felt, and perhaps a little indignation also, when it became known 

that Silas Marner, on being questioned by the Squire and the parson, had retained no other 

recollection of the pedlar than that he had called at his door, but had not entered his house, 

having turned away at once when Silas, holding the door ajar, had said that he wanted nothing. 

This had been Silas’s testimony, though he clutched strongly at the idea of the pedlar’s being the 

culprit, if only because it gave him a definite image of a whereabout for his gold after it had been 

taken away from its hiding-place: he could see it now in the pedlar’s box. But it was observed 

with some irritation in the village, that anybody but a “blind creatur” like Marner would have 

seen the man prowling about, for how came he to leave his tinder-box in the ditch close by, if he 

hadn’t been lingering there? Doubtless, he had made his observations when he saw Marner at the 

door. Anybody might know—and only look at him—that the weaver was a half-crazy miser. It 

was a wonder the pedlar hadn’t murdered him; men of that sort, with rings in their ears, had been 



known for murderers often and often; there had been one tried at the ’sizes, not so long ago but 

what there were people living who remembered it. 

Godfrey Cass, indeed, entering the Rainbow during one of Mr. Snell’s frequently repeated 

recitals of his testimony, had treated it lightly, stating that he himself had bought a pen-knife of 

the pedlar, and thought him a merry grinning fellow enough; it was all nonsense, he said, about 

the man’s evil looks. But this was spoken of in the village as the random talk of youth, “as if it 

was only Mr. Snell who had seen something odd about the pedlar!” On the contrary, there were 

at least half-a-dozen who were ready to go before Justice Malam, and give in much more striking 

testimony than any the landlord could furnish. It was to be hoped Mr. Godfrey would not go to 

Tarley and throw cold water on what Mr. Snell said there, and so prevent the justice from 

drawing up a warrant. He was suspected of intending this, when, after mid-day, he was seen 

setting off on horseback in the direction of Tarley. 

But by this time Godfrey’s interest in the robbery had faded before his growing anxiety about 

Dunstan and Wildfire, and he was going, not to Tarley, but to Batherley, unable to rest in 

uncertainty about them any longer. The possibility that Dunstan had played him the ugly trick of 

riding away with Wildfire, to return at the end of a month, when he had gambled away or 

otherwise squandered the price of the horse, was a fear that urged itself upon him more, even, 

than the thought of an accidental injury; and now that the dance at Mrs. Osgood’s was past, he 

was irritated with himself that he had trusted his horse to Dunstan. Instead of trying to still his 

fears, he encouraged them, with that superstitious impression which clings to us all, that if we 

expect evil very strongly it is the less likely to come; and when he heard a horse approaching at a 

trot, and saw a hat rising above a hedge beyond an angle of the lane, he felt as if his conjuration 

had succeeded. But no sooner did the horse come within sight, than his heart sank again. It was 

not Wildfire; and in a few moments more he discerned that the rider was not Dunstan, but Bryce, 

who pulled up to speak, with a face that implied something disagreeable. 

“Well, Mr. Godfrey, that’s a lucky brother of yours, that Master Dunsey, isn’t he?” 

“What do you mean?” said Godfrey, hastily. 

“Why, hasn’t he been home yet?” said Bryce. 

“Home? no. What has happened? Be quick. What has he done with my horse?” 

“Ah, I thought it was yours, though he pretended you had parted with it to him.” 

“Has he thrown him down and broken his knees?” said Godfrey, flushed with exasperation. 

“Worse than that,” said Bryce. “You see, I’d made a bargain with him to buy the horse for a 

hundred and twenty—a swinging price, but I always liked the horse. And what does he do but go 

and stake him—fly at a hedge with stakes in it, atop of a bank with a ditch before it. The horse 

had been dead a pretty good while when he was found. So he hasn’t been home since, has he?” 

“Home? no,” said Godfrey, “and he’d better keep away. Confound me for a fool! I might have 

known this would be the end of it.” 

“Well, to tell you the truth,” said Bryce, “after I’d bargained for the horse, it did come into my 

head that he might be riding and selling the horse without your knowledge, for I didn’t believe it 

was his own. I knew Master Dunsey was up to his tricks sometimes. But where can he be gone? 

He’s never been seen at Batherley. He couldn’t have been hurt, for he must have walked off.” 

“Hurt?” said Godfrey, bitterly. “He’ll never be hurt—he’s made to hurt other people.” 

“And so you did give him leave to sell the horse, eh?” said Bryce. 



“Yes; I wanted to part with the horse—he was always a little too hard in the mouth for me,” 

said Godfrey; his pride making him wince under the idea that Bryce guessed the sale to be a 

matter of necessity. “I was going to see after him—I thought some mischief had happened. I’ll 

go back now,” he added, turning the horse’s head, and wishing he could get rid of Bryce; for he 

felt that the long-dreaded crisis in his life was close upon him. “You’re coming on to Raveloe, 

aren’t you?” 

“Well, no, not now,” said Bryce. “I was coming round there, for I had to go to Flitton, and I 

thought I might as well take you in my way, and just let you know all I knew myself about the 

horse. I suppose Master Dunsey didn’t like to show himself till the ill news had blown over a bit. 

He’s perhaps gone to pay a visit at the Three Crowns, by Whitbridge—I know he’s fond of the 

house.” 

“Perhaps he is,” said Godfrey, rather absently. Then rousing himself, he said, with an effort at 

carelessness, “We shall hear of him soon enough, I’ll be bound.” 

“Well, here’s my turning,” said Bryce, not surprised to perceive that Godfrey was rather 

“down”; “so I’ll bid you good-day, and wish I may bring you better news another time.” 

Godfrey rode along slowly, representing to himself the scene of confession to his father from 

which he felt that there was now no longer any escape. The revelation about the money must be 

made the very next morning; and if he withheld the rest, Dunstan would be sure to come back 

shortly, and, finding that he must bear the brunt of his father’s anger, would tell the whole story 

out of spite, even though he had nothing to gain by it. There was one step, perhaps, by which he 

might still win Dunstan’s silence and put off the evil day: he might tell his father that he had 

himself spent the money paid to him by Fowler; and as he had never been guilty of such an 

offence before, the affair would blow over after a little storming. But Godfrey could not bend 

himself to this. He felt that in letting Dunstan have the money, he had already been guilty of a 

breach of trust hardly less culpable than that of spending the money directly for his own behoof; 

and yet there was a distinction between the two acts which made him feel that the one was so 

much more blackening than the other as to be intolerable to him. 

“I don’t pretend to be a good fellow,” he said to himself; “but I’m not a scoundrel—at least, 

I’ll stop short somewhere. I’ll bear the consequences of what I have done sooner than make 

believe I’ve done what I never would have done. I’d never have spent the money for my own 

pleasure—I was tortured into it.” 

Through the remainder of this day Godfrey, with only occasional fluctuations, kept his will 

bent in the direction of a complete avowal to his father, and he withheld the story of Wildfire’s 

loss till the next morning, that it might serve him as an introduction to heavier matter. The old 

Squire was accustomed to his son’s frequent absence from home, and thought neither Dunstan’s 

nor Wildfire’s non-appearance a matter calling for remark. Godfrey said to himself again and 

again, that if he let slip this one opportunity of confession, he might never have another; the 

revelation might be made even in a more odious way than by Dunstan’s malignity: she might 

come as she had threatened to do. And then he tried to make the scene easier to himself by 

rehearsal: he made up his mind how he would pass from the admission of his weakness in letting 

Dunstan have the money to the fact that Dunstan had a hold on him which he had been unable to 

shake off, and how he would work up his father to expect something very bad before he told him 

the fact. The old Squire was an implacable man: he made resolutions in violent anger, and he 

was not to be moved from them after his anger had subsided—as fiery volcanic matters cool and 

harden into rock. Like many violent and implacable men, he allowed evils to grow under favour 



of his own heedlessness, till they pressed upon him with exasperating force, and then he turned 

round with fierce severity and became unrelentingly hard. This was his system with his tenants: 

he allowed them to get into arrears, neglect their fences, reduce their stock, sell their straw, and 

otherwise go the wrong way,—and then, when he became short of money in consequence of this 

indulgence, he took the hardest measures and would listen to no appeal. Godfrey knew all this, 

and felt it with the greater force because he had constantly suffered annoyance from witnessing 

his father’s sudden fits of unrelentingness, for which his own habitual irresolution deprived him 

of all sympathy. (He was not critical on the faulty indulgence which preceded these 

fits; that seemed to him natural enough.) Still there was just the chance, Godfrey thought, that his 

father’s pride might see this marriage in a light that would induce him to hush it up, rather than 

turn his son out and make the family the talk of the country for ten miles round. 

This was the view of the case that Godfrey managed to keep before him pretty closely till 

midnight, and he went to sleep thinking that he had done with inward debating. But when he 

awoke in the still morning darkness he found it impossible to reawaken his evening thoughts; it 

was as if they had been tired out and were not to be roused to further work. Instead of arguments 

for confession, he could now feel the presence of nothing but its evil consequences: the old dread 

of disgrace came back—the old shrinking from the thought of raising a hopeless barrier between 

himself and Nancy—the old disposition to rely on chances which might be favourable to him, 

and save him from betrayal. Why, after all, should he cut off the hope of them by his own act? 

He had seen the matter in a wrong light yesterday. He had been in a rage with Dunstan, and had 

thought of nothing but a thorough break-up of their mutual understanding; but what it would be 

really wisest for him to do, was to try and soften his father’s anger against Dunsey, and keep 

things as nearly as possible in their old condition. If Dunsey did not come back for a few days 

(and Godfrey did not know but that the rascal had enough money in his pocket to enable him to 

keep away still longer), everything might blow over. 

  



CHAPTER IX. 

Godfrey rose and took his own breakfast earlier than usual, but lingered in the wainscoted 

parlour till his younger brothers had finished their meal and gone out; awaiting his father, who 

always took a walk with his managing-man before breakfast. Every one breakfasted at a different 

hour in the Red House, and the Squire was always the latest, giving a long chance to a rather 

feeble morning appetite before he tried it. The table had been spread with substantial eatables 

nearly two hours before he presented himself—a tall, stout man of sixty, with a face in which the 

knit brow and rather hard glance seemed contradicted by the slack and feeble mouth. His person 

showed marks of habitual neglect, his dress was slovenly; and yet there was something in the 

presence of the old Squire distinguishable from that of the ordinary farmers in the parish, who 

were perhaps every whit as refined as he, but, having slouched their way through life with a 

consciousness of being in the vicinity of their “betters”, wanted that self-possession and 

authoritativeness of voice and carriage which belonged to a man who thought of superiors as 

remote existences with whom he had personally little more to do than with America or the stars. 

The Squire had been used to parish homage all his life, used to the presupposition that his family, 

his tankards, and everything that was his, were the oldest and best; and as he never associated 

with any gentry higher than himself, his opinion was not disturbed by comparison. 

He glanced at his son as he entered the room, and said, “What, sir! haven’t you had your 

breakfast yet?” but there was no pleasant morning greeting between them; not because of any 

unfriendliness, but because the sweet flower of courtesy is not a growth of such homes as the 

Red House. 

“Yes, sir,” said Godfrey, “I’ve had my breakfast, but I was waiting to speak to you.” 

“Ah! well,” said the Squire, throwing himself indifferently into his chair, and speaking in a 

ponderous coughing fashion, which was felt in Raveloe to be a sort of privilege of his rank, 

while he cut a piece of beef, and held it up before the deer-hound that had come in with him. 

“Ring the bell for my ale, will you? You youngsters’ business is your own pleasure, mostly. 

There’s no hurry about it for anybody but yourselves.” 

The Squire’s life was quite as idle as his sons’, but it was a fiction kept up by himself and his 

contemporaries in Raveloe that youth was exclusively the period of folly, and that their aged 

wisdom was constantly in a state of endurance mitigated by sarcasm. Godfrey waited, before he 

spoke again, until the ale had been brought and the door closed—an interval during which Fleet, 

the deer-hound, had consumed enough bits of beef to make a poor man’s holiday dinner. 

“There’s been a cursed piece of ill-luck with Wildfire,” he began; “happened the day before 

yesterday.” 

“What! broke his knees?” said the Squire, after taking a draught of ale. “I thought you knew 

how to ride better than that, sir. I never threw a horse down in my life. If I had, I might ha’ 

whistled for another, for my father wasn’t quite so ready to unstring as some other fathers I know 

of. But they must turn over a new leaf—they must. What with mortgages and arrears, I’m as 

short o’ cash as a roadside pauper. And that fool Kimble says the newspaper’s talking about 

peace. Why, the country wouldn’t have a leg to stand on. Prices ’ud run down like a jack, and I 

should never get my arrears, not if I sold all the fellows up. And there’s that damned Fowler, I 

won’t put up with him any longer; I’ve told Winthrop to go to Cox this very day. The lying 

scoundrel told me he’d be sure to pay me a hundred last month. He takes advantage because he’s 

on that outlying farm, and thinks I shall forget him.” 



The Squire had delivered this speech in a coughing and interrupted manner, but with no pause 

long enough for Godfrey to make it a pretext for taking up the word again. He felt that his father 

meant to ward off any request for money on the ground of the misfortune with Wildfire, and that 

the emphasis he had thus been led to lay on his shortness of cash and his arrears was likely to 

produce an attitude of mind the utmost unfavourable for his own disclosure. But he must go on, 

now he had begun. 

“It’s worse than breaking the horse’s knees—he’s been staked and killed,” he said, as soon as 

his father was silent, and had begun to cut his meat. “But I wasn’t thinking of asking you to buy 

me another horse; I was only thinking I’d lost the means of paying you with the price of 

Wildfire, as I’d meant to do. Dunsey took him to the hunt to sell him for me the other day, and 

after he’d made a bargain for a hundred and twenty with Bryce, he went after the hounds, and 

took some fool’s leap or other that did for the horse at once. If it hadn’t been for that, I should 

have paid you a hundred pounds this morning.” 

The Squire had laid down his knife and fork, and was staring at his son in amazement, not 

being sufficiently quick of brain to form a probable guess as to what could have caused so 

strange an inversion of the paternal and filial relations as this proposition of his son to pay him a 

hundred pounds. 

“The truth is, sir—I’m very sorry—I was quite to blame,” said Godfrey. “Fowler did pay that 

hundred pounds. He paid it to me, when I was over there one day last month. And Dunsey 

bothered me for the money, and I let him have it, because I hoped I should be able to pay it you 

before this.” 

The Squire was purple with anger before his son had done speaking, and found utterance 

difficult. “You let Dunsey have it, sir? And how long have you been so thick with Dunsey that 

you must collogue with him to embezzle my money? Are you turning out a scamp? I tell you I 

won’t have it. I’ll turn the whole pack of you out of the house together, and marry again. I’d have 

you to remember, sir, my property’s got no entail on it;—since my grandfather’s time the Casses 

can do as they like with their land. Remember that, sir. Let Dunsey have the money! Why should 

you let Dunsey have the money? There’s some lie at the bottom of it.” 

“There’s no lie, sir,” said Godfrey. “I wouldn’t have spent the money myself, but Dunsey 

bothered me, and I was a fool, and let him have it. But I meant to pay it, whether he did or not. 

That’s the whole story. I never meant to embezzle money, and I’m not the man to do it. You 

never knew me do a dishonest trick, sir.” 

“Where’s Dunsey, then? What do you stand talking there for? Go and fetch Dunsey, as I tell 

you, and let him give account of what he wanted the money for, and what he’s done with it. He 

shall repent it. I’ll turn him out. I said I would, and I’ll do it. He shan’t brave me. Go and fetch 

him.” 

“Dunsey isn’t come back, sir.” 

“What! did he break his own neck, then?” said the Squire, with some disgust at the idea that, 

in that case, he could not fulfil his threat. 

“No, he wasn’t hurt, I believe, for the horse was found dead, and Dunsey must have walked 

off. I daresay we shall see him again by-and-by. I don’t know where he is.” 

“And what must you be letting him have my money for? Answer me that,” said the Squire, 

attacking Godfrey again, since Dunsey was not within reach. 



“Well, sir, I don’t know,” said Godfrey, hesitatingly. That was a feeble evasion, but Godfrey 

was not fond of lying, and, not being sufficiently aware that no sort of duplicity can long flourish 

without the help of vocal falsehoods, he was quite unprepared with invented motives. 

“You don’t know? I tell you what it is, sir. You’ve been up to some trick, and you’ve been 

bribing him not to tell,” said the Squire, with a sudden acuteness which startled Godfrey, who 

felt his heart beat violently at the nearness of his father’s guess. The sudden alarm pushed him on 

to take the next step—a very slight impulse suffices for that on a downward road. 

“Why, sir,” he said, trying to speak with careless ease, “it was a little affair between me and 

Dunsey; it’s no matter to anybody else. It’s hardly worth while to pry into young men’s 

fooleries: it wouldn’t have made any difference to you, sir, if I’d not had the bad luck to lose 

Wildfire. I should have paid you the money.” 

“Fooleries! Pshaw! it’s time you’d done with fooleries. And I’d have you know, sir, 

you must ha’ done with ’em,” said the Squire, frowning and casting an angry glance at his son. 

“Your goings-on are not what I shall find money for any longer. There’s my grandfather had his 

stables full o’ horses, and kept a good house, too, and in worse times, by what I can make out; 

and so might I, if I hadn’t four good-for-nothing fellows to hang on me like horse-leeches. I’ve 

been too good a father to you all—that’s what it is. But I shall pull up, sir.” 

Godfrey was silent. He was not likely to be very penetrating in his judgments, but he had 

always had a sense that his father’s indulgence had not been kindness, and had had a vague 

longing for some discipline that would have checked his own errant weakness and helped his 

better will. The Squire ate his bread and meat hastily, took a deep draught of ale, then turned his 

chair from the table, and began to speak again. 

“It’ll be all the worse for you, you know—you’d need try and help me keep things together.” 

“Well, sir, I’ve often offered to take the management of things, but you know you’ve taken it 

ill always, and seemed to think I wanted to push you out of your place.” 

“I know nothing o’ your offering or o’ my taking it ill,” said the Squire, whose memory 

consisted in certain strong impressions unmodified by detail; “but I know, one while you seemed 

to be thinking o’ marrying, and I didn’t offer to put any obstacles in your way, as some fathers 

would. I’d as lieve you married Lammeter’s daughter as anybody. I suppose, if I’d said you nay, 

you’d ha’ kept on with it; but, for want o’ contradiction, you’ve changed your mind. You’re a 

shilly-shally fellow: you take after your poor mother. She never had a will of her own; a woman 

has no call for one, if she’s got a proper man for her husband. But your wife had need have one, 

for you hardly know your own mind enough to make both your legs walk one way. The lass 

hasn’t said downright she won’t have you, has she?” 

“No,” said Godfrey, feeling very hot and uncomfortable; “but I don’t think she will.” 

“Think! why haven’t you the courage to ask her? Do you stick to it, you want to have her—

that’s the thing?” 

“There’s no other woman I want to marry,” said Godfrey, evasively. 

“Well, then, let me make the offer for you, that’s all, if you haven’t the pluck to do it yourself. 

Lammeter isn’t likely to be loath for his daughter to marry into my family, I should think. And as 

for the pretty lass, she wouldn’t have her cousin—and there’s nobody else, as I see, could ha’ 

stood in your way.” 



“I’d rather let it be, please sir, at present,” said Godfrey, in alarm. “I think she’s a little 

offended with me just now, and I should like to speak for myself. A man must manage these 

things for himself.” 

“Well, speak, then, and manage it, and see if you can’t turn over a new leaf. That’s what a man 

must do when he thinks o’ marrying.” 

“I don’t see how I can think of it at present, sir. You wouldn’t like to settle me on one of the 

farms, I suppose, and I don’t think she’d come to live in this house with all my brothers. It’s a 

different sort of life to what she’s been used to.” 

“Not come to live in this house? Don’t tell me. You ask her, that’s all,” said the Squire, with a 

short, scornful laugh. 

“I’d rather let the thing be, at present, sir,” said Godfrey. “I hope you won’t try to hurry it on 

by saying anything.” 

“I shall do what I choose,” said the Squire, “and I shall let you know I’m master; else you may 

turn out and find an estate to drop into somewhere else. Go out and tell Winthrop not to go to 

Cox’s, but wait for me. And tell ’em to get my horse saddled. And stop: look out and get that 

hack o’ Dunsey’s sold, and hand me the money, will you? He’ll keep no more hacks at my 

expense. And if you know where he’s sneaking—I daresay you do—you may tell him to spare 

himself the journey o’ coming back home. Let him turn ostler, and keep himself. He shan’t hang 

on me any more.” 

“I don’t know where he is, sir; and if I did, it isn’t my place to tell him to keep away,” said 

Godfrey, moving towards the door. 

“Confound it, sir, don’t stay arguing, but go and order my horse,” said the Squire, taking up a 

pipe. 

Godfrey left the room, hardly knowing whether he were more relieved by the sense that the 

interview was ended without having made any change in his position, or more uneasy that he had 

entangled himself still further in prevarication and deceit. What had passed about his proposing 

to Nancy had raised a new alarm, lest by some after-dinner words of his father’s to Mr. 

Lammeter he should be thrown into the embarrassment of being obliged absolutely to decline her 

when she seemed to be within his reach. He fled to his usual refuge, that of hoping for some 

unforeseen turn of fortune, some favourable chance which would save him from unpleasant 

consequences—perhaps even justify his insincerity by manifesting its prudence. And in this 

point of trusting to some throw of fortune’s dice, Godfrey can hardly be called specially old-

fashioned. Favourable Chance, I fancy, is the god of all men who follow their own devices 

instead of obeying a law they believe in. Let even a polished man of these days get into a 

position he is ashamed to avow, and his mind will be bent on all the possible issues that may 

deliver him from the calculable results of that position. Let him live outside his income, or shirk 

the resolute honest work that brings wages, and he will presently find himself dreaming of a 

possible benefactor, a possible simpleton who may be cajoled into using his interest, a possible 

state of mind in some possible person not yet forthcoming. Let him neglect the responsibilities of 

his office, and he will inevitably anchor himself on the chance that the thing left undone may 

turn out not to be of the supposed importance. Let him betray his friend’s confidence, and he will 

adore that same cunning complexity called Chance, which gives him the hope that his friend will 

never know. Let him forsake a decent craft that he may pursue the gentilities of a profession to 

which nature never called him, and his religion will infallibly be the worship of blessed Chance, 



which he will believe in as the mighty creator of success. The evil principle deprecated in that 

religion is the orderly sequence by which the seed brings forth a crop after its kind. 

  



CHAPTER X. 

Justice Malam was naturally regarded in Tarley and Raveloe as a man of capacious mind, 

seeing that he could draw much wider conclusions without evidence than could be expected of 

his neighbours who were not on the Commission of the Peace. Such a man was not likely to 

neglect the clue of the tinder-box, and an inquiry was set on foot concerning a pedlar, name 

unknown, with curly black hair and a foreign complexion, carrying a box of cutlery and 

jewellery, and wearing large rings in his ears. But either because inquiry was too slow-footed to 

overtake him, or because the description applied to so many pedlars that inquiry did not know 

how to choose among them, weeks passed away, and there was no other result concerning the 

robbery than a gradual cessation of the excitement it had caused in Raveloe. Dunstan Cass’s 

absence was hardly a subject of remark: he had once before had a quarrel with his father, and had 

gone off, nobody knew whither, to return at the end of six weeks, take up his old quarters 

unforbidden, and swagger as usual. His own family, who equally expected this issue, with the 

sole difference that the Squire was determined this time to forbid him the old quarters, never 

mentioned his absence; and when his uncle Kimble or Mr. Osgood noticed it, the story of his 

having killed Wildfire, and committed some offence against his father, was enough to prevent 

surprise. To connect the fact of Dunsey’s disappearance with that of the robbery occurring on the 

same day, lay quite away from the track of every one’s thought—even Godfrey’s, who had better 

reason than any one else to know what his brother was capable of. He remembered no mention of 

the weaver between them since the time, twelve years ago, when it was their boyish sport to 

deride him; and, besides, his imagination constantly created an alibi for Dunstan: he saw him 

continually in some congenial haunt, to which he had walked off on leaving Wildfire—saw him 

sponging on chance acquaintances, and meditating a return home to the old amusement of 

tormenting his elder brother. Even if any brain in Raveloe had put the said two facts together, I 

doubt whether a combination so injurious to the prescriptive respectability of a family with a 

mural monument and venerable tankards, would not have been suppressed as of unsound 

tendency. But Christmas puddings, brawn, and abundance of spirituous liquors, throwing the 

mental originality into the channel of nightmare, are great preservatives against a dangerous 

spontaneity of waking thought. 

When the robbery was talked of at the Rainbow and elsewhere, in good company, the balance 

continued to waver between the rational explanation founded on the tinder-box, and the theory of 

an impenetrable mystery that mocked investigation. The advocates of the tinder-box-and-pedlar 

view considered the other side a muddle-headed and credulous set, who, because they 

themselves were wall-eyed, supposed everybody else to have the same blank outlook; and the 

adherents of the inexplicable more than hinted that their antagonists were animals inclined to 

crow before they had found any corn—mere skimming-dishes in point of depth—whose clear-

sightedness consisted in supposing there was nothing behind a barn-door because they couldn’t 

see through it; so that, though their controversy did not serve to elicit the fact concerning the 

robbery, it elicited some true opinions of collateral importance. 

But while poor Silas’s loss served thus to brush the slow current of Raveloe conversation, 

Silas himself was feeling the withering desolation of that bereavement about which his 

neighbours were arguing at their ease. To any one who had observed him before he lost his gold, 

it might have seemed that so withered and shrunken a life as his could hardly be susceptible of a 

bruise, could hardly endure any subtraction but such as would put an end to it altogether. But in 

reality it had been an eager life, filled with immediate purpose which fenced him in from the 



wide, cheerless unknown. It had been a clinging life; and though the object round which its fibres 

had clung was a dead disrupted thing, it satisfied the need for clinging. But now the fence was 

broken down—the support was snatched away. Marner’s thoughts could no longer move in their 

old round, and were baffled by a blank like that which meets a plodding ant when the earth has 

broken away on its homeward path. The loom was there, and the weaving, and the growing 

pattern in the cloth; but the bright treasure in the hole under his feet was gone; the prospect of 

handling and counting it was gone: the evening had no phantasm of delight to still the poor 

soul’s craving. The thought of the money he would get by his actual work could bring no joy, for 

its meagre image was only a fresh reminder of his loss; and hope was too heavily crushed by the 

sudden blow for his imagination to dwell on the growth of a new hoard from that small 

beginning. 

He filled up the blank with grief. As he sat weaving, he every now and then moaned low, like 

one in pain: it was the sign that his thoughts had come round again to the sudden chasm—to the 

empty evening-time. And all the evening, as he sat in his loneliness by his dull fire, he leaned his 

elbows on his knees, and clasped his head with his hands, and moaned very low—not as one who 

seeks to be heard. 

And yet he was not utterly forsaken in his trouble. The repulsion Marner had always created in 

his neighbours was partly dissipated by the new light in which this misfortune had shown him. 

Instead of a man who had more cunning than honest folks could come by, and, what was worse, 

had not the inclination to use that cunning in a neighbourly way, it was now apparent that Silas 

had not cunning enough to keep his own. He was generally spoken of as a “poor mushed 

creatur”; and that avoidance of his neighbours, which had before been referred to his ill-will and 

to a probable addiction to worse company, was now considered mere craziness. 

This change to a kindlier feeling was shown in various ways. The odour of Christmas cooking 

being on the wind, it was the season when superfluous pork and black puddings are suggestive of 

charity in well-to-do families; and Silas’s misfortune had brought him uppermost in the memory 

of housekeepers like Mrs. Osgood. Mr. Crackenthorp, too, while he admonished Silas that his 

money had probably been taken from him because he thought too much of it and never came to 

church, enforced the doctrine by a present of pigs’ pettitoes, well calculated to dissipate 

unfounded prejudices against the clerical character. Neighbours who had nothing but verbal 

consolation to give showed a disposition not only to greet Silas and discuss his misfortune at 

some length when they encountered him in the village, but also to take the trouble of calling at 

his cottage and getting him to repeat all the details on the very spot; and then they would try to 

cheer him by saying, “Well, Master Marner, you’re no worse off nor other poor folks, after all; 

and if you was to be crippled, the parish ’ud give you a ’lowance.” 

I suppose one reason why we are seldom able to comfort our neighbours with our words is that 

our goodwill gets adulterated, in spite of ourselves, before it can pass our lips. We can send black 

puddings and pettitoes without giving them a flavour of our own egoism; but language is a 

stream that is almost sure to smack of a mingled soil. There was a fair proportion of kindness in 

Raveloe; but it was often of a beery and bungling sort, and took the shape least allied to the 

complimentary and hypocritical. 

Mr. Macey, for example, coming one evening expressly to let Silas know that recent events 

had given him the advantage of standing more favourably in the opinion of a man whose 

judgment was not formed lightly, opened the conversation by saying, as soon as he had seated 

himself and adjusted his thumbs— 



“Come, Master Marner, why, you’ve no call to sit a-moaning. You’re a deal better off to ha’ 

lost your money, nor to ha’ kep it by foul means. I used to think, when you first come into these 

parts, as you were no better nor you should be; you were younger a deal than what you are now; 

but you were allays a staring, white-faced creatur, partly like a bald-faced calf, as I may say. But 

there’s no knowing: it isn’t every queer-looksed thing as Old Harry’s had the making of—I 

mean, speaking o’ toads and such; for they’re often harmless, like, and useful against varmin. 

And it’s pretty much the same wi’ you, as fur as I can see. Though as to the yarbs and stuff to 

cure the breathing, if you brought that sort o’ knowledge from distant parts, you might ha’ been a 

bit freer of it. And if the knowledge wasn’t well come by, why, you might ha’ made up for it by 

coming to church reg’lar; for, as for the children as the Wise Woman charmed, I’ve been at the 

christening of ’em again and again, and they took the water just as well. And that’s reasonable; 

for if Old Harry’s a mind to do a bit o’ kindness for a holiday, like, who’s got anything against 

it? That’s my thinking; and I’ve been clerk o’ this parish forty year, and I know, when the parson 

and me does the cussing of a Ash Wednesday, there’s no cussing o’ folks as have a mind to be 

cured without a doctor, let Kimble say what he will. And so, Master Marner, as I was saying—

for there’s windings i’ things as they may carry you to the fur end o’ the prayer-book afore you 

get back to ’em—my advice is, as you keep up your sperrits; for as for thinking you’re a deep un, 

and ha’ got more inside you nor ’ull bear daylight, I’m not o’ that opinion at all, and so I tell the 

neighbours. For, says I, you talk o’ Master Marner making out a tale—why, it’s nonsense, that is: 

it ’ud take a ’cute man to make a tale like that; and, says I, he looked as scared as a rabbit.” 

During this discursive address Silas had continued motionless in his previous attitude, leaning 

his elbows on his knees, and pressing his hands against his head. Mr. Macey, not doubting that 

he had been listened to, paused, in the expectation of some appreciatory reply, but Marner 

remained silent. He had a sense that the old man meant to be good-natured and neighbourly; but 

the kindness fell on him as sunshine falls on the wretched—he had no heart to taste it, and felt 

that it was very far off him. 

“Come, Master Marner, have you got nothing to say to that?” said Mr. Macey at last, with a 

slight accent of impatience. 

“Oh,” said Marner, slowly, shaking his head between his hands, “I thank you—thank you—

kindly.” 

“Aye, aye, to be sure: I thought you would,” said Mr. Macey; “and my advice is—have you 

got a Sunday suit?” 

“No,” said Marner. 

“I doubted it was so,” said Mr. Macey. “Now, let me advise you to get a Sunday suit: there’s 

Tookey, he’s a poor creatur, but he’s got my tailoring business, and some o’ my money in it, and 

he shall make a suit at a low price, and give you trust, and then you can come to church, and be a 

bit neighbourly. Why, you’ve never heared me say “Amen” since you come into these parts, and 

I recommend you to lose no time, for it’ll be poor work when Tookey has it all to himself, for I 

mayn’t be equil to stand i’ the desk at all, come another winter.” Here Mr. Macey paused, 

perhaps expecting some sign of emotion in his hearer; but not observing any, he went on. “And 

as for the money for the suit o’ clothes, why, you get a matter of a pound a-week at your 

weaving, Master Marner, and you’re a young man, eh, for all you look so mushed. Why, you 

couldn’t ha’ been five-and-twenty when you come into these parts, eh?” 

Silas started a little at the change to a questioning tone, and answered mildly, “I don’t know; I 

can’t rightly say—it’s a long while since.” 



After receiving such an answer as this, it is not surprising that Mr. Macey observed, later on in 

the evening at the Rainbow, that Marner’s head was “all of a muddle”, and that it was to be 

doubted if he ever knew when Sunday came round, which showed him a worse heathen than 

many a dog. 

Another of Silas’s comforters, besides Mr. Macey, came to him with a mind highly charged on 

the same topic. This was Mrs. Winthrop, the wheelwright’s wife. The inhabitants of Raveloe 

were not severely regular in their church-going, and perhaps there was hardly a person in the 

parish who would not have held that to go to church every Sunday in the calendar would have 

shown a greedy desire to stand well with Heaven, and get an undue advantage over their 

neighbours—a wish to be better than the “common run”, that would have implied a reflection on 

those who had had godfathers and godmothers as well as themselves, and had an equal right to 

the burying-service. At the same time, it was understood to be requisite for all who were not 

household servants, or young men, to take the sacrament at one of the great festivals: Squire Cass 

himself took it on Christmas-day; while those who were held to be “good livers” went to church 

with greater, though still with moderate, frequency. 

Mrs. Winthrop was one of these: she was in all respects a woman of scrupulous conscience, so 

eager for duties that life seemed to offer them too scantily unless she rose at half-past four, 

though this threw a scarcity of work over the more advanced hours of the morning, which it was 

a constant problem with her to remove. Yet she had not the vixenish temper which is sometimes 

supposed to be a necessary condition of such habits: she was a very mild, patient woman, whose 

nature it was to seek out all the sadder and more serious elements of life, and pasture her mind 

upon them. She was the person always first thought of in Raveloe when there was illness or 

death in a family, when leeches were to be applied, or there was a sudden disappointment in a 

monthly nurse. She was a “comfortable woman”—good-looking, fresh-complexioned, having 

her lips always slightly screwed, as if she felt herself in a sick-room with the doctor or the 

clergyman present. But she was never whimpering; no one had seen her shed tears; she was 

simply grave and inclined to shake her head and sigh, almost imperceptibly, like a funereal 

mourner who is not a relation. It seemed surprising that Ben Winthrop, who loved his quart-pot 

and his joke, got along so well with Dolly; but she took her husband’s jokes and joviality as 

patiently as everything else, considering that “men would be so”, and viewing the stronger sex in 

the light of animals whom it had pleased Heaven to make naturally troublesome, like bulls and 

turkey-cocks. 

This good wholesome woman could hardly fail to have her mind drawn strongly towards Silas 

Marner, now that he appeared in the light of a sufferer; and one Sunday afternoon she took her 

little boy Aaron with her, and went to call on Silas, carrying in her hand some small lard-cakes, 

flat paste-like articles much esteemed in Raveloe. Aaron, an apple-cheeked youngster of seven, 

with a clean starched frill which looked like a plate for the apples, needed all his adventurous 

curiosity to embolden him against the possibility that the big-eyed weaver might do him some 

bodily injury; and his dubiety was much increased when, on arriving at the Stone-pits, they heard 

the mysterious sound of the loom. 

“Ah, it is as I thought,” said Mrs. Winthrop, sadly. 

They had to knock loudly before Silas heard them; but when he did come to the door he 

showed no impatience, as he would once have done, at a visit that had been unasked for and 

unexpected. Formerly, his heart had been as a locked casket with its treasure inside; but now the 

casket was empty, and the lock was broken. Left groping in darkness, with his prop utterly gone, 



Silas had inevitably a sense, though a dull and half-despairing one, that if any help came to him it 

must come from without; and there was a slight stirring of expectation at the sight of his fellow-

men, a faint consciousness of dependence on their goodwill. He opened the door wide to admit 

Dolly, but without otherwise returning her greeting than by moving the armchair a few inches as 

a sign that she was to sit down in it. Dolly, as soon as she was seated, removed the white cloth 

that covered her lard-cakes, and said in her gravest way— 

“I’d a baking yisterday, Master Marner, and the lard-cakes turned out better nor common, and 

I’d ha’ asked you to accept some, if you’d thought well. I don’t eat such things myself, for a bit 

o’ bread’s what I like from one year’s end to the other; but men’s stomichs are made so comical, 

they want a change—they do, I know, God help ’em.” 

Dolly sighed gently as she held out the cakes to Silas, who thanked her kindly and looked very 

close at them, absently, being accustomed to look so at everything he took into his hand—eyed 

all the while by the wondering bright orbs of the small Aaron, who had made an outwork of his 

mother’s chair, and was peeping round from behind it. 

“There’s letters pricked on ’em,” said Dolly. “I can’t read ’em myself, and there’s nobody, not 

Mr. Macey himself, rightly knows what they mean; but they’ve a good meaning, for they’re the 

same as is on the pulpit-cloth at church. What are they, Aaron, my dear?” 

Aaron retreated completely behind his outwork. 

“Oh, go, that’s naughty,” said his mother, mildly. “Well, whativer the letters are, they’ve a 

good meaning; and it’s a stamp as has been in our house, Ben says, ever since he was a little un, 

and his mother used to put it on the cakes, and I’ve allays put it on too; for if there’s any good, 

we’ve need of it i’ this world.” 

“It’s I. H. S.,” said Silas, at which proof of learning Aaron peeped round the chair again. 

“Well, to be sure, you can read ’em off,” said Dolly. “Ben’s read ’em to me many and many a 

time, but they slip out o’ my mind again; the more’s the pity, for they’re good letters, else they 

wouldn’t be in the church; and so I prick ’em on all the loaves and all the cakes, though 

sometimes they won’t hold, because o’ the rising—for, as I said, if there’s any good to be got 

we’ve need of it i’ this world—that we have; and I hope they’ll bring good to you, Master 

Marner, for it’s wi’ that will I brought you the cakes; and you see the letters have held better nor 

common.” 

Silas was as unable to interpret the letters as Dolly, but there was no possibility of 

misunderstanding the desire to give comfort that made itself heard in her quiet tones. He said, 

with more feeling than before—“Thank you—thank you kindly.” But he laid down the cakes and 

seated himself absently—drearily unconscious of any distinct benefit towards which the cakes 

and the letters, or even Dolly’s kindness, could tend for him. 

“Ah, if there’s good anywhere, we’ve need of it,” repeated Dolly, who did not lightly forsake a 

serviceable phrase. She looked at Silas pityingly as she went on. “But you didn’t hear the church-

bells this morning, Master Marner? I doubt you didn’t know it was Sunday. Living so lone here, 

you lose your count, I daresay; and then, when your loom makes a noise, you can’t hear the bells, 

more partic’lar now the frost kills the sound.” 

“Yes, I did; I heard ’em,” said Silas, to whom Sunday bells were a mere accident of the day, 

and not part of its sacredness. There had been no bells in Lantern Yard. 

“Dear heart!” said Dolly, pausing before she spoke again. “But what a pity it is you should 

work of a Sunday, and not clean yourself—if you didn’t go to church; for if you’d a roasting bit, 



it might be as you couldn’t leave it, being a lone man. But there’s the bakehus, if you could make 

up your mind to spend a twopence on the oven now and then,—not every week, in course—I 

shouldn’t like to do that myself,—you might carry your bit o’ dinner there, for it’s nothing but 

right to have a bit o’ summat hot of a Sunday, and not to make it as you can’t know your dinner 

from Saturday. But now, upo’ Christmas-day, this blessed Christmas as is ever coming, if you 

was to take your dinner to the bakehus, and go to church, and see the holly and the yew, and hear 

the anthim, and then take the sacramen’, you’d be a deal the better, and you’d know which end 

you stood on, and you could put your trust i’ Them as knows better nor we do, seein’ you’d ha’ 

done what it lies on us all to do.” 

Dolly’s exhortation, which was an unusually long effort of speech for her, was uttered in the 

soothing persuasive tone with which she would have tried to prevail on a sick man to take his 

medicine, or a basin of gruel for which he had no appetite. Silas had never before been closely 

urged on the point of his absence from church, which had only been thought of as a part of his 

general queerness; and he was too direct and simple to evade Dolly’s appeal. 

“Nay, nay,” he said, “I know nothing o’ church. I’ve never been to church.” 

“No!” said Dolly, in a low tone of wonderment. Then bethinking herself of Silas’s advent 

from an unknown country, she said, “Could it ha’ been as they’d no church where you was 

born?” 

“Oh, yes,” said Silas, meditatively, sitting in his usual posture of leaning on his knees, and 

supporting his head. “There was churches—a many—it was a big town. But I knew nothing of 

’em—I went to chapel.” 

Dolly was much puzzled at this new word, but she was rather afraid of inquiring further, lest 

“chapel” might mean some haunt of wickedness. After a little thought, she said— 

“Well, Master Marner, it’s niver too late to turn over a new leaf, and if you’ve niver had no 

church, there’s no telling the good it’ll do you. For I feel so set up and comfortable as niver was, 

when I’ve been and heard the prayers, and the singing to the praise and glory o’ God, as Mr. 

Macey gives out—and Mr. Crackenthorp saying good words, and more partic’lar on Sacramen’ 

Day; and if a bit o’ trouble comes, I feel as I can put up wi’ it, for I’ve looked for help i’ the right 

quarter, and gev myself up to Them as we must all give ourselves up to at the last; and if we’n 

done our part, it isn’t to be believed as Them as are above us ’ull be worse nor we are, and come 

short o’ Their’n.” 

Poor Dolly’s exposition of her simple Raveloe theology fell rather unmeaningly on Silas’s 

ears, for there was no word in it that could rouse a memory of what he had known as religion, 

and his comprehension was quite baffled by the plural pronoun, which was no heresy of Dolly’s, 

but only her way of avoiding a presumptuous familiarity. He remained silent, not feeling inclined 

to assent to the part of Dolly’s speech which he fully understood—her recommendation that he 

should go to church. Indeed, Silas was so unaccustomed to talk beyond the brief questions and 

answers necessary for the transaction of his simple business, that words did not easily come to 

him without the urgency of a distinct purpose. 

But now, little Aaron, having become used to the weaver’s awful presence, had advanced to 

his mother’s side, and Silas, seeming to notice him for the first time, tried to return Dolly’s signs 

of good-will by offering the lad a bit of lard-cake. Aaron shrank back a little, and rubbed his 

head against his mother’s shoulder, but still thought the piece of cake worth the risk of putting 

his hand out for it. 



“Oh, for shame, Aaron,” said his mother, taking him on her lap, however; “why, you don’t 

want cake again yet awhile. He’s wonderful hearty,” she went on, with a little sigh—“that he is, 

God knows. He’s my youngest, and we spoil him sadly, for either me or the father must allays 

hev him in our sight—that we must.” 

She stroked Aaron’s brown head, and thought it must do Master Marner good to see such a 

“pictur of a child”. But Marner, on the other side of the hearth, saw the neat-featured rosy face as 

a mere dim round, with two dark spots in it. 

“And he’s got a voice like a bird—you wouldn’t think,” Dolly went on; “he can sing a 

Christmas carril as his father’s taught him; and I take it for a token as he’ll come to good, as he 

can learn the good tunes so quick. Come, Aaron, stan’ up and sing the carril to Master Marner, 

come.” 

Aaron replied by rubbing his forehead against his mother’s shoulder. 

“Oh, that’s naughty,” said Dolly, gently. “Stan’ up, when mother tells you, and let me hold the 

cake till you’ve done.” 

Aaron was not indisposed to display his talents, even to an ogre, under protecting 

circumstances; and after a few more signs of coyness, consisting chiefly in rubbing the backs of 

his hands over his eyes, and then peeping between them at Master Marner, to see if he looked 

anxious for the “carril”, he at length allowed his head to be duly adjusted, and standing behind 

the table, which let him appear above it only as far as his broad frill, so that he looked like a 

cherubic head untroubled with a body, he began with a clear chirp, and in a melody that had the 

rhythm of an industrious hammer 

“God rest you, merry gentlemen, 

Let nothing you dismay, 

For Jesus Christ our Savior 

Was born on Christmas-day.” 

Dolly listened with a devout look, glancing at Marner in some confidence that this strain 

would help to allure him to church. 

“That’s Christmas music,” she said, when Aaron had ended, and had secured his piece of cake 

again. “There’s no other music equil to the Christmas music—“Hark the erol angils sing.” And 

you may judge what it is at church, Master Marner, with the bassoon and the voices, as you can’t 

help thinking you’ve got to a better place a’ready—for I wouldn’t speak ill o’ this world, seeing 

as Them put us in it as knows best—but what wi’ the drink, and the quarrelling, and the bad 

illnesses, and the hard dying, as I’ve seen times and times, one’s thankful to hear of a better. The 

boy sings pretty, don’t he, Master Marner?” 

“Yes,” said Silas, absently, “very pretty.” 

The Christmas carol, with its hammer-like rhythm, had fallen on his ears as strange music, 

quite unlike a hymn, and could have none of the effect Dolly contemplated. But he wanted to 

show her that he was grateful, and the only mode that occurred to him was to offer Aaron a bit 

more cake. 

“Oh, no, thank you, Master Marner,” said Dolly, holding down Aaron’s willing hands. “We 

must be going home now. And so I wish you good-bye, Master Marner; and if you ever feel 

anyways bad in your inside, as you can’t fend for yourself, I’ll come and clean up for you, and 

get you a bit o’ victual, and willing. But I beg and pray of you to leave off weaving of a Sunday, 



for it’s bad for soul and body—and the money as comes i’ that way ’ull be a bad bed to lie down 

on at the last, if it doesn’t fly away, nobody knows where, like the white frost. And you’ll excuse 

me being that free with you, Master Marner, for I wish you well—I do. Make your bow, Aaron.” 

Silas said “Good-bye, and thank you kindly,” as he opened the door for Dolly, but he couldn’t 

help feeling relieved when she was gone—relieved that he might weave again and moan at his 

ease. Her simple view of life and its comforts, by which she had tried to cheer him, was only like 

a report of unknown objects, which his imagination could not fashion. The fountains of human 

love and of faith in a divine love had not yet been unlocked, and his soul was still the shrunken 

rivulet, with only this difference, that its little groove of sand was blocked up, and it wandered 

confusedly against dark obstruction. 

And so, notwithstanding the honest persuasions of Mr. Macey and Dolly Winthrop, Silas spent 

his Christmas-day in loneliness, eating his meat in sadness of heart, though the meat had come to 

him as a neighbourly present. In the morning he looked out on the black frost that seemed to 

press cruelly on every blade of grass, while the half-icy red pool shivered under the bitter wind; 

but towards evening the snow began to fall, and curtained from him even that dreary outlook, 

shutting him close up with his narrow grief. And he sat in his robbed home through the livelong 

evening, not caring to close his shutters or lock his door, pressing his head between his hands 

and moaning, till the cold grasped him and told him that his fire was grey. 

Nobody in this world but himself knew that he was the same Silas Marner who had once loved 

his fellow with tender love, and trusted in an unseen goodness. Even to himself that past 

experience had become dim. 

But in Raveloe village the bells rang merrily, and the church was fuller than all through the 

rest of the year, with red faces among the abundant dark-green boughs—faces prepared for a 

longer service than usual by an odorous breakfast of toast and ale. Those green boughs, the hymn 

and anthem never heard but at Christmas—even the Athanasian Creed, which was discriminated 

from the others only as being longer and of exceptional virtue, since it was only read on rare 

occasions—brought a vague exulting sense, for which the grown men could as little have found 

words as the children, that something great and mysterious had been done for them in heaven 

above and in earth below, which they were appropriating by their presence. And then the red 

faces made their way through the black biting frost to their own homes, feeling themselves free 

for the rest of the day to eat, drink, and be merry, and using that Christian freedom without 

diffidence. 

At Squire Cass’s family party that day nobody mentioned Dunstan—nobody was sorry for his 

absence, or feared it would be too long. The doctor and his wife, uncle and aunt Kimble, were 

there, and the annual Christmas talk was carried through without any omissions, rising to the 

climax of Mr. Kimble’s experience when he walked the London hospitals thirty years back, 

together with striking professional anecdotes then gathered. Whereupon cards followed, with 

aunt Kimble’s annual failure to follow suit, and uncle Kimble’s irascibility concerning the odd 

trick which was rarely explicable to him, when it was not on his side, without a general visitation 

of tricks to see that they were formed on sound principles: the whole being accompanied by a 

strong steaming odour of spirits-and-water. 

But the party on Christmas-day, being a strictly family party, was not the pre-eminently 

brilliant celebration of the season at the Red House. It was the great dance on New Year’s Eve 

that made the glory of Squire Cass’s hospitality, as of his forefathers’, time out of mind. This 

was the occasion when all the society of Raveloe and Tarley, whether old acquaintances 



separated by long rutty distances, or cooled acquaintances separated by misunderstandings 

concerning runaway calves, or acquaintances founded on intermittent condescension, counted on 

meeting and on comporting themselves with mutual appropriateness. This was the occasion on 

which fair dames who came on pillions sent their bandboxes before them, supplied with more 

than their evening costume; for the feast was not to end with a single evening, like a paltry town 

entertainment, where the whole supply of eatables is put on the table at once, and bedding is 

scanty. The Red House was provisioned as if for a siege; and as for the spare feather-beds ready 

to be laid on floors, they were as plentiful as might naturally be expected in a family that had 

killed its own geese for many generations. 

Godfrey Cass was looking forward to this New Year’s Eve with a foolish reckless longing, 

that made him half deaf to his importunate companion, Anxiety. 

“Dunsey will be coming home soon: there will be a great blow-up, and how will you bribe his 

spite to silence?” said Anxiety. 

“Oh, he won’t come home before New Year’s Eve, perhaps,” said Godfrey; “and I shall sit by 

Nancy then, and dance with her, and get a kind look from her in spite of herself.” 

“But money is wanted in another quarter,” said Anxiety, in a louder voice, “and how will you 

get it without selling your mother’s diamond pin? And if you don’t get it...?” 

“Well, but something may happen to make things easier. At any rate, there’s one pleasure for 

me close at hand: Nancy is coming.” 

“Yes, and suppose your father should bring matters to a pass that will oblige you to decline 

marrying her—and to give your reasons?” 

“Hold your tongue, and don’t worry me. I can see Nancy’s eyes, just as they will look at me, 

and feel her hand in mine already.” 

But Anxiety went on, though in noisy Christmas company; refusing to be utterly quieted even 

by much drinking. 

  



CHAPTER XI. 

Some women, I grant, would not appear to advantage seated on a pillion, and attired in a drab 

joseph and a drab beaver-bonnet, with a crown resembling a small stew-pan; for a garment 

suggesting a coachman’s greatcoat, cut out under an exiguity of cloth that would only allow of 

miniature capes, is not well adapted to conceal deficiencies of contour, nor is drab a colour that 

will throw sallow cheeks into lively contrast. It was all the greater triumph to Miss Nancy 

Lammeter’s beauty that she looked thoroughly bewitching in that costume, as, seated on the 

pillion behind her tall, erect father, she held one arm round him, and looked down, with open-

eyed anxiety, at the treacherous snow-covered pools and puddles, which sent up formidable 

splashings of mud under the stamp of Dobbin’s foot. A painter would, perhaps, have preferred 

her in those moments when she was free from self-consciousness; but certainly the bloom on her 

cheeks was at its highest point of contrast with the surrounding drab when she arrived at the door 

of the Red House, and saw Mr. Godfrey Cass ready to lift her from the pillion. She wished her 

sister Priscilla had come up at the same time behind the servant, for then she would have 

contrived that Mr. Godfrey should have lifted off Priscilla first, and, in the meantime, she would 

have persuaded her father to go round to the horse-block instead of alighting at the door-steps. It 

was very painful, when you had made it quite clear to a young man that you were determined not 

to marry him, however much he might wish it, that he would still continue to pay you marked 

attentions; besides, why didn’t he always show the same attentions, if he meant them sincerely, 

instead of being so strange as Mr. Godfrey Cass was, sometimes behaving as if he didn’t want to 

speak to her, and taking no notice of her for weeks and weeks, and then, all on a sudden, almost 

making love again? Moreover, it was quite plain he had no real love for her, else he would not let 

people have that to say of him which they did say. Did he suppose that Miss Nancy Lammeter 

was to be won by any man, squire or no squire, who led a bad life? That was not what she had 

been used to see in her own father, who was the soberest and best man in that country-side, only 

a little hot and hasty now and then, if things were not done to the minute. 

All these thoughts rushed through Miss Nancy’s mind, in their habitual succession, in the 

moments between her first sight of Mr. Godfrey Cass standing at the door and her own arrival 

there. Happily, the Squire came out too and gave a loud greeting to her father, so that, somehow, 

under cover of this noise she seemed to find concealment for her confusion and neglect of any 

suitably formal behaviour, while she was being lifted from the pillion by strong arms which 

seemed to find her ridiculously small and light. And there was the best reason for hastening into 

the house at once, since the snow was beginning to fall again, threatening an unpleasant journey 

for such guests as were still on the road. These were a small minority; for already the afternoon 

was beginning to decline, and there would not be too much time for the ladies who came from a 

distance to attire themselves in readiness for the early tea which was to inspirit them for the 

dance. 

There was a buzz of voices through the house, as Miss Nancy entered, mingled with the scrape 

of a fiddle preluding in the kitchen; but the Lammeters were guests whose arrival had evidently 

been thought of so much that it had been watched for from the windows, for Mrs. Kimble, who 

did the honours at the Red House on these great occasions, came forward to meet Miss Nancy in 

the hall, and conduct her up-stairs. Mrs. Kimble was the Squire’s sister, as well as the doctor’s 

wife—a double dignity, with which her diameter was in direct proportion; so that, a journey up-

stairs being rather fatiguing to her, she did not oppose Miss Nancy’s request to be allowed to find 



her way alone to the Blue Room, where the Miss Lammeters’ bandboxes had been deposited on 

their arrival in the morning. 

There was hardly a bedroom in the house where feminine compliments were not passing and 

feminine toilettes going forward, in various stages, in space made scanty by extra beds spread 

upon the floor; and Miss Nancy, as she entered the Blue Room, had to make her little formal 

curtsy to a group of six. On the one hand, there were ladies no less important than the two Miss 

Gunns, the wine merchant’s daughters from Lytherly, dressed in the height of fashion, with the 

tightest skirts and the shortest waists, and gazed at by Miss Ladbrook (of the Old Pastures) with a 

shyness not unsustained by inward criticism. Partly, Miss Ladbrook felt that her own skirt must 

be regarded as unduly lax by the Miss Gunns, and partly, that it was a pity the Miss Gunns did 

not show that judgment which she herself would show if she were in their place, by stopping a 

little on this side of the fashion. On the other hand, Mrs. Ladbrook was standing in skull-cap and 

front, with her turban in her hand, curtsying and smiling blandly and saying, “After you, 

ma’am,” to another lady in similar circumstances, who had politely offered the precedence at the 

looking-glass. 

But Miss Nancy had no sooner made her curtsy than an elderly lady came forward, whose full 

white muslin kerchief, and mob-cap round her curls of smooth grey hair, were in daring contrast 

with the puffed yellow satins and top-knotted caps of her neighbours. She approached Miss 

Nancy with much primness, and said, with a slow, treble suavity— 

“Niece, I hope I see you well in health.” Miss Nancy kissed her aunt’s cheek dutifully, and 

answered, with the same sort of amiable primness, “Quite well, I thank you, aunt; and I hope I 

see you the same.” 

“Thank you, niece; I keep my health for the present. And how is my brother-in-law?” 

These dutiful questions and answers were continued until it was ascertained in detail that the 

Lammeters were all as well as usual, and the Osgoods likewise, also that niece Priscilla must 

certainly arrive shortly, and that travelling on pillions in snowy weather was unpleasant, though a 

joseph was a great protection. Then Nancy was formally introduced to her aunt’s visitors, the 

Miss Gunns, as being the daughters of a mother known to their mother, though now for the first 

time induced to make a journey into these parts; and these ladies were so taken by surprise at 

finding such a lovely face and figure in an out-of-the-way country place, that they began to feel 

some curiosity about the dress she would put on when she took off her joseph. Miss Nancy, 

whose thoughts were always conducted with the propriety and moderation conspicuous in her 

manners, remarked to herself that the Miss Gunns were rather hard-featured than otherwise, and 

that such very low dresses as they wore might have been attributed to vanity if their shoulders 

had been pretty, but that, being as they were, it was not reasonable to suppose that they showed 

their necks from a love of display, but rather from some obligation not inconsistent with sense 

and modesty. She felt convinced, as she opened her box, that this must be her aunt Osgood’s 

opinion, for Miss Nancy’s mind resembled her aunt’s to a degree that everybody said was 

surprising, considering the kinship was on Mr. Osgood’s side; and though you might not have 

supposed it from the formality of their greeting, there was a devoted attachment and mutual 

admiration between aunt and niece. Even Miss Nancy’s refusal of her cousin Gilbert Osgood (on 

the ground solely that he was her cousin), though it had grieved her aunt greatly, had not in the 

least cooled the preference which had determined her to leave Nancy several of her hereditary 

ornaments, let Gilbert’s future wife be whom she might. 



Three of the ladies quickly retired, but the Miss Gunns were quite content that Mrs. Osgood’s 

inclination to remain with her niece gave them also a reason for staying to see the rustic beauty’s 

toilette. And it was really a pleasure—from the first opening of the bandbox, where everything 

smelt of lavender and rose-leaves, to the clasping of the small coral necklace that fitted closely 

round her little white neck. Everything belonging to Miss Nancy was of delicate purity and 

nattiness: not a crease was where it had no business to be, not a bit of her linen professed 

whiteness without fulfilling its profession; the very pins on her pincushion were stuck in after a 

pattern from which she was careful to allow no aberration; and as for her own person, it gave the 

same idea of perfect unvarying neatness as the body of a little bird. It is true that her light-brown 

hair was cropped behind like a boy’s, and was dressed in front in a number of flat rings, that lay 

quite away from her face; but there was no sort of coiffure that could make Miss Nancy’s cheek 

and neck look otherwise than pretty; and when at last she stood complete in her silvery twilled 

silk, her lace tucker, her coral necklace, and coral ear-drops, the Miss Gunns could see nothing to 

criticise except her hands, which bore the traces of butter-making, cheese-crushing, and even still 

coarser work. But Miss Nancy was not ashamed of that, for even while she was dressing she 

narrated to her aunt how she and Priscilla had packed their boxes yesterday, because this 

morning was baking morning, and since they were leaving home, it was desirable to make a good 

supply of meat-pies for the kitchen; and as she concluded this judicious remark, she turned to the 

Miss Gunns that she might not commit the rudeness of not including them in the conversation. 

The Miss Gunns smiled stiffly, and thought what a pity it was that these rich country people, 

who could afford to buy such good clothes (really Miss Nancy’s lace and silk were very costly), 

should be brought up in utter ignorance and vulgarity. She actually said “mate” for “meat”, 

“’appen” for “perhaps”, and “oss” for “horse”, which, to young ladies living in good Lytherly 

society, who habitually said ’orse, even in domestic privacy, and only said ’appen on the right 

occasions, was necessarily shocking. Miss Nancy, indeed, had never been to any school higher 

than Dame Tedman’s: her acquaintance with profane literature hardly went beyond the rhymes 

she had worked in her large sampler under the lamb and the shepherdess; and in order to balance 

an account, she was obliged to effect her subtraction by removing visible metallic shillings and 

sixpences from a visible metallic total. There is hardly a servant-maid in these days who is not 

better informed than Miss Nancy; yet she had the essential attributes of a lady—high veracity, 

delicate honour in her dealings, deference to others, and refined personal habits,—and lest these 

should not suffice to convince grammatical fair ones that her feelings can at all resemble theirs, I 

will add that she was slightly proud and exacting, and as constant in her affection towards a 

baseless opinion as towards an erring lover. 

The anxiety about sister Priscilla, which had grown rather active by the time the coral necklace 

was clasped, was happily ended by the entrance of that cheerful-looking lady herself, with a face 

made blowsy by cold and damp. After the first questions and greetings, she turned to Nancy, and 

surveyed her from head to foot—then wheeled her round, to ascertain that the back view was 

equally faultless. 

“What do you think o’ these gowns, aunt Osgood?” said Priscilla, while Nancy helped her to 

unrobe. 

“Very handsome indeed, niece,” said Mrs. Osgood, with a slight increase of formality. She 

always thought niece Priscilla too rough. 

“I’m obliged to have the same as Nancy, you know, for all I’m five years older, and it makes 

me look yallow; for she never will have anything without I have mine just like it, because she 

wants us to look like sisters. And I tell her, folks ’ull think it’s my weakness makes me fancy as I 



shall look pretty in what she looks pretty in. For I am ugly—there’s no denying that: I feature my 

father’s family. But, law! I don’t mind, do you?” Priscilla here turned to the Miss Gunns, rattling 

on in too much preoccupation with the delight of talking, to notice that her candour was not 

appreciated. “The pretty uns do for fly-catchers—they keep the men off us. I’ve no opinion o’ 

the men, Miss Gunn—I don’t know what you have. And as for fretting and stewing about 

what they’ll think of you from morning till night, and making your life uneasy about what 

they’re doing when they’re out o’ your sight—as I tell Nancy, it’s a folly no woman need be 

guilty of, if she’s got a good father and a good home: let her leave it to them as have got no 

fortin, and can’t help themselves. As I say, Mr. Have-your-own-way is the best husband, and the 

only one I’d ever promise to obey. I know it isn’t pleasant, when you’ve been used to living in a 

big way, and managing hogsheads and all that, to go and put your nose in by somebody else’s 

fireside, or to sit down by yourself to a scrag or a knuckle; but, thank God! my father’s a sober 

man and likely to live; and if you’ve got a man by the chimney-corner, it doesn’t matter if he’s 

childish—the business needn’t be broke up.” 

The delicate process of getting her narrow gown over her head without injury to her smooth 

curls, obliged Miss Priscilla to pause in this rapid survey of life, and Mrs. Osgood seized the 

opportunity of rising and saying— 

“Well, niece, you’ll follow us. The Miss Gunns will like to go down.” 

“Sister,” said Nancy, when they were alone, “you’ve offended the Miss Gunns, I’m sure.” 

“What have I done, child?” said Priscilla, in some alarm. 

“Why, you asked them if they minded about being ugly—you’re so very blunt.” 

“Law, did I? Well, it popped out: it’s a mercy I said no more, for I’m a bad un to live with 

folks when they don’t like the truth. But as for being ugly, look at me, child, in this silver-

coloured silk—I told you how it ’ud be—I look as yallow as a daffadil. Anybody ’ud say you 

wanted to make a mawkin of me.” 

“No, Priscy, don’t say so. I begged and prayed of you not to let us have this silk if you’d like 

another better. I was willing to have your choice, you know I was,” said Nancy, in anxious self-

vindication. 

“Nonsense, child! you know you’d set your heart on this; and reason good, for you’re the 

colour o’ cream. It ’ud be fine doings for you to dress yourself to suit my skin. What I find fault 

with, is that notion o’ yours as I must dress myself just like you. But you do as you like with 

me—you always did, from when first you begun to walk. If you wanted to go the field’s length, 

the field’s length you’d go; and there was no whipping you, for you looked as prim and innicent 

as a daisy all the while.” 

“Priscy,” said Nancy, gently, as she fastened a coral necklace, exactly like her own, round 

Priscilla’s neck, which was very far from being like her own, “I’m sure I’m willing to give way 

as far as is right, but who shouldn’t dress alike if it isn’t sisters? Would you have us go about 

looking as if we were no kin to one another—us that have got no mother and not another sister in 

the world? I’d do what was right, if I dressed in a gown dyed with cheese-colouring; and I’d 

rather you’d choose, and let me wear what pleases you.” 

“There you go again! You’d come round to the same thing if one talked to you from Saturday 

night till Saturday morning. It’ll be fine fun to see how you’ll master your husband and never 

raise your voice above the singing o’ the kettle all the while. I like to see the men mastered!” 

“Don’t talk so, Priscy,” said Nancy, blushing. “You know I don’t mean ever to be married.” 



“Oh, you never mean a fiddlestick’s end!” said Priscilla, as she arranged her discarded dress, 

and closed her bandbox. “Who shall I have to work for when father’s gone, if you are to go and 

take notions in your head and be an old maid, because some folks are no better than they should 

be? I haven’t a bit o’ patience with you—sitting on an addled egg for ever, as if there was never 

a fresh un in the world. One old maid’s enough out o’ two sisters; and I shall do credit to a single 

life, for God A’mighty meant me for it. Come, we can go down now. I’m as ready as a 

mawkin can be—there’s nothing awanting to frighten the crows, now I’ve got my ear-droppers 

in.” 

As the two Miss Lammeters walked into the large parlour together, any one who did not know 

the character of both might certainly have supposed that the reason why the square-shouldered, 

clumsy, high-featured Priscilla wore a dress the facsimile of her pretty sister’s, was either the 

mistaken vanity of the one, or the malicious contrivance of the other in order to set off her own 

rare beauty. But the good-natured self-forgetful cheeriness and common-sense of Priscilla would 

soon have dissipated the one suspicion; and the modest calm of Nancy’s speech and manners 

told clearly of a mind free from all disavowed devices. 

Places of honour had been kept for the Miss Lammeters near the head of the principal tea-table 

in the wainscoted parlour, now looking fresh and pleasant with handsome branches of holly, 

yew, and laurel, from the abundant growths of the old garden; and Nancy felt an inward flutter, 

that no firmness of purpose could prevent, when she saw Mr. Godfrey Cass advancing to lead her 

to a seat between himself and Mr. Crackenthorp, while Priscilla was called to the opposite side 

between her father and the Squire. It certainly did make some difference to Nancy that the lover 

she had given up was the young man of quite the highest consequence in the parish—at home in 

a venerable and unique parlour, which was the extremity of grandeur in her experience, a parlour 

where she might one day have been mistress, with the consciousness that she was spoken of as 

“Madam Cass”, the Squire’s wife. These circumstances exalted her inward drama in her own 

eyes, and deepened the emphasis with which she declared to herself that not the most dazzling 

rank should induce her to marry a man whose conduct showed him careless of his character, but 

that, “love once, love always”, was the motto of a true and pure woman, and no man should ever 

have any right over her which would be a call on her to destroy the dried flowers that she 

treasured, and always would treasure, for Godfrey Cass’s sake. And Nancy was capable of 

keeping her word to herself under very trying conditions. Nothing but a becoming blush betrayed 

the moving thoughts that urged themselves upon her as she accepted the seat next to Mr. 

Crackenthorp; for she was so instinctively neat and adroit in all her actions, and her pretty lips 

met each other with such quiet firmness, that it would have been difficult for her to appear 

agitated. 

It was not the rector’s practice to let a charming blush pass without an appropriate 

compliment. He was not in the least lofty or aristocratic, but simply a merry-eyed, small-

featured, grey-haired man, with his chin propped by an ample, many-creased white neckcloth 

which seemed to predominate over every other point in his person, and somehow to impress its 

peculiar character on his remarks; so that to have considered his amenities apart from his cravat 

would have been a severe, and perhaps a dangerous, effort of abstraction. 

“Ha, Miss Nancy,” he said, turning his head within his cravat and smiling down pleasantly 

upon her, “when anybody pretends this has been a severe winter, I shall tell them I saw the roses 

blooming on New Year’s Eve—eh, Godfrey, what do you say?” 



Godfrey made no reply, and avoided looking at Nancy very markedly; for though these 

complimentary personalities were held to be in excellent taste in old-fashioned Raveloe society, 

reverent love has a politeness of its own which it teaches to men otherwise of small schooling. 

But the Squire was rather impatient at Godfrey’s showing himself a dull spark in this way. By 

this advanced hour of the day, the Squire was always in higher spirits than we have seen him in 

at the breakfast-table, and felt it quite pleasant to fulfil the hereditary duty of being noisily jovial 

and patronizing: the large silver snuff-box was in active service and was offered without fail to 

all neighbours from time to time, however often they might have declined the favour. At present, 

the Squire had only given an express welcome to the heads of families as they appeared; but 

always as the evening deepened, his hospitality rayed out more widely, till he had tapped the 

youngest guests on the back and shown a peculiar fondness for their presence, in the full belief 

that they must feel their lives made happy by their belonging to a parish where there was such a 

hearty man as Squire Cass to invite them and wish them well. Even in this early stage of the 

jovial mood, it was natural that he should wish to supply his son’s deficiencies by looking and 

speaking for him. 

“Aye, aye,” he began, offering his snuff-box to Mr. Lammeter, who for the second time bowed 

his head and waved his hand in stiff rejection of the offer, “us old fellows may wish ourselves 

young to-night, when we see the mistletoe-bough in the White Parlour. It’s true, most things are 

gone back’ard in these last thirty years—the country’s going down since the old king fell ill. But 

when I look at Miss Nancy here, I begin to think the lasses keep up their quality;—ding me if I 

remember a sample to match her, not when I was a fine young fellow, and thought a deal about 

my pigtail. No offence to you, madam,” he added, bending to Mrs. Crackenthorp, who sat by 

him, “I didn’t know you when you were as young as Miss Nancy here.” 

Mrs. Crackenthorp—a small blinking woman, who fidgeted incessantly with her lace, ribbons, 

and gold chain, turning her head about and making subdued noises, very much like a guinea-pig 

that twitches its nose and soliloquizes in all company indiscriminately—now blinked and 

fidgeted towards the Squire, and said, “Oh, no—no offence.” 

This emphatic compliment of the Squire’s to Nancy was felt by others besides Godfrey to 

have a diplomatic significance; and her father gave a slight additional erectness to his back, as he 

looked across the table at her with complacent gravity. That grave and orderly senior was not 

going to bate a jot of his dignity by seeming elated at the notion of a match between his family 

and the Squire’s: he was gratified by any honour paid to his daughter; but he must see an 

alteration in several ways before his consent would be vouchsafed. His spare but healthy person, 

and high-featured firm face, that looked as if it had never been flushed by excess, was in strong 

contrast, not only with the Squire’s, but with the appearance of the Raveloe farmers generally—

in accordance with a favourite saying of his own, that “breed was stronger than pasture”. 

“Miss Nancy’s wonderful like what her mother was, though; isn’t she, Kimble?” said the stout 

lady of that name, looking round for her husband. 

But Doctor Kimble (country apothecaries in old days enjoyed that title without authority of 

diploma), being a thin and agile man, was flitting about the room with his hands in his pockets, 

making himself agreeable to his feminine patients, with medical impartiality, and being 

welcomed everywhere as a doctor by hereditary right—not one of those miserable apothecaries 

who canvass for practice in strange neighbourhoods, and spend all their income in starving their 

one horse, but a man of substance, able to keep an extravagant table like the best of his patients. 

Time out of mind the Raveloe doctor had been a Kimble; Kimble was inherently a doctor’s 



name; and it was difficult to contemplate firmly the melancholy fact that the actual Kimble had 

no son, so that his practice might one day be handed over to a successor with the incongruous 

name of Taylor or Johnson. But in that case the wiser people in Raveloe would employ Dr. Blick 

of Flitton—as less unnatural. 

“Did you speak to me, my dear?” said the authentic doctor, coming quickly to his wife’s side; 

but, as if foreseeing that she would be too much out of breath to repeat her remark, he went on 

immediately—“Ha, Miss Priscilla, the sight of you revives the taste of that super-excellent pork-

pie. I hope the batch isn’t near an end.” 

“Yes, indeed, it is, doctor,” said Priscilla; “but I’ll answer for it the next shall be as good. My 

pork-pies don’t turn out well by chance.” 

“Not as your doctoring does, eh, Kimble?—because folks forget to take your physic, eh?” said 

the Squire, who regarded physic and doctors as many loyal churchmen regard the church and the 

clergy—tasting a joke against them when he was in health, but impatiently eager for their aid 

when anything was the matter with him. He tapped his box, and looked round with a triumphant 

laugh. 

“Ah, she has a quick wit, my friend Priscilla has,” said the doctor, choosing to attribute the 

epigram to a lady rather than allow a brother-in-law that advantage over him. “She saves a little 

pepper to sprinkle over her talk—that’s the reason why she never puts too much into her pies. 

There’s my wife now, she never has an answer at her tongue’s end; but if I offend her, she’s sure 

to scarify my throat with black pepper the next day, or else give me the colic with watery greens. 

That’s an awful tit-for-tat.” Here the vivacious doctor made a pathetic grimace. 

“Did you ever hear the like?” said Mrs. Kimble, laughing above her double chin with much 

good-humour, aside to Mrs. Crackenthorp, who blinked and nodded, and seemed to intend a 

smile, which, by the correlation of forces, went off in small twitchings and noises. 

“I suppose that’s the sort of tit-for-tat adopted in your profession, Kimble, if you’ve a grudge 

against a patient,” said the rector. 

“Never do have a grudge against our patients,” said Mr. Kimble, “except when they leave us: 

and then, you see, we haven’t the chance of prescribing for ’em. Ha, Miss Nancy,” he continued, 

suddenly skipping to Nancy’s side, “you won’t forget your promise? You’re to save a dance for 

me, you know.” 

“Come, come, Kimble, don’t you be too for’ard,” said the Squire. “Give the young uns fair-

play. There’s my son Godfrey’ll be wanting to have a round with you if you run off with Miss 

Nancy. He’s bespoke her for the first dance, I’ll be bound. Eh, sir! what do you say?” he 

continued, throwing himself backward, and looking at Godfrey. “Haven’t you asked Miss Nancy 

to open the dance with you?” 

Godfrey, sorely uncomfortable under this significant insistence about Nancy, and afraid to 

think where it would end by the time his father had set his usual hospitable example of drinking 

before and after supper, saw no course open but to turn to Nancy and say, with as little 

awkwardness as possible— 

“No; I’ve not asked her yet, but I hope she’ll consent—if somebody else hasn’t been before 

me.” 

“No, I’ve not engaged myself,” said Nancy, quietly, though blushingly. (If Mr. Godfrey 

founded any hopes on her consenting to dance with him, he would soon be undeceived; but there 

was no need for her to be uncivil.) 



“Then I hope you’ve no objections to dancing with me,” said Godfrey, beginning to lose the 

sense that there was anything uncomfortable in this arrangement. 

“No, no objections,” said Nancy, in a cold tone. 

“Ah, well, you’re a lucky fellow, Godfrey,” said uncle Kimble; “but you’re my godson, so I 

won’t stand in your way. Else I’m not so very old, eh, my dear?” he went on, skipping to his 

wife’s side again. “You wouldn’t mind my having a second after you were gone—not if I cried a 

good deal first?” 

“Come, come, take a cup o’ tea and stop your tongue, do,” said good-humoured Mrs. Kimble, 

feeling some pride in a husband who must be regarded as so clever and amusing by the company 

generally. If he had only not been irritable at cards! 

While safe, well-tested personalities were enlivening the tea in this way, the sound of the 

fiddle approaching within a distance at which it could be heard distinctly, made the young people 

look at each other with sympathetic impatience for the end of the meal. 

“Why, there’s Solomon in the hall,” said the Squire, “and playing my fav’rite tune, I believe—

“The flaxen-headed ploughboy”—he’s for giving us a hint as we aren’t enough in a hurry to hear 

him play. Bob,” he called out to his third long-legged son, who was at the other end of the room, 

“open the door, and tell Solomon to come in. He shall give us a tune here.” 

Bob obeyed, and Solomon walked in, fiddling as he walked, for he would on no account break 

off in the middle of a tune. 

“Here, Solomon,” said the Squire, with loud patronage. “Round here, my man. Ah, I knew it 

was “The flaxen-headed ploughboy”: there’s no finer tune.” 

Solomon Macey, a small hale old man with an abundant crop of long white hair reaching 

nearly to his shoulders, advanced to the indicated spot, bowing reverently while he fiddled, as 

much as to say that he respected the company, though he respected the key-note more. As soon 

as he had repeated the tune and lowered his fiddle, he bowed again to the Squire and the rector, 

and said, “I hope I see your honour and your reverence well, and wishing you health and long 

life and a happy New Year. And wishing the same to you, Mr. Lammeter, sir; and to the other 

gentlemen, and the madams, and the young lasses.” 

As Solomon uttered the last words, he bowed in all directions solicitously, lest he should be 

wanting in due respect. But thereupon he immediately began to prelude, and fell into the tune 

which he knew would be taken as a special compliment by Mr. Lammeter. 

“Thank ye, Solomon, thank ye,” said Mr. Lammeter when the fiddle paused again. “That’s 

“Over the hills and far away”, that is. My father used to say to me, whenever we heard that tune, 

“Ah, lad, I come from over the hills and far away.” There’s a many tunes I don’t make head or 

tail of; but that speaks to me like the blackbird’s whistle. I suppose it’s the name: there’s a deal 

in the name of a tune.” 

But Solomon was already impatient to prelude again, and presently broke with much spirit 

into “Sir Roger de Coverley”, at which there was a sound of chairs pushed back, and laughing 

voices. 

“Aye, aye, Solomon, we know what that means,” said the Squire, rising. “It’s time to begin the 

dance, eh? Lead the way, then, and we’ll all follow you.” 

So Solomon, holding his white head on one side, and playing vigorously, marched forward at 

the head of the gay procession into the White Parlour, where the mistletoe-bough was hung, and 

multitudinous tallow candles made rather a brilliant effect, gleaming from among the berried 



holly-boughs, and reflected in the old-fashioned oval mirrors fastened in the panels of the white 

wainscot. A quaint procession! Old Solomon, in his seedy clothes and long white locks, seemed 

to be luring that decent company by the magic scream of his fiddle—luring discreet matrons in 

turban-shaped caps, nay, Mrs. Crackenthorp herself, the summit of whose perpendicular feather 

was on a level with the Squire’s shoulder—luring fair lasses complacently conscious of very 

short waists and skirts blameless of front-folds—luring burly fathers in large variegated 

waistcoats, and ruddy sons, for the most part shy and sheepish, in short nether garments and very 

long coat-tails. 

Already Mr. Macey and a few other privileged villagers, who were allowed to be spectators on 

these great occasions, were seated on benches placed for them near the door; and great was the 

admiration and satisfaction in that quarter when the couples had formed themselves for the 

dance, and the Squire led off with Mrs. Crackenthorp, joining hands with the rector and Mrs. 

Osgood. That was as it should be—that was what everybody had been used to—and the charter 

of Raveloe seemed to be renewed by the ceremony. It was not thought of as an unbecoming 

levity for the old and middle-aged people to dance a little before sitting down to cards, but rather 

as part of their social duties. For what were these if not to be merry at appropriate times, 

interchanging visits and poultry with due frequency, paying each other old-established 

compliments in sound traditional phrases, passing well-tried personal jokes, urging your guests 

to eat and drink too much out of hospitality, and eating and drinking too much in your 

neighbour’s house to show that you liked your cheer? And the parson naturally set an example in 

these social duties. For it would not have been possible for the Raveloe mind, without a peculiar 

revelation, to know that a clergyman should be a pale-faced memento of solemnities, instead of a 

reasonably faulty man whose exclusive authority to read prayers and preach, to christen, marry, 

and bury you, necessarily coexisted with the right to sell you the ground to be buried in and to 

take tithe in kind; on which last point, of course, there was a little grumbling, but not to the 

extent of irreligion—not of deeper significance than the grumbling at the rain, which was by no 

means accompanied with a spirit of impious defiance, but with a desire that the prayer for fine 

weather might be read forthwith. 

There was no reason, then, why the rector’s dancing should not be received as part of the 

fitness of things quite as much as the Squire’s, or why, on the other hand, Mr. Macey’s official 

respect should restrain him from subjecting the parson’s performance to that criticism with 

which minds of extraordinary acuteness must necessarily contemplate the doings of their fallible 

fellow-men. 

“The Squire’s pretty springe, considering his weight,” said Mr. Macey, “and he stamps 

uncommon well. But Mr. Lammeter beats ’em all for shapes: you see he holds his head like a 

sodger, and he isn’t so cushiony as most o’ the oldish gentlefolks—they run fat in general; and 

he’s got a fine leg. The parson’s nimble enough, but he hasn’t got much of a leg: it’s a bit too 

thick down’ard, and his knees might be a bit nearer wi’out damage; but he might do worse, he 

might do worse. Though he hasn’t that grand way o’ waving his hand as the Squire has.” 

“Talk o’ nimbleness, look at Mrs. Osgood,” said Ben Winthrop, who was holding his son 

Aaron between his knees. “She trips along with her little steps, so as nobody can see how she 

goes—it’s like as if she had little wheels to her feet. She doesn’t look a day older nor last year: 

she’s the finest-made woman as is, let the next be where she will.” 

“I don’t heed how the women are made,” said Mr. Macey, with some contempt. “They wear 

nayther coat nor breeches: you can’t make much out o’ their shapes.” 



“Fayder,” said Aaron, whose feet were busy beating out the tune, “how does that big cock’s-

feather stick in Mrs. Crackenthorp’s yead? Is there a little hole for it, like in my shuttle-cock?” 

“Hush, lad, hush; that’s the way the ladies dress theirselves, that is,” said the father, adding, 

however, in an undertone to Mr. Macey, “It does make her look funny, though—partly like a 

short-necked bottle wi’ a long quill in it. Hey, by jingo, there’s the young Squire leading off 

now, wi’ Miss Nancy for partners! There’s a lass for you!—like a pink-and-white posy—there’s 

nobody ’ud think as anybody could be so pritty. I shouldn’t wonder if she’s Madam Cass some 

day, arter all—and nobody more rightfuller, for they’d make a fine match. You can find nothing 

against Master Godfrey’s shapes, Macey, I’ll bet a penny.” 

Mr. Macey screwed up his mouth, leaned his head further on one side, and twirled his thumbs 

with a presto movement as his eyes followed Godfrey up the dance. At last he summed up his 

opinion. 

“Pretty well down’ard, but a bit too round i’ the shoulder-blades. And as for them coats as he 

gets from the Flitton tailor, they’re a poor cut to pay double money for.” 

“Ah, Mr. Macey, you and me are two folks,” said Ben, slightly indignant at this carping. 

“When I’ve got a pot o’ good ale, I like to swaller it, and do my inside good, i’stead o’ smelling 

and staring at it to see if I can’t find faut wi’ the brewing. I should like you to pick me out a 

finer-limbed young fellow nor Master Godfrey—one as ’ud knock you down easier, or ’s more 

pleasanter-looksed when he’s piert and merry.” 

“Tchuh!” said Mr. Macey, provoked to increased severity, “he isn’t come to his right colour 

yet: he’s partly like a slack-baked pie. And I doubt he’s got a soft place in his head, else why 

should he be turned round the finger by that offal Dunsey as nobody’s seen o’ late, and let him 

kill that fine hunting hoss as was the talk o’ the country? And one while he was allays after Miss 

Nancy, and then it all went off again, like a smell o’ hot porridge, as I may say. That wasn’t my 

way when I went a-coorting.” 

“Ah, but mayhap Miss Nancy hung off, like, and your lass didn’t,” said Ben. 

“I should say she didn’t,” said Mr. Macey, significantly. “Before I said “sniff”, I took care to 

know as she’d say “snaff”, and pretty quick too. I wasn’t a-going to open my mouth, like a dog at 

a fly, and snap it to again, wi’ nothing to swaller.” 

“Well, I think Miss Nancy’s a-coming round again,” said Ben, “for Master Godfrey doesn’t 

look so down-hearted to-night. And I see he’s for taking her away to sit down, now they’re at the 

end o’ the dance: that looks like sweethearting, that does.” 

The reason why Godfrey and Nancy had left the dance was not so tender as Ben imagined. In 

the close press of couples a slight accident had happened to Nancy’s dress, which, while it was 

short enough to show her neat ankle in front, was long enough behind to be caught under the 

stately stamp of the Squire’s foot, so as to rend certain stitches at the waist, and cause much 

sisterly agitation in Priscilla’s mind, as well as serious concern in Nancy’s. One’s thoughts may 

be much occupied with love-struggles, but hardly so as to be insensible to a disorder in the 

general framework of things. Nancy had no sooner completed her duty in the figure they were 

dancing than she said to Godfrey, with a deep blush, that she must go and sit down till Priscilla 

could come to her; for the sisters had already exchanged a short whisper and an open-eyed 

glance full of meaning. No reason less urgent than this could have prevailed on Nancy to give 

Godfrey this opportunity of sitting apart with her. As for Godfrey, he was feeling so happy and 

oblivious under the long charm of the country-dance with Nancy, that he got rather bold on the 



strength of her confusion, and was capable of leading her straight away, without leave asked, into 

the adjoining small parlour, where the card-tables were set. 

“Oh no, thank you,” said Nancy, coldly, as soon as she perceived where he was going, “not in 

there. I’ll wait here till Priscilla’s ready to come to me. I’m sorry to bring you out of the dance 

and make myself troublesome.” 

“Why, you’ll be more comfortable here by yourself,” said the artful Godfrey: “I’ll leave you 

here till your sister can come.” He spoke in an indifferent tone. 

That was an agreeable proposition, and just what Nancy desired; why, then, was she a little 

hurt that Mr. Godfrey should make it? They entered, and she seated herself on a chair against one 

of the card-tables, as the stiffest and most unapproachable position she could choose. 

“Thank you, sir,” she said immediately. “I needn’t give you any more trouble. I’m sorry 

you’ve had such an unlucky partner.” 

“That’s very ill-natured of you,” said Godfrey, standing by her without any sign of intended 

departure, “to be sorry you’ve danced with me.” 

“Oh, no, sir, I don’t mean to say what’s ill-natured at all,” said Nancy, looking distractingly 

prim and pretty. “When gentlemen have so many pleasures, one dance can matter but very little.” 

“You know that isn’t true. You know one dance with you matters more to me than all the other 

pleasures in the world.” 

It was a long, long while since Godfrey had said anything so direct as that, and Nancy was 

startled. But her instinctive dignity and repugnance to any show of emotion made her sit 

perfectly still, and only throw a little more decision into her voice, as she said— 

“No, indeed, Mr. Godfrey, that’s not known to me, and I have very good reasons for thinking 

different. But if it’s true, I don’t wish to hear it.” 

“Would you never forgive me, then, Nancy—never think well of me, let what would happen—

would you never think the present made amends for the past? Not if I turned a good fellow, and 

gave up everything you didn’t like?” 

Godfrey was half conscious that this sudden opportunity of speaking to Nancy alone had 

driven him beside himself; but blind feeling had got the mastery of his tongue. Nancy really felt 

much agitated by the possibility Godfrey’s words suggested, but this very pressure of emotion 

that she was in danger of finding too strong for her roused all her power of self-command. 

“I should be glad to see a good change in anybody, Mr. Godfrey,” she answered, with the 

slightest discernible difference of tone, “but it ’ud be better if no change was wanted.” 

“You’re very hard-hearted, Nancy,” said Godfrey, pettishly. “You might encourage me to be a 

better fellow. I’m very miserable—but you’ve no feeling.” 

“I think those have the least feeling that act wrong to begin with,” said Nancy, sending out a 

flash in spite of herself. Godfrey was delighted with that little flash, and would have liked to go 

on and make her quarrel with him; Nancy was so exasperatingly quiet and firm. But she was not 

indifferent to him yet, though— 

The entrance of Priscilla, bustling forward and saying, “Dear heart alive, child, let us look at 

this gown,” cut off Godfrey’s hopes of a quarrel. 

“I suppose I must go now,” he said to Priscilla. 

“It’s no matter to me whether you go or stay,” said that frank lady, searching for something in 

her pocket, with a preoccupied brow. 



“Do you want me to go?” said Godfrey, looking at Nancy, who was now standing up by 

Priscilla’s order. 

“As you like,” said Nancy, trying to recover all her former coldness, and looking down 

carefully at the hem of her gown. 

“Then I like to stay,” said Godfrey, with a reckless determination to get as much of this joy as 

he could to-night, and think nothing of the morrow. 

  



CHAPTER XII. 

While Godfrey Cass was taking draughts of forgetfulness from the sweet presence of Nancy, 

willingly losing all sense of that hidden bond which at other moments galled and fretted him so 

as to mingle irritation with the very sunshine, Godfrey’s wife was walking with slow uncertain 

steps through the snow-covered Raveloe lanes, carrying her child in her arms. 

This journey on New Year’s Eve was a premeditated act of vengeance which she had kept in 

her heart ever since Godfrey, in a fit of passion, had told her he would sooner die than 

acknowledge her as his wife. There would be a great party at the Red House on New Year’s Eve, 

she knew: her husband would be smiling and smiled upon, hiding her existence in the darkest 

corner of his heart. But she would mar his pleasure: she would go in her dingy rags, with her 

faded face, once as handsome as the best, with her little child that had its father’s hair and eyes, 

and disclose herself to the Squire as his eldest son’s wife. It is seldom that the miserable can help 

regarding their misery as a wrong inflicted by those who are less miserable. Molly knew that the 

cause of her dingy rags was not her husband’s neglect, but the demon Opium to whom she was 

enslaved, body and soul, except in the lingering mother’s tenderness that refused to give him her 

hungry child. She knew this well; and yet, in the moments of wretched unbenumbed 

consciousness, the sense of her want and degradation transformed itself continually into 

bitterness towards Godfrey. He was well off; and if she had her rights she would be well off too. 

The belief that he repented his marriage, and suffered from it, only aggravated her 

vindictiveness. Just and self-reproving thoughts do not come to us too thickly, even in the purest 

air, and with the best lessons of heaven and earth; how should those white-winged delicate 

messengers make their way to Molly’s poisoned chamber, inhabited by no higher memories than 

those of a barmaid’s paradise of pink ribbons and gentlemen’s jokes? 

She had set out at an early hour, but had lingered on the road, inclined by her indolence to 

believe that if she waited under a warm shed the snow would cease to fall. She had waited longer 

than she knew, and now that she found herself belated in the snow-hidden ruggedness of the long 

lanes, even the animation of a vindictive purpose could not keep her spirit from failing. It was 

seven o’clock, and by this time she was not very far from Raveloe, but she was not familiar 

enough with those monotonous lanes to know how near she was to her journey’s end. She 

needed comfort, and she knew but one comforter—the familiar demon in her bosom; but she 

hesitated a moment, after drawing out the black remnant, before she raised it to her lips. In that 

moment the mother’s love pleaded for painful consciousness rather than oblivion—pleaded to be 

left in aching weariness, rather than to have the encircling arms benumbed so that they could not 

feel the dear burden. In another moment Molly had flung something away, but it was not the 

black remnant—it was an empty phial. And she walked on again under the breaking cloud, from 

which there came now and then the light of a quickly veiled star, for a freezing wind had sprung 

up since the snowing had ceased. But she walked always more and more drowsily, and clutched 

more and more automatically the sleeping child at her bosom. 

Slowly the demon was working his will, and cold and weariness were his helpers. Soon she 

felt nothing but a supreme immediate longing that curtained off all futurity—the longing to lie 

down and sleep. She had arrived at a spot where her footsteps were no longer checked by a 

hedgerow, and she had wandered vaguely, unable to distinguish any objects, notwithstanding the 

wide whiteness around her, and the growing starlight. She sank down against a straggling furze 

bush, an easy pillow enough; and the bed of snow, too, was soft. She did not feel that the bed 

was cold, and did not heed whether the child would wake and cry for her. But her arms had not 



yet relaxed their instinctive clutch; and the little one slumbered on as gently as if it had been 

rocked in a lace-trimmed cradle. 

But the complete torpor came at last: the fingers lost their tension, the arms unbent; then the 

little head fell away from the bosom, and the blue eyes opened wide on the cold starlight. At first 

there was a little peevish cry of “mammy”, and an effort to regain the pillowing arm and bosom; 

but mammy’s ear was deaf, and the pillow seemed to be slipping away backward. Suddenly, as 

the child rolled downward on its mother’s knees, all wet with snow, its eyes were caught by a 

bright glancing light on the white ground, and, with the ready transition of infancy, it was 

immediately absorbed in watching the bright living thing running towards it, yet never arriving. 

That bright living thing must be caught; and in an instant the child had slipped on all-fours, and 

held out one little hand to catch the gleam. But the gleam would not be caught in that way, and 

now the head was held up to see where the cunning gleam came from. It came from a very bright 

place; and the little one, rising on its legs, toddled through the snow, the old grimy shawl in 

which it was wrapped trailing behind it, and the queer little bonnet dangling at its back—toddled 

on to the open door of Silas Marner’s cottage, and right up to the warm hearth, where there was a 

bright fire of logs and sticks, which had thoroughly warmed the old sack (Silas’s greatcoat) 

spread out on the bricks to dry. The little one, accustomed to be left to itself for long hours 

without notice from its mother, squatted down on the sack, and spread its tiny hands towards the 

blaze, in perfect contentment, gurgling and making many inarticulate communications to the 

cheerful fire, like a new-hatched gosling beginning to find itself comfortable. But presently the 

warmth had a lulling effect, and the little golden head sank down on the old sack, and the blue 

eyes were veiled by their delicate half-transparent lids. 

But where was Silas Marner while this strange visitor had come to his hearth? He was in the 

cottage, but he did not see the child. During the last few weeks, since he had lost his money, he 

had contracted the habit of opening his door and looking out from time to time, as if he thought 

that his money might be somehow coming back to him, or that some trace, some news of it, 

might be mysteriously on the road, and be caught by the listening ear or the straining eye. It was 

chiefly at night, when he was not occupied in his loom, that he fell into this repetition of an act 

for which he could have assigned no definite purpose, and which can hardly be understood 

except by those who have undergone a bewildering separation from a supremely loved object. In 

the evening twilight, and later whenever the night was not dark, Silas looked out on that narrow 

prospect round the Stone-pits, listening and gazing, not with hope, but with mere yearning and 

unrest. 

This morning he had been told by some of his neighbours that it was New Year’s Eve, and that 

he must sit up and hear the old year rung out and the new rung in, because that was good luck, 

and might bring his money back again. This was only a friendly Raveloe-way of jesting with the 

half-crazy oddities of a miser, but it had perhaps helped to throw Silas into a more than usually 

excited state. Since the on-coming of twilight he had opened his door again and again, though 

only to shut it immediately at seeing all distance veiled by the falling snow. But the last time he 

opened it the snow had ceased, and the clouds were parting here and there. He stood and listened, 

and gazed for a long while—there was really something on the road coming towards him then, 

but he caught no sign of it; and the stillness and the wide trackless snow seemed to narrow his 

solitude, and touched his yearning with the chill of despair. He went in again, and put his right 

hand on the latch of the door to close it—but he did not close it: he was arrested, as he had been 

already since his loss, by the invisible wand of catalepsy, and stood like a graven image, with 



wide but sightless eyes, holding open his door, powerless to resist either the good or the evil that 

might enter there. 

When Marner’s sensibility returned, he continued the action which had been arrested, and 

closed his door, unaware of the chasm in his consciousness, unaware of any intermediate change, 

except that the light had grown dim, and that he was chilled and faint. He thought he had been 

too long standing at the door and looking out. Turning towards the hearth, where the two logs 

had fallen apart, and sent forth only a red uncertain glimmer, he seated himself on his fireside 

chair, and was stooping to push his logs together, when, to his blurred vision, it seemed as if 

there were gold on the floor in front of the hearth. Gold!—his own gold—brought back to him as 

mysteriously as it had been taken away! He felt his heart begin to beat violently, and for a few 

moments he was unable to stretch out his hand and grasp the restored treasure. The heap of gold 

seemed to glow and get larger beneath his agitated gaze. He leaned forward at last, and stretched 

forth his hand; but instead of the hard coin with the familiar resisting outline, his fingers 

encountered soft warm curls. In utter amazement, Silas fell on his knees and bent his head low to 

examine the marvel: it was a sleeping child—a round, fair thing, with soft yellow rings all over 

its head. Could this be his little sister come back to him in a dream—his little sister whom he had 

carried about in his arms for a year before she died, when he was a small boy without shoes or 

stockings? That was the first thought that darted across Silas’s blank wonderment. Was it a 

dream? He rose to his feet again, pushed his logs together, and, throwing on some dried leaves 

and sticks, raised a flame; but the flame did not disperse the vision—it only lit up more distinctly 

the little round form of the child, and its shabby clothing. It was very much like his little sister. 

Silas sank into his chair powerless, under the double presence of an inexplicable surprise and a 

hurrying influx of memories. How and when had the child come in without his knowledge? He 

had never been beyond the door. But along with that question, and almost thrusting it away, there 

was a vision of the old home and the old streets leading to Lantern Yard—and within that vision 

another, of the thoughts which had been present with him in those far-off scenes. The thoughts 

were strange to him now, like old friendships impossible to revive; and yet he had a dreamy 

feeling that this child was somehow a message come to him from that far-off life: it stirred fibres 

that had never been moved in Raveloe—old quiverings of tenderness—old impressions of awe at 

the presentiment of some Power presiding over his life; for his imagination had not yet extricated 

itself from the sense of mystery in the child’s sudden presence, and had formed no conjectures of 

ordinary natural means by which the event could have been brought about. 

But there was a cry on the hearth: the child had awaked, and Marner stooped to lift it on his 

knee. It clung round his neck, and burst louder and louder into that mingling of inarticulate cries 

with “mammy” by which little children express the bewilderment of waking. Silas pressed it to 

him, and almost unconsciously uttered sounds of hushing tenderness, while he bethought himself 

that some of his porridge, which had got cool by the dying fire, would do to feed the child with if 

it were only warmed up a little. 

He had plenty to do through the next hour. The porridge, sweetened with some dry brown 

sugar from an old store which he had refrained from using for himself, stopped the cries of the 

little one, and made her lift her blue eyes with a wide quiet gaze at Silas, as he put the spoon into 

her mouth. Presently she slipped from his knee and began to toddle about, but with a pretty 

stagger that made Silas jump up and follow her lest she should fall against anything that would 

hurt her. But she only fell in a sitting posture on the ground, and began to pull at her boots, 

looking up at him with a crying face as if the boots hurt her. He took her on his knee again, but it 

was some time before it occurred to Silas’s dull bachelor mind that the wet boots were the 



grievance, pressing on her warm ankles. He got them off with difficulty, and baby was at once 

happily occupied with the primary mystery of her own toes, inviting Silas, with much chuckling, 

to consider the mystery too. But the wet boots had at last suggested to Silas that the child had 

been walking on the snow, and this roused him from his entire oblivion of any ordinary means by 

which it could have entered or been brought into his house. Under the prompting of this new 

idea, and without waiting to form conjectures, he raised the child in his arms, and went to the 

door. As soon as he had opened it, there was the cry of “mammy” again, which Silas had not 

heard since the child’s first hungry waking. Bending forward, he could just discern the marks 

made by the little feet on the virgin snow, and he followed their track to the furze bushes. 

“Mammy!” the little one cried again and again, stretching itself forward so as almost to escape 

from Silas’s arms, before he himself was aware that there was something more than the bush 

before him—that there was a human body, with the head sunk low in the furze, and half-covered 

with the shaken snow. 

  



CHAPTER XIII. 

It was after the early supper-time at the Red House, and the entertainment was in that stage 

when bashfulness itself had passed into easy jollity, when gentlemen, conscious of unusual 

accomplishments, could at length be prevailed on to dance a hornpipe, and when the Squire 

preferred talking loudly, scattering snuff, and patting his visitors’ backs, to sitting longer at the 

whist-table—a choice exasperating to uncle Kimble, who, being always volatile in sober 

business hours, became intense and bitter over cards and brandy, shuffled before his adversary’s 

deal with a glare of suspicion, and turned up a mean trump-card with an air of inexpressible 

disgust, as if in a world where such things could happen one might as well enter on a course of 

reckless profligacy. When the evening had advanced to this pitch of freedom and enjoyment, it 

was usual for the servants, the heavy duties of supper being well over, to get their share of 

amusement by coming to look on at the dancing; so that the back regions of the house were left 

in solitude. 

There were two doors by which the White Parlour was entered from the hall, and they were 

both standing open for the sake of air; but the lower one was crowded with the servants and 

villagers, and only the upper doorway was left free. Bob Cass was figuring in a hornpipe, and his 

father, very proud of this lithe son, whom he repeatedly declared to be just like himself in his 

young days in a tone that implied this to be the very highest stamp of juvenile merit, was the 

centre of a group who had placed themselves opposite the performer, not far from the upper 

door. Godfrey was standing a little way off, not to admire his brother’s dancing, but to keep sight 

of Nancy, who was seated in the group, near her father. He stood aloof, because he wished to 

avoid suggesting himself as a subject for the Squire’s fatherly jokes in connection with 

matrimony and Miss Nancy Lammeter’s beauty, which were likely to become more and more 

explicit. But he had the prospect of dancing with her again when the hornpipe was concluded, 

and in the meanwhile it was very pleasant to get long glances at her quite unobserved. 

But when Godfrey was lifting his eyes from one of those long glances, they encountered an 

object as startling to him at that moment as if it had been an apparition from the dead. It was an 

apparition from that hidden life which lies, like a dark by-street, behind the goodly ornamented 

facade that meets the sunlight and the gaze of respectable admirers. It was his own child, carried 

in Silas Marner’s arms. That was his instantaneous impression, unaccompanied by doubt, though 

he had not seen the child for months past; and when the hope was rising that he might possibly 

be mistaken, Mr. Crackenthorp and Mr. Lammeter had already advanced to Silas, in 

astonishment at this strange advent. Godfrey joined them immediately, unable to rest without 

hearing every word—trying to control himself, but conscious that if any one noticed him, they 

must see that he was white-lipped and trembling. 

But now all eyes at that end of the room were bent on Silas Marner; the Squire himself had 

risen, and asked angrily, “How’s this?—what’s this?—what do you do coming in here in this 

way?” 

“I’m come for the doctor—I want the doctor,” Silas had said, in the first moment, to Mr. 

Crackenthorp. 

“Why, what’s the matter, Marner?” said the rector. “The doctor’s here; but say quietly what 

you want him for.” 

“It’s a woman,” said Silas, speaking low, and half-breathlessly, just as Godfrey came up. 

“She’s dead, I think—dead in the snow at the Stone-pits—not far from my door.” 



Godfrey felt a great throb: there was one terror in his mind at that moment: it was, that the 

woman might not be dead. That was an evil terror—an ugly inmate to have found a nestling-

place in Godfrey’s kindly disposition; but no disposition is a security from evil wishes to a man 

whose happiness hangs on duplicity. 

“Hush, hush!” said Mr. Crackenthorp. “Go out into the hall there. I’ll fetch the doctor to you. 

Found a woman in the snow—and thinks she’s dead,” he added, speaking low to the Squire. 

“Better say as little about it as possible: it will shock the ladies. Just tell them a poor woman is ill 

from cold and hunger. I’ll go and fetch Kimble.” 

By this time, however, the ladies had pressed forward, curious to know what could have 

brought the solitary linen-weaver there under such strange circumstances, and interested in the 

pretty child, who, half alarmed and half attracted by the brightness and the numerous company, 

now frowned and hid her face, now lifted up her head again and looked round placably, until a 

touch or a coaxing word brought back the frown, and made her bury her face with new 

determination. 

“What child is it?” said several ladies at once, and, among the rest, Nancy Lammeter, 

addressing Godfrey. 

“I don’t know—some poor woman’s who has been found in the snow, I believe,” was the 

answer Godfrey wrung from himself with a terrible effort. (“After all, am I certain?” he hastened 

to add, silently, in anticipation of his own conscience.) 

“Why, you’d better leave the child here, then, Master Marner,” said good-natured Mrs. 

Kimble, hesitating, however, to take those dingy clothes into contact with her own ornamented 

satin bodice. “I’ll tell one o’ the girls to fetch it.” 

“No—no—I can’t part with it, I can’t let it go,” said Silas, abruptly. “It’s come to me—I’ve a 

right to keep it.” 

The proposition to take the child from him had come to Silas quite unexpectedly, and his 

speech, uttered under a strong sudden impulse, was almost like a revelation to himself: a minute 

before, he had no distinct intention about the child. 

“Did you ever hear the like?” said Mrs. Kimble, in mild surprise, to her neighbour. 

“Now, ladies, I must trouble you to stand aside,” said Mr. Kimble, coming from the card-

room, in some bitterness at the interruption, but drilled by the long habit of his profession into 

obedience to unpleasant calls, even when he was hardly sober. 

“It’s a nasty business turning out now, eh, Kimble?” said the Squire. “He might ha’ gone for 

your young fellow—the ’prentice, there—what’s his name?” 

“Might? aye—what’s the use of talking about might?” growled uncle Kimble, hastening out 

with Marner, and followed by Mr. Crackenthorp and Godfrey. “Get me a pair of thick boots, 

Godfrey, will you? And stay, let somebody run to Winthrop’s and fetch Dolly—she’s the best 

woman to get. Ben was here himself before supper; is he gone?” 

“Yes, sir, I met him,” said Marner; “but I couldn’t stop to tell him anything, only I said I was 

going for the doctor, and he said the doctor was at the Squire’s. And I made haste and ran, and 

there was nobody to be seen at the back o’ the house, and so I went in to where the company 

was.” 

The child, no longer distracted by the bright light and the smiling women’s faces, began to cry 

and call for “mammy”, though always clinging to Marner, who had apparently won her thorough 



confidence. Godfrey had come back with the boots, and felt the cry as if some fibre were drawn 

tight within him. 

“I’ll go,” he said, hastily, eager for some movement; “I’ll go and fetch the woman—Mrs. 

Winthrop.” 

“Oh, pooh—send somebody else,” said uncle Kimble, hurrying away with Marner. 

“You’ll let me know if I can be of any use, Kimble,” said Mr. Crackenthorp. But the doctor 

was out of hearing. 

Godfrey, too, had disappeared: he was gone to snatch his hat and coat, having just reflection 

enough to remember that he must not look like a madman; but he rushed out of the house into the 

snow without heeding his thin shoes. 

In a few minutes he was on his rapid way to the Stone-pits by the side of Dolly, who, though 

feeling that she was entirely in her place in encountering cold and snow on an errand of mercy, 

was much concerned at a young gentleman’s getting his feet wet under a like impulse. 

“You’d a deal better go back, sir,” said Dolly, with respectful compassion. “You’ve no call to 

catch cold; and I’d ask you if you’d be so good as tell my husband to come, on your way back—

he’s at the Rainbow, I doubt—if you found him anyway sober enough to be o’ use. Or else, 

there’s Mrs. Snell ’ud happen send the boy up to fetch and carry, for there may be things wanted 

from the doctor’s.” 

“No, I’ll stay, now I’m once out—I’ll stay outside here,” said Godfrey, when they came 

opposite Marner’s cottage. “You can come and tell me if I can do anything.” 

“Well, sir, you’re very good: you’ve a tender heart,” said Dolly, going to the door. 

Godfrey was too painfully preoccupied to feel a twinge of self-reproach at this undeserved 

praise. He walked up and down, unconscious that he was plunging ankle-deep in snow, 

unconscious of everything but trembling suspense about what was going on in the cottage, and 

the effect of each alternative on his future lot. No, not quite unconscious of everything else. 

Deeper down, and half-smothered by passionate desire and dread, there was the sense that he 

ought not to be waiting on these alternatives; that he ought to accept the consequences of his 

deeds, own the miserable wife, and fulfil the claims of the helpless child. But he had not moral 

courage enough to contemplate that active renunciation of Nancy as possible for him: he had 

only conscience and heart enough to make him for ever uneasy under the weakness that forbade 

the renunciation. And at this moment his mind leaped away from all restraint toward the sudden 

prospect of deliverance from his long bondage. 

“Is she dead?” said the voice that predominated over every other within him. “If she is, I may 

marry Nancy; and then I shall be a good fellow in future, and have no secrets, and the child—

shall be taken care of somehow.” But across that vision came the other possibility—“She may 

live, and then it’s all up with me.” 

Godfrey never knew how long it was before the door of the cottage opened and Mr. Kimble 

came out. He went forward to meet his uncle, prepared to suppress the agitation he must feel, 

whatever news he was to hear. 

“I waited for you, as I’d come so far,” he said, speaking first. 

“Pooh, it was nonsense for you to come out: why didn’t you send one of the men? There’s 

nothing to be done. She’s dead—has been dead for hours, I should say.” 

“What sort of woman is she?” said Godfrey, feeling the blood rush to his face. 



“A young woman, but emaciated, with long black hair. Some vagrant—quite in rags. She’s got 

a wedding-ring on, however. They must fetch her away to the workhouse to-morrow. Come, 

come along.” 

“I want to look at her,” said Godfrey. “I think I saw such a woman yesterday. I’ll overtake you 

in a minute or two.” 

Mr. Kimble went on, and Godfrey turned back to the cottage. He cast only one glance at the 

dead face on the pillow, which Dolly had smoothed with decent care; but he remembered that 

last look at his unhappy hated wife so well, that at the end of sixteen years every line in the worn 

face was present to him when he told the full story of this night. 

He turned immediately towards the hearth, where Silas Marner sat lulling the child. She was 

perfectly quiet now, but not asleep—only soothed by sweet porridge and warmth into that wide-

gazing calm which makes us older human beings, with our inward turmoil, feel a certain awe in 

the presence of a little child, such as we feel before some quiet majesty or beauty in the earth or 

sky—before a steady glowing planet, or a full-flowered eglantine, or the bending trees over a 

silent pathway. The wide-open blue eyes looked up at Godfrey’s without any uneasiness or sign 

of recognition: the child could make no visible audible claim on its father; and the father felt a 

strange mixture of feelings, a conflict of regret and joy, that the pulse of that little heart had no 

response for the half-jealous yearning in his own, when the blue eyes turned away from him 

slowly, and fixed themselves on the weaver’s queer face, which was bent low down to look at 

them, while the small hand began to pull Marner’s withered cheek with loving disfiguration. 

“You’ll take the child to the parish to-morrow?” asked Godfrey, speaking as indifferently as 

he could. 

“Who says so?” said Marner, sharply. “Will they make me take her?” 

“Why, you wouldn’t like to keep her, should you—an old bachelor like you?” 

“Till anybody shows they’ve a right to take her away from me,” said Marner. “The mother’s 

dead, and I reckon it’s got no father: it’s a lone thing—and I’m a lone thing. My money’s gone, I 

don’t know where—and this is come from I don’t know where. I know nothing—I’m partly 

mazed.” 

“Poor little thing!” said Godfrey. “Let me give something towards finding it clothes.” 

He had put his hand in his pocket and found half-a-guinea, and, thrusting it into Silas’s hand, 

he hurried out of the cottage to overtake Mr. Kimble. 

“Ah, I see it’s not the same woman I saw,” he said, as he came up. “It’s a pretty little child: the 

old fellow seems to want to keep it; that’s strange for a miser like him. But I gave him a trifle to 

help him out: the parish isn’t likely to quarrel with him for the right to keep the child.” 

“No; but I’ve seen the time when I might have quarrelled with him for it myself. It’s too late 

now, though. If the child ran into the fire, your aunt’s too fat to overtake it: she could only sit and 

grunt like an alarmed sow. But what a fool you are, Godfrey, to come out in your dancing shoes 

and stockings in this way—and you one of the beaux of the evening, and at your own house! 

What do you mean by such freaks, young fellow? Has Miss Nancy been cruel, and do you want 

to spite her by spoiling your pumps?” 

“Oh, everything has been disagreeable to-night. I was tired to death of jigging and gallanting, 

and that bother about the hornpipes. And I’d got to dance with the other Miss Gunn,” said 

Godfrey, glad of the subterfuge his uncle had suggested to him. 



The prevarication and white lies which a mind that keeps itself ambitiously pure is as uneasy 

under as a great artist under the false touches that no eye detects but his own, are worn as lightly 

as mere trimmings when once the actions have become a lie. 

Godfrey reappeared in the White Parlour with dry feet, and, since the truth must be told, with a 

sense of relief and gladness that was too strong for painful thoughts to struggle with. For could 

he not venture now, whenever opportunity offered, to say the tenderest things to Nancy 

Lammeter—to promise her and himself that he would always be just what she would desire to 

see him? There was no danger that his dead wife would be recognized: those were not days of 

active inquiry and wide report; and as for the registry of their marriage, that was a long way off, 

buried in unturned pages, away from every one’s interest but his own. Dunsey might betray him 

if he came back; but Dunsey might be won to silence. 

And when events turn out so much better for a man than he has had reason to dread, is it not a 

proof that his conduct has been less foolish and blameworthy than it might otherwise have 

appeared? When we are treated well, we naturally begin to think that we are not altogether 

unmeritorious, and that it is only just we should treat ourselves well, and not mar our own good 

fortune. Where, after all, would be the use of his confessing the past to Nancy Lammeter, and 

throwing away his happiness?—nay, hers? for he felt some confidence that she loved him. As for 

the child, he would see that it was cared for: he would never forsake it; he would do everything 

but own it. Perhaps it would be just as happy in life without being owned by its father, seeing 

that nobody could tell how things would turn out, and that—is there any other reason wanted?—

well, then, that the father would be much happier without owning the child. 

  



CHAPTER XIV. 

There was a pauper’s burial that week in Raveloe, and up Kench Yard at Batherley it was 

known that the dark-haired woman with the fair child, who had lately come to lodge there, was 

gone away again. That was all the express note taken that Molly had disappeared from the eyes 

of men. But the unwept death which, to the general lot, seemed as trivial as the summer-shed 

leaf, was charged with the force of destiny to certain human lives that we know of, shaping their 

joys and sorrows even to the end. 

Silas Marner’s determination to keep the “tramp’s child” was matter of hardly less surprise 

and iterated talk in the village than the robbery of his money. That softening of feeling towards 

him which dated from his misfortune, that merging of suspicion and dislike in a rather 

contemptuous pity for him as lone and crazy, was now accompanied with a more active 

sympathy, especially amongst the women. Notable mothers, who knew what it was to keep 

children “whole and sweet”; lazy mothers, who knew what it was to be interrupted in folding 

their arms and scratching their elbows by the mischievous propensities of children just firm on 

their legs, were equally interested in conjecturing how a lone man would manage with a two-

year-old child on his hands, and were equally ready with their suggestions: the notable chiefly 

telling him what he had better do, and the lazy ones being emphatic in telling him what he would 

never be able to do. 

Among the notable mothers, Dolly Winthrop was the one whose neighbourly offices were the 

most acceptable to Marner, for they were rendered without any show of bustling instruction. 

Silas had shown her the half-guinea given to him by Godfrey, and had asked her what he should 

do about getting some clothes for the child. 

“Eh, Master Marner,” said Dolly, “there’s no call to buy, no more nor a pair o’ shoes; for I’ve 

got the little petticoats as Aaron wore five years ago, and it’s ill spending the money on them 

baby-clothes, for the child ’ull grow like grass i’ May, bless it—that it will.” 

And the same day Dolly brought her bundle, and displayed to Marner, one by one, the tiny 

garments in their due order of succession, most of them patched and darned, but clean and neat 

as fresh-sprung herbs. This was the introduction to a great ceremony with soap and water, from 

which Baby came out in new beauty, and sat on Dolly’s knee, handling her toes and chuckling 

and patting her palms together with an air of having made several discoveries about herself, 

which she communicated by alternate sounds of “gug-gug-gug”, and “mammy”. The “mammy” 

was not a cry of need or uneasiness: Baby had been used to utter it without expecting either 

tender sound or touch to follow. 

“Anybody ’ud think the angils in heaven couldn’t be prettier,” said Dolly, rubbing the golden 

curls and kissing them. “And to think of its being covered wi’ them dirty rags—and the poor 

mother—froze to death; but there’s Them as took care of it, and brought it to your door, Master 

Marner. The door was open, and it walked in over the snow, like as if it had been a little starved 

robin. Didn’t you say the door was open?” 

“Yes,” said Silas, meditatively. “Yes—the door was open. The money’s gone I don’t know 

where, and this is come from I don’t know where.” 

He had not mentioned to any one his unconsciousness of the child’s entrance, shrinking from 

questions which might lead to the fact he himself suspected—namely, that he had been in one of 

his trances. 



“Ah,” said Dolly, with soothing gravity, “it’s like the night and the morning, and the sleeping 

and the waking, and the rain and the harvest—one goes and the other comes, and we know 

nothing how nor where. We may strive and scrat and fend, but it’s little we can do arter all—the 

big things come and go wi’ no striving o’ our’n—they do, that they do; and I think you’re in the 

right on it to keep the little un, Master Marner, seeing as it’s been sent to you, though there’s 

folks as thinks different. You’ll happen be a bit moithered with it while it’s so little; but I’ll 

come, and welcome, and see to it for you: I’ve a bit o’ time to spare most days, for when one gets 

up betimes i’ the morning, the clock seems to stan’ still tow’rt ten, afore it’s time to go about the 

victual. So, as I say, I’ll come and see to the child for you, and welcome.” 

“Thank you... kindly,” said Silas, hesitating a little. “I’ll be glad if you’ll tell me things. But,” 

he added, uneasily, leaning forward to look at Baby with some jealousy, as she was resting her 

head backward against Dolly’s arm, and eyeing him contentedly from a distance—“But I want to 

do things for it myself, else it may get fond o’ somebody else, and not fond o’ me. I’ve been used 

to fending for myself in the house—I can learn, I can learn.” 

“Eh, to be sure,” said Dolly, gently. “I’ve seen men as are wonderful handy wi’ children. The 

men are awk’ard and contrairy mostly, God help ’em—but when the drink’s out of ’em, they 

aren’t unsensible, though they’re bad for leeching and bandaging—so fiery and unpatient. You 

see this goes first, next the skin,” proceeded Dolly, taking up the little shirt, and putting it on. 

“Yes,” said Marner, docilely, bringing his eyes very close, that they might be initiated in the 

mysteries; whereupon Baby seized his head with both her small arms, and put her lips against his 

face with purring noises. 

“See there,” said Dolly, with a woman’s tender tact, “she’s fondest o’ you. She wants to go o’ 

your lap, I’ll be bound. Go, then: take her, Master Marner; you can put the things on, and then 

you can say as you’ve done for her from the first of her coming to you.” 

Marner took her on his lap, trembling with an emotion mysterious to himself, at something 

unknown dawning on his life. Thought and feeling were so confused within him, that if he had 

tried to give them utterance, he could only have said that the child was come instead of the 

gold—that the gold had turned into the child. He took the garments from Dolly, and put them on 

under her teaching; interrupted, of course, by Baby’s gymnastics. 

“There, then! why, you take to it quite easy, Master Marner,” said Dolly; “but what shall you 

do when you’re forced to sit in your loom? For she’ll get busier and mischievouser every day—

she will, bless her. It’s lucky as you’ve got that high hearth i’stead of a grate, for that keeps the 

fire more out of her reach: but if you’ve got anything as can be spilt or broke, or as is fit to cut 

her fingers off, she’ll be at it—and it is but right you should know.” 

Silas meditated a little while in some perplexity. “I’ll tie her to the leg o’ the loom,” he said at 

last—“tie her with a good long strip o’ something.” 

“Well, mayhap that’ll do, as it’s a little gell, for they’re easier persuaded to sit i’ one place nor 

the lads. I know what the lads are; for I’ve had four—four I’ve had, God knows—and if you was 

to take and tie ’em up, they’d make a fighting and a crying as if you was ringing the pigs. But I’ll 

bring you my little chair, and some bits o’ red rag and things for her to play wi’; an’ she’ll sit and 

chatter to ’em as if they was alive. Eh, if it wasn’t a sin to the lads to wish ’em made different, 

bless ’em, I should ha’ been glad for one of ’em to be a little gell; and to think as I could ha’ 

taught her to scour, and mend, and the knitting, and everything. But I can teach ’em this little un, 

Master Marner, when she gets old enough.” 

“But she’ll be my little un,” said Marner, rather hastily. “She’ll be nobody else’s.” 



“No, to be sure; you’ll have a right to her, if you’re a father to her, and bring her up according. 

But,” added Dolly, coming to a point which she had determined beforehand to touch upon, “you 

must bring her up like christened folks’s children, and take her to church, and let her learn her 

catechise, as my little Aaron can say off—the “I believe”, and everything, and “hurt nobody by 

word or deed”,—as well as if he was the clerk. That’s what you must do, Master Marner, if 

you’d do the right thing by the orphin child.” 

Marner’s pale face flushed suddenly under a new anxiety. His mind was too busy trying to 

give some definite bearing to Dolly’s words for him to think of answering her. 

“And it’s my belief,” she went on, “as the poor little creatur has never been christened, and it’s 

nothing but right as the parson should be spoke to; and if you was noways unwilling, I’d talk to 

Mr. Macey about it this very day. For if the child ever went anyways wrong, and you hadn’t 

done your part by it, Master Marner—’noculation, and everything to save it from harm—it ’ud 

be a thorn i’ your bed for ever o’ this side the grave; and I can’t think as it ’ud be easy lying 

down for anybody when they’d got to another world, if they hadn’t done their part by the 

helpless children as come wi’out their own asking.” 

Dolly herself was disposed to be silent for some time now, for she had spoken from the depths 

of her own simple belief, and was much concerned to know whether her words would produce 

the desired effect on Silas. He was puzzled and anxious, for Dolly’s word “christened” conveyed 

no distinct meaning to him. He had only heard of baptism, and had only seen the baptism of 

grown-up men and women. 

“What is it as you mean by “christened”?” he said at last, timidly. “Won’t folks be good to her 

without it?” 

“Dear, dear! Master Marner,” said Dolly, with gentle distress and compassion. “Had you never 

no father nor mother as taught you to say your prayers, and as there’s good words and good 

things to keep us from harm?” 

“Yes,” said Silas, in a low voice; “I know a deal about that—used to, used to. But your ways 

are different: my country was a good way off.” He paused a few moments, and then added, more 

decidedly, “But I want to do everything as can be done for the child. And whatever’s right for it 

i’ this country, and you think ’ull do it good, I’ll act according, if you’ll tell me.” 

“Well, then, Master Marner,” said Dolly, inwardly rejoiced, “I’ll ask Mr. Macey to speak to 

the parson about it; and you must fix on a name for it, because it must have a name giv’ it when 

it’s christened.” 

“My mother’s name was Hephzibah,” said Silas, “and my little sister was named after her.” 

“Eh, that’s a hard name,” said Dolly. “I partly think it isn’t a christened name.” 

“It’s a Bible name,” said Silas, old ideas recurring. 

“Then I’ve no call to speak again’ it,” said Dolly, rather startled by Silas’s knowledge on this 

head; “but you see I’m no scholard, and I’m slow at catching the words. My husband says I’m 

allays like as if I was putting the haft for the handle—that’s what he says—for he’s very sharp, 

God help him. But it was awk’ard calling your little sister by such a hard name, when you’d got 

nothing big to say, like—wasn’t it, Master Marner?” 

“We called her Eppie,” said Silas. 

“Well, if it was noways wrong to shorten the name, it ’ud be a deal handier. And so I’ll go 

now, Master Marner, and I’ll speak about the christening afore dark; and I wish you the best o’ 

luck, and it’s my belief as it’ll come to you, if you do what’s right by the orphin child;—and 



there’s the ’noculation to be seen to; and as to washing its bits o’ things, you need look to 

nobody but me, for I can do ’em wi’ one hand when I’ve got my suds about. Eh, the blessed 

angil! You’ll let me bring my Aaron one o’ these days, and he’ll show her his little cart as his 

father’s made for him, and the black-and-white pup as he’s got a-rearing.” 

Baby was christened, the rector deciding that a double baptism was the lesser risk to incur; and 

on this occasion Silas, making himself as clean and tidy as he could, appeared for the first time 

within the church, and shared in the observances held sacred by his neighbours. He was quite 

unable, by means of anything he heard or saw, to identify the Raveloe religion with his old faith; 

if he could at any time in his previous life have done so, it must have been by the aid of a strong 

feeling ready to vibrate with sympathy, rather than by a comparison of phrases and ideas: and 

now for long years that feeling had been dormant. He had no distinct idea about the baptism and 

the church-going, except that Dolly had said it was for the good of the child; and in this way, as 

the weeks grew to months, the child created fresh and fresh links between his life and the lives 

from which he had hitherto shrunk continually into narrower isolation. Unlike the gold which 

needed nothing, and must be worshipped in close-locked solitude—which was hidden away from 

the daylight, was deaf to the song of birds, and started to no human tones—Eppie was a creature 

of endless claims and ever-growing desires, seeking and loving sunshine, and living sounds, and 

living movements; making trial of everything, with trust in new joy, and stirring the human 

kindness in all eyes that looked on her. The gold had kept his thoughts in an ever-repeated circle, 

leading to nothing beyond itself; but Eppie was an object compacted of changes and hopes that 

forced his thoughts onward, and carried them far away from their old eager pacing towards the 

same blank limit—carried them away to the new things that would come with the coming years, 

when Eppie would have learned to understand how her father Silas cared for her; and made him 

look for images of that time in the ties and charities that bound together the families of his 

neighbours. The gold had asked that he should sit weaving longer and longer, deafened and 

blinded more and more to all things except the monotony of his loom and the repetition of his 

web; but Eppie called him away from his weaving, and made him think all its pauses a holiday, 

reawakening his senses with her fresh life, even to the old winter-flies that came crawling forth 

in the early spring sunshine, and warming him into joy because she had joy. 

And when the sunshine grew strong and lasting, so that the buttercups were thick in the 

meadows, Silas might be seen in the sunny midday, or in the late afternoon when the shadows 

were lengthening under the hedgerows, strolling out with uncovered head to carry Eppie beyond 

the Stone-pits to where the flowers grew, till they reached some favourite bank where he could 

sit down, while Eppie toddled to pluck the flowers, and make remarks to the winged things that 

murmured happily above the bright petals, calling “Dad-dad’s” attention continually by bringing 

him the flowers. Then she would turn her ear to some sudden bird-note, and Silas learned to 

please her by making signs of hushed stillness, that they might listen for the note to come again: 

so that when it came, she set up her small back and laughed with gurgling triumph. Sitting on the 

banks in this way, Silas began to look for the once familiar herbs again; and as the leaves, with 

their unchanged outline and markings, lay on his palm, there was a sense of crowding 

remembrances from which he turned away timidly, taking refuge in Eppie’s little world, that lay 

lightly on his enfeebled spirit. 

As the child’s mind was growing into knowledge, his mind was growing into memory: as her 

life unfolded, his soul, long stupefied in a cold narrow prison, was unfolding too, and trembling 

gradually into full consciousness. 



It was an influence which must gather force with every new year: the tones that stirred Silas’s 

heart grew articulate, and called for more distinct answers; shapes and sounds grew clearer for 

Eppie’s eyes and ears, and there was more that “Dad-dad” was imperatively required to notice 

and account for. Also, by the time Eppie was three years old, she developed a fine capacity for 

mischief, and for devising ingenious ways of being troublesome, which found much exercise, not 

only for Silas’s patience, but for his watchfulness and penetration. Sorely was poor Silas puzzled 

on such occasions by the incompatible demands of love. Dolly Winthrop told him that 

punishment was good for Eppie, and that, as for rearing a child without making it tingle a little in 

soft and safe places now and then, it was not to be done. 

“To be sure, there’s another thing you might do, Master Marner,” added Dolly, meditatively: 

“you might shut her up once i’ the coal-hole. That was what I did wi’ Aaron; for I was that silly 

wi’ the youngest lad, as I could never bear to smack him. Not as I could find i’ my heart to let 

him stay i’ the coal-hole more nor a minute, but it was enough to colly him all over, so as he 

must be new washed and dressed, and it was as good as a rod to him—that was. But I put it upo’ 

your conscience, Master Marner, as there’s one of ’em you must choose—ayther smacking or the 

coal-hole—else she’ll get so masterful, there’ll be no holding her.” 

Silas was impressed with the melancholy truth of this last remark; but his force of mind failed 

before the only two penal methods open to him, not only because it was painful to him to hurt 

Eppie, but because he trembled at a moment’s contention with her, lest she should love him the 

less for it. Let even an affectionate Goliath get himself tied to a small tender thing, dreading to 

hurt it by pulling, and dreading still more to snap the cord, and which of the two, pray, will be 

master? It was clear that Eppie, with her short toddling steps, must lead father Silas a pretty 

dance on any fine morning when circumstances favoured mischief. 

For example. He had wisely chosen a broad strip of linen as a means of fastening her to his 

loom when he was busy: it made a broad belt round her waist, and was long enough to allow of 

her reaching the truckle-bed and sitting down on it, but not long enough for her to attempt any 

dangerous climbing. One bright summer’s morning Silas had been more engrossed than usual in 

“setting up” a new piece of work, an occasion on which his scissors were in requisition. These 

scissors, owing to an especial warning of Dolly’s, had been kept carefully out of Eppie’s reach; 

but the click of them had had a peculiar attraction for her ear, and watching the results of that 

click, she had derived the philosophic lesson that the same cause would produce the same effect. 

Silas had seated himself in his loom, and the noise of weaving had begun; but he had left his 

scissors on a ledge which Eppie’s arm was long enough to reach; and now, like a small mouse, 

watching her opportunity, she stole quietly from her corner, secured the scissors, and toddled to 

the bed again, setting up her back as a mode of concealing the fact. She had a distinct intention 

as to the use of the scissors; and having cut the linen strip in a jagged but effectual manner, in 

two moments she had run out at the open door where the sunshine was inviting her, while poor 

Silas believed her to be a better child than usual. It was not until he happened to need his scissors 

that the terrible fact burst upon him: Eppie had run out by herself—had perhaps fallen into the 

Stone-pit. Silas, shaken by the worst fear that could have befallen him, rushed out, calling 

“Eppie!” and ran eagerly about the unenclosed space, exploring the dry cavities into which she 

might have fallen, and then gazing with questioning dread at the smooth red surface of the water. 

The cold drops stood on his brow. How long had she been out? There was one hope—that she 

had crept through the stile and got into the fields, where he habitually took her to stroll. But the 

grass was high in the meadow, and there was no descrying her, if she were there, except by a 

close search that would be a trespass on Mr. Osgood’s crop. Still, that misdemeanour must be 



committed; and poor Silas, after peering all round the hedgerows, traversed the grass, beginning 

with perturbed vision to see Eppie behind every group of red sorrel, and to see her moving 

always farther off as he approached. The meadow was searched in vain; and he got over the stile 

into the next field, looking with dying hope towards a small pond which was now reduced to its 

summer shallowness, so as to leave a wide margin of good adhesive mud. Here, however, sat 

Eppie, discoursing cheerfully to her own small boot, which she was using as a bucket to convey 

the water into a deep hoof-mark, while her little naked foot was planted comfortably on a 

cushion of olive-green mud. A red-headed calf was observing her with alarmed doubt through 

the opposite hedge. 

Here was clearly a case of aberration in a christened child which demanded severe treatment; 

but Silas, overcome with convulsive joy at finding his treasure again, could do nothing but 

snatch her up, and cover her with half-sobbing kisses. It was not until he had carried her home, 

and had begun to think of the necessary washing, that he recollected the need that he should 

punish Eppie, and “make her remember”. The idea that she might run away again and come to 

harm, gave him unusual resolution, and for the first time he determined to try the coal-hole—a 

small closet near the hearth. 

“Naughty, naughty Eppie,” he suddenly began, holding her on his knee, and pointing to her 

muddy feet and clothes—“naughty to cut with the scissors and run away. Eppie must go into the 

coal-hole for being naughty. Daddy must put her in the coal-hole.” 

He half-expected that this would be shock enough, and that Eppie would begin to cry. But 

instead of that, she began to shake herself on his knee, as if the proposition opened a pleasing 

novelty. Seeing that he must proceed to extremities, he put her into the coal-hole, and held the 

door closed, with a trembling sense that he was using a strong measure. For a moment there was 

silence, but then came a little cry, “Opy, opy!” and Silas let her out again, saying, “Now Eppie 

’ull never be naughty again, else she must go in the coal-hole—a black naughty place.” 

The weaving must stand still a long while this morning, for now Eppie must be washed, and 

have clean clothes on; but it was to be hoped that this punishment would have a lasting effect, 

and save time in future—though, perhaps, it would have been better if Eppie had cried more. 

In half an hour she was clean again, and Silas having turned his back to see what he could do 

with the linen band, threw it down again, with the reflection that Eppie would be good without 

fastening for the rest of the morning. He turned round again, and was going to place her in her 

little chair near the loom, when she peeped out at him with black face and hands again, and said, 

“Eppie in de toal-hole!” 

This total failure of the coal-hole discipline shook Silas’s belief in the efficacy of punishment. 

“She’d take it all for fun,” he observed to Dolly, “if I didn’t hurt her, and that I can’t do, Mrs. 

Winthrop. If she makes me a bit o’ trouble, I can bear it. And she’s got no tricks but what she’ll 

grow out of.” 

“Well, that’s partly true, Master Marner,” said Dolly, sympathetically; “and if you can’t bring 

your mind to frighten her off touching things, you must do what you can to keep ’em out of her 

way. That’s what I do wi’ the pups as the lads are allays a-rearing. They will worry and gnaw—

worry and gnaw they will, if it was one’s Sunday cap as hung anywhere so as they could drag it. 

They know no difference, God help ’em: it’s the pushing o’ the teeth as sets ’em on, that’s what 

it is.” 



So Eppie was reared without punishment, the burden of her misdeeds being borne vicariously 

by father Silas. The stone hut was made a soft nest for her, lined with downy patience: and also 

in the world that lay beyond the stone hut she knew nothing of frowns and denials. 

Notwithstanding the difficulty of carrying her and his yarn or linen at the same time, Silas 

took her with him in most of his journeys to the farmhouses, unwilling to leave her behind at 

Dolly Winthrop’s, who was always ready to take care of her; and little curly-headed Eppie, the 

weaver’s child, became an object of interest at several outlying homesteads, as well as in the 

village. Hitherto he had been treated very much as if he had been a useful gnome or brownie—a 

queer and unaccountable creature, who must necessarily be looked at with wondering curiosity 

and repulsion, and with whom one would be glad to make all greetings and bargains as brief as 

possible, but who must be dealt with in a propitiatory way, and occasionally have a present of 

pork or garden stuff to carry home with him, seeing that without him there was no getting the 

yarn woven. But now Silas met with open smiling faces and cheerful questioning, as a person 

whose satisfactions and difficulties could be understood. Everywhere he must sit a little and talk 

about the child, and words of interest were always ready for him: “Ah, Master Marner, you’ll be 

lucky if she takes the measles soon and easy!”—or, “Why, there isn’t many lone men ’ud ha’ 

been wishing to take up with a little un like that: but I reckon the weaving makes you handier 

than men as do out-door work—you’re partly as handy as a woman, for weaving comes next to 

spinning.” Elderly masters and mistresses, seated observantly in large kitchen arm-chairs, shook 

their heads over the difficulties attendant on rearing children, felt Eppie’s round arms and legs, 

and pronounced them remarkably firm, and told Silas that, if she turned out well (which, 

however, there was no telling), it would be a fine thing for him to have a steady lass to do for 

him when he got helpless. Servant maidens were fond of carrying her out to look at the hens and 

chickens, or to see if any cherries could be shaken down in the orchard; and the small boys and 

girls approached her slowly, with cautious movement and steady gaze, like little dogs face to 

face with one of their own kind, till attraction had reached the point at which the soft lips were 

put out for a kiss. No child was afraid of approaching Silas when Eppie was near him: there was 

no repulsion around him now, either for young or old; for the little child had come to link him 

once more with the whole world. There was love between him and the child that blent them into 

one, and there was love between the child and the world—from men and women with parental 

looks and tones, to the red lady-birds and the round pebbles. 

Silas began now to think of Raveloe life entirely in relation to Eppie: she must have 

everything that was a good in Raveloe; and he listened docilely, that he might come to 

understand better what this life was, from which, for fifteen years, he had stood aloof as from a 

strange thing, with which he could have no communion: as some man who has a precious plant 

to which he would give a nurturing home in a new soil, thinks of the rain, and the sunshine, and 

all influences, in relation to his nursling, and asks industriously for all knowledge that will help 

him to satisfy the wants of the searching roots, or to guard leaf and bud from invading harm. The 

disposition to hoard had been utterly crushed at the very first by the loss of his long-stored gold: 

the coins he earned afterwards seemed as irrelevant as stones brought to complete a house 

suddenly buried by an earthquake; the sense of bereavement was too heavy upon him for the old 

thrill of satisfaction to arise again at the touch of the newly-earned coin. And now something had 

come to replace his hoard which gave a growing purpose to the earnings, drawing his hope and 

joy continually onward beyond the money. 

In old days there were angels who came and took men by the hand and led them away from 

the city of destruction. We see no white-winged angels now. But yet men are led away from 



threatening destruction: a hand is put into theirs, which leads them forth gently towards a calm 

and bright land, so that they look no more backward; and the hand may be a little child’s. 

  



CHAPTER XV. 

There was one person, as you will believe, who watched with keener though more hidden 

interest than any other, the prosperous growth of Eppie under the weaver’s care. He dared not do 

anything that would imply a stronger interest in a poor man’s adopted child than could be 

expected from the kindliness of the young Squire, when a chance meeting suggested a little 

present to a simple old fellow whom others noticed with goodwill; but he told himself that the 

time would come when he might do something towards furthering the welfare of his daughter 

without incurring suspicion. Was he very uneasy in the meantime at his inability to give his 

daughter her birthright? I cannot say that he was. The child was being taken care of, and would 

very likely be happy, as people in humble stations often were—happier, perhaps, than those 

brought up in luxury. 

That famous ring that pricked its owner when he forgot duty and followed desire—I wonder if 

it pricked very hard when he set out on the chase, or whether it pricked but lightly then, and only 

pierced to the quick when the chase had long been ended, and hope, folding her wings, looked 

backward and became regret? 

Godfrey Cass’s cheek and eye were brighter than ever now. He was so undivided in his aims, 

that he seemed like a man of firmness. No Dunsey had come back: people had made up their 

minds that he was gone for a soldier, or gone “out of the country”, and no one cared to be 

specific in their inquiries on a subject delicate to a respectable family. Godfrey had ceased to see 

the shadow of Dunsey across his path; and the path now lay straight forward to the 

accomplishment of his best, longest-cherished wishes. Everybody said Mr. Godfrey had taken 

the right turn; and it was pretty clear what would be the end of things, for there were not many 

days in the week that he was not seen riding to the Warrens. Godfrey himself, when he was 

asked jocosely if the day had been fixed, smiled with the pleasant consciousness of a lover who 

could say “yes”, if he liked. He felt a reformed man, delivered from temptation; and the vision of 

his future life seemed to him as a promised land for which he had no cause to fight. He saw 

himself with all his happiness centred on his own hearth, while Nancy would smile on him as he 

played with the children. 

And that other child—not on the hearth—he would not forget it; he would see that it was well 

provided for. That was a father’s duty. 

  



PART II. 

CHAPTER XVI. 

It was a bright autumn Sunday, sixteen years after Silas Marner had found his new treasure on 

the hearth. The bells of the old Raveloe church were ringing the cheerful peal which told that the 

morning service was ended; and out of the arched doorway in the tower came slowly, retarded by 

friendly greetings and questions, the richer parishioners who had chosen this bright Sunday 

morning as eligible for church-going. It was the rural fashion of that time for the more important 

members of the congregation to depart first, while their humbler neighbours waited and looked 

on, stroking their bent heads or dropping their curtsies to any large ratepayer who turned to 

notice them. 

Foremost among these advancing groups of well-clad people, there are some whom we shall 

recognize, in spite of Time, who has laid his hand on them all. The tall blond man of forty is not 

much changed in feature from the Godfrey Cass of six-and-twenty: he is only fuller in flesh, and 

has only lost the indefinable look of youth—a loss which is marked even when the eye is 

undulled and the wrinkles are not yet come. Perhaps the pretty woman, not much younger than 

he, who is leaning on his arm, is more changed than her husband: the lovely bloom that used to 

be always on her cheek now comes but fitfully, with the fresh morning air or with some strong 

surprise; yet to all who love human faces best for what they tell of human experience, Nancy’s 

beauty has a heightened interest. Often the soul is ripened into fuller goodness while age has 

spread an ugly film, so that mere glances can never divine the preciousness of the fruit. But the 

years have not been so cruel to Nancy. The firm yet placid mouth, the clear veracious glance of 

the brown eyes, speak now of a nature that has been tested and has kept its highest qualities; and 

even the costume, with its dainty neatness and purity, has more significance now the coquetries 

of youth can have nothing to do with it. 

Mr. and Mrs. Godfrey Cass (any higher title has died away from Raveloe lips since the old 

Squire was gathered to his fathers and his inheritance was divided) have turned round to look for 

the tall aged man and the plainly dressed woman who are a little behind—Nancy having 

observed that they must wait for “father and Priscilla”—and now they all turn into a narrower 

path leading across the churchyard to a small gate opposite the Red House. We will not follow 

them now; for may there not be some others in this departing congregation whom we should like 

to see again—some of those who are not likely to be handsomely clad, and whom we may not 

recognize so easily as the master and mistress of the Red House? 

But it is impossible to mistake Silas Marner. His large brown eyes seem to have gathered a 

longer vision, as is the way with eyes that have been short-sighted in early life, and they have a 

less vague, a more answering gaze; but in everything else one sees signs of a frame much 

enfeebled by the lapse of the sixteen years. The weaver’s bent shoulders and white hair give him 

almost the look of advanced age, though he is not more than five-and-fifty; but there is the 

freshest blossom of youth close by his side—a blonde dimpled girl of eighteen, who has vainly 

tried to chastise her curly auburn hair into smoothness under her brown bonnet: the hair ripples 

as obstinately as a brooklet under the March breeze, and the little ringlets burst away from the 

restraining comb behind and show themselves below the bonnet-crown. Eppie cannot help being 

rather vexed about her hair, for there is no other girl in Raveloe who has hair at all like it, and 

she thinks hair ought to be smooth. She does not like to be blameworthy even in small things: 

you see how neatly her prayer-book is folded in her spotted handkerchief. 



That good-looking young fellow, in a new fustian suit, who walks behind her, is not quite sure 

upon the question of hair in the abstract, when Eppie puts it to him, and thinks that perhaps 

straight hair is the best in general, but he doesn’t want Eppie’s hair to be different. She surely 

divines that there is some one behind her who is thinking about her very particularly, and 

mustering courage to come to her side as soon as they are out in the lane, else why should she 

look rather shy, and take care not to turn away her head from her father Silas, to whom she keeps 

murmuring little sentences as to who was at church and who was not at church, and how pretty 

the red mountain-ash is over the Rectory wall? 

“I wish we had a little garden, father, with double daisies in, like Mrs. Winthrop’s,” said 

Eppie, when they were out in the lane; “only they say it ’ud take a deal of digging and bringing 

fresh soil—and you couldn’t do that, could you, father? Anyhow, I shouldn’t like you to do it, 

for it ’ud be too hard work for you.” 

“Yes, I could do it, child, if you want a bit o’ garden: these long evenings, I could work at 

taking in a little bit o’ the waste, just enough for a root or two o’ flowers for you; and again, i’ 

the morning, I could have a turn wi’ the spade before I sat down to the loom. Why didn’t you tell 

me before as you wanted a bit o’ garden?” 

“I can dig it for you, Master Marner,” said the young man in fustian, who was now by Eppie’s 

side, entering into the conversation without the trouble of formalities. “It’ll be play to me after 

I’ve done my day’s work, or any odd bits o’ time when the work’s slack. And I’ll bring you 

some soil from Mr. Cass’s garden—he’ll let me, and willing.” 

“Eh, Aaron, my lad, are you there?” said Silas; “I wasn’t aware of you; for when Eppie’s 

talking o’ things, I see nothing but what she’s a-saying. Well, if you could help me with the 

digging, we might get her a bit o’ garden all the sooner.” 

“Then, if you think well and good,” said Aaron, “I’ll come to the Stone-pits this afternoon, and 

we’ll settle what land’s to be taken in, and I’ll get up an hour earlier i’ the morning, and begin on 

it.” 

“But not if you don’t promise me not to work at the hard digging, father,” said Eppie. “For I 

shouldn’t ha’ said anything about it,” she added, half-bashfully, half-roguishly, “only Mrs. 

Winthrop said as Aaron ’ud be so good, and—” 

“And you might ha’ known it without mother telling you,” said Aaron. “And Master Marner 

knows too, I hope, as I’m able and willing to do a turn o’ work for him, and he won’t do me the 

unkindness to anyways take it out o’ my hands.” 

“There, now, father, you won’t work in it till it’s all easy,” said Eppie, “and you and me can 

mark out the beds, and make holes and plant the roots. It’ll be a deal livelier at the Stone-pits 

when we’ve got some flowers, for I always think the flowers can see us and know what we’re 

talking about. And I’ll have a bit o’ rosemary, and bergamot, and thyme, because they’re so 

sweet-smelling; but there’s no lavender only in the gentlefolks’ gardens, I think.” 

“That’s no reason why you shouldn’t have some,” said Aaron, “for I can bring you slips of 

anything; I’m forced to cut no end of ’em when I’m gardening, and throw ’em away mostly. 

There’s a big bed o’ lavender at the Red House: the missis is very fond of it.” 

“Well,” said Silas, gravely, “so as you don’t make free for us, or ask for anything as is worth 

much at the Red House: for Mr. Cass’s been so good to us, and built us up the new end o’ the 

cottage, and given us beds and things, as I couldn’t abide to be imposin’ for garden-stuff or 

anything else.” 



“No, no, there’s no imposin’,” said Aaron; “there’s never a garden in all the parish but what 

there’s endless waste in it for want o’ somebody as could use everything up. It’s what I think to 

myself sometimes, as there need nobody run short o’ victuals if the land was made the most on, 

and there was never a morsel but what could find its way to a mouth. It sets one thinking o’ 

that—gardening does. But I must go back now, else mother ’ull be in trouble as I aren’t there.” 

“Bring her with you this afternoon, Aaron,” said Eppie; “I shouldn’t like to fix about the 

garden, and her not know everything from the first—should you, father?” 

“Aye, bring her if you can, Aaron,” said Silas; “she’s sure to have a word to say as’ll help us 

to set things on their right end.” 

Aaron turned back up the village, while Silas and Eppie went on up the lonely sheltered lane. 

“O daddy!” she began, when they were in privacy, clasping and squeezing Silas’s arm, and 

skipping round to give him an energetic kiss. “My little old daddy! I’m so glad. I don’t think I 

shall want anything else when we’ve got a little garden; and I knew Aaron would dig it for us,” 

she went on with roguish triumph—“I knew that very well.” 

“You’re a deep little puss, you are,” said Silas, with the mild passive happiness of love-

crowned age in his face; “but you’ll make yourself fine and beholden to Aaron.” 

“Oh, no, I shan’t,” said Eppie, laughing and frisking; “he likes it.” 

“Come, come, let me carry your prayer-book, else you’ll be dropping it, jumping i’ that way.” 

Eppie was now aware that her behaviour was under observation, but it was only the 

observation of a friendly donkey, browsing with a log fastened to his foot—a meek donkey, not 

scornfully critical of human trivialities, but thankful to share in them, if possible, by getting his 

nose scratched; and Eppie did not fail to gratify him with her usual notice, though it was attended 

with the inconvenience of his following them, painfully, up to the very door of their home. 

But the sound of a sharp bark inside, as Eppie put the key in the door, modified the donkey’s 

views, and he limped away again without bidding. The sharp bark was the sign of an excited 

welcome that was awaiting them from a knowing brown terrier, who, after dancing at their legs 

in a hysterical manner, rushed with a worrying noise at a tortoise-shell kitten under the loom, and 

then rushed back with a sharp bark again, as much as to say, “I have done my duty by this feeble 

creature, you perceive”; while the lady-mother of the kitten sat sunning her white bosom in the 

window, and looked round with a sleepy air of expecting caresses, though she was not going to 

take any trouble for them. 

The presence of this happy animal life was not the only change which had come over the 

interior of the stone cottage. There was no bed now in the living-room, and the small space was 

well filled with decent furniture, all bright and clean enough to satisfy Dolly Winthrop’s eye. 

The oaken table and three-cornered oaken chair were hardly what was likely to be seen in so 

poor a cottage: they had come, with the beds and other things, from the Red House; for Mr. 

Godfrey Cass, as every one said in the village, did very kindly by the weaver; and it was nothing 

but right a man should be looked on and helped by those who could afford it, when he had 

brought up an orphan child, and been father and mother to her—and had lost his money too, so 

as he had nothing but what he worked for week by week, and when the weaving was going down 

too—for there was less and less flax spun—and Master Marner was none so young. Nobody was 

jealous of the weaver, for he was regarded as an exceptional person, whose claims on 

neighbourly help were not to be matched in Raveloe. Any superstition that remained concerning 

him had taken an entirely new colour; and Mr. Macey, now a very feeble old man of fourscore 



and six, never seen except in his chimney-corner or sitting in the sunshine at his door-sill, was of 

opinion that when a man had done what Silas had done by an orphan child, it was a sign that his 

money would come to light again, or leastwise that the robber would be made to answer for it—

for, as Mr. Macey observed of himself, his faculties were as strong as ever. 

Silas sat down now and watched Eppie with a satisfied gaze as she spread the clean cloth, and 

set on it the potato-pie, warmed up slowly in a safe Sunday fashion, by being put into a dry pot 

over a slowly-dying fire, as the best substitute for an oven. For Silas would not consent to have a 

grate and oven added to his conveniences: he loved the old brick hearth as he had loved his 

brown pot—and was it not there when he had found Eppie? The gods of the hearth exist for us 

still; and let all new faith be tolerant of that fetishism, lest it bruise its own roots. 

Silas ate his dinner more silently than usual, soon laying down his knife and fork, and 

watching half-abstractedly Eppie’s play with Snap and the cat, by which her own dining was 

made rather a lengthy business. Yet it was a sight that might well arrest wandering thoughts: 

Eppie, with the rippling radiance of her hair and the whiteness of her rounded chin and throat set 

off by the dark-blue cotton gown, laughing merrily as the kitten held on with her four claws to 

one shoulder, like a design for a jug-handle, while Snap on the right hand and Puss on the other 

put up their paws towards a morsel which she held out of the reach of both—Snap occasionally 

desisting in order to remonstrate with the cat by a cogent worrying growl on the greediness and 

futility of her conduct; till Eppie relented, caressed them both, and divided the morsel between 

them. 

But at last Eppie, glancing at the clock, checked the play, and said, “O daddy, you’re wanting 

to go into the sunshine to smoke your pipe. But I must clear away first, so as the house may be 

tidy when godmother comes. I’ll make haste—I won’t be long.” 

Silas had taken to smoking a pipe daily during the last two years, having been strongly urged 

to it by the sages of Raveloe, as a practice “good for the fits”; and this advice was sanctioned by 

Dr. Kimble, on the ground that it was as well to try what could do no harm—a principle which 

was made to answer for a great deal of work in that gentleman’s medical practice. Silas did not 

highly enjoy smoking, and often wondered how his neighbours could be so fond of it; but a 

humble sort of acquiescence in what was held to be good, had become a strong habit of that new 

self which had been developed in him since he had found Eppie on his hearth: it had been the 

only clew his bewildered mind could hold by in cherishing this young life that had been sent to 

him out of the darkness into which his gold had departed. By seeking what was needful for 

Eppie, by sharing the effect that everything produced on her, he had himself come to appropriate 

the forms of custom and belief which were the mould of Raveloe life; and as, with reawakening 

sensibilities, memory also reawakened, he had begun to ponder over the elements of his old faith, 

and blend them with his new impressions, till he recovered a consciousness of unity between his 

past and present. The sense of presiding goodness and the human trust which come with all pure 

peace and joy, had given him a dim impression that there had been some error, some mistake, 

which had thrown that dark shadow over the days of his best years; and as it grew more and 

more easy to him to open his mind to Dolly Winthrop, he gradually communicated to her all he 

could describe of his early life. The communication was necessarily a slow and difficult process, 

for Silas’s meagre power of explanation was not aided by any readiness of interpretation in 

Dolly, whose narrow outward experience gave her no key to strange customs, and made every 

novelty a source of wonder that arrested them at every step of the narrative. It was only by 

fragments, and at intervals which left Dolly time to revolve what she had heard till it acquired 

some familiarity for her, that Silas at last arrived at the climax of the sad story—the drawing of 



lots, and its false testimony concerning him; and this had to be repeated in several interviews, 

under new questions on her part as to the nature of this plan for detecting the guilty and clearing 

the innocent. 

“And yourn’s the same Bible, you’re sure o’ that, Master Marner—the Bible as you brought 

wi’ you from that country—it’s the same as what they’ve got at church, and what Eppie’s a-

learning to read in?” 

“Yes,” said Silas, “every bit the same; and there’s drawing o’ lots in the Bible, mind you,” he 

added in a lower tone. 

“Oh, dear, dear,” said Dolly in a grieved voice, as if she were hearing an unfavourable report 

of a sick man’s case. She was silent for some minutes; at last she said— 

“There’s wise folks, happen, as know how it all is; the parson knows, I’ll be bound; but it 

takes big words to tell them things, and such as poor folks can’t make much out on. I can never 

rightly know the meaning o’ what I hear at church, only a bit here and there, but I know it’s good 

words—I do. But what lies upo’ your mind—it’s this, Master Marner: as, if Them above had 

done the right thing by you, They’d never ha’ let you be turned out for a wicked thief when you 

was innicent.” 

“Ah!” said Silas, who had now come to understand Dolly’s phraseology, “that was what fell 

on me like as if it had been red-hot iron; because, you see, there was nobody as cared for me or 

clave to me above nor below. And him as I’d gone out and in wi’ for ten year and more, since 

when we was lads and went halves—mine own familiar friend in whom I trusted, had lifted up 

his heel again’ me, and worked to ruin me.” 

“Eh, but he was a bad un—I can’t think as there’s another such,” said Dolly. “But I’m 

o’ercome, Master Marner; I’m like as if I’d waked and didn’t know whether it was night or 

morning. I feel somehow as sure as I do when I’ve laid something up though I can’t justly put 

my hand on it, as there was a rights in what happened to you, if one could but make it out; and 

you’d no call to lose heart as you did. But we’ll talk on it again; for sometimes things come into 

my head when I’m leeching or poulticing, or such, as I could never think on when I was sitting 

still.” 

Dolly was too useful a woman not to have many opportunities of illumination of the kind she 

alluded to, and she was not long before she recurred to the subject. 

“Master Marner,” she said, one day that she came to bring home Eppie’s washing, “I’ve been 

sore puzzled for a good bit wi’ that trouble o’ yourn and the drawing o’ lots; and it got twisted 

back’ards and for’ards, as I didn’t know which end to lay hold on. But it come to me all clear 

like, that night when I was sitting up wi’ poor Bessy Fawkes, as is dead and left her children 

behind, God help ’em—it come to me as clear as daylight; but whether I’ve got hold on it now, 

or can anyways bring it to my tongue’s end, that I don’t know. For I’ve often a deal inside me 

as’ll never come out; and for what you talk o’ your folks in your old country niver saying prayers 

by heart nor saying ’em out of a book, they must be wonderful cliver; for if I didn’t know “Our 

Father”, and little bits o’ good words as I can carry out o’ church wi’ me, I might down o’ my 

knees every night, but nothing could I say.” 

“But you can mostly say something as I can make sense on, Mrs. Winthrop,” said Silas. 

“Well, then, Master Marner, it come to me summat like this: I can make nothing o’ the 

drawing o’ lots and the answer coming wrong; it ’ud mayhap take the parson to tell that, and he 

could only tell us i’ big words. But what come to me as clear as the daylight, it was when I was 



troubling over poor Bessy Fawkes, and it allays comes into my head when I’m sorry for folks, 

and feel as I can’t do a power to help ’em, not if I was to get up i’ the middle o’ the night—it 

comes into my head as Them above has got a deal tenderer heart nor what I’ve got—for I can’t 

be anyways better nor Them as made me; and if anything looks hard to me, it’s because there’s 

things I don’t know on; and for the matter o’ that, there may be plenty o’ things I don’t know on, 

for it’s little as I know—that it is. And so, while I was thinking o’ that, you come into my mind, 

Master Marner, and it all come pouring in:—if I felt i’ my inside what was the right and just 

thing by you, and them as prayed and drawed the lots, all but that wicked un, if they’d ha’ done 

the right thing by you if they could, isn’t there Them as was at the making on us, and knows 

better and has a better will? And that’s all as ever I can be sure on, and everything else is a big 

puzzle to me when I think on it. For there was the fever come and took off them as were full-

growed, and left the helpless children; and there’s the breaking o’ limbs; and them as ’ud do right 

and be sober have to suffer by them as are contrairy—eh, there’s trouble i’ this world, and 

there’s things as we can niver make out the rights on. And all as we’ve got to do is to trusten, 

Master Marner—to do the right thing as fur as we know, and to trusten. For if us as knows so 

little can see a bit o’ good and rights, we may be sure as there’s a good and a rights bigger nor 

what we can know—I feel it i’ my own inside as it must be so. And if you could but ha’ gone on 

trustening, Master Marner, you wouldn’t ha’ run away from your fellow-creaturs and been so 

lone.” 

“Ah, but that ’ud ha’ been hard,” said Silas, in an under-tone; “it ’ud ha’ been hard to trusten 

then.” 

“And so it would,” said Dolly, almost with compunction; “them things are easier said nor 

done; and I’m partly ashamed o’ talking.” 

“Nay, nay,” said Silas, “you’re i’ the right, Mrs. Winthrop—you’re i’ the right. There’s good 

i’ this world—I’ve a feeling o’ that now; and it makes a man feel as there’s a good more nor he 

can see, i’ spite o’ the trouble and the wickedness. That drawing o’ the lots is dark; but the child 

was sent to me: there’s dealings with us—there’s dealings.” 

This dialogue took place in Eppie’s earlier years, when Silas had to part with her for two hours 

every day, that she might learn to read at the dame school, after he had vainly tried himself to 

guide her in that first step to learning. Now that she was grown up, Silas had often been led, in 

those moments of quiet outpouring which come to people who live together in perfect love, to 

talk with her too of the past, and how and why he had lived a lonely man until she had been sent 

to him. For it would have been impossible for him to hide from Eppie that she was not his own 

child: even if the most delicate reticence on the point could have been expected from Raveloe 

gossips in her presence, her own questions about her mother could not have been parried, as she 

grew up, without that complete shrouding of the past which would have made a painful barrier 

between their minds. So Eppie had long known how her mother had died on the snowy ground, 

and how she herself had been found on the hearth by father Silas, who had taken her golden curls 

for his lost guineas brought back to him. The tender and peculiar love with which Silas had 

reared her in almost inseparable companionship with himself, aided by the seclusion of their 

dwelling, had preserved her from the lowering influences of the village talk and habits, and had 

kept her mind in that freshness which is sometimes falsely supposed to be an invariable attribute 

of rusticity. Perfect love has a breath of poetry which can exalt the relations of the least-

instructed human beings; and this breath of poetry had surrounded Eppie from the time when she 

had followed the bright gleam that beckoned her to Silas’s hearth; so that it is not surprising if, in 

other things besides her delicate prettiness, she was not quite a common village maiden, but had 



a touch of refinement and fervour which came from no other teaching than that of tenderly-

nurtured unvitiated feeling. She was too childish and simple for her imagination to rove into 

questions about her unknown father; for a long while it did not even occur to her that she must 

have had a father; and the first time that the idea of her mother having had a husband presented 

itself to her, was when Silas showed her the wedding-ring which had been taken from the wasted 

finger, and had been carefully preserved by him in a little lackered box shaped like a shoe. He 

delivered this box into Eppie’s charge when she had grown up, and she often opened it to look at 

the ring: but still she thought hardly at all about the father of whom it was the symbol. Had she 

not a father very close to her, who loved her better than any real fathers in the village seemed to 

love their daughters? On the contrary, who her mother was, and how she came to die in that 

forlornness, were questions that often pressed on Eppie’s mind. Her knowledge of Mrs. 

Winthrop, who was her nearest friend next to Silas, made her feel that a mother must be very 

precious; and she had again and again asked Silas to tell her how her mother looked, whom she 

was like, and how he had found her against the furze bush, led towards it by the little footsteps 

and the outstretched arms. The furze bush was there still; and this afternoon, when Eppie came 

out with Silas into the sunshine, it was the first object that arrested her eyes and thoughts. 

“Father,” she said, in a tone of gentle gravity, which sometimes came like a sadder, slower 

cadence across her playfulness, “we shall take the furze bush into the garden; it’ll come into the 

corner, and just against it I’ll put snowdrops and crocuses, ’cause Aaron says they won’t die out, 

but’ll always get more and more.” 

“Ah, child,” said Silas, always ready to talk when he had his pipe in his hand, apparently 

enjoying the pauses more than the puffs, “it wouldn’t do to leave out the furze bush; and there’s 

nothing prettier, to my thinking, when it’s yallow with flowers. But it’s just come into my head 

what we’re to do for a fence—mayhap Aaron can help us to a thought; but a fence we must have, 

else the donkeys and things ’ull come and trample everything down. And fencing’s hard to be 

got at, by what I can make out.” 

“Oh, I’ll tell you, daddy,” said Eppie, clasping her hands suddenly, after a minute’s thought. 

“There’s lots o’ loose stones about, some of ’em not big, and we might lay ’em atop of one 

another, and make a wall. You and me could carry the smallest, and Aaron ’ud carry the rest—I 

know he would.” 

“Eh, my precious un,” said Silas, “there isn’t enough stones to go all round; and as for you 

carrying, why, wi’ your little arms you couldn’t carry a stone no bigger than a turnip. You’re 

dillicate made, my dear,” he added, with a tender intonation—“that’s what Mrs. Winthrop says.” 

“Oh, I’m stronger than you think, daddy,” said Eppie; “and if there wasn’t stones enough to go 

all round, why they’ll go part o’ the way, and then it’ll be easier to get sticks and things for the 

rest. See here, round the big pit, what a many stones!” 

She skipped forward to the pit, meaning to lift one of the stones and exhibit her strength, but 

she started back in surprise. 

“Oh, father, just come and look here,” she exclaimed—“come and see how the water’s gone 

down since yesterday. Why, yesterday the pit was ever so full!” 

“Well, to be sure,” said Silas, coming to her side. “Why, that’s the draining they’ve begun on, 

since harvest, i’ Mr. Osgood’s fields, I reckon. The foreman said to me the other day, when I 

passed by ’em, “Master Marner,” he said, “I shouldn’t wonder if we lay your bit o’ waste as dry 

as a bone.” It was Mr. Godfrey Cass, he said, had gone into the draining: he’d been taking these 

fields o’ Mr. Osgood.” 



“How odd it’ll seem to have the old pit dried up!” said Eppie, turning away, and stooping to 

lift rather a large stone. “See, daddy, I can carry this quite well,” she said, going along with much 

energy for a few steps, but presently letting it fall. 

“Ah, you’re fine and strong, aren’t you?” said Silas, while Eppie shook her aching arms and 

laughed. “Come, come, let us go and sit down on the bank against the stile there, and have no 

more lifting. You might hurt yourself, child. You’d need have somebody to work for you—and 

my arm isn’t over strong.” 

Silas uttered the last sentence slowly, as if it implied more than met the ear; and Eppie, when 

they sat down on the bank, nestled close to his side, and, taking hold caressingly of the arm that 

was not over strong, held it on her lap, while Silas puffed again dutifully at the pipe, which 

occupied his other arm. An ash in the hedgerow behind made a fretted screen from the sun, and 

threw happy playful shadows all about them. 

“Father,” said Eppie, very gently, after they had been sitting in silence a little while, “if I was 

to be married, ought I to be married with my mother’s ring?” 

Silas gave an almost imperceptible start, though the question fell in with the under-current of 

thought in his own mind, and then said, in a subdued tone, “Why, Eppie, have you been a-

thinking on it?” 

“Only this last week, father,” said Eppie, ingenuously, “since Aaron talked to me about it.” 

“And what did he say?” said Silas, still in the same subdued way, as if he were anxious lest he 

should fall into the slightest tone that was not for Eppie’s good. 

“He said he should like to be married, because he was a-going in four-and-twenty, and had got 

a deal of gardening work, now Mr. Mott’s given up; and he goes twice a-week regular to Mr. 

Cass’s, and once to Mr. Osgood’s, and they’re going to take him on at the Rectory.” 

“And who is it as he’s wanting to marry?” said Silas, with rather a sad smile. 

“Why, me, to be sure, daddy,” said Eppie, with dimpling laughter, kissing her father’s cheek; 

“as if he’d want to marry anybody else!” 

“And you mean to have him, do you?” said Silas. 

“Yes, some time,” said Eppie, “I don’t know when. Everybody’s married some time, Aaron 

says. But I told him that wasn’t true: for, I said, look at father—he’s never been married.” 

“No, child,” said Silas, “your father was a lone man till you was sent to him.” 

“But you’ll never be lone again, father,” said Eppie, tenderly. “That was what Aaron said—“I 

could never think o’ taking you away from Master Marner, Eppie.” And I said, “It ’ud be no use 

if you did, Aaron.” And he wants us all to live together, so as you needn’t work a bit, father, only 

what’s for your own pleasure; and he’d be as good as a son to you—that was what he said.” 

“And should you like that, Eppie?” said Silas, looking at her. 

“I shouldn’t mind it, father,” said Eppie, quite simply. “And I should like things to be so as 

you needn’t work much. But if it wasn’t for that, I’d sooner things didn’t change. I’m very 

happy: I like Aaron to be fond of me, and come and see us often, and behave pretty to you—he 

always does behave pretty to you, doesn’t he, father?” 

“Yes, child, nobody could behave better,” said Silas, emphatically. “He’s his mother’s lad.” 

“But I don’t want any change,” said Eppie. “I should like to go on a long, long while, just as 

we are. Only Aaron does want a change; and he made me cry a bit—only a bit—because he said 

I didn’t care for him, for if I cared for him I should want us to be married, as he did.” 



“Eh, my blessed child,” said Silas, laying down his pipe as if it were useless to pretend to 

smoke any longer, “you’re o’er young to be married. We’ll ask Mrs. Winthrop—we’ll ask 

Aaron’s mother what she thinks: if there’s a right thing to do, she’ll come at it. But there’s this to 

be thought on, Eppie: things will change, whether we like it or no; things won’t go on for a long 

while just as they are and no difference. I shall get older and helplesser, and be a burden on you, 

belike, if I don’t go away from you altogether. Not as I mean you’d think me a burden—I know 

you wouldn’t—but it ’ud be hard upon you; and when I look for’ard to that, I like to think as 

you’d have somebody else besides me—somebody young and strong, as’ll outlast your own life, 

and take care on you to the end.” Silas paused, and, resting his wrists on his knees, lifted his 

hands up and down meditatively as he looked on the ground. 

“Then, would you like me to be married, father?” said Eppie, with a little trembling in her 

voice. 

“I’ll not be the man to say no, Eppie,” said Silas, emphatically; “but we’ll ask your godmother. 

She’ll wish the right thing by you and her son too.” 

“There they come, then,” said Eppie. “Let us go and meet ’em. Oh, the pipe! won’t you have it 

lit again, father?” said Eppie, lifting that medicinal appliance from the ground. 

“Nay, child,” said Silas, “I’ve done enough for to-day. I think, mayhap, a little of it does me 

more good than so much at once.” 

  



CHAPTER XVII. 

While Silas and Eppie were seated on the bank discoursing in the fleckered shade of the ash 

tree, Miss Priscilla Lammeter was resisting her sister’s arguments, that it would be better to take 

tea at the Red House, and let her father have a long nap, than drive home to the Warrens so soon 

after dinner. The family party (of four only) were seated round the table in the dark wainscoted 

parlour, with the Sunday dessert before them, of fresh filberts, apples, and pears, duly 

ornamented with leaves by Nancy’s own hand before the bells had rung for church. 

A great change has come over the dark wainscoted parlour since we saw it in Godfrey’s 

bachelor days, and under the wifeless reign of the old Squire. Now all is polish, on which no 

yesterday’s dust is ever allowed to rest, from the yard’s width of oaken boards round the carpet, 

to the old Squire’s gun and whips and walking-sticks, ranged on the stag’s antlers above the 

mantelpiece. All other signs of sporting and outdoor occupation Nancy has removed to another 

room; but she has brought into the Red House the habit of filial reverence, and preserves 

sacredly in a place of honour these relics of her husband’s departed father. The tankards are on 

the side-table still, but the bossed silver is undimmed by handling, and there are no dregs to send 

forth unpleasant suggestions: the only prevailing scent is of the lavender and rose-leaves that fill 

the vases of Derbyshire spar. All is purity and order in this once dreary room, for, fifteen years 

ago, it was entered by a new presiding spirit. 

“Now, father,” said Nancy, “is there any call for you to go home to tea? Mayn’t you just as 

well stay with us?—such a beautiful evening as it’s likely to be.” 

The old gentleman had been talking with Godfrey about the increasing poor-rate and the 

ruinous times, and had not heard the dialogue between his daughters. 

“My dear, you must ask Priscilla,” he said, in the once firm voice, now become rather broken. 

“She manages me and the farm too.” 

“And reason good as I should manage you, father,” said Priscilla, “else you’d be giving 

yourself your death with rheumatism. And as for the farm, if anything turns out wrong, as it can’t 

but do in these times, there’s nothing kills a man so soon as having nobody to find fault with but 

himself. It’s a deal the best way o’ being master, to let somebody else do the ordering, and keep 

the blaming in your own hands. It ’ud save many a man a stroke, I believe.” 

“Well, well, my dear,” said her father, with a quiet laugh, “I didn’t say you don’t manage for 

everybody’s good.” 

“Then manage so as you may stay tea, Priscilla,” said Nancy, putting her hand on her sister’s 

arm affectionately. “Come now; and we’ll go round the garden while father has his nap.” 

“My dear child, he’ll have a beautiful nap in the gig, for I shall drive. And as for staying tea, I 

can’t hear of it; for there’s this dairymaid, now she knows she’s to be married, turned 

Michaelmas, she’d as lief pour the new milk into the pig-trough as into the pans. That’s the way 

with ’em all: it’s as if they thought the world ’ud be new-made because they’re to be married. So 

come and let me put my bonnet on, and there’ll be time for us to walk round the garden while the 

horse is being put in.” 

When the sisters were treading the neatly-swept garden-walks, between the bright turf that 

contrasted pleasantly with the dark cones and arches and wall-like hedges of yew, Priscilla 

said— 



“I’m as glad as anything at your husband’s making that exchange o’ land with cousin Osgood, 

and beginning the dairying. It’s a thousand pities you didn’t do it before; for it’ll give you 

something to fill your mind. There’s nothing like a dairy if folks want a bit o’ worrit to make the 

days pass. For as for rubbing furniture, when you can once see your face in a table there’s 

nothing else to look for; but there’s always something fresh with the dairy; for even in the depths 

o’ winter there’s some pleasure in conquering the butter, and making it come whether or no. My 

dear,” added Priscilla, pressing her sister’s hand affectionately as they walked side by side, 

“you’ll never be low when you’ve got a dairy.” 

“Ah, Priscilla,” said Nancy, returning the pressure with a grateful glance of her clear eyes, 

“but it won’t make up to Godfrey: a dairy’s not so much to a man. And it’s only what he cares 

for that ever makes me low. I’m contented with the blessings we have, if he could be contented.” 

“It drives me past patience,” said Priscilla, impetuously, “that way o’ the men—always 

wanting and wanting, and never easy with what they’ve got: they can’t sit comfortable in their 

chairs when they’ve neither ache nor pain, but either they must stick a pipe in their mouths, to 

make ’em better than well, or else they must be swallowing something strong, though they’re 

forced to make haste before the next meal comes in. But joyful be it spoken, our father was never 

that sort o’ man. And if it had pleased God to make you ugly, like me, so as the men wouldn’t 

ha’ run after you, we might have kept to our own family, and had nothing to do with folks as 

have got uneasy blood in their veins.” 

“Oh, don’t say so, Priscilla,” said Nancy, repenting that she had called forth this outburst; 

“nobody has any occasion to find fault with Godfrey. It’s natural he should be disappointed at 

not having any children: every man likes to have somebody to work for and lay by for, and he 

always counted so on making a fuss with ’em when they were little. There’s many another man 

’ud hanker more than he does. He’s the best of husbands.” 

“Oh, I know,” said Priscilla, smiling sarcastically, “I know the way o’ wives; they set one on 

to abuse their husbands, and then they turn round on one and praise ’em as if they wanted to sell 

’em. But father’ll be waiting for me; we must turn now.” 

The large gig with the steady old grey was at the front door, and Mr. Lammeter was already on 

the stone steps, passing the time in recalling to Godfrey what very fine points Speckle had when 

his master used to ride him. 

“I always would have a good horse, you know,” said the old gentleman, not liking that spirited 

time to be quite effaced from the memory of his juniors. 

“Mind you bring Nancy to the Warrens before the week’s out, Mr. Cass,” was Priscilla’s 

parting injunction, as she took the reins, and shook them gently, by way of friendly incitement to 

Speckle. 

“I shall just take a turn to the fields against the Stone-pits, Nancy, and look at the draining,” 

said Godfrey. 

“You’ll be in again by tea-time, dear?” 

“Oh, yes, I shall be back in an hour.” 

It was Godfrey’s custom on a Sunday afternoon to do a little contemplative farming in a 

leisurely walk. Nancy seldom accompanied him; for the women of her generation—unless, like 

Priscilla, they took to outdoor management—were not given to much walking beyond their own 

house and garden, finding sufficient exercise in domestic duties. So, when Priscilla was not with 

her, she usually sat with Mant’s Bible before her, and after following the text with her eyes for a 



little while, she would gradually permit them to wander as her thoughts had already insisted on 

wandering. 

But Nancy’s Sunday thoughts were rarely quite out of keeping with the devout and reverential 

intention implied by the book spread open before her. She was not theologically instructed 

enough to discern very clearly the relation between the sacred documents of the past which she 

opened without method, and her own obscure, simple life; but the spirit of rectitude, and the 

sense of responsibility for the effect of her conduct on others, which were strong elements in 

Nancy’s character, had made it a habit with her to scrutinize her past feelings and actions with 

self-questioning solicitude. Her mind not being courted by a great variety of subjects, she filled 

the vacant moments by living inwardly, again and again, through all her remembered experience, 

especially through the fifteen years of her married time, in which her life and its significance had 

been doubled. She recalled the small details, the words, tones, and looks, in the critical scenes 

which had opened a new epoch for her by giving her a deeper insight into the relations and trials 

of life, or which had called on her for some little effort of forbearance, or of painful adherence to 

an imagined or real duty—asking herself continually whether she had been in any respect 

blamable. This excessive rumination and self-questioning is perhaps a morbid habit inevitable to 

a mind of much moral sensibility when shut out from its due share of outward activity and of 

practical claims on its affections—inevitable to a noble-hearted, childless woman, when her lot is 

narrow. “I can do so little—have I done it all well?” is the perpetually recurring thought; and 

there are no voices calling her away from that soliloquy, no peremptory demands to divert 

energy from vain regret or superfluous scruple. 

There was one main thread of painful experience in Nancy’s married life, and on it hung 

certain deeply-felt scenes, which were the oftenest revived in retrospect. The short dialogue with 

Priscilla in the garden had determined the current of retrospect in that frequent direction this 

particular Sunday afternoon. The first wandering of her thought from the text, which she still 

attempted dutifully to follow with her eyes and silent lips, was into an imaginary enlargement of 

the defence she had set up for her husband against Priscilla’s implied blame. The vindication of 

the loved object is the best balm affection can find for its wounds:—“A man must have so much 

on his mind,” is the belief by which a wife often supports a cheerful face under rough answers 

and unfeeling words. And Nancy’s deepest wounds had all come from the perception that the 

absence of children from their hearth was dwelt on in her husband’s mind as a privation to which 

he could not reconcile himself. 

Yet sweet Nancy might have been expected to feel still more keenly the denial of a blessing to 

which she had looked forward with all the varied expectations and preparations, solemn and 

prettily trivial, which fill the mind of a loving woman when she expects to become a mother. 

Was there not a drawer filled with the neat work of her hands, all unworn and untouched, just as 

she had arranged it there fourteen years ago—just, but for one little dress, which had been made 

the burial-dress? But under this immediate personal trial Nancy was so firmly unmurmuring, that 

years ago she had suddenly renounced the habit of visiting this drawer, lest she should in this 

way be cherishing a longing for what was not given. 

Perhaps it was this very severity towards any indulgence of what she held to be sinful regret in 

herself, that made her shrink from applying her own standard to her husband. “It is very 

different—it is much worse for a man to be disappointed in that way: a woman can always be 

satisfied with devoting herself to her husband, but a man wants something that will make him 

look forward more—and sitting by the fire is so much duller to him than to a woman.” And 

always, when Nancy reached this point in her meditations—trying, with predetermined 



sympathy, to see everything as Godfrey saw it—there came a renewal of self-

questioning. Had she done everything in her power to lighten Godfrey’s privation? Had she 

really been right in the resistance which had cost her so much pain six years ago, and again four 

years ago—the resistance to her husband’s wish that they should adopt a child? Adoption was 

more remote from the ideas and habits of that time than of our own; still Nancy had her opinion 

on it. It was as necessary to her mind to have an opinion on all topics, not exclusively masculine, 

that had come under her notice, as for her to have a precisely marked place for every article of 

her personal property: and her opinions were always principles to be unwaveringly acted on. 

They were firm, not because of their basis, but because she held them with a tenacity inseparable 

from her mental action. On all the duties and proprieties of life, from filial behaviour to the 

arrangements of the evening toilette, pretty Nancy Lammeter, by the time she was three-and-

twenty, had her unalterable little code, and had formed every one of her habits in strict 

accordance with that code. She carried these decided judgments within her in the most 

unobtrusive way: they rooted themselves in her mind, and grew there as quietly as grass. Years 

ago, we know, she insisted on dressing like Priscilla, because “it was right for sisters to dress 

alike”, and because “she would do what was right if she wore a gown dyed with cheese-

colouring”. That was a trivial but typical instance of the mode in which Nancy’s life was 

regulated. 

It was one of those rigid principles, and no petty egoistic feeling, which had been the ground 

of Nancy’s difficult resistance to her husband’s wish. To adopt a child, because children of your 

own had been denied you, was to try and choose your lot in spite of Providence: the adopted 

child, she was convinced, would never turn out well, and would be a curse to those who had 

wilfully and rebelliously sought what it was clear that, for some high reason, they were better 

without. When you saw a thing was not meant to be, said Nancy, it was a bounden duty to leave 

off so much as wishing for it. And so far, perhaps, the wisest of men could scarcely make more 

than a verbal improvement in her principle. But the conditions under which she held it apparent 

that a thing was not meant to be, depended on a more peculiar mode of thinking. She would have 

given up making a purchase at a particular place if, on three successive times, rain, or some other 

cause of Heaven’s sending, had formed an obstacle; and she would have anticipated a broken 

limb or other heavy misfortune to any one who persisted in spite of such indications. 

“But why should you think the child would turn out ill?” said Godfrey, in his remonstrances. 

“She has thriven as well as child can do with the weaver; and he adopted her. There isn’t such a 

pretty little girl anywhere else in the parish, or one fitter for the station we could give her. Where 

can be the likelihood of her being a curse to anybody?” 

“Yes, my dear Godfrey,” said Nancy, who was sitting with her hands tightly clasped together, 

and with yearning, regretful affection in her eyes. “The child may not turn out ill with the 

weaver. But, then, he didn’t go to seek her, as we should be doing. It will be wrong: I feel sure it 

will. Don’t you remember what that lady we met at the Royston Baths told us about the child her 

sister adopted? That was the only adopting I ever heard of: and the child was transported when it 

was twenty-three. Dear Godfrey, don’t ask me to do what I know is wrong: I should never be 

happy again. I know it’s very hard for you—it’s easier for me—but it’s the will of Providence.” 

It might seem singular that Nancy—with her religious theory pieced together out of narrow 

social traditions, fragments of church doctrine imperfectly understood, and girlish reasonings on 

her small experience—should have arrived by herself at a way of thinking so nearly akin to that 

of many devout people, whose beliefs are held in the shape of a system quite remote from her 



knowledge—singular, if we did not know that human beliefs, like all other natural growths, 

elude the barriers of system. 

Godfrey had from the first specified Eppie, then about twelve years old, as a child suitable for 

them to adopt. It had never occurred to him that Silas would rather part with his life than with 

Eppie. Surely the weaver would wish the best to the child he had taken so much trouble with, and 

would be glad that such good fortune should happen to her: she would always be very grateful to 

him, and he would be well provided for to the end of his life—provided for as the excellent part 

he had done by the child deserved. Was it not an appropriate thing for people in a higher station 

to take a charge off the hands of a man in a lower? It seemed an eminently appropriate thing to 

Godfrey, for reasons that were known only to himself; and by a common fallacy, he imagined the 

measure would be easy because he had private motives for desiring it. This was rather a coarse 

mode of estimating Silas’s relation to Eppie; but we must remember that many of the 

impressions which Godfrey was likely to gather concerning the labouring people around him 

would favour the idea that deep affections can hardly go along with callous palms and scant 

means; and he had not had the opportunity, even if he had had the power, of entering intimately 

into all that was exceptional in the weaver’s experience. It was only the want of adequate 

knowledge that could have made it possible for Godfrey deliberately to entertain an unfeeling 

project: his natural kindness had outlived that blighting time of cruel wishes, and Nancy’s praise 

of him as a husband was not founded entirely on a wilful illusion. 

“I was right,” she said to herself, when she had recalled all their scenes of discussion—“I feel 

I was right to say him nay, though it hurt me more than anything; but how good Godfrey has 

been about it! Many men would have been very angry with me for standing out against their 

wishes; and they might have thrown out that they’d had ill-luck in marrying me; but Godfrey has 

never been the man to say me an unkind word. It’s only what he can’t hide: everything seems so 

blank to him, I know; and the land—what a difference it ’ud make to him, when he goes to see 

after things, if he’d children growing up that he was doing it all for! But I won’t murmur; and 

perhaps if he’d married a woman who’d have had children, she’d have vexed him in other ways.” 

This possibility was Nancy’s chief comfort; and to give it greater strength, she laboured to 

make it impossible that any other wife should have had more perfect tenderness. She had 

been forced to vex him by that one denial. Godfrey was not insensible to her loving effort, and 

did Nancy no injustice as to the motives of her obstinacy. It was impossible to have lived with 

her fifteen years and not be aware that an unselfish clinging to the right, and a sincerity clear as 

the flower-born dew, were her main characteristics; indeed, Godfrey felt this so strongly, that his 

own more wavering nature, too averse to facing difficulty to be unvaryingly simple and truthful, 

was kept in a certain awe of this gentle wife who watched his looks with a yearning to obey 

them. It seemed to him impossible that he should ever confess to her the truth about Eppie: she 

would never recover from the repulsion the story of his earlier marriage would create, told to her 

now, after that long concealment. And the child, too, he thought, must become an object of 

repulsion: the very sight of her would be painful. The shock to Nancy’s mingled pride and 

ignorance of the world’s evil might even be too much for her delicate frame. Since he had 

married her with that secret on his heart, he must keep it there to the last. Whatever else he did, 

he could not make an irreparable breach between himself and this long-loved wife. 

Meanwhile, why could he not make up his mind to the absence of children from a hearth 

brightened by such a wife? Why did his mind fly uneasily to that void, as if it were the sole 

reason why life was not thoroughly joyous to him? I suppose it is the way with all men and 

women who reach middle age without the clear perception that life never can be thoroughly 



joyous: under the vague dullness of the grey hours, dissatisfaction seeks a definite object, and 

finds it in the privation of an untried good. Dissatisfaction seated musingly on a childless hearth, 

thinks with envy of the father whose return is greeted by young voices—seated at the meal where 

the little heads rise one above another like nursery plants, it sees a black care hovering behind 

every one of them, and thinks the impulses by which men abandon freedom, and seek for ties, 

are surely nothing but a brief madness. In Godfrey’s case there were further reasons why his 

thoughts should be continually solicited by this one point in his lot: his conscience, never 

thoroughly easy about Eppie, now gave his childless home the aspect of a retribution; and as the 

time passed on, under Nancy’s refusal to adopt her, any retrieval of his error became more and 

more difficult. 

On this Sunday afternoon it was already four years since there had been any allusion to the 

subject between them, and Nancy supposed that it was for ever buried. 

“I wonder if he’ll mind it less or more as he gets older,” she thought; “I’m afraid more. Aged 

people feel the miss of children: what would father do without Priscilla? And if I die, Godfrey 

will be very lonely—not holding together with his brothers much. But I won’t be over-anxious, 

and trying to make things out beforehand: I must do my best for the present.” 

With that last thought Nancy roused herself from her reverie, and turned her eyes again 

towards the forsaken page. It had been forsaken longer than she imagined, for she was presently 

surprised by the appearance of the servant with the tea-things. It was, in fact, a little before the 

usual time for tea; but Jane had her reasons. 

“Is your master come into the yard, Jane?” 

“No ’m, he isn’t,” said Jane, with a slight emphasis, of which, however, her mistress took no 

notice. 

“I don’t know whether you’ve seen ’em, ’m,” continued Jane, after a pause, “but there’s folks 

making haste all one way, afore the front window. I doubt something’s happened. There’s niver a 

man to be seen i’ the yard, else I’d send and see. I’ve been up into the top attic, but there’s no 

seeing anything for trees. I hope nobody’s hurt, that’s all.” 

“Oh, no, I daresay there’s nothing much the matter,” said Nancy. “It’s perhaps Mr. Snell’s bull 

got out again, as he did before.” 

“I wish he mayn’t gore anybody then, that’s all,” said Jane, not altogether despising a 

hypothesis which covered a few imaginary calamities. 

“That girl is always terrifying me,” thought Nancy; “I wish Godfrey would come in.” 

She went to the front window and looked as far as she could see along the road, with an 

uneasiness which she felt to be childish, for there were now no such signs of excitement as Jane 

had spoken of, and Godfrey would not be likely to return by the village road, but by the fields. 

She continued to stand, however, looking at the placid churchyard with the long shadows of the 

gravestones across the bright green hillocks, and at the glowing autumn colours of the Rectory 

trees beyond. Before such calm external beauty the presence of a vague fear is more distinctly 

felt—like a raven flapping its slow wing across the sunny air. Nancy wished more and more that 

Godfrey would come in. 

  



CHAPTER XVIII. 

Some one opened the door at the other end of the room, and Nancy felt that it was her 

husband. She turned from the window with gladness in her eyes, for the wife’s chief dread was 

stilled. 

“Dear, I’m so thankful you’re come,” she said, going towards him. “I began to get—” 

She paused abruptly, for Godfrey was laying down his hat with trembling hands, and turned 

towards her with a pale face and a strange unanswering glance, as if he saw her indeed, but saw 

her as part of a scene invisible to herself. She laid her hand on his arm, not daring to speak again; 

but he left the touch unnoticed, and threw himself into his chair. 

Jane was already at the door with the hissing urn. “Tell her to keep away, will you?” said 

Godfrey; and when the door was closed again he exerted himself to speak more distinctly. 

“Sit down, Nancy—there,” he said, pointing to a chair opposite him. “I came back as soon as I 

could, to hinder anybody’s telling you but me. I’ve had a great shock—but I care most about the 

shock it’ll be to you.” 

“It isn’t father and Priscilla?” said Nancy, with quivering lips, clasping her hands together 

tightly on her lap. 

“No, it’s nobody living,” said Godfrey, unequal to the considerate skill with which he would 

have wished to make his revelation. “It’s Dunstan—my brother Dunstan, that we lost sight of 

sixteen years ago. We’ve found him—found his body—his skeleton.” 

The deep dread Godfrey’s look had created in Nancy made her feel these words a relief. She 

sat in comparative calmness to hear what else he had to tell. He went on: 

“The Stone-pit has gone dry suddenly—from the draining, I suppose; and there he lies—has 

lain for sixteen years, wedged between two great stones. There’s his watch and seals, and there’s 

my gold-handled hunting-whip, with my name on: he took it away, without my knowing, the day 

he went hunting on Wildfire, the last time he was seen.” 

Godfrey paused: it was not so easy to say what came next. “Do you think he drowned 

himself?” said Nancy, almost wondering that her husband should be so deeply shaken by what 

had happened all those years ago to an unloved brother, of whom worse things had been augured. 

“No, he fell in,” said Godfrey, in a low but distinct voice, as if he felt some deep meaning in 

the fact. Presently he added: “Dunstan was the man that robbed Silas Marner.” 

The blood rushed to Nancy’s face and neck at this surprise and shame, for she had been bred 

up to regard even a distant kinship with crime as a dishonour. 

“O Godfrey!” she said, with compassion in her tone, for she had immediately reflected that the 

dishonour must be felt still more keenly by her husband. 

“There was the money in the pit,” he continued—“all the weaver’s money. Everything’s been 

gathered up, and they’re taking the skeleton to the Rainbow. But I came back to tell you: there 

was no hindering it; you must know.” 

He was silent, looking on the ground for two long minutes. Nancy would have said some 

words of comfort under this disgrace, but she refrained, from an instinctive sense that there was 

something behind—that Godfrey had something else to tell her. Presently he lifted his eyes to her 

face, and kept them fixed on her, as he said— 



“Everything comes to light, Nancy, sooner or later. When God Almighty wills it, our secrets 

are found out. I’ve lived with a secret on my mind, but I’ll keep it from you no longer. I wouldn’t 

have you know it by somebody else, and not by me—I wouldn’t have you find it out after I’m 

dead. I’ll tell you now. It’s been “I will” and “I won’t” with me all my life—I’ll make sure of 

myself now.” 

Nancy’s utmost dread had returned. The eyes of the husband and wife met with awe in them, 

as at a crisis which suspended affection. 

“Nancy,” said Godfrey, slowly, “when I married you, I hid something from you—something I 

ought to have told you. That woman Marner found dead in the snow—Eppie’s mother—that 

wretched woman—was my wife: Eppie is my child.” 

He paused, dreading the effect of his confession. But Nancy sat quite still, only that her eyes 

dropped and ceased to meet his. She was pale and quiet as a meditative statue, clasping her hands 

on her lap. 

“You’ll never think the same of me again,” said Godfrey, after a little while, with some tremor 

in his voice. 

She was silent. 

“I oughtn’t to have left the child unowned: I oughtn’t to have kept it from you. But I couldn’t 

bear to give you up, Nancy. I was led away into marrying her—I suffered for it.” 

Still Nancy was silent, looking down; and he almost expected that she would presently get up 

and say she would go to her father’s. How could she have any mercy for faults that must seem so 

black to her, with her simple, severe notions? 

But at last she lifted up her eyes to his again and spoke. There was no indignation in her 

voice—only deep regret. 

“Godfrey, if you had but told me this six years ago, we could have done some of our duty by 

the child. Do you think I’d have refused to take her in, if I’d known she was yours?” 

At that moment Godfrey felt all the bitterness of an error that was not simply futile, but had 

defeated its own end. He had not measured this wife with whom he had lived so long. But she 

spoke again, with more agitation. 

“And—Oh, Godfrey—if we’d had her from the first, if you’d taken to her as you ought, she’d 

have loved me for her mother—and you’d have been happier with me: I could better have bore 

my little baby dying, and our life might have been more like what we used to think it ’ud be.” 

The tears fell, and Nancy ceased to speak. 

“But you wouldn’t have married me then, Nancy, if I’d told you,” said Godfrey, urged, in the 

bitterness of his self-reproach, to prove to himself that his conduct had not been utter folly. “You 

may think you would now, but you wouldn’t then. With your pride and your father’s, you’d have 

hated having anything to do with me after the talk there’d have been.” 

“I can’t say what I should have done about that, Godfrey. I should never have married 

anybody else. But I wasn’t worth doing wrong for—nothing is in this world. Nothing is so good 

as it seems beforehand—not even our marrying wasn’t, you see.” There was a faint sad smile on 

Nancy’s face as she said the last words. 

“I’m a worse man than you thought I was, Nancy,” said Godfrey, rather tremulously. “Can 

you forgive me ever?” 



“The wrong to me is but little, Godfrey: you’ve made it up to me—you’ve been good to me 

for fifteen years. It’s another you did the wrong to; and I doubt it can never be all made up for.” 

“But we can take Eppie now,” said Godfrey. “I won’t mind the world knowing at last. I’ll be 

plain and open for the rest o’ my life.” 

“It’ll be different coming to us, now she’s grown up,” said Nancy, shaking her head sadly. 

“But it’s your duty to acknowledge her and provide for her; and I’ll do my part by her, and pray 

to God Almighty to make her love me.” 

“Then we’ll go together to Silas Marner’s this very night, as soon as everything’s quiet at the 

Stone-pits.” 

  



CHAPTER XIX. 

Between eight and nine o’clock that evening, Eppie and Silas were seated alone in the cottage. 

After the great excitement the weaver had undergone from the events of the afternoon, he had 

felt a longing for this quietude, and had even begged Mrs. Winthrop and Aaron, who had 

naturally lingered behind every one else, to leave him alone with his child. The excitement had 

not passed away: it had only reached that stage when the keenness of the susceptibility makes 

external stimulus intolerable—when there is no sense of weariness, but rather an intensity of 

inward life, under which sleep is an impossibility. Any one who has watched such moments in 

other men remembers the brightness of the eyes and the strange definiteness that comes over 

coarse features from that transient influence. It is as if a new fineness of ear for all spiritual 

voices had sent wonder-working vibrations through the heavy mortal frame—as if “beauty born 

of murmuring sound” had passed into the face of the listener. 

Silas’s face showed that sort of transfiguration, as he sat in his arm-chair and looked at Eppie. 

She had drawn her own chair towards his knees, and leaned forward, holding both his hands, 

while she looked up at him. On the table near them, lit by a candle, lay the recovered gold—the 

old long-loved gold, ranged in orderly heaps, as Silas used to range it in the days when it was his 

only joy. He had been telling her how he used to count it every night, and how his soul was 

utterly desolate till she was sent to him. 

“At first, I’d a sort o’ feeling come across me now and then,” he was saying in a subdued tone, 

“as if you might be changed into the gold again; for sometimes, turn my head which way I 

would, I seemed to see the gold; and I thought I should be glad if I could feel it, and find it was 

come back. But that didn’t last long. After a bit, I should have thought it was a curse come again, 

if it had drove you from me, for I’d got to feel the need o’ your looks and your voice and the 

touch o’ your little fingers. You didn’t know then, Eppie, when you were such a little un—you 

didn’t know what your old father Silas felt for you.” 

“But I know now, father,” said Eppie. “If it hadn’t been for you, they’d have taken me to the 

workhouse, and there’d have been nobody to love me.” 

“Eh, my precious child, the blessing was mine. If you hadn’t been sent to save me, I should 

ha’ gone to the grave in my misery. The money was taken away from me in time; and you see 

it’s been kept—kept till it was wanted for you. It’s wonderful—our life is wonderful.” 

Silas sat in silence a few minutes, looking at the money. “It takes no hold of me now,” he said, 

ponderingly—“the money doesn’t. I wonder if it ever could again—I doubt it might, if I lost you, 

Eppie. I might come to think I was forsaken again, and lose the feeling that God was good to 

me.” 

At that moment there was a knocking at the door; and Eppie was obliged to rise without 

answering Silas. Beautiful she looked, with the tenderness of gathering tears in her eyes and a 

slight flush on her cheeks, as she stepped to open the door. The flush deepened when she saw 

Mr. and Mrs. Godfrey Cass. She made her little rustic curtsy, and held the door wide for them to 

enter. 

“We’re disturbing you very late, my dear,” said Mrs. Cass, taking Eppie’s hand, and looking 

in her face with an expression of anxious interest and admiration. Nancy herself was pale and 

tremulous. 

Eppie, after placing chairs for Mr. and Mrs. Cass, went to stand against Silas, opposite to 

them. 



“Well, Marner,” said Godfrey, trying to speak with perfect firmness, “it’s a great comfort to 

me to see you with your money again, that you’ve been deprived of so many years. It was one of 

my family did you the wrong—the more grief to me—and I feel bound to make up to you for it 

in every way. Whatever I can do for you will be nothing but paying a debt, even if I looked no 

further than the robbery. But there are other things I’m beholden—shall be beholden to you for, 

Marner.” 

Godfrey checked himself. It had been agreed between him and his wife that the subject of his 

fatherhood should be approached very carefully, and that, if possible, the disclosure should be 

reserved for the future, so that it might be made to Eppie gradually. Nancy had urged this, 

because she felt strongly the painful light in which Eppie must inevitably see the relation 

between her father and mother. 

Silas, always ill at ease when he was being spoken to by “betters”, such as Mr. Cass—tall, 

powerful, florid men, seen chiefly on horseback—answered with some constraint— 

“Sir, I’ve a deal to thank you for a’ready. As for the robbery, I count it no loss to me. And if I 

did, you couldn’t help it: you aren’t answerable for it.” 

“You may look at it in that way, Marner, but I never can; and I hope you’ll let me act 

according to my own feeling of what’s just. I know you’re easily contented: you’ve been a hard-

working man all your life.” 

“Yes, sir, yes,” said Marner, meditatively. “I should ha’ been bad off without my work: it was 

what I held by when everything else was gone from me.” 

“Ah,” said Godfrey, applying Marner’s words simply to his bodily wants, “it was a good trade 

for you in this country, because there’s been a great deal of linen-weaving to be done. But you’re 

getting rather past such close work, Marner: it’s time you laid by and had some rest. You look a 

good deal pulled down, though you’re not an old man, are you?” 

“Fifty-five, as near as I can say, sir,” said Silas. 

“Oh, why, you may live thirty years longer—look at old Macey! And that money on the table, 

after all, is but little. It won’t go far either way—whether it’s put out to interest, or you were to 

live on it as long as it would last: it wouldn’t go far if you’d nobody to keep but yourself, and 

you’ve had two to keep for a good many years now.” 

“Eh, sir,” said Silas, unaffected by anything Godfrey was saying, “I’m in no fear o’ want. We 

shall do very well—Eppie and me ’ull do well enough. There’s few working-folks have got so 

much laid by as that. I don’t know what it is to gentlefolks, but I look upon it as a deal—almost 

too much. And as for us, it’s little we want.” 

“Only the garden, father,” said Eppie, blushing up to the ears the moment after. 

“You love a garden, do you, my dear?” said Nancy, thinking that this turn in the point of view 

might help her husband. “We should agree in that: I give a deal of time to the garden.” 

“Ah, there’s plenty of gardening at the Red House,” said Godfrey, surprised at the difficulty he 

found in approaching a proposition which had seemed so easy to him in the distance. “You’ve 

done a good part by Eppie, Marner, for sixteen years. It ’ud be a great comfort to you to see her 

well provided for, wouldn’t it? She looks blooming and healthy, but not fit for any hardships: she 

doesn’t look like a strapping girl come of working parents. You’d like to see her taken care of by 

those who can leave her well off, and make a lady of her; she’s more fit for it than for a rough 

life, such as she might come to have in a few years’ time.” 



A slight flush came over Marner’s face, and disappeared, like a passing gleam. Eppie was 

simply wondering Mr. Cass should talk so about things that seemed to have nothing to do with 

reality; but Silas was hurt and uneasy. 

“I don’t take your meaning, sir,” he answered, not having words at command to express the 

mingled feelings with which he had heard Mr. Cass’s words. 

“Well, my meaning is this, Marner,” said Godfrey, determined to come to the point. “Mrs. 

Cass and I, you know, have no children—nobody to benefit by our good home and everything 

else we have—more than enough for ourselves. And we should like to have somebody in the 

place of a daughter to us—we should like to have Eppie, and treat her in every way as our own 

child. It ’ud be a great comfort to you in your old age, I hope, to see her fortune made in that 

way, after you’ve been at the trouble of bringing her up so well. And it’s right you should have 

every reward for that. And Eppie, I’m sure, will always love you and be grateful to you: she’d 

come and see you very often, and we should all be on the look-out to do everything we could 

towards making you comfortable.” 

A plain man like Godfrey Cass, speaking under some embarrassment, necessarily blunders on 

words that are coarser than his intentions, and that are likely to fall gratingly on susceptible 

feelings. While he had been speaking, Eppie had quietly passed her arm behind Silas’s head, and 

let her hand rest against it caressingly: she felt him trembling violently. He was silent for some 

moments when Mr. Cass had ended—powerless under the conflict of emotions, all alike painful. 

Eppie’s heart was swelling at the sense that her father was in distress; and she was just going to 

lean down and speak to him, when one struggling dread at last gained the mastery over every 

other in Silas, and he said, faintly— 

“Eppie, my child, speak. I won’t stand in your way. Thank Mr. and Mrs. Cass.” 

Eppie took her hand from her father’s head, and came forward a step. Her cheeks were 

flushed, but not with shyness this time: the sense that her father was in doubt and suffering 

banished that sort of self-consciousness. She dropped a low curtsy, first to Mrs. Cass and then to 

Mr. Cass, and said— 

“Thank you, ma’am—thank you, sir. But I can’t leave my father, nor own anybody nearer than 

him. And I don’t want to be a lady—thank you all the same” (here Eppie dropped another 

curtsy). “I couldn’t give up the folks I’ve been used to.” 

Eppie’s lips began to tremble a little at the last words. She retreated to her father’s chair again, 

and held him round the neck: while Silas, with a subdued sob, put up his hand to grasp hers. 

The tears were in Nancy’s eyes, but her sympathy with Eppie was, naturally, divided with 

distress on her husband’s account. She dared not speak, wondering what was going on in her 

husband’s mind. 

Godfrey felt an irritation inevitable to almost all of us when we encounter an unexpected 

obstacle. He had been full of his own penitence and resolution to retrieve his error as far as the 

time was left to him; he was possessed with all-important feelings, that were to lead to a 

predetermined course of action which he had fixed on as the right, and he was not prepared to 

enter with lively appreciation into other people’s feelings counteracting his virtuous resolves. 

The agitation with which he spoke again was not quite unmixed with anger. 

“But I’ve a claim on you, Eppie—the strongest of all claims. It’s my duty, Marner, to own 

Eppie as my child, and provide for her. She is my own child—her mother was my wife. I’ve a 

natural claim on her that must stand before every other.” 



Eppie had given a violent start, and turned quite pale. Silas, on the contrary, who had been 

relieved, by Eppie’s answer, from the dread lest his mind should be in opposition to hers, felt the 

spirit of resistance in him set free, not without a touch of parental fierceness. “Then, sir,” he 

answered, with an accent of bitterness that had been silent in him since the memorable day when 

his youthful hope had perished—“then, sir, why didn’t you say so sixteen year ago, and claim 

her before I’d come to love her, i’stead o’ coming to take her from me now, when you might as 

well take the heart out o’ my body? God gave her to me because you turned your back upon her, 

and He looks upon her as mine: you’ve no right to her! When a man turns a blessing from his 

door, it falls to them as take it in.” 

“I know that, Marner. I was wrong. I’ve repented of my conduct in that matter,” said Godfrey, 

who could not help feeling the edge of Silas’s words. 

“I’m glad to hear it, sir,” said Marner, with gathering excitement; “but repentance doesn’t alter 

what’s been going on for sixteen year. Your coming now and saying “I’m her father” doesn’t 

alter the feelings inside us. It’s me she’s been calling her father ever since she could say the 

word.” 

“But I think you might look at the thing more reasonably, Marner,” said Godfrey, 

unexpectedly awed by the weaver’s direct truth-speaking. “It isn’t as if she was to be taken quite 

away from you, so that you’d never see her again. She’ll be very near you, and come to see you 

very often. She’ll feel just the same towards you.” 

“Just the same?” said Marner, more bitterly than ever. “How’ll she feel just the same for me as 

she does now, when we eat o’ the same bit, and drink o’ the same cup, and think o’ the same 

things from one day’s end to another? Just the same? that’s idle talk. You’d cut us i’ two.” 

Godfrey, unqualified by experience to discern the pregnancy of Marner’s simple words, felt 

rather angry again. It seemed to him that the weaver was very selfish (a judgment readily passed 

by those who have never tested their own power of sacrifice) to oppose what was undoubtedly 

for Eppie’s welfare; and he felt himself called upon, for her sake, to assert his authority. 

“I should have thought, Marner,” he said, severely—“I should have thought your affection for 

Eppie would make you rejoice in what was for her good, even if it did call upon you to give up 

something. You ought to remember your own life’s uncertain, and she’s at an age now when her 

lot may soon be fixed in a way very different from what it would be in her father’s home: she 

may marry some low working-man, and then, whatever I might do for her, I couldn’t make her 

well-off. You’re putting yourself in the way of her welfare; and though I’m sorry to hurt you 

after what you’ve done, and what I’ve left undone, I feel now it’s my duty to insist on taking care 

of my own daughter. I want to do my duty.” 

It would be difficult to say whether it were Silas or Eppie that was more deeply stirred by this 

last speech of Godfrey’s. Thought had been very busy in Eppie as she listened to the contest 

between her old long-loved father and this new unfamiliar father who had suddenly come to fill 

the place of that black featureless shadow which had held the ring and placed it on her mother’s 

finger. Her imagination had darted backward in conjectures, and forward in previsions, of what 

this revealed fatherhood implied; and there were words in Godfrey’s last speech which helped to 

make the previsions especially definite. Not that these thoughts, either of past or future, 

determined her resolution—that was determined by the feelings which vibrated to every word 

Silas had uttered; but they raised, even apart from these feelings, a repulsion towards the offered 

lot and the newly-revealed father. 



Silas, on the other hand, was again stricken in conscience, and alarmed lest Godfrey’s 

accusation should be true—lest he should be raising his own will as an obstacle to Eppie’s good. 

For many moments he was mute, struggling for the self-conquest necessary to the uttering of the 

difficult words. They came out tremulously. 

“I’ll say no more. Let it be as you will. Speak to the child. I’ll hinder nothing.” 

Even Nancy, with all the acute sensibility of her own affections, shared her husband’s view, 

that Marner was not justifiable in his wish to retain Eppie, after her real father had avowed 

himself. She felt that it was a very hard trial for the poor weaver, but her code allowed no 

question that a father by blood must have a claim above that of any foster-father. Besides, 

Nancy, used all her life to plenteous circumstances and the privileges of “respectability”, could 

not enter into the pleasures which early nurture and habit connect with all the little aims and 

efforts of the poor who are born poor: to her mind, Eppie, in being restored to her birthright, was 

entering on a too long withheld but unquestionable good. Hence she heard Silas’s last words with 

relief, and thought, as Godfrey did, that their wish was achieved. 

“Eppie, my dear,” said Godfrey, looking at his daughter, not without some embarrassment, 

under the sense that she was old enough to judge him, “it’ll always be our wish that you should 

show your love and gratitude to one who’s been a father to you so many years, and we shall want 

to help you to make him comfortable in every way. But we hope you’ll come to love us as well; 

and though I haven’t been what a father should ha’ been to you all these years, I wish to do the 

utmost in my power for you for the rest of my life, and provide for you as my only child. And 

you’ll have the best of mothers in my wife—that’ll be a blessing you haven’t known since you 

were old enough to know it.” 

“My dear, you’ll be a treasure to me,” said Nancy, in her gentle voice. “We shall want for 

nothing when we have our daughter.” 

Eppie did not come forward and curtsy, as she had done before. She held Silas’s hand in hers, 

and grasped it firmly—it was a weaver’s hand, with a palm and finger-tips that were sensitive to 

such pressure—while she spoke with colder decision than before. 

“Thank you, ma’am—thank you, sir, for your offers—they’re very great, and far above my 

wish. For I should have no delight i’ life any more if I was forced to go away from my father, 

and knew he was sitting at home, a-thinking of me and feeling lone. We’ve been used to be 

happy together every day, and I can’t think o’ no happiness without him. And he says he’d 

nobody i’ the world till I was sent to him, and he’d have nothing when I was gone. And he’s took 

care of me and loved me from the first, and I’ll cleave to him as long as he lives, and nobody 

shall ever come between him and me.” 

“But you must make sure, Eppie,” said Silas, in a low voice—“you must make sure as you 

won’t ever be sorry, because you’ve made your choice to stay among poor folks, and with poor 

clothes and things, when you might ha’ had everything o’ the best.” 

His sensitiveness on this point had increased as he listened to Eppie’s words of faithful 

affection. 

“I can never be sorry, father,” said Eppie. “I shouldn’t know what to think on or to wish for 

with fine things about me, as I haven’t been used to. And it ’ud be poor work for me to put on 

things, and ride in a gig, and sit in a place at church, as ’ud make them as I’m fond of think me 

unfitting company for ’em. What could I care for then?” 



Nancy looked at Godfrey with a pained questioning glance. But his eyes were fixed on the 

floor, where he was moving the end of his stick, as if he were pondering on something absently. 

She thought there was a word which might perhaps come better from her lips than from his. 

“What you say is natural, my dear child—it’s natural you should cling to those who’ve 

brought you up,” she said, mildly; “but there’s a duty you owe to your lawful father. There’s 

perhaps something to be given up on more sides than one. When your father opens his home to 

you, I think it’s right you shouldn’t turn your back on it.” 

“I can’t feel as I’ve got any father but one,” said Eppie, impetuously, while the tears gathered. 

“I’ve always thought of a little home where he’d sit i’ the corner, and I should fend and do 

everything for him: I can’t think o’ no other home. I wasn’t brought up to be a lady, and I can’t 

turn my mind to it. I like the working-folks, and their victuals, and their ways. And,” she ended 

passionately, while the tears fell, “I’m promised to marry a working-man, as’ll live with father, 

and help me to take care of him.” 

Godfrey looked up at Nancy with a flushed face and smarting dilated eyes. This frustration of 

a purpose towards which he had set out under the exalted consciousness that he was about to 

compensate in some degree for the greatest demerit of his life, made him feel the air of the room 

stifling. 

“Let us go,” he said, in an under-tone. 

“We won’t talk of this any longer now,” said Nancy, rising. “We’re your well-wishers, my 

dear—and yours too, Marner. We shall come and see you again. It’s getting late now.” 

In this way she covered her husband’s abrupt departure, for Godfrey had gone straight to the 

door, unable to say more. 

  



CHAPTER XX. 

Nancy and Godfrey walked home under the starlight in silence. When they entered the oaken 

parlour, Godfrey threw himself into his chair, while Nancy laid down her bonnet and shawl, and 

stood on the hearth near her husband, unwilling to leave him even for a few minutes, and yet 

fearing to utter any word lest it might jar on his feeling. At last Godfrey turned his head towards 

her, and their eyes met, dwelling in that meeting without any movement on either side. That 

quiet mutual gaze of a trusting husband and wife is like the first moment of rest or refuge from a 

great weariness or a great danger—not to be interfered with by speech or action which would 

distract the sensations from the fresh enjoyment of repose. 

But presently he put out his hand, and as Nancy placed hers within it, he drew her towards 

him, and said— 

“That’s ended!” 

She bent to kiss him, and then said, as she stood by his side, “Yes, I’m afraid we must give up 

the hope of having her for a daughter. It wouldn’t be right to want to force her to come to us 

against her will. We can’t alter her bringing up and what’s come of it.” 

“No,” said Godfrey, with a keen decisiveness of tone, in contrast with his usually careless and 

unemphatic speech—“there’s debts we can’t pay like money debts, by paying extra for the years 

that have slipped by. While I’ve been putting off and putting off, the trees have been growing—

it’s too late now. Marner was in the right in what he said about a man’s turning away a blessing 

from his door: it falls to somebody else. I wanted to pass for childless once, Nancy—I shall pass 

for childless now against my wish.” 

Nancy did not speak immediately, but after a little while she asked—“You won’t make it 

known, then, about Eppie’s being your daughter?” 

“No: where would be the good to anybody?—only harm. I must do what I can for her in the 

state of life she chooses. I must see who it is she’s thinking of marrying.” 

“If it won’t do any good to make the thing known,” said Nancy, who thought she might now 

allow herself the relief of entertaining a feeling which she had tried to silence before, “I should 

be very thankful for father and Priscilla never to be troubled with knowing what was done in the 

past, more than about Dunsey: it can’t be helped, their knowing that.” 

“I shall put it in my will—I think I shall put it in my will. I shouldn’t like to leave anything to 

be found out, like this of Dunsey,” said Godfrey, meditatively. “But I can’t see anything but 

difficulties that ’ud come from telling it now. I must do what I can to make her happy in her own 

way. I’ve a notion,” he added, after a moment’s pause, “it’s Aaron Winthrop she meant she was 

engaged to. I remember seeing him with her and Marner going away from church.” 

“Well, he’s very sober and industrious,” said Nancy, trying to view the matter as cheerfully as 

possible. 

Godfrey fell into thoughtfulness again. Presently he looked up at Nancy sorrowfully, and 

said— 

“She’s a very pretty, nice girl, isn’t she, Nancy?” 

“Yes, dear; and with just your hair and eyes: I wondered it had never struck me before.” 

“I think she took a dislike to me at the thought of my being her father: I could see a change in 

her manner after that.” 



“She couldn’t bear to think of not looking on Marner as her father,” said Nancy, not wishing 

to confirm her husband’s painful impression. 

“She thinks I did wrong by her mother as well as by her. She thinks me worse than I am. But 

she must think it: she can never know all. It’s part of my punishment, Nancy, for my daughter to 

dislike me. I should never have got into that trouble if I’d been true to you—if I hadn’t been a 

fool. I’d no right to expect anything but evil could come of that marriage—and when I shirked 

doing a father’s part too.” 

Nancy was silent: her spirit of rectitude would not let her try to soften the edge of what she felt 

to be a just compunction. He spoke again after a little while, but the tone was rather changed: 

there was tenderness mingled with the previous self-reproach. 

“And I got you, Nancy, in spite of all; and yet I’ve been grumbling and uneasy because I 

hadn’t something else—as if I deserved it.” 

“You’ve never been wanting to me, Godfrey,” said Nancy, with quiet sincerity. “My only 

trouble would be gone if you resigned yourself to the lot that’s been given us.” 

“Well, perhaps it isn’t too late to mend a bit there. Though it is too late to mend some things, 

say what they will.” 

  



CHAPTER XXI. 

The next morning, when Silas and Eppie were seated at their breakfast, he said to her— 

“Eppie, there’s a thing I’ve had on my mind to do this two year, and now the money’s been 

brought back to us, we can do it. I’ve been turning it over and over in the night, and I think we’ll 

set out to-morrow, while the fine days last. We’ll leave the house and everything for your 

godmother to take care on, and we’ll make a little bundle o’ things and set out.” 

“Where to go, daddy?” said Eppie, in much surprise. 

“To my old country—to the town where I was born—up Lantern Yard. I want to see Mr. 

Paston, the minister: something may ha’ come out to make ’em know I was innicent o’ the 

robbery. And Mr. Paston was a man with a deal o’ light—I want to speak to him about the 

drawing o’ the lots. And I should like to talk to him about the religion o’ this country-side, for I 

partly think he doesn’t know on it.” 

Eppie was very joyful, for there was the prospect not only of wonder and delight at seeing a 

strange country, but also of coming back to tell Aaron all about it. Aaron was so much wiser than 

she was about most things—it would be rather pleasant to have this little advantage over him. 

Mrs. Winthrop, though possessed with a dim fear of dangers attendant on so long a journey, and 

requiring many assurances that it would not take them out of the region of carriers’ carts and 

slow waggons, was nevertheless well pleased that Silas should revisit his own country, and find 

out if he had been cleared from that false accusation. 

“You’d be easier in your mind for the rest o’ your life, Master Marner,” said Dolly—“that you 

would. And if there’s any light to be got up the yard as you talk on, we’ve need of it i’ this 

world, and I’d be glad on it myself, if you could bring it back.” 

So on the fourth day from that time, Silas and Eppie, in their Sunday clothes, with a small 

bundle tied in a blue linen handkerchief, were making their way through the streets of a great 

manufacturing town. Silas, bewildered by the changes thirty years had brought over his native 

place, had stopped several persons in succession to ask them the name of this town, that he might 

be sure he was not under a mistake about it. 

“Ask for Lantern Yard, father—ask this gentleman with the tassels on his shoulders a-standing 

at the shop door; he isn’t in a hurry like the rest,” said Eppie, in some distress at her father’s 

bewilderment, and ill at ease, besides, amidst the noise, the movement, and the multitude of 

strange indifferent faces. 

“Eh, my child, he won’t know anything about it,” said Silas; “gentlefolks didn’t ever go up the 

Yard. But happen somebody can tell me which is the way to Prison Street, where the jail is. I 

know the way out o’ that as if I’d seen it yesterday.” 

With some difficulty, after many turnings and new inquiries, they reached Prison Street; and 

the grim walls of the jail, the first object that answered to any image in Silas’s memory, cheered 

him with the certitude, which no assurance of the town’s name had hitherto given him, that he 

was in his native place. 

“Ah,” he said, drawing a long breath, “there’s the jail, Eppie; that’s just the same: I aren’t 

afraid now. It’s the third turning on the left hand from the jail doors—that’s the way we must 

go.” 

“Oh, what a dark ugly place!” said Eppie. “How it hides the sky! It’s worse than the 

Workhouse. I’m glad you don’t live in this town now, father. Is Lantern Yard like this street?” 



“My precious child,” said Silas, smiling, “it isn’t a big street like this. I never was easy i’ this 

street myself, but I was fond o’ Lantern Yard. The shops here are all altered, I think—I can’t 

make ’em out; but I shall know the turning, because it’s the third.” 

“Here it is,” he said, in a tone of satisfaction, as they came to a narrow alley. “And then we 

must go to the left again, and then straight for’ard for a bit, up Shoe Lane: and then we shall be at 

the entry next to the o’erhanging window, where there’s the nick in the road for the water to run. 

Eh, I can see it all.” 

“O father, I’m like as if I was stifled,” said Eppie. “I couldn’t ha’ thought as any folks lived i’ 

this way, so close together. How pretty the Stone-pits ’ull look when we get back!” 

“It looks comical to me, child, now—and smells bad. I can’t think as it usened to smell so.” 

Here and there a sallow, begrimed face looked out from a gloomy doorway at the strangers, 

and increased Eppie’s uneasiness, so that it was a longed-for relief when they issued from the 

alleys into Shoe Lane, where there was a broader strip of sky. 

“Dear heart!” said Silas, “why, there’s people coming out o’ the Yard as if they’d been to 

chapel at this time o’ day—a weekday noon!” 

Suddenly he started and stood still with a look of distressed amazement, that alarmed Eppie. 

They were before an opening in front of a large factory, from which men and women were 

streaming for their midday meal. 

“Father,” said Eppie, clasping his arm, “what’s the matter?” 

But she had to speak again and again before Silas could answer her. 

“It’s gone, child,” he said, at last, in strong agitation—“Lantern Yard’s gone. It must ha’ been 

here, because here’s the house with the o’erhanging window—I know that—it’s just the same; 

but they’ve made this new opening; and see that big factory! It’s all gone—chapel and all.” 

“Come into that little brush-shop and sit down, father—they’ll let you sit down,” said Eppie, 

always on the watch lest one of her father’s strange attacks should come on. “Perhaps the people 

can tell you all about it.” 

But neither from the brush-maker, who had come to Shoe Lane only ten years ago, when the 

factory was already built, nor from any other source within his reach, could Silas learn anything 

of the old Lantern Yard friends, or of Mr. Paston the minister. 

“The old place is all swep’ away,” Silas said to Dolly Winthrop on the night of his return—

“the little graveyard and everything. The old home’s gone; I’ve no home but this now. I shall 

never know whether they got at the truth o’ the robbery, nor whether Mr. Paston could ha’ given 

me any light about the drawing o’ the lots. It’s dark to me, Mrs. Winthrop, that is; I doubt it’ll be 

dark to the last.” 

“Well, yes, Master Marner,” said Dolly, who sat with a placid listening face, now bordered by 

grey hairs; “I doubt it may. It’s the will o’ Them above as a many things should be dark to us; 

but there’s some things as I’ve never felt i’ the dark about, and they’re mostly what comes i’ the 

day’s work. You were hard done by that once, Master Marner, and it seems as you’ll never know 

the rights of it; but that doesn’t hinder there being a rights, Master Marner, for all it’s dark to you 

and me.” 

“No,” said Silas, “no; that doesn’t hinder. Since the time the child was sent to me and I’ve 

come to love her as myself, I’ve had light enough to trusten by; and now she says she’ll never 

leave me, I think I shall trusten till I die.” 



  



CONCLUSION 

There was one time of the year which was held in Raveloe to be especially suitable for a 

wedding. It was when the great lilacs and laburnums in the old-fashioned gardens showed their 

golden and purple wealth above the lichen-tinted walls, and when there were calves still young 

enough to want bucketfuls of fragrant milk. People were not so busy then as they must become 

when the full cheese-making and the mowing had set in; and besides, it was a time when a light 

bridal dress could be worn with comfort and seen to advantage. 

Happily the sunshine fell more warmly than usual on the lilac tufts the morning that Eppie was 

married, for her dress was a very light one. She had often thought, though with a feeling of 

renunciation, that the perfection of a wedding-dress would be a white cotton, with the tiniest pink 

sprig at wide intervals; so that when Mrs. Godfrey Cass begged to provide one, and asked Eppie 

to choose what it should be, previous meditation had enabled her to give a decided answer at 

once. 

Seen at a little distance as she walked across the churchyard and down the village, she seemed 

to be attired in pure white, and her hair looked like the dash of gold on a lily. One hand was on 

her husband’s arm, and with the other she clasped the hand of her father Silas. 

“You won’t be giving me away, father,” she had said before they went to church; “you’ll only 

be taking Aaron to be a son to you.” 

Dolly Winthrop walked behind with her husband; and there ended the little bridal procession. 

There were many eyes to look at it, and Miss Priscilla Lammeter was glad that she and her 

father had happened to drive up to the door of the Red House just in time to see this pretty sight. 

They had come to keep Nancy company to-day, because Mr. Cass had had to go away to 

Lytherley, for special reasons. That seemed to be a pity, for otherwise he might have gone, as 

Mr. Crackenthorp and Mr. Osgood certainly would, to look on at the wedding-feast which he had 

ordered at the Rainbow, naturally feeling a great interest in the weaver who had been wronged 

by one of his own family. 

“I could ha’ wished Nancy had had the luck to find a child like that and bring her up,” said 

Priscilla to her father, as they sat in the gig; “I should ha’ had something young to think of then, 

besides the lambs and the calves.” 

“Yes, my dear, yes,” said Mr. Lammeter; “one feels that as one gets older. Things look dim to 

old folks: they’d need have some young eyes about ’em, to let ’em know the world’s the same as 

it used to be.” 

Nancy came out now to welcome her father and sister; and the wedding group had passed on 

beyond the Red House to the humbler part of the village. 

Dolly Winthrop was the first to divine that old Mr. Macey, who had been set in his arm-chair 

outside his own door, would expect some special notice as they passed, since he was too old to 

be at the wedding-feast. 

“Mr. Macey’s looking for a word from us,” said Dolly; “he’ll be hurt if we pass him and say 

nothing—and him so racked with rheumatiz.” 

So they turned aside to shake hands with the old man. He had looked forward to the occasion, 

and had his premeditated speech. 

“Well, Master Marner,” he said, in a voice that quavered a good deal, “I’ve lived to see my 

words come true. I was the first to say there was no harm in you, though your looks might be 



again’ you; and I was the first to say you’d get your money back. And it’s nothing but rightful as 

you should. And I’d ha’ said the “Amens”, and willing, at the holy matrimony; but Tookey’s 

done it a good while now, and I hope you’ll have none the worse luck.” 

In the open yard before the Rainbow the party of guests were already assembled, though it was 

still nearly an hour before the appointed feast time. But by this means they could not only enjoy 

the slow advent of their pleasure; they had also ample leisure to talk of Silas Marner’s strange 

history, and arrive by due degrees at the conclusion that he had brought a blessing on himself by 

acting like a father to a lone motherless child. Even the farrier did not negative this sentiment: on 

the contrary, he took it up as peculiarly his own, and invited any hardy person present to 

contradict him. But he met with no contradiction; and all differences among the company were 

merged in a general agreement with Mr. Snell’s sentiment, that when a man had deserved his 

good luck, it was the part of his neighbours to wish him joy. 

As the bridal group approached, a hearty cheer was raised in the Rainbow yard; and Ben 

Winthrop, whose jokes had retained their acceptable flavour, found it agreeable to turn in there 

and receive congratulations; not requiring the proposed interval of quiet at the Stone-pits before 

joining the company. 

Eppie had a larger garden than she had ever expected there now; and in other ways there had 

been alterations at the expense of Mr. Cass, the landlord, to suit Silas’s larger family. For he and 

Eppie had declared that they would rather stay at the Stone-pits than go to any new home. The 

garden was fenced with stones on two sides, but in front there was an open fence, through which 

the flowers shone with answering gladness, as the four united people came within sight of them. 

“O father,” said Eppie, “what a pretty home ours is! I think nobody could be happier than we 

are.” 
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Sister Carrie (1900) is a novel by Theodore Dreiser (1871-1945) about a young woman 

who moves to the big city where she starts realizing her own American Dream. She first 

becomes a mistress to men that she perceives as superior, but later becomes a famous actress. It 

has been called the "greatest of all American urban novels.” 

The plot of Sister Carrie drew heavily on the life of his sister Emma. She had had an 

affair with a married man, a cashier in a Chicago tavern. When his wife learned of the affair, he 

panicked, absconded with thirty-five hundred dollars, and ran off with Emma to New York. In 

the book, it is George Hurstwood and Carrie Meeber who arrive at Grand Central Station. 

Dreiser had difficulty finding a publisher for Sister Carrie. Doubleday & McClure 

Company accepted the manuscript, but the wife of one of the publishers declared it to be too 

sordid. Dreiser insisted on publication, and Doubleday & McClure were legally bound to honor 

their contract; 1,008 copies were printed on November 8, 1900, but the publisher made no effort 

to advertise the book and only 456 copies were sold. However, Frank Norris, who was working 

as a reader at Doubleday, sent a few copies to literary reviewers. 

Between 1900 and 1980, all editions of the novel were of a second altered version. Not 

until 1981 did Dreiser's unaltered version appear when the University of Pennsylvania Press 

issued a scholarly edition based upon the original manuscript held by the New York Public 

Library. It is a reconstruction by a team of leading scholars to represent the novel before it was 

edited by hands other than Dreiser's.  

Theodore Dreiser's Sister Carrie was not widely accepted after it was published, although 

it was not completely withdrawn by its publishers, as some sources say it was. Neither was it 

received with the harshness that Dreiser reported. For example, the Toledo Blade reported that 

the book "is a faithful portraiture of the conditions it represents, showing how the tangle of 

human life is knotted thread by thread" but that it was "too realistic, too somber to be altogether 



pleasing". There is also the receipt of sale which Doubleday sent to Dreiser showing that Sister 

Carrie was not withdrawn from the shelves, reporting that 456 copies of the 1,008 copies printed 

were sold. 

Negative response to the novel came largely from the book's sexual content, which made 

Sister Carrie, in the words of the Omaha Daily Bee in 1900, "not a book to be put into the hands 

of every reader indiscriminately." Another review in Life criticized Carrie's success, and warned 

"Such girls, however, as imagine that they can follow in her footsteps will probably end their 

days on the Island or in the gutter." The book was also criticized for never mentioning the name 

of God. 
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CHAPTER I THE MAGNET ATTRACTING: A WAIF AMID FORCES 

When Caroline Meeber boarded the afternoon train for Chicago, her total outfit consisted 

of a small trunk, a cheap imitation alligator-skin satchel, a small lunch in a paper box, and a 

yellow leather snap purse, containing her ticket, a scrap of paper with her sister's address in Van 

Buren Street, and four dollars in money. It was in August, 1889. She was eighteen years of age, 

bright, timid, and full of the illusions of ignorance and youth. Whatever touch of regret at parting 

characterised her thoughts, it was certainly not for advantages now being given up. A gush of 

tears at her mother's farewell kiss, a touch in her throat when the cars clacked by the flour mill 

where her father worked by the day, a pathetic sigh as the familiar green environs of the village 

passed in review, and the threads which bound her so lightly to girlhood and home were 

irretrievably broken. 

 

To be sure there was always the next station, where one might descend and return. There 

was the great city, bound more closely by these very trains which came up daily. Columbia City 

was not so very far away, even once she was in Chicago. What, pray, is a few hours—a few 

hundred miles? She looked at the little slip bearing her sister's address and wondered. She gazed 

at the green landscape, now passing in swift review, until her swifter thoughts replaced its 

impression with vague conjectures of what Chicago might be. 

 

When a girl leaves her home at eighteen, she does one of two things. Either she falls into 

saving hands and becomes better, or she rapidly assumes the cosmopolitan standard of virtue and 

becomes worse. Of an intermediate balance, under the circumstances, there is no possibility. The 

city has its cunning wiles, no less than the infinitely smaller and more human tempter. There are 

large forces which allure with all the soulfulness of expression possible in the most cultured 

human. The gleam of a thousand lights is often as effective as the persuasive light in a wooing 

and fascinating eye. Half the undoing of the unsophisticated and natural mind is accomplished by 

forces wholly superhuman. A blare of sound, a roar of life, a vast array of human hives, appeal to 

the astonished senses in equivocal terms. Without a counsellor at hand to whisper cautious 

interpretations, what falsehoods may not these things breathe into the unguarded ear! 

Unrecognised for what they are, their beauty, like music, too often relaxes, then weakens, then 

perverts the simpler human perceptions. 

 

Caroline, or Sister Carrie, as she had been half affectionately termed by the family, was 

possessed of a mind rudimentary in its power of observation and analysis. Self-interest with her 

was high, but not strong. It was, nevertheless, her guiding characteristic. Warm with the fancies 

of youth, pretty with the insipid prettiness of the formative period, possessed of a figure 

promising eventual shapeliness and an eye alight with certain native intelligence, she was a fair 

example of the middle American class—two generations removed from the emigrant. Books 

were beyond her interest—knowledge a sealed book. In the intuitive graces she was still crude. 

She could scarcely toss her head gracefully. Her hands were almost ineffectual. The feet, though 

small, were set flatly. And yet she was interested in her charms, quick to understand the keener 

pleasures of life, ambitious to gain in material things. A half-equipped little knight she was, 



venturing to reconnoitre the mysterious city and dreaming wild dreams of some vague, far-off 

supremacy, which should make it prey and subject—the proper penitent, grovelling at a woman's 

slipper. 

 

"That," said a voice in her ear, "is one of the prettiest little resorts in Wisconsin." 

 

"Is it?" she answered nervously. 

 

The train was just pulling out of Waukesha. For some time she had been conscious of a 

man behind. She felt him observing her mass of hair. He had been fidgetting, and with natural 

intuition she felt a certain interest growing in that quarter. Her maidenly reserve, and a certain 

sense of what was conventional under the circumstances, called her to forestall and deny this 

familiarity, but the daring and magnetism of the individual, born of past experiences and 

triumphs, prevailed. She answered. 

 

He leaned forward to put his elbows upon the back of her seat and proceeded to make 

himself volubly agreeable. 

 

"Yes, that is a great resort for Chicago people. The hotels are swell. You are not familiar 

with this part of the country, are you?" 

 

"Oh, yes, I am," answered Carrie. "That is, I live at Columbia City. I have never been 

through here, though." 

 

"And so this is your first visit to Chicago," he observed. 

 

All the time she was conscious of certain features out of the side of her eye. Flush, 

colourful cheeks, a light moustache, a grey fedora hat. She now turned and looked upon him in 

full, the instincts of self-protection and coquetry mingling confusedly in her brain. 

 

"I didn't say that," she said. 

 

"Oh," he answered, in a very pleasing way and with an assumed air of mistake, "I thought 

you did." 

 

Here was a type of the travelling canvasser for a manufacturing house—a class which at 

that time was first being dubbed by the slang of the day "drummers." He came within the 

meaning of a still newer term, which had sprung into general use among Americans in 1880, and 

which concisely expressed the thought of one whose dress or manners are calculated to elicit the 

admiration of susceptible young women—a "masher." His suit was of a striped and crossed 

pattern of brown wool, new at that time, but since become familiar as a business suit. The low 

crotch of the vest revealed a stiff shirt bosom of white and pink stripes. From his coat sleeves 

protruded a pair of linen cuffs of the same pattern, fastened with large, gold plate buttons, set 



with the common yellow agates known as "cat's-eyes." His fingers bore several rings—one, the 

ever-enduring heavy seal—and from his vest dangled a neat gold watch chain, from which was 

suspended the secret insignia of the Order of Elks. The whole suit was rather tight-fitting, and 

was finished off with heavy-soled tan shoes, highly polished, and the grey fedora hat. He was, 

for the order of intellect represented, attractive, and whatever he had to recommend him, you 

may be sure was not lost upon Carrie, in this, her first glance. 

 

Lest this order of individual should permanently pass, let me put down some of the most 

striking characteristics of his most successful manner and method. Good clothes, of course, were 

the first essential, the things without which he was nothing. A strong physical nature, actuated by 

a keen desire for the feminine, was the next. A mind free of any consideration of the problems or 

forces of the world and actuated not by greed, but an insatiable love of variable pleasure. His 

method was always simple. Its principal element was daring, backed, of course, by an intense 

desire and admiration for the sex. Let him meet with a young woman twice and he would 

straighten her necktie for her and perhaps address her by her first name. In the great department 

stores he was at his ease. If he caught the attention of some young woman while waiting for the 

cash boy to come back with his change, he would find out her name, her favourite flower, where 

a note would reach her, and perhaps pursue the delicate task of friendship until it proved 

unpromising, when it would be relinquished. He would do very well with more pretentious 

women, though the burden of expense was a slight deterrent. Upon entering a parlour car, for 

instance, he would select a chair next to the most promising bit of femininity and soon enquire if 

she cared to have the shade lowered. Before the train cleared the yards he would have the porter 

bring her a footstool. At the next lull in his conversational progress he would find her something 

to read, and from then on, by dint of compliment gently insinuated, personal narrative, 

exaggeration and service, he would win her tolerance, and, mayhap, regard. 

 

A woman should some day write the complete philosophy of clothes. No matter how 

young, it is one of the things she wholly comprehends. There is an indescribably faint line in the 

matter of man's apparel which somehow divides for her those who are worth glancing at and 

those who are not. Once an individual has passed this faint line on the way downward he will get 

no glance from her. There is another line at which the dress of a man will cause her to study her 

own. This line the individual at her elbow now marked for Carrie. She became conscious of an 

inequality. Her own plain blue dress, with its black cotton tape trimmings, now seemed to her 

shabby. She felt the worn state of her shoes. 

 

"Let's see," he went on, "I know quite a number of people in your town. Morgenroth the 

clothier and Gibson the dry goods man." 

 

"Oh, do you?" she interrupted, aroused by memories of longings their show windows had 

cost her. 

 



At last he had a clew to her interest, and followed it deftly. In a few minutes he had come 

about into her seat. He talked of sales of clothing, his travels, Chicago, and the amusements of 

that city. 

 

"If you are going there, you will enjoy it immensely. Have you relatives?" 

 

"I am going to visit my sister," she explained. 

 

"You want to see Lincoln Park," he said, "and Michigan Boulevard. They are putting up 

great buildings there. It's a second New York—great. So much to see—theatres, crowds, fine 

houses—oh, you'll like that." 

 

There was a little ache in her fancy of all he described. Her insignificance in the presence 

of so much magnificence faintly affected her. She realised that hers was not to be a round of 

pleasure, and yet there was something promising in all the material prospect he set forth. There 

was something satisfactory in the attention of this individual with his good clothes. She could not 

help smiling as he told her of some popular actress of whom she reminded him. She was not 

silly, and yet attention of this sort had its weight. 

 

"You will be in Chicago some little time, won't you?" he observed at one turn of the now 

easy conversation. 

 

"I don't know," said Carrie vaguely—a flash vision of the possibility of her not securing 

employment rising in her mind. 

 

"Several weeks, anyhow," he said, looking steadily into her eyes. 

 

There was much more passing now than the mere words indicated. He recognised the 

indescribable thing that made up for fascination and beauty in her. She realised that she was of 

interest to him from the one standpoint which a woman both delights in and fears. Her manner 

was simple, though for the very reason that she had not yet learned the many little affectations 

with which women conceal their true feelings. Some things she did appeared bold. A clever 

companion—had she ever had one—would have warned her never to look a man in the eyes so 

steadily. 

 

"Why do you ask?" she said. 

 

"Well, I'm going to be there several weeks. I'm going to study stock at our place and get 

new samples. I might show you 'round." 

 

"I don't know whether you can or not. I mean I don't know whether I can. I shall be living 

with my sister, and——" 

 



"Well, if she minds, we'll fix that." He took out his pencil and a little pocket note-book as 

if it were all settled. "What is your address there?" 

 

She fumbled her purse which contained the address slip. 

 

He reached down in his hip pocket and took out a fat purse. It was filled with slips of 

paper, some mileage books, a roll of greenbacks. It impressed her deeply. Such a purse had never 

been carried by any one attentive to her. Indeed, an experienced traveller, a brisk man of the 

world, had never come within such close range before. The purse, the shiny tan shoes, the smart 

new suit, and the air with which he did things, built up for her a dim world of fortune, of which 

he was the centre. It disposed her pleasantly toward all he might do. 

 

He took out a neat business card, on which was engraved Bartlett, Caryoe & Company, 

and down in the left-hand corner, Chas. H. Drouet. 

 

"That's me," he said, putting the card in her hand and touching his name. "It's pronounced 

Drew-eh. Our family was French, on my father's side." 

 

She looked at it while he put up his purse. Then he got out a letter from a bunch in his 

coat pocket. "This is the house I travel for," he went on, pointing to a picture on it, "corner of 

State and Lake." There was pride in his voice. He felt that it was something to be connected with 

such a place, and he made her feel that way. 

 

"What is your address?" he began again, fixing his pencil to write. 

 

She looked at his hand. 

 

"Carrie Meeber," she said slowly. "Three hundred and fifty-four West Van Buren Street, 

care S. C. Hanson." 

 

He wrote it carefully down and got out the purse again. "You'll be at home if I come 

around Monday night?" he said. 

 

"I think so," she answered. 

 

How true it is that words are but the vague shadows of the volumes we mean. Little 

audible links, they are, chaining together great inaudible feelings and purposes. Here were these 

two, bandying little phrases, drawing purses, looking at cards, and both unconscious of how 

inarticulate all their real feelings were. Neither was wise enough to be sure of the working of the 

mind of the other. He could not tell how his luring succeeded. She could not realise that she was 

drifting, until he secured her address. Now she felt that she had yielded something—he, that he 

had gained a victory. Already they felt that they were somehow associated. Already he took 

control in directing the conversation. His words were easy. Her manner was relaxed. 



 

They were nearing Chicago. Signs were everywhere numerous. Trains flashed by them. 

Across wide stretches of flat, open prairie they could see lines of telegraph poles stalking across 

the fields toward the great city. Far away were indications of suburban towns, some big smoke-

stacks towering high in the air. 

 

Frequently there were two-story frame houses standing out in the open fields, without 

fence or trees, lone outposts of the approaching army of homes. 

 

To the child, the genius with imagination, or the wholly untravelled, the approach to a 

great city for the first time is a wonderful thing. Particularly if it be evening—that mystic period 

between the glare and gloom of the world when life is changing from one sphere or condition to 

another. Ah, the promise of the night. What does it not hold for the weary! What old illusion of 

hope is not here forever repeated! Says the soul of the toiler to itself, "I shall soon be free. I shall 

be in the ways and the hosts of the merry. The streets, the lamps, the lighted chamber set for 

dining, are for me. The theatre, the halls, the parties, the ways of rest and the paths of song—

these are mine in the night." Though all humanity be still enclosed in the shops, the thrill runs 

abroad. It is in the air. The dullest feel something which they may not always express or 

describe. It is the lifting of the burden of toil. 

 

Sister Carrie gazed out of the window. Her companion, affected by her wonder, so 

contagious are all things, felt anew some interest in the city and pointed out its marvels. 

 

"This is Northwest Chicago," said Drouet. "This is the Chicago River," and he pointed to 

a little muddy creek, crowded with the huge masted wanderers from far-off waters nosing the 

black-posted banks. With a puff, a clang, and a clatter of rails it was gone. "Chicago is getting to 

be a great town," he went on. "It's a wonder. You'll find lots to see here." 

 

She did not hear this very well. Her heart was troubled by a kind of terror. The fact that 

she was alone, away from home, rushing into a great sea of life and endeavour, began to tell. She 

could not help but feel a little choked for breath—a little sick as her heart beat so fast. She half 

closed her eyes and tried to think it was nothing, that Columbia City was only a little way off. 

 

"Chicago! Chicago!" called the brakeman, slamming open the door. They were rushing 

into a more crowded yard, alive with the clatter and clang of life. She began to gather up her 

poor little grip and closed her hand firmly upon her purse. Drouet arose, kicked his legs to 

straighten his trousers, and seized his clean yellow grip. 

 

"I suppose your people will be here to meet you?" he said. "Let me carry your grip." 

 

"Oh, no," she said. "I'd rather you wouldn't. I'd rather you wouldn't be with me when I 

meet my sister." 

 



"All right," he said in all kindness. "I'll be near, though, in case she isn't here, and take 

you out there safely." 

 

"You're so kind," said Carrie, feeling the goodness of such attention in her strange 

situation. 

 

"Chicago!" called the brakeman, drawing the word out long. They were under a great 

shadowy train shed, where the lamps were already beginning to shine out, with passenger cars all 

about and the train moving at a snail's pace. The people in the car were all up and crowding 

about the door. 

 

"Well, here we are," said Drouet, leading the way to the door. "Good-bye, till I see you 

Monday." 

 

"Good-bye," she answered, taking his proffered hand. 

 

"Remember, I'll be looking till you find your sister." 

 

She smiled into his eyes. 

 

They filed out, and he affected to take no notice of her. A lean-faced, rather 

commonplace woman recognised Carrie on the platform and hurried forward. 

 

"Why, Sister Carrie!" she began, and there was a perfunctory embrace of welcome. 

 

Carrie realised the change of affectional atmosphere at once. Amid all the maze, uproar, 

and novelty she felt cold reality taking her by the hand. No world of light and merriment. No 

round of amusement. Her sister carried with her most of the grimness of shift and toil. 

 

"Why, how are all the folks at home?" she began; "how is father, and mother?" 

 

Carrie answered, but was looking away. Down the aisle, toward the gate leading into the 

waiting-room and the street, stood Drouet. He was looking back. When he saw that she saw him 

and was safe with her sister he turned to go, sending back the shadow of a smile. Only Carrie 

saw it. She felt something lost to her when he moved away. When he disappeared she felt his 

absence thoroughly. With her sister she was much alone, a lone figure in a tossing, thoughtless 

sea. 

 

  



CHAPTER II WHAT POVERTY THREATENED: OF GRANITE AND BRASS 

Minnie's flat, as the one-floor resident apartments were then being called, was in a part of 

West Van Buren Street inhabited by families of labourers and clerks, men who had come, and 

were still coming, with the rush of population pouring in at the rate of 50,000 a year. It was on 

the third floor, the front windows looking down into the street, where, at night, the lights of 

grocery stores were shining and children were playing. To Carrie, the sound of the little bells 

upon the horse-cars, as they tinkled in and out of hearing, was as pleasing as it was novel. She 

gazed into the lighted street when Minnie brought her into the front room, and wondered at the 

sounds, the movement, the murmur of the vast city which stretched for miles and miles in every 

direction. 

 

Mrs. Hanson, after the first greetings were over, gave Carrie the baby and proceeded to 

get supper. Her husband asked a few questions and sat down to read the evening paper. He was a 

silent man, American born, of a Swede father, and now employed as a cleaner of refrigerator cars 

at the stock-yards. To him the presence or absence of his wife's sister was a matter of 

indifference. Her personal appearance did not affect him one way or the other. His one 

observation to the point was concerning the chances of work in Chicago. 

 

"It's a big place," he said. "You can get in somewhere in a few days. Everybody does." 

 

It had been tacitly understood beforehand that she was to get work and pay her board. He 

was of a clean, saving disposition, and had already paid a number of monthly instalments on two 

lots far out on the West Side. His ambition was some day to build a house on them. 

 

In the interval which marked the preparation of the meal Carrie found time to study the 

flat. She had some slight gift of observation and that sense, so rich in every woman—intuition. 

 

She felt the drag of a lean and narrow life. The walls of the rooms were discordantly 

papered. The floors were covered with matting and the hall laid with a thin rag carpet. One could 

see that the furniture was of that poor, hurriedly patched together quality sold by the instalment 

houses. 

 

She sat with Minnie, in the kitchen, holding the baby until it began to cry. Then she 

walked and sang to it, until Hanson, disturbed in his reading, came and took it. A pleasant side to 

his nature came out here. He was patient. One could see that he was very much wrapped up in 

his offspring. 

 

"Now, now," he said, walking. "There, there," and there was a certain Swedish accent 

noticeable in his voice. 

 

"You'll want to see the city first, won't you?" said Minnie, when they were eating. "Well, 

we'll go out Sunday and see Lincoln Park." 



 

Carrie noticed that Hanson had said nothing to this. He seemed to be thinking of 

something else. 

 

"Well," she said, "I think I'll look around to-morrow. I've got Friday and Saturday, and it 

won't be any trouble. Which way is the business part?" 

 

Minnie began to explain, but her husband took this part of the conversation to himself. 

 

"It's that way," he said, pointing east. "That's east." Then he went off into the longest 

speech he had yet indulged in, concerning the lay of Chicago. "You'd better look in those big 

manufacturing houses along Franklin Street and just the other side of the river," he concluded. 

"Lots of girls work there. You could get home easy, too. It isn't very far." 

 

Carrie nodded and asked her sister about the neighbourhood. The latter talked in a 

subdued tone, telling the little she knew about it, while Hanson concerned himself with the baby. 

Finally he jumped up and handed the child to his wife. 

 

"I've got to get up early in the morning, so I'll go to bed," and off he went, disappearing 

into the dark little bedroom off the hall, for the night. 

 

"He works way down at the stock-yards," explained Minnie, "so he's got to get up at half-

past five." 

 

"What time do you get up to get breakfast?" asked Carrie. 

 

"At about twenty minutes of five." 

 

Together they finished the labour of the day, Carrie washing the dishes while Minnie 

undressed the baby and put it to bed. Minnie's manner was one of trained industry, and Carrie 

could see that it was a steady round of toil with her. 

 

She began to see that her relations with Drouet would have to be abandoned. He could 

not come here. She read from the manner of Hanson, in the subdued air of Minnie, and, indeed, 

the whole atmosphere of the flat, a settled opposition to anything save a conservative round of 

toil. If Hanson sat every evening in the front room and read his paper, if he went to bed at nine, 

and Minnie a little later, what would they expect of her? She saw that she would first need to get 

work and establish herself on a paying basis before she could think of having company of any 

sort. Her little flirtation with Drouet seemed now an extraordinary thing. 

 

"No," she said to herself, "he can't come here." 

 



She asked Minnie for ink and paper, which were upon the mantel in the dining-room, and 

when the latter had gone to bed at ten, got out Drouet's card and wrote him. 

 

"I cannot have you call on me here. You will have to wait until you hear from me again. 

My sister's place is so small." 

 

She troubled herself over what else to put in the letter. She wanted to make some 

reference to their relations upon the train, but was too timid. She concluded by thanking him for 

his kindness in a crude way, then puzzled over the formality of signing her name, and finally 

decided upon the severe, winding up with a "Very truly," which she subsequently changed to 

"Sincerely." She sealed and addressed the letter, and going in the front room, the alcove of which 

contained her bed, drew the one small rocking-chair up to the open window, and sat looking out 

upon the night and streets in silent wonder. Finally, wearied by her own reflections, she began to 

grow dull in her chair, and feeling the need of sleep, arranged her clothing for the night and went 

to bed. 

 

When she awoke at eight the next morning, Hanson had gone. Her sister was busy in the 

dining-room, which was also the sitting-room, sewing. She worked, after dressing, to arrange a 

little breakfast for herself, and then advised with Minnie as to which way to look. The latter had 

changed considerably since Carrie had seen her. She was now a thin, though rugged, woman of 

twenty-seven, with ideas of life coloured by her husband's, and fast hardening into narrower 

conceptions of pleasure and duty than had ever been hers in a thoroughly circumscribed youth. 

She had invited Carrie, not because she longed for her presence, but because the latter was 

dissatisfied at home, and could probably get work and pay her board here. She was pleased to see 

her in a way, but reflected her husband's point of view in the matter of work. Anything was good 

enough so long as it paid—say, five dollars a week to begin with. A shop girl was the destiny 

prefigured for the newcomer. She would get in one of the great shops and do well enough until—

well, until something happened. Neither of them knew exactly what. They did not figure on 

promotion. They did not exactly count on marriage. Things would go on, though, in a dim kind 

of way until the better thing would eventuate, and Carrie would be rewarded for coming and 

toiling in the city. It was under such auspicious circumstances that she started out this morning to 

look for work. 

 

Before following her in her round of seeking, let us look at the sphere in which her future 

was to lie. In 1889 Chicago had the peculiar qualifications of growth which made such 

adventuresome pilgrimages even on the part of young girls plausible. Its many and growing 

commercial opportunities gave it widespread fame, which made of it a giant magnet, drawing to 

itself, from all quarters, the hopeful and the hopeless—those who had their fortune yet to make 

and those whose fortunes and affairs had reached a disastrous climax elsewhere. It was a city of 

over 500,000, with the ambition, the daring, the activity of a metropolis of a million. Its streets 

and houses were already scattered over an area of seventy-five square miles. Its population was 

not so much thriving upon established commerce as upon the industries which prepared for the 

arrival of others. The sound of the hammer engaged upon the erection of new structures was 



everywhere heard. Great industries were moving in. The huge railroad corporations which had 

long before recognised the prospects of the place had seized upon vast tracts of land for transfer 

and shipping purposes. Street-car lines had been extended far out into the open country in 

anticipation of rapid growth. The city had laid miles and miles of streets and sewers through 

regions where, perhaps, one solitary house stood out alone—a pioneer of the populous ways to 

be. There were regions open to the sweeping winds and rain, which were yet lighted throughout 

the night with long, blinking lines of gas-lamps, fluttering in the wind. Narrow board walks 

extended out, passing here a house, and there a store, at far intervals, eventually ending on the 

open prairie. 

 

In the central portion was the vast wholesale and shopping district, to which the 

uninformed seeker for work usually drifted. It was a characteristic of Chicago then, and one not 

generally shared by other cities, that individual firms of any pretension occupied individual 

buildings. The presence of ample ground made this possible. It gave an imposing appearance to 

most of the wholesale houses, whose offices were upon the ground floor and in plain view of the 

street. The large plates of window glass, now so common, were then rapidly coming into use, 

and gave to the ground floor offices a distinguished and prosperous look. The casual wanderer 

could see as he passed a polished array of office fixtures, much frosted glass, clerks hard at work, 

and genteel business men in "nobby" suits and clean linen lounging about or sitting in groups. 

Polished brass or nickel signs at the square stone entrances announced the firm and the nature of 

the business in rather neat and reserved terms. The entire metropolitan centre possessed a high 

and mighty air calculated to overawe and abash the common applicant, and to make the gulf 

between poverty and success seem both wide and deep. 

 

Into this important commercial region the timid Carrie went. She walked east along Van 

Buren Street through a region of lessening importance, until it deteriorated into a mass of 

shanties and coal-yards, and finally verged upon the river. She walked bravely forward, led by an 

honest desire to find employment and delayed at every step by the interest of the unfolding 

scene, and a sense of helplessness amid so much evidence of power and force which she did not 

understand. These vast buildings, what were they? These strange energies and huge interests, for 

what purposes were they there? She could have understood the meaning of a little stone-cutter's 

yard at Columbia City, carving little pieces of marble for individual use, but when the yards of 

some huge stone corporation came into view, filled with spur tracks and flat cars, transpierced by 

docks from the river and traversed overhead by immense trundling cranes of wood and steel, it 

lost all significance in her little world. 

 

It was so with the vast railroad yards, with the crowded array of vessels she saw at the 

river, and the huge factories over the way, lining the water's edge. Through the open windows 

she could see the figures of men and women in working aprons, moving busily about. The great 

streets were wall-lined mysteries to her; the vast offices, strange mazes which concerned far-off 

individuals of importance. She could only think of people connected with them as counting 

money, dressing magnificently, and riding in carriages. What they dealt in, how they laboured, to 

what end it all came, she had only the vaguest conception. It was all wonderful, all vast, all far 



removed, and she sank in spirit inwardly and fluttered feebly at the heart as she thought of 

entering any one of these mighty concerns and asking for something to do—something that she 

could do—anything. 

  



CHAPTER III WE QUESTION OF FORTUNE: FOUR-FIFTY A WEEK 

Once across the river and into the wholesale district, she glanced about her for some 

likely door at which to apply. As she contemplated the wide windows and imposing signs, she 

became conscious of being gazed upon and understood for what she was—a wage-seeker. She 

had never done this thing before, and lacked courage. To avoid a certain indefinable shame she 

felt at being caught spying about for a position, she quickened her steps and assumed an air of 

indifference supposedly common to one upon an errand. In this way she passed many 

manufacturing and wholesale houses without once glancing in. At last, after several blocks of 

walking, she felt that this would not do, and began to look about again, though without relaxing 

her pace. A little way on she saw a great door which, for some reason, attracted her attention. It 

was ornamented by a small brass sign, and seemed to be the entrance to a vast hive of six or 

seven floors. "Perhaps," she thought, "they may want some one," and crossed over to enter. 

When she came within a score of feet of the desired goal, she saw through the window a young 

man in a grey checked suit. That he had anything to do with the concern, she could not tell, but 

because he happened to be looking in her direction her weakening heart misgave her and she 

hurried by, too overcome with shame to enter. Over the way stood a great six-story structure, 

labelled Storm and King, which she viewed with rising hope. It was a wholesale dry goods 

concern and employed women. She could see them moving about now and then upon the upper 

floors. This place she decided to enter, no matter what. She crossed over and walked directly 

toward the entrance. As she did so, two men came out and paused in the door. A telegraph 

messenger in blue dashed past her and up the few steps that led to the entrance and disappeared. 

Several pedestrians out of the hurrying throng which filled the sidewalks passed about her as she 

paused, hesitating. She looked helplessly around, and then, seeing herself observed, retreated. It 

was too difficult a task. She could not go past them. 

 

So severe a defeat told sadly upon her nerves. Her feet carried her mechanically forward, 

every foot of her progress being a satisfactory portion of a flight which she gladly made. Block 

after block passed by. Upon street-lamps at the various corners she read names such as Madison, 

Monroe, La Salle, Clark, Dearborn, State, and still she went, her feet beginning to tire upon the 

broad stone flagging. She was pleased in part that the streets were bright and clean. The morning 

sun, shining down with steadily increasing warmth, made the shady side of the streets pleasantly 

cool. She looked at the blue sky overhead with more realisation of its charm than had ever come 

to her before. 

 

Her cowardice began to trouble her in a way. She turned back, resolving to hunt up Storm 

and King and enter. On the way she encountered a great wholesale shoe company, through the 

broad plate windows of which she saw an enclosed executive department, hidden by frosted 

glass. Without this enclosure, but just within the street entrance, sat a grey-haired gentleman at a 

small table, with a large open ledger before him. She walked by this institution several times 

hesitating, but, finding herself unobserved, faltered past the screen door and stood humbly 

waiting. 

 



"Well, young lady," observed the old gentleman, looking at her somewhat kindly, "what 

is it you wish?" 

 

"I am, that is, do you—I mean, do you need any help?" she stammered. 

 

"Not just at present," he answered smiling. "Not just at present. Come in some time next 

week. Occasionally we need some one." 

 

She received the answer in silence and backed awkwardly out. The pleasant nature of her 

reception rather astonished her. She had expected that it would be more difficult, that something 

cold and harsh would be said—she knew not what. That she had not been put to shame and made 

to feel her unfortunate position, seemed remarkable. 

 

Somewhat encouraged, she ventured into another large structure. It was a clothing 

company, and more people were in evidence—well-dressed men of forty and more, surrounded 

by brass railings. 

 

An office boy approached her. 

 

"Who is it you wish to see?" he asked. 

 

"I want to see the manager," she said. 

 

He ran away and spoke to one of a group of three men who were conferring together. One 

of these came towards her. 

 

"Well?" he said coldly. The greeting drove all courage from her at once. 

 

"Do you need any help?" she stammered. 

 

"No," he replied abruptly, and turned upon his heel. 

 

She went foolishly out, the office boy deferentially swinging the door for her, and gladly 

sank into the obscuring crowd. It was a severe setback to her recently pleased mental state. 

 

Now she walked quite aimlessly for a time, turning here and there, seeing one great 

company after another, but finding no courage to prosecute her single inquiry. High noon came, 

and with it hunger. She hunted out an unassuming restaurant and entered, but was disturbed to 

find that the prices were exorbitant for the size of her purse. A bowl of soup was all that she 

could afford, and, with this quickly eaten, she went out again. It restored her strength somewhat 

and made her moderately bold to pursue the search. 

 



In walking a few blocks to fix upon some probable place, she again encountered the firm 

of Storm and King, and this time managed to get in. Some gentlemen were conferring close at 

hand, but took no notice of her. She was left standing, gazing nervously upon the floor. When the 

limit of her distress had been nearly reached, she was beckoned to by a man at one of the many 

desks within the near-by railing. 

 

"Who is it you wish to see?" he inquired. 

 

"Why, any one, if you please," she answered. "I am looking for something to do." 

 

"Oh, you want to see Mr. McManus," he returned. "Sit down," and he pointed to a chair 

against the neighbouring wall. He went on leisurely writing, until after a time a short, stout 

gentleman came in from the street. 

 

"Mr. McManus," called the man at the desk, "this young woman wants to see you." 

 

The short gentleman turned about towards Carrie, and she arose and came forward. 

 

"What can I do for you, miss?" he inquired, surveying her curiously. 

 

"I want to know if I can get a position," she inquired. 

 

"As what?" he asked. 

 

"Not as anything in particular," she faltered. 

 

"Have you ever had any experience in the wholesale dry goods business?" he questioned. 

 

"No, sir," she replied. 

 

"Are you a stenographer or typewriter?" 

 

"No, sir." 

 

"Well, we haven't anything here," he said. "We employ only experienced help." 

 

She began to step backward toward the door, when something about her plaintive face 

attracted him. 

 

"Have you ever worked at anything before?" he inquired. 

 

"No, sir," she said. 

 



"Well, now, it's hardly possible that you would get anything to do in a wholesale house of 

this kind. Have you tried the department stores?" 

 

She acknowledged that she had not. 

 

"Well, if I were you," he said, looking at her rather genially, "I would try the department 

stores. They often need young women as clerks." 

 

"Thank you," she said, her whole nature relieved by this spark of friendly interest. 

 

"Yes," he said, as she moved toward the door, "you try the department stores," and off he 

went. 

 

At that time the department store was in its earliest form of successful operation, and 

there were not many. The first three in the United States, established about 1884, were in 

Chicago. Carrie was familiar with the names of several through the advertisements in the "Daily 

News," and now proceeded to seek them. The words of Mr. McManus had somehow managed to 

restore her courage, which had fallen low, and she dared to hope that this new line would offer 

her something. Some time she spent in wandering up and down, thinking to encounter the 

buildings by chance, so readily is the mind, bent upon prosecuting a hard but needful errand, 

eased by that self-deception which the semblance of search, without the reality, gives. At last she 

inquired of a police officer, and was directed to proceed "two blocks up," where she would find 

"The Fair." 

 

The nature of these vast retail combinations, should they ever permanently disappear, will 

form an interesting chapter in the commercial history of our nation. Such a flowering out of a 

modest trade principle the world had never witnessed up to that time. They were along the line of 

the most effective retail organisation, with hundreds of stores coördinated into one and laid out 

upon the most imposing and economic basis. They were handsome, bustling, successful affairs, 

with a host of clerks and a swarm of patrons. Carrie passed along the busy aisles, much affected 

by the remarkable displays of trinkets, dress goods, stationery, and jewelry. Each separate 

counter was a show place of dazzling interest and attraction. She could not help feeling the claim 

of each trinket and valuable upon her personally, and yet she did not stop. There was nothing 

there which she could not have used—nothing which she did not long to own. The dainty 

slippers and stockings, the delicately frilled skirts and petticoats, the laces, ribbons, hair-combs, 

purses, all touched her with individual desire, and she felt keenly the fact that not any of these 

things were in the range of her purchase. She was a work-seeker, an outcast without 

employment, one whom the average employee could tell at a glance was poor and in need of a 

situation. 

 

It must not be thought that any one could have mistaken her for a nervous, sensitive, 

high-strung nature, cast unduly upon a cold, calculating, and unpoetic world. Such certainly she 

was not. But women are peculiarly sensitive to their adornment. 



 

Not only did Carrie feel the drag of desire for all which was new and pleasing in apparel 

for women, but she noticed too, with a touch at the heart, the fine ladies who elbowed and 

ignored her, brushing past in utter disregard of her presence, themselves eagerly enlisted in the 

materials which the store contained. Carrie was not familiar with the appearance of her more 

fortunate sisters of the city. Neither had she before known the nature and appearance of the shop 

girls with whom she now compared poorly. They were pretty in the main, some even handsome, 

with an air of independence and indifference which added, in the case of the more favoured, a 

certain piquancy. Their clothes were neat, in many instances fine, and wherever she encountered 

the eye of one it was only to recognise in it a keen analysis of her own position—her individual 

shortcomings of dress and that shadow of manner which she thought must hang about her and 

make clear to all who and what she was. A flame of envy lighted in her heart. She realised in a 

dim way how much the city held—wealth, fashion, ease—every adornment for women, and she 

longed for dress and beauty with a whole heart. 

 

On the second floor were the managerial offices, to which, after some inquiry, she was 

now directed. There she found other girls ahead of her, applicants like herself, but with more of 

that self-satisfied and independent air which experience of the city lends; girls who scrutinised 

her in a painful manner. After a wait of perhaps three-quarters of an hour, she was called in turn. 

 

"Now," said a sharp, quick-mannered Jew, who was sitting at a roll-top desk near the 

window, "have you ever worked in any other store?" 

 

"No, sir," said Carrie. 

 

"Oh, you haven't," he said, eyeing her keenly. 

 

"No, sir," she replied. 

 

"Well, we prefer young women just now with some experience. I guess we can't use 

you." 

 

Carrie stood waiting a moment, hardly certain whether the interview had terminated. 

 

"Don't wait!" he exclaimed. "Remember we are very busy here." 

 

Carrie began to move quickly to the door. 

 

"Hold on," he said, calling her back. "Give me your name and address. We want girls 

occasionally." 

 

When she had gotten safely into the street, she could scarcely restrain the tears. It was not 

so much the particular rebuff which she had just experienced, but the whole abashing trend of the 



day. She was tired and nervous. She abandoned the thought of appealing to the other department 

stores and now wandered on, feeling a certain safety and relief in mingling with the crowd. 

 

In her indifferent wandering she turned into Jackson Street, not far from the river, and 

was keeping her way along the south side of that imposing thoroughfare, when a piece of 

wrapping paper, written on with marking ink and tacked up on the door, attracted her attention. It 

read, "Girls wanted—wrappers & stitchers." She hesitated a moment, then entered. 

 

The firm of Speigelheim & Co., makers of boys' caps, occupied one floor of the building, 

fifty feet in width and some eighty feet in depth. It was a place rather dingily lighted, the darkest 

portions having incandescent lights, filled with machines and work benches. At the latter 

laboured quite a company of girls and some men. The former were drabby-looking creatures, 

stained in face with oil and dust, clad in thin, shapeless, cotton dresses and shod with more or 

less worn shoes. Many of them had their sleeves rolled up, revealing bare arms, and in some 

cases, owing to the heat, their dresses were open at the neck. They were a fair type of nearly the 

lowest order of shop-girls—careless, slouchy, and more or less pale from confinement. They 

were not timid, however; were rich in curiosity, and strong in daring and slang. 

 

Carrie looked about her, very much disturbed and quite sure that she did not want to work 

here. Aside from making her uncomfortable by sidelong glances, no one paid her the least 

attention. She waited until the whole department was aware of her presence. Then some word 

was sent around, and a foreman, in an apron and shirt sleeves, the latter rolled up to his 

shoulders, approached. 

 

"Do you want to see me?" he asked. 

 

"Do you need any help?" said Carrie, already learning directness of address. 

 

"Do you know how to stitch caps?" he returned. 

 

"No, sir," she replied. 

 

"Have you ever had any experience at this kind of work?" he inquired. 

 

She answered that she had not. 

 

"Well," said the foreman, scratching his ear meditatively, "we do need a stitcher. We like 

experienced help, though. We've hardly got time to break people in." He paused and looked 

away out of the window. "We might, though, put you at finishing," he concluded reflectively. 

 

"How much do you pay a week?" ventured Carrie, emboldened by a certain softness in 

the man's manner and his simplicity of address. 

 



"Three and a half," he answered. 

 

"Oh," she was about to exclaim, but checked herself and allowed her thoughts to die 

without expression. 

 

"We're not exactly in need of anybody," he went on vaguely, looking her over as one 

would a package. "You can come on Monday morning, though," he added, "and I'll put you to 

work." 

 

"Thank you," said Carrie weakly. 

 

"If you come, bring an apron," he added. 

 

He walked away and left her standing by the elevator, never so much as inquiring her 

name. 

 

While the appearance of the shop and the announcement of the price paid per week 

operated very much as a blow to Carrie's fancy, the fact that work of any kind was offered after 

so rude a round of experience was gratifying. She could not begin to believe that she would take 

the place, modest as her aspirations were. She had been used to better than that. Her mere 

experience and the free out-of-door life of the country caused her nature to revolt at such 

confinement. Dirt had never been her share. Her sister's flat was clean. This place was grimy and 

low, the girls were careless and hardened. They must be bad-minded and hearted, she imagined. 

Still, a place had been offered her. Surely Chicago was not so bad if she could find one place in 

one day. She might find another and better later. 

 

Her subsequent experiences were not of a reassuring nature, however. From all the more 

pleasing or imposing places she was turned away abruptly with the most chilling formality. In 

others where she applied only the experienced were required. She met with painful rebuffs, the 

most trying of which had been in a manufacturing cloak house, where she had gone to the fourth 

floor to inquire. 

 

"No, no," said the foreman, a rough, heavily built individual, who looked after a 

miserably lighted workshop, "we don't want any one. Don't come here." 

 

With the wane of the afternoon went her hopes, her courage, and her strength. She had 

been astonishingly persistent. So earnest an effort was well deserving of a better reward. On 

every hand, to her fatigued senses, the great business portion grew larger, harder, more stolid in 

its indifference. It seemed as if it was all closed to her, that the struggle was too fierce for her to 

hope to do anything at all. Men and women hurried by in long, shifting lines. She felt the flow of 

the tide of effort and interest—felt her own helplessness without quite realising the wisp on the 

tide that she was. She cast about vainly for some possible place to apply, but found no door 

which she had the courage to enter. It would be the same thing all over. The old humiliation of 



her plea, rewarded by curt denial. Sick at heart and in body, she turned to the west, the direction 

of Minnie's flat, which she had now fixed in mind, and began that wearisome, baffled retreat 

which the seeker for employment at nightfall too often makes. In passing through Fifth Avenue, 

south towards Van Buren Street, where she intended to take a car, she passed the door of a large 

wholesale shoe house, through the plate-glass window of which she could see a middle-aged 

gentleman sitting at a small desk. One of those forlorn impulses which often grow out of a fixed 

sense of defeat, the last sprouting of a baffled and uprooted growth of ideas, seized upon her. She 

walked deliberately through the door and up to the gentleman, who looked at her weary face with 

partially awakened interest. 

 

"What is it?" he said. 

 

"Can you give me something to do?" said Carrie. 

 

"Now, I really don't know," he said kindly. "What kind of work is it you want—you're 

not a typewriter, are you?" 

 

"Oh, no," answered Carrie. 

 

"Well, we only employ book-keepers and typewriters here. You might go around to the 

side and inquire upstairs. They did want some help upstairs a few days ago. Ask for Mr. Brown." 

 

She hastened around to the side entrance and was taken up by the elevator to the fourth 

floor. 

 

"Call Mr. Brown, Willie," said the elevator man to a boy near by. 

 

Willie went off and presently returned with the information that Mr. Brown said she 

should sit down and that he would be around in a little while. 

 

It was a portion of the stock room which gave no idea of the general character of the 

place, and Carrie could form no opinion of the nature of the work. 

 

"So you want something to do," said Mr. Brown, after he inquired concerning the nature 

of her errand. "Have you ever been employed in a shoe factory before?" 

 

"No, sir," said Carrie. 

 

"What is your name?" he inquired, and being informed, "Well, I don't know as I have 

anything for you. Would you work for four and a half a week?" 

 



Carrie was too worn by defeat not to feel that it was considerable. She had not expected 

that he would offer her less than six. She acquiesced, however, and he took her name and 

address. 

 

"Well," he said, finally, "you report here at eight o'clock Monday morning. I think I can 

find something for you to do." 

 

He left her revived by the possibilities, sure that she had found something at last. 

Instantly the blood crept warmly over her body. Her nervous tension relaxed. She walked out 

into the busy street and discovered a new atmosphere. Behold, the throng was moving with a 

lightsome step. She noticed that men and women were smiling. Scraps of conversation and notes 

of laughter floated to her. The air was light. People were already pouring out of the buildings, 

their labour ended for the day. She noticed that they were pleased, and thoughts of her sister's 

home and the meal that would be awaiting her quickened her steps. She hurried on, tired perhaps, 

but no longer weary of foot. What would not Minnie say! Ah, the long winter in Chicago—the 

lights, the crowd, the amusement! This was a great, pleasing metropolis after all. Her new firm 

was a goodly institution. Its windows were of huge plate glass. She could probably do well there. 

Thoughts of Drouet returned—of the things he had told her. She now felt that life was better, that 

it was livelier, sprightlier. She boarded a car in the best of spirits, feeling her blood still flowing 

pleasantly. She would live in Chicago, her mind kept saying to itself. She would have a better 

time than she had ever had before—she would be happy. 

  



CHAPTER IV THE SPENDINGS OF FANCY: FACTS ANSWER WITH SNEERS 

For the next two days Carrie indulged in the most high-flown speculations. 

 

Her fancy plunged recklessly into privileges and amusements which would have been 

much more becoming had she been cradled a child of fortune. With ready will and quick mental 

selection she scattered her meagre four-fifty per week with a swift and graceful hand. Indeed, as 

she sat in her rocking-chair these several evenings before going to bed and looked out upon the 

pleasantly lighted street, this money cleared for its prospective possessor the way to every joy 

and every bauble which the heart of woman may desire. "I will have a fine time," she thought. 

 

Her sister Minnie knew nothing of these rather wild cerebrations, though they exhausted 

the markets of delight. She was too busy scrubbing the kitchen wood-work and calculating the 

purchasing power of eighty cents for Sunday's dinner. When Carrie had returned home, flushed 

with her first success and ready, for all her weariness, to discuss the now interesting events 

which led up to her achievement, the former had merely smiled approvingly and inquired 

whether she would have to spend any of it for car fare. This consideration had not entered in 

before, and it did not now for long affect the glow of Carrie's enthusiasm. Disposed as she then 

was to calculate upon that vague basis which allows the subtraction of one sum from another 

without any perceptible diminution, she was happy. 

 

When Hanson came home at seven o'clock, he was inclined to be a little crusty—his 

usual demeanour before supper. This never showed so much in anything he said as in a certain 

solemnity of countenance and the silent manner in which he slopped about. He had a pair of 

yellow carpet slippers which he enjoyed wearing, and these he would immediately substitute for 

his solid pair of shoes. This, and washing his face with the aid of common washing soap until it 

glowed a shiny red, constituted his only preparation for his evening meal. He would then get his 

evening paper and read in silence. 

 

For a young man, this was rather a morbid turn of character, and so affected Carrie. 

Indeed, it affected the entire atmosphere of the flat, as such things are inclined to do, and gave to 

his wife's mind its subdued and tactful turn, anxious to avoid taciturn replies. Under the influence 

of Carrie's announcement he brightened up somewhat. 

 

"You didn't lose any time, did you?" he remarked, smiling a little. 

 

"No," returned Carrie with a touch of pride. 

 

He asked her one or two more questions and then turned to play with the baby, leaving 

the subject until it was brought up again by Minnie at the table. 

 

Carrie, however, was not to be reduced to the common level of observation which 

prevailed in the flat. 



 

"It seems to be such a large company," she said, at one place. "Great big plate-glass 

windows and lots of clerks. The man I saw said they hired ever so many people." 

 

"It's not very hard to get work now," put in Hanson, "if you look right." 

 

Minnie, under the warming influence of Carrie's good spirits and her husband's somewhat 

conversational mood, began to tell Carrie of some of the well-known things to see—things the 

enjoyment of which cost nothing. 

 

"You'd like to see Michigan Avenue. There are such fine houses. It is such a fine street." 

 

"Where is 'H. R. Jacob's'?" interrupted Carrie, mentioning one of the theatres devoted to 

melodrama which went by that name at the time. 

 

"Oh, it's not very far from here," answered Minnie. "It's in Halstead Street, right up here." 

 

"How I'd like to go there. I crossed Halstead Street to-day, didn't I?" 

 

At this there was a slight halt in the natural reply. Thoughts are a strangely permeating 

factor. At her suggestion of going to the theatre, the unspoken shade of disapproval to the doing 

of those things which involved the expenditure of money—shades of feeling which arose in the 

mind of Hanson and then in Minnie—slightly affected the atmosphere of the table. Minnie 

answered "yes," but Carrie could feel that going to the theatre was poorly advocated here. The 

subject was put off for a little while until Hanson, through with his meal, took his paper and went 

into the front room. 

 

When they were alone, the two sisters began a somewhat freer conversation, Carrie 

interrupting it to hum a little, as they worked at the dishes. 

 

"I should like to walk up and see Halstead Street, if it isn't too far," said Carrie, after a 

time. "Why don't we go to the theatre to-night?" 

 

"Oh, I don't think Sven would want to go to-night," returned Minnie. "He has to get up so 

early." 

 

"He wouldn't mind—he'd enjoy it," said Carrie. 

 

"No, he doesn't go very often," returned Minnie. 

 

"Well, I'd like to go," rejoined Carrie. "Let's you and me go." 

 



Minnie pondered a while, not upon whether she could or would go—for that point was 

already negatively settled with her—but upon some means of diverting the thoughts of her sister 

to some other topic. 

 

"We'll go some other time," she said at last, finding no ready means of escape. 

 

Carrie sensed the root of the opposition at once. 

 

"I have some money," she said. "You go with me." 

 

Minnie shook her head. 

 

"He could go along," said Carrie. 

 

"No," returned Minnie softly, and rattling the dishes to drown the conversation. "He 

wouldn't." 

 

It had been several years since Minnie had seen Carrie, and in that time the latter's 

character had developed a few shades. Naturally timid in all things that related to her own 

advancement, and especially so when without power or resource, her craving for pleasure was so 

strong that it was the one stay of her nature. She would speak for that when silent on all else. 

 

"Ask him," she pleaded softly. 

 

Minnie was thinking of the resource which Carrie's board would add. It would pay the 

rent and would make the subject of expenditure a little less difficult to talk about with her 

husband. But if Carrie was going to think of running around in the beginning there would be a 

hitch somewhere. Unless Carrie submitted to a solemn round of industry and saw the need of 

hard work without longing for play, how was her coming to the city to profit them? These 

thoughts were not those of a cold, hard nature at all. They were the serious reflections of a mind 

which invariably adjusted itself, without much complaining, to such surroundings as its industry 

could make for it. 

 

At last she yielded enough to ask Hanson. It was a half-hearted procedure without a shade 

of desire on her part. 

 

"Carrie wants us to go to the theatre," she said, looking in upon her husband. Hanson 

looked up from his paper, and they exchanged a mild look, which said as plainly as anything: 

"This isn't what we expected." 

 

"I don't care to go," he returned. "What does she want to see?" 

 

"H. R. Jacob's," said Minnie. 



 

He looked down at his paper and shook his head negatively. 

 

When Carrie saw how they looked upon her proposition, she gained a still clearer feeling 

of their way of life. It weighed on her, but took no definite form of opposition. 

 

"I think I'll go down and stand at the foot of the stairs," she said, after a time. 

 

Minnie made no objection to this, and Carrie put on her hat and went below. 

 

"Where has Carrie gone?" asked Hanson, coming back into the dining-room when he 

heard the door close. 

 

"She said she was going down to the foot of the stairs," answered Minnie. "I guess she 

just wants to look out a while." 

 

"She oughtn't to be thinking about spending her money on theatres already, do you 

think?" he said. 

 

"She just feels a little curious, I guess," ventured Minnie. "Everything is so new." 

 

"I don't know," said Hanson, and went over to the baby, his forehead slightly wrinkled. 

 

He was thinking of a full career of vanity and wastefulness which a young girl might 

indulge in, and wondering how Carrie could contemplate such a course when she had so little, as 

yet, with which to do. 

 

On Saturday Carrie went out by herself—first toward the river, which interested her, and 

then back along Jackson Street, which was then lined by the pretty houses and fine lawns which 

subsequently caused it to be made into a boulevard. She was struck with the evidences of wealth, 

although there was, perhaps, not a person on the street worth more than a hundred thousand 

dollars. She was glad to be out of the flat, because already she felt that it was a narrow, humdrum 

place, and that interest and joy lay elsewhere. Her thoughts now were of a more liberal character, 

and she punctuated them with speculations as to the whereabouts of Drouet. She was not sure but 

that he might call anyhow Monday night, and, while she felt a little disturbed at the possibility, 

there was, nevertheless, just the shade of a wish that he would. 

 

On Monday she arose early and prepared to go to work. She dressed herself in a worn 

shirt-waist of dotted blue percale, a skirt of light-brown serge rather faded, and a small straw hat 

which she had worn all summer at Columbia City. Her shoes were old, and her necktie was in 

that crumpled, flattened state which time and much wearing impart. She made a very average 

looking shop-girl with the exception of her features. These were slightly more even than 

common, and gave her a sweet, reserved, and pleasing appearance. 



 

It is no easy thing to get up early in the morning when one is used to sleeping until seven 

and eight, as Carrie had been at home. She gained some inkling of the character of Hanson's life 

when, half asleep, she looked out into the dining-room at six o'clock and saw him silently 

finishing his breakfast. By the time she was dressed he was gone, and she, Minnie, and the baby 

ate together, the latter being just old enough to sit in a high chair and disturb the dishes with a 

spoon. Her spirits were greatly subdued now when the fact of entering upon strange and untried 

duties confronted her. Only the ashes of all her fine fancies were remaining—ashes still 

concealing, nevertheless, a few red embers of hope. So subdued was she by her weakening 

nerves, that she ate quite in silence, going over imaginary conceptions of the character of the 

shoe company, the nature of the work, her employer's attitude. She was vaguely feeling that she 

would come in contact with the great owners, that her work would be where grave, stylishly 

dressed men occasionally look on. 

 

"Well, good luck," said Minnie, when she was ready to go. They had agreed it was best to 

walk, that morning at least, to see if she could do it every day—sixty cents a week for car fare 

being quite an item under the circumstances. 

 

"I'll tell you how it goes to-night," said Carrie. 

 

Once in the sunlit street, with labourers tramping by in either direction, the horse-cars 

passing crowded to the rails with the small clerks and floor help in the great wholesale houses, 

and men and women generally coming out of doors and passing about the neighbourhood, Carrie 

felt slightly reassured. In the sunshine of the morning, beneath the wide, blue heavens, with a 

fresh wind astir, what fears, except the most desperate, can find a harbourage? In the night, or the 

gloomy chambers of the day, fears and misgivings wax strong, but out in the sunlight there is, for 

a time, cessation even of the terror of death. 

 

Carrie went straight forward until she crossed the river, and then turned into Fifth 

Avenue. The thoroughfare, in this part, was like a walled cañon of brown stone and dark red 

brick. The big windows looked shiny and clean. Trucks were rumbling in increasing numbers; 

men and women, girls and boys were moving onward in all directions. She met girls of her own 

age, who looked at her as if with contempt for her diffidence. She wondered at the magnitude of 

this life and at the importance of knowing much in order to do anything in it at all. Dread at her 

own inefficiency crept upon her. She would not know how, she would not be quick enough. Had 

not all the other places refused her because she did not know something or other? She would be 

scolded, abused, ignominiously discharged. 

 

It was with weak knees and a slight catch in her breathing that she came up to the great 

shoe company at Adams and Fifth Avenue and entered the elevator. When she stepped out on the 

fourth floor there was no one at hand, only great aisles of boxes piled to the ceiling. She stood, 

very much frightened, awaiting some one. 

 



Presently Mr. Brown came up. He did not seem to recognise her. 

 

"What is it you want?" he inquired. 

 

Carrie's heart sank. 

 

"You said I should come this morning to see about work——" 

 

"Oh," he interrupted. "Um—yes. What is your name?" 

 

"Carrie Meeber." 

 

"Yes," said he. "You come with me." 

 

He led the way through dark, box-lined aisles which had the smell of new shoes, until 

they came to an iron door which opened into the factory proper. There was a large, low-ceiled 

room, with clacking, rattling machines at which men in white shirt sleeves and blue gingham 

aprons were working. She followed him diffidently through the clattering automatons, keeping 

her eyes straight before her, and flushing slightly. They crossed to a far corner and took an 

elevator to the sixth floor. Out of the array of machines and benches, Mr. Brown signalled a 

foreman. 

 

"This is the girl," he said, and turning to Carrie, "You go with him." He then returned, 

and Carrie followed her new superior to a little desk in a corner, which he used as a kind of 

official centre. 

 

"You've never worked at anything like this before, have you?" he questioned, rather 

sternly. 

 

"No, sir," she answered. 

 

He seemed rather annoyed at having to bother with such help, but put down her name and 

then led her across to where a line of girls occupied stools in front of clacking machines. On the 

shoulder of one of the girls who was punching eye-holes in one piece of the upper, by the aid of 

the machine, he put his hand. 

 

"You," he said, "show this girl how to do what you're doing. When you get through, 

come to me." 

 

The girl so addressed rose promptly and gave Carrie her place. 

 

"It isn't hard to do," she said, bending over. "You just take this so, fasten it with this 

clamp, and start the machine." 



 

She suited action to word, fastened the piece of leather, which was eventually to form the 

right half of the upper of a man's shoe, by little adjustable clamps, and pushed a small steel rod at 

the side of the machine. The latter jumped to the task of punching, with sharp, snapping clicks, 

cutting circular bits of leather out of the side of the upper, leaving the holes which were to hold 

the laces. After observing a few times, the girl let her work at it alone. Seeing that it was fairly 

well done, she went away. 

 

The pieces of leather came from the girl at the machine to her right, and were passed on 

to the girl at her left. Carrie saw at once that an average speed was necessary or the work would 

pile up on her and all those below would be delayed. She had no time to look about, and bent 

anxiously to her task. The girls at her left and right realised her predicament and feelings, and, in 

a way, tried to aid her, as much as they dared, by working slower. 

 

At this task she laboured incessantly for some time, finding relief from her own nervous 

fears and imaginings in the humdrum, mechanical movement of the machine. She felt, as the 

minutes passed, that the room was not very light. It had a thick odour of fresh leather, but that 

did not worry her. She felt the eyes of the other help upon her, and troubled lest she was not 

working fast enough. 

 

Once, when she was fumbling at the little clamp, having made a slight error in setting in 

the leather, a great hand appeared before her eyes and fastened the clamp for her. It was the 

foreman. Her heart thumped so that she could scarcely see to go on. 

 

"Start your machine," he said, "start your machine. Don't keep the line waiting." 

 

This recovered her sufficiently and she went excitedly on, hardly breathing until the 

shadow moved away from behind her. Then she heaved a great breath. 

 

As the morning wore on the room became hotter. She felt the need of a breath of fresh air 

and a drink of water, but did not venture to stir. The stool she sat on was without a back or foot-

rest, and she began to feel uncomfortable. She found, after a time, that her back was beginning to 

ache. She twisted and turned from one position to another slightly different, but it did not ease 

her for long. She was beginning to weary. 

 

"Stand up, why don't you?" said the girl at her right, without any form of introduction. 

"They won't care." 

 

Carrie looked at her gratefully. "I guess I will," she said. 

 

She stood up from her stool and worked that way for a while, but it was a more difficult 

position. Her neck and shoulders ached in bending over. 

 



The spirit of the place impressed itself on her in a rough way. She did not venture to look 

around, but above the clack of the machine she could hear an occasional remark. She could also 

note a thing or two out of the side of her eye. 

 

"Did you see Harry last night?" said the girl at her left, addressing her neighbour. 

 

"No." 

 

"You ought to have seen the tie he had on. Gee, but he was a mark." 

 

"S-s-t," said the other girl, bending over her work. The first, silenced, instantly assumed a 

solemn face. The foreman passed slowly along, eyeing each worker distinctly. The moment he 

was gone, the conversation was resumed again. 

 

"Say," began the girl at her left, "what jeh think he said?" 

 

"I don't know." 

 

"He said he saw us with Eddie Harris at Martin's last night." 

 

"No!" They both giggled. 

 

A youth with tan-coloured hair, that needed clipping very badly, came shuffling along 

between the machines, bearing a basket of leather findings under his left arm, and pressed 

against his stomach. When near Carrie, he stretched out his right hand and gripped one girl under 

the arm. 

 

"Aw, let me go," she exclaimed angrily. "Duffer." 

 

He only grinned broadly in return. 

 

"Rubber!" he called back as she looked after him. There was nothing of the gallant in 

him. 

 

Carrie at last could scarcely sit still. Her legs began to tire and she wanted to get up and 

stretch. Would noon never come? It seemed as if she had worked an entire day. She was not 

hungry at all, but weak, and her eyes were tired, straining at the one point where the eye-punch 

came down. The girl at the right noticed her squirmings and felt sorry for her. She was 

concentrating herself too thoroughly—what she did really required less mental and physical 

strain. There was nothing to be done, however. The halves of the uppers came piling steadily 

down. Her hands began to ache at the wrists and then in the fingers, and towards the last she 

seemed one mass of dull, complaining muscles, fixed in an eternal position and performing a 

single mechanical movement which became more and more distasteful, until at last it was 



absolutely nauseating. When she was wondering whether the strain would ever cease, a dull-

sounding bell clanged somewhere down an elevator shaft, and the end came. In an instant there 

was a buzz of action and conversation. All the girls instantly left their stools and hurried away in 

an adjoining room, men passed through, coming from some department which opened on the 

right. The whirling wheels began to sing in a steadily modifying key, until at last they died away 

in a low buzz. There was an audible stillness, in which the common voice sounded strange. 

 

Carrie got up and sought her lunch box. She was stiff, a little dizzy, and very thirsty. On 

the way to the small space portioned off by wood, where all the wraps and lunches were kept, 

she encountered the foreman, who stared at her hard. 

 

"Well," he said, "did you get along all right?" 

 

"I think so," she replied, very respectfully. 

 

"Um," he replied, for want of something better, and walked on. 

 

Under better material conditions, this kind of work would not have been so bad, but the 

new socialism which involves pleasant working conditions for employees had not then taken 

hold upon manufacturing companies. 

 

The place smelled of the oil of the machines and the new leather—a combination which, 

added to the stale odours of the building, was not pleasant even in cold weather. The floor, 

though regularly swept every evening, presented a littered surface. Not the slightest provision 

had been made for the comfort of the employees, the idea being that something was gained by 

giving them as little and making the work as hard and unremunerative as possible. What we 

know of foot-rests, swivel-back chairs, dining-rooms for the girls, clean aprons and curling irons 

supplied free, and a decent cloak room, were unthought of. The washrooms were disagreeable, 

crude, if not foul places, and the whole atmosphere was sordid. 

 

Carrie looked about her, after she had drunk a tinful of water from a bucket in one corner, 

for a place to sit and eat. The other girls had ranged themselves about the windows or the work-

benches of those of the men who had gone out. She saw no place which did not hold a couple or 

a group of girls, and being too timid to think of intruding herself, she sought out her machine 

and, seated upon her stool, opened her lunch on her lap. There she sat listening to the chatter and 

comment about her. It was, for the most part, silly and graced by the current slang. Several of the 

men in the room exchanged compliments with the girls at long range. 

 

"Say, Kitty," called one to a girl who was doing a waltz step in a few feet of space near 

one of the windows, "are you going to the ball with me?" 

 

"Look out, Kitty," called another, "you'll jar your back hair." 

 



"Go on, Rubber," was her only comment. 

 

As Carrie listened to this and much more of similar familiar badinage among the men and 

girls, she instinctively withdrew into herself. She was not used to this type, and felt that there 

was something hard and low about it all. She feared that the young boys about would address 

such remarks to her—boys who, beside Drouet, seemed uncouth and ridiculous. She made the 

average feminine distinction between clothes, putting worth, goodness, and distinction in a dress 

suit, and leaving all the unlovely qualities and those beneath notice in overalls and jumper. 

 

She was glad when the short half hour was over and the wheels began to whirr again. 

Though wearied, she would be inconspicuous. This illusion ended when another young man 

passed along the aisle and poked her indifferently in the ribs with his thumb. She turned about, 

indignation leaping to her eyes, but he had gone on and only once turned to grin. She found it 

difficult to conquer an inclination to cry. 

 

The girl next her noticed her state of mind. "Don't you mind," she said. "He's too fresh." 

 

Carrie said nothing, but bent over her work. She felt as though she could hardly endure 

such a life. Her idea of work had been so entirely different. All during the long afternoon she 

thought of the city outside and its imposing show, crowds, and fine buildings. Columbia City and 

the better side of her home life came back. By three o'clock she was sure it must be six, and by 

four it seemed as if they had forgotten to note the hour and were letting all work overtime. The 

foreman became a true ogre, prowling constantly about, keeping her tied down to her miserable 

task. What she heard of the conversation about her only made her feel sure that she did not want 

to make friends with any of these. When six o'clock came she hurried eagerly away, her arms 

aching and her limbs stiff from sitting in one position. 

 

As she passed out along the hall after getting her hat, a young machine hand, attracted by 

her looks, made bold to jest with her. 

 

"Say, Maggie," he called, "if you wait, I'll walk with you." 

 

It was thrown so straight in her direction that she knew who was meant, but never turned 

to look. 

 

In the crowded elevator, another dusty, toil-stained youth tried to make an impression on 

her by leering in her face. 

 

One young man, waiting on the walk outside for the appearance of another, grinned at her 

as she passed. 

 

"Ain't going my way, are you?" he called jocosely. 

 



Carrie turned her face to the west with a subdued heart. As she turned the corner, she saw 

through the great shiny window the small desk at which she had applied. There were the crowds, 

hurrying with the same buzz and energy-yielding enthusiasm. She felt a slight relief, but it was 

only at her escape. She felt ashamed in the face of better dressed girls who went by. She felt as 

though she should be better served, and her heart revolted. 

  



CHAPTER V A GLITTERING NIGHT FLOWER: THE USE OF A NAME 

Drouet did not call that evening. After receiving the letter, he had laid aside all thought of 

Carrie for the time being and was floating around having what he considered a gay time. On this 

particular evening he dined at "Rector's," a restaurant of some local fame, which occupied a 

basement at Clark and Monroe Streets. Thereafter he visited the resort of Fitzgerald and Moy's in 

Adams Street, opposite the imposing Federal Building. There he leaned over the splendid bar and 

swallowed a glass of plain whiskey and purchased a couple of cigars, one of which he lighted. 

This to him represented in part high life—a fair sample of what the whole must be. 

 

Drouet was not a drinker in excess. He was not a moneyed man. He only craved the best, 

as his mind conceived it, and such doings seemed to him a part of the best. Rector's, with its 

polished marble walls and floor, its profusion of lights, its show of china and silverware, and, 

above all, its reputation as a resort for actors and professional men, seemed to him the proper 

place for a successful man to go. He loved fine clothes, good eating, and particularly the 

company and acquaintanceship of successful men. When dining, it was a source of keen 

satisfaction to him to know that Joseph Jefferson was wont to come to this same place, or that 

Henry E. Dixie, a well-known performer of the day, was then only a few tables off. At Rector's 

he could always obtain this satisfaction, for there one could encounter politicians, brokers, 

actors, some rich young "rounders" of the town, all eating and drinking amid a buzz of popular 

commonplace conversation. 

 

"That's So-and-so over there," was a common remark of these gentlemen among 

themselves, particularly among those who had not yet reached, but hoped to do so, the dazzling 

height which money to dine here lavishly represented. 

 

"You don't say so," would be the reply. 

 

"Why, yes, didn't you know that? Why, he's manager of the Grand Opera House." 

 

When these things would fall upon Drouet's ears, he would straighten himself a little 

more stiffly and eat with solid comfort. If he had any vanity, this augmented it, and if he had any 

ambition, this stirred it. He would be able to flash a roll of greenbacks too some day. As it was, 

he could eat where they did. 

 

His preference for Fitzgerald and Moy's Adams Street place was another yard off the 

same cloth. This was really a gorgeous saloon from a Chicago standpoint. Like Rector's, it was 

also ornamented with a blaze of incandescent lights, held in handsome chandeliers. The floors 

were of brightly coloured tiles, the walls a composition of rich, dark, polished wood, which 

reflected the light, and coloured stucco-work, which gave the place a very sumptuous 

appearance. The long bar was a blaze of lights, polished wood-work, coloured and cut glassware, 

and many fancy bottles. It was a truly swell saloon, with rich screens, fancy wines, and a line of 

bar goods unsurpassed in the country. 



 

At Rector's, Drouet had met Mr. G. W. Hurstwood, manager of Fitzgerald and Moy's. He 

had been pointed out as a very successful and well-known man about town. Hurstwood looked 

the part, for, besides being slightly under forty, he had a good, stout constitution, an active 

manner, and a solid, substantial air, which was composed in part of his fine clothes, his clean 

linen, his jewels, and, above all, his own sense of his importance. Drouet immediately conceived 

a notion of him as being some one worth knowing, and was glad not only to meet him, but to 

visit the Adams Street bar thereafter whenever he wanted a drink or a cigar. 

 

Hurstwood was an interesting character after his kind. He was shrewd and clever in many 

little things, and capable of creating a good impression. His managerial position was fairly 

important—a kind of stewardship which was imposing, but lacked financial control. He had risen 

by perseverance and industry, through long years of service, from the position of barkeeper in a 

commonplace saloon to his present altitude. He had a little office in the place, set off in polished 

cherry and grill-work, where he kept, in a roll-top desk, the rather simple accounts of the place—

supplies ordered and needed. The chief executive and financial functions devolved upon the 

owners—Messrs. Fitzgerald and Moy—and upon a cashier who looked after the money taken in. 

 

For the most part he lounged about, dressed in excellent tailored suits of imported goods, 

a solitaire ring, a fine blue diamond in his tie, a striking vest of some new pattern, and a watch-

chain of solid gold, which held a charm of rich design, and a watch of the latest make and 

engraving. He knew by name, and could greet personally with a "Well, old fellow," hundreds of 

actors, merchants, politicians, and the general run of successful characters about town, and it was 

part of his success to do so. He had a finely graduated scale of informality and friendship, which 

improved from the "How do you do?" addressed to the fifteen-dollar-a-week clerks and office 

attachés, who, by long frequenting of the place, became aware of his position, to the "Why, old 

man, how are you?" which he addressed to those noted or rich individuals who knew him and 

were inclined to be friendly. There was a class, however, too rich, too famous, or too successful, 

with whom he could not attempt any familiarity of address, and with these he was professionally 

tactful, assuming a grave and dignified attitude, paying them the deference which would win 

their good feeling without in the least compromising his own bearing and opinions. There were, 

in the last place, a few good followers, neither rich nor poor, famous, nor yet remarkably 

successful, with whom he was friendly on the score of good-fellowship. These were the kind of 

men with whom he would converse longest and most seriously. He loved to go out and have a 

good time once in a while—to go to the races, the theatres, the sporting entertainments at some 

of the clubs. He kept a horse and neat trap, had his wife and two children, who were well 

established in a neat house on the North Side near Lincoln Park, and was altogether a very 

acceptable individual of our great American upper class—the first grade below the luxuriously 

rich. 

 

Hurstwood liked Drouet. The latter's genial nature and dressy appearance pleased him. 

He knew that Drouet was only a travelling salesman—and not one of many years at that—but the 

firm of Bartlett, Caryoe & Company was a large and prosperous house, and Drouet stood well. 



Hurstwood knew Caryoe quite well, having drunk a glass now and then with him, in company 

with several others, when the conversation was general. Drouet had what was a help in his 

business, a moderate sense of humour, and could tell a good story when the occasion required. 

He could talk races with Hurstwood, tell interesting incidents concerning himself and his 

experiences with women, and report the state of trade in the cities which he visited, and so 

managed to make himself almost invariably agreeable. To-night he was particularly so, since his 

report to the company had been favourably commented upon, his new samples had been 

satisfactorily selected, and his trip marked out for the next six weeks. 

 

"Why, hello, Charlie, old man," said Hurstwood, as Drouet came in that evening about 

eight o'clock. "How goes it?" The room was crowded. 

 

Drouet shook hands, beaming good nature, and they strolled towards the bar. 

 

"Oh, all right." 

 

"I haven't seen you in six weeks. When did you get in?" 

 

"Friday," said Drouet. "Had a fine trip." 

 

"Glad of it," said Hurstwood, his black eyes lit with a warmth which half displaced the 

cold make-believe that usually dwelt in them. "What are you going to take?" he added, as the 

barkeeper, in snowy jacket and tie, leaned toward them from behind the bar. 

 

"Old Pepper," said Drouet. 

 

"A little of the same for me," put in Hurstwood. 

 

"How long are you in town this time?" inquired Hurstwood. 

 

"Only until Wednesday. I'm going up to St. Paul." 

 

"George Evans was in here Saturday and said he saw you in Milwaukee last week." 

 

"Yes, I saw George," returned Drouet. "Great old boy, isn't he? We had quite a time there 

together." 

 

The barkeeper was setting out the glasses and bottle before them, and they now poured 

out the draught as they talked, Drouet filling his to within a third of full, as was considered 

proper, and Hurstwood taking the barest suggestion of whiskey and modifying it with seltzer. 

 

"What's become of Caryoe?" remarked Hurstwood. "I haven't seen him around here in 

two weeks." 



 

"Laid up, they say," exclaimed Drouet. "Say, he's a gouty old boy!" 

 

"Made a lot of money in his time, though, hasn't he?" 

 

"Yes, wads of it," returned Drouet. "He won't live much longer. Barely comes down to 

the office now." 

 

"Just one boy, hasn't he?" asked Hurstwood. 

 

"Yes, and a swift-pacer," laughed Drouet. 

 

"I guess he can't hurt the business very much, though, with the other members all there." 

 

"No, he can't injure that any, I guess." 

 

Hurstwood was standing, his coat open, his thumbs in his pockets, the light on his jewels 

and rings relieving them with agreeable distinctness. He was the picture of fastidious comfort. 

 

To one not inclined to drink, and gifted with a more serious turn of mind, such a 

bubbling, chattering, glittering chamber must ever seem an anomaly, a strange commentary on 

nature and life. Here come the moths, in endless procession, to bask in the light of the flame. 

Such conversation as one may hear would not warrant a commendation of the scene upon 

intellectual grounds. It seems plain that schemers would choose more sequestered quarters to 

arrange their plans, that politicians would not gather here in company to discuss anything save 

formalities, where the sharp-eared may hear, and it would scarcely be justified on the score of 

thirst, for the majority of those who frequent these more gorgeous places have no craving for 

liquor. Nevertheless, the fact that here men gather, here chatter, here love to pass and rub elbows, 

must be explained upon some grounds. It must be that a strange bundle of passions and vague 

desires give rise to such a curious social institution or it would not be. 

 

Drouet, for one, was lured as much by his longing for pleasure as by his desire to shine 

among his betters. The many friends he met here dropped in because they craved, without, 

perhaps, consciously analysing it, the company, the glow, the atmosphere which they found. One 

might take it, after all, as an augur of the better social order, for the things which they satisfied 

here, though sensory, were not evil. No evil could come out of the contemplation of an 

expensively decorated chamber. The worst effect of such a thing would be, perhaps, to stir up in 

the material-minded an ambition to arrange their lives upon a similarly splendid basis. In the last 

analysis, that would scarcely be called the fault of the decorations, but rather of the innate trend 

of the mind. That such a scene might stir the less expensively dressed to emulate the more 

expensively dressed could scarcely be laid at the door of anything save the false ambition of the 

minds of those so affected. Remove the element so thoroughly and solely complained of—

liquor—and there would not be one to gainsay the qualities of beauty and enthusiasm which 



would remain. The pleased eye with which our modern restaurants of fashion are looked upon is 

proof of this assertion. 

 

Yet, here is the fact of the lighted chamber, the dressy, greedy company, the small, self-

interested palaver, the disorganized, aimless, wandering mental action which it represents—the 

love of light and show and finery which, to one outside, under the serene light of the eternal 

stars, must seem a strange and shiny thing. Under the stars and sweeping night winds, what a 

lamp-flower it must bloom; a strange, glittering night-flower, odour-yielding, insect-drawing, 

insect-infested rose of pleasure. 

 

"See that fellow coming in there?" said Hurstwood, glancing at a gentleman just entering, 

arrayed in a high hat and Prince Albert coat, his fat cheeks puffed and red as with good eating. 

 

"No, where?" said Drouet. 

 

"There," said Hurstwood, indicating the direction by a cast of his eye, "the man with the 

silk hat." 

 

"Oh, yes," said Drouet, now affecting not to see. "Who is he?" 

 

"That's Jules Wallace, the spiritualist." 

 

Drouet followed him with his eyes, much interested. 

 

"Doesn't look much like a man who sees spirits, does he?" said Drouet. 

 

"Oh, I don't know," returned Hurstwood. "He's got the money, all right," and a little 

twinkle passed over his eyes. 

 

"I don't go much on those things, do you?" asked Drouet. 

 

"Well, you never can tell," said Hurstwood. "There may be something to it. I wouldn't 

bother about it myself, though. By the way," he added, "are you going anywhere to-night?" 

 

"'The Hole in the Ground,'" said Drouet, mentioning the popular farce of the time. 

 

"Well, you'd better be going. It's half after eight already," and he drew out his watch. 

 

The crowd was already thinning out considerably—some bound for the theatres, some to 

their clubs, and some to that most fascinating of all the pleasures—for the type of man there 

represented, at least—the ladies. 

 

"Yes, I will," said Drouet. 



 

"Come around after the show. I have something I want to show you," said Hurstwood. 

 

"Sure," said Drouet, elated. 

 

"You haven't anything on hand for the night, have you?" added Hurstwood. 

 

"Not a thing." 

 

"Well, come round, then." 

 

"I struck a little peach coming in on the train Friday," remarked Drouet, by way of 

parting. "By George, that's so, I must go and call on her before I go away." 

 

"Oh, never mind her," Hurstwood remarked. 

 

"Say, she was a little dandy, I tell you," went on Drouet confidentially, and trying to 

impress his friend. 

 

"Twelve o'clock," said Hurstwood. 

 

"That's right," said Drouet, going out. 

 

Thus was Carrie's name bandied about in the most frivolous and gay of places, and that 

also when the little toiler was bemoaning her narrow lot, which was almost inseparable from the 

early stages of this, her unfolding fate. 

  



CHAPTER VI THE MACHINE AND THE MAIDEN: A KNIGHT OF TO-DAY 

At the flat that evening Carrie felt a new phase of its atmosphere. The fact that it was 

unchanged, while her feelings were different, increased her knowledge of its character. Minnie, 

after the good spirits Carrie manifested at first, expected a fair report. Hanson supposed that 

Carrie would be satisfied. 

 

"Well," he said, as he came in from the hall in his working clothes, and looked at Carrie 

through the dining-room door, "how did you make out?" 

 

"Oh," said Carrie, "it's pretty hard. I don't like it." 

 

There was an air about her which showed plainer than any words that she was both weary 

and disappointed. 

 

"What sort of work is it?" he asked, lingering a moment as he turned upon his heel to go 

into the bathroom. 

 

"Running a machine," answered Carrie. 

 

It was very evident that it did not concern him much, save from the side of the flat's 

success. He was irritated a shade because it could not have come about in the throw of fortune 

for Carrie to be pleased. 

 

Minnie worked with less elation than she had just before Carrie arrived. The sizzle of the 

meat frying did not sound quite so pleasing now that Carrie had reported her discontent. To 

Carrie, the one relief of the whole day would have been a jolly home, a sympathetic reception, a 

bright supper table, and some one to say: "Oh, well, stand it a little while. You will get 

something better," but now this was ashes. She began to see that they looked upon her complaint 

as unwarranted, and that she was supposed to work on and say nothing. She knew that she was to 

pay four dollars for her board and room, and now she felt that it would be an exceedingly 

gloomy round, living with these people. 

 

Minnie was no companion for her sister—she was too old. Her thoughts were staid and 

solemnly adapted to a condition. If Hanson had any pleasant thoughts or happy feelings he 

concealed them. He seemed to do all his mental operations without the aid of physical 

expression. He was as still as a deserted chamber. Carrie, on the other hand, had the blood of 

youth and some imagination. Her day of love and the mysteries of courtship were still ahead. She 

could think of things she would like to do, of clothes she would like to wear, and of places she 

would like to visit. These were the things upon which her mind ran, and it was like meeting with 

opposition at every turn to find no one here to call forth or respond to her feelings. 

 



She had forgotten, in considering and explaining the result of her day, that Drouet might 

come. Now, when she saw how unreceptive these two people were, she hoped he would not. She 

did not know exactly what she would do or how she would explain to Drouet, if he came. After 

supper she changed her clothes. When she was trimly dressed she was rather a sweet little being, 

with large eyes and a sad mouth. Her face expressed the mingled expectancy, dissatisfaction, and 

depression she felt. She wandered about after the dishes were put away, talked a little with 

Minnie, and then decided to go down and stand in the door at the foot of the stairs. If Drouet 

came, she could meet him there. Her face took on the semblance of a look of happiness as she 

put on her hat to go below. 

 

"Carrie doesn't seem to like her place very well," said Minnie to her husband when the 

latter came out, paper in hand, to sit in the dining-room a few minutes. 

 

"She ought to keep it for a time, anyhow," said Hanson. "Has she gone downstairs?" 

 

"Yes," said Minnie. 

 

"I'd tell her to keep it if I were you. She might be here weeks without getting another 

one." 

 

Minnie said she would, and Hanson read his paper. 

 

"If I were you," he said a little later, "I wouldn't let her stand in the door down there. It 

don't look good." 

 

"I'll tell her," said Minnie. 

 

The life of the streets continued for a long time to interest Carrie. She never wearied of 

wondering where the people in the cars were going or what their enjoyments were. Her 

imagination trod a very narrow round, always winding up at points which concerned money, 

looks, clothes, or enjoyment. She would have a far-off thought of Columbia City now and then, 

or an irritating rush of feeling concerning her experiences of the present day, but, on the whole, 

the little world about her enlisted her whole attention. 

 

The first floor of the building, of which Hanson's flat was the third, was occupied by a 

bakery, and to this, while she was standing there, Hanson came down to buy a loaf of bread. She 

was not aware of his presence until he was quite near her. 

 

"I'm after bread," was all he said as he passed. 

 

The contagion of thought here demonstrated itself. While Hanson really came for bread, 

the thought dwelt with him that now he would see what Carrie was doing. No sooner did he draw 

near her with that in mind than she felt it. Of course, she had no understanding of what put it into 



her head, but, nevertheless, it aroused in her the first shade of real antipathy to him. She knew 

now that she did not like him. He was suspicious. 

 

A thought will colour a world for us. The flow of Carrie's meditations had been disturbed, 

and Hanson had not long gone upstairs before she followed. She had realised with the lapse of 

the quarter hours that Drouet was not coming, and somehow she felt a little resentful, a little as if 

she had been forsaken—was not good enough. She went upstairs, where everything was silent. 

Minnie was sewing by a lamp at the table. Hanson had already turned in for the night. In her 

weariness and disappointment Carrie did no more than announce that she was going to bed. 

 

"Yes, you'd better," returned Minnie. "You've got to get up early, you know." 

 

The morning was no better. Hanson was just going out the door as Carrie came from her 

room. Minnie tried to talk with her during breakfast, but there was not much of interest which 

they could mutually discuss. As on the previous morning, Carrie walked down town, for she 

began to realise now that her four-fifty would not even allow her car fare after she paid her 

board. This seemed a miserable arrangement. But the morning light swept away the first 

misgivings of the day, as morning light is ever wont to do. 

 

At the shoe factory she put in a long day, scarcely so wearisome as the preceding, but 

considerably less novel. The head foreman, on his round, stopped by her machine. 

 

"Where did you come from?" he inquired. 

 

"Mr. Brown hired me," she replied. 

 

"Oh, he did, eh!" and then, "See that you keep things going." 

 

The machine girls impressed her even less favourably. They seemed satisfied with their 

lot, and were in a sense "common." Carrie had more imagination than they. She was not used to 

slang. Her instinct in the matter of dress was naturally better. She disliked to listen to the girl 

next to her, who was rather hardened by experience. 

 

"I'm going to quit this," she heard her remark to her neighbour. "What with the stipend 

and being up late, it's too much for me health." 

 

They were free with the fellows, young and old, about the place, and exchanged banter in 

rude phrases, which at first shocked her. She saw that she was taken to be of the same sort and 

addressed accordingly. 

 

"Hello," remarked one of the stout-wristed sole-workers to her at noon. "You're a daisy." 

He really expected to hear the common "Aw! go chase yourself!" in return, and was sufficiently 

abashed, by Carrie's silently moving away, to retreat, awkwardly grinning. 



 

That night at the flat she was even more lonely—the dull situation was becoming harder 

to endure. She could see that the Hansons seldom or never had any company. Standing at the 

street door looking out, she ventured to walk out a little way. Her easy gait and idle manner 

attracted attention of an offensive but common sort. She was slightly taken back at the overtures 

of a well-dressed man of thirty, who in passing looked at her, reduced his pace, turned back, and 

said: 

 

"Out for a little stroll, are you, this evening?" 

 

Carrie looked at him in amazement, and then summoned sufficient thought to reply: 

"Why, I don't know you," backing away as she did so. 

 

"Oh, that don't matter," said the other affably. 

 

She bandied no more words with him, but hurried away, reaching her own door quite out 

of breath. There was something in the man's look which frightened her. 

 

During the remainder of the week it was very much the same. One or two nights she 

found herself too tired to walk home, and expended car fare. She was not very strong, and sitting 

all day affected her back. She went to bed one night before Hanson. 

 

Transplantation is not always successful in the matter of flowers or maidens. It requires 

sometimes a richer soil, a better atmosphere to continue even a natural growth. It would have 

been better if her acclimatization had been more gradual—less rigid. She would have done better 

if she had not secured a position so quickly, and had seen more of the city which she constantly 

troubled to know about. 

 

On the first morning it rained she found that she had no umbrella. Minnie loaned her one 

of hers, which was worn and faded. There was the kind of vanity in Carrie that troubled at this. 

She went to one of the great department stores and bought herself one, using a dollar and a 

quarter of her small store to pay for it. 

 

"What did you do that for, Carrie?" asked Minnie, when she saw it. 

 

"Oh, I need one," said Carrie. 

 

"You foolish girl." 

 

Carrie resented this, though she did not reply. She was not going to be a common shop-

girl, she thought; they need not think it, either. 

 



On the first Saturday night Carrie paid her board, four dollars. Minnie had a quaver of 

conscience as she took it, but did not know how to explain to Hanson if she took less. That 

worthy gave up just four dollars less toward the household expenses with a smile of satisfaction. 

He contemplated increasing his Building and Loan payments. As for Carrie, she studied over the 

problem of finding clothes and amusement on fifty cents a week. She brooded over this until she 

was in a state of mental rebellion. 

 

"I'm going up the street for a walk," she said after supper. 

 

"Not alone, are you?" asked Hanson. 

 

"Yes," returned Carrie. 

 

"I wouldn't," said Minnie. 

 

"I want to see something," said Carrie, and by the tone she put into the last word they 

realised for the first time she was not pleased with them. 

 

"What's the matter with her?" asked Hanson, when she went into the front room to get her 

hat. 

 

"I don't know," said Minnie. 

 

"Well, she ought to know better than to want to go out alone." 

 

Carrie did not go very far, after all. She returned and stood in the door. The next day they 

went out to Garfield Park, but it did not please her. She did not look well enough. In the shop 

next day she heard the highly coloured reports which girls give of their trivial amusements. They 

had been happy. On several days it rained and she used up car fare. One night she got thoroughly 

soaked, going to catch the car at Van Buren Street. All that evening she sat alone in the front 

room looking out upon the street, where the lights were reflected on the wet pavements, thinking. 

She had imagination enough to be moody. 

 

On Saturday she paid another four dollars and pocketed her fifty cents in despair. The 

speaking acquaintanceship which she formed with some of the girls at the shop discovered to her 

the fact that they had more of their earnings to use for themselves than she did. They had young 

men of the kind whom she, since her experience with Drouet, felt above, who took them about. 

She came to thoroughly dislike the light-headed young fellows of the shop. Not one of them had 

a show of refinement. She saw only their workday side. 

 

There came a day when the first premonitory blast of winter swept over the city. It 

scudded the fleecy clouds in the heavens, trailed long, thin streamers of smoke from the tall 

stacks, and raced about the streets and corners in sharp and sudden puffs. Carrie now felt the 



problem of winter clothes. What was she to do? She had no winter jacket, no hat, no shoes. It 

was difficult to speak to Minnie about this, but at last she summoned the courage. 

 

"I don't know what I'm going to do about clothes," she said one evening when they were 

together. "I need a hat." 

 

Minnie looked serious. 

 

"Why don't you keep part of your money and buy yourself one?" she suggested, worried 

over the situation which the withholding of Carrie's money would create. 

 

"I'd like to for a week or so, if you don't mind," ventured Carrie. 

 

"Could you pay two dollars?" asked Minnie. 

 

Carrie readily acquiesced, glad to escape the trying situation, and liberal now that she saw 

a way out. She was elated and began figuring at once. She needed a hat first of all. How Minnie 

explained to Hanson she never knew. He said nothing at all, but there were thoughts in the air 

which left disagreeable impressions. 

 

The new arrangement might have worked if sickness had not intervened. It blew up cold 

after a rain one afternoon when Carrie was still without a jacket. She came out of the warm shop 

at six and shivered as the wind struck her. In the morning she was sneezing, and going down 

town made it worse. That day her bones ached and she felt light-headed. Towards evening she 

felt very ill, and when she reached home was not hungry. Minnie noticed her drooping actions 

and asked her about herself. 

 

"I don't know," said Carrie. "I feel real bad." 

 

She hung about the stove, suffered a chattering chill, and went to bed sick. The next 

morning she was thoroughly feverish. 

 

Minnie was truly distressed at this, but maintained a kindly demeanour. Hanson said 

perhaps she had better go back home for a while. When she got up after three days, it was taken 

for granted that her position was lost. The winter was near at hand, she had no clothes, and now 

she was out of work. 

 

"I don't know," said Carrie; "I'll go down Monday and see if I can't get something." 

 

If anything, her efforts were more poorly rewarded on this trial than the last. Her clothes 

were nothing suitable for fall wearing. Her last money she had spent for a hat. For three days she 

wandered about, utterly dispirited. The attitude of the flat was fast becoming unbearable. She 



hated to think of going back there each evening. Hanson was so cold. She knew it could not last 

much longer. Shortly she would have to give up and go home. 

 

On the fourth day she was down town all day, having borrowed ten cents for lunch from 

Minnie. She had applied in the cheapest kind of places without success. She even answered for a 

waitress in a small restaurant where she saw a card in the window, but they wanted an 

experienced girl. She moved through the thick throng of strangers, utterly subdued in spirit. 

Suddenly a hand pulled her arm and turned her about. 

 

"Well, well!" said a voice. In the first glance she beheld Drouet. He was not only rosy-

cheeked, but radiant. He was the essence of sunshine and good-humour. "Why, how are you, 

Carrie?" he said. "You're a daisy. Where have you been?" 

 

Carrie smiled under his irresistible flood of geniality. 

 

"I've been out home," she said. 

 

"Well," he said, "I saw you across the street there. I thought it was you. I was just coming 

out to your place. How are you, anyhow?" 

 

"I'm all right," said Carrie, smiling. 

 

Drouet looked her over and saw something different. 

 

"Well," he said, "I want to talk to you. You're not going anywhere in particular, are you?" 

 

"Not just now," said Carrie. 

 

"Let's go up here and have something to eat. George! but I'm glad to see you again." 

 

She felt so relieved in his radiant presence, so much looked after and cared for, that she 

assented gladly, though with the slightest air of holding back. 

 

"Well," he said, as he took her arm—and there was an exuberance of good-fellowship in 

the word which fairly warmed the cockles of her heart. 

 

They went through Monroe Street to the old Windsor dining-room, which was then a 

large, comfortable place, with an excellent cuisine and substantial service. Drouet selected a 

table close by the window, where the busy rout of the street could be seen. He loved the 

changing panorama of the street—to see and be seen as he dined. 

 

"Now," he said, getting Carrie and himself comfortably settled, "what will you have?" 

 



Carrie looked over the large bill of fare which the waiter handed her without really 

considering it. She was very hungry, and the things she saw there awakened her desires, but the 

high prices held her attention. "Half broiled spring chicken—seventy-five. Sirloin steak with 

mushrooms—one twenty-five." She had dimly heard of these things, but it seemed strange to be 

called to order from the list. 

 

"I'll fix this," exclaimed Drouet. "Sst! waiter." 

 

That officer of the board, a full-chested, round-faced negro, approached, and inclined his 

ear. 

 

"Sirloin with mushrooms," said Drouet. "Stuffed tomatoes." 

 

"Yassah," assented the negro, nodding his head. 

 

"Hashed brown potatoes." 

 

"Yassah." 

 

"Asparagus." 

 

"Yassah." 

 

"And a pot of coffee." 

 

Drouet turned to Carrie. "I haven't had a thing since breakfast. Just got in from Rock 

Island. I was going off to dine when I saw you." 

 

Carrie smiled and smiled. 

 

"What have you been doing?" he went on. "Tell me all about yourself. How is your 

sister?" 

 

"She's well," returned Carrie, answering the last query. 

 

He looked at her hard. 

 

"Say," he said, "you haven't been sick, have you?" 

 

Carrie nodded. 

 

"Well, now, that's a blooming shame, isn't it? You don't look very well. I thought you 

looked a little pale. What have you been doing?" 



 

"Working," said Carrie. 

 

"You don't say so! At what?" 

 

She told him. 

 

"Rhodes, Morgenthau and Scott—why, I know that house. Over here on Fifth Avenue, 

isn't it? They're a close-fisted concern. What made you go there?" 

 

"I couldn't get anything else," said Carrie frankly. 

 

"Well, that's an outrage," said Drouet. "You oughtn't to be working for those people. 

Have the factory right back of the store, don't they?" 

 

"Yes," said Carrie. 

 

"That isn't a good house," said Drouet. "You don't want to work at anything like that, 

anyhow." 

 

He chattered on at a great rate, asking questions, explaining things about himself, telling 

her what a good restaurant it was, until the waiter returned with an immense tray, bearing the hot 

savoury dishes which had been ordered. Drouet fairly shone in the matter of serving. He 

appeared to great advantage behind the white napery and silver platters of the table and 

displaying his arms with a knife and fork. As he cut the meat his rings almost spoke. His new 

suit creaked as he stretched to reach the plates, break the bread, and pour the coffee. He helped 

Carrie to a rousing plateful and contributed the warmth of his spirit to her body until she was a 

new girl. He was a splendid fellow in the true popular understanding of the term, and captivated 

Carrie completely. 

 

That little soldier of fortune took her good turn in an easy way. She felt a little out of 

place, but the great room soothed her and the view of the well-dressed throng outside seemed a 

splendid thing. Ah, what was it not to have money! What a thing it was to be able to come in 

here and dine! Drouet must be fortunate. He rode on trains, dressed in such nice clothes, was so 

strong, and ate in these fine places. He seemed quite a figure of a man, and she wondered at his 

friendship and regard for her. 

 

"So you lost your place because you got sick, eh?" he said. "What are you going to do 

now?" 

 

"Look around," she said, a thought of the need that hung outside this fine restaurant like a 

hungry dog at her heels passing into her eyes. 

 



"Oh, no," said Drouet, "that won't do. How long have you been looking?" 

 

"Four days," she answered. 

 

"Think of that!" he said, addressing some problematical individual. "You oughtn't to be 

doing anything like that. These girls," and he waved an inclusion of all shop and factory girls, 

"don't get anything. Why, you can't live on it, can you?" 

 

He was a brotherly sort of creature in his demeanour. When he had scouted the idea of 

that kind of toil, he took another tack. Carrie was really very pretty. Even then, in her 

commonplace garb, her figure was evidently not bad, and her eyes were large and gentle. Drouet 

looked at her and his thoughts reached home. She felt his admiration. It was powerfully backed 

by his liberality and good-humour. She felt that she liked him—that she could continue to like 

him ever so much. There was something even richer than that, running as a hidden strain, in her 

mind. Every little while her eyes would meet his, and by that means the interchanging current of 

feeling would be fully connected. 

 

"Why don't you stay down town and go to the theatre with me?" he said, hitching his 

chair closer. The table was not very wide. 

 

"Oh, I can't," she said. 

 

"What are you going to do to-night?" 

 

"Nothing," she answered, a little drearily. 

 

"You don't like out there where you are, do you?" 

 

"Oh, I don't know." 

 

"What are you going to do if you don't get work?" 

 

"Go back home, I guess." 

 

There was the least quaver in her voice as she said this. Somehow, the influence he was 

exerting was powerful. They came to an understanding of each other without words—he of her 

situation, she of the fact that he realised it. 

 

"No," he said, "you can't make it!" genuine sympathy filling his mind for the time. "Let 

me help you. You take some of my money." 

 

"Oh, no!" she said, leaning back. 

 



"What are you going to do?" he said. 

 

She sat meditating, merely shaking her head. 

 

He looked at her quite tenderly for his kind. There were some loose bills in his vest 

pocket—greenbacks. They were soft and noiseless, and he got his fingers about them and 

crumpled them up in his hand. 

 

"Come on," he said, "I'll see you through all right. Get yourself some clothes." 

 

It was the first reference he had made to that subject, and now she realised how bad off 

she was. In his crude way he had struck the key-note. Her lips trembled a little. 

 

She had her hand out on the table before her. They were quite alone in their corner, and 

he put his larger, warmer hand over it. 

 

"Aw, come, Carrie," he said, "what can you do alone? Let me help you." 

 

He pressed her hand gently and she tried to withdraw it. At this he held it fast, and she no 

longer protested. Then he slipped the greenbacks he had into her palm, and when she began to 

protest, he whispered: 

 

"I'll loan it to you—that's all right. I'll loan it to you." 

 

He made her take it. She felt bound to him by a strange tie of affection now. They went 

out, and he walked with her far out south toward Polk Street, talking. 

 

"You don't want to live with those people?" he said in one place, abstractedly. Carrie 

heard it, but it made only a slight impression. 

 

"Come down and meet me to-morrow," he said, "and we'll go to the matinée. Will you?" 

 

Carrie protested a while, but acquiesced. 

 

"You're not doing anything. Get yourself a nice pair of shoes and a jacket." 

 

She scarcely gave a thought to the complication which would trouble her when he was 

gone. In his presence, she was of his own hopeful, easy-way-out mood. 

 

"Don't you bother about those people out there," he said at parting. "I'll help you." 

 

Carrie left him, feeling as though a great arm had slipped out before her to draw off 

trouble. The money she had accepted was two soft, green, handsome ten-dollar bills. 



  



CHAPTER VII THE LURE OF THE MATERIAL: BEAUTY SPEAKS FOR ITSELF 

The true meaning of money yet remains to be popularly explained and comprehended. 

When each individual realises for himself that this thing primarily stands for and should only be 

accepted as a moral due—that it should be paid out as honestly stored energy, and not as a 

usurped privilege—many of our social, religious, and political troubles will have permanently 

passed. As for Carrie, her understanding of the moral significance of money was the popular 

understanding, nothing more. The old definition: "Money: something everybody else has and I 

must get," would have expressed her understanding of it thoroughly. Some of it she now held in 

her hand—two soft, green ten-dollar bills—and she felt that she was immensely better off for the 

having of them. It was something that was power in itself. One of her order of mind would have 

been content to be cast away upon a desert island with a bundle of money, and only the long 

strain of starvation would have taught her that in some cases it could have no value. Even then 

she would have had no conception of the relative value of the thing; her one thought would, 

undoubtedly, have concerned the pity of having so much power and the inability to use it. 

 

The poor girl thrilled as she walked away from Drouet. She felt ashamed in part because 

she had been weak enough to take it, but her need was so dire, she was still glad. Now she would 

have a nice new jacket! Now she would buy a nice pair of pretty button shoes. She would get 

stockings, too, and a skirt, and, and—until already, as in the matter of her prospective salary, she 

had got beyond, in her desires, twice the purchasing power of her bills. 

 

She conceived a true estimate of Drouet. To her, and indeed to all the world, he was a 

nice, good-hearted man. There was nothing evil in the fellow. He gave her the money out of a 

good heart—out of a realisation of her want. He would not have given the same amount to a poor 

young man, but we must not forget that a poor young man could not, in the nature of things, have 

appealed to him like a poor young girl. Femininity affected his feelings. He was the creature of 

an inborn desire. Yet no beggar could have caught his eye and said, "My God, mister, I'm 

starving," but he would gladly have handed out what was considered the proper portion to give 

beggars and thought no more about it. There would have been no speculation, no philosophising. 

He had no mental process in him worthy the dignity of either of those terms. In his good clothes 

and fine health, he was a merry, unthinking moth of the lamp. Deprived of his position, and 

struck by a few of the involved and baffling forces which sometimes play upon man, he would 

have been as helpless as Carrie—as helpless, as non-understanding, as pitiable, if you will, as 

she. 

 

Now, in regard to his pursuit of women, he meant them no harm, because he did not 

conceive of the relation which he hoped to hold with them as being harmful. He loved to make 

advances to women, to have them succumb to his charms, not because he was a cold-blooded, 

dark, scheming villain, but because his inborn desire urged him to that as a chief delight. He was 

vain, he was boastful, he was as deluded by fine clothes as any silly-headed girl. A truly deep-

dyed villain could have hornswaggled him as readily as he could have flattered a pretty shop-girl. 

His fine success as a salesman lay in his geniality and the thoroughly reputable standing of his 



house. He bobbed about among men, a veritable bundle of enthusiasm—no power worthy the 

name of intellect, no thoughts worthy the adjective noble, no feelings long continued in one 

strain. A Madame Sappho would have called him a pig; a Shakespeare would have said "my 

merry child;" old, drinking Caryoe thought him a clever, successful business man. In short, he 

was as good as his intellect conceived. 

 

The best proof that there was something open and commendable about the man was the 

fact that Carrie took the money. No deep, sinister soul with ulterior motives could have given her 

fifteen cents under the guise of friendship. The unintellectual are not so helpless. Nature has 

taught the beasts of the field to fly when some unheralded danger threatens. She has put into the 

small, unwise head of the chipmunk the untutored fear of poisons. "He keepeth His creatures 

whole," was not written of beasts alone. Carrie was unwise, and, therefore, like the sheep in its 

unwisdom, strong in feeling. The instinct of self-protection, strong in all such natures, was 

roused but feebly, if at all, by the overtures of Drouet. 

 

When Carrie had gone, he felicitated himself upon her good opinion. By George, it was a 

shame young girls had to be knocked around like that. Cold weather coming on and no clothes. 

Tough. He would go around to Fitzgerald and Moy's and get a cigar. It made him feel light of 

foot as he thought about her. 

 

Carrie reached home in high good spirits, which she could scarcely conceal. The 

possession of the money involved a number of points which perplexed her seriously. How should 

she buy any clothes when Minnie knew that she had no money? She had no sooner entered the 

flat than this point was settled for her. It could not be done. She could think of no way of 

explaining. 

 

"How did you come out?" asked Minnie, referring to the day. 

 

Carrie had none of the small deception which could feel one thing and say something 

directly opposed. She would prevaricate, but it would be in the line of her feelings at least. So 

instead of complaining when she felt so good, she said: 

 

"I have the promise of something." 

 

"Where?" 

 

"At the Boston Store." 

 

"Is it sure promised?" questioned Minnie. 

 

"Well, I'm to find out to-morrow," returned Carrie, disliking to draw out a lie any longer 

than was necessary. 

 



Minnie felt the atmosphere of good feeling which Carrie brought with her. She felt now 

was the time to express to Carrie the state of Hanson's feeling about her entire Chicago venture. 

 

"If you shouldn't get it—" she paused, troubled for an easy way. 

 

"If I don't get something pretty soon, I think I'll go home." 

 

Minnie saw her chance. 

 

"Sven thinks it might be best for the winter, anyhow." 

 

The situation flashed on Carrie at once. They were unwilling to keep her any longer, out 

of work. She did not blame Minnie, she did not blame Hanson very much. Now, as she sat there 

digesting the remark, she was glad she had Drouet's money. 

 

"Yes," she said after a few moments, "I thought of doing that." 

 

She did not explain that the thought, however, had aroused all the antagonism of her 

nature. Columbia City, what was there for her? She knew its dull, little round by heart. Here was 

the great, mysterious city which was still a magnet for her. What she had seen only suggested its 

possibilities. Now to turn back on it and live the little old life out there—she almost exclaimed 

against the thought. 

 

She had reached home early and went in the front room to think. What could she do? She 

could not buy new shoes and wear them here. She would need to save part of the twenty to pay 

her fare home. She did not want to borrow of Minnie for that. And yet, how could she explain 

where she even got that money? If she could only get enough to let her out easy. 

 

She went over the tangle again and again. Here, in the morning, Drouet would expect to 

see her in a new jacket, and that couldn't be. The Hansons expected her to go home, and she 

wanted to get away, and yet she did not want to go home. In the light of the way they would look 

on her getting money without work, the taking of it now seemed dreadful. She began to be 

ashamed. The whole situation depressed her. It was all so clear when she was with Drouet. Now 

it was all so tangled, so hopeless—much worse than it was before, because she had the 

semblance of aid in her hand which she could not use. 

 

Her spirits sank so that at supper Minnie felt that she must have had another hard day. 

Carrie finally decided that she would give the money back. It was wrong to take it. She would go 

down in the morning and hunt for work. At noon she would meet Drouet as agreed and tell him. 

At this decision her heart sank, until she was the old Carrie of distress. 

 

Curiously, she could not hold the money in her hand without feeling some relief. Even 

after all her depressing conclusions, she could sweep away all thought about the matter and then 



the twenty dollars seemed a wonderful and delightful thing. Ah, money, money, money! What a 

thing it was to have. How plenty of it would clear away all these troubles. 

 

In the morning she got up and started out a little early. Her decision to hunt for work was 

moderately strong, but the money in her pocket, after all her troubling over it, made the work 

question the least shade less terrible. She walked into the wholesale district, but as the thought of 

applying came with each passing concern, her heart shrank. What a coward she was, she thought 

to herself. Yet she had applied so often. It would be the same old story. She walked on and on, 

and finally did go into one place, with the old result. She came out feeling that luck was against 

her. It was no use. 

 

Without much thinking, she reached Dearborn Street. Here was the great Fair store with 

its multitude of delivery wagons about, its long window display, its crowd of shoppers. It readily 

changed her thoughts, she who was so weary of them. It was here that she had intended to come 

and get her new things. Now for relief from distress; she thought she would go in and see. She 

would look at the jackets. 

 

There is nothing in this world more delightful than that middle state in which we 

mentally balance at times, possessed of the means, lured by desire, and yet deterred by 

conscience or want of decision. When Carrie began wandering around the store amid the fine 

displays she was in this mood. Her original experience in this same place had given her a high 

opinion of its merits. Now she paused at each individual bit of finery, where before she had 

hurried on. Her woman's heart was warm with desire for them. How would she look in this, how 

charming that would make her! She came upon the corset counter and paused in rich reverie as 

she noted the dainty concoctions of colour and lace there displayed. If she would only make up 

her mind, she could have one of those now. She lingered in the jewelry department. She saw the 

earrings, the bracelets, the pins, the chains. What would she not have given if she could have had 

them all! She would look fine too, if only she had some of these things. 

 

The jackets were the greatest attraction. When she entered the store, she already had her 

heart fixed upon the peculiar little tan jacket with large mother-of-pearl buttons which was all the 

rage that fall. Still she delighted to convince herself that there was nothing she would like better. 

She went about among the glass cases and racks where these things were displayed, and satisfied 

herself that the one she thought of was the proper one. All the time she wavered in mind, now 

persuading herself that she could buy it right away if she chose, now recalling to herself the 

actual condition. At last the noon hour was dangerously near, and she had done nothing. She 

must go now and return the money. 

 

Drouet was on the corner when she came up. 

 

"Hello," he said, "where is the jacket and"—looking down—"the shoes?" 

 



Carrie had thought to lead up to her decision in some intelligent way, but this swept the 

whole fore-schemed situation by the board. 

 

"I came to tell you that—that I can't take the money." 

 

"Oh, that's it, is it?" he returned. "Well, you come on with me. Let's go over here to 

Partridge's." 

 

Carrie walked with him. Behold, the whole fabric of doubt and impossibility had slipped 

from her mind. She could not get at the points that were so serious, the things she was going to 

make plain to him. 

 

"Have you had lunch yet? Of course you haven't. Let's go in here," and Drouet turned into 

one of the very nicely furnished restaurants off State Street, in Monroe. 

 

"I mustn't take the money," said Carrie, after they were settled in a cosey corner, and 

Drouet had ordered the lunch. "I can't wear those things out there. They—they wouldn't know 

where I got them." 

 

"What do you want to do," he smiled, "go without them?" 

 

"I think I'll go home," she said, wearily. 

 

"Oh, come," he said, "you've been thinking it over too long. I'll tell you what you do. You 

say you can't wear them out there. Why don't you rent a furnished room and leave them in that 

for a week?" 

 

Carrie shook her head. Like all women, she was there to object and be convinced. It was 

for him to brush the doubts away and clear the path if he could. 

 

"Why are you going home?" he asked. 

 

"Oh, I can't get anything here." 

 

"They won't keep you?" he remarked, intuitively. 

 

"They can't," said Carrie. 

 

"I'll tell you what you do," he said. "You come with me. I'll take care of you." 

 

Carrie heard this passively. The peculiar state which she was in made it sound like the 

welcome breath of an open door. Drouet seemed of her own spirit and pleasing. He was clean, 

handsome, well-dressed, and sympathetic. His voice was the voice of a friend. 



 

"What can you do back at Columbia City?" he went on, rousing by the words in Carrie's 

mind a picture of the dull world she had left. "There isn't anything down there. Chicago's the 

place. You can get a nice room here and some clothes, and then you can do something." 

 

Carrie looked out through the window into the busy street. There it was, the admirable, 

great city, so fine when you are not poor. An elegant coach, with a prancing pair of bays, passed 

by, carrying in its upholstered depths a young lady. 

 

"What will you have if you go back?" asked Drouet. There was no subtle undercurrent to 

the question. He imagined that she would have nothing at all of the things he thought worth 

while. 

 

Carrie sat still, looking out. She was wondering what she could do. They would be 

expecting her to go home this week. 

 

Drouet turned to the subject of the clothes she was going to buy. 

 

"Why not get yourself a nice little jacket? You've got to have it. I'll loan you the money. 

You needn't worry about taking it. You can get yourself a nice room by yourself. I won't hurt 

you." 

 

Carrie saw the drift, but could not express her thoughts. She felt more than ever the 

helplessness of her case. 

 

"If I could only get something to do," she said. 

 

"Maybe you can," went on Drouet, "if you stay here. You can't if you go away. They 

won't let you stay out there. Now, why not let me get you a nice room? I won't bother you—you 

needn't be afraid. Then, when you get fixed up, maybe you could get something." 

 

He looked at her pretty face and it vivified his mental resources. She was a sweet little 

mortal to him—there was no doubt of that. She seemed to have some power back of her actions. 

She was not like the common run of store-girls. She wasn't silly. 

 

In reality, Carrie had more imagination than he—more taste. It was a finer mental strain 

in her that made possible her depression and loneliness. Her poor clothes were neat, and she held 

her head unconsciously in a dainty way. 

 

"Do you think I could get something?" she asked. 

 

"Sure," he said, reaching over and filling her cup with tea. "I'll help you." 

 



She looked at him, and he laughed reassuringly. 

 

"Now I'll tell you what we'll do. We'll go over here to Partridge's and you pick out what 

you want. Then we'll look around for a room for you. You can leave the things there. Then we'll 

go to the show to-night." 

 

Carrie shook her head. 

 

"Well, you can go out to the flat then, that's all right. You don't need to stay in the room. 

Just take it and leave your things there." 

 

She hung in doubt about this until the dinner was over. 

 

"Let's go over and look at the jackets," he said. 

 

Together they went. In the store they found that shine and rustle of new things which 

immediately laid hold of Carrie's heart. Under the influence of a good dinner and Drouet's 

radiating presence, the scheme proposed seemed feasible. She looked about and picked a jacket 

like the one which she had admired at The Fair. When she got it in her hand it seemed so much 

nicer. The saleswoman helped her on with it, and, by accident, it fitted perfectly. Drouet's face 

lightened as he saw the improvement. She looked quite smart. 

 

"That's the thing," he said. 

 

Carrie turned before the glass. She could not help feeling pleased as she looked at herself. 

A warm glow crept into her cheeks. 

 

"That's the thing," said Drouet. "Now pay for it." 

 

"It's nine dollars," said Carrie. 

 

"That's all right—take it," said Drouet. 

 

She reached in her purse and took out one of the bills. The woman asked if she would 

wear the coat and went off. In a few minutes she was back and the purchase was closed. 

 

From Partridge's they went to a shoe store, where Carrie was fitted for shoes. Drouet 

stood by, and when he saw how nice they looked, said, "Wear them." Carrie shook her head, 

however. She was thinking of returning to the flat. He bought her a purse for one thing, and a 

pair of gloves for another, and let her buy the stockings. 

 

"To-morrow," he said, "you come down here and buy yourself a skirt." 

 



In all of Carrie's actions there was a touch of misgiving. The deeper she sank into the 

entanglement, the more she imagined that the thing hung upon the few remaining things she had 

not done. Since she had not done these, there was a way out. 

 

Drouet knew a place in Wabash Avenue where there were rooms. He showed Carrie the 

outside of these, and said: "Now, you're my sister." He carried the arrangement off with an easy 

hand when it came to the selection, looking around, criticising, opining. "Her trunk will be here 

in a day or so," he observed to the landlady, who was very pleased. 

 

When they were alone, Drouet did not change in the least. He talked in the same general 

way as if they were out in the street. Carrie left her things. 

 

"Now," said Drouet, "why don't you move to-night?" 

 

"Oh, I can't," said Carrie. 

 

"Why not?" 

 

"I don't want to leave them so." 

 

He took that up as they walked along the avenue. It was a warm afternoon. The sun had 

come out and the wind had died down. As he talked with Carrie, he secured an accurate detail of 

the atmosphere of the flat. 

 

"Come out of it," he said, "they won't care. I'll help you get along." 

 

She listened until her misgivings vanished. He would show her about a little and then 

help her get something. He really imagined that he would. He would be out on the road and she 

could be working. 

 

"Now, I'll tell you what you do," he said, "you go out there and get whatever you want 

and come away." 

 

She thought a long time about this. Finally she agreed. He would come out as far as 

Peoria Street and wait for her. She was to meet him at half-past eight. At half-past five she 

reached home, and at six her determination was hardened. 

 

"So you didn't get it?" said Minnie, referring to Carrie's story of the Boston Store. 

 

Carrie looked at her out of the corner of her eye. "No," she answered. 

 

"I don't think you'd better try any more this fall," said Minnie. 

 



Carrie said nothing. 

 

When Hanson came home he wore the same inscrutable demeanour. He washed in 

silence and went off to read his paper. At dinner Carrie felt a little nervous. The strain of her own 

plans was considerable, and the feeling that she was not welcome here was strong. 

 

"Didn't find anything, eh?" said Hanson. 

 

"No." 

 

He turned to his eating again, the thought that it was a burden to have her here dwelling 

in his mind. She would have to go home, that was all. Once she was away, there would be no 

more coming back in the spring. 

 

Carrie was afraid of what she was going to do, but she was relieved to know that this 

condition was ending. They would not care. Hanson particularly would be glad when she went. 

He would not care what became of her. 

 

After dinner she went into the bathroom, where they could not disturb her, and wrote a 

little note. 

 

"Good-bye, Minnie," it read. "I'm not going home. I'm going to stay in Chicago a little 

while and look for work. Don't worry. I'll be all right." 

 

In the front room Hanson was reading his paper. As usual, she helped Minnie clear away 

the dishes and straighten up. Then she said: 

 

"I guess I'll stand down at the door a little while." She could scarcely prevent her voice 

from trembling. 

 

Minnie remembered Hanson's remonstrance. 

 

"Sven doesn't think it looks good to stand down there," she said. 

 

"Doesn't he?" said Carrie. "I won't do it any more after this." 

 

She put on her hat and fidgeted around the table in the little bedroom, wondering where 

to slip the note. Finally she put it under Minnie's hair-brush. 

 

When she had closed the hall-door, she paused a moment and wondered what they would 

think. Some thought of the queerness of her deed affected her. She went slowly down the stairs. 

She looked back up the lighted step, and then affected to stroll up the street. When she reached 

the corner she quickened her pace. 



 

As she was hurrying away, Hanson came back to his wife. 

 

"Is Carrie down at the door again?" he asked. 

 

"Yes," said Minnie; "she said she wasn't going to do it any more." 

 

He went over to the baby where it was playing on the floor and began to poke his finger 

at it. 

 

Drouet was on the corner waiting, in good spirits. 

 

"Hello, Carrie," he said, as a sprightly figure of a girl drew near him. "Got here safe, did 

you? Well, we'll take a car." 

  



CHAPTER VIII INTIMATIONS BY WINTER: AN AMBASSADOR SUMMONED 

Among the forces which sweep and play throughout the universe, untutored man is but a 

wisp in the wind. Our civilisation is still in a middle stage, scarcely beast, in that it is no longer 

wholly guided by instinct; scarcely human, in that it is not yet wholly guided by reason. On the 

tiger no responsibility rests. We see him aligned by nature with the forces of life—he is born into 

their keeping and without thought he is protected. We see man far removed from the lairs of the 

jungles, his innate instincts dulled by too near an approach to free-will, his free-will not 

sufficiently developed to replace his instincts and afford him perfect guidance. He is becoming 

too wise to hearken always to instincts and desires; he is still too weak to always prevail against 

them. As a beast, the forces of life aligned him with them; as a man, he has not yet wholly 

learned to align himself with the forces. In this intermediate stage he wavers—neither drawn in 

harmony with nature by his instincts nor yet wisely putting himself into harmony by his own 

free-will. He is even as a wisp in the wind, moved by every breath of passion, acting now by his 

will and now by his instincts, erring with one, only to retrieve by the other, falling by one, only 

to rise by the other—a creature of incalculable variability. We have the consolation of knowing 

that evolution is ever in action, that the ideal is a light that cannot fail. He will not forever 

balance thus between good and evil. When this jangle of free-will and instinct shall have been 

adjusted, when perfect understanding has given the former the power to replace the latter 

entirely, man will no longer vary. The needle of understanding will yet point steadfast and 

unwavering to the distant pole of truth. 

 

In Carrie—as in how many of our worldlings do they not?—instinct and reason, desire 

and understanding, were at war for the mastery. She followed whither her craving led. She was 

as yet more drawn than she drew. 

 

When Minnie found the note next morning, after a night of mingled wonder and anxiety, 

which was not exactly touched by yearning, sorrow, or love, she exclaimed: "Well, what do you 

think of that?" 

 

"What?" said Hanson. 

 

"Sister Carrie has gone to live somewhere else." 

 

Hanson jumped out of bed with more celerity than he usually displayed and looked at the 

note. The only indication of his thoughts came in the form of a little clicking sound made by his 

tongue; the sound some people make when they wish to urge on a horse. 

 

"Where do you suppose she's gone to?" said Minnie, thoroughly aroused. 

 

"I don't know," a touch of cynicism lighting his eye. "Now she has gone and done it." 

 

Minnie moved her head in a puzzled way. 



 

"Oh, oh," she said, "she doesn't know what she has done." 

 

"Well," said Hanson, after a while, sticking his hands out before him, "what can you do?" 

 

Minnie's womanly nature was higher than this. She figured the possibilities in such cases. 

 

"Oh," she said at last, "poor Sister Carrie!" 

 

At the time of this particular conversation, which occurred at 5 A. M., that little soldier of 

fortune was sleeping a rather troubled sleep in her new room, alone. 

 

Carrie's new state was remarkable in that she saw possibilities in it. She was no 

sensualist, longing to drowse sleepily in the lap of luxury. She turned about, troubled by her 

daring, glad of her release, wondering whether she would get something to do, wondering what 

Drouet would do. That worthy had his future fixed for him beyond a peradventure. He could not 

help what he was going to do. He could not see clearly enough to wish to do differently. He was 

drawn by his innate desire to act the old pursuing part. He would need to delight himself with 

Carrie as surely as he would need to eat his heavy breakfast. He might suffer the least 

rudimentary twinge of conscience in whatever he did, and in just so far he was evil and sinning. 

But whatever twinges of conscience he might have would be rudimentary, you may be sure. 

 

The next day he called upon Carrie, and she saw him in her chamber. He was the same 

jolly, enlivening soul. 

 

"Aw," he said, "what are you looking so blue about? Come on out to breakfast. You want 

to get your other clothes to-day." 

 

Carrie looked at him with the hue of shifting thought in her large eyes. 

 

"I wish I could get something to do," she said. 

 

"You'll get that all right," said Drouet. "What's the use worrying right now? Get yourself 

fixed up. See the city. I won't hurt you." 

 

"I know you won't," she remarked, half truthfully. 

 

"Got on the new shoes, haven't you? Stick 'em out. George, they look fine. Put on your 

jacket." 

 

Carrie obeyed. 

 



"Say, that fits like a T, don't it?" he remarked, feeling the set of it at the waist and eyeing 

it from a few paces with real pleasure. "What you need now is a new skirt. Let's go to breakfast." 

 

Carrie put on her hat. 

 

"Where are the gloves?" he inquired. 

 

"Here," she said, taking them out of the bureau drawer. 

 

"Now, come on," he said. 

 

Thus the first hour of misgiving was swept away. 

 

It went this way on every occasion. Drouet did not leave her much alone. She had time 

for some lone wanderings, but mostly he filled her hours with sight-seeing. At Carson, Pirie's he 

bought her a nice skirt and shirt waist. With his money she purchased the little necessaries of 

toilet, until at last she looked quite another maiden. The mirror convinced her of a few things 

which she had long believed. She was pretty, yes, indeed! How nice her hat set, and weren't her 

eyes pretty. She caught her little red lip with her teeth and felt her first thrill of power. Drouet 

was so good. 

 

They went to see "The Mikado" one evening, an opera which was hilariously popular at 

that time. Before going, they made off for the Windsor dining-room, which was in Dearborn 

Street, a considerable distance from Carrie's room. It was blowing up cold, and out of her 

window Carrie could see the western sky, still pink with the fading light, but steely blue at the 

top where it met the darkness. A long, thin cloud of pink hung in midair, shaped like some island 

in a far-off sea. Somehow the swaying of some dead branches of trees across the way brought 

back the picture with which she was familiar when she looked from their front window in 

December days at home. 

 

She paused and wrung her little hands. 

 

"What's the matter?" said Drouet. 

 

"Oh, I don't know," she said, her lip trembling. 

 

He sensed something, and slipped his arm over her shoulder, patting her arm. 

 

"Come on," he said gently, "you're all right." 

 

She turned to slip on her jacket. 

 

"Better wear that boa about your throat to-night." 



 

They walked north on Wabash to Adams Street and then west. The lights in the stores 

were already shining out in gushes of golden hue. The arc lights were sputtering overhead, and 

high up were the lighted windows of the tall office buildings. The chill wind whipped in and out 

in gusty breaths. Homeward bound, the six o'clock throng bumped and jostled. Light overcoats 

were turned up about the ears, hats were pulled down. Little shop-girls went fluttering by in pairs 

and fours, chattering, laughing. It was a spectacle of warm-blooded humanity. 

 

Suddenly a pair of eyes met Carrie's in recognition. They were looking out from a group 

of poorly dressed girls. Their clothes were faded and loose-hanging, their jackets old, their 

general make-up shabby. 

 

Carrie recognised the glance and the girl. She was one of those who worked at the 

machines in the shoe factory. The latter looked, not quite sure, and then turned her head and 

looked. Carrie felt as if some great tide had rolled between them. The old dress and the old 

machine came back. She actually started. Drouet didn't notice until Carrie bumped into a 

pedestrian. 

 

"You must be thinking," he said. 

 

They dined and went to the theatre. That spectacle pleased Carrie immensely. The colour 

and grace of it caught her eye. She had vain imaginings about place and power, about far-off 

lands and magnificent people. When it was over, the clatter of coaches and the throng of fine 

ladies made her stare. 

 

"Wait a minute," said Drouet, holding her back in the showy foyer where ladies and 

gentlemen were moving in a social crush, skirts rustling, lace-covered heads nodding, white teeth 

showing through parted lips. "Let's see." 

 

"Sixty-seven," the coach-caller was saying, his voice lifted in a sort of euphonious cry. 

"Sixty-seven." 

 

"Isn't it fine?" said Carrie. 

 

"Great," said Drouet. He was as much affected by this show of finery and gayety as she. 

He pressed her arm warmly. Once she looked up, her even teeth glistening through her smiling 

lips, her eyes alight. As they were moving out he whispered down to her, "You look lovely!" 

They were right where the coach-caller was swinging open a coach-door and ushering in two 

ladies. 

 

"You stick to me and we'll have a coach," laughed Drouet. 

 

Carrie scarcely heard, her head was so full of the swirl of life. 



 

They stopped in at a restaurant for a little after-theatre lunch. Just a shade of a thought of 

the hour entered Carrie's head, but there was no household law to govern her now. If any habits 

ever had time to fix upon her, they would have operated here. Habits are peculiar things. They 

will drive the really non-religious mind out of bed to say prayers that are only a custom and not a 

devotion. The victim of habit, when he has neglected the thing which it was his custom to do, 

feels a little scratching in the brain, a little irritating something which comes of being out of the 

rut, and imagines it to be the prick of conscience, the still, small voice that is urging him ever to 

righteousness. If the digression is unusual enough, the drag of habit will be heavy enough to 

cause the unreasoning victim to return and perform the perfunctory thing. "Now, bless me," says 

such a mind, "I have done my duty," when, as a matter of fact, it has merely done its old, 

unbreakable trick once again. 

 

Carrie had no excellent home principles fixed upon her. If she had, she would have been 

more consciously distressed. Now the lunch went off with considerable warmth. Under the 

influence of the varied occurrences, the fine, invisible passion which was emanating from 

Drouet, the food, the still unusual luxury, she relaxed and heard with open ears. She was again 

the victim of the city's hypnotic influence. 

 

"Well," said Drouet at last, "we had better be going." 

 

They had been dawdling over the dishes, and their eyes had frequently met. Carrie could 

not help but feel the vibration of force which followed, which, indeed, was his gaze. He had a 

way of touching her hand in explanation, as if to impress a fact upon her. He touched it now as 

he spoke of going. 

 

They arose and went out into the street. The down-town section was now bare, save for a 

few whistling strollers, a few owl cars, a few open resorts whose windows were still bright. Out 

Wabash Avenue they strolled, Drouet still pouring forth his volume of small information. He had 

Carrie's arm in his, and held it closely as he explained. Once in a while, after some witticism, he 

would look down, and his eyes would meet hers. At last they came to the steps, and Carrie stood 

up on the first one, her head now coming even with his own. He took her hand and held it 

genially. He looked steadily at her as she glanced about, warmly musing. 

 

At about that hour, Minnie was soundly sleeping, after a long evening of troubled 

thought. She had her elbow in an awkward position under her side. The muscles so held irritated 

a few nerves, and now a vague scene floated in on the drowsy mind. She fancied she and Carrie 

were somewhere beside an old coal-mine. She could see the tall runway and the heap of earth 

and coal cast out. There was a deep pit, into which they were looking; they could see the curious 

wet stones far down where the wall disappeared in vague shadows. An old basket, used for 

descending, was hanging there, fastened by a worn rope. 

 

"Let's get in," said Carrie. 



 

"Oh, no," said Minnie. 

 

"Yes, come on," said Carrie. 

 

She began to pull the basket over, and now, in spite of all protest, she had swung over 

and was going down. 

 

"Carrie," she called, "Carrie, come back;" but Carrie was far down now and the shadow 

had swallowed her completely. 

 

She moved her arm. 

 

Now the mystic scenery merged queerly and the place was by waters she had never seen. 

They were upon some board or ground or something that reached far out, and at the end of this 

was Carrie. They looked about, and now the thing was sinking, and Minnie heard the low sip of 

the encroaching water. 

 

"Come on, Carrie," she called, but Carrie was reaching farther out. She seemed to recede, 

and now it was difficult to call to her. 

 

"Carrie," she called, "Carrie," but her own voice sounded far away, and the strange 

waters were blurring everything. She came away suffering as though she had lost something. She 

was more inexpressibly sad than she had ever been in life. 

 

It was this way through many shifts of the tired brain, those curious phantoms of the 

spirit slipping in, blurring strange scenes, one with the other. The last one made her cry out, for 

Carrie was slipping away somewhere over a rock, and her fingers had let loose and she had seen 

her falling. 

 

"Minnie! What's the matter? Here, wake up," said Hanson, disturbed, and shaking her by 

the shoulder. 

 

"Wha—what's the matter?" said Minnie, drowsily. 

 

"Wake up," he said, "and turn over. You're talking in your sleep." 

 

A week or so later Drouet strolled into Fitzgerald and Moy's, spruce in dress and manner. 

 

"Hello, Charley," said Hurstwood, looking out from his office door. 

 

Drouet strolled over and looked in upon the manager at his desk. 

 



"When do you go out on the road again?" he inquired. 

 

"Pretty soon," said Drouet. 

 

"Haven't seen much of you this trip," said Hurstwood. 

 

"Well, I've been busy," said Drouet. 

 

They talked some few minutes on general topics. 

 

"Say," said Drouet, as if struck by a sudden idea, "I want you to come out some evening." 

 

"Out where?" inquired Hurstwood. 

 

"Out to my house, of course," said Drouet, smiling. 

 

Hurstwood looked up quizzically, the least suggestion of a smile hovering about his lips. 

He studied the face of Drouet in his wise way, and then with the demeanour of a gentleman, said: 

"Certainly; glad to." 

 

"We'll have a nice game of euchre." 

 

"May I bring a nice little bottle of Sec?" asked Hurstwood. 

 

"Certainly," said Drouet. "I'll introduce you."  

 

  



CHAPTER IX CONVENTION'S OWN TINDER-BOX: THE EYE THAT IS GREEN 

Hurstwood's residence on the North Side, near Lincoln Park, was a brick building of a 

very popular type then, a three-story affair with the first floor sunk a very little below the level of 

the street. It had a large bay window bulging out from the second floor, and was graced in front 

by a small grassy plot, twenty-five feet wide and ten feet deep. There was also a small rear yard, 

walled in by the fences of the neighbours and holding a stable where he kept his horse and trap. 

 

The ten rooms of the house were occupied by himself, his wife Julia, and his son and 

daughter, George, Jr., and Jessica. There were besides these a maid-servant, represented from 

time to time by girls of various extraction, for Mrs. Hurstwood was not always easy to please. 

 

"George, I let Mary go yesterday," was not an unfrequent salutation at the dinner table. 

 

"All right," was his only reply. He had long since wearied of discussing the rancorous 

subject. 

 

A lovely home atmosphere is one of the flowers of the world, than which there is nothing 

more tender, nothing more delicate, nothing more calculated to make strong and just the natures 

cradled and nourished within it. Those who have never experienced such a beneficent influence 

will not understand wherefore the tear springs glistening to the eyelids at some strange breath in 

lovely music. The mystic chords which bind and thrill the heart of the nation, they will never 

know. 

 

Hurstwood's residence could scarcely be said to be infused with this home spirit. It lacked 

that toleration and regard without which the home is nothing. There was fine furniture, arranged 

as soothingly as the artistic perception of the occupants warranted. There were soft rugs, rich, 

upholstered chairs and divans, a grand piano, a marble carving of some unknown Venus by some 

unknown artist, and a number of small bronzes gathered from heaven knows where, but 

generally sold by the large furniture houses along with everything else which goes to make the 

"perfectly appointed house." 

 

In the dining-room stood a sideboard laden with glistening decanters and other utilities 

and ornaments in glass, the arrangement of which could not be questioned. Here was something 

Hurstwood knew about. He had studied the subject for years in his business. He took no little 

satisfaction in telling each Mary, shortly after she arrived, something of what the art of the thing 

required. He was not garrulous by any means. On the contrary, there was a fine reserve in his 

manner toward the entire domestic economy of his life which was all that is comprehended by 

the popular term, gentlemanly. He would not argue, he would not talk freely. In his manner was 

something of the dogmatist. What he could not correct, he would ignore. There was a tendency 

in him to walk away from the impossible thing. 

 



There was a time when he had been considerably enamoured of his Jessica, especially 

when he was younger and more confined in his success. Now, however, in her seventeenth year, 

Jessica had developed a certain amount of reserve and independence which was not inviting to 

the richest form of parental devotion. She was in the high school, and had notions of life which 

were decidedly those of a patrician. She liked nice clothes and urged for them constantly. 

Thoughts of love and elegant individual establishments were running in her head. She met girls 

at the high school whose parents were truly rich and whose fathers had standing locally as 

partners or owners of solid businesses. These girls gave themselves the airs befitting the thriving 

domestic establishments from whence they issued. They were the only ones of the school about 

whom Jessica concerned herself. 

 

Young Hurstwood, Jr., was in his twentieth year, and was already connected in a 

promising capacity with a large real estate firm. He contributed nothing for the domestic 

expenses of the family, but was thought to be saving his money to invest in real estate. He had 

some ability, considerable vanity, and a love of pleasure that had not, as yet, infringed upon his 

duties, whatever they were. He came in and went out, pursuing his own plans and fancies, 

addressing a few words to his mother occasionally, relating some little incident to his father, but 

for the most part confining himself to those generalities with which most conversation concerns 

itself. He was not laying bare his desires for any one to see. He did not find any one in the house 

who particularly cared to see. 

 

Mrs. Hurstwood was the type of the woman who has ever endeavoured to shine and has 

been more or less chagrined at the evidences of superior capability in this direction elsewhere. 

Her knowledge of life extended to that little conventional round of society of which she was 

not—but longed to be—a member. She was not without realisation already that this thing was 

impossible, so far as she was concerned. For her daughter, she hoped better things. Through 

Jessica she might rise a little. Through George, Jr.'s, possible success she might draw to herself 

the privilege of pointing proudly. Even Hurstwood was doing well enough, and she was anxious 

that his small real estate adventures should prosper. His property holdings, as yet, were rather 

small, but his income was pleasing and his position with Fitzgerald and Moy was fixed. Both 

those gentlemen were on pleasant and rather informal terms with him. 

 

The atmosphere which such personalities would create must be apparent to all. It worked 

out in a thousand little conversations, all of which were of the same calibre. 

 

"I'm going up to Fox Lake to-morrow," announced George, Jr., at the dinner table one 

Friday evening. 

 

"What's going on up there?" queried Mrs. Hurstwood. 

 

"Eddie Fahrway's got a new steam launch, and he wants me to come up and see how it 

works." 

 



"How much did it cost him?" asked his mother. 

 

"Oh, over two thousand dollars. He says it's a dandy." 

 

"Old Fahrway must be making money," put in Hurstwood. 

 

"He is, I guess. Jack told me they were shipping Vega-cura to Australia now—said they 

sent a whole box to Cape Town last week." 

 

"Just think of that!" said Mrs. Hurstwood, "and only four years ago they had that 

basement in Madison Street." 

 

"Jack told me they were going to put up a six-story building next spring in Robey Street." 

 

"Just think of that!" said Jessica. 

 

On this particular occasion Hurstwood wished to leave early. 

 

"I guess I'll be going down town," he remarked, rising. 

 

"Are we going to McVickar's Monday?" questioned Mrs. Hurstwood, without rising. 

 

"Yes," he said indifferently. 

 

They went on dining, while he went upstairs for his hat and coat. Presently the door 

clicked. 

 

"I guess papa's gone," said Jessica. 

 

The latter's school news was of a particular stripe. 

 

"They're going to give a performance in the Lyceum, upstairs," she reported one day, 

"and I'm going to be in it." 

 

"Are you?" said her mother. 

 

"Yes, and I'll have to have a new dress. Some of the nicest girls in the school are going to 

be in it. Miss Palmer is going to take the part of Portia." 

 

"Is she?" said Mrs. Hurstwood. 

 

"They've got that Martha Griswold in it again. She thinks she can act." 

 



"Her family doesn't amount to anything, does it?" said Mrs. Hurstwood sympathetically. 

"They haven't anything, have they?" 

 

"No," returned Jessica, "they're poor as church mice." 

 

She distinguished very carefully between the young boys of the school, many of whom 

were attracted by her beauty. 

 

"What do you think?" she remarked to her mother one evening; "that Herbert Crane tried 

to make friends with me." 

 

"Who is he, my dear?" inquired Mrs. Hurstwood. 

 

"Oh, no one," said Jessica, pursing her pretty lips. "He's just a student there. He hasn't 

anything." 

 

The other half of this picture came when young Blyford, son of Blyford, the soap 

manufacturer, walked home with her. Mrs. Hurstwood was on the third floor, sitting in a 

rocking-chair reading, and happened to look out at the time. 

 

"Who was that with you, Jessica?" she inquired, as Jessica came upstairs. 

 

"It's Mr. Blyford, mamma," she replied. 

 

"Is it?" said Mrs. Hurstwood. 

 

"Yes, and he wants me to stroll over into the park with him," explained Jessica, a little 

flushed with running up the stairs. 

 

"All right, my dear," said Mrs. Hurstwood. "Don't be gone long." 

 

As the two went down the street, she glanced interestedly out of the window. It was a 

most satisfactory spectacle indeed, most satisfactory. 

 

In this atmosphere Hurstwood had moved for a number of years, not thinking deeply 

concerning it. His was not the order of nature to trouble for something better, unless the better 

was immediately and sharply contrasted. As it was, he received and gave, irritated sometimes by 

the little displays of selfish indifference, pleased at times by some show of finery which 

supposedly made for dignity and social distinction. The life of the resort which he managed was 

his life. There he spent most of his time. When he went home evenings the house looked nice. 

With rare exceptions the meals were acceptable, being the kind that an ordinary servant can 

arrange. In part, he was interested in the talk of his son and daughter, who always looked well. 

The vanity of Mrs. Hurstwood caused her to keep her person rather showily arrayed, but to 



Hurstwood this was much better than plainness. There was no love lost between them. There was 

no great feeling of dissatisfaction. Her opinion on any subject was not startling. They did not talk 

enough together to come to the argument of any one point. In the accepted and popular phrase, 

she had her ideas and he had his. Once in a while he would meet a woman whose youth, 

sprightliness, and humour would make his wife seem rather deficient by contrast, but the 

temporary dissatisfaction which such an encounter might arouse would be counterbalanced by 

his social position and a certain matter of policy. He could not complicate his home life, because 

it might affect his relations with his employers. They wanted no scandals. A man, to hold his 

position, must have a dignified manner, a clean record, a respectable home anchorage. Therefore 

he was circumspect in all he did, and whenever he appeared in the public ways in the afternoon, 

or on Sunday, it was with his wife, and sometimes his children. He would visit the local resorts, 

or those near by in Wisconsin, and spend a few stiff, polished days strolling about conventional 

places doing conventional things. He knew the need of it. 

 

When some one of the many middle-class individuals whom he knew, who had money, 

would get into trouble, he would shake his head. It didn't do to talk about those things. If it came 

up for discussion among such friends as with him passed for close, he would deprecate the folly 

of the thing. "It was all right to do it—all men do those things—but why wasn't he careful? A 

man can't be too careful." He lost sympathy for the man that made a mistake and was found out. 

 

On this account he still devoted some time to showing his wife about—time which would 

have been wearisome indeed if it had not been for the people he would meet and the little 

enjoyments which did not depend upon her presence or absence. He watched her with 

considerable curiosity at times, for she was still attractive in a way and men looked at her. She 

was affable, vain, subject to flattery, and this combination, he knew quite well, might produce a 

tragedy in a woman of her home position. Owing to his order of mind, his confidence in the sex 

was not great. His wife never possessed the virtues which would win the confidence and 

admiration of a man of his nature. As long as she loved him vigorously he could see how 

confidence could be, but when that was no longer the binding chain—well, something might 

happen. 

 

During the last year or two the expenses of the family seemed a large thing. Jessica 

wanted fine clothes, and Mrs. Hurstwood, not to be outshone by her daughter, also frequently 

enlivened her apparel. Hurstwood had said nothing in the past, but one day he murmured. 

 

"Jessica must have a new dress this month," said Mrs. Hurstwood one morning. 

 

Hurstwood was arraying himself in one of his perfection vests before the glass at the 

time. 

 

"I thought she just bought one," he said. 

 

"That was just something for evening wear," returned his wife complacently. 



 

"It seems to me," returned Hurstwood, "that she's spending a good deal for dresses of 

late." 

 

"Well, she's going out more," concluded his wife, but the tone of his voice impressed her 

as containing something she had not heard there before. 

 

He was not a man who travelled much, but when he did, he had been accustomed to take 

her along. On one occasion recently a local aldermanic junket had been arranged to visit 

Philadelphia—a junket that was to last ten days. Hurstwood had been invited. 

 

"Nobody knows us down there," said one, a gentleman whose face was a slight 

improvement over gross ignorance and sensuality. He always wore a silk hat of most imposing 

proportions. "We can have a good time." His left eye moved with just the semblance of a wink. 

"You want to come along, George." 

 

The next day Hurstwood announced his intention to his wife. 

 

"I'm going away, Julia," he said, "for a few days." 

 

"Where?" she asked, looking up. 

 

"To Philadelphia, on business." 

 

She looked at him consciously, expecting something else. 

 

"I'll have to leave you behind this time." 

 

"All right," she replied, but he could see that she was thinking that it was a curious thing. 

Before he went she asked him a few more questions, and that irritated him. He began to feel that 

she was a disagreeable attachment. 

 

On this trip he enjoyed himself thoroughly, and when it was over he was sorry to get 

back. He was not willingly a prevaricator, and hated thoroughly to make explanations concerning 

it. The whole incident was glossed over with general remarks, but Mrs. Hurstwood gave the 

subject considerable thought. She drove out more, dressed better, and attended theatres freely to 

make up for it. 

 

Such an atmosphere could hardly come under the category of home life. It ran along by 

force of habit, by force of conventional opinion. With the lapse of time it must necessarily 

become dryer and dryer—must eventually be tinder, easily lighted and destroyed. 

 

  



CHAPTER X THE COUNSEL OF WINTER: FORTUNE'S AMBASSADOR CALLS 

In the light of the world's attitude toward woman and her duties, the nature of Carrie's 

mental state deserves consideration. Actions such as hers are measured by an arbitrary scale. 

Society possesses a conventional standard whereby it judges all things. All men should be good, 

all women virtuous. Wherefore, villain, hast thou failed? 

 

For all the liberal analysis of Spencer and our modern naturalistic philosophers, we have 

but an infantile perception of morals. There is more in the subject than mere conformity to a law 

of evolution. It is yet deeper than conformity to things of earth alone. It is more involved than 

we, as yet, perceive. Answer, first, why the heart thrills; explain wherefore some plaintive note 

goes wandering about the world, undying; make clear the rose's subtle alchemy evolving its 

ruddy lamp in light and rain. In the essence of these facts lie the first principles of morals. 

 

"Oh," thought Drouet, "how delicious is my conquest." 

 

"Ah," thought Carrie, with mournful misgivings, "what is it I have lost?" 

 

Before this world-old proposition we stand, serious, interested, confused; endeavouring 

to evolve the true theory of morals—the true answer to what is right. 

 

In the view of a certain stratum of society, Carrie was comfortably established—in the 

eyes of the starveling, beaten by every wind and gusty sheet of rain, she was safe in a halcyon 

harbour. Drouet had taken three rooms, furnished, in Ogden Place, facing Union Park, on the 

West Side. That was a little, green-carpeted breathing spot, than which, to-day, there is nothing 

more beautiful in Chicago. It afforded a vista pleasant to contemplate. The best room looked out 

upon the lawn of the park, now sear and brown, where a little lake lay sheltered. Over the bare 

limbs of the trees, which now swayed in the wintry wind, rose the steeple of the Union Park 

Congregational Church, and far off the towers of several others. 

 

The rooms were comfortably enough furnished. There was a good Brussels carpet on the 

floor, rich in dull red and lemon shades, and representing large jardinières filled with gorgeous, 

impossible flowers. There was a large pier-glass mirror between the two windows. A large, soft, 

green, plush-covered couch occupied one corner, and several rocking-chairs were set about. 

Some pictures, several rugs, a few small pieces of bric-à-brac, and the tale of contents is told. 

 

In the bedroom, off the front room, was Carrie's trunk, bought by Drouet, and in the 

wardrobe built into the wall quite an array of clothing—more than she had ever possessed before, 

and of very becoming designs. There was a third room for possible use as a kitchen, where 

Drouet had Carrie establish a little portable gas stove for the preparation of small lunches, 

oysters, Welsh rarebits, and the like, of which he was exceedingly fond; and, lastly, a bath. The 

whole place was cosey, in that it was lighted by gas and heated by furnace registers, possessing 

also a small grate, set with an asbestos back, a method of cheerful warming which was then first 



coming into use. By her industry and natural love of order, which now developed, the place 

maintained an air pleasing in the extreme. 

 

Here, then, was Carrie, established in a pleasant fashion, free of certain difficulties which 

most ominously confronted her, laden with many new ones which were of a mental order, and 

altogether so turned about in all of her earthly relationships that she might well have been a new 

and different individual. She looked into her glass and saw a prettier Carrie than she had seen 

before; she looked into her mind, a mirror prepared of her own and the world's opinions, and saw 

a worse. Between these two images she wavered, hesitating which to believe. 

 

"My, but you're a little beauty," Drouet was wont to exclaim to her. 

 

She would look at him with large, pleased eyes. 

 

"You know it, don't you?" he would continue. 

 

"Oh, I don't know," she would reply, feeling delight in the fact that one should think so, 

hesitating to believe, though she really did, that she was vain enough to think so much of herself. 

 

Her conscience, however, was not a Drouet, interested to praise. There she heard a 

different voice, with which she argued, pleaded, excused. It was no just and sapient counsellor, 

in its last analysis. It was only an average little conscience, a thing which represented the world, 

her past environment, habit, convention, in a confused way. With it, the voice of the people was 

truly the voice of God. 

 

"Oh, thou failure!" said the voice. 

 

"Why?" she questioned. 

 

"Look at those about," came the whispered answer. "Look at those who are good. How 

would they scorn to do what you have done. Look at the good girls; how will they draw away 

from such as you when they know you have been weak. You had not tried before you failed." 

 

It was when Carrie was alone, looking out across the park, that she would be listening to 

this. It would come infrequently—when something else did not interfere, when the pleasant side 

was not too apparent, when Drouet was not there. It was somewhat clear in utterance at first, but 

never wholly convincing. There was always an answer, always the December days threatened. 

She was alone; she was desireful; she was fearful of the whistling wind. The voice of want made 

answer for her. 

 

Once the bright days of summer pass by, a city takes on that sombre garb of grey, wrapt 

in which it goes about its labours during the long winter. Its endless buildings look grey, its sky 

and its streets assume a sombre hue; the scattered, leafless trees and wind-blown dust and paper 



but add to the general solemnity of colour. There seems to be something in the chill breezes 

which scurry through the long, narrow thoroughfares productive of rueful thoughts. Not poets 

alone, nor artists, nor that superior order of mind which arrogates to itself all refinement, feel 

this, but dogs and all men. These feel as much as the poet, though they have not the same power 

of expression. The sparrow upon the wire, the cat in the doorway, the dray horse tugging his 

weary load, feel the long, keen breaths of winter. It strikes to the heart of all life, animate and 

inanimate. If it were not for the artificial fires of merriment, the rush of profit-seeking trade, and 

pleasure-selling amusements; if the various merchants failed to make the customary display 

within and without their establishments; if our streets were not strung with signs of gorgeous 

hues and thronged with hurrying purchasers, we would quickly discover how firmly the chill 

hand of winter lays upon the heart; how dispiriting are the days during which the sun withholds a 

portion of our allowance of light and warmth. We are more dependent upon these things than is 

often thought. We are insects produced by heat, and pass without it. 

 

In the drag of such a grey day the secret voice would reassert itself, feebly and more 

feebly. 

 

Such mental conflict was not always uppermost. Carrie was not by any means a gloomy 

soul. More, she had not the mind to get firm hold upon a definite truth. When she could not find 

her way out of the labyrinth of ill-logic which thought upon the subject created, she would turn 

away entirely. 

 

Drouet, all the time, was conducting himself in a model way for one of his sort. He took 

her about a great deal, spent money upon her, and when he travelled took her with him. There 

were times when she would be alone for two or three days, while he made the shorter circuits of 

his business, but, as a rule, she saw a great deal of him. 

 

"Say, Carrie," he said one morning, shortly after they had so established themselves, "I've 

invited my friend Hurstwood to come out some day and spend the evening with us." 

 

"Who is he?" asked Carrie, doubtfully. 

 

"Oh, he's a nice man. He's manager of Fitzgerald and Moy's." 

 

"What's that?" said Carrie. 

 

"The finest resort in town. It's a way-up, swell place." 

 

Carrie puzzled a moment. She was wondering what Drouet had told him, what her 

attitude would be. 

 

"That's all right," said Drouet, feeling her thought. "He doesn't know anything. You're 

Mrs. Drouet now." 



 

There was something about this which struck Carrie as slightly inconsiderate. She could 

see that Drouet did not have the keenest sensibilities. 

 

"Why don't we get married?" she inquired, thinking of the voluble promises he had made. 

 

"Well, we will," he said, "just as soon as I get this little deal of mine closed up." 

 

He was referring to some property which he said he had, and which required so much 

attention, adjustment, and what not, that somehow or other it interfered with his free moral, 

personal actions. 

 

"Just as soon as I get back from my Denver trip in January we'll do it." 

 

Carrie accepted this as basis for hope—it was a sort of salve to her conscience, a pleasant 

way out. Under the circumstances, things would be righted. Her actions would be justified. 

 

She really was not enamoured of Drouet. She was more clever than he. In a dim way, she 

was beginning to see where he lacked. If it had not been for this, if she had not been able to 

measure and judge him in a way, she would have been worse off than she was. She would have 

adored him. She would have been utterly wretched in her fear of not gaining his affection, of 

losing his interest, of being swept away and left without an anchorage. As it was, she wavered a 

little, slightly anxious, at first, to gain him completely, but later feeling at ease in waiting. She 

was not exactly sure what she thought of him—what she wanted to do. 

 

When Hurstwood called, she met a man who was more clever than Drouet in a hundred 

ways. He paid that peculiar deference to women which every member of the sex appreciates. He 

was not overawed, he was not over-bold. His great charm was attentiveness. Schooled in 

winning those birds of fine feather among his own sex, the merchants and professionals who 

visited his resort, he could use even greater tact when endeavouring to prove agreeable to some 

one who charmed him. In a pretty woman of any refinement of feeling whatsoever he found his 

greatest incentive. He was mild, placid, assured, giving the impression that he wished to be of 

service only—to do something which would make the lady more pleased. 

 

Drouet had ability in this line himself when the game was worth the candle, but he was 

too much the egotist to reach the polish which Hurstwood possessed. He was too buoyant, too 

full of ruddy life, too assured. He succeeded with many who were not quite schooled in the art of 

love. He failed dismally where the woman was slightly experienced and possessed innate 

refinement. In the case of Carrie he found a woman who was all of the latter, but none of the 

former. He was lucky in the fact that opportunity tumbled into his lap, as it were. A few years 

later, with a little more experience, the slightest tide of success, and he had not been able to 

approach Carrie at all. 

 



"You ought to have a piano here, Drouet," said Hurstwood, smiling at Carrie, on the 

evening in question, "so that your wife could play." 

 

Drouet had not thought of that. 

 

"So we ought," he observed readily. 

 

"Oh, I don't play," ventured Carrie. 

 

"It isn't very difficult," returned Hurstwood. "You could do very well in a few weeks." 

 

He was in the best form for entertaining this evening. His clothes were particularly new 

and rich in appearance. The coat lapels stood out with that medium stiffness which excellent 

cloth possesses. The vest was of a rich Scotch plaid, set with a double row of round mother-of-

pearl buttons. His cravat was a shiny combination of silken threads, not loud, not inconspicuous. 

What he wore did not strike the eye so forcibly as that which Drouet had on, but Carrie could see 

the elegance of the material. Hurstwood's shoes were of soft, black calf, polished only to a dull 

shine. Drouet wore patent leather, but Carrie could not help feeling that there was a distinction in 

favour of the soft leather, where all else was so rich. She noticed these things almost 

unconsciously. They were things which would naturally flow from the situation. She was used to 

Drouet's appearance. 

 

"Suppose we have a little game of euchre?" suggested Hurstwood, after a light round of 

conversation. He was rather dexterous in avoiding everything that would suggest that he knew 

anything of Carrie's past. He kept away from personalities altogether, and confined himself to 

those things which did not concern individuals at all. By his manner, he put Carrie at her ease, 

and by his deference and pleasantries he amused her. He pretended to be seriously interested in 

all she said. 

 

"I don't know how to play," said Carrie. 

 

"Charlie, you are neglecting a part of your duty," he observed to Drouet most affably. 

"Between us, though," he went on, "we can show you." 

 

By his tact he made Drouet feel that he admired his choice. There was something in his 

manner that showed that he was pleased to be there. Drouet felt really closer to him than ever 

before. It gave him more respect for Carrie. Her appearance came into a new light, under 

Hurstwood's appreciation. The situation livened considerably. 

 

"Now, let me see," said Hurstwood, looking over Carrie's shoulder very deferentially. 

"What have you?" He studied for a moment. "That's rather good," he said. 

 

"You're lucky. Now, I'll show you how to trounce your husband. You take my advice." 



 

"Here," said Drouet, "if you two are going to scheme together, I won't stand a ghost of a 

show. Hurstwood's a regular sharp." 

 

"No, it's your wife. She brings me luck. Why shouldn't she win?" 

 

Carrie looked gratefully at Hurstwood, and smiled at Drouet. The former took the air of a 

mere friend. He was simply there to enjoy himself. Anything that Carrie did was pleasing to him, 

nothing more. 

 

"There," he said, holding back one of his own good cards, and giving Carrie a chance to 

take a trick. "I count that clever playing for a beginner." 

 

The latter laughed gleefully as she saw the hand coming her way. It was as if she were 

invincible when Hurstwood helped her. 

 

He did not look at her often. When he did, it was with a mild light in his eye. Not a shade 

was there of anything save geniality and kindness. He took back the shifty, clever gleam, and 

replaced it with one of innocence. Carrie could not guess but that it was pleasure with him in the 

immediate thing. She felt that he considered she was doing a great deal. 

 

"It's unfair to let such playing go without earning something," he said after a time, 

slipping his finger into the little coin pocket of his coat. "Let's play for dimes." 

 

"All right," said Drouet, fishing for bills. 

 

Hurstwood was quicker. His fingers were full of new ten-cent pieces. "Here we are," he 

said, supplying each one with a little stack. 

 

"Oh, this is gambling," smiled Carrie. "It's bad." 

 

"No," said Drouet, "only fun. If you never play for more than that, you will go to 

Heaven." 

 

"Don't you moralise," said Hurstwood to Carrie gently, "until you see what becomes of 

the money." 

 

Drouet smiled. 

 

"If your husband gets them, he'll tell you how bad it is." 

 

Drouet laughed loud. 

 



There was such an ingratiating tone about Hurstwood's voice, the insinuation was so 

perceptible that even Carrie got the humour of it. 

 

"When do you leave?" said Hurstwood to Drouet. 

 

"On Wednesday," he replied. 

 

"It's rather hard to have your husband running about like that, isn't it?" said Hurstwood, 

addressing Carrie. 

 

"She's going along with me this time," said Drouet. 

 

"You must both go with me to the theatre before you go." 

 

"Certainly," said Drouet. "Eh, Carrie?" 

 

"I'd like it ever so much," she replied. 

 

Hurstwood did his best to see that Carrie won the money. He rejoiced in her success, kept 

counting her winnings, and finally gathered and put them in her extended hand. They spread a 

little lunch, at which he served the wine, and afterwards he used fine tact in going. 

 

"Now," he said, addressing first Carrie and then Drouet with his eyes, "you must be ready 

at 7.30. I'll come and get you." 

 

They went with him to the door and there was his cab waiting, its red lamps gleaming 

cheerfully in the shadow. 

 

"Now," he observed to Drouet, with a tone of good-fellowship, "when you leave your 

wife alone, you must let me show her around a little. It will break up her loneliness." 

 

"Sure," said Drouet, quite pleased at the attention shown. 

 

"You're so kind," observed Carrie. 

 

"Not at all," said Hurstwood, "I would want your husband to do as much for me." 

 

He smiled and went lightly away. Carrie was thoroughly impressed. She had never come 

in contact with such grace. As for Drouet, he was equally pleased. 

 

"There's a nice man," he remarked to Carrie, as they returned to their cosey chamber. "A 

good friend of mine, too." 

 



"He seems to be," said Carrie. 

  



CHAPTER XI THE PERSUASION OF FASHION: FEELING GUARDS O'ER ITS OWN 

Carrie was an apt student of fortune's ways—of fortune's superficialities. Seeing a thing, 

she would immediately set to inquiring how she would look, properly related to it. Be it known 

that this is not fine feeling, it is not wisdom. The greatest minds are not so afflicted; and, on the 

contrary, the lowest order of mind is not so disturbed. Fine clothes to her were a vast persuasion; 

they spoke tenderly and Jesuitically for themselves. When she came within earshot of their 

pleading, desire in her bent a willing ear. The voice of the so-called inanimate! Who shall 

translate for us the language of the stones? 

 

"My dear," said the lace collar she secured from Partridge's, "I fit you beautifully; don't 

give me up." 

 

"Ah, such little feet," said the leather of the soft new shoes; "how effectively I cover 

them. What a pity they should ever want my aid." 

 

Once these things were in her hand, on her person, she might dream of giving them up; 

the method by which they came might intrude itself so forcibly that she would ache to be rid of 

the thought of it, but she would not give them up. "Put on the old clothes—that torn pair of 

shoes," was called to her by her conscience in vain. She could possibly have conquered the fear 

of hunger and gone back; the thought of hard work and a narrow round of suffering would, under 

the last pressure of conscience, have yielded, but spoil her appearance?—be old-clothed and 

poor-appearing?—never! 

 

Drouet heightened her opinion on this and allied subjects in such a manner as to weaken 

her power of resisting their influence. It is so easy to do this when the thing opined is in the line 

of what we desire. In his hearty way, he insisted upon her good looks. He looked at her 

admiringly, and she took it at its full value. Under the circumstances, she did not need to carry 

herself as pretty women do. She picked that knowledge up fast enough for herself. Drouet had a 

habit, characteristic of his kind, of looking after stylishly dressed or pretty women on the street 

and remarking upon them. He had just enough of the feminine love of dress to be a good judge—

not of intellect, but of clothes. He saw how they set their little feet, how they carried their chins, 

with what grace and sinuosity they swung their bodies. A dainty, self-conscious swaying of the 

hips by a woman was to him as alluring as the glint of rare wine to a toper. He would turn and 

follow the disappearing vision with his eyes. He would thrill as a child with the unhindered 

passion that was in him. He loved the thing that women love in themselves, grace. At this, their 

own shrine, he knelt with them, an ardent devotee. 

 

"Did you see that woman who went by just now?" he said to Carrie on the first day they 

took a walk together. "Fine stepper, wasn't she?" 

 

Carrie looked, and observed the grace commended. 

 



"Yes, she is," she returned, cheerfully, a little suggestion of possible defect in herself 

awakening in her mind. If that was so fine, she must look at it more closely. Instinctively, she felt 

a desire to imitate it. Surely she could do that too. 

 

When one of her mind sees many things emphasized and reemphasized and admired, she 

gathers the logic of it and applies accordingly. Drouet was not shrewd enough to see that this was 

not tactful. He could not see that it would be better to make her feel that she was competing with 

herself, not others better than herself. He would not have done it with an older, wiser woman, but 

in Carrie he saw only the novice. Less clever than she, he was naturally unable to comprehend 

her sensibility. He went on educating and wounding her, a thing rather foolish in one whose 

admiration for his pupil and victim was apt to grow. 

 

Carrie took the instructions affably. She saw what Drouet liked; in a vague way she saw 

where he was weak. It lessens a woman's opinion of a man when she learns that his admiration is 

so pointedly and generously distributed. She sees but one object of supreme compliment in this 

world, and that is herself. If a man is to succeed with many women, he must be all in all to each. 

 

In her own apartments Carrie saw things which were lessons in the same school. 

 

In the same house with her lived an official of one of the theatres, Mr. Frank A. Hale, 

manager of the Standard, and his wife, a pleasing-looking brunette of thirty-five. They were 

people of a sort very common in America to-day, who live respectably from hand to mouth. Hale 

received a salary of forty-five dollars a week. His wife, quite attractive, affected the feeling of 

youth, and objected to that sort of home life which means the care of a house and the raising of a 

family. Like Drouet and Carrie, they also occupied three rooms on the floor above. 

 

Not long after she arrived Mrs. Hale established social relations with her, and together 

they went about. For a long time this was her only companionship, and the gossip of the 

manager's wife formed the medium through which she saw the world. Such trivialities, such 

praises of wealth, such conventional expression of morals as sifted through this passive creature's 

mind, fell upon Carrie and for the while confused her. 

 

On the other hand, her own feelings were a corrective influence. The constant drag to 

something better was not to be denied. By those things which address the heart was she steadily 

recalled. In the apartments across the hall were a young girl and her mother. They were from 

Evansville, Indiana, the wife and daughter of a railroad treasurer. The daughter was here to study 

music, the mother to keep her company. 

 

Carrie did not make their acquaintance, but she saw the daughter coming in and going 

out. A few times she had seen her at the piano in the parlour, and not infrequently had heard her 

play. This young woman was particularly dressy for her station, and wore a jewelled ring or two 

which flashed upon her white fingers as she played. 

 



Now Carrie was affected by music. Her nervous composition responded to certain strains, 

much as certain strings of a harp vibrate when a corresponding key of a piano is struck. She was 

delicately moulded in sentiment, and answered with vague ruminations to certain wistful chords. 

They awoke longings for those things which she did not have. They caused her to cling closer to 

things she possessed. One short song the young lady played in a most soulful and tender mood. 

Carrie heard it through the open door from the parlour below. It was at that hour between 

afternoon and night when, for the idle, the wanderer, things are apt to take on a wistful aspect. 

The mind wanders forth on far journeys and returns with sheaves of withered and departed joys. 

Carrie sat at her window looking out. Drouet had been away since ten in the morning. She had 

amused herself with a walk, a book by Bertha M. Clay which Drouet had left there, though she 

did not wholly enjoy the latter, and by changing her dress for the evening. Now she sat looking 

out across the park as wistful and depressed as the nature which craves variety and life can be 

under such circumstances. As she contemplated her new state, the strain from the parlour below 

stole upward. With it her thoughts became coloured and enmeshed. She reverted to the things 

which were best and saddest within the small limit of her experience. She became for the 

moment a repentant. 

 

While she was in this mood Drouet came in, bringing with him an entirely different 

atmosphere. It was dusk and Carrie had neglected to light the lamp. The fire in the grate, too, had 

burned low. 

 

"Where are you, Cad?" he said, using a pet name he had given her. 

 

"Here," she answered. 

 

There was something delicate and lonely in her voice, but he could not hear it. He had not 

the poetry in him that would seek a woman out under such circumstances and console her for the 

tragedy of life. Instead, he struck a match and lighted the gas. 

 

"Hello," he exclaimed, "you've been crying." 

 

Her eyes were still wet with a few vague tears. 

 

"Pshaw," he said, "you don't want to do that." 

 

He took her hand, feeling in his good-natured egotism that it was probably lack of his 

presence which had made her lonely. 

 

"Come on, now," he went on; "it's all right. Let's waltz a little to that music." 

 

He could not have introduced a more incongruous proposition. It made clear to Carrie 

that he could not sympathise with her. She could not have framed thoughts which would have 



expressed his defect or made clear the difference between them, but she felt it. It was his first 

great mistake. 

 

What Drouet said about the girl's grace, as she tripped out evenings accompanied by her 

mother, caused Carrie to perceive the nature and value of those little modish ways which women 

adopt when they would presume to be something. She looked in the mirror and pursed up her 

lips, accompanying it with a little toss of the head, as she had seen the railroad treasurer's 

daughter do. She caught up her skirts with an easy swing, for had not Drouet remarked that in her 

and several others, and Carrie was naturally imitative. She began to get the hang of those little 

things which the pretty woman who has vanity invariably adopts. In short, her knowledge of 

grace doubled, and with it her appearance changed. She became a girl of considerable taste. 

 

Drouet noticed this. He saw the new bow in her hair and the new way of arranging her 

locks which she affected one morning. 

 

"You look fine that way, Cad," he said. 

 

"Do I?" she replied, sweetly. It made her try for other effects that selfsame day. 

 

She used her feet less heavily, a thing that was brought about by her attempting to imitate 

the treasurer's daughter's graceful carriage. How much influence the presence of that young 

woman in the same house had upon her it would be difficult to say. But, because of all these 

things, when Hurstwood called he had found a young woman who was much more than the 

Carrie to whom Drouet had first spoken. The primary defects of dress and manner had passed. 

She was pretty, graceful, rich in the timidity born of uncertainty, and with a something childlike 

in her large eyes which captured the fancy of this starched and conventional poser among men. It 

was the ancient attraction of the fresh for the stale. If there was a touch of appreciation left in 

him for the bloom and unsophistication which is the charm of youth, it rekindled now. He looked 

into her pretty face and felt the subtle waves of young life radiating therefrom. In that large clear 

eye he could see nothing that his blasé nature could understand as guile. The little vanity, if he 

could have perceived it there, would have touched him as a pleasant thing. 

 

"I wonder," he said, as he rode away in his cab, "how Drouet came to win her." 

 

He gave her credit for feelings superior to Drouet at the first glance. 

 

The cab plopped along between the far-receding lines of gas lamps on either hand. He 

folded his gloved hands and saw only the lighted chamber and Carrie's face. He was pondering 

over the delight of youthful beauty. 

 

"I'll have a bouquet for her," he thought. "Drouet won't mind." 

 



He never for a moment concealed the fact of her attraction for himself. He troubled 

himself not at all about Drouet's priority. He was merely floating those gossamer threads of 

thought which, like the spider's, he hoped would lay hold somewhere. He did not know, he could 

not guess, what the result would be. 

 

A few weeks later Drouet, in his peregrinations, encountered one of his well-dressed lady 

acquaintances in Chicago on his return from a short trip to Omaha. He had intended to hurry out 

to Ogden Place and surprise Carrie, but now he fell into an interesting conversation and soon 

modified his original intention. 

 

"Let's go to dinner," he said, little recking any chance meeting which might trouble his 

way. 

 

"Certainly," said his companion. 

 

They visited one of the better restaurants for a social chat. It was five in the afternoon 

when they met; it was seven-thirty before the last bone was picked. 

 

Drouet was just finishing a little incident he was relating, and his face was expanding into 

a smile, when Hurstwood's eye caught his own. The latter had come in with several friends, and, 

seeing Drouet and some woman, not Carrie, drew his own conclusion. 

 

"Ah, the rascal," he thought, and then, with a touch of righteous sympathy, "that's pretty 

hard on the little girl." 

 

Drouet jumped from one easy thought to another as he caught Hurstwood's eye. He felt 

but very little misgiving, until he saw that Hurstwood was cautiously pretending not to see. Then 

some of the latter's impression forced itself upon him. He thought of Carrie and their last 

meeting. By George, he would have to explain this to Hurstwood. Such a chance half-hour with 

an old friend must not have anything more attached to it than it really warranted. 

 

For the first time he was troubled. Here was a moral complication of which he could not 

possibly get the ends. Hurstwood would laugh at him for being a fickle boy. He would laugh 

with Hurstwood. Carrie would never hear, his present companion at table would never know, and 

yet he could not help feeling that he was getting the worst of it—there was some faint stigma 

attached, and he was not guilty. He broke up the dinner by becoming dull, and saw his 

companion on her car. Then he went home. 

 

"He hasn't talked to me about any of these later flames," thought Hurstwood to himself. 

"He thinks I think he cares for the girl out there." 

 

"He ought not to think I'm knocking around, since I have just introduced him out there," 

thought Drouet. 



 

"I saw you," Hurstwood said, genially, the next time Drouet drifted in to his polished 

resort, from which he could not stay away. He raised his forefinger indicatively, as parents do to 

children. 

 

"An old acquaintance of mine that I ran into just as I was coming up from the station," 

explained Drouet. "She used to be quite a beauty." 

 

"Still attracts a little, eh?" returned the other, affecting to jest. 

 

"Oh, no," said Drouet, "just couldn't escape her this time." 

 

"How long are you here?" asked Hurstwood. 

 

"Only a few days." 

 

"You must bring the girl down and take dinner with me," he said. "I'm afraid you keep 

her cooped up out there. I'll get a box for Joe Jefferson." 

 

"Not me," answered the drummer. "Sure I'll come." 

 

This pleased Hurstwood immensely. He gave Drouet no credit for any feelings toward 

Carrie whatever. He envied him, and now, as he looked at the well-dressed, jolly salesman, 

whom he so much liked, the gleam of the rival glowed in his eye. He began to "size up" Drouet 

from the standpoints of wit and fascination. He began to look to see where he was weak. There 

was no disputing that, whatever he might think of him as a good fellow, he felt a certain amount 

of contempt for him as a lover. He could hoodwink him all right. Why, if he would just let Carrie 

see one such little incident as that of Thursday, it would settle the matter. He ran on in thought, 

almost exulting, the while he laughed and chatted, and Drouet felt nothing. He had no power of 

analysing the glance and the atmosphere of a man like Hurstwood. He stood and smiled and 

accepted the invitation while his friend examined him with the eye of a hawk. 

 

The object of this peculiarly involved comedy was not thinking of either. She was busy 

adjusting her thoughts and feelings to newer conditions, and was not in danger of suffering 

disturbing pangs from either quarter. 

 

One evening Drouet found her dressing herself before the glass. 

 

"Cad," said he, catching her, "I believe you're getting vain." 

 

"Nothing of the kind," she returned, smiling. 

 



"Well, you're mighty pretty," he went on, slipping his arm around her. "Put on that navy-

blue dress of yours and I'll take you to the show." 

 

"Oh, I've promised Mrs. Hale to go with her to the Exposition to-night," she returned, 

apologetically. 

 

"You did, eh?" he said, studying the situation abstractedly. "I wouldn't care to go to that 

myself." 

 

"Well, I don't know," answered Carrie, puzzling, but not offering to break her promise in 

his favour. 

 

Just then a knock came at their door and the maid-servant handed a letter in. 

 

"He says there's an answer expected," she explained. 

 

"It's from Hurstwood," said Drouet, noting the superscription as he tore it open. 

 

"You are to come down and see Joe Jefferson with me to-night," it ran in part. "It's my 

turn, as we agreed the other day. All other bets are off." 

 

"Well, what do you say to this?" asked Drouet, innocently, while Carrie's mind bubbled 

with favourable replies. 

 

"You had better decide, Charlie," she said, reservedly. 

 

"I guess we had better go, if you can break that engagement upstairs," said Drouet. 

 

"Oh, I can," returned Carrie without thinking. 

 

Drouet selected writing paper while Carrie went to change her dress. She hardly 

explained to herself why this latest invitation appealed to her most. 

 

"Shall I wear my hair as I did yesterday?" she asked, as she came out with several articles 

of apparel pending. 

 

"Sure," he returned, pleasantly. 

 

She was relieved to see that he felt nothing. She did not credit her willingness to go to 

any fascination Hurstwood held for her. It seemed that the combination of Hurstwood, Drouet, 

and herself was more agreeable than anything else that had been suggested. She arrayed herself 

most carefully and they started off, extending excuses upstairs. 

 



"I say," said Hurstwood, as they came up the theatre lobby, "we are exceedingly 

charming this evening." 

 

Carrie fluttered under his approving glance. 

 

"Now, then," he said, leading the way up the foyer into the theatre. 

 

If ever there was dressiness it was here. It was the personification of the old term spick 

and span. 

 

"Did you ever see Jefferson?" he questioned, as he leaned toward Carrie in the box. 

 

"I never did," she returned. 

 

"He's delightful, delightful," he went on, giving the commonplace rendition of approval 

which such men know. He sent Drouet after a programme, and then discoursed to Carrie 

concerning Jefferson as he had heard of him. The former was pleased beyond expression, and 

was really hypnotised by the environment, the trappings of the box, the elegance of her 

companion. Several times their eyes accidentally met, and then there poured into hers such a 

flood of feeling as she had never before experienced. She could not for the moment explain it, 

for in the next glance or the next move of the hand there was seeming indifference, mingled only 

with the kindest attention. 

 

Drouet shared in the conversation, but he was almost dull in comparison. Hurstwood 

entertained them both, and now it was driven into Carrie's mind that here was the superior man. 

She instinctively felt that he was stronger and higher, and yet withal so simple. By the end of the 

third act she was sure that Drouet was only a kindly soul, but otherwise defective. He sank every 

moment in her estimation by the strong comparison. 

 

"I have had such a nice time," said Carrie, when it was all over and they were coming out. 

 

"Yes, indeed," added Drouet, who was not in the least aware that a battle had been fought 

and his defences weakened. He was like the Emperor of China, who sat glorying in himself, 

unaware that his fairest provinces were being wrested from him. 

 

"Well, you have saved me a dreary evening," returned Hurstwood. "Good-night." 

 

He took Carrie's little hand, and a current of feeling swept from one to the other. 

 

"I'm so tired," said Carrie, leaning back in the car when Drouet began to talk. 

 

"Well, you rest a little while I smoke," he said, rising, and then he foolishly went to the 

forward platform of the car and left the game as it stood. 



  



CHAPTER XII OF THE LAMPS OF THE MANSIONS: THE AMBASSADOR'S PLEA 

Mrs. Hurstwood was not aware of any of her husband's moral defections, though she 

might readily have suspected his tendencies, which she well understood. She was a woman upon 

whose action under provocation you could never count. Hurstwood, for one, had not the slightest 

idea of what she would do under certain circumstances. He had never seen her thoroughly 

aroused. In fact, she was not a woman who would fly into a passion. She had too little faith in 

mankind not to know that they were erring. She was too calculating to jeopardise any advantage 

she might gain in the way of information by fruitless clamour. Her wrath would never wreak 

itself in one fell blow. She would wait and brood, studying the details and adding to them until 

her power might be commensurate with her desire for revenge. At the same time, she would not 

delay to inflict any injury, big or little, which would wound the object of her revenge and still 

leave him uncertain as to the source of the evil. She was a cold, self-centred woman, with many a 

thought of her own which never found expression, not even by so much as the glint of an eye. 

 

Hurstwood felt some of this in her nature, though he did not actually perceive it. He dwelt 

with her in peace and some satisfaction. He did not fear her in the least—there was no cause for 

it. She still took a faint pride in him, which was augmented by her desire to have her social 

integrity maintained. She was secretly somewhat pleased by the fact that much of her husband's 

property was in her name, a precaution which Hurstwood had taken when his home interests 

were somewhat more alluring than at present. His wife had not the slightest reason to feel that 

anything would ever go amiss with their household, and yet the shadows which run before gave 

her a thought of the good of it now and then. She was in a position to become refractory with 

considerable advantage, and Hurstwood conducted himself circumspectly because he felt that he 

could not be sure of anything once she became dissatisfied. 

 

It so happened that on the night when Hurstwood, Carrie, and Drouet were in the box at 

McVickar's, George, Jr., was in the sixth row of the parquet with the daughter of H. B. 

Carmichael, the third partner of a wholesale dry-goods house of that city. Hurstwood did not see 

his son, for he sat, as was his wont, as far back as possible, leaving himself just partially visible, 

when he bent forward, to those within the first six rows in question. It was his wont to sit this 

way in every theatre—to make his personality as inconspicuous as possible where it would be no 

advantage to him to have it otherwise. 

 

He never moved but what, if there was any danger of his conduct being misconstrued or 

ill-reported, he looked carefully about him and counted the cost of every inch of conspicuity. 

 

The next morning at breakfast his son said: 

 

"I saw you, Governor, last night." 

 

"Were you at McVickar's?" said Hurstwood, with the best grace in the world. 

 



"Yes," said young George. 

 

"Who with?" 

 

"Miss Carmichael." 

 

Mrs. Hurstwood directed an inquiring glance at her husband, but could not judge from his 

appearance whether it was any more than a casual look into the theatre which was referred to. 

 

"How was the play?" she inquired. 

 

"Very good," returned Hurstwood, "only it's the same old thing, 'Rip Van Winkle.'" 

 

"Whom did you go with?" queried his wife, with assumed indifference. 

 

"Charlie Drouet and his wife. They are friends of Moy's, visiting here." 

 

Owing to the peculiar nature of his position, such a disclosure as this would ordinarily 

create no difficulty. His wife took it for granted that his situation called for certain social 

movements in which she might not be included. But of late he had pleaded office duty on several 

occasions when his wife asked for his company to any evening entertainment. He had done so in 

regard to the very evening in question only the morning before. 

 

"I thought you were going to be busy," she remarked, very carefully. 

 

"So I was," he exclaimed. "I couldn't help the interruption, but I made up for it afterward 

by working until two." 

 

This settled the discussion for the time being, but there was a residue of opinion which 

was not satisfactory. There was no time at which the claims of his wife could have been more 

unsatisfactorily pushed. For years he had been steadily modifying his matrimonial devotion, and 

found her company dull. Now that a new light shone upon the horizon, this older luminary paled 

in the west. He was satisfied to turn his face away entirely, and any call to look back was 

irksome. 

 

She, on the contrary, was not at all inclined to accept anything less than a complete 

fulfilment of the letter of their relationship, though the spirit might be wanting. 

 

"We are coming down town this afternoon," she remarked, a few days later. "I want you 

to come over to Kinsley's and meet Mr. Phillips and his wife. They're stopping at the Tremont, 

and we're going to show them around a little." 

 



After the occurrence of Wednesday, he could not refuse, though the Phillips were about 

as uninteresting as vanity and ignorance could make them. He agreed, but it was with short 

grace. He was angry when he left the house. 

 

"I'll put a stop to this," he thought. "I'm not going to be bothered fooling around with 

visitors when I have work to do." 

 

Not long after this Mrs. Hurstwood came with a similar proposition, only it was to a 

matinée this time. 

 

"My dear," he returned, "I haven't time. I'm too busy." 

 

"You find time to go with other people, though," she replied, with considerable irritation. 

 

"Nothing of the kind," he answered. "I can't avoid business relations, and that's all there is 

to it." 

 

"Well, never mind," she exclaimed. Her lips tightened. The feeling of mutual antagonism 

was increased. 

 

On the other hand, his interest in Drouet's little shop-girl grew in an almost evenly 

balanced proportion. That young lady, under the stress of her situation and the tutelage of her 

new friend, changed effectively. She had the aptitude of the struggler who seeks emancipation. 

The glow of a more showy life was not lost upon her. She did not grow in knowledge so much as 

she awakened in the matter of desire. Mrs. Hale's extended harangues upon the subjects of 

wealth and position taught her to distinguish between degrees of wealth. 

 

Mrs. Hale loved to drive in the afternoon in the sun when it was fine, and to satisfy her 

soul with a sight of those mansions and lawns which she could not afford. On the North Side had 

been erected a number of elegant mansions along what is now known as the North Shore Drive. 

The present lake wall of stone and granitoid was not then in place, but the road had been well 

laid out, the intermediate spaces of lawn were lovely to look upon, and the houses were 

thoroughly new and imposing. When the winter season had passed and the first fine days of the 

early spring appeared, Mrs. Hale secured a buggy for an afternoon and invited Carrie. They rode 

first through Lincoln Park and on far out towards Evanston, turning back at four and arriving at 

the north end of the Shore Drive at about five o'clock. At this time of year the days are still 

comparatively short, and the shadows of the evening were beginning to settle down upon the 

great city. Lamps were beginning to burn with that mellow radiance which seems almost watery 

and translucent to the eye. There was a softness in the air which speaks with an infinite delicacy 

of feeling to the flesh as well as to the soul. Carrie felt that it was a lovely day. She was ripened 

by it in spirit for many suggestions. As they drove along the smooth pavement an occasional 

carriage passed. She saw one stop and the footman dismount, opening the door for a gentleman 

who seemed to be leisurely returning from some afternoon pleasure. Across the broad lawns, 



now first freshening into green, she saw lamps faintly glowing upon rich interiors. Now it was 

but a chair, now a table, now an ornate corner, which met her eye, but it appealed to her as 

almost nothing else could. Such childish fancies as she had had of fairy palaces and kingly 

quarters now came back. She imagined that across these richly carved entrance-ways, where the 

globed and crystalled lamps shone upon panelled doors set with stained and designed panes of 

glass, was neither care nor unsatisfied desire. She was perfectly certain that here was happiness. 

If she could but stroll up yon broad walk, cross that rich entrance-way, which to her was of the 

beauty of a jewel, and sweep in grace and luxury to possession and command—oh! how quickly 

would sadness flee; how, in an instant, would the heartache end. She gazed and gazed, 

wondering, delighting, longing, and all the while the siren voice of the unrestful was whispering 

in her ear. 

 

"If we could have such a home as that," said Mrs. Hale sadly, "how delightful it would 

be." 

 

"And yet they do say," said Carrie, "that no one is ever happy." 

 

She had heard so much of the canting philosophy of the grapeless fox. 

 

"I notice," said Mrs. Hale, "that they all try mighty hard, though, to take their misery in a 

mansion." 

 

When she came to her own rooms, Carrie saw their comparative insignificance. She was 

not so dull but that she could perceive they were but three small rooms in a moderately well-

furnished boarding-house. She was not contrasting it now with what she had had, but what she 

had so recently seen. The glow of the palatial doors was still in her eye, the roll of cushioned 

carriages still in her ears. What, after all, was Drouet? What was she? At her window, she 

thought it over, rocking to and fro, and gazing out across the lamp-lit park toward the lamp-lit 

houses on Warren and Ashland avenues. She was too wrought up to care to go down to eat, too 

pensive to do aught but rock and sing. Some old tunes crept to her lips, and, as she sang them, 

her heart sank. She longed and longed and longed. It was now for the old cottage room in 

Columbia City, now the mansion upon the Shore Drive, now the fine dress of some lady, now the 

elegance of some scene. She was sad beyond measure, and yet uncertain, wishing, fancying. 

Finally, it seemed as if all her state was one of loneliness and forsakenness, and she could scarce 

refrain from trembling at the lip. She hummed and hummed as the moments went by, sitting in 

the shadow by the window, and was therein as happy, though she did not perceive it, as she ever 

would be. 

 

While Carrie was still in this frame of mind, the house-servant brought up the intelligence 

that Mr. Hurstwood was in the parlour asking to see Mr. and Mrs. Drouet. 

 

"I guess he doesn't know that Charlie is out of town," thought Carrie. 

 



She had seen comparatively little of the manager during the winter, but had been kept 

constantly in mind of him by one thing and another, principally by the strong impression he had 

made. She was quite disturbed for the moment as to her appearance, but soon satisfied herself by 

the aid of the mirror, and went below. 

 

Hurstwood was in his best form, as usual. He hadn't heard that Drouet was out of town. 

He was but slightly affected by the intelligence, and devoted himself to the more general topics 

which would interest Carrie. It was surprising—the ease with which he conducted a 

conversation. He was like every man who has had the advantage of practice and knows he has 

sympathy. He knew that Carrie listened to him pleasurably, and, without the least effort, he fell 

into a train of observation which absorbed her fancy. He drew up his chair and modulated his 

voice to such a degree that what he said seemed wholly confidential. He confined himself almost 

exclusively to his observation of men and pleasures. He had been here and there, he had seen this 

and that. Somehow he made Carrie wish to see similar things, and all the while kept her aware of 

himself. She could not shut out the consciousness of his individuality and presence for a 

moment. He would raise his eyes slowly in smiling emphasis of something, and she was fixed by 

their magnetism. He would draw out, with the easiest grace, her approval. Once he touched her 

hand for emphasis and she only smiled. He seemed to radiate an atmosphere which suffused her 

being. He was never dull for a minute, and seemed to make her clever. At least, she brightened 

under his influence until all her best side was exhibited. She felt that she was more clever with 

him than with others. At least, he seemed to find so much in her to applaud. There was not the 

slightest touch of patronage. Drouet was full of it. 

 

There had been something so personal, so subtle, in each meeting between them, both 

when Drouet was present and when he was absent, that Carrie could not speak of it without 

feeling a sense of difficulty. She was no talker. She could never arrange her thoughts in fluent 

order. It was always a matter of feeling with her, strong and deep. Each time there had been no 

sentence of importance which she could relate, and as for the glances and sensations, what 

woman would reveal them? Such things had never been between her and Drouet. As a matter of 

fact, they could never be. She had been dominated by distress and the enthusiastic forces of relief 

which Drouet represented at an opportune moment when she yielded to him. Now she was 

persuaded by secret current feelings which Drouet had never understood. Hurstwood's glance 

was as effective as the spoken words of a lover, and more. They called for no immediate 

decision, and could not be answered. 

 

People in general attach too much importance to words. They are under the illusion that 

talking effects great results. As a matter of fact, words are, as a rule, the shallowest portion of all 

the argument. They but dimly represent the great surging feelings and desires which lie behind. 

When the distraction of the tongue is removed, the heart listens. 

 

In this conversation she heard, instead of his words, the voices of the things which he 

represented. How suave was the counsel of his appearance! How feelingly did his superior state 

speak for itself! The growing desire he felt for her lay upon her spirit as a gentle hand. She did 



not need to tremble at all, because it was invisible; she did not need to worry over what other 

people would say—what she herself would say—because it had no tangibility. She was being 

pleaded with, persuaded, led into denying old rights and assuming new ones, and yet there were 

no words to prove it. Such conversation as was indulged in held the same relationship to the 

actual mental enactments of the twain that the low music of the orchestra does to the dramatic 

incident which it is used to cover. 

 

"Have you ever seen the houses along the Lake Shore on the North Side?" asked 

Hurstwood. 

 

"Why, I was just over there this afternoon—Mrs. Hale and I. Aren't they beautiful?" 

 

"They're very fine," he answered. 

 

"Oh, me," said Carrie, pensively. "I wish I could live in such a place." 

 

"You're not happy," said Hurstwood, slowly, after a slight pause. 

 

He had raised his eyes solemnly and was looking into her own. He assumed that he had 

struck a deep chord. Now was a slight chance to say a word in his own behalf. He leaned over 

quietly and continued his steady gaze. He felt the critical character of the period. She 

endeavoured to stir, but it was useless. The whole strength of a man's nature was working. He 

had good cause to urge him on. He looked and looked, and the longer the situation lasted the 

more difficult it became. The little shop-girl was getting into deep water. She was letting her few 

supports float away from her. 

 

"Oh," she said at last, "you mustn't look at me like that." 

 

"I can't help it," he answered. 

 

She relaxed a little and let the situation endure, giving him strength. 

 

"You are not satisfied with life, are you?" 

 

"No," she answered, weakly. 

 

He saw he was the master of the situation—he felt it. He reached over and touched her 

hand. 

 

"You mustn't," she exclaimed, jumping up. 

 

"I didn't intend to," he answered, easily. 

 



She did not run away, as she might have done. She did not terminate the interview, but he 

drifted off into a pleasant field of thought with the readiest grace. Not long after he rose to go, 

and she felt that he was in power. 

 

"You mustn't feel bad," he said, kindly; "things will straighten out in the course of time." 

 

She made no answer, because she could think of nothing to say. 

 

"We are good friends, aren't we?" he said, extending his hand. 

 

"Yes," she answered. 

 

"Not a word, then, until I see you again." 

 

He retained a hold on her hand. 

 

"I can't promise," she said, doubtfully. 

 

"You must be more generous than that," he said, in such a simple way that she was 

touched. 

 

"Let's not talk about it any more," she returned. 

 

"All right," he said, brightening. 

 

He went down the steps and into his cab. Carrie closed the door and ascended into her 

room. She undid her broad lace collar before the mirror and unfastened her pretty alligator belt 

which she had recently bought. 

 

"I'm getting terrible," she said, honestly affected by a feeling of trouble and shame. "I 

don't seem to do anything right." 

 

She unloosed her hair after a time, and let it hang in loose brown waves. Her mind was 

going over the events of the evening. 

 

"I don't know," she murmured at last, "what I can do." 

 

"Well," said Hurstwood as he rode away, "she likes me all right; that I know." 

 

The aroused manager whistled merrily for a good four miles to his office an old melody 

that he had not recalled for fifteen years. 

  



CHAPTER XIII HIS CREDENTIALS ACCEPTED: A BABEL OF TONGUES 

It was not quite two days after the scene between Carrie and Hurstwood in the Ogden 

Place parlour before he again put in his appearance. He had been thinking almost uninterruptedly 

of her. Her leniency had, in a way, inflamed his regard. He felt that he must succeed with her, 

and that speedily. 

 

The reason for his interest, not to say fascination, was deeper than mere desire. It was a 

flowering out of feelings which had been withering in dry and almost barren soil for many years. 

It is probable that Carrie represented a better order of woman than had ever attracted him before. 

He had had no love affair since that which culminated in his marriage, and since then time and 

the world had taught him how raw and erroneous was his original judgment. Whenever he 

thought of it, he told himself that, if he had it to do over again, he would never marry such a 

woman. At the same time, his experience with women in general had lessened his respect for the 

sex. He maintained a cynical attitude, well grounded on numerous experiences. Such women as 

he had known were of nearly one type, selfish, ignorant, flashy. The wives of his friends were 

not inspiring to look upon. His own wife had developed a cold, commonplace nature which to 

him was anything but pleasing. What he knew of that under-world where grovel the beast-men of 

society (and he knew a great deal) had hardened his nature. He looked upon most women with 

suspicion—a single eye to the utility of beauty and dress. He followed them with a keen, 

suggestive glance. At the same time, he was not so dull but that a good woman commanded his 

respect. Personally, he did not attempt to analyse the marvel of a saintly woman. He would take 

off his hat, and would silence the light-tongued and the vicious in her presence—much as the 

Irish keeper of a Bowery hall will humble himself before a Sister of Mercy, and pay toll to 

charity with a willing and reverent hand. But he would not think much upon the question of why 

he did so. 

 

A man in his situation who comes, after a long round of worthless or hardening 

experiences, upon a young, unsophisticated, innocent soul, is apt either to hold aloof, out of a 

sense of his own remoteness, or to draw near and become fascinated and elated by his discovery. 

It is only by a roundabout process that such men ever do draw near such a girl. They have no 

method, no understanding of how to ingratiate themselves in youthful favour, save when they 

find virtue in the toils. If, unfortunately, the fly has got caught in the net, the spider can come 

forth and talk business upon its own terms. So when maidenhood has wandered into the moil of 

the city, when it is brought within the circle of the "rounder" and the roué, even though it be at 

the outermost rim, they can come forth and use their alluring arts. 

 

Hurstwood had gone, at Drouet's invitation, to meet a new baggage of fine clothes and 

pretty features. He entered, expecting to indulge in an evening of lightsome frolic, and then lose 

track of the newcomer forever. Instead he found a woman whose youth and beauty attracted him. 

In the mild light of Carrie's eye was nothing of the calculation of the mistress. In the diffident 

manner was nothing of the art of the courtesan. He saw at once that a mistake had been made, 

that some difficult conditions had pushed this troubled creature into his presence, and his interest 



was enlisted. Here sympathy sprang to the rescue, but it was not unmixed with selfishness. He 

wanted to win Carrie because he thought her fate mingled with his was better than if it were 

united with Drouet's. He envied the drummer his conquest as he had never envied any man in all 

the course of his experience. 

 

Carrie was certainly better than this man, as she was superior, mentally, to Drouet. She 

came fresh from the air of the village, the light of the country still in her eye. Here was neither 

guile nor rapacity. There were slight inherited traits of both in her, but they were rudimentary. 

She was too full of wonder and desire to be greedy. She still looked about her upon the great 

maze of the city without understanding. Hurstwood felt the bloom and the youth. He picked her 

as he would the fresh fruit of a tree. He felt as fresh in her presence as one who is taken out of 

the flash of summer to the first cool breath of spring. 

 

Carrie, left alone since the scene in question, and having no one with whom to counsel, 

had at first wandered from one strange mental conclusion to another, until at last, tired out, she 

gave it up. She owed something to Drouet, she thought. It did not seem more than yesterday that 

he had aided her when she was worried and distressed. She had the kindliest feelings for him in 

every way. She gave him credit for his good looks, his generous feelings, and even, in fact, failed 

to recollect his egotism when he was absent; but she could not feel any binding influence 

keeping her for him as against all others. In fact, such a thought had never had any grounding, 

even in Drouet's desires. 

 

The truth is, that this goodly drummer carried the doom of all enduring relationships in 

his own lightsome manner and unstable fancy. He went merrily on, assured that he was alluring 

all, that affection followed tenderly in his wake, that things would endure unchangingly for his 

pleasure. When he missed some old face, or found some door finally shut to him, it did not 

grieve him deeply. He was too young, too successful. He would remain thus young in spirit until 

he was dead. 

 

As for Hurstwood, he was alive with thoughts and feelings concerning Carrie. He had no 

definite plans regarding her, but he was determined to make her confess an affection for him. He 

thought he saw in her drooping eye, her unstable glance, her wavering manner, the symptoms of 

a budding passion. He wanted to stand near her and make her lay her hand in his—he wanted to 

find out what her next step would be—what the next sign of feeling for him would be. Such 

anxiety and enthusiasm had not affected him for years. He was a youth again in feeling—a 

cavalier in action. 

 

In his position opportunity for taking his evenings out was excellent. He was a most 

faithful worker in general, and a man who commanded the confidence of his employers in so far 

as the distribution of his time was concerned. He could take such hours off as he chose, for it was 

well known that he fulfilled his managerial duties successfully, whatever time he might take. His 

grace, tact, and ornate appearance gave the place an air which was most essential, while at the 

same time his long experience made him a most excellent judge of its stock necessities. 



Bartenders and assistants might come and go, singly or in groups, but, so long as he was present, 

the host of old-time customers would barely notice the change. He gave the place the atmosphere 

to which they were used. Consequently, he arranged his hours very much to suit himself, taking 

now an afternoon, now an evening, but invariably returning between eleven and twelve to 

witness the last hour or two of the day's business and look after the closing details. 

 

"You see that things are safe and all the employees are out when you go home, George," 

Moy had once remarked to him, and he never once, in all the period of his long service, 

neglected to do this. Neither of the owners had for years been in the resort after five in the 

afternoon, and yet their manager as faithfully fulfilled this request as if they had been there 

regularly to observe. 

 

On this Friday afternoon, scarcely two days after his previous visit, he made up his mind 

to see Carrie. He could not stay away longer. 

 

"Evans," he said, addressing the head barkeeper, "if any one calls, I will be back between 

four and five." 

 

He hurried to Madison Street and boarded a horse-car, which carried him to Ogden Place 

in half an hour. 

 

Carrie had thought of going for a walk, and had put on a light grey woollen dress with a 

jaunty double-breasted jacket. She had out her hat and gloves, and was fastening a white lace tie 

about her throat when the house-maid brought up the information that Mr. Hurstwood wished to 

see her. 

 

She started slightly at the announcement, but told the girl to say that she would come 

down in a moment, and proceeded to hasten her dressing. 

 

Carrie could not have told herself at this moment whether she was glad or sorry that the 

impressive manager was awaiting her presence. She was slightly flurried and tingling in the 

cheeks, but it was more nervousness than either fear or favour. She did not try to conjecture what 

the drift of the conversation would be. She only felt that she must be careful, and that Hurstwood 

had an indefinable fascination for her. Then she gave her tie its last touch with her fingers and 

went below. 

 

The deep-feeling manager was himself a little strained in the nerves by the thorough 

consciousness of his mission. He felt that he must make a strong play on this occasion, but now 

that the hour was come, and he heard Carrie's feet upon the stair, his nerve failed him. He sank a 

little in determination, for he was not so sure, after all, what her opinion might be. 

 



When she entered the room, however, her appearance gave him courage. She looked 

simple and charming enough to strengthen the daring of any lover. Her apparent nervousness 

dispelled his own. 

 

"How are you?" he said, easily. "I could not resist the temptation to come out this 

afternoon, it was so pleasant." 

 

"Yes," said Carrie, halting before him, "I was just preparing to go for a walk myself." 

 

"Oh, were you?" he said. "Supposing, then, you get your hat and we both go?" 

 

They crossed the park and went west along Washington Boulevard, beautiful with its 

broad macadamised road, and large frame houses set back from the sidewalks. It was a street 

where many of the more prosperous residents of the West Side lived, and Hurstwood could not 

help feeling nervous over the publicity of it. They had gone but a few blocks when a livery stable 

sign in one of the side streets solved the difficulty for him. He would take her to drive along the 

new Boulevard. 

 

The Boulevard at that time was little more than a country road. The part he intended 

showing her was much farther out on this same West Side, where there was scarcely a house. It 

connected Douglas Park with Washington or South Park, and was nothing more than a neatly 

made road, running due south for some five miles over an open, grassy prairie, and then due east 

over the same kind of prairie for the same distance. There was not a house to be encountered 

anywhere along the larger part of the route, and any conversation would be pleasantly free of 

interruption. 

 

At the stable he picked a gentle horse, and they were soon out of range of either public 

observation or hearing. 

 

"Can you drive?" he said, after a time. 

 

"I never tried," said Carrie. 

 

He put the reins in her hand, and folded his arms. 

 

"You see there's nothing to it much," he said, smilingly. 

 

"Not when you have a gentle horse," said Carrie. 

 

"You can handle a horse as well as any one, after a little practice," he added, 

encouragingly. 

 



He had been looking for some time for a break in the conversation when he could give it 

a serious turn. Once or twice he had held his peace, hoping that in silence her thoughts would 

take the colour of his own, but she had lightly continued the subject. Presently, however, his 

silence controlled the situation. The drift of his thoughts began to tell. He gazed fixedly at 

nothing in particular, as if he were thinking of something which concerned her not at all. His 

thoughts, however, spoke for themselves. She was very much aware that a climax was pending. 

 

"Do you know," he said, "I have spent the happiest evenings in years since I have known 

you?" 

 

"Have you?" she said, with assumed airiness, but still excited by the conviction which the 

tone of his voice carried. 

 

"I was going to tell you the other evening," he added, "but somehow the opportunity 

slipped away." 

 

Carrie was listening without attempting to reply. She could think of nothing worth while 

to say. Despite all the ideas concerning right which had troubled her vaguely since she had last 

seen him, she was now influenced again strongly in his favour. 

 

"I came out here to-day," he went on, solemnly, "to tell you just how I feel—to see if you 

wouldn't listen to me." 

 

Hurstwood was something of a romanticist after his kind. He was capable of strong 

feelings—often poetic ones—and under a stress of desire, such as the present, he waxed 

eloquent. That is, his feelings and his voice were coloured with that seeming repression and 

pathos which is the essence of eloquence. 

 

"You know," he said, putting his hand on her arm, and keeping a strange silence while he 

formulated words, "that I love you?" 

 

Carrie did not stir at the words. She was bound up completely in the man's atmosphere. 

He would have church-like silence in order to express his feelings, and she kept it. She did not 

move her eyes from the flat, open scene before her. Hurstwood waited for a few moments, and 

then repeated the words. 

 

"You must not say that," she said, weakly. 

 

Her words were not convincing at all. They were the result of a feeble thought that 

something ought to be said. He paid no attention to them whatever. 

 

"Carrie," he said, using her first name with sympathetic familiarity, "I want you to love 

me. You don't know how much I need some one to waste a little affection on me. I am practically 



alone. There is nothing in my life that is pleasant or delightful. It's all work and worry with 

people who are nothing to me." 

 

As he said this, Hurstwood really imagined that his state was pitiful. He had the ability to 

get off at a distance and view himself objectively—of seeing what he wanted to see in the things 

which made up his existence. Now, as he spoke, his voice trembled with that peculiar vibration 

which is the result of tensity. It went ringing home to his companion's heart. 

 

"Why, I should think," she said, turning upon him large eyes which were full of sympathy 

and feeling, "that you would be very happy. You know so much of the world." 

 

"That is it," he said, his voice dropping to a soft minor, "I know too much of the world." 

 

It was an important thing to her to hear one so well-positioned and powerful speaking in 

this manner. She could not help feeling the strangeness of her situation. How was it that, in so 

little a while, the narrow life of the country had fallen from her as a garment, and the city, with 

all its mystery, taken its place? Here was this greatest mystery, the man of money and affairs 

sitting beside her, appealing to her. Behold, he had ease and comfort, his strength was great, his 

position high, his clothing rich, and yet he was appealing to her. She could formulate no thought 

which would be just and right. She troubled herself no more upon the matter. She only basked in 

the warmth of his feeling, which was as a grateful blaze to one who is cold. Hurstwood glowed 

with his own intensity, and the heat of his passion was already melting the wax of his 

companion's scruples. 

 

"You think," he said, "I am happy; that I ought not to complain? If you were to meet all 

day with people who care absolutely nothing about you, if you went day after day to a place 

where there was nothing but show and indifference, if there was not one person in all those you 

knew to whom you could appeal for sympathy or talk to with pleasure, perhaps you would be 

unhappy too." 

 

He was striking a chord now which found sympathetic response in her own situation. She 

knew what it was to meet with people who were indifferent, to walk alone amid so many who 

cared absolutely nothing about you. Had not she? Was not she at this very moment quite alone? 

Who was there among all whom she knew to whom she could appeal for sympathy? Not one. 

She was left to herself to brood and wonder. 

 

"I could be content," went on Hurstwood, "if I had you to love me. If I had you to go to; 

you for a companion. As it is, I simply move about from place to place without any satisfaction. 

Time hangs heavily on my hands. Before you came I did nothing but idle and drift into anything 

that offered itself. Since you came—well, I've had you to think about." 

 

The old illusion that here was some one who needed her aid began to grow in Carrie's 

mind. She truly pitied this sad, lonely figure. To think that all his fine state should be so barren 



for want of her; that he needed to make such an appeal when she herself was lonely and without 

anchor. Surely, this was too bad. 

 

"I am not very bad," he said, apologetically, as if he owed it to her to explain on this 

score. "You think, probably, that I roam around, and get into all sorts of evil? I have been rather 

reckless, but I could easily come out of that. I need you to draw me back, if my life ever amounts 

to anything." 

 

Carrie looked at him with the tenderness which virtue ever feels in its hope of reclaiming 

vice. How could such a man need reclaiming? His errors, what were they, that she could correct? 

Small they must be, where all was so fine. At worst, they were gilded affairs, and with what 

leniency are gilded errors viewed. 

 

He put himself in such a lonely light that she was deeply moved. 

 

"Is it that way?" she mused. 

 

He slipped his arm about her waist, and she could not find the heart to draw away. With 

his free hand he seized upon her fingers. A breath of soft spring wind went bounding over the 

road, rolling some brown twigs of the previous autumn before it. The horse paced leisurely on, 

unguided. 

 

"Tell me," he said, softly, "that you love me." 

 

Her eyes fell consciously. 

 

"Own to it, dear," he said, feelingly; "you do, don't you?" 

 

She made no answer, but he felt his victory. 

 

"Tell me," he said, richly, drawing her so close that their lips were near together. He 

pressed her hand warmly, and then released it to touch her cheek. 

 

"You do?" he said, pressing his lips to her own. 

 

For answer, her lips replied. 

 

"Now," he said, joyously, his fine eyes ablaze, "you're my own girl, aren't you?" 

 

By way of further conclusion, her head lay softly upon his shoulder. 

  



CHAPTER XIV WITH EYES AND NOT SEEING: ONE INFLUENCE WANES 

Carrie in her rooms that evening was in a fine glow, physically and mentally. She was 

deeply rejoicing in her affection for Hurstwood and his love, and looked forward with fine fancy 

to their next meeting Sunday night. They had agreed, without any feeling of enforced secrecy, 

that she should come down town and meet him, though, after all, the need of it was the cause. 

 

Mrs. Hale, from her upper window, saw her come in. 

 

"Um," she thought to herself, "she goes riding with another man when her husband is out 

of the city. He had better keep an eye on her." 

 

The truth is that Mrs. Hale was not the only one who had a thought on this score. The 

house-maid who had welcomed Hurstwood had her opinion also. She had no particular regard 

for Carrie, whom she took to be cold and disagreeable. At the same time, she had a fancy for the 

merry and easy-mannered Drouet, who threw her a pleasant remark now and then, and in other 

ways extended her the evidence of that regard which he had for all members of the sex. 

Hurstwood was more reserved and critical in his manner. He did not appeal to this bodiced 

functionary in the same pleasant way. She wondered that he came so frequently, that Mrs. Drouet 

should go out with him this afternoon when Mr. Drouet was absent. She gave vent to her 

opinions in the kitchen where the cook was. As a result, a hum of gossip was set going which 

moved about the house in that secret manner common to gossip. 

 

Carrie, now that she had yielded sufficiently to Hurstwood to confess her affection, no 

longer troubled about her attitude towards him. Temporarily she gave little thought to Drouet, 

thinking only of the dignity and grace of her lover and of his consuming affection for her. On the 

first evening, she did little but go over the details of the afternoon. It was the first time her 

sympathies had ever been thoroughly aroused, and they threw a new light on her character. She 

had some power of initiative, latent before, which now began to exert itself. She looked more 

practically upon her state and began to see glimmerings of a way out. Hurstwood seemed a drag 

in the direction of honour. Her feelings were exceedingly creditable, in that they constructed out 

of these recent developments something which conquered freedom from dishonour. She had no 

idea what Hurstwood's next word would be. She only took his affection to be a fine thing, and 

appended better, more generous results accordingly. 

 

As yet, Hurstwood had only a thought of pleasure without responsibility. He did not feel 

that he was doing anything to complicate his life. His position was secure, his home-life, if not 

satisfactory, was at least undisturbed, his personal liberty rather untrammelled. Carrie's love 

represented only so much added pleasure. He would enjoy this new gift over and above his 

ordinary allowance of pleasure. He would be happy with her and his own affairs would go on as 

they had, undisturbed. 

 



On Sunday evening Carrie dined with him at a place he had selected in East Adams 

Street, and thereafter they took a cab to what was then a pleasant evening resort out on Cottage 

Grove Avenue near 39th Street. In the process of his declaration he soon realised that Carrie took 

his love upon a higher basis than he had anticipated. She kept him at a distance in a rather earnest 

way, and submitted only to those tender tokens of affection which better become the 

inexperienced lover. Hurstwood saw that she was not to be possessed for the asking, and 

deferred pressing his suit too warmly. 

 

Since he feigned to believe in her married state he found that he had to carry out the part. 

His triumph, he saw, was still at a little distance. How far he could not guess. 

 

They were returning to Ogden Place in the cab, when he asked: 

 

"When will I see you again?" 

 

"I don't know," she answered, wondering herself. 

 

"Why not come down to The Fair," he suggested, "next Tuesday?" 

 

She shook her head. 

 

"Not so soon," she answered. 

 

"I'll tell you what I'll do," he added. "I'll write you, care of this West Side Post-office. 

Could you call next Tuesday?" 

 

Carrie assented. 

 

The cab stopped one door out of the way according to his call. 

 

"Good-night," he whispered, as the cab rolled away. 

 

Unfortunately for the smooth progression of this affair, Drouet returned. Hurstwood was 

sitting in his imposing little office the next afternoon when he saw Drouet enter. 

 

"Why, hello, Charles," he called affably; "back again?" 

 

"Yes," smiled Drouet, approaching and looking in at the door. 

 

Hurstwood arose. 

 

"Well," he said, looking the drummer over, "rosy as ever, eh?" 

 



They began talking of the people they knew and things that had happened. 

 

"Been home yet?" finally asked Hurstwood. 

 

"No, I am going, though," said Drouet. 

 

"I remembered the little girl out there," said Hurstwood, "and called once. Thought you 

wouldn't want her left quite alone." 

 

"Right you are," agreed Drouet. "How is she?" 

 

"Very well," said Hurstwood. "Rather anxious about you, though. You'd better go out 

now and cheer her up." 

 

"I will," said Drouet, smilingly. 

 

"Like to have you both come down and go to the show with me Wednesday," concluded 

Hurstwood at parting. 

 

"Thanks, old man," said his friend, "I'll see what the girl says and let you know." 

 

They separated in the most cordial manner. 

 

"There's a nice fellow," Drouet thought to himself as he turned the corner towards 

Madison. 

 

"Drouet is a good fellow," Hurstwood thought to himself as he went back into his office, 

"but he's no man for Carrie." 

 

The thought of the latter turned his mind into a most pleasant vein, and he wondered how 

he would get ahead of the drummer. 

 

When Drouet entered Carrie's presence, he caught her in his arms as usual, but she 

responded to his kiss with a tremour of opposition. 

 

"Well," he said, "I had a great trip." 

 

"Did you? How did you come out with that La Crosse man you were telling me about?" 

 

"Oh, fine; sold him a complete line. There was another fellow there, representing 

Burnstein, a regular hook-nosed sheeny, but he wasn't in it. I made him look like nothing at all." 

 



As he undid his collar and unfastened his studs, preparatory to washing his face and 

changing his clothes, he dilated upon his trip. Carrie could not help listening with amusement to 

his animated descriptions. 

 

"I tell you," he said, "I surprised the people at the office. I've sold more goods this last 

quarter than any other man of our house on the road. I sold three thousand dollars' worth in La 

Crosse." 

 

He plunged his face in a basin of water, and puffed and blew as he rubbed his neck and 

ears with his hands, while Carrie gazed upon him with mingled thoughts of recollection and 

present judgment. He was still wiping his face, when he continued: 

 

"I'm going to strike for a raise in June. They can afford to pay it, as much business as I 

turn in. I'll get it too, don't you forget." 

 

"I hope you do," said Carrie. 

 

"And then if that little real estate deal I've got on goes through, we'll get married," he said 

with a great show of earnestness, the while he took his place before the mirror and began 

brushing his hair. 

 

"I don't believe you ever intend to marry me, Charlie," Carrie said ruefully. The recent 

protestations of Hurstwood had given her courage to say this. 

 

"Oh, yes I do—course I do—what put that into your head?" 

 

He had stopped his trifling before the mirror now and crossed over to her. For the first 

time Carrie felt as if she must move away from him. 

 

"But you've been saying that so long," she said, looking with her pretty face upturned into 

his. 

 

"Well, and I mean it too, but it takes money to live as I want to. Now, when I get this 

increase, I can come pretty near fixing things all right, and I'll do it. Now, don't you worry, 

girlie." 

 

He patted her reassuringly upon the shoulder, but Carrie felt how really futile had been 

her hopes. She could clearly see that this easy-going soul intended no move in her behalf. He 

was simply letting things drift because he preferred the free round of his present state to any 

legal trammellings. 

 



In contrast, Hurstwood appeared strong and sincere. He had no easy manner of putting 

her off. He sympathised with her and showed her what her true value was. He needed her, while 

Drouet did not care. 

 

"Oh, no," she said remorsefully, her tone reflecting some of her own success and more of 

her helplessness, "you never will." 

 

"Well, you wait a little while and see," he concluded. "I'll marry you all right." 

 

Carrie looked at him and felt justified. She was looking for something which would calm 

her conscience, and here it was, a light, airy disregard of her claims upon his justice. He had 

faithfully promised to marry her, and this was the way he fulfilled his promise. 

 

"Say," he said, after he had, as he thought, pleasantly disposed of the marriage question, 

"I saw Hurstwood to-day, and he wants us to go to the theatre with him." 

 

Carrie started at the name, but recovered quickly enough to avoid notice. 

 

"When?" she asked, with assumed indifference. 

 

"Wednesday. We'll go, won't we?" 

 

"If you think so," she answered, her manner being so enforcedly reserved as to almost 

excite suspicion. Drouet noticed something, but he thought it was due to her feelings concerning 

their talk about marriage. 

 

"He called once, he said." 

 

"Yes," said Carrie, "he was out here Sunday evening." 

 

"Was he?" said Drouet. "I thought from what he said that he had called a week or so 

ago." 

 

"So he did," answered Carrie, who was wholly unaware of what conversation her lovers 

might have held. She was all at sea mentally, and fearful of some entanglement which might 

ensue from what she would answer. 

 

"Oh, then he called twice?" said Drouet, the first shade of misunderstanding showing in 

his face. 

 

"Yes," said Carrie innocently, feeling now that Hurstwood must have mentioned but one 

call. 

 



Drouet imagined that he must have misunderstood his friend. He did not attach particular 

importance to the information, after all. 

 

"What did he have to say?" he queried, with slightly increased curiosity. 

 

"He said he came because he thought I might be lonely. You hadn't been in there so long 

he wondered what had become of you." 

 

"George is a fine fellow," said Drouet, rather gratified by his conception of the manager's 

interest. "Come on and we'll go out to dinner." 

 

When Hurstwood saw that Drouet was back he wrote at once to Carrie, saying: 

 

"I told him I called on you, dearest, when he was away. I did not say how often, but he 

probably thought once. Let me know of anything you may have said. Answer by special 

messenger when you get this, and, darling, I must see you. Let me know if you can't meet me at 

Jackson and Throop Streets Wednesday afternoon at two o'clock. I want to speak with you 

before we meet at the theatre." 

 

Carrie received this Tuesday morning when she called at the West Side branch of the 

post-office, and answered at once. 

 

"I said you called twice," she wrote. "He didn't seem to mind. I will try and be at Throop 

Street if nothing interferes. I seem to be getting very bad. It's wrong to act as I do, I know." 

 

Hurstwood, when he met her as agreed, reassured her on this score. 

 

"You mustn't worry, sweetheart," he said. "Just as soon as he goes on the road again we 

will arrange something. We'll fix it so that you won't have to deceive any one." 

 

Carrie imagined that he would marry her at once, though he had not directly said so, and 

her spirits rose. She proposed to make the best of the situation until Drouet left again. 

 

"Don't show any more interest in me than you ever have," Hurstwood counselled 

concerning the evening at the theatre. 

 

"You mustn't look at me steadily then," she answered, mindful of the power of his eyes. 

 

"I won't," he said, squeezing her hand at parting and giving the glance she had just 

cautioned against. 

 

"There," she said playfully, pointing a finger at him. 

 



"The show hasn't begun yet," he returned. 

 

He watched her walk from him with tender solicitation. Such youth and prettiness reacted 

upon him more subtly than wine. 

 

At the theatre things passed as they had in Hurstwood's favour. If he had been pleasing to 

Carrie before, how much more so was he now. His grace was more permeating because it found 

a readier medium. Carrie watched his every movement with pleasure. She almost forgot poor 

Drouet, who babbled on as if he were the host. 

 

Hurstwood was too clever to give the slightest indication of a change. He paid, if 

anything, more attention to his old friend than usual, and yet in no way held him up to that subtle 

ridicule which a lover in favour may so secretly practise before the mistress of his heart. If 

anything, he felt the injustice of the game as it stood, and was not cheap enough to add to it the 

slightest mental taunt. 

 

Only the play produced an ironical situation, and this was due to Drouet alone. 

 

The scene was one in "The Covenant," in which the wife listened to the seductive voice 

of a lover in the absence of her husband. 

 

"Served him right," said Drouet afterward, even in view of her keen expiation of her 

error. "I haven't any pity for a man who would be such a chump as that." 

 

"Well, you never can tell," returned Hurstwood gently. "He probably thought he was 

right." 

 

"Well, a man ought to be more attentive than that to his wife if he wants to keep her." 

 

They had come out of the lobby and made their way through the showy crush about the 

entrance way. 

 

"Say, mister," said a voice at Hurstwood's side, "would you mind giving me the price of a 

bed?" 

 

Hurstwood was interestedly remarking to Carrie. 

 

"Honest to God, mister, I'm without a place to sleep." 

 

The plea was that of a gaunt-faced man of about thirty, who looked the picture of 

privation and wretchedness. Drouet was the first to see. He handed over a dime with an 

upwelling feeling of pity in his heart. Hurstwood scarcely noticed the incident. Carrie quickly 

forgot. 



  



CHAPTER XV THE IRK OF THE OLD TIES: THE MAGIC OF YOUTH 

The complete ignoring by Hurstwood of his own home came with the growth of his 

affection for Carrie. His actions, in all that related to his family, were of the most perfunctory 

kind. He sat at breakfast with his wife and children, absorbed in his own fancies, which reached 

far without the realm of their interests. He read his paper, which was heightened in interest by 

the shallowness of the themes discussed by his son and daughter. Between himself and his wife 

ran a river of indifference. 

 

Now that Carrie had come, he was in a fair way to be blissful again. There was delight in 

going down town evenings. When he walked forth in the short days, the street lamps had a merry 

twinkle. He began to experience the almost forgotten feeling which hastens the lover's feet. 

When he looked at his fine clothes, he saw them with her eyes—and her eyes were young. 

 

When in the flush of such feelings he heard his wife's voice, when the insistent demands 

of matrimony recalled him from dreams to a stale practice, how it grated. He then knew that this 

was a chain which bound his feet. 

 

"George," said Mrs. Hurstwood, in that tone of voice which had long since come to be 

associated in his mind with demands, "we want you to get us a season ticket to the races." 

 

"Do you want to go to all of them?" he said with a rising inflection. 

 

"Yes," she answered. 

 

The races in question were soon to open at Washington Park, on the South Side, and were 

considered quite society affairs among those who did not affect religious rectitude and 

conservatism. Mrs. Hurstwood had never asked for a whole season ticket before, but this year 

certain considerations decided her to get a box. For one thing, one of her neighbours, a certain 

Mr. and Mrs. Ramsey, who were possessors of money, made out of the coal business, had done 

so. In the next place, her favourite physician, Dr. Beale, a gentleman inclined to horses and 

betting, had talked with her concerning his intention to enter a two-year-old in the Derby. In the 

third place, she wished to exhibit Jessica, who was gaining in maturity and beauty, and whom 

she hoped to marry to a man of means. Her own desire to be about in such things and parade 

among her acquaintances and the common throng was as much an incentive as anything. 

 

Hurstwood thought over the proposition a few moments without answering. They were in 

the sitting-room on the second floor, waiting for supper. It was the evening of his engagement 

with Carrie and Drouet to see "The Covenant," which had brought him home to make some 

alterations in his dress. 

 

"You're sure separate tickets wouldn't do as well?" he asked, hesitating to say anything 

more rugged. 



 

"No," she replied impatiently. 

 

"Well," he said, taking offence at her manner, "you needn't get mad about it. I'm just 

asking you." 

 

"I'm not mad," she snapped. "I'm merely asking you for a season ticket." 

 

"And I'm telling you," he returned, fixing a clear, steady eye on her, "that it's no easy 

thing to get. I'm not sure whether the manager will give it to me." 

 

He had been thinking all the time of his "pull" with the race-track magnates. 

 

"We can buy it then," she exclaimed sharply. 

 

"You talk easy," he said. "A season family ticket costs one hundred and fifty dollars." 

 

"I'll not argue with you," she replied with determination. "I want the ticket and that's all 

there is to it." 

 

She had risen, and now walked angrily out of the room. 

 

"Well, you get it then," he said grimly, though in a modified tone of voice. 

 

As usual, the table was one short that evening. 

 

The next morning he had cooled down considerably, and later the ticket was duly 

secured, though it did not heal matters. He did not mind giving his family a fair share of all that 

he earned, but he did not like to be forced to provide against his will. 

 

"Did you know, mother," said Jessica another day, "the Spencers are getting ready to go 

away?" 

 

"No. Where, I wonder?" 

 

"Europe," said Jessica. "I met Georgine yesterday and she told me. She just put on more 

airs about it." 

 

"Did she say when?" 

 

"Monday, I think. They'll get a notice in the papers again—they always do." 

 

"Never mind," said Mrs. Hurstwood consolingly, "we'll go one of these days." 



 

Hurstwood moved his eyes over the paper slowly, but said nothing. 

 

"'We sail for Liverpool from New York,'" Jessica exclaimed, mocking her acquaintance. 

"'Expect to spend most of the "summah" in France,'—vain thing. As if it was anything to go to 

Europe." 

 

"It must be if you envy her so much," put in Hurstwood. 

 

It grated upon him to see the feeling his daughter displayed. 

 

"Don't worry over them, my dear," said Mrs. Hurstwood. 

 

"Did George get off?" asked Jessica of her mother another day, thus revealing something 

that Hurstwood had heard nothing about. 

 

"Where has he gone?" he asked, looking up. He had never before been kept in ignorance 

concerning departures. 

 

"He was going to Wheaton," said Jessica, not noticing the slight put upon her father. 

 

"What's out there?" he asked, secretly irritated and chagrined to think that he should be 

made to pump for information in this manner. 

 

"A tennis match," said Jessica. 

 

"He didn't say anything to me," Hurstwood concluded, finding it difficult to refrain from 

a bitter tone. 

 

"I guess he must have forgotten," exclaimed his wife blandly. 

 

In the past he had always commanded a certain amount of respect, which was a 

compound of appreciation and awe. The familiarity which in part still existed between himself 

and his daughter he had courted. As it was, it did not go beyond the light assumption of words. 

The tone was always modest. Whatever had been, however, had lacked affection, and now he 

saw that he was losing track of their doings. His knowledge was no longer intimate. He 

sometimes saw them at table, and sometimes did not. He heard of their doings occasionally, 

more often not. Some days he found that he was all at sea as to what they were talking about—

things they had arranged to do or that they had done in his absence. More affecting was the 

feeling that there were little things going on of which he no longer heard. Jessica was beginning 

to feel that her affairs were her own. George, Jr., flourished about as if he were a man entirely 

and must needs have private matters. All this Hurstwood could see, and it left a trace of feeling, 

for he was used to being considered—in his official position, at least—and felt that his 



importance should not begin to wane here. To darken it all, he saw the same indifference and 

independence growing in his wife, while he looked on and paid the bills. 

 

He consoled himself with the thought, however, that, after all, he was not without 

affection. Things might go as they would at his house, but he had Carrie outside of it. With his 

mind's eye he looked into her comfortable room in Ogden Place, where he had spent several such 

delightful evenings, and thought how charming it would be when Drouet was disposed of 

entirely and she was waiting evenings in cosey little quarters for him. That no cause would come 

up whereby Drouet would be led to inform Carrie concerning his married state, he felt hopeful. 

Things were going so smoothly that he believed they would not change. Shortly now he would 

persuade Carrie and all would be satisfactory. 

 

The day after their theatre visit he began writing her regularly—a letter every morning, 

and begging her to do as much for him. He was not literary by any means, but experience of the 

world and his growing affection gave him somewhat of a style. This he exercised at his office 

desk with perfect deliberation. He purchased a box of delicately coloured and scented writing 

paper in monogram, which he kept locked in one of the drawers. His friends now wondered at 

the cleric and very official-looking nature of his position. The five bartenders viewed with 

respect the duties which could call a man to do so much desk-work and penmanship. 

 

Hurstwood surprised himself with his fluency. By the natural law which governs all 

effort, what he wrote reacted upon him. He began to feel those subtleties which he could find 

words to express. With every expression came increased conception. Those inmost breathings 

which there found words took hold upon him. He thought Carrie worthy of all the affection he 

could there express. 

 

Carrie was indeed worth loving if ever youth and grace are to command that token of 

acknowledgment from life in their bloom. Experience had not yet taken away that freshness of 

the spirit which is the charm of the body. Her soft eyes contained in their liquid lustre no 

suggestion of the knowledge of disappointment. She had been troubled in a way by doubt and 

longing, but these had made no deeper impression than could be traced in a certain open 

wistfulness of glance and speech. The mouth had the expression at times, in talking and in 

repose, of one who might be upon the verge of tears. It was not that grief was thus ever present. 

The pronunciation of certain syllables gave to her lips this peculiarity of formation—a formation 

as suggestive and moving as pathos itself. 

 

There was nothing bold in her manner. Life had not taught her domination—

superciliousness of grace, which is the lordly power of some women. Her longing for 

consideration was not sufficiently powerful to move her to demand it. Even now she lacked self-

assurance, but there was that in what she had already experienced which left her a little less than 

timid. She wanted pleasure, she wanted position, and yet she was confused as to what these 

things might be. Every hour the kaleidoscope of human affairs threw a new lustre upon 



something, and therewith it became for her the desired—the all. Another shift of the box, and 

some other had become the beautiful, the perfect. 

 

On her spiritual side, also, she was rich in feeling, as such a nature well might be. Sorrow 

in her was aroused by many a spectacle—an uncritical upwelling of grief for the weak and the 

helpless. She was constantly pained by the sight of the white-faced, ragged men who slopped 

desperately by her in a sort of wretched mental stupor. The poorly clad girls who went blowing 

by her window evenings, hurrying home from some of the shops of the West Side, she pitied 

from the depths of her heart. She would stand and bite her lips as they passed, shaking her little 

head and wondering. They had so little, she thought. It was so sad to be ragged and poor. The 

hang of faded clothes pained her eyes. 

 

"And they have to work so hard!" was her only comment. 

 

On the street sometimes she would see men working—Irishmen with picks, coal-heavers 

with great loads to shovel, Americans busy about some work which was a mere matter of 

strength—and they touched her fancy. Toil, now that she was free of it, seemed even a more 

desolate thing than when she was part of it. She saw it through a mist of fancy—a pale, sombre 

half-light, which was the essence of poetic feeling. Her old father, in his flour-dusted miller's 

suit, sometimes returned to her in memory, revived by a face in a window. A shoemaker pegging 

at his last, a blastman seen through a narrow window in some basement where iron was being 

melted, a bench-worker seen high aloft in some window, his coat off, his sleeves rolled up; these 

took her back in fancy to the details of the mill. She felt, though she seldom expressed them, sad 

thoughts upon this score. Her sympathies were ever with that under-world of toil from which she 

had so recently sprung, and which she best understood. 

 

Though Hurstwood did not know it, he was dealing with one whose feelings were as 

tender and as delicate as this. He did not know, but it was this in her, after all, which attracted 

him. He never attempted to analyse the nature of his affection. It was sufficient that there was 

tenderness in her eye, weakness in her manner, good-nature and hope in her thoughts. He drew 

near this lily, which had sucked its waxen beauty and perfume from below a depth of waters 

which he had never penetrated, and out of ooze and mould which he could not understand. He 

drew near because it was waxen and fresh. It lightened his feelings for him. It made the morning 

worth while. 

 

In a material way, she was considerably improved. Her awkwardness had all but passed, 

leaving, if anything, a quaint residue which was as pleasing as perfect grace. Her little shoes now 

fitted her smartly and had high heels. She had learned much about laces and those little neck-

pieces which add so much to a woman's appearance. Her form had filled out until it was 

admirably plump and well-rounded. 

 

Hurstwood wrote her one morning, asking her to meet him in Jefferson Park, Monroe 

Street. He did not consider it policy to call any more, even when Drouet was at home. 



 

The next afternoon he was in the pretty little park by one, and had found a rustic bench 

beneath the green leaves of a lilac bush which bordered one of the paths. It was at that season of 

the year when the fulness of spring had not yet worn quite away. At a little pond near by some 

cleanly dressed children were sailing white canvas boats. In the shade of a green pagoda a 

bebuttoned officer of the law was resting, his arms folded, his club at rest in his belt. An old 

gardener was upon the lawn, with a pair of pruning shears, looking after some bushes. High 

overhead was the clear blue sky of the new summer, and in the thickness of the shiny green 

leaves of the trees hopped and twittered the busy sparrows. 

 

Hurstwood had come out of his own home that morning feeling much of the same old 

annoyance. At his store he had idled, there being no need to write. He had come away to this 

place with the lightness of heart which characterises those who put weariness behind. Now, in 

the shade of this cool, green bush, he looked about him with the fancy of the lover. He heard the 

carts go lumbering by upon the neighbouring streets, but they were far off, and only buzzed upon 

his ear. The hum of the surrounding city was faint, the clang of an occasional bell was as music. 

He looked and dreamed a new dream of pleasure which concerned his present fixed condition 

not at all. He got back in fancy to the old Hurstwood, who was neither married nor fixed in a 

solid position for life. He remembered the light spirit in which he once looked after the girls—

how he had danced, escorted them home, hung over their gates. He almost wished he was back 

there again—here in this pleasant scene he felt as if he were wholly free. 

 

At two Carrie came tripping along the walk toward him, rosy and clean. She had just 

recently donned a sailor hat for the season with a band of pretty white-dotted blue silk. Her skirt 

was of a rich blue material, and her shirt waist matched it, with a thin stripe of blue upon a snow-

white ground—stripes that were as fine as hairs. Her brown shoes peeped occasionally from 

beneath her skirt. She carried her gloves in her hand. 

 

Hurstwood looked up at her with delight. 

 

"You came, dearest," he said eagerly, standing to meet her and taking her hand. 

 

"Of course," she said, smiling; "did you think I wouldn't?" 

 

"I didn't know," he replied. 

 

He looked at her forehead, which was moist from her brisk walk. Then he took out one of 

his own soft, scented silk handkerchiefs and touched her face here and there. 

 

"Now," he said affectionately, "you're all right." 

 

They were happy in being near one another—in looking into each other's eyes. Finally, 

when the long flush of delight had subsided, he said: 



 

"When is Charlie going away again?" 

 

"I don't know," she answered. "He says he has some things to do for the house here now." 

 

Hurstwood grew serious, and he lapsed into quiet thought. He looked up after a time to 

say: 

 

"Come away and leave him." 

 

He turned his eyes to the boys with the boats, as if the request were of little importance. 

 

"Where would we go?" she asked in much the same manner, rolling her gloves, and 

looking into a neighbouring tree. 

 

"Where do you want to go?" he enquired. 

 

There was something in the tone in which he said this which made her feel as if she must 

record her feelings against any local habitation. 

 

"We can't stay in Chicago," she replied. 

 

He had no thought that this was in her mind—that any removal would be suggested. 

 

"Why not?" he asked softly. 

 

"Oh, because," she said, "I wouldn't want to." 

 

He listened to this with but dull perception of what it meant. It had no serious ring to it. 

The question was not up for immediate decision. 

 

"I would have to give up my position," he said. 

 

The tone he used made it seem as if the matter deserved only slight consideration. Carrie 

thought a little, the while enjoying the pretty scene. 

 

"I wouldn't like to live in Chicago and him here," she said, thinking of Drouet. 

 

"It's a big town, dearest," Hurstwood answered. "It would be as good as moving to 

another part of the country to move to the South Side." 

 

He had fixed upon that region as an objective point. 

 



"Anyhow," said Carrie, "I shouldn't want to get married as long as he is here. I wouldn't 

want to run away." 

 

The suggestion of marriage struck Hurstwood forcibly. He saw clearly that this was her 

idea—he felt that it was not to be gotten over easily. Bigamy lightened the horizon of his 

shadowy thoughts for a moment. He wondered for the life of him how it would all come out. He 

could not see that he was making any progress save in her regard. When he looked at her now, he 

thought her beautiful. What a thing it was to have her love him, even if it be entangling! She 

increased in value in his eyes because of her objection. She was something to struggle for, and 

that was everything. How different from the women who yielded willingly! He swept the thought 

of them from his mind. 

 

"And you don't know when he'll go away?" asked Hurstwood, quietly. 

 

She shook her head. 

 

He sighed. 

 

"You're a determined little miss, aren't you?" he said, after a few moments, looking up 

into her eyes. 

 

She felt a wave of feeling sweep over her at this. It was pride at what seemed his 

admiration—affection for the man who could feel this concerning her. 

 

"No," she said coyly, "but what can I do?" 

 

Again he folded his hands and looked away over the lawn into the street. 

 

"I wish," he said pathetically, "you would come to me. I don't like to be away from you 

this way. What good is there in waiting? You're not any happier, are you?" 

 

"Happier!" she exclaimed softly, "you know better than that." 

 

"Here we are then," he went on in the same tone, "wasting our days. If you are not happy, 

do you think I am? I sit and write to you the biggest part of the time. I'll tell you what, Carrie," he 

exclaimed, throwing sudden force of expression into his voice and fixing her with his eyes, "I 

can't live without you, and that's all there is to it. Now," he concluded, showing the palm of one 

of his white hands in a sort of at-an-end, helpless expression, "what shall I do?" 

 

This shifting of the burden to her appealed to Carrie. The semblance of the load without 

the weight touched the woman's heart. 

 



"Can't you wait a little while yet?" she said tenderly. "I'll try and find out when he's 

going." 

 

"What good will it do?" he asked, holding the same strain of feeling. 

 

"Well, perhaps we can arrange to go somewhere." 

 

She really did not see anything clearer than before, but she was getting into that frame of 

mind where, out of sympathy, a woman yields. 

 

Hurstwood did not understand. He was wondering how she was to be persuaded—what 

appeal would move her to forsake Drouet. He began to wonder how far her affection for him 

would carry her. He was thinking of some question which would make her tell. 

 

Finally he hit upon one of those problematical propositions which often disguise our own 

desires while leading us to an understanding of the difficulties which others make for us, and so 

discover for us a way. It had not the slightest connection with anything intended on his part, and 

was spoken at random before he had given it a moment's serious thought. 

 

"Carrie," he said, looking into her face and assuming a serious look which he did not feel, 

"suppose I were to come to you next week; or this week for that matter—to-night say—and tell 

you I had to go away—that I couldn't stay another minute and wasn't coming back any more—

would you come with me?" 

 

His sweetheart viewed him with the most affectionate glance, her answer ready before the 

words were out of his mouth. 

 

"Yes," she said. 

 

"You wouldn't stop to argue or arrange?" 

 

"Not if you couldn't wait." 

 

He smiled when he saw that she took him seriously, and he thought what a chance it 

would afford for a possible junket of a week or two. He had a notion to tell her that he was 

joking and so brush away her sweet seriousness, but the effect of it was too delightful. He let it 

stand. 

 

"Suppose we didn't have time to get married here?" he added, an afterthought striking 

him. 

 

"If we got married as soon as we got to the other end of the journey it would be all right." 

 



"I meant that," he said. 

 

"Yes." 

 

The morning seemed peculiarly bright to him now. He wondered whatever could have 

put such a thought into his head. Impossible as it was, he could not help smiling at its cleverness. 

It showed how she loved him. There was no doubt in his mind now, and he would find a way to 

win her. 

 

"Well," he said, jokingly, "I'll come and get you one of these evenings," and then he 

laughed. 

 

"I wouldn't stay with you, though, if you didn't marry me," Carrie added reflectively. 

 

"I don't want you to," he said tenderly, taking her hand. 

 

She was extremely happy now that she understood. She loved him the more for thinking 

that he would rescue her so. As for him, the marriage clause did not dwell in his mind. He was 

thinking that with such affection there could be no bar to his eventual happiness. 

 

"Let's stroll about," he said gayly, rising and surveying all the lovely park. 

 

"All right," said Carrie. 

 

They passed the young Irishman, who looked after them with envious eyes. 

 

"Tis a foine couple," he observed to himself. "They must be rich." 

  



CHAPTER XVI A WITLESS ALADDIN: THE GATE TO THE WORLD 

In the course of his present stay in Chicago, Drouet paid some slight attention to the 

secret order to which he belonged. During his last trip he had received a new light on its 

importance. 

 

"I tell you," said another drummer to him, "it's a great thing. Look at Hazenstab. He isn't 

so deuced clever. Of course he's got a good house behind him, but that won't do alone. I tell you 

it's his degree. He's a way-up Mason, and that goes a long way. He's got a secret sign that stands 

for something." 

 

Drouet resolved then and there that he would take more interest in such matters. So when 

he got back to Chicago he repaired to his local lodge headquarters. 

 

"I say, Drouet," said Mr. Harry Quincel, an individual who was very prominent in this 

local branch of the Elks, "you're the man that can help us out." 

 

It was after the business meeting and things were going socially with a hum. Drouet was 

bobbing around chatting and joking with a score of individuals whom he knew. 

 

"What are you up to?" he inquired genially, turning a smiling face upon his secret 

brother. 

 

"We're trying to get up some theatricals for two weeks from to-day, and we want to know 

if you don't know some young lady who could take a part—it's an easy part." 

 

"Sure," said Drouet, "what is it?" He did not trouble to remember that he knew no one to 

whom he could appeal on this score. His innate good-nature, however, dictated a favourable 

reply. 

 

"Well, now, I'll tell you what we are trying to do," went on Mr. Quincel. "We are trying 

to get a new set of furniture for the lodge. There isn't enough money in the treasury at the present 

time, and we thought we would raise it by a little entertainment." 

 

"Sure," interrupted Drouet, "that's a good idea." 

 

"Several of the boys around here have got talent. There's Harry Burbeck, he does a fine 

black-face turn. Mac Lewis is all right at heavy dramatics. Did you ever hear him recite 'Over the 

Hills'?" 

 

"Never did." 

 

"Well, I tell you, he does it fine." 



 

"And you want me to get some woman to take a part?" questioned Drouet, anxious to 

terminate the subject and get on to something else. "What are you going to play?" 

 

"'Under the Gaslight,'" said Mr. Quincel, mentioning Augustin Daly's famous production, 

which had worn from a great public success down to an amateur theatrical favourite, with many 

of the troublesome accessories cut out and the dramatis personæ reduced to the smallest possible 

number. 

 

Drouet had seen this play some time in the past. 

 

"That's it," he said; "that's a fine play. It will go all right. You ought to make a lot of 

money out of that." 

 

"We think we'll do very well," Mr. Quincel replied. "Don't you forget now," he 

concluded, Drouet showing signs of restlessness; "some young woman to take the part of Laura." 

 

"Sure, I'll attend to it." 

 

He moved away, forgetting almost all about it the moment Mr. Quincel had ceased 

talking. He had not even thought to ask the time or place. 

 

Drouet was reminded of his promise a day or two later by the receipt of a letter 

announcing that the first rehearsal was set for the following Friday evening, and urging him to 

kindly forward the young lady's address at once, in order that the part might be delivered to her. 

 

"Now, who the deuce do I know?" asked the drummer reflectively, scratching his rosy 

ear. "I don't know any one that knows anything about amateur theatricals." 

 

He went over in memory the names of a number of women he knew, and finally fixed on 

one, largely because of the convenient location of her home on the West Side, and promised 

himself that as he came out that evening he would see her. When, however, he started west on 

the car he forgot, and was only reminded of his delinquency by an item in the "Evening News"—

a small three-line affair under the head of Secret Society Notes—which stated the Custer Lodge 

of the Order of Elks would give a theatrical performance in Avery Hall on the 16th, when 

"Under the Gaslight" would be produced. 

 

"George!" exclaimed Drouet, "I forgot that." 

 

"What?" inquired Carrie. 

 



They were at their little table in the room which might have been used for a kitchen, 

where Carrie occasionally served a meal. To-night the fancy had caught her, and the little table 

was spread with a pleasing repast. 

 

"Why, my lodge entertainment. They're going to give a play, and they wanted me to get 

them some young lady to take a part." 

 

"What is it they're going to play?" 

 

"'Under the Gaslight.'" 

 

"When?" 

 

"On the 16th." 

 

"Well, why don't you?" asked Carrie. 

 

"I don't know any one," he replied. 

 

Suddenly he looked up. 

 

"Say," he said, "how would you like to take the part?" 

 

"Me?" said Carrie. "I can't act." 

 

"How do you know?" questioned Drouet reflectively. 

 

"Because," answered Carrie, "I never did." 

 

Nevertheless, she was pleased to think he would ask. Her eyes brightened, for if there 

was anything that enlisted her sympathies it was the art of the stage. 

 

True to his nature, Drouet clung to this idea as an easy way out. 

 

"That's nothing. You can act all you have to down there." 

 

"No, I can't," said Carrie weakly, very much drawn toward the proposition and yet 

fearful. 

 

"Yes, you can. Now, why don't you do it? They need some one, and it will be lots of fun 

for you." 

 

"Oh, no, it won't," said Carrie seriously. 



 

"You'd like that. I know you would. I've seen you dancing around here and giving 

imitations and that's why I asked you. You're clever enough, all right." 

 

"No, I'm not," said Carrie shyly. 

 

"Now, I'll tell you what you do. You go down and see about it. It'll be fun for you. The 

rest of the company isn't going to be any good. They haven't any experience. What do they know 

about theatricals?" 

 

He frowned as he thought of their ignorance. 

 

"Hand me the coffee," he added. 

 

"I don't believe I could act, Charlie," Carrie went on pettishly. "You don't think I could, 

do you?" 

 

"Sure. Out o' sight. I bet you make a hit. Now you want to go, I know you do. I knew it 

when I came home. That's why I asked you." 

 

"What is the play, did you say?" 

 

"'Under the Gaslight.'" 

 

"What part would they want me to take?" 

 

"Oh, one of the heroines—I don't know." 

 

"What sort of a play is it?" 

 

"Well," said Drouet, whose memory for such things was not the best, "it's about a girl 

who gets kidnapped by a couple of crooks—a man and a woman that live in the slums. She had 

some money or something and they wanted to get it. I don't know now how it did go exactly." 

 

"Don't you know what part I would have to take?" 

 

"No, I don't, to tell the truth." He thought a moment. "Yes, I do, too. Laura, that's the 

thing—you're to be Laura." 

 

"And you can't remember what the part is like?" 

 

"To save me, Cad, I can't," he answered. "I ought to, too; I've seen the play enough. 

There's a girl in it that was stolen when she was an infant—was picked off the street or 



something—and she's the one that's hounded by the two old criminals I was telling you about." 

He stopped with a mouthful of pie poised on a fork before his face. "She comes very near getting 

drowned—no, that's not it. I'll tell you what I'll do," he concluded hopelessly, "I'll get you the 

book. I can't remember now for the life of me." 

 

"Well, I don't know," said Carrie, when he had concluded, her interest and desire to shine 

dramatically struggling with her timidity for the mastery. "I might go if you thought I'd do all 

right." 

 

"Of course, you'll do," said Drouet, who, in his efforts to enthuse Carrie, had interested 

himself. "Do you think I'd come home here and urge you to do something that I didn't think you 

would make a success of? You can act all right. It'll be good for you." 

 

"When must I go?" said Carrie, reflectively. 

 

"The first rehearsal is Friday night. I'll get the part for you to-night." 

 

"All right," said Carrie resignedly, "I'll do it, but if I make a failure now it's your fault." 

 

"You won't fail," assured Drouet. "Just act as you do around here. Be natural. You're all 

right. I've often thought you'd make a corking good actress." 

 

"Did you really?" asked Carrie. 

 

"That's right," said the drummer. 

 

He little knew as he went out of the door that night what a secret flame he had kindled in 

the bosom of the girl he left behind. Carrie was possessed of that sympathetic, impressionable 

nature which, ever in the most developed form, has been the glory of the drama. She was created 

with that passivity of soul which is always the mirror of the active world. She possessed an 

innate taste for imitation and no small ability. Even without practice, she could sometimes 

restore dramatic situations she had witnessed by re-creating, before her mirror, the expressions of 

the various faces taking part in the scene. She loved to modulate her voice after the conventional 

manner of the distressed heroine, and repeat such pathetic fragments as appealed most to her 

sympathies. Of late, seeing the airy grace of the ingenue in several well-constructed plays, she 

had been moved to secretly imitate it, and many were the little movements and expressions of the 

body in which she indulged from time to time in the privacy of her chamber. On several 

occasions, when Drouet had caught her admiring herself, as he imagined, in the mirror, she was 

doing nothing more than recalling some little grace of the mouth or the eyes which she had 

witnessed in another. Under his airy accusation she mistook this for vanity and accepted the 

blame with a faint sense of error, though, as a matter of fact, it was nothing more than the first 

subtle outcroppings of an artistic nature, endeavouring to re-create the perfect likeness of some 



phase of beauty which appealed to her. In such feeble tendencies, be it known, such outworking 

of desire to reproduce life, lies the basis of all dramatic art. 

 

Now, when Carrie heard Drouet's laudatory opinion of her dramatic ability, her body 

tingled with satisfaction. Like the flame which welds the loosened particles into a solid mass, his 

words united those floating wisps of feeling which she had felt, but never believed, concerning 

her possible ability, and made them into a gaudy shred of hope. Like all human beings, she had a 

touch of vanity. She felt that she could do things if she only had a chance. How often had she 

looked at the well-dressed actresses on the stage and wondered how she would look, how 

delightful she would feel if only she were in their place. The glamour, the tense situation, the fine 

clothes, the applause, these had lured her until she felt that she, too, could act—that she, too, 

could compel acknowledgment of power. Now she was told that she really could—that little 

things she had done about the house had made even him feel her power. It was a delightful 

sensation while it lasted. 

 

When Drouet was gone, she sat down in her rocking-chair by the window to think about 

it. As usual, imagination exaggerated the possibilities for her. It was as if he had put fifty cents in 

her hand and she had exercised the thoughts of a thousand dollars. She saw herself in a score of 

pathetic situations in which she assumed a tremulous voice and suffering manner. Her mind 

delighted itself with scenes of luxury and refinement, situations in which she was the cynosure of 

all eyes, the arbiter of all fates. As she rocked to and fro she felt the tensity of woe in 

abandonment, the magnificence of wrath after deception, the languour of sorrow after defeat. 

Thoughts of all the charming women she had seen in plays—every fancy, every illusion which 

she had concerning the stage—now came back as a returning tide after the ebb. She built up 

feelings and a determination which the occasion did not warrant. 

 

Drouet dropped in at the lodge when he went down town, and swashed around with a 

great air, as Quincel met him. 

 

"Where is that young lady you were going to get for us?" asked the latter. 

 

"I've got her," said Drouet. 

 

"Have you?" said Quincel, rather surprised by his promptness; "that's good. What's her 

address?" and he pulled out his note-book in order to be able to send her part to her. 

 

"You want to send her her part?" asked the drummer. 

 

"Yes." 

 

"Well, I'll take it. I'm going right by her house in the morning." 

 



"What did you say her address was? We only want it in case we have any information to 

send her." 

 

"Twenty-nine Ogden Place." 

 

"And her name?" 

 

"Carrie Madenda," said the drummer, firing at random. The lodge members knew him to 

be single. 

 

"That sounds like somebody that can act, doesn't it?" said Quincel. 

 

"Yes, it does." 

 

He took the part home to Carrie and handed it to her with the manner of one who does a 

favour. 

 

"He says that's the best part. Do you think you can do it?" 

 

"I don't know until I look it over. You know I'm afraid, now that I've said I would." 

 

"Oh, go on. What have you got to be afraid of? It's a cheap company. The rest of them 

aren't as good as you are." 

 

"Well, I'll see," said Carrie, pleased to have the part, for all her misgivings. 

 

He sidled around, dressing and fidgeting before he arranged to make his next remark. 

 

"They were getting ready to print the programmes," he said, "and I gave them the name 

of Carrie Madenda. Was that all right?" 

 

"Yes, I guess so," said his companion, looking up at him. She was thinking it was slightly 

strange. 

 

"If you didn't make a hit, you know," he went on. 

 

"Oh, yes," she answered, rather pleased now with his caution. It was clever for Drouet. 

 

"I didn't want to introduce you as my wife, because you'd feel worse then if you didn't go. 

They all know me so well. But you'll go all right. Anyhow, you'll probably never meet any of 

them again." 

 



"Oh, I don't care," said Carrie desperately. She was determined now to have a try at the 

fascinating game. 

 

Drouet breathed a sigh of relief. He had been afraid that he was about to precipitate 

another conversation upon the marriage question. 

 

The part of Laura, as Carrie found out when she began to examine it, was one of 

suffering and tears. As delineated by Mr. Daly, it was true to the most sacred traditions of 

melodrama as he found it when he began his career. The sorrowful demeanour, the tremolo 

music, the long, explanatory, cumulative addresses, all were there. 

 

"Poor fellow," read Carrie, consulting the text and drawing her voice out pathetically. 

"Martin, be sure and give him a glass of wine before he goes." 

 

She was surprised at the briefness of the entire part, not knowing that she must be on the 

stage while others were talking, and not only be there, but also keep herself in harmony with the 

dramatic movement of the scenes. 

 

"I think I can do that, though," she concluded. 

 

When Drouet came the next night, she was very much satisfied with her day's study. 

 

"Well, how goes it, Caddie?" he said. 

 

"All right," she laughed. "I think I have it memorised nearly." 

 

"That's good," he said. "Let's hear some of it." 

 

"Oh, I don't know whether I can get up and say it off here," she said bashfully. 

 

"Well, I don't know why you shouldn't. It'll be easier here than it will there." 

 

"I don't know about that," she answered. 

 

Eventually she took off the ball-room episode with considerable feeling, forgetting, as 

she got deeper in the scene, all about Drouet, and letting herself rise to a fine state of feeling. 

 

"Good," said Drouet; "fine; out o' sight! You're all right, Caddie, I tell you." 

 

He was really moved by her excellent representation and the general appearance of the 

pathetic little figure as it swayed and finally fainted to the floor. He had bounded up to catch her, 

and now held her laughing in his arms. 

 



"Ain't you afraid you'll hurt yourself?" he asked. 

 

"Not a bit." 

 

"Well, you're a wonder. Say, I never knew you could do anything like that." 

 

"I never did, either," said Carrie merrily, her face flushed with delight. 

 

"Well, you can bet that you're all right," said Drouet. "You can take my word for that. 

You won't fail." 

  



CHAPTER XVII A GLIMPSE THROUGH THE GATEWAY: HOPE LIGHTENS THE 

EYE 

The, to Carrie, very important theatrical performance was to take place at the Avery on 

conditions which were to make it more noteworthy than was at first anticipated. The little 

dramatic student had written to Hurstwood the very morning her part was brought her that she 

was going to take part in a play. 

 

"I really am," she wrote, feeling that he might take it as a jest; "I have my part now, 

honest, truly." 

 

Hurstwood smiled in an indulgent way as he read this. 

 

"I wonder what it is going to be? I must see that." 

 

He answered at once, making a pleasant reference to her ability. "I haven't the slightest 

doubt you will make a success. You must come to the park to-morrow morning and tell me all 

about it." 

 

Carrie gladly complied, and revealed all the details of the undertaking as she understood 

it. 

 

"Well," he said, "that's fine. I'm glad to hear it. Of course, you will do well, you're so 

clever." 

 

He had truly never seen so much spirit in the girl before. Her tendency to discover a 

touch of sadness had for the nonce disappeared. As she spoke her eyes were bright, her cheeks 

red. She radiated much of the pleasure which her undertakings gave her. For all her misgivings—

and they were as plentiful as the moments of the day—she was still happy. She could not repress 

her delight in doing this little thing which, to an ordinary observer, had no importance at all. 

 

Hurstwood was charmed by the development of the fact that the girl had capabilities. 

There is nothing so inspiring in life as the sight of a legitimate ambition, no matter how incipient. 

It gives colour, force, and beauty to the possessor. 

 

Carrie was now lightened by a touch of this divine afflatus. She drew to herself 

commendation from her two admirers which she had not earned. Their affection for her naturally 

heightened their perception of what she was trying to do and their approval of what she did. Her 

inexperience conserved her own exuberant fancy, which ran riot with every straw of opportunity, 

making of it a golden divining rod whereby the treasure of life was to be discovered. 

 

"Let's see," said Hurstwood, "I ought to know some of the boys in the lodge. I'm an Elk 

myself." 



 

"Oh, you mustn't let him know I told you." 

 

"That's so," said the manager. 

 

"I'd like for you to be there, if you want to come, but I don't see how you can unless he 

asks you." 

 

"I'll be there," said Hurstwood affectionately. "I can fix it so he won't know you told me. 

You leave it to me." 

 

This interest of the manager was a large thing in itself for the performance, for his 

standing among the Elks was something worth talking about. Already he was thinking of a box 

with some friends, and flowers for Carrie. He would make it a dress-suit affair and give the little 

girl a chance. 

 

Within a day or two, Drouet dropped into the Adams Street resort, and he was at once 

spied by Hurstwood. It was at five in the afternoon and the place was crowded with merchants, 

actors, managers, politicians, a goodly company of rotund, rosy figures, silk-hatted, starchy-

bosomed, beringed and bescarfpinned to the queen's taste. John L. Sullivan, the pugilist, was at 

one end of the glittering bar, surrounded by a company of loudly dressed sports, who were 

holding a most animated conversation. Drouet came across the floor with a festive stride, a new 

pair of tan shoes squeaking audibly at his progress. 

 

"Well, sir," said Hurstwood, "I was wondering what had become of you. I thought you 

had gone out of town again." 

 

Drouet laughed. 

 

"If you don't report more regularly we'll have to cut you off the list." 

 

"Couldn't help it," said the drummer, "I've been busy." 

 

They strolled over toward the bar amid the noisy, shifting company of notables. The 

dressy manager was shaken by the hand three times in as many minutes. 

 

"I hear your lodge is going to give a performance," observed Hurstwood, in the most 

offhand manner. 

 

"Yes, who told you?" 

 

"No one," said Hurstwood. "They just sent me a couple of tickets, which I can have for 

two dollars. Is it going to be any good?" 



 

"I don't know," replied the drummer. "They've been trying to get me to get some woman 

to take a part." 

 

"I wasn't intending to go," said the manager easily. "I'll subscribe, of course. How are 

things over there?" 

 

"All right. They're going to fit things up out of the proceeds." 

 

"Well," said the manager, "I hope they make a success of it. Have another?" 

 

He did not intend to say any more. Now, if he should appear on the scene with a few 

friends, he could say that he had been urged to come along. Drouet had a desire to wipe out the 

possibility of confusion. 

 

"I think the girl is going to take a part in it," he said abruptly, after thinking it over. 

 

"You don't say so! How did that happen?" 

 

"Well, they were short and wanted me to find them some one. I told Carrie, and she 

seems to want to try." 

 

"Good for her," said the manager. "It'll be a real nice affair. Do her good, too. Has she 

ever had any experience?" 

 

"Not a bit." 

 

"Oh, well, it isn't anything very serious." 

 

"She's clever, though," said Drouet, casting off any imputation against Carrie's ability. 

"She picks up her part quick enough." 

 

"You don't say so!" said the manager. 

 

"Yes, sir; she surprised me the other night. By George, if she didn't." 

 

"We must give her a nice little send-off," said the manager. "I'll look after the flowers." 

 

Drouet smiled at his good-nature. 

 

"After the show you must come with me and we'll have a little supper." 

 

"I think she'll do all right," said Drouet. 



 

"I want to see her. She's got to do all right. We'll make her," and the manager gave one of 

his quick, steely half-smiles, which was a compound of good-nature and shrewdness. 

 

Carrie, meanwhile, attended the first rehearsal. At this performance Mr. Quincel presided, 

aided by Mr. Millice, a young man who had some qualifications of past experience, which were 

not exactly understood by any one. He was so experienced and so business-like, however, that he 

came very near being rude—failing to remember, as he did, that the individuals he was trying to 

instruct were volunteer players and not salaried underlings. 

 

"Now, Miss Madenda," he said, addressing Carrie, who stood in one part uncertain as to 

what move to make, "you don't want to stand like that. Put expression in your face. Remember, 

you are troubled over the intrusion of the stranger. Walk so," and he struck out across the Avery 

stage in a most drooping manner. 

 

Carrie did not exactly fancy the suggestion, but the novelty of the situation, the presence 

of strangers, all more or less nervous, and the desire to do anything rather than make a failure, 

made her timid. She walked in imitation of her mentor as requested, inwardly feeling that there 

was something strangely lacking. 

 

"Now, Mrs. Morgan," said the director to one young married woman who was to take the 

part of Pearl, "you sit here. Now, Mr. Bamberger, you stand here, so. Now, what is it you say?" 

 

"Explain," said Mr. Bamberger feebly. He had the part of Ray, Laura's lover, the society 

individual who was to waver in his thoughts of marrying her, upon finding that she was a waif 

and a nobody by birth. 

 

"How is that—what does your text say?" 

 

"Explain," repeated Mr. Bamberger, looking intently at his part. 

 

"Yes, but it also says," the director remarked, "that you are to look shocked. Now, say it 

again, and see if you can't look shocked." 

 

"Explain!" demanded Mr. Bamberger vigorously. 

 

"No, no, that won't do! Say it this way—explain." 

 

"Explain," said Mr. Bamberger, giving a modified imitation. 

 

"That's better. Now go on." 

 



"One night," resumed Mrs. Morgan, whose lines came next, "father and mother were 

going to the opera. When they were crossing Broadway, the usual crowd of children accosted 

them for alms——" 

 

"Hold on," said the director, rushing forward, his arm extended. "Put more feeling into 

what you are saying." 

 

Mrs. Morgan looked at him as if she feared a personal assault. Her eye lightened with 

resentment. 

 

"Remember, Mrs. Morgan," he added, ignoring the gleam, but modifying his manner, 

"that you're detailing a pathetic story. You are now supposed to be telling something that is a 

grief to you. It requires feeling, repression, thus: 'The usual crowd of children accosted them for 

alms.'" 

 

"All right," said Mrs. Morgan. 

 

"Now, go on." 

 

"As mother felt in her pocket for some change, her fingers touched a cold and trembling 

hand which had clutched her purse." 

 

"Very good," interrupted the director, nodding his head significantly. 

 

"A pickpocket! Well!" exclaimed Mr. Bamberger, speaking the lines that here fell to him. 

 

"No, no, Mr. Bamberger," said the director, approaching, "not that way. 'A pickpocket—

well?' so. That's the idea." 

 

"Don't you think," said Carrie weakly, noticing that it had not been proved yet whether 

the members of the company knew their lines, let alone the details of expression, "that it would 

be better if we just went through our lines once to see if we know them? We might pick up some 

points." 

 

"A very good idea, Miss Madenda," said Mr. Quincel, who sat at the side of the stage, 

looking serenely on and volunteering opinions which the director did not heed. 

 

"All right," said the latter, somewhat abashed, "it might be well to do it." Then 

brightening, with a show of authority, "Suppose we run right through, putting in as much 

expression as we can." 

 

"Good," said Mr. Quincel. 

 



"This hand," resumed Mrs. Morgan, glancing up at Mr. Bamberger and down at her book, 

as the lines proceeded, "my mother grasped in her own, and so tight that a small, feeble voice 

uttered an exclamation of pain. Mother looked down, and there beside her was a little ragged 

girl." 

 

"Very good," observed the director, now hopelessly idle. 

 

"The thief!" exclaimed Mr. Bamberger. 

 

"Louder," put in the director, finding it almost impossible to keep his hands off. 

 

"The thief!" roared poor Bamberger. 

 

"Yes, but a thief hardly six years old, with a face like an angel's. 'Stop,' said my mother. 

'What are you doing?' 

 

"'Trying to steal,' said the child. 

 

"'Don't you know that it is wicked to do so?' asked my father. 

 

"'No,' said the girl, 'but it is dreadful to be hungry.' 

 

"'Who told you to steal?' asked my mother. 

 

"'She—there,' said the child, pointing to a squalid woman in a doorway opposite, who 

fled suddenly down the street. 'That is old Judas,' said the girl." 

 

Mrs. Morgan read this rather flatly, and the director was in despair. He fidgeted around, 

and then went over to Mr. Quincel. 

 

"What do you think of them?" he asked. 

 

"Oh, I guess we'll be able to whip them into shape," said the latter, with an air of strength 

under difficulties. 

 

"I don't know," said the director. "That fellow Bamberger strikes me as being a pretty 

poor shift for a lover." 

 

"He's all we've got," said Quincel, rolling up his eyes. "Harrison went back on me at the 

last minute. Who else can we get?" 

 

"I don't know," said the director. "I'm afraid he'll never pick up." 

 



At this moment Bamberger was exclaiming, "Pearl, you are joking with me." 

 

"Look at that now," said the director, whispering behind his hand. "My Lord! what can 

you do with a man who drawls out a sentence like that?" 

 

"Do the best you can," said Quincel consolingly. 

 

The rendition ran on in this wise until it came to where Carrie, as Laura, comes into the 

room to explain to Ray, who, after hearing Pearl's statement about her birth, had written the letter 

repudiating her, which, however, he did not deliver. Bamberger was just concluding the words of 

Ray, "I must go before she returns. Her step! Too late," and was cramming the letter in his 

pocket, when she began sweetly with: 

 

"Ray!" 

 

"Miss—Miss Courtland," Bamberger faltered weakly. 

 

Carrie looked at him a moment and forgot all about the company present. She began to 

feel the part, and summoned an indifferent smile to her lips, turning as the lines directed and 

going to a window, as if he were not present. She did it with a grace which was fascinating to 

look upon. 

 

"Who is that woman?" asked the director, watching Carrie in her little scene with 

Bamberger. 

 

"Miss Madenda," said Quincel. 

 

"I know her name," said the director, "but what does she do?" 

 

"I don't know," said Quincel. "She's a friend of one of our members." 

 

"Well, she's got more gumption than any one I've seen here so far—seems to take an 

interest in what she's doing." 

 

"Pretty, too, isn't she?" said Quincel. 

 

The director strolled away without answering. 

 

In the second scene, where she was supposed to face the company in the ball-room, she 

did even better, winning the smile of the director, who volunteered, because of her fascination 

for him, to come over and speak with her. 

 

"Were you ever on the stage?" he asked insinuatingly. 



 

"No," said Carrie. 

 

"You do so well, I thought you might have had some experience." 

 

Carrie only smiled consciously. 

 

He walked away to listen to Bamberger, who was feebly spouting some ardent line. 

 

Mrs. Morgan saw the drift of things and gleamed at Carrie with envious and snapping 

black eyes. 

 

"She's some cheap professional," she gave herself the satisfaction of thinking, and 

scorned and hated her accordingly. 

 

The rehearsal ended for one day, and Carrie went home feeling that she had acquitted 

herself satisfactorily. The words of the director were ringing in her ears, and she longed for an 

opportunity to tell Hurstwood. She wanted him to know just how well she was doing. Drouet, 

too, was an object for her confidences. She could hardly wait until he should ask her, and yet she 

did not have the vanity to bring it up. The drummer, however, had another line of thought to-

night, and her little experience did not appeal to him as important. He let the conversation drop, 

save for what she chose to recite without solicitation, and Carrie was not good at that. He took it 

for granted that she was doing very well and he was relieved of further worry. Consequently he 

threw Carrie into repression, which was irritating. She felt his indifference keenly and longed to 

see Hurstwood. It was as if he were now the only friend she had on earth. The next morning 

Drouet was interested again, but the damage had been done. 

 

She got a pretty letter from the manager, saying that by the time she got it he would be 

waiting for her in the park. When she came, he shone upon her as the morning sun. 

 

"Well, my dear," he asked, "how did you come out?" 

 

"Well enough," she said, still somewhat reduced after Drouet. 

 

"Now, tell me just what you did. Was it pleasant?" 

 

Carrie related the incidents of the rehearsal, warming up as she proceeded. 

 

"Well, that's delightful," said Hurstwood. "I'm so glad. I must get over there to see you. 

When is the next rehearsal?" 

 

"Tuesday," said Carrie, "but they don't allow visitors." 

 



"I imagine I could get in," said Hurstwood significantly. 

 

She was completely restored and delighted by his consideration, but she made him 

promise not to come around. 

 

"Now, you must do your best to please me," he said encouragingly. "Just remember that I 

want you to succeed. We will make the performance worth while. You do that now." 

 

"I'll try," said Carrie, brimming with affection and enthusiasm. 

 

"That's the girl," said Hurstwood fondly. "Now, remember," shaking an affectionate 

finger at her, "your best." 

 

"I will," she answered, looking back. 

 

The whole earth was brimming sunshine that morning. She tripped along, the clear sky 

pouring liquid blue into her soul. Oh, blessed are the children of endeavour in this, that they try 

and are hopeful. And blessed also are they who, knowing, smile and approve. 

  



CHAPTER XVIII JUST OVER THE BORDER: A HAIL AND FAREWELL 

By the evening of the 16th the subtle hand of Hurstwood had made itself apparent. He 

had given the word among his friends—and they were many and influential—that here was 

something which they ought to attend, and, as a consequence, the sale of tickets by Mr. Quincel, 

acting for the lodge, had been large. Small four-line notes had appeared in all of the daily 

newspapers. These he had arranged for by the aid of one of his newspaper friends on the 

"Times," Mr. Harry McGarren, the managing editor. 

 

"Say, Harry," Hurstwood said to him one evening, as the latter stood at the bar drinking 

before wending his belated way homeward, "you can help the boys out, I guess." 

 

"What is it?" said McGarren, pleased to be consulted by the opulent manager. 

 

"The Custer Lodge is getting up a little entertainment for their own good, and they'd like 

a little newspaper notice. You know what I mean—a squib or two saying that it's going to take 

place." 

 

"Certainly," said McGarren, "I can fix that for you, George." 

 

At the same time Hurstwood kept himself wholly in the background. The members of 

Custer Lodge could scarcely understand why their little affair was taking so well. Mr. Harry 

Quincel was looked upon as quite a star for this sort of work. 

 

By the time the 16th had arrived Hurstwood's friends had rallied like Romans to a 

senator's call. A well-dressed, good-natured, flatteringly-inclined audience was assured from the 

moment he thought of assisting Carrie. 

 

That little student had mastered her part to her own satisfaction, much as she trembled for 

her fate when she should once face the gathered throng, behind the glare of the footlights. She 

tried to console herself with the thought that a score of other persons, men and women, were 

equally tremulous concerning the outcome of their efforts, but she could not disassociate the 

general danger from her own individual liability. She feared that she would forget her lines, that 

she might be unable to master the feeling which she now felt concerning her own movements in 

the play. At times she wished that she had never gone into the affair; at others, she trembled lest 

she should be paralysed with fear and stand white and gasping, not knowing what to say and 

spoiling the entire performance. 

 

In the matter of the company, Mr. Bamberger had disappeared. That hopeless example 

had fallen under the lance of the director's criticism. Mrs. Morgan was still present, but envious 

and determined, if for nothing more than spite, to do as well as Carrie at least. A loafing 

professional had been called in to assume the rôle of Ray, and, while he was a poor stick of his 

kind, he was not troubled by any of those qualms which attack the spirit of those who have never 



faced an audience. He swashed about (cautioned though he was to maintain silence concerning 

his past theatrical relationships) in such a self-confident manner that he was like to convince 

every one of his identity by mere matter of circumstantial evidence. 

 

"It is so easy," he said to Mrs. Morgan, in the usual affected stage voice. "An audience 

would be the last thing to trouble me. It's the spirit of the part, you know, that is difficult." 

 

Carrie disliked his appearance, but she was too much the actress not to swallow his 

qualities with complaisance, seeing that she must suffer his fictitious love for the evening. 

 

At six she was ready to go. Theatrical paraphernalia had been provided over and above 

her care. She had practised her make-up in the morning, had rehearsed and arranged her material 

for the evening by one o'clock, and had gone home to have a final look at her part, waiting for 

the evening to come. 

 

On this occasion the lodge sent a carriage. Drouet rode with her as far as the door, and 

then went about the neighbouring stores, looking for some good cigars. The little actress 

marched nervously into her dressing-room and began that painfully anticipated matter of make-

up which was to transform her, a simple maiden, to Laura, The Belle of Society. 

 

The flare of the gas-jets, the open trunks, suggestive of travel and display, the scattered 

contents of the make-up box—rouge, pearl powder, whiting, burnt cork, India ink, pencils for the 

eyelids, wigs, scissors, looking-glasses, drapery—in short, all the nameless paraphernalia of 

disguise, have a remarkable atmosphere of their own. Since her arrival in the city many things 

had influenced her, but always in a far-removed manner. This new atmosphere was more 

friendly. It was wholly unlike the great brilliant mansions which waved her coldly away, 

permitting her only awe and distant wonder. This took her by the hand kindly, as one who says, 

"My dear, come in." It opened for her as if for its own. She had wondered at the greatness of the 

names upon the bill-boards, the marvel of the long notices in the papers, the beauty of the dresses 

upon the stage, the atmosphere of carriages, flowers, refinement. Here was no illusion. Here was 

an open door to see all of that. She had come upon it as one who stumbles upon a secret passage, 

and, behold, she was in the chamber of diamonds and delight! 

 

As she dressed with a flutter, in her little stage room, hearing the voices outside, seeing 

Mr. Quincel hurrying here and there, noting Mrs. Morgan and Mrs. Hoagland at their nervous 

work of preparation, seeing all the twenty members of the cast moving about and worrying over 

what the result would be, she could not help thinking what a delight this would be if it would 

endure; how perfect a state, if she could only do well now, and then some time get a place as a 

real actress. The thought had taken a mighty hold upon her. It hummed in her ears as the melody 

of an old song. 

 

Outside in the little lobby another scene was being enacted. Without the interest of 

Hurstwood, the little hall would probably have been comfortably filled, for the members of the 



lodge were moderately interested in its welfare. Hurstwood's word, however, had gone the 

rounds. It was to be a full-dress affair. The four boxes had been taken. Dr. Norman McNeill Hale 

and his wife were to occupy one. This was quite a card. C. R. Walker, dry-goods merchant and 

possessor of at least two hundred thousand dollars, had taken another; a well-known coal 

merchant had been induced to take the third, and Hurstwood and his friends the fourth. Among 

the latter was Drouet. The people who were now pouring here were not celebrities, nor even 

local notabilities, in a general sense. They were the lights of a certain circle—the circle of small 

fortunes and secret order distinctions. These gentlemen Elks knew the standing of one another. 

They had regard for the ability which could amass a small fortune, own a nice home, keep a 

barouche or carriage, perhaps, wear fine clothes, and maintain a good mercantile position. 

Naturally, Hurstwood, who was a little above the order of mind which accepted this standard as 

perfect, who had shrewdness and much assumption of dignity, who held an imposing and 

authoritative position, and commanded friendship by intuitive tact in handling people, was quite 

a figure. He was more generally known than most others in the same circle, and was looked upon 

as some one whose reserve covered a mine of influence and solid financial prosperity. 

 

To-night he was in his element. He came with several friends directly from Rector's in a 

carriage. In the lobby he met Drouet, who was just returning from a trip for more cigars. All five 

now joined in an animated conversation concerning the company present and the general drift of 

lodge affairs. 

 

"Who's here?" said Hurstwood, passing into the theatre proper, where the lights were 

turned up and a company of gentlemen were laughing and talking in the open space back of the 

seats. 

 

"Why, how do you do, Mr. Hurstwood?" came from the first individual recognised. 

 

"Glad to see you," said the latter, grasping his hand lightly. 

 

"Looks quite an affair, doesn't it?" 

 

"Yes, indeed," said the manager. 

 

"Custer seems to have the backing of its members," observed the friend. 

 

"So it should," said the knowing manager. "I'm glad to see it." 

 

"Well, George," said another rotund citizen, whose avoirdupois made necessary an 

almost alarming display of starched shirt bosom, "how goes it with you?" 

 

"Excellent," said the manager. 

 

"What brings you over here? You're not a member of Custer." 



 

"Good-nature," returned the manager. "Like to see the boys, you know." 

 

"Wife here?" 

 

"She couldn't come to-night. She's not well." 

 

"Sorry to hear it—nothing serious, I hope." 

 

"No, just feeling a little ill." 

 

"I remember Mrs. Hurstwood when she was travelling once with you over to St. Joe—" 

and here the newcomer launched off in a trivial recollection, which was terminated by the arrival 

of more friends. 

 

"Why, George, how are you?" said another genial West Side politician and lodge 

member. "My, but I'm glad to see you again; how are things, anyhow?" 

 

"Very well; I see you got that nomination for alderman." 

 

"Yes, we whipped them out over there without much trouble." 

 

"What do you suppose Hennessy will do now?" 

 

"Oh, he'll go back to his brick business. He has a brick-yard, you know." 

 

"I didn't know that," said the manager. "Felt pretty sore, I suppose, over his defeat." 

 

"Perhaps," said the other, winking shrewdly. 

 

Some of the more favoured of his friends whom he had invited began to roll up in 

carriages now. They came shuffling in with a great show of finery and much evident feeling of 

content and importance. 

 

"Here we are," said Hurstwood, turning to one from a group with whom he was talking. 

 

"That's right," returned the newcomer, a gentleman of about forty-five. 

 

"And say," he whispered, jovially, pulling Hurstwood over by the shoulder so that he 

might whisper in his ear, "if this isn't a good show, I'll punch your head." 

 

"You ought to pay for seeing your old friends. Bother the show!" 

 



To another who inquired, "Is it something really good?" the manager replied: 

 

"I don't know. I don't suppose so." Then, lifting his hand graciously, "For the lodge." 

 

"Lots of boys out, eh?" 

 

"Yes, look up Shanahan. He was just asking for you a moment ago." 

 

It was thus that the little theatre resounded to a babble of successful voices, the creak of 

fine clothes, the commonplace of good-nature, and all largely because of this man's bidding. 

Look at him any time within the half hour before the curtain was up, he was a member of an 

eminent group—a rounded company of five or more whose stout figures, large white bosoms, 

and shining pins bespoke the character of their success. The gentlemen who brought their wives 

called him out to shake hands. Seats clicked, ushers bowed while he looked blandly on. He was 

evidently a light among them, reflecting in his personality the ambitions of those who greeted 

him. He was acknowledged, fawned upon, in a way lionised. Through it all one could see the 

standing of the man. It was greatness in a way, small as it was. 

  



CHAPTER XIX AN HOUR IN ELFLAND: A CLAMOUR HALF HEARD 

At last the curtain was ready to go up. All the details of the make-up had been completed, 

and the company settled down as the leader of the small, hired orchestra tapped significantly 

upon his music rack with his baton and began the soft curtain-raising strain. Hurstwood ceased 

talking, and went with Drouet and his friend Sagar Morrison around to the box. 

 

"Now, we'll see how the little girl does," he said to Drouet, in a tone which no one else 

could hear. 

 

On the stage, six of the characters had already appeared in the opening parlour scene. 

Drouet and Hurstwood saw at a glance that Carrie was not among them, and went on talking in a 

whisper. Mrs. Morgan, Mrs. Hoagland, and the actor who had taken Bamberger's part were 

representing the principal rôles in this scene. The professional, whose name was Patton, had little 

to recommend him outside of his assurance, but this at the present moment was most palpably 

needed. Mrs. Morgan, as Pearl, was stiff with fright. Mrs. Hoagland was husky in the throat. The 

whole company was so weak-kneed that the lines were merely spoken, and nothing more. It took 

all the hope and uncritical good-nature of the audience to keep from manifesting pity by that 

unrest which is the agony of failure. 

 

Hurstwood was perfectly indifferent. He took it for granted that it would be worthless. 

All he cared for was to have it endurable enough to allow for pretension and congratulation 

afterward. 

 

After the first rush of fright, however, the players got over the danger of collapse. They 

rambled weakly forward, losing nearly all the expression which was intended, and making the 

thing dull in the extreme, when Carrie came in. 

 

One glance at her, and both Hurstwood and Drouet saw plainly that she also was weak-

kneed. She came faintly across the stage, saying: 

 

"And you, sir; we have been looking for you since eight o'clock," but with so little colour 

and in such a feeble voice that it was positively painful. 

 

"She's frightened," whispered Drouet to Hurstwood. 

 

The manager made no answer. 

 

She had a line presently which was supposed to be funny. 

 

"Well, that's as much as to say that I'm a sort of life pill." 

 



It came out so flat, however, that it was a deathly thing. Drouet fidgeted. Hurstwood 

moved his toe the least bit. 

 

There was another place in which Laura was to rise and, with a sense of impending 

disaster, say, sadly: 

 

"I wish you hadn't said that, Pearl. You know the old proverb, 'Call a maid by a married 

name.'" 

 

The lack of feeling in the thing was ridiculous. Carrie did not get it at all. She seemed to 

be talking in her sleep. It looked as if she were certain to be a wretched failure. She was more 

hopeless than Mrs. Morgan, who had recovered somewhat, and was now saying her lines clearly 

at least. Drouet looked away from the stage at the audience. The latter held out silently, hoping 

for a general change, of course. Hurstwood fixed his eye on Carrie, as if to hypnotise her into 

doing better. He was pouring determination of his own in her direction. He felt sorry for her. 

 

In a few more minutes it fell to her to read the letter sent in by the strange villain. The 

audience had been slightly diverted by a conversation between the professional actor and a 

character called Snorky, impersonated by a short little American, who really developed some 

humour as a half-crazed, one-armed soldier, turned messenger for a living. He bawled his lines 

out with such defiance that, while they really did not partake of the humour intended, they were 

funny. Now he was off, however, and it was back to pathos, with Carrie as the chief figure. She 

did not recover. She wandered through the whole scene between herself and the intruding villain, 

straining the patience of the audience, and finally exiting, much to their relief. 

 

"She's too nervous," said Drouet, feeling in the mildness of the remark that he was lying 

for once. 

 

"Better go back and say a word to her." 

 

Drouet was glad to do anything for relief. He fairly hustled around to the side entrance, 

and was let in by the friendly doorkeeper. Carrie was standing in the wings, weakly waiting her 

next cue, all the snap and nerve gone out of her. 

 

"Say, Cad," he said, looking at her, "you mustn't be nervous. Wake up. Those guys out 

there don't amount to anything. What are you afraid of?" 

 

"I don't know," said Carrie. "I just don't seem to be able to do it." 

 

She was grateful for the drummer's presence, though. She had found the company so 

nervous that her own strength had gone. 

 



"Come on," said Drouet. "Brace up. What are you afraid of? Go on out there now, and do 

the trick. What do you care?" 

 

Carrie revived a little under the drummer's electrical, nervous condition. 

 

"Did I do so very bad?" 

 

"Not a bit. All you need is a little more ginger. Do it as you showed me. Get that toss of 

your head you had the other night." 

 

Carrie remembered her triumph in the room. She tried to think she could do it. 

 

"What's next?" he said, looking at her part, which she had been studying. 

 

"Why, the scene between Ray and me when I refuse him." 

 

"Well, now you do that lively," said the drummer. "Put in snap, that's the thing. Act as if 

you didn't care." 

 

"Your turn next, Miss Madenda," said the prompter. 

 

"Oh, dear," said Carrie. 

 

"Well, you're a chump for being afraid," said Drouet. "Come on now, brace up. I'll watch 

you from right here." 

 

"Will you?" said Carrie. 

 

"Yes, now go on. Don't be afraid." 

 

The prompter signalled her. 

 

She started out, weak as ever, but suddenly her nerve partially returned. She thought of 

Drouet looking. 

 

"Ray," she said, gently, using a tone of voice much more calm than when she had last 

appeared. It was the scene which had pleased the director at the rehearsal. 

 

"She's easier," thought Hurstwood to himself. 

 

She did not do the part as she had at rehearsal, but she was better. The audience was at 

least not irritated. The improvement of the work of the entire company took away direct 



observation from her. They were making very fair progress, and now it looked as if the play 

would be passable, in the less trying parts at least. 

 

Carrie came off warm and nervous. 

 

"Well," she said, looking at him, "was it any better?" 

 

"Well, I should say so. That's the way. Put life into it. You did that about a thousand per 

cent. better than you did the other scene. Now go on and fire up. You can do it. Knock 'em." 

 

"Was it really better?" 

 

"Better, I should say so. What comes next?" 

 

"That ball-room scene." 

 

"Well, you can do that all right," he said. 

 

"I don't know," answered Carrie. 

 

"Why, woman," he exclaimed, "you did it for me! Now you go out there and do it. It'll be 

fun for you. Just do as you did in the room. If you'll reel it off that way, I'll bet you make a hit. 

Now, what'll you bet? You do it." 

 

The drummer usually allowed his ardent good-nature to get the better of his speech. He 

really did think that Carrie had acted this particular scene very well, and he wanted her to repeat 

it in public. His enthusiasm was due to the mere spirit of the occasion. 

 

When the time came, he buoyed Carrie up most effectually. He began to make her feel as 

if she had done very well. The old melancholy of desire began to come back as he talked at her, 

and by the time the situation rolled around she was running high in feeling. 

 

"I think I can do this." 

 

"Sure you can. Now you go ahead and see." 

 

On the stage, Mrs. Van Dam was making her cruel insinuation against Laura. 

 

Carrie listened, and caught the infection of something—she did not know what. Her 

nostrils sniffed thinly. 

 

"It means," the professional actor began, speaking as Ray, "that society is a terrible 

avenger of insult. Have you ever heard of the Siberian wolves? When one of the pack falls 



through weakness, the others devour him. It is not an elegant comparison, but there is something 

wolfish in society. Laura has mocked it with a pretence, and society, which is made up of 

pretence, will bitterly resent the mockery." 

 

At the sound of her stage name Carrie started. She began to feel the bitterness of the 

situation. The feelings of the outcast descended upon her. She hung at the wing's edge, wrapt in 

her own mounting thoughts. She hardly heard anything more, save her own rumbling blood. 

 

"Come, girls," said Mrs. Van Dam, solemnly, "let us look after our things. They are no 

longer safe when such an accomplished thief enters." 

 

"Cue," said the prompter, close to her side, but she did not hear. Already she was moving 

forward with a steady grace, born of inspiration. She dawned upon the audience, handsome and 

proud, shifting, with the necessity of the situation, to a cold, white, helpless object, as the social 

pack moved away from her scornfully. 

 

Hurstwood blinked his eyes and caught the infection. The radiating waves of feeling and 

sincerity were already breaking against the farthest walls of the chamber. The magic of passion, 

which will yet dissolve the world, was here at work. 

 

There was a drawing, too, of attention, a riveting of feeling, heretofore wandering. 

 

"Ray! Ray! Why do you not come back to her?" was the cry of Pearl. 

 

Every eye was fixed on Carrie, still proud and scornful. They moved as she moved. Their 

eyes were with her eyes. 

 

Mrs. Morgan, as Pearl, approached her. 

 

"Let us go home," she said. 

 

"No," answered Carrie, her voice assuming for the first time a penetrating quality which 

it had never known. "Stay with him!" 

 

She pointed an almost accusing hand toward her lover. Then, with a pathos which struck 

home because of its utter simplicity, "He shall not suffer long." 

 

Hurstwood realised that he was seeing something extraordinarily good. It was heightened 

for him by the applause of the audience as the curtain descended and the fact that it was Carrie. 

He thought now that she was beautiful. She had done something which was above his sphere. He 

felt a keen delight in realising that she was his. 

 



"Fine," he said, and then, seized by a sudden impulse, arose and went about to the stage 

door. 

 

When he came in upon Carrie she was still with Drouet. His feelings for her were most 

exuberant. He was almost swept away by the strength and feeling she exhibited. His desire was 

to pour forth his praise with the unbounded feelings of a lover, but here was Drouet, whose 

affection was also rapidly reviving. The latter was more fascinated, if anything, than Hurstwood. 

At least, in the nature of things, it took a more ruddy form. 

 

"Well, well," said Drouet, "you did out of sight. That was simply great. I knew you could 

do it. Oh, but you're a little daisy!" 

 

Carrie's eyes flamed with the light of achievement. 

 

"Did I do all right?" 

 

"Did you? Well, I guess. Didn't you hear the applause?" 

 

There was some faint sound of clapping yet. 

 

"I thought I got it something like—I felt it." 

 

Just then Hurstwood came in. Instinctively he felt the change in Drouet. He saw that the 

drummer was near to Carrie, and jealousy leaped alight in his bosom. In a flash of thought, he 

reproached himself for having sent him back. Also, he hated him as an intruder. He could 

scarcely pull himself down to the level where he would have to congratulate Carrie as a friend. 

Nevertheless, the man mastered himself, and it was a triumph. He almost jerked the old subtle 

light to his eyes. 

 

"I thought," he said, looking at Carrie, "I would come around and tell you how well you 

did, Mrs. Drouet. It was delightful." 

 

Carrie took the cue, and replied: 

 

"Oh, thank you." 

 

"I was just telling her," put in Drouet, now delighted with his possession, "that I thought 

she did fine." 

 

"Indeed you did," said Hurstwood, turning upon Carrie eyes in which she read more than 

the words. 

 

Carrie laughed luxuriantly. 



 

"If you do as well in the rest of the play, you will make us all think you are a born 

actress." 

 

Carrie smiled again. She felt the acuteness of Hurstwood's position, and wished deeply 

that she could be alone with him, but she did not understand the change in Drouet. Hurstwood 

found that he could not talk, repressed as he was, and grudging Drouet every moment of his 

presence, he bowed himself out with the elegance of a Faust. Outside he set his teeth with envy. 

 

"Damn it!" he said, "is he always going to be in the way?" He was moody when he got 

back to the box, and could not talk for thinking of his wretched situation. 

 

As the curtain for the next act arose, Drouet came back. He was very much enlivened in 

temper and inclined to whisper, but Hurstwood pretended interest. He fixed his eyes on the stage, 

although Carrie was not there, a short bit of melodramatic comedy preceding her entrance. He 

did not see what was going on, however. He was thinking his own thoughts, and they were 

wretched. 

 

The progress of the play did not improve matters for him. Carrie, from now on, was 

easily the centre of interest. The audience, which had been inclined to feel that nothing could be 

good after the first gloomy impression, now went to the other extreme and saw power where it 

was not. The general feeling reacted on Carrie. She presented her part with some felicity, though 

nothing like the intensity which had aroused the feeling at the end of the long first act. 

 

Both Hurstwood and Drouet viewed her pretty figure with rising feelings. The fact that 

such ability should reveal itself in her, that they should see it set forth under such effective 

circumstances, framed almost in massy gold and shone upon by the appropriate lights of 

sentiment and personality, heightened her charm for them. She was more than the old Carrie to 

Drouet. He longed to be at home with her until he could tell her. He awaited impatiently the end, 

when they should go home alone. 

 

Hurstwood, on the contrary, saw in the strength of her new attractiveness his miserable 

predicament. He could have cursed the man beside him. By the Lord, he could not even applaud 

feelingly as he would. For once he must simulate when it left a taste in his mouth. 

 

It was in the last act that Carrie's fascination for her lovers assumed its most effective 

character. 

 

Hurstwood listened to its progress, wondering when Carrie would come on. He had not 

long to wait. The author had used the artifice of sending all the merry company for a drive, and 

now Carrie came in alone. It was the first time that Hurstwood had had a chance to see her facing 

the audience quite alone, for nowhere else had she been without a foil of some sort. He suddenly 

felt, as she entered, that her old strength—the power that had grasped him at the end of the first 



act—had come back. She seemed to be gaining feeling, now that the play was drawing to a close 

and the opportunity for great action was passing. 

 

"Poor Pearl," she said, speaking with natural pathos. "It is a sad thing to want for 

happiness, but it is a terrible thing to see another groping about blindly for it, when it is almost 

within the grasp." 

 

She was gazing now sadly out upon the open sea, her arm resting listlessly upon the 

polished door-post. 

 

Hurstwood began to feel a deep sympathy for her and for himself. He could almost feel 

that she was talking to him. He was, by a combination of feelings and entanglements, almost 

deluded by that quality of voice and manner which, like a pathetic strain of music, seems ever a 

personal and intimate thing. Pathos has this quality, that it seems ever addressed to one alone. 

 

"And yet, she can be very happy with him," went on the little actress. "Her sunny temper, 

her joyous face will brighten any home." 

 

She turned slowly toward the audience without seeing. There was so much simplicity in 

her movements that she seemed wholly alone. Then she found a seat by a table, and turned over 

some books, devoting a thought to them. 

 

"With no longings for what I may not have," she breathed in conclusion—and it was 

almost a sigh—"my existence hidden from all save two in the wide world, and making my joy 

out of the joy of that innocent girl who will soon be his wife." 

 

Hurstwood was sorry when a character, known as Peach Blossom, interrupted her. He 

stirred irritably, for he wished her to go on. He was charmed by the pale face, the lissome figure, 

draped in pearl grey, with a coiled string of pears at the throat. Carrie had the air of one who was 

weary and in need of protection, and, under the fascinating make-believe of the moment, he rose 

in feeling until he was ready in spirit to go to her and ease her out of her misery by adding to his 

own delight. 

 

In a moment Carrie was alone again, and was saying, with animation: 

 

"I must return to the city, no matter what dangers may lurk here. I must go, secretly if I 

can; openly, if I must." 

 

There was a sound of horses' hoofs outside, and then Ray's voice saying: 

 

"No, I shall not ride again. Put him up." 

 



He entered, and then began a scene which had as much to do with the creation of the 

tragedy of affection in Hurstwood as anything in his peculiar and involved career. For Carrie had 

resolved to make something of this scene, and, now that the cue had come, it began to take a 

feeling hold upon her. Both Hurstwood and Drouet noted the rising sentiment as she proceeded. 

 

"I thought you had gone with Pearl," she said to her lover. 

 

"I did go part of the way, but I left the party a mile down the road." 

 

"You and Pearl had no disagreement?" 

 

"No—yes; that is, we always have. Our social barometers always stand at 'cloudy' and 

'overcast.'" 

 

"And whose fault is that?" she said, easily. 

 

"Not mine," he answered, pettishly. "I know I do all I can—I say all I can—but she——" 

 

This was rather awkwardly put by Patton, but Carrie redeemed it with a grace which was 

inspiring. 

 

"But she is your wife," she said, fixing her whole attention upon the stilled actor, and 

softening the quality of her voice until it was again low and musical. "Ray, my friend, courtship 

is the text from which the whole sermon of married life takes its theme. Do not let yours be 

discontented and unhappy." 

 

She put her two little hands together and pressed them appealingly. 

 

Hurstwood gazed with slightly parted lips. Drouet was fidgeting with satisfaction. 

 

"To be my wife, yes," went on the actor in a manner which was weak by comparison, but 

which could not now spoil the tender atmosphere which Carrie had created and maintained. She 

did not seem to feel that he was wretched. She would have done nearly as well with a block of 

wood. The accessories she needed were within her own imagination. The acting of others could 

not affect them. 

 

"And you repent already?" she said, slowly. 

 

"I lost you," he said, seizing her little hand, "and I was at the mercy of any flirt who chose 

to give me an inviting look. It was your fault—you know it was—why did you leave me?" 

 

Carrie turned slowly away, and seemed to be mastering some impulse in silence. Then 

she turned back. 



 

"Ray," she said, "the greatest happiness I have ever felt has been the thought that all your 

affection was forever bestowed upon a virtuous woman, your equal in family, fortune, and 

accomplishments. What a revelation do you make to me now! What is it makes you continually 

war with your happiness?" 

 

The last question was asked so simply that it came to the audience and the lover as a 

personal thing. 

 

At last it came to the part where the lover exclaimed, "Be to me as you used to be." 

 

Carrie answered, with affecting sweetness, "I cannot be that to you, but I can speak in the 

spirit of the Laura who is dead to you forever." 

 

"Be it as you will," said Patton. 

 

Hurstwood leaned forward. The whole audience was silent and intent. 

 

"Let the woman you look upon be wise or vain," said Carrie, her eyes bent sadly upon the 

lover, who had sunk into a seat, "beautiful or homely, rich or poor, she has but one thing she can 

really give or refuse—her heart." 

 

Drouet felt a scratch in his throat. 

 

"Her beauty, her wit, her accomplishments, she may sell to you; but her love is the 

treasure without money and without price." 

 

The manager suffered this as a personal appeal. It came to him as if they were alone, and 

he could hardly restrain the tears for sorrow over the hopeless, pathetic, and yet dainty and 

appealing woman whom he loved. Drouet also was beside himself. He was resolving that he 

would be to Carrie what he had never been before. He would marry her, by George! She was 

worth it. 

 

"She asks only in return," said Carrie, scarcely hearing the small, scheduled reply of her 

lover, and putting herself even more in harmony with the plaintive melody now issuing from the 

orchestra, "that when you look upon her your eyes shall speak devotion; that when you address 

her your voice shall be gentle, loving, and kind; that you shall not despise her because she cannot 

understand all at once your vigorous thoughts and ambitious designs; for, when misfortune and 

evil have defeated your greatest purposes, her love remains to console you. You look to the 

trees," she continued, while Hurstwood restrained his feelings only by the grimmest repression, 

"for strength and grandeur; do not despise the flowers because their fragrance is all they have to 

give. Remember," she concluded, tenderly, "love is all a woman has to give," and she laid a 



strange, sweet accent on the all, "but it is the only thing which God permits us to carry beyond 

the grave." 

 

The two men were in the most harrowed state of affection. They scarcely heard the few 

remaining words with which the scene concluded. They only saw their idol, moving about with 

appealing grace, continuing a power which to them was a revelation. 

 

Hurstwood resolved a thousand things, Drouet as well. They joined equally in the burst of 

applause which called Carrie out. Drouet pounded his hands until they ached. Then he jumped up 

again and started out. As he went, Carrie came out, and, seeing an immense basket of flowers 

being hurried down the aisle toward her, she waited. They were Hurstwood's. She looked toward 

the manager's box for a moment, caught his eye, and smiled. He could have leaped out of the box 

to enfold her. He forgot the need of circumspectness which his married state enforced. He almost 

forgot that he had with him in the box those who knew him. By the Lord, he would have that 

lovely girl if it took his all. He would act at once. This should be the end of Drouet, and don't 

you forget it. He would not wait another day. The drummer should not have her. 

 

He was so excited that he could not stay in the box. He went into the lobby, and then into 

the street, thinking. Drouet did not return. In a few minutes the last act was over, and he was 

crazy to have Carrie alone. He cursed the luck that could keep him smiling, bowing, shamming, 

when he wanted to tell her that he loved her, when he wanted to whisper to her alone. He 

groaned as he saw that his hopes were futile. He must even take her to supper, shamming. He 

finally went about and asked how she was getting along. The actors were all dressing, talking, 

hurrying about. Drouet was palavering himself with the looseness of excitement and passion. 

The manager mastered himself only by a great effort. 

 

"We are going to supper, of course," he said, with a voice that was a mockery of his 

heart. 

 

"Oh, yes," said Carrie, smiling. 

 

The little actress was in fine feather. She was realising now what it was to be petted. For 

once she was the admired, the sought-for. The independence of success now made its first faint 

showing. With the tables turned, she was looking down, rather than up, to her lover. She did not 

fully realise that this was so, but there was something in condescension coming from her which 

was infinitely sweet. When she was ready they climbed into the waiting coach and drove down 

town; once, only, did she find an opportunity to express her feeling, and that was when the 

manager preceded Drouet in the coach and sat beside her. Before Drouet was fully in she had 

squeezed Hurstwood's hand in a gentle, impulsive manner. The manager was beside himself with 

affection. He could have sold his soul to be with her alone. "Ah," he thought, "the agony of it." 

 

Drouet hung on, thinking he was all in all. The dinner was spoiled by his enthusiasm. 

Hurstwood went home feeling as if he should die if he did not find affectionate relief. He 



whispered "to-morrow" passionately to Carrie, and she understood. He walked away from the 

drummer and his prize at parting feeling as if he could slay him and not regret. Carrie also felt 

the misery of it. 

 

"Good-night," he said, simulating an easy friendliness. 

 

"Good-night," said the little actress, tenderly. 

 

"The fool!" he said, now hating Drouet. "The idiot! I'll do him yet, and that quick! We'll 

see to-morrow." 

 

"Well, if you aren't a wonder," Drouet was saying, complacently, squeezing Carrie's arm. 

"You are the dandiest little girl on earth." 

  



CHAPTER XX THE LURE OF THE SPIRIT: THE FLESH IN PURSUIT 

Passion in a man of Hurstwood's nature takes a vigorous form. It is no musing, dreamy 

thing. There is none of the tendency to sing outside of my lady's window—to languish and repine 

in the face of difficulties. In the night he was long getting to sleep because of too much thinking, 

and in the morning he was early awake, seizing with alacrity upon the same dear subject and 

pursuing it with vigour. He was out of sorts physically, as well as disordered mentally, for did he 

not delight in a new manner in his Carrie, and was not Drouet in the way? Never was man more 

harassed than he by the thoughts of his love being held by the elated, flush-mannered drummer. 

He would have given anything, it seemed to him, to have the complication ended—to have 

Carrie acquiesce to an arrangement which would dispose of Drouet effectually and forever. 

 

What to do. He dressed thinking. He moved about in the same chamber with his wife, 

unmindful of her presence. 

 

At breakfast he found himself without an appetite. The meat to which he helped himself 

remained on his plate untouched. His coffee grew cold, while he scanned the paper indifferently. 

Here and there he read a little thing, but remembered nothing. Jessica had not yet come down. 

His wife sat at one end of the table revolving thoughts of her own in silence. A new servant had 

been recently installed and had forgot the napkins. On this account the silence was irritably 

broken by a reproof. 

 

"I've told you about this before, Maggie," said Mrs. Hurstwood. "I'm not going to tell you 

again." 

 

Hurstwood took a glance at his wife. She was frowning. Just now her manner irritated 

him excessively. Her next remark was addressed to him. 

 

"Have you made up your mind, George, when you will take your vacation?" 

 

It was customary for them to discuss the regular summer outing at this season of the year. 

 

"Not yet," he said, "I'm very busy just now." 

 

"Well, you'll want to make up your mind pretty soon, won't you, if we're going?" she 

returned. 

 

"I guess we have a few days yet," he said. 

 

"Hmff," she returned. "Don't wait until the season's over." 

 

She stirred in aggravation as she said this. 

 



"There you go again," he observed. "One would think I never did anything, the way you 

begin." 

 

"Well, I want to know about it," she reiterated. 

 

"You've got a few days yet," he insisted. "You'll not want to start before the races are 

over." 

 

He was irritated to think that this should come up when he wished to have his thoughts 

for other purposes. 

 

"Well, we may. Jessica doesn't want to stay until the end of the races." 

 

"What did you want with a season ticket, then?" 

 

"Uh!" she said, using the sound as an exclamation of disgust, "I'll not argue with you," 

and therewith arose to leave the table. 

 

"Say," he said, rising, putting a note of determination in his voice which caused her to 

delay her departure, "what's the matter with you of late? Can't I talk with you any more?" 

 

"Certainly, you can talk with me," she replied, laying emphasis on the word. 

 

"Well, you wouldn't think so by the way you act. Now, you want to know when I'll be 

ready—not for a month yet. Maybe not then." 

 

"We'll go without you." 

 

"You will, eh?" he sneered. 

 

"Yes, we will." 

 

He was astonished at the woman's determination, but it only irritated him the more. 

 

"Well, we'll see about that. It seems to me you're trying to run things with a pretty high 

hand of late. You talk as though you settled my affairs for me. Well, you don't. You don't 

regulate anything that's connected with me. If you want to go, go, but you won't hurry me by any 

such talk as that." 

 

He was thoroughly aroused now. His dark eyes snapped, and he crunched his paper as he 

laid it down. Mrs. Hurstwood said nothing more. He was just finishing when she turned on her 

heel and went out into the hall and upstairs. He paused for a moment, as if hesitating, then sat 



down and drank a little coffee, and thereafter arose and went for his hat and gloves upon the 

main floor. 

 

His wife had really not anticipated a row of this character. She had come down to the 

breakfast table feeling a little out of sorts with herself and revolving a scheme which she had in 

her mind. Jessica had called her attention to the fact that the races were not what they were 

supposed to be. The social opportunities were not what they had thought they would be this year. 

The beautiful girl found going every day a dull thing. There was an earlier exodus this year of 

people who were anybody to the watering places and Europe. In her own circle of acquaintances 

several young men in whom she was interested had gone to Waukesha. She began to feel that she 

would like to go too, and her mother agreed with her. 

 

Accordingly, Mrs. Hurstwood decided to broach the subject. She was thinking this over 

when she came down to the table, but for some reason the atmosphere was wrong. She was not 

sure, after it was all over, just how the trouble had begun. She was determined now, however, 

that her husband was a brute, and that, under no circumstances, would she let this go by 

unsettled. She would have more lady-like treatment or she would know why. 

 

For his part, the manager was loaded with the care of this new argument until he reached 

his office and started from there to meet Carrie. Then the other complications of love, desire, and 

opposition possessed him. His thoughts fled on before him upon eagles' wings. He could hardly 

wait until he should meet Carrie face to face. What was the night, after all, without her—what 

the day? She must and should be his. 

 

For her part, Carrie had experienced a world of fancy and feeling since she had left him, 

the night before. She had listened to Drouet's enthusiastic maunderings with much regard for that 

part which concerned herself, with very little for that which affected his own gain. She kept him 

at such lengths as she could, because her thoughts were with her own triumph. She felt 

Hurstwood's passion as a delightful background to her own achievement, and she wondered what 

he would have to say. She was sorry for him, too, with that peculiar sorrow which finds 

something complimentary to itself in the misery of another. She was now experiencing the first 

shades of feeling of that subtle change which removes one out of the ranks of the suppliants into 

the lines of the dispensers of charity. She was, all in all, exceedingly happy. 

 

On the morrow, however, there was nothing in the papers concerning the event, and, in 

view of the flow of common, everyday things about, it now lost a shade of the glow of the 

previous evening. Drouet himself was not talking so much of as for her. He felt instinctively that, 

for some reason or other, he needed reconstruction in her regard. 

 

"I think," he said, as he spruced around their chambers the next morning, preparatory to 

going down town, "that I'll straighten out that little deal of mine this month and then we'll get 

married. I was talking with Mosher about that yesterday." 

 



"No, you won't," said Carrie, who was coming to feel a certain faint power to jest with 

the drummer. 

 

"Yes, I will," he exclaimed, more feelingly than usual, adding, with the tone of one who 

pleads, "Don't you believe what I've told you?" 

 

Carrie laughed a little. 

 

"Of course I do," she answered. 

 

Drouet's assurance now misgave him. Shallow as was his mental observation, there was 

that in the things which had happened which made his little power of analysis useless. Carrie was 

still with him, but not helpless and pleading. There was a lilt in her voice which was new. She 

did not study him with eyes expressive of dependence. The drummer was feeling the shadow of 

something which was coming. It coloured his feelings and made him develop those little 

attentions and say those little words which were mere forefendations against danger. 

 

Shortly afterward he departed, and Carrie prepared for her meeting with Hurstwood. She 

hurried at her toilet, which was soon made, and hastened down the stairs. At the corner she 

passed Drouet, but they did not see each other. 

 

The drummer had forgotten some bills which he wished to turn into his house. He 

hastened up the stairs and burst into the room, but found only the chambermaid, who was 

cleaning up. 

 

"Hello," he exclaimed, half to himself, "has Carrie gone?" 

 

"Your wife? Yes, she went out just a few minutes ago." 

 

"That's strange," thought Drouet. "She didn't say a word to me. I wonder where she 

went?" 

 

He hastened about, rummaging in his valise for what he wanted, and finally pocketing it. 

Then he turned his attention to his fair neighbour, who was good-looking and kindly disposed 

towards him. 

 

"What are you up to?" he said, smiling. 

 

"Just cleaning," she replied, stopping and winding a dusting towel about her hand. 

 

"Tired of it?" 

 

"Not so very." 



 

"Let me show you something," he said, affably, coming over and taking out of his pocket 

a little lithographed card which had been issued by a wholesale tobacco company. On this was 

printed a picture of a pretty girl, holding a striped parasol, the colours of which could be changed 

by means of a revolving disk in the back, which showed red, yellow, green, and blue through 

little interstices made in the ground occupied by the umbrella top. 

 

"Isn't that clever?" he said, handing it to her and showing her how it worked. "You never 

saw anything like that before." 

 

"Isn't it nice?" she answered. 

 

"You can have it if you want it," he remarked. 

 

"That's a pretty ring you have," he said, touching a commonplace setting which adorned 

the hand holding the card he had given her. 

 

"Do you think so?" 

 

"That's right," he answered, making use of a pretence at examination to secure her finger. 

"That's fine." 

 

The ice being thus broken, he launched into further observation, pretending to forget that 

her fingers were still retained by his. She soon withdrew them, however, and retreated a few feet 

to rest against the window-sill. 

 

"I didn't see you for a long time," she said, coquettishly, repulsing one of his exuberant 

approaches. "You must have been away." 

 

"I was," said Drouet. 

 

"Do you travel far?" 

 

"Pretty far—yes." 

 

"Do you like it?" 

 

"Oh, not very well. You get tired of it after a while." 

 

"I wish I could travel," said the girl, gazing idly out of the window. 

 

"What has become of your friend, Mr. Hurstwood?" she suddenly asked, bethinking 

herself of the manager, who, from her own observation, seemed to contain promising material. 



 

"He's here in town. What makes you ask about him?" 

 

"Oh, nothing, only he hasn't been here since you got back." 

 

"How did you come to know him?" 

 

"Didn't I take up his name a dozen times in the last month?" 

 

"Get out," said the drummer, lightly. "He hasn't called more than half a dozen times since 

we've been here." 

 

"He hasn't, eh?" said the girl, smiling. "That's all you know about it." 

 

Drouet took on a slightly more serious tone. He was uncertain as to whether she was 

joking or not. 

 

"Tease," he said, "what makes you smile that way?" 

 

"Oh, nothing." 

 

"Have you seen him recently?" 

 

"Not since you came back," she laughed. 

 

"Before?" 

 

"Certainly." 

 

"How often?" 

 

"Why, nearly every day." 

 

She was a mischievous newsmonger, and was keenly wondering what the effect of her 

words would be. 

 

"Who did he come to see?" asked the drummer, incredulously. 

 

"Mrs. Drouet." 

 

He looked rather foolish at this answer, and then attempted to correct himself so as not to 

appear a dupe. 

 



"Well," he said, "what of it?" 

 

"Nothing," replied the girl, her head cocked coquettishly on one side. 

 

"He's an old friend," he went on, getting deeper into the mire. 

 

He would have gone on further with his little flirtation, but the taste for it was 

temporarily removed. He was quite relieved when the girl's name was called from below. 

 

"I've got to go," she said, moving away from him airily. 

 

"I'll see you later," he said, with a pretence of disturbance at being interrupted. 

 

When she was gone, he gave freer play to his feelings. His face, never easily controlled 

by him, expressed all the perplexity and disturbance which he felt. Could it be that Carrie had 

received so many visits and yet said nothing about them? Was Hurstwood lying? What did the 

chambermaid mean by it, anyway? He had thought there was something odd about Carrie's 

manner at the time. Why did she look so disturbed when he had asked her how many times 

Hurstwood had called? By George! he remembered now. There was something strange about the 

whole thing. 

 

He sat down in a rocking-chair to think the better, drawing up one leg on his knee and 

frowning mightily. His mind ran on at a great rate. 

 

And yet Carrie hadn't acted out of the ordinary. It couldn't be, by George, that she was 

deceiving him. She hadn't acted that way. Why, even last night she had been as friendly toward 

him as could be, and Hurstwood too. Look how they acted! He could hardly believe they would 

try to deceive him. 

 

His thoughts burst into words. 

 

"She did act sort of funny at times. Here she had dressed and gone out this morning and 

never said a word." 

 

He scratched his head and prepared to go down town. He was still frowning. As he came 

into the hall he encountered the girl, who was now looking after another chamber. She had on a 

white dusting cap, beneath which her chubby face shone good-naturedly. Drouet almost forgot 

his worry in the fact that she was smiling on him. He put his hand familiarly on her shoulder, as 

if only to greet her in passing. 

 

"Got over being mad?" she said, still mischievously inclined. 

 

"I'm not mad," he answered. 



 

"I thought you were," she said, smiling. 

 

"Quit your fooling about that," he said, in an offhand way. "Were you serious?" 

 

"Certainly," she answered. Then, with an air of one who did not intentionally mean to 

create trouble, "He came lots of times. I thought you knew." 

 

The game of deception was up with Drouet. He did not try to simulate indifference 

further. 

 

"Did he spend the evenings here?" he asked. 

 

"Sometimes. Sometimes they went out." 

 

"In the evening?" 

 

"Yes. You mustn't look so mad, though." 

 

"I'm not," he said. "Did any one else see him?" 

 

"Of course," said the girl, as if, after all, it were nothing in particular. 

 

"How long ago was this?" 

 

"Just before you came back." 

 

The drummer pinched his lip nervously. 

 

"Don't say anything, will you?" he asked, giving the girl's arm a gentle squeeze. 

 

"Certainly not," she returned. "I wouldn't worry over it." 

 

"All right," he said, passing on, seriously brooding for once, and yet not wholly 

unconscious of the fact that he was making a most excellent impression upon the chambermaid. 

 

"I'll see her about that," he said to himself, passionately, feeling that he had been unduly 

wronged. "I'll find out, b'George, whether she'll act that way or not." 

  



CHAPTER XXI THE LURE OF THE SPIRIT: THE FLESH IN PURSUIT 

When Carrie came Hurstwood had been waiting many minutes. His blood was warm; his 

nerves wrought up. He was anxious to see the woman who had stirred him so profoundly the 

night before. 

 

"Here you are," he said, repressedly, feeling a spring in his limbs and an elation which 

was tragic in itself. 

 

"Yes," said Carrie. 

 

They walked on as if bound for some objective point, while Hurstwood drank in the 

radiance of her presence. The rustle of her pretty skirt was like music to him. 

 

"Are you satisfied?" he asked, thinking of how well she did the night before. 

 

"Are you?" 

 

He tightened his fingers as he saw the smile she gave him. 

 

"It was wonderful." 

 

Carrie laughed ecstatically. 

 

"That was one of the best things I've seen in a long time," he added. 

 

He was dwelling on her attractiveness as he had felt it the evening before, and mingling it 

with the feeling her presence inspired now. 

 

Carrie was dwelling in the atmosphere which this man created for her. Already she was 

enlivened and suffused with a glow. She felt his drawing toward her in every sound of his voice. 

 

"Those were such nice flowers you sent me," she said, after a moment or two. "They 

were beautiful." 

 

"Glad you liked them," he answered, simply. 

 

He was thinking all the time that the subject of his desire was being delayed. He was 

anxious to turn the talk to his own feelings. All was ripe for it. His Carrie was beside him. He 

wanted to plunge in and expostulate with her, and yet he found himself fishing for words and 

feeling for a way. 

 



"You got home all right," he said, gloomily, of a sudden, his tone modifying itself to one 

of self-commiseration. 

 

"Yes," said Carrie, easily. 

 

He looked at her steadily for a moment, slowing his pace and fixing her with his eye. 

 

She felt the flood of feeling. 

 

"How about me?" he asked. 

 

This confused Carrie considerably, for she realised the floodgates were open. She didn't 

know exactly what to answer. 

 

"I don't know," she answered. 

 

He took his lower lip between his teeth for a moment, and then let it go. He stopped by 

the walk side and kicked the grass with his toe. He searched her face with a tender, appealing 

glance. 

 

"Won't you come away from him?" he asked, intensely. 

 

"I don't know," returned Carrie, still illogically drifting and finding nothing at which to 

catch. 

 

As a matter of fact, she was in a most hopeless quandary. Here was a man whom she 

thoroughly liked, who exercised an influence over her, sufficient almost to delude her into the 

belief that she was possessed of a lively passion for him. She was still the victim of his keen 

eyes, his suave manners, his fine clothes. She looked and saw before her a man who was most 

gracious and sympathetic, who leaned toward her with a feeling that was a delight to observe. 

She could not resist the glow of his temperament, the light of his eye. She could hardly keep 

from feeling what he felt. 

 

And yet she was not without thoughts which were disturbing. What did he know? What 

had Drouet told him? Was she a wife in his eyes, or what? Would he marry her? Even while he 

talked, and she softened, and her eyes were lighted with a tender glow, she was asking herself if 

Drouet had told him they were not married. There was never anything at all convincing about 

what Drouet said. 

 

And yet she was not grieved at Hurstwood's love. No strain of bitterness was in it for her, 

whatever he knew. He was evidently sincere. His passion was real and warm. There was power 

in what he said. What should she do? She went on thinking this, answering vaguely, languishing 

affectionately, and altogether drifting, until she was on a borderless sea of speculation. 



 

"Why don't you come away?" he said, tenderly. "I will arrange for you whatever—" 

 

"Oh, don't," said Carrie. 

 

"Don't what?" he asked. "What do you mean?" 

 

There was a look of confusion and pain in her face. She was wondering why that 

miserable thought must be brought in. She was struck as by a blade with the miserable provision 

which was outside the pale of marriage. 

 

He himself realised that it was a wretched thing to have dragged in. He wanted to weigh 

the effects of it, and yet he could not see. He went beating on, flushed by her presence, clearly 

awakened, intensely enlisted in his plan. 

 

"Won't you come?" he said, beginning over and with a more reverent feeling. "You know 

I can't do without you—you know it—it can't go on this way—can it?" 

 

"I know," said Carrie. 

 

"I wouldn't ask if I—I wouldn't argue with you if I could help it. Look at me, Carrie. Put 

yourself in my place. You don't want to stay away from me, do you?" 

 

She shook her head as if in deep thought. 

 

"Then why not settle the whole thing, once and for all?" 

 

"I don't know," said Carrie. 

 

"Don't know! Ah, Carrie, what makes you say that? Don't torment me. Be serious." 

 

"I am," said Carrie, softly. 

 

"You can't be, dearest, and say that. Not when you know how I love you. Look at last 

night." 

 

His manner as he said this was the most quiet imaginable. His face and body retained 

utter composure. Only his eyes moved, and they flashed a subtle, dissolving fire. In them the 

whole intensity of the man's nature was distilling itself. 

 

Carrie made no answer. 

 

"How can you act this way, dearest?" he inquired, after a time. "You love me, don't you?" 



 

He turned on her such a storm of feeling that she was overwhelmed. For the moment all 

doubts were cleared away. 

 

"Yes," she answered, frankly and tenderly. 

 

"Well, then you'll come, won't you—come to-night?" 

 

Carrie shook her head in spite of her distress. 

 

"I can't wait any longer," urged Hurstwood. "If that is too soon, come Saturday." 

 

"When will we be married?" she asked, diffidently, forgetting in her difficult situation 

that she had hoped he took her to be Drouet's wife. 

 

The manager started, hit as he was by a problem which was more difficult than hers. He 

gave no sign of the thoughts that flashed like messages to his mind. 

 

"Any time you say," he said, with ease, refusing to discolour his present delight with this 

miserable problem. 

 

"Saturday?" asked Carrie. 

 

He nodded his head. 

 

"Well, if you will marry me then," she said, "I'll go." 

 

The manager looked at his lovely prize, so beautiful, so winsome, so difficult to be won, 

and made strange resolutions. His passion had gotten to that stage now where it was no longer 

coloured with reason. He did not trouble over little barriers of this sort in the face of so much 

loveliness. He would accept the situation with all its difficulties; he would not try to answer the 

objections which cold truth thrust upon him. He would promise anything, everything, and trust to 

fortune to disentangle him. He would make a try for Paradise, whatever might be the result. He 

would be happy, by the Lord, if it cost all honesty of statement, all abandonment of truth. 

 

Carrie looked at him tenderly. She could have laid her head upon his shoulder, so 

delightful did it all seem. 

 

"Well," she said, "I'll try and get ready then." 

 

Hurstwood looked into her pretty face, crossed with little shadows of wonder and 

misgiving, and thought he had never seen anything more lovely. 

 



"I'll see you again to-morrow," he said, joyously, "and we'll talk over the plans." 

 

He walked on with her, elated beyond words, so delightful had been the result. He 

impressed a long story of joy and affection upon her, though there was but here and there a word. 

After a half-hour he began to realise that the meeting must come to an end, so exacting is the 

world. 

 

"To-morrow," he said at parting, a gayety of manner adding wonderfully to his brave 

demeanour. 

 

"Yes," said Carrie, tripping elatedly away. 

 

There had been so much enthusiasm engendered that she was believing herself deeply in 

love. She sighed as she thought of her handsome adorer. Yes, she would get ready by Saturday. 

She would go, and they would be happy. 

  



CHAPTER XXII THE BLAZE OF THE TINDER: FLESH WARS WITH THE FLESH 

The misfortune of the Hurstwood household was due to the fact that jealousy, having 

been born of love, did not perish with it. Mrs. Hurstwood retained this in such form that 

subsequent influences could transform it into hate. Hurstwood was still worthy, in a physical 

sense, of the affection his wife had once bestowed upon him, but in a social sense he fell short. 

With his regard died his power to be attentive to her, and this, to a woman, is much greater than 

outright crime toward another. Our self-love dictates our appreciation of the good or evil in 

another. In Mrs. Hurstwood it discoloured the very hue of her husband's indifferent nature. She 

saw design in deeds and phrases which sprung only from a faded appreciation of her presence. 

 

As a consequence, she was resentful and suspicious. The jealousy that prompted her to 

observe every falling away from the little amenities of the married relation on his part served to 

give her notice of the airy grace with which he still took the world. She could see from the 

scrupulous care which he exercised in the matter of his personal appearance that his interest in 

life had abated not a jot. Every motion, every glance had something in it of the pleasure he felt in 

Carrie, of the zest this new pursuit of pleasure lent to his days. Mrs. Hurstwood felt something, 

sniffing change, as animals do danger, afar off. 

 

This feeling was strengthened by actions of a direct and more potent nature on the part of 

Hurstwood. We have seen with what irritation he shirked those little duties which no longer 

contained any amusement or satisfaction for him, and the open snarls with which, more recently, 

he resented her irritating goads. These little rows were really precipitated by an atmosphere 

which was surcharged with dissension. That it would shower, with a sky so full of blackening 

thunder-clouds, would scarcely be thought worthy of comment. Thus, after leaving the breakfast 

table this morning, raging inwardly at his blank declaration of indifference at her plans, Mrs. 

Hurstwood encountered Jessica in her dressing-room, very leisurely arranging her hair. 

Hurstwood had already left the house. 

 

"I wish you wouldn't be so late coming down to breakfast," she said, addressing Jessica, 

while making for her crochet basket. "Now here the things are quite cold, and you haven't eaten." 

 

Her natural composure was sadly ruffled, and Jessica was doomed to feel the fag end of 

the storm. 

 

"I'm not hungry," she answered. 

 

"Then why don't you say so, and let the girl put away the things, instead of keeping her 

waiting all morning?" 

 

"She doesn't mind," answered Jessica, coolly. 

 



"Well, I do, if she doesn't," returned the mother, "and, anyhow, I don't like you to talk 

that way to me. You're too young to put on such an air with your mother." 

 

"Oh, mamma, don't row," answered Jessica. "What's the matter this morning, anyway?" 

 

"Nothing's the matter, and I'm not rowing. You mustn't think because I indulge you in 

some things that you can keep everybody waiting. I won't have it." 

 

"I'm not keeping anybody waiting," returned Jessica, sharply, stirred out of a cynical 

indifference to a sharp defence. "I said I wasn't hungry. I don't want any breakfast." 

 

"Mind how you address me, missy. I'll not have it. Hear me now; I'll not have it!" 

 

Jessica heard this last while walking out of the room, with a toss of her head and a flick 

of her pretty skirts indicative of the independence and indifference she felt. She did not propose 

to be quarrelled with. 

 

Such little arguments were all too frequent, the result of a growth of natures which were 

largely independent and selfish. George, Jr., manifested even greater touchiness and 

exaggeration in the matter of his individual rights, and attempted to make all feel that he was a 

man with a man's privileges—an assumption which, of all things, is most groundless and 

pointless in a youth of nineteen. 

 

Hurstwood was a man of authority and some fine feeling, and it irritated him excessively 

to find himself surrounded more and more by a world upon which he had no hold, and of which 

he had a lessening understanding. 

 

Now, when such little things, such as the proposed earlier start to Waukesha, came up, 

they made clear to him his position. He was being made to follow, was not leading. When, in 

addition, a sharp temper was manifested, and to the process of shouldering him out of his 

authority was added a rousing intellectual kick, such as a sneer or a cynical laugh, he was unable 

to keep his temper. He flew into hardly repressed passion, and wished himself clear of the whole 

household. It seemed a most irritating drag upon all his desires and opportunities. 

 

For all this, he still retained the semblance of leadership and control, even though his 

wife was straining to revolt. Her display of temper and open assertion of opposition were based 

upon nothing more than the feeling that she could do it. She had no special evidence wherewith 

to justify herself—the knowledge of something which would give her both authority and excuse. 

The latter was all that was lacking, however, to give a solid foundation to what, in a way, seemed 

groundless discontent. The clear proof of one overt deed was the cold breath needed to convert 

the lowering clouds of suspicion into a rain of wrath. 

 



An inkling of untoward deeds on the part of Hurstwood had come. Doctor Beale, the 

handsome resident physician of the neighbourhood, met Mrs. Hurstwood at her own doorstep 

some days after Hurstwood and Carrie had taken the drive west on Washington Boulevard. Dr. 

Beale, coming east on the same drive, had recognised Hurstwood, but not before he was quite 

past him. He was not so sure of Carrie—did not know whether it was Hurstwood's wife or 

daughter. 

 

"You don't speak to your friends when you meet them out driving, do you?" he said, 

jocosely, to Mrs. Hurstwood. 

 

"If I see them, I do. Where was I?" 

 

"On Washington Boulevard," he answered, expecting her eye to light with immediate 

remembrance. 

 

She shook her head. 

 

"Yes, out near Hoyne Avenue. You were with your husband." 

 

"I guess you're mistaken," she answered. Then, remembering her husband's part in the 

affair, she immediately fell a prey to a host of young suspicions, of which, however, she gave no 

sign. 

 

"I know I saw your husband," he went on. "I wasn't so sure about you. Perhaps it was 

your daughter." 

 

"Perhaps it was," said Mrs. Hurstwood, knowing full well that such was not the case, as 

Jessica had been her companion for weeks. She had recovered herself sufficiently to wish to 

know more of the details. 

 

"Was it in the afternoon?" she asked, artfully, assuming an air of acquaintanceship with 

the matter. 

 

"Yes, about two or three." 

 

"It must have been Jessica," said Mrs. Hurstwood, not wishing to seem to attach any 

importance to the incident. 

 

The physician had a thought or two of his own, but dismissed the matter as worthy of no 

further discussion on his part at least. 

 

Mrs. Hurstwood gave this bit of information considerable thought during the next few 

hours, and even days. She took it for granted that the doctor had really seen her husband, and that 



he had been riding, most likely, with some other woman, after announcing himself as busy to 

her. As a consequence, she recalled, with rising feeling, how often he had refused to go to places 

with her, to share in little visits, or, indeed, take part in any of the social amenities which 

furnished the diversion of her existence. He had been seen at the theatre with people whom he 

called Moy's friends; now he was seen driving, and, most likely, would have an excuse for that. 

Perhaps there were others of whom she did not hear, or why should he be so busy, so indifferent, 

of late? In the last six weeks he had become strangely irritable—strangely satisfied to pick up 

and go out, whether things were right or wrong in the house. Why? 

 

She recalled, with more subtle emotions, that he did not look at her now with any of the 

old light of satisfaction or approval in his eye. Evidently, along with other things, he was taking 

her to be getting old and uninteresting. He saw her wrinkles, perhaps. She was fading, while he 

was still preening himself in his elegance and youth. He was still an interested factor in the 

merry-makings of the world, while she—but she did not pursue the thought. She only found the 

whole situation bitter, and hated him for it thoroughly. 

 

Nothing came of this incident at the time, for the truth is it did not seem conclusive 

enough to warrant any discussion. Only the atmosphere of distrust and ill-feeling was 

strengthened, precipitating every now and then little sprinklings of irritable conversation, 

enlivened by flashes of wrath. The matter of the Waukesha outing was merely a continuation of 

other things of the same nature. 

 

The day after Carrie's appearance on the Avery stage, Mrs. Hurstwood visited the races 

with Jessica and a youth of her acquaintance, Mr. Bart Taylor, the son of the owner of a local 

house-furnishing establishment. They had driven out early, and, as it chanced, encountered 

several friends of Hurstwood, all Elks, and two of whom had attended the performance the 

evening before. A thousand chances the subject of the performance had never been brought up 

had Jessica not been so engaged by the attentions of her young companion, who usurped as much 

time as possible. This left Mrs. Hurstwood in the mood to extend the perfunctory greetings of 

some who knew her into short conversations, and the short conversations of friends into long 

ones. It was from one who meant but to greet her perfunctorily that this interesting intelligence 

came. 

 

"I see," said this individual, who wore sporting clothes of the most attractive pattern, and 

had a field-glass strung over his shoulder, "that you did not get over to our little entertainment 

last evening." 

 

"No?" said Mrs. Hurstwood, inquiringly, and wondering why he should be using the tone 

he did in noting the fact that she had not been to something she knew nothing about. It was on 

her lips to say, "What was it?" when he added, "I saw your husband." 

 

Her wonder was at once replaced by the more subtle quality of suspicion. 

 



"Yes," she said, cautiously, "was it pleasant? He did not tell me much about it." 

 

"Very. Really one of the best private theatricals I ever attended. There was one actress 

who surprised us all." 

 

"Indeed," said Mrs. Hurstwood. 

 

"It's too bad you couldn't have been there, really. I was sorry to hear you weren't feeling 

well." 

 

Feeling well! Mrs. Hurstwood could have echoed the words after him open-mouthed. As 

it was, she extricated herself from her mingled impulse to deny and question, and said, almost 

raspingly: 

 

"Yes, it is too bad." 

 

"Looks like there will be quite a crowd here to-day, doesn't it?" the acquaintance 

observed, drifting off upon another topic. 

 

The manager's wife would have questioned farther, but she saw no opportunity. She was 

for the moment wholly at sea, anxious to think for herself, and wondering what new deception 

was this which caused him to give out that she was ill when she was not. Another case of her 

company not wanted, and excuses being made. She resolved to find out more. 

 

"Were you at the performance last evening?" she asked of the next of Hurstwood's friends 

who greeted her, as she sat in her box. 

 

"Yes. You didn't get around." 

 

"No," she answered, "I was not feeling very well." 

 

"So your husband told me," he answered. "Well, it was really very enjoyable. Turned out 

much better than I expected." 

 

"Were there many there?" 

 

"The house was full. It was quite an Elk night. I saw quite a number of your friends—

Mrs. Harrison, Mrs. Barnes, Mrs. Collins." 

 

"Quite a social gathering." 

 

"Indeed it was. My wife enjoyed it very much." 

 



Mrs. Hurstwood bit her lip. 

 

"So," she thought, "that's the way he does. Tells my friends I am sick and cannot come." 

 

She wondered what could induce him to go alone. There was something back of this. She 

rummaged her brain for a reason. 

 

By evening, when Hurstwood reached home, she had brooded herself into a state of 

sullen desire for explanation and revenge. She wanted to know what this peculiar action of his 

imported. She was certain there was more behind it all than what she had heard, and evil 

curiosity mingled well with distrust and the remnants of her wrath of the morning. She, 

impending disaster itself, walked about with gathered shadow at the eyes and the rudimentary 

muscles of savagery fixing the hard lines of her mouth. 

 

On the other hand, as we may well believe, the manager came home in the sunniest 

mood. His conversation and agreement with Carrie had raised his spirits until he was in the 

frame of mind of one who sings joyously. He was proud of himself, proud of his success, proud 

of Carrie. He could have been genial to all the world, and he bore no grudge against his wife. He 

meant to be pleasant, to forget her presence, to live in the atmosphere of youth and pleasure 

which had been restored to him. 

 

So now, the house, to his mind, had a most pleasing and comfortable appearance. In the 

hall he found an evening paper, laid there by the maid and forgotten by Mrs. Hurstwood. In the 

dining-room the table was clean laid with linen and napery and shiny with glasses and decorated 

china. Through an open door he saw into the kitchen, where the fire was crackling in the stove 

and the evening meal already well under way. Out in the small back yard was George, Jr., 

frolicking with a young dog he had recently purchased, and in the parlour Jessica was playing at 

the piano, the sounds of a merry waltz filling every nook and corner of the comfortable home. 

Every one, like himself, seemed to have regained his good spirits, to be in sympathy with youth 

and beauty, to be inclined to joy and merry-making. He felt as if he could say a good word all 

around himself, and took a most genial glance at the spread table and polished sideboard before 

going upstairs to read his paper in the comfortable arm-chair of the sitting-room which looked 

through the open windows into the street. When he entered there, however, he found his wife 

brushing her hair and musing to herself the while. 

 

He came lightly in, thinking to smooth over any feeling that might still exist by a kindly 

word and a ready promise, but Mrs. Hurstwood said nothing. He seated himself in the large 

chair, stirred lightly in making himself comfortable, opened his paper, and began to read. In a 

few moments he was smiling merrily over a very comical account of a baseball game which had 

taken place between the Chicago and Detroit teams. 

 

The while he was doing this Mrs. Hurstwood was observing him casually through the 

medium of the mirror which was before her. She noticed his pleasant and contented manner, his 



airy grace and smiling humour, and it merely aggravated her the more. She wondered how he 

could think to carry himself so in her presence after the cynicism, indifference, and neglect he 

had heretofore manifested and would continue to manifest so long as she would endure it. She 

thought how she should like to tell him—what stress and emphasis she would lend her assertions, 

how she should drive over this whole affair until satisfaction should be rendered her. Indeed, the 

shining sword of her wrath was but weakly suspended by a thread of thought. 

 

In the meanwhile Hurstwood encountered a humorous item concerning a stranger who 

had arrived in the city and became entangled with a bunco-steerer. It amused him immensely, 

and at last he stirred and chuckled to himself. He wished that he might enlist his wife's attention 

and read it to her. 

 

"Ha, ha," he exclaimed softly, as if to himself, "that's funny." 

 

Mrs. Hurstwood kept on arranging her hair, not so much as deigning a glance. 

 

He stirred again and went on to another subject. At last he felt as if his good-humour 

must find some outlet. Julia was probably still out of humour over that affair of this morning, but 

that could easily be straightened. As a matter of fact, she was in the wrong, but he didn't care. 

She could go to Waukesha right away if she wanted to. The sooner the better. He would tell her 

that as soon as he got a chance, and the whole thing would blow over. 

 

"Did you notice," he said, at last, breaking forth concerning another item which he had 

found, "that they have entered suit to compel the Illinois Central to get off the lake front, Julia?" 

he asked. 

 

She could scarcely force herself to answer, but managed to say "No," sharply. 

 

Hurstwood pricked up his ears. There was a note in her voice which vibrated keenly. 

 

"It would be a good thing if they did," he went on, half to himself, half to her, though he 

felt that something was amiss in that quarter. He withdrew his attention to his paper very 

circumspectly, listening mentally for the little sounds which should show him what was on foot. 

 

As a matter of fact, no man as clever as Hurstwood—as observant and sensitive to 

atmospheres of many sorts, particularly upon his own plane of thought—would have made the 

mistake which he did in regard to his wife, wrought up as she was, had he not been occupied 

mentally with a very different train of thought. Had not the influence of Carrie's regard for him, 

the elation which her promise aroused in him, lasted over, he would not have seen the house in 

so pleasant a mood. It was not extraordinarily bright and merry this evening. He was merely very 

much mistaken, and would have been much more fitted to cope with it had he come home in his 

normal state. 

 



After he had studied his paper a few moments longer, he felt that he ought to modify 

matters in some way or other. Evidently his wife was not going to patch up peace at a word. So 

he said: 

 

"Where did George get the dog he has there in the yard?" 

 

"I don't know," she snapped. 

 

He put his paper down on his knees and gazed idly out of the window. He did not 

propose to lose his temper, but merely to be persistent and agreeable, and by a few questions 

bring around a mild understanding of some sort. 

 

"Why do you feel so bad about that affair of this morning?" he said, at last. "We needn't 

quarrel about that. You know you can go to Waukesha if you want to." 

 

"So you can stay here and trifle around with some one else?" she exclaimed, turning to 

him a determined countenance upon which was drawn a sharp and wrathful sneer. 

 

He stopped as if slapped in the face. In an instant his persuasive, conciliatory manner 

fled. He was on the defensive at a wink and puzzled for a word to reply. 

 

"What do you mean?" he said at last, straightening himself and gazing at the cold, 

determined figure before him, who paid no attention, but went on arranging herself before the 

mirror. 

 

"You know what I mean," she said, finally, as if there were a world of information which 

she held in reserve—which she did not need to tell. 

 

"Well, I don't," he said, stubbornly, yet nervous and alert for what should come next. The 

finality of the woman's manner took away his feeling of superiority in battle. 

 

She made no answer. 

 

"Hmph!" he murmured, with a movement of his head to one side. It was the weakest 

thing he had ever done. It was totally unassured. 

 

Mrs. Hurstwood noticed the lack of colour in it. She turned upon him, animal-like, able to 

strike an effectual second blow. 

 

"I want the Waukesha money to-morrow morning," she said. 

 

He looked at her in amazement. Never before had he seen such a cold, steely 

determination in her eye—such a cruel look of indifference. She seemed a thorough master of 



her mood—thoroughly confident and determined to wrest all control from him. He felt that all 

his resources could not defend him. He must attack. 

 

"What do you mean?" he said, jumping up. "You want! I'd like to know what's got into 

you to-night." 

 

"Nothing's got into me," she said, flaming. "I want that money. You can do your 

swaggering afterwards." 

 

"Swaggering, eh! What! You'll get nothing from me. What do you mean by your 

insinuations, anyhow?" 

 

"Where were you last night?" she answered. The words were hot as they came. "Who 

were you driving with on Washington Boulevard? Who were you with at the theatre when 

George saw you? Do you think I'm a fool to be duped by you? Do you think I'll sit at home here 

and take your 'too busys' and 'can't come,' while you parade around and make out that I'm unable 

to come? I want you to know that lordly airs have come to an end so far as I am concerned. You 

can't dictate to me nor my children. I'm through with you entirely." 

 

"It's a lie," he said, driven to a corner and knowing no other excuse. 

 

"Lie, eh!" she said, fiercely, but with returning reserve; "you may call it a lie if you want 

to, but I know." 

 

"It's a lie, I tell you," he said, in a low, sharp voice. "You've been searching around for 

some cheap accusation for months, and now you think you have it. You think you'll spring 

something and get the upper hand. Well, I tell you, you can't. As long as I'm in this house I'm 

master of it, and you or any one else won't dictate to me—do you hear?" 

 

He crept toward her with a light in his eye that was ominous. Something in the woman's 

cool, cynical, upper-handish manner, as if she were already master, caused him to feel for the 

moment as if he could strangle her. 

 

She gazed at him—a pythoness in humour. 

 

"I'm not dictating to you," she returned; "I'm telling you what I want." 

 

The answer was so cool, so rich in bravado, that somehow it took the wind out of his 

sails. He could not attack her, he could not ask her for proofs. Somehow he felt evidence, law, 

the remembrance of all his property which she held in her name, to be shining in her glance. He 

was like a vessel, powerful and dangerous, but rolling and floundering without sail. 

 



"And I'm telling you," he said in the end, slightly recovering himself, "what you'll not 

get." 

 

"We'll see about it," she said. "I'll find out what my rights are. Perhaps you'll talk to a 

lawyer, if you won't to me." 

 

It was a magnificent play, and had its effect. Hurstwood fell back beaten. He knew now 

that he had more than mere bluff to contend with. He felt that he was face to face with a dull 

proposition. What to say he hardly knew. All the merriment had gone out of the day. He was 

disturbed, wretched, resentful. What should he do? 

 

"Do as you please," he said, at last. "I'll have nothing more to do with you," and out he 

strode. 

  



CHAPTER XXIII A SPIRIT IN TRAVAIL: ONE RUNG PUT BEHIND 

When Carrie reached her own room she had already fallen a prey to those doubts and 

misgivings which are ever the result of a lack of decision. She could not persuade herself as to 

the advisability of her promise, or that now, having given her word, she ought to keep it. She 

went over the whole ground in Hurstwood's absence, and discovered little objections that had not 

occurred to her in the warmth of the manager's argument. She saw where she had put herself in a 

peculiar light, namely, that of agreeing to marry when she was already supposedly married. She 

remembered a few things Drouet had done, and now that it came to walking away from him 

without a word, she felt as if she were doing wrong. Now, she was comfortably situated, and to 

one who is more or less afraid of the world, this is an urgent matter, and one which puts up 

strange, uncanny arguments. "You do not know what will come. There are miserable things 

outside. People go a-begging. Women are wretched. You never can tell what will happen. 

Remember the time you were hungry. Stick to what you have." 

 

Curiously, for all her leaning towards Hurstwood, he had not taken a firm hold on her 

understanding. She was listening, smiling, approving, and yet not finally agreeing. This was due 

to a lack of power on his part, a lack of that majesty of passion that sweeps the mind from its 

seat, fuses and melts all arguments and theories into a tangled mass, and destroys for the time 

being the reasoning power. This majesty of passion is possessed by nearly every man once in his 

life, but it is usually an attribute of youth and conduces to the first successful mating. 

 

Hurstwood, being an older man, could scarcely be said to retain the fire of youth, though 

he did possess a passion warm and unreasoning. It was strong enough to induce the leaning 

toward him which, on Carrie's part, we have seen. She might have been said to be imagining 

herself in love, when she was not. Women frequently do this. It flows from the fact that in each 

exists a bias toward affection, a craving for the pleasure of being loved. The longing to be 

shielded, bettered, sympathised with, is one of the attributes of the sex. This, coupled with 

sentiment and a natural tendency to emotion, often makes refusing difficult. It persuades them 

that they are in love. 

 

Once at home, she changed her clothes and straightened the rooms for herself. In the 

matter of the arrangement of the furniture she never took the house-maid's opinion. That young 

woman invariably put one of the rocking-chairs in the corner, and Carrie as regularly moved it 

out. To-day she hardly noticed that it was in the wrong place, so absorbed was she in her own 

thoughts. She worked about the room until Drouet put in appearance at five o'clock. The 

drummer was flushed and excited and full of determination to know all about her relations with 

Hurstwood. Nevertheless, after going over the subject in his mind the livelong day, he was rather 

weary of it and wished it over with. He did not foresee serious consequences of any sort, and yet 

he rather hesitated to begin. Carrie was sitting by the window when he came in, rocking and 

looking out. 

 



"Well," she said innocently, weary of her own mental discussion and wondering at his 

haste and ill-concealed excitement, "what makes you hurry so?" 

 

Drouet hesitated, now that he was in her presence, uncertain as to what course to pursue. 

He was no diplomat. He could neither read nor see. 

 

"When did you get home?" he asked foolishly. 

 

"Oh, an hour or so ago. What makes you ask that?" 

 

"You weren't here," he said, "when I came back this morning, and I thought you had gone 

out." 

 

"So I did," said Carrie simply. "I went for a walk." 

 

Drouet looked at her wonderingly. For all his lack of dignity in such matters he did not 

know how to begin. He stared at her in the most flagrant manner until at last she said: 

 

"What makes you stare at me so? What's the matter?" 

 

"Nothing," he answered. "I was just thinking." 

 

"Just thinking what?" she returned smilingly, puzzled by his attitude. 

 

"Oh, nothing—nothing much." 

 

"Well, then, what makes you look so?" 

 

Drouet was standing by the dresser, gazing at her in a comic manner. He had laid off his 

hat and gloves and was now fidgeting with the little toilet pieces which were nearest him. He 

hesitated to believe that the pretty woman before him was involved in anything so unsatisfactory 

to himself. He was very much inclined to feel that it was all right, after all. Yet the knowledge 

imparted to him by the chambermaid was rankling in his mind. He wanted to plunge in with a 

straight remark of some sort, but he knew not what. 

 

"Where did you go this morning?" he finally asked weakly. 

 

"Why, I went for a walk," said Carrie. 

 

"Sure you did?" he asked. 

 

"Yes, what makes you ask?" 

 



She was beginning to see now that he knew something. Instantly she drew herself into a 

more reserved position. Her cheeks blanched slightly. 

 

"I thought maybe you didn't," he said, beating about the bush in the most useless manner. 

 

Carrie gazed at him, and as she did so her ebbing courage halted. She saw that he himself 

was hesitating, and with a woman's intuition realised that there was no occasion for great alarm. 

 

"What makes you talk like that?" she asked, wrinkling her pretty forehead. "You act so 

funny to-night." 

 

"I feel funny," he answered. 

 

They looked at one another for a moment, and then Drouet plunged desperately into his 

subject. 

 

"What's this about you and Hurstwood?" he asked. 

 

"Me and Hurstwood—what do you mean?" 

 

"Didn't he come here a dozen times while I was away?" 

 

"A dozen times," repeated Carrie, guiltily. "No, but what do you mean?" 

 

"Somebody said that you went out riding with him and that he came here every night." 

 

"No such thing," answered Carrie. "It isn't true. Who told you that?" 

 

She was flushing scarlet to the roots of her hair, but Drouet did not catch the full hue of 

her face, owing to the modified light of the room. He was regaining much confidence as Carrie 

defended herself with denials. 

 

"Well, some one," he said. "You're sure you didn't?" 

 

"Certainly," said Carrie. "You know how often he came." 

 

Drouet paused for a moment and thought. 

 

"I know what you told me," he said finally. 

 

He moved nervously about, while Carrie looked at him confusedly. 

 

"Well, I know that I didn't tell you any such thing as that," said Carrie, recovering herself. 



 

"If I were you," went on Drouet, ignoring her last remark, "I wouldn't have anything to do 

with him. He's a married man, you know." 

 

"Who—who is?" said Carrie, stumbling at the word. 

 

"Why, Hurstwood," said Drouet, noting the effect and feeling that he was delivering a 

telling blow. 

 

"Hurstwood!" exclaimed Carrie, rising. Her face had changed several shades since this 

announcement was made. She looked within and without herself in a half-dazed way. 

 

"Who told you this?" she asked, forgetting that her interest was out of order and 

exceedingly incriminating. 

 

"Why, I know it. I've always known it," said Drouet. 

 

Carrie was feeling about for a right thought. She was making a most miserable showing, 

and yet feelings were generating within her which were anything but crumbling cowardice. 

 

"I thought I told you," he added. 

 

"No, you didn't," she contradicted, suddenly recovering her voice. "You didn't do 

anything of the kind." 

 

Drouet listened to her in astonishment. This was something new. 

 

"I thought I did," he said. 

 

Carrie looked around her very solemnly, and then went over to the window. 

 

"You oughtn't to have had anything to do with him," said Drouet in an injured tone, "after 

all I've done for you." 

 

"You," said Carrie, "you! What have you done for me?" 

 

Her little brain had been surging with contradictory feelings—shame at exposure, shame 

at Hurstwood's perfidy, anger at Drouet's deception, the mockery he had made of her. Now one 

clear idea came into her head. He was at fault. There was no doubt about it. Why did he bring 

Hurstwood out—Hurstwood, a married man, and never say a word to her? Never mind now 

about Hurstwood's perfidy—why had he done this? Why hadn't he warned her? There he stood 

now, guilty of this miserable breach of confidence and talking about what he had done for her! 

 



"Well, I like that," exclaimed Drouet, little realising the fire his remark had generated. "I 

think I've done a good deal." 

 

"You have, eh?" she answered. "You've deceived me—that's what you've done. You've 

brought your old friends out here under false pretences. You've made me out to be—Oh," and 

with this her voice broke and she pressed her two little hands together tragically. 

 

"I don't see what that's got to do with it," said the drummer quaintly. 

 

"No," she answered, recovering herself and shutting her teeth. "No, of course you don't 

see. There isn't anything you see. You couldn't have told me in the first place, could you? You 

had to make me out wrong until it was too late. Now you come sneaking around with your 

information and your talk about what you have done." 

 

Drouet had never suspected this side of Carrie's nature. She was alive with feeling, her 

eyes snapping, her lips quivering, her whole body sensible of the injury she felt, and partaking of 

her wrath. 

 

"Who's sneaking?" he asked, mildly conscious of error on his part, but certain that he was 

wronged. 

 

"You are," stamped Carrie. "You're a horrid, conceited coward, that's what you are. If you 

had any sense of manhood in you, you wouldn't have thought of doing any such thing." 

 

The drummer stared. 

 

"I'm not a coward," he said. "What do you mean by going with other men, anyway?" 

 

"Other men!" exclaimed Carrie. "Other men—you know better than that. I did go with 

Mr. Hurstwood, but whose fault was it? Didn't you bring him here? You told him yourself that he 

should come out here and take me out. Now, after it's all over, you come and tell me that I 

oughtn't to go with him and that he's a married man." 

 

She paused at the sound of the last two words and wrung her hands. The knowledge of 

Hurstwood's perfidy wounded her like a knife. 

 

"Oh," she sobbed, repressing herself wonderfully and keeping her eyes dry. "Oh, oh!" 

 

"Well, I didn't think you'd be running around with him when I was away," insisted 

Drouet. 

 

"Didn't think!" said Carrie, now angered to the core by the man's peculiar attitude. "Of 

course not. You thought only of what would be to your satisfaction. You thought you'd make a 



toy of me—a plaything. Well, I'll show you that you won't. I'll have nothing more to do with you 

at all. You can take your old things and keep them," and unfastening a little pin he had given her, 

she flung it vigorously upon the floor and began to move about as if to gather up the things 

which belonged to her. 

 

By this Drouet was not only irritated but fascinated the more. He looked at her in 

amazement, and finally said: 

 

"I don't see where your wrath comes in. I've got the right of this thing. You oughtn't to 

have done anything that wasn't right after all I did for you." 

 

"What have you done for me?" asked Carrie blazing, her head thrown back and her lips 

parted. 

 

"I think I've done a good deal," said the drummer, looking around. "I've given you all the 

clothes you wanted, haven't I? I've taken you everywhere you wanted to go. You've had as much 

as I've had, and more too." 

 

Carrie was not ungrateful, whatever else might be said of her. In so far as her mind could 

construe, she acknowledged benefits received. She hardly knew how to answer this, and yet her 

wrath was not placated. She felt that the drummer had injured her irreparably. 

 

"Did I ask you to?" she returned. 

 

"Well, I did it," said Drouet, "and you took it." 

 

"You talk as though I had persuaded you," answered Carrie. "You stand there and throw 

up what you've done. I don't want your old things. I'll not have them. You take them to-night and 

do what you please with them. I'll not stay here another minute." 

 

"That's nice!" he answered, becoming angered now at the sense of his own approaching 

loss. "Use everything and abuse me and then walk off. That's just like a woman. I take you when 

you haven't got anything, and then when some one else comes along, why I'm no good. I always 

thought it'd come out that way." 

 

He felt really hurt as he thought of his treatment, and looked as if he saw no way of 

obtaining justice. 

 

"It's not so," said Carrie, "and I'm not going with anybody else. You have been as 

miserable and inconsiderate as you can be. I hate you, I tell you, and I wouldn't live with you 

another minute. You're a big, insulting"—here she hesitated and used no word at all—"or you 

wouldn't talk that way." 

 



She had secured her hat and jacket and slipped the latter on over her little evening dress. 

Some wisps of wavy hair had loosened from the bands at the side of her head and were 

straggling over her hot, red cheeks. She was angry, mortified, grief-stricken. Her large eyes were 

full of the anguish of tears, but her lids were not yet wet. She was distracted and uncertain, 

deciding and doing things without an aim or conclusion, and she had not the slightest conception 

of how the whole difficulty would end. 

 

"Well, that's a fine finish," said Drouet. "Pack up and pull out, eh? You take the cake. I 

bet you were knocking around with Hurstwood or you wouldn't act like that. I don't want the old 

rooms. You needn't pull out for me. You can have them for all I care, but b'George, you haven't 

done me right." 

 

"I'll not live with you," said Carrie. "I don't want to live with you. You've done nothing 

but brag around ever since you've been here." 

 

"Aw, I haven't anything of the kind," he answered. 

 

Carrie walked over to the door. 

 

"Where are you going?" he said, stepping over and heading her off. 

 

"Let me out," she said. 

 

"Where are you going?" he repeated. 

 

He was, above all, sympathetic, and the sight of Carrie wandering out, he knew not 

where, affected him, despite his grievance. 

 

Carrie merely pulled at the door. 

 

The strain of the situation was too much for her, however. She made one more vain effort 

and then burst into tears. 

 

"Now, be reasonable, Cad," said Drouet gently. "What do you want to rush out for this 

way? You haven't any place to go. Why not stay here now and be quiet? I'll not bother you. I 

don't want to stay here any longer." 

 

Carrie had gone sobbing from the door to the window. She was so overcome she could 

not speak. 

 

"Be reasonable now," he said. "I don't want to hold you. You can go if you want to, but 

why don't you think it over? Lord knows, I don't want to stop you." 

 



He received no answer. Carrie was quieting, however, under the influence of his plea. 

 

"You stay here now, and I'll go," he added at last. 

 

Carrie listened to this with mingled feelings. Her mind was shaken loose from the little 

mooring of logic that it had. She was stirred by this thought, angered by that—her own injustice, 

Hurstwood's, Drouet's, their respective qualities of kindness and favour, the threat of the world 

outside, in which she had failed once before, the impossibility of this state inside, where the 

chambers were no longer justly hers, the effect of the argument upon her nerves, all combined to 

make her a mass of jangling fibres—an anchorless, storm-beaten little craft which could do 

absolutely nothing but drift. 

 

"Say," said Drouet, coming over to her after a few moments, with a new idea, and putting 

his hand upon her. 

 

"Don't!" said Carrie, drawing away, but not removing her handkerchief from her eyes. 

 

"Never mind about this quarrel now. Let it go. You stay here until the month's out, 

anyhow, and then you can tell better what you want to do. Eh?" 

 

Carrie made no answer. 

 

"You'd better do that," he said. "There's no use your packing up now. You can't go 

anywhere." 

 

Still he got nothing for his words. 

 

"If you'll do that, we'll call it off for the present and I'll get out." 

 

Carrie lowered her handkerchief slightly and looked out of the window. 

 

"Will you do that?" he asked. 

 

Still no answer. 

 

"Will you?" he repeated. 

 

She only looked vaguely into the street. 

 

"Aw! come on," he said, "tell me. Will you?" 

 

"I don't know," said Carrie softly, forced to answer. 

 



"Promise me you'll do that," he said, "and we'll quit talking about it. It'll be the best thing 

for you." 

 

Carrie heard him, but she could not bring herself to answer reasonably. She felt that the 

man was gentle, and that his interest in her had not abated, and it made her suffer a pang of 

regret. She was in a most helpless plight. 

 

As for Drouet, his attitude had been that of the jealous lover. Now his feelings were a 

mixture of anger at deception, sorrow at losing Carrie, misery at being defeated. He wanted his 

rights in some way or other, and yet his rights included the retaining of Carrie, the making her 

feel her error. 

 

"Will you?" he urged. 

 

"Well, I'll see," said Carrie. 

 

This left the matter as open as before, but it was something. It looked as if the quarrel 

would blow over, if they could only get some way of talking to one another. Carrie was ashamed, 

and Drouet aggrieved. He pretended to take up the task of packing some things in a valise. 

 

Now, as Carrie watched him out of the corner of her eye, certain sound thoughts came 

into her head. He had erred, true, but what had she done? He was kindly and good-natured for all 

his egotism. Throughout this argument he had said nothing very harsh. On the other hand, there 

was Hurstwood—a greater deceiver than he. He had pretended all this affection, all this passion, 

and he was lying to her all the while. Oh, the perfidy of men! And she had loved him. There 

could be nothing more in that quarter. She would see Hurstwood no more. She would write him 

and let him know what she thought. Thereupon what would she do? Here were these rooms. Here 

was Drouet, pleading for her to remain. Evidently things could go on here somewhat as before, if 

all were arranged. It would be better than the street, without a place to lay her head. 

 

All this she thought of as Drouet rummaged the drawers for collars and laboured long and 

painstakingly at finding a shirt-stud. He was in no hurry to rush this matter. He felt an attraction 

to Carrie which would not down. He could not think that the thing would end by his walking out 

of the room. There must be some way round, some way to make her own up that he was right 

and she was wrong—to patch up a peace and shut out Hurstwood for ever. Mercy, how he turned 

at the man's shameless duplicity. 

 

"Do you think," he said, after a few moments' silence, "that you'll try and get on the 

stage?" 

 

He was wondering what she was intending. 

 

"I don't know what I'll do yet," said Carrie. 



 

"If you do, maybe I can help you. I've got a lot of friends in that line." 

 

She made no answer to this. 

 

"Don't go and try to knock around now without any money. Let me help you," he said. 

"It's no easy thing to go on your own hook here." 

 

Carrie only rocked back and forth in her chair. 

 

"I don't want you to go up against a hard game that way." 

 

He bestirred himself about some other details and Carrie rocked on. 

 

"Why don't you tell me all about this thing," he said, after a time, "and let's call it off? 

You don't really care for Hurstwood, do you?" 

 

"Why do you want to start on that again?" said Carrie. "You were to blame." 

 

"No, I wasn't," he answered. 

 

"Yes, you were, too," said Carrie. "You shouldn't have ever told me such a story as that." 

 

"But you didn't have much to do with him, did you?" went on Drouet, anxious for his 

own peace of mind to get some direct denial from her. 

 

"I won't talk about it," said Carrie, pained at the quizzical turn the peace arrangement had 

taken. 

 

"What's the use of acting like that now, Cad?" insisted the drummer, stopping in his work 

and putting up a hand expressively. "You might let me know where I stand, at least." 

 

"I won't," said Carrie, feeling no refuge but in anger. "Whatever has happened is your 

own fault." 

 

"Then you do care for him?" said Drouet, stopping completely and experiencing a rush of 

feeling. 

 

"Oh, stop!" said Carrie. 

 

"Well, I'll not be made a fool of," exclaimed Drouet. "You may trifle around with him if 

you want to, but you can't lead me. You can tell me or not, just as you want to, but I won't fool 

any longer!" 



 

He shoved the last few remaining things he had laid out into his valise and snapped it 

with a vengeance. Then he grabbed his coat, which he had laid off to work, picked up his gloves, 

and started out. 

 

"You can go to the deuce as far as I am concerned," he said, as he reached the door. "I'm 

no sucker," and with that he opened it with a jerk and closed it equally vigorously. 

 

Carrie listened at her window view, more astonished than anything else at this sudden 

rise of passion in the drummer. She could hardly believe her senses—so good-natured and 

tractable had he invariably been. It was not for her to see the wellspring of human passion. A real 

flame of love is a subtle thing. It burns as a will-o'-the-wisp, dancing onward to fairylands of 

delight. It roars as a furnace. Too often jealousy is the quality upon which it feeds. 

  



CHAPTER XXIV ASHES OF TINDER: A FACE AT THE WINDOW 

That night Hurstwood remained down town entirely, going to the Palmer House for a bed 

after his work was through. He was in a fevered state of mind, owing to the blight his wife's 

action threatened to cast upon his entire future. While he was not sure how much significance 

might be attached to the threat she had made, he was sure that her attitude, if long continued, 

would cause him no end of trouble. She was determined, and had worsted him in a very 

important contest. How would it be from now on? He walked the floor of his little office, and 

later that of his room, putting one thing and another together to no avail. 

 

Mrs. Hurstwood, on the contrary, had decided not to lose her advantage by inaction. Now 

that she had practically cowed him, she would follow up her work with demands, the 

acknowledgment of which would make her word law in the future. He would have to pay her the 

money which she would now regularly demand or there would be trouble. It did not matter what 

he did. She really did not care whether he came home any more or not. The household would 

move along much more pleasantly without him, and she could do as she wished without 

consulting any one. Now she proposed to consult a lawyer and hire a detective. She would find 

out at once just what advantages she could gain. 

 

Hurstwood walked the floor, mentally arranging the chief points of his situation. "She has 

that property in her name," he kept saying to himself. "What a fool trick that was. Curse it! What 

a fool move that was." 

 

He also thought of his managerial position. "If she raises a row now I'll lose this thing. 

They won't have me around if my name gets in the papers. My friends, too!" He grew more 

angry as he thought of the talk any action on her part would create. How would the papers talk 

about it? Every man he knew would be wondering. He would have to explain and deny and make 

a general mark of himself. Then Moy would come and confer with him and there would be the 

devil to pay. 

 

Many little wrinkles gathered between his eyes as he contemplated this, and his brow 

moistened. He saw no solution of anything—not a loophole left. 

 

Through all this thoughts of Carrie flashed upon him, and the approaching affair of 

Saturday. Tangled as all his matters were, he did not worry over that. It was the one pleasing 

thing in this whole rout of trouble. He could arrange that satisfactorily, for Carrie would be glad 

to wait, if necessary. He would see how things turned out to-morrow, and then he would talk to 

her. They were going to meet as usual. He saw only her pretty face and neat figure and wondered 

why life was not arranged so that such joy as he found with her could be steadily maintained. 

How much more pleasant it would be. Then he would take up his wife's threat again, and the 

wrinkles and moisture would return. 

 



In the morning he came over from the hotel and opened his mail, but there was nothing in 

it outside the ordinary run. For some reason he felt as if something might come that way, and 

was relieved when all the envelopes had been scanned and nothing suspicious noticed. He began 

to feel the appetite that had been wanting before he had reached the office, and decided before 

going out to the park to meet Carrie to drop in at the Grand Pacific and have a pot of coffee and 

some rolls. While the danger had not lessened, it had not as yet materialised, and with him no 

news was good news. If he could only get plenty of time to think, perhaps something would turn 

up. Surely, surely, this thing would not drift along to catastrophe and he not find a way out. 

 

His spirits fell, however, when, upon reaching the park, he waited and waited and Carrie 

did not come. He held his favourite post for an hour or more, then arose and began to walk about 

restlessly. Could something have happened out there to keep her away? Could she have been 

reached by his wife? Surely not. So little did he consider Drouet that it never once occurred to 

him to worry about his finding out. He grew restless as he ruminated, and then decided that 

perhaps it was nothing. She had not been able to get away this morning. That was why no letter 

notifying him had come. He would get one to-day. It would probably be on his desk when he got 

back. He would look for it at once. 

 

After a time he gave up waiting and drearily headed for the Madison car. To add to his 

distress, the bright blue sky became overcast with little fleecy clouds which shut out the sun. The 

wind veered to the east, and by the time he reached his office it was threatening to drizzle all 

afternoon. 

 

He went in and examined his letters, but there was nothing from Carrie. Fortunately, 

there was nothing from his wife either. He thanked his stars that he did not have to confront that 

proposition just now when he needed to think so much. He walked the floor again, pretending to 

be in an ordinary mood, but secretly troubled beyond the expression of words. 

 

At one-thirty he went to Rector's for lunch, and when he returned a messenger was 

waiting for him. He looked at the little chap with a feeling of doubt. 

 

"I'm to bring an answer," said the boy. 

 

Hurstwood recognised his wife's writing. He tore it open and read without a show of 

feeling. It began in the most formal manner and was sharply and coldly worded throughout. 

 

"I want you to send the money I asked for at once. I need it to carry out my plans. You 

can stay away if you want to. It doesn't matter in the least. But I must have some money. So don't 

delay, but send it by the boy." 

 

When he had finished it, he stood holding it in his hands. The audacity of the thing took 

his breath. It roused his ire also—the deepest element of revolt in him. His first impulse was to 

write but four words in reply—"Go to the devil!"—but he compromised by telling the boy that 



there would be no reply. Then he sat down in his chair and gazed without seeing, contemplating 

the result of his work. What would she do about that? The confounded wretch! Was she going to 

try to bulldoze him into submission? He would go up there and have it out with her, that's what 

he would do. She was carrying things with too high a hand. These were his first thoughts. 

 

Later, however, his old discretion asserted itself. Something had to be done. A climax 

was near and she would not sit idle. He knew her well enough to know that when she had 

decided upon a plan she would follow it up. Possibly matters would go into a lawyer's hands at 

once. 

 

"Damn her!" he said softly, with his teeth firmly set, "I'll make it hot for her if she causes 

me trouble. I'll make her change her tone if I have to use force to do it!" 

 

He arose from his chair and went and looked out into the street. The long drizzle had 

begun. Pedestrians had turned up collars, and trousers at the bottom. Hands were hidden in the 

pockets of the umbrellaless; umbrellas were up. The street looked like a sea of round black cloth 

roofs, twisting, bobbing, moving. Trucks and vans were rattling in a noisy line and everywhere 

men were shielding themselves as best they could. He scarcely noticed the picture. He was 

forever confronting his wife, demanding of her to change her attitude toward him before he 

worked her bodily harm. 

 

At four o'clock another note came, which simply said that if the money was not 

forthcoming that evening the matter would be laid before Fitzgerald and Moy on the morrow, 

and other steps would be taken to get it. 

 

Hurstwood almost exclaimed out loud at the insistency of this thing. Yes, he would send 

her the money. He'd take it to her—he would go up there and have a talk with her, and that at 

once. 

 

He put on his hat and looked around for his umbrella. He would have some arrangement 

of this thing. 

 

He called a cab and was driven through the dreary rain to the North Side. On the way his 

temper cooled as he thought of the details of the case. What did she know? What had she done? 

Maybe she'd got hold of Carrie, who knows—or—or Drouet. Perhaps she really had evidence, 

and was prepared to fell him as a man does another from secret ambush. She was shrewd. Why 

should she taunt him this way unless she had good grounds? 

 

He began to wish that he had compromised in some way or other—that he had sent the 

money. Perhaps he could do it up here. He would go in and see, anyhow. He would have no row. 

 

By the time he reached his own street he was keenly alive to the difficulties of his 

situation and wished over and over that some solution would offer itself, that he could see his 



way out. He alighted and went up the steps to the front door, but it was with a nervous 

palpitation of the heart. He pulled out his key and tried to insert it, but another key was on the 

inside. He shook at the knob, but the door was locked. Then he rang the bell. No answer. He rang 

again—this time harder. Still no answer. He jangled it fiercely several times in succession, but 

without avail. Then he went below. 

 

There was a door which opened under the steps into the kitchen, protected by an iron 

grating, intended as a safeguard against burglars. When he reached this he noticed that it also 

was bolted and that the kitchen windows were down. What could it mean? He rang the bell and 

then waited. Finally, seeing that no one was coming, he turned and went back to his cab. 

 

"I guess they've gone out," he said apologetically to the individual who was hiding his red 

face in a loose tarpaulin rain-coat. 

 

"I saw a young girl up in that winder," returned the cabby. 

 

Hurstwood looked, but there was no face there now. He climbed moodily into the cab, 

relieved and distressed. 

 

So this was the game, was it? Shut him out and make him pay. Well, by the Lord, that did 

beat all! 

  



CHAPTER XXV ASHES OF TINDER: THE LOOSING OF STAYS 

When Hurstwood got back to his office again he was in a greater quandary than ever. 

Lord, Lord, he thought, what had he got into? How could things have taken such a violent turn, 

and so quickly? He could hardly realise how it had all come about. It seemed a monstrous, 

unnatural, unwarranted condition which had suddenly descended upon him without his let or 

hindrance. 

 

Meanwhile he gave a thought now and then to Carrie. What could be the trouble in that 

quarter? No letter had come, no word of any kind, and yet here it was late in the evening and she 

had agreed to meet him that morning. To-morrow they were to have met and gone off—where? 

He saw that in the excitement of recent events he had not formulated a plan upon that score. He 

was desperately in love, and would have taken great chances to win her under ordinary 

circumstances, but now—now what? Supposing she had found out something? Supposing she, 

too, wrote him and told him that she knew all—that she would have nothing more to do with 

him? It would be just like this to happen as things were going now. Meanwhile he had not sent 

the money. 

 

He strolled up and down the polished floor of the resort, his hands in his pockets, his 

brow wrinkled, his mouth set. He was getting some vague comfort out of a good cigar, but it was 

no panacea for the ill which affected him. Every once in a while he would clinch his fingers and 

tap his foot—signs of the stirring mental process he was undergoing. His whole nature was 

vigorously and powerfully shaken up, and he was finding what limits the mind has to endurance. 

He drank more brandy and soda than he had any evening in months. He was altogether a fine 

example of great mental perturbation. 

 

For all his study nothing came of the evening except this—he sent the money. It was with 

great opposition, after two or three hours of the most urgent mental affirmation and denial, that at 

last he got an envelope, placed in it the requested amount, and slowly sealed it up. 

 

Then he called Harry, the boy of all work around the place. 

 

"You take this to this address," he said, handing him the envelope, "and give it to Mrs. 

Hurstwood." 

 

"Yes, sir," said the boy. 

 

"If she isn't there bring it back." 

 

"Yes, sir." 

 

"You've seen my wife?" he asked as a precautionary measure as the boy turned to go. 

 



"Oh, yes, sir. I know her." 

 

"All right, now. Hurry right back." 

 

"Any answer?" 

 

"I guess not." 

 

The boy hastened away and the manager fell to his musings. Now he had done it. There 

was no use speculating over that. He was beaten for to-night and he might just as well make the 

best of it. But, oh, the wretchedness of being forced this way! He could see her meeting the boy 

at the door and smiling sardonically. She would take the envelope and know that she had 

triumphed. If he only had that letter back he wouldn't send it. He breathed heavily and wiped the 

moisture from his face. 

 

For relief, he arose and joined in conversation with a few friends who were drinking. He 

tried to get the interest of things about him, but it was not to be. All the time his thoughts would 

run out to his home and see the scene being therein enacted. All the time he was wondering what 

she would say when the boy handed her the envelope. 

 

In about an hour and three-quarters the boy returned. He had evidently delivered the 

package, for, as he came up, he made no sign of taking anything out of his pocket. 

 

"Well?" said Hurstwood. 

 

"I gave it to her." 

 

"My wife?" 

 

"Yes, sir." 

 

"Any answer?" 

 

"She said it was high time." 

 

Hurstwood scowled fiercely. 

 

There was no more to be done upon that score that night. He went on brooding over his 

situation until midnight, when he repaired again to the Palmer House. He wondered what the 

morning would bring forth, and slept anything but soundly upon it. 

 

Next day he went again to the office and opened his mail, suspicious and hopeful of its 

contents. No word from Carrie. Nothing from his wife, which was pleasant. 



 

The fact that he had sent the money and that she had received it worked to the ease of his 

mind, for, as the thought that he had done it receded, his chagrin at it grew less and his hope of 

peace more. He fancied, as he sat at his desk, that nothing would be done for a week or two. 

Meanwhile, he would have time to think. 

 

This process of thinking began by a reversion to Carrie and the arrangement by which he 

was to get her away from Drouet. How about that now? His pain at her failure to meet or write 

him rapidly increased as he devoted himself to this subject. He decided to write her care of the 

West Side Post-office and ask for an explanation, as well as to have her meet him. The thought 

that this letter would probably not reach her until Monday chafed him exceedingly. He must get 

some speedier method—but how? 

 

He thought upon it for a half-hour, not contemplating a messenger or a cab direct to the 

house, owing to the exposure of it, but finding that time was slipping away to no purpose, he 

wrote the letter and then began to think again. 

 

The hours slipped by, and with them the possibility of the union he had contemplated. He 

had thought to be joyously aiding Carrie by now in the task of joining her interests to his, and 

here it was afternoon and nothing done. Three o'clock came, four, five, six, and no letter. The 

helpless manager paced the floor and grimly endured the gloom of defeat. He saw a busy 

Saturday ushered out, the Sabbath in, and nothing done. All day, the bar being closed, he 

brooded alone, shut out from home, from the excitement of his resort, from Carrie, and without 

the ability to alter his condition one iota. It was the worst Sunday he had spent in his life. 

 

In Monday's second mail he encountered a very legal-looking letter, which held his 

interest for some time. It bore the imprint of the law offices of McGregor, James and Hay, and 

with a very formal "Dear Sir," and "We beg to state," went on to inform him briefly that they had 

been retained by Mrs. Julia Hurstwood to adjust certain matters which related to her sustenance 

and property rights, and would he kindly call and see them about the matter at once. 

 

He read it through carefully several times, and then merely shook his head. It seemed as 

if his family troubles were just beginning. 

 

"Well!" he said after a time, quite audibly, "I don't know." 

 

Then he folded it up and put it in his pocket. 

 

To add to his misery there was no word from Carrie. He was quite certain now that she 

knew he was married and was angered at his perfidy. His loss seemed all the more bitter now 

that he needed her most. He thought he would go out and insist on seeing her if she did not send 

him word of some sort soon. He was really affected most miserably of all by this desertion. He 

had loved her earnestly enough, but now that the possibility of losing her stared him in the face 



she seemed much more attractive. He really pined for a word, and looked out upon her with his 

mind's eye in the most wistful manner. He did not propose to lose her, whatever she might think. 

Come what might, he would adjust this matter, and soon. He would go to her and tell her all his 

family complications. He would explain to her just where he stood and how much he needed her. 

Surely she couldn't go back on him now? It wasn't possible. He would plead until her anger 

would melt—until she would forgive him. 

 

Suddenly he thought: "Supposing she isn't out there—suppose she has gone?" 

 

He was forced to take his feet. It was too much to think of and sit still. 

 

Nevertheless, his rousing availed him nothing. 

 

On Tuesday it was the same way. He did manage to bring himself into the mood to go out 

to Carrie, but when he got in Ogden Place he thought he saw a man watching him and went 

away. He did not go within a block of the house. 

 

One of the galling incidents of this visit was that he came back on a Randolph Street car, 

and without noticing arrived almost opposite the building of the concern with which his son was 

connected. This sent a pang through his heart. He had called on his boy there several times. Now 

the lad had not sent him a word. His absence did not seem to be noticed by either of his children. 

Well, well, fortune plays a man queer tricks. He got back to his office and joined in a 

conversation with friends. It was as if idle chatter deadened the sense of misery. 

 

That night he dined at Rector's and returned at once to his office. In the bustle and show 

of the latter was his only relief. He troubled over many little details and talked perfunctorily to 

everybody. He stayed at his desk long after all others had gone, and only quitted it when the 

night watchman on his round pulled at the front door to see if it was safely locked. 

 

On Wednesday he received another polite note from McGregor, James and Hay. It read: 

 

"Dear Sir: We beg to inform you that we are instructed to wait until to-morrow 

(Thursday) at one o'clock, before filing suit against you, on behalf of Mrs. Julia Hurstwood, for 

divorce and alimony. If we do not hear from you before that time we shall consider that you do 

not wish to compromise the matter in any way and act accordingly. 

 

"Very truly yours, etc." 

 

"Compromise!" exclaimed Hurstwood bitterly. "Compromise!" 

 

Again he shook his head. 

 



So here it was spread out clear before him, and now he knew what to expect. If he didn't 

go and see them they would sue him promptly. If he did, he would be offered terms that would 

make his blood boil. He folded the letter and put it with the other one. Then he put on his hat and 

went for a turn about the block. 

  



CHAPTER XXVI THE AMBASSADOR FALLEN: A SEARCH FOR THE GATE 

Carrie, left alone by Drouet, listened to his retreating steps, scarcely realising what had 

happened. She knew that he had stormed out. It was some moments before she questioned 

whether he would return, not now exactly, but ever. She looked around her upon the rooms, out 

of which the evening light was dying, and wondered why she did not feel quite the same towards 

them. She went over to the dresser and struck a match, lighting the gas. Then she went back to 

the rocker to think. 

 

It was some time before she could collect her thoughts, but when she did, this truth began 

to take on importance. She was quite alone. Suppose Drouet did not come back? Suppose she 

should never hear anything more of him? This fine arrangement of chambers would not last long. 

She would have to quit them. 

 

To her credit, be it said, she never once counted on Hurstwood. She could only approach 

that subject with a pang of sorrow and regret. For a truth, she was rather shocked and frightened 

by this evidence of human depravity. He would have tricked her without turning an eyelash. She 

would have been led into a newer and worse situation. And yet she could not keep out the 

pictures of his looks and manners. Only this one deed seemed strange and miserable. It 

contrasted sharply with all she felt and knew concerning the man. 

 

But she was alone. That was the greater thought just at present. How about that? Would 

she go out to work again? Would she begin to look around in the business district? The stage! 

Oh, yes. Drouet had spoken about that. Was there any hope there? She moved to and fro, in deep 

and varied thoughts, while the minutes slipped away and night fell completely. She had had 

nothing to eat, and yet there she sat, thinking it over. 

 

She remembered that she was hungry and went to the little cupboard in the rear room 

where were the remains of one of their breakfasts. She looked at these things with certain 

misgivings. The contemplation of food had more significance than usual. 

 

While she was eating she began to wonder how much money she had. It struck her as 

exceedingly important, and without ado she went to look for her purse. It was on the dresser, and 

in it were seven dollars in bills and some change. She quailed as she thought of the insignificance 

of the amount and rejoiced because the rent was paid until the end of the month. She began also 

to think what she would have done if she had gone out into the street when she first started. By 

the side of that situation, as she looked at it now, the present seemed agreeable. She had a little 

time at least, and then, perhaps, everything would come out all right, after all. 

 

Drouet had gone, but what of it? He did not seem seriously angry. He only acted as if he 

were huffy. He would come back—of course he would. There was his cane in the corner. Here 

was one of his collars. He had left his light overcoat in the wardrobe. She looked about and tried 



to assure herself with the sight of a dozen such details, but, alas, the secondary thought arrived. 

Supposing he did come back. Then what? 

 

Here was another proposition nearly, if not quite, as disturbing. She would have to talk 

with and explain to him. He would want her to admit that he was right. It would be impossible 

for her to live with him. 

 

On Friday Carrie remembered her appointment with Hurstwood, and the passing of the 

hour when she should, by all right of promise, have been in his company served to keep the 

calamity which had befallen her exceedingly fresh and clear. In her nervousness and stress of 

mind she felt it necessary to act, and consequently put on a brown street dress, and at eleven 

o'clock started to visit the business portion once again. She must look for work. 

 

The rain, which threatened at twelve and began at one, served equally well to cause her to 

retrace her steps and remain within doors as it did to reduce Hurstwood's spirits and give him a 

wretched day. 

 

The morrow was Saturday, a half-holiday in many business quarters, and besides it was a 

balmy, radiant day, with the trees and grass shining exceedingly green after the rain of the night 

before. When she went out the sparrows were twittering merrily in joyous choruses. She could 

not help feeling, as she looked across the lovely park, that life was a joyous thing for those who 

did not need to worry, and she wished over and over that something might interfere now to 

preserve for her the comfortable state which she had occupied. She did not want Drouet or his 

money when she thought of it, nor anything more to do with Hurstwood, but only the content and 

ease of mind she had experienced, for, after all, she had been happy—happier, at least, than she 

was now when confronted by the necessity of making her way alone. 

 

When she arrived in the business part it was quite eleven o'clock, and the business had 

little longer to run. She did not realise this at first, being affected by some of the old distress 

which was a result of her earlier adventure into this strenuous and exacting quarter. She 

wandered about, assuring herself that she was making up her mind to look for something, and at 

the same time feeling that perhaps it was not necessary to be in such haste about it. The thing 

was difficult to encounter, and she had a few days. Besides, she was not sure that she was really 

face to face again with the bitter problem of self-sustenance. Anyhow, there was one change for 

the better. She knew that she had improved in appearance. Her manner had vastly changed. Her 

clothes were becoming, and men—well-dressed men, some of the kind who before had gazed at 

her indifferently from behind their polished railings and imposing office partitions—now gazed 

into her face with a soft light in their eyes. In a way, she felt the power and satisfaction of the 

thing, but it did not wholly reassure her. She looked for nothing save what might come 

legitimately and without the appearance of special favour. She wanted something, but no man 

should buy her by false protestations or favour. She proposed to earn her living honestly. 

 



"This store closes at one on Saturdays," was a pleasing and satisfactory legend to see 

upon doors which she felt she ought to enter and inquire for work. It gave her an excuse, and 

after encountering quite a number of them, and noting that the clock registered 12.15, she 

decided that it would be no use to seek further to-day, so she got on a car and went to Lincoln 

Park. There was always something to see there—the flowers, the animals, the lake—and she 

flattered herself that on Monday she would be up betimes and searching. Besides, many things 

might happen between now and Monday. 

 

Sunday passed with equal doubts, worries, assurances, and heaven knows what vagaries 

of mind and spirit. Every half-hour in the day the thought would come to her most sharply, like 

the tail of a swishing whip, that action—immediate action—was imperative. At other times she 

would look about her and assure herself that things were not so bad—that certainly she would 

come out safe and sound. At such times she would think of Drouet's advice about going on the 

stage, and saw some chance for herself in that quarter. She decided to take up that opportunity on 

the morrow. 

 

Accordingly, she arose early Monday morning and dressed herself carefully. She did not 

know just how such applications were made, but she took it to be a matter which related more 

directly to the theatre buildings. All you had to do was to inquire of some one about the theatre 

for the manager and ask for a position. If there was anything, you might get it, or, at least, he 

could tell you how. 

 

She had had no experience with this class of individuals whatsoever, and did not know 

the salacity and humour of the theatrical tribe. She only knew of the position which Mr. Hale 

occupied, but, of all things, she did not wish to encounter that personage, on account of her 

intimacy with his wife. 

 

There was, however, at this time, one theatre, the Chicago Opera House, which was 

considerably in the public eye, and its manager, David A. Henderson, had a fair local reputation. 

Carrie had seen one or two elaborate performances there and had heard of several others. She 

knew nothing of Henderson nor of the methods of applying, but she instinctively felt that this 

would be a likely place, and accordingly strolled about in that neighbourhood. She came bravely 

enough to the showy entrance way, with the polished and begilded lobby, set with framed 

pictures out of the current attraction, leading up to the quiet box-office, but she could get no 

further. A noted comic opera comedian was holding forth that week, and the air of distinction 

and prosperity overawed her. She could not imagine that there would be anything in such a lofty 

sphere for her. She almost trembled at the audacity which might have carried her on to a terrible 

rebuff. She could find heart only to look at the pictures which were showy and then walk out. It 

seemed to her as if she had made a splendid escape and that it would be foolhardy to think of 

applying in that quarter again. 

 

This little experience settled her hunting for one day. She looked around elsewhere, but it 

was from the outside. She got the location of several playhouses fixed in her mind—notably the 



Grand Opera House and McVickar's, both of which were leading in attractions—and then came 

away. Her spirits were materially reduced, owing to the newly restored sense of magnitude of the 

great interests and the insignificance of her claims upon society, such as she understood them to 

be. 

 

That night she was visited by Mrs. Hale, whose chatter and protracted stay made it 

impossible to dwell upon her predicament or the fortune of the day. Before retiring, however, she 

sat down to think, and gave herself up to the most gloomy forebodings. Drouet had not put in an 

appearance. She had had no word from any quarter, she had spent a dollar of her precious sum in 

procuring food and paying car fare. It was evident that she would not endure long. Besides, she 

had discovered no resource. 

 

In this situation her thoughts went out to her sister in Van Buren Street, whom she had 

not seen since the night of her flight, and to her home at Columbia City, which seemed now a 

part of something that could not be again. She looked for no refuge in that direction. Nothing but 

sorrow was brought her by thoughts of Hurstwood, which would return. That he could have 

chosen to dupe her in so ready a manner seemed a cruel thing. 

 

Tuesday came, and with it appropriate indecision and speculation. She was in no mood, 

after her failure of the day before, to hasten forth upon her work-seeking errand, and yet she 

rebuked herself for what she considered her weakness the day before. Accordingly she started 

out to revisit the Chicago Opera House, but possessed scarcely enough courage to approach. 

 

She did manage to inquire at the box-office, however. 

 

"Manager of the company or the house?" asked the smartly dressed individual who took 

care of the tickets. He was favourably impressed by Carrie's looks. 

 

"I don't know," said Carrie, taken back by the question. 

 

"You couldn't see the manager of the house to-day, anyhow," volunteered the young man. 

"He's out of town." 

 

He noted her puzzled look, and then added: "What is it you wish to see about?" 

 

"I want to see about getting a position," she answered. 

 

"You'd better see the manager of the company," he returned, "but he isn't here now." 

 

"When will he be in?" asked Carrie, somewhat relieved by this information. 

 

"Well, you might find him in between eleven and twelve. He's here after two o'clock." 

 



Carrie thanked him and walked briskly out, while the young man gazed after her through 

one of the side windows of his gilded coop. 

 

"Good-looking," he said to himself, and proceeded to visions of condescensions on her 

part which were exceedingly flattering to himself. 

 

One of the principal comedy companies of the day was playing an engagement at the 

Grand Opera House. Here Carrie asked to see the manager of the company. She little knew the 

trivial authority of this individual, or that had there been a vacancy an actor would have been 

sent on from New York to fill it. 

 

"His office is upstairs," said a man in the box-office. 

 

Several persons were in the manager's office, two lounging near a window, another 

talking to an individual sitting at a roll-top desk—the manager. Carrie glanced nervously about, 

and began to fear that she should have to make her appeal before the assembled company, two of 

whom—the occupants of the window—were already observing her carefully. 

 

"I can't do it," the manager was saying; "it's a rule of Mr. Frohman's never to allow 

visitors back of the stage. No, no!" 

 

Carrie timidly waited, standing. There were chairs, but no one motioned her to be seated. 

The individual to whom the manager had been talking went away quite crestfallen. That 

luminary gazed earnestly at some papers before him, as if they were of the greatest concern. 

 

"Did you see that in the 'Herald' this morning about Nat Goodwin, Harris?" 

 

"No," said the person addressed. "What was it?" 

 

"Made quite a curtain address at Hooley's last night. Better look it up." 

 

Harris reached over to a table and began to look for the "Herald." 

 

"What is it?" said the manager to Carrie, apparently noticing her for the first time. He 

thought he was going to be held up for free tickets. 

 

Carrie summoned up all her courage, which was little at best. She realised that she was a 

novice, and felt as if a rebuff were certain. Of this she was so sure that she only wished now to 

pretend she had called for advice. 

 

"Can you tell me how to go about getting on the stage?" 

 



It was the best way after all to have gone about the matter. She was interesting, in a 

manner, to the occupant of the chair, and the simplicity of her request and attitude took his fancy. 

He smiled, as did the others in the room, who, however, made some slight effort to conceal their 

humour. 

 

"I don't know," he answered, looking her brazenly over. "Have you ever had any 

experience upon the stage?" 

 

"A little," answered Carrie. "I have taken part in amateur performances." 

 

She thought she had to make some sort of showing in order to retain his interest. 

 

"Never studied for the stage?" he said, putting on an air intended as much to impress his 

friends with his discretion as Carrie. 

 

"No, sir." 

 

"Well, I don't know," he answered, tipping lazily back in his chair while she stood before 

him. "What makes you want to get on the stage?" 

 

She felt abashed at the man's daring, but could only smile in answer to his engaging 

smirk, and say: 

 

"I need to make a living." 

 

"Oh," he answered, rather taken by her trim appearance, and feeling as if he might scrape 

up an acquaintance with her. "That's a good reason, isn't it? Well, Chicago is not a good place for 

what you want to do. You ought to be in New York. There's more chance there. You could 

hardly expect to get started out here." 

 

Carrie smiled genially, grateful that he should condescend to advise her even so much. 

He noticed the smile, and put a slightly different construction on it. He thought he saw an easy 

chance for a little flirtation. 

 

"Sit down," he said, pulling a chair forward from the side of his desk and dropping his 

voice so that the two men in the room should not hear. Those two gave each other the suggestion 

of a wink. 

 

"Well, I'll be going, Barney," said one, breaking away and so addressing the manager. 

"See you this afternoon." 

 

"All right," said the manager. 

 



The remaining individual took up a paper as if to read. 

 

"Did you have any idea what sort of part you would like to get?" asked the manager 

softly. 

 

"Oh, no," said Carrie. "I would take anything to begin with." 

 

"I see," he said. "Do you live here in the city?" 

 

"Yes, sir." 

 

The manager smiled most blandly. 

 

"Have you ever tried to get in as a chorus girl?" he asked, assuming a more confidential 

air. 

 

Carrie began to feel that there was something exuberant and unnatural in his manner. 

 

"No," she said. 

 

"That's the way most girls begin," he went on, "who go on the stage. It's a good way to 

get experience." 

 

He was turning on her a glance of the companionable and persuasive manner. 

 

"I didn't know that," said Carrie. 

 

"It's a difficult thing," he went on, "but there's always a chance, you know." Then, as if he 

suddenly remembered, he pulled out his watch and consulted it. "I've an appointment at two," he 

said, "and I've got to go to lunch now. Would you care to come and dine with me? We can talk it 

over there." 

 

"Oh, no," said Carrie, the whole motive of the man flashing on her at once. "I have an 

engagement myself." 

 

"That's too bad," he said, realising that he had been a little beforehand in his offer and 

that Carrie was about to go away. "Come in later. I may know of something." 

 

"Thank you," she answered, with some trepidation, and went out. 

 

"She was good-looking, wasn't she?" said the manager's companion, who had not caught 

all the details of the game he had played. 

 



"Yes, in a way," said the other, sore to think the game had been lost. "She'd never make 

an actress, though. Just another chorus girl—that's all." 

 

This little experience nearly destroyed her ambition to call upon the manager at the 

Chicago Opera House, but she decided to do so after a time. He was of a more sedate turn of 

mind. He said at once that there was no opening of any sort, and seemed to consider her search 

foolish. 

 

"Chicago is no place to get a start," he said. "You ought to be in New York." 

 

Still she persisted, and went to McVickar's, where she could not find any one. "The Old 

Homestead" was running there, but the person to whom she was referred was not to be found. 

 

These little expeditions took up her time until quite four o'clock, when she was weary 

enough to go home. She felt as if she ought to continue and inquire elsewhere, but the results so 

far were too dispiriting. She took the car and arrived at Ogden Place in three-quarters of an hour, 

but decided to ride on to the West Side branch of the Post-office, where she was accustomed to 

receive Hurstwood's letters. There was one there now, written Saturday, which she tore open and 

read with mingled feelings. There was so much warmth in it and such tense complaint at her 

having failed to meet him, and her subsequent silence, that she rather pitied the man. That he 

loved her was evident enough. That he had wished and dared to do so, married as he was, was 

the evil. She felt as if the thing deserved an answer, and consequently decided that she would 

write and let him know that she knew of his married state and was justly incensed at his 

deception. She would tell him that it was all over between them. 

 

At her room, the wording of this missive occupied her for some time, for she fell to the 

task at once. It was most difficult. 

 

"You do not need to have me explain why I did not meet you," she wrote in part. "How 

could you deceive me so? You cannot expect me to have anything more to do with you. I 

wouldn't under any circumstances. Oh, how could you act so?" she added in a burst of feeling. 

"You have caused me more misery than you can think. I hope you will get over your infatuation 

for me. We must not meet any more. Good-bye." 

 

She took the letter the next morning, and at the corner dropped it reluctantly into the 

letter-box, still uncertain as to whether she should do so or not. Then she took the car and went 

down town. 

 

This was the dull season with the department stores, but she was listened to with more 

consideration than was usually accorded to young women applicants, owing to her neat and 

attractive appearance. She was asked the same old questions with which she was already 

familiar. 

 



"What can you do? Have you ever worked in a retail store before? Are you experienced?" 

 

At The Fair, See and Company's, and all the great stores it was much the same. It was the 

dull season, she might come in a little later, possibly they would like to have her. 

 

When she arrived at the house at the end of the day, weary and disheartened, she 

discovered that Drouet had been there. His umbrella and light overcoat were gone. She thought 

she missed other things, but could not be sure. Everything had not been taken. 

 

So his going was crystallising into staying. What was she to do now? Evidently she 

would be facing the world in the same old way within a day or two. Her clothes would get poor. 

She put her two hands together in her customary expressive way and pressed her fingers. Large 

tears gathered in her eyes and broke hot across her cheeks. She was alone, very much alone. 

 

Drouet really had called, but it was with a very different mind from that which Carrie had 

imagined. He expected to find her, to justify his return by claiming that he came to get the 

remaining portion of his wardrobe, and before he got away again to patch up a peace. 

 

Accordingly, when he arrived, he was disappointed to find Carrie out. He trifled about, 

hoping that she was somewhere in the neighbourhood and would soon return. He constantly 

listened, expecting to hear her foot on the stair. 

 

When he did so, it was his intention to make believe that he had just come in and was 

disturbed at being caught. Then he would explain his need of his clothes and find out how things 

stood. 

 

Wait as he did, however, Carrie did not come. From pottering around among the drawers, 

in momentary expectation of her arrival, he changed to looking out of the window, and from that 

to resting himself in the rocking-chair. Still no Carrie. He began to grow restless and lit a cigar. 

After that he walked the floor. Then he looked out of the window and saw clouds gathering. He 

remembered an appointment at three. He began to think that it would be useless to wait, and got 

hold of his umbrella and light coat, intending to take these things, any way. It would scare her, he 

hoped. To-morrow he would come back for the others. He would find out how things stood. 

 

As he started to go he felt truly sorry that he had missed her. There was a little picture of 

her on the wall, showing her arrayed in the little jacket he had first bought her—her face a little 

more wistful than he had seen it lately. He was really touched by it, and looked into the eyes of it 

with a rather rare feeling for him. 

 

"You didn't do me right, Cad," he said, as if he were addressing her in the flesh. 

 

Then he went to the door, took a good look around, and went out. 

  



CHAPTER XXVII WHEN WATERS ENGULF US WE REACH FOR A STAR 

It was when he returned from his disturbed stroll about the streets, after receiving the 

decisive note from McGregor, James and Hay, that Hurstwood found the letter Carrie had written 

him that morning. He thrilled intensely as he noted the handwriting, and rapidly tore it open. 

 

"Then," he thought, "she loves me or she would not have written to me at all." 

 

He was slightly depressed at the tenor of the note for the first few minutes, but soon 

recovered. "She wouldn't write at all if she didn't care for me." 

 

This was his one resource against the depression which held him. He could extract little 

from the wording of the letter, but the spirit he thought he knew. 

 

There was really something exceedingly human—if not pathetic—in his being thus 

relieved by a clearly worded reproof. He who had for so long remained satisfied with himself 

now looked outside of himself for comfort—and to such a source. The mystic cords of affection! 

How they bind us all. 

 

The colour came to his cheeks. For the moment he forgot the letter from McGregor, 

James and Hay. If he could only have Carrie, perhaps he could get out of the whole 

entanglement—perhaps it would not matter. He wouldn't care what his wife did with herself if 

only he might not lose Carrie. He stood up and walked about, dreaming his delightful dream of a 

life continued with this lovely possessor of his heart. 

 

It was not long, however, before the old worry was back for consideration, and with it 

what weariness! He thought of the morrow and the suit. He had done nothing, and here was the 

afternoon slipping away. It was now a quarter of four. At five the attorneys would have gone 

home. He still had the morrow until noon. Even as he thought, the last fifteen minutes passed 

away and it was five. Then he abandoned the thought of seeing them any more that day and 

turned to Carrie. 

 

It is to be observed that the man did not justify himself to himself. He was not troubling 

about that. His whole thought was the possibility of persuading Carrie. Nothing was wrong in 

that. He loved her dearly. Their mutual happiness depended upon it. Would that Drouet were 

only away! 

 

While he was thinking thus elatedly, he remembered that he wanted some clean linen in 

the morning. 

 

This he purchased, together with a half-dozen ties, and went to the Palmer House. As he 

entered he thought he saw Drouet ascending the stairs with a key. Surely not Drouet! Then he 

thought, perhaps they had changed their abode temporarily. He went straight up to the desk. 



 

"Is Mr. Drouet stopping here?" he asked of the clerk. 

 

"I think he is," said the latter, consulting his private registry list. "Yes." 

 

"Is that so?" exclaimed Hurstwood, otherwise concealing his astonishment. "Alone?" he 

added. 

 

"Yes," said the clerk. 

 

Hurstwood turned away and set his lips so as best to express and conceal his feelings. 

 

"How's that?" he thought. "They've had a row." 

 

He hastened to his room with rising spirits and changed his linen. As he did so, he made 

up his mind that if Carrie was alone, or if she had gone to another place, it behooved him to find 

out. He decided to call at once. 

 

"I know what I'll do," he thought. "I'll go to the door and ask if Mr. Drouet is at home. 

That will bring out whether he is there or not and where Carrie is." 

 

He was almost moved to some muscular display as he thought of it. He decided to go 

immediately after supper. 

 

On coming down from his room at six, he looked carefully about to see if Drouet was 

present and then went out to lunch. He could scarcely eat, however, he was so anxious to be 

about his errand. Before starting he thought it well to discover where Drouet would be, and 

returned to his hotel. 

 

"Has Mr. Drouet gone out?" he asked of the clerk. 

 

"No," answered the latter, "he's in his room. Do you wish to send up a card?" 

 

"No, I'll call around later," answered Hurstwood, and strolled out. 

 

He took a Madison car and went direct to Ogden Place, this time walking boldly up to the 

door. The chambermaid answered his knock. 

 

"Is Mr. Drouet in?" said Hurstwood blandly. 

 

"He is out of the city," said the girl, who had heard Carrie tell this to Mrs. Hale. 

 

"Is Mrs. Drouet in?" 



 

"No, she has gone to the theatre." 

 

"Is that so?" said Hurstwood, considerably taken back; then, as if burdened with 

something important, "You don't know to which theatre?" 

 

The girl really had no idea where she had gone, but not liking Hurstwood, and wishing to 

cause him trouble, answered: "Yes, Hooley's." 

 

"Thank you," returned the manager, and, tipping his hat slightly, went away. 

 

"I'll look in at Hooley's," thought he, but as a matter of fact he did not. Before he had 

reached the central portion of the city he thought the whole matter over and decided it would be 

useless. As much as he longed to see Carrie, he knew she would be with some one and did not 

wish to intrude with his plea there. A little later he might do so—in the morning. Only in the 

morning he had the lawyer question before him. 

 

This little pilgrimage threw quite a wet blanket upon his rising spirits. He was soon down 

again to his old worry, and reached the resort anxious to find relief. Quite a company of 

gentlemen were making the place lively with their conversation. A group of Cook County 

politicians were conferring about a round cherry-wood table in the rear portion of the room. 

Several young merry-makers were chattering at the bar before making a belated visit to the 

theatre. A shabbily-genteel individual, with a red nose and an old high hat, was sipping a quiet 

glass of ale alone at one end of the bar. Hurstwood nodded to the politicians and went into his 

office. 

 

About ten o'clock a friend of his, Mr. Frank L. Taintor, a local sport and racing man, 

dropped in, and seeing Hurstwood alone in his office came to the door. 

 

"Hello, George!" he exclaimed. 

 

"How are you, Frank?" said Hurstwood, somewhat relieved by the sight of him. "Sit 

down," and he motioned him to one of the chairs in the little room. 

 

"What's the matter, George?" asked Taintor. "You look a little glum. Haven't lost at the 

track, have you?" 

 

"I'm not feeling very well to-night. I had a slight cold the other day." 

 

"Take whiskey, George," said Taintor. "You ought to know that." 

 

Hurstwood smiled. 

 



While they were still conferring there, several other of Hurstwood's friends entered, and 

not long after eleven, the theatres being out, some actors began to drop in—among them some 

notabilities. 

 

Then began one of those pointless social conversations so common in American resorts 

where the would-be gilded attempt to rub off gilt from those who have it in abundance. If 

Hurstwood had one leaning, it was toward notabilities. He considered that, if anywhere, he 

belonged among them. He was too proud to toady, too keen not to strictly observe the plane he 

occupied when there were those present who did not appreciate him, but, in situations like the 

present, where he could shine as a gentleman and be received without equivocation as a friend 

and equal among men of known ability, he was most delighted. It was on such occasions, if ever, 

that he would "take something." When the social flavour was strong enough he would even 

unbend to the extent of drinking glass for glass with his associates, punctiliously observing his 

turn to pay as if he were an outsider like the others. If he ever approached intoxication—or rather 

that ruddy warmth and comfortableness which precedes the more sloven state—it was when 

individuals such as these were gathered about him, when he was one of a circle of chatting 

celebrities. To-night, disturbed as was his state, he was rather relieved to find company, and now 

that notabilities were gathered, he laid aside his troubles for the nonce, and joined in right 

heartily. 

 

It was not long before the imbibing began to tell. Stories began to crop up—those ever-

enduring, droll stories which form the major portion of the conversation among American men 

under such circumstances. 

 

Twelve o'clock arrived, the hour for closing, and with it the company took leave. 

Hurstwood shook hands with them most cordially. He was very roseate physically. He had 

arrived at that state where his mind, though clear, was, nevertheless, warm in its fancies. He felt 

as if his troubles were not very serious. Going into his office, he began to turn over certain 

accounts, awaiting the departure of the bartenders and the cashier, who soon left. 

 

It was the manager's duty, as well as his custom, after all were gone to see that everything 

was safely closed up for the night. As a rule, no money except the cash taken in after banking 

hours was kept about the place, and that was locked in the safe by the cashier, who, with the 

owners, was joint keeper of the secret combination, but, nevertheless, Hurstwood nightly took 

the precaution to try the cash drawers and the safe in order to see that they were tightly closed. 

Then he would lock his own little office and set the proper light burning near the safe, after 

which he would take his departure. 

 

Never in his experience had he found anything out of order, but to-night, after shutting 

down his desk, he came out and tried the safe. His way was to give a sharp pull. This time the 

door responded. He was slightly surprised at that, and looking in found the money cases as left 

for the day, apparently unprotected. His first thought was, of course, to inspect the drawers and 

shut the door. 



 

"I'll speak to Mayhew about this to-morrow," he thought. 

 

The latter had certainly imagined upon going out a half-hour before that he had turned the 

knob on the door so as to spring the lock. He had never failed to do so before. But to-night 

Mayhew had other thoughts. He had been revolving the problem of a business of his own. 

 

"I'll look in here," thought the manager, pulling out the money drawers. He did not know 

why he wished to look in there. It was quite a superfluous action, which another time might not 

have happened at all. 

 

As he did so, a layer of bills, in parcels of a thousand, such as banks issue, caught his eye. 

He could not tell how much they represented, but paused to view them. Then he pulled out the 

second of the cash drawers. In that were the receipts of the day. 

 

"I didn't know Fitzgerald and Moy ever left any money this way," his mind said to itself. 

"They must have forgotten it." 

 

He looked at the other drawer and paused again. 

 

"Count them," said a voice in his ear. 

 

He put his hand into the first of the boxes and lifted the stack, letting the separate parcels 

fall. They were bills of fifty and one hundred dollars done in packages of a thousand. He thought 

he counted ten such. 

 

"Why don't I shut the safe?" his mind said to itself, lingering. "What makes me pause 

here?" 

 

For answer there came the strangest words: 

 

"Did you ever have ten thousand dollars in ready money?" 

 

Lo, the manager remembered that he had never had so much. All his property had been 

slowly accumulated, and now his wife owned that. He was worth more than forty thousand, all 

told—but she would get that. 

 

He puzzled as he thought of these things, then pushed in the drawers and closed the door, 

pausing with his hand upon the knob, which might so easily lock it all beyond temptation. Still 

he paused. Finally he went to the windows and pulled down the curtains. Then he tried the door, 

which he had previously locked. What was this thing, making him suspicious? Why did he wish 

to move about so quietly. He came back to the end of the counter as if to rest his arm and think. 



Then he went and unlocked his little office door and turned on the light. He also opened his desk, 

sitting down before it, only to think strange thoughts. 

 

"The safe is open," said a voice. "There is just the least little crack in it. The lock has not 

been sprung." 

 

The manager floundered among a jumble of thoughts. Now all the entanglement of the 

day came back. Also the thought that here was a solution. That money would do it. If he had that 

and Carrie. He rose up and stood stock-still, looking at the floor. 

 

"What about it?" his mind asked, and for answer he put his hand slowly up and scratched 

his head. 

 

The manager was no fool to be led blindly away by such an errant proposition as this, but 

his situation was peculiar. Wine was in his veins. It had crept up into his head and given him a 

warm view of the situation. It also coloured the possibilities of ten thousand for him. He could 

see great opportunities with that. He could get Carrie. Oh, yes, he could! He could get rid of his 

wife. That letter, too, was waiting discussion to-morrow morning. He would not need to answer 

that. He went back to the safe and put his hand on the knob. Then he pulled the door open and 

took the drawer with the money quite out. 

 

With it once out and before him, it seemed a foolish thing to think about leaving it. 

Certainly it would. Why, he could live quietly with Carrie for years. 

 

Lord! what was that? For the first time he was tense, as if a stern hand had been laid upon 

his shoulder. He looked fearfully around. Not a soul was present. Not a sound. Some one was 

shuffling by on the sidewalk. He took the box and the money and put it back in the safe. Then he 

partly closed the door again. 

 

To those who have never wavered in conscience, the predicament of the individual whose 

mind is less strongly constituted and who trembles in the balance between duty and desire is 

scarcely appreciable, unless graphically portrayed. Those who have never heard that solemn 

voice of the ghostly clock which ticks with awful distinctness, "thou shalt," "thou shalt not," 

"thou shalt," "thou shalt not," are in no position to judge. Not alone in sensitive, highly organised 

natures is such a mental conflict possible. The dullest specimen of humanity, when drawn by 

desire toward evil, is recalled by a sense of right, which is proportionate in power and strength to 

his evil tendency. We must remember that it may not be a knowledge of right, for no knowledge 

of right is predicated of the animal's instinctive recoil at evil. Men are still led by instinct before 

they are regulated by knowledge. It is instinct which recalls the criminal—it is instinct (where 

highly organised reasoning is absent) which gives the criminal his feeling of danger, his fear of 

wrong. 

 



At every first adventure, then, into some untried evil, the mind wavers. The clock of 

thought ticks out its wish and its denial. To those who have never experienced such a mental 

dilemma, the following will appeal on the simple ground of revelation. 

 

When Hurstwood put the money back, his nature again resumed its ease and daring. No 

one had observed him. He was quite alone. No one could tell what he wished to do. He could 

work this thing out for himself. 

 

The imbibation of the evening had not yet worn off. Moist as was his brow, tremble as 

did his hand once after the nameless fright, he was still flushed with the fumes of liquor. He 

scarcely noticed that the time was passing. He went over his situation once again, his eye always 

seeing the money in a lump, his mind always seeing what it would do. He strolled into his little 

room, then to the door, then to the safe again. He put his hand on the knob and opened it. There 

was the money! Surely no harm could come from looking at it! 

 

He took out the drawer again and lifted the bills. They were so smooth, so compact, so 

portable. How little they made, after all. He decided he would take them. Yes, he would. He 

would put them in his pocket. Then he looked at that and saw they would not go there. His hand 

satchel! To be sure, his hand satchel. They would go in that—all of it would. No one would think 

anything of it either. He went into the little office and took it from the shelf in the corner. Now 

he set it upon his desk and went out toward the safe. For some reason he did not want to fill it out 

in the big room. 

 

First he brought the bills and then the loose receipts of the day. He would take it all. He 

put the empty drawers back and pushed the iron door almost to, then stood beside it meditating. 

 

The wavering of a mind under such circumstances is an almost inexplicable thing, and 

yet it is absolutely true. Hurstwood could not bring himself to act definitely. He wanted to think 

about it—to ponder over it, to decide whether it were best. He was drawn by such a keen desire 

for Carrie, driven by such a state of turmoil in his own affairs that he thought constantly it would 

be best, and yet he wavered. He did not know what evil might result from it to him—how soon 

he might come to grief. The true ethics of the situation never once occurred to him, and never 

would have, under any circumstances. 

 

After he had all the money in the hand bag, a revulsion of feeling seized him. He would 

not do it—no! Think of what a scandal it would make. The police! They would be after him. He 

would have to fly, and where? Oh, the terror of being a fugitive from justice! He took out the two 

boxes and put all the money back. In his excitement he forgot what he was doing, and put the 

sums in the wrong boxes. As he pushed the door to, he thought he remembered doing it wrong 

and opened the door again. There were the two boxes mixed. 

 

He took them out and straightened the matter, but now the terror had gone. Why be 

afraid? 



 

While the money was in his hand the lock clicked. It had sprung! Did he do it? He 

grabbed at the knob and pulled vigorously. It had closed. Heavens! he was in for it now, sure 

enough. 

 

The moment he realised that the safe was locked for a surety, the sweat burst out upon his 

brow and he trembled violently. He looked about him and decided instantly. There was no 

delaying now. 

 

"Supposing I do lay it on the top," he said, "and go away, they'll know who took it. I'm 

the last to close up. Besides, other things will happen." 

 

At once he became the man of action. 

 

"I must get out of this," he thought. 

 

He hurried into his little room, took down his light overcoat and hat, locked his desk, and 

grabbed the satchel. Then he turned out all but one light and opened the door. He tried to put on 

his old assured air, but it was almost gone. He was repenting rapidly. 

 

"I wish I hadn't done that," he said. "That was a mistake." 

 

He walked steadily down the street, greeting a night watchman whom he knew who was 

trying doors. He must get out of the city, and that quickly. 

 

"I wonder how the trains run?" he thought. 

 

Instantly he pulled out his watch and looked. It was nearly half-past one. 

 

At the first drug store he stopped, seeing a long-distance telephone booth inside. It was a 

famous drug store, and contained one of the first private telephone booths ever erected. 

 

"I want to use your 'phone a minute," he said to the night clerk. 

 

The latter nodded. 

 

"Give me 1643," he called to Central, after looking up the Michigan Central depot 

number. Soon he got the ticket agent. 

 

"How do the trains leave here for Detroit?" he asked. 

 

The man explained the hours. 

 



"No more to-night?" 

 

"Nothing with a sleeper. Yes, there is, too," he added. "There is a mail train out of here at 

three o'clock." 

 

"All right," said Hurstwood. "What time does that get to Detroit?" 

 

He was thinking if he could only get there and cross the river into Canada, he could take 

his time about getting to Montreal. He was relieved to learn that it would reach there by noon. 

 

"Mayhew won't open the safe till nine," he thought. "They can't get on my track before 

noon." 

 

Then he thought of Carrie. With what speed must he get her, if he got her at all. She 

would have to come along. He jumped into the nearest cab standing by. 

 

"To Ogden Place," he said sharply. "I'll give you a dollar more if you make good time." 

 

The cabby beat his horse into a sort of imitation gallop, which was fairly fast, however. 

On the way Hurstwood thought what to do. Reaching the number, he hurried up the steps and did 

not spare the bell in waking the servant. 

 

"Is Mrs. Drouet in?" he asked. 

 

"Yes," said the astonished girl. 

 

"Tell her to dress and come to the door at once. Her husband is in the hospital, injured, 

and wants to see her." 

 

The servant girl hurried upstairs, convinced by the man's strained and emphatic manner. 

 

"What!" said Carrie, lighting the gas and searching for her clothes. 

 

"Mr. Drouet is hurt and in the hospital. He wants to see you. The cab's downstairs." 

 

Carrie dressed very rapidly, and soon appeared below, forgetting everything save the 

necessities. 

 

"Drouet is hurt," said Hurstwood quickly. "He wants to see you. Come quickly." 

 

Carrie was so bewildered that she swallowed the whole story. 

 

"Get in," said Hurstwood, helping her and jumping after. 



 

The cabby began to turn the horse around. 

 

"Michigan Central depot," he said, standing up and speaking so low that Carrie could not 

hear, "as fast as you can go." 

  



CHAPTER XXVIII A PILGRIM, AN OUTLAW: THE SPIRIT DETAINED 

The cab had not travelled a short block before Carrie, settling herself and thoroughly 

waking in the night atmosphere, asked: 

 

"What's the matter with him? Is he hurt badly?" 

 

"It isn't anything very serious," Hurstwood said solemnly. He was very much disturbed 

over his own situation, and now that he had Carrie with him, he only wanted to get safely out of 

reach of the law. Therefore he was in no mood for anything save such words as would further his 

plans distinctly. 

 

Carrie did not forget that there was something to be settled between her and Hurstwood, 

but the thought was ignored in her agitation. The one thing was to finish this strange pilgrimage. 

 

"Where is he?" 

 

"Way out on the South Side," said Hurstwood. "We'll have to take the train. It's the 

quickest way." 

 

Carrie said nothing, and the horse gambolled on. The weirdness of the city by night held 

her attention. She looked at the long receding rows of lamps and studied the dark, silent houses. 

 

"How did he hurt himself?" she asked—meaning what was the nature of his injuries. 

Hurstwood understood. He hated to lie any more than necessary, and yet he wanted no protests 

until he was out of danger. 

 

"I don't know exactly," he said. "They just called me up to go and get you and bring you 

out. They said there wasn't any need for alarm, but that I shouldn't fail to bring you." 

 

The man's serious manner convinced Carrie, and she became silent, wondering. 

 

Hurstwood examined his watch and urged the man to hurry. For one in so delicate a 

position he was exceedingly cool. He could only think of how needful it was to make the train 

and get quietly away. Carrie seemed quite tractable, and he congratulated himself. 

 

In due time they reached the depot, and after helping her out he handed the man a five-

dollar bill and hurried on. 

 

"You wait here," he said to Carrie, when they reached the waiting-room, "while I get the 

tickets." 

 

"Have I much time to catch that train for Detroit?" he asked of the agent. 



 

"Four minutes," said the latter. 

 

He paid for two tickets as circumspectly as possible. 

 

"Is it far?" said Carrie, as he hurried back. 

 

"Not very," he said. "We must get right in." 

 

He pushed her before him at the gate, stood between her and the ticket man while the 

latter punched their tickets, so that she could not see, and then hurried after. 

 

There was a long line of express and passenger cars and one or two common day 

coaches. As the train had only recently been made up and few passengers were expected, there 

were only one or two brakemen waiting. They entered the rear day coach and sat down. Almost 

immediately, "All aboard," resounded faintly from the outside, and the train started. 

 

Carrie began to think it was a little bit curious—this going to a depot—but said nothing. 

The whole incident was so out of the natural that she did not attach too much weight to anything 

she imagined. 

 

"How have you been?" asked Hurstwood gently, for he now breathed easier. 

 

"Very well," said Carrie, who was so disturbed that she could not bring a proper attitude 

to bear in the matter. She was still nervous to reach Drouet and see what could be the matter. 

Hurstwood contemplated her and felt this. He was not disturbed that it should be so. He did not 

trouble because she was moved sympathetically in the matter. It was one of the qualities in her 

which pleased him exceedingly. He was only thinking how he should explain. Even this was not 

the most serious thing in his mind, however. His own deed and present flight were the great 

shadows which weighed upon him. 

 

"What a fool I was to do that," he said over and over. "What a mistake!" 

 

In his sober senses, he could scarcely realise that the thing had been done. He could not 

begin to feel that he was a fugitive from justice. He had often read of such things, and had 

thought they must be terrible, but now that the thing was upon him, he only sat and looked into 

the past. The future was a thing which concerned the Canadian line. He wanted to reach that. As 

for the rest, he surveyed his actions for the evening, and counted them parts of a great mistake. 

 

"Still," he said, "what could I have done?" 

 



Then he would decide to make the best of it, and would begin to do so by starting the 

whole inquiry over again. It was a fruitless, harassing round, and left him in a queer mood to deal 

with the proposition he had in the presence of Carrie. 

 

The train clacked through the yards along the lake front, and ran rather slowly to Twenty-

fourth Street. Brakes and signals were visible without. The engine gave short calls with its 

whistle, and frequently the bell rang. Several brakemen came through, bearing lanterns. They 

were locking the vestibules and putting the cars in order for a long run. 

 

Presently it began to gain speed, and Carrie saw the silent streets flashing by in rapid 

succession. The engine also began its whistle-calls of four parts, with which it signalled danger 

to important crossings. 

 

"Is it very far?" asked Carrie. 

 

"Not so very," said Hurstwood. He could hardly repress a smile at her simplicity. He 

wanted to explain and conciliate her, but he also wanted to be well out of Chicago. 

 

In the lapse of another half-hour it became apparent to Carrie that it was quite a run to 

wherever he was taking her, anyhow. 

 

"Is it in Chicago?" she asked nervously. They were now far beyond the city limits, and 

the train was scudding across the Indiana line at a great rate. 

 

"No," he said, "not where we are going." 

 

There was something in the way he said this which aroused her in an instant. 

 

Her pretty brow began to contract. 

 

"We are going to see Charlie, aren't we?" she asked. 

 

He felt that the time was up. An explanation might as well come now as later. Therefore, 

he shook his head in the most gentle negative. 

 

"What?" said Carrie. She was nonplussed at the possibility of the errand being different 

from what she had thought. 

 

He only looked at her in the most kindly and mollifying way. 

 

"Well, where are you taking me, then?" she asked, her voice showing the quality of 

fright. 

 



"I'll tell you, Carrie, if you'll be quiet. I want you to come along with me to another city." 

 

"Oh," said Carrie, her voice rising into a weak cry. "Let me off. I don't want to go with 

you." 

 

She was quite appalled at the man's audacity. This was something which had never for a 

moment entered her head. Her one thought now was to get off and away. If only the flying train 

could be stopped, the terrible trick would be amended. 

 

She arose and tried to push out into the aisle—anywhere. She knew she had to do 

something. Hurstwood laid a gentle hand on her. 

 

"Sit still, Carrie," he said. "Sit still. It won't do you any good to get up here. Listen to me 

and I'll tell you what I'll do. Wait a moment." 

 

She was pushing at his knees, but he only pulled her back. No one saw this little 

altercation, for very few persons were in the car, and they were attempting to doze. 

 

"I won't," said Carrie, who was, nevertheless, complying against her will. "Let me go," 

she said. "How dare you?" and large tears began to gather in her eyes. 

 

Hurstwood was now fully aroused to the immediate difficulty, and ceased to think of his 

own situation. He must do something with this girl, or she would cause him trouble. He tried the 

art of persuasion with all his powers aroused. 

 

"Look here now, Carrie," he said, "you mustn't act this way. I didn't mean to hurt your 

feelings. I don't want to do anything to make you feel bad." 

 

"Oh," sobbed Carrie, "oh, oh—oo—o!" 

 

"There, there," he said, "you mustn't cry. Won't you listen to me? Listen to me a minute, 

and I'll tell you why I came to do this thing. I couldn't help it. I assure you I couldn't. Won't you 

listen?" 

 

Her sobs disturbed him so that he was quite sure she did not hear a word he said. 

 

"Won't you listen?" he asked. 

 

"No, I won't," said Carrie, flashing up. "I want you to take me out of this, or I'll tell the 

conductor. I won't go with you. It's a shame," and again sobs of fright cut off her desire for 

expression. 

 



Hurstwood listened with some astonishment. He felt that she had just cause for feeling as 

she did, and yet he wished that he could straighten this thing out quickly. Shortly the conductor 

would come through for the tickets. He wanted no noise, no trouble of any kind. Before 

everything he must make her quiet. 

 

"You couldn't get out until the train stops again," said Hurstwood. "It won't be very long 

until we reach another station. You can get out then if you want to. I won't stop you. All I want 

you to do is to listen a moment. You'll let me tell you, won't you?" 

 

Carrie seemed not to listen. She only turned her head toward the window, where outside 

all was black. The train was speeding with steady grace across the fields and through patches of 

wood. The long whistles came with sad, musical effect as the lonely woodland crossings were 

approached. 

 

Now the conductor entered the car and took up the one or two fares that had been added 

at Chicago. He approached Hurstwood, who handed out the tickets. Poised as she was to act, 

Carrie made no move. She did not look about. 

 

When the conductor had gone again Hurstwood felt relieved. 

 

"You're angry at me because I deceived you," he said. "I didn't mean to, Carrie. As I live 

I didn't. I couldn't help it. I couldn't stay away from you after the first time I saw you." 

 

He was ignoring the last deception as something that might go by the board. He wanted 

to convince her that his wife could no longer be a factor in their relationship. The money he had 

stolen he tried to shut out of his mind. 

 

"Don't talk to me," said Carrie, "I hate you. I want you to go away from me. I am going to 

get out at the very next station." 

 

She was in a tremble of excitement and opposition as she spoke. 

 

"All right," he said, "but you'll hear me out, won't you? After all you have said about 

loving me, you might hear me. I don't want to do you any harm. I'll give you the money to go 

back with when you go. I merely want to tell you, Carrie. You can't stop me from loving you, 

whatever you may think." 

 

He looked at her tenderly, but received no reply. 

 

"You think I have deceived you badly, but I haven't. I didn't do it willingly. I'm through 

with my wife. She hasn't any claims on me. I'll never see her any more. That's why I'm here to-

night. That's why I came and got you." 

 



"You said Charlie was hurt," said Carrie, savagely. "You deceived me. You've been 

deceiving me all the time, and now you want to force me to run away with you." 

 

She was so excited that she got up and tried to get by him again. He let her, and she took 

another seat. Then he followed. 

 

"Don't run away from me, Carrie," he said gently. "Let me explain. If you will only hear 

me out you will see where I stand. I tell you my wife is nothing to me. She hasn't been anything 

for years or I wouldn't have ever come near you. I'm going to get a divorce just as soon as I can. 

I'll never see her again. I'm done with all that. You're the only person I want. If I can have you I 

won't ever think of another woman again." 

 

Carrie heard all this in a very ruffled state. It sounded sincere enough, however, despite 

all he had done. There was a tenseness in Hurstwood's voice and manner which could but have 

some effect. She did not want anything to do with him. He was married, he had deceived her 

once, and now again, and she thought him terrible. Still there is something in such daring and 

power which is fascinating to a woman, especially if she can be made to feel that it is all 

prompted by love of her. 

 

The progress of the train was having a great deal to do with the solution of this difficult 

situation. The speeding wheels and disappearing country put Chicago farther and farther behind. 

Carrie could feel that she was being borne a long distance off—that the engine was making an 

almost through run to some distant city. She felt at times as if she could cry out and make such a 

row that some one would come to her aid; at other times it seemed an almost useless thing—so 

far was she from any aid, no matter what she did. All the while Hurstwood was endeavouring to 

formulate his plea in such a way that it would strike home and bring her into sympathy with him. 

 

"I was simply put where I didn't know what else to do." 

 

Carrie deigned no suggestion of hearing this. 

 

"When I saw you wouldn't come unless I could marry you, I decided to put everything 

else behind me and get you to come away with me. I'm going off now to another city. I want to 

go to Montreal for a while, and then anywhere you want to. We'll go and live in New York, if 

you say." 

 

"I'll not have anything to do with you," said Carrie. "I want to get off this train. Where are 

we going?" 

 

"To Detroit," said Hurstwood. 

 

"Oh!" said Carrie, in a burst of anguish. So distant and definite a point seemed to increase 

the difficulty. 



 

"Won't you come along with me?" he said, as if there was great danger that she would 

not. "You won't need to do anything but travel with me. I'll not trouble you in any way. You can 

see Montreal and New York, and then if you don't want to stay you can go back. It will be better 

than trying to go back to-night." 

 

The first gleam of fairness shone in this proposition for Carrie. It seemed a plausible 

thing to do, much as she feared his opposition if she tried to carry it out. Montreal and New 

York! Even now she was speeding toward those great, strange lands, and could see them if she 

liked. She thought, but made no sign. 

 

Hurstwood thought he saw a shade of compliance in this. He redoubled his ardour. 

 

"Think," he said, "what I've given up. I can't go back to Chicago any more. I've got to 

stay away and live alone now, if you don't come with me. You won't go back on me entirely, will 

you, Carrie?" 

 

"I don't want you to talk to me," she answered forcibly. 

 

Hurstwood kept silent for a while. 

 

Carrie felt the train to be slowing down. It was the moment to act if she was to act at all. 

She stirred uneasily. 

 

"Don't think of going, Carrie," he said. "If you ever cared for me at all, come along and 

let's start right. I'll do whatever you say. I'll marry you, or I'll let you go back. Give yourself time 

to think it over. I wouldn't have wanted you to come if I hadn't loved you. I tell you, Carrie, 

before God, I can't live without you. I won't!" 

 

There was the tensity of fierceness in the man's plea which appealed deeply to her 

sympathies. It was a dissolving fire which was actuating him now. He was loving her too 

intensely to think of giving her up in this, his hour of distress. He clutched her hand nervously 

and pressed it with all the force of an appeal. 

 

The train was now all but stopped. It was running by some cars on a side track. 

Everything outside was dark and dreary. A few sprinkles on the window began to indicate that it 

was raining. Carrie hung in a quandary, balancing between decision and helplessness. Now the 

train stopped, and she was listening to his plea. The engine backed a few feet and all was still. 

 

She wavered, totally unable to make a move. Minute after minute slipped by and still she 

hesitated, he pleading. 

 



"Will you let me come back if I want to?" she asked, as if she now had the upper hand 

and her companion was utterly subdued. 

 

"Of course," he answered, "you know I will." 

 

Carrie only listened as one who has granted a temporary amnesty. She began to feel as if 

the matter were in her hands entirely. 

 

The train was again in rapid motion. Hurstwood changed the subject. 

 

"Aren't you very tired?" he said. 

 

"No," she answered. 

 

"Won't you let me get you a berth in the sleeper?" 

 

She shook her head, though for all her distress and his trickery she was beginning to 

notice what she had always felt—his thoughtfulness. 

 

"Oh, yes," he said, "you will feel so much better." 

 

She shook her head. 

 

"Let me fix my coat for you, anyway," and he arose and arranged his light coat in a 

comfortable position to receive her head. 

 

"There," he said tenderly, "now see if you can't rest a little." He could have kissed her for 

her compliance. He took his seat beside her and thought a moment. 

 

"I believe we're in for a heavy rain," he said. 

 

"So it looks," said Carrie, whose nerves were quieting under the sound of the rain drops, 

driven by a gusty wind, as the train swept on frantically through the shadow to a newer world. 

 

The fact that he had in a measure mollified Carrie was a source of satisfaction to 

Hurstwood, but it furnished only the most temporary relief. Now that her opposition was out of 

the way, he had all of his time to devote to the consideration of his own error. 

 

His condition was bitter in the extreme, for he did not want the miserable sum he had 

stolen. He did not want to be a thief. That sum or any other could never compensate for the state 

which he had thus foolishly doffed. It could not give him back his host of friends, his name, his 

house and family, nor Carrie, as he had meant to have her. He was shut out from Chicago—from 

his easy, comfortable state. He had robbed himself of his dignity, his merry meetings, his 



pleasant evenings. And for what? The more he thought of it the more unbearable it became. He 

began to think that he would try and restore himself to his old state. He would return the 

miserable thievings of the night and explain. Perhaps Moy would understand. Perhaps they 

would forgive him and let him come back. 

 

By noontime the train rolled into Detroit and he began to feel exceedingly nervous. The 

police must be on his track by now. They had probably notified all the police of the big cities, 

and detectives would be watching for him. He remembered instances in which defaulters had 

been captured. Consequently, he breathed heavily and paled somewhat. His hands felt as if they 

must have something to do. He simulated interest in several scenes without which he did not feel. 

He repeatedly beat his foot upon the floor. 

 

Carrie noticed his agitation, but said nothing. She had no idea what it meant or that it was 

important. 

 

He wondered now why he had not asked whether this train went on through to Montreal 

or some Canadian point. Perhaps he could have saved time. He jumped up and sought the 

conductor. 

 

"Does any part of this train go to Montreal?" he asked. 

 

"Yes, the next sleeper back does." 

 

He would have asked more, but it did not seem wise, so he decided to inquire at the 

depot. 

 

The train rolled into the yards, clanging and puffing. 

 

"I think we had better go right on through to Montreal," he said to Carrie. "I'll see what 

the connections are when we get off." 

 

He was exceedingly nervous, but did his best to put on a calm exterior. Carrie only 

looked at him with large, troubled eyes. She was drifting mentally, unable to say to herself what 

to do. 

 

The train stopped and Hurstwood led the way out. He looked warily around him, 

pretending to look after Carrie. Seeing nothing that indicated studied observation, he made his 

way to the ticket office. 

 

"The next train for Montreal leaves when?" he asked. 

 

"In twenty minutes," said the man. 

 



He bought two tickets and Pullman berths. Then he hastened back to Carrie. 

 

"We go right out again," he said, scarcely noticing that Carrie looked tired and weary. 

 

"I wish I was out of all this," she exclaimed gloomily. 

 

"You'll feel better when we reach Montreal," he said. 

 

"I haven't an earthly thing with me," said Carrie; "not even a handkerchief." 

 

"You can buy all you want as soon as you get there, dearest," he explained. "You can call 

in a dressmaker." 

 

Now the crier called the train ready and they got on. Hurstwood breathed a sigh of relief 

as it started. There was a short run to the river, and there they were ferried over. They had barely 

pulled the train off the ferry-boat when he settled back with a sigh. 

 

"It won't be so very long now," he said, remembering her in his relief. "We get there the 

first thing in the morning." 

 

Carrie scarcely deigned to reply. 

 

"I'll see if there is a dining-car," he added. "I'm hungry." 

  



CHAPTER XXIX THE SOLACE OF TRAVEL: THE BOATS OF THE SEA 

To the untravelled, territory other than their own familiar heath is invariably fascinating. 

Next to love, it is the one thing which solaces and delights. Things new are too important to be 

neglected, and mind, which is a mere reflection of sensory impressions, succumbs to the flood of 

objects. Thus lovers are forgotten, sorrows laid aside, death hidden from view. There is a world 

of accumulated feeling back of the trite dramatic expression—"I am going away." 

 

As Carrie looked out upon the flying scenery she almost forgot that she had been tricked 

into this long journey against her will and that she was without the necessary apparel for 

travelling. She quite forgot Hurstwood's presence at times, and looked away to homely 

farmhouses and cosey cottages in villages with wondering eyes. It was an interesting world to 

her. Her life had just begun. She did not feel herself defeated at all. Neither was she blasted in 

hope. The great city held much. Possibly she would come out of bondage into freedom—who 

knows? Perhaps she would be happy. These thoughts raised her above the level of erring. She 

was saved in that she was hopeful. 

 

The following morning the train pulled safely into Montreal and they stepped down, 

Hurstwood glad to be out of danger, Carrie wondering at the novel atmosphere of the northern 

city. Long before, Hurstwood had been here, and now he remembered the name of the hotel at 

which he had stopped. As they came out of the main entrance of the depot he heard it called 

anew by a busman. 

 

"We'll go right up and get rooms," he said. 

 

At the clerk's office Hurstwood swung the register about while the clerk came forward. 

He was thinking what name he would put down. With the latter before him he found no time for 

hesitation. A name he had seen out of the car window came swiftly to him. It was pleasing 

enough. With an easy hand he wrote, "G. W. Murdock and wife." It was the largest concession to 

necessity he felt like making. His initials he could not spare. 

 

When they were shown their room Carrie saw at once that he had secured her a lovely 

chamber. 

 

"You have a bath there," said he. "Now you can clean up when you get ready." 

 

Carrie went over and looked out the window, while Hurstwood looked at himself in the 

glass. He felt dusty and unclean. He had no trunk, no change of linen, not even a hair-brush. 

 

"I'll ring for soap and towels," he said, "and send you up a hair-brush. Then you can bathe 

and get ready for breakfast. I'll go for a shave and come back and get you, and then we'll go out 

and look for some clothes for you." 

 



He smiled good-naturedly as he said this. 

 

"All right," said Carrie. 

 

She sat down in one of the rocking-chairs, while Hurstwood waited for the boy, who soon 

knocked. 

 

"Soap, towels, and a pitcher of ice-water." 

 

"Yes, sir." 

 

"I'll go now," he said to Carrie, coming toward her and holding out his hands, but she did 

not move to take them. 

 

"You're not mad at me, are you?" he asked softly. 

 

"Oh, no!" she answered, rather indifferently. 

 

"Don't you care for me at all?" 

 

She made no answer, but looked steadily toward the window. 

 

"Don't you think you could love me a little?" he pleaded, taking one of her hands, which 

she endeavoured to draw away. "You once said you did." 

 

"What made you deceive me so?" asked Carrie. 

 

"I couldn't help it," he said, "I wanted you too much." 

 

"You didn't have any right to want me," she answered, striking cleanly home. 

 

"Oh, well, Carrie," he answered, "here I am. It's too late now. Won't you try and care for 

me a little?" 

 

He looked rather worsted in thought as he stood before her. 

 

She shook her head negatively. 

 

"Let me start all over again. Be my wife from to-day on." 

 

Carrie rose up as if to step away, he holding her hand. Now he slipped his arm about her 

and she struggled, but in vain. He held her quite close. Instantly there flamed up in his body the 

all-compelling desire. His affection took an ardent form. 



 

"Let me go," said Carrie, who was folded close to him. 

 

"Won't you love me?" he said. "Won't you be mine from now on?" 

 

Carrie had never been ill-disposed toward him. Only a moment before she had been 

listening with some complacency, remembering her old affection for him. He was so handsome, 

so daring! 

 

Now, however, this feeling had changed to one of opposition, which rose feebly. It 

mastered her for a moment, and then, held close as she was, began to wane. Something else in 

her spoke. This man, to whose bosom she was being pressed, was strong; he was passionate, he 

loved her, and she was alone. If she did not turn to him—accept of his love—where else might 

she go? Her resistance half dissolved in the flood of his strong feeling. 

 

She found him lifting her head and looking into her eyes. What magnetism there was she 

could never know. His many sins, however, were for the moment all forgotten. 

 

He pressed her closer and kissed her, and she felt that further opposition was useless. 

 

"Will you marry me?" she asked, forgetting how. 

 

"This very day," he said, with all delight. 

 

Now the hall-boy pounded on the door and he released his hold upon her regretfully. 

 

"You get ready now, will you," he said, "at once?" 

 

"Yes," she answered. 

 

"I'll be back in three-quarters of an hour." 

 

Carrie, flushed and excited, moved away as he admitted the boy. 

 

Below stairs, he halted in the lobby to look for a barber shop. For the moment, he was in 

fine feather. His recent victory over Carrie seemed to atone for much he had endured during the 

last few days. Life seemed worth fighting for. This eastward flight from all things customary and 

attached seemed as if it might have happiness in store. The storm showed a rainbow at the end of 

which might be a pot of gold. 

 

He was about to cross to a little red-and-white striped bar which was fastened up beside a 

door when a voice greeted him familiarly. Instantly his heart sank. 

 



"Why, hello, George, old man!" said the voice. "What are you doing down here?" 

 

Hurstwood was already confronted, and recognised his friend Kenny, the stock-broker. 

 

"Just attending to a little private matter," he answered, his mind working like a key-board 

of a telephone station. This man evidently did not know—he had not read the papers. 

 

"Well, it seems strange to see you way up here," said Mr. Kenny genially. "Stopping 

here?" 

 

"Yes," said Hurstwood uneasily, thinking of his handwriting on the register. 

 

"Going to be in town long?" 

 

"No, only a day or so." 

 

"Is that so? Had your breakfast?" 

 

"Yes," said Hurstwood, lying blandly. "I'm just going for a shave." 

 

"Won't you come have a drink?" 

 

"Not until afterwards," said the ex-manager. "I'll see you later. Are you stopping here?" 

 

"Yes," said Mr. Kenny, and then, turning the word again, added: "How are things out in 

Chicago?" 

 

"About the same as usual," said Hurstwood, smiling genially. 

 

"Wife with you?" 

 

"No." 

 

"Well, I must see more of you to-day. I'm just going in here for breakfast. Come in when 

you're through." 

 

"I will," said Hurstwood, moving away. The whole conversation was a trial to him. It 

seemed to add complications with every word. This man called up a thousand memories. He 

represented everything he had left. Chicago, his wife, the elegant resort—all these were in his 

greeting and inquiries. And here he was in this same hotel expecting to confer with him, 

unquestionably waiting to have a good time with him. All at once the Chicago papers would 

arrive. The local papers would have accounts in them this very day. He forgot his triumph with 

Carrie in the possibility of soon being known for what he was, in this man's eyes, a safe-breaker. 



He could have groaned as he went into the barber shop. He decided to escape and seek a more 

secluded hotel. 

 

Accordingly, when he came out he was glad to see the lobby clear, and hastened toward 

the stairs. He would get Carrie and go out by the ladies' entrance. They would have breakfast in 

some more inconspicuous place. 

 

Across the lobby, however, another individual was surveying him. He was of a 

commonplace Irish type, small of stature, cheaply dressed, and with a head that seemed a smaller 

edition of some huge ward politician's. This individual had been evidently talking with the clerk, 

but now he surveyed the ex-manager keenly. 

 

Hurstwood felt the long-range examination and recognised the type. Instinctively he felt 

that the man was a detective—that he was being watched. He hurried across, pretending not to 

notice, but in his mind was a world of thoughts. What would happen now? What could these 

people do? He began to trouble concerning the extradition laws. He did not understand them 

absolutely. Perhaps he could be arrested. Oh, if Carrie should find out! Montreal was too warm 

for him. He began to long to be out of it. 

 

Carrie had bathed and was waiting when he arrived. She looked refreshed—more 

delightful than ever, but reserved. Since he had gone she had resumed somewhat of her cold 

attitude towards him. Love was not blazing in her heart. He felt it, and his troubles seemed 

increased. He could not take her in his arms; he did not even try. Something about her forbade it. 

In part his opinion was the result of his own experiences and reflections below stairs. 

 

"You're ready, are you?" he said kindly. 

 

"Yes," she answered. 

 

"We'll go out for breakfast. This place down here doesn't appeal to me very much." 

 

"All right," said Carrie. 

 

They went out, and at the corner the commonplace Irish individual was standing, eyeing 

him. Hurstwood could scarcely refrain from showing that he knew of this chap's presence. The 

insolence in the fellow's eye was galling. Still they passed, and he explained to Carrie concerning 

the city. Another restaurant was not long in showing itself, and here they entered. 

 

"What a queer town this is," said Carrie, who marvelled at it solely because it was not 

like Chicago. 

 

"It isn't as lively as Chicago," said Hurstwood. "Don't you like it?" 

 



"No," said Carrie, whose feelings were already localised in the great Western city. 

 

"Well, it isn't as interesting," said Hurstwood. 

 

"What's here?" asked Carrie, wondering at his choosing to visit this town. 

 

"Nothing much," returned Hurstwood. "It's quite a resort. There's some pretty scenery 

about here." 

 

Carrie listened, but with a feeling of unrest. There was much about her situation which 

destroyed the possibility of appreciation. 

 

"We won't stay here long," said Hurstwood, who was now really glad to note her 

dissatisfaction. "You pick out your clothes as soon as breakfast is over and we'll run down to 

New York soon. You'll like that. It's a lot more like a city than any place outside Chicago." 

 

He was really planning to slip out and away. He would see what these detectives would 

do—what move his employers at Chicago would make—then he would slip away—down to 

New York, where it was easy to hide. He knew enough about that city to know that its mysteries 

and possibilities of mystification were infinite. 

 

The more he thought, however, the more wretched his situation became. He saw that 

getting here did not exactly clear up the ground. The firm would probably employ detectives to 

watch him—Pinkerton men or agents of Mooney and Boland. They might arrest him the moment 

he tried to leave Canada. So he might be compelled to remain here months, and in what a state! 

 

Back at the hotel Hurstwood was anxious and yet fearful to see the morning papers. He 

wanted to know how far the news of his criminal deed had spread. So he told Carrie he would be 

up in a few moments, and went to secure and scan the dailies. No familiar or suspicious faces 

were about, and yet he did not like reading in the lobby, so he sought the main parlour on the 

floor above and, seated by a window there, looked them over. Very little was given to his crime, 

but it was there, several "sticks" in all, among all the riffraff of telegraphed murders, accidents, 

marriages, and other news. He wished, half sadly, that he could undo it all. Every moment of his 

time in this far-off abode of safety but added to his feeling that he had made a great mistake. 

There could have been an easier way out if he had only known. 

 

He left the papers before going to the room, thinking thus to keep them out of the hands 

of Carrie. 

 

"Well, how are you feeling?" he asked of her. She was engaged in looking out of the 

window. 

 

"Oh, all right," she answered. 



 

He came over, and was about to begin a conversation with her, when a knock came at 

their door. 

 

"Maybe it's one of my parcels," said Carrie. 

 

Hurstwood opened the door, outside of which stood the individual whom he had so 

thoroughly suspected. 

 

"You're Mr. Hurstwood, are you?" said the latter, with a volume of affected shrewdness 

and assurance. 

 

"Yes," said Hurstwood calmly. He knew the type so thoroughly that some of his old 

familiar indifference to it returned. Such men as these were of the lowest stratum welcomed at 

the resort. He stepped out and closed the door. 

 

"Well, you know what I am here for, don't you?" said the man confidentially. 

 

"I can guess," said Hurstwood softly. 

 

"Well, do you intend to try and keep the money?" 

 

"That's my affair," said Hurstwood grimly. 

 

"You can't do it, you know," said the detective, eyeing him coolly. 

 

"Look here, my man," said Hurstwood authoritatively, "you don't understand anything 

about this case, and I can't explain to you. Whatever I intend to do I'll do without advice from the 

outside. You'll have to excuse me." 

 

"Well, now, there's no use of your talking that way," said the man, "when you're in the 

hands of the police. We can make a lot of trouble for you if we want to. You're not registered 

right in this house, you haven't got your wife with you, and the newspapers don't know you're 

here yet. You might as well be reasonable." 

 

"What do you want to know?" asked Hurstwood. 

 

"Whether you're going to send back that money or not." 

 

Hurstwood paused and studied the floor. 

 

"There's no use explaining to you about this," he said at last. "There's no use of your 

asking me. I'm no fool, you know. I know just what you can do and what you can't. You can 



create a lot of trouble if you want to. I know that all right, but it won't help you to get the money. 

Now, I've made up my mind what to do. I've already written Fitzgerald and Moy, so there's 

nothing I can say. You wait until you hear more from them." 

 

All the time he had been talking he had been moving away from the door, down the 

corridor, out of the hearing of Carrie. They were now near the end where the corridor opened 

into the large general parlour. 

 

"You won't give it up?" said the man. 

 

The words irritated Hurstwood greatly. Hot blood poured into his brain. Many thoughts 

formulated themselves. He was no thief. He didn't want the money. If he could only explain to 

Fitzgerald and Moy, maybe it would be all right again. 

 

"See here," he said, "there's no use my talking about this at all. I respect your power all 

right, but I'll have to deal with the people who know." 

 

"Well, you can't get out of Canada with it," said the man. 

 

"I don't want to get out," said Hurstwood. "When I get ready there'll be nothing to stop 

me for." 

 

He turned back, and the detective watched him closely. It seemed an intolerable thing. 

Still he went on and into the room. 

 

"Who was it?" asked Carrie. 

 

"A friend of mine from Chicago." 

 

The whole of this conversation was such a shock that, coming as it did after all the other 

worry of the past week, it sufficed to induce a deep gloom and moral revulsion in Hurstwood. 

What hurt him most was the fact that he was being pursued as a thief. He began to see the nature 

of that social injustice which sees but one side—often but a single point in a long tragedy. All the 

newspapers noted but one thing, his taking the money. How and wherefore were but indifferently 

dealt with. All the complications which led up to it were unknown. He was accused without 

being understood. 

 

Sitting in his room with Carrie the same day, he decided to send the money back. He 

would write Fitzgerald and Moy, explain all, and then send it by express. Maybe they would 

forgive him. Perhaps they would ask him back. He would make good the false statement he had 

made about writing them. Then he would leave this peculiar town. 

 



For an hour he thought over this plausible statement of the tangle. He wanted to tell them 

about his wife, but couldn't. He finally narrowed it down to an assertion that he was light-headed 

from entertaining friends, had found the safe open, and having gone so far as to take the money 

out, had accidentally closed it. This act he regretted very much. He was sorry he had put them to 

so much trouble. He would undo what he could by sending the money back—the major portion 

of it. The remainder he would pay up as soon as he could. Was there any possibility of his being 

restored? This he only hinted at. 

 

The troubled state of the man's mind may be judged by the very construction of this 

letter. For the nonce he forgot what a painful thing it would be to resume his old place, even if it 

were given him. He forgot that he had severed himself from the past as by a sword, and that if he 

did manage to in some way reunite himself with it, the jagged line of separation and reunion 

would always show. He was always forgetting something—his wife, Carrie, his need of money, 

present situation, or something—and so did not reason clearly. Nevertheless, he sent the letter, 

waiting a reply before sending the money. 

 

Meanwhile, he accepted his present situation with Carrie, getting what joy out of it he 

could. 

 

Out came the sun by noon, and poured a golden flood through their open windows. 

Sparrows were twittering. There were laughter and song in the air. Hurstwood could not keep his 

eyes from Carrie. She seemed the one ray of sunshine in all his trouble. Oh, if she would only 

love him wholly—only throw her arms around him in the blissful spirit in which he had seen her 

in the little park in Chicago—how happy he would be! It would repay him; it would show him 

that he had not lost all. He would not care. 

 

"Carrie," he said, getting up once and coming over to her, "are you going to stay with me 

from now on?" 

 

She looked at him quizzically, but melted with sympathy as the value of the look upon 

his face forced itself upon her. It was love now, keen and strong—love enhanced by difficulty 

and worry. She could not help smiling. 

 

"Let me be everything to you from now on," he said. "Don't make me worry any more. 

I'll be true to you. We'll go to New York and get a nice flat. I'll go into business again, and we'll 

be happy. Won't you be mine?" 

 

Carrie listened quite solemnly. There was no great passion in her, but the drift of things 

and this man's proximity created a semblance of affection. She felt rather sorry for him—a 

sorrow born of what had only recently been a great admiration. True love she had never felt for 

him. She would have known as much if she could have analysed her feelings, but this thing 

which she now felt aroused by his great feeling broke down the barriers between them. 

 



"You'll stay with me, won't you?" he asked. 

 

"Yes," she said, nodding her head. 

 

He gathered her to himself, imprinting kisses upon her lips and cheeks. 

 

"You must marry me, though," she said. 

 

"I'll get a license to-day," he answered. 

 

"How?" she asked. 

 

"Under a new name," he answered. "I'll take a new name and live a new life. From now 

on I'm Murdock." 

 

"Oh, don't take that name," said Carrie. 

 

"Why not?" he said. 

 

"I don't like it." 

 

"Well, what shall I take?" he asked. 

 

"Oh, anything, only don't take that." 

 

He thought a while, still keeping his arms about her, and then said: 

 

"How would Wheeler do?" 

 

"That's all right," said Carrie. 

 

"Well, then, Wheeler," he said. "I'll get the license this afternoon." 

 

They were married by a Baptist minister, the first divine they found convenient. 

 

At last the Chicago firm answered. It was by Mr. Moy's dictation. He was astonished that 

Hurstwood had done this; very sorry that it had come about as it had. If the money were returned, 

they would not trouble to prosecute him, as they really bore him no ill-will. As for his returning, 

or their restoring him to his former position, they had not quite decided what the effect of it 

would be. They would think it over and correspond with him later, possibly, after a little time, 

and so on. 

 



The sum and substance of it was that there was no hope, and they wanted the money with 

the least trouble possible. Hurstwood read his doom. He decided to pay $9,500 to the agent 

whom they said they would send, keeping $1,300 for his own use. He telegraphed his 

acquiescence, explained to the representative who called at the hotel the same day, took a 

certificate of payment, and told Carrie to pack her trunk. He was slightly depressed over this 

newest move at the time he began to make it, but eventually restored himself. He feared that 

even yet he might be seized and taken back, so he tried to conceal his movements, but it was 

scarcely possible. He ordered Carrie's trunk sent to the depot, where he had it sent by express to 

New York. No one seemed to be observing him, but he left at night. He was greatly agitated lest 

at the first station across the border or at the depot in New York there should be waiting for him 

an officer of the law. 

 

Carrie, ignorant of his theft and his fears, enjoyed the entry into the latter city in the 

morning. The round green hills sentinelling the broad, expansive bosom of the Hudson held her 

attention by their beauty as the train followed the line of the stream. She had heard of the Hudson 

River, the great city of New York, and now she looked out, filling her mind with the wonder of 

it. 

 

As the train turned east at Spuyten Duyvil and followed the east bank of the Harlem 

River, Hurstwood nervously called her attention to the fact that they were on the edge of the city. 

After her experience with Chicago, she expected long lines of cars—a great highway of tracks—

and noted the difference. The sight of a few boats in the Harlem and more in the East River 

tickled her young heart. It was the first sign of the great sea. Next came a plain street with five-

story brick flats, and then the train plunged into the tunnel. 

 

"Grand Central Station!" called the trainman, as, after a few minutes of darkness and 

smoke, daylight reappeared. Hurstwood arose and gathered up his small grip. He was screwed up 

to the highest tension. With Carrie he waited at the door and then dismounted. No one 

approached him, but he glanced furtively to and fro as he made for the street entrance. So excited 

was he that he forgot all about Carrie, who fell behind, wondering at his self-absorption. As he 

passed through the depot proper the strain reached its climax and began to wane. All at once he 

was on the sidewalk, and none but cabmen hailed him. He heaved a great breath and turned, 

remembering Carrie. 

 

"I thought you were going to run off and leave me," she said. 

 

"I was trying to remember which car takes us to the Gilsey," he answered. 

 

Carrie hardly heard him, so interested was she in the busy scene. 

 

"How large is New York?" she asked. 

 

"Oh, a million or more," said Hurstwood. 



 

He looked around and hailed a cab, but he did so in a changed way. 

 

For the first time in years the thought that he must count these little expenses flashed 

through his mind. It was a disagreeable thing. 

 

He decided he would lose no time living in hotels but would rent a flat. Accordingly he 

told Carrie, and she agreed. 

 

"We'll look to-day, if you want to," she said. 

 

Suddenly he thought of his experience in Montreal. At the more important hotels he 

would be certain to meet Chicagoans whom he knew. He stood up and spoke to the driver. 

 

"Take me to the Belford," he said, knowing it to be less frequented by those whom he 

knew. Then he sat down. 

 

"Where is the residence part?" asked Carrie, who did not take the tall five-story walls on 

either hand to be the abodes of families. 

 

"Everywhere," said Hurstwood, who knew the city fairly well. "There are no lawns in 

New York. All these are houses." 

 

"Well, then, I don't like it," said Carrie, who was coming to have a few opinions of her 

own. 

  



CHAPTER XXX THE KINGDOM OF GREATNESS: THE PILGRIM ADREAM 

Whatever a man like Hurstwood could be in Chicago, it is very evident that he would be 

but an inconspicuous drop in an ocean like New York. In Chicago, whose population still ranged 

about 500,000, millionaires were not numerous. The rich had not become so conspicuously rich 

as to drown all moderate incomes in obscurity. The attention of the inhabitants was not so 

distracted by local celebrities in the dramatic, artistic, social, and religious fields as to shut the 

well-positioned man from view. In Chicago the two roads to distinction were politics and trade. 

In New York the roads were any one of a half-hundred, and each had been diligently pursued by 

hundreds, so that celebrities were numerous. The sea was already full of whales. A common fish 

must needs disappear wholly from view—remain unseen. In other words, Hurstwood was 

nothing. 

 

There is a more subtle result of such a situation as this, which, though not always taken 

into account, produces the tragedies of the world. The great create an atmosphere which reacts 

badly upon the small. This atmosphere is easily and quickly felt. Walk among the magnificent 

residences, the splendid equipages, the gilded shops, restaurants, resorts of all kinds; scent the 

flowers, the silks, the wines; drink of the laughter springing from the soul of luxurious content, 

of the glances which gleam like light from defiant spears; feel the quality of the smiles which cut 

like glistening swords and of strides born of place, and you shall know of what is the atmosphere 

of the high and mighty. Little use to argue that of such is not the kingdom of greatness, but so 

long as the world is attracted by this and the human heart views this as the one desirable realm 

which it must attain, so long, to that heart, will this remain the realm of greatness. So long, also, 

will the atmosphere of this realm work its desperate results in the soul of man. It is like a 

chemical reagent. One day of it, like one drop of the other, will so affect and discolour the views, 

the aims, the desire of the mind, that it will thereafter remain forever dyed. A day of it to the 

untried mind is like opium to the untried body. A craving is set up which, if gratified, shall 

eternally result in dreams and death. Aye! dreams unfulfilled—gnawing, luring, idle phantoms 

which beckon and lead, beckon and lead, until death and dissolution dissolve their power and 

restore us blind to nature's heart. 

 

A man of Hurstwood's age and temperament is not subject to the illusions and burning 

desires of youth, but neither has he the strength of hope which gushes as a fountain in the heart 

of youth. Such an atmosphere could not incite in him the cravings of a boy of eighteen, but in so 

far as they were excited, the lack of hope made them proportionately bitter. He could not fail to 

notice the signs of affluence and luxury on every hand. He had been to New York before and 

knew the resources of its folly. In part it was an awesome place to him, for here gathered all that 

he most respected on this earth—wealth, place, and fame. The majority of the celebrities with 

whom he had tipped glasses in his day as manager hailed from this self-centred and populous 

spot. The most inviting stories of pleasure and luxury had been told of places and individuals 

here. He knew it to be true that unconsciously he was brushing elbows with fortune the livelong 

day; that a hundred or five hundred thousand gave no one the privilege of living more than 

comfortably in so wealthy a place. Fashion and pomp required more ample sums, so that the poor 



man was nowhere. All this he realised, now quite sharply, as he faced the city, cut off from his 

friends, despoiled of his modest fortune, and even his name, and forced to begin the battle for 

place and comfort all over again. He was not old, but he was not so dull but that he could feel he 

soon would be. Of a sudden, then, this show of fine clothes, place, and power took on peculiar 

significance. It was emphasised by contrast with his own distressing state. 

 

And it was distressing. He soon found that freedom from fear of arrest was not the sine 

qua non of his existence. That danger dissolved, the next necessity became the grievous thing. 

The paltry sum of thirteen hundred and some odd dollars set against the need of rent, clothing, 

food, and pleasure for years to come was a spectacle little calculated to induce peace of mind in 

one who had been accustomed to spend five times that sum in the course of a year. He thought 

upon the subject rather actively the first few days he was in New York, and decided that he must 

act quickly. As a consequence, he consulted the business opportunities advertised in the morning 

papers and began investigations on his own account. 

 

That was not before he had become settled, however. Carrie and he went looking for a 

flat, as arranged, and found one in Seventy-eighth Street near Amsterdam Avenue. It was a five-

story building, and their flat was on the third floor. Owing to the fact that the street was not yet 

built up solidly, it was possible to see east to the green tops of the trees in Central Park and west 

to the broad waters of the Hudson, a glimpse of which was to be had out of the west windows. 

For the privilege of six rooms and a bath, running in a straight line, they were compelled to pay 

thirty-five dollars a month—an average, and yet exorbitant, rent for a home at the time. Carrie 

noticed the difference between the size of the rooms here and in Chicago and mentioned it. 

 

"You'll not find anything better, dear," said Hurstwood, "unless you go into one of the 

old-fashioned houses, and then you won't have any of these conveniences." 

 

Carrie picked out the new abode because of its newness and bright wood-work. It was 

one of the very new ones supplied with steam heat, which was a great advantage. The stationary 

range, hot and cold water, dumb-waiter, speaking tubes, and call-bell for the janitor pleased her 

very much. She had enough of the instincts of a housewife to take great satisfaction in these 

things. 

 

Hurstwood made arrangement with one of the instalment houses whereby they furnished 

the flat complete and accepted fifty dollars down and ten dollars a month. He then had a little 

plate, bearing the name G. W. Wheeler, made, which he placed on his letter-box in the hall. It 

sounded exceedingly odd to Carrie to be called Mrs. Wheeler by the janitor, but in time she 

became used to it and looked upon the name as her own. 

 

These house details settled, Hurstwood visited some of the advertised opportunities to 

purchase an interest in some flourishing down-town bar. After the palatial resort in Adams 

Street, he could not stomach the commonplace saloons which he found advertised. He lost a 

number of days looking up these and finding them disagreeable. He did, however, gain 



considerable knowledge by talking, for he discovered the influence of Tammany Hall and the 

value of standing in with the police. The most profitable and flourishing places he found to be 

those which conducted anything but a legitimate business, such as that controlled by Fitzgerald 

and Moy. Elegant back rooms and private drinking booths on the second floor were usually 

adjuncts of very profitable places. He saw by portly keepers, whose shirt fronts shone with large 

diamonds, and whose clothes were properly cut, that the liquor business here, as elsewhere, 

yielded the same golden profit. 

 

At last he found an individual who had a resort in Warren Street, which seemed an 

excellent venture. It was fairly well-appearing and susceptible of improvement. The owner 

claimed the business to be excellent, and it certainly looked so. 

 

"We deal with a very good class of people," he told Hurstwood. "Merchants, salesmen, 

and professionals. It's a well-dressed class. No bums. We don't allow 'em in the place." 

 

Hurstwood listened to the cash-register ring, and watched the trade for a while. 

 

"It's profitable enough for two, is it?" he asked. 

 

"You can see for yourself if you're any judge of the liquor trade," said the owner. "This is 

only one of the two places I have. The other is down in Nassau Street. I can't tend to them both 

alone. If I had some one who knew the business thoroughly I wouldn't mind sharing with him in 

this one and letting him manage it." 

 

"I've had experience enough," said Hurstwood blandly, but he felt a little diffident about 

referring to Fitzgerald and Moy. 

 

"Well, you can suit yourself, Mr. Wheeler," said the proprietor. 

 

He only offered a third interest in the stock, fixtures, and good-will, and this in return for 

a thousand dollars and managerial ability on the part of the one who should come in. There was 

no property involved, because the owner of the saloon merely rented from an estate. 

 

The offer was genuine enough, but it was a question with Hurstwood whether a third 

interest in that locality could be made to yield one hundred and fifty dollars a month, which he 

figured he must have in order to meet the ordinary family expenses and be comfortable. It was 

not the time, however, after many failures to find what he wanted, to hesitate. It looked as though 

a third would pay a hundred a month now. By judicious management and improvement, it might 

be made to pay more. Accordingly he agreed to enter into partnership, and made over his 

thousand dollars, preparing to enter the next day. 

 

His first inclination was to be elated, and he confided to Carrie that he thought he had 

made an excellent arrangement. Time, however, introduced food for reflection. He found his 



partner to be very disagreeable. Frequently he was the worse for liquor, which made him surly. 

This was the last thing which Hurstwood was used to in business. Besides, the business varied. It 

was nothing like the class of patronage which he had enjoyed in Chicago. He found that it would 

take a long time to make friends. These people hurried in and out without seeking the pleasures 

of friendship. It was no gathering or lounging place. Whole days and weeks passed without one 

such hearty greeting as he had been wont to enjoy every day in Chicago. 

 

For another thing, Hurstwood missed the celebrities—those well-dressed, élite 

individuals who lend grace to the average bars and bring news from far-off and exclusive circles. 

He did not see one such in a month. Evenings, when still at his post, he would occasionally read 

in the evening papers incidents concerning celebrities whom he knew—whom he had drunk a 

glass with many a time. They would visit a bar like Fitzgerald and Moy's in Chicago, or the 

Hoffman House, uptown, but he knew that he would never see them down here. 

 

Again, the business did not pay as well as he thought. It increased a little, but he found he 

would have to watch his household expenses, which was humiliating. 

 

In the very beginning it was a delight to go home late at night, as he did, and find Carrie. 

He managed to run up and take dinner with her between six and seven, and to remain home until 

nine o'clock in the morning, but the novelty of this waned after a time, and he began to feel the 

drag of his duties. 

 

The first month had scarcely passed before Carrie said in a very natural way: "I think I'll 

go down this week and buy a dress." 

 

"What kind?" said Hurstwood. 

 

"Oh, something for street wear." 

 

"All right," he answered, smiling, although he noted mentally that it would be more 

agreeable to his finances if she didn't. Nothing was said about it the next day, but the following 

morning he asked: 

 

"Have you done anything about your dress?" 

 

"Not yet," said Carrie. 

 

He paused a few moments, as if in thought, and then said: 

 

"Would you mind putting it off a few days?" 

 

"No," replied Carrie, who did not catch the drift of his remarks. She had never thought of 

him in connection with money troubles before. "Why?" 



 

"Well, I'll tell you," said Hurstwood. "This investment of mine is taking a lot of money 

just now. I expect to get it all back shortly, but just at present I am running close." 

 

"Oh!" answered Carrie. "Why, certainly, dear. Why didn't you tell me before?" 

 

"It wasn't necessary," said Hurstwood. 

 

For all her acquiescence, there was something about the way Hurstwood spoke which 

reminded Carrie of Drouet and his little deal which he was always about to put through. It was 

only the thought of a second, but it was a beginning. It was something new in her thinking of 

Hurstwood. 

 

Other things followed from time to time, little things of the same sort, which in their 

cumulative effect were eventually equal to a full revelation. Carrie was not dull by any means. 

Two persons cannot long dwell together without coming to an understanding of one another. The 

mental difficulties of an individual reveal themselves whether he voluntarily confesses them or 

not. Trouble gets in the air and contributes gloom, which speaks for itself. Hurstwood dressed as 

nicely as usual, but they were the same clothes he had in Canada. Carrie noticed that he did not 

install a large wardrobe, though his own was anything but large. She noticed, also, that he did not 

suggest many amusements, said nothing about the food, seemed concerned about his business. 

This was not the easy Hurstwood of Chicago—not the liberal, opulent Hurstwood she had 

known. The change was too obvious to escape detection. 

 

In time she began to feel that a change had come about, and that she was not in his 

confidence. He was evidently secretive and kept his own counsel. She found herself asking him 

questions about little things. This is a disagreeable state to a woman. Great love makes it seem 

reasonable, sometimes plausible, but never satisfactory. Where great love is not, a more definite 

and less satisfactory conclusion is reached. 

 

As for Hurstwood, he was making a great fight against the difficulties of a changed 

condition. He was too shrewd not to realise the tremendous mistake he had made, and appreciate 

that he had done well in getting where he was, and yet he could not help contrasting his present 

state with his former, hour after hour, and day after day. 

 

Besides, he had the disagreeable fear of meeting old-time friends, ever since one such 

encounter which he made shortly after his arrival in the city. It was in Broadway that he saw a 

man approaching him whom he knew. There was no time for simulating non-recognition. The 

exchange of glances had been too sharp, the knowledge of each other too apparent. So the friend, 

a buyer for one of the Chicago wholesale houses, felt, perforce, the necessity of stopping. 

 

"How are you?" he said, extending his hand with an evident mixture of feeling and a lack 

of plausible interest. 



 

"Very well," said Hurstwood, equally embarrassed. "How is it with you?" 

 

"All right; I'm down here doing a little buying. Are you located here now?" 

 

"Yes," said Hurstwood, "I have a place down in Warren Street." 

 

"Is that so?" said the friend. "Glad to hear it. I'll come down and see you." 

 

"Do," said Hurstwood. 

 

"So long," said the other, smiling affably and going on. 

 

"He never asked for my number," thought Hurstwood; "he wouldn't think of coming." He 

wiped his forehead, which had grown damp, and hoped sincerely he would meet no one else. 

 

These things told upon his good-nature, such as it was. His one hope was that things 

would change for the better in a money way. He had Carrie. His furniture was being paid for. He 

was maintaining his position. As for Carrie, the amusements he could give her would have to do 

for the present. He could probably keep up his pretensions sufficiently long without exposure to 

make good, and then all would be well. He failed therein to take account of the frailties of human 

nature—the difficulties of matrimonial life. Carrie was young. With him and with her varying 

mental states were common. At any moment the extremes of feeling might be anti-polarised at 

the dinner table. This often happens in the best regulated families. Little things brought out on 

such occasions need great love to obliterate them afterward. Where that is not, both parties count 

two and two and make a problem after a while. 

  



CHAPTER XXXI A PET OF GOOD FORTUNE: BROADWAY FLAUNTS ITS JOYS 

The effect of the city and his own situation on Hurstwood was paralleled in the case of 

Carrie, who accepted the things which fortune provided with the most genial good-nature. New 

York, despite her first expression of disapproval, soon interested her exceedingly. Its clear 

atmosphere, more populous thoroughfares, and peculiar indifference struck her forcibly. She had 

never seen such a little flat as hers, and yet it soon enlisted her affection. The new furniture made 

an excellent showing, the sideboard which Hurstwood himself arranged gleamed brightly. The 

furniture for each room was appropriate, and in the so-called parlour, or front room, was installed 

a piano, because Carrie said she would like to learn to play. She kept a servant and developed 

rapidly in household tactics and information. For the first time in her life she felt settled, and 

somewhat justified in the eyes of society as she conceived of it. Her thoughts were merry and 

innocent enough. For a long while she concerned herself over the arrangement of New York 

flats, and wondered at ten families living in one building and all remaining strange and 

indifferent to each other. She also marvelled at the whistles of the hundreds of vessels in the 

harbour—the long, low cries of the Sound steamers and ferry-boats when fog was on. The mere 

fact that these things spoke from the sea made them wonderful. She looked much at what she 

could see of the Hudson from her west windows and of the great city building up rapidly on 

either hand. It was much to ponder over, and sufficed to entertain her for more than a year 

without becoming stale. 

 

For another thing, Hurstwood was exceedingly interesting in his affection for her. 

Troubled as he was, he never exposed his difficulties to her. He carried himself with the same 

self-important air, took his new state with easy familiarity, and rejoiced in Carrie's proclivities 

and successes. Each evening he arrived promptly to dinner, and found the little dining-room a 

most inviting spectacle. In a way, the smallness of the room added to its luxury. It looked full 

and replete. The white-covered table was arrayed with pretty dishes and lighted with a four-

armed candelabra, each light of which was topped with a red shade. Between Carrie and the girl 

the steaks and chops came out all right, and canned goods did the rest for a while. Carrie studied 

the art of making biscuit, and soon reached the stage where she could show a plate of light, 

palatable morsels for her labour. 

 

In this manner the second, third, and fourth months passed. Winter came, and with it a 

feeling that indoors was best, so that the attending of theatres was not much talked of. Hurstwood 

made great efforts to meet all expenditures without a show of feeling one way or the other. He 

pretended that he was reinvesting his money in strengthening the business for greater ends in the 

future. He contented himself with a very moderate allowance of personal apparel, and rarely 

suggested anything for Carrie. Thus the first winter passed. 

 

In the second year, the business which Hurstwood managed did increase somewhat. He 

got out of it regularly the $150 per month which he had anticipated. Unfortunately, by this time 

Carrie had reached certain conclusions, and he had scraped up a few acquaintances. 

 



Being of a passive and receptive rather than an active and aggressive nature, Carrie 

accepted the situation. Her state seemed satisfactory enough. Once in a while they would go to a 

theatre together, occasionally in season to the beaches and different points about the city, but 

they picked up no acquaintances. Hurstwood naturally abandoned his show of fine manners with 

her and modified his attitude to one of easy familiarity. There were no misunderstandings, no 

apparent differences of opinion. In fact, without money or visiting friends, he led a life which 

could neither arouse jealousy nor comment. Carrie rather sympathised with his efforts and 

thought nothing upon her lack of entertainment such as she had enjoyed in Chicago. New York 

as a corporate entity and her flat temporarily seemed sufficient. 

 

However, as Hurstwood's business increased, he, as stated, began to pick up 

acquaintances. He also began to allow himself more clothes. He convinced himself that his home 

life was very precious to him, but allowed that he could occasionally stay away from dinner. The 

first time he did this he sent a message saying that he would be detained. Carrie ate alone, and 

wished that it might not happen again. The second time, also, he sent word, but at the last 

moment. The third time he forgot entirely and explained afterwards. These events were months 

apart, each. 

 

"Where were you, George?" asked Carrie, after the first absence. 

 

"Tied up at the office," he said genially. "There were some accounts I had to straighten." 

 

"I'm sorry you couldn't get home," she said kindly. "I was fixing to have such a nice 

dinner." 

 

The second time he gave a similar excuse, but the third time the feeling about it in 

Carrie's mind was a little bit out of the ordinary. 

 

"I couldn't get home," he said, when he came in later in the evening, "I was so busy." 

 

"Couldn't you have sent me word?" asked Carrie. 

 

"I meant to," he said, "but you know I forgot it until it was too late to do any good." 

 

"And I had such a good dinner!" said Carrie. 

 

Now, it so happened that from his observations of Carrie he began to imagine that she 

was of the thoroughly domestic type of mind. He really thought, after a year, that her chief 

expression in life was finding its natural channel in household duties. Notwithstanding the fact 

that he had observed her act in Chicago, and that during the past year he had only seen her 

limited in her relations to her flat and him by conditions which he made, and that she had not 

gained any friends or associates, he drew this peculiar conclusion. With it came a feeling of 

satisfaction in having a wife who could thus be content, and this satisfaction worked its natural 



result. That is, since he imagined he saw her satisfied, he felt called upon to give only that which 

contributed to such satisfaction. He supplied the furniture, the decorations, the food, and the 

necessary clothing. Thoughts of entertaining her, leading her out into the shine and show of life, 

grew less and less. He felt attracted to the outer world, but did not think she would care to go 

along. Once he went to the theatre alone. Another time he joined a couple of his new friends at 

an evening game of poker. Since his money-feathers were beginning to grow again he felt like 

sprucing about. All this, however, in a much less imposing way than had been his wont in 

Chicago. He avoided the gay places where he would be apt to meet those who had known him. 

 

Now, Carrie began to feel this in various sensory ways. She was not the kind to be 

seriously disturbed by his actions. Not loving him greatly, she could not be jealous in a 

disturbing way. In fact, she was not jealous at all. Hurstwood was pleased with her placid 

manner, when he should have duly considered it. When he did not come home it did not seem 

anything like a terrible thing to her. She gave him credit for having the usual allurements of 

men—people to talk to, places to stop, friends to consult with. She was perfectly willing that he 

should enjoy himself in his way, but she did not care to be neglected herself. Her state still 

seemed fairly reasonable, however. All she did observe was that Hurstwood was somewhat 

different. 

 

Some time in the second year of their residence in Seventy-eighth Street the flat across 

the hall from Carrie became vacant, and into it moved a very handsome young woman and her 

husband, with both of whom Carrie afterwards became acquainted. This was brought about 

solely by the arrangement of the flats, which were united in one place, as it were, by the dumb-

waiter. This useful elevator, by which fuel, groceries, and the like were sent up from the 

basement, and garbage and waste sent down, was used by both residents of one floor; that is, a 

small door opened into it from each flat. 

 

If the occupants of both flats answered to the whistle of the janitor at the same time, they 

would stand face to face when they opened the dumb-waiter doors. One morning, when Carrie 

went to remove her paper, the newcomer, a handsome brunette of perhaps twenty-three years of 

age, was there for a like purpose. She was in a night-robe and dressing-gown, with her hair very 

much tousled, but she looked so pretty and good-natured that Carrie instantly conceived a liking 

for her. The newcomer did no more than smile shamefacedly, but it was sufficient. Carrie felt 

that she would like to know her, and a similar feeling stirred in the mind of the other, who 

admired Carrie's innocent face. 

 

"That's a real pretty woman who has moved in next door," said Carrie to Hurstwood at 

the breakfast table. 

 

"Who are they?" asked Hurstwood. 

 

"I don't know," said Carrie. "The name on the bell is Vance. Some one over there plays 

beautifully. I guess it must be she." 



 

"Well, you never can tell what sort of people you're living next to in this town, can you?" 

said Hurstwood, expressing the customary New York opinion about neighbours. 

 

"Just think," said Carrie, "I have been in this house with nine other families for over a 

year and I don't know a soul. These people have been here over a month and I haven't seen any 

one before this morning." 

 

"It's just as well," said Hurstwood. "You never know who you're going to get in with. 

Some of these people are pretty bad company." 

 

"I expect so," said Carrie, agreeably. 

 

The conversation turned to other things, and Carrie thought no more upon the subject 

until a day or two later, when, going out to market, she encountered Mrs. Vance coming in. The 

latter recognised her and nodded, for which Carrie returned a smile. This settled the probability 

of acquaintanceship. If there had been no faint recognition on this occasion, there would have 

been no future association. 

 

Carrie saw no more of Mrs. Vance for several weeks, but she heard her play through the 

thin walls which divided the front rooms of the flats, and was pleased by the merry selection of 

pieces and the brilliance of their rendition. She could play only moderately herself, and such 

variety as Mrs. Vance exercised bordered, for Carrie, upon the verge of great art. Everything she 

had seen and heard thus far—the merest scraps and shadows—indicated that these people were, 

in a measure, refined and in comfortable circumstances. So Carrie was ready for any extension of 

the friendship which might follow. 

 

One day Carrie's bell rang and the servant, who was in the kitchen, pressed the button 

which caused the front door of the general entrance on the ground floor to be electrically 

unlatched. When Carrie waited at her own door on the third floor to see who it might be coming 

up to call on her, Mrs. Vance appeared. 

 

"I hope you'll excuse me," she said. "I went out a while ago and forgot my outside key, so 

I thought I'd ring your bell." 

 

This was a common trick of other residents of the building, whenever they had forgotten 

their outside keys. They did not apologise for it, however. 

 

"Certainly," said Carrie. "I'm glad you did. I do the same thing sometimes." 

 

"Isn't it just delightful weather?" said Mrs. Vance, pausing for a moment. 

 



Thus, after a few more preliminaries, this visiting acquaintance was well launched, and in 

the young Mrs. Vance Carrie found an agreeable companion. 

 

On several occasions Carrie visited her and was visited. Both flats were good to look 

upon, though that of the Vances tended somewhat more to the luxurious. 

 

"I want you to come over this evening and meet my husband," said Mrs. Vance, not long 

after their intimacy began. "He wants to meet you. You play cards, don't you?" 

 

"A little," said Carrie. 

 

"Well, we'll have a game of cards. If your husband comes home bring him over." 

 

"He's not coming to dinner to-night," said Carrie. 

 

"Well, when he does come we'll call him in." 

 

Carrie acquiesced, and that evening met the portly Vance, an individual a few years 

younger than Hurstwood, and who owed his seemingly comfortable matrimonial state much 

more to his money than to his good looks. He thought well of Carrie upon the first glance and 

laid himself out to be genial, teaching her a new game of cards and talking to her about New 

York and its pleasures. Mrs. Vance played some upon the piano, and at last Hurstwood came. 

 

"I am very glad to meet you," he said to Mrs. Vance when Carrie introduced him, 

showing much of the old grace which had captivated Carrie. 

 

"Did you think your wife had run away?" said Mr. Vance, extending his hand upon 

introduction. 

 

"I didn't know but what she might have found a better husband," said Hurstwood. 

 

He now turned his attention to Mrs. Vance, and in a flash Carrie saw again what she for 

some time had sub-consciously missed in Hurstwood—the adroitness and flattery of which he 

was capable. She also saw that she was not well dressed—not nearly as well dressed—as Mrs. 

Vance. These were not vague ideas any longer. Her situation was cleared up for her. She felt that 

her life was becoming stale, and therein she felt cause for gloom. The old helpful, urging 

melancholy was restored. The desirous Carrie was whispered to concerning her possibilities. 

 

There were no immediate results to this awakening, for Carrie had little power of 

initiative; but, nevertheless, she seemed ever capable of getting herself into the tide of change 

where she would be easily borne along. Hurstwood noticed nothing. He had been unconscious of 

the marked contrasts which Carrie had observed. He did not even detect the shade of melancholy 



which settled in her eyes. Worst of all, she now began to feel the loneliness of the flat and seek 

the company of Mrs. Vance, who liked her exceedingly. 

 

"Let's go to the matinée this afternoon," said Mrs. Vance, who had stepped across into 

Carrie's flat one morning, still arrayed in a soft pink dressing-gown, which she had donned upon 

rising. Hurstwood and Vance had gone their separate ways nearly an hour before. 

 

"All right," said Carrie, noticing the air of the petted and well-groomed woman in Mrs. 

Vance's general appearance. She looked as though she was dearly loved and her every wish 

gratified. "What shall we see?" 

 

"Oh, I do want to see Nat Goodwin," said Mrs. Vance. "I do think he is the jolliest actor. 

The papers say this is such a good play." 

 

"What time will we have to start?" asked Carrie. 

 

"Let's go at one and walk down Broadway from Thirty-fourth Street," said Mrs. Vance. 

"It's such an interesting walk. He's at the Madison Square." 

 

"I'll be glad to go," said Carrie. "How much will we have to pay for seats?" 

 

"Not more than a dollar," said Mrs. Vance. 

 

The latter departed, and at one o'clock reappeared, stunningly arrayed in a dark-blue 

walking dress, with a nobby hat to match. Carrie had gotten herself up charmingly enough, but 

this woman pained her by contrast. She seemed to have so many dainty little things which Carrie 

had not. There were trinkets of gold, an elegant green leather purse set with her initials, a fancy 

handkerchief, exceedingly rich in design, and the like. Carrie felt that she needed more and better 

clothes to compare with this woman, and that any one looking at the two would pick Mrs. Vance 

for her raiment alone. It was a trying, though rather unjust thought, for Carrie had now developed 

an equally pleasing figure, and had grown in comeliness until she was a thoroughly attractive 

type of her colour of beauty. There was some difference in the clothing of the two, both of 

quality and age, but this difference was not especially noticeable. It served, however, to augment 

Carrie's dissatisfaction with her state. 

 

The walk down Broadway, then as now, was one of the remarkable features of the city. 

There gathered, before the matinée and afterwards, not only all the pretty women who love a 

showy parade, but the men who love to gaze upon and admire them. It was a very imposing 

procession of pretty faces and fine clothes. Women appeared in their very best hats, shoes, and 

gloves, and walked arm in arm on their way to the fine shops or theatres strung along from 

Fourteenth to Thirty-fourth streets. Equally the men paraded with the very latest they could 

afford. A tailor might have secured hints on suit measurements, a shoemaker on proper lasts and 

colours, a hatter on hats. It was literally true that if a lover of fine clothes secured a new suit, it 



was sure to have its first airing on Broadway. So true and well understood was this fact, that 

several years later a popular song, detailing this and other facts concerning the afternoon parade 

on matinée days, and entitled "What Right Has He on Broadway?" was published, and had quite 

a vogue about the music-halls of the city. 

 

In all her stay in the city, Carrie had never heard of this showy parade; had never even 

been on Broadway when it was taking place. On the other hand, it was a familiar thing to Mrs. 

Vance, who not only knew of it as an entity, but had often been in it, going purposely to see and 

be seen, to create a stir with her beauty and dispel any tendency to fall short in dressiness by 

contrasting herself with the beauty and fashion of the town. 

 

Carrie stepped along easily enough after they got out of the car at Thirty-fourth Street, 

but soon fixed her eyes upon the lovely company which swarmed by and with them as they 

proceeded. She noticed suddenly that Mrs. Vance's manner had rather stiffened under the gaze of 

handsome men and elegantly dressed ladies, whose glances were not modified by any rules of 

propriety. To stare seemed the proper and natural thing. Carrie found herself stared at and ogled. 

Men in flawless top-coats, high hats, and silver-headed walking sticks elbowed near and looked 

too often into conscious eyes. Ladies rustled by in dresses of stiff cloth, shedding affected smiles 

and perfume. Carrie noticed among them the sprinkling of goodness and the heavy percentage of 

vice. The rouged and powdered cheeks and lips, the scented hair, the large, misty, and 

languorous eye, were common enough. With a start she awoke to find that she was in fashion's 

crowd, on parade in a show place—and such a show place! Jewellers' windows gleamed along 

the path with remarkable frequency. Florist shops, furriers, haberdashers, confectioners—all 

followed in rapid succession. The street was full of coaches. Pompous doormen in immense 

coats, shiny brass belts and buttons, waited in front of expensive salesrooms. Coachmen in tan 

boots, white tights, and blue jackets waited obsequiously for the mistresses of carriages who 

were shopping inside. The whole street bore the flavour of riches and show, and Carrie felt that 

she was not of it. She could not, for the life of her, assume the attitude and smartness of Mrs. 

Vance, who, in her beauty, was all assurance. She could only imagine that it must be evident to 

many that she was the less handsomely dressed of the two. It cut her to the quick, and she 

resolved that she would not come here again until she looked better. At the same time she longed 

to feel the delight of parading here as an equal. Ah, then she would be happy! 

  



CHAPTER XXXII THE FEAST OF BELSHAZZAR: A SEER TO TRANSLATE 

Such feelings as were generated in Carrie by this walk put her in an exceedingly 

receptive mood for the pathos which followed in the play. The actor whom they had gone to see 

had achieved his popularity by presenting a mellow type of comedy, in which sufficient sorrow 

was introduced to lend contrast and relief to humour. For Carrie, as we well know, the stage had 

a great attraction. She had never forgotten her one histrionic achievement in Chicago. It dwelt in 

her mind and occupied her consciousness during many long afternoons in which her rocking-

chair and her latest novel contributed the only pleasures of her state. Never could she witness a 

play without having her own ability vividly brought to consciousness. Some scenes made her 

long to be a part of them—to give expression to the feelings which she, in the place of the 

character represented, would feel. Almost invariably she would carry the vivid imaginations 

away with her and brood over them the next day alone. She lived as much in these things as in 

the realities which made up her daily life. 

 

It was not often that she came to the play stirred to her heart's core by actualities. To-day 

a low song of longing had been set singing in her heart by the finery, the merriment, the beauty 

she had seen. Oh, these women who had passed her by, hundreds and hundreds strong, who were 

they? Whence came the rich, elegant dresses, the astonishingly coloured buttons, the knick-

knacks of silver and gold? Where were these lovely creatures housed? Amid what elegancies of 

carved furniture, decorated walls, elaborate tapestries did they move? Where were their rich 

apartments, loaded with all that money could provide? In what stables champed these sleek, 

nervous horses and rested the gorgeous carriages? Where lounged the richly groomed footmen? 

Oh, the mansions, the lights, the perfume, the loaded boudoirs and tables! New York must be 

filled with such bowers, or the beautiful, insolent, supercilious creatures could not be. Some hot-

houses held them. It ached her to know that she was not one of them—that, alas, she had 

dreamed a dream and it had not come true. She wondered at her own solitude these two years 

past—her indifference to the fact that she had never achieved what she had expected. 

 

The play was one of those drawing-room concoctions in which charmingly overdressed 

ladies and gentlemen suffer the pangs of love and jealousy amid gilded surroundings. Such bon-

mots are ever enticing to those who have all their days longed for such material surroundings and 

have never had them gratified. They have the charm of showing suffering under ideal conditions. 

Who would not grieve upon a gilded chair? Who would not suffer amid perfumed tapestries, 

cushioned furniture, and liveried servants? Grief under such circumstances becomes an enticing 

thing. Carrie longed to be of it. She wanted to take her sufferings, whatever they were, in such a 

world, or failing that, at least to simulate them under such charming conditions upon the stage. 

So affected was her mind by what she had seen, that the play now seemed an extraordinarily 

beautiful thing. She was soon lost in the world it represented, and wished that she might never 

return. Between the acts she studied the galaxy of matinée attendants in front rows and boxes, 

and conceived a new idea of the possibilities of New York. She was sure she had not seen it all—

that the city was one whirl of pleasure and delight. 

 



Going out, the same Broadway taught her a sharper lesson. The scene she had witnessed 

coming down was now augmented and at its height. Such a crush of finery and folly she had 

never seen. It clinched her convictions concerning her state. She had not lived, could not lay 

claim to having lived, until something of this had come into her own life. Women were spending 

money like water; she could see that in every elegant shop she passed. Flowers, candy, jewelry, 

seemed the principal things in which the elegant dames were interested. And she—she had 

scarcely enough pin money to indulge in such outings as this a few times a month. 

 

That night the pretty little flat seemed a commonplace thing. It was not what the rest of 

the world was enjoying. She saw the servant working at dinner with an indifferent eye. In her 

mind were running scenes of the play. Particularly she remembered one beautiful actress—the 

sweetheart who had been wooed and won. The grace of this woman had won Carrie's heart. Her 

dresses had been all that art could suggest, her sufferings had been so real. The anguish which 

she had portrayed Carrie could feel. It was done as she was sure she could do it. There were 

places in which she could even do better. Hence she repeated the lines to herself. Oh, if she could 

only have such a part, how broad would be her life! She, too, could act appealingly. 

 

When Hurstwood came, Carrie was moody. She was sitting, rocking and thinking, and 

did not care to have her enticing imaginations broken in upon; so she said little or nothing. 

 

"What's the matter, Carrie?" said Hurstwood after a time, noticing her quiet, almost 

moody state. 

 

"Nothing," said Carrie. "I don't feel very well to-night." 

 

"Not sick, are you?" he asked, approaching very close. 

 

"Oh, no," she said, almost pettishly, "I just don't feel very good." 

 

"That's too bad," he said, stepping away and adjusting his vest after his slight bending 

over. "I was thinking we might go to a show to-night." 

 

"I don't want to go," said Carrie, annoyed that her fine visions should have thus been 

broken into and driven out of her mind. "I've been to the matinée this afternoon." 

 

"Oh, you have?" said Hurstwood. "What was it?" 

 

"A Gold Mine." 

 

"How was it?" 

 

"Pretty good," said Carrie. 

 



"And you don't want to go again to-night?" 

 

"I don't think I do," she said. 

 

Nevertheless, wakened out of her melancholia and called to the dinner table, she changed 

her mind. A little food in the stomach does wonders. She went again, and in so doing temporarily 

recovered her equanimity. The great awakening blow had, however, been delivered. As often as 

she might recover from these discontented thoughts now, they would occur again. Time and 

repetition—ah, the wonder of it! The dropping water and the solid stone—how utterly it yields at 

last! 

 

Not long after this matinée experience—perhaps a month—Mrs. Vance invited Carrie to 

an evening at the theatre with them. She heard Carrie say that Hurstwood was not coming home 

to dinner. 

 

"Why don't you come with us? Don't get dinner for yourself. We're going down to 

Sherry's for dinner and then over to the Lyceum. Come along with us." 

 

"I think I will," answered Carrie. 

 

She began to dress at three o'clock for her departure at half-past five for the noted dining-

room which was then crowding Delmonico's for position in society. In this dressing Carrie 

showed the influence of her association with the dashing Mrs. Vance. She had constantly had her 

attention called by the latter to novelties in everything which pertains to a woman's apparel. 

 

"Are you going to get such and such a hat?" or, "Have you seen the new gloves with the 

oval pearl buttons?" were but sample phrases out of a large selection. 

 

"The next time you get a pair of shoes, dearie," said Mrs. Vance, "get button, with thick 

soles and patent-leather tips. They're all the rage this fall." 

 

"I will," said Carrie. 

 

"Oh, dear, have you seen the new shirtwaists at Altman's? They have some of the 

loveliest patterns. I saw one there that I know would look stunning on you. I said so when I saw 

it." 

 

Carrie listened to these things with considerable interest, for they were suggested with 

more of friendliness than is usually common between pretty women. Mrs. Vance liked Carrie's 

stable good-nature so well that she really took pleasure in suggesting to her the latest things. 

 



"Why don't you get yourself one of those nice serge skirts they're selling at Lord & 

Taylor's?" she said one day. "They're the circular style, and they're going to be worn from now 

on. A dark blue one would look so nice on you." 

 

Carrie listened with eager ears. These things never came up between her and Hurstwood. 

Nevertheless, she began to suggest one thing and another, which Hurstwood agreed to without 

any expression of opinion. He noticed the new tendency on Carrie's part, and finally, hearing 

much of Mrs. Vance and her delightful ways, suspected whence the change came. He was not 

inclined to offer the slightest objection so soon, but he felt that Carrie's wants were expanding. 

This did not appeal to him exactly, but he cared for her in his own way, and so the thing stood. 

Still, there was something in the details of the transactions which caused Carrie to feel that her 

requests were not a delight to him. He did not enthuse over the purchases. This led her to believe 

that neglect was creeping in, and so another small wedge was entered. 

 

Nevertheless, one of the results of Mrs. Vance's suggestions was the fact that on this 

occasion Carrie was dressed somewhat to her own satisfaction. She had on her best, but there 

was comfort in the thought that if she must confine herself to a best, it was neat and fitting. She 

looked the well-groomed woman of twenty-one, and Mrs. Vance praised her, which brought 

colour to her plump cheeks and a noticeable brightness into her large eyes. It was threatening 

rain, and Mr. Vance, at his wife's request, had called a coach. 

 

"Your husband isn't coming?" suggested Mr. Vance, as he met Carrie in his little parlour. 

 

"No; he said he wouldn't be home for dinner." 

 

"Better leave a little note for him, telling him where we are. He might turn up." 

 

"I will," said Carrie, who had not thought of it before. 

 

"Tell him we'll be at Sherry's until eight o'clock. He knows, though, I guess." 

 

Carrie crossed the hall with rustling skirts, and scrawled the note, gloves on. When she 

returned a newcomer was in the Vance flat. 

 

"Mrs. Wheeler, let me introduce Mr. Ames, a cousin of mine," said Mrs. Vance. "He's 

going along with us, aren't you, Bob?" 

 

"I'm very glad to meet you," said Ames, bowing politely to Carrie. 

 

The latter caught in a glance the dimensions of a very stalwart figure. She also noticed 

that he was smooth-shaven, good looking, and young, but nothing more. 

 



"Mr. Ames is just down in New York for a few days," put in Vance, "and we're trying to 

show him around a little." 

 

"Oh, are you?" said Carrie, taking another glance at the newcomer. 

 

"Yes; I am just on here from Indianapolis for a week or so," said young Ames, seating 

himself on the edge of a chair to wait while Mrs. Vance completed the last touches of her toilet. 

 

"I guess you find New York quite a thing to see, don't you?" said Carrie, venturing 

something to avoid a possible deadly silence. 

 

"It is rather large to get around in a week," answered Ames, pleasantly. 

 

He was an exceedingly genial soul, this young man, and wholly free of affectation. It 

seemed to Carrie he was as yet only overcoming the last traces of the bashfulness of youth. He 

did not seem apt at conversation, but he had the merit of being well dressed and wholly 

courageous. Carrie felt as if it were not going to be hard to talk to him. 

 

"Well, I guess we're ready now. The coach is outside." 

 

"Come on, people," said Mrs. Vance, coming in smiling. "Bob, you'll have to look after 

Mrs. Wheeler." 

 

"I'll try to," said Bob smiling, and edging closer to Carrie. "You won't need much 

watching, will you?" he volunteered, in a sort of ingratiating and help-me-out kind of way. 

 

"Not very, I hope," said Carrie. 

 

They descended the stairs, Mrs. Vance offering suggestions, and climbed into the open 

coach. 

 

"All right," said Vance, slamming the coach door, and the conveyance rolled away. 

 

"What is it we're going to see?" asked Ames. 

 

"Sothern," said Vance, "in 'Lord Chumley.'" 

 

"Oh, he is so good!" said Mrs. Vance. "He's just the funniest man." 

 

"I notice the papers praise it," said Ames. 

 

"I haven't any doubt," put in Vance, "but we'll all enjoy it very much." 

 



Ames had taken a seat beside Carrie, and accordingly he felt it his bounden duty to pay 

her some attention. He was interested to find her so young a wife, and so pretty, though it was 

only a respectful interest. There was nothing of the dashing lady's man about him. He had respect 

for the married state, and thought only of some pretty marriageable girls in Indianapolis. 

 

"Are you a born New Yorker?" asked Ames of Carrie. 

 

"Oh, no; I've only been here for two years." 

 

"Oh, well, you've had time to see a great deal of it, anyhow." 

 

"I don't seem to have," answered Carrie. "It's about as strange to me as when I first came 

here." 

 

"You're not from the West, are you?" 

 

"Yes. I'm from Wisconsin," she answered. 

 

"Well, it does seem as if most people in this town haven't been here so very long. I hear 

of lots of Indiana people in my line who are here." 

 

"What is your line?" asked Carrie. 

 

"I'm connected with an electrical company," said the youth. 

 

Carrie followed up this desultory conversation with occasional interruptions from the 

Vances. Several times it became general and partially humorous, and in that manner the 

restaurant was reached. 

 

Carrie had noticed the appearance of gayety and pleasure-seeking in the streets which 

they were following. Coaches were numerous, pedestrians many, and in Fifty-ninth Street the 

street cars were crowded. At Fifty-ninth Street and Fifth Avenue a blaze of lights from several 

new hotels which bordered the Plaza Square gave a suggestion of sumptuous hotel life. Fifth 

Avenue, the home of the wealthy, was noticeably crowded with carriages, and gentlemen in 

evening dress. At Sherry's an imposing doorman opened the coach door and helped them out. 

Young Ames held Carrie's elbow as he helped her up the steps. They entered the lobby already 

swarming with patrons, and then, after divesting themselves of their wraps, went into a 

sumptuous dining-room. 

 

In all Carrie's experience she had never seen anything like this. In the whole time she had 

been in New York Hurstwood's modified state had not permitted his bringing her to such a place. 

There was an almost indescribable atmosphere about it which convinced the newcomer that this 

was the proper thing. Here was the place where the matter of expense limited the patrons to the 



moneyed or pleasure-loving class. Carrie had read of it often in the "Morning" and "Evening 

World." She had seen notices of dances, parties, balls, and suppers at Sherry's. The Misses So-

and-so would give a party on Wednesday evening at Sherry's. Young Mr. So-and-so would 

entertain a party of friends at a private luncheon on the sixteenth, at Sherry's. The common run of 

conventional, perfunctory notices of the doings of society, which she could scarcely refrain from 

scanning each day, had given her a distinct idea of the gorgeousness and luxury of this wonderful 

temple of gastronomy. Now, at last, she was really in it. She had come up the imposing steps, 

guarded by the large and portly doorman. She had seen the lobby, guarded by another large and 

portly gentleman, and been waited upon by uniformed youths who took care of canes, overcoats, 

and the like. Here was the splendid dining-chamber, all decorated and aglow, where the wealthy 

ate. Ah, how fortunate was Mrs. Vance; young, beautiful, and well off—at least, sufficiently so 

to come here in a coach. What a wonderful thing it was to be rich. 

 

Vance led the way through lanes of shining tables, at which were seated parties of two, 

three, four, five, or six. The air of assurance and dignity about it all was exceedingly noticeable 

to the novitiate. Incandescent lights, the reflection of their glow in polished glasses, and the shine 

of gilt upon the walls, combined into one tone of light which it requires minutes of complacent 

observation to separate and take particular note of. The white shirt fronts of the gentlemen, the 

bright costumes of the ladies, diamonds, jewels, fine feathers—all were exceedingly noticeable. 

 

Carrie walked with an air equal to that of Mrs. Vance, and accepted the seat which the 

head waiter provided for her. She was keenly aware of all the little things that were done—the 

little genuflections and attentions of the waiters and head waiter which Americans pay for. The 

air with which the latter pulled out each chair, and the wave of the hand with which he motioned 

them to be seated, were worth several dollars in themselves. 

 

Once seated, there began that exhibition of showy, wasteful, and unwholesome 

gastronomy as practised by wealthy Americans, which is the wonder and astonishment of true 

culture and dignity the world over. The large bill of fare held an array of dishes sufficient to feed 

an army, sidelined with prices which made reasonable expenditure a ridiculous impossibility—an 

order of soup at fifty cents or a dollar, with a dozen kinds to choose from; oysters in forty styles 

and at sixty cents the half-dozen; entrées, fish, and meats at prices which would house one over 

night in an average hotel. One dollar fifty and two dollars seemed to be the most common figures 

upon this most tastefully printed bill of fare. 

 

Carrie noticed this, and in scanning it the price of spring chicken carried her back to that 

other bill of fare and far different occasion when, for the first time, she sat with Drouet in a good 

restaurant in Chicago. It was only momentary—a sad note as out of an old song—and then it was 

gone. But in that flash was seen the other Carrie—poor, hungry, drifting at her wits' ends, and all 

Chicago a cold and closed world, from which she only wandered because she could not find 

work. 

 



On the walls were designs in colour, square spots of robin's-egg blue, set in ornate frames 

of gilt, whose corners were elaborate mouldings of fruit and flowers, with fat cupids hovering in 

angelic comfort. On the ceilings were coloured traceries with more gilt, leading to a centre where 

spread a cluster of lights—incandescent globes mingled with glittering prisms and stucco tendrils 

of gilt. The floor was of a reddish hue, waxed and polished, and in every direction were 

mirrors—tall, brilliant, bevel-edged mirrors—reflecting and re-reflecting forms, faces, and 

candelabra a score and a hundred times. 

 

The tables were not so remarkable in themselves, and yet the imprint of Sherry upon the 

napery, the name of Tiffany upon the silverware, the name of Haviland upon the china, and over 

all the glow of the small, red-shaded candelabra and the reflected tints of the walls on garments 

and faces, made them seem remarkable. Each waiter added an air of exclusiveness and elegance 

by the manner in which he bowed, scraped, touched, and trifled with things. The exclusively 

personal attention which he devoted to each one, standing half bent, ear to one side, elbows 

akimbo, saying: "Soup—green turtle, yes. One portion, yes. Oysters—certainly—half-dozen—

yes. Asparagus. Olives—yes." 

 

It would be the same with each one, only Vance essayed to order for all, inviting counsel 

and suggestions. Carrie studied the company with open eyes. So this was high life in New York. 

It was so that the rich spent their days and evenings. Her poor little mind could not rise above 

applying each scene to all society. Every fine lady must be in the crowd on Broadway in the 

afternoon, in the theatre at the matinée, in the coaches and dining-halls at night. It must be glow 

and shine everywhere, with coaches waiting, and footmen attending, and she was out of it all. In 

two long years she had never even been in such a place as this. 

 

Vance was in his element here, as Hurstwood would have been in former days. He 

ordered freely of soup, oysters, roast meats, and side dishes, and had several bottles of wine 

brought, which were set down beside the table in a wicker basket. 

 

Ames was looking away rather abstractedly at the crowd and showed an interesting 

profile to Carrie. His forehead was high, his nose rather large and strong, his chin moderately 

pleasing. He had a good, wide, well-shaped mouth, and his dark-brown hair was parted slightly 

on one side. He seemed to have the least touch of boyishness to Carrie, and yet he was a man full 

grown. 

 

"Do you know," he said, turning back to Carrie, after his reflection, "I sometimes think it 

is a shame for people to spend so much money this way." 

 

Carrie looked at him a moment with the faintest touch of surprise at his seriousness. He 

seemed to be thinking about something over which she had never pondered. 

 

"Do you?" she answered, interestedly. 

 



"Yes," he said, "they pay so much more than these things are worth. They put on so much 

show." 

 

"I don't know why people shouldn't spend when they have it," said Mrs. Vance. 

 

"It doesn't do any harm," said Vance, who was still studying the bill of fare, though he 

had ordered. 

 

Ames was looking away again, and Carrie was again looking at his forehead. To her he 

seemed to be thinking about strange things. As he studied the crowd his eye was mild. 

 

"Look at that woman's dress over there," he said, again turning to Carrie, and nodding in 

a direction. 

 

"Where?" said Carrie, following his eyes. 

 

"Over there in the corner—way over. Do you see that brooch?" 

 

"Isn't it large?" said Carrie. 

 

"One of the largest clusters of jewels I have ever seen," said Ames. 

 

"It is, isn't it?" said Carrie. She felt as if she would like to be agreeable to this young man, 

and also there came with it, or perhaps preceded it, the slightest shade of a feeling that he was 

better educated than she was—that his mind was better. He seemed to look it, and the saving 

grace in Carrie was that she could understand that people could be wiser. She had seen a number 

of people in her life who reminded her of what she had vaguely come to think of as scholars. 

This strong young man beside her, with his clear, natural look, seemed to get a hold of things 

which she did not quite understand, but approved of. It was fine to be so, as a man, she thought. 

 

The conversation changed to a book that was having its vogue at the time—"Moulding a 

Maiden," by Albert Ross. Mrs. Vance had read it. Vance had seen it discussed in some of the 

papers. 

 

"A man can make quite a strike writing a book," said Vance. "I notice this fellow Ross is 

very much talked about." He was looking at Carrie as he spoke. 

 

"I hadn't heard of him," said Carrie, honestly. 

 

"Oh, I have," said Mrs. Vance. "He's written lots of things. This last story is pretty good." 

 

"He doesn't amount to much," said Ames. 

 



Carrie turned her eyes toward him as to an oracle. 

 

"His stuff is nearly as bad as 'Dora Thorne,'" concluded Ames. 

 

Carrie felt this as a personal reproof. She read "Dora Thorne," or had a great deal in the 

past. It seemed only fair to her, but she supposed that people thought it very fine. Now this clear-

eyed, fine-headed youth, who looked something like a student to her, made fun of it. It was poor 

to him, not worth reading. She looked down, and for the first time felt the pain of not 

understanding. 

 

Yet there was nothing sarcastic or supercilious in the way Ames spoke. He had very little 

of that in him. Carrie felt that it was just kindly thought of a high order—the right thing to think, 

and wondered what else was right, according to him. He seemed to notice that she listened and 

rather sympathised with him, and from now on he talked mostly to her. 

 

As the waiter bowed and scraped about, felt the dishes to see if they were hot enough, 

brought spoons and forks, and did all those little attentive things calculated to impress the luxury 

of the situation upon the diner, Ames also leaned slightly to one side and told her of Indianapolis 

in an intelligent way. He really had a very bright mind, which was finding its chief development 

in electrical knowledge. His sympathies for other forms of information, however, and for types 

of people, were quick and warm. The red glow on his head gave it a sandy tinge and put a bright 

glint in his eye. Carrie noticed all these things as he leaned toward her and felt exceedingly 

young. This man was far ahead of her. He seemed wiser than Hurstwood, saner and brighter than 

Drouet. He seemed innocent and clean, and she thought that he was exceedingly pleasant. She 

noticed, also, that his interest in her was a far-off one. She was not in his life, nor any of the 

things that touched his life, and yet now, as he spoke of these things, they appealed to her. 

 

"I shouldn't care to be rich," he told her, as the dinner proceeded and the supply of food 

warmed up his sympathies; "not rich enough to spend my money this way." 

 

"Oh, wouldn't you?" said Carrie, the, to her, new attitude forcing itself distinctly upon her 

for the first time. 

 

"No," he said. "What good would it do? A man doesn't need this sort of thing to be 

happy." 

 

Carrie thought of this doubtfully; but, coming from him, it had weight with her. 

 

"He probably could be happy," she thought to herself, "all alone. He's so strong." 

 

Mr. and Mrs. Vance kept up a running fire of interruptions, and these impressive things 

by Ames came at odd moments. They were sufficient, however, for the atmosphere that went 

with this youth impressed itself upon Carrie without words. There was something in him, or the 



world he moved in, which appealed to her. He reminded her of scenes she had seen on the 

stage—the sorrows and sacrifices that always went with she knew not what. He had taken away 

some of the bitterness of the contrast between this life and her life, and all by a certain calm 

indifference which concerned only him. 

 

As they went out, he took her arm and helped her into the coach, and then they were off 

again, and so to the show. 

 

During the acts Carrie found herself listening to him very attentively. He mentioned 

things in the play which she most approved of—things which swayed her deeply. 

 

"Don't you think it rather fine to be an actor?" she asked once. 

 

"Yes, I do," he said, "to be a good one. I think the theatre a great thing." 

 

Just this little approval set Carrie's heart bounding. Ah, if she could only be an actress—a 

good one! This man was wise—he knew—and he approved of it. If she were a fine actress, such 

men as he would approve of her. She felt that he was good to speak as he had, although it did not 

concern her at all. She did not know why she felt this way. 

 

At the close of the show it suddenly developed that he was not going back with them. 

 

"Oh, aren't you?" said Carrie, with an unwarrantable feeling. 

 

"Oh, no," he said; "I'm stopping right around here in Thirty-third Street." 

 

Carrie could not say anything else, but somehow this development shocked her. She had 

been regretting the wane of a pleasant evening, but she had thought there was a half-hour more. 

Oh, the half-hours, the minutes of the world; what miseries and griefs are crowded into them! 

 

She said good-bye with feigned indifference. What matter could it make? Still, the coach 

seemed lorn. 

 

When she went into her own flat she had this to think about. She did not know whether 

she would ever see this man any more. What difference could it make—what difference could it 

make? 

 

Hurstwood had returned, and was already in bed. His clothes were scattered loosely 

about. Carrie came to the door and saw him, then retreated. She did not want to go in yet a while. 

She wanted to think. It was disagreeable to her. 

 



Back in the dining-room she sat in her chair and rocked. Her little hands were folded 

tightly as she thought. Through a fog of longing and conflicting desires she was beginning to see. 

Oh, ye legions of hope and pity—of sorrow and pain! She was rocking, and beginning to see. 

  



CHAPTER XXXIII WITHOUT THE WALLED CITY: THE SLOPE OF THE YEARS 

The immediate result of this was nothing. Results from such things are usually long in 

growing. Morning brings a change of feeling. The existent condition invariably pleads for itself. 

It is only at odd moments that we get glimpses of the misery of things. The heart understands 

when it is confronted with contrasts. Take them away and the ache subsides. 

 

Carrie went on, leading much this same life for six months thereafter or more. She did not 

see Ames any more. He called once upon the Vances, but she only heard about it through the 

young wife. Then he went West, and there was a gradual subsidence of whatever personal 

attraction had existed. The mental effect of the thing had not gone, however, and never would 

entirely. She had an ideal to contrast men by—particularly men close to her. 

 

During all this time—a period rapidly approaching three years—Hurstwood had been 

moving along in an even path. There was no apparent slope downward, and distinctly none 

upward, so far as the casual observer might have seen. But psychologically there was a change, 

which was marked enough to suggest the future very distinctly indeed. This was in the mere 

matter of the halt his career had received when he departed from Chicago. A man's fortune or 

material progress is very much the same as his bodily growth. Either he is growing stronger, 

healthier, wiser, as the youth approaching manhood, or he is growing weaker, older, less incisive 

mentally, as the man approaching old age. There are no other states. Frequently there is a period 

between the cessation of youthful accretion and the setting in, in the case of the middle-aged 

man, of the tendency toward decay when the two processes are almost perfectly balanced and 

there is little doing in either direction. Given time enough, however, the balance becomes a 

sagging to the grave side. Slowly at first, then with a modest momentum, and at last the 

graveward process is in the full swing. So it is frequently with man's fortune. If its process of 

accretion is never halted, if the balancing stage is never reached, there will be no toppling. Rich 

men are, frequently, in these days, saved from this dissolution of their fortune by their ability to 

hire younger brains. These younger brains look upon the interests of the fortune as their own, and 

so steady and direct its progress. If each individual were left absolutely to the care of his own 

interests, and were given time enough in which to grow exceedingly old, his fortune would pass 

as his strength and will. He and his would be utterly dissolved and scattered unto the four winds 

of the heavens. 

 

But now see wherein the parallel changes. A fortune, like a man, is an organism which 

draws to itself other minds and other strength than that inherent in the founder. Beside the young 

minds drawn to it by salaries, it becomes allied with young forces, which make for its existence 

even when the strength and wisdom of the founder are fading. It may be conserved by the growth 

of a community or of a state. It may be involved in providing something for which there is a 

growing demand. This removes it at once beyond the special care of the founder. It needs not so 

much foresight now as direction. The man wanes, the need continues or grows, and the fortune, 

fallen into whose hands it may, continues. Hence, some men never recognise the turning in the 

tide of their abilities. It is only in chance cases, where a fortune or a state of success is wrested 



from them, that the lack of ability to do as they did formerly becomes apparent. Hurstwood, set 

down under new conditions, was in a position to see that he was no longer young. If he did not, it 

was due wholly to the fact that his state was so well balanced that an absolute change for the 

worse did not show. 

 

Not trained to reason or introspect himself, he could not analyse the change that was 

taking place in his mind, and hence his body, but he felt the depression of it. Constant 

comparison between his old state and his new showed a balance for the worse, which produced a 

constant state of gloom or, at least, depression. Now, it has been shown experimentally that a 

constantly subdued frame of mind produces certain poisons in the blood, called katastates, just as 

virtuous feelings of pleasure and delight produce helpful chemicals called anastates. The poisons 

generated by remorse inveigh against the system, and eventually produce marked physical 

deterioration. To these Hurstwood was subject. 

 

In the course of time it told upon his temper. His eye no longer possessed that buoyant, 

searching shrewdness which had characterised it in Adams Street. His step was not as sharp and 

firm. He was given to thinking, thinking, thinking. The new friends he made were not celebrities. 

They were of a cheaper, a slightly more sensual and cruder, grade. He could not possibly take the 

pleasure in this company that he had in that of those fine frequenters of the Chicago resort. He 

was left to brood. 

 

Slowly, exceedingly slowly, his desire to greet, conciliate, and make at home these 

people who visited the Warren Street place passed from him. More and more slowly the 

significance of the realm he had left began to be clear. It did not seem so wonderful to be in it 

when he was in it. It had seemed very easy for any one to get up there and have ample raiment 

and money to spend, but now that he was out of it, how far off it became. He began to see as one 

sees a city with a wall about it. Men were posted at the gates. You could not get in. Those inside 

did not care to come out to see who you were. They were so merry inside there that all those 

outside were forgotten, and he was on the outside. 

 

Each day he could read in the evening papers of the doings within this walled city. In the 

notices of passengers for Europe he read the names of eminent frequenters of his old resort. In 

the theatrical column appeared, from time to time, announcements of the latest successes of men 

he had known. He knew that they were at their old gayeties. Pullmans were hauling them to and 

fro about the land, papers were greeting them with interesting mentions, the elegant lobbies of 

hotels and the glow of polished dining-rooms were keeping them close within the walled city. 

Men whom he had known, men whom he had tipped glasses with—rich men, and he was 

forgotten! Who was Mr. Wheeler? What was the Warren Street resort? Bah! 

 

If one thinks that such thoughts do not come to so common a type of mind—that such 

feelings require a higher mental development—I would urge for their consideration the fact that 

it is the higher mental development that does away with such thoughts. It is the higher mental 

development which induces philosophy and that fortitude which refuses to dwell upon such 



things—refuses to be made to suffer by their consideration. The common type of mind is 

exceedingly keen on all matters which relate to its physical welfare—exceedingly keen. It is the 

unintellectual miser who sweats blood at the loss of a hundred dollars. It is the Epictetus who 

smiles when the last vestige of physical welfare is removed. 

 

The time came, in the third year, when this thinking began to produce results in the 

Warren Street place. The tide of patronage dropped a little below what it had been at its best 

since he had been there. This irritated and worried him. 

 

There came a night when he confessed to Carrie that the business was not doing as well 

this month as it had the month before. This was in lieu of certain suggestions she had made 

concerning little things she wanted to buy. She had not failed to notice that he did not seem to 

consult her about buying clothes for himself. For the first time, it struck her as a ruse, or that he 

said it so that she would not think of asking for things. Her reply was mild enough, but her 

thoughts were rebellious. He was not looking after her at all. She was depending for her 

enjoyment upon the Vances. 

 

And now the latter announced that they were going away. It was approaching spring, and 

they were going North. 

 

"Oh, yes," said Mrs. Vance to Carrie, "we think we might as well give up the flat and 

store our things. We'll be gone for the summer, and it would be a useless expense. I think we'll 

settle a little farther down town when we come back." 

 

Carrie heard this with genuine sorrow. She had enjoyed Mrs. Vance's companionship so 

much. There was no one else in the house whom she knew. Again she would be all alone. 

 

Hurstwood's gloom over the slight decrease in profits and the departure of the Vances 

came together. So Carrie had loneliness and this mood of her husband to enjoy at the same time. 

It was a grievous thing. She became restless and dissatisfied, not exactly, as she thought, with 

Hurstwood, but with life. What was it? A very dull round indeed. What did she have? Nothing 

but this narrow, little flat. The Vances could travel, they could do the things worth doing, and 

here she was. For what was she made, anyhow? More thought followed, and then tears—tears 

seemed justified, and the only relief in the world. 

 

For another period this state continued, the twain leading a rather monotonous life, and 

then there was a slight change for the worse. One evening, Hurstwood, after thinking about a 

way to modify Carrie's desire for clothes and the general strain upon his ability to provide, said: 

 

"I don't think I'll ever be able to do much with Shaughnessy." 

 

"What's the matter?" said Carrie. 

 



"Oh, he's a slow, greedy 'mick'! He won't agree to anything to improve the place, and it 

won't ever pay without it." 

 

"Can't you make him?" said Carrie. 

 

"No; I've tried. The only thing I can see, if I want to improve, is to get hold of a place of 

my own." 

 

"Why don't you?" said Carrie. 

 

"Well, all I have is tied up in there just now. If I had a chance to save a while I think I 

could open a place that would give us plenty of money." 

 

"Can't we save?" said Carrie. 

 

"We might try it," he suggested. "I've been thinking that if we'd take a smaller flat down 

town and live economically for a year, I would have enough, with what I have invested, to open 

a good place. Then we could arrange to live as you want to." 

 

"It would suit me all right," said Carrie, who, nevertheless, felt badly to think it had come 

to this. Talk of a smaller flat sounded like poverty. 

 

"There are lots of nice little flats down around Sixth Avenue, below Fourteenth Street. 

We might get one down there." 

 

"I'll look at them if you say so," said Carrie. 

 

"I think I could break away from this fellow inside of a year," said Hurstwood. "Nothing 

will ever come of this arrangement as it's going on now." 

 

"I'll look around," said Carrie, observing that the proposed change seemed to be a serious 

thing with him. 

 

The upshot of this was that the change was eventually effected; not without great gloom 

on the part of Carrie. It really affected her more seriously than anything that had yet happened. 

She began to look upon Hurstwood wholly as a man, and not as a lover or husband. She felt 

thoroughly bound to him as a wife, and that her lot was cast with his, whatever it might be; but 

she began to see that he was gloomy and taciturn, not a young, strong, and buoyant man. He 

looked a little bit old to her about the eyes and mouth now, and there were other things which 

placed him in his true rank, so far as her estimation was concerned. She began to feel that she 

had made a mistake. Incidentally, she also began to recall the fact that he had practically forced 

her to flee with him. 

 



The new flat was located in Thirteenth Street, a half block west of Sixth Avenue, and 

contained only four rooms. The new neighbourhood did not appeal to Carrie as much. There 

were no trees here, no west view of the river. The street was solidly built up. There were twelve 

families here, respectable enough, but nothing like the Vances. Richer people required more 

space. 

 

Being left alone in this little place, Carrie did without a girl. She made it charming 

enough, but could not make it delight her. Hurstwood was not inwardly pleased to think that they 

should have to modify their state, but he argued that he could do nothing. He must put the best 

face on it, and let it go at that. 

 

He tried to show Carrie that there was no cause for financial alarm, but only 

congratulation over the chance he would have at the end of the year by taking her rather more 

frequently to the theatre and by providing a liberal table. This was for the time only. He was 

getting in the frame of mind where he wanted principally to be alone and to be allowed to think. 

The disease of brooding was beginning to claim him as a victim. Only the newspapers and his 

own thoughts were worth while. The delight of love had again slipped away. It was a case of 

live, now, making the best you can out of a very commonplace station in life. 

 

The road downward has but few landings and level places. The very state of his mind, 

superinduced by his condition, caused the breach to widen between him and his partner. At last 

that individual began to wish that Hurstwood was out of it. It so happened, however, that a real 

estate deal on the part of the owner of the land arranged things even more effectually than ill-will 

could have schemed. 

 

"Did you see that?" said Shaughnessy one morning to Hurstwood, pointing to the real 

estate column in a copy of the "Herald," which he held. 

 

"No, what is it?" said Hurstwood, looking down the items of news. 

 

"The man who owns this ground has sold it." 

 

"You don't say so?" said Hurstwood. 

 

He looked, and there was the notice. Mr. August Viele had yesterday registered the 

transfer of the lot, 25 × 75 feet, at the corner of Warren and Hudson streets, to J. F. Slawson for 

the sum of $57,000. 

 

"Our lease expires when?" asked Hurstwood, thinking. "Next February, isn't it?" 

 

"That's right," said Shaughnessy. 

 



"It doesn't say what the new man's going to do with it," remarked Hurstwood, looking 

back to the paper. 

 

"We'll hear, I guess, soon enough," said Shaughnessy. 

 

Sure enough, it did develop. Mr. Slawson owned the property adjoining, and was going to 

put up a modern office building. The present one was to be torn down. It would take probably a 

year and a half to complete the other one. 

 

All these things developed by degrees, and Hurstwood began to ponder over what would 

become of the saloon. One day he spoke about it to his partner. 

 

"Do you think it would be worth while to open up somewhere else in the 

neighbourhood?" 

 

"What would be the use?" said Shaughnessy. "We couldn't get another corner around 

here." 

 

"It wouldn't pay anywhere else, do you think?" 

 

"I wouldn't try it," said the other. 

 

The approaching change now took on a most serious aspect to Hurstwood. Dissolution 

meant the loss of his thousand dollars, and he could not save another thousand in the time. He 

understood that Shaughnessy was merely tired of the arrangement, and would probably lease the 

new corner, when completed, alone. He began to worry about the necessity of a new connection 

and to see impending serious financial straits unless something turned up. This left him in no 

mood to enjoy his flat or Carrie, and consequently the depression invaded that quarter. 

 

Meanwhile, he took such time as he could to look about, but opportunities were not 

numerous. More, he had not the same impressive personality which he had when he first came to 

New York. Bad thoughts had put a shade into his eyes which did not impress others favourably. 

Neither had he thirteen hundred dollars in hand to talk with. About a month later, finding that he 

had not made any progress, Shaughnessy reported definitely that Slawson would not extend the 

lease. 

 

"I guess this thing's got to come to an end," he said, affecting an air of concern. 

 

"Well, if it has, it has," answered Hurstwood, grimly. He would not give the other a key 

to his opinions, whatever they were. He should not have the satisfaction. 

 

A day or two later he saw that he must say something to Carrie. 

 



"You know," he said, "I think I'm going to get the worst of my deal down there." 

 

"How is that?" asked Carrie in astonishment. 

 

"Well, the man who owns the ground has sold it, and the new owner won't re-lease it to 

us. The business may come to an end." 

 

"Can't you start somewhere else?" 

 

"There doesn't seem to be any place. Shaughnessy doesn't want to." 

 

"Do you lose what you put in?" 

 

"Yes," said Hurstwood, whose face was a study. 

 

"Oh, isn't that too bad?" said Carrie. 

 

"It's a trick," said Hurstwood. "That's all. They'll start another place there all right." 

 

Carrie looked at him, and gathered from his whole demeanour what it meant. It was 

serious, very serious. 

 

"Do you think you can get something else?" she ventured, timidly. 

 

Hurstwood thought a while. It was all up with the bluff about money and investment. She 

could see now that he was "broke." 

 

"I don't know," he said solemnly; "I can try." 

  



CHAPTER XXXIV THE GRIND OF THE MILLSTONES: A SAMPLE OF CHAFF 

Carrie pondered over this situation as consistently as Hurstwood, once she got the facts 

adjusted in her mind. It took several days for her to fully realise that the approach of the 

dissolution of her husband's business meant commonplace struggle and privation. Her mind went 

back to her early venture in Chicago, the Hansons and their flat, and her heart revolted. That was 

terrible! Everything about poverty was terrible. She wished she knew a way out. Her recent 

experiences with the Vances had wholly unfitted her to view her own state with complacence. 

The glamour of the high life of the city had, in the few experiences afforded her by the former, 

seized her completely. She had been taught how to dress and where to go without having ample 

means to do either. Now, these things—ever-present realities as they were—filled her eyes and 

mind. The more circumscribed became her state, the more entrancing seemed this other. And 

now poverty threatened to seize her entirely and to remove this other world far upward like a 

heaven to which any Lazarus might extend, appealingly, his hands. 

 

So, too, the ideal brought into her life by Ames remained. He had gone, but here was his 

word that riches were not everything; that there was a great deal more in the world than she 

knew; that the stage was good, and the literature she read poor. He was a strong man and clean—

how much stronger and better than Hurstwood and Drouet she only half formulated to herself, 

but the difference was painful. It was something to which she voluntarily closed her eyes. 

 

During the last three months of the Warren Street connection, Hurstwood took parts of 

days off and hunted, tracking the business advertisements. It was a more or less depressing 

business, wholly because of the thought that he must soon get something or he would begin to 

live on the few hundred dollars he was saving, and then he would have nothing to invest—he 

would have to hire out as a clerk. 

 

Everything he discovered in his line advertised as an opportunity, was either too 

expensive or too wretched for him. Besides, winter was coming, the papers were announcing 

hardships, and there was a general feeling of hard times in the air, or, at least, he thought so. In 

his worry, other people's worries became apparent. No item about a firm failing, a family 

starving, or a man dying upon the streets, supposedly of starvation, but arrested his eye as he 

scanned the morning papers. Once the "World" came out with a flaring announcement about 

"80,000 people out of employment in New York this winter," which struck as a knife at his heart. 

 

"Eighty thousand!" he thought. "What an awful thing that is." 

 

This was new reasoning for Hurstwood. In the old days the world had seemed to be 

getting along well enough. He had been wont to see similar things in the "Daily News," in 

Chicago, but they did not hold his attention. Now, these things were like grey clouds hovering 

along the horizon of a clear day. They threatened to cover and obscure his life with chilly 

greyness. He tried to shake them off, to forget and brace up. Sometimes he said to himself, 

mentally: 



 

"What's the use worrying? I'm not out yet. I've got six weeks more. Even if worst comes 

to worst, I've got enough to live on for six months." 

 

Curiously, as he troubled over his future, his thoughts occasionally reverted to his wife 

and family. He had avoided such thoughts for the first three years as much as possible. He hated 

her, and he could get along without her. Let her go. He would do well enough. Now, however, 

when he was not doing well enough, he began to wonder what she was doing, how his children 

were getting along. He could see them living as nicely as ever, occupying the comfortable house 

and using his property. 

 

"By George! it's a shame they should have it all," he vaguely thought to himself on 

several occasions. "I didn't do anything." 

 

As he looked back now and analysed the situation which led up to his taking the money, 

he began mildly to justify himself. What had he done—what in the world—that should bar him 

out this way and heap such difficulties upon him? It seemed only yesterday to him since he was 

comfortable and well-to-do. But now it was all wrested from him. 

 

"She didn't deserve what she got out of me, that is sure. I didn't do so much, if everybody 

could just know." 

 

There was no thought that the facts ought to be advertised. It was only a mental 

justification he was seeking from himself—something that would enable him to bear his state as 

a righteous man. 

 

One afternoon, five weeks before the Warren Street place closed up, he left the saloon to 

visit three or four places he saw advertised in the "Herald." One was down in Gold Street, and he 

visited that, but did not enter. It was such a cheap looking place he felt that he could not abide it. 

Another was on the Bowery, which he knew contained many showy resorts. It was near Grand 

Street, and turned out to be very handsomely fitted up. He talked around about investments for 

fully three-quarters of an hour with the proprietor, who maintained that his health was poor, and 

that was the reason he wished a partner. 

 

"Well, now, just how much money would it take to buy a half interest here?" said 

Hurstwood, who saw seven hundred dollars as his limit. 

 

"Three thousand," said the man. 

 

Hurstwood's jaw fell. 

 

"Cash?" he said. 

 



"Cash." 

 

He tried to put on an air of deliberation, as one who might really buy; but his eyes 

showed gloom. He wound up by saying he would think it over, and came away. The man he had 

been talking to sensed his condition in a vague way. 

 

"I don't think he wants to buy," he said to himself. "He doesn't talk right." 

 

The afternoon was as grey as lead and cold. It was blowing up a disagreeable winter 

wind. He visited a place far up on the east side, near Sixty-ninth Street, and it was five o'clock, 

and growing dim, when he reached there. A portly German kept this place. 

 

"How about this ad. of yours?" asked Hurstwood, who rather objected to the looks of the 

place. 

 

"Oh, dat iss all over," said the German. "I vill not sell now." 

 

"Oh, is that so?" 

 

"Yes; dere is nothing to dat. It iss all over." 

 

"Very well," said Hurstwood, turning around. 

 

The German paid no more attention to him, and it made him angry. 

 

"The crazy ass!" he said to himself. "What does he want to advertise for?" 

 

Wholly depressed, he started for Thirteenth Street. The flat had only a light in the 

kitchen, where Carrie was working. He struck a match and, lighting the gas, sat down in the 

dining-room without even greeting her. She came to the door and looked in. 

 

"It's you, is it?" she said, and went back. 

 

"Yes," he said, without even looking up from the evening paper he had bought. 

 

Carrie saw things were wrong with him. He was not so handsome when gloomy. The 

lines at the sides of the eyes were deepened. Naturally dark of skin, gloom made him look 

slightly sinister. He was quite a disagreeable figure. 

 

Carrie set the table and brought in the meal. 

 

"Dinner's ready," she said, passing him for something. 

 



He did not answer, reading on. 

 

She came in and sat down at her place, feeling exceedingly wretched. 

 

"Won't you eat now?" she asked. 

 

He folded his paper and drew near, silence holding for a time, except for the "Pass me's." 

 

"It's been gloomy to-day, hasn't it?" ventured Carrie, after a time. 

 

"Yes," he said. 

 

He only picked at his food. 

 

"Are you still sure to close up?" said Carrie, venturing to take up the subject which they 

had discussed often enough. 

 

"Of course we are," he said, with the slightest modification of sharpness. 

 

This retort angered Carrie. She had had a dreary day of it herself. 

 

"You needn't talk like that," she said. 

 

"Oh!" he exclaimed, pushing back from the table, as if to say more, but letting it go at 

that. Then he picked up his paper. Carrie left her seat, containing herself with difficulty. He saw 

she was hurt. 

 

"Don't go 'way," he said, as she started back into the kitchen. "Eat your dinner." 

 

She passed, not answering. 

 

He looked at the paper a few moments, and then rose up and put on his coat. 

 

"I'm going down town, Carrie," he said, coming out. "I'm out of sorts to-night." 

 

She did not answer. 

 

"Don't be angry," he said. "It will be all right to-morrow." 

 

He looked at her, but she paid no attention to him, working at her dishes. 

 

"Good-bye!" he said finally, and went out. 

 



This was the first strong result of the situation between them, but with the nearing of the 

last day of the business the gloom became almost a permanent thing. Hurstwood could not 

conceal his feelings about the matter. Carrie could not help wondering where she was drifting. It 

got so that they talked even less than usual, and yet it was not Hurstwood who felt any objection 

to Carrie. It was Carrie who shied away from him. This he noticed. It aroused an objection to her 

becoming indifferent to him. He made the possibility of friendly intercourse almost a giant task, 

and then noticed with discontent that Carrie added to it by her manner and made it more 

impossible. 

 

At last the final day came. When it actually arrived, Hurstwood, who had got his mind 

into such a state where a thunder-clap and raging storm would have seemed highly appropriate, 

was rather relieved to find that it was a plain, ordinary day. The sun shone, the temperature was 

pleasant. He felt, as he came to the breakfast table, that it wasn't so terrible, after all. 

 

"Well," he said to Carrie, "to-day's my last day on earth." 

 

Carrie smiled in answer to his humour. 

 

Hurstwood glanced over his paper rather gayly. He seemed to have lost a load. 

 

"I'll go down for a little while," he said after breakfast, "and then I'll look around. To-

morrow I'll spend the whole day looking about. I think I can get something, now this thing's off 

my hands." 

 

He went out smiling and visited the place. Shaughnessy was there. They had made all 

arrangements to share according to their interests. When, however, he had been there several 

hours, gone out three more, and returned, his elation had departed. As much as he had objected 

to the place, now that it was no longer to exist, he felt sorry. He wished that things were 

different. 

 

Shaughnessy was coolly business-like. 

 

"Well," he said at five o'clock, "we might as well count the change and divide." 

 

They did so. The fixtures had already been sold and the sum divided. 

 

"Good-night," said Hurstwood at the final moment, in a last effort to be genial. 

 

"So long," said Shaughnessy, scarcely deigning a notice. 

 

Thus the Warren Street arrangement was permanently concluded. 

 



Carrie had prepared a good dinner at the flat, but after his ride up, Hurstwood was in a 

solemn and reflective mood. 

 

"Well?" said Carrie, inquisitively. 

 

"I'm out of that," he answered, taking off his coat. 

 

As she looked at him, she wondered what his financial state was now. They ate and 

talked a little. 

 

"Will you have enough to buy in anywhere else?" asked Carrie. 

 

"No," he said. "I'll have to get something else and save up." 

 

"It would be nice if you could get some place," said Carrie, prompted by anxiety and 

hope. 

 

"I guess I will," he said reflectively. 

 

For some days thereafter he put on his overcoat regularly in the morning and sallied forth. 

On these ventures he first consoled himself with the thought that with the seven hundred dollars 

he had he could still make some advantageous arrangement. He thought about going to some 

brewery, which, as he knew, frequently controlled saloons which they leased, and get them to 

help him. Then he remembered that he would have to pay out several hundred any way for 

fixtures and that he would have nothing left for his monthly expenses. It was costing him nearly 

eighty dollars a month to live. 

 

"No," he said, in his sanest moments, "I can't do it. I'll get something else and save up." 

 

This getting-something proposition complicated itself the moment he began to think of 

what it was he wanted to do. Manage a place? Where should he get such a position? The papers 

contained no requests for managers. Such positions, he knew well enough, were either secured 

by long years of service or were bought with a half or third interest. Into a place important 

enough to need such a manager he had not money enough to buy. 

 

Nevertheless, he started out. His clothes were very good and his appearance still 

excellent, but it involved the trouble of deluding. People, looking at him, imagined instantly that 

a man of his age, stout and well dressed, must be well off. He appeared a comfortable owner of 

something, a man from whom the common run of mortals could well expect gratuities. Being 

now forty-three years of age, and comfortably built, walking was not easy. He had not been used 

to exercise for many years. His legs tired, his shoulders ached, and his feet pained him at the 

close of the day, even when he took street cars in almost every direction. The mere getting up 

and down, if long continued, produced this result. 



 

The fact that people took him to be better off than he was, he well understood. It was so 

painfully clear to him that it retarded his search. Not that he wished to be less well-appearing, but 

that he was ashamed to belie his appearance by incongruous appeals. So he hesitated, wondering 

what to do. 

 

He thought of the hotels, but instantly he remembered that he had had no experience as a 

clerk, and, what was more important, no acquaintances or friends in that line to whom he could 

go. He did know some hotel owners in several cities, including New York, but they knew of his 

dealings with Fitzgerald and Moy. He could not apply to them. He thought of other lines 

suggested by large buildings or businesses which he knew of—wholesale groceries, hardware, 

insurance concerns, and the like—but he had had no experience. 

 

How to go about getting anything was a bitter thought. Would he have to go personally 

and ask; wait outside an office door, and, then, distinguished and affluent looking, announce that 

he was looking for something to do? He strained painfully at the thought. No, he could not do 

that. 

 

He really strolled about, thinking, and then, the weather being cold, stepped into a hotel. 

He knew hotels well enough to know that any decent looking individual was welcome to a chair 

in the lobby. This was in the Broadway Central, which was then one of the most important hotels 

in the city. Taking a chair here was a painful thing to him. To think he should come to this! He 

had heard loungers about hotels called chair-warmers. He had called them that himself in his 

day. But here he was, despite the possibility of meeting some one who knew him, shielding 

himself from cold and the weariness of the streets in a hotel lobby. 

 

"I can't do this way," he said to himself. "There's no use of my starting out mornings 

without first thinking up some place to go. I'll think of some places and then look them up." 

 

It occurred to him that the positions of bartenders were sometimes open, but he put this 

out of his mind. Bartender—he, the ex-manager! 

 

It grew awfully dull sitting in the hotel lobby, and so at four he went home. He tried to 

put on a business air as he went in, but it was a feeble imitation. The rocking-chair in the dining-

room was comfortable. He sank into it gladly, with several papers he had bought, and began to 

read. 

 

As she was going through the room to begin preparing dinner, Carrie said: 

 

"The man was here for the rent to-day." 

 

"Oh, was he?" said Hurstwood. 

 



The least wrinkle crept into his brow as he remembered that this was February 2d, the 

time the man always called. He fished down in his pocket for his purse, getting the first taste of 

paying out when nothing is coming in. He looked at the fat, green roll as a sick man looks at the 

one possible saving cure. Then he counted off twenty-eight dollars. 

 

"Here you are," he said to Carrie, when she came through again. 

 

He buried himself in his papers and read. Oh, the rest of it—the relief from walking and 

thinking! What Lethean waters were these floods of telegraphed intelligence! He forgot his 

troubles, in part. Here was a young, handsome woman, if you might believe the newspaper 

drawing, suing a rich, fat, candy-making husband in Brooklyn for divorce. Here was another 

item detailing the wrecking of a vessel in ice and snow off Prince's Bay on Staten Island. A long, 

bright column told of the doings in the theatrical world—the plays produced, the actors 

appearing, the managers making announcements. Fannie Davenport was just opening at the Fifth 

Avenue. Daly was producing "King Lear." He read of the early departure for the season of a 

party composed of the Vanderbilts and their friends for Florida. An interesting shooting affray 

was on in the mountains of Kentucky. So he read, read, read, rocking in the warm room near the 

radiator and waiting for dinner to be served. 

  



CHAPTER XXXV THE PASSING OF EFFORT: THE VISAGE OF CARE 

The next morning he looked over the papers and waded through a long list of 

advertisements, making a few notes. Then he turned to the male-help-wanted column, but with 

disagreeable feelings. The day was before him—a long day in which to discover something—and 

this was how he must begin to discover. He scanned the long column, which mostly concerned 

bakers, bushelmen, cooks, compositors, drivers, and the like, finding two things only which 

arrested his eye. One was a cashier wanted in a wholesale furniture house, and the other a 

salesman for a whiskey house. He had never thought of the latter. At once he decided to look that 

up. 

 

The firm in question was Alsbery & Co., whiskey brokers. 

 

He was admitted almost at once to the manager on his appearance. 

 

"Good-morning, sir," said the latter, thinking at first that he was encountering one of his 

out-of-town customers. 

 

"Good-morning," said Hurstwood. "You advertised, I believe, for a salesman?" 

 

"Oh," said the man, showing plainly the enlightenment which had come to him. "Yes. 

Yes, I did." 

 

"I thought I'd drop in," said Hurstwood, with dignity. "I've had some experience in that 

line myself." 

 

"Oh, have you?" said the man. "What experience have you had?" 

 

"Well, I've managed several liquor houses in my time. Recently I owned a third-interest 

in a saloon at Warren and Hudson streets." 

 

"I see," said the man. 

 

Hurstwood ceased, waiting for some suggestion. 

 

"We did want a salesman," said the man. "I don't know as it's anything you'd care to take 

hold of, though." 

 

"I see," said Hurstwood. "Well, I'm in no position to choose, just at present. If it were 

open, I should be glad to get it." 

 

The man did not take kindly at all to his "No position to choose." He wanted some one 

who wasn't thinking of a choice or something better. Especially not an old man. He wanted some 



one young, active, and glad to work actively for a moderate sum. Hurstwood did not please him 

at all. He had more of an air than his employers. 

 

"Well," he said in answer, "we'd be glad to consider your application. We shan't decide 

for a few days yet. Suppose you send us your references." 

 

"I will," said Hurstwood. 

 

He nodded good-morning and came away. At the corner he looked at the furniture 

company's address, and saw that it was in West Twenty-third Street. Accordingly, he went up 

there. The place was not large enough, however. It looked moderate, the men in it idle and small 

salaried. He walked by, glancing in, and then decided not to go in there. 

 

"They want a girl, probably, at ten a week," he said. 

 

At one o'clock he thought of eating, and went to a restaurant in Madison Square. There he 

pondered over places which he might look up. He was tired. It was blowing up grey again. 

Across the way, through Madison Square Park, stood the great hotels, looking down upon a busy 

scene. He decided to go over to the lobby of one and sit a while. It was warm in there and bright. 

He had seen no one he knew at the Broadway Central. In all likelihood he would encounter no 

one here. Finding a seat on one of the red plush divans close to the great windows which look out 

on Broadway's busy rout, he sat musing. His state did not seem so bad in here. Sitting still and 

looking out, he could take some slight consolation in the few hundred dollars he had in his purse. 

He could forget, in a measure, the weariness of the street and his tiresome searches. Still, it was 

only escape from a severe to a less severe state. He was still gloomy and disheartened. There, 

minutes seemed to go very slowly. An hour was a long, long time in passing. It was filled for 

him with observations and mental comments concerning the actual guests of the hotel, who 

passed in and out, and those more prosperous pedestrians whose good fortune showed in their 

clothes and spirits as they passed along Broadway, outside. It was nearly the first time since he 

had arrived in the city that his leisure afforded him ample opportunity to contemplate this 

spectacle. Now, being, perforce, idle himself, he wondered at the activity of others. How gay 

were the youths he saw, how pretty the women. Such fine clothes they all wore. They were so 

intent upon getting somewhere. He saw coquettish glances cast by magnificent girls. Ah, the 

money it required to train with such—how well he knew! How long it had been since he had had 

the opportunity to do so! 

 

The clock outside registered four. It was a little early, but he thought he would go back to 

the flat. 

 

This going back to the flat was coupled with the thought that Carrie would think he was 

sitting around too much if he came home early. He hoped he wouldn't have to, but the day hung 

heavily on his hands. Over there he was on his own ground. He could sit in his rocking-chair and 

read. This busy, distracting, suggestive scene was shut out. He could read his papers. 



Accordingly, he went home. Carrie was reading, quite alone. It was rather dark in the flat, shut in 

as it was. 

 

"You'll hurt your eyes," he said when he saw her. 

 

After taking off his coat, he felt it incumbent upon him to make some little report of his 

day. 

 

"I've been talking with a wholesale liquor company," he said. "I may go out on the road." 

 

"Wouldn't that be nice!" said Carrie. 

 

"It wouldn't be such a bad thing," he answered. 

 

Always from the man at the corner now he bought two papers—the "Evening World" and 

"Evening Sun." So now he merely picked his papers up, as he came by, without stopping. 

 

He drew up his chair near the radiator and lighted the gas. Then it was as the evening 

before. His difficulties vanished in the items he so well loved to read. 

 

The next day was even worse than the one before, because now he could not think of 

where to go. Nothing he saw in the papers he studied—till ten o'clock—appealed to him. He felt 

that he ought to go out, and yet he sickened at the thought. Where to, where to? 

 

"You mustn't forget to leave me my money for this week," said Carrie, quietly. 

 

They had an arrangement by which he placed twelve dollars a week in her hands, out of 

which to pay current expenses. He heaved a little sigh as she said this, and drew out his purse. 

Again he felt the dread of the thing. Here he was taking off, taking off, and nothing coming in. 

 

"Lord!" he said, in his own thoughts, "this can't go on." 

 

To Carrie he said nothing whatsoever. She could feel that her request disturbed him. To 

pay her would soon become a distressing thing. 

 

"Yet, what have I got to do with it?" she thought. "Oh, why should I be made to worry?" 

 

Hurstwood went out and made for Broadway. He wanted to think up some place. Before 

long, though, he reached the Grand Hotel at Thirty-first Street. He knew of its comfortable 

lobby. He was cold after his twenty blocks' walk. 

 

"I'll go in their barber shop and get a shave," he thought. 

 



Thus he justified himself in sitting down in here after his tonsorial treatment. 

 

Again, time hanging heavily on his hands, he went home early, and this continued for 

several days, each day the need to hunt paining him, and each day disgust, depression, 

shamefacedness driving him into lobby idleness. 

 

At last three days came in which a storm prevailed, and he did not go out at all. The snow 

began to fall late one afternoon. It was a regular flurry of large, soft, white flakes. In the morning 

it was still coming down with a high wind, and the papers announced a blizzard. From out the 

front windows one could see a deep, soft bedding. 

 

"I guess I'll not try to go out to-day," he said to Carrie at breakfast. "It's going to be awful 

bad, so the papers say." 

 

"The man hasn't brought my coal, either," said Carrie, who ordered by the bushel. 

 

"I'll go over and see about it," said Hurstwood. This was the first time he had ever 

suggested doing an errand, but, somehow, the wish to sit about the house prompted it as a sort of 

compensation for the privilege. 

 

All day and all night it snowed, and the city began to suffer from a general blockade of 

traffic. Great attention was given to the details of the storm by the newspapers, which played up 

the distress of the poor in large type. 

 

Hurstwood sat and read by his radiator in the corner. He did not try to think about his 

need of work. This storm being so terrific, and tying up all things, robbed him of the need. He 

made himself wholly comfortable and toasted his feet. 

 

Carrie observed his ease with some misgiving. For all the fury of the storm she doubted 

his comfort. He took his situation too philosophically. 

 

Hurstwood, however, read on and on. He did not pay much attention to Carrie. She 

fulfilled her household duties and said little to disturb him. 

 

The next day it was still snowing, and the next, bitter cold. Hurstwood took the alarm of 

the paper and sat still. Now he volunteered to do a few other little things. One was to go to the 

butcher, another to the grocery. He really thought nothing of these little services in connection 

with their true significance. He felt as if he were not wholly useless—indeed, in such a stress of 

weather, quite worth while about the house. 

 

On the fourth day, however, it cleared, and he read that the storm was over. Now, 

however, he idled, thinking how sloppy the streets would be. 

 



It was noon before he finally abandoned his papers and got under way. Owing to the 

slightly warmer temperature the streets were bad. He went across Fourteenth Street on the car 

and got a transfer south on Broadway. One little advertisement he had, relating to a saloon down 

in Pearl Street. When he reached the Broadway Central, however, he changed his mind. 

 

"What's the use?" he thought, looking out upon the slop and snow. "I couldn't buy into it. 

It's a thousand to one nothing comes of it. I guess I'll get off," and off he got. In the lobby he 

took a seat and waited again, wondering what he could do. 

 

While he was idly pondering, satisfied to be inside, a well-dressed man passed up the 

lobby, stopped, looked sharply, as if not sure of his memory, and then approached. Hurstwood 

recognised Cargill, the owner of the large stables in Chicago of the same name, whom he had 

last seen at Avery Hall, the night Carrie appeared there. The remembrance of how this individual 

brought up his wife to shake hands on that occasion was also on the instant clear. 

 

Hurstwood was greatly abashed. His eyes expressed the difficulty he felt. 

 

"Why, it's Hurstwood!" said Cargill, remembering now, and sorry that he had not 

recognised him quickly enough in the beginning to have avoided this meeting. 

 

"Yes," said Hurstwood. "How are you?" 

 

"Very well," said Cargill, troubled for something to talk about. "Stopping here?" 

 

"No," said Hurstwood, "just keeping an appointment." 

 

"I knew you had left Chicago. I was wondering what had become of you." 

 

"Oh, I'm here now," answered Hurstwood, anxious to get away. 

 

"Doing well, I suppose?" 

 

"Excellent." 

 

"Glad to hear it." 

 

They looked at one another, rather embarrassed. 

 

"Well, I have an engagement with a friend upstairs. I'll leave you. So long." 

 

Hurstwood nodded his head. 

 

"Damn it all," he murmured, turning toward the door. "I knew that would happen." 



 

He walked several blocks up the street. His watch only registered 1.30. He tried to think 

of some place to go or something to do. The day was so bad he wanted only to be inside. Finally 

his feet began to feel wet and cold, and he boarded a car. This took him to Fifty-ninth Street, 

which was as good as anywhere else. Landed here, he turned to walk back along Seventh 

Avenue, but the slush was too much. The misery of lounging about with nowhere to go became 

intolerable. He felt as if he were catching cold. 

 

Stopping at a corner, he waited for a car south bound. This was no day to be out; he 

would go home. 

 

Carrie was surprised to see him at a quarter of three. 

 

"It's a miserable day out," was all he said. Then he took off his coat and changed his 

shoes. 

 

That night he felt a cold coming on and took quinine. He was feverish until morning, and 

sat about the next day while Carrie waited on him. He was a helpless creature in sickness, not 

very handsome in a dull-coloured bath gown and his hair uncombed. He looked haggard about 

the eyes and quite old. Carrie noticed this, and it did not appeal to her. She wanted to be good-

natured and sympathetic, but something about the man held her aloof. 

 

Toward evening he looked so badly in the weak light that she suggested he go to bed. 

 

"You'd better sleep alone," she said, "you'll feel better. I'll open your bed for you now." 

 

"All right," he said. 

 

As she did all these things, she was in a most despondent state. 

 

"What a life! What a life!" was her one thought. 

 

Once during the day, when he sat near the radiator, hunched up and reading, she passed 

through, and seeing him, wrinkled her brows. In the front room, where it was not so warm, she 

sat by the window and cried. This was the life cut out for her, was it? To live cooped up in a 

small flat with some one who was out of work, idle, and indifferent to her. She was merely a 

servant to him now, nothing more. 

 

This crying made her eyes red, and when, in preparing his bed, she lighted the gas, and, 

having prepared it, called him in, he noticed the fact. 

 

"What's the matter with you?" he asked, looking into her face. His voice was hoarse and 

his unkempt head only added to its grewsome quality. 



 

"Nothing," said Carrie, weakly. 

 

"You've been crying," he said. 

 

"I haven't, either," she answered. 

 

It was not for love of him, that he knew. 

 

"You needn't cry," he said, getting into bed. "Things will come out all right." 

 

In a day or two he was up again, but rough weather holding, he stayed in. The Italian 

newsdealer now delivered the morning papers, and these he read assiduously. A few times after 

that he ventured out, but meeting another of his old-time friends, he began to feel uneasy sitting 

about hotel corridors. 

 

Every day he came home early, and at last made no pretence of going anywhere. Winter 

was no time to look for anything. 

 

Naturally, being about the house, he noticed the way Carrie did things. She was far from 

perfect in household methods and economy, and her little deviations on this score first caught his 

eye. Not, however, before her regular demand for her allowance became a grievous thing. Sitting 

around as he did, the weeks seemed to pass very quickly. Every Tuesday Carrie asked for her 

money. 

 

"Do you think we live as cheaply as we might?" he asked one Tuesday morning. 

 

"I do the best I can," said Carrie. 

 

Nothing was added to this at the moment, but the next day he said: 

 

"Do you ever go to the Gansevoort Market over here?" 

 

"I didn't know there was such a market," said Carrie. 

 

"They say you can get things lots cheaper there." 

 

Carrie was very indifferent to the suggestion. These were things which she did not like at 

all. 

 

"How much do you pay for a pound of meat?" he asked one day. 

 

"Oh, there are different prices," said Carrie. "Sirloin steak is twenty-two cents." 



 

"That's steep, isn't it?" he answered. 

 

So he asked about other things, until finally, with the passing days, it seemed to become a 

mania with him. He learned the prices and remembered them. 

 

His errand-running capacity also improved. It began in a small way, of course. Carrie, 

going to get her hat one morning, was stopped by him. 

 

"Where are you going, Carrie?" he asked. 

 

"Over to the baker's," she answered. 

 

"I'd just as leave go for you," he said. 

 

She acquiesced, and he went. Each afternoon he would go to the corner for the papers. 

 

"Is there anything you want?" he would say. 

 

By degrees she began to use him. Doing this, however, she lost the weekly payment of 

twelve dollars. 

 

"You want to pay me to-day," she said one Tuesday, about this time. 

 

"How much?" he asked. 

 

She understood well enough what it meant. 

 

"Well, about five dollars," she answered. "I owe the coal man." 

 

The same day he said: 

 

"I think this Italian up here on the corner sells coal at twenty-five cents a bushel. I'll trade 

with him." 

 

Carrie heard this with indifference. 

 

"All right," she said. 

 

Then it came to be: 

 

"George, I must have some coal to-day," or, "You must get some meat of some kind for 

dinner." 



 

He would find out what she needed and order. 

 

Accompanying this plan came skimpiness. 

 

"I only got a half-pound of steak," he said, coming in one afternoon with his papers. "We 

never seem to eat very much." 

 

These miserable details ate the heart out of Carrie. They blackened her days and grieved 

her soul. Oh, how this man had changed! All day and all day, here he sat, reading his papers. The 

world seemed to have no attraction. Once in a while he would go out, in fine weather, it might be 

four or five hours, between eleven and four. She could do nothing but view him with gnawing 

contempt. 

 

It was apathy with Hurstwood, resulting from his inability to see his way out. Each month 

drew from his small store. Now, he had only five hundred dollars left, and this he hugged, half 

feeling as if he could stave off absolute necessity for an indefinite period. Sitting around the 

house, he decided to wear some old clothes he had. This came first with the bad days. Only once 

he apologised in the very beginning: 

 

"It's so bad to-day, I'll just wear these around." 

 

Eventually these became the permanent thing. 

 

Also, he had been wont to pay fifteen cents for a shave, and a tip of ten cents. In his first 

distress, he cut down the tip to five, then to nothing. Later, he tried a ten-cent barber shop, and, 

finding that the shave was satisfactory, patronised regularly. Later still, he put off shaving to 

every other day, then to every third, and so on, until once a week became the rule. On Saturday 

he was a sight to see. 

 

Of course, as his own self-respect vanished, it perished for him in Carrie. She could not 

understand what had gotten into the man. He had some money, he had a decent suit remaining, 

he was not bad looking when dressed up. She did not forget her own difficult struggle in 

Chicago, but she did not forget either that she had never ceased trying. He never tried. He did not 

even consult the ads. in the papers any more. 

 

Finally, a distinct impression escaped from her. 

 

"What makes you put so much butter on the steak?" he asked her one evening, standing 

around in the kitchen. 

 

"To make it good, of course," she answered. 

 



"Butter is awful dear these days," he suggested. 

 

"You wouldn't mind it if you were working," she answered. 

 

He shut up after this, and went in to his paper, but the retort rankled in his mind. It was 

the first cutting remark that had come from her. 

 

That same evening, Carrie, after reading, went off to the front room to bed. This was 

unusual. When Hurstwood decided to go, he retired, as usual, without a light. It was then that he 

discovered Carrie's absence. 

 

"That's funny," he said; "maybe she's sitting up." 

 

He gave the matter no more thought, but slept. In the morning she was not beside him. 

Strange to say, this passed without comment. 

 

Night approaching, and a slightly more conversational feeling prevailing, Carrie said: 

 

"I think I'll sleep alone to-night. I have a headache." 

 

"All right," said Hurstwood. 

 

The third night she went to her front bed without apologies. 

 

This was a grim blow to Hurstwood, but he never mentioned it. 

 

"All right," he said to himself, with an irrepressible frown, "let her sleep alone." 

  



CHAPTER XXXVI A GRIM RETROGRESSION: THE PHANTOM OF CHANCE 

The Vances, who had been back in the city ever since Christmas, had not forgotten 

Carrie; but they, or rather Mrs. Vance, had never called on her, for the very simple reason that 

Carrie had never sent her address. True to her nature, she corresponded with Mrs. Vance as long 

as she still lived in Seventy-eighth Street, but when she was compelled to move into Thirteenth, 

her fear that the latter would take it as an indication of reduced circumstances caused her to study 

some way of avoiding the necessity of giving her address. Not finding any convenient method, 

she sorrowfully resigned the privilege of writing to her friend entirely. The latter wondered at 

this strange silence, thought Carrie must have left the city, and in the end gave her up as lost. So 

she was thoroughly surprised to encounter her in Fourteenth Street, where she had gone 

shopping. Carrie was there for the same purpose. 

 

"Why, Mrs. Wheeler," said Mrs. Vance, looking Carrie over in a glance, "where have you 

been? Why haven't you been to see me? I've been wondering all this time what had become of 

you. Really, I——" 

 

"I'm so glad to see you," said Carrie, pleased and yet nonplussed. Of all times, this was 

the worst to encounter Mrs. Vance. "Why, I'm living down town here. I've been intending to 

come and see you. Where are you living now?" 

 

"In Fifty-eighth Street," said Mrs. Vance, "just off Seventh Avenue—218. Why don't you 

come and see me?" 

 

"I will," said Carrie. "Really, I've been wanting to come. I know I ought to. It's a shame. 

But you know——" 

 

"What's your number?" said Mrs. Vance. 

 

"Thirteenth Street," said Carrie, reluctantly. "112 West." 

 

"Oh," said Mrs. Vance, "that's right near here, isn't it?" 

 

"Yes," said Carrie. "You must come down and see me some time." 

 

"Well, you're a fine one," said Mrs. Vance, laughing, the while noting that Carrie's 

appearance had modified somewhat. "The address, too," she added to herself. "They must be 

hard up." 

 

Still she liked Carrie well enough to take her in tow. 

 

"Come with me in here a minute," she exclaimed, turning into a store. 

 



When Carrie returned home, there was Hurstwood, reading as usual. He seemed to take 

his condition with the utmost nonchalance. His beard was at least four days old. 

 

"Oh," thought Carrie, "if she were to come here and see him?" 

 

She shook her head in absolute misery. It looked as if her situation was becoming 

unbearable. 

 

Driven to desperation, she asked at dinner: 

 

"Did you ever hear any more from that wholesale house?" 

 

"No," he said. "They don't want an inexperienced man." 

 

Carrie dropped the subject, feeling unable to say more. 

 

"I met Mrs. Vance this afternoon," she said, after a time. 

 

"Did, eh?" he answered. 

 

"They're back in New York now," Carrie went on. "She did look so nice." 

 

"Well, she can afford it as long as he puts up for it," returned Hurstwood. "He's got a soft 

job." 

 

Hurstwood was looking into the paper. He could not see the look of infinite weariness 

and discontent Carrie gave him. 

 

"She said she thought she'd call here some day." 

 

"She's been long getting round to it, hasn't she?" said Hurstwood, with a kind of sarcasm. 

 

The woman didn't appeal to him from her spending side. 

 

"Oh, I don't know," said Carrie, angered by the man's attitude. "Perhaps I didn't want her 

to come." 

 

"She's too gay," said Hurstwood, significantly. "No one can keep up with her pace unless 

they've got a lot of money." 

 

"Mr. Vance doesn't seem to find it very hard." 

 



"He may not now," answered Hurstwood, doggedly, well understanding the inference; 

"but his life isn't done yet. You can't tell what'll happen. He may get down like anybody else." 

 

There was something quite knavish in the man's attitude. His eye seemed to be cocked 

with a twinkle upon the fortunate, expecting their defeat. His own state seemed a thing apart—

not considered. 

 

This thing was the remains of his old-time cocksureness and independence. Sitting in his 

flat, and reading of the doings of other people, sometimes this independent, undefeated mood 

came upon him. Forgetting the weariness of the streets and the degradation of search, he would 

sometimes prick up his ears. It was as if he said: 

 

"I can do something. I'm not down yet. There's a lot of things coming to me if I want to 

go after them." 

 

It was in this mood that he would occasionally dress up, go for a shave, and, putting on 

his gloves, sally forth quite actively. Not with any definite aim. It was more a barometric 

condition. He felt just right for being outside and doing something. 

 

On such occasions, his money went also. He knew of several poker rooms down town. A 

few acquaintances he had in down-town resorts and about the City Hall. It was a change to see 

them and exchange a few friendly commonplaces. 

 

He had once been accustomed to hold a pretty fair hand at poker. Many a friendly game 

had netted him a hundred dollars or more at the time when that sum was merely sauce to the dish 

of the game—not the all in all. Now, he thought of playing. 

 

"I might win a couple of hundred. I'm not out of practice." 

 

It is but fair to say that this thought had occurred to him several times before he acted 

upon it. 

 

The poker room which he first invaded was over a saloon in West Street, near one of the 

ferries. He had been there before. Several games were going. These he watched for a time and 

noticed that the pots were quite large for the ante involved. 

 

"Deal me a hand," he said at the beginning of a new shuffle. He pulled up a chair and 

studied his cards. Those playing made that quiet study of him which is so unapparent, and yet 

invariably so searching. 

 

Poor fortune was with him at first. He received a mixed collection without progression or 

pairs. The pot was opened. 

 



"I pass," he said. 

 

On the strength of this, he was content to lose his ante. The deals did fairly by him in the 

long run, causing him to come away with a few dollars to the good. 

 

The next afternoon he was back again, seeking amusement and profit. This time he 

followed up three of a kind to his doom. There was a better hand across the table, held by a 

pugnacious Irish youth, who was a political hanger-on of the Tammany district in which they 

were located. Hurstwood was surprised at the persistence of this individual, whose bets came 

with a sang-froid which, if a bluff, was excellent art. Hurstwood began to doubt, but kept, or 

thought to keep, at least, the cool demeanour with which, in olden times, he deceived those 

psychic students of the gaming table, who seem to read thoughts and moods, rather than exterior 

evidences, however subtle. He could not down the cowardly thought that this man had something 

better and would stay to the end, drawing his last dollar into the pot, should he choose to go so 

far. Still, he hoped to win much—his hand was excellent. Why not raise it five more? 

 

"I raise you three," said the youth. 

 

"Make it five," said Hurstwood, pushing out his chips. 

 

"Come again," said the youth, pushing out a small pile of reds. 

 

"Let me have some more chips," said Hurstwood to the keeper in charge, taking out a 

bill. 

 

A cynical grin lit up the face of his youthful opponent. When the chips were laid out, 

Hurstwood met the raise. 

 

"Five again," said the youth. 

 

Hurstwood's brow was wet. He was deep in now—very deep for him. Sixty dollars of his 

good money was up. He was ordinarily no coward, but the thought of losing so much weakened 

him. Finally he gave way. He would not trust to this fine hand any longer. 

 

"I call," he said. 

 

"A full house!" said the youth, spreading out his cards. 

 

Hurstwood's hand dropped. 

 

"I thought I had you," he said, weakly. 

 



The youth raked in his chips, and Hurstwood came away, not without first stopping to 

count his remaining cash on the stair. 

 

"Three hundred and forty dollars," he said. 

 

With this loss and ordinary expenses, so much had already gone. 

 

Back in the flat, he decided he would play no more. 

 

Remembering Mrs. Vance's promise to call, Carrie made one other mild protest. It was 

concerning Hurstwood's appearance. This very day, coming home, he changed his clothes to the 

old togs he sat around in. 

 

"What makes you always put on those old clothes?" asked Carrie. 

 

"What's the use wearing my good ones around here?" he asked. 

 

"Well, I should think you'd feel better." Then she added: "Some one might call." 

 

"Who?" he said. 

 

"Well, Mrs. Vance," said Carrie. 

 

"She needn't see me," he answered, sullenly. 

 

This lack of pride and interest made Carrie almost hate him. 

 

"Oh," she thought, "there he sits. 'She needn't see me.' I should think he would be 

ashamed of himself." 

 

The real bitterness of this thing was added when Mrs. Vance did call. It was on one of her 

shopping rounds. Making her way up the commonplace hall, she knocked at Carrie's door. To 

her subsequent and agonising distress, Carrie was out. Hurstwood opened the door, half-thinking 

that the knock was Carrie's. For once, he was taken honestly aback. The lost voice of youth and 

pride spoke in him. 

 

"Why," he said, actually stammering, "how do you do?" 

 

"How do you do?" said Mrs. Vance, who could scarcely believe her eyes. His great 

confusion she instantly perceived. He did not know whether to invite her in or not. 

 

"Is your wife at home?" she inquired. 

 



"No," he said, "Carrie's out; but won't you step in? She'll be back shortly." 

 

"No-o," said Mrs. Vance, realising the change of it all. "I'm really very much in a hurry. I 

thought I'd just run up and look in, but I couldn't stay. Just tell your wife she must come and see 

me." 

 

"I will," said Hurstwood, standing back, and feeling intense relief at her going. He was so 

ashamed that he folded his hands weakly, as he sat in the chair afterwards, and thought. 

 

Carrie, coming in from another direction, thought she saw Mrs. Vance going away. She 

strained her eyes, but could not make sure. 

 

"Was anybody here just now?" she asked of Hurstwood. 

 

"Yes," he said guiltily; "Mrs. Vance." 

 

"Did she see you?" she asked, expressing her full despair. 

 

This cut Hurstwood like a whip, and made him sullen. 

 

"If she had eyes, she did. I opened the door." 

 

"Oh," said Carrie, closing one hand tightly out of sheer nervousness. "What did she have 

to say?" 

 

"Nothing," he answered. "She couldn't stay." 

 

"And you looking like that!" said Carrie, throwing aside a long reserve. 

 

"What of it?" he said, angering. "I didn't know she was coming, did I?" 

 

"You knew she might," said Carrie. "I told you she said she was coming. I've asked you a 

dozen times to wear your other clothes. Oh, I think this is just terrible." 

 

"Oh, let up," he answered. "What difference does it make? You couldn't associate with 

her, anyway. They've got too much money." 

 

"Who said I wanted to?" said Carrie, fiercely. 

 

"Well, you act like it, rowing around over my looks. You'd think I'd committed——" 

 

Carrie interrupted: 

 



"It's true," she said. "I couldn't if I wanted to, but whose fault is it? You're very free to sit 

and talk about who I could associate with. Why don't you get out and look for work?" 

 

This was a thunderbolt in camp. 

 

"What's it to you?" he said, rising, almost fiercely. "I pay the rent, don't I? I furnish the—

—" 

 

"Yes, you pay the rent," said Carrie. "You talk as if there was nothing else in the world 

but a flat to sit around in. You haven't done a thing for three months except sit around and 

interfere here. I'd like to know what you married me for?" 

 

"I didn't marry you," he said, in a snarling tone. 

 

"I'd like to know what you did, then, in Montreal?" she answered. 

 

"Well, I didn't marry you," he answered. "You can get that out of your head. You talk as 

though you didn't know." 

 

Carrie looked at him a moment, her eyes distending. She had believed it was all legal and 

binding enough. 

 

"What did you lie to me for, then?" she asked, fiercely. "What did you force me to run 

away with you for?" 

 

Her voice became almost a sob. 

 

"Force!" he said, with curled lip. "A lot of forcing I did." 

 

"Oh!" said Carrie, breaking under the strain, and turning. "Oh, oh!" and she hurried into 

the front room. 

 

Hurstwood was now hot and waked up. It was a great shaking up for him, both mental 

and moral. He wiped his brow as he looked around, and then went for his clothes and dressed. 

Not a sound came from Carrie; she ceased sobbing when she heard him dressing. She thought, at 

first, with the faintest alarm, of being left without money—not of losing him, though he might be 

going away permanently. She heard him open the top of the wardrobe and take out his hat. Then 

the dining-room door closed, and she knew he had gone. 

 

After a few moments of silence, she stood up, dry-eyed, and looked out the window. 

Hurstwood was just strolling up the street, from the flat, toward Sixth Avenue. 

 

The latter made progress along Thirteenth and across Fourteenth Street to Union Square. 



 

"Look for work!" he said to himself. "Look for work! She tells me to get out and look for 

work." 

 

He tried to shield himself from his own mental accusation, which told him that she was 

right. 

 

"What a cursed thing that Mrs. Vance's call was, anyhow," he thought. "Stood right there, 

and looked me over. I know what she was thinking." 

 

He remembered the few times he had seen her in Seventy-eighth Street. She was always a 

swell-looker; and he had tried to put on the air of being worthy of such as she, in front of her. 

Now, to think she had caught him looking this way. He wrinkled his forehead in his distress. 

 

"The devil!" he said a dozen times in an hour. 

 

It was a quarter after four when he left the house. Carrie was in tears. There would be no 

dinner that night. 

 

"What the deuce," he said, swaggering mentally to hide his own shame from himself. 

"I'm not so bad. I'm not down yet." 

 

He looked around the square, and seeing the several large hotels, decided to go to one for 

dinner. He would get his papers and make himself comfortable there. 

 

He ascended into the fine parlour of the Morton House, then one of the best New York 

hotels, and, finding a cushioned seat, read. It did not trouble him much that his decreasing sum of 

money did not allow of such extravagance. Like the morphine fiend, he was becoming addicted 

to his ease. Anything to relieve his mental distress, to satisfy his craving for comfort. He must do 

it. No thoughts for the morrow—he could not stand to think of it any more than he could of any 

other calamity. Like the certainty of death, he tried to shut the certainty of soon being without a 

dollar completely out of his mind, and he came very near doing it. 

 

Well-dressed guests moving to and fro over the thick carpets carried him back to the old 

days. A young lady, a guest of the house, playing a piano in an alcove pleased him. He sat there 

reading. 

 

His dinner cost him $1.50. By eight o'clock he was through, and then, seeing guests 

leaving and the crowd of pleasure-seekers thickening outside, wondered where he should go. Not 

home. Carrie would be up. No, he would not go back there this evening. He would stay out and 

knock around as a man who was independent—not broke—well might. He bought a cigar, and 

went outside on the corner where other individuals were lounging—brokers, racing people, 

thespians—his own flesh and blood. As he stood there, he thought of the old evenings in 



Chicago, and how he used to dispose of them. Many's the game he had had. This took him to 

poker. 

 

"I didn't do that thing right the other day," he thought, referring to his loss of sixty 

dollars. "I shouldn't have weakened. I could have bluffed that fellow down. I wasn't in form, 

that's what ailed me." 

 

Then he studied the possibilities of the game as it had been played, and began to figure 

how he might have won, in several instances, by bluffing a little harder. 

 

"I'm old enough to play poker and do something with it. I'll try my hand to-night." 

 

Visions of a big stake floated before him. Supposing he did win a couple of hundred, 

wouldn't he be in it? Lots of sports he knew made their living at this game, and a good living, 

too. 

 

"They always had as much as I had," he thought. 

 

So off he went to a poker room in the neighbourhood, feeling much as he had in the old 

days. In this period of self-forgetfulness, aroused first by the shock of argument and perfected by 

a dinner in the hotel, with cocktails and cigars, he was as nearly like the old Hurstwood as he 

would ever be again. It was not the old Hurstwood—only a man arguing with a divided 

conscience and lured by a phantom. 

 

This poker room was much like the other one, only it was a back room in a better 

drinking resort. Hurstwood watched a while, and then, seeing an interesting game, joined in. As 

before, it went easy for a while, he winning a few times and cheering up, losing a few pots and 

growing more interested and determined on that account. At last the fascinating game took a 

strong hold on him. He enjoyed its risks and ventured, on a trifling hand, to bluff the company 

and secure a fair stake. To his self-satisfaction intense and strong, he did it. 

 

In the height of this feeling he began to think his luck was with him. No one else had 

done so well. Now came another moderate hand, and again he tried to open the jack-pot on it. 

There were others there who were almost reading his heart, so close was their observation. 

 

"I have three of a kind," said one of the players to himself. "I'll just stay with that fellow 

to the finish." 

 

The result was that bidding began. 

 

"I raise you ten." 

 

"Good." 



 

"Ten more." 

 

"Good." 

 

"Ten again." 

 

"Right you are." 

 

It got to where Hurstwood had seventy-five dollars up. The other man really became 

serious. Perhaps this individual (Hurstwood) really did have a stiff hand. 

 

"I call," he said. 

 

Hurstwood showed his hand. He was done. The bitter fact that he had lost seventy-five 

dollars made him desperate. 

 

"Let's have another pot," he said, grimly. 

 

"All right," said the man. 

 

Some of the other players quit, but observant loungers took their places. Time passed, 

and it came to twelve o'clock. Hurstwood held on, neither winning nor losing much. Then he 

grew weary, and on a last hand lost twenty more. He was sick at heart. 

 

At a quarter after one in the morning he came out of the place. The chill, bare streets 

seemed a mockery of his state. He walked slowly west, little thinking of his row with Carrie. He 

ascended the stairs and went into his room as if there had been no trouble. It was his loss that 

occupied his mind. Sitting down on the bedside he counted his money. There was now but a 

hundred and ninety dollars and some change. He put it up and began to undress. 

 

"I wonder what's getting into me, anyhow?" he said. 

 

In the morning Carrie scarcely spoke, and he felt as if he must go out again. He had 

treated her badly, but he could not afford to make up. Now desperation seized him, and for a day 

or two, going out thus, he lived like a gentleman—or what he conceived to be a gentleman—

which took money. For his escapades he was soon poorer in mind and body, to say nothing of his 

purse, which had lost thirty by the process. Then he came down to cold, bitter sense again. 

 

"The rent man comes to-day," said Carrie, greeting him thus indifferently three mornings 

later. 

 

"He does?" 



 

"Yes; this is the second," answered Carrie. 

 

Hurstwood frowned. Then in despair he got out his purse. 

 

"It seems an awful lot to pay for rent," he said. 

 

He was nearing his last hundred dollars. 

  



CHAPTER XXXVII THE SPIRIT AWAKENS: NEW SEARCH FOR THE GATE 

It would be useless to explain how in due time the last fifty dollars was in sight. The 

seven hundred, by his process of handling, had only carried them into June. Before the final 

hundred mark was reached he began to indicate that a calamity was approaching. 

 

"I don't know," he said one day, taking a trivial expenditure for meat as a text, "it seems 

to take an awful lot for us to live." 

 

"It doesn't seem to me," said Carrie, "that we spend very much." 

 

"My money is nearly gone," he said, "and I hardly know where it's gone to." 

 

"All that seven hundred dollars?" asked Carrie. 

 

"All but a hundred." 

 

He looked so disconsolate that it scared her. She began to see that she herself had been 

drifting. She had felt it all the time. 

 

"Well, George," she exclaimed, "why don't you get out and look for something? You 

could find something." 

 

"I have looked," he said. "You can't make people give you a place." 

 

She gazed weakly at him and said: "Well, what do you think you will do? A hundred 

dollars won't last long." 

 

"I don't know," he said. "I can't do any more than look." 

 

Carrie became frightened over this announcement. She thought desperately upon the 

subject. Frequently she had considered the stage as a door through which she might enter that 

gilded state which she had so much craved. Now, as in Chicago, it came as a last resource in 

distress. Something must be done if he did not get work soon. Perhaps she would have to go out 

and battle again alone. 

 

She began to wonder how one would go about getting a place. Her experience in Chicago 

proved that she had not tried the right way. There must be people who would listen to and try 

you—men who would give you an opportunity. 

 

They were talking at the breakfast table, a morning or two later, when she brought up the 

dramatic subject by saying that she saw that Sarah Bernhardt was coming to this country. 

Hurstwood had seen it, too. 



 

"How do people get on the stage, George?" she finally asked, innocently. 

 

"I don't know," he said. "There must be dramatic agents." 

 

Carrie was sipping coffee, and did not look up. 

 

"Regular people who get you a place?" 

 

"Yes, I think so," he answered. 

 

Suddenly the air with which she asked attracted his attention. 

 

"You're not still thinking about being an actress, are you?" he asked. 

 

"No," she answered, "I was just wondering." 

 

Without being clear, there was something in the thought which he objected to. He did not 

believe any more, after three years of observation, that Carrie would ever do anything great in 

that line. She seemed too simple, too yielding. His idea of the art was that it involved something 

more pompous. If she tried to get on the stage she would fall into the hands of some cheap 

manager and become like the rest of them. He had a good idea of what he meant by them. Carrie 

was pretty. She would get along all right, but where would he be? 

 

"I'd get that idea out of my head, if I were you. It's a lot more difficult than you think." 

 

Carrie felt this to contain, in some way, an aspersion upon her ability. 

 

"You said I did real well in Chicago," she rejoined. 

 

"You did," he answered, seeing that he was arousing opposition, "but Chicago isn't New 

York, by a big jump." 

 

Carrie did not answer this at all. It hurt her. 

 

"The stage," he went on, "is all right if you can be one of the big guns, but there's nothing 

to the rest of it. It takes a long while to get up." 

 

"Oh, I don't know," said Carrie, slightly aroused. 

 

In a flash, he thought he foresaw the result of this thing. Now, when the worst of his 

situation was approaching, she would get on the stage in some cheap way and forsake him. 

Strangely, he had not conceived well of her mental ability. That was because he did not 



understand the nature of emotional greatness. He had never learned that a person might be 

emotionally—instead of intellectually—great. Avery Hall was too far away for him to look back 

and sharply remember. He had lived with this woman too long. 

 

"Well, I do," he answered. "If I were you I wouldn't think of it. It's not much of a 

profession for a woman." 

 

"It's better than going hungry," said Carrie. "If you don't want me to do that, why don't 

you get work yourself?" 

 

There was no answer ready for this. He had got used to the suggestion. 

 

"Oh, let up," he answered. 

 

The result of this was that she secretly resolved to try. It didn't matter about him. She was 

not going to be dragged into poverty and something worse to suit him. She could act. She could 

get something and then work up. What would he say then? She pictured herself already 

appearing in some fine performance on Broadway; of going every evening to her dressing-room 

and making up. Then she would come out at eleven o'clock and see the carriages ranged about, 

waiting for the people. It did not matter whether she was the star or not. If she were only once in, 

getting a decent salary, wearing the kind of clothes she liked, having the money to do with, going 

here and there as she pleased, how delightful it would all be. Her mind ran over this picture all 

the day long. Hurstwood's dreary state made its beauty become more and more vivid. 

 

Curiously this idea soon took hold of Hurstwood. His vanishing sum suggested that he 

would need sustenance. Why could not Carrie assist him a little until he could get something? 

 

He came in one day with something of this idea in his mind. 

 

"I met John B. Drake to-day," he said. "He's going to open a hotel here in the fall. He 

says that he can make a place for me then." 

 

"Who is he?" asked Carrie. 

 

"He's the man that runs the Grand Pacific in Chicago." 

 

"Oh," said Carrie. 

 

"I'd get about fourteen hundred a year out of that." 

 

"That would be good, wouldn't it?" she said, sympathetically. 

 



"If I can only get over this summer," he added, "I think I'll be all right. I'm hearing from 

some of my friends again." 

 

Carrie swallowed this story in all its pristine beauty. She sincerely wished he could get 

through the summer. He looked so hopeless. 

 

"How much money have you left?" 

 

"Only fifty dollars." 

 

"Oh, mercy," she exclaimed, "what will we do? It's only twenty days until the rent will be 

due again." 

 

Hurstwood rested his head on his hands and looked blankly at the floor. 

 

"Maybe you could get something in the stage line?" he blandly suggested. 

 

"Maybe I could," said Carrie, glad that some one approved of the idea. 

 

"I'll lay my hand to whatever I can get," he said, now that he saw her brighten up. "I can 

get something." 

 

She cleaned up the things one morning after he had gone, dressed as neatly as her 

wardrobe permitted, and set out for Broadway. She did not know that thoroughfare very well. To 

her it was a wonderful conglomeration of everything great and mighty. The theatres were there—

these agencies must be somewhere about. 

 

She decided to stop in at the Madison Square Theatre and ask how to find the theatrical 

agents. This seemed the sensible way. Accordingly, when she reached that theatre she applied to 

the clerk at the box office. 

 

"Eh?" he said, looking out. "Dramatic agents? I don't know. You'll find them in the 

'Clipper,' though. They all advertise in that." 

 

"Is that a paper?" said Carrie. 

 

"Yes," said the clerk, marvelling at such ignorance of a common fact. "You can get it at 

the news-stands," he added politely, seeing how pretty the inquirer was. 

 

Carrie proceeded to get the "Clipper," and tried to find the agents by looking over it as 

she stood beside the stand. This could not be done so easily. Thirteenth Street was a number of 

blocks off, but she went back, carrying the precious paper and regretting the waste of time. 

 



Hurstwood was already there, sitting in his place. 

 

"Where were you?" he asked. 

 

"I've been trying to find some dramatic agents." 

 

He felt a little diffident about asking concerning her success. The paper she began to scan 

attracted his attention. 

 

"What have you got there?" he asked. 

 

"The 'Clipper.' The man said I'd find their addresses in here." 

 

"Have you been all the way over to Broadway to find that out? I could have told you." 

 

"Why didn't you?" she asked, without looking up. 

 

"You never asked me," he returned. 

 

She went hunting aimlessly through the crowded columns. Her mind was distracted by 

this man's indifference. The difficulty of the situation she was facing was only added to by all he 

did. Self-commiseration brewed in her heart. Tears trembled along her eyelids but did not fall. 

Hurstwood noticed something. 

 

"Let me look." 

 

To recover herself she went into the front room while he searched. Presently she returned. 

He had a pencil, and was writing upon an envelope. 

 

"Here 're three," he said. 

 

Carrie took it and found that one was Mrs. Bermudez, another Marcus Jenks, a third 

Percy Weil. She paused only a moment, and then moved toward the door. 

 

"I might as well go right away," she said, without looking back. 

 

Hurstwood saw her depart with some faint stirrings of shame, which were the expression 

of a manhood rapidly becoming stultified. He sat a while, and then it became too much. He got 

up and put on his hat. 

 

"I guess I'll go out," he said to himself, and went, strolling nowhere in particular, but 

feeling somehow that he must go. 

 



Carrie's first call was upon Mrs. Bermudez, whose address was quite the nearest. It was 

an old-fashioned residence turned into offices. Mrs. Bermudez's offices consisted of what 

formerly had been a back chamber and a hall bedroom, marked "Private." 

 

As Carrie entered she noticed several persons lounging about—men, who said nothing 

and did nothing. 

 

While she was waiting to be noticed, the door of the hall bedroom opened and from it 

issued two very mannish-looking women, very tightly dressed, and wearing white collars and 

cuffs. After them came a portly lady of about forty-five, light-haired, sharp-eyed, and evidently 

good-natured. At least she was smiling. 

 

"Now, don't forget about that," said one of the mannish women. 

 

"I won't," said the portly woman. "Let's see," she added, "where are you the first week in 

February?" 

 

"Pittsburg," said the woman. 

 

"I'll write you there." 

 

"All right," said the other, and the two passed out. 

 

Instantly the portly lady's face became exceedingly sober and shrewd. She turned about 

and fixed on Carrie a very searching eye. 

 

"Well," she said, "young woman, what can I do for you?" 

 

"Are you Mrs. Bermudez?" 

 

"Yes." 

 

"Well," said Carrie, hesitating how to begin, "do you get places for persons upon the 

stage?" 

 

"Yes." 

 

"Could you get me one?" 

 

"Have you ever had any experience?" 

 

"A very little," said Carrie. 

 



"Whom did you play with?" 

 

"Oh, with no one," said Carrie. "It was just a show gotten——" 

 

"Oh, I see," said the woman, interrupting her. "No, I don't know of anything now." 

 

Carrie's countenance fell. 

 

"You want to get some New York experience," concluded the affable Mrs. Bermudez. 

"We'll take your name, though." 

 

Carrie stood looking while the lady retired to her office. 

 

"What is your address?" inquired a young lady behind the counter, taking up the curtailed 

conversation. 

 

"Mrs. George Wheeler," said Carrie, moving over to where she was writing. The woman 

wrote her address in full and then allowed her to depart at her leisure. 

 

She encountered a very similar experience in the office of Mr. Jenks, only he varied it by 

saying at the close: "If you could play at some local house, or had a programme with your name 

on it, I might do something." 

 

In the third place the individual asked: 

 

"What sort of work do you want to do?" 

 

"What do you mean?" said Carrie. 

 

"Well, do you want to get in a comedy or on the vaudeville stage or in the chorus?" 

 

"Oh, I'd like to get a part in a play," said Carrie. 

 

"Well," said the man, "it'll cost you something to do that." 

 

"How much?" said Carrie, who, ridiculous as it may seem, had not thought of this before. 

 

"Well, that's for you to say," he answered shrewdly. 

 

Carrie looked at him curiously. She hardly knew how to continue the inquiry. 

 

"Could you get me a part if I paid?" 

 



"If we didn't you'd get your money back." 

 

"Oh," she said. 

 

The agent saw he was dealing with an inexperienced soul, and continued accordingly. 

 

"You'd want to deposit fifty dollars, any way. No agent would trouble about you for less 

than that." 

 

Carrie saw a light. 

 

"Thank you," she said. "I'll think about it." 

 

She started to go, and then bethought herself. 

 

"How soon would I get a place?" she asked. 

 

"Well, that's hard to say," said the man. "You might get one in a week, or it might be a 

month. You'd get the first thing that we thought you could do." 

 

"I see," said Carrie, and then, half-smiling to be agreeable, she walked out. 

 

The agent studied a moment, and then said to himself: 

 

"It's funny how anxious these women are to get on the stage." 

 

Carrie found ample food for reflection in the fifty-dollar proposition. "Maybe they'd take 

my money and not give me anything," she thought. She had some jewelry—a diamond ring and 

pin and several other pieces. She could get fifty dollars for those if she went to a pawnbroker. 

 

Hurstwood was home before her. He had not thought she would be so long seeking. 

 

"Well?" he said, not venturing to ask what news. 

 

"I didn't find out anything to-day," said Carrie, taking off her gloves. "They all want 

money to get you a place." 

 

"How much?" asked Hurstwood. 

 

"Fifty dollars." 

 

"They don't want anything, do they?" 

 



"Oh, they're like everybody else. You can't tell whether they'd ever get you anything after 

you did pay them." 

 

"Well, I wouldn't put up fifty on that basis," said Hurstwood, as if he were deciding, 

money in hand. 

 

"I don't know," said Carrie. "I think I'll try some of the managers." 

 

Hurstwood heard this, dead to the horror of it. He rocked a little to and fro, and chewed at 

his finger. It seemed all very natural in such extreme states. He would do better later on. 

  



CHAPTER XXXVIII IN ELF LAND DISPORTING: THE GRIM WORLD WITHOUT 

When Carrie renewed her search, as she did the next day, going to the Casino, she found 

that in the opera chorus, as in other fields, employment is difficult to secure. Girls who can stand 

in a line and look pretty are as numerous as labourers who can swing a pick. She found there was 

no discrimination between one and the other of applicants, save as regards a conventional 

standard of prettiness and form. Their own opinion or knowledge of their ability went for 

nothing. 

 

"Where shall I find Mr. Gray?" she asked of a sulky doorman at the stage entrance of the 

Casino. 

 

"You can't see him now; he's busy." 

 

"Do you know when I can see him?" 

 

"Got an appointment with him?" 

 

"No." 

 

"Well, you'll have to call at his office." 

 

"Oh, dear!" exclaimed Carrie. "Where is his office?" 

 

He gave her the number. 

 

She knew there was no need of calling there now. He would not be in. Nothing remained 

but to employ the intermediate hours in search. 

 

The dismal story of ventures in other places is quickly told. Mr. Daly saw no one save by 

appointment. Carrie waited an hour in a dingy office, quite in spite of obstacles, to learn this fact 

of the placid, indifferent Mr. Dorney. 

 

"You will have to write and ask him to see you." 

 

So she went away. 

 

At the Empire Theatre she found a hive of peculiarly listless and indifferent individuals. 

Everything ornately upholstered, everything carefully finished, everything remarkably reserved. 

 

At the Lyceum she entered one of those secluded, under-stairway closets, berugged and 

bepanneled, which causes one to feel the greatness of all positions of authority. Here was reserve 

itself done into a box-office clerk, a doorman, and an assistant, glorying in their fine positions. 



 

"Ah, be very humble now—very humble indeed. Tell us what it is you require. Tell it 

quickly, nervously, and without a vestige of self-respect. If no trouble to us in any way, we may 

see what we can do." 

 

This was the atmosphere of the Lyceum—the attitude, for that matter, of every 

managerial office in the city. These little proprietors of businesses are lords indeed on their own 

ground. 

 

Carrie came away wearily, somewhat more abashed for her pains. 

 

Hurstwood heard the details of the weary and unavailing search that evening. 

 

"I didn't get to see any one," said Carrie. "I just walked, and walked, and waited around." 

 

Hurstwood only looked at her. 

 

"I suppose you have to have some friends before you can get in," she added, 

disconsolately. 

 

Hurstwood saw the difficulty of this thing, and yet it did not seem so terrible. Carrie was 

tired and dispirited, but now she could rest. Viewing the world from his rocking-chair, its 

bitterness did not seem to approach so rapidly. To-morrow was another day. 

 

To-morrow came, and the next, and the next. 

 

Carrie saw the manager at the Casino once. 

 

"Come around," he said, "the first of next week. I may make some changes then." 

 

He was a large and corpulent individual, surfeited with good clothes and good eating, 

who judged women as another would horseflesh. Carrie was pretty and graceful. She might be 

put in even if she did not have any experience. One of the proprietors had suggested that the 

chorus was a little weak on looks. 

 

The first of next week was some days off yet. The first of the month was drawing near. 

Carrie began to worry as she had never worried before. 

 

"Do you really look for anything when you go out?" she asked Hurstwood one morning 

as a climax to some painful thoughts of her own. 

 

"Of course I do," he said pettishly, troubling only a little over the disgrace of the 

insinuation. 



 

"I'd take anything," she said, "for the present. It will soon be the first of the month again." 

 

She looked the picture of despair. 

 

Hurstwood quit reading his paper and changed his clothes. 

 

"He would look for something," he thought. "He would go and see if some brewery 

couldn't get him in somewhere. Yes, he would take a position as bartender, if he could get it." 

 

It was the same sort of pilgrimage he had made before. One or two slight rebuffs, and the 

bravado disappeared. 

 

"No use," he thought. "I might as well go on back home." 

 

Now that his money was so low, he began to observe his clothes and feel that even his 

best ones were beginning to look commonplace. This was a bitter thought. 

 

Carrie came in after he did. 

 

"I went to see some of the variety managers," she said, aimlessly. "You have to have an 

act. They don't want anybody that hasn't." 

 

"I saw some of the brewery people to-day," said Hurstwood. "One man told me he'd try 

to make a place for me in two or three weeks." 

 

In the face of so much distress on Carrie's part, he had to make some showing, and it was 

thus he did so. It was lassitude's apology to energy. 

 

Monday Carrie went again to the Casino. 

 

"Did I tell you to come around to-day?" said the manager, looking her over as she stood 

before him. 

 

"You said the first of the week," said Carrie, greatly abashed. 

 

"Ever had any experience?" he asked again, almost severely. 

 

Carrie owned to ignorance. 

 

He looked her over again as he stirred among some papers. He was secretly pleased with 

this pretty, disturbed-looking young woman. "Come around to the theatre to-morrow morning." 

 



Carrie's heart bounded to her throat. 

 

"I will," she said with difficulty. She could see he wanted her, and turned to go. 

 

"Would he really put her to work? Oh, blessed fortune, could it be?" 

 

Already the hard rumble of the city through the open windows became pleasant. 

 

A sharp voice answered her mental interrogation, driving away all immediate fears on 

that score. 

 

"Be sure you're there promptly," the manager said roughly. "You'll be dropped if you're 

not." 

 

Carrie hastened away. She did not quarrel now with Hurstwood's idleness. She had a 

place—she had a place! This sang in her ears. 

 

In her delight she was almost anxious to tell Hurstwood. But, as she walked homeward, 

and her survey of the facts of the case became larger, she began to think of the anomaly of her 

finding work in several weeks and his lounging in idleness for a number of months. 

 

"Why don't he get something?" she openly said to herself. "If I can he surely ought to. It 

wasn't very hard for me." 

 

She forgot her youth and her beauty. The handicap of age she did not, in her enthusiasm, 

perceive. 

 

Thus, ever, the voice of success. 

 

Still, she could not keep her secret. She tried to be calm and indifferent, but it was a 

palpable sham. 

 

"Well?" he said, seeing her relieved face. 

 

"I have a place." 

 

"You have?" he said, breathing a better breath. 

 

"Yes." 

 

"What sort of a place is it?" he asked, feeling in his veins as if now he might get 

something good also. 

 



"In the chorus," she answered. 

 

"Is it the Casino show you told me about?" 

 

"Yes," she answered. "I begin rehearsing to-morrow." 

 

There was more explanation volunteered by Carrie, because she was happy. At last 

Hurstwood said: 

 

"Do you know how much you'll get?" 

 

"No, I didn't want to ask," said Carrie. "I guess they pay twelve or fourteen dollars a 

week." 

 

"About that, I guess," said Hurstwood. 

 

There was a good dinner in the flat that evening, owing to the mere lifting of the terrible 

strain. Hurstwood went out for a shave, and returned with a fair-sized sirloin steak. 

 

"Now, to-morrow," he thought, "I'll look around myself," and with renewed hope he 

lifted his eyes from the ground. 

 

On the morrow Carrie reported promptly and was given a place in the line. She saw a 

large, empty, shadowy play-house, still redolent of the perfumes and blazonry of the night, and 

notable for its rich, oriental appearance. The wonder of it awed and delighted her. Blessed be its 

wondrous reality. How hard she would try to be worthy of it. It was above the common mass, 

above idleness, above want, above insignificance. People came to it in finery and carriages to 

see. It was ever a centre of light and mirth. And here she was of it. Oh, if she could only remain, 

how happy would be her days! 

 

"What is your name?" said the manager, who was conducting the drill. 

 

"Madenda," she replied, instantly mindful of the name Drouet had selected in Chicago. 

"Carrie Madenda." 

 

"Well, now, Miss Madenda," he said, very affably, as Carrie thought, "you go over 

there." 

 

Then he called to a young woman who was already of the company: 

 

"Miss Clark, you pair with Miss Madenda." 

 



This young lady stepped forward, so that Carrie saw where to go, and the rehearsal 

began. 

 

Carrie soon found that while this drilling had some slight resemblance to the rehearsals as 

conducted at Avery Hall, the attitude of the manager was much more pronounced. She had 

marvelled at the insistence and superior airs of Mr. Millice, but the individual conducting here 

had the same insistence, coupled with almost brutal roughness. As the drilling proceeded, he 

seemed to wax exceedingly wroth over trifles, and to increase his lung power in proportion. It 

was very evident that he had a great contempt for any assumption of dignity or innocence on the 

part of these young women. 

 

"Clark," he would call—meaning, of course, Miss Clark—"why don't you catch step 

there?" 

 

"By fours, right! Right, I said, right! For heaven's sake, get on to yourself! Right!" and in 

saying this he would lift the last sounds into a vehement roar. 

 

"Maitland! Maitland!" he called once. 

 

A nervous, comely-dressed little girl stepped out. Carrie trembled for her out of the 

fulness of her own sympathies and fear. 

 

"Yes, sir," said Miss Maitland. 

 

"Is there anything the matter with your ears?" 

 

"No, sir." 

 

"Do you know what 'column left' means?" 

 

"Yes, sir." 

 

"Well, what are you stumbling around the right for? Want to break up the line?" 

 

"I was just——" 

 

"Never mind what you were just. Keep your ears open." 

 

Carrie pitied, and trembled for her turn. 

 

Yet another suffered the pain of personal rebuke. 

 



"Hold on a minute," cried the manager, throwing up his hands, as if in despair. His 

demeanour was fierce. 

 

"Elvers," he shouted, "what have you got in your mouth?" 

 

"Nothing," said Miss Elvers, while some smiled and stood nervously by. 

 

"Well, are you talking?" 

 

"No, sir." 

 

"Well, keep your mouth still then. Now, all together again." 

 

At last Carrie's turn came. It was because of her extreme anxiety to do all that was 

required that brought on the trouble. 

 

She heard some one called. 

 

"Mason," said the voice. "Miss Mason." 

 

She looked around to see who it could be. A girl behind shoved her a little, but she did 

not understand. 

 

"You, you!" said the manager. "Can't you hear?" 

 

"Oh," said Carrie, collapsing, and blushing fiercely. 

 

"Isn't your name Mason?" asked the manager. 

 

"No, sir," said Carrie, "it's Madenda." 

 

"Well, what's the matter with your feet? Can't you dance?" 

 

"Yes, sir," said Carrie, who had long since learned this art. 

 

"Why don't you do it then? Don't go shuffling along as if you were dead. I've got to have 

people with life in them." 

 

Carrie's cheek burned with a crimson heat. Her lips trembled a little. 

 

"Yes, sir," she said. 

 



It was this constant urging, coupled with irascibility and energy, for three long hours. 

Carrie came away worn enough in body, but too excited in mind to notice it. She meant to go 

home and practise her evolutions as prescribed. She would not err in any way, if she could help 

it. 

 

When she reached the flat Hurstwood was not there. For a wonder he was out looking for 

work, as she supposed. She took only a mouthful to eat and then practised on, sustained by 

visions of freedom from financial distress—"The sound of glory ringing in her ears." 

 

When Hurstwood returned he was not so elated as when he went away, and now she was 

obliged to drop practice and get dinner. Here was an early irritation. She would have her work 

and this. Was she going to act and keep house? 

 

"I'll not do it," she said, "after I get started. He can take his meals out." 

 

Each day thereafter brought its cares. She found it was not such a wonderful thing to be 

in the chorus, and she also learned that her salary would be twelve dollars a week. After a few 

days she had her first sight of those high and mighties—the leading ladies and gentlemen. She 

saw that they were privileged and deferred to. She was nothing—absolutely nothing at all. 

 

At home was Hurstwood, daily giving her cause for thought. He seemed to get nothing to 

do, and yet he made bold to inquire how she was getting along. The regularity with which he did 

this smacked of some one who was waiting to live upon her labour. Now that she had a visible 

means of support, this irritated her. He seemed to be depending upon her little twelve dollars. 

 

"How are you getting along?" he would blandly inquire. 

 

"Oh, all right," she would reply. 

 

"Find it easy?" 

 

"It will be all right when I get used to it." 

 

His paper would then engross his thoughts. 

 

"I got some lard," he would add, as an afterthought. "I thought maybe you might want to 

make some biscuit." 

 

The calm suggestion of the man astonished her a little, especially in the light of recent 

developments. Her dawning independence gave her more courage to observe, and she felt as if 

she wanted to say things. Still she could not talk to him as she had to Drouet. There was 

something in the man's manner of which she had always stood in awe. He seemed to have some 

invisible strength in reserve. 



 

One day, after her first week's rehearsal, what she expected came openly to the surface. 

 

"We'll have to be rather saving," he said, laying down some meat he had purchased. "You 

won't get any money for a week or so yet." 

 

"No," said Carrie, who was stirring a pan at the stove. 

 

"I've only got the rent and thirteen dollars more," he added. 

 

"That's it," she said to herself. "I'm to use my money now." 

 

Instantly she remembered that she had hoped to buy a few things for herself. She needed 

clothes. Her hat was not nice. 

 

"What will twelve dollars do towards keeping up this flat?" she thought. "I can't do it. 

Why doesn't he get something to do?" 

 

The important night of the first real performance came. She did not suggest to Hurstwood 

that he come and see. He did not think of going. It would only be money wasted. She had such a 

small part. 

 

The advertisements were already in the papers; the posters upon the bill-boards. The 

leading lady and many members were cited. Carrie was nothing. 

 

As in Chicago, she was seized with stage fright as the very first entrance of the ballet 

approached, but later she recovered. The apparent and painful insignificance of the part took fear 

away from her. She felt that she was so obscure it did not matter. Fortunately, she did not have to 

wear tights. A group of twelve were assigned pretty golden-hued skirts which came only to a line 

about an inch above the knee. Carrie happened to be one of the twelve. 

 

In standing about the stage, marching, and occasionally lifting up her voice in the general 

chorus, she had a chance to observe the audience and to see the inauguration of a great hit. There 

was plenty of applause, but she could not help noting how poorly some of the women of alleged 

ability did. 

 

"I could do better than that," Carrie ventured to herself, in several instances. To do her 

justice, she was right. 

 

After it was over she dressed quickly, and as the manager had scolded some others and 

passed her, she imagined she must have proved satisfactory. She wanted to get out quickly, 

because she knew but few, and the stars were gossiping. Outside were carriages and some correct 



youths in attractive clothing, waiting. Carrie saw that she was scanned closely. The flutter of an 

eyelash would have brought her a companion. That she did not give. 

 

One experienced youth volunteered, anyhow. 

 

"Not going home alone, are you?" he said. 

 

Carrie merely hastened her steps and took the Sixth Avenue car. Her head was so full of 

the wonder of it that she had time for nothing else. 

 

"Did you hear any more from the brewery?" she asked at the end of the week, hoping by 

the question to stir him on to action. 

 

"No," he answered, "they're not quite ready yet. I think something will come of that, 

though." 

 

She said nothing more then, objecting to giving up her own money, and yet feeling that 

such would have to be the case. Hurstwood felt the crisis, and artfully decided to appeal to 

Carrie. He had long since realised how good-natured she was, how much she would stand. There 

was some little shame in him at the thought of doing so, but he justified himself with the thought 

that he really would get something. Rent day gave him his opportunity. 

 

"Well," he said, as he counted it out, "that's about the last of my money. I'll have to get 

something pretty soon." 

 

Carrie looked at him askance, half-suspicious of an appeal. 

 

"If I could only hold out a little longer I think I could get something. Drake is sure to 

open a hotel here in September." 

 

"Is he?" said Carrie, thinking of the short month that still remained until that time. 

 

"Would you mind helping me out until then?" he said appealingly. "I think I'll be all right 

after that time." 

 

"No," said Carrie, feeling sadly handicapped by fate. 

 

"We can get along if we economise. I'll pay you back all right." 

 

"Oh, I'll help you," said Carrie, feeling quite hard-hearted at thus forcing him to humbly 

appeal, and yet her desire for the benefit of her earnings wrung a faint protest from her. 

 



"Why don't you take anything, George, temporarily?" she said. "What difference does it 

make? Maybe, after a while, you'll get something better." 

 

"I will take anything," he said, relieved, and wincing under reproof. "I'd just as leave dig 

on the streets. Nobody knows me here." 

 

"Oh, you needn't do that," said Carrie, hurt by the pity of it. "But there must be other 

things." 

 

"I'll get something!" he said, assuming determination. 

 

Then he went back to his paper. 

  



CHAPTER XXXIX OF LIGHTS AND OF SHADOWS: THE PARTING OF WORLDS 

What Hurstwood got as the result of this determination was more self-assurance that each 

particular day was not the day. At the same time, Carrie passed through thirty days of mental 

distress. 

 

Her need of clothes—to say nothing of her desire for ornaments—grew rapidly as the fact 

developed that for all her work she was not to have them. The sympathy she felt for Hurstwood, 

at the time he asked her to tide him over, vanished with these newer urgings of decency. He was 

not always renewing his request, but this love of good appearance was. It insisted, and Carrie 

wished to satisfy it, wished more and more that Hurstwood was not in the way. 

 

Hurstwood reasoned, when he neared the last ten dollars, that he had better keep a little 

pocket change and not become wholly dependent for car-fare, shaves, and the like; so when this 

sum was still in his hand he announced himself as penniless. 

 

"I'm clear out," he said to Carrie one afternoon. "I paid for some coal this morning, and 

that took all but ten or fifteen cents." 

 

"I've got some money there in my purse." 

 

Hurstwood went to get it, starting for a can of tomatoes. Carrie scarcely noticed that this 

was the beginning of the new order. He took out fifteen cents and bought the can with it. 

Thereafter it was dribs and drabs of this sort, until one morning Carrie suddenly remembered that 

she would not be back until close to dinner time. 

 

"We're all out of flour," she said; "you'd better get some this afternoon. We haven't any 

meat, either. How would it do if we had liver and bacon?" 

 

"Suits me," said Hurstwood. 

 

"Better get a half or three-quarters of a pound of that." 

 

"Half'll be enough," volunteered Hurstwood. 

 

She opened her purse and laid down a half dollar. He pretended not to notice it. 

 

Hurstwood bought the flour—which all grocers sold in 3½-pound packages—for thirteen 

cents and paid fifteen cents for a half-pound of liver and bacon. He left the packages, together 

with the balance of thirty-two cents, upon the kitchen table, where Carrie found it. It did not 

escape her that the change was accurate. There was something sad in realising that, after all, all 

that he wanted of her was something to eat. She felt as if hard thoughts were unjust. Maybe he 

would get something yet. He had no vices. 



 

That very evening, however, on going into the theatre, one of the chorus girls passed her 

all newly arrayed in a pretty mottled tweed suit, which took Carrie's eye. The young woman 

wore a fine bunch of violets and seemed in high spirits. She smiled at Carrie good-naturedly as 

she passed, showing pretty, even teeth, and Carrie smiled back. 

 

"She can afford to dress well," thought Carrie, "and so could I, if I could only keep my 

money. I haven't a decent tie of any kind to wear." 

 

She put out her foot and looked at her shoe reflectively. 

 

"I'll get a pair of shoes Saturday, anyhow; I don't care what happens." 

 

One of the sweetest and most sympathetic little chorus girls in the company made friends 

with her because in Carrie she found nothing to frighten her away. She was a gay little Manon, 

unwitting of society's fierce conception of morality, but, nevertheless, good to her neighbour and 

charitable. Little license was allowed the chorus in the matter of conversation, but, nevertheless, 

some was indulged in. 

 

"It's warm to-night, isn't it?" said this girl, arrayed in pink fleshings and an imitation 

golden helmet. She also carried a shining shield. 

 

"Yes; it is," said Carrie, pleased that some one should talk to her. 

 

"I'm almost roasting," said the girl. 

 

Carrie looked into her pretty face, with its large blue eyes, and saw little beads of 

moisture. 

 

"There's more marching in this opera than ever I did before," added the girl. 

 

"Have you been in others?" asked Carrie, surprised at her experience. 

 

"Lots of them," said the girl; "haven't you?" 

 

"This is my first experience." 

 

"Oh, is it? I thought I saw you the time they ran 'The Queen's Mate' here." 

 

"No," said Carrie, shaking her head; "not me." 

 

This conversation was interrupted by the blare of the orchestra and the sputtering of the 

calcium lights in the wings as the line was called to form for a new entrance. No further 



opportunity for conversation occurred, but the next evening, when they were getting ready for 

the stage, this girl appeared anew at her side. 

 

"They say this show is going on the road next month." 

 

"Is it?" said Carrie. 

 

"Yes; do you think you'll go?" 

 

"I don't know; I guess so, if they'll take me." 

 

"Oh, they'll take you. I wouldn't go. They won't give you any more, and it will cost you 

everything you make to live. I never leave New York. There are too many shows going on here." 

 

"Can you always get in another show?" 

 

"I always have. There's one going on up at the Broadway this month. I'm going to try and 

get in that if this one really goes." 

 

Carrie heard this with aroused intelligence. Evidently it wasn't so very difficult to get on. 

Maybe she also could get a place if this show went away. 

 

"Do they all pay about the same?" she asked. 

 

"Yes. Sometimes you get a little more. This show doesn't pay very much." 

 

"I get twelve," said Carrie. 

 

"Do you?" said the girl. "They pay me fifteen, and you do more work than I do. I 

wouldn't stand it if I were you. They're just giving you less because they think you don't know. 

You ought to be making fifteen." 

 

"Well, I'm not," said Carrie. 

 

"Well, you'll get more at the next place if you want it," went on the girl, who admired 

Carrie very much. "You do fine, and the manager knows it." 

 

To say the truth, Carrie did unconsciously move about with an air pleasing and somewhat 

distinctive. It was due wholly to her natural manner and total lack of self-consciousness. 

 

"Do you suppose I could get more up at the Broadway?" 

 



"Of course you can," answered the girl. "You come with me when I go. I'll do the 

talking." 

 

Carrie heard this, flushing with thankfulness. She liked this little gaslight soldier. She 

seemed so experienced and self-reliant in her tinsel helmet and military accoutrements. 

 

"My future must be assured if I can always get work this way," thought Carrie. 

 

Still, in the morning, when her household duties would infringe upon her and Hurstwood 

sat there, a perfect load to contemplate, her fate seemed dismal and unrelieved. It did not take so 

very much to feed them under Hurstwood's close-measured buying, and there would possibly be 

enough for rent, but it left nothing else. Carrie bought the shoes and some other things, which 

complicated the rent problem very seriously. Suddenly, a week from the fatal day, Carrie realised 

that they were going to run short. 

 

"I don't believe," she exclaimed, looking into her purse at breakfast, "that I'll have enough 

to pay the rent." 

 

"How much have you?" inquired Hurstwood. 

 

"Well, I've got twenty-two dollars, but there's everything to be paid for this week yet, and 

if I use all I get Saturday to pay this, there won't be any left for next week. Do you think your 

hotel man will open his hotel this month?" 

 

"I think so," returned Hurstwood. "He said he would." 

 

After a while, Hurstwood said: 

 

"Don't worry about it. Maybe the grocer will wait. He can do that. We've traded there 

long enough to make him trust us for a week or two." 

 

"Do you think he will?" she asked. 

 

"I think so." 

 

On this account, Hurstwood, this very day, looked grocer Oeslogge clearly in the eye as 

he ordered a pound of coffee, and said: 

 

"Do you mind carrying my account until the end of every week?" 

 

"No, no, Mr. Wheeler," said Mr. Oeslogge. "Dat iss all right." 

 



Hurstwood, still tactful in distress, added nothing to this. It seemed an easy thing. He 

looked out of the door, and then gathered up his coffee when ready and came away. The game of 

a desperate man had begun. 

 

Rent was paid, and now came the grocer. Hurstwood managed by paying out of his own 

ten and collecting from Carrie at the end of the week. Then he delayed a day next time settling 

with the grocer, and so soon had his ten back, with Oeslogge getting his pay on this Thursday or 

Friday for last Saturday's bill. 

 

This entanglement made Carrie anxious for a change of some sort. Hurstwood did not 

seem to realise that she had a right to anything. He schemed to make what she earned cover all 

expenses, but seemed not to trouble over adding anything himself. 

 

"He talks about worrying," thought Carrie. "If he worried enough he couldn't sit there and 

wait for me. He'd get something to do. No man could go seven months without finding 

something if he tried." 

 

The sight of him always around in his untidy clothes and gloomy appearance drove 

Carrie to seek relief in other places. Twice a week there were matinées, and then Hurstwood ate 

a cold snack, which he prepared himself. Two other days there were rehearsals beginning at ten 

in the morning and lasting usually until one. Now, to this Carrie added a few visits to one or two 

chorus girls, including the blue-eyed soldier of the golden helmet. She did it because it was 

pleasant and a relief from dulness of the home over which her husband brooded. 

 

The blue-eyed soldier's name was Osborne—Lola Osborne. Her room was in Nineteenth 

Street near Fourth Avenue, a block now given up wholly to office buildings. Here she had a 

comfortable back room, looking over a collection of back yards in which grew a number of 

shade trees pleasant to see. 

 

"Isn't your home in New York?" she asked of Lola one day. 

 

"Yes; but I can't get along with my people. They always want me to do what they want. 

Do you live here?" 

 

"Yes," said Carrie. 

 

"With your family?" 

 

Carrie was ashamed to say that she was married. She had talked so much about getting 

more salary and confessed to so much anxiety about her future, that now, when the direct 

question of fact was waiting, she could not tell this girl. 

 

"With some relatives," she answered. 



 

Miss Osborne took it for granted that, like herself, Carrie's time was her own. She 

invariably asked her to stay, proposing little outings and other things of that sort until Carrie 

began neglecting her dinner hours. Hurstwood noticed it, but felt in no position to quarrel with 

her. Several times she came so late as scarcely to have an hour in which to patch up a meal and 

start for the theatre. 

 

"Do you rehearse in the afternoons?" Hurstwood once asked, concealing almost 

completely the cynical protest and regret which prompted it. 

 

"No; I was looking around for another place," said Carrie. 

 

As a matter of fact she was, but only in such a way as furnished the least straw of an 

excuse. Miss Osborne and she had gone to the office of the manager who was to produce the new 

opera at the Broadway and returned straight to the former's room, where they had been since 

three o'clock. 

 

Carrie felt this question to be an infringement on her liberty. She did not take into 

account how much liberty she was securing. Only the latest step, the newest freedom, must not 

be questioned. 

 

Hurstwood saw it all clearly enough. He was shrewd after his kind, and yet there was 

enough decency in the man to stop him from making any effectual protest. In his almost 

inexplicable apathy he was content to droop supinely while Carrie drifted out of his life, just as 

he was willing supinely to see opportunity pass beyond his control. He could not help clinging 

and protesting in a mild, irritating, and ineffectual way, however—a way that simply widened 

the breach by slow degrees. 

 

A further enlargement of this chasm between them came when the manager, looking 

between the wings upon the brightly lighted stage where the chorus was going through some of 

its glittering evolutions, said to the master of the ballet: 

 

"Who is that fourth girl there on the right—the one coming round at the end now?" 

 

"Oh," said the ballet-master, "that's Miss Madenda." 

 

"She's good looking. Why don't you let her head that line?" 

 

"I will," said the man. 

 

"Just do that. She'll look better there than the woman you've got." 

 

"All right. I will do that," said the master. 



 

The next evening Carrie was called out, much as if for an error. 

 

"You lead your company to-night," said the master. 

 

"Yes, sir," said Carrie. 

 

"Put snap into it," he added. "We must have snap." 

 

"Yes, sir," replied Carrie. 

 

Astonished at this change, she thought that the heretofore leader must be ill; but when she 

saw her in the line, with a distinct expression of something unfavourable in her eye, she began to 

think that perhaps it was merit. 

 

She had a chic way of tossing her head to one side, and holding her arms as if for 

action—not listlessly. In front of the line this showed up even more effectually. 

 

"That girl knows how to carry herself," said the manager, another evening. He began to 

think that he should like to talk with her. If he hadn't made it a rule to have nothing to do with the 

members of the chorus, he would have approached her most unbendingly. 

 

"Put that girl at the head of the white column," he suggested to the man in charge of the 

ballet. 

 

This white column consisted of some twenty girls, all in snow-white flannel trimmed 

with silver and blue. Its leader was most stunningly arrayed in the same colours, elaborated, 

however, with epaulets and a belt of silver, with a short sword dangling at one side. Carrie was 

fitted for this costume, and a few days later appeared, proud of her new laurels. She was 

especially gratified to find that her salary was now eighteen instead of twelve. 

 

Hurstwood heard nothing about this. 

 

"I'll not give him the rest of my money," said Carrie. "I do enough. I am going to get me 

something to wear." 

 

As a matter of fact, during this second month she had been buying for herself as 

recklessly as she dared, regardless of the consequences. There were impending more 

complications rent day, and more extension of the credit system in the neighbourhood. Now, 

however, she proposed to do better by herself. 

 

Her first move was to buy a shirt waist, and in studying these she found how little her 

money would buy—how much, if she could only use all. She forgot that if she were alone she 



would have to pay for a room and board, and imagined that every cent of her eighteen could be 

spent for clothes and things that she liked. 

 

At last she picked upon something, which not only used up all her surplus above twelve, 

but invaded that sum. She knew she was going too far, but her feminine love of finery prevailed. 

The next day Hurstwood said: 

 

"We owe the grocer five dollars and forty cents this week." 

 

"Do we?" said Carrie, frowning a little. 

 

She looked in her purse to leave it. 

 

"I've only got eight dollars and twenty cents altogether." 

 

"We owe the milkman sixty cents," added Hurstwood. 

 

"Yes, and there's the coal man," said Carrie. 

 

Hurstwood said nothing. He had seen the new things she was buying; the way she was 

neglecting household duties; the readiness with which she was slipping out afternoons and 

staying. He felt that something was going to happen. All at once she spoke: 

 

"I don't know," she said; "I can't do it all. I don't earn enough." 

 

This was a direct challenge. Hurstwood had to take it up. He tried to be calm. 

 

"I don't want you to do it all," he said. "I only want a little help until I can get something 

to do." 

 

"Oh, yes," answered Carrie. "That's always the way. It takes more than I can earn to pay 

for things. I don't see what I'm going to do." 

 

"Well, I've tried to get something," he exclaimed. "What do you want me to do?" 

 

"You couldn't have tried so very hard," said Carrie. "I got something." 

 

"Well, I did," he said, angered almost to harsh words. "You needn't throw up your 

success to me. All I asked was a little help until I could get something. I'm not down yet. I'll 

come up all right." 

 

He tried to speak steadily, but his voice trembled a little. 

 



Carrie's anger melted on the instant. She felt ashamed. 

 

"Well," she said, "here's the money," and emptied it out on the table. "I haven't got quite 

enough to pay it all. If they can wait until Saturday, though, I'll have some more." 

 

"You keep it," said Hurstwood, sadly. "I only want enough to pay the grocer." 

 

She put it back, and proceeded to get dinner early and in good time. Her little bravado 

made her feel as if she ought to make amends. 

 

In a little while their old thoughts returned to both. 

 

"She's making more than she says," thought Hurstwood. "She says she's making twelve, 

but that wouldn't buy all those things. I don't care. Let her keep her money. I'll get something 

again one of these days. Then she can go to the deuce." 

 

He only said this in his anger, but it prefigured a possible course of action and attitude 

well enough. 

 

"I don't care," thought Carrie. "He ought to be told to get out and do something. It isn't 

right that I should support him." 

 

In these days Carrie was introduced to several youths, friends of Miss Osborne, who were 

of the kind most aptly described as gay and festive. They called once to get Miss Osborne for an 

afternoon drive. Carrie was with her at the time. 

 

"Come and go along," said Lola. 

 

"No, I can't," said Carrie. 

 

"Oh, yes, come and go. What have you got to do?" 

 

"I have to be home by five," said Carrie. 

 

"What for?" 

 

"Oh, dinner." 

 

"They'll take us to dinner," said Lola. 

 

"Oh, no," said Carrie. "I won't go. I can't." 

 



"Oh, do come. They're awful nice boys. We'll get you back in time. We're only going for 

a drive in Central Park." 

 

Carrie thought a while, and at last yielded. 

 

"Now, I must be back by half-past four," she said. 

 

The information went in one ear of Lola and out the other. 

 

After Drouet and Hurstwood, there was the least touch of cynicism in her attitude toward 

young men—especially of the gay and frivolous sort. She felt a little older than they. Some of 

their pretty compliments seemed silly. Still, she was young in heart and body and youth appealed 

to her. 

 

"Oh, we'll be right back, Miss Madenda," said one of the chaps, bowing. "You wouldn't 

think we'd keep you over time, now, would you?" 

 

"Well, I don't know," said Carrie, smiling. 

 

They were off for a drive—she, looking about and noticing fine clothing, the young men 

voicing those silly pleasantries and weak quips which pass for humour in coy circles. Carrie saw 

the great park parade of carriages, beginning at the Fifty-ninth Street entrance and winding past 

the Museum of Art to the exit at One Hundred and Tenth Street and Seventh Avenue. Her eye 

was once more taken by the show of wealth—the elaborate costumes, elegant harnesses, spirited 

horses, and, above all, the beauty. Once more the plague of poverty galled her, but now she 

forgot in a measure her own troubles so far as to forget Hurstwood. He waited until four, five, 

and even six. It was getting dark when he got up out of his chair. 

 

"I guess she isn't coming home," he said, grimly. 

 

"That's the way," he thought. "She's getting a start now. I'm out of it." 

 

Carrie had really discovered her neglect, but only at a quarter after five, and the open 

carriage was now far up Seventh Avenue, near the Harlem River. 

 

"What time is it?" she inquired. "I must be getting back." 

 

"A quarter after five," said her companion, consulting an elegant, open-faced watch. 

 

"Oh, dear me!" exclaimed Carrie. Then she settled back with a sigh. "There's no use 

crying over spilt milk," she said. "It's too late." 

 



"Of course it is," said the youth, who saw visions of a fine dinner now, and such 

invigorating talk as would result in a reunion after the show. He was greatly taken with Carrie. 

"We'll drive down to Delmonico's now and have something there, won't we, Orrin?" 

 

"To be sure," replied Orrin, gaily. 

 

Carrie thought of Hurstwood. Never before had she neglected dinner without an excuse. 

 

They drove back, and at 6.15 sat down to dine. It was the Sherry incident over again, the 

remembrance of which came painfully back to Carrie. She remembered Mrs. Vance, who had 

never called again after Hurstwood's reception, and Ames. 

 

At this figure her mind halted. It was a strong, clean vision. He liked better books than 

she read, better people than she associated with. His ideals burned in her heart. 

 

"It's fine to be a good actress," came distinctly back. 

 

What sort of an actress was she? 

 

"What are you thinking about, Miss Madenda?" inquired her merry companion. "Come, 

now, let's see if I can guess." 

 

"Oh, no," said Carrie. "Don't try." 

 

She shook it off and ate. She forgot, in part, and was merry. When it came to the after-

theatre proposition, however, she shook her head. 

 

"No," she said, "I can't. I have a previous engagement." 

 

"Oh, now, Miss Madenda," pleaded the youth. 

 

"No," said Carrie, "I can't. You've been so kind, but you'll have to excuse me." 

 

The youth looked exceedingly crestfallen. 

 

"Cheer up, old man," whispered his companion. "We'll go around, anyhow. She may 

change her mind." 

  



CHAPTER XL A PUBLIC DISSENSION: A FINAL APPEAL 

There was no after-theatre lark, however, so far as Carrie was concerned. She made her 

way homeward, thinking about her absence. Hurstwood was asleep, but roused up to look as she 

passed through to her own bed. 

 

"Is that you?" he said. 

 

"Yes," she answered. 

 

The next morning at breakfast she felt like apologising. 

 

"I couldn't get home last evening," she said. 

 

"Ah, Carrie," he answered, "what's the use saying that? I don't care. You needn't tell me 

that, though." 

 

"I couldn't," said Carrie, her colour rising. Then, seeing that he looked as if he said "I 

know," she exclaimed: "Oh, all right. I don't care." 

 

From now on, her indifference to the flat was even greater. There seemed no common 

ground on which they could talk to one another. She let herself be asked for expenses. It became 

so with him that he hated to do it. He preferred standing off the butcher and baker. He ran up a 

grocery bill of sixteen dollars with Oeslogge, laying in a supply of staple articles, so that they 

would not have to buy any of those things for some time to come. Then he changed his grocery. 

It was the same with the butcher and several others. Carrie never heard anything of this directly 

from him. He asked for such as he could expect, drifting farther and farther into a situation which 

could have but one ending. 

 

In this fashion, September went by. 

 

"Isn't Mr. Drake going to open his hotel?" Carrie asked several times. 

 

"Yes. He won't do it before October, though, now." 

 

Carrie became disgusted. "Such a man," she said to herself frequently. More and more 

she visited. She put most of her spare money in clothes, which, after all, was not an astonishing 

amount. At last the opera she was with announced its departure within four weeks. "Last two 

weeks of the Great Comic Opera success—The ——," etc., was upon all bill-boards and in the 

newspapers, before she acted. 

 

"I'm not going out on the road," said Miss Osborne. 

 



Carrie went with her to apply to another manager. 

 

"Ever had any experience?" was one of his questions. 

 

"I'm with the company at the Casino now." 

 

"Oh, you are?" he said. 

 

The end of this was another engagement at twenty per week. 

 

Carrie was delighted. She began to feel that she had a place in the world. People 

recognised ability. 

 

So changed was her state that the home atmosphere became intolerable. It was all poverty 

and trouble there, or seemed to be, because it was a load to bear. It became a place to keep away 

from. Still she slept there, and did a fair amount of work, keeping it in order. It was a sitting 

place for Hurstwood. He sat and rocked, rocked and read, enveloped in the gloom of his own 

fate. October went by, and November. It was the dead of winter almost before he knew it, and 

there he sat. 

 

Carrie was doing better, that he knew. Her clothes were improved now, even fine. He saw 

her coming and going, sometimes picturing to himself her rise. Little eating had thinned him 

somewhat. He had no appetite. His clothes, too, were a poor man's clothes. Talk about getting 

something had become even too threadbare and ridiculous for him. So he folded his hands and 

waited—for what, he could not anticipate. 

 

At last, however, troubles became too thick. The hounding of creditors, the indifference 

of Carrie, the silence of the flat, and presence of winter, all joined to produce a climax. It was 

effected by the arrival of Oeslogge, personally, when Carrie was there. 

 

"I call about my bill," said Mr. Oeslogge. 

 

Carrie was only faintly surprised. 

 

"How much is it?" she asked. 

 

"Sixteen dollars," he replied. 

 

"Oh, that much?" said Carrie. "Is this right?" she asked, turning to Hurstwood. 

 

"Yes," he said. 

 

"Well, I never heard anything about it." 



 

She looked as if she thought he had been contracting some needless expense. 

 

"Well, we had it all right," he answered. Then he went to the door. "I can't pay you 

anything on that to-day," he said, mildly. 

 

"Well, when can you?" said the grocer. 

 

"Not before Saturday, anyhow," said Hurstwood. 

 

"Huh!" returned the grocer. "This is fine. I must have that. I need the money." 

 

Carrie was standing farther back in the room, hearing it all. She was greatly distressed. It 

was so bad and commonplace. Hurstwood was annoyed also. 

 

"Well," he said, "there's no use talking about it now. If you'll come in Saturday, I'll pay 

you something on it." 

 

The grocery man went away. 

 

"How are we going to pay it?" asked Carrie, astonished by the bill. "I can't do it." 

 

"Well, you don't have to," he said. "He can't get what he can't get. He'll have to wait." 

 

"I don't see how we ran up such a bill as that," said Carrie. 

 

"Well, we ate it," said Hurstwood. 

 

"It's funny," she replied, still doubting. 

 

"What's the use of your standing there and talking like that, now?" he asked. "Do you 

think I've had it alone? You talk as if I'd taken something." 

 

"Well, it's too much, anyhow," said Carrie. "I oughtn't to be made to pay for it. I've got 

more than I can pay for now." 

 

"All right," replied Hurstwood, sitting down in silence. He was sick of the grind of this 

thing. 

 

Carrie went out, and there he sat, determining to do something. 

 

There had been appearing in the papers about this time rumours and notices of an 

approaching strike on the trolley lines in Brooklyn. There was general dissatisfaction as to the 



hours of labour required and the wages paid. As usual—and for some inexplicable reason—the 

men chose the winter for the forcing of the hand of their employers and the settlement of their 

difficulties. 

 

Hurstwood had been reading of this thing, and wondering concerning the huge tie-up 

which would follow. A day or two before this trouble with Carrie, it came. On a cold afternoon, 

when everything was grey and it threatened to snow, the papers announced that the men had 

been called out on all the lines. 

 

Being so utterly idle, and his mind filled with the numerous predictions which had been 

made concerning the scarcity of labour this winter and the panicky state of the financial market, 

Hurstwood read this with interest. He noted the claims of the striking motormen and conductors, 

who said that they had been wont to receive two dollars a day in times past, but that for a year or 

more "trippers" had been introduced, which cut down their chance of livelihood one-half, and 

increased their hours of servitude from ten to twelve, and even fourteen. These "trippers" were 

men put on during the busy and rush hours, to take a car out for one trip. The compensation paid 

for such a trip was only twenty-five cents. When the rush or busy hours were over, they were laid 

off. Worst of all, no man might know when he was going to get a car. He must come to the barns 

in the morning and wait around in fair and foul weather until such time as he was needed. Two 

trips were an average reward for so much waiting—a little over three hours' work for fifty cents. 

The work of waiting was not counted. 

 

The men complained that this system was extending, and that the time was not far off 

when but a few out of 7,000 employees would have regular two-dollar-a-day work at all. They 

demanded that the system be abolished, and that ten hours be considered a day's work, barring 

unavoidable delays, with $2.25 pay. They demanded immediate acceptance of these terms, which 

the various trolley companies refused. 

 

Hurstwood at first sympathised with the demands of these men—indeed, it is a question 

whether he did not always sympathise with them to the end, belie him as his actions might. 

Reading nearly all the news, he was attracted first by the scare-heads with which the trouble was 

noted in the "World." He read it fully—the names of the seven companies involved, the number 

of men. 

 

"They're foolish to strike in this sort of weather," he thought to himself. "Let 'em win if 

they can, though." 

 

The next day there was even a larger notice of it. "Brooklynites Walk," said the "World." 

"Knights of Labour Tie up the Trolley Lines Across the Bridge." "About Seven Thousand Men 

Out." 

 

Hurstwood read this, formulating to himself his own idea of what would be the outcome. 

He was a great believer in the strength of corporations. 



 

"They can't win," he said, concerning the men. "They haven't any money. The police will 

protect the companies. They've got to. The public has to have its cars." 

 

He didn't sympathise with the corporations, but strength was with them. So was property 

and public utility. 

 

"Those fellows can't win," he thought. 

 

Among other things, he noticed a circular issued by one of the companies, which read: 

 

"ATLANTIC AVENUE RAILROAD. 

 

"SPECIAL NOTICE. 

 

"The motormen and conductors and other employees of this company having abruptly 

left its service, an opportunity is now given to all loyal men who have struck against their will to 

be reinstated, providing they will make their applications by twelve o'clock noon on Wednesday, 

January 16th. Such men will be given employment (with guaranteed protection) in the order in 

which such applications are received, and runs and positions assigned them accordingly. 

Otherwise, they will be considered discharged, and every vacancy will be filled by a new man as 

soon as his services can be secured. 

 

"(Signed) 

"BENJAMIN NORTON,      

"President." 

 

He also noted among the want ads. one which read: 

 

"WANTED.—50 skilled motormen, accustomed to Westinghouse system, to run U. S. 

mail cars only, in the City of Brooklyn; protection guaranteed." 

 

He noted particularly in each the "protection guaranteed." It signified to him the 

unassailable power of the companies. 

 

"They've got the militia on their side," he thought. "There isn't anything those men can 

do." 

 

While this was still in his mind, the incident with Oeslogge and Carrie occurred. There 

had been a good deal to irritate him, but this seemed much the worst. Never before had she 

accused him of stealing—or very near that. She doubted the naturalness of so large a bill. And he 

had worked so hard to make expenses seem light. He had been "doing" butcher and baker in 

order not to call on her. He had eaten very little—almost nothing. 



 

"Damn it all!" he said. "I can get something. I'm not down yet." 

 

He thought that he really must do something now. It was too cheap to sit around after 

such an insinuation as this. Why, after a little, he would be standing anything. 

 

He got up and looked out the window into the chilly street. It came gradually into his 

mind, as he stood there, to go to Brooklyn. 

 

"Why not?" his mind said. "Any one can get work over there. You'll get two a day." 

 

"How about accidents?" said a voice. "You might get hurt." 

 

"Oh, there won't be much of that," he answered. "They've called out the police. Any one 

who wants to run a car will be protected all right." 

 

"You don't know how to run a car," rejoined the voice. 

 

"I won't apply as a motorman," he answered. "I can ring up fares all right." 

 

"They'll want motormen mostly." 

 

"They'll take anybody; that I know." 

 

For several hours he argued pro and con with this mental counsellor, feeling no need to 

act at once in a matter so sure of profit. 

 

In the morning he put on his best clothes, which were poor enough, and began stirring 

about, putting some bread and meat into a page of a newspaper. Carrie watched him, interested 

in this new move. 

 

"Where are you going?" she asked. 

 

"Over to Brooklyn," he answered. Then, seeing her still inquisitive, he added: "I think I 

can get on over there." 

 

"On the trolley lines?" said Carrie, astonished. 

 

"Yes," he rejoined. 

 

"Aren't you afraid?" she asked. 

 

"What of?" he answered. "The police are protecting them." 



 

"The paper said four men were hurt yesterday." 

 

"Yes," he returned; "but you can't go by what the papers say. They'll run the cars all 

right." 

 

He looked rather determined now, in a desolate sort of way, and Carrie felt very sorry. 

Something of the old Hurstwood was here—the least shadow of what was once shrewd and 

pleasant strength. Outside, it was cloudy and blowing a few flakes of snow. 

 

"What a day to go over there," thought Carrie. 

 

Now he left before she did, which was a remarkable thing, and tramped eastward to 

Fourteenth Street and Sixth Avenue, where he took the car. He had read that scores of applicants 

were applying at the office of the Brooklyn City Railroad building and were being received. He 

made his way there by horse-car and ferry—a dark, silent man—to the offices in question. It was 

a long way, for no cars were running, and the day was cold; but he trudged along grimly. Once in 

Brooklyn, he could clearly see and feel that a strike was on. People showed it in their manner. 

Along the routes of certain tracks not a car was running. About certain corners and near-by 

saloons small groups of men were lounging. Several spring wagons passed him, equipped with 

plain wooden chairs, and labelled "Flatbush" or "Prospect Park. Fare, Ten Cents." He noticed 

cold and even gloomy faces. Labour was having its little war. 

 

When he came near the office in question, he saw a few men standing about, and some 

policemen. On the far corners were other men—whom he took to be strikers—watching. All the 

houses were small and wooden, the streets poorly paved. After New York, Brooklyn looked 

actually poor and hard-up. 

 

He made his way into the heart of the small group, eyed by policemen and the men 

already there. One of the officers addressed him. 

 

"What are you looking for?" 

 

"I want to see if I can get a place." 

 

"The offices are up those steps," said the bluecoat. His face was a very neutral thing to 

contemplate. In his heart of hearts, he sympathised with the strikers and hated this "scab." In his 

heart of hearts, also, he felt the dignity and use of the police force, which commanded order. Of 

its true social significance, he never once dreamed. His was not the mind for that. The two 

feelings blended in him—neutralised one another and him. He would have fought for this man as 

determinedly as for himself, and yet only so far as commanded. Strip him of his uniform, and he 

would have soon picked his side. 

 



Hurstwood ascended a dusty flight of steps and entered a small, dust-coloured office, in 

which were a railing, a long desk, and several clerks. 

 

"Well, sir?" said a middle-aged man, looking up at him from the long desk. 

 

"Do you want to hire any men?" inquired Hurstwood. 

 

"What are you—a motorman?" 

 

"No; I'm not anything," said Hurstwood. 

 

He was not at all abashed by his position. He knew these people needed men. If one 

didn't take him, another would. This man could take him or leave him, just as he chose. 

 

"Well, we prefer experienced men, of course," said the man. He paused, while Hurstwood 

smiled indifferently. Then he added: "Still, I guess you can learn. What is your name?" 

 

"Wheeler," said Hurstwood. 

 

The man wrote an order on a small card. "Take that to our barns," he said, "and give it to 

the foreman. He'll show you what to do." 

 

Hurstwood went down and out. He walked straight away in the direction indicated, while 

the policemen looked after. 

 

"There's another wants to try it," said Officer Kiely to Officer Macey. 

 

"I have my mind he'll get his fill," returned the latter, quietly. 

 

They had been in strikes before. 

  



CHAPTER XLI THE STRIKE 

The barn at which Hurstwood applied was exceedingly short-handed, and was being 

operated practically by three men as directors. There were a lot of green hands around—queer, 

hungry-looking men, who looked as if want had driven them to desperate means. They tried to be 

lively and willing, but there was an air of hang-dog diffidence about the place. 

 

Hurstwood went back through the barns and out into a large, enclosed lot, where were a 

series of tracks and loops. A half-dozen cars were there, manned by instructors, each with a pupil 

at the lever. More pupils were waiting at one of the rear doors of the barn. 

 

In silence Hurstwood viewed this scene, and waited. His companions took his eye for a 

while, though they did not interest him much more than the cars. They were an uncomfortable-

looking gang, however. One or two were very thin and lean. Several were quite stout. Several 

others were rawboned and sallow, as if they had been beaten upon by all sorts of rough weather. 

 

"Did you see by the paper they are going to call out the militia?" Hurstwood heard one of 

them remark. 

 

"Oh, they'll do that," returned the other. "They always do." 

 

"Think we're liable to have much trouble?" said another, whom Hurstwood did not see. 

 

"Not very." 

 

"That Scotchman that went out on the last car," put in a voice, "told me that they hit him 

in the ear with a cinder." 

 

A small, nervous laugh accompanied this. 

 

"One of those fellows on the Fifth Avenue line must have had a hell of a time, according 

to the papers," drawled another. "They broke his car windows and pulled him off into the street 

'fore the police could stop 'em." 

 

"Yes; but there are more police around to-day," was added by another. 

 

Hurstwood hearkened without much mental comment. These talkers seemed scared to 

him. Their gabbling was feverish—things said to quiet their own minds. He looked out into the 

yard and waited. 

 

Two of the men got around quite near him, but behind his back. They were rather social, 

and he listened to what they said. 

 



"Are you a railroad man?" said one. 

 

"Me? No. I've always worked in a paper factory." 

 

"I had a job in Newark until last October," returned the other, with reciprocal feeling. 

 

There were some words which passed too low to hear. Then the conversation became 

strong again. 

 

"I don't blame these fellers for striking," said one. "They've got the right of it, all right, 

but I had to get something to do." 

 

"Same here," said the other. "If I had any job in Newark I wouldn't be over here takin' 

chances like these." 

 

"It's hell these days, ain't it?" said the man. "A poor man ain't nowhere. You could starve, 

by God, right in the streets, and there ain't most no one would help you." 

 

"Right you are," said the other. "The job I had I lost 'cause they shut down. They run all 

summer and lay up a big stock, and then shut down." 

 

Hurstwood paid some little attention to this. Somehow, he felt a little superior to these 

two—a little better off. To him these were ignorant and commonplace, poor sheep in a driver's 

hand. 

 

"Poor devils," he thought, speaking out of the thoughts and feelings of a bygone period of 

success. 

 

"Next," said one of the instructors. 

 

"You're next," said a neighbour, touching him. 

 

He went out and climbed on the platform. The instructor took it for granted that no 

preliminaries were needed. 

 

"You see this handle," he said, reaching up to an electric cut-off, which was fastened to 

the roof. "This throws the current off or on. If you want to reverse the car you turn it over here. If 

you want to send it forward, you put it over here. If you want to cut off the power, you keep it in 

the middle." 

 

Hurstwood smiled at the simple information. 

 



"Now, this handle here regulates your speed. To here," he said, pointing with his finger, 

"gives you about four miles an hour. This is eight. When it's full on, you make about fourteen 

miles an hour." 

 

Hurstwood watched him calmly. He had seen motormen work before. He knew just about 

how they did it, and was sure he could do as well, with a very little practice. 

 

The instructor explained a few more details, and then said: 

 

"Now, we'll back her up." 

 

Hurstwood stood placidly by, while the car rolled back into the yard. 

 

"One thing you want to be careful about, and that is to start easy. Give one degree time to 

act before you start another. The one fault of most men is that they always want to throw her 

wide open. That's bad. It's dangerous, too. Wears out the motor. You don't want to do that." 

 

"I see," said Hurstwood. 

 

He waited and waited, while the man talked on. 

 

"Now you take it," he said, finally. 

 

The ex-manager laid hand to the lever and pushed it gently, as he thought. It worked 

much easier than he imagined, however, with the result that the car jerked quickly forward, 

throwing him back against the door. He straightened up sheepishly, while the instructor stopped 

the car with the brake. 

 

"You want to be careful about that," was all he said. 

 

Hurstwood found, however, that handling a brake and regulating speed were not so 

instantly mastered as he had imagined. Once or twice he would have ploughed through the rear 

fence if it had not been for the hand and word of his companion. The latter was rather patient 

with him, but he never smiled. 

 

"You've got to get the knack of working both arms at once," he said. "It takes a little 

practice." 

 

One o'clock came while he was still on the car practising, and he began to feel hungry. 

The day set in snowing, and he was cold. He grew weary of running to and fro on the short track. 

 

They ran the car to the end and both got off. Hurstwood went into the barn and sought a 

car step, pulling out his paper-wrapped lunch from his pocket. There was no water and the bread 



was dry, but he enjoyed it. There was no ceremony about dining. He swallowed and looked 

about, contemplating the dull, homely labour of the thing. It was disagreeable—miserably 

disagreeable—in all its phases. Not because it was bitter, but because it was hard. It would be 

hard to any one, he thought. 

 

After eating, he stood about as before, waiting until his turn came. 

 

The intention was to give him an afternoon of practice, but the greater part of the time 

was spent in waiting about. 

 

At last evening came, and with it hunger and a debate with himself as to how he should 

spend the night. It was half-past five. He must soon eat. If he tried to go home, it would take him 

two hours and a half of cold walking and riding. Besides, he had orders to report at seven the 

next morning, and going home would necessitate his rising at an unholy and disagreeable hour. 

He had only something like a dollar and fifteen cents of Carrie's money, with which he had 

intended to pay the two weeks' coal bill before the present idea struck him. 

 

"They must have some place around here," he thought. "Where does that fellow from 

Newark stay?" 

 

Finally he decided to ask. There was a young fellow standing near one of the doors in the 

cold, waiting a last turn. He was a mere boy in years—twenty-one about—but with a body lank 

and long, because of privation. A little good living would have made this youth plump and 

swaggering. 

 

"How do they arrange this, if a man hasn't any money?" inquired Hurstwood, discreetly. 

 

The fellow turned a keen, watchful face on the inquirer. 

 

"You mean eat?" he replied. 

 

"Yes, and sleep. I can't go back to New York to-night." 

 

"The foreman 'll fix that if you ask him, I guess. He did me." 

 

"That so?" 

 

"Yes. I just told him I didn't have anything. Gee, I couldn't go home. I live way over in 

Hoboken." 

 

Hurstwood only cleared his throat by way of acknowledgment. 

 



"They've got a place upstairs here, I understand. I don't know what sort of a thing it is. 

Purty tough, I guess. He gave me a meal ticket this noon. I know that wasn't much." 

 

Hurstwood smiled grimly, and the boy laughed. 

 

"It ain't no fun, is it?" he inquired, wishing vainly for a cheery reply. 

 

"Not much," answered Hurstwood. 

 

"I'd tackle him now," volunteered the youth. "He may go 'way." 

 

Hurstwood did so. 

 

"Isn't there some place I can stay around here to-night?" he inquired. "If I have to go back 

to New York, I'm afraid I won't——" 

 

"There're some cots upstairs," interrupted the man, "if you want one of them." 

 

"That'll do," he assented. 

 

He meant to ask for a meal ticket, but the seemingly proper moment never came, and he 

decided to pay himself that night. 

 

"I'll ask him in the morning." 

 

He ate in a cheap restaurant in the vicinity, and, being cold and lonely, went straight off 

to seek the loft in question. The company was not attempting to run cars after nightfall. It was so 

advised by the police. 

 

The room seemed to have been a lounging place for night workers. There were some nine 

cots in the place, two or three wooden chairs, a soap box, and a small, round-bellied stove, in 

which a fire was blazing. Early as he was, another man was there before him. The latter was 

sitting beside the stove warming his hands. 

 

Hurstwood approached and held out his own toward the fire. He was sick of the bareness 

and privation of all things connected with his venture, but was steeling himself to hold out. He 

fancied he could for a while. 

 

"Cold, isn't it?" said the early guest. 

 

"Rather." 

 

A long silence. 



 

"Not much of a place to sleep in, is it?" said the man. 

 

"Better than nothing," replied Hurstwood. 

 

Another silence. 

 

"I believe I'll turn in," said the man. 

 

Rising, he went to one of the cots and stretched himself, removing only his shoes, and 

pulling the one blanket and dirty old comforter over him in a sort of bundle. The sight disgusted 

Hurstwood, but he did not dwell on it, choosing to gaze into the stove and think of something 

else. Presently he decided to retire, and picked a cot, also removing his shoes. 

 

While he was doing so, the youth who had advised him to come here entered, and, seeing 

Hurstwood, tried to be genial. 

 

"Better'n nothin'," he observed, looking around. 

 

Hurstwood did not take this to himself. He thought it to be an expression of individual 

satisfaction, and so did not answer. The youth imagined he was out of sorts, and set to whistling 

softly. Seeing another man asleep, he quit that and lapsed into silence. 

 

Hurstwood made the best of a bad lot by keeping on his clothes and pushing away the 

dirty covering from his head, but at last he dozed in sheer weariness. The covering became more 

and more comfortable, its character was forgotten, and he pulled it about his neck and slept. 

 

In the morning he was aroused out of a pleasant dream by several men stirring about in 

the cold, cheerless room. He had been back in Chicago in fancy, in his own comfortable home. 

Jessica had been arranging to go somewhere, and he had been talking with her about it. This was 

so clear in his mind, that he was startled now by the contrast of this room. He raised his head, 

and the cold, bitter reality jarred him into wakefulness. 

 

"Guess I'd better get up," he said. 

 

There was no water on this floor. He put on his shoes in the cold and stood up, shaking 

himself in his stiffness. His clothes felt disagreeable, his hair bad. 

 

"Hell!" he muttered, as he put on his hat. 

 

Downstairs things were stirring again. 

 



He found a hydrant, with a trough which had once been used for horses, but there was no 

towel here, and his handkerchief was soiled from yesterday. He contented himself with wetting 

his eyes with the ice-cold water. Then he sought the foreman, who was already on the ground. 

 

"Had your breakfast yet?" inquired that worthy. 

 

"No," said Hurstwood. 

 

"Better get it, then; your car won't be ready for a little while." 

 

Hurstwood hesitated. 

 

"Could you let me have a meal ticket?" he asked, with an effort. 

 

"Here you are," said the man, handing him one. 

 

He breakfasted as poorly as the night before on some fried steak and bad coffee. Then he 

went back. 

 

"Here," said the foreman, motioning him, when he came in. "You take this car out in a 

few minutes." 

 

Hurstwood climbed up on the platform in the gloomy barn and waited for a signal. He 

was nervous, and yet the thing was a relief. Anything was better than the barn. 

 

On this the fourth day of the strike, the situation had taken a turn for the worse. The 

strikers, following the counsel of their leaders and the newspapers, had struggled peaceably 

enough. There had been no great violence done. Cars had been stopped, it is true, and the men 

argued with. Some crews had been won over and led away, some windows broken, some jeering 

and yelling done; but in no more than five or six instances had men been seriously injured. These 

by crowds whose acts the leaders disclaimed. 

 

Idleness, however, and the sight of the company, backed by the police, triumphing, 

angered the men. They saw that each day more cars were going on, each day more declarations 

were being made by the company officials that the effective opposition of the strikers was 

broken. This put desperate thoughts in the minds of the men. Peaceful methods meant, they saw, 

that the companies would soon run all their cars and those who had complained would be 

forgotten. There was nothing so helpful to the companies as peaceful methods. 

 

All at once they blazed forth, and for a week there was storm and stress. Cars were 

assailed, men attacked, policemen struggled with, tracks torn up, and shots fired, until at last 

street fights and mob movements became frequent, and the city was invested with militia. 

 



Hurstwood knew nothing of the change of temper. 

 

"Run your car out," called the foreman, waving a vigorous hand at him. A green 

conductor jumped up behind and rang the bell twice as a signal to start. Hurstwood turned the 

lever and ran the car out through the door into the street in front of the barn. Here two brawny 

policemen got up beside him on the platform—one on either hand. 

 

At the sound of a gong near the barn door, two bells were given by the conductor and 

Hurstwood opened his lever. 

 

The two policemen looked about them calmly. 

 

"'Tis cold, all right, this morning," said the one on the left, who possessed a rich brogue. 

 

"I had enough of it yesterday," said the other. "I wouldn't want a steady job of this." 

 

"Nor I." 

 

Neither paid the slightest attention to Hurstwood, who stood facing the cold wind, which 

was chilling him completely, and thinking of his orders. 

 

"Keep a steady gait," the foreman had said. "Don't stop for any one who doesn't look like 

a real passenger. Whatever you do, don't stop for a crowd." 

 

The two officers kept silent for a few moments. 

 

"The last man must have gone through all right," said the officer on the left. "I don't see 

his car anywhere." 

 

"Who's on there?" asked the second officer, referring, of course, to its complement of 

policemen. 

 

"Schaeffer and Ryan." 

 

There was another silence, in which the car ran smoothly along. There were not so many 

houses along this part of the way. Hurstwood did not see many people either. The situation was 

not wholly disagreeable to him. If he were not so cold, he thought he would do well enough. 

 

He was brought out of this feeling by the sudden appearance of a curve ahead, which he 

had not expected. He shut off the current and did an energetic turn at the brake, but not in time to 

avoid an unnaturally quick turn. It shook him up and made him feel like making some apologetic 

remarks, but he refrained. 

 



"You want to look out for them things," said the officer on the left, condescendingly. 

 

"That's right," agreed Hurstwood, shamefacedly. 

 

"There's lots of them on this line," said the officer on the right. 

 

Around the corner a more populated way appeared. One or two pedestrians were in view 

ahead. A boy coming out of a gate with a tin milk bucket gave Hurstwood his first objectionable 

greeting. 

 

"Scab!" he yelled. "Scab!" 

 

Hurstwood heard it, but tried to make no comment, even to himself. He knew he would 

get that, and much more of the same sort, probably. 

 

At a corner farther up a man stood by the track and signalled the car to stop. 

 

"Never mind him," said one of the officers. "He's up to some game." 

 

Hurstwood obeyed. At the corner he saw the wisdom of it. No sooner did the man 

perceive the intention to ignore him, than he shook his fist. 

 

"Ah, you bloody coward!" he yelled. 

 

Some half dozen men, standing on the corner, flung taunts and jeers after the speeding 

car. 

 

Hurstwood winced the least bit. The real thing was slightly worse than the thoughts of it 

had been. 

 

Now came in sight, three or four blocks farther on, a heap of something on the track. 

 

"They've been at work, here, all right," said one of the policemen. 

 

"We'll have an argument, maybe," said the other. 

 

Hurstwood ran the car close and stopped. He had not done so wholly, however, before a 

crowd gathered about. It was composed of ex-motormen and conductors in part, with a 

sprinkling of friends and sympathisers. 

 

"Come off the car, pardner," said one of the men in a voice meant to be conciliatory. 

"You don't want to take the bread out of another man's mouth, do you?" 

 



Hurstwood held to his brake and lever, pale and very uncertain what to do. 

 

"Stand back," yelled one of the officers, leaning over the platform railing. "Clear out of 

this, now. Give the man a chance to do his work." 

 

"Listen, pardner," said the leader, ignoring the policeman and addressing Hurstwood. 

"We're all working men, like yourself. If you were a regular motorman, and had been treated as 

we've been, you wouldn't want any one to come in and take your place, would you? You 

wouldn't want any one to do you out of your chance to get your rights, would you?" 

 

"Shut her off! shut her off!" urged the other of the policemen, roughly. "Get out of this, 

now," and he jumped the railing and landed before the crowd and began shoving. Instantly the 

other officer was down beside him. 

 

"Stand back, now," they yelled. "Get out of this. What the hell do you mean? Out, now." 

 

It was like a small swarm of bees. 

 

"Don't shove me," said one of the strikers, determinedly. "I'm not doing anything." 

 

"Get out of this!" cried the officer, swinging his club. "I'll give ye a bat on the sconce. 

Back, now." 

 

"What the hell!" cried another of the strikers, pushing the other way, adding at the same 

time some lusty oaths. 

 

Crack came an officer's club on his forehead. He blinked his eyes blindly a few times, 

wabbled on his legs, threw up his hands, and staggered back. In return, a swift fist landed on the 

officer's neck. 

 

Infuriated by this, the latter plunged left and right, laying about madly with his club. He 

was ably assisted by his brother of the blue, who poured ponderous oaths upon the troubled 

waters. No severe damage was done, owing to the agility of the strikers in keeping out of reach. 

They stood about the sidewalk now and jeered. 

 

"Where is the conductor?" yelled one of the officers, getting his eye on that individual, 

who had come nervously forward to stand by Hurstwood. The latter had stood gazing upon the 

scene with more astonishment than fear. 

 

"Why don't you come down here and get these stones off the track?" inquired the officer. 

"What you standing there for? Do you want to stay here all day? Get down." 

 



Hurstwood breathed heavily in excitement and jumped down with the nervous conductor 

as if he had been called. 

 

"Hurry up, now," said the other policeman. 

 

Cold as it was, these officers were hot and mad. Hurstwood worked with the conductor, 

lifting stone after stone and warming himself by the work. 

 

"Ah, you scab, you!" yelled the crowd. "You coward! Steal a man's job, will you? Rob 

the poor, will you, you thief? We'll get you yet, now. Wait." 

 

Not all of this was delivered by one man. It came from here and there, incorporated with 

much more of the same sort and curses. 

 

"Work, you blackguards," yelled a voice. "Do the dirty work. You're the suckers that 

keep the poor people down!" 

 

"May God starve ye yet," yelled an old Irish woman, who now threw open a nearby 

window and stuck out her head. 

 

"Yes, and you," she added, catching the eye of one of the policemen. "You bloody, 

murtherin' thafe! Crack my son over the head, will you, you hard-hearted, murtherin' divil? Ah, 

ye——" 

 

But the officer turned a deaf ear. 

 

"Go to the devil, you old hag," he half muttered as he stared round upon the scattered 

company. 

 

Now the stones were off, and Hurstwood took his place again amid a continued chorus of 

epithets. Both officers got up beside him and the conductor rang the bell, when, bang! bang! 

through window and door came rocks and stones. One narrowly grazed Hurstwood's head. 

Another shattered the window behind. 

 

"Throw open your lever," yelled one of the officers, grabbing at the handle himself. 

 

Hurstwood complied and the car shot away, followed by a rattle of stones and a rain of 

curses. 

 

"That— — — —— hit me in the neck," said one of the officers. "I gave him a good 

crack for it, though." 

 

"I think I must have left spots on some of them," said the other. 



 

"I know that big guy that called us a— — — ——," said the first. "I'll get him yet for 

that." 

 

"I thought we were in for it sure, once there," said the second. 

 

Hurstwood, warmed and excited, gazed steadily ahead. It was an astonishing experience 

for him. He had read of these things, but the reality seemed something altogether new. He was no 

coward in spirit. The fact that he had suffered this much now rather operated to arouse a stolid 

determination to stick it out. He did not recur in thought to New York or the flat. This one trip 

seemed a consuming thing. 

 

They now ran into the business heart of Brooklyn uninterrupted. People gazed at the 

broken windows of the car and at Hurstwood in his plain clothes. Voices called "scab" now and 

then, as well as other epithets, but no crowd attacked the car. At the down-town end of the line, 

one of the officers went to call up his station and report the trouble. 

 

"There's a gang out there," he said, "laying for us yet. Better send some one over there 

and clean them out." 

 

The car ran back more quietly—hooted, watched, flung at, but not attacked. Hurstwood 

breathed freely when he saw the barns. 

 

"Well," he observed to himself, "I came out of that all right." 

 

The car was turned in and he was allowed to loaf a while, but later he was again called. 

This time a new team of officers was aboard. Slightly more confident, he sped the car along the 

commonplace streets and felt somewhat less fearful. On one side, however, he suffered intensely. 

The day was raw, with a sprinkling of snow and a gusty wind, made all the more intolerable by 

the speed of the car. His clothing was not intended for this sort of work. He shivered, stamped 

his feet, and beat his arms as he had seen other motormen do in the past, but said nothing. The 

novelty and danger of the situation modified in a way his disgust and distress at being compelled 

to be here, but not enough to prevent him from feeling grim and sour. This was a dog's life, he 

thought. It was a tough thing to have to come to. 

 

The one thought that strengthened him was the insult offered by Carrie. He was not down 

so low as to take all that, he thought. He could do something—this, even—for a while. It would 

get better. He would save a little. 

 

A boy threw a clod of mud while he was thus reflecting and hit him upon the arm. It hurt 

sharply and angered him more than he had been any time since morning. 

 

"The little cur!" he muttered. 



 

"Hurt you?" asked one of the policemen. 

 

"No," he answered. 

 

At one of the corners, where the car slowed up because of a turn, an ex-motorman, 

standing on the sidewalk, called to him: 

 

"Won't you come out, pardner, and be a man? Remember we're fighting for decent day's 

wages, that's all. We've got families to support." The man seemed most peaceably inclined. 

 

Hurstwood pretended not to see him. He kept his eyes straight on before and opened the 

lever wide. The voice had something appealing in it. 

 

All morning this went on and long into the afternoon. He made three such trips. The 

dinner he had was no stay for such work and the cold was telling on him. At each end of the line 

he stopped to thaw out, but he could have groaned at the anguish of it. One of the barnmen, out 

of pity, loaned him a heavy cap and a pair of sheepskin gloves, and for once he was extremely 

thankful. 

 

On the second trip of the afternoon he ran into a crowd about half way along the line, that 

had blocked the car's progress with an old telegraph pole. 

 

"Get that thing off the track," shouted the two policemen. 

 

"Yah, yah, yah!" yelled the crowd. "Get it off yourself." 

 

The two policemen got down and Hurstwood started to follow. 

 

"You stay there," one called. "Some one will run away with your car." 

 

Amid the babel of voices, Hurstwood heard one close beside him. 

 

"Come down, pardner, and be a man. Don't fight the poor. Leave that to the 

corporations." 

 

He saw the same fellow who had called to him from the corner. Now, as before, he 

pretended not to hear him. 

 

"Come down," the man repeated gently. "You don't want to fight poor men. Don't fight at 

all." It was a most philosophic and jesuitical motorman. 

 



A third policeman joined the other two from somewhere and some one ran to telephone 

for more officers. Hurstwood gazed about, determined but fearful. 

 

A man grabbed him by the coat. 

 

"Come off of that," he exclaimed, jerking at him and trying to pull him over the railing. 

 

"Let go," said Hurstwood, savagely. 

 

"I'll show you—you scab!" cried a young Irishman, jumping up on the car and aiming a 

blow at Hurstwood. The latter ducked and caught it on the shoulder instead of the jaw. 

 

"Away from here," shouted an officer, hastening to the rescue, and adding, of course, the 

usual oaths. 

 

Hurstwood recovered himself, pale and trembling. It was becoming serious with him 

now. People were looking up and jeering at him. One girl was making faces. 

 

He began to waver in his resolution, when a patrol wagon rolled up and more officers 

dismounted. Now the track was quickly cleared and the release effected. 

 

"Let her go now, quick," said the officer, and again he was off. 

 

The end came with a real mob, which met the car on its return trip a mile or two from the 

barns. It was an exceedingly poor-looking neighbourhood. He wanted to run fast through it, but 

again the track was blocked. He saw men carrying something out to it when he was yet a half-

dozen blocks away. 

 

"There they are again!" exclaimed one policeman. 

 

"I'll give them something this time," said the second officer, whose patience was 

becoming worn. Hurstwood suffered a qualm of body as the car rolled up. As before, the crowd 

began hooting, but now, rather than come near, they threw things. One or two windows were 

smashed and Hurstwood dodged a stone. 

 

Both policemen ran out toward the crowd, but the latter replied by running toward the 

car. A woman—a mere girl in appearance—was among these, bearing a rough stick. She was 

exceedingly wrathful and struck at Hurstwood, who dodged. Thereupon, her companions, duly 

encouraged, jumped on the car and pulled Hurstwood over. He had hardly time to speak or shout 

before he fell. 

 

"Let go of me," he said, falling on his side. 

 



"Ah, you sucker," he heard some one say. Kicks and blows rained on him. He seemed to 

be suffocating. Then two men seemed to be dragging him off and he wrestled for freedom. 

 

"Let up," said a voice, "you're all right. Stand up." 

 

He was let loose and recovered himself. Now he recognised two officers. He felt as if he 

would faint from exhaustion. Something was wet on his chin. He put up his hand and felt, then 

looked. It was red. 

 

"They cut me," he said, foolishly, fishing for his handkerchief. 

 

"Now, now," said one of the officers. "It's only a scratch." 

 

His senses became cleared now and he looked around. He was standing in a little store, 

where they left him for the moment. Outside, he could see, as he stood wiping his chin, the car 

and the excited crowd. A patrol wagon was there, and another. 

 

He walked over and looked out. It was an ambulance, backing in. 

 

He saw some energetic charging by the police and arrests being made. 

 

"Come on, now, if you want to take your car," said an officer, opening the door and 

looking in. 

 

He walked out, feeling rather uncertain of himself. He was very cold and frightened. 

 

"Where's the conductor?" he asked. 

 

"Oh, he's not here now," said the policeman. 

 

Hurstwood went toward the car and stepped nervously on. As he did so there was a pistol 

shot. Something stung his shoulder. 

 

"Who fired that?" he heard an officer exclaim. "By God! who did that?" Both left him, 

running toward a certain building. He paused a moment and then got down. 

 

"George!" exclaimed Hurstwood, weakly, "this is too much for me." 

 

He walked nervously to the corner and hurried down a side street. 

 

"Whew!" he said, drawing in his breath. 

 

A half block away, a small girl gazed at him. 



 

"You'd better sneak," she called. 

 

He walked homeward in a blinding snowstorm, reaching the ferry by dusk. The cabins 

were filled with comfortable souls, who studied him curiously. His head was still in such a whirl 

that he felt confused. All the wonder of the twinkling lights of the river in a white storm passed 

for nothing. He trudged doggedly on until he reached the flat. There he entered and found the 

room warm. Carrie was gone. A couple of evening papers were lying on the table where she left 

them. He lit the gas and sat down. Then he got up and stripped to examine his shoulder. It was a 

mere scratch. He washed his hands and face, still in a brown study, apparently, and combed his 

hair. Then he looked for something to eat, and finally, his hunger gone, sat down in his 

comfortable rocking-chair. It was a wonderful relief. 

 

He put his hand to his chin, forgetting, for the moment, the papers. 

 

"Well," he said, after a time, his nature recovering itself, "that's a pretty tough game over 

there." 

 

Then he turned and saw the papers. With half a sigh he picked up the "World." 

 

"Strike Spreading in Brooklyn," he read. "Rioting Breaks Out in all Parts of the City." 

 

He adjusted his paper very comfortably and continued. It was the one thing he read with 

absorbing interest. 

  



CHAPTER XLII A TOUCH OF SPRING: THE EMPTY SHELL 

Those who look upon Hurstwood's Brooklyn venture as an error of judgment will none 

the less realise the negative influence on him of the fact that he had tried and failed. Carrie got a 

wrong idea of it. He said so little that she imagined he had encountered nothing worse than the 

ordinary roughness—quitting so soon in the face of this seemed trifling. He did not want to 

work. 

 

She was now one of a group of oriental beauties who, in the second act of the comic 

opera, were paraded by the vizier before the new potentate as the treasures of his harem. There 

was no word assigned to any of them, but on the evening when Hurstwood was housing himself 

in the loft of the street-car barn, the leading comedian and star, feeling exceedingly facetious, 

said in a profound voice, which created a ripple of laughter: 

 

"Well, who are you?" 

 

It merely happened to be Carrie who was courtesying before him. It might as well have 

been any of the others, so far as he was concerned. He expected no answer and a dull one would 

have been reproved. But Carrie, whose experience and belief in herself gave her daring, 

courtesied sweetly again and answered: 

 

"I am yours truly." 

 

It was a trivial thing to say, and yet something in the way she did it caught the audience, 

which laughed heartily at the mock-fierce potentate towering before the young woman. The 

comedian also liked it, hearing the laughter. 

 

"I thought your name was Smith," he returned, endeavouring to get the last laugh. 

 

Carrie almost trembled for her daring after she had said this. All members of the 

company had been warned that to interpolate lines or "business" meant a fine or worse. She did 

not know what to think. 

 

As she was standing in her proper position in the wings, awaiting another entry, the great 

comedian made his exit past her and paused in recognition. 

 

"You can just leave that in hereafter," he remarked, seeing how intelligent she appeared. 

"Don't add any more, though." 

 

"Thank you," said Carrie, humbly. When he went on she found herself trembling 

violently. 

 



"Well, you're in luck," remarked another member of the chorus. "There isn't another one 

of us has got a line." 

 

There was no gainsaying the value of this. Everybody in the company realised that she 

had got a start. Carrie hugged herself when next evening the lines got the same applause. She 

went home rejoicing, knowing that soon something must come of it. It was Hurstwood who, by 

his presence, caused her merry thoughts to flee and replaced them with sharp longings for an end 

of distress. 

 

The next day she asked him about his venture. 

 

"They're not trying to run any cars except with police. They don't want anybody just 

now—not before next week." 

 

Next week came, but Carrie saw no change. Hurstwood seemed more apathetic than ever. 

He saw her off mornings to rehearsals and the like with the utmost calm. He read and read. 

Several times he found himself staring at an item, but thinking of something else. The first of 

these lapses that he sharply noticed concerned a hilarious party he had once attended at a driving 

club, of which he had been a member. He sat, gazing downward, and gradually thought he heard 

the old voices and the clink of glasses. 

 

"You're a dandy, Hurstwood," his friend Walker said. He was standing again well 

dressed, smiling, good-natured, the recipient of encores for a good story. 

 

All at once he looked up. The room was so still it seemed ghostlike. He heard the clock 

ticking audibly and half suspected that he had been dozing. The paper was so straight in his 

hands, however, and the items he had been reading so directly before him, that he rid himself of 

the doze idea. Still, it seemed peculiar. When it occurred a second time, however, it did not seem 

quite so strange. 

 

Butcher and grocery man, baker and coal man—not the group with whom he was then 

dealing, but those who had trusted him to the limit—called. He met them all blandly, becoming 

deft in excuse. At last he became bold, pretended to be out, or waved them off. 

 

"They can't get blood out of a turnip," he said. "If I had it I'd pay them." 

 

Carrie's little soldier friend, Miss Osborne, seeing her succeeding, had become a sort of 

satellite. Little Osborne could never of herself amount to anything. She seemed to realise it in a 

sort of pussy-like way and instinctively concluded to cling with her soft little claws to Carrie. 

 

"Oh, you'll get up," she kept telling Carrie with admiration. "You're so good." 

 



Timid as Carrie was, she was strong in capability. The reliance of others made her feel as 

if she must, and when she must she dared. Experience of the world and of necessity was in her 

favour. No longer the lightest word of a man made her head dizzy. She had learned that men 

could change and fail. Flattery in its most palpable form had lost its force with her. It required 

superiority—kindly superiority—to move her—the superiority of a genius like Ames. 

 

"I don't like the actors in our company," she told Lola one day. "They're all so struck on 

themselves." 

 

"Don't you think Mr. Barclay's pretty nice?" inquired Lola, who had received a 

condescending smile or two from that quarter. 

 

"Oh, he's nice enough," answered Carrie; "but he isn't sincere. He assumes such an air." 

 

Lola felt for her first hold upon Carrie in the following manner: 

 

"Are you paying room-rent where you are?" 

 

"Certainly," answered Carrie. "Why?" 

 

"I know where I could get the loveliest room and bath, cheap. It's too big for me, but it 

would be just right for two, and the rent is only six dollars a week for both." 

 

"Where?" said Carrie. 

 

"In Seventeenth Street." 

 

"Well, I don't know as I'd care to change," said Carrie, who was already turning over the 

three-dollar rate in her mind. She was thinking if she had only herself to support this would leave 

her seventeen for herself. 

 

Nothing came of this until after the Brooklyn adventure of Hurstwood's and her success 

with the speaking part. Then she began to feel as if she must be free. She thought of leaving 

Hurstwood and thus making him act for himself, but he had developed such peculiar traits she 

feared he might resist any effort to throw him off. He might hunt her out at the show and hound 

her in that way. She did not wholly believe that he would, but he might. This, she knew, would 

be an embarrassing thing if he made himself conspicuous in any way. It troubled her greatly. 

 

Things were precipitated by the offer of a better part. One of the actresses playing the 

part of a modest sweetheart gave notice of leaving and Carrie was selected. 

 

"How much are you going to get?" asked Miss Osborne, on hearing the good news. 

 



"I didn't ask him," said Carrie. 

 

"Well, find out. Goodness, you'll never get anything if you don't ask. Tell them you must 

have forty dollars, anyhow." 

 

"Oh, no," said Carrie. 

 

"Certainly!" exclaimed Lola. "Ask 'em, anyway." 

 

Carrie succumbed to this prompting, waiting, however, until the manager gave her notice 

of what clothing she must have to fit the part. 

 

"How much do I get?" she inquired. 

 

"Thirty-five dollars," he replied. 

 

Carrie was too much astonished and delighted to think of mentioning forty. She was 

nearly beside herself, and almost hugged Lola, who clung to her at the news. 

 

"It isn't as much as you ought to get," said the latter, "especially when you've got to buy 

clothes." 

 

Carrie remembered this with a start. Where to get the money? She had none laid up for 

such an emergency. Rent day was drawing near. 

 

"I'll not do it," she said, remembering her necessity. "I don't use the flat. I'm not going to 

give up my money this time. I'll move." 

 

Fitting into this came another appeal from Miss Osborne, more urgent than ever. 

 

"Come live with me, won't you?" she pleaded. "We can have the loveliest room. It won't 

cost you hardly anything that way." 

 

"I'd like to," said Carrie, frankly. 

 

"Oh, do," said Lola. "We'll have such a good time." 

 

Carrie thought a while. 

 

"I believe I will," she said, and then added: "I'll have to see first, though." 

 



With the idea thus grounded, rent day approaching, and clothes calling for instant 

purchase, she soon found excuse in Hurstwood's lassitude. He said less and drooped more than 

ever. 

 

As rent day approached, an idea grew in him. It was fostered by the demands of creditors 

and the impossibility of holding up many more. Twenty-eight dollars was too much for rent. "It's 

hard on her," he thought. "We could get a cheaper place." 

 

Stirred with this idea, he spoke at the breakfast table. 

 

"Don't you think we pay too much rent here?" he asked. 

 

"Indeed I do," said Carrie, not catching his drift. 

 

"I should think we could get a smaller place," he suggested. "We don't need four rooms." 

 

Her countenance, had he been scrutinising her, would have exhibited the disturbance she 

felt at this evidence of his determination to stay by her. He saw nothing remarkable in asking her 

to come down lower. 

 

"Oh, I don't know," she answered, growing wary. 

 

"There must be places around here where we could get a couple of rooms, which would 

do just as well." 

 

Her heart revolted. "Never!" she thought. Who would furnish the money to move? To 

think of being in two rooms with him! She resolved to spend her money for clothes quickly, 

before something terrible happened. That very day she did it. Having done so, there was but one 

other thing to do. 

 

"Lola," she said, visiting her friend, "I think I'll come." 

 

"Oh, jolly!" cried the latter. 

 

"Can we get it right away?" she asked, meaning the room. 

 

"Certainly," cried Lola. 

 

They went to look at it. Carrie had saved ten dollars from her expenditures—enough for 

this and her board beside. Her enlarged salary would not begin for ten days yet—would not reach 

her for seventeen. She paid half of the six dollars with her friend. 

 

"Now, I've just enough to get on to the end of the week," she confided. 



 

"Oh, I've got some," said Lola. "I've got twenty-five dollars, if you need it." 

 

"No," said Carrie. "I guess I'll get along." 

 

They decided to move Friday, which was two days away. Now that the thing was settled, 

Carrie's heart misgave her. She felt very much like a criminal in the matter. Each day looking at 

Hurstwood, she had realised that, along with the disagreeableness of his attitude, there was 

something pathetic. 

 

She looked at him the same evening she had made up her mind to go, and now he seemed 

not so shiftless and worthless, but run down and beaten upon by chance. His eyes were not keen, 

his face marked, his hands flabby. She thought his hair had a touch of grey. All unconscious of 

his doom, he rocked and read his paper, while she glanced at him. 

 

Knowing that the end was so near, she became rather solicitous. 

 

"Will you go over and get some canned peaches?" she asked Hurstwood, laying down a 

two-dollar bill. 

 

"Certainly," he said, looking in wonder at the money. 

 

"See if you can get some nice asparagus," she added. "I'll cook it for dinner." 

 

Hurstwood rose and took the money, slipping on his overcoat and getting his hat. Carrie 

noticed that both of these articles of apparel were old and poor looking in appearance. It was 

plain enough before, but now it came home with peculiar force. Perhaps he couldn't help it, after 

all. He had done well in Chicago. She remembered his fine appearance the days he had met her 

in the park. Then he was so sprightly, so clean. Had it been all his fault? 

 

He came back and laid the change down with the food. 

 

"You'd better keep it," she observed. "We'll need other things." 

 

"No," he said, with a sort of pride; "you keep it." 

 

"Oh, go on and keep it," she replied, rather unnerved. "There'll be other things." 

 

He wondered at this, not knowing the pathetic figure he had become in her eyes. She 

restrained herself with difficulty from showing a quaver in her voice. 

 

To say truly, this would have been Carrie's attitude in any case. She had looked back at 

times upon her parting from Drouet and had regretted that she had served him so badly. She 



hoped she would never meet him again, but she was ashamed of her conduct. Not that she had 

any choice in the final separation. She had gone willingly to seek him, with sympathy in her 

heart, when Hurstwood had reported him ill. There was something cruel somewhere, and not 

being able to track it mentally to its logical lair, she concluded with feeling that he would never 

understand what Hurstwood had done and would see hard-hearted decision in her deed; hence 

her shame. Not that she cared for him. She did not want to make any one who had been good to 

her feel badly. 

 

She did not realise what she was doing by allowing these feelings to possess her. 

Hurstwood, noticing the kindness, conceived better of her. "Carrie's good-natured, anyhow," he 

thought. 

 

Going to Miss Osborne's that afternoon, she found that little lady packing and singing. 

 

"Why don't you come over with me to-day?" she asked. 

 

"Oh, I can't," said Carrie. "I'll be there Friday. Would you mind lending me the twenty-

five dollars you spoke of?" 

 

"Why, no," said Lola, going for her purse. 

 

"I want to get some other things," said Carrie. 

 

"Oh, that's all right," answered the little girl, good-naturedly, glad to be of service. 

 

It had been days since Hurstwood had done more than go to the grocery or to the news-

stand. Now the weariness of indoors was upon him—had been for two days—but chill, grey 

weather had held him back. Friday broke fair and warm. It was one of those lovely harbingers of 

spring, given as a sign in dreary winter that earth is not forsaken of warmth and beauty. The blue 

heaven, holding its one golden orb, poured down a crystal wash of warm light. It was plain, from 

the voice of the sparrows, that all was halcyon outside. Carrie raised the front windows, and felt 

the south wind blowing. 

 

"It's lovely out to-day," she remarked. 

 

"Is it?" said Hurstwood. 

 

After breakfast, he immediately got his other clothes. 

 

"Will you be back for lunch?" asked Carrie, nervously. 

 

"No," he said. 

 



He went out into the streets and tramped north, along Seventh Avenue, idly fixing upon 

the Harlem River as an objective point. He had seen some ships up there, the time he had called 

upon the brewers. He wondered how the territory thereabouts was growing. 

 

Passing Fifty-ninth Street, he took the west side of Central Park, which he followed to 

Seventy-eighth Street. Then he remembered the neighbourhood and turned over to look at the 

mass of buildings erected. It was very much improved. The great open spaces were filling up. 

Coming back, he kept to the Park until 110th Street, and then turned into Seventh Avenue again, 

reaching the pretty river by one o'clock. 

 

There it ran winding before his gaze, shining brightly in the clear light, between the 

undulating banks on the right and the tall, tree-covered heights on the left. The spring-like 

atmosphere woke him to a sense of its loveliness, and for a few moments he stood looking at it, 

folding his hands behind his back. Then he turned and followed it toward the east side, idly 

seeking the ships he had seen. It was four o'clock before the waning day, with its suggestion of a 

cooler evening, caused him to return. He was hungry and would enjoy eating in the warm room. 

 

When he reached the flat by half-past five, it was still dark. He knew that Carrie was not 

there, not only because there was no light showing through the transom, but because the evening 

papers were stuck between the outside knob and the door. He opened with his key and went in. 

Everything was still dark. Lighting the gas, he sat down, preparing to wait a little while. Even if 

Carrie did come now, dinner would be late. He read until six, then got up to fix something for 

himself. 

 

As he did so, he noticed that the room seemed a little queer. What was it? He looked 

around, as if he missed something, and then saw an envelope near where he had been sitting. It 

spoke for itself, almost without further action on his part. 

 

Reaching over, he took it, a sort of chill settling upon him even while he reached. The 

crackle of the envelope in his hands was loud. Green paper money lay soft within the note. 

 

"Dear George," he read, crunching the money in one hand. "I'm going away. I'm not 

coming back any more. It's no use trying to keep up the flat; I can't do it. I wouldn't mind helping 

you, if I could, but I can't support us both, and pay the rent. I need what little I make to pay for 

my clothes. I'm leaving twenty dollars. It's all I have just now. You can do whatever you like 

with the furniture. I won't want it.—CARRIE." 

 

He dropped the note and looked quietly round. Now he knew what he missed. It was the 

little ornamental clock, which was hers. It had gone from the mantelpiece. He went into the front 

room, his bedroom, the parlour, lighting the gas as he went. From the chiffonier had gone the 

knick-knacks of silver and plate. From the table-top, the lace coverings. He opened the 

wardrobe—no clothes of hers. He opened the drawers—nothing of hers. Her trunk was gone 



from its accustomed place. Back in his own room hung his old clothes, just as he had left them. 

Nothing else was gone. 

 

He stepped into the parlour and stood for a few moments looking vacantly at the floor. 

The silence grew oppressive. The little flat seemed wonderfully deserted. He wholly forgot that 

he was hungry, that it was only dinner-time. It seemed later in the night. 

 

Suddenly, he found that the money was still in his hands. There were twenty dollars in 

all, as she had said. Now he walked back, leaving the lights ablaze, and feeling as if the flat were 

empty. 

 

"I'll get out of this," he said to himself. 

 

Then the sheer loneliness of his situation rushed upon him in full. 

 

"Left me!" he muttered, and repeated, "left me!" 

 

The place that had been so comfortable, where he had spent so many days of warmth, 

was now a memory. Something colder and chillier confronted him. He sank down in his chair, 

resting his chin in his hand—mere sensation, without thought, holding him. 

 

Then something like a bereaved affection and self-pity swept over him. 

 

"She needn't have gone away," he said. "I'd have got something." 

 

He sat a long while without rocking, and added quite clearly, out loud: 

 

"I tried, didn't I?" 

 

At midnight he was still rocking, staring at the floor. 

  



CHAPTER XLIII THE WORLD TURNS FLATTERER: AN EYE IN THE DARK 

Installed in her comfortable room, Carrie wondered how Hurstwood had taken her 

departure. She arranged a few things hastily and then left for the theatre, half expecting to 

encounter him at the door. Not finding him, her dread lifted, and she felt more kindly toward 

him. She quite forgot him until about to come out, after the show, when the chance of his being 

there frightened her. As day after day passed and she heard nothing at all, the thought of being 

bothered by him passed. In a little while she was, except for occasional thoughts, wholly free of 

the gloom with which her life had been weighed in the flat. 

 

It is curious to note how quickly a profession absorbs one. Carrie became wise in 

theatrical lore, hearing the gossip of little Lola. She learned what the theatrical papers were, 

which ones published items about actresses and the like. She began to read the newspaper 

notices, not only of the opera in which she had so small a part, but of others. Gradually the desire 

for notice took hold of her. She longed to be renowned like others, and read with avidity all the 

complimentary or critical comments made concerning others high in her profession. The showy 

world in which her interest lay completely absorbed her. 

 

It was about this time that the newspapers and magazines were beginning to pay that 

illustrative attention to the beauties of the stage which has since become fervid. The newspapers, 

and particularly the Sunday newspapers, indulged in large decorative theatrical pages, in which 

the faces and forms of well-known theatrical celebrities appeared, enclosed with artistic scrolls. 

The magazines also—or at least one or two of the newer ones—published occasional portraits of 

pretty stars, and now and again photos of scenes from various plays. Carrie watched these with 

growing interest. When would a scene from her opera appear? When would some paper think her 

photo worth while? 

 

The Sunday before taking her new part she scanned the theatrical pages for some little 

notice. It would have accorded with her expectations if nothing had been said, but there in the 

squibs, tailing off several more substantial items, was a wee notice. Carrie read it with a tingling 

body: 

 

"The part of Katisha, the country maid, in 'The Wives of Abdul' at the Broadway, 

heretofore played by Inez Carew, will be hereafter filled by Carrie Madenda, one of the cleverest 

members of the chorus." 

 

Carrie hugged herself with delight. Oh, wasn't it just fine! At last! The first, the long-

hoped for, the delightful notice! And they called her clever. She could hardly restrain herself 

from laughing loudly. Had Lola seen it? 

 

"They've got a notice here of the part I'm going to play to-morrow night," said Carrie to 

her friend. 

 



"Oh, jolly! Have they?" cried Lola, running to her. "That's all right," she said, looking. 

"You'll get more now, if you do well. I had my picture in the 'World' once." 

 

"Did you?" asked Carrie. 

 

"Did I? Well, I should say," returned the little girl. "They had a frame around it." 

 

Carrie laughed. 

 

"They've never published my picture." 

 

"But they will," said Lola. "You'll see. You do better than most that get theirs in now." 

 

Carrie felt deeply grateful for this. She almost loved Lola for the sympathy and praise she 

extended. It was so helpful to her—so almost necessary. 

 

Fulfilling her part capably brought another notice in the papers that she was doing her 

work acceptably. This pleased her immensely. She began to think the world was taking note of 

her. 

 

The first week she got her thirty-five dollars, it seemed an enormous sum. Paying only 

three dollars for room rent seemed ridiculous. After giving Lola her twenty-five, she still had 

seven dollars left. With four left over from previous earnings, she had eleven. Five of this went 

to pay the regular installment on the clothes she had to buy. The next week she was even in 

greater feather. Now, only three dollars need be paid for room rent and five on her clothes. The 

rest she had for food and her own whims. 

 

"You'd better save a little for summer," cautioned Lola. "We'll probably close in May." 

 

"I intend to," said Carrie. 

 

The regular entrance of thirty-five dollars a week to one who has endured scant 

allowances for several years is a demoralising thing. Carrie found her purse bursting with good 

green bills of comfortable denominations. Having no one dependent upon her, she began to buy 

pretty clothes and pleasing trinkets, to eat well, and to ornament her room. Friends were not long 

in gathering about. She met a few young men who belonged to Lola's staff. The members of the 

opera company made her acquaintance without the formality of introduction. One of these 

discovered a fancy for her. On several occasions he strolled home with her. 

 

"Let's stop in and have a rarebit," he suggested one midnight. 

 

"Very well," said Carrie. 

 



In the rosy restaurant, filled with the merry lovers of late hours, she found herself 

criticising this man. He was too stilted, too self-opinionated. He did not talk of anything that 

lifted her above the common run of clothes and material success. When it was all over, he smiled 

most graciously. 

 

"Got to go straight home, have you?" he said. 

 

"Yes," she answered, with an air of quiet understanding. 

 

"She's not so inexperienced as she looks," he thought, and thereafter his respect and 

ardour were increased. 

 

She could not help sharing in Lola's love for a good time. There were days when they 

went carriage riding, nights when after the show they dined, afternoons when they strolled along 

Broadway, tastefully dressed. She was getting in the metropolitan whirl of pleasure. 

 

At last her picture appeared in one of the weeklies. She had not known of it, and it took 

her breath. "Miss Carrie Madenda," it was labelled. "One of the favourites of 'The Wives of 

Abdul' company." At Lola's advice she had had some pictures taken by Sarony. They had got one 

there. She thought of going down and buying a few copies of the paper, but remembered that 

there was no one she knew well enough to send them to. Only Lola, apparently, in all the world 

was interested. 

 

The metropolis is a cold place socially, and Carrie soon found that a little money brought 

her nothing. The world of wealth and distinction was quite as far away as ever. She could feel 

that there was no warm, sympathetic friendship back of the easy merriment with which many 

approached her. All seemed to be seeking their own amusement, regardless of the possible sad 

consequence to others. So much for the lessons of Hurstwood and Drouet. 

 

In April she learned that the opera would probably last until the middle or the end of 

May, according to the size of the audiences. Next season it would go on the road. She wondered 

if she would be with it. As usual, Miss Osborne, owing to her moderate salary, was for securing a 

home engagement. 

 

"They're putting on a summer play at the Casino," she announced, after figuratively 

putting her ear to the ground. "Let's try and get in that." 

 

"I'm willing," said Carrie. 

 

They tried in time and were apprised of the proper date to apply again. That was May 

16th. Meanwhile their own show closed May 5th. 

 



"Those that want to go with the show next season," said the manager, "will have to sign 

this week." 

 

"Don't you sign," advised Lola. "I wouldn't go." 

 

"I know," said Carrie, "but maybe I can't get anything else." 

 

"Well, I won't," said the little girl, who had a resource in her admirers. "I went once and I 

didn't have anything at the end of the season." 

 

Carrie thought this over. She had never been on the road. 

 

"We can get along," added Lola. "I always have." 

 

Carrie did not sign. 

 

The manager who was putting on the summer skit at the Casino had never heard of 

Carrie, but the several notices she had received, her published picture, and the programme 

bearing her name had some little weight with him. He gave her a silent part at thirty dollars a 

week. 

 

"Didn't I tell you?" said Lola. "It doesn't do you any good to go away from New York. 

They forget all about you if you do." 

 

Now, because Carrie was pretty, the gentlemen who made up the advance illustrations of 

shows about to appear for the Sunday papers selected Carrie's photo along with others to 

illustrate the announcement. Because she was very pretty, they gave it excellent space and drew 

scrolls about it. Carrie was delighted. Still, the management did not seem to have seen anything 

of it. At least, no more attention was paid to her than before. At the same time there seemed very 

little in her part. It consisted of standing around in all sorts of scenes, a silent little Quakeress. 

The author of the skit had fancied that a great deal could be made of such a part, given to the 

right actress, but now, since it had been doled out to Carrie, he would as leave have had it cut 

out. 

 

"Don't kick, old man," remarked the manager. "If it don't go the first week we will cut it 

out." 

 

Carrie had no warning of this halcyon intention. She practised her part ruefully, feeling 

that she was effectually shelved. At the dress rehearsal she was disconsolate. 

 

"That isn't so bad," said the author, the manager noting the curious effect which Carrie's 

blues had upon the part. "Tell her to frown a little more when Sparks dances." 

 



Carrie did not know it, but there was the least show of wrinkles between her eyes and her 

mouth was puckered quaintly. 

 

"Frown a little more, Miss Madenda," said the stage manager. 

 

Carrie instantly brightened up, thinking he had meant it as a rebuke. 

 

"No; frown," he said. "Frown as you did before." 

 

Carrie looked at him in astonishment. 

 

"I mean it," he said. "Frown hard when Mr. Sparks dances. I want to see how it looks." 

 

It was easy enough to do. Carrie scowled. The effect was something so quaint and droll it 

caught even the manager. 

 

"That is good," he said. "If she'll do that all through, I think it will take." 

 

Going over to Carrie, he said: 

 

"Suppose you try frowning all through. Do it hard. Look mad. It'll make the part really 

funny." 

 

On the opening night it looked to Carrie as if there were nothing to her part, after all. The 

happy, sweltering audience did not seem to see her in the first act. She frowned and frowned, but 

to no effect. Eyes were riveted upon the more elaborate efforts of the stars. 

 

In the second act, the crowd, wearied by a dull conversation, roved with its eyes about the 

stage and sighted her. There she was, grey-suited, sweet-faced, demure, but scowling. At first the 

general idea was that she was temporarily irritated, that the look was genuine and not fun at all. 

As she went on frowning, looking now at one principal and now at the other, the audience began 

to smile. The portly gentlemen in the front rows began to feel that she was a delicious little 

morsel. It was the kind of frown they would have loved to force away with kisses. All the 

gentlemen yearned toward her. She was capital. 

 

At last, the chief comedian, singing in the centre of the stage, noticed a giggle where it 

was not expected. Then another and another. When the place came for loud applause it was only 

moderate. What could be the trouble? He realised that something was up. 

 

All at once, after an exit, he caught sight of Carrie. She was frowning alone on the stage 

and the audience was giggling and laughing. 

 



"By George, I won't stand that!" thought the thespian. "I'm not going to have my work cut 

up by some one else. Either she quits that when I do my turn or I quit." 

 

"Why, that's all right," said the manager, when the kick came. "That's what she's 

supposed to do. You needn't pay any attention to that." 

 

"But she ruins my work." 

 

"No, she don't," returned the former, soothingly. "It's only a little fun on the side." 

 

"It is, eh?" exclaimed the big comedian. "She killed my hand all right. I'm not going to 

stand that." 

 

"Well, wait until after the show. Wait until to-morrow. We'll see what we can do." 

 

The next act, however, settled what was to be done. Carrie was the chief feature of the 

play. The audience, the more it studied her, the more it indicated its delight. Every other feature 

paled beside the quaint, teasing, delightful atmosphere which Carrie contributed while on the 

stage. Manager and company realised she had made a hit. 

 

The critics of the daily papers completed her triumph. There were long notices in praise 

of the quality of the burlesque, touched with recurrent references to Carrie. The contagious mirth 

of the thing was repeatedly emphasised. 

 

"Miss Madenda presents one of the most delightful bits of character work ever seen on 

the Casino stage," observed the sage critic of the "Sun." "It is a bit of quiet, unassuming drollery 

which warms like good wine. Evidently the part was not intended to take precedence, as Miss 

Madenda is not often on the stage, but the audience, with the characteristic perversity of such 

bodies, selected for itself. The little Quakeress was marked for a favourite the moment she 

appeared, and thereafter easily held attention and applause. The vagaries of fortune are indeed 

curious." 

 

The critic of the "Evening World," seeking as usual to establish a catch phrase which 

should "go" with the town, wound up by advising: "If you wish to be merry, see Carrie frown." 

 

The result was miraculous so far as Carrie's fortune was concerned. Even during the 

morning she received a congratulatory message from the manager. 

 

"You seem to have taken the town by storm," he wrote. "This is delightful. I am as glad 

for your sake as for my own." 

 

The author also sent word. 

 



That evening when she entered the theatre the manager had a most pleasant greeting for 

her. 

 

"Mr. Stevens," he said, referring to the author, "is preparing a little song, which he would 

like you to sing next week." 

 

"Oh, I can't sing," returned Carrie. 

 

"It isn't anything difficult. 'It's something that is very simple,' he says, 'and would suit you 

exactly.'" 

 

"Of course, I wouldn't mind trying," said Carrie, archly. 

 

"Would you mind coming to the box-office a few moments before you dress?" observed 

the manager, in addition. "There's a little matter I want to speak to you about." 

 

"Certainly," replied Carrie. 

 

In that latter place the manager produced a paper. 

 

"Now, of course," he said, "we want to be fair with you in the matter of salary. Your 

contract here only calls for thirty dollars a week for the next three months. How would it do to 

make it, say, one hundred and fifty a week and extend it for twelve months?" 

 

"Oh, very well," said Carrie, scarcely believing her ears. 

 

"Supposing, then, you just sign this." 

 

Carrie looked and beheld a new contract made out like the other one, with the exception 

of the new figures of salary and time. With a hand trembling from excitement she affixed her 

name. 

 

"One hundred and fifty a week!" she murmured, when she was again alone. She found, 

after all—as what millionaire has not?—that there was no realising, in consciousness, the 

meaning of large sums. It was only a shimmering, glittering phrase in which lay a world of 

possibilities. 

 

Down in a third-rate Bleecker Street hotel, the brooding Hurstwood read the dramatic 

item covering Carrie's success, without at first realising who was meant. Then suddenly it came 

to him and he read the whole thing over again. 

 

"That's her, all right, I guess," he said. 

 



Then he looked about upon a dingy, moth-eaten hotel lobby. 

 

"I guess she's struck it," he thought, a picture of the old shiny, plush-covered world 

coming back, with its lights, its ornaments, its carriages, and flowers. Ah, she was in the walled 

city now! Its splendid gates had opened, admitting her from a cold, dreary outside. She seemed a 

creature afar off—like every other celebrity he had known. 

 

"Well, let her have it," he said. "I won't bother her." 

 

It was the grim resolution of a bent, bedraggled, but unbroken pride. 

  



CHAPTER XLIV AND THIS IS NOT ELF LAND: WHAT GOLD WILL NOT BUY 

When Carrie got back on the stage, she found that over night her dressing-room had been 

changed. 

 

"You are to use this room, Miss Madenda," said one of the stage lackeys. 

 

No longer any need of climbing several flights of steps to a small coop shared with 

another. Instead, a comparatively large and commodious chamber with conveniences not enjoyed 

by the small fry overhead. She breathed deeply and with delight. Her sensations were more 

physical than mental. In fact, she was scarcely thinking at all. Heart and body were having their 

say. 

 

Gradually the deference and congratulation gave her a mental appreciation of her state. 

She was no longer ordered, but requested, and that politely. The other members of the cast 

looked at her enviously as she came out arrayed in her simple habit, which she wore all through 

the play. All those who had supposedly been her equals and superiors now smiled the smile of 

sociability, as much as to say: "How friendly we have always been." Only the star comedian 

whose part had been so deeply injured stalked by himself. Figuratively, he could not kiss the 

hand that smote him. 

 

Doing her simple part, Carrie gradually realised the meaning of the applause which was 

for her, and it was sweet. She felt mildly guilty of something—perhaps unworthiness. When her 

associates addressed her in the wings she only smiled weakly. The pride and daring of place 

were not for her. It never once crossed her mind to be reserved or haughty—to be other than she 

had been. After the performances she rode to her room with Lola, in a carriage provided. 

 

Then came a week in which the first fruits of success were offered to her lips—bowl after 

bowl. It did not matter that her splendid salary had not begun. The world seemed satisfied with 

the promise. She began to get letters and cards. A Mr. Withers—whom she did not know from 

Adam—having learned by some hook or crook where she resided, bowed himself politely in. 

 

"You will excuse me for intruding," he said; "but have you been thinking of changing 

your apartments?" 

 

"I hadn't thought of it," returned Carrie. 

 

"Well, I am connected with the Wellington—the new hotel on Broadway. You have 

probably seen notices of it in the papers." 

 

Carrie recognised the name as standing for one of the newest and most imposing 

hostelries. She had heard it spoken of as having a splendid restaurant. 

 



"Just so," went on Mr. Withers, accepting her acknowledgment of familiarity. "We have 

some very elegant rooms at present which we would like to have you look at, if you have not 

made up your mind where you intend to reside for the summer. Our apartments are perfect in 

every detail—hot and cold water, private baths, special hall service for every floor, elevators, and 

all that. You know what our restaurant is." 

 

Carrie looked at him quietly. She was wondering whether he took her to be a millionaire. 

 

"What are your rates?" she inquired. 

 

"Well, now, that is what I came to talk with you privately about. Our regular rates are 

anywhere from three to fifty dollars a day." 

 

"Mercy!" interrupted Carrie. "I couldn't pay any such rate as that." 

 

"I know how you feel about it," exclaimed Mr. Withers, halting. "But just let me explain. 

I said those are our regular rates. Like every other hotel we make special ones, however. Possibly 

you have not thought about it, but your name is worth something to us." 

 

"Oh!" ejaculated Carrie, seeing at a glance. 

 

"Of course. Every hotel depends upon the repute of its patrons. A well-known actress like 

yourself," and he bowed politely, while Carrie flushed, "draws attention to the hotel, and—

although you may not believe it—patrons." 

 

"Oh, yes," returned Carrie, vacantly, trying to arrange this curious proposition in her 

mind. 

 

"Now," continued Mr. Withers, swaying his derby hat softly and beating one of his 

polished shoes upon the floor, "I want to arrange, if possible, to have you come and stop at the 

Wellington. You need not trouble about terms. In fact, we need hardly discuss them. Anything 

will do for the summer—a mere figure—anything that you think you could afford to pay." 

 

Carrie was about to interrupt, but he gave her no chance. 

 

"You can come to-day or to-morrow—the earlier the better—and we will give you your 

choice of nice, light, outside rooms—the very best we have." 

 

"You're very kind," said Carrie, touched by the agent's extreme affability. "I should like 

to come very much. I would want to pay what is right, however. I shouldn't want to——" 

 

"You need not trouble about that at all," interrupted Mr. Withers. "We can arrange that to 

your entire satisfaction at any time. If three dollars a day is satisfactory to you, it will be so to us. 



All you have to do is to pay that sum to the clerk at the end of the week or month, just as you 

wish, and he will give you a receipt for what the rooms would cost if charged for at our regular 

rates." 

 

The speaker paused. 

 

"Suppose you come and look at the rooms," he added. 

 

"I'd be glad to," said Carrie, "but I have a rehearsal this morning." 

 

"I did not mean at once," he returned. "Any time will do. Would this afternoon be 

inconvenient?" 

 

"Not at all," said Carrie. 

 

Suddenly she remembered Lola, who was out at the time. 

 

"I have a room-mate," she added, "who will have to go wherever I do. I forgot about 

that." 

 

"Oh, very well," said Mr. Withers, blandly. "It is for you to say whom you want with you. 

As I say, all that can be arranged to suit yourself." 

 

He bowed and backed toward the door. 

 

"At four, then, we may expect you?" 

 

"Yes," said Carrie. 

 

"I will be there to show you," and so Mr. Withers withdrew. 

 

After rehearsal Carrie informed Lola. 

 

"Did they really?" exclaimed the latter, thinking of the Wellington as a group of 

managers. "Isn't that fine? Oh, jolly! It's so swell. That's where we dined that night we went with 

those two Cushing boys. Don't you know?" 

 

"I remember," said Carrie. 

 

"Oh, it's as fine as it can be." 

 

"We'd better be going up there," observed Carrie, later in the afternoon. 

 



The rooms which Mr. Withers displayed to Carrie and Lola were three and bath—a suite 

on the parlour floor. They were done in chocolate and dark red, with rugs and hangings to match. 

Three windows looked down into busy Broadway on the east, three into a side street which 

crossed there. There were two lovely bedrooms, set with brass and white enamel beds, white, 

ribbon-trimmed chairs and chiffoniers to match. In the third room, or parlour, was a piano, a 

heavy piano lamp, with a shade of gorgeous pattern, a library table, several huge easy rockers, 

some dado book shelves, and a gilt curio case, filled with oddities. Pictures were upon the walls, 

soft Turkish pillows upon the divan, footstools of brown plush upon the floor. Such 

accommodations would ordinarily cost a hundred dollars a week. 

 

"Oh, lovely!" exclaimed Lola, walking about. 

 

"It is comfortable," said Carrie, who was lifting a lace curtain and looking down into 

crowded Broadway. 

 

The bath was a handsome affair, done in white enamel, with a large, blue-bordered stone 

tub and nickel trimmings. It was bright and commodious, with a bevelled mirror set in the wall at 

one end and incandescent lights arranged in three places. 

 

"Do you find these satisfactory?" observed Mr. Withers. 

 

"Oh, very," answered Carrie. 

 

"Well, then, any time you find it convenient to move in, they are ready. The boy will 

bring you the keys at the door." 

 

Carrie noted the elegantly carpeted and decorated hall, the marbelled lobby, and showy 

waiting-room. It was such a place as she had often dreamed of occupying. 

 

"I guess we'd better move right away, don't you think so?" she observed to Lola, thinking 

of the commonplace chamber in Seventeenth Street. 

 

"Oh, by all means," said the latter. 

 

The next day her trunks left for the new abode. 

 

Dressing, after the matinée on Wednesday, a knock came at her dressing-room door. 

 

Carrie looked at the card handed by the boy and suffered a shock of surprise. 

 

"Tell her I'll be right out," she said softly. Then, looking at the card, added: "Mrs. 

Vance." 

 



"Why, you little sinner," the latter exclaimed, as she saw Carrie coming toward her across 

the now vacant stage. "How in the world did this happen?" 

 

Carrie laughed merrily. There was no trace of embarrassment in her friend's manner. You 

would have thought that the long separation had come about accidentally. 

 

"I don't know," returned Carrie, warming, in spite of her first troubled feelings, toward 

this handsome, good-natured young matron. 

 

"Well, you know, I saw your picture in the Sunday paper, but your name threw me off. I 

thought it must be you or somebody that looked just like you, and I said: 'Well, now, I will go 

right down there and see.' I was never more surprised in my life. How are you anyway?" 

 

"Oh, very well," returned Carrie. "How have you been?" 

 

"Fine. But aren't you a success! Dear, oh! All the papers talking about you. I should think 

you would be just too proud to breathe. I was almost afraid to come back here this afternoon." 

 

"Oh, nonsense," said Carrie, blushing. "You know I'd be glad to see you." 

 

"Well, anyhow, here you are. Can't you come up and take dinner with me now? Where 

are you stopping?" 

 

"At the Wellington," said Carrie, who permitted herself a touch of pride in the 

acknowledgment. 

 

"Oh, are you?" exclaimed the other, upon whom the name was not without its proper 

effect. 

 

Tactfully, Mrs. Vance avoided the subject of Hurstwood, of whom she could not help 

thinking. No doubt Carrie had left him. That much she surmised. 

 

"Oh, I don't think I can," said Carrie, "to-night. I have so little time. I must be back here 

by 7.30. Won't you come and dine with me?" 

 

"I'd be delighted, but I can't to-night," said Mrs. Vance, studying Carrie's fine appearance. 

The latter's good fortune made her seem more than ever worthy and delightful in the other's eyes. 

"I promised faithfully to be home at six." Glancing at the small gold watch pinned to her bosom, 

she added: "I must be going, too. Tell me when you're coming up, if at all." 

 

"Why, any time you like," said Carrie. 

 

"Well, to-morrow then. I'm living at the Chelsea now." 



 

"Moved again?" exclaimed Carrie, laughing. 

 

"Yes. You know I can't stay six months in one place. I just have to move. Remember 

now—half-past five." 

 

"I won't forget," said Carrie, casting a glance at her as she went away. Then it came to her 

that she was as good as this woman now—perhaps better. Something in the other's solicitude and 

interest made her feel as if she were the one to condescend. 

 

Now, as on each preceding day, letters were handed her by the doorman at the Casino. 

This was a feature which had rapidly developed since Monday. What they contained she well 

knew. Mash notes were old affairs in their mildest form. She remembered having received her 

first one far back in Columbia City. Since then, as a chorus girl, she had received others—

gentlemen who prayed for an engagement. They were common sport between her and Lola, who 

received some also. They both frequently made light of them. 

 

Now, however, they came thick and fast. Gentlemen with fortunes did not hesitate to 

note, as an addition to their own amiable collection of virtues, that they had their horses and 

carriages. Thus one: 

 

"I have a million in my own right. I could give you every luxury. There isn't anything you 

could ask for that you couldn't have. I say this, not because I want to speak of my money, but 

because I love you and wish to gratify your every desire. It is love that prompts me to write. Will 

you not give me one half-hour in which to plead my cause?" 

 

Such of these letters as came while Carrie was still in the Seventeenth Street place were 

read with more interest—though never delight—than those which arrived after she was installed 

in her luxurious quarters at the Wellington. Even there her vanity—or that self-appreciation 

which, in its more rabid form, is called vanity—was not sufficiently cloyed to make these things 

wearisome. Adulation, being new in any form, pleased her. Only she was sufficiently wise to 

distinguish between her old condition and her new one. She had not had fame or money before. 

Now they had come. She had not had adulation and affectionate propositions before. Now they 

had come. Wherefore? She smiled to think that men should suddenly find her so much more 

attractive. In the least way it incited her to coolness and indifference. 

 

"Do look here," she remarked to Lola. "See what this man says: 'If you will only deign to 

grant me one half-hour,'" she repeated, with an imitation of languor. "The idea. Aren't men 

silly?" 

 

"He must have lots of money, the way he talks," observed Lola. 

 

"That's what they all say," said Carrie, innocently. 



 

"Why don't you see him," suggested Lola, "and hear what he has to say?" 

 

"Indeed I won't," said Carrie. "I know what he'd say. I don't want to meet anybody that 

way." 

 

Lola looked at her with big, merry eyes. 

 

"He couldn't hurt you," she returned. "You might have some fun with him." 

 

Carrie shook her head. 

 

"You're awfully queer," returned the little, blue-eyed soldier. 

 

Thus crowded fortune. For this whole week, though her large salary had not yet arrived, it 

was as if the world understood and trusted her. Without money—or the requisite sum, at least—

she enjoyed the luxuries which money could buy. For her the doors of fine places seemed to 

open quite without the asking. These palatial chambers, how marvellously they came to her. The 

elegant apartments of Mrs. Vance in the Chelsea—these were hers. Men sent flowers, love notes, 

offers of fortune. And still her dreams ran riot. The one hundred and fifty! the one hundred and 

fifty! What a door to an Aladdin's cave it seemed to be. Each day, her head almost turned by 

developments, her fancies of what her fortune must be, with ample money, grew and multiplied. 

She conceived of delights which were not—saw lights of joy that never were on land or sea. 

Then, at last, after a world of anticipation, came her first installment of one hundred and fifty 

dollars. 

 

It was paid to her in greenbacks—three twenties, six tens, and six fives. Thus collected it 

made a very convenient roll. It was accompanied by a smile and a salutation from the cashier 

who paid it. 

 

"Ah, yes," said the latter, when she applied; "Miss Madenda—one hundred and fifty 

dollars. Quite a success the show seems to have made." 

 

"Yes, indeed," returned Carrie. 

 

Right after came one of the insignificant members of the company, and she heard the 

changed tone of address. 

 

"How much?" said the same cashier, sharply. One, such as she had only recently been, 

was waiting for her modest salary. It took her back to the few weeks in which she had 

collected—or rather had received—almost with the air of a domestic, four-fifty per week from a 

lordly foreman in a shoe factory—a man who, in distributing the envelopes, had the manner of a 

prince doling out favours to a servile group of petitioners. She knew that out in Chicago this very 



day the same factory chamber was full of poor homely-clad girls working in long lines at 

clattering machines; that at noon they would eat a miserable lunch in a half-hour; that Saturday 

they would gather, as they had when she was one of them, and accept the small pay for work a 

hundred times harder than she was now doing. Oh, it was so easy now! The world was so rosy 

and bright. She felt so thrilled that she must needs walk back to the hotel to think, wondering 

what she should do. 

 

It does not take money long to make plain its impotence, providing the desires are in the 

realm of affection. With her one hundred and fifty in hand, Carrie could think of nothing 

particularly to do. In itself, as a tangible, apparent thing which she could touch and look upon, it 

was a diverting thing for a few days, but this soon passed. Her hotel bill did not require its use. 

Her clothes had for some time been wholly satisfactory. Another day or two and she would 

receive another hundred and fifty. It began to appear as if this were not so startlingly necessary to 

maintain her present state. If she wanted to do anything better or move higher she must have 

more—a great deal more. 

 

Now a critic called to get up one of those tinsel interviews which shine with clever 

observations, show up the wit of critics, display the folly of celebrities, and divert the public. He 

liked Carrie, and said so, publicly—adding, however, that she was merely pretty, good-natured, 

and lucky. This cut like a knife. The "Herald," getting up an entertainment for the benefit of its 

free ice fund, did her the honour to beg her to appear along with celebrities for nothing. She was 

visited by a young author, who had a play which he thought she could produce. Alas, she could 

not judge. It hurt her to think it. Then she found she must put her money in the bank for safety, 

and so moving, finally reached the place where it struck her that the door to life's perfect 

enjoyment was not open. 

 

Gradually she began to think it was because it was summer. Nothing was going on much 

save such entertainments as the one in which she was star. Fifth Avenue was boarded up where 

the rich had deserted their mansions. Madison Avenue was little better. Broadway was full of 

loafing thespians in search of next season engagements. The whole city was quiet and her nights 

were taken up with her work. Hence the feeling that there was little to do. 

 

"I don't know," she said to Lola one day, sitting at one of the windows which looked 

down into Broadway, "I get lonely; don't you?" 

 

"No," said Lola, "not very often. You won't go anywhere. That's what's the matter with 

you." 

 

"Where can I go?" 

 

"Why, there're lots of places," returned Lola, who was thinking of her own lightsome 

tourneys with the gay youths. "You won't go with anybody." 

 



"I don't want to go with these people who write to me. I know what kind they are." 

 

"You oughtn't to be lonely," said Lola, thinking of Carrie's success. "There're lots would 

give their ears to be in your shoes." 

 

Carrie looked out again at the passing crowd. 

 

"I don't know," she said. 

 

Unconsciously her idle hands were beginning to weary. 

  



CHAPTER XLV CURIOUS SHIFTS OF THE POOR 

The gloomy Hurstwood, sitting in his cheap hotel, where he had taken refuge with 

seventy dollars—the price of his furniture—between him and nothing, saw a hot summer out and 

a cool fall in, reading. He was not wholly indifferent to the fact that his money was slipping 

away. As fifty cents after fifty cents were paid out for a day's lodging he became uneasy, and 

finally took a cheaper room—thirty-five cents a day—to make his money last longer. Frequently 

he saw notices of Carrie. Her picture was in the "World" once or twice, and an old "Herald" he 

found in a chair informed him that she had recently appeared with some others at a benefit for 

something or other. He read these things with mingled feelings. Each one seemed to put her 

farther and farther away into a realm which became more imposing as it receded from him. On 

the bill-boards, too, he saw a pretty poster, showing her as the Quaker Maid, demure and dainty. 

More than once he stopped and looked at these, gazing at the pretty face in a sullen sort of way. 

His clothes were shabby, and he presented a marked contrast to all that she now seemed to be. 

 

Somehow, so long as he knew she was at the Casino, though he had never any intention 

of going near her, there was a sub-conscious comfort for him—he was not quite alone. The show 

seemed such a fixture that, after a month or two, he began to take it for granted that it was still 

running. In September it went on the road and he did not notice it. When all but twenty dollars of 

his money was gone, he moved to a fifteen-cent lodging-house in the Bowery, where there was a 

bare lounging-room filled with tables and benches as well as some chairs. Here his preference 

was to close his eyes and dream of other days, a habit which grew upon him. It was not sleep at 

first, but a mental hearkening back to scenes and incidents in his Chicago life. As the present 

became darker, the past grew brighter, and all that concerned it stood in relief. 

 

He was unconscious of just how much this habit had hold of him until one day he found 

his lips repeating an old answer he had made to one of his friends. They were in Fitzgerald and 

Moy's. It was as if he stood in the door of his elegant little office, comfortably dressed, talking to 

Sagar Morrison about the value of South Chicago real estate in which the latter was about to 

invest. 

 

"How would you like to come in on that with me?" he heard Morrison say. 

 

"Not me," he answered, just as he had years before. "I have my hands full now." 

 

The movement of his lips aroused him. He wondered whether he had really spoken. The 

next time he noticed anything of the sort he really did talk. 

 

"Why don't you jump, you bloody fool?" he was saying. "Jump!" 

 

It was a funny English story he was telling to a company of actors. Even as his voice 

recalled him, he was smiling. A crusty old codger, sitting near by, seemed disturbed; at least, he 



stared in a most pointed way. Hurstwood straightened up. The humour of the memory fled in an 

instant and he felt ashamed. For relief, he left his chair and strolled out into the streets. 

 

One day, looking down the ad. columns of the "Evening World," he saw where a new 

play was at the Casino. Instantly, he came to a mental halt. Carrie had gone! He remembered 

seeing a poster of her only yesterday, but no doubt it was one left uncovered by the new signs. 

Curiously, this fact shook him up. He had almost to admit that somehow he was depending upon 

her being in the city. Now she was gone. He wondered how this important fact had skipped him. 

Goodness knows when she would be back now. Impelled by a nervous fear, he rose and went 

into the dingy hall, where he counted his remaining money, unseen. There were but ten dollars in 

all. 

 

He wondered how all these other lodging-house people around him got along. They didn't 

seem to do anything. Perhaps they begged—unquestionably they did. Many was the dime he had 

given to such as they in his day. He had seen other men asking for money on the streets. Maybe 

he could get some that way. There was horror in this thought. 

 

Sitting in the lodging-house room, he came to his last fifty cents. He had saved and 

counted until his health was affected. His stoutness had gone. With it, even the semblance of a fit 

in his clothes. Now he decided he must do something, and, walking about, saw another day go 

by, bringing him down to his last twenty cents—not enough to eat for the morrow. 

 

Summoning all his courage, he crossed to Broadway and up to the Broadway Central 

hotel. Within a block he halted, undecided. A big, heavy-faced porter was standing at one of the 

side entrances, looking out. Hurstwood purposed to appeal to him. Walking straight up, he was 

upon him before he could turn away. 

 

"My friend," he said, recognising even in his plight the man's inferiority, "is there 

anything about this hotel that I could get to do?" 

 

The porter stared at him the while he continued to talk. 

 

"I'm out of work and out of money and I've got to get something—it doesn't matter what. 

I don't care to talk about what I've been, but if you'd tell me how to get something to do, I'd be 

much obliged to you. It wouldn't matter if it only lasted a few days just now. I've got to have 

something." 

 

The porter still gazed, trying to look indifferent. Then, seeing that Hurstwood was about 

to go on, he said: 

 

"I've nothing to do with it. You'll have to ask inside." 

 

Curiously, this stirred Hurstwood to further effort. 



 

"I thought you might tell me." 

 

The fellow shook his head irritably. 

 

Inside went the ex-manager and straight to an office off the clerk's desk. One of the 

managers of the hotel happened to be there. Hurstwood looked him straight in the eye. 

 

"Could you give me something to do for a few days?" he said. "I'm in a position where I 

have to get something at once." 

 

The comfortable manager looked at him, as much as to say: "Well, I should judge so." 

 

"I came here," explained Hurstwood, nervously, "because I've been a manager myself in 

my day. I've had bad luck in a way, but I'm not here to tell you that. I want something to do, if 

only for a week." 

 

The man imagined he saw a feverish gleam in the applicant's eye. 

 

"What hotel did you manage?" he inquired. 

 

"It wasn't a hotel," said Hurstwood. "I was manager of Fitzgerald and Moy's place in 

Chicago for fifteen years." 

 

"Is that so?" said the hotel man. "How did you come to get out of that?" 

 

The figure of Hurstwood was rather surprising in contrast to the fact. 

 

"Well, by foolishness of my own. It isn't anything to talk about now. You could find out 

if you wanted to. I'm 'broke' now and, if you will believe me, I haven't eaten anything to-day." 

 

The hotel man was slightly interested in this story. He could hardly tell what to do with 

such a figure, and yet Hurstwood's earnestness made him wish to do something. 

 

"Call Olsen," he said, turning to the clerk. 

 

In reply to a bell and a disappearing hall-boy, Olsen, the head porter, appeared. 

 

"Olsen," said the manager, "is there anything downstairs you could find for this man to 

do? I'd like to give him something." 

 

"I don't know, sir," said Olsen. "We have about all the help we need. I think I could find 

something, sir, though, if you like." 



 

"Do. Take him to the kitchen and tell Wilson to give him something to eat." 

 

"All right, sir," said Olsen. 

 

Hurstwood followed. Out of the manager's sight, the head porter's manner changed. 

 

"I don't know what the devil there is to do," he observed. 

 

Hurstwood said nothing. To him the big trunk hustler was a subject for private contempt. 

 

"You're to give this man something to eat," he observed to the cook. 

 

The latter looked Hurstwood over, and seeing something keen and intellectual in his eyes, 

said: 

 

"Well, sit down over there." 

 

Thus was Hurstwood installed in the Broadway Central, but not for long. He was in no 

shape or mood to do the scrub work that exists about the foundation of every hotel. Nothing 

better offering, he was set to aid the fireman, to work about the basement, to do anything and 

everything that might offer. Porters, cooks, firemen, clerks—all were over him. Moreover his 

appearance did not please these individuals—his temper was too lonely—and they made it 

disagreeable for him. 

 

With the stolidity and indifference of despair, however, he endured it all, sleeping in an 

attic at the roof of the house, eating what the cook gave him, accepting a few dollars a week, 

which he tried to save. His constitution was in no shape to endure. 

 

One day the following February he was sent on an errand to a large coal company's 

office. It had been snowing and thawing and the streets were sloppy. He soaked his shoes in his 

progress and came back feeling dull and weary. All the next day he felt unusually depressed and 

sat about as much as possible, to the irritation of those who admired energy in others. 

 

In the afternoon some boxes were to be moved to make room for new culinary supplies. 

He was ordered to handle a truck. Encountering a big box, he could not lift it. 

 

"What's the matter there?" said the head porter. "Can't you handle it?" 

 

He was straining hard to lift it, but now he quit. 

 

"No," he said, weakly. 

 



The man looked at him and saw that he was deathly pale. 

 

"Not sick, are you?" he asked. 

 

"I think I am," returned Hurstwood. 

 

"Well, you'd better go sit down, then." 

 

This he did, but soon grew rapidly worse. It seemed all he could do to crawl to his room, 

where he remained for a day. 

 

"That man Wheeler's sick," reported one of the lackeys to the night clerk. 

 

"What's the matter with him?" 

 

"I don't know. He's got a high fever." 

 

The hotel physician looked at him. 

 

"Better send him to Bellevue," he recommended. "He's got pneumonia." 

 

Accordingly, he was carted away. 

 

In three weeks the worst was over, but it was nearly the first of May before his strength 

permitted him to be turned out. Then he was discharged. 

 

No more weakly looking object ever strolled out into the spring sunshine than the once 

hale, lusty manager. All his corpulency had fled. His face was thin and pale, his hands white, his 

body flabby. Clothes and all, he weighed but one hundred and thirty-five pounds. Some old 

garments had been given him—a cheap brown coat and misfit pair of trousers. Also some change 

and advice. He was told to apply to the charities. 

 

Again he resorted to the Bowery lodging-house, brooding over where to look. From this 

it was but a step to beggary. 

 

"What can a man do?" he said. "I can't starve." 

 

His first application was in sunny Second Avenue. A well-dressed man came leisurely 

strolling toward him out of Stuyvesant Park. Hurstwood nerved himself and sidled near. 

 

"Would you mind giving me ten cents?" he said, directly. "I'm in a position where I must 

ask someone." 

 



The man scarcely looked at him, but fished in his vest pocket and took out a dime. 

 

"There you are," he said. 

 

"Much obliged," said Hurstwood, softly, but the other paid no more attention to him. 

 

Satisfied with his success and yet ashamed of his situation, he decided that he would only 

ask for twenty-five cents more, since that would be sufficient. He strolled about sizing up people, 

but it was long before just the right face and situation arrived. When he asked, he was refused. 

Shocked by this result, he took an hour to recover and then asked again. This time a nickel was 

given him. By the most watchful effort he did get twenty cents more, but it was painful. 

 

The next day he resorted to the same effort, experiencing a variety of rebuffs and one or 

two generous receptions. At last it crossed his mind that there was a science of faces, and that a 

man could pick the liberal countenance if he tried. 

 

It was no pleasure to him, however, this stopping of passers-by. He saw one man taken 

up for it and now troubled lest he should be arrested. Nevertheless, he went on, vaguely 

anticipating that indefinite something which is always better. 

 

It was with a sense of satisfaction, then, that he saw announced one morning the return of 

the Casino Company, "with Miss Carrie Madenda." He had thought of her often enough in days 

past. How successful she was—how much money she must have! Even now, however, it took a 

severe run of ill-luck to decide him to appeal to her. He was truly hungry before he said: 

 

"I'll ask her. She won't refuse me a few dollars." 

 

Accordingly, he headed for the Casino one afternoon, passing it several times in an effort 

to locate the stage entrance. Then he sat in Bryant Park, a block away, waiting. "She can't refuse 

to help me a little," he kept saying to himself. 

 

Beginning with half-past six, he hovered like a shadow about the Thirty-ninth Street 

entrance, pretending always to be a hurrying pedestrian and yet fearful lest he should miss his 

object. He was slightly nervous, too, now that the eventful hour had arrived; but being weak and 

hungry, his ability to suffer was modified. At last he saw that the actors were beginning to arrive, 

and his nervous tension increased, until it seemed as if he could not stand much more. 

 

Once he thought he saw Carrie coming and moved forward, only to see that he was 

mistaken. 

 

"She can't be long, now," he said to himself, half fearing to encounter her and equally 

depressed at the thought that she might have gone in by another way. His stomach was so empty 

that it ached. 



 

Individual after individual passed him, nearly all well dressed, almost all indifferent. He 

saw coaches rolling by, gentlemen passing with ladies—the evening's merriment was beginning 

in this region of theatres and hotels. 

 

Suddenly a coach rolled up and the driver jumped down to open the door. Before 

Hurstwood could act, two ladies flounced across the broad walk and disappeared in the stage 

door. He thought he saw Carrie, but it was so unexpected, so elegant and far away, he could 

hardly tell. He waited a while longer, growing feverish with want, and then seeing that the stage 

door no longer opened, and that a merry audience was arriving, he concluded it must have been 

Carrie and turned away. 

 

"Lord," he said, hastening out of the street into which the more fortunate were pouring, 

"I've got to get something." 

 

At that hour, when Broadway is wont to assume its most interesting aspect, a peculiar 

individual invariably took his stand at the corner of Twenty-sixth Street and Broadway—a spot 

which is also intersected by Fifth Avenue. This was the hour when the theatres were just 

beginning to receive their patrons. Fire signs announcing the night's amusements blazed on every 

hand. Cabs and carriages, their lamps gleaming like yellow eyes, pattered by. Couples and 

parties of three and four freely mingled in the common crowd, which poured by in a thick 

stream, laughing and jesting. On Fifth Avenue were loungers—a few wealthy strollers, a 

gentleman in evening dress with his lady on his arm, some clubmen passing from one smoking-

room to another. Across the way the great hotels showed a hundred gleaming windows, their 

cafés and billiard-rooms filled with a comfortable, well-dressed, and pleasure-loving throng. All 

about was the night, pulsating with the thoughts of pleasure and exhilaration—the curious 

enthusiasm of a great city bent upon finding joy in a thousand different ways. 

 

This unique individual was no less than an ex-soldier turned religionist, who, having 

suffered the whips and privations of our peculiar social system, had concluded that his duty to 

the God which he conceived lay in aiding his fellow-man. The form of aid which he chose to 

administer was entirely original with himself. It consisted of securing a bed for all such homeless 

wayfarers as should apply to him at this particular spot, though he had scarcely the wherewithal 

to provide a comfortable habitation for himself. 

 

Taking his place amid this lightsome atmosphere, he would stand, his stocky figure 

cloaked in a great cape overcoat, his head protected by a broad slouch hat, awaiting the 

applicants who had in various ways learned the nature of his charity. For a while he would stand 

alone, gazing like any idler upon an ever-fascinating scene. On the evening in question, a 

policeman passing saluted him as "captain," in a friendly way. An urchin who had frequently 

seen him before, stopped to gaze. All others took him for nothing out of the ordinary, save in the 

matter of dress, and conceived of him as a stranger whistling and idling for his own amusement. 

 



As the first half-hour waned, certain characters appeared. Here and there in the passing 

crowds one might see, now and then, a loiterer edging interestedly near. A slouchy figure crossed 

the opposite corner and glanced furtively in his direction. Another came down Fifth Avenue to 

the corner of Twenty-sixth Street, took a general survey, and hobbled off again. Two or three 

noticeable Bowery types edged along the Fifth Avenue side of Madison Square, but did not 

venture over. The soldier, in his cape overcoat, walked a short line of ten feet at his corner, to 

and fro, indifferently whistling. 

 

As nine o'clock approached, some of the hubbub of the earlier hour passed. The 

atmosphere of the hotels was not so youthful. The air, too, was colder. On every hand curious 

figures were moving—watchers and peepers, without an imaginary circle, which they seemed 

afraid to enter—a dozen in all. Presently, with the arrival of a keener sense of cold, one figure 

came forward. It crossed Broadway from out the shadow of Twenty-sixth Street, and, in a 

halting, circuitous way, arrived close to the waiting figure. There was something shamefaced or 

diffident about the movement, as if the intention were to conceal any idea of stopping until the 

very last moment. Then suddenly, close to the soldier, came the halt. 

 

The captain looked in recognition, but there was no especial greeting. The newcomer 

nodded slightly and murmured something like one who waits for gifts. The other simply 

motioned toward the edge of the walk. 

 

"Stand over there," he said. 

 

By this the spell was broken. Even while the soldier resumed his short, solemn walk, 

other figures shuffled forward. They did not so much as greet the leader, but joined the one, 

sniffling and hitching and scraping their feet. 

 

"Cold, ain't it?" 

 

"I'm glad winter's over." 

 

"Looks as though it might rain." 

 

The motley company had increased to ten. One or two knew each other and conversed. 

Others stood off a few feet, not wishing to be in the crowd and yet not counted out. They were 

peevish, crusty, silent, eying nothing in particular and moving their feet. 

 

There would have been talking soon, but the soldier gave them no chance. Counting 

sufficient to begin, he came forward. 

 

"Beds, eh, all of you?" 

 

There was a general shuffle and murmur of approval. 



 

"Well, line up here. I'll see what I can do. I haven't a cent myself." 

 

They fell into a sort of broken, ragged line. One might see, now, some of the chief 

characteristics by contrast. There was a wooden leg in the line. Hats were all drooping, a group 

that would ill become a second-hand Hester Street basement collection. Trousers were all warped 

and frayed at the bottom and coats worn and faded. In the glare of the store lights, some of the 

faces looked dry and chalky; others were red with blotches and puffed in the cheeks and under 

the eyes; one or two were rawboned and reminded one of railroad hands. A few spectators came 

near, drawn by the seemingly conferring group, then more and more, and quickly there was a 

pushing, gaping crowd. Some one in the line began to talk. 

 

"Silence!" exclaimed the captain. "Now, then, gentlemen, these men are without beds. 

They have to have some place to sleep to-night. They can't lie out in the streets. I need twelve 

cents to put one of them to bed. Who will give it to me?" 

 

No reply. 

 

"Well, we'll have to wait here, boys, until some one does. Twelve cents isn't so very 

much for one man." 

 

"Here's fifteen," exclaimed a young man, peering forward with strained eyes. "It's all I 

can afford." 

 

"All right. Now I have fifteen. Step out of the line," and seizing one by the shoulder, the 

captain marched him off a little way and stood him up alone. 

 

Coming back, he resumed his place and began again. 

 

"I have three cents left. These men must be put to bed somehow. There are"—counting—

"one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve men. Nine cents more will 

put the next man to bed; give him a good, comfortable bed for the night. I go right along and 

look after that myself. Who will give me nine cents?" 

 

One of the watchers, this time a middle-aged man, handed him a five-cent piece. 

 

"Now, I have eight cents. Four more will give this man a bed. Come, gentlemen. We are 

going very slow this evening. You all have good beds. How about these?" 

 

"Here you are," remarked a bystander, putting a coin into his hand. 

 

"That," said the captain, looking at the coin, "pays for two beds for two men and gives me 

five on the next one. Who will give me seven cents more?" 



 

"I will," said a voice. 

 

Coming down Sixth Avenue this evening, Hurstwood chanced to cross east through 

Twenty-sixth Street toward Third Avenue. He was wholly disconsolate in spirit, hungry to what 

he deemed an almost mortal extent, weary, and defeated. How should he get at Carrie now? It 

would be eleven before the show was over. If she came in a coach, she would go away in one. 

He would need to interrupt under most trying circumstances. Worst of all, he was hungry and 

weary, and at best a whole day must intervene, for he had not heart to try again to-night. He had 

no food and no bed. 

 

When he neared Broadway, he noticed the captain's gathering of wanderers, but thinking 

it to be the result of a street preacher or some patent medicine fakir, was about to pass on. 

However, in crossing the street toward Madison Square Park, he noticed the line of men whose 

beds were already secured, stretching out from the main body of the crowd. In the glare of the 

neighbouring electric light he recognised a type of his own kind—the figures whom he saw 

about the streets and in the lodging-houses, drifting in mind and body like himself. He wondered 

what it could be and turned back. 

 

There was the captain curtly pleading as before. He heard with astonishment and a sense 

of relief the oft-repeated words: "These men must have a bed." Before him was the line of 

unfortunates whose beds were yet to be had, and seeing a newcomer quietly edge up and take a 

position at the end of the line, he decided to do likewise. What use to contend? He was weary to-

night. It was a simple way out of one difficulty, at least. To-morrow, maybe, he would do better. 

 

Back of him, where some of those were whose beds were safe, a relaxed air was 

apparent. The strain of uncertainty being removed, he heard them talking with moderate freedom 

and some leaning toward sociability. Politics, religion, the state of the government, some 

newspaper sensations, and the more notorious facts the world over, found mouthpieces and 

auditors there. Cracked and husky voices pronounced forcibly upon odd matters. Vague and 

rambling observations were made in reply. 

 

There were squints, and leers, and some dull, ox-like stares from those who were too dull 

or too weary to converse. 

 

Standing tells. Hurstwood became more weary waiting. He thought he should drop soon 

and shifted restlessly from one foot to the other. At last his turn came. The man ahead had been 

paid for and gone to the blessed line of success. He was now first, and already the captain was 

talking for him. 

 

"Twelve cents, gentlemen—twelve cents puts this man to bed. He wouldn't stand here in 

the cold if he had any place to go." 

 



Hurstwood swallowed something that rose to his throat. Hunger and weakness had made 

a coward of him. 

 

"Here you are," said a stranger, handing money to the captain. 

 

Now the latter put a kindly hand on the ex-manager's shoulder. 

 

"Line up over there," he said. 

 

Once there, Hurstwood breathed easier. He felt as if the world were not quite so bad with 

such a good man in it. Others seemed to feel like himself about this. 

 

"Captain's a great feller, ain't he?" said the man ahead—a little, woe-begone, helpless-

looking sort of individual, who looked as though he had ever been the sport and care of fortune. 

 

"Yes," said Hurstwood, indifferently. 

 

"Huh! there's a lot back there yet," said a man farther up, leaning out and looking back at 

the applicants for whom the captain was pleading. 

 

"Yes. Must be over a hundred to-night," said another. 

 

"Look at the guy in the cab," observed a third. 

 

A cab had stopped. Some gentleman in evening dress reached out a bill to the captain, 

who took it with simple thanks and turned away to his line. There was a general craning of necks 

as the jewel in the white shirt front sparkled and the cab moved off. Even the crowd gaped in 

awe. 

 

"That fixes up nine men for the night," said the captain, counting out as many of the line 

near him. "Line up over there. Now, then, there are only seven. I need twelve cents." 

 

Money came slowly. In the course of time the crowd thinned out to a meagre handful. 

Fifth Avenue, save for an occasional cab or foot passenger, was bare. Broadway was thinly 

peopled with pedestrians. Only now and then a stranger passing noticed the small group, handed 

out a coin, and went away, unheeding. 

 

The captain remained stolid and determined. He talked on, very slowly, uttering the 

fewest words and with a certain assurance, as though he could not fail. 

 

"Come; I can't stay out here all night. These men are getting tired and cold. Some one 

give me four cents." 

 



There came a time when he said nothing at all. Money was handed him, and for each 

twelve cents he singled out a man and put him in the other line. Then he walked up and down as 

before, looking at the ground. 

 

The theatres let out. Fire signs disappeared. A clock struck eleven. Another half-hour and 

he was down to the last two men. 

 

"Come, now," he exclaimed to several curious observers; "eighteen cents will fix us all 

up for the night. Eighteen cents. I have six. Somebody give me the money. Remember, I have to 

go over to Brooklyn yet to-night. Before that I have to take these men down and put them to bed. 

Eighteen cents." 

 

No one responded. He walked to and fro, looking down for several minutes, occasionally 

saying softly: "Eighteen cents." It seemed as if this paltry sum would delay the desired 

culmination longer than all the rest had. Hurstwood, buoyed up slightly by the long line of which 

he was a part, refrained with an effort from groaning, he was so weak. 

 

At last a lady in opera cape and rustling skirts came down Fifth Avenue, accompanied by 

her escort. Hurstwood gazed wearily, reminded by her both of Carrie in her new world and of the 

time when he had escorted his own wife in like manner. 

 

While he was gazing, she turned and, looking at the remarkable company, sent her escort 

over. He came, holding a bill in his fingers, all elegant and graceful. 

 

"Here you are," he said. 

 

"Thanks," said the captain, turning to the two remaining applicants. "Now we have some 

for to-morrow night," he added. 

 

Therewith he lined up the last two and proceeded to the head, counting as he went. 

 

"One hundred and thirty-seven," he announced. "Now, boys, line up. Right dress there. 

We won't be much longer about this. Steady, now." 

 

He placed himself at the head and called out "Forward." Hurstwood moved with the line. 

Across Fifth Avenue, through Madison Square by the winding paths, east on Twenty-third Street, 

and down Third Avenue wound the long, serpentine company. Midnight pedestrians and loiterers 

stopped and stared as the company passed. Chatting policemen, at various corners, stared 

indifferently or nodded to the leader, whom they had seen before. On Third Avenue they 

marched, a seemingly weary way, to Eighth Street, where there was a lodging-house, closed, 

apparently, for the night. They were expected, however. 

 



Outside in the gloom they stood, while the leader parleyed within. Then doors swung 

open and they were invited in with a "Steady, now." 

 

Some one was at the head showing rooms, so that there was no delay for keys. Toiling up 

the creaky stairs, Hurstwood looked back and saw the captain, watching; the last one of the line 

being included in his broad solicitude. Then he gathered his cloak about him and strolled out into 

the night. 

 

"I can't stand much of this," said Hurstwood, whose legs ached him painfully, as he sat 

down upon the miserable bunk in the small, lightless chamber allotted to him. "I've got to eat, or 

I'll die." 

  



CHAPTER XLVI STIRRING TROUBLED WATERS 

Playing in New York one evening on this her return, Carrie was putting the finishing 

touches to her toilet before leaving for the night, when a commotion near the stage door caught 

her ear. It included a familiar voice. 

 

"Never mind, now. I want to see Miss Madenda." 

 

"You'll have to send in your card." 

 

"Oh, come off! Here." 

 

A half-dollar was passed over, and now a knock came at her dressing-room door. 

 

Carrie opened it. 

 

"Well, well!" said Drouet. "I do swear! Why, how are you? I knew that was you the 

moment I saw you." 

 

Carrie fell back a pace, expecting a most embarrassing conversation. 

 

"Aren't you going to shake hands with me? Well, you're a dandy! That's all right, shake 

hands." 

 

Carrie put out her hand, smiling, if for nothing more than the man's exuberant good-

nature. Though older, he was but slightly changed. The same fine clothes, the same stocky body, 

the same rosy countenance. 

 

"That fellow at the door there didn't want to let me in, until I paid him. I knew it was you, 

all right. Say, you've got a great show. You do your part fine. I knew you would. I just happened 

to be passing to-night and thought I'd drop in for a few minutes. I saw your name on the 

programme, but I didn't remember it until you came on the stage. Then it struck me all at once. 

Say, you could have knocked me down with a feather. That's the same name you used out there 

in Chicago, isn't it?" 

 

"Yes," answered Carrie, mildly, overwhelmed by the man's assurance. 

 

"I knew it was, the moment I saw you. Well, how have you been, anyhow?" 

 

"Oh, very well," said Carrie, lingering in her dressing-room. She was rather dazed by the 

assault. "How have you been?" 

 

"Me? Oh, fine. I'm here now." 



 

"Is that so?" said Carrie. 

 

"Yes. I've been here for six months. I've got charge of a branch here." 

 

"How nice!" 

 

"Well, when did you go on the stage, anyhow?" inquired Drouet. 

 

"About three years ago," said Carrie. 

 

"You don't say so! Well, sir, this is the first I've heard of it. I knew you would, though. I 

always said you could act—didn't I?" 

 

Carrie smiled. 

 

"Yes, you did," she said. 

 

"Well, you do look great," he said. "I never saw anybody improve so. You're taller, aren't 

you?" 

 

"Me? Oh, a little, maybe." 

 

He gazed at her dress, then at her hair, where a becoming hat was set jauntily, then into 

her eyes, which she took all occasion to avert. Evidently he expected to restore their old 

friendship at once and without modification. 

 

"Well," he said, seeing her gather up her purse, handkerchief, and the like, preparatory to 

departing, "I want you to come out to dinner with me; won't you? I've got a friend out here." 

 

"Oh, I can't," said Carrie. "Not to-night. I have an early engagement to-morrow." 

 

"Aw, let the engagement go. Come on. I can get rid of him. I want to have a good talk 

with you." 

 

"No, no," said Carrie; "I can't. You mustn't ask me any more. I don't care for a late 

dinner." 

 

"Well, come on and have a talk, then, anyhow." 

 

"Not to-night," she said, shaking her head. "We'll have a talk some other time." 

 



As a result of this, she noticed a shade of thought pass over his face, as if he were 

beginning to realise that things were changed. Good-nature dictated something better than this 

for one who had always liked her. 

 

"You come around to the hotel to-morrow," she said, as sort of penance for error. "You 

can take dinner with me." 

 

"All right," said Drouet, brightening. "Where are you stopping?" 

 

"At the Waldorf," she answered, mentioning the fashionable hostelry then but newly 

erected. 

 

"What time?" 

 

"Well, come at three," said Carrie, pleasantly. 

 

The next day Drouet called, but it was with no especial delight that Carrie remembered 

her appointment. However, seeing him, handsome as ever, after his kind, and most genially 

disposed, her doubts as to whether the dinner would be disagreeable were swept away. He talked 

as volubly as ever. 

 

"They put on a lot of lugs here, don't they?" was his first remark. 

 

"Yes; they do," said Carrie. 

 

Genial egotist that he was, he went at once into a detailed account of his own career. 

 

"I'm going to have a business of my own pretty soon," he observed in one place. "I can 

get backing for two hundred thousand dollars." 

 

Carrie listened most good-naturedly. 

 

"Say," he said, suddenly; "where is Hurstwood now?" 

 

Carrie flushed a little. 

 

"He's here in New York, I guess," she said. "I haven't seen him for some time." 

 

Drouet mused for a moment. He had not been sure until now that the ex-manager was not 

an influential figure in the background. He imagined not; but this assurance relieved him. It must 

be that Carrie had got rid of him—as well she ought, he thought. 

 

"A man always makes a mistake when he does anything like that," he observed. 



 

"Like what?" said Carrie, unwitting of what was coming. 

 

"Oh, you know," and Drouet waved her intelligence, as it were, with his hand. 

 

"No, I don't," she answered. "What do you mean?" 

 

"Why that affair in Chicago—the time he left." 

 

"I don't know what you are talking about," said Carrie. Could it be he would refer so 

rudely to Hurstwood's flight with her? 

 

"Oho!" said Drouet, incredulously. "You knew he took ten thousand dollars with him 

when he left, didn't you?" 

 

"What!" said Carrie. "You don't mean to say he stole money, do you?" 

 

"Why," said Drouet, puzzled at her tone, "you knew that, didn't you?" 

 

"Why, no," said Carrie. "Of course I didn't." 

 

"Well, that's funny," said Drouet. "He did, you know. It was in all the papers." 

 

"How much did you say he took?" said Carrie. 

 

"Ten thousand dollars. I heard he sent most of it back afterwards, though." 

 

Carrie looked vacantly at the richly carpeted floor. A new light was shining upon all the 

years since her enforced flight. She remembered now a hundred things that indicated as much. 

She also imagined that he took it on her account. Instead of hatred springing up there was a kind 

of sorrow generated. Poor fellow! What a thing to have had hanging over his head all the time. 

 

At dinner Drouet, warmed up by eating and drinking and softened in mood, fancied he 

was winning Carrie to her old-time good-natured regard for him. He began to imagine it would 

not be so difficult to enter into her life again, high as she was. Ah, what a prize! he thought. How 

beautiful, how elegant, how famous! In her theatrical and Waldorf setting, Carrie was to him the 

all-desirable. 

 

"Do you remember how nervous you were that night at the Avery?" he asked. 

 

Carrie smiled to think of it. 

 



"I never saw anybody do better than you did then, Cad," he added ruefully, as he leaned 

an elbow on the table; "I thought you and I were going to get along fine those days." 

 

"You mustn't talk that way," said Carrie, bringing in the least touch of coldness. 

 

"Won't you let me tell you——" 

 

"No," she answered, rising. "Besides, it's time I was getting ready for the theatre. I'll have 

to leave you. Come, now." 

 

"Oh, stay a minute," pleaded Drouet. "You've got plenty of time." 

 

"No," said Carrie, gently. 

 

Reluctantly Drouet gave up the bright table and followed. He saw her to the elevator and, 

standing there, said: 

 

"When do I see you again?" 

 

"Oh, some time, possibly," said Carrie. "I'll be here all summer. Good-night!" 

 

The elevator door was open. 

 

"Good-night!" said Drouet, as she rustled in. 

 

Then he strolled sadly down the hall, all his old longing revived, because she was now so 

far off. The merry frou-frou of the place spoke all of her. He thought himself hardly dealt with. 

Carrie, however, had other thoughts. 

 

That night it was that she passed Hurstwood, waiting at the Casino, without observing 

him. 

 

The next night, walking to the theatre, she encountered him face to face. He was waiting, 

more gaunt than ever, determined to see her, if he had to send in word. At first she did not 

recognise the shabby, baggy figure. He frightened her, edging so close, a seemingly hungry 

stranger. 

 

"Carrie," he half whispered, "can I have a few words with you?" 

 

She turned and recognised him on the instant. If there ever had lurked any feeling in her 

heart against him, it deserted her now. Still, she remembered what Drouet said about his having 

stolen the money. 

 



"Why, George," she said; "what's the matter with you?" 

 

"I've been sick," he answered. "I've just got out of the hospital. For God's sake, let me 

have a little money, will you?" 

 

"Of course," said Carrie, her lip trembling in a strong effort to maintain her composure. 

"But what's the matter with you, anyhow?" 

 

She was opening her purse, and now pulled out all the bills in it—a five and two twos. 

 

"I've been sick, I told you," he said, peevishly, almost resenting her excessive pity. It 

came hard to him to receive it from such a source. 

 

"Here," she said. "It's all I have with me." 

 

"All right," he answered, softly. "I'll give it back to you some day." 

 

Carrie looked at him, while pedestrians stared at her. She felt the strain of publicity. So 

did Hurstwood. 

 

"Why don't you tell me what's the matter with you?" she asked, hardly knowing what to 

do. "Where are you living?" 

 

"Oh, I've got a room down in the Bowery," he answered. "There's no use trying to tell 

you here. I'm all right now." 

 

He seemed in a way to resent her kindly inquiries—so much better had fate dealt with 

her. 

 

"Better go on in," he said. "I'm much obliged, but I won't bother you any more." 

 

She tried to answer, but he turned away and shuffled off toward the east. 

 

For days this apparition was a drag on her soul before it began to wear partially away. 

Drouet called again, but now he was not even seen by her. His attentions seemed out of place. 

 

"I'm out," was her reply to the boy. 

 

So peculiar, indeed, was her lonely, self-withdrawing temper, that she was becoming an 

interesting figure in the public eye—she was so quiet and reserved. 

 

Not long after the management decided to transfer the show to London. A second 

summer season did not seem to promise well here. 



 

"How would you like to try subduing London?" asked her manager, one afternoon. 

 

"It might be just the other way," said Carrie. 

 

"I think we'll go in June," he answered. 

 

In the hurry of departure, Hurstwood was forgotten. Both he and Drouet were left to 

discover that she was gone. The latter called once, and exclaimed at the news. Then he stood in 

the lobby, chewing the ends of his moustache. At last he reached a conclusion—the old days had 

gone for good. 

 

"She isn't so much," he said; but in his heart of hearts he did not believe this. 

 

Hurstwood shifted by curious means through a long summer and fall. A small job as 

janitor of a dance hall helped him for a month. Begging, sometimes going hungry, sometimes 

sleeping in the park, carried him over more days. Resorting to those peculiar charities, several of 

which, in the press of hungry search, he accidentally stumbled upon, did the rest. Toward the 

dead of winter, Carrie came back, appearing on Broadway in a new play; but he was not aware of 

it. For weeks he wandered about the city, begging, while the fire sign, announcing her 

engagement, blazed nightly upon the crowded street of amusements. Drouet saw it, but did not 

venture in. 

 

About this time Ames returned to New York. He had made a little success in the West, 

and now opened a laboratory in Wooster Street. Of course, he encountered Carrie through Mrs. 

Vance; but there was nothing responsive between them. He thought she was still united to 

Hurstwood, until otherwise informed. Not knowing the facts then, he did not profess to 

understand, and refrained from comment. 

 

With Mrs. Vance, he saw the new play, and expressed himself accordingly. 

 

"She ought not to be in comedy," he said. "I think she could do better than that." 

 

One afternoon they met at the Vances' accidentally, and began a very friendly 

conversation. She could hardly tell why the one-time keen interest in him was no longer with her. 

Unquestionably, it was because at that time he had represented something which she did not 

have; but this she did not understand. Success had given her the momentary feeling that she was 

now blessed with much of which he would approve. As a matter of fact, her little newspaper 

fame was nothing at all to him. He thought she could have done better, by far. 

 

"You didn't go into comedy-drama, after all?" he said, remembering her interest in that 

form of art. 

 



"No," she answered; "I haven't, so far." 

 

He looked at her in such a peculiar way that she realised she had failed. It moved her to 

add: "I want to, though." 

 

"I should think you would," he said. "You have the sort of disposition that would do well 

in comedy-drama." 

 

It surprised her that he should speak of disposition. Was she, then, so clearly in his mind? 

 

"Why?" she asked. 

 

"Well," he said, "I should judge you were rather sympathetic in your nature." 

 

Carrie smiled and coloured slightly. He was so innocently frank with her that she drew 

nearer in friendship. The old call of the ideal was sounding. 

 

"I don't know," she answered, pleased, nevertheless, beyond all concealment. 

 

"I saw your play," he remarked. "It's very good." 

 

"I'm glad you liked it." 

 

"Very good, indeed," he said, "for a comedy." 

 

This is all that was said at the time, owing to an interruption, but later they met again. He 

was sitting in a corner after dinner, staring at the floor, when Carrie came up with another of the 

guests. Hard work had given his face the look of one who is weary. It was not for Carrie to know 

the thing in it which appealed to her. 

 

"All alone?" she said. 

 

"I was listening to the music." 

 

"I'll be back in a moment," said her companion, who saw nothing in the inventor. 

 

Now he looked up in her face, for she was standing a moment, while he sat. 

 

"Isn't that a pathetic strain?" he inquired, listening. 

 

"Oh, very," she returned, also catching it, now that her attention was called. 

 

"Sit down," he added, offering her the chair beside him. 



 

They listened a few moments in silence, touched by the same feeling, only hers reached 

her through the heart. Music still charmed her as in the old days. 

 

"I don't know what it is about music," she started to say, moved by the inexplicable 

longings which surged within her; "but it always makes me feel as if I wanted something—I——

" 

 

"Yes," he replied; "I know how you feel." 

 

Suddenly he turned to considering the peculiarity of her disposition, expressing her 

feelings so frankly. 

 

"You ought not to be melancholy," he said. 

 

He thought a while, and then went off into a seemingly alien observation which, 

however, accorded with their feelings. 

 

"The world is full of desirable situations, but, unfortunately, we can occupy but one at a 

time. It doesn't do us any good to wring our hands over the far-off things." 

 

The music ceased and he arose, taking a standing position before her, as if to rest himself. 

 

"Why don't you get into some good, strong comedy-drama?" he said. He was looking 

directly at her now, studying her face. Her large, sympathetic eyes and pain-touched mouth 

appealed to him as proofs of his judgment. 

 

"Perhaps I shall," she returned. 

 

"That's your field," he added. 

 

"Do you think so?" 

 

"Yes," he said; "I do. I don't suppose you're aware of it, but there is something about your 

eyes and mouth which fits you for that sort of work." 

 

Carrie thrilled to be taken so seriously. For the moment, loneliness deserted her. Here 

was praise which was keen and analytical. 

 

"It's in your eyes and mouth," he went on abstractedly. "I remember thinking, the first 

time I saw you, that there was something peculiar about your mouth. I thought you were about to 

cry." 

 



"How odd," said Carrie, warm with delight. This was what her heart craved. 

 

"Then I noticed that that was your natural look, and to-night I saw it again. There's a 

shadow about your eyes, too, which gives your face much this same character. It's in the depth of 

them, I think." 

 

Carrie looked straight into his face, wholly aroused. 

 

"You probably are not aware of it," he added. 

 

She looked away, pleased that he should speak thus, longing to be equal to this feeling 

written upon her countenance. It unlocked the door to a new desire. 

 

She had cause to ponder over this until they met again—several weeks or more. It 

showed her she was drifting away from the old ideal which had filled her in the dressing-rooms 

of the Avery stage and thereafter, for a long time. Why had she lost it? 

 

"I know why you should be a success," he said, another time, "if you had a more dramatic 

part. I've studied it out——" 

 

"What is it?" said Carrie. 

 

"Well," he said, as one pleased with a puzzle, "the expression in your face is one that 

comes out in different things. You get the same thing in a pathetic song, or any picture which 

moves you deeply. It's a thing the world likes to see, because it's a natural expression of its 

longing." 

 

Carrie gazed without exactly getting the import of what he meant. 

 

"The world is always struggling to express itself," he went on. "Most people are not 

capable of voicing their feelings. They depend upon others. That is what genius is for. One man 

expresses their desires for them in music; another one in poetry; another one in a play. 

Sometimes nature does it in a face—it makes the face representative of all desire. That's what has 

happened in your case." 

 

He looked at her with so much of the import of the thing in his eyes that she caught it. At 

least, she got the idea that her look was something which represented the world's longing. She 

took it to heart as a creditable thing, until he added: 

 

"That puts a burden of duty on you. It so happens that you have this thing. It is no credit 

to you—that is, I mean, you might not have had it. You paid nothing to get it. But now that you 

have it, you must do something with it." 

 



"What?" asked Carrie. 

 

"I should say, turn to the dramatic field. You have so much sympathy and such a 

melodious voice. Make them valuable to others. It will make your powers endure." 

 

Carrie did not understand this last. All the rest showed her that her comedy success was 

little or nothing. 

 

"What do you mean?" she asked. 

 

"Why, just this. You have this quality in your eyes and mouth and in your nature. You 

can lose it, you know. If you turn away from it and live to satisfy yourself alone, it will go fast 

enough. The look will leave your eyes. Your mouth will change. Your power to act will 

disappear. You may think they won't, but they will. Nature takes care of that." 

 

He was so interested in forwarding all good causes that he sometimes became 

enthusiastic, giving vent to these preachments. Something in Carrie appealed to him. He wanted 

to stir her up. 

 

"I know," she said, absently, feeling slightly guilty of neglect. 

 

"If I were you," he said, "I'd change." 

 

The effect of this was like roiling helpless waters. Carrie troubled over it in her rocking-

chair for days. 

 

"I don't believe I'll stay in comedy so very much longer," she eventually remarked to 

Lola. 

 

"Oh, why not?" said the latter. 

 

"I think," she said, "I can do better in a serious play." 

 

"What put that idea in your head?" 

 

"Oh, nothing," she answered; "I've always thought so." 

 

Still, she did nothing—grieving. It was a long way to this better thing—or seemed so—

and comfort was about her; hence the inactivity and longing. 

  



CHAPTER XLVII THE WAY OF THE BEATEN: A HARP IN THE WIND 

In the city, at that time, there were a number of charities similar in nature to that of the 

captain's, which Hurstwood now patronised in a like unfortunate way. One was a convent 

mission-house of the Sisters of Mercy in Fifteenth Street—a row of red brick family dwellings, 

before the door of which hung a plain wooden contribution box, on which was painted the 

statement that every noon a meal was given free to all those who might apply and ask for aid. 

This simple announcement was modest in the extreme, covering, as it did, a charity so broad. 

Institutions and charities are so large and so numerous in New York that such things as this are 

not often noticed by the more comfortably situated. But to one whose mind is upon the matter, 

they grow exceedingly under inspection. Unless one were looking up this matter in particular, he 

could have stood at Sixth Avenue and Fifteenth Street for days around the noon hour and never 

have noticed that out of the vast crowd that surged along that busy thoroughfare there turned out, 

every few seconds, some weather-beaten, heavy-footed specimen of humanity, gaunt in 

countenance and dilapidated in the matter of clothes. The fact is none the less true, however, and 

the colder the day the more apparent it became. Space and a lack of culinary room in the 

mission-house, compelled an arrangement which permitted of only twenty-five or thirty eating at 

one time, so that a line had to be formed outside and an orderly entrance effected. This caused a 

daily spectacle which, however, had become so common by repetition during a number of years 

that now nothing was thought of it. The men waited patiently, like cattle, in the coldest 

weather—waited for several hours before they could be admitted. No questions were asked and 

no service rendered. They ate and went away again, some of them returning regularly day after 

day the winter through. 

 

A big, motherly looking woman invariably stood guard at the door during the entire 

operation and counted the admissible number. The men moved up in solemn order. There was no 

haste and no eagerness displayed. It was almost a dumb procession. In the bitterest weather this 

line was to be found here. Under an icy wind there was a prodigious slapping of hands and a 

dancing of feet. Fingers and the features of the face looked as if severely nipped by the cold. A 

study of these men in broad light proved them to be nearly all of a type. They belonged to the 

class that sit on the park benches during the endurable days and sleep upon them during the 

summer nights. They frequent the Bowery and those down-at-the-heels East Side streets where 

poor clothes and shrunken features are not singled out as curious. They are the men who are in 

the lodging-house sitting-rooms during bleak and bitter weather and who swarm about the 

cheaper shelters which only open at six in a number of the lower East Side streets. Miserable 

food, ill-timed and greedily eaten, had played havoc with bone and muscle. They were all pale, 

flabby, sunken-eyed, hollow-chested, with eyes that glinted and shone and lips that were a sickly 

red by contrast. Their hair was but half attended to, their ears anæmic in hue, and their shoes 

broken in leather and run down at heel and toe. They were of the class which simply floats and 

drifts, every wave of people washing up one, as breakers do driftwood upon a stormy shore. 

 

For nearly a quarter of a century, in another section of the city, Fleischmann, the baker, 

had given a loaf of bread to any one who would come for it to the side door of his restaurant at 



the corner of Broadway and Tenth Street, at midnight. Every night during twenty years about 

three hundred men had formed in line and at the appointed time marched past the doorway, 

picked their loaf from a great box placed just outside, and vanished again into the night. From 

the beginning to the present time there had been little change in the character or number of these 

men. There were two or three figures that had grown familiar to those who had seen this little 

procession pass year after year. Two of them had missed scarcely a night in fifteen years. There 

were about forty, more or less, regular callers. The remainder of the line was formed of strangers. 

In times of panic and unusual hardships there were seldom more than three hundred. In times of 

prosperity, when little is heard of the unemployed, there were seldom less. The same number, 

winter and summer, in storm or calm, in good times and bad, held this melancholy midnight 

rendezvous at Fleischmann's bread box. 

 

At both of these two charities, during the severe winter which was now on, Hurstwood 

was a frequent visitor. On one occasion it was peculiarly cold, and finding no comfort in begging 

about the streets, he waited until noon before seeking this free offering to the poor. Already, at 

eleven o'clock of this morning, several such as he had shambled forward out of Sixth Avenue, 

their thin clothes flapping and fluttering in the wind. They leaned against the iron railing which 

protects the walls of the Ninth Regiment Armory, which fronts upon that section of Fifteenth 

Street, having come early in order to be first in. Having an hour to wait, they at first lingered at a 

respectful distance; but others coming up, they moved closer in order to protect their right of 

precedence. To this collection Hurstwood came up from the west out of Seventh Avenue and 

stopped close to the door, nearer than all the others. Those who had been waiting before him, but 

farther away, now drew near, and by a certain stolidity of demeanour, no words being spoken, 

indicated that they were first. 

 

Seeing the opposition to his action, he looked sullenly along the line, then moved out, 

taking his place at the foot. When order had been restored, the animal feeling of opposition 

relaxed. 

 

"Must be pretty near noon," ventured one. 

 

"It is," said another. "I've been waiting nearly an hour." 

 

"Gee, but it's cold!" 

 

They peered eagerly at the door, where all must enter. A grocery man drove up and 

carried in several baskets of eatables. This started some words upon grocery men and the cost of 

food in general. 

 

"I see meat's gone up," said one. 

 

"If there wuz war, it would help this country a lot." 

 



The line was growing rapidly. Already there were fifty or more, and those at the head, by 

their demeanour, evidently congratulated themselves upon not having so long to wait as those at 

the foot. There was much jerking of heads, and looking down the line. 

 

"It don't matter how near you get to the front, so long as you're in the first twenty-five," 

commented one of the first twenty-five. "You all go in together." 

 

"Humph!" ejaculated Hurstwood, who had been so sturdily displaced. 

 

"This here Single Tax is the thing," said another. "There ain't going to be no order till it 

comes." 

 

For the most part there was silence; gaunt men shuffling, glancing, and beating their 

arms. 

 

At last the door opened and the motherly-looking sister appeared. She only looked an 

order. Slowly the line moved up and, one by one, passed in, until twenty-five were counted. 

Then she interposed a stout arm, and the line halted, with six men on the steps. Of these the ex-

manager was one. Waiting thus, some talked, some ejaculated concerning the misery of it; some 

brooded, as did Hurstwood. At last he was admitted, and, having eaten, came away, almost 

angered because of his pains in getting it. 

 

At eleven o'clock of another evening, perhaps two weeks later, he was at the midnight 

offering of a loaf—waiting patiently. It had been an unfortunate day with him, but now he took 

his fate with a touch of philosophy. If he could secure no supper, or was hungry late in the 

evening, here was a place he could come. A few minutes before twelve, a great box of bread was 

pushed out, and exactly on the hour a portly, round-faced German took position by it, calling 

"Ready." The whole line at once moved forward, each taking his loaf in turn and going his 

separate way. On this occasion, the ex-manager ate his as he went, plodding the dark streets in 

silence to his bed. 

 

By January he had about concluded that the game was up with him. Life had always 

seemed a precious thing, but now constant want and weakened vitality had made the charms of 

earth rather dull and inconspicuous. Several times, when fortune pressed most harshly, he 

thought he would end his troubles; but with a change of weather, or the arrival of a quarter or a 

dime, his mood would change, and he would wait. Each day he would find some old paper lying 

about and look into it, to see if there was any trace of Carrie, but all summer and fall he had 

looked in vain. Then he noticed that his eyes were beginning to hurt him, and this ailment rapidly 

increased until, in the dark chambers of the lodgings he frequented, he did not attempt to read. 

Bad and irregular eating was weakening every function of his body. The one recourse left him 

was to doze when a place offered and he could get the money to occupy it. 

 



He was beginning to find, in his wretched clothing and meagre state of body, that people 

took him for a chronic type of bum and beggar. Police hustled him along, restaurant and lodging-

house keepers turned him out promptly the moment he had his due; pedestrians waved him off. 

He found it more and more difficult to get anything from anybody. 

 

At last he admitted to himself that the game was up. It was after a long series of appeals 

to pedestrians, in which he had been refused and refused—every one hastening from contact. 

 

"Give me a little something, will you, mister?" he said to the last one. "For God's sake, 

do; I'm starving." 

 

"Aw, get out," said the man, who happened to be a common type himself. "You're no 

good. I'll give you nawthin'." 

 

Hurstwood put his hands, red from cold, down in his pockets. Tears came into his eyes. 

 

"That's right," he said; "I'm no good now. I was all right. I had money. I'm going to quit 

this," and, with death in his heart, he started down toward the Bowery. People had turned on the 

gas before and died; why shouldn't he? He remembered a lodging-house where there were little, 

close rooms, with gas-jets in them, almost pre-arranged, he thought, for what he wanted to do, 

which rented for fifteen cents. Then he remembered that he had no fifteen cents. 

 

On the way he met a comfortable-looking gentleman, coming, clean-shaven, out of a fine 

barber shop. 

 

"Would you mind giving me a little something?" he asked this man boldly. 

 

The gentleman looked him over and fished for a dime. Nothing but quarters were in his 

pocket. 

 

"Here," he said, handing him one, to be rid of him. "Be off, now." 

 

Hurstwood moved on, wondering. The sight of the large, bright coin pleased him a little. 

He remembered that he was hungry and that he could get a bed for ten cents. With this, the idea 

of death passed, for the time being, out of his mind. It was only when he could get nothing but 

insults that death seemed worth while. 

 

One day, in the middle of the winter, the sharpest spell of the season set in. It broke grey 

and cold in the first day, and on the second snowed. Poor luck pursuing him, he had secured but 

ten cents by nightfall, and this he had spent for food. At evening he found himself at the 

Boulevard and Sixty-seventh Street, where he finally turned his face Bowery-ward. Especially 

fatigued because of the wandering propensity which had seized him in the morning, he now half 

dragged his wet feet, shuffling the soles upon the sidewalk. An old, thin coat was turned up about 



his red ears—his cracked derby hat was pulled down until it turned them outward. His hands 

were in his pockets. 

 

"I'll just go down Broadway," he said to himself. 

 

When he reached Forty-second Street, the fire signs were already blazing brightly. 

Crowds were hastening to dine. Through bright windows, at every corner, might be seen gay 

companies in luxuriant restaurants. There were coaches and crowded cable cars. 

 

In his weary and hungry state, he should never have come here. The contrast was too 

sharp. Even he was recalled keenly to better things. 

 

"What's the use?" he thought. "It's all up with me. I'll quit this." 

 

People turned to look after him, so uncouth was his shambling figure. Several officers 

followed him with their eyes, to see that he did not beg of anybody. 

 

Once he paused in an aimless, incoherent sort of way and looked through the windows of 

an imposing restaurant, before which blazed a fire sign, and through the large, plate windows of 

which could be seen the red and gold decorations, the palms, the white napery, and shining 

glassware, and, above all, the comfortable crowd. Weak as his mind had become, his hunger was 

sharp enough to show the importance of this. He stopped stock still, his frayed trousers soaking 

in the slush, and peered foolishly in. 

 

"Eat," he mumbled. "That's right, eat. Nobody else wants any." 

 

Then his voice dropped even lower, and his mind half lost the fancy it had. 

 

"It's mighty cold," he said. "Awful cold." 

 

At Broadway and Thirty-ninth Street was blazing, in incandescent fire, Carrie's name. 

"Carrie Madenda," it read, "and the Casino Company." All the wet, snowy sidewalk was bright 

with this radiated fire. It was so bright that it attracted Hurstwood's gaze. He looked up, and then 

at a large, gilt-framed poster-board, on which was a fine lithograph of Carrie, life-size. 

 

Hurstwood gazed at it a moment, snuffling and hunching one shoulder, as if something 

were scratching him. He was so run down, however, that his mind was not exactly clear. 

 

"That's you," he said at last, addressing her. "Wasn't good enough for you, was I? Huh!" 

 

He lingered, trying to think logically. This was no longer possible with him. 

 

"She's got it," he said, incoherently, thinking of money. "Let her give me some." 



 

He started around to the side door. Then he forgot what he was going for and paused, 

pushing his hands deeper to warm the wrists. Suddenly it returned. The stage door! That was it. 

 

He approached that entrance and went in. 

 

"Well?" said the attendant, staring at him. Seeing him pause, he went over and shoved 

him. "Get out of here," he said. 

 

"I want to see Miss Madenda," he said. 

 

"You do, eh?" the other said, almost tickled at the spectacle. "Get out of here," and he 

shoved him again. Hurstwood had no strength to resist. 

 

"I want to see Miss Madenda," he tried to explain, even as he was being hustled away. 

"I'm all right. I——" 

 

The man gave him a last push and closed the door. As he did so, Hurstwood slipped and 

fell in the snow. It hurt him, and some vague sense of shame returned. He began to cry and swear 

foolishly. 

 

"God damned dog!" he said. "Damned old cur," wiping the slush from his worthless coat. 

"I—I hired such people as you once." 

 

Now a fierce feeling against Carrie welled up—just one fierce, angry thought before the 

whole thing slipped out of his mind. 

 

"She owes me something to eat," he said. "She owes it to me." 

 

Hopelessly he turned back into Broadway again and slopped onward and away, begging, 

crying, losing track of his thoughts, one after another, as a mind decayed and disjointed is wont 

to do. 

 

It was truly a wintry evening, a few days later, when his one distinct mental decision was 

reached. Already, at four o'clock, the sombre hue of night was thickening the air. A heavy snow 

was falling—a fine picking, whipping snow, borne forward by a swift wind in long, thin lines. 

The streets were bedded with it—six inches of cold, soft carpet, churned to a dirty brown by the 

crush of teams and the feet of men. Along Broadway men picked their way in ulsters and 

umbrellas. Along the Bowery, men slouched through it with collars and hats pulled over their 

ears. In the former thoroughfare business men and travellers were making for comfortable hotels. 

In the latter, crowds on cold errands shifted past dingy stores, in the deep recesses of which 

lights were already gleaming. There were early lights in the cable cars, whose usual clatter was 



reduced by the mantle about the wheels. The whole city was muffled by this fast-thickening 

mantle. 

 

In her comfortable chambers at the Waldorf, Carrie was reading at this time "Père 

Goriot," which Ames had recommended to her. It was so strong, and Ames's mere 

recommendation had so aroused her interest, that she caught nearly the full sympathetic 

significance of it. For the first time, it was being borne in upon her how silly and worthless had 

been her earlier reading, as a whole. Becoming wearied, however, she yawned and came to the 

window, looking out upon the old winding procession of carriages rolling up Fifth Avenue. 

 

"Isn't it bad?" she observed to Lola. 

 

"Terrible!" said that little lady, joining her. "I hope it snows enough to go sleigh riding." 

 

"Oh, dear," said Carrie, with whom the sufferings of Father Goriot were still keen. 

"That's all you think of. Aren't you sorry for the people who haven't anything to-night?" 

 

"Of course I am," said Lola; "but what can I do? I haven't anything." 

 

Carrie smiled. 

 

"You wouldn't care, if you had," she returned. 

 

"I would, too," said Lola. "But people never gave me anything when I was hard up." 

 

"Isn't it just awful?" said Carrie, studying the winter's storm. 

 

"Look at that man over there," laughed Lola, who had caught sight of some one falling 

down. "How sheepish men look when they fall, don't they?" 

 

"We'll have to take a coach to-night," answered Carrie, absently. 

 

 

In the lobby of the Imperial, Mr. Charles Drouet was just arriving, shaking the snow from 

a very handsome ulster. Bad weather had driven him home early and stirred his desire for those 

pleasures which shut out the snow and gloom of life. A good dinner, the company of a young 

woman, and an evening at the theatre were the chief things for him. 

 

"Why, hello, Harry!" he said, addressing a lounger in one of the comfortable lobby 

chairs. "How are you?" 

 

"Oh, about six and six," said the other. 

 



"Rotten weather, isn't it?" 

 

"Well, I should say," said the other. "I've been just sitting here thinking where I'd go to-

night." 

 

"Come along with me," said Drouet. "I can introduce you to something dead swell." 

 

"Who is it?" said the other. 

 

"Oh, a couple of girls over here in Fortieth Street. We could have a dandy time. I was just 

looking for you." 

 

"Supposing we get 'em and take 'em out to dinner?" 

 

"Sure," said Drouet. "Wait'll I go upstairs and change my clothes." 

 

"Well, I'll be in the barber shop," said the other. "I want to get a shave." 

 

"All right," said Drouet, creaking off in his good shoes toward the elevator. The old 

butterfly was as light on the wing as ever. 

 

 

On an incoming vestibuled Pullman, speeding at forty miles an hour through the snow of 

the evening, were three others, all related. 

 

"First call for dinner in the dining-car," a Pullman servitor was announcing, as he 

hastened through the aisle in snow-white apron and jacket. 

 

"I don't believe I want to play any more," said the youngest, a black-haired beauty, turned 

supercilious by fortune, as she pushed a euchre hand away from her. 

 

"Shall we go into dinner?" inquired her husband, who was all that fine raiment can make. 

 

"Oh, not yet," she answered. "I don't want to play any more, though." 

 

"Jessica," said her mother, who was also a study in what good clothing can do for age, 

"push that pin down in your tie—it's coming up." 

 

Jessica obeyed, incidentally touching at her lovely hair and looking at a little jewel-faced 

watch. Her husband studied her, for beauty, even cold, is fascinating from one point of view. 

 

"Well, we won't have much more of this weather," he said. "It only takes two weeks to 

get to Rome." 



 

Mrs. Hurstwood nestled comfortably in her corner and smiled. It was so nice to be the 

mother-in-law of a rich young man—one whose financial state had borne her personal 

inspection. 

 

"Do you suppose the boat will sail promptly?" asked Jessica, "if it keeps up like this?" 

 

"Oh, yes," answered her husband. "This won't make any difference." 

 

Passing down the aisle came a very fair-haired banker's son, also of Chicago, who had 

long eyed this supercilious beauty. Even now he did not hesitate to glance at her, and she was 

conscious of it. With a specially conjured show of indifference, she turned her pretty face wholly 

away. It was not wifely modesty at all. By so much was her pride satisfied. 

 

 

At this moment Hurstwood stood before a dirty four-story building in a side street quite 

near the Bowery, whose one-time coat of buff had been changed by soot and rain. He mingled 

with a crowd of men—a crowd which had been, and was still, gathering by degrees. 

 

It began with the approach of two or three, who hung about the closed wooden doors and 

beat their feet to keep them warm. They had on faded derby hats with dents in them. Their misfit 

coats were heavy with melted snow and turned up at the collars. Their trousers were mere bags, 

frayed at the bottom and wobbling over big, soppy shoes, torn at the sides and worn almost to 

shreds. They made no effort to go in, but shifted ruefully about, digging their hands deep in their 

pockets and leering at the crowd and the increasing lamps. With the minutes, increased the 

number. There were old men with grizzled beards and sunken eyes, men who were 

comparatively young but shrunken by diseases, men who were middle-aged. None were fat. 

There was a face in the thick of the collection which was as white as drained veal. There was 

another red as brick. Some came with thin, rounded shoulders; others with wooden legs, still 

others with frames so lean that clothes only flapped about them. There were great ears, swollen 

noses, thick lips, and, above all, red, blood-shot eyes. Not a normal, healthy face in the whole 

mass; not a straight figure; not a straightforward, steady glance. 

 

In the drive of the wind and sleet they pushed in on one another. There were wrists, 

unprotected by coat or pocket, which were red with cold. There were ears, half covered by every 

conceivable semblance of a hat, which still looked stiff and bitten. In the snow they shifted, now 

one foot, now another, almost rocking in unison. 

 

With the growth of the crowd about the door came a murmur. It was not conversation, but 

a running comment directed at any one in general. It contained oaths and slang phrases. 

 

"By damn, I wish they'd hurry up." 

 



"Look at the copper watchin'." 

 

"Maybe it ain't winter, nuther!" 

 

"I wisht I was in Sing Sing." 

 

Now a sharper lash of wind cut down and they huddled closer. It was an edging, shifting, 

pushing throng. There was no anger, no pleading, no threatening words. It was all sullen 

endurance, unlightened by either wit or good fellowship. 

 

A carriage went jingling by with some reclining figure in it. One of the men nearest the 

door saw it. 

 

"Look at the bloke ridin'." 

 

"He ain't so cold." 

 

"Eh, eh, eh!" yelled another, the carriage having long since passed out of hearing. 

 

Little by little the night crept on. Along the walk a crowd turned out on its way home. 

Men and shop-girls went by with quick steps. The cross-town cars began to be crowded. The gas 

lamps were blazing, and every window bloomed ruddy with a steady flame. Still the crowd hung 

about the door, unwavering. 

 

"Ain't they ever goin' to open up?" queried a hoarse voice, suggestively. 

 

This seemed to renew the general interest in the closed door, and many gazed in that 

direction. They looked at it as dumb brutes look, as dogs paw and whine and study the knob. 

They shifted and blinked and muttered, now a curse, now a comment. Still they waited and still 

the snow whirled and cut them with biting flakes. On the old hats and peaked shoulders it was 

piling. It gathered in little heaps and curves and no one brushed it off. In the centre of the crowd 

the warmth and steam melted it, and water trickled off hat rims and down noses, which the 

owners could not reach to scratch. On the outer rim the piles remained unmelted. Hurstwood, 

who could not get in the centre, stood with head lowered to the weather and bent his form. 

 

A light appeared through the transom overhead. It sent a thrill of possibility through the 

watchers. There was a murmur of recognition. At last the bars grated inside and the crowd 

pricked up its ears. Footsteps shuffled within and it murmured again. Some one called: "Slow up 

there, now," and then the door opened. It was push and jam for a minute, with grim, beast silence 

to prove its quality, and then it melted inward, like logs floating, and disappeared. There were 

wet hats and wet shoulders, a cold, shrunken, disgruntled mass, pouring in between bleak walls. 

It was just six o'clock and there was supper in every hurrying pedestrian's face. And yet no 

supper was provided here—nothing but beds. 



 

Hurstwood laid down his fifteen cents and crept off with weary steps to his allotted room. 

It was a dingy affair—wooden, dusty, hard. A small gas-jet furnished sufficient light for so 

rueful a corner. 

 

"Hm!" he said, clearing his throat and locking the door. 

 

Now he began leisurely to take off his clothes, but stopped first with his coat, and tucked 

it along the crack under the door. His vest he arranged in the same place. His old wet, cracked 

hat he laid softly upon the table. Then he pulled off his shoes and lay down. 

 

It seemed as if he thought a while, for now he arose and turned the gas out, standing 

calmly in the blackness, hidden from view. After a few moments, in which he reviewed nothing, 

but merely hesitated, he turned the gas on again, but applied no match. Even then he stood there, 

hidden wholly in that kindness which is night, while the uprising fumes filled the room. When 

the odour reached his nostrils, he quit his attitude and fumbled for the bed. 

 

"What's the use?" he said, weakly, as he stretched himself to rest. 

 

 

And now Carrie had attained that which in the beginning seemed life's object, or, at least, 

such fraction of it as human beings ever attain of their original desires. She could look about on 

her gowns and carriage, her furniture and bank account. Friends there were, as the world takes 

it—those who would bow and smile in acknowledgment of her success. For these she had once 

craved. Applause there was, and publicity—once far off, essential things, but now grown trivial 

and indifferent. Beauty also—her type of loveliness—and yet she was lonely. In her rocking-

chair she sat, when not otherwise engaged—singing and dreaming. 

 

Thus in life there is ever the intellectual and the emotional nature—the mind that reasons, 

and the mind that feels. Of one come the men of action—generals and statesmen; of the other, 

the poets and dreamers—artists all. 

 

As harps in the wind, the latter respond to every breath of fancy, voicing in their moods 

all the ebb and flow of the ideal. 

 

Man has not yet comprehended the dreamer any more than he has the ideal. For him the 

laws and morals of the world are unduly severe. Ever hearkening to the sound of beauty, 

straining for the flash of its distant wings, he watches to follow, wearying his feet in travelling. 

So watched Carrie, so followed, rocking and singing. 

 

And it must be remembered that reason had little part in this. Chicago dawning, she saw 

the city offering more of loveliness than she had ever known, and instinctively, by force of her 

moods alone, clung to it. In fine raiment and elegant surroundings, men seemed to be contented. 



Hence, she drew near these things. Chicago, New York; Drouet, Hurstwood; the world of fashion 

and the world of stage—these were but incidents. Not them, but that which they represented, she 

longed for. Time proved the representation false. 

 

Oh, the tangle of human life! How dimly as yet we see. Here was Carrie, in the beginning 

poor, unsophisticated, emotional; responding with desire to everything most lovely in life, yet 

finding herself turned as by a wall. Laws to say: "Be allured, if you will, by everything lovely, 

but draw not nigh unless by righteousness." Convention to say: "You shall not better your 

situation save by honest labour." If honest labour be unremunerative and difficult to endure; if it 

be the long, long road which never reaches beauty, but wearies the feet and the heart; if the drag 

to follow beauty be such that one abandons the admired way, taking rather the despised path 

leading to her dreams quickly, who shall cast the first stone? Not evil, but longing for that which 

is better, more often directs the steps of the erring. Not evil, but goodness more often allures the 

feeling mind unused to reason. 

 

Amid the tinsel and shine of her state walked Carrie, unhappy. As when Drouet took her, 

she had thought: "Now am I lifted into that which is best"; as when Hurstwood seemingly 

offered her the better way: "Now am I happy." But since the world goes its way past all who will 

not partake of its folly, she now found herself alone. Her purse was open to him whose need was 

greatest. In her walks on Broadway, she no longer thought of the elegance of the creatures who 

passed her. Had they more of that peace and beauty which glimmered afar off, then were they to 

be envied. 

 

Drouet abandoned his claim and was seen no more. Of Hurstwood's death she was not 

even aware. A slow, black boat setting out from the pier at Twenty-seventh Street upon its 

weekly errand bore, with many others, his nameless body to the Potter's Field. 

 

Thus passed all that was of interest concerning these twain in their relation to her. Their 

influence upon her life is explicable alone by the nature of her longings. Time was when both 

represented for her all that was most potent in earthly success. They were the personal 

representatives of a state most blessed to attain—the titled ambassadors of comfort and peace, 

aglow with their credentials. It is but natural that when the world which they represented no 

longer allured her, its ambassadors should be discredited. Even had Hurstwood returned in his 

original beauty and glory, he could not now have allured her. She had learned that in his world, 

as in her own present state, was not happiness. 

 

Sitting alone, she was now an illustration of the devious ways by which one who feels, 

rather than reasons, may be led in the pursuit of beauty. Though often disillusioned, she was still 

waiting for that halcyon day when she should be led forth among dreams become real. Ames had 

pointed out a farther step, but on and on beyond that, if accomplished, would lie others for her. It 

was forever to be the pursuit of that radiance of delight which tints the distant hilltops of the 

world. 

 



Oh, Carrie, Carrie! Oh, blind strivings of the human heart! Onward, onward, it saith, and 

where beauty leads, there it follows. Whether it be the tinkle of a lone sheep bell o'er some quiet 

landscape, or the glimmer of beauty in sylvan places, or the show of soul in some passing eye, 

the heart knows and makes answer, following. It is when the feet weary and hope seems vain that 

the heartaches and the longings arise. Know, then, that for you is neither surfeit nor content. In 

your rocking-chair, by your window dreaming, shall you long, alone. In your rocking-chair, by 

your window, shall you dream such happiness as you may never feel. 

 

THE END 

  



Sons and Lovers (By D.H. Lawrence) 

 

 

Sons and Lovers is a 1913 novel by the English writer D. H. Lawrence. It traces 

emotional conflicts through the protagonist, Paul Morel, and his suffocating relationships with a 

demanding mother and two very different lovers, which exert complex influences on the 

development of his manhood. The novel was originally published by Gerald Duckworth and 

Company Ltd., London, and Mitchell Kennerley Publishers, New York.  

While the novel initially received a lukewarm critical reception, along with allegations of 

obscenity, it is today regarded as a masterpiece by many critics and is often regarded as 

Lawrence's finest achievement. It tells us more about Lawrence's life and his phases, as his first 

was when he lost his mother in 1910 to whom he was particularly attached. And it was from then 

that he met Frieda Richthofen, and around this time that he began conceiving his two other great 

novels, The Rainbow and Women In Love, which had more sexual emphasis and maturity. 

Sons and Lovers was one of many books banned under the US Federal Anti-Obscenity 

Act (Comstock Law) passed in 1873 for “the suppression of trade in, and circulation of, obscene 

literature and articles of immoral use.” 

In 1961 an Oklahoma City group called Mothers United for Decency hired a trailer, 

dubbed it Smut Mobile, and displayed books deemed objectionable, including Lawrence's novel. 

At one point, the Smut Mobile was parked in front of the Oklahoma State Senate building, 

offering free tours of the smut literature to any adult. In addition to Sons and Lovers, the Smut 

Mobile also featured Margaret Mead's Male and Female, Irving Stone's Lust for Life, and Mad 

magazine.  

When the Oklahoma City Times asked why Mad was included, the smut-bothered 

mothers replied, "I'm not really sure why Mad is on the stand. I haven't read it," and "We heard it 

might be Communistic," and "Let's keep Communism out of it; one of the mothers just put it 

there." 

 

Want to know more? 

‘Smut Mobile’ Over Oklahoma, Newsletter on Intellectual Freedom 

Censorship in Oklahoma, Glass by Ellen Hopkins  

https://alair.ala.org/bitstream/handle/11213/18696/IFNewsletter_1961_v10n2.pdf?sequence=1
http://burn.coplacdigital.org/usao-2019/historical-context-2/censorship-in-oklahoma/
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PART ONE 

CHAPTER I THE EARLY MARRIED LIFE OF THE MORELS 

“The Bottoms” succeeded to “Hell Row”. Hell Row was a block of thatched, bulging cottages 

that stood by the brookside on Greenhill Lane. There lived the colliers who worked in the little 

gin-pits two fields away. The brook ran under the alder trees, scarcely soiled by these small 

mines, whose coal was drawn to the surface by donkeys that plodded wearily in a circle round a 

gin. And all over the countryside were these same pits, some of which had been worked in the 

time of Charles II., the few colliers and the donkeys burrowing down like ants into the earth, 

making queer mounds and little black places among the corn-fields and the meadows. And the 

cottages of these coal-miners, in blocks and pairs here and there, together with odd farms and 

homes of the stockingers, straying over the parish, formed the village of Bestwood. 

Then, some sixty years ago, a sudden change took place, gin-pits were elbowed aside by the 

large mines of the financiers. The coal and iron field of Nottinghamshire and Derbyshire was 

discovered. Carston, Waite and Co. appeared. Amid tremendous excitement, Lord Palmerston 

formally opened the company’s first mine at Spinney Park, on the edge of Sherwood Forest. 

About this time the notorious Hell Row, which through growing old had acquired an evil 

reputation, was burned down, and much dirt was cleansed away. 

Carston, Waite and Co. found they had struck on a good thing, so, down the valleys of the 

brooks from Selby and Nuttall, new mines were sunk, until soon there were six pits working. 

From Nuttall, high up on the sandstone among the woods, the railway ran, past the ruined priory 

of the Carthusians and past Robin Hood’s Well, down to Spinney Park, then on to Minton, a 

large mine among corn-fields; from Minton across the farmlands of the valleyside to Bunker’s 

Hill, branching off there, and running north to Beggarlee and Selby, that looks over at Crich and 

the hills of Derbyshire; six mines like black studs on the countryside, linked by a loop of fine 

chain, the railway. 

To accommodate the regiments of miners, Carston, Waite and Co. built the Squares, great 

quadrangles of dwellings on the hillside of Bestwood, and then, in the brook valley, on the site of 

Hell Row, they erected the Bottoms. 

The Bottoms consisted of six blocks of miners’ dwellings, two rows of three, like the dots on a 

blank-six domino, and twelve houses in a block. This double row of dwellings sat at the foot of 

the rather sharp slope from Bestwood, and looked out, from the attic windows at least, on the 

slow climb of the valley towards Selby. 

The houses themselves were substantial and very decent. One could walk all round, seeing 

little front gardens with auriculas and saxifrage in the shadow of the bottom block, sweet-

williams and pinks in the sunny top block; seeing neat front windows, little porches, little privet 

hedges, and dormer windows for the attics. But that was outside; that was the view on to the 

uninhabited parlours of all the colliers’ wives. The dwelling-room, the kitchen, was at the back 

of the house, facing inward between the blocks, looking at a scrubby back garden, and then at the 

ash-pits. And between the rows, between the long lines of ash-pits, went the alley, where the 

children played and the women gossiped and the men smoked. So, the actual conditions of living 



in the Bottoms, that was so well built and that looked so nice, were quite unsavoury because 

people must live in the kitchen, and the kitchens opened on to that nasty alley of ash-pits. 

Mrs. Morel was not anxious to move into the Bottoms, which was already twelve years old 

and on the downward path, when she descended to it from Bestwood. But it was the best she 

could do. Moreover, she had an end house in one of the top blocks, and thus had only one 

neighbour; on the other side an extra strip of garden. And, having an end house, she enjoyed a 

kind of aristocracy among the other women of the “between” houses, because her rent was five 

shillings and sixpence instead of five shillings a week. But this superiority in station was not 

much consolation to Mrs. Morel. 

She was thirty-one years old, and had been married eight years. A rather small woman, of 

delicate mould but resolute bearing, she shrank a little from the first contact with the Bottoms 

women. She came down in the July, and in the September expected her third baby. 

Her husband was a miner. They had only been in their new home three weeks when the wakes, 

or fair, began. Morel, she knew, was sure to make a holiday of it. He went off early on the 

Monday morning, the day of the fair. The two children were highly excited. William, a boy of 

seven, fled off immediately after breakfast, to prowl round the wakes ground, leaving Annie, 

who was only five, to whine all morning to go also. Mrs. Morel did her work. She scarcely knew 

her neighbours yet, and knew no one with whom to trust the little girl. So she promised to take 

her to the wakes after dinner. 

William appeared at half-past twelve. He was a very active lad, fair-haired, freckled, with a 

touch of the Dane or Norwegian about him. 

“Can I have my dinner, mother?” he cried, rushing in with his cap on. “’Cause it begins at 

half-past one, the man says so.” 

“You can have your dinner as soon as it’s done,” replied the mother. 

“Isn’t it done?” he cried, his blue eyes staring at her in indignation. “Then I’m goin’ be-out it.” 

“You’ll do nothing of the sort. It will be done in five minutes. It is only half-past twelve.” 

“They’ll be beginnin’,” the boy half cried, half shouted. 

“You won’t die if they do,” said the mother. “Besides, it’s only half-past twelve, so you’ve a 

full hour.” 

The lad began hastily to lay the table, and directly the three sat down. They were eating batter-

pudding and jam, when the boy jumped off his chair and stood perfectly stiff. Some distance 

away could be heard the first small braying of a merry-go-round, and the tooting of a horn. His 

face quivered as he looked at his mother. 

“I told you!” he said, running to the dresser for his cap. 

“Take your pudding in your hand—and it’s only five past one, so you were wrong—you 

haven’t got your twopence,” cried the mother in a breath. 

The boy came back, bitterly disappointed, for his twopence, then went off without a word. 

“I want to go, I want to go,” said Annie, beginning to cry. 

“Well, and you shall go, whining, wizzening little stick!” said the mother. And later in the 

afternoon she trudged up the hill under the tall hedge with her child. The hay was gathered from 

the fields, and cattle were turned on to the eddish. It was warm, peaceful. 

Mrs. Morel did not like the wakes. There were two sets of horses, one going by steam, one 

pulled round by a pony; three organs were grinding, and there came odd cracks of pistol-shots, 



fearful screeching of the cocoanut man’s rattle, shouts of the Aunt Sally man, screeches from the 

peep-show lady. The mother perceived her son gazing enraptured outside the Lion Wallace 

booth, at the pictures of this famous lion that had killed a negro and maimed for life two white 

men. She left him alone, and went to get Annie a spin of toffee. Presently the lad stood in front 

of her, wildly excited. 

“You never said you was coming—isn’t the’ a lot of things?—that lion’s killed three men—

I’ve spent my tuppence—an’ look here.” 

He pulled from his pocket two egg-cups, with pink moss-roses on them. 

“I got these from that stall where y’ave ter get them marbles in them holes. An’ I got these two 

in two goes-’aepenny a go-they’ve got moss-roses on, look here. I wanted these.” 

She knew he wanted them for her. 

“H’m!” she said, pleased. “They are pretty!” 

“Shall you carry ’em, ’cause I’m frightened o’ breakin’ ’em?” 

He was tipful of excitement now she had come, led her about the ground, showed her 

everything. Then, at the peep-show, she explained the pictures, in a sort of story, to which he 

listened as if spellbound. He would not leave her. All the time he stuck close to her, bristling 

with a small boy’s pride of her. For no other woman looked such a lady as she did, in her little 

black bonnet and her cloak. She smiled when she saw women she knew. When she was tired she 

said to her son: 

“Well, are you coming now, or later?” 

“Are you goin’ a’ready?” he cried, his face full of reproach. 

“Already? It is past four, I know.” 

“What are you goin’ a’ready for?” he lamented. 

“You needn’t come if you don’t want,” she said. 

And she went slowly away with her little girl, whilst her son stood watching her, cut to the 

heart to let her go, and yet unable to leave the wakes. As she crossed the open ground in front of 

the Moon and Stars she heard men shouting, and smelled the beer, and hurried a little, thinking 

her husband was probably in the bar. 

At about half-past six her son came home, tired now, rather pale, and somewhat wretched. He 

was miserable, though he did not know it, because he had let her go alone. Since she had gone, 

he had not enjoyed his wakes. 

“Has my dad been?” he asked. 

“No,” said the mother. 

“He’s helping to wait at the Moon and Stars. I seed him through that black tin stuff wi’ holes 

in, on the window, wi’ his sleeves rolled up.” 

“Ha!” exclaimed the mother shortly. “He’s got no money. An’ he’ll be satisfied if he gets his 

’lowance, whether they give him more or not.” 

When the light was fading, and Mrs. Morel could see no more to sew, she rose and went to the 

door. Everywhere was the sound of excitement, the restlessness of the holiday, that at last 

infected her. She went out into the side garden. Women were coming home from the wakes, the 

children hugging a white lamb with green legs, or a wooden horse. Occasionally a man lurched 

past, almost as full as he could carry. Sometimes a good husband came along with his family, 



peacefully. But usually the women and children were alone. The stay-at-home mothers stood 

gossiping at the corners of the alley, as the twilight sank, folding their arms under their white 

aprons. 

Mrs. Morel was alone, but she was used to it. Her son and her little girl slept upstairs; so, it 

seemed, her home was there behind her, fixed and stable. But she felt wretched with the coming 

child. The world seemed a dreary place, where nothing else would happen for her—at least until 

William grew up. But for herself, nothing but this dreary endurance—till the children grew up. 

And the children! She could not afford to have this third. She did not want it. The father was 

serving beer in a public house, swilling himself drunk. She despised him, and was tied to him. 

This coming child was too much for her. If it were not for William and Annie, she was sick of it, 

the struggle with poverty and ugliness and meanness. 

She went into the front garden, feeling too heavy to take herself out, yet unable to stay 

indoors. The heat suffocated her. And looking ahead, the prospect of her life made her feel as if 

she were buried alive. 

The front garden was a small square with a privet hedge. There she stood, trying to soothe 

herself with the scent of flowers and the fading, beautiful evening. Opposite her small gate was 

the stile that led uphill, under the tall hedge between the burning glow of the cut pastures. The 

sky overhead throbbed and pulsed with light. The glow sank quickly off the field; the earth and 

the hedges smoked dusk. As it grew dark, a ruddy glare came out on the hilltop, and out of the 

glare the diminished commotion of the fair. 

Sometimes, down the trough of darkness formed by the path under the hedges, men came 

lurching home. One young man lapsed into a run down the steep bit that ended the hill, and went 

with a crash into the stile. Mrs. Morel shuddered. He picked himself up, swearing viciously, 

rather pathetically, as if he thought the stile had wanted to hurt him. 

She went indoors, wondering if things were never going to alter. She was beginning by now to 

realise that they would not. She seemed so far away from her girlhood, she wondered if it were 

the same person walking heavily up the back garden at the Bottoms as had run so lightly up the 

breakwater at Sheerness ten years before. 

“What have I to do with it?” she said to herself. “What have I to do with all this? Even the 

child I am going to have! It doesn’t seem as if I were taken into account.” 

Sometimes life takes hold of one, carries the body along, accomplishes one’s history, and yet 

is not real, but leaves oneself as it were slurred over. 

“I wait,” Mrs. Morel said to herself—“I wait, and what I wait for can never come.” 

Then she straightened the kitchen, lit the lamp, mended the fire, looked out the washing for the 

next day, and put it to soak. After which she sat down to her sewing. Through the long hours her 

needle flashed regularly through the stuff. Occasionally she sighed, moving to relieve herself. 

And all the time she was thinking how to make the most of what she had, for the children’s 

sakes. 

At half-past eleven her husband came. His cheeks were very red and very shiny above his 

black moustache. His head nodded slightly. He was pleased with himself. 

“Oh! Oh! waitin’ for me, lass? I’ve bin ’elpin’ Anthony, an’ what’s think he’s gen me? Nowt 

b’r a lousy hae’f-crown, an’ that’s ivry penny—” 

“He thinks you’ve made the rest up in beer,” she said shortly. 



“An’ I ’aven’t—that I ’aven’t. You b’lieve me, I’ve ’ad very little this day, I have an’ all.” His 

voice went tender. “Here, an’ I browt thee a bit o’ brandysnap, an’ a cocoanut for th’ children.” 

He laid the gingerbread and the cocoanut, a hairy object, on the table. “Nay, tha niver said 

thankyer for nowt i’ thy life, did ter?” 

As a compromise, she picked up the cocoanut and shook it, to see if it had any milk. 

“It’s a good un, you may back yer life o’ that. I got it fra’ Bill Hodgkisson. ‘Bill,’ I says, ‘tha 

non wants them three nuts, does ter? Arena ter for gi’ein’ me one for my bit of a lad an’ wench?’ 

‘I ham, Walter, my lad,’ ’e says; ‘ta’e which on ’em ter’s a mind.’ An’ so I took one, an’ thanked 

’im. I didn’t like ter shake it afore ’is eyes, but ’e says, ‘Tha’d better ma’e sure it’s a good un, 

Walt.’ An’ so, yer see, I knowed it was. He’s a nice chap, is Bill Hodgkisson, e’s a nice chap!” 

“A man will part with anything so long as he’s drunk, and you’re drunk along with him,” said 

Mrs. Morel. 

“Eh, tha mucky little ’ussy, who’s drunk, I sh’d like ter know?” said Morel. He was 

extraordinarily pleased with himself, because of his day’s helping to wait in the Moon and Stars. 

He chattered on. 

Mrs. Morel, very tired, and sick of his babble, went to bed as quickly as possible, while he 

raked the fire. 

Mrs. Morel came of a good old burgher family, famous independents who had fought with 

Colonel Hutchinson, and who remained stout Congregationalists. Her grandfather had gone 

bankrupt in the lace-market at a time when so many lace-manufacturers were ruined in 

Nottingham. Her father, George Coppard, was an engineer—a large, handsome, haughty man, 

proud of his fair skin and blue eyes, but more proud still of his integrity. Gertrude resembled her 

mother in her small build. But her temper, proud and unyielding, she had from the Coppards. 

George Coppard was bitterly galled by his own poverty. He became foreman of the engineers 

in the dockyard at Sheerness. Mrs. Morel—Gertrude—was the second daughter. She favoured 

her mother, loved her mother best of all; but she had the Coppards’ clear, defiant blue eyes and 

their broad brow. She remembered to have hated her father’s overbearing manner towards her 

gentle, humorous, kindly-souled mother. She remembered running over the breakwater at 

Sheerness and finding the boat. She remembered to have been petted and flattered by all the men 

when she had gone to the dockyard, for she was a delicate, rather proud child. She remembered 

the funny old mistress, whose assistant she had become, whom she had loved to help in the 

private school. And she still had the Bible that John Field had given her. She used to walk home 

from chapel with John Field when she was nineteen. He was the son of a well-to-do tradesman, 

had been to college in London, and was to devote himself to business. 

She could always recall in detail a September Sunday afternoon, when they had sat under the 

vine at the back of her father’s house. The sun came through the chinks of the vine-leaves and 

made beautiful patterns, like a lace scarf, falling on her and on him. Some of the leaves were 

clean yellow, like yellow flat flowers. 

“Now sit still,” he had cried. “Now your hair, I don’t know what it is like! It’s as bright as 

copper and gold, as red as burnt copper, and it has gold threads where the sun shines on it. Fancy 

their saying it’s brown. Your mother calls it mouse-colour.” 

She had met his brilliant eyes, but her clear face scarcely showed the elation which rose within 

her. 

“But you say you don’t like business,” she pursued. 



“I don’t. I hate it!” he cried hotly. 

“And you would like to go into the ministry,” she half implored. 

“I should. I should love it, if I thought I could make a first-rate preacher.” 

“Then why don’t you—why don’t you?” Her voice rang with defiance. “If I were a man, 

nothing would stop me.” 

She held her head erect. He was rather timid before her. 

“But my father’s so stiff-necked. He means to put me into the business, and I know he’ll do 

it.” 

“But if you’re a man?” she had cried. 

“Being a man isn’t everything,” he replied, frowning with puzzled helplessness. 

Now, as she moved about her work at the Bottoms, with some experience of what being a man 

meant, she knew that it was not everything. 

At twenty, owing to her health, she had left Sheerness. Her father had retired home to 

Nottingham. John Field’s father had been ruined; the son had gone as a teacher in Norwood. She 

did not hear of him until, two years later, she made determined inquiry. He had married his 

landlady, a woman of forty, a widow with property. 

And still Mrs. Morel preserved John Field’s Bible. She did not now believe him to be—— 

Well, she understood pretty well what he might or might not have been. So she preserved his 

Bible, and kept his memory intact in her heart, for her own sake. To her dying day, for thirty-five 

years, she did not speak of him. 

When she was twenty-three years old, she met, at a Christmas party, a young man from the 

Erewash Valley. Morel was then twenty-seven years old. He was well set-up, erect, and very 

smart. He had wavy black hair that shone again, and a vigorous black beard that had never been 

shaved. His cheeks were ruddy, and his red, moist mouth was noticeable because he laughed so 

often and so heartily. He had that rare thing, a rich, ringing laugh. Gertrude Coppard had 

watched him, fascinated. He was so full of colour and animation, his voice ran so easily into 

comic grotesque, he was so ready and so pleasant with everybody. Her own father had a rich 

fund of humour, but it was satiric. This man’s was different: soft, non-intellectual, warm, a kind 

of gambolling. 

She herself was opposite. She had a curious, receptive mind which found much pleasure and 

amusement in listening to other folk. She was clever in leading folk to talk. She loved ideas, and 

was considered very intellectual. What she liked most of all was an argument on religion or 

philosophy or politics with some educated man. This she did not often enjoy. So she always had 

people tell her about themselves, finding her pleasure so. 

In her person she was rather small and delicate, with a large brow, and dropping bunches of 

brown silk curls. Her blue eyes were very straight, honest, and searching. She had the beautiful 

hands of the Coppards. Her dress was always subdued. She wore dark blue silk, with a peculiar 

silver chain of silver scallops. This, and a heavy brooch of twisted gold, was her only ornament. 

She was still perfectly intact, deeply religious, and full of beautiful candour. 

Walter Morel seemed melted away before her. She was to the miner that thing of mystery and 

fascination, a lady. When she spoke to him, it was with a southern pronunciation and a purity of 

English which thrilled him to hear. She watched him. He danced well, as if it were natural and 

joyous in him to dance. His grandfather was a French refugee who had married an English 



barmaid—if it had been a marriage. Gertrude Coppard watched the young miner as he danced, a 

certain subtle exultation like glamour in his movement, and his face the flower of his body, 

ruddy, with tumbled black hair, and laughing alike whatever partner he bowed above. She 

thought him rather wonderful, never having met anyone like him. Her father was to her the type 

of all men. And George Coppard, proud in his bearing, handsome, and rather bitter; who 

preferred theology in reading, and who drew near in sympathy only to one man, the Apostle 

Paul; who was harsh in government, and in familiarity ironic; who ignored all sensuous 

pleasure:—he was very different from the miner. Gertrude herself was rather contemptuous of 

dancing; she had not the slightest inclination towards that accomplishment, and had never 

learned even a Roger de Coverley. She was puritan, like her father, high-minded, and really 

stern. Therefore the dusky, golden softness of this man’s sensuous flame of life, that flowed off 

his flesh like the flame from a candle, not baffled and gripped into incandescence by thought and 

spirit as her life was, seemed to her something wonderful, beyond her. 

He came and bowed above her. A warmth radiated through her as if she had drunk wine. 

“Now do come and have this one wi’ me,” he said caressively. “It’s easy, you know. I’m 

pining to see you dance.” 

She had told him before she could not dance. She glanced at his humility and smiled. Her 

smile was very beautiful. It moved the man so that he forgot everything. 

“No, I won’t dance,” she said softly. Her words came clean and ringing. 

Not knowing what he was doing—he often did the right thing by instinct—he sat beside her, 

inclining reverentially. 

“But you mustn’t miss your dance,” she reproved. 

“Nay, I don’t want to dance that—it’s not one as I care about.” 

“Yet you invited me to it.” 

He laughed very heartily at this. 

“I never thought o’ that. Tha’rt not long in taking the curl out of me.” 

It was her turn to laugh quickly. 

“You don’t look as if you’d come much uncurled,” she said. 

“I’m like a pig’s tail, I curl because I canna help it,” he laughed, rather boisterously. 

“And you are a miner!” she exclaimed in surprise. 

“Yes. I went down when I was ten.” 

She looked at him in wondering dismay. 

“When you were ten! And wasn’t it very hard?” she asked. 

“You soon get used to it. You live like th’ mice, an’ you pop out at night to see what’s going 

on.” 

“It makes me feel blind,” she frowned. 

“Like a moudiwarp!” he laughed. “Yi, an’ there’s some chaps as does go round like 

moudiwarps.” He thrust his face forward in the blind, snout-like way of a mole, seeming to sniff 

and peer for direction. “They dun though!” he protested naïvely. “Tha niver seed such a way they 

get in. But tha mun let me ta’e thee down some time, an’ tha can see for thysen.” 

She looked at him, startled. This was a new tract of life suddenly opened before her. She 

realised the life of the miners, hundreds of them toiling below earth and coming up at evening. 



He seemed to her noble. He risked his life daily, and with gaiety. She looked at him, with a touch 

of appeal in her pure humility. 

“Shouldn’t ter like it?” he asked tenderly. “’Appen not, it ’ud dirty thee.” 

She had never been “thee’d” and “thou’d” before. 

The next Christmas they were married, and for three months she was perfectly happy: for six 

months she was very happy. 

He had signed the pledge, and wore the blue ribbon of a tee-totaller: he was nothing if not 

showy. They lived, she thought, in his own house. It was small, but convenient enough, and quite 

nicely furnished, with solid, worthy stuff that suited her honest soul. The women, her 

neighbours, were rather foreign to her, and Morel’s mother and sisters were apt to sneer at her 

ladylike ways. But she could perfectly well live by herself, so long as she had her husband close. 

Sometimes, when she herself wearied of love-talk, she tried to open her heart seriously to him. 

She saw him listen deferentially, but without understanding. This killed her efforts at a finer 

intimacy, and she had flashes of fear. Sometimes he was restless of an evening: it was not 

enough for him just to be near her, she realised. She was glad when he set himself to little jobs. 

He was a remarkably handy man—could make or mend anything. So she would say: 

“I do like that coal-rake of your mother’s—it is small and natty.” 

“Does ter, my wench? Well, I made that, so I can make thee one!” 

“What! why, it’s a steel one!” 

“An’ what if it is! Tha s’lt ha’e one very similar, if not exactly same.” 

She did not mind the mess, nor the hammering and noise. He was busy and happy. 

But in the seventh month, when she was brushing his Sunday coat, she felt papers in the breast 

pocket, and, seized with a sudden curiosity, took them out to read. He very rarely wore the frock-

coat he was married in: and it had not occurred to her before to feel curious concerning the 

papers. They were the bills of the household furniture, still unpaid. 

“Look here,” she said at night, after he was washed and had had his dinner. “I found these in 

the pocket of your wedding-coat. Haven’t you settled the bills yet?” 

“No. I haven’t had a chance.” 

“But you told me all was paid. I had better go into Nottingham on Saturday and settle them. I 

don’t like sitting on another man’s chairs and eating from an unpaid table.” 

He did not answer. 

“I can have your bank-book, can’t I?” 

“Tha can ha’e it, for what good it’ll be to thee.” 

“I thought—” she began. He had told her he had a good bit of money left over. But she 

realised it was no use asking questions. She sat rigid with bitterness and indignation. 

The next day she went down to see his mother. 

“Didn’t you buy the furniture for Walter?” she asked. 

“Yes, I did,” tartly retorted the elder woman. 

“And how much did he give you to pay for it?” 

The elder woman was stung with fine indignation. 

“Eighty pound, if you’re so keen on knowin’,” she replied. 



“Eighty pounds! But there are forty-two pounds still owing!” 

“I can’t help that.” 

“But where has it all gone?” 

“You’ll find all the papers, I think, if you look—beside ten pound as he owed me, an’ six 

pound as the wedding cost down here.” 

“Six pounds!” echoed Gertrude Morel. It seemed to her monstrous that, after her own father 

had paid so heavily for her wedding, six pounds more should have been squandered in eating and 

drinking at Walter’s parents’ house, at his expense. 

“And how much has he sunk in his houses?” she asked. 

“His houses—which houses?” 

Gertrude Morel went white to the lips. He had told her the house he lived in, and the next one, 

was his own. 

“I thought the house we live in—” she began. 

“They’re my houses, those two,” said the mother-in-law. “And not clear either. It’s as much as 

I can do to keep the mortgage interest paid.” 

Gertrude sat white and silent. She was her father now. 

“Then we ought to be paying you rent,” she said coldly. 

“Walter is paying me rent,” replied the mother. 

“And what rent?” asked Gertrude. 

“Six and six a week,” retorted the mother. 

It was more than the house was worth. Gertrude held her head erect, looked straight before 

her. 

“It is lucky to be you,” said the elder woman, bitingly, “to have a husband as takes all the 

worry of the money, and leaves you a free hand.” 

The young wife was silent. 

She said very little to her husband, but her manner had changed towards him. Something in 

her proud, honourable soul had crystallised out hard as rock. 

When October came in, she thought only of Christmas. Two years ago, at Christmas, she had 

met him. Last Christmas she had married him. This Christmas she would bear him a child. 

“You don’t dance yourself, do you, missis?” asked her nearest neighbour, in October, when 

there was great talk of opening a dancing-class over the Brick and Tile Inn at Bestwood. 

“No—I never had the least inclination to,” Mrs. Morel replied. 

“Fancy! An’ how funny as you should ha’ married your Mester. You know he’s quite a 

famous one for dancing.” 

“I didn’t know he was famous,” laughed Mrs. Morel. 

“Yea, he is though! Why, he ran that dancing-class in the Miners’ Arms club-room for over 

five year.” 

“Did he?” 

“Yes, he did.” The other woman was defiant. “An’ it was thronged every Tuesday, and 

Thursday, an’ Sat’day—an’ there was carryin’s-on, accordin’ to all accounts.” 



This kind of thing was gall and bitterness to Mrs. Morel, and she had a fair share of it. The 

women did not spare her, at first; for she was superior, though she could not help it. 

He began to be rather late in coming home. 

“They’re working very late now, aren’t they?” she said to her washer-woman. 

“No later than they allers do, I don’t think. But they stop to have their pint at Ellen’s, an’ they 

get talkin’, an’ there you are! Dinner stone cold—an’ it serves ’em right.” 

“But Mr. Morel does not take any drink.” 

The woman dropped the clothes, looked at Mrs. Morel, then went on with her work, saying 

nothing. 

Gertrude Morel was very ill when the boy was born. Morel was good to her, as good as gold. 

But she felt very lonely, miles away from her own people. She felt lonely with him now, and his 

presence only made it more intense. 

The boy was small and frail at first, but he came on quickly. He was a beautiful child, with 

dark gold ringlets, and dark-blue eyes which changed gradually to a clear grey. His mother loved 

him passionately. He came just when her own bitterness of disillusion was hardest to bear; when 

her faith in life was shaken, and her soul felt dreary and lonely. She made much of the child, and 

the father was jealous. 

At last Mrs. Morel despised her husband. She turned to the child; she turned from the father. 

He had begun to neglect her; the novelty of his own home was gone. He had no grit, she said 

bitterly to herself. What he felt just at the minute, that was all to him. He could not abide by 

anything. There was nothing at the back of all his show. 

There began a battle between the husband and wife—a fearful, bloody battle that ended only 

with the death of one. She fought to make him undertake his own responsibilities, to make him 

fulfill his obligations. But he was too different from her. His nature was purely sensuous, and she 

strove to make him moral, religious. She tried to force him to face things. He could not endure 

it—it drove him out of his mind. 

While the baby was still tiny, the father’s temper had become so irritable that it was not to be 

trusted. The child had only to give a little trouble when the man began to bully. A little more, and 

the hard hands of the collier hit the baby. Then Mrs. Morel loathed her husband, loathed him for 

days; and he went out and drank; and she cared very little what he did. Only, on his return, she 

scathed him with her satire. 

The estrangement between them caused him, knowingly or unknowingly, grossly to offend her 

where he would not have done. 

William was only one year old, and his mother was proud of him, he was so pretty. She was 

not well off now, but her sisters kept the boy in clothes. Then, with his little white hat curled 

with an ostrich feather, and his white coat, he was a joy to her, the twining wisps of hair 

clustering round his head. Mrs. Morel lay listening, one Sunday morning, to the chatter of the 

father and child downstairs. Then she dozed off. When she came downstairs, a great fire glowed 

in the grate, the room was hot, the breakfast was roughly laid, and seated in his armchair, against 

the chimney-piece, sat Morel, rather timid; and standing between his legs, the child—cropped 

like a sheep, with such an odd round poll—looking wondering at her; and on a newspaper spread 

out upon the hearthrug, a myriad of crescent-shaped curls, like the petals of a marigold scattered 

in the reddening firelight. 

Mrs. Morel stood still. It was her first baby. She went very white, and was unable to speak. 



“What dost think o’ ’im?” Morel laughed uneasily. 

She gripped her two fists, lifted them, and came forward. Morel shrank back. 

“I could kill you, I could!” she said. She choked with rage, her two fists uplifted. 

“Yer non want ter make a wench on ’im,” Morel said, in a frightened tone, bending his head to 

shield his eyes from hers. His attempt at laughter had vanished. 

The mother looked down at the jagged, close-clipped head of her child. She put her hands on 

his hair, and stroked and fondled his head. 

“Oh—my boy!” she faltered. Her lip trembled, her face broke, and, snatching up the child, she 

buried her face in his shoulder and cried painfully. She was one of those women who cannot cry; 

whom it hurts as it hurts a man. It was like ripping something out of her, her sobbing. 

Morel sat with his elbows on his knees, his hands gripped together till the knuckles were 

white. He gazed in the fire, feeling almost stunned, as if he could not breathe. 

Presently she came to an end, soothed the child and cleared away the breakfast-table. She left 

the newspaper, littered with curls, spread upon the hearthrug. At last her husband gathered it up 

and put it at the back of the fire. She went about her work with closed mouth and very quiet. 

Morel was subdued. He crept about wretchedly, and his meals were a misery that day. She spoke 

to him civilly, and never alluded to what he had done. But he felt something final had happened. 

Afterwards she said she had been silly, that the boy’s hair would have had to be cut, sooner or 

later. In the end, she even brought herself to say to her husband it was just as well he had played 

barber when he did. But she knew, and Morel knew, that that act had caused something 

momentous to take place in her soul. She remembered the scene all her life, as one in which she 

had suffered the most intensely. 

This act of masculine clumsiness was the spear through the side of her love for Morel. Before, 

while she had striven against him bitterly, she had fretted after him, as if he had gone astray from 

her. Now she ceased to fret for his love: he was an outsider to her. This made life much more 

bearable. 

Nevertheless, she still continued to strive with him. She still had her high moral sense, 

inherited from generations of Puritans. It was now a religious instinct, and she was almost a 

fanatic with him, because she loved him, or had loved him. If he sinned, she tortured him. If he 

drank, and lied, was often a poltroon, sometimes a knave, she wielded the lash unmercifully. 

The pity was, she was too much his opposite. She could not be content with the little he might 

be; she would have him the much that he ought to be. So, in seeking to make him nobler than he 

could be, she destroyed him. She injured and hurt and scarred herself, but she lost none of her 

worth. She also had the children. 

He drank rather heavily, though not more than many miners, and always beer, so that whilst 

his health was affected, it was never injured. The week-end was his chief carouse. He sat in the 

Miners’ Arms until turning-out time every Friday, every Saturday, and every Sunday evening. 

On Monday and Tuesday he had to get up and reluctantly leave towards ten o’clock. Sometimes 

he stayed at home on Wednesday and Thursday evenings, or was only out for an hour. He 

practically never had to miss work owing to his drinking. 

But although he was very steady at work, his wages fell off. He was blab-mouthed, a tongue-

wagger. Authority was hateful to him, therefore he could only abuse the pit-managers. He would 

say, in the Palmerston: 



“Th’ gaffer come down to our stall this morning, an’ ’e says, ‘You know, Walter, this ’ere’ll 

not do. What about these props?’ An’ I says to him, ‘Why, what art talkin’ about? What d’st 

mean about th’ props?’ ‘It’ll never do, this ’ere,’ ’e says. ‘You’ll be havin’ th’ roof in, one o’ 

these days.’ An’ I says, ‘Tha’d better stan’ on a bit o’ clunch, then, an’ hold it up wi’ thy ’ead.’ 

So ’e wor that mad, ’e cossed an’ ’e swore, an’ t’other chaps they did laugh.” Morel was a good 

mimic. He imitated the manager’s fat, squeaky voice, with its attempt at good English. 

“‘I shan’t have it, Walter. Who knows more about it, me or you?’ So I says, ‘I’ve niver fun out 

how much tha’ knows, Alfred. It’ll ’appen carry thee ter bed an’ back.’” 

So Morel would go on to the amusement of his boon companions. And some of this would be 

true. The pit-manager was not an educated man. He had been a boy along with Morel, so that, 

while the two disliked each other, they more or less took each other for granted. But Alfred 

Charlesworth did not forgive the butty these public-house sayings. Consequently, although 

Morel was a good miner, sometimes earning as much as five pounds a week when he married, he 

came gradually to have worse and worse stalls, where the coal was thin, and hard to get, and 

unprofitable. 

Also, in summer, the pits are slack. Often, on bright sunny mornings, the men are seen 

trooping home again at ten, eleven, or twelve o’clock. No empty trucks stand at the pit-mouth. 

The women on the hillside look across as they shake the hearthrug against the fence, and count 

the wagons the engine is taking along the line up the valley. And the children, as they come from 

school at dinner-time, looking down the fields and seeing the wheels on the headstocks standing, 

say: 

“Minton’s knocked off. My dad’ll be at home.” 

And there is a sort of shadow over all, women and children and men, because money will be 

short at the end of the week. 

Morel was supposed to give his wife thirty shillings a week, to provide everything—rent, 

food, clothes, clubs, insurance, doctors. Occasionally, if he were flush, he gave her thirty-five. 

But these occasions by no means balanced those when he gave her twenty-five. In winter, with a 

decent stall, the miner might earn fifty or fifty-five shillings a week. Then he was happy. On 

Friday night, Saturday, and Sunday, he spent royally, getting rid of his sovereign or thereabouts. 

And out of so much, he scarcely spared the children an extra penny or bought them a pound of 

apples. It all went in drink. In the bad times, matters were more worrying, but he was not so 

often drunk, so that Mrs. Morel used to say: 

“I’m not sure I wouldn’t rather be short, for when he’s flush, there isn’t a minute of peace.” 

If he earned forty shillings he kept ten; from thirty-five he kept five; from thirty-two he kept 

four; from twenty-eight he kept three; from twenty-four he kept two; from twenty he kept one-

and-six; from eighteen he kept a shilling; from sixteen he kept sixpence. He never saved a penny, 

and he gave his wife no opportunity of saving; instead, she had occasionally to pay his debts; not 

public-house debts, for those never were passed on to the women, but debts when he had bought 

a canary, or a fancy walking-stick. 

At the wakes time Morel was working badly, and Mrs. Morel was trying to save against her 

confinement. So it galled her bitterly to think he should be out taking his pleasure and spending 

money, whilst she remained at home, harassed. There were two days holiday. On the Tuesday 

morning Morel rose early. He was in good spirits. Quite early, before six o’clock, she heard him 

whistling away to himself downstairs. He had a pleasant way of whistling, lively and musical. He 



nearly always whistled hymns. He had been a choir-boy with a beautiful voice, and had taken 

solos in Southwell cathedral. His morning whistling alone betrayed it. 

His wife lay listening to him tinkering away in the garden, his whistling ringing out as he 

sawed and hammered away. It always gave her a sense of warmth and peace to hear him thus as 

she lay in bed, the children not yet awake, in the bright early morning, happy in his man’s 

fashion. 

At nine o’clock, while the children with bare legs and feet were sitting playing on the sofa, 

and the mother was washing up, he came in from his carpentry, his sleeves rolled up, his 

waistcoat hanging open. He was still a good-looking man, with black, wavy hair, and a large 

black moustache. His face was perhaps too much inflamed, and there was about him a look 

almost of peevishness. But now he was jolly. He went straight to the sink where his wife was 

washing up. 

“What, are thee there!” he said boisterously. “Sluthe off an’ let me wesh mysen.” 

“You may wait till I’ve finished,” said his wife. 

“Oh, mun I? An’ what if I shonna?” 

This good-humoured threat amused Mrs. Morel. 

“Then you can go and wash yourself in the soft-water tub.” 

“Ha! I can’ an’ a’, tha mucky little ’ussy.” 

With which he stood watching her a moment, then went away to wait for her. 

When he chose he could still make himself again a real gallant. Usually he preferred to go out 

with a scarf round his neck. Now, however, he made a toilet. There seemed so much gusto in the 

way he puffed and swilled as he washed himself, so much alacrity with which he hurried to the 

mirror in the kitchen, and, bending because it was too low for him, scrupulously parted his wet 

black hair, that it irritated Mrs. Morel. He put on a turn-down collar, a black bow, and wore his 

Sunday tail-coat. As such, he looked spruce, and what his clothes would not do, his instinct for 

making the most of his good looks would. 

At half-past nine Jerry Purdy came to call for his pal. Jerry was Morel’s bosom friend, and 

Mrs. Morel disliked him. He was a tall, thin man, with a rather foxy face, the kind of face that 

seems to lack eyelashes. He walked with a stiff, brittle dignity, as if his head were on a wooden 

spring. His nature was cold and shrewd. Generous where he intended to be generous, he seemed 

to be very fond of Morel, and more or less to take charge of him. 

Mrs. Morel hated him. She had known his wife, who had died of consumption, and who had, 

at the end, conceived such a violent dislike of her husband, that if he came into her room it 

caused her hæmorrhage. None of which Jerry had seemed to mind. And now his eldest daughter, 

a girl of fifteen, kept a poor house for him, and looked after the two younger children. 

“A mean, wizzen-hearted stick!” Mrs. Morel said of him. 

“I’ve never known Jerry mean in my life,” protested Morel. “A opener-handed and more freer 

chap you couldn’t find anywhere, accordin’ to my knowledge.” 

“Open-handed to you,” retorted Mrs. Morel. “But his fist is shut tight enough to his children, 

poor things.” 

“Poor things! And what for are they poor things, I should like to know.” 

But Mrs. Morel would not be appeased on Jerry’s score. 



The subject of argument was seen, craning his thin neck over the scullery curtain. He caught 

Mrs. Morel’s eye. 

“Mornin’, missis! Mester in?” 

“Yes—he is.” 

Jerry entered unasked, and stood by the kitchen doorway. He was not invited to sit down, but 

stood there, coolly asserting the rights of men and husbands. 

“A nice day,” he said to Mrs. Morel. 

“Yes. 

“Grand out this morning—grand for a walk.” 

“Do you mean you’re going for a walk?” she asked. 

“Yes. We mean walkin’ to Nottingham,” he replied. 

“H’m!” 

The two men greeted each other, both glad: Jerry, however, full of assurance, Morel rather 

subdued, afraid to seem too jubilant in presence of his wife. But he laced his boots quickly, with 

spirit. They were going for a ten-mile walk across the fields to Nottingham. Climbing the hillside 

from the Bottoms, they mounted gaily into the morning. At the Moon and Stars they had their 

first drink, then on to the Old Spot. Then a long five miles of drought to carry them into Bulwell 

to a glorious pint of bitter. But they stayed in a field with some haymakers whose gallon bottle 

was full, so that, when they came in sight of the city, Morel was sleepy. The town spread 

upwards before them, smoking vaguely in the midday glare, fridging the crest away to the south 

with spires and factory bulks and chimneys. In the last field Morel lay down under an oak tree 

and slept soundly for over an hour. When he rose to go forward he felt queer. 

The two had dinner in the Meadows, with Jerry’s sister, then repaired to the Punch Bowl, 

where they mixed in the excitement of pigeon-racing. Morel never in his life played cards, 

considering them as having some occult, malevolent power—“the devil’s pictures,” he called 

them! But he was a master of skittles and of dominoes. He took a challenge from a Newark man, 

on skittles. All the men in the old, long bar took sides, betting either one way or the other. Morel 

took off his coat. Jerry held the hat containing the money. The men at the tables watched. Some 

stood with their mugs in their hands. Morel felt his big wooden ball carefully, then launched it. 

He played havoc among the nine-pins, and won half a crown, which restored him to solvency. 

By seven o’clock the two were in good condition. They caught the 7.30 train home. 

In the afternoon the Bottoms was intolerable. Every inhabitant remaining was out of doors. 

The women, in twos and threes, bareheaded and in white aprons, gossiped in the alley between 

the blocks. Men, having a rest between drinks, sat on their heels and talked. The place smelled 

stale; the slate roofs glistered in the arid heat. 

Mrs. Morel took the little girl down to the brook in the meadows, which were not more than 

two hundred yards away. The water ran quickly over stones and broken pots. Mother and child 

leaned on the rail of the old sheep-bridge, watching. Up at the dipping-hole, at the other end of 

the meadow, Mrs. Morel could see the naked forms of boys flashing round the deep yellow 

water, or an occasional bright figure dart glittering over the blackish stagnant meadow. She knew 

William was at the dipping-hole, and it was the dread of her life lest he should get drowned. 

Annie played under the tall old hedge, picking up alder cones, that she called currants. The child 

required much attention, and the flies were teasing. 



The children were put to bed at seven o’clock. Then she worked awhile. 

When Walter Morel and Jerry arrived at Bestwood they felt a load off their minds; a railway 

journey no longer impended, so they could put the finishing touches to a glorious day. They 

entered the Nelson with the satisfaction of returned travellers. 

The next day was a work-day, and the thought of it put a damper on the men’s spirits. Most of 

them, moreover, had spent their money. Some were already rolling dismally home, to sleep in 

preparation for the morrow. Mrs. Morel, listening to their mournful singing, went indoors. Nine 

o’clock passed, and ten, and still “the pair” had not returned. On a doorstep somewhere a man 

was singing loudly, in a drawl: “Lead, kindly Light.” Mrs. Morel was always indignant with the 

drunken men that they must sing that hymn when they got maudlin. 

“As if ‘Genevieve’ weren’t good enough,” she said. 

The kitchen was full of the scent of boiled herbs and hops. On the hob a large black saucepan 

steamed slowly. Mrs. Morel took a panchion, a great bowl of thick red earth, streamed a heap of 

white sugar into the bottom, and then, straining herself to the weight, was pouring in the liquor. 

Just then Morel came in. He had been very jolly in the Nelson, but coming home had grown 

irritable. He had not quite got over the feeling of irritability and pain, after having slept on the 

ground when he was so hot; and a bad conscience afflicted him as he neared the house. He did 

not know he was angry. But when the garden gate resisted his attempts to open it, he kicked it 

and broke the latch. He entered just as Mrs. Morel was pouring the infusion of herbs out of the 

saucepan. Swaying slightly, he lurched against the table. The boiling liquor pitched. Mrs. Morel 

started back. 

“Good gracious,” she cried, “coming home in his drunkenness!” 

“Comin’ home in his what?” he snarled, his hat over his eye. 

Suddenly her blood rose in a jet. 

“Say you’re not drunk!” she flashed. 

She had put down her saucepan, and was stirring the sugar into the beer. He dropped his two 

hands heavily on the table, and thrust his face forwards at her. 

“‘Say you’re not drunk,’” he repeated. “Why, nobody but a nasty little bitch like you ’ud ’ave 

such a thought.” 

He thrust his face forward at her. 

“There’s money to bezzle with, if there’s money for nothing else.” 

“I’ve not spent a two-shillin’ bit this day,” he said. 

“You don’t get as drunk as a lord on nothing,” she replied. “And,” she cried, flashing into 

sudden fury, “if you’ve been sponging on your beloved Jerry, why, let him look after his 

children, for they need it.” 

“It’s a lie, it’s a lie. Shut your face, woman.” 

They were now at battle-pitch. Each forgot everything save the hatred of the other and the 

battle between them. She was fiery and furious as he. They went on till he called her a liar. 

“No,” she cried, starting up, scarce able to breathe. “Don’t call me that—you, the most 

despicable liar that ever walked in shoe-leather.” She forced the last words out of suffocated 

lungs. 

“You’re a liar!” he yelled, banging the table with his fist. “You’re a liar, you’re a liar.” 



She stiffened herself, with clenched fists. 

“The house is filthy with you,” she cried. 

“Then get out on it—it’s mine. Get out on it!” he shouted. “It’s me as brings th’ money 

whoam, not thee. It’s my house, not thine. Then ger out on’t—ger out on’t!” 

“And I would,” she cried, suddenly shaken into tears of impotence. “Ah, wouldn’t I, wouldn’t 

I have gone long ago, but for those children. Ay, haven’t I repented not going years ago, when 

I’d only the one”—suddenly drying into rage. “Do you think it’s for you I stop—do you think I’d 

stop one minute for you?” 

“Go, then,” he shouted, beside himself. “Go!” 

“No!” She faced round. “No,” she cried loudly, “you shan’t have it all your own way; you 

shan’t do all you like. I’ve got those children to see to. My word,” she laughed, “I should look 

well to leave them to you.” 

“Go,” he cried thickly, lifting his fist. He was afraid of her. “Go!” 

“I should be only too glad. I should laugh, laugh, my lord, if I could get away from you,” she 

replied. 

He came up to her, his red face, with its bloodshot eyes, thrust forward, and gripped her arms. 

She cried in fear of him, struggled to be free. Coming slightly to himself, panting, he pushed her 

roughly to the outer door, and thrust her forth, slotting the bolt behind her with a bang. Then he 

went back into the kitchen, dropped into his armchair, his head, bursting full of blood, sinking 

between his knees. Thus he dipped gradually into a stupor, from exhaustion and intoxication. 

The moon was high and magnificent in the August night. Mrs. Morel, seared with passion, 

shivered to find herself out there in a great white light, that fell cold on her, and gave a shock to 

her inflamed soul. She stood for a few moments helplessly staring at the glistening great rhubarb 

leaves near the door. Then she got the air into her breast. She walked down the garden path, 

trembling in every limb, while the child boiled within her. For a while she could not control her 

consciousness; mechanically she went over the last scene, then over it again, certain phrases, 

certain moments coming each time like a brand red-hot down on her soul; and each time she 

enacted again the past hour, each time the brand came down at the same points, till the mark was 

burnt in, and the pain burnt out, and at last she came to herself. She must have been half an hour 

in this delirious condition. Then the presence of the night came again to her. She glanced round 

in fear. She had wandered to the side garden, where she was walking up and down the path 

beside the currant bushes under the long wall. The garden was a narrow strip, bounded from the 

road, that cut transversely between the blocks, by a thick thorn hedge. 

She hurried out of the side garden to the front, where she could stand as if in an immense gulf 

of white light, the moon streaming high in face of her, the moonlight standing up from the hills 

in front, and filling the valley where the Bottoms crouched, almost blindingly. There, panting 

and half weeping in reaction from the stress, she murmured to herself over and over again: “The 

nuisance! the nuisance!” 

She became aware of something about her. With an effort she roused herself to see what it was 

that penetrated her consciousness. The tall white lilies were reeling in the moonlight, and the air 

was charged with their perfume, as with a presence. Mrs. Morel gasped slightly in fear. She 

touched the big, pallid flowers on their petals, then shivered. They seemed to be stretching in the 

moonlight. She put her hand into one white bin: the gold scarcely showed on her fingers by 



moonlight. She bent down to look at the binful of yellow pollen; but it only appeared dusky. 

Then she drank a deep draught of the scent. It almost made her dizzy. 

Mrs. Morel leaned on the garden gate, looking out, and she lost herself awhile. She did not 

know what she thought. Except for a slight feeling of sickness, and her consciousness in the 

child, herself melted out like scent into the shiny, pale air. After a time the child, too, melted 

with her in the mixing-pot of moonlight, and she rested with the hills and lilies and houses, all 

swum together in a kind of swoon. 

When she came to herself she was tired for sleep. Languidly she looked about her; the clumps 

of white phlox seemed like bushes spread with linen; a moth ricochetted over them, and right 

across the garden. Following it with her eye roused her. A few whiffs of the raw, strong scent of 

phlox invigorated her. She passed along the path, hesitating at the white rose-bush. It smelled 

sweet and simple. She touched the white ruffles of the roses. Their fresh scent and cool, soft 

leaves reminded her of the morning-time and sunshine. She was very fond of them. But she was 

tired, and wanted to sleep. In the mysterious out-of-doors she felt forlorn. 

There was no noise anywhere. Evidently the children had not been wakened, or had gone to 

sleep again. A train, three miles away, roared across the valley. The night was very large, and 

very strange, stretching its hoary distances infinitely. And out of the silver-grey fog of darkness 

came sounds vague and hoarse: a corncrake not far off, sound of a train like a sigh, and distant 

shouts of men. 

Her quietened heart beginning to beat quickly again, she hurried down the side garden to the 

back of the house. Softly she lifted the latch; the door was still bolted, and hard against her. She 

rapped gently, waited, then rapped again. She must not rouse the children, nor the neighbours. 

He must be asleep, and he would not wake easily. Her heart began to burn to be indoors. She 

clung to the door-handle. Now it was cold; she would take a chill, and in her present condition! 

Putting her apron over her head and her arms, she hurried again to the side garden, to the 

window of the kitchen. Leaning on the sill, she could just see, under the blind, her husband’s 

arms spread out on the table, and his black head on the board. He was sleeping with his face 

lying on the table. Something in his attitude made her feel tired of things. The lamp was burning 

smokily; she could tell by the copper colour of the light. She tapped at the window more and 

more noisily. Almost it seemed as if the glass would break. Still he did not wake up. 

After vain efforts, she began to shiver, partly from contact with the stone, and from 

exhaustion. Fearful always for the unborn child, she wondered what she could do for warmth. 

She went down to the coal-house, where there was an old hearthrug she had carried out for the 

rag-man the day before. This she wrapped over her shoulders. It was warm, if grimy. Then she 

walked up and down the garden path, peeping every now and then under the blind, knocking, and 

telling herself that in the end the very strain of his position must wake him. 

At last, after about an hour, she rapped long and low at the window. Gradually the sound 

penetrated to him. When, in despair, she had ceased to tap, she saw him stir, then lift his face 

blindly. The labouring of his heart hurt him into consciousness. She rapped imperatively at the 

window. He started awake. Instantly she saw his fists set and his eyes glare. He had not a grain 

of physical fear. If it had been twenty burglars, he would have gone blindly for them. He glared 

round, bewildered, but prepared to fight. 

“Open the door, Walter,” she said coldly. 



His hands relaxed. It dawned on him what he had done. His head dropped, sullen and dogged. 

She saw him hurry to the door, heard the bolt chock. He tried the latch. It opened—and there 

stood the silver-grey night, fearful to him, after the tawny light of the lamp. He hurried back. 

When Mrs. Morel entered, she saw him almost running through the door to the stairs. He had 

ripped his collar off his neck in his haste to be gone ere she came in, and there it lay with bursten 

button-holes. It made her angry. 

She warmed and soothed herself. In her weariness forgetting everything, she moved about at 

the little tasks that remained to be done, set his breakfast, rinsed his pit-bottle, put his pit-clothes 

on the hearth to warm, set his pit-boots beside them, put him out a clean scarf and snap-bag and 

two apples, raked the fire, and went to bed. He was already dead asleep. His narrow black 

eyebrows were drawn up in a sort of peevish misery into his forehead while his cheeks’ down-

strokes, and his sulky mouth, seemed to be saying: “I don’t care who you are nor what you are, 

I shall have my own way.” 

Mrs. Morel knew him too well to look at him. As she unfastened her brooch at the mirror, she 

smiled faintly to see her face all smeared with the yellow dust of lilies. She brushed it off, and at 

last lay down. For some time her mind continued snapping and jetting sparks, but she was asleep 

before her husband awoke from the first sleep of his drunkenness. 

  



CHAPTER II THE BIRTH OF PAUL, AND ANOTHER BATTLE 

After such a scene as the last, Walter Morel was for some days abashed and ashamed, but he 

soon regained his old bullying indifference. Yet there was a slight shrinking, a diminishing in his 

assurance. Physically even, he shrank, and his fine full presence waned. He never grew in the 

least stout, so that, as he sank from his erect, assertive bearing, his physique seemed to contract 

along with his pride and moral strength. 

But now he realised how hard it was for his wife to drag about at her work, and, his sympathy 

quickened by penitence, hastened forward with his help. He came straight home from the pit, and 

stayed in at evening till Friday, and then he could not remain at home. But he was back again by 

ten o’clock, almost quite sober. 

He always made his own breakfast. Being a man who rose early and had plenty of time he did 

not, as some miners do, drag his wife out of bed at six o’clock. At five, sometimes earlier, he 

woke, got straight out of bed, and went downstairs. When she could not sleep, his wife lay 

waiting for this time, as for a period of peace. The only real rest seemed to be when he was out 

of the house. 

He went downstairs in his shirt and then struggled into his pit-trousers, which were left on the 

hearth to warm all night. There was always a fire, because Mrs. Morel raked. And the first sound 

in the house was the bang, bang of the poker against the raker, as Morel smashed the remainder 

of the coal to make the kettle, which was filled and left on the hob, finally boil. His cup and knife 

and fork, all he wanted except just the food, was laid ready on the table on a newspaper. Then he 

got his breakfast, made the tea, packed the bottom of the doors with rugs to shut out the draught, 

piled a big fire, and sat down to an hour of joy. He toasted his bacon on a fork and caught the 

drops of fat on his bread; then he put the rasher on his thick slice of bread, and cut off chunks 

with a clasp-knife, poured his tea into his saucer, and was happy. With his family about, meals 

were never so pleasant. He loathed a fork: it is a modern introduction which has still scarcely 

reached common people. What Morel preferred was a clasp-knife. Then, in solitude, he ate and 

drank, often sitting, in cold weather, on a little stool with his back to the warm chimney-piece, 

his food on the fender, his cup on the hearth. And then he read the last night’s newspaper—what 

of it he could—spelling it over laboriously. He preferred to keep the blinds down and the candle 

lit even when it was daylight; it was the habit of the mine. 

At a quarter to six he rose, cut two thick slices of bread and butter, and put them in the white 

calico snap-bag. He filled his tin bottle with tea. Cold tea without milk or sugar was the drink he 

preferred for the pit. Then he pulled off his shirt, and put on his pit-singlet, a vest of thick flannel 

cut low round the neck, and with short sleeves like a chemise. 

Then he went upstairs to his wife with a cup of tea because she was ill, and because it occurred 

to him. 

“I’ve brought thee a cup o’ tea, lass,” he said. 

“Well, you needn’t, for you know I don’t like it,” she replied. 

“Drink it up; it’ll pop thee off to sleep again.” 

She accepted the tea. It pleased him to see her take it and sip it. 

“I’ll back my life there’s no sugar in,” she said. 

“Yi—there’s one big un,” he replied, injured. 

“It’s a wonder,” she said, sipping again. 



She had a winsome face when her hair was loose. He loved her to grumble at him in this 

manner. He looked at her again, and went, without any sort of leave-taking. He never took more 

than two slices of bread and butter to eat in the pit, so an apple or an orange was a treat to him. 

He always liked it when she put one out for him. He tied a scarf round his neck, put on his great, 

heavy boots, his coat, with the big pocket, that carried his snap-bag and his bottle of tea, and 

went forth into the fresh morning air, closing, without locking, the door behind him. He loved the 

early morning, and the walk across the fields. So he appeared at the pit-top, often with a stalk 

from the hedge between his teeth, which he chewed all day to keep his mouth moist, down the 

mine, feeling quite as happy as when he was in the field. 

Later, when the time for the baby grew nearer, he would bustle round in his slovenly fashion, 

poking out the ashes, rubbing the fireplace, sweeping the house before he went to work. Then, 

feeling very self-righteous, he went upstairs. 

“Now I’m cleaned up for thee: tha’s no ’casions ter stir a peg all day, but sit and read thy 

books.” 

Which made her laugh, in spite of her indignation. 

“And the dinner cooks itself?” she answered. 

“Eh, I know nowt about th’ dinner.” 

“You’d know if there weren’t any.” 

“Ay, ’appen so,” he answered, departing. 

When she got downstairs, she would find the house tidy, but dirty. She could not rest until she 

had thoroughly cleaned; so she went down to the ash-pit with her dustpan. Mrs. Kirk, spying her, 

would contrive to have to go to her own coal-place at that minute. Then, across the wooden 

fence, she would call: 

“So you keep wagging on, then?” 

“Ay,” answered Mrs. Morel deprecatingly. “There’s nothing else for it.” 

“Have you seen Hose?” called a very small woman from across the road. It was Mrs. Anthony, 

a black-haired, strange little body, who always wore a brown velvet dress, tight fitting. 

“I haven’t,” said Mrs. Morel. 

“Eh, I wish he’d come. I’ve got a copperful of clothes, an’ I’m sure I heered his bell.” 

“Hark! He’s at the end.” 

The two women looked down the alley. At the end of the Bottoms a man stood in a sort of old-

fashioned trap, bending over bundles of cream-coloured stuff; while a cluster of women held up 

their arms to him, some with bundles. Mrs. Anthony herself had a heap of creamy, undyed 

stockings hanging over her arm. 

“I’ve done ten dozen this week,” she said proudly to Mrs. Morel. 

“T-t-t!” went the other. “I don’t know how you can find time.” 

“Eh!” said Mrs. Anthony. “You can find time if you make time.” 

“I don’t know how you do it,” said Mrs. Morel. “And how much shall you get for those 

many?” 

“Tuppence-ha’penny a dozen,” replied the other. 

“Well,” said Mrs. Morel. “I’d starve before I’d sit down and seam twenty-four stockings for 

twopence ha’penny.” 



“Oh, I don’t know,” said Mrs. Anthony. “You can rip along with ’em.” 

Hose was coming along, ringing his bell. Women were waiting at the yard-ends with their 

seamed stockings hanging over their arms. The man, a common fellow, made jokes with them, 

tried to swindle them, and bullied them. Mrs. Morel went up her yard disdainfully. 

It was an understood thing that if one woman wanted her neighbour, she should put the poker 

in the fire and bang at the back of the fireplace, which, as the fires were back to back, would 

make a great noise in the adjoining house. One morning Mrs. Kirk, mixing a pudding, nearly 

started out of her skin as she heard the thud, thud, in her grate. With her hands all floury, she 

rushed to the fence. 

“Did you knock, Mrs. Morel?” 

“If you wouldn’t mind, Mrs. Kirk.” 

Mrs. Kirk climbed on to her copper, got over the wall on to Mrs. Morel’s copper, and ran in to 

her neighbour. 

“Eh, dear, how are you feeling?” she cried in concern. 

“You might fetch Mrs. Bower,” said Mrs. Morel. 

Mrs. Kirk went into the yard, lifted up her strong, shrill voice, and called: 

“Ag-gie—Ag-gie!” 

The sound was heard from one end of the Bottoms to the other. At last Aggie came running 

up, and was sent for Mrs. Bower, whilst Mrs. Kirk left her pudding and stayed with her 

neighbour. 

Mrs. Morel went to bed. Mrs. Kirk had Annie and William for dinner. Mrs. Bower, fat and 

waddling, bossed the house. 

“Hash some cold meat up for the master’s dinner, and make him an apple-charlotte pudding,” 

said Mrs. Morel. 

“He may go without pudding this day,” said Mrs. Bower. 

Morel was not as a rule one of the first to appear at the bottom of the pit, ready to come up. 

Some men were there before four o’clock, when the whistle blew loose-all; but Morel, whose 

stall, a poor one, was at this time about a mile and a half away from the bottom, worked usually 

till the first mate stopped, then he finished also. This day, however, the miner was sick of the 

work. At two o’clock he looked at his watch, by the light of the green candle—he was in a safe 

working—and again at half-past two. He was hewing at a piece of rock that was in the way for 

the next day’s work. As he sat on his heels, or kneeled, giving hard blows with his pick, 

“Uszza—uszza!” he went. 

“Shall ter finish, Sorry?” cried Barker, his fellow butty. 

“Finish? Niver while the world stands!” growled Morel. 

And he went on striking. He was tired. 

“It’s a heart-breaking job,” said Barker. 

But Morel was too exasperated, at the end of his tether, to answer. Still he struck and hacked 

with all his might. 

“Tha might as well leave it, Walter,” said Barker. “It’ll do to-morrow, without thee hackin’ 

thy guts out.” 

“I’ll lay no b—— finger on this to-morrow, Isr’el!” cried Morel. 



“Oh, well, if tha wunna, somebody else’ll ha’e to,” said Israel. 

Then Morel continued to strike. 

“Hey-up there—loose-a’!” cried the men, leaving the next stall. 

Morel continued to strike. 

“Tha’ll happen catch me up,” said Barker, departing. 

When he had gone, Morel, left alone, felt savage. He had not finished his job. He had 

overworked himself into a frenzy. Rising, wet with sweat, he threw his tool down, pulled on his 

coat, blew out his candle, took his lamp, and went. Down the main road the lights of the other 

men went swinging. There was a hollow sound of many voices. It was a long, heavy tramp 

underground. 

He sat at the bottom of the pit, where the great drops of water fell plash. Many colliers were 

waiting their turns to go up, talking noisily. Morel gave his answers short and disagreeable. 

“It’s rainin’, Sorry,” said old Giles, who had had the news from the top. 

Morel found one comfort. He had his old umbrella, which he loved, in the lamp cabin. At last 

he took his stand on the chair, and was at the top in a moment. Then he handed in his lamp and 

got his umbrella, which he had bought at an auction for one-and-six. He stood on the edge of the 

pit-bank for a moment, looking out over the fields; grey rain was falling. The trucks stood full of 

wet, bright coal. Water ran down the sides of the waggons, over the white “C.W. and Co.” 

Colliers, walking indifferent to the rain, were streaming down the line and up the field, a grey, 

dismal host. Morel put up his umbrella, and took pleasure from the peppering of the drops 

thereon. 

All along the road to Bestwood the miners tramped, wet and grey and dirty, but their red 

mouths talking with animation. Morel also walked with a gang, but he said nothing. He frowned 

peevishly as he went. Many men passed into the Prince of Wales or into Ellen’s. Morel, feeling 

sufficiently disagreeable to resist temptation, trudged along under the dripping trees that 

overhung the park wall, and down the mud of Greenhill Lane. 

Mrs. Morel lay in bed, listening to the rain, and the feet of the colliers from Minton, their 

voices, and the bang, bang of the gates as they went through the stile up the field. 

“There’s some herb beer behind the pantry door,” she said. “Th’ master’ll want a drink, if he 

doesn’t stop.” 

But he was late, so she concluded he had called for a drink, since it was raining. What did he 

care about the child or her? 

She was very ill when her children were born. 

“What is it?” she asked, feeling sick to death. 

“A boy.” 

And she took consolation in that. The thought of being the mother of men was warming to her 

heart. She looked at the child. It had blue eyes, and a lot of fair hair, and was bonny. Her love 

came up hot, in spite of everything. She had it in bed with her. 

Morel, thinking nothing, dragged his way up the garden path, wearily and angrily. He closed 

his umbrella, and stood it in the sink; then he sluthered his heavy boots into the kitchen. Mrs. 

Bower appeared in the inner doorway. 

“Well,” she said, “she’s about as bad as she can be. It’s a boy childt.” 



The miner grunted, put his empty snap-bag and his tin bottle on the dresser, went back into the 

scullery and hung up his coat, then came and dropped into his chair. 

“Han yer got a drink?” he asked. 

The woman went into the pantry. There was heard the pop of a cork. She set the mug, with a 

little, disgusted rap, on the table before Morel. He drank, gasped, wiped his big moustache on the 

end of his scarf, drank, gasped, and lay back in his chair. The woman would not speak to him 

again. She set his dinner before him, and went upstairs. 

“Was that the master?” asked Mrs. Morel. 

“I’ve gave him his dinner,” replied Mrs. Bower. 

After he had sat with his arms on the table—he resented the fact that Mrs. Bower put no cloth 

on for him, and gave him a little plate, instead of a full-sized dinner-plate—he began to eat. The 

fact that his wife was ill, that he had another boy, was nothing to him at that moment. He was too 

tired; he wanted his dinner; he wanted to sit with his arms lying on the board; he did not like 

having Mrs. Bower about. The fire was too small to please him. 

After he had finished his meal, he sat for twenty minutes; then he stoked up a big fire. Then, in 

his stockinged feet, he went reluctantly upstairs. It was a struggle to face his wife at this moment, 

and he was tired. His face was black, and smeared with sweat. His singlet had dried again, 

soaking the dirt in. He had a dirty woollen scarf round his throat. So he stood at the foot of the 

bed. 

“Well, how are ter, then?” he asked. 

“I s’ll be all right,” she answered. 

“H’m!” 

He stood at a loss what to say next. He was tired, and this bother was rather a nuisance to him, 

and he didn’t quite know where he was. 

“A lad, tha says,” he stammered. 

She turned down the sheet and showed the child. 

“Bless him!” he murmured. Which made her laugh, because he blessed by rote—pretending 

paternal emotion, which he did not feel just then. 

“Go now,” she said. 

“I will, my lass,” he answered, turning away. 

Dismissed, he wanted to kiss her, but he dared not. She half wanted him to kiss her, but could 

not bring herself to give any sign. She only breathed freely when he was gone out of the room 

again, leaving behind him a faint smell of pit-dirt. 

Mrs. Morel had a visit every day from the Congregational clergyman. Mr. Heaton was young, 

and very poor. His wife had died at the birth of his first baby, so he remained alone in the manse. 

He was a Bachelor of Arts of Cambridge, very shy, and no preacher. Mrs. Morel was fond of 

him, and he depended on her. For hours he talked to her, when she was well. He became the god-

parent of the child. 

Occasionally the minister stayed to tea with Mrs. Morel. Then she laid the cloth early, got out 

her best cups, with a little green rim, and hoped Morel would not come too soon; indeed, if he 

stayed for a pint, she would not mind this day. She had always two dinners to cook, because she 

believed children should have their chief meal at midday, whereas Morel needed his at five 

o’clock. So Mr. Heaton would hold the baby, whilst Mrs. Morel beat up a batter-pudding or 



peeled the potatoes, and he, watching her all the time, would discuss his next sermon. His ideas 

were quaint and fantastic. She brought him judiciously to earth. It was a discussion of the 

wedding at Cana. 

“When He changed the water into wine at Cana,” he said, “that is a symbol that the ordinary 

life, even the blood, of the married husband and wife, which had before been uninspired, like 

water, became filled with the Spirit, and was as wine, because, when love enters, the whole 

spiritual constitution of a man changes, is filled with the Holy Ghost, and almost his form is 

altered.” 

Mrs. Morel thought to herself: 

“Yes, poor fellow, his young wife is dead; that is why he makes his love into the Holy Ghost.” 

They were halfway down their first cup of tea when they heard the sluther of pit-boots. 

“Good gracious!” exclaimed Mrs. Morel, in spite of herself. 

The minister looked rather scared. Morel entered. He was feeling rather savage. He nodded a 

“How d’yer do” to the clergyman, who rose to shake hands with him. 

“Nay,” said Morel, showing his hand, “look thee at it! Tha niver wants ter shake hands wi’ a 

hand like that, does ter? There’s too much pick-haft and shovel-dirt on it.” 

The minister flushed with confusion, and sat down again. Mrs. Morel rose, carried out the 

steaming saucepan. Morel took off his coat, dragged his armchair to table, and sat down heavily. 

“Are you tired?” asked the clergyman. 

“Tired? I ham that,” replied Morel. “You don’t know what it is to be tired, as I’m tired.” 

“No,” replied the clergyman. 

“Why, look yer ’ere,” said the miner, showing the shoulders of his singlet. “It’s a bit dry now, 

but it’s wet as a clout with sweat even yet. Feel it.” 

“Goodness!” cried Mrs. Morel. “Mr. Heaton doesn’t want to feel your nasty singlet.” 

The clergyman put out his hand gingerly. 

“No, perhaps he doesn’t,” said Morel; “but it’s all come out of me, whether or not. An’ iv’ry 

day alike my singlet’s wringin’ wet. ’Aven’t you got a drink, Missis, for a man when he comes 

home barkled up from the pit?” 

“You know you drank all the beer,” said Mrs. Morel, pouring out his tea. 

“An’ was there no more to be got?” Turning to the clergyman—“A man gets that caked up wi’ 

th’ dust, you know,—that clogged up down a coal-mine, he needs a drink when he comes home.” 

“I am sure he does,” said the clergyman. 

“But it’s ten to one if there’s owt for him.” 

“There’s water—and there’s tea,” said Mrs. Morel. 

“Water! It’s not water as’ll clear his throat.” 

He poured out a saucerful of tea, blew it, and sucked it up through his great black moustache, 

sighing afterwards. Then he poured out another saucerful, and stood his cup on the table. 

“My cloth!” said Mrs. Morel, putting it on a plate. 

“A man as comes home as I do ’s too tired to care about cloths,” said Morel. 

“Pity!” exclaimed his wife, sarcastically. 

The room was full of the smell of meat and vegetables and pit-clothes. 



He leaned over to the minister, his great moustache thrust forward, his mouth very red in his 

black face. 

“Mr. Heaton,” he said, “a man as has been down the black hole all day, dingin’ away at a coal-

face, yi, a sight harder than that wall—” 

“Needn’t make a moan of it,” put in Mrs. Morel. 

She hated her husband because, whenever he had an audience, he whined and played for 

sympathy. William, sitting nursing the baby, hated him, with a boy’s hatred for false sentiment, 

and for the stupid treatment of his mother. Annie had never liked him; she merely avoided him. 

When the minister had gone, Mrs. Morel looked at her cloth. 

“A fine mess!” she said. 

“Dos’t think I’m goin’ to sit wi’ my arms danglin’, cos tha’s got a parson for tea wi’ thee?” he 

bawled. 

They were both angry, but she said nothing. The baby began to cry, and Mrs. Morel, picking 

up a saucepan from the hearth, accidentally knocked Annie on the head, whereupon the girl 

began to whine, and Morel to shout at her. In the midst of this pandemonium, William looked up 

at the big glazed text over the mantelpiece and read distinctly: 

“God Bless Our Home!” 

Whereupon Mrs. Morel, trying to soothe the baby, jumped up, rushed at him, boxed his ears, 

saying: 

“What are you putting in for?” 

And then she sat down and laughed, till tears ran over her cheeks, while William kicked the 

stool he had been sitting on, and Morel growled: 

“I canna see what there is so much to laugh at.” 

One evening, directly after the parson’s visit, feeling unable to bear herself after another 

display from her husband, she took Annie and the baby and went out. Morel had kicked William, 

and the mother would never forgive him. 

She went over the sheep-bridge and across a corner of the meadow to the cricket-ground. The 

meadows seemed one space of ripe, evening light, whispering with the distant mill-race. She sat 

on a seat under the alders in the cricket-ground, and fronted the evening. Before her, level and 

solid, spread the big green cricket-field, like the bed of a sea of light. Children played in the 

bluish shadow of the pavilion. Many rooks, high up, came cawing home across the softly-woven 

sky. They stooped in a long curve down into the golden glow, concentrating, cawing, wheeling, 

like black flakes on a slow vortex, over a tree clump that made a dark boss among the pasture. 

A few gentlemen were practising, and Mrs. Morel could hear the chock of the ball, and the 

voices of men suddenly roused; could see the white forms of men shifting silently over the green, 

upon which already the under shadows were smouldering. Away at the grange, one side of the 

haystacks was lit up, the other sides blue-grey. A waggon of sheaves rocked small across the 

melting yellow light. 

The sun was going down. Every open evening, the hills of Derbyshire were blazed over with 

red sunset. Mrs. Morel watched the sun sink from the glistening sky, leaving a soft flower-blue 

overhead, while the western space went red, as if all the fire had swum down there, leaving the 

bell cast flawless blue. The mountain-ash berries across the field stood fierily out from the dark 

leaves, for a moment. A few shocks of corn in a corner of the fallow stood up as if alive; she 



imagined them bowing; perhaps her son would be a Joseph. In the east, a mirrored sunset floated 

pink opposite the west’s scarlet. The big haystacks on the hillside, that butted into the glare, went 

cold. 

With Mrs. Morel it was one of those still moments when the small frets vanish, and the beauty 

of things stands out, and she had the peace and the strength to see herself. Now and again, a 

swallow cut close to her. Now and again, Annie came up with a handful of alder-currants. The 

baby was restless on his mother’s knee, clambering with his hands at the light. 

Mrs. Morel looked down at him. She had dreaded this baby like a catastrophe, because of her 

feeling for her husband. And now she felt strangely towards the infant. Her heart was heavy 

because of the child, almost as if it were unhealthy, or malformed. Yet it seemed quite well. But 

she noticed the peculiar knitting of the baby’s brows, and the peculiar heaviness of its eyes, as if 

it were trying to understand something that was pain. She felt, when she looked at her child’s 

dark, brooding pupils, as if a burden were on her heart. 

“He looks as if he was thinking about something—quite sorrowful,” said Mrs. Kirk. 

Suddenly, looking at him, the heavy feeling at the mother’s heart melted into passionate grief. 

She bowed over him, and a few tears shook swiftly out of her very heart. The baby lifted his 

fingers. 

“My lamb!” she cried softly. 

And at that moment she felt, in some far inner place of her soul, that she and her husband were 

guilty. 

The baby was looking up at her. It had blue eyes like her own, but its look was heavy, steady, 

as if it had realised something that had stunned some point of its soul. 

In her arms lay the delicate baby. Its deep blue eyes, always looking up at her unblinking, 

seemed to draw her innermost thoughts out of her. She no longer loved her husband; she had not 

wanted this child to come, and there it lay in her arms and pulled at her heart. She felt as if the 

navel string that had connected its frail little body with hers had not been broken. A wave of hot 

love went over her to the infant. She held it close to her face and breast. With all her force, with 

all her soul she would make up to it for having brought it into the world unloved. She would love 

it all the more now it was here; carry it in her love. Its clear, knowing eyes gave her pain and 

fear. Did it know all about her? When it lay under her heart, had it been listening then? Was 

there a reproach in the look? She felt the marrow melt in her bones, with fear and pain. 

Once more she was aware of the sun lying red on the rim of the hill opposite. She suddenly 

held up the child in her hands. 

“Look!” she said. “Look, my pretty!” 

She thrust the infant forward to the crimson, throbbing sun, almost with relief. She saw him 

lift his little fist. Then she put him to her bosom again, ashamed almost of her impulse to give 

him back again whence he came. 

“If he lives,” she thought to herself, “what will become of him—what will he be?” 

Her heart was anxious. 

“I will call him Paul,” she said suddenly; she knew not why. 

After a while she went home. A fine shadow was flung over the deep green meadow, 

darkening all. 



As she expected, she found the house empty. But Morel was home by ten o’clock, and that 

day, at least, ended peacefully. 

Walter Morel was, at this time, exceedingly irritable. His work seemed to exhaust him. When 

he came home he did not speak civilly to anybody. If the fire were rather low he bullied about 

that; he grumbled about his dinner; if the children made a chatter he shouted at them in a way 

that made their mother’s blood boil, and made them hate him. 

On the Friday, he was not home by eleven o’clock. The baby was unwell, and was restless, 

crying if he were put down. Mrs. Morel, tired to death, and still weak, was scarcely under 

control. 

“I wish the nuisance would come,” she said wearily to herself. 

The child at last sank down to sleep in her arms. She was too tired to carry him to the cradle. 

“But I’ll say nothing, whatever time he comes,” she said. “It only works me up; I won’t say 

anything. But I know if he does anything it’ll make my blood boil,” she added to herself. 

She sighed, hearing him coming, as if it were something she could not bear. He, taking his 

revenge, was nearly drunk. She kept her head bent over the child as he entered, not wishing to 

see him. But it went through her like a flash of hot fire when, in passing, he lurched against the 

dresser, setting the tins rattling, and clutched at the white pot knobs for support. He hung up his 

hat and coat, then returned, stood glowering from a distance at her, as she sat bowed over the 

child. 

“Is there nothing to eat in the house?” he asked, insolently, as if to a servant. In certain stages 

of his intoxication he affected the clipped, mincing speech of the towns. Mrs. Morel hated him 

most in this condition. 

“You know what there is in the house,” she said, so coldly, it sounded impersonal. 

He stood and glared at her without moving a muscle. 

“I asked a civil question, and I expect a civil answer,” he said affectedly. 

“And you got it,” she said, still ignoring him. 

He glowered again. Then he came unsteadily forward. He leaned on the table with one hand, 

and with the other jerked at the table drawer to get a knife to cut bread. The drawer stuck because 

he pulled sideways. In a temper he dragged it, so that it flew out bodily, and spoons, forks, 

knives, a hundred metallic things, splashed with a clatter and a clang upon the brick floor. The 

baby gave a little convulsed start. 

“What are you doing, clumsy, drunken fool?” the mother cried. 

“Then tha should get the flamin’ thing thysen. Tha should get up, like other women have to, 

an’ wait on a man.” 

“Wait on you—wait on you?” she cried. “Yes, I see myself.” 

“Yis, an’ I’ll learn thee tha’s got to. Wait on me, yes tha sh’lt wait on me—” 

“Never, milord. I’d wait on a dog at the door first.” 

“What—what?” 

He was trying to fit in the drawer. At her last speech he turned round. His face was crimson, 

his eyes bloodshot. He stared at her one silent second in threat. 

“P-h!” she went quickly, in contempt. 



He jerked at the drawer in his excitement. It fell, cut sharply on his shin, and on the reflex he 

flung it at her. 

One of the corners caught her brow as the shallow drawer crashed into the fireplace. She 

swayed, almost fell stunned from her chair. To her very soul she was sick; she clasped the child 

tightly to her bosom. A few moments elapsed; then, with an effort, she brought herself to. The 

baby was crying plaintively. Her left brow was bleeding rather profusely. As she glanced down 

at the child, her brain reeling, some drops of blood soaked into its white shawl; but the baby was 

at least not hurt. She balanced her head to keep equilibrium, so that the blood ran into her eye. 

Walter Morel remained as he had stood, leaning on the table with one hand, looking blank. 

When he was sufficiently sure of his balance, he went across to her, swayed, caught hold of the 

back of her rocking-chair, almost tipping her out; then leaning forward over her, and swaying as 

he spoke, he said, in a tone of wondering concern: 

“Did it catch thee?” 

He swayed again, as if he would pitch on to the child. With the catastrophe he had lost all 

balance. 

“Go away,” she said, struggling to keep her presence of mind. 

He hiccoughed. “Let’s—let’s look at it,” he said, hiccoughing again. 

“Go away!” she cried. 

“Lemme—lemme look at it, lass.” 

She smelled him of drink, felt the unequal pull of his swaying grasp on the back of her 

rocking-chair. 

“Go away,” she said, and weakly she pushed him off. 

He stood, uncertain in balance, gazing upon her. Summoning all her strength she rose, the 

baby on one arm. By a cruel effort of will, moving as if in sleep, she went across to the scullery, 

where she bathed her eye for a minute in cold water; but she was too dizzy. Afraid lest she 

should swoon, she returned to her rocking-chair, trembling in every fibre. By instinct, she kept 

the baby clasped. 

Morel, bothered, had succeeded in pushing the drawer back into its cavity, and was on his 

knees, groping, with numb paws, for the scattered spoons. 

Her brow was still bleeding. Presently Morel got up and came craning his neck towards her. 

“What has it done to thee, lass?” he asked, in a very wretched, humble tone. 

“You can see what it’s done,” she answered. 

He stood, bending forward, supported on his hands, which grasped his legs just above the 

knee. He peered to look at the wound. She drew away from the thrust of his face with its great 

moustache, averting her own face as much as possible. As he looked at her, who was cold and 

impassive as stone, with mouth shut tight, he sickened with feebleness and hopelessness of spirit. 

He was turning drearily away, when he saw a drop of blood fall from the averted wound into the 

baby’s fragile, glistening hair. Fascinated, he watched the heavy dark drop hang in the glistening 

cloud, and pull down the gossamer. Another drop fell. It would soak through to the baby’s scalp. 

He watched, fascinated, feeling it soak in; then, finally, his manhood broke. 

“What of this child?” was all his wife said to him. But her low, intense tones brought his head 

lower. She softened: “Get me some wadding out of the middle drawer,” she said. 



He stumbled away very obediently, presently returning with a pad, which she singed before 

the fire, then put on her forehead, as she sat with the baby on her lap. 

“Now that clean pit-scarf.” 

Again he rummaged and fumbled in the drawer, returning presently with a red, narrow scarf. 

She took it, and with trembling fingers proceeded to bind it round her head. 

“Let me tie it for thee,” he said humbly. 

“I can do it myself,” she replied. When it was done she went upstairs, telling him to rake the 

fire and lock the door. 

In the morning Mrs. Morel said: 

“I knocked against the latch of the coal-place, when I was getting a raker in the dark, because 

the candle blew out.” Her two small children looked up at her with wide, dismayed eyes. They 

said nothing, but their parted lips seemed to express the unconscious tragedy they felt. 

Walter Morel lay in bed next day until nearly dinner-time. He did not think of the previous 

evening’s work. He scarcely thought of anything, but he would not think of that. He lay and 

suffered like a sulking dog. He had hurt himself most; and he was the more damaged because he 

would never say a word to her, or express his sorrow. He tried to wriggle out of it. “It was her 

own fault,” he said to himself. Nothing, however, could prevent his inner consciousness 

inflicting on him the punishment which ate into his spirit like rust, and which he could only 

alleviate by drinking. 

He felt as if he had not the initiative to get up, or to say a word, or to move, but could only lie 

like a log. Moreover, he had himself violent pains in the head. It was Saturday. Towards noon he 

rose, cut himself food in the pantry, ate it with his head dropped, then pulled on his boots, and 

went out, to return at three o’clock slightly tipsy and relieved; then once more straight to bed. He 

rose again at six in the evening, had tea and went straight out. 

Sunday was the same: bed till noon, the Palmerston Arms till 2.30, dinner, and bed; scarcely a 

word spoken. When Mrs. Morel went upstairs, towards four o’clock, to put on her Sunday dress, 

he was fast asleep. She would have felt sorry for him, if he had once said, “Wife, I’m sorry.” But 

no; he insisted to himself it was her fault. And so he broke himself. So she merely left him alone. 

There was this deadlock of passion between them, and she was stronger. 

The family began tea. Sunday was the only day when all sat down to meals together. 

“Isn’t my father going to get up?” asked William. 

“Let him lie,” the mother replied. 

There was a feeling of misery over all the house. The children breathed the air that was 

poisoned, and they felt dreary. They were rather disconsolate, did not know what to do, what to 

play at. 

Immediately Morel woke he got straight out of bed. That was characteristic of him all his life. 

He was all for activity. The prostrated inactivity of two mornings was stifling him. 

It was near six o’clock when he got down. This time he entered without hesitation, his wincing 

sensitiveness having hardened again. He did not care any longer what the family thought or felt. 

The tea-things were on the table. William was reading aloud from “The Child’s Own”, Annie 

listening and asking eternally “why?” Both children hushed into silence as they heard the 

approaching thud of their father’s stockinged feet, and shrank as he entered. Yet he was usually 

indulgent to them. 



Morel made the meal alone, brutally. He ate and drank more noisily than he had need. No one 

spoke to him. The family life withdrew, shrank away, and became hushed as he entered. But he 

cared no longer about his alienation. 

Immediately he had finished tea he rose with alacrity to go out. It was this alacrity, this haste 

to be gone, which so sickened Mrs. Morel. As she heard him sousing heartily in cold water, 

heard the eager scratch of the steel comb on the side of the bowl, as he wetted his hair, she closed 

her eyes in disgust. As he bent over, lacing his boots, there was a certain vulgar gusto in his 

movement that divided him from the reserved, watchful rest of the family. He always ran away 

from the battle with himself. Even in his own heart’s privacy, he excused himself, saying, “If she 

hadn’t said so-and-so, it would never have happened. She asked for what she’s got.” The 

children waited in restraint during his preparations. When he had gone, they sighed with relief. 

He closed the door behind him, and was glad. It was a rainy evening. The Palmerston would 

be the cosier. He hastened forward in anticipation. All the slate roofs of the Bottoms shone black 

with wet. The roads, always dark with coal-dust, were full of blackish mud. He hastened along. 

The Palmerston windows were steamed over. The passage was paddled with wet feet. But the air 

was warm, if foul, and full of the sound of voices and the smell of beer and smoke. 

“What shollt ha’e, Walter?” cried a voice, as soon as Morel appeared in the doorway. 

“Oh, Jim, my lad, wheriver has thee sprung frae?” 

The men made a seat for him, and took him in warmly. He was glad. In a minute or two they 

had thawed all responsibility out of him, all shame, all trouble, and he was clear as a bell for a 

jolly night. 

On the Wednesday following, Morel was penniless. He dreaded his wife. Having hurt her, he 

hated her. He did not know what to do with himself that evening, having not even twopence with 

which to go to the Palmerston, and being already rather deeply in debt. So, while his wife was 

down the garden with the child, he hunted in the top drawer of the dresser where she kept her 

purse, found it, and looked inside. It contained a half-crown, two halfpennies, and a sixpence. So 

he took the sixpence, put the purse carefully back, and went out. 

The next day, when she wanted to pay the greengrocer, she looked in the purse for her 

sixpence, and her heart sank to her shoes. Then she sat down and thought: “Was there a 

sixpence? I hadn’t spent it, had I? And I hadn’t left it anywhere else?” 

She was much put about. She hunted round everywhere for it. And, as she sought, the 

conviction came into her heart that her husband had taken it. What she had in her purse was all 

the money she possessed. But that he should sneak it from her thus was unbearable. He had done 

so twice before. The first time she had not accused him, and at the week-end he had put the 

shilling again into her purse. So that was how she had known he had taken it. The second time he 

had not paid back. 

This time she felt it was too much. When he had had his dinner—he came home early that 

day—she said to him coldly: 

“Did you take sixpence out of my purse last night?” 

“Me!” he said, looking up in an offended way. “No, I didna! I niver clapped eyes on your 

purse.” 

But she could detect the lie. 

“Why, you know you did,” she said quietly. 



“I tell you I didna,” he shouted. “Yer at me again, are yer? I’ve had about enough on’t.” 

“So you filch sixpence out of my purse while I’m taking the clothes in.” 

“I’ll may yer pay for this,” he said, pushing back his chair in desperation. He bustled and got 

washed, then went determinedly upstairs. Presently he came down dressed, and with a big bundle 

in a blue-checked, enormous handkerchief. 

“And now,” he said, “you’ll see me again when you do.” 

“It’ll be before I want to,” she replied; and at that he marched out of the house with his bundle. 

She sat trembling slightly, but her heart brimming with contempt. What would she do if he went 

to some other pit, obtained work, and got in with another woman? But she knew him too well—

he couldn’t. She was dead sure of him. Nevertheless her heart was gnawed inside her. 

“Where’s my dad?” said William, coming in from school. 

“He says he’s run away,” replied the mother. 

“Where to?” 

“Eh, I don’t know. He’s taken a bundle in the blue handkerchief, and says he’s not coming 

back.” 

“What shall we do?” cried the boy. 

“Eh, never trouble, he won’t go far.” 

“But if he doesn’t come back,” wailed Annie. 

And she and William retired to the sofa and wept. Mrs. Morel sat and laughed. 

“You pair of gabeys!” she exclaimed. “You’ll see him before the night’s out.” 

But the children were not to be consoled. Twilight came on. Mrs. Morel grew anxious from 

very weariness. One part of her said it would be a relief to see the last of him; another part fretted 

because of keeping the children; and inside her, as yet, she could not quite let him go. At the 

bottom, she knew very well he could not go. 

When she went down to the coal-place at the end of the garden, however, she felt something 

behind the door. So she looked. And there in the dark lay the big blue bundle. She sat on a piece 

of coal and laughed. Every time she saw it, so fat and yet so ignominious, slunk into its corner in 

the dark, with its ends flopping like dejected ears from the knots, she laughed again. She was 

relieved. 

Mrs. Morel sat waiting. He had not any money, she knew, so if he stopped he was running up 

a bill. She was very tired of him—tired to death. He had not even the courage to carry his bundle 

beyond the yard-end. 

As she meditated, at about nine o’clock, he opened the door and came in, slinking, and yet 

sulky. She said not a word. He took off his coat, and slunk to his armchair, where he began to 

take off his boots. 

“You’d better fetch your bundle before you take your boots off,” she said quietly. 

“You may thank your stars I’ve come back to-night,” he said, looking up from under his 

dropped head, sulkily, trying to be impressive. 

“Why, where should you have gone? You daren’t even get your parcel through the yard-end,” 

she said. 

He looked such a fool she was not even angry with him. He continued to take his boots off and 

prepare for bed. 



“I don’t know what’s in your blue handkerchief,” she said. “But if you leave it the children 

shall fetch it in the morning.” 

Whereupon he got up and went out of the house, returning presently and crossing the kitchen 

with averted face, hurrying upstairs. As Mrs. Morel saw him slink quickly through the inner 

doorway, holding his bundle, she laughed to herself: but her heart was bitter, because she had 

loved him. 

  



CHAPTER III THE CASTING OFF OF MOREL—THE TAKING ON OF WILLIAM 

During the next week Morel’s temper was almost unbearable. Like all miners, he was a great 

lover of medicines, which, strangely enough, he would often pay for himself. 

“You mun get me a drop o’ laxy vitral,” he said. “It’s a winder as we canna ha’e a sup i’ th’ 

’ouse.” 

So Mrs. Morel bought him elixir of vitriol, his favourite first medicine. And he made himself a 

jug of wormwood tea. He had hanging in the attic great bunches of dried herbs: wormwood, rue, 

horehound, elder-flowers, parsley-purt, marshmallow, hyssop, dandelion, and centuary. Usually 

there was a jug of one or other decoction standing on the hob, from which he drank largely. 

“Grand!” he said, smacking his lips after wormwood. “Grand!” And he exhorted the children 

to try. 

“It’s better than any of your tea or your cocoa stews,” he vowed. But they were not to be 

tempted. 

This time, however, neither pills nor vitriol nor all his herbs would shift the “nasty peens in his 

head”. He was sickening for an attack of an inflammation of the brain. He had never been well 

since his sleeping on the ground when he went with Jerry to Nottingham. Since then he had 

drunk and stormed. Now he fell seriously ill, and Mrs. Morel had him to nurse. He was one of 

the worst patients imaginable. But, in spite of all, and putting aside the fact that he was 

breadwinner, she never quite wanted him to die. Still there was one part of her wanted him for 

herself. 

The neighbours were very good to her: occasionally some had the children in to meals, 

occasionally some would do the downstairs work for her, one would mind the baby for a day. 

But it was a great drag, nevertheless. It was not every day the neighbours helped. Then she had 

nursing of baby and husband, cleaning and cooking, everything to do. She was quite worn out, 

but she did what was wanted of her. 

And the money was just sufficient. She had seventeen shillings a week from clubs, and every 

Friday Barker and the other butty put by a portion of the stall’s profits for Morel’s wife. And the 

neighbours made broths, and gave eggs, and such invalids’ trifles. If they had not helped her so 

generously in those times, Mrs. Morel would never have pulled through, without incurring debts 

that would have dragged her down. 

The weeks passed. Morel, almost against hope, grew better. He had a fine constitution, so that, 

once on the mend, he went straight forward to recovery. Soon he was pottering about downstairs. 

During his illness his wife had spoilt him a little. Now he wanted her to continue. He often put 

his band to his head, pulled down the corners of his mouth, and shammed pains he did not feel. 

But there was no deceiving her. At first she merely smiled to herself. Then she scolded him 

sharply. 

“Goodness, man, don’t be so lachrymose.” 

That wounded him slightly, but still he continued to feign sickness. 

“I wouldn’t be such a mardy baby,” said the wife shortly. 

Then he was indignant, and cursed under his breath, like a boy. He was forced to resume a 

normal tone, and to cease to whine. 

Nevertheless, there was a state of peace in the house for some time. Mrs. Morel was more 

tolerant of him, and he, depending on her almost like a child, was rather happy. Neither knew 



that she was more tolerant because she loved him less. Up till this time, in spite of all, he had 

been her husband and her man. She had felt that, more or less, what he did to himself he did to 

her. Her living depended on him. There were many, many stages in the ebbing of her love for 

him, but it was always ebbing. 

Now, with the birth of this third baby, her self no longer set towards him, helplessly, but was 

like a tide that scarcely rose, standing off from him. After this she scarcely desired him. And, 

standing more aloof from him, not feeling him so much part of herself, but merely part of her 

circumstances, she did not mind so much what he did, could leave him alone. 

There was the halt, the wistfulness about the ensuing year, which is like autumn in a man’s 

life. His wife was casting him off, half regretfully, but relentlessly; casting him off and turning 

now for love and life to the children. Henceforward he was more or less a husk. And he himself 

acquiesced, as so many men do, yielding their place to their children. 

During his recuperation, when it was really over between them, both made an effort to come 

back somewhat to the old relationship of the first months of their marriage. He sat at home and, 

when the children were in bed, and she was sewing—she did all her sewing by hand, made all 

shirts and children’s clothing—he would read to her from the newspaper, slowly pronouncing 

and delivering the words like a man pitching quoits. Often she hurried him on, giving him a 

phrase in anticipation. And then he took her words humbly. 

The silences between them were peculiar. There would be the swift, slight “cluck” of her 

needle, the sharp “pop” of his lips as he let out the smoke, the warmth, the sizzle on the bars as 

he spat in the fire. Then her thoughts turned to William. Already he was getting a big boy. 

Already he was top of the class, and the master said he was the smartest lad in the school. She 

saw him a man, young, full of vigour, making the world glow again for her. 

And Morel sitting there, quite alone, and having nothing to think about, would be feeling 

vaguely uncomfortable. His soul would reach out in its blind way to her and find her gone. He 

felt a sort of emptiness, almost like a vacuum in his soul. He was unsettled and restless. Soon he 

could not live in that atmosphere, and he affected his wife. Both felt an oppression on their 

breathing when they were left together for some time. Then he went to bed and she settled down 

to enjoy herself alone, working, thinking, living. 

Meanwhile another infant was coming, fruit of this little peace and tenderness between the 

separating parents. Paul was seventeen months old when the new baby was born. He was then a 

plump, pale child, quiet, with heavy blue eyes, and still the peculiar slight knitting of the brows. 

The last child was also a boy, fair and bonny. Mrs. Morel was sorry when she knew she was with 

child, both for economic reasons and because she did not love her husband; but not for the sake 

of the infant. 

They called the baby Arthur. He was very pretty, with a mop of gold curls, and he loved his 

father from the first. Mrs. Morel was glad this child loved the father. Hearing the miner’s 

footsteps, the baby would put up his arms and crow. And if Morel were in a good temper, he 

called back immediately, in his hearty, mellow voice: 

“What then, my beauty? I sh’ll come to thee in a minute.” 

And as soon as he had taken off his pit-coat, Mrs. Morel would put an apron round the child, 

and give him to his father. 

“What a sight the lad looks!” she would exclaim sometimes, taking back the baby, that was 

smutted on the face from his father’s kisses and play. Then Morel laughed joyfully. 



“He’s a little collier, bless his bit o’ mutton!” he exclaimed. 

And these were the happy moments of her life now, when the children included the father in 

her heart. 

Meanwhile William grew bigger and stronger and more active, while Paul, always rather 

delicate and quiet, got slimmer, and trotted after his mother like her shadow. He was usually 

active and interested, but sometimes he would have fits of depression. Then the mother would 

find the boy of three or four crying on the sofa. 

“What’s the matter?” she asked, and got no answer. 

“What’s the matter?” she insisted, getting cross. 

“I don’t know,” sobbed the child. 

So she tried to reason him out of it, or to amuse him, but without effect. It made her feel 

beside herself. Then the father, always impatient, would jump from his chair and shout: 

“If he doesn’t stop, I’ll smack him till he does.” 

“You’ll do nothing of the sort,” said the mother coldly. And then she carried the child into the 

yard, plumped him into his little chair, and said: “Now cry there, Misery!” 

And then a butterfly on the rhubarb-leaves perhaps caught his eye, or at last he cried himself to 

sleep. These fits were not often, but they caused a shadow in Mrs. Morel’s heart, and her 

treatment of Paul was different from that of the other children. 

Suddenly one morning as she was looking down the alley of the Bottoms for the barm-man, 

she heard a voice calling her. It was the thin little Mrs. Anthony in brown velvet. 

“Here, Mrs. Morel, I want to tell you about your Willie.” 

“Oh, do you?” replied Mrs. Morel. “Why, what’s the matter?” 

“A lad as gets ’old of another an’ rips his clothes off’n ’is back,” Mrs. Anthony said, “wants 

showing something.” 

“Your Alfred’s as old as my William,” said Mrs. Morel. 

“’Appen ’e is, but that doesn’t give him a right to get hold of the boy’s collar, an’ fair rip it 

clean off his back.” 

“Well,” said Mrs. Morel, “I don’t thrash my children, and even if I did, I should want to hear 

their side of the tale.” 

“They’d happen be a bit better if they did get a good hiding,” retorted Mrs. Anthony. “When it 

comes ter rippin’ a lad’s clean collar off’n ’is back a-purpose—” 

“I’m sure he didn’t do it on purpose,” said Mrs. Morel. 

“Make me a liar!” shouted Mrs. Anthony. 

Mrs. Morel moved away and closed her gate. Her hand trembled as she held her mug of barm. 

“But I s’ll let your mester know,” Mrs. Anthony cried after her. 

At dinner-time, when William had finished his meal and wanted to be off again—he was then 

eleven years old—his mother said to him: 

“What did you tear Alfred Anthony’s collar for?” 

“When did I tear his collar?” 

“I don’t know when, but his mother says you did.” 

“Why—it was yesterday—an’ it was torn a’ready.” 



“But you tore it more.” 

“Well, I’d got a cobbler as ’ad licked seventeen—an’ Alfy Ant’ny ’e says: 

‘Adam an’ Eve an’ pinch-me, 

    Went down to a river to bade. 

Adam an’ Eve got drownded, 

    Who do yer think got saved?’ 

An’ so I says: ‘Oh, Pinch-you,’ an’ so I pinched ’im, an’ ’e was mad, an’ so he snatched my 

cobbler an’ run off with it. An’ so I run after ’im, an’ when I was gettin’ hold of him, ’e dodged, 

an’ it ripped ’is collar. But I got my cobbler—” 

He pulled from his pocket a black old horse-chestnut hanging on a string. This old cobbler had 

“cobbled”—hit and smashed—seventeen other cobblers on similar strings. So the boy was proud 

of his veteran. 

“Well,” said Mrs. Morel, “you know you’ve got no right to rip his collar.” 

“Well, our mother!” he answered. “I never meant tr’a done it—an’ it was on’y an old 

indirrubber collar as was torn a’ready.” 

“Next time,” said his mother, “you be more careful. I shouldn’t like it if you came home 

with your collar torn off.” 

“I don’t care, our mother; I never did it a-purpose.” 

The boy was rather miserable at being reprimanded. 

“No—well, you be more careful.” 

William fled away, glad to be exonerated. And Mrs. Morel, who hated any bother with the 

neighbours, thought she would explain to Mrs. Anthony, and the business would be over. 

But that evening Morel came in from the pit looking very sour. He stood in the kitchen and 

glared round, but did not speak for some minutes. Then: 

“Wheer’s that Willy?” he asked. 

“What do you want him for?” asked Mrs. Morel, who had guessed. 

“I’ll let ’im know when I get him,” said Morel, banging his pit-bottle on to the dresser. 

“I suppose Mrs. Anthony’s got hold of you and been yarning to you about Alfy’s collar,” said 

Mrs. Morel, rather sneering. 

“Niver mind who’s got hold of me,” said Morel. “When I get hold of ’im I’ll make his bones 

rattle.” 

“It’s a poor tale,” said Mrs. Morel, “that you’re so ready to side with any snipey vixen who 

likes to come telling tales against your own children.” 

“I’ll learn ’im!” said Morel. “It none matters to me whose lad ’e is; ’e’s none goin’ rippin’ an’ 

tearin’ about just as he’s a mind.” 

“‘Ripping and tearing about!’” repeated Mrs. Morel. “He was running after that Alfy, who’d 

taken his cobbler, and he accidentally got hold of his collar, because the other dodged—as an 

Anthony would.” 

“I know!” shouted Morel threateningly. 

“You would, before you’re told,” replied his wife bitingly. 



“Niver you mind,” stormed Morel. “I know my business.” 

“That’s more than doubtful,” said Mrs. Morel, “supposing some loud-mouthed creature had 

been getting you to thrash your own children.” 

“I know,” repeated Morel. 

And he said no more, but sat and nursed his bad temper. Suddenly William ran in, saying: 

“Can I have my tea, mother?” 

“Tha can ha’e more than that!” shouted Morel. 

“Hold your noise, man,” said Mrs. Morel; “and don’t look so ridiculous.” 

“He’ll look ridiculous before I’ve done wi’ him!” shouted Morel, rising from his chair and 

glaring at his son. 

William, who was a tall lad for his years, but very sensitive, had gone pale, and was looking in 

a sort of horror at his father. 

“Go out!” Mrs. Morel commanded her son. 

William had not the wit to move. Suddenly Morel clenched his fist, and crouched. 

“I’ll gi’e him ‘go out’!” he shouted like an insane thing. 

“What!” cried Mrs. Morel, panting with rage. “You shall not touch him for her telling, you 

shall not!” 

“Shonna I?” shouted Morel. “Shonna I?” 

And, glaring at the boy, he ran forward. Mrs. Morel sprang in between them, with her fist 

lifted. 

“Don’t you dare!” she cried. 

“What!” he shouted, baffled for the moment. “What!” 

She spun round to her son. 

“Go out of the house!” she commanded him in fury. 

The boy, as if hypnotised by her, turned suddenly and was gone. Morel rushed to the door, but 

was too late. He returned, pale under his pit-dirt with fury. But now his wife was fully roused. 

“Only dare!” she said in a loud, ringing voice. “Only dare, milord, to lay a finger on that child! 

You’ll regret it for ever.” 

He was afraid of her. In a towering rage, he sat down. 

When the children were old enough to be left, Mrs. Morel joined the Women’s Guild. It was a 

little club of women attached to the Co-operative Wholesale Society, which met on Monday 

night in the long room over the grocery shop of the Bestwood “Co-op”. The women were 

supposed to discuss the benefits to be derived from co-operation, and other social questions. 

Sometimes Mrs. Morel read a paper. It seemed queer to the children to see their mother, who was 

always busy about the house, sitting writing in her rapid fashion, thinking, referring to books, 

and writing again. They felt for her on such occasions the deepest respect. 

But they loved the Guild. It was the only thing to which they did not grudge their mother—and 

that partly because she enjoyed it, partly because of the treats they derived from it. The Guild 

was called by some hostile husbands, who found their wives getting too independent, the “clat-

fart” shop—that is, the gossip-shop. It is true, from off the basis of the Guild, the women could 

look at their homes, at the conditions of their own lives, and find fault. So the colliers found their 



women had a new standard of their own, rather disconcerting. And also, Mrs. Morel always had 

a lot of news on Monday nights, so that the children liked William to be in when their mother 

came home, because she told him things. 

Then, when the lad was thirteen, she got him a job in the “Co-op.” office. He was a very 

clever boy, frank, with rather rough features and real viking blue eyes. 

“What dost want ter ma’e a stool-harsed Jack on ’im for?” said Morel. “All he’ll do is to wear 

his britches behind out an’ earn nowt. What’s ’e startin’ wi’?” 

“It doesn’t matter what he’s starting with,” said Mrs. Morel. 

“It wouldna! Put ’im i’ th’ pit we me, an’ ’ell earn a easy ten shillin’ a wik from th’ start. But 

six shillin’ wearin’ his truck-end out on a stool’s better than ten shillin’ i’ th’ pit wi’me, I know.” 

“He is not going in the pit,” said Mrs. Morel, “and there’s an end of it.” 

“It wor good enough for me, but it’s non good enough for ’im.” 

“If your mother put you in the pit at twelve, it’s no reason why I should do the same with my 

lad.” 

“Twelve! It wor a sight afore that!” 

“Whenever it was,” said Mrs. Morel. 

She was very proud of her son. He went to the night school, and learned shorthand, so that by 

the time he was sixteen he was the best shorthand clerk and book-keeper on the place, except 

one. Then he taught in the night schools. But he was so fiery that only his good-nature and his 

size protected him. 

All the things that men do—the decent things—William did. He could run like the wind. 

When he was twelve he won a first prize in a race; an inkstand of glass, shaped like an anvil. It 

stood proudly on the dresser, and gave Mrs. Morel a keen pleasure. The boy only ran for her. He 

flew home with his anvil, breathless, with a “Look, mother!” That was the first real tribute to 

herself. She took it like a queen. 

“How pretty!” she exclaimed. 

Then he began to get ambitious. He gave all his money to his mother. When he earned 

fourteen shillings a week, she gave him back two for himself, and, as he never drank, he felt 

himself rich. He went about with the bourgeois of Bestwood. The townlet contained nothing 

higher than the clergyman. Then came the bank manager, then the doctors, then the tradespeople, 

and after that the hosts of colliers. Willam began to consort with the sons of the chemist, the 

schoolmaster, and the tradesmen. He played billiards in the Mechanics’ Hall. Also he danced—

this in spite of his mother. All the life that Bestwood offered he enjoyed, from the sixpenny-hops 

down Church Street, to sports and billiards. 

Paul was treated to dazzling descriptions of all kinds of flower-like ladies, most of whom lived 

like cut blooms in William’s heart for a brief fortnight. 

Occasionally some flame would come in pursuit of her errant swain. Mrs. Morel would find a 

strange girl at the door, and immediately she sniffed the air. 

“Is Mr. Morel in?” the damsel would ask appealingly. 

“My husband is at home,” Mrs. Morel replied. 

“I—I mean young Mr. Morel,” repeated the maiden painfully. 

“Which one? There are several.” 



Whereupon much blushing and stammering from the fair one. 

“I—I met Mr. Morel—at Ripley,” she explained. 

“Oh—at a dance!” 

“Yes.” 

“I don’t approve of the girls my son meets at dances. And he is not at home.” 

Then he came home angry with his mother for having turned the girl away so rudely. He was a 

careless, yet eager-looking fellow, who walked with long strides, sometimes frowning, often 

with his cap pushed jollily to the back of his head. Now he came in frowning. He threw his cap 

on to the sofa, and took his strong jaw in his hand, and glared down at his mother. She was small, 

with her hair taken straight back from her forehead. She had a quiet air of authority, and yet of 

rare warmth. Knowing her son was angry, she trembled inwardly. 

“Did a lady call for me yesterday, mother?” he asked. 

“I don’t know about a lady. There was a girl came.” 

“And why didn’t you tell me?” 

“Because I forgot, simply.” 

He fumed a little. 

“A good-looking girl—seemed a lady?” 

“I didn’t look at her.” 

“Big brown eyes?” 

“I did not look. And tell your girls, my son, that when they’re running after you, they’re not to 

come and ask your mother for you. Tell them that—brazen baggages you meet at dancing-

classes.” 

“I’m sure she was a nice girl.” 

“And I’m sure she wasn’t.” 

There ended the altercation. Over the dancing there was a great strife between the mother and 

the son. The grievance reached its height when William said he was going to Hucknall 

Torkard—considered a low town—to a fancy-dress ball. He was to be a Highlander. There was a 

dress he could hire, which one of his friends had had, and which fitted him perfectly. The 

Highland suit came home. Mrs. Morel received it coldly and would not unpack it. 

“My suit come?” cried William. 

“There’s a parcel in the front room.” 

He rushed in and cut the string. 

“How do you fancy your son in this!” he said, enraptured, showing her the suit. 

“You know I don’t want to fancy you in it.” 

On the evening of the dance, when he had come home to dress, Mrs. Morel put on her coat and 

bonnet. 

“Aren’t you going to stop and see me, mother?” he asked. 

“No; I don’t want to see you,” she replied. 

She was rather pale, and her face was closed and hard. She was afraid of her son’s going the 

same way as his father. He hesitated a moment, and his heart stood still with anxiety. Then he 



caught sight of the Highland bonnet with its ribbons. He picked it up gleefully, forgetting her. 

She went out. 

When he was nineteen he suddenly left the Co-op. office and got a situation in Nottingham. In 

his new place he had thirty shillings a week instead of eighteen. This was indeed a rise. His 

mother and his father were brimmed up with pride. Everybody praised William. It seemed he 

was going to get on rapidly. Mrs. Morel hoped, with his aid, to help her younger sons. Annie was 

now studying to be a teacher. Paul, also very clever, was getting on well, having lessons in 

French and German from his godfather, the clergyman who was still a friend to Mrs. Morel. 

Arthur, a spoilt and very good-looking boy, was at the Board-school, but there was talk of his 

trying to get a scholarship for the High School in Nottingham. 

William remained a year at his new post in Nottingham. He was studying hard, and growing 

serious. Something seemed to be fretting him. Still he went out to the dances and the river 

parties. He did not drink. The children were all rabid teetotallers. He came home very late at 

night, and sat yet longer studying. His mother implored him to take more care, to do one thing or 

another. 

“Dance, if you want to dance, my son; but don’t think you can work in the office, and then 

amuse yourself, and then study on top of all. You can’t; the human frame won’t stand it. Do one 

thing or the other—amuse yourself or learn Latin; but don’t try to do both.” 

Then he got a place in London, at a hundred and twenty a year. This seemed a fabulous sum. 

His mother doubted almost whether to rejoice or to grieve. 

“They want me in Lime Street on Monday week, mother,” he cried, his eyes blazing as he read 

the letter. Mrs. Morel felt everything go silent inside her. He read the letter: “‘And will you reply 

by Thursday whether you accept. Yours faithfully—’ They want me, mother, at a hundred and 

twenty a year, and don’t even ask to see me. Didn’t I tell you I could do it! Think of me in 

London! And I can give you twenty pounds a year, mater. We s’ll all be rolling in money.” 

“We shall, my son,” she answered sadly. 

It never occurred to him that she might be more hurt at his going away than glad of his 

success. Indeed, as the days drew near for his departure, her heart began to close and grow dreary 

with despair. She loved him so much! More than that, she hoped in him so much. Almost she 

lived by him. She liked to do things for him: she liked to put a cup for his tea and to iron his 

collars, of which he was so proud. It was a joy to her to have him proud of his collars. There was 

no laundry. So she used to rub away at them with her little convex iron, to polish them, till they 

shone from the sheer pressure of her arm. Now she would not do it for him. Now he was going 

away. She felt almost as if he were going as well out of her heart. He did not seem to leave her 

inhabited with himself. That was the grief and the pain to her. He took nearly all himself away. 

A few days before his departure—he was just twenty—he burned his love-letters. They had 

hung on a file at the top of the kitchen cupboard. From some of them he had read extracts to his 

mother. Some of them she had taken the trouble to read herself. But most were too trivial. 

Now, on the Saturday morning he said: 

“Come on, ’Postle, let’s go through my letters, and you can have the birds and flowers.” 

Mrs. Morel had done her Saturday’s work on the Friday, because he was having a last day’s 

holiday. She was making him a rice cake, which he loved, to take with him. He was scarcely 

conscious that she was so miserable. 



He took the first letter off the file. It was mauve-tinted, and had purple and green thistles. 

William sniffed the page. 

“Nice scent! Smell.” 

And he thrust the sheet under Paul’s nose. 

“Um!” said Paul, breathing in. “What d’you call it? Smell, mother.” 

His mother ducked her small, fine nose down to the paper. 

“I don’t want to smell their rubbish,” she said, sniffing. 

“This girl’s father,” said William, “is as rich as Crœsus. He owns property without end. She 

calls me Lafayette, because I know French. ‘You will see, I’ve forgiven you’—I 

like her forgiving me. ‘I told mother about you this morning, and she will have much pleasure if 

you come to tea on Sunday, but she will have to get father’s consent also. I sincerely hope he 

will agree. I will let you know how it transpires. If, however, you—’” 

“‘Let you know how it’ what?” interrupted Mrs. Morel. 

“‘Transpires’—oh yes!” 

“‘Transpires!’” repeated Mrs. Morel mockingly. “I thought she was so well educated!” 

William felt slightly uncomfortable, and abandoned this maiden, giving Paul the corner with 

the thistles. He continued to read extracts from his letters, some of which amused his mother, 

some of which saddened her and made her anxious for him. 

“My lad,” she said, “they’re very wise. They know they’ve only got to flatter your vanity, and 

you press up to them like a dog that has its head scratched.” 

“Well, they can’t go on scratching for ever,” he replied. “And when they’ve done, I trot 

away.” 

“But one day you’ll find a string round your neck that you can’t pull off,” she answered. 

“Not me! I’m equal to any of ’em, mater, they needn’t flatter themselves.” 

“You flatter yourself,” she said quietly. 

Soon there was a heap of twisted black pages, all that remained of the file of scented letters, 

except that Paul had thirty or forty pretty tickets from the corners of the notepaper—swallows 

and forget-me-nots and ivy sprays. And William went to London, to start a new life. 

  



CHAPTER IV THE YOUNG LIFE OF PAUL 

Paul would be built like his mother, slightly and rather small. His fair hair went reddish, and 

then dark brown; his eyes were grey. He was a pale, quiet child, with eyes that seemed to listen, 

and with a full, dropping underlip. 

As a rule he seemed old for his years. He was so conscious of what other people felt, 

particularly his mother. When she fretted he understood, and could have no peace. His soul 

seemed always attentive to her. 

As he grew older he became stronger. William was too far removed from him to accept him as 

a companion. So the smaller boy belonged at first almost entirely to Annie. She was a tomboy 

and a “flybie-skybie”, as her mother called her. But she was intensely fond of her second brother. 

So Paul was towed round at the heels of Annie, sharing her game. She raced wildly at lerky with 

the other young wild-cats of the Bottoms. And always Paul flew beside her, living her share of 

the game, having as yet no part of his own. He was quiet and not noticeable. But his sister adored 

him. He always seemed to care for things if she wanted him to. 

She had a big doll of which she was fearfully proud, though not so fond. So she laid the doll 

on the sofa, and covered it with an antimacassar, to sleep. Then she forgot it. Meantime Paul 

must practise jumping off the sofa arm. So he jumped crash into the face of the hidden doll. 

Annie rushed up, uttered a loud wail, and sat down to weep a dirge. Paul remained quite still. 

“You couldn’t tell it was there, mother; you couldn’t tell it was there,” he repeated over and 

over. So long as Annie wept for the doll he sat helpless with misery. Her grief wore itself out. 

She forgave her brother—he was so much upset. But a day or two afterwards she was shocked. 

“Let’s make a sacrifice of Arabella,” he said. “Let’s burn her.” 

She was horrified, yet rather fascinated. She wanted to see what the boy would do. He made 

an altar of bricks, pulled some of the shavings out of Arabella’s body, put the waxen fragments 

into the hollow face, poured on a little paraffin, and set the whole thing alight. He watched with 

wicked satisfaction the drops of wax melt off the broken forehead of Arabella, and drop like 

sweat into the flame. So long as the stupid big doll burned he rejoiced in silence. At the end he 

poked among the embers with a stick, fished out the arms and legs, all blackened, and smashed 

them under stones. 

“That’s the sacrifice of Missis Arabella,” he said. “An’ I’m glad there’s nothing left of her.” 

Which disturbed Annie inwardly, although she could say nothing. He seemed to hate the doll 

so intensely, because he had broken it. 

All the children, but particularly Paul, were peculiarly against their father, along with their 

mother. Morel continued to bully and to drink. He had periods, months at a time, when he made 

the whole life of the family a misery. Paul never forgot coming home from the Band of Hope one 

Monday evening and finding his mother with her eye swollen and discoloured, his father 

standing on the hearthrug, feet astride, his head down, and William, just home from work, 

glaring at his father. There was a silence as the young children entered, but none of the elders 

looked round. 

William was white to the lips, and his fists were clenched. He waited until the children were 

silent, watching with children’s rage and hate; then he said: 

“You coward, you daren’t do it when I was in.” 



But Morel’s blood was up. He swung round on his son. William was bigger, but Morel was 

hard-muscled, and mad with fury. 

“Dossn’t I?” he shouted. “Dossn’t I? Ha’e much more o’ thy chelp, my young jockey, an’ I’ll 

rattle my fist about thee. Ay, an’ I sholl that, dost see?” 

Morel crouched at the knees and showed his fist in an ugly, almost beast-like fashion. William 

was white with rage. 

“Will yer?” he said, quiet and intense. “It ’ud be the last time, though.” 

Morel danced a little nearer, crouching, drawing back his fist to strike. William put his fists 

ready. A light came into his blue eyes, almost like a laugh. He watched his father. Another word, 

and the men would have begun to fight. Paul hoped they would. The three children sat pale on 

the sofa. 

“Stop it, both of you,” cried Mrs. Morel in a hard voice. “We’ve had enough for one night. 

And you,” she said, turning on to her husband, “look at your children!” 

Morel glanced at the sofa. 

“Look at the children, you nasty little bitch!” he sneered. “Why, what have I done to the 

children, I should like to know? But they’re like yourself; you’ve put ’em up to your own tricks 

and nasty ways—you’ve learned ’em in it, you ’ave.” 

She refused to answer him. No one spoke. After a while he threw his boots under the table and 

went to bed. 

“Why didn’t you let me have a go at him?” said William, when his father was upstairs. “I 

could easily have beaten him.” 

“A nice thing—your own father,” she replied. 

“‘Father!’” repeated William. “Call him my father!” 

“Well, he is—and so—” 

“But why don’t you let me settle him? I could do, easily.” 

“The idea!” she cried. “It hasn’t come to that yet.” 

“No,” he said, “it’s come to worse. Look at yourself. Why didn’t you let me give it him?” 

“Because I couldn’t bear it, so never think of it,” she cried quickly. 

And the children went to bed, miserably. 

When William was growing up, the family moved from the Bottoms to a house on the brow of 

the hill, commanding a view of the valley, which spread out like a convex cockle-shell, or a 

clamp-shell, before it. In front of the house was a huge old ash-tree. The west wind, sweeping 

from Derbyshire, caught the houses with full force, and the tree shrieked again. Morel liked it. 

“It’s music,” he said. “It sends me to sleep.” 

But Paul and Arthur and Annie hated it. To Paul it became almost a demoniacal noise. The 

winter of their first year in the new house their father was very bad. The children played in the 

street, on the brim of the wide, dark valley, until eight o’clock. Then they went to bed. Their 

mother sat sewing below. Having such a great space in front of the house gave the children a 

feeling of night, of vastness, and of terror. This terror came in from the shrieking of the tree and 

the anguish of the home discord. Often Paul would wake up, after he had been asleep a long 

time, aware of thuds downstairs. Instantly he was wide awake. Then he heard the booming 

shouts of his father, come home nearly drunk, then the sharp replies of his mother, then the bang, 



bang of his father’s fist on the table, and the nasty snarling shout as the man’s voice got higher. 

And then the whole was drowned in a piercing medley of shrieks and cries from the great, wind-

swept ash-tree. The children lay silent in suspense, waiting for a lull in the wind to hear what 

their father was doing. He might hit their mother again. There was a feeling of horror, a kind of 

bristling in the darkness, and a sense of blood. They lay with their hearts in the grip of an intense 

anguish. The wind came through the tree fiercer and fiercer. All the chords of the great harp 

hummed, whistled, and shrieked. And then came the horror of the sudden silence, silence 

everywhere, outside and downstairs. What was it? Was it a silence of blood? What had he done? 

The children lay and breathed the darkness. And then, at last, they heard their father throw 

down his boots and tramp upstairs in his stockinged feet. Still they listened. Then at last, if the 

wind allowed, they heard the water of the tap drumming into the kettle, which their mother was 

filling for morning, and they could go to sleep in peace. 

So they were happy in the morning—happy, very happy playing, dancing at night round the 

lonely lamp-post in the midst of the darkness. But they had one tight place of anxiety in their 

hearts, one darkness in their eyes, which showed all their lives. 

Paul hated his father. As a boy he had a fervent private religion. 

“Make him stop drinking,” he prayed every night. “Lord, let my father die,” he prayed very 

often. “Let him not be killed at pit,” he prayed when, after tea, the father did not come home 

from work. 

That was another time when the family suffered intensely. The children came from school and 

had their teas. On the hob the big black saucepan was simmering, the stew-jar was in the oven, 

ready for Morel’s dinner. He was expected at five o’clock. But for months he would stop and 

drink every night on his way from work. 

In the winter nights, when it was cold, and grew dark early, Mrs. Morel would put a brass 

candlestick on the table, light a tallow candle to save the gas. The children finished their bread-

and-butter, or dripping, and were ready to go out to play. But if Morel had not come they 

faltered. The sense of his sitting in all his pit-dirt, drinking, after a long day’s work, not coming 

home and eating and washing, but sitting, getting drunk, on an empty stomach, made Mrs. Morel 

unable to bear herself. From her the feeling was transmitted to the other children. She never 

suffered alone any more: the children suffered with her. 

Paul went out to play with the rest. Down in the great trough of twilight, tiny clusters of lights 

burned where the pits were. A few last colliers straggled up the dim field path. The lamplighter 

came along. No more colliers came. Darkness shut down over the valley; work was done. It was 

night. 

Then Paul ran anxiously into the kitchen. The one candle still burned on the table, the big fire 

glowed red. Mrs. Morel sat alone. On the hob the saucepan steamed; the dinner-plate lay waiting 

on the table. All the room was full of the sense of waiting, waiting for the man who was sitting in 

his pit-dirt, dinnerless, some mile away from home, across the darkness, drinking himself drunk. 

Paul stood in the doorway. 

“Has my dad come?” he asked. 

“You can see he hasn’t,” said Mrs. Morel, cross with the futility of the question. 

Then the boy dawdled about near his mother. They shared the same anxiety. Presently Mrs. 

Morel went out and strained the potatoes. 

“They’re ruined and black,” she said; “but what do I care?” 



Not many words were spoken. Paul almost hated his mother for suffering because his father 

did not come home from work. 

“What do you bother yourself for?” he said. “If he wants to stop and get drunk, why don’t you 

let him?” 

“Let him!” flashed Mrs. Morel. “You may well say ‘let him’.” 

She knew that the man who stops on the way home from work is on a quick way to ruining 

himself and his home. The children were yet young, and depended on the breadwinner. William 

gave her the sense of relief, providing her at last with someone to turn to if Morel failed. But the 

tense atmosphere of the room on these waiting evenings was the same. 

The minutes ticked away. At six o’clock still the cloth lay on the table, still the dinner stood 

waiting, still the same sense of anxiety and expectation in the room. The boy could not stand it 

any longer. He could not go out and play. So he ran in to Mrs. Inger, next door but one, for her to 

talk to him. She had no children. Her husband was good to her but was in a shop, and came home 

late. So, when she saw the lad at the door, she called: 

“Come in, Paul.” 

The two sat talking for some time, when suddenly the boy rose, saying: 

“Well, I’ll be going and seeing if my mother wants an errand doing.” 

He pretended to be perfectly cheerful, and did not tell his friend what ailed him. Then he ran 

indoors. 

Morel at these times came in churlish and hateful. 

“This is a nice time to come home,” said Mrs. Morel. 

“Wha’s it matter to yo’ what time I come whoam?” he shouted. 

And everybody in the house was still, because he was dangerous. He ate his food in the most 

brutal manner possible, and, when he had done, pushed all the pots in a heap away from him, to 

lay his arms on the table. Then he went to sleep. 

Paul hated his father so. The collier’s small, mean head, with its black hair slightly soiled with 

grey, lay on the bare arms, and the face, dirty and inflamed, with a fleshy nose and thin, paltry 

brows, was turned sideways, asleep with beer and weariness and nasty temper. If anyone entered 

suddenly, or a noise were made, the man looked up and shouted: 

“I’ll lay my fist about thy y’ead, I’m tellin’ thee, if tha doesna stop that clatter! Dost hear?” 

And the two last words, shouted in a bullying fashion, usually at Annie, made the family 

writhe with hate of the man. 

He was shut out from all family affairs. No one told him anything. The children, alone with 

their mother, told her all about the day’s happenings, everything. Nothing had really taken place 

in them until it was told to their mother. But as soon as the father came in, everything stopped. 

He was like the scotch in the smooth, happy machinery of the home. And he was always aware 

of this fall of silence on his entry, the shutting off of life, the unwelcome. But now it was gone 

too far to alter. 

He would dearly have liked the children to talk to him, but they could not. Sometimes Mrs. 

Morel would say: 

“You ought to tell your father.” 

Paul won a prize in a competition in a child’s paper. Everybody was highly jubilant. 



“Now you’d better tell your father when he comes in,” said Mrs. Morel. “You know how he 

carries on and says he’s never told anything.” 

“All right,” said Paul. But he would almost rather have forfeited the prize than have to tell his 

father. 

“I’ve won a prize in a competition, dad,” he said. Morel turned round to him. 

“Have you, my boy? What sort of a competition?” 

“Oh, nothing—about famous women.” 

“And how much is the prize, then, as you’ve got?” 

“It’s a book.” 

“Oh, indeed!” 

“About birds.” 

“Hm—hm!” 

And that was all. Conversation was impossible between the father and any other member of 

the family. He was an outsider. He had denied the God in him. 

The only times when he entered again into the life of his own people was when he worked, 

and was happy at work. Sometimes, in the evening, he cobbled the boots or mended the kettle or 

his pit-bottle. Then he always wanted several attendants, and the children enjoyed it. They united 

with him in the work, in the actual doing of something, when he was his real self again. 

He was a good workman, dexterous, and one who, when he was in a good humour, always 

sang. He had whole periods, months, almost years, of friction and nasty temper. Then sometimes 

he was jolly again. It was nice to see him run with a piece of red-hot iron into the scullery, 

crying: 

“Out of my road—out of my road!” 

Then he hammered the soft, red-glowing stuff on his iron goose, and made the shape he 

wanted. Or he sat absorbed for a moment, soldering. Then the children watched with joy as the 

metal sank suddenly molten, and was shoved about against the nose of the soldering-iron, while 

the room was full of a scent of burnt resin and hot tin, and Morel was silent and intent for a 

minute. He always sang when he mended boots because of the jolly sound of hammering. And he 

was rather happy when he sat putting great patches on his moleskin pit trousers, which he would 

often do, considering them too dirty, and the stuff too hard, for his wife to mend. 

But the best time for the young children was when he made fuses. Morel fetched a sheaf of 

long sound wheat-straws from the attic. These he cleaned with his hand, till each one gleamed 

like a stalk of gold, after which he cut the straws into lengths of about six inches, leaving, if he 

could, a notch at the bottom of each piece. He always had a beautifully sharp knife that could cut 

a straw clean without hurting it. Then he set in the middle of the table a heap of gunpowder, a 

little pile of black grains upon the white-scrubbed board. He made and trimmed the straws while 

Paul and Annie rifled and plugged them. Paul loved to see the black grains trickle down a crack 

in his palm into the mouth of the straw, peppering jollily downwards till the straw was full. Then 

he bunged up the mouth with a bit of soap—which he got on his thumb-nail from a pat in a 

saucer—and the straw was finished. 

“Look, dad!” he said. 



“That’s right, my beauty,” replied Morel, who was peculiarly lavish of endearments to his 

second son. Paul popped the fuse into the powder-tin, ready for the morning, when Morel would 

take it to the pit, and use it to fire a shot that would blast the coal down. 

Meantime Arthur, still fond of his father, would lean on the arm of Morel’s chair and say: 

“Tell us about down pit, daddy.” 

This Morel loved to do. 

“Well, there’s one little ’oss—we call ’im Taffy,” he would begin. “An’ he’s a fawce un!” 

Morel had a warm way of telling a story. He made one feel Taffy’s cunning. 

“He’s a brown un,” he would answer, “an’ not very high. Well, he comes i’ th’ stall wi’ a 

rattle, an’ then yo’ ’ear ’im sneeze. 

“‘Ello, Taff,’ you say, ‘what art sneezin’ for? Bin ta’ein’ some snuff?’ 

“An’ ’e sneezes again. Then he slives up an’ shoves ’is ’ead on yer, that cadin’. 

“‘What’s want, Taff?’ yo’ say.” 

“And what does he?” Arthur always asked. 

“He wants a bit o’ bacca, my duckey.” 

This story of Taffy would go on interminably, and everybody loved it. 

Or sometimes it was a new tale. 

“An’ what dost think, my darlin’? When I went to put my coat on at snap-time, what should go 

runnin’ up my arm but a mouse. 

“‘Hey up, theer!’ I shouts. 

“An’ I wor just in time ter get ’im by th’ tail.” 

“And did you kill it?” 

“I did, for they’re a nuisance. The place is fair snied wi’ ’em.” 

“An’ what do they live on?” 

“The corn as the ’osses drops—an’ they’ll get in your pocket an’ eat your snap, if you’ll let 

’em—no matter where yo’ hing your coat—the slivin’, nibblin’ little nuisances, for they are.” 

These happy evenings could not take place unless Morel had some job to do. And then he 

always went to bed very early, often before the children. There was nothing remaining for him to 

stay up for, when he had finished tinkering, and had skimmed the headlines of the newspaper. 

And the children felt secure when their father was in bed. They lay and talked softly awhile. 

Then they started as the lights went suddenly sprawling over the ceiling from the lamps that 

swung in the hands of the colliers tramping by outside, going to take the nine o’clock shift. They 

listened to the voices of the men, imagined them dipping down into the dark valley. Sometimes 

they went to the window and watched the three or four lamps growing tinier and tinier, swaying 

down the fields in the darkness. Then it was a joy to rush back to bed and cuddle closely in the 

warmth. 

Paul was rather a delicate boy, subject to bronchitis. The others were all quite strong; so this 

was another reason for his mother’s difference in feeling for him. One day he came home at 

dinner-time feeling ill. But it was not a family to make any fuss. 

“What’s the matter with you?” his mother asked sharply. 

“Nothing,” he replied. 



But he ate no dinner. 

“If you eat no dinner, you’re not going to school,” she said. 

“Why?” he asked. 

“That’s why.” 

So after dinner he lay down on the sofa, on the warm chintz cushions the children loved. Then 

he fell into a kind of doze. That afternoon Mrs. Morel was ironing. She listened to the small, 

restless noise the boy made in his throat as she worked. Again rose in her heart the old, almost 

weary feeling towards him. She had never expected him to live. And yet he had a great vitality in 

his young body. Perhaps it would have been a little relief to her if he had died. She always felt a 

mixture of anguish in her love for him. 

He, in his semi-conscious sleep, was vaguely aware of the clatter of the iron on the iron-stand, 

of the faint thud, thud on the ironing-board. Once roused, he opened his eyes to see his mother 

standing on the hearthrug with the hot iron near her cheek, listening, as it were, to the heat. Her 

still face, with the mouth closed tight from suffering and disillusion and self-denial, and her nose 

the smallest bit on one side, and her blue eyes so young, quick, and warm, made his heart 

contract with love. When she was quiet, so, she looked brave and rich with life, but as if she had 

been done out of her rights. It hurt the boy keenly, this feeling about her that she had never had 

her life’s fulfilment: and his own incapability to make up to her hurt him with a sense of 

impotence, yet made him patiently dogged inside. It was his childish aim. 

She spat on the iron, and a little ball of spit bounded, raced off the dark, glossy surface. Then, 

kneeling, she rubbed the iron on the sack lining of the hearthrug vigorously. She was warm in the 

ruddy firelight. Paul loved the way she crouched and put her head on one side. Her movements 

were light and quick. It was always a pleasure to watch her. Nothing she ever did, no movement 

she ever made, could have been found fault with by her children. The room was warm and full of 

the scent of hot linen. Later on the clergyman came and talked softly with her. 

Paul was laid up with an attack of bronchitis. He did not mind much. What happened 

happened, and it was no good kicking against the pricks. He loved the evenings, after eight 

o’clock, when the light was put out, and he could watch the fire-flames spring over the darkness 

of the walls and ceiling; could watch huge shadows waving and tossing, till the room seemed full 

of men who battled silently. 

On retiring to bed, the father would come into the sickroom. He was always very gentle if 

anyone were ill. But he disturbed the atmosphere for the boy. 

“Are ter asleep, my darlin’?” Morel asked softly. 

“No; is my mother comin’?” 

“She’s just finishin’ foldin’ the clothes. Do you want anything?” Morel rarely “thee’d” his 

son. 

“I don’t want nothing. But how long will she be?” 

“Not long, my duckie.” 

The father waited undecidedly on the hearthrug for a moment or two. He felt his son did not 

want him. Then he went to the top of the stairs and said to his wife: 

“This childt’s axin’ for thee; how long art goin’ to be?” 

“Until I’ve finished, good gracious! Tell him to go to sleep.” 

“She says you’re to go to sleep,” the father repeated gently to Paul. 



“Well, I want her to come,” insisted the boy. 

“He says he can’t go off till you come,” Morel called downstairs. 

“Eh, dear! I shan’t be long. And do stop shouting downstairs. There’s the other children—” 

Then Morel came again and crouched before the bedroom fire. He loved a fire dearly. 

“She says she won’t be long,” he said. 

He loitered about indefinitely. The boy began to get feverish with irritation. His father’s 

presence seemed to aggravate all his sick impatience. At last Morel, after having stood looking at 

his son awhile, said softly: 

“Good-night, my darling.” 

“Good-night,” Paul replied, turning round in relief to be alone. 

Paul loved to sleep with his mother. Sleep is still most perfect, in spite of hygienists, when it is 

shared with a beloved. The warmth, the security and peace of soul, the utter comfort from the 

touch of the other, knits the sleep, so that it takes the body and soul completely in its healing. 

Paul lay against her and slept, and got better; whilst she, always a bad sleeper, fell later on into a 

profound sleep that seemed to give her faith. 

In convalescence he would sit up in bed, see the fluffy horses feeding at the troughs in the 

field, scattering their hay on the trodden yellow snow; watch the miners troop home—small, 

black figures trailing slowly in gangs across the white field. Then the night came up in dark blue 

vapour from the snow. 

In convalescence everything was wonderful. The snowflakes, suddenly arriving on the 

window-pane, clung there a moment like swallows, then were gone, and a drop of water was 

crawling down the glass. The snowflakes whirled round the corner of the house, like pigeons 

dashing by. Away across the valley the little black train crawled doubtfully over the great 

whiteness. 

While they were so poor, the children were delighted if they could do anything to help 

economically. Annie and Paul and Arthur went out early in the morning, in summer, looking for 

mushrooms, hunting through the wet grass, from which the larks were rising, for the white-

skinned, wonderful naked bodies crouched secretly in the green. And if they got half a pound 

they felt exceedingly happy: there was the joy of finding something, the joy of accepting 

something straight from the hand of Nature, and the joy of contributing to the family exchequer. 

But the most important harvest, after gleaning for frumenty, was the blackberries. Mrs. Morel 

must buy fruit for puddings on the Saturdays; also she liked blackberries. So Paul and Arthur 

scoured the coppices and woods and old quarries, so long as a blackberry was to be found, every 

week-end going on their search. In that region of mining villages blackberries became a 

comparative rarity. But Paul hunted far and wide. He loved being out in the country, among the 

bushes. But he also could not bear to go home to his mother empty. That, he felt, would 

disappoint her, and he would have died rather. 

“Good gracious!” she would exclaim as the lads came in, late, and tired to death, and hungry, 

“wherever have you been?” 

“Well,” replied Paul, “there wasn’t any, so we went over Misk Hills. And look here, our 

mother!” 

She peeped into the basket. 

“Now, those are fine ones!” she exclaimed. 



“And there’s over two pounds—isn’t there over two pounds”? 

She tried the basket. 

“Yes,” she answered doubtfully. 

Then Paul fished out a little spray. He always brought her one spray, the best he could find. 

“Pretty!” she said, in a curious tone, of a woman accepting a love-token. 

The boy walked all day, went miles and miles, rather than own himself beaten and come home 

to her empty-handed. She never realised this, whilst he was young. She was a woman who 

waited for her children to grow up. And William occupied her chiefly. 

But when William went to Nottingham, and was not so much at home, the mother made a 

companion of Paul. The latter was unconsciously jealous of his brother, and William was jealous 

of him. At the same time, they were good friends. 

Mrs. Morel’s intimacy with her second son was more subtle and fine, perhaps not so 

passionate as with her eldest. It was the rule that Paul should fetch the money on Friday 

afternoons. The colliers of the five pits were paid on Fridays, but not individually. All the 

earnings of each stall were put down to the chief butty, as contractor, and he divided the wages 

again, either in the public-house or in his own home. So that the children could fetch the money, 

school closed early on Friday afternoons. Each of the Morel children—William, then Annie, then 

Paul—had fetched the money on Friday afternoons, until they went themselves to work. Paul 

used to set off at half-past three, with a little calico bag in his pocket. Down all the paths, 

women, girls, children, and men were seen trooping to the offices. 

These offices were quite handsome: a new, red-brick building, almost like a mansion, standing 

in its own grounds at the end of Greenhill Lane. The waiting-room was the hall, a long, bare 

room paved with blue brick, and having a seat all round, against the wall. Here sat the colliers in 

their pit-dirt. They had come up early. The women and children usually loitered about on the red 

gravel paths. Paul always examined the grass border, and the big grass bank, because in it grew 

tiny pansies and tiny forget-me-nots. There was a sound of many voices. The women had on 

their Sunday hats. The girls chattered loudly. Little dogs ran here and there. The green shrubs 

were silent all around. 

Then from inside came the cry “Spinney Park—Spinney Park.” All the folk for Spinney Park 

trooped inside. When it was time for Bretty to be paid, Paul went in among the crowd. The pay-

room was quite small. A counter went across, dividing it into half. Behind the counter stood two 

men—Mr. Braithwaite and his clerk, Mr. Winterbottom. Mr. Braithwaite was large, somewhat of 

the stern patriarch in appearance, having a rather thin white beard. He was usually muffled in an 

enormous silk neckerchief, and right up to the hot summer a huge fire burned in the open grate. 

No window was open. Sometimes in winter the air scorched the throats of the people, coming in 

from the freshness. Mr. Winterbottom was rather small and fat, and very bald. He made remarks 

that were not witty, whilst his chief launched forth patriarchal admonitions against the colliers. 

The room was crowded with miners in their pit-dirt, men who had been home and changed, 

and women, and one or two children, and usually a dog. Paul was quite small, so it was often his 

fate to be jammed behind the legs of the men, near the fire which scorched him. He knew the 

order of the names—they went according to stall number. 

“Holliday,” came the ringing voice of Mr. Braithwaite. Then Mrs. Holliday stepped silently 

forward, was paid, drew aside. 

“Bower—John Bower.” 



A boy stepped to the counter. Mr. Braithwaite, large and irascible, glowered at him over his 

spectacles. 

“John Bower!” he repeated. 

“It’s me,” said the boy. 

“Why, you used to ’ave a different nose than that,” said glossy Mr. Winterbottom, peering 

over the counter. The people tittered, thinking of John Bower senior. 

“How is it your father’s not come!” said Mr. Braithwaite, in a large and magisterial voice. 

“He’s badly,” piped the boy. 

“You should tell him to keep off the drink,” pronounced the great cashier. 

“An’ niver mind if he puts his foot through yer,” said a mocking voice from behind. 

All the men laughed. The large and important cashier looked down at his next sheet. 

“Fred Pilkington!” he called, quite indifferent. 

Mr. Braithwaite was an important shareholder in the firm. 

Paul knew his turn was next but one, and his heart began to beat. He was pushed against the 

chimney-piece. His calves were burning. But he did not hope to get through the wall of men. 

“Walter Morel!” came the ringing voice. 

“Here!” piped Paul, small and inadequate. 

“Morel—Walter Morel!” the cashier repeated, his finger and thumb on the invoice, ready to 

pass on. 

Paul was suffering convulsions of self-consciousness, and could not or would not shout. The 

backs of the men obliterated him. Then Mr. Winterbottom came to the rescue. 

“He’s here. Where is he? Morel’s lad?” 

The fat, red, bald little man peered round with keen eyes. He pointed at the fireplace. The 

colliers looked round, moved aside, and disclosed the boy. 

“Here he is!” said Mr. Winterbottom. 

Paul went to the counter. 

“Seventeen pounds eleven and fivepence. Why don’t you shout up when you’re called?” said 

Mr. Braithwaite. He banged on to the invoice a five-pound bag of silver, then in a delicate and 

pretty movement, picked up a little ten-pound column of gold, and plumped it beside the silver. 

The gold slid in a bright stream over the paper. The cashier finished counting off the money; the 

boy dragged the whole down the counter to Mr. Winterbottom, to whom the stoppages for rent 

and tools must be paid. Here he suffered again. 

“Sixteen an’ six,” said Mr. Winterbottom. 

The lad was too much upset to count. He pushed forward some loose silver and half a 

sovereign. 

“How much do you think you’ve given me?” asked Mr. Winterbottom. 

The boy looked at him, but said nothing. He had not the faintest notion. 

“Haven’t you got a tongue in your head?” 

Paul bit his lip, and pushed forward some more silver. 

“Don’t they teach you to count at the Board-school?” he asked. 



“Nowt but algibbra an’ French,” said a collier. 

“An’ cheek an’ impidence,” said another. 

Paul was keeping someone waiting. With trembling fingers he got his money into the bag and 

slid out. He suffered the tortures of the damned on these occasions. 

His relief, when he got outside, and was walking along the Mansfield Road, was infinite. On 

the park wall the mosses were green. There were some gold and some white fowls pecking under 

the apple trees of an orchard. The colliers were walking home in a stream. The boy went near the 

wall, self-consciously. He knew many of the men, but could not recognise them in their dirt. And 

this was a new torture to him. 

When he got down to the New Inn, at Bretty, his father was not yet come. Mrs. Wharmby, the 

landlady, knew him. His grandmother, Morel’s mother, had been Mrs. Wharmby’s friend. 

“Your father’s not come yet,” said the landlady, in the peculiar half-scornful, half-patronising 

voice of a woman who talks chiefly to grown men. “Sit you down.” 

Paul sat down on the edge of the bench in the bar. Some colliers were “reckoning”—sharing 

out their money—in a corner; others came in. They all glanced at the boy without speaking. At 

last Morel came; brisk, and with something of an air, even in his blackness. 

“Hello!” he said rather tenderly to his son. “Have you bested me? Shall you have a drink of 

something?” 

Paul and all the children were bred up fierce anti-alcoholists, and he would have suffered more 

in drinking a lemonade before all the men than in having a tooth drawn. 

The landlady looked at him de haut en bas, rather pitying, and at the same time, resenting his 

clear, fierce morality. Paul went home, glowering. He entered the house silently. Friday was 

baking day, and there was usually a hot bun. His mother put it before him. 

Suddenly he turned on her in a fury, his eyes flashing: 

“I’m not going to the office any more,” he said. 

“Why, what’s the matter?” his mother asked in surprise. His sudden rages rather amused her. 

“I’m not going any more,” he declared. 

“Oh, very well, tell your father so.” 

He chewed his bun as if he hated it. 

“I’m not—I’m not going to fetch the money.” 

“Then one of Carlin’s children can go; they’d be glad enough of the sixpence,” said Mrs. 

Morel. 

This sixpence was Paul’s only income. It mostly went in buying birthday presents; but 

it was an income, and he treasured it. But— 

“They can have it, then!” he said. “I don’t want it.” 

“Oh, very well,” said his mother. “But you needn’t bully me about it.” 

“They’re hateful, and common, and hateful, they are, and I’m not going any more. Mr. 

Braithwaite drops his ‘h’s’, an’ Mr. Winterbottom says ‘You was’.” 

“And is that why you won’t go any more?” smiled Mrs. Morel. 

The boy was silent for some time. His face was pale, his eyes dark and furious. His mother 

moved about at her work, taking no notice of him. 



“They always stan’ in front of me, so’s I can’t get out,” he said. 

“Well, my lad, you’ve only to ask them,” she replied. 

“An’ then Alfred Winterbottom says, ‘What do they teach you at the Board-school?’” 

“They never taught him much,” said Mrs. Morel, “that is a fact—neither manners nor wit—

and his cunning he was born with.” 

So, in her own way, she soothed him. His ridiculous hypersensitiveness made her heart ache. 

And sometimes the fury in his eyes roused her, made her sleeping soul lift up its head a moment, 

surprised. 

“What was the cheque?” she asked. 

“Seventeen pounds eleven and fivepence, and sixteen and six stoppages,” replied the boy. “It’s 

a good week; and only five shillings stoppages for my father.” 

So she was able to calculate how much her husband had earned, and could call him to account 

if he gave her short money. Morel always kept to himself the secret of the week’s amount. 

Friday was the baking night and market night. It was the rule that Paul should stay at home 

and bake. He loved to stop in and draw or read; he was very fond of drawing. Annie always 

“gallivanted” on Friday nights; Arthur was enjoying himself as usual. So the boy remained alone. 

Mrs. Morel loved her marketing. In the tiny market-place on the top of the hill, where four 

roads, from Nottingham and Derby, Ilkeston and Mansfield, meet, many stalls were erected. 

Brakes ran in from surrounding villages. The market-place was full of women, the streets packed 

with men. It was amazing to see so many men everywhere in the streets. Mrs. Morel usually 

quarrelled with her lace woman, sympathised with her fruit man—who was a gabey, but his wife 

was a bad un—laughed with the fish man—who was a scamp but so droll—put the linoleum man 

in his place, was cold with the odd-wares man, and only went to the crockery man when she was 

driven—or drawn by the cornflowers on a little dish; then she was coldly polite. 

“I wondered how much that little dish was,” she said. 

“Sevenpence to you.” 

“Thank you.” 

She put the dish down and walked away; but she could not leave the market-place without it. 

Again she went by where the pots lay coldly on the floor, and she glanced at the dish furtively, 

pretending not to. 

She was a little woman, in a bonnet and a black costume. Her bonnet was in its third year; it 

was a great grievance to Annie. 

“Mother!” the girl implored, “don’t wear that nubbly little bonnet.” 

“Then what else shall I wear,” replied the mother tartly. “And I’m sure it’s right enough.” 

It had started with a tip; then had had flowers; now was reduced to black lace and a bit of jet. 

“It looks rather come down,” said Paul. “Couldn’t you give it a pick-me-up?” 

“I’ll jowl your head for impudence,” said Mrs. Morel, and she tied the strings of the black 

bonnet valiantly under her chin. 

She glanced at the dish again. Both she and her enemy, the pot man, had an uncomfortable 

feeling, as if there were something between them. Suddenly he shouted: 

“Do you want it for fivepence?” 

She started. Her heart hardened; but then she stooped and took up her dish. 



“I’ll have it,” she said. 

“Yer’ll do me the favour, like?” he said. “Yer’d better spit in it, like yer do when y’ave 

something give yer.” 

Mrs. Morel paid him the fivepence in a cold manner. 

“I don’t see you give it me,” she said. “You wouldn’t let me have it for fivepence if you didn’t 

want to.” 

“In this flamin’, scrattlin’ place you may count yerself lucky if you can give your things 

away,” he growled. 

“Yes; there are bad times, and good,” said Mrs. Morel. 

But she had forgiven the pot man. They were friends. She dare now finger his pots. So she was 

happy. 

Paul was waiting for her. He loved her home-coming. She was always her best so—

triumphant, tired, laden with parcels, feeling rich in spirit. He heard her quick, light step in the 

entry and looked up from his drawing. 

“Oh!” she sighed, smiling at him from the doorway. 

“My word, you are loaded!” he exclaimed, putting down his brush. 

“I am!” she gasped. “That brazen Annie said she’d meet me. Such a weight!” 

She dropped her string bag and her packages on the table. 

“Is the bread done?” she asked, going to the oven. 

“The last one is soaking,” he replied. “You needn’t look, I’ve not forgotten it.” 

“Oh, that pot man!” she said, closing the oven door. “You know what a wretch I’ve said he 

was? Well, I don’t think he’s quite so bad.” 

“Don’t you?” 

The boy was attentive to her. She took off her little black bonnet. 

“No. I think he can’t make any money—well, it’s everybody’s cry alike nowadays—and it 

makes him disagreeable.” 

“It would me,” said Paul. 

“Well, one can’t wonder at it. And he let me have—how much do you think he let me 

have this for?” 

She took the dish out of its rag of newspaper, and stood looking on it with joy. 

“Show me!” said Paul. 

The two stood together gloating over the dish. 

“I love cornflowers on things,” said Paul. 

“Yes, and I thought of the teapot you bought me—” 

“One and three,” said Paul. 

“Fivepence!” 

“It’s not enough, mother.” 

“No. Do you know, I fairly sneaked off with it. But I’d been extravagant, I couldn’t afford any 

more. And he needn’t have let me have it if he hadn’t wanted to.” 



“No, he needn’t, need he,” said Paul, and the two comforted each other from the fear of having 

robbed the pot man. 

“We c’n have stewed fruit in it,” said Paul. 

“Or custard, or a jelly,” said his mother. 

“Or radishes and lettuce,” said he. 

“Don’t forget that bread,” she said, her voice bright with glee. 

Paul looked in the oven; tapped the loaf on the base. 

“It’s done,” he said, giving it to her. 

She tapped it also. 

“Yes,” she replied, going to unpack her bag. “Oh, and I’m a wicked, extravagant woman. I 

know I s’ll come to want.” 

He hopped to her side eagerly, to see her latest extravagance. She unfolded another lump of 

newspaper and disclosed some roots of pansies and of crimson daisies. 

“Four penn’orth!” she moaned. 

“How cheap!” he cried. 

“Yes, but I couldn’t afford it this week of all weeks.” 

“But lovely!” he cried. 

“Aren’t they!” she exclaimed, giving way to pure joy. “Paul, look at this yellow one, isn’t it—

and a face just like an old man!” 

“Just!” cried Paul, stooping to sniff. “And smells that nice! But he’s a bit splashed.” 

He ran in the scullery, came back with the flannel, and carefully washed the pansy. 

“Now look at him now he’s wet!” he said. 

“Yes!” she exclaimed, brimful of satisfaction. 

The children of Scargill Street felt quite select. At the end where the Morels lived there were 

not many young things. So the few were more united. Boys and girls played together, the girls 

joining in the fights and the rough games, the boys taking part in the dancing games and rings 

and make-belief of the girls. 

Annie and Paul and Arthur loved the winter evenings, when it was not wet. They stayed 

indoors till the colliers were all gone home, till it was thick dark, and the street would be 

deserted. Then they tied their scarves round their necks, for they scorned overcoats, as all the 

colliers’ children did, and went out. The entry was very dark, and at the end the whole great 

night opened out, in a hollow, with a little tangle of lights below where Minton pit lay, and 

another far away opposite for Selby. The farthest tiny lights seemed to stretch out the darkness 

for ever. The children looked anxiously down the road at the one lamp-post, which stood at the 

end of the field path. If the little, luminous space were deserted, the two boys felt genuine 

desolation. They stood with their hands in their pockets under the lamp, turning their backs on 

the night, quite miserable, watching the dark houses. Suddenly a pinafore under a short coat was 

seen, and a long-legged girl came flying up. 

“Where’s Billy Pillins an’ your Annie an’ Eddie Dakin?” 

“I don’t know.” 



But it did not matter so much—there were three now. They set up a game round the lamp-post, 

till the others rushed up, yelling. Then the play went fast and furious. 

There was only this one lamp-post. Behind was the great scoop of darkness, as if all the night 

were there. In front, another wide, dark way opened over the hill brow. Occasionally somebody 

came out of this way and went into the field down the path. In a dozen yards the night had 

swallowed them. The children played on. 

They were brought exceedingly close together owing to their isolation. If a quarrel took place, 

the whole play was spoilt. Arthur was very touchy, and Billy Pillins—really Philips—was worse. 

Then Paul had to side with Arthur, and on Paul’s side went Alice, while Billy Pillins always had 

Emmie Limb and Eddie Dakin to back him up. Then the six would fight, hate with a fury of 

hatred, and flee home in terror. Paul never forgot, after one of these fierce internecine fights, 

seeing a big red moon lift itself up, slowly, between the waste road over the hilltop, steadily, like 

a great bird. And he thought of the Bible, that the moon should be turned to blood. And the next 

day he made haste to be friends with Billy Pillins. And then the wild, intense games went on 

again under the lamp-post, surrounded by so much darkness. Mrs. Morel, going into her parlour, 

would hear the children singing away: 

“My shoes are made of Spanish leather, 

    My socks are made of silk; 

I wear a ring on every finger, 

    I wash myself in milk.” 

They sounded so perfectly absorbed in the game as their voices came out of the night, that 

they had the feel of wild creatures singing. It stirred the mother; and she understood when they 

came in at eight o’clock, ruddy, with brilliant eyes, and quick, passionate speech. 

They all loved the Scargill Street house for its openness, for the great scallop of the world it 

had in view. On summer evenings the women would stand against the field fence, gossiping, 

facing the west, watching the sunsets flare quickly out, till the Derbyshire hills ridged across the 

crimson far away, like the black crest of a newt. 

In this summer season the pits never turned full time, particularly the soft coal. Mrs. Dakin, 

who lived next door to Mrs. Morel, going to the field fence to shake her hearthrug, would spy 

men coming slowly up the hill. She saw at once they were colliers. Then she waited, a tall, thin, 

shrew-faced woman, standing on the hill brow, almost like a menace to the poor colliers who 

were toiling up. It was only eleven o’clock. From the far-off wooded hills the haze that hangs 

like fine black crape at the back of a summer morning had not yet dissipated. The first man came 

to the stile. “Chock-chock!” went the gate under his thrust. 

“What, han’ yer knocked off?” cried Mrs. Dakin. 

“We han, missis.” 

“It’s a pity as they letn yer goo,” she said sarcastically. 

“It is that,” replied the man. 

“Nay, you know you’re flig to come up again,” she said. 

And the man went on. Mrs. Dakin, going up her yard, spied Mrs. Morel taking the ashes to the 

ash-pit. 

“I reckon Minton’s knocked off, missis,” she cried. 



“Isn’t it sickenin’!” exclaimed Mrs. Morel in wrath. 

“Ha! But I’n just seed Jont Hutchby.” 

“They might as well have saved their shoe-leather,” said Mrs. Morel. And both women went 

indoors disgusted. 

The colliers, their faces scarcely blackened, were trooping home again. Morel hated to go 

back. He loved the sunny morning. But he had gone to pit to work, and to be sent home again 

spoilt his temper. 

“Good gracious, at this time!” exclaimed his wife, as he entered. 

“Can I help it, woman?” he shouted. 

“And I’ve not done half enough dinner.” 

“Then I’ll eat my bit o’ snap as I took with me,” he bawled pathetically. He felt ignominious 

and sore. 

And the children, coming home from school, would wonder to see their father eating with his 

dinner the two thick slices of rather dry and dirty bread-and-butter that had been to pit and back. 

“What’s my dad eating his snap for now?” asked Arthur. 

“I should ha’e it holled at me if I didna,” snorted Morel. 

“What a story!” exclaimed his wife. 

“An’ is it goin’ to be wasted?” said Morel. “I’m not such a extravagant mortal as you lot, with 

your waste. If I drop a bit of bread at pit, in all the dust an’ dirt, I pick it up an’ eat it.” 

“The mice would eat it,” said Paul. “It wouldn’t be wasted.” 

“Good bread-an’-butter’s not for mice, either,” said Morel. “Dirty or not dirty, I’d eat it rather 

than it should be wasted.” 

“You might leave it for the mice and pay for it out of your next pint,” said Mrs. Morel. 

“Oh, might I?” he exclaimed. 

They were very poor that autumn. William had just gone away to London, and his mother 

missed his money. He sent ten shillings once or twice, but he had many things to pay for at first. 

His letters came regularly once a week. He wrote a good deal to his mother, telling her all his 

life, how he made friends, and was exchanging lessons with a Frenchman, how he enjoyed 

London. His mother felt again he was remaining to her just as when he was at home. She wrote 

to him every week her direct, rather witty letters. All day long, as she cleaned the house, she 

thought of him. He was in London: he would do well. Almost, he was like her knight who 

wore her favour in the battle. 

He was coming at Christmas for five days. There had never been such preparations. Paul and 

Arthur scoured the land for holly and evergreens. Annie made the pretty paper hoops in the old-

fashioned way. And there was unheard-of extravagance in the larder. Mrs. Morel made a big and 

magnificent cake. Then, feeling queenly, she showed Paul how to blanch almonds. He skinned 

the long nuts reverently, counting them all, to see not one was lost. It was said that eggs whisked 

better in a cold place. So the boy stood in the scullery, where the temperature was nearly at 

freezing-point, and whisked and whisked, and flew in excitement to his mother as the white of 

egg grew stiffer and more snowy. 

“Just look, mother! Isn’t it lovely?” 

And he balanced a bit on his nose, then blew it in the air. 



“Now, don’t waste it,” said the mother. 

Everybody was mad with excitement. William was coming on Christmas Eve. Mrs. Morel 

surveyed her pantry. There was a big plum cake, and a rice cake, jam tarts, lemon tarts, and 

mince-pies—two enormous dishes. She was finishing cooking—Spanish tarts and cheese-cakes. 

Everywhere was decorated. The kissing-bunch of berried holly hung with bright and glittering 

things, spun slowly over Mrs. Morel’s head as she trimmed her little tarts in the kitchen. A great 

fire roared. There was a scent of cooked pastry. He was due at seven o’clock, but he would be 

late. The three children had gone to meet him. She was alone. But at a quarter to seven Morel 

came in again. Neither wife nor husband spoke. He sat in his armchair, quite awkward with 

excitement, and she quietly went on with her baking. Only by the careful way in which she did 

things could it be told how much moved she was. The clock ticked on. 

“What time dost say he’s coming?” Morel asked for the fifth time. 

“The train gets in at half-past six,” she replied emphatically. 

“Then he’ll be here at ten past seven.” 

“Eh, bless you, it’ll be hours late on the Midland,” she said indifferently. But she hoped, by 

expecting him late, to bring him early. Morel went down the entry to look for him. Then he came 

back. 

“Goodness, man!” she said. “You’re like an ill-sitting hen.” 

“Hadna you better be gettin’ him summat t’ eat ready?” asked the father. 

“There’s plenty of time,” she answered. 

“There’s not so much as I can see on,” he answered, turning crossly in his chair. She began to 

clear her table. The kettle was singing. They waited and waited. 

Meantime the three children were on the platform at Sethley Bridge, on the Midland main line, 

two miles from home. They waited one hour. A train came—he was not there. Down the line the 

red and green lights shone. It was very dark and very cold. 

“Ask him if the London train’s come,” said Paul to Annie, when they saw a man in a tip cap. 

“I’m not,” said Annie. “You be quiet—he might send us off.” 

But Paul was dying for the man to know they were expecting someone by the London train: it 

sounded so grand. Yet he was much too much scared of broaching any man, let alone one in a 

peaked cap, to dare to ask. The three children could scarcely go into the waiting-room for fear of 

being sent away, and for fear something should happen whilst they were off the platform. Still 

they waited in the dark and cold. 

“It’s an hour an’ a half late,” said Arthur pathetically. 

“Well,” said Annie, “it’s Christmas Eve.” 

They all grew silent. He wasn’t coming. They looked down the darkness of the railway. There 

was London! It seemed the utter-most of distance. They thought anything might happen if one 

came from London. They were all too troubled to talk. Cold, and unhappy, and silent, they 

huddled together on the platform. 

At last, after more than two hours, they saw the lights of an engine peering round, away down 

the darkness. A porter ran out. The children drew back with beating hearts. A great train, bound 

for Manchester, drew up. Two doors opened, and from one of them, William. They flew to him. 

He handed parcels to them cheerily, and immediately began to explain that this great train had 

stopped for his sake at such a small station as Sethley Bridge: it was not booked to stop. 



Meanwhile the parents were getting anxious. The table was set, the chop was cooked, 

everything was ready. Mrs. Morel put on her black apron. She was wearing her best dress. Then 

she sat, pretending to read. The minutes were a torture to her. 

“H’m!” said Morel. “It’s an hour an’ a ha’ef.” 

“And those children waiting!” she said. 

“Th’ train canna ha’ come in yet,” he said. 

“I tell you, on Christmas Eve they’re hours wrong.” 

They were both a bit cross with each other, so gnawed with anxiety. The ash-tree moaned 

outside in a cold, raw wind. And all that space of night from London home! Mrs. Morel suffered. 

The slight click of the works inside the clock irritated her. It was getting so late; it was getting 

unbearable. 

At last there was a sound of voices, and a footstep in the entry. 

“Ha’s here!” cried Morel, jumping up. 

Then he stood back. The mother ran a few steps towards the door and waited. There was a 

rush and a patter of feet, the door burst open. William was there. He dropped his Gladstone bag 

and took his mother in his arms. 

“Mater!” he said. 

“My boy!” she cried. 

And for two seconds, no longer, she clasped him and kissed him. Then she withdrew and said, 

trying to be quite normal: 

“But how late you are!” 

“Aren’t I!” he cried, turning to his father. “Well, dad!” 

The two men shook hands. 

“Well, my lad!” 

Morel’s eyes were wet. 

“We thought tha’d niver be commin’,” he said. 

“Oh, I’d come!” exclaimed William. 

Then the son turned round to his mother. 

“But you look well,” she said proudly, laughing. 

“Well!” he exclaimed. “I should think so—coming home!” 

He was a fine fellow, big, straight, and fearless-looking. He looked round at the evergreens 

and the kissing-bunch, and the little tarts that lay in their tins on the hearth. 

“By jove! mother, it’s not different!” he said, as if in relief. 

Everybody was still for a second. Then he suddenly sprang forward, picked a tart from the 

hearth, and pushed it whole into his mouth. 

“Well, did iver you see such a parish oven!” the father exclaimed. 

He had brought them endless presents. Every penny he had he had spent on them. There was a 

sense of luxury overflowing in the house. For his mother there was an umbrella with gold on the 

pale handle. She kept it to her dying day, and would have lost anything rather than that. 

Everybody had something gorgeous, and besides, there were pounds of unknown sweets: Turkish 



delight, crystallised pineapple, and such-like things which, the children thought, only the 

splendour of London could provide. And Paul boasted of these sweets among his friends. 

“Real pineapple, cut off in slices, and then turned into crystal—fair grand!” 

Everybody was mad with happiness in the family. Home was home, and they loved it with a 

passion of love, whatever the suffering had been. There were parties, there were rejoicings. 

People came in to see William, to see what difference London had made to him. And they all 

found him “such a gentleman, and such a fine fellow, my word!” 

When he went away again the children retired to various places to weep alone. Morel went to 

bed in misery, and Mrs. Morel felt as if she were numbed by some drug, as if her feelings were 

paralysed. She loved him passionately. 

He was in the office of a lawyer connected with a large shipping firm, and at the midsummer 

his chief offered him a trip in the Mediterranean on one of the boats, for quite a small cost. Mrs. 

Morel wrote: “Go, go, my boy. You may never have a chance again, and I should love to think of 

you cruising there in the Mediterranean almost better than to have you at home.” But William 

came home for his fortnight’s holiday. Not even the Mediterranean, which pulled at all his young 

man’s desire to travel, and at his poor man’s wonder at the glamorous south, could take him 

away when he might come home. That compensated his mother for much. 

  



CHAPTER V PAUL LAUNCHES INTO LIFE 

Morel was rather a heedless man, careless of danger. So he had endless accidents. Now, when 

Mrs. Morel heard the rattle of an empty coal-cart cease at her entry-end, she ran into the parlour 

to look, expecting almost to see her husband seated in the waggon, his face grey under his dirt, 

his body limp and sick with some hurt or other. If it were he, she would run out to help. 

About a year after William went to London, and just after Paul had left school, before he got 

work, Mrs. Morel was upstairs and her son was painting in the kitchen—he was very clever with 

his brush—when there came a knock at the door. Crossly he put down his brush to go. At the 

same moment his mother opened a window upstairs and looked down. 

A pit-lad in his dirt stood on the threshold. 

“Is this Walter Morel’s?” he asked. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Morel. “What is it?” 

But she had guessed already. 

“Your mester’s got hurt,” he said. 

“Eh, dear me!” she exclaimed. “It’s a wonder if he hadn’t, lad. And what’s he done this time?” 

“I don’t know for sure, but it’s ’is leg somewhere. They ta’ein’ ’im ter th’ ’ospital.” 

“Good gracious me!” she exclaimed. “Eh, dear, what a one he is! There’s not five minutes of 

peace, I’ll be hanged if there is! His thumb’s nearly better, and now—Did you see him?” 

“I seed him at th’ bottom. An’ I seed ’em bring ’im up in a tub, an’ ’e wor in a dead faint. But 

he shouted like anythink when Doctor Fraser examined him i’ th’ lamp cabin—an’ cossed an’ 

swore, an’ said as ’e wor goin’ to be ta’en whoam—’e worn’t goin’ ter th’ ’ospital.” 

The boy faltered to an end. 

“He would want to come home, so that I can have all the bother. Thank you, my lad. Eh, dear, 

if I’m not sick—sick and surfeited, I am!” 

She came downstairs. Paul had mechanically resumed his painting. 

“And it must be pretty bad if they’ve taken him to the hospital,” she went on. “But what 

a careless creature he is! Other men don’t have all these accidents. Yes, he would want to put all 

the burden on me. Eh, dear, just as we were getting easy a bit at last. Put those things away, 

there’s no time to be painting now. What time is there a train? I know I s’ll have to go trailing to 

Keston. I s’ll have to leave that bedroom.” 

“I can finish it,” said Paul. 

“You needn’t. I shall catch the seven o’clock back, I should think. Oh, my blessed heart, the 

fuss and commotion he’ll make! And those granite setts at Tinder Hill—he might well call them 

kidney pebbles—they’ll jolt him almost to bits. I wonder why they can’t mend them, the state 

they’re in, an’ all the men as go across in that ambulance. You’d think they’d have a hospital 

here. The men bought the ground, and, my sirs, there’d be accidents enough to keep it going. But 

no, they must trail them ten miles in a slow ambulance to Nottingham. It’s a crying shame! Oh, 

and the fuss he’ll make! I know he will! I wonder who’s with him. Barker, I s’d think. Poor 

beggar, he’ll wish himself anywhere rather. But he’ll look after him, I know. Now there’s no 

telling how long he’ll be stuck in that hospital—and won’t he hate it! But if it’s only his leg it’s 

not so bad.” 



All the time she was getting ready. Hurriedly taking off her bodice, she crouched at the boiler 

while the water ran slowly into her lading-can. 

“I wish this boiler was at the bottom of the sea!” she exclaimed, wriggling the handle 

impatiently. She had very handsome, strong arms, rather surprising on a smallish woman. 

Paul cleared away, put on the kettle, and set the table. 

“There isn’t a train till four-twenty,” he said. “You’ve time enough.” 

“Oh no, I haven’t!” she cried, blinking at him over the towel as she wiped her face. 

“Yes, you have. You must drink a cup of tea at any rate. Should I come with you to Keston?” 

“Come with me? What for, I should like to know? Now, what have I to take him? Eh, dear! 

His clean shirt—and it’s a blessing it is clean. But it had better be aired. And stockings—he 

won’t want them—and a towel, I suppose; and handkerchiefs. Now what else?” 

“A comb, a knife and fork and spoon,” said Paul. His father had been in the hospital before. 

“Goodness knows what sort of state his feet were in,” continued Mrs. Morel, as she combed 

her long brown hair, that was fine as silk, and was touched now with grey. “He’s very particular 

to wash himself to the waist, but below he thinks doesn’t matter. But there, I suppose they see 

plenty like it.” 

Paul had laid the table. He cut his mother one or two pieces of very thin bread and butter. 

“Here you are,” he said, putting her cup of tea in her place. 

“I can’t be bothered!” she exclaimed crossly. 

“Well, you’ve got to, so there, now it’s put out ready,” he insisted. 

So she sat down and sipped her tea, and ate a little, in silence. She was thinking. 

In a few minutes she was gone, to walk the two and a half miles to Keston Station. All the 

things she was taking him she had in her bulging string bag. Paul watched her go up the road 

between the hedges—a little, quick-stepping figure, and his heart ached for her, that she was 

thrust forward again into pain and trouble. And she, tripping so quickly in her anxiety, felt at the 

back of her her son’s heart waiting on her, felt him bearing what part of the burden he could, 

even supporting her. And when she was at the hospital, she thought: “It will upset that lad when I 

tell him how bad it is. I’d better be careful.” And when she was trudging home again, she felt he 

was coming to share her burden. 

“Is it bad?” asked Paul, as soon as she entered the house. 

“It’s bad enough,” she replied. 

“What?” 

She sighed and sat down, undoing her bonnet-strings. Her son watched her face as it was 

lifted, and her small, work-hardened hands fingering at the bow under her chin. 

“Well,” she answered, “it’s not really dangerous, but the nurse says it’s a dreadful smash. You 

see, a great piece of rock fell on his leg—here—and it’s a compound fracture. There are pieces 

of bone sticking through—” 

“Ugh—how horrid!” exclaimed the children. 

“And,” she continued, “of course he says he’s going to die—it wouldn’t be him if he didn’t. 

‘I’m done for, my lass!’ he said, looking at me. ‘Don’t be so silly,’ I said to him. ‘You’re not 

going to die of a broken leg, however badly it’s smashed.’ ‘I s’ll niver come out of ’ere but in a 

wooden box,’ he groaned. ‘Well,’ I said, ‘if you want them to carry you into the garden in a 



wooden box, when you’re better, I’ve no doubt they will.’ ‘If we think it’s good for him,’ said 

the Sister. She’s an awfully nice Sister, but rather strict.” 

Mrs. Morel took off her bonnet. The children waited in silence. 

“Of course, he is bad,” she continued, “and he will be. It’s a great shock, and he’s lost a lot of 

blood; and, of course, it is a very dangerous smash. It’s not at all sure that it will mend so easily. 

And then there’s the fever and the mortification—if it took bad ways he’d quickly be gone. But 

there, he’s a clean-blooded man, with wonderful healing flesh, and so I see no reason why 

it should take bad ways. Of course there’s a wound—” 

She was pale now with emotion and anxiety. The three children realised that it was very bad 

for their father, and the house was silent, anxious. 

“But he always gets better,” said Paul after a while. 

“That’s what I tell him,” said the mother. 

Everybody moved about in silence. 

“And he really looked nearly done for,” she said. “But the Sister says that is the pain.” 

Annie took away her mother’s coat and bonnet. 

“And he looked at me when I came away! I said: ‘I s’ll have to go now, Walter, because of the 

train—and the children.’ And he looked at me. It seems hard.” 

Paul took up his brush again and went on painting. Arthur went outside for some coal. Annie 

sat looking dismal. And Mrs. Morel, in her little rocking-chair that her husband had made for her 

when the first baby was coming, remained motionless, brooding. She was grieved, and bitterly 

sorry for the man who was hurt so much. But still, in her heart of hearts, where the love should 

have burned, there was a blank. Now, when all her woman’s pity was roused to its full extent, 

when she would have slaved herself to death to nurse him and to save him, when she would have 

taken the pain herself, if she could, somewhere far away inside her, she felt indifferent to him 

and to his suffering. It hurt her most of all, this failure to love him, even when he roused her 

strong emotions. She brooded awhile. 

“And there,” she said suddenly, “when I’d got halfway to Keston, I found I’d come out in my 

working boots—and look at them.” They were an old pair of Paul’s, brown and rubbed through 

at the toes. “I didn’t know what to do with myself, for shame,” she added. 

In the morning, when Annie and Arthur were at school, Mrs. Morel talked again to her son, 

who was helping her with her housework. 

“I found Barker at the hospital. He did look bad, poor little fellow! ‘Well,’ I said to him, ‘what 

sort of a journey did you have with him?’ ‘Dunna ax me, missis!’ he said. ‘Ay,’ I said, ‘I know 

what he’d be.’ ‘But it wor bad for him, Mrs. Morel, it wor that!’ he said. ‘I know,’ I said. ‘At 

ivry jolt I thought my ’eart would ha’ flown clean out o’ my mouth,’ he said. ‘An’ the scream ’e 

gives sometimes! Missis, not for a fortune would I go through wi’ it again.’ ‘I can quite 

understand it,’ I said. ‘It’s a nasty job, though,’ he said, ‘an’ one as’ll be a long while afore it’s 

right again.’ ‘I’m afraid it will,’ I said. I like Mr. Barker—I do like him. There’s something so 

manly about him.” 

Paul resumed his task silently. 

“And of course,” Mrs. Morel continued, “for a man like your father, the hospital is hard. 

He can’t understand rules and regulations. And he won’t let anybody else touch him, not if he 

can help it. When he smashed the muscles of his thigh, and it had to be dressed four times a 



day, would he let anybody but me or his mother do it? He wouldn’t. So, of course, he’ll suffer in 

there with the nurses. And I didn’t like leaving him. I’m sure, when I kissed him an’ came away, 

it seemed a shame.” 

So she talked to her son, almost as if she were thinking aloud to him, and he took it in as best 

he could, by sharing her trouble to lighten it. And in the end she shared almost everything with 

him without knowing. 

Morel had a very bad time. For a week he was in a critical condition. Then he began to mend. 

And then, knowing he was going to get better, the whole family sighed with relief, and 

proceeded to live happily. 

They were not badly off whilst Morel was in the hospital. There were fourteen shillings a 

week from the pit, ten shillings from the sick club, and five shillings from the Disability Fund; 

and then every week the butties had something for Mrs. Morel—five or seven shillings—so that 

she was quite well to do. And whilst Morel was progressing favourably in the hospital, the 

family was extraordinarily happy and peaceful. On Saturdays and Wednesdays Mrs. Morel went 

to Nottingham to see her husband. Then she always brought back some little thing: a small tube 

of paints for Paul, or some thick paper; a couple of postcards for Annie, that the whole family 

rejoiced over for days before the girl was allowed to send them away; or a fret-saw for Arthur, or 

a bit of pretty wood. She described her adventures into the big shops with joy. Soon the folk in 

the picture-shop knew her, and knew about Paul. The girl in the book-shop took a keen interest 

in her. Mrs. Morel was full of information when she got home from Nottingham. The three sat 

round till bed-time, listening, putting in, arguing. Then Paul often raked the fire. 

“I’m the man in the house now,” he used to say to his mother with joy. They learned how 

perfectly peaceful the home could be. And they almost regretted—though none of them would 

have owned to such callousness—that their father was soon coming back. 

Paul was now fourteen, and was looking for work. He was a rather small and rather finely-

made boy, with dark brown hair and light blue eyes. His face had already lost its youthful 

chubbiness, and was becoming somewhat like William’s—rough-featured, almost rugged—and 

it was extraordinarily mobile. Usually he looked as if he saw things, was full of life, and warm; 

then his smile, like his mother’s, came suddenly and was very lovable; and then, when there was 

any clog in his soul’s quick running, his face went stupid and ugly. He was the sort of boy that 

becomes a clown and a lout as soon as he is not understood, or feels himself held cheap; and, 

again, is adorable at the first touch of warmth. 

He suffered very much from the first contact with anything. When he was seven, the starting 

school had been a nightmare and a torture to him. But afterwards he liked it. And now that he felt 

he had to go out into life, he went through agonies of shrinking self-consciousness. He was quite 

a clever painter for a boy of his years, and he knew some French and German and mathematics 

that Mr. Heaton had taught him. But nothing he had was of any commercial value. He was not 

strong enough for heavy manual work, his mother said. He did not care for making things with 

his hands, preferred racing about, or making excursions into the country, or reading, or painting. 

“What do you want to be?” his mother asked. 

“Anything.” 

“That is no answer,” said Mrs. Morel. 

But it was quite truthfully the only answer he could give. His ambition, as far as this world’s 

gear went, was quietly to earn his thirty or thirty-five shillings a week somewhere near home, 



and then, when his father died, have a cottage with his mother, paint and go out as he liked, and 

live happy ever after. That was his programme as far as doing things went. But he was proud 

within himself, measuring people against himself, and placing them, inexorably. And he thought 

that perhaps he might also make a painter, the real thing. But that he left alone. 

“Then,” said his mother, “you must look in the paper for the advertisements.” 

He looked at her. It seemed to him a bitter humiliation and an anguish to go through. But he 

said nothing. When he got up in the morning, his whole being was knotted up over this one 

thought: 

“I’ve got to go and look for advertisements for a job.” 

It stood in front of the morning, that thought, killing all joy and even life, for him. His heart 

felt like a tight knot. 

And then, at ten o’clock, he set off. He was supposed to be a queer, quiet child. Going up the 

sunny street of the little town, he felt as if all the folk he met said to themselves: “He’s going to 

the Co-op. reading-room to look in the papers for a place. He can’t get a job. I suppose he’s 

living on his mother.” Then he crept up the stone stairs behind the drapery shop at the Co-op., 

and peeped in the reading-room. Usually one or two men were there, either old, useless fellows, 

or colliers “on the club”. So he entered, full of shrinking and suffering when they looked up, 

seated himself at the table, and pretended to scan the news. He knew they would think: “What 

does a lad of thirteen want in a reading-room with a newspaper?” and he suffered. 

Then he looked wistfully out of the window. Already he was a prisoner of industrialism. Large 

sunflowers stared over the old red wall of the garden opposite, looking in their jolly way down 

on the women who were hurrying with something for dinner. The valley was full of corn, 

brightening in the sun. Two collieries, among the fields, waved their small white plumes of 

steam. Far off on the hills were the woods of Annesley, dark and fascinating. Already his heart 

went down. He was being taken into bondage. His freedom in the beloved home valley was 

going now. 

The brewers’ waggons came rolling up from Keston with enormous barrels, four a side, like 

beans in a burst bean-pod. The waggoner, throned aloft, rolling massively in his seat, was not so 

much below Paul’s eye. The man’s hair, on his small, bullet head, was bleached almost white by 

the sun, and on his thick red arms, rocking idly on his sack apron, the white hairs glistened. His 

red face shone and was almost asleep with sunshine. The horses, handsome and brown, went on 

by themselves, looking by far the masters of the show. 

Paul wished he were stupid. “I wish,” he thought to himself, “I was fat like him, and like a dog 

in the sun. I wish I was a pig and a brewer’s waggoner.” 

Then, the room being at last empty, he would hastily copy an advertisement on a scrap of 

paper, then another, and slip out in immense relief. His mother would scan over his copies. 

“Yes,” she said, “you may try.” 

William had written out a letter of application, couched in admirable business language, which 

Paul copied, with variations. The boy’s handwriting was execrable, so that William, who did all 

things well, got into a fever of impatience. 

The elder brother was becoming quite swanky. In London he found that he could associate 

with men far above his Bestwood friends in station. Some of the clerks in the office had studied 

for the law, and were more or less going through a kind of apprenticeship. William always made 

friends among men wherever he went, he was so jolly. Therefore he was soon visiting and 



staying in houses of men who, in Bestwood, would have looked down on the unapproachable 

bank manager, and would merely have called indifferently on the Rector. So he began to fancy 

himself as a great gun. He was, indeed, rather surprised at the ease with which he became a 

gentleman. 

His mother was glad, he seemed so pleased. And his lodging in Walthamstow was so dreary. 

But now there seemed to come a kind of fever into the young man’s letters. He was unsettled by 

all the change, he did not stand firm on his own feet, but seemed to spin rather giddily on the 

quick current of the new life. His mother was anxious for him. She could feel him losing himself. 

He had danced and gone to the theatre, boated on the river, been out with friends; and she knew 

he sat up afterwards in his cold bedroom grinding away at Latin, because he intended to get on in 

his office, and in the law as much as he could. He never sent his mother any money now. It was 

all taken, the little he had, for his own life. And she did not want any, except sometimes, when 

she was in a tight corner, and when ten shillings would have saved her much worry. She still 

dreamed of William, and of what he would do, with herself behind him. Never for a minute 

would she admit to herself how heavy and anxious her heart was because of him. 

Also he talked a good deal now of a girl he had met at a dance, a handsome brunette, quite 

young, and a lady, after whom the men were running thick and fast. 

“I wonder if you would run, my boy,” his mother wrote to him, “unless you saw all the other 

men chasing her too. You feel safe enough and vain enough in a crowd. But take care, and see 

how you feel when you find yourself alone, and in triumph.” William resented these things, and 

continued the chase. He had taken the girl on the river. “If you saw her, mother, you would know 

how I feel. Tall and elegant, with the clearest of clear, transparent olive complexions, hair as 

black as jet, and such grey eyes—bright, mocking, like lights on water at night. It is all very well 

to be a bit satirical till you see her. And she dresses as well as any woman in London. I tell you, 

your son doesn’t half put his head up when she goes walking down Piccadilly with him.” 

Mrs. Morel wondered, in her heart, if her son did not go walking down Piccadilly with an 

elegant figure and fine clothes, rather than with a woman who was near to him. But she 

congratulated him in her doubtful fashion. And, as she stood over the washing-tub, the mother 

brooded over her son. She saw him saddled with an elegant and expensive wife, earning little 

money, dragging along and getting draggled in some small, ugly house in a suburb. “But there,” 

she told herself, “I am very likely a silly—meeting trouble halfway.” Nevertheless, the load of 

anxiety scarcely ever left her heart, lest William should do the wrong thing by himself. 

Presently, Paul was bidden call upon Thomas Jordan, Manufacturer of Surgical Appliances, at 

21, Spaniel Row, Nottingham. Mrs. Morel was all joy. 

“There, you see!” she cried, her eyes shining. “You’ve only written four letters, and the third 

is answered. You’re lucky, my boy, as I always said you were.” 

Paul looked at the picture of a wooden leg, adorned with elastic stockings and other 

appliances, that figured on Mr. Jordan’s notepaper, and he felt alarmed. He had not known that 

elastic stockings existed. And he seemed to feel the business world, with its regulated system of 

values, and its impersonality, and he dreaded it. It seemed monstrous also that a business could 

be run on wooden legs. 

Mother and son set off together one Tuesday morning. It was August and blazing hot. Paul 

walked with something screwed up tight inside him. He would have suffered much physical pain 

rather than this unreasonable suffering at being exposed to strangers, to be accepted or rejected. 

Yet he chattered away with his mother. He would never have confessed to her how he suffered 



over these things, and she only partly guessed. She was gay, like a sweetheart. She stood in front 

of the ticket-office at Bestwood, and Paul watched her take from her purse the money for the 

tickets. As he saw her hands in their old black kid gloves getting the silver out of the worn purse, 

his heart contracted with pain of love of her. 

She was quite excited, and quite gay. He suffered because she would talk aloud in presence of 

the other travellers. 

“Now look at that silly cow!” she said, “careering round as if it thought it was a circus.” 

“It’s most likely a bottfly,” he said very low. 

“A what?” she asked brightly and unashamed. 

They thought awhile. He was sensible all the time of having her opposite him. Suddenly their 

eyes met, and she smiled to him—a rare, intimate smile, beautiful with brightness and love. Then 

each looked out of the window. 

The sixteen slow miles of railway journey passed. The mother and son walked down Station 

Street, feeling the excitement of lovers having an adventure together. In Carrington Street they 

stopped to hang over the parapet and look at the barges on the canal below. 

“It’s just like Venice,” he said, seeing the sunshine on the water that lay between high factory 

walls. 

“Perhaps,” she answered, smiling. 

They enjoyed the shops immensely. 

“Now you see that blouse,” she would say, “wouldn’t that just suit our Annie? And for one-

and-eleven-three. Isn’t that cheap?” 

“And made of needlework as well,” he said. 

“Yes.” 

They had plenty of time, so they did not hurry. The town was strange and delightful to them. 

But the boy was tied up inside in a knot of apprehension. He dreaded the interview with Thomas 

Jordan. 

It was nearly eleven o’clock by St. Peter’s Church. They turned up a narrow street that led to 

the Castle. It was gloomy and old-fashioned, having low dark shops and dark green house doors 

with brass knockers, and yellow-ochred doorsteps projecting on to the pavement; then another 

old shop whose small window looked like a cunning, half-shut eye. Mother and son went 

cautiously, looking everywhere for “Thomas Jordan and Son”. It was like hunting in some wild 

place. They were on tiptoe of excitement. 

Suddenly they spied a big, dark archway, in which were names of various firms, Thomas 

Jordan among them. 

“Here it is!” said Mrs. Morel. “But now where is it?” 

They looked round. On one side was a queer, dark, cardboard factory, on the other a 

Commercial Hotel. 

“It’s up the entry,” said Paul. 

And they ventured under the archway, as into the jaws of the dragon. They emerged into a 

wide yard, like a well, with buildings all round. It was littered with straw and boxes, and 

cardboard. The sunshine actually caught one crate whose straw was streaming on to the yard like 

gold. But elsewhere the place was like a pit. There were several doors, and two flights of steps. 



Straight in front, on a dirty glass door at the top of a staircase, loomed the ominous words 

“Thomas Jordan and Son—Surgical Appliances.” Mrs. Morel went first, her son followed her. 

Charles I. mounted his scaffold with a lighter heart than had Paul Morel as he followed his 

mother up the dirty steps to the dirty door. 

She pushed open the door, and stood in pleased surprise. In front of her was a big warehouse, 

with creamy paper parcels everywhere, and clerks, with their shirt-sleeves rolled back, were 

going about in an at-home sort of way. The light was subdued, the glossy cream parcels seemed 

luminous, the counters were of dark brown wood. All was quiet and very homely. Mrs. Morel 

took two steps forward, then waited. Paul stood behind her. She had on her Sunday bonnet and a 

black veil; he wore a boy’s broad white collar and a Norfolk suit. 

One of the clerks looked up. He was thin and tall, with a small face. His way of looking was 

alert. Then he glanced round to the other end of the room, where was a glass office. And then he 

came forward. He did not say anything, but leaned in a gentle, inquiring fashion towards Mrs. 

Morel. 

“Can I see Mr. Jordan?” she asked. 

“I’ll fetch him,” answered the young man. 

He went down to the glass office. A red-faced, white-whiskered old man looked up. He 

reminded Paul of a pomeranian dog. Then the same little man came up the room. He had short 

legs, was rather stout, and wore an alpaca jacket. So, with one ear up, as it were, he came stoutly 

and inquiringly down the room. 

“Good-morning!” he said, hesitating before Mrs. Morel, in doubt as to whether she were a 

customer or not. 

“Good-morning. I came with my son, Paul Morel. You asked him to call this morning.” 

“Come this way,” said Mr. Jordan, in a rather snappy little manner intended to be businesslike. 

They followed the manufacturer into a grubby little room, upholstered in black American 

leather, glossy with the rubbing of many customers. On the table was a pile of trusses, yellow 

wash-leather hoops tangled together. They looked new and living. Paul sniffed the odour of new 

wash-leather. He wondered what the things were. By this time he was so much stunned that he 

only noticed the outside things. 

“Sit down!” said Mr. Jordan, irritably pointing Mrs. Morel to a horse-hair chair. She sat on the 

edge in an uncertain fashion. Then the little old man fidgeted and found a paper. 

“Did you write this letter?” he snapped, thrusting what Paul recognised as his own notepaper 

in front of him. 

“Yes,” he answered. 

At that moment he was occupied in two ways: first, in feeling guilty for telling a lie, since 

William had composed the letter; second, in wondering why his letter seemed so strange and 

different, in the fat, red hand of the man, from what it had been when it lay on the kitchen table. 

It was like part of himself, gone astray. He resented the way the man held it. 

“Where did you learn to write?” said the old man crossly. 

Paul merely looked at him shamedly, and did not answer. 

“He is a bad writer,” put in Mrs. Morel apologetically. Then she pushed up her veil. Paul hated 

her for not being prouder with this common little man, and he loved her face clear of the veil. 

“And you say you know French?” inquired the little man, still sharply. 



“Yes,” said Paul. 

“What school did you go to?” 

“The Board-school.” 

“And did you learn it there?” 

“No—I—” The boy went crimson and got no farther. 

“His godfather gave him lessons,” said Mrs. Morel, half pleading and rather distant. 

Mr. Jordan hesitated. Then, in his irritable manner—he always seemed to keep his hands ready 

for action—he pulled another sheet of paper from his pocket, unfolded it. The paper made a 

crackling noise. He handed it to Paul. 

“Read that,” he said. 

It was a note in French, in thin, flimsy foreign handwriting that the boy could not decipher. He 

stared blankly at the paper. 

“‘Monsieur,’” he began; then he looked in great confusion at Mr. Jordan. “It’s the—it’s the—” 

He wanted to say “handwriting”, but his wits would no longer work even sufficiently to supply 

him with the word. Feeling an utter fool, and hating Mr. Jordan, he turned desperately to the 

paper again. 

“‘Sir,—Please send me’—er—er—I can’t tell the—er—‘two pairs—gris fil bas—grey thread 

stockings’—er—er—‘sans—without’—er—I can’t tell the words—er—‘doigts—fingers’—er—I 

can’t tell the—” 

He wanted to say “handwriting”, but the word still refused to come. Seeing him stuck, Mr. 

Jordan snatched the paper from him. 

“‘Please send by return two pairs grey thread stockings without toes.’” 

“Well,” flashed Paul, “‘doigts’ means ‘fingers’—as well—as a rule—” 

The little man looked at him. He did not know whether “doigts” meant “fingers”; he knew that 

for all his purposes it meant “toes”. 

“Fingers to stockings!” he snapped. 

“Well, it does mean fingers,” the boy persisted. 

He hated the little man, who made such a clod of him. Mr. Jordan looked at the pale, stupid, 

defiant boy, then at the mother, who sat quiet and with that peculiar shut-off look of the poor 

who have to depend on the favour of others. 

“And when could he come?” he asked. 

“Well,” said Mrs. Morel, “as soon as you wish. He has finished school now.” 

“He would live in Bestwood?” 

“Yes; but he could be in—at the station—at quarter to eight.” 

“H’m!” 

It ended by Paul’s being engaged as junior spiral clerk at eight shillings a week. The boy did 

not open his mouth to say another word, after having insisted that “doigts” meant “fingers”. He 

followed his mother down the stairs. She looked at him with her bright blue eyes full of love and 

joy. 

“I think you’ll like it,” she said. 

“‘Doigts’ does mean ‘fingers’, mother, and it was the writing. I couldn’t read the writing.” 



“Never mind, my boy. I’m sure he’ll be all right, and you won’t see much of him. Wasn’t that 

first young fellow nice? I’m sure you’ll like them.” 

“But wasn’t Mr. Jordan common, mother? Does he own it all?” 

“I suppose he was a workman who has got on,” she said. “You mustn’t mind people so much. 

They’re not being disagreeable to you—it’s their way. You always think people are meaning 

things for you. But they don’t.” 

It was very sunny. Over the big desolate space of the market-place the blue sky shimmered, 

and the granite cobbles of the paving glistened. Shops down the Long Row were deep in 

obscurity, and the shadow was full of colour. Just where the horse trams trundled across the 

market was a row of fruit stalls, with fruit blazing in the sun—apples and piles of reddish 

oranges, small green-gage plums and bananas. There was a warm scent of fruit as mother and 

son passed. Gradually his feeling of ignominy and of rage sank. 

“Where should we go for dinner?” asked the mother. 

It was felt to be a reckless extravagance. Paul had only been in an eating-house once or twice 

in his life, and then only to have a cup of tea and a bun. Most of the people of Bestwood 

considered that tea and bread-and-butter, and perhaps potted beef, was all they could afford to 

eat in Nottingham. Real cooked dinner was considered great extravagance. Paul felt rather guilty. 

They found a place that looked quite cheap. But when Mrs. Morel scanned the bill of fare, her 

heart was heavy, things were so dear. So she ordered kidney-pies and potatoes as the cheapest 

available dish. 

“We oughtn’t to have come here, mother,” said Paul. 

“Never mind,” she said. “We won’t come again.” 

She insisted on his having a small currant tart, because he liked sweets. 

“I don’t want it, mother,” he pleaded. 

“Yes,” she insisted; “you’ll have it.” 

And she looked round for the waitress. But the waitress was busy, and Mrs. Morel did not like 

to bother her then. So the mother and son waited for the girl’s pleasure, whilst she flirted among 

the men. 

“Brazen hussy!” said Mrs. Morel to Paul. “Look now, she’s taking that man his pudding, and 

he came long after us.” 

“It doesn’t matter, mother,” said Paul. 

Mrs. Morel was angry. But she was too poor, and her orders were too meagre, so that she had 

not the courage to insist on her rights just then. They waited and waited. 

“Should we go, mother?” he said. 

Then Mrs. Morel stood up. The girl was passing near. 

“Will you bring one currant tart?” said Mrs. Morel clearly. 

The girl looked round insolently. 

“Directly,” she said. 

“We have waited quite long enough,” said Mrs. Morel. 

In a moment the girl came back with the tart. Mrs. Morel asked coldly for the bill. Paul wanted 

to sink through the floor. He marvelled at his mother’s hardness. He knew that only years of 

battling had taught her to insist even so little on her rights. She shrank as much as he. 



“It’s the last time I go there for anything!” she declared, when they were outside the place, 

thankful to be clear. 

“We’ll go,” she said, “and look at Keep’s and Boot’s, and one or two places, shall we?” 

They had discussions over the pictures, and Mrs. Morel wanted to buy him a little sable brush 

that he hankered after. But this indulgence he refused. He stood in front of milliners’ shops and 

drapers’ shops almost bored, but content for her to be interested. They wandered on. 

“Now, just look at those black grapes!” she said. “They make your mouth water. I’ve wanted 

some of those for years, but I s’ll have to wait a bit before I get them.” 

Then she rejoiced in the florists, standing in the doorway sniffing. 

“Oh! oh! Isn’t it simply lovely!” 

Paul saw, in the darkness of the shop, an elegant young lady in black peering over the counter 

curiously. 

“They’re looking at you,” he said, trying to draw his mother away. 

“But what is it?” she exclaimed, refusing to be moved. 

“Stocks!” he answered, sniffing hastily. “Look, there’s a tubful.” 

“So there is—red and white. But really, I never knew stocks to smell like it!” And, to his great 

relief, she moved out of the doorway, but only to stand in front of the window. 

“Paul!” she cried to him, who was trying to get out of sight of the elegant young lady in 

black—the shop-girl. “Paul! Just look here!” 

He came reluctantly back. 

“Now, just look at that fuchsia!” she exclaimed, pointing. 

“H’m!” He made a curious, interested sound. “You’d think every second as the flowers was 

going to fall off, they hang so big an’ heavy.” 

“And such an abundance!” she cried. 

“And the way they drop downwards with their threads and knots!” 

“Yes!” she exclaimed. “Lovely!” 

“I wonder who’ll buy it!” he said. 

“I wonder!” she answered. “Not us.” 

“It would die in our parlour.” 

“Yes, beastly cold, sunless hole; it kills every bit of a plant you put in, and the kitchen chokes 

them to death.” 

They bought a few things, and set off towards the station. Looking up the canal, through the 

dark pass of the buildings, they saw the Castle on its bluff of brown, green-bushed rock, in a 

positive miracle of delicate sunshine. 

“Won’t it be nice for me to come out at dinner-times?” said Paul. “I can go all round here and 

see everything. I s’ll love it.” 

“You will,” assented his mother. 

He had spent a perfect afternoon with his mother. They arrived home in the mellow evening, 

happy, and glowing, and tired. 

In the morning he filled in the form for his season-ticket and took it to the station. When he 

got back, his mother was just beginning to wash the floor. He sat crouched up on the sofa. 



“He says it’ll be here on Saturday,” he said. 

“And how much will it be?” 

“About one pound eleven,” he said. 

She went on washing her floor in silence. 

“Is it a lot?” he asked. 

“It’s no more than I thought,” she answered. 

“An’ I s’ll earn eight shillings a week,” he said. 

She did not answer, but went on with her work. At last she said: 

“That William promised me, when he went to London, as he’d give me a pound a month. He 

has given me ten shillings—twice; and now I know he hasn’t a farthing if I asked him. Not that I 

want it. Only just now you’d think he might be able to help with this ticket, which I’d never 

expected.” 

“He earns a lot,” said Paul. 

“He earns a hundred and thirty pounds. But they’re all alike. They’re large in promises, but 

it’s precious little fulfilment you get.” 

“He spends over fifty shillings a week on himself,” said Paul. 

“And I keep this house on less than thirty,” she replied; “and am supposed to find money for 

extras. But they don’t care about helping you, once they’ve gone. He’d rather spend it on that 

dressed-up creature.” 

“She should have her own money if she’s so grand,” said Paul. 

“She should, but she hasn’t. I asked him. And I know he doesn’t buy her a gold bangle for 

nothing. I wonder whoever bought me a gold bangle.” 

William was succeeding with his “Gipsy”, as he called her. He asked the girl—her name was 

Louisa Lily Denys Western—for a photograph to send to his mother. The photo came—a 

handsome brunette, taken in profile, smirking slightly—and, it might be, quite naked, for on the 

photograph not a scrap of clothing was to be seen, only a naked bust. 

“Yes,” wrote Mrs. Morel to her son, “the photograph of Louie is very striking, and I can see 

she must be attractive. But do you think, my boy, it was very good taste of a girl to give her 

young man that photo to send to his mother—the first? Certainly the shoulders are beautiful, as 

you say. But I hardly expected to see so much of them at the first view.” 

Morel found the photograph standing on the chiffonier in the parlour. He came out with it 

between his thick thumb and finger. 

“Who dost reckon this is?” he asked of his wife. 

“It’s the girl our William is going with,” replied Mrs. Morel. 

“H’m! ’Er’s a bright spark, from th’ look on ’er, an’ one as wunna do him owermuch good 

neither. Who is she?” 

“Her name is Louisa Lily Denys Western.” 

“An’ come again to-morrer!” exclaimed the miner. “An’ is ’er an actress?” 

“She is not. She’s supposed to be a lady.” 

“I’ll bet!” he exclaimed, still staring at the photo. “A lady, is she? An’ how much does she 

reckon ter keep up this sort o’ game on?” 



“On nothing. She lives with an old aunt, whom she hates, and takes what bit of money’s given 

her.” 

“H’m!” said Morel, laying down the photograph. “Then he’s a fool to ha’ ta’en up wi’ such a 

one as that.” 

“Dear Mater,” William replied. “I’m sorry you didn’t like the photograph. It never occurred to 

me when I sent it, that you mightn’t think it decent. However, I told Gyp that it didn’t quite suit 

your prim and proper notions, so she’s going to send you another, that I hope will please you 

better. She’s always being photographed; in fact, the photographers ask her if they may take her 

for nothing.” 

Presently the new photograph came, with a little silly note from the girl. This time the young 

lady was seen in a black satin evening bodice, cut square, with little puff sleeves, and black lace 

hanging down her beautiful arms. 

“I wonder if she ever wears anything except evening clothes,” said Mrs. Morel sarcastically. 

“I’m sure I ought to be impressed.” 

“You are disagreeable, mother,” said Paul. “I think the first one with bare shoulders is lovely.” 

“Do you?” answered his mother. “Well, I don’t.” 

On the Monday morning the boy got up at six to start work. He had the season-ticket, which 

had cost such bitterness, in his waistcoat pocket. He loved it with its bars of yellow across. His 

mother packed his dinner in a small, shut-up basket, and he set off at a quarter to seven to catch 

the 7.15 train. Mrs. Morel came to the entry-end to see him off. 

It was a perfect morning. From the ash-tree the slender green fruits that the children call 

“pigeons” were twinkling gaily down on a little breeze, into the front gardens of the houses. The 

valley was full of a lustrous dark haze, through which the ripe corn shimmered, and in which the 

steam from Minton pit melted swiftly. Puffs of wind came. Paul looked over the high woods of 

Aldersley, where the country gleamed, and home had never pulled at him so powerfully. 

“Good-morning, mother,” he said, smiling, but feeling very unhappy. 

“Good-morning,” she replied cheerfully and tenderly. 

She stood in her white apron on the open road, watching him as he crossed the field. He had a 

small, compact body that looked full of life. She felt, as she saw him trudging over the field, that 

where he determined to go he would get. She thought of William. He would have leaped the 

fence instead of going round the stile. He was away in London, doing well. Paul would be 

working in Nottingham. Now she had two sons in the world. She could think of two places, great 

centres of industry, and feel that she had put a man into each of them, that these men would work 

out what she wanted; they were derived from her, they were of her, and their works also would 

be hers. All the morning long she thought of Paul. 

At eight o’clock he climbed the dismal stairs of Jordan’s Surgical Appliance Factory, and 

stood helplessly against the first great parcel-rack, waiting for somebody to pick him up. The 

place was still not awake. Over the counters were great dust sheets. Two men only had arrived, 

and were heard talking in a corner, as they took off their coats and rolled up their shirt-sleeves. It 

was ten past eight. Evidently there was no rush of punctuality. Paul listened to the voices of the 

two clerks. Then he heard someone cough, and saw in the office at the end of the room an old, 

decaying clerk, in a round smoking-cap of black velvet embroidered with red and green, opening 

letters. He waited and waited. One of the junior clerks went to the old man, greeted him cheerily 



and loudly. Evidently the old “chief” was deaf. Then the young fellow came striding importantly 

down to his counter. He spied Paul. 

“Hello!” he said. “You the new lad?” 

“Yes,” said Paul. 

“H’m! What’s your name?” 

“Paul Morel.” 

“Paul Morel? All right, you come on round here.” 

Paul followed him round the rectangle of counters. The room was second storey. It had a great 

hole in the middle of the floor, fenced as with a wall of counters, and down this wide shaft the 

lifts went, and the light for the bottom storey. Also there was a corresponding big, oblong hole in 

the ceiling, and one could see above, over the fence of the top floor, some machinery; and right 

away overhead was the glass roof, and all light for the three storeys came downwards, getting 

dimmer, so that it was always night on the ground floor and rather gloomy on the second floor. 

The factory was the top floor, the warehouse the second, the storehouse the ground floor. It was 

an insanitary, ancient place. 

Paul was led round to a very dark corner. 

“This is the ‘Spiral’ corner,” said the clerk. “You’re Spiral, with Pappleworth. He’s your boss, 

but he’s not come yet. He doesn’t get here till half-past eight. So you can fetch the letters, if you 

like, from Mr. Melling down there.” 

The young man pointed to the old clerk in the office. 

“All right,” said Paul. 

“Here’s a peg to hang your cap on. Here are your entry ledgers. Mr. Pappleworth won’t be 

long.” 

And the thin young man stalked away with long, busy strides over the hollow wooden floor. 

After a minute or two Paul went down and stood in the door of the glass office. The old clerk 

in the smoking-cap looked down over the rim of his spectacles. 

“Good-morning,” he said, kindly and impressively. “You want the letters for the Spiral 

department, Thomas?” 

Paul resented being called “Thomas”. But he took the letters and returned to his dark place, 

where the counter made an angle, where the great parcel-rack came to an end, and where there 

were three doors in the corner. He sat on a high stool and read the letters—those whose 

handwriting was not too difficult. They ran as follows: 

“Will you please send me at once a pair of lady’s silk spiral thigh-hose, without feet, such as I 

had from you last year; length, thigh to knee, etc.” Or, “Major Chamberlain wishes to repeat his 

previous order for a silk non-elastic suspensory bandage.” 

Many of these letters, some of them in French or Norwegian, were a great puzzle to the boy. 

He sat on his stool nervously awaiting the arrival of his “boss”. He suffered tortures of shyness 

when, at half-past eight, the factory girls for upstairs trooped past him. 

Mr. Pappleworth arrived, chewing a chlorodyne gum, at about twenty to nine, when all the 

other men were at work. He was a thin, sallow man with a red nose, quick, staccato, and smartly 

but stiffly dressed. He was about thirty-six years old. There was something rather “doggy”, 

rather smart, rather ’cute and shrewd, and something warm, and something slightly contemptible 

about him. 



“You my new lad?” he said. 

Paul stood up and said he was. 

“Fetched the letters?” 

Mr. Pappleworth gave a chew to his gum. 

“Yes.” 

“Copied ’em?” 

“No.” 

“Well, come on then, let’s look slippy. Changed your coat?” 

“No.” 

“You want to bring an old coat and leave it here.” He pronounced the last words with the 

chlorodyne gum between his side teeth. He vanished into the darkness behind the great parcel-

rack, reappeared coatless, turning up a smart striped shirt-cuff over a thin and hairy arm. Then he 

slipped into his coat. Paul noticed how thin he was, and that his trousers were in folds behind. He 

seized a stool, dragged it beside the boy’s, and sat down. 

“Sit down,” he said. 

Paul took a seat. 

Mr. Pappleworth was very close to him. The man seized the letters, snatched a long entry-

book out of a rack in front of him, flung it open, seized a pen, and said: 

“Now look here. You want to copy these letters in here.” He sniffed twice, gave a quick chew 

at his gum, stared fixedly at a letter, then went very still and absorbed, and wrote the entry 

rapidly, in a beautiful flourishing hand. He glanced quickly at Paul. 

“See that?” 

“Yes.” 

“Think you can do it all right?” 

“Yes.” 

“All right then, let’s see you.” 

He sprang off his stool. Paul took a pen. Mr. Pappleworth disappeared. Paul rather liked 

copying the letters, but he wrote slowly, laboriously, and exceedingly badly. He was doing the 

fourth letter, and feeling quite busy and happy, when Mr. Pappleworth reappeared. 

“Now then, how’r’ yer getting on? Done ’em?” 

He leaned over the boy’s shoulder, chewing, and smelling of chlorodyne. 

“Strike my bob, lad, but you’re a beautiful writer!” he exclaimed satirically. “Ne’er mind, how 

many h’yer done? Only three! I’d ’a eaten ’em. Get on, my lad, an’ put numbers on ’em. Here, 

look! Get on!” 

Paul ground away at the letters, whilst Mr. Pappleworth fussed over various jobs. Suddenly 

the boy started as a shrill whistle sounded near his ear. Mr. Pappleworth came, took a plug out of 

a pipe, and said, in an amazingly cross and bossy voice: 

“Yes?” 

Paul heard a faint voice, like a woman’s, out of the mouth of the tube. He gazed in wonder, 

never having seen a speaking-tube before. 



“Well,” said Mr. Pappleworth disagreeably into the tube, “you’d better get some of your back 

work done, then.” 

Again the woman’s tiny voice was heard, sounding pretty and cross. 

“I’ve not time to stand here while you talk,” said Mr. Pappleworth, and he pushed the plug 

into the tube. 

“Come, my lad,” he said imploringly to Paul, “there’s Polly crying out for them orders. Can’t 

you buck up a bit? Here, come out!” 

He took the book, to Paul’s immense chagrin, and began the copying himself. He worked 

quickly and well. This done, he seized some strips of long yellow paper, about three inches wide, 

and made out the day’s orders for the work-girls. 

“You’d better watch me,” he said to Paul, working all the while rapidly. Paul watched the 

weird little drawings of legs, and thighs, and ankles, with the strokes across and the numbers, and 

the few brief directions which his chief made upon the yellow paper. Then Mr. Pappleworth 

finished and jumped up. 

“Come on with me,” he said, and the yellow papers flying in his hands, he dashed through a 

door and down some stairs, into the basement where the gas was burning. They crossed the cold, 

damp storeroom, then a long, dreary room with a long table on trestles, into a smaller, cosy 

apartment, not very high, which had been built on to the main building. In this room a small 

woman with a red serge blouse, and her black hair done on top of her head, was waiting like a 

proud little bantam. 

“Here y’are!” said Pappleworth. 

“I think it is ‘here you are’!” exclaimed Polly. “The girls have been here nearly half an hour 

waiting. Just think of the time wasted!” 

“You think of getting your work done and not talking so much,” said Mr. Pappleworth. “You 

could ha’ been finishing off.” 

“You know quite well we finished everything off on Saturday!” cried Polly, flying at him, her 

dark eyes flashing. 

“Tu-tu-tu-tu-terterter!” he mocked. “Here’s your new lad. Don’t ruin him as you did the last.” 

“As we did the last!” repeated Polly. “Yes, we do a lot of ruining, we do. My word, a lad 

would take some ruining after he’d been with you.” 

“It’s time for work now, not for talk,” said Mr. Pappleworth severely and coldly. 

“It was time for work some time back,” said Polly, marching away with her head in the air. 

She was an erect little body of forty. 

In that room were two round spiral machines on the bench under the window. Through the 

inner doorway was another longer room, with six more machines. A little group of girls, nicely 

dressed in white aprons, stood talking together. 

“Have you nothing else to do but talk?” said Mr. Pappleworth. 

“Only wait for you,” said one handsome girl, laughing. 

“Well, get on, get on,” he said. “Come on, my lad. You’ll know your road down here again.” 

And Paul ran upstairs after his chief. He was given some checking and invoicing to do. He 

stood at the desk, labouring in his execrable handwriting. Presently Mr. Jordan came strutting 



down from the glass office and stood behind him, to the boy’s great discomfort. Suddenly a red 

and fat finger was thrust on the form he was filling in. 

“Mr. J. A. Bates, Esquire!” exclaimed the cross voice just behind his ear. 

Paul looked at “Mr. J. A. Bates, Esquire” in his own vile writing, and wondered what was the 

matter now. 

“Didn’t they teach you any better than that while they were at it? If you put ‘Mr.’ you don’t 

put ‘Esquire’—a man can’t be both at once.” 

The boy regretted his too-much generosity in disposing of honours, hesitated, and with 

trembling fingers, scratched out the “Mr.” Then all at once Mr. Jordan snatched away the 

invoice. 

“Make another! Are you going to send that to a gentleman?” And he tore up the blue form 

irritably. 

Paul, his ears red with shame, began again. Still Mr. Jordan watched. 

“I don’t know what they do teach in schools. You’ll have to write better than that. Lads learn 

nothing nowadays, but how to recite poetry and play the fiddle. Have you seen his writing?” he 

asked of Mr. Pappleworth. 

“Yes; prime, isn’t it?” replied Mr. Pappleworth indifferently. 

Mr. Jordan gave a little grunt, not unamiable. Paul divined that his master’s bark was worse 

than his bite. Indeed, the little manufacturer, although he spoke bad English, was quite gentleman 

enough to leave his men alone and to take no notice of trifles. But he knew he did not look like 

the boss and owner of the show, so he had to play his role of proprietor at first, to put things on a 

right footing. 

“Let’s see, what’s your name?” asked Mr. Pappleworth of the boy. 

“Paul Morel.” 

It is curious that children suffer so much at having to pronounce their own names. 

“Paul Morel, is it? All right, you Paul-Morel through them things there, and then—” 

Mr. Pappleworth subsided on to a stool, and began writing. A girl came up from out of a door 

just behind, put some newly-pressed elastic web appliances on the counter, and returned. Mr. 

Pappleworth picked up the whitey-blue knee-band, examined it, and its yellow order-paper 

quickly, and put it on one side. Next was a flesh-pink “leg”. He went through the few things, 

wrote out a couple of orders, and called to Paul to accompany him. This time they went through 

the door whence the girl had emerged. There Paul found himself at the top of a little wooden 

flight of steps, and below him saw a room with windows round two sides, and at the farther end 

half a dozen girls sitting bending over the benches in the light from the window, sewing. They 

were singing together “Two Little Girls in Blue”. Hearing the door opened, they all turned round, 

to see Mr. Pappleworth and Paul looking down on them from the far end of the room. They 

stopped singing. 

“Can’t you make a bit less row?” said Mr. Pappleworth. “Folk’ll think we keep cats.” 

A hunchback woman on a high stool turned her long, rather heavy face towards Mr. 

Pappleworth, and said, in a contralto voice: 

“They’re all tom-cats then.” 

In vain Mr. Pappleworth tried to be impressive for Paul’s benefit. He descended the steps into 

the finishing-off room, and went to the hunchback Fanny. She had such a short body on her high 



stool that her head, with its great bands of bright brown hair, seemed over large, as did her pale, 

heavy face. She wore a dress of green-black cashmere, and her wrists, coming out of the narrow 

cuffs, were thin and flat, as she put down her work nervously. He showed her something that was 

wrong with a knee-cap. 

“Well,” she said, “you needn’t come blaming it on to me. It’s not my fault.” Her colour 

mounted to her cheek. 

“I never said it was your fault. Will you do as I tell you?” replied Mr. Pappleworth shortly. 

“You don’t say it’s my fault, but you’d like to make out as it was,” the hunchback woman 

cried, almost in tears. Then she snatched the knee-cap from her “boss”, saying: “Yes, I’ll do it 

for you, but you needn’t be snappy.” 

“Here’s your new lad,” said Mr. Pappleworth. 

Fanny turned, smiling very gently on Paul. 

“Oh!” she said. 

“Yes; don’t make a softy of him between you.” 

“It’s not us as ’ud make a softy of him,” she said indignantly. 

“Come on then, Paul,” said Mr. Pappleworth. 

“Au revoy, Paul,” said one of the girls. 

There was a titter of laughter. Paul went out, blushing deeply, not having spoken a word. 

The day was very long. All morning the work-people were coming to speak to Mr. 

Pappleworth. Paul was writing or learning to make up parcels, ready for the midday post. At one 

o’clock, or, rather, at a quarter to one, Mr. Pappleworth disappeared to catch his train: he lived in 

the suburbs. At one o’clock, Paul, feeling very lost, took his dinner-basket down into the 

stockroom in the basement, that had the long table on trestles, and ate his meal hurriedly, alone 

in that cellar of gloom and desolation. Then he went out of doors. The brightness and the 

freedom of the streets made him feel adventurous and happy. But at two o’clock he was back in 

the corner of the big room. Soon the work-girls went trooping past, making remarks. It was the 

commoner girls who worked upstairs at the heavy tasks of truss-making and the finishing of 

artificial limbs. He waited for Mr. Pappleworth, not knowing what to do, sitting scribbling on the 

yellow order-paper. Mr. Pappleworth came at twenty minutes to three. Then he sat and gossiped 

with Paul, treating the boy entirely as an equal, even in age. 

In the afternoon there was never very much to do, unless it were near the week-end, and the 

accounts had to be made up. At five o’clock all the men went down into the dungeon with the 

table on trestles, and there they had tea, eating bread-and-butter on the bare, dirty boards, talking 

with the same kind of ugly haste and slovenliness with which they ate their meal. And yet 

upstairs the atmosphere among them was always jolly and clear. The cellar and the trestles 

affected them. 

After tea, when all the gases were lighted, work went more briskly. There was the big evening 

post to get off. The hose came up warm and newly pressed from the workrooms. Paul had made 

out the invoices. Now he had the packing up and addressing to do, then he had to weigh his stock 

of parcels on the scales. Everywhere voices were calling weights, there was the chink of metal, 

the rapid snapping of string, the hurrying to old Mr. Melling for stamps. And at last the postman 

came with his sack, laughing and jolly. Then everything slacked off, and Paul took his dinner-



basket and ran to the station to catch the eight-twenty train. The day in the factory was just 

twelve hours long. 

His mother sat waiting for him rather anxiously. He had to walk from Keston, so was not 

home until about twenty past nine. And he left the house before seven in the morning. Mrs. 

Morel was rather anxious about his health. But she herself had had to put up with so much that 

she expected her children to take the same odds. They must go through with what came. And 

Paul stayed at Jordan’s, although all the time he was there his health suffered from the darkness 

and lack of air and the long hours. 

He came in pale and tired. His mother looked at him. She saw he was rather pleased, and her 

anxiety all went. 

“Well, and how was it?” she asked. 

“Ever so funny, mother,” he replied. “You don’t have to work a bit hard, and they’re nice with 

you.” 

“And did you get on all right?” 

“Yes: they only say my writing’s bad. But Mr. Pappleworth—he’s my man—said to Mr. 

Jordan I should be all right. I’m Spiral, mother; you must come and see. It’s ever so nice.” 

Soon he liked Jordan’s. Mr. Pappleworth, who had a certain “saloon bar” flavour about him, 

was always natural, and treated him as if he had been a comrade. Sometimes the “Spiral boss” 

was irritable, and chewed more lozenges than ever. Even then, however, he was not offensive, 

but one of those people who hurt themselves by their own irritability more than they hurt other 

people. 

“Haven’t you done that yet?” he would cry. “Go on, be a month of Sundays.” 

Again, and Paul could understand him least then, he was jocular and in high spirits. 

“I’m going to bring my little Yorkshire terrier bitch to-morrow,” he said jubilantly to Paul. 

“What’s a Yorkshire terrier?” 

“Don’t know what a Yorkshire terrier is? Don’t know a Yorkshire—” Mr. Pappleworth was 

aghast. 

“Is it a little silky one—colours of iron and rusty silver?” 

“That’s it, my lad. She’s a gem. She’s had five pounds’ worth of pups already, and she’s worth 

over seven pounds herself; and she doesn’t weigh twenty ounces.” 

The next day the bitch came. She was a shivering, miserable morsel. Paul did not care for her; 

she seemed so like a wet rag that would never dry. Then a man called for her, and began to make 

coarse jokes. But Mr. Pappleworth nodded his head in the direction of the boy, and the talk went 

on sotto voce. 

Mr. Jordan only made one more excursion to watch Paul, and then the only fault he found was 

seeing the boy lay his pen on the counter. 

“Put your pen in your ear, if you’re going to be a clerk. Pen in your ear!” And one day he said 

to the lad: “Why don’t you hold your shoulders straighter? Come down here,” when he took him 

into the glass office and fitted him with special braces for keeping the shoulders square. 

But Paul liked the girls best. The men seemed common and rather dull. He liked them all, but 

they were uninteresting. Polly, the little brisk overseer downstairs, finding Paul eating in the 

cellar, asked him if she could cook him anything on her little stove. Next day his mother gave 

him a dish that could be heated up. He took it into the pleasant, clean room to Polly. And very 



soon it grew to be an established custom that he should have dinner with her. When he came in at 

eight in the morning he took his basket to her, and when he came down at one o’clock she had 

his dinner ready. 

He was not very tall, and pale, with thick chestnut hair, irregular features, and a wide, full 

mouth. She was like a small bird. He often called her a “robinet”. Though naturally rather quiet, 

he would sit and chatter with her for hours telling her about his home. The girls all liked to hear 

him talk. They often gathered in a little circle while he sat on a bench, and held forth to them, 

laughing. Some of them regarded him as a curious little creature, so serious, yet so bright and 

jolly, and always so delicate in his way with them. They all liked him, and he adored them. Polly 

he felt he belonged to. Then Connie, with her mane of red hair, her face of apple-blossom, her 

murmuring voice, such a lady in her shabby black frock, appealed to his romantic side. 

“When you sit winding,” he said, “it looks as if you were spinning at a spinning-wheel—it 

looks ever so nice. You remind me of Elaine in the ‘Idylls of the King’. I’d draw you if I could.” 

And she glanced at him blushing shyly. And later on he had a sketch he prized very much: 

Connie sitting on the stool before the wheel, her flowing mane of red hair on her rusty black 

frock, her red mouth shut and serious, running the scarlet thread off the hank on to the reel. 

With Louie, handsome and brazen, who always seemed to thrust her hip at him, he usually 

joked. 

Emma was rather plain, rather old, and condescending. But to condescend to him made her 

happy, and he did not mind. 

“How do you put needles in?” he asked. 

“Go away and don’t bother.” 

“But I ought to know how to put needles in.” 

She ground at her machine all the while steadily. 

“There are many things you ought to know,” she replied. 

“Tell me, then, how to stick needles in the machine.” 

“Oh, the boy, what a nuisance he is! Why, this is how you do it.” 

He watched her attentively. Suddenly a whistle piped. Then Polly appeared, and said in a clear 

voice: 

“Mr. Pappleworth wants to know how much longer you’re going to be down here playing with 

the girls, Paul.” 

Paul flew upstairs, calling “Good-bye!” and Emma drew herself up. 

“It wasn’t me who wanted him to play with the machine,” she said. 

As a rule, when all the girls came back at two o’clock, he ran upstairs to Fanny, the 

hunchback, in the finishing-off room. Mr. Pappleworth did not appear till twenty to three, and he 

often found his boy sitting beside Fanny, talking, or drawing, or singing with the girls. 

Often, after a minute’s hesitation, Fanny would begin to sing. She had a fine contralto voice. 

Everybody joined in the chorus, and it went well. Paul was not at all embarrassed, after a while, 

sitting in the room with the half a dozen work-girls. 

At the end of the song Fanny would say: 

“I know you’ve been laughing at me.” 

“Don’t be so soft, Fanny!” cried one of the girls. 



Once there was mention of Connie’s red hair. 

“Fanny’s is better, to my fancy,” said Emma. 

“You needn’t try to make a fool of me,” said Fanny, flushing deeply. 

“No, but she has, Paul; she’s got beautiful hair.” 

“It’s a treat of a colour,” said he. “That coldish colour like earth, and yet shiny. It’s like bog-

water.” 

“Goodness me!” exclaimed one girl, laughing. 

“How I do but get criticised,” said Fanny. 

“But you should see it down, Paul,” cried Emma earnestly. “It’s simply beautiful. Put it down 

for him, Fanny, if he wants something to paint.” 

Fanny would not, and yet she wanted to. 

“Then I’ll take it down myself,” said the lad. 

“Well, you can if you like,” said Fanny. 

And he carefully took the pins out of the knot, and the rush of hair, of uniform dark brown, 

slid over the humped back. 

“What a lovely lot!” he exclaimed. 

The girls watched. There was silence. The youth shook the hair loose from the coil. 

“It’s splendid!” he said, smelling its perfume. “I’ll bet it’s worth pounds.” 

“I’ll leave it you when I die, Paul,” said Fanny, half joking. 

“You look just like anybody else, sitting drying their hair,” said one of the girls to the long-

legged hunchback. 

Poor Fanny was morbidly sensitive, always imagining insults. Polly was curt and businesslike. 

The two departments were for ever at war, and Paul was always finding Fanny in tears. Then he 

was made the recipient of all her woes, and he had to plead her case with Polly. 

So the time went along happily enough. The factory had a homely feel. No one was rushed or 

driven. Paul always enjoyed it when the work got faster, towards post-time, and all the men 

united in labour. He liked to watch his fellow-clerks at work. The man was the work and the 

work was the man, one thing, for the time being. It was different with the girls. The real woman 

never seemed to be there at the task, but as if left out, waiting. 

From the train going home at night he used to watch the lights of the town, sprinkled thick on 

the hills, fusing together in a blaze in the valleys. He felt rich in life and happy. Drawing farther 

off, there was a patch of lights at Bulwell like myriad petals shaken to the ground from the shed 

stars; and beyond was the red glare of the furnaces, playing like hot breath on the clouds. 

He had to walk two and more miles from Keston home, up two long hills, down two short 

hills. He was often tired, and he counted the lamps climbing the hill above him, how many more 

to pass. And from the hilltop, on pitch-dark nights, he looked round on the villages five or six 

miles away, that shone like swarms of glittering living things, almost a heaven against his feet. 

Marlpool and Heanor scattered the far-off darkness with brilliance. And occasionally the black 

valley space between was traced, violated by a great train rushing south to London or north to 

Scotland. The trains roared by like projectiles level on the darkness, fuming and burning, making 

the valley clang with their passage. They were gone, and the lights of the towns and villages 

glittered in silence. 



And then he came to the corner at home, which faced the other side of the night. The ash-tree 

seemed a friend now. His mother rose with gladness as he entered. He put his eight shillings 

proudly on the table. 

“It’ll help, mother?” he asked wistfully. 

“There’s precious little left,” she answered, “after your ticket and dinners and such are taken 

off.” 

Then he told her the budget of the day. His life-story, like an Arabian Nights, was told night 

after night to his mother. It was almost as if it were her own life. 

  



CHAPTER VI DEATH IN THE FAMILY 

Arthur Morel was growing up. He was a quick, careless, impulsive boy, a good deal like his 

father. He hated study, made a great moan if he had to work, and escaped as soon as possible to 

his sport again. 

In appearance he remained the flower of the family, being well made, graceful, and full of life. 

His dark brown hair and fresh colouring, and his exquisite dark blue eyes shaded with long 

lashes, together with his generous manner and fiery temper, made him a favourite. But as he 

grew older his temper became uncertain. He flew into rages over nothing, seemed unbearably 

raw and irritable. 

His mother, whom he loved, wearied of him sometimes. He thought only of himself. When he 

wanted amusement, all that stood in his way he hated, even if it were she. When he was in 

trouble he moaned to her ceaselessly. 

“Goodness, boy!” she said, when he groaned about a master who, he said, hated him, “if you 

don’t like it, alter it, and if you can’t alter it, put up with it.” 

And his father, whom he had loved and who had worshipped him, he came to detest. As he 

grew older Morel fell into a slow ruin. His body, which had been beautiful in movement and in 

being, shrank, did not seem to ripen with the years, but to get mean and rather despicable. There 

came over him a look of meanness and of paltriness. And when the mean-looking elderly man 

bullied or ordered the boy about, Arthur was furious. Moreover, Morel’s manners got worse and 

worse, his habits somewhat disgusting. When the children were growing up and in the crucial 

stage of adolescence, the father was like some ugly irritant to their souls. His manners in the 

house were the same as he used among the colliers down pit. 

“Dirty nuisance!” Arthur would cry, jumping up and going straight out of the house when his 

father disgusted him. And Morel persisted the more because his children hated it. He seemed to 

take a kind of satisfaction in disgusting them, and driving them nearly mad, while they were so 

irritably sensitive at the age of fourteen or fifteen. So that Arthur, who was growing up when his 

father was degenerate and elderly, hated him worst of all. 

Then, sometimes, the father would seem to feel the contemptuous hatred of his children. 

“There’s not a man tries harder for his family!” he would shout. “He does his best for them, 

and then gets treated like a dog. But I’m not going to stand it, I tell you!” 

But for the threat and the fact that he did not try so hard as he imagined, they would have felt 

sorry. As it was, the battle now went on nearly all between father and children, he persisting in 

his dirty and disgusting ways, just to assert his independence. They loathed him. 

Arthur was so inflamed and irritable at last, that when he won a scholarship for the Grammar 

School in Nottingham, his mother decided to let him live in town, with one of her sisters, and 

only come home at week-ends. 

Annie was still a junior teacher in the Board-school, earning about four shillings a week. But 

soon she would have fifteen shillings, since she had passed her examination, and there would be 

financial peace in the house. 

Mrs. Morel clung now to Paul. He was quiet and not brilliant. But still he stuck to his painting, 

and still he stuck to his mother. Everything he did was for her. She waited for his coming home 

in the evening, and then she unburdened herself of all she had pondered, or of all that had 

occurred to her during the day. He sat and listened with his earnestness. The two shared lives. 



William was engaged now to his brunette, and had bought her an engagement ring that cost 

eight guineas. The children gasped at such a fabulous price. 

“Eight guineas!” said Morel. “More fool him! If he’d gen me some on’t, it ’ud ha’ looked 

better on ’im.” 

“Given you some of it!” cried Mrs. Morel. “Why give you some of it!” 

She remembered he had bought no engagement ring at all, and she preferred William, who 

was not mean, if he were foolish. But now the young man talked only of the dances to which he 

went with his betrothed, and the different resplendent clothes she wore; or he told his mother 

with glee how they went to the theatre like great swells. 

He wanted to bring the girl home. Mrs. Morel said she should come at the Christmas. This 

time William arrived with a lady, but with no presents. Mrs. Morel had prepared supper. Hearing 

footsteps, she rose and went to the door. William entered. 

“Hello, mother!” He kissed her hastily, then stood aside to present a tall, handsome girl, who 

was wearing a costume of fine black-and-white check, and furs. 

“Here’s Gyp!” 

Miss Western held out her hand and showed her teeth in a small smile. 

“Oh, how do you do, Mrs. Morel!” she exclaimed. 

“I am afraid you will be hungry,” said Mrs. Morel. 

“Oh no, we had dinner in the train. Have you got my gloves, Chubby?” 

William Morel, big and raw-boned, looked at her quickly. 

“How should I?” he said. 

“Then I’ve lost them. Don’t be cross with me.” 

A frown went over his face, but he said nothing. She glanced round the kitchen. It was small 

and curious to her, with its glittering kissing-bunch, its evergreens behind the pictures, its 

wooden chairs and little deal table. At that moment Morel came in. 

“Hello, dad!” 

“Hello, my son! Tha’s let on me!” 

The two shook hands, and William presented the lady. She gave the same smile that showed 

her teeth. 

“How do you do, Mr. Morel?” 

Morel bowed obsequiously. 

“I’m very well, and I hope so are you. You must make yourself very welcome.” 

“Oh, thank you,” she replied, rather amused. 

“You will like to go upstairs,” said Mrs. Morel. 

“If you don’t mind; but not if it is any trouble to you.” 

“It is no trouble. Annie will take you. Walter, carry up this box.” 

“And don’t be an hour dressing yourself up,” said William to his betrothed. 

Annie took a brass candlestick, and, too shy almost to speak, preceded the young lady to the 

front bedroom, which Mr. and Mrs. Morel had vacated for her. It, too, was small and cold by 

candlelight. The colliers’ wives only lit fires in bedrooms in case of extreme illness. 

“Shall I unstrap the box?” asked Annie. 



“Oh, thank you very much!” 

Annie played the part of maid, then went downstairs for hot water. 

“I think she’s rather tired, mother,” said William. “It’s a beastly journey, and we had such a 

rush.” 

“Is there anything I can give her?” asked Mrs. Morel. 

“Oh no, she’ll be all right.” 

But there was a chill in the atmosphere. After half an hour Miss Western came down, having 

put on a purplish-coloured dress, very fine for the collier’s kitchen. 

“I told you you’d no need to change,” said William to her. 

“Oh, Chubby!” Then she turned with that sweetish smile to Mrs. Morel. “Don’t you think he’s 

always grumbling, Mrs. Morel?” 

“Is he?” said Mrs. Morel. “That’s not very nice of him.” 

“It isn’t, really!” 

“You are cold,” said the mother. “Won’t you come near the fire?” 

Morel jumped out of his armchair. 

“Come and sit you here!” he cried. “Come and sit you here!” 

“No, dad, keep your own chair. Sit on the sofa, Gyp,” said William. 

“No, no!” cried Morel. “This cheer’s warmest. Come and sit here, Miss Wesson.” 

“Thank you so much,” said the girl, seating herself in the collier’s armchair, the place of 

honour. She shivered, feeling the warmth of the kitchen penetrate her. 

“Fetch me a hanky, Chubby dear!” she said, putting up her mouth to him, and using the same 

intimate tone as if they were alone; which made the rest of the family feel as if they ought not to 

be present. The young lady evidently did not realise them as people: they were creatures to her 

for the present. William winced. 

In such a household, in Streatham, Miss Western would have been a lady condescending to 

her inferiors. These people were to her, certainly clownish—in short, the working classes. How 

was she to adjust herself? 

“I’ll go,” said Annie. 

Miss Western took no notice, as if a servant had spoken. But when the girl came downstairs 

again with the handkerchief, she said: “Oh, thank you!” in a gracious way. 

She sat and talked about the dinner on the train, which had been so poor; about London, about 

dances. She was really very nervous, and chattered from fear. Morel sat all the time smoking his 

thick twist tobacco, watching her, and listening to her glib London speech, as he puffed. Mrs. 

Morel, dressed up in her best black silk blouse, answered quietly and rather briefly. The three 

children sat round in silence and admiration. Miss Western was the princess. Everything of the 

best was got out for her: the best cups, the best spoons, the best table cloth, the best coffee-jug. 

The children thought she must find it quite grand. She felt strange, not able to realise the people, 

not knowing how to treat them. William joked, and was slightly uncomfortable. 

At about ten o’clock he said to her: 

“Aren’t you tired, Gyp?” 



“Rather, Chubby,” she answered, at once in the intimate tones and putting her head slightly on 

one side. 

“I’ll light her the candle, mother,” he said. 

“Very well,” replied the mother. 

Miss Western stood up, held out her hand to Mrs. Morel. 

“Good-night, Mrs. Morel,” she said. 

Paul sat at the boiler, letting the water run from the tap into a stone beer-bottle. Annie swathed 

the bottle in an old flannel pit-singlet, and kissed her mother good-night. She was to share the 

room with the lady, because the house was full. 

“You wait a minute,” said Mrs. Morel to Annie. And Annie sat nursing the hot-water bottle. 

Miss Western shook hands all round, to everybody’s discomfort, and took her departure, 

preceded by William. In five minutes he was downstairs again. His heart was rather sore; he did 

not know why. He talked very little till everybody had gone to bed, but himself and his mother. 

Then he stood with his legs apart, in his old attitude on the hearthrug, and said hesitatingly: 

“Well, mother?” 

“Well, my son?” 

She sat in the rocking-chair, feeling somehow hurt and humiliated, for his sake. 

“Do you like her?” 

“Yes,” came the slow answer. 

“She’s shy yet, mother. She’s not used to it. It’s different from her aunt’s house, you know.” 

“Of course it is, my boy; and she must find it difficult.” 

“She does.” Then he frowned swiftly. “If only she wouldn’t put on her blessed airs!” 

“It’s only her first awkwardness, my boy. She’ll be all right.” 

“That’s it, mother,” he replied gratefully. But his brow was gloomy. “You know, she’s not like 

you, mother. She’s not serious, and she can’t think.” 

“She’s young, my boy.” 

“Yes; and she’s had no sort of show. Her mother died when she was a child. Since then she’s 

lived with her aunt, whom she can’t bear. And her father was a rake. She’s had no love.” 

“No! Well, you must make up to her.” 

“And so—you have to forgive her a lot of things.” 

“What do you have to forgive her, my boy?” 

“I dunno. When she seems shallow, you have to remember she’s never had anybody to bring 

her deeper side out. And she’s fearfully fond of me.” 

“Anybody can see that.” 

“But you know, mother—she’s—she’s different from us. Those sort of people, like those she 

lives amongst, they don’t seem to have the same principles.” 

“You mustn’t judge too hastily,” said Mrs. Morel. 

But he seemed uneasy within himself. 

In the morning, however, he was up singing and larking round the house. 

“Hello!” he called, sitting on the stairs. “Are you getting up?” 



“Yes,” her voice called faintly. 

“Merry Christmas!” he shouted to her. 

Her laugh, pretty and tinkling, was heard in the bedroom. She did not come down in half an 

hour. 

“Was she really getting up when she said she was?” he asked of Annie. 

“Yes, she was,” replied Annie. 

He waited a while, then went to the stairs again. 

“Happy New Year,” he called. 

“Thank you, Chubby dear!” came the laughing voice, far away. 

“Buck up!” he implored. 

It was nearly an hour, and still he was waiting for her. Morel, who always rose before six, 

looked at the clock. 

“Well, it’s a winder!” he exclaimed. 

The family had breakfasted, all but William. He went to the foot of the stairs. 

“Shall I have to send you an Easter egg up there?” he called, rather crossly. She only laughed. 

The family expected, after that time of preparation, something like magic. At last she came, 

looking very nice in a blouse and skirt. 

“Have you really been all this time getting ready?” he asked. 

“Chubby dear! That question is not permitted, is it, Mrs. Morel?” 

She played the grand lady at first. When she went with William to chapel, he in his frock-coat 

and silk hat, she in her furs and London-made costume, Paul and Arthur and Annie expected 

everybody to bow to the ground in admiration. And Morel, standing in his Sunday suit at the end 

of the road, watching the gallant pair go, felt he was the father of princes and princesses. 

And yet she was not so grand. For a year now she had been a sort of secretary or clerk in a 

London office. But while she was with the Morels she queened it. She sat and let Annie or Paul 

wait on her as if they were her servants. She treated Mrs. Morel with a certain glibness and 

Morel with patronage. But after a day or so she began to change her tune. 

William always wanted Paul or Annie to go along with them on their walks. It was so much 

more interesting. And Paul really did admire “Gipsy” wholeheartedly; in fact, his mother 

scarcely forgave the boy for the adulation with which he treated the girl. 

On the second day, when Lily said: “Oh, Annie, do you know where I left my muff?” William 

replied: 

“You know it is in your bedroom. Why do you ask Annie?” 

And Lily went upstairs with a cross, shut mouth. But it angered the young man that she made a 

servant of his sister. 

On the third evening William and Lily were sitting together in the parlour by the fire in the 

dark. At a quarter to eleven Mrs. Morel was heard raking the fire. William came out to the 

kitchen, followed by his beloved. 

“Is it as late as that, mother?” he said. She had been sitting alone. 

“It is not late, my boy, but it is as late as I usually sit up.” 

“Won’t you go to bed, then?” he asked. 



“And leave you two? No, my boy, I don’t believe in it.” 

“Can’t you trust us, mother?” 

“Whether I can or not, I won’t do it. You can stay till eleven if you like, and I can read.” 

“Go to bed, Gyp,” he said to his girl. “We won’t keep mater waiting.” 

“Annie has left the candle burning, Lily,” said Mrs. Morel; “I think you will see.” 

“Yes, thank you. Good-night, Mrs. Morel.” 

William kissed his sweetheart at the foot of the stairs, and she went. He returned to the 

kitchen. 

“Can’t you trust us, mother?” he repeated, rather offended. 

“My boy, I tell you I don’t believe in leaving two young things like you alone downstairs 

when everyone else is in bed.” 

And he was forced to take this answer. He kissed his mother good-night. 

At Easter he came over alone. And then he discussed his sweetheart endlessly with his mother. 

“You know, mother, when I’m away from her I don’t care for her a bit. I shouldn’t care if I 

never saw her again. But, then, when I’m with her in the evenings I am awfully fond of her.” 

“It’s a queer sort of love to marry on,” said Mrs. Morel, “if she holds you no more than that!” 

“It is funny!” he exclaimed. It worried and perplexed him. “But yet—there’s so much between 

us now I couldn’t give her up.” 

“You know best,” said Mrs. Morel. “But if it is as you say, I wouldn’t call it love—at any rate, 

it doesn’t look much like it.” 

“Oh, I don’t know, mother. She’s an orphan, and—” 

They never came to any sort of conclusion. He seemed puzzled and rather fretted. She was 

rather reserved. All his strength and money went in keeping this girl. He could scarcely afford to 

take his mother to Nottingham when he came over. 

Paul’s wages had been raised at Christmas to ten shillings, to his great joy. He was quite 

happy at Jordan’s, but his health suffered from the long hours and the confinement. His mother, 

to whom he became more and more significant, thought how to help. 

His half-day holiday was on Monday afternoon. On a Monday morning in May, as the two sat 

alone at breakfast, she said: 

“I think it will be a fine day.” 

He looked up in surprise. This meant something. 

“You know Mr. Leivers has gone to live on a new farm. Well, he asked me last week if I 

wouldn’t go and see Mrs. Leivers, and I promised to bring you on Monday if it’s fine. Shall we 

go?” 

“I say, little woman, how lovely!” he cried. “And we’ll go this afternoon?” 

Paul hurried off to the station jubilant. Down Derby Road was a cherry-tree that glistened. The 

old brick wall by the Statutes ground burned scarlet, spring was a very flame of green. And the 

steep swoop of highroad lay, in its cool morning dust, splendid with patterns of sunshine and 

shadow, perfectly still. The trees sloped their great green shoulders proudly; and inside the 

warehouse all the morning, the boy had a vision of spring outside. 

When he came home at dinner-time his mother was rather excited. 



“Are we going?” he asked. 

“When I’m ready,” she replied. 

Presently he got up. 

“Go and get dressed while I wash up,” he said. 

She did so. He washed the pots, straightened, and then took her boots. They were quite clean. 

Mrs. Morel was one of those naturally exquisite people who can walk in mud without dirtying 

their shoes. But Paul had to clean them for her. They were kid boots at eight shillings a pair. He, 

however, thought them the most dainty boots in the world, and he cleaned them with as much 

reverence as if they had been flowers. 

Suddenly she appeared in the inner doorway rather shyly. She had got a new cotton blouse on. 

Paul jumped up and went forward. 

“Oh, my stars!” he exclaimed. “What a bobby-dazzler!” 

She sniffed in a little haughty way, and put her head up. 

“It’s not a bobby-dazzler at all!” she replied. “It’s very quiet.” 

She walked forward, whilst he hovered round her. 

“Well,” she asked, quite shy, but pretending to be high and mighty, “do you like it?” 

“Awfully! You are a fine little woman to go jaunting out with!” 

He went and surveyed her from the back. 

“Well,” he said, “if I was walking down the street behind you, I should say: ‘Doesn’t that little 

person fancy herself!”’ 

“Well, she doesn’t,” replied Mrs. Morel. “She’s not sure it suits her.” 

“Oh no! she wants to be in dirty black, looking as if she was wrapped in burnt paper. 

It does suit you, and I say you look nice.” 

She sniffed in her little way, pleased, but pretending to know better. 

“Well,” she said, “it’s cost me just three shillings. You couldn’t have got it ready-made for 

that price, could you?” 

“I should think you couldn’t,” he replied. 

“And, you know, it’s good stuff.” 

“Awfully pretty,” he said. 

The blouse was white, with a little sprig of heliotrope and black. 

“Too young for me, though, I’m afraid,” she said. 

“Too young for you!” he exclaimed in disgust. “Why don’t you buy some false white hair and 

stick it on your head.” 

“I s’ll soon have no need,” she replied. “I’m going white fast enough.” 

“Well, you’ve no business to,” he said. “What do I want with a white-haired mother?” 

“I’m afraid you’ll have to put up with one, my lad,” she said rather strangely. 

They set off in great style, she carrying the umbrella William had given her, because of the 

sun. Paul was considerably taller than she, though he was not big. He fancied himself. 

On the fallow land the young wheat shone silkily. Minton pit waved its plumes of white steam, 

coughed, and rattled hoarsely. 



“Now look at that!” said Mrs. Morel. Mother and son stood on the road to watch. Along the 

ridge of the great pit-hill crawled a little group in silhouette against the sky, a horse, a small 

truck, and a man. They climbed the incline against the heavens. At the end the man tipped the 

wagon. There was an undue rattle as the waste fell down the sheer slope of the enormous bank. 

“You sit a minute, mother,” he said, and she took a seat on a bank, whilst he sketched rapidly. 

She was silent whilst he worked, looking round at the afternoon, the red cottages shining among 

their greenness. 

“The world is a wonderful place,” she said, “and wonderfully beautiful.” 

“And so’s the pit,” he said. “Look how it heaps together, like something alive almost—a big 

creature that you don’t know.” 

“Yes,” she said. “Perhaps!” 

“And all the trucks standing waiting, like a string of beasts to be fed,” he said. 

“And very thankful I am they are standing,” she said, “for that means they’ll turn middling 

time this week.” 

“But I like the feel of men on things, while they’re alive. There’s a feel of men about trucks, 

because they’ve been handled with men’s hands, all of them.” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Morel. 

They went along under the trees of the highroad. He was constantly informing her, but she was 

interested. They passed the end of Nethermere, that was tossing its sunshine like petals lightly in 

its lap. Then they turned on a private road, and in some trepidation approached a big farm. A dog 

barked furiously. A woman came out to see. 

“Is this the way to Willey Farm?” Mrs. Morel asked. 

Paul hung behind in terror of being sent back. But the woman was amiable, and directed them. 

The mother and son went through the wheat and oats, over a little bridge into a wild meadow. 

Peewits, with their white breasts glistening, wheeled and screamed about them. The lake was still 

and blue. High overhead a heron floated. Opposite, the wood heaped on the hill, green and still. 

“It’s a wild road, mother,” said Paul. “Just like Canada.” 

“Isn’t it beautiful!” said Mrs. Morel, looking round. 

“See that heron—see—see her legs?” 

He directed his mother, what she must see and what not. And she was quite content. 

“But now,” she said, “which way? He told me through the wood.” 

The wood, fenced and dark, lay on their left. 

“I can feel a bit of a path this road,” said Paul. “You’ve got town feet, somehow or other, you 

have.” 

They found a little gate, and soon were in a broad green alley of the wood, with a new thicket 

of fir and pine on one hand, an old oak glade dipping down on the other. And among the oaks the 

bluebells stood in pools of azure, under the new green hazels, upon a pale fawn floor of oak-

leaves. He found flowers for her. 

“Here’s a bit of new-mown hay,” he said; then, again, he brought her forget-me-nots. And, 

again, his heart hurt with love, seeing her hand, used with work, holding the little bunch of 

flowers he gave her. She was perfectly happy. 

But at the end of the riding was a fence to climb. Paul was over in a second. 



“Come,” he said, “let me help you.” 

“No, go away. I will do it in my own way.” 

He stood below with his hands up ready to help her. She climbed cautiously. 

“What a way to climb!” he exclaimed scornfully, when she was safely to earth again. 

“Hateful stiles!” she cried. 

“Duffer of a little woman,” he replied, “who can’t get over ’em.” 

In front, along the edge of the wood, was a cluster of low red farm buildings. The two 

hastened forward. Flush with the wood was the apple orchard, where blossom was falling on the 

grindstone. The pond was deep under a hedge and overhanging oak trees. Some cows stood in 

the shade. The farm and buildings, three sides of a quadrangle, embraced the sunshine towards 

the wood. It was very still. 

Mother and son went into the small railed garden, where was a scent of red gillivers. By the 

open door were some floury loaves, put out to cool. A hen was just coming to peck them. Then, 

in the doorway suddenly appeared a girl in a dirty apron. She was about fourteen years old, had a 

rosy dark face, a bunch of short black curls, very fine and free, and dark eyes; shy, questioning, a 

little resentful of the strangers, she disappeared. In a minute another figure appeared, a small, 

frail woman, rosy, with great dark brown eyes. 

“Oh!” she exclaimed, smiling with a little glow, “you’ve come, then. I am glad to see you.” 

Her voice was intimate and rather sad. 

The two women shook hands. 

“Now are you sure we’re not a bother to you?” said Mrs. Morel. “I know what a farming life 

is.” 

“Oh no! We’re only too thankful to see a new face, it’s so lost up here.” 

“I suppose so,” said Mrs. Morel. 

They were taken through into the parlour—a long, low room, with a great bunch of guelder-

roses in the fireplace. There the women talked, whilst Paul went out to survey the land. He was 

in the garden smelling the gillivers and looking at the plants, when the girl came out quickly to 

the heap of coal which stood by the fence. 

“I suppose these are cabbage-roses?” he said to her, pointing to the bushes along the fence. 

She looked at him with startled, big brown eyes. 

“I suppose they are cabbage-roses when they come out?” he said. 

“I don’t know,” she faltered. “They’re white with pink middles.” 

“Then they’re maiden-blush.” 

Miriam flushed. She had a beautiful warm colouring. 

“I don’t know,” she said. 

“You don’t have much in your garden,” he said. 

“This is our first year here,” she answered, in a distant, rather superior way, drawing back and 

going indoors. He did not notice, but went his round of exploration. Presently his mother came 

out, and they went through the buildings. Paul was hugely delighted. 

“And I suppose you have the fowls and calves and pigs to look after?” said Mrs. Morel to Mrs. 

Leivers. 



“No,” replied the little woman. “I can’t find time to look after cattle, and I’m not used to it. 

It’s as much as I can do to keep going in the house.” 

“Well, I suppose it is,” said Mrs. Morel. 

Presently the girl came out. 

“Tea is ready, mother,” she said in a musical, quiet voice. 

“Oh, thank you, Miriam, then we’ll come,” replied her mother, almost ingratiatingly. “Would 

you care to have tea now, Mrs. Morel?” 

“Of course,” said Mrs. Morel. “Whenever it’s ready.” 

Paul and his mother and Mrs. Leivers had tea together. Then they went out into the wood that 

was flooded with bluebells, while fumy forget-me-nots were in the paths. The mother and son 

were in ecstasy together. 

When they got back to the house, Mr. Leivers and Edgar, the eldest son, were in the kitchen. 

Edgar was about eighteen. Then Geoffrey and Maurice, big lads of twelve and thirteen, were in 

from school. Mr. Leivers was a good-looking man in the prime of life, with a golden-brown 

moustache, and blue eyes screwed up against the weather. 

The boys were condescending, but Paul scarcely observed it. They went round for eggs, 

scrambling into all sorts of places. As they were feeding the fowls Miriam came out. The boys 

took no notice of her. One hen, with her yellow chickens, was in a coop. Maurice took his hand 

full of corn and let the hen peck from it. 

“Durst you do it?” he asked of Paul. 

“Let’s see,” said Paul. 

He had a small hand, warm, and rather capable-looking. Miriam watched. He held the corn to 

the hen. The bird eyed it with her hard, bright eye, and suddenly made a peck into his hand. He 

started, and laughed. “Rap, rap, rap!” went the bird’s beak in his palm. He laughed again, and the 

other boys joined. 

“She knocks you, and nips you, but she never hurts,” said Paul, when the last corn had gone. 

“Now, Miriam,” said Maurice, “you come an ’ave a go.” 

“No,” she cried, shrinking back. 

“Ha! baby. The mardy-kid!” said her brothers. 

“It doesn’t hurt a bit,” said Paul. “It only just nips rather nicely.” 

“No,” she still cried, shaking her black curls and shrinking. 

“She dursn’t,” said Geoffrey. “She niver durst do anything except recite poitry.” 

“Dursn’t jump off a gate, dursn’t tweedle, dursn’t go on a slide, dursn’t stop a girl hittin’ her. 

She can do nowt but go about thinkin’ herself somebody. ‘The Lady of the Lake.’ Yah!” cried 

Maurice. 

Miriam was crimson with shame and misery. 

“I dare do more than you,” she cried. “You’re never anything but cowards and bullies.” 

“Oh, cowards and bullies!” they repeated mincingly, mocking her speech. 

“Not such a clown shall anger me, 

A boor is answered silently” 



he quoted against her, shouting with laughter. 

She went indoors. Paul went with the boys into the orchard, where they had rigged up a 

parallel bar. They did feats of strength. He was more agile than strong, but it served. He fingered 

a piece of apple-blossom that hung low on a swinging bough. 

“I wouldn’t get the apple-blossom,” said Edgar, the eldest brother. “There’ll be no apples next 

year.” 

“I wasn’t going to get it,” replied Paul, going away. 

The boys felt hostile to him; they were more interested in their own pursuits. He wandered 

back to the house to look for his mother. As he went round the back, he saw Miriam kneeling in 

front of the hen-coop, some maize in her hand, biting her lip, and crouching in an intense 

attitude. The hen was eyeing her wickedly. Very gingerly she put forward her hand. The hen 

bobbed for her. She drew back quickly with a cry, half of fear, half of chagrin. 

“It won’t hurt you,” said Paul. 

She flushed crimson and started up. 

“I only wanted to try,” she said in a low voice. 

“See, it doesn’t hurt,” he said, and, putting only two corns in his palm, he let the hen peck, 

peck, peck at his bare hand. “It only makes you laugh,” he said. 

She put her hand forward and dragged it away, tried again, and started back with a cry. He 

frowned. 

“Why, I’d let her take corn from my face,” said Paul, “only she bumps a bit. She’s ever so 

neat. If she wasn’t, look how much ground she’d peck up every day.” 

He waited grimly, and watched. At last Miriam let the bird peck from her hand. She gave a 

little cry—fear, and pain because of fear—rather pathetic. But she had done it, and she did it 

again. 

“There, you see,” said the boy. “It doesn’t hurt, does it?” 

She looked at him with dilated dark eyes. 

“No,” she laughed, trembling. 

Then she rose and went indoors. She seemed to be in some way resentful of the boy. 

“He thinks I’m only a common girl,” she thought, and she wanted to prove she was a grand 

person like the “Lady of the Lake”. 

Paul found his mother ready to go home. She smiled on her son. He took the great bunch of 

flowers. Mr. and Mrs. Leivers walked down the fields with them. The hills were golden with 

evening; deep in the woods showed the darkening purple of bluebells. It was everywhere 

perfectly stiff, save for the rustling of leaves and birds. 

“But it is a beautiful place,” said Mrs. Morel. 

“Yes,” answered Mr. Leivers; “it’s a nice little place, if only it weren’t for the rabbits. The 

pasture’s bitten down to nothing. I dunno if ever I s’ll get the rent off it.” 

He clapped his hands, and the field broke into motion near the woods, brown rabbits hopping 

everywhere. 

“Would you believe it!” exclaimed Mrs. Morel. 

She and Paul went on alone together. 



“Wasn’t it lovely, mother?” he said quietly. 

A thin moon was coming out. His heart was full of happiness till it hurt. His mother had to 

chatter, because she, too, wanted to cry with happiness. 

“Now wouldn’t I help that man!” she said. “Wouldn’t I see to the fowls and the young stock! 

And I’d learn to milk, and I’d talk with him, and I’d plan with him. My word, if I were his wife, 

the farm would be run, I know! But there, she hasn’t the strength—she simply hasn’t the 

strength. She ought never to have been burdened like it, you know. I’m sorry for her, and I’m 

sorry for him too. My word, if I’d had him, I shouldn’t have thought him a bad husband! Not that 

she does either; and she’s very lovable.” 

William came home again with his sweetheart at the Whitsuntide. He had one week of his 

holidays then. It was beautiful weather. As a rule, William and Lily and Paul went out in the 

morning together for a walk. William did not talk to his beloved much, except to tell her things 

from his boyhood. Paul talked endlessly to both of them. They lay down, all three, in a meadow 

by Minton Church. On one side, by the Castle Farm, was a beautiful quivering screen of poplars. 

Hawthorn was dropping from the hedges; penny daisies and ragged robin were in the field, like 

laughter. William, a big fellow of twenty-three, thinner now and even a bit gaunt, lay back in the 

sunshine and dreamed, while she fingered with his hair. Paul went gathering the big daisies. She 

had taken off her hat; her hair was black as a horse’s mane. Paul came back and threaded daisies 

in her jet-black hair—big spangles of white and yellow, and just a pink touch of ragged robin. 

“Now you look like a young witch-woman,” the boy said to her. “Doesn’t she, William?” 

Lily laughed. William opened his eyes and looked at her. In his gaze was a certain baffled 

look of misery and fierce appreciation. 

“Has he made a sight of me?” she asked, laughing down on her lover. 

“That he has!” said William, smiling. 

He looked at her. Her beauty seemed to hurt him. He glanced at her flower-decked head and 

frowned. 

“You look nice enough, if that’s what you want to know,” he said. 

And she walked without her hat. In a little while William recovered, and was rather tender to 

her. Coming to a bridge, he carved her initials and his in a heart. 



 

She watched his strong, nervous hand, with its glistening hairs and freckles, as he carved, and 

she seemed fascinated by it. 

All the time there was a feeling of sadness and warmth, and a certain tenderness in the house, 

whilst William and Lily were at home. But often he got irritable. She had brought, for an eight-

days’ stay, five dresses and six blouses. 

“Oh, would you mind,” she said to Annie, “washing me these two blouses, and these things?” 

And Annie stood washing when William and Lily went out the next morning. Mrs. Morel was 

furious. And sometimes the young man, catching a glimpse of his sweetheart’s attitude towards 

his sister, hated her. 

On Sunday morning she looked very beautiful in a dress of foulard, silky and sweeping, and 

blue as a jay-bird’s feather, and in a large cream hat covered with many roses, mostly crimson. 

Nobody could admire her enough. But in the evening, when she was going out, she asked again: 

“Chubby, have you got my gloves?” 

“Which?” asked William. 

“My new black suède.” 

“No.” 

There was a hunt. She had lost them. 

“Look here, mother,” said William, “that’s the fourth pair she’s lost since Christmas—at five 

shillings a pair!” 

“You only gave me two of them,” she remonstrated. 

And in the evening, after supper, he stood on the hearthrug whilst she sat on the sofa, and he 

seemed to hate her. In the afternoon he had left her whilst he went to see some old friend. She 

had sat looking at a book. After supper William wanted to write a letter. 

“Here is your book, Lily,” said Mrs. Morel. “Would you care to go on with it for a few 

minutes?” 



“No, thank you,” said the girl. “I will sit still.” 

“But it is so dull.” 

William scribbled irritably at a great rate. As he sealed the envelope he said: 

“Read a book! Why, she’s never read a book in her life.” 

“Oh, go along!” said Mrs. Morel, cross with the exaggeration, 

“It’s true, mother—she hasn’t,” he cried, jumping up and taking his old position on the 

hearthrug. “She’s never read a book in her life.” 

“’Er’s like me,” chimed in Morel. “’Er canna see what there is i’ books, ter sit borin’ your 

nose in ’em for, nor more can I.” 

“But you shouldn’t say these things,” said Mrs. Morel to her son. 

“But it’s true, mother—she can’t read. What did you give her?” 

“Well, I gave her a little thing of Annie Swan’s. Nobody wants to read dry stuff on Sunday 

afternoon.” 

“Well, I’ll bet she didn’t read ten lines of it.” 

“You are mistaken,” said his mother. 

All the time Lily sat miserably on the sofa. He turned to her swiftly. 

“Did you read any?” he asked. 

“Yes, I did,” she replied. 

“How much?” 

“I don’t know how many pages.” 

“Tell me one thing you read.” 

She could not. 

She never got beyond the second page. He read a great deal, and had a quick, active 

intelligence. She could understand nothing but love-making and chatter. He was accustomed to 

having all his thoughts sifted through his mother’s mind; so, when he wanted companionship, 

and was asked in reply to be the billing and twittering lover, he hated his betrothed. 

“You know, mother,” he said, when he was alone with her at night, “she’s no idea of money, 

she’s so wessel-brained. When she’s paid, she’ll suddenly buy such rot as marrons glacés, and 

then I have to buy her season-ticket, and her extras, even her underclothing. And she wants to get 

married, and I think myself we might as well get married next year. But at this rate—” 

“A fine mess of a marriage it would be,” replied his mother. “I should consider it again, my 

boy.” 

“Oh, well, I’ve gone too far to break off now,” he said, “and so I shall get married as soon as I 

can.” 

“Very well, my boy. If you will, you will, and there’s no stopping you; but I tell you, I can’t 

sleep when I think about it.” 

“Oh, she’ll be all right, mother. We shall manage.” 

“And she lets you buy her underclothing?” asked the mother. 

“Well,” he began apologetically, “she didn’t ask me; but one morning—and it was cold—I 

found her on the station shivering, not able to keep still; so I asked her if she was well wrapped 

up. She said: ‘I think so.’ So I said: ‘Have you got warm underthings on?’ And she said: ‘No, 



they were cotton.’ I asked her why on earth she hadn’t got something thicker on in weather like 

that, and she said because she had nothing. And there she is—a bronchial subject! I had to take 

her and get some warm things. Well, mother, I shouldn’t mind the money if we had any. And, 

you know, she ought to keep enough to pay for her season-ticket; but no, she comes to me about 

that, and I have to find the money.” 

“It’s a poor lookout,” said Mrs. Morel bitterly. 

He was pale, and his rugged face, that used to be so perfectly careless and laughing, was 

stamped with conflict and despair. 

“But I can’t give her up now; it’s gone too far,” he said. “And, besides, for some things I 

couldn’t do without her.” 

“My boy, remember you’re taking your life in your hands,” said Mrs. Morel. “Nothing is as 

bad as a marriage that’s a hopeless failure. Mine was bad enough, God knows, and ought to teach 

you something; but it might have been worse by a long chalk.” 

He leaned with his back against the side of the chimney-piece, his hands in his pockets. He 

was a big, raw-boned man, who looked as if he would go to the world’s end if he wanted to. But 

she saw the despair on his face. 

“I couldn’t give her up now,” he said. 

“Well,” she said, “remember there are worse wrongs than breaking off an engagement.” 

“I can’t give her up now,” he said. 

The clock ticked on; mother and son remained in silence, a conflict between them; but he 

would say no more. At last she said: 

“Well, go to bed, my son. You’ll feel better in the morning, and perhaps you’ll know better.” 

He kissed her, and went. She raked the fire. Her heart was heavy now as it had never been. 

Before, with her husband, things had seemed to be breaking down in her, but they did not destroy 

her power to live. Now her soul felt lamed in itself. It was her hope that was struck. 

And so often William manifested the same hatred towards his betrothed. On the last evening at 

home he was railing against her. 

“Well,” he said, “if you don’t believe me, what she’s like, would you believe she has been 

confirmed three times?” 

“Nonsense!” laughed Mrs. Morel. 

“Nonsense or not, she has! That’s what confirmation means for her—a bit of a theatrical show 

where she can cut a figure.” 

“I haven’t, Mrs. Morel!” cried the girl—“I haven’t! it is not true!” 

“What!” he cried, flashing round on her. “Once in Bromley, once in Beckenham, and once 

somewhere else.” 

“Nowhere else!” she said, in tears—“nowhere else!” 

“It was! And if it wasn’t why were you confirmed twice?” 

“Once I was only fourteen, Mrs. Morel,” she pleaded, tears in her eyes. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Morel; “I can quite understand it, child. Take no notice of him. You ought to 

be ashamed, William, saying such things.” 



“But it’s true. She’s religious—she had blue velvet Prayer-Books—and she’s not as much 

religion, or anything else, in her than that table-leg. Gets confirmed three times for show, to 

show herself off, and that’s how she is in everything—everything!” 

The girl sat on the sofa, crying. She was not strong. 

“As for love!” he cried, “you might as well ask a fly to love you! It’ll love settling on you—” 

“Now, say no more,” commanded Mrs. Morel. “If you want to say these things, you must find 

another place than this. I am ashamed of you, William! Why don’t you be more manly. To do 

nothing but find fault with a girl, and then pretend you’re engaged to her!” 

Mrs. Morel subsided in wrath and indignation. 

William was silent, and later he repented, kissed and comforted the girl. Yet it was true, what 

he had said. He hated her. 

When they were going away, Mrs. Morel accompanied them as far as Nottingham. It was a 

long way to Keston station. 

“You know, mother,” he said to her, “Gyp’s shallow. Nothing goes deep with her.” 

“William, I wish you wouldn’t say these things,” said Mrs. Morel, very uncomfortable for the 

girl who walked beside her. 

“But it doesn’t, mother. She’s very much in love with me now, but if I died she’d have 

forgotten me in three months.” 

Mrs. Morel was afraid. Her heart beat furiously, hearing the quiet bitterness of her son’s last 

speech. 

“How do you know?” she replied. “You don’t know, and therefore you’ve no right to say such 

a thing.” 

“He’s always saying these things!” cried the girl. 

“In three months after I was buried you’d have somebody else, and I should be forgotten,” he 

said. “And that’s your love!” 

Mrs. Morel saw them into the train in Nottingham, then she returned home. 

“There’s one comfort,” she said to Paul—“he’ll never have any money to marry on, that 

I am sure of. And so she’ll save him that way.” 

So she took cheer. Matters were not yet very desperate. She firmly believed William would 

never marry his Gipsy. She waited, and she kept Paul near to her. 

All summer long William’s letters had a feverish tone; he seemed unnatural and intense. 

Sometimes he was exaggeratedly jolly, usually he was flat and bitter in his letter. 

“Ay,” his mother said, “I’m afraid he’s ruining himself against that creature, who isn’t worthy 

of his love—no, no more than a rag doll.” 

He wanted to come home. The midsummer holiday was gone; it was a long while to 

Christmas. He wrote in wild excitement, saying he could come for Saturday and Sunday at 

Goose Fair, the first week in October. 

“You are not well, my boy,” said his mother, when she saw him. She was almost in tears at 

having him to herself again. 

“No, I’ve not been well,” he said. “I’ve seemed to have a dragging cold all the last month, but 

it’s going, I think.” 



It was sunny October weather. He seemed wild with joy, like a schoolboy escaped; then again 

he was silent and reserved. He was more gaunt than ever, and there was a haggard look in his 

eyes. 

“You are doing too much,” said his mother to him. 

He was doing extra work, trying to make some money to marry on, he said. He only talked to 

his mother once on the Saturday night; then he was sad and tender about his beloved. 

“And yet, you know, mother, for all that, if I died she’d be broken-hearted for two months, and 

then she’d start to forget me. You’d see, she’d never come home here to look at my grave, not 

even once.” 

“Why, William,” said his mother, “you’re not going to die, so why talk about it?” 

“But whether or not—” he replied. 

“And she can’t help it. She is like that, and if you choose her—well, you can’t grumble,” said 

his mother. 

On the Sunday morning, as he was putting his collar on: 

“Look,” he said to his mother, holding up his chin, “what a rash my collar’s made under my 

chin!” 

Just at the junction of chin and throat was a big red inflammation. 

“It ought not to do that,” said his mother. “Here, put a bit of this soothing ointment on. You 

should wear different collars.” 

He went away on Sunday midnight, seeming better and more solid for his two days at home. 

On Tuesday morning came a telegram from London that he was ill. Mrs. Morel got off her 

knees from washing the floor, read the telegram, called a neighbour, went to her landlady and 

borrowed a sovereign, put on her things, and set off. She hurried to Keston, caught an express for 

London in Nottingham. She had to wait in Nottingham nearly an hour. A small figure in her 

black bonnet, she was anxiously asking the porters if they knew how to get to Elmers End. The 

journey was three hours. She sat in her corner in a kind of stupor, never moving. At King’s Cross 

still no one could tell her how to get to Elmers End. Carrying her string bag, that contained her 

nightdress, a comb and brush, she went from person to person. At last they sent her underground 

to Cannon Street. 

It was six o’clock when she arrived at William’s lodging. The blinds were not down. 

“How is he?” she asked. 

“No better,” said the landlady. 

She followed the woman upstairs. William lay on the bed, with bloodshot eyes, his face rather 

discoloured. The clothes were tossed about, there was no fire in the room, a glass of milk stood 

on the stand at his bedside. No one had been with him. 

“Why, my son!” said the mother bravely. 

He did not answer. He looked at her, but did not see her. Then he began to say, in a dull voice, 

as if repeating a letter from dictation: “Owing to a leakage in the hold of this vessel, the sugar 

had set, and become converted into rock. It needed hacking—” 

He was quite unconscious. It had been his business to examine some such cargo of sugar in the 

Port of London. 

“How long has he been like this?” the mother asked the landlady. 



“He got home at six o’clock on Monday morning, and he seemed to sleep all day; then in the 

night we heard him talking, and this morning he asked for you. So I wired, and we fetched the 

doctor.” 

“Will you have a fire made?” 

Mrs. Morel tried to soothe her son, to keep him still. 

The doctor came. It was pneumonia, and, he said, a peculiar erysipelas, which had started 

under the chin where the collar chafed, and was spreading over the face. He hoped it would not 

get to the brain. 

Mrs. Morel settled down to nurse. She prayed for William, prayed that he would recognise 

her. But the young man’s face grew more discoloured. In the night she struggled with him. He 

raved, and raved, and would not come to consciousness. At two o’clock, in a dreadful paroxysm, 

he died. 

Mrs. Morel sat perfectly still for an hour in the lodging bedroom; then she roused the 

household. 

At six o’clock, with the aid of the charwoman, she laid him out; then she went round the 

dreary London village to the registrar and the doctor. 

At nine o’clock to the cottage on Scargill Street came another wire: 

“William died last night. Let father come, bring money.” 

Annie, Paul, and Arthur were at home; Mr. Morel was gone to work. The three children said 

not a word. Annie began to whimper with fear; Paul set off for his father. 

It was a beautiful day. At Brinsley pit the white steam melted slowly in the sunshine of a soft 

blue sky; the wheels of the headstocks twinkled high up; the screen, shuffling its coal into the 

trucks, made a busy noise. 

“I want my father; he’s got to go to London,” said the boy to the first man he met on the bank. 

“Tha wants Walter Morel? Go in theer an’ tell Joe Ward.” 

Paul went into the little top office. 

“I want my father; he’s got to go to London.” 

“Thy feyther? Is he down? What’s his name?” 

“Mr. Morel.” 

“What, Walter? Is owt amiss?” 

“He’s got to go to London.” 

The man went to the telephone and rang up the bottom office. 

“Walter Morel’s wanted, number 42, Hard. Summat’s amiss; there’s his lad here.” 

Then he turned round to Paul. 

“He’ll be up in a few minutes,” he said. 

Paul wandered out to the pit-top. He watched the chair come up, with its wagon of coal. The 

great iron cage sank back on its rest, a full carfle was hauled off, an empty tram run on to the 

chair, a bell ting’ed somewhere, the chair heaved, then dropped like a stone. 

Paul did not realise William was dead; it was impossible, with such a bustle going on. The 

puller-off swung the small truck on to the turn-table, another man ran with it along the bank 

down the curving lines. 



“And William is dead, and my mother’s in London, and what will she be doing?” the boy 

asked himself, as if it were a conundrum. 

He watched chair after chair come up, and still no father. At last, standing beside a wagon, a 

man’s form! the chair sank on its rests, Morel stepped off. He was slightly lame from an 

accident. 

“Is it thee, Paul? Is ’e worse?” 

“You’ve got to go to London.” 

The two walked off the pit-bank, where men were watching curiously. As they came out and 

went along the railway, with the sunny autumn field on one side and a wall of trucks on the 

other, Morel said in a frightened voice: 

“’E’s niver gone, child?” 

“Yes.” 

“When wor’t?” 

“Last night. We had a telegram from my mother.” 

Morel walked on a few strides, then leaned up against a truck-side, his hand over his eyes. He 

was not crying. Paul stood looking round, waiting. On the weighing machine a truck trundled 

slowly. Paul saw everything, except his father leaning against the truck as if he were tired. 

Morel had only once before been to London. He set off, scared and peaked, to help his wife. 

That was on Tuesday. The children were left alone in the house. Paul went to work, Arthur went 

to school, and Annie had in a friend to be with her. 

On Saturday night, as Paul was turning the corner, coming home from Keston, he saw his 

mother and father, who had come to Sethley Bridge Station. They were walking in silence in the 

dark, tired, straggling apart. The boy waited. 

“Mother!” he said, in the darkness. 

Mrs. Morel’s small figure seemed not to observe. He spoke again. 

“Paul!” she said, uninterestedly. 

She let him kiss her, but she seemed unaware of him. 

In the house she was the same—small, white, and mute. She noticed nothing, she said nothing, 

only: 

“The coffin will be here to-night, Walter. You’d better see about some help.” Then, turning to 

the children: “We’re bringing him home.” 

Then she relapsed into the same mute looking into space, her hands folded on her lap. Paul, 

looking at her, felt he could not breathe. The house was dead silent. 

“I went to work, mother,” he said plaintively. 

“Did you?” she answered, dully. 

After half an hour Morel, troubled and bewildered, came in again. 

“Wheer s’ll we ha’e him when he does come?” he asked his wife. 

“In the front-room.” 

“Then I’d better shift th’ table?” 

“Yes.” 

“An’ ha’e him across th’ chairs?” 



“You know there—Yes, I suppose so.” 

Morel and Paul went, with a candle, into the parlour. There was no gas there. The father 

unscrewed the top of the big mahogany oval table, and cleared the middle of the room; then he 

arranged six chairs opposite each other, so that the coffin could stand on their beds. 

“You niver seed such a length as he is!” said the miner, and watching anxiously as he worked. 

Paul went to the bay window and looked out. The ash-tree stood monstrous and black in front 

of the wide darkness. It was a faintly luminous night. Paul went back to his mother. 

At ten o’clock Morel called: 

“He’s here!” 

Everyone started. There was a noise of unbarring and unlocking the front door, which opened 

straight from the night into the room. 

“Bring another candle,” called Morel. 

Annie and Arthur went. Paul followed with his mother. He stood with his arm round her waist 

in the inner doorway. Down the middle of the cleared room waited six chairs, face to face. In the 

window, against the lace curtains, Arthur held up one candle, and by the open door, against the 

night, Annie stood leaning forward, her brass candlestick glittering. 

There was the noise of wheels. Outside in the darkness of the street below Paul could see 

horses and a black vehicle, one lamp, and a few pale faces; then some men, miners, all in their 

shirt-sleeves, seemed to struggle in the obscurity. Presently two men appeared, bowed beneath a 

great weight. It was Morel and his neighbour. 

“Steady!” called Morel, out of breath. 

He and his fellow mounted the steep garden step, heaved into the candlelight with their 

gleaming coffin-end. Limbs of other men were seen struggling behind. Morel and Burns, in 

front, staggered; the great dark weight swayed. 

“Steady, steady!” cried Morel, as if in pain. 

All the six bearers were up in the small garden, holding the great coffin aloft. There were three 

more steps to the door. The yellow lamp of the carriage shone alone down the black road. 

“Now then!” said Morel. 

The coffin swayed, the men began to mount the three steps with their load. Annie’s candle 

flickered, and she whimpered as the first men appeared, and the limbs and bowed heads of six 

men struggled to climb into the room, bearing the coffin that rode like sorrow on their living 

flesh. 

“Oh, my son—my son!” Mrs. Morel sang softly, and each time the coffin swung to the 

unequal climbing of the men: “Oh, my son—my son—my son!” 

“Mother!” Paul whimpered, his hand round her waist. 

She did not hear. 

“Oh, my son—my son!” she repeated. 

Paul saw drops of sweat fall from his father’s brow. Six men were in the room—six coatless 

men, with yielding, struggling limbs, filling the room and knocking against the furniture. The 

coffin veered, and was gently lowered on to the chairs. The sweat fell from Morel’s face on its 

boards. 



“My word, he’s a weight!” said a man, and the five miners sighed, bowed, and, trembling with 

the struggle, descended the steps again, closing the door behind them. 

The family was alone in the parlour with the great polished box. William, when laid out, was 

six feet four inches long. Like a monument lay the bright brown, ponderous coffin. Paul thought 

it would never be got out of the room again. His mother was stroking the polished wood. 

They buried him on the Monday in the little cemetery on the hillside that looks over the fields 

at the big church and the houses. It was sunny, and the white chrysanthemums frilled themselves 

in the warmth. 

Mrs. Morel could not be persuaded, after this, to talk and take her old bright interest in life. 

She remained shut off. All the way home in the train she had said to herself: “If only it could 

have been me!” 

When Paul came home at night he found his mother sitting, her day’s work done, with hands 

folded in her lap upon her coarse apron. She always used to have changed her dress and put on a 

black apron, before. Now Annie set his supper, and his mother sat looking blankly in front of 

her, her mouth shut tight. Then he beat his brains for news to tell her. 

“Mother, Miss Jordan was down to-day, and she said my sketch of a colliery at work was 

beautiful.” 

But Mrs. Morel took no notice. Night after night he forced himself to tell her things, although 

she did not listen. It drove him almost insane to have her thus. At last: 

“What’s a-matter, mother?” he asked. 

She did not hear. 

“What’s a-matter?” he persisted. “Mother, what’s a-matter?” 

“You know what’s the matter,” she said irritably, turning away. 

The lad—he was sixteen years old—went to bed drearily. He was cut off and wretched 

through October, November and December. His mother tried, but she could not rouse herself. 

She could only brood on her dead son; he had been let to die so cruelly. 

At last, on December 23, with his five shillings Christmas-box in his pocket, Paul wandered 

blindly home. His mother looked at him, and her heart stood still. 

“What’s the matter?” she asked. 

“I’m badly, mother!” he replied. “Mr. Jordan gave me five shillings for a Christmas-box!” 

He handed it to her with trembling hands. She put it on the table. 

“You aren’t glad!” he reproached her; but he trembled violently. 

“Where hurts you?” she said, unbuttoning his overcoat. 

It was the old question. 

“I feel badly, mother.” 

She undressed him and put him to bed. He had pneumonia dangerously, the doctor said. 

“Might he never have had it if I’d kept him at home, not let him go to Nottingham?” was one 

of the first things she asked. 

“He might not have been so bad,” said the doctor. 

Mrs. Morel stood condemned on her own ground. 

“I should have watched the living, not the dead,” she told herself. 



Paul was very ill. His mother lay in bed at nights with him; they could not afford a nurse. He 

grew worse, and the crisis approached. One night he tossed into consciousness in the ghastly, 

sickly feeling of dissolution, when all the cells in the body seem in intense irritability to be 

breaking down, and consciousness makes a last flare of struggle, like madness. 

“I s’ll die, mother!” he cried, heaving for breath on the pillow. 

She lifted him up, crying in a small voice: 

“Oh, my son—my son!” 

That brought him to. He realised her. His whole will rose up and arrested him. He put his head 

on her breast, and took ease of her for love. 

“For some things,” said his aunt, “it was a good thing Paul was ill that Christmas. I believe it 

saved his mother.” 

Paul was in bed for seven weeks. He got up white and fragile. His father had bought him a pot 

of scarlet and gold tulips. They used to flame in the window in the March sunshine as he sat on 

the sofa chattering to his mother. The two knitted together in perfect intimacy. Mrs. Morel’s life 

now rooted itself in Paul. 

William had been a prophet. Mrs. Morel had a little present and a letter from Lily at 

Christmas. Mrs. Morel’s sister had a letter at the New Year. 

“I was at a ball last night. Some delightful people were there, and I enjoyed myself 

thoroughly,” said the letter. “I had every dance—did not sit out one.” 

Mrs. Morel never heard any more of her. 

Morel and his wife were gentle with each other for some time after the death of their son. He 

would go into a kind of daze, staring wide-eyed and blank across the room. Then he got up 

suddenly and hurried out to the Three Spots, returning in his normal state. But never in his life 

would he go for a walk up Shepstone, past the office where his son had worked, and he always 

avoided the cemetery. 

  



PART TWO 

CHAPTER VII LAD-AND-GIRL LOVE 

Paul had been many times up to Willey Farm during the autumn. He was friends with the two 

youngest boys. Edgar, the eldest, would not condescend at first. And Miriam also refused to be 

approached. She was afraid of being set at nought, as by her own brothers. The girl was romantic 

in her soul. Everywhere was a Walter Scott heroine being loved by men with helmets or with 

plumes in their caps. She herself was something of a princess turned into a swine-girl in her own 

imagination. And she was afraid lest this boy, who, nevertheless, looked something like a Walter 

Scott hero, who could paint and speak French, and knew what algebra meant, and who went by 

train to Nottingham every day, might consider her simply as the swine-girl, unable to perceive 

the princess beneath; so she held aloof. 

Her great companion was her mother. They were both brown-eyed, and inclined to be 

mystical, such women as treasure religion inside them, breathe it in their nostrils, and see the 

whole of life in a mist thereof. So to Miriam, Christ and God made one great figure, which she 

loved tremblingly and passionately when a tremendous sunset burned out the western sky, and 

Ediths, and Lucys, and Rowenas, Brian de Bois Guilberts, Rob Roys, and Guy Mannerings, 

rustled the sunny leaves in the morning, or sat in her bedroom aloft, alone, when it snowed. That 

was life to her. For the rest, she drudged in the house, which work she would not have minded 

had not her clean red floor been mucked up immediately by the trampling farm-boots of her 

brothers. She madly wanted her little brother of four to let her swathe him and stifle him in her 

love; she went to church reverently, with bowed head, and quivered in anguish from the 

vulgarity of the other choir-girls and from the common-sounding voice of the curate; she fought 

with her brothers, whom she considered brutal louts; and she held not her father in too high 

esteem because he did not carry any mystical ideals cherished in his heart, but only wanted to 

have as easy a time as he could, and his meals when he was ready for them. 

She hated her position as swine-girl. She wanted to be considered. She wanted to learn, 

thinking that if she could read, as Paul said he could read, “Colomba”, or the “Voyage autour de 

ma Chambre”, the world would have a different face for her and a deepened respect. She could 

not be princess by wealth or standing. So she was mad to have learning whereon to pride herself. 

For she was different from other folk, and must not be scooped up among the common fry. 

Learning was the only distinction to which she thought to aspire. 

Her beauty—that of a shy, wild, quiveringly sensitive thing—seemed nothing to her. Even her 

soul, so strong for rhapsody, was not enough. She must have something to reinforce her pride, 

because she felt different from other people. Paul she eyed rather wistfully. On the whole, she 

scorned the male sex. But here was a new specimen, quick, light, graceful, who could be gentle 

and who could be sad, and who was clever, and who knew a lot, and who had a death in the 

family. The boy’s poor morsel of learning exalted him almost sky-high in her esteem. Yet she 

tried hard to scorn him, because he would not see in her the princess but only the swine-girl. And 

he scarcely observed her. 

Then he was so ill, and she felt he would be weak. Then she would be stronger than he. Then 

she could love him. If she could be mistress of him in his weakness, take care of him, if he could 

depend on her, if she could, as it were, have him in her arms, how she would love him! 



As soon as the skies brightened and plum-blossom was out, Paul drove off in the milkman’s 

heavy float up to Willey Farm. Mr. Leivers shouted in a kindly fashion at the boy, then clicked to 

the horse as they climbed the hill slowly, in the freshness of the morning. White clouds went on 

their way, crowding to the back of the hills that were rousing in the springtime. The water of 

Nethermere lay below, very blue against the seared meadows and the thorn-trees. 

It was four and a half miles’ drive. Tiny buds on the hedges, vivid as copper-green, were 

opening into rosettes; and thrushes called, and blackbirds shrieked and scolded. It was a new, 

glamorous world. 

Miriam, peeping through the kitchen window, saw the horse walk through the big white gate 

into the farmyard that was backed by the oak-wood, still bare. Then a youth in a heavy overcoat 

climbed down. He put up his hands for the whip and the rug that the good-looking, ruddy farmer 

handed down to him. 

Miriam appeared in the doorway. She was nearly sixteen, very beautiful, with her warm 

colouring, her gravity, her eyes dilating suddenly like an ecstasy. 

“I say,” said Paul, turning shyly aside, “your daffodils are nearly out. Isn’t it early? But don’t 

they look cold?” 

“Cold!” said Miriam, in her musical, caressing voice. 

“The green on their buds—” and he faltered into silence timidly. 

“Let me take the rug,” said Miriam over-gently. 

“I can carry it,” he answered, rather injured. But he yielded it to her. 

Then Mrs. Leivers appeared. 

“I’m sure you’re tired and cold,” she said. “Let me take your coat. It is heavy. You mustn’t 

walk far in it.” 

She helped him off with his coat. He was quite unused to such attention. She was almost 

smothered under its weight. 

“Why, mother,” laughed the farmer as he passed through the kitchen, swinging the great milk-

churns, “you’ve got almost more than you can manage there.” 

She beat up the sofa cushions for the youth. 

The kitchen was very small and irregular. The farm had been originally a labourer’s cottage. 

And the furniture was old and battered. But Paul loved it—loved the sack-bag that formed the 

hearthrug, and the funny little corner under the stairs, and the small window deep in the corner, 

through which, bending a little, he could see the plum trees in the back garden and the lovely 

round hills beyond. 

“Won’t you lie down?” said Mrs. Leivers. 

“Oh no; I’m not tired,” he said. “Isn’t it lovely coming out, don’t you think? I saw a sloe-bush 

in blossom and a lot of celandines. I’m glad it’s sunny.” 

“Can I give you anything to eat or to drink?” 

“No, thank you.” 

“How’s your mother?” 

“I think she’s tired now. I think she’s had too much to do. Perhaps in a little while she’ll go to 

Skegness with me. Then she’ll be able to rest. I s’ll be glad if she can.” 

“Yes,” replied Mrs. Leivers. “It’s a wonder she isn’t ill herself.” 



Miriam was moving about preparing dinner. Paul watched everything that happened. His face 

was pale and thin, but his eyes were quick and bright with life as ever. He watched the strange, 

almost rhapsodic way in which the girl moved about, carrying a great stew-jar to the oven, or 

looking in the saucepan. The atmosphere was different from that of his own home, where 

everything seemed so ordinary. When Mr. Leivers called loudly outside to the horse, that was 

reaching over to feed on the rose-bushes in the garden, the girl started, looked round with dark 

eyes, as if something had come breaking in on her world. There was a sense of silence inside the 

house and out. Miriam seemed as in some dreamy tale, a maiden in bondage, her spirit dreaming 

in a land far away and magical. And her discoloured, old blue frock and her broken boots seemed 

only like the romantic rags of King Cophetua’s beggar-maid. 

She suddenly became aware of his keen blue eyes upon her, taking her all in. Instantly her 

broken boots and her frayed old frock hurt her. She resented his seeing everything. Even he knew 

that her stocking was not pulled up. She went into the scullery, blushing deeply. And afterwards 

her hands trembled slightly at her work. She nearly dropped all she handled. When her inside 

dream was shaken, her body quivered with trepidation. She resented that he saw so much. 

Mrs. Leivers sat for some time talking to the boy, although she was needed at her work. She 

was too polite to leave him. Presently she excused herself and rose. After a while she looked into 

the tin saucepan. 

“Oh dear, Miriam,” she cried, “these potatoes have boiled dry!” 

Miriam started as if she had been stung. 

“Have they, mother?” she cried. 

“I shouldn’t care, Miriam,” said the mother, “if I hadn’t trusted them to you.” She peered into 

the pan. 

The girl stiffened as if from a blow. Her dark eyes dilated; she remained standing in the same 

spot. 

“Well,” she answered, gripped tight in self-conscious shame, “I’m sure I looked at them five 

minutes since.” 

“Yes,” said the mother, “I know it’s easily done.” 

“They’re not much burned,” said Paul. “It doesn’t matter, does it?” 

Mrs. Leivers looked at the youth with her brown, hurt eyes. 

“It wouldn’t matter but for the boys,” she said to him. “Only Miriam knows what a trouble 

they make if the potatoes are ‘caught’.” 

“Then,” thought Paul to himself, “you shouldn’t let them make a trouble.” 

After a while Edgar came in. He wore leggings, and his boots were covered with earth. He was 

rather small, rather formal, for a farmer. He glanced at Paul, nodded to him distantly, and said: 

“Dinner ready?” 

“Nearly, Edgar,” replied the mother apologetically. 

“I’m ready for mine,” said the young man, taking up the newspaper and reading. Presently the 

rest of the family trooped in. Dinner was served. The meal went rather brutally. The over-

gentleness and apologetic tone of the mother brought out all the brutality of manners in the sons. 

Edgar tasted the potatoes, moved his mouth quickly like a rabbit, looked indignantly at his 

mother, and said: 

“These potatoes are burnt, mother.” 



“Yes, Edgar. I forgot them for a minute. Perhaps you’ll have bread if you can’t eat them.” 

Edgar looked in anger across at Miriam. 

“What was Miriam doing that she couldn’t attend to them?” he said. 

Miriam looked up. Her mouth opened, her dark eyes blazed and winced, but she said nothing. 

She swallowed her anger and her shame, bowing her dark head. 

“I’m sure she was trying hard,” said the mother. 

“She hasn’t got sense even to boil the potatoes,” said Edgar. “What is she kept at home for?” 

“On’y for eating everything that’s left in th’ pantry,” said Maurice. 

“They don’t forget that potato-pie against our Miriam,” laughed the father. 

She was utterly humiliated. The mother sat in silence, suffering, like some saint out of place at 

the brutal board. 

It puzzled Paul. He wondered vaguely why all this intense feeling went running because of a 

few burnt potatoes. The mother exalted everything—even a bit of housework—to the plane of a 

religious trust. The sons resented this; they felt themselves cut away underneath, and they 

answered with brutality and also with a sneering superciliousness. 

Paul was just opening out from childhood into manhood. This atmosphere, where everything 

took a religious value, came with a subtle fascination to him. There was something in the air. His 

own mother was logical. Here there was something different, something he loved, something that 

at times he hated. 

Miriam quarrelled with her brothers fiercely. Later in the afternoon, when they had gone away 

again, her mother said: 

“You disappointed me at dinner-time, Miriam.” 

The girl dropped her head. 

“They are such brutes!” she suddenly cried, looking up with flashing eyes. 

“But hadn’t you promised not to answer them?” said the mother. “And I believed in you. 

I can’t stand it when you wrangle.” 

“But they’re so hateful!” cried Miriam, “and—and low.” 

“Yes, dear. But how often have I asked you not to answer Edgar back? Can’t you let him say 

what he likes?” 

“But why should he say what he likes?” 

“Aren’t you strong enough to bear it, Miriam, if even for my sake? Are you so weak that you 

must wrangle with them?” 

Mrs. Leivers stuck unflinchingly to this doctrine of “the other cheek”. She could not instil it at 

all into the boys. With the girls she succeeded better, and Miriam was the child of her heart. The 

boys loathed the other cheek when it was presented to them. Miriam was often sufficiently lofty 

to turn it. Then they spat on her and hated her. But she walked in her proud humility, living 

within herself. 

There was always this feeling of jangle and discord in the Leivers family. Although the boys 

resented so bitterly this eternal appeal to their deeper feelings of resignation and proud humility, 

yet it had its effect on them. They could not establish between themselves and an outsider just 

the ordinary human feeling and unexaggerated friendship; they were always restless for the 

something deeper. Ordinary folk seemed shallow to them, trivial and inconsiderable. And so they 



were unaccustomed, painfully uncouth in the simplest social intercourse, suffering, and yet 

insolent in their superiority. Then beneath was the yearning for the soul-intimacy to which they 

could not attain because they were too dumb, and every approach to close connection was 

blocked by their clumsy contempt of other people. They wanted genuine intimacy, but they could 

not get even normally near to anyone, because they scorned to take the first steps, they scorned 

the triviality which forms common human intercourse. 

Paul fell under Mrs. Leivers’s spell. Everything had a religious and intensified meaning when 

he was with her. His soul, hurt, highly developed, sought her as if for nourishment. Together 

they seemed to sift the vital fact from an experience. 

Miriam was her mother’s daughter. In the sunshine of the afternoon mother and daughter went 

down the fields with him. They looked for nests. There was a jenny wren’s in the hedge by the 

orchard. 

“I do want you to see this,” said Mrs. Leivers. 

He crouched down and carefully put his finger through the thorns into the round door of the 

nest. 

“It’s almost as if you were feeling inside the live body of the bird,” he said, “it’s so warm. 

They say a bird makes its nest round like a cup with pressing its breast on it. Then how did it 

make the ceiling round, I wonder?” 

The nest seemed to start into life for the two women. After that, Miriam came to see it every 

day. It seemed so close to her. Again, going down the hedgeside with the girl, he noticed the 

celandines, scalloped splashes of gold, on the side of the ditch. 

“I like them,” he said, “when their petals go flat back with the sunshine. They seemed to be 

pressing themselves at the sun.” 

And then the celandines ever after drew her with a little spell. Anthropomorphic as she was, 

she stimulated him into appreciating things thus, and then they lived for her. She seemed to need 

things kindling in her imagination or in her soul before she felt she had them. And she was cut 

off from ordinary life by her religious intensity which made the world for her either a nunnery 

garden or a paradise, where sin and knowledge were not, or else an ugly, cruel thing. 

So it was in this atmosphere of subtle intimacy, this meeting in their common feeling for 

something in Nature, that their love started. 

Personally, he was a long time before he realised her. For ten months he had to stay at home 

after his illness. For a while he went to Skegness with his mother, and was perfectly happy. But 

even from the seaside he wrote long letters to Mrs. Leivers about the shore and the sea. And he 

brought back his beloved sketches of the flat Lincoln coast, anxious for them to see. Almost they 

would interest the Leivers more than they interested his mother. It was not his art Mrs. Morel 

cared about; it was himself and his achievement. But Mrs. Leivers and her children were almost 

his disciples. They kindled him and made him glow to his work, whereas his mother’s influence 

was to make him quietly determined, patient, dogged, unwearied. 

He soon was friends with the boys, whose rudeness was only superficial. They had all, when 

they could trust themselves, a strange gentleness and lovableness. 

“Will you come with me on to the fallow?” asked Edgar, rather hesitatingly. 

Paul went joyfully, and spent the afternoon helping to hoe or to single turnips with his friend. 

He used to lie with the three brothers in the hay piled up in the barn and tell them about 

Nottingham and about Jordan’s. In return, they taught him to milk, and let him do little jobs—



chopping hay or pulping turnips—just as much as he liked. At midsummer he worked all through 

hay-harvest with them, and then he loved them. The family was so cut off from the world 

actually. They seemed, somehow, like “les derniers fils d’une race épuisée”. Though the lads 

were strong and healthy, yet they had all that over-sensitiveness and hanging-back which made 

them so lonely, yet also such close, delicate friends once their intimacy was won. Paul loved 

them dearly, and they him. 

Miriam came later. But he had come into her life before she made any mark on his. One dull 

afternoon, when the men were on the land and the rest at school, only Miriam and her mother at 

home, the girl said to him, after having hesitated for some time: 

“Have you seen the swing?” 

“No,” he answered. “Where?” 

“In the cowshed,” she replied. 

She always hesitated to offer or to show him anything. Men have such different standards of 

worth from women, and her dear things—the valuable things to her—her brothers had so often 

mocked or flouted. 

“Come on, then,” he replied, jumping up. 

There were two cowsheds, one on either side of the barn. In the lower, darker shed there was 

standing for four cows. Hens flew scolding over the manger-wall as the youth and girl went 

forward for the great thick rope which hung from the beam in the darkness overhead, and was 

pushed back over a peg in the wall. 

“It’s something like a rope!” he exclaimed appreciatively; and he sat down on it, anxious to try 

it. Then immediately he rose. 

“Come on, then, and have first go,” he said to the girl. 

“See,” she answered, going into the barn, “we put some bags on the seat;” and she made the 

swing comfortable for him. That gave her pleasure. He held the rope. 

“Come on, then,” he said to her. 

“No, I won’t go first,” she answered. 

She stood aside in her still, aloof fashion. 

“Why?” 

“You go,” she pleaded. 

Almost for the first time in her life she had the pleasure of giving up to a man, of spoiling him. 

Paul looked at her. 

“All right,” he said, sitting down. “Mind out!” 

He set off with a spring, and in a moment was flying through the air, almost out of the door of 

the shed, the upper half of which was open, showing outside the drizzling rain, the filthy yard, 

the cattle standing disconsolate against the black cartshed, and at the back of all the grey-green 

wall of the wood. She stood below in her crimson tam-o’-shanter and watched. He looked down 

at her, and she saw his blue eyes sparkling. 

“It’s a treat of a swing,” he said. 

“Yes.” 

He was swinging through the air, every bit of him swinging, like a bird that swoops for joy of 

movement. And he looked down at her. Her crimson cap hung over her dark curls, her beautiful 



warm face, so still in a kind of brooding, was lifted towards him. It was dark and rather cold in 

the shed. Suddenly a swallow came down from the high roof and darted out of the door. 

“I didn’t know a bird was watching,” he called. 

He swung negligently. She could feel him falling and lifting through the air, as if he were 

lying on some force. 

“Now I’ll die,” he said, in a detached, dreamy voice, as though he were the dying motion of 

the swing. She watched him, fascinated. Suddenly he put on the brake and jumped out. 

“I’ve had a long turn,” he said. “But it’s a treat of a swing—it’s a real treat of a swing!” 

Miriam was amused that he took a swing so seriously and felt so warmly over it. 

“No; you go on,” she said. 

“Why, don’t you want one?” he asked, astonished. 

“Well, not much. I’ll have just a little.” 

She sat down, whilst he kept the bags in place for her. 

“It’s so ripping!” he said, setting her in motion. “Keep your heels up, or they’ll bang the 

manger-wall.” 

She felt the accuracy with which he caught her, exactly at the right moment, and the exactly 

proportionate strength of his thrust, and she was afraid. Down to her bowels went the hot wave 

of fear. She was in his hands. Again, firm and inevitable came the thrust at the right moment. She 

gripped the rope, almost swooning. 

“Ha!” she laughed in fear. “No higher!” 

“But you’re not a bit high,” he remonstrated. 

“But no higher.” 

He heard the fear in her voice, and desisted. Her heart melted in hot pain when the moment 

came for him to thrust her forward again. But he left her alone. She began to breathe. 

“Won’t you really go any farther?” he asked. “Should I keep you there?” 

“No; let me go by myself,” she answered. 

He moved aside and watched her. 

“Why, you’re scarcely moving,” he said. 

She laughed slightly with shame, and in a moment got down. 

“They say if you can swing you won’t be sea-sick,” he said, as he mounted again. “I don’t 

believe I should ever be sea-sick.” 

Away he went. There was something fascinating to her in him. For the moment he was 

nothing but a piece of swinging stuff; not a particle of him that did not swing. She could never 

lose herself so, nor could her brothers. It roused a warmth in her. It was almost as if he were a 

flame that had lit a warmth in her whilst he swung in the middle air. 

And gradually the intimacy with the family concentrated for Paul on three persons—the 

mother, Edgar, and Miriam. To the mother he went for that sympathy and that appeal which 

seemed to draw him out. Edgar was his very close friend. And to Miriam he more or less 

condescended, because she seemed so humble. 



But the girl gradually sought him out. If he brought up his sketch-book, it was she who 

pondered longest over the last picture. Then she would look up at him. Suddenly, her dark eyes 

alight like water that shakes with a stream of gold in the dark, she would ask: 

“Why do I like this so?” 

Always something in his breast shrank from these close, intimate, dazzled looks of hers. 

“Why do you?” he asked. 

“I don’t know. It seems so true.” 

“It’s because—it’s because there is scarcely any shadow in it; it’s more shimmery, as if I’d 

painted the shimmering protoplasm in the leaves and everywhere, and not the stiffness of the 

shape. That seems dead to me. Only this shimmeriness is the real living. The shape is a dead 

crust. The shimmer is inside really.” 

And she, with her little finger in her mouth, would ponder these sayings. They gave her a 

feeling of life again, and vivified things which had meant nothing to her. She managed to find 

some meaning in his struggling, abstract speeches. And they were the medium through which she 

came distinctly at her beloved objects. 

Another day she sat at sunset whilst he was painting some pine-trees which caught the red 

glare from the west. He had been quiet. 

“There you are!” he said suddenly. “I wanted that. Now, look at them and tell me, are they 

pine trunks or are they red coals, standing-up pieces of fire in that darkness? There’s God’s 

burning bush for you, that burned not away.” 

Miriam looked, and was frightened. But the pine trunks were wonderful to her, and distinct. 

He packed his box and rose. Suddenly he looked at her. 

“Why are you always sad?” he asked her. 

“Sad!” she exclaimed, looking up at him with startled, wonderful brown eyes. 

“Yes,” he replied. “You are always sad.” 

“I am not—oh, not a bit!” she cried. 

“But even your joy is like a flame coming off of sadness,” he persisted. “You’re never jolly, or 

even just all right.” 

“No,” she pondered. “I wonder—why?” 

“Because you’re not; because you’re different inside, like a pine-tree, and then you flare up; 

but you’re not just like an ordinary tree, with fidgety leaves and jolly—” 

He got tangled up in his own speech; but she brooded on it, and he had a strange, roused 

sensation, as if his feelings were new. She got so near him. It was a strange stimulant. 

Then sometimes he hated her. Her youngest brother was only five. He was a frail lad, with 

immense brown eyes in his quaint fragile face—one of Reynolds’s “Choir of Angels”, with a 

touch of elf. Often Miriam kneeled to the child and drew him to her. 

“Eh, my Hubert!” she sang, in a voice heavy and surcharged with love. “Eh, my Hubert!” 

And, folding him in her arms, she swayed slightly from side to side with love, her face half 

lifted, her eyes half closed, her voice drenched with love. 

“Don’t!” said the child, uneasy—“don’t, Miriam!” 

“Yes; you love me, don’t you?” she murmured deep in her throat, almost as if she were in a 

trance, and swaying also as if she were swooned in an ecstasy of love. 



“Don’t!” repeated the child, a frown on his clear brow. 

“You love me, don’t you?” she murmured. 

“What do you make such a fuss for?” cried Paul, all in suffering because of her extreme 

emotion. “Why can’t you be ordinary with him?” 

She let the child go, and rose, and said nothing. Her intensity, which would leave no emotion 

on a normal plane, irritated the youth into a frenzy. And this fearful, naked contact of her on 

small occasions shocked him. He was used to his mother’s reserve. And on such occasions he 

was thankful in his heart and soul that he had his mother, so sane and wholesome. 

All the life of Miriam’s body was in her eyes, which were usually dark as a dark church, but 

could flame with light like a conflagration. Her face scarcely ever altered from its look of 

brooding. She might have been one of the women who went with Mary when Jesus was dead. 

Her body was not flexible and living. She walked with a swing, rather heavily, her head bowed 

forward, pondering. She was not clumsy, and yet none of her movements seemed 

quite the movement. Often, when wiping the dishes, she would stand in bewilderment and 

chagrin because she had pulled in two halves a cup or a tumbler. It was as if, in her fear and self-

mistrust, she put too much strength into the effort. There was no looseness or abandon about her. 

Everything was gripped stiff with intensity, and her effort, overcharged, closed in on itself. 

She rarely varied from her swinging, forward, intense walk. Occasionally she ran with Paul 

down the fields. Then her eyes blazed naked in a kind of ecstasy that frightened him. But she was 

physically afraid. If she were getting over a stile, she gripped his hands in a little hard anguish, 

and began to lose her presence of mind. And he could not persuade her to jump from even a 

small height. Her eyes dilated, became exposed and palpitating. 

“No!” she cried, half laughing in terror—“no!” 

“You shall!” he cried once, and, jerking her forward, he brought her falling from the fence. 

But her wild “Ah!” of pain, as if she were losing consciousness, cut him. She landed on her feet 

safely, and afterwards had courage in this respect. 

She was very much dissatisfied with her lot. 

“Don’t you like being at home?” Paul asked her, surprised. 

“Who would?” she answered, low and intense. “What is it? I’m all day cleaning what the boys 

make just as bad in five minutes. I don’t want to be at home.” 

“What do you want, then?” 

“I want to do something. I want a chance like anybody else. Why should I, because I’m a girl, 

be kept at home and not allowed to be anything? What chance have I?” 

“Chance of what?” 

“Of knowing anything—of learning, of doing anything. It’s not fair, because I’m a woman.” 

She seemed very bitter. Paul wondered. In his own home Annie was almost glad to be a girl. 

She had not so much responsibility; things were lighter for her. She never wanted to be other 

than a girl. But Miriam almost fiercely wished she were a man. And yet she hated men at the 

same time. 

“But it’s as well to be a woman as a man,” he said, frowning. 

“Ha! Is it? Men have everything.” 

“I should think women ought to be as glad to be women as men are to be men,” he answered. 



“No!”—she shook her head—“no! Everything the men have.” 

“But what do you want?” he asked. 

“I want to learn. Why should it be that I know nothing?” 

“What! such as mathematics and French?” 

“Why shouldn’t I know mathematics? Yes!” she cried, her eye expanding in a kind of 

defiance. 

“Well, you can learn as much as I know,” he said. “I’ll teach you, if you like.” 

Her eyes dilated. She mistrusted him as teacher. 

“Would you?” he asked. 

Her head had dropped, and she was sucking her finger broodingly. 

“Yes,” she said hesitatingly. 

He used to tell his mother all these things. 

“I’m going to teach Miriam algebra,” he said. 

“Well,” replied Mrs. Morel, “I hope she’ll get fat on it.” 

When he went up to the farm on the Monday evening, it was drawing twilight. Miriam was 

just sweeping up the kitchen, and was kneeling at the hearth when he entered. Everyone was out 

but her. She looked round at him, flushed, her dark eyes shining, her fine hair falling about her 

face. 

“Hello!” she said, soft and musical. “I knew it was you.” 

“How?” 

“I knew your step. Nobody treads so quick and firm.” 

He sat down, sighing. 

“Ready to do some algebra?” he asked, drawing a little book from his pocket. 

“But—” 

He could feel her backing away. 

“You said you wanted,” he insisted. 

“To-night, though?” she faltered. 

“But I came on purpose. And if you want to learn it, you must begin.” 

She took up her ashes in the dustpan and looked at him, half tremulously, laughing. 

“Yes, but to-night! You see, I haven’t thought of it.” 

“Well, my goodness! Take the ashes and come.” 

He went and sat on the stone bench in the back-yard, where the big milk-cans were standing, 

tipped up, to air. The men were in the cowsheds. He could hear the little sing-song of the milk 

spurting into the pails. Presently she came, bringing some big greenish apples. 

“You know you like them,” she said. 

He took a bite. 

“Sit down,” he said, with his mouth full. 

She was short-sighted, and peered over his shoulder. It irritated him. He gave her the book 

quickly. 

“Here,” he said. “It’s only letters for figures. You put down ‘a’ instead of ‘2’ or ‘6’.” 



They worked, he talking, she with her head down on the book. He was quick and hasty. She 

never answered. Occasionally, when he demanded of her, “Do you see?” she looked up at him, 

her eyes wide with the half-laugh that comes of fear. “Don’t you?” he cried. 

He had been too fast. But she said nothing. He questioned her more, then got hot. It made his 

blood rouse to see her there, as it were, at his mercy, her mouth open, her eyes dilated with 

laughter that was afraid, apologetic, ashamed. Then Edgar came along with two buckets of milk. 

“Hello!” he said. “What are you doing?” 

“Algebra,” replied Paul. 

“Algebra!” repeated Edgar curiously. Then he passed on with a laugh. Paul took a bite at his 

forgotten apple, looked at the miserable cabbages in the garden, pecked into lace by the fowls, 

and he wanted to pull them up. Then he glanced at Miriam. She was poring over the book, 

seemed absorbed in it, yet trembling lest she could not get at it. It made him cross. She was 

ruddy and beautiful. Yet her soul seemed to be intensely supplicating. The algebra-book she 

closed, shrinking, knowing he was angered; and at the same instant he grew gentle, seeing her 

hurt because she did not understand. 

But things came slowly to her. And when she held herself in a grip, seemed so utterly humble 

before the lesson, it made his blood rouse. He stormed at her, got ashamed, continued the lesson, 

and grew furious again, abusing her. She listened in silence. Occasionally, very rarely, she 

defended herself. Her liquid dark eyes blazed at him. 

“You don’t give me time to learn it,” she said. 

“All right,” he answered, throwing the book on the table and lighting a cigarette. Then, after a 

while, he went back to her repentant. So the lessons went. He was always either in a rage or very 

gentle. 

“What do you tremble your soul before it for?” he cried. “You don’t learn algebra with your 

blessed soul. Can’t you look at it with your clear simple wits?” 

Often, when he went again into the kitchen, Mrs. Leivers would look at him reproachfully, 

saying: 

“Paul, don’t be so hard on Miriam. She may not be quick, but I’m sure she tries.” 

“I can’t help it,” he said rather pitiably. “I go off like it.” 

“You don’t mind me, Miriam, do you?” he asked of the girl later. 

“No,” she reassured him in her beautiful deep tones—“no, I don’t mind.” 

“Don’t mind me; it’s my fault.” 

But, in spite of himself, his blood began to boil with her. It was strange that no one else made 

him in such fury. He flared against her. Once he threw the pencil in her face. There was a 

silence. She turned her face slightly aside. 

“I didn’t—” he began, but got no farther, feeling weak in all his bones. She never reproached 

him or was angry with him. He was often cruelly ashamed. But still again his anger burst like a 

bubble surcharged; and still, when he saw her eager, silent, as it were, blind face, he felt he 

wanted to throw the pencil in it; and still, when he saw her hand trembling and her mouth parted 

with suffering, his heart was scalded with pain for her. And because of the intensity to which she 

roused him, he sought her. 

Then he often avoided her and went with Edgar. Miriam and her brother were naturally 

antagonistic. Edgar was a rationalist, who was curious, and had a sort of scientific interest in life. 



It was a great bitterness to Miriam to see herself deserted by Paul for Edgar, who seemed so 

much lower. But the youth was very happy with her elder brother. The two men spent afternoons 

together on the land or in the loft doing carpentry, when it rained. And they talked together, or 

Paul taught Edgar the songs he himself had learned from Annie at the piano. And often all the 

men, Mr. Leivers as well, had bitter debates on the nationalizing of the land and similar 

problems. Paul had already heard his mother’s views, and as these were as yet his own, he 

argued for her. Miriam attended and took part, but was all the time waiting until it should be over 

and a personal communication might begin. 

“After all,” she said within herself, “if the land were nationalised, Edgar and Paul and I would 

be just the same.” So she waited for the youth to come back to her. 

He was studying for his painting. He loved to sit at home, alone with his mother, at night, 

working and working. She sewed or read. Then, looking up from his task, he would rest his eyes 

for a moment on her face, that was bright with living warmth, and he returned gladly to his work. 

“I can do my best things when you sit there in your rocking-chair, mother,” he said. 

“I’m sure!” she exclaimed, sniffing with mock scepticism. But she felt it was so, and her heart 

quivered with brightness. For many hours she sat still, slightly conscious of him labouring away, 

whilst she worked or read her book. And he, with all his soul’s intensity directing his pencil, 

could feel her warmth inside him like strength. They were both very happy so, and both 

unconscious of it. These times, that meant so much, and which were real living, they almost 

ignored. 

He was conscious only when stimulated. A sketch finished, he always wanted to take it to 

Miriam. Then he was stimulated into knowledge of the work he had produced unconsciously. In 

contact with Miriam he gained insight; his vision went deeper. From his mother he drew the life-

warmth, the strength to produce; Miriam urged this warmth into intensity like a white light. 

When he returned to the factory the conditions of work were better. He had Wednesday 

afternoon off to go to the Art School—Miss Jordan’s provision—returning in the evening. Then 

the factory closed at six instead of eight on Thursday and Friday evenings. 

One evening in the summer Miriam and he went over the fields by Herod’s Farm on their way 

from the library home. So it was only three miles to Willey Farm. There was a yellow glow over 

the mowing-grass, and the sorrel-heads burned crimson. Gradually, as they walked along the 

high land, the gold in the west sank down to red, the red to crimson, and then the chill blue crept 

up against the glow. 

They came out upon the high road to Alfreton, which ran white between the darkening fields. 

There Paul hesitated. It was two miles home for him, one mile forward for Miriam. They both 

looked up the road that ran in shadow right under the glow of the north-west sky. On the crest of 

the hill, Selby, with its stark houses and the up-pricked headstocks of the pit, stood in black 

silhouette small against the sky. 

He looked at his watch. 

“Nine o’clock!” he said. 

The pair stood, loth to part, hugging their books. 

“The wood is so lovely now,” she said. “I wanted you to see it.” 

He followed her slowly across the road to the white gate. 

“They grumble so if I’m late,” he said. 



“But you’re not doing anything wrong,” she answered impatiently. 

He followed her across the nibbled pasture in the dusk. There was a coolness in the wood, a 

scent of leaves, of honeysuckle, and a twilight. The two walked in silence. Night came 

wonderfully there, among the throng of dark tree-trunks. He looked round, expectant. 

She wanted to show him a certain wild-rose bush she had discovered. She knew it was 

wonderful. And yet, till he had seen it, she felt it had not come into her soul. Only he could make 

it her own, immortal. She was dissatisfied. 

Dew was already on the paths. In the old oak-wood a mist was rising, and he hesitated, 

wondering whether one whiteness were a strand of fog or only campion-flowers pallid in a cloud. 

By the time they came to the pine-trees Miriam was getting very eager and very tense. Her 

bush might be gone. She might not be able to find it; and she wanted it so much. Almost 

passionately she wanted to be with him when he stood before the flowers. They were going to 

have a communion together—something that thrilled her, something holy. He was walking 

beside her in silence. They were very near to each other. She trembled, and he listened, vaguely 

anxious. 

Coming to the edge of the wood, they saw the sky in front, like mother-of-pearl, and the earth 

growing dark. Somewhere on the outermost branches of the pine-wood the honeysuckle was 

streaming scent. 

“Where?” he asked. 

“Down the middle path,” she murmured, quivering. 

When they turned the corner of the path she stood still. In the wide walk between the pines, 

gazing rather frightened, she could distinguish nothing for some moments; the greying light 

robbed things of their colour. Then she saw her bush. 

“Ah!” she cried, hastening forward. 

It was very still. The tree was tall and straggling. It had thrown its briers over a hawthorn-

bush, and its long streamers trailed thick, right down to the grass, splashing the darkness 

everywhere with great spilt stars, pure white. In bosses of ivory and in large splashed stars the 

roses gleamed on the darkness of foliage and stems and grass. Paul and Miriam stood close 

together, silent, and watched. Point after point the steady roses shone out to them, seeming to 

kindle something in their souls. The dusk came like smoke around, and still did not put out the 

roses. 

Paul looked into Miriam’s eyes. She was pale and expectant with wonder, her lips were parted, 

and her dark eyes lay open to him. His look seemed to travel down into her. Her soul quivered. It 

was the communion she wanted. He turned aside, as if pained. He turned to the bush. 

“They seem as if they walk like butterflies, and shake themselves,” he said. 

She looked at her roses. They were white, some incurved and holy, others expanded in an 

ecstasy. The tree was dark as a shadow. She lifted her hand impulsively to the flowers; she went 

forward and touched them in worship. 

“Let us go,” he said. 

There was a cool scent of ivory roses—a white, virgin scent. Something made him feel 

anxious and imprisoned. The two walked in silence. 

“Till Sunday,” he said quietly, and left her; and she walked home slowly, feeling her soul 

satisfied with the holiness of the night. He stumbled down the path. And as soon as he was out of 



the wood, in the free open meadow, where he could breathe, he started to run as fast as he could. 

It was like a delicious delirium in his veins. 

Always when he went with Miriam, and it grew rather late, he knew his mother was fretting 

and getting angry about him—why, he could not understand. As he went into the house, flinging 

down his cap, his mother looked up at the clock. She had been sitting thinking, because a chill to 

her eyes prevented her reading. She could feel Paul being drawn away by this girl. And she did 

not care for Miriam. “She is one of those who will want to suck a man’s soul out till he has none 

of his own left,” she said to herself; “and he is just such a gaby as to let himself be absorbed. She 

will never let him become a man; she never will.” So, while he was away with Miriam, Mrs. 

Morel grew more and more worked up. 

She glanced at the clock and said, coldly and rather tired: 

“You have been far enough to-night.” 

His soul, warm and exposed from contact with the girl, shrank. 

“You must have been right home with her,” his mother continued. 

He would not answer. Mrs. Morel, looking at him quickly, saw his hair was damp on his 

forehead with haste, saw him frowning in his heavy fashion, resentfully. 

“She must be wonderfully fascinating, that you can’t get away from her, but must go trailing 

eight miles at this time of night.” 

He was hurt between the past glamour with Miriam and the knowledge that his mother fretted. 

He had meant not to say anything, to refuse to answer. But he could not harden his heart to 

ignore his mother. 

“I do like to talk to her,” he answered irritably. 

“Is there nobody else to talk to?” 

“You wouldn’t say anything if I went with Edgar.” 

“You know I should. You know, whoever you went with, I should say it was too far for you to 

go trailing, late at night, when you’ve been to Nottingham. Besides”—her voice suddenly flashed 

into anger and contempt—“it is disgusting—bits of lads and girls courting.” 

“It is not courting,” he cried. 

“I don’t know what else you call it.” 

“It’s not! Do you think we spoon and do? We only talk.” 

“Till goodness knows what time and distance,” was the sarcastic rejoinder. 

Paul snapped at the laces of his boots angrily. 

“What are you so mad about?” he asked. “Because you don’t like her.” 

“I don’t say I don’t like her. But I don’t hold with children keeping company, and never did.” 

“But you don’t mind our Annie going out with Jim Inger.” 

“They’ve more sense than you two.” 

“Why?” 

“Our Annie’s not one of the deep sort.” 

He failed to see the meaning of this remark. But his mother looked tired. She was never so 

strong after William’s death; and her eyes hurt her. 



“Well,” he said, “it’s so pretty in the country. Mr. Sleath asked about you. He said he’d missed 

you. Are you a bit better?” 

“I ought to have been in bed a long time ago,” she replied. 

“Why, mother, you know you wouldn’t have gone before quarter-past ten.” 

“Oh, yes, I should!” 

“Oh, little woman, you’d say anything now you’re disagreeable with me, wouldn’t you?” 

He kissed her forehead that he knew so well: the deep marks between the brows, the rising of 

the fine hair, greying now, and the proud setting of the temples. His hand lingered on her 

shoulder after his kiss. Then he went slowly to bed. He had forgotten Miriam; he only saw how 

his mother’s hair was lifted back from her warm, broad brow. And somehow, she was hurt. 

Then the next time he saw Miriam he said to her: 

“Don’t let me be late to-night—not later than ten o’clock. My mother gets so upset.” 

Miriam dropped her bead, brooding. 

“Why does she get upset?” she asked. 

“Because she says I oughtn’t to be out late when I have to get up early.” 

“Very well!” said Miriam, rather quietly, with just a touch of a sneer. 

He resented that. And he was usually late again. 

That there was any love growing between him and Miriam neither of them would have 

acknowledged. He thought he was too sane for such sentimentality, and she thought herself too 

lofty. They both were late in coming to maturity, and psychical ripeness was much behind even 

the physical. Miriam was exceedingly sensitive, as her mother had always been. The slightest 

grossness made her recoil almost in anguish. Her brothers were brutal, but never coarse in 

speech. The men did all the discussing of farm matters outside. But, perhaps, because of the 

continual business of birth and of begetting which goes on upon every farm, Miriam was the 

more hypersensitive to the matter, and her blood was chastened almost to disgust of the faintest 

suggestion of such intercourse. Paul took his pitch from her, and their intimacy went on in an 

utterly blanched and chaste fashion. It could never be mentioned that the mare was in foal. 

When he was nineteen, he was earning only twenty shillings a week, but he was happy. His 

painting went well, and life went well enough. On the Good Friday he organised a walk to the 

Hemlock Stone. There were three lads of his own age, then Annie and Arthur, Miriam and 

Geoffrey. Arthur, apprenticed as an electrician in Nottingham, was home for the holiday. Morel, 

as usual, was up early, whistling and sawing in the yard. At seven o’clock the family heard him 

buy threepennyworth of hot-cross buns; he talked with gusto to the little girl who brought them, 

calling her “my darling”. He turned away several boys who came with more buns, telling them 

they had been “kested” by a little lass. Then Mrs. Morel got up, and the family straggled down. It 

was an immense luxury to everybody, this lying in bed just beyond the ordinary time on a 

weekday. And Paul and Arthur read before breakfast, and had the meal unwashed, sitting in their 

shirt-sleeves. This was another holiday luxury. The room was warm. Everything felt free of care 

and anxiety. There was a sense of plenty in the house. 

While the boys were reading, Mrs. Morel went into the garden. They were now in another 

house, an old one, near the Scargill Street home, which had been left soon after William had 

died. Directly came an excited cry from the garden: 

“Paul! Paul! come and look!” 



It was his mother’s voice. He threw down his book and went out. There was a long garden that 

ran to a field. It was a grey, cold day, with a sharp wind blowing out of Derbyshire. Two fields 

away Bestwood began, with a jumble of roofs and red house-ends, out of which rose the church 

tower and the spire of the Congregational chapel. And beyond went woods and hills, right away 

to the pale grey heights of the Pennine Chain. 

Paul looked down the garden for his mother. Her head appeared among the young currant-

bushes. 

“Come here!” she cried. 

“What for?” he answered. 

“Come and see.” 

She had been looking at the buds on the currant trees. Paul went up. 

“To think,” she said, “that here I might never have seen them!” 

Her son went to her side. Under the fence, in a little bed, was a ravel of poor grassy leaves, 

such as come from very immature bulbs, and three scyllas in bloom. Mrs. Morel pointed to the 

deep blue flowers. 

“Now, just see those!” she exclaimed. “I was looking at the currant bushes, when, thinks I to 

myself, ‘There’s something very blue; is it a bit of sugar-bag?’ and there, behold you! Sugar-

bag! Three glories of the snow, and such beauties! But where on earth did they come from?” 

“I don’t know,” said Paul. 

“Well, that’s a marvel, now! I thought I knew every weed and blade in this garden. 

But haven’t they done well? You see, that gooseberry-bush just shelters them. Not nipped, not 

touched!” 

He crouched down and turned up the bells of the little blue flowers. 

“They’re a glorious colour!” he said. 

“Aren’t they!” she cried. “I guess they come from Switzerland, where they say they have such 

lovely things. Fancy them against the snow! But where have they come from? They can’t 

have blown here, can they?” 

Then he remembered having set here a lot of little trash of bulbs to mature. 

“And you never told me,” she said. 

“No! I thought I’d leave it till they might flower.” 

“And now, you see! I might have missed them. And I’ve never had a glory of the snow in my 

garden in my life.” 

She was full of excitement and elation. The garden was an endless joy to her. Paul was 

thankful for her sake at last to be in a house with a long garden that went down to a field. Every 

morning after breakfast she went out and was happy pottering about in it. And it was true, she 

knew every weed and blade. 

Everybody turned up for the walk. Food was packed, and they set off, a merry, delighted 

party. They hung over the wall of the mill-race, dropped paper in the water on one side of the 

tunnel and watched it shoot out on the other. They stood on the foot-bridge over Boathouse 

Station and looked at the metals gleaming coldly. 

“You should see the Flying Scotsman come through at half-past six!” said Leonard, whose 

father was a signalman. “Lad, but she doesn’t half buzz!” and the little party looked up the lines 



one way, to London, and the other way, to Scotland, and they felt the touch of these two magical 

places. 

In Ilkeston the colliers were waiting in gangs for the public-houses to open. It was a town of 

idleness and lounging. At Stanton Gate the iron foundry blazed. Over everything there were great 

discussions. At Trowell they crossed again from Derbyshire into Nottinghamshire. They came to 

the Hemlock Stone at dinner-time. Its field was crowded with folk from Nottingham and 

Ilkeston. 

They had expected a venerable and dignified monument. They found a little, gnarled, twisted 

stump of rock, something like a decayed mushroom, standing out pathetically on the side of a 

field. Leonard and Dick immediately proceeded to carve their initials, “L. W.” and “R. P.”, in the 

old red sandstone; but Paul desisted, because he had read in the newspaper satirical remarks 

about initial-carvers, who could find no other road to immortality. Then all the lads climbed to 

the top of the rock to look round. 

Everywhere in the field below, factory girls and lads were eating lunch or sporting about. 

Beyond was the garden of an old manor. It had yew-hedges and thick clumps and borders of 

yellow crocuses round the lawn. 

“See,” said Paul to Miriam, “what a quiet garden!” 

She saw the dark yews and the golden crocuses, then she looked gratefully. He had not seemed 

to belong to her among all these others; he was different then—not her Paul, who understood the 

slightest quiver of her innermost soul, but something else, speaking another language than hers. 

How it hurt her, and deadened her very perceptions. Only when he came right back to her, 

leaving his other, his lesser self, as she thought, would she feel alive again. And now he asked 

her to look at this garden, wanting the contact with her again. Impatient of the set in the field, she 

turned to the quiet lawn, surrounded by sheaves of shut-up crocuses. A feeling of stillness, 

almost of ecstasy, came over her. It felt almost as if she were alone with him in this garden. 

Then he left her again and joined the others. Soon they started home. Miriam loitered behind, 

alone. She did not fit in with the others; she could very rarely get into human relations with 

anyone: so her friend, her companion, her lover, was Nature. She saw the sun declining wanly. In 

the dusky, cold hedgerows were some red leaves. She lingered to gather them, tenderly, 

passionately. The love in her finger-tips caressed the leaves; the passion in her heart came to a 

glow upon the leaves. 

Suddenly she realised she was alone in a strange road, and she hurried forward. Turning a 

corner in the lane, she came upon Paul, who stood bent over something, his mind fixed on it, 

working away steadily, patiently, a little hopelessly. She hesitated in her approach, to watch. 

He remained concentrated in the middle of the road. Beyond, one rift of rich gold in that 

colourless grey evening seemed to make him stand out in dark relief. She saw him, slender and 

firm, as if the setting sun had given him to her. A deep pain took hold of her, and she knew she 

must love him. And she had discovered him, discovered in him a rare potentiality, discovered his 

loneliness. Quivering as at some “annunciation”, she went slowly forward. 

At last he looked up. 

“Why,” he exclaimed gratefully, “have you waited for me!” 

She saw a deep shadow in his eyes. 

“What is it?” she asked. 

“The spring broken here;” and he showed her where his umbrella was injured. 



Instantly, with some shame, she knew he had not done the damage himself, but that Geoffrey 

was responsible. 

“It is only an old umbrella, isn’t it?” she asked. 

She wondered why he, who did not usually trouble over trifles, made such a mountain of this 

molehill. 

“But it was William’s an’ my mother can’t help but know,” he said quietly, still patiently 

working at the umbrella. 

The words went through Miriam like a blade. This, then, was the confirmation of her vision of 

him! She looked at him. But there was about him a certain reserve, and she dared not comfort 

him, not even speak softly to him. 

“Come on,” he said. “I can’t do it;” and they went in silence along the road. 

That same evening they were walking along under the trees by Nether Green. He was talking 

to her fretfully, seemed to be struggling to convince himself. 

“You know,” he said, with an effort, “if one person loves, the other does.” 

“Ah!” she answered. “Like mother said to me when I was little, ‘Love begets love.’” 

“Yes, something like that, I think it must be.” 

“I hope so, because, if it were not, love might be a very terrible thing,” she said. 

“Yes, but it is—at least with most people,” he answered. 

And Miriam, thinking he had assured himself, felt strong in herself. She always regarded that 

sudden coming upon him in the lane as a revelation. And this conversation remained graven in 

her mind as one of the letters of the law. 

Now she stood with him and for him. When, about this time, he outraged the family feeling at 

Willey Farm by some overbearing insult, she stuck to him, and believed he was right. And at this 

time she dreamed dreams of him, vivid, unforgettable. These dreams came again later on, 

developed to a more subtle psychological stage. 

On the Easter Monday the same party took an excursion to Wingfield Manor. It was great 

excitement to Miriam to catch a train at Sethley Bridge, amid all the bustle of the Bank Holiday 

crowd. They left the train at Alfreton. Paul was interested in the street and in the colliers with 

their dogs. Here was a new race of miners. Miriam did not live till they came to the church. They 

were all rather timid of entering, with their bags of food, for fear of being turned out. Leonard, a 

comic, thin fellow, went first; Paul, who would have died rather than be sent back, went last. The 

place was decorated for Easter. In the font hundreds of white narcissi seemed to be growing. The 

air was dim and coloured from the windows and thrilled with a subtle scent of lilies and narcissi. 

In that atmosphere Miriam’s soul came into a glow. Paul was afraid of the things he mustn’t do; 

and he was sensitive to the feel of the place. Miriam turned to him. He answered. They were 

together. He would not go beyond the Communion-rail. She loved him for that. Her soul 

expanded into prayer beside him. He felt the strange fascination of shadowy religious places. All 

his latent mysticism quivered into life. She was drawn to him. He was a prayer along with her. 

Miriam very rarely talked to the other lads. They at once became awkward in conversation 

with her. So usually she was silent. 

It was past midday when they climbed the steep path to the manor. All things shone softly in 

the sun, which was wonderfully warm and enlivening. Celandines and violets were out. 



Everybody was tip-top full with happiness. The glitter of the ivy, the soft, atmospheric grey of 

the castle walls, the gentleness of everything near the ruin, was perfect. 

The manor is of hard, pale grey stone, and the other walls are blank and calm. The young folk 

were in raptures. They went in trepidation, almost afraid that the delight of exploring this ruin 

might be denied them. In the first courtyard, within the high broken walls, were farm-carts, with 

their shafts lying idle on the ground, the tyres of the wheels brilliant with gold-red rust. It was 

very still. 

All eagerly paid their sixpences, and went timidly through the fine clean arch of the inner 

courtyard. They were shy. Here on the pavement, where the hall had been, an old thorn tree was 

budding. All kinds of strange openings and broken rooms were in the shadow around them. 

After lunch they set off once more to explore the ruin. This time the girls went with the boys, 

who could act as guides and expositors. There was one tall tower in a corner, rather tottering, 

where they say Mary Queen of Scots was imprisoned. 

“Think of the Queen going up here!” said Miriam in a low voice, as she climbed the hollow 

stairs. 

“If she could get up,” said Paul, “for she had rheumatism like anything. I reckon they treated 

her rottenly.” 

“You don’t think she deserved it?” asked Miriam. 

“No, I don’t. She was only lively.” 

They continued to mount the winding staircase. A high wind, blowing through the loopholes, 

went rushing up the shaft, and filled the girl’s skirts like a balloon, so that she was ashamed, until 

he took the hem of her dress and held it down for her. He did it perfectly simply, as he would 

have picked up her glove. She remembered this always. 

Round the broken top of the tower the ivy bushed out, old and handsome. Also, there were a 

few chill gillivers, in pale cold bud. Miriam wanted to lean over for some ivy, but he would not 

let her. Instead, she had to wait behind him, and take from him each spray as he gathered it and 

held it to her, each one separately, in the purest manner of chivalry. The tower seemed to rock in 

the wind. They looked over miles and miles of wooded country, and country with gleams of 

pasture. 

The crypt underneath the manor was beautiful, and in perfect preservation. Paul made a 

drawing: Miriam stayed with him. She was thinking of Mary Queen of Scots looking with her 

strained, hopeless eyes, that could not understand misery, over the hills whence no help came, or 

sitting in this crypt, being told of a God as cold as the place she sat in. 

They set off again gaily, looking round on their beloved manor that stood so clean and big on 

its hill. 

“Supposing you could have that farm,” said Paul to Miriam. 

“Yes!” 

“Wouldn’t it be lovely to come and see you!” 

They were now in the bare country of stone walls, which he loved, and which, though only ten 

miles from home, seemed so foreign to Miriam. The party was straggling. As they were crossing 

a large meadow that sloped away from the sun, along a path embedded with innumerable tiny 

glittering points, Paul, walking alongside, laced his fingers in the strings of the bag Miriam was 

carrying, and instantly she felt Annie behind, watchful and jealous. But the meadow was bathed 



in a glory of sunshine, and the path was jewelled, and it was seldom that he gave her any sign. 

She held her fingers very still among the strings of the bag, his fingers touching; and the place 

was golden as a vision. 

At last they came into the straggling grey village of Crich, that lies high. Beyond the village 

was the famous Crich Stand that Paul could see from the garden at home. The party pushed on. 

Great expanse of country spread around and below. The lads were eager to get to the top of the 

hill. It was capped by a round knoll, half of which was by now cut away, and on the top of which 

stood an ancient monument, sturdy and squat, for signalling in old days far down into the level 

lands of Nottinghamshire and Leicestershire. 

It was blowing so hard, high up there in the exposed place, that the only way to be safe was to 

stand nailed by the wind to the wan of the tower. At their feet fell the precipice where the 

limestone was quarried away. Below was a jumble of hills and tiny villages—Mattock, 

Ambergate, Stoney Middleton. The lads were eager to spy out the church of Bestwood, far away 

among the rather crowded country on the left. They were disgusted that it seemed to stand on a 

plain. They saw the hills of Derbyshire fall into the monotony of the Midlands that swept away 

South. 

Miriam was somewhat scared by the wind, but the lads enjoyed it. They went on, miles and 

miles, to Whatstandwell. All the food was eaten, everybody was hungry, and there was very little 

money to get home with. But they managed to procure a loaf and a currant-loaf, which they 

hacked to pieces with shut-knives, and ate sitting on the wall near the bridge, watching the bright 

Derwent rushing by, and the brakes from Matlock pulling up at the inn. 

Paul was now pale with weariness. He had been responsible for the party all day, and now he 

was done. Miriam understood, and kept close to him, and he left himself in her hands. 

They had an hour to wait at Ambergate Station. Trains came, crowded with excursionists 

returning to Manchester, Birmingham, and London. 

“We might be going there—folk easily might think we’re going that far,” said Paul. 

They got back rather late. Miriam, walking home with Geoffrey, watched the moon rise big 

and red and misty. She felt something was fulfilled in her. 

She had an elder sister, Agatha, who was a school-teacher. Between the two girls was a feud. 

Miriam considered Agatha worldly. And she wanted herself to be a school-teacher. 

One Saturday afternoon Agatha and Miriam were upstairs dressing. Their bedroom was over 

the stable. It was a low room, not very large, and bare. Miriam had nailed on the wall a 

reproduction of Veronese’s “St. Catherine”. She loved the woman who sat in the window, 

dreaming. Her own windows were too small to sit in. But the front one was dripped over with 

honeysuckle and virginia creeper, and looked upon the tree-tops of the oak-wood across the yard, 

while the little back window, no bigger than a handkerchief, was a loophole to the east, to the 

dawn beating up against the beloved round hills. 

The two sisters did not talk much to each other. Agatha, who was fair and small and 

determined, had rebelled against the home atmosphere, against the doctrine of “the other cheek”. 

She was out in the world now, in a fair way to be independent. And she insisted on worldly 

values, on appearance, on manners, on position, which Miriam would fain have ignored. 

Both girls liked to be upstairs, out of the way, when Paul came. They preferred to come 

running down, open the stair-foot door, and see him watching, expectant of them. Miriam stood 

painfully pulling over her head a rosary he had given her. It caught in the fine mesh of her hair. 



But at last she had it on, and the red-brown wooden beads looked well against her cool brown 

neck. She was a well-developed girl, and very handsome. But in the little looking-glass nailed 

against the whitewashed wall she could only see a fragment of herself at a time. Agatha had 

bought a little mirror of her own, which she propped up to suit herself. Miriam was near the 

window. Suddenly she heard the well-known click of the chain, and she saw Paul fling open the 

gate, push his bicycle into the yard. She saw him look at the house, and she shrank away. He 

walked in a nonchalant fashion, and his bicycle went with him as if it were a live thing. 

“Paul’s come!” she exclaimed. 

“Aren’t you glad?” said Agatha cuttingly. 

Miriam stood still in amazement and bewilderment. 

“Well, aren’t you?” she asked. 

“Yes, but I’m not going to let him see it, and think I wanted him.” 

Miriam was startled. She heard him putting his bicycle in the stable underneath, and talking to 

Jimmy, who had been a pit-horse, and who was seedy. 

“Well, Jimmy my lad, how are ter? Nobbut sick an’ sadly, like? Why, then, it’s a shame, my 

owd lad.” 

She heard the rope run through the hole as the horse lifted its head from the lad’s caress. How 

she loved to listen when he thought only the horse could hear. But there was a serpent in her 

Eden. She searched earnestly in herself to see if she wanted Paul Morel. She felt there would be 

some disgrace in it. Full of twisted feeling, she was afraid she did want him. She stood self-

convicted. Then came an agony of new shame. She shrank within herself in a coil of torture. Did 

she want Paul Morel, and did he know she wanted him? What a subtle infamy upon her. She felt 

as if her whole soul coiled into knots of shame. 

Agatha was dressed first, and ran downstairs. Miriam heard her greet the lad gaily, knew 

exactly how brilliant her grey eyes became with that tone. She herself would have felt it bold to 

have greeted him in such wise. Yet there she stood under the self-accusation of wanting him, tied 

to that stake of torture. In bitter perplexity she kneeled down and prayed: 

“O Lord, let me not love Paul Morel. Keep me from loving him, if I ought not to love him.” 

Something anomalous in the prayer arrested her. She lifted her head and pondered. How could 

it be wrong to love him? Love was God’s gift. And yet it caused her shame. That was because of 

him, Paul Morel. But, then, it was not his affair, it was her own, between herself and God. She 

was to be a sacrifice. But it was God’s sacrifice, not Paul Morel’s or her own. After a few 

minutes she hid her face in the pillow again, and said: 

“But, Lord, if it is Thy will that I should love him, make me love him—as Christ would, who 

died for the souls of men. Make me love him splendidly, because he is Thy son.” 

She remained kneeling for some time, quite still, and deeply moved, her black hair against the 

red squares and the lavender-sprigged squares of the patchwork quilt. Prayer was almost 

essential to her. Then she fell into that rapture of self-sacrifice, identifying herself with a God 

who was sacrificed, which gives to so many human souls their deepest bliss. 

When she went downstairs Paul was lying back in an armchair, holding forth with much 

vehemence to Agatha, who was scorning a little painting he had brought to show her. Miriam 

glanced at the two, and avoided their levity. She went into the parlour to be alone. 



It was tea-time before she was able to speak to Paul, and then her manner was so distant he 

thought he had offended her. 

Miriam discontinued her practice of going each Thursday evening to the library in Bestwood. 

After calling for Paul regularly during the whole spring, a number of trifling incidents and tiny 

insults from his family awakened her to their attitude towards her, and she decided to go no 

more. So she announced to Paul one evening she would not call at his house again for him on 

Thursday nights. 

“Why?” he asked, very short. 

“Nothing. Only I’d rather not.” 

“Very well.” 

“But,” she faltered, “if you’d care to meet me, we could still go together.” 

“Meet you where?” 

“Somewhere—where you like.” 

“I shan’t meet you anywhere. I don’t see why you shouldn’t keep calling for me. But if you 

won’t, I don’t want to meet you.” 

So the Thursday evenings which had been so precious to her, and to him, were dropped. He 

worked instead. Mrs. Morel sniffed with satisfaction at this arrangement. 

He would not have it that they were lovers. The intimacy between them had been kept so 

abstract, such a matter of the soul, all thought and weary struggle into consciousness, that he saw 

it only as a platonic friendship. He stoutly denied there was anything else between them. Miriam 

was silent, or else she very quietly agreed. He was a fool who did not know what was happening 

to himself. By tacit agreement they ignored the remarks and insinuations of their acquaintances. 

“We aren’t lovers, we are friends,” he said to her. “We know it. Let them talk. What does it 

matter what they say.” 

Sometimes, as they were walking together, she slipped her arm timidly into his. But he always 

resented it, and she knew it. It caused a violent conflict in him. With Miriam he was always on 

the high plane of abstraction, when his natural fire of love was transmitted into the fine stream of 

thought. She would have it so. If he were jolly and, as she put it, flippant, she waited till he came 

back to her, till the change had taken place in him again, and he was wrestling with his own soul, 

frowning, passionate in his desire for understanding. And in this passion for understanding her 

soul lay close to his; she had him all to herself. But he must be made abstract first. 

Then, if she put her arm in his, it caused him almost torture. His consciousness seemed to 

split. The place where she was touching him ran hot with friction. He was one internecine battle, 

and he became cruel to her because of it. 

One evening in midsummer Miriam called at the house, warm from climbing. Paul was alone 

in the kitchen; his mother could be heard moving about upstairs. 

“Come and look at the sweet-peas,” he said to the girl. 

They went into the garden. The sky behind the townlet and the church was orange-red; the 

flower-garden was flooded with a strange warm light that lifted every leaf into significance. Paul 

passed along a fine row of sweet-peas, gathering a blossom here and there, all cream and pale 

blue. Miriam followed, breathing the fragrance. To her, flowers appealed with such strength she 

felt she must make them part of herself. When she bent and breathed a flower, it was as if she 



and the flower were loving each other. Paul hated her for it. There seemed a sort of exposure 

about the action, something too intimate. 

When he had got a fair bunch, they returned to the house. He listened for a moment to his 

mother’s quiet movement upstairs, then he said: 

“Come here, and let me pin them in for you.” He arranged them two or three at a time in the 

bosom of her dress, stepping back now and then to see the effect. “You know,” he said, taking 

the pin out of his mouth, “a woman ought always to arrange her flowers before her glass.” 

Miriam laughed. She thought flowers ought to be pinned in one’s dress without any care. That 

Paul should take pains to fix her flowers for her was his whim. 

He was rather offended at her laughter. 

“Some women do—those who look decent,” he said. 

Miriam laughed again, but mirthlessly, to hear him thus mix her up with women in a general 

way. From most men she would have ignored it. But from him it hurt her. 

He had nearly finished arranging the flowers when he heard his mother’s footstep on the stairs. 

Hurriedly he pushed in the last pin and turned away. 

“Don’t let mater know,” he said. 

Miriam picked up her books and stood in the doorway looking with chagrin at the beautiful 

sunset. She would call for Paul no more, she said. 

“Good-evening, Mrs. Morel,” she said, in a deferential way. She sounded as if she felt she had 

no right to be there. 

“Oh, is it you, Miriam?” replied Mrs. Morel coolly. 

But Paul insisted on everybody’s accepting his friendship with the girl, and Mrs. Morel was 

too wise to have any open rupture. 

It was not till he was twenty years old that the family could ever afford to go away for a 

holiday. Mrs. Morel had never been away for a holiday, except to see her sister, since she had 

been married. Now at last Paul had saved enough money, and they were all going. There was to 

be a party: some of Annie’s friends, one friend of Paul’s, a young man in the same office where 

William had previously been, and Miriam. 

It was great excitement writing for rooms. Paul and his mother debated it endlessly between 

them. They wanted a furnished cottage for two weeks. She thought one week would be enough, 

but he insisted on two. 

At last they got an answer from Mablethorpe, a cottage such as they wished for thirty shillings 

a week. There was immense jubilation. Paul was wild with joy for his mother’s sake. She would 

have a real holiday now. He and she sat at evening picturing what it would be like. Annie came 

in, and Leonard, and Alice, and Kitty. There was wild rejoicing and anticipation. Paul told 

Miriam. She seemed to brood with joy over it. But the Morel’s house rang with excitement. 

They were to go on Saturday morning by the seven train. Paul suggested that Miriam should 

sleep at his house, because it was so far for her to walk. She came down for supper. Everybody 

was so excited that even Miriam was accepted with warmth. But almost as soon as she entered 

the feeling in the family became close and tight. He had discovered a poem by Jean Ingelow 

which mentioned Mablethorpe, and so he must read it to Miriam. He would never have got so far 

in the direction of sentimentality as to read poetry to his own family. But now they condescended 

to listen. Miriam sat on the sofa absorbed in him. She always seemed absorbed in him, and by 



him, when he was present. Mrs. Morel sat jealously in her own chair. She was going to hear also. 

And even Annie and the father attended, Morel with his head cocked on one side, like somebody 

listening to a sermon and feeling conscious of the fact. Paul ducked his head over the book. He 

had got now all the audience he cared for. And Mrs. Morel and Annie almost contested with 

Miriam who should listen best and win his favour. He was in very high feather. 

“But,” interrupted Mrs. Morel, “what is the ‘Bride of Enderby’ that the bells are supposed to 

ring?” 

“It’s an old tune they used to play on the bells for a warning against water. I suppose the Bride 

of Enderby was drowned in a flood,” he replied. He had not the faintest knowledge what it really 

was, but he would never have sunk so low as to confess that to his womenfolk. They listened and 

believed him. He believed himself. 

“And the people knew what that tune meant?” said his mother. 

“Yes—just like the Scotch when they heard ‘The Flowers o’ the Forest’—and when they used 

to ring the bells backward for alarm.” 

“How?” said Annie. “A bell sounds the same whether it’s rung backwards or forwards.” 

“But,” he said, “if you start with the deep bell and ring up to the high one—der—der—der—

der—der—der—der—der!” 

He ran up the scale. Everybody thought it clever. He thought so too. Then, waiting a minute, 

he continued the poem. 

“Hm!” said Mrs. Morel curiously, when he finished. “But I wish everything that’s written 

weren’t so sad.” 

“I canna see what they want drownin’ theirselves for,” said Morel. 

There was a pause. Annie got up to clear the table. 

Miriam rose to help with the pots. 

“Let me help to wash up,” she said. 

“Certainly not,” cried Annie. “You sit down again. There aren’t many.” 

And Miriam, who could not be familiar and insist, sat down again to look at the book with 

Paul. 

He was master of the party; his father was no good. And great tortures he suffered lest the tin 

box should be put out at Firsby instead of at Mablethorpe. And he wasn’t equal to getting a 

carriage. His bold little mother did that. 

“Here!” she cried to a man. “Here!” 

Paul and Annie got behind the rest, convulsed with shamed laughter. 

“How much will it be to drive to Brook Cottage?” said Mrs. Morel. 

“Two shillings.” 

“Why, how far is it?” 

“A good way.” 

“I don’t believe it,” she said. 

But she scrambled in. There were eight crowded in one old seaside carriage. 

“You see,” said Mrs. Morel, “it’s only threepence each, and if it were a tram-car—” 

They drove along. Each cottage they came to, Mrs. Morel cried: 



“Is it this? Now, this is it!” 

Everybody sat breathless. They drove past. There was a universal sigh. 

“I’m thankful it wasn’t that brute,” said Mrs. Morel. “I was frightened.” They drove on and 

on. 

At last they descended at a house that stood alone over the dyke by the highroad. There was 

wild excitement because they had to cross a little bridge to get into the front garden. But they 

loved the house that lay so solitary, with a sea-meadow on one side, and immense expanse of 

land patched in white barley, yellow oats, red wheat, and green root-crops, flat and stretching 

level to the sky. 

Paul kept accounts. He and his mother ran the show. The total expenses—lodging, food, 

everything—was sixteen shillings a week per person. He and Leonard went bathing in the 

mornings. Morel was wandering abroad quite early. 

“You, Paul,” his mother called from the bedroom, “eat a piece of bread-and-butter.” 

“All right,” he answered. 

And when he got back he saw his mother presiding in state at the breakfast-table. The woman 

of the house was young. Her husband was blind, and she did laundry work. So Mrs. Morel 

always washed the pots in the kitchen and made the beds. 

“But you said you’d have a real holiday,” said Paul, “and now you work.” 

“Work!” she exclaimed. “What are you talking about!” 

He loved to go with her across the fields to the village and the sea. She was afraid of the plank 

bridge, and he abused her for being a baby. On the whole he stuck to her as if he were her man. 

Miriam did not get much of him, except, perhaps, when all the others went to the “Coons”. 

Coons were insufferably stupid to Miriam, so he thought they were to himself also, and he 

preached priggishly to Annie about the fatuity of listening to them. Yet he, too, knew all their 

songs, and sang them along the roads roisterously. And if he found himself listening, the 

stupidity pleased him very much. Yet to Annie he said: 

“Such rot! there isn’t a grain of intelligence in it. Nobody with more gumption than a 

grasshopper could go and sit and listen.” And to Miriam he said, with much scorn of Annie and 

the others: “I suppose they’re at the ‘Coons’.” 

It was queer to see Miriam singing coon songs. She had a straight chin that went in a 

perpendicular line from the lower lip to the turn. She always reminded Paul of some sad 

Botticelli angel when she sang, even when it was: 

“Come down lover’s lane 

For a walk with me, talk with me.” 

Only when he sketched, or at evening when the others were at the “Coons”, she had him to 

herself. He talked to her endlessly about his love of horizontals: how they, the great levels of sky 

and land in Lincolnshire, meant to him the eternality of the will, just as the bowed Norman 

arches of the church, repeating themselves, meant the dogged leaping forward of the persistent 

human soul, on and on, nobody knows where; in contradiction to the perpendicular lines and to 

the Gothic arch, which, he said, leapt up at heaven and touched the ecstasy and lost itself in the 

divine. Himself, he said, was Norman, Miriam was Gothic. She bowed in consent even to that. 



One evening he and she went up the great sweeping shore of sand towards Theddlethorpe. The 

long breakers plunged and ran in a hiss of foam along the coast. It was a warm evening. There 

was not a figure but themselves on the far reaches of sand, no noise but the sound of the sea. Paul 

loved to see it clanging at the land. He loved to feel himself between the noise of it and the 

silence of the sandy shore. Miriam was with him. Everything grew very intense. It was quite dark 

when they turned again. The way home was through a gap in the sandhills, and then along a 

raised grass road between two dykes. The country was black and still. From behind the sandhills 

came the whisper of the sea. Paul and Miriam walked in silence. Suddenly he started. The whole 

of his blood seemed to burst into flame, and he could scarcely breathe. An enormous orange 

moon was staring at them from the rim of the sandhills. He stood still, looking at it. 

“Ah!” cried Miriam, when she saw it. 

He remained perfectly still, staring at the immense and ruddy moon, the only thing in the far-

reaching darkness of the level. His heart beat heavily, the muscles of his arms contracted. 

“What is it?” murmured Miriam, waiting for him. 

He turned and looked at her. She stood beside him, for ever in shadow. Her face, covered with 

the darkness of her hat, was watching him unseen. But she was brooding. She was slightly 

afraid—deeply moved and religious. That was her best state. He was impotent against it. His 

blood was concentrated like a flame in his chest. But he could not get across to her. There were 

flashes in his blood. But somehow she ignored them. She was expecting some religious state in 

him. Still yearning, she was half aware of his passion, and gazed at him, troubled. 

“What is it?” she murmured again. 

“It’s the moon,” he answered, frowning. 

“Yes,” she assented. “Isn’t it wonderful?” She was curious about him. The crisis was past. 

He did not know himself what was the matter. He was naturally so young, and their intimacy 

was so abstract, he did not know he wanted to crush her on to his breast to ease the ache there. 

He was afraid of her. The fact that he might want her as a man wants a woman had in him been 

suppressed into a shame. When she shrank in her convulsed, coiled torture from the thought of 

such a thing, he had winced to the depths of his soul. And now this “purity” prevented even their 

first love-kiss. It was as if she could scarcely stand the shock of physical love, even a passionate 

kiss, and then he was too shrinking and sensitive to give it. 

As they walked along the dark fen-meadow he watched the moon and did not speak. She 

plodded beside him. He hated her, for she seemed in some way to make him despise himself. 

Looking ahead—he saw the one light in the darkness, the window of their lamp-lit cottage. 

He loved to think of his mother, and the other jolly people. 

“Well, everybody else has been in long ago!” said his mother as they entered. 

“What does that matter!” he cried irritably. “I can go a walk if I like, can’t I?” 

“And I should have thought you could get in to supper with the rest,” said Mrs. Morel. 

“I shall please myself,” he retorted. “It’s not late. I shall do as I like.” 

“Very well,” said his mother cuttingly, “then do as you like.” And she took no further notice 

of him that evening. Which he pretended neither to notice nor to care about, but sat reading. 

Miriam read also, obliterating herself. Mrs. Morel hated her for making her son like this. She 

watched Paul growing irritable, priggish, and melancholic. For this she put the blame on Miriam. 



Annie and all her friends joined against the girl. Miriam had no friend of her own, only Paul. But 

she did not suffer so much, because she despised the triviality of these other people. 

And Paul hated her because, somehow, she spoilt his ease and naturalness. And he writhed 

himself with a feeling of humiliation. 

  



CHAPTER VIII STRIFE IN LOVE 

Arthur finished his apprenticeship, and got a job on the electrical plant at Minton Pit. He 

earned very little, but had a good chance of getting on. But he was wild and restless. He did not 

drink nor gamble. Yet he somehow contrived to get into endless scrapes, always through some 

hot-headed thoughtlessness. Either he went rabbiting in the woods, like a poacher, or he stayed in 

Nottingham all night instead of coming home, or he miscalculated his dive into the canal at 

Bestwood, and scored his chest into one mass of wounds on the raw stones and tins at the 

bottom. 

He had not been at his work many months when again he did not come home one night. 

“Do you know where Arthur is?” asked Paul at breakfast. 

“I do not,” replied his mother. 

“He is a fool,” said Paul. “And if he did anything I shouldn’t mind. But no, he simply can’t 

come away from a game of whist, or else he must see a girl home from the skating-rink—quite 

proprietously—and so can’t get home. He’s a fool.” 

“I don’t know that it would make it any better if he did something to make us all ashamed,” 

said Mrs. Morel. 

“Well, I should respect him more,” said Paul. 

“I very much doubt it,” said his mother coldly. 

They went on with breakfast. 

“Are you fearfully fond of him?” Paul asked his mother. 

“What do you ask that for?” 

“Because they say a woman always like the youngest best.” 

“She may do—but I don’t. No, he wearies me.” 

“And you’d actually rather he was good?” 

“I’d rather he showed some of a man’s common sense.” 

Paul was raw and irritable. He also wearied his mother very often. She saw the sunshine going 

out of him, and she resented it. 

As they were finishing breakfast came the postman with a letter from Derby. Mrs. Morel 

screwed up her eyes to look at the address. 

“Give it here, blind eye!” exclaimed her son, snatching it away from her. 

She started, and almost boxed his ears. 

“It’s from your son, Arthur,” he said. 

“What now—!” cried Mrs. Morel. 

“‘My dearest Mother,’” Paul read, “‘I don’t know what made me such a fool. I want you to 

come and fetch me back from here. I came with Jack Bredon yesterday, instead of going to work, 

and enlisted. He said he was sick of wearing the seat of a stool out, and, like the idiot you know I 

am, I came away with him. 

“‘I have taken the King’s shilling, but perhaps if you came for me they would let me go back 

with you. I was a fool when I did it. I don’t want to be in the army. My dear mother, I am 

nothing but a trouble to you. But if you get me out of this, I promise I will have more sense and 

consideration. . . .’” 



Mrs. Morel sat down in her rocking-chair. 

“Well, now,” she cried, “let him stop!” 

“Yes,” said Paul, “let him stop.” 

There was silence. The mother sat with her hands folded in her apron, her face set, thinking. 

“If I’m not sick!” she cried suddenly. “Sick!” 

“Now,” said Paul, beginning to frown, “you’re not going to worry your soul out about this, do 

you hear.” 

“I suppose I’m to take it as a blessing,” she flashed, turning on her son. 

“You’re not going to mount it up to a tragedy, so there,” he retorted. 

“The fool!—the young fool!” she cried. 

“He’ll look well in uniform,” said Paul irritatingly. 

His mother turned on him like a fury. 

“Oh, will he!” she cried. “Not in my eyes!” 

“He should get in a cavalry regiment; he’ll have the time of his life, and will look an awful 

swell.” 

“Swell!—swell!—a mighty swell idea indeed!—a common soldier!” 

“Well,” said Paul, “what am I but a common clerk?” 

“A good deal, my boy!” cried his mother, stung. 

“What?” 

“At any rate, a man, and not a thing in a red coat.” 

“I shouldn’t mind being in a red coat—or dark blue, that would suit me better—if they didn’t 

boss me about too much.” 

But his mother had ceased to listen. 

“Just as he was getting on, or might have been getting on, at his job—a young nuisance—here 

he goes and ruins himself for life. What good will he be, do you think, after this?” 

“It may lick him into shape beautifully,” said Paul. 

“Lick him into shape!—lick what marrow there was out of his bones. A soldier!—a 

common soldier!—nothing but a body that makes movements when it hears a shout! It’s a fine 

thing!” 

“I can’t understand why it upsets you,” said Paul. 

“No, perhaps you can’t. But I understand;” and she sat back in her chair, her chin in one hand, 

holding her elbow with the other, brimmed up with wrath and chagrin. 

“And shall you go to Derby?” asked Paul. 

“Yes.” 

“It’s no good.” 

“I’ll see for myself.” 

“And why on earth don’t you let him stop. It’s just what he wants.” 

“Of course,” cried the mother, “you know what he wants!” 

She got ready and went by the first train to Derby, where she saw her son and the sergeant. It 

was, however, no good. 



When Morel was having his dinner in the evening, she said suddenly: 

“I’ve had to go to Derby to-day.” 

The miner turned up his eyes, showing the whites in his black face. 

“Has ter, lass. What took thee there?” 

“That Arthur!” 

“Oh—an’ what’s agate now?” 

“He’s only enlisted.” 

Morel put down his knife and leaned back in his chair. 

“Nay,” he said, “that he niver ’as!” 

“And is going down to Aldershot to-morrow.” 

“Well!” exclaimed the miner. “That’s a winder.” He considered it a moment, said “H’m!” and 

proceeded with his dinner. Suddenly his face contracted with wrath. “I hope he may never set 

foot i’ my house again,” he said. 

“The idea!” cried Mrs. Morel. “Saying such a thing!” 

“I do,” repeated Morel. “A fool as runs away for a soldier, let ’im look after ’issen; I s’ll do no 

more for ’im.” 

“A fat sight you have done as it is,” she said. 

And Morel was almost ashamed to go to his public-house that evening. 

“Well, did you go?” said Paul to his mother when he came home. 

“I did.” 

“And could you see him?” 

“Yes.” 

“And what did he say?” 

“He blubbered when I came away.” 

“H’m!” 

“And so did I, so you needn’t ‘h’m’!” 

Mrs. Morel fretted after her son. She knew he would not like the army. He did not. The 

discipline was intolerable to him. 

“But the doctor,” she said with some pride to Paul, “said he was perfectly proportioned—

almost exactly; all his measurements were correct. He is good-looking, you know.” 

“He’s awfully nice-looking. But he doesn’t fetch the girls like William, does he?” 

“No; it’s a different character. He’s a good deal like his father, irresponsible.” 

To console his mother, Paul did not go much to Willey Farm at this time. And in the autumn 

exhibition of students’ work in the Castle he had two studies, a landscape in water-colour and a 

still life in oil, both of which had first-prize awards. He was highly excited. 

“What do you think I’ve got for my pictures, mother?” he asked, coming home one evening. 

She saw by his eyes he was glad. Her face flushed. 

“Now, how should I know, my boy!” 

“A first prize for those glass jars—” 

“H’m!” 



“And a first prize for that sketch up at Willey Farm.” 

“Both first?” 

“Yes.” 

“H’m!” 

There was a rosy, bright look about her, though she said nothing. 

“It’s nice,” he said, “isn’t it?” 

“It is.” 

“Why don’t you praise me up to the skies?” 

She laughed. 

“I should have the trouble of dragging you down again,” she said. 

But she was full of joy, nevertheless. William had brought her his sporting trophies. She kept 

them still, and she did not forgive his death. Arthur was handsome—at least, a good specimen—

and warm and generous, and probably would do well in the end. But Paul was going to 

distinguish himself. She had a great belief in him, the more because he was unaware of his own 

powers. There was so much to come out of him. Life for her was rich with promise. She was to 

see herself fulfilled. Not for nothing had been her struggle. 

Several times during the exhibition Mrs. Morel went to the Castle unknown to Paul. She 

wandered down the long room looking at the other exhibits. Yes, they were good. But they had 

not in them a certain something which she demanded for her satisfaction. Some made her 

jealous, they were so good. She looked at them a long time trying to find fault with them. Then 

suddenly she had a shock that made her heart beat. There hung Paul’s picture! She knew it as if it 

were printed on her heart. 

“Name—Paul Morel—First Prize.” 

It looked so strange, there in public, on the walls of the Castle gallery, where in her lifetime 

she had seen so many pictures. And she glanced round to see if anyone had noticed her again in 

front of the same sketch. 

But she felt a proud woman. When she met well-dressed ladies going home to the Park, she 

thought to herself: 

“Yes, you look very well—but I wonder if your son has two first prizes in the Castle.” 

And she walked on, as proud a little woman as any in Nottingham. And Paul felt he had done 

something for her, if only a trifle. All his work was hers. 

One day, as he was going up Castle Gate, he met Miriam. He had seen her on the Sunday, and 

had not expected to meet her in town. She was walking with a rather striking woman, blonde, 

with a sullen expression, and a defiant carriage. It was strange how Miriam, in her bowed, 

meditative bearing, looked dwarfed beside this woman with the handsome shoulders. Miriam 

watched Paul searchingly. His gaze was on the stranger, who ignored him. The girl saw his 

masculine spirit rear its head. 

“Hello!” he said, “you didn’t tell me you were coming to town.” 

“No,” replied Miriam, half apologetically. “I drove in to Cattle Market with father.” 

He looked at her companion. 

“I’ve told you about Mrs. Dawes,” said Miriam huskily; she was nervous. “Clara, do you 

know Paul?” 



“I think I’ve seen him before,” replied Mrs. Dawes indifferently, as she shook hands with him. 

She had scornful grey eyes, a skin like white honey, and a full mouth, with a slightly lifted upper 

lip that did not know whether it was raised in scorn of all men or out of eagerness to be kissed, 

but which believed the former. She carried her head back, as if she had drawn away in contempt, 

perhaps from men also. She wore a large, dowdy hat of black beaver, and a sort of slightly 

affected simple dress that made her look rather sack-like. She was evidently poor, and had not 

much taste. Miriam usually looked nice. 

“Where have you seen me?” Paul asked of the woman. 

She looked at him as if she would not trouble to answer. Then: 

“Walking with Louie Travers,” she said. 

Louie was one of the “Spiral” girls. 

“Why, do you know her?” he asked. 

She did not answer. He turned to Miriam. 

“Where are you going?” he asked. 

“To the Castle.” 

“What train are you going home by?” 

“I am driving with father. I wish you could come too. What time are you free?” 

“You know not till eight to-night, damn it!” 

And directly the two women moved on. 

Paul remembered that Clara Dawes was the daughter of an old friend of Mrs. Leivers. Miriam 

had sought her out because she had once been Spiral overseer at Jordan’s, and because her 

husband, Baxter Dawes, was smith for the factory, making the irons for cripple instruments, and 

so on. Through her Miriam felt she got into direct contact with Jordan’s, and could estimate 

better Paul’s position. But Mrs. Dawes was separated from her husband, and had taken up 

Women’s Rights. She was supposed to be clever. It interested Paul. 

Baxter Dawes he knew and disliked. The smith was a man of thirty-one or thirty-two. He came 

occasionally through Paul’s corner—a big, well-set man, also striking to look at, and handsome. 

There was a peculiar similarity between himself and his wife. He had the same white skin, with a 

clear, golden tinge. His hair was of soft brown, his moustache was golden. And he had a similar 

defiance in his bearing and manner. But then came the difference. His eyes, dark brown and 

quick-shifting, were dissolute. They protruded very slightly, and his eyelids hung over them in a 

way that was half hate. His mouth, too, was sensual. His whole manner was of cowed defiance, 

as if he were ready to knock anybody down who disapproved of him—perhaps because he really 

disapproved of himself. 

From the first day he had hated Paul. Finding the lad’s impersonal, deliberate gaze of an artist 

on his face, he got into a fury. 

“What are yer lookin’ at?” he sneered, bullying. 

The boy glanced away. But the smith used to stand behind the counter and talk to Mr. 

Pappleworth. His speech was dirty, with a kind of rottenness. Again he found the youth with his 

cool, critical gaze fixed on his face. The smith started round as if he had been stung. 

“What’r yer lookin’ at, three hap’orth o’ pap?” he snarled. 

The boy shrugged his shoulders slightly. 



“Why yer—!” shouted Dawes. 

“Leave him alone,” said Mr. Pappleworth, in that insinuating voice which means, “He’s only 

one of your good little sops who can’t help it.” 

Since that time the boy used to look at the man every time he came through with the same 

curious criticism, glancing away before he met the smith’s eye. It made Dawes furious. They 

hated each other in silence. 

Clara Dawes had no children. When she had left her husband the home had been broken up, 

and she had gone to live with her mother. Dawes lodged with his sister. In the same house was a 

sister-in-law, and somehow Paul knew that this girl, Louie Travers, was now Dawes’s woman. 

She was a handsome, insolent hussy, who mocked at the youth, and yet flushed if he walked 

along to the station with her as she went home. 

The next time he went to see Miriam it was Saturday evening. She had a fire in the parlour, 

and was waiting for him. The others, except her father and mother and the young children, had 

gone out, so the two had the parlour together. It was a long, low, warm room. There were three 

of Paul’s small sketches on the wall, and his photo was on the mantelpiece. On the table and on 

the high old rosewood piano were bowls of coloured leaves. He sat in the armchair, she crouched 

on the hearthrug near his feet. The glow was warm on her handsome, pensive face as she kneeled 

there like a devotee. 

“What did you think of Mrs. Dawes?” she asked quietly. 

“She doesn’t look very amiable,” he replied. 

“No, but don’t you think she’s a fine woman?” she said, in a deep tone, 

“Yes—in stature. But without a grain of taste. I like her for some things. Is she disagreeable?” 

“I don’t think so. I think she’s dissatisfied.” 

“What with?” 

“Well—how would you like to be tied for life to a man like that?” 

“Why did she marry him, then, if she was to have revulsions so soon?” 

“Ay, why did she!” repeated Miriam bitterly. 

“And I should have thought she had enough fight in her to match him,” he said. 

Miriam bowed her head. 

“Ay?” she queried satirically. “What makes you think so?” 

“Look at her mouth—made for passion—and the very setback of her throat—” He threw his 

head back in Clara’s defiant manner. 

Miriam bowed a little lower. 

“Yes,” she said. 

There was a silence for some moments, while he thought of Clara. 

“And what were the things you liked about her?” she asked. 

“I don’t know—her skin and the texture of her—and her—I don’t know—there’s a sort of 

fierceness somewhere in her. I appreciate her as an artist, that’s all.” 

“Yes.” 

He wondered why Miriam crouched there brooding in that strange way. It irritated him. 

“You don’t really like her, do you?” he asked the girl. 



She looked at him with her great, dazzled dark eyes. 

“I do,” she said. 

“You don’t—you can’t—not really.” 

“Then what?” she asked slowly. 

“Eh, I don’t know—perhaps you like her because she’s got a grudge against men.” 

That was more probably one of his own reasons for liking Mrs. Dawes, but this did not occur 

to him. They were silent. There had come into his forehead a knitting of the brows which was 

becoming habitual with him, particularly when he was with Miriam. She longed to smooth it 

away, and she was afraid of it. It seemed the stamp of a man who was not her man in Paul Morel. 

There were some crimson berries among the leaves in the bowl. He reached over and pulled 

out a bunch. 

“If you put red berries in your hair,” he said, “why would you look like some witch or 

priestess, and never like a reveller?” 

She laughed with a naked, painful sound. 

“I don’t know,” she said. 

His vigorous warm hands were playing excitedly with the berries. 

“Why can’t you laugh?” he said. “You never laugh laughter. You only laugh when something 

is odd or incongruous, and then it almost seems to hurt you.” 

She bowed her head as if he were scolding her. 

“I wish you could laugh at me just for one minute—just for one minute. I feel as if it would set 

something free.” 

“But”—and she looked up at him with eyes frightened and struggling—“I do laugh at you—

I do.” 

“Never! There’s always a kind of intensity. When you laugh I could always cry; it seems as if 

it shows up your suffering. Oh, you make me knit the brows of my very soul and cogitate.” 

Slowly she shook her head despairingly. 

“I’m sure I don’t want to,” she said. 

“I’m so damned spiritual with you always!” he cried. 

She remained silent, thinking, “Then why don’t you be otherwise.” But he saw her crouching, 

brooding figure, and it seemed to tear him in two. 

“But, there, it’s autumn,” he said, “and everybody feels like a disembodied spirit then.” 

There was still another silence. This peculiar sadness between them thrilled her soul. He 

seemed so beautiful with his eyes gone dark, and looking as if they were deep as the deepest 

well. 

“You make me so spiritual!” he lamented. “And I don’t want to be spiritual.” 

She took her finger from her mouth with a little pop, and looked up at him almost challenging. 

But still her soul was naked in her great dark eyes, and there was the same yearning appeal upon 

her. If he could have kissed her in abstract purity he would have done so. But he could not kiss 

her thus—and she seemed to leave no other way. And she yearned to him. 

He gave a brief laugh. 

“Well,” he said, “get that French and we’ll do some—some Verlaine.” 



“Yes,” she said in a deep tone, almost of resignation. And she rose and got the books. And her 

rather red, nervous hands looked so pitiful, he was mad to comfort her and kiss her. But then he 

dared not—or could not. There was something prevented him. His kisses were wrong for her. 

They continued the reading till ten o’clock, when they went into the kitchen, and Paul was 

natural and jolly again with the father and mother. His eyes were dark and shining; there was a 

kind of fascination about him. 

When he went into the barn for his bicycle he found the front wheel punctured. 

“Fetch me a drop of water in a bowl,” he said to her. “I shall be late, and then I s’ll catch it.” 

He lighted the hurricane lamp, took off his coat, turned up the bicycle, and set speedily to 

work. Miriam came with the bowl of water and stood close to him, watching. She loved to see 

his hands doing things. He was slim and vigorous, with a kind of easiness even in his most hasty 

movements. And busy at his work he seemed to forget her. She loved him absorbedly. She 

wanted to run her hands down his sides. She always wanted to embrace him, so long as he did 

not want her. 

“There!” he said, rising suddenly. “Now, could you have done it quicker?” 

“No!” she laughed. 

He straightened himself. His back was towards her. She put her two hands on his sides, and 

ran them quickly down. 

“You are so fine!” she said. 

He laughed, hating her voice, but his blood roused to a wave of flame by her hands. She did 

not seem to realise him in all this. He might have been an object. She never realised the male he 

was. 

He lighted his bicycle-lamp, bounced the machine on the barn floor to see that the tyres were 

sound, and buttoned his coat. 

“That’s all right!” he said. 

She was trying the brakes, that she knew were broken. 

“Did you have them mended?” she asked. 

“No!” 

“But why didn’t you?” 

“The back one goes on a bit.” 

“But it’s not safe.” 

“I can use my toe.” 

“I wish you’d had them mended,” she murmured. 

“Don’t worry—come to tea to-morrow, with Edgar.” 

“Shall we?” 

“Do—about four. I’ll come to meet you.” 

“Very well.” 

She was pleased. They went across the dark yard to the gate. Looking across, he saw through 

the uncurtained window of the kitchen the heads of Mr. and Mrs. Leivers in the warm glow. It 

looked very cosy. The road, with pine trees, was quite black in front. 

“Till to-morrow,” he said, jumping on his bicycle. 



“You’ll take care, won’t you?” she pleaded. 

“Yes.” 

His voice already came out of the darkness. She stood a moment watching the light from his 

lamp race into obscurity along the ground. She turned very slowly indoors. Orion was wheeling 

up over the wood, his dog twinkling after him, half smothered. For the rest the world was full of 

darkness, and silent, save for the breathing of cattle in their stalls. She prayed earnestly for his 

safety that night. When he left her, she often lay in anxiety, wondering if he had got home safely. 

He dropped down the hills on his bicycle. The roads were greasy, so he had to let it go. He felt 

a pleasure as the machine plunged over the second, steeper drop in the hill. “Here goes!” he said. 

It was risky, because of the curve in the darkness at the bottom, and because of the brewers’ 

waggons with drunken waggoners asleep. His bicycle seemed to fall beneath him, and he loved 

it. Recklessness is almost a man’s revenge on his woman. He feels he is not valued, so he will 

risk destroying himself to deprive her altogether. 

The stars on the lake seemed to leap like grasshoppers, silver upon the blackness, as he spun 

past. Then there was the long climb home. 

“See, mother!” he said, as he threw her the berries and leaves on to the table. 

“H’m!” she said, glancing at them, then away again. She sat reading, alone, as she always did. 

“Aren’t they pretty?” 

“Yes.” 

He knew she was cross with him. After a few minutes he said: 

“Edgar and Miriam are coming to tea to-morrow.” 

She did not answer. 

“You don’t mind?” 

Still she did not answer. 

“Do you?” he asked. 

“You know whether I mind or not.” 

“I don’t see why you should. I have plenty of meals there.” 

“You do.” 

“Then why do you begrudge them tea?” 

“I begrudge whom tea?” 

“What are you so horrid for?” 

“Oh, say no more! You’ve asked her to tea, it’s quite sufficient. She’ll come.” 

He was very angry with his mother. He knew it was merely Miriam she objected to. He flung 

off his boots and went to bed. 

Paul went to meet his friends the next afternoon. He was glad to see them coming. They 

arrived home at about four o’clock. Everywhere was clean and still for Sunday afternoon. Mrs. 

Morel sat in her black dress and black apron. She rose to meet the visitors. With Edgar she was 

cordial, but with Miriam cold and rather grudging. Yet Paul thought the girl looked so nice in her 

brown cashmere frock. 

He helped his mother to get the tea ready. Miriam would have gladly proffered, but was afraid. 

He was rather proud of his home. There was about it now, he thought, a certain distinction. The 



chairs were only wooden, and the sofa was old. But the hearthrug and cushions were cosy; the 

pictures were prints in good taste; there was a simplicity in everything, and plenty of books. He 

was never ashamed in the least of his home, nor was Miriam of hers, because both were what 

they should be, and warm. And then he was proud of the table; the china was pretty, the cloth 

was fine. It did not matter that the spoons were not silver nor the knives ivory-handled; 

everything looked nice. Mrs. Morel had managed wonderfully while her children were growing 

up, so that nothing was out of place. 

Miriam talked books a little. That was her unfailing topic. But Mrs. Morel was not cordial, and 

turned soon to Edgar. 

At first Edgar and Miriam used to go into Mrs. Morel’s pew. Morel never went to chapel, 

preferring the public-house. Mrs. Morel, like a little champion, sat at the head of her pew, Paul at 

the other end; and at first Miriam sat next to him. Then the chapel was like home. It was a pretty 

place, with dark pews and slim, elegant pillars, and flowers. And the same people had sat in the 

same places ever since he was a boy. It was wonderfully sweet and soothing to sit there for an 

hour and a half, next to Miriam, and near to his mother, uniting his two loves under the spell of 

the place of worship. Then he felt warm and happy and religious at once. And after chapel he 

walked home with Miriam, whilst Mrs. Morel spent the rest of the evening with her old friend, 

Mrs. Burns. He was keenly alive on his walks on Sunday nights with Edgar and Miriam. He 

never went past the pits at night, by the lighted lamp-house, the tall black headstocks and lines of 

trucks, past the fans spinning slowly like shadows, without the feeling of Miriam returning to 

him, keen and almost unbearable. 

She did not very long occupy the Morels’ pew. Her father took one for themselves once more. 

It was under the little gallery, opposite the Morels’. When Paul and his mother came in the 

chapel the Leivers’s pew was always empty. He was anxious for fear she would not come: it was 

so far, and there were so many rainy Sundays. Then, often very late indeed, she came in, with her 

long stride, her head bowed, her face hidden under her hat of dark green velvet. Her face, as she 

sat opposite, was always in shadow. But it gave him a very keen feeling, as if all his soul stirred 

within him, to see her there. It was not the same glow, happiness, and pride, that he felt in having 

his mother in charge: something more wonderful, less human, and tinged to intensity by a pain, 

as if there were something he could not get to. 

At this time he was beginning to question the orthodox creed. He was twenty-one, and she was 

twenty. She was beginning to dread the spring: he became so wild, and hurt her so much. All the 

way he went cruelly smashing her beliefs. Edgar enjoyed it. He was by nature critical and rather 

dispassionate. But Miriam suffered exquisite pain, as, with an intellect like a knife, the man she 

loved examined her religion in which she lived and moved and had her being. But he did not 

spare her. He was cruel. And when they went alone he was even more fierce, as if he would kill 

her soul. He bled her beliefs till she almost lost consciousness. 

“She exults—she exults as she carries him off from me,” Mrs. Morel cried in her heart when 

Paul had gone. “She’s not like an ordinary woman, who can leave me my share in him. She 

wants to absorb him. She wants to draw him out and absorb him till there is nothing left of him, 

even for himself. He will never be a man on his own feet—she will suck him up.” So the mother 

sat, and battled and brooded bitterly. 

And he, coming home from his walks with Miriam, was wild with torture. He walked biting 

his lips and with clenched fists, going at a great rate. Then, brought up against a stile, he stood 

for some minutes, and did not move. There was a great hollow of darkness fronting him, and on 



the black upslopes patches of tiny lights, and in the lowest trough of the night, a flare of the pit. 

It was all weird and dreadful. Why was he torn so, almost bewildered, and unable to move? Why 

did his mother sit at home and suffer? He knew she suffered badly. But why should she? And 

why did he hate Miriam, and feel so cruel towards her, at the thought of his mother. If Miriam 

caused his mother suffering, then he hated her—and he easily hated her. Why did she make him 

feel as if he were uncertain of himself, insecure, an indefinite thing, as if he had not sufficient 

sheathing to prevent the night and the space breaking into him? How he hated her! And then, 

what a rush of tenderness and humility! 

Suddenly he plunged on again, running home. His mother saw on him the marks of some 

agony, and she said nothing. But he had to make her talk to him. Then she was angry with him 

for going so far with Miriam. 

“Why don’t you like her, mother?” he cried in despair. 

“I don’t know, my boy,” she replied piteously. “I’m sure I’ve tried to like her. I’ve tried and 

tried, but I can’t—I can’t!” 

And he felt dreary and hopeless between the two. 

Spring was the worst time. He was changeable, and intense and cruel. So he decided to stay 

away from her. Then came the hours when he knew Miriam was expecting him. His mother 

watched him growing restless. He could not go on with his work. He could do nothing. It was as 

if something were drawing his soul out towards Willey Farm. Then he put on his hat and went, 

saying nothing. And his mother knew he was gone. And as soon as he was on the way he sighed 

with relief. And when he was with her he was cruel again. 

One day in March he lay on the bank of Nethermere, with Miriam sitting beside him. It was a 

glistening, white-and-blue day. Big clouds, so brilliant, went by overhead, while shadows stole 

along on the water. The clear spaces in the sky were of clean, cold blue. Paul lay on his back in 

the old grass, looking up. He could not bear to look at Miriam. She seemed to want him, and he 

resisted. He resisted all the time. He wanted now to give her passion and tenderness, and he 

could not. He felt that she wanted the soul out of his body, and not him. All his strength and 

energy she drew into herself through some channel which united them. She did not want to meet 

him, so that there were two of them, man and woman together. She wanted to draw all of him 

into her. It urged him to an intensity like madness, which fascinated him, as drug-taking might. 

He was discussing Michael Angelo. It felt to her as if she were fingering the very quivering 

tissue, the very protoplasm of life, as she heard him. It gave her deepest satisfaction. And in the 

end it frightened her. There he lay in the white intensity of his search, and his voice gradually 

filled her with fear, so level it was, almost inhuman, as if in a trance. 

“Don’t talk any more,” she pleaded softly, laying her hand on his forehead. 

He lay quite still, almost unable to move. His body was somewhere discarded. 

“Why not? Are you tired?” 

“Yes, and it wears you out.” 

He laughed shortly, realising. 

“Yet you always make me like it,” he said. 

“I don’t wish to,” she said, very low. 

“Not when you’ve gone too far, and you feel you can’t bear it. But your unconscious self 

always asks it of me. And I suppose I want it.” 



He went on, in his dead fashion: 

“If only you could want me, and not want what I can reel off for you!” 

“I!” she cried bitterly—“I! Why, when would you let me take you?” 

“Then it’s my fault,” he said, and, gathering himself together, he got up and began to talk 

trivialities. He felt insubstantial. In a vague way he hated her for it. And he knew he was as much 

to blame himself. This, however, did not prevent his hating her. 

One evening about this time he had walked along the home road with her. They stood by the 

pasture leading down to the wood, unable to part. As the stars came out the clouds closed. They 

had glimpses of their own constellation, Orion, towards the west. His jewels glimmered for a 

moment, his dog ran low, struggling with difficulty through the spume of cloud. 

Orion was for them chief in significance among the constellations. They had gazed at him in 

their strange, surcharged hours of feeling, until they seemed themselves to live in every one of 

his stars. This evening Paul had been moody and perverse. Orion had seemed just an ordinary 

constellation to him. He had fought against his glamour and fascination. Miriam was watching 

her lover’s mood carefully. But he said nothing that gave him away, till the moment came to 

part, when he stood frowning gloomily at the gathered clouds, behind which the great 

constellation must be striding still. 

There was to be a little party at his house the next day, at which she was to attend. 

“I shan’t come and meet you,” he said. 

“Oh, very well; it’s not very nice out,” she replied slowly. 

“It’s not that—only they don’t like me to. They say I care more for you than for them. And 

you understand, don’t you? You know it’s only friendship.” 

Miriam was astonished and hurt for him. It had cost him an effort. She left him, wanting to 

spare him any further humiliation. A fine rain blew in her face as she walked along the road. She 

was hurt deep down; and she despised him for being blown about by any wind of authority. And 

in her heart of hearts, unconsciously, she felt that he was trying to get away from her. This she 

would never have acknowledged. She pitied him. 

At this time Paul became an important factor in Jordan’s warehouse. Mr. Pappleworth left to 

set up a business of his own, and Paul remained with Mr. Jordan as Spiral overseer. His wages 

were to be raised to thirty shillings at the year-end, if things went well. 

Still on Friday night Miriam often came down for her French lesson. Paul did not go so 

frequently to Willey Farm, and she grieved at the thought of her education’s coming to end; 

moreover, they both loved to be together, in spite of discords. So they read Balzac, and did 

compositions, and felt highly cultured. 

Friday night was reckoning night for the miners. Morel “reckoned”—shared up the money of 

the stall—either in the New Inn at Bretty or in his own house, according as his fellow-butties 

wished. Barker had turned a non-drinker, so now the men reckoned at Morel’s house. 

Annie, who had been teaching away, was at home again. She was still a tomboy; and she was 

engaged to be married. Paul was studying design. 

Morel was always in good spirits on Friday evening, unless the week’s earnings were small. 

He bustled immediately after his dinner, prepared to get washed. It was decorum for the women 

to absent themselves while the men reckoned. Women were not supposed to spy into such a 

masculine privacy as the butties’ reckoning, nor were they to know the exact amount of the 



week’s earnings. So, whilst her father was spluttering in the scullery, Annie went out to spend an 

hour with a neighbour. Mrs. Morel attended to her baking. 

“Shut that doo-er!” bawled Morel furiously. 

Annie banged it behind her, and was gone. 

“If tha oppens it again while I’m weshin’ me, I’ll ma’e thy jaw rattle,” he threatened from the 

midst of his soap-suds. Paul and the mother frowned to hear him. 

Presently he came running out of the scullery, with the soapy water dripping from him, 

dithering with cold. 

“Oh, my sirs!” he said. “Wheer’s my towel?” 

It was hung on a chair to warm before the fire, otherwise he would have bullied and blustered. 

He squatted on his heels before the hot baking-fire to dry himself. 

“F-ff-f!” he went, pretending to shudder with cold. 

“Goodness, man, don’t be such a kid!” said Mrs. Morel. “It’s not cold.” 

“Thee strip thysen stark nak’d to wesh thy flesh i’ that scullery,” said the miner, as he rubbed 

his hair; “nowt b’r a ice-’ouse!” 

“And I shouldn’t make that fuss,” replied his wife. 

“No, tha’d drop down stiff, as dead as a door-knob, wi’ thy nesh sides.” 

“Why is a door-knob deader than anything else?” asked Paul, curious. 

“Eh, I dunno; that’s what they say,” replied his father. “But there’s that much draught i’ yon 

scullery, as it blows through your ribs like through a five-barred gate.” 

“It would have some difficulty in blowing through yours,” said Mrs. Morel. 

Morel looked down ruefully at his sides. 

“Me!” he exclaimed. “I’m nowt b’r a skinned rabbit. My bones fair juts out on me.” 

“I should like to know where,” retorted his wife. 

“Iv’ry-wheer! I’m nobbut a sack o’ faggots.” 

Mrs. Morel laughed. He had still a wonderfully young body, muscular, without any fat. His 

skin was smooth and clear. It might have been the body of a man of twenty-eight, except that 

there were, perhaps, too many blue scars, like tattoo-marks, where the coal-dust remained under 

the skin, and that his chest was too hairy. But he put his hand on his side ruefully. It was his 

fixed belief that, because he did not get fat, he was as thin as a starved rat. Paul looked at his 

father’s thick, brownish hands all scarred, with broken nails, rubbing the fine smoothness of his 

sides, and the incongruity struck him. It seemed strange they were the same flesh. 

“I suppose,” he said to his father, “you had a good figure once.” 

“Eh!” exclaimed the miner, glancing round, startled and timid, like a child. 

“He had,” exclaimed Mrs. Morel, “if he didn’t hurtle himself up as if he was trying to get in 

the smallest space he could.” 

“Me!” exclaimed Morel—“me a good figure! I wor niver much more n’r a skeleton.” 

“Man!” cried his wife, “don’t be such a pulamiter!” 

“‘Strewth!” he said. “Tha’s niver knowed me but what I looked as if I wor goin’ off in a rapid 

decline.” 

She sat and laughed. 



“You’ve had a constitution like iron,” she said; “and never a man had a better start, if it was 

body that counted. You should have seen him as a young man,” she cried suddenly to Paul, 

drawing herself up to imitate her husband’s once handsome bearing. 

Morel watched her shyly. He saw again the passion she had had for him. It blazed upon her for 

a moment. He was shy, rather scared, and humble. Yet again he felt his old glow. And then 

immediately he felt the ruin he had made during these years. He wanted to bustle about, to run 

away from it. 

“Gi’e my back a bit of a wesh,” he asked her. 

His wife brought a well-soaped flannel and clapped it on his shoulders. He gave a jump. 

“Eh, tha mucky little ’ussy!” he cried. “Cowd as death!” 

“You ought to have been a salamander,” she laughed, washing his back. It was very rarely she 

would do anything so personal for him. The children did those things. 

“The next world won’t be half hot enough for you,” she added. 

“No,” he said; “tha’lt see as it’s draughty for me.” 

But she had finished. She wiped him in a desultory fashion, and went upstairs, returning 

immediately with his shifting-trousers. When he was dried he struggled into his shirt. Then, 

ruddy and shiny, with hair on end, and his flannelette shirt hanging over his pit-trousers, he stood 

warming the garments he was going to put on. He turned them, he pulled them inside out, he 

scorched them. 

“Goodness, man!” cried Mrs. Morel, “get dressed!” 

“Should thee like to clap thysen into britches as cowd as a tub o’ water?” he said. 

At last he took off his pit-trousers and donned decent black. He did all this on the hearthrug, as 

he would have done if Annie and her familiar friends had been present. 

Mrs. Morel turned the bread in the oven. Then from the red earthenware panchion of dough 

that stood in a corner she took another handful of paste, worked it to the proper shape, and 

dropped it into a tin. As she was doing so Barker knocked and entered. He was a quiet, compact 

little man, who looked as if he would go through a stone wall. His black hair was cropped short, 

his head was bony. Like most miners, he was pale, but healthy and taut. 

“Evenin’, missis,” he nodded to Mrs. Morel, and he seated himself with a sigh. 

“Good-evening,” she replied cordially. 

“Tha’s made thy heels crack,” said Morel. 

“I dunno as I have,” said Barker. 

He sat, as the men always did in Morel’s kitchen, effacing himself rather. 

“How’s missis?” she asked of him. 

He had told her some time back: 

“We’re expectin’ us third just now, you see.” 

“Well,” he answered, rubbing his head, “she keeps pretty middlin’, I think.” 

“Let’s see—when?” asked Mrs. Morel. 

“Well, I shouldn’t be surprised any time now.” 

“Ah! And she’s kept fairly?” 

“Yes, tidy.” 



“That’s a blessing, for she’s none too strong.” 

“No. An’ I’ve done another silly trick.” 

“What’s that?” 

Mrs. Morel knew Barker wouldn’t do anything very silly. 

“I’m come be-out th’ market-bag.” 

“You can have mine.” 

“Nay, you’ll be wantin’ that yourself.” 

“I shan’t. I take a string bag always.” 

She saw the determined little collier buying in the week’s groceries and meat on the Friday 

nights, and she admired him. “Barker’s little, but he’s ten times the man you are,” she said to her 

husband. 

Just then Wesson entered. He was thin, rather frail-looking, with a boyish ingenuousness and a 

slightly foolish smile, despite his seven children. But his wife was a passionate woman. 

“I see you’ve kested me,” he said, smiling rather vapidly. 

“Yes,” replied Barker. 

The newcomer took off his cap and his big woollen muffler. His nose was pointed and red. 

“I’m afraid you’re cold, Mr. Wesson,” said Mrs. Morel. 

“It’s a bit nippy,” he replied. 

“Then come to the fire.” 

“Nay, I s’ll do where I am.” 

Both colliers sat away back. They could not be induced to come on to the hearth. The hearth is 

sacred to the family. 

“Go thy ways i’ th’ armchair,” cried Morel cheerily. 

“Nay, thank yer; I’m very nicely here.” 

“Yes, come, of course,” insisted Mrs. Morel. 

He rose and went awkwardly. He sat in Morel’s armchair awkwardly. It was too great a 

familiarity. But the fire made him blissfully happy. 

“And how’s that chest of yours?” demanded Mrs. Morel. 

He smiled again, with his blue eyes rather sunny. 

“Oh, it’s very middlin’,” he said. 

“Wi’ a rattle in it like a kettle-drum,” said Barker shortly. 

“T-t-t-t!” went Mrs. Morel rapidly with her tongue. “Did you have that flannel singlet made?” 

“Not yet,” he smiled. 

“Then, why didn’t you?” she cried. 

“It’ll come,” he smiled. 

“Ah, an’ Doomsday!” exclaimed Barker. 

Barker and Morel were both impatient of Wesson. But, then, they were both as hard as nails, 

physically. 

When Morel was nearly ready he pushed the bag of money to Paul. 



“Count it, boy,” he asked humbly. 

Paul impatiently turned from his books and pencil, tipped the bag upside down on the table. 

There was a five-pound bag of silver, sovereigns and loose money. He counted quickly, referred 

to the checks—the written papers giving amount of coal—put the money in order. Then Barker 

glanced at the checks. 

Mrs. Morel went upstairs, and the three men came to table. Morel, as master of the house, sat 

in his armchair, with his back to the hot fire. The two butties had cooler seats. None of them 

counted the money. 

“What did we say Simpson’s was?” asked Morel; and the butties cavilled for a minute over the 

dayman’s earnings. Then the amount was put aside. 

“An’ Bill Naylor’s?” 

This money also was taken from the pack. 

Then, because Wesson lived in one of the company’s houses, and his rent had been deducted, 

Morel and Barker took four-and-six each. And because Morel’s coals had come, and the leading 

was stopped, Barker and Wesson took four shillings each. Then it was plain sailing. Morel gave 

each of them a sovereign till there were no more sovereigns; each half a crown till there were no 

more half-crowns; each a shilling till there were no more shillings. If there was anything at the 

end that wouldn’t split, Morel took it and stood drinks. 

Then the three men rose and went. Morel scuttled out of the house before his wife came down. 

She heard the door close, and descended. She looked hastily at the bread in the oven. Then, 

glancing on the table, she saw her money lying. Paul had been working all the time. But now he 

felt his mother counting the week’s money, and her wrath rising, 

“T-t-t-t-t!” went her tongue. 

He frowned. He could not work when she was cross. She counted again. 

“A measly twenty-five shillings!” she exclaimed. “How much was the cheque?” 

“Ten pounds eleven,” said Paul irritably. He dreaded what was coming. 

“And he gives me a scrattlin’ twenty-five, an’ his club this week! But I know him. He thinks 

because you’re earning he needn’t keep the house any longer. No, all he has to do with his 

money is to guttle it. But I’ll show him!” 

“Oh, mother, don’t!” cried Paul. 

“Don’t what, I should like to know?” she exclaimed. 

“Don’t carry on again. I can’t work.” 

She went very quiet. 

“Yes, it’s all very well,” she said; “but how do you think I’m going to manage?” 

“Well, it won’t make it any better to whittle about it.” 

“I should like to know what you’d do if you had it to put up with.” 

“It won’t be long. You can have my money. Let him go to hell.” 

He went back to his work, and she tied her bonnet-strings grimly. When she was fretted he 

could not bear it. But now he began to insist on her recognising him. 

“The two loaves at the top,” she said, “will be done in twenty minutes. Don’t forget them.” 

“All right,” he answered; and she went to market. 



He remained alone working. But his usual intense concentration became unsettled. He listened 

for the yard-gate. At a quarter-past seven came a low knock, and Miriam entered. 

“All alone?” she said. 

“Yes.” 

As if at home, she took off her tam-o’-shanter and her long coat, hanging them up. It gave him 

a thrill. This might be their own house, his and hers. Then she came back and peered over his 

work. 

“What is it?” she asked. 

“Still design, for decorating stuffs, and for embroidery.” 

She bent short-sightedly over the drawings. 

It irritated him that she peered so into everything that was his, searching him out. He went into 

the parlour and returned with a bundle of brownish linen. Carefully unfolding it, he spread it on 

the floor. It proved to be a curtain or portière, beautifully stencilled with a design on roses. 

“Ah, how beautiful!” she cried. 

The spread cloth, with its wonderful reddish roses and dark green stems, all so simple, and 

somehow so wicked-looking, lay at her feet. She went on her knees before it, her dark curls 

dropping. He saw her crouched voluptuously before his work, and his heart beat quickly. 

Suddenly she looked up at him. 

“Why does it seem cruel?” she asked. 

“What?” 

“There seems a feeling of cruelty about it,” she said. 

“It’s jolly good, whether or not,” he replied, folding up his work with a lover’s hands. 

She rose slowly, pondering. 

“And what will you do with it?” she asked. 

“Send it to Liberty’s. I did it for my mother, but I think she’d rather have the money.” 

“Yes,” said Miriam. He had spoken with a touch of bitterness, and Miriam sympathised. 

Money would have been nothing to her. 

He took the cloth back into the parlour. When he returned he threw to Miriam a smaller piece. 

It was a cushion-cover with the same design. 

“I did that for you,” he said. 

She fingered the work with trembling hands, and did not speak. He became embarrassed. 

“By Jove, the bread!” he cried. 

He took the top loaves out, tapped them vigorously. They were done. He put them on the 

hearth to cool. Then he went to the scullery, wetted his hands, scooped the last white dough out 

of the punchion, and dropped it in a baking-tin. Miriam was still bent over her painted cloth. He 

stood rubbing the bits of dough from his hands. 

“You do like it?” he asked. 

She looked up at him, with her dark eyes one flame of love. He laughed uncomfortably. Then 

he began to talk about the design. There was for him the most intense pleasure in talking about 

his work to Miriam. All his passion, all his wild blood, went into this intercourse with her, when 

he talked and conceived his work. She brought forth to him his imaginations. She did not 



understand, any more than a woman understands when she conceives a child in her womb. But 

this was life for her and for him. 

While they were talking, a young woman of about twenty-two, small and pale, hollow-eyed, 

yet with a relentless look about her, entered the room. She was a friend at the Morel’s. 

“Take your things off,” said Paul. 

“No, I’m not stopping.” 

She sat down in the armchair opposite Paul and Miriam, who were on the sofa. Miriam moved 

a little farther from him. The room was hot, with a scent of new bread. Brown, crisp loaves stood 

on the hearth. 

“I shouldn’t have expected to see you here to-night, Miriam Leivers,” said Beatrice wickedly. 

“Why not?” murmured Miriam huskily. 

“Why, let’s look at your shoes.” 

Miriam remained uncomfortably still. 

“If tha doesna tha durs’na,” laughed Beatrice. 

Miriam put her feet from under her dress. Her boots had that queer, irresolute, rather pathetic 

look about them, which showed how self-conscious and self-mistrustful she was. And they were 

covered with mud. 

“Glory! You’re a positive muck-heap,” exclaimed Beatrice. “Who cleans your boots?” 

“I clean them myself.” 

“Then you wanted a job,” said Beatrice. “It would ha’ taken a lot of men to ha’ brought me 

down here to-night. But love laughs at sludge, doesn’t it, ’Postle my duck?” 

“Inter alia,” he said. 

“Oh, Lord! are you going to spout foreign languages? What does it mean, Miriam?” 

There was a fine sarcasm in the last question, but Miriam did not see it. 

“‘Among other things,’ I believe,” she said humbly. 

Beatrice put her tongue between her teeth and laughed wickedly. 

“‘Among other things,’ ’Postle?” she repeated. “Do you mean love laughs at mothers, and 

fathers, and sisters, and brothers, and men friends, and lady friends, and even at the b’loved 

himself?” 

She affected a great innocence. 

“In fact, it’s one big smile,” he replied. 

“Up its sleeve, ’Postle Morel—you believe me,” she said; and she went off into another burst 

of wicked, silent laughter. 

Miriam sat silent, withdrawn into herself. Every one of Paul’s friends delighted in taking sides 

against her, and he left her in the lurch—seemed almost to have a sort of revenge upon her then. 

“Are you still at school?” asked Miriam of Beatrice. 

“Yes.” 

“You’ve not had your notice, then?” 

“I expect it at Easter.” 

“Isn’t it an awful shame, to turn you off merely because you didn’t pass the exam?” 



“I don’t know,” said Beatrice coldly. 

“Agatha says you’re as good as any teacher anywhere. It seems to me ridiculous. I wonder 

why you didn’t pass.” 

“Short of brains, eh, ’Postle?” said Beatrice briefly. 

“Only brains to bite with,” replied Paul, laughing. 

“Nuisance!” she cried; and, springing from her seat, she rushed and boxed his ears. She had 

beautiful small hands. He held her wrists while she wrestled with him. At last she broke free, and 

seized two handfuls of his thick, dark brown hair, which she shook. 

“Beat!” he said, as he pulled his hair straight with his fingers. “I hate you!” 

She laughed with glee. 

“Mind!” she said. “I want to sit next to you.” 

“I’d as lief be neighbours with a vixen,” he said, nevertheless making place for her between 

him and Miriam. 

“Did it ruffle his pretty hair, then!” she cried; and, with her hair-comb, she combed him 

straight. “And his nice little moustache!” she exclaimed. She tilted his head back and combed his 

young moustache. “It’s a wicked moustache, ’Postle,” she said. “It’s a red for danger. Have you 

got any of those cigarettes?” 

He pulled his cigarette-case from his pocket. Beatrice looked inside it. 

“And fancy me having Connie’s last cig.,” said Beatrice, putting the thing between her teeth. 

He held a lit match to her, and she puffed daintily. 

“Thanks so much, darling,” she said mockingly. 

It gave her a wicked delight. 

“Don’t you think he does it nicely, Miriam?” she asked. 

“Oh, very!” said Miriam. 

He took a cigarette for himself. 

“Light, old boy?” said Beatrice, tilting her cigarette at him. 

He bent forward to her to light his cigarette at hers. She was winking at him as he did so. 

Miriam saw his eyes trembling with mischief, and his full, almost sensual, mouth quivering. He 

was not himself, and she could not bear it. As he was now, she had no connection with him; she 

might as well not have existed. She saw the cigarette dancing on his full red lips. She hated his 

thick hair for being tumbled loose on his forehead. 

“Sweet boy!” said Beatrice, tipping up his chin and giving him a little kiss on the cheek. 

“I s’ll kiss thee back, Beat,” he said. 

“Tha wunna!” she giggled, jumping up and going away. “Isn’t he shameless, Miriam?” 

“Quite,” said Miriam. “By the way, aren’t you forgetting the bread?” 

“By Jove!” he cried, flinging open the oven door. 

Out puffed the bluish smoke and a smell of burned bread. 

“Oh, golly!” cried Beatrice, coming to his side. He crouched before the oven, she peered over 

his shoulder. “This is what comes of the oblivion of love, my boy.” 

Paul was ruefully removing the loaves. One was burnt black on the hot side; another was hard 

as a brick. 



“Poor mater!” said Paul. 

“You want to grate it,” said Beatrice. “Fetch me the nutmeg-grater.” 

She arranged the bread in the oven. He brought the grater, and she grated the bread on to a 

newspaper on the table. He set the doors open to blow away the smell of burned bread. Beatrice 

grated away, puffing her cigarette, knocking the charcoal off the poor loaf. 

“My word, Miriam! you’re in for it this time,” said Beatrice. 

“I!” exclaimed Miriam in amazement. 

“You’d better be gone when his mother comes in. I know why King Alfred burned the cakes. 

Now I see it! ’Postle would fix up a tale about his work making him forget, if he thought it 

would wash. If that old woman had come in a bit sooner, she’d have boxed the brazen thing’s 

ears who made the oblivion, instead of poor Alfred’s.” 

She giggled as she scraped the loaf. Even Miriam laughed in spite of herself. Paul mended the 

fire ruefully. 

The garden gate was heard to bang. 

“Quick!” cried Beatrice, giving Paul the scraped loaf. “Wrap it up in a damp towel.” 

Paul disappeared into the scullery. Beatrice hastily blew her scrapings into the fire, and sat 

down innocently. Annie came bursting in. She was an abrupt, quite smart young woman. She 

blinked in the strong light. 

“Smell of burning!” she exclaimed. 

“It’s the cigarettes,” replied Beatrice demurely. 

“Where’s Paul?” 

Leonard had followed Annie. He had a long comic face and blue eyes, very sad. 

“I suppose he’s left you to settle it between you,” he said. He nodded sympathetically to 

Miriam, and became gently sarcastic to Beatrice. 

“No,” said Beatrice, “he’s gone off with number nine.” 

“I just met number five inquiring for him,” said Leonard. 

“Yes—we’re going to share him up like Solomon’s baby,” said Beatrice. 

Annie laughed. 

“Oh, ay,” said Leonard. “And which bit should you have?” 

“I don’t know,” said Beatrice. “I’ll let all the others pick first.” 

“An’ you’d have the leavings, like?” said Leonard, twisting up a comic face. 

Annie was looking in the oven. Miriam sat ignored. Paul entered. 

“This bread’s a fine sight, our Paul,” said Annie. 

“Then you should stop an’ look after it,” said Paul. 

“You mean you should do what you’re reckoning to do,” replied Annie. 

“He should, shouldn’t he!” cried Beatrice. 

“I s’d think he’d got plenty on hand,” said Leonard. 

“You had a nasty walk, didn’t you, Miriam?” said Annie. 

“Yes—but I’d been in all week—” 

“And you wanted a bit of a change, like,” insinuated Leonard kindly. 



“Well, you can’t be stuck in the house for ever,” Annie agreed. She was quite amiable. 

Beatrice pulled on her coat, and went out with Leonard and Annie. She would meet her own boy. 

“Don’t forget that bread, our Paul,” cried Annie. “Good-night, Miriam. I don’t think it will 

rain.” 

When they had all gone, Paul fetched the swathed loaf, unwrapped it, and surveyed it sadly. 

“It’s a mess!” he said. 

“But,” answered Miriam impatiently, “what is it, after all—twopence, ha’penny.” 

“Yes, but—it’s the mater’s precious baking, and she’ll take it to heart. However, it’s no good 

bothering.” 

He took the loaf back into the scullery. There was a little distance between him and Miriam. 

He stood balanced opposite her for some moments considering, thinking of his behaviour with 

Beatrice. He felt guilty inside himself, and yet glad. For some inscrutable reason it served 

Miriam right. He was not going to repent. She wondered what he was thinking of as he stood 

suspended. His thick hair was tumbled over his forehead. Why might she not push it back for 

him, and remove the marks of Beatrice’s comb? Why might she not press his body with her two 

hands. It looked so firm, and every whit living. And he would let other girls, why not her? 

Suddenly he started into life. It made her quiver almost with terror as he quickly pushed the 

hair off his forehead and came towards her. 

“Half-past eight!” he said. “We’d better buck up. Where’s your French?” 

Miriam shyly and rather bitterly produced her exercise-book. Every week she wrote for him a 

sort of diary of her inner life, in her own French. He had found this was the only way to get her 

to do compositions. And her diary was mostly a love-letter. He would read it now; she felt as if 

her soul’s history were going to be desecrated by him in his present mood. He sat beside her. She 

watched his hand, firm and warm, rigorously scoring her work. He was reading only the French, 

ignoring her soul that was there. But gradually his hand forgot its work. He read in silence, 

motionless. She quivered. 

“‘Ce matin les oiseaux m’ont éveillé,’” he read. “‘Il faisait encore un crépuscule. Mais la 

petite fenêtre de ma chambre était blême, et puis, jaûne, et tous les oiseaux du bois éclatèrent 

dans un chanson vif et résonnant. Toute l’aûbe tressaillit. J’avais rêvé de vous. Est-ce que vous 

voyez aussi l’aûbe? Les oiseaux m’éveillent presque tous les matins, et toujours il y a quelque 

chose de terreur dans le cri des grives. Il est si clair—’” 

Miriam sat tremulous, half ashamed. He remained quite still, trying to understand. He only 

knew she loved him. He was afraid of her love for him. It was too good for him, and he was 

inadequate. His own love was at fault, not hers. Ashamed, he corrected her work, humbly writing 

above her words. 

“Look,” he said quietly, “the past participle conjugated with avoir agrees with the direct object 

when it precedes.” 

She bent forward, trying to see and to understand. Her free, fine curls tickled his face. He 

started as if they had been red hot, shuddering. He saw her peering forward at the page, her red 

lips parted piteously, the black hair springing in fine strands across her tawny, ruddy cheek. She 

was coloured like a pomegranate for richness. His breath came short as he watched her. 

Suddenly she looked up at him. Her dark eyes were naked with their love, afraid, and yearning. 

His eyes, too, were dark, and they hurt her. They seemed to master her. She lost all her self-

control, was exposed in fear. And he knew, before he could kiss her, he must drive something 



out of himself. And a touch of hate for her crept back again into his heart. He returned to her 

exercise. 

Suddenly he flung down the pencil, and was at the oven in a leap, turning the bread. For 

Miriam he was too quick. She started violently, and it hurt her with real pain. Even the way he 

crouched before the oven hurt her. There seemed to be something cruel in it, something cruel in 

the swift way he pitched the bread out of the tins, caught it up again. If only he had been gentle 

in his movements she would have felt so rich and warm. As it was, she was hurt. 

He returned and finished the exercise. 

“You’ve done well this week,” he said. 

She saw he was flattered by her diary. It did not repay her entirely. 

“You really do blossom out sometimes,” he said. “You ought to write poetry.” 

She lifted her head with joy, then she shook it mistrustfully. 

“I don’t trust myself,” she said. 

“You should try!” 

Again she shook her head. 

“Shall we read, or is it too late?” he asked. 

“It is late—but we can read just a little,” she pleaded. 

She was really getting now the food for her life during the next week. He made her copy 

Baudelaire’s “Le Balcon”. Then he read it for her. His voice was soft and caressing, but growing 

almost brutal. He had a way of lifting his lips and showing his teeth, passionately and bitterly, 

when he was much moved. This he did now. It made Miriam feel as if he were trampling on her. 

She dared not look at him, but sat with her head bowed. She could not understand why he got 

into such a tumult and fury. It made her wretched. She did not like Baudelaire, on the whole—

nor Verlaine. 

“Behold her singing in the field 

Yon solitary highland lass.” 

That nourished her heart. So did “Fair Ines”. And— 

“It was a beauteous evening, calm and pure, 

And breathing holy quiet like a nun.” 

These were like herself. And there was he, saying in his throat bitterly: 

“Tu te rappelleras la beaûté des caresses.” 

The poem was finished; he took the bread out of the oven, arranging the burnt loaves at the 

bottom of the panchion, the good ones at the top. The desiccated loaf remained swathed up in the 

scullery. 

“Mater needn’t know till morning,” he said. “It won’t upset her so much then as at night.” 

Miriam looked in the bookcase, saw what postcards and letters he had received, saw what 

books were there. She took one that had interested him. Then he turned down the gas and they 

set off. He did not trouble to lock the door. 



He was not home again until a quarter to eleven. His mother was seated in the rocking-chair. 

Annie, with a rope of hair hanging down her back, remained sitting on a low stool before the fire, 

her elbows on her knees, gloomily. On the table stood the offending loaf unswathed. Paul entered 

rather breathless. No one spoke. His mother was reading the little local newspaper. He took off 

his coat, and went to sit down on the sofa. His mother moved curtly aside to let him pass. No one 

spoke. He was very uncomfortable. For some minutes he sat pretending to read a piece of paper 

he found on the table. Then— 

“I forgot that bread, mother,” he said. 

There was no answer from either woman. 

“Well,” he said, “it’s only twopence ha’penny. I can pay you for that.” 

Being angry, he put three pennies on the table and slid them towards his mother. She turned 

away her head. Her mouth was shut tightly. 

“Yes,” said Annie, “you don’t know how badly my mother is!” 

The girl sat staring glumly into the fire. 

“Why is she badly?” asked Paul, in his overbearing way. 

“Well!” said Annie. “She could scarcely get home.” 

He looked closely at his mother. She looked ill. 

“Why could you scarcely get home?” he asked her, still sharply. She would not answer. 

“I found her as white as a sheet sitting here,” said Annie, with a suggestion of tears in her 

voice. 

“Well, why?” insisted Paul. His brows were knitting, his eyes dilating passionately. 

“It was enough to upset anybody,” said Mrs. Morel, “hugging those parcels—meat, and green-

groceries, and a pair of curtains—” 

“Well, why did you hug them; you needn’t have done.” 

“Then who would?” 

“Let Annie fetch the meat.” 

“Yes, and I would fetch the meat, but how was I to know. You were off with Miriam, instead 

of being in when my mother came.” 

“And what was the matter with you?” asked Paul of his mother. 

“I suppose it’s my heart,” she replied. Certainly she looked bluish round the mouth. 

“And have you felt it before?” 

“Yes—often enough.” 

“Then why haven’t you told me?—and why haven’t you seen a doctor?” 

Mrs. Morel shifted in her chair, angry with him for his hectoring. 

“You’d never notice anything,” said Annie. “You’re too eager to be off with Miriam.” 

“Oh, am I—and any worse than you with Leonard?” 

“I was in at a quarter to ten.” 

There was silence in the room for a time. 

“I should have thought,” said Mrs. Morel bitterly, “that she wouldn’t have occupied you so 

entirely as to burn a whole ovenful of bread.” 



“Beatrice was here as well as she.” 

“Very likely. But we know why the bread is spoilt.” 

“Why?” he flashed. 

“Because you were engrossed with Miriam,” replied Mrs. Morel hotly. 

“Oh, very well—then it was not!” he replied angrily. 

He was distressed and wretched. Seizing a paper, he began to read. Annie, her blouse 

unfastened, her long ropes of hair twisted into a plait, went up to bed, bidding him a very curt 

good-night. 

Paul sat pretending to read. He knew his mother wanted to upbraid him. He also wanted to 

know what had made her ill, for he was troubled. So, instead of running away to bed, as he 

would have liked to do, he sat and waited. There was a tense silence. The clock ticked loudly. 

“You’d better go to bed before your father comes in,” said the mother harshly. “And if you’re 

going to have anything to eat, you’d better get it.” 

“I don’t want anything.” 

It was his mother’s custom to bring him some trifle for supper on Friday night, the night of 

luxury for the colliers. He was too angry to go and find it in the pantry this night. This insulted 

her. 

“If I wanted you to go to Selby on Friday night, I can imagine the scene,” said Mrs. Morel. 

“But you’re never too tired to go if she will come for you. Nay, you neither want to eat nor drink 

then.” 

“I can’t let her go alone.” 

“Can’t you? And why does she come?” 

“Not because I ask her.” 

“She doesn’t come without you want her—” 

“Well, what if I do want her—” he replied. 

“Why, nothing, if it was sensible or reasonable. But to go trapseing up there miles and miles in 

the mud, coming home at midnight, and got to go to Nottingham in the morning—” 

“If I hadn’t, you’d be just the same.” 

“Yes, I should, because there’s no sense in it. Is she so fascinating that you must follow her all 

that way?” Mrs. Morel was bitterly sarcastic. She sat still, with averted face, stroking with a 

rhythmic, jerked movement, the black sateen of her apron. It was a movement that hurt Paul to 

see. 

“I do like her,” he said, “but—” 

“Like her!” said Mrs. Morel, in the same biting tones. “It seems to me you like nothing and 

nobody else. There’s neither Annie, nor me, nor anyone now for you.” 

“What nonsense, mother—you know I don’t love her—I—I tell you I don’t love her—she 

doesn’t even walk with my arm, because I don’t want her to.” 

“Then why do you fly to her so often?” 

“I do like to talk to her—I never said I didn’t. But I don’t love her.” 

“Is there nobody else to talk to?” 

“Not about the things we talk of. There’s a lot of things that you’re not interested in, that—” 



“What things?” 

Mrs. Morel was so intense that Paul began to pant. 

“Why—painting—and books. You don’t care about Herbert Spencer.” 

“No,” was the sad reply. “And you won’t at my age.” 

“Well, but I do now—and Miriam does—” 

“And how do you know,” Mrs. Morel flashed defiantly, “that I shouldn’t. Do you ever try 

me!” 

“But you don’t, mother, you know you don’t care whether a picture’s decorative or not; you 

don’t care what manner it is in.” 

“How do you know I don’t care? Do you ever try me? Do you ever talk to me about these 

things, to try?” 

“But it’s not that that matters to you, mother, you know it’s not.” 

“What is it, then—what is it, then, that matters to me?” she flashed. He knitted his brows with 

pain. 

“You’re old, mother, and we’re young.” 

He only meant that the interests of her age were not the interests of his. But he realised the 

moment he had spoken that he had said the wrong thing. 

“Yes, I know it well—I am old. And therefore I may stand aside; I have nothing more to do 

with you. You only want me to wait on you—the rest is for Miriam.” 

He could not bear it. Instinctively he realised that he was life to her. And, after all, she was the 

chief thing to him, the only supreme thing. 

“You know it isn’t, mother, you know it isn’t!” 

She was moved to pity by his cry. 

“It looks a great deal like it,” she said, half putting aside her despair. 

“No, mother—I really don’t love her. I talk to her, but I want to come home to you.” 

He had taken off his collar and tie, and rose, bare-throated, to go to bed. As he stooped to kiss 

his mother, she threw her arms round his neck, hid her face on his shoulder, and cried, in a 

whimpering voice, so unlike her own that he writhed in agony: 

“I can’t bear it. I could let another woman—but not her. She’d leave me no room, not a bit of 

room—” 

And immediately he hated Miriam bitterly. 

“And I’ve never—you know, Paul—I’ve never had a husband—not really—” 

He stroked his mother’s hair, and his mouth was on her throat. 

“And she exults so in taking you from me—she’s not like ordinary girls.” 

“Well, I don’t love her, mother,” he murmured, bowing his head and hiding his eyes on her 

shoulder in misery. His mother kissed him a long, fervent kiss. 

“My boy!” she said, in a voice trembling with passionate love. 

Without knowing, he gently stroked her face. 

“There,” said his mother, “now go to bed. You’ll be so tired in the morning.” As she was 

speaking she heard her husband coming. “There’s your father—now go.” Suddenly she looked at 

him almost as if in fear. “Perhaps I’m selfish. If you want her, take her, my boy.” 



His mother looked so strange, Paul kissed her, trembling. 

“Ha—mother!” he said softly. 

Morel came in, walking unevenly. His hat was over one corner of his eye. He balanced in the 

doorway. 

“At your mischief again?” he said venomously. 

Mrs. Morel’s emotion turned into sudden hate of the drunkard who had come in thus upon her. 

“At any rate, it is sober,” she said. 

“H’m—h’m! h’m—h’m!” he sneered. He went into the passage, hung up his hat and coat. 

Then they heard him go down three steps to the pantry. He returned with a piece of pork-pie in 

his fist. It was what Mrs. Morel had bought for her son. 

“Nor was that bought for you. If you can give me no more than twenty-five shillings, I’m sure 

I’m not going to buy you pork-pie to stuff, after you’ve swilled a bellyful of beer.” 

“Wha-at—wha-at!” snarled Morel, toppling in his balance. “Wha-at—not for me?” He looked 

at the piece of meat and crust, and suddenly, in a vicious spurt of temper, flung it into the fire. 

Paul started to his feet. 

“Waste your own stuff!” he cried. 

“What—what!” suddenly shouted Morel, jumping up and clenching his fist. “I’ll show yer, yer 

young jockey!” 

“All right!” said Paul viciously, putting his head on one side. “Show me!” 

He would at that moment dearly have loved to have a smack at something. Morel was half 

crouching, fists up, ready to spring. The young man stood, smiling with his lips. 

“Ussha!” hissed the father, swiping round with a great stroke just past his son’s face. He dared 

not, even though so close, really touch the young man, but swerved an inch away. 

“Right!” said Paul, his eyes upon the side of his father’s mouth, where in another instant his 

fist would have hit. He ached for that stroke. But he heard a faint moan from behind. His mother 

was deadly pale and dark at the mouth. Morel was dancing up to deliver another blow. 

“Father!” said Paul, so that the word rang. 

Morel started, and stood at attention. 

“Mother!” moaned the boy. “Mother!” 

She began to struggle with herself. Her open eyes watched him, although she could not move. 

Gradually she was coming to herself. He laid her down on the sofa, and ran upstairs for a little 

whisky, which at last she could sip. The tears were hopping down his face. As he kneeled in 

front of her he did not cry, but the tears ran down his face quickly. Morel, on the opposite side of 

the room, sat with his elbows on his knees glaring across. 

“What’s a-matter with ’er?” he asked. 

“Faint!” replied Paul. 

“H’m!” 

The elderly man began to unlace his boots. He stumbled off to bed. His last fight was fought in 

that home. 

Paul kneeled there, stroking his mother’s hand. 

“Don’t be poorly, mother—don’t be poorly!” he said time after time. 



“It’s nothing, my boy,” she murmured. 

At last he rose, fetched in a large piece of coal, and raked the fire. Then he cleared the room, 

put everything straight, laid the things for breakfast, and brought his mother’s candle. 

“Can you go to bed, mother?” 

“Yes, I’ll come.” 

“Sleep with Annie, mother, not with him.” 

“No. I’ll sleep in my own bed.” 

“Don’t sleep with him, mother.” 

“I’ll sleep in my own bed.” 

She rose, and he turned out the gas, then followed her closely upstairs, carrying her candle. On 

the landing he kissed her close. 

“Good-night, mother.” 

“Good-night!” she said. 

He pressed his face upon the pillow in a fury of misery. And yet, somewhere in his soul, he 

was at peace because he still loved his mother best. It was the bitter peace of resignation. 

The efforts of his father to conciliate him next day were a great humiliation to him. 

Everybody tried to forget the scene. 

  



CHAPTER IX DEFEAT OF MIRIAM 

Paul was dissatisfied with himself and with everything. The deepest of his love belonged to his 

mother. When he felt he had hurt her, or wounded his love for her, he could not bear it. Now it 

was spring, and there was battle between him and Miriam. This year he had a good deal against 

her. She was vaguely aware of it. The old feeling that she was to be a sacrifice to this love, which 

she had had when she prayed, was mingled in all her emotions. She did not at the bottom believe 

she ever would have him. She did not believe in herself primarily: doubted whether she could 

ever be what he would demand of her. Certainly she never saw herself living happily through a 

lifetime with him. She saw tragedy, sorrow, and sacrifice ahead. And in sacrifice she was proud, 

in renunciation she was strong, for she did not trust herself to support everyday life. She was 

prepared for the big things and the deep things, like tragedy. It was the sufficiency of the small 

day-life she could not trust. 

The Easter holidays began happily. Paul was his own frank self. Yet she felt it would go 

wrong. On the Sunday afternoon she stood at her bedroom window, looking across at the oak-

trees of the wood, in whose branches a twilight was tangled, below the bright sky of the 

afternoon. Grey-green rosettes of honeysuckle leaves hung before the window, some already, she 

fancied, showing bud. It was spring, which she loved and dreaded. 

Hearing the clack of the gate she stood in suspense. It was a bright grey day. Paul came into 

the yard with his bicycle, which glittered as he walked. Usually he rang his bell and laughed 

towards the house. To-day he walked with shut lips and cold, cruel bearing, that had something 

of a slouch and a sneer in it. She knew him well by now, and could tell from that keen-looking, 

aloof young body of his what was happening inside him. There was a cold correctness in the way 

he put his bicycle in its place, that made her heart sink. 

She came downstairs nervously. She was wearing a new net blouse that she thought became 

her. It had a high collar with a tiny ruff, reminding her of Mary, Queen of Scots, and making her, 

she thought, look wonderfully a woman, and dignified. At twenty she was full-breasted and 

luxuriously formed. Her face was still like a soft rich mask, unchangeable. But her eyes, once 

lifted, were wonderful. She was afraid of him. He would notice her new blouse. 

He, being in a hard, ironical mood, was entertaining the family to a description of a service 

given in the Primitive Methodist Chapel, conducted by one of the well-known preachers of the 

sect. He sat at the head of the table, his mobile face, with the eyes that could be so beautiful, 

shining with tenderness or dancing with laughter, now taking on one expression and then 

another, in imitation of various people he was mocking. His mockery always hurt her; it was too 

near the reality. He was too clever and cruel. She felt that when his eyes were like this, hard with 

mocking hate, he would spare neither himself nor anybody else. But Mrs. Leivers was wiping her 

eyes with laughter, and Mr. Leivers, just awake from his Sunday nap, was rubbing his head in 

amusement. The three brothers sat with ruffled, sleepy appearance in their shirt-sleeves, giving a 

guffaw from time to time. The whole family loved a “take-off” more than anything. 

He took no notice of Miriam. Later, she saw him remark her new blouse, saw that the artist 

approved, but it won from him not a spark of warmth. She was nervous, could hardly reach the 

teacups from the shelves. 

When the men went out to milk, she ventured to address him personally. 

“You were late,” she said. 

“Was I?” he answered. 



There was silence for a while. 

“Was it rough riding?” she asked. 

“I didn’t notice it.” 

She continued quickly to lay the table. When she had finished— 

“Tea won’t be for a few minutes. Will you come and look at the daffodils?” she said. 

He rose without answering. They went out into the back garden under the budding damson-

trees. The hills and the sky were clean and cold. Everything looked washed, rather hard. Miriam 

glanced at Paul. He was pale and impassive. It seemed cruel to her that his eyes and brows, 

which she loved, could look so hurting. 

“Has the wind made you tired?” she asked. She detected an underneath feeling of weariness 

about him. 

“No, I think not,” he answered. 

“It must be rough on the road—the wood moans so.” 

“You can see by the clouds it’s a south-west wind; that helps me here.” 

“You see, I don’t cycle, so I don’t understand,” she murmured. 

“Is there need to cycle to know that!” he said. 

She thought his sarcasms were unnecessary. They went forward in silence. Round the wild, 

tussocky lawn at the back of the house was a thorn hedge, under which daffodils were craning 

forward from among their sheaves of grey-green blades. The cheeks of the flowers were greenish 

with cold. But still some had burst, and their gold ruffled and glowed. Miriam went on her knees 

before one cluster, took a wild-looking daffodil between her hands, turned up its face of gold to 

her, and bowed down, caressing it with her mouth and cheeks and brow. He stood aside, with his 

hands in his pockets, watching her. One after another she turned up to him the faces of the 

yellow, bursten flowers appealingly, fondling them lavishly all the while. 

“Aren’t they magnificent?” she murmured. 

“Magnificent! It’s a bit thick—they’re pretty!” 

She bowed again to her flowers at his censure of her praise. He watched her crouching, 

sipping the flowers with fervid kisses. 

“Why must you always be fondling things?” he said irritably. 

“But I love to touch them,” she replied, hurt. 

“Can you never like things without clutching them as if you wanted to pull the heart out of 

them? Why don’t you have a bit more restraint, or reserve, or something?” 

She looked up at him full of pain, then continued slowly to stroke her lips against a ruffled 

flower. Their scent, as she smelled it, was so much kinder than he; it almost made her cry. 

“You wheedle the soul out of things,” he said. “I would never wheedle—at any rate, I’d go 

straight.” 

He scarcely knew what he was saying. These things came from him mechanically. She looked 

at him. His body seemed one weapon, firm and hard against her. 

“You’re always begging things to love you,” he said, “as if you were a beggar for love. Even 

the flowers, you have to fawn on them—” 



Rhythmically, Miriam was swaying and stroking the flower with her mouth, inhaling the scent 

which ever after made her shudder as it came to her nostrils. 

“You don’t want to love—your eternal and abnormal craving is to be loved. You aren’t 

positive, you’re negative. You absorb, absorb, as if you must fill yourself up with love, because 

you’ve got a shortage somewhere.” 

She was stunned by his cruelty, and did not hear. He had not the faintest notion of what he was 

saying. It was as if his fretted, tortured soul, run hot by thwarted passion, jetted off these sayings 

like sparks from electricity. She did not grasp anything he said. She only sat crouched beneath 

his cruelty and his hatred of her. She never realised in a flash. Over everything she brooded and 

brooded. 

After tea he stayed with Edgar and the brothers, taking no notice of Miriam. She, extremely 

unhappy on this looked-for holiday, waited for him. And at last he yielded and came to her. She 

was determined to track this mood of his to its origin. She counted it not much more than a 

mood. 

“Shall we go through the wood a little way?” she asked him, knowing he never refused a 

direct request. 

They went down to the warren. On the middle path they passed a trap, a narrow horseshoe 

hedge of small fir-boughs, baited with the guts of a rabbit. Paul glanced at it frowning. She 

caught his eye. 

“Isn’t it dreadful?” she asked. 

“I don’t know! Is it worse than a weasel with its teeth in a rabbit’s throat? One weasel or many 

rabbits? One or the other must go!” 

He was taking the bitterness of life badly. She was rather sorry for him. 

“We will go back to the house,” he said. “I don’t want to walk out.” 

They went past the lilac-tree, whose bronze leaf-buds were coming unfastened. Just a 

fragment remained of the haystack, a monument squared and brown, like a pillar of stone. There 

was a little bed of hay from the last cutting. 

“Let us sit here a minute,” said Miriam. 

He sat down against his will, resting his back against the hard wall of hay. They faced the 

amphitheatre of round hills that glowed with sunset, tiny white farms standing out, the meadows 

golden, the woods dark and yet luminous, tree-tops folded over tree-tops, distinct in the distance. 

The evening had cleared, and the east was tender with a magenta flush under which the land lay 

still and rich. 

“Isn’t it beautiful?” she pleaded. 

But he only scowled. He would rather have had it ugly just then. 

At that moment a big bull-terrier came rushing up, open-mouthed, pranced his two paws on 

the youth’s shoulders, licking his face. Paul drew back, laughing. Bill was a great relief to him. 

He pushed the dog aside, but it came leaping back. 

“Get out,” said the lad, “or I’ll dot thee one.” 

But the dog was not to be pushed away. So Paul had a little battle with the creature, pitching 

poor Bill away from him, who, however, only floundered tumultuously back again, wild with 

joy. The two fought together, the man laughing grudgingly, the dog grinning all over. Miriam 

watched them. There was something pathetic about the man. He wanted so badly to love, to be 



tender. The rough way he bowled the dog over was really loving. Bill got up, panting with 

happiness, his brown eyes rolling in his white face, and lumbered back again. He adored Paul. 

The lad frowned. 

“Bill, I’ve had enough o’ thee,” he said. 

But the dog only stood with two heavy paws, that quivered with love, upon his thigh, and 

flickered a red tongue at him. He drew back. 

“No,” he said—“no—I’ve had enough.” 

And in a minute the dog trotted off happily, to vary the fun. 

He remained staring miserably across at the hills, whose still beauty he begrudged. He wanted 

to go and cycle with Edgar. Yet he had not the courage to leave Miriam. 

“Why are you sad?” she asked humbly. 

“I’m not sad; why should I be,” he answered. “I’m only normal.” 

She wondered why he always claimed to be normal when he was disagreeable. 

“But what is the matter?” she pleaded, coaxing him soothingly. 

“Nothing!” 

“Nay!” she murmured. 

He picked up a stick and began to stab the earth with it. 

“You’d far better not talk,” he said. 

“But I wish to know—” she replied. 

He laughed resentfully. 

“You always do,” he said. 

“It’s not fair to me,” she murmured. 

He thrust, thrust, thrust at the ground with the pointed stick, digging up little clods of earth as 

if he were in a fever of irritation. She gently and firmly laid her band on his wrist. 

“Don’t!” she said. “Put it away.” 

He flung the stick into the currant-bushes, and leaned back. Now he was bottled up. 

“What is it?” she pleaded softly. 

He lay perfectly still, only his eyes alive, and they full of torment. 

“You know,” he said at length, rather wearily—“you know—we’d better break off.” 

It was what she dreaded. Swiftly everything seemed to darken before her eyes. 

“Why!” she murmured. “What has happened?” 

“Nothing has happened. We only realise where we are. It’s no good—” 

She waited in silence, sadly, patiently. It was no good being impatient with him. At any rate, 

he would tell her now what ailed him. 

“We agreed on friendship,” he went on in a dull, monotonous voice. “How often have we 

agreed for friendship! And yet—it neither stops there, nor gets anywhere else.” 

He was silent again. She brooded. What did he mean? He was so wearying. There was 

something he would not yield. Yet she must be patient with him. 

“I can only give friendship—it’s all I’m capable of—it’s a flaw in my make-up. The thing 

overbalances to one side—I hate a toppling balance. Let us have done.” 



There was warmth of fury in his last phrases. He meant she loved him more than he her. 

Perhaps he could not love her. Perhaps she had not in herself that which he wanted. It was the 

deepest motive of her soul, this self-mistrust. It was so deep she dared neither realise nor 

acknowledge. Perhaps she was deficient. Like an infinitely subtle shame, it kept her always back. 

If it were so, she would do without him. She would never let herself want him. She would merely 

see. 

“But what has happened?” she said. 

“Nothing—it’s all in myself—it only comes out just now. We’re always like this towards 

Easter-time.” 

He grovelled so helplessly, she pitied him. At least she never floundered in such a pitiable 

way. After all, it was he who was chiefly humiliated. 

“What do you want?” she asked him. 

“Why—I mustn’t come often—that’s all. Why should I monopolise you when I’m not—You 

see, I’m deficient in something with regard to you—” 

He was telling her he did not love her, and so ought to leave her a chance with another man. 

How foolish and blind and shamefully clumsy he was! What were other men to her! What were 

men to her at all! But he, ah! she loved his soul. Was he deficient in something? Perhaps he was. 

“But I don’t understand,” she said huskily. “Yesterday—” 

The night was turning jangled and hateful to him as the twilight faded. And she bowed under 

her suffering. 

“I know,” he cried, “you never will! You’ll never believe that I can’t—can’t physically, any 

more than I can fly up like a skylark—” 

“What?” she murmured. Now she dreaded. 

“Love you.” 

He hated her bitterly at that moment because he made her suffer. Love her! She knew he loved 

her. He really belonged to her. This about not loving her, physically, bodily, was a mere 

perversity on his part, because he knew she loved him. He was stupid like a child. He belonged 

to her. His soul wanted her. She guessed somebody had been influencing him. She felt upon him 

the hardness, the foreignness of another influence. 

“What have they been saying at home?” she asked. 

“It’s not that,” he answered. 

And then she knew it was. She despised them for their commonness, his people. They did not 

know what things were really worth. 

He and she talked very little more that night. After all he left her to cycle with Edgar. 

He had come back to his mother. Hers was the strongest tie in his life. When he thought round, 

Miriam shrank away. There was a vague, unreal feel about her. And nobody else mattered. There 

was one place in the world that stood solid and did not melt into unreality: the place where his 

mother was. Everybody else could grow shadowy, almost non-existent to him, but she could not. 

It was as if the pivot and pole of his life, from which he could not escape, was his mother. 

And in the same way she waited for him. In him was established her life now. After all, the 

life beyond offered very little to Mrs. Morel. She saw that our chance for doing is here, and 

doing counted with her. Paul was going to prove that she had been right; he was going to make a 

man whom nothing should shift off his feet; he was going to alter the face of the earth in some 



way which mattered. Wherever he went she felt her soul went with him. Whatever he did she felt 

her soul stood by him, ready, as it were, to hand him his tools. She could not bear it when he was 

with Miriam. William was dead. She would fight to keep Paul. 

And he came back to her. And in his soul was a feeling of the satisfaction of self-sacrifice 

because he was faithful to her. She loved him first; he loved her first. And yet it was not enough. 

His new young life, so strong and imperious, was urged towards something else. It made him 

mad with restlessness. She saw this, and wished bitterly that Miriam had been a woman who 

could take this new life of his, and leave her the roots. He fought against his mother almost as he 

fought against Miriam. 

It was a week before he went again to Willey Farm. Miriam had suffered a great deal, and was 

afraid to see him again. Was she now to endure the ignominy of his abandoning her? That would 

only be superficial and temporary. He would come back. She held the keys to his soul. But 

meanwhile, how he would torture her with his battle against her. She shrank from it. 

However, the Sunday after Easter he came to tea. Mrs. Leivers was glad to see him. She 

gathered something was fretting him, that he found things hard. He seemed to drift to her for 

comfort. And she was good to him. She did him that great kindness of treating him almost with 

reverence. 

He met her with the young children in the front garden. 

“I’m glad you’ve come,” said the mother, looking at him with her great appealing brown eyes. 

“It is such a sunny day. I was just going down the fields for the first time this year.” 

He felt she would like him to come. That soothed him. They went, talking simply, he gentle 

and humble. He could have wept with gratitude that she was deferential to him. He was feeling 

humiliated. 

At the bottom of the Mow Close they found a thrush’s nest. 

“Shall I show you the eggs?” he said. 

“Do!” replied Mrs. Leivers. “They seem such a sign of spring, and so hopeful.” 

He put aside the thorns, and took out the eggs, holding them in the palm of his hand. 

“They are quite hot—I think we frightened her off them,” he said. 

“Ay, poor thing!” said Mrs. Leivers. 

Miriam could not help touching the eggs, and his hand which, it seemed to her, cradled them 

so well. 

“Isn’t it a strange warmth!” she murmured, to get near him. 

“Blood heat,” he answered. 

She watched him putting them back, his body pressed against the hedge, his arm reaching 

slowly through the thorns, his hand folded carefully over the eggs. He was concentrated on the 

act. Seeing him so, she loved him; he seemed so simple and sufficient to himself. And she could 

not get to him. 

After tea she stood hesitating at the bookshelf. He took “Tartarin de Tarascon”. Again they sat 

on the bank of hay at the foot of the stack. He read a couple of pages, but without any heart for it. 

Again the dog came racing up to repeat the fun of the other day. He shoved his muzzle in the 

man’s chest. Paul fingered his ear for a moment. Then he pushed him away. 

“Go away, Bill,” he said. “I don’t want you.” 



Bill slunk off, and Miriam wondered and dreaded what was coming. There was a silence about 

the youth that made her still with apprehension. It was not his furies, but his quiet resolutions 

that she feared. 

Turning his face a little to one side, so that she could not see him, he began, speaking slowly 

and painfully: 

“Do you think—if I didn’t come up so much—you might get to like somebody else—another 

man?” 

So this was what he was still harping on. 

“But I don’t know any other men. Why do you ask?” she replied, in a low tone that should 

have been a reproach to him. 

“Why,” he blurted, “because they say I’ve no right to come up like this—without we mean to 

marry—” 

Miriam was indignant at anybody’s forcing the issues between them. She had been furious 

with her own father for suggesting to Paul, laughingly, that he knew why he came so much. 

“Who says?” she asked, wondering if her people had anything to do with it. They had not. 

“Mother—and the others. They say at this rate everybody will consider me engaged, and I 

ought to consider myself so, because it’s not fair to you. And I’ve tried to find out—and I don’t 

think I love you as a man ought to love his wife. What do you think about it?” 

Miriam bowed her head moodily. She was angry at having this struggle. People should leave 

him and her alone. 

“I don’t know,” she murmured. 

“Do you think we love each other enough to marry?” he asked definitely. It made her tremble. 

“No,” she answered truthfully. “I don’t think so—we’re too young.” 

“I thought perhaps,” he went on miserably, “that you, with your intensity in things, might have 

given me more—than I could ever make up to you. And even now—if you think it better—we’ll 

be engaged.” 

Now Miriam wanted to cry. And she was angry, too. He was always such a child for people to 

do as they liked with. 

“No, I don’t think so,” she said firmly. 

He pondered a minute. 

“You see,” he said, “with me—I don’t think one person would ever monopolise me—be 

everything to me—I think never.” 

This she did not consider. 

“No,” she murmured. Then, after a pause, she looked at him, and her dark eyes flashed. 

“This is your mother,” she said. “I know she never liked me.” 

“No, no, it isn’t,” he said hastily. “It was for your sake she spoke this time. She only said, if I 

was going on, I ought to consider myself engaged.” There was a silence. “And if I ask you to 

come down any time, you won’t stop away, will you?” 

She did not answer. By this time she was very angry. 

“Well, what shall we do?” she said shortly. “I suppose I’d better drop French. I was just 

beginning to get on with it. But I suppose I can go on alone.” 



“I don’t see that we need,” he said. “I can give you a French lesson, surely.” 

“Well—and there are Sunday nights. I shan’t stop coming to chapel, because I enjoy it, and 

it’s all the social life I get. But you’ve no need to come home with me. I can go alone.” 

“All right,” he answered, rather taken aback. “But if I ask Edgar, he’ll always come with us, 

and then they can say nothing.” 

There was silence. After all, then, she would not lose much. For all their talk down at his home 

there would not be much difference. She wished they would mind their own business. 

“And you won’t think about it, and let it trouble you, will you?” he asked. 

“Oh no,” replied Miriam, without looking at him. 

He was silent. She thought him unstable. He had no fixity of purpose, no anchor of 

righteousness that held him. 

“Because,” he continued, “a man gets across his bicycle—and goes to work—and does all 

sorts of things. But a woman broods.” 

“No, I shan’t bother,” said Miriam. And she meant it. 

It had gone rather chilly. They went indoors. 

“How white Paul looks!” Mrs. Leivers exclaimed. “Miriam, you shouldn’t have let him sit out 

of doors. Do you think you’ve taken cold, Paul?” 

“Oh, no!” he laughed. 

But he felt done up. It wore him out, the conflict in himself. Miriam pitied him now. But quite 

early, before nine o’clock, he rose to go. 

“You’re not going home, are you?” asked Mrs. Leivers anxiously. 

“Yes,” he replied. “I said I’d be early.” He was very awkward. 

“But this is early,” said Mrs. Leivers. 

Miriam sat in the rocking-chair, and did not speak. He hesitated, expecting her to rise and go 

with him to the barn as usual for his bicycle. She remained as she was. He was at a loss. 

“Well—good-night, all!” he faltered. 

She spoke her good-night along with all the others. But as he went past the window he looked 

in. She saw him pale, his brows knit slightly in a way that had become constant with him, his 

eyes dark with pain. 

She rose and went to the doorway to wave good-bye to him as he passed through the gate. He 

rode slowly under the pine-trees, feeling a cur and a miserable wretch. His bicycle went tilting 

down the hills at random. He thought it would be a relief to break one’s neck. 

Two days later he sent her up a book and a little note, urging her to read and be busy. 

At this time he gave all his friendship to Edgar. He loved the family so much, he loved the 

farm so much; it was the dearest place on earth to him. His home was not so lovable. It was his 

mother. But then he would have been just as happy with his mother anywhere. Whereas Willey 

Farm he loved passionately. He loved the little pokey kitchen, where men’s boots tramped, and 

the dog slept with one eye open for fear of being trodden on; where the lamp hung over the table 

at night, and everything was so silent. He loved Miriam’s long, low parlour, with its atmosphere 

of romance, its flowers, its books, its high rosewood piano. He loved the gardens and the 

buildings that stood with their scarlet roofs on the naked edges of the fields, crept towards the 

wood as if for cosiness, the wild country scooping down a valley and up the uncultured hills of 



the other side. Only to be there was an exhilaration and a joy to him. He loved Mrs. Leivers, with 

her unworldliness and her quaint cynicism; he loved Mr. Leivers, so warm and young and 

lovable; he loved Edgar, who lit up when he came, and the boys and the children and Bill—even 

the sow Circe and the Indian game-cock called Tippoo. All this besides Miriam. He could not 

give it up. 

So he went as often, but he was usually with Edgar. Only all the family, including the father, 

joined in charades and games at evening. And later, Miriam drew them together, and they 

read Macbeth out of penny books, taking parts. It was great excitement. Miriam was glad, and 

Mrs. Leivers was glad, and Mr. Leivers enjoyed it. Then they all learned songs together from 

tonic sol-fa, singing in a circle round the fire. But now Paul was very rarely alone with Miriam. 

She waited. When she and Edgar and he walked home together from chapel or from the literary 

society in Bestwood, she knew his talk, so passionate and so unorthodox nowadays, was for her. 

She did envy Edgar, however, his cycling with Paul, his Friday nights, his days working in the 

fields. For her Friday nights and her French lessons were gone. She was nearly always alone, 

walking, pondering in the wood, reading, studying, dreaming, waiting. And he wrote to her 

frequently. 

One Sunday evening they attained to their old rare harmony. Edgar had stayed to 

Communion—he wondered what it was like—with Mrs. Morel. So Paul came on alone with 

Miriam to his home. He was more or less under her spell again. As usual, they were discussing 

the sermon. He was setting now full sail towards Agnosticism, but such a religious Agnosticism 

that Miriam did not suffer so badly. They were at the Renan Vie de Jésus stage. Miriam was the 

threshing-floor on which he threshed out all his beliefs. While he trampled his ideas upon her 

soul, the truth came out for him. She alone was his threshing-floor. She alone helped him 

towards realisation. Almost impassive, she submitted to his argument and expounding. And 

somehow, because of her, he gradually realised where he was wrong. And what he realised, she 

realised. She felt he could not do without her. 

They came to the silent house. He took the key out of the scullery window, and they entered. 

All the time he went on with his discussion. He lit the gas, mended the fire, and brought her 

some cakes from the pantry. She sat on the sofa, quietly, with a plate on her knee. She wore a 

large white hat with some pinkish flowers. It was a cheap hat, but he liked it. Her face beneath 

was still and pensive, golden-brown and ruddy. Always her ears were hid in her short curls. She 

watched him. 

She liked him on Sundays. Then he wore a dark suit that showed the lithe movement of his 

body. There was a clean, clear-cut look about him. He went on with his thinking to her. Suddenly 

he reached for a Bible. Miriam liked the way he reached up—so sharp, straight to the mark. He 

turned the pages quickly, and read her a chapter of St. John. As he sat in the armchair reading, 

intent, his voice only thinking, she felt as if he were using her unconsciously as a man uses his 

tools at some work he is bent on. She loved it. And the wistfulness of his voice was like a 

reaching to something, and it was as if she were what he reached with. She sat back on the sofa 

away from him, and yet feeling herself the very instrument his hand grasped. It gave her great 

pleasure. 

Then he began to falter and to get self-conscious. And when he came to the verse, “A woman, 

when she is in travail, hath sorrow because her hour is come”, he missed it out. Miriam had felt 

him growing uncomfortable. She shrank when the well-known words did not follow. He went on 

reading, but she did not hear. A grief and shame made her bend her head. Six months ago he 



would have read it simply. Now there was a scotch in his running with her. Now she felt there 

was really something hostile between them, something of which they were ashamed. 

She ate her cake mechanically. He tried to go on with his argument, but could not get back the 

right note. Soon Edgar came in. Mrs. Morel had gone to her friends’. The three set off to Willey 

Farm. 

Miriam brooded over his split with her. There was something else he wanted. He could not be 

satisfied; he could give her no peace. There was between them now always a ground for strife. 

She wanted to prove him. She believed that his chief need in life was herself. If she could prove 

it, both to herself and to him, the rest might go; she could simply trust to the future. 

So in May she asked him to come to Willey Farm and meet Mrs. Dawes. There was something 

he hankered after. She saw him, whenever they spoke of Clara Dawes, rouse and get slightly 

angry. He said he did not like her. Yet he was keen to know about her. Well, he should put 

himself to the test. She believed that there were in him desires for higher things, and desires for 

lower, and that the desire for the higher would conquer. At any rate, he should try. She forgot 

that her “higher” and “lower” were arbitrary. 

He was rather excited at the idea of meeting Clara at Willey Farm. Mrs. Dawes came for the 

day. Her heavy, dun-coloured hair was coiled on top of her head. She wore a white blouse and 

navy skirt, and somehow, wherever she was, seemed to make things look paltry and 

insignificant. When she was in the room, the kitchen seemed too small and mean altogether. 

Miriam’s beautiful twilighty parlour looked stiff and stupid. All the Leivers were eclipsed like 

candles. They found her rather hard to put up with. Yet she was perfectly amiable, but 

indifferent, and rather hard. 

Paul did not come till afternoon. He was early. As he swung off his bicycle, Miriam saw him 

look round at the house eagerly. He would be disappointed if the visitor had not come. Miriam 

went out to meet him, bowing her head because of the sunshine. Nasturtiums were coming out 

crimson under the cool green shadow of their leaves. The girl stood, dark-haired, glad to see him. 

“Hasn’t Clara come?” he asked. 

“Yes,” replied Miriam in her musical tone. “She’s reading.” 

He wheeled his bicycle into the barn. He had put on a handsome tie, of which he was rather 

proud, and socks to match. 

“She came this morning?” he asked. 

“Yes,” replied Miriam, as she walked at his side. “You said you’d bring me that letter from the 

man at Liberty’s. Have you remembered?” 

“Oh, dash, no!” he said. “But nag at me till you get it.” 

“I don’t like to nag at you.” 

“Do it whether or not. And is she any more agreeable?” he continued. 

“You know I always think she is quite agreeable.” 

He was silent. Evidently his eagerness to be early to-day had been the newcomer. Miriam 

already began to suffer. They went together towards the house. He took the clips off his trousers, 

but was too lazy to brush the dust from his shoes, in spite of the socks and tie. 

Clara sat in the cool parlour reading. He saw the nape of her white neck, and the fine hair 

lifted from it. She rose, looking at him indifferently. To shake hands she lifted her arm straight, 

in a manner that seemed at once to keep him at a distance, and yet to fling something to him. He 



noticed how her breasts swelled inside her blouse, and how her shoulder curved handsomely 

under the thin muslin at the top of her arm. 

“You have chosen a fine day,” he said. 

“It happens so,” she said. 

“Yes,” he said; “I am glad.” 

She sat down, not thanking him for his politeness. 

“What have you been doing all morning?” asked Paul of Miriam. 

“Well, you see,” said Miriam, coughing huskily, “Clara only came with father—and so—she’s 

not been here very long.” 

Clara sat leaning on the table, holding aloof. He noticed her hands were large, but well kept. 

And the skin on them seemed almost coarse, opaque, and white, with fine golden hairs. She did 

not mind if he observed her hands. She intended to scorn him. Her heavy arm lay negligently on 

the table. Her mouth was closed as if she were offended, and she kept her face slightly averted. 

“You were at Margaret Bonford’s meeting the other evening,” he said to her. 

Miriam did not know this courteous Paul. Clara glanced at him. 

“Yes,” she said. 

“Why,” asked Miriam, “how do you know?” 

“I went in for a few minutes before the train came,” he answered. 

Clara turned away again rather disdainfully. 

“I think she’s a lovable little woman,” said Paul. 

“Margaret Bonford!” exclaimed Clara. “She’s a great deal cleverer than most men.” 

“Well, I didn’t say she wasn’t,” he said, deprecating. “She’s lovable for all that.” 

“And, of course, that is all that matters,” said Clara witheringly. 

He rubbed his head, rather perplexed, rather annoyed. 

“I suppose it matters more than her cleverness,” he said; “which, after all, would never get her 

to heaven.” 

“It’s not heaven she wants to get—it’s her fair share on earth,” retorted Clara. She spoke as if 

he were responsible for some deprivation which Miss Bonford suffered. 

“Well,” he said, “I thought she was warm, and awfully nice—only too frail. I wished she was 

sitting comfortably in peace—” 

“‘Darning her husband’s stockings,’” said Clara scathingly. 

“I’m sure she wouldn’t mind darning even my stockings,” he said. “And I’m sure she’d do 

them well. Just as I wouldn’t mind blacking her boots if she wanted me to.” 

But Clara refused to answer this sally of his. He talked to Miriam for a little while. The other 

woman held aloof. 

“Well,” he said, “I think I’ll go and see Edgar. Is he on the land?” 

“I believe,” said Miriam, “he’s gone for a load of coal. He should be back directly.” 

“Then,” he said, “I’ll go and meet him.” 

Miriam dared not propose anything for the three of them. He rose and left them. 



On the top road, where the gorse was out, he saw Edgar walking lazily beside the mare, who 

nodded her white-starred forehead as she dragged the clanking load of coal. The young farmer’s 

face lighted up as he saw his friend. Edgar was good-looking, with dark, warm eyes. His clothes 

were old and rather disreputable, and he walked with considerable pride. 

“Hello!” he said, seeing Paul bareheaded. “Where are you going?” 

“Came to meet you. Can’t stand ‘Nevermore.’” 

Edgar’s teeth flashed in a laugh of amusement. 

“Who is ‘Nevermore’?” he asked. 

“The lady—Mrs. Dawes—it ought to be Mrs. The Raven that quothed ‘Nevermore.’” 

Edgar laughed with glee. 

“Don’t you like her?” he asked. 

“Not a fat lot,” said Paul. “Why, do you?” 

“No!” The answer came with a deep ring of conviction. “No!” Edgar pursed up his lips. “I 

can’t say she’s much in my line.” He mused a little. Then: “But why do you call her 

‘Nevermore’?” he asked. 

“Well,” said Paul, “if she looks at a man she says haughtily ‘Nevermore,’ and if she looks at 

herself in the looking-glass she says disdainfully ‘Nevermore,’ and if she thinks back she says it 

in disgust, and if she looks forward she says it cynically.” 

Edgar considered this speech, failed to make much out of it, and said, laughing: 

“You think she’s a man-hater?” 

“She thinks she is,” replied Paul. 

“But you don’t think so?” 

“No,” replied Paul. 

“Wasn’t she nice with you, then?” 

“Could you imagine her nice with anybody?” asked the young man. 

Edgar laughed. Together they unloaded the coal in the yard. Paul was rather self-conscious, 

because he knew Clara could see if she looked out of the window. She didn’t look. 

On Saturday afternoons the horses were brushed down and groomed. Paul and Edgar worked 

together, sneezing with the dust that came from the pelts of Jimmy and Flower. 

“Do you know a new song to teach me?” said Edgar. 

He continued to work all the time. The back of his neck was sun-red when he bent down, and 

his fingers that held the brush were thick. Paul watched him sometimes. 

“‘Mary Morrison’?” suggested the younger. 

Edgar agreed. He had a good tenor voice, and he loved to learn all the songs his friend could 

teach him, so that he could sing whilst he was carting. Paul had a very indifferent baritone voice, 

but a good ear. However, he sang softly, for fear of Clara. Edgar repeated the line in a clear 

tenor. At times they both broke off to sneeze, and first one, then the other, abused his horse. 

Miriam was impatient of men. It took so little to amuse them—even Paul. She thought it 

anomalous in him that he could be so thoroughly absorbed in a triviality. 

It was tea-time when they had finished. 

“What song was that?” asked Miriam. 



Edgar told her. The conversation turned to singing. 

“We have such jolly times,” Miriam said to Clara. 

Mrs. Dawes ate her meal in a slow, dignified way. Whenever the men were present she grew 

distant. 

“Do you like singing?” Miriam asked her. 

“If it is good,” she said. 

Paul, of course, coloured. 

“You mean if it is high-class and trained?” he said. 

“I think a voice needs training before the singing is anything,” she said. 

“You might as well insist on having people’s voices trained before you allowed them to talk,” 

he replied. “Really, people sing for their own pleasure, as a rule.” 

“And it may be for other people’s discomfort.” 

“Then the other people should have flaps to their ears,” he replied. 

The boys laughed. There was a silence. He flushed deeply, and ate in silence. 

After tea, when all the men had gone but Paul, Mrs. Leivers said to Clara: 

“And you find life happier now?” 

“Infinitely.” 

“And you are satisfied?” 

“So long as I can be free and independent.” 

“And you don’t miss anything in your life?” asked Mrs. Leivers gently. 

“I’ve put all that behind me.” 

Paul had been feeling uncomfortable during this discourse. He got up. 

“You’ll find you’re always tumbling over the things you’ve put behind you,” he said. Then he 

took his departure to the cowsheds. He felt he had been witty, and his manly pride was high. He 

whistled as he went down the brick track. 

Miriam came for him a little later to know if he would go with Clara and her for a walk. They 

set off down to Strelley Mill Farm. As they were going beside the brook, on the Willey Water 

side, looking through the brake at the edge of the wood, where pink campions glowed under a 

few sunbeams, they saw, beyond the tree-trunks and the thin hazel bushes, a man leading a great 

bay horse through the gullies. The big red beast seemed to dance romantically through that 

dimness of green hazel drift, away there where the air was shadowy, as if it were in the past, 

among the fading bluebells that might have bloomed for Deidre or Iseult. 

The three stood charmed. 

“What a treat to be a knight,” he said, “and to have a pavilion here.” 

“And to have us shut up safely?” replied Clara. 

“Yes,” he answered, “singing with your maids at your broidery. I would carry your banner of 

white and green and heliotrope. I would have ‘W.S.P.U.’ emblazoned on my shield, beneath a 

woman rampant.” 

“I have no doubt,” said Clara, “that you would much rather fight for a woman than let her fight 

for herself.” 



“I would. When she fights for herself she seems like a dog before a looking-glass, gone into a 

mad fury with its own shadow.” 

“And you are the looking-glass?” she asked, with a curl of the lip. 

“Or the shadow,” he replied. 

“I am afraid,” she said, “that you are too clever.” 

“Well, I leave it to you to be good,” he retorted, laughing. “Be good, sweet maid, and just 

let me be clever.” 

But Clara wearied of his flippancy. Suddenly, looking at her, he saw that the upward lifting of 

her face was misery and not scorn. His heart grew tender for everybody. He turned and was 

gentle with Miriam, whom he had neglected till then. 

At the wood’s edge they met Limb, a thin, swarthy man of forty, tenant of Strelley Mill, which 

he ran as a cattle-raising farm. He held the halter of the powerful stallion indifferently, as if he 

were tired. The three stood to let him pass over the stepping-stones of the first brook. Paul 

admired that so large an animal should walk on such springy toes, with an endless excess of 

vigour. Limb pulled up before them. 

“Tell your father, Miss Leivers,” he said, in a peculiar piping voice, “that his young beas’es 

’as broke that bottom fence three days an’ runnin’.” 

“Which?” asked Miriam, tremulous. 

The great horse breathed heavily, shifting round its red flanks, and looking suspiciously with 

its wonderful big eyes upwards from under its lowered head and falling mane. 

“Come along a bit,” replied Limb, “an’ I’ll show you.” 

The man and the stallion went forward. It danced sideways, shaking its white fetlocks and 

looking frightened, as it felt itself in the brook. 

“No hanky-pankyin’,” said the man affectionately to the beast. 

It went up the bank in little leaps, then splashed finely through the second brook. Clara, 

walking with a kind of sulky abandon, watched it half-fascinated, half-contemptuous. Limb 

stopped and pointed to the fence under some willows. 

“There, you see where they got through,” he said. “My man’s druv ’em back three times.” 

“Yes,” answered Miriam, colouring as if she were at fault. 

“Are you comin’ in?” asked the man. 

“No, thanks; but we should like to go by the pond.” 

“Well, just as you’ve a mind,” he said. 

The horse gave little whinneys of pleasure at being so near home. 

“He is glad to be back,” said Clara, who was interested in the creature. 

“Yes—’e’s been a tidy step to-day.” 

They went through the gate, and saw approaching them from the big farmhouse a smallish, 

dark, excitable-looking woman of about thirty-five. Her hair was touched with grey, her dark 

eyes looked wild. She walked with her hands behind her back. Her brother went forward. As it 

saw her, the big bay stallion whinneyed again. She came up excitedly. 

“Are you home again, my boy!” she said tenderly to the horse, not to the man. The great beast 

shifted round to her, ducking his head. She smuggled into his mouth the wrinkled yellow apple 



she had been hiding behind her back, then she kissed him near the eyes. He gave a big sigh of 

pleasure. She held his head in her arms against her breast. 

“Isn’t he splendid!” said Miriam to her. 

Miss Limb looked up. Her dark eyes glanced straight at Paul. 

“Oh, good-evening, Miss Leivers,” she said. “It’s ages since you’ve been down.” 

Miriam introduced her friends. 

“Your horse is a fine fellow!” said Clara. 

“Isn’t he!” Again she kissed him. “As loving as any man!” 

“More loving than most men, I should think,” replied Clara. 

“He’s a nice boy!” cried the woman, again embracing the horse. 

Clara, fascinated by the big beast, went up to stroke his neck. 

“He’s quite gentle,” said Miss Limb. “Don’t you think big fellows are?” 

“He’s a beauty!” replied Clara. 

She wanted to look in his eyes. She wanted him to look at her. 

“It’s a pity he can’t talk,” she said. 

“Oh, but he can—all but,” replied the other woman. 

Then her brother moved on with the horse. 

“Are you coming in? Do come in, Mr.—I didn’t catch it.” 

“Morel,” said Miriam. “No, we won’t come in, but we should like to go by the mill-pond.” 

“Yes—yes, do. Do you fish, Mr. Morel?” 

“No,” said Paul. 

“Because if you do you might come and fish any time,” said Miss Limb. “We scarcely see a 

soul from week’s end to week’s end. I should be thankful.” 

“What fish are there in the pond?” he asked. 

They went through the front garden, over the sluice, and up the steep bank to the pond, which 

lay in shadow, with its two wooded islets. Paul walked with Miss Limb. 

“I shouldn’t mind swimming here,” he said. 

“Do,” she replied. “Come when you like. My brother will be awfully pleased to talk with you. 

He is so quiet, because there is no one to talk to. Do come and swim.” 

Clara came up. 

“It’s a fine depth,” she said, “and so clear.” 

“Yes,” said Miss Limb. 

“Do you swim?” said Paul. “Miss Limb was just saying we could come when we liked.” 

“Of course there’s the farm-hands,” said Miss Limb. 

They talked a few moments, then went on up the wild hill, leaving the lonely, haggard-eyed 

woman on the bank. 

The hillside was all ripe with sunshine. It was wild and tussocky, given over to rabbits. The 

three walked in silence. Then: 

“She makes me feel uncomfortable,” said Paul. 



“You mean Miss Limb?” asked Miriam. “Yes.” 

“What’s a matter with her? Is she going dotty with being too lonely?” 

“Yes,” said Miriam. “It’s not the right sort of life for her. I think it’s cruel to bury her 

there. I really ought to go and see her more. But—she upsets me.” 

“She makes me feel sorry for her—yes, and she bothers me,” he said. 

“I suppose,” blurted Clara suddenly, “she wants a man.” 

The other two were silent for a few moments. 

“But it’s the loneliness sends her cracked,” said Paul. 

Clara did not answer, but strode on uphill. She was walking with her hand hanging, her legs 

swinging as she kicked through the dead thistles and the tussocky grass, her arms hanging loose. 

Rather than walking, her handsome body seemed to be blundering up the hill. A hot wave went 

over Paul. He was curious about her. Perhaps life had been cruel to her. He forgot Miriam, who 

was walking beside him talking to him. She glanced at him, finding he did not answer her. His 

eyes were fixed ahead on Clara. 

“Do you still think she is disagreeable?” she asked. 

He did not notice that the question was sudden. It ran with his thoughts. 

“Something’s the matter with her,” he said. 

“Yes,” answered Miriam. 

They found at the top of the hill a hidden wild field, two sides of which were backed by the 

wood, the other sides by high loose hedges of hawthorn and elder bushes. Between these 

overgrown bushes were gaps that the cattle might have walked through had there been any cattle 

now. There the turf was smooth as velveteen, padded and holed by the rabbits. The field itself 

was coarse, and crowded with tall, big cowslips that had never been cut. Clusters of strong 

flowers rose everywhere above the coarse tussocks of bent. It was like a roadstead crowded with 

tan, fairy shipping. 

“Ah!” cried Miriam, and she looked at Paul, her dark eyes dilating. He smiled. Together they 

enjoyed the field of flowers. Clara, a little way off, was looking at the cowslips disconsolately. 

Paul and Miriam stayed close together, talking in subdued tones. He kneeled on one knee, 

quickly gathering the best blossoms, moving from tuft to tuft restlessly, talking softly all the 

time. Miriam plucked the flowers lovingly, lingering over them. He always seemed to her too 

quick and almost scientific. Yet his bunches had a natural beauty more than hers. He loved them, 

but as if they were his and he had a right to them. She had more reverence for them: they held 

something she had not. 

The flowers were very fresh and sweet. He wanted to drink them. As he gathered them, he ate 

the little yellow trumpets. Clara was still wandering about disconsolately. Going towards her, he 

said: 

“Why don’t you get some?” 

“I don’t believe in it. They look better growing.” 

“But you’d like some?” 

“They want to be left.” 

“I don’t believe they do.” 

“I don’t want the corpses of flowers about me,” she said. 



“That’s a stiff, artificial notion,” he said. “They don’t die any quicker in water than on their 

roots. And besides, they look nice in a bowl—they look jolly. And you only call a thing a corpse 

because it looks corpse-like.” 

“Whether it is one or not?” she argued. 

“It isn’t one to me. A dead flower isn’t a corpse of a flower.” 

Clara now ignored him. 

“And even so—what right have you to pull them?” she asked. 

“Because I like them, and want them—and there’s plenty of them.” 

“And that is sufficient?” 

“Yes. Why not? I’m sure they’d smell nice in your room in Nottingham.” 

“And I should have the pleasure of watching them die.” 

“But then—it does not matter if they do die.” 

Whereupon he left her, and went stooping over the clumps of tangled flowers which thickly 

sprinkled the field like pale, luminous foam-clots. Miriam had come close. Clara was kneeling, 

breathing some scent from the cowslips. 

“I think,” said Miriam, “if you treat them with reverence you don’t do them any harm. It is the 

spirit you pluck them in that matters.” 

“Yes,” he said. “But no, you get ’em because you want ’em, and that’s all.” He held out his 

bunch. 

Miriam was silent. He picked some more. 

“Look at these!” he continued; “sturdy and lusty like little trees and like boys with fat legs.” 

Clara’s hat lay on the grass not far off. She was kneeling, bending forward still to smell the 

flowers. Her neck gave him a sharp pang, such a beautiful thing, yet not proud of itself just now. 

Her breasts swung slightly in her blouse. The arching curve of her back was beautiful and strong; 

she wore no stays. Suddenly, without knowing, he was scattering a handful of cowslips over her 

hair and neck, saying: 

“Ashes to ashes, and dust to dust, 

If the Lord won’t have you the devil must.” 

The chill flowers fell on her neck. She looked up at him, with almost pitiful, scared grey eyes, 

wondering what he was doing. Flowers fell on her face, and she shut her eyes. 

Suddenly, standing there above her, he felt awkward. 

“I thought you wanted a funeral,” he said, ill at ease. 

Clara laughed strangely, and rose, picking the cowslips from her hair. She took up her hat and 

pinned it on. One flower had remained tangled in her hair. He saw, but would not tell her. He 

gathered up the flowers he had sprinkled over her. 

At the edge of the wood the bluebells had flowed over into the field and stood there like flood-

water. But they were fading now. Clara strayed up to them. He wandered after her. The bluebells 

pleased him. 

“Look how they’ve come out of the wood!” he said. 

Then she turned with a flash of warmth and of gratitude. 



“Yes,” she smiled. 

His blood beat up. 

“It makes me think of the wild men of the woods, how terrified they would be when they got 

breast to breast with the open space.” 

“Do you think they were?” she asked. 

“I wonder which was more frightened among old tribes—those bursting out of their darkness 

of woods upon all the space of light, or those from the open tiptoeing into the forests.” 

“I should think the second,” she answered. 

“Yes, you do feel like one of the open space sort, trying to force yourself into the dark, don’t 

you?” 

“How should I know?” she answered queerly. 

The conversation ended there. 

The evening was deepening over the earth. Already the valley was full of shadow. One tiny 

square of light stood opposite at Crossleigh Bank Farm. Brightness was swimming on the tops of 

the hills. Miriam came up slowly, her face in her big, loose bunch of flowers, walking ankle-deep 

through the scattered froth of the cowslips. Beyond her the trees were coming into shape, all 

shadow. 

“Shall we go?” she asked. 

And the three turned away. They were all silent. Going down the path they could see the light 

of home right across, and on the ridge of the hill a thin dark outline with little lights, where the 

colliery village touched the sky. 

“It has been nice, hasn’t it?” he asked. 

Miriam murmured assent. Clara was silent. 

“Don’t you think so?” he persisted. 

But she walked with her head up, and still did not answer. He could tell by the way she 

moved, as if she didn’t care, that she suffered. 

At this time Paul took his mother to Lincoln. She was bright and enthusiastic as ever, but as he 

sat opposite her in the railway carriage, she seemed to look frail. He had a momentary sensation 

as if she were slipping away from him. Then he wanted to get hold of her, to fasten her, almost to 

chain her. He felt he must keep hold of her with his hand. 

They drew near to the city. Both were at the window looking for the cathedral. 

“There she is, mother!” he cried. 

They saw the great cathedral lying couchant above the plain. 

“Ah!” she exclaimed. “So she is!” 

He looked at his mother. Her blue eyes were watching the cathedral quietly. She seemed again 

to be beyond him. Something in the eternal repose of the uplifted cathedral, blue and noble 

against the sky, was reflected in her, something of the fatality. What was, was. With all his 

young will he could not alter it. He saw her face, the skin still fresh and pink and downy, but 

crow’s-feet near her eyes, her eyelids steady, sinking a little, her mouth always closed with 

disillusion; and there was on her the same eternal look, as if she knew fate at last. He beat against 

it with all the strength of his soul. 



“Look, mother, how big she is above the town! Think, there are streets and streets below her! 

She looks bigger than the city altogether.” 

“So she does!” exclaimed his mother, breaking bright into life again. But he had seen her 

sitting, looking steady out of the window at the cathedral, her face and eyes fixed, reflecting the 

relentlessness of life. And the crow’s-feet near her eyes, and her mouth shut so hard, made him 

feel he would go mad. 

They ate a meal that she considered wildly extravagant. 

“Don’t imagine I like it,” she said, as she ate her cutlet. “I don’t like it, I really don’t! 

Just think of your money wasted!” 

“You never mind my money,” he said. “You forget I’m a fellow taking his girl for an outing.” 

And he bought her some blue violets. 

“Stop it at once, sir!” she commanded. “How can I do it?” 

“You’ve got nothing to do. Stand still!” 

And in the middle of High Street he stuck the flowers in her coat. 

“An old thing like me!” she said, sniffing. 

“You see,” he said, “I want people to think we’re awful swells. So look ikey.” 

“I’ll jowl your head,” she laughed. 

“Strut!” he commanded. “Be a fantail pigeon.” 

It took him an hour to get her through the street. She stood above Glory Hole, she stood before 

Stone Bow, she stood everywhere, and exclaimed. 

A man came up, took off his hat, and bowed to her. 

“Can I show you the town, madam?” 

“No, thank you,” she answered. “I’ve got my son.” 

Then Paul was cross with her for not answering with more dignity. 

“You go away with you!” she exclaimed. “Ha! that’s the Jew’s House. Now, do you remember 

that lecture, Paul—?” 

But she could scarcely climb the cathedral hill. He did not notice. Then suddenly he found her 

unable to speak. He took her into a little public-house, where she rested. 

“It’s nothing,” she said. “My heart is only a bit old; one must expect it.” 

He did not answer, but looked at her. Again his heart was crushed in a hot grip. He wanted to 

cry, he wanted to smash things in fury. 

They set off again, pace by pace, so slowly. And every step seemed like a weight on his chest. 

He felt as if his heart would burst. At last they came to the top. She stood enchanted, looking at 

the castle gate, looking at the cathedral front. She had quite forgotten herself. 

“Now this is better than I thought it could be!” she cried. 

But he hated it. Everywhere he followed her, brooding. They sat together in the cathedral. 

They attended a little service in the choir. She was timid. 

“I suppose it is open to anybody?” she asked him. 

“Yes,” he replied. “Do you think they’d have the damned cheek to send us away.” 

“Well, I’m sure,” she exclaimed, “they would if they heard your language.” 



Her face seemed to shine again with joy and peace during the service. And all the time he was 

wanting to rage and smash things and cry. 

Afterwards, when they were leaning over the wall, looking at the town below, he blurted 

suddenly: 

“Why can’t a man have a young mother? What is she old for?” 

“Well,” his mother laughed, “she can scarcely help it.” 

“And why wasn’t I the oldest son? Look—they say the young ones have the advantage—but 

look, they had the young mother. You should have had me for your eldest son.” 

“I didn’t arrange it,” she remonstrated. “Come to consider, you’re as much to blame as me.” 

He turned on her, white, his eyes furious. 

“What are you old for!” he said, mad with his impotence. “Why can’t you walk? Why can’t 

you come with me to places?” 

“At one time,” she replied, “I could have run up that hill a good deal better than you.” 

“What’s the good of that to me?” he cried, hitting his fist on the wall. Then he became 

plaintive. “It’s too bad of you to be ill. Little, it is—” 

“Ill!” she cried. “I’m a bit old, and you’ll have to put up with it, that’s all.” 

They were quiet. But it was as much as they could bear. They got jolly again over tea. As they 

sat by Brayford, watching the boats, he told her about Clara. His mother asked him innumerable 

questions. 

“Then who does she live with?” 

“With her mother, on Bluebell Hill.” 

“And have they enough to keep them?” 

“I don’t think so. I think they do lace work.” 

“And wherein lies her charm, my boy?” 

“I don’t know that she’s charming, mother. But she’s nice. And she seems straight, you 

know—not a bit deep, not a bit.” 

“But she’s a good deal older than you.” 

“She’s thirty, I’m going on twenty-three.” 

“You haven’t told me what you like her for.” 

“Because I don’t know—a sort of defiant way she’s got—a sort of angry way.” 

Mrs. Morel considered. She would have been glad now for her son to fall in love with some 

woman who would—she did not know what. But he fretted so, got so furious suddenly, and 

again was melancholic. She wished he knew some nice woman—She did not know what she 

wished, but left it vague. At any rate, she was not hostile to the idea of Clara. 

Annie, too, was getting married. Leonard had gone away to work in Birmingham. One week-

end when he was home she had said to him: 

“You don’t look very well, my lad.” 

“I dunno,” he said. “I feel anyhow or nohow, ma.” 

He called her “ma” already in his boyish fashion. 

“Are you sure they’re good lodgings?” she asked. 



“Yes—yes. Only—it’s a winder when you have to pour your own tea out—an’ nobody to 

grouse if you team it in your saucer and sup it up. It somehow takes a’ the taste out of it.” 

Mrs. Morel laughed. 

“And so it knocks you up?” she said. 

“I dunno. I want to get married,” he blurted, twisting his fingers and looking down at his 

boots. There was a silence. 

“But,” she exclaimed, “I thought you said you’d wait another year.” 

“Yes, I did say so,” he replied stubbornly. 

Again she considered. 

“And you know,” she said, “Annie’s a bit of a spendthrift. She’s saved no more than eleven 

pounds. And I know, lad, you haven’t had much chance.” 

He coloured up to the ears. 

“I’ve got thirty-three quid,” he said. 

“It doesn’t go far,” she answered. 

He said nothing, but twisted his fingers. 

“And you know,” she said, “I’ve nothing—” 

“I didn’t want, ma!” he cried, very red, suffering and remonstrating. 

“No, my lad, I know. I was only wishing I had. And take away five pounds for the wedding 

and things—it leaves twenty-nine pounds. You won’t do much on that.” 

He twisted still, impotent, stubborn, not looking up. 

“But do you really want to get married?” she asked. “Do you feel as if you ought?” 

He gave her one straight look from his blue eyes. 

“Yes,” he said. 

“Then,” she replied, “we must all do the best we can for it, lad.” 

The next time he looked up there were tears in his eyes. 

“I don’t want Annie to feel handicapped,” he said, struggling. 

“My lad,” she said, “you’re steady—you’ve got a decent place. If a man had needed me I’d 

have married him on his last week’s wages. She may find it a bit hard to start humbly. Young 

girls are like that. They look forward to the fine home they think they’ll have. But I had 

expensive furniture. It’s not everything.” 

So the wedding took place almost immediately. Arthur came home, and was splendid in 

uniform. Annie looked nice in a dove-grey dress that she could take for Sundays. Morel called 

her a fool for getting married, and was cool with his son-in-law. Mrs. Morel had white tips in her 

bonnet, and some white on her blouse, and was teased by both her sons for fancying herself so 

grand. Leonard was jolly and cordial, and felt a fearful fool. Paul could not quite see what Annie 

wanted to get married for. He was fond of her, and she of him. Still, he hoped rather lugubriously 

that it would turn out all right. Arthur was astonishingly handsome in his scarlet and yellow, and 

he knew it well, but was secretly ashamed of the uniform. Annie cried her eyes up in the kitchen, 

on leaving her mother. Mrs. Morel cried a little, then patted her on the back and said: 

“But don’t cry, child, he’ll be good to you.” 



Morel stamped and said she was a fool to go and tie herself up. Leonard looked white and 

overwrought. Mrs. Morel said to him: 

“I s’ll trust her to you, my lad, and hold you responsible for her.” 

“You can,” he said, nearly dead with the ordeal. And it was all over. 

When Morel and Arthur were in bed, Paul sat talking, as he often did, with his mother. 

“You’re not sorry she’s married, mother, are you?” he asked. 

“I’m not sorry she’s married—but—it seems strange that she should go from me. It even 

seems to me hard that she can prefer to go with her Leonard. That’s how mothers are—I know 

it’s silly.” 

“And shall you be miserable about her?” 

“When I think of my own wedding day,” his mother answered, “I can only hope her life will 

be different.” 

“But you can trust him to be good to her?” 

“Yes, yes. They say he’s not good enough for her. But I say if a man is genuine, as he is, and a 

girl is fond of him—then—it should be all right. He’s as good as she.” 

“So you don’t mind?” 

“I would never have let a daughter of mine marry a man I didn’t feel to be genuine through 

and through. And yet, there’s a gap now she’s gone.” 

They were both miserable, and wanted her back again. It seemed to Paul his mother looked 

lonely, in her new black silk blouse with its bit of white trimming. 

“At any rate, mother, I s’ll never marry,” he said. 

“Ay, they all say that, my lad. You’ve not met the one yet. Only wait a year or two.” 

“But I shan’t marry, mother. I shall live with you, and we’ll have a servant.” 

“Ay, my lad, it’s easy to talk. We’ll see when the time comes.” 

“What time? I’m nearly twenty-three.” 

“Yes, you’re not one that would marry young. But in three years’ time—” 

“I shall be with you just the same.” 

“We’ll see, my boy, we’ll see.” 

“But you don’t want me to marry?” 

“I shouldn’t like to think of you going through your life without anybody to care for you and 

do—no.” 

“And you think I ought to marry?” 

“Sooner or later every man ought.” 

“But you’d rather it were later.” 

“It would be hard—and very hard. It’s as they say: 

“‘A son’s my son till he takes him a wife, 

But my daughter’s my daughter the whole of her life.’” 

“And you think I’d let a wife take me from you?” 

“Well, you wouldn’t ask her to marry your mother as well as you,” Mrs. Morel smiled. 



“She could do what she liked; she wouldn’t have to interfere.” 

“She wouldn’t—till she’d got you—and then you’d see.” 

“I never will see. I’ll never marry while I’ve got you—I won’t.” 

“But I shouldn’t like to leave you with nobody, my boy,” she cried. 

“You’re not going to leave me. What are you? Fifty-three! I’ll give you till seventy-five. There 

you are, I’m fat and forty-four. Then I’ll marry a staid body. See!” 

His mother sat and laughed. 

“Go to bed,” she said—“go to bed.” 

“And we’ll have a pretty house, you and me, and a servant, and it’ll be just all right. I s’ll 

perhaps be rich with my painting.” 

“Will you go to bed!” 

“And then you s’ll have a pony-carriage. See yourself—a little Queen Victoria trotting round.” 

“I tell you to go to bed,” she laughed. 

He kissed her and went. His plans for the future were always the same. 

Mrs. Morel sat brooding—about her daughter, about Paul, about Arthur. She fretted at losing 

Annie. The family was very closely bound. And she felt she must live now, to be with her 

children. Life was so rich for her. Paul wanted her, and so did Arthur. Arthur never knew how 

deeply he loved her. He was a creature of the moment. Never yet had he been forced to realise 

himself. The army had disciplined his body, but not his soul. He was in perfect health and very 

handsome. His dark, vigorous hair sat close to his smallish head. There was something childish 

about his nose, something almost girlish about his dark blue eyes. But he had the fun red mouth 

of a man under his brown moustache, and his jaw was strong. It was his father’s mouth; it was 

the nose and eyes of her own mother’s people—good-looking, weak-principled folk. Mrs. Morel 

was anxious about him. Once he had really run the rig he was safe. But how far would he go? 

The army had not really done him any good. He resented bitterly the authority of the officers. 

He hated having to obey as if he were an animal. But he had too much sense to kick. So he 

turned his attention to getting the best out of it. He could sing, he was a boon-companion. Often 

he got into scrapes, but they were the manly scrapes that are easily condoned. So he made a good 

time out of it, whilst his self-respect was in suppression. He trusted to his good looks and 

handsome figure, his refinement, his decent education to get him most of what he wanted, and he 

was not disappointed. Yet he was restless. Something seemed to gnaw him inside. He was never 

still, he was never alone. With his mother he was rather humble. Paul he admired and loved and 

despised slightly. And Paul admired and loved and despised him slightly. 

Mrs. Morel had had a few pounds left to her by her father, and she decided to buy her son out 

of the army. He was wild with joy. Now he was like a lad taking a holiday. 

He had always been fond of Beatrice Wyld, and during his furlough he picked up with her 

again. She was stronger and better in health. The two often went long walks together, Arthur 

taking her arm in soldier’s fashion, rather stiffly. And she came to play the piano whilst he sang. 

Then Arthur would unhook his tunic collar. He grew flushed, his eyes were bright, he sang in a 

manly tenor. Afterwards they sat together on the sofa. He seemed to flaunt his body: she was 

aware of him so—the strong chest, the sides, the thighs in their close-fitting trousers. 

He liked to lapse into the dialect when he talked to her. She would sometimes smoke with 

him. Occasionally she would only take a few whiffs at his cigarette. 



“Nay,” he said to her one evening, when she reached for his cigarette. “Nay, tha doesna. I’ll 

gi’e thee a smoke kiss if ter’s a mind.” 

“I wanted a whiff, no kiss at all,” she answered. 

“Well, an’ tha s’lt ha’e a whiff,” he said, “along wi’ t’ kiss.” 

“I want a draw at thy fag,” she cried, snatching for the cigarette between his lips. 

He was sitting with his shoulder touching her. She was small and quick as lightning. He just 

escaped. 

“I’ll gi’e thee a smoke kiss,” he said. 

“Tha’rt a knivey nuisance, Arty Morel,” she said, sitting back. 

“Ha’e a smoke kiss?” 

The soldier leaned forward to her, smiling. His face was near hers. 

“Shonna!” she replied, turning away her head. 

He took a draw at his cigarette, and pursed up his mouth, and put his lips close to her. His 

dark-brown cropped moustache stood out like a brush. She looked at the puckered crimson lips, 

then suddenly snatched the cigarette from his fingers and darted away. He, leaping after her, 

seized the comb from her back hair. She turned, threw the cigarette at him. He picked it up, put it 

in his mouth, and sat down. 

“Nuisance!” she cried. “Give me my comb!” 

She was afraid that her hair, specially done for him, would come down. She stood with her 

hands to her head. He hid the comb between his knees. 

“I’ve non got it,” he said. 

The cigarette trembled between his lips with laughter as he spoke. 

“Liar!” she said. 

“’S true as I’m here!” he laughed, showing his hands. 

“You brazen imp!” she exclaimed, rushing and scuffling for the comb, which he had under his 

knees. As she wrestled with him, pulling at his smooth, tight-covered knees, he laughed till he 

lay back on the sofa shaking with laughter. The cigarette fell from his mouth almost singeing his 

throat. Under his delicate tan the blood flushed up, and he laughed till his blue eyes were 

blinded, his throat swollen almost to choking. Then he sat up. Beatrice was putting in her comb. 

“Tha tickled me, Beat,” he said thickly. 

Like a flash her small white hand went out and smacked his face. He started up, glaring at her. 

They stared at each other. Slowly the flush mounted her cheek, she dropped her eyes, then her 

head. He sat down sulkily. She went into the scullery to adjust her hair. In private there she shed 

a few tears, she did not know what for. 

When she returned she was pursed up close. But it was only a film over her fire. He, with 

ruffled hair, was sulking upon the sofa. She sat down opposite, in the armchair, and neither 

spoke. The clock ticked in the silence like blows. 

“You are a little cat, Beat,” he said at length, half apologetically. 

“Well, you shouldn’t be brazen,” she replied. 

There was again a long silence. He whistled to himself like a man much agitated but defiant. 

Suddenly she went across to him and kissed him. 



“Did it, pore fing!” she mocked. 

He lifted his face, smiling curiously. 

“Kiss?” he invited her. 

“Daren’t I?” she asked. 

“Go on!” he challenged, his mouth lifted to her. 

Deliberately, and with a peculiar quivering smile that seemed to overspread her whole body, 

she put her mouth on his. Immediately his arms folded round her. As soon as the long kiss was 

finished she drew back her head from him, put her delicate fingers on his neck, through the open 

collar. Then she closed her eyes, giving herself up again in a kiss. 

She acted of her own free will. What she would do she did, and made nobody responsible. 

Paul felt life changing around him. The conditions of youth were gone. Now it was a home of 

grown-up people. Annie was a married woman, Arthur was following his own pleasure in a way 

unknown to his folk. For so long they had all lived at home, and gone out to pass their time. But 

now, for Annie and Arthur, life lay outside their mother’s house. They came home for holiday 

and for rest. So there was that strange, half-empty feeling about the house, as if the birds had 

flown. Paul became more and more unsettled. Annie and Arthur had gone. He was restless to 

follow. Yet home was for him beside his mother. And still there was something else, something 

outside, something he wanted. 

He grew more and more restless. Miriam did not satisfy him. His old mad desire to be with her 

grew weaker. Sometimes he met Clara in Nottingham, sometimes he went to meetings with her, 

sometimes he saw her at Willey Farm. But on these last occasions the situation became strained. 

There was a triangle of antagonism between Paul and Clara and Miriam. With Clara he took on a 

smart, worldly, mocking tone very antagonistic to Miriam. It did not matter what went before. 

She might be intimate and sad with him. Then as soon as Clara appeared, it all vanished, and he 

played to the newcomer. 

Miriam had one beautiful evening with him in the hay. He had been on the horse-rake, and 

having finished, came to help her to put the hay in cocks. Then he talked to her of his hopes and 

despairs, and his whole soul seemed to lie bare before her. She felt as if she watched the very 

quivering stuff of life in him. The moon came out: they walked home together: he seemed to 

have come to her because he needed her so badly, and she listened to him, gave him all her love 

and her faith. It seemed to her he brought her the best of himself to keep, and that she would 

guard it all her life. Nay, the sky did not cherish the stars more surely and eternally than she 

would guard the good in the soul of Paul Morel. She went on home alone, feeling exalted, glad in 

her faith. 

And then, the next day, Clara came. They were to have tea in the hayfield. Miriam watched 

the evening drawing to gold and shadow. And all the time Paul was sporting with Clara. He 

made higher and higher heaps of hay that they were jumping over. Miriam did not care for the 

game, and stood aside. Edgar and Geoffrey and Maurice and Clara and Paul jumped. Paul won, 

because he was light. Clara’s blood was roused. She could run like an Amazon. Paul loved the 

determined way she rushed at the hay-cock and leaped, landed on the other side, her breasts 

shaken, her thick hair come undone. 

“You touched!” he cried. “You touched!” 

“No!” she flashed, turning to Edgar. “I didn’t touch, did I? Wasn’t I clear?” 



“I couldn’t say,” laughed Edgar. 

None of them could say. 

“But you touched,” said Paul. “You’re beaten.” 

“I did not touch!” she cried. 

“As plain as anything,” said Paul. 

“Box his ears for me!” she cried to Edgar. 

“Nay,” Edgar laughed. “I daren’t. You must do it yourself.” 

“And nothing can alter the fact that you touched,” laughed Paul. 

She was furious with him. Her little triumph before these lads and men was gone. She had 

forgotten herself in the game. Now he was to humble her. 

“I think you are despicable!” she said. 

And again he laughed, in a way that tortured Miriam. 

“And I knew you couldn’t jump that heap,” he teased. 

She turned her back on him. Yet everybody could see that the only person she listened to, or 

was conscious of, was he, and he of her. It pleased the men to see this battle between them. But 

Miriam was tortured. 

Paul could choose the lesser in place of the higher, she saw. He could be unfaithful to himself, 

unfaithful to the real, deep Paul Morel. There was a danger of his becoming frivolous, of his 

running after his satisfaction like any Arthur, or like his father. It made Miriam bitter to think 

that he should throw away his soul for this flippant traffic of triviality with Clara. She walked in 

bitterness and silence, while the other two rallied each other, and Paul sported. 

And afterwards, he would not own it, but he was rather ashamed of himself, and prostrated 

himself before Miriam. Then again he rebelled. 

“It’s not religious to be religious,” he said. “I reckon a crow is religious when it sails across 

the sky. But it only does it because it feels itself carried to where it’s going, not because it thinks 

it is being eternal.” 

But Miriam knew that one should be religious in everything, have God, whatever God might 

be, present in everything. 

“I don’t believe God knows such a lot about Himself,” he cried. “God doesn’t know things, 

He is things. And I’m sure He’s not soulful.” 

And then it seemed to her that Paul was arguing God on to his own side, because he wanted 

his own way and his own pleasure. There was a long battle between him and her. He was utterly 

unfaithful to her even in her own presence; then he was ashamed, then repentant; then he hated 

her, and went off again. Those were the ever-recurring conditions. 

She fretted him to the bottom of his soul. There she remained—sad, pensive, a worshipper. 

And he caused her sorrow. Half the time he grieved for her, half the time he hated her. She was 

his conscience; and he felt, somehow, he had got a conscience that was too much for him. He 

could not leave her, because in one way she did hold the best of him. He could not stay with her 

because she did not take the rest of him, which was three-quarters. So he chafed himself into 

rawness over her. 

When she was twenty-one he wrote her a letter which could only have been written to her. 



“May I speak of our old, worn love, this last time. It, too, is changing, is it not? Say, has not 

the body of that love died, and left you its invulnerable soul? You see, I can give you a spirit 

love, I have given it you this long, long time; but not embodied passion. See, you are a nun. I 

have given you what I would give a holy nun—as a mystic monk to a mystic nun. Surely you 

esteem it best. Yet you regret—no, have regretted—the other. In all our relations no body enters. 

I do not talk to you through the senses—rather through the spirit. That is why we cannot love in 

the common sense. Ours is not an everyday affection. As yet we are mortal, and to live side by 

side with one another would be dreadful, for somehow with you I cannot long be trivial, and, you 

know, to be always beyond this mortal state would be to lose it. If people marry, they must live 

together as affectionate humans, who may be commonplace with each other without feeling 

awkward—not as two souls. So I feel it. 

“Ought I to send this letter?—I doubt it. But there—it is best to understand. Au revoir.” 

Miriam read this letter twice, after which she sealed it up. A year later she broke the seal to 

show her mother the letter. 

“You are a nun—you are a nun.” The words went into her heart again and again. Nothing he 

ever had said had gone into her so deeply, fixedly, like a mortal wound. 

She answered him two days after the party. 

“‘Our intimacy would have been all-beautiful but for one little mistake,’” she quoted. “Was 

the mistake mine?” 

Almost immediately he replied to her from Nottingham, sending her at the same time a little 

“Omar Khayyám.” 

“I am glad you answered; you are so calm and natural you put me to shame. What a ranter I 

am! We are often out of sympathy. But in fundamentals we may always be together I think. 

“I must thank you for your sympathy with my painting and drawing. Many a sketch is 

dedicated to you. I do look forward to your criticisms, which, to my shame and glory, are always 

grand appreciations. It is a lovely joke, that. Au revoir.” 

This was the end of the first phase of Paul’s love affair. He was now about twenty-three years 

old, and, though still virgin, the sex instinct that Miriam had over-refined for so long now grew 

particularly strong. Often, as he talked to Clara Dawes, came that thickening and quickening of 

his blood, that peculiar concentration in the breast, as if something were alive there, a new self or 

a new centre of consciousness, warning him that sooner or later he would have to ask one woman 

or another. But he belonged to Miriam. Of that she was so fixedly sure that he allowed her right. 

  



CHAPTER X CLARA 

When he was twenty-three years old, Paul sent in a landscape to the winter exhibition at 

Nottingham Castle. Miss Jordan had taken a good deal of interest in him, and invited him to her 

house, where he met other artists. He was beginning to grow ambitious. 

One morning the postman came just as he was washing in the scullery. Suddenly he heard a 

wild noise from his mother. Rushing into the kitchen, he found her standing on the hearthrug 

wildly waving a letter and crying “Hurrah!” as if she had gone mad. He was shocked and 

frightened. 

“Why, mother!” he exclaimed. 

She flew to him, flung her arms round him for a moment, then waved the letter, crying: 

“Hurrah, my boy! I knew we should do it!” 

He was afraid of her—the small, severe woman with graying hair suddenly bursting out in 

such frenzy. The postman came running back, afraid something had happened. They saw his 

tipped cap over the short curtains. Mrs. Morel rushed to the door. 

“His picture’s got first prize, Fred,” she cried, “and is sold for twenty guineas.” 

“My word, that’s something like!” said the young postman, whom they had known all his life. 

“And Major Moreton has bought it!” she cried. 

“It looks like meanin’ something, that does, Mrs. Morel,” said the postman, his blue eyes 

bright. He was glad to have brought such a lucky letter. Mrs. Morel went indoors and sat down, 

trembling. Paul was afraid lest she might have misread the letter, and might be disappointed after 

all. He scrutinised it once, twice. Yes, he became convinced it was true. Then he sat down, his 

heart beating with joy. 

“Mother!” he exclaimed. 

“Didn’t I say we should do it!” she said, pretending she was not crying. 

He took the kettle off the fire and mashed the tea. 

“You didn’t think, mother—” he began tentatively. 

“No, my son—not so much—but I expected a good deal.” 

“But not so much,” he said. 

“No—no—but I knew we should do it.” 

And then she recovered her composure, apparently at least. He sat with his shirt turned back, 

showing his young throat almost like a girl’s, and the towel in his hand, his hair sticking up wet. 

“Twenty guineas, mother! That’s just what you wanted to buy Arthur out. Now you needn’t 

borrow any. It’ll just do.” 

“Indeed, I shan’t take it all,” she said. 

“But why?” 

“Because I shan’t.” 

“Well—you have twelve pounds, I’ll have nine.” 

They cavilled about sharing the twenty guineas. She wanted to take only the five pounds she 

needed. He would not hear of it. So they got over the stress of emotion by quarrelling. 

Morel came home at night from the pit, saying: 



“They tell me Paul’s got first prize for his picture, and sold it to Lord Henry Bentley for fifty 

pound.” 

“Oh, what stories people do tell!” she cried. 

“Ha!” he answered. “I said I wor sure it wor a lie. But they said tha’d told Fred Hodgkisson.” 

“As if I would tell him such stuff!” 

“Ha!” assented the miner. 

But he was disappointed nevertheless. 

“It’s true he has got the first prize,” said Mrs. Morel. 

The miner sat heavily in his chair. 

“Has he, beguy!” he exclaimed. 

He stared across the room fixedly. 

“But as for fifty pounds—such nonsense!” She was silent awhile. “Major Moreton bought it 

for twenty guineas, that’s true.” 

“Twenty guineas! Tha niver says!” exclaimed Morel. 

“Yes, and it was worth it.” 

“Ay!” he said. “I don’t misdoubt it. But twenty guineas for a bit of a paintin’ as he knocked 

off in an hour or two!” 

He was silent with conceit of his son. Mrs. Morel sniffed, as if it were nothing. 

“And when does he handle th’ money?” asked the collier. 

“That I couldn’t tell you. When the picture is sent home, I suppose.” 

There was silence. Morel stared at the sugar-basin instead of eating his dinner. His black arm, 

with the hand all gnarled with work lay on the table. His wife pretended not to see him rub the 

back of his hand across his eyes, nor the smear in the coal-dust on his black face. 

“Yes, an’ that other lad ’ud ’a done as much if they hadna ha’ killed ’im,” he said quietly. 

The thought of William went through Mrs. Morel like a cold blade. It left her feeling she was 

tired, and wanted rest. 

Paul was invited to dinner at Mr. Jordan’s. Afterwards he said: 

“Mother, I want an evening suit.” 

“Yes, I was afraid you would,” she said. She was glad. There was a moment or two of silence. 

“There’s that one of William’s,” she continued, “that I know cost four pounds ten and which 

he’d only worn three times.” 

“Should you like me to wear it, mother?” he asked. 

“Yes. I think it would fit you—at least the coat. The trousers would want shortening.” 

He went upstairs and put on the coat and vest. Coming down, he looked strange in a flannel 

collar and a flannel shirt-front, with an evening coat and vest. It was rather large. 

“The tailor can make it right,” she said, smoothing her hand over his shoulder. “It’s beautiful 

stuff. I never could find in my heart to let your father wear the trousers, and very glad I am now.” 

And as she smoothed her hand over the silk collar she thought of her eldest son. But this son 

was living enough inside the clothes. She passed her hand down his back to feel him. He was 

alive and hers. The other was dead. 



He went out to dinner several times in his evening suit that had been William’s. Each time his 

mother’s heart was firm with pride and joy. He was started now. The studs she and the children 

had bought for William were in his shirt-front; he wore one of William’s dress shirts. But he had 

an elegant figure. His face was rough, but warm-looking and rather pleasing. He did not look 

particularly a gentleman, but she thought he looked quite a man. 

He told her everything that took place, everything that was said. It was as if she had been 

there. And he was dying to introduce her to these new friends who had dinner at seven-thirty in 

the evening. 

“Go along with you!” she said. “What do they want to know me for?” 

“They do!” he cried indignantly. “If they want to know me—and they say they do—then they 

want to know you, because you are quite as clever as I am.” 

“Go along with you, child!” she laughed. 

But she began to spare her hands. They, too, were work-gnarled now. The skin was shiny with 

so much hot water, the knuckles rather swollen. But she began to be careful to keep them out of 

soda. She regretted what they had been—so small and exquisite. And when Annie insisted on her 

having more stylish blouses to suit her age, she submitted. She even went so far as to allow a 

black velvet bow to be placed on her hair. Then she sniffed in her sarcastic manner, and was sure 

she looked a sight. But she looked a lady, Paul declared, as much as Mrs. Major Moreton, and 

far, far nicer. The family was coming on. Only Morel remained unchanged, or rather, lapsed 

slowly. 

Paul and his mother now had long discussions about life. Religion was fading into the 

background. He had shovelled away all the beliefs that would hamper him, had cleared the 

ground, and come more or less to the bedrock of belief that one should feel inside oneself for 

right and wrong, and should have the patience to gradually realise one’s God. Now life interested 

him more. 

“You know,” he said to his mother, “I don’t want to belong to the well-to-do middle class. I 

like my common people best. I belong to the common people.” 

“But if anyone else said so, my son, wouldn’t you be in a tear. You know you consider 

yourself equal to any gentleman.” 

“In myself,” he answered, “not in my class or my education or my manners. But in myself I 

am.” 

“Very well, then. Then why talk about the common people?” 

“Because—the difference between people isn’t in their class, but in themselves. Only from the 

middle classes one gets ideas, and from the common people—life itself, warmth. You feel their 

hates and loves.” 

“It’s all very well, my boy. But, then, why don’t you go and talk to your father’s pals?” 

“But they’re rather different.” 

“Not at all. They’re the common people. After all, whom do you mix with now—among the 

common people? Those that exchange ideas, like the middle classes. The rest don’t interest you.” 

“But—there’s the life—” 

“I don’t believe there’s a jot more life from Miriam than you could get from any educated 

girl—say Miss Moreton. It is you who are snobbish about class.” 



She frankly wanted him to climb into the middle classes, a thing not very difficult, she knew. 

And she wanted him in the end to marry a lady. 

Now she began to combat him in his restless fretting. He still kept up his connection with 

Miriam, could neither break free nor go the whole length of engagement. And this indecision 

seemed to bleed him of his energy. Moreover, his mother suspected him of an unrecognised 

leaning towards Clara, and, since the latter was a married woman, she wished he would fall in 

love with one of the girls in a better station of life. But he was stupid, and would refuse to love or 

even to admire a girl much, just because she was his social superior. 

“My boy,” said his mother to him, “all your cleverness, your breaking away from old things, 

and taking life in your own hands, doesn’t seem to bring you much happiness.” 

“What is happiness!” he cried. “It’s nothing to me! How am I to be happy?” 

The plump question disturbed her. 

“That’s for you to judge, my lad. But if you could meet some good woman who 

would make you happy—and you began to think of settling your life—when you have the 

means—so that you could work without all this fretting—it would be much better for you.” 

He frowned. His mother caught him on the raw of his wound of Miriam. He pushed the 

tumbled hair off his forehead, his eyes full of pain and fire. 

“You mean easy, mother,” he cried. “That’s a woman’s whole doctrine for life—ease of soul 

and physical comfort. And I do despise it.” 

“Oh, do you!” replied his mother. “And do you call yours a divine discontent?” 

“Yes. I don’t care about its divinity. But damn your happiness! So long as life’s full, it doesn’t 

matter whether it’s happy or not. I’m afraid your happiness would bore me.” 

“You never give it a chance,” she said. Then suddenly all her passion of grief over him broke 

out. “But it does matter!” she cried. “And you ought to be happy, you ought to try to be happy, to 

live to be happy. How could I bear to think your life wouldn’t be a happy one!” 

“Your own’s been bad enough, mater, but it hasn’t left you so much worse off than the folk 

who’ve been happier. I reckon you’ve done well. And I am the same. Aren’t I well enough off?” 

“You’re not, my son. Battle—battle—and suffer. It’s about all you do, as far as I can see.” 

“But why not, my dear? I tell you it’s the best—” 

“It isn’t. And one ought to be happy, one ought.” 

By this time Mrs. Morel was trembling violently. Struggles of this kind often took place 

between her and her son, when she seemed to fight for his very life against his own will to die. 

He took her in his arms. She was ill and pitiful. 

“Never mind, Little,” he murmured. “So long as you don’t feel life’s paltry and a miserable 

business, the rest doesn’t matter, happiness or unhappiness.” 

She pressed him to her. 

“But I want you to be happy,” she said pathetically. 

“Eh, my dear—say rather you want me to live.” 

Mrs. Morel felt as if her heart would break for him. At this rate she knew he would not live. 

He had that poignant carelessness about himself, his own suffering, his own life, which is a form 

of slow suicide. It almost broke her heart. With all the passion of her strong nature she hated 



Miriam for having in this subtle way undermined his joy. It did not matter to her that Miriam 

could not help it. Miriam did it, and she hated her. 

She wished so much he would fall in love with a girl equal to be his mate—educated and 

strong. But he would not look at anybody above him in station. He seemed to like Mrs. Dawes. 

At any rate that feeling was wholesome. His mother prayed and prayed for him, that he might not 

be wasted. That was all her prayer—not for his soul or his righteousness, but that he might not be 

wasted. And while he slept, for hours and hours she thought and prayed for him. 

He drifted away from Miriam imperceptibly, without knowing he was going. Arthur only left 

the army to be married. The baby was born six months after his wedding. Mrs. Morel got him a 

job under the firm again, at twenty-one shillings a week. She furnished for him, with the help of 

Beatrice’s mother, a little cottage of two rooms. He was caught now. It did not matter how he 

kicked and struggled, he was fast. For a time he chafed, was irritable with his young wife, who 

loved him; he went almost distracted when the baby, which was delicate, cried or gave trouble. 

He grumbled for hours to his mother. She only said: “Well, my lad, you did it yourself, now you 

must make the best of it.” And then the grit came out in him. He buckled to work, undertook his 

responsibilities, acknowledged that he belonged to his wife and child, and did make a good best 

of it. He had never been very closely inbound into the family. Now he was gone altogether. 

The months went slowly along. Paul had more or less got into connection with the Socialist, 

Suffragette, Unitarian people in Nottingham, owing to his acquaintance with Clara. One day a 

friend of his and of Clara’s, in Bestwood, asked him to take a message to Mrs. Dawes. He went 

in the evening across Sneinton Market to Bluebell Hill. He found the house in a mean little street 

paved with granite cobbles and having causeways of dark blue, grooved bricks. The front door 

went up a step from off this rough pavement, where the feet of the passers-by rasped and 

clattered. The brown paint on the door was so old that the naked wood showed between the rents. 

He stood on the street below and knocked. There came a heavy footstep; a large, stout woman of 

about sixty towered above him. He looked up at her from the pavement. She had a rather severe 

face. 

She admitted him into the parlour, which opened on to the street. It was a small, stuffy, 

defunct room, of mahogany, and deathly enlargements of photographs of departed people done 

in carbon. Mrs. Radford left him. She was stately, almost martial. In a moment Clara appeared. 

She flushed deeply, and he was covered with confusion. It seemed as if she did not like being 

discovered in her home circumstances. 

“I thought it couldn’t be your voice,” she said. 

But she might as well be hung for a sheep as for a lamb. She invited him out of the mausoleum 

of a parlour into the kitchen. 

That was a little, darkish room too, but it was smothered in white lace. The mother had seated 

herself again by the cupboard, and was drawing thread from a vast web of lace. A clump of fluff 

and ravelled cotton was at her right hand, a heap of three-quarter-inch lace lay on her left, whilst 

in front of her was the mountain of lace web, piling the hearthrug. Threads of curly cotton, pulled 

out from between the lengths of lace, strewed over the fender and the fireplace. Paul dared not go 

forward, for fear of treading on piles of white stuff. 

On the table was a jenny for carding the lace. There was a pack of brown cardboard squares, a 

pack of cards of lace, a little box of pins, and on the sofa lay a heap of drawn lace. 

The room was all lace, and it was so dark and warm that the white, snowy stuff seemed the 

more distinct. 



“If you’re coming in you won’t have to mind the work,” said Mrs. Radford. “I know we’re 

about blocked up. But sit you down.” 

Clara, much embarrassed, gave him a chair against the wall opposite the white heaps. Then 

she herself took her place on the sofa, shamedly. 

“Will you drink a bottle of stout?” Mrs. Radford asked. “Clara, get him a bottle of stout.” 

He protested, but Mrs. Radford insisted. 

“You look as if you could do with it,” she said. “Haven’t you never any more colour than 

that?” 

“It’s only a thick skin I’ve got that doesn’t show the blood through,” he answered. 

Clara, ashamed and chagrined, brought him a bottle of stout and a glass. He poured out some 

of the black stuff. 

“Well,” he said, lifting the glass, “here’s health!” 

“And thank you,” said Mrs. Radford. 

He took a drink of stout. 

“And light yourself a cigarette, so long as you don’t set the house on fire,” said Mrs. Radford. 

“Thank you,” he replied. 

“Nay, you needn’t thank me,” she answered. “I s’ll be glad to smell a bit of smoke in th’ ’ouse 

again. A house o’ women is as dead as a house wi’ no fire, to my thinkin’. I’m not a spider as 

likes a corner to myself. I like a man about, if he’s only something to snap at.” 

Clara began to work. Her jenny spun with a subdued buzz; the white lace hopped from 

between her fingers on to the card. It was filled; she snipped off the length, and pinned the end 

down to the banded lace. Then she put a new card in her jenny. Paul watched her. She sat square 

and magnificent. Her throat and arms were bare. The blood still mantled below her ears; she bent 

her head in shame of her humility. Her face was set on her work. Her arms were creamy and full 

of life beside the white lace; her large, well-kept hands worked with a balanced movement, as if 

nothing would hurry them. He, not knowing, watched her all the time. He saw the arch of her 

neck from the shoulder, as she bent her head; he saw the coil of dun hair; he watched her 

moving, gleaming arms. 

“I’ve heard a bit about you from Clara,” continued the mother. “You’re in Jordan’s, aren’t 

you?” She drew her lace unceasing. 

“Yes.” 

“Ay, well, and I can remember when Thomas Jordan used to ask me for one of my toffies.” 

“Did he?” laughed Paul. “And did he get it?” 

“Sometimes he did, sometimes he didn’t—which was latterly. For he’s the sort that takes all 

and gives naught, he is—or used to be.” 

“I think he’s very decent,” said Paul. 

“Yes; well, I’m glad to hear it.” 

Mrs. Radford looked across at him steadily. There was something determined about her that he 

liked. Her face was falling loose, but her eyes were calm, and there was something strong in her 

that made it seem she was not old; merely her wrinkles and loose cheeks were an anachronism. 

She had the strength and sang-froid of a woman in the prime of life. She continued drawing the 

lace with slow, dignified movements. The big web came up inevitably over her apron; the length 



of lace fell away at her side. Her arms were finely shapen, but glossy and yellow as old ivory. 

They had not the peculiar dull gleam that made Clara’s so fascinating to him. 

“And you’ve been going with Miriam Leivers?” the mother asked him. 

“Well—” he answered. 

“Yes, she’s a nice girl,” she continued. “She’s very nice, but she’s a bit too much above this 

world to suit my fancy.” 

“She is a bit like that,” he agreed. 

“She’ll never be satisfied till she’s got wings and can fly over everybody’s head, she won’t,” 

she said. 

Clara broke in, and he told her his message. She spoke humbly to him. He had surprised her in 

her drudgery. To have her humble made him feel as if he were lifting his head in expectation. 

“Do you like jennying?” he asked. 

“What can a woman do!” she replied bitterly. 

“Is it sweated?” 

“More or less. Isn’t all woman’s work? That’s another trick the men have played, since we 

force ourselves into the labour market.” 

“Now then, you shut up about the men,” said her mother. “If the women wasn’t fools, the men 

wouldn’t be bad uns, that’s what I say. No man was ever that bad wi’ me but what he got it back 

again. Not but what they’re a lousy lot, there’s no denying it.” 

“But they’re all right really, aren’t they?” he asked. 

“Well, they’re a bit different from women,” she answered. 

“Would you care to be back at Jordan’s?” he asked Clara. 

“I don’t think so,” she replied. 

“Yes, she would!” cried her mother; “thank her stars if she could get back. Don’t you listen to 

her. She’s for ever on that ’igh horse of hers, an’ it’s back’s that thin an’ starved it’ll cut her in 

two one of these days.” 

Clara suffered badly from her mother. Paul felt as if his eyes were coming very wide open. 

Wasn’t he to take Clara’s fulminations so seriously, after all? She spun steadily at her work. He 

experienced a thrill of joy, thinking she might need his help. She seemed denied and deprived of 

so much. And her arm moved mechanically, that should never have been subdued to a 

mechanism, and her head was bowed to the lace, that never should have been bowed. She 

seemed to be stranded there among the refuse that life has thrown away, doing her jennying. It 

was a bitter thing to her to be put aside by life, as if it had no use for her. No wonder she 

protested. 

She came with him to the door. He stood below in the mean street, looking up at her. So fine 

she was in her stature and her bearing, she reminded him of Juno dethroned. As she stood in the 

doorway, she winced from the street, from her surroundings. 

“And you will go with Mrs. Hodgkisson to Hucknall?” 

He was talking quite meaninglessly, only watching her. Her grey eyes at last met his. They 

looked dumb with humiliation, pleading with a kind of captive misery. He was shaken and at a 

loss. He had thought her high and mighty. 



When he left her, he wanted to run. He went to the station in a sort of dream, and was at home 

without realising he had moved out of her street. 

He had an idea that Susan, the overseer of the Spiral girls, was about to be married. He asked 

her the next day. 

“I say, Susan, I heard a whisper of your getting married. What about it?” 

Susan flushed red. 

“Who’s been talking to you?” she replied. 

“Nobody. I merely heard a whisper that you were thinking—” 

“Well, I am, though you needn’t tell anybody. What’s more, I wish I wasn’t!” 

“Nay, Susan, you won’t make me believe that.” 

“Shan’t I? You can believe it, though. I’d rather stop here a thousand times.” 

Paul was perturbed. 

“Why, Susan?” 

The girl’s colour was high, and her eyes flashed. 

“That’s why!” 

“And must you?” 

For answer, she looked at him. There was about him a candour and gentleness which made the 

women trust him. He understood. 

“Ah, I’m sorry,” he said. 

Tears came to her eyes. 

“But you’ll see it’ll turn out all right. You’ll make the best of it,” he continued rather wistfully. 

“There’s nothing else for it.” 

“Yea, there’s making the worst of it. Try and make it all right.” 

He soon made occasion to call again on Clara. 

“Would you,” he said, “care to come back to Jordan’s?” 

She put down her work, laid her beautiful arms on the table, and looked at him for some 

moments without answering. Gradually the flush mounted her cheek. 

“Why?” she asked. 

Paul felt rather awkward. 

“Well, because Susan is thinking of leaving,” he said. 

Clara went on with her jennying. The white lace leaped in little jumps and bounds on to the 

card. He waited for her. Without raising her head, she said at last, in a peculiar low voice: 

“Have you said anything about it?” 

“Except to you, not a word.” 

There was again a long silence. 

“I will apply when the advertisement is out,” she said. 

“You will apply before that. I will let you know exactly when.” 

She went on spinning her little machine, and did not contradict him. 



Clara came to Jordan’s. Some of the older hands, Fanny among them, remembered her earlier 

rule, and cordially disliked the memory. Clara had always been “ikey”, reserved, and superior. 

She had never mixed with the girls as one of themselves. If she had occasion to find fault, she 

did it coolly and with perfect politeness, which the defaulter felt to be a bigger insult than 

crassness. Towards Fanny, the poor, overstrung hunchback, Clara was unfailingly compassionate 

and gentle, as a result of which Fanny shed more bitter tears than ever the rough tongues of the 

other overseers had caused her. 

There was something in Clara that Paul disliked, and much that piqued him. If she were about, 

he always watched her strong throat or her neck, upon which the blonde hair grew low and 

fluffy. There was a fine down, almost invisible, upon the skin of her face and arms, and when 

once he had perceived it, he saw it always. 

When he was at his work, painting in the afternoon, she would come and stand near to him, 

perfectly motionless. Then he felt her, though she neither spoke nor touched him. Although she 

stood a yard away he felt as if he were in contact with her. Then he could paint no more. He 

flung down the brushes, and turned to talk to her. 

Sometimes she praised his work; sometimes she was critical and cold. 

“You are affected in that piece,” she would say; and, as there was an element of truth in her 

condemnation, his blood boiled with anger. 

Again: “What of this?” he would ask enthusiastically. 

“H’m!” She made a small doubtful sound. “It doesn’t interest me much.” 

“Because you don’t understand it,” he retorted. 

“Then why ask me about it?” 

“Because I thought you would understand.” 

She would shrug her shoulders in scorn of his work. She maddened him. He was furious. Then 

he abused her, and went into passionate exposition of his stuff. This amused and stimulated her. 

But she never owned that she had been wrong. 

During the ten years that she had belonged to the women’s movement she had acquired a fair 

amount of education, and, having had some of Miriam’s passion to be instructed, had taught 

herself French, and could read in that language with a struggle. She considered herself as a 

woman apart, and particularly apart, from her class. The girls in the Spiral department were all of 

good homes. It was a small, special industry, and had a certain distinction. There was an air of 

refinement in both rooms. But Clara was aloof also from her fellow-workers. 

None of these things, however, did she reveal to Paul. She was not the one to give herself 

away. There was a sense of mystery about her. She was so reserved, he felt she had much to 

reserve. Her history was open on the surface, but its inner meaning was hidden from everybody. 

It was exciting. And then sometimes he caught her looking at him from under her brows with an 

almost furtive, sullen scrutiny, which made him move quickly. Often she met his eyes. But then 

her own were, as it were, covered over, revealing nothing. She gave him a little, lenient smile. 

She was to him extraordinarily provocative, because of the knowledge she seemed to possess, 

and gathered fruit of experience he could not attain. 

One day he picked up a copy of Lettres de mon Moulin from her work-bench. 

“You read French, do you?” he cried. 



Clara glanced round negligently. She was making an elastic stocking of heliotrope silk, 

turning the Spiral machine with slow, balanced regularity, occasionally bending down to see her 

work or to adjust the needles; then her magnificent neck, with its down and fine pencils of hair, 

shone white against the lavender, lustrous silk. She turned a few more rounds, and stopped. 

“What did you say?” she asked, smiling sweetly. 

Paul’s eyes glittered at her insolent indifference to him. 

“I did not know you read French,” he said, very polite. 

“Did you not?” she replied, with a faint, sarcastic smile. 

“Rotten swank!” he said, but scarcely loud enough to be heard. 

He shut his mouth angrily as he watched her. She seemed to scorn the work she mechanically 

produced; yet the hose she made were as nearly perfect as possible. 

“You don’t like Spiral work,” he said. 

“Oh, well, all work is work,” she answered, as if she knew all about it. 

He marvelled at her coldness. He had to do everything hotly. She must be something special. 

“What would you prefer to do?” he asked. 

She laughed at him indulgently, as she said: 

“There is so little likelihood of my ever being given a choice, that I haven’t wasted time 

considering.” 

“Pah!” he said, contemptuous on his side now. “You only say that because you’re too proud to 

own up what you want and can’t get.” 

“You know me very well,” she replied coldly. 

“I know you think you’re terrific great shakes, and that you live under the eternal insult of 

working in a factory.” 

He was very angry and very rude. She merely turned away from him in disdain. He walked 

whistling down the room, flirted and laughed with Hilda. 

Later on he said to himself: 

“What was I so impudent to Clara for?” He was rather annoyed with himself, at the same time 

glad. “Serve her right; she stinks with silent pride,” he said to himself angrily. 

In the afternoon he came down. There was a certain weight on his heart which he wanted to 

remove. He thought to do it by offering her chocolates. 

“Have one?” he said. “I bought a handful to sweeten me up.” 

To his great relief, she accepted. He sat on the work-bench beside her machine, twisting a 

piece of silk round his finger. She loved him for his quick, unexpected movements, like a young 

animal. His feet swung as he pondered. The sweets lay strewn on the bench. She bent over her 

machine, grinding rhythmically, then stooping to see the stocking that hung beneath, pulled 

down by the weight. He watched the handsome crouching of her back, and the apron-strings 

curling on the floor. 

“There is always about you,” he said, “a sort of waiting. Whatever I see you doing, you’re not 

really there: you are waiting—like Penelope when she did her weaving.” He could not help a 

spurt of wickedness. “I’ll call you Penelope,” he said. 

“Would it make any difference?” she said, carefully removing one of her needles. 



“That doesn’t matter, so long as it pleases me. Here, I say, you seem to forget I’m your boss. It 

just occurs to me.” 

“And what does that mean?” she asked coolly. 

“It means I’ve got a right to boss you.” 

“Is there anything you want to complain about?” 

“Oh, I say, you needn’t be nasty,” he said angrily. 

“I don’t know what you want,” she said, continuing her task. 

“I want you to treat me nicely and respectfully.” 

“Call you ‘sir’, perhaps?” she asked quietly. 

“Yes, call me ‘sir’. I should love it.” 

“Then I wish you would go upstairs, sir.” 

His mouth closed, and a frown came on his face. He jumped suddenly down. 

“You’re too blessed superior for anything,” he said. 

And he went away to the other girls. He felt he was being angrier than he had any need to be. 

In fact, he doubted slightly that he was showing off. But if he were, then he would. Clara heard 

him laughing, in a way she hated, with the girls down the next room. 

When at evening he went through the department after the girls had gone, he saw his 

chocolates lying untouched in front of Clara’s machine. He left them. In the morning they were 

still there, and Clara was at work. Later on Minnie, a little brunette they called Pussy, called to 

him: 

“Hey, haven’t you got a chocolate for anybody?” 

“Sorry, Pussy,” he replied. “I meant to have offered them; then I went and forgot ’em.” 

“I think you did,” she answered. 

“I’ll bring you some this afternoon. You don’t want them after they’ve been lying about, do 

you?” 

“Oh, I’m not particular,” smiled Pussy. 

“Oh no,” he said. “They’ll be dusty.” 

He went up to Clara’s bench. 

“Sorry I left these things littering about,” he said. 

She flushed scarlet. He gathered them together in his fist. 

“They’ll be dirty now,” he said. “You should have taken them. I wonder why you didn’t. I 

meant to have told you I wanted you to.” 

He flung them out of the window into the yard below. He just glanced at her. She winced from 

his eyes. 

In the afternoon he brought another packet. 

“Will you take some?” he said, offering them first to Clara. “These are fresh.” 

She accepted one, and put it on to the bench. 

“Oh, take several—for luck,” he said. 

She took a couple more, and put them on the bench also. Then she turned in confusion to her 

work. He went on up the room. 



“Here you are, Pussy,” he said. “Don’t be greedy!” 

“Are they all for her?” cried the others, rushing up. 

“Of course they’re not,” he said. 

The girls clamoured round. Pussy drew back from her mates. 

“Come out!” she cried. “I can have first pick, can’t I, Paul?” 

“Be nice with ’em,” he said, and went away. 

“You are a dear,” the girls cried. 

“Tenpence,” he answered. 

He went past Clara without speaking. She felt the three chocolate creams would burn her if 

she touched them. It needed all her courage to slip them into the pocket of her apron. 

The girls loved him and were afraid of him. He was so nice while he was nice, but if he were 

offended, so distant, treating them as if they scarcely existed, or not more than the bobbins of 

thread. And then, if they were impudent, he said quietly: “Do you mind going on with your 

work,” and stood and watched. 

When he celebrated his twenty-third birthday, the house was in trouble. Arthur was just going 

to be married. His mother was not well. His father, getting an old man, and lame from his 

accidents, was given a paltry, poor job. Miriam was an eternal reproach. He felt he owed himself 

to her, yet could not give himself. The house, moreover, needed his support. He was pulled in all 

directions. He was not glad it was his birthday. It made him bitter. 

He got to work at eight o’clock. Most of the clerks had not turned up. The girls were not due 

till 8.30. As he was changing his coat, he heard a voice behind him say: 

“Paul, Paul, I want you.” 

It was Fanny, the hunchback, standing at the top of her stairs, her face radiant with a secret. 

Paul looked at her in astonishment. 

“I want you,” she said. 

He stood, at a loss. 

“Come on,” she coaxed. “Come before you begin on the letters.” 

He went down the half-dozen steps into her dry, narrow, “finishing-off” room. Fanny walked 

before him: her black bodice was short—the waist was under her armpits—and her green-black 

cashmere skirt seemed very long, as she strode with big strides before the young man, himself so 

graceful. She went to her seat at the narrow end of the room, where the window opened on to 

chimney-pots. Paul watched her thin hands and her flat red wrists as she excitedly twitched her 

white apron, which was spread on the bench in front of her. She hesitated. 

“You didn’t think we’d forgot you?” she asked, reproachful. 

“Why?” he asked. He had forgotten his birthday himself. 

“‘Why,’ he says! ‘Why!’ Why, look here!” She pointed to the calendar, and he saw, 

surrounding the big black number “21”, hundreds of little crosses in black-lead. 

“Oh, kisses for my birthday,” he laughed. “How did you know?” 

“Yes, you want to know, don’t you?” Fanny mocked, hugely delighted. “There’s one from 

everybody—except Lady Clara—and two from some. But I shan’t tell you how many I put.” 

“Oh, I know, you’re spooney,” he said. 



“There you are mistaken!” she cried, indignant. “I could never be so soft.” Her voice was 

strong and contralto. 

“You always pretend to be such a hard-hearted hussy,” he laughed. “And you know you’re as 

sentimental—” 

“I’d rather be called sentimental than frozen meat,” Fanny blurted. Paul knew she referred to 

Clara, and he smiled. 

“Do you say such nasty things about me?” he laughed. 

“No, my duck,” the hunchback woman answered, lavishly tender. She was thirty-nine. “No, 

my duck, because you don’t think yourself a fine figure in marble and us nothing but dirt. I’m as 

good as you, aren’t I, Paul?” and the question delighted her. 

“Why, we’re not better than one another, are we?” he replied. 

“But I’m as good as you, aren’t I, Paul?” she persisted daringly. 

“Of course you are. If it comes to goodness, you’re better.” 

She was rather afraid of the situation. She might get hysterical. 

“I thought I’d get here before the others—won’t they say I’m deep! Now shut your eyes—” 

she said. 

“And open your mouth, and see what God sends you,” he continued, suiting action to words, 

and expecting a piece of chocolate. He heard the rustle of the apron, and a faint clink of metal. 

“I’m going to look,” he said. 

He opened his eyes. Fanny, her long cheeks flushed, her blue eyes shining, was gazing at him. 

There was a little bundle of paint-tubes on the bench before him. He turned pale. 

“No, Fanny,” he said quickly. 

“From us all,” she answered hastily. 

“No, but—” 

“Are they the right sort?” she asked, rocking herself with delight. 

“Jove! they’re the best in the catalogue.” 

“But they’re the right sorts?” she cried. 

“They’re off the little list I’d made to get when my ship came in.” He bit his lip. 

Fanny was overcome with emotion. She must turn the conversation. 

“They was all on thorns to do it; they all paid their shares, all except the Queen of Sheba.” 

The Queen of Sheba was Clara. 

“And wouldn’t she join?” Paul asked. 

“She didn’t get the chance; we never told her; we wasn’t going to have her bossing this show. 

We didn’t want her to join.” 

Paul laughed at the woman. He was much moved. At last he must go. She was very close to 

him. Suddenly she flung her arms round his neck and kissed him vehemently. 

“I can give you a kiss to-day,” she said apologetically. “You’ve looked so white, it’s made my 

heart ache.” 

Paul kissed her, and left her. Her arms were so pitifully thin that his heart ached also. 

That day he met Clara as he ran downstairs to wash his hands at dinner-time. 



“You have stayed to dinner!” he exclaimed. It was unusual for her. 

“Yes; and I seem to have dined on old surgical-appliance stock. I must go out now, or I shall 

feel stale india-rubber right through.” 

She lingered. He instantly caught at her wish. 

“You are going anywhere?” he asked. 

They went together up to the Castle. Outdoors she dressed very plainly, down to ugliness; 

indoors she always looked nice. She walked with hesitating steps alongside Paul, bowing and 

turning away from him. Dowdy in dress, and drooping, she showed to great disadvantage. He 

could scarcely recognise her strong form, that seemed to slumber with power. She appeared 

almost insignificant, drowning her stature in her stoop, as she shrank from the public gaze. 

The Castle grounds were very green and fresh. Climbing the precipitous ascent, he laughed 

and chattered, but she was silent, seeming to brood over something. There was scarcely time to 

go inside the squat, square building that crowns the bluff of rock. They leaned upon the wall 

where the cliff runs sheer down to the Park. Below them, in their holes in the sandstone, pigeons 

preened themselves and cooed softly. Away down upon the boulevard at the foot of the rock, tiny 

trees stood in their own pools of shadow, and tiny people went scurrying about in almost 

ludicrous importance. 

“You feel as if you could scoop up the folk like tadpoles, and have a handful of them,” he said. 

She laughed, answering: 

“Yes; it is not necessary to get far off in order to see us proportionately. The trees are much 

more significant.” 

“Bulk only,” he said. 

She laughed cynically. 

Away beyond the boulevard the thin stripes of the metals showed upon the railway-track, 

whose margin was crowded with little stacks of timber, beside which smoking toy engines 

fussed. Then the silver string of the canal lay at random among the black heaps. Beyond, the 

dwellings, very dense on the river flat, looked like black, poisonous herbage, in thick rows and 

crowded beds, stretching right away, broken now and then by taller plants, right to where the 

river glistened in a hieroglyph across the country. The steep scarp cliffs across the river looked 

puny. Great stretches of country darkened with trees and faintly brightened with corn-land, 

spread towards the haze, where the hills rose blue beyond grey. 

“It is comforting,” said Mrs. Dawes, “to think the town goes no farther. It is only a little sore 

upon the country yet.” 

“A little scab,” Paul said. 

She shivered. She loathed the town. Looking drearily across at the country which was 

forbidden her, her impassive face, pale and hostile, she reminded Paul of one of the bitter, 

remorseful angels. 

“But the town’s all right,” he said; “it’s only temporary. This is the crude, clumsy make-shift 

we’ve practised on, till we find out what the idea is. The town will come all right.” 

The pigeons in the pockets of rock, among the perched bushes, cooed comfortably. To the left 

the large church of St. Mary rose into space, to keep close company with the Castle, above the 

heaped rubble of the town. Mrs. Dawes smiled brightly as she looked across the country. 

“I feel better,” she said. 



“Thank you,” he replied. “Great compliment!” 

“Oh, my brother!” she laughed. 

“H’m! that’s snatching back with the left hand what you gave with the right, and no mistake,” 

he said. 

She laughed in amusement at him. 

“But what was the matter with you?” he asked. “I know you were brooding something special. 

I can see the stamp of it on your face yet.” 

“I think I will not tell you,” she said. 

“All right, hug it,” he answered. 

She flushed and bit her lip. 

“No,” she said, “it was the girls.” 

“What about ’em?” Paul asked. 

“They have been plotting something for a week now, and to-day they seem particularly full of 

it. All alike; they insult me with their secrecy.” 

“Do they?” he asked in concern. 

“I should not mind,” she went on, in the metallic, angry tone, “if they did not thrust it into my 

face—the fact that they have a secret.” 

“Just like women,” said he. 

“It is hateful, their mean gloating,” she said intensely. 

Paul was silent. He knew what the girls gloated over. He was sorry to be the cause of this new 

dissension. 

“They can have all the secrets in the world,” she went on, brooding bitterly; “but they might 

refrain from glorying in them, and making me feel more out of it than ever. It is—it is almost 

unbearable.” 

Paul thought for a few minutes. He was much perturbed. 

“I will tell you what it’s all about,” he said, pale and nervous. “It’s my birthday, and they’ve 

bought me a fine lot of paints, all the girls. They’re jealous of you”—he felt her stiffen coldly at 

the word ‘jealous’—“merely because I sometimes bring you a book,” he added slowly. “But, you 

see, it’s only a trifle. Don’t bother about it, will you—because”—he laughed quickly—“well, 

what would they say if they saw us here now, in spite of their victory?” 

She was angry with him for his clumsy reference to their present intimacy. It was almost 

insolent of him. Yet he was so quiet, she forgave him, although it cost her an effort. 

Their two hands lay on the rough stone parapet of the Castle wall. He had inherited from his 

mother a fineness of mould, so that his hands were small and vigorous. Hers were large, to match 

her large limbs, but white and powerful looking. As Paul looked at them he knew her. “She is 

wanting somebody to take her hands—for all she is so contemptuous of us,” he said to himself. 

And she saw nothing but his two hands, so warm and alive, which seemed to live for her. He was 

brooding now, staring out over the country from under sullen brows. The little, interesting 

diversity of shapes had vanished from the scene; all that remained was a vast, dark matrix of 

sorrow and tragedy, the same in all the houses and the river-flats and the people and the birds; 

they were only shapen differently. And now that the forms seemed to have melted away, there 

remained the mass from which all the landscape was composed, a dark mass of struggle and 



pain. The factory, the girls, his mother, the large, uplifted church, the thicket of the town, merged 

into one atmosphere—dark, brooding, and sorrowful, every bit. 

“Is that two o’clock striking?” Mrs. Dawes said in surprise. 

Paul started, and everything sprang into form, regained its individuality, its forgetfulness, and 

its cheerfulness. 

They hurried back to work. 

When he was in the rush of preparing for the night’s post, examining the work up from 

Fanny’s room, which smelt of ironing, the evening postman came in. 

“‘Mr. Paul Morel,’” he said, smiling, handing Paul a package. “A lady’s handwriting! Don’t 

let the girls see it.” 

The postman, himself a favourite, was pleased to make fun of the girls’ affection for Paul. 

It was a volume of verse with a brief note: “You will allow me to send you this, and so spare 

me my isolation. I also sympathise and wish you well.—C.D.” Paul flushed hot. 

“Good Lord! Mrs. Dawes. She can’t afford it. Good Lord, who ever’d have thought it!” 

He was suddenly intensely moved. He was filled with the warmth of her. In the glow he could 

almost feel her as if she were present—her arms, her shoulders, her bosom, see them, feel them, 

almost contain them. 

This move on the part of Clara brought them into closer intimacy. The other girls noticed that 

when Paul met Mrs. Dawes his eyes lifted and gave that peculiar bright greeting which they 

could interpret. Knowing he was unaware, Clara made no sign, save that occasionally she turned 

aside her face from him when he came upon her. 

They walked out together very often at dinner-time; it was quite open, quite frank. Everybody 

seemed to feel that he was quite unaware of the state of his own feeling, and that nothing was 

wrong. He talked to her now with some of the old fervour with which he had talked to Miriam, 

but he cared less about the talk; he did not bother about his conclusions. 

One day in October they went out to Lambley for tea. Suddenly they came to a halt on top of 

the hill. He climbed and sat on a gate, she sat on the stile. The afternoon was perfectly still, with 

a dim haze, and yellow sheaves glowing through. They were quiet. 

“How old were you when you married?” he asked quietly. 

“Twenty-two.” 

Her voice was subdued, almost submissive. She would tell him now. 

“It is eight years ago?” 

“Yes.” 

“And when did you leave him?” 

“Three years ago.” 

“Five years! Did you love him when you married him?” 

She was silent for some time; then she said slowly: 

“I thought I did—more or less. I didn’t think much about it. And he wanted me. I was very 

prudish then.” 

“And you sort of walked into it without thinking?” 

“Yes. I seemed to have been asleep nearly all my life.” 



“Somnambule? But—when did you wake up?” 

“I don’t know that I ever did, or ever have—since I was a child.” 

“You went to sleep as you grew to be a woman? How queer! And he didn’t wake you?” 

“No; he never got there,” she replied, in a monotone. 

The brown birds dashed over the hedges where the rose-hips stood naked and scarlet. 

“Got where?” he asked. 

“At me. He never really mattered to me.” 

The afternoon was so gently warm and dim. Red roofs of the cottages burned among the blue 

haze. He loved the day. He could feel, but he could not understand, what Clara was saying. 

“But why did you leave him? Was he horrid to you?” 

She shuddered lightly. 

“He—he sort of degraded me. He wanted to bully me because he hadn’t got me. And then I 

felt as if I wanted to run, as if I was fastened and bound up. And he seemed dirty.” 

“I see.” 

He did not at all see. 

“And was he always dirty?” he asked. 

“A bit,” she replied slowly. “And then he seemed as if he couldn’t get at me, really. And then 

he got brutal—he was brutal!” 

“And why did you leave him finally?” 

“Because—because he was unfaithful to me—” 

They were both silent for some time. Her hand lay on the gate-post as she balanced. He put his 

own over it. His heart beat quickly. 

“But did you—were you ever—did you ever give him a chance?” 

“Chance? How?” 

“To come near to you.” 

“I married him—and I was willing—” 

They both strove to keep their voices steady. 

“I believe he loves you,” he said. 

“It looks like it,” she replied. 

He wanted to take his hand away, and could not. She saved him by removing her own. After a 

silence, he began again: 

“Did you leave him out of count all along?” 

“He left me,” she said. 

“And I suppose he couldn’t make himself mean everything to you?” 

“He tried to bully me into it.” 

But the conversation had got them both out of their depth. Suddenly Paul jumped down. 

“Come on,” he said. “Let’s go and get some tea.” 

They found a cottage, where they sat in the cold parlour. She poured out his tea. She was very 

quiet. He felt she had withdrawn again from him. After tea, she stared broodingly into her tea-

cup, twisting her wedding ring all the time. In her abstraction she took the ring off her finger, 



stood it up, and spun it upon the table. The gold became a diaphanous, glittering globe. It fell, 

and the ring was quivering upon the table. She spun it again and again. Paul watched, fascinated. 

But she was a married woman, and he believed in simple friendship. And he considered that 

he was perfectly honourable with regard to her. It was only a friendship between man and 

woman, such as any civilised persons might have. 

He was like so many young men of his own age. Sex had become so complicated in him that 

he would have denied that he ever could want Clara or Miriam or any woman whom he knew. 

Sex desire was a sort of detached thing, that did not belong to a woman. He loved Miriam with 

his soul. He grew warm at the thought of Clara, he battled with her, he knew the curves of her 

breast and shoulders as if they had been moulded inside him; and yet he did not positively desire 

her. He would have denied it for ever. He believed himself really bound to Miriam. If ever he 

should marry, some time in the far future, it would be his duty to marry Miriam. That he gave 

Clara to understand, and she said nothing, but left him to his courses. He came to her, Mrs. 

Dawes, whenever he could. Then he wrote frequently to Miriam, and visited the girl 

occasionally. So he went on through the winter; but he seemed not so fretted. His mother was 

easier about him. She thought he was getting away from Miriam. 

Miriam knew now how strong was the attraction of Clara for him; but still she was certain that 

the best in him would triumph. His feeling for Mrs. Dawes—who, moreover, was a married 

woman—was shallow and temporal, compared with his love for herself. He would come back to 

her, she was sure; with some of his young freshness gone, perhaps, but cured of his desire for the 

lesser things which other women than herself could give him. She could bear all if he were 

inwardly true to her and must come back. 

He saw none of the anomaly of his position. Miriam was his old friend, lover, and she 

belonged to Bestwood and home and his youth. Clara was a newer friend, and she belonged to 

Nottingham, to life, to the world. It seemed to him quite plain. 

Mrs. Dawes and he had many periods of coolness, when they saw little of each other; but they 

always came together again. 

“Were you horrid with Baxter Dawes?” he asked her. It was a thing that seemed to trouble 

him. 

“In what way?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. But weren’t you horrid with him? Didn’t you do something that knocked 

him to pieces?” 

“What, pray?” 

“Making him feel as if he were nothing—I know,” Paul declared. 

“You are so clever, my friend,” she said coolly. 

The conversation broke off there. But it made her cool with him for some time. 

She very rarely saw Miriam now. The friendship between the two women was not broken off, 

but considerably weakened. 

“Will you come in to the concert on Sunday afternoon?” Clara asked him just after Christmas. 

“I promised to go up to Willey Farm,” he replied. 

“Oh, very well.” 

“You don’t mind, do you?” he asked. 

“Why should I?” she answered. 



Which almost annoyed him. 

“You know,” he said, “Miriam and I have been a lot to each other ever since I was sixteen—

that’s seven years now.” 

“It’s a long time,” Clara replied. 

“Yes; but somehow she—it doesn’t go right—” 

“How?” asked Clara. 

“She seems to draw me and draw me, and she wouldn’t leave a single hair of me free to fall 

out and blow away—she’d keep it.” 

“But you like to be kept.” 

“No,” he said, “I don’t. I wish it could be normal, give and take—like me and you. I want a 

woman to keep me, but not in her pocket.” 

“But if you love her, it couldn’t be normal, like me and you.” 

“Yes; I should love her better then. She sort of wants me so much that I can’t give myself.” 

“Wants you how?” 

“Wants the soul out of my body. I can’t help shrinking back from her.” 

“And yet you love her!” 

“No, I don’t love her. I never even kiss her.” 

“Why not?” Clara asked. 

“I don’t know.” 

“I suppose you’re afraid,” she said. 

“I’m not. Something in me shrinks from her like hell—she’s so good, when I’m not good.” 

“How do you know what she is?” 

“I do! I know she wants a sort of soul union.” 

“But how do you know what she wants?” 

“I’ve been with her for seven years.” 

“And you haven’t found out the very first thing about her.” 

“What’s that?” 

“That she doesn’t want any of your soul communion. That’s your own imagination. She wants 

you.” 

He pondered over this. Perhaps he was wrong. 

“But she seems—” he began. 

“You’ve never tried,” she answered. 

  



CHAPTER XI THE TEST ON MIRIAM 

With the spring came again the old madness and battle. Now he knew he would have to go to 

Miriam. But what was his reluctance? He told himself it was only a sort of overstrong virginity 

in her and him which neither could break through. He might have married her; but his 

circumstances at home made it difficult, and, moreover, he did not want to marry. Marriage was 

for life, and because they had become close companions, he and she, he did not see that it should 

inevitably follow they should be man and wife. He did not feel that he wanted marriage with 

Miriam. He wished he did. He would have given his head to have felt a joyous desire to marry 

her and to have her. Then why couldn’t he bring it off? There was some obstacle; and what was 

the obstacle? It lay in the physical bondage. He shrank from the physical contact. But why? With 

her he felt bound up inside himself. He could not go out to her. Something struggled in him, but 

he could not get to her. Why? She loved him. Clara said she even wanted him; then why couldn’t 

he go to her, make love to her, kiss her? Why, when she put her arm in his, timidly, as they 

walked, did he feel he would burst forth in brutality and recoil? He owed himself to her; he 

wanted to belong to her. Perhaps the recoil and the shrinking from her was love in its first fierce 

modesty. He had no aversion for her. No, it was the opposite; it was a strong desire battling with 

a still stronger shyness and virginity. It seemed as if virginity were a positive force, which fought 

and won in both of them. And with her he felt it so hard to overcome; yet he was nearest to her, 

and with her alone could he deliberately break through. And he owed himself to her. Then, if 

they could get things right, they could marry; but he would not marry unless he could feel strong 

in the joy of it—never. He could not have faced his mother. It seemed to him that to sacrifice 

himself in a marriage he did not want would be degrading, and would undo all his life, make it a 

nullity. He would try what he could do. 

And he had a great tenderness for Miriam. Always, she was sad, dreaming her religion; and he 

was nearly a religion to her. He could not bear to fail her. It would all come right if they tried. 

He looked round. A good many of the nicest men he knew were like himself, bound in by their 

own virginity, which they could not break out of. They were so sensitive to their women that 

they would go without them for ever rather than do them a hurt, an injustice. Being the sons of 

mothers whose husbands had blundered rather brutally through their feminine sanctities, they 

were themselves too diffident and shy. They could easier deny themselves than incur any 

reproach from a woman; for a woman was like their mother, and they were full of the sense of 

their mother. They preferred themselves to suffer the misery of celibacy, rather than risk the 

other person. 

He went back to her. Something in her, when he looked at her, brought the tears almost to his 

eyes. One day he stood behind her as she sang. Annie was playing a song on the piano. As 

Miriam sang her mouth seemed hopeless. She sang like a nun singing to heaven. It reminded him 

so much of the mouth and eyes of one who sings beside a Botticelli Madonna, so spiritual. 

Again, hot as steel, came up the pain in him. Why must he ask her for the other thing? Why was 

there his blood battling with her? If only he could have been always gentle, tender with her, 

breathing with her the atmosphere of reverie and religious dreams, he would give his right hand. 

It was not fair to hurt her. There seemed an eternal maidenhood about her; and when he thought 

of her mother, he saw the great brown eyes of a maiden who was nearly scared and shocked out 

of her virgin maidenhood, but not quite, in spite of her seven children. They had been born 

almost leaving her out of count, not of her, but upon her. So she could never let them go, because 

she never had possessed them. 



Mrs. Morel saw him going again frequently to Miriam, and was astonished. He said nothing to 

his mother. He did not explain nor excuse himself. If he came home late, and she reproached 

him, he frowned and turned on her in an overbearing way: 

“I shall come home when I like,” he said; “I am old enough.” 

“Must she keep you till this time?” 

“It is I who stay,” he answered. 

“And she lets you? But very well,” she said. 

And she went to bed, leaving the door unlocked for him; but she lay listening until he came, 

often long after. It was a great bitterness to her that he had gone back to Miriam. She recognised, 

however, the uselessness of any further interference. He went to Willey Farm as a man now, not 

as a youth. She had no right over him. There was a coldness between him and her. He hardly told 

her anything. Discarded, she waited on him, cooked for him still, and loved to slave for him; but 

her face closed again like a mask. There was nothing for her to do now but the housework; for all 

the rest he had gone to Miriam. She could not forgive him. Miriam killed the joy and the warmth 

in him. He had been such a jolly lad, and full of the warmest affection; now he grew colder, more 

and more irritable and gloomy. It reminded her of William; but Paul was worse. He did things 

with more intensity, and more realisation of what he was about. His mother knew how he was 

suffering for want of a woman, and she saw him going to Miriam. If he had made up his mind, 

nothing on earth would alter him. Mrs. Morel was tired. She began to give up at last; she had 

finished. She was in the way. 

He went on determinedly. He realised more or less what his mother felt. It only hardened his 

soul. He made himself callous towards her; but it was like being callous to his own health. It 

undermined him quickly; yet he persisted. 

He lay back in the rocking-chair at Willey Farm one evening. He had been talking to Miriam 

for some weeks, but had not come to the point. Now he said suddenly: 

“I am twenty-four, almost.” 

She had been brooding. She looked up at him suddenly in surprise. 

“Yes. What makes you say it?” 

There was something in the charged atmosphere that she dreaded. 

“Sir Thomas More says one can marry at twenty-four.” 

She laughed quaintly, saying: 

“Does it need Sir Thomas More’s sanction?” 

“No; but one ought to marry about then.” 

“Ay,” she answered broodingly; and she waited. 

“I can’t marry you,” he continued slowly, “not now, because we’ve no money, and they 

depend on me at home.” 

She sat half-guessing what was coming. 

“But I want to marry now—” 

“You want to marry?” she repeated. 

“A woman—you know what I mean.” 

She was silent. 



“Now, at last, I must,” he said. 

“Ay,” she answered. 

“And you love me?” 

She laughed bitterly. 

“Why are you ashamed of it,” he answered. “You wouldn’t be ashamed before your God, why 

are you before people?” 

“Nay,” she answered deeply, “I am not ashamed.” 

“You are,” he replied bitterly; “and it’s my fault. But you know I can’t help being—as I am—

don’t you?” 

“I know you can’t help it,” she replied. 

“I love you an awful lot—then there is something short.” 

“Where?” she answered, looking at him. 

“Oh, in me! It is I who ought to be ashamed—like a spiritual cripple. And I am ashamed. It is 

misery. Why is it?” 

“I don’t know,” replied Miriam. 

“And I don’t know,” he repeated. “Don’t you think we have been too fierce in our what they 

call purity? Don’t you think that to be so much afraid and averse is a sort of dirtiness?” 

She looked at him with startled dark eyes. 

“You recoiled away from anything of the sort, and I took the motion from you, and recoiled 

also, perhaps worse.” 

There was silence in the room for some time. 

“Yes,” she said, “it is so.” 

“There is between us,” he said, “all these years of intimacy. I feel naked enough before you. 

Do you understand?” 

“I think so,” she answered. 

“And you love me?” 

She laughed. 

“Don’t be bitter,” he pleaded. 

She looked at him and was sorry for him; his eyes were dark with torture. She was sorry for 

him; it was worse for him to have this deflated love than for herself, who could never be properly 

mated. He was restless, for ever urging forward and trying to find a way out. He might do as he 

liked, and have what he liked of her. 

“Nay,” she said softly, “I am not bitter.” 

She felt she could bear anything for him; she would suffer for him. She put her hand on his 

knee as he leaned forward in his chair. He took it and kissed it; but it hurt to do so. He felt he 

was putting himself aside. He sat there sacrificed to her purity, which felt more like nullity. How 

could he kiss her hand passionately, when it would drive her away, and leave nothing but pain? 

Yet slowly he drew her to him and kissed her. 

They knew each other too well to pretend anything. As she kissed him, she watched his eyes; 

they were staring across the room, with a peculiar dark blaze in them that fascinated her. He was 

perfectly still. She could feel his heart throbbing heavily in his breast. 



“What are you thinking about?” she asked. 

The blaze in his eyes shuddered, became uncertain. 

“I was thinking, all the while, I love you. I have been obstinate.” 

She sank her head on his breast. 

“Yes,” she answered. 

“That’s all,” he said, and his voice seemed sure, and his mouth was kissing her throat. 

Then she raised her head and looked into his eyes with her full gaze of love. The blaze 

struggled, seemed to try to get away from her, and then was quenched. He turned his head 

quickly aside. It was a moment of anguish. 

“Kiss me,” she whispered. 

He shut his eyes, and kissed her, and his arms folded her closer and closer. 

When she walked home with him over the fields, he said: 

“I am glad I came back to you. I feel so simple with you—as if there was nothing to hide. We 

will be happy?” 

“Yes,” she murmured, and the tears came to her eyes. 

“Some sort of perversity in our souls,” he said, “makes us not want, get away from, the very 

thing we want. We have to fight against that.” 

“Yes,” she said, and she felt stunned. 

As she stood under the drooping thorn-tree, in the darkness by the roadside, he kissed her, and 

his fingers wandered over her face. In the darkness, where he could not see her but only feel her, 

his passion flooded him. He clasped her very close. 

“Sometime you will have me?” he murmured, hiding his face on her shoulder. It was so 

difficult. 

“Not now,” she said. 

His hopes and his heart sunk. A dreariness came over him. 

“No,” he said. 

His clasp of her slackened. 

“I love to feel your arm there!” she said, pressing his arm against her back, where it went 

round her waist. “It rests me so.” 

He tightened the pressure of his arm upon the small of her back to rest her. 

“We belong to each other,” he said. 

“Yes.” 

“Then why shouldn’t we belong to each other altogether?” 

“But—” she faltered. 

“I know it’s a lot to ask,” he said; “but there’s not much risk for you really—not in the 

Gretchen way. You can trust me there?” 

“Oh, I can trust you.” The answer came quick and strong. “It’s not that—it’s not that at all—

but—” 

“What?” 

She hid her face in his neck with a little cry of misery. 



“I don’t know!” she cried. 

She seemed slightly hysterical, but with a sort of horror. His heart died in him. 

“You don’t think it ugly?” he asked. 

“No, not now. You have taught me it isn’t.” 

“You are afraid?” 

She calmed herself hastily. 

“Yes, I am only afraid,” she said. 

He kissed her tenderly. 

“Never mind,” he said. “You should please yourself.” 

Suddenly she gripped his arms round her, and clenched her body stiff. 

“You shall have me,” she said, through her shut teeth. 

His heart beat up again like fire. He folded her close, and his mouth was on her throat. She 

could not bear it. She drew away. He disengaged her. 

“Won’t you be late?” she asked gently. 

He sighed, scarcely hearing what she said. She waited, wishing he would go. At last he kissed 

her quickly and climbed the fence. Looking round he saw the pale blotch of her face down in the 

darkness under the hanging tree. There was no more of her but this pale blotch. 

“Good-bye!” she called softly. She had no body, only a voice and a dim face. He turned away 

and ran down the road, his fists clenched; and when he came to the wall over the lake he leaned 

there, almost stunned, looking up the black water. 

Miriam plunged home over the meadows. She was not afraid of people, what they might say; 

but she dreaded the issue with him. Yes, she would let him have her if he insisted; and then, 

when she thought of it afterwards, her heart went down. He would be disappointed, he would 

find no satisfaction, and then he would go away. Yet he was so insistent; and over this, which did 

not seem so all-important to her, was their love to break down. After all, he was only like other 

men, seeking his satisfaction. Oh, but there was something more in him, something deeper! She 

could trust to it, in spite of all desires. He said that possession was a great moment in life. All 

strong emotions concentrated there. Perhaps it was so. There was something divine in it; then she 

would submit, religiously, to the sacrifice. He should have her. And at the thought her whole 

body clenched itself involuntarily, hard, as if against something; but Life forced her through this 

gate of suffering, too, and she would submit. At any rate, it would give him what he wanted, 

which was her deepest wish. She brooded and brooded and brooded herself towards accepting 

him. 

He courted her now like a lover. Often, when he grew hot, she put his face from her, held it 

between her hands, and looked in his eyes. He could not meet her gaze. Her dark eyes, full of 

love, earnest and searching, made him turn away. Not for an instant would she let him forget. 

Back again he had to torture himself into a sense of his responsibility and hers. Never any 

relaxing, never any leaving himself to the great hunger and impersonality of passion; he must be 

brought back to a deliberate, reflective creature. As if from a swoon of passion she caged him 

back to the littleness, the personal relationship. He could not bear it. “Leave me alone—leave me 

alone!” he wanted to cry; but she wanted him to look at her with eyes full of love. His eyes, full 

of the dark, impersonal fire of desire, did not belong to her. 



There was a great crop of cherries at the farm. The trees at the back of the house, very large 

and tall, hung thick with scarlet and crimson drops, under the dark leaves. Paul and Edgar were 

gathering the fruit one evening. It had been a hot day, and now the clouds were rolling in the sky, 

dark and warm. Paul climbed high in the tree, above the scarlet roofs of the buildings. The wind, 

moaning steadily, made the whole tree rock with a subtle, thrilling motion that stirred the blood. 

The young man, perched insecurely in the slender branches, rocked till he felt slightly drunk, 

reached down the boughs, where the scarlet beady cherries hung thick underneath, and tore off 

handful after handful of the sleek, cool-fleshed fruit. Cherries touched his ears and his neck as he 

stretched forward, their chill finger-tips sending a flash down his blood. All shades of red, from a 

golden vermilion to a rich crimson, glowed and met his eyes under a darkness of leaves. 

The sun, going down, suddenly caught the broken clouds. Immense piles of gold flared out in 

the south-east, heaped in soft, glowing yellow right up the sky. The world, till now dusk and 

grey, reflected the gold glow, astonished. Everywhere the trees, and the grass, and the far-off 

water, seemed roused from the twilight and shining. 

Miriam came out wondering. 

“Oh!” Paul heard her mellow voice call, “isn’t it wonderful?” 

He looked down. There was a faint gold glimmer on her face, that looked very soft, turned up 

to him. 

“How high you are!” she said. 

Beside her, on the rhubarb leaves, were four dead birds, thieves that had been shot. Paul saw 

some cherry stones hanging quite bleached, like skeletons, picked clear of flesh. He looked down 

again to Miriam. 

“Clouds are on fire,” he said. 

“Beautiful!” she cried. 

She seemed so small, so soft, so tender, down there. He threw a handful of cherries at her. She 

was startled and frightened. He laughed with a low, chuckling sound, and pelted her. She ran for 

shelter, picking up some cherries. Two fine red pairs she hung over her ears; then she looked up 

again. 

“Haven’t you got enough?” she asked. 

“Nearly. It is like being on a ship up here.” 

“And how long will you stay?” 

“While the sunset lasts.” 

She went to the fence and sat there, watching the gold clouds fall to pieces, and go in 

immense, rose-coloured ruin towards the darkness. Gold flamed to scarlet, like pain in its intense 

brightness. Then the scarlet sank to rose, and rose to crimson, and quickly the passion went out 

of the sky. All the world was dark grey. Paul scrambled quickly down with his basket, tearing his 

shirt-sleeve as he did so. 

“They are lovely,” said Miriam, fingering the cherries. 

“I’ve torn my sleeve,” he answered. 

She took the three-cornered rip, saying: 

“I shall have to mend it.” It was near the shoulder. She put her fingers through the tear. “How 

warm!” she said. 



He laughed. There was a new, strange note in his voice, one that made her pant. 

“Shall we stay out?” he said. 

“Won’t it rain?” she asked. 

“No, let us walk a little way.” 

They went down the fields and into the thick plantation of trees and pines. 

“Shall we go in among the trees?” he asked. 

“Do you want to?” 

“Yes.” 

It was very dark among the firs, and the sharp spines pricked her face. She was afraid. Paul 

was silent and strange. 

“I like the darkness,” he said. “I wish it were thicker—good, thick darkness.” 

He seemed to be almost unaware of her as a person: she was only to him then a woman. She 

was afraid. 

He stood against a pine-tree trunk and took her in his arms. She relinquished herself to him, 

but it was a sacrifice in which she felt something of horror. This thick-voiced, oblivious man was 

a stranger to her. 

Later it began to rain. The pine-trees smelled very strong. Paul lay with his head on the 

ground, on the dead pine needles, listening to the sharp hiss of the rain—a steady, keen noise. 

His heart was down, very heavy. Now he realised that she had not been with him all the time, 

that her soul had stood apart, in a sort of horror. He was physically at rest, but no more. Very 

dreary at heart, very sad, and very tender, his fingers wandered over her face pitifully. Now again 

she loved him deeply. He was tender and beautiful. 

“The rain!” he said. 

“Yes—is it coming on you?” 

She put her hands over him, on his hair, on his shoulders, to feel if the raindrops fell on him. 

She loved him dearly. He, as he lay with his face on the dead pine-leaves, felt extraordinarily 

quiet. He did not mind if the raindrops came on him: he would have lain and got wet through: he 

felt as if nothing mattered, as if his living were smeared away into the beyond, near and quite 

lovable. This strange, gentle reaching-out to death was new to him. 

“We must go,” said Miriam. 

“Yes,” he answered, but did not move. 

To him now, life seemed a shadow, day a white shadow; night, and death, and stillness, and 

inaction, this seemed like being. To be alive, to be urgent and insistent—that was not-to-be. The 

highest of all was to melt out into the darkness and sway there, identified with the great Being. 

“The rain is coming in on us,” said Miriam. 

He rose, and assisted her. 

“It is a pity,” he said. 

“What?” 

“To have to go. I feel so still.” 

“Still!” she repeated. 

“Stiller than I have ever been in my life.” 



He was walking with his hand in hers. She pressed his fingers, feeling a slight fear. Now he 

seemed beyond her; she had a fear lest she should lose him. 

“The fir-trees are like presences on the darkness: each one only a presence.” 

She was afraid, and said nothing. 

“A sort of hush: the whole night wondering and asleep: I suppose that’s what we do in death—

sleep in wonder.” 

She had been afraid before of the brute in him: now of the mystic. She trod beside him in 

silence. The rain fell with a heavy “Hush!” on the trees. At last they gained the cartshed. 

“Let us stay here awhile,” he said. 

There was a sound of rain everywhere, smothering everything. 

“I feel so strange and still,” he said; “along with everything.” 

“Ay,” she answered patiently. 

He seemed again unaware of her, though he held her hand close. 

“To be rid of our individuality, which is our will, which is our effort—to live effortless, a kind 

of curious sleep—that is very beautiful, I think; that is our after-life—our immortality.” 

“Yes?” 

“Yes—and very beautiful to have.” 

“You don’t usually say that.” 

“No.” 

In a while they went indoors. Everybody looked at them curiously. He still kept the quiet, 

heavy look in his eyes, the stillness in his voice. Instinctively, they all left him alone. 

About this time Miriam’s grandmother, who lived in a tiny cottage in Woodlinton, fell ill, and 

the girl was sent to keep house. It was a beautiful little place. The cottage had a big garden in 

front, with red brick walls, against which the plum trees were nailed. At the back another garden 

was separated from the fields by a tall old hedge. It was very pretty. Miriam had not much to do, 

so she found time for her beloved reading, and for writing little introspective pieces which 

interested her. 

At the holiday-time her grandmother, being better, was driven to Derby to stay with her 

daughter for a day or two. She was a crotchety old lady, and might return the second day or the 

third; so Miriam stayed alone in the cottage, which also pleased her. 

Paul used often to cycle over, and they had as a rule peaceful and happy times. He did not 

embarrass her much; but then on the Monday of the holiday he was to spend a whole day with 

her. 

It was perfect weather. He left his mother, telling her where he was going. She would be alone 

all the day. It cast a shadow over him; but he had three days that were all his own, when he was 

going to do as he liked. It was sweet to rush through the morning lanes on his bicycle. 

He got to the cottage at about eleven o’clock. Miriam was busy preparing dinner. She looked 

so perfectly in keeping with the little kitchen, ruddy and busy. He kissed her and sat down to 

watch. The room was small and cosy. The sofa was covered all over with a sort of linen in 

squares of red and pale blue, old, much washed, but pretty. There was a stuffed owl in a case 

over a corner cupboard. The sunlight came through the leaves of the scented geraniums in the 

window. She was cooking a chicken in his honour. It was their cottage for the day, and they were 



man and wife. He beat the eggs for her and peeled the potatoes. He thought she gave a feeling of 

home almost like his mother; and no one could look more beautiful, with her tumbled curls, 

when she was flushed from the fire. 

The dinner was a great success. Like a young husband, he carved. They talked all the time 

with unflagging zest. Then he wiped the dishes she had washed, and they went out down the 

fields. There was a bright little brook that ran into a bog at the foot of a very steep bank. Here 

they wandered, picking still a few marsh-marigolds and many big blue forget-me-nots. Then she 

sat on the bank with her hands full of flowers, mostly golden water-blobs. As she put her face 

down into the marigolds, it was all overcast with a yellow shine. 

“Your face is bright,” he said, “like a transfiguration.” 

She looked at him, questioning. He laughed pleadingly to her, laying his hands on hers. Then 

he kissed her fingers, then her face. 

The world was all steeped in sunshine, and quite still, yet not asleep, but quivering with a kind 

of expectancy. 

“I have never seen anything more beautiful than this,” he said. He held her hand fast all the 

time. 

“And the water singing to itself as it runs—do you love it?” She looked at him full of love. His 

eyes were very dark, very bright. 

“Don’t you think it’s a great day?” he asked. 

She murmured her assent. She was happy, and he saw it. 

“And our day—just between us,” he said. 

They lingered a little while. Then they stood up upon the sweet thyme, and he looked down at 

her simply. 

“Will you come?” he asked. 

They went back to the house, hand in hand, in silence. The chickens came scampering down 

the path to her. He locked the door, and they had the little house to themselves. 

He never forgot seeing her as she lay on the bed, when he was unfastening his collar. First he 

saw only her beauty, and was blind with it. She had the most beautiful body he had ever 

imagined. He stood unable to move or speak, looking at her, his face half-smiling with wonder. 

And then he wanted her, but as he went forward to her, her hands lifted in a little pleading 

movement, and he looked at her face, and stopped. Her big brown eyes were watching him, still 

and resigned and loving; she lay as if she had given herself up to sacrifice: there was her body 

for him; but the look at the back of her eyes, like a creature awaiting immolation, arrested him, 

and all his blood fell back. 

“You are sure you want me?” he asked, as if a cold shadow had come over him. 

“Yes, quite sure.” 

She was very quiet, very calm. She only realised that she was doing something for him. He 

could hardly bear it. She lay to be sacrificed for him because she loved him so much. And he had 

to sacrifice her. For a second, he wished he were sexless or dead. Then he shut his eyes again to 

her, and his blood beat back again. 

And afterwards he loved her—loved her to the last fibre of his being. He loved her. But he 

wanted, somehow, to cry. There was something he could not bear for her sake. He stayed with 

her till quite late at night. As he rode home he felt that he was finally initiated. He was a youth 



no longer. But why had he the dull pain in his soul? Why did the thought of death, the after-life, 

seem so sweet and consoling? 

He spent the week with Miriam, and wore her out with his passion before it was gone. He had 

always, almost wilfully, to put her out of count, and act from the brute strength of his own 

feelings. And he could not do it often, and there remained afterwards always the sense of failure 

and of death. If he were really with her, he had to put aside himself and his desire. If he would 

have her, he had to put her aside. 

“When I come to you,” he asked her, his eyes dark with pain and shame, “you don’t really 

want me, do you?” 

“Ah, yes!” she replied quickly. 

He looked at her. 

“Nay,” he said. 

She began to tremble. 

“You see,” she said, taking his face and shutting it out against her shoulder—“you see—as we 

are—how can I get used to you? It would come all right if we were married.” 

He lifted her head, and looked at her. 

“You mean, now, it is always too much shock?” 

“Yes—and—” 

“You are always clenched against me.” 

She was trembling with agitation. 

“You see,” she said, “I’m not used to the thought—” 

“You are lately,” he said. 

“But all my life. Mother said to me: ‘There is one thing in marriage that is always dreadful, 

but you have to bear it.’ And I believed it.” 

“And still believe it,” he said. 

“No!” she cried hastily. “I believe, as you do, that loving, even in that way, is the high-water 

mark of living.” 

“That doesn’t alter the fact that you never want it.” 

“No,” she said, taking his head in her arms and rocking in despair. “Don’t say so! You don’t 

understand.” She rocked with pain. “Don’t I want your children?” 

“But not me.” 

“How can you say so? But we must be married to have children—” 

“Shall we be married, then? I want you to have my children.” 

He kissed her hand reverently. She pondered sadly, watching him. 

“We are too young,” she said at length. 

“Twenty-four and twenty-three—” 

“Not yet,” she pleaded, as she rocked herself in distress. 

“When you will,” he said. 

She bowed her head gravely. The tone of hopelessness in which he said these things grieved 

her deeply. It had always been a failure between them. Tacitly, she acquiesced in what he felt. 



And after a week of love he said to his mother suddenly one Sunday night, just as they were 

going to bed: 

“I shan’t go so much to Miriam’s, mother.” 

She was surprised, but she would not ask him anything. 

“You please yourself,” she said. 

So he went to bed. But there was a new quietness about him which she had wondered at. She 

almost guessed. She would leave him alone, however. Precipitation might spoil things. She 

watched him in his loneliness, wondering where he would end. He was sick, and much too quiet 

for him. There was a perpetual little knitting of his brows, such as she had seen when he was a 

small baby, and which had been gone for many years. Now it was the same again. And she could 

do nothing for him. He had to go on alone, make his own way. 

He continued faithful to Miriam. For one day he had loved her utterly. But it never came 

again. The sense of failure grew stronger. At first it was only a sadness. Then he began to feel he 

could not go on. He wanted to run, to go abroad, anything. Gradually he ceased to ask her to 

have him. Instead of drawing them together, it put them apart. And then he realised, consciously, 

that it was no good. It was useless trying: it would never be a success between them. 

For some months he had seen very little of Clara. They had occasionally walked out for half 

an hour at dinner-time. But he always reserved himself for Miriam. With Clara, however, his 

brow cleared, and he was gay again. She treated him indulgently, as if he were a child. He 

thought he did not mind. But deep below the surface it piqued him. 

Sometimes Miriam said: 

“What about Clara? I hear nothing of her lately.” 

“I walked with her about twenty minutes yesterday,” he replied. 

“And what did she talk about?” 

“I don’t know. I suppose I did all the jawing—I usually do. I think I was telling her about the 

strike, and how the women took it.” 

“Yes.” 

So he gave the account of himself. 

But insidiously, without his knowing it, the warmth he felt for Clara drew him away from 

Miriam, for whom he felt responsible, and to whom he felt he belonged. He thought he was 

being quite faithful to her. It was not easy to estimate exactly the strength and warmth of one’s 

feelings for a woman till they have run away with one. 

He began to give more time to his men friends. There was Jessop, at the Art School; Swain, 

who was chemistry demonstrator at the university; Newton, who was a teacher; besides Edgar 

and Miriam’s younger brothers. Pleading work, he sketched and studied with Jessop. He called 

in the university for Swain, and the two went “down town” together. Having come home in the 

train with Newton, he called and had a game of billiards with him in the Moon and Stars. If he 

gave to Miriam the excuse of his men friends, he felt quite justified. His mother began to be 

relieved. He always told her where he had been. 

During the summer Clara wore sometimes a dress of soft cotton stuff with loose sleeves. 

When she lifted her hands, her sleeves fell back, and her beautiful strong arms shone out. 

“Half a minute,” he cried. “Hold your arm still.” 



He made sketches of her hand and arm, and the drawings contained some of the fascination 

the real thing had for him. Miriam, who always went scrupulously through his books and papers, 

saw the drawings. 

“I think Clara has such beautiful arms,” he said. 

“Yes! When did you draw them?” 

“On Tuesday, in the work-room. You know, I’ve got a corner where I can work. Often I can 

do every single thing they need in the department, before dinner. Then I work for myself in the 

afternoon, and just see to things at night.” 

“Yes,” she said, turning the leaves of his sketch-book. 

Frequently he hated Miriam. He hated her as she bent forward and pored over his things. He 

hated her way of patiently casting him up, as if he were an endless psychological account. When 

he was with her, he hated her for having got him, and yet not got him, and he tortured her. She 

took all and gave nothing, he said. At least, she gave no living warmth. She was never alive, and 

giving off life. Looking for her was like looking for something which did not exist. She was only 

his conscience, not his mate. He hated her violently, and was more cruel to her. They dragged on 

till the next summer. He saw more and more of Clara. 

At last he spoke. He had been sitting working at home one evening. There was between him 

and his mother a peculiar condition of people frankly finding fault with each other. Mrs. Morel 

was strong on her feet again. He was not going to stick to Miriam. Very well; then she would 

stand aloof till he said something. It had been coming a long time, this bursting of the storm in 

him, when he would come back to her. This evening there was between them a peculiar 

condition of suspense. He worked feverishly and mechanically, so that he could escape from 

himself. It grew late. Through the open door, stealthily, came the scent of madonna lilies, almost 

as if it were prowling abroad. Suddenly he got up and went out of doors. 

The beauty of the night made him want to shout. A half-moon, dusky gold, was sinking behind 

the black sycamore at the end of the garden, making the sky dull purple with its glow. Nearer, a 

dim white fence of lilies went across the garden, and the air all round seemed to stir with scent, 

as if it were alive. He went across the bed of pinks, whose keen perfume came sharply across the 

rocking, heavy scent of the lilies, and stood alongside the white barrier of flowers. They flagged 

all loose, as if they were panting. The scent made him drunk. He went down to the field to watch 

the moon sink under. 

A corncrake in the hay-close called insistently. The moon slid quite quickly downwards, 

growing more flushed. Behind him the great flowers leaned as if they were calling. And then, 

like a shock, he caught another perfume, something raw and coarse. Hunting round, he found the 

purple iris, touched their fleshy throats and their dark, grasping hands. At any rate, he had found 

something. They stood stiff in the darkness. Their scent was brutal. The moon was melting down 

upon the crest of the hill. It was gone; all was dark. The corncrake called still. 

Breaking off a pink, he suddenly went indoors. 

“Come, my boy,” said his mother. “I’m sure it’s time you went to bed.” 

He stood with the pink against his lips. 

“I shall break off with Miriam, mother,” he answered calmly. 

She looked up at him over her spectacles. He was staring back at her, unswerving. She met his 

eyes for a moment, then took off her glasses. He was white. The male was up in him, dominant. 

She did not want to see him too clearly. 



“But I thought—” she began. 

“Well,” he answered, “I don’t love her. I don’t want to marry her—so I shall have done.” 

“But,” exclaimed his mother, amazed, “I thought lately you had made up your mind to have 

her, and so I said nothing.” 

“I had—I wanted to—but now I don’t want. It’s no good. I shall break off on Sunday. I ought 

to, oughtn’t I?” 

“You know best. You know I said so long ago.” 

“I can’t help that now. I shall break off on Sunday.” 

“Well,” said his mother, “I think it will be best. But lately I decided you had made up your 

mind to have her, so I said nothing, and should have said nothing. But I say as I have always 

said, I don’t think she is suited to you.” 

“On Sunday I break off,” he said, smelling the pink. He put the flower in his mouth. 

Unthinking, he bared his teeth, closed them on the blossom slowly, and had a mouthful of petals. 

These he spat into the fire, kissed his mother, and went to bed. 

On Sunday he went up to the farm in the early afternoon. He had written Miriam that they 

would walk over the fields to Hucknall. His mother was very tender with him. He said nothing. 

But she saw the effort it was costing. The peculiar set look on his face stilled her. 

“Never mind, my son,” she said. “You will be so much better when it is all over.” 

Paul glanced swiftly at his mother in surprise and resentment. He did not want sympathy. 

Miriam met him at the lane-end. She was wearing a new dress of figured muslin that had short 

sleeves. Those short sleeves, and Miriam’s brown-skinned arms beneath them—such pitiful, 

resigned arms—gave him so much pain that they helped to make him cruel. She had made 

herself look so beautiful and fresh for him. She seemed to blossom for him alone. Every time he 

looked at her—a mature young woman now, and beautiful in her new dress—it hurt so much that 

his heart seemed almost to be bursting with the restraint he put on it. But he had decided, and it 

was irrevocable. 

On the hills they sat down, and he lay with his head in her lap, whilst she fingered his hair. 

She knew that “he was not there,” as she put it. Often, when she had him with her, she looked for 

him, and could not find him. But this afternoon she was not prepared. 

It was nearly five o’clock when he told her. They were sitting on the bank of a stream, where 

the lip of turf hung over a hollow bank of yellow earth, and he was hacking away with a stick, as 

he did when he was perturbed and cruel. 

“I have been thinking,” he said, “we ought to break off.” 

“Why?” she cried in surprise. 

“Because it’s no good going on.” 

“Why is it no good?” 

“It isn’t. I don’t want to marry. I don’t want ever to marry. And if we’re not going to marry, 

it’s no good going on.” 

“But why do you say this now?” 

“Because I’ve made up my mind.” 

“And what about these last months, and the things you told me then?” 

“I can’t help it! I don’t want to go on.” 



“You don’t want any more of me?” 

“I want us to break off—you be free of me, I free of you.” 

“And what about these last months?” 

“I don’t know. I’ve not told you anything but what I thought was true.” 

“Then why are you different now?” 

“I’m not—I’m the same—only I know it’s no good going on.” 

“You haven’t told me why it’s no good.” 

“Because I don’t want to go on—and I don’t want to marry.” 

“How many times have you offered to marry me, and I wouldn’t?” 

“I know; but I want us to break off.” 

There was silence for a moment or two, while he dug viciously at the earth. She bent her head, 

pondering. He was an unreasonable child. He was like an infant which, when it has drunk its fill, 

throws away and smashes the cup. She looked at him, feeling she could get hold of him 

and wring some consistency out of him. But she was helpless. Then she cried: 

“I have said you were only fourteen—you are only four!” 

He still dug at the earth viciously. He heard. 

“You are a child of four,” she repeated in her anger. 

He did not answer, but said in his heart: “All right; if I’m a child of four, what do you want me 

for? I don’t want another mother.” But he said nothing to her, and there was silence. 

“And have you told your people?” she asked. 

“I have told my mother.” 

There was another long interval of silence. 

“Then what do you want?” she asked. 

“Why, I want us to separate. We have lived on each other all these years; now let us stop. I 

will go my own way without you, and you will go your way without me. You will have an 

independent life of your own then.” 

There was in it some truth that, in spite of her bitterness, she could not help registering. She 

knew she felt in a sort of bondage to him, which she hated because she could not control it. She 

hated her love for him from the moment it grew too strong for her. And, deep down, she had 

hated him because she loved him and he dominated her. She had resisted his domination. She 

had fought to keep herself free of him in the last issue. And she was free of him, even more than 

he of her. 

“And,” he continued, “we shall always be more or less each other’s work. You have done a lot 

for me, I for you. Now let us start and live by ourselves.” 

“What do you want to do?” she asked. 

“Nothing—only to be free,” he answered. 

She, however, knew in her heart that Clara’s influence was over him to liberate him. But she 

said nothing. 

“And what have I to tell my mother?” she asked. 

“I told my mother,” he answered, “that I was breaking off—clean and altogether.” 

“I shall not tell them at home,” she said. 



Frowning, “You please yourself,” he said. 

He knew he had landed her in a nasty hole, and was leaving her in the lurch. It angered him. 

“Tell them you wouldn’t and won’t marry me, and have broken off,” he said. “It’s true 

enough.” 

She bit her finger moodily. She thought over their whole affair. She had known it would come 

to this; she had seen it all along. It chimed with her bitter expectation. 

“Always—it has always been so!” she cried. “It has been one long battle between us—you 

fighting away from me.” 

It came from her unawares, like a flash of lightning. The man’s heart stood still. Was this how 

she saw it? 

“But we’ve had some perfect hours, some perfect times, when we were together!” he pleaded. 

“Never!” she cried; “never! It has always been you fighting me off.” 

“Not always—not at first!” he pleaded. 

“Always, from the very beginning—always the same!” 

She had finished, but she had done enough. He sat aghast. He had wanted to say: “It has been 

good, but it is at an end.” And she—she whose love he had believed in when he had despised 

himself—denied that their love had ever been love. “He had always fought away from her?” 

Then it had been monstrous. There had never been anything really between them; all the time he 

had been imagining something where there was nothing. And she had known. She had known so 

much, and had told him so little. She had known all the time. All the time this was at the bottom 

of her! 

He sat silent in bitterness. At last the whole affair appeared in a cynical aspect to him. She had 

really played with him, not he with her. She had hidden all her condemnation from him, had 

flattered him, and despised him. She despised him now. He grew intellectual and cruel. 

“You ought to marry a man who worships you,” he said; “then you could do as you liked with 

him. Plenty of men will worship you, if you get on the private side of their natures. You ought to 

marry one such. They would never fight you off.” 

“Thank you!” she said. “But don’t advise me to marry someone else any more. You’ve done it 

before.” 

“Very well,” he said; “I will say no more.” 

He sat still, feeling as if he had had a blow, instead of giving one. Their eight years of 

friendship and love, the eight years of his life, were nullified. 

“When did you think of this?” she asked. 

“I thought definitely on Thursday night.” 

“I knew it was coming,” she said. 

That pleased him bitterly. “Oh, very well! If she knew then it doesn’t come as a surprise to 

her,” he thought. 

“And have you said anything to Clara?” she asked. 

“No; but I shall tell her now.” 

There was a silence. 



“Do you remember the things you said this time last year, in my grandmother’s house—nay 

last month even?” 

“Yes,” he said; “I do! And I meant them! I can’t help that it’s failed.” 

“It has failed because you want something else.” 

“It would have failed whether or not. You never believed in me.” 

She laughed strangely. 

He sat in silence. He was full of a feeling that she had deceived him. She had despised him 

when he thought she worshipped him. She had let him say wrong things, and had not 

contradicted him. She had let him fight alone. But it stuck in his throat that she had despised him 

whilst he thought she worshipped him. She should have told him when she found fault with him. 

She had not played fair. He hated her. All these years she had treated him as if he were a hero, 

and thought of him secretly as an infant, a foolish child. Then why had she left the foolish child 

to his folly? His heart was hard against her. 

She sat full of bitterness. She had known—oh, well she had known! All the time he was away 

from her she had summed him up, seen his littleness, his meanness, and his folly. Even she had 

guarded her soul against him. She was not overthrown, not prostrated, not even much hurt. She 

had known. Only why, as he sat there, had he still this strange dominance over her? His very 

movements fascinated her as if she were hypnotised by him. Yet he was despicable, false, 

inconsistent, and mean. Why this bondage for her? Why was it the movement of his arm stirred 

her as nothing else in the world could? Why was she fastened to him? Why, even now, if he 

looked at her and commanded her, would she have to obey? She would obey him in his trifling 

commands. But once he was obeyed, then she had him in her power, she knew, to lead him 

where she would. She was sure of herself. Only, this new influence! Ah, he was not a man! He 

was a baby that cries for the newest toy. And all the attachment of his soul would not keep him. 

Very well, he would have to go. But he would come back when he had tired of his new 

sensation. 

He hacked at the earth till she was fretted to death. She rose. He sat flinging lumps of earth in 

the stream. 

“We will go and have tea here?” he asked. 

“Yes,” she answered. 

They chattered over irrelevant subjects during tea. He held forth on the love of ornament—the 

cottage parlour moved him thereto—and its connection with æsthetics. She was cold and quiet. 

As they walked home, she asked: 

“And we shall not see each other?” 

“No—or rarely,” he answered. 

“Nor write?” she asked, almost sarcastically. 

“As you will,” he answered. “We’re not strangers—never should be, whatever happened. I 

will write to you now and again. You please yourself.” 

“I see!” she answered cuttingly. 

But he was at that stage at which nothing else hurts. He had made a great cleavage in his life. 

He had had a great shock when she had told him their love had been always a conflict. Nothing 

more mattered. If it never had been much, there was no need to make a fuss that it was ended. 



He left her at the lane-end. As she went home, solitary, in her new frock, having her people to 

face at the other end, he stood still with shame and pain in the highroad, thinking of the suffering 

he caused her. 

In the reaction towards restoring his self-esteem, he went into the Willow Tree for a drink. 

There were four girls who had been out for the day, drinking a modest glass of port. They had 

some chocolates on the table. Paul sat near with his whisky. He noticed the girls whispering and 

nudging. Presently one, a bonny dark hussy, leaned to him and said: 

“Have a chocolate?” 

The others laughed loudly at her impudence. 

“All right,” said Paul. “Give me a hard one—nut. I don’t like creams.” 

“Here you are, then,” said the girl; “here’s an almond for you.” 

She held the sweet between her fingers. He opened his mouth. She popped it in, and blushed. 

“You are nice!” he said. 

“Well,” she answered, “we thought you looked overcast, and they dared me offer you a 

chocolate.” 

“I don’t mind if I have another—another sort,” he said. 

And presently they were all laughing together. 

It was nine o’clock when he got home, falling dark. He entered the house in silence. His 

mother, who had been waiting, rose anxiously. 

“I told her,” he said. 

“I’m glad,” replied the mother, with great relief. 

He hung up his cap wearily. 

“I said we’d have done altogether,” he said. 

“That’s right, my son,” said the mother. “It’s hard for her now, but best in the long run. I 

know. You weren’t suited for her.” 

He laughed shakily as he sat down. 

“I’ve had such a lark with some girls in a pub,” he said. 

His mother looked at him. He had forgotten Miriam now. He told her about the girls in the 

Willow Tree. Mrs. Morel looked at him. It seemed unreal, his gaiety. At the back of it was too 

much horror and misery. 

“Now have some supper,” she said very gently. 

Afterwards he said wistfully: 

“She never thought she’d have me, mother, not from the first, and so she’s not disappointed.” 

“I’m afraid,” said his mother, “she doesn’t give up hopes of you yet.” 

“No,” he said, “perhaps not.” 

“You’ll find it’s better to have done,” she said. 

“I don’t know,” he said desperately. 

“Well, leave her alone,” replied his mother. So he left her, and she was alone. Very few people 

cared for her, and she for very few people. She remained alone with herself, waiting. 

  



CHAPTER XII PASSION 

He was gradually making it possible to earn a livelihood by his art. Liberty’s had taken several 

of his painted designs on various stuffs, and he could sell designs for embroideries, for altar-

cloths, and similar things, in one or two places. It was not very much he made at present, but he 

might extend it. He had also made friends with the designer for a pottery firm, and was gaining 

some knowledge of his new acquaintance’s art. The applied arts interested him very much. At 

the same time he laboured slowly at his pictures. He loved to paint large figures, full of light, but 

not merely made up of lights and cast shadows, like the impressionists; rather definite figures 

that had a certain luminous quality, like some of Michael Angelo’s people. And these he fitted 

into a landscape, in what he thought true proportion. He worked a great deal from memory, using 

everybody he knew. He believed firmly in his work, that it was good and valuable. In spite of fits 

of depression, shrinking, everything, he believed in his work. 

He was twenty-four when he said his first confident thing to his mother. 

“Mother,” he said, “I s’ll make a painter that they’ll attend to.” 

She sniffed in her quaint fashion. It was like a half-pleased shrug of the shoulders. 

“Very well, my boy, we’ll see,” she said. 

“You shall see, my pigeon! You see if you’re not swanky one of these days!” 

“I’m quite content, my boy,” she smiled. 

“But you’ll have to alter. Look at you with Minnie!” 

Minnie was the small servant, a girl of fourteen. 

“And what about Minnie?” asked Mrs. Morel, with dignity. 

“I heard her this morning: ‘Eh, Mrs. Morel! I was going to do that,’ when you went out in the 

rain for some coal,” he said. “That looks a lot like your being able to manage servants!” 

“Well, it was only the child’s niceness,” said Mrs. Morel. 

“And you apologising to her: ‘You can’t do two things at once, can you?’” 

“She was busy washing up,” replied Mrs. Morel. 

“And what did she say? ‘It could easy have waited a bit. Now look how your feet paddle!’” 

“Yes—brazen young baggage!” said Mrs. Morel, smiling. 

He looked at his mother, laughing. She was quite warm and rosy again with love of him. It 

seemed as if all the sunshine were on her for a moment. He continued his work gladly. She 

seemed so well when she was happy that he forgot her grey hair. 

And that year she went with him to the Isle of Wight for a holiday. It was too exciting for 

them both, and too beautiful. Mrs. Morel was full of joy and wonder. But he would have her 

walk with him more than she was able. She had a bad fainting bout. So grey her face was, so 

blue her mouth! It was agony to him. He felt as if someone were pushing a knife in his chest. 

Then she was better again, and he forgot. But the anxiety remained inside him, like a wound that 

did not close. 

After leaving Miriam he went almost straight to Clara. On the Monday following the day of 

the rupture he went down to the work-room. She looked up at him and smiled. They had grown 

very intimate unawares. She saw a new brightness about him. 

“Well, Queen of Sheba!” he said, laughing. 



“But why?” she asked. 

“I think it suits you. You’ve got a new frock on.” 

She flushed, asking: 

“And what of it?” 

“Suits you—awfully! I could design you a dress.” 

“How would it be?” 

He stood in front of her, his eyes glittering as he expounded. He kept her eyes fixed with his. 

Then suddenly he took hold of her. She half-started back. He drew the stuff of her blouse tighter, 

smoothed it over her breast. 

“More so!” he explained. 

But they were both of them flaming with blushes, and immediately he ran away. He had 

touched her. His whole body was quivering with the sensation. 

There was already a sort of secret understanding between them. The next evening he went to 

the cinematograph with her for a few minutes before train-time. As they sat, he saw her hand 

lying near him. For some moments he dared not touch it. The pictures danced and dithered. Then 

he took her hand in his. It was large and firm; it filled his grasp. He held it fast. She neither 

moved nor made any sign. When they came out his train was due. He hesitated. 

“Good-night,” she said. He darted away across the road. 

The next day he came again, talking to her. She was rather superior with him. 

“Shall we go a walk on Monday?” he asked. 

She turned her face aside. 

“Shall you tell Miriam?” she replied sarcastically. 

“I have broken off with her,” he said. 

“When?” 

“Last Sunday.” 

“You quarrelled?” 

“No! I had made up my mind. I told her quite definitely I should consider myself free.” 

Clara did not answer, and he returned to his work. She was so quiet and so superb! 

On the Saturday evening he asked her to come and drink coffee with him in a restaurant, 

meeting him after work was over. She came, looking very reserved and very distant. He had 

three-quarters of an hour to train-time. 

“We will walk a little while,” he said. 

She agreed, and they went past the Castle into the Park. He was afraid of her. She walked 

moodily at his side, with a kind of resentful, reluctant, angry walk. He was afraid to take her 

hand. 

“Which way shall we go?” he asked as they walked in darkness. 

“I don’t mind.” 

“Then we’ll go up the steps.” 

He suddenly turned round. They had passed the Park steps. She stood still in resentment at his 

suddenly abandoning her. He looked for her. She stood aloof. He caught her suddenly in his 

arms, held her strained for a moment, kissed her. Then he let her go. 



“Come along,” he said, penitent. 

She followed him. He took her hand and kissed her finger-tips. They went in silence. When 

they came to the light, he let go her hand. Neither spoke till they reached the station. Then they 

looked each other in the eyes. 

“Good-night,” she said. 

And he went for his train. His body acted mechanically. People talked to him. He heard faint 

echoes answering them. He was in a delirium. He felt that he would go mad if Monday did not 

come at once. On Monday he would see her again. All himself was pitched there, ahead. Sunday 

intervened. He could not bear it. He could not see her till Monday. And Sunday intervened—

hour after hour of tension. He wanted to beat his head against the door of the carriage. But he sat 

still. He drank some whisky on the way home, but it only made it worse. His mother must not be 

upset, that was all. He dissembled, and got quickly to bed. There he sat, dressed, with his chin on 

his knees, staring out of the window at the far hill, with its few lights. He neither thought nor 

slept, but sat perfectly still, staring. And when at last he was so cold that he came to himself, he 

found his watch had stopped at half-past two. It was after three o’clock. He was exhausted, but 

still there was the torment of knowing it was only Sunday morning. He went to bed and slept. 

Then he cycled all day long, till he was fagged out. And he scarcely knew where he had been. 

But the day after was Monday. He slept till four o’clock. Then he lay and thought. He was 

coming nearer to himself—he could see himself, real, somewhere in front. She would go a walk 

with him in the afternoon. Afternoon! It seemed years ahead. 

Slowly the hours crawled. His father got up; he heard him pottering about. Then the miner set 

off to the pit, his heavy boots scraping the yard. Cocks were still crowing. A cart went down the 

road. His mother got up. She knocked the fire. Presently she called him softly. He answered as if 

he were asleep. This shell of himself did well. 

He was walking to the station—another mile! The train was near Nottingham. Would it stop 

before the tunnels? But it did not matter; it would get there before dinner-time. He was at 

Jordan’s. She would come in half an hour. At any rate, she would be near. He had done the 

letters. She would be there. Perhaps she had not come. He ran downstairs. Ah! he saw her 

through the glass door. Her shoulders stooping a little to her work made him feel he could not go 

forward; he could not stand. He went in. He was pale, nervous, awkward, and quite cold. Would 

she misunderstand him? He could not write his real self with this shell. 

“And this afternoon,” he struggled to say. “You will come?” 

“I think so,” she replied, murmuring. 

He stood before her, unable to say a word. She hid her face from him. Again came over him 

the feeling that he would lose consciousness. He set his teeth and went upstairs. He had done 

everything correctly yet, and he would do so. All the morning things seemed a long way off, as 

they do to a man under chloroform. He himself seemed under a tight band of constraint. Then 

there was his other self, in the distance, doing things, entering stuff in a ledger, and he watched 

that far-off him carefully to see he made no mistake. 

But the ache and strain of it could not go on much longer. He worked incessantly. Still it was 

only twelve o’clock. As if he had nailed his clothing against the desk, he stood there and worked, 

forcing every stroke out of himself. It was a quarter to one; he could clear away. Then he ran 

downstairs. 

“You will meet me at the Fountain at two o’clock,” he said. 



“I can’t be there till half-past.” 

“Yes!” he said. 

She saw his dark, mad eyes. 

“I will try at a quarter past.” 

And he had to be content. He went and got some dinner. All the time he was still under 

chloroform, and every minute was stretched out indefinitely. He walked miles of streets. Then he 

thought he would be late at the meeting-place. He was at the Fountain at five past two. The 

torture of the next quarter of an hour was refined beyond expression. It was the anguish of 

combining the living self with the shell. Then he saw her. She came! And he was there. 

“You are late,” he said. 

“Only five minutes,” she answered. 

“I’d never have done it to you,” he laughed. 

She was in a dark blue costume. He looked at her beautiful figure. 

“You want some flowers,” he said, going to the nearest florist’s. 

She followed him in silence. He bought her a bunch of scarlet, brick-red carnations. She put 

them in her coat, flushing. 

“That’s a fine colour!” he said. 

“I’d rather have had something softer,” she said. 

He laughed. 

“Do you feel like a blot of vermilion walking down the street?” he said. 

She hung her head, afraid of the people they met. He looked sideways at her as they walked. 

There was a wonderful close down on her face near the ear that he wanted to touch. And a 

certain heaviness, the heaviness of a very full ear of corn that dips slightly in the wind, that there 

was about her, made his brain spin. He seemed to be spinning down the street, everything going 

round. 

As they sat in the tram-car, she leaned her heavy shoulder against him, and he took her hand. 

He felt himself coming round from the anæsthetic, beginning to breathe. Her ear, half-hidden 

among her blonde hair, was near to him. The temptation to kiss it was almost too great. But there 

were other people on top of the car. It still remained to him to kiss it. After all, he was not 

himself, he was some attribute of hers, like the sunshine that fell on her. 

He looked quickly away. It had been raining. The big bluff of the Castle rock was streaked 

with rain, as it reared above the flat of the town. They crossed the wide, black space of the 

Midland Railway, and passed the cattle enclosure that stood out white. Then they ran down 

sordid Wilford Road. 

She rocked slightly to the tram’s motion, and as she leaned against him, rocked upon him. He 

was a vigorous, slender man, with exhaustless energy. His face was rough, with rough-hewn 

features, like the common people’s; but his eyes under the deep brows were so full of life that 

they fascinated her. They seemed to dance, and yet they were still trembling on the finest balance 

of laughter. His mouth the same was just going to spring into a laugh of triumph, yet did not. 

There was a sharp suspense about him. She bit her lip moodily. His hand was hard clenched over 

hers. 



They paid their two halfpennies at the turnstile and crossed the bridge. The Trent was very 

full. It swept silent and insidious under the bridge, travelling in a soft body. There had been a 

great deal of rain. On the river levels were flat gleams of flood water. The sky was grey, with 

glisten of silver here and there. In Wilford churchyard the dahlias were sodden with rain—wet 

black-crimson balls. No one was on the path that went along the green river meadow, along the 

elm-tree colonnade. 

There was the faintest haze over the silvery-dark water and the green meadow-bank, and the 

elm-trees that were spangled with gold. The river slid by in a body, utterly silent and swift, 

intertwining among itself like some subtle, complex creature. Clara walked moodily beside him. 

“Why,” she asked at length, in rather a jarring tone, “did you leave Miriam?” 

He frowned. 

“Because I wanted to leave her,” he said. 

“Why?” 

“Because I didn’t want to go on with her. And I didn’t want to marry.” 

She was silent for a moment. They picked their way down the muddy path. Drops of water fell 

from the elm-trees. 

“You didn’t want to marry Miriam, or you didn’t want to marry at all?” she asked. 

“Both,” he answered—“both!” 

They had to manœuvre to get to the stile, because of the pools of water. 

“And what did she say?” Clara asked. 

“Miriam? She said I was a baby of four, and that I always had battled her off.” 

Clara pondered over this for a time. 

“But you have really been going with her for some time?” she asked. 

“Yes.” 

“And now you don’t want any more of her?” 

“No. I know it’s no good.” 

She pondered again. 

“Don’t you think you’ve treated her rather badly?” she asked. 

“Yes; I ought to have dropped it years back. But it would have been no good going on. Two 

wrongs don’t make a right.” 

“How old are you?” Clara asked. 

“Twenty-five.” 

“And I am thirty,” she said. 

“I know you are.” 

“I shall be thirty-one—or am I thirty-one?” 

“I neither know nor care. What does it matter!” 

They were at the entrance to the Grove. The wet, red track, already sticky with fallen leaves, 

went up the steep bank between the grass. On either side stood the elm-trees like pillars along a 

great aisle, arching over and making high up a roof from which the dead leaves fell. All was 

empty and silent and wet. She stood on top of the stile, and he held both her hands. Laughing, 



she looked down into his eyes. Then she leaped. Her breast came against his; he held her, and 

covered her face with kisses. 

They went on up the slippery, steep red path. Presently she released his hand and put it round 

her waist. 

“You press the vein in my arm, holding it so tightly,” she said. 

They walked along. His finger-tips felt the rocking of her breast. All was silent and deserted. 

On the left the red wet plough-land showed through the doorways between the elm-boles and 

their branches. On the right, looking down, they could see the tree-tops of elms growing far 

beneath them, hear occasionally the gurgle of the river. Sometimes there below they caught 

glimpses of the full, soft-sliding Trent, and of water-meadows dotted with small cattle. 

“It has scarcely altered since little Kirke White used to come,” he said. 

But he was watching her throat below the ear, where the flush was fusing into the honey-

white, and her mouth that pouted disconsolate. She stirred against him as she walked, and his 

body was like a taut string. 

Halfway up the big colonnade of elms, where the Grove rose highest above the river, their 

forward movement faltered to an end. He led her across to the grass, under the trees at the edge 

of the path. The cliff of red earth sloped swiftly down, through trees and bushes, to the river that 

glimmered and was dark between the foliage. The far-below water-meadows were very green. 

He and she stood leaning against one another, silent, afraid, their bodies touching all along. 

There came a quick gurgle from the river below. 

“Why,” he asked at length, “did you hate Baxter Dawes?” 

She turned to him with a splendid movement. Her mouth was offered him, and her throat; her 

eyes were half-shut; her breast was tilted as if it asked for him. He flashed with a small laugh, 

shut his eyes, and met her in a long, whole kiss. Her mouth fused with his; their bodies were 

sealed and annealed. It was some minutes before they withdrew. They were standing beside the 

public path. 

“Will you go down to the river?” he asked. 

She looked at him, leaving herself in his hands. He went over the brim of the declivity and 

began to climb down. 

“It is slippery,” he said. 

“Never mind,” she replied. 

The red clay went down almost sheer. He slid, went from one tuft of grass to the next, hanging 

on to the bushes, making for a little platform at the foot of a tree. There he waited for her, 

laughing with excitement. Her shoes were clogged with red earth. It was hard for her. He 

frowned. At last he caught her hand, and she stood beside him. The cliff rose above them and fell 

away below. Her colour was up, her eyes flashed. He looked at the big drop below them. 

“It’s risky,” he said; “or messy, at any rate. Shall we go back?” 

“Not for my sake,” she said quickly. 

“All right. You see, I can’t help you; I should only hinder. Give me that little parcel and your 

gloves. Your poor shoes!” 

They stood perched on the face of the declivity, under the trees. 

“Well, I’ll go again,” he said. 



Away he went, slipping, staggering, sliding to the next tree, into which he fell with a slam that 

nearly shook the breath out of him. She came after cautiously, hanging on to the twigs and 

grasses. So they descended, stage by stage, to the river’s brink. There, to his disgust, the flood 

had eaten away the path, and the red decline ran straight into the water. He dug in his heels and 

brought himself up violently. The string of the parcel broke with a snap; the brown parcel 

bounded down, leaped into the water, and sailed smoothly away. He hung on to his tree. 

“Well, I’ll be damned!” he cried crossly. Then he laughed. She was coming perilously down. 

“Mind!” he warned her. He stood with his back to the tree, waiting. “Come now,” he called, 

opening his arms. 

She let herself run. He caught her, and together they stood watching the dark water scoop at 

the raw edge of the bank. The parcel had sailed out of sight. 

“It doesn’t matter,” she said. 

He held her close and kissed her. There was only room for their four feet. 

“It’s a swindle!” he said. “But there’s a rut where a man has been, so if we go on I guess we 

shall find the path again.” 

The river slid and twined its great volume. On the other bank cattle were feeding on the 

desolate flats. The cliff rose high above Paul and Clara on their right hand. They stood against 

the tree in the watery silence. 

“Let us try going forward,” he said; and they struggled in the red clay along the groove a 

man’s nailed boots had made. They were hot and flushed. Their barkled shoes hung heavy on 

their steps. At last they found the broken path. It was littered with rubble from the water, but at 

any rate it was easier. They cleaned their boots with twigs. His heart was beating thick and fast. 

Suddenly, coming on to the little level, he saw two figures of men standing silent at the 

water’s edge. His heart leaped. They were fishing. He turned and put his hand up warningly to 

Clara. She hesitated, buttoned her coat. The two went on together. 

The fishermen turned curiously to watch the two intruders on their privacy and solitude. They 

had had a fire, but it was nearly out. All kept perfectly still. The men turned again to their 

fishing, stood over the grey glinting river like statues. Clara went with bowed head, flushing; he 

was laughing to himself. Directly they passed out of sight behind the willows. 

“Now they ought to be drowned,” said Paul softly. 

Clara did not answer. They toiled forward along a tiny path on the river’s lip. Suddenly it 

vanished. The bank was sheer red solid clay in front of them, sloping straight into the river. He 

stood and cursed beneath his breath, setting his teeth. 

“It’s impossible!” said Clara. 

He stood erect, looking round. Just ahead were two islets in the stream, covered with osiers. 

But they were unattainable. The cliff came down like a sloping wall from far above their heads. 

Behind, not far back, were the fishermen. Across the river the distant cattle fed silently in the 

desolate afternoon. He cursed again deeply under his breath. He gazed up the great steep bank. 

Was there no hope but to scale back to the public path? 

“Stop a minute,” he said, and, digging his heels sideways into the steep bank of red clay, he 

began nimbly to mount. He looked across at every tree-foot. At last he found what he wanted. 

Two beech-trees side by side on the hill held a little level on the upper face between their roots. 



It was littered with damp leaves, but it would do. The fishermen were perhaps sufficiently out of 

sight. He threw down his rainproof and waved to her to come. 

She toiled to his side. Arriving there, she looked at him heavily, dumbly, and laid her head on 

his shoulder. He held her fast as he looked round. They were safe enough from all but the small, 

lonely cows over the river. He sunk his mouth on her throat, where he felt her heavy pulse beat 

under his lips. Everything was perfectly still. There was nothing in the afternoon but themselves. 

When she arose, he, looking on the ground all the time, saw suddenly sprinkled on the black 

wet beech-roots many scarlet carnation petals, like splashed drops of blood; and red, small 

splashes fell from her bosom, streaming down her dress to her feet. 

“Your flowers are smashed,” he said. 

She looked at him heavily as she put back her hair. Suddenly he put his finger-tips on her 

cheek. 

“Why dost look so heavy?” he reproached her. 

She smiled sadly, as if she felt alone in herself. He caressed her cheek with his fingers, and 

kissed her. 

“Nay!” he said. “Never thee bother!” 

She gripped his fingers tight, and laughed shakily. Then she dropped her hand. He put the hair 

back from her brows, stroking her temples, kissing them lightly. 

“But tha shouldna worrit!” he said softly, pleading. 

“No, I don’t worry!” she laughed tenderly and resigned. 

“Yea, tha does! Dunna thee worrit,” he implored, caressing. 

“No!” she consoled him, kissing him. 

They had a stiff climb to get to the top again. It took them a quarter of an hour. When he got 

on to the level grass, he threw off his cap, wiped the sweat from his forehead, and sighed. 

“Now we’re back at the ordinary level,” he said. 

She sat down, panting, on the tussocky grass. Her cheeks were flushed pink. He kissed her, 

and she gave way to joy. 

“And now I’ll clean thy boots and make thee fit for respectable folk,” he said. 

He kneeled at her feet, worked away with a stick and tufts of grass. She put her fingers in his 

hair, drew his head to her, and kissed it. 

“What am I supposed to be doing,” he said, looking at her laughing; “cleaning shoes or 

dibbling with love? Answer me that!” 

“Just whichever I please,” she replied. 

“I’m your boot-boy for the time being, and nothing else!” But they remained looking into each 

other’s eyes and laughing. Then they kissed with little nibbling kisses. 

“T-t-t-t!” he went with his tongue, like his mother. “I tell you, nothing gets done when there’s 

a woman about.” 

And he returned to his boot-cleaning, singing softly. She touched his thick hair, and he kissed 

her fingers. He worked away at her shoes. At last they were quite presentable. 

“There you are, you see!” he said. “Aren’t I a great hand at restoring you to respectability? 

Stand up! There, you look as irreproachable as Britannia herself!” 



He cleaned his own boots a little, washed his hands in a puddle, and sang. They went on into 

Clifton village. He was madly in love with her; every movement she made, every crease in her 

garments, sent a hot flash through him and seemed adorable. 

The old lady at whose house they had tea was roused into gaiety by them. 

“I could wish you’d had something of a better day,” she said, hovering round. 

“Nay!” he laughed. “We’ve been saying how nice it is.” 

The old lady looked at him curiously. There was a peculiar glow and charm about him. His 

eyes were dark and laughing. He rubbed his moustache with a glad movement. 

“Have you been saying so!” she exclaimed, a light rousing in her old eyes. 

“Truly!” he laughed. 

“Then I’m sure the day’s good enough,” said the old lady. 

She fussed about, and did not want to leave them. 

“I don’t know whether you’d like some radishes as well,” she said to Clara; “but I’ve got some 

in the garden—and a cucumber.” 

Clara flushed. She looked very handsome. 

“I should like some radishes,” she answered. 

And the old lady pottered off gleefully. 

“If she knew!” said Clara quietly to him. 

“Well, she doesn’t know; and it shows we’re nice in ourselves, at any rate. You look quite 

enough to satisfy an archangel, and I’m sure I feel harmless—so—if it makes you look nice, and 

makes folk happy when they have us, and makes us happy—why, we’re not cheating them out of 

much!” 

They went on with the meal. When they were going away, the old lady came timidly with 

three tiny dahlias in full blow, neat as bees, and speckled scarlet and white. She stood before 

Clara, pleased with herself, saying: 

“I don’t know whether—” and holding the flowers forward in her old hand. 

“Oh, how pretty!” cried Clara, accepting the flowers. 

“Shall she have them all?” asked Paul reproachfully of the old woman. 

“Yes, she shall have them all,” she replied, beaming with joy. “You have got enough for your 

share.” 

“Ah, but I shall ask her to give me one!” he teased. 

“Then she does as she pleases,” said the old lady, smiling. And she bobbed a little curtsey of 

delight. 

Clara was rather quiet and uncomfortable. As they walked along, he said: 

“You don’t feel criminal, do you?” 

She looked at him with startled grey eyes. 

“Criminal!” she said. “No.” 

“But you seem to feel you have done a wrong?” 

“No,” she said. “I only think, ‘If they knew!’” 



“If they knew, they’d cease to understand. As it is, they do understand, and they like it. What 

do they matter? Here, with only the trees and me, you don’t feel not the least bit wrong, do you?” 

He took her by the arm, held her facing him, holding her eyes with his. Something fretted him. 

“Not sinners, are we?” he said, with an uneasy little frown. 

“No,” she replied. 

He kissed her, laughing. 

“You like your little bit of guiltiness, I believe,” he said. “I believe Eve enjoyed it, when she 

went cowering out of Paradise.” 

But there was a certain glow and quietness about her that made him glad. When he was alone 

in the railway-carriage, he found himself tumultuously happy, and the people exceedingly nice, 

and the night lovely, and everything good. 

Mrs. Morel was sitting reading when he got home. Her health was not good now, and there 

had come that ivory pallor into her face which he never noticed, and which afterwards he never 

forgot. She did not mention her own ill-health to him. After all, she thought, it was not much. 

“You are late!” she said, looking at him. 

His eyes were shining; his face seemed to glow. He smiled to her. 

“Yes; I’ve been down Clifton Grove with Clara.” 

His mother looked at him again. 

“But won’t people talk?” she said. 

“Why? They know she’s a suffragette, and so on. And what if they do talk!” 

“Of course, there may be nothing wrong in it,” said his mother. “But you know what folks are, 

and if once she gets talked about—” 

“Well, I can’t help it. Their jaw isn’t so almighty important, after all.” 

“I think you ought to consider her.” 

“So I do! What can people say?—that we take a walk together. I believe you’re jealous.” 

“You know I should be glad if she weren’t a married woman.” 

“Well, my dear, she lives separate from her husband, and talks on platforms; so she’s already 

singled out from the sheep, and, as far as I can see, hasn’t much to lose. No; her life’s nothing to 

her, so what’s the worth of nothing? She goes with me—it becomes something. Then she must 

pay—we both must pay! Folk are so frightened of paying; they’d rather starve and die.” 

“Very well, my son. We’ll see how it will end.” 

“Very well, my mother. I’ll abide by the end.” 

“We’ll see!” 

“And she’s—she’s awfully nice, mother; she is really! You don’t know!” 

“That’s not the same as marrying her.” 

“It’s perhaps better.” 

There was silence for a while. He wanted to ask his mother something, but was afraid. 

“Should you like to know her?” He hesitated. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Morel coolly. “I should like to know what she’s like.” 

“But she’s nice, mother, she is! And not a bit common!” 



“I never suggested she was.” 

“But you seem to think she’s—not as good as—She’s better than ninety-nine folk out of a 

hundred, I tell you! She’s better, she is! She’s fair, she’s honest, she’s straight! There isn’t 

anything underhand or superior about her. Don’t be mean about her!” 

Mrs. Morel flushed. 

“I am sure I am not mean about her. She may be quite as you say, but—” 

“You don’t approve,” he finished. 

“And do you expect me to?” she answered coldly. 

“Yes!—yes!—if you’d anything about you, you’d be glad! Do you want to see her?” 

“I said I did.” 

“Then I’ll bring her—shall I bring her here?” 

“You please yourself.” 

“Then I will bring her here—one Sunday—to tea. If you think a horrid thing about her, I 

shan’t forgive you.” 

His mother laughed. 

“As if it would make any difference!” she said. He knew he had won. 

“Oh, but it feels so fine, when she’s there! She’s such a queen in her way.” 

Occasionally he still walked a little way from chapel with Miriam and Edgar. He did not go up 

to the farm. She, however, was very much the same with him, and he did not feel embarrassed in 

her presence. One evening she was alone when he accompanied her. They began by talking 

books: it was their unfailing topic. Mrs. Morel had said that his and Miriam’s affair was like a 

fire fed on books—if there were no more volumes it would die out. Miriam, for her part, boasted 

that she could read him like a book, could place her finger any minute on the chapter and the 

line. He, easily taken in, believed that Miriam knew more about him than anyone else. So it 

pleased him to talk to her about himself, like the simplest egoist. Very soon the conversation 

drifted to his own doings. It flattered him immensely that he was of such supreme interest. 

“And what have you been doing lately?” 

“I—oh, not much! I made a sketch of Bestwood from the garden, that is nearly right at last. 

It’s the hundredth try.” 

So they went on. Then she said: 

“You’ve not been out, then, lately?” 

“Yes; I went up Clifton Grove on Monday afternoon with Clara.” 

“It was not very nice weather,” said Miriam, “was it?” 

“But I wanted to go out, and it was all right. The Trent is full.” 

“And did you go to Barton?” she asked. 

“No; we had tea in Clifton.” 

“Did you! That would be nice.” 

“It was! The jolliest old woman! She gave us several pom-pom dahlias, as pretty as you like.” 

Miriam bowed her head and brooded. He was quite unconscious of concealing anything from 

her. 

“What made her give them you?” she asked. 



He laughed. 

“Because she liked us—because we were jolly, I should think.” 

Miriam put her finger in her mouth. 

“Were you late home?” she asked. 

At last he resented her tone. 

“I caught the seven-thirty.” 

“Ha!” 

They walked on in silence, and he was angry. 

“And how is Clara?” asked Miriam. 

“Quite all right, I think.” 

“That’s good!” she said, with a tinge of irony. “By the way, what of her husband? One never 

hears anything of him.” 

“He’s got some other woman, and is also quite all right,” he replied. “At least, so I think.” 

“I see—you don’t know for certain. Don’t you think a position like that is hard on a woman?” 

“Rottenly hard!” 

“It’s so unjust!” said Miriam. “The man does as he likes—” 

“Then let the woman also,” he said. 

“How can she? And if she does, look at her position!” 

“What of it?” 

“Why, it’s impossible! You don’t understand what a woman forfeits—” 

“No, I don’t. But if a woman’s got nothing but her fair fame to feed on, why, it’s thin tack, and 

a donkey would die of it!” 

So she understood his moral attitude, at least, and she knew he would act accordingly. 

She never asked him anything direct, but she got to know enough. 

Another day, when he saw Miriam, the conversation turned to marriage, then to Clara’s 

marriage with Dawes. 

“You see,” he said, “she never knew the fearful importance of marriage. She thought it was all 

in the day’s march—it would have to come—and Dawes—well, a good many women would 

have given their souls to get him; so why not him? Then she developed into the femme 

incomprise, and treated him badly, I’ll bet my boots.” 

“And she left him because he didn’t understand her?” 

“I suppose so. I suppose she had to. It isn’t altogether a question of understanding; it’s a 

question of living. With him, she was only half-alive; the rest was dormant, deadened. And the 

dormant woman was the femme incomprise, and she had to be awakened.” 

“And what about him.” 

“I don’t know. I rather think he loves her as much as he can, but he’s a fool.” 

“It was something like your mother and father,” said Miriam. 

“Yes; but my mother, I believe, got real joy and satisfaction out of my father at first. I believe 

she had a passion for him; that’s why she stayed with him. After all, they were bound to each 

other.” 



“Yes,” said Miriam. 

“That’s what one must have, I think,” he continued—“the real, real flame of feeling through 

another person—once, only once, if it only lasts three months. See, my mother looks as if 

she’d had everything that was necessary for her living and developing. There’s not a tiny bit of 

feeling of sterility about her.” 

“No,” said Miriam. 

“And with my father, at first, I’m sure she had the real thing. She knows; she has been there. 

You can feel it about her, and about him, and about hundreds of people you meet every day; and, 

once it has happened to you, you can go on with anything and ripen.” 

“What happened, exactly?” asked Miriam. 

“It’s so hard to say, but the something big and intense that changes you when you really come 

together with somebody else. It almost seems to fertilise your soul and make it that you can go 

on and mature.” 

“And you think your mother had it with your father?” 

“Yes; and at the bottom she feels grateful to him for giving it her, even now, though they are 

miles apart.” 

“And you think Clara never had it?” 

“I’m sure.” 

Miriam pondered this. She saw what he was seeking—a sort of baptism of fire in passion, it 

seemed to her. She realised that he would never be satisfied till he had it. Perhaps it was essential 

to him, as to some men, to sow wild oats; and afterwards, when he was satisfied, he would not 

rage with restlessness any more, but could settle down and give her his life into her hands. Well, 

then, if he must go, let him go and have his fill—something big and intense, he called it. At any 

rate, when he had got it, he would not want it—that he said himself; he would want the other 

thing that she could give him. He would want to be owned, so that he could work. It seemed to 

her a bitter thing that he must go, but she could let him go into an inn for a glass of whisky, so 

she could let him go to Clara, so long as it was something that would satisfy a need in him, and 

leave him free for herself to possess. 

“Have you told your mother about Clara?” she asked. 

She knew this would be a test of the seriousness of his feeling for the other woman: she knew 

he was going to Clara for something vital, not as a man goes for pleasure to a prostitute, if he 

told his mother. 

“Yes,” he said, “and she is coming to tea on Sunday.” 

“To your house?” 

“Yes; I want mater to see her.” 

“Ah!” 

There was a silence. Things had gone quicker than she thought. She felt a sudden bitterness 

that he could leave her so soon and so entirely. And was Clara to be accepted by his people, who 

had been so hostile to herself? 

“I may call in as I go to chapel,” she said. “It is a long time since I saw Clara.” 

“Very well,” he said, astonished, and unconsciously angry. 



On the Sunday afternoon he went to Keston to meet Clara at the station. As he stood on the 

platform he was trying to examine in himself if he had a premonition. 

“Do I feel as if she’d come?” he said to himself, and he tried to find out. His heart felt queer 

and contracted. That seemed like foreboding. Then he had a foreboding she would not come! 

Then she would not come, and instead of taking her over the fields home, as he had imagined, he 

would have to go alone. The train was late; the afternoon would be wasted, and the evening. He 

hated her for not coming. Why had she promised, then, if she could not keep her promise? 

Perhaps she had missed her train—he himself was always missing trains—but that was no reason 

why she should miss this particular one. He was angry with her; he was furious. 

Suddenly he saw the train crawling, sneaking round the corner. Here, then, was the train, but 

of course she had not come. The green engine hissed along the platform, the row of brown 

carriages drew up, several doors opened. No; she had not come! No! Yes; ah, there she was! She 

had a big black hat on! He was at her side in a moment. 

“I thought you weren’t coming,” he said. 

She was laughing rather breathlessly as she put out her hand to him; their eyes met. He took 

her quickly along the platform, talking at a great rate to hide his feeling. She looked beautiful. In 

her hat were large silk roses, coloured like tarnished gold. Her costume of dark cloth fitted so 

beautifully over her breast and shoulders. His pride went up as he walked with her. He felt the 

station people, who knew him, eyed her with awe and admiration. 

“I was sure you weren’t coming,” he laughed shakily. 

She laughed in answer, almost with a little cry. 

“And I wondered, when I was in the train, whatever I should do if you weren’t there!” she 

said. 

He caught her hand impulsively, and they went along the narrow twitchel. They took the road 

into Nuttall and over the Reckoning House Farm. It was a blue, mild day. Everywhere the brown 

leaves lay scattered; many scarlet hips stood upon the hedge beside the wood. He gathered a few 

for her to wear. 

“Though, really,” he said, as he fitted them into the breast of her coat, “you ought to object to 

my getting them, because of the birds. But they don’t care much for rose-hips in this part, where 

they can get plenty of stuff. You often find the berries going rotten in the springtime.” 

So he chattered, scarcely aware of what he said, only knowing he was putting berries in the 

bosom of her coat, while she stood patiently for him. And she watched his quick hands, so full of 

life, and it seemed to her she had never seen anything before. Till now, everything had been 

indistinct. 

They came near to the colliery. It stood quite still and black among the corn-fields, its 

immense heap of slag seen rising almost from the oats. 

“What a pity there is a coal-pit here where it is so pretty!” said Clara. 

“Do you think so?” he answered. “You see, I am so used to it I should miss it. No; and I like 

the pits here and there. I like the rows of trucks, and the headstocks, and the steam in the 

daytime, and the lights at night. When I was a boy, I always thought a pillar of cloud by day and 

a pillar of fire by night was a pit, with its steam, and its lights, and the burning bank,—and I 

thought the Lord was always at the pit-top.” 



As they drew near home she walked in silence, and seemed to hang back. He pressed her 

fingers in his own. She flushed, but gave no response. 

“Don’t you want to come home?” he asked. 

“Yes, I want to come,” she replied. 

It did not occur to him that her position in his home would be rather a peculiar and difficult 

one. To him it seemed just as if one of his men friends were going to be introduced to his mother, 

only nicer. 

The Morels lived in a house in an ugly street that ran down a steep hill. The street itself was 

hideous. The house was rather superior to most. It was old, grimy, with a big bay window, and it 

was semi-detached; but it looked gloomy. Then Paul opened the door to the garden, and all was 

different. The sunny afternoon was there, like another land. By the path grew tansy and little 

trees. In front of the window was a plot of sunny grass, with old lilacs round it. And away went 

the garden, with heaps of dishevelled chrysanthemums in the sunshine, down to the sycamore-

tree, and the field, and beyond one looked over a few red-roofed cottages to the hills with all the 

glow of the autumn afternoon. 

Mrs. Morel sat in her rocking-chair, wearing her black silk blouse. Her grey-brown hair was 

taken smooth back from her brow and her high temples; her face was rather pale. Clara, 

suffering, followed Paul into the kitchen. Mrs. Morel rose. Clara thought her a lady, even rather 

stiff. The young woman was very nervous. She had almost a wistful look, almost resigned. 

“Mother—Clara,” said Paul. 

Mrs. Morel held out her hand and smiled. 

“He has told me a good deal about you,” she said. 

The blood flamed in Clara’s cheek. 

“I hope you don’t mind my coming,” she faltered. 

“I was pleased when he said he would bring you,” replied Mrs. Morel. 

Paul, watching, felt his heart contract with pain. His mother looked so small, and sallow, and 

done-for beside the luxuriant Clara. 

“It’s such a pretty day, mother!” he said. “And we saw a jay.” 

His mother looked at him; he had turned to her. She thought what a man he seemed, in his 

dark, well-made clothes. He was pale and detached-looking; it would be hard for any woman to 

keep him. Her heart glowed; then she was sorry for Clara. 

“Perhaps you’ll leave your things in the parlour,” said Mrs. Morel nicely to the young woman. 

“Oh, thank you,” she replied. 

“Come on,” said Paul, and he led the way into the little front room, with its old piano, its 

mahogany furniture, its yellowing marble mantelpiece. A fire was burning; the place was littered 

with books and drawing-boards. “I leave my things lying about,” he said. “It’s so much easier.” 

She loved his artist’s paraphernalia, and the books, and the photos of people. Soon he was 

telling her: this was William, this was William’s young lady in the evening dress, this was Annie 

and her husband, this was Arthur and his wife and the baby. She felt as if she were being taken 

into the family. He showed her photos, books, sketches, and they talked a little while. Then they 

returned to the kitchen. Mrs. Morel put aside her book. Clara wore a blouse of fine silk chiffon, 

with narrow black-and-white stripes; her hair was done simply, coiled on top of her head. She 

looked rather stately and reserved. 



“You have gone to live down Sneinton Boulevard?” said Mrs. Morel. “When I was a girl—

girl, I say!—when I was a young woman we lived in Minerva Terrace.” 

“Oh, did you!” said Clara. “I have a friend in number 6.” 

And the conversation had started. They talked Nottingham and Nottingham people; it 

interested them both. Clara was still rather nervous; Mrs. Morel was still somewhat on her 

dignity. She clipped her language very clear and precise. But they were going to get on well 

together, Paul saw. 

Mrs. Morel measured herself against the younger woman, and found herself easily stronger. 

Clara was deferential. She knew Paul’s surprising regard for his mother, and she had dreaded the 

meeting, expecting someone rather hard and cold. She was surprised to find this little interested 

woman chatting with such readiness; and then she felt, as she felt with Paul, that she would not 

care to stand in Mrs. Morel’s way. There was something so hard and certain in his mother, as if 

she never had a misgiving in her life. 

Presently Morel came down, ruffled and yawning, from his afternoon sleep. He scratched his 

grizzled head, he plodded in his stocking feet, his waistcoat hung open over his shirt. He seemed 

incongruous. 

“This is Mrs. Dawes, father,” said Paul. 

Then Morel pulled himself together. Clara saw Paul’s manner of bowing and shaking hands. 

“Oh, indeed!” exclaimed Morel. “I am very glad to see you—I am, I assure you. But don’t 

disturb yourself. No, no make yourself quite comfortable, and be very welcome.” 

Clara was astonished at this flood of hospitality from the old collier. He was so courteous, so 

gallant! She thought him most delightful. 

“And may you have come far?” he asked. 

“Only from Nottingham,” she said. 

“From Nottingham! Then you have had a beautiful day for your journey.” 

Then he strayed into the scullery to wash his hands and face, and from force of habit came on 

to the hearth with the towel to dry himself. 

At tea Clara felt the refinement and sang-froid of the household. Mrs. Morel was perfectly at 

her ease. The pouring out the tea and attending to the people went on unconsciously, without 

interrupting her in her talk. There was a lot of room at the oval table; the china of dark blue 

willow-pattern looked pretty on the glossy cloth. There was a little bowl of small, yellow 

chrysanthemums. Clara felt she completed the circle, and it was a pleasure to her. But she was 

rather afraid of the self-possession of the Morels, father and all. She took their tone; there was a 

feeling of balance. It was a cool, clear atmosphere, where everyone was himself, and in harmony. 

Clara enjoyed it, but there was a fear deep at the bottom of her. 

Paul cleared the table whilst his mother and Clara talked. Clara was conscious of his quick, 

vigorous body as it came and went, seeming blown quickly by a wind at its work. It was almost 

like the hither and thither of a leaf that comes unexpected. Most of herself went with him. By the 

way she leaned forward, as if listening, Mrs. Morel could see she was possessed elsewhere as she 

talked, and again the elder woman was sorry for her. 

Having finished, he strolled down the garden, leaving the two women to talk. It was a hazy, 

sunny afternoon, mild and soft. Clara glanced through the window after him as he loitered 

among the chrysanthemums. She felt as if something almost tangible fastened her to him; yet he 



seemed so easy in his graceful, indolent movement, so detached as he tied up the too-heavy 

flower branches to their stakes, that she wanted to shriek in her helplessness. 

Mrs. Morel rose. 

“You will let me help you wash up,” said Clara. 

“Eh, there are so few, it will only take a minute,” said the other. 

Clara, however, dried the tea-things, and was glad to be on such good terms with his mother; 

but it was torture not to be able to follow him down the garden. At last she allowed herself to go; 

she felt as if a rope were taken off her ankle. 

The afternoon was golden over the hills of Derbyshire. He stood across in the other garden, 

beside a bush of pale Michaelmas daisies, watching the last bees crawl into the hive. Hearing her 

coming, he turned to her with an easy motion, saying: 

“It’s the end of the run with these chaps.” 

Clara stood near him. Over the low red wall in front was the country and the far-off hills, all 

golden dim. 

At that moment Miriam was entering through the garden-door. She saw Clara go up to him, 

saw him turn, and saw them come to rest together. Something in their perfect isolation together 

made her know that it was accomplished between them, that they were, as she put it, married. 

She walked very slowly down the cinder-track of the long garden. 

Clara had pulled a button from a hollyhock spire, and was breaking it to get the seeds. Above 

her bowed head the pink flowers stared, as if defending her. The last bees were falling down to 

the hive. 

“Count your money,” laughed Paul, as she broke the flat seeds one by one from the roll of 

coin. She looked at him. 

“I’m well off,” she said, smiling. 

“How much? Pf!” He snapped his fingers. “Can I turn them into gold?” 

“I’m afraid not,” she laughed. 

They looked into each other’s eyes, laughing. At that moment they became aware of Miriam. 

There was a click, and everything had altered. 

“Hello, Miriam!” he exclaimed. “You said you’d come!” 

“Yes. Had you forgotten?” 

She shook hands with Clara, saying: 

“It seems strange to see you here.” 

“Yes,” replied the other; “it seems strange to be here.” 

There was a hesitation. 

“This is pretty, isn’t it?” said Miriam. 

“I like it very much,” replied Clara. 

Then Miriam realised that Clara was accepted as she had never been. 

“Have you come down alone?” asked Paul. 

“Yes; I went to Agatha’s to tea. We are going to chapel. I only called in for a moment to see 

Clara.” 

“You should have come in here to tea,” he said. 



Miriam laughed shortly, and Clara turned impatiently aside. 

“Do you like the chrysanthemums?” he asked. 

“Yes; they are very fine,” replied Miriam. 

“Which sort do you like best?” he asked. 

“I don’t know. The bronze, I think.” 

“I don’t think you’ve seen all the sorts. Come and look. Come and see which 

are your favourites, Clara.” 

He led the two women back to his own garden, where the towsled bushes of flowers of all 

colours stood raggedly along the path down to the field. The situation did not embarrass him, to 

his knowledge. 

“Look, Miriam; these are the white ones that came from your garden. They aren’t so fine here, 

are they?” 

“No,” said Miriam. 

“But they’re hardier. You’re so sheltered; things grow big and tender, and then die. These little 

yellow ones I like. Will you have some?” 

While they were out there the bells began to ring in the church, sounding loud across the town 

and the field. Miriam looked at the tower, proud among the clustering roofs, and remembered the 

sketches he had brought her. It had been different then, but he had not left her even yet. She 

asked him for a book to read. He ran indoors. 

“What! is that Miriam?” asked his mother coldly. 

“Yes; she said she’d call and see Clara.” 

“You told her, then?” came the sarcastic answer. 

“Yes; why shouldn’t I?” 

“There’s certainly no reason why you shouldn’t,” said Mrs. Morel, and she returned to her 

book. He winced from his mother’s irony, frowned irritably, thinking: “Why can’t I do as I 

like?” 

“You’ve not seen Mrs. Morel before?” Miriam was saying to Clara. 

“No; but she’s so nice!” 

“Yes,” said Miriam, dropping her head; “in some ways she’s very fine.” 

“I should think so.” 

“Had Paul told you much about her?” 

“He had talked a good deal.” 

“Ha!” 

There was silence until he returned with the book. 

“When will you want it back?” Miriam asked. 

“When you like,” he answered. 

Clara turned to go indoors, whilst he accompanied Miriam to the gate. 

“When will you come up to Willey Farm?” the latter asked. 

“I couldn’t say,” replied Clara. 

“Mother asked me to say she’d be pleased to see you any time, if you cared to come.” 



“Thank you; I should like to, but I can’t say when.” 

“Oh, very well!” exclaimed Miriam rather bitterly, turning away. 

She went down the path with her mouth to the flowers he had given her. 

“You’re sure you won’t come in?” he said. 

“No, thanks.” 

“We are going to chapel.” 

“Ah, I shall see you, then!” Miriam was very bitter. 

“Yes.” 

They parted. He felt guilty towards her. She was bitter, and she scorned him. He still belonged 

to herself, she believed; yet he could have Clara, take her home, sit with her next his mother in 

chapel, give her the same hymn-book he had given herself years before. She heard him running 

quickly indoors. 

But he did not go straight in. Halting on the plot of grass, he heard his mother’s voice, then 

Clara’s answer: 

“What I hate is the bloodhound quality in Miriam.” 

“Yes,” said his mother quickly, “yes; doesn’t it make you hate her, now!” 

His heart went hot, and he was angry with them for talking about the girl. What right had they 

to say that? Something in the speech itself stung him into a flame of hate against Miriam. Then 

his own heart rebelled furiously at Clara’s taking the liberty of speaking so about Miriam. After 

all, the girl was the better woman of the two, he thought, if it came to goodness. He went 

indoors. His mother looked excited. She was beating with her hand rhythmically on the sofa-arm, 

as women do who are wearing out. He could never bear to see the movement. There was a 

silence; then he began to talk. 

In chapel Miriam saw him find the place in the hymn-book for Clara, in exactly the same way 

as he used for herself. And during the sermon he could see the girl across the chapel, her hat 

throwing a dark shadow over her face. What did she think, seeing Clara with him? He did not 

stop to consider. He felt himself cruel towards Miriam. 

After chapel he went over Pentrich with Clara. It was a dark autumn night. They had said 

good-bye to Miriam, and his heart had smitten him as he left the girl alone. “But it serves her 

right,” he said inside himself, and it almost gave him pleasure to go off under her eyes with this 

other handsome woman. 

There was a scent of damp leaves in the darkness. Clara’s hand lay warm and inert in his own 

as they walked. He was full of conflict. The battle that raged inside him made him feel desperate. 

Up Pentrich Hill Clara leaned against him as he went. He slid his arm round her waist. Feeling 

the strong motion of her body under his arm as she walked, the tightness in his chest because of 

Miriam relaxed, and the hot blood bathed him. He held her closer and closer. 

Then: “You still keep on with Miriam,” she said quietly. 

“Only talk. There never was a great deal more than talk between us,” he said bitterly. 

“Your mother doesn’t care for her,” said Clara. 

“No, or I might have married her. But it’s all up really!” 

Suddenly his voice went passionate with hate. 



“If I was with her now, we should be jawing about the ‘Christian Mystery’, or some such tack. 

Thank God, I’m not!” 

They walked on in silence for some time. 

“But you can’t really give her up,” said Clara. 

“I don’t give her up, because there’s nothing to give,” he said. 

“There is for her.” 

“I don’t know why she and I shouldn’t be friends as long as we live,” he said. “But it’ll only 

be friends.” 

Clara drew away from him, leaning away from contact with him. 

“What are you drawing away for?” he asked. 

She did not answer, but drew farther from him. 

“Why do you want to walk alone?” he asked. 

Still there was no answer. She walked resentfully, hanging her head. 

“Because I said I would be friends with Miriam!” he exclaimed. 

She would not answer him anything. 

“I tell you it’s only words that go between us,” he persisted, trying to take her again. 

She resisted. Suddenly he strode across in front of her, barring her way. 

“Damn it!” he said. “What do you want now?” 

“You’d better run after Miriam,” mocked Clara. 

The blood flamed up in him. He stood showing his teeth. She drooped sulkily. The lane was 

dark, quite lonely. He suddenly caught her in his arms, stretched forward, and put his mouth on 

her face in a kiss of rage. She turned frantically to avoid him. He held her fast. Hard and 

relentless his mouth came for her. Her breasts hurt against the wall of his chest. Helpless, she 

went loose in his arms, and he kissed her, and kissed her. 

He heard people coming down the hill. 

“Stand up! stand up!” he said thickly, gripping her arm till it hurt. If he had let go, she would 

have sunk to the ground. 

She sighed and walked dizzily beside him. They went on in silence. 

“We will go over the fields,” he said; and then she woke up. 

But she let herself be helped over the stile, and she walked in silence with him over the first 

dark field. It was the way to Nottingham and to the station, she knew. He seemed to be looking 

about. They came out on a bare hilltop where stood the dark figure of the ruined windmill. There 

he halted. They stood together high up in the darkness, looking at the lights scattered on the night 

before them, handfuls of glittering points, villages lying high and low on the dark, here and there. 

“Like treading among the stars,” he said, with a quaky laugh. 

Then he took her in his arms, and held her fast. She moved aside her mouth to ask, dogged and 

low: 

“What time is it?” 

“It doesn’t matter,” he pleaded thickly. 

“Yes it does—yes! I must go!” 



“It’s early yet,” he said. 

“What time is it?” she insisted. 

All round lay the black night, speckled and spangled with lights. 

“I don’t know.” 

She put her hand on his chest, feeling for his watch. He felt the joints fuse into fire. She 

groped in his waistcoat pocket, while he stood panting. In the darkness she could see the round, 

pale face of the watch, but not the figures. She stooped over it. He was panting till he could take 

her in his arms again. 

“I can’t see,” she said. 

“Then don’t bother.” 

“Yes; I’m going!” she said, turning away. 

“Wait! I’ll look!” But he could not see. “I’ll strike a match.” 

He secretly hoped it was too late to catch the train. She saw the glowing lantern of his hands as 

he cradled the light: then his face lit up, his eyes fixed on the watch. Instantly all was dark again. 

All was black before her eyes; only a glowing match was red near her feet. Where was he? 

“What is it?” she asked, afraid. 

“You can’t do it,” his voice answered out of the darkness. 

There was a pause. She felt in his power. She had heard the ring in his voice. It frightened her. 

“What time is it?” she asked, quiet, definite, hopeless. 

“Two minutes to nine,” he replied, telling the truth with a struggle. 

“And can I get from here to the station in fourteen minutes?” 

“No. At any rate—” 

She could distinguish his dark form again a yard or so away. She wanted to escape. 

“But can’t I do it?” she pleaded. 

“If you hurry,” he said brusquely. “But you could easily walk it, Clara; it’s only seven miles to 

the tram. I’ll come with you.” 

“No; I want to catch the train.” 

“But why?” 

“I do—I want to catch the train.” 

Suddenly his voice altered. 

“Very well,” he said, dry and hard. “Come along, then.” 

And he plunged ahead into the darkness. She ran after him, wanting to cry. Now he was hard 

and cruel to her. She ran over the rough, dark fields behind him, out of breath, ready to drop. But 

the double row of lights at the station drew nearer. Suddenly: 

“There she is!” he cried, breaking into a run. 

There was a faint rattling noise. Away to the right the train, like a luminous caterpillar, was 

threading across the night. The rattling ceased. 

“She’s over the viaduct. You’ll just do it.” 

Clara ran, quite out of breath, and fell at last into the train. The whistle blew. He was gone. 

Gone!—and she was in a carriage full of people. She felt the cruelty of it. 



He turned round and plunged home. Before he knew where he was he was in the kitchen at 

home. He was very pale. His eyes were dark and dangerous-looking, as if he were drunk. His 

mother looked at him. 

“Well, I must say your boots are in a nice state!” she said. 

He looked at his feet. Then he took off his overcoat. His mother wondered if he were drunk. 

“She caught the train then?” she said. 

“Yes.” 

“I hope her feet weren’t so filthy. Where on earth you dragged her I don’t know!” 

He was silent and motionless for some time. 

“Did you like her?” he asked grudgingly at last. 

“Yes, I liked her. But you’ll tire of her, my son; you know you will.” 

He did not answer. She noticed how he laboured in his breathing. 

“Have you been running?” she asked. 

“We had to run for the train.” 

“You’ll go and knock yourself up. You’d better drink hot milk.” 

It was as good a stimulant as he could have, but he refused and went to bed. There he lay face 

down on the counterpane, and shed tears of rage and pain. There was a physical pain that made 

him bite his lips till they bled, and the chaos inside him left him unable to think, almost to feel. 

“This is how she serves me, is it?” he said in his heart, over and over, pressing his face in the 

quilt. And he hated her. Again he went over the scene, and again he hated her. 

The next day there was a new aloofness about him. Clara was very gentle, almost loving. But 

he treated her distantly, with a touch of contempt. She sighed, continuing to be gentle. He came 

round. 

One evening of that week Sarah Bernhardt was at the Theatre Royal in Nottingham, giving 

“La Dame aux Camélias”. Paul wanted to see this old and famous actress, and he asked Clara to 

accompany him. He told his mother to leave the key in the window for him. 

“Shall I book seats?” he asked of Clara. 

“Yes. And put on an evening suit, will you? I’ve never seen you in it.” 

“But, good Lord, Clara! Think of me in evening suit at the theatre!” he remonstrated. 

“Would you rather not?” she asked. 

“I will if you want me to; but I s’ll feel a fool.” 

She laughed at him. 

“Then feel a fool for my sake, once, won’t you?” 

The request made his blood flush up. 

“I suppose I s’ll have to.” 

“What are you taking a suitcase for?” his mother asked. 

He blushed furiously. 

“Clara asked me,” he said. 

“And what seats are you going in?” 

“Circle—three-and-six each!” 



“Well, I’m sure!” exclaimed his mother sarcastically. 

“It’s only once in the bluest of blue moons,” he said. 

He dressed at Jordan’s, put on an overcoat and a cap, and met Clara in a café. She was with 

one of her suffragette friends. She wore an old long coat, which did not suit her, and had a little 

wrap over her head, which he hated. The three went to the theatre together. 

Clara took off her coat on the stairs, and he discovered she was in a sort of semi-evening dress, 

that left her arms and neck and part of her breast bare. Her hair was done fashionably. The dress, 

a simple thing of green crape, suited her. She looked quite grand, he thought. He could see her 

figure inside the frock, as if that were wrapped closely round her. The firmness and the softness 

of her upright body could almost be felt as he looked at her. He clenched his fists. 

And he was to sit all the evening beside her beautiful naked arm, watching the strong throat 

rise from the strong chest, watching the breasts under the green stuff, the curve of her limbs in 

the tight dress. Something in him hated her again for submitting him to this torture of nearness. 

And he loved her as she balanced her head and stared straight in front of her, pouting, wistful, 

immobile, as if she yielded herself to her fate because it was too strong for her. She could not 

help herself; she was in the grip of something bigger than herself. A kind of eternal look about 

her, as if she were a wistful sphinx, made it necessary for him to kiss her. He dropped his 

programme, and crouched down on the floor to get it, so that he could kiss her hand and wrist. 

Her beauty was a torture to him. She sat immobile. Only, when the lights went down, she sank a 

little against him, and he caressed her hand and arm with his fingers. He could smell her faint 

perfume. All the time his blood kept sweeping up in great white-hot waves that killed his 

consciousness momentarily. 

The drama continued. He saw it all in the distance, going on somewhere; he did not know 

where, but it seemed far away inside him. He was Clara’s white heavy arms, her throat, her 

moving bosom. That seemed to be himself. Then away somewhere the play went on, and he was 

identified with that also. There was no himself. The grey and black eyes of Clara, her bosom 

coming down on him, her arm that he held gripped between his hands, were all that existed. Then 

he felt himself small and helpless, her towering in her force above him. 

Only the intervals, when the lights came up, hurt him expressibly. He wanted to run anywhere, 

so long as it would be dark again. In a maze, he wandered out for a drink. Then the lights were 

out, and the strange, insane reality of Clara and the drama took hold of him again. 

The play went on. But he was obsessed by the desire to kiss the tiny blue vein that nestled in 

the bend of her arm. He could feel it. His whole face seemed suspended till he had put his lips 

there. It must be done. And the other people! At last he bent quickly forward and touched it with 

his lips. His moustache brushed the sensitive flesh. Clara shivered, drew away her arm. 

When all was over, the lights up, the people clapping, he came to himself and looked at his 

watch. His train was gone. 

“I s’ll have to walk home!” he said. 

Clara looked at him. 

“It is too late?” she asked. 

He nodded. Then he helped her on with her coat. 

“I love you! You look beautiful in that dress,” he murmured over her shoulder, among the 

throng of bustling people. 



She remained quiet. Together they went out of the theatre. He saw the cabs waiting, the people 

passing. It seemed he met a pair of brown eyes which hated him. But he did not know. He and 

Clara turned away, mechanically taking the direction to the station. 

The train had gone. He would have to walk the ten miles home. 

“It doesn’t matter,” he said. “I shall enjoy it.” 

“Won’t you,” she said, flushing, “come home for the night? I can sleep with mother.” 

He looked at her. Their eyes met. 

“What will your mother say?” he asked. 

“She won’t mind.” 

“You’re sure?” 

“Quite!” 

“Shall I come?” 

“If you will.” 

“Very well.” 

And they turned away. At the first stopping-place they took the car. The wind blew fresh in 

their faces. The town was dark; the tram tipped in its haste. He sat with her hand fast in his. 

“Will your mother be gone to bed?” he asked. 

“She may be. I hope not.” 

They hurried along the silent, dark little street, the only people out of doors. Clara quickly 

entered the house. He hesitated. 

He leaped up the step and was in the room. Her mother appeared in the inner doorway, large 

and hostile. 

“Who have you got there?” she asked. 

“It’s Mr. Morel; he has missed his train. I thought we might put him up for the night, and save 

him a ten-mile walk.” 

“H’m,” exclaimed Mrs. Radford. “That’s your lookout! If you’ve invited him, he’s very 

welcome as far as I’m concerned. You keep the house!” 

“If you don’t like me, I’ll go away again,” he said. 

“Nay, nay, you needn’t! Come along in! I dunno what you’ll think of the supper I’d got her.” 

It was a little dish of chip potatoes and a piece of bacon. The table was roughly laid for one. 

“You can have some more bacon,” continued Mrs. Radford. “More chips you can’t have.” 

“It’s a shame to bother you,” he said. 

“Oh, don’t you be apologetic! It doesn’t do wi’ me! You treated her to the theatre, didn’t 

you?” There was a sarcasm in the last question. 

“Well?” laughed Paul uncomfortably. 

“Well, and what’s an inch of bacon! Take your coat off.” 

The big, straight-standing woman was trying to estimate the situation. She moved about the 

cupboard. Clara took his coat. The room was very warm and cosy in the lamplight. 

“My sirs!” exclaimed Mrs. Radford; “but you two’s a pair of bright beauties, I must say! 

What’s all that get-up for?” 



“I believe we don’t know,” he said, feeling a victim. 

“There isn’t room in this house for two such bobby-dazzlers, if you fly your kites that high!” 

she rallied them. It was a nasty thrust. 

He in his dinner jacket, and Clara in her green dress and bare arms, were confused. They felt 

they must shelter each other in that little kitchen. 

“And look at that blossom!” continued Mrs. Radford, pointing to Clara. “What does she 

reckon she did it for?” 

Paul looked at Clara. She was rosy; her neck was warm with blushes. There was a moment of 

silence. 

“You like to see it, don’t you?” he asked. 

The mother had them in her power. All the time his heart was beating hard, and he was tight 

with anxiety. But he would fight her. 

“Me like to see it!” exclaimed the old woman. “What should I like to see her make a fool of 

herself for?” 

“I’ve seen people look bigger fools,” he said. Clara was under his protection now. 

“Oh, ay! and when was that?” came the sarcastic rejoinder. 

“When they made frights of themselves,” he answered. 

Mrs. Radford, large and threatening, stood suspended on the hearthrug, holding her fork. 

“They’re fools either road,” she answered at length, turning to the Dutch oven. 

“No,” he said, fighting stoutly. “Folk ought to look as well as they can.” 

“And do you call that looking nice!” cried the mother, pointing a scornful fork at Clara. 

“That—that looks as if it wasn’t properly dressed!” 

“I believe you’re jealous that you can’t swank as well,” he said laughing. 

“Me! I could have worn evening dress with anybody, if I’d wanted to!” came the scornful 

answer. 

“And why didn’t you want to?” he asked pertinently. “Or did you wear it?” 

There was a long pause. Mrs. Radford readjusted the bacon in the Dutch oven. His heart beat 

fast, for fear he had offended her. 

“Me!” she exclaimed at last. “No, I didn’t! And when I was in service, I knew as soon as one 

of the maids came out in bare shoulders what sort she was, going to her sixpenny hop!” 

“Were you too good to go to a sixpenny hop?” he said. 

Clara sat with bowed head. His eyes were dark and glittering. Mrs. Radford took the Dutch 

oven from the fire, and stood near him, putting bits of bacon on his plate. 

“There’s a nice crozzly bit!” she said. 

“Don’t give me the best!” he said. 

“She’s got what she wants,” was the answer. 

There was a sort of scornful forbearance in the woman’s tone that made Paul know she was 

mollified. 

“But do have some!” he said to Clara. 

She looked up at him with her grey eyes, humiliated and lonely. 



“No thanks!” she said. 

“Why won’t you?” he answered carelessly. 

The blood was beating up like fire in his veins. Mrs. Radford sat down again, large and 

impressive and aloof. He left Clara altogether to attend to the mother. 

“They say Sarah Bernhardt’s fifty,” he said. 

“Fifty! She’s turned sixty!” came the scornful answer. 

“Well,” he said, “you’d never think it! She made me want to howl even now.” 

“I should like to see myself howling at that bad old baggage!” said Mrs. Radford. “It’s time 

she began to think herself a grandmother, not a shrieking catamaran—” 

He laughed. 

“A catamaran is a boat the Malays use,” he said. 

“And it’s a word as I use,” she retorted. 

“My mother does sometimes, and it’s no good my telling her,” he said. 

“I s’d think she boxes your ears,” said Mrs. Radford, good-humouredly. 

“She’d like to, and she says she will, so I give her a little stool to stand on.” 

“That’s the worst of my mother,” said Clara. “She never wants a stool for anything.” 

“But she often can’t touch that lady with a long prop,” retorted Mrs. Radford to Paul. 

“I s’d think she doesn’t want touching with a prop,” he laughed. “I shouldn’t.” 

“It might do the pair of you good to give you a crack on the head with one,” said the mother, 

laughing suddenly. 

“Why are you so vindictive towards me?” he said. “I’ve not stolen anything from you.” 

“No; I’ll watch that,” laughed the older woman. 

Soon the supper was finished. Mrs. Radford sat guard in her chair. Paul lit a cigarette. Clara 

went upstairs, returning with a sleeping-suit, which she spread on the fender to air. 

“Why, I’d forgot all about them!” said Mrs. Radford. “Where have they sprung from?” 

“Out of my drawer.” 

“H’m! You bought ’em for Baxter, an’ he wouldn’t wear ’em, would he?”—laughing. “Said 

he reckoned to do wi’out trousers i’ bed.” She turned confidentially to Paul, saying: “He 

couldn’t bear ’em, them pyjama things.” 

The young man sat making rings of smoke. 

“Well, it’s everyone to his taste,” he laughed. 

Then followed a little discussion of the merits of pyjamas. 

“My mother loves me in them,” he said. “She says I’m a pierrot.” 

“I can imagine they’d suit you,” said Mrs. Radford. 

After a while he glanced at the little clock that was ticking on the mantelpiece. It was half-past 

twelve. 

“It is funny,” he said, “but it takes hours to settle down to sleep after the theatre.” 

“It’s about time you did,” said Mrs. Radford, clearing the table. 

“Are you tired?” he asked of Clara. 

“Not the least bit,” she answered, avoiding his eyes. 



“Shall we have a game at cribbage?” he said. 

“I’ve forgotten it.” 

“Well, I’ll teach you again. May we play crib, Mrs. Radford?” he asked. 

“You’ll please yourselves,” she said; “but it’s pretty late.” 

“A game or so will make us sleepy,” he answered. 

Clara brought the cards, and sat spinning her wedding-ring whilst he shuffled them. Mrs. 

Radford was washing up in the scullery. As it grew later Paul felt the situation getting more and 

more tense. 

“Fifteen two, fifteen four, fifteen six, and two’s eight—!” 

The clock struck one. Still the game continued. Mrs. Radford had done all the little jobs 

preparatory to going to bed, had locked the door and filled the kettle. Still Paul went on dealing 

and counting. He was obsessed by Clara’s arms and throat. He believed he could see where the 

division was just beginning for her breasts. He could not leave her. She watched his hands, and 

felt her joints melt as they moved quickly. She was so near; it was almost as if he touched her, 

and yet not quite. His mettle was roused. He hated Mrs. Radford. She sat on, nearly dropping 

asleep, but determined and obstinate in her chair. Paul glanced at her, then at Clara. She met his 

eyes, that were angry, mocking, and hard as steel. Her own answered him in shame. He 

knew she, at any rate, was of his mind. He played on. 

At last Mrs. Radford roused herself stiffly, and said: 

“Isn’t it nigh on time you two was thinking o’ bed?” 

Paul played on without answering. He hated her sufficiently to murder her. 

“Half a minute,” he said. 

The elder woman rose and sailed stubbornly into the scullery, returning with his candle, which 

she put on the mantelpiece. Then she sat down again. The hatred of her went so hot down his 

veins, he dropped his cards. 

“We’ll stop, then,” he said, but his voice was still a challenge. 

Clara saw his mouth shut hard. Again he glanced at her. It seemed like an agreement. She bent 

over the cards, coughing, to clear her throat. 

“Well, I’m glad you’ve finished,” said Mrs. Radford. “Here, take your things”—she thrust the 

warm suit in his hand—“and this is your candle. Your room’s over this; there’s only two, so you 

can’t go far wrong. Well, good-night. I hope you’ll rest well.” 

“I’m sure I shall; I always do,” he said. 

“Yes; and so you ought at your age,” she replied. 

He bade good-night to Clara, and went. The twisting stairs of white, scrubbed wood creaked 

and clanged at every step. He went doggedly. The two doors faced each other. He went in his 

room, pushed the door to, without fastening the latch. 

It was a small room with a large bed. Some of Clara’s hair-pins were on the dressing-table—

her hair-brush. Her clothes and some skirts hung under a cloth in a corner. There was actually a 

pair of stockings over a chair. He explored the room. Two books of his own were there on the 

shelf. He undressed, folded his suit, and sat on the bed, listening. Then he blew out the candle, 

lay down, and in two minutes was almost asleep. Then click!—he was wide awake and writhing 

in torment. It was as if, when he had nearly got to sleep, something had bitten him suddenly and 



sent him mad. He sat up and looked at the room in the darkness, his feet doubled under him, 

perfectly motionless, listening. He heard a cat somewhere away outside; then the heavy, poised 

tread of the mother; then Clara’s distinct voice: 

“Will you unfasten my dress?” 

There was silence for some time. At last the mother said: 

“Now then! aren’t you coming up?” 

“No, not yet,” replied the daughter calmly. 

“Oh, very well then! If it’s not late enough, stop a bit longer. Only you needn’t come waking 

me up when I’ve got to sleep.” 

“I shan’t be long,” said Clara. 

Immediately afterwards Paul heard the mother slowly mounting the stairs. The candlelight 

flashed through the cracks in his door. Her dress brushed the door, and his heart jumped. Then it 

was dark, and he heard the clatter of her latch. She was very leisurely indeed in her preparations 

for sleep. After a long time it was quite still. He sat strung up on the bed, shivering slightly. His 

door was an inch open. As Clara came upstairs, he would intercept her. He waited. All was dead 

silence. The clock struck two. Then he heard a slight scrape of the fender downstairs. Now he 

could not help himself. His shivering was uncontrollable. He felt he must go or die. 

He stepped off the bed, and stood a moment, shuddering. Then he went straight to the door. 

He tried to step lightly. The first stair cracked like a shot. He listened. The old woman stirred in 

her bed. The staircase was dark. There was a slit of light under the stair-foot door, which opened 

into the kitchen. He stood a moment. Then he went on, mechanically. Every step creaked, and 

his back was creeping, lest the old woman’s door should open behind him up above. He fumbled 

with the door at the bottom. The latch opened with a loud clack. He went through into the 

kitchen, and shut the door noisily behind him. The old woman daren’t come now. 

Then he stood, arrested. Clara was kneeling on a pile of white underclothing on the hearthrug, 

her back towards him, warming herself. She did not look round, but sat crouching on her heels, 

and her rounded beautiful back was towards him, and her face was hidden. She was warming her 

body at the fire for consolation. The glow was rosy on one side, the shadow was dark and warm 

on the other. Her arms hung slack. 

He shuddered violently, clenching his teeth and fists hard to keep control. Then he went 

forward to her. He put one hand on her shoulder, the fingers of the other hand under her chin to 

raise her face. A convulsed shiver ran through her, once, twice, at his touch. She kept her head 

bent. 

“Sorry!” he murmured, realising that his hands were very cold. 

Then she looked up at him, frightened, like a thing that is afraid of death. 

“My hands are so cold,” he murmured. 

“I like it,” she whispered, closing her eyes. 

The breath of her words were on his mouth. Her arms clasped his knees. The cord of his 

sleeping-suit dangled against her and made her shiver. As the warmth went into him, his 

shuddering became less. 

At length, unable to stand so any more, he raised her, and she buried her head on his shoulder. 

His hands went over her slowly with an infinite tenderness of caress. She clung close to him, 



trying to hide herself against him. He clasped her very fast. Then at last she looked at him, mute, 

imploring, looking to see if she must be ashamed. 

His eyes were dark, very deep, and very quiet. It was as if her beauty and his taking it hurt 

him, made him sorrowful. He looked at her with a little pain, and was afraid. He was so humble 

before her. She kissed him fervently on the eyes, first one, then the other, and she folded herself 

to him. She gave herself. He held her fast. It was a moment intense almost to agony. 

She stood letting him adore her and tremble with joy of her. It healed her hurt pride. It healed 

her; it made her glad. It made her feel erect and proud again. Her pride had been wounded inside 

her. She had been cheapened. Now she radiated with joy and pride again. It was her restoration 

and her recognition. 

Then he looked at her, his face radiant. They laughed to each other, and he strained her to his 

chest. The seconds ticked off, the minutes passed, and still the two stood clasped rigid together, 

mouth to mouth, like a statue in one block. 

But again his fingers went seeking over her, restless, wandering, dissatisfied. The hot blood 

came up wave upon wave. She laid her head on his shoulder. 

“Come you to my room,” he murmured. 

She looked at him and shook her head, her mouth pouting disconsolately, her eyes heavy with 

passion. He watched her fixedly. 

“Yes!” he said. 

Again she shook her head. 

“Why not?” he asked. 

She looked at him still heavily, sorrowfully, and again she shook her head. His eyes hardened, 

and he gave way. 

When, later on, he was back in bed, he wondered why she had refused to come to him openly, 

so that her mother would know. At any rate, then things would have been definite. And she could 

have stayed with him the night, without having to go, as she was, to her mother’s bed. It was 

strange, and he could not understand it. And then almost immediately he fell asleep. 

He awoke in the morning with someone speaking to him. Opening his eyes, he saw Mrs. 

Radford, big and stately, looking down on him. She held a cup of tea in her hand. 

“Do you think you’re going to sleep till Doomsday?” she said. 

He laughed at once. 

“It ought only to be about five o’clock,” he said. 

“Well,” she answered, “it’s half-past seven, whether or not. Here, I’ve brought you a cup of 

tea.” 

He rubbed his face, pushed the tumbled hair off his forehead, and roused himself. 

“What’s it so late for!” he grumbled. 

He resented being wakened. It amused her. She saw his neck in the flannel sleeping-jacket, as 

white and round as a girl’s. He rubbed his hair crossly. 

“It’s no good your scratching your head,” she said. “It won’t make it no earlier. Here, an’ how 

long d’you think I’m going to stand waiting wi’ this here cup?” 

“Oh, dash the cup!” he said. 

“You should go to bed earlier,” said the woman. 



He looked up at her, laughing with impudence. 

“I went to bed before you did,” he said. 

“Yes, my Guyney, you did!” she exclaimed. 

“Fancy,” he said, stirring his tea, “having tea brought to bed to me! My mother’ll think I’m 

ruined for life.” 

“Don’t she never do it?” asked Mrs. Radford. 

“She’d as leave think of flying.” 

“Ah, I always spoilt my lot! That’s why they’ve turned out such bad uns,” said the elderly 

woman. 

“You’d only Clara,” he said. “And Mr. Radford’s in heaven. So I suppose there’s only you left 

to be the bad un.” 

“I’m not bad; I’m only soft,” she said, as she went out of the bedroom. “I’m only a fool, I 

am!” 

Clara was very quiet at breakfast, but she had a sort of air of proprietorship over him that 

pleased him infinitely. Mrs. Radford was evidently fond of him. He began to talk of his painting. 

“What’s the good,” exclaimed the mother, “of your whittling and worrying and twistin’ and 

too-in’ at that painting of yours? What good does it do you, I should like to know? You’d better 

be enjoyin’ yourself.” 

“Oh, but,” exclaimed Paul, “I made over thirty guineas last year.” 

“Did you! Well, that’s a consideration, but it’s nothing to the time you put in.” 

“And I’ve got four pounds owing. A man said he’d give me five pounds if I’d paint him and 

his missis and the dog and the cottage. And I went and put the fowls in instead of the dog, and he 

was waxy, so I had to knock a quid off. I was sick of it, and I didn’t like the dog. I made a picture 

of it. What shall I do when he pays me the four pounds?” 

“Nay! you know your own uses for your money,” said Mrs. Radford. 

“But I’m going to bust this four pounds. Should we go to the seaside for a day or two?” 

“Who?” 

“You and Clara and me.” 

“What, on your money!” she exclaimed, half-wrathful. 

“Why not?” 

“You wouldn’t be long in breaking your neck at a hurdle race!” she said. 

“So long as I get a good run for my money! Will you?” 

“Nay; you may settle that atween you.” 

“And you’re willing?” he asked, amazed and rejoicing. 

“You’ll do as you like,” said Mrs. Radford, “whether I’m willing or not.” 

  



CHAPTER XIII BAXTER DAWES 

Soon after Paul had been to the theatre with Clara, he was drinking in the Punch Bowl with 

some friends of his when Dawes came in. Clara’s husband was growing stout; his eyelids were 

getting slack over his brown eyes; he was losing his healthy firmness of flesh. He was very 

evidently on the downward track. Having quarrelled with his sister, he had gone into cheap 

lodgings. His mistress had left him for a man who would marry her. He had been in prison one 

night for fighting when he was drunk, and there was a shady betting episode in which he was 

concerned. 

Paul and he were confirmed enemies, and yet there was between them that peculiar feeling of 

intimacy, as if they were secretly near to each other, which sometimes exists between two 

people, although they never speak to one another. Paul often thought of Baxter Dawes, often 

wanted to get at him and be friends with him. He knew that Dawes often thought about him, and 

that the man was drawn to him by some bond or other. And yet the two never looked at each 

other save in hostility. 

Since he was a superior employee at Jordan’s, it was the thing for Paul to offer Dawes a drink. 

“What’ll you have?” he asked of him. 

“Nowt wi’ a bleeder like you!” replied the man. 

Paul turned away with a slight disdainful movement of the shoulders, very irritating. 

“The aristocracy,” he continued, “is really a military institution. Take Germany, now. She’s 

got thousands of aristocrats whose only means of existence is the army. They’re deadly poor, and 

life’s deadly slow. So they hope for a war. They look for war as a chance of getting on. Till 

there’s a war they are idle good-for-nothings. When there’s a war, they are leaders and 

commanders. There you are, then—they want war!” 

He was not a favourite debater in the public-house, being too quick and overbearing. He 

irritated the older men by his assertive manner, and his cocksureness. They listened in silence, 

and were not sorry when he finished. 

Dawes interrupted the young man’s flow of eloquence by asking, in a loud sneer: 

“Did you learn all that at th’ theatre th’ other night?” 

Paul looked at him; their eyes met. Then he knew Dawes had seen him coming out of the 

theatre with Clara. 

“Why, what about th’ theatre?” asked one of Paul’s associates, glad to get a dig at the young 

fellow, and sniffing something tasty. 

“Oh, him in a bob-tailed evening suit, on the lardy-da!” sneered Dawes, jerking his head 

contemptuously at Paul. 

“That’s comin’ it strong,” said the mutual friend. “Tart an’ all?” 

“Tart, begod!” said Dawes. 

“Go on; let’s have it!” cried the mutual friend. 

“You’ve got it,” said Dawes, “an’ I reckon Morelly had it an’ all.” 

“Well, I’ll be jiggered!” said the mutual friend. “An’ was it a proper tart?” 

“Tart, God blimey—yes!” 

“How do you know?” 



“Oh,” said Dawes, “I reckon he spent th’ night—” 

There was a good deal of laughter at Paul’s expense. 

“But who was she? D’you know her?” asked the mutual friend. 

“I should shay sho,” said Dawes. 

This brought another burst of laughter. 

“Then spit it out,” said the mutual friend. 

Dawes shook his head, and took a gulp of beer. 

“It’s a wonder he hasn’t let on himself,” he said. “He’ll be braggin’ of it in a bit.” 

“Come on, Paul,” said the friend; “it’s no good. You might just as well own up.” 

“Own up what? That I happened to take a friend to the theatre?” 

“Oh well, if it was all right, tell us who she was, lad,” said the friend. 

“She was all right,” said Dawes. 

Paul was furious. Dawes wiped his golden moustache with his fingers, sneering. 

“Strike me—! One o’ that sort?” said the mutual friend. “Paul, boy, I’m surprised at you. And 

do you know her, Baxter?” 

“Just a bit, like!” 

He winked at the other men. 

“Oh well,” said Paul, “I’ll be going!” 

The mutual friend laid a detaining hand on his shoulder. 

“Nay,” he said, “you don’t get off as easy as that, my lad. We’ve got to have a full account of 

this business.” 

“Then get it from Dawes!” he said. 

“You shouldn’t funk your own deeds, man,” remonstrated the friend. 

Then Dawes made a remark which caused Paul to throw half a glass of beer in his face. 

“Oh, Mr. Morel!” cried the barmaid, and she rang the bell for the “chucker-out”. 

Dawes spat and rushed for the young man. At that minute a brawny fellow with his shirt-

sleeves rolled up and his trousers tight over his haunches intervened. 

“Now, then!” he said, pushing his chest in front of Dawes. 

“Come out!” cried Dawes. 

Paul was leaning, white and quivering, against the brass rail of the bar. He hated Dawes, 

wished something could exterminate him at that minute; and at the same time, seeing the wet 

hair on the man’s forehead, he thought he looked pathetic. He did not move. 

“Come out, you—,” said Dawes. 

“That’s enough, Dawes,” cried the barmaid. 

“Come on,” said the “chucker-out”, with kindly insistence, “you’d better be getting on.” 

And, by making Dawes edge away from his own close proximity, he worked him to the door. 

“That’s the little sod as started it!” cried Dawes, half-cowed, pointing to Paul Morel. 

“Why, what a story, Mr. Dawes!” said the barmaid. “You know it was you all the time.” 



Still the “chucker-out” kept thrusting his chest forward at him, still he kept edging back, until 

he was in the doorway and on the steps outside; then he turned round. 

“All right,” he said, nodding straight at his rival. 

Paul had a curious sensation of pity, almost of affection, mingled with violent hate, for the 

man. The coloured door swung to; there was silence in the bar. 

“Serve him jolly well right!” said the barmaid. 

“But it’s a nasty thing to get a glass of beer in your eyes,” said the mutual friend. 

“I tell you I was glad he did,” said the barmaid. “Will you have another, Mr. Morel?” 

She held up Paul’s glass questioningly. He nodded. 

“He’s a man as doesn’t care for anything, is Baxter Dawes,” said one. 

“Pooh! is he?” said the barmaid. “He’s a loud-mouthed one, he is, and they’re never much 

good. Give me a pleasant-spoken chap, if you want a devil!” 

“Well, Paul, my lad,” said the friend, “you’ll have to take care of yourself now for a while.” 

“You won’t have to give him a chance over you, that’s all,” said the barmaid. 

“Can you box?” asked a friend. 

“Not a bit,” he answered, still very white. 

“I might give you a turn or two,” said the friend. 

“Thanks, I haven’t time.” 

And presently he took his departure. 

“Go along with him, Mr. Jenkinson,” whispered the barmaid, tipping Mr. Jenkinson the wink. 

The man nodded, took his hat, said: “Good-night all!” very heartily, and followed Paul, 

calling: 

“Half a minute, old man. You an’ me’s going the same road, I believe.” 

“Mr. Morel doesn’t like it,” said the barmaid. “You’ll see, we shan’t have him in much more. 

I’m sorry; he’s good company. And Baxter Dawes wants locking up, that’s what he wants.” 

Paul would have died rather than his mother should get to know of this affair. He suffered 

tortures of humiliation and self-consciousness. There was now a good deal of his life of which 

necessarily he could not speak to his mother. He had a life apart from her—his sexual life. The 

rest she still kept. But he felt he had to conceal something from her, and it irked him. There was 

a certain silence between them, and he felt he had, in that silence, to defend himself against her; 

he felt condemned by her. Then sometimes he hated her, and pulled at her bondage. His life 

wanted to free itself of her. It was like a circle where life turned back on itself, and got no 

farther. She bore him, loved him, kept him, and his love turned back into her, so that he could not 

be free to go forward with his own life, really love another woman. At this period, unknowingly, 

he resisted his mother’s influence. He did not tell her things; there was a distance between them. 

Clara was happy, almost sure of him. She felt she had at last got him for herself; and then 

again came the uncertainty. He told her jestingly of the affair with her husband. Her colour came 

up, her grey eyes flashed. 

“That’s him to a ‘T’,” she cried—“like a navvy! He’s not fit for mixing with decent folk.” 

“Yet you married him,” he said. 

It made her furious that he reminded her. 



“I did!” she cried. “But how was I to know?” 

“I think he might have been rather nice,” he said. 

“You think I made him what he is!” she exclaimed. 

“Oh no! he made himself. But there’s something about him—” 

Clara looked at her lover closely. There was something in him she hated, a sort of detached 

criticism of herself, a coldness which made her woman’s soul harden against him. 

“And what are you going to do?” she asked. 

“How?” 

“About Baxter.” 

“There’s nothing to do, is there?” he replied. 

“You can fight him if you have to, I suppose?” she said. 

“No; I haven’t the least sense of the ‘fist’. It’s funny. With most men there’s the instinct to 

clench the fist and hit. It’s not so with me. I should want a knife or a pistol or something to fight 

with.” 

“Then you’d better carry something,” she said. 

“Nay,” he laughed; “I’m not daggeroso.” 

“But he’ll do something to you. You don’t know him.” 

“All right,” he said, “we’ll see.” 

“And you’ll let him?” 

“Perhaps, if I can’t help it.” 

“And if he kills you?” she said. 

“I should be sorry, for his sake and mine.” 

Clara was silent for a moment. 

“You do make me angry!” she exclaimed. 

“That’s nothing afresh,” he laughed. 

“But why are you so silly? You don’t know him.” 

“And don’t want.” 

“Yes, but you’re not going to let a man do as he likes with you?” 

“What must I do?” he replied, laughing. 

“I should carry a revolver,” she said. “I’m sure he’s dangerous.” 

“I might blow my fingers off,” he said. 

“No; but won’t you?” she pleaded. 

“No.” 

“Not anything?” 

“No.” 

“And you’ll leave him to—?” 

“Yes.” 

“You are a fool!” 

“Fact!” 



She set her teeth with anger. 

“I could shake you!” she cried, trembling with passion. 

“Why?” 

“Let a man like him do as he likes with you.” 

“You can go back to him if he triumphs,” he said. 

“Do you want me to hate you?” she asked. 

“Well, I only tell you,” he said. 

“And you say you love me!” she exclaimed, low and indignant. 

“Ought I to slay him to please you?” he said. “But if I did, see what a hold he’d have over 

me.” 

“Do you think I’m a fool!” she exclaimed. 

“Not at all. But you don’t understand me, my dear.” 

There was a pause between them. 

“But you ought not to expose yourself,” she pleaded. 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

“‘The man in righteousness arrayed, 

    The pure and blameless liver, 

Needs not the keen Toledo blade, 

    Nor venom-freighted quiver,’” 

he quoted. 

She looked at him searchingly. 

“I wish I could understand you,” she said. 

“There’s simply nothing to understand,” he laughed. 

She bowed her head, brooding. 

He did not see Dawes for several days; then one morning as he ran upstairs from the Spiral 

room he almost collided with the burly metal-worker. 

“What the—!” cried the smith. 

“Sorry!” said Paul, and passed on. 

“Sorry!” sneered Dawes. 

Paul whistled lightly, “Put Me among the Girls”. 

“I’ll stop your whistle, my jockey!” he said. 

The other took no notice. 

“You’re goin’ to answer for that job of the other night.” 

Paul went to his desk in his corner, and turned over the leaves of the ledger. 

“Go and tell Fanny I want order 097, quick!” he said to his boy. 

Dawes stood in the doorway, tall and threatening, looking at the top of the young man’s head. 

“Six and five’s eleven and seven’s one-and-six,” Paul added aloud. 

“An’ you hear, do you!” said Dawes. 



“Five and ninepence!” He wrote a figure. “What’s that?” he said. 

“I’m going to show you what it is,” said the smith. 

The other went on adding the figures aloud. 

“Yer crawlin’ little—, yer daresn’t face me proper!” 

Paul quickly snatched the heavy ruler. Dawes started. The young man ruled some lines in his 

ledger. The elder man was infuriated. 

“But wait till I light on you, no matter where it is, I’ll settle your hash for a bit, yer little 

swine!” 

“All right,” said Paul. 

At that the smith started heavily from the doorway. Just then a whistle piped shrilly. Paul went 

to the speaking-tube. 

“Yes!” he said, and he listened. “Er—yes!” He listened, then he laughed. “I’ll come down 

directly. I’ve got a visitor just now.” 

Dawes knew from his tone that he had been speaking to Clara. He stepped forward. 

“Yer little devil!” he said. “I’ll visitor you, inside of two minutes! Think I’m goin’ to 

have you whipperty-snappin’ round?” 

The other clerks in the warehouse looked up. Paul’s office-boy appeared, holding some white 

article. 

“Fanny says you could have had it last night if you’d let her know,” he said. 

“All right,” answered Paul, looking at the stocking. “Get it off.” Dawes stood frustrated, 

helpless with rage. Morel turned round. 

“Excuse me a minute,” he said to Dawes, and he would have run downstairs. 

“By God, I’ll stop your gallop!” shouted the smith, seizing him by the arm. He turned quickly. 

“Hey! Hey!” cried the office-boy, alarmed. 

Thomas Jordan started out of his little glass office, and came running down the room. 

“What’s a-matter, what’s a-matter?” he said, in his old man’s sharp voice. 

“I’m just goin’ ter settle this little—, that’s all,” said Dawes desperately. 

“What do you mean?” snapped Thomas Jordan. 

“What I say,” said Dawes, but he hung fire. 

Morel was leaning against the counter, ashamed, half-grinning. 

“What’s it all about?” snapped Thomas Jordan. 

“Couldn’t say,” said Paul, shaking his head and shrugging his shoulders. 

“Couldn’t yer, couldn’t yer!” cried Dawes, thrusting forward his handsome, furious face, and 

squaring his fist. 

“Have you finished?” cried the old man, strutting. “Get off about your business, and don’t 

come here tipsy in the morning.” 

Dawes turned his big frame slowly upon him. 

“Tipsy!” he said. “Who’s tipsy? I’m no more tipsy than you are!” 

“We’ve heard that song before,” snapped the old man. “Now you get off, and don’t be long 

about it. Comin’ here with your rowdying.” 



The smith looked down contemptuously on his employer. His hands, large, and grimy, and yet 

well shaped for his labour, worked restlessly. Paul remembered they were the hands of Clara’s 

husband, and a flash of hate went through him. 

“Get out before you’re turned out!” snapped Thomas Jordan. 

“Why, who’ll turn me out?” said Dawes, beginning to sneer. 

Mr. Jordan started, marched up to the smith, waving him off, thrusting his stout little figure at 

the man, saying: 

“Get off my premises—get off!” 

He seized and twitched Dawes’s arm. 

“Come off!” said the smith, and with a jerk of the elbow he sent the little manufacturer 

staggering backwards. 

Before anyone could help him, Thomas Jordan had collided with the flimsy spring-door. It had 

given way, and let him crash down the half-dozen steps into Fanny’s room. There was a second 

of amazement; then men and girls were running. Dawes stood a moment looking bitterly on the 

scene, then he took his departure. 

Thomas Jordan was shaken and bruised, not otherwise hurt. He was, however, beside himself 

with rage. He dismissed Dawes from his employment, and summoned him for assault. 

At the trial Paul Morel had to give evidence. Asked how the trouble began, he said: 

“Dawes took occasion to insult Mrs. Dawes and me because I accompanied her to the theatre 

one evening; then I threw some beer at him, and he wanted his revenge.” 

“Cherchez la femme!” smiled the magistrate. 

The case was dismissed after the magistrate had told Dawes he thought him a skunk. 

“You gave the case away,” snapped Mr. Jordan to Paul. 

“I don’t think I did,” replied the latter. “Besides, you didn’t really want a conviction, did 

you?” 

“What do you think I took the case up for?” 

“Well,” said Paul, “I’m sorry if I said the wrong thing.” 

Clara was also very angry. 

“Why need my name have been dragged in?” she said. 

“Better speak it openly than leave it to be whispered.” 

“There was no need for anything at all,” she declared. 

“We are none the poorer,” he said indifferently. 

“You may not be,” she said. 

“And you?” he asked. 

“I need never have been mentioned.” 

“I’m sorry,” he said; but he did not sound sorry. 

He told himself easily: “She will come round.” And she did. 

He told his mother about the fall of Mr. Jordan and the trial of Dawes. Mrs. Morel watched 

him closely. 

“And what do you think of it all?” she asked him. 



“I think he’s a fool,” he said. 

But he was very uncomfortable, nevertheless. 

“Have you ever considered where it will end?” his mother said. 

“No,” he answered; “things work out of themselves.” 

“They do, in a way one doesn’t like, as a rule,” said his mother. 

“And then one has to put up with them,” he said. 

“You’ll find you’re not as good at ‘putting up’ as you imagine,” she said. 

He went on working rapidly at his design. 

“Do you ever ask her opinion?” she said at length. 

“What of?” 

“Of you, and the whole thing.” 

“I don’t care what her opinion of me is. She’s fearfully in love with me, but it’s not very 

deep.” 

“But quite as deep as your feeling for her.” 

He looked up at his mother curiously. 

“Yes,” he said. “You know, mother, I think there must be something the matter with me, that 

I can’t love. When she’s there, as a rule, I do love her. Sometimes, when I see her just as the 

woman, I love her, mother; but then, when she talks and criticises, I often don’t listen to her.” 

“Yet she’s as much sense as Miriam.” 

“Perhaps; and I love her better than Miriam. But why don’t they hold me?” 

The last question was almost a lamentation. His mother turned away her face, sat looking 

across the room, very quiet, grave, with something of renunciation. 

“But you wouldn’t want to marry Clara?” she said. 

“No; at first perhaps I would. But why—why don’t I want to marry her or anybody? I feel 

sometimes as if I wronged my women, mother.” 

“How wronged them, my son?” 

“I don’t know.” 

He went on painting rather despairingly; he had touched the quick of the trouble. 

“And as for wanting to marry,” said his mother, “there’s plenty of time yet.” 

“But no, mother. I even love Clara, and I did Miriam; but to give myself to them in marriage I 

couldn’t. I couldn’t belong to them. They seem to want me, and I can’t ever give it them.” 

“You haven’t met the right woman.” 

“And I never shall meet the right woman while you live,” he said. 

She was very quiet. Now she began to feel again tired, as if she were done. 

“We’ll see, my son,” she answered. 

The feeling that things were going in a circle made him mad. 

Clara was, indeed, passionately in love with him, and he with her, as far as passion went. In 

the daytime he forgot her a good deal. She was working in the same building, but he was not 

aware of it. He was busy, and her existence was of no matter to him. But all the time she was in 

her Spiral room she had a sense that he was upstairs, a physical sense of his person in the same 



building. Every second she expected him to come through the door, and when he came it was a 

shock to her. But he was often short and offhand with her. He gave her his directions in an 

official manner, keeping her at bay. With what wits she had left she listened to him. She dared 

not misunderstand or fail to remember, but it was a cruelty to her. She wanted to touch his chest. 

She knew exactly how his breast was shapen under the waistcoat, and she wanted to touch it. It 

maddened her to hear his mechanical voice giving orders about the work. She wanted to break 

through the sham of it, smash the trivial coating of business which covered him with hardness, 

get at the man again; but she was afraid, and before she could feel one touch of his warmth he 

was gone, and she ached again. 

He knew that she was dreary every evening she did not see him, so he gave her a good deal of 

his time. The days were often a misery to her, but the evenings and the nights were usually a 

bliss to them both. Then they were silent. For hours they sat together, or walked together in the 

dark, and talked only a few, almost meaningless words. But he had her hand in his, and her 

bosom left its warmth in his chest, making him feel whole. 

One evening they were walking down by the canal, and something was troubling him. She 

knew she had not got him. All the time he whistled softly and persistently to himself. She 

listened, feeling she could learn more from his whistling than from his speech. It was a sad 

dissatisfied tune—a tune that made her feel he would not stay with her. She walked on in silence. 

When they came to the swing bridge he sat down on the great pole, looking at the stars in the 

water. He was a long way from her. She had been thinking. 

“Will you always stay at Jordan’s?” she asked. 

“No,” he answered without reflecting. “No; I s’ll leave Nottingham and go abroad—soon.” 

“Go abroad! What for?” 

“I dunno! I feel restless.” 

“But what shall you do?” 

“I shall have to get some steady designing work, and some sort of sale for my pictures first,” 

he said. “I am gradually making my way. I know I am.” 

“And when do you think you’ll go?” 

“I don’t know. I shall hardly go for long, while there’s my mother.” 

“You couldn’t leave her?” 

“Not for long.” 

She looked at the stars in the black water. They lay very white and staring. It was an agony to 

know he would leave her, but it was almost an agony to have him near her. 

“And if you made a nice lot of money, what would you do?” she asked. 

“Go somewhere in a pretty house near London with my mother.” 

“I see.” 

There was a long pause. 

“I could still come and see you,” he said. “I don’t know. Don’t ask me what I should do; I 

don’t know.” 

There was a silence. The stars shuddered and broke upon the water. There came a breath of 

wind. He went suddenly to her, and put his hand on her shoulder. 



“Don’t ask me anything about the future,” he said miserably. “I don’t know anything. Be with 

me now, will you, no matter what it is?” 

And she took him in her arms. After all, she was a married woman, and she had no right even 

to what he gave her. He needed her badly. She had him in her arms, and he was miserable. With 

her warmth she folded him over, consoled him, loved him. She would let the moment stand for 

itself. 

After a moment he lifted his head as if he wanted to speak. 

“Clara,” he said, struggling. 

She caught him passionately to her, pressed his head down on her breast with her hand. She 

could not bear the suffering in his voice. She was afraid in her soul. He might have anything of 

her—anything; but she did not want to know. She felt she could not bear it. She wanted him to be 

soothed upon her—soothed. She stood clasping him and caressing him, and he was something 

unknown to her—something almost uncanny. She wanted to soothe him into forgetfulness. 

And soon the struggle went down in his soul, and he forgot. But then Clara was not there for 

him, only a woman, warm, something he loved and almost worshipped, there in the dark. But it 

was not Clara, and she submitted to him. The naked hunger and inevitability of his loving her, 

something strong and blind and ruthless in its primitiveness, made the hour almost terrible to her. 

She knew how stark and alone he was, and she felt it was great that he came to her; and she took 

him simply because his need was bigger either than her or him, and her soul was still within her. 

She did this for him in his need, even if he left her, for she loved him. 

All the while the peewits were screaming in the field. When he came to, he wondered what 

was near his eyes, curving and strong with life in the dark, and what voice it was speaking. Then 

he realised it was the grass, and the peewit was calling. The warmth was Clara’s breathing 

heaving. He lifted his head, and looked into her eyes. They were dark and shining and strange, 

life wild at the source staring into his life, stranger to him, yet meeting him; and he put his face 

down on her throat, afraid. What was she? A strong, strange, wild life, that breathed with his in 

the darkness through this hour. It was all so much bigger than themselves that he was hushed. 

They had met, and included in their meeting the thrust of the manifold grass stems, the cry of the 

peewit, the wheel of the stars. 

When they stood up they saw other lovers stealing down the opposite hedge. It seemed natural 

they were there; the night contained them. 

And after such an evening they both were very still, having known the immensity of passion. 

They felt small, half-afraid, childish and wondering, like Adam and Eve when they lost their 

innocence and realised the magnificence of the power which drove them out of Paradise and 

across the great night and the great day of humanity. It was for each of them an initiation and a 

satisfaction. To know their own nothingness, to know the tremendous living flood which carried 

them always, gave them rest within themselves. If so great a magnificent power could 

overwhelm them, identify them altogether with itself, so that they knew they were only grains in 

the tremendous heave that lifted every grass blade its little height, and every tree, and living 

thing, then why fret about themselves? They could let themselves be carried by life, and they felt 

a sort of peace each in the other. There was a verification which they had had together. Nothing 

could nullify it, nothing could take it away; it was almost their belief in life. 

But Clara was not satisfied. Something great was there, she knew; something great enveloped 

her. But it did not keep her. In the morning it was not the same. They had known, but she could 

not keep the moment. She wanted it again; she wanted something permanent. She had not 



realised fully. She thought it was he whom she wanted. He was not safe to her. This that had 

been between them might never be again; he might leave her. She had not got him; she was not 

satisfied. She had been there, but she had not gripped the—the something—she knew not what—

which she was mad to have. 

In the morning he had considerable peace, and was happy in himself. It seemed almost as if he 

had known the baptism of fire in passion, and it left him at rest. But it was not Clara. It was 

something that happened because of her, but it was not her. They were scarcely any nearer each 

other. It was as if they had been blind agents of a great force. 

When she saw him that day at the factory her heart melted like a drop of fire. It was his body, 

his brows. The drop of fire grew more intense in her breast; she must hold him. But he, very 

quiet, very subdued this morning, went on giving his instruction. She followed him into the dark, 

ugly basement, and lifted her arms to him. He kissed her, and the intensity of passion began to 

burn him again. Somebody was at the door. He ran upstairs; she returned to her room, moving as 

if in a trance. 

After that the fire slowly went down. He felt more and more that his experience had been 

impersonal, and not Clara. He loved her. There was a big tenderness, as after a strong emotion 

they had known together; but it was not she who could keep his soul steady. He had wanted her 

to be something she could not be. 

And she was mad with desire of him. She could not see him without touching him. In the 

factory, as he talked to her about Spiral hose, she ran her hand secretly along his side. She 

followed him out into the basement for a quick kiss; her eyes, always mute and yearning, full of 

unrestrained passion, she kept fixed on his. He was afraid of her, lest she should too flagrantly 

give herself away before the other girls. She invariably waited for him at dinnertime for him to 

embrace her before she went. He felt as if she were helpless, almost a burden to him, and it 

irritated him. 

“But what do you always want to be kissing and embracing for?” he said. “Surely there’s a 

time for everything.” 

She looked up at him, and the hate came into her eyes. 

“Do I always want to be kissing you?” she said. 

“Always, even if I come to ask you about the work. I don’t want anything to do with love 

when I’m at work. Work’s work—” 

“And what is love?” she asked. “Has it to have special hours?” 

“Yes; out of work hours.” 

“And you’ll regulate it according to Mr. Jordan’s closing time?” 

“Yes; and according to the freedom from business of any sort.” 

“It is only to exist in spare time?” 

“That’s all, and not always then—not the kissing sort of love.” 

“And that’s all you think of it?” 

“It’s quite enough.” 

“I’m glad you think so.” 

And she was cold to him for some time—she hated him; and while she was cold and 

contemptuous, he was uneasy till she had forgiven him again. But when they started afresh they 

were not any nearer. He kept her because he never satisfied her. 



In the spring they went together to the seaside. They had rooms at a little cottage near 

Theddlethorpe, and lived as man and wife. Mrs. Radford sometimes went with them. 

It was known in Nottingham that Paul Morel and Mrs. Dawes were going together, but as 

nothing was very obvious, and Clara always a solitary person, and he seemed so simple and 

innocent, it did not make much difference. 

He loved the Lincolnshire coast, and she loved the sea. In the early morning they often went 

out together to bathe. The grey of the dawn, the far, desolate reaches of the fenland smitten with 

winter, the sea-meadows rank with herbage, were stark enough to rejoice his soul. As they 

stepped on to the highroad from their plank bridge, and looked round at the endless monotony of 

levels, the land a little darker than the sky, the sea sounding small beyond the sandhills, his heart 

filled strong with the sweeping relentlessness of life. She loved him then. He was solitary and 

strong, and his eyes had a beautiful light. 

They shuddered with cold; then he raced her down the road to the green turf bridge. She could 

run well. Her colour soon came, her throat was bare, her eyes shone. He loved her for being so 

luxuriously heavy, and yet so quick. Himself was light; she went with a beautiful rush. They 

grew warm, and walked hand in hand. 

A flush came into the sky, the wan moon, half-way down the west, sank into insignificance. 

On the shadowy land things began to take life, plants with great leaves became distinct. They 

came through a pass in the big, cold sandhills on to the beach. The long waste of foreshore lay 

moaning under the dawn and the sea; the ocean was a flat dark strip with a white edge. Over the 

gloomy sea the sky grew red. Quickly the fire spread among the clouds and scattered them. 

Crimson burned to orange, orange to dull gold, and in a golden glitter the sun came up, dribbling 

fierily over the waves in little splashes, as if someone had gone along and the light had spilled 

from her pail as she walked. 

The breakers ran down the shore in long, hoarse strokes. Tiny seagulls, like specks of spray, 

wheeled above the line of surf. Their crying seemed larger than they. Far away the coast reached 

out, and melted into the morning, the tussocky sandhills seemed to sink to a level with the beach. 

Mablethorpe was tiny on their right. They had alone the space of all this level shore, the sea, and 

the upcoming sun, the faint noise of the waters, the sharp crying of the gulls. 

They had a warm hollow in the sandhills where the wind did not come. He stood looking out 

to sea. 

“It’s very fine,” he said. 

“Now don’t get sentimental,” she said. 

It irritated her to see him standing gazing at the sea, like a solitary and poetic person. He 

laughed. She quickly undressed. 

“There are some fine waves this morning,” she said triumphantly. 

She was a better swimmer than he; he stood idly watching her. 

“Aren’t you coming?” she said. 

“In a minute,” he answered. 

She was white and velvet skinned, with heavy shoulders. A little wind, coming from the sea, 

blew across her body and ruffled her hair. 

The morning was of a lovely limpid gold colour. Veils of shadow seemed to be drifting away 

on the north and the south. Clara stood shrinking slightly from the touch of the wind, twisting her 



hair. The sea-grass rose behind the white stripped woman. She glanced at the sea, then looked at 

him. He was watching her with dark eyes which she loved and could not understand. She hugged 

her breasts between her arms, cringing, laughing: 

“Oo, it will be so cold!” she said. 

He bent forward and kissed her, held her suddenly close, and kissed her again. She stood 

waiting. He looked into her eyes, then away at the pale sands. 

“Go, then!” he said quietly. 

She flung her arms round his neck, drew him against her, kissed him passionately, and went, 

saying: 

“But you’ll come in?” 

“In a minute.” 

She went plodding heavily over the sand that was soft as velvet. He, on the sandhills, watched 

the great pale coast envelop her. She grew smaller, lost proportion, seemed only like a large 

white bird toiling forward. 

“Not much more than a big white pebble on the beach, not much more than a clot of foam 

being blown and rolled over the sand,” he said to himself. 

She seemed to move very slowly across the vast sounding shore. As he watched, he lost her. 

She was dazzled out of sight by the sunshine. Again he saw her, the merest white speck moving 

against the white, muttering sea-edge. 

“Look how little she is!” he said to himself. “She’s lost like a grain of sand in the beach—just 

a concentrated speck blown along, a tiny white foam-bubble, almost nothing among the morning. 

Why does she absorb me?” 

The morning was altogether uninterrupted: she was gone in the water. Far and wide the beach, 

the sandhills with their blue marrain, the shining water, glowed together in immense, unbroken 

solitude. 

“What is she, after all?” he said to himself. “Here’s the seacoast morning, big and permanent 

and beautiful; there is she, fretting, always unsatisfied, and temporary as a bubble of foam. What 

does she mean to me, after all? She represents something, like a bubble of foam represents the 

sea. But what is she? It’s not her I care for.” 

Then, startled by his own unconscious thoughts, that seemed to speak so distinctly that all the 

morning could hear, he undressed and ran quickly down the sands. She was watching for him. 

Her arm flashed up to him, she heaved on a wave, subsided, her shoulders in a pool of liquid 

silver. He jumped through the breakers, and in a moment her hand was on his shoulder. 

He was a poor swimmer, and could not stay long in the water. She played round him in 

triumph, sporting with her superiority, which he begrudged her. The sunshine stood deep and 

fine on the water. They laughed in the sea for a minute or two, then raced each other back to the 

sandhills. 

When they were drying themselves, panting heavily, he watched her laughing, breathless face, 

her bright shoulders, her breasts that swayed and made him frightened as she rubbed them, and 

he thought again: 

“But she is magnificent, and even bigger than the morning and the sea. Is she—? Is she—?” 

She, seeing his dark eyes fixed on her, broke off from her drying with a laugh. 

“What are you looking at?” she said. 



“You,” he answered, laughing. 

Her eyes met his, and in a moment he was kissing her white “goose-fleshed” shoulder, and 

thinking: 

“What is she? What is she?” 

She loved him in the morning. There was something detached, hard, and elemental about his 

kisses then, as if he were only conscious of his own will, not in the least of her and her wanting 

him. 

Later in the day he went out sketching. 

“You,” he said to her, “go with your mother to Sutton. I am so dull.” 

She stood and looked at him. He knew she wanted to come with him, but he preferred to be 

alone. She made him feel imprisoned when she was there, as if he could not get a free deep 

breath, as if there were something on top of him. She felt his desire to be free of her. 

In the evening he came back to her. They walked down the shore in the darkness, then sat for a 

while in the shelter of the sandhills. 

“It seems,” she said, as they stared over the darkness of the sea, where no light was to be 

seen—“it seemed as if you only loved me at night—as if you didn’t love me in the daytime.” 

He ran the cold sand through his fingers, feeling guilty under the accusation. 

“The night is free to you,” he replied. “In the daytime I want to be by myself.” 

“But why?” she said. “Why, even now, when we are on this short holiday?” 

“I don’t know. Love-making stifles me in the daytime.” 

“But it needn’t be always love-making,” she said. 

“It always is,” he answered, “when you and I are together.” 

She sat feeling very bitter. 

“Do you ever want to marry me?” he asked curiously. 

“Do you me?” she replied. 

“Yes, yes; I should like us to have children,” he answered slowly. 

She sat with her head bent, fingering the sand. 

“But you don’t really want a divorce from Baxter, do you?” he said. 

It was some minutes before she replied. 

“No,” she said, very deliberately; “I don’t think I do.” 

“Why?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Do you feel as if you belonged to him?” 

“No; I don’t think so.” 

“What, then?” 

“I think he belongs to me,” she replied. 

He was silent for some minutes, listening to the wind blowing over the hoarse, dark sea. 

“And you never really intended to belong to me?” he said. 

“Yes, I do belong to you,” she answered. 

“No,” he said; “because you don’t want to be divorced.” 



It was a knot they could not untie, so they left it, took what they could get, and what they 

could not attain they ignored. 

“I consider you treated Baxter rottenly,” he said another time. 

He half-expected Clara to answer him, as his mother would: “You consider your own affairs, 

and don’t know so much about other people’s.” But she took him seriously, almost to his own 

surprise. 

“Why?” she said. 

“I suppose you thought he was a lily of the valley, and so you put him in an appropriate pot, 

and tended him according. You made up your mind he was a lily of the valley and it was no good 

his being a cow-parsnip. You wouldn’t have it.” 

“I certainly never imagined him a lily of the valley.” 

“You imagined him something he wasn’t. That’s just what a woman is. She thinks she knows 

what’s good for a man, and she’s going to see he gets it; and no matter if he’s starving, he may 

sit and whistle for what he needs, while she’s got him, and is giving him what’s good for him.” 

“And what are you doing?” she asked. 

“I’m thinking what tune I shall whistle,” he laughed. 

And instead of boxing his ears, she considered him in earnest. 

“You think I want to give you what’s good for you?” she asked. 

“I hope so; but love should give a sense of freedom, not of prison. Miriam made me feel tied 

up like a donkey to a stake. I must feed on her patch, and nowhere else. It’s sickening!” 

“And would you let a woman do as she likes?” 

“Yes; I’ll see that she likes to love me. If she doesn’t—well, I don’t hold her.” 

“If you were as wonderful as you say—,” replied Clara. 

“I should be the marvel I am,” he laughed. 

There was a silence in which they hated each other, though they laughed. 

“Love’s a dog in a manger,” he said. 

“And which of us is the dog?” she asked. 

“Oh well, you, of course.” 

So there went on a battle between them. She knew she never fully had him. Some part, big and 

vital in him, she had no hold over; nor did she ever try to get it, or even to realise what it was. 

And he knew in some way that she held herself still as Mrs. Dawes. She did not love Dawes, 

never had loved him; but she believed he loved her, at least depended on her. She felt a certain 

surety about him that she never felt with Paul Morel. Her passion for the young man had filled 

her soul, given her a certain satisfaction, eased her of her self-mistrust, her doubt. Whatever else 

she was, she was inwardly assured. It was almost as if she had gained herself, and stood now 

distinct and complete. She had received her confirmation; but she never believed that her life 

belonged to Paul Morel, nor his to her. They would separate in the end, and the rest of her life 

would be an ache after him. But at any rate, she knew now, she was sure of herself. And the same 

could almost be said of him. Together they had received the baptism of life, each through the 

other; but now their missions were separate. Where he wanted to go she could not come with 

him. They would have to part sooner or later. Even if they married, and were faithful to each 



other, still he would have to leave her, go on alone, and she would only have to attend to him 

when he came home. But it was not possible. Each wanted a mate to go side by side with. 

Clara had gone to live with her mother upon Mapperley Plains. One evening, as Paul and she 

were walking along Woodborough Road, they met Dawes. Morel knew something about the 

bearing of the man approaching, but he was absorbed in his thinking at the moment, so that only 

his artist’s eye watched the form of the stranger. Then he suddenly turned to Clara with a laugh, 

and put his hand on her shoulder, saying, laughing: 

“But we walk side by side, and yet I’m in London arguing with an imaginary Orpen; and 

where are you?” 

At that instant Dawes passed, almost touching Morel. The young man glanced, saw the dark 

brown eyes burning, full of hate and yet tired. 

“Who was that?” he asked of Clara. 

“It was Baxter,” she replied. 

Paul took his hand from her shoulder and glanced round; then he saw again distinctly the 

man’s form as it approached him. Dawes still walked erect, with his fine shoulders flung back, 

and his face lifted; but there was a furtive look in his eyes that gave one the impression he was 

trying to get unnoticed past every person he met, glancing suspiciously to see what they thought 

of him. And his hands seemed to be wanting to hide. He wore old clothes, the trousers were torn 

at the knee, and the handkerchief tied round his throat was dirty; but his cap was still defiantly 

over one eye. As she saw him, Clara felt guilty. There was a tiredness and despair on his face 

that made her hate him, because it hurt her. 

“He looks shady,” said Paul. 

But the note of pity in his voice reproached her, and made her feel hard. 

“His true commonness comes out,” she answered. 

“Do you hate him?” he asked. 

“You talk,” she said, “about the cruelty of women; I wish you knew the cruelty of men in their 

brute force. They simply don’t know that the woman exists.” 

“Don’t I?” he said. 

“No,” she answered. 

“Don’t I know you exist?” 

“About me you know nothing,” she said bitterly—“about me!” 

“No more than Baxter knew?” he asked. 

“Perhaps not as much.” 

He felt puzzled, and helpless, and angry. There she walked unknown to him, though they had 

been through such experience together. 

“But you know me pretty well,” he said. 

She did not answer. 

“Did you know Baxter as well as you know me?” he asked. 

“He wouldn’t let me,” she said. 

“And I have let you know me?” 

“It’s what men won’t let you do. They won’t let you get really near to them,” she said. 



“And haven’t I let you?” 

“Yes,” she answered slowly; “but you’ve never come near to me. You can’t come out of 

yourself, you can’t. Baxter could do that better than you.” 

He walked on pondering. He was angry with her for preferring Baxter to him. 

“You begin to value Baxter now you’ve not got him,” he said. 

“No; I can only see where he was different from you.” 

But he felt she had a grudge against him. 

One evening, as they were coming home over the fields, she startled him by asking: 

“Do you think it’s worth it—the—the sex part?” 

“The act of loving, itself?” 

“Yes; is it worth anything to you?” 

“But how can you separate it?” he said. “It’s the culmination of everything. All our intimacy 

culminates then.” 

“Not for me,” she said. 

He was silent. A flash of hate for her came up. After all, she was dissatisfied with him, even 

there, where he thought they fulfilled each other. But he believed her too implicitly. 

“I feel,” she continued slowly, “as if I hadn’t got you, as if all of you weren’t there, and as if it 

weren’t me you were taking—” 

“Who, then?” 

“Something just for yourself. It has been fine, so that I daren’t think of it. But is it me you 

want, or is it It?” 

He again felt guilty. Did he leave Clara out of count, and take simply women? But he thought 

that was splitting a hair. 

“When I had Baxter, actually had him, then I did feel as if I had all of him,” she said. 

“And it was better?” he asked. 

“Yes, yes; it was more whole. I don’t say you haven’t given me more than he ever gave me.” 

“Or could give you.” 

“Yes, perhaps; but you’ve never given me yourself.” 

He knitted his brows angrily. 

“If I start to make love to you,” he said, “I just go like a leaf down the wind.” 

“And leave me out of count,” she said. 

“And then is it nothing to you?” he asked, almost rigid with chagrin. 

“It’s something; and sometimes you have carried me away—right away—I know—and—I 

reverence you for it—but—” 

“Don’t ‘but’ me,” he said, kissing her quickly, as a fire ran through him. 

She submitted, and was silent. 

It was true as he said. As a rule, when he started love-making, the emotion was strong enough 

to carry with it everything—reason, soul, blood—in a great sweep, like the Trent carries bodily 

its back-swirls and intertwinings, noiselessly. Gradually the little criticisms, the little sensations, 

were lost, thought also went, everything borne along in one flood. He became, not a man with a 



mind, but a great instinct. His hands were like creatures, living; his limbs, his body, were all life 

and consciousness, subject to no will of his, but living in themselves. Just as he was, so it seemed 

the vigorous, wintry stars were strong also with life. He and they struck with the same pulse of 

fire, and the same joy of strength which held the bracken-frond stiff near his eyes held his own 

body firm. It was as if he, and the stars, and the dark herbage, and Clara were licked up in an 

immense tongue of flame, which tore onwards and upwards. Everything rushed along in living 

beside him; everything was still, perfect in itself, along with him. This wonderful stillness in 

each thing in itself, while it was being borne along in a very ecstasy of living, seemed the highest 

point of bliss. 

And Clara knew this held him to her, so she trusted altogether to the passion. It, however, 

failed her very often. They did not often reach again the height of that once when the peewits had 

called. Gradually, some mechanical effort spoilt their loving, or, when they had splendid 

moments, they had them separately, and not so satisfactorily. So often he seemed merely to be 

running on alone; often they realised it had been a failure, not what they had wanted. He left her, 

knowing that evening had only made a little split between them. Their loving grew more 

mechanical, without the marvellous glamour. Gradually they began to introduce novelties, to get 

back some of the feeling of satisfaction. They would be very near, almost dangerously near to the 

river, so that the black water ran not far from his face, and it gave a little thrill; or they loved 

sometimes in a little hollow below the fence of the path where people were passing occasionally, 

on the edge of the town, and they heard footsteps coming, almost felt the vibration of the tread, 

and they heard what the passers-by said—strange little things that were never intended to be 

heard. And afterwards each of them was rather ashamed, and these things caused a distance 

between the two of them. He began to despise her a little, as if she had merited it! 

One night he left her to go to Daybrook Station over the fields. It was very dark, with an 

attempt at snow, although the spring was so far advanced. Morel had not much time; he plunged 

forward. The town ceases almost abruptly on the edge of a steep hollow; there the houses with 

their yellow lights stand up against the darkness. He went over the stile, and dropped quickly into 

the hollow of the fields. Under the orchard one warm window shone in Swineshead Farm. Paul 

glanced round. Behind, the houses stood on the brim of the dip, black against the sky, like wild 

beasts glaring curiously with yellow eyes down into the darkness. It was the town that seemed 

savage and uncouth, glaring on the clouds at the back of him. Some creature stirred under the 

willows of the farm pond. It was too dark to distinguish anything. 

He was close up to the next stile before he saw a dark shape leaning against it. The man 

moved aside. 

“Good-evening!” he said. 

“Good-evening!” Morel answered, not noticing. 

“Paul Morel?” said the man. 

Then he knew it was Dawes. The man stopped his way. 

“I’ve got yer, have I?” he said awkwardly. 

“I shall miss my train,” said Paul. 

He could see nothing of Dawes’s face. The man’s teeth seemed to chatter as he talked. 

“You’re going to get it from me now,” said Dawes. 

Morel attempted to move forward; the other man stepped in front of him. 

“Are yer goin’ to take that top-coat off,” he said, “or are you goin’ to lie down to it?” 



Paul was afraid the man was mad. 

“But,” he said, “I don’t know how to fight.” 

“All right, then,” answered Dawes, and before the younger man knew where he was, he was 

staggering backwards from a blow across the face. 

The whole night went black. He tore off his overcoat and coat, dodging a blow, and flung the 

garments over Dawes. The latter swore savagely. Morel, in his shirt-sleeves, was now alert and 

furious. He felt his whole body unsheath itself like a claw. He could not fight, so he would use 

his wits. The other man became more distinct to him; he could see particularly the shirt-breast. 

Dawes stumbled over Paul’s coats, then came rushing forward. The young man’s mouth was 

bleeding. It was the other man’s mouth he was dying to get at, and the desire was anguish in its 

strength. He stepped quickly through the stile, and as Dawes was coming through after him, like 

a flash he got a blow in over the other’s mouth. He shivered with pleasure. Dawes advanced 

slowly, spitting. Paul was afraid; he moved round to get to the stile again. Suddenly, from out of 

nowhere, came a great blow against his ear, that sent him falling helpless backwards. He heard 

Dawes’s heavy panting, like a wild beast’s, then came a kick on the knee, giving him such agony 

that he got up and, quite blind, leapt clean under his enemy’s guard. He felt blows and kicks, but 

they did not hurt. He hung on to the bigger man like a wild cat, till at last Dawes fell with a 

crash, losing his presence of mind. Paul went down with him. Pure instinct brought his hands to 

the man’s neck, and before Dawes, in frenzy and agony, could wrench him free, he had got his 

fists twisted in the scarf and his knuckles dug in the throat of the other man. He was a pure 

instinct, without reason or feeling. His body, hard and wonderful in itself, cleaved against the 

struggling body of the other man; not a muscle in him relaxed. He was quite unconscious, only 

his body had taken upon itself to kill this other man. For himself, he had neither feeling nor 

reason. He lay pressed hard against his adversary, his body adjusting itself to its one pure 

purpose of choking the other man, resisting exactly at the right moment, with exactly the right 

amount of strength, the struggles of the other, silent, intent, unchanging, gradually pressing its 

knuckles deeper, feeling the struggles of the other body become wilder and more frenzied. 

Tighter and tighter grew his body, like a screw that is gradually increasing in pressure, till 

something breaks. 

Then suddenly he relaxed, full of wonder and misgiving. Dawes had been yielding. Morel felt 

his body flame with pain, as he realised what he was doing; he was all bewildered. Dawes’s 

struggles suddenly renewed themselves in a furious spasm. Paul’s hands were wrenched, torn out 

of the scarf in which they were knotted, and he was flung away, helpless. He heard the horrid 

sound of the other’s gasping, but he lay stunned; then, still dazed, he felt the blows of the other’s 

feet, and lost consciousness. 

Dawes, grunting with pain like a beast, was kicking the prostrate body of his rival. Suddenly 

the whistle of the train shrieked two fields away. He turned round and glared suspiciously. What 

was coming? He saw the lights of the train draw across his vision. It seemed to him people were 

approaching. He made off across the field into Nottingham, and dimly in his consciousness as he 

went, he felt on his foot the place where his boot had knocked against one of the lad’s bones. The 

knock seemed to re-echo inside him; he hurried to get away from it. 

Morel gradually came to himself. He knew where he was and what had happened, but he did 

not want to move. He lay still, with tiny bits of snow tickling his face. It was pleasant to lie quite, 

quite still. The time passed. It was the bits of snow that kept rousing him when he did not want to 

be roused. At last his will clicked into action. 



“I mustn’t lie here,” he said; “it’s silly.” 

But still he did not move. 

“I said I was going to get up,” he repeated. “Why don’t I?” 

And still it was some time before he had sufficiently pulled himself together to stir; then 

gradually he got up. Pain made him sick and dazed, but his brain was clear. Reeling, he groped 

for his coats and got them on, buttoning his overcoat up to his ears. It was some time before he 

found his cap. He did not know whether his face was still bleeding. Walking blindly, every step 

making him sick with pain, he went back to the pond and washed his face and hands. The icy 

water hurt, but helped to bring him back to himself. He crawled back up the hill to the tram. He 

wanted to get to his mother—he must get to his mother—that was his blind intention. He covered 

his face as much as he could, and struggled sickly along. Continually the ground seemed to fall 

away from him as he walked, and he felt himself dropping with a sickening feeling into space; 

so, like a nightmare, he got through with the journey home. 

Everybody was in bed. He looked at himself. His face was discoloured and smeared with 

blood, almost like a dead man’s face. He washed it, and went to bed. The night went by in 

delirium. In the morning he found his mother looking at him. Her blue eyes—they were all he 

wanted to see. She was there; he was in her hands. 

“It’s not much, mother,” he said. “It was Baxter Dawes.” 

“Tell me where it hurts you,” she said quietly. 

“I don’t know—my shoulder. Say it was a bicycle accident, mother.” 

He could not move his arm. Presently Minnie, the little servant, came upstairs with some tea. 

“Your mother’s nearly frightened me out of my wits—fainted away,” she said. 

He felt he could not bear it. His mother nursed him; he told her about it. 

“And now I should have done with them all,” she said quietly. 

“I will, mother.” 

She covered him up. 

“And don’t think about it,” she said—“only try to go to sleep. The doctor won’t be here till 

eleven.” 

He had a dislocated shoulder, and the second day acute bronchitis set in. His mother was pale 

as death now, and very thin. She would sit and look at him, then away into space. There was 

something between them that neither dared mention. Clara came to see him. Afterwards he said 

to his mother: 

“She makes me tired, mother.” 

“Yes; I wish she wouldn’t come,” Mrs. Morel replied. 

Another day Miriam came, but she seemed almost like a stranger to him. 

“You know, I don’t care about them, mother,” he said. 

“I’m afraid you don’t, my son,” she replied sadly. 

It was given out everywhere that it was a bicycle accident. Soon he was able to go to work 

again, but now there was a constant sickness and gnawing at his heart. He went to Clara, but 

there seemed, as it were, nobody there. He could not work. He and his mother seemed almost to 

avoid each other. There was some secret between them which they could not bear. He was not 



aware of it. He only knew that his life seemed unbalanced, as if it were going to smash into 

pieces. 

Clara did not know what was the matter with him. She realised that he seemed unaware of her. 

Even when he came to her he seemed unaware of her; always he was somewhere else. She felt 

she was clutching for him, and he was somewhere else. It tortured her, and so she tortured him. 

For a month at a time she kept him at arm’s length. He almost hated her, and was driven to her in 

spite of himself. He went mostly into the company of men, was always at the George or the 

White Horse. His mother was ill, distant, quiet, shadowy. He was terrified of something; he 

dared not look at her. Her eyes seemed to grow darker, her face more waxen; still she dragged 

about at her work. 

At Whitsuntide he said he would go to Blackpool for four days with his friend Newton. The 

latter was a big, jolly fellow, with a touch of the bounder about him. Paul said his mother must 

go to Sheffield to stay a week with Annie, who lived there. Perhaps the change would do her 

good. Mrs. Morel was attending a woman’s doctor in Nottingham. He said her heart and her 

digestion were wrong. She consented to go to Sheffield, though she did not want to; but now she 

would do everything her son wished of her. Paul said he would come for her on the fifth day, and 

stay also in Sheffield till the holiday was up. It was agreed. 

The two young men set off gaily for Blackpool. Mrs. Morel was quite lively as Paul kissed her 

and left her. Once at the station, he forgot everything. Four days were clear—not an anxiety, not 

a thought. The two young men simply enjoyed themselves. Paul was like another man. None of 

himself remained—no Clara, no Miriam, no mother that fretted him. He wrote to them all, and 

long letters to his mother; but they were jolly letters that made her laugh. He was having a good 

time, as young fellows will in a place like Blackpool. And underneath it all was a shadow for 

her. 

Paul was very gay, excited at the thought of staying with his mother in Sheffield. Newton was 

to spend the day with them. Their train was late. Joking, laughing, with their pipes between their 

teeth, the young men swung their bags on to the tram-car. Paul had bought his mother a little 

collar of real lace that he wanted to see her wear, so that he could tease her about it. 

Annie lived in a nice house, and had a little maid. Paul ran gaily up the steps. He expected his 

mother laughing in the hall, but it was Annie who opened to him. She seemed distant to him. He 

stood a second in dismay. Annie let him kiss her cheek. 

“Is my mother ill?” he said. 

“Yes; she’s not very well. Don’t upset her.” 

“Is she in bed?” 

“Yes.” 

And then the queer feeling went over him, as if all the sunshine had gone out of him, and it 

was all shadow. He dropped the bag and ran upstairs. Hesitating, he opened the door. His mother 

sat up in bed, wearing a dressing-gown of old-rose colour. She looked at him almost as if she 

were ashamed of herself, pleading to him, humble. He saw the ashy look about her. 

“Mother!” he said. 

“I thought you were never coming,” she answered gaily. 

But he only fell on his knees at the bedside, and buried his face in the bedclothes, crying in 

agony, and saying: 



“Mother—mother—mother!” 

She stroked his hair slowly with her thin hand. 

“Don’t cry,” she said. “Don’t cry—it’s nothing.” 

But he felt as if his blood was melting into tears, and he cried in terror and pain. 

“Don’t—don’t cry,” his mother faltered. 

Slowly she stroked his hair. Shocked out of himself, he cried, and the tears hurt in every fibre 

of his body. Suddenly he stopped, but he dared not lift his face out of the bedclothes. 

“You are late. Where have you been?” his mother asked. 

“The train was late,” he replied, muffled in the sheet. 

“Yes; that miserable Central! Is Newton come?” 

“Yes.” 

“I’m sure you must be hungry, and they’ve kept dinner waiting.” 

With a wrench he looked up at her. 

“What is it, mother?” he asked brutally. 

She averted her eyes as she answered: 

“Only a bit of a tumour, my boy. You needn’t trouble. It’s been there—the lump has—a long 

time.” 

Up came the tears again. His mind was clear and hard, but his body was crying. 

“Where?” he said. 

She put her hand on her side. 

“Here. But you know they can sweal a tumour away.” 

He stood feeling dazed and helpless, like a child. He thought perhaps it was as she said. Yes; 

he reassured himself it was so. But all the while his blood and his body knew definitely what it 

was. He sat down on the bed, and took her hand. She had never had but the one ring—her 

wedding-ring. 

“When were you poorly?” he asked. 

“It was yesterday it began,” she answered submissively. 

“Pains?” 

“Yes; but not more than I’ve often had at home. I believe Dr. Ansell is an alarmist.” 

“You ought not to have travelled alone,” he said, to himself more than to her. 

“As if that had anything to do with it!” she answered quickly. 

They were silent for a while. 

“Now go and have your dinner,” she said. “You must be hungry.” 

“Have you had yours?” 

“Yes; a beautiful sole I had. Annie is good to me.” 

They talked a little while, then he went downstairs. He was very white and strained. Newton 

sat in miserable sympathy. 

After dinner he went into the scullery to help Annie to wash up. The little maid had gone on an 

errand. 

“Is it really a tumour?” he asked. 



Annie began to cry again. 

“The pain she had yesterday—I never saw anybody suffer like it!” she cried. “Leonard ran like 

a madman for Dr. Ansell, and when she’d got to bed she said to me: ‘Annie, look at this lump on 

my side. I wonder what it is?’ And there I looked, and I thought I should have dropped. Paul, as 

true as I’m here, it’s a lump as big as my double fist. I said: ‘Good gracious, mother, whenever 

did that come?’ ‘Why, child,’ she said, ‘it’s been there a long time.’ I thought I should have died, 

our Paul, I did. She’s been having these pains for months at home, and nobody looking after 

her.” 

The tears came to his eyes, then dried suddenly. 

“But she’s been attending the doctor in Nottingham—and she never told me,” he said. 

“If I’d have been at home,” said Annie, “I should have seen for myself.” 

He felt like a man walking in unrealities. In the afternoon he went to see the doctor. The latter 

was a shrewd, lovable man. 

“But what is it?” he said. 

The doctor looked at the young man, then knitted his fingers. 

“It may be a large tumour which has formed in the membrane,” he said slowly, “and which 

we may be able to make go away.” 

“Can’t you operate?” asked Paul. 

“Not there,” replied the doctor. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Quite!” 

Paul meditated a while. 

“Are you sure it’s a tumour?” he asked. “Why did Dr. Jameson in Nottingham never find out 

anything about it? She’s been going to him for weeks, and he’s treated her for heart and 

indigestion.” 

“Mrs. Morel never told Dr. Jameson about the lump,” said the doctor. 

“And do you know it’s a tumour?” 

“No, I am not sure.” 

“What else might it be? You asked my sister if there was cancer in the family. Might it be 

cancer?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“And what shall you do?” 

“I should like an examination, with Dr. Jameson.” 

“Then have one.” 

“You must arrange about that. His fee wouldn’t be less than ten guineas to come here from 

Nottingham.” 

“When would you like him to come?” 

“I will call in this evening, and we will talk it over.” 

Paul went away, biting his lip. 



His mother could come downstairs for tea, the doctor said. Her son went upstairs to help her. 

She wore the old-rose dressing-gown that Leonard had given Annie, and, with a little colour in 

her face, was quite young again. 

“But you look quite pretty in that,” he said. 

“Yes; they make me so fine, I hardly know myself,” she answered. 

But when she stood up to walk, the colour went. Paul helped her, half-carrying her. At the top 

of the stairs she was gone. He lifted her up and carried her quickly downstairs; laid her on the 

couch. She was light and frail. Her face looked as if she were dead, with blue lips shut tight. Her 

eyes opened—her blue, unfailing eyes—and she looked at him pleadingly, almost wanting him 

to forgive her. He held brandy to her lips, but her mouth would not open. All the time she 

watched him lovingly. She was only sorry for him. The tears ran down his face without ceasing, 

but not a muscle moved. He was intent on getting a little brandy between her lips. Soon she was 

able to swallow a teaspoonful. She lay back, so tired. The tears continued to run down his face. 

“But,” she panted, “it’ll go off. Don’t cry!” 

“I’m not doing,” he said. 

After a while she was better again. He was kneeling beside the couch. They looked into each 

other’s eyes. 

“I don’t want you to make a trouble of it,” she said. 

“No, mother. You’ll have to be quite still, and then you’ll get better soon.” 

But he was white to the lips, and their eyes as they looked at each other understood. Her eyes 

were so blue—such a wonderful forget-me-not blue! He felt if only they had been of a different 

colour he could have borne it better. His heart seemed to be ripping slowly in his breast. He 

kneeled there, holding her hand, and neither said anything. Then Annie came in. 

“Are you all right?” she murmured timidly to her mother. 

“Of course,” said Mrs. Morel. 

Paul sat down and told her about Blackpool. She was curious. 

A day or two after, he went to see Dr. Jameson in Nottingham, to arrange for a consultation. 

Paul had practically no money in the world. But he could borrow. 

His mother had been used to go to the public consultation on Saturday morning, when she 

could see the doctor for only a nominal sum. Her son went on the same day. The waiting-room 

was full of poor women, who sat patiently on a bench around the wall. Paul thought of his 

mother, in her little black costume, sitting waiting likewise. The doctor was late. The women all 

looked rather frightened. Paul asked the nurse in attendance if he could see the doctor 

immediately he came. It was arranged so. The women sitting patiently round the walls of the 

room eyed the young man curiously. 

At last the doctor came. He was about forty, good-looking, brown-skinned. His wife had died, 

and he, who had loved her, had specialised on women’s ailments. Paul told his name and his 

mother’s. The doctor did not remember. 

“Number forty-six M.,” said the nurse; and the doctor looked up the case in his book. 

“There is a big lump that may be a tumour,” said Paul. “But Dr. Ansell was going to write you 

a letter.” 

“Ah, yes!” replied the doctor, drawing the letter from his pocket. He was very friendly, 

affable, busy, kind. He would come to Sheffield the next day. 



“What is your father?” he asked. 

“He is a coal-miner,” replied Paul. 

“Not very well off, I suppose?” 

“This—I see after this,” said Paul. 

“And you?” smiled the doctor. 

“I am a clerk in Jordan’s Appliance Factory.” 

The doctor smiled at him. 

“Er—to go to Sheffield!” he said, putting the tips of his fingers together, and smiling with his 

eyes. “Eight guineas?” 

“Thank you!” said Paul, flushing and rising. “And you’ll come to-morrow?” 

“To-morrow—Sunday? Yes! Can you tell me about what time there is a train in the 

afternoon?” 

“There is a Central gets in at four-fifteen.” 

“And will there be any way of getting up to the house? Shall I have to walk?” The doctor 

smiled. 

“There is the tram,” said Paul; “the Western Park tram.” 

The doctor made a note of it. 

“Thank you!” he said, and shook hands. 

Then Paul went on home to see his father, who was left in the charge of Minnie. Walter Morel 

was getting very grey now. Paul found him digging in the garden. He had written him a letter. He 

shook hands with his father. 

“Hello, son! Tha has landed, then?” said the father. 

“Yes,” replied the son. “But I’m going back to-night.” 

“Are ter, beguy!” exclaimed the collier. “An’ has ter eaten owt?” 

“No.” 

“That’s just like thee,” said Morel. “Come thy ways in.” 

The father was afraid of the mention of his wife. The two went indoors. Paul ate in silence; his 

father, with earthy hands, and sleeves rolled up, sat in the arm-chair opposite and looked at him. 

“Well, an’ how is she?” asked the miner at length, in a little voice. 

“She can sit up; she can be carried down for tea,” said Paul. 

“That’s a blessin’!” exclaimed Morel. “I hope we s’ll soon be havin’ her whoam, then. An’ 

what’s that Nottingham doctor say?” 

“He’s going to-morrow to have an examination of her.” 

“Is he beguy! That’s a tidy penny, I’m thinkin’!” 

“Eight guineas.” 

“Eight guineas!” the miner spoke breathlessly. “Well, we mun find it from somewhere.” 

“I can pay that,” said Paul. 

There was silence between them for some time. 

“She says she hopes you’re getting on all right with Minnie,” Paul said. 



“Yes, I’m all right, an’ I wish as she was,” answered Morel. “But Minnie’s a good little 

wench, bless ’er heart!” He sat looking dismal. 

“I s’ll have to be going at half-past three,” said Paul. 

“It’s a trapse for thee, lad! Eight guineas! An’ when dost think she’ll be able to get as far as 

this?” 

“We must see what the doctors say to-morrow,” Paul said. 

Morel sighed deeply. The house seemed strangely empty, and Paul thought his father looked 

lost, forlorn, and old. 

“You’ll have to go and see her next week, father,” he said. 

“I hope she’ll be a-whoam by that time,” said Morel. 

“If she’s not,” said Paul, “then you must come.” 

“I dunno wheer I s’ll find th’ money,” said Morel. 

“And I’ll write to you what the doctor says,” said Paul. 

“But tha writes i’ such a fashion, I canna ma’e it out,” said Morel. 

“Well, I’ll write plain.” 

It was no good asking Morel to answer, for he could scarcely do more than write his own 

name. 

The doctor came. Leonard felt it his duty to meet him with a cab. The examination did not take 

long. Annie, Arthur, Paul, and Leonard were waiting in the parlour anxiously. The doctors came 

down. Paul glanced at them. He had never had any hope, except when he had deceived himself. 

“It may be a tumour; we must wait and see,” said Dr. Jameson. 

“And if it is,” said Annie, “can you sweal it away?” 

“Probably,” said the doctor. 

Paul put eight sovereigns and half a sovereign on the table. The doctor counted them, took a 

florin out of his purse, and put that down. 

“Thank you!” he said. “I’m sorry Mrs. Morel is so ill. But we must see what we can do.” 

“There can’t be an operation?” said Paul. 

The doctor shook his head. 

“No,” he said; “and even if there could, her heart wouldn’t stand it.” 

“Is her heart risky?” asked Paul. 

“Yes; you must be careful with her.” 

“Very risky?” 

“No—er—no, no! Just take care.” 

And the doctor was gone. 

Then Paul carried his mother downstairs. She lay simply, like a child. But when he was on the 

stairs, she put her arms round his neck, clinging. 

“I’m so frightened of these beastly stairs,” she said. 

And he was frightened, too. He would let Leonard do it another time. He felt he could not 

carry her. 

“He thinks it’s only a tumour!” cried Annie to her mother. “And he can sweal it away.” 



“I knew he could,” protested Mrs. Morel scornfully. 

She pretended not to notice that Paul had gone out of the room. He sat in the kitchen, smoking. 

Then he tried to brush some grey ash off his coat. He looked again. It was one of his mother’s 

grey hairs. It was so long! He held it up, and it drifted into the chimney. He let go. The long grey 

hair floated and was gone in the blackness of the chimney. 

The next day he kissed her before going back to work. It was very early in the morning, and 

they were alone. 

“You won’t fret, my boy!” she said. 

“No, mother.” 

“No; it would be silly. And take care of yourself.” 

“Yes,” he answered. Then, after a while: “And I shall come next Saturday, and shall I bring 

my father?” 

“I suppose he wants to come,” she replied. “At any rate, if he does you’ll have to let him.” 

He kissed her again, and stroked the hair from her temples, gently, tenderly, as if she were a 

lover. 

“Shan’t you be late?” she murmured. 

“I’m going,” he said, very low. 

Still he sat a few minutes, stroking the brown and grey hair from her temples. 

“And you won’t be any worse, mother?” 

“No, my son.” 

“You promise me?” 

“Yes; I won’t be any worse.” 

He kissed her, held her in his arms for a moment, and was gone. In the early sunny morning he 

ran to the station, crying all the way; he did not know what for. And her blue eyes were wide and 

staring as she thought of him. 

In the afternoon he went a walk with Clara. They sat in the little wood where bluebells were 

standing. He took her hand. 

“You’ll see,” he said to Clara, “she’ll never be better.” 

“Oh, you don’t know!” replied the other. 

“I do,” he said. 

She caught him impulsively to her breast. 

“Try and forget it, dear,” she said; “try and forget it.” 

“I will,” he answered. 

Her breast was there, warm for him; her hands were in his hair. It was comforting, and he held 

his arms round her. But he did not forget. He only talked to Clara of something else. And it was 

always so. When she felt it coming, the agony, she cried to him: 

“Don’t think of it, Paul! Don’t think of it, my darling!” 

And she pressed him to her breast, rocked him, soothed him like a child. So he put the trouble 

aside for her sake, to take it up again immediately he was alone. All the time, as he went about, 

he cried mechanically. His mind and hands were busy. He cried, he did not know why. It was his 

blood weeping. He was just as much alone whether he was with Clara or with the men in the 



White Horse. Just himself and this pressure inside him, that was all that existed. He read 

sometimes. He had to keep his mind occupied. And Clara was a way of occupying his mind. 

On the Saturday Walter Morel went to Sheffield. He was a forlorn figure, looking rather as if 

nobody owned him. Paul ran upstairs. 

“My father’s come,” he said, kissing his mother. 

“Has he?” she answered wearily. 

The old collier came rather frightened into the bedroom. 

“How dun I find thee, lass?” he said, going forward and kissing her in a hasty, timid fashion. 

“Well, I’m middlin’,” she replied. 

“I see tha art,” he said. He stood looking down on her. Then he wiped his eyes with his 

handkerchief. Helpless, and as if nobody owned him, he looked. 

“Have you gone on all right?” asked the wife, rather wearily, as if it were an effort to talk to 

him. 

“Yis,” he answered. “’Er’s a bit behint-hand now and again, as yer might expect.” 

“Does she have your dinner ready?” asked Mrs. Morel. 

“Well, I’ve ’ad to shout at ’er once or twice,” he said. 

“And you must shout at her if she’s not ready. She will leave things to the last minute.” 

She gave him a few instructions. He sat looking at her as if she were almost a stranger to him, 

before whom he was awkward and humble, and also as if he had lost his presence of mind, and 

wanted to run. This feeling that he wanted to run away, that he was on thorns to be gone from so 

trying a situation, and yet must linger because it looked better, made his presence so trying. He 

put up his eyebrows for misery, and clenched his fists on his knees, feeling so awkward in 

presence of big trouble. 

Mrs. Morel did not change much. She stayed in Sheffield for two months. If anything, at the 

end she was rather worse. But she wanted to go home. Annie had her children. Mrs. Morel 

wanted to go home. So they got a motor-car from Nottingham—for she was too ill to go by 

train—and she was driven through the sunshine. It was just August; everything was bright and 

warm. Under the blue sky they could all see she was dying. Yet she was jollier than she had been 

for weeks. They all laughed and talked. 

“Annie,” she exclaimed, “I saw a lizard dart on that rock!” 

Her eyes were so quick; she was still so full of life. 

Morel knew she was coming. He had the front door open. Everybody was on tiptoe. Half the 

street turned out. They heard the sound of the great motor-car. Mrs. Morel, smiling, drove home 

down the street. 

“And just look at them all come out to see me!” she said. “But there, I suppose I should have 

done the same. How do you do, Mrs. Mathews? How are you, Mrs. Harrison?” 

They none of them could hear, but they saw her smile and nod. And they all saw death on her 

face, they said. It was a great event in the street. 

Morel wanted to carry her indoors, but he was too old. Arthur took her as if she were a child. 

They had set her a big, deep chair by the hearth where her rocking-chair used to stand. When she 

was unwrapped and seated, and had drunk a little brandy, she looked round the room. 



“Don’t think I don’t like your house, Annie,” she said; “but it’s nice to be in my own home 

again.” 

And Morel answered huskily: 

“It is, lass, it is.” 

And Minnie, the little quaint maid, said: 

“An’ we glad t’ ’ave yer.” 

There was a lovely yellow ravel of sunflowers in the garden. She looked out of the window. 

“There are my sunflowers!” she said. 

  



CHAPTER XIV THE RELEASE 

“By the way,” said Dr. Ansell one evening when Morel was in Sheffield, “we’ve got a man in 

the fever hospital here who comes from Nottingham—Dawes. He doesn’t seem to have many 

belongings in this world.” 

“Baxter Dawes!” Paul exclaimed. 

“That’s the man—has been a fine fellow, physically, I should think. Been in a bit of a mess 

lately. You know him?” 

“He used to work at the place where I am.” 

“Did he? Do you know anything about him? He’s just sulking, or he’d be a lot better than he is 

by now.” 

“I don’t know anything of his home circumstances, except that he’s separated from his wife 

and has been a bit down, I believe. But tell him about me, will you? Tell him I’ll come and see 

him.” 

The next time Morel saw the doctor he said: 

“And what about Dawes?” 

“I said to him,” answered the other, “‘Do you know a man from Nottingham named Morel?’ 

and he looked at me as if he’d jump at my throat. So I said: ‘I see you know the name; it’s Paul 

Morel.’ Then I told him about your saying you would go and see him. ‘What does he want?’ he 

said, as if you were a policeman.” 

“And did he say he would see me?” asked Paul. 

“He wouldn’t say anything—good, bad or indifferent,” replied the doctor. 

“Why not?” 

“That’s what I want to know. There he lies and sulks, day in, day out. Can’t get a word of 

information out of him.” 

“Do you think I might go?” asked Paul. 

“You might.” 

There was a feeling of connection between the rival men, more than ever since they had 

fought. In a way Morel felt guilty towards the other, and more or less responsible. And being in 

such a state of soul himself, he felt an almost painful nearness to Dawes, who was suffering and 

despairing, too. Besides, they had met in a naked extremity of hate, and it was a bond. At any 

rate, the elemental man in each had met. 

He went down to the isolation hospital, with Dr. Ansell’s card. This sister, a healthy young 

Irishwoman, led him down the ward. 

“A visitor to see you, Jim Crow,” she said. 

Dawes turned over suddenly with a startled grunt. 

“Eh?” 

“Caw!” she mocked. “He can only say ‘Caw!’ I have brought you a gentleman to see you. 

Now say ‘Thank you,’ and show some manners.” 

Dawes looked swiftly with his dark, startled eyes beyond the sister at Paul. His look was full 

of fear, mistrust, hate, and misery. Morel met the swift, dark eyes, and hesitated. The two men 

were afraid of the naked selves they had been. 



“Dr. Ansell told me you were here,” said Morel, holding out his hand. 

Dawes mechanically shook hands. 

“So I thought I’d come in,” continued Paul. 

There was no answer. Dawes lay staring at the opposite wall. 

“Say ‘Caw!’” mocked the nurse. “Say ‘Caw!’ Jim Crow.” 

“He is getting on all right?” said Paul to her. 

“Oh yes! He lies and imagines he’s going to die,” said the nurse, “and it frightens every word 

out of his mouth.” 

“And you must have somebody to talk to,” laughed Morel. 

“That’s it!” laughed the nurse. “Only two old men and a boy who always cries. It is hard lines! 

Here am I dying to hear Jim Crow’s voice, and nothing but an odd ‘Caw!’ will he give!” 

“So rough on you!” said Morel. 

“Isn’t it?” said the nurse. 

“I suppose I am a godsend,” he laughed. 

“Oh, dropped straight from heaven!” laughed the nurse. 

Presently she left the two men alone. Dawes was thinner, and handsome again, but life seemed 

low in him. As the doctor said, he was lying sulking, and would not move forward towards 

convalescence. He seemed to grudge every beat of his heart. 

“Have you had a bad time?” asked Paul. 

Suddenly again Dawes looked at him. 

“What are you doing in Sheffield?” he asked. 

“My mother was taken ill at my sister’s in Thurston Street. What are you doing here?” 

There was no answer. 

“How long have you been in?” Morel asked. 

“I couldn’t say for sure,” Dawes answered grudgingly. 

He lay staring across at the wall opposite, as if trying to believe Morel was not there. Paul felt 

his heart go hard and angry. 

“Dr. Ansell told me you were here,” he said coldly. 

The other man did not answer. 

“Typhoid’s pretty bad, I know,” Morel persisted. 

Suddenly Dawes said: 

“What did you come for?” 

“Because Dr. Ansell said you didn’t know anybody here. Do you?” 

“I know nobody nowhere,” said Dawes. 

“Well,” said Paul, “it’s because you don’t choose to, then.” 

There was another silence. 

“We s’ll be taking my mother home as soon as we can,” said Paul. 

“What’s a-matter with her?” asked Dawes, with a sick man’s interest in illness. 

“She’s got a cancer.” 



There was another silence. 

“But we want to get her home,” said Paul. “We s’ll have to get a motor-car.” 

Dawes lay thinking. 

“Why don’t you ask Thomas Jordan to lend you his?” said Dawes. 

“It’s not big enough,” Morel answered. 

Dawes blinked his dark eyes as he lay thinking. 

“Then ask Jack Pilkington; he’d lend it you. You know him.” 

“I think I s’ll hire one,” said Paul. 

“You’re a fool if you do,” said Dawes. 

The sick man was gaunt and handsome again. Paul was sorry for him because his eyes looked 

so tired. 

“Did you get a job here?” he asked. 

“I was only here a day or two before I was taken bad,” Dawes replied. 

“You want to get in a convalescent home,” said Paul. 

The other’s face clouded again. 

“I’m goin’ in no convalescent home,” he said. 

“My father’s been in the one at Seathorpe, an’ he liked it. Dr. Ansell would get you a 

recommend.” 

Dawes lay thinking. It was evident he dared not face the world again. 

“The seaside would be all right just now,” Morel said. “Sun on those sandhills, and the waves 

not far out.” 

The other did not answer. 

“By Gad!” Paul concluded, too miserable to bother much; “it’s all right when you know 

you’re going to walk again, and swim!” 

Dawes glanced at him quickly. The man’s dark eyes were afraid to meet any other eyes in the 

world. But the real misery and helplessness in Paul’s tone gave him a feeling of relief. 

“Is she far gone?” he asked. 

“She’s going like wax,” Paul answered; “but cheerful—lively!” 

He bit his lip. After a minute he rose. 

“Well, I’ll be going,” he said. “I’ll leave you this half-crown.” 

“I don’t want it,” Dawes muttered. 

Morel did not answer, but left the coin on the table. 

“Well,” he said, “I’ll try and run in when I’m back in Sheffield. Happen you might like to see 

my brother-in-law? He works in Pyecrofts.” 

“I don’t know him,” said Dawes. 

“He’s all right. Should I tell him to come? He might bring you some papers to look at.” 

The other man did not answer. Paul went. The strong emotion that Dawes aroused in him, 

repressed, made him shiver. 

He did not tell his mother, but next day he spoke to Clara about this interview. It was in the 

dinner-hour. The two did not often go out together now, but this day he asked her to go with him 



to the Castle grounds. There they sat while the scarlet geraniums and the yellow calceolarias 

blazed in the sunlight. She was now always rather protective, and rather resentful towards him. 

“Did you know Baxter was in Sheffield Hospital with typhoid?” he asked. 

She looked at him with startled grey eyes, and her face went pale. 

“No,” she said, frightened. 

“He’s getting better. I went to see him yesterday—the doctor told me.” 

Clara seemed stricken by the news. 

“Is he very bad?” she asked guiltily. 

“He has been. He’s mending now.” 

“What did he say to you?” 

“Oh, nothing! He seems to be sulking.” 

There was a distance between the two of them. He gave her more information. 

She went about shut up and silent. The next time they took a walk together, she disengaged 

herself from his arm, and walked at a distance from him. He was wanting her comfort badly. 

“Won’t you be nice with me?” he asked. 

She did not answer. 

“What’s the matter?” he said, putting his arm across her shoulder. 

“Don’t!” she said, disengaging herself. 

He left her alone, and returned to his own brooding. 

“Is it Baxter that upsets you?” he asked at length. 

“I have been vile to him!” she said. 

“I’ve said many a time you haven’t treated him well,” he replied. 

And there was a hostility between them. Each pursued his own train of thought. 

“I’ve treated him—no, I’ve treated him badly,” she said. “And now you treat me badly. It 

serves me right.” 

“How do I treat you badly?” he said. 

“It serves me right,” she repeated. “I never considered him worth having, and now you don’t 

consider me. But it serves me right. He loved me a thousand times better than you ever did.” 

“He didn’t!” protested Paul. 

“He did! At any rate, he did respect me, and that’s what you don’t do.” 

“It looked as if he respected you!” he said. 

“He did! And I made him horrid—I know I did! You’ve taught me that. And he loved me a 

thousand times better than ever you do.” 

“All right,” said Paul. 

He only wanted to be left alone now. He had his own trouble, which was almost too much to 

bear. Clara only tormented him and made him tired. He was not sorry when he left her. 

She went on the first opportunity to Sheffield to see her husband. The meeting was not a 

success. But she left him roses and fruit and money. She wanted to make restitution. It was not 

that she loved him. As she looked at him lying there her heart did not warm with love. Only she 

wanted to humble herself to him, to kneel before him. She wanted now to be self-sacrificial. 



After all, she had failed to make Morel really love her. She was morally frightened. She wanted 

to do penance. So she kneeled to Dawes, and it gave him a subtle pleasure. But the distance 

between them was still very great—too great. It frightened the man. It almost pleased the 

woman. She liked to feel she was serving him across an insuperable distance. She was proud 

now. 

Morel went to see Dawes once or twice. There was a sort of friendship between the two men, 

who were all the while deadly rivals. But they never mentioned the woman who was between 

them. 

Mrs. Morel got gradually worse. At first they used to carry her downstairs, sometimes even 

into the garden. She sat propped in her chair, smiling, and so pretty. The gold wedding-ring 

shone on her white hand; her hair was carefully brushed. And she watched the tangled 

sunflowers dying, the chrysanthemums coming out, and the dahlias. 

Paul and she were afraid of each other. He knew, and she knew, that she was dying. But they 

kept up a pretence of cheerfulness. Every morning, when he got up, he went into her room in his 

pyjamas. 

“Did you sleep, my dear?” he asked. 

“Yes,” she answered. 

“Not very well?” 

“Well, yes!” 

Then he knew she had lain awake. He saw her hand under the bedclothes, pressing the place 

on her side where the pain was. 

“Has it been bad?” he asked. 

“No. It hurt a bit, but nothing to mention.” 

And she sniffed in her old scornful way. As she lay she looked like a girl. And all the while 

her blue eyes watched him. But there were the dark pain-circles beneath that made him ache 

again. 

“It’s a sunny day,” he said. 

“It’s a beautiful day.” 

“Do you think you’ll be carried down?” 

“I shall see.” 

Then he went away to get her breakfast. All day long he was conscious of nothing but her. It 

was a long ache that made him feverish. Then, when he got home in the early evening, he 

glanced through the kitchen window. She was not there; she had not got up. 

He ran straight upstairs and kissed her. He was almost afraid to ask: 

“Didn’t you get up, pigeon?” 

“No,” she said, “it was that morphia; it made me tired.” 

“I think he gives you too much,” he said. 

“I think he does,” she answered. 

He sat down by the bed, miserably. She had a way of curling and lying on her side, like a 

child. The grey and brown hair was loose over her ear. 

“Doesn’t it tickle you?” he said, gently putting it back. 



“It does,” she replied. 

His face was near hers. Her blue eyes smiled straight into his, like a girl’s—warm, laughing 

with tender love. It made him pant with terror, agony, and love. 

“You want your hair doing in a plait,” he said. “Lie still.” 

And going behind her, he carefully loosened her hair, brushed it out. It was like fine long silk 

of brown and grey. Her head was snuggled between her shoulders. As he lightly brushed and 

plaited her hair, he bit his lip and felt dazed. It all seemed unreal, he could not understand it. 

At night he often worked in her room, looking up from time to time. And so often he found 

her blue eyes fixed on him. And when their eyes met, she smiled. He worked away again 

mechanically, producing good stuff without knowing what he was doing. 

Sometimes he came in, very pale and still, with watchful, sudden eyes, like a man who is 

drunk almost to death. They were both afraid of the veils that were ripping between them. 

Then she pretended to be better, chattered to him gaily, made a great fuss over some scraps of 

news. For they had both come to the condition when they had to make much of the trifles, lest 

they should give in to the big thing, and their human independence would go smash. They were 

afraid, so they made light of things and were gay. 

Sometimes as she lay he knew she was thinking of the past. Her mouth gradually shut hard in 

a line. She was holding herself rigid, so that she might die without ever uttering the great cry that 

was tearing from her. He never forgot that hard, utterly lonely and stubborn clenching of her 

mouth, which persisted for weeks. Sometimes, when it was lighter, she talked about her husband. 

Now she hated him. She did not forgive him. She could not bear him to be in the room. And a 

few things, the things that had been most bitter to her, came up again so strongly that they broke 

from her, and she told her son. 

He felt as if his life were being destroyed, piece by piece, within him. Often the tears came 

suddenly. He ran to the station, the tear-drops falling on the pavement. Often he could not go on 

with his work. The pen stopped writing. He sat staring, quite unconscious. And when he came 

round again he felt sick, and trembled in his limbs. He never questioned what it was. His mind 

did not try to analyse or understand. He merely submitted, and kept his eyes shut; let the thing go 

over him. 

His mother did the same. She thought of the pain, of the morphia, of the next day; hardly ever 

of the death. That was coming, she knew. She had to submit to it. But she would never entreat it 

or make friends with it. Blind, with her face shut hard and blind, she was pushed towards the 

door. The days passed, the weeks, the months. 

Sometimes, in the sunny afternoons, she seemed almost happy. 

“I try to think of the nice times—when we went to Mablethorpe, and Robin Hood’s Bay, and 

Shanklin,” she said. “After all, not everybody has seen those beautiful places. And wasn’t it 

beautiful! I try to think of that, not of the other things.” 

Then, again, for a whole evening she spoke not a word; neither did he. They were together, 

rigid, stubborn, silent. He went into his room at last to go to bed, and leaned against the doorway 

as if paralysed, unable to go any farther. His consciousness went. A furious storm, he knew not 

what, seemed to ravage inside him. He stood leaning there, submitting, never questioning. 

In the morning they were both normal again, though her face was grey with the morphia, and 

her body felt like ash. But they were bright again, nevertheless. Often, especially if Annie or 

Arthur were at home, he neglected her. He did not see much of Clara. Usually he was with men. 



He was quick and active and lively; but when his friends saw him go white to the gills, his eyes 

dark and glittering, they had a certain mistrust of him. Sometimes he went to Clara, but she was 

almost cold to him. 

“Take me!” he said simply. 

Occasionally she would. But she was afraid. When he had her then, there was something in it 

that made her shrink away from him—something unnatural. She grew to dread him. He was so 

quiet, yet so strange. She was afraid of the man who was not there with her, whom she could feel 

behind this make-belief lover; somebody sinister, that filled her with horror. She began to have a 

kind of horror of him. It was almost as if he were a criminal. He wanted her—he had her—and it 

made her feel as if death itself had her in its grip. She lay in horror. There was no man there 

loving her. She almost hated him. Then came little bouts of tenderness. But she dared not pity 

him. 

Dawes had come to Colonel Seely’s Home near Nottingham. There Paul visited him 

sometimes, Clara very occasionally. Between the two men the friendship developed peculiarly. 

Dawes, who mended very slowly and seemed very feeble, seemed to leave himself in the hands 

of Morel. 

In the beginning of November Clara reminded Paul that it was her birthday. 

“I’d nearly forgotten,” he said. 

“I’d thought quite,” she replied. 

“No. Shall we go to the seaside for the week-end?” 

They went. It was cold and rather dismal. She waited for him to be warm and tender with her, 

instead of which he seemed hardly aware of her. He sat in the railway-carriage, looking out, and 

was startled when she spoke to him. He was not definitely thinking. Things seemed as if they did 

not exist. She went across to him. 

“What is it dear?” she asked. 

“Nothing!” he said. “Don’t those windmill sails look monotonous?” 

He sat holding her hand. He could not talk nor think. It was a comfort, however, to sit holding 

her hand. She was dissatisfied and miserable. He was not with her; she was nothing. 

And in the evening they sat among the sandhills, looking at the black, heavy sea. 

“She will never give in,” he said quietly. 

Clara’s heart sank. 

“No,” she replied. 

“There are different ways of dying. My father’s people are frightened, and have to be hauled 

out of life into death like cattle into a slaughter-house, pulled by the neck; but my mother’s 

people are pushed from behind, inch by inch. They are stubborn people, and won’t die.” 

“Yes,” said Clara. 

“And she won’t die. She can’t. Mr. Renshaw, the parson, was in the other day. ‘Think!’ he 

said to her; ‘you will have your mother and father, and your sisters, and your son, in the Other 

Land.’ And she said: ‘I have done without them for a long time, and can do without them now. It 

is the living I want, not the dead.’ She wants to live even now.” 

“Oh, how horrible!” said Clara, too frightened to speak. 



“And she looks at me, and she wants to stay with me,” he went on monotonously. “She’s got 

such a will, it seems as if she would never go—never!” 

“Don’t think of it!” cried Clara. 

“And she was religious—she is religious now—but it is no good. She simply won’t give in. 

And do you know, I said to her on Thursday: ‘Mother, if I had to die, I’d die. I’d will to die.’ 

And she said to me, sharp: ‘Do you think I haven’t? Do you think you can die when you like?’” 

His voice ceased. He did not cry, only went on speaking monotonously. Clara wanted to run. 

She looked round. There was the black, re-echoing shore, the dark sky down on her. She got up 

terrified. She wanted to be where there was light, where there were other people. She wanted to 

be away from him. He sat with his head dropped, not moving a muscle. 

“And I don’t want her to eat,” he said, “and she knows it. When I ask her: ‘Shall you have 

anything’ she’s almost afraid to say ‘Yes.’ ‘I’ll have a cup of Benger’s,’ she says. ‘It’ll only keep 

your strength up,’ I said to her. ‘Yes’—and she almost cried—‘but there’s such a gnawing when 

I eat nothing, I can’t bear it.’ So I went and made her the food. It’s the cancer that gnaws like that 

at her. I wish she’d die!” 

“Come!” said Clara roughly. “I’m going.” 

He followed her down the darkness of the sands. He did not come to her. He seemed scarcely 

aware of her existence. And she was afraid of him, and disliked him. 

In the same acute daze they went back to Nottingham. He was always busy, always doing 

something, always going from one to the other of his friends. 

On the Monday he went to see Baxter Dawes. Listless and pale, the man rose to greet the 

other, clinging to his chair as he held out his hand. 

“You shouldn’t get up,” said Paul. 

Dawes sat down heavily, eyeing Morel with a sort of suspicion. 

“Don’t you waste your time on me,” he said, “if you’ve owt better to do.” 

“I wanted to come,” said Paul. “Here! I brought you some sweets.” 

The invalid put them aside. 

“It’s not been much of a week-end,” said Morel. 

“How’s your mother?” asked the other. 

“Hardly any different.” 

“I thought she was perhaps worse, being as you didn’t come on Sunday.” 

“I was at Skegness,” said Paul. “I wanted a change.” 

The other looked at him with dark eyes. He seemed to be waiting, not quite daring to ask, 

trusting to be told. 

“I went with Clara,” said Paul. 

“I knew as much,” said Dawes quietly. 

“It was an old promise,” said Paul. 

“You have it your own way,” said Dawes. 

This was the first time Clara had been definitely mentioned between them. 

“Nay,” said Morel slowly; “she’s tired of me.” 

Again Dawes looked at him. 



“Since August she’s been getting tired of me,” Morel repeated. 

The two men were very quiet together. Paul suggested a game of draughts. They played in 

silence. 

“I s’ll go abroad when my mother’s dead,” said Paul. 

“Abroad!” repeated Dawes. 

“Yes; I don’t care what I do.” 

They continued the game. Dawes was winning. 

“I s’ll have to begin a new start of some sort,” said Paul; “and you as well, I suppose.” 

He took one of Dawes’s pieces. 

“I dunno where,” said the other. 

“Things have to happen,” Morel said. “It’s no good doing anything—at least—no, I don’t 

know. Give me some toffee.” 

The two men ate sweets, and began another game of draughts. 

“What made that scar on your mouth?” asked Dawes. 

Paul put his hand hastily to his lips, and looked over the garden. 

“I had a bicycle accident,” he said. 

Dawes’s hand trembled as he moved the piece. 

“You shouldn’t ha’ laughed at me,” he said, very low. 

“When?” 

“That night on Woodborough Road, when you and her passed me—you with your hand on her 

shoulder.” 

“I never laughed at you,” said Paul. 

Dawes kept his fingers on the draught-piece. 

“I never knew you were there till the very second when you passed,” said Morel. 

“It was that as did me,” Dawes said, very low. 

Paul took another sweet. 

“I never laughed,” he said, “except as I’m always laughing.” 

They finished the game. 

That night Morel walked home from Nottingham, in order to have something to do. The 

furnaces flared in a red blotch over Bulwell; the black clouds were like a low ceiling. As he went 

along the ten miles of highroad, he felt as if he were walking out of life, between the black levels 

of the sky and the earth. But at the end was only the sick-room. If he walked and walked for 

ever, there was only that place to come to. 

He was not tired when he got near home, or he did not know it. Across the field he could see 

the red firelight leaping in her bedroom window. 

“When she’s dead,” he said to himself, “that fire will go out.” 

He took off his boots quietly and crept upstairs. His mother’s door was wide open, because she 

slept alone still. The red firelight dashed its glow on the landing. Soft as a shadow, he peeped in 

her doorway. 

“Paul!” she murmured. 



His heart seemed to break again. He went in and sat by the bed. 

“How late you are!” she murmured. 

“Not very,” he said. 

“Why, what time is it?” The murmur came plaintive and helpless. 

“It’s only just gone eleven.” 

That was not true; it was nearly one o’clock. 

“Oh!” she said; “I thought it was later.” 

And he knew the unutterable misery of her nights that would not go. 

“Can’t you sleep, my pigeon?” he said. 

“No, I can’t,” she wailed. 

“Never mind, Little!” He said crooning. “Never mind, my love. I’ll stop with you half an hour, 

my pigeon; then perhaps it will be better.” 

And he sat by the bedside, slowly, rhythmically stroking her brows with his finger-tips, 

stroking her eyes shut, soothing her, holding her fingers in his free hand. They could hear the 

sleepers’ breathing in the other rooms. 

“Now go to bed,” she murmured, lying quite still under his fingers and his love. 

“Will you sleep?” he asked. 

“Yes, I think so.” 

“You feel better, my Little, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” she said, like a fretful, half-soothed child. 

Still the days and the weeks went by. He hardly ever went to see Clara now. But he wandered 

restlessly from one person to another for some help, and there was none anywhere. Miriam had 

written to him tenderly. He went to see her. Her heart was very sore when she saw him, white, 

gaunt, with his eyes dark and bewildered. Her pity came up, hurting her till she could not bear it. 

“How is she?” she asked. 

“The same—the same!” he said. “The doctor says she can’t last, but I know she will. She’ll be 

here at Christmas.” 

Miriam shuddered. She drew him to her; she pressed him to her bosom; she kissed him and 

kissed him. He submitted, but it was torture. She could not kiss his agony. That remained alone 

and apart. She kissed his face, and roused his blood, while his soul was apart writhing with the 

agony of death. And she kissed him and fingered his body, till at last, feeling he would go mad, 

he got away from her. It was not what he wanted just then—not that. And she thought she had 

soothed him and done him good. 

December came, and some snow. He stayed at home all the while now. They could not afford 

a nurse. Annie came to look after her mother; the parish nurse, whom they loved, came in 

morning and evening. Paul shared the nursing with Annie. Often, in the evenings, when friends 

were in the kitchen with them, they all laughed together and shook with laughter. It was reaction. 

Paul was so comical, Annie was so quaint. The whole party laughed till they cried, trying to 

subdue the sound. And Mrs. Morel, lying alone in the darkness heard them, and among her 

bitterness was a feeling of relief. 

Then Paul would go upstairs gingerly, guiltily, to see if she had heard. 



“Shall I give you some milk?” he asked. 

“A little,” she replied plaintively. 

And he would put some water with it, so that it should not nourish her. Yet he loved her more 

than his own life. 

She had morphia every night, and her heart got fitful. Annie slept beside her. Paul would go in 

in the early morning, when his sister got up. His mother was wasted and almost ashen in the 

morning with the morphia. Darker and darker grew her eyes, all pupil, with the torture. In the 

mornings the weariness and ache were too much to bear. Yet she could not—would not—weep, 

or even complain much. 

“You slept a bit later this morning, little one,” he would say to her. 

“Did I?” she answered, with fretful weariness. 

“Yes; it’s nearly eight o’clock.” 

He stood looking out of the window. The whole country was bleak and pallid under the snow. 

Then he felt her pulse. There was a strong stroke and a weak one, like a sound and its echo. That 

was supposed to betoken the end. She let him feel her wrist, knowing what he wanted. 

Sometimes they looked in each other’s eyes. Then they almost seemed to make an agreement. 

It was almost as if he were agreeing to die also. But she did not consent to die; she would not. 

Her body was wasted to a fragment of ash. Her eyes were dark and full of torture. 

“Can’t you give her something to put an end to it?” he asked the doctor at last. 

But the doctor shook his head. 

“She can’t last many days now, Mr. Morel,” he said. 

Paul went indoors. 

“I can’t bear it much longer; we shall all go mad,” said Annie. 

The two sat down to breakfast. 

“Go and sit with her while we have breakfast, Minnie,” said Annie. But the girl was 

frightened. 

Paul went through the country, through the woods, over the snow. He saw the marks of rabbits 

and birds in the white snow. He wandered miles and miles. A smoky red sunset came on slowly, 

painfully, lingering. He thought she would die that day. There was a donkey that came up to him 

over the snow by the wood’s edge, and put its head against him, and walked with him alongside. 

He put his arms round the donkey’s neck, and stroked his cheeks against his ears. 

His mother, silent, was still alive, with her hard mouth gripped grimly, her eyes of dark torture 

only living. 

It was nearing Christmas; there was more snow. Annie and he felt as if they could go on no 

more. Still her dark eyes were alive. Morel, silent and frightened, obliterated himself. Sometimes 

he would go into the sick-room and look at her. Then he backed out, bewildered. 

She kept her hold on life still. The miners had been out on strike, and returned a fortnight or so 

before Christmas. Minnie went upstairs with the feeding-cup. It was two days after the men had 

been in. 

“Have the men been saying their hands are sore, Minnie?” she asked, in the faint, querulous 

voice that would not give in. Minnie stood surprised. 

“Not as I know of, Mrs. Morel,” she answered. 



“But I’ll bet they are sore,” said the dying woman, as she moved her head with a sigh of 

weariness. “But, at any rate, there’ll be something to buy in with this week.” 

Not a thing did she let slip. 

“Your father’s pit things will want well airing, Annie,” she said, when the men were going 

back to work. 

“Don’t you bother about that, my dear,” said Annie. 

One night Annie and Paul were alone. Nurse was upstairs. 

“She’ll live over Christmas,” said Annie. They were both full of horror. “She won’t,” he 

replied grimly. “I s’ll give her morphia.” 

“Which?” said Annie. 

“All that came from Sheffield,” said Paul. 

“Ay—do!” said Annie. 

The next day he was painting in the bedroom. She seemed to be asleep. He stepped softly 

backwards and forwards at his painting. Suddenly her small voice wailed: 

“Don’t walk about, Paul.” 

He looked round. Her eyes, like dark bubbles in her face, were looking at him. 

“No, my dear,” he said gently. Another fibre seemed to snap in his heart. 

That evening he got all the morphia pills there were, and took them downstairs. Carefully he 

crushed them to powder. 

“What are you doing?” said Annie. 

“I s’ll put ’em in her night milk.” 

Then they both laughed together like two conspiring children. On top of all their horror flicked 

this little sanity. 

Nurse did not come that night to settle Mrs. Morel down. Paul went up with the hot milk in a 

feeding-cup. It was nine o’clock. 

She was reared up in bed, and he put the feeding-cup between her lips that he would have died 

to save from any hurt. She took a sip, then put the spout of the cup away and looked at him with 

her dark, wondering eyes. He looked at her. 

“Oh, it is bitter, Paul!” she said, making a little grimace. 

“It’s a new sleeping draught the doctor gave me for you,” he said. “He thought it would leave 

you in such a state in the morning.” 

“And I hope it won’t,” she said, like a child. 

She drank some more of the milk. 

“But it is horrid!” she said. 

He saw her frail fingers over the cup, her lips making a little move. 

“I know—I tasted it,” he said. “But I’ll give you some clean milk afterwards.” 

“I think so,” she said, and she went on with the draught. She was obedient to him like a child. 

He wondered if she knew. He saw her poor wasted throat moving as she drank with difficulty. 

Then he ran downstairs for more milk. There were no grains in the bottom of the cup. 

“Has she had it?” whispered Annie. 



“Yes—and she said it was bitter.” 

“Oh!” laughed Annie, putting her under lip between her teeth. 

“And I told her it was a new draught. Where’s that milk?” 

They both went upstairs. 

“I wonder why nurse didn’t come to settle me down?” complained the mother, like a child, 

wistfully. 

“She said she was going to a concert, my love,” replied Annie. 

“Did she?” 

They were silent a minute. Mrs. Morel gulped the little clean milk. 

“Annie, that draught was horrid!” she said plaintively. 

“Was it, my love? Well, never mind.” 

The mother sighed again with weariness. Her pulse was very irregular. 

“Let us settle you down,” said Annie. “Perhaps nurse will be so late.” 

“Ay,” said the mother—“try.” 

They turned the clothes back. Paul saw his mother like a girl curled up in her flannel 

nightdress. Quickly they made one half of the bed, moved her, made the other, straightened her 

nightgown over her small feet, and covered her up. 

“There,” said Paul, stroking her softly. “There!—now you’ll sleep.” 

“Yes,” she said. “I didn’t think you could do the bed so nicely,” she added, almost gaily. Then 

she curled up, with her cheek on her hand, her head snugged between her shoulders. Paul put the 

long thin plait of grey hair over her shoulder and kissed her. 

“You’ll sleep, my love,” he said. 

“Yes,” she answered trustfully. “Good-night.” 

They put out the light, and it was still. 

Morel was in bed. Nurse did not come. Annie and Paul came to look at her at about eleven. 

She seemed to be sleeping as usual after her draught. Her mouth had come a bit open. 

“Shall we sit up?” said Paul. 

“I s’ll lie with her as I always do,” said Annie. “She might wake up.” 

“All right. And call me if you see any difference.” 

“Yes.” 

They lingered before the bedroom fire, feeling the night big and black and snowy outside, 

their two selves alone in the world. At last he went into the next room and went to bed. 

He slept almost immediately, but kept waking every now and again. Then he went sound 

asleep. He started awake at Annie’s whispered, “Paul, Paul!” He saw his sister in her white 

nightdress, with her long plait of hair down her back, standing in the darkness. 

“Yes?” he whispered, sitting up. 

“Come and look at her.” 

He slipped out of bed. A bud of gas was burning in the sick chamber. His mother lay with her 

cheek on her hand, curled up as she had gone to sleep. But her mouth had fallen open, and she 

breathed with great, hoarse breaths, like snoring, and there were long intervals between. 



“She’s going!” he whispered. 

“Yes,” said Annie. 

“How long has she been like it?” 

“I only just woke up.” 

Annie huddled into the dressing-gown, Paul wrapped himself in a brown blanket. It was three 

o’clock. He mended the fire. Then the two sat waiting. The great, snoring breath was taken—

held awhile—then given back. There was a space—a long space. Then they started. The great, 

snoring breath was taken again. He bent close down and looked at her. 

“Isn’t it awful!” whispered Annie. 

He nodded. They sat down again helplessly. Again came the great, snoring breath. Again they 

hung suspended. Again it was given back, long and harsh. The sound, so irregular, at such wide 

intervals, sounded through the house. Morel, in his room, slept on. Paul and Annie sat crouched, 

huddled, motionless. The great snoring sound began again—there was a painful pause while the 

breath was held—back came the rasping breath. Minute after minute passed. Paul looked at her 

again, bending low over her. 

“She may last like this,” he said. 

They were both silent. He looked out of the window, and could faintly discern the snow on the 

garden. 

“You go to my bed,” he said to Annie. “I’ll sit up.” 

“No,” she said, “I’ll stop with you.” 

“I’d rather you didn’t,” he said. 

At last Annie crept out of the room, and he was alone. He hugged himself in his brown 

blanket, crouched in front of his mother, watching. She looked dreadful, with the bottom jaw 

fallen back. He watched. Sometimes he thought the great breath would never begin again. He 

could not bear it—the waiting. Then suddenly, startling him, came the great harsh sound. He 

mended the fire again, noiselessly. She must not be disturbed. The minutes went by. The night 

was going, breath by breath. Each time the sound came he felt it wring him, till at last he could 

not feel so much. 

His father got up. Paul heard the miner drawing his stockings on, yawning. Then Morel, in 

shirt and stockings, entered. 

“Hush!” said Paul. 

Morel stood watching. Then he looked at his son, helplessly, and in horror. 

“Had I better stop a-whoam?” he whispered. 

“No. Go to work. She’ll last through to-morrow.” 

“I don’t think so.” 

“Yes. Go to work.” 

The miner looked at her again, in fear, and went obediently out of the room. Paul saw the tape 

of his garters swinging against his legs. 

After another half-hour Paul went downstairs and drank a cup of tea, then returned. Morel, 

dressed for the pit, came upstairs again. 

“Am I to go?” he said. 



“Yes.” 

And in a few minutes Paul heard his father’s heavy steps go thudding over the deadening 

snow. Miners called in the streets as they tramped in gangs to work. The terrible, long-drawn 

breaths continued—heave—heave—heave; then a long pause—then—ah-h-h-h-h! as it came 

back. Far away over the snow sounded the hooters of the ironworks. One after another they 

crowed and boomed, some small and far away, some near, the blowers of the collieries and the 

other works. Then there was silence. He mended the fire. The great breaths broke the silence—

she looked just the same. He put back the blind and peered out. Still it was dark. Perhaps there 

was a lighter tinge. Perhaps the snow was bluer. He drew up the blind and got dressed. Then, 

shuddering, he drank brandy from the bottle on the wash-stand. The snow was growing blue. He 

heard a cart clanking down the street. Yes, it was seven o’clock, and it was coming a little bit 

light. He heard some people calling. The world was waking. A grey, deathly dawn crept over the 

snow. Yes, he could see the houses. He put out the gas. It seemed very dark. The breathing came 

still, but he was almost used to it. He could see her. She was just the same. He wondered if he 

piled heavy clothes on top of her it would stop. He looked at her. That was not her—not her a bit. 

If he piled the blanket and heavy coats on her— 

Suddenly the door opened, and Annie entered. She looked at him questioningly. 

“Just the same,” he said calmly. 

They whispered together a minute, then he went downstairs to get breakfast. It was twenty to 

eight. Soon Annie came down. 

“Isn’t it awful! Doesn’t she look awful!” she whispered, dazed with horror. 

He nodded. 

“If she looks like that!” said Annie. 

“Drink some tea,” he said. 

They went upstairs again. Soon the neighbours came with their frightened question: 

“How is she?” 

It went on just the same. She lay with her cheek in her hand, her mouth fallen open, and the 

great, ghastly snores came and went. 

At ten o’clock nurse came. She looked strange and woebegone. 

“Nurse,” cried Paul, “she’ll last like this for days?” 

“She can’t, Mr. Morel,” said nurse. “She can’t.” 

There was a silence. 

“Isn’t it dreadful!” wailed the nurse. “Who would have thought she could stand it? Go down 

now, Mr. Morel, go down.” 

At last, at about eleven o’clock, he went downstairs and sat in the neighbour’s house. Annie 

was downstairs also. Nurse and Arthur were upstairs. Paul sat with his head in his hand. 

Suddenly Annie came flying across the yard crying, half mad: 

“Paul—Paul—she’s gone!” 

In a second he was back in his own house and upstairs. She lay curled up and still, with her 

face on her hand, and nurse was wiping her mouth. They all stood back. He kneeled down, and 

put his face to hers and his arms round her: 

“My love—my love—oh, my love!” he whispered again and again. “My love—oh, my love!” 



Then he heard the nurse behind him, crying, saying: 

“She’s better, Mr. Morel, she’s better.” 

When he took his face up from his warm, dead mother he went straight downstairs and began 

blacking his boots. 

There was a good deal to do, letters to write, and so on. The doctor came and glanced at her, 

and sighed. 

“Ay—poor thing!” he said, then turned away. “Well, call at the surgery about six for the 

certificate.” 

The father came home from work at about four o’clock. He dragged silently into the house and 

sat down. Minnie bustled to give him his dinner. Tired, he laid his black arms on the table. There 

were swede turnips for his dinner, which he liked. Paul wondered if he knew. It was some time, 

and nobody had spoken. At last the son said: 

“You noticed the blinds were down?” 

Morel looked up. 

“No,” he said. “Why—has she gone?” 

“Yes.” 

“When wor that?” 

“About twelve this morning.” 

“H’m!” 

The miner sat still for a moment, then began his dinner. It was as if nothing had happened. He 

ate his turnips in silence. Afterwards he washed and went upstairs to dress. The door of her room 

was shut. 

“Have you seen her?” Annie asked of him when he came down. 

“No,” he said. 

In a little while he went out. Annie went away, and Paul called on the undertaker, the 

clergyman, the doctor, the registrar. It was a long business. He got back at nearly eight o’clock. 

The undertaker was coming soon to measure for the coffin. The house was empty except for her. 

He took a candle and went upstairs. 

The room was cold, that had been warm for so long. Flowers, bottles, plates, all sick-room 

litter was taken away; everything was harsh and austere. She lay raised on the bed, the sweep of 

the sheet from the raised feet was like a clean curve of snow, so silent. She lay like a maiden 

asleep. With his candle in his hand, he bent over her. She lay like a girl asleep and dreaming of 

her love. The mouth was a little open as if wondering from the suffering, but her face was young, 

her brow clear and white as if life had never touched it. He looked again at the eyebrows, at the 

small, winsome nose a bit on one side. She was young again. Only the hair as it arched so 

beautifully from her temples was mixed with silver, and the two simple plaits that lay on her 

shoulders were filigree of silver and brown. She would wake up. She would lift her eyelids. She 

was with him still. He bent and kissed her passionately. But there was coldness against his 

mouth. He bit his lips with horror. Looking at her, he felt he could never, never let her go. No! 

He stroked the hair from her temples. That, too, was cold. He saw the mouth so dumb and 

wondering at the hurt. Then he crouched on the floor, whispering to her: 

“Mother, mother!” 



He was still with her when the undertakers came, young men who had been to school with 

him. They touched her reverently, and in a quiet, businesslike fashion. They did not look at her. 

He watched jealously. He and Annie guarded her fiercely. They would not let anybody come to 

see her, and the neighbours were offended. 

After a while Paul went out of the house, and played cards at a friend’s. It was midnight when 

he got back. His father rose from the couch as he entered, saying in a plaintive way: 

“I thought tha wor niver comin’, lad.” 

“I didn’t think you’d sit up,” said Paul. 

His father looked so forlorn. Morel had been a man without fear—simply nothing frightened 

him. Paul realised with a start that he had been afraid to go to bed, alone in the house with his 

dead. He was sorry. 

“I forgot you’d be alone, father,” he said. 

“Dost want owt to eat?” asked Morel. 

“No.” 

“Sithee—I made thee a drop o’ hot milk. Get it down thee; it’s cold enough for owt.” 

Paul drank it. 

After a while Morel went to bed. He hurried past the closed door, and left his own door open. 

Soon the son came upstairs also. He went in to kiss her good-night, as usual. It was cold and 

dark. He wished they had kept her fire burning. Still she dreamed her young dream. But she 

would be cold. 

“My dear!” he whispered. “My dear!” 

And he did not kiss her, for fear she should be cold and strange to him. It eased him she slept 

so beautifully. He shut her door softly, not to wake her, and went to bed. 

In the morning Morel summoned his courage, hearing Annie downstairs and Paul coughing in 

the room across the landing. He opened her door, and went into the darkened room. He saw the 

white uplifted form in the twilight, but her he dared not see. Bewildered, too frightened to 

possess any of his faculties, he got out of the room again and left her. He never looked at her 

again. He had not seen her for months, because he had not dared to look. And she looked like his 

young wife again. 

“Have you seen her?” Annie asked of him sharply after breakfast. 

“Yes,” he said. 

“And don’t you think she looks nice?” 

“Yes.” 

He went out of the house soon after. And all the time he seemed to be creeping aside to avoid 

it. 

Paul went about from place to place, doing the business of the death. He met Clara in 

Nottingham, and they had tea together in a café, when they were quite jolly again. She was 

infinitely relieved to find he did not take it tragically. 

Later, when the relatives began to come for the funeral, the affair became public, and the 

children became social beings. They put themselves aside. They buried her in a furious storm of 

rain and wind. The wet clay glistened, all the white flowers were soaked. Annie gripped his arm 

and leaned forward. Down below she saw a dark corner of William’s coffin. The oak box sank 



steadily. She was gone. The rain poured in the grave. The procession of black, with its umbrellas 

glistening, turned away. The cemetery was deserted under the drenching cold rain. 

Paul went home and busied himself supplying the guests with drinks. His father sat in the 

kitchen with Mrs. Morel’s relatives, “superior” people, and wept, and said what a good lass she’d 

been, and how he’d tried to do everything he could for her—everything. He had striven all his 

life to do what he could for her, and he’d nothing to reproach himself with. She was gone, but 

he’d done his best for her. He wiped his eyes with his white handkerchief. He’d nothing to 

reproach himself for, he repeated. All his life he’d done his best for her. 

And that was how he tried to dismiss her. He never thought of her personally. Everything deep 

in him he denied. Paul hated his father for sitting sentimentalising over her. He knew he would 

do it in the public-houses. For the real tragedy went on in Morel in spite of himself. Sometimes, 

later, he came down from his afternoon sleep, white and cowering. 

“I have been dreaming of thy mother,” he said in a small voice. 

“Have you, father? When I dream of her it’s always just as she was when she was well. I 

dream of her often, but it seems quite nice and natural, as if nothing had altered.” 

But Morel crouched in front of the fire in terror. 

The weeks passed half-real, not much pain, not much of anything, perhaps a little relief, 

mostly a nuit blanche. Paul went restless from place to place. For some months, since his mother 

had been worse, he had not made love to Clara. She was, as it were, dumb to him, rather distant. 

Dawes saw her very occasionally, but the two could not get an inch across the great distance 

between them. The three of them were drifting forward. 

Dawes mended very slowly. He was in the convalescent home at Skegness at Christmas, 

nearly well again. Paul went to the seaside for a few days. His father was with Annie in 

Sheffield. Dawes came to Paul’s lodgings. His time in the home was up. The two men, between 

whom was such a big reserve, seemed faithful to each other. Dawes depended on Morel now. He 

knew Paul and Clara had practically separated. 

Two days after Christmas Paul was to go back to Nottingham. The evening before he sat with 

Dawes smoking before the fire. 

“You know Clara’s coming down for the day to-morrow?” he said. 

The other man glanced at him. 

“Yes, you told me,” he replied. 

Paul drank the remainder of his glass of whisky. 

“I told the landlady your wife was coming,” he said. 

“Did you?” said Dawes, shrinking, but almost leaving himself in the other’s hands. He got up 

rather stiffly, and reached for Morel’s glass. 

“Let me fill you up,” he said. 

Paul jumped up. 

“You sit still,” he said. 

But Dawes, with rather shaky hand, continued to mix the drink. 

“Say when,” he said. 

“Thanks!” replied the other. “But you’ve no business to get up.” 

“It does me good, lad,” replied Dawes. “I begin to think I’m right again, then.” 



“You are about right, you know.” 

“I am, certainly I am,” said Dawes, nodding to him. 

“And Len says he can get you on in Sheffield.” 

Dawes glanced at him again, with dark eyes that agreed with everything the other would say, 

perhaps a trifle dominated by him. 

“It’s funny,” said Paul, “starting again. I feel in a lot bigger mess than you.” 

“In what way, lad?” 

“I don’t know. I don’t know. It’s as if I was in a tangled sort of hole, rather dark and dreary, 

and no road anywhere.” 

“I know—I understand it,” Dawes said, nodding. “But you’ll find it’ll come all right.” 

He spoke caressingly. 

“I suppose so,” said Paul. 

Dawes knocked his pipe in a hopeless fashion. 

“You’ve not done for yourself like I have,” he said. 

Morel saw the wrist and the white hand of the other man gripping the stem of the pipe and 

knocking out the ash, as if he had given up. 

“How old are you?” Paul asked. 

“Thirty-nine,” replied Dawes, glancing at him. 

Those brown eyes, full of the consciousness of failure, almost pleading for reassurance, for 

someone to re-establish the man in himself, to warm him, to set him up firm again, troubled Paul. 

“You’ll just be in your prime,” said Morel. “You don’t look as if much life had gone out of 

you.” 

The brown eyes of the other flashed suddenly. 

“It hasn’t,” he said. “The go is there.” 

Paul looked up and laughed. 

“We’ve both got plenty of life in us yet to make things fly,” he said. 

The eyes of the two men met. They exchanged one look. Having recognised the stress of 

passion each in the other, they both drank their whisky. 

“Yes, begod!” said Dawes, breathless. 

There was a pause. 

“And I don’t see,” said Paul, “why you shouldn’t go on where you left off.” 

“What—” said Dawes, suggestively. 

“Yes—fit your old home together again.” 

Dawes hid his face and shook his head. 

“Couldn’t be done,” he said, and looked up with an ironic smile. 

“Why? Because you don’t want?” 

“Perhaps.” 

They smoked in silence. Dawes showed his teeth as he bit his pipe stem. 

“You mean you don’t want her?” asked Paul. 



Dawes stared up at the picture with a caustic expression on his face. 

“I hardly know,” he said. 

The smoke floated softly up. 

“I believe she wants you,” said Paul. 

“Do you?” replied the other, soft, satirical, abstract. 

“Yes. She never really hitched on to me—you were always there in the background. That’s 

why she wouldn’t get a divorce.” 

Dawes continued to stare in a satirical fashion at the picture over the mantelpiece. 

“That’s how women are with me,” said Paul. “They want me like mad, but they don’t want to 

belong to me. And she belonged to you all the time. I knew.” 

The triumphant male came up in Dawes. He showed his teeth more distinctly. 

“Perhaps I was a fool,” he said. 

“You were a big fool,” said Morel. 

“But perhaps even then you were a bigger fool,” said Dawes. 

There was a touch of triumph and malice in it. 

“Do you think so?” said Paul. 

They were silent for some time. 

“At any rate, I’m clearing out to-morrow,” said Morel. 

“I see,” answered Dawes. 

Then they did not talk any more. The instinct to murder each other had returned. They almost 

avoided each other. 

They shared the same bedroom. When they retired Dawes seemed abstract, thinking of 

something. He sat on the side of the bed in his shirt, looking at his legs. 

“Aren’t you getting cold?” asked Morel. 

“I was lookin’ at these legs,” replied the other. 

“What’s up with ’em? They look all right,” replied Paul, from his bed. 

“They look all right. But there’s some water in ’em yet.” 

“And what about it?” 

“Come and look.” 

Paul reluctantly got out of bed and went to look at the rather handsome legs of the other man 

that were covered with glistening, dark gold hair. 

“Look here,” said Dawes, pointing to his shin. “Look at the water under here.” 

“Where?” said Paul. 

The man pressed in his finger-tips. They left little dents that filled up slowly. 

“It’s nothing,” said Paul. 

“You feel,” said Dawes. 

Paul tried with his fingers. It made little dents. 

“H’m!” he said. 

“Rotten, isn’t it?” said Dawes. 



“Why? It’s nothing much.” 

“You’re not much of a man with water in your legs.” 

“I can’t see as it makes any difference,” said Morel. “I’ve got a weak chest.” 

He returned to his own bed. 

“I suppose the rest of me’s all right,” said Dawes, and he put out the light. 

In the morning it was raining. Morel packed his bag. The sea was grey and shaggy and dismal. 

He seemed to be cutting himself off from life more and more. It gave him a wicked pleasure to 

do it. 

The two men were at the station. Clara stepped out of the train, and came along the platform, 

very erect and coldly composed. She wore a long coat and a tweed hat. Both men hated her for 

her composure. Paul shook hands with her at the barrier. Dawes was leaning against the 

bookstall, watching. His black overcoat was buttoned up to the chin because of the rain. He was 

pale, with almost a touch of nobility in his quietness. He came forward, limping slightly. 

“You ought to look better than this,” she said. 

“Oh, I’m all right now.” 

The three stood at a loss. She kept the two men hesitating near her. 

“Shall we go to the lodging straight off,” said Paul, “or somewhere else?” 

“We may as well go home,” said Dawes. 

Paul walked on the outside of the pavement, then Dawes, then Clara. They made polite 

conversation. The sitting-room faced the sea, whose tide, grey and shaggy, hissed not far off. 

Morel swung up the big arm-chair. 

“Sit down, Jack,” he said. 

“I don’t want that chair,” said Dawes. 

“Sit down!” Morel repeated. 

Clara took off her things and laid them on the couch. She had a slight air of resentment. 

Lifting her hair with her fingers, she sat down, rather aloof and composed. Paul ran downstairs to 

speak to the landlady. 

“I should think you’re cold,” said Dawes to his wife. “Come nearer to the fire.” 

“Thank you, I’m quite warm,” she answered. 

She looked out of the window at the rain and at the sea. 

“When are you going back?” she asked. 

“Well, the rooms are taken until to-morrow, so he wants me to stop. He’s going back to-

night.” 

“And then you’re thinking of going to Sheffield?” 

“Yes.” 

“Are you fit to start work?” 

“I’m going to start.” 

“You’ve really got a place?” 

“Yes—begin on Monday.” 

“You don’t look fit.” 



“Why don’t I?” 

She looked again out of the window instead of answering. 

“And have you got lodgings in Sheffield?” 

“Yes.” 

Again she looked away out of the window. The panes were blurred with streaming rain. 

“And can you manage all right?” she asked. 

“I s’d think so. I s’ll have to!” 

They were silent when Morel returned. 

“I shall go by the four-twenty,” he said as he entered. 

Nobody answered. 

“I wish you’d take your boots off,” he said to Clara. 

“There’s a pair of slippers of mine.” 

“Thank you,” she said. “They aren’t wet.” 

He put the slippers near her feet. She left them there. 

Morel sat down. Both the men seemed helpless, and each of them had a rather hunted look. 

But Dawes now carried himself quietly, seemed to yield himself, while Paul seemed to screw 

himself up. Clara thought she had never seen him look so small and mean. He was as if trying to 

get himself into the smallest possible compass. And as he went about arranging, and as he sat 

talking, there seemed something false about him and out of tune. Watching him unknown, she 

said to herself there was no stability about him. He was fine in his way, passionate, and able to 

give her drinks of pure life when he was in one mood. And now he looked paltry and 

insignificant. There was nothing stable about him. Her husband had more manly dignity. At any 

rate he did not waft about with any wind. There was something evanescent about Morel, she 

thought, something shifting and false. He would never make sure ground for any woman to stand 

on. She despised him rather for his shrinking together, getting smaller. Her husband at least was 

manly, and when he was beaten gave in. But this other would never own to being beaten. He 

would shift round and round, prowl, get smaller. She despised him. And yet she watched him 

rather than Dawes, and it seemed as if their three fates lay in his hands. She hated him for it. 

She seemed to understand better now about men, and what they could or would do. She was 

less afraid of them, more sure of herself. That they were not the small egoists she had imagined 

them made her more comfortable. She had learned a good deal—almost as much as she wanted 

to learn. Her cup had been full. It was still as full as she could carry. On the whole, she would 

not be sorry when he was gone. 

They had dinner, and sat eating nuts and drinking by the fire. Not a serious word had been 

spoken. Yet Clara realised that Morel was withdrawing from the circle, leaving her the option to 

stay with her husband. It angered her. He was a mean fellow, after all, to take what he wanted 

and then give her back. She did not remember that she herself had had what she wanted, and 

really, at the bottom of her heart, wished to be given back. 

Paul felt crumpled up and lonely. His mother had really supported his life. He had loved her; 

they two had, in fact, faced the world together. Now she was gone, and for ever behind him was 

the gap in life, the tear in the veil, through which his life seemed to drift slowly, as if he were 

drawn towards death. He wanted someone of their own free initiative to help him. The lesser 

things he began to let go from him, for fear of this big thing, the lapse towards death, following 



in the wake of his beloved. Clara could not stand for him to hold on to. She wanted him, but not 

to understand him. He felt she wanted the man on top, not the real him that was in trouble. That 

would be too much trouble to her; he dared not give it her. She could not cope with him. It made 

him ashamed. So, secretly ashamed because he was in such a mess, because his own hold on life 

was so unsure, because nobody held him, feeling unsubstantial, shadowy, as if he did not count 

for much in this concrete world, he drew himself together smaller and smaller. He did not want 

to die; he would not give in. But he was not afraid of death. If nobody would help, he would go 

on alone. 

Dawes had been driven to the extremity of life, until he was afraid. He could go to the brink of 

death, he could lie on the edge and look in. Then, cowed, afraid, he had to crawl back, and like a 

beggar take what offered. There was a certain nobility in it. As Clara saw, he owned himself 

beaten, and he wanted to be taken back whether or not. That she could do for him. It was three 

o’clock. 

“I am going by the four-twenty,” said Paul again to Clara. “Are you coming then or later?” 

“I don’t know,” she said. 

“I’m meeting my father in Nottingham at seven-fifteen,” he said. 

“Then,” she answered, “I’ll come later.” 

Dawes jerked suddenly, as if he had been held on a strain. He looked out over the sea, but he 

saw nothing. 

“There are one or two books in the corner,” said Morel. “I’ve done with ’em.” 

At about four o’clock he went. 

“I shall see you both later,” he said, as he shook hands. 

“I suppose so,” said Dawes. “An’ perhaps—one day—I s’ll be able to pay you back the money 

as—” 

“I shall come for it, you’ll see,” laughed Paul. “I s’ll be on the rocks before I’m very much 

older.” 

“Ay—well—” said Dawes. 

“Good-bye,” he said to Clara. 

“Good-bye,” she said, giving him her hand. Then she glanced at him for the last time, dumb 

and humble. 

He was gone. Dawes and his wife sat down again. 

“It’s a nasty day for travelling,” said the man. 

“Yes,” she answered. 

They talked in a desultory fashion until it grew dark. The landlady brought in the tea. Dawes 

drew up his chair to the table without being invited, like a husband. Then he sat humbly waiting 

for his cup. She served him as she would, like a wife, not consulting his wish. 

After tea, as it drew near to six o’clock, he went to the window. All was dark outside. The sea 

was roaring. 

“It’s raining yet,” he said. 

“Is it?” she answered. 

“You won’t go to-night, shall you?” he said, hesitating. 



She did not answer. He waited. 

“I shouldn’t go in this rain,” he said. 

“Do you want me to stay?” she asked. 

His hand as he held the dark curtain trembled. 

“Yes,” he said. 

He remained with his back to her. She rose and went slowly to him. He let go the curtain, 

turned, hesitating, towards her. She stood with her hands behind her back, looking up at him in a 

heavy, inscrutable fashion. 

“Do you want me, Baxter?” she asked. 

His voice was hoarse as he answered: 

“Do you want to come back to me?” 

She made a moaning noise, lifted her arms, and put them round his neck, drawing him to her. 

He hid his face on her shoulder, holding her clasped. 

“Take me back!” she whispered, ecstatic. “Take me back, take me back!” And she put her 

fingers through his fine, thin dark hair, as if she were only semi-conscious. He tightened his 

grasp on her. 

“Do you want me again?” he murmured, broken. 

  



CHAPTER XV DERELICT 

Clara went with her husband to Sheffield, and Paul scarcely saw her again. Walter Morel 

seemed to have let all the trouble go over him, and there he was, crawling about on the mud of it, 

just the same. There was scarcely any bond between father and son, save that each felt he must 

not let the other go in any actual want. As there was no one to keep on the home, and as they 

could neither of them bear the emptiness of the house, Paul took lodgings in Nottingham, and 

Morel went to live with a friendly family in Bestwood. 

Everything seemed to have gone smash for the young man. He could not paint. The picture he 

finished on the day of his mother’s death—one that satisfied him—was the last thing he did. At 

work there was no Clara. When he came home he could not take up his brushes again. There was 

nothing left. 

So he was always in the town at one place or another, drinking, knocking about with the men 

he knew. It really wearied him. He talked to barmaids, to almost any woman, but there was that 

dark, strained look in his eyes, as if he were hunting something. 

Everything seemed so different, so unreal. There seemed no reason why people should go 

along the street, and houses pile up in the daylight. There seemed no reason why these things 

should occupy the space, instead of leaving it empty. His friends talked to him: he heard the 

sounds, and he answered. But why there should be the noise of speech he could not understand. 

He was most himself when he was alone, or working hard and mechanically at the factory. In 

the latter case there was pure forgetfulness, when he lapsed from consciousness. But it had to 

come to an end. It hurt him so, that things had lost their reality. The first snowdrops came. He 

saw the tiny drop-pearls among the grey. They would have given him the liveliest emotion at one 

time. Now they were there, but they did not seem to mean anything. In a few moments they 

would cease to occupy that place, and just the space would be, where they had been. Tall, 

brilliant tram-cars ran along the street at night. It seemed almost a wonder they should trouble to 

rustle backwards and forwards. “Why trouble to go tilting down to Trent Bridges?” he asked of 

the big trams. It seemed they just as well might not be as be. 

The realest thing was the thick darkness at night. That seemed to him whole and 

comprehensible and restful. He could leave himself to it. Suddenly a piece of paper started near 

his feet and blew along down the pavement. He stood still, rigid, with clenched fists, a flame of 

agony going over him. And he saw again the sick-room, his mother, her eyes. Unconsciously he 

had been with her, in her company. The swift hop of the paper reminded him she was gone. But 

he had been with her. He wanted everything to stand still, so that he could be with her again. 

The days passed, the weeks. But everything seemed to have fused, gone into a conglomerated 

mass. He could not tell one day from another, one week from another, hardly one place from 

another. Nothing was distinct or distinguishable. Often he lost himself for an hour at a time, 

could not remember what he had done. 

One evening he came home late to his lodging. The fire was burning low; everybody was in 

bed. He threw on some more coal, glanced at the table, and decided he wanted no supper. Then 

he sat down in the arm-chair. It was perfectly still. He did not know anything, yet he saw the dim 

smoke wavering up the chimney. Presently two mice came out, cautiously, nibbling the fallen 

crumbs. He watched them as it were from a long way off. The church clock struck two. Far away 

he could hear the sharp clinking of the trucks on the railway. No, it was not they that were far 

away. They were there in their places. But where was he himself? 



The time passed. The two mice, careering wildly, scampered cheekily over his slippers. He 

had not moved a muscle. He did not want to move. He was not thinking of anything. It was 

easier so. There was no wrench of knowing anything. Then, from time to time, some other 

consciousness, working mechanically, flashed into sharp phrases. 

“What am I doing?” 

And out of the semi-intoxicated trance came the answer: 

“Destroying myself.” 

Then a dull, live feeling, gone in an instant, told him that it was wrong. After a while, 

suddenly came the question: 

“Why wrong?” 

Again there was no answer, but a stroke of hot stubbornness inside his chest resisted his own 

annihilation. 

There was a sound of a heavy cart clanking down the road. Suddenly the electric light went 

out; there was a bruising thud in the penny-in-the-slot meter. He did not stir, but sat gazing in 

front of him. Only the mice had scuttled, and the fire glowed red in the dark room. 

Then, quite mechanically and more distinctly, the conversation began again inside him. 

“She’s dead. What was it all for—her struggle?” 

That was his despair wanting to go after her. 

“You’re alive.” 

“She’s not.” 

“She is—in you.” 

Suddenly he felt tired with the burden of it. 

“You’ve got to keep alive for her sake,” said his will in him. 

Something felt sulky, as if it would not rouse. 

“You’ve got to carry forward her living, and what she had done, go on with it.” 

But he did not want to. He wanted to give up. 

“But you can go on with your painting,” said the will in him. “Or else you can beget children. 

They both carry on her effort.” 

“Painting is not living.” 

“Then live.” 

“Marry whom?” came the sulky question. 

“As best you can.” 

“Miriam?” 

But he did not trust that. 

He rose suddenly, went straight to bed. When he got inside his bedroom and closed the door, 

he stood with clenched fist. 

“Mater, my dear—” he began, with the whole force of his soul. Then he stopped. He would 

not say it. He would not admit that he wanted to die, to have done. He would not own that life 

had beaten him, or that death had beaten him. 

Going straight to bed, he slept at once, abandoning himself to the sleep. 



So the weeks went on. Always alone, his soul oscillated, first on the side of death, then on the 

side of life, doggedly. The real agony was that he had nowhere to go, nothing to do, nothing to 

say, and was nothing himself. Sometimes he ran down the streets as if he were mad: sometimes 

he was mad; things weren’t there, things were there. It made him pant. Sometimes he stood 

before the bar of the public-house where he called for a drink. Everything suddenly stood back 

away from him. He saw the face of the barmaid, the gobbling drinkers, his own glass on the 

slopped, mahogany board, in the distance. There was something between him and them. He 

could not get into touch. He did not want them; he did not want his drink. Turning abruptly, he 

went out. On the threshold he stood and looked at the lighted street. But he was not of it or in it. 

Something separated him. Everything went on there below those lamps, shut away from him. He 

could not get at them. He felt he couldn’t touch the lamp-posts, not if he reached. Where could 

he go? There was nowhere to go, neither back into the inn, or forward anywhere. He felt stifled. 

There was nowhere for him. The stress grew inside him; he felt he should smash. 

“I mustn’t,” he said; and, turning blindly, he went in and drank. Sometimes the drink did him 

good; sometimes it made him worse. He ran down the road. For ever restless, he went here, 

there, everywhere. He determined to work. But when he had made six strokes, he loathed the 

pencil violently, got up, and went away, hurried off to a club where he could play cards or 

billiards, to a place where he could flirt with a barmaid who was no more to him than the brass 

pump-handle she drew. 

He was very thin and lantern-jawed. He dared not meet his own eyes in the mirror; he never 

looked at himself. He wanted to get away from himself, but there was nothing to get hold of. In 

despair he thought of Miriam. Perhaps—perhaps—? 

Then, happening to go into the Unitarian Church one Sunday evening, when they stood up to 

sing the second hymn he saw her before him. The light glistened on her lower lip as she sang. 

She looked as if she had got something, at any rate: some hope in heaven, if not in earth. Her 

comfort and her life seemed in the after-world. A warm, strong feeling for her came up. She 

seemed to yearn, as she sang, for the mystery and comfort. He put his hope in her. He longed for 

the sermon to be over, to speak to her. 

The throng carried her out just before him. He could nearly touch her. She did not know he 

was there. He saw the brown, humble nape of her neck under its black curls. He would leave 

himself to her. She was better and bigger than he. He would depend on her. 

She went wandering, in her blind way, through the little throngs of people outside the church. 

She always looked so lost and out of place among people. He went forward and put his hand on 

her arm. She started violently. Her great brown eyes dilated in fear, then went questioning at the 

sight of him. He shrank slightly from her. 

“I didn’t know—” she faltered. 

“Nor I,” he said. 

He looked away. His sudden, flaring hope sank again. 

“What are you doing in town?” he asked. 

“I’m staying at Cousin Anne’s.” 

“Ha! For long?” 

“No; only till to-morrow.” 

“Must you go straight home?” 



She looked at him, then hid her face under her hat-brim. 

“No,” she said—“no; it’s not necessary.” 

He turned away, and she went with him. They threaded through the throng of church people. 

The organ was still sounding in St. Mary’s. Dark figures came through the lighted doors; people 

were coming down the steps. The large coloured windows glowed up in the night. The church 

was like a great lantern suspended. They went down Hollow Stone, and he took the car for the 

Bridges. 

“You will just have supper with me,” he said: “then I’ll bring you back.” 

“Very well,” she replied, low and husky. 

They scarcely spoke while they were on the car. The Trent ran dark and full under the bridge. 

Away towards Colwick all was black night. He lived down Holme Road, on the naked edge of 

the town, facing across the river meadows towards Sneinton Hermitage and the steep scrap of 

Colwick Wood. The floods were out. The silent water and the darkness spread away on their left. 

Almost afraid, they hurried along by the houses. 

Supper was laid. He swung the curtain over the window. There was a bowl of freesias and 

scarlet anemones on the table. She bent to them. Still touching them with her finger-tips, she 

looked up at him, saying: 

“Aren’t they beautiful?” 

“Yes,” he said. “What will you drink—coffee?” 

“I should like it,” she said. 

“Then excuse me a moment.” 

He went out to the kitchen. 

Miriam took off her things and looked round. It was a bare, severe room. Her photo, Clara’s, 

Annie’s, were on the wall. She looked on the drawing-board to see what he was doing. There 

were only a few meaningless lines. She looked to see what books he was reading. Evidently just 

an ordinary novel. The letters in the rack she saw were from Annie, Arthur, and from some man 

or other she did not know. Everything he had touched, everything that was in the least personal 

to him, she examined with lingering absorption. He had been gone from her for so long, she 

wanted to rediscover him, his position, what he was now. But there was not much in the room to 

help her. It only made her feel rather sad, it was so hard and comfortless. 

She was curiously examining a sketch-book when he returned with the coffee. 

“There’s nothing new in it,” he said, “and nothing very interesting.” 

He put down the tray, and went to look over her shoulder. She turned the pages slowly, intent 

on examining everything. 

“H’m!” he said, as she paused at a sketch. “I’d forgotten that. It’s not bad, is it?” 

“No,” she said. “I don’t quite understand it.” 

He took the book from her and went through it. Again he made a curious sound of surprise and 

pleasure. 

“There’s some not bad stuff in there,” he said. 

“Not at all bad,” she answered gravely. 

He felt again her interest in his work. Or was it for himself? Why was she always most 

interested in him as he appeared in his work? 



They sat down to supper. 

“By the way,” he said, “didn’t I hear something about your earning your own living?” 

“Yes,” she replied, bowing her dark head over her cup. “And what of it?” 

“I’m merely going to the farming college at Broughton for three months, and I shall probably 

be kept on as a teacher there.” 

“I say—that sounds all right for you! You always wanted to be independent.” 

“Yes. 

“Why didn’t you tell me?” 

“I only knew last week.” 

“But I heard a month ago,” he said. 

“Yes; but nothing was settled then.” 

“I should have thought,” he said, “you’d have told me you were trying.” 

She ate her food in the deliberate, constrained way, almost as if she recoiled a little from doing 

anything so publicly, that he knew so well. 

“I suppose you’re glad,” he said. 

“Very glad.” 

“Yes—it will be something.” 

He was rather disappointed. 

“I think it will be a great deal,” she said, almost haughtily, resentfully. 

He laughed shortly. 

“Why do you think it won’t?” she asked. 

“Oh, I don’t think it won’t be a great deal. Only you’ll find earning your own living isn’t 

everything.” 

“No,” she said, swallowing with difficulty; “I don’t suppose it is.” 

“I suppose work can be nearly everything to a man,” he said, “though it isn’t to me. But a 

woman only works with a part of herself. The real and vital part is covered up.” 

“But a man can give all himself to work?” she asked. 

“Yes, practically.” 

“And a woman only the unimportant part of herself?” 

“That’s it.” 

She looked up at him, and her eyes dilated with anger. 

“Then,” she said, “if it’s true, it’s a great shame.” 

“It is. But I don’t know everything,” he answered. 

After supper they drew up to the fire. He swung her a chair facing him, and they sat down. She 

was wearing a dress of dark claret colour, that suited her dark complexion and her large features. 

Still, the curls were fine and free, but her face was much older, the brown throat much thinner. 

She seemed old to him, older than Clara. Her bloom of youth had quickly gone. A sort of 

stiffness, almost of woodenness, had come upon her. She meditated a little while, then looked at 

him. 

“And how are things with you?” she asked. 



“About all right,” he answered. 

She looked at him, waiting. 

“Nay,” she said, very low. 

Her brown, nervous hands were clasped over her knee. They had still the lack of confidence or 

repose, the almost hysterical look. He winced as he saw them. Then he laughed mirthlessly. She 

put her fingers between her lips. His slim, black, tortured body lay quite still in the chair. She 

suddenly took her finger from her mouth and looked at him. 

“And you have broken off with Clara?” 

“Yes.” 

His body lay like an abandoned thing, strewn in the chair. 

“You know,” she said, “I think we ought to be married.” 

He opened his eyes for the first time since many months, and attended to her with respect. 

“Why?” he said. 

“See,” she said, “how you waste yourself! You might be ill, you might die, and I never 

know—be no more then than if I had never known you.” 

“And if we married?” he asked. 

“At any rate, I could prevent you wasting yourself and being a prey to other women—like—

like Clara.” 

“A prey?” he repeated, smiling. 

She bowed her head in silence. He lay feeling his despair come up again. 

“I’m not sure,” he said slowly, “that marriage would be much good.” 

“I only think of you,” she replied. 

“I know you do. But—you love me so much, you want to put me in your pocket. And I should 

die there smothered.” 

She bent her head, put her fingers between her lips, while the bitterness surged up in her heart. 

“And what will you do otherwise?” she asked. 

“I don’t know—go on, I suppose. Perhaps I shall soon go abroad.” 

The despairing doggedness in his tone made her go on her knees on the rug before the fire, 

very near to him. There she crouched as if she were crushed by something, and could not raise 

her head. His hands lay quite inert on the arms of his chair. She was aware of them. She felt that 

now he lay at her mercy. If she could rise, take him, put her arms round him, and say, “You are 

mine,” then he would leave himself to her. But dare she? She could easily sacrifice herself. But 

dare she assert herself? She was aware of his dark-clothed, slender body, that seemed one stroke 

of life, sprawled in the chair close to her. But no; she dared not put her arms round it, take it up, 

and say, “It is mine, this body. Leave it to me.” And she wanted to. It called to all her woman’s 

instinct. But she crouched, and dared not. She was afraid he would not let her. She was afraid it 

was too much. It lay there, his body, abandoned. She knew she ought to take it up and claim it, 

and claim every right to it. But—could she do it? Her impotence before him, before the strong 

demand of some unknown thing in him, was her extremity. Her hands fluttered; she half-lifted 

her head. Her eyes, shuddering, appealing, gone, almost distracted, pleaded to him suddenly. His 

heart caught with pity. He took her hands, drew her to him, and comforted her. 

“Will you have me, to marry me?” he said very low. 



Oh, why did not he take her? Her very soul belonged to him. Why would he not take what was 

his? She had borne so long the cruelty of belonging to him and not being claimed by him. Now 

he was straining her again. It was too much for her. She drew back her head, held his face 

between her hands, and looked him in the eyes. No, he was hard. He wanted something else. She 

pleaded to him with all her love not to make it her choice. She could not cope with it, with him, 

she knew not with what. But it strained her till she felt she would break. 

“Do you want it?” she asked, very gravely. 

“Not much,” he replied, with pain. 

She turned her face aside; then, raising herself with dignity, she took his head to her bosom, 

and rocked him softly. She was not to have him, then! So she could comfort him. She put her 

fingers through his hair. For her, the anguished sweetness of self-sacrifice. For him, the hate and 

misery of another failure. He could not bear it—that breast which was warm and which cradled 

him without taking the burden of him. So much he wanted to rest on her that the feint of rest only 

tortured him. He drew away. 

“And without marriage we can do nothing?” he asked. 

His mouth was lifted from his teeth with pain. She put her little finger between her lips. 

“No,” she said, low and like the toll of a bell. “No, I think not.” 

It was the end then between them. She could not take him and relieve him of the responsibility 

of himself. She could only sacrifice herself to him—sacrifice herself every day, gladly. And that 

he did not want. He wanted her to hold him and say, with joy and authority: “Stop all this 

restlessness and beating against death. You are mine for a mate.” She had not the strength. Or 

was it a mate she wanted? or did she want a Christ in him? 

He felt, in leaving her, he was defrauding her of life. But he knew that, in staying, stilling the 

inner, desperate man, he was denying his own life. And he did not hope to give life to her by 

denying his own. 

She sat very quiet. He lit a cigarette. The smoke went up from it, wavering. He was thinking of 

his mother, and had forgotten Miriam. She suddenly looked at him. Her bitterness came surging 

up. Her sacrifice, then, was useless. He lay there aloof, careless about her. Suddenly she saw 

again his lack of religion, his restless instability. He would destroy himself like a perverse child. 

Well, then, he would! 

“I think I must go,” she said softly. 

By her tone he knew she was despising him. He rose quietly. 

“I’ll come along with you,” he answered. 

She stood before the mirror pinning on her hat. How bitter, how unutterably bitter, it made her 

that he rejected her sacrifice! Life ahead looked dead, as if the glow were gone out. She bowed 

her face over the flowers—the freesias so sweet and spring-like, the scarlet anemones flaunting 

over the table. It was like him to have those flowers. 

He moved about the room with a certain sureness of touch, swift and relentless and quiet. She 

knew she could not cope with him. He would escape like a weasel out of her hands. Yet without 

him her life would trail on lifeless. Brooding, she touched the flowers. 

“Have them!” he said; and he took them out of the jar, dripping as they were, and went quickly 

into the kitchen. She waited for him, took the flowers, and they went out together, he talking, she 

feeling dead. 



She was going from him now. In her misery she leaned against him as they sat on the car. He 

was unresponsive. Where would he go? What would be the end of him? She could not bear it, the 

vacant feeling where he should be. He was so foolish, so wasteful, never at peace with himself. 

And now where would he go? And what did he care that he wasted her? He had no religion; it 

was all for the moment’s attraction that he cared, nothing else, nothing deeper. Well, she would 

wait and see how it turned out with him. When he had had enough he would give in and come to 

her. 

He shook hands and left her at the door of her cousin’s house. When he turned away he felt the 

last hold for him had gone. The town, as he sat upon the car, stretched away over the bay of 

railway, a level fume of lights. Beyond the town the country, little smouldering spots for more 

towns—the sea—the night—on and on! And he had no place in it! Whatever spot he stood on, 

there he stood alone. From his breast, from his mouth, sprang the endless space, and it was there 

behind him, everywhere. The people hurrying along the streets offered no obstruction to the void 

in which he found himself. They were small shadows whose footsteps and voices could be heard, 

but in each of them the same night, the same silence. He got off the car. In the country all was 

dead still. Little stars shone high up; little stars spread far away in the flood-waters, a firmament 

below. Everywhere the vastness and terror of the immense night which is roused and stirred for a 

brief while by the day, but which returns, and will remain at last eternal, holding everything in its 

silence and its living gloom. There was no Time, only Space. Who could say his mother had 

lived and did not live? She had been in one place, and was in another; that was all. And his soul 

could not leave her, wherever she was. Now she was gone abroad into the night, and he was with 

her still. They were together. But yet there was his body, his chest, that leaned against the stile, 

his hands on the wooden bar. They seemed something. Where was he?—one tiny upright speck 

of flesh, less than an ear of wheat lost in the field. He could not bear it. On every side the 

immense dark silence seemed pressing him, so tiny a spark, into extinction, and yet, almost 

nothing, he could not be extinct. Night, in which everything was lost, went reaching out, beyond 

stars and sun. Stars and sun, a few bright grains, went spinning round for terror, and holding each 

other in embrace, there in a darkness that outpassed them all, and left them tiny and daunted. So 

much, and himself, infinitesimal, at the core a nothingness, and yet not nothing. 

“Mother!” he whimpered—“mother!” 

She was the only thing that held him up, himself, amid all this. And she was gone, 

intermingled herself. He wanted her to touch him, have him alongside with her. 

But no, he would not give in. Turning sharply, he walked towards the city’s gold 

phosphorescence. His fists were shut, his mouth set fast. He would not take that direction, to the 

darkness, to follow her. He walked towards the faintly humming, glowing town, quickly. 

 

 

 

THE END 

  



The Scarlet Letter (By Nathaniel Hawthorne) 

 

The Scarlet Letter: A Romance is a work of historical fiction by American author 

Nathaniel Hawthorne, published in 1850. Set in the Puritan Massachusetts Bay Colony during 

the years 1642 to 1649, the novel tells the story of Hester Prynne, who conceives a daughter with 

a man to whom she is not married and then struggles to create a new life of repentance and 

dignity. Containing a number of religious and historic allusions, the book explores themes of 

legalism, sin and guilt. 

The Scarlet Letter was one of the first mass-produced books in the United States. It was 

popular when first published and is considered a classic work of American literature. The novel 

has inspired numerous film, television, and stage adaptations. Critics have described The Scarlet 

Letter as a masterwork, and novelist D. H. Lawrence called it a “perfect work of the American 

imagination.” 

Its initial publication brought wide protest from natives of Salem, who did not approve of 

how Hawthorne had depicted them in his introduction “The Custom-House.” A 2,500-copy 

second edition included a preface by Hawthorne dated March 30, 1850, that stated he had 

decided to reprint his Introduction “without the change of a word... The only remarkable features 

of the sketch are its frank and genuine good-humor ... As to enmity, or ill-feeling of any kind, 

personal or political, he utterly disclaims such motives.” 

In 1852, in the US, Reverend A.C.Coxe argued "against any toleration to a popular and 

gifted writer when he perpetrates bad morals - let this brokerage of lust be put down at the very 

beginning." 

The same year, Russian tsar Nicholas I banned The Scarlet Letter as part of his 

“censorship terror.” 

In 1856, his son and successor, Alexander II, lifted the ban. 

In 1925, the US movie adaptation had to comply with the demand of the Board of 

Censorship for the marriage of Hester – a crude correction to the celluloid sin that so concerned 

them. 

Starting in the 1960s, multiple US high schools attempted to ban The Scarlet Letter, but 

fortunately, their attempts failed. The closest they came to success was in 1977, when the book 

was removed from the required reading list in a Michigan high school. 

 

Want to know more? 

 

Why was Nicholas I dubbed ‘gendarme of Europe’?, Russia Beyond 

The Scarlet Letter, Banned Books Blog 
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THE CUSTOM-HOUSE 

INTRODUCTORY TO “THE SCARLET LETTER” 

It is a little remarkable, that—though disinclined to talk overmuch of myself and my affairs at 

the fireside, and to my personal friends—an autobiographical impulse should twice in my life 

have taken possession of me, in addressing the public. The first time was three or four years 

since, when I favoured the reader—inexcusably, and for no earthly reason that either the 

indulgent reader or the intrusive author could imagine—with a description of my way of life in 

the deep quietude of an Old Manse. And now—because, beyond my deserts, I was happy enough 

to find a listener or two on the former occasion—I again seize the public by the button, and talk 

of my three years’ experience in a Custom-House. The example of the famous “P. P., Clerk of 

this Parish,” was never more faithfully followed. The truth seems to be, however, that when he 

casts his leaves forth upon the wind, the author addresses, not the many who will fling aside his 

volume, or never take it up, but the few who will understand him better than most of his 

schoolmates or lifemates. Some authors, indeed, do far more than this, and indulge themselves in 

such confidential depths of revelation as could fittingly be addressed only and exclusively to the 

one heart and mind of perfect sympathy; as if the printed book, thrown at large on the wide 

world, were certain to find out the divided segment of the writer’s own nature, and complete his 

circle of existence by bringing him into communion with it. It is scarcely decorous, however, to 

speak all, even where we speak impersonally. But, as thoughts are frozen and utterance 

benumbed, unless the speaker stand in some true relation with his audience, it may be pardonable 

to imagine that a friend, a kind and apprehensive, though not the closest friend, is listening to our 

talk; and then, a native reserve being thawed by this genial consciousness, we may prate of the 

circumstances that lie around us, and even of ourself, but still keep the inmost Me behind its veil. 

To this extent, and within these limits, an author, methinks, may be autobiographical, without 

violating either the reader’s rights or his own. 

It will be seen, likewise, that this Custom-House sketch has a certain propriety, of a kind 

always recognised in literature, as explaining how a large portion of the following pages came 

into my possession, and as offering proofs of the authenticity of a narrative therein contained. 

This, in fact—a desire to put myself in my true position as editor, or very little more, of the most 

prolix among the tales that make up my volume—this, and no other, is my true reason for 

assuming a personal relation with the public. In accomplishing the main purpose, it has appeared 

allowable, by a few extra touches, to give a faint representation of a mode of life not heretofore 

described, together with some of the characters that move in it, among whom the author 

happened to make one. 

In my native town of Salem, at the head of what, half a century ago, in the days of old King 

Derby, was a bustling wharf—but which is now burdened with decayed wooden warehouses, and 

exhibits few or no symptoms of commercial life; except, perhaps, a bark or brig, half-way down 

its melancholy length, discharging hides; or, nearer at hand, a Nova Scotia schooner, pitching out 

her cargo of firewood—at the head, I say, of this dilapidated wharf, which the tide often 

overflows, and along which, at the base and in the rear of the row of buildings, the track of many 

languid years is seen in a border of unthrifty grass—here, with a view from its front windows 

adown this not very enlivening prospect, and thence across the harbour, stands a spacious edifice 

of brick. From the loftiest point of its roof, during precisely three and a half hours of each 

forenoon, floats or droops, in breeze or calm, the banner of the republic; but with the thirteen 



stripes turned vertically, instead of horizontally, and thus indicating that a civil, and not a 

military, post of Uncle Sam’s government is here established. Its front is ornamented with a 

portico of half-a-dozen wooden pillars, supporting a balcony, beneath which a flight of wide 

granite steps descends towards the street. Over the entrance hovers an enormous specimen of the 

American eagle, with outspread wings, a shield before her breast, and, if I recollect aright, a 

bunch of intermingled thunderbolts and barbed arrows in each claw. With the customary 

infirmity of temper that characterizes this unhappy fowl, she appears by the fierceness of her 

beak and eye, and the general truculency of her attitude, to threaten mischief to the inoffensive 

community; and especially to warn all citizens careful of their safety against intruding on the 

premises which she overshadows with her wings. Nevertheless, vixenly as she looks, many 

people are seeking at this very moment to shelter themselves under the wing of the federal eagle; 

imagining, I presume, that her bosom has all the softness and snugness of an eiderdown pillow. 

But she has no great tenderness even in her best of moods, and, sooner or later—oftener soon 

than late—is apt to fling off her nestlings with a scratch of her claw, a dab of her beak, or a 

rankling wound from her barbed arrows. 

The pavement round about the above-described edifice—which we may as well name at once 

as the Custom-House of the port—has grass enough growing in its chinks to show that it has not, 

of late days, been worn by any multitudinous resort of business. In some months of the year, 

however, there often chances a forenoon when affairs move onward with a livelier tread. Such 

occasions might remind the elderly citizen of that period, before the last war with England, when 

Salem was a port by itself; not scorned, as she is now, by her own merchants and ship-owners, 

who permit her wharves to crumble to ruin while their ventures go to swell, needlessly and 

imperceptibly, the mighty flood of commerce at New York or Boston. On some such morning, 

when three or four vessels happen to have arrived at once usually from Africa or South 

America—or to be on the verge of their departure thitherward, there is a sound of frequent feet 

passing briskly up and down the granite steps. Here, before his own wife has greeted him, you 

may greet the sea-flushed ship-master, just in port, with his vessel’s papers under his arm in a 

tarnished tin box. Here, too, comes his owner, cheerful, sombre, gracious or in the sulks, 

accordingly as his scheme of the now accomplished voyage has been realized in merchandise 

that will readily be turned to gold, or has buried him under a bulk of incommodities such as 

nobody will care to rid him of. Here, likewise—the germ of the wrinkle-browed, grizzly-

bearded, careworn merchant—we have the smart young clerk, who gets the taste of traffic as a 

wolf-cub does of blood, and already sends adventures in his master’s ships, when he had better 

be sailing mimic boats upon a mill-pond. Another figure in the scene is the outward-bound 

sailor, in quest of a protection; or the recently arrived one, pale and feeble, seeking a passport to 

the hospital. Nor must we forget the captains of the rusty little schooners that bring firewood 

from the British provinces; a rough-looking set of tarpaulins, without the alertness of the Yankee 

aspect, but contributing an item of no slight importance to our decaying trade. 

Cluster all these individuals together, as they sometimes were, with other miscellaneous ones 

to diversify the group, and, for the time being, it made the Custom-House a stirring scene. More 

frequently, however, on ascending the steps, you would discern— in the entry if it were summer 

time, or in their appropriate rooms if wintry or inclement weathers—a row of venerable figures, 

sitting in old-fashioned chairs, which were tipped on their hind legs back against the wall. 

Oftentimes they were asleep, but occasionally might be heard talking together, in voices between 

a speech and a snore, and with that lack of energy that distinguishes the occupants of alms-

houses, and all other human beings who depend for subsistence on charity, on monopolized 



labour, or anything else but their own independent exertions. These old gentlemen—seated, like 

Matthew at the receipt of custom, but not very liable to be summoned thence, like him, for 

apostolic errands—were Custom-House officers. 

Furthermore, on the left hand as you enter the front door, is a certain room or office, about 

fifteen feet square, and of a lofty height, with two of its arched windows commanding a view of 

the aforesaid dilapidated wharf, and the third looking across a narrow lane, and along a portion 

of Derby Street. All three give glimpses of the shops of grocers, block-makers, slop-sellers, and 

ship-chandlers, around the doors of which are generally to be seen, laughing and gossiping, 

clusters of old salts, and such other wharf-rats as haunt the Wapping of a seaport. The room itself 

is cobwebbed, and dingy with old paint; its floor is strewn with grey sand, in a fashion that has 

elsewhere fallen into long disuse; and it is easy to conclude, from the general slovenliness of the 

place, that this is a sanctuary into which womankind, with her tools of magic, the broom and 

mop, has very infrequent access. In the way of furniture, there is a stove with a voluminous 

funnel; an old pine desk with a three-legged stool beside it; two or three wooden-bottom chairs, 

exceedingly decrepit and infirm; and—not to forget the library—on some shelves, a score or two 

of volumes of the Acts of Congress, and a bulky Digest of the Revenue laws. A tin pipe ascends 

through the ceiling, and forms a medium of vocal communication with other parts of the edifice. 

And here, some six months ago—pacing from corner to corner, or lounging on the long-legged 

stool, with his elbow on the desk, and his eyes wandering up and down the columns of the 

morning newspaper—you might have recognised, honoured reader, the same individual who 

welcomed you into his cheery little study, where the sunshine glimmered so pleasantly through 

the willow branches on the western side of the Old Manse. But now, should you go thither to 

seek him, you would inquire in vain for the Locofoco Surveyor. The besom of reform hath swept 

him out of office, and a worthier successor wears his dignity and pockets his emoluments. 

This old town of Salem—my native place, though I have dwelt much away from it both in 

boyhood and maturer years—possesses, or did possess, a hold on my affection, the force of 

which I have never realized during my seasons of actual residence here. Indeed, so far as its 

physical aspect is concerned, with its flat, unvaried surface, covered chiefly with wooden houses, 

few or none of which pretend to architectural beauty—its irregularity, which is neither 

picturesque nor quaint, but only tame—its long and lazy street, lounging wearisomely through 

the whole extent of the peninsula, with Gallows Hill and New Guinea at one end, and a view of 

the alms-house at the other—such being the features of my native town, it would be quite as 

reasonable to form a sentimental attachment to a disarranged checker-board. And yet, though 

invariably happiest elsewhere, there is within me a feeling for Old Salem, which, in lack of a 

better phrase, I must be content to call affection. The sentiment is probably assignable to the 

deep and aged roots which my family has stuck into the soil. It is now nearly two centuries and a 

quarter since the original Briton, the earliest emigrant of my name, made his appearance in the 

wild and forest-bordered settlement which has since become a city. And here his descendants 

have been born and died, and have mingled their earthly substance with the soil, until no small 

portion of it must necessarily be akin to the mortal frame wherewith, for a little while, I walk the 

streets. In part, therefore, the attachment which I speak of is the mere sensuous sympathy of dust 

for dust. Few of my countrymen can know what it is; nor, as frequent transplantation is perhaps 

better for the stock, need they consider it desirable to know. 

But the sentiment has likewise its moral quality. The figure of that first ancestor, invested by 

family tradition with a dim and dusky grandeur, was present to my boyish imagination as far 

back as I can remember. It still haunts me, and induces a sort of home-feeling with the past, 



which I scarcely claim in reference to the present phase of the town. I seem to have a stronger 

claim to a residence here on account of this grave, bearded, sable-cloaked, and steeple-crowned 

progenitor—who came so early, with his Bible and his sword, and trode the unworn street with 

such a stately port, and made so large a figure, as a man of war and peace—a stronger claim than 

for myself, whose name is seldom heard and my face hardly known. He was a soldier, legislator, 

judge; he was a ruler in the Church; he had all the Puritanic traits, both good and evil. He was 

likewise a bitter persecutor; as witness the Quakers, who have remembered him in their histories, 

and relate an incident of his hard severity towards a woman of their sect, which will last longer, 

it is to be feared, than any record of his better deeds, although these were many. His son, too, 

inherited the persecuting spirit, and made himself so conspicuous in the martyrdom of the 

witches, that their blood may fairly be said to have left a stain upon him. So deep a stain, indeed, 

that his dry old bones, in the Charter-street burial-ground, must still retain it, if they have not 

crumbled utterly to dust! I know not whether these ancestors of mine bethought themselves to 

repent, and ask pardon of Heaven for their cruelties; or whether they are now groaning under the 

heavy consequences of them in another state of being. At all events, I, the present writer, as their 

representative, hereby take shame upon myself for their sakes, and pray that any curse incurred 

by them—as I have heard, and as the dreary and unprosperous condition of the race, for many a 

long year back, would argue to exist—may be now and henceforth removed. 

Doubtless, however, either of these stern and black-browed Puritans would have thought it 

quite a sufficient retribution for his sins that, after so long a lapse of years, the old trunk of the 

family tree, with so much venerable moss upon it, should have borne, as its topmost bough, an 

idler like myself. No aim that I have ever cherished would they recognise as laudable; no success 

of mine—if my life, beyond its domestic scope, had ever been brightened by success—would 

they deem otherwise than worthless, if not positively disgraceful. “What is he?” murmurs one 

grey shadow of my forefathers to the other. “A writer of story books! What kind of business in 

life—what mode of glorifying God, or being serviceable to mankind in his day and generation—

may that be? Why, the degenerate fellow might as well have been a fiddler!” Such are the 

compliments bandied between my great grandsires and myself, across the gulf of time! And yet, 

let them scorn me as they will, strong traits of their nature have intertwined themselves with 

mine. 

Planted deep, in the town’s earliest infancy and childhood, by these two earnest and energetic 

men, the race has ever since subsisted here; always, too, in respectability; never, so far as I have 

known, disgraced by a single unworthy member; but seldom or never, on the other hand, after 

the first two generations, performing any memorable deed, or so much as putting forward a claim 

to public notice. Gradually, they have sunk almost out of sight; as old houses, here and there 

about the streets, get covered half-way to the eaves by the accumulation of new soil. From father 

to son, for above a hundred years, they followed the sea; a grey-headed shipmaster, in each 

generation, retiring from the quarter-deck to the homestead, while a boy of fourteen took the 

hereditary place before the mast, confronting the salt spray and the gale which had blustered 

against his sire and grandsire. The boy, also in due time, passed from the forecastle to the cabin, 

spent a tempestuous manhood, and returned from his world-wanderings, to grow old, and die, 

and mingle his dust with the natal earth. This long connexion of a family with one spot, as its 

place of birth and burial, creates a kindred between the human being and the locality, quite 

independent of any charm in the scenery or moral circumstances that surround him. It is not love 

but instinct. The new inhabitant—who came himself from a foreign land, or whose father or 

grandfather came—has little claim to be called a Salemite; he has no conception of the oyster-



like tenacity with which an old settler, over whom his third century is creeping, clings to the spot 

where his successive generations have been embedded. It is no matter that the place is joyless for 

him; that he is weary of the old wooden houses, the mud and dust, the dead level of site and 

sentiment, the chill east wind, and the chillest of social atmospheres;—all these, and whatever 

faults besides he may see or imagine, are nothing to the purpose. The spell survives, and just as 

powerfully as if the natal spot were an earthly paradise. So has it been in my case. I felt it almost 

as a destiny to make Salem my home; so that the mould of features and cast of character which 

had all along been familiar here—ever, as one representative of the race lay down in the grave, 

another assuming, as it were, his sentry-march along the main street—might still in my little day 

be seen and recognised in the old town. Nevertheless, this very sentiment is an evidence that the 

connexion, which has become an unhealthy one, should at last be severed. Human nature will not 

flourish, any more than a potato, if it be planted and re-planted, for too long a series of 

generations, in the same worn-out soil. My children have had other birth-places, and, so far as 

their fortunes may be within my control, shall strike their roots into unaccustomed earth. 

On emerging from the Old Manse, it was chiefly this strange, indolent, unjoyous attachment 

for my native town that brought me to fill a place in Uncle Sam’s brick edifice, when I might as 

well, or better, have gone somewhere else. My doom was on me. It was not the first time, nor the 

second, that I had gone away—as it seemed, permanently—but yet returned, like the bad 

halfpenny, or as if Salem were for me the inevitable centre of the universe. So, one fine morning 

I ascended the flight of granite steps, with the President’s commission in my pocket, and was 

introduced to the corps of gentlemen who were to aid me in my weighty responsibility as chief 

executive officer of the Custom-House. 

I doubt greatly—or, rather, I do not doubt at all—whether any public functionary of the United 

States, either in the civil or military line, has ever had such a patriarchal body of veterans under 

his orders as myself. The whereabouts of the Oldest Inhabitant was at once settled when I looked 

at them. For upwards of twenty years before this epoch, the independent position of the Collector 

had kept the Salem Custom-House out of the whirlpool of political vicissitude, which makes the 

tenure of office generally so fragile. A soldier—New England’s most distinguished soldier—he 

stood firmly on the pedestal of his gallant services; and, himself secure in the wise liberality of 

the successive administrations through which he had held office, he had been the safety of his 

subordinates in many an hour of danger and heart-quake. General Miller was radically 

conservative; a man over whose kindly nature habit had no slight influence; attaching himself 

strongly to familiar faces, and with difficulty moved to change, even when change might have 

brought unquestionable improvement. Thus, on taking charge of my department, I found few but 

aged men. They were ancient sea-captains, for the most part, who, after being tossed on every 

sea, and standing up sturdily against life’s tempestuous blast, had finally drifted into this quiet 

nook, where, with little to disturb them, except the periodical terrors of a Presidential election, 

they one and all acquired a new lease of existence. Though by no means less liable than their 

fellow-men to age and infirmity, they had evidently some talisman or other that kept death at 

bay. Two or three of their number, as I was assured, being gouty and rheumatic, or perhaps bed-

ridden, never dreamed of making their appearance at the Custom-House during a large part of the 

year; but, after a torpid winter, would creep out into the warm sunshine of May or June, go lazily 

about what they termed duty, and, at their own leisure and convenience, betake themselves to 

bed again. I must plead guilty to the charge of abbreviating the official breath of more than one 

of these venerable servants of the republic. They were allowed, on my representation, to rest 

from their arduous labours, and soon afterwards—as if their sole principle of life had been zeal 



for their country’s service—as I verily believe it was—withdrew to a better world. It is a pious 

consolation to me that, through my interference, a sufficient space was allowed them for 

repentance of the evil and corrupt practices into which, as a matter of course, every Custom-

House officer must be supposed to fall. Neither the front nor the back entrance of the Custom-

House opens on the road to Paradise. 

The greater part of my officers were Whigs. It was well for their venerable brotherhood that 

the new Surveyor was not a politician, and though a faithful Democrat in principle, neither 

received nor held his office with any reference to political services. Had it been otherwise—had 

an active politician been put into this influential post, to assume the easy task of making head 

against a Whig Collector, whose infirmities withheld him from the personal administration of his 

office—hardly a man of the old corps would have drawn the breath of official life within a 

month after the exterminating angel had come up the Custom-House steps. According to the 

received code in such matters, it would have been nothing short of duty, in a politician, to bring 

every one of those white heads under the axe of the guillotine. It was plain enough to discern that 

the old fellows dreaded some such discourtesy at my hands. It pained, and at the same time 

amused me, to behold the terrors that attended my advent, to see a furrowed cheek, weather-

beaten by half a century of storm, turn ashy pale at the glance of so harmless an individual as 

myself; to detect, as one or another addressed me, the tremor of a voice which, in long-past days, 

had been wont to bellow through a speaking-trumpet, hoarsely enough to frighten Boreas himself 

to silence. They knew, these excellent old persons, that, by all established rule—and, as regarded 

some of them, weighed by their own lack of efficiency for business—they ought to have given 

place to younger men, more orthodox in politics, and altogether fitter than themselves to serve 

our common Uncle. I knew it, too, but could never quite find in my heart to act upon the 

knowledge. Much and deservedly to my own discredit, therefore, and considerably to the 

detriment of my official conscience, they continued, during my incumbency, to creep about the 

wharves, and loiter up and down the Custom-House steps. They spent a good deal of time, also, 

asleep in their accustomed corners, with their chairs tilted back against the walls; awaking, 

however, once or twice in the forenoon, to bore one another with the several thousandth 

repetition of old sea-stories and mouldy jokes, that had grown to be passwords and countersigns 

among them. 

The discovery was soon made, I imagine, that the new Surveyor had no great harm in him. So, 

with lightsome hearts and the happy consciousness of being usefully employed—in their own 

behalf at least, if not for our beloved country—these good old gentlemen went through the 

various formalities of office. Sagaciously under their spectacles, did they peep into the holds of 

vessels. Mighty was their fuss about little matters, and marvellous, sometimes, the obtuseness 

that allowed greater ones to slip between their fingers! Whenever such a mischance occurred—

when a waggon-load of valuable merchandise had been smuggled ashore, at noonday, perhaps, 

and directly beneath their unsuspicious noses—nothing could exceed the vigilance and alacrity 

with which they proceeded to lock, and double-lock, and secure with tape and sealing-wax, all 

the avenues of the delinquent vessel. Instead of a reprimand for their previous negligence, the 

case seemed rather to require an eulogium on their praiseworthy caution after the mischief had 

happened; a grateful recognition of the promptitude of their zeal the moment that there was no 

longer any remedy. 

Unless people are more than commonly disagreeable, it is my foolish habit to contract a 

kindness for them. The better part of my companion’s character, if it have a better part, is that 

which usually comes uppermost in my regard, and forms the type whereby I recognise the man. 



As most of these old Custom-House officers had good traits, and as my position in reference to 

them, being paternal and protective, was favourable to the growth of friendly sentiments, I soon 

grew to like them all. It was pleasant in the summer forenoons—when the fervent heat, that 

almost liquefied the rest of the human family, merely communicated a genial warmth to their 

half torpid systems—it was pleasant to hear them chatting in the back entry, a row of them all 

tipped against the wall, as usual; while the frozen witticisms of past generations were thawed 

out, and came bubbling with laughter from their lips. Externally, the jollity of aged men has 

much in common with the mirth of children; the intellect, any more than a deep sense of humour, 

has little to do with the matter; it is, with both, a gleam that plays upon the surface, and imparts a 

sunny and cheery aspect alike to the green branch and grey, mouldering trunk. In one case, 

however, it is real sunshine; in the other, it more resembles the phosphorescent glow of decaying 

wood. 

It would be sad injustice, the reader must understand, to represent all my excellent old friends 

as in their dotage. In the first place, my coadjutors were not invariably old; there were men 

among them in their strength and prime, of marked ability and energy, and altogether superior to 

the sluggish and dependent mode of life on which their evil stars had cast them. Then, moreover, 

the white locks of age were sometimes found to be the thatch of an intellectual tenement in good 

repair. But, as respects the majority of my corps of veterans, there will be no wrong done if I 

characterize them generally as a set of wearisome old souls, who had gathered nothing worth 

preservation from their varied experience of life. They seemed to have flung away all the golden 

grain of practical wisdom, which they had enjoyed so many opportunities of harvesting, and 

most carefully to have stored their memory with the husks. They spoke with far more interest 

and unction of their morning’s breakfast, or yesterday’s, today’s, or tomorrow’s dinner, than of 

the shipwreck of forty or fifty years ago, and all the world’s wonders which they had witnessed 

with their youthful eyes. 

The father of the Custom-House—the patriarch, not only of this little squad of officials, but, I 

am bold to say, of the respectable body of tide-waiters all over the United States—was a certain 

permanent Inspector. He might truly be termed a legitimate son of the revenue system, dyed in 

the wool, or rather born in the purple; since his sire, a Revolutionary colonel, and formerly 

collector of the port, had created an office for him, and appointed him to fill it, at a period of the 

early ages which few living men can now remember. This Inspector, when I first knew him, was 

a man of fourscore years, or thereabouts, and certainly one of the most wonderful specimens of 

winter-green that you would be likely to discover in a lifetime’s search. With his florid cheek, his 

compact figure smartly arrayed in a bright-buttoned blue coat, his brisk and vigorous step, and 

his hale and hearty aspect, altogether he seemed—not young, indeed—but a kind of new 

contrivance of Mother Nature in the shape of man, whom age and infirmity had no business to 

touch. His voice and laugh, which perpetually re-echoed through the Custom-House, had nothing 

of the tremulous quaver and cackle of an old man’s utterance; they came strutting out of his 

lungs, like the crow of a cock, or the blast of a clarion. Looking at him merely as an animal—and 

there was very little else to look at—he was a most satisfactory object, from the thorough 

healthfulness and wholesomeness of his system, and his capacity, at that extreme age, to enjoy 

all, or nearly all, the delights which he had ever aimed at or conceived of. The careless security 

of his life in the Custom-House, on a regular income, and with but slight and infrequent 

apprehensions of removal, had no doubt contributed to make time pass lightly over him. The 

original and more potent causes, however, lay in the rare perfection of his animal nature, the 

moderate proportion of intellect, and the very trifling admixture of moral and spiritual 



ingredients; these latter qualities, indeed, being in barely enough measure to keep the old 

gentleman from walking on all-fours. He possessed no power of thought, no depth of feeling, no 

troublesome sensibilities: nothing, in short, but a few commonplace instincts, which, aided by 

the cheerful temper which grew inevitably out of his physical well-being, did duty very 

respectably, and to general acceptance, in lieu of a heart. He had been the husband of three 

wives, all long since dead; the father of twenty children, most of whom, at every age of 

childhood or maturity, had likewise returned to dust. Here, one would suppose, might have been 

sorrow enough to imbue the sunniest disposition through and through with a sable tinge. Not so 

with our old Inspector. One brief sigh sufficed to carry off the entire burden of these dismal 

reminiscences. The next moment he was as ready for sport as any unbreeched infant: far readier 

than the Collector’s junior clerk, who at nineteen years was much the elder and graver man of the 

two. 

I used to watch and study this patriarchal personage with, I think, livelier curiosity than any 

other form of humanity there presented to my notice. He was, in truth, a rare phenomenon; so 

perfect, in one point of view; so shallow, so delusive, so impalpable such an absolute nonentity, 

in every other. My conclusion was that he had no soul, no heart, no mind; nothing, as I have 

already said, but instincts; and yet, withal, so cunningly had the few materials of his character 

been put together that there was no painful perception of deficiency, but, on my part, an entire 

contentment with what I found in him. It might be difficult—and it was so—to conceive how he 

should exist hereafter, so earthly and sensuous did he seem; but surely his existence here, 

admitting that it was to terminate with his last breath, had been not unkindly given; with no 

higher moral responsibilities than the beasts of the field, but with a larger scope of enjoyment 

than theirs, and with all their blessed immunity from the dreariness and duskiness of age. 

One point in which he had vastly the advantage over his four-footed brethren was his ability to 

recollect the good dinners which it had made no small portion of the happiness of his life to eat. 

His gourmandism was a highly agreeable trait; and to hear him talk of roast meat was as 

appetizing as a pickle or an oyster. As he possessed no higher attribute, and neither sacrificed nor 

vitiated any spiritual endowment by devoting all his energies and ingenuities to subserve the 

delight and profit of his maw, it always pleased and satisfied me to hear him expatiate on fish, 

poultry, and butcher’s meat, and the most eligible methods of preparing them for the table. His 

reminiscences of good cheer, however ancient the date of the actual banquet, seemed to bring the 

savour of pig or turkey under one’s very nostrils. There were flavours on his palate that had 

lingered there not less than sixty or seventy years, and were still apparently as fresh as that of the 

mutton chop which he had just devoured for his breakfast. I have heard him smack his lips over 

dinners, every guest at which, except himself, had long been food for worms. It was marvellous 

to observe how the ghosts of bygone meals were continually rising up before him—not in anger 

or retribution, but as if grateful for his former appreciation, and seeking to reduplicate an endless 

series of enjoyment, at once shadowy and sensual: a tenderloin of beef, a hind-quarter of veal, a 

spare-rib of pork, a particular chicken, or a remarkably praiseworthy turkey, which had perhaps 

adorned his board in the days of the elder Adams, would be remembered; while all the 

subsequent experience of our race, and all the events that brightened or darkened his individual 

career, had gone over him with as little permanent effect as the passing breeze. The chief tragic 

event of the old man’s life, so far as I could judge, was his mishap with a certain goose, which 

lived and died some twenty or forty years ago: a goose of most promising figure, but which, at 

table, proved so inveterately tough, that the carving-knife would make no impression on its 

carcase, and it could only be divided with an axe and handsaw. 



But it is time to quit this sketch; on which, however, I should be glad to dwell at considerably 

more length, because of all men whom I have ever known, this individual was fittest to be a 

Custom-House officer. Most persons, owing to causes which I may not have space to hint at, 

suffer moral detriment from this peculiar mode of life. The old Inspector was incapable of it; 

and, were he to continue in office to the end of time, would be just as good as he was then, and 

sit down to dinner with just as good an appetite. 

There is one likeness, without which my gallery of Custom-House portraits would be strangely 

incomplete, but which my comparatively few opportunities for observation enable me to sketch 

only in the merest outline. It is that of the Collector, our gallant old General, who, after his 

brilliant military service, subsequently to which he had ruled over a wild Western territory, had 

come hither, twenty years before, to spend the decline of his varied and honourable life. 

The brave soldier had already numbered, nearly or quite, his three-score years and ten, and 

was pursuing the remainder of his earthly march, burdened with infirmities which even the 

martial music of his own spirit-stirring recollections could do little towards lightening. The step 

was palsied now, that had been foremost in the charge. It was only with the assistance of a 

servant, and by leaning his hand heavily on the iron balustrade, that he could slowly and 

painfully ascend the Custom-House steps, and, with a toilsome progress across the floor, attain 

his customary chair beside the fireplace. There he used to sit, gazing with a somewhat dim 

serenity of aspect at the figures that came and went, amid the rustle of papers, the administering 

of oaths, the discussion of business, and the casual talk of the office; all which sounds and 

circumstances seemed but indistinctly to impress his senses, and hardly to make their way into 

his inner sphere of contemplation. His countenance, in this repose, was mild and kindly. If his 

notice was sought, an expression of courtesy and interest gleamed out upon his features, proving 

that there was light within him, and that it was only the outward medium of the intellectual lamp 

that obstructed the rays in their passage. The closer you penetrated to the substance of his mind, 

the sounder it appeared. When no longer called upon to speak or listen—either of which 

operations cost him an evident effort—his face would briefly subside into its former not 

uncheerful quietude. It was not painful to behold this look; for, though dim, it had not the 

imbecility of decaying age. The framework of his nature, originally strong and massive, was not 

yet crumpled into ruin. 

To observe and define his character, however, under such disadvantages, was as difficult a 

task as to trace out and build up anew, in imagination, an old fortress, like Ticonderoga, from a 

view of its grey and broken ruins. Here and there, perchance, the walls may remain almost 

complete; but elsewhere may be only a shapeless mound, cumbrous with its very strength, and 

overgrown, through long years of peace and neglect, with grass and alien weeds. 

Nevertheless, looking at the old warrior with affection—for, slight as was the communication 

between us, my feeling towards him, like that of all bipeds and quadrupeds who knew him, 

might not improperly be termed so,—I could discern the main points of his portrait. It was 

marked with the noble and heroic qualities which showed it to be not a mere accident, but of 

good right, that he had won a distinguished name. His spirit could never, I conceive, have been 

characterized by an uneasy activity; it must, at any period of his life, have required an impulse to 

set him in motion; but once stirred up, with obstacles to overcome, and an adequate object to be 

attained, it was not in the man to give out or fail. The heat that had formerly pervaded his nature, 

and which was not yet extinct, was never of the kind that flashes and flickers in a blaze; but 

rather a deep red glow, as of iron in a furnace. Weight, solidity, firmness—this was the 

expression of his repose, even in such decay as had crept untimely over him at the period of 



which I speak. But I could imagine, even then, that, under some excitement which should go 

deeply into his consciousness—roused by a trumpet’s peal, loud enough to awaken all of his 

energies that were not dead, but only slumbering—he was yet capable of flinging off his 

infirmities like a sick man’s gown, dropping the staff of age to seize a battle-sword, and starting 

up once more a warrior. And, in so intense a moment his demeanour would have still been calm. 

Such an exhibition, however, was but to be pictured in fancy; not to be anticipated, nor desired. 

What I saw in him—as evidently as the indestructible ramparts of Old Ticonderoga, already cited 

as the most appropriate simile—was the features of stubborn and ponderous endurance, which 

might well have amounted to obstinacy in his earlier days; of integrity, that, like most of his 

other endowments, lay in a somewhat heavy mass, and was just as unmalleable or unmanageable 

as a ton of iron ore; and of benevolence which, fiercely as he led the bayonets on at Chippewa or 

Fort Erie, I take to be of quite as genuine a stamp as what actuates any or all the polemical 

philanthropists of the age. He had slain men with his own hand, for aught I know—certainly, 

they had fallen like blades of grass at the sweep of the scythe before the charge to which his 

spirit imparted its triumphant energy—but, be that as it might, there was never in his heart so 

much cruelty as would have brushed the down off a butterfly’s wing. I have not known the man 

to whose innate kindliness I would more confidently make an appeal. 

Many characteristics—and those, too, which contribute not the least forcibly to impart 

resemblance in a sketch—must have vanished, or been obscured, before I met the General. All 

merely graceful attributes are usually the most evanescent; nor does nature adorn the human ruin 

with blossoms of new beauty, that have their roots and proper nutriment only in the chinks and 

crevices of decay, as she sows wall-flowers over the ruined fortress of Ticonderoga. Still, even in 

respect of grace and beauty, there were points well worth noting. A ray of humour, now and 

then, would make its way through the veil of dim obstruction, and glimmer pleasantly upon our 

faces. A trait of native elegance, seldom seen in the masculine character after childhood or early 

youth, was shown in the General’s fondness for the sight and fragrance of flowers. An old soldier 

might be supposed to prize only the bloody laurel on his brow; but here was one who seemed to 

have a young girl’s appreciation of the floral tribe. 

There, beside the fireplace, the brave old General used to sit; while the Surveyor—though 

seldom, when it could be avoided, taking upon himself the difficult task of engaging him in 

conversation—was fond of standing at a distance, and watching his quiet and almost slumberous 

countenance. He seemed away from us, although we saw him but a few yards off; remote, 

though we passed close beside his chair; unattainable, though we might have stretched forth our 

hands and touched his own. It might be that he lived a more real life within his thoughts than 

amid the unappropriate environment of the Collector’s office. The evolutions of the parade; the 

tumult of the battle; the flourish of old heroic music, heard thirty years before—such scenes and 

sounds, perhaps, were all alive before his intellectual sense. Meanwhile, the merchants and ship-

masters, the spruce clerks and uncouth sailors, entered and departed; the bustle of his commercial 

and Custom-House life kept up its little murmur round about him; and neither with the men nor 

their affairs did the General appear to sustain the most distant relation. He was as much out of 

place as an old sword—now rusty, but which had flashed once in the battle’s front, and showed 

still a bright gleam along its blade—would have been among the inkstands, paper-folders, and 

mahogany rulers on the Deputy Collector’s desk. 

There was one thing that much aided me in renewing and re-creating the stalwart soldier of the 

Niagara frontier—the man of true and simple energy. It was the recollection of those memorable 

words of his—“I’ll try, Sir”—spoken on the very verge of a desperate and heroic enterprise, and 



breathing the soul and spirit of New England hardihood, comprehending all perils, and 

encountering all. If, in our country, valour were rewarded by heraldic honour, this phrase—

which it seems so easy to speak, but which only he, with such a task of danger and glory before 

him, has ever spoken—would be the best and fittest of all mottoes for the General’s shield of 

arms. 

It contributes greatly towards a man’s moral and intellectual health to be brought into habits of 

companionship with individuals unlike himself, who care little for his pursuits, and whose sphere 

and abilities he must go out of himself to appreciate. The accidents of my life have often 

afforded me this advantage, but never with more fulness and variety than during my continuance 

in office. There was one man, especially, the observation of whose character gave me a new idea 

of talent. His gifts were emphatically those of a man of business; prompt, acute, clear-minded; 

with an eye that saw through all perplexities, and a faculty of arrangement that made them vanish 

as by the waving of an enchanter’s wand. Bred up from boyhood in the Custom-House, it was his 

proper field of activity; and the many intricacies of business, so harassing to the interloper, 

presented themselves before him with the regularity of a perfectly comprehended system. In my 

contemplation, he stood as the ideal of his class. He was, indeed, the Custom-House in himself; 

or, at all events, the mainspring that kept its variously revolving wheels in motion; for, in an 

institution like this, where its officers are appointed to subserve their own profit and 

convenience, and seldom with a leading reference to their fitness for the duty to be performed, 

they must perforce seek elsewhere the dexterity which is not in them. Thus, by an inevitable 

necessity, as a magnet attracts steel-filings, so did our man of business draw to himself the 

difficulties which everybody met with. With an easy condescension, and kind forbearance 

towards our stupidity—which, to his order of mind, must have seemed little short of crime—

would he forth-with, by the merest touch of his finger, make the incomprehensible as clear as 

daylight. The merchants valued him not less than we, his esoteric friends. His integrity was 

perfect; it was a law of nature with him, rather than a choice or a principle; nor can it be 

otherwise than the main condition of an intellect so remarkably clear and accurate as his to be 

honest and regular in the administration of affairs. A stain on his conscience, as to anything that 

came within the range of his vocation, would trouble such a man very much in the same way, 

though to a far greater degree, than an error in the balance of an account, or an ink-blot on the 

fair page of a book of record. Here, in a word—and it is a rare instance in my life—I had met 

with a person thoroughly adapted to the situation which he held. 

Such were some of the people with whom I now found myself connected. I took it in good 

part, at the hands of Providence, that I was thrown into a position so little akin to my past habits; 

and set myself seriously to gather from it whatever profit was to be had. After my fellowship of 

toil and impracticable schemes with the dreamy brethren of Brook Farm; after living for three 

years within the subtle influence of an intellect like Emerson’s; after those wild, free days on the 

Assabeth, indulging fantastic speculations, beside our fire of fallen boughs, with Ellery 

Channing; after talking with Thoreau about pine-trees and Indian relics in his hermitage at 

Walden; after growing fastidious by sympathy with the classic refinement of Hillard’s culture; 

after becoming imbued with poetic sentiment at Longfellow’s hearthstone—it was time, at 

length, that I should exercise other faculties of my nature, and nourish myself with food for 

which I had hitherto had little appetite. Even the old Inspector was desirable, as a change of diet, 

to a man who had known Alcott. I looked upon it as an evidence, in some measure, of a system 

naturally well balanced, and lacking no essential part of a thorough organization, that, with such 



associates to remember, I could mingle at once with men of altogether different qualities, and 

never murmur at the change. 

Literature, its exertions and objects, were now of little moment in my regard. I cared not at this 

period for books; they were apart from me. Nature—except it were human nature—the nature 

that is developed in earth and sky, was, in one sense, hidden from me; and all the imaginative 

delight wherewith it had been spiritualized passed away out of my mind. A gift, a faculty, if it 

had not been departed, was suspended and inanimate within me. There would have been 

something sad, unutterably dreary, in all this, had I not been conscious that it lay at my own 

option to recall whatever was valuable in the past. It might be true, indeed, that this was a life 

which could not, with impunity, be lived too long; else, it might make me permanently other than 

I had been, without transforming me into any shape which it would be worth my while to take. 

But I never considered it as other than a transitory life. There was always a prophetic instinct, a 

low whisper in my ear, that within no long period, and whenever a new change of custom should 

be essential to my good, change would come. 

Meanwhile, there I was, a Surveyor of the Revenue and, so far as I have been able to 

understand, as good a Surveyor as need be. A man of thought, fancy, and sensibility (had he ten 

times the Surveyor’s proportion of those qualities), may, at any time, be a man of affairs, if he 

will only choose to give himself the trouble. My fellow-officers, and the merchants and sea-

captains with whom my official duties brought me into any manner of connection, viewed me in 

no other light, and probably knew me in no other character. None of them, I presume, had ever 

read a page of my inditing, or would have cared a fig the more for me if they had read them all; 

nor would it have mended the matter, in the least, had those same unprofitable pages been 

written with a pen like that of Burns or of Chaucer, each of whom was a Custom-House officer 

in his day, as well as I. It is a good lesson—though it may often be a hard one—for a man who 

has dreamed of literary fame, and of making for himself a rank among the world’s dignitaries by 

such means, to step aside out of the narrow circle in which his claims are recognized and to find 

how utterly devoid of significance, beyond that circle, is all that he achieves, and all he aims at. I 

know not that I especially needed the lesson, either in the way of warning or rebuke; but at any 

rate, I learned it thoroughly: nor, it gives me pleasure to reflect, did the truth, as it came home to 

my perception, ever cost me a pang, or require to be thrown off in a sigh. In the way of literary 

talk, it is true, the Naval Officer—an excellent fellow, who came into the office with me, and 

went out only a little later—would often engage me in a discussion about one or the other of his 

favourite topics, Napoleon or Shakespeare. The Collector’s junior clerk, too a young gentleman 

who, it was whispered occasionally covered a sheet of Uncle Sam’s letter paper with what (at the 

distance of a few yards) looked very much like poetry—used now and then to speak to me of 

books, as matters with which I might possibly be conversant. This was my all of lettered 

intercourse; and it was quite sufficient for my necessities. 

No longer seeking nor caring that my name should be blasoned abroad on title-pages, I smiled 

to think that it had now another kind of vogue. The Custom-House marker imprinted it, with a 

stencil and black paint, on pepper-bags, and baskets of anatto, and cigar-boxes, and bales of all 

kinds of dutiable merchandise, in testimony that these commodities had paid the impost, and 

gone regularly through the office. Borne on such queer vehicle of fame, a knowledge of my 

existence, so far as a name conveys it, was carried where it had never been before, and, I hope, 

will never go again. 

But the past was not dead. Once in a great while, the thoughts that had seemed so vital and so 

active, yet had been put to rest so quietly, revived again. One of the most remarkable occasions, 



when the habit of bygone days awoke in me, was that which brings it within the law of literary 

propriety to offer the public the sketch which I am now writing. 

In the second storey of the Custom-House there is a large room, in which the brick-work and 

naked rafters have never been covered with panelling and plaster. The edifice—originally 

projected on a scale adapted to the old commercial enterprise of the port, and with an idea of 

subsequent prosperity destined never to be realized—contains far more space than its occupants 

know what to do with. This airy hall, therefore, over the Collector’s apartments, remains 

unfinished to this day, and, in spite of the aged cobwebs that festoon its dusky beams, appears 

still to await the labour of the carpenter and mason. At one end of the room, in a recess, were a 

number of barrels piled one upon another, containing bundles of official documents. Large 

quantities of similar rubbish lay lumbering the floor. It was sorrowful to think how many days, 

and weeks, and months, and years of toil had been wasted on these musty papers, which were 

now only an encumbrance on earth, and were hidden away in this forgotten corner, never more to 

be glanced at by human eyes. But then, what reams of other manuscripts—filled, not with the 

dulness of official formalities, but with the thought of inventive brains and the rich effusion of 

deep hearts—had gone equally to oblivion; and that, moreover, without serving a purpose in their 

day, as these heaped-up papers had, and—saddest of all—without purchasing for their writers the 

comfortable livelihood which the clerks of the Custom-House had gained by these worthless 

scratchings of the pen. Yet not altogether worthless, perhaps, as materials of local history. Here, 

no doubt, statistics of the former commerce of Salem might be discovered, and memorials of her 

princely merchants—old King Derby—old Billy Gray—old Simon Forrester—and many another 

magnate in his day, whose powdered head, however, was scarcely in the tomb before his 

mountain pile of wealth began to dwindle. The founders of the greater part of the families which 

now compose the aristocracy of Salem might here be traced, from the petty and obscure 

beginnings of their traffic, at periods generally much posterior to the Revolution, upward to what 

their children look upon as long-established rank. 

Prior to the Revolution there is a dearth of records; the earlier documents and archives of the 

Custom-House having, probably, been carried off to Halifax, when all the king’s officials 

accompanied the British army in its flight from Boston. It has often been a matter of regret with 

me; for, going back, perhaps, to the days of the Protectorate, those papers must have contained 

many references to forgotten or remembered men, and to antique customs, which would have 

affected me with the same pleasure as when I used to pick up Indian arrow-heads in the field 

near the Old Manse. 

But, one idle and rainy day, it was my fortune to make a discovery of some little interest. 

Poking and burrowing into the heaped-up rubbish in the corner, unfolding one and another 

document, and reading the names of vessels that had long ago foundered at sea or rotted at the 

wharves, and those of merchants never heard of now on ’Change, nor very readily decipherable 

on their mossy tombstones; glancing at such matters with the saddened, weary, half-reluctant 

interest which we bestow on the corpse of dead activity—and exerting my fancy, sluggish with 

little use, to raise up from these dry bones an image of the old town’s brighter aspect, when India 

was a new region, and only Salem knew the way thither—I chanced to lay my hand on a small 

package, carefully done up in a piece of ancient yellow parchment. This envelope had the air of 

an official record of some period long past, when clerks engrossed their stiff and formal 

chirography on more substantial materials than at present. There was something about it that 

quickened an instinctive curiosity, and made me undo the faded red tape that tied up the package, 

with the sense that a treasure would here be brought to light. Unbending the rigid folds of the 



parchment cover, I found it to be a commission, under the hand and seal of Governor Shirley, in 

favour of one Jonathan Pue, as Surveyor of His Majesty’s Customs for the Port of Salem, in the 

Province of Massachusetts Bay. I remembered to have read (probably in Felt’s “Annals”) a 

notice of the decease of Mr. Surveyor Pue, about fourscore years ago; and likewise, in a 

newspaper of recent times, an account of the digging up of his remains in the little graveyard of 

St. Peter’s Church, during the renewal of that edifice. Nothing, if I rightly call to mind, was left 

of my respected predecessor, save an imperfect skeleton, and some fragments of apparel, and a 

wig of majestic frizzle, which, unlike the head that it once adorned, was in very satisfactory 

preservation. But, on examining the papers which the parchment commission served to envelop, 

I found more traces of Mr. Pue’s mental part, and the internal operations of his head, than the 

frizzled wig had contained of the venerable skull itself. 

They were documents, in short, not official, but of a private nature, or, at least, written in his 

private capacity, and apparently with his own hand. I could account for their being included in 

the heap of Custom-House lumber only by the fact that Mr. Pue’s death had happened suddenly, 

and that these papers, which he probably kept in his official desk, had never come to the 

knowledge of his heirs, or were supposed to relate to the business of the revenue. On the transfer 

of the archives to Halifax, this package, proving to be of no public concern, was left behind, and 

had remained ever since unopened. 

The ancient Surveyor—being little molested, I suppose, at that early day with business 

pertaining to his office—seems to have devoted some of his many leisure hours to researches as 

a local antiquarian, and other inquisitions of a similar nature. These supplied material for petty 

activity to a mind that would otherwise have been eaten up with rust. A portion of his facts, by 

the by, did me good service in the preparation of the article entitled “MAIN STREET,” included 

in the present volume. The remainder may perhaps be applied to purposes equally valuable 

hereafter, or not impossibly may be worked up, so far as they go, into a regular history of Salem, 

should my veneration for the natal soil ever impel me to so pious a task. Meanwhile, they shall 

be at the command of any gentleman, inclined and competent, to take the unprofitable labour off 

my hands. As a final disposition I contemplate depositing them with the Essex Historical 

Society. But the object that most drew my attention to the mysterious package was a certain 

affair of fine red cloth, much worn and faded, There were traces about it of gold embroidery, 

which, however, was greatly frayed and defaced, so that none, or very little, of the glitter was 

left. It had been wrought, as was easy to perceive, with wonderful skill of needlework; and the 

stitch (as I am assured by ladies conversant with such mysteries) gives evidence of a now 

forgotten art, not to be discovered even by the process of picking out the threads. This rag of 

scarlet cloth—for time, and wear, and a sacrilegious moth had reduced it to little other than a 

rag—on careful examination, assumed the shape of a letter. 

It was the capital letter A. By an accurate measurement, each limb proved to be precisely three 

inches and a quarter in length. It had been intended, there could be no doubt, as an ornamental 

article of dress; but how it was to be worn, or what rank, honour, and dignity, in by-past times, 

were signified by it, was a riddle which (so evanescent are the fashions of the world in these 

particulars) I saw little hope of solving. And yet it strangely interested me. My eyes fastened 

themselves upon the old scarlet letter, and would not be turned aside. Certainly there was some 

deep meaning in it most worthy of interpretation, and which, as it were, streamed forth from the 

mystic symbol, subtly communicating itself to my sensibilities, but evading the analysis of my 

mind. 



When thus perplexed—and cogitating, among other hypotheses, whether the letter might not 

have been one of those decorations which the white men used to contrive in order to take the 

eyes of Indians—I happened to place it on my breast. It seemed to me—the reader may smile, 

but must not doubt my word—it seemed to me, then, that I experienced a sensation not altogether 

physical, yet almost so, as of burning heat, and as if the letter were not of red cloth, but red-hot 

iron. I shuddered, and involuntarily let it fall upon the floor. 

In the absorbing contemplation of the scarlet letter, I had hitherto neglected to examine a small 

roll of dingy paper, around which it had been twisted. This I now opened, and had the 

satisfaction to find recorded by the old Surveyor’s pen, a reasonably complete explanation of the 

whole affair. There were several foolscap sheets, containing many particulars respecting the life 

and conversation of one Hester Prynne, who appeared to have been rather a noteworthy 

personage in the view of our ancestors. She had flourished during the period between the early 

days of Massachusetts and the close of the seventeenth century. Aged persons, alive in the time 

of Mr. Surveyor Pue, and from whose oral testimony he had made up his narrative, remembered 

her, in their youth, as a very old, but not decrepit woman, of a stately and solemn aspect. It had 

been her habit, from an almost immemorial date, to go about the country as a kind of voluntary 

nurse, and doing whatever miscellaneous good she might; taking upon herself, likewise, to give 

advice in all matters, especially those of the heart, by which means—as a person of such 

propensities inevitably must—she gained from many people the reverence due to an angel, but, I 

should imagine, was looked upon by others as an intruder and a nuisance. Prying further into the 

manuscript, I found the record of other doings and sufferings of this singular woman, for most of 

which the reader is referred to the story entitled “THE SCARLET LETTER”; and it should be 

borne carefully in mind that the main facts of that story are authorized and authenticated by the 

document of Mr. Surveyor Pue. The original papers, together with the scarlet letter itself—a 

most curious relic—are still in my possession, and shall be freely exhibited to whomsoever, 

induced by the great interest of the narrative, may desire a sight of them. I must not be 

understood affirming that, in the dressing up of the tale, and imagining the motives and modes of 

passion that influenced the characters who figure in it, I have invariably confined myself within 

the limits of the old Surveyor’s half-a-dozen sheets of foolscap. On the contrary, I have allowed 

myself, as to such points, nearly, or altogether, as much license as if the facts had been entirely 

of my own invention. What I contend for is the authenticity of the outline. 

This incident recalled my mind, in some degree, to its old track. There seemed to be here the 

groundwork of a tale. It impressed me as if the ancient Surveyor, in his garb of a hundred years 

gone by, and wearing his immortal wig—which was buried with him, but did not perish in the 

grave—had met me in the deserted chamber of the Custom-House. In his port was the dignity of 

one who had borne His Majesty’s commission, and who was therefore illuminated by a ray of the 

splendour that shone so dazzlingly about the throne. How unlike alas the hangdog look of a 

republican official, who, as the servant of the people, feels himself less than the least, and below 

the lowest of his masters. With his own ghostly hand, the obscurely seen, but majestic, figure had 

imparted to me the scarlet symbol and the little roll of explanatory manuscript. With his own 

ghostly voice he had exhorted me, on the sacred consideration of my filial duty and reverence 

towards him—who might reasonably regard himself as my official ancestor—to bring his 

mouldy and moth-eaten lucubrations before the public. “Do this,” said the ghost of Mr. Surveyor 

Pue, emphatically nodding the head that looked so imposing within its memorable wig; “do this, 

and the profit shall be all your own. You will shortly need it; for it is not in your days as it was in 

mine, when a man’s office was a life-lease, and oftentimes an heirloom. But I charge you, in this 



matter of old Mistress Prynne, give to your predecessor’s memory the credit which will be 

rightfully due” And I said to the ghost of Mr. Surveyor Pue—“I will”. 

On Hester Prynne’s story, therefore, I bestowed much thought. It was the subject of my 

meditations for many an hour, while pacing to and fro across my room, or traversing, with a 

hundredfold repetition, the long extent from the front door of the Custom-House to the side 

entrance, and back again. Great were the weariness and annoyance of the old Inspector and the 

Weighers and Gaugers, whose slumbers were disturbed by the unmercifully lengthened tramp of 

my passing and returning footsteps. Remembering their own former habits, they used to say that 

the Surveyor was walking the quarter-deck. They probably fancied that my sole object—and, 

indeed, the sole object for which a sane man could ever put himself into voluntary motion—was 

to get an appetite for dinner. And, to say the truth, an appetite, sharpened by the east wind that 

generally blew along the passage, was the only valuable result of so much indefatigable exercise. 

So little adapted is the atmosphere of a Custom-house to the delicate harvest of fancy and 

sensibility, that, had I remained there through ten Presidencies yet to come, I doubt whether the 

tale of “The Scarlet Letter” would ever have been brought before the public eye. My imagination 

was a tarnished mirror. It would not reflect, or only with miserable dimness, the figures with 

which I did my best to people it. The characters of the narrative would not be warmed and 

rendered malleable by any heat that I could kindle at my intellectual forge. They would take 

neither the glow of passion nor the tenderness of sentiment, but retained all the rigidity of dead 

corpses, and stared me in the face with a fixed and ghastly grin of contemptuous defiance. “What 

have you to do with us?” that expression seemed to say. “The little power you might have once 

possessed over the tribe of unrealities is gone! You have bartered it for a pittance of the public 

gold. Go then, and earn your wages!” In short, the almost torpid creatures of my own fancy 

twitted me with imbecility, and not without fair occasion. 

It was not merely during the three hours and a half which Uncle Sam claimed as his share of 

my daily life that this wretched numbness held possession of me. It went with me on my sea-

shore walks and rambles into the country, whenever—which was seldom and reluctantly—I 

bestirred myself to seek that invigorating charm of Nature which used to give me such freshness 

and activity of thought, the moment that I stepped across the threshold of the Old Manse. The 

same torpor, as regarded the capacity for intellectual effort, accompanied me home, and weighed 

upon me in the chamber which I most absurdly termed my study. Nor did it quit me when, late at 

night, I sat in the deserted parlour, lighted only by the glimmering coal-fire and the moon, 

striving to picture forth imaginary scenes, which, the next day, might flow out on the brightening 

page in many-hued description. 

If the imaginative faculty refused to act at such an hour, it might well be deemed a hopeless 

case. Moonlight, in a familiar room, falling so white upon the carpet, and showing all its figures 

so distinctly—making every object so minutely visible, yet so unlike a morning or noontide 

visibility—is a medium the most suitable for a romance-writer to get acquainted with his illusive 

guests. There is the little domestic scenery of the well-known apartment; the chairs, with each its 

separate individuality; the centre-table, sustaining a work-basket, a volume or two, and an 

extinguished lamp; the sofa; the book-case; the picture on the wall—all these details, so 

completely seen, are so spiritualised by the unusual light, that they seem to lose their actual 

substance, and become things of intellect. Nothing is too small or too trifling to undergo this 

change, and acquire dignity thereby. A child’s shoe; the doll, seated in her little wicker carriage; 

the hobby-horse—whatever, in a word, has been used or played with during the day is now 

invested with a quality of strangeness and remoteness, though still almost as vividly present as 



by daylight. Thus, therefore, the floor of our familiar room has become a neutral territory, 

somewhere between the real world and fairy-land, where the Actual and the Imaginary may 

meet, and each imbue itself with the nature of the other. Ghosts might enter here without 

affrighting us. It would be too much in keeping with the scene to excite surprise, were we to look 

about us and discover a form, beloved, but gone hence, now sitting quietly in a streak of this 

magic moonshine, with an aspect that would make us doubt whether it had returned from afar, or 

had never once stirred from our fireside. 

The somewhat dim coal fire has an essential Influence in producing the effect which I would 

describe. It throws its unobtrusive tinge throughout the room, with a faint ruddiness upon the 

walls and ceiling, and a reflected gleam upon the polish of the furniture. This warmer light 

mingles itself with the cold spirituality of the moon-beams, and communicates, as it were, a heart 

and sensibilities of human tenderness to the forms which fancy summons up. It converts them 

from snow-images into men and women. Glancing at the looking-glass, we behold—deep within 

its haunted verge—the smouldering glow of the half-extinguished anthracite, the white moon-

beams on the floor, and a repetition of all the gleam and shadow of the picture, with one remove 

further from the actual, and nearer to the imaginative. Then, at such an hour, and with this scene 

before him, if a man, sitting all alone, cannot dream strange things, and make them look like 

truth, he need never try to write romances. 

But, for myself, during the whole of my Custom-House experience, moonlight and sunshine, 

and the glow of firelight, were just alike in my regard; and neither of them was of one whit more 

avail than the twinkle of a tallow-candle. An entire class of susceptibilities, and a gift connected 

with them—of no great richness or value, but the best I had—was gone from me. 

It is my belief, however, that had I attempted a different order of composition, my faculties 

would not have been found so pointless and inefficacious. I might, for instance, have contented 

myself with writing out the narratives of a veteran shipmaster, one of the Inspectors, whom I 

should be most ungrateful not to mention, since scarcely a day passed that he did not stir me to 

laughter and admiration by his marvelous gifts as a story-teller. Could I have preserved the 

picturesque force of his style, and the humourous colouring which nature taught him how to 

throw over his descriptions, the result, I honestly believe, would have been something new in 

literature. Or I might readily have found a more serious task. It was a folly, with the materiality 

of this daily life pressing so intrusively upon me, to attempt to fling myself back into another 

age, or to insist on creating the semblance of a world out of airy matter, when, at every moment, 

the impalpable beauty of my soap-bubble was broken by the rude contact of some actual 

circumstance. The wiser effort would have been to diffuse thought and imagination through the 

opaque substance of today, and thus to make it a bright transparency; to spiritualise the burden 

that began to weigh so heavily; to seek, resolutely, the true and indestructible value that lay 

hidden in the petty and wearisome incidents, and ordinary characters with which I was now 

conversant. The fault was mine. The page of life that was spread out before me seemed dull and 

commonplace only because I had not fathomed its deeper import. A better book than I shall ever 

write was there; leaf after leaf presenting itself to me, just as it was written out by the reality of 

the flitting hour, and vanishing as fast as written, only because my brain wanted the insight, and 

my hand the cunning, to transcribe it. At some future day, it may be, I shall remember a few 

scattered fragments and broken paragraphs, and write them down, and find the letters turn to 

gold upon the page. 

These perceptions had come too late. At the Instant, I was only conscious that what would 

have been a pleasure once was now a hopeless toil. There was no occasion to make much moan 



about this state of affairs. I had ceased to be a writer of tolerably poor tales and essays, and had 

become a tolerably good Surveyor of the Customs. That was all. But, nevertheless, it is anything 

but agreeable to be haunted by a suspicion that one’s intellect is dwindling away, or exhaling, 

without your consciousness, like ether out of a phial; so that, at every glance, you find a smaller 

and less volatile residuum. Of the fact there could be no doubt and, examining myself and others, 

I was led to conclusions, in reference to the effect of public office on the character, not very 

favourable to the mode of life in question. In some other form, perhaps, I may hereafter develop 

these effects. Suffice it here to say that a Custom-House officer of long continuance can hardly 

be a very praiseworthy or respectable personage, for many reasons; one of them, the tenure by 

which he holds his situation, and another, the very nature of his business, which—though, I trust, 

an honest one—is of such a sort that he does not share in the united effort of mankind. 

An effect—which I believe to be observable, more or less, in every individual who has 

occupied the position—is, that while he leans on the mighty arm of the Republic, his own proper 

strength departs from him. He loses, in an extent proportioned to the weakness or force of his 

original nature, the capability of self-support. If he possesses an unusual share of native energy, 

or the enervating magic of place do not operate too long upon him, his forfeited powers may be 

redeemable. The ejected officer—fortunate in the unkindly shove that sends him forth betimes, 

to struggle amid a struggling world—may return to himself, and become all that he has ever 

been. But this seldom happens. He usually keeps his ground just long enough for his own ruin, 

and is then thrust out, with sinews all unstrung, to totter along the difficult footpath of life as he 

best may. Conscious of his own infirmity—that his tempered steel and elasticity are lost—he for 

ever afterwards looks wistfully about him in quest of support external to himself. His pervading 

and continual hope—a hallucination, which, in the face of all discouragement, and making light 

of impossibilities, haunts him while he lives, and, I fancy, like the convulsive throes of the 

cholera, torments him for a brief space after death—is, that finally, and in no long time, by some 

happy coincidence of circumstances, he shall be restored to office. This faith, more than anything 

else, steals the pith and availability out of whatever enterprise he may dream of undertaking. 

Why should he toil and moil, and be at so much trouble to pick himself up out of the mud, when, 

in a little while hence, the strong arm of his Uncle will raise and support him? Why should he 

work for his living here, or go to dig gold in California, when he is so soon to be made happy, at 

monthly intervals, with a little pile of glittering coin out of his Uncle’s pocket? It is sadly curious 

to observe how slight a taste of office suffices to infect a poor fellow with this singular disease. 

Uncle Sam’s gold—meaning no disrespect to the worthy old gentleman—has, in this respect, a 

quality of enchantment like that of the devil’s wages. Whoever touches it should look well to 

himself, or he may find the bargain to go hard against him, involving, if not his soul, yet many of 

its better attributes; its sturdy force, its courage and constancy, its truth, its self-reliance, and all 

that gives the emphasis to manly character. 

Here was a fine prospect in the distance. Not that the Surveyor brought the lesson home to 

himself, or admitted that he could be so utterly undone, either by continuance in office or 

ejectment. Yet my reflections were not the most comfortable. I began to grow melancholy and 

restless; continually prying into my mind, to discover which of its poor properties were gone, 

and what degree of detriment had already accrued to the remainder. I endeavoured to calculate 

how much longer I could stay in the Custom-House, and yet go forth a man. To confess the truth, 

it was my greatest apprehension—as it would never be a measure of policy to turn out so quiet an 

individual as myself; and it being hardly in the nature of a public officer to resign—it was my 

chief trouble, therefore, that I was likely to grow grey and decrepit in the Surveyorship, and 



become much such another animal as the old Inspector. Might it not, in the tedious lapse of 

official life that lay before me, finally be with me as it was with this venerable friend—to make 

the dinner-hour the nucleus of the day, and to spend the rest of it, as an old dog spends it, asleep 

in the sunshine or in the shade? A dreary look-forward, this, for a man who felt it to be the best 

definition of happiness to live throughout the whole range of his faculties and sensibilities. But, 

all this while, I was giving myself very unnecessary alarm. Providence had meditated better 

things for me than I could possibly imagine for myself. 

A remarkable event of the third year of my Surveyorship—to adopt the tone of “P. P.”—was 

the election of General Taylor to the Presidency. It is essential, in order to form a complete 

estimate of the advantages of official life, to view the incumbent at the incoming of a hostile 

administration. His position is then one of the most singularly irksome, and, in every 

contingency, disagreeable, that a wretched mortal can possibly occupy; with seldom an 

alternative of good on either hand, although what presents itself to him as the worst event may 

very probably be the best. But it is a strange experience, to a man of pride and sensibility, to 

know that his interests are within the control of individuals who neither love nor understand him, 

and by whom, since one or the other must needs happen, he would rather be injured than obliged. 

Strange, too, for one who has kept his calmness throughout the contest, to observe the 

bloodthirstiness that is developed in the hour of triumph, and to be conscious that he is himself 

among its objects! There are few uglier traits of human nature than this tendency—which I now 

witnessed in men no worse than their neighbours—to grow cruel, merely because they possessed 

the power of inflicting harm. If the guillotine, as applied to office-holders, were a literal fact, 

instead of one of the most apt of metaphors, it is my sincere belief that the active members of the 

victorious party were sufficiently excited to have chopped off all our heads, and have thanked 

Heaven for the opportunity! It appears to me—who have been a calm and curious observer, as 

well in victory as defeat—that this fierce and bitter spirit of malice and revenge has never 

distinguished the many triumphs of my own party as it now did that of the Whigs. The 

Democrats take the offices, as a general rule, because they need them, and because the practice 

of many years has made it the law of political warfare, which unless a different system be 

proclaimed, it was weakness and cowardice to murmur at. But the long habit of victory has made 

them generous. They know how to spare when they see occasion; and when they strike, the axe 

may be sharp indeed, but its edge is seldom poisoned with ill-will; nor is it their custom 

ignominiously to kick the head which they have just struck off. 

In short, unpleasant as was my predicament, at best, I saw much reason to congratulate myself 

that I was on the losing side rather than the triumphant one. If, heretofore, I had been none of the 

warmest of partisans I began now, at this season of peril and adversity, to be pretty acutely 

sensible with which party my predilections lay; nor was it without something like regret and 

shame that, according to a reasonable calculation of chances, I saw my own prospect of retaining 

office to be better than those of my democratic brethren. But who can see an inch into futurity 

beyond his nose? My own head was the first that fell. 

The moment when a man’s head drops off is seldom or never, I am inclined to think, precisely 

the most agreeable of his life. Nevertheless, like the greater part of our misfortunes, even so 

serious a contingency brings its remedy and consolation with it, if the sufferer will but make the 

best rather than the worst, of the accident which has befallen him. In my particular case the 

consolatory topics were close at hand, and, indeed, had suggested themselves to my meditations 

a considerable time before it was requisite to use them. In view of my previous weariness of 

office, and vague thoughts of resignation, my fortune somewhat resembled that of a person who 



should entertain an idea of committing suicide, and although beyond his hopes, meet with the 

good hap to be murdered. In the Custom-House, as before in the Old Manse, I had spent three 

years—a term long enough to rest a weary brain: long enough to break off old intellectual habits, 

and make room for new ones: long enough, and too long, to have lived in an unnatural state, 

doing what was really of no advantage nor delight to any human being, and withholding myself 

from toil that would, at least, have stilled an unquiet impulse in me. Then, moreover, as regarded 

his unceremonious ejectment, the late Surveyor was not altogether ill-pleased to be recognised 

by the Whigs as an enemy; since his inactivity in political affairs—his tendency to roam, at will, 

in that broad and quiet field where all mankind may meet, rather than confine himself to those 

narrow paths where brethren of the same household must diverge from one another—had 

sometimes made it questionable with his brother Democrats whether he was a friend. Now, after 

he had won the crown of martyrdom (though with no longer a head to wear it on), the point 

might be looked upon as settled. Finally, little heroic as he was, it seemed more decorous to be 

overthrown in the downfall of the party with which he had been content to stand than to remain a 

forlorn survivor, when so many worthier men were falling: and at last, after subsisting for four 

years on the mercy of a hostile administration, to be compelled then to define his position anew, 

and claim the yet more humiliating mercy of a friendly one. 

Meanwhile, the press had taken up my affair, and kept me for a week or two careering through 

the public prints, in my decapitated state, like Irving’s Headless Horseman, ghastly and grim, and 

longing to be buried, as a political dead man ought. So much for my figurative self. The real 

human being all this time, with his head safely on his shoulders, had brought himself to the 

comfortable conclusion that everything was for the best; and making an investment in ink, paper, 

and steel pens, had opened his long-disused writing desk, and was again a literary man. 

Now it was that the lucubrations of my ancient predecessor, Mr. Surveyor Pue, came into play. 

Rusty through long idleness, some little space was requisite before my intellectual machinery 

could be brought to work upon the tale with an effect in any degree satisfactory. Even yet, 

though my thoughts were ultimately much absorbed in the task, it wears, to my eye, a stern and 

sombre aspect: too much ungladdened by genial sunshine; too little relieved by the tender and 

familiar influences which soften almost every scene of nature and real life, and undoubtedly 

should soften every picture of them. This uncaptivating effect is perhaps due to the period of 

hardly accomplished revolution, and still seething turmoil, in which the story shaped itself. It is 

no indication, however, of a lack of cheerfulness in the writer’s mind: for he was happier while 

straying through the gloom of these sunless fantasies than at any time since he had quitted the 

Old Manse. Some of the briefer articles, which contribute to make up the volume, have likewise 

been written since my involuntary withdrawal from the toils and honours of public life, and the 

remainder are gleaned from annuals and magazines, of such antique date, that they have gone 

round the circle, and come back to novelty again. Keeping up the metaphor of the political 

guillotine, the whole may be considered as the POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF 

A DECAPITATED SURVEYOR: and the sketch which I am now bringing to a close, if too 

autobiographical for a modest person to publish in his lifetime, will readily be excused in a 

gentleman who writes from beyond the grave. Peace be with all the world! My blessing on my 

friends! My forgiveness to my enemies! For I am in the realm of quiet! 

The life of the Custom-House lies like a dream behind me. The old Inspector—who, by the by, 

I regret to say, was overthrown and killed by a horse some time ago, else he would certainly have 

lived for ever—he, and all those other venerable personages who sat with him at the receipt of 

custom, are but shadows in my view: white-headed and wrinkled images, which my fancy used 



to sport with, and has now flung aside for ever. The merchants—Pingree, Phillips, Shepard, 

Upton, Kimball, Bertram, Hunt—these and many other names, which had such classic familiarity 

for my ear six months ago,—these men of traffic, who seemed to occupy so important a position 

in the world—how little time has it required to disconnect me from them all, not merely in act, 

but recollection! It is with an effort that I recall the figures and appellations of these few. Soon, 

likewise, my old native town will loom upon me through the haze of memory, a mist brooding 

over and around it; as if it were no portion of the real earth, but an overgrown village in cloud-

land, with only imaginary inhabitants to people its wooden houses and walk its homely lanes, 

and the unpicturesque prolixity of its main street. Henceforth it ceases to be a reality of my life; I 

am a citizen of somewhere else. My good townspeople will not much regret me, for—though it 

has been as dear an object as any, in my literary efforts, to be of some importance in their eyes, 

and to win myself a pleasant memory in this abode and burial-place of so many of my 

forefathers—there has never been, for me, the genial atmosphere which a literary man requires in 

order to ripen the best harvest of his mind. I shall do better amongst other faces; and these 

familiar ones, it need hardly be said, will do just as well without me. 

It may be, however—oh, transporting and triumphant thought—that the great-grandchildren of 

the present race may sometimes think kindly of the scribbler of bygone days, when the antiquary 

of days to come, among the sites memorable in the town’s history, shall point out the locality of 

THE TOWN PUMP. 

  



THE SCARLET LETTER 

I. THE PRISON DOOR 

A throng of bearded men, in sad-coloured garments and grey steeple-crowned hats, intermixed 

with women, some wearing hoods, and others bareheaded, was assembled in front of a wooden 

edifice, the door of which was heavily timbered with oak, and studded with iron spikes. 

The founders of a new colony, whatever Utopia of human virtue and happiness they might 

originally project, have invariably recognised it among their earliest practical necessities to allot 

a portion of the virgin soil as a cemetery, and another portion as the site of a prison. In 

accordance with this rule it may safely be assumed that the forefathers of Boston had built the 

first prison-house somewhere in the vicinity of Cornhill, almost as seasonably as they marked 

out the first burial-ground, on Isaac Johnson’s lot, and round about his grave, which 

subsequently became the nucleus of all the congregated sepulchres in the old churchyard of 

King’s Chapel. Certain it is that, some fifteen or twenty years after the settlement of the town, 

the wooden jail was already marked with weather-stains and other indications of age, which gave 

a yet darker aspect to its beetle-browed and gloomy front. The rust on the ponderous iron-work 

of its oaken door looked more antique than anything else in the New World. Like all that pertains 

to crime, it seemed never to have known a youthful era. Before this ugly edifice, and between it 

and the wheel-track of the street, was a grass-plot, much overgrown with burdock, pig-weed, 

apple-pern, and such unsightly vegetation, which evidently found something congenial in the soil 

that had so early borne the black flower of civilised society, a prison. But on one side of the 

portal, and rooted almost at the threshold, was a wild rose-bush, covered, in this month of June, 

with its delicate gems, which might be imagined to offer their fragrance and fragile beauty to the 

prisoner as he went in, and to the condemned criminal as he came forth to his doom, in token that 

the deep heart of Nature could pity and be kind to him. 

This rose-bush, by a strange chance, has been kept alive in history; but whether it had merely 

survived out of the stern old wilderness, so long after the fall of the gigantic pines and oaks that 

originally overshadowed it, or whether, as there is fair authority for believing, it had sprung up 

under the footsteps of the sainted Ann Hutchinson as she entered the prison-door, we shall not 

take upon us to determine. Finding it so directly on the threshold of our narrative, which is now 

about to issue from that inauspicious portal, we could hardly do otherwise than pluck one of its 

flowers, and present it to the reader. It may serve, let us hope, to symbolise some sweet moral 

blossom that may be found along the track, or relieve the darkening close of a tale of human 

frailty and sorrow. 

  



II. THE MARKET-PLACE 

The grass-plot before the jail, in Prison Lane, on a certain summer morning, not less than two 

centuries ago, was occupied by a pretty large number of the inhabitants of Boston, all with their 

eyes intently fastened on the iron-clamped oaken door. Amongst any other population, or at a 

later period in the history of New England, the grim rigidity that petrified the bearded 

physiognomies of these good people would have augured some awful business in hand. It could 

have betokened nothing short of the anticipated execution of some noted culprit, on whom the 

sentence of a legal tribunal had but confirmed the verdict of public sentiment. But, in that early 

severity of the Puritan character, an inference of this kind could not so indubitably be drawn. It 

might be that a sluggish bond-servant, or an undutiful child, whom his parents had given over to 

the civil authority, was to be corrected at the whipping-post. It might be that an Antinomian, a 

Quaker, or other heterodox religionist, was to be scourged out of the town, or an idle or vagrant 

Indian, whom the white man’s firewater had made riotous about the streets, was to be driven 

with stripes into the shadow of the forest. It might be, too, that a witch, like old Mistress Hibbins, 

the bitter-tempered widow of the magistrate, was to die upon the gallows. In either case, there 

was very much the same solemnity of demeanour on the part of the spectators, as befitted a 

people among whom religion and law were almost identical, and in whose character both were so 

thoroughly interfused, that the mildest and severest acts of public discipline were alike made 

venerable and awful. Meagre, indeed, and cold, was the sympathy that a transgressor might look 

for, from such bystanders, at the scaffold. On the other hand, a penalty which, in our days, would 

infer a degree of mocking infamy and ridicule, might then be invested with almost as stern a 

dignity as the punishment of death itself. 

It was a circumstance to be noted on the summer morning when our story begins its course, 

that the women, of whom there were several in the crowd, appeared to take a peculiar interest in 

whatever penal infliction might be expected to ensue. The age had not so much refinement, that 

any sense of impropriety restrained the wearers of petticoat and farthingale from stepping forth 

into the public ways, and wedging their not unsubstantial persons, if occasion were, into the 

throng nearest to the scaffold at an execution. Morally, as well as materially, there was a coarser 

fibre in those wives and maidens of old English birth and breeding than in their fair descendants, 

separated from them by a series of six or seven generations; for, throughout that chain of 

ancestry, every successive mother had transmitted to her child a fainter bloom, a more delicate 

and briefer beauty, and a slighter physical frame, if not character of less force and solidity than 

her own. The women who were now standing about the prison-door stood within less than half a 

century of the period when the man-like Elizabeth had been the not altogether unsuitable 

representative of the sex. They were her countrywomen: and the beef and ale of their native land, 

with a moral diet not a whit more refined, entered largely into their composition. The bright 

morning sun, therefore, shone on broad shoulders and well-developed busts, and on round and 

ruddy cheeks, that had ripened in the far-off island, and had hardly yet grown paler or thinner in 

the atmosphere of New England. There was, moreover, a boldness and rotundity of speech 

among these matrons, as most of them seemed to be, that would startle us at the present day, 

whether in respect to its purport or its volume of tone. 

“Goodwives,” said a hard-featured dame of fifty, “I’ll tell ye a piece of my mind. It would be 

greatly for the public behoof if we women, being of mature age and church-members in good 

repute, should have the handling of such malefactresses as this Hester Prynne. What think ye, 

gossips? If the hussy stood up for judgment before us five, that are now here in a knot together, 



would she come off with such a sentence as the worshipful magistrates have awarded? Marry, I 

trow not.” 

“People say,” said another, “that the Reverend Master Dimmesdale, her godly pastor, takes it 

very grievously to heart that such a scandal should have come upon his congregation.” 

“The magistrates are God-fearing gentlemen, but merciful overmuch—that is a truth,” added a 

third autumnal matron. “At the very least, they should have put the brand of a hot iron on Hester 

Prynne’s forehead. Madame Hester would have winced at that, I warrant me. But she—the 

naughty baggage—little will she care what they put upon the bodice of her gown! Why, look 

you, she may cover it with a brooch, or such like heathenish adornment, and so walk the streets 

as brave as ever!” 

“Ah, but,” interposed, more softly, a young wife, holding a child by the hand, “let her cover 

the mark as she will, the pang of it will be always in her heart.” 

“What do we talk of marks and brands, whether on the bodice of her gown or the flesh of her 

forehead?” cried another female, the ugliest as well as the most pitiless of these self-constituted 

judges. “This woman has brought shame upon us all, and ought to die; is there not law for it? 

Truly there is, both in the Scripture and the statute-book. Then let the magistrates, who have 

made it of no effect, thank themselves if their own wives and daughters go astray.” 

“Mercy on us, goodwife!” exclaimed a man in the crowd, “is there no virtue in woman, save 

what springs from a wholesome fear of the gallows? That is the hardest word yet! Hush now, 

gossips for the lock is turning in the prison-door, and here comes Mistress Prynne herself.” 

The door of the jail being flung open from within there appeared, in the first place, like a black 

shadow emerging into sunshine, the grim and grisly presence of the town-beadle, with a sword 

by his side, and his staff of office in his hand. This personage prefigured and represented in his 

aspect the whole dismal severity of the Puritanic code of law, which it was his business to 

administer in its final and closest application to the offender. Stretching forth the official staff in 

his left hand, he laid his right upon the shoulder of a young woman, whom he thus drew forward, 

until, on the threshold of the prison-door, she repelled him, by an action marked with natural 

dignity and force of character, and stepped into the open air as if by her own free will. She bore 

in her arms a child, a baby of some three months old, who winked and turned aside its little face 

from the too vivid light of day; because its existence, heretofore, had brought it acquaintance 

only with the grey twilight of a dungeon, or other darksome apartment of the prison. 

When the young woman—the mother of this child—stood fully revealed before the crowd, it 

seemed to be her first impulse to clasp the infant closely to her bosom; not so much by an 

impulse of motherly affection, as that she might thereby conceal a certain token, which was 

wrought or fastened into her dress. In a moment, however, wisely judging that one token of her 

shame would but poorly serve to hide another, she took the baby on her arm, and with a burning 

blush, and yet a haughty smile, and a glance that would not be abashed, looked around at her 

townspeople and neighbours. On the breast of her gown, in fine red cloth, surrounded with an 

elaborate embroidery and fantastic flourishes of gold thread, appeared the letter A. It was so 

artistically done, and with so much fertility and gorgeous luxuriance of fancy, that it had all the 

effect of a last and fitting decoration to the apparel which she wore, and which was of a 

splendour in accordance with the taste of the age, but greatly beyond what was allowed by the 

sumptuary regulations of the colony. 

The young woman was tall, with a figure of perfect elegance on a large scale. She had dark 

and abundant hair, so glossy that it threw off the sunshine with a gleam; and a face which, 



besides being beautiful from regularity of feature and richness of complexion, had the 

impressiveness belonging to a marked brow and deep black eyes. She was ladylike, too, after the 

manner of the feminine gentility of those days; characterised by a certain state and dignity, rather 

than by the delicate, evanescent, and indescribable grace which is now recognised as its 

indication. And never had Hester Prynne appeared more ladylike, in the antique interpretation of 

the term, than as she issued from the prison. Those who had before known her, and had expected 

to behold her dimmed and obscured by a disastrous cloud, were astonished, and even startled, to 

perceive how her beauty shone out, and made a halo of the misfortune and ignominy in which 

she was enveloped. It may be true that, to a sensitive observer, there was some thing exquisitely 

painful in it. Her attire, which indeed, she had wrought for the occasion in prison, and had 

modelled much after her own fancy, seemed to express the attitude of her spirit, the desperate 

recklessness of her mood, by its wild and picturesque peculiarity. But the point which drew all 

eyes, and, as it were, transfigured the wearer—so that both men and women who had been 

familiarly acquainted with Hester Prynne were now impressed as if they beheld her for the first 

time—was that SCARLET LETTER, so fantastically embroidered and illuminated upon her 

bosom. It had the effect of a spell, taking her out of the ordinary relations with humanity, and 

enclosing her in a sphere by herself. 

“She hath good skill at her needle, that’s certain,” remarked one of her female spectators; “but 

did ever a woman, before this brazen hussy, contrive such a way of showing it? Why, gossips, 

what is it but to laugh in the faces of our godly magistrates, and make a pride out of what they, 

worthy gentlemen, meant for a punishment?” 

“It were well,” muttered the most iron-visaged of the old dames, “if we stripped Madame 

Hester’s rich gown off her dainty shoulders; and as for the red letter which she hath stitched so 

curiously, I’ll bestow a rag of mine own rheumatic flannel to make a fitter one!” 

“Oh, peace, neighbours—peace!” whispered their youngest companion; “do not let her hear 

you! Not a stitch in that embroidered letter but she has felt it in her heart.” 

The grim beadle now made a gesture with his staff. “Make way, good people—make way, in 

the King’s name!” cried he. “Open a passage; and I promise ye, Mistress Prynne shall be set 

where man, woman, and child may have a fair sight of her brave apparel from this time till an 

hour past meridian. A blessing on the righteous colony of the Massachusetts, where iniquity is 

dragged out into the sunshine! Come along, Madame Hester, and show your scarlet letter in the 

market-place!” 

A lane was forthwith opened through the crowd of spectators. Preceded by the beadle, and 

attended by an irregular procession of stern-browed men and unkindly visaged women, Hester 

Prynne set forth towards the place appointed for her punishment. A crowd of eager and curious 

schoolboys, understanding little of the matter in hand, except that it gave them a half-holiday, ran 

before her progress, turning their heads continually to stare into her face and at the winking baby 

in her arms, and at the ignominious letter on her breast. It was no great distance, in those days, 

from the prison door to the market-place. Measured by the prisoner’s experience, however, it 

might be reckoned a journey of some length; for haughty as her demeanour was, she perchance 

underwent an agony from every footstep of those that thronged to see her, as if her heart had 

been flung into the street for them all to spurn and trample upon. In our nature, however, there is 

a provision, alike marvellous and merciful, that the sufferer should never know the intensity of 

what he endures by its present torture, but chiefly by the pang that rankles after it. With almost a 

serene deportment, therefore, Hester Prynne passed through this portion of her ordeal, and came 



to a sort of scaffold, at the western extremity of the market-place. It stood nearly beneath the 

eaves of Boston’s earliest church, and appeared to be a fixture there. 

In fact, this scaffold constituted a portion of a penal machine, which now, for two or three 

generations past, has been merely historical and traditionary among us, but was held, in the old 

time, to be as effectual an agent, in the promotion of good citizenship, as ever was the guillotine 

among the terrorists of France. It was, in short, the platform of the pillory; and above it rose the 

framework of that instrument of discipline, so fashioned as to confine the human head in its tight 

grasp, and thus hold it up to the public gaze. The very ideal of ignominy was embodied and made 

manifest in this contrivance of wood and iron. There can be no outrage, methinks, against our 

common nature—whatever be the delinquencies of the individual—no outrage more flagrant 

than to forbid the culprit to hide his face for shame; as it was the essence of this punishment to 

do. In Hester Prynne’s instance, however, as not unfrequently in other cases, her sentence bore 

that she should stand a certain time upon the platform, but without undergoing that gripe about 

the neck and confinement of the head, the proneness to which was the most devilish 

characteristic of this ugly engine. Knowing well her part, she ascended a flight of wooden steps, 

and was thus displayed to the surrounding multitude, at about the height of a man’s shoulders 

above the street. 

Had there been a Papist among the crowd of Puritans, he might have seen in this beautiful 

woman, so picturesque in her attire and mien, and with the infant at her bosom, an object to 

remind him of the image of Divine Maternity, which so many illustrious painters have vied with 

one another to represent; something which should remind him, indeed, but only by contrast, of 

that sacred image of sinless motherhood, whose infant was to redeem the world. Here, there was 

the taint of deepest sin in the most sacred quality of human life, working such effect, that the 

world was only the darker for this woman’s beauty, and the more lost for the infant that she had 

borne. 

The scene was not without a mixture of awe, such as must always invest the spectacle of guilt 

and shame in a fellow-creature, before society shall have grown corrupt enough to smile, instead 

of shuddering at it. The witnesses of Hester Prynne’s disgrace had not yet passed beyond their 

simplicity. They were stern enough to look upon her death, had that been the sentence, without a 

murmur at its severity, but had none of the heartlessness of another social state, which would 

find only a theme for jest in an exhibition like the present. Even had there been a disposition to 

turn the matter into ridicule, it must have been repressed and overpowered by the solemn 

presence of men no less dignified than the governor, and several of his counsellors, a judge, a 

general, and the ministers of the town, all of whom sat or stood in a balcony of the meeting-

house, looking down upon the platform. When such personages could constitute a part of the 

spectacle, without risking the majesty, or reverence of rank and office, it was safely to be 

inferred that the infliction of a legal sentence would have an earnest and effectual meaning. 

Accordingly, the crowd was sombre and grave. The unhappy culprit sustained herself as best a 

woman might, under the heavy weight of a thousand unrelenting eyes, all fastened upon her, and 

concentrated at her bosom. It was almost intolerable to be borne. Of an impulsive and passionate 

nature, she had fortified herself to encounter the stings and venomous stabs of public contumely, 

wreaking itself in every variety of insult; but there was a quality so much more terrible in the 

solemn mood of the popular mind, that she longed rather to behold all those rigid countenances 

contorted with scornful merriment, and herself the object. Had a roar of laughter burst from the 

multitude—each man, each woman, each little shrill-voiced child, contributing their individual 

parts—Hester Prynne might have repaid them all with a bitter and disdainful smile. But, under 



the leaden infliction which it was her doom to endure, she felt, at moments, as if she must needs 

shriek out with the full power of her lungs, and cast herself from the scaffold down upon the 

ground, or else go mad at once. 

Yet there were intervals when the whole scene, in which she was the most conspicuous object, 

seemed to vanish from her eyes, or, at least, glimmered indistinctly before them, like a mass of 

imperfectly shaped and spectral images. Her mind, and especially her memory, was 

preternaturally active, and kept bringing up other scenes than this roughly hewn street of a little 

town, on the edge of the western wilderness: other faces than were lowering upon her from 

beneath the brims of those steeple-crowned hats. Reminiscences, the most trifling and 

immaterial, passages of infancy and school-days, sports, childish quarrels, and the little domestic 

traits of her maiden years, came swarming back upon her, intermingled with recollections of 

whatever was gravest in her subsequent life; one picture precisely as vivid as another; as if all 

were of similar importance, or all alike a play. Possibly, it was an instinctive device of her spirit 

to relieve itself by the exhibition of these phantasmagoric forms, from the cruel weight and 

hardness of the reality. 

Be that as it might, the scaffold of the pillory was a point of view that revealed to Hester 

Prynne the entire track along which she had been treading, since her happy infancy. Standing on 

that miserable eminence, she saw again her native village, in Old England, and her paternal 

home: a decayed house of grey stone, with a poverty-stricken aspect, but retaining a half 

obliterated shield of arms over the portal, in token of antique gentility. She saw her father’s face, 

with its bold brow, and reverend white beard that flowed over the old-fashioned Elizabethan ruff; 

her mother’s, too, with the look of heedful and anxious love which it always wore in her 

remembrance, and which, even since her death, had so often laid the impediment of a gentle 

remonstrance in her daughter’s pathway. She saw her own face, glowing with girlish beauty, and 

illuminating all the interior of the dusky mirror in which she had been wont to gaze at it. There 

she beheld another countenance, of a man well stricken in years, a pale, thin, scholar-like visage, 

with eyes dim and bleared by the lamp-light that had served them to pore over many ponderous 

books. Yet those same bleared optics had a strange, penetrating power, when it was their owner’s 

purpose to read the human soul. This figure of the study and the cloister, as Hester Prynne’s 

womanly fancy failed not to recall, was slightly deformed, with the left shoulder a trifle higher 

than the right. Next rose before her in memory’s picture-gallery, the intricate and narrow 

thoroughfares, the tall, grey houses, the huge cathedrals, and the public edifices, ancient in date 

and quaint in architecture, of a continental city; where new life had awaited her, still in 

connexion with the misshapen scholar: a new life, but feeding itself on time-worn materials, like 

a tuft of green moss on a crumbling wall. Lastly, in lieu of these shifting scenes, came back the 

rude market-place of the Puritan settlement, with all the townspeople assembled, and levelling 

their stern regards at Hester Prynne—yes, at herself—who stood on the scaffold of the pillory, an 

infant on her arm, and the letter A, in scarlet, fantastically embroidered with gold thread, upon 

her bosom. 

Could it be true? She clutched the child so fiercely to her breast that it sent forth a cry; she 

turned her eyes downward at the scarlet letter, and even touched it with her finger, to assure 

herself that the infant and the shame were real. Yes these were her realities—all else had 

vanished! 

  



III. THE RECOGNITION 

From this intense consciousness of being the object of severe and universal observation, the 

wearer of the scarlet letter was at length relieved, by discerning, on the outskirts of the crowd, a 

figure which irresistibly took possession of her thoughts. An Indian in his native garb was 

standing there; but the red men were not so infrequent visitors of the English settlements that one 

of them would have attracted any notice from Hester Prynne at such a time; much less would he 

have excluded all other objects and ideas from her mind. By the Indian’s side, and evidently 

sustaining a companionship with him, stood a white man, clad in a strange disarray of civilized 

and savage costume. 

He was small in stature, with a furrowed visage, which as yet could hardly be termed aged. 

There was a remarkable intelligence in his features, as of a person who had so cultivated his 

mental part that it could not fail to mould the physical to itself and become manifest by 

unmistakable tokens. Although, by a seemingly careless arrangement of his heterogeneous garb, 

he had endeavoured to conceal or abate the peculiarity, it was sufficiently evident to Hester 

Prynne that one of this man’s shoulders rose higher than the other. Again, at the first instant of 

perceiving that thin visage, and the slight deformity of the figure, she pressed her infant to her 

bosom with so convulsive a force that the poor babe uttered another cry of pain. But the mother 

did not seem to hear it. 

At his arrival in the market-place, and some time before she saw him, the stranger had bent his 

eyes on Hester Prynne. It was carelessly at first, like a man chiefly accustomed to look inward, 

and to whom external matters are of little value and import, unless they bear relation to 

something within his mind. Very soon, however, his look became keen and penetrative. A 

writhing horror twisted itself across his features, like a snake gliding swiftly over them, and 

making one little pause, with all its wreathed intervolutions in open sight. His face darkened with 

some powerful emotion, which, nevertheless, he so instantaneously controlled by an effort of his 

will, that, save at a single moment, its expression might have passed for calmness. After a brief 

space, the convulsion grew almost imperceptible, and finally subsided into the depths of his 

nature. When he found the eyes of Hester Prynne fastened on his own, and saw that she appeared 

to recognize him, he slowly and calmly raised his finger, made a gesture with it in the air, and 

laid it on his lips. 

Then touching the shoulder of a townsman who stood near to him, he addressed him in a 

formal and courteous manner: 

“I pray you, good Sir,” said he, “who is this woman?—and wherefore is she here set up to 

public shame?” 

“You must needs be a stranger in this region, friend,” answered the townsman, looking 

curiously at the questioner and his savage companion, “else you would surely have heard of 

Mistress Hester Prynne and her evil doings. She hath raised a great scandal, I promise you, in 

godly Master Dimmesdale’s church.” 

“You say truly,” replied the other; “I am a stranger, and have been a wanderer, sorely against 

my will. I have met with grievous mishaps by sea and land, and have been long held in bonds 

among the heathen-folk to the southward; and am now brought hither by this Indian to be 

redeemed out of my captivity. Will it please you, therefore, to tell me of Hester Prynne’s—have I 

her name rightly?—of this woman’s offences, and what has brought her to yonder scaffold?” 



“Truly, friend; and methinks it must gladden your heart, after your troubles and sojourn in the 

wilderness,” said the townsman, “to find yourself at length in a land where iniquity is searched 

out and punished in the sight of rulers and people, as here in our godly New England. Yonder 

woman, Sir, you must know, was the wife of a certain learned man, English by birth, but who 

had long ago dwelt in Amsterdam, whence some good time agone he was minded to cross over 

and cast in his lot with us of the Massachusetts. To this purpose he sent his wife before him, 

remaining himself to look after some necessary affairs. Marry, good Sir, in some two years, or 

less, that the woman has been a dweller here in Boston, no tidings have come of this learned 

gentleman, Master Prynne; and his young wife, look you, being left to her own misguidance—” 

“Ah!—aha!—I conceive you,” said the stranger with a bitter smile. “So learned a man as you 

speak of should have learned this too in his books. And who, by your favour, Sir, may be the 

father of yonder babe—it is some three or four months old, I should judge—which Mistress 

Prynne is holding in her arms?” 

“Of a truth, friend, that matter remaineth a riddle; and the Daniel who shall expound it is yet a-

wanting,” answered the townsman. “Madame Hester absolutely refuseth to speak, and the 

magistrates have laid their heads together in vain. Peradventure the guilty one stands looking on 

at this sad spectacle, unknown of man, and forgetting that God sees him.” 

“The learned man,” observed the stranger with another smile, “should come himself to look 

into the mystery.” 

“It behoves him well if he be still in life,” responded the townsman. “Now, good Sir, our 

Massachusetts magistracy, bethinking themselves that this woman is youthful and fair, and 

doubtless was strongly tempted to her fall, and that, moreover, as is most likely, her husband 

may be at the bottom of the sea, they have not been bold to put in force the extremity of our 

righteous law against her. The penalty thereof is death. But in their great mercy and tenderness of 

heart they have doomed Mistress Prynne to stand only a space of three hours on the platform of 

the pillory, and then and thereafter, for the remainder of her natural life to wear a mark of shame 

upon her bosom.” 

“A wise sentence,” remarked the stranger, gravely, bowing his head. “Thus she will be a living 

sermon against sin, until the ignominious letter be engraved upon her tombstone. It irks me, 

nevertheless, that the partner of her iniquity should not at least, stand on the scaffold by her side. 

But he will be known—he will be known!—he will be known!” 

He bowed courteously to the communicative townsman, and whispering a few words to his 

Indian attendant, they both made their way through the crowd. 

While this passed, Hester Prynne had been standing on her pedestal, still with a fixed gaze 

towards the stranger—so fixed a gaze that, at moments of intense absorption, all other objects in 

the visible world seemed to vanish, leaving only him and her. Such an interview, perhaps, would 

have been more terrible than even to meet him as she now did, with the hot mid-day sun burning 

down upon her face, and lighting up its shame; with the scarlet token of infamy on her breast; 

with the sin-born infant in her arms; with a whole people, drawn forth as to a festival, staring at 

the features that should have been seen only in the quiet gleam of the fireside, in the happy 

shadow of a home, or beneath a matronly veil at church. Dreadful as it was, she was conscious of 

a shelter in the presence of these thousand witnesses. It was better to stand thus, with so many 

betwixt him and her, than to greet him face to face—they two alone. She fled for refuge, as it 

were, to the public exposure, and dreaded the moment when its protection should be withdrawn 



from her. Involved in these thoughts, she scarcely heard a voice behind her until it had repeated 

her name more than once, in a loud and solemn tone, audible to the whole multitude. 

“Hearken unto me, Hester Prynne!” said the voice. 

It has already been noticed that directly over the platform on which Hester Prynne stood was a 

kind of balcony, or open gallery, appended to the meeting-house. It was the place whence 

proclamations were wont to be made, amidst an assemblage of the magistracy, with all the 

ceremonial that attended such public observances in those days. Here, to witness the scene which 

we are describing, sat Governor Bellingham himself with four sergeants about his chair, bearing 

halberds, as a guard of honour. He wore a dark feather in his hat, a border of embroidery on his 

cloak, and a black velvet tunic beneath—a gentleman advanced in years, with a hard experience 

written in his wrinkles. He was not ill-fitted to be the head and representative of a community 

which owed its origin and progress, and its present state of development, not to the impulses of 

youth, but to the stern and tempered energies of manhood and the sombre sagacity of age; 

accomplishing so much, precisely because it imagined and hoped so little. The other eminent 

characters by whom the chief ruler was surrounded were distinguished by a dignity of mien, 

belonging to a period when the forms of authority were felt to possess the sacredness of Divine 

institutions. They were, doubtless, good men, just and sage. But, out of the whole human family, 

it would not have been easy to select the same number of wise and virtuous persons, who should 

be less capable of sitting in judgment on an erring woman’s heart, and disentangling its mesh of 

good and evil, than the sages of rigid aspect towards whom Hester Prynne now turned her face. 

She seemed conscious, indeed, that whatever sympathy she might expect lay in the larger and 

warmer heart of the multitude; for, as she lifted her eyes towards the balcony, the unhappy 

woman grew pale, and trembled. 

The voice which had called her attention was that of the reverend and famous John Wilson, 

the eldest clergyman of Boston, a great scholar, like most of his contemporaries in the 

profession, and withal a man of kind and genial spirit. This last attribute, however, had been less 

carefully developed than his intellectual gifts, and was, in truth, rather a matter of shame than 

self-congratulation with him. There he stood, with a border of grizzled locks beneath his skull-

cap, while his grey eyes, accustomed to the shaded light of his study, were winking, like those of 

Hester’s infant, in the unadulterated sunshine. He looked like the darkly engraved portraits which 

we see prefixed to old volumes of sermons, and had no more right than one of those portraits 

would have to step forth, as he now did, and meddle with a question of human guilt, passion, and 

anguish. 

“Hester Prynne,” said the clergyman, “I have striven with my young brother here, under 

whose preaching of the Word you have been privileged to sit”—here Mr. Wilson laid his hand 

on the shoulder of a pale young man beside him—“I have sought, I say, to persuade this godly 

youth, that he should deal with you, here in the face of Heaven, and before these wise and 

upright rulers, and in hearing of all the people, as touching the vileness and blackness of your 

sin. Knowing your natural temper better than I, he could the better judge what arguments to use, 

whether of tenderness or terror, such as might prevail over your hardness and obstinacy, 

insomuch that you should no longer hide the name of him who tempted you to this grievous fall. 

But he opposes to me—with a young man’s over-softness, albeit wise beyond his years—that it 

were wronging the very nature of woman to force her to lay open her heart’s secrets in such 

broad daylight, and in presence of so great a multitude. Truly, as I sought to convince him, the 

shame lay in the commission of the sin, and not in the showing of it forth. What say you to it, 



once again, brother Dimmesdale? Must it be thou, or I, that shall deal with this poor sinner’s 

soul?” 

There was a murmur among the dignified and reverend occupants of the balcony; and 

Governor Bellingham gave expression to its purport, speaking in an authoritative voice, although 

tempered with respect towards the youthful clergyman whom he addressed: 

“Good Master Dimmesdale,” said he, “the responsibility of this woman’s soul lies greatly with 

you. It behoves you; therefore, to exhort her to repentance and to confession, as a proof and 

consequence thereof.” 

The directness of this appeal drew the eyes of the whole crowd upon the Reverend Mr. 

Dimmesdale—young clergyman, who had come from one of the great English universities, 

bringing all the learning of the age into our wild forest land. His eloquence and religious fervour 

had already given the earnest of high eminence in his profession. He was a person of very 

striking aspect, with a white, lofty, and impending brow; large, brown, melancholy eyes, and a 

mouth which, unless when he forcibly compressed it, was apt to be tremulous, expressing both 

nervous sensibility and a vast power of self restraint. Notwithstanding his high native gifts and 

scholar-like attainments, there was an air about this young minister—an apprehensive, a startled, 

a half-frightened look—as of a being who felt himself quite astray, and at a loss in the pathway 

of human existence, and could only be at ease in some seclusion of his own. Therefore, so far as 

his duties would permit, he trod in the shadowy by-paths, and thus kept himself simple and 

childlike, coming forth, when occasion was, with a freshness, and fragrance, and dewy purity of 

thought, which, as many people said, affected them like the speech of an angel. 

Such was the young man whom the Reverend Mr. Wilson and the Governor had introduced so 

openly to the public notice, bidding him speak, in the hearing of all men, to that mystery of a 

woman’s soul, so sacred even in its pollution. The trying nature of his position drove the blood 

from his cheek, and made his lips tremulous. 

“Speak to the woman, my brother,” said Mr. Wilson. “It is of moment to her soul, and, 

therefore, as the worshipful Governor says, momentous to thine own, in whose charge hers is. 

Exhort her to confess the truth!” 

The Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale bent his head, in silent prayer, as it seemed, and then came 

forward. 

“Hester Prynne,” said he, leaning over the balcony and looking down steadfastly into her eyes, 

“thou hearest what this good man says, and seest the accountability under which I labour. If thou 

feelest it to be for thy soul’s peace, and that thy earthly punishment will thereby be made more 

effectual to salvation, I charge thee to speak out the name of thy fellow-sinner and fellow-

sufferer! Be not silent from any mistaken pity and tenderness for him; for, believe me, Hester, 

though he were to step down from a high place, and stand there beside thee, on thy pedestal of 

shame, yet better were it so than to hide a guilty heart through life. What can thy silence do for 

him, except it tempt him—yea, compel him, as it were—to add hypocrisy to sin? Heaven hath 

granted thee an open ignominy, that thereby thou mayest work out an open triumph over the evil 

within thee and the sorrow without. Take heed how thou deniest to him—who, perchance, hath 

not the courage to grasp it for himself—the bitter, but wholesome, cup that is now presented to 

thy lips!” 

The young pastor’s voice was tremulously sweet, rich, deep, and broken. The feeling that it so 

evidently manifested, rather than the direct purport of the words, caused it to vibrate within all 

hearts, and brought the listeners into one accord of sympathy. Even the poor baby at Hester’s 



bosom was affected by the same influence, for it directed its hitherto vacant gaze towards Mr. 

Dimmesdale, and held up its little arms with a half-pleased, half-plaintive murmur. So powerful 

seemed the minister’s appeal that the people could not believe but that Hester Prynne would 

speak out the guilty name, or else that the guilty one himself in whatever high or lowly place he 

stood, would be drawn forth by an inward and inevitable necessity, and compelled to ascend the 

scaffold. 

Hester shook her head. 

“Woman, transgress not beyond the limits of Heaven’s mercy!” cried the Reverend Mr. 

Wilson, more harshly than before. “That little babe hath been gifted with a voice, to second and 

confirm the counsel which thou hast heard. Speak out the name! That, and thy repentance, may 

avail to take the scarlet letter off thy breast.” 

“Never,” replied Hester Prynne, looking, not at Mr. Wilson, but into the deep and troubled 

eyes of the younger clergyman. “It is too deeply branded. Ye cannot take it off. And would that I 

might endure his agony as well as mine!” 

“Speak, woman!” said another voice, coldly and sternly, proceeding from the crowd about the 

scaffold, “Speak; and give your child a father!” 

“I will not speak!” answered Hester, turning pale as death, but responding to this voice, which 

she too surely recognised. “And my child must seek a heavenly father; she shall never know an 

earthly one!” 

“She will not speak!” murmured Mr. Dimmesdale, who, leaning over the balcony, with his 

hand upon his heart, had awaited the result of his appeal. He now drew back with a long 

respiration. “Wondrous strength and generosity of a woman’s heart! She will not speak!” 

Discerning the impracticable state of the poor culprit’s mind, the elder clergyman, who had 

carefully prepared himself for the occasion, addressed to the multitude a discourse on sin, in all 

its branches, but with continual reference to the ignominious letter. So forcibly did he dwell upon 

this symbol, for the hour or more during which his periods were rolling over the people’s heads, 

that it assumed new terrors in their imagination, and seemed to derive its scarlet hue from the 

flames of the infernal pit. Hester Prynne, meanwhile, kept her place upon the pedestal of shame, 

with glazed eyes, and an air of weary indifference. She had borne that morning all that nature 

could endure; and as her temperament was not of the order that escapes from too intense 

suffering by a swoon, her spirit could only shelter itself beneath a stony crust of insensibility, 

while the faculties of animal life remained entire. In this state, the voice of the preacher 

thundered remorselessly, but unavailingly, upon her ears. The infant, during the latter portion of 

her ordeal, pierced the air with its wailings and screams; she strove to hush it mechanically, but 

seemed scarcely to sympathise with its trouble. With the same hard demeanour, she was led back 

to prison, and vanished from the public gaze within its iron-clamped portal. It was whispered by 

those who peered after her that the scarlet letter threw a lurid gleam along the dark passage-way 

of the interior. 

  



IV. THE INTERVIEW 

After her return to the prison, Hester Prynne was found to be in a state of nervous excitement, 

that demanded constant watchfulness, lest she should perpetrate violence on herself, or do some 

half-frenzied mischief to the poor babe. As night approached, it proving impossible to quell her 

insubordination by rebuke or threats of punishment, Master Brackett, the jailer, thought fit to 

introduce a physician. He described him as a man of skill in all Christian modes of physical 

science, and likewise familiar with whatever the savage people could teach in respect to 

medicinal herbs and roots that grew in the forest. To say the truth, there was much need of 

professional assistance, not merely for Hester herself, but still more urgently for the child—who, 

drawing its sustenance from the maternal bosom, seemed to have drank in with it all the turmoil, 

the anguish and despair, which pervaded the mother’s system. It now writhed in convulsions of 

pain, and was a forcible type, in its little frame, of the moral agony which Hester Prynne had 

borne throughout the day. 

Closely following the jailer into the dismal apartment, appeared that individual, of singular 

aspect whose presence in the crowd had been of such deep interest to the wearer of the scarlet 

letter. He was lodged in the prison, not as suspected of any offence, but as the most convenient 

and suitable mode of disposing of him, until the magistrates should have conferred with the 

Indian sagamores respecting his ransom. His name was announced as Roger Chillingworth. The 

jailer, after ushering him into the room, remained a moment, marvelling at the comparative quiet 

that followed his entrance; for Hester Prynne had immediately become as still as death, although 

the child continued to moan. 

“Prithee, friend, leave me alone with my patient,” said the practitioner. “Trust me, good jailer, 

you shall briefly have peace in your house; and, I promise you, Mistress Prynne shall hereafter 

be more amenable to just authority than you may have found her heretofore.” 

“Nay, if your worship can accomplish that,” answered Master Brackett, “I shall own you for a 

man of skill, indeed! Verily, the woman hath been like a possessed one; and there lacks little that 

I should take in hand, to drive Satan out of her with stripes.” 

The stranger had entered the room with the characteristic quietude of the profession to which 

he announced himself as belonging. Nor did his demeanour change when the withdrawal of the 

prison keeper left him face to face with the woman, whose absorbed notice of him, in the crowd, 

had intimated so close a relation between himself and her. His first care was given to the child, 

whose cries, indeed, as she lay writhing on the trundle-bed, made it of peremptory necessity to 

postpone all other business to the task of soothing her. He examined the infant carefully, and 

then proceeded to unclasp a leathern case, which he took from beneath his dress. It appeared to 

contain medical preparations, one of which he mingled with a cup of water. 

“My old studies in alchemy,” observed he, “and my sojourn, for above a year past, among a 

people well versed in the kindly properties of simples, have made a better physician of me than 

many that claim the medical degree. Here, woman! The child is yours—she is none of mine—

neither will she recognise my voice or aspect as a father’s. Administer this draught, therefore, 

with thine own hand.” 

Hester repelled the offered medicine, at the same time gazing with strongly marked 

apprehension into his face. “Wouldst thou avenge thyself on the innocent babe?” whispered she. 



“Foolish woman!” responded the physician, half coldly, half soothingly. “What should ail me 

to harm this misbegotten and miserable babe? The medicine is potent for good, and were it my 

child—yea, mine own, as well as thine! I could do no better for it.” 

As she still hesitated, being, in fact, in no reasonable state of mind, he took the infant in his 

arms, and himself administered the draught. It soon proved its efficacy, and redeemed the leech’s 

pledge. The moans of the little patient subsided; its convulsive tossings gradually ceased; and in 

a few moments, as is the custom of young children after relief from pain, it sank into a profound 

and dewy slumber. The physician, as he had a fair right to be termed, next bestowed his attention 

on the mother. With calm and intent scrutiny, he felt her pulse, looked into her eyes—a gaze that 

made her heart shrink and shudder, because so familiar, and yet so strange and cold—and, 

finally, satisfied with his investigation, proceeded to mingle another draught. 

“I know not Lethe nor Nepenthe,” remarked he; “but I have learned many new secrets in the 

wilderness, and here is one of them—a recipe that an Indian taught me, in requital of some 

lessons of my own, that were as old as Paracelsus. Drink it! It may be less soothing than a sinless 

conscience. That I cannot give thee. But it will calm the swell and heaving of thy passion, like oil 

thrown on the waves of a tempestuous sea.” 

He presented the cup to Hester, who received it with a slow, earnest look into his face; not 

precisely a look of fear, yet full of doubt and questioning as to what his purposes might be. She 

looked also at her slumbering child. 

“I have thought of death,” said she—“have wished for it—would even have prayed for it, were 

it fit that such as I should pray for anything. Yet, if death be in this cup, I bid thee think again, 

ere thou beholdest me quaff it. See! it is even now at my lips.” 

“Drink, then,” replied he, still with the same cold composure. “Dost thou know me so little, 

Hester Prynne? Are my purposes wont to be so shallow? Even if I imagine a scheme of 

vengeance, what could I do better for my object than to let thee live—than to give thee medicines 

against all harm and peril of life—so that this burning shame may still blaze upon thy bosom?” 

As he spoke, he laid his long forefinger on the scarlet letter, which forthwith seemed to scorch 

into Hester’s breast, as if it had been red hot. He noticed her involuntary gesture, and smiled. 

“Live, therefore, and bear about thy doom with thee, in the eyes of men and women—in the eyes 

of him whom thou didst call thy husband—in the eyes of yonder child! And, that thou mayest 

live, take off this draught.” 

Without further expostulation or delay, Hester Prynne drained the cup, and, at the motion of 

the man of skill, seated herself on the bed, where the child was sleeping; while he drew the only 

chair which the room afforded, and took his own seat beside her. She could not but tremble at 

these preparations; for she felt that—having now done all that humanity, or principle, or, if so it 

were, a refined cruelty, impelled him to do for the relief of physical suffering—he was next to 

treat with her as the man whom she had most deeply and irreparably injured. 

“Hester,” said he, “I ask not wherefore, nor how thou hast fallen into the pit, or say, rather, 

thou hast ascended to the pedestal of infamy on which I found thee. The reason is not far to seek. 

It was my folly, and thy weakness. I—a man of thought—the book-worm of great libraries—a 

man already in decay, having given my best years to feed the hungry dream of knowledge—what 

had I to do with youth and beauty like thine own? Misshapen from my birth-hour, how could I 

delude myself with the idea that intellectual gifts might veil physical deformity in a young girl’s 

fantasy? Men call me wise. If sages were ever wise in their own behoof, I might have foreseen 

all this. I might have known that, as I came out of the vast and dismal forest, and entered this 



settlement of Christian men, the very first object to meet my eyes would be thyself, Hester 

Prynne, standing up, a statue of ignominy, before the people. Nay, from the moment when we 

came down the old church-steps together, a married pair, I might have beheld the bale-fire of that 

scarlet letter blazing at the end of our path!” 

“Thou knowest,” said Hester—for, depressed as she was, she could not endure this last quiet 

stab at the token of her shame—“thou knowest that I was frank with thee. I felt no love, nor 

feigned any.” 

“True,” replied he. “It was my folly! I have said it. But, up to that epoch of my life, I had lived 

in vain. The world had been so cheerless! My heart was a habitation large enough for many 

guests, but lonely and chill, and without a household fire. I longed to kindle one! It seemed not 

so wild a dream—old as I was, and sombre as I was, and misshapen as I was—that the simple 

bliss, which is scattered far and wide, for all mankind to gather up, might yet be mine. And so, 

Hester, I drew thee into my heart, into its innermost chamber, and sought to warm thee by the 

warmth which thy presence made there!” 

“I have greatly wronged thee,” murmured Hester. 

“We have wronged each other,” answered he. “Mine was the first wrong, when I betrayed thy 

budding youth into a false and unnatural relation with my decay. Therefore, as a man who has 

not thought and philosophised in vain, I seek no vengeance, plot no evil against thee. Between 

thee and me, the scale hangs fairly balanced. But, Hester, the man lives who has wronged us 

both! Who is he?” 

“Ask me not!” replied Hester Prynne, looking firmly into his face. “That thou shalt never 

know!” 

“Never, sayest thou?” rejoined he, with a smile of dark and self-relying intelligence. “Never 

know him! Believe me, Hester, there are few things whether in the outward world, or, to a 

certain depth, in the invisible sphere of thought—few things hidden from the man who devotes 

himself earnestly and unreservedly to the solution of a mystery. Thou mayest cover up thy secret 

from the prying multitude. Thou mayest conceal it, too, from the ministers and magistrates, even 

as thou didst this day, when they sought to wrench the name out of thy heart, and give thee a 

partner on thy pedestal. But, as for me, I come to the inquest with other senses than they possess. 

I shall seek this man, as I have sought truth in books: as I have sought gold in alchemy. There is 

a sympathy that will make me conscious of him. I shall see him tremble. I shall feel myself 

shudder, suddenly and unawares. Sooner or later, he must needs be mine.” 

The eyes of the wrinkled scholar glowed so intensely upon her, that Hester Prynne clasped her 

hand over her heart, dreading lest he should read the secret there at once. 

“Thou wilt not reveal his name? Not the less he is mine,” resumed he, with a look of 

confidence, as if destiny were at one with him. “He bears no letter of infamy wrought into his 

garment, as thou dost, but I shall read it on his heart. Yet fear not for him! Think not that I shall 

interfere with Heaven’s own method of retribution, or, to my own loss, betray him to the gripe of 

human law. Neither do thou imagine that I shall contrive aught against his life; no, nor against 

his fame, if as I judge, he be a man of fair repute. Let him live! Let him hide himself in outward 

honour, if he may! Not the less he shall be mine!” 

“Thy acts are like mercy,” said Hester, bewildered and appalled; “but thy words interpret thee 

as a terror!” 



“One thing, thou that wast my wife, I would enjoin upon thee,” continued the scholar. “Thou 

hast kept the secret of thy paramour. Keep, likewise, mine! There are none in this land that know 

me. Breathe not to any human soul that thou didst ever call me husband! Here, on this wild 

outskirt of the earth, I shall pitch my tent; for, elsewhere a wanderer, and isolated from human 

interests, I find here a woman, a man, a child, amongst whom and myself there exist the closest 

ligaments. No matter whether of love or hate: no matter whether of right or wrong! Thou and 

thine, Hester Prynne, belong to me. My home is where thou art and where he is. But betray me 

not!” 

“Wherefore dost thou desire it?” inquired Hester, shrinking, she hardly knew why, from this 

secret bond. “Why not announce thyself openly, and cast me off at once?” 

“It may be,” he replied, “because I will not encounter the dishonour that besmirches the 

husband of a faithless woman. It may be for other reasons. Enough, it is my purpose to live and 

die unknown. Let, therefore, thy husband be to the world as one already dead, and of whom no 

tidings shall ever come. Recognise me not, by word, by sign, by look! Breathe not the secret, 

above all, to the man thou wottest of. Shouldst thou fail me in this, beware! His fame, his 

position, his life will be in my hands. Beware!” 

“I will keep thy secret, as I have his,” said Hester. 

“Swear it!” rejoined he. 

And she took the oath. 

“And now, Mistress Prynne,” said old Roger Chillingworth, as he was hereafter to be named, 

“I leave thee alone: alone with thy infant and the scarlet letter! How is it, Hester? Doth thy 

sentence bind thee to wear the token in thy sleep? Art thou not afraid of nightmares and hideous 

dreams?” 

“Why dost thou smile so at me?” inquired Hester, troubled at the expression of his eyes. “Art 

thou like the Black Man that haunts the forest round about us? Hast thou enticed me into a bond 

that will prove the ruin of my soul?” 

“Not thy soul,” he answered, with another smile. “No, not thine!” 

  



V. HESTER AT HER NEEDLE 

Hester Prynne’s term of confinement was now at an end. Her prison-door was thrown open, 

and she came forth into the sunshine, which, falling on all alike, seemed, to her sick and morbid 

heart, as if meant for no other purpose than to reveal the scarlet letter on her breast. Perhaps there 

was a more real torture in her first unattended footsteps from the threshold of the prison than 

even in the procession and spectacle that have been described, where she was made the common 

infamy, at which all mankind was summoned to point its finger. Then, she was supported by an 

unnatural tension of the nerves, and by all the combative energy of her character, which enabled 

her to convert the scene into a kind of lurid triumph. It was, moreover, a separate and insulated 

event, to occur but once in her lifetime, and to meet which, therefore, reckless of economy, she 

might call up the vital strength that would have sufficed for many quiet years. The very law that 

condemned her—a giant of stern features but with vigour to support, as well as to annihilate, in 

his iron arm—had held her up through the terrible ordeal of her ignominy. But now, with this 

unattended walk from her prison door, began the daily custom; and she must either sustain and 

carry it forward by the ordinary resources of her nature, or sink beneath it. She could no longer 

borrow from the future to help her through the present grief. Tomorrow would bring its own trial 

with it; so would the next day, and so would the next: each its own trial, and yet the very same 

that was now so unutterably grievous to be borne. The days of the far-off future would toil 

onward, still with the same burden for her to take up, and bear along with her, but never to fling 

down; for the accumulating days and added years would pile up their misery upon the heap of 

shame. Throughout them all, giving up her individuality, she would become the general symbol 

at which the preacher and moralist might point, and in which they might vivify and embody their 

images of woman’s frailty and sinful passion. Thus the young and pure would be taught to look 

at her, with the scarlet letter flaming on her breast—at her, the child of honourable parents—at 

her, the mother of a babe that would hereafter be a woman—at her, who had once been 

innocent—as the figure, the body, the reality of sin. And over her grave, the infamy that she must 

carry thither would be her only monument. 

It may seem marvellous that, with the world before her—kept by no restrictive clause of her 

condemnation within the limits of the Puritan settlement, so remote and so obscure—free to 

return to her birth-place, or to any other European land, and there hide her character and identity 

under a new exterior, as completely as if emerging into another state of being—and having also 

the passes of the dark, inscrutable forest open to her, where the wildness of her nature might 

assimilate itself with a people whose customs and life were alien from the law that had 

condemned her—it may seem marvellous that this woman should still call that place her home, 

where, and where only, she must needs be the type of shame. But there is a fatality, a feeling so 

irresistible and inevitable that it has the force of doom, which almost invariably compels human 

beings to linger around and haunt, ghost-like, the spot where some great and marked event has 

given the colour to their lifetime; and, still the more irresistibly, the darker the tinge that saddens 

it. Her sin, her ignominy, were the roots which she had struck into the soil. It was as if a new 

birth, with stronger assimilations than the first, had converted the forest-land, still so uncongenial 

to every other pilgrim and wanderer, into Hester Prynne’s wild and dreary, but life-long home. 

All other scenes of earth—even that village of rural England, where happy infancy and stainless 

maidenhood seemed yet to be in her mother’s keeping, like garments put off long ago—were 

foreign to her, in comparison. The chain that bound her here was of iron links, and galling to her 

inmost soul, but could never be broken. 



It might be, too—doubtless it was so, although she hid the secret from herself, and grew pale 

whenever it struggled out of her heart, like a serpent from its hole—it might be that another 

feeling kept her within the scene and pathway that had been so fatal. There dwelt, there trode, the 

feet of one with whom she deemed herself connected in a union that, unrecognised on earth, 

would bring them together before the bar of final judgment, and make that their marriage-altar, 

for a joint futurity of endless retribution. Over and over again, the tempter of souls had thrust this 

idea upon Hester’s contemplation, and laughed at the passionate and desperate joy with which 

she seized, and then strove to cast it from her. She barely looked the idea in the face, and 

hastened to bar it in its dungeon. What she compelled herself to believe—what, finally, she 

reasoned upon as her motive for continuing a resident of New England—was half a truth, and 

half a self-delusion. Here, she said to herself had been the scene of her guilt, and here should be 

the scene of her earthly punishment; and so, perchance, the torture of her daily shame would at 

length purge her soul, and work out another purity than that which she had lost: more saint-like, 

because the result of martyrdom. 

Hester Prynne, therefore, did not flee. On the outskirts of the town, within the verge of the 

peninsula, but not in close vicinity to any other habitation, there was a small thatched cottage. It 

had been built by an earlier settler, and abandoned, because the soil about it was too sterile for 

cultivation, while its comparative remoteness put it out of the sphere of that social activity which 

already marked the habits of the emigrants. It stood on the shore, looking across a basin of the 

sea at the forest-covered hills, towards the west. A clump of scrubby trees, such as alone grew on 

the peninsula, did not so much conceal the cottage from view, as seem to denote that here was 

some object which would fain have been, or at least ought to be, concealed. In this little 

lonesome dwelling, with some slender means that she possessed, and by the licence of the 

magistrates, who still kept an inquisitorial watch over her, Hester established herself, with her 

infant child. A mystic shadow of suspicion immediately attached itself to the spot. Children, too 

young to comprehend wherefore this woman should be shut out from the sphere of human 

charities, would creep nigh enough to behold her plying her needle at the cottage-window, or 

standing in the doorway, or labouring in her little garden, or coming forth along the pathway that 

led townward, and, discerning the scarlet letter on her breast, would scamper off with a strange 

contagious fear. 

Lonely as was Hester’s situation, and without a friend on earth who dared to show himself, 

she, however, incurred no risk of want. She possessed an art that sufficed, even in a land that 

afforded comparatively little scope for its exercise, to supply food for her thriving infant and 

herself. It was the art, then, as now, almost the only one within a woman’s grasp—of needle-

work. She bore on her breast, in the curiously embroidered letter, a specimen of her delicate and 

imaginative skill, of which the dames of a court might gladly have availed themselves, to add the 

richer and more spiritual adornment of human ingenuity to their fabrics of silk and gold. Here, 

indeed, in the sable simplicity that generally characterised the Puritanic modes of dress, there 

might be an infrequent call for the finer productions of her handiwork. Yet the taste of the age, 

demanding whatever was elaborate in compositions of this kind, did not fail to extend its 

influence over our stern progenitors, who had cast behind them so many fashions which it might 

seem harder to dispense with. 

Public ceremonies, such as ordinations, the installation of magistrates, and all that could give 

majesty to the forms in which a new government manifested itself to the people, were, as a 

matter of policy, marked by a stately and well-conducted ceremonial, and a sombre, but yet a 

studied magnificence. Deep ruffs, painfully wrought bands, and gorgeously embroidered gloves, 



were all deemed necessary to the official state of men assuming the reins of power, and were 

readily allowed to individuals dignified by rank or wealth, even while sumptuary laws forbade 

these and similar extravagances to the plebeian order. In the array of funerals, too—whether for 

the apparel of the dead body, or to typify, by manifold emblematic devices of sable cloth and 

snowy lawn, the sorrow of the survivors—there was a frequent and characteristic demand for 

such labour as Hester Prynne could supply. Baby-linen—for babies then wore robes of state—

afforded still another possibility of toil and emolument. 

By degrees, not very slowly, her handiwork became what would now be termed the fashion. 

Whether from commiseration for a woman of so miserable a destiny; or from the morbid 

curiosity that gives a fictitious value even to common or worthless things; or by whatever other 

intangible circumstance was then, as now, sufficient to bestow, on some persons, what others 

might seek in vain; or because Hester really filled a gap which must otherwise have remained 

vacant; it is certain that she had ready and fairly requited employment for as many hours as she 

saw fit to occupy with her needle. Vanity, it may be, chose to mortify itself, by putting on, for 

ceremonials of pomp and state, the garments that had been wrought by her sinful hands. Her 

needle-work was seen on the ruff of the Governor; military men wore it on their scarfs, and the 

minister on his band; it decked the baby’s little cap; it was shut up, to be mildewed and moulder 

away, in the coffins of the dead. But it is not recorded that, in a single instance, her skill was 

called in to embroider the white veil which was to cover the pure blushes of a bride. The 

exception indicated the ever relentless vigour with which society frowned upon her sin. 

Hester sought not to acquire anything beyond a subsistence, of the plainest and most ascetic 

description, for herself, and a simple abundance for her child. Her own dress was of the coarsest 

materials and the most sombre hue, with only that one ornament—the scarlet letter—which it 

was her doom to wear. The child’s attire, on the other hand, was distinguished by a fanciful, or, 

we may rather say, a fantastic ingenuity, which served, indeed, to heighten the airy charm that 

early began to develop itself in the little girl, but which appeared to have also a deeper meaning. 

We may speak further of it hereafter. Except for that small expenditure in the decoration of her 

infant, Hester bestowed all her superfluous means in charity, on wretches less miserable than 

herself, and who not unfrequently insulted the hand that fed them. Much of the time, which she 

might readily have applied to the better efforts of her art, she employed in making coarse 

garments for the poor. It is probable that there was an idea of penance in this mode of 

occupation, and that she offered up a real sacrifice of enjoyment in devoting so many hours to 

such rude handiwork. She had in her nature a rich, voluptuous, Oriental characteristic—a taste 

for the gorgeously beautiful, which, save in the exquisite productions of her needle, found 

nothing else, in all the possibilities of her life, to exercise itself upon. Women derive a pleasure, 

incomprehensible to the other sex, from the delicate toil of the needle. To Hester Prynne it might 

have been a mode of expressing, and therefore soothing, the passion of her life. Like all other 

joys, she rejected it as sin. This morbid meddling of conscience with an immaterial matter 

betokened, it is to be feared, no genuine and steadfast penitence, but something doubtful, 

something that might be deeply wrong beneath. 

In this manner, Hester Prynne came to have a part to perform in the world. With her native 

energy of character and rare capacity, it could not entirely cast her off, although it had set a mark 

upon her, more intolerable to a woman’s heart than that which branded the brow of Cain. In all 

her intercourse with society, however, there was nothing that made her feel as if she belonged to 

it. Every gesture, every word, and even the silence of those with whom she came in contact, 

implied, and often expressed, that she was banished, and as much alone as if she inhabited 



another sphere, or communicated with the common nature by other organs and senses than the 

rest of human kind. She stood apart from mortal interests, yet close beside them, like a ghost that 

revisits the familiar fireside, and can no longer make itself seen or felt; no more smile with the 

household joy, nor mourn with the kindred sorrow; or, should it succeed in manifesting its 

forbidden sympathy, awakening only terror and horrible repugnance. These emotions, in fact, 

and its bitterest scorn besides, seemed to be the sole portion that she retained in the universal 

heart. It was not an age of delicacy; and her position, although she understood it well, and was in 

little danger of forgetting it, was often brought before her vivid self-perception, like a new 

anguish, by the rudest touch upon the tenderest spot. The poor, as we have already said, whom 

she sought out to be the objects of her bounty, often reviled the hand that was stretched forth to 

succour them. Dames of elevated rank, likewise, whose doors she entered in the way of her 

occupation, were accustomed to distil drops of bitterness into her heart; sometimes through that 

alchemy of quiet malice, by which women can concoct a subtle poison from ordinary trifles; and 

sometimes, also, by a coarser expression, that fell upon the sufferer’s defenceless breast like a 

rough blow upon an ulcerated wound. Hester had schooled herself long and well; and she never 

responded to these attacks, save by a flush of crimson that rose irrepressibly over her pale cheek, 

and again subsided into the depths of her bosom. She was patient—a martyr, indeed—but she 

forebore to pray for enemies, lest, in spite of her forgiving aspirations, the words of the blessing 

should stubbornly twist themselves into a curse. 

Continually, and in a thousand other ways, did she feel the innumerable throbs of anguish that 

had been so cunningly contrived for her by the undying, the ever-active sentence of the Puritan 

tribunal. Clergymen paused in the streets, to address words of exhortation, that brought a crowd, 

with its mingled grin and frown, around the poor, sinful woman. If she entered a church, trusting 

to share the Sabbath smile of the Universal Father, it was often her mishap to find herself the text 

of the discourse. She grew to have a dread of children; for they had imbibed from their parents a 

vague idea of something horrible in this dreary woman gliding silently through the town, with 

never any companion but one only child. Therefore, first allowing her to pass, they pursued her 

at a distance with shrill cries, and the utterances of a word that had no distinct purport to their 

own minds, but was none the less terrible to her, as proceeding from lips that babbled it 

unconsciously. It seemed to argue so wide a diffusion of her shame, that all nature knew of it; it 

could have caused her no deeper pang had the leaves of the trees whispered the dark story among 

themselves—had the summer breeze murmured about it—had the wintry blast shrieked it aloud! 

Another peculiar torture was felt in the gaze of a new eye. When strangers looked curiously at 

the scarlet letter—and none ever failed to do so—they branded it afresh in Hester’s soul; so that, 

oftentimes, she could scarcely refrain, yet always did refrain, from covering the symbol with her 

hand. But then, again, an accustomed eye had likewise its own anguish to inflict. Its cool stare of 

familiarity was intolerable. From first to last, in short, Hester Prynne had always this dreadful 

agony in feeling a human eye upon the token; the spot never grew callous; it seemed, on the 

contrary, to grow more sensitive with daily torture. 

But sometimes, once in many days, or perchance in many months, she felt an eye—a human 

eye—upon the ignominious brand, that seemed to give a momentary relief, as if half of her 

agony were shared. The next instant, back it all rushed again, with still a deeper throb of pain; 

for, in that brief interval, she had sinned anew. (Had Hester sinned alone?) 

Her imagination was somewhat affected, and, had she been of a softer moral and intellectual 

fibre would have been still more so, by the strange and solitary anguish of her life. Walking to 

and fro, with those lonely footsteps, in the little world with which she was outwardly connected, 



it now and then appeared to Hester—if altogether fancy, it was nevertheless too potent to be 

resisted—she felt or fancied, then, that the scarlet letter had endowed her with a new sense. She 

shuddered to believe, yet could not help believing, that it gave her a sympathetic knowledge of 

the hidden sin in other hearts. She was terror-stricken by the revelations that were thus made. 

What were they? Could they be other than the insidious whispers of the bad angel, who would 

fain have persuaded the struggling woman, as yet only half his victim, that the outward guise of 

purity was but a lie, and that, if truth were everywhere to be shown, a scarlet letter would blaze 

forth on many a bosom besides Hester Prynne’s? Or, must she receive those intimations—so 

obscure, yet so distinct—as truth? In all her miserable experience, there was nothing else so 

awful and so loathsome as this sense. It perplexed, as well as shocked her, by the irreverent 

inopportuneness of the occasions that brought it into vivid action. Sometimes the red infamy 

upon her breast would give a sympathetic throb, as she passed near a venerable minister or 

magistrate, the model of piety and justice, to whom that age of antique reverence looked up, as to 

a mortal man in fellowship with angels. “What evil thing is at hand?” would Hester say to 

herself. Lifting her reluctant eyes, there would be nothing human within the scope of view, save 

the form of this earthly saint! Again a mystic sisterhood would contumaciously assert itself, as 

she met the sanctified frown of some matron, who, according to the rumour of all tongues, had 

kept cold snow within her bosom throughout life. That unsunned snow in the matron’s bosom, 

and the burning shame on Hester Prynne’s—what had the two in common? Or, once more, the 

electric thrill would give her warning—“Behold Hester, here is a companion!” and, looking up, 

she would detect the eyes of a young maiden glancing at the scarlet letter, shyly and aside, and 

quickly averted, with a faint, chill crimson in her cheeks as if her purity were somewhat sullied 

by that momentary glance. O Fiend, whose talisman was that fatal symbol, wouldst thou leave 

nothing, whether in youth or age, for this poor sinner to revere?—such loss of faith is ever one of 

the saddest results of sin. Be it accepted as a proof that all was not corrupt in this poor victim of 

her own frailty, and man’s hard law, that Hester Prynne yet struggled to believe that no fellow-

mortal was guilty like herself. 

The vulgar, who, in those dreary old times, were always contributing a grotesque horror to 

what interested their imaginations, had a story about the scarlet letter which we might readily 

work up into a terrific legend. They averred that the symbol was not mere scarlet cloth, tinged in 

an earthly dye-pot, but was red-hot with infernal fire, and could be seen glowing all alight 

whenever Hester Prynne walked abroad in the night-time. And we must needs say it seared 

Hester’s bosom so deeply, that perhaps there was more truth in the rumour than our modern 

incredulity may be inclined to admit. 

  



VI. PEARL 

We have as yet hardly spoken of the infant; that little creature, whose innocent life had sprung, 

by the inscrutable decree of Providence, a lovely and immortal flower, out of the rank luxuriance 

of a guilty passion. How strange it seemed to the sad woman, as she watched the growth, and the 

beauty that became every day more brilliant, and the intelligence that threw its quivering 

sunshine over the tiny features of this child! Her Pearl—for so had Hester called her; not as a 

name expressive of her aspect, which had nothing of the calm, white, unimpassioned lustre that 

would be indicated by the comparison. But she named the infant “Pearl,” as being of great 

price—purchased with all she had—her mother’s only treasure! How strange, indeed! Man had 

marked this woman’s sin by a scarlet letter, which had such potent and disastrous efficacy that 

no human sympathy could reach her, save it were sinful like herself. God, as a direct 

consequence of the sin which man thus punished, had given her a lovely child, whose place was 

on that same dishonoured bosom, to connect her parent for ever with the race and descent of 

mortals, and to be finally a blessed soul in heaven! Yet these thoughts affected Hester Prynne 

less with hope than apprehension. She knew that her deed had been evil; she could have no faith, 

therefore, that its result would be good. Day after day she looked fearfully into the child’s 

expanding nature, ever dreading to detect some dark and wild peculiarity that should correspond 

with the guiltiness to which she owed her being. 

Certainly there was no physical defect. By its perfect shape, its vigour, and its natural dexterity 

in the use of all its untried limbs, the infant was worthy to have been brought forth in Eden: 

worthy to have been left there to be the plaything of the angels after the world’s first parents 

were driven out. The child had a native grace which does not invariably co-exist with faultless 

beauty; its attire, however simple, always impressed the beholder as if it were the very garb that 

precisely became it best. But little Pearl was not clad in rustic weeds. Her mother, with a morbid 

purpose that may be better understood hereafter, had bought the richest tissues that could be 

procured, and allowed her imaginative faculty its full play in the arrangement and decoration of 

the dresses which the child wore before the public eye. So magnificent was the small figure 

when thus arrayed, and such was the splendour of Pearl’s own proper beauty, shining through the 

gorgeous robes which might have extinguished a paler loveliness, that there was an absolute 

circle of radiance around her on the darksome cottage floor. And yet a russet gown, torn and 

soiled with the child’s rude play, made a picture of her just as perfect. Pearl’s aspect was imbued 

with a spell of infinite variety; in this one child there were many children, comprehending the 

full scope between the wild-flower prettiness of a peasant-baby, and the pomp, in little, of an 

infant princess. Throughout all, however, there was a trait of passion, a certain depth of hue, 

which she never lost; and if in any of her changes, she had grown fainter or paler, she would 

have ceased to be herself—it would have been no longer Pearl! 

This outward mutability indicated, and did not more than fairly express, the various properties 

of her inner life. Her nature appeared to possess depth, too, as well as variety; but—or else 

Hester’s fears deceived her—it lacked reference and adaptation to the world into which she was 

born. The child could not be made amenable to rules. In giving her existence a great law had 

been broken; and the result was a being whose elements were perhaps beautiful and brilliant, but 

all in disorder, or with an order peculiar to themselves, amidst which the point of variety and 

arrangement was difficult or impossible to be discovered. Hester could only account for the 

child’s character—and even then most vaguely and imperfectly—by recalling what she herself 

had been during that momentous period while Pearl was imbibing her soul from the spiritual 



world, and her bodily frame from its material of earth. The mother’s impassioned state had been 

the medium through which were transmitted to the unborn infant the rays of its moral life; and, 

however white and clear originally, they had taken the deep stains of crimson and gold, the fiery 

lustre, the black shadow, and the untempered light of the intervening substance. Above all, the 

warfare of Hester’s spirit at that epoch was perpetuated in Pearl. She could recognize her wild, 

desperate, defiant mood, the flightiness of her temper, and even some of the very cloud-shapes of 

gloom and despondency that had brooded in her heart. They were now illuminated by the 

morning radiance of a young child’s disposition, but, later in the day of earthly existence, might 

be prolific of the storm and whirlwind. 

The discipline of the family in those days was of a far more rigid kind than now. The frown, 

the harsh rebuke, the frequent application of the rod, enjoined by Scriptural authority, were used, 

not merely in the way of punishment for actual offences, but as a wholesome regimen for the 

growth and promotion of all childish virtues. Hester Prynne, nevertheless, the loving mother of 

this one child, ran little risk of erring on the side of undue severity. Mindful, however, of her 

own errors and misfortunes, she early sought to impose a tender but strict control over the infant 

immortality that was committed to her charge. But the task was beyond her skill. After testing 

both smiles and frowns, and proving that neither mode of treatment possessed any calculable 

influence, Hester was ultimately compelled to stand aside and permit the child to be swayed by 

her own impulses. Physical compulsion or restraint was effectual, of course, while it lasted. As to 

any other kind of discipline, whether addressed to her mind or heart, little Pearl might or might 

not be within its reach, in accordance with the caprice that ruled the moment. Her mother, while 

Pearl was yet an infant, grew acquainted with a certain peculiar look, that warned her when it 

would be labour thrown away to insist, persuade or plead. 

It was a look so intelligent, yet inexplicable, perverse, sometimes so malicious, but generally 

accompanied by a wild flow of spirits, that Hester could not help questioning at such moments 

whether Pearl was a human child. She seemed rather an airy sprite, which, after playing its 

fantastic sports for a little while upon the cottage floor, would flit away with a mocking smile. 

Whenever that look appeared in her wild, bright, deeply black eyes, it invested her with a strange 

remoteness and intangibility: it was as if she were hovering in the air, and might vanish, like a 

glimmering light that comes we know not whence and goes we know not whither. Beholding it, 

Hester was constrained to rush towards the child—to pursue the little elf in the flight which she 

invariably began—to snatch her to her bosom with a close pressure and earnest kisses—not so 

much from overflowing love as to assure herself that Pearl was flesh and blood, and not utterly 

delusive. But Pearl’s laugh, when she was caught, though full of merriment and music, made her 

mother more doubtful than before. 

Heart-smitten at this bewildering and baffling spell, that so often came between herself and 

her sole treasure, whom she had bought so dear, and who was all her world, Hester sometimes 

burst into passionate tears. Then, perhaps—for there was no foreseeing how it might affect her—

Pearl would frown, and clench her little fist, and harden her small features into a stern, 

unsympathising look of discontent. Not seldom she would laugh anew, and louder than before, 

like a thing incapable and unintelligent of human sorrow. Or—but this more rarely happened—

she would be convulsed with rage of grief and sob out her love for her mother in broken words, 

and seem intent on proving that she had a heart by breaking it. Yet Hester was hardly safe in 

confiding herself to that gusty tenderness: it passed as suddenly as it came. Brooding over all 

these matters, the mother felt like one who has evoked a spirit, but, by some irregularity in the 

process of conjuration, has failed to win the master-word that should control this new and 



incomprehensible intelligence. Her only real comfort was when the child lay in the placidity of 

sleep. Then she was sure of her, and tasted hours of quiet, sad, delicious happiness; until—

perhaps with that perverse expression glimmering from beneath her opening lids—little Pearl 

awoke! 

How soon—with what strange rapidity, indeed—did Pearl arrive at an age that was capable of 

social intercourse beyond the mother’s ever-ready smile and nonsense-words! And then what a 

happiness would it have been could Hester Prynne have heard her clear, bird-like voice mingling 

with the uproar of other childish voices, and have distinguished and unravelled her own darling’s 

tones, amid all the entangled outcry of a group of sportive children. But this could never be. 

Pearl was a born outcast of the infantile world. An imp of evil, emblem and product of sin, she 

had no right among christened infants. Nothing was more remarkable than the instinct, as it 

seemed, with which the child comprehended her loneliness: the destiny that had drawn an 

inviolable circle round about her: the whole peculiarity, in short, of her position in respect to 

other children. Never since her release from prison had Hester met the public gaze without her. 

In all her walks about the town, Pearl, too, was there: first as the babe in arms, and afterwards as 

the little girl, small companion of her mother, holding a forefinger with her whole grasp, and 

tripping along at the rate of three or four footsteps to one of Hester’s. She saw the children of the 

settlement on the grassy margin of the street, or at the domestic thresholds, disporting themselves 

in such grim fashions as the Puritanic nurture would permit; playing at going to church, 

perchance, or at scourging Quakers; or taking scalps in a sham fight with the Indians, or scaring 

one another with freaks of imitative witchcraft. Pearl saw, and gazed intently, but never sought to 

make acquaintance. If spoken to, she would not speak again. If the children gathered about her, 

as they sometimes did, Pearl would grow positively terrible in her puny wrath, snatching up 

stones to fling at them, with shrill, incoherent exclamations, that made her mother tremble, 

because they had so much the sound of a witch’s anathemas in some unknown tongue. 

The truth was, that the little Puritans, being of the most intolerant brood that ever lived, had 

got a vague idea of something outlandish, unearthly, or at variance with ordinary fashions, in the 

mother and child, and therefore scorned them in their hearts, and not unfrequently reviled them 

with their tongues. Pearl felt the sentiment, and requited it with the bitterest hatred that can be 

supposed to rankle in a childish bosom. These outbreaks of a fierce temper had a kind of value, 

and even comfort for the mother; because there was at least an intelligible earnestness in the 

mood, instead of the fitful caprice that so often thwarted her in the child’s manifestations. It 

appalled her, nevertheless, to discern here, again, a shadowy reflection of the evil that had 

existed in herself. All this enmity and passion had Pearl inherited, by inalienable right, out of 

Hester’s heart. Mother and daughter stood together in the same circle of seclusion from human 

society; and in the nature of the child seemed to be perpetuated those unquiet elements that had 

distracted Hester Prynne before Pearl’s birth, but had since begun to be soothed away by the 

softening influences of maternity. 

At home, within and around her mother’s cottage, Pearl wanted not a wide and various circle 

of acquaintance. The spell of life went forth from her ever-creative spirit, and communicated 

itself to a thousand objects, as a torch kindles a flame wherever it may be applied. The unlikeliest 

materials—a stick, a bunch of rags, a flower—were the puppets of Pearl’s witchcraft, and, 

without undergoing any outward change, became spiritually adapted to whatever drama occupied 

the stage of her inner world. Her one baby-voice served a multitude of imaginary personages, old 

and young, to talk withal. The pine-trees, aged, black, and solemn, and flinging groans and other 

melancholy utterances on the breeze, needed little transformation to figure as Puritan elders; the 



ugliest weeds of the garden were their children, whom Pearl smote down and uprooted most 

unmercifully. It was wonderful, the vast variety of forms into which she threw her intellect, with 

no continuity, indeed, but darting up and dancing, always in a state of preternatural activity—

soon sinking down, as if exhausted by so rapid and feverish a tide of life—and succeeded by 

other shapes of a similar wild energy. It was like nothing so much as the phantasmagoric play of 

the northern lights. In the mere exercise of the fancy, however, and the sportiveness of a growing 

mind, there might be a little more than was observable in other children of bright faculties; 

except as Pearl, in the dearth of human playmates, was thrown more upon the visionary throng 

which she created. The singularity lay in the hostile feelings with which the child regarded all 

these offsprings of her own heart and mind. She never created a friend, but seemed always to be 

sowing broadcast the dragon’s teeth, whence sprung a harvest of armed enemies, against whom 

she rushed to battle. It was inexpressibly sad—then what depth of sorrow to a mother, who felt in 

her own heart the cause—to observe, in one so young, this constant recognition of an adverse 

world, and so fierce a training of the energies that were to make good her cause in the contest 

that must ensue. 

Gazing at Pearl, Hester Prynne often dropped her work upon her knees, and cried out with an 

agony which she would fain have hidden, but which made utterance for itself betwixt speech and 

a groan—“O Father in Heaven—if Thou art still my Father—what is this being which I have 

brought into the world?” And Pearl, overhearing the ejaculation, or aware through some more 

subtile channel, of those throbs of anguish, would turn her vivid and beautiful little face upon her 

mother, smile with sprite-like intelligence, and resume her play. 

One peculiarity of the child’s deportment remains yet to be told. The very first thing which she 

had noticed in her life, was—what?—not the mother’s smile, responding to it, as other babies do, 

by that faint, embryo smile of the little mouth, remembered so doubtfully afterwards, and with 

such fond discussion whether it were indeed a smile. By no means! But that first object of which 

Pearl seemed to become aware was—shall we say it?—the scarlet letter on Hester’s bosom! One 

day, as her mother stooped over the cradle, the infant’s eyes had been caught by the glimmering 

of the gold embroidery about the letter; and putting up her little hand she grasped at it, smiling, 

not doubtfully, but with a decided gleam, that gave her face the look of a much older child. Then, 

gasping for breath, did Hester Prynne clutch the fatal token, instinctively endeavouring to tear it 

away, so infinite was the torture inflicted by the intelligent touch of Pearl’s baby-hand. Again, as 

if her mother’s agonised gesture were meant only to make sport for her, did little Pearl look into 

her eyes, and smile. From that epoch, except when the child was asleep, Hester had never felt a 

moment’s safety: not a moment’s calm enjoyment of her. Weeks, it is true, would sometimes 

elapse, during which Pearl’s gaze might never once be fixed upon the scarlet letter; but then, 

again, it would come at unawares, like the stroke of sudden death, and always with that peculiar 

smile and odd expression of the eyes. 

Once this freakish, elvish cast came into the child’s eyes while Hester was looking at her own 

image in them, as mothers are fond of doing; and suddenly—for women in solitude, and with 

troubled hearts, are pestered with unaccountable delusions—she fancied that she beheld, not her 

own miniature portrait, but another face in the small black mirror of Pearl’s eye. It was a face, 

fiend-like, full of smiling malice, yet bearing the semblance of features that she had known full 

well, though seldom with a smile, and never with malice in them. It was as if an evil spirit 

possessed the child, and had just then peeped forth in mockery. Many a time afterwards had 

Hester been tortured, though less vividly, by the same illusion. 



In the afternoon of a certain summer’s day, after Pearl grew big enough to run about, she 

amused herself with gathering handfuls of wild flowers, and flinging them, one by one, at her 

mother’s bosom; dancing up and down like a little elf whenever she hit the scarlet letter. Hester’s 

first motion had been to cover her bosom with her clasped hands. But whether from pride or 

resignation, or a feeling that her penance might best be wrought out by this unutterable pain, she 

resisted the impulse, and sat erect, pale as death, looking sadly into little Pearl’s wild eyes. Still 

came the battery of flowers, almost invariably hitting the mark, and covering the mother’s breast 

with hurts for which she could find no balm in this world, nor knew how to seek it in another. At 

last, her shot being all expended, the child stood still and gazed at Hester, with that little laughing 

image of a fiend peeping out—or, whether it peeped or no, her mother so imagined it—from the 

unsearchable abyss of her black eyes. 

“Child, what art thou?” cried the mother. 

“Oh, I am your little Pearl!” answered the child. 

But while she said it, Pearl laughed, and began to dance up and down with the humoursome 

gesticulation of a little imp, whose next freak might be to fly up the chimney. 

“Art thou my child, in very truth?” asked Hester. 

Nor did she put the question altogether idly, but, for the moment, with a portion of genuine 

earnestness; for, such was Pearl’s wonderful intelligence, that her mother half doubted whether 

she were not acquainted with the secret spell of her existence, and might not now reveal herself. 

“Yes; I am little Pearl!” repeated the child, continuing her antics. 

“Thou art not my child! Thou art no Pearl of mine!” said the mother half playfully; for it was 

often the case that a sportive impulse came over her in the midst of her deepest suffering. “Tell 

me, then, what thou art, and who sent thee hither?” 

“Tell me, mother!” said the child, seriously, coming up to Hester, and pressing herself close to 

her knees. “Do thou tell me!” 

“Thy Heavenly Father sent thee!” answered Hester Prynne. 

But she said it with a hesitation that did not escape the acuteness of the child. Whether moved 

only by her ordinary freakishness, or because an evil spirit prompted her, she put up her small 

forefinger and touched the scarlet letter. 

“He did not send me!” cried she, positively. “I have no Heavenly Father!” 

“Hush, Pearl, hush! Thou must not talk so!” answered the mother, suppressing a groan. “He 

sent us all into the world. He sent even me, thy mother. Then, much more thee! Or, if not, thou 

strange and elfish child, whence didst thou come?” 

“Tell me! Tell me!” repeated Pearl, no longer seriously, but laughing and capering about the 

floor. “It is thou that must tell me!” 

But Hester could not resolve the query, being herself in a dismal labyrinth of doubt. She 

remembered—betwixt a smile and a shudder—the talk of the neighbouring townspeople, who, 

seeking vainly elsewhere for the child’s paternity, and observing some of her odd attributes, had 

given out that poor little Pearl was a demon offspring: such as, ever since old Catholic times, had 

occasionally been seen on earth, through the agency of their mother’s sin, and to promote some 

foul and wicked purpose. Luther, according to the scandal of his monkish enemies, was a brat of 

that hellish breed; nor was Pearl the only child to whom this inauspicious origin was assigned 

among the New England Puritans. 



  



VII. THE GOVERNOR’S HALL 

Hester Prynne went one day to the mansion of Governor Bellingham, with a pair of gloves 

which she had fringed and embroidered to his order, and which were to be worn on some great 

occasion of state; for, though the chances of a popular election had caused this former ruler to 

descend a step or two from the highest rank, he still held an honourable and influential place 

among the colonial magistracy. 

Another and far more important reason than the delivery of a pair of embroidered gloves, 

impelled Hester, at this time, to seek an interview with a personage of so much power and 

activity in the affairs of the settlement. It had reached her ears that there was a design on the part 

of some of the leading inhabitants, cherishing the more rigid order of principles in religion and 

government, to deprive her of her child. On the supposition that Pearl, as already hinted, was of 

demon origin, these good people not unreasonably argued that a Christian interest in the 

mother’s soul required them to remove such a stumbling-block from her path. If the child, on the 

other hand, were really capable of moral and religious growth, and possessed the elements of 

ultimate salvation, then, surely, it would enjoy all the fairer prospect of these advantages by 

being transferred to wiser and better guardianship than Hester Prynne’s. Among those who 

promoted the design, Governor Bellingham was said to be one of the most busy. It may appear 

singular, and, indeed, not a little ludicrous, that an affair of this kind, which in later days would 

have been referred to no higher jurisdiction than that of the select men of the town, should then 

have been a question publicly discussed, and on which statesmen of eminence took sides. At that 

epoch of pristine simplicity, however, matters of even slighter public interest, and of far less 

intrinsic weight than the welfare of Hester and her child, were strangely mixed up with the 

deliberations of legislators and acts of state. The period was hardly, if at all, earlier than that of 

our story, when a dispute concerning the right of property in a pig not only caused a fierce and 

bitter contest in the legislative body of the colony, but resulted in an important modification of 

the framework itself of the legislature. 

Full of concern, therefore—but so conscious of her own right that it seemed scarcely an 

unequal match between the public on the one side, and a lonely woman, backed by the 

sympathies of nature, on the other—Hester Prynne set forth from her solitary cottage. Little 

Pearl, of course, was her companion. She was now of an age to run lightly along by her mother’s 

side, and, constantly in motion from morn till sunset, could have accomplished a much longer 

journey than that before her. Often, nevertheless, more from caprice than necessity, she 

demanded to be taken up in arms; but was soon as imperious to be let down again, and frisked 

onward before Hester on the grassy pathway, with many a harmless trip and tumble. We have 

spoken of Pearl’s rich and luxuriant beauty—a beauty that shone with deep and vivid tints, a 

bright complexion, eyes possessing intensity both of depth and glow, and hair already of a deep, 

glossy brown, and which, in after years, would be nearly akin to black. There was fire in her and 

throughout her: she seemed the unpremeditated offshoot of a passionate moment. Her mother, in 

contriving the child’s garb, had allowed the gorgeous tendencies of her imagination their full 

play, arraying her in a crimson velvet tunic of a peculiar cut, abundantly embroidered in fantasies 

and flourishes of gold thread. So much strength of colouring, which must have given a wan and 

pallid aspect to cheeks of a fainter bloom, was admirably adapted to Pearl’s beauty, and made 

her the very brightest little jet of flame that ever danced upon the earth. 

But it was a remarkable attribute of this garb, and indeed, of the child’s whole appearance, that 

it irresistibly and inevitably reminded the beholder of the token which Hester Prynne was 



doomed to wear upon her bosom. It was the scarlet letter in another form: the scarlet letter 

endowed with life! The mother herself—as if the red ignominy were so deeply scorched into her 

brain that all her conceptions assumed its form—had carefully wrought out the similitude, 

lavishing many hours of morbid ingenuity to create an analogy between the object of her 

affection and the emblem of her guilt and torture. But, in truth, Pearl was the one as well as the 

other; and only in consequence of that identity had Hester contrived so perfectly to represent the 

scarlet letter in her appearance. 

As the two wayfarers came within the precincts of the town, the children of the Puritans 

looked up from their play,—or what passed for play with those sombre little urchins—and spoke 

gravely one to another. 

“Behold, verily, there is the woman of the scarlet letter: and of a truth, moreover, there is the 

likeness of the scarlet letter running along by her side! Come, therefore, and let us fling mud at 

them!” 

But Pearl, who was a dauntless child, after frowning, stamping her foot, and shaking her little 

hand with a variety of threatening gestures, suddenly made a rush at the knot of her enemies, and 

put them all to flight. She resembled, in her fierce pursuit of them, an infant pestilence—the 

scarlet fever, or some such half-fledged angel of judgment—whose mission was to punish the 

sins of the rising generation. She screamed and shouted, too, with a terrific volume of sound, 

which, doubtless, caused the hearts of the fugitives to quake within them. The victory 

accomplished, Pearl returned quietly to her mother, and looked up, smiling, into her face. 

Without further adventure, they reached the dwelling of Governor Bellingham. This was a 

large wooden house, built in a fashion of which there are specimens still extant in the streets of 

our older towns now moss-grown, crumbling to decay, and melancholy at heart with the many 

sorrowful or joyful occurrences, remembered or forgotten, that have happened and passed away 

within their dusky chambers. Then, however, there was the freshness of the passing year on its 

exterior, and the cheerfulness, gleaming forth from the sunny windows, of a human habitation, 

into which death had never entered. It had, indeed, a very cheery aspect, the walls being 

overspread with a kind of stucco, in which fragments of broken glass were plentifully 

intermixed; so that, when the sunshine fell aslant-wise over the front of the edifice, it glittered 

and sparkled as if diamonds had been flung against it by the double handful. The brilliancy might 

have befitted Aladdin’s palace rather than the mansion of a grave old Puritan ruler. It was further 

decorated with strange and seemingly cabalistic figures and diagrams, suitable to the quaint taste 

of the age which had been drawn in the stucco, when newly laid on, and had now grown hard 

and durable, for the admiration of after times. 

Pearl, looking at this bright wonder of a house began to caper and dance, and imperatively 

required that the whole breadth of sunshine should be stripped off its front, and given her to play 

with. 

“No, my little Pearl!” said her mother; “thou must gather thine own sunshine. I have none to 

give thee!” 

They approached the door, which was of an arched form, and flanked on each side by a 

narrow tower or projection of the edifice, in both of which were lattice-windows, the wooden 

shutters to close over them at need. Lifting the iron hammer that hung at the portal, Hester 

Prynne gave a summons, which was answered by one of the Governor’s bond-servants—a free-

born Englishman, but now a seven years’ slave. During that term he was to be the property of his 

master, and as much a commodity of bargain and sale as an ox, or a joint-stool. The serf wore the 



customary garb of serving-men at that period, and long before, in the old hereditary halls of 

England. 

“Is the worshipful Governor Bellingham within?” inquired Hester. 

“Yea, forsooth,” replied the bond-servant, staring with wide-open eyes at the scarlet letter, 

which, being a new-comer in the country, he had never before seen. “Yea, his honourable 

worship is within. But he hath a godly minister or two with him, and likewise a leech. Ye may 

not see his worship now.” 

“Nevertheless, I will enter,” answered Hester Prynne; and the bond-servant, perhaps judging 

from the decision of her air, and the glittering symbol in her bosom, that she was a great lady in 

the land, offered no opposition. 

So the mother and little Pearl were admitted into the hall of entrance. With many variations, 

suggested by the nature of his building materials, diversity of climate, and a different mode of 

social life, Governor Bellingham had planned his new habitation after the residences of 

gentlemen of fair estate in his native land. Here, then, was a wide and reasonably lofty hall, 

extending through the whole depth of the house, and forming a medium of general 

communication, more or less directly, with all the other apartments. At one extremity, this 

spacious room was lighted by the windows of the two towers, which formed a small recess on 

either side of the portal. At the other end, though partly muffled by a curtain, it was more 

powerfully illuminated by one of those embowed hall windows which we read of in old books, 

and which was provided with a deep and cushioned seat. Here, on the cushion, lay a folio tome, 

probably of the Chronicles of England, or other such substantial literature; even as, in our own 

days, we scatter gilded volumes on the centre table, to be turned over by the casual guest. The 

furniture of the hall consisted of some ponderous chairs, the backs of which were elaborately 

carved with wreaths of oaken flowers; and likewise a table in the same taste, the whole being of 

the Elizabethan age, or perhaps earlier, and heirlooms, transferred hither from the Governor’s 

paternal home. On the table—in token that the sentiment of old English hospitality had not been 

left behind—stood a large pewter tankard, at the bottom of which, had Hester or Pearl peeped 

into it, they might have seen the frothy remnant of a recent draught of ale. 

On the wall hung a row of portraits, representing the forefathers of the Bellingham lineage, 

some with armour on their breasts, and others with stately ruffs and robes of peace. All were 

characterised by the sternness and severity which old portraits so invariably put on, as if they 

were the ghosts, rather than the pictures, of departed worthies, and were gazing with harsh and 

intolerant criticism at the pursuits and enjoyments of living men. 

At about the centre of the oaken panels that lined the hall was suspended a suit of mail, not, 

like the pictures, an ancestral relic, but of the most modern date; for it had been manufactured by 

a skilful armourer in London, the same year in which Governor Bellingham came over to New 

England. There was a steel head-piece, a cuirass, a gorget and greaves, with a pair of gauntlets 

and a sword hanging beneath; all, and especially the helmet and breastplate, so highly burnished 

as to glow with white radiance, and scatter an illumination everywhere about upon the floor. This 

bright panoply was not meant for mere idle show, but had been worn by the Governor on many a 

solemn muster and training field, and had glittered, moreover, at the head of a regiment in the 

Pequod war. For, though bred a lawyer, and accustomed to speak of Bacon, Coke, Noye, and 

Finch, as his professional associates, the exigencies of this new country had transformed 

Governor Bellingham into a soldier, as well as a statesman and ruler. 



Little Pearl, who was as greatly pleased with the gleaming armour as she had been with the 

glittering frontispiece of the house, spent some time looking into the polished mirror of the 

breastplate. 

“Mother,” cried she, “I see you here. Look! Look!” 

Hester looked by way of humouring the child; and she saw that, owing to the peculiar effect of 

this convex mirror, the scarlet letter was represented in exaggerated and gigantic proportions, so 

as to be greatly the most prominent feature of her appearance. In truth, she seemed absolutely 

hidden behind it. Pearl pointed upwards also, at a similar picture in the head-piece; smiling at her 

mother, with the elfish intelligence that was so familiar an expression on her small physiognomy. 

That look of naughty merriment was likewise reflected in the mirror, with so much breadth and 

intensity of effect, that it made Hester Prynne feel as if it could not be the image of her own 

child, but of an imp who was seeking to mould itself into Pearl’s shape. 

“Come along, Pearl,” said she, drawing her away, “Come and look into this fair garden. It may 

be we shall see flowers there; more beautiful ones than we find in the woods.” 

Pearl accordingly ran to the bow-window, at the further end of the hall, and looked along the 

vista of a garden walk, carpeted with closely-shaven grass, and bordered with some rude and 

immature attempt at shrubbery. But the proprietor appeared already to have relinquished as 

hopeless, the effort to perpetuate on this side of the Atlantic, in a hard soil, and amid the close 

struggle for subsistence, the native English taste for ornamental gardening. Cabbages grew in 

plain sight; and a pumpkin-vine, rooted at some distance, had run across the intervening space, 

and deposited one of its gigantic products directly beneath the hall window, as if to warn the 

Governor that this great lump of vegetable gold was as rich an ornament as New England earth 

would offer him. There were a few rose-bushes, however, and a number of apple-trees, probably 

the descendants of those planted by the Reverend Mr. Blackstone, the first settler of the 

peninsula; that half mythological personage who rides through our early annals, seated on the 

back of a bull. 

Pearl, seeing the rose-bushes, began to cry for a red rose, and would not be pacified. 

“Hush, child—hush!” said her mother, earnestly. “Do not cry, dear little Pearl! I hear voices in 

the garden. The Governor is coming, and gentlemen along with him.” 

In fact, adown the vista of the garden avenue, a number of persons were seen approaching 

towards the house. Pearl, in utter scorn of her mother’s attempt to quiet her, gave an eldritch 

scream, and then became silent, not from any notion of obedience, but because the quick and 

mobile curiosity of her disposition was excited by the appearance of those new personages. 

  



VIII. THE ELF-CHILD AND THE MINISTER 

Governor Bellingham, in a loose gown and easy cap—such as elderly gentlemen loved to 

endue themselves with, in their domestic privacy—walked foremost, and appeared to be showing 

off his estate, and expatiating on his projected improvements. The wide circumference of an 

elaborate ruff, beneath his grey beard, in the antiquated fashion of King James’s reign, caused his 

head to look not a little like that of John the Baptist in a charger. The impression made by his 

aspect, so rigid and severe, and frost-bitten with more than autumnal age, was hardly in keeping 

with the appliances of worldly enjoyment wherewith he had evidently done his utmost to 

surround himself. But it is an error to suppose that our great forefathers—though accustomed to 

speak and think of human existence as a state merely of trial and warfare, and though 

unfeignedly prepared to sacrifice goods and life at the behest of duty—made it a matter of 

conscience to reject such means of comfort, or even luxury, as lay fairly within their grasp. This 

creed was never taught, for instance, by the venerable pastor, John Wilson, whose beard, white 

as a snow-drift, was seen over Governor Bellingham’s shoulders, while its wearer suggested that 

pears and peaches might yet be naturalised in the New England climate, and that purple grapes 

might possibly be compelled to flourish against the sunny garden-wall. The old clergyman, 

nurtured at the rich bosom of the English Church, had a long established and legitimate taste for 

all good and comfortable things, and however stern he might show himself in the pulpit, or in his 

public reproof of such transgressions as that of Hester Prynne, still, the genial benevolence of his 

private life had won him warmer affection than was accorded to any of his professional 

contemporaries. 

Behind the Governor and Mr. Wilson came two other guests—one, the Reverend Arthur 

Dimmesdale, whom the reader may remember as having taken a brief and reluctant part in the 

scene of Hester Prynne’s disgrace; and, in close companionship with him, old Roger 

Chillingworth, a person of great skill in physic, who for two or three years past had been settled 

in the town. It was understood that this learned man was the physician as well as friend of the 

young minister, whose health had severely suffered of late by his too unreserved self-sacrifice to 

the labours and duties of the pastoral relation. 

The Governor, in advance of his visitors, ascended one or two steps, and, throwing open the 

leaves of the great hall window, found himself close to little Pearl. The shadow of the curtain fell 

on Hester Prynne, and partially concealed her. 

“What have we here?” said Governor Bellingham, looking with surprise at the scarlet little 

figure before him. “I profess, I have never seen the like since my days of vanity, in old King 

James’s time, when I was wont to esteem it a high favour to be admitted to a court mask! There 

used to be a swarm of these small apparitions in holiday time, and we called them children of the 

Lord of Misrule. But how gat such a guest into my hall?” 

“Ay, indeed!” cried good old Mr. Wilson. “What little bird of scarlet plumage may this be? 

Methinks I have seen just such figures when the sun has been shining through a richly painted 

window, and tracing out the golden and crimson images across the floor. But that was in the old 

land. Prithee, young one, who art thou, and what has ailed thy mother to bedizen thee in this 

strange fashion? Art thou a Christian child—ha? Dost know thy catechism? Or art thou one of 

those naughty elfs or fairies whom we thought to have left behind us, with other relics of 

Papistry, in merry old England?” 

“I am mother’s child,” answered the scarlet vision, “and my name is Pearl!” 



“Pearl?—Ruby, rather—or Coral!—or Red Rose, at the very least, judging from thy hue!” 

responded the old minister, putting forth his hand in a vain attempt to pat little Pearl on the 

cheek. “But where is this mother of thine? Ah! I see,” he added; and, turning to Governor 

Bellingham, whispered, “This is the selfsame child of whom we have held speech together; and 

behold here the unhappy woman, Hester Prynne, her mother!” 

“Sayest thou so?” cried the Governor. “Nay, we might have judged that such a child’s mother 

must needs be a scarlet woman, and a worthy type of her of Babylon! But she comes at a good 

time, and we will look into this matter forthwith.” 

Governor Bellingham stepped through the window into the hall, followed by his three guests. 

“Hester Prynne,” said he, fixing his naturally stern regard on the wearer of the scarlet letter, 

“there hath been much question concerning thee of late. The point hath been weightily discussed, 

whether we, that are of authority and influence, do well discharge our consciences by trusting an 

immortal soul, such as there is in yonder child, to the guidance of one who hath stumbled and 

fallen amid the pitfalls of this world. Speak thou, the child’s own mother! Were it not, thinkest 

thou, for thy little one’s temporal and eternal welfare that she be taken out of thy charge, and 

clad soberly, and disciplined strictly, and instructed in the truths of heaven and earth? What canst 

thou do for the child in this kind?” 

“I can teach my little Pearl what I have learned from this!” answered Hester Prynne, laying her 

finger on the red token. 

“Woman, it is thy badge of shame!” replied the stern magistrate. “It is because of the stain 

which that letter indicates that we would transfer thy child to other hands.” 

“Nevertheless,” said the mother, calmly, though growing more pale, “this badge hath taught 

me—it daily teaches me—it is teaching me at this moment—lessons whereof my child may be 

the wiser and better, albeit they can profit nothing to myself.” 

“We will judge warily,” said Bellingham, “and look well what we are about to do. Good 

Master Wilson, I pray you, examine this Pearl—since that is her name—and see whether she 

hath had such Christian nurture as befits a child of her age.” 

The old minister seated himself in an arm-chair and made an effort to draw Pearl betwixt his 

knees. But the child, unaccustomed to the touch or familiarity of any but her mother, escaped 

through the open window, and stood on the upper step, looking like a wild tropical bird of rich 

plumage, ready to take flight into the upper air. Mr. Wilson, not a little astonished at this 

outbreak—for he was a grandfatherly sort of personage, and usually a vast favourite with 

children—essayed, however, to proceed with the examination. 

“Pearl,” said he, with great solemnity, “thou must take heed to instruction, that so, in due 

season, thou mayest wear in thy bosom the pearl of great price. Canst thou tell me, my child, 

who made thee?” 

Now Pearl knew well enough who made her, for Hester Prynne, the daughter of a pious home, 

very soon after her talk with the child about her Heavenly Father, had begun to inform her of 

those truths which the human spirit, at whatever stage of immaturity, imbibes with such eager 

interest. Pearl, therefore—so large were the attainments of her three years’ lifetime—could have 

borne a fair examination in the New England Primer, or the first column of the Westminster 

Catechisms, although unacquainted with the outward form of either of those celebrated works. 

But that perversity, which all children have more or less of, and of which little Pearl had a 

tenfold portion, now, at the most inopportune moment, took thorough possession of her, and 



closed her lips, or impelled her to speak words amiss. After putting her finger in her mouth, with 

many ungracious refusals to answer good Mr. Wilson’s question, the child finally announced that 

she had not been made at all, but had been plucked by her mother off the bush of wild roses that 

grew by the prison-door. 

This phantasy was probably suggested by the near proximity of the Governor’s red roses, as 

Pearl stood outside of the window, together with her recollection of the prison rose-bush, which 

she had passed in coming hither. 

Old Roger Chillingworth, with a smile on his face, whispered something in the young 

clergyman’s ear. Hester Prynne looked at the man of skill, and even then, with her fate hanging 

in the balance, was startled to perceive what a change had come over his features—how much 

uglier they were, how his dark complexion seemed to have grown duskier, and his figure more 

misshapen—since the days when she had familiarly known him. She met his eyes for an instant, 

but was immediately constrained to give all her attention to the scene now going forward. 

“This is awful!” cried the Governor, slowly recovering from the astonishment into which 

Pearl’s response had thrown him. “Here is a child of three years old, and she cannot tell who 

made her! Without question, she is equally in the dark as to her soul, its present depravity, and 

future destiny! Methinks, gentlemen, we need inquire no further.” 

Hester caught hold of Pearl, and drew her forcibly into her arms, confronting the old Puritan 

magistrate with almost a fierce expression. Alone in the world, cast off by it, and with this sole 

treasure to keep her heart alive, she felt that she possessed indefeasible rights against the world, 

and was ready to defend them to the death. 

“God gave me the child!” cried she. “He gave her in requital of all things else which ye had 

taken from me. She is my happiness—she is my torture, none the less! Pearl keeps me here in 

life! Pearl punishes me, too! See ye not, she is the scarlet letter, only capable of being loved, and 

so endowed with a millionfold the power of retribution for my sin? Ye shall not take her! I will 

die first!” 

“My poor woman,” said the not unkind old minister, “the child shall be well cared for—far 

better than thou canst do for it.” 

“God gave her into my keeping!” repeated Hester Prynne, raising her voice almost to a shriek. 

“I will not give her up!” And here by a sudden impulse, she turned to the young clergyman, Mr. 

Dimmesdale, at whom, up to this moment, she had seemed hardly so much as once to direct her 

eyes. “Speak thou for me!” cried she. “Thou wast my pastor, and hadst charge of my soul, and 

knowest me better than these men can. I will not lose the child! Speak for me! Thou knowest—

for thou hast sympathies which these men lack—thou knowest what is in my heart, and what are 

a mother’s rights, and how much the stronger they are when that mother has but her child and the 

scarlet letter! Look thou to it! I will not lose the child! Look to it!” 

At this wild and singular appeal, which indicated that Hester Prynne’s situation had provoked 

her to little less than madness, the young minister at once came forward, pale, and holding his 

hand over his heart, as was his custom whenever his peculiarly nervous temperament was thrown 

into agitation. He looked now more careworn and emaciated than as we described him at the 

scene of Hester’s public ignominy; and whether it were his failing health, or whatever the cause 

might be, his large dark eyes had a world of pain in their troubled and melancholy depth. 

“There is truth in what she says,” began the minister, with a voice sweet, tremulous, but 

powerful, insomuch that the hall re-echoed and the hollow armour rang with it—“truth in what 

Hester says, and in the feeling which inspires her! God gave her the child, and gave her, too, an 



instinctive knowledge of its nature and requirements—both seemingly so peculiar—which no 

other mortal being can possess. And, moreover, is there not a quality of awful sacredness in the 

relation between this mother and this child?” 

“Ay—how is that, good Master Dimmesdale?” interrupted the Governor. “Make that plain, I 

pray you!” 

“It must be even so,” resumed the minister. “For, if we deem it otherwise, do we not thereby 

say that the Heavenly Father, the creator of all flesh, hath lightly recognised a deed of sin, and 

made of no account the distinction between unhallowed lust and holy love? This child of its 

father’s guilt and its mother’s shame has come from the hand of God, to work in many ways 

upon her heart, who pleads so earnestly and with such bitterness of spirit the right to keep her. It 

was meant for a blessing—for the one blessing of her life! It was meant, doubtless, the mother 

herself hath told us, for a retribution, too; a torture to be felt at many an unthought-of moment; a 

pang, a sting, an ever-recurring agony, in the midst of a troubled joy! Hath she not expressed this 

thought in the garb of the poor child, so forcibly reminding us of that red symbol which sears her 

bosom?” 

“Well said again!” cried good Mr. Wilson. “I feared the woman had no better thought than to 

make a mountebank of her child!” 

“Oh, not so!—not so!” continued Mr. Dimmesdale. “She recognises, believe me, the solemn 

miracle which God hath wrought in the existence of that child. And may she feel, too—what, 

methinks, is the very truth—that this boon was meant, above all things else, to keep the mother’s 

soul alive, and to preserve her from blacker depths of sin into which Satan might else have 

sought to plunge her! Therefore it is good for this poor, sinful woman, that she hath an infant 

immortality, a being capable of eternal joy or sorrow, confided to her care—to be trained up by 

her to righteousness, to remind her, at every moment, of her fall, but yet to teach her, as if it were 

by the Creator’s sacred pledge, that, if she bring the child to heaven, the child also will bring its 

parents thither! Herein is the sinful mother happier than the sinful father. For Hester Prynne’s 

sake, then, and no less for the poor child’s sake, let us leave them as Providence hath seen fit to 

place them!” 

“You speak, my friend, with a strange earnestness,” said old Roger Chillingworth, smiling at 

him. 

“And there is a weighty import in what my young brother hath spoken,” added the Rev. Mr. 

Wilson. 

“What say you, worshipful Master Bellingham? Hath he not pleaded well for the poor 

woman?” 

“Indeed hath he,” answered the magistrate; “and hath adduced such arguments, that we will 

even leave the matter as it now stands; so long, at least, as there shall be no further scandal in the 

woman. Care must be had nevertheless, to put the child to due and stated examination in the 

catechism, at thy hands or Master Dimmesdale’s. Moreover, at a proper season, the tithing-men 

must take heed that she go both to school and to meeting.” 

The young minister, on ceasing to speak had withdrawn a few steps from the group, and stood 

with his face partially concealed in the heavy folds of the window-curtain; while the shadow of 

his figure, which the sunlight cast upon the floor, was tremulous with the vehemence of his 

appeal. Pearl, that wild and flighty little elf stole softly towards him, and taking his hand in the 

grasp of both her own, laid her cheek against it; a caress so tender, and withal so unobtrusive, 

that her mother, who was looking on, asked herself—“Is that my Pearl?” Yet she knew that there 



was love in the child’s heart, although it mostly revealed itself in passion, and hardly twice in her 

lifetime had been softened by such gentleness as now. The minister—for, save the long-sought 

regards of woman, nothing is sweeter than these marks of childish preference, accorded 

spontaneously by a spiritual instinct, and therefore seeming to imply in us something truly 

worthy to be loved—the minister looked round, laid his hand on the child’s head, hesitated an 

instant, and then kissed her brow. Little Pearl’s unwonted mood of sentiment lasted no longer; 

she laughed, and went capering down the hall so airily, that old Mr. Wilson raised a question 

whether even her tiptoes touched the floor. 

“The little baggage hath witchcraft in her, I profess,” said he to Mr. Dimmesdale. “She needs 

no old woman’s broomstick to fly withal!” 

“A strange child!” remarked old Roger Chillingworth. “It is easy to see the mother’s part in 

her. Would it be beyond a philosopher’s research, think ye, gentlemen, to analyse that child’s 

nature, and, from it make a mould, to give a shrewd guess at the father?” 

“Nay; it would be sinful, in such a question, to follow the clue of profane philosophy,” said 

Mr. Wilson. “Better to fast and pray upon it; and still better, it may be, to leave the mystery as 

we find it, unless Providence reveal it of its own accord. Thereby, every good Christian man hath 

a title to show a father’s kindness towards the poor, deserted babe.” 

The affair being so satisfactorily concluded, Hester Prynne, with Pearl, departed from the 

house. As they descended the steps, it is averred that the lattice of a chamber-window was 

thrown open, and forth into the sunny day was thrust the face of Mistress Hibbins, Governor 

Bellingham’s bitter-tempered sister, and the same who, a few years later, was executed as a 

witch. 

“Hist, hist!” said she, while her ill-omened physiognomy seemed to cast a shadow over the 

cheerful newness of the house. “Wilt thou go with us tonight? There will be a merry company in 

the forest; and I well-nigh promised the Black Man that comely Hester Prynne should make 

one.” 

“Make my excuse to him, so please you!” answered Hester, with a triumphant smile. “I must 

tarry at home, and keep watch over my little Pearl. Had they taken her from me, I would 

willingly have gone with thee into the forest, and signed my name in the Black Man’s book too, 

and that with mine own blood!” 

“We shall have thee there anon!” said the witch-lady, frowning, as she drew back her head. 

But here—if we suppose this interview betwixt Mistress Hibbins and Hester Prynne to be 

authentic, and not a parable—was already an illustration of the young minister’s argument 

against sundering the relation of a fallen mother to the offspring of her frailty. Even thus early 

had the child saved her from Satan’s snare. 

  



IX. THE LEECH 

Under the appellation of Roger Chillingworth, the reader will remember, was hidden another 

name, which its former wearer had resolved should never more be spoken. It has been related, 

how, in the crowd that witnessed Hester Prynne’s ignominious exposure, stood a man, elderly, 

travel-worn, who, just emerging from the perilous wilderness, beheld the woman, in whom he 

hoped to find embodied the warmth and cheerfulness of home, set up as a type of sin before the 

people. Her matronly fame was trodden under all men’s feet. Infamy was babbling around her in 

the public market-place. For her kindred, should the tidings ever reach them, and for the 

companions of her unspotted life, there remained nothing but the contagion of her dishonour; 

which would not fail to be distributed in strict accordance and proportion with the intimacy and 

sacredness of their previous relationship. Then why—since the choice was with himself—should 

the individual, whose connexion with the fallen woman had been the most intimate and sacred of 

them all, come forward to vindicate his claim to an inheritance so little desirable? He resolved 

not to be pilloried beside her on her pedestal of shame. Unknown to all but Hester Prynne, and 

possessing the lock and key of her silence, he chose to withdraw his name from the roll of 

mankind, and, as regarded his former ties and interest, to vanish out of life as completely as if he 

indeed lay at the bottom of the ocean, whither rumour had long ago consigned him. This purpose 

once effected, new interests would immediately spring up, and likewise a new purpose; dark, it is 

true, if not guilty, but of force enough to engage the full strength of his faculties. 

In pursuance of this resolve, he took up his residence in the Puritan town as Roger 

Chillingworth, without other introduction than the learning and intelligence of which he 

possessed more than a common measure. As his studies, at a previous period of his life, had 

made him extensively acquainted with the medical science of the day, it was as a physician that 

he presented himself and as such was cordially received. Skilful men, of the medical and 

chirurgical profession, were of rare occurrence in the colony. They seldom, it would appear, 

partook of the religious zeal that brought other emigrants across the Atlantic. In their researches 

into the human frame, it may be that the higher and more subtle faculties of such men were 

materialised, and that they lost the spiritual view of existence amid the intricacies of that 

wondrous mechanism, which seemed to involve art enough to comprise all of life within itself. 

At all events, the health of the good town of Boston, so far as medicine had aught to do with it, 

had hitherto lain in the guardianship of an aged deacon and apothecary, whose piety and godly 

deportment were stronger testimonials in his favour than any that he could have produced in the 

shape of a diploma. The only surgeon was one who combined the occasional exercise of that 

noble art with the daily and habitual flourish of a razor. To such a professional body Roger 

Chillingworth was a brilliant acquisition. He soon manifested his familiarity with the ponderous 

and imposing machinery of antique physic; in which every remedy contained a multitude of far-

fetched and heterogeneous ingredients, as elaborately compounded as if the proposed result had 

been the Elixir of Life. In his Indian captivity, moreover, he had gained much knowledge of the 

properties of native herbs and roots; nor did he conceal from his patients that these simple 

medicines, Nature’s boon to the untutored savage, had quite as large a share of his own 

confidence as the European Pharmacopœia, which so many learned doctors had spent centuries 

in elaborating. 

This learned stranger was exemplary as regarded at least the outward forms of a religious life; 

and early after his arrival, had chosen for his spiritual guide the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale. The 

young divine, whose scholar-like renown still lived in Oxford, was considered by his more 



fervent admirers as little less than a heavenly ordained apostle, destined, should he live and 

labour for the ordinary term of life, to do as great deeds, for the now feeble New England 

Church, as the early Fathers had achieved for the infancy of the Christian faith. About this 

period, however, the health of Mr. Dimmesdale had evidently begun to fail. By those best 

acquainted with his habits, the paleness of the young minister’s cheek was accounted for by his 

too earnest devotion to study, his scrupulous fulfilment of parochial duty, and more than all, to 

the fasts and vigils of which he made a frequent practice, in order to keep the grossness of this 

earthly state from clogging and obscuring his spiritual lamp. Some declared, that if Mr. 

Dimmesdale were really going to die, it was cause enough that the world was not worthy to be 

any longer trodden by his feet. He himself, on the other hand, with characteristic humility, 

avowed his belief that if Providence should see fit to remove him, it would be because of his own 

unworthiness to perform its humblest mission here on earth. With all this difference of opinion as 

to the cause of his decline, there could be no question of the fact. His form grew emaciated; his 

voice, though still rich and sweet, had a certain melancholy prophecy of decay in it; he was often 

observed, on any slight alarm or other sudden accident, to put his hand over his heart with first a 

flush and then a paleness, indicative of pain. 

Such was the young clergyman’s condition, and so imminent the prospect that his dawning 

light would be extinguished, all untimely, when Roger Chillingworth made his advent to the 

town. His first entry on the scene, few people could tell whence, dropping down as it were out of 

the sky or starting from the nether earth, had an aspect of mystery, which was easily heightened 

to the miraculous. He was now known to be a man of skill; it was observed that he gathered 

herbs and the blossoms of wild-flowers, and dug up roots and plucked off twigs from the forest-

trees like one acquainted with hidden virtues in what was valueless to common eyes. He was 

heard to speak of Sir Kenelm Digby and other famous men—whose scientific attainments were 

esteemed hardly less than supernatural—as having been his correspondents or associates. Why, 

with such rank in the learned world, had he come hither? What, could he, whose sphere was in 

great cities, be seeking in the wilderness? In answer to this query, a rumour gained ground—and 

however absurd, was entertained by some very sensible people—that Heaven had wrought an 

absolute miracle, by transporting an eminent Doctor of Physic from a German university bodily 

through the air and setting him down at the door of Mr. Dimmesdale’s study! Individuals of 

wiser faith, indeed, who knew that Heaven promotes its purposes without aiming at the stage-

effect of what is called miraculous interposition, were inclined to see a providential hand in 

Roger Chillingworth’s so opportune arrival. 

This idea was countenanced by the strong interest which the physician ever manifested in the 

young clergyman; he attached himself to him as a parishioner, and sought to win a friendly 

regard and confidence from his naturally reserved sensibility. He expressed great alarm at his 

pastor’s state of health, but was anxious to attempt the cure, and, if early undertaken, seemed not 

despondent of a favourable result. The elders, the deacons, the motherly dames, and the young 

and fair maidens of Mr. Dimmesdale’s flock, were alike importunate that he should make trial of 

the physician’s frankly offered skill. Mr. Dimmesdale gently repelled their entreaties. 

“I need no medicine,” said he. 

But how could the young minister say so, when, with every successive Sabbath, his cheek was 

paler and thinner, and his voice more tremulous than before—when it had now become a 

constant habit, rather than a casual gesture, to press his hand over his heart? Was he weary of his 

labours? Did he wish to die? These questions were solemnly propounded to Mr. Dimmesdale by 

the elder ministers of Boston, and the deacons of his church, who, to use their own phrase, “dealt 



with him,” on the sin of rejecting the aid which Providence so manifestly held out. He listened in 

silence, and finally promised to confer with the physician. 

“Were it God’s will,” said the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale, when, in fulfilment of this pledge, 

he requested old Roger Chillingworth’s professional advice, “I could be well content that my 

labours, and my sorrows, and my sins, and my pains, should shortly end with me, and what is 

earthly of them be buried in my grave, and the spiritual go with me to my eternal state, rather 

than that you should put your skill to the proof in my behalf.” 

“Ah,” replied Roger Chillingworth, with that quietness, which, whether imposed or natural, 

marked all his deportment, “it is thus that a young clergyman is apt to speak. Youthful men, not 

having taken a deep root, give up their hold of life so easily! And saintly men, who walk with 

God on earth, would fain be away, to walk with him on the golden pavements of the New 

Jerusalem.” 

“Nay,” rejoined the young minister, putting his hand to his heart, with a flush of pain flitting 

over his brow, “were I worthier to walk there, I could be better content to toil here.” 

“Good men ever interpret themselves too meanly,” said the physician. 

In this manner, the mysterious old Roger Chillingworth became the medical adviser of the 

Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale. As not only the disease interested the physician, but he was strongly 

moved to look into the character and qualities of the patient, these two men, so different in age, 

came gradually to spend much time together. For the sake of the minister’s health, and to enable 

the leech to gather plants with healing balm in them, they took long walks on the sea-shore, or in 

the forest; mingling various walks with the splash and murmur of the waves, and the solemn 

wind-anthem among the tree-tops. Often, likewise, one was the guest of the other in his place of 

study and retirement. There was a fascination for the minister in the company of the man of 

science, in whom he recognised an intellectual cultivation of no moderate depth or scope; 

together with a range and freedom of ideas, that he would have vainly looked for among the 

members of his own profession. In truth, he was startled, if not shocked, to find this attribute in 

the physician. Mr. Dimmesdale was a true priest, a true religionist, with the reverential sentiment 

largely developed, and an order of mind that impelled itself powerfully along the track of a 

creed, and wore its passage continually deeper with the lapse of time. In no state of society 

would he have been what is called a man of liberal views; it would always be essential to his 

peace to feel the pressure of a faith about him, supporting, while it confined him within its iron 

framework. Not the less, however, though with a tremulous enjoyment, did he feel the occasional 

relief of looking at the universe through the medium of another kind of intellect than those with 

which he habitually held converse. It was as if a window were thrown open, admitting a freer 

atmosphere into the close and stifled study, where his life was wasting itself away, amid lamp-

light, or obstructed day-beams, and the musty fragrance, be it sensual or moral, that exhales from 

books. But the air was too fresh and chill to be long breathed with comfort. So the minister, and 

the physician with him, withdrew again within the limits of what their Church defined as 

orthodox. 

Thus Roger Chillingworth scrutinised his patient carefully, both as he saw him in his ordinary 

life, keeping an accustomed pathway in the range of thoughts familiar to him, and as he appeared 

when thrown amidst other moral scenery, the novelty of which might call out something new to 

the surface of his character. He deemed it essential, it would seem, to know the man, before 

attempting to do him good. Wherever there is a heart and an intellect, the diseases of the physical 

frame are tinged with the peculiarities of these. In Arthur Dimmesdale, thought and imagination 



were so active, and sensibility so intense, that the bodily infirmity would be likely to have its 

groundwork there. So Roger Chillingworth—the man of skill, the kind and friendly physician—

strove to go deep into his patient’s bosom, delving among his principles, prying into his 

recollections, and probing everything with a cautious touch, like a treasure-seeker in a dark 

cavern. Few secrets can escape an investigator, who has opportunity and licence to undertake 

such a quest, and skill to follow it up. A man burdened with a secret should especially avoid the 

intimacy of his physician. If the latter possess native sagacity, and a nameless something 

more,—let us call it intuition; if he show no intrusive egotism, nor disagreeable prominent 

characteristics of his own; if he have the power, which must be born with him, to bring his mind 

into such affinity with his patient’s, that this last shall unawares have spoken what he imagines 

himself only to have thought; if such revelations be received without tumult, and acknowledged 

not so often by an uttered sympathy as by silence, an inarticulate breath, and here and there a 

word to indicate that all is understood; if to these qualifications of a confidant be joined the 

advantages afforded by his recognised character as a physician;—then, at some inevitable 

moment, will the soul of the sufferer be dissolved, and flow forth in a dark but transparent 

stream, bringing all its mysteries into the daylight. 

Roger Chillingworth possessed all, or most, of the attributes above enumerated. Nevertheless, 

time went on; a kind of intimacy, as we have said, grew up between these two cultivated minds, 

which had as wide a field as the whole sphere of human thought and study to meet upon; they 

discussed every topic of ethics and religion, of public affairs, and private character; they talked 

much, on both sides, of matters that seemed personal to themselves; and yet no secret, such as 

the physician fancied must exist there, ever stole out of the minister’s consciousness into his 

companion’s ear. The latter had his suspicions, indeed, that even the nature of Mr. Dimmesdale’s 

bodily disease had never fairly been revealed to him. It was a strange reserve! 

After a time, at a hint from Roger Chillingworth, the friends of Mr. Dimmesdale effected an 

arrangement by which the two were lodged in the same house; so that every ebb and flow of the 

minister’s life-tide might pass under the eye of his anxious and attached physician. There was 

much joy throughout the town when this greatly desirable object was attained. It was held to be 

the best possible measure for the young clergyman’s welfare; unless, indeed, as often urged by 

such as felt authorised to do so, he had selected some one of the many blooming damsels, 

spiritually devoted to him, to become his devoted wife. This latter step, however, there was no 

present prospect that Arthur Dimmesdale would be prevailed upon to take; he rejected all 

suggestions of the kind, as if priestly celibacy were one of his articles of Church discipline. 

Doomed by his own choice, therefore, as Mr. Dimmesdale so evidently was, to eat his unsavoury 

morsel always at another’s board, and endure the life-long chill which must be his lot who seeks 

to warm himself only at another’s fireside, it truly seemed that this sagacious, experienced, 

benevolent old physician, with his concord of paternal and reverential love for the young pastor, 

was the very man, of all mankind, to be constantly within reach of his voice. 

The new abode of the two friends was with a pious widow, of good social rank, who dwelt in a 

house covering pretty nearly the site on which the venerable structure of King’s Chapel has since 

been built. It had the graveyard, originally Isaac Johnson’s home-field, on one side, and so was 

well adapted to call up serious reflections, suited to their respective employments, in both 

minister and man of physic. The motherly care of the good widow assigned to Mr. Dimmesdale a 

front apartment, with a sunny exposure, and heavy window-curtains, to create a noontide shadow 

when desirable. The walls were hung round with tapestry, said to be from the Gobelin looms, 

and, at all events, representing the Scriptural story of David and Bathsheba, and Nathan the 



Prophet, in colours still unfaded, but which made the fair woman of the scene almost as grimly 

picturesque as the woe-denouncing seer. Here the pale clergyman piled up his library, rich with 

parchment-bound folios of the Fathers, and the lore of Rabbis, and monkish erudition, of which 

the Protestant divines, even while they vilified and decried that class of writers, were yet 

constrained often to avail themselves. On the other side of the house, old Roger Chillingworth 

arranged his study and laboratory: not such as a modern man of science would reckon even 

tolerably complete, but provided with a distilling apparatus and the means of compounding drugs 

and chemicals, which the practised alchemist knew well how to turn to purpose. With such 

commodiousness of situation, these two learned persons sat themselves down, each in his own 

domain, yet familiarly passing from one apartment to the other, and bestowing a mutual and not 

incurious inspection into one another’s business. 

And the Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale’s best discerning friends, as we have intimated, very 

reasonably imagined that the hand of Providence had done all this for the purpose—besought in 

so many public and domestic and secret prayers—of restoring the young minister to health. But, 

it must now be said, another portion of the community had latterly begun to take its own view of 

the relation betwixt Mr. Dimmesdale and the mysterious old physician. When an uninstructed 

multitude attempts to see with its eyes, it is exceedingly apt to be deceived. When, however, it 

forms its judgment, as it usually does, on the intuitions of its great and warm heart, the 

conclusions thus attained are often so profound and so unerring as to possess the character of 

truth supernaturally revealed. The people, in the case of which we speak, could justify its 

prejudice against Roger Chillingworth by no fact or argument worthy of serious refutation. There 

was an aged handicraftsman, it is true, who had been a citizen of London at the period of Sir 

Thomas Overbury’s murder, now some thirty years agone; he testified to having seen the 

physician, under some other name, which the narrator of the story had now forgotten, in 

company with Dr. Forman, the famous old conjurer, who was implicated in the affair of 

Overbury. Two or three individuals hinted that the man of skill, during his Indian captivity, had 

enlarged his medical attainments by joining in the incantations of the savage priests, who were 

universally acknowledged to be powerful enchanters, often performing seemingly miraculous 

cures by their skill in the black art. A large number—and many of these were persons of such 

sober sense and practical observation that their opinions would have been valuable in other 

matters—affirmed that Roger Chillingworth’s aspect had undergone a remarkable change while 

he had dwelt in town, and especially since his abode with Mr. Dimmesdale. At first, his 

expression had been calm, meditative, scholar-like. Now there was something ugly and evil in 

his face, which they had not previously noticed, and which grew still the more obvious to sight 

the oftener they looked upon him. According to the vulgar idea, the fire in his laboratory had 

been brought from the lower regions, and was fed with infernal fuel; and so, as might be 

expected, his visage was getting sooty with the smoke. 

To sum up the matter, it grew to be a widely diffused opinion that the Rev. Arthur 

Dimmesdale, like many other personages of special sanctity, in all ages of the Christian world, 

was haunted either by Satan himself or Satan’s emissary, in the guise of old Roger 

Chillingworth. This diabolical agent had the Divine permission, for a season, to burrow into the 

clergyman’s intimacy, and plot against his soul. No sensible man, it was confessed, could doubt 

on which side the victory would turn. The people looked, with an unshaken hope, to see the 

minister come forth out of the conflict transfigured with the glory which he would 

unquestionably win. Meanwhile, nevertheless, it was sad to think of the perchance mortal agony 

through which he must struggle towards his triumph. 



Alas! to judge from the gloom and terror in the depth of the poor minister’s eyes, the battle 

was a sore one, and the victory anything but secure. 

  



X.THE LEECH AND HIS PATIENT 

Old Roger Chillingworth, throughout life, had been calm in temperament, kindly, though not 

of warm affections, but ever, and in all his relations with the world, a pure and upright man. He 

had begun an investigation, as he imagined, with the severe and equal integrity of a judge, 

desirous only of truth, even as if the question involved no more than the air-drawn lines and 

figures of a geometrical problem, instead of human passions, and wrongs inflicted on himself. 

But, as he proceeded, a terrible fascination, a kind of fierce, though still calm, necessity, seized 

the old man within its gripe, and never set him free again until he had done all its bidding. He 

now dug into the poor clergyman’s heart, like a miner searching for gold; or, rather, like a sexton 

delving into a grave, possibly in quest of a jewel that had been buried on the dead man’s bosom, 

but likely to find nothing save mortality and corruption. Alas, for his own soul, if these were 

what he sought! 

Sometimes a light glimmered out of the physician’s eyes, burning blue and ominous, like the 

reflection of a furnace, or, let us say, like one of those gleams of ghastly fire that darted from 

Bunyan’s awful doorway in the hillside, and quivered on the pilgrim’s face. The soil where this 

dark miner was working had perchance shown indications that encouraged him. 

“This man,” said he, at one such moment, to himself, “pure as they deem him—all spiritual as 

he seems—hath inherited a strong animal nature from his father or his mother. Let us dig a little 

further in the direction of this vein!” 

Then after long search into the minister’s dim interior, and turning over many precious 

materials, in the shape of high aspirations for the welfare of his race, warm love of souls, pure 

sentiments, natural piety, strengthened by thought and study, and illuminated by revelation—all 

of which invaluable gold was perhaps no better than rubbish to the seeker—he would turn back, 

discouraged, and begin his quest towards another point. He groped along as stealthily, with as 

cautious a tread, and as wary an outlook, as a thief entering a chamber where a man lies only half 

asleep—or, it may be, broad awake—with purpose to steal the very treasure which this man 

guards as the apple of his eye. In spite of his premeditated carefulness, the floor would now and 

then creak; his garments would rustle; the shadow of his presence, in a forbidden proximity, 

would be thrown across his victim. In other words, Mr. Dimmesdale, whose sensibility of nerve 

often produced the effect of spiritual intuition, would become vaguely aware that something 

inimical to his peace had thrust itself into relation with him. But Old Roger Chillingworth, too, 

had perceptions that were almost intuitive; and when the minister threw his startled eyes towards 

him, there the physician sat; his kind, watchful, sympathising, but never intrusive friend. 

Yet Mr. Dimmesdale would perhaps have seen this individual’s character more perfectly, if a 

certain morbidness, to which sick hearts are liable, had not rendered him suspicious of all 

mankind. Trusting no man as his friend, he could not recognize his enemy when the latter 

actually appeared. He therefore still kept up a familiar intercourse with him, daily receiving the 

old physician in his study, or visiting the laboratory, and, for recreation’s sake, watching the 

processes by which weeds were converted into drugs of potency. 

One day, leaning his forehead on his hand, and his elbow on the sill of the open window, that 

looked towards the graveyard, he talked with Roger Chillingworth, while the old man was 

examining a bundle of unsightly plants. 



“Where,” asked he, with a look askance at them—for it was the clergyman’s peculiarity that 

he seldom, now-a-days, looked straight forth at any object, whether human or inanimate, “where, 

my kind doctor, did you gather those herbs, with such a dark, flabby leaf?” 

“Even in the graveyard here at hand,” answered the physician, continuing his employment. 

“They are new to me. I found them growing on a grave, which bore no tombstone, no other 

memorial of the dead man, save these ugly weeds, that have taken upon themselves to keep him 

in remembrance. They grew out of his heart, and typify, it may be, some hideous secret that was 

buried with him, and which he had done better to confess during his lifetime.” 

“Perchance,” said Mr. Dimmesdale, “he earnestly desired it, but could not.” 

“And wherefore?” rejoined the physician. 

“Wherefore not; since all the powers of nature call so earnestly for the confession of sin, that 

these black weeds have sprung up out of a buried heart, to make manifest, an outspoken crime?” 

“That, good sir, is but a phantasy of yours,” replied the minister. “There can be, if I forbode 

aright, no power, short of the Divine mercy, to disclose, whether by uttered words, or by type or 

emblem, the secrets that may be buried in the human heart. The heart, making itself guilty of 

such secrets, must perforce hold them, until the day when all hidden things shall be revealed. Nor 

have I so read or interpreted Holy Writ, as to understand that the disclosure of human thoughts 

and deeds, then to be made, is intended as a part of the retribution. That, surely, were a shallow 

view of it. No; these revelations, unless I greatly err, are meant merely to promote the intellectual 

satisfaction of all intelligent beings, who will stand waiting, on that day, to see the dark problem 

of this life made plain. A knowledge of men’s hearts will be needful to the completest solution of 

that problem. And, I conceive moreover, that the hearts holding such miserable secrets as you 

speak of, will yield them up, at that last day, not with reluctance, but with a joy unutterable.” 

“Then why not reveal it here?” asked Roger Chillingworth, glancing quietly aside at the 

minister. “Why should not the guilty ones sooner avail themselves of this unutterable solace?” 

“They mostly do,” said the clergyman, griping hard at his breast, as if afflicted with an 

importunate throb of pain. “Many, many a poor soul hath given its confidence to me, not only on 

the death-bed, but while strong in life, and fair in reputation. And ever, after such an outpouring, 

oh, what a relief have I witnessed in those sinful brethren! even as in one who at last draws free 

air, after a long stifling with his own polluted breath. How can it be otherwise? Why should a 

wretched man—guilty, we will say, of murder—prefer to keep the dead corpse buried in his own 

heart, rather than fling it forth at once, and let the universe take care of it!” 

“Yet some men bury their secrets thus,” observed the calm physician. 

“True; there are such men,” answered Mr. Dimmesdale. “But not to suggest more obvious 

reasons, it may be that they are kept silent by the very constitution of their nature. Or—can we 

not suppose it?—guilty as they may be, retaining, nevertheless, a zeal for God’s glory and man’s 

welfare, they shrink from displaying themselves black and filthy in the view of men; because, 

thenceforward, no good can be achieved by them; no evil of the past be redeemed by better 

service. So, to their own unutterable torment, they go about among their fellow-creatures, 

looking pure as new-fallen snow, while their hearts are all speckled and spotted with iniquity of 

which they cannot rid themselves.” 

“These men deceive themselves,” said Roger Chillingworth, with somewhat more emphasis 

than usual, and making a slight gesture with his forefinger. “They fear to take up the shame that 

rightfully belongs to them. Their love for man, their zeal for God’s service—these holy impulses 



may or may not coexist in their hearts with the evil inmates to which their guilt has unbarred the 

door, and which must needs propagate a hellish breed within them. But, if they seek to glorify 

God, let them not lift heavenward their unclean hands! If they would serve their fellowmen, let 

them do it by making manifest the power and reality of conscience, in constraining them to 

penitential self-abasement! Would thou have me to believe, O wise and pious friend, that a false 

show can be better—can be more for God’s glory, or man’s welfare—than God’s own truth? 

Trust me, such men deceive themselves!” 

“It may be so,” said the young clergyman, indifferently, as waiving a discussion that he 

considered irrelevant or unseasonable. He had a ready faculty, indeed, of escaping from any 

topic that agitated his too sensitive and nervous temperament.—“But, now, I would ask of my 

well-skilled physician, whether, in good sooth, he deems me to have profited by his kindly care 

of this weak frame of mine?” 

Before Roger Chillingworth could answer, they heard the clear, wild laughter of a young 

child’s voice, proceeding from the adjacent burial-ground. Looking instinctively from the open 

window—for it was summer-time—the minister beheld Hester Prynne and little Pearl passing 

along the footpath that traversed the enclosure. Pearl looked as beautiful as the day, but was in 

one of those moods of perverse merriment which, whenever they occurred, seemed to remove 

her entirely out of the sphere of sympathy or human contact. She now skipped irreverently from 

one grave to another; until coming to the broad, flat, armorial tombstone of a departed worthy—

perhaps of Isaac Johnson himself—she began to dance upon it. In reply to her mother’s 

command and entreaty that she would behave more decorously, little Pearl paused to gather the 

prickly burrs from a tall burdock which grew beside the tomb. Taking a handful of these, she 

arranged them along the lines of the scarlet letter that decorated the maternal bosom, to which 

the burrs, as their nature was, tenaciously adhered. Hester did not pluck them off. 

Roger Chillingworth had by this time approached the window and smiled grimly down. 

“There is no law, nor reverence for authority, no regard for human ordinances or opinions, 

right or wrong, mixed up with that child’s composition,” remarked he, as much to himself as to 

his companion. “I saw her, the other day, bespatter the Governor himself with water at the cattle-

trough in Spring Lane. What, in heaven’s name, is she? Is the imp altogether evil? Hath she 

affections? Hath she any discoverable principle of being?” 

“None, save the freedom of a broken law,” answered Mr. Dimmesdale, in a quiet way, as if he 

had been discussing the point within himself, “Whether capable of good, I know not.” 

The child probably overheard their voices, for, looking up to the window with a bright, but 

naughty smile of mirth and intelligence, she threw one of the prickly burrs at the Rev. Mr. 

Dimmesdale. The sensitive clergyman shrank, with nervous dread, from the light missile. 

Detecting his emotion, Pearl clapped her little hands in the most extravagant ecstacy. Hester 

Prynne, likewise, had involuntarily looked up, and all these four persons, old and young, 

regarded one another in silence, till the child laughed aloud, and shouted—“Come away, mother! 

Come away, or yonder old black man will catch you! He hath got hold of the minister already. 

Come away, mother or he will catch you! But he cannot catch little Pearl!” 

So she drew her mother away, skipping, dancing, and frisking fantastically among the hillocks 

of the dead people, like a creature that had nothing in common with a bygone and buried 

generation, nor owned herself akin to it. It was as if she had been made afresh out of new 

elements, and must perforce be permitted to live her own life, and be a law unto herself without 

her eccentricities being reckoned to her for a crime. 



“There goes a woman,” resumed Roger Chillingworth, after a pause, “who, be her demerits 

what they may, hath none of that mystery of hidden sinfulness which you deem so grievous to be 

borne. Is Hester Prynne the less miserable, think you, for that scarlet letter on her breast?” 

“I do verily believe it,” answered the clergyman. “Nevertheless, I cannot answer for her. There 

was a look of pain in her face which I would gladly have been spared the sight of. But still, 

methinks, it must needs be better for the sufferer to be free to show his pain, as this poor woman 

Hester is, than to cover it up in his heart.” 

There was another pause, and the physician began anew to examine and arrange the plants 

which he had gathered. 

“You inquired of me, a little time agone,” said he, at length, “my judgment as touching your 

health.” 

“I did,” answered the clergyman, “and would gladly learn it. Speak frankly, I pray you, be it 

for life or death.” 

“Freely then, and plainly,” said the physician, still busy with his plants, but keeping a wary 

eye on Mr. Dimmesdale, “the disorder is a strange one; not so much in itself nor as outwardly 

manifested,—in so far, at least as the symptoms have been laid open to my observation. Looking 

daily at you, my good sir, and watching the tokens of your aspect now for months gone by, I 

should deem you a man sore sick, it may be, yet not so sick but that an instructed and watchful 

physician might well hope to cure you. But I know not what to say, the disease is what I seem to 

know, yet know it not.” 

“You speak in riddles, learned sir,” said the pale minister, glancing aside out of the window. 

“Then, to speak more plainly,” continued the physician, “and I crave pardon, sir, should it 

seem to require pardon, for this needful plainness of my speech. Let me ask as your friend, as 

one having charge, under Providence, of your life and physical well being, hath all the operation 

of this disorder been fairly laid open and recounted to me?” 

“How can you question it?” asked the minister. “Surely it were child’s play to call in a 

physician and then hide the sore!” 

“You would tell me, then, that I know all?” said Roger Chillingworth, deliberately, and fixing 

an eye, bright with intense and concentrated intelligence, on the minister’s face. “Be it so! But 

again! He to whom only the outward and physical evil is laid open, knoweth, oftentimes, but half 

the evil which he is called upon to cure. A bodily disease, which we look upon as whole and 

entire within itself, may, after all, be but a symptom of some ailment in the spiritual part. Your 

pardon once again, good sir, if my speech give the shadow of offence. You, sir, of all men whom 

I have known, are he whose body is the closest conjoined, and imbued, and identified, so to 

speak, with the spirit whereof it is the instrument.” 

“Then I need ask no further,” said the clergyman, somewhat hastily rising from his chair. 

“You deal not, I take it, in medicine for the soul!” 

“Thus, a sickness,” continued Roger Chillingworth, going on, in an unaltered tone, without 

heeding the interruption, but standing up and confronting the emaciated and white-cheeked 

minister, with his low, dark, and misshapen figure,—“a sickness, a sore place, if we may so call 

it, in your spirit hath immediately its appropriate manifestation in your bodily frame. Would you, 

therefore, that your physician heal the bodily evil? How may this be unless you first lay open to 

him the wound or trouble in your soul?” 



“No, not to thee! not to an earthly physician!” cried Mr. Dimmesdale, passionately, and 

turning his eyes, full and bright, and with a kind of fierceness, on old Roger Chillingworth. “Not 

to thee! But, if it be the soul’s disease, then do I commit myself to the one Physician of the soul! 

He, if it stand with His good pleasure, can cure, or he can kill. Let Him do with me as, in His 

justice and wisdom, He shall see good. But who art thou, that meddlest in this matter? that dares 

thrust himself between the sufferer and his God?” 

With a frantic gesture he rushed out of the room. 

“It is as well to have made this step,” said Roger Chillingworth to himself, looking after the 

minister, with a grave smile. “There is nothing lost. We shall be friends again anon. But see, 

now, how passion takes hold upon this man, and hurrieth him out of himself! As with one 

passion so with another. He hath done a wild thing ere now, this pious Master Dimmesdale, in 

the hot passion of his heart.” 

It proved not difficult to re-establish the intimacy of the two companions, on the same footing 

and in the same degree as heretofore. The young clergyman, after a few hours of privacy, was 

sensible that the disorder of his nerves had hurried him into an unseemly outbreak of temper, 

which there had been nothing in the physician’s words to excuse or palliate. He marvelled, 

indeed, at the violence with which he had thrust back the kind old man, when merely proffering 

the advice which it was his duty to bestow, and which the minister himself had expressly sought. 

With these remorseful feelings, he lost no time in making the amplest apologies, and besought 

his friend still to continue the care which, if not successful in restoring him to health, had, in all 

probability, been the means of prolonging his feeble existence to that hour. Roger Chillingworth 

readily assented, and went on with his medical supervision of the minister; doing his best for 

him, in all good faith, but always quitting the patient’s apartment, at the close of the professional 

interview, with a mysterious and puzzled smile upon his lips. This expression was invisible in 

Mr. Dimmesdale’s presence, but grew strongly evident as the physician crossed the threshold. 

“A rare case,” he muttered. “I must needs look deeper into it. A strange sympathy betwixt soul 

and body! Were it only for the art’s sake, I must search this matter to the bottom.” 

It came to pass, not long after the scene above recorded, that the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale, at 

noonday, and entirely unawares, fell into a deep, deep slumber, sitting in his chair, with a large 

black-letter volume open before him on the table. It must have been a work of vast ability in the 

somniferous school of literature. The profound depth of the minister’s repose was the more 

remarkable, inasmuch as he was one of those persons whose sleep ordinarily is as light as fitful, 

and as easily scared away, as a small bird hopping on a twig. To such an unwonted remoteness, 

however, had his spirit now withdrawn into itself that he stirred not in his chair when old Roger 

Chillingworth, without any extraordinary precaution, came into the room. The physician 

advanced directly in front of his patient, laid his hand upon his bosom, and thrust aside the 

vestment, that hitherto had always covered it even from the professional eye. 

Then, indeed, Mr. Dimmesdale shuddered, and slightly stirred. 

After a brief pause, the physician turned away. 

But with what a wild look of wonder, joy, and horror! With what a ghastly rapture, as it were, 

too mighty to be expressed only by the eye and features, and therefore bursting forth through the 

whole ugliness of his figure, and making itself even riotously manifest by the extravagant 

gestures with which he threw up his arms towards the ceiling, and stamped his foot upon the 

floor! Had a man seen old Roger Chillingworth, at that moment of his ecstasy, he would have 



had no need to ask how Satan comports himself when a precious human soul is lost to heaven, 

and won into his kingdom. 

But what distinguished the physician’s ecstasy from Satan’s was the trait of wonder in it! 

  



XI. THE INTERIOR OF A HEART 

After the incident last described, the intercourse between the clergyman and the physician, 

though externally the same, was really of another character than it had previously been. The 

intellect of Roger Chillingworth had now a sufficiently plain path before it. It was not, indeed, 

precisely that which he had laid out for himself to tread. Calm, gentle, passionless, as he 

appeared, there was yet, we fear, a quiet depth of malice, hitherto latent, but active now, in this 

unfortunate old man, which led him to imagine a more intimate revenge than any mortal had ever 

wreaked upon an enemy. To make himself the one trusted friend, to whom should be confided all 

the fear, the remorse, the agony, the ineffectual repentance, the backward rush of sinful thoughts, 

expelled in vain! All that guilty sorrow, hidden from the world, whose great heart would have 

pitied and forgiven, to be revealed to him, the Pitiless—to him, the Unforgiving! All that dark 

treasure to be lavished on the very man, to whom nothing else could so adequately pay the debt 

of vengeance! 

The clergyman’s shy and sensitive reserve had balked this scheme. Roger Chillingworth, 

however, was inclined to be hardly, if at all, less satisfied with the aspect of affairs, which 

Providence—using the avenger and his victim for its own purposes, and, perchance, pardoning, 

where it seemed most to punish—had substituted for his black devices. A revelation, he could 

almost say, had been granted to him. It mattered little for his object, whether celestial or from 

what other region. By its aid, in all the subsequent relations betwixt him and Mr. Dimmesdale, 

not merely the external presence, but the very inmost soul of the latter, seemed to be brought out 

before his eyes, so that he could see and comprehend its every movement. He became, 

thenceforth, not a spectator only, but a chief actor in the poor minister’s interior world. He could 

play upon him as he chose. Would he arouse him with a throb of agony? The victim was for ever 

on the rack; it needed only to know the spring that controlled the engine: and the physician knew 

it well. Would he startle him with sudden fear? As at the waving of a magician’s wand, up rose a 

grisly phantom—up rose a thousand phantoms—in many shapes, of death, or more awful shame, 

all flocking round about the clergyman, and pointing with their fingers at his breast! 

All this was accomplished with a subtlety so perfect, that the minister, though he had 

constantly a dim perception of some evil influence watching over him, could never gain a 

knowledge of its actual nature. True, he looked doubtfully, fearfully—even, at times, with horror 

and the bitterness of hatred—at the deformed figure of the old physician. His gestures, his gait, 

his grizzled beard, his slightest and most indifferent acts, the very fashion of his garments, were 

odious in the clergyman’s sight; a token implicitly to be relied on of a deeper antipathy in the 

breast of the latter than he was willing to acknowledge to himself. For, as it was impossible to 

assign a reason for such distrust and abhorrence, so Mr. Dimmesdale, conscious that the poison 

of one morbid spot was infecting his heart’s entire substance, attributed all his presentiments to 

no other cause. He took himself to task for his bad sympathies in reference to Roger 

Chillingworth, disregarded the lesson that he should have drawn from them, and did his best to 

root them out. Unable to accomplish this, he nevertheless, as a matter of principle, continued his 

habits of social familiarity with the old man, and thus gave him constant opportunities for 

perfecting the purpose to which—poor forlorn creature that he was, and more wretched than his 

victim—the avenger had devoted himself. 

While thus suffering under bodily disease, and gnawed and tortured by some black trouble of 

the soul, and given over to the machinations of his deadliest enemy, the Reverend Mr. 

Dimmesdale had achieved a brilliant popularity in his sacred office. He won it indeed, in great 



part, by his sorrows. His intellectual gifts, his moral perceptions, his power of experiencing and 

communicating emotion, were kept in a state of preternatural activity by the prick and anguish of 

his daily life. His fame, though still on its upward slope, already overshadowed the soberer 

reputations of his fellow-clergymen, eminent as several of them were. There are scholars among 

them, who had spent more years in acquiring abstruse lore, connected with the divine profession, 

than Mr. Dimmesdale had lived; and who might well, therefore, be more profoundly versed in 

such solid and valuable attainments than their youthful brother. There were men, too, of a 

sturdier texture of mind than his, and endowed with a far greater share of shrewd, hard iron, or 

granite understanding; which, duly mingled with a fair proportion of doctrinal ingredient, 

constitutes a highly respectable, efficacious, and unamiable variety of the clerical species. There 

were others again, true saintly fathers, whose faculties had been elaborated by weary toil among 

their books, and by patient thought, and etherealised, moreover, by spiritual communications 

with the better world, into which their purity of life had almost introduced these holy personages, 

with their garments of mortality still clinging to them. All that they lacked was, the gift that 

descended upon the chosen disciples at Pentecost, in tongues of flame; symbolising, it would 

seem, not the power of speech in foreign and unknown languages, but that of addressing the 

whole human brotherhood in the heart’s native language. These fathers, otherwise so apostolic, 

lacked Heaven’s last and rarest attestation of their office, the Tongue of Flame. They would have 

vainly sought—had they ever dreamed of seeking—to express the highest truths through the 

humblest medium of familiar words and images. Their voices came down, afar and indistinctly, 

from the upper heights where they habitually dwelt. 

Not improbably, it was to this latter class of men that Mr. Dimmesdale, by many of his traits 

of character, naturally belonged. To the high mountain peaks of faith and sanctity he would have 

climbed, had not the tendency been thwarted by the burden, whatever it might be, of crime or 

anguish, beneath which it was his doom to totter. It kept him down on a level with the lowest; 

him, the man of ethereal attributes, whose voice the angels might else have listened to and 

answered! But this very burden it was that gave him sympathies so intimate with the sinful 

brotherhood of mankind; so that his heart vibrated in unison with theirs, and received their pain 

into itself and sent its own throb of pain through a thousand other hearts, in gushes of sad, 

persuasive eloquence. Oftenest persuasive, but sometimes terrible! The people knew not the 

power that moved them thus. They deemed the young clergyman a miracle of holiness. They 

fancied him the mouth-piece of Heaven’s messages of wisdom, and rebuke, and love. In their 

eyes, the very ground on which he trod was sanctified. The virgins of his church grew pale 

around him, victims of a passion so imbued with religious sentiment, that they imagined it to be 

all religion, and brought it openly, in their white bosoms, as their most acceptable sacrifice 

before the altar. The aged members of his flock, beholding Mr. Dimmesdale’s frame so feeble, 

while they were themselves so rugged in their infirmity, believed that he would go heavenward 

before them, and enjoined it upon their children that their old bones should be buried close to 

their young pastor’s holy grave. And all this time, perchance, when poor Mr. Dimmesdale was 

thinking of his grave, he questioned with himself whether the grass would ever grow on it, 

because an accursed thing must there be buried! 

It is inconceivable, the agony with which this public veneration tortured him. It was his 

genuine impulse to adore the truth, and to reckon all things shadow-like, and utterly devoid of 

weight or value, that had not its divine essence as the life within their life. Then what was he?—a 

substance?—or the dimmest of all shadows? He longed to speak out from his own pulpit at the 

full height of his voice, and tell the people what he was. “I, whom you behold in these black 



garments of the priesthood—I, who ascend the sacred desk, and turn my pale face heavenward, 

taking upon myself to hold communion in your behalf with the Most High Omniscience—I, in 

whose daily life you discern the sanctity of Enoch—I, whose footsteps, as you suppose, leave a 

gleam along my earthly track, whereby the Pilgrims that shall come after me may be guided to 

the regions of the blest—I, who have laid the hand of baptism upon your children—I, who have 

breathed the parting prayer over your dying friends, to whom the Amen sounded faintly from a 

world which they had quitted—I, your pastor, whom you so reverence and trust, am utterly a 

pollution and a lie!” 

More than once, Mr. Dimmesdale had gone into the pulpit, with a purpose never to come 

down its steps until he should have spoken words like the above. More than once he had cleared 

his throat, and drawn in the long, deep, and tremulous breath, which, when sent forth again, 

would come burdened with the black secret of his soul. More than once—nay, more than a 

hundred times—he had actually spoken! Spoken! But how? He had told his hearers that he was 

altogether vile, a viler companion of the vilest, the worst of sinners, an abomination, a thing of 

unimaginable iniquity, and that the only wonder was that they did not see his wretched body 

shrivelled up before their eyes by the burning wrath of the Almighty! Could there be plainer 

speech than this? Would not the people start up in their seats, by a simultaneous impulse, and 

tear him down out of the pulpit which he defiled? Not so, indeed! They heard it all, and did but 

reverence him the more. They little guessed what deadly purport lurked in those self-condemning 

words. “The godly youth!” said they among themselves. “The saint on earth! Alas! if he discern 

such sinfulness in his own white soul, what horrid spectacle would he behold in thine or mine!” 

The minister well knew—subtle, but remorseful hypocrite that he was!—the light in which his 

vague confession would be viewed. He had striven to put a cheat upon himself by making the 

avowal of a guilty conscience, but had gained only one other sin, and a self-acknowledged 

shame, without the momentary relief of being self-deceived. He had spoken the very truth, and 

transformed it into the veriest falsehood. And yet, by the constitution of his nature, he loved the 

truth, and loathed the lie, as few men ever did. Therefore, above all things else, he loathed his 

miserable self! 

His inward trouble drove him to practices more in accordance with the old, corrupted faith of 

Rome than with the better light of the church in which he had been born and bred. In Mr. 

Dimmesdale’s secret closet, under lock and key, there was a bloody scourge. Oftentimes, this 

Protestant and Puritan divine had plied it on his own shoulders, laughing bitterly at himself the 

while, and smiting so much the more pitilessly because of that bitter laugh. It was his custom, 

too, as it has been that of many other pious Puritans, to fast—not however, like them, in order to 

purify the body, and render it the fitter medium of celestial illumination—but rigorously, and 

until his knees trembled beneath him, as an act of penance. He kept vigils, likewise, night after 

night, sometimes in utter darkness, sometimes with a glimmering lamp, and sometimes, viewing 

his own face in a looking-glass, by the most powerful light which he could throw upon it. He 

thus typified the constant introspection wherewith he tortured, but could not purify himself. In 

these lengthened vigils, his brain often reeled, and visions seemed to flit before him; perhaps 

seen doubtfully, and by a faint light of their own, in the remote dimness of the chamber, or more 

vividly and close beside him, within the looking-glass. Now it was a herd of diabolic shapes, that 

grinned and mocked at the pale minister, and beckoned him away with them; now a group of 

shining angels, who flew upward heavily, as sorrow-laden, but grew more ethereal as they rose. 

Now came the dead friends of his youth, and his white-bearded father, with a saint-like frown, 

and his mother turning her face away as she passed by. Ghost of a mother—thinnest fantasy of a 



mother—methinks she might yet have thrown a pitying glance towards her son! And now, 

through the chamber which these spectral thoughts had made so ghastly, glided Hester Prynne 

leading along little Pearl, in her scarlet garb, and pointing her forefinger, first at the scarlet letter 

on her bosom, and then at the clergyman’s own breast. 

None of these visions ever quite deluded him. At any moment, by an effort of his will, he 

could discern substances through their misty lack of substance, and convince himself that they 

were not solid in their nature, like yonder table of carved oak, or that big, square, leather-bound 

and brazen-clasped volume of divinity. But, for all that, they were, in one sense, the truest and 

most substantial things which the poor minister now dealt with. It is the unspeakable misery of a 

life so false as his, that it steals the pith and substance out of whatever realities there are around 

us, and which were meant by Heaven to be the spirit’s joy and nutriment. To the untrue man, the 

whole universe is false—it is impalpable—it shrinks to nothing within his grasp. And he himself 

in so far as he shows himself in a false light, becomes a shadow, or, indeed, ceases to exist. The 

only truth that continued to give Mr. Dimmesdale a real existence on this earth was the anguish 

in his inmost soul, and the undissembled expression of it in his aspect. Had he once found power 

to smile, and wear a face of gaiety, there would have been no such man! 

On one of those ugly nights, which we have faintly hinted at, but forborne to picture forth, the 

minister started from his chair. A new thought had struck him. There might be a moment’s peace 

in it. Attiring himself with as much care as if it had been for public worship, and precisely in the 

same manner, he stole softly down the staircase, undid the door, and issued forth. 

  



XII. THE MINISTER’S VIGIL 

Walking in the shadow of a dream, as it were, and perhaps actually under the influence of a 

species of somnambulism, Mr. Dimmesdale reached the spot where, now so long since, Hester 

Prynne had lived through her first hours of public ignominy. The same platform or scaffold, 

black and weather-stained with the storm or sunshine of seven long years, and foot-worn, too, 

with the tread of many culprits who had since ascended it, remained standing beneath the 

balcony of the meeting-house. The minister went up the steps. 

It was an obscure night in early May. An unvaried pall of cloud muffled the whole expanse of 

sky from zenith to horizon. If the same multitude which had stood as eye-witnesses while Hester 

Prynne sustained her punishment could now have been summoned forth, they would have 

discerned no face above the platform nor hardly the outline of a human shape, in the dark grey of 

the midnight. But the town was all asleep. There was no peril of discovery. The minister might 

stand there, if it so pleased him, until morning should redden in the east, without other risk than 

that the dank and chill night air would creep into his frame, and stiffen his joints with 

rheumatism, and clog his throat with catarrh and cough; thereby defrauding the expectant 

audience of tomorrow’s prayer and sermon. No eye could see him, save that ever-wakeful one 

which had seen him in his closet, wielding the bloody scourge. Why, then, had he come hither? 

Was it but the mockery of penitence? A mockery, indeed, but in which his soul trifled with itself! 

A mockery at which angels blushed and wept, while fiends rejoiced with jeering laughter! He 

had been driven hither by the impulse of that Remorse which dogged him everywhere, and 

whose own sister and closely linked companion was that Cowardice which invariably drew him 

back, with her tremulous gripe, just when the other impulse had hurried him to the verge of a 

disclosure. Poor, miserable man! what right had infirmity like his to burden itself with crime? 

Crime is for the iron-nerved, who have their choice either to endure it, or, if it press too hard, to 

exert their fierce and savage strength for a good purpose, and fling it off at once! This feeble and 

most sensitive of spirits could do neither, yet continually did one thing or another, which 

intertwined, in the same inextricable knot, the agony of heaven-defying guilt and vain 

repentance. 

And thus, while standing on the scaffold, in this vain show of expiation, Mr. Dimmesdale was 

overcome with a great horror of mind, as if the universe were gazing at a scarlet token on his 

naked breast, right over his heart. On that spot, in very truth, there was, and there had long been, 

the gnawing and poisonous tooth of bodily pain. Without any effort of his will, or power to 

restrain himself, he shrieked aloud: an outcry that went pealing through the night, and was beaten 

back from one house to another, and reverberated from the hills in the background; as if a 

company of devils, detecting so much misery and terror in it, had made a plaything of the sound, 

and were bandying it to and fro. 

“It is done!” muttered the minister, covering his face with his hands. “The whole town will 

awake and hurry forth, and find me here!” 

But it was not so. The shriek had perhaps sounded with a far greater power, to his own startled 

ears, than it actually possessed. The town did not awake; or, if it did, the drowsy slumberers 

mistook the cry either for something frightful in a dream, or for the noise of witches, whose 

voices, at that period, were often heard to pass over the settlements or lonely cottages, as they 

rode with Satan through the air. The clergyman, therefore, hearing no symptoms of disturbance, 

uncovered his eyes and looked about him. At one of the chamber-windows of Governor 

Bellingham’s mansion, which stood at some distance, on the line of another street, he beheld the 



appearance of the old magistrate himself with a lamp in his hand a white night-cap on his head, 

and a long white gown enveloping his figure. He looked like a ghost evoked unseasonably from 

the grave. The cry had evidently startled him. At another window of the same house, moreover 

appeared old Mistress Hibbins, the Governor’s sister, also with a lamp, which even thus far off 

revealed the expression of her sour and discontented face. She thrust forth her head from the 

lattice, and looked anxiously upward. Beyond the shadow of a doubt, this venerable witch-lady 

had heard Mr. Dimmesdale’s outcry, and interpreted it, with its multitudinous echoes and 

reverberations, as the clamour of the fiends and night-hags, with whom she was well known to 

make excursions in the forest. 

Detecting the gleam of Governor Bellingham’s lamp, the old lady quickly extinguished her 

own, and vanished. Possibly, she went up among the clouds. The minister saw nothing further of 

her motions. The magistrate, after a wary observation of the darkness—into which, nevertheless, 

he could see but little further than he might into a mill-stone—retired from the window. 

The minister grew comparatively calm. His eyes, however, were soon greeted by a little 

glimmering light, which, at first a long way off was approaching up the street. It threw a gleam 

of recognition, on here a post, and there a garden fence, and here a latticed window-pane, and 

there a pump, with its full trough of water, and here again an arched door of oak, with an iron 

knocker, and a rough log for the door-step. The Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale noted all these 

minute particulars, even while firmly convinced that the doom of his existence was stealing 

onward, in the footsteps which he now heard; and that the gleam of the lantern would fall upon 

him in a few moments more, and reveal his long-hidden secret. As the light drew nearer, he 

beheld, within its illuminated circle, his brother clergyman—or, to speak more accurately, his 

professional father, as well as highly valued friend—the Reverend Mr. Wilson, who, as Mr. 

Dimmesdale now conjectured, had been praying at the bedside of some dying man. And so he 

had. The good old minister came freshly from the death-chamber of Governor Winthrop, who 

had passed from earth to heaven within that very hour. And now surrounded, like the saint-like 

personage of olden times, with a radiant halo, that glorified him amid this gloomy night of sin—

as if the departed Governor had left him an inheritance of his glory, or as if he had caught upon 

himself the distant shine of the celestial city, while looking thitherward to see the triumphant 

pilgrim pass within its gates—now, in short, good Father Wilson was moving homeward, aiding 

his footsteps with a lighted lantern! The glimmer of this luminary suggested the above conceits 

to Mr. Dimmesdale, who smiled—nay, almost laughed at them—and then wondered if he was 

going mad. 

As the Reverend Mr. Wilson passed beside the scaffold, closely muffling his Geneva cloak 

about him with one arm, and holding the lantern before his breast with the other, the minister 

could hardly restrain himself from speaking— 

“A good evening to you, venerable Father Wilson. Come up hither, I pray you, and pass a 

pleasant hour with me!” 

Good Heavens! Had Mr. Dimmesdale actually spoken? For one instant he believed that these 

words had passed his lips. But they were uttered only within his imagination. The venerable 

Father Wilson continued to step slowly onward, looking carefully at the muddy pathway before 

his feet, and never once turning his head towards the guilty platform. When the light of the 

glimmering lantern had faded quite away, the minister discovered, by the faintness which came 

over him, that the last few moments had been a crisis of terrible anxiety, although his mind had 

made an involuntary effort to relieve itself by a kind of lurid playfulness. 



Shortly afterwards, the like grisly sense of the humorous again stole in among the solemn 

phantoms of his thought. He felt his limbs growing stiff with the unaccustomed chilliness of the 

night, and doubted whether he should be able to descend the steps of the scaffold. Morning 

would break and find him there. The neighbourhood would begin to rouse itself. The earliest 

riser, coming forth in the dim twilight, would perceive a vaguely-defined figure aloft on the 

place of shame; and half-crazed betwixt alarm and curiosity, would go knocking from door to 

door, summoning all the people to behold the ghost—as he needs must think it—of some defunct 

transgressor. A dusky tumult would flap its wings from one house to another. Then—the 

morning light still waxing stronger—old patriarchs would rise up in great haste, each in his 

flannel gown, and matronly dames, without pausing to put off their night-gear. The whole tribe 

of decorous personages, who had never heretofore been seen with a single hair of their heads 

awry, would start into public view with the disorder of a nightmare in their aspects. Old 

Governor Bellingham would come grimly forth, with his King James’ ruff fastened askew, and 

Mistress Hibbins, with some twigs of the forest clinging to her skirts, and looking sourer than 

ever, as having hardly got a wink of sleep after her night ride; and good Father Wilson too, after 

spending half the night at a death-bed, and liking ill to be disturbed, thus early, out of his dreams 

about the glorified saints. Hither, likewise, would come the elders and deacons of Mr. 

Dimmesdale’s church, and the young virgins who so idolized their minister, and had made a 

shrine for him in their white bosoms, which now, by the by, in their hurry and confusion, they 

would scantly have given themselves time to cover with their kerchiefs. All people, in a word, 

would come stumbling over their thresholds, and turning up their amazed and horror-stricken 

visages around the scaffold. Whom would they discern there, with the red eastern light upon his 

brow? Whom, but the Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale, half-frozen to death, overwhelmed with 

shame, and standing where Hester Prynne had stood! 

Carried away by the grotesque horror of this picture, the minister, unawares, and to his own 

infinite alarm, burst into a great peal of laughter. It was immediately responded to by a light, 

airy, childish laugh, in which, with a thrill of the heart—but he knew not whether of exquisite 

pain, or pleasure as acute—he recognised the tones of little Pearl. 

“Pearl! Little Pearl!” cried he, after a moment’s pause; then, suppressing his voice—“Hester! 

Hester Prynne! Are you there?” 

“Yes; it is Hester Prynne!” she replied, in a tone of surprise; and the minister heard her 

footsteps approaching from the side-walk, along which she had been passing. “It is I, and my 

little Pearl.” 

“Whence come you, Hester?” asked the minister. “What sent you hither?” 

“I have been watching at a death-bed,” answered Hester Prynne “at Governor Winthrop’s 

death-bed, and have taken his measure for a robe, and am now going homeward to my dwelling.” 

“Come up hither, Hester, thou and little Pearl,” said the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale. “Ye have 

both been here before, but I was not with you. Come up hither once again, and we will stand all 

three together.” 

She silently ascended the steps, and stood on the platform, holding little Pearl by the hand. 

The minister felt for the child’s other hand, and took it. The moment that he did so, there came 

what seemed a tumultuous rush of new life, other life than his own pouring like a torrent into his 

heart, and hurrying through all his veins, as if the mother and the child were communicating their 

vital warmth to his half-torpid system. The three formed an electric chain. 

“Minister!” whispered little Pearl. 



“What wouldst thou say, child?” asked Mr. Dimmesdale. 

“Wilt thou stand here with mother and me, tomorrow noontide?” inquired Pearl. 

“Nay; not so, my little Pearl,” answered the minister; for, with the new energy of the moment, 

all the dread of public exposure, that had so long been the anguish of his life, had returned upon 

him; and he was already trembling at the conjunction in which—with a strange joy, 

nevertheless—he now found himself—“not so, my child. I shall, indeed, stand with thy mother 

and thee one other day, but not tomorrow.” 

Pearl laughed, and attempted to pull away her hand. But the minister held it fast. 

“A moment longer, my child!” said he. 

“But wilt thou promise,” asked Pearl, “to take my hand, and mother’s hand, tomorrow 

noontide?” 

“Not then, Pearl,” said the minister; “but another time.” 

“And what other time?” persisted the child. 

“At the great judgment day,” whispered the minister; and, strangely enough, the sense that he 

was a professional teacher of the truth impelled him to answer the child so. “Then, and there, 

before the judgment-seat, thy mother, and thou, and I must stand together. But the daylight of 

this world shall not see our meeting!” 

Pearl laughed again. 

But before Mr. Dimmesdale had done speaking, a light gleamed far and wide over all the 

muffled sky. It was doubtless caused by one of those meteors, which the night-watcher may so 

often observe burning out to waste, in the vacant regions of the atmosphere. So powerful was its 

radiance, that it thoroughly illuminated the dense medium of cloud betwixt the sky and earth. 

The great vault brightened, like the dome of an immense lamp. It showed the familiar scene of 

the street with the distinctness of mid-day, but also with the awfulness that is always imparted to 

familiar objects by an unaccustomed light. The wooden houses, with their jutting storeys and 

quaint gable-peaks; the doorsteps and thresholds with the early grass springing up about them; 

the garden-plots, black with freshly-turned earth; the wheel-track, little worn, and even in the 

market-place margined with green on either side—all were visible, but with a singularity of 

aspect that seemed to give another moral interpretation to the things of this world than they had 

ever borne before. And there stood the minister, with his hand over his heart; and Hester Prynne, 

with the embroidered letter glimmering on her bosom; and little Pearl, herself a symbol, and the 

connecting link between those two. They stood in the noon of that strange and solemn splendour, 

as if it were the light that is to reveal all secrets, and the daybreak that shall unite all who belong 

to one another. 

There was witchcraft in little Pearl’s eyes; and her face, as she glanced upward at the minister, 

wore that naughty smile which made its expression frequently so elvish. She withdrew her hand 

from Mr. Dimmesdale’s, and pointed across the street. But he clasped both his hands over his 

breast, and cast his eyes towards the zenith. 

Nothing was more common, in those days, than to interpret all meteoric appearances, and 

other natural phenomena that occurred with less regularity than the rise and set of sun and moon, 

as so many revelations from a supernatural source. Thus, a blazing spear, a sword of flame, a 

bow, or a sheaf of arrows seen in the midnight sky, prefigured Indian warfare. Pestilence was 

known to have been foreboded by a shower of crimson light. We doubt whether any marked 

event, for good or evil, ever befell New England, from its settlement down to revolutionary 



times, of which the inhabitants had not been previously warned by some spectacle of its nature. 

Not seldom, it had been seen by multitudes. Oftener, however, its credibility rested on the faith 

of some lonely eye-witness, who beheld the wonder through the coloured, magnifying, and 

distorted medium of his imagination, and shaped it more distinctly in his after-thought. It was, 

indeed, a majestic idea that the destiny of nations should be revealed, in these awful 

hieroglyphics, on the cope of heaven. A scroll so wide might not be deemed too expensive for 

Providence to write a people’s doom upon. The belief was a favourite one with our forefathers, 

as betokening that their infant commonwealth was under a celestial guardianship of peculiar 

intimacy and strictness. But what shall we say, when an individual discovers a revelation 

addressed to himself alone, on the same vast sheet of record. In such a case, it could only be the 

symptom of a highly disordered mental state, when a man, rendered morbidly self-contemplative 

by long, intense, and secret pain, had extended his egotism over the whole expanse of nature, 

until the firmament itself should appear no more than a fitting page for his soul’s history and 

fate. 

We impute it, therefore, solely to the disease in his own eye and heart that the minister, 

looking upward to the zenith, beheld there the appearance of an immense letter—the letter A—

marked out in lines of dull red light. Not but the meteor may have shown itself at that point, 

burning duskily through a veil of cloud, but with no such shape as his guilty imagination gave it, 

or, at least, with so little definiteness, that another’s guilt might have seen another symbol in it. 

There was a singular circumstance that characterised Mr. Dimmesdale’s psychological state at 

this moment. All the time that he gazed upward to the zenith, he was, nevertheless, perfectly 

aware that little Pearl was pointing her finger towards old Roger Chillingworth, who stood at no 

great distance from the scaffold. The minister appeared to see him, with the same glance that 

discerned the miraculous letter. To his feature as to all other objects, the meteoric light imparted 

a new expression; or it might well be that the physician was not careful then, as at all other times, 

to hide the malevolence with which he looked upon his victim. Certainly, if the meteor kindled 

up the sky, and disclosed the earth, with an awfulness that admonished Hester Prynne and the 

clergyman of the day of judgment, then might Roger Chillingworth have passed with them for 

the arch-fiend, standing there with a smile and scowl, to claim his own. So vivid was the 

expression, or so intense the minister’s perception of it, that it seemed still to remain painted on 

the darkness after the meteor had vanished, with an effect as if the street and all things else were 

at once annihilated. 

“Who is that man, Hester?” gasped Mr. Dimmesdale, overcome with terror. “I shiver at him! 

Dost thou know the man? I hate him, Hester!” 

She remembered her oath, and was silent. 

“I tell thee, my soul shivers at him!” muttered the minister again. “Who is he? Who is he? 

Canst thou do nothing for me? I have a nameless horror of the man!” 

“Minister,” said little Pearl, “I can tell thee who he is!” 

“Quickly, then, child!” said the minister, bending his ear close to her lips. “Quickly, and as 

low as thou canst whisper.” 

Pearl mumbled something into his ear that sounded, indeed, like human language, but was 

only such gibberish as children may be heard amusing themselves with by the hour together. At 

all events, if it involved any secret information in regard to old Roger Chillingworth, it was in a 

tongue unknown to the erudite clergyman, and did but increase the bewilderment of his mind. 

The elvish child then laughed aloud. 



“Dost thou mock me now?” said the minister. 

“Thou wast not bold!—thou wast not true!” answered the child. “Thou wouldst not promise to 

take my hand, and mother’s hand, tomorrow noontide!” 

“Worthy sir,” answered the physician, who had now advanced to the foot of the platform—

“pious Master Dimmesdale! can this be you? Well, well, indeed! We men of study, whose heads 

are in our books, have need to be straitly looked after! We dream in our waking moments, and 

walk in our sleep. Come, good sir, and my dear friend, I pray you let me lead you home!” 

“How knewest thou that I was here?” asked the minister, fearfully. 

“Verily, and in good faith,” answered Roger Chillingworth, “I knew nothing of the matter. I 

had spent the better part of the night at the bedside of the worshipful Governor Winthrop, doing 

what my poor skill might to give him ease. He, going home to a better world, I, likewise, was on 

my way homeward, when this light shone out. Come with me, I beseech you, Reverend sir, else 

you will be poorly able to do Sabbath duty tomorrow. Aha! see now how they trouble the 

brain—these books!—these books! You should study less, good sir, and take a little pastime, or 

these night whimsies will grow upon you.” 

“I will go home with you,” said Mr. Dimmesdale. 

With a chill despondency, like one awakening, all nerveless, from an ugly dream, he yielded 

himself to the physician, and was led away. 

The next day, however, being the Sabbath, he preached a discourse which was held to be the 

richest and most powerful, and the most replete with heavenly influences, that had ever 

proceeded from his lips. Souls, it is said, more souls than one, were brought to the truth by the 

efficacy of that sermon, and vowed within themselves to cherish a holy gratitude towards Mr. 

Dimmesdale throughout the long hereafter. But as he came down the pulpit steps, the grey-

bearded sexton met him, holding up a black glove, which the minister recognised as his own. 

“It was found,” said the Sexton, “this morning on the scaffold where evil-doers are set up to 

public shame. Satan dropped it there, I take it, intending a scurrilous jest against your reverence. 

But, indeed, he was blind and foolish, as he ever and always is. A pure hand needs no glove to 

cover it!” 

“Thank you, my good friend,” said the minister, gravely, but startled at heart; for so confused 

was his remembrance, that he had almost brought himself to look at the events of the past night 

as visionary. 

“Yes, it seems to be my glove, indeed!” 

“And, since Satan saw fit to steal it, your reverence must needs handle him without gloves 

henceforward,” remarked the old sexton, grimly smiling. “But did your reverence hear of the 

portent that was seen last night? a great red letter in the sky—the letter A, which we interpret to 

stand for Angel. For, as our good Governor Winthrop was made an angel this past night, it was 

doubtless held fit that there should be some notice thereof!” 

“No,” answered the minister; “I had not heard of it.” 

  



XIII. ANOTHER VIEW OF HESTER 

In her late singular interview with Mr. Dimmesdale, Hester Prynne was shocked at the 

condition to which she found the clergyman reduced. His nerve seemed absolutely destroyed. 

His moral force was abased into more than childish weakness. It grovelled helpless on the 

ground, even while his intellectual faculties retained their pristine strength, or had perhaps 

acquired a morbid energy, which disease only could have given them. With her knowledge of a 

train of circumstances hidden from all others, she could readily infer that, besides the legitimate 

action of his own conscience, a terrible machinery had been brought to bear, and was still 

operating, on Mr. Dimmesdale’s well-being and repose. Knowing what this poor fallen man had 

once been, her whole soul was moved by the shuddering terror with which he had appealed to 

her—the outcast woman—for support against his instinctively discovered enemy. She decided, 

moreover, that he had a right to her utmost aid. Little accustomed, in her long seclusion from 

society, to measure her ideas of right and wrong by any standard external to herself, Hester 

saw—or seemed to see—that there lay a responsibility upon her in reference to the clergyman, 

which she owned to no other, nor to the whole world besides. The links that united her to the rest 

of humankind—links of flowers, or silk, or gold, or whatever the material—had all been broken. 

Here was the iron link of mutual crime, which neither he nor she could break. Like all other ties, 

it brought along with it its obligations. 

Hester Prynne did not now occupy precisely the same position in which we beheld her during 

the earlier periods of her ignominy. Years had come and gone. Pearl was now seven years old. 

Her mother, with the scarlet letter on her breast, glittering in its fantastic embroidery, had long 

been a familiar object to the townspeople. As is apt to be the case when a person stands out in 

any prominence before the community, and, at the same time, interferes neither with public nor 

individual interests and convenience, a species of general regard had ultimately grown up in 

reference to Hester Prynne. It is to the credit of human nature that, except where its selfishness is 

brought into play, it loves more readily than it hates. Hatred, by a gradual and quiet process, will 

even be transformed to love, unless the change be impeded by a continually new irritation of the 

original feeling of hostility. In this matter of Hester Prynne there was neither irritation nor 

irksomeness. She never battled with the public, but submitted uncomplainingly to its worst 

usage; she made no claim upon it in requital for what she suffered; she did not weigh upon its 

sympathies. Then, also, the blameless purity of her life during all these years in which she had 

been set apart to infamy was reckoned largely in her favour. With nothing now to lose, in the 

sight of mankind, and with no hope, and seemingly no wish, of gaining anything, it could only be 

a genuine regard for virtue that had brought back the poor wanderer to its paths. 

It was perceived, too, that while Hester never put forward even the humblest title to share in 

the world’s privileges—further than to breathe the common air and earn daily bread for little 

Pearl and herself by the faithful labour of her hands—she was quick to acknowledge her 

sisterhood with the race of man whenever benefits were to be conferred. None so ready as she to 

give of her little substance to every demand of poverty, even though the bitter-hearted pauper 

threw back a gibe in requital of the food brought regularly to his door, or the garments wrought 

for him by the fingers that could have embroidered a monarch’s robe. None so self-devoted as 

Hester when pestilence stalked through the town. In all seasons of calamity, indeed, whether 

general or of individuals, the outcast of society at once found her place. She came, not as a guest, 

but as a rightful inmate, into the household that was darkened by trouble, as if its gloomy 

twilight were a medium in which she was entitled to hold intercourse with her fellow-creature. 



There glimmered the embroidered letter, with comfort in its unearthly ray. Elsewhere the token 

of sin, it was the taper of the sick chamber. It had even thrown its gleam, in the sufferer’s hard 

extremity, across the verge of time. It had shown him where to set his foot, while the light of 

earth was fast becoming dim, and ere the light of futurity could reach him. In such emergencies 

Hester’s nature showed itself warm and rich—a well-spring of human tenderness, unfailing to 

every real demand, and inexhaustible by the largest. Her breast, with its badge of shame, was but 

the softer pillow for the head that needed one. She was self-ordained a Sister of Mercy, or, we 

may rather say, the world’s heavy hand had so ordained her, when neither the world nor she 

looked forward to this result. The letter was the symbol of her calling. Such helpfulness was 

found in her—so much power to do, and power to sympathise—that many people refused to 

interpret the scarlet A by its original signification. They said that it meant Able, so strong was 

Hester Prynne, with a woman’s strength. 

It was only the darkened house that could contain her. When sunshine came again, she was not 

there. Her shadow had faded across the threshold. The helpful inmate had departed, without one 

backward glance to gather up the meed of gratitude, if any were in the hearts of those whom she 

had served so zealously. Meeting them in the street, she never raised her head to receive their 

greeting. If they were resolute to accost her, she laid her finger on the scarlet letter, and passed 

on. This might be pride, but was so like humility, that it produced all the softening influence of 

the latter quality on the public mind. The public is despotic in its temper; it is capable of denying 

common justice when too strenuously demanded as a right; but quite as frequently it awards 

more than justice, when the appeal is made, as despots love to have it made, entirely to its 

generosity. Interpreting Hester Prynne’s deportment as an appeal of this nature, society was 

inclined to show its former victim a more benign countenance than she cared to be favoured 

with, or, perchance, than she deserved. 

The rulers, and the wise and learned men of the community, were longer in acknowledging the 

influence of Hester’s good qualities than the people. The prejudices which they shared in 

common with the latter were fortified in themselves by an iron frame-work of reasoning, that 

made it a far tougher labour to expel them. Day by day, nevertheless, their sour and rigid 

wrinkles were relaxing into something which, in the due course of years, might grow to be an 

expression of almost benevolence. Thus it was with the men of rank, on whom their eminent 

position imposed the guardianship of the public morals. Individuals in private life, meanwhile, 

had quite forgiven Hester Prynne for her frailty; nay, more, they had begun to look upon the 

scarlet letter as the token, not of that one sin for which she had borne so long and dreary a 

penance, but of her many good deeds since. “Do you see that woman with the embroidered 

badge?” they would say to strangers. “It is our Hester—the town’s own Hester—who is so kind 

to the poor, so helpful to the sick, so comfortable to the afflicted!” Then, it is true, the propensity 

of human nature to tell the very worst of itself, when embodied in the person of another, would 

constrain them to whisper the black scandal of bygone years. It was none the less a fact, 

however, that in the eyes of the very men who spoke thus, the scarlet letter had the effect of the 

cross on a nun’s bosom. It imparted to the wearer a kind of sacredness, which enabled her to 

walk securely amid all peril. Had she fallen among thieves, it would have kept her safe. It was 

reported, and believed by many, that an Indian had drawn his arrow against the badge, and that 

the missile struck it, and fell harmless to the ground. 

The effect of the symbol—or rather, of the position in respect to society that was indicated by 

it—on the mind of Hester Prynne herself was powerful and peculiar. All the light and graceful 

foliage of her character had been withered up by this red-hot brand, and had long ago fallen 



away, leaving a bare and harsh outline, which might have been repulsive had she possessed 

friends or companions to be repelled by it. Even the attractiveness of her person had undergone a 

similar change. It might be partly owing to the studied austerity of her dress, and partly to the 

lack of demonstration in her manners. It was a sad transformation, too, that her rich and luxuriant 

hair had either been cut off, or was so completely hidden by a cap, that not a shining lock of it 

ever once gushed into the sunshine. It was due in part to all these causes, but still more to 

something else, that there seemed to be no longer anything in Hester’s face for Love to dwell 

upon; nothing in Hester’s form, though majestic and statue-like, that Passion would ever dream 

of clasping in its embrace; nothing in Hester’s bosom to make it ever again the pillow of 

Affection. Some attribute had departed from her, the permanence of which had been essential to 

keep her a woman. Such is frequently the fate, and such the stern development, of the feminine 

character and person, when the woman has encountered, and lived through, an experience of 

peculiar severity. If she be all tenderness, she will die. If she survive, the tenderness will either 

be crushed out of her, or—and the outward semblance is the same—crushed so deeply into her 

heart that it can never show itself more. The latter is perhaps the truest theory. She who has once 

been a woman, and ceased to be so, might at any moment become a woman again, if there were 

only the magic touch to effect the transformation. We shall see whether Hester Prynne were ever 

afterwards so touched and so transfigured. 

Much of the marble coldness of Hester’s impression was to be attributed to the circumstance 

that her life had turned, in a great measure, from passion and feeling to thought. Standing alone 

in the world—alone, as to any dependence on society, and with little Pearl to be guided and 

protected—alone, and hopeless of retrieving her position, even had she not scorned to consider it 

desirable—she cast away the fragment of a broken chain. The world’s law was no law for her 

mind. It was an age in which the human intellect, newly emancipated, had taken a more active 

and a wider range than for many centuries before. Men of the sword had overthrown nobles and 

kings. Men bolder than these had overthrown and rearranged—not actually, but within the sphere 

of theory, which was their most real abode—the whole system of ancient prejudice, wherewith 

was linked much of ancient principle. Hester Prynne imbibed this spirit. She assumed a freedom 

of speculation, then common enough on the other side of the Atlantic, but which our forefathers, 

had they known it, would have held to be a deadlier crime than that stigmatised by the scarlet 

letter. In her lonesome cottage, by the sea-shore, thoughts visited her such as dared to enter no 

other dwelling in New England; shadowy guests, that would have been as perilous as demons to 

their entertainer, could they have been seen so much as knocking at her door. 

It is remarkable that persons who speculate the most boldly often conform with the most 

perfect quietude to the external regulations of society. The thought suffices them, without 

investing itself in the flesh and blood of action. So it seemed to be with Hester. Yet, had little 

Pearl never come to her from the spiritual world, it might have been far otherwise. Then she 

might have come down to us in history, hand in hand with Ann Hutchinson, as the foundress of a 

religious sect. She might, in one of her phases, have been a prophetess. She might, and not 

improbably would, have suffered death from the stern tribunals of the period, for attempting to 

undermine the foundations of the Puritan establishment. But, in the education of her child, the 

mother’s enthusiasm of thought had something to wreak itself upon. Providence, in the person of 

this little girl, had assigned to Hester’s charge, the germ and blossom of womanhood, to be 

cherished and developed amid a host of difficulties. Everything was against her. The world was 

hostile. The child’s own nature had something wrong in it which continually betokened that she 

had been born amiss—the effluence of her mother’s lawless passion—and often impelled Hester 



to ask, in bitterness of heart, whether it were for ill or good that the poor little creature had been 

born at all. 

Indeed, the same dark question often rose into her mind with reference to the whole race of 

womanhood. Was existence worth accepting even to the happiest among them? As concerned her 

own individual existence, she had long ago decided in the negative, and dismissed the point as 

settled. A tendency to speculation, though it may keep women quiet, as it does man, yet makes 

her sad. She discerns, it may be, such a hopeless task before her. As a first step, the whole system 

of society is to be torn down and built up anew. Then the very nature of the opposite sex, or its 

long hereditary habit, which has become like nature, is to be essentially modified before woman 

can be allowed to assume what seems a fair and suitable position. Finally, all other difficulties 

being obviated, woman cannot take advantage of these preliminary reforms until she herself shall 

have undergone a still mightier change, in which, perhaps, the ethereal essence, wherein she has 

her truest life, will be found to have evaporated. A woman never overcomes these problems by 

any exercise of thought. They are not to be solved, or only in one way. If her heart chance to 

come uppermost, they vanish. Thus Hester Prynne, whose heart had lost its regular and healthy 

throb, wandered without a clue in the dark labyrinth of mind; now turned aside by an 

insurmountable precipice; now starting back from a deep chasm. There was wild and ghastly 

scenery all around her, and a home and comfort nowhere. At times a fearful doubt strove to 

possess her soul, whether it were not better to send Pearl at once to Heaven, and go herself to 

such futurity as Eternal Justice should provide. 

The scarlet letter had not done its office. Now, however, her interview with the Reverend Mr. 

Dimmesdale, on the night of his vigil, had given her a new theme of reflection, and held up to 

her an object that appeared worthy of any exertion and sacrifice for its attainment. She had 

witnessed the intense misery beneath which the minister struggled, or, to speak more accurately, 

had ceased to struggle. She saw that he stood on the verge of lunacy, if he had not already 

stepped across it. It was impossible to doubt that, whatever painful efficacy there might be in the 

secret sting of remorse, a deadlier venom had been infused into it by the hand that proffered 

relief. A secret enemy had been continually by his side, under the semblance of a friend and 

helper, and had availed himself of the opportunities thus afforded for tampering with the delicate 

springs of Mr. Dimmesdale’s nature. Hester could not but ask herself whether there had not 

originally been a defect of truth, courage, and loyalty on her own part, in allowing the minister to 

be thrown into a position where so much evil was to be foreboded and nothing auspicious to be 

hoped. Her only justification lay in the fact that she had been able to discern no method of 

rescuing him from a blacker ruin than had overwhelmed herself except by acquiescing in Roger 

Chillingworth’s scheme of disguise. Under that impulse she had made her choice, and had 

chosen, as it now appeared, the more wretched alternative of the two. She determined to redeem 

her error so far as it might yet be possible. Strengthened by years of hard and solemn trial, she 

felt herself no longer so inadequate to cope with Roger Chillingworth as on that night, abased by 

sin and half-maddened by the ignominy that was still new, when they had talked together in the 

prison-chamber. She had climbed her way since then to a higher point. The old man, on the other 

hand, had brought himself nearer to her level, or, perhaps, below it, by the revenge which he had 

stooped for. 

In fine, Hester Prynne resolved to meet her former husband, and do what might be in her 

power for the rescue of the victim on whom he had so evidently set his gripe. The occasion was 

not long to seek. One afternoon, walking with Pearl in a retired part of the peninsula, she beheld 



the old physician with a basket on one arm and a staff in the other hand, stooping along the 

ground in quest of roots and herbs to concoct his medicine withal. 

  



XIV. HESTER AND THE PHYSICIAN 

Hester bade little Pearl run down to the margin of the water, and play with the shells and 

tangled sea-weed, until she should have talked awhile with yonder gatherer of herbs. So the child 

flew away like a bird, and, making bare her small white feet went pattering along the moist 

margin of the sea. Here and there she came to a full stop, and peeped curiously into a pool, left 

by the retiring tide as a mirror for Pearl to see her face in. Forth peeped at her, out of the pool, 

with dark, glistening curls around her head, and an elf-smile in her eyes, the image of a little 

maid whom Pearl, having no other playmate, invited to take her hand and run a race with her. 

But the visionary little maid on her part, beckoned likewise, as if to say—“This is a better place; 

come thou into the pool.” And Pearl, stepping in mid-leg deep, beheld her own white feet at the 

bottom; while, out of a still lower depth, came the gleam of a kind of fragmentary smile, floating 

to and fro in the agitated water. 

Meanwhile her mother had accosted the physician. “I would speak a word with you,” said 

she—“a word that concerns us much.” 

“Aha! and is it Mistress Hester that has a word for old Roger Chillingworth?” answered he, 

raising himself from his stooping posture. “With all my heart! Why, mistress, I hear good tidings 

of you on all hands! No longer ago than yester-eve, a magistrate, a wise and godly man, was 

discoursing of your affairs, Mistress Hester, and whispered me that there had been question 

concerning you in the council. It was debated whether or no, with safety to the commonweal, 

yonder scarlet letter might be taken off your bosom. On my life, Hester, I made my intreaty to 

the worshipful magistrate that it might be done forthwith.” 

“It lies not in the pleasure of the magistrates to take off the badge,” calmly replied Hester. 

“Were I worthy to be quit of it, it would fall away of its own nature, or be transformed into 

something that should speak a different purport.” 

“Nay, then, wear it, if it suit you better,” rejoined he, “A woman must needs follow her own 

fancy touching the adornment of her person. The letter is gaily embroidered, and shows right 

bravely on your bosom!” 

All this while Hester had been looking steadily at the old man, and was shocked, as well as 

wonder-smitten, to discern what a change had been wrought upon him within the past seven 

years. It was not so much that he had grown older; for though the traces of advancing life were 

visible, he bore his age well, and seemed to retain a wiry vigour and alertness. But the former 

aspect of an intellectual and studious man, calm and quiet, which was what she best remembered 

in him, had altogether vanished, and been succeeded by an eager, searching, almost fierce, yet 

carefully guarded look. It seemed to be his wish and purpose to mask this expression with a 

smile, but the latter played him false, and flickered over his visage so derisively that the spectator 

could see his blackness all the better for it. Ever and anon, too, there came a glare of red light out 

of his eyes, as if the old man’s soul were on fire and kept on smouldering duskily within his 

breast, until by some casual puff of passion it was blown into a momentary flame. This he 

repressed as speedily as possible, and strove to look as if nothing of the kind had happened. 

In a word, old Roger Chillingworth was a striking evidence of man’s faculty of transforming 

himself into a devil, if he will only, for a reasonable space of time, undertake a devil’s office. 

This unhappy person had effected such a transformation by devoting himself for seven years to 

the constant analysis of a heart full of torture, and deriving his enjoyment thence, and adding fuel 

to those fiery tortures which he analysed and gloated over. 



The scarlet letter burned on Hester Prynne’s bosom. Here was another ruin, the responsibility 

of which came partly home to her. 

“What see you in my face,” asked the physician, “that you look at it so earnestly?” 

“Something that would make me weep, if there were any tears bitter enough for it,” answered 

she. “But let it pass! It is of yonder miserable man that I would speak.” 

“And what of him?” cried Roger Chillingworth, eagerly, as if he loved the topic, and were 

glad of an opportunity to discuss it with the only person of whom he could make a confidant. 

“Not to hide the truth, Mistress Hester, my thoughts happen just now to be busy with the 

gentleman. So speak freely and I will make answer.” 

“When we last spake together,” said Hester, “now seven years ago, it was your pleasure to 

extort a promise of secrecy as touching the former relation betwixt yourself and me. As the life 

and good fame of yonder man were in your hands there seemed no choice to me, save to be silent 

in accordance with your behest. Yet it was not without heavy misgivings that I thus bound 

myself, for, having cast off all duty towards other human beings, there remained a duty towards 

him, and something whispered me that I was betraying it in pledging myself to keep your 

counsel. Since that day no man is so near to him as you. You tread behind his every footstep. 

You are beside him, sleeping and waking. You search his thoughts. You burrow and rankle in his 

heart! Your clutch is on his life, and you cause him to die daily a living death, and still he knows 

you not. In permitting this I have surely acted a false part by the only man to whom the power 

was left me to be true!” 

“What choice had you?” asked Roger Chillingworth. “My finger, pointed at this man, would 

have hurled him from his pulpit into a dungeon, thence, peradventure, to the gallows!” 

“It had been better so!” said Hester Prynne. 

“What evil have I done the man?” asked Roger Chillingworth again. “I tell thee, Hester 

Prynne, the richest fee that ever physician earned from monarch could not have bought such care 

as I have wasted on this miserable priest! But for my aid his life would have burned away in 

torments within the first two years after the perpetration of his crime and thine. For, Hester, his 

spirit lacked the strength that could have borne up, as thine has, beneath a burden like thy scarlet 

letter. Oh, I could reveal a goodly secret! But enough. What art can do, I have exhausted on him. 

That he now breathes and creeps about on earth is owing all to me!” 

“Better he had died at once!” said Hester Prynne. 

“Yea, woman, thou sayest truly!” cried old Roger Chillingworth, letting the lurid fire of his 

heart blaze out before her eyes. “Better had he died at once! Never did mortal suffer what this 

man has suffered. And all, all, in the sight of his worst enemy! He has been conscious of me. He 

has felt an influence dwelling always upon him like a curse. He knew, by some spiritual sense—

for the Creator never made another being so sensitive as this—he knew that no friendly hand was 

pulling at his heartstrings, and that an eye was looking curiously into him, which sought only 

evil, and found it. But he knew not that the eye and hand were mine! With the superstition 

common to his brotherhood, he fancied himself given over to a fiend, to be tortured with frightful 

dreams and desperate thoughts, the sting of remorse and despair of pardon, as a foretaste of what 

awaits him beyond the grave. But it was the constant shadow of my presence, the closest 

propinquity of the man whom he had most vilely wronged, and who had grown to exist only by 

this perpetual poison of the direst revenge! Yea, indeed, he did not err, there was a fiend at his 

elbow! A mortal man, with once a human heart, has become a fiend for his especial torment.” 



The unfortunate physician, while uttering these words, lifted his hands with a look of horror, 

as if he had beheld some frightful shape, which he could not recognise, usurping the place of his 

own image in a glass. It was one of those moments—which sometimes occur only at the interval 

of years—when a man’s moral aspect is faithfully revealed to his mind’s eye. Not improbably he 

had never before viewed himself as he did now. 

“Hast thou not tortured him enough?” said Hester, noticing the old man’s look. “Has he not 

paid thee all?” 

“No, no! He has but increased the debt!” answered the physician, and as he proceeded, his 

manner lost its fiercer characteristics, and subsided into gloom. “Dost thou remember me, 

Hester, as I was nine years agone? Even then I was in the autumn of my days, nor was it the 

early autumn. But all my life had been made up of earnest, studious, thoughtful, quiet years, 

bestowed faithfully for the increase of mine own knowledge, and faithfully, too, though this 

latter object was but casual to the other—faithfully for the advancement of human welfare. No 

life had been more peaceful and innocent than mine; few lives so rich with benefits conferred. 

Dost thou remember me? Was I not, though you might deem me cold, nevertheless a man 

thoughtful for others, craving little for himself—kind, true, just and of constant, if not warm 

affections? Was I not all this?” 

“All this, and more,” said Hester. 

“And what am I now?” demanded he, looking into her face, and permitting the whole evil 

within him to be written on his features. “I have already told thee what I am—a fiend! Who 

made me so?” 

“It was myself,” cried Hester, shuddering. “It was I, not less than he. Why hast thou not 

avenged thyself on me?” 

“I have left thee to the scarlet letter,” replied Roger Chillingworth. “If that has not avenged 

me, I can do no more!” 

He laid his finger on it with a smile. 

“It has avenged thee,” answered Hester Prynne. 

“I judged no less,” said the physician. “And now what wouldst thou with me touching this 

man?” 

“I must reveal the secret,” answered Hester, firmly. “He must discern thee in thy true 

character. What may be the result I know not. But this long debt of confidence, due from me to 

him, whose bane and ruin I have been, shall at length be paid. So far as concerns the overthrow 

or preservation of his fair fame and his earthly state, and perchance his life, he is in my hands. 

Nor do I—whom the scarlet letter has disciplined to truth, though it be the truth of red-hot iron 

entering into the soul—nor do I perceive such advantage in his living any longer a life of ghastly 

emptiness, that I shall stoop to implore thy mercy. Do with him as thou wilt! There is no good 

for him, no good for me, no good for thee. There is no good for little Pearl. There is no path to 

guide us out of this dismal maze.” 

“Woman, I could well-nigh pity thee,” said Roger Chillingworth, unable to restrain a thrill of 

admiration too, for there was a quality almost majestic in the despair which she expressed. “Thou 

hadst great elements. Peradventure, hadst thou met earlier with a better love than mine, this evil 

had not been. I pity thee, for the good that has been wasted in thy nature.” 

“And I thee,” answered Hester Prynne, “for the hatred that has transformed a wise and just 

man to a fiend! Wilt thou yet purge it out of thee, and be once more human? If not for his sake, 



then doubly for thine own! Forgive, and leave his further retribution to the Power that claims it! I 

said, but now, that there could be no good event for him, or thee, or me, who are here wandering 

together in this gloomy maze of evil, and stumbling at every step over the guilt wherewith we 

have strewn our path. It is not so! There might be good for thee, and thee alone, since thou hast 

been deeply wronged and hast it at thy will to pardon. Wilt thou give up that only privilege? Wilt 

thou reject that priceless benefit?” 

“Peace, Hester—peace!” replied the old man, with gloomy sternness—“it is not granted me to 

pardon. I have no such power as thou tellest me of. My old faith, long forgotten, comes back to 

me, and explains all that we do, and all we suffer. By thy first step awry, thou didst plant the 

germ of evil; but since that moment it has all been a dark necessity. Ye that have wronged me are 

not sinful, save in a kind of typical illusion; neither am I fiend-like, who have snatched a fiend’s 

office from his hands. It is our fate. Let the black flower blossom as it may! Now, go thy ways, 

and deal as thou wilt with yonder man.” 

He waved his hand, and betook himself again to his employment of gathering herbs. 

  



XV. HESTER AND PEARL 

So Roger Chillingworth—a deformed old figure with a face that haunted men’s memories 

longer than they liked—took leave of Hester Prynne, and went stooping away along the earth. He 

gathered here and there a herb, or grubbed up a root and put it into the basket on his arm. His 

gray beard almost touched the ground as he crept onward. Hester gazed after him a little while, 

looking with a half fantastic curiosity to see whether the tender grass of early spring would not 

be blighted beneath him and show the wavering track of his footsteps, sere and brown, across its 

cheerful verdure. She wondered what sort of herbs they were which the old man was so sedulous 

to gather. Would not the earth, quickened to an evil purpose by the sympathy of his eye, greet 

him with poisonous shrubs of species hitherto unknown, that would start up under his fingers? Or 

might it suffice him that every wholesome growth should be converted into something 

deleterious and malignant at his touch? Did the sun, which shone so brightly everywhere else, 

really fall upon him? Or was there, as it rather seemed, a circle of ominous shadow moving along 

with his deformity whichever way he turned himself? And whither was he now going? Would he 

not suddenly sink into the earth, leaving a barren and blasted spot, where, in due course of time, 

would be seen deadly nightshade, dogwood, henbane, and whatever else of vegetable wickedness 

the climate could produce, all flourishing with hideous luxuriance? Or would he spread bat’s 

wings and flee away, looking so much the uglier the higher he rose towards heaven? 

“Be it sin or no,” said Hester Prynne, bitterly, as still she gazed after him, “I hate the man!” 

She upbraided herself for the sentiment, but could not overcome or lessen it. Attempting to do 

so, she thought of those long-past days in a distant land, when he used to emerge at eventide 

from the seclusion of his study and sit down in the firelight of their home, and in the light of her 

nuptial smile. He needed to bask himself in that smile, he said, in order that the chill of so many 

lonely hours among his books might be taken off the scholar’s heart. Such scenes had once 

appeared not otherwise than happy, but now, as viewed through the dismal medium of her 

subsequent life, they classed themselves among her ugliest remembrances. She marvelled how 

such scenes could have been! She marvelled how she could ever have been wrought upon to 

marry him! She deemed it her crime most to be repented of, that she had ever endured and 

reciprocated the lukewarm grasp of his hand, and had suffered the smile of her lips and eyes to 

mingle and melt into his own. And it seemed a fouler offence committed by Roger Chillingworth 

than any which had since been done him, that, in the time when her heart knew no better, he had 

persuaded her to fancy herself happy by his side. 

“Yes, I hate him!” repeated Hester more bitterly than before. “He betrayed me! He has done 

me worse wrong than I did him!” 

Let men tremble to win the hand of woman, unless they win along with it the utmost passion 

of her heart! Else it may be their miserable fortune, as it was Roger Chillingworth’s, when some 

mightier touch than their own may have awakened all her sensibilities, to be reproached even for 

the calm content, the marble image of happiness, which they will have imposed upon her as the 

warm reality. But Hester ought long ago to have done with this injustice. What did it betoken? 

Had seven long years, under the torture of the scarlet letter, inflicted so much of misery and 

wrought out no repentance? 

The emotion of that brief space, while she stood gazing after the crooked figure of old Roger 

Chillingworth, threw a dark light on Hester’s state of mind, revealing much that she might not 

otherwise have acknowledged to herself. 



He being gone, she summoned back her child. 

“Pearl! Little Pearl! Where are you?” 

Pearl, whose activity of spirit never flagged, had been at no loss for amusement while her 

mother talked with the old gatherer of herbs. At first, as already told, she had flirted fancifully 

with her own image in a pool of water, beckoning the phantom forth, and—as it declined to 

venture—seeking a passage for herself into its sphere of impalpable earth and unattainable sky. 

Soon finding, however, that either she or the image was unreal, she turned elsewhere for better 

pastime. She made little boats out of birch-bark, and freighted them with snailshells, and sent out 

more ventures on the mighty deep than any merchant in New England; but the larger part of 

them foundered near the shore. She seized a live horse-shoe by the tail, and made prize of several 

five-fingers, and laid out a jelly-fish to melt in the warm sun. Then she took up the white foam 

that streaked the line of the advancing tide, and threw it upon the breeze, scampering after it with 

winged footsteps to catch the great snowflakes ere they fell. Perceiving a flock of beach-birds 

that fed and fluttered along the shore, the naughty child picked up her apron full of pebbles, and, 

creeping from rock to rock after these small sea-fowl, displayed remarkable dexterity in pelting 

them. One little gray bird, with a white breast, Pearl was almost sure had been hit by a pebble, 

and fluttered away with a broken wing. But then the elf-child sighed, and gave up her sport, 

because it grieved her to have done harm to a little being that was as wild as the sea-breeze, or as 

wild as Pearl herself. 

Her final employment was to gather seaweed of various kinds, and make herself a scarf or 

mantle, and a head-dress, and thus assume the aspect of a little mermaid. She inherited her 

mother’s gift for devising drapery and costume. As the last touch to her mermaid’s garb, Pearl 

took some eel-grass and imitated, as best she could, on her own bosom the decoration with which 

she was so familiar on her mother’s. A letter—the letter A—but freshly green instead of scarlet. 

The child bent her chin upon her breast, and contemplated this device with strange interest, even 

as if the one only thing for which she had been sent into the world was to make out its hidden 

import. 

“I wonder if mother will ask me what it means?” thought Pearl. 

Just then she heard her mother’s voice, and, flitting along as lightly as one of the little sea-

birds, appeared before Hester Prynne dancing, laughing, and pointing her finger to the ornament 

upon her bosom. 

“My little Pearl,” said Hester, after a moment’s silence, “the green letter, and on thy childish 

bosom, has no purport. But dost thou know, my child, what this letter means which thy mother is 

doomed to wear?” 

“Yes, mother,” said the child. “It is the great letter A. Thou hast taught me in the horn-book.” 

Hester looked steadily into her little face; but though there was that singular expression which 

she had so often remarked in her black eyes, she could not satisfy herself whether Pearl really 

attached any meaning to the symbol. She felt a morbid desire to ascertain the point. 

“Dost thou know, child, wherefore thy mother wears this letter?” 

“Truly do I!” answered Pearl, looking brightly into her mother’s face. “It is for the same 

reason that the minister keeps his hand over his heart!” 

“And what reason is that?” asked Hester, half smiling at the absurd incongruity of the child’s 

observation; but on second thoughts turning pale. 

“What has the letter to do with any heart save mine?” 



“Nay, mother, I have told all I know,” said Pearl, more seriously than she was wont to speak. 

“Ask yonder old man whom thou hast been talking with,—it may be he can tell. But in good 

earnest now, mother dear, what does this scarlet letter mean?—and why dost thou wear it on thy 

bosom?—and why does the minister keep his hand over his heart?” 

She took her mother’s hand in both her own, and gazed into her eyes with an earnestness that 

was seldom seen in her wild and capricious character. The thought occurred to Hester, that the 

child might really be seeking to approach her with childlike confidence, and doing what she 

could, and as intelligently as she knew how, to establish a meeting-point of sympathy. It showed 

Pearl in an unwonted aspect. Heretofore, the mother, while loving her child with the intensity of 

a sole affection, had schooled herself to hope for little other return than the waywardness of an 

April breeze, which spends its time in airy sport, and has its gusts of inexplicable passion, and is 

petulant in its best of moods, and chills oftener than caresses you, when you take it to your 

bosom; in requital of which misdemeanours it will sometimes, of its own vague purpose, kiss 

your cheek with a kind of doubtful tenderness, and play gently with your hair, and then be gone 

about its other idle business, leaving a dreamy pleasure at your heart. And this, moreover, was a 

mother’s estimate of the child’s disposition. Any other observer might have seen few but 

unamiable traits, and have given them a far darker colouring. But now the idea came strongly 

into Hester’s mind, that Pearl, with her remarkable precocity and acuteness, might already have 

approached the age when she could have been made a friend, and intrusted with as much of her 

mother’s sorrows as could be imparted, without irreverence either to the parent or the child. In 

the little chaos of Pearl’s character there might be seen emerging and could have been from the 

very first—the steadfast principles of an unflinching courage—an uncontrollable will—sturdy 

pride, which might be disciplined into self-respect—and a bitter scorn of many things which, 

when examined, might be found to have the taint of falsehood in them. She possessed affections, 

too, though hitherto acrid and disagreeable, as are the richest flavours of unripe fruit. With all 

these sterling attributes, thought Hester, the evil which she inherited from her mother must be 

great indeed, if a noble woman do not grow out of this elfish child. 

Pearl’s inevitable tendency to hover about the enigma of the scarlet letter seemed an innate 

quality of her being. From the earliest epoch of her conscious life, she had entered upon this as 

her appointed mission. Hester had often fancied that Providence had a design of justice and 

retribution, in endowing the child with this marked propensity; but never, until now, had she 

bethought herself to ask, whether, linked with that design, there might not likewise be a purpose 

of mercy and beneficence. If little Pearl were entertained with faith and trust, as a spirit 

messenger no less than an earthly child, might it not be her errand to soothe away the sorrow that 

lay cold in her mother’s heart, and converted it into a tomb?—and to help her to overcome the 

passion, once so wild, and even yet neither dead nor asleep, but only imprisoned within the same 

tomb-like heart? 

Such were some of the thoughts that now stirred in Hester’s mind, with as much vivacity of 

impression as if they had actually been whispered into her ear. And there was little Pearl, all this 

while, holding her mother’s hand in both her own, and turning her face upward, while she put 

these searching questions, once and again, and still a third time. 

“What does the letter mean, mother? and why dost thou wear it? and why does the minister 

keep his hand over his heart?” 

“What shall I say?” thought Hester to herself. “No! if this be the price of the child’s sympathy, 

I cannot pay it.” 



Then she spoke aloud— 

“Silly Pearl,” said she, “what questions are these? There are many things in this world that a 

child must not ask about. What know I of the minister’s heart? And as for the scarlet letter, I 

wear it for the sake of its gold thread.” 

In all the seven bygone years, Hester Prynne had never before been false to the symbol on her 

bosom. It may be that it was the talisman of a stern and severe, but yet a guardian spirit, who 

now forsook her; as recognising that, in spite of his strict watch over her heart, some new evil 

had crept into it, or some old one had never been expelled. As for little Pearl, the earnestness 

soon passed out of her face. 

But the child did not see fit to let the matter drop. Two or three times, as her mother and she 

went homeward, and as often at supper-time, and while Hester was putting her to bed, and once 

after she seemed to be fairly asleep, Pearl looked up, with mischief gleaming in her black eyes. 

“Mother,” said she, “what does the scarlet letter mean?” 

And the next morning, the first indication the child gave of being awake was by popping up 

her head from the pillow, and making that other enquiry, which she had so unaccountably 

connected with her investigations about the scarlet letter— 

“Mother!—Mother!—Why does the minister keep his hand over his heart?” 

“Hold thy tongue, naughty child!” answered her mother, with an asperity that she had never 

permitted to herself before. “Do not tease me; else I shall put thee into the dark closet!” 

  



XVI. A FOREST WALK 

Hester Prynne remained constant in her resolve to make known to Mr. Dimmesdale, at 

whatever risk of present pain or ulterior consequences, the true character of the man who had 

crept into his intimacy. For several days, however, she vainly sought an opportunity of 

addressing him in some of the meditative walks which she knew him to be in the habit of taking 

along the shores of the Peninsula, or on the wooded hills of the neighbouring country. There 

would have been no scandal, indeed, nor peril to the holy whiteness of the clergyman’s good 

fame, had she visited him in his own study, where many a penitent, ere now, had confessed sins 

of perhaps as deep a dye as the one betokened by the scarlet letter. But, partly that she dreaded 

the secret or undisguised interference of old Roger Chillingworth, and partly that her conscious 

heart imparted suspicion where none could have been felt, and partly that both the minister and 

she would need the whole wide world to breathe in, while they talked together—for all these 

reasons Hester never thought of meeting him in any narrower privacy than beneath the open sky. 

At last, while attending a sick chamber, whither the Rev. Mr. Dimmesdale had been 

summoned to make a prayer, she learnt that he had gone, the day before, to visit the Apostle 

Eliot, among his Indian converts. He would probably return by a certain hour in the afternoon of 

the morrow. Betimes, therefore, the next day, Hester took little Pearl—who was necessarily the 

companion of all her mother’s expeditions, however inconvenient her presence—and set forth. 

The road, after the two wayfarers had crossed from the Peninsula to the mainland, was no 

other than a footpath. It straggled onward into the mystery of the primeval forest. This hemmed it 

in so narrowly, and stood so black and dense on either side, and disclosed such imperfect 

glimpses of the sky above, that, to Hester’s mind, it imaged not amiss the moral wilderness in 

which she had so long been wandering. The day was chill and sombre. Overhead was a gray 

expanse of cloud, slightly stirred, however, by a breeze; so that a gleam of flickering sunshine 

might now and then be seen at its solitary play along the path. This flitting cheerfulness was 

always at the further extremity of some long vista through the forest. The sportive sunlight—

feebly sportive, at best, in the predominant pensiveness of the day and scene—withdrew itself as 

they came nigh, and left the spots where it had danced the drearier, because they had hoped to 

find them bright. 

“Mother,” said little Pearl, “the sunshine does not love you. It runs away and hides itself, 

because it is afraid of something on your bosom. Now, see! There it is, playing a good way off. 

Stand you here, and let me run and catch it. I am but a child. It will not flee from me—for I wear 

nothing on my bosom yet!” 

“Nor ever will, my child, I hope,” said Hester. 

“And why not, mother?” asked Pearl, stopping short, just at the beginning of her race. “Will 

not it come of its own accord when I am a woman grown?” 

“Run away, child,” answered her mother, “and catch the sunshine. It will soon be gone.” 

Pearl set forth at a great pace, and as Hester smiled to perceive, did actually catch the 

sunshine, and stood laughing in the midst of it, all brightened by its splendour, and scintillating 

with the vivacity excited by rapid motion. The light lingered about the lonely child, as if glad of 

such a playmate, until her mother had drawn almost nigh enough to step into the magic circle 

too. 

“It will go now,” said Pearl, shaking her head. 



“See!” answered Hester, smiling; “now I can stretch out my hand and grasp some of it.” 

As she attempted to do so, the sunshine vanished; or, to judge from the bright expression that 

was dancing on Pearl’s features, her mother could have fancied that the child had absorbed it into 

herself, and would give it forth again, with a gleam about her path, as they should plunge into 

some gloomier shade. There was no other attribute that so much impressed her with a sense of 

new and untransmitted vigour in Pearl’s nature, as this never failing vivacity of spirits: she had 

not the disease of sadness, which almost all children, in these latter days, inherit, with the 

scrofula, from the troubles of their ancestors. Perhaps this, too, was a disease, and but the reflex 

of the wild energy with which Hester had fought against her sorrows before Pearl’s birth. It was 

certainly a doubtful charm, imparting a hard, metallic lustre to the child’s character. She 

wanted—what some people want throughout life—a grief that should deeply touch her, and thus 

humanise and make her capable of sympathy. But there was time enough yet for little Pearl. 

“Come, my child!” said Hester, looking about her from the spot where Pearl had stood still in 

the sunshine—“we will sit down a little way within the wood, and rest ourselves.” 

“I am not aweary, mother,” replied the little girl. “But you may sit down, if you will tell me a 

story meanwhile.” 

“A story, child!” said Hester. “And about what?” 

“Oh, a story about the Black Man,” answered Pearl, taking hold of her mother’s gown, and 

looking up, half earnestly, half mischievously, into her face. 

“How he haunts this forest, and carries a book with him a big, heavy book, with iron clasps; 

and how this ugly Black Man offers his book and an iron pen to everybody that meets him here 

among the trees; and they are to write their names with their own blood; and then he sets his 

mark on their bosoms. Didst thou ever meet the Black Man, mother?” 

“And who told you this story, Pearl,” asked her mother, recognising a common superstition of 

the period. 

“It was the old dame in the chimney corner, at the house where you watched last night,” said 

the child. “But she fancied me asleep while she was talking of it. She said that a thousand and a 

thousand people had met him here, and had written in his book, and have his mark on them. And 

that ugly tempered lady, old Mistress Hibbins, was one. And, mother, the old dame said that this 

scarlet letter was the Black Man’s mark on thee, and that it glows like a red flame when thou 

meetest him at midnight, here in the dark wood. Is it true, mother? And dost thou go to meet him 

in the nighttime?” 

“Didst thou ever awake and find thy mother gone?” asked Hester. 

“Not that I remember,” said the child. “If thou fearest to leave me in our cottage, thou mightest 

take me along with thee. I would very gladly go! But, mother, tell me now! Is there such a Black 

Man? And didst thou ever meet him? And is this his mark?” 

“Wilt thou let me be at peace, if I once tell thee?” asked her mother. 

“Yes, if thou tellest me all,” answered Pearl. 

“Once in my life I met the Black Man!” said her mother. “This scarlet letter is his mark!” 

Thus conversing, they entered sufficiently deep into the wood to secure themselves from the 

observation of any casual passenger along the forest track. Here they sat down on a luxuriant 

heap of moss; which at some epoch of the preceding century, had been a gigantic pine, with its 

roots and trunk in the darksome shade, and its head aloft in the upper atmosphere. It was a little 



dell where they had seated themselves, with a leaf-strewn bank rising gently on either side, and a 

brook flowing through the midst, over a bed of fallen and drowned leaves. The trees impending 

over it had flung down great branches from time to time, which choked up the current, and 

compelled it to form eddies and black depths at some points; while, in its swifter and livelier 

passages there appeared a channel-way of pebbles, and brown, sparkling sand. Letting the eyes 

follow along the course of the stream, they could catch the reflected light from its water, at some 

short distance within the forest, but soon lost all traces of it amid the bewilderment of tree-trunks 

and underbrush, and here and there a huge rock covered over with gray lichens. All these giant 

trees and boulders of granite seemed intent on making a mystery of the course of this small 

brook; fearing, perhaps, that, with its never-ceasing loquacity, it should whisper tales out of the 

heart of the old forest whence it flowed, or mirror its revelations on the smooth surface of a pool. 

Continually, indeed, as it stole onward, the streamlet kept up a babble, kind, quiet, soothing, but 

melancholy, like the voice of a young child that was spending its infancy without playfulness, 

and knew not how to be merry among sad acquaintance and events of sombre hue. 

“Oh, brook! Oh, foolish and tiresome little brook!” cried Pearl, after listening awhile to its 

talk, “Why art thou so sad? Pluck up a spirit, and do not be all the time sighing and murmuring!” 

But the brook, in the course of its little lifetime among the forest trees, had gone through so 

solemn an experience that it could not help talking about it, and seemed to have nothing else to 

say. Pearl resembled the brook, inasmuch as the current of her life gushed from a well-spring as 

mysterious, and had flowed through scenes shadowed as heavily with gloom. But, unlike the 

little stream, she danced and sparkled, and prattled airily along her course. 

“What does this sad little brook say, mother?” inquired she. 

“If thou hadst a sorrow of thine own, the brook might tell thee of it,” answered her mother, 

“even as it is telling me of mine. But now, Pearl, I hear a footstep along the path, and the noise of 

one putting aside the branches. I would have thee betake thyself to play, and leave me to speak 

with him that comes yonder.” 

“Is it the Black Man?” asked Pearl. 

“Wilt thou go and play, child?” repeated her mother, “But do not stray far into the wood. And 

take heed that thou come at my first call.” 

“Yes, mother,” answered Pearl, “But if it be the Black Man, wilt thou not let me stay a 

moment, and look at him, with his big book under his arm?” 

“Go, silly child!” said her mother impatiently. “It is no Black Man! Thou canst see him now, 

through the trees. It is the minister!” 

“And so it is!” said the child. “And, mother, he has his hand over his heart! Is it because, when 

the minister wrote his name in the book, the Black Man set his mark in that place? But why does 

he not wear it outside his bosom, as thou dost, mother?” 

“Go now, child, and thou shalt tease me as thou wilt another time,” cried Hester Prynne. “But 

do not stray far. Keep where thou canst hear the babble of the brook.” 

The child went singing away, following up the current of the brook, and striving to mingle a 

more lightsome cadence with its melancholy voice. But the little stream would not be comforted, 

and still kept telling its unintelligible secret of some very mournful mystery that had happened—

or making a prophetic lamentation about something that was yet to happen—within the verge of 

the dismal forest. So Pearl, who had enough of shadow in her own little life, chose to break off 

all acquaintance with this repining brook. She set herself, therefore, to gathering violets and 



wood-anemones, and some scarlet columbines that she found growing in the crevice of a high 

rock. 

When her elf-child had departed, Hester Prynne made a step or two towards the track that led 

through the forest, but still remained under the deep shadow of the trees. She beheld the minister 

advancing along the path entirely alone, and leaning on a staff which he had cut by the wayside. 

He looked haggard and feeble, and betrayed a nerveless despondency in his air, which had never 

so remarkably characterised him in his walks about the settlement, nor in any other situation 

where he deemed himself liable to notice. Here it was wofully visible, in this intense seclusion of 

the forest, which of itself would have been a heavy trial to the spirits. There was a listlessness in 

his gait, as if he saw no reason for taking one step further, nor felt any desire to do so, but would 

have been glad, could he be glad of anything, to fling himself down at the root of the nearest tree, 

and lie there passive for evermore. The leaves might bestrew him, and the soil gradually 

accumulate and form a little hillock over his frame, no matter whether there were life in it or no. 

Death was too definite an object to be wished for or avoided. 

To Hester’s eye, the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale exhibited no symptom of positive and 

vivacious suffering, except that, as little Pearl had remarked, he kept his hand over his heart. 

  



XVII. THE PASTOR AND HIS PARISHIONER 

Slowly as the minister walked, he had almost gone by before Hester Prynne could gather voice 

enough to attract his observation. At length she succeeded. 

“Arthur Dimmesdale!” she said, faintly at first, then louder, but hoarsely—“Arthur 

Dimmesdale!” 

“Who speaks?” answered the minister. Gathering himself quickly up, he stood more erect, like 

a man taken by surprise in a mood to which he was reluctant to have witnesses. Throwing his 

eyes anxiously in the direction of the voice, he indistinctly beheld a form under the trees, clad in 

garments so sombre, and so little relieved from the gray twilight into which the clouded sky and 

the heavy foliage had darkened the noontide, that he knew not whether it were a woman or a 

shadow. It may be that his pathway through life was haunted thus by a spectre that had stolen out 

from among his thoughts. 

He made a step nigher, and discovered the scarlet letter. 

“Hester! Hester Prynne!”, said he; “is it thou? Art thou in life?” 

“Even so.” she answered. “In such life as has been mine these seven years past! And thou, 

Arthur Dimmesdale, dost thou yet live?” 

It was no wonder that they thus questioned one another’s actual and bodily existence, and even 

doubted of their own. So strangely did they meet in the dim wood that it was like the first 

encounter in the world beyond the grave of two spirits who had been intimately connected in 

their former life, but now stood coldly shuddering in mutual dread, as not yet familiar with their 

state, nor wonted to the companionship of disembodied beings. Each a ghost, and awe-stricken at 

the other ghost. They were awe-stricken likewise at themselves, because the crisis flung back to 

them their consciousness, and revealed to each heart its history and experience, as life never 

does, except at such breathless epochs. The soul beheld its features in the mirror of the passing 

moment. It was with fear, and tremulously, and, as it were, by a slow, reluctant necessity, that 

Arthur Dimmesdale put forth his hand, chill as death, and touched the chill hand of Hester 

Prynne. The grasp, cold as it was, took away what was dreariest in the interview. They now felt 

themselves, at least, inhabitants of the same sphere. 

Without a word more spoken—neither he nor she assuming the guidance, but with an 

unexpressed consent—they glided back into the shadow of the woods whence Hester had 

emerged, and sat down on the heap of moss where she and Pearl had before been sitting. When 

they found voice to speak, it was at first only to utter remarks and inquiries such as any two 

acquaintances might have made, about the gloomy sky, the threatening storm, and, next, the 

health of each. Thus they went onward, not boldly, but step by step, into the themes that were 

brooding deepest in their hearts. So long estranged by fate and circumstances, they needed 

something slight and casual to run before and throw open the doors of intercourse, so that their 

real thoughts might be led across the threshold. 

After awhile, the minister fixed his eyes on Hester Prynne’s. 

“Hester,” said he, “hast thou found peace?” 

She smiled drearily, looking down upon her bosom. 

“Hast thou?” she asked. 

“None—nothing but despair!” he answered. “What else could I look for, being what I am, and 

leading such a life as mine? Were I an atheist—a man devoid of conscience—a wretch with 



coarse and brutal instincts—I might have found peace long ere now. Nay, I never should have 

lost it. But, as matters stand with my soul, whatever of good capacity there originally was in me, 

all of God’s gifts that were the choicest have become the ministers of spiritual torment. Hester, I 

am most miserable!” 

“The people reverence thee,” said Hester. “And surely thou workest good among them! Doth 

this bring thee no comfort?” 

“More misery, Hester!—Only the more misery!” answered the clergyman with a bitter smile. 

“As concerns the good which I may appear to do, I have no faith in it. It must needs be a 

delusion. What can a ruined soul like mine effect towards the redemption of other souls?—or a 

polluted soul towards their purification? And as for the people’s reverence, would that it were 

turned to scorn and hatred! Canst thou deem it, Hester, a consolation that I must stand up in my 

pulpit, and meet so many eyes turned upward to my face, as if the light of heaven were beaming 

from it!—must see my flock hungry for the truth, and listening to my words as if a tongue of 

Pentecost were speaking!—and then look inward, and discern the black reality of what they 

idolise? I have laughed, in bitterness and agony of heart, at the contrast between what I seem and 

what I am! And Satan laughs at it!” 

“You wrong yourself in this,” said Hester gently. “You have deeply and sorely repented. Your 

sin is left behind you in the days long past. Your present life is not less holy, in very truth, than it 

seems in people’s eyes. Is there no reality in the penitence thus sealed and witnessed by good 

works? And wherefore should it not bring you peace?” 

“No, Hester—no!” replied the clergyman. “There is no substance in it! It is cold and dead, and 

can do nothing for me! Of penance, I have had enough! Of penitence, there has been none! Else, 

I should long ago have thrown off these garments of mock holiness, and have shown myself to 

mankind as they will see me at the judgment-seat. Happy are you, Hester, that wear the scarlet 

letter openly upon your bosom! Mine burns in secret! Thou little knowest what a relief it is, after 

the torment of a seven years’ cheat, to look into an eye that recognises me for what I am! Had I 

one friend—or were it my worst enemy!—to whom, when sickened with the praises of all other 

men, I could daily betake myself, and be known as the vilest of all sinners, methinks my soul 

might keep itself alive thereby. Even thus much of truth would save me! But now, it is all 

falsehood!—all emptiness!—all death!” 

Hester Prynne looked into his face, but hesitated to speak. Yet, uttering his long-restrained 

emotions so vehemently as he did, his words here offered her the very point of circumstances in 

which to interpose what she came to say. She conquered her fears, and spoke: 

“Such a friend as thou hast even now wished for,” said she, “with whom to weep over thy sin, 

thou hast in me, the partner of it!” Again she hesitated, but brought out the words with an 

effort.—“Thou hast long had such an enemy, and dwellest with him, under the same roof!” 

The minister started to his feet, gasping for breath, and clutching at his heart, as if he would 

have torn it out of his bosom. 

“Ha! What sayest thou?” cried he. “An enemy! And under mine own roof! What mean you?” 

Hester Prynne was now fully sensible of the deep injury for which she was responsible to this 

unhappy man, in permitting him to lie for so many years, or, indeed, for a single moment, at the 

mercy of one whose purposes could not be other than malevolent. The very contiguity of his 

enemy, beneath whatever mask the latter might conceal himself, was enough to disturb the 

magnetic sphere of a being so sensitive as Arthur Dimmesdale. There had been a period when 

Hester was less alive to this consideration; or, perhaps, in the misanthropy of her own trouble, 



she left the minister to bear what she might picture to herself as a more tolerable doom. But of 

late, since the night of his vigil, all her sympathies towards him had been both softened and 

invigorated. She now read his heart more accurately. She doubted not that the continual presence 

of Roger Chillingworth—the secret poison of his malignity, infecting all the air about him—and 

his authorised interference, as a physician, with the minister’s physical and spiritual infirmities—

that these bad opportunities had been turned to a cruel purpose. By means of them, the sufferer’s 

conscience had been kept in an irritated state, the tendency of which was, not to cure by 

wholesome pain, but to disorganize and corrupt his spiritual being. Its result, on earth, could 

hardly fail to be insanity, and hereafter, that eternal alienation from the Good and True, of which 

madness is perhaps the earthly type. 

Such was the ruin to which she had brought the man, once—nay, why should we not speak 

it?—still so passionately loved! Hester felt that the sacrifice of the clergyman’s good name, and 

death itself, as she had already told Roger Chillingworth, would have been infinitely preferable 

to the alternative which she had taken upon herself to choose. And now, rather than have had this 

grievous wrong to confess, she would gladly have laid down on the forest leaves, and died there, 

at Arthur Dimmesdale’s feet. 

“Oh, Arthur!” cried she, “forgive me! In all things else, I have striven to be true! Truth was the 

one virtue which I might have held fast, and did hold fast, through all extremity; save when thy 

good—thy life—thy fame—were put in question! Then I consented to a deception. But a lie is 

never good, even though death threaten on the other side! Dost thou not see what I would say? 

That old man!—the physician!—he whom they call Roger Chillingworth!—he was my 

husband!” 

The minister looked at her for an instant, with all that violence of passion, which—intermixed 

in more shapes than one with his higher, purer, softer qualities—was, in fact, the portion of him 

which the devil claimed, and through which he sought to win the rest. Never was there a blacker 

or a fiercer frown than Hester now encountered. For the brief space that it lasted, it was a dark 

transfiguration. But his character had been so much enfeebled by suffering, that even its lower 

energies were incapable of more than a temporary struggle. He sank down on the ground, and 

buried his face in his hands. 

“I might have known it,” murmured he—“I did know it! Was not the secret told me, in the 

natural recoil of my heart at the first sight of him, and as often as I have seen him since? Why did 

I not understand? Oh, Hester Prynne, thou little, little knowest all the horror of this thing! And 

the shame!—the indelicacy!—the horrible ugliness of this exposure of a sick and guilty heart to 

the very eye that would gloat over it! Woman, woman, thou art accountable for this!—I cannot 

forgive thee!” 

“Thou shalt forgive me!” cried Hester, flinging herself on the fallen leaves beside him. “Let 

God punish! Thou shalt forgive!” 

With sudden and desperate tenderness she threw her arms around him, and pressed his head 

against her bosom, little caring though his cheek rested on the scarlet letter. He would have 

released himself, but strove in vain to do so. Hester would not set him free, lest he should look 

her sternly in the face. All the world had frowned on her—for seven long years had it frowned 

upon this lonely woman—and still she bore it all, nor ever once turned away her firm, sad eyes. 

Heaven, likewise, had frowned upon her, and she had not died. But the frown of this pale, weak, 

sinful, and sorrow-stricken man was what Hester could not bear, and live! 



“Wilt thou yet forgive me?” she repeated, over and over again. “Wilt thou not frown? Wilt 

thou forgive?” 

“I do forgive you, Hester,” replied the minister at length, with a deep utterance, out of an 

abyss of sadness, but no anger. “I freely forgive you now. May God forgive us both. We are not, 

Hester, the worst sinners in the world. There is one worse than even the polluted priest! That old 

man’s revenge has been blacker than my sin. He has violated, in cold blood, the sanctity of a 

human heart. Thou and I, Hester, never did so!” 

“Never, never!” whispered she. “What we did had a consecration of its own. We felt it so! We 

said so to each other. Hast thou forgotten it?” 

“Hush, Hester!” said Arthur Dimmesdale, rising from the ground. “No; I have not forgotten!” 

They sat down again, side by side, and hand clasped in hand, on the mossy trunk of the fallen 

tree. Life had never brought them a gloomier hour; it was the point whither their pathway had so 

long been tending, and darkening ever, as it stole along—and yet it unclosed a charm that made 

them linger upon it, and claim another, and another, and, after all, another moment. The forest 

was obscure around them, and creaked with a blast that was passing through it. The boughs were 

tossing heavily above their heads; while one solemn old tree groaned dolefully to another, as if 

telling the sad story of the pair that sat beneath, or constrained to forbode evil to come. 

And yet they lingered. How dreary looked the forest-track that led backward to the settlement, 

where Hester Prynne must take up again the burden of her ignominy and the minister the hollow 

mockery of his good name! So they lingered an instant longer. No golden light had ever been so 

precious as the gloom of this dark forest. Here seen only by his eyes, the scarlet letter need not 

burn into the bosom of the fallen woman! Here seen only by her eyes, Arthur Dimmesdale, false 

to God and man, might be, for one moment true! 

He started at a thought that suddenly occurred to him. 

“Hester!” cried he, “here is a new horror! Roger Chillingworth knows your purpose to reveal 

his true character. Will he continue, then, to keep our secret? What will now be the course of his 

revenge?” 

“There is a strange secrecy in his nature,” replied Hester, thoughtfully; “and it has grown upon 

him by the hidden practices of his revenge. I deem it not likely that he will betray the secret. He 

will doubtless seek other means of satiating his dark passion.” 

“And I!—how am I to live longer, breathing the same air with this deadly enemy?” exclaimed 

Arthur Dimmesdale, shrinking within himself, and pressing his hand nervously against his 

heart—a gesture that had grown involuntary with him. “Think for me, Hester! Thou art strong. 

Resolve for me!” 

“Thou must dwell no longer with this man,” said Hester, slowly and firmly. “Thy heart must 

be no longer under his evil eye!” 

“It were far worse than death!” replied the minister. “But how to avoid it? What choice 

remains to me? Shall I lie down again on these withered leaves, where I cast myself when thou 

didst tell me what he was? Must I sink down there, and die at once?” 

“Alas! what a ruin has befallen thee!” said Hester, with the tears gushing into her eyes. “Wilt 

thou die for very weakness? There is no other cause!” 

“The judgment of God is on me,” answered the conscience-stricken priest. “It is too mighty 

for me to struggle with!” 



“Heaven would show mercy,” rejoined Hester, “hadst thou but the strength to take advantage 

of it.” 

“Be thou strong for me!” answered he. “Advise me what to do.” 

“Is the world, then, so narrow?” exclaimed Hester Prynne, fixing her deep eyes on the 

minister’s, and instinctively exercising a magnetic power over a spirit so shattered and subdued 

that it could hardly hold itself erect. “Doth the universe lie within the compass of yonder town, 

which only a little time ago was but a leaf-strewn desert, as lonely as this around us? Whither 

leads yonder forest-track? Backward to the settlement, thou sayest! Yes; but, onward, too! 

Deeper it goes, and deeper into the wilderness, less plainly to be seen at every step; until some 

few miles hence the yellow leaves will show no vestige of the white man’s tread. There thou art 

free! So brief a journey would bring thee from a world where thou hast been most wretched, to 

one where thou mayest still be happy! Is there not shade enough in all this boundless forest to 

hide thy heart from the gaze of Roger Chillingworth?” 

“Yes, Hester; but only under the fallen leaves!” replied the minister, with a sad smile. 

“Then there is the broad pathway of the sea!” continued Hester. “It brought thee hither. If thou 

so choose, it will bear thee back again. In our native land, whether in some remote rural village, 

or in vast London—or, surely, in Germany, in France, in pleasant Italy—thou wouldst be beyond 

his power and knowledge! And what hast thou to do with all these iron men, and their opinions? 

They have kept thy better part in bondage too long already!” 

“It cannot be!” answered the minister, listening as if he were called upon to realise a dream. “I 

am powerless to go. Wretched and sinful as I am, I have had no other thought than to drag on my 

earthly existence in the sphere where Providence hath placed me. Lost as my own soul is, I 

would still do what I may for other human souls! I dare not quit my post, though an unfaithful 

sentinel, whose sure reward is death and dishonour, when his dreary watch shall come to an 

end!” 

“Thou art crushed under this seven years’ weight of misery,” replied Hester, fervently 

resolved to buoy him up with her own energy. “But thou shalt leave it all behind thee! It shall not 

cumber thy steps, as thou treadest along the forest-path: neither shalt thou freight the ship with it, 

if thou prefer to cross the sea. Leave this wreck and ruin here where it hath happened. Meddle no 

more with it! Begin all anew! Hast thou exhausted possibility in the failure of this one trial? Not 

so! The future is yet full of trial and success. There is happiness to be enjoyed! There is good to 

be done! Exchange this false life of thine for a true one. Be, if thy spirit summon thee to such a 

mission, the teacher and apostle of the red men. Or, as is more thy nature, be a scholar and a sage 

among the wisest and the most renowned of the cultivated world. Preach! Write! Act! Do 

anything, save to lie down and die! Give up this name of Arthur Dimmesdale, and make thyself 

another, and a high one, such as thou canst wear without fear or shame. Why shouldst thou tarry 

so much as one other day in the torments that have so gnawed into thy life? that have made thee 

feeble to will and to do? that will leave thee powerless even to repent? Up, and away!” 

“Oh, Hester!” cried Arthur Dimmesdale, in whose eyes a fitful light, kindled by her 

enthusiasm, flashed up and died away, “thou tellest of running a race to a man whose knees are 

tottering beneath him! I must die here! There is not the strength or courage left me to venture 

into the wide, strange, difficult world alone!” 

It was the last expression of the despondency of a broken spirit. He lacked energy to grasp the 

better fortune that seemed within his reach. 

He repeated the word—“Alone, Hester!” 



“Thou shall not go alone!” answered she, in a deep whisper. Then, all was spoken! 

  



XVIII. A FLOOD OF SUNSHINE 

Arthur Dimmesdale gazed into Hester’s face with a look in which hope and joy shone out, 

indeed, but with fear betwixt them, and a kind of horror at her boldness, who had spoken what he 

vaguely hinted at, but dared not speak. 

But Hester Prynne, with a mind of native courage and activity, and for so long a period not 

merely estranged, but outlawed from society, had habituated herself to such latitude of 

speculation as was altogether foreign to the clergyman. She had wandered, without rule or 

guidance, in a moral wilderness, as vast, as intricate, and shadowy as the untamed forest, amid 

the gloom of which they were now holding a colloquy that was to decide their fate. Her intellect 

and heart had their home, as it were, in desert places, where she roamed as freely as the wild 

Indian in his woods. For years past she had looked from this estranged point of view at human 

institutions, and whatever priests or legislators had established; criticising all with hardly more 

reverence than the Indian would feel for the clerical band, the judicial robe, the pillory, the 

gallows, the fireside, or the church. The tendency of her fate and fortunes had been to set her 

free. The scarlet letter was her passport into regions where other women dared not tread. Shame, 

Despair, Solitude! These had been her teachers—stern and wild ones—and they had made her 

strong, but taught her much amiss. 

The minister, on the other hand, had never gone through an experience calculated to lead him 

beyond the scope of generally received laws; although, in a single instance, he had so fearfully 

transgressed one of the most sacred of them. But this had been a sin of passion, not of principle, 

nor even purpose. Since that wretched epoch, he had watched with morbid zeal and minuteness, 

not his acts—for those it was easy to arrange—but each breath of emotion, and his every 

thought. At the head of the social system, as the clergymen of that day stood, he was only the 

more trammelled by its regulations, its principles, and even its prejudices. As a priest, the 

framework of his order inevitably hemmed him in. As a man who had once sinned, but who kept 

his conscience all alive and painfully sensitive by the fretting of an unhealed wound, he might 

have been supposed safer within the line of virtue than if he had never sinned at all. 

Thus we seem to see that, as regarded Hester Prynne, the whole seven years of outlaw and 

ignominy had been little other than a preparation for this very hour. But Arthur Dimmesdale! 

Were such a man once more to fall, what plea could be urged in extenuation of his crime? None; 

unless it avail him somewhat that he was broken down by long and exquisite suffering; that his 

mind was darkened and confused by the very remorse which harrowed it; that, between fleeing 

as an avowed criminal, and remaining as a hypocrite, conscience might find it hard to strike the 

balance; that it was human to avoid the peril of death and infamy, and the inscrutable 

machinations of an enemy; that, finally, to this poor pilgrim, on his dreary and desert path, faint, 

sick, miserable, there appeared a glimpse of human affection and sympathy, a new life, and a 

true one, in exchange for the heavy doom which he was now expiating. And be the stern and sad 

truth spoken, that the breach which guilt has once made into the human soul is never, in this 

mortal state, repaired. It may be watched and guarded, so that the enemy shall not force his way 

again into the citadel, and might even in his subsequent assaults, select some other avenue, in 

preference to that where he had formerly succeeded. But there is still the ruined wall, and near it 

the stealthy tread of the foe that would win over again his unforgotten triumph. 

The struggle, if there were one, need not be described. Let it suffice that the clergyman 

resolved to flee, and not alone. 



“If in all these past seven years,” thought he, “I could recall one instant of peace or hope, I 

would yet endure, for the sake of that earnest of Heaven’s mercy. But now—since I am 

irrevocably doomed—wherefore should I not snatch the solace allowed to the condemned culprit 

before his execution? Or, if this be the path to a better life, as Hester would persuade me, I surely 

give up no fairer prospect by pursuing it! Neither can I any longer live without her 

companionship; so powerful is she to sustain—so tender to soothe! O Thou to whom I dare not 

lift mine eyes, wilt Thou yet pardon me?” 

“Thou wilt go!” said Hester calmly, as he met her glance. 

The decision once made, a glow of strange enjoyment threw its flickering brightness over the 

trouble of his breast. It was the exhilarating effect—upon a prisoner just escaped from the 

dungeon of his own heart—of breathing the wild, free atmosphere of an unredeemed, 

unchristianised, lawless region. His spirit rose, as it were, with a bound, and attained a nearer 

prospect of the sky, than throughout all the misery which had kept him grovelling on the earth. 

Of a deeply religious temperament, there was inevitably a tinge of the devotional in his mood. 

“Do I feel joy again?” cried he, wondering at himself. “Methought the germ of it was dead in 

me! Oh, Hester, thou art my better angel! I seem to have flung myself—sick, sin-stained, and 

sorrow-blackened—down upon these forest leaves, and to have risen up all made anew, and with 

new powers to glorify Him that hath been merciful! This is already the better life! Why did we 

not find it sooner?” 

“Let us not look back,” answered Hester Prynne. “The past is gone! Wherefore should we 

linger upon it now? See! With this symbol I undo it all, and make it as if it had never been!” 

So speaking, she undid the clasp that fastened the scarlet letter, and, taking it from her bosom, 

threw it to a distance among the withered leaves. The mystic token alighted on the hither verge 

of the stream. With a hand’s-breadth further flight, it would have fallen into the water, and have 

given the little brook another woe to carry onward, besides the unintelligible tale which it still 

kept murmuring about. But there lay the embroidered letter, glittering like a lost jewel, which 

some ill-fated wanderer might pick up, and thenceforth be haunted by strange phantoms of guilt, 

sinkings of the heart, and unaccountable misfortune. 

The stigma gone, Hester heaved a long, deep sigh, in which the burden of shame and anguish 

departed from her spirit. O exquisite relief! She had not known the weight until she felt the 

freedom! By another impulse, she took off the formal cap that confined her hair, and down it fell 

upon her shoulders, dark and rich, with at once a shadow and a light in its abundance, and 

imparting the charm of softness to her features. There played around her mouth, and beamed out 

of her eyes, a radiant and tender smile, that seemed gushing from the very heart of womanhood. 

A crimson flush was glowing on her cheek, that had been long so pale. Her sex, her youth, and 

the whole richness of her beauty, came back from what men call the irrevocable past, and 

clustered themselves with her maiden hope, and a happiness before unknown, within the magic 

circle of this hour. And, as if the gloom of the earth and sky had been but the effluence of these 

two mortal hearts, it vanished with their sorrow. All at once, as with a sudden smile of heaven, 

forth burst the sunshine, pouring a very flood into the obscure forest, gladdening each green leaf, 

transmuting the yellow fallen ones to gold, and gleaming adown the gray trunks of the solemn 

trees. The objects that had made a shadow hitherto, embodied the brightness now. The course of 

the little brook might be traced by its merry gleam afar into the wood’s heart of mystery, which 

had become a mystery of joy. 



Such was the sympathy of Nature—that wild, heathen Nature of the forest, never subjugated 

by human law, nor illumined by higher truth—with the bliss of these two spirits! Love, whether 

newly-born, or aroused from a death-like slumber, must always create a sunshine, filling the 

heart so full of radiance, that it overflows upon the outward world. Had the forest still kept its 

gloom, it would have been bright in Hester’s eyes, and bright in Arthur Dimmesdale’s! 

Hester looked at him with a thrill of another joy. 

“Thou must know Pearl!” said she. “Our little Pearl! Thou hast seen her—yes, I know it!—but 

thou wilt see her now with other eyes. She is a strange child! I hardly comprehend her! But thou 

wilt love her dearly, as I do, and wilt advise me how to deal with her!” 

“Dost thou think the child will be glad to know me?” asked the minister, somewhat uneasily. 

“I have long shrunk from children, because they often show a distrust—a backwardness to be 

familiar with me. I have even been afraid of little Pearl!” 

“Ah, that was sad!” answered the mother. “But she will love thee dearly, and thou her. She is 

not far off. I will call her. Pearl! Pearl!” 

“I see the child,” observed the minister. “Yonder she is, standing in a streak of sunshine, a 

good way off, on the other side of the brook. So thou thinkest the child will love me?” 

Hester smiled, and again called to Pearl, who was visible at some distance, as the minister had 

described her, like a bright-apparelled vision in a sunbeam, which fell down upon her through an 

arch of boughs. The ray quivered to and fro, making her figure dim or distinct—now like a real 

child, now like a child’s spirit—as the splendour went and came again. She heard her mother’s 

voice, and approached slowly through the forest. 

Pearl had not found the hour pass wearisomely while her mother sat talking with the 

clergyman. The great black forest—stern as it showed itself to those who brought the guilt and 

troubles of the world into its bosom—became the playmate of the lonely infant, as well as it 

knew how. Sombre as it was, it put on the kindest of its moods to welcome her. It offered her the 

partridge-berries, the growth of the preceding autumn, but ripening only in the spring, and now 

red as drops of blood upon the withered leaves. These Pearl gathered, and was pleased with their 

wild flavour. The small denizens of the wilderness hardly took pains to move out of her path. A 

partridge, indeed, with a brood of ten behind her, ran forward threateningly, but soon repented of 

her fierceness, and clucked to her young ones not to be afraid. A pigeon, alone on a low branch, 

allowed Pearl to come beneath, and uttered a sound as much of greeting as alarm. A squirrel, 

from the lofty depths of his domestic tree, chattered either in anger or merriment—for the 

squirrel is such a choleric and humorous little personage, that it is hard to distinguish between his 

moods—so he chattered at the child, and flung down a nut upon her head. It was a last year’s nut, 

and already gnawed by his sharp tooth. A fox, startled from his sleep by her light footstep on the 

leaves, looked inquisitively at Pearl, as doubting whether it were better to steal off, or renew his 

nap on the same spot. A wolf, it is said—but here the tale has surely lapsed into the 

improbable—came up and smelt of Pearl’s robe, and offered his savage head to be patted by her 

hand. The truth seems to be, however, that the mother-forest, and these wild things which it 

nourished, all recognised a kindred wilderness in the human child. 

And she was gentler here than in the grassy-margined streets of the settlement, or in her 

mother’s cottage. The flowers appeared to know it, and one and another whispered as she passed, 

“Adorn thyself with me, thou beautiful child, adorn thyself with me!”—and, to please them, 

Pearl gathered the violets, and anemones, and columbines, and some twigs of the freshest green, 

which the old trees held down before her eyes. With these she decorated her hair and her young 



waist, and became a nymph child, or an infant dryad, or whatever else was in closest sympathy 

with the antique wood. In such guise had Pearl adorned herself, when she heard her mother’s 

voice, and came slowly back. 

Slowly—for she saw the clergyman!  

  



XIX. THE CHILD AT THE BROOKSIDE 

“Thou wilt love her dearly,” repeated Hester Prynne, as she and the minister sat watching little 

Pearl. “Dost thou not think her beautiful? And see with what natural skill she has made those 

simple flowers adorn her! Had she gathered pearls, and diamonds, and rubies in the wood, they 

could not have become her better! She is a splendid child! But I know whose brow she has!” 

“Dost thou know, Hester,” said Arthur Dimmesdale, with an unquiet smile, “that this dear 

child, tripping about always at thy side, hath caused me many an alarm? Methought—oh, Hester, 

what a thought is that, and how terrible to dread it!—that my own features were partly repeated 

in her face, and so strikingly that the world might see them! But she is mostly thine!” 

“No, no! Not mostly!” answered the mother, with a tender smile. “A little longer, and thou 

needest not to be afraid to trace whose child she is. But how strangely beautiful she looks with 

those wild flowers in her hair! It is as if one of the fairies, whom we left in dear old England, had 

decked her out to meet us.” 

It was with a feeling which neither of them had ever before experienced, that they sat and 

watched Pearl’s slow advance. In her was visible the tie that united them. She had been offered 

to the world, these seven past years, as the living hieroglyphic, in which was revealed the secret 

they so darkly sought to hide—all written in this symbol—all plainly manifest—had there been a 

prophet or magician skilled to read the character of flame! And Pearl was the oneness of their 

being. Be the foregone evil what it might, how could they doubt that their earthly lives and future 

destinies were conjoined when they beheld at once the material union, and the spiritual idea, in 

whom they met, and were to dwell immortally together; thoughts like these—and perhaps other 

thoughts, which they did not acknowledge or define—threw an awe about the child as she came 

onward. 

“Let her see nothing strange—no passion or eagerness—in thy way of accosting her,” 

whispered Hester. “Our Pearl is a fitful and fantastic little elf sometimes. Especially she is 

generally intolerant of emotion, when she does not fully comprehend the why and wherefore. But 

the child hath strong affections! She loves me, and will love thee!” 

“Thou canst not think,” said the minister, glancing aside at Hester Prynne, “how my heart 

dreads this interview, and yearns for it! But, in truth, as I already told thee, children are not 

readily won to be familiar with me. They will not climb my knee, nor prattle in my ear, nor 

answer to my smile, but stand apart, and eye me strangely. Even little babes, when I take them in 

my arms, weep bitterly. Yet Pearl, twice in her little lifetime, hath been kind to me! The first 

time—thou knowest it well! The last was when thou ledst her with thee to the house of yonder 

stern old Governor.” 

“And thou didst plead so bravely in her behalf and mine!” answered the mother. “I remember 

it; and so shall little Pearl. Fear nothing. She may be strange and shy at first, but will soon learn 

to love thee!” 

By this time Pearl had reached the margin of the brook, and stood on the further side, gazing 

silently at Hester and the clergyman, who still sat together on the mossy tree-trunk waiting to 

receive her. Just where she had paused, the brook chanced to form a pool so smooth and quiet 

that it reflected a perfect image of her little figure, with all the brilliant picturesqueness of her 

beauty, in its adornment of flowers and wreathed foliage, but more refined and spiritualized than 

the reality. This image, so nearly identical with the living Pearl, seemed to communicate 

somewhat of its own shadowy and intangible quality to the child herself. It was strange, the way 



in which Pearl stood, looking so steadfastly at them through the dim medium of the forest gloom, 

herself, meanwhile, all glorified with a ray of sunshine, that was attracted thitherward as by a 

certain sympathy. In the brook beneath stood another child—another and the same—with 

likewise its ray of golden light. Hester felt herself, in some indistinct and tantalizing manner, 

estranged from Pearl, as if the child, in her lonely ramble through the forest, had strayed out of 

the sphere in which she and her mother dwelt together, and was now vainly seeking to return to 

it. 

There were both truth and error in the impression; the child and mother were estranged, but 

through Hester’s fault, not Pearl’s. Since the latter rambled from her side, another inmate had 

been admitted within the circle of the mother’s feelings, and so modified the aspect of them all, 

that Pearl, the returning wanderer, could not find her wonted place, and hardly knew where she 

was. 

“I have a strange fancy,” observed the sensitive minister, “that this brook is the boundary 

between two worlds, and that thou canst never meet thy Pearl again. Or is she an elfish spirit, 

who, as the legends of our childhood taught us, is forbidden to cross a running stream? Pray 

hasten her, for this delay has already imparted a tremor to my nerves.” 

“Come, dearest child!” said Hester encouragingly, and stretching out both her arms. “How 

slow thou art! When hast thou been so sluggish before now? Here is a friend of mine, who must 

be thy friend also. Thou wilt have twice as much love henceforward as thy mother alone could 

give thee! Leap across the brook and come to us. Thou canst leap like a young deer!” 

Pearl, without responding in any manner to these honey-sweet expressions, remained on the 

other side of the brook. Now she fixed her bright wild eyes on her mother, now on the minister, 

and now included them both in the same glance, as if to detect and explain to herself the relation 

which they bore to one another. For some unaccountable reason, as Arthur Dimmesdale felt the 

child’s eyes upon himself, his hand—with that gesture so habitual as to have become 

involuntary—stole over his heart. At length, assuming a singular air of authority, Pearl stretched 

out her hand, with the small forefinger extended, and pointing evidently towards her mother’s 

breast. And beneath, in the mirror of the brook, there was the flower-girdled and sunny image of 

little Pearl, pointing her small forefinger too. 

“Thou strange child! why dost thou not come to me?” exclaimed Hester. 

Pearl still pointed with her forefinger, and a frown gathered on her brow—the more 

impressive from the childish, the almost baby-like aspect of the features that conveyed it. As her 

mother still kept beckoning to her, and arraying her face in a holiday suit of unaccustomed 

smiles, the child stamped her foot with a yet more imperious look and gesture. In the brook, 

again, was the fantastic beauty of the image, with its reflected frown, its pointed finger, and 

imperious gesture, giving emphasis to the aspect of little Pearl. 

“Hasten, Pearl, or I shall be angry with thee!” cried Hester Prynne, who, however, inured to 

such behaviour on the elf-child’s part at other seasons, was naturally anxious for a more seemly 

deportment now. “Leap across the brook, naughty child, and run hither! Else I must come to 

thee!” 

But Pearl, not a whit startled at her mother’s threats any more than mollified by her entreaties, 

now suddenly burst into a fit of passion, gesticulating violently, and throwing her small figure 

into the most extravagant contortions. She accompanied this wild outbreak with piercing shrieks, 

which the woods reverberated on all sides, so that, alone as she was in her childish and 

unreasonable wrath, it seemed as if a hidden multitude were lending her their sympathy and 



encouragement. Seen in the brook once more was the shadowy wrath of Pearl’s image, crowned 

and girdled with flowers, but stamping its foot, wildly gesticulating, and, in the midst of all, still 

pointing its small forefinger at Hester’s bosom. 

“I see what ails the child,” whispered Hester to the clergyman, and turning pale in spite of a 

strong effort to conceal her trouble and annoyance, “Children will not abide any, the slightest, 

change in the accustomed aspect of things that are daily before their eyes. Pearl misses 

something that she has always seen me wear!” 

“I pray you,” answered the minister, “if thou hast any means of pacifying the child, do it 

forthwith! Save it were the cankered wrath of an old witch like Mistress Hibbins,” added he, 

attempting to smile, “I know nothing that I would not sooner encounter than this passion in a 

child. In Pearl’s young beauty, as in the wrinkled witch, it has a preternatural effect. Pacify her if 

thou lovest me!” 

Hester turned again towards Pearl with a crimson blush upon her cheek, a conscious glance 

aside at the clergyman, and then a heavy sigh, while, even before she had time to speak, the 

blush yielded to a deadly pallor. 

“Pearl,” said she sadly, “look down at thy feet! There!—before thee!—on the hither side of the 

brook!” 

The child turned her eyes to the point indicated, and there lay the scarlet letter so close upon 

the margin of the stream that the gold embroidery was reflected in it. 

“Bring it hither!” said Hester. 

“Come thou and take it up!” answered Pearl. 

“Was ever such a child!” observed Hester aside to the minister. “Oh, I have much to tell thee 

about her! But, in very truth, she is right as regards this hateful token. I must bear its torture yet a 

little longer—only a few days longer—until we shall have left this region, and look back hither 

as to a land which we have dreamed of. The forest cannot hide it! The mid-ocean shall take it 

from my hand, and swallow it up for ever!” 

With these words she advanced to the margin of the brook, took up the scarlet letter, and 

fastened it again into her bosom. Hopefully, but a moment ago, as Hester had spoken of 

drowning it in the deep sea, there was a sense of inevitable doom upon her as she thus received 

back this deadly symbol from the hand of fate. She had flung it into infinite space! she had 

drawn an hour’s free breath! and here again was the scarlet misery glittering on the old spot! So 

it ever is, whether thus typified or no, that an evil deed invests itself with the character of doom. 

Hester next gathered up the heavy tresses of her hair and confined them beneath her cap. As if 

there were a withering spell in the sad letter, her beauty, the warmth and richness of her 

womanhood, departed like fading sunshine, and a gray shadow seemed to fall across her. 

When the dreary change was wrought, she extended her hand to Pearl. 

“Dost thou know thy mother now, child?”, asked she, reproachfully, but with a subdued tone. 

“Wilt thou come across the brook, and own thy mother, now that she has her shame upon her—

now that she is sad?” 

“Yes; now I will!” answered the child, bounding across the brook, and clasping Hester in her 

arms “Now thou art my mother indeed! and I am thy little Pearl!” 

In a mood of tenderness that was not usual with her, she drew down her mother’s head, and 

kissed her brow and both her cheeks. But then—by a kind of necessity that always impelled this 



child to alloy whatever comfort she might chance to give with a throb of anguish—Pearl put up 

her mouth and kissed the scarlet letter, too. 

“That was not kind!” said Hester. “When thou hast shown me a little love, thou mockest me!” 

“Why doth the minister sit yonder?” asked Pearl. 

“He waits to welcome thee,” replied her mother. “Come thou, and entreat his blessing! He 

loves thee, my little Pearl, and loves thy mother, too. Wilt thou not love him? Come he longs to 

greet thee!” 

“Doth he love us?” said Pearl, looking up with acute intelligence into her mother’s face. “Will 

he go back with us, hand in hand, we three together, into the town?” 

“Not now, my child,” answered Hester. “But in days to come he will walk hand in hand with 

us. We will have a home and fireside of our own; and thou shalt sit upon his knee; and he will 

teach thee many things, and love thee dearly. Thou wilt love him—wilt thou not?” 

“And will he always keep his hand over his heart?” inquired Pearl. 

“Foolish child, what a question is that!” exclaimed her mother. “Come, and ask his blessing!” 

But, whether influenced by the jealousy that seems instinctive with every petted child towards 

a dangerous rival, or from whatever caprice of her freakish nature, Pearl would show no favour 

to the clergyman. It was only by an exertion of force that her mother brought her up to him, 

hanging back, and manifesting her reluctance by odd grimaces; of which, ever since her 

babyhood, she had possessed a singular variety, and could transform her mobile physiognomy 

into a series of different aspects, with a new mischief in them, each and all. The minister—

painfully embarrassed, but hoping that a kiss might prove a talisman to admit him into the child’s 

kindlier regards—bent forward, and impressed one on her brow. Hereupon, Pearl broke away 

from her mother, and, running to the brook, stooped over it, and bathed her forehead, until the 

unwelcome kiss was quite washed off and diffused through a long lapse of the gliding water. She 

then remained apart, silently watching Hester and the clergyman; while they talked together and 

made such arrangements as were suggested by their new position and the purposes soon to be 

fulfilled. 

And now this fateful interview had come to a close. The dell was to be left in solitude among 

its dark, old trees, which, with their multitudinous tongues, would whisper long of what had 

passed there, and no mortal be the wiser. And the melancholy brook would add this other tale to 

the mystery with which its little heart was already overburdened, and whereof it still kept up a 

murmuring babble, with not a whit more cheerfulness of tone than for ages heretofore. 

  



XX. THE MINISTER IN A MAZE 

As the minister departed, in advance of Hester Prynne and little Pearl, he threw a backward 

glance, half expecting that he should discover only some faintly traced features or outline of the 

mother and the child, slowly fading into the twilight of the woods. So great a vicissitude in his 

life could not at once be received as real. But there was Hester, clad in her gray robe, still 

standing beside the tree-trunk, which some blast had overthrown a long antiquity ago, and which 

time had ever since been covering with moss, so that these two fated ones, with earth’s heaviest 

burden on them, might there sit down together, and find a single hour’s rest and solace. And 

there was Pearl, too, lightly dancing from the margin of the brook—now that the intrusive third 

person was gone—and taking her old place by her mother’s side. So the minister had not fallen 

asleep and dreamed! 

In order to free his mind from this indistinctness and duplicity of impression, which vexed it 

with a strange disquietude, he recalled and more thoroughly defined the plans which Hester and 

himself had sketched for their departure. It had been determined between them that the Old 

World, with its crowds and cities, offered them a more eligible shelter and concealment than the 

wilds of New England or all America, with its alternatives of an Indian wigwam, or the few 

settlements of Europeans scattered thinly along the sea-board. Not to speak of the clergyman’s 

health, so inadequate to sustain the hardships of a forest life, his native gifts, his culture, and his 

entire development would secure him a home only in the midst of civilization and refinement; 

the higher the state the more delicately adapted to it the man. In furtherance of this choice, it so 

happened that a ship lay in the harbour; one of those unquestionable cruisers, frequent at that 

day, which, without being absolutely outlaws of the deep, yet roamed over its surface with a 

remarkable irresponsibility of character. This vessel had recently arrived from the Spanish Main, 

and within three days’ time would sail for Bristol. Hester Prynne—whose vocation, as a self-

enlisted Sister of Charity, had brought her acquainted with the captain and crew—could take 

upon herself to secure the passage of two individuals and a child with all the secrecy which 

circumstances rendered more than desirable. 

The minister had inquired of Hester, with no little interest, the precise time at which the vessel 

might be expected to depart. It would probably be on the fourth day from the present. “This is 

most fortunate!” he had then said to himself. Now, why the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale 

considered it so very fortunate we hesitate to reveal. Nevertheless—to hold nothing back from 

the reader—it was because, on the third day from the present, he was to preach the Election 

Sermon; and, as such an occasion formed an honourable epoch in the life of a New England 

Clergyman, he could not have chanced upon a more suitable mode and time of terminating his 

professional career. “At least, they shall say of me,” thought this exemplary man, “that I leave no 

public duty unperformed or ill-performed!” Sad, indeed, that an introspection so profound and 

acute as this poor minister’s should be so miserably deceived! We have had, and may still have, 

worse things to tell of him; but none, we apprehend, so pitiably weak; no evidence, at once so 

slight and irrefragable, of a subtle disease that had long since begun to eat into the real substance 

of his character. No man, for any considerable period, can wear one face to himself and another 

to the multitude, without finally getting bewildered as to which may be the true. 

The excitement of Mr. Dimmesdale’s feelings as he returned from his interview with Hester, 

lent him unaccustomed physical energy, and hurried him townward at a rapid pace. The pathway 

among the woods seemed wilder, more uncouth with its rude natural obstacles, and less trodden 

by the foot of man, than he remembered it on his outward journey. But he leaped across the 



plashy places, thrust himself through the clinging underbrush, climbed the ascent, plunged into 

the hollow, and overcame, in short, all the difficulties of the track, with an unweariable activity 

that astonished him. He could not but recall how feebly, and with what frequent pauses for breath 

he had toiled over the same ground, only two days before. As he drew near the town, he took an 

impression of change from the series of familiar objects that presented themselves. It seemed not 

yesterday, not one, not two, but many days, or even years ago, since he had quitted them. There, 

indeed, was each former trace of the street, as he remembered it, and all the peculiarities of the 

houses, with the due multitude of gable-peaks, and a weather-cock at every point where his 

memory suggested one. Not the less, however, came this importunately obtrusive sense of 

change. The same was true as regarded the acquaintances whom he met, and all the well-known 

shapes of human life, about the little town. They looked neither older nor younger now; the 

beards of the aged were no whiter, nor could the creeping babe of yesterday walk on his feet 

today; it was impossible to describe in what respect they differed from the individuals on whom 

he had so recently bestowed a parting glance; and yet the minister’s deepest sense seemed to 

inform him of their mutability. A similar impression struck him most remarkably as he passed 

under the walls of his own church. The edifice had so very strange, and yet so familiar an aspect, 

that Mr. Dimmesdale’s mind vibrated between two ideas; either that he had seen it only in a 

dream hitherto, or that he was merely dreaming about it now. 

This phenomenon, in the various shapes which it assumed, indicated no external change, but 

so sudden and important a change in the spectator of the familiar scene, that the intervening 

space of a single day had operated on his consciousness like the lapse of years. The minister’s 

own will, and Hester’s will, and the fate that grew between them, had wrought this 

transformation. It was the same town as heretofore, but the same minister returned not from the 

forest. He might have said to the friends who greeted him—“I am not the man for whom you 

take me! I left him yonder in the forest, withdrawn into a secret dell, by a mossy tree trunk, and 

near a melancholy brook! Go, seek your minister, and see if his emaciated figure, his thin cheek, 

his white, heavy, pain-wrinkled brow, be not flung down there, like a cast-off garment!” His 

friends, no doubt, would still have insisted with him—“Thou art thyself the man!” but the error 

would have been their own, not his. 

Before Mr. Dimmesdale reached home, his inner man gave him other evidences of a 

revolution in the sphere of thought and feeling. In truth, nothing short of a total change of 

dynasty and moral code, in that interior kingdom, was adequate to account for the impulses now 

communicated to the unfortunate and startled minister. At every step he was incited to do some 

strange, wild, wicked thing or other, with a sense that it would be at once involuntary and 

intentional, in spite of himself, yet growing out of a profounder self than that which opposed the 

impulse. For instance, he met one of his own deacons. The good old man addressed him with the 

paternal affection and patriarchal privilege which his venerable age, his upright and holy 

character, and his station in the church, entitled him to use and, conjoined with this, the deep, 

almost worshipping respect, which the minister’s professional and private claims alike 

demanded. Never was there a more beautiful example of how the majesty of age and wisdom 

may comport with the obeisance and respect enjoined upon it, as from a lower social rank, and 

inferior order of endowment, towards a higher. Now, during a conversation of some two or three 

moments between the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale and this excellent and hoary-bearded deacon, it 

was only by the most careful self-control that the former could refrain from uttering certain 

blasphemous suggestions that rose into his mind, respecting the communion-supper. He 

absolutely trembled and turned pale as ashes, lest his tongue should wag itself in utterance of 



these horrible matters, and plead his own consent for so doing, without his having fairly given it. 

And, even with this terror in his heart, he could hardly avoid laughing, to imagine how the 

sanctified old patriarchal deacon would have been petrified by his minister’s impiety. 

Again, another incident of the same nature. Hurrying along the street, the Reverend Mr. 

Dimmesdale encountered the eldest female member of his church, a most pious and exemplary 

old dame, poor, widowed, lonely, and with a heart as full of reminiscences about her dead 

husband and children, and her dead friends of long ago, as a burial-ground is full of storied 

gravestones. Yet all this, which would else have been such heavy sorrow, was made almost a 

solemn joy to her devout old soul, by religious consolations and the truths of Scripture, 

wherewith she had fed herself continually for more than thirty years. And since Mr. Dimmesdale 

had taken her in charge, the good grandam’s chief earthly comfort—which, unless it had been 

likewise a heavenly comfort, could have been none at all—was to meet her pastor, whether 

casually, or of set purpose, and be refreshed with a word of warm, fragrant, heaven-breathing 

Gospel truth, from his beloved lips, into her dulled, but rapturously attentive ear. But, on this 

occasion, up to the moment of putting his lips to the old woman’s ear, Mr. Dimmesdale, as the 

great enemy of souls would have it, could recall no text of Scripture, nor aught else, except a 

brief, pithy, and, as it then appeared to him, unanswerable argument against the immortality of 

the human soul. The instilment thereof into her mind would probably have caused this aged sister 

to drop down dead, at once, as by the effect of an intensely poisonous infusion. What he really 

did whisper, the minister could never afterwards recollect. There was, perhaps, a fortunate 

disorder in his utterance, which failed to impart any distinct idea to the good widow’s 

comprehension, or which Providence interpreted after a method of its own. Assuredly, as the 

minister looked back, he beheld an expression of divine gratitude and ecstasy that seemed like 

the shine of the celestial city on her face, so wrinkled and ashy pale. 

Again, a third instance. After parting from the old church member, he met the youngest sister 

of them all. It was a maiden newly-won—and won by the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale’s own 

sermon, on the Sabbath after his vigil—to barter the transitory pleasures of the world for the 

heavenly hope that was to assume brighter substance as life grew dark around her, and which 

would gild the utter gloom with final glory. She was fair and pure as a lily that had bloomed in 

Paradise. The minister knew well that he was himself enshrined within the stainless sanctity of 

her heart, which hung its snowy curtains about his image, imparting to religion the warmth of 

love, and to love a religious purity. Satan, that afternoon, had surely led the poor young girl away 

from her mother’s side, and thrown her into the pathway of this sorely tempted, or—shall we not 

rather say?—this lost and desperate man. As she drew nigh, the arch-fiend whispered him to 

condense into small compass, and drop into her tender bosom a germ of evil that would be sure 

to blossom darkly soon, and bear black fruit betimes. Such was his sense of power over this 

virgin soul, trusting him as she did, that the minister felt potent to blight all the field of innocence 

with but one wicked look, and develop all its opposite with but a word. So—with a mightier 

struggle than he had yet sustained—he held his Geneva cloak before his face, and hurried 

onward, making no sign of recognition, and leaving the young sister to digest his rudeness as she 

might. She ransacked her conscience—which was full of harmless little matters, like her pocket 

or her work-bag—and took herself to task, poor thing! for a thousand imaginary faults, and went 

about her household duties with swollen eyelids the next morning. 

Before the minister had time to celebrate his victory over this last temptation, he was 

conscious of another impulse, more ludicrous, and almost as horrible. It was—we blush to tell 

it—it was to stop short in the road, and teach some very wicked words to a knot of little Puritan 



children who were playing there, and had but just begun to talk. Denying himself this freak, as 

unworthy of his cloth, he met a drunken seaman, one of the ship’s crew from the Spanish Main. 

And here, since he had so valiantly forborne all other wickedness, poor Mr. Dimmesdale longed 

at least to shake hands with the tarry blackguard, and recreate himself with a few improper jests, 

such as dissolute sailors so abound with, and a volley of good, round, solid, satisfactory, and 

heaven-defying oaths! It was not so much a better principle, as partly his natural good taste, and 

still more his buckramed habit of clerical decorum, that carried him safely through the latter 

crisis. 

“What is it that haunts and tempts me thus?” cried the minister to himself, at length, pausing in 

the street, and striking his hand against his forehead. 

“Am I mad? or am I given over utterly to the fiend? Did I make a contract with him in the 

forest, and sign it with my blood? And does he now summon me to its fulfilment, by suggesting 

the performance of every wickedness which his most foul imagination can conceive?” 

At the moment when the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale thus communed with himself, and struck 

his forehead with his hand, old Mistress Hibbins, the reputed witch-lady, is said to have been 

passing by. She made a very grand appearance, having on a high head-dress, a rich gown of 

velvet, and a ruff done up with the famous yellow starch, of which Anne Turner, her especial 

friend, had taught her the secret, before this last good lady had been hanged for Sir Thomas 

Overbury’s murder. Whether the witch had read the minister’s thoughts or no, she came to a full 

stop, looked shrewdly into his face, smiled craftily, and—though little given to converse with 

clergymen—began a conversation. 

“So, reverend sir, you have made a visit into the forest,” observed the witch-lady, nodding her 

high head-dress at him. “The next time I pray you to allow me only a fair warning, and I shall be 

proud to bear you company. Without taking overmuch upon myself my good word will go far 

towards gaining any strange gentleman a fair reception from yonder potentate you wot of.” 

“I profess, madam,” answered the clergyman, with a grave obeisance, such as the lady’s rank 

demanded, and his own good breeding made imperative—“I profess, on my conscience and 

character, that I am utterly bewildered as touching the purport of your words! I went not into the 

forest to seek a potentate, neither do I, at any future time, design a visit thither, with a view to 

gaining the favour of such personage. My one sufficient object was to greet that pious friend of 

mine, the Apostle Eliot, and rejoice with him over the many precious souls he hath won from 

heathendom!” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” cackled the old witch-lady, still nodding her high head-dress at the minister. 

“Well, well! we must needs talk thus in the daytime! You carry it off like an old hand! But at 

midnight, and in the forest, we shall have other talk together!” 

She passed on with her aged stateliness, but often turning back her head and smiling at him, 

like one willing to recognise a secret intimacy of connexion. 

“Have I then sold myself,” thought the minister, “to the fiend whom, if men say true, this 

yellow-starched and velveted old hag has chosen for her prince and master?” 

The wretched minister! He had made a bargain very like it! Tempted by a dream of happiness, 

he had yielded himself with deliberate choice, as he had never done before, to what he knew was 

deadly sin. And the infectious poison of that sin had been thus rapidly diffused throughout his 

moral system. It had stupefied all blessed impulses, and awakened into vivid life the whole 

brotherhood of bad ones. Scorn, bitterness, unprovoked malignity, gratuitous desire of ill, 

ridicule of whatever was good and holy, all awoke to tempt, even while they frightened him. And 



his encounter with old Mistress Hibbins, if it were a real incident, did but show its sympathy and 

fellowship with wicked mortals, and the world of perverted spirits. 

He had by this time reached his dwelling on the edge of the burial-ground, and, hastening up 

the stairs, took refuge in his study. The minister was glad to have reached this shelter, without 

first betraying himself to the world by any of those strange and wicked eccentricities to which he 

had been continually impelled while passing through the streets. He entered the accustomed 

room, and looked around him on its books, its windows, its fireplace, and the tapestried comfort 

of the walls, with the same perception of strangeness that had haunted him throughout his walk 

from the forest dell into the town and thitherward. Here he had studied and written; here gone 

through fast and vigil, and come forth half alive; here striven to pray; here borne a hundred 

thousand agonies! There was the Bible, in its rich old Hebrew, with Moses and the Prophets 

speaking to him, and God’s voice through all. 

There on the table, with the inky pen beside it, was an unfinished sermon, with a sentence 

broken in the midst, where his thoughts had ceased to gush out upon the page two days before. 

He knew that it was himself, the thin and white-cheeked minister, who had done and suffered 

these things, and written thus far into the Election Sermon! But he seemed to stand apart, and eye 

this former self with scornful pitying, but half-envious curiosity. That self was gone. Another 

man had returned out of the forest—a wiser one—with a knowledge of hidden mysteries which 

the simplicity of the former never could have reached. A bitter kind of knowledge that! 

While occupied with these reflections, a knock came at the door of the study, and the minister 

said, “Come in!”—not wholly devoid of an idea that he might behold an evil spirit. And so he 

did! It was old Roger Chillingworth that entered. The minister stood white and speechless, with 

one hand on the Hebrew Scriptures, and the other spread upon his breast. 

“Welcome home, reverend sir,” said the physician. “And how found you that godly man, the 

Apostle Eliot? But methinks, dear sir, you look pale, as if the travel through the wilderness had 

been too sore for you. Will not my aid be requisite to put you in heart and strength to preach your 

Election Sermon?” 

“Nay, I think not so,” rejoined the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale. “My journey, and the sight of 

the holy Apostle yonder, and the free air which I have breathed have done me good, after so long 

confinement in my study. I think to need no more of your drugs, my kind physician, good though 

they be, and administered by a friendly hand.” 

All this time Roger Chillingworth was looking at the minister with the grave and intent regard 

of a physician towards his patient. But, in spite of this outward show, the latter was almost 

convinced of the old man’s knowledge, or, at least, his confident suspicion, with respect to his 

own interview with Hester Prynne. The physician knew then that in the minister’s regard he was 

no longer a trusted friend, but his bitterest enemy. So much being known, it would appear natural 

that a part of it should be expressed. It is singular, however, how long a time often passes before 

words embody things; and with what security two persons, who choose to avoid a certain 

subject, may approach its very verge, and retire without disturbing it. Thus the minister felt no 

apprehension that Roger Chillingworth would touch, in express words, upon the real position 

which they sustained towards one another. Yet did the physician, in his dark way, creep 

frightfully near the secret. 

“Were it not better,” said he, “that you use my poor skill tonight? Verily, dear sir, we must 

take pains to make you strong and vigorous for this occasion of the Election discourse. The 



people look for great things from you, apprehending that another year may come about and find 

their pastor gone.” 

“Yes, to another world,” replied the minister with pious resignation. “Heaven grant it be a 

better one; for, in good sooth, I hardly think to tarry with my flock through the flitting seasons of 

another year! But touching your medicine, kind sir, in my present frame of body I need it not.” 

“I joy to hear it,” answered the physician. “It may be that my remedies, so long administered 

in vain, begin now to take due effect. Happy man were I, and well deserving of New England’s 

gratitude, could I achieve this cure!” 

“I thank you from my heart, most watchful friend,” said the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale with a 

solemn smile. “I thank you, and can but requite your good deeds with my prayers.” 

“A good man’s prayers are golden recompense!” rejoined old Roger Chillingworth, as he took 

his leave. “Yea, they are the current gold coin of the New Jerusalem, with the King’s own mint 

mark on them!” 

Left alone, the minister summoned a servant of the house, and requested food, which, being 

set before him, he ate with ravenous appetite. Then flinging the already written pages of the 

Election Sermon into the fire, he forthwith began another, which he wrote with such an 

impulsive flow of thought and emotion, that he fancied himself inspired; and only wondered that 

Heaven should see fit to transmit the grand and solemn music of its oracles through so foul an 

organ pipe as he. However, leaving that mystery to solve itself, or go unsolved for ever, he drove 

his task onward with earnest haste and ecstasy. 

Thus the night fled away, as if it were a winged steed, and he careering on it; morning came, 

and peeped, blushing, through the curtains; and at last sunrise threw a golden beam into the 

study, and laid it right across the minister’s bedazzled eyes. There he was, with the pen still 

between his fingers, and a vast, immeasurable tract of written space behind him! 

  



XXI. THE NEW ENGLAND HOLIDAY 

Betimes in the morning of the day on which the new Governor was to receive his office at the 

hands of the people, Hester Prynne and little Pearl came into the market-place. It was already 

thronged with the craftsmen and other plebeian inhabitants of the town, in considerable numbers, 

among whom, likewise, were many rough figures, whose attire of deer-skins marked them as 

belonging to some of the forest settlements, which surrounded the little metropolis of the colony. 

On this public holiday, as on all other occasions for seven years past, Hester was clad in a 

garment of coarse gray cloth. Not more by its hue than by some indescribable peculiarity in its 

fashion, it had the effect of making her fade personally out of sight and outline; while again the 

scarlet letter brought her back from this twilight indistinctness, and revealed her under the moral 

aspect of its own illumination. Her face, so long familiar to the townspeople, showed the marble 

quietude which they were accustomed to behold there. It was like a mask; or, rather like the 

frozen calmness of a dead woman’s features; owing this dreary resemblance to the fact that 

Hester was actually dead, in respect to any claim of sympathy, and had departed out of the world 

with which she still seemed to mingle. 

It might be, on this one day, that there was an expression unseen before, nor, indeed, vivid 

enough to be detected now; unless some preternaturally gifted observer should have first read the 

heart, and have afterwards sought a corresponding development in the countenance and mien. 

Such a spiritual seer might have conceived, that, after sustaining the gaze of the multitude 

through several miserable years as a necessity, a penance, and something which it was a stern 

religion to endure, she now, for one last time more, encountered it freely and voluntarily, in order 

to convert what had so long been agony into a kind of triumph. “Look your last on the scarlet 

letter and its wearer!”—the people’s victim and lifelong bond-slave, as they fancied her, might 

say to them. “Yet a little while, and she will be beyond your reach! A few hours longer and the 

deep, mysterious ocean will quench and hide for ever the symbol which ye have caused to burn 

on her bosom!” Nor were it an inconsistency too improbable to be assigned to human nature, 

should we suppose a feeling of regret in Hester’s mind, at the moment when she was about to 

win her freedom from the pain which had been thus deeply incorporated with her being. Might 

there not be an irresistible desire to quaff a last, long, breathless draught of the cup of wormwood 

and aloes, with which nearly all her years of womanhood had been perpetually flavoured. The 

wine of life, henceforth to be presented to her lips, must be indeed rich, delicious, and 

exhilarating, in its chased and golden beaker, or else leave an inevitable and weary languor, after 

the lees of bitterness wherewith she had been drugged, as with a cordial of intensest potency. 

Pearl was decked out with airy gaiety. It would have been impossible to guess that this bright 

and sunny apparition owed its existence to the shape of gloomy gray; or that a fancy, at once so 

gorgeous and so delicate as must have been requisite to contrive the child’s apparel, was the 

same that had achieved a task perhaps more difficult, in imparting so distinct a peculiarity to 

Hester’s simple robe. The dress, so proper was it to little Pearl, seemed an effluence, or 

inevitable development and outward manifestation of her character, no more to be separated 

from her than the many-hued brilliancy from a butterfly’s wing, or the painted glory from the 

leaf of a bright flower. As with these, so with the child; her garb was all of one idea with her 

nature. On this eventful day, moreover, there was a certain singular inquietude and excitement in 

her mood, resembling nothing so much as the shimmer of a diamond, that sparkles and flashes 

with the varied throbbings of the breast on which it is displayed. Children have always a 

sympathy in the agitations of those connected with them: always, especially, a sense of any 



trouble or impending revolution, of whatever kind, in domestic circumstances; and therefore 

Pearl, who was the gem on her mother’s unquiet bosom, betrayed, by the very dance of her 

spirits, the emotions which none could detect in the marble passiveness of Hester’s brow. 

This effervescence made her flit with a bird-like movement, rather than walk by her mother’s 

side. 

She broke continually into shouts of a wild, inarticulate, and sometimes piercing music. When 

they reached the market-place, she became still more restless, on perceiving the stir and bustle 

that enlivened the spot; for it was usually more like the broad and lonesome green before a 

village meeting-house, than the centre of a town’s business. 

“Why, what is this, mother?” cried she. “Wherefore have all the people left their work today? 

Is it a play-day for the whole world? See, there is the blacksmith! He has washed his sooty face, 

and put on his Sabbath-day clothes, and looks as if he would gladly be merry, if any kind body 

would only teach him how! And there is Master Brackett, the old jailer, nodding and smiling at 

me. Why does he do so, mother?” 

“He remembers thee a little babe, my child,” answered Hester. 

“He should not nod and smile at me, for all that—the black, grim, ugly-eyed old man!” said 

Pearl. “He may nod at thee, if he will; for thou art clad in gray, and wearest the scarlet letter. But 

see, mother, how many faces of strange people, and Indians among them, and sailors! What have 

they all come to do, here in the market-place?” 

“They wait to see the procession pass,” said Hester. “For the Governor and the magistrates are 

to go by, and the ministers, and all the great people and good people, with the music and the 

soldiers marching before them.” 

“And will the minister be there?” asked Pearl. “And will he hold out both his hands to me, as 

when thou ledst me to him from the brook-side?” 

“He will be there, child,” answered her mother, “but he will not greet thee today, nor must 

thou greet him.” 

“What a strange, sad man is he!” said the child, as if speaking partly to herself. “In the dark 

nighttime he calls us to him, and holds thy hand and mine, as when we stood with him on the 

scaffold yonder! And in the deep forest, where only the old trees can hear, and the strip of sky 

see it, he talks with thee, sitting on a heap of moss! And he kisses my forehead, too, so that the 

little brook would hardly wash it off! But, here, in the sunny day, and among all the people, he 

knows us not; nor must we know him! A strange, sad man is he, with his hand always over his 

heart!” 

“Be quiet, Pearl—thou understandest not these things,” said her mother. “Think not now of the 

minister, but look about thee, and see how cheery is everybody’s face today. The children have 

come from their schools, and the grown people from their workshops and their fields, on purpose 

to be happy, for, today, a new man is beginning to rule over them; and so—as has been the 

custom of mankind ever since a nation was first gathered—they make merry and rejoice: as if a 

good and golden year were at length to pass over the poor old world!” 

It was as Hester said, in regard to the unwonted jollity that brightened the faces of the people. 

Into this festal season of the year—as it already was, and continued to be during the greater part 

of two centuries—the Puritans compressed whatever mirth and public joy they deemed allowable 

to human infirmity; thereby so far dispelling the customary cloud, that, for the space of a single 



holiday, they appeared scarcely more grave than most other communities at a period of general 

affliction. 

But we perhaps exaggerate the gray or sable tinge, which undoubtedly characterized the mood 

and manners of the age. The persons now in the market-place of Boston had not been born to an 

inheritance of Puritanic gloom. They were native Englishmen, whose fathers had lived in the 

sunny richness of the Elizabethan epoch; a time when the life of England, viewed as one great 

mass, would appear to have been as stately, magnificent, and joyous, as the world has ever 

witnessed. Had they followed their hereditary taste, the New England settlers would have 

illustrated all events of public importance by bonfires, banquets, pageantries, and processions. 

Nor would it have been impracticable, in the observance of majestic ceremonies, to combine 

mirthful recreation with solemnity, and give, as it were, a grotesque and brilliant embroidery to 

the great robe of state, which a nation, at such festivals, puts on. There was some shadow of an 

attempt of this kind in the mode of celebrating the day on which the political year of the colony 

commenced. The dim reflection of a remembered splendour, a colourless and manifold diluted 

repetition of what they had beheld in proud old London—we will not say at a royal coronation, 

but at a Lord Mayor’s show—might be traced in the customs which our forefathers instituted, 

with reference to the annual installation of magistrates. The fathers and founders of the 

commonwealth—the statesman, the priest, and the soldier—seemed it a duty then to assume the 

outward state and majesty, which, in accordance with antique style, was looked upon as the 

proper garb of public and social eminence. All came forth to move in procession before the 

people’s eye, and thus impart a needed dignity to the simple framework of a government so 

newly constructed. 

Then, too, the people were countenanced, if not encouraged, in relaxing the severe and close 

application to their various modes of rugged industry, which at all other times, seemed of the 

same piece and material with their religion. Here, it is true, were none of the appliances which 

popular merriment would so readily have found in the England of Elizabeth’s time, or that of 

James—no rude shows of a theatrical kind; no minstrel, with his harp and legendary ballad, nor 

gleeman with an ape dancing to his music; no juggler, with his tricks of mimic witchcraft; no 

Merry Andrew, to stir up the multitude with jests, perhaps a hundred years old, but still effective, 

by their appeals to the very broadest sources of mirthful sympathy. All such professors of the 

several branches of jocularity would have been sternly repressed, not only by the rigid discipline 

of law, but by the general sentiment which give law its vitality. Not the less, however, the great, 

honest face of the people smiled—grimly, perhaps, but widely too. Nor were sports wanting, 

such as the colonists had witnessed, and shared in, long ago, at the country fairs and on the 

village-greens of England; and which it was thought well to keep alive on this new soil, for the 

sake of the courage and manliness that were essential in them. Wrestling matches, in the 

different fashions of Cornwall and Devonshire, were seen here and there about the market-place; 

in one corner, there was a friendly bout at quarterstaff; and—what attracted most interest of all—

on the platform of the pillory, already so noted in our pages, two masters of defence were 

commencing an exhibition with the buckler and broadsword. But, much to the disappointment of 

the crowd, this latter business was broken off by the interposition of the town beadle, who had no 

idea of permitting the majesty of the law to be violated by such an abuse of one of its 

consecrated places. 

It may not be too much to affirm, on the whole, (the people being then in the first stages of 

joyless deportment, and the offspring of sires who had known how to be merry, in their day), that 

they would compare favourably, in point of holiday keeping, with their descendants, even at so 



long an interval as ourselves. Their immediate posterity, the generation next to the early 

emigrants, wore the blackest shade of Puritanism, and so darkened the national visage with it, 

that all the subsequent years have not sufficed to clear it up. We have yet to learn again the 

forgotten art of gaiety. 

The picture of human life in the market-place, though its general tint was the sad gray, brown, 

or black of the English emigrants, was yet enlivened by some diversity of hue. A party of 

Indians—in their savage finery of curiously embroidered deerskin robes, wampum-belts, red and 

yellow ochre, and feathers, and armed with the bow and arrow and stone-headed spear—stood 

apart with countenances of inflexible gravity, beyond what even the Puritan aspect could attain. 

Nor, wild as were these painted barbarians, were they the wildest feature of the scene. This 

distinction could more justly be claimed by some mariners—a part of the crew of the vessel from 

the Spanish Main—who had come ashore to see the humours of Election Day. They were rough-

looking desperadoes, with sun-blackened faces, and an immensity of beard; their wide short 

trousers were confined about the waist by belts, often clasped with a rough plate of gold, and 

sustaining always a long knife, and in some instances, a sword. From beneath their broad-

brimmed hats of palm-leaf, gleamed eyes which, even in good-nature and merriment, had a kind 

of animal ferocity. They transgressed without fear or scruple, the rules of behaviour that were 

binding on all others: smoking tobacco under the beadle’s very nose, although each whiff would 

have cost a townsman a shilling; and quaffing at their pleasure, draughts of wine or aqua-vitæ 

from pocket flasks, which they freely tendered to the gaping crowd around them. It remarkably 

characterised the incomplete morality of the age, rigid as we call it, that a licence was allowed 

the seafaring class, not merely for their freaks on shore, but for far more desperate deeds on their 

proper element. The sailor of that day would go near to be arraigned as a pirate in our own. 

There could be little doubt, for instance, that this very ship’s crew, though no unfavourable 

specimens of the nautical brotherhood, had been guilty, as we should phrase it, of depredations 

on the Spanish commerce, such as would have perilled all their necks in a modern court of 

justice. 

But the sea in those old times heaved, swelled, and foamed very much at its own will, or 

subject only to the tempestuous wind, with hardly any attempts at regulation by human law. The 

buccaneer on the wave might relinquish his calling and become at once if he chose, a man of 

probity and piety on land; nor, even in the full career of his reckless life, was he regarded as a 

personage with whom it was disreputable to traffic or casually associate. Thus the Puritan elders 

in their black cloaks, starched bands, and steeple-crowned hats, smiled not unbenignantly at the 

clamour and rude deportment of these jolly seafaring men; and it excited neither surprise nor 

animadversion when so reputable a citizen as old Roger Chillingworth, the physician, was seen 

to enter the market-place in close and familiar talk with the commander of the questionable 

vessel. 

The latter was by far the most showy and gallant figure, so far as apparel went, anywhere to be 

seen among the multitude. He wore a profusion of ribbons on his garment, and gold lace on his 

hat, which was also encircled by a gold chain, and surmounted with a feather. There was a sword 

at his side and a sword-cut on his forehead, which, by the arrangement of his hair, he seemed 

anxious rather to display than hide. A landsman could hardly have worn this garb and shown this 

face, and worn and shown them both with such a galliard air, without undergoing stern question 

before a magistrate, and probably incurring a fine or imprisonment, or perhaps an exhibition in 

the stocks. As regarded the shipmaster, however, all was looked upon as pertaining to the 

character, as to a fish his glistening scales. 



After parting from the physician, the commander of the Bristol ship strolled idly through the 

market-place; until happening to approach the spot where Hester Prynne was standing, he 

appeared to recognise, and did not hesitate to address her. As was usually the case wherever 

Hester stood, a small vacant area—a sort of magic circle—had formed itself about her, into 

which, though the people were elbowing one another at a little distance, none ventured or felt 

disposed to intrude. It was a forcible type of the moral solitude in which the scarlet letter 

enveloped its fated wearer; partly by her own reserve, and partly by the instinctive, though no 

longer so unkindly, withdrawal of her fellow-creatures. Now, if never before, it answered a good 

purpose by enabling Hester and the seaman to speak together without risk of being overheard; 

and so changed was Hester Prynne’s repute before the public, that the matron in town, most 

eminent for rigid morality, could not have held such intercourse with less result of scandal than 

herself. 

“So, mistress,” said the mariner, “I must bid the steward make ready one more berth than you 

bargained for! No fear of scurvy or ship fever this voyage. What with the ship’s surgeon and this 

other doctor, our only danger will be from drug or pill; more by token, as there is a lot of 

apothecary’s stuff aboard, which I traded for with a Spanish vessel.” 

“What mean you?” inquired Hester, startled more than she permitted to appear. “Have you 

another passenger?” 

“Why, know you not,” cried the shipmaster, “that this physician here—Chillingworth he calls 

himself—is minded to try my cabin-fare with you? Ay, ay, you must have known it; for he tells 

me he is of your party, and a close friend to the gentleman you spoke of—he that is in peril from 

these sour old Puritan rulers.” 

“They know each other well, indeed,” replied Hester, with a mien of calmness, though in the 

utmost consternation. “They have long dwelt together.” 

Nothing further passed between the mariner and Hester Prynne. But at that instant she beheld 

old Roger Chillingworth himself, standing in the remotest corner of the market-place and smiling 

on her; a smile which—across the wide and bustling square, and through all the talk and 

laughter, and various thoughts, moods, and interests of the crowd—conveyed secret and fearful 

meaning. 

  



XXII. THE PROCESSION 

Before Hester Prynne could call together her thoughts, and consider what was practicable to 

be done in this new and startling aspect of affairs, the sound of military music was heard 

approaching along a contiguous street. It denoted the advance of the procession of magistrates 

and citizens on its way towards the meeting-house: where, in compliance with a custom thus 

early established, and ever since observed, the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale was to deliver an 

Election Sermon. 

Soon the head of the procession showed itself, with a slow and stately march, turning a corner, 

and making its way across the market-place. First came the music. It comprised a variety of 

instruments, perhaps imperfectly adapted to one another, and played with no great skill; but yet 

attaining the great object for which the harmony of drum and clarion addresses itself to the 

multitude—that of imparting a higher and more heroic air to the scene of life that passes before 

the eye. Little Pearl at first clapped her hands, but then lost for an instant the restless agitation 

that had kept her in a continual effervescence throughout the morning; she gazed silently, and 

seemed to be borne upward like a floating sea-bird on the long heaves and swells of sound. But 

she was brought back to her former mood by the shimmer of the sunshine on the weapons and 

bright 